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              第三百四十章 意外访客
            

            	
              第三百四十一章 圈套
            

            	
              第三百四十二章 超级误会
            

            	
              第三百四十三章 妖魔秘闻
            

            	
              第三百四十四章 由来
            

            	
              第三百四十五章 摄灵镜
            

            	
              第三百四十六章 魔化变身
            

            	
              第三百四十七章 神妙遁术
            

            	
              第三百四十八章 灭妖
            

            	
              第三百四十九章 十万大山
            

            	
              第三百五十章 变迁
            

            	
              第三百五十一章 傀儡与炮灰
            

            	
              第三百五十二章 相救
            

            	
              第三百五十三章 墨月族
            

            	
              第三百五十四章 变异妖兽
            

            	
              第三百五十五章 古洞
            

            	
              第三百五十六章 圆月之夜
            

            	
              第三百五十七章 婴火
            

            	
              第三百五十八章 兽魂之宝
            

            	
              第三百五十九章 铁甲炼尸
            

            	
              第三百六十章 惊闻
            

            	
              第三百六十一章 危局
            

            	
              第三百六十二章 第一修仙家族
            

            	
              第三百六十三章 严峻形势
            

            	
              第三百六十四章 古传送阵
            

            	
              第三百六十五章 炮灰
            

            	
              第三百六十六章 燕仇谷
            

            	
              第三百六十八章 聚魄丹
            

            	
              第三百六十九章 投机
            

            	
              第三百七十章 岌岌可危
            

            	
              第三百七十一章 震惊
            

            	
              第三百七十二章 阵破
            

            	
              第三百七十三章 生裂鬼蛟
            

            	
              第三百七十四章 聚阴罩
            

            	
              第三百七十五章 食尸鬼
            

            	
              第三百七十六章 幽罗参与反间计
            

            	
              第三百七十七章 遁逃
            

            	
              第三百七十八章 探听消息
            

            	
              第三百七十九章 魔尊的师弟
            

            	
              第三百八十章 回春丹
            

            	
              第三百八十一章 清场
            

            	
              第三百八十二章 未知险境
            

            	
              第三百八十三章 再遇巫师
            

            	
              第三百八十四章 地
            

            	
              第三百八十五章 毒雾
            

            	
              第三百八十六章 巫法大会
            

            	
              第三百八十七章 奎月城
            

            	
              第三百八十八章 城中城
            

            	
              第三百八十九章 城中坊市
            

            	
              第三百九十章 巫师灵器
            

            	
              第三百九十一章 赤炎果
            

            	
              第三百九十二章 临时抱佛脚
            

            	
              第三百九十三章 昊天再现
            

            	
              第三百九十四章 混元长老
            

            	
              第三百九十五章 三战连胜
            

            	
              第三百九十六章 姗姗来迟
            

            	
              第三百九十七章 真假老祖
            

            	
              第三百九十八章 两强相斗
            

            	
              第三百九十九章 巫师的灵药房
            

            	
              第四百章 毒药
            

            	
              第四百零一章 百毒神君
            

            	
              第四百零二章 可怕的交易
            

            	
              第四百零三章 百万年一遇的奇才
            

            	
              第四百零四章 千古恨
            

            	
              第四百零六章 各取所需
            

            	
              第四百零七章 意外的敌人
            

            	
              第四百零八章 回天苍部
            

            	
              第四百零九章 淬炼灵根
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十章 进阶凝丹中期
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十一章 沧溟山
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十二章 五边传送阵
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十三章 孔雀仙子
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十四章 朝阳门
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十五章 敛气术与宗门
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十六章 战况
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十七章 内忧外患
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十八章 福祸相依
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百一十九章 意外收获
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十章 改良魔幡
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十一章 杀鬼抢宝
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十二章 不好的预感
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十三章 锦盒
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十四章 元婴与天大的好处
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十五章 妖灵
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十六章 南明离火
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十七章 合遁之术
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十八章 波澜迭起
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百二十九章 身外化身
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十章 神通火并
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十一章 浑身解数
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十二章 鬼口脱险
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十三章 再会朝阳门
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十四章 青翔门
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十五章 斗法
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十六章 再遇琴心
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十七章 鏖战剑仙
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十八章 铁甲怪蟒与摄灵镜
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百三十九章 四圣兽剑阵
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十章 圣兽之威
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十一章 黔驴技穷
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十二章 地圣灵符
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十三章 分坛
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十四章 相求
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十五章 太虚真人
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十六章 坦诚相待
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十七章 通羽真人的心机
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十八章 圣元令
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十九章 紫龙鼎和万年雪晶
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十章 好事多磨
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十一章 意外的传音符
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十二章 远方来客
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十三章 陆盈儿
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十四章 蹊跷的怪事
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十五章 本门的修魔者
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十六章 辣手
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十七章 诡异的气息
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十八章 巫术神通与血契
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十九章 林轩的计划（二合一章节）
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十章 血魔尊者
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十一章 魔婴诀与绝毒丹
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十二章 炼化与融合
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十三章 碧幻幽火
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十四章 分神傀儡
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十五章 陆盈儿与林月儿
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十六章 主动出击
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十七章 阵伏
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十八章 玄晶铁与鸳鸯刀
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十九章 走火入魔
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十章 魔婴
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十一章 苦战
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十二章 克敌
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十三章 衡量
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十四章 诡异的敌人
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十五章 乱局
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十六章 撤离分坛
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十七章 月儿的疑惑
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十八章 分坛的宝物
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百七十九章 紫钰水晶与地火
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十章 炼宝
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十一章 九天玄尊
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十二章 半年
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十三章 红粉散人
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十四章 恶名远播
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十五章 一本万利
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十六章 我为刀俎
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十七章 高阶晶石
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十八章 天晶灭绝
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百八十九章 宝环初显威
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十章 飘云谷女修
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十一章 昔日同门
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十二章 忘忧诀
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十三章 双修
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十四章 意外之约
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十五章 上古隐秘（求月票）
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十六章 疑点重重的灵药山（求月票）
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十七章 巧布暗棋
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十八章 惊见（求月票）
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第四百九十九章 三月
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百章 异兆
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零一章 灵力之劫
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零二章 渡劫
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零三章 再见师尊
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零四章 火灵珠
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零五章 请柬
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零六章 阴险歹毒与化身之宝
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零七章 两魔较心机
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零八章 九龙派
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百零九章 天劫之殇
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十章 九龙天尊
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十一章 天云峰
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十二章 翠云谷
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十三章 百善堂
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十四章 顶阶魔宝
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十五章 弄巧成拙
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十六章 灵气混乱
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十七章 太虚报仇
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十八章 孔雀大明王
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百一十九章 不是冤家不聚头
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十章 天镜明光
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十一章 奸猾似鬼的林轩
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十二章 旌阳神丹
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十三章 本命灵光
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十四章 雪参丸
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十五章 血海古阵
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十六章 远古傀儡
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十七章 险（二合一章节）
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十八章 偷听隐秘
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十九章 隐匿术
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十章 十大邪符之尸符
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十一章 紫电无影针
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十二章 偏门法宝
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十三章 聪明反被聪明误
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十四章 针尖对麦芒
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十五章 书卷
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十六章 执法堂弟子
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十七章 福缘深厚
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十八章 心生妙计
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十九章 疑窦丛生
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十章 各奔东西
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十一章 苦镜宗
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十二章 孔雀之血
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十三章 仙子的邀请
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十四章 万鬼锁魂大阵
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十五章 苍岭山
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十六章 通灵神木
            

            	
              第三卷 幽州乱 第五百四十七章 暖玉传送阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百四十八章 开新地图
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百四十九章 无边云海
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十章 再遇强敌
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十一章 云兽与岛屿
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十二章 天然魅惑
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十三章 环施水阁
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十四章 冰火岛
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十五章 有滋有味的修炼生活
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十六章 圣地与玉盒
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十七章 阴阳怪风
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十八章 火魅
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十九章 苦大师
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十章 青鸟与紫火
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十一章 古迹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十二章 破禁珠
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十三章 玉玄宗
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十四章 修复之阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十五章 仙境屠场
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十六章 七心雪莲
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十七章 玄龟
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十八章 长生丹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十九章 魔蜂
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十章 龟妖与老怪
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十一章 猜测
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十二章 通灵魔尸
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十三章 尸婴
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十四章 石狮
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十五章 元婴红绫
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十六章 符宝
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十七章 血蝠洞
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十八章 夺舍与重组身体
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百七十九章 血魂大法
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十章 双属性
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十一章 双尾骷髅蛇与玉佩
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十二章 五鬼搬运大法
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十三章 红绫仙子
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十四章 长生阁
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十五章 玉佩之秘
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十六章 山寨版奇阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十七章 光影假身
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十八章 符宝的威力
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百八十九章 药园与蜂窝
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十章 敌踪
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十一章 聚魂术
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十二章 得宝
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十三章 周旋
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十四章 假药
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十五章 月儿出战
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十六章 光幕
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十七章 搜魂尸婴
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十八章 红绫立威
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第五百九十九章 噬神术
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百章 时间之争
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零一章 仙剑之殇
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零二章 虾兵蟹将
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零三章 瞬息阁
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零四章 旋崆岛
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零五章 魔幽门与浩然宗
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零六章 浑圆老祖
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零七章 诡异的拍卖
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零八章 灵木交易
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百零九章 灵龙之气
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十章 黄芪山
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十一章 长老威风
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十二章 占尽好处
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十三章 长生丹与储灵带
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十四章 炼化火魅
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十五章 凝丹期大圆满
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十六章 修炼魔婴
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十七章 玉罗蜂
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十八章 万年人参
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十九章 天现异兆
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十章 魔婴化成
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十一章 血色
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十二章 灭门
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十三章 剑光魔火
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十四章 风声鹤唳
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十五章 阴灵之原
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十六章 尸鸦
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十七章 出手灭妖
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十八章 恩将仇报
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百二十九章 卑鄙小人
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十章 邀请
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十一章 玄阳丹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十二章 蒲参丸与尸兽
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十三章 宁家老祖（求月票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十四章 天尸门
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十五章 分道扬镳（求月票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十六章 芭蕉宝扇
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十七章 沼泽中心
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十八章 初遇尸魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百三十九章 三阴白骨盾
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十章 深谋远虑的林轩
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十一章 剿灭尸魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十二章 培炼魔婴
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十三章 辣手灭敌
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十四章 血光炼魂术
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十五章 尔虞我诈
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十六章 炼制元婴尸王
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十七章 尸王练功
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十八章 美人如玉
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百四十九章 雷阴山
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十章 闯宁家
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十一章 完美计划
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十二章 宗嗣祠堂（求推荐票））
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十三章 家主之争
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十四章 以势压人（求推荐票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十五章 张家与云鬼宗
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十六章 玄阴鬼女
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十七章 血战遍地
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十八章 噬魂蛇
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十九章 魔威滔天
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十章 不是冤家不聚头
            

            	
              各位道友请进，有事相求（免费）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十一章 主客逆转
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十二章 客卿长老
            

            	
              对不起，请假一天
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十三章 令符陷阱
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十四章 烈阳门
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十五章 地火的消息
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十六章 偶遇
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十七章 传送出错
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十八章 虎落平阳
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百六十九章 替身符
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十章 灭杀苦大师
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十一章 卸磨杀驴
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十二章 今非昔比的月儿
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十三章 厉魄丹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十四章 捅马蜂窝与天降横财
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十五章 圆盘
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十六章 事情闹大了
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十七章 中等坊市（补昨天的）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十八章 杂学的作用
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十九章 火云峰（求月票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十章 三魂少一魄
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十一章 三阳锻魄丹（求月票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十二章 古长风
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十三章 玉书阁
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十四章 丹圣陶大师（求月票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十五章 红衣女修
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十六章 觐见
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十七章 烈炎神君
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十八章 大道有情
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十九章 灵压交锋
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十章 互有顾忌
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十一章 翻脸
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十二章 似曾相识的秘术
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十三章 细丝（求推荐票）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十四章（上） 欺人太甚的林轩
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十四章（下） 天地之力
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十五章 大难不死
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十六章 妖脉疑云
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十七章 蓬莱山，妖灵岛，无定河
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十八章 修妖者
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第六百九十九章 玄凤门
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百章 妖族势大
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零一章 玄凤仙子
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零二章 骇人听闻的上古大隐秘
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零三章 离合期妖兽的传说
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零四章 离开的两个方法
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零五章 客卿
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零六章 惊喜发现
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零七章 天才再现
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零八章 今日种善因
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百零九章 邙山大会
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十章 白鹤上人与叶家
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十一章 追逐
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十二章 嚣张的红绫
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十三章 结仇
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十四章 美人脸
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十五章 李代桃僵之术
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十六章 林轩的抉择
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十七章 五鬼裂魂阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十八章 毒蛟与尸魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百一十九章 推测
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十章 美貌侍女
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十一章 纯金属性
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十二章 嚣张女修
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十三章 截脉之体
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十四章 妖化反噬
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十五章 买椟还珠
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十六章 丹书
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十七章 紫色与香气
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十八章 结婴的希望
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十九章 盛会开始
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十章 三层
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十一章 黑铁玄母
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十二章 上古奇丹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十三章 大修士的条件
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十四章 毒蛟王
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十五章 火属性极品晶石
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十六章 动手强抢
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十七章 意外打破平衡
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十八章 妙计脱身
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十九章 议论与猜测
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十章 乱之初始
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十一章 厉蟒谷
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十二章 画舫
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十三章 林轩设圈套
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十四章 各有打算
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十五章 妖灵岛第一魔头
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十六章 冰漠荒原
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十七章 诡异险地
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十八章 三尾雪狐
            

            	
              很重要的通知（免费）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百四十九章 偶然事件
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十章 妖踪
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十一章 大难临头各自飞
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十二章 自残秘术
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十三章 风遁术与百变之体
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十四章 昆楠老祖的秘密
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十五章 魔化
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十六章 灭妖
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十七章 图穷匕见
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十八章 百花山
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百五十九章 小公主丢了
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十章 地下洞穴
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十一章 上古禁制
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十二章 破禁
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十三章 麒麟遗宝
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十四章 炼制天尘丹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十五章 要命的地火温度
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十六章 月儿与小狐狸
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十七章 妖族间的暗战
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十八章 危险逼近
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百六十九章 未来的灵界妖王
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十章 林轩结婴（上）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十一章 林轩结婴（中）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十二章 林轩结婴（下）
            

            	
              抱歉，请假一天
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十三章 九天微步
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十四章 灭蛟
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十五章 魔幡对魔幡
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十六章 疗伤
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十七章 重塑妖身
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十八章 失落的令符
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百七十九章 绝毒的宝物
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十章 机会来临
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十一章 商议御敌
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十二章 大修士
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十三章 玄天灵凤阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十四章 七巨人
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十五章 神禽凤凰
            

            	
              传音符求助（免费，很重要）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十六章 雪狐大公主VS凤凰
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十七章 对轰
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百八十八章 各扫门前雪
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十章 妖眼舍利
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十一章 大阵被破
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十二章 紫竹林
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十三章 雪狐王与大长老
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十四章 噬妖蝶
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十五章 古兽
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十六章 极品妖脉空间
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十七章 妖魔再现
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十八章 联手灭魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第七百九十九章 月儿立功
            

            	
              大家都进来一下，很重要（免费）
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百章 妖魔气黑洞
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零一章 诡异雕像
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零二章 真魔殿
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零三章 玄冰妖火
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零四章 奇怪的玉牌
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零五章 化干戈为玉帛
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零六章 贪念大起
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零七章 妖魔界秘闻与玄天四灵阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零八章 噬妖
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百零九章 是否是妖魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十章 天秀真人
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十一章 隐秘
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十二章 洪荒巨木
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十三章 蚀心魔桃
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十四章 提纯与取宝
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十五章 同门相煎
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十六章 化身符
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十七章 鬼脸与银龙
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十八章 佛陀
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百一十九章 古魔三化身
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十章 尸魔护主
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十一章 各奔东西
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十二章 拖雪狐王下水
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十三章 黑莲
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十四章 全状态古魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十五章 空间宝物
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十六章 继续下毒
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十七章 形势逆转
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十八章 双元婴的好处
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十九章 天罡伏魔阵
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十章 意外
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十一章 水帘洞
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十二章 天沐老祖
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十三章 化蛟符与乌金龙甲盾
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十四章 进阶中期
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十五章 魔臂尸魔
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十六章 离线峡
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十七章 黄眉真人与金老怪
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十八章 红粉骷髅符
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十九章 左右逢源
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十章 林轩参战
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十一章 长戈显威
            

            	
              关于更新，非常重要，请道友们都看一下(免费)
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十二章 两败俱伤
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十三章 大发横财
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十四章 凤舞九天诀与妖丹
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十五章 十五年后
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十六章 后手
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十七章 冒充妖族
            

            	
              第四卷 七星岛 第八百四十八章 回人界
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百四十九章 诡异的故人
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十章 疑窦大起
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十一章 幽州往事
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十二章 天地异变
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十三章 拜轩阁
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十四章 薛老
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十五章 拜轩阁的由来
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十六章 飘云谷
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十七章 拜见
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十八章 密语
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百五十九章 驭下之道
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十章 叛逆
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十一章 再闯炼心路
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十二章 复合之阵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十三章 阴险的古修士
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十四章 天元阵书
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十五章 功法选择
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十六章 玉女七心诀
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十七章 碧玉青光镯
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十八章 磨练心境
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十九章 潜入
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十章 田小剑的消息
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十一章 灭杀
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十二章 马云通
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十三章 附身之术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十四章 血鬼珠
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十五章 杀鸡儆猴
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十六章 九转妙心丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十七章 重回灵药山
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十八章 飘云谷的消息
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百七十九章 化气为形
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十章 厉魂谷
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十一章 羊入虎口
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十二章 鬼帝再现
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十三章 深入奎阴山脉
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十四章 云峰与妙幽仙子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十五章 黑虎妖王
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十六章 玄宁丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十七章 再入奎月城
            

            	
              传音符，幻雨拜求各位道友相助（免费，请一定进）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十八章 各有打算
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百八十九章 阴险狡猾的昊天鬼帝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十章 青羽天遁符
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十一章 百花谷
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十二章 伉俪情深
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十三章 来错人了
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十四章 妖气战甲
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十五章 梵天巫火
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十六章 混元老祖不简单
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十七章 冠冕堂皇
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十八章 孔雀登场
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十九章 骄狂女子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百章 孔雀发威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零一章 混元伏诛
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零二章 差点被骗
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零三章 碧蚕蛊
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零四章 翎羽
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零五章 五色霞光
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零六章 梼杌
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零七章 凶焰万丈
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零八章 伶牙俐齿的林轩
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零九章 瞬移VS九天微步
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十章 梼杌化人
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十一章 主次分魂
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十二章 玄天九灵符
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十三章 悲情黑虎
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十四章 郎情妾意
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十五章 劫后余生
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十六章 混沌妖气
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十七章 毒龙茶
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十八章 空间裂缝的秘密
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十九章 重游碧云山
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十章 穷老怪
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十一章 报应好快
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十二章 五龙玺
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十三章 欧阳的消息
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十四章 宁做鸡头，勿为牛尾
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十五章 神秘宝物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十六章 领悟秘术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十七章 真灵一击
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十八章 郑璇
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十九章 传承融合之术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十章 月儿当师傅
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十一章 月仙子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十二章 凝结妖丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十三章 初到云州
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十五章 栽赃嫁祸
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十六章 疑点重重的对手
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十七章 超级幻术符
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十八章 聪明的和尚
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十九章 灵力的质与量
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十一章 阴差阳错
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十二章 飘香神针符
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十三章 大力金刚掌
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十四章 幕后的四长老
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十五章 重返晧石城
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十六章 危险的感觉
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十七章 别有用心
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百四十九章 险棋
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十章 参悟
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十一章  古怪的云雾
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十二章 老怪物的如意算盘
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十三章 云山七友
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十四章 厉害的田小剑
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十五章 众修云集
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十六章 妖魔的阴谋
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十七章 幻灵鸟
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十八章 互相偷袭
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十九章 化宝为虚
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十一章 毒焰对魔火
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十二章 擒魔
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十三章 诡异的树魔
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十四章 天凤神目
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十五章 倒霉的厉魂谷
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十六章 巧嘴武云儿
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十七章 魔化之物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十八章 独立空间与劫云
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百六十九章 天劫之火
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十章 空间神通VS空间神通
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十一章 火焰之精
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十三章 传送
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十四章 岩浆之湖
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十五章 古兽
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十六章 傀儡术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十七章 弄巧成拙
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十八章 领悟
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百七十九章 幻阵疑云
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十一章 断剑
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十二章 万年雷精铜
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十三章 残破的药园
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十五章 五色荧光果
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十八章 傻瓜
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十九章 香草丹与破界符
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十章 宝物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十一章 大收获
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十二章 寿元之秘
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十四章 散乱石柱
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十五章 好狠的妖魔
            

            	
              传音符，各位道友请进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十六章 六元分身术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十七章 渊源
            

            	
              盟主威武，感谢（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十八章 融灵大法
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第九百九十九章 北冥真君真笨
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千章 舍身魔火
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二章 双火合璧
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三章 吞噬魔婴
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四章 疑窦
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五章 意外收获
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六章 篡改记忆
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七章 真真假假
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八章 怪事年年有，今年特别多
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九章 百善孝为先
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十章 九转青叶丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十一章 一体双魂
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十二章 灵界修士
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十三章 百花飘香阵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十四章 斗智不斗力
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十五章 两难
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十六章 破解难题
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十七章 夏侯兰
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十八章 好复杂
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零一十九章 散仙
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十章 离合期修士
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十一章 修罗玉牌
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十二章 夺宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十三章 修罗之门的由来
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十四章 雪元参与梦如嫣
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十五章 魔婴升级的方法
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十六章 困火
            

            	
              单章求下月票（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十七章 新碧幻幽火
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十八章 好心办坏事
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零二十九章 境界的差距
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十章 月儿发飙
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十一章 魔火之威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十二章 邀请
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十三章 天涯海阁，云中仙子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十四章 天涯海阁，离合之威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十五章 离合期是分水岭（6000字）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十六章 意外访客
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十九章 元婴后期傀儡
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十章 秦妍的惊讶
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十一章 危险，很危险
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十二章 林轩秦妍
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十三章 危险，真灵一击
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十四章 修仙者之同门情深
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十五章 秦妍的秘术，化险为夷
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十六章 朱天云的打算
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十七章 故人相见
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十八章 交谈
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十九章 那张传音符的秘密
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十章 神秘画卷，月儿身世初显
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十一章 玄天冥宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十二章 祭坛
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十三章 古怪
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十四章 灭顶之灾
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十五章 巨怪
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十六章 巨剑术，彪悍的林轩
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十七章 魔火与石傀儡
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十八章 音波攻击
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十九章 血焰魔甲
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十章 托孤
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十一章 伟大的父爱与母爱
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十二章 诡异的如嫣仙子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十三章 金刚山怪与林轩真情流露
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十四章 玄阴宝盒之幻月玄光剑
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十五章 凝结妖丹与五色灵气
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十六章 堆雪人
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十七章 万佛宗与天巧门
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十八章 空眩和尚与雷阴童子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零六十九章 虚伪的和尚
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十章 后期修士间的差距
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十一章 围攻大修士
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十二章 金身元婴
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十三章 佛经与心境
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十四章 望亭楼
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十六章 人族与妖族的协议
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十七章 仿制灵宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十八章 九头老祖
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十九章 人生百态
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十章 意外遇故
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十一章 奇怪的书生
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十二章 儒门六艺，拟妖术，罗家
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十三章 好厉害的书生
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十四章 鬼煞阴墨，天州罗家
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十六章 天州罗家，仙灵根
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十七章 风雨的前兆
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十八章 雄霸幽州
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十九章 亭楼的忧虑
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十章 林轩与月儿
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十一章 黑血玄晶玉
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十二章 天云交易会开幕
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十三章 龙蛇混杂
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十四章 花车，嚣张修士
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十六章 新仇旧恨
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十七章 天蛛蛊毒
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十八章 多谢兄弟解围
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零九十九章 玄阴明液
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百章 妙心丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零一章 小青，新月，好险
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零二章 林轩的港湾
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零三章 九天后的拍卖会
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零四章 龙潭虎穴
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零五章 拍卖开始
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零六章 公孙老魔，墨雪松
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零七章 元婴后期傀儡，夏孤草
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零八章 太乙金精与血蛟丹
            

            	
              单章求推荐票，各位道友进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百零九章 林轩的交换之物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十章 运气真好
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十一章 压轴宝物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十二章 上古模糊的隐秘
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十三章 凤梨果
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十四章 初战离合，元气之威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十五章 凤舞九天配合碧幻幽火
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十六章 灵界古符文
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十七章 梦如嫣的真面目
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十八章 夏侯兰的抉择
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百一十九章 乱局
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十章 林轩的意气
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十一章 随机传送符与隐秘
            

            	
              传音符求助，各位道友进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十二章 梦如嫣的心思
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十三章 阿修罗王
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十四章 仙府奇珍
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十五章 月儿的真面目，绝代双娇
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十六章 进阶元婴后期（上）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十七章进阶元婴后期（下）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十八章 再见琴心
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十九章 除恶务尽
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十章 投桃报李（6000字）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十一章 蓝色星海就是厉害
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十二章 祭炼魔婴
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十三章 三十六天
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十四章 压制天蛛蛊毒
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十五章 挑分舵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十六章 神秘的宝贝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十七章 天罡罗汉阵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十八章 镜花水月的奖励
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百三十九章 玉罗蜂发威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十章 月儿出手
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十一章 乱说话的代价
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十二章 十面埋伏与抢宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十三章 砍瓜切菜
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十四章 新的发现
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十五章 修仙家族的模式
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十六章 离合老怪也觊觎的宝物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十七章 欧阳的心思
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十八章 惊变
            

            	
              很重要的事，各位道友请进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百四十九章 双副本的开始
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十一章 修罗神血与无定河
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十二章 爱他就要祝福他
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十三章 残破碑文与秘制传音符
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十五章 金身法相
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十六章 毒上加伤
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十七章 好厉害的小桃
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十八章 元气之劫
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百五十九章 九天回元丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十章 黄泉之城
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十一章 小罗天法相
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十二章 峰回路转
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十三章 轩辕城异变
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十四章 贪婪与清醒
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十五章 本命真元
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十六章 血罗童子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十七章 月儿
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十八章 九头老祖的打算
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十九章 各有图谋
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十章 椤珈鬼树
            

            	
              不可思议，幻雨的感激（免费，各位道友进）
            

            	
              感谢，以及爆发通知（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十一章 认错人了
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十二章 水云锦
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十三章 幽火通灵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十四章 怪雾
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十五章 百虎兽王图
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十六章 千钧一发
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十七章 变异古兽
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十八章 修士凡人自不同
            

            	
              幻雨真的错了吗（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百七十九章 月圆之夜
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十章 神秘的法阵
            

            	
              单章求下推荐票
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十一章 铠甲怪物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十二章 阴甲鬼兵
            

            	
              最后一天（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十三章 奇怪的鼎炉
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十四章 九圣兽
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十五章 九婴分魂
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十六章 初战九婴
            

            	
              说一说幻雨最近的生活状况（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十七章 九幽黑水
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十八章 相持
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十九章 生与死的瞬间
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十章 灵兽护主
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十一章 林轩哥哥
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十二章 九天玄尊
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十三章 狭路相逢
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十四章 斩虚光柱与千丈巨峰
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十五章 混乱
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十六章 计谋被识破
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十七章 移祸江东（5000字））
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十八章 一切为了月儿
            

            	
              三百万字感言，谢谢各位道友（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百九十九章 苦战
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百章 绝境中的林轩
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零一章 少爷，这次让我保护你
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零二章 万年灵乳
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零三章 弃卒保车
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零四章 兔死狗烹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零五章 五色光柱
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零六章 神雷
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零七章 离开无定河
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零八章 打探消息
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百零九章 玖凌山
            

            	
              年度评选开始了（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十章 月儿护短
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十一章 血影宗
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十二章 赏罚分明
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十三章 盘点宝物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十四章 紫鐤鞭
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十五章 千幻蛟纹盾
            

            	
              周末，求推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十六章 战甲
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十七章 三年
            

            	
              百炼的道友群（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十八章 以阵炼甲与月儿结茧
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十九章 林轩与月儿的前世
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十章 神秘的蓝色星海
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十一章 千影宗
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十二章 巧做安排
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十三章 姬家与千影宗
            

            	
              幻雨新年的愿望，很重要（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十四章 临危一刻
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十五章 再见慧通
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十六章 行迹暴露
            

            	
              关于月儿结婴，非常重要，雨点们请进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十七章 刀阵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十八章 战甲的好处
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十九章 战胜离合期修仙者
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十章 前辈的称呼
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十一章 倒霉的慧通
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十二章 交谈
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十三章 古地图
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十四章 拜访天巧门
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十五章 晶威炮
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十六章 陷阱
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十七章 大买卖
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十八章 抛砖引玉
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百三十九章 再见故人
            

            	
              双喜临门，感谢大家，有你们，百炼更精彩（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十章 莫雪松
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十一章 八百年前
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十二章 林轩的算计
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十三章 神识搜索
            

            	
              很温馨，很幸福的感觉（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十四章 聪明的梦如嫣
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十五章 迷你洞府
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十六章 劫杀与承诺
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十七章 百花斩仙剑
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十八章 化敌为友
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十九章 索要天机府
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十章 义结金兰
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十一章 回山
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十二章 询问
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十三章 月儿引发的天兆
            

            	
              单章求一下推荐票（里面有八卦哦，免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十四章 离合中期
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十五章 灵宝失效
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十六章 林轩发威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十七章 月儿结婴
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十八章 情不自禁
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十九章 生擒昊天
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十章 林轩也很厉害
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十一章 新居
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十二章 终成眷属
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十三章 修罗真解
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十四章 切磋
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十五章 奇怪的昊天
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十六章 聪明反被聪明误
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十七章 元婴与元神
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十八章 赠宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十九章 云州外海
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十章 相亲大会
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十一章 静月岛
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十二章 同心果
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十三章 意外收获
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十四章 有眼无珠
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十五章 真人露相
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十六章 万修瞩目
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十七章 净月潭
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十八章 百花，竹林
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十九章 万蛟王（求月票）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十章 五色仙子与七巧龙蛇胆
            

            	
              心愿得偿，感谢大家，非常重要，请一定进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十一章 往事如烟
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十二章 见猎心喜
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十三章 联手灭妖
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十四章 五色灵山
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十五章  天狮上人
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十六章 求亲
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十七章 聘礼
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十八章 灵丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十九章 相会孔雀
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十章 冲冠一怒
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十一章 比拼心机
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十二章 五行晶石
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十三章 五色战甲
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十四章 最后一件聘礼
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十五章 一箭双雕
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十六章 倒霉的狮王
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十七章 狮王一怒
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十八章 不战而逃
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百九十九章 诡异的符宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百章 连灭七妖
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零一章 灵宝与天地元气
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零二章 神剑凶灵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零四章 月儿登场
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零五章 狮王伏诛
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零六章 光明磊落的林轩
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零七章 孔雀的心意
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零八章 说还是不说
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百零九章 须臾幻术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十章 炼宝与惊变
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十一章 大战将临
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十二章 商议迎敌
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十三章 清源真人与蛇蝎仙子
            

            	
              今天生日，谢谢大家，各位雨点进（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十四章 九宫须臾剑阵
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十五章 九个时辰
            

            	
              关于这个月更新的道歉（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十六章 魁金岛的坊市
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十七章 林轩的妙计
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十八章 灭敌
            

            	
              幻雨新婚之喜，谢谢大家，雨点威武，我爱你们（免费）
            

            	
              谢谢雨点们的深情厚谊，以及接下来的更新通知（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百一十九章 出其不意
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十章 狸猫换太子
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十一章 妙计成功
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十二章 与时间赛跑
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十三章 外海风云
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十四章 天一真水
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十五章 巨灵术
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十六章 有情有义望亭楼
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十七章 震海神钟与金身罗汉
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十八章 林轩来了
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十九章 双元婴大修士
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十章 百龙之牙
            

            	
              各位道友，幻雨传音符求助（免费）
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十一章 镇魔塔
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十二章 灵宝对轰
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十三章 强敌
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十四章 攻与守
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十五章 惊变
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十六章 万年灵气
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十七章 剑威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十八章 月儿显威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百三十九章 斗智斗力
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十章 混沌雷珠
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十一章 聚灵空间
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十二章 精品储物袋
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十三章 万年灵物
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十四章
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十五章 九天残雪与百草丹
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十六章 炼制灵丹与提纯
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十七章 时间惊变
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十八章 百年后见分晓
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十章 艰难险阻
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十一章 前缘
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十二章 法相的用途
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十三章 蓝色星海的变化
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十四章 闭关
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十五章 前世今生
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十六章 月儿进阶离合
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十八章 离合修士林轩
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百五十九章 五行天地元气
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十章 亭楼的打算
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十一章 林轩的影响
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十二章 假天劫
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十三章 天劫之威
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十四章 天劫为什么这样厉害
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十五章 辣手无情
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十六章 双首蛟龙与元气火鸟
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十七章 林轩的强大实力
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百六十八章 吞噬劫云
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十章 飞升灵界的捷径
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十二章 诚意邀请
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十三章 太上长老
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十四章 心得体会玉筒简
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十五章 长老尊荣
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十六章 可怕的蝴蝶
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十七章 海外三仙
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十八章 藏宝图
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百七十九章 上古遗宝
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百八十章 月儿的预感
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百八十一章 驱虫术与离合期修仙者
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百八十二章 百虫真人
            

            	
              第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百八十三章 唯快不破
            

            	
              第一千三百八十四章 神妙的驱虫术
            

            	
              第一千三百八十五章 幻化麒麟
            

            	
              第一千三百八十六章 通天灵宝显神威
            

            	
              第一千三百八十七章 凤凰神爪
            

            	
              第一千三百八十八章 月儿收灵虫
            

            	
              第一千三百八十九章 御灵心得与命泉
            

            	
              第一千三百九十章 小剑晋级
            

            	
              第一千三百九十一章 重游五色灵山
            

            	
              第一千三百九十二章 闭关的秘密
            

            	
              第一千三百九十三章 凤凰血脉
            

            	
              第一千三百九十四章 大方慷慨的林轩
            

            	
              第一千三百九十五章 太意外了
            

            	
              第一千三百九十六章 再遇叶瓶儿
            

            	
              第一千三百九十七章 可怕的空间风暴
            

            	
              第一千三百九十八章 救人救到底
            

            	
              第一千三百九十九章 震撼之离合期修士
            

            	
              第一千四百章 见风使舵
            

            	
              第一千四百零一章 百年相见
            

            	
              第一千四百零二章 肥水不流外人田
            

            	
              第一千四百零三章 人非圣贤
            

            	
              第一千四百零四章 大方赠宝
            

            	
              第一千四百零五章 幻灵天火
            

            	
              第一千四百零六章 增强实力
            

            	
              第一千四百零七章 神秘的敌人
            

            	
              第一千四百零八章 重返幽州
            

            	
              第一千四百零九章 母女情深
            

            	
              第一千四百一十章 神通广大
            

            	
              第一千四百一十一章 生老病死
            

            	
              第一千四百一十二章 意外强敌
            

            	
              第一千四百一十三章 望月山
            

            	
              第一千四百一十四章 莫愁谷
            

            	
              第一千四百一十五章 再遇红绫仙子
            

            	
              第一千四百一十六章 倔强的红绫
            

            	
              第一千四百一十七章 红绫的命运
            

            	
              第一千四百一十九章 玉符的秘密
            

            	
              第一千四百二十章 不寻常的灵兽
            

            	
              第一千四百二十一章 幽州的诸多秘密
            

            	
              第一千四百二十二章 地下之城
            

            	
              第一千四百二十三章 幻灵天火的惊人威力
            

            	
              第一千四百二十四章 天雷对天火
            

            	
              第一千四百二十五章 定星盘与人界
            

            	
              第一千四百二十六章 真魔之气
            

            	
              第一千四百二十七章 陆盈儿的谋算
            

            	
              第一千四百二十八章 离合期之艰难
            

            	
              第一千四百二十九章 超级符箓
            

            	
              第一千四百三十章 回宗
            

            	
              第一千四百三十一章 最后的凡尘
            

            	
              周末了，求下推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千四百三十二章 银鲨岛万蛟王
            

            	
              第一千四百三十三章 龙威
            

            	
              第一千四百三十四章 高手云集
            

            	
              第一千四百三十六章 上古陷阱
            

            	
              第一千四百三十七章 幻境与心魔
            

            	
              第一千四百三十八章 真假地图
            

            	
              第一千四百三十九章 杀机遍布
            

            	
              第一千四百四十章 蛇精与古兽
            

            	
              第一千四百四十一章 联手斗妖
            

            	
              第一千四百四十二章 灵骨与元气转换
            

            	
              第一千四百四十三章 找错对手
            

            	
              第一千四百四十四章 青袍老者与铁纣王
            

            	
              新的一月，求月票，与爆发通知（免费）
            

            	
              第一千四百四十五章 大雷音术
            

            	
              第一千四百四十六章 金刚舍利
            

            	
              第一千四百四十七章 通灵佛宝
            

            	
              第一千四百四十八章 亭楼遇古魔
            

            	
              传音符求推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千四百四十九章 鼐龙真人
            

            	
              第一千四百五十章 狭路相遇
            

            	
              第一千四百五十一章 金遁术与九天微步
            

            	
              第一千四百五十二章 幸运的林轩与倒霉的小剑
            

            	
              第一千四百五十三章 路遇故人
            

            	
              第一千四百五十四章 分化之计
            

            	
              第一千四百五十五章 灵界的仇怨
            

            	
              第一千四百五十七章 师尊与前辈
            

            	
              第一千四百五十八章 上古陵墓
            

            	
              第一千四百五十九章 时间之毒
            

            	
              第一千四百六十章 林轩赠宝
            

            	
              第一千四百六十一章 三人的抉择
            

            	
              第一千四百六十二章 步步危机
            

            	
              第一千四百六十三章 新月与梼杌
            

            	
              第一千四百六十四章 神妙的灵界法术
            

            	
              第一千四百六十五章 有情有义
            

            	
              第一千四百六十六章 九头蛇
            

            	
              第一千四百六十七章 巧计诱敌
            

            	
              第一千四百六十八章 困兽犹斗
            

            	
              单章求推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千四百六十九章 斩草除根
            

            	
              第一千四百七十一章 破除禁制
            

            	
              第一千四百七十二章 六言降魔咒
            

            	
              第一千四百七十三章 天堑
            

            	
              第一千四百七十四章 偶遇小剑
            

            	
              第一千四百七十五章 灵宝与仿制灵宝
            

            	
              第一千四百七十六章 空间神通之黑洞
            

            	
              第一千四百七十七章 对峙
            

            	
              第一千四百七十八章 如此化敌为友
            

            	
              第一千四百七十九章 恩怨与联手
            

            	
              第一千四百八十章 仙家之物
            

            	
              第一千四百八十一章 蓬莱山的由来
            

            	
              第一千四百八十二章 废墟古城
            

            	
              第一千四百八十四章 一筹莫展之上古禁制
            

            	
              第一千四百八十五章 有求必应
            

            	
              第一千四百八十六章 天下绝阵
            

            	
              第一千四百八十七章 阵法灵力之源
            

            	
              第一千四百八十八章 作茧自缚的阵法师
            

            	
              第一千四百八十九章 平分宝物
            

            	
              第一千四百九十章 孽龙
            

            	
              第一千四百九十一章 惊变翻脸
            

            	
              第一千四百九十二章 贪生怕死
            

            	
              第一千四百九十三章 地底通道
            

            	
              第一千四百九十四章 幻阵与土傀儡
            

            	
              第一千四百九十五章 魂念空间
            

            	
              第一千四百九十六章 魔念神雷与天元魔祖
            

            	
              第一千四百九十七章 灵罗玉符与忘忧果
            

            	
              第一千四百九十八章 宝物还是陷阱
            

            	
              第一千四百九十九章 可怕的陷阱
            

            	
              第一千五百章 真魔之体
            

            	
              第一千五百零一章 隐身符
            

            	
              第一千五百零二章 金澜笔
            

            	
              第一千五百零三章 金色的浩然正气
            

            	
              第一千五百零四章 惊人的消息
            

            	
              第一千五百零五章 扭曲空间
            

            	
              第一千五百零六章 请君入瓮
            

            	
              第一千五百零七章 重创古魔
            

            	
              第一千五百零八章 联手灭魔
            

            	
              第一千五百零九章  形神俱灭
            

            	
              第一千五百一十章 祭台
            

            	
              第一千五百一十一章 六圣兽与玉符
            

            	
              第一千五百一十二章 互相忌惮
            

            	
              第一千五百一十三章 仙人之宝
            

            	
              第一千五百一十四章 出人意料的宝物
            

            	
              第一千五百一十五章 各逞心机
            

            	
              第一千五百一十六章 成仙与复活
            

            	
              第一千五百一十七章 地宫崩塌
            

            	
              第一千五百一十八章 再遇万蛟王
            

            	
              第一千五百一十九章 最倒霉的妖族
            

            	
              第一千五百二十章 再得异宝
            

            	
              第一千五百二十一章 妖蛾
            

            	
              单章求一下推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千五百二十三章 万兽之灾
            

            	
              第一千五百二十四章 百万兽魂
            

            	
              第一千五百二十五章 飞升灵界
            

            	
              人界篇结束之灵界篇感言（免费）
            

            	
              第一千五百二十六章 到达灵界
            

            	
              第一千五百二十七章 茫茫大海
            

            	
              第一千五百二十八章 飞行法器
            

            	
              第一千五百二十九章 小界面与海族
            

            	
              第一千五百三十章 三大势力
            

            	
              第一千五百三十一章 三叉戟与海蓝珠
            

            	
              第一千五百三十二章 玄龟傀儡
            

            	
              第一千五百三十三章 红叶岛与临海城
            

            	
              第一千五百三十四章 入城与玉筒简
            

            	
              第一千五百三十五章 荒岛与洞府
            

            	
              第一千五百三十六章 上古战船
            

            	
              第一千五百三十七章 功法神通之忧
            

            	
              第一千五百三十八章 灵界的储物袋
            

            	
              第一千五百三十九章 遗迹之海的宝物
            

            	
              第一千五百四十章 大惊
            

            	
              第一千五百四十一章 麒麟果
            

            	
              第一千五百四十二章 交易成功
            

            	
              第一千五百四十三章 万兽岛
            

            	
              第一千五百四十四章 少岛主
            

            	
              第一千五百四十五章 百兽之符
            

            	
              第一千五百四十六章 须臾图
            

            	
              第一千五百四十七章 如意算盘
            

            	
              第一千五百四十八章 巧舌如簧
            

            	
              第一千五百四十九章 安长老
            

            	
              第一千五百五十章 姜是老的辣
            

            	
              第一千五百五十一章 飞升修士
            

            	
              第一千五百五十二章 整理宝物
            

            	
              第一千五百五十三章 天上掉下来的宝贝
            

            	
              第一千五百五十四章 须臾袋
            

            	
              第一千五百五十五章 三月之期
            

            	
              第一千五百五十六章 意外之喜
            

            	
              第一千五百五十七章 心机与试探
            

            	
              第一千五百五十八章 大赚一笔
            

            	
              第一千五百五十九章 内有洞天
            

            	
              第一千五百六十章 莫大师
            

            	
              第一千五百六十一章 贾胖子
            

            	
              第一千五百六十二章 吃亏还是占便宜
            

            	
              第一千五百六十三章 火爆拍卖
            

            	
              第一千五百六十四章 钱傲天与安仙子
            

            	
              第一千五百六十五章 仿制灵宝
            

            	
              第一千五百六十六章 极品麒麟果
            

            	
              第一千五百六十七章 出人意料的访客
            

            	
              第一千五百六十八章 红叶仙子的邀请
            

            	
              第一千五百六十九章 好坦诚
            

            	
              第一千五百七十一章 林轩的计划
            

            	
              第一千五百七十三章 外事长老
            

            	
              第一千五百七十四章 撒网
            

            	
              第一千五百七十五章 红叶仙子的排场
            

            	
              第一千五百七十六章 银鱼鸟
            

            	
              第一千五百七十七章 银色浪潮与晶威炮
            

            	
              第一千五百七十八章 奎水神雷与翠绿浆果
            

            	
              第一千五百七十九章 主动请缨
            

            	
              第一千五百八十一章 祸水东引之万兽岛
            

            	
              第一千五百八十二章 白虎城
            

            	
              第一千五百八十四章 草包
            

            	
              第一千五百八十五章 临阵脱逃
            

            	
              第一千五百八十七章 无数财货
            

            	
              第一千五百八十八章 银鱼鸟破城
            

            	
              第一千五百八十九章  林轩脱身
            

            	
              第一千五百九十章 陷阱与万炮齐轰
            

            	
              第一千五百九十一章 设伏与猎物
            

            	
              传音符求推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千五百九十二章 附体控妖术
            

            	
              第一千五百九十三章 法相大神通
            

            	
              第一千五百九十四章 辅助灵宝更珍稀
            

            	
              第一千五百九十五章 诡异杀局
            

            	
              第一千五百九十六章 你究竟是谁
            

            	
              第一千五百九十七章 毒龙老祖
            

            	
              第一千五百九十八章 林轩的不安
            

            	
              第一千五百九十九章 可怕的蛇剑
            

            	
              各位道友，幻雨求下保底月票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千六百章 一线胜算
            

            	
              第一千六百零一章 狡猾的林轩
            

            	
              第一千六百零二章 斩破虚空
            

            	
              第一千六百零三章 尚未脱险
            

            	
              第一千六百零四章 纠结的林轩
            

            	
              第一千六百零五章 禁魂术
            

            	
              第一千六百零六章 仿制灵宝与幻灵天火
            

            	
              单章求下推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千六百零八章 九天九夜
            

            	
              第一千六百零九章 人品与运气
            

            	
              第一千六百一十章 明哲保身
            

            	
              第一千六百一十一章 麻烦上门
            

            	
              第一千六百一十三章 混乱海域与遗迹之海
            

            	
              第一千六百一十四章 九仙宫
            

            	
              第一千六百一十五章 通灵火珊瑚
            

            	
              第一千六百一十六章 捉宝
            

            	
              第一千六百一十七章 贪吃不要要命
            

            	
              第一千六百一十八章 墨月族在灵界的遗迹
            

            	
              第一千六百一十九章 戒指，寒气与冰髓
            

            	
              第一千六百二十章 大收获与短暂停留
            

            	
              第一千六百二十一章 墨月族的两件宝物
            

            	
              第一千六百二十二章 墨月天巫诀
            

            	
              第一千六百二十三章 新的本命法宝
            

            	
              第一千六百二十四章 九仙城
            

            	
              第一千六百二十五章 丹药之忧
            

            	
              第一千六百二十六章 林轩的修炼计划
            

            	
              第一千六百二十七章 幻影遁与金刚舍利
            

            	
              第一千六百二十八章 天眼通与龙象伏魔功
            

            	
              第一千六百二十九章 伊蓝，金义与明泉仙子
            

            	
              第一千六百三十一章 天罡五行阵
            

            	
              第一千六百三十二章 五层遗迹之海
            

            	
              第一千六百三十三章 灵酒与替劫符
            

            	
              第一千六百三十四章 百花舟
            

            	
              第一千六百三十五章 灭门
            

            	
              第一千六百三十六章 金玥真蟾
            

            	
              第一千六百三十七章 千金一笑与绝对冰封
            

            	
              第一千六百三十八章 剑阵与幻阵
            

            	
              第一千六百三十九章 六言降魔咒
            

            	
              第一千六百四十章 阿修罗族后裔
            

            	
              第一千六百四十一章 可怕的液体
            

            	
              第一千六百四十二章 金玥真蟾之蛤蟆神功
            

            	
              第一千六百四十三章 小须臾洞天符
            

            	
              第一千六百四十四章 圣城之主
            

            	
              第一千六百四十五章 避水珠
            

            	
              第一千六百四十六章 五行合一
            

            	
              第一千六百四十七章 狡猾的林轩的谋算
            

            	
              第一千六百四十八章 林轩的拖延战术
            

            	
              第一千六百四十九章 一语成谶
            

            	
              第一千六百五十章 得失之间
            

            	
              第一千六百五十一章 危险接近
            

            	
              第一千六百五十二章 最后的大殿
            

            	
              第一千六百五十三章 异空之门
            

            	
              第一千六百五十四章 供桌
            

            	
              第一千六百五十五章 九天回阳玉与药灵
            

            	
              第一千六百五十六章 胆大包天
            

            	
              第一千六百五十七章 联手与离心
            

            	
              第一千六百五十八章 反目成仇
            

            	
              第一千六百五十九章 真是洞玄期
            

            	
              第一千六百六十章 真灵之气
            

            	
              第一千六百六十一章 纤幕伊蓝的通天灵宝
            

            	
              传音符求推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千六百六十二章 南柯一梦
            

            	
              第一千六百六十三章 一波未平一波又起
            

            	
              第一千六百六十五章 林轩与前辈高人
            

            	
              第一千六百六十六章 林轩的连环绝招
            

            	
              第一千六百六十八章 元婴也很强
            

            	
              第一千六百六十九章 神秘的五龙玺
            

            	
              第一千六百七十章 瞬息千里
            

            	
              第一千六百七十一章 隔界传送阵与痴情天魔
            

            	
              第一千六百七十二章 天雷沙
            

            	
              第一千六百七十三章 翠心岛
            

            	
              第一千六百七十四章 寒蛟离火
            

            	
              第一千六百七十五章 幻灵天火与灵眼秘术
            

            	
              第一千六百七十六章 进阶离合中期
            

            	
              第一千六百七十七章 血火蚁
            

            	
              一声叹息（免费）
            

            	
              第一千六百七十八章 冻结空间
            

            	
              第一千六百七十九章 天蚁上人与五行真解
            

            	
              第一千六百八十章 万魂塔
            

            	
              第一千六百八十一章 毒龙岛
            

            	
              第一千六百八十二章 秒杀
            

            	
              第一千六百八十三章 力拔山兮气盖世
            

            	
              第一千六百八十四章 快意恩仇
            

            	
              第一千六百八十五章 一招克敌
            

            	
              第一千六百八十六章 带火的冰锥
            

            	
              第一千六百八十七章 山峰留字
            

            	
              第一千六百九十章 心头灵兆
            

            	
              第一千六百九十一章 身外化身
            

            	
              第一千六百九十二章 自寻死路
            

            	
              第一千六百九十三章 对轰
            

            	
              第一千六百九十四章 移山倒海（第一更）
            

            	
              第一千六百九十五章 林轩的危机（第二更）
            

            	
              第一千六百九十七章 林轩发狂（第四更）
            

            	
              第一千六百九十八章 魔界符宝（第五更）
            

            	
              第一千六百九十九章 五龙玺的异变
            

            	
              第一千七百章 孽龙再现
            

            	
              第一千七百零一章 广寒宫与青丘之国
            

            	
              第一千七百零二章 鼐龙真人与冰魄仙子
            

            	
              第一千七百零三章 陌生海域
            

            	
              第一千七百零四章 上官姐妹
            

            	
              第一千七百零五章 天火宗
            

            	
              第一千七百零七章 玄凤仙子的踪迹
            

            	
              第一千七百零八章 因祸得福
            

            	
              第一千七百零九章 自寻死路
            

            	
              第一千七百一十章 好厚的脸皮
            

            	
              第一千七百一十一章 丰硕宝物
            

            	
              第一千七百一十二章 玄青子母盾
            

            	
              第一千七百一十三章 想拜明师
            

            	
              第一千七百一十四章 林轩收徒
            

            	
              第一千七百一十五章 血火蚁认主
            

            	
              第一千七百一十六章 修仙者赶集
            

            	
              第一千七百一十七章 江鱼岛
            

            	
              第一千七百一十八章 神妙灵器
            

            	
              第一千七百一十九章 狂鲨太子
            

            	
              第一千七百二十章 随心所欲
            

            	
              第一千七百二十一章 图穷匕见
            

            	
              第一千七百二十二章 林轩战海族
            

            	
              第一千七百二十三章 愤怒的狂鲨王
            

            	
              第一千七百二十四章 平安归来
            

            	
              第一千七百二十五章 百草心得
            

            	
              第一千七百二十六章 喂养奇虫
            

            	
              第一千七百二十八章 密谈
            

            	
              第一千七百二十九章 神秘女子
            

            	
              第一千七百三十章 与林轩势均力敌
            

            	
              第一千七百三十二章 紫色剑气
            

            	
              第一千七百三十三章 剑修
            

            	
              第一千七百三十四章 紫霄离火诀
            

            	
              第一千七百三十五章 灭杀洞玄
            

            	
              第一千七百三十六章 天元阁
            

            	
              第一千七百三十七章 倒海戈
            

            	
              第一千七百三十八章 摩罗丹
            

            	
              第一千七百三十九章 林轩得利
            

            	
              第一千七百四十章 大战开启
            

            	
              呼，幻雨回来啦（免费）
            

            	
              第一千七百四十一章 粉红桃花瘴
            

            	
              第一千七百四十二章 圣城使者
            

            	
              第一千七百四十三章 杀伐决断
            

            	
              第一千七百四十四章 林轩夸海口
            

            	
              第一千七百四十五章 这样也能筑基
            

            	
              新的一月，急需各位道友相助（免费，大家请进来）
            

            	
              第一千七百四十七章 路遇危险（第一更）
            

            	
              第一千七百四十八章 辅助符箓（第二更）
            

            	
              第一千七百四十九章 鲨鱼灵兽（第三更）
            

            	
              第一千七百五十章 鲨族病魔（第四更）
            

            	
              第一千七百五十一章 被盯上了（第五更）
            

            	
              第一千七百五十二章 懂事的徒儿（第六更）
            

            	
              第一千七百五十三章 灵机一动
            

            	
              第一千七百五十四章 真话与谎言
            

            	
              第一千七百五十五章 异变骤起
            

            	
              第一千七百五十六章 欺人太甚
            

            	
              第一千七百五十七章 化血神雾
            

            	
              第一千七百五十八章 超强防御
            

            	
              第一千七百五十九章 先天灵宝与后天灵宝
            

            	
              第一千七百六十章 暂时洞玄的林轩
            

            	
              第一千七百六十一章 黑水蚂蝗
            

            	
              第一千七百六十二章 千龙之牙与长戈的威力
            

            	
              第一千七百六十三章 遁术追逐
            

            	
              第一千七百六十四章 神速灭敌
            

            	
              第一千七百六十五章 逆转战局
            

            	
              第一千七百六十六章 得失之间
            

            	
              第一千七百六十七章 求饶
            

            	
              第一千七百六十八章 冰魄雷魂与上古功法
            

            	
              第一千七百六十九章 圣星海域
            

            	
              第一千七百七十一章 黑风盗
            

            	
              第一千七百七十三章 二当家
            

            	
              第一千七百七十四章 一剑之威
            

            	
              第一千七百七十五章 杀鸡儆猴
            

            	
              第一千七百七十六章 掩藏灵脉
            

            	
              第一千七百七十七章 水波洞
            

            	
              第一千七百七十八章 酒中有毒
            

            	
              第一千七百七十九章 奇门宝物
            

            	
              第一千七百八十一章 除恶务尽
            

            	
              传音符求推荐票（免费）
            

            	
              第一千七百八十三章 灵根不优异
            

            	
              第一千七百八十四章 传功百草门
            

            	
              第一千七百八十五章 不算缺点的缺点
            

            	
              第一千七百八十六章 幻灵天火晋级
            

            	
              第一千七百八十七章 蚂蝗的魂魄
            

            	
              第一千七百八十八章 幻灵天火的晋级之路
            

            	
              第一千七百八十九章 神妙上品丹
            

            	
              第一千七百九十章 五十年弹指一挥间
            

            	
              第一千七百九十一章 最关键的时刻
            

            	
              第一千七百九十二章 第二元婴迎战强敌
            

            	
              第一千七百九十三章 铺天盖地的血火蚁
            

            	
              第一千七百九十四章 轻松灭敌
            

            	
              第一千七百九十五章 妖族参战与水母王
            

            	
              第一千七百九十六章 进阶离合后期（上）
            

            	
              第一千七百九十七章 进阶离合后期（中）
            

            	
              第一千七百九十八章 进阶离合后期（下）
            

            	
              第一千七百九十九章 庆祝晋级
            

            	
              第一千八百章
            

            	
              第一千八百零一章 北斗七星岛
            

            	
              第一千八百零三章 云鹤门与妖族
            

            	
              第一千八百零七章 千龙之牙再现
            

            	
              第一千八百零八章 各出法宝
            

            	
              第一千八百零九章 宝物乱飞
            

            	
              第一千八百一十章 重回九仙城
            

            	
              第一千八百一十一章 重要的消息
            

            	
              第一千八百一十二章 善良的林轩
            

            	
              第一千八百一十四章 一刀不能两断
            

            	
              第一千八百一十五章 灭除狮妖
            

            	
              第一千八百一十六章 神秘幻术神秘敌人
            

            	
              第一千八百一十七章 逃脱幻境
            

            	
              第一千八百一十八章 水母王
            

            	
              第一千八百一十九章 脱险与伤愈
            

            	
              第一千八百二十一章 再遇红叶仙子
            

            	
              第一千八百二十二章 寿宴之礼
            

            	
              第一千八百二十三章 纤幕伊蓝也来了
            

            	
              第一千八百二十四章 借助宝物的火焰秘术
            

            	
              第一千八百二十五章 撕裂空间
            

            	
              第一千八百二十六章 纤幕伊蓝的抉择
            

            	
              第一千八百二十七章 搅局的林轩
            

            	
              第一千八百二十九章 送上门的肥羊
            

            	
              第一千八百三十章 冰雪牢笼
            

            	
              第一千八百三十一章 心神恍惚会犯错
            

            	
              第一千八百三十二章 林轩的偷袭
            

            	
              第一千八百三十三章 洞玄自爆
            

            	
              第一千八百三十四章 漫天要价
            

            	
              第一千八百三十五章 禁魂之术
            

            	
              第一千八百三十六章 一个承诺
            

            	
              第一千八百三十七章 炼制新帮手
            

            	
              第一千八百四十章 三十年寒暑
            

            	
              第一千八百四十一章 路遇
            

            	
              第一千八百四十二章 再遇灵宠
            

            	
              第一千八百四十三章 法则之力的疑惑
            

            	
              第一千八百四十五章 失而复得的灵兽
            

            	
              第一千八百四十六章 祖孙
            

            	
              第一千八百四十七章 稀世奇宝
            

            	
              第一千八百四十八章 不留后患
            

            	
              第一千八百四十九章 礼尚往来
            

            	
              第一千八百五十章 重回红叶岛
            

            	
              第一千八百五十一章 燕山四友
            

            	
              第一千八百五十二章 林轩的分析
            

            	
              第一千八百五十三章 重赏之下必有勇夫
            

            	
              第一千八百五十四章 桀骜不驯的散修
            

            	
              第一千八百五十五章 林轩结善缘
            

            	
              第一千八百五十六章 天心石
            

            	
              第一千八百五十七章 神秘的荒岛
            

            	
              第一千八百五十八章 任务开始
            

            	
              第一千八百五十九章 身临险地
            

            	
              最后几小时，求月票支持
            

            	
              第一千八百六十章 圣城执法长老
            

            	
              第一千八百六十一章 天心蟾王
            

            	
              第一千八百六十二章 海族高手
            

            	
              第一千八百六十三章 荒漠与空间缝隙
            

            	
              第一千八百六十四章 神秘的敌人
            

            	
              第一千八百六十五章 碧幽仙子
            

            	
              第一千八百六十六章 巨石怪物
            

            	
              第一千八百六十七章 蓝色水晶
            

            	
              第一千八百六十八章 被困住了
            

            	
              第一千八百六十九章 通道界面
            

            	
              第一千八百七十章 创造机会
            

            	
              第一千八百七十一章 血火蚁的伤害免疫
            

            	
              第一千八百七十二章 很明显的圈套
            

            	
              第一千八百七十三章 恶斗
            

            	
              第一千八百七十四章 挑食的小毛球
            

            	
              第一千八百七十五章 令符的作用
            

            	
              第一千八百七十六章 引狼入室
            

            	
              第一千八百七十七章 惊天大裂缝
            

            	
              第一千八百七十八章 蚁多咬死象
            

            	
              第一千八百七十九章 仙灵之力改善体质
            

            	
              第一千八百八十章 阴魂之祸
            

            	
              第一千八百八十一章 再遇
            

            	
              第一千八百八十二章 紫萱仙子与欧阳琴心
            

            	
              第一千八百八十三章 林轩出手
            

            	
              第一千八百八十四章 太彪悍了
            

            	
              第一千八百八十五章 朋友变前辈
            

            	
              第一千八百八十六章 林轩的疑问
            

            	
              周末，单章求推荐票
            

            	
              第一千八百八十七章 天音宫
            

            	
              第一千八百八十八章 音波功的缘由
            

            	
              第一千八百八十九章 林轩的空间神通
            

            	
              第一千八百九十章 不到黄河心不死
            

            	
              第一千八百九十二章 大战老魔
            

            	
              第一千八百九十三章 先天灵宝的符宝
            

            	
              第一千八百九十四章 五龙玺再显威力
            

            	
              第一千八百九十五章 各有算计
            

            	
              第一千八百九十六章 等待时机
            

            	
              第一千八百九十七章 超级巨人
            

            	
              第一千八百九十九章 巨鬼
            

            	
              第一千九百章 浑水开溜
            

            	
              第一千九百零一章 山谷
            

            	
              第一千九百零二章 大阵法与小阵法
            

            	
              第一千九百零三章 万兽岛巨鲸王
            

            	
              第一千九百零四章 冰中古修
            

            	
              第一千九百零五章 林轩与毒龙的推测
            

            	
              第一千九百零六章 万千剑气
            

            	
              第一千九百零七章 乾坤一拳
            

            	
              第一千九百零八章 阴险的巨鲸王
            

            	
              周末，求一下推荐票
            

            	
              第一千九百零九章 真正的交手
            

            	
              第一千九百一十章 林轩的布局
            

            	
              第一千九百一十一章 玉罗蜂与极品矿脉
            

            	
              第一千九百一十二章 暗影双头蛇
            

            	
              第一千九百一十三章 以毒攻毒
            

            	
              第一千九百一十四章 真灵一击VS乾坤一拳
            

            	
              第一千九百一十五章 封印
            

            	
              第一千九百一十六章 冰魔心蟾
            

            	
              第一千九百一十七章 真灵后裔的音波功
            

            	
              关于今天更新，各位道友进。
            

            	
              幻雨做父亲了
            

            	
              第一千九百一十八章 小毛球醒了
            

            	
              第一千九百一十九章 灭妖蟾
            

            	
              第一千九百二十章 脱困而出
            

            	
              第一千九百二十一章 东海波涛
            

            	
              第一千九百二十二章 前途未卜
            

            	
              各位道友进来一下
            

            	
              第一千九百二十三章 三分之二的路程
            

            	
              第一千九百二十四章 神秘拍卖会
            

            	
              第一千九百二十五章 寒冰戟与望离丹
            

            	
              第一千九百二十六章 拍卖会与本命法宝
            

            	
              第一千九百二十七章 神秘阵旗
            

            	
              第一千九百二十八章 五行蕴灵阵
            

            	
              第一千九百二十九章 恩怨纠葛
            

            	
              第一千九百三十章 仙人醉
            

            	
              第一千九百三十一章 轻灵真人
            

            	
              第一千九百三十二章 黄雀在后
            

            	
              第一千九百三十三章 悄然离去
            

            	
              第一千九百三十四章 重回黑风岛
            

            	
              周末，求一下推荐票
            

            	
              第一千九百三十五章 上古战场
            

            	
              第一千九百三十六章 意外收获
            

            	
              第一千九百三十七章 三拳两脚
            

            	
              第一千九百三十八章 琉璃五彩石与九阳天火液
            

            	
              第一千九百三十九章 玉罗蜂结蛹
            

            	
              第一千九百四十章 阵旗认主与裂空真人
            

            	
              第一千九百四十一章 小岛与救援
            

            	
              第一千九百四十二章	不依不饶的林轩
            

            	
              第一千九百四十三章 铁羽飞蝗刀
            

            	
              第一千九百四十四章 聪明反被聪明误
            

            	
              第一千九百四十五章 倒霉到家的妖族
            

            	
              第一千九百四十六章 天雷蜈蚣
            

            	
              第一千九百四十七章 恢复元气的丹药
            

            	
              第一千九百四十八章 移灵阵
            

            	
              第一千九百四十九章 两百年
            

            	
              周末，求一下推荐票
            

            	
              第一千九百五十章 进阶洞玄（上）
            

            	
              第一千九百五十一章 进阶洞玄（中）
            

            	
              第一千九百五十二章 进阶洞玄（下）
            

            	
              第一千九百五十三章 五龙玺与蓝色星海
            

            	
              第一千九百五十四章 新百草门
            

            	
              第一千九百五十五章 双层星海
            

            	
              第一千九百五十六章 返璞归真
            

            	
              第一千九百五十七章 新玉罗蜂与时间之毒
            

            	
              第一千九百五十八章 疑踪
            

            	
              第一千九百五十九章 神秘老者
            

            	
              第一千九百六十章 圣城之主与古魔
            

            	
              第一千九百六十一章 元珠
            

            	
              第一千九百六十二章 魔化法相
            

            	
              第一千九百六十三章 古魔的陷阱
            

            	
              第一千九百六十四章 古传送阵的线索
            

            	
              第一千九百六十五章 出人意料的要求
            

            	
              周末，求一下推荐票
            

            	
              第一千九百六十六章 姚池仙子
            

            	
              第一千九百六十七章 要面子的煞阳真人
            

            	
              第一千九百六十八章 雪阳雷火晶
            

            	
              第一千九百六十九章 机关傀儡与禁魂术
            

            	
              第一千九百七十章 大少爷
            

            	
              第一千九百七十一章 九仙宫之乱
            

            	
              第一千九百七十二章 该高调时就高调
            

            	
              第一千九百七十三章 夜探
            

            	
              第一千九百七十四章 鲜花老祖
            

            	
              第一千九百七十五章 痴情的秀才
            

            	
              第一千九百七十六章 入瓮
            

            	
              第一千九百七十七章 双簧
            

            	
              宝宝满月了
            

            	
              第一千九百七十八章 雪仙子
            

            	
              第一千九百七十九章 林轩与鲜花老祖
            

            	
              第一千九百八十章 火元气空间
            

            	
              第一千九百八十一章 以火克火
            

            	
              周末，求一下推荐票
            

            	
              第一千九百八十二章 三头化骨蛇
            

            	
              第一千九百八十三章 三头六臂
            

            	
              第一千九百八十四章 必方分魂
            

            	
              第一千九百八十五章 花招叠出
            

            	
              第一千九百八十六章 神秘的琥珀
            

            	
              第一千九百八十七章 第二元婴反噬
            

            	
              第一千九百八十八章 脱困
            

            	
              第一千九百八十九章 重掌九仙宫
            

            	
              第一千九百九十章 喜忧参半传送阵
            

            	
              第一千九百九十一章 通天灵宝修复的希望
            

            	
              第一千九百九十二章 林轩最后的选择
            

            	
              第一千九百九十三章 离别愁
            

            	
              第一千九百九十四章 厚赐
            

            	
              第一千九百九十五章 考虑周详
            

            	
              第一千九百九十六章 意外的传送
            

            	
              第一千九百九十七章 古魔与魔鸦
            

            	
              第一千九百九十八章 眼神灭敌
            

            	
              第一千九百九十九章 难道是真仙临凡
            

            	
              第两千章 魔劫
            

            	
              第两千零一章 玲珑谷
            

            	
              第两千零二章 赴援的修仙者
            

            	
              第两千零三章 陆盈儿的决心（上）
            

            	
              第两千零四章 陆盈儿的决心（下）
            

            	
              第两千零五章 幻魔
            

            	
              第两千零六章 魔化修士
            

            	
              第两千零七章 龙魔骑
            

            	
              第两千零八章 三魔
            

            	
              第两千零九章 魔高一丈
            

            	
              第两千零一十章 林轩闪亮登场
            

            	
              第两千零一十一章 百万人敌
            

            	
              第两千零一十二章 林轩无敌
            

            	
              第两千零一十三章 大杀四方
            

            	
              第两千零一十四章 意外的喧嚣
            

            	
              第两千零一十五章 联络使
            

            	
              第两千零一十六章 渊源
            

            	
              第两千零一十七章 分头行动
            

            	
              周末，传音符求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千零一十八章 天魂传音符
            

            	
              第两千零一十九章 鱼饵
            

            	
              第两千零二十章 古魔的陷阱
            

            	
              第两千零二十一章 再遇故人
            

            	
              第两千零二十二章 剑阵
            

            	
              第两千零二十三章 炎魔与石魔
            

            	
              第两千零二十四章 砍瓜切菜
            

            	
              第两千零二十五章 林轩的危机感
            

            	
              第两千零二十六章 祖师祠堂
            

            	
              第两千零二十七章 天岚仙子
            

            	
              第两千零二十八章 第二元婴回来
            

            	
              第两千零二十九章 郑璇与红绫仙子的下落
            

            	
              第两千零三十章 冰魄的丫鬟
            

            	
              第两千零三十一章 声名鹊起
            

            	
              第两千零三十二章 仙盟令
            

            	
              第两千零三十三章 林轩给予的希望
            

            	
              第两千零三十四章 无所不能的林轩
            

            	
              第两千零三十五章 孔雀的消息与断剑重续
            

            	
              第两千零三十六章 新剑出炉
            

            	
              第两千零三十七章 噬灵剑
            

            	
              第两千零三十八章 墨蛟王
            

            	
              第两千零三十九章 步步相逼
            

            	
              第两千零四十章 林轩现身
            

            	
              第两千零四十一章 可怜的墨蛟王
            

            	
              第两千零四十二章 形势
            

            	
              第两千零四十三章 立威
            

            	
              第两千零四十四章 天州
            

            	
              第两千零四十五章 古魔与势如破竹
            

            	
              第两千零四十六章 千万古魔
            

            	
              第两千零四十七章 天地灵物
            

            	
              第两千零四十八章 四凶之混沌
            

            	
              第两千零四十九章 冰魄分魂
            

            	
              第两千零五十章 冰魄的猜想
            

            	
              第两千零五十一章 同阶修士的威胁
            

            	
              第两千零五十二章 出手必杀
            

            	
              第两千零五十三章 虚空遁形术
            

            	
              第两千零五十四章 斗智斗力
            

            	
              非常重要的通知，各位道友进
            

            	
              第两千零五十五章 冰魄的领域
            

            	
              第两千零五十六章 一望无际的冰原
            

            	
              第两千零五十七章 噬灵剑的威力
            

            	
              第两千零五十八章 双影魔
            

            	
              第两千零五十九章 仙府奇珍五龙玺
            

            	
              第两千零六十章 好人做到底
            

            	
              第两千零六十一章 树倒猢狲散
            

            	
              第两千零六十二章 拜轩阁崛起
            

            	
              第两千零六十三章 又见五色灵光
            

            	
              第两千零六十四章 再遇孔雀
            

            	
              第两千零六十五章 夫妻重逢
            

            	
              第两千零六十六章 孔雀的述说
            

            	
              第两千零六十七章 金翅大鹏鸟
            

            	
              第两千零六十八章 解铃还须系铃人
            

            	
              第两千零六十九章 雕像
            

            	
              第两千零七十章 得偿所愿
            

            	
              第两千零七十一章 墨玉真灵诀
            

            	
              第两千零七十二章 新婚燕尔
            

            	
              第两千零七十三章 敢爱敢恨的孔雀
            

            	
              第两千零七十四章 孔雀渡天劫
            

            	
              第两千零七十五章 三头灵禽
            

            	
              第两千零七十六章 鼐龙界
            

            	
              第两千零七十七章 妖化者
            

            	
              第两千零七十八章 天才之殇
            

            	
              第两千零七十九章 妖化者与妖寿果
            

            	
              第两千零八十章 妖化者的优点与弱点
            

            	
              第两千零八十一章 又起风波
            

            	
              第两千零八十二章 炎狼尊者
            

            	
              第两千零八十三章 同阶修士间的差异
            

            	
              第两千零八十四章 将计就计再就计
            

            	
              第两千零八十五章 混沌妖气与真灵出世
            

            	
              第两千零八十六章 醍醐灌顶
            

            	
              第两千零八十七章 命悬一线
            

            	
              第两千零八十八章 真灵之境
            

            	
              第两千零八十九章 真灵的秘密
            

            	
              第两千零九十章 孔雀的选择
            

            	
              第两千零九十一章 云隐宗
            

            	
              第两千零九十二章 鼐龙界的详细消息
            

            	
              岁末年初说上几句
            

            	
              第两千零九十三章 金丹峰
            

            	
              第两千零九十四章 罗云杰
            

            	
              第两千零九十五章 废丹大收获
            

            	
              第两千零九十六章 天尸门
            

            	
              第两千零九十七章 灵清雾海
            

            	
              第两千零九十八章 疑云重重
            

            	
              第两千零九十九章 进阶洞玄中期
            

            	
              第两千一百章 法阵峰长老
            

            	
              第两千一百零一章 堪比分神期的神识
            

            	
              第两千一百零二章 剑葫
            

            	
              单章求下推荐票
            

            	
              第两千一百零三章 异乎寻常的强大
            

            	
              第两千一百零四章 分神期修士登场
            

            	
              第两千一百零五章 银瞳少女
            

            	
              第两千一百零六章 天火殿
            

            	
              第两千一百零七章 紫心地火
            

            	
              第两千一百零八章 宗门贡献
            

            	
              第两千一百零九章 元武城
            

            	
              第两千一百一十章 小罗天雕像
            

            	
              第两千一百一十一章 等待时机
            

            	
              第两千一百一十二章 万宝大会
            

            	
              第两千一百一十三章 升仙殿
            

            	
              第两千一百一十四章 戒备森严
            

            	
              第两千一百一十五章 僵尸符
            

            	
              第两千一百一十六章 意外遇故人
            

            	
              各位道友请进
            

            	
              第两千一百一十七章 笼中鸟郑璇
            

            	
              第两千一百一十八章 暴风雨之前的宁静
            

            	
              第两千一百一十九章 老魔的打算
            

            	
              第两千一百二十章 印魂球与传信香
            

            	
              第两千一百二十一章 传送
            

            	
              第两千一百二十二章 七十二般变化的神通
            

            	
              第两千一百二十三章 林轩的凤凰变身
            

            	
              第两千一百二十四章 斗法
            

            	
              第两千一百二十五章 你来我往
            

            	
              第两千一百二十六章 斩杀
            

            	
              第两千一百二十七章 墨灵钻
            

            	
              第两千一百二十八章 尚未脱险
            

            	
              第两千一百二十九章 阴魂不散
            

            	
              第两千一百三十章 祸水东引
            

            	
              第两千一百三十一章 天风城
            

            	
              第两千一百三十二章 七长老
            

            	
              新的一月，求保底月票
            

            	
              第两千一百三十三章 天风城大危机
            

            	
              第两千一百三十四章 玄武七杰阵
            

            	
              第两千一百三十五章 嫁祸仇人
            

            	
              第两千一百三十六章 蓝色护罩
            

            	
              第两千一百三十七章 困魔
            

            	
              第两千一百三十八章 绝世武功
            

            	
              第两千一百三十九章 怒气冲天
            

            	
              第两千一百四十章 智斗分神期修仙者
            

            	
              第两千一百四十一章 可怕的强敌
            

            	
              第两千一百四十二章 浑身解数
            

            	
              第两千一百四十三章 凶猛血火蚁
            

            	
              第两千一百四十四章 灭杀分神期修士
            

            	
              第两千一百四十五章 贪婪之祸
            

            	
              第两千一百四十六章 岳罗城
            

            	
              第两千一百四十七章 善良的郑璇
            

            	
              第两千一百四十八章 雷火锥
            

            	
              第两千一百四十九章 天吴山
            

            	
              第两千一百五十章 胖瘦双子魔
            

            	
              第两千一百五十一章 林轩之威
            

            	
              第两千一百五十二章 紫罗纹尸虫
            

            	
              第两千一百五十三章 大战凶虫
            

            	
              第两千一百五十四章 通天灵宝百灵钟
            

            	
              第两千一百五十五章 火云
            

            	
              第两千一百五十六章 真相大白
            

            	
              第两千一百五十七章 元气之劫
            

            	
              第两千一百五十八章 漫天火焰
            

            	
              第两千一百五十九章 温水煮青蛙
            

            	
              第两千一百六十章 符箓挡天劫
            

            	
              第两千一百六十一章 生死难料
            

            	
              第两千一百六十二章 两名修士
            

            	
              第两千一百六十三章 巨大的蚕茧
            

            	
              第两千一百六十四章 妖丹晋级后期
            

            	
              第两千一百六十五章 心细如发
            

            	
              第两千一百六十六章 堆积如山的极品晶石
            

            	
              第两千一百六十七章 远遁避祸
            

            	
              第两千一百六十八章 竹林雪山
            

            	
              第两千一百六十九章 空灵之气
            

            	
              第两千一百七十章 叶颖
            

            	
              第两千一百七十一章 白鹤后裔
            

            	
              第两千一百七十二章 封印妖丹
            

            	
              第两千一百七十三章 五龙戏珠
            

            	
              第两千一百七十四章 三种秘术
            

            	
              第两千一百七十五章 半魔
            

            	
              第两千一百七十六章 意外的自爆
            

            	
              第两千一百七十七章 天大的误会
            

            	
              第两千一百七十八章 第二元神与分神驭鬼术
            

            	
              周末，传音符求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千一百七十九章 情何以堪
            

            	
              第两千一百八十章 风灵之体
            

            	
              第两千一百八十一章 百宝堂
            

            	
              第两千一百八十二章 五年
            

            	
              第两千一百八十三章 再起风波
            

            	
              第两千一百八十四章　金丹峰主
            

            	
              第两千一百八十五章 百灵真解
            

            	
              第两千一百八十六章 武功与灵力
            

            	
              第两千一百八十七章 林师妹
            

            	
              第两千一百八十八章 天璇剑尊
            

            	
              第两千一百八十九章 赤麟剑
            

            	
              第两千一百九十章 冰蚕心甲
            

            	
              第两千一百九十一章 压轴宝物
            

            	
              第两千一百九十二章 魂珠
            

            	
              第两千一百九十三章 震惊全场
            

            	
              第两千一百九十四章 林轩与天璇剑尊
            

            	
              第两千一百九十五章 不可能
            

            	
              第两千一百九十六章 约战
            

            	
              第两千一百九十七章 竞技场
            

            	
              第两千一百九十八章 甩手剑
            

            	
              单章求一下月票
            

            	
              第两千一百九十九章 处处受制
            

            	
              第两千二百章 化剑为丝的最高境界
            

            	
              第两千二百零一章 万剑诀
            

            	
              第两千二百零二章 胜负
            

            	
              月初，求保底月票
            

            	
              第两千二百零三章 神秘的地火之屋
            

            	
              第两千二百零四章 炼宝
            

            	
              第两千二百零五章 火剑之莲
            

            	
              第两千二百零六章 紫火珠与太上长老的邀请
            

            	
              第两千二百零七章 云隐令
            

            	
              第两千二百零八章 银瞳少女的魄力
            

            	
              第两千二百零九章 五脉贺喜
            

            	
              第两千二百一十章 麒麟真血
            

            	
              第两千二百一十一章 你可想进阶分神期
            

            	
              周末，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千二百一十二章 古魔界与分神丹
            

            	
              第两千二百一十三章 银瞳仙子的妹妹
            

            	
              第两千二百一十四章 荒芜冰原
            

            	
              第两千二百一十五章 近在咫尺
            

            	
              第两千二百一十六章 林玉娇的实力
            

            	
              第两千二百一十七章 进入魔界
            

            	
              第两千二百一十八章 奇怪的少女
            

            	
              第两千二百一十九章 半魔
            

            	
              第两千二百二十章 再遇田小剑
            

            	
              第两千二百二十一章 煞魔丹
            

            	
              第两千二百二十二章 谜一般的田小剑
            

            	
              第两千二百二十三章 九煞真魔功
            

            	
              第两千二百二十四章 入城
            

            	
              第两千二百二十五章 逛坊市
            

            	
              第两千二百二十六章 天鬼斧
            

            	
              第两千二百二十七章 有阴谋
            

            	
              第两千二百二十八章 内中隐情
            

            	
              第两千二百二十九章 夺舍
            

            	
              第两千二百三十章 九宫须臾剑阵之威
            

            	
              第两千二百三十一章 林轩的打算
            

            	
              第两千二百三十二章 仙剑莲花
            

            	
              第两千二百三十三章 药王谷
            

            	
              第两千二百三十四章 十年后的机会
            

            	
              第两千二百三十五章 养魂木
            

            	
              第两千二百三十六章 制符世家
            

            	
              第两千二百三十七章 唤醒小毛球
            

            	
              第两千二百三十八章 蜈蚣与蟒蛇
            

            	
              周末，像各位道友求下推荐票
            

            	
              第两千二百三十九章 两败俱伤
            

            	
              第两千二百四十章 山脉深处
            

            	
              第两千二百四十一章 地犀龙
            

            	
              第两千二百四十二章 魔兽渡天劫
            

            	
              第两千二百四十三章 神秘女子
            

            	
              第两千二百四十四章 乐极生悲
            

            	
              第两千二百四十五章 身份暴露
            

            	
              第两千二百四十六章 魔蛇仙子
            

            	
              第两千二百四十七章 大占上风
            

            	
              第两千二百四十八章 真魔符宝
            

            	
              第两千二百四十九章 林轩用计
            

            	
              第两千二百五十章 连环符宝
            

            	
              第两千二百五十一章 尖酸刻薄
            

            	
              周一，像各位道友求下推荐票
            

            	
              第两千二百五十二章 渡劫异变
            

            	
              第两千二百五十三章 隐藏的敌人
            

            	
              第两千二百五十四章 小毛球与地犀龙
            

            	
              第两千二百五十五章 斩杀地犀龙
            

            	
              第两千二百五十六章 宝蛇魔祖的分魂
            

            	
              第两千二百五十七章 宝蛇宫
            

            	
              第两千二百五十八章 千年石钟乳
            

            	
              第两千二百五十九章 万符大会
            

            	
              第两千二百六十章 山谷
            

            	
              第两千二百六十一章 魔族少年
            

            	
              第两千二百六十二章 古书
            

            	
              月初，求保底月票
            

            	
              第两千二百六十三章 白浮胜境
            

            	
              第两千二百六十四章 燕山老祖
            

            	
              第两千二百六十五章 魔心草的种子
            

            	
              第两千二百六十六章 雷鹏灵骨
            

            	
              周一，求下推荐票
            

            	
              第两千二百六十七章 十年之约
            

            	
              第两千二百六十八章 蝎尾鼠与符箓
            

            	
              第两千二百六十九章 美丽的误会
            

            	
              第两千二百七十章 付家之主
            

            	
              第两千二百七十一章 起死回生符
            

            	
              第两千二百七十二章 替劫符
            

            	
              第两千二百七十三章 黑水城大长老
            

            	
              第两千二百七十四章 出手不凡
            

            	
              第两千二百七十五章 随机传送符
            

            	
              第两千二百七十六章 燕山老祖大怒
            

            	
              第两千二百七十七章 林轩与付天衡的差距
            

            	
              第两千二百七十八章 知难而退
            

            	
              第两千二百七十九章 贪吃的古魔
            

            	
              第两千二百八十章 付家老祖与试探
            

            	
              第两千二百八十一章 瞒天过海
            

            	
              第两千二百八十二章 迷雾重重
            

            	
              第两千二百八十三章 天魔后裔
            

            	
              第两千二百八十四章 强敌燕山老祖
            

            	
              第两千二百八十五章 硬撼分神期古魔
            

            	
              第两千二百八十六章 大战古魔
            

            	
              第两千二百八十七章 道高一尺
            

            	
              第两千二百八十八章 魔高一丈
            

            	
              第两千二百八十九章 惊天一击
            

            	
              第两千二百九十章 百灵仙子与玉罗蜂
            

            	
              第两千二百九十一章 柳暗花明
            

            	
              第两千二百九十二章 冰封燕山老祖
            

            	
              第两千二百九十三章 虚弱的林轩
            

            	
              第两千二百九十四章 山穷水尽
            

            	
              新的一周，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千二百九十五章 分神中期望亭楼
            

            	
              第两千二百九十六章 渡劫期鼐龙真人
            

            	
              第两千二百九十七章 灵眼之玉
            

            	
              第两千二百九十八章 魔界旅游
            

            	
              第两千二百九十九章 千年追杀
            

            	
              第两千三百章 鼐龙真人的忠告
            

            	
              第两千三百零一章 提纯万年灵乳
            

            	
              第两千三百零二章 上品分神丹
            

            	
              第两千三百零三章 进阶洞玄后期（上）
            

            	
              第两千三百零四章 进阶洞玄后期（下）
            

            	
              第两千三百零五章 狂沙城
            

            	
              第两千三百零六章 诡异的蜘蛛
            

            	
              第两千三百零七章 封印法阵
            

            	
              第两千三百零八章 魔虫
            

            	
              第两千三百零九章 古魔圣祖
            

            	
              新的一周，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千三百一十章 身份暴露
            

            	
              第两千三百一十一章 天绝仙子与倒海戈
            

            	
              第两千三百一十二章 宝蛇始祖与天元圣祖
            

            	
              第两千三百一十三章 魔族大统领的弟弟
            

            	
              第两千三百一十四章 万蛇令
            

            	
              第两千三百一十五章 沙魔与消息
            

            	
              第两千三百一十六章 天鹤州与修灵者
            

            	
              第两千三百一十七章 仙云宗
            

            	
              第两千三百一十八章 得偿所愿
            

            	
              第两千三百一十九章 苦修之士
            

            	
              第两千三百二十章 吞噬火焰的好处
            

            	
              第两千三百二十一章 八十年
            

            	
              第两千三百二十二章 林轩出关
            

            	
              第两千三百二十三章 意外大收获
            

            	
              周一，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千三百二十四章 灵源谷
            

            	
              第两千三百二十五章 两年
            

            	
              第两千三百二十六章 龙炎草
            

            	
              第两千三百二十七章 再遇通羽真人
            

            	
              第两千三百二十八章 援手
            

            	
              第两千三百二十九章 隐匿的敌人
            

            	
              第两千三百三十章 阳脂鸟
            

            	
              第两千三百三十一章 两个弱点
            

            	
              第两千三百三十二 化剑为丝之剑网
            

            	
              第两千三百三十三章 灵脉出现
            

            	
              第两千三百三十四章 倒霉的三魔
            

            	
              第两千三百三十五章 连环阵法
            

            	
              第两千三百三十六章 天兆
            

            	
              第两千三百三十七章 小鱼小虾
            

            	
              新的一周，向各位道友求下推荐票
            

            	
              第两千三百三十八章 分神期古魔
            

            	
              第两千三百三十九章 天岚双魔
            

            	
              第两千三百四十章 两个选择
            

            	
              第两千三百四十一章 倒戈
            

            	
              实在抱歉
            

            	
              第两千三百四十二章 进阶分神期（上）
            

            	
              第两千三百四十三章 进阶分神期（中）
            

            	
              第两千三百四十四章 进阶分神期（下）
            

            	
              第两千三百四十五章 千钧一发的晋级
            

            	
              第两千三百四十六章 牛刀小试
            

            	
              第两千三百四十七章 黑水修罗刀
            

            	
              第两千三百四十八章 巨剑术
            

            	
              第两千三百四十九章 九宫须臾显神通
            

            	
              第两千三百五十章 空间之力
            

            	
              第两千三百五十一章 请君入瓮
            

            	
              第两千三百五十二章 移形换位
            

            	
              第两千三百五十三章 大修士
            

            	
              第两千三百五十四章 拔苗助长
            

            	
              第两千三百五十五章 琼浆玉露
            

            	
              第两千三百五十七章 残魂
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              第两千四百四十三章 不死之身
            

            	
              第两千四百四十四章 林轩陷入大危机
            

            	
              第两千四百四十五章 新百龙之牙
            

            	
              第两千四百四十六章 百宝齐出
            

            	
              第两千四百四十七章 不可思议的逆转
            

            	
              第两千四百四十八章 九天仙露
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              第两千四百五十二章 威震鼐龙界
            

            	
              第两千四百五十三章 北海真君
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              第两千四百六十四章 冰海界
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              第两千四百八十六章 黄雀在后
            

            	
              第两千四百八十七章 行踪暴露
            

            	
              第两千四百八十八章 新九宫须臾剑
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              第两千五百一十六章 落花流水
            

            	
              第两千五百一十七章 林轩大展神威
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              第两千五百二十二章 今非昔比的雪狐族
            

            	
              第两千五百二十三章 威震冰海界
            

            	
              第两千五百二十四章 飘渺九仙丹
            

            	
              第两千五百二十五章 无边海与缥缈仙宫
            

            	
              第两千五百二十六章 血蟾上人
            

            	
              第两千五百二十七章 九仙坊市
            

            	
              第两千五百二十八章 听风阁
            

            	
              第两千五百二十九章 仙客居
            

            	
              第两千五百三十章 寻找凡人
            

            	
              第两千五百三十一章 天香灵犀丹
            

            	
              第两千五百三十二章 扮猪吃虎
            

            	
              第两千五百三十三章 化身田小剑
            

            	
              第两千五百三十四章 运气不错
            

            	
              第两千五百三十五章 顺利潜入
            

            	
              周末，求一下推荐票
            

            	
              第两千五百三十六章 隐侠谷
            

            	
              第两千五百三十七章 奇怪的镇宫之宝
            

            	
              第两千五百三十八章 灵渺园
            

            	
              第两千五百三十九章 真相大白
            

            	
              第两千五百四十章 分神期少女
            

            	
              第两千五百四十一章 意外变故
            

            	
              第两千五百四十二章 欺人太甚
            

            	
              第两千五百四十三章 巧计灭魔
            

            	
              第两千五百四十四章 封灵柱
            

            	
              第两千五百四十五章 封印空间
            

            	
              第两千五百四十六章 妖晶石
            

            	
              第两千五百四十七章 奇怪的空间
            

            	
              第两千五百四十八章 玉石雕像
            

            	
              第两千五百四十九章 药灵出世
            

            	
              第两千五百五十章 化劫丹
            

            	
              第两千五百五十一章 域外天魔
            

            	
              第两千五百五十二章 瞬间灭杀
            

            	
              第两千五百五十三章 音波功
            

            	
              第两千五百五十四章 灵虚陨落
            

            	
              第两千五百五十五章 夺宝而逃
            

            	
              第两千五百五十六章 将计就计
            

            	
              第两千五百五十七章 握手言和
            

            	
              第两千五百五十八章 凡人圣体
            

            	
              第两千五百五十九章 凡人亦能修仙
            

            	
              第两千五百六十章 玄天灵宝
            

            	
              第两千五百六十一章 险境求生
            

            	
              第两千五百六十二章 梼杌与蛟龙
            

            	
              第两千五百六十三章 兵不厌诈
            

            	
              新的一周，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千五百六十四章 巧计灭魔
            

            	
              第两千五百六十五章 图谋宝藏
            

            	
              第两千五百六十六章 再回飘渺仙宫
            

            	
              第两千五百六十七章 幻灵天火的隐患
            

            	
              第两千五百六十八章 心魔之火
            

            	
              第两千五百六十九章 忽悠众长老
            

            	
              第两千五百七十章 调虎离山
            

            	
              第两千五百七十一章 无名山谷
            

            	
              第两千五百七十二章 进入宝库
            

            	
              第两千五百七十四章 真灵傀儡与渡劫期符宝
            

            	
              第两千五百七十五章 蟠桃
            

            	
              第两千五百七十六 破阵取宝
            

            	
              第两千五百七十七章 路遇渡劫期
            

            	
              第两千五百七十八章 林轩的猜测
            

            	
              第两千五百七十九章 威力无穷
            

            	
              第两千五百八十章 梼杌分身
            

            	
              第两千五百八十一章 一爪之威
            

            	
              第两千五百八十二章 燃魂大法
            

            	
              第两千五百八十三章 同归于尽
            

            	
              第两千五百八十五章 重伤的梼杌
            

            	
              第两千五百八十六章 破碎虚空的陷阱
            

            	
              第两千五百八十八章 三头六臂
            

            	
              第两千五百八十九章 空间法则
            

            	
              第两千五百九十章 境界掉落
            

            	
              第两千五百九十一章 梼杌分身陨落
            

            	
              第两千五百九十二章 飞剑传书
            

            	
              第两千五百九十三章 宗门起落
            

            	
              第两千五百九十五章 九宫须臾剑之九属性的遐想
            

            	
              第两千五百九十六章 新月公主与蟠桃
            

            	
              第两千五百九十七章 晋级分神中期的捷径
            

            	
              第两千五百九十八章 提纯蟠桃
            

            	
              第两千五百九十九章 阵法与傀儡
            

            	
              第两千六百章 光阴似箭匆匆百年
            

            	
              第两千六百零一章 聪明反被聪明误
            

            	
              第两千六百零二章 天象异变
            

            	
              第两千六百零三章 灵气灌体
            

            	
              第两千六百零四章 进阶分神中期
            

            	
              第两千六百零六章 林轩结善缘
            

            	
              第两千六百零七章 分道扬镳
            

            	
              第两千六百零八章 齑雷古镜与灵诀鼎
            

            	
              第两千六百一十章 香儿的心思
            

            	
              第两千六百一十一章 令人惊喜的重逢
            

            	
              第两千六百一十四章 香儿的心意
            

            	
              第两千六百一十五章 炼化混沌太阴之气
            

            	
              第两千六百一十六章 梼杌再现
            

            	
              第两千六百一十七章 可怕的怪物
            

            	
              第两千六百一十九章 聪明冷静的媛珂
            

            	
              第两千六百二十章 梼杌之威
            

            	
              第两千六百二十一章 流星火雨
            

            	
              第两千六百二十二章 秘术的威力
            

            	
              第两千六百二十三章 九星连珠
            

            	
              第两千六百二十四章 梼杌的绝招
            

            	
              第两千六百二十五章 时间法则
            

            	
              第两千六百二十六章 九尾天狐
            

            	
              第两千六百二十七章 拜师
            

            	
              对不起，实在是对不起
            

            	
              第两千六百二十八章 超越九尾天狐的希望
            

            	
              第两千六百二十九章 再见玄天灵宝
            

            	
              第两千六百三十章 缘定今生
            

            	
              第两千六百三十一章 雷鳞宗
            

            	
              第两千六百三十二章 回宗
            

            	
              第两千六百三十三章 乌大少爷
            

            	
              第两千六百三十四章 极品矿脉
            

            	
              第两千六百三十五章 驱火之术
            

            	
              第两千六百三十六章 处处受制
            

            	
              第两千六百三十七章 轻松取胜
            

            	
              第两千六百三十八章 新洞府
            

            	
              第两千六百三十九章 身内化身炼制成功
            

            	
              第两千六百四十章 强大的化身
            

            	
              第两千六百四十一章 雪影真魔功
            

            	
              第两千六百四十二章 天缘双魔
            

            	
              第两千六百四十三章 林轩之威
            

            	
              第两千六百四十四章 宗门大乱
            

            	
              第两千六百四十五章 吴老怪
            

            	
              第两千六百四十六章 玉石俱焚
            

            	
              第两千六百四十八章 仙石惹祸
            

            	
              第两千六百四十九章 来龙去脉
            

            	
              第两千六百五十一章 天衍山脉
            

            	
              第两千六百五十二章 再遇故人
            

            	
              第两千六百五十四章 嫉妒惹的祸
            

            	
              第两千六百五十六章 黄粱一梦
            

            	
              第两千六百五十七章 扮猪吃虎
            

            	
              第两千六百五十八章 试探与阵法
            

            	
              第两千六百五十九章 虫魔
            

            	
              第两千六百六十章 仙剑之利
            

            	
              第两千六百六十一章 身内化身显神通
            

            	
              第两千六百六十二章 万鬼噬魂
            

            	
              第两千六百六十三章 深不可测
            

            	
              第两千六百六十四章 破阵而出
            

            	
              第两千六百六十五章 纵横捭阖
            

            	
              第两千六百六十六章 嚣张的妖族
            

            	
              第两千六百六十七章 化身显神通
            

            	
              第两千六百六十八章 古书与宝镜
            

            	
              第两千六百六十九章 狂化之体
            

            	
              第两千六百七十一章 惊怒
            

            	
              第两千六百七十二章 劫后余生
            

            	
              第两千六百七十三章 惊人的消息
            

            	
              第两千六百七十四章 勇者无敌
            

            	
              第两千六百七十五章 云隐宗之福
            

            	
              第两千六百七十六章 回天之术
            

            	
              第两千六百七十七章 祛除百毒
            

            	
              第两千六百七十八章 除恶务尽
            

            	
              第两千六百七十九章 目标灵鬼宗
            

            	
              第两千六百八十章 传说中的修士
            

            	
              第两千六百八十一章 好事多磨
            

            	
              第两千六百八十二章 出关
            

            	
              第两千六百八十三章 小渡劫期
            

            	
              第两千六百八十四章 双方都信心十足
            

            	
              第两千六百八十六章 谁怕谁
            

            	
              第两千六百八十七章 剑葫
            

            	
              第两千六百八十八章 幻阴神雷
            

            	
              第两千六百八十九章 一拳一爪
            

            	
              第两千六百九十章 万魂幡
            

            	
              第两千六百九十一章 以火克火
            

            	
              第两千六百九十二章 神通玄妙
            

            	
              第两千六百九十三章 斩魔
            

            	
              第两千六百九十四章 冰封
            

            	
              第两千六百九十五章 再获宝物
            

            	
              第两千六百九十六章 又气又怒
            

            	
              第两千六百九十七章 禁魂之术
            

            	
              第两千六百九十八章 立威
            

            	
              第两千六百九十九章 了不起
            

            	
              第两千七百零一章 收服三派
            

            	
              第两千七百零三章 仙石真容
            

            	
              第两千七百零四章 重回洞府
            

            	
              第两千七百零五章 百花仙子与剑灵化虚
            

            	
              第两千七百零六章 域外天金
            

            	
              第两千七百零七章 残缺不全的剑灵化虚功法
            

            	
              第两千七百零八章 换一个角度
            

            	
              第两千七百零九章 九曲灵参与九曲灵丹
            

            	
              第两千七百一十章 一分付出一分收获
            

            	
              第两千七百一十一章 听君一席话，胜读十年书
            

            	
              第两千七百一十二章 映象珠
            

            	
              第两千七百一十三章 远古，阿修罗王的背影
            

            	
              第两千七百一十四章 意犹未尽的三界隐秘
            

            	
              第两千七百一十五章 百宝斋
            

            	
              第两千七百一十六章 化身的众多宝物
            

            	
              第两千七百一十七章 提纯仙石（上）
            

            	
              第两千七百一十八章 提纯仙石（中）
            

            	
              第两千七百一十九章 提纯仙石（下）
            

            	
              第两千七百二十章 真灵傀儡
            

            	
              第两千七百二十一章 岁月如梭
            

            	
              第两千七百二十二章 青木城中百宝斋
            

            	
              第两千七百二十三章 一问三不知
            

            	
              第两千七百二十四章 移山倒海
            

            	
              第两千七百二十五章 真灵之金玥真蟾
            

            	
              第两千七百二十六章 太乙仙草
            

            	
              第两千七百二十七章 欺人太甚
            

            	
              第两千七百二十八章 花篮与飞剑
            

            	
              第两千七百二十九章 不可思议的神通
            

            	
              第两千七百三十章 百花飘香诀
            

            	
              第两千七百三十一章 领域之威
            

            	
              第两千七百三十二章 真蟾之毒
            

            	
              第两千七百三十三章 本源之体
            

            	
              第两千七百三十四章 化为虚无的空间
            

            	
              第两千七百三十五章 混沌初开
            

            	
              第两千七百三十六章 化身晋级
            

            	
              第两千七百三十七章 小灵界与小魔界
            

            	
              第两千七百三十八章 落井下石与雪中送炭
            

            	
              第两千七百三十九章 劫后余生的奥秘
            

            	
              第两千七百四十章 起死回生
            

            	
              第两千七百四十一章 你想要什么
            

            	
              第两千七百四十二章 装傻充愣
            

            	
              第两千七百四十三章 剑灵化虚神妙无方
            

            	
              第两千七百四十四章 得偿所愿
            

            	
              第两千七百四十五章 神秘的泥土
            

            	
              第两千七百四十六章 天元侯与黑凤仙子
            

            	
              第两千七百四十七章 渡劫后期与长生不老
            

            	
              第两千七百四十八章 一无所获
            

            	
              第两千七百四十九章 行迹暴露
            

            	
              第两千七百五十章 闻天城与真极门
            

            	
              第两千七百五十一章 真灵之血与天劫
            

            	
              第两千七百五十二章 化身凡人
            

            	
              第两千七百五十三章 人生百态
            

            	
              第两千七百五十四章 杀鸡儆猴
            

            	
              第两千七百五十五章 对牛弹琴
            

            	
              第两千七百五十六章 大五行挪移之术
            

            	
              第两千七百五十七章 本源之火
            

            	
              第两千七百五十八章 金人与恶蛟
            

            	
              第两千七百五十九章 璇书上人
            

            	
              第两千七百六十章 撒豆成兵
            

            	
              第两千七百六十一章 孤注一掷
            

            	
              第两千七百六十二章 浑水摸鱼
            

            	
              第两千七百六十三章 瞬息万里
            

            	
              第两千七百六十四章 天元侯的化身
            

            	
              第两千七百六十五章 逸以待劳
            

            	
              第两千七百六十六章 各自大展神通
            

            	
              第两千七百六十七章 万魂幡显神威
            

            	
              第两千七百六十八章 符宝之威
            

            	
              第两千七百六十九章 金光剑与朱雀环
            

            	
              第两千七百七十章 斩杀天元侯
            

            	
              第两千七百七十一章 过街老鼠
            

            	
              第两千七百七十二章 被封印的真仙
            

            	
              第两千七百七十三章 两千年的约定
            

            	
              第两千七百七十四章 九宫须臾剑的意外收获
            

            	
              第两千七百七十五章 缜密的安排
            

            	
              第两千七百七十六章 提炼真灵之血
            

            	
              第两千七百七十七章 灵血化形
            

            	
              第两千七百七十八章 温水煮青蛙
            

            	
              第两千七百七十九章 弃卒保车
            

            	
              第两千七百八十章 妖丹晋级
            

            	
              第两千七百八十一章　意外之喜
            

            	
              第两千七百八十二章 真灵内丹
            

            	
              第两千七百八十三章 大海茫茫
            

            	
              第两千七百八十四章 修仙无岁月，转眼又千年
            

            	
              第两千七百八十五章 晋级分神后期（上）
            

            	
              第两千七百八十六章 晋级分神后期（下）
            

            	
              第两千七百八十七章 蔚蓝水幕
            

            	
              第两千七百八十八章 鱼与熊掌
            

            	
              第两千七百八十九章 百龙之威
            

            	
              第两千七百九十章 可怕的漩涡
            

            	
              第两千七百九十一章 全力一击
            

            	
              第两千七百九十二章 成功渡劫
            

            	
              第两千七百九十三章 糊涂晋级
            

            	
              第两千七百九十四章 万晓仙宫
            

            	
              第两千七百九十六章 人外有人，天外有天
            

            	
              第两千七百九十七章 重回云隐宗
            

            	
              第两千七百九十八章 灵眼三宝
            

            	
              第两千七百九十九章 梦寐以求的宝物
            

            	
              第两千八百章 鱼香肉丝与红烧猪蹄
            

            	
              第两千八百零一章 玄妙的小渡劫期
            

            	
              第两千八百零二章 今非昔比
            

            	
              第两千八百零三章 大发慈悲
            

            	
              第两千八百零四章 难得的悠闲生活
            

            	
              第两千八百零五章 公孙玉儿
            

            	
              第两千八百零六章 九属性九宫须臾剑（第二更，求月票）
            

            	
              第两千八百零七章 仙府奇珍与先天灵宝
            

            	
              第两千八百零八章 真灵化剑诀
            

            	
              第两千八百零九章 大言不惭
            

            	
              第两千八百一十章 仙剑神威
            

            	
              第两千八百一十一章 百年前的任务
            

            	
              第两千八百一十二章 木灵之体
            

            	
              第两千八百一十三章 林轩收徒
            

            	
              第两千八百一十四章 听君一席话，胜读十年书
            

            	
              第两千八百一十五章 师恩深重
            

            	
              第两千八百一十六章 鼐龙真人与芊芊仙子
            

            	
              第两千八百一十七章 蓬莱仙岛与雾海沙漠
            

            	
              第两千八百一十八章 变异妖兽
            

            	
              第两千八百一十九章 幻月蛾与若颜仙子
            

            	
              第两千八百二十章 绿洲与空间节点
            

            	
              第两千八百二十一章 大海与金舟
            

            	
              第两千八百二十二章 洞天福地
            

            	
              第两千八百二十三章 云海仙境
            

            	
              第两千八百二十四章 举世无双的芊芊仙子
            

            	
              第两千八百二十五章 九真伏魔大阵
            

            	
              第两千八百二十六章 鼐龙真人与云家的渊源
            

            	
              第两千八百二十七章 受宠若惊
            

            	
              第两千八百二十八章 林轩与望亭楼
            

            	
              新的一周，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千八百二十九章 众矢之的
            

            	
              第两千八百三十章 以毒攻毒
            

            	
              第两千八百三十一章 模拟风暴
            

            	
              第两千八百三十二章 一鸣惊人
            

            	
              第两千八百三十三章 广寒真人与青丘国主
            

            	
              第两千八百三十四章 天狐千幻诀与九灵剑体
            

            	
              第两千八百三十五章 移魂之术与九转青叶丹
            

            	
              第两千八百三十六章 香儿与夏侯兰
            

            	
              第两千八百三十七章 深不可测的林轩
            

            	
              第两千八百三十八章 百花仙子的感谢
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              第两千八百四十二章 冰魄圣祖与宝蛇圣祖
            

            	
              第两千八百四十三章 不是冤家不聚头
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              第两千八百五十章 与林轩的恩怨
            

            	
              第两千八百五十一章 林轩的护身符
            

            	
              第两千八百五十二章 天元与九尾天狐各自的打算
            

            	
              第两千八百五十三章 九转灵蛇丹
            

            	
              第两千八百五十四章 须臾洞天图
            

            	
              第两千八百五十五章 玄天聚魔大阵
            

            	
              第两千八百五十六章 斗智不斗力
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              第两千八百五十九章 九宫须臾剑的威力
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              第两千八百七十六章 玉罗蜂与血火蚁
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              第两千八百七十八章 两个林轩
            

            	
              第两千八百七十九章 仙石与真灵傀儡
            

            	
              第两千八百八十章 四面楚歌
            

            	
              第两千八百八十一章 空间风暴
            

            	
              第两千八百八十二章 凤凰涅盘与蔚蓝水幕
            

            	
              第两千八百八十三章 林轩养伤
            

            	
              第两千八百八十四章 混乱的天地元气
            

            	
              第两千八百八十五章 幻幽森林
            

            	
              第两千八百八十六章 失落的界面与域外天魔
            

            	
              第两千八百八十七章 令人惊叹的秘密
            

            	
              第两千八百八十八章 失落界面的由来
            

            	
              第两千八百八十九章 困仙环与云锻之术
            

            	
              第两千八百九十章 洪荒大泽
            

            	
              第两千八百九十一章 传说中的怪物
            

            	
              第两千八百九十二章 渡劫期鬼圣
            

            	
              第两千八百九十三章 强者
            

            	
              第两千八百九十四章 眼花缭乱
            

            	
              第两千八百九十五章 真灵朱雀之虚影
            

            	
              第两千八百九十六章 力量法则
            

            	
              第两千八百九十七章 化身万千
            

            	
              第两千八百九十八章 流炎爆破
            

            	
              第两千八百九十九章 玄阴之气
            

            	
              第两千九百章 空间法则
            

            	
              第两千九百零一章 可怕的空间乱流
            

            	
              第两千九百零二章　险胜强敌
            

            	
              第两千九百零三章 进退两难
            

            	
              第两千九百零四章　硬着头皮的选择
            

            	
              第两千九百零五章 秒杀
            

            	
              第两千九百零六章　速战速决
            

            	
              第两千九百零七章 干净利索
            

            	
              第两千九百零八章 望风而逃
            

            	
              第两千九百零九章 可怕的玉罗蜂
            

            	
              第两千九百一十章 真正的时间之毒
            

            	
              第两千九百一十一章 封灵玉
            

            	
              第两千九百一十二章 以阵炼器
            

            	
              第两千九百一十三章 连环阵法
            

            	
              第两千九百一十四章 半年
            

            	
              第两千九百一十五章 真灵朱雀的魂魄
            

            	
              第两千九百一十六章　大胆的猜测
            

            	
              第两千九百一十七章 林轩认师傅
            

            	
              第两千九百一十八章 惊人的猜想
            

            	
              第两千九百一十九章 先下手为强
            

            	
              第两千九百二十章 两种天地法则
            

            	
              第两千九百二十一章 宝物出世
            

            	
              第两千九百二十二章 百鸟朝凤
            

            	
              第两千九百二十四章 比想象更强大
            

            	
              第两千九百二十五章 败退的真灵傀儡
            

            	
              第两千九百二十六章 真假领域
            

            	
              周一，求推荐票
            

            	
              第两千九百二十七章 林轩会陨落吗
            

            	
              第两千九百二十八章 仙家之宝五龙玺
            

            	
              第两千九百二十九章 破除领域
            

            	
              第两千九百三十一章 三名大将
            

            	
              第两千九百三十二章 汇合
            

            	
              第两千九百三十三章 休养生息
            

            	
              第两千九百三十四章 炼化真龙灵血
            

            	
              第两千九百三十六章 易容
            

            	
              第两千九百三十七章 开山蟹
            

            	
              第两千九百三十八章 雷空真人
            

            	
              第两千九百三十九章 风景如画
            

            	
              第两千九百四十章 古怪的宫殿
            

            	
              第两千九百四十一章 青颜尊者
            

            	
              第两千九百四十二章 灵波谷
            

            	
              第两千九百四十三章 手镯
            

            	
              第两千九百四十四章 一百天与一百年
            

            	
              第两千九百四十五章 冰魄化身
            

            	
              第两千九百四十六章 来龙去脉
            

            	
              第两千九百四十七章 入谷
            

            	
              第两千九百四十八章 寒潭
            

            	
              第两千九百四十九章 灵珑霜蚣
            

            	
              第两千九百五十章 修仙者也会迷路
            

            	
              第两千九百五十一章 可怕的沙漠
            

            	
              第两千九百五十二章 剧毒的蝎子
            

            	
              第两千九百五十三章 化形蝎怪
            

            	
              第两千九百五十四章 神通
            

            	
              第两千九百五十六章 魔高一尺道高一丈
            

            	
              第两千九百五十七章 无解的难题
            

            	
              第两千九百五十八章 宫殿与绿洲
            

            	
              第两千九百五十九章 石傀儡
            

            	
              第两千九百六十章 田晨曦与铁塔尊者
            

            	
              第两千九百六十一章 进入绿洲
            

            	
              第两千九百六十二章 阿修罗王行宫
            

            	
              第两千九百六十三章 灵气晶化
            

            	
              第两千九百六十四章 灵光宝气
            

            	
              第两千九百六十五章 幻月之毒
            

            	
              第两千九百六十六章 万毒神君
            

            	
              第两千九百六十七章 决胜负
            

            	
              第两千九百六十八章 双子同心魔
            

            	
              第两千九百六十九章 修罗七宝之手镯
            

            	
              第两千九百七十章 九头鸟
            

            	
              第两千九百七十一章 灵波谷的由来
            

            	
              第两千九百七十二章 食言而肥
            

            	
              第两千九百七十三章 心如止水
            

            	
              第两千九百七十四章 化劫丹与九转灵蛇丹
            

            	
              第两千九百七十五章 玄武真灵砚与灵诀鼎
            

            	
              第两千九百七十六章 天劫之威
            

            	
              第两千九百七十八章 林轩的绝招
            

            	
              第两千九百七十九章 灵气幻化的真灵
            

            	
              第两千九百八十章 苦战
            

            	
              第两千九百八十一章 笼中之鸟
            

            	
              第两千九百八十二章 斗智斗勇
            

            	
              第两千九百八十三章 胜负
            

            	
              第两千九百八十四章 真灵之火
            

            	
              第两千九百八十六章 阴错阳差
            

            	
              第两千九百八十七章 顽强的林轩
            

            	
              第两千九百八十八章 化险为夷
            

            	
              第两千九百八十九章 进阶渡劫（上）
            

            	
              第两千九百九十章 进阶渡劫（下）
            

            	
              第两千九百九十一章 真灵之体（上）
            

            	
              第两千九百九十二章 真灵之体（下）
            

            	
              第两千九百九十三章 真仙之谜
            

            	
              第两千九百九十四章 真正的渡劫期
            

            	
              第两千九百九十五章 空间节点
            

            	
              第两千九百九十六章 九灵仙芝
            

            	
              第两千九百九十七章 红绫仙子
            

            	
              第两千九百九十八章 故人相遇
            

            	
              第两千九百九十九章 渡劫期的震撼
            

            	
              第三千章 弄巧成拙
            

            	
              第三千零一章 往事
            

            	
              第三千零二章 红绫仙子的愿望
            

            	
              第三千零三章 仙家至宝
            

            	
              第三千零五章 重回雷空岛
            

            	
              第三千零六章 惊人神通
            

            	
              第三千零七章 空间宝物
            

            	
              第三千零八章 须臾空间
            

            	
              第三千零九章 水晶球
            

            	
              第三千零一十章 贪心会犯错
            

            	
              第三千零一十一章 针锋相对
            

            	
              第三千零一十三章 一气呵成
            

            	
              第三千零一十四章 冰魄的消息
            

            	
              第三千零一十五章 仙家符箓
            

            	
              第三千零一十六章 炼化朱雀环
            

            	
              第三千零一十七章 青衣少女
            

            	
              第三千零一十八章 须臾洞天图
            

            	
              第三千零一十九章 林轩的问题
            

            	
              第三千零二十章 陆盈儿
            

            	
              第三千零二十一章 前世今生
            

            	
              第三千零二十二章 可愿拜师
            

            	
              第三千零二十三章 陆盈儿的选择
            

            	
              第三千零二十四章 再遇渡劫期
            

            	
              第三千零二十五章 冰魄与杨彤仙子
            

            	
              第三千零二十六章 声东击西
            

            	
              第三千零二十七章 不告诉你
            

            	
              第三千零二十八章 轻敌的代价
            

            	
              第三千零二十九章 剑光与大树
            

            	
              第三千零三十章 领域之威
            

            	
              第三千零三十一章 水晶罗火
            

            	
              第三千零三十二章 凤凰神威
            

            	
              第三千零三十四章 将计就计
            

            	
              第三千零三十五章 毫不犹豫
            

            	
              第三千零三十六章 后患无穷
            

            	
              第三千零三十七章 小须臾乾坤阵
            

            	
              第三千零三十八章 如此巧合
            

            	
              第三千零四十章 上古功法
            

            	
              第三千零四十一章 山谷
            

            	
              第三千零四十二章 幻灵天火与灵力本源
            

            	
              第三千零四十三章 意外的麻烦
            

            	
              第三千零四十四章 幻灵天火
            

            	
              第三千零四十五章 丹田气海
            

            	
              第三千零四十六章 天大的误会
            

            	
              第三千零四十七章 领悟极寒
            

            	
              第三千零四十八章 阵法师
            

            	
              第三千零四十九章 林轩的吩咐
            

            	
              第三千零五十章 灵丹妙药
            

            	
              第三千零五十一章 牧云宗
            

            	
              第三千零五十二章 似曾相识
            

            	
              第三千零五十三章 螳螂捕蝉黄雀在后
            

            	
              第三千零五十四章 灵眼之湖
            

            	
              第三千零五十五章 先天魔宝
            

            	
              第三千零五十六章 乐极生悲
            

            	
              第三千零五十七章 寻宝不容易
            

            	
              第三千零五十八章 幻属性飞剑
            

            	
              第三千零五十九章 上古晶石
            

            	
              第三千零六十章 域外天魔
            

            	
              第三千零六十一章 福祸相依
            

            	
              第三千零六十二章 虚虚实实
            

            	
              第三千零六十三章 幻灵化虚
            

            	
              第三千零六十四章 神奇的幻灵天火
            

            	
              第三千零六十五章 神雷之威
            

            	
              第三千零六十六章 域外天魔与上古典籍
            

            	
              第三千零六十七章 五龙玺再显神威
            

            	
              第三千零六十八章 域外天金
            

            	
              第三千零六十九章 雕像的秘密
            

            	
              第三千零七十章 墨月少主
            

            	
              第三千零七十一章 蓝色星海的来历
            

            	
              第三千零七十二章 天外魔君
            

            	
              第三千零七十三章 前因后果
            

            	
              第三千零七十四章 烟消云散
            

            	
              第三千零七十五章 勇气可嘉
            

            	
              第三千零七十六章 上古画卷
            

            	
              第三千零七十七章 墨月天巫殿
            

            	
              第三千零七十八章 回天之术
            

            	
              第三千零七十九章 封灵玉与养魂木
            

            	
              第三千零八十章 狭路相逢
            

            	
              第三千零八十一章 最后的难题
            

            	
              第三千零八十二章 万事俱备，只欠东风
            

            	
              第三千零八十三章 客卿长老
            

            	
              第三千零八十四章 回到灵界
            

            	
              第三千零八十五章 千钧一发
            

            	
              第三千零八十六章 运气不错
            

            	
              第三千零八十七章 意外变故
            

            	
              第三千零八十八章 天大的误会
            

            	
              第三千零八十九章 同门相见
            

            	
              第三千零九十章 渡劫期老祖
            

            	
              第三千零九十一章 林轩的徒弟
            

            	
              第三千零九十二章 符宝
            

            	
              第三千零九十三章 灵眼之泉与灵眼之湖
            

            	
              第三千零九十四章 剑湖宫
            

            	
              第三千零九十五章 峰回路转
            

            	
              第三千零九十六章 万妖谷
            

            	
              第三千零九十七章 剑湖宫与灵眼之湖
            

            	
              第三千零九十八章 分神期修士
            

            	
              第三千零九十九章 不可思议
            

            	
              第三千一百章 云隐宗与剑湖宫
            

            	
              第三千一百零一章 冒险的计策
            

            	
              第三千一百零二章 傍晚
            

            	
              第三千一百零三章 阵法与隐匿神通
            

            	
              第三千一百零四章 硬闯剑湖宫
            

            	
              第三千一百零五章 剑阵
            

            	
              第三千一百零六章 剑拔弩张
            

            	
              第三千一百零七章 掌门气度
            

            	
              第三千一百零八章 万剑图
            

            	
              第三千一百零九章 乾坤珠
            

            	
              第三千一百一十章 石剑
            

            	
              第三千一百一十一章 万千仙剑
            

            	
              第三千一百一十二章 万剑图与朱雀环
            

            	
              第三千一百一十三章 蛟龙
            

            	
              第三千一百一十四章 破阵与得宝
            

            	
              第三千一百一十五章 四散而逃
            

            	
              第三千一百一十六章 凤凰之威
            

            	
              第三千一百一十七章 螳臂当车
            

            	
              第三千一百一十八章 太上长老
            

            	
              第三千一百一十九章 猎人与猎物
            

            	
              第三千一百二十章 惊鸿一剑
            

            	
              第三千一百二十一章 将计就计
            

            	
              第三千一百二十二章 化身巨人
            

            	
              第三千一百二十三章 仙界灵符
            

            	
              第三千一百二十四章 破釜沉舟
            

            	
              第三千一百二十五章 剑气如霜
            

            	
              第三千一百二十六章 仙剑
            

            	
              第三千一百二十七章 剑之领域
            

            	
              第三千一百二十八章 剑魂
            

            	
              第三千一百二十九章 认输
            

            	
              第三千一百三十章 惊人的决定
            

            	
              第三千一百三十一章 并非缓兵之计
            

            	
              第三千一百三十二章 深谋远虑
            

            	
              第三千一百三十三章 胸有成竹
            

            	
              第三千一百三十四章 炼化万剑图
            

            	
              第三千一百三十五章 山岳金乌图与万剑图
            

            	
              第三千一百三十六章 公孙玉儿
            

            	
              第三千一百三十七章 先天灵宝仙剑图
            

            	
              第三千一百三十八章 雨桐仙子
            

            	
              第三千一百三十九章 先天御剑术
            

            	
              第三千一百四十章 尝试
            

            	
              第三千一百四十一章 仙剑之中
            

            	
              第三千一百四十二章 如临大敌
            

            	
              第三千一百四十三章 万晓真人
            

            	
              第三千一百四十四章 黑凤妖女与薛老妖
            

            	
              第三千一百四十五章 鲜花与仙剑
            

            	
              第三千一百四十六章 五行天绝大阵
            

            	
              第三千一百四十七章 混沌妖气与绝阵之威
            

            	
              第三千一百四十八章 真灵仙禽
            

            	
              第三千一百四十九章 雷电急速
            

            	
              第三千一百五十章 落荒而逃
            

            	
              第三千一百五十一章 威震灵界
            

            	
              第三千一百五十二章 未雨绸缪
            

            	
              第三千一百五十三章 炼化域外天金
            

            	
              第三千一百五十四章 五大奇宝
            

            	
              第三千一百五十五章 飞云荒地
            

            	
              第三千一百五十六章 太古兽王
            

            	
              第三千一百五十七章 领悟
            

            	
              第三千一百五十八章 再见梼杌
            

            	
              第三千一百五十九章 冤家路窄
            

            	
              第三千一百六十章 力拔山兮气盖世
            

            	
              第三千一百六十一章 仙剑图与黑幡
            

            	
              第三千一百六十二章 千钧一发
            

            	
              第三千一百六十三章 勇者无惧
            

            	
              第三千一百六十四章 灵宝显威
            

            	
              第三千一百六十五章 苦战
            

            	
              第三千一百六十六章 化身万千
            

            	
              第三千一百六十七章 天火显威
            

            	
              第三千一百六十八章 柳暗花明又一村
            

            	
              第三千一百六十九章 灭除强敌
            

            	
              第三千一百七十章 不劳而获的小毛球
            

            	
              第三千一百七十一章 鸠占鹊巢
            

            	
              第三千一百七十二章 符鬼门
            

            	
              第三千一百七十三章 关于月儿的推测
            

            	
              第三千一百七十四章 空间节点
            

            	
              第三千一百七十五章 名动天下
            

            	
              第三千一百七十六章 附属宗门
            

            	
              第三千一百七十七章 匪夷所思
            

            	
              第三千一百七十八章 古剑门
            

            	
              第三千一百七十九章 域外魔念
            

            	
              第三千一百八十章 黄粱一梦
            

            	
              第三千一百八十一章 相见
            

            	
              第三千一百八十二章 寻根究底
            

            	
              第三千一百八十三章 界面通道
            

            	
              第三千一百八十四章 虚无与百灵
            

            	
              第三千一百八十五章 上古隐秘与蓝色星海
            

            	
              第三千一百八十六章 意外之喜
            

            	
              第三千一百八十七章 令人欣喜的天劫
            

            	
              第三千一百八十八章 蛟龙天劫
            

            	
              第三千一百八十九章 浑身解数
            

            	
              第三千一百九十章 保命神通
            

            	
              第三千一百九十一章 两全其美
            

            	
              第三千一百九十二章 百鸟朝凤
            

            	
              第三千一百九十三章 赠宝
            

            	
              第三千一百九十四章 养魂木与分神丹
            

            	
              第三千一百九十五章 两全其美的打算
            

            	
              第三千一百九十六章 上古功法
            

            	
              第三千一百九十七章 了无牵挂
            

            	
              第三千一百九十八章 意外变故
            

            	
              第三千一百九十九章 大怒
            

            	
              第三千二百章 真的天衣无缝吗
            

            	
              第三千二百零一章 灵狐尊者
            

            	
              第三千二百零二章 各有算计
            

            	
              第三千二百零三章 冰魄融雪丹
            

            	
              第三千二百零四章 恼羞成怒
            

            	
              第三千二百零五章 炫目的神通
            

            	
              第三千二百零六章 法相显神威
            

            	
              第三千二百零九章 先天魔宝
            

            	
              第三千二百一十章 宝蛇的陷阱
            

            	
              第三千二百一十一章 反败为胜
            

            	
              第三千二百一十二章 真灵铠甲
            

            	
              第三千二百一十三章 宝蛇化身陨落
            

            	
              第三千二百一十四章 后悔
            

            	
              第三千二百一十五章 灵狐山
            

            	
              第三千二百一十六章 前倨后恭
            

            	
              第三千二百一十七章 轻松灭敌
            

            	
              第三千二百一十八章 天罗仙果与补天芝
            

            	
              第三千二百一十九章 九转灵蛇丹与冰魄融雪丹
            

            	
              第三千二百二十章 天音界与天音宫
            

            	
              第三千二百二十一章 清仙子
            

            	
              第三千二百二十二章 赤火老怪
            

            	
              第三千二百二十三章 胆大包天
            

            	
              第三千二百二十四章 琴心的消息
            

            	
              第三千二百二十五章 妙音仙子
            

            	
              第三千二百二十六章 知己知彼
            

            	
              第三千二百二十七章 风餐露宿
            

            	
              第三千二百二十八章 援手
            

            	
              第三千二百二十九章 天音宫总舵
            

            	
              第三千二百三十章 左右为难
            

            	
              第三千二百三十一章 奇怪的妙音仙子
            

            	
              第三千二百三十二章 真仙遗迹
            

            	
              第三千二百三十三章 打算与缘由
            

            	
              第三千二百三十四章 青云沙漠
            

            	
              第三千二百三十五章 故人相遇
            

            	
              第三千二百三十六章 元神契约
            

            	
              第三千二百三十九章 不好的预感
            

            	
              第三千二百四十章 精心布置的陷阱
            

            	
              第三千二百四十二章 拖延时间
            

            	
              第三千二百四十三章 土遁术
            

            	
              第三千二百四十四章 技高一筹
            

            	
              第三千二百四十五章 仙剑图之威
            

            	
              第三千二百四十六章 本命晶核
            

            	
              第三千二百四十七章 尚未脱险
            

            	
              第三千二百四十八章 妙音仙子的音波功
            

            	
              第三千二百四十九章 将计就计
            

            	
              第三千二百五十一章 妙音陨落
            

            	
              第三千二百五十二章 百密一疏
            

            	
              第三千二百五十三章 再见幻术
            

            	
              第三千二百五十四章 血火蚁的妙用
            

            	
              第三千二百五十五章 岩石傀儡
            

            	
              第三千二百五十六章 真仙与蓝色星海
            

            	
              第三千二百五十七章 魔蟾陨落
            

            	
              第三千二百五十八章 再遇强敌
            

            	
              第三千二百五十九章 敏捷的速度
            

            	
              第三千二百六十一章 对方的弱点
            

            	
              第三千二百六十二章 吞食幻灵天火
            

            	
              第三千二百六十四章 发现宝物
            

            	
              第三千二百六十五章 真仙的宝物
            

            	
              第三千二百六十六章 大收获
            

            	
              第三千二百六十七章 玄龟龙甲盾
            

            	
              第三千二百六十八章 进阶渡劫中期（上）
            

            	
              第三千二百六十九章 进阶渡劫中期（中）
            

            	
              第三千二百七十章 进阶渡劫中期（下）
            

            	
              第三千二百七十一章 重返天音宫
            

            	
              第三千二百七十二章 天赐良机
            

            	
              第三千二百七十三章 神秘少女
            

            	
              第三千二百七十四章 欧阳琴心
            

            	
              第三千二百七十五章 重逢
            

            	
              第三千二百七十六章 迎刃而解
            

            	
              第三千二百七十七章 震惊
            

            	
              第三千二百七十八章 元神灯
            

            	
              第三千二百七十九章 幻术
            

            	
              第三千二百八十章 灵域
            

            	
              第三千二百八十一章 强大的渡劫后期
            

            	
              第三千二百八十二章 忌惮
            

            	
              第三千二百八十四章 鼐龙真人与百花仙子
            

            	
              第三千二百八十五章 前辈高人
            

            	
              第三千二百八十六章 两败俱伤
            

            	
              第三千二百八十七章 一线生机
            

            	
              第三千二百八十八章 巧舌如簧
            

            	
              第三千二百八十九章 疗伤
            

            	
              第三千二百九十章 自圆其说
            

            	
              第三千二百九十一章 唇枪舌剑
            

            	
              第三千二百九十二章 圈套
            

            	
              第三千二百九十三章 化解难题
            

            	
              第三千二百九十四章 胸有成竹
            

            	
              第三千二百九十五章 炼丹房
            

            	
              第三千二百九十六章 提纯
            

            	
              第三千二百九十七章 相见
            

            	
              第三千二百九十八章 炼丹神师
            

            	
              第三千二百九十九章 客卿长老
            

            	
              第三千三百零一章 义结金兰
            

            	
              第三千三百零二章 皆大欢喜
            

            	
              第三千三百零三章 胖瘦尊者
            

            	
              第三千三百零四章 进退两难
            

            	
              第三千三百零五章 热闹
            

            	
              第三千三百零六章 斗智斗力
            

            	
              第三千三百零八章 金乌老祖
            

            	
              第三千三百一十章 林轩回宗
            

            	
              第三千三百一十一章 智勇双全
            

            	
              第三千三百一十二章 金乌真火
            

            	
              第三千三百一十三章 本命神通
            

            	
              第三千三百一十四章 得饶人处且饶人
            

            	
              第三千三百一十五章 震惊
            

            	
              第三千三百一十六章 名动天下
            

            	
              第三千三百一十七章 意外之喜
            

            	
              第三千三百一十八章 相救
            

            	
              第三千三百一十九章 神奇的宝物
            

            	
              第三千三百二十章 拖延时间
            

            	
              第三千三百二十一章 势如破竹
            

            	
              第三千三百二十二章 自作聪明
            

            	
              第三千三百二十三章 胜负
            

            	
              第三千三百二十四章 一筹莫展
            

            	
              第三千三百二十五章 杏儿
            

            	
              第三千三百二十六章 巧遇故人
            

            	
              第三千三百二十七章 田小剑
            

            	
              第三千三百二十八章 灵果与领域
            

            	
              第三千三百二十九章 无迹可寻
            

            	
              第三千三百三十章 不能大意
            

            	
              第三千三百三十一章 囊中羞涩
            

            	
              第三千三百三十二章 雨岚商盟
            

            	
              第三千三百三十三章 拍卖会
            

            	
              第三千三百三十四章 雪罗果
            

            	
              第三千三百三十五章 一波三折
            

            	
              第三千三百三十六章 压轴好戏
            

            	
              第三千三百三十七章 意外的宝物
            

            	
              第三千三百三十八章 老谋深算
            

            	
              第三千三百三十九章 猜测
            

            	
              第三千三百四十章 变故
            

            	
              第三千三百四十一章 冯氏兄妹
            

            	
              第三千三百四十二章 针锋相对
            

            	
              第三千三百四十三章 元气之盾
            

            	
              第三千三百四十四章 螳螂捕蝉
            

            	
              第三千三百四十五章 虚空遁术
            

            	
              第三千三百四十六章 田小剑与真灵
            

            	
              第三千三百四十七章 碎空刀
            

            	
              第三千三百四十八章 渔翁得利
            

            	
              第三千三百四十九章 强中自有强中手
            

            	
              第三千三百五十章 绝招
            

            	
              第三千三百五十一章 天仙化灵符
            

            	
              第三千三百五十二章 似曾相识
            

            	
              第三千三百五十三章 重获旧宝
            

            	
              第三千三百五十四章 如愿以偿
            

            	
              第三千三百五十五章 阴雾沼泽
            

            	
              第三千三百五十六章 传送阵
            

            	
              第三千三百五十七章 巧妙的布置
            

            	
              第三千三百五十九章 黄泉鬼母
            

            	
              第三千三百六十一章 林轩的决心
            

            	
              第三千三百六十二章 天肥尊者
            

            	
              第三千三百六十三章 死里逃生
            

            	
              第三千三百六十四章 口出狂言
            

            	
              第三千三百六十五章 大展神通
            

            	
              第三千三百六十六章 玄妙幻境
            

            	
              第三千三百六十七章 兵不厌诈
            

            	
              第三千三百六十八章 出手相助
            

            	
              第三千三百六十九章 先天符宝
            

            	
              第三千三百七十章 强敌再现
            

            	
              第三千三百七十一章 无上神通
            

            	
              第三千三百七十二章 心头灵兆
            

            	
              第三千三百七十三章 左右为难
            

            	
              第三千三百七十五章 月儿闪亮登场（上）
            

            	
              第三千三百七十六章 月儿闪亮登场（中）
            

            	
              第三千三百七十七章 月儿闪亮登场（下）
            

            	
              第三千三百七十八章 强弱悬殊
            

            	
              第三千三百七十九章 修罗琉璃树
            

            	
              第三千三百八十章 灰飞烟灭
            

            	
              第三千三百八十一章 横扫千军
            

            	
              第三千三百八十二章 真灵铠甲
            

            	
              第三千三百八十三章 命悬一线
            

            	
              第三千三百八十四章 执子之手
            

            	
              第三千三百八十五章 千目鬼王
            

            	
              第三千三百八十六章 一鼓作气
            

            	
              第三千三百八十七章 百龙之威
            

            	
              第三千三百八十八章 兵不厌诈
            

            	
              第三千三百八十九章 林轩化身
            

            	
              第三千三百九十章 穷奇
            

            	
              第三千三百九十一章 九转还魂丹
            

            	
              第三千三百九十二章 仙符神威
            

            	
              第三千三百九十三章 穷奇魔威
            

            	
              第三千三百九十四章 月儿的猜想
            

            	
              第三千三百九十五章 千变万化
            

            	
              第三千三百九十六章 真灵化剑诀
            

            	
              第三千三百九十七章 真灵神威
            

            	
              第三千三百九十八章 胜负已分
            

            	
              第三千三百九十九章 强敌伏诛
            

            	
              第三千四百章 金玥尸王
            

            	
              第三千四百零一章 林轩与月儿
            

            	
              第三千四百零二章 疗伤灵药
            

            	
              第三千四百零三章 千钧一发
            

            	
              第三千四百零四章 倚多为胜
            

            	
              第三千四百零五章 元气大伤
            

            	
              第三千四百零六章 狡兔三窟
            

            	
              第三千四百零七章 得偿所愿
            

            	
              第三千四百零八章 林轩的克星
            

            	
              第三千四百零九章 上元落雪丹
            

            	
              第三千四百一十章 九灵仙芝
            

            	
              第三千四百一十一章 月儿的变化
            

            	
              第三千四百一十二章 万事俱备
            

            	
              第三千四百一十四章 雨桐界
            

            	
              第三千四百一十五章 幸运的林轩
            

            	
              第三千四百一十六章 幸运与倒霉
            

            	
              第三千四百一十七章 双喜临门
            

            	
              第三千四百一十八章 永不服输
            

            	
              第三千四百一十九章 嘴硬心软
            

            	
              第三千四百二十章 危险与机遇
            

            	
              第三千四百二十一章 真灵天劫
            

            	
              第三千四百二十二章 山穷水尽
            

            	
              第三千四百二十三章 时来运转
            

            	
              第三千四百二十四章 幽冥暗王
            

            	
              第三千四百二十五章 因祸得福
            

            	
              第三千四百二十七章 蛮横的小桃
            

            	
              第三千四百二十八章 未雨绸缪
            

            	
              第三千四百二十九章 天绝仙子
            

            	
              第三千四百三十章 万蛟王
            

            	
              第三千四百三十一章 胆大包天的田小剑
            

            	
              第三千四百三十二章 云霞派
            

            	
              第三千四百三十四章 误会
            

            	
              第三千四百三十五章 一招克敌
            

            	
              第三千四百三十六章 手下留情
            

            	
              第三千四百三十七章 贵客临门
            

            	
              第三千四百三十八章 陈年往事
            

            	
              第三千四百三十九章 误会再起
            

            	
              第三千四百四十章 天璇堡
            

            	
              第三千四百四十一章 心狠手辣
            

            	
              第三千四百四十二章 混沌妖气
            

            	
              第三千四百四十三章 各有打算
            

            	
              第三千四百四十四章 天上掉馅饼
            

            	
              第三千四百四十五章 御剑术
            

            	
              第三千四百四十六章 神妙遁术
            

            	
              第三千四百四十七章 功亏一篑
            

            	
              第三千四百四十八章 鱼目混珠
            

            	
              第三千四百四十九章 惊鸿一剑
            

            	
              第三千四百五十章 一语惊醒梦中人
            

            	
              第三千四百五十一章 毫无打算
            

            	
              第三千四百五十二章 适逢其会
            

            	
              第三千四百五十三章 青灵珠
            

            	
              第三千四百五十四章 一剑飞仙
            

            	
              第三千四百五十五章 意外的结果
            

            	
              第三千四百五十六章 白虎神雷
            

            	
              第三千四百五十七章 广结善缘
            

            	
              第三千四百五十八章 仗义相助
            

            	
              第三千四百五十九章 声名鹊起
            

            	
              第三千四百六十章 望亭楼的消息
            

            	
              第三千四百六十一章 万蛟公主
            

            	
              第三千四百六十三章 请君入瓮
            

            	
              第三千四百六十四章 横生变故
            

            	
              第三千四百六十五章 妖族强者
            

            	
              第三千四百六十六章 武功的妙用
            

            	
              第三千四百六十七章 智取强敌
            

            	
              第三千四百六十八章 如嫣仙子的消息
            

            	
              第三千四百六十九章 一见钟情
            

            	
              第三千四百七十章 进退两难
            

            	
              第三千四百七十一章 破碎虚空
            

            	
              第三千四百七十二章 神秘的玉瞳简
            

            	
              第三千四百七十三章 好奇心
            

            	
              第三千四百七十四章 藏宝图
            

            	
              第三千四百七十五章 似曾相识
            

            	
              第三千四百七十六章 十万大山
            

            	
              第三千四百七十七章 火云仙子
            

            	
              第三千四百七十八章 稀里糊涂
            

            	
              第三千四百八十章 运气太好
            

            	
              第三千四百八十一章 宝物
            

            	
              第三千四百八十二章 无坚不摧
            

            	
              第三千四百八十三章 欺人太甚
            

            	
              第三千四百八十四章 高调寻宝
            

            	
              第三千四百八十五章 黄雀在后
            

            	
              第三千四百八十六章 来无影去无踪
            

            	
              第三千四百八十七章 碧蛇仙子
            

            	
              第三千四百八十八章 田小剑的疑惑
            

            	
              第三千四百八十九章 兄弟相聚
            

            	
              第三千四百九十章 惊喜的变化
            

            	
              第三千四百九十一章 以假乱真
            

            	
              第三千四百九十二章 鞋底抹油
            

            	
              第三千四百九十三章 云中仙子
            

            	
              第三千四百九十四章 玉石俱焚
            

            	
              第三千四百九十五章 无处可逃
            

            	
              第三千四百九十六章 千年一梦
            

            	
              第三千四百九十七章 变幻随心
            

            	
              第三千四百九十八章 七彩玄冰火
            

            	
              第三千四百九十九章 灵符妙用
            

            	
              第三千五百章 有福同享
            

            	
              第三千五百零一章 有难同当
            

            	
              第三千五百零二章 手忙脚乱
            

            	
              第三千五百零三章 兄弟同心
            

            	
              第三千五百零四章 万蛟王分魂
            

            	
              第三千五百零五章 父爱如山
            

            	
              第三千五百零六章 辣手无情
            

            	
              第三千五百零七章 万蛟王与雨桐仙子
            

            	
              第三千五百零八章 一个月后
            

            	
              第三千五百零九章 散仙妖王
            

            	
              第三千五百一十章 感慨万千
            

            	
              第三千五百一十一章 拜轩阁
            

            	
              第三千五百一十二章 灵舟
            

            	
              第三千五百一十三章 相聚
            

            	
              第三千五百一十四章 上古灵界修士
            

            	
              第三千五百一十五章 意外收获
            

            	
              第三千五百一十六章 趁虚而入
            

            	
              第三千五百一十七章 大水冲了龙王庙
            

            	
              第三千五百一十八章 化敌为友
            

            	
              第三千五百一十九章 福缘深厚
            

            	
              第三千五百二十章 藏宝图的真相
            

            	
              第三千五百二十一章 真灵秘境
            

            	
              第三千五百二十二章 新拜轩阁
            

            	
              第三千五百二十三章 真灵的弱点
            

            	
              第三千五百二十四章 坠灵老祖
            

            	
              第三千五百二十五章 乐极生悲
            

            	
              第三千五百二十六章 仗义相助
            

            	
              第三千五百二十七章 无宝胜有宝
            

            	
              第三千五百二十八章 绝技之威
            

            	
              第三千五百二十九章 人间仙境
            

            	
              第三千五百三十章 上古灵族
            

            	
              第三千五百三十一章 奇怪的妖族
            

            	
              第三千五百三十二章 山岳巨猿与火焰巨人
            

            	
              第三千五百三十三章 神秘石窟
            

            	
              第三千五百三十四章 调虎离山
            

            	
              第三千五百三十五章 强大的灵族
            

            	
              第三千五百三十六章 大意轻敌
            

            	
              第三千五百三十七章 金蝉脱壳
            

            	
              第三千五百三十八章 灵族圣女
            

            	
              第三千五百三十九章 强大的真灵
            

            	
              第三千五百四十章 投鼠忌器
            

            	
              第三千五百四十一章 化敌为友
            

            	
              第三千五百四十二章 临时抱佛脚
            

            	
              第三千五百四十三章 神念附灵
            

            	
              第三千五百四十五章 互相试探
            

            	
              第三千五百四十六章 法力深厚
            

            	
              第三千五百四十七章 鲜花与河流
            

            	
              第三千五百四十八章 空间之力
            

            	
              第三千五百四十九章 玉如意
            

            	
              第三千五百五十章 全力以赴
            

            	
              第三千五百五十一章 决战真灵
            

            	
              第三千五百五十二章 龙之吐息
            

            	
              第三千五百五十三章 投鼠忌器
            

            	
              第三千五百五十四章 两全其美
            

            	
              第三千五百五十五章 试探虚实
            

            	
              第三千五百五十六章 真灵圣物
            

            	
              第三千五百五十七章 龙潭虎穴
            

            	
              第三千五百五十八章 陨落的真灵
            

            	
              第三千五百五十九章 隐匿之术
            

            	
              第三千五百六十章 意外收获
            

            	
              第三千五百六十一章 新神通
            

            	
              第三千五百六十二章 飞蛾扑火
            

            	
              第三千五百六十三章 蛾祖
            

            	
              第三千五百六十四章 短暂的平静
            

            	
              第三千五百六十五章 上古遗迹
            

            	
              第三千五百六十六章 梦如嫣
            

            	
              第三千五百六十七章 幻月蛾
            

            	
              第三千五百六十八章 林轩的预感
            

            	
              第三千五百六十九章 玉罗蜂与幻月蛾
            

            	
              第三千五百七十章 界面通道
            

            	
              第三千五百七十一章 神识失效
            

            	
              第三千五百七十二章 小湖寻宝
            

            	
              第三千五百七十三章 斩杀强敌
            

            	
              第三千五百七十四章 青鸾天火
            

            	
              第三千五百七十五章 一夫当关
            

            	
              第三千五百七十六章 幻境空间
            

            	
              第三千五百七十七章 险象环生
            

            	
              第三千五百七十八章 小桃显威
            

            	
              第三千五百七十九章 灵族圣女的绝技
            

            	
              第三千五百八十章 月儿被困
            

            	
              第三千五百八十一章 化险为夷
            

            	
              第三千五百八十二章 惊人的变化
            

            	
              第三千五百八十三章 旷世仙缘
            

            	
              第三千五百八十四章 月儿的领域
            

            	
              第三千五百八十五章 因祸得福
            

            	
              第三千五百八十六章 渡劫的隐忧
            

            	
              第三千五百八十七章 可怕的天劫
            

            	
              第三千五百八十八章 玄武真灵阵
            

            	
              第三千五百八十九章 聪明的天劫
            

            	
              第三千五百九十章 五行雷劫
            

            	
              第三千五百九十一章 灵符妙用
            

            	
              第三千五百九十二章 林轩的最强形态
            

            	
              第三千五百九十三章 勇猛的林轩
            

            	
              第三千五百九十四章 移山倒海
            

            	
              第三千五百九十五章 空间漩涡
            

            	
              第三千五百九十六章 晋级渡劫后期（上）
            

            	
              第三千五百九十七章 晋级渡劫后期（下）
            

            	
              第三千五百九十八章 投鼠忌器
            

            	
              第三千五百九十九章 竹篮打水
            

            	
              第三千六百章 月儿苏醒
            

            	
              第三千六百零一章 留有悬念
            

            	
              第三千六百零二章 时光如水
            

            	
              第三千六百零三章 幻月蛾晋级
            

            	
              第三千六百零四章 天之骄女
            

            	
              第三千六百零五章 作茧自缚
            

            	
              第三千六百零六章 欺人太甚
            

            	
              第三千六百零七章 十万年之约
            

            	
              第三千六百零八章 誓约之力
            

            	
              第三千六百零九章 小蝶
            

            	
              第三千六百一十章 仙灵之宝
            

            	
              第三千六百一十一章 重返雨桐界
            

            	
              第三千六百一十二章 奇怪的妖兽
            

            	
              第三千六百一十三章 幻心丹
            

            	
              第三千六百一十四章 物是人非
            

            	
              第三千六百一十五章 法宝碎片
            

            	
              第三千六百一十六章 坠魔谷
            

            	
              第三千六百一十七章 万蛟王
            

            	
              第三千六百一十八章 苦肉计
            

            	
              第三千六百一十九章 清点宝物
            

            	
              第三千六百二十章 扬长避短
            

            	
              第三千六百二十一章 分头寻找
            

            	
              第三千六百二十二章 幻魔丹
            

            	
              第三千六百二十三章 棋逢对手
            

            	
              第三千六百二十四章 打草惊蛇
            

            	
              第三千六百二十五章 水麒麟
            

            	
              第三千六百二十六章 各有所长
            

            	
              第三千六百二十七章 全力以赴
            

            	
              第三千六百二十八章 剑灵化虚
            

            	
              第三千六百二十九章 势均力敌
            

            	
              第三千六百三十章 智取强敌
            

            	
              第三千六百三十一章 如虎添翼
            

            	
              第三千六百三十二章 真灵之威
            

            	
              第三千六百三十三章 悔之晚矣
            

            	
              第三千六百三十四章 下定决心
            

            	
              第三千六百三十五章 强大的蛟龙
            

            	
              推荐一本好友的新书
            

            	
              第三千六百三十六章 惊慌失措
            

            	
              第三千六百三十七章 奇妙神通
            

            	
              第三千六百三十八章 不可思议
            

            	
              第三千六百三十九章 孤注一掷
            

            	
              第三千六百四十章 溜之大吉
            

            	
              第三千六百四十一章 临危不惧
            

            	
              第三千六百四十二章 返璞归真
            

            	
              第三千六百四十三章 云中仙子与万蛟王
            

            	
              第三千六百四十四章 千影山
            

            	
              第三千六百四十五章 以寡敌众
            

            	
              第三千六百四十六章 修仙无岁月
            

            	
              第三千六百四十七章 雨岚商盟
            

            	
              第三千六百四十八章 落叶城
            

            	
              第三千六百四十九章 蟠桃会
            

            	
              第三千六百五十章 田小剑
            

            	
              第三千六百五十一章 失落的宝物
            

            	
              第三千六百五十二章 三大散仙与三大妖王
            

            	
              第三千六百五十三章 顶级强者
            

            	
              第三千六百五十四章 宵小之辈
            

            	
              第三千六百五十五章 法宝变幻
            

            	
              第三千六百五十六章 意外失误
            

            	
              第三千六百五十七章 准备充足
            

            	
              第三千六百五十八章 瑶池入口
            

            	
              第三千六百五十九章 时间之力
            

            	
              第三千六百六十章 上古往事
            

            	
              第三千六百六十一章 天虚居士与百草仙子
            

            	
              第三千六百六十二章 五行伏魔阵
            

            	
              第三千六百六十三章 意外相遇
            

            	
              第三千六百六十四章 如嫣仙子
            

            	
              第三千六百六十五章 两难选择
            

            	
              第三千六百六十六章 胆大包天
            

            	
              第三千六百六十七章 翻脸成仇
            

            	
              第三千六百六十八章 仙剑神威
            

            	
              第三千六百六十九章 斩杀强敌
            

            	
              第三千六百七十章 再续前缘
            

            	
              第三千六百七十一章 倒霉的如冰仙子
            

            	
              第三千六百七十二章 狭路相逢
            

            	
              第三千六百七十三章 梦如嫣的打算
            

            	
              第三千六百七十四章 太真七修
            

            	
              第三千六百七十五章 仙风道骨
            

            	
              第三千六百七十六章 太真七宝
            

            	
              第三千六百七十七章 乾坤鼎
            

            	
              第三千六百七十八章 剑光如雨
            

            	
              第三千六百七十九章 须臾之间
            

            	
              第三千六百八十章 大挪移术
            

            	
              第三千六百八十一章 绝世强者
            

            	
              第三千六百八十二章 地玑散人
            

            	
              第三千六百八十三章 恩怨分明
            

            	
              第三千六百八十四章 仙剑如山
            

            	
              第三千六百八十五章 绝地反击
            

            	
              第三千六百八十六章 领域之威
            

            	
              第三千六百八十七章 幻灵天火
            

            	
              第三千六百八十八章 百花仙子
            

            	
              第三千六百八十九章 强者风范
            

            	
              第三千六百九十章 地玑神刀与百花飘香剑
            

            	
              第三千六百九十一章 幻阴神雷与剑灵化虚
            

            	
              第三千六百九十二章 天璇尊者
            

            	
              第三千六百九十三章 天罗地网与百花海洋
            

            	
              第三千六百九十四章 鼐龙真人
            

            	
              第三千六百九十五章 左右为难
            

            	
              第三千六百九十六章 九尾天狐
            

            	
              第三千六百九十七章 握手言和
            

            	
              第三千六百九十八章 绫罗玉符
            

            	
              第三千六百九十九章 迎仙宫
            

            	
              第三千七百章 上古隐秘
            

            	
              第三千七百零一章 深谋远虑
            

            	
              第三千七百零二章 冰释前嫌
            

            	
              第三千七百零三章 宝蛇与冰魄
            

            	
              第三千七百零五章 去烦钟
            

            	
              第三千七百零六章 飞天洞府
            

            	
              第三千七百零七章 蟠桃与仙剑
            

            	
              第三千七百零八章 红云剑与妙灵丹
            

            	
              第三千七百零九章 压轴宝物
            

            	
              第三千七百一十章 有瑕疵的蟠桃
            

            	
              第三千七百一十一章 机缘与风险
            

            	
              第三千七百一十二章 尘埃落定
            

            	
              第三千七百一十三章 仙府奇珍
            

            	
              第三千七百一十四章 雪海寒晶铁
            

            	
              第三千七百一十五章 天价
            

            	
              第三千七百一十六章 鼐龙真人与万蛟王
            

            	
              第三千七百一十七章 似曾相识
            

            	
              第三千七百一十八章 奇怪的古魔
            

            	
              第三千七百一十九章 剑光与火焰
            

            	
              第三千七百二十章 居心叵测
            

            	
              第三千七百二十一章 蟠桃树
            

            	
              第三千七百二十二章 万蛟王与雨桐仙子
            

            	
              很重要的事情，各位道友进
            

            	
              第三千七百二十三章 疏忽大意
            

            	
              第三千七百二十四章 田小剑的选择
            

            	
              第三千七百二十五章 万蛟王的真面目
            

            	
              第三千七百二十六章 舍身相救
            

            	
              第三千七百二十七章 陷入绝境的李雨桐
            

            	
              第三千七百二十八章 仙界秘术
            

            	
              第三千七百二十九章 云中仙子与田小剑
            

            	
              第三千七百三十章 百灵大阵
            

            	
              第三千七百三十一章 时光之石
            

            	
              第三千七百三十二章 郁闷的田小剑
            

            	
              第三千七百三十三章 雷遁术
            

            	
              第三千七百三十四章 自讨苦吃
            

            	
              第三千七百三十五章 龙卷风暴
            

            	
              第三千七百三十六章 冷眼旁观
            

            	
              第三千七百三十七章 云中仙子的领域
            

            	
              第三千七百三十八章 化身万千
            

            	
              第三千七百三十九章 万剑诀
            

            	
              第三千七百四十章 万蛟王陨落
            

            	
              第三千七百四十一章 天巫神女的下落
            

            	
              第三千七百四十二章 蟠桃树
            

            	
              第三千七百四十三章 星灵宝盘
            

            	
              第三千七百四十四章 螳螂捕蝉黄雀在后
            

            	
              第三千七百四十五章 威震天下
            

            	
              第三千七百四十六章 云里雾里
            

            	
              第三千七百四十七章 三界强者
            

            	
              第三千七百四十八章 新的开始
            

            	
              第三千七百四十九章 灵渺界
            

            	
              第三千七百五十章 仙界灵果
            

            	
              第三千七百五十一章 三件宝物
            

            	
              第三千七百五十二章 珍品蟠桃
            

            	
              第三千七百五十三章 志在必得
            

            	
              第三千七百五十四章 灵天手镯
            

            	
              第三千七百五十五章 机遇与风险
            

            	
              第三千七百五十六章 激烈的争夺
            

            	
              第三千七百五十七章 暴怒出手
            

            	
              第三千七百五十八章 最后的宝物
            

            	
              第三千七百五十九章 鸿蒙至宝
            

            	
              第三千七百六十章 喜忧参半
            

            	
              第三千七百六十一章 天绝仙子
            

            	
              第三千七百六十二章 微型界面
            

            	
              第三千七百六十三章 蟠桃会结束
            

            	
              第三千七百六十四章 意外麻烦
            

            	
              第三千七百六十五章 撒豆成兵
            

            	
              第三千七百六十六章 幽冥圣地
            

            	
              第三千七百六十七章 猪妖
            

            	
              第三千七百六十八章 斩杀后期
            

            	
              第三千七百六十九章 互相利用
            

            	
              第三千七百七十章 玲珑玄天蛊
            

            	
              第三千七百七十一章 林轩的打算
            

            	
              第三千七百七十二章 诱敌之计
            

            	
              第三千七百七十三章 青灵真人
            

            	
              第三千七百七十四章 宝蛇
            

            	
              第三千七百七十五章 祖灵之蛇
            

            	
              第三千七百七十六章 痴心妄想
            

            	
              第三千七百七十七章 联手
            

            	
              第三千七百七十八章 不亢不卑
            

            	
              第三千七百七十九章 尔虞我诈
            

            	
              第三千七百八十章 将计就计
            

            	
              第三千七百八十一章 一石二鸟
            

            	
              第三千七百八十二章 连施妙计
            

            	
              第三千七百八十三章 魔门六宝
            

            	
              第三千七百八十四章 宝蛇魔威
            

            	
              第三千七百八十五章 恼羞成怒
            

            	
              第三千七百八十六章 领域与灵宝
            

            	
              第三千七百八十七章 以拙破巧
            

            	
              第三千七百八十八章 魔化变身
            

            	
              第三千七百八十九章 深谷杀机
            

            	
              第三千七百九十章 连环埋伏
            

            	
              第三千七百九十一章 重创宝蛇
            

            	
              第三千七百九十二章 祖灵之蛇与大成元婴
            

            	
              第三千七百九十三章 化蛹为蝶
            

            	
              第三千七百九十四章 林轩重伤
            

            	
              第三千七百九十五章 濒临绝境
            

            	
              第三千七百九十六章 宝蛇的报复
            

            	
              第三千七百九十七章 男子汉的承诺
            

            	
              第三千七百九十八章 九死一生
            

            	
              第三千七百九十九章 死缠烂打
            

            	
              第三千八百章 因祸得福
            

            	
              第三千八百零一章 小蝶与月儿
            

            	
              第三千八百零二章 蛟龙劫雷
            

            	
              第三千八百零三章 百灵印与绫罗玉符
            

            	
              第三千八百零四章 惊人奇遇
            

            	
              第三千八百零五章 追杀宝蛇
            

            	
              第三千八百零六章 魔兵图
            

            	
              第三千八百零七章 意外遭遇
            

            	
              第三千八百零八章 天罗地网
            

            	
              第三千八百零九章 绝处逢生
            

            	
              第三千八百一十章 宝蛇陨落
            

            	
              第三千八百一十一章 愤怒的冰魄
            

            	
              第三千八百一十二章 混沌
            

            	
              第三千八百一十三章 先礼后兵
            

            	
              第三千八百一十四章 狼狈不堪
            

            	
              第三千八百一十五章 九种真灵
            

            	
              第三千八百一十六章 画魔
            

            	
              第三千八百一十七章 三界大乱
            

            	
              第三千八百一十八章 小毛球苏醒
            

            	
              第三千八百一十九章 晶云城
            

            	
              第三千八百二十章 威风八面的小毛球
            

            	
              第三千八百二十一章 好吃的混沌
            

            	
              第三千八百二十二章 全军覆没
            

            	
              第三千八百二十三章 暗潮汹涌
            

            	
              第三千八百二十四章 寒潭
            

            	
              第三千八百二十五章 新的发现
            

            	
              第三千八百二十六章 提纯蟠桃
            

            	
              第三千八百二十七章 参悟领域的第一步
            

            	
              第三千八百二十八章 匆匆百年
            

            	
              第三千八百二十九章 得偿所愿之领域
            

            	
              第三千八百三十章 风痕界
            

            	
              第三千八百三十一章 猫戏老鼠
            

            	
              第三千八百三十二章 脱胎换骨
            

            	
              第三千八百三十三章 虚惊一场
            

            	
              第三千八百三十四章 接下来的打算
            

            	
              第三千八百三十五章 阙月城
            

            	
              第三千八百三十六章 举手之劳
            

            	
              第三千八百三十七章 狭路相逢
            

            	
              第三千八百三十八章 牛刀小试
            

            	
              第三千八百三十九章 辅助属性的领域
            

            	
              第三千八百四十章 雷电领域
            

            	
              第三千八百四十一章 灭杀强敌
            

            	
              第三千八百四十二章 阙月城之战
            

            	
              第三千八百四十三章 天罡傀儡
            

            	
              第三千八百四十四章 勇者无惧
            

            	
              第三千八百四十五章 强敌降临
            

            	
              第三千八百四十六章 上兵伐谋
            

            	
              第三千八百四十七章 势均力敌
            

            	
              第三千八百四十八章 恬不知耻
            

            	
              第三千八百四十九章 一鸣惊人
            

            	
              第三千八百五十章 高手风范
            

            	
              第三千八百五十一章 无边树海
            

            	
              第三千八百五十二章 魂飞魄散
            

            	
              第三千八百五十三章 感激与礼物
            

            	
              第三千八百五十四章 传送
            

            	
              第三千八百五十五章 如今的鼐龙界
            

            	
              第三千八百五十六章 一盘散沙
            

            	
              第三千八百五十七章 险阻重重
            

            	
              第三千八百五十八章 红罗微尘阵
            

            	
              第三千八百五十九章 强弱悬殊
            

            	
              第三千八百六十章 奇虫
            

            	
              第三千八百六十一章 惊人神通
            

            	
              第三千八百六十二章 领域失效
            

            	
              第三千八百六十三章 奇异宝物
            

            	
              第三千八百六十四章 乐极生悲
            

            	
              第三千八百六十五章 诛杀强敌
            

            	
              第三千八百六十六章 无上威能
            

            	
              第三千八百六十七章 画龙点睛
            

            	
              第三千八百六十八章 神秘的天元侯
            

            	
              第三千八百六十九章 倒霉的真仙
            

            	
              第三千八百七十章 擦肩而过
            

            	
              第三千八百七十一章 仙道盟
            

            	
              第三千八百七十二章 主动请缨
            

            	
              第三千八百七十三章 麻雀变凤凰
            

            	
              第三千八百七十四章 惊变
            

            	
              第三千八百七十五章 天璇剑尊
            

            	
              第三千八百七十六章 狭路相逢
            

            	
              第三千八百七十七章 巧合与夺舍
            

            	
              第三千八百七十八章 天上掉馅饼
            

            	
              第三千八百七十九章 师徒相见
            

            	
              第三千八百八十章 云隐宗的忧患
            

            	
              第三千八百八十一章 及时雨的好消息
            

            	
              第三千八百八十二章 礼数周到
            

            	
              第三千八百八十三章 同门重聚
            

            	
              第三千八百八十四章 喜气洋洋
            

            	
              第三千八百八十五章 云中仙子
            

            	
              第三千八百八十六章 惊喜连连
            

            	
              第三千八百八十七章 不好的预感
            

            	
              第三千八百八十八章 地脉谷
            

            	
              第三千八百八十九章 九转妙心丹
            

            	
              第三千八百九十章 十面埋伏
            

            	
              第三千八百九十一章 勇气与智慧
            

            	
              第三千八百九十二章 苦尽甘来
            

            	
              第三千八百九十三章 低调的选择
            

            	
              第三千八百九十四章 万晓仙君
            

            	
              第三千八百九十五章 祖师出山
            

            	
              第三千八百九十六章 巧遇
            

            	
              第三千八百九十七章 万妖宗
            

            	
              第三千八百九十八章 黑熊王
            

            	
              第三千八百九十九章 强者驾临
            

            	
              第三千九百章 仙皇风范
            

            	
              第三千九百零一章 九圣灵酒
            

            	
              第三千九百零二章 深不可测
            

            	
              第三千九百零三章 仙皇的选择
            

            	
              第三千九百零四章 山雨欲来风满楼
            

            	
              第三千九百零五章 真灵虚影
            

            	
              第三千九百零六章 金色的漩涡
            

            	
              第三千九百零七章 胆小如鼠
            

            	
              第三千九百零八章 一鸣惊人
            

            	
              第三千九百零九章 祸水东引
            

            	
              第三千九百一十章 暴怒的黑熊王
            

            	
              第三千九百一十一章 举重若轻
            

            	
              第三千九百一十二章 九天神罗相
            

            	
              第三千九百一十三章 真灵变化
            

            	
              第三千九百一十四章 黑熊王认输
            

            	
              第三千九百一十五章 众望所归
            

            	
              第三千九百一十六章 三招定胜负
            

            	
              第三千九百一十七章 神识比拼
            

            	
              第三千九百一十八章 化形为物
            

            	
              第三千九百一十九章 惊人神通
            

            	
              第三千九百二十章 识时务者为俊杰
            

            	
              第三千九百二十一章 仙道盟主
            

            	
              第三千九百二十二章 三件宝物
            

            	
              第三千九百二十三章 化解危机
            

            	
              第三千九百二十四章 声名远播
            

            	
              第三千九百二十五章 暗处的强敌
            

            	
              第三千九百二十六章 危在旦夕的云隐宗
            

            	
              第三千九百二十七章 传音求援
            

            	
              第三千九百二十八章 护派大战
            

            	
              第三千九百二十九章 勇战强敌
            

            	
              第三千九百三十章 空间穿梭
            

            	
              第三千九百三十一章 云隐宗大危机
            

            	
              第三千九百三十二章 奇迹出现
            

            	
              第三千九百三十三章 林轩与天璇剑尊
            

            	
              第三千九百三十四章 真灵化剑诀
            

            	
              第三千九百三十五章 绝世神通
            

            	
              第三千九百三十六章 转危为安
            

            	
              第三千九百三十七章 牵肠挂肚
            

            	
              第三千九百三十八章 月儿的消息
            

            	
              第三千九百三十九章 黄雀在后
            

            	
              第三千九百四十章 追踪秘术
            

            	
              第三千九百四十一章 仙傀儡
            

            	
              第三千九百四十二章 似曾相识
            

            	
              第三千九百四十三章 仙灵力
            

            	
              第三千九百四十四章 奇妙的空间
            

            	
              第三千九百四十五章 顾此失彼
            

            	
              第三千九百四十六章 小仙域
            

            	
              第三千九百四十七章 神秘灵果
            

            	
              第三千九百四十八章 巧遇
            

            	
              第三千九百四十九章 冒牌仙人
            

            	
              第三千九百五十章 冤家路窄
            

            	
              第三千九百五十一章 法宝神通
            

            	
              第三千九百五十二章 唇枪舌剑
            

            	
              第三千九百五十三章  破碎的仙家之宝
            

            	
              第三千九百五十四章 林轩决战天元侯
            

            	
              第三千九百五十五章 灵火与大海
            

            	
              第三千九百五十六章 作茧自缚
            

            	
              第三千九百五十七章 望风而逃
            

            	
              第三千九百五十八章 夺舍
            

            	
              第三千九百五十九章 真仙
            

            	
              第三千九百六十章 得来全不费工夫
            

            	
              第三千九百六十一章 知人知面不知心
            

            	
              第三千九百六十二章 神秘的封印
            

            	
              第三千九百六十三章 赤火魔蝎
            

            	
              第三千九百六十四章 宫殿
            

            	
              第三千九百六十五章 鼐龙真人与小仙域
            

            	
              第三千九百六十六章 林轩出人意料的打算
            

            	
              第三千九百六十七章 强者聚集
            

            	
              第三千九百六十八章 冤家聚头
            

            	
              第三千九百六十九章 蚀骨仙酒
            

            	
              第三千九百七十章 八尾仙狐
            

            	
              第三千九百七十一章 百灵真解
            

            	
              第三千九百七十二章 仙狐与小道童
            

            	
              第三千九百七十三章 元气巨人与鼐龙真人
            

            	
              第三千九百七十四章 古兽之王与须臾之宝
            

            	
              第三千九百七十五章 灵宝阁
            

            	
              第三千九百七十六章 蓝色星海
            

            	
              第三千九百七十七章 重伤的真仙
            

            	
              第三千九百七十八章 脱困
            

            	
              第三千九百七十九章 祸不单行
            

            	
              第三千九百八十章 鼐龙真人与上古往事
            

            	
              第三千九百八十一章 天意如此
            

            	
              第三千九百八十二章 前因后果
            

            	
              第三千九百八十三章 强敌降临
            

            	
              第三千九百八十四章 各展神通
            

            	
              第三千九百八十五章 有福同享有难同当
            

            	
              第三千九百八十六章 凤凰鼎与万剑图
            

            	
              第三千九百八十七章 山岳巨猿与凤凰
            

            	
              第三千九百八十八章 真仙之体
            

            	
              第三千九百八十九章 降龙伏虎
            

            	
              第三千九百九十章 大智若愚
            

            	
              第三千九百九十一章 鼐龙真人与天巫神女
            

            	
              第三千九百九十二章 月儿的下落
            

            	
              第三千九百九十三章 意料之外
            

            	
              第三千九百九十四章 倒霉的林轩
            

            	
              第三千九百九十五章 灵水宗
            

            	
              第三千九百九十六章 魔焰鸟
            

            	
              第三千九百九十七章 力战群魔
            

            	
              第三千九百九十八章 虚无魔君之威
            

            	
              第三千九百九十九章 九真伏魔大阵
            

            	
              第四千章 云隐宗与仙道盟
            

            	
              第四千零一章 不可理喻
            

            	
              第四千零二章 明哲保身
            

            	
              第四千零三章 未雨绸缪
            

            	
              五年相伴，有始有终，百炼最后求一次月票
            

            	
              第四千零四章 冰凤与九灵剑体
            

            	
              第四千零五章 悔不当初
            

            	
              第四千零六章 秦妍之传音符的缘由
            

            	
              第四千零七章 暗度陈仓
            

            	
              第四千零八章 冰凤仙子之势如破竹
            

            	
              第四千零九章 大隐隐于市
            

            	
              第四千零一十章 天魔来袭
            

            	
              第四千零一十一章 大展神威
            

            	
              第四千零一十二章 雷魂冰魄剑
            

            	
              第四千零一十三章 迎战强敌
            

            	
              第四千零一十四章 自投罗网
            

            	
              第四千零一十五章 壮士断腕
            

            	
              第四千零一十六章 勇者无惧
            

            	
              第四千零一十七章 林轩援手
            

            	
              第四千零一十八章 奇怪的实力
            

            	
              第四千零一十九章 自食其果
            

            	
              第四千零二十章 广寒界与田小剑
            

            	
              第四千零二十一章 艺高人胆大
            

            	
              第四千零二十二章 领域之威
            

            	
              第四千零二十三章 三大魔尊
            

            	
              第四千零二十四章 今非昔比
            

            	
              第四千零二十五章 真正的魔岩城主
            

            	
              第四千零二十六章 以寡敌众
            

            	
              第四千零二十七章 行云流水
            

            	
              第四千零二十八章 四散而逃
            

            	
              第四千零二十九章 大获全胜
            

            	
              第四千零三十章 趁胜追击
            

            	
              第四千零三十一章 鼐龙真人的妙计
            

            	
              第四千零三十二章 灰飞烟灭
            

            	
              第四千零三十三章 倒霉的虚无
            

            	
              第四千零三十四章 云中再现
            

            	
              第四千零三十五章 高手云集
            

            	
              第四千零三十六章 目光如电
            

            	
              第四千零三十七章 惊人礼物
            

            	
              第四千零三十八章 误会
            

            	
              第四千零三十九章 云中仙子的猜测
            

            	
              第四千零四十章 虚无化身
            

            	
              第四千零四十一章 烫手山芋
            

            	
              第四千零四十二章 千万修士
            

            	
              第四千零四十三章 万仞宝盘
            

            	
              第四千零四十四章 无边魔海
            

            	
              第四千零四十五章 势如破竹
            

            	
              第四千零四十六章 针尖对麦芒
            

            	
              第四千零四十七章 勇不可挡
            

            	
              第四千零四十八章 地蛟虫
            

            	
              第四千零四十九章 林轩与陷阱
            

            	
              第四千零五十章 夺舍与魔尊
            

            	
              第四千零五十一章 奇妙的领域
            

            	
              第四千零五十二章 双方高手
            

            	
              第四千零五十三章 狐假虎威
            

            	
              第四千零五十四章 领域之战
            

            	
              第四千零五十五章 奇妙神通
            

            	
              第四千零五十六章 惊变
            

            	
              第四千零五十七章 真相大白
            

            	
              第四千零五十八章 虚无陨落
            

            	
              第四千零五十九章 胜负的关键
            

            	
              第四千零六十章 没有巧合
            

            	
              第四千零六十一章 秦妍的来意
            

            	
              第四千零六十二章 幻心莲火
            

            	
              第四千零六十三章 瞬息千里
            

            	
              第四千零六十四章 猎物
            

            	
              第四千零六十五章 虚空传书
            

            	
              第四千零六十六章 奇怪的意外
            

            	
              第四千零六十七章 三界顶尖高手
            

            	
              第四千零六十八章 青丘界
            

            	
              第四千零六十九章 玄凤仙子与云虫界
            

            	
              第四千零七十章 空间神通之蛛网
            

            	
              第四千零七十一章 封印松动
            

            	
              第四千零七十二章 冰魄仙子
            

            	
              第四千零七十三章 不好的消息
            

            	
              第四千零七十四章 田小剑的实力
            

            	
              第四千零七十五章 幻灵天火与七色玄冰火
            

            	
              第四千零七十六章 田小剑与陷阱
            

            	
              第四千零七十七章 魔族大统领与真仙
            

            	
              第四千零七十八章 枯荣上仙
            

            	
              第四千零七十九章 万年恩仇
            

            	
              第四千零八十章 狡猾的田小剑
            

            	
              第四千零八十一章 意外来客
            

            	
              第四千零八十二章 巨鲸王与玄石界
            

            	
              第四千零八十三章 联手一击
            

            	
              第四千零八十四章 神秘空间
            

            	
              第四千零八十五章 兔起鹘落
            

            	
              第四千零八十六章 神秘的宝物
            

            	
              第四千零八十七章 九鑫冰玉
            

            	
              第四千零八十八章 真灵空间
            

            	
              第四千零八十九章 真仙的起源
            

            	
              第四千零九十章 上古之谜（上）
            

            	
              第四千零九十一章 上古之谜（中）
            

            	
              第四千零九十二章 上古之谜（下）
            

            	
              第四千零九十三章 化羽真人与蓝色星海
            

            	
              第四千零九十四章 孔雀之境
            

            	
              第四千零九十五章 长生不老
            

            	
              第四千零九十六章 百鸟之王凤凰
            

            	
              第四千零九十七章 凤凰的绝招与最强的真仙
            

            	
              第四千零九十八章 云中仙子与化羽真人
            

            	
              第四千零九十九章 秦妍前世之谜
            

            	
              第四千一百章 凤凰与金翅大鹏鸟
            

            	
              第四千一百零一章 上古隐秘的结果
            

            	
              第四千一百零二章 月儿与林轩
            

            	
              第四千一百零三章 星空风暴
            

            	
              第四千一百零四章 绫罗玉符
            

            	
              第四千一百零五章 真仙界的实力
            

            	
              第四千一百零六章 孔雀苏醒
            

            	
              第四千一百零七章 九天息壤
            

            	
              第四千一百零八章 光弧现
            

            	
              第四千一百零九章 黑衣少女
            

            	
              第四千一百一十章 天巫神女
            

            	
              第四千一百一十一章 龙生九子与鸿蒙宇宙
            

            	
              第四千一百一十二章 福祸相依
            

            	
              第四千一百一十三章 绝境中的林轩
            

            	
              第四千一百一十四章 林轩与孔雀
            

            	
              第四千一百一十五章 前世的经历
            

            	
              第四千一百一十六章 再见雨桐仙子
            

            	
              第四千一百一十七章 元素之神
            

            	
              第四千一百一十八章 群仙降临
            

            	
              第四千一百一十九章 苦海尊者
            

            	
              第四千一百二十章 强中自有强中手
            

            	
              第四千一百二十一章 一团乱麻
            

            	
              第四千一百二十二章 真仙的实力究竟如何
            

            	
              第四千一百二十三章 星空风暴与元素之怒
            

            	
              第四千一百二十四章 冰魄始祖与太白剑仙
            

            	
              第四千一百二十五章 无形剑气与神秘领域
            

            	
              第四千一百二十六章 五色神光
            

            	
              第四千一百二十七章 再结金兰
            

            	
              第四千一百二十八章 大能云集
            

            	
              第四千一百二十九章 九天玄女
            

            	
              第四千一百三十章 最后的游戏
            

            	
              第四千一百三十一章 九天玄女的传书
            

            	
              第四千一百三十二章 高山湖泊
            

            	
              第四千一百三十三章 林轩的前世
            

            	
              第四千一百三十四章 恼羞成怒
            

            	
              第四千一百三十五章 无尽法宝
            

            	
              第四千一百三十六章 月儿之威
            

            	
              第四千一百三十七章 声东击西
            

            	
              第四千一百三十八章 时间之毒
            

            	
              第四千一百三十九章 九天息壤的陷阱
            

            	
              第四千一百四十章 乱扔藏宝图
            

            	
              第四千一百四十一章 深谋远虑
            

            	
              第四千一百四十二章 神秘绿洲
            

            	
              第四千一百四十三章 浑然天成的阵法
            

            	
              第四千一百四十四章 捷足先登
            

            	
              第四千一百四十五章 林轩与天巫神女
            

            	
              第四千一百四十六章 惊人的田小剑
            

            	
              第四千一百四十七章 田小剑与田襄
            

            	
              第四千一百四十八章 聪明的选择
            

            	
              第四千一百四十九章 神奇的灵草园
            

            	
              第四千一百五十章 仙渺园
            

            	
              第四千一百五十一章 小毛球的感应
            

            	
              第四千一百五十二章 田小剑的危机
            

            	
              第四千一百五十三章  各有算计
            

            	
              第四千一百五十四章 石化雕像
            

            	
              第四千一百五十五章 真魔碎空刀
            

            	
              第四千一百五十六章 三头六臂
            

            	
              第四千一百五十七章 神通广大
            

            	
              第四千一百五十八章 玄天灵域
            

            	
              第四千一百五十九章 灵界高手齐聚
            

            	
              第四千一百六十章 刮目相看
            

            	
              第四千一百六十一章 围攻
            

            	
              第四千一百六十二章 田小剑身陷绝地
            

            	
              第四千一百六十三章 诡异秘术
            

            	
              第四千一百六十四章 田小剑陨落
            

            	
              第四千一百六十五章 将计就计
            

            	
              第四千一百六十六章 玉符传讯
            

            	
              第四千一百六十七章 近在咫尺的宝物
            

            	
              第四千一百六十八章 意外强敌
            

            	
              第四千一百六十九章 大意轻敌
            

            	
              第四千一百七十章 大呼酣战
            

            	
              第四千一百七十一章 临阵倒戈
            

            	
              第四千一百七十二章 林轩与田襄
            

            	
              第四千一百七十三章 惊人差距
            

            	
              第四千一百七十四章 不可思议的强大
            

            	
              第四千一百七十五章 折翼陨落
            

            	
              第四千一百七十六章 神妙的万卷天书
            

            	
              第四千一百七十七章 化蝶成仙
            

            	
              第四千一百七十八章 冰魄
            

            	
              第四千一百七十九章 鼐龙真人的杀手锏
            

            	
              第四千一百八十章 好难的秘诀
            

            	
              第四千一百八十一章 阿修罗与天巫神女
            

            	
              第四千一百八十二章 星海现世
            

            	
              第四千一百八十三章 田襄的真正实力
            

            	
              第四千一百八十四章 天狐传承
            

            	
              第四千一百八十五章 吞界蟾蜍
            

            	
              第四千一百八十六章 虚惊一场
            

            	
              第四千一百八十七章 百宝光球
            

            	
              第四千一百八十八章 联手一击
            

            	
              第四千一百八十九章 作茧自缚
            

            	
              第四千一百九十章 劫后余生
            

            	
              第四千一百九十一章 险象环生
            

            	
              第四千一百九十二章 百灵印
            

            	
              第四千一百九十三章 真灵神兵与星空领域
            

            	
              第四千一百九十四章 真灵融合与巨人
            

            	
              第四千一百九十五章 百灵剑
            

            	
              第四千一百九十六章 田襄破阵
            

            	
              第四千一百九十七章 意外援手
            

            	
              第四千一百九十八章 神妙幻术
            

            	
              第四千一百九十九章 田襄的绝技
            

            	
              第四千二百章 危机遍布
            

            	
              第四千二百零一章 巧计诱敌
            

            	
              第四千二百零二章 千钧一发
            

            	
              第四千二百零三章 阿修罗王
            

            	
              第四千二百零四章 田襄决战阿修罗
            

            	
              第四千二百零五章 意外
            

            	
              第四千二百零六章 三年
            

            	
              第四千二百零七章 田襄的打算
            

            	
              第四千二百零八章 阿修罗王与月儿
            

            	
              第四千二百零九章 神妙秘术
            

            	
              第四千二百一十章 虚惊一场
            

            	
              第四千二百一十一章 幻灵天火大成
            

            	
              第四千二百一十二章 真仙界
            

            	
              第四千二百一十三章 最后的决战
            

            	
              第四千二百一十四章 田襄的杀手锏
            

            	
              第四千二百一十五章 各有底牌
            

            	
              第四千二百一十六章 小毛球与古兽始祖
            

            	
              第四千二百一十七章 星空秘术
            

            	
              第四千二百一十八章 星海妙用
            

            	
              第四千二百一十九章 鸿蒙之火
            

            	
              第四千二百二十章 大结局
            

            	
              关于百炼的后记
            

            	
              后记
            

            	
              幻雨新书《仙碎虚空》发布
            

            	
              幻雨新书《厨道仙途》发布
            

            	
              幻雨新书《厨道仙途》，大家请去看看哦！
            

            	
              幻雨新书《觅仙道》，大家请去看看吧
            

          

        

      

    
  第一章 林轩

"Sigh!"

A disappointed sigh echoed. A plain-looking youth, his face expressionless, had failed again. This was the forty-ninth consecutive failure in three months. Even though Lin Xuan's mind was resilient, he was now surrounded by disappointment and despair.

A bitter smile played on the corner of his mouth as he shook his head, looking at his hands. Was his talent really that poor?

Lin Xuan tightly clenched his fist; his nails had already sunk deeply into his flesh, but it didn't seem to bother him much.

This year marked Lin Xuan's seventeenth birthday. He had been a disciple of the Drifting Cloud Valley for three years now.

The Drifting Cloud Valley was a small sect in the cultivation world with nearly a thousand disciples. Lin Xuan was one of the lower-ranking disciples.

In just three years, his fellow juniors and seniors had already advanced to the middle stage of Spirit Flexibility. Several exceptionally talented ones had even entered the fifth layer's late stage. However, he still lingered at the first layer.

His progress was so slow that it wasn't due to a lack of effort on Lin Xuan’s part; in fact, his efforts were among the best in the lower-ranking disciples. While others practiced a technique once, he did three times. When they meditated for an hour, he would meditate for three hours. Yet, such hard work yielded little fruit and left him far behind his peers. Lin Xuan felt a profound sense of failure.

Cultivation was divided into eight stages: Spirit Flexibility, Foundation Establishment, Essence Condensation, Core Formation, Separation, Profound Void, Mind Splitting, and Transcendence. Each stage had seven layers—early (first two), middle (third to fourth), late (fifth to sixth), with the seventh layer being called Great Perfection. One needed to break through a bottleneck to advance to the next stage.

While ascending to the heavens was difficult, it started from simple foundations. For instance, techniques in the early stages of Spirit Flexibility were merely introductory. Talented individuals could master them within two months, while those with slightly poorer talent might take three to five months. However, these descriptions applied only to those blessed with a spirit root.

A spirit root was a term used in the cultivation world. Its exact nature remained undefined over thousands of years, but it was known that possessing one significantly accelerated one's cultivation compared to ordinary people without a spirit root. In theory, even an ordinary person could cultivate, though they would have to work twice as hard and still fall short.

In summary, it was a laborious endeavor with little reward.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was such an ordinary person without a spirit root.

---

Originally, someone like him, lacking a spirit root, wouldn't be considered worthy of entering the cultivation path. However, Lin Xuan's situation was special. Three years ago, he had saved a severely injured elder from the Drifting Cloud Valley due to good fortune. The elder, grateful for his rescue, recommended him to join the sect and become part of this small cultivation school.

Over three years, Lin Xuan never slacked in his training, enduring harsh winters and summers. He poured more sweat than others, but even so, he was still left far behind by his fellow disciples.

Cultivating for immortality relied heavily on one's talent; mere effort couldn't make up the difference!

Recently, Lin Xuan felt that his strength had reached the peak of the first layer, just a hair away from entering the second stage. However, this tiny gap seemed like an insurmountable chasm. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't bridge it.

After a long while, Lin Xuan released his clenched fist and let out a breath, as if to expel his frustration. He resettled himself in a meditative posture and began the Inner Vision technique...

Inner Vision was a minor cultivation technique used by cultivators to observe the flow of essence qi within their body's dantian and meridians. It was an auxiliary skill used during practice.

Inside his dantian, there was nothing but faint greenish gas—this was the so-called essence qi.

But it was scarce and thin due to Lin Xuan’s low cultivation level.

Cultivation meant going against nature, and to do that required immense power. One had to endure countless hardships to master the Five Elements, absorb heavenly essence qi, refine it, and finally make use of it.

These wisps of essence qi were what Lin Xuan had cultivated over three years. Of course, compared to his peers, he had much less because he lacked a spirit root; thus, his path was far more arduous than theirs.

Under the influence of his divine consciousness, these wisps began to gather and entwine. Initially as thin as strands of hair, they eventually coalesced into a stream about the thickness of a thumb.

A faint white mist rose from Lin Xuan's head as he was drenched in sweat. Simply gathering essence qi required him to exert himself fully; ordinary people truly faced every step with thorns.

His breathing grew heavier, but his expression remained unchanged. He had long been accustomed to this over the past three years.

---

After gathering the essence qi, Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of relaxation as he carefully released his divine consciousness and controlled the flow of essence qi out of his dantian into his meridians according to the techniques taught by his sect.

For cultivators, the dantian was where essence qi was stored. The Eight Extraordinary Meridians were also crucial. When essence qi circulated from head to toe through these meridians, it completed a full cycle known as one 'Great Heavenly Circle.'

Each such cycle strengthened the essence qi slightly, though minimally. Over time and repeated cycles daily, the essence qi would gradually grow stronger.

Of course, there were countless cultivation techniques in the world, each sect having its own path for completing a Great Heavenly Circle with varying effects.

The Great Heavenly Circle was a mandatory part of every cultivator's training. However, it wasn't as easy as outsiders imagined; in fact, it could be quite difficult.

The route essence qi flowed didn't need to be worried about; the technique clearly outlined this. The speed, however, required personal experimentation because everyone’s meridians were different.

Some had strong and robust meridians that could handle more essence qi and faster flow rates without issue. Others had weaker meridians, which was the opposite. Generally speaking, those with a better spirit root had stronger meridians, while the reverse was true for Lin Xuan, an ordinary person without even a spirit root.

Thus, he needed to invest more effort and time to complete the Great Heavenly Circle. Every step required careful attention; if the speed was too fast, not only would it fail to complete the cycle but could also damage his meridians.
第二章 炼心路

In the past three years, Lin Xuan had suffered greatly from damaged meridians. Each time he healed his injuries took a long time. As an ordinary person without a Spirit Root, even his relentless efforts could hardly keep up with his fellow disciples. He didn't have any time to waste.

Lin Xuan carefully controlled the flow of his Spirit Energy, and after much trial and error, he had a clear understanding of how much his meridians could handle.

An hour later, the circulation was complete, and his Spirit Energy returned to his Dantian.

After using Inner Vision to check, a gloom flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. Despite his efforts, his cultivation hadn't changed. According to logic, after completing one Grand Heavenly Cycle, he should have gained some Spirit Energy.

It seemed he had no choice but to go through the Heart Refinement Path. Lin Xuan gritted his teeth.

The Heart Refinement Path was a special place within Drifting Cloud Valley. Three thousand years ago, it was discovered by this sect's ancestor by chance. After investigation, it was confirmed as an ancient cultivator's relic.

It was a very peculiar location. Once inside, one would be enveloped in illusions, alternately experiencing the fiery hell and the Eighteen Layers of Hell. While these illusions wouldn't cause real harm, they were undeniably torturous. However, their benefits were obvious.

Although terrifying, the Heart Refinement Path had abundant Spirit Energy. Cultivating there could yield twice the results with half the effort.

Moreover, for disciples of this sect, the Heart Refinement Path was free to use. Unfortunately, only advanced Foundation Establishment practitioners dared to try it. With their low cultivation levels, their minds were unstable and couldn't withstand the illusions.

But now, Lin Xuan had no other choice—either remain stuck at his current level or seek breakthroughs through the Heart Refinement Path. He chose the latter.

Pushing open the heavy stone door, Lin Xuan stepped out of the training room as night fell. The stars blinked weakly above him, but he didn't plan to rest; instead, he headed towards the Heart Refinement Path.

At the back of Drifting Cloud Valley, a sloping passage carved into the rock wall seemed endless. This was the Heart Refinement Path. Standing at the entrance, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and stepped inside.

The first hundred meters showed no illusions, with Spirit Energy concentrations identical to those outside. But Lin Xuan didn't dare be careless; although it was his first time, he had heard many terrifying stories about the Heart Refinement Path.

After a few steps, the situation changed dramatically. The surrounding Spirit Energy grew denser. This place truly suited cultivation.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he carefully examined his surroundings before sitting cross-legged.

Boom!

Suddenly, flames several feet high burst from the ground, raising the temperature around him...

A terrifying scene appeared, but Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow without panicking. He ignored it and continued to absorb Spirit Energy with single-minded focus. Everything that happened in the Heart Refinement Path was just an illusion; he didn't need to worry about it.

Despite knowing it was fake, the sensations felt real. Soon, the flames heated up the area to unbearable temperatures, causing Lin Xuan's face to drip with sweat.

Listening to others' tales was vastly different from personal experience. Lin Xuan had only heard Foundation Establishment practitioners discuss the Heart Refinement Path; he never expected it to be even more terrifying than legend said.

The flames soon reached his body. With his first-stage Dexterity practitioner cultivation, he couldn't emit a protective barrier and could only grit his teeth and endure the pain.

While enduring the searing heat, he had to focus on absorbing Spirit Energy. The hardships were unimaginable for ordinary people, but Lin Xuan's tenacity allowed him to persevere.

The flames licked at his skin, causing his teeth to clatter loudly. The pain eventually became numb, but the abundant Spirit Energy here was absorbed much faster than outside.

Even though it was an illusion, the experience felt like a true inferno, testing Lin Xuan's resolve.

Absorbing Spirit Energy into his body was just the first step; he then had to refine them according to the sect's secret methods. This process would result in significant losses—usually, hundreds of milliliters of absorbed Spirit Energy could only yield a hair-thin amount of refined Spirit Energy.

Then, he had to circulate this refined Spirit Energy through his Extraordinary Meridians and store it in his Dantian.

Even the most resilient minds found it impossible to complete the entire process under such intense heat. Lin Xuan endured for five minutes before his endurance reached its limit. He stood up and ran out as fast as he could, leaving the area where Spirit Energy was abundant. The fiery illusion vanished when he stepped away from that region.

"Sure enough, just like legend said," Lin Xuan checked his body; there were no injuries, but the pain of being scorched by flames still lingered in his memory.

Although it was unpleasant, it was worth it because this place had Spirit Energy with high concentration and purity. Cultivating here could yield twice the results with half the effort, greatly increasing his chances of breaking through his bottleneck.

After resting for a while, Lin Xuan resumed his efforts. Flames appeared again as he endured the pain of being scorched to continue absorbing Spirit Energy.

When his endurance reached its limit, he would run out and rest until his strength recovered before re-entering the fiery illusion.

In this cycle, Lin Xuan relied on his tenacity to cultivate in the Heart Refinement Path.

...

Days passed. His Spirit Energy finally showed some progress, though the gains were still minimal compared to his efforts. Compared to cultivating outside, he was making much faster progress.

At this rate, if he persisted, he should be able to enter the second stage of Dexterity.

Lin Xuan silently calculated his cultivation progress and stood up. He had been in the Heart Refinement Path for four days; it was time to take a look. First, after several days without rest, his body was at its limit from cultivating under intense heat. Second, today was when senior instructors taught cultivation techniques.

According to Drifting Cloud Valley's rules, every four days, a Foundation Establishment practitioner would teach Dexterity practitioners advanced methods. With the guidance of such experts, one could avoid many detours in their cultivation. Lin Xuan wouldn't miss this opportunity.

Following the passage, he arrived outside and encountered a Foundation Establishment cultivator on his way out.

"Uncle Senior!"

"You... You went through the Heart Refinement Path?" The other person looked at Lin Xuan with surprise.

"Yes, Uncle Senior."

After parting ways, the Foundation Establishment cultivator was still dazed. Although illusions didn't cause real harm, they felt just as real. A first-stage Dexterity practitioner could endure such torment; this disciple's resolve was truly impressive!

Apart from a Spirit Root, cultivation also required a resilient mind. This Lin Xuan disciple was indeed someone to watch!
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Eagle Nest Pavilion was a grand building. The Qi Cultivation Hall alone covered several thousand square meters, serving as the practice ground for the Fluttering Spirit Stage disciples. At this moment, dozens of people were standing in the spacious hall, their figures barely visible.

The time was still early; the Foundation Establishment cultivators responsible for teaching techniques had not arrived yet. The disciples gathered in small groups, discussing topics that interested them.

Lin Xuan silently approached a less crowded corner and sat cross-legged, planning to spend some more time cultivating before the others arrived. Just then, footsteps sounded in his ears.

"Haha, isn't this Younger Brother Lin? I heard you closed yourself up for cultivation recently but still couldn't break through the second layer?"

The mocking laughter was clear. Lin Xuan furrowed his brow slightly, though he kept a calm exterior. To ordinary people, cultivators were like immortal beings with ethereal and divine appearances, seemingly untouchable by the mundane world. But this was merely an illusion.

In the cultivation realm, things were even more brutal, realistic, and fickle than in the mortal world!

It wasn't about money here; power was the foundation of authority.

Whoever had a higher realm, better treasures, or more elixirs would be the leader, their words being considered truth.

Despite Lin Xuan's hard work over three years, his lack of a spiritual root left him far behind his peers. This made him the subject of cold stares and disdain from his fellow disciples.

"Hmph, just an ordinary person without a spiritual root. No matter how much effort you put in, it can never compare to us. It would be better to leave the sect rather than suffer here."

"Yes, three years have passed, yet you still haven't broken through the second Fluttering Spirit Stage. You're nothing but a waste of space."

...

In the face of his seniors' ridicule, Lin Xuan did not flinch; he kept his composure and merely gave them a cold look before walking away.

He was not angry or fearful; these shallow individuals were not worth his concern. Lin Xuan would not let a few words affect his state of mind.

Crossing his legs, he began to absorb the qi. About half an hour later, a bell rang, and the disciples stopped their casual chatter, forming ranks. Lin Xuan joined them at the back.

A middle-aged man walked in. He appeared around forty years old but was likely much older; as cultivators advanced in realm, their lifespans extended, and aging slowed down.

"Master!"

The disciples bowed respectfully. According to the rules of Drifting Cloud Valley, they had to address each teacher who taught them techniques with such respect.

"My name is Zhang Yu. I will teach you the secrets of the Qi Shield."

A Qi Shield was a defensive technique that involved channeling qi around one's body to form an aura barrier.

The disciples became excited and whispered among themselves.

Lin Xuan, being an ordinary person without a spiritual root, had only managed to reach the third or fourth layer after three years. After entering the Fluttering Spirit中期 stage, he could learn some simple minor techniques.

"Quiet!" Seeing the chaos below, Zhang Yu's expression darkened.

Seeing their teacher angry, the disciples immediately shut up.

Zhang Yu then began a detailed explanation of how to channel qi and the details to pay attention to. Lin Xuan listened intently; although his current cultivation level was insufficient for using a Qi Shield, he would record the method now so that he could practice it when his strength increased.

"Alright, you can practice on your own." After finishing his lecture, Zhang Yu left the Eagle Nest Pavilion. Whether they could master it depended on their comprehension.

Lin Xuan followed suit and returned to his modest abode—a simple wooden house. Higher-ranking cultivators had their own dwellings, but Lin Xuan's living conditions were rather humble.

Inside, there was only a table, a chair, and a wooden bed. Lin Xuan opened the drawer of the desk and took out paper and pen, recording today's teachings on Qi Shield cultivation.

This was his habit over the past three years. Without a spiritual root, he couldn't keep up with his peers in terms of cultivation speed. After each teaching session, Lin Xuan would record what he heard so that he wouldn't forget anything when he could practice it later.

After finishing his silent transcription, Lin Xuan carefully put away the notebook and then went to the back mountain's Heart Refinement Path. Following the path downward, he arrived at the location where he had practiced two days ago.

The qi became increasingly abundant. Lin Xuan paused; this was far enough. The deeper one went into the Heart Refinement Path, the more terrifying the illusions would become.

Suddenly, the scene changed. Before him lay a vast white world, with ice covering thousands of miles and snowflakes swirling in the bitter cold wind.

Snow quickly engulfed his ankles, and he felt as if he had been frozen solid. Lin Xuan's heart tightened; could this illusion randomly change? Last time, it was the agony of being burned by fire, but now it turned into endless frigidness.

Silently, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged on the snow with a blank expression, beginning to absorb the surrounding qi.

Soon, he was frozen stiff. His hair had turned into ice needles, but he remained motionless in the snow for over twenty minutes before running out of the illusionary realm to rest and stretch his body. Once he recovered slightly, he immediately returned to his practice.

...

The cold wind howled, turning snowflakes into countless sharp ice daggers that flew at Lin Xuan. Yet, the young man remained as immovable as a stone on the ground.

Two days later, Lin Xuan stood up expressionlessly and hesitated before continuing deeper into the Heart Refinement Path. The qi here was not pure enough; to break through his bottleneck, he needed even purer qi. He resolutely walked toward more terrifying illusions...
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The ice blade sliced through his skin, causing excruciating pain. Lin Xuan's forehead was soon covered in frozen sweat as he endured the unbearable agony, striving to refine himself.

Above them, countless light points danced in the sky—these were the essence qi. However, usually, cultivators couldn't see these unless the essence qi became sufficiently refined.

Lin Xuan’s task was to inhale these light points into his body and then refine them into mana. Since he could see them, absorbing them wasn’t difficult; but it required enduring the pain of the ice blade cutting through his flesh.

One by one, the light points were absorbed into his body. Following the sect's inner refinement method, Lin Xuan stored them in his dantian and then condensed them into a ball of essence qi.

Next came the refining process. The essence qi ball rotated nonstop within his dantian, shrinking in size but growing increasingly dense in color. Finally, it transformed into a stream of mana that spread throughout his dantian.

Lin Xuan's endurance was at its limit, and he quickly ran out of the illusory realm’s range.

Lying on the ground, Lin Xuan gasped for breath, not even wanting to move a finger.

---

This process repeated itself hour after hour until nightfall when Lin Xuan walked toward the exit of the Heart Refinement Path.

"Did you hear? That disciple without a spirit root went through the Heart Refinement Path."

"Hmm, I heard Master Shi witnessed it with his own eyes."

"Hmph. Having perseverance means nothing; ordinary people are destined to achieve nothing in the realm of immortals! They will always be waste!"

---

On his way back, Lin Xuan overheard discussions about him. Despite being noticed, the disciples paid no mind and continued mocking him.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn’t get angry. He knew that gaining respect in the cultivation world required strength alone; it was better to return home, rest, and continue practicing rather than waste his energy on unnecessary anger.

Back at his residence, Lin Xuan opened a drawer and took out papers filled with cultivation methods.

Drive Object Technique: A spell to manipulate objects using essence qi. It’s one of the most fundamental yet essential spells in the cultivation world—its foundation for using magical treasures. However, such treasures were still too distant for Lin Xuan now, but he could practice this technique.

He focused his true energy and concentrated his mental awareness, attaching it to an object to make it move.

Throughout the afternoon, Lin Xuan practiced repeatedly. He had tried before but failed. After days of Heart Refinement Path training, his essence qi had strengthened, allowing him a new attempt.

Hours passed as he stared intently at the cup in front of him, his eyes sore and head dizzy. Lin Xuan took a brief rest before continuing…

Hard work paid off; suddenly, the cup moved slightly.

Though barely perceptible, it did move. Lin Xuan didn’t stop, channeling essence qi to continue practicing Drive Object Technique until late into the night when he finally went to bed.

The next day, Lin Xuan returned to the Heart Refinement Path.

Misty and eerie, with ghostly apparitions everywhere—this time, the illusion was of the underworld. Countless ghosts lunged at him, but the young man ignored them.

This arduous training not only enhanced his strength but also made his mind more resilient and mature. His endurance had significantly increased; initially, he could only endure a few minutes in this terrifying illusion, but now, despite deeper penetration into it and even more horrifying hallucinations, he could last an hour.

Ghosts and horrific scenes appeared in his mind as various devastating negative effects assailed him. Lin Xuan gritted his teeth, enduring the pain to absorb essence qi for cultivation.

---

Exiting the illusory realm’s range, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged on the ground, refining the absorbed essence qi and performing the Nine Circuits of Heaven exercise.

Through his meridians, the essence qi flowed back into his dantian. Lin Xuan performed this nine times; while it slowly increased his strength, it was a huge burden on his body. Most disciples only did three circuits, but Lin Xuan had set himself the goal of nine.

This was close to human limits—his first few circuits were manageable, but by the fourth and fifth, his meridians ached and swelled. By the seventh and eighth, it felt like being cut with knives, while the ninth circuit was akin to hell itself. Lin Xuan’s forehead was drenched in sweat, and his body trembled involuntarily, yet he persisted. After several hours, he finally completed his goal.

Having finished the Nine Circuits of Heaven exercise, Lin Xuan re-entered the illusory realm.

This process repeated day after day as Lin Xuan trained diligently on the Heart Refinement Path. The pain that a foundation stage cultivator could barely endure was borne by him through sheer perseverance.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, like an old monk in deep meditation. In his dantian, there was now a pale green ball, constantly distorting and changing shape—this was formed from the essence qi.

A stream of essence qi continued to be injected into this ball. After a month of Heart Refinement Path training, Lin Xuan felt that his cultivation had increased significantly. He once again began to push for the second layer of the Agile Spirit Realm.

For cultivators, every level advancement brought about changes in their essence qi. Lin Xuan was now at the critical stage.

Just a little more!

He expanded his divine sense throughout his dantian, searching for any remaining essence qi and injecting it into the ball. Lin Xuan felt like he was a sponge that had been squeezed dry but still trying to squeeze out one last drop of water.

Sizzle…

The essence qi ball changed again; lightning appeared on its surface as essence qi began to overflow, threatening to shatter the ball.

Lin Xuan didn’t give up and tried his best to maintain it. But he was already at his limit. With a soft pop, the pale green ball exploded, dispersing the gathered essence qi into fine strands of essence qi evenly distributed throughout his dantian.
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Another failure!

After a long while, Lin Xuan remained silent, his expression showing no emotion. His fingers were tightly clenched into fists, digging deep into the flesh and breaking his lips.

But this state didn't last long. A few minutes later, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and sat down silently again, continuing to strive...

---

Morning dawned as the sun rose, marking the start of a new day.

The Flying Cloud Pavilion was grand in its scale, covering an area equivalent to a stadium on Earth. It was the most important building in Drifting Cloud Valley. On the first day of each month, Disciple candidates at the Spirit Flowing stage would gather here to receive their cultivation supplies.

Despite having trained for hours into the night and only getting about three hours of sleep, Lin Xuan arrived punctually at the Flying Cloud Pavilion. The spacious hall was already filled with over a hundred people, all Disciples at the Spirit Flowing stage. Each had deeper power than Lin Xuan, causing whispers to break the silence as they turned their attention on him.

"Look at that boy. He's rootless and still dares to dream of cultivation."

"Hmph, he doesn't even look good. Keeping such a person in our sect is a waste of medicinal pills."

"Indeed. They say he works hard, but without a spiritual root, how can an ordinary mortal compare? After three years, he's still stuck at the first level of Spirit Flowing."

"He has no idea what he's up against. He thinks he can break the unchanging laws of cultivation—mortals cannot achieve anything in this realm."

...

Mocking glares were directed his way, but Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, as if indifferent to the barking dogs around him. He silently took his place at the back of the line.

A resonant bell rang out, and the disciples quickly stopped their chatter, lining up neatly. An elder with a young attendant entered the hall. Each child held a round tray covered in red cloth, emanating a refreshing fragrance.

"Senior Master Ma!" The disciples bowed respectfully.

"Mmm." The elder's head was held high in arrogance. Though his cultivation was only at the early Foundation Establishment stage, he managed the sect’s apothecary and wielded considerable power.

Cultivation required not just talent and effort but also medicinal pills, which were crucial for rapid progress. With enough medicinal pills during practice, one could advance much faster—almost a shortcut. However, the materials needed to create these pills were rare and precious herbs, so the sect could only provide limited quantities of them.

According to the rules, Disciples at the Spirit Flowing stage received two Essence Cleansing Pills each month.

Essence Cleansing Pills, as their name suggests, cleansed one's meridians and refined the body’s impurities, generating a small amount of spiritual energy. The quantity varied based on individual talent. These pills were only effective for Disciples at the Spirit Flowing stage.

The incense hall was followed by a ritual to honor the ancestors, after which the disciples lined up to receive their medicinal pills from the elder. Each disciple's face lit up with gratitude and joy.

Soon it was Lin Xuan’s turn. Senior Master Ma glanced at him, his expression tinged with contempt. He took an jade bottle from the tray, poured out two pills, and tossed them in front of Lin Xuan.

"Thank you, senior master." Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan's eye twitched. Looking at the two pills in his hand, these... were they dud pills?

Cultivation encompassed a myriad of fields—methods, tools, alchemy, and talisman-making. Each required extensive knowledge.

For example, alchemy involved not only precious materials like rare herbs but also three types of true fire for refining. The timing, dosage of auxiliary ingredients, the opening time, and the material of the cauldron all influenced the success rate.

Even experienced alchemists often failed, turning divine treasures into useless dud pills.

Dud pills contained excessive impurities; ingesting them could harm one's cultivation instead of benefiting it. They were typically discarded with regret.

Although such small sects like Drifting Cloud Valley only distributed low-grade medicinal pills to their disciples, even these had some value for cultivation. But these dud pills...

Clearly, the elder was trying to make things difficult for him. A dark cloud passed through Lin Xuan’s mind, but he remained calm on the surface. It would be unwise to offend such a powerful figure.

"These pills are incorrect; how can I take dud pills?"

"Why not?" Senior Master Ma's disdain was evident in his eyes. "A lowly disciple like you is nothing. Look up."

"Fine, your talent means these pills will just waste away anyway. Maybe the duds are perfect for you. Here, senior master, I’ll give you a few extra bottles."

He took two more jade bottles from the tray and tossed them to Lin Xuan.

"Each disciple only gets two Essence Cleansing Pills, but I’m giving you two bottles. How’s that? Senior Master, am I being generous?"

"Thank you, senior master!"

To his surprise, Lin Xuan's displeasure vanished as he respectfully bowed and stepped back.

"Why would he do that?" Senior Master Ma was taken aback, speechless with shock.

Dud pills were simply garbage; ingesting them could harm one’s cultivation. Even if given two bottles, they had no value. Why...

Lin Xuan’s reaction was completely unexpected. Initially, Senior Master Ma thought Lin Xuan would protest loudly and use the situation to his advantage, allowing him to punish Lin Xuan for disrespecting elders by expelling him from the sect.

This wasn’t personal; he simply despised rootless mortals like Lin Xuan, considering it a disgrace to keep such a person in the sect. He had schemed to get rid of Lin Xuan.

The plan was far from perfect but well thought out. According to sect rules, lowly disciples could receive Essence Cleansing Pills, yet he deliberately made things difficult by giving dud pills instead. Such unfair treatment would have driven even an experienced old fox to react, providing him with the pretext to expel Lin Xuan.

However, human plans often fail against divine providence. Although Lin Xuan lacked a spiritual root and was just an ordinary mortal, his mind wasn’t dull; he was quite clever and resilient, able to endure what others couldn’t. He always thought before acting, never impulsively reacting. Despite being angry at the dud pills, he managed to hide his emotions.

From Senior Master Ma’s contemptuous gaze, Lin Xuan saw a hint of mockery. There was a plot, and he immediately deduced it. Though unsure of its specifics or why it targeted him, he would investigate later. For now, he needed to avoid falling into the trap.

Thus, not only did Lin Xuan remain calm as he accepted the dud pills, but he successfully dodged another attempt on his part. Senior Master Ma’s plan failed; he couldn’t harm Lin Xuan and instead left him speechless with anger.
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Exiting the Flying Cloud Pavilion, Lin Xuan found himself in a deserted area. The smile on his face gradually faded, replaced by a grim expression, with a hint of murderous intent flashing in his eyes.

He stood there for a moment, silent and contemplative. Elder Ma had left an indelible impression on him. For now, he wouldn't make any moves, but once he grew stronger...

Footsteps reached his ears, indicating someone was approaching. Lin Xuan's expression brightened instantly as the gloom vanished. When he looked up, his face was calm and unremarkable.

"Haha, did you know that waste of talent named Lin Xuan got two bottles of waste pills?"

"What's so surprising about that? A commoner without a spirit root is allowed to take divine medicines made from earth treasures—waste pills suit him just fine," the other person mocked mercilessly. He paid no heed to the fact that the person they were talking about was right there.

...

Lin Xuan, as if he hadn't heard them, continued walking past them with a calm expression. A man of great deeds cannot act on impulse; acting out of passion is foolishness, not bravery. He would bear what others couldn't endure and record these insults for later.

The most important thing now was to focus on cultivation. Strength was the ultimate measure. Originally, he planned to use Essence Cleansing Pills to break through the bottleneck of his second-layer technique. But looking at the waste pills in his hand, Lin Xuan fell silent before turning towards Drifting Cloud Valley's outer area.

Without the aid of pills, relying solely on his ordinary abilities and efforts from Heart Refinement Path, breaking through would be difficult. After considering it carefully, Lin Xuan decided to take a chance.

Near the main sect was a small canyon with an entrance hidden away, rarely visited by people. He had stumbled upon this place accidentally, where he occasionally found rare herbs.

Although the odds were slim, Lin Xuan had encountered such opportunities before. Besides spirit pills, some thousand-year-old herbs could also help enhance his cultivation.

After carefully weighing his options, this was his best chance to quickly advance to the second layer of the灵动期 (nimble period). Even if he didn't find any herbs, there would be no loss. After making these calculations in his mind, Lin Xuan left Drifting Cloud Valley.

Once outside the sect's range, Lin Xuan did not immediately head for the canyon but wandered around aimlessly for a while to ensure no one was following him. The hidden canyon occasionally yielded valuable herbs, so he didn't want anyone else to know about it.

After an hour of wandering, Lin Xuan confirmed that no one was paying attention and quietly left the main path, ducking into a secluded alleyway. After several twists and turns, he arrived at the hidden canyon.

The area was filled with vibrant colors as wildflowers bloomed on the ground, and the air was fragrant. It was such a beautiful scene. But Lin Xuan wasn't here for sightseeing; he began searching carefully to see if there were any herbs that could boost his cultivation.

Time passed silently, but Lin Xuan found nothing. He didn’t let this discourage him and continued searching in a small area.

Suddenly, faint voices reached his ears. Lin Xuan paused, then without hesitation, ducked into the nearby bushes.

A red light approached from afar, followed by a "thud" as two people landed in the canyon not far from where Lin Xuan was hiding.

"Master, are you alright with your injuries?" A young woman's voice, filled with concern.

Through the gaps in the grass, Lin Xuan saw they were wearing Drifting Cloud Valley attire. They were members of his sect, but he didn't reveal himself; better to avoid unnecessary complications and observe them.

"Cough, I can still hold on. Yan'er, are we close to Drifting Cloud Valley?" A weak voice replied.

"Master, don’t worry. We’re only a few miles from the sect, and our enemies won’t dare follow us."

"That’s good." The weak voice seemed relieved, as if seriously injured.

"Master, let's rest for a bit."

With the sound of rustling clothes, the woman helped the injured person sit against a tree. Due to his angle, Lin Xuan could clearly see their faces.

"No wonder I felt so familiar."

The man sitting on the ground appeared to be around forty years old with three long strands of beard. He should have had an air of a Taoist sage, but his pale face and bloodstained chest made Lin Xuan shudder.

Zhang Yu—the instructor who taught them Qi Shield Technique just half a month ago—was said to be at the middle-stage foundation level, one of the sect’s guardians.

And that woman was Zhou Yan, his senior by several years. Although they were peers, she was a powerhouse in the灵动期 (nimble period) with full mastery, ranking among the top three young disciples. If nothing went wrong, she might succeed in foundation cultivation within a few years.

These two were important figures of the sect; why did they appear so disheveled and skittish as if fleeing from enemies?

Moreover, their expressions suggested they were on high alert, like birds that had just escaped an arrow. Within the sect's territory, there was no need for such caution. Could it be that they had some secret they didn’t want others to know about?

In a few seconds, Lin Xuan pieced together these thoughts and became even more cautious. If his opponents indeed had a big secret and he happened to stumble upon it, they would likely kill him to cover their tracks. The cultivation world was harsh and ruthless; Lin Xuan did not want to fall victim to unexpected misfortune.

Facing an intermediate-stage master uncle and a senior in the full mastery of the灵动期 (nimble period), even with injuries, they could easily kill him like crushing an ant.

After correctly assessing both parties' strengths, Lin Xuan held his breath and dared not breathe. He only hoped that after resting for a moment, they would leave quickly.

"Eh, someone!"

Zhou Yan's low cry startled Lin Xuan. Had she discovered him? Before he could react, another scream echoed.

"You… you ambushed me?" The voice was filled with fear and anger, tinged with disbelief: "Why?"

"Hmph, Master, it’s useless to struggle. This golden chain is yours; you should know its power. With your current condition, you can only muster about twenty percent of your strength—there's no way out," Lin Xuan said coldly.
第七章 灵器

Sudden events left Lin Xuan stunned. Zhang Yu's voice, broken and intermittent, reached his ears: "Alright, I admit it, I was wrong. You want to take the treasure all by yourself?"

"Indeed," Zhou Yan's voice remained seductive but carried a hint of viciousness. "Master, you've been kind to me, but I understand the risks of holding onto treasures. For old times' sake, I'll let you leave with your life intact."

Listening to their conversation, Lin Xuan was more curious than ever. Zhou Yan had dared to murder her master for the sake of a treasure. What kind of treasure could have such allure? Despite his curiosity, he didn't dare act rashly.

This sister was ruthless and far stronger in cultivation than him. Lin Xuan didn’t want to risk his life over a mere curiosity.

"Ahh!"

A mournful scream filled with blood splattered through the gaps in the grass. Lin Xuan saw Zhou Yan stab her master's chest, and a yellow light ball emerged from Zhang Yu’s body, desperately trying to escape.

"Your soul has left your body! You won't get away!" Zhou Yan was prepared, extending her right hand, fingers delicate as jade, grabbing the light ball.

The light ball struggled frantically but failed. Desperate, it pleaded: "Yan-er, for all I’ve done for you in the past..."

Zhou Yan remained unmoved, applying a bit of force to shatter the light ball into nothingness. Lin Xuan felt a chill at the sight. This Zhou sister had a heart as cold as ice; everyone knew that living beings were composed of body and soul. If the soul was destroyed, it could never reincarnate. In their battles, cultivators usually didn’t destroy each other’s souls, but Zhou Yan had done just that to her master.

Zhou Yan remained calm after the murder, beginning to search Zhang Yu's body. After a while, she showed great joy: "Found it!"

Despite knowing the danger, Lin Xuan couldn't resist his curiosity and peeked out. Zhou Yan held a small box about the size of a fist, carved from fine sandalwood. She caressed it with her hand, her face filled with excitement.

"Who?" Suddenly, Zhou Yan's expression changed to one of intense hatred as she stared in Lin Xuan’s direction. Lin Xuan groaned inwardly; he hadn't made any noise. A wild rabbit had happened by and drawn her attention away from him.

Fate was against him!

Lin Xuan quickly decided and his face turned grim. Witnessing Zhou Yan's murder, pleading or flattery were useless. He leaped out of hiding, his right hand sending several cold projectiles towards Zhou Yan.

Zhou Yan snorted, forming a spell with her hands. A red protective shield appeared around her body, several ice pellets falling to the ground.

Blocking the attack with her qi shield, Zhou Yan's face showed a cold smile of relief. From the attack, she deduced that Lin Xuan’s cultivation was weak—only at the early stage of灵动期 (Língdòng qī).

With an ice projectile spell, Lin Xuan didn't stop but turned to run. The disparity in their strength meant he had no chance of winning a direct confrontation.

He activated a wind attribute "lightness technique" and ran for nearly a hundred meters in just a few seconds, zigzagging to avoid being caught easily. Using his familiarity with the terrain, he tried to buy time; even if the opponent used divine awareness to track him, unfamiliarity with the path would make it difficult.

After running some distance, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped and didn’t continue fleeing but instead examined his surroundings before squatting down to search the ground.

This action was highly suspicious. Zhou Yan was about to catch up, yet Lin Xuan lingered here for a purpose. After carefully searching: "Still here," he murmured softly, his frown easing into a calm expression.

Footsteps approached, and Zhou Yan had caught up nearby. Lin Xuan stood up, looking panicked... but this time it was an act.

"Want to run?" A seductive voice with malice and mockery came from behind him. Looking at Lin Xuan's attire, she confirmed he was indeed a fellow disciple of the sect. However, his cultivation was too weak—only at the second stage of灵动期 (Língdòng qī). Seeing his true strength, Zhou Yan’s expression relaxed; killing such an insignificant person would be effortless.

Seeing her contemptuous look, Lin Xuan felt relieved. If she underestimated him, he had a better chance of success. Still, he maintained his worried appearance: "Sister, don't... kill me!"

His plea was convincing, but he quietly moved two steps to the left.

"Hmph, seen my secret and still want to live?"

Zhou Yan was ruthless; having committed murder for a treasure, she wouldn’t spare him. She raised her left hand, summoning a tiny sword an inch long that grew as it caught the wind, reaching several meters in length. With dazzling swordlight, it flew towards Lin Xuan.

A灵器 (língqì) appeared on Zhou Yan’s face, making his expression serious.

A灵器 was a simplified version of a magical artifact for low-level cultivators to use. Don’t underestimate its power; though not as formidable as a real treasure, it could still perform great feats—flying and hiding with incredible skill.

At the fourth stage of灵动期 (Língdòng qī) cultivation, one could control a灵器, but this was purely theoretical. The reason was simple: while a灵器 was valuable, far less powerful than a real treasure, it was still rare for someone at the筑基期 (zhùjī qī). Only those with exceptional talent or inheritance from ancestors might possess one.

Zhou Yan’s move was swift and deadly; despite seeing Lin Xuan's weakness, she immediately used a killing technique to summon her灵器!
第八章 斗智不斗力

One strike to kill!

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. The opponent's attack was fiercer than expected...

He gritted his teeth and didn't dodge; instead, he stepped back a step.

Whoosh, the flying sword missed its target and struck the mountain wall behind him, causing a loud rumbling as countless rocks fell down. Zhou Yan looked bewildered. She never imagined that an early-stage Dexterity cultivator could evade her attack. More strangely, Lin Xuan didn't dodge; he suddenly sank into the ground just before the flying sword hit him. What was going on?

Zhou Yan was both angry and surprised, instinctively walking forward to investigate. As she took three steps, *snap*, as if a mechanism had been triggered, a large net fell from above, enveloping her.

The sudden incident startled Zhou Yan, who hurriedly formed hand seals to free herself from the fishing net. Just then, an ice ball shot out of the ground where Lin Xuan had sunk and hit a rope tied to a tree.

The rope snapped, propelled by the force, and a thick, pointed bamboo stick flew towards Zhou Yan.

"No..."

Zhou Yan was terrified, her voice filled with fear as she screamed. Trapped in the net, there was nowhere for her to escape. The bamboo pierced her chest, and Zhou Yan died without understanding how she had ended up here.

With an expression of不甘 (reluctance), still clutching the treasure she had stolen from her master, Zhou Yan's soul departed for the netherworld. Two minutes later, Lin Xuan emerged from a dirt pit on the ground, looking at Zhou Yan's body and sighing in relief—just one word:险 (dangerous).

Had he not meticulously planned this, he would be lying dead now.

From the moment he was discovered, Lin Xuan had been calculating how to defuse the crisis. Running away wouldn't work; the valley was several miles from his sect, and Zhou Yan would catch up and kill him before he could return. He knew only a lightness technique, while she was an expert in the more advanced Wind Control Technique as a late-stage Dexterity cultivator. Their speeds couldn't be compared.

Unable to escape her grasp, begging for mercy wouldn't help either. His only option was to fight to the death; killing her would give him a chance at survival. At first glance, this seemed an impossible task—his power was vastly inferior to hers. Frankly, even a hundred Lin Xuan wouldn't stand a chance against Zhou Yan.

But he had no other choice. Besides, if brute force failed, he could still try智取 (wisely outwit her)!

Of course, it's easier said than done. If not for Lin Xuan's cool and meticulous mind, in such a situation, he would have been at a loss, with no thoughts of strategy.

To智取, the first step was to analyze his advantageous situations. While his power fell far short of hers, he had one significant advantage: familiarity with the terrain. He had discovered this valley two years ago and knew its layout well enough that it felt like his own backyard. From what he observed earlier, Zhou Yan seemed to have landed here by chance; she was unfamiliar with the valley's geography.

From the start, Lin Xuan leveraged this knowledge, taking winding paths instead of straight ones, trying to gain more time.

The next critical step involved using the animals in the valley. There were various creatures, from rabbits to bears and tigers. He had made it his private hunting ground, occasionally hunting for game. To make hunting easier, he had set up traps here before. The recent search on the ground was checking if any of them had been tampered with; luck was on his side this time—both traps remained intact.

There were two traps in total. One was for Lin Xuan himself—a simple pit to catch smaller animals. He had covered it with wild grass, so stepping on it would cause him to fall into the dirt pit. Lin Xuan had calculated that Zhou Yan's ruthless nature would make her attack immediately upon meeting him. She was fast, but he could dodge if he stood in front of the trap and stepped back, thus avoiding her attack.

In such a situation, Zhou Yan would be surprised and rush forward to investigate. At this moment, the other trap could come into play. Unlike his own pit, this one was designed for larger animals like lions or tigers, with not only a net but also sharpened bamboo sticks...

This trap was deadly!

Lin Xuan had planned every step meticulously, each move leading to the next. He knew how to lure Zhou Yan and what her reactions would be. Despite the danger at that moment, Lin Xuan remained calm, carefully considering his strategy.

In the end, his plan succeeded not by strength but by brainpower and coolness. This battle, though it didn't consume much magical power or time, was exhausting as he played every trick in the book. Sitting down to rest, Lin Xuan glanced at Zhou Yan's body before walking over and removing a crystal green bracelet from her hand.

This wasn't just for decoration; it was a storage device used by cultivators. Inside was a separate space where he could store items. Lin Xuan probed with his spirit and took out everything inside one by one.

Clothes, food, women's cosmetics—all of these he discarded without a second glance.

"Got it," Lin Xuan whispered, his face lighting up. In his hand were two sparkling stones.

Cultivators had heard about crystals countless times in the three years at Drifting Cloud Valley—they were treasures as valuable as elixirs and magical artifacts. But this was his first close encounter with them.

A crystal stone contained abundant natural essence qi that cultivators could absorb directly through their cultivation techniques. Depending on the amount and purity of the essence, they were categorized into lower-grade, middle-grade, upper-grade, and supreme grades.

Crystals played an irreplaceable role in cultivation—whether for training, crafting items, or magical battles. They were also used as a form of currency among cultivators.

Lin Xuan felt tired from all the mental exertion. Sitting down to rest, he coldly looked at Zhou Yan's body before walking over and removing a crystal green bracelet from her hand.
第九章 收刮宝物

Lin Xuan was elated as he tidied up his spoils. His senior sister may have been ruthless, but she certainly had a substantial fortune. Lin Xuan found six lower-grade crystal stones from the storage bracelet, two spiritual artifacts, and an jade bottle. Opening the bottle cap revealed a pleasant fragrance, and inside lay two snow-white Essence Cleansing Pills. There were also some talismans.

Talismans referred to spells sealed within specific talisman paper by cultivators. This allowed them to instantly cast spells without expending essence energy, offering clear advantages. However, making talismans was extremely complex, requiring special talisman paper and consuming a lot of essence energy. The success rate was low, especially for higher-grade spells, which made talismans quite rare in the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan counted his spoils, totaling seven talismans with various elemental properties.

Of course, among all the loot, the most precious were the spiritual artifacts. Even to a Foundation Establishment cultivator, these were valuable items. Zhou Yan, a灵动期disciple, had two of them. One was the golden chain she used when killing her master, which could shrink and expand with essence energy, binding enemies.

The other was a flying sword, an offensive spiritual artifact that Lin Xuan handled with great care. Both were upper-grade spiritual artifacts, incredibly precious.

Unfortunately, his cultivation level was too low to drive a spiritual artifact until he reached the fourth layer of a灵动期technique. Lin Xuan put all the items back into his storage bracelet. Although this experience had been perilous, it yielded rich rewards, and there was still something belonging to Zhang Yu waiting for him to plunder. As an advanced Foundation Establishment cultivator, Zhang Yu's wealth would surely be more substantial.

Lin Xuan stowed away his storage bracelet and turned around when suddenly he paused, his gaze falling on Zhou Yan’s left hand. Even dead, she clutched a small box made of sandalwood tightly in her hand.

Zhou Yan had defied the master to obtain this treasure. What precious items were inside?

After some thought, Lin Xuan approached and took the box from her corpse with a look of disgust but did not immediately open it. Instead, he examined it carefully before placing it on the ground and stepping back several steps.

He broke off a branch and cautiously lifted the lid. Whoosh! Several tiny arrows shot out at incredible speed, making it difficult for even skilled cultivators to dodge if they were unprepared.

The arrows struck nearby trees, causing them to wither instantly due to potent toxins. Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, not blinking an eye. Indeed, such a treasure must have some mechanism.

After opening the lid, he did not rush over but waited another ten minutes, ensuring there was no danger before carefully picking up the box. However, what was inside surprised him—it was a small shell about the size of his fist.

The shell had vibrant colors and strange patterns on its surface; although unfamiliar, it clearly wasn't an ordinary item.

Holding the shell in his hand, Lin Xuan examined it closely. After a while, his hesitant expression turned firm as he gently opened the shell with both hands. The secret was inside.

This wasn’t just any shell. Inside were some floating blue light points that were incredibly beautiful, like stars in the sky, slowly rotating and forming a beautiful starry sea.

Lin Xuan frowned, unsure what these were. Just as he considered closing the shell to study them later, something miraculous happened—the starry sea began to change, spinning faster until it floated towards him. Instinctively, Lin Xuan tried to dodge, but the light points moved too fast. Before he could react, they all merged into his body.

Severe pain spread through every inch of his skin as if it were tearing apart. Lin Xuan fell to the ground, his consciousness gradually fading until he passed out. The shell lost its blue light and quickly turned to stone before dissolving into sand, carried away by the wind. In the valley, only a dazed youth remained, as if nothing had happened.

...

Morning dawned with the sun rising, casting warmth over the earth. Lin Xuan groaned as he opened his eyes, looking up at the sky. He had lost consciousness during midday; did he sleep for a day and night?

He sat up, finding the unbearable pain completely gone. However, he didn’t feel refreshed after spending a night in the wilderness.

He stretched his numb limbs and checked his body, finding no abnormalities. The events of yesterday seemed like a dream, yet how could a dream be so real?

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before silently approaching Zhou Yan’s corpse. With great reluctance, he threw her into a pit. Next, Lin Xuan went to where Zhang Yu had been ambushed and plundered his belongings. He received a storage belt, but couldn’t count its contents immediately; the priority was to leave this dangerous place.

He dragged Zhang Yu’s body over and tossed it into the same pit.

"Regardless of any past grievances, when people die, all is forgotten. There's no need to mind being buried together," Lin Xuan silently prayed before filling in the earth and carefully erasing all traces around him. The area was already sparsely visited; with his arrangement, no one would discover two cultivators resting here.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan returned to Drifting Cloud Valley without delay. Despite the intense experience, he maintained a calm demeanor, showing no signs of anything unusual. Even when greeted or mocked by passersby, he responded as usual.

His actions revealed nothing out of the ordinary.

Thus, Lin Xuan returned to his residence and did the first thing: securing the doors and windows. He then took out the storage belt from Zhang Yu’s belongings and began counting its contents.
第十章 蓝色星海

As a Core Foundation Stage expert, Zhang Yu's assets were indeed more substantial. Lin Xuan found numerous treasures in his storage belt, including over twenty low-grade crystal stones. For him, this was a massive fortune.

Additionally, there were several dozen various talismans, and to Lin Xuan's surprise, two medium-grade talismans among them: the Fire Dragon术 and the Water Spirit Shield术.

Apart from these, there were also several pills and one top-grade spiritual artifact.

Holding the white jade ring in his hand, usually calm Lin Xuan was filled with excitement. After all, most Core Foundation Stage senior apprentices and masters owned only upper-grade spiritual artifacts; a top-grade one was rare to come by.

After acquiring Zhou Yan's and Zhang Yu's treasures, Lin Xuan could say that his assets were richer than any other Core Foundation Stage expert in the Drifting Cloud Valley.

Moreover, while checking Zhang Yu's storage belt, he found something else—a close-fitting undershirt. He had no idea what it was made of, but its durability suggested it was a defensive treasure. Lin Xuan put it on without hesitation.

After completing these tasks, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began to check his physical condition. The small box of polished wood containing the shell was truly valuable; although he didn't know its purpose yet, Zhou Yan's willingness to kill for it indicated its importance.

The events from yesterday were still fresh in his mind. The blue light points had merged with his body, causing the shell to disintegrate. Therefore, these blue points must hold the key to unraveling the mystery.

Lin Xuan first reviewed all the details in his mind, preferring a methodical approach even when solving puzzles. He wouldn't act blindly like an aimless fly.

Firstly, he could confirm that the blue light points posed no harm; rather, they seemed beneficial. Otherwise, the shell would not have been considered a treasure. With this understanding, Lin Xuan began to study them calmly.

There was no obvious change on the surface. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and used Inner Vision术 to examine his body's dantian and meridians for any anomalies in essence energy flow. Everything seemed normal, but something unexpected happened inside his dantian...

Inside his dantian, besides the almost invisible threads of essence energy, there were also some free-floating blue light points. These points were beautiful, like stars in the sky, slowly rotating to form a starry sea.

Similar to what he had seen in the shell yesterday, these light points had moved from the shell into his body.

While somewhat unexpected, it made sense when considered logically. Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he focused his mental energy and observed each blue point, like stars twinkling in the sky. After a long wait, there was no change; his condition remained normal.

Observing alone did not reveal the answer. Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before gathering a tiny amount of essence energy about the size of a needle from his dantian and gently touching one of the blue points.

Before doing so, he had prepared various scenarios in his mind to handle any outcomes. However, the result was once again unexpected. The essence energy needle easily passed through without affecting the blue point; there was no reaction at all.

How could this be?

Though different from expectations, Lin Xuan remained calm and unbothered. The purpose of these blue points would not be clear in one attempt; it required time to explore and understand them thoroughly. He had long anticipated this.

Unlike most young people who might become impatient, such a temperament was never seen in Lin Xuan. Compared to his peers, he appeared much more mature, almost slightly seasoned.

After the first failed attempt, Lin Xuan paused for rest, eating two steamed buns and some dried meat. It had been several hours since he last ate; from noon yesterday until now, he hadn't eaten anything. High-stage cultivators could survive without food by absorbing essence energy, but Lin Xuan wasn't at that level yet.

After a brief respite, he resumed his research, using Inner Vision术 to observe and experiment. However, the secret was not easily broken; from morning till night, he made little progress.

Lying in bed, Lin Xuan carefully reviewed today's findings. It seemed more time would be needed to unravel the mystery of these blue points.

In the following days, Lin Xuan resumed his normal life, practicing and training daily without drawing attention. However, secretly, he continued to study the blue points' secrets.

Besides probing his meridians and dantian, Lin Xuan carefully monitored any changes in his body after inhaling the light points over time. The results were disappointing; everything remained unchanged, with no pain or harm, and his cultivation speed was still as slow as usual. He tried various methods but found that the blue points indeed had no impact on him.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not truly despair. These light points must be a secret treasure, but he hadn't grasped their key yet. There was no rush; he would study them patiently.

After Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu's disappearance, turmoil erupted in the Drifting Cloud Valley. As one of the top three experts at the Spirit Flexibility Stage, Zhou Yan's disappearance naturally drew attention from the sect. As for Zhang Yu, being a Core Foundation中期 elder, his sudden disappearance shook the entire sect.

Under the personal supervision of Master True Immortal Yunhe, countless disciples were dispatched to search for them.

However, seeing the sect's reaction, Lin Xuan was relieved rather than worried. He had been quietly observing this situation, and from the master's concern over Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu's safety, there was no mention of the shell treasure.

Recalling Zhou Yan's willingness to kill her mentor and devour his body without fear of discovery, it indicated they were not following the sect's orders but acting on their own accord. They must have some secret that wasn't known to others.

Combining all the information at hand, Lin Xuan concluded this and felt much relieved. As long as the Drifting Cloud Valley did not investigate the shell treasure, he believed no one would find Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu's bodies. Even if they were discovered, it was unlikely anyone would connect their deaths with a low-stage disciple without spirit roots.

He was safe.
第十一章 护山灵兽

Lin Xuan lived his life as usual, with no worries. Time proved that his guess was correct; although Senior Cloud Crane was extremely angry, the search for Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan still made no progress. Some scattered cultivators or cultivation sects were listed as suspects, leading to conflicts between them and Drifting Cloud Valley. However, these matters did not concern Lin Xuan. Low-ranking disciples had their own benefits; he just needed to focus on his cultivation.

From the outside, Lin Xuan's life was no different from before—diligent and hardworking, but with little success. In reality, he spent a certain amount of time each day studying the mysterious light points within him.

Two weeks passed in a blink.

"Looks like I need to look up some information. Maybe I can find useful clues in ancient texts," Lin Xuan said to himself while lying on his bed. Another option would be to ask senior cultivators from the sect, as the elders were well-versed and someone might know about it.

Of course, this was just a joke; Lin Xuan had long dismissed such thoughts. He understood that revealing the blue light point could bring him trouble, even death. Why risk his life by telling those elders?

Besides, Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan's situation might also come to light...

The blue light point was his personal secret, one he was well aware of. He would rather spend more effort understanding it than reveal anything.

With this decision made, Lin Xuan went to sleep, planning to search the ancient texts tomorrow.

The next morning, Lin Xuan arrived at the entrance of a grand hall.

This hall was built into the mountain, imposing and magnificent, serving as Drifting Cloud Valley's repository for books. Such an important place not only stood in the center of the sect but also had numerous restrictions.

Three steps per guard post, five steps per lookout, with various guardian spirit beasts patrolling around.

Guardian spirit beasts were actually a type of妖兽 (yao beast), but unlike wild ones, these were either tamed by high-ranking cultivators within the sect or raised by Drifting Cloud Valley itself. In simple terms, they were domesticated livestock for cultivators.

However, don't underestimate the power of spirit beasts; they could also command the earth's essence qi and possess extraordinary abilities beyond human imagination.

Moreover, these beasts had a very high loyalty. Once they recognized their master, they would never betray them. In battle, they fought fearlessly and bravely, making every cultivation sect keep such beasts to guard their premises.

A howl echoed through the mountains as Lin Xuan approached about two hundred meters from the hall. A colorful tiger appeared before him, its body red with faint flames dancing around it. The grass nearby started burning even without touching the tiger, and its presence was intimidating, exuding an overwhelming aura that sent chills down one's spine.

Fiery Tiger, a first-grade lower-tier yao beast!

Yao beasts were ranked from level one to eight, each further divided into lower, middle, upper, and supreme tiers. Level one corresponded to the灵动期 (duling period), while the筑基期 (zhujiji period) was for level two, and so on.

Although their strength might be similar, actual combat favored cultivators of the same level due to their intelligence. After all, yao beasts could command essence qi but lacked wisdom, making them no match for clever humans.

The Fiery Tiger was over three meters long, exuding an astonishing presence. However, Lin Xuan paid it no mind; a beast without intelligence was just that—a beast. Besides, he was a disciple of Drifting Cloud Valley, albeit not highly regarded within the sect.

Each disciple's mental signature was transmitted through a magical method to the guardian spirit beasts' minds, leaving a deep imprint so they could distinguish friends from foes.

The Fiery Tiger approached Lin Xuan and let out a low growl. Lin Xuan remained calm, and after several glances, the beast's hostility subsided. It wagged its tail and nuzzled his leg, confirming that it recognized him through his mental signature.

Passing through the Fiery Tiger's guard, Lin Xuan entered the hall. He looked up at the three-story structure. The first floor held the most books—hundreds of thousands in total—and was open to all disciples.

However, for cultivators, the value of these books lay not on the first floor but on the second, where only advanced practitioners could borrow them. The second floor's defenses were much stricter than the first, with layers of secret restrictions and patrolled by sect elders.

The third floor contained even more precious items—ancestral teachings and Drifting Cloud Valley's most powerful techniques. It was said that only those holding the master's command talisman could enter.

Guarding the third floor were several ancient monsters!

Books on the second and third floors were not allowed to be borrowed, while each disciple could take three books from the first floor at a time. After mentally reviewing the rules of the book repository, Lin Xuan began his search.

The first floor covered thousands of square meters, with neatly arranged shelves. Lin Xuan started from the left side.

*The Nine Yang Decree of Heavenly Mountain*, *True Scripture of Dark Yin*, *Solar and Lunar Divine Palm*, *Vice-Demon Tyrant's Fist*...

One by one, these were martial arts secrets of secular experts—immortal masters—but held no appeal for cultivators. No matter how high their martial skills, they could not match magical treasures. These items were worthless here.

Lin Xuan shook his head and moved to another corner.

*Compendium of Herbs*, *Thirteen Chapters on Medicine*, *Needle Stabbing Pulse Cutting*...

The titles of these ancient medical texts flashed before him, but they held no value for cultivators either; a single low-grade medicinal pill could cure common illnesses in ordinary people.

As he read the titles, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile. No wonder it was free and open to all—these books were like a meal with no taste but too valuable to discard, especially for lower-ranking disciples who were treated as an afterthought. They were clearly not considered important enough to be given any attention.

The cultivation world truly lived by the law of the jungle; one needed power to gain respect and authority. This thought strengthened Lin Xuan's resolve to cultivate further.
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第十二章 神秘光点

Lin Xuan turned his gaze to the remaining books and continued searching. After a moment, he stopped in front of a bookshelf and took out a black-bound volume titled *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*.

He flipped through it briefly; it was a notebook from an cultivator, but didn't contain any cultivation techniques. Instead, it recorded the experiences and anecdotes of this senior's travels around various regions.

This shelf held similar books, which might provide some clues. Lin Xuan carefully sifted through them, picking out two more: *Strange Tales of the Nine Provinces* and *Myths of Deities and Demons*.

With three books, he had reached the limit for low-ranking disciples' borrowing privileges. After handling the formalities, he returned to his room with the books and sat down in a chair, beginning his diligent study.

As the sun set, golden twilight hung over the sky. Lin Xuan stretched his slightly sore neck and rubbed his dry eyes, finally finishing all three books.

The tales within were numerous and eye-opening for the young man, but there was still no clue about the blue star sea in his body.

The three books also detailed many legendary encounters in theimmortal realm (Celestial Realm), such as two thousand years ago when True Man Feihexian consumed a mysterious ice fruit at the northernmost peak. From then on, his cultivation of water attributes seemed to have divine assistance, making him an admired master and founding the Heavenly Mountain sect.

Another example was Sovereign Demon Tyrant Ghost Corpse, who had been bitten by a strange snake early in life, poisoning himself severely. Miraculously, he didn't die but gained significant benefits; his subsequent cultivation techniques automatically included that snake's venom, something no one could withstand.

And there were more...

While the books described many such encounters, not all were fortunate. Many cultivators died from consuming exotic fruits or encountering beastly creatures.

In other words, these encounters had both advantages and disadvantages, depending on whether one's luck was in play.

Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned about this; he could be certain that the shell was a beneficial treasure based on Zhou Yan's actions. His current worry was how to use it, but there were no descriptions of the blue star sea in any of the three books.

It seemed he would have to rely on his own exploration...

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and once again employed Inner Vision. The star sea in his dantian showed no change; it remained distinct from essence energy, unaffected by each other.

Using his divine sense to observe, about half an hour later, Lin Xuan decided to take a risk. He used the sect's inner refinement method to gather the blue light points as he would gather essence energy.

This process was risky; these blue lights were unknown entities, and the dantian was the foundation of cultivation. A mishap could bring disaster.

However, one must enter the tiger's den if they want its cub. To gain benefits, risks had to be taken. After observing for some time, Lin Xuan felt confident enough to proceed with his experiment, which he had carefully considered.

Soon, beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. Compared to essence energy, these blue light points were harder to control, but Lin Xuan was prepared for the challenge; he remained calm and methodical in his efforts. After repeated attempts, the blue light points finally coalesced.

Lin Xuan's head emitted wisps of white vapor as he tried to manipulate them like essence energy. The process was extremely difficult, with each movement feeling awkward, but no other discomforts arose.

He continued trying...

Time passed slowly...

"Ah?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, a hint of surprise appearing on his calm face. When the light points flowed through his meridians and reached his right palm, they didn't return to the dantian as essence energy would; instead, they escaped from his body.

Though he had anticipated various scenarios before trying, this outcome was unexpected.

Surprised but not alarmed, Lin Xuan stopped his cultivation and slowly opened his eyes. Before him floated numerous blue light points, identical to those in his dantian.

He touched one of them, feeling a warmth akin to sunlight, but unable to draw it back into his body. After a while, the light points dimmed until they vanished.

The young man sat cross-legged again and used Inner Vision to check his dantian. He found that the star sea had shrunk slightly.

In bed, Lin Xuan began to think. It seemed his hypothesis was correct; these light points could indeed be circulated like essence energy through a grand cycle, but why did they escape from his body at the palm? Further research would be needed.

After carefully analyzing today's findings, drowsiness overcame him. Repeatedly circulating the light points in his meridians was exhausting, and only Lin Xuan had the perseverance to complete it nine times.

...

The rooster crowed as dawn broke.

Awakened refreshed, Lin Xuan didn't head to the Eagle Nest Pavilion for training but sat cross-legged on his bed. Yesterday's experiment had made significant progress, so he planned to continue experimenting today.

Once again employing Inner Vision, Lin Xuan noticed a faint smile on his lips. The situation in his dantian was indeed as he had imagined.

Yesterday, part of the light points had escaped from his body, causing the star sea in his dantian to shrink significantly. But after waking up, it had returned to its original state.

Lin Xuan had hypothesized that since these light points could integrate into his body, they shouldn't be one-time use items; their consumption should have a way of recovery, otherwise, Zhou Yan wouldn't have valued them so much as treasures.

Though he was confident in this hypothesis, today's discovery truly put his mind at ease. The situation turned out better than expected—no specific conditions were needed to replenish the light points, which had become part of his body like strength; they could be naturally regenerated after use and rest.

No longer worried about the depletion of these light points, Lin Xuan gained another significant insight. His immediate task now was to study their uses.
第十三章 变废为宝

In the following days, Lin Xuan devoted half his time to cultivation and the other half to studying the star sea within his body. A week passed in a blink, though he hadn't yet found any clues, at least he had managed to make the blue light flow more smoothly when it was treated as essence energy.

"Exactly how should I use this?"

Holding a pill in his hand, Lin Xuan ran through all the experiments he had conducted on the blue light points over these days. Unlike other spirit pills, this one emitted a peculiar sticky smell because it was given to him by Elder Ma; for cultivators, failed pills were useless, but Lin Xuan hadn't discarded them since their ingredients were still precious materials.

Thoughts alone wouldn’t suffice; he needed to try and understand through action.

"Perform another grand circulation."

Lin Xuan had already run the blue light through his meridians multiple times, each time it would dissipate at his right palm. This was clearly key, so he repeated the process tirelessly in hopes of finding a breakthrough point.

Crossing his legs, Lin Xuan gathered the light points from his dantian into a blue thread and began the circulation. At first, everything went smoothly; though slow, the light did flow through his meridians and reached his right wrist quickly.

But before it could continue further, Lin Xuan focused all his mental energy to feel out any details he might have overlooked.

With his divine sense, Lin Xuan could clearly perceive the changes in the light points. They were about to reach his palm, but light being formless passed through the meridians and skin...

Wait!

Lin Xuan suddenly noticed a difference; the blue light did indeed escape from his body, but instead of floating into the air, it entered something within his right hand.

Waste pills... I forgot to set them aside during my grand circulation earlier.

With this discovery, Lin Xuan's focus sharpened. He continuously drew more blue light from his dantian, though he still didn't understand why the light reacted with the waste pills, but perhaps it could be a breakthrough.

Any detail might hold the key!

Carefully, Lin Xuan controlled the blue light while probing the waste pills with his divine sense. The scene was directly transmitted to his mind; some of the blue light points entered the waste pill, while others were repelled and dissipated in the air.

A minute passed...

Two minutes...

Ten minutes...

The star sea within his dantian had shrunk to only a third of its usual size. At this point, no matter how hard Lin Xuan tried, he couldn't summon any more light points; it seemed that was their limit. Simultaneously, a fragrance wafted into his nose.

Opening his eyes, the originally dark and murky waste pills had turned completely white—was this a low-grade Essence Cleansing Pill?

Compared to his peers, Lin Xuan was much more mature. Although he hadn't yet reached the level of remaining unperturbed when faced with a collapsing mountain, at least he could hide his emotions. But there were no absolutes; right now, his face showed shock and he rubbed his eyes vigorously—such an outburst rarely occurred in Lin Xuan.

After a long moment of scrutiny, he confirmed it was indeed a low-grade Essence Cleansing Pill!

"Haha!" Even the most composed and scheming Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh freely. What had been worthless waste pills had turned into useful spirit pills; could this blue light actually transform waste into treasure?

If so, wouldn’t that mean he struck gold?

After all, in cultivation, talent mattered, but with sufficient spirit pills, even an ordinary person without a spirit root could become a master... of course, only theoretically. The reason was simple: no matter how wealthy a cultivator might be, they couldn't treat spirit pills like candy.

But if this blue light truly had the ability to transform waste into treasure...

Lin Xuan's joy was palpable. But soon he suppressed his excitement and returned to calmness, beginning to ponder.

Though he expected it to be extraordinary, he hadn’t anticipated its almost divine function—transforming waste into treasure. This would make any cultivator envious, so the most pressing issue now was secrecy; no one could know about this.

He didn't know how Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu obtained the treasure or if there were others involved. But even if there were, Lin Xuan wasn’t worried because both Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu had died, and it was unlikely anyone would suspect a low-ranking disciple like himself.

This matter could be trusted; the only thing to watch out for was not revealing his dantian's condition. This wouldn't be too difficult since human anatomy was incredibly complex. Even experts far surpassing him could easily shield their divine sense scans if they were careful, making exposure highly unlikely.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan no longer worried and turned his thoughts to the benefits the blue light points might bring him.

To become a great cultivator required two conditions: first, having a good spirit root, or sufficient innate talent; second, being diligent, never lazy, overcoming any difficulty with unwavering focus on cultivation.

For Lin Xuan specifically, he fully met the second condition. He wasn't boasting; his efforts in Drifting Cloud Valley were unparalleled—second best? No one dared claim first place. As a灵动期 disciple, he dared to practice Heart Refinement Path, showing his dedication to cultivation.

The reason for his low power was simply that he lacked a spirit root, being just an ordinary person. Ordinary people's progress in cultivation was always abysmally slow.

But this situation would soon change; commoners could achieve great results with less effort, but there were still ways to improve. With sufficient spirit pills, even an ordinary person without a spirit root could become a master... of course, the pills weren't candy, and even powerful major sects couldn’t afford them.
第十四章 丹药提纯

In the cultivation world, alchemy was a highly skilled task. Even experienced experts had low success rates; typically, out of three batches of pills, one would fail. Waste Pills, due to their high impurity content, not only offered no benefits but also harmed the cultivator's body, usually resulting in discarding them with pain.

Various spirit herbs and medicinal materials were scarce, making alchemy even more challenging. This scarcity made pills extremely rare.

This caused headaches for cultivators, especially those from small sects like Drifting Cloud Valley, where alchemists had limited skills, leading to higher failure rates—around 50%. Even common, low-grade Essence Cleansing Pills could only be provided in small quantities each month, just two per disciple.

The scarcity of pills was a significant factor hindering the improvement of cultivators' abilities. Even those with excellent Spirit Roots and great diligence still relied on pills for support.

However, this presented a massive opportunity for Lin Xuan.

Because the mysterious light points within him could defy nature, turning waste into treasure...

Taking Drifting Cloud Valley as an example, there were roughly three hundred灵动期disciples, each receiving two Essence Cleansing Pills per month, totaling about six hundred. Due to failed alchemy, the number of Waste Pills generated was also around this amount.

Waste Pills were harmful and useless; they were mere trash. This understanding had been formed in cultivation circles over thousands of years. Although waste pills weren't discarded randomly, management was chaotic, and no one paid attention. Thus, Lin Xuan began to eye these waste pills.

With six hundred Waste Pills each month, if he could obtain them and transform the blue light points into useful spirit medicines...

This would allow him to treat pills like candy, significantly boosting his cultivation speed even without a Spirit Root compared to his fellow disciples.

The prospects were bright. However, Lin Xuan did not get carried away. Even then, he remained highly alert, formulating plans for what he should do next.

Firstly, he needed to explore the reasons behind the transformation of Waste Pills into valuable spirit medicines. He must understand the conditions required and how to control the blue light points. Otherwise, his beautiful设想would be like mirages—visible but unattainable. The usage method of the blue light points needed careful mastery.

Having set his target, Lin Xuan placed a pill in front of him and examined it carefully.

The color and scent were correct; he had previously ingested inferior Essence Cleansing Pills and would not mistake them for anything else.

To be safe, he took out another genuine Essence Cleansing Pill from his storage bracelet. This one was obtained from Zhou Yan. Comparing the two,

Compared to the authentic Essence Cleansing Pills, this transformed pill was slightly smaller in volume, with a pile of black powder around it, emitting an unpleasant odor that caught Lin Xuan's attention.

Impurities?

Lin Xuan did not overlook such crucial details and accurately identified their origin. The reason why spirit pills made from rare herbs often failed was due to the high impurity content in Waste Pills.

In other words, while the essence part of the pill wasn't lacking, it was the excessive impurities that rendered them ineffective for cultivation.

If he could remove these impurities and purify the essential parts, Waste Pills could be transformed into spirit medicines. However, this was merely theoretical; despite its simplicity, actual implementation was far more challenging than climbing to heaven. Over thousands of years, many attempts by major sects and scattered experts had failed.

After countless failures, cultivators gave up, reluctantly discarding their waste pills. Over thousands of years, the cultivation world had come to accept that impurities in Waste Pills could not be removed.

But before him lay a pile of black powder—clearly impurities!

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment and began making bold assumptions. Could the blue sea within his body's function be purification, removing impurities, and concentrating the essence parts to transform waste into treasure?

Of course, this was just speculation; the exact situation needed further verification through action.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan poured another Waste Pill from his jade bottle, held it in his hand, sat cross-legged, and after a brief rest, the blue sea's consumption had recovered. He reactivated the blue light points to perform Grand Circulation.

The process was difficult, but Lin Xuan was accustomed to it. When the light point reached his wrist, he focused his spirit essence, carefully observing every detail.

Under the influence of his spirit essence, the scene expanded several times, clearly imprinted in his mind. Light points passed through the skin of his palm and overflowed from his body, some entering the pill, while others dissipated into the air.

As more light points entered the pill, black powder began to separate and detach from it—these were impurities.

Meanwhile, the color of the pill gradually faded, turning from black to gray, then white...

Lin Xuan meticulously recorded every detail. Watching the changes in the pill, he concluded that his guess was likely correct.

He also noticed that not all light points entered the pill; some dissipated into the air, clearly a waste. Thus, Lin Xuan consciously adjusted the blue light points within him to cluster more tightly, increasing the number entering the pill.

Sure enough, the rate of impurity separation sped up. However, after two or three minutes, with a soft sound, the pill in his palm exploded.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and moved his hand forward, revealing four pieces of charred spirit pills on it. This attempt ended in failure.

"Seems like blue light points can indeed separate impurities and purify the essence parts to transform waste into treasure," Lin Xuan muttered, showing no signs of disappointment. Although this experiment had failed, he gained valuable insights that confirmed his hypothesis.

Next came analysis. He reviewed the process of controlling the blue light points without errors. The only possible reason for failure was speed—could it be too fast an entry rate exceeding its capacity?

Lin Xuan made a hypothesis and needed to verify it by trying again. However, the volume of the blue sea within him was already too small, insufficient for purification. He decided to rest before attempting again.
第十五章 尝试与心得

After an hour of rest, the star sea within Lin Xuan's body had returned to its original state. He took out a Waste Pill and sat cross-legged, attempting again.

Circulation... guiding the light point into the waste pill...

Bang!

Another failure. It seemed he needed to slow down the speed even more.

Resting, then trying once more.

This time, Lin Xuan tried slowing down the speed further, taking it step by step. Patience was key; rushing wouldn't help. If the light point entered too quickly, causing the pill to explode, then he would just need to go slower.

However, this attempt also brought an unexpected result. When the light point entered the waste pill at a much slower pace, impurities did not get purified but instead moved within the pill, intertwining more tightly with the essence part, becoming inseparable.

It seemed that even slowing down too much was not ideal.

Lin Xuan toyed with his failed attempt and pondered. The purification process truly required mastering; it was neither fast nor slow enough. He must control the speed to a certain range for success.

But what exactly was this range? Only repeated trials could reveal it.

After resting, Lin Xuan resumed his efforts in the night, not sleeping as he tried and failed multiple times, seeking to quickly grasp the secrets of the blue light point.

As dawn broke, dispelling the darkness, Lin Xuan held a snow-white pill in his hand. After one whole night of trials and five wasted waste pills, he finally succeeded in purifying another one.

Recalling the speed of the light point during the purification process, Lin Xuan showed a thoughtful expression. He took a brief rest before taking out another waste pill.

However, this attempt ended in failure as well. Lin Xuan shook his head. Although he knew what speed was needed, controlling it was still very unfamiliar. The only way was through practice—practice made perfect.

Even with the current success rate of 20%, five waste pills could yield one purified pill, a decent chance. Previously, Master Elder Ma had given him two bottles of waste pills in exchange for two spirit herbs, which seemed unfair at first. But now, with the blue light point...

Each bottle contained one hundred waste pills, and from them, he could potentially extract forty spirit herbs, twenty times more than before.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile, not because of the large number of spirit herbs but because this ability gave him hope in cultivation. With the support of medicinal power, an ordinary person could also succeed.

The research on the star sea had yielded initial results. Lin Xuan opened his window; it was already bright outside, and it was time to practice. He carefully stored the jade bottle and the purified waste pills before leaving his room and heading to the Eagle Nest Pavilion's Qi Cultivation Hall for another round of meditation. Even with the star sea, he couldn't neglect effort.

Over the next few weeks, Lin Xuan diligently practiced while secretly purifying waste pills, not just for the spirit herbs but also to familiarize himself with the usage of the star sea. After all, this was his hope in advancing on his cultivation path; no mistakes were allowed!

With determination, he began implementing his plan. It was a tough process, like feeling his way through the dark. Holding a waste pill, the blue light circulated, controlling the speed as he carefully used his spirit sense to monitor.

Bang!

Another failure. Lin Xuan's expression soured. To others, waste pills were trash, but for him, they might become spirit herbs. Each wasted pill was painful.

But this was the trial phase; losses were inevitable. Besides, the volume of the star sea had also decreased significantly. Lin Xuan needed to rest...

Thus, he practiced and purified pills daily. Two weeks passed, and with practice came proficiency. Initially, out of five waste pills, he could only purify one. Over time, now with three waste pills, he succeeded once.

Previously, a whole night's effort might yield two spirit herbs at most. Now, in just one night, he could get five to six Lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills.

The speed and success rate had improved significantly.

After nearly a month of hard work, the results from two bottles of waste pills exceeded expectations. After subtracting failures, Lin Xuan obtained sixty spirit herbs.

Sixty was an impressive number; ordinary disciples would need thirty months' worth of spirit herbs to match that amount.

Lin Xuan's assets were now substantial enough to be considered a wealthy man. He carefully stored the Essence Cleansing Pills, keeping this secret from anyone else.

With sufficient spirit herbs, his next goal naturally became diligent practice. Spending time in Drifting Cloud Valley, Lin Xuan increasingly realized that strength was the foundation of survival for cultivators. Fairness, justice, and reason were just empty words; in critical moments, it was who had the strongest fist who would be the boss.

Power was directly proportional to authority!

Even as a cultivator, one's lifespan wasn't infinite but increased with greater cultivation—Dynamism Stage cultivators lived about as long as ordinary people. Foundation Establishment Stage could live twice as long, two hundred years; Condensation Core Stage four times as long, four hundred years. In other words, the eight stages of cultivation doubled one's lifespan with each advancement.

Beyond that were Incubation Core Stage, 800 years; Separation Union Stage, 1,600 years; Profound Void Stage, 3,200 years, and so on...

Finally, if one could successfully pass the tribulation, they would become an immortal, living forever, shining alongside the sun and moon.

Lin Xuan didn't believe in reincarnation. Instead of pinning his hopes on a vague future life, he decided to work harder now. Although he lacked a spirit root, with the blue star sea, Lin Xuan's path to immortality was promising.

Lin Xuan drafted an extensive cultivation enhancement plan.

With spirit herbs as the foundation and diligent effort, Lin Xuan took one Essence Cleansing Pill each morning, noon, and night, then meditated to refine the medicinal power. Although in the cultivation world, Essence Cleansing Pills weren't considered precious medicines, with such luxury of taking several pills daily, he felt his body's essence energy becoming increasingly abundant after about a week.

The bottleneck that had previously blocked him was no longer an issue.

It was time to challenge the second layer of Dynamism Stage!
第十六章 灵丹冲关

After three years of seeking immortality, Lin Xuan felt the cultivation process was surprisingly smooth and effortless for the first time. Unlike before, every step did not seem as arduous.

He closed the windows and doors, then dragged over a mat and sat cross-legged on the ground. From his chest pocket, he took out an jade bottle and poured out nine Essence Cleansing Pills.

For this breakthrough attempt, Lin Xuan had spared no effort; yesterday, he specifically visited the library to review some medicinal texts. Now, while he didn't lack spiritual herbs, he wondered if taking more than nine Essence Cleansing Pills at a time would be beneficial or harmful.

This question needed clarification, as eating too many could lead to regrettable side effects.

Such cultivation knowledge books were available on the first level; in *Essence Pill Annotations*, Lin Xuan read this description: Essence Cleansing Pills—lowest-grade and most common pills in the cultivation world. They can increase a Disciple of Agility's magical power, with no more than nine per day recommended.

The text did not specify what would happen if one took more than nine, but such information was sufficient for Lin Xuan. He only needed to know the maximum dosage of this pill. From his chest pocket, he took out an jade bottle and poured out nine Essence Cleansing Pills, swallowing them all before starting to mobilize his spiritual energy to challenge the second layer of Agility.

The medicinal power quickly spread throughout his body.

Bang!

A powerful heat flow radiated from his dantian to various meridians. Lin Xuan felt as if he were inside a furnace.

Almost in an instant, his clothes became soaked with sweat, and the internal heat did not diminish; instead, it intensified.

He had never encountered such a situation before when taking Essence Cleansing Pills. Could there be something wrong with that book's records? Shouldn't one take fewer at once?

These thoughts flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind, but he remained calm, as unexpected situations required a cool head.

Despite the unbearable heat, Lin Xuan had endured the Heart Refinement Path trials; this was nothing unusual. He gritted his teeth and ignored the heat flow, letting it circulate in his body while maintaining focus on his dantian to keep his mind clear.

Indeed, Lin Xuan’s judgment proved correct. After about two hours, the heat gradually weakened, replaced by a warm sensation throughout his body.

At the same time, the spiritual energy in his dantian began to change, growing like it had absorbed nutrients, doubling in volume compared to before.

Lin Xuan controlled his spiritual energy as it circulated through the meridians, performing the Grand Circulation. Previously, this process was difficult and slow; now, it became effortless.

The situation was better than expected, but Lin Xuan remained calm and unbothered. As time passed, he entered a critical phase, his expression growing serious, motionless as if in meditation.

Pop! A light sound echoed, akin to something breaking. In his dantian, all the spiritual energy became unstable, rapidly transforming. With his divine consciousness, Lin Xuan observed that the color of the spiritual energy had darkened and grown more robust. The gap between the first and second layers of Agility was a qualitative leap.

After breaking through the second layer, Lin Xuan immediately felt the difference; the quantity and quality of spiritual energy in his dantian significantly improved.

Although pleased, Lin Xuan’s expression remained steady. This outcome was entirely expected—given the large number of Essence Cleansing Pills as support, failing to break through would be truly strange.

This breakthrough also proved that pills could compensate for the lack of a spirit root. Lin Xuan's confidence in cultivation grew tenfold.

After savoring the delightful experience of entering the second layer of Agility, Lin Xuan began planning his future. There was still much work ahead; he lagged far behind his fellow disciples and needed to catch up urgently.

Without the fourth-layer Agility, he could not drive certain spiritual artifacts, only watching enviously. Therefore, his current priority was to rapidly enhance his strength.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, preparing to use Inner Vision to check his body's condition before formulating a training plan based on his findings.

However, the next discovery surprised him.

The changes originated from his dantian; not only did the spiritual energy increase, but the Star Sea also expanded by a circle. The light points became more numerous and brighter.

How could this be?

Lin Xuan propped himself up with his hand, lost in thought. Could the Star Sea grow alongside his cultivation level? The higher one's magical power, the stronger the Star Sea’s energy!

This hypothesis seemed absurd on the surface but made sense when considered carefully. It also resolved a long-standing issue within Lin Xuan.

Firstly, the rate of purification; although the light points in the Star Sea could recover after consumption, this process required time and was not conducive to large-scale essence pill refinement. Previously, his Star Sea could only support refining two Waste Pills at most, but now with double the volume, continuously purifying four should be feasible.

Secondly, for long-term planning, Lin Xuan speculated that if blue light points could refine Essence Cleansing Pills, they might also refine other pills.

Essence Cleansing Pills were the lowest-grade spiritual herbs; their medicinal ingredients were relatively simple. More advanced spiritual herbs had more complex impurities, requiring more light points during purification. If the Star Sea’s volume remained unchanged, it might not be enough to support the refinement of a single pill.

Lin Xuan had already tested this and found that the purification process could not be interrupted; otherwise, the essence pills would be ruined. Although this weakness was not yet apparent, he was already preparing for the future.

If his hypothesis proved correct—that the Star Sea grew in tandem with magical power, the higher one's magical power, the stronger the Star Sea’s energy—this issue would be resolved.

Of course, whether that was true needed verification; as his magical power increased, Lin Xuan planned to observe if the Star Sea would grow accordingly.
第十七章 尝试中品丹

Lin Xuan had already gained a preliminary grasp of the application of blue light points, but whether this was its full secret or just the tip of the iceberg, he decided to continue exploring.

From the jade bottle, he poured out a pill. This wasn't a waste pill; it was an excellent essence cleansing pill obtained from Zhou Yan.

Could waste pills be purified further? Could lower-grade essence cleansing pills also be refined and upgraded?

Lin Xuan wanted to try!

After all, within the cultivation world, every kind of spirit herb could be divided into four grades: inferior, middle, superior, and supreme. The grading of these herbs mainly depended on the impurities they contained; materials themselves didn't differ much. The more impurities there were, the more dispersed the useful essence became, resulting in poorer effects after consumption.

In contrast, higher-grade pills had fewer impurities and a more concentrated essence, leading to better results when consumed. Of course, the higher the grade of the pill, the harder it was to refine.

Generally speaking, if an herb contained over 70% impurities, it was called a waste pill; inferior pills had about 50%, middle-grade ones around 30%, superior ones 10%, and supreme pills only 2-3%.

For thousands of years in the cultivation world, they had been trying to reduce the impurities in their pills with little success. Countless masters and clever individuals had put in countless efforts but reaped meager results. Today, most spirit herbs like essence cleansing pills, foundation establishing pills, primordial nurturing pills, and nine transformations pills were mostly inferior-grade.

Now, Lin Xuan wanted to push further. Since the Star Sea could purify waste pills into inferior ones, could it also refine inferior pills into middle-grade ones?

Theoretically, this should be possible. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, holding a pill that was completely snow-white in his hand. The blue light points gathered within his dantian.

After over a month of practice, especially after breaking through the second layer of the灵动期 (Flexible Spirit Period), his strength had greatly increased. Controlling the blue light to perform the grand circulation cycle no longer felt awkward.

But Lin Xuan didn't let his guard down; today was an attempt at something new. He released all his divine sense and watched as the light points flowed through his meridians, then focused on the essence cleansing pill in his hand.

After breaking through the second layer of the灵动期, Lin Xuan's various numerical values had doubled. Besides spirit energy, his divine sense had also significantly strengthened. Previously, he could only observe changes on the surface of the pill; now, he could penetrate into its interior.

The essence cleansing pill was magnified several times in his mind, revealing every detail. From the outside, it appeared completely white, but inside, Lin Xuan noticed a few black threads intertwined with the white parts—these were impurities.

His task was to expel these useless elements.

The blue light points penetrated through his skin and entered the pill's interior. Previously, he couldn't observe this process; all he could do was control the speed of the blue light flow.

Now, with enhanced divine sense, he could enter the pill's interior and study the purification process more closely.

Lin Xuan controlled the speed of the light points while carefully observing them.

The blue light points entered the pill and flowed inside. White represented essence, black represented impurities. When encountering an essence part, the blue light would pass through unobstructed; when meeting an impurity, it would push it outward, consuming energy in the process.

Lin Xuan watched as a block of black impurity moved forward by a small distance each time a blue light point encountered it, eventually being expelled from the pill. Thus, the amount of impurities decreased.

The purification process was like this, Lin Xuan nodded to himself, deepening his understanding and control over the blue light.

"Can my divine sense enter the interior of the pill and control these blue light points?" Another idea sprang to mind. Since the light points flowed chaotically within the pill, the purification efficiency wasn't high. If he could control them and gather them together, the process would become much easier.

Lin Xuan began his attempt.

To control the light points that overflowed from his body, he had to attach his divine sense to them. The principle was simple—similar to the drive object technique—but execution proved challenging.

Unlike actual objects, light points were intangible and formless. For high-ranking cultivators, this might be manageable, but Lin Xuan's cultivation level was only at the second layer of the灵动期. Although his divine sense had greatly strengthened after breaking through the bottleneck, it still fell far short.

After exerting all his strength, he could only make the blue light points tremble slightly.

Lin Xuan wisely chose to abandon this attempt for now; it was too premature. He would try again once his cultivation level improved.

Thus, Lin Xuan refocused on controlling the flow of Star Sea within his body and continued with the purification process.

This process wasn't without its challenges. Soon, a new problem arose. Compared to waste pills, the impurities in inferior pills were fewer but more tightly entangled with the essence parts. Thus, separating them required consuming more blue light energy.

After an hour, the Star Sea within his dantian had shrunk to one-third of its original size and approached the warning line, unable to emit any more blue light.

When the blue light stopped, the impurities that were almost expelled from the pill rebounded and returned to their original state, tightly entwining with the essence. The pill turned a pale black.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and looked at the ruined pill in his hand, a thoughtful expression on his face. Although this experiment hadn't succeeded, it still yielded significant gains.

Firstly, he could now enter the interior of pills to understand the purification process better, which would greatly benefit his control over the blue light.

Secondly, the blue light entering the pill's interior could still be controlled, though his current strength was insufficient. Once his divine sense became powerful enough, controlling the flow of blue light within the pill would significantly improve purification efficiency.

Experience came from continuous experimentation and learning from failures. Every trial—whether successful or not—Lin Xuan analyzed deeply.

Thanks to this approach and his bold yet meticulous nature, he gradually uncovered the secrets of the blue light points and gained a deeper understanding of them.
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Next, Lin Xuan began to fully enhance his cultivation, using medicinal pills as an aid. With the same diligence and hard work he had shown before, he indeed reaped significant gains.

The ancient texts were correct; even ordinary people without spirit roots could clear away obstacles in their cultivation if they had sufficient medicinal materials to support them.

After confirming this point, Lin Xuan consumed large quantities of Essence Cleansing Pills. If not for the daily limit of nine pills as stated in the text, he would have gladly eaten more medicinal herbs like food.

Regarding the method of consuming these medicines, Lin Xuan gradually developed some insights. He no longer took them one by one; doing so limited their effectiveness.

Of course, during his attempt to break through a bottleneck, taking all nine at once was also inappropriate. Although it didn't exceed the limit, the intense medicinal power made him suffer and was hard to absorb completely, with excess dissipating on its own.

This clearly was a wasteful behavior that should be avoided!

The correct method was to take three pills each time—morning, noon, and night—and then practice cultivation. This proved most effective.

Other low-rank disciples only received two Essence Cleansing Pills per month, but Lin Xuan consumed nine daily under this almost luxurious use of medicinal herbs. His progress was extremely fast; while he couldn't say it was like traveling a thousand miles in one day, his essence energy increased noticeably every day.

However, good times didn’t last long. A week later, all his Essence Cleansing Pills were depleted. Although he still had two more advanced pills from Zhang Yu, they were of a red, pea-sized variety that Lin Xuan had never seen before. He wouldn't ask the elders for clarification; doing so would be tantamount to admitting his involvement in the disappearance of Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan.

In private, Lin Xuan quietly consulted the archives at the library and learned that these were even more advanced medicinal pills than Essence Cleansing Pills—Base Foundation Pills!

These were used by disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period, not by those who had already reached the Base Foundation stage.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan carefully stored them away for future use. The immediate priority was to obtain more Essence Cleansing Pills so he could continue his cultivation.

Lin Xuan's goal was the "rubbish" waste pills considered worthless.

On the west side of Drifting Cloud Valley stood a small mountain whose interior had been hollowed out, creating a large tunnel leading deep underground. This was an active volcano sealed by generations of ancestors using great divine power. The volcanic heat was channeled into various rooms in the walls for alchemical purposes.

Danxia Mountain was one of the most important restricted areas in Drifting Cloud Valley, as significant as the library where all sorts of secret techniques and methods were stored.

Spirit beasts patrolled, high-ranking experts kept watch; any unauthorized intruders would be killed without mercy!

Even inner sect disciples weren't allowed to enter casually. If there was a matter, they could go to a building in front of Danxia Mountain for visitors.

Before coming here, Lin Xuan had gathered all the necessary information and confidently entered the building.

Inside, it was spacious with hundreds of square meters. A few young boys were idly sitting around; upon seeing Lin Xuan enter, one of them quickly approached him, respectfully bowed, and called out: "Mystic Master."

These boys weren't cultivators from Drifting Cloud Valley but outer sect disciples.

Outer sect disciples referred to those without spirit roots but who had other talents. They were admitted by the valley but not taught cultivation techniques; instead, they could receive other benefits.

In the eyes of ordinary people, cultivators were like deities. Thus, even as outer sect disciples, applicants would vie for spots, and the sect would carefully select them based on merit.

For example, these boys lacked spirit roots but came from renowned medical families, familiar with various medicinal herbs and their properties, suitable to assist in alchemy at Danxia Mountain.

The sect rewarded such individuals with valuable medical or martial arts texts, like those Lin Xuan had seen in the first floor of the library.

While these books were considered worthless in the cultivation world—like trash—they were invaluable treasures for ordinary people. After serving as outer sect disciples for a decade or two, they would leave the valley and become either renowned doctors or masters of extraordinary martial arts.

The benefits were obvious.

Knowing that Lin Xuan, without spirit roots but still admitted as an inner sect disciple, was rare, being an outer sect disciple was already fortunate. This good fortune came from his rescue of a powerful elder in Drifting Cloud Valley.

Though this boy didn't recognize Lin Xuan, he knew him to be a cultivator of the valley and thus treated him with respect.

Lin Xuan's respectful attitude stirred some emotions within him. Over these three years, due to his slow progress, he had endured ridicule from fellow disciples, almost forgetting his identity.

Although without spirit roots, he was still an ordinary person, but as a member of the cultivation world, he was like a deity in the eyes of commoners.

The high status and respect it brought were pleasant. This further solidified Lin Xuan's resolve to cultivate, though he kept no expression on his face: "Is your manager here?"

The boy nodded: "The manager is present. Mystic Master, please wait a moment while I inform him."

The boy respectfully led Lin Xuan to an adjacent side hall and offered him tea. As Lin Xuan sipped the fragrant tea, he pondered how to proceed. Soon, an elderly man entered the room.

With full white hair, around seventy years old, also a low-rank cultivator. The path of immortality was difficult; having a spirit root didn't guarantee success. Spirit roots came in different qualities, and personal opportunities and efforts varied.

For example, in Drifting Cloud Valley, ninety percent remained at the low-rank stage. This elderly man, now seventy years old, still had only reached the late Flexible Spirit period, far from the culmination of his cultivation. He would never have a chance to reach the Base Foundation stage. Thus, he decided not to continue striving and instead took up the easy job as an alchemy receptionist in the outer sect.
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"Disciple Brother, what brings you here?" Seeing the young man before him unremarkable in appearance and only at the second layer of Flexible Spirit Period, the elder's tone was quite cold.

Lin Xuan observed his expression and actions clearly. He secretly sneered inwardly; even though he himself was trash, this person still acted so snobbish. There truly wasn't any human emotion among cultivators.

He felt extremely disdainful in his heart but did not show it on the surface. Instead, he pretended to be somewhat hesitant as he said, "Senior Brother, I came here hoping for a simple task."

As mentioned earlier, the path of cultivation was arduous; even with a spirit root, most people's achievements were limited. They would linger in the Flexible Spirit Period their entire lives.

Some became disheartened and unwilling to endure hardship or continue cultivating. Instead, they sought out easy tasks within the sect to live comfortably and wait for death.

The elder before him was one such person.

Upon hearing Lin Xuan’s words, the elder mistakenly thought he was also someone like that. This misunderstanding was precisely what Lin Xuan had deliberately created to make things easier in the future.

"This is difficult!" The elder frowned deeply, appearing troubled: "Although I am the head of miscellaneous tasks at Danxia Mountain, all the subordinates are already full and there's no shortage of people. Disciple Brother, I'm sorry but I can't help you with this."

"Hmph, old fox." Lin Xuan inwardly cursed. He always acted cautiously and planned his moves carefully; he wouldn’t have come so rashly without knowing everything beforehand. A few days ago, he had secretly investigated and found out that the position of head at Danxia Mountain was still vacant. This old man was deliberately making things difficult.

However, such a situation was within Lin Xuan’s expectations. Cultivators were also quite cunning; he wanted to gain some benefits by asking for bribes. He had already thought of his对策.

He sneered inwardly and understood the other's intentions clearly but still acted like an inexperienced novice, stammering: "P-Please Senior Brother help me. I don't have a spirit root, so my cultivation is difficult. It would be better to be a head and live freely. If you can grant this favor, I will gladly offer this."

After speaking, Lin Xuan took out a package from his chest, wrapping it layer upon layer with cloth before presenting it to the elder.

"What's this?" Lin Xuan deliberately acted as if he was very secretive, successfully catching the elder’s attention.

He opened each layer of cloth, revealing a translucent corner. Although he couldn’t see its full appearance, the elder was already greatly surprised: "Crystal stone?"

Crystal stones were rocks rich in primordial qi from heaven and earth. Cultivators used them for cultivation, crafting tools, or battling; they were indispensable and served as currency.

However, crystal stone mines were scarce, and most of those extracted were taken by senior cultivators and experts. Low-ranking cultivators often saw crystal stones but few could possess them.

This young man’s cultivation was only at the second layer of Flexible Spirit Period, yet he had such a precious item.

But after fully opening the cloth, his expression turned somewhat disappointed; it wasn’t real crystal stone, just fragments, about half a piece.

When crystal stones shattered, much of their primordial qi would dissipate. With only a small portion left, the remaining essence in these fragments was merely one-fourth of a lower-grade crystal stone.

"This fragment is something I accidentally found. If Senior Brother grants me the position as head, I will gladly give it to you."

The elder’s heart stirred. Although just a fragment, for him, a low-ranking cultivator, it still represented significant wealth. The position of head was merely an easy task; he couldn’t afford not to take advantage.

He pretended to ponder: "Alright, Disciple Brother is so sincere, how could I refuse such kindness?"

After saying this, he took out a notebook and flipped through it: "The waste pill storage room still needs one more head. You can go there."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; indeed, as he had originally planned. But on the surface, he showed a look of difficulty: "Waste pill storage room? This..."

Seeing Lin Xuan’s hesitant expression and apparent opposition, the elder hurriedly said, "Disciple Brother, you don’t know that working in the waste pill storage room is the easiest task. You wanted to live freely; go there and you’ll be as happy as a神仙. I’m just looking out for your best interests."

"Really?" Although he knew it was all lies, Lin Xuan didn’t refute him but instead acted like he believed it: "I see. I thought waste pills were not good, so thank you, Senior Brother."

"Haha, there’s no need to be polite." The elder put the crystal stone fragment in his pocket and called a child: "This Disciple Brother is now the head of the waste pill storage room. Go down with him and give him your badge as proof."

"Yes!"

Looking at Lin Xuan's retreating figure, the elder smiled smugly: "The waste pill storage room is indeed easy; there’s no oil to be gained. Even such a low-ranking position can get a fragment of crystal stone. Truly an ignorant novice."

The elder thought he had made a profit but didn’t know that Lin Xuan was the real beneficiary, and everything today was part of his plan.

Every word and action from Lin Xuan was purposeful.

Before coming here, he had thoroughly investigated this Feng head’s character—greedy and stingy. Without benefits, he wouldn’t do anything.

Originally, giving him a crystal stone wasn’t much; after acquiring Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu's treasures, Lin Xuan’s wealth was substantial. But as a low-ranking first-layer disciple, having a crystal stone would be too obvious, potentially attracting unwanted attention. So, he deliberately broke the crystal stone into fragments, saving half of it while avoiding suspicion.

Secondly, pretending to be an inexperienced novice, Feng head might hand him the worst position even after accepting a bribe. Lin Xuan had investigated that no one needed waste pills, so its storage room was never visited and offered the worst position.

Feng head would definitely trick him into going there.

This suited Lin Xuan perfectly because it was a trick rather than an active choice, making it less likely to attract attention.

Feng head thought he was clever but was actually being led by Lin Xuan. Lin Xuan was the true beneficiary once his goals were achieved.

Phantom Rain: If you think this is good, please give me a vote. This book has been signed, so rest assured that there will be an ending. Please feel free to collect it.
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"Here, this is your token. Take it well."

A low-ranking cultivator in his forties tossed a small pendant to Lin Xuan's hand. His expression was cold and indifferent as he cast a sidelong glance at the somewhat dazed youth. The position of managing the waste pills room was the most worthless one; there was no grease for him here. This boy must have been deceived by Elder Manager Feng.

Lin Xuan pretended not to notice the contempt in his eyes. With a major secret now in hand, he had to act discreetly. It would be best to appear foolish and naive.

"Thank you, Senior Brother."

Lin Xuan examined the pendant in his hand. It was about half the size of a palm, neither made of metal nor wood. The front bore the inscription "Waste Pills Room," while the back read "Manager."

This was his identity token. With it, he could freely enter and exit the first layer of Danxia Mountain without being restricted by any prohibitions.

Danxia Mountain served as an important stronghold for their sect, divided into three layers. The second level housed several alchemy rooms that utilized underground fire, while the third stored various finished pills and medicinal materials—places of great importance with numerous hidden traps making it extremely difficult to enter.

The first layer included the waste pills storage room, reception areas, and miscellaneous offices. There were fewer restrictions here. With this token, Lin Xuan, as a low-ranking manager from outside the main sect, could move freely in the first layer.

Holding the pendant, Lin Xuan felt joy in his heart but still maintained an expression of naivety. He bid farewell to the low-ranking cultivator and walked out of the room into an empty area.

Immediately upon grasping the token, Lin Xuan shed all signs of a new recruit, appearing sharp and mature. A sneer curled at the corner of his mouth.

The position of managing the waste pills storage had finally been secured. For just a fragment of a crystal stone, he achieved his goal, ensuring a steady supply of pills for the future without arousing suspicion—two birds with one stone.

After a moment's silence, Lin Xuan pulled out an jade tube from his pocket and injected his spirit essence into it. Inside were not cultivation techniques but a map of the first layer of Danxia Mountain along with some precautions on where to go and where to avoid entering.

After skimming through them, Lin Xuan found the location of the waste pills storage room and strode over.

---

"This waste pill is indeed considered trash by other cultivators. There are usually some prohibitions on the way to other places, but this waste pills storage room has nothing," Lin Xuan mused as he walked. The less it was valued, the easier his actions would be.

After about a quarter of an hour, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the waste pills storage room. It was a small courtyard-style building with one large room serving as the warehouse and smaller rooms for the managers and junior attendants to live in.

Though simple, the area was spacious enough. After surveying it, Lin Xuan nodded approvingly before stepping into the courtyard.

Several young boys around fifteen or sixteen years old were idly basking in the sun. It seemed that no one had come here for a long time, as they were taken aback when they saw Lin Xuan. However, upon recognizing his attire as a sect cultivator, they quickly bowed respectfully and approached him. An older-looking boy, who appeared to be their leader, greeted Lin Xuan with respect: "Mystic Master, may I ask why you are here?"

"What's your name?" Lin Xuan asked.

"My name is Zhao Ming," the boy replied humbly without any resentment at being addressed in such a manner.

The other boys remained silent and respectful. This made Lin Xuan feel superior as he was used to being looked up to by ordinary people. Cultivators were seen as high above others, and it felt good to be on top.

"Are you the leader here?"

"Yes!" Zhao Ming replied honestly: "I am the acting manager of this place."

"Acting manager?" Lin Xuan was surprised. Though it was a minor position, managers in the sect had always been filled by cultivators; he was an outer sect disciple...

Seeing Lin Xuan's confusion, Zhao Ming smiled bitterly: "Mystic Master, the position of manager for the waste pills room has been vacant for quite some time now. Since no new Mystic Masters were assigned here from above, I have temporarily taken on this role."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded. For other cultivators, managing such a worthless position offered no benefits, so they didn't want to come.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan strode in confidently: "I am the new manager dispatched by the sect. From now on, the waste pills room will be under my management. Here is your identity token; please check it."

Zhao Ming wasn't dumb and had anticipated something like this. He didn't show any surprise as he took the token, verified its authenticity, then led the other boys in a respectful bow: "Disciple here pays respects to Manager Sir."

---

"Never mind," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. "Go about your business!"

After dispersing the other boys, he left only Zhao Ming behind: "Show me around."

This would be his domain from now on, so Lin Xuan wanted to get a clear understanding of everything. Zhao Ming nodded and led him through.

"Click!"

A heavy door slowly creaked open, sending clouds of dust down from above. Lin Xuan's expression was somewhat startled as he looked at the mess of bottles and jars piled up: "This... is where waste pills are stored?"

"Yes, Mystic Master."

"Why does it look like no one has cleaned or organized this place? Where are the records? How many waste pills do we have here?"

"Um..." Zhao Ming stammered. After a moment, he cautiously replied: "Mystic Master, I'm not sure how many waste pills there are; the record sheets haven't been updated for a long time."

"Why is that? Aren't you in charge of this place?"

"It's like this..." Zhao Ming glanced at Lin Xuan's face and carefully chose his words. "You know, waste pills contain too much impurities, making them useless to cultivators. Even if they are ingested, they can harm the body. Although not discarded, they are essentially useless items, so management here is chaotic. Who would keep records? It wasn't that I was neglecting my duties as acting manager; it's just always been this way. Drifting Cloud Valley has a thousand-year history, and the rules for managing waste pills rooms have always been like this. These waste pills are trash; no one will steal them, so why bother counting?"
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"Ah." After a moment, Lin Xuan nodded. It seemed he had accepted Zhao Ming's explanation, which greatly relieved Zhao Ming. Little did Zhao Ming know that while Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, his heart was filled with joy.

Lin Xuan’s original plan to become the manager of the Waste Pills Room was just the first step. The second step involved familiarizing himself with the situation and checking the accounts to see how he could exploit any loopholes for false accounting and misappropriation of waste pills without drawing attention.

However, things turned out even simpler than expected. The storage management of the waste pills was in a complete mess; there were no records at all. In other words, nobody knew exactly how many waste pills were stored here. Therefore, he didn’t need to worry about moving them around—just take as much as needed without fear of being discovered.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile.

"Immortal Master, Immortal Master."

A voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned and found Zhao Ming looking at him with a puzzled expression. Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine and immediately warned himself: "From now on, don't be so careless. Those who accomplish great things must learn to hide their emotions; one's mood should not be discernible from their face."

"It’s fine!" Lin Xuan shook his head, adopting an indifferent demeanor. "I just didn’t expect the task of managing the Waste Pills Room to be so easy. Looks like I can enjoy myself for a while now."

"Haha, Immortal Master, don't worry. The Waste Pills Room has nothing much to do. Even if there are some miscellaneous tasks, I’ll take care of them for you," Zhao Ming said with a sycophantic smile. From now on, Lin Xuan would be his superior, so he needed to curry favor.

Lin Xuan remained noncommittal and had Zhao Ming lead him around the other places before selecting a relatively quiet room as his living quarters.

Then, Lin Xuan asked Zhao Ming to gather all the young disciples and announced some rules. The first rule was that without his permission, no one should step within ten steps of his living quarters.

The young disciples showed no objection to this. Although they were only outer sect disciples, they still knew some rules of the Immortal Realm. Typically, every cultivator had their own secrets; high-ranking cultivators owned caves with numerous restrictions. Those who trespassed would be killed without mercy!

Lower-ranked cultivators didn’t have such strength and couldn't afford separate caves, but their living quarters were also off-limits to outsiders.

Therefore, they found Lin Xuan’s request perfectly normal and had no doubts about it.

After the young disciples dispersed, Lin Xuan returned to his room and lay down on the bed for a rest. He mentally reviewed everything that happened today, feeling confident there were no flaws in his plan.

Everything was going smoothly; the source of the Essence Cleansing Pills wouldn’t be an issue.

At different stages of cultivation, different types of pills were required. Essence Cleansing Pills were suitable for the Flexible Spirit Period and could be considered the lowest-grade pills. Higher-ranked cultivators like the Foundation Establishment period needed more advanced pills such as Foundation Establishment Pills and Cultivation Root Pills.

While the success rate for these higher-grade pills was lower, even waste pills had other uses; they wouldn’t just be piled up here like discarded Essence Cleansing Pills.

Nonetheless, at least in the Flexible Spirit Period, Lin Xuan’s pill supply was secure. As for Foundation Establishment and beyond, that was too far away. He was only at the second layer of the Flexible Spirit Period now, so he couldn’t be overly ambitious.

After pondering all this, Lin Xuan sat up from his bed and thought for a moment before pulling out a bracelet from his pocket. It was a crystal green storage bracelet belonging to Zhou Yan, which now belonged to him. He wouldn’t wear it openly; that would mean acknowledging their disappearance had something to do with him. Lin Xuan kept the bracelet close to his body.

He probed his divine sense into it and took out a talisman from inside.

It was an array talisman!

Cultivation encompassed everything, from various magical techniques to intricate arrays. For instance, sects used arrays to protect their mountains, while high-ranking cultivators set up restrictions around their caves; most of these were arrays.

Generally, setting up an array required pre-made array flags and disks, but such items were far beyond Lin Xuan’s current capabilities. He couldn’t afford them, and even if he could, his cultivation level wasn’t sufficient to operate them; they were meant for high-ranking cultivators.

So, what about lower-ranked cultivators? Were there any alternatives?

Of course, there were.

Just as spiritual artifacts served as simplified versions of magical treasures, one could set up an array without using flags or disks. That was the array talisman.

Array talismans were a type of talisman; ordinary talismans sealed spells within paper, while array talismans contained arrays.

These arrays were simple and basic with limited power, but they had clear advantages: simplicity in use and minimal consumption of essence energy. Even lower-ranked cultivators could easily employ them.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided to use one of the twenty or so talismans he obtained from Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan. He调动灵力，口中念念有词。in an instant，that talisman emitted brilliant light，and began to burn。

Lin Xuan waved his hand and threw it into the sky，同时喝道：“arise！”

immediately，spiritual energy triggered the sealing array，that burning talisman paper transformed into a small Yin-Yang Eight Trigram pattern，then rapidly expanded，飞出屋外，enveloped the entire house。

after a moment，the light forming the Eight Trigram gradually dimmed，所有异象消失，环境恢复原样。不过这只是表面现象；the array had already been set up around the living room。if someone trespassed擅自闯入，就会触动禁制。

after all, they harbored secrets unknown to others，if someone else saw the process of refining the pills, it would be bad。虽然说arise来，those young disciples, as outer door disciples，绝不敢违背这个管事的意思，擅自闯入自己的arise居室，但小心无大错，better safe than sorry，就怕万一。所以尽管心疼，林轩还是用了阵符。

although this prohibition was simple，普通人绝对不可能闯进来，and the storage room for waste丹 pills would not have any cultivators coming，这样布置应该是万无一失。
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After completing all these tasks, Lin Xuan lay down to rest and replenish his energy, preparing for the upcoming cultivation.

For the next few days, Lin Xuan did not immediately use the waste pills for purification. Instead, he decided to observe quietly for a while. Although Zhao Ming had given him a detailed introduction of the situation here, he still needed to conduct his own investigation to verify if everything was as described and without any lies.

Moreover, the cultivators who applied to manage this place were mostly lazy and unwilling to work hard. If he showed too much diligence, wouldn't it raise suspicion?

In any case, the path of cultivation was long, so there was no need for urgency. Thus, Lin Xuan decided to spend some time secretly gathering information while establishing a facade that he was lazy, introverted, and liked to stay in his room undisturbed.

Once everyone got used to this image, it would be easier for him to purify the waste pills and cultivate without arousing suspicion.

With these plans in mind, Lin Xuan began implementing them over the next few days.

Using about a week's time, he observed quietly from behind the scenes. Sure enough, Zhao Ming had not been lying; the tasks in the waste pill storage room were indeed very light, almost non-existent. Except for the first day of each month when the apprentices from the alchemy hall would deliver failed waste pills here, there was no one else—neither cultivators nor outer sect disciples.

The entire place felt like a secluded office, but it suited Lin Xuan perfectly. Additionally, the chaos in managing the waste pill storage room matched Zhao Ming's description and perhaps even exceeded it; records from a thousand years ago were said to have been kept, but they had long since vanished.

In any case, there was an entire room full of accumulated waste pills over the centuries, with no one knowing their exact quantity. For Lin Xuan, this was like a treasure trove he could freely access.

The only regret was that the Essence Cleansing Pills were only used in the Flexible Spirit Period; that was his sole disappointment.

But the need for higher-grade elixirs was far off, so he didn't dwell on it now.

After clarifying the situation, Lin Xuan spent about half a month successfully establishing this facade among the apprentices.

Now, the apprentices knew their new immortal master was lazy and liked to sleep, was introverted, and enjoyed staying in his room undisturbed.

The immortals disliked being disturbed. Although the apprentices had noticed theprohibition Lin Xuan set up outside his living quarters, they found it normal, even privately thinking that the manager had set up the array to prevent anyone from disturbing him while he slept.

With this understanding, no one dared to make a move. People avoided a ten-meter radius around Lin Xuan's living quarters, and all other tasks continued to be handled by Zhao Ming.

This was exactly what Lin Xuan wanted. Now, he could focus on his cultivation plan.

Firstly, Lin Xuan casually took a bottle of waste pills from the storage room and returned to his own quarters to begin purifying them.

Before that, he prepared some steamed buns and dried meat as food; cultivators at the lower levels of the Flexible Spirit Period still couldn't go without eating.

Over two days, Lin Xuan purified all the pills in the bottle. Due to recent research and practice, he was very familiar with purifying lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills, making it easy for him, with a success rate that had further increased. From one hundred waste pills, he obtained thirty-six useful spirit medicines.

The speed of purification had also significantly improved, thanks to his cultivation reaching the second layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, which had expanded the volume of his Star Sea considerably.

With the spirit medicines, Lin Xuan began cultivating according to the maximum dosage recorded in ancient texts and his own experience—three pills each morning, noon, and evening. Under the powerful medicinal force and with his hard work, despite not having a spirit root, his cultivation speed was rapid.

After finishing all the Essence Cleansing Pills, Lin Xuan would go back for more waste pills to purify and consume in a cycle.

...

Time passed like water, quickly slipping away. Before he knew it, half a year had gone by.

Lin Xuan continued his efforts in the storage room of waste pills without returning to the Heart Refinement Path. Although there was more abundant qi there, and he wasn't afraid of hard work, there was no need for that. With daily large doses of Essence Cleansing Pills, whether or not he cultivated under an abundant qi environment made little difference.

However, Lin Xuan did not completely isolate himself. He still paid attention to the outside world; every few days, he would visit the Eagle Nest Pavilion.

According to Drifting Cloud Valley's rules, a base foundation period expert would teach cultivation techniques to the Flexible Spirit Period disciples at regular intervals. Since this was an opportunity to learn new methods, Lin Xuan did not miss it. Even if they were temporarily unnecessary, he listened attentively and recorded the practice methods for future use.

Over these half a year, Lin Xuan consumed thousands of Essence Cleansing Pills under the powerful medicinal force's influence, working harder than most. His cultivation technique finally reached the fourth layer—mid-Flexible Spirit Period.

With his current cultivation level, Lin Xuan was among the middle to upper ranks compared to his peers who entered the valley at the same time. Most disciples were still lingering in the third layer, except for a few geniuses with exceptionally good spirit roots who had already mastered the fifth layer.

In other words, Lin Xuan had left most of them behind.

Remembering that he was only at the first layer of the Flexible Spirit Period half a year ago, and had advanced three layers in just a few months, such speed was rare even in the cultivation world. Those capable of achieving this were century-old prodigies, while Lin Xuan was merely an ordinary person without a spirit root.

The spirit medicines played a role; after all, not everyone could afford to give their disciples precious spirit medicines like candy, especially those with the ability to purify them.

Secondly, his hard work paid off. Lin Xuan understood that to have results, one must first make sacrifices. So even though he now had the ability to purify, he did not slack off; instead, he trained more intensively than before.

Hard work is rewarded by heaven, but Lin Xuan remained grounded and aware of his status as a low-ranking cultivator with a secret that couldn't be revealed. He tried to minimize his presence in the sect while secretly cultivating.
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However, after refining the Flexible Spirit Period cultivation technique to its fourth layer, Lin Xuan encountered a problem: the effectiveness of the Essence Cleansing Pills had significantly decreased, making his cultivation journey more challenging and slowing down his progress.

The path of cultivation became increasingly difficult as one progressed. Clearly, with his improved power, even lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were no longer sufficient to meet his needs.

According to common sense, if a pill's quality was poor, one could take it in larger quantities to make up for the difference. However, The Annotation on Pills clearly stated that the maximum number of pills one should consume daily was nine.

This posed a dilemma.

After careful consideration, Lin Xuan had no choice but to decide on another attempt at purifying middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills. According to the annotation, while the upper limit for Essence Cleansing Pills consumed daily was nine, there was no specific mention of which grade they should be. In other words, lower-grade pills could be taken up to nine a day, and better middle-grade pills could also be taken up to nine.

Since lower-grade pills were already insufficient, he naturally turned his attention to middle-grade ones. Although Lin Xuan had attempted using the Blue Star Sea to purify middle-grade pills when he first discovered its uses, it was a laborious process that ultimately failed.

Now, however, circumstances were different; at the time, his cultivation level was only the second layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, whereas now he was at the peak of the fourth layer. Moreover, the Blue Star Sea grew in tandem with his spiritual energy, and as his power increased, its volume had expanded significantly. Although Lin Xuan did not dare to say it would be a hundred percent successful, given that lower-grade pills were becoming less effective, purifying middle-grade ones was his only option.

After making this decision, Lin Xuan began the process. First, he rested for a while until his spirit, spiritual energy, and the Star Sea within his dantian were all in their best state.

Then, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and took out a lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pill from an jade bottle, holding it in his hand as he released his divine sense. With his current cultivation level at the fourth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, his spiritual energy had greatly increased, along with his divine sense. When fully extended, it could cover a ten-meter radius, revealing even the slightest details—such as ants crawling or the sound of a needle falling—to his keen perception.

Of course, this was not all. It was said that high-level cultivators could scan a hundred miles with their divine senses, and元婴期 cultivators could even travel through the void. However, these were merely legends, and Lin Xuan's current strength made it impossible for him to meet such people.

The immediate priority now was to purify middle-grade pills.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan began调动体内的蓝色光点。无数的蓝光聚集在一起，形成了一条美丽的蓝色丝带，沿着经脉移动。以前这个过程非常艰难，可以说吃力无比，现在则轻松了许多。怎么说林轩已经提纯过数千颗废丹，熟能生巧，而且随着他功力的提高，经脉比以前更加强壮，承受力更强，所以这个过程再也没有了那种生涩的感觉。

很快，光点顺着经脉移动到了右手的手腕，林轩将神识集中起来，全部作用在丹药上。顿时，奇妙的情况发生了，洗髓丹在脑海中被放大了数倍，林轩的神识轻易就进入了丹药内部，将精华和杂质部分看得一清二楚。

小心控制着光点的流速，让它们按顺序缓缓地进入到丹药之中，然后提纯开始了。在雪白的丹药内部，分布着一些黑色的东西，这些就是影响药效的杂质，所谓提纯，就是将它们弄出去。

这个过程十分艰难，因为这些杂质都与精华部分纠缠得十分紧密。不过蓝色光点却能够做到，当它流动遇到白色的精华时，就直接毫无阻隔地穿过去；遇到黑色的杂质，则将它们向外推一定的距离。

但与将废丹提纯成下品时不同，那时的杂质是粉末状固体，所以光点推动起来容易一些。可现在这些杂质却是浓稠的、半液态的东西，光点想要将它们与精华分离十分吃力。

同样体积大小的杂质，以前只需要一个光点就可以推动，现在则至少需要三个光点，甚至五个。上次提纯失败就是因为林轩体内的蓝色星海能量不够，那么现在星海的体积能否支持到提纯结束呢？

要知道，提纯过程是不能中断的，也就是说不能今天提纯一半，明天再接着来，要么一次成功，要么彻底报废。要知道在这种情况下报废的丹药，林轩也没有办法再次提纯，真正变成了垃圾。

不过，在尝试之前，林轩也考虑过，以现在星海的能量，成功的几率还是有七成以上的，但这指的是没有意外的情况。

到目前为止，林轩已经提纯了许多下品丹，但中品丹才仅仅第二次尝试，第一次还以失败告终。所以会不会出现突发情况，他也不敢肯定。

即使出现了这种情况也没有什么大不了的。反正自己的下品洗髓丹足够多，就算提纯失败也不可惜，继续总结经验再试验就行了。慢慢总会成功的，就像自己将废丹提纯成下品丹时，开始还是不很生涩，成功率也低，现在则觉得轻松惬意。这是一个熟悉掌握的过程。

有了这样的心理准备，林轩不怕失败，放心大胆地进行提纯。

一开始还算顺利，虽然推动半液态的杂质需要消耗更多的光点能量，但以现在星海的体积应该够用。

然而当杂质逐渐与精华部分分离，并且被光点推动到丹药边缘时，却怎么也动不了，也就是说无法排出体外。

怎么会这样呢？

以前提纯下品丹的时候从来没有遇到这种情况。林轩皱了皱眉，但并不慌张，着急解决不了问题，遇见状况就要冷静分析。

他将神识集中起来，查看丹药的边缘，只见与丹药内部不同，丹药的边缘部分似乎也是半液态。

“原来如此。”林轩一边维持着蓝光流动，一边开始分析。将废丹提纯成下品丹时杂质是粉末状固体，所以穿出去要容易一些；而提纯成中品丹时，杂质是半液态，粘性较大，所以不容易排出体外。

应该是这样！
第二十四章 利弊分析

After analyzing the situation, Lin Xuan naturally turned to finding a solution. He tried increasing the speed of the light points' movement, thereby providing more powerful energy to push out impurities.

However, the challenge lay in determining how much to increase it. If too little, it wouldn't be effective; if too much, it could exceed the pill's capacity and cause an explosion, rendering it useless.

Lin Xuan gradually increased the speed. The light points around the impurity became denser until finally, the impurity began moving again. Lin Xuan's actions grew more cautious as he carefully guided the impurities out...

About an hour later.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan lay on his bed, looking exhausted. His clothes were drenched in sweat; this purification process was even more tiring than continuous meditation for a whole day.

But a smile of satisfaction played at the corners of his mouth. Lin Xuan brought his right hand to his eyes and opened it. Inside was a small pill, emitting an invigorating aroma.

A middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pill!

Although he had never seen one before, from the description in the pill annotations, Lin Xuan recognized its exact appearance: light blue in color with an aroma far stronger than that of lower-grade pills. In the cultivation world, alchemy was a highly technical task; even lower-grade pills only had a 50-60% success rate, and middle-grade pills were less than one-fifth as likely to succeed. Thus, attempting to make a middle-grade pill required preparing five batches of materials, with four often being wasted due to the high standards and experience needed. Only major sects could afford such extravagant behavior; small sects like Drifting Cloud Valley lacked the capability to produce middle-grade pills.

Theoretically, one middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pill was worth ten lower-grade ones of the same type. However, in reality, there was no market for them. For example, while lower-grade pills were rare and valuable, various sects still had some stock. Middle-grade pills, on the other hand, were possessed by only a few major sects with extremely limited quantities, reserved for prodigies to use when breaking through barriers.

This highlighted just how precious middle-grade pills were!

Holding the spirit herb in his hands, after carefully considering its information in his mind, Lin Xuan decided to personally test its effects.

He got up from the bed and pulled a mat over, sitting cross-legged on the ground. He placed the light-blue pill into his mouth; it dissolved instantly.

Then he sank his consciousness into his dantian (energy center) and began to refine it. Soon, the medicinal power spread out, emitting a powerful warmth in his dantian.

Unlike when multiple lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were taken simultaneously, which produced hot currents that felt like being inside a furnace, this heat was moderate, akin to soaking in a warm spring.

With fewer impurities than lower-grade pills, the medicinal power was purer and more robust.

Although some scattered records existed in the pill annotations, personal experience differed significantly. Lin Xuan's heart was filled with joy as he focused all his consciousness on refining the medicinal power.

Gathering the spirit energy in his dantian, compared to when he first entered the Flexible Spirit Period, the quantity and quality of the spirit energy had undergone a complete transformation.

What used to be fine like hair now resembled matchsticks, thicker and darker. Previously almost white with just a hint of green, it was nearly pure green now.

Soon, this spirit energy coalesced into a stream, which he guided through the Eight Extraordinary Meridians, mixing it with the middle-grade pill's medicinal power.

This process was crucial; in simple terms, it involved nourishing the spirit energy using refined medicinal power.

Just like plant roots absorb sufficient nutrients, the spirit energy became robust. Then Lin Xuan manipulated it to perform the Grand Circulation nine times!

...

When Lin Xuan finished and stood up from his bed at noon, he had spent much longer refining the medicinal power than when taking three lower-grade pills simultaneously. Of course, the results were more pronounced.

Checking with his consciousness, Lin Xuan felt a significant increase in his spirit energy within his body. This was a vast difference compared to after mastering the fourth layer of cultivation techniques, where even lower-grade pills had weakened effects.

In other words, middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills indeed met his cultivation requirements.

Through personal experimentation, Lin Xuan made this judgment but faced another challenge: middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were extremely difficult to refine.

Over these six months, Lin Xuan gained considerable experience with the blue light points and was adept at refining lower-grade pills. But for middle-grade pills...

To be honest, that one he just consumed had been a lucky success; if he tried again, he wasn't sure of his chances. It wasn't that he couldn't refine middle-grade pills but that it would be extremely time-consuming and labor-intensive with low success rates.

For instance, Lin Xuan could refine an entire bottle of waste pills in one day and night, achieving a success rate higher than one-third. Without rest, the Star Sea within his body could continuously support up to six or seven lower-grade pill refinements.

However, with middle-grade pills, even without rest, it could only support refining one at most, and failure was common.

In other words, while he could produce middle-grade pills, the efficiency would be very low. This would inevitably affect his cultivation progress, slowing it down.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan lay on the bed, pondering. After a moment of silence, he clapped his hands and decided to refine middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills.

The reason for this choice was that continuing to take lower-grade pills for cultivation had become ineffective; breaking through barriers would be uncertain.

Refining middle-grade pills would require more time but offered a longer-term perspective. As the saying went, practice makes perfect. When he first refined lower-grade pills, his success rate was also low, making progress step by step. But now, it was effortless.

Therefore, he couldn't let the difficulty of refining middle-grade pills discourage him; cultivation faced various challenges, and this was just one of them. He needed to find a way to overcome it.

With continuous practice, he believed his efficiency in refining middle-grade pills would increase significantly. With its miraculous effects, his cultivation speed could improve dramatically.

In other words, from a long-term perspective, spending time now to master the refinement of middle-grade pills was undoubtedly worthwhile.

After carefully analyzing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan had new plans for his future cultivation. He continued to work hard.
第二十五章 修真基础

In the following period, Lin Xuan devoted himself entirely to refining middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills. As they say, starting anything is hard. Initially, his success rate was abysmally low; it took almost ten pills for one successful refinement.

Almost every tenth pill worked, and this failure rate nearly made Lin Xuan consider giving up. However, compared to his peers, he was more mature and had a stronger will. He was the type who would never give up once he set his mind on something. Finally, with gritted teeth, he persisted.

Hard work eventually paid off. Over time, Lin Xuan gradually became familiar with the process, and his success rate rose to one successful refinement out of every five pills. While still low, it was at least within a tolerable range.

Middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were indeed miraculous in their effects, far beyond those of lower-grade ones.

Of course, such a refining efficiency could not meet Lin Xuan's requirement of nine pills per day. He had a broad plan for his cultivation and couldn't afford to neglect his studies even if he slowed down the progress temporarily. After扣除 meditation time and minimal sleep, with only 20% success rate, he managed to get one middle-grade pill each day.

It was not enough just to consume this single pill; while it was already a luxury for other cultivators, Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied. He had the ability to refine, didn't he?

Since middle-grade pills were insufficient, he resorted to using lower-grade ones as substitutes. Although their effects were inferior, they were better than nothing!

Thus, in the morning, he took one middle-grade pill; at noon and in the afternoon, he consumed four lower-grade pills each time, starting his diligent cultivation.

Time flew like a river, and before long, a month had passed.

The effect of middle-grade pills was indeed extraordinary. Although Lin Xuan only ingested one per day, under its powerful influence, his cultivation steadily improved. His spirit energy grew significantly, and at this rate, in just a few months, he should be able to reach the fifth layer of the technique, becoming one of the few with advanced-stage Flexible Spirit Period abilities among his peers.

The speed of his progress pleased Lin Xuan, but his refining efficiency for middle-grade pills was not as good as expected. After a month, while he had gained some techniques and improved his proficiency, his success rate remained at 20%. The volume of the Star Sea in his body did expand slightly, but it was still insufficient to support the refinement of two pills.

It seemed that his use of the blue Star Sea had hit a bottleneck. After careful analysis and reflection, Lin Xuan concluded that he needed to advance his cultivation level before improving further. For instance, reaching the fifth layer of the technique and entering advanced-stage Flexible Spirit Period might increase his refining efficiency. Since the Star Sea grew in tandem with spirit energy, once there was a significant leap in spirit energy, the bottleneck would disappear.

Although Lin Xuan had this analysis, he did not rush to boost his cultivation level. While practicing required effort, one shouldn't be overly ambitious; haste made waste. The Flexible Spirit Period served as a foundation for the long journey of cultivation. Given the support from medicinal treasures, his progress was already exceptionally fast. If he continued to pursue speed, he might achieve good results in the short term but would not benefit his future cultivation.

Despite being young, Lin Xuan was far from impatient. Even with valuable assets, he did not seek quick gains. Just as one eats a meal bit by bit, cultivation should be step-by-step. Lin Xuan would not become arrogant due to his refining abilities; instead, he cherished and utilized them wisely. Every day after practice, he summarized his experiences.

Since he had decided to focus on building a solid foundation without rushing, Lin Xuan deliberately slowed down his pace next. He aimed to make his foundation even more robust.

Under these circumstances, apart from refining pills and meditating, Lin Xuan found some extra time. He did not waste it; instead, he began practicing the use of spiritual artifacts.

Spiritual artifacts were simplified versions of magical treasures designed for low-level cultivators. Don't underestimate their power; although they couldn't control vast natural forces like turning rivers upside down, they possessed great abilities. They could fly and travel through the earth, incredibly versatile.

By reaching the fourth layer of his Flexible Spirit Period technique, Lin Xuan could manipulate spiritual artifacts. However, this was merely theoretical knowledge. The reason was simple: while spiritual artifacts were far less powerful than magical treasures, they were still very valuable. Typically, only cultivators at the Foundation Establishment stage would possess them. Newbies in the advanced-stage, unless they inherited family heirlooms or had exceptional talent and received gifts from mentors, could not afford such items.

But Lin Xuan was different. Having plundered Zhang Yu's and Zhou Yan's treasures, he was incredibly wealthy. Besides spirit stones and talismans, he owned three spiritual artifacts.

The first one was the golden chain used by Zhou Yan to attack her master during an assassination attempt. When shrunk, it was only a foot long but could expand when infused with spirit energy, binding enemies.

Another item was that flying sword; this belonged to the offensive category of spiritual artifacts. Its power was evident from Lin Xuan's firsthand experience. A single strike had collapsed a significant portion of a mountain wall, its destructive force immense.

However, these weren't the most precious items. Zhou Yan's cultivation level was only at the advanced stage of Flexible Spirit Period, making her one of the top cultivators among low-level disciples but still far from Zhang Yu's wealth.

From Zhang Yu, Lin Xuan inherited only one item: a small ring, crystal clear and snow-white, resembling an armlet.

Don't be fooled by its unremarkable appearance; the Azure Snow Ring was famous in Drifting Cloud Valley as one of the few top-grade spiritual artifacts.

Spiritual artifacts were categorized into lower-grade, middle-grade, upper-grade, and top-grade. Only condensation core stage cultivators could use magical treasures, while the most powerful high-level cultivators had only a single top-grade artifact.

In Drifting Cloud Valley, even senior mentors typically possessed only upper-grade artifacts, with only a few people having top-grade ones. Zhang Yu was one of them, and Lin Xuan's luck was truly exceptional.

Actually, Zhou Yan's two spiritual artifacts were also impressive. The golden chain could bind enemies, making it an auxiliary artifact that combined defensive and offensive properties; middle-grade.

And the flying sword was upper-grade!
第二十六章 初学灵器

Lin Xuan had only recently mastered the fourth layer of his cultivation technique, allowing him to use spiritual artifacts. However, he had been interested in them long ago when he first obtained Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan's assets. Asking others about it would raise suspicion, so Lin Xuan naturally avoided such foolishness and secretly researched many books on his own.

Although the second and third levels of the library were not open to low-ranking disciples, the first level contained a lot of garbage for cultivators—mostly useless cultivation techniques—but there were plenty of books introducing various common knowledge about the immortal realm.

The higher the spiritual artifact, the greater its power, but correspondingly, it was harder to master. Using it required more mana and more advanced techniques.

After understanding this, Lin Xuan decided to start with a middle-grade golden chain, which was typically recommended for beginners using lower-grade artifacts. Unfortunately, he didn't have any on hand, so he settled for starting with the middle-grade one.

To use a spiritual artifact, one first needed to learn the Drive Object Technique, a basic minor technique in the cultivation world. Lin Xuan had already studied it before obtaining his blue Star Sea and had practiced diligently, but back then, due to his low mana, learning it was incredibly difficult.

Now, with his current cultivation level far surpassing that of earlier, he had ample mana as support. The Drive Object Technique, which had been challenging at first, became easy for him after a short time.

After everything was prepared, Lin Xuan took out the golden chain from his storage bracelet and examined it closely. At first glance, it appeared to be just an ordinary golden rope. He grasped one end with his hand and infused mana into it.

Instantly, the golden chain emitted dazzling light, expanding as if by wind, quickly reaching several dozen feet in length. Although he had seen Zhou Yan use a spiritual artifact before, this was his first firsthand experience of its incredible power, leaving Lin Xuan awestruck.

However, infusing mana was only the first step; the second was to detach his spirit consciousness from his body and attach it to the spiritual artifact, allowing him to manipulate it remotely.

This was the basic principle behind the Drive Object Technique, which is why one needed to reach the fourth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period before using a spiritual artifact. The strength of one's spirit consciousness was directly proportional to their mana cultivation level; before reaching the fourth layer, his spirit consciousness was too weak to manipulate a spiritual artifact from afar.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he took a deep breath and extended his right hand, throwing the golden chain out. At the same time, he focused his spirit consciousness, attaching it to the spiritual artifact. Normally, after leaving his palm, the golden chain would have fallen, but now it flew erratically in the air, though its posture was far from graceful—like a drunkard staggering. However, Lin Xuan had indeed managed to control it.

A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face, but his mind remained undisturbed as he continued to practice controlling the spiritual artifact with his spirit consciousness.

...

Half an hour passed.

The golden chain returned to its original form, and Lin Xuan lay in bed drenched in sweat. He didn't even want to move a finger; his body had almost depleted its mana. No wonder spiritual artifacts were so powerful—they consumed mana extravagantly. Although one could control them at the fourth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, it required fifth or even sixth-layer cultivation for smooth operation.

This practice was easier than expected compared to what the books described. Even with the easiest lower-grade artifact, the failure rate on first use was high. But Lin Xuan managed to make the middle-grade golden chain move, which was no small feat.

Of course, this wasn't because he had a natural talent for controlling spiritual artifacts; he was just an ordinary person without even a spirit root. He succeeded once because his spirit consciousness was stronger than that of other disciples at the same cultivation level.

In simple terms, among these low-ranking disciples who had reached the fourth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, Lin Xuan's spirit consciousness was the strongest, far surpassing his peers. The reason? He had put in more effort and sweat than others.

Not only did he do three major cycles a day instead of nine, but controlling mana flow through the extraordinary meridians also exercised his spirit consciousness.

Additionally, there was the refinement process for middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills, which required injecting one's spirit consciousness into the pill to control light points. This was another grueling exercise for his spirit consciousness.

Due to his diligence and greater effort compared to others, Lin Xuan's spirit consciousness had grown stronger without much surprise. And since spirit consciousness was the foundation of controlling spiritual artifacts, he found it easier to succeed.

Although he was exhausted and didn't want to move, Lin Xuan's mind remained active. Summarizing his experience after cultivation was a habit for him, and this information was what he analyzed.

Using spiritual artifacts was arduous, but Lin Xuan wouldn't give up. The path of cultivation was full of challenges that required tenacity. Moreover, the immense power of spiritual artifacts attracted him. As long as he persisted, he would eventually master them.

However, Lin Xuan also recognized his shortcomings. While his fourth-layer cultivation level was impressive among his contemporaries in the valley, the mana it provided for controlling a spiritual artifact was too meager. He could deplete all his internal mana within half an hour.

If faced with enemies and prolonged battles, he would be finished. How could he compensate for this weakness?

Even though his cultivation had improved dramatically after obtaining the blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan didn't get carried away by his achievements. Instead, he often reflected on his weaknesses.

In the harsh world of cultivation, only those who could identify their flaws and promptly address them would survive. The simplest solution was to enhance his strength; as long as his cultivation level improved, his mana would be more abundant, allowing him to control spiritual artifacts for longer periods.

But this method wasn't applicable. Cultivation became increasingly difficult after a certain point, and reaching the late stage of the Flexible Spirit Period required several months. What should he do during that time?

Although danger was unlikely in the sect, it was better to be prepared for anything. Lin Xuan liked to consider potential problems ahead of time, or as they say, "forewarned is forearmed."

It seemed like he needed to practice some spells.
第二十七章 法术之道

The path of cultivation was vast and deep, with法宝and灵器possessing immense power. Talismans had magical abilities, but there were also various other techniques.

Using spiritual energy to drive the might of heaven and earth, while these spells fell short compared to spiritual artifacts in terms of power, they required less spiritual energy and no medium, making them popular among low-ranking cultivators.

For example, Ice Needle Technique, Inner Vision, and Qi Shield were commonly used spells.

Cultivation was divided into eight stages: Flexible Spirit, Foundation Establishment, Condensation Core, Spiritual Embryo, Separation and Union, Profound Void, Spirit Division, and Transcending Tribulation. Similarly, monsters also had corresponding levels from one to eight. However, the spells differed; there were only low-grade, middle-grade, and high-grade spells.

The reason was simple: cultivators at the Condensation Core stage already possessed法宝with immense power for both defense and offense. Spells without a medium seemed too weak to these high-ranking cultivators, like a useless chicken's rib, so they naturally discarded them.

Only cultivators in the Flexible Spirit and Foundation Establishment stages could use spells. Among them, those in the Flexible Spirit stage could only learn low-grade and middle-grade spells, while Foundation Establishment stage cultivators could learn high-grade spells.

In fact, most commonly used were the spells for the Flexible Spirit stage because most Foundation Establishment stage cultivators had spiritual artifacts with stronger power than spells. However, not everything was absolute; some high-grade spells were as powerful as spiritual artifacts. Moreover, even though spiritual artifacts were merely simplified versions of法宝, they were still very precious. Some broken-down sects or poor wandering cultivators might never have a spiritual artifact despite reaching the Foundation Establishment stage.

Thus, Lin Xuan's possession of three spiritual artifacts, one being an顶级spiritual artifact, was truly wealthy.

Currently, using his own spiritual energy to support the use of spiritual artifacts was still a bit勉强. His backup plan was to learn some appropriate spells. After making up his mind, Lin Xuan began putting it into action.

He took out a common notebook from his storage ring; unremarkable on the surface with handwritten words that seemed insignificant at first glance. However, Lin Xuan treated it very seriously.

This was his notes, meticulously recorded by him over three years.

Due to lacking a spirit root, Lin Xuan's cultivation speed had always been far behind his peers in the past. Without sufficient spiritual energy as support, he could only envy many spells taught by instructors. For most people, such behavior would be considered foolish, but Lin Xuan had his own thoughts and proved very wise and farsighted.

At that time, Lin Xuan thought that although he couldn't practice these things temporarily, he could study them later when his strength improved. Writing them down now would prevent him from forgetting.

Thankfully, he did this; otherwise, he wouldn't know where to start if he wanted to practice spells now. This was also a benefit of Lin Xuan's personality—his tendency to plan ahead and act with purpose.

Over the past three years, many techniques were taught by instructors, but not all could be practiced due to time constraints and unnecessary repetition. It was better to specialize in several suitable ones rather than learn numerous redundant spells.

With this decision made, Lin Xuan began carefully reviewing his notes. He first excluded low-grade spells; although easier to learn, they had limited power, which he didn't want to waste precious time on.

His goal was middle-grade techniques: Qi Shield, Ice Needle Technique, and Wind Control Technique.

These choices were well thought out.

Qi Shield was a defensive spell, as the saying went, "Learn to be hit before you can hit." When facing enemies, the first thing to consider should be how to protect oneself. Therefore, Lin Xuan's first technique to learn would be a defensive one.

Ice Needle Technique was an earth-based spell with strong offensive capabilities that were hard to guard against. Although it required more effort to master, this didn't matter; Lin Xuan never feared hardship as long as the power was sufficient.

Lastly, Wind Control Technique was an auxiliary spell similar to his previous low-grade technique, Lightness Technique, but much more powerful and advanced.

Even though cultivators needed spiritual artifacts to fly after mastering them, possessing Wind Control Technique would be like having extraordinary lightness skills. A single move could send him flying several dozen meters, far beyond the reach of even the strongest martial artists in the mortal world. After all, Wind Control Technique relied on spiritual energy, placing cultivators at a completely different level from ordinary people.

Defensive, offensive, and escape or evasion spells, Lin Xuan chose one for each category: advance to attack, retreat to defend; such a combination seemed perfect.

In the following days, Lin Xuan became exceptionally busy. He purified his pills, practiced meditation, and squeezed out time to practice techniques. There was no rest, but as his cultivation improved, he needed less sleep every day.

Endure hardship, and you shall become an immortal. Another person might struggle with such a rigorous life, but Lin Xuan didn't. He had endured repeated failures and ridicule from fellow cultivators due to lacking a spirit root, and even the illusionary realm of Heart Refinement Path hadn't stopped his progress. Now that he had purification skills and hope for success, what was this small hardship?

Strive hard!

Days passed, and Lin Xuan's practice went smoothly. He first learned Qi Shield, a middle-grade defensive spell also commonly used by Flexible Spirit and Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

The principle wasn't difficult; it involved covering the body with spiritual energy to form an aura that would block enemy attacks.

Extremely sturdy, it was impervious to weapons. The specific defense limit varied based on individual spiritual energy levels.

In essence, although a middle-grade spell, as long as there was sufficient spiritual energy support, it was easy to master. Even Lin Xuan, who lacked a spirit root, managed to proficiently use Qi Shield in just three days!
第二十八章 冰针诀

Then Lin Xuan began to practice the second technique, Ice Needle Art!

Although this was merely a middle-grade technique, it was rather special. Its power could even compare with some high-grade techniques that required Foundation Establishment stage practitioners to master.

In the cultivation world, techniques were divided into three levels: low-grade, middle-grade, and high-grade. Setting aside the low-grade ones for now, how were middle-grade and high-grade techniques distinguished?

Power?

Yes, but not entirely. The main criterion was whether a technique could be practiced during the Flexible Spirit Period; those that required Foundation Establishment stage practitioners to master were considered high-grade.

Generally speaking, high-grade techniques had higher requirements and thus stronger power. However, there were exceptions. Among middle-grade techniques, there was one unique exception: Ice Needle Art!

It could be mastered during the Flexible Spirit Period, but its power did not fall short of some high-grade techniques. This issue even led to debates among senior cultivators who suggested it should be classified as a high-grade technique.

However, for reasons unknown, this proposal was not adopted. In the Comprehensive Techniques Manual, Ice Needle Art remained categorized as middle-grade, though it was considered the strongest in its category.

Some referred to Ice Needle Art戏称为 "pseudo-middle-grade techniques."

Being able to master it during the Flexible Spirit Period and having power comparable to high-grade techniques made Ice Needle Art highly alluring. Low-grade disciples should all want to practice it. However, reality was not so straightforward; there were no such good things in this world. As with greater effort leading to greater rewards, while Ice Needle Art's power was unparalleled among middle-grade techniques, its difficulty of mastery was also notorious.

Its requirement for spiritual energy wasn't particularly high, but mastering it demanded a very powerful spirit awareness. Because Ice Needle Art essentially involved condensing moisture from the air into hundreds of ice needles, each as hard as steel, and then manipulating these needles to attack enemies.

Each needle might be small, but controlling hundreds at once required an unimaginably strong spirit awareness. The practice was extremely arduous.

Over a thousand years, countless low-grade Flexible Spirit Period cultivators had attempted it, yet only a few managed to master it before Foundation Establishment stage. Before reaching Foundation Establishment, one needed extraordinary perseverance to learn Ice Needle Art.

Lin Xuan's notes were detailed, not just the method of practicing Ice Needle Art but also what their instructor had said at the time.

Challenges lay ahead, but Lin Xuan was not afraid. While he couldn't boast about other qualities, his resilience in terms of willpower was beyond doubt. The Heart Refinement Path wasn't only for Foundation Establishment stage practitioners; he had endured the trials of the Illusory Realm as well.

The power of Ice Needle Art tempted Lin Xuan. Mastering it would significantly boost his strength. He could not afford to back down under any circumstances.

Lin Xuan began to practice diligently, but it proved more difficult than expected. In the first few days, there was little progress. Even though his spirit awareness far surpassed that of other disciples with similar cultivation levels, practicing Ice Needle Art still left him struggling.

For others, failing once or twice at a task or technique was normal; even three or four times could be tolerated. But if one failed seven or eight times or more, they would likely lose heart and give up.

They weren't lacking in patience; it was human nature. However, Lin Xuan was different. His mind was resilient, tenacious to the point of indomitable. Back then, even though he knew ordinary people's path to cultivation was incredibly difficult, he persisted through ridicule and criticism.

He had failed to break into the second layer of the Flexible Spirit Period dozens of times but continued his practice without complaint.

Thus, in the early days of practicing Ice Needle Art, despite no progress, Lin Xuan showed neither discouragement nor impatience. He remained steadfast in his practice.

The instructor's words were clear: while there had only been a few successful cases among low-grade Flexible Spirit Period disciples over thousands of years, it was not impossible for others to succeed. If they could do it, why couldn't he?

With this unwavering determination, Lin Xuan practiced diligently, failing repeatedly but growing stronger with each setback. Finally, after two months, Ice Needle Art showed some progress.

While mastering Qi Shield took only three days, the speed at which Lin Xuan learned Ice Needle Art seemed slow compared to that. However, according to records, even high-level Foundation Establishment stage practitioners would take about two months to master it. Thus, Lin Xuan's progress was actually quite remarkable.

His achievements stemmed from his diligence and never-give-up attitude. Additionally, he consumed a large number of Essence Cleansing Pills daily—nine in total, one being a precious middle-grade pill. The powerful medicinal effects not only helped with cultivation but also greatly benefited the practice of techniques. Therefore, it was no wonder that Lin Xuan could master Ice Needle Art so quickly.

As the strongest middle-grade technique, Ice Needle Art lived up to its reputation. On the day he mastered it, Lin Xuan returned to the mysterious canyon where only he knew and secretly tested its power.

First, he selected a large stone weighing over a thousand catties as his target. Then, Lin Xuan began to mobilize his spiritual energy. He extended his right hand, and with a crackling sound, white mist surrounded his palm, forming hundreds of crystal-clear ice needles within the mist.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and these ice needles shot like lightning towards the massive stone. In the icy light, the hard stone was riddled with holes, reduced to a sieve.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan nodded. Then, he used a low-grade Strength Technique to push the large stone off the cliff. Although this canyon was hidden, even if someone came and didn't know that Ice Needle Art had left traces on the stone, Lin Xuan always ensured his actions were meticulous, leaving no trace.

After completing all of this, Lin Xuan began to evaluate his mastery of Ice Needle Art. To be honest, according to the instructor's description, simultaneously controlling a hundred ice needles was merely a small accomplishment. When Ice Needle Art reached perfection, it could control nearly a thousand ice needles at once—truly overwhelming and irresistible.

Although he aspired to such power, Lin Xuan wasn't unrealistic. With his Flexible Spirit Period cultivation, he couldn't master Ice Needle Art to its peak. Moreover, even the current one hundred ice needles had power comparable to some high-grade techniques.

One must have ambition but not be overly ambitious. In this state, he had already achieved his predetermined goals.
第二十九章 难题

The most challenging Ice Needle Technique was now mastered, and the Wind Control Technique came much more easily. Of course, it was relative; Lin Xuan still spent nearly a week on it.

After the Foundation Establishment stage, cultivators could command spiritual artifacts, achieving incredible speed. However, Flexible Spirit Period disciples like Lin Xuan lacked this ability. Nevertheless, the Wind Control Technique was impressive. With just a shift of his body, Lin Xuan could already float over fifty meters and leap up to nearly twenty meters.

To ordinary people, using the Wind Control Technique for travel was already flying at incredible speed. Moreover, after mastering such an auxiliary technique, his body's flexibility increased significantly as well. He moved like a graceful maiden in repose but sprang like a hare in flight, making it clear that he had gained significant benefits.

The perfect combination of offensive, defensive, and auxiliary techniques greatly enhanced Lin Xuan’s strength.

After over a month of cultivation, while breaking through the fifth level to enter the Flexible Spirit Period later on still required time, with the aid of medicinal pills and diligence, his cultivation energy increased significantly. He continued exploring spiritual artifacts during his spare time from daily practice.

Day after day, time flew by.

Holding the Golden Chain in hand, Lin Xuan gently shook it, infusing it with his cultivation energy. It instantly elongated as he controlled it with his divine sense like a wily snake dancing through the air.

"Target!"

Pointing his finger, Lin Xuan accurately ensnared a tree trunk ahead. This was that mysterious valley; practicing in the house was too cramped, so Lin Xuan secretly came to this remote place.

After much effort, he finally mastered this middle-grade spiritual artifact. However, looking at the Golden Chain wrapped around the tree, Lin Xuan remained silent.

Standing still for a moment, Lin Xuan summoned it back into his palm with a wave of his hand and showed a thoughtful expression.

"It seems that Drive Object Technique really doesn't work."

From an external perspective, Lin Xuan had made the Golden Chain look impressive. However, according to the book’s records and what he heard from senior elders in the sect, middle-grade spiritual artifacts possessed far greater power than just this. He could only have utilized a tenth or less of its true potential.

The reason for this was not due to his lack of cultivation energy but rather that his method of control was flawed.

Although Drive Object Technique could command spiritual artifacts, it was basic and shallow, merely an introductory skill. To truly unleash the power of a spiritual artifact required learning more advanced techniques.

However, Lin Xuan faced a dilemma; such advanced techniques were not available at the Eagle Nest Pavilion!

The next level up should be Spirit Control Technique, which in cultivation circles belonged to intermediate techniques. They were stored on the second floor of the library. To access them, one had to meet either of two conditions: becoming a high-ranking cultivator by successfully completing Foundation Establishment, or being an outstanding talent with a spiritual artifact and applying for permission from the sect leader.

On the surface, this seemed like a viable path, but considering Lin Xuan's situation, it was still a dead end. The reason? After submitting his application to the sect leader, he would have to undergo an evaluation. Although his current cultivation level placed him among the top in his cohort, barely meeting the requirements, he wasn't a prodigy.

He was ordinary, even plain, and lacked a spirit root entirely. A disciple without a spirit root managed to outpace most of his senior brothers and sisters, which would raise suspicions if it became known.

If they discovered the Star Sea within his dantian...

Lin Xuan wouldn’t risk such a trap for himself.

When he came to Danxia Mountain as an administrator, his primary goal was waste pills, but that wasn't all. Another purpose was to remain unnoticed and avoid drawing attention.

Since the Waste Pills Room rarely had visitors, and most voluntary administrators were low-ranking disciples with no hope of advancement, hiding among them didn’t raise any suspicion. It was both safe and convenient for cultivation.

Lin Xuan’s decision was a two-pronged strategy: ensuring his dantian was secure while quietly improving his cultivation in the background without drawing attention.

Of course, it wasn't entirely foolproof; the only possible flaw was Lin Xuan going to the Eagle Nest Pavilion to listen to lectures.

But that was unavoidable. He had to learn these techniques, so he carefully chose secluded corners each time. Checking others' cultivation levels required divine sense, which was considered an unfriendly act in the cultivation world and rarely done.

Despite months passing, his cultivation level rose from the first stage to the fourth without anyone noticing.

The two conditions for entering the library—either meeting them or not daring to reveal one's cultivation—presented Lin Xuan with unprecedented challenges. Using Drive Object Technique to control spiritual artifacts was a last resort; it could only tap into a tenth of their power, which felt like wasting resources. He refused to accept this.

Even without considering the spiritual artifact, as his cultivation level increased, he would need more advanced techniques. For cultivators, cultivation energy was fundamental, and techniques were about application. Both had to work in tandem to unleash great power; one could not do without the other.

Although Lin Xuan lacked a spirit root, his mind was sharp. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have planned meticulously or acted with forethought. Now, he truly faced a dilemma.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't frown or worry; such emotions couldn’t solve problems and might make things worse. He continued his cultivation routine—practicing when needed, refining medicinal pills when necessary—following a regular schedule.

Only during his spare time did he ponder how to resolve the current challenges.

Some key terms in this book:

- **Technique**: Skills used by cultivators to attack, defend, or assist, divided into low-grade, middle-grade, and high-grade. Generally used by Flexible Spirit Period or Foundation Establishment stage cultivators; higher-stage cultivators have more powerful spiritual artifacts.
  
- **Cultivation Method**: Different from techniques, cultivation methods are designed for cultivating one’s cultivation energy. From the Flexible Spirit to the Transcendence period before ascending, there are different cultivation methods at each stage. Think of techniques as specific martial arts moves in novels, while cultivation methods are like inner strength formulas. Precious inner strength formulas yield stronger inner strength, and similarly, higher-grade cultivation methods produce more refined and powerful cultivation energy. Different stages require different cultivation methods; for example, even doing the Great Circulation, different cultivation methods would have varying sequences and paths through the meridians.
第三十章 意外惊闻

"Immortal Master!" Zhao Ming respectfully performed a bow.

"Mmm." Lin Xuan nodded, his expression casual and indifferent. "How has the waste pills room been going these days?"

"Don't worry, everything is as usual."

Four months after becoming the head of the waste pills room, Lin Xuan finally got to inspect his domain again. The boys led by Zhao Ming were somewhat surprised but still served him with respect.

To make it easier for himself to cultivate, Lin Xuan had deliberately cultivated a lazy and solitary image in front of them—someone who preferred to sleep all day and liked to be alone in his room.

Originally, the intention was just to avoid suspicion and disturbance during cultivation. But inadvertently, this fabricated personality won him the admiration of the boys.

The reason was simple: for cultivators high above, ordinary people were like ants. In Drifting Cloud Valley, these boys had a low status—technically they were outer sect disciples, but in reality, they were servants or laborers, tasked with menial work to serve the cultivators. If they did something wrong, light punishments like beatings and scoldings were common; severe ones could even result in death.

The boys lived on tenterhooks every day, fearful of their superiors' moods. If the head was a kind cultivator, it would be better. But if he was unpredictable, life would be...

For example, among the various places responsible for miscellaneous tasks at Danxia Mountain, the waste pills room was the least desirable position for a cultivator to manage. It offered no benefits, but the boys longed for it because for a long time, there had been no one in charge, and Zhao Ming, who temporarily took on the role as an outer sect disciple, made their lives both peaceful and safe.

When Lin Xuan first arrived, Zhao Ming and his companions didn't say anything out loud or show it on their faces, but they were secretly unhappy. They thought their good life was over.

However, things turned out differently from what they had imagined. Lin Xuan came, but rarely showed himself; the Immortal Master was a reclusive person who liked to stay in his room. In other words, his arrival did not change their previous lives at all. For months, no one faced punishment as long as they didn't violate the Immortal's rules and didn't get too close to his quarters.

Such an easy-going head of the waste pills room and a respectful Immortal Master were rare indeed. Zhao Ming and others sincerely supported Lin Xuan, hoping he would stay in that position forever because with him around, other cultivators wouldn't be sent from the sect.

After inspecting the waste pills room and chatting about trivial matters, Lin Xuan instructed the boys to do their work well and went out for a stroll to clear his mind.

"Immortal Master, may you have a safe journey!"

Zhao Ming and others were not surprised. Although the head was lazy and didn't like moving around, it was normal for him to take a walk now and then; no one would stay cooped up in their rooms all the time.

With everyone out of sight, Lin Xuan's lazy aura disappeared instantly. He appeared sharp and mature, with a faint smile on his lips as he walked away.

These days, Lin Xuan had considered many methods and thought of various solutions but still couldn't find one that would not arouse suspicion while allowing him to learn spirit control techniques. It seemed there was no perfect solution.

Just daydreaming wouldn't solve the problem. Instead of sitting around worrying, it might be better to go out for a walk and see if any opportunities presented themselves.

After leaving Danxia Mountain, Lin Xuan's demeanor changed again, appearing ordinary and unremarkable. He first wandered through the sect but found nothing useful. Then he headed towards the library.

As a low-ranking disciple in the Flexible Spirit Period, only the first floor was accessible to him. Despite knowing there were no cultivation techniques on that level—just some miscellaneous studies valuable to commoners but not so much to cultivators—he still searched thoroughly, hoping for a miracle.

But his search proved fruitless!

After a moment of silence, Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and headed towards the second floor.

Unlike buildings in the mortal world, there were no stairs between the first and second floors; instead, they were protected by heavy restrictions that could not be flown over. The only way to enter was through a teleportation array.

As he took a few steps, the air in front of him rippled like water waves. A yellow shield appeared, blocking his path as if it were a wall.

This was a restriction; to reach the teleportation array, one had to break through this barrier first. It was also a test, because according to the sect's design, breaking this restriction required at least the strength of a Foundation Establishment First Stage cultivator. This ensured that only high-ranking disciples could enter the second floor—unless they applied for permission and were granted it.

Looking at the yellow light before him, Lin Xuan stopped and observed silently. While it was common sense that this layer's restrictions needed the strength of a Foundation Establishment cultivator to break, he actually had some confidence in himself.

Firstly, he had mastered Ice Needle Technique, which could rival high-level spells. Secondly, he still possessed a top-grade spiritual artifact; if he used his full power, Lin Xuan was confident that his offensive capabilities would not be inferior to those of a Foundation Establishment cultivator who lacked any spiritual artifacts.

But instead of acting on it, Lin Xuan hesitated and pretended to walk away as if nothing had happened. Both the Ice Needle Technique and the spiritual artifact were too shocking; he didn't want to attract attention.

Besides, even if he broke this restriction, using the teleportation array to reach the second floor would still require other restrictions to be overcome before accessing any books.

Although he wanted to learn spirit control techniques, weighing the pros and cons, it was better not to expose his strength. Therefore, Lin Xuan chose not to provoke trouble.

It seemed like he had no choice but to find another way. After making this decision, Lin Xuan turned around and walked out. But at that moment, a conversation caught his ear.

"Did you hear that Lingyun Sect is going to be forced to disband."

"Hmph. Who cares if they offended a senior cultivator in the Condensation Core Stage? Unless they want to die, there's no other way but to dissolve their sect."

The cultivator nodded and sighed. "Although Lingyun Sect doesn't compare to our Drifting Cloud Valley, it has been around for nearly a thousand years. I imagine they have many cultivation techniques, spiritual artifacts, and talismans."

"Yes, I heard that there are even some mid-stage cultivation techniques available for sale."
第三十一章 凌云门

"An intermediate cultivation technique for the Foundation Establishment stage?"

Hearing those words, Lin Xuan immediately focused his attention. He glanced at the two speakers and found them unfamiliar. Although Penglai Valley was only a third-rate minor sect in the cultivation world, it still had over a thousand disciples. Besides his fellow students from the same batch who he knew slightly better due to their frequent interactions, Lin Xuan didn't recognize most of the others. However, by observing their attire, he could tell that these two were low-ranking Flexible Spirit Period cultivators.

The two stopped and hesitated as they eyed the young man blocking their path.

"Brother Zhao, may I ask your name?" Lin Xuan greeted them with a friendly smile, trying to gather some information from them. He deliberately released his qi outward so that the two could see his Fourth Stage Flexible Spirit Period cultivation.

He was bold in doing this because he had no prior acquaintance with these two and didn't fear revealing the truth about his lack of spirit root. After all, in the cutthroat world of cultivation, one's strength mattered greatly. Without showing sufficient power, he wouldn't be taken seriously or even allowed to ask questions.

However, Lin Xuan still held back and made up a name on the spot instead of using his real one.

The two were also at the Fifth Stage Flexible Spirit Period, slightly weaker than Lin Xuan. Seeing this powerful peer greet them kindly, they didn't dare to be careless and quickly responded with smiles: "It's an honor! It’s really Brother Zhao. What can I do for you?"

"Brother?" Hearing their words, Lin Xuan secretly chuckled. These two were clearly past the age of thirty and had entered the sect earlier than him yet insisted on calling themselves junior brothers. This was unimaginable before. Lin Xuan once again felt the superiority of having high cultivation, which brought respect from others. It really wasn't bad.

He smiled without showing any emotion: "Brothers are too kind. How should I address you?"

"My name is Li Hai, and this is Chen Feng, my junior brother."

"Ah, let's sit down for a chat," Lin Xuan suggested.

"Sure." The two nodded in agreement. This wasn't because they were easy-going or warm-hearted; rather, it was due to the fact that Lin Xuan had just intentionally released his qi outward, revealing his Fourth Stage Flexible Spirit Period cultivation, which made them wary.

This junior brother Zhao Gang, who claimed to be only a young man under twenty and already at the peak of the Fourth Stage, was undoubtedly a talented disciple with an excellent spirit root. The two assumed this based on their own thoughts.

Such talents were not only highly valued by senior elders within the sect but also had great potential for Foundation Establishment success, becoming higher-level cultivators.

In other words, in their eyes, Lin Xuan's future prospects were limitless. Such people could not be treated lightly.

Mind games aside, Lin Xuan chuckled: "I appreciate your courtesy, Brother. How should I address you?"

"Call me Li Hai, and this is Chen Feng," the first one introduced himself.

"Yes, let's sit down for a chat."

The three found a quiet corner to settle in. They chatted casually at first before Li Hai couldn't hold back: "Brother Zhao, why did you call us over? What can I do for you?"

"Haha, nothing much. I was just curious about what you two mentioned regarding the dissolution of Lingyun Sect."

"Oh, that's it!" Li Hai let out a sigh of relief and adopted an easy and somewhat smug expression: "I can't claim to know everything, but in terms of information, Brother Feng is one of the top few in our sect. This matter hasn’t spread yet, which is why I didn't know about it."

"Haha, just asking for your advice," Lin Xuan replied.

Generally speaking, powerful cultivators often acted condescendingly towards those with lower cultivation levels. Lin Xuan's approachable demeanor made Li Hai feel comfortable. He then spoke freely: "Lingyun Sect has been dissolved due to a conflict with a high-ranking cultivator from another sect."

Lin Xuan listened attentively as Li Hai detailed the events.

Penglai Valley, while considered mid-level in terms of strength, had over a thousand cultivators, ninety percent of whom were at the lower Flexible Spirit Period. However, there were nearly a hundred Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, and their leader, Cloud Crane Immortal, was an advanced Condensation Core Stage expert.

While this wasn't a strong sect, it couldn’t be easily slighted either. The Condensation Core Stage cultivation of the sect leader was already formidable, and the dozens of Foundation Establishment cultivators were enough to instill fear in others. While they might not dominate the region, self-preservation from harassment was still possible.

Of course, within a few thousand miles, there weren’t just Penglai Valley; several minor sects existed as well, including Lingyun Sect. If Penglai Valley was considered third-rate in the cultivation world, Lingyun Sect would be fourth or fifth rate.

Lingyun Sect had many disciples too, with over a thousand members like Penglai Valley, but only a dozen Foundation Establishment stage cultivators and no high-ranking Condensation Core experts at all. Even their sect leader was only at the Fifth Stage Foundation Establishment.

In any sect, senior cultivators were the true strength. Low-rank Flexible Spirit Period disciples had little use in battles; therefore, despite Lingyun Sect's large number of members, its strength couldn’t compare to Penglai Valley’s.

Yet, this small sect recently offended a high-ranking Condensation Core expert and faced dire consequences. The exact details were unclear to most, but it was certain that the high-ranking cultivator was extremely angry and vowed to destroy Lingyun Sect within a month.

Each cultivation stage brought about significant changes in strength, almost a qualitative leap. Against such an enemy, even numerous low-rank Flexible Spirit Period disciples couldn’t help; they would only be cannon fodder. And with just a dozen Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, it was like trying to stop a fly with an arm.

Thus, for Lingyun Sect, this was a major disaster.

Such small sects couldn't find strong allies and after much deliberation, Lingyun Sect had no choice but to make the painful yet inevitable decision: dissolve. This was their only chance to avoid bloodshed.
第三十二章 修真天条

"Disband?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. "Does this mean we can avoid a major disaster? Wouldn't the senior cultivator at the Condensation Core stage stop killing us?"

"Of course," said Li Hai with surprise, looking somewhat puzzled. "Did Senior Brother not hear of the Heavenly Edicts in the cultivation world?"

"The Heavenly Edicts?" Lin Xuan shook his head and adopted an embarrassed expression. "Little brother rarely reads books and has never heard elders speak about them before. I have to ask Senior Brother for advice."

This was all a lie. Although Lin Xuan frequently visited the library, he only searched for relevant materials beneficial to his cultivation. The Heavenly Edicts of the cultivation world were indeed new to him.

Feigning ignorance was one of Lin Xuan's specialties. Li Hai showed no doubt about it; this person did enjoy talking and was pleased that a senior cultivator with profound abilities sought advice from him. Li Hai began to speak at length.

The harshness of the cultivation world was well-known. Although Lin Xuan had not ventured out for training in recent years, he had heard many tales through osmosis. While mortals still had laws, the cultivation world lacked such rules; whoever's fist was stronger became the leader. What was considered wrong could become right when backed by force.

Incidents of killing due to a single word or taking lives and treasures were common occurrences. Strictly speaking, there was no distinction between good and evil in the cultivation world; cultivators acted based on their strength and preferences.

However, not everything was absolute. Despite daily bloodshed in the cultivation world, some restrictions still existed—these were what Li Hai referred to as the Heavenly Edicts.

The content went like this: when disputes arose between sects or between a sect and scattered cultivators, regardless of any deep-seated grudges, if one party admitted defeat and self-destructed their abilities, it was considered an end for both parties. The disbanding of the sect required every member to destroy their cultivation base, and the entire sect had to be dissolved.

Once this condition was met, the other party could not continue to seek revenge; otherwise, they would become public enemies, hunted until their souls were scattered.

This was a strict law that no cultivator had ever dared to violate over thousands of years.

For mortals, death was the greatest concern. But for cultivators, losing strength and becoming ordinary people was the most painful choice—far worse than death itself. Moreover, self-destruction was irreversible; they would never have another chance at cultivation again. The party that forgave them had no worries about future retaliation.

This Heavenly Edict had lasted for tens of thousands of years, its origin and reason unknown. For ninety-nine percent of cultivators and sects, becoming a revered "Immortal Master" was more desirable than reverting to ordinary life. Very few were willing to self-destruct their cultivation base.

Thus, even though Lingyun Sect was merely a fourth- or fifth-rate minor sect, the news still caused a stir, especially among nearby cultivators who quickly moved to participate in the treasure exchange fair.

"Treasure Exchange Fair?" Lin Xuan's attention was immediately piqued. Could this be what they mentioned earlier about selling middle-grade cultivation techniques for Foundation Establishment stage? Although he desperately wanted to gather information, he did not show it on his face. He casually said, "What is a Treasure Exchange Fair? Please enlighten me, Senior Brother."

Having known Li Hai for only a short while, Lin Xuan had already read between the lines. This guy was one who could not keep secrets; as long as he started talking, he would naturally reveal more.

As expected, Li Hai grew increasingly excited, and Chen Feng tried several times to interject but failed. Watching the two of them compete for information, Lin Xuan secretly chuckled, listening calmly as they explained.

A Treasure Exchange Fair was simple in essence. Since Lingyun Sect had disbanded, its disciples had self-destructed their cultivation bases and become ordinary people, so the sect's techniques, crystal stones, spiritual artifacts, talismans, and other important treasures could no longer be used. They were all to be sold.

Unlike regular transactions where cultivators used crystal stones as currency, this special fair only accepted pills because crystal stones were useless to ordinary people. However, pills were different; various spirit pills for cultivators not only enhanced their cultivation but also benefited ordinary people in terms of health and longevity.

Since Lingyun Sect's members feared death and wanted to live happily without illness or disaster, they turned their unused treasures into pills. This way, they could enjoy the benefits for life and pass them on to future generations to ensure family prosperity.

As for whether losing cultivation abilities while carrying many pills would bring misfortune, there was no need to worry because of the Heavenly Edicts. While cultivators could kill or take treasures at will, scattered cultivators who had self-destructed their abilities were not allowed to be targeted; otherwise, they too would become public enemies and face death.

Although weak, Lingyun Sect had a thousand-year legacy, so it still had some resources—techniques, crystal stones, talismans, various materials, even valuable spiritual artifacts.

Legends spoke of markets in regions with numerous sects where cultivators exchanged goods. However, in Ouyang Prefecture of Yan State, which encompassed several thousand miles, there were only a few minor sects and scattered cultivators, so such markets did not exist. The disbandment of Lingyun Sect and the Treasure Exchange Fair attracted nearby cultivators, providing an opportunity to sift through Lingyun's treasures and exchange goods, promising lively scenes.

After gathering all the information, Lin Xuan was delighted. It truly felt like finding a needle in a haystack without effort. At such an exchange fair, he could definitely find the method for Spirit Control Technique: "Senior Brother, when will this exchange fair take place? And where is it held?"

"How so, Senior Brother also wants to buy treasures?" Li Hai looked curiously at Lin Xuan. Although his Ouyang junior cultivator had considerable abilities, he was only a mid-Stage of Flexible Movement, and there was little he could offer in exchange.

"Haha, of course not," Lin Xuan would never be foolish enough to reveal his intentions: "How could I possibly have something to exchange? I'm just curious and want to ask."

This explanation made sense, coupled with Lin Xuan's perfect act. Li Hai and Chen Feng did not doubt him; they answered the questions Lin Xuan wanted to know about once more.
第三十三章 天柱山

The treasure exchange fair would be held nine days later, and the location was Mount Tianzhu where Lingyun Sect resided. After gathering this information, Lin Xuan chatted casually with two cultivators for a few more moments before silently taking his leave.

Throughout the entire process, his expression remained casual; he appeared merely curious without any other ulterior motives. It wasn't until he left the library and no one was around that a smile of joy crept onto his lips.

The technique to control spirit energy had been secured!

Entering the second level of the library required either not meeting certain conditions or arousing suspicion, both of which were undesirable. At the treasure exchange fair, there would definitely be middle-grade cultivation techniques for sale. As an outsider, he could buy them and leave without any worries.

Footsteps approached behind him, and Lin Xuan's smile vanished as he resumed a normal expression, passing by his interlocutor. He then hastened back to the courtyard of the waste pills room.

Having decided to attend the treasure fair and acquire cultivation techniques, Lin Xuan naturally needed to prepare for this journey. He had already learned that Mount Tianzhu was about eight hundred miles away from here. For ordinary people, it might be too far, but as a cultivator, although he couldn’t yet fly with spiritual artifacts, his mastery of the Wind Control Technique allowed him to travel swiftly. Eight hundred miles could be covered in one day or two depending on speed; thus, he had seven days for preparation.

Unlike the transactions at cultivation markets, this fair used pills instead of crystal stones as currency, which was a great relief for Lin Xuan. Although inheriting Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu’s wealth gave him several dozen lower-grade crystal stones, he couldn’t afford to part with them easily; they were useful for training and crafting.

Moreover, his situation was unique—what he lacked most was not spirit pills. Therefore, using pills as currency would be the best option. Of course, Lin Xuan understood the principle of keeping one’s wealth hidden; as a low-level flexible spirit cultivator, appearing overly wealthy could attract unwanted attention. Unlike Lingyun Sect members who had divine protection.

Thus, his preparation needed to be both thorough and cautious—bring plenty of pills but act with caution until the right moment. In short, he would remain vigilant without drawing unnecessary attention.

With these plans in place, Lin Xuan began to act.

His main task for these few days was to refine more spirit pills, putting aside cultivation for now as it was not urgent. After all, there were priorities and flexibility was key depending on circumstances.

Using the blue Star Sea he had mastered over the past months, Lin Xuan worked day and night in his room to refine essence cleansing pills. The other disciples, led by Zhao Ming, showed no suspicion; they assumed their senior was simply taking a break from work.

Five days passed, and Lin Xuan stood up after a long period of refining, stretching his stiff body. Refining without rest for several days had been exhausting but rewarding—three bottles (three hundred lower-grade essence cleansing pills) and nine middle-grade pills were the result.

The quantity was impressive, and he refined so much to ensure he wouldn’t run out when buying cultivation techniques. In the vast array of spirit pills in the cultivation world, essence cleansing pills for flexible spirits were considered low-grade and worthless as currency; their value was uncertain. To be safe, he decided to bring more.

He didn't want to find himself short of pills when trying to buy a technique!

With his refined pills ready, Lin Xuan prepared to leave. First, he tidied up his belongings: twenty-eight crystal stones, three spiritual artifacts, and several talismans representing the five elements—earth, water, fire, wood, and metal.

These items would be carried with him for safety and practicality; who knew what dangers might lie ahead? Having these tools would strengthen his resolve. Although he had a lot of stuff, Lin Xuan used a storage bracelet and belt from Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu to keep everything organized.

Additionally, he wore the shirt given by Zhang Yu underneath his clothes. Though its material was unknown, it seemed very durable—clearly a defensive item that couldn’t be wasted.

With all this in place, Lin Xuan left for the library to notify them of his departure and obtain an exit permit. For lower-grade cultivators like him, such permits were easier to get; he just needed a plausible excuse.

After obtaining the exit pass, Lin Xuan departed from Drifting Cloud Valley. This was the first time in nearly four years that he had ventured far outside the valley, evoking a sense of nostalgia and change.

Although it was still early—only four days until the fair began—he felt it was better to go early. Being unfamiliar with the place, familiarizing himself with the environment and understanding market prices would make his journey safer and more fulfilling. This was Lin Xuan’s nature; he preferred careful planning over rash actions.

Two days later, Mount Tianzhu stood in the eastern part of Zhao State, stretching for dozens of miles with lush vegetation. Its main peak, Tianzhu Peak, was renowned for its steepness and grandeur, towering at over five thousand meters. The mountain was dotted with rugged rocks that even monkeys couldn’t climb.

Throughout history, many people had visited to admire the scenery, but the sheer cliffs made finding a path into the mountain impossible, leaving them to marvel from afar.

Over time, fewer visitors came to the area.

That day, however, a young man under twenty appeared at the foot of Tianzhu Peak. He was unremarkable in appearance and dressed in rough clothes—Lin Xuan’s deliberate choice. As he quietly left for his mission, he wore ordinary attire to avoid drawing attention. His plain looks ensured that no one would recognize him when he mingled with others.
第三十四章 初到凌云门

Looking up, Lin Xuan cast a glance at the perilous Tianzhu Peak. According to Li Hai, Lingyun Sect's main gate was located atop this peak. Ordinary people couldn't reach it, but that didn’t pose much of a challenge for Lin Xuan.

With his true essence circulating within him, Lin Xuan unfolded his Wind Control Technique, making his way over the sheer cliffs as if walking on flat ground. He easily flew towards the summit.

Although the Immortal Art was miraculous, climbing five kilometers still required some time. Along the way, he encountered a few figures, all of whom were undoubtedly participants in the treasure exchange fair.

Lin Xuan didn't approach them to chat; instead, he deliberately avoided them. He wouldn’t rashly make friends with strangers. If he met someone powerful and morally corrupt, it would only bring him trouble. His goal was to acquire cultivation techniques, not gain knowledge, so it was better to avoid unnecessary complications.

After a little over half an hour, Lin Xuan reached the peak. However, what lay before his eyes was a thick layer of fog that obscured his vision, making everything unclear.

A slight smile played on his lips. Although he was only at the Flexible Spirit Period, he could immediately recognize this as a basic directional disorienting illusion array.

Technically speaking, it wasn't considered aprohibition because it was too simple and low-level. Even a practitioner at the first level of the Flexible Spirit Period wouldn’t be affected if they channeled their essence into their eyes. The purpose of such an array was to block ordinary people since Tianzhu Peak, though perilous, could still be ascended by skilled martial artists with proper tools.

With his cultivation now in the middle stage of the Flexible Spirit Period, Lin Xuan naturally wasn’t affected. The essence energy flowed through his dantian and into his eyes, instantly dissipating the fog and revealing a crude teleportation array before him.

The array was simple because it could only move over short distances but had its advantages. It required little energy, no crystal stones, just injecting essence energy into the center of the array.

Standing on it, Lin Xuan extended his hand and channeled his essence energy. The patterns around the array lit up, and the scenery became hazy. Before long, everything turned white, and when the anomalies disappeared, he had arrived at another location.

It seemed to be a small valley, but it was surprisingly spacious with lush green grass and blooming flowers, creating a beautiful scene.

"Friend, are you here for the treasure exchange fair?"

A voice echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan turned around and saw a young attendant. From his attire, he should be from Lingyun Sect, but his expression was despondent, looking weak and listless. It wasn’t surprising; being forced to disband the sect and self-inflict his cultivation, transforming him from an esteemed cultivator into an ordinary person, would be difficult for anyone to accept. But there was no choice—survival was the only way.

The young cultivator had to muster all his strength to greet guests. Once the fair ended, they would have to abandon their cultivation.

Although it was a question, it was more of a formality since only cultivators could be here. The young man handed Lin Xuan an jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan was surprised but saw that everyone else had received one as well, so he accepted it without comment.

Under the shade of a large tree, Lin Xuan checked to ensure no one was around and channeled his essence energy into it. Instantly, a series of text and images appeared in his mind. The cylinder didn’t contain cultivation techniques but information about the treasure exchange fair and some precautions.

Lin Xuan glanced at them and found several intermediate-level cultivation techniques. Unfortunately, they weren't detailed enough, but he was certain it included spirit control techniques. He felt elated inside but kept a neutral expression as he withdrew his essence energy.

After putting away the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan walked into the valley. Following the instructions in the cylinder, he first went to an eastern building complex.

It consisted of small pavilions that used to be Lingyun Sect's posthouses, now serving as accommodations for visiting cultivators who wanted to participate in the treasure exchange fair and had to register here first.

"Name, sect?"

"Zhao Gang, solitary practitioner."

Lin Xuan firmly refused to reveal his identity and gave a false name. The old man, tasked with registration, didn’t bother checking it. He extended his hand, emitting faint white light from between his fingers, inscribing Zhao Gang on the front of a badge while engraving "solitary" on the back.

"Done. This is your token for the duration of the fair. Take good care of it."

Although the old man’s display was simple, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be impressed by his cultivation level—initial stage Foundation Establishment. Like the young disciple who distributed the jade cylinders, he seemed listless as well; after the fair ended, he would have to self-inflict his cultivation and revert to an ordinary person.

A single Foundation Establishment cultivator was already formidable, so Lin Xuan wondered how powerful condensation core cultivators must be. Although the headmaster of Drifting Cloud Valley was a condensation core cultivator, as a low-ranking disciple, he only saw him from afar when entering the valley. Yunhe True Person often remained in seclusion, and even if he emerged, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have the right to see him.

With a mix of emotions, Lin Xuan accepted the badge and first checked his room. It wasn't luxurious but was spacious and comfortable. Notably, there was anprohibition around the room that could only be broken with his identity badge, allowing cultivators not only to rest but also practice freely without fear.

After examining his room, Lin Xuan dragged a mat over and sat cross-legged on the ground, not for cultivation but to recover his energy. Although he hadn’t rushed during his journey, continuous use of Wind Control Technique had consumed quite a bit of essence energy.

After meditating for about an hour, his dantian was full again. Then Lin Xuan went to bed, as the treasure exchange fair wasn't scheduled until later. He decided to first restore his body to its best condition; it was still early evening, just slightly earlier than usual.
第三十五章 三种势力

Sunlight broke through the clouds, warming Lin Xuan as he woke up. It was now the next day.

After washing his face and brushing his teeth, Lin Xuan used his storage bracelet to break through the restrictions and walked down from the pavilion. The time was still early, but there were already several groups of cultivators scattered around, indicating that not just him had arrived in advance to prepare for the treasure exchange fair.

According to the information provided in the jade scroll, a square would be set up on the southern side of the valley for cultivators to set up stalls. Given that this area was only a few thousand miles wide and there weren't many cultivators around, nor any formal markets, the disbandment of Lingyun Sect offered an opportunity for everyone to not only sift through the treasures from Lingyun Sect but also exchange what they needed.

The treasure exchange fair wouldn't start until tomorrow. For now, those setting up stalls were mostly outsiders who had arrived early.

After mentally reviewing the information in the jade scroll, Lin Xuan set out towards the southern square with several goals:

Firstly, he wanted to familiarize himself with the environment by recognizing the paths clearly. This way, if any unexpected incidents occurred during his stay, he could easily escape.

Secondly, he aimed to gauge the market prices. Although Lin Xuan had been a cultivator for some time, most of it was spent within the sect. This was his first time attending such an event, so he didn't have much idea about how various items were priced. By walking around and getting a sense of the market, he could avoid being cheated when the fair started.

Otherwise, if something worth one hundred pills was being sold for two hundred, he would end up as a fool.

Thirdly, he wanted to broaden his horizons. Since there wasn't much to do in his room, it was a rare opportunity to see what other cultivators were trading and participate in the festivities.

With these goals in mind, Lin Xuan entered the market. Once he arrived at the square, he found that the number of stalls and shops far exceeded his expectations. Vendors called out their wares from every direction, making it seem like a bustling farmers' market on earth.

"There are so many cultivators!" Lin Xuan estimated that there were at least two thousand cultivators setting up stalls or wandering around in the square. It seemed that the disbandment of Lingyun Sect had far-reaching effects, as not only local cultivators from Yanzhou but also those from other regions had come to participate.

Most of them were independent cultivators, while several major sects sent some representatives. For example, two Foundation Establishment elders led a group from Drifting Cloud Valley. Although Drifting Cloud Valley was just an average sect in the grand scheme of things, it held significant influence within Yanzhou. The presence of two Foundation Establishment cultivators alone was enough to deter lesser individuals.

Apart from Drifting Cloud Valley, several other major sects from Cunzhou such as Fire Spirit Sect and Dao Talisman Mountain also sent elders.

These major sects were the largest forces participating in the treasure exchange fair, with their primary goal being rare crafting materials and spiritual artifacts. These treasures could greatly enhance their sect's strength, so they would not easily let them fall into others' hands. It was foreseeable that there would be intense competition for these items.

However, this did not concern Lin Xuan as he already had three spiritual artifacts, one of which was a top-grade item. He never intended to acquire any more spiritual artifacts, so his needs were in no conflict with those of the major sects. As long as he didn't attract attention from his own sect members, everything would be fine.

But there was no need for concern; the two elders had never met him before, and the other followers were all senior disciples who had been in the sect longer than him. Even if they stood together, they would still be strangers to each other.

Apart from major sects, the next largest group were various cultivator families, which formed mini-sects based on bloodline ties. The strength and size of these families varied; some had over a hundred members while others just three or four. Their leaders were the family heads.

While they couldn't compare to the major sects, these cultivator families still held some power. Their targets were lower-grade spiritual artifacts that the major sects didn't care about, more powerful talismans, and cultivation techniques.

This aligned with his needs, possibly making them competitors in the future. Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered how to handle this situation.

The last group was independent cultivators, the largest but weakest and least influential. They came here for various reasons; some like Lin Xuan had specific goals, while most just wanted to see the world or perhaps find something useful at the treasure exchange fair that others overlooked.

Thus, the disbandment of Lingyun Sect meant selling off assets, which sounded good on paper as each party could take what they needed based on their financial strength. However, in reality, it was a matter of force; if someone happened to acquire items valued by major sects, be careful, for they might bring about misfortune.

In essence, the major sects would pick first and eat the best, followed by the various cultivator families who could drink from the leftovers. Independent cultivators, lacking any backing, were left with only envy and picking up scraps or misses.

Of course, not all independent cultivators went home empty-handed. At least, this was a rare opportunity to see such prosperity in the cultivation world, which provided valuable experience. Additionally, before the treasure exchange fair began, they could still set up stalls. The major sects and families wouldn't care about these items, but independent cultivators could find what they needed through exchanges.

Looking at the dense crowd of cultivators, Lin Xuan analyzed the situation for this treasure exchange fair. This was information he had gathered before his arrival and summarized. The only thing he hadn't anticipated was how much more grandiose this event would be; it had already attracted so many cultivators even before its official opening tomorrow.
第三十六章 丹药的价值

With the involvement of major sects and cultivation families, scattered cultivators had low expectations for finding treasures at Lingyun Sect tomorrow. Thus, they paid more attention to the current market stalls, making the square bustling early in the morning.

Lin Xuan's main goal was a medium-grade technique that included spirit control. Such makeshift stalls couldn't offer such items, so he wasn't anxious as he leisurely strolled around, trying to gauge prices and gain knowledge.

Indeed, although scattered cultivators had lower cultivation levels—mostly at the Flexible Spirit Period 2-3 stages—the variety of goods here was impressive. Lin Xuan saw a young woman in her mid-teens selling various storage equipment: rings, bracelets, hairpins, necklaces, all intricately crafted and eye-catching.

Men's items were also available, such as storage belts and pouches, even storage boots. The selection was vast, drawing Lin Xuan over.

"Friend cultivator, do you want to buy? High quality at a low price—two lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills for each."

Such a low price might have startled him if he wasn't so experienced. While he didn't know the market value of various items in the cultivation world, two lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were something even low-ranking disciples from Drifting Cloud Valley received monthly. Was this price too low?

Actually, Lin Xuan's understanding was flawed. Although his slow progress due to lacking a spirit root made him suffer cold eyes at his sect, compared to scattered cultivators, he was fortunate—except for the time Mast Elder Ma deliberately caused trouble, he usually got two lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills every month.

With purification techniques, he now had an endless supply of pills. However, he overlooked that only sect disciples could receive such benefits monthly. Many scattered cultivators lacked a background and resources; how could they afford to refine their own medicines or find the necessary herbs? Thus, while receiving little each month, sect disciples still benefited from cultivation aids, whereas scattered cultivators had to rely solely on their efforts.

This was why sect disciples were generally stronger than scattered ones, who mostly lingered at the Flexible Spirit Period and rarely reached higher stages.

Of course, senior guidance could help avoid many detours, and better techniques within a sect also played a role. However, without medicinal pills for cultivation was undoubtedly crucial.

After all, in cultivation, effort, spirit roots, and medicinal pills were equally important. While spirit roots and medicinal pills could complement each other—like Lin Xuan, an ordinary person who consumed medicinal pills like food, still outpaced his peers—the opposite also held true: a genius with an exceptional spirit root could achieve great success without medicinal pills.

But the world had few such geniuses; most scattered cultivators had average资质. Thus, they remained at the Flexible Spirit Period for life.

This was why, in the eyes of scattered cultivators, medicinal pills were treasures and very valuable. However, from Lin Xuan's perspective, he found them cheap, as it was a reasonable price.

"Friend cultivator, choose one; these storage items are definitely well-made," the young woman urged him seeing his interest.

"Can I take a look?" Lin Xuan picked up a bag-like item.

"Yes."

With affirmative permission, Lin Xuan used his spirit energy to probe inside but quickly withdrew. Seeing his lackluster expression, the girl grew anxious: "Why? Are you unsatisfied?"

"It's too small."

Honesty was key; this storage pouch was practically trash with only one cubic foot of space at most for pills and talismans—no room for larger spirit artifacts.

It couldn't compare to the two items he had from Zhou Yan and Zhang Yu. The bracelet could store about five square meters, while the belt belonged to a base foundation stage expert, offering enough space like a bedroom.

Hearing Lin Xuan complain of its size, the girl blushed; at her current second-stage Flexible Spirit Period cultivation level, she was good at crafting but lacked power to create high-quality items. These storage items looked fine on the surface but were practically useless—she had sold nothing all day.

"Friend cultivator, buy one. I'll sell it cheaper—one pill for each."

Lin Xuan shook his head and walked away without hesitation. While he had many Essence Cleansing Pills, he wasn't about to waste them. Even if he didn’t care, drawing attention was undesirable. Lin Xuan wasn't a saint; he wouldn’t do something without benefit.

After leaving the young woman's stall, Lin Xuan continued his leisurely stroll, occasionally stopping to look or inquire about prices but never buying anything. First, most items were of low quality or useless to him. Second, he didn’t want to spend money frivolously as a scattered cultivator; being wealthy could bring trouble.

Time passed like water; two hours had gone by unnoticed. The sun was high in the sky, and it was lunchtime.

High-ranking cultivators could survive without eating, absorbing spirit energy for sustenance, but low-ranking ones couldn’t. Lin Xuan planned to return to the inn to replenish his strength. Although he hadn't bought anything, this walk had been fruitful; at least he now knew market values well.

Even lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were valuable, especially mid-grade ones, which might not cause a stir but certainly attracted attention.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan made a mental note to buy an intermediate technique's guidebook. His current stock of pills would suffice, but he wouldn’t use mid-grade pills unless absolutely necessary.

***

An important message for everyone: The first is good news—《百炼成仙》获得了三江推荐，感谢大家一直以来的支持。请大家帮忙，在起点网站右上角的漫画•三江频道点击进入，为“我最喜欢的本期三江作品”投上一票，《百炼成仙》，谢谢。

第二是更新时间的问题，今天第三更准备放在晚上12点，因为今天是周末，要冲榜。如果那时兄弟们还没睡，请一定来捧场，点击、投票；如果已经睡了没关系，第二天记得顶我哦！

这一周在大家的支持下，《百炼成仙》取得了不错的成绩，小弟万分感激。下周上三江成绩当然应该更好，小弟会努力争取再上一层楼，也请大家多支持，拜谢了。

尤其是推荐票，对于新书榜来说是最重要的因素，请大家千万多投点票，再次感谢。
第三十七章 符箓

Lin Xuan originally intended to return to the inn for dinner, but on his way, he was drawn by a stall and stopped. In fact, not just him, there were many people gathered around this stall.

What kind of treasure could attract so many cultivators? With curiosity, Lin Xuan approached.

The vendor was a lanky young man in his mid-twenties, visibly nervous with so many people surrounding him, his face flushed red. The stall displayed various talismans and charms.

Talismans refer to cultivators sealing spells into specific talisman papers. This allows them to use the spells without expending essence energy, making it instant. The benefits are obvious.

For high-ranking cultivators, talismans aren't much of a deal. But for low-ranking cultivators, they are precious and practical items, especially in combat where an extra talisman can tip the scales in their favor.

However, creating talismans is extremely complex. It requires specific talisman papers and consumes large amounts of essence energy with no guarantee of success. The higher the spell, the harder it is to create. Thus, talismans are considered rare treasures in the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan wandered through the market for two hours but didn't see any talismans being sold. He was surprised to find so many here; a rough count revealed nearly one hundred.

No wonder it attracted so many cultivators.

Lin Xuan pushed forward, only to be disappointed when he saw the displayed talismans. High-rank spells were not something he expected to find here, but even mid-rank spells were nowhere to be seen.

All the talismans for sale contained low-rank spells, and among them, the lowest and most basic ones at that—such as Ice Needle Technique, Flame Spell, Sand Flow Technique, Rolling Stone Drop, Thorn术, etc. The variety was impressive, but these spells could easily be cast by even the first layer of Flexible Spirit Period cultivators. What use were they?

So while many people surrounded him, no one was willing to buy. After a long time, someone finally asked in a teasing tone: "Vendor, how much are your talismans?"

The young man's face turned even redder as he lowered his head. "One lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pill for two."

"Humph, such low-rank spells can be easily cast, yet you sell them so expensively. You must be crazy over pills," the crowd mocked.

The young man's face flushed further as people dispersed. He sighed and began packing up his stall. He had been here for two days without selling a single talisman.

This wasn't because low-rank talismans were useless; they could still serve as good defensive choices for cultivators with limited power. The difficulty in selling them stemmed from two reasons.

First, high-ranking Foundation Establishment stage cultivators wouldn't buy them since such low-rank spells were beneath their notice. They wouldn’t waste crystal stones or pills for something so trivial. Second, even lower-ranked Flexible Spirit Period cultivators could cast the spells within the talismans, but it would consume essence energy and be slower. They might want useful talismans, but they were too poor to afford them.

In short, high-ranking Foundation Establishment stage cultivators didn't want these low-rank talismans, while lower-ranked Flexible Spirit Period cultivators couldn’t buy them due to cost or lack of value.

This lanky young man was actually a low-ranking disciple from Talisman Mountain. The name of his sect hinted at the skill in creating talismans.

These talismans were all made by him, limited by his shallow cultivation, only sealing some of the lowest and most basic spells.

The young man actually wanted to sell these talismans cheaper to quickly make a sale. However, making talismans wasn't an easy task. Not only did he need specific talisman papers and precious materials like beast blood, but also the success rate was low.

These nearly one hundred talismans had already cost him his entire fortune. Two talismans for one pill was indeed not expensive; it was the cost price.

But these low-rank talismans were like a useless chicken's rib—hard to sell.

The young man arrived earlier than Lin Xuan, setting up his stall for three days with no takers despite many curious cultivators. Disheartened and with lunch time approaching, he packed up.

Throughout this process, Lin Xuan remained silent but had another plan. He wanted to buy these talismans because although low-rank spells were trash, a large quantity could still be devastating when used en masse.

For example, if all one hundred of these low-rank talismans were used simultaneously, even a Foundation Establishment first-layer expert would struggle. Even if they couldn't harm the enemy, it would buy them enough time to escape.

Of course, in the cultivation world, only Lin Xuan could afford such luxury. With the ability to purify essence energy, he wouldn’t lack pills for anything; fifty Essence Cleansing Pills were nothing to him.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t buy immediately because using fifty Essence Cleansing Pills at once would draw too much attention. He wouldn't do something that might bring disaster upon himself.

He needed to make the purchase discreetly.

With this plan in mind, although he joined other cultivators as they dispersed, he didn’t go far but wandered nearby, his mind focused on the talisman-making stall.

Not long after, the lanky young man, disheartened and packing up, prepared to leave. Lin Xuan followed silently behind him.

After leaving the market, fewer cultivators surrounded them. Seeing no one paying attention, Lin Xuan stealthily hid behind a tree and took out an item from his storage bracelet.

This was a film-like object with human facial features drawn on it, lifelike. It wasn’t a treasure of the cultivation world but a common disguise mask used by secular martial artists—facial masks for changing one’s appearance to maintain confidentiality. Although there were more advanced methods in the cultivation world, certain techniques could alter appearances, Lin Xuan's current rank was too low to learn them, so he settled for this.

This mask was purchased on his journey to Lingyun Sect. This was his first long trip as a cultivator, attending a gathering of cultivators, and preparations were thorough. Indeed, the effort paid off; this facial mask would soon prove useful.
第三十八章 购买

Although it was a mundane item, as long as it was used properly, it could still achieve good results. Lin Xuan always handled things meticulously. Although he had already decided to approach the young man in a secluded area and propose buying talismans, since the other party seemed like an honest person, Lin Xuan still did not intend to conduct the transaction with his true appearance.

This disguise mask could alter one's appearance, but such small tricks would not deceive a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator's divine sense. The young man looked just like one of his flexible spirit period disciples; as long as he did not deliberately use magic to check, Lin Xuan was sure that the other party wouldn't discover his true face.

Conducting an "Appearance Revealing Spell" to observe the other party would be considered a very impolite and even hostile act according to cultivator etiquette. As the main customer, Lin Xuan believed that such a foolish move would not be made by this young man, no matter how dim-witted he might seem.

After mentally envisioning all possible scenarios, Lin Xuan felt there was no chance of anything going wrong. He put on the disguise mask and his appearance changed completely, turning into a burly man with a dark purple face and rough features.

Then, Lin Xuan placed a small round object under his tongue, which he had purchased from the secular martial arts world; it could alter his voice.

After completing these preparations, Lin Xuan stepped out from behind the tree and continued to follow the young man at a steady pace. After about fifteen minutes, they arrived at a more secluded location.

It was time for action!

Lin Xuan looked around and saw no one nearby, so he sped up: "Friend, please stop!"

"You are...?" The young man turned back, looking puzzled as his eyes flashed with caution. He hesitated, asking, "What does friend want?"

Lin Xuan could see the wary expression on the young man's face; it made him feel a bit of sympathy for this seemingly dim-witted youth who knew to be cautious around strangers but was still too inexperienced. His facial expressions were too obvious.

Smiling, Lin Xuan approached and pretended not to notice the other party's wary expression: "I am Zhao Gang, wanting to buy your talismans."

"You want to buy talismans?"

The young man was overjoyed, immediately putting aside his vigilance: "Friend really wants to buy talismans? That's great! How many do you need?"

It was no wonder he was so happy. He had been selling for three days without a single sale, and now he finally had his first customer. His excitement was understandable; after all, young people were usually impetuous, while Lin Xuan was one of the few who were mature and steady.

"How many do you have?"

Hearing this question, the young man paused in surprise before breaking into a wide grin: "Hehe, does friend need so many? Let me count."

He pulled out a stack of talismans from his pocket and began to count. Lin Xuan remained calm, neither showing excitement nor impatience, waiting leisurely.

He had chosen this location after careful consideration; few people passed by here, with only half an hour between each passerby on average. There was no rush, giving him plenty of time.

"Altogether one hundred and eight talismans," the young man quickly counted: "How many do you want?"

"Hmm, all of them."

"All of them." The young man's mouth dropped open in delight. He was even happier than expected, exclaiming, "Since that is the case, I will be generous. Originally, two talismans for one lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pill. Since friend wants so many, I'll make it cheaper; just give me a whole number, fifty pills are enough."

Fifty, Lin Xuan calculated in his mind. According to today's market prices, this price was not too expensive and roughly equal to the cost of making the talismans. It wasn't much for him.

Although he agreed internally, Lin Xuan did not immediately take out the pills; instead, he pretended to be reluctant: "Sigh, who made me need these so badly? Fine, deal."

Hearing this, the young man finally relaxed and laughed foolishly.

"Sigh, these pills are all I've saved for years—my entire fortune." Lin Xuan mumbled as he pulled out five jade bottles from his pocket.

This was a smart move by Lin Xuan. He paid attention to small details; while one bottle could hold a hundred pills, that would be too obvious. So, Lin Xuan deliberately divided the pills into smaller bottles, each containing ten, creating an illusion of hard-earned savings and avoiding drawing attention.

Handing over the money and goods, the young man happily took the pills, and Lin Xuan began to count the talismans. There were no mistakes; he did not want to waste any more time: "Farewell, Mr. Zhao."

"Friend have a good journey," the young man said with a bow. This transaction was mutually beneficial.

Returning to the inn for lunch, Lin Xuan used his identity badge to break through the restrictions and returned to his room. Today's morning收获 was rich; these one hundred and eight talismans might be useless, but their quantity was valuable. With them, his strength had increased by a small margin.

He also understood the market prices of various cultivator items, giving him more confidence for tomorrow's acquisition of intermediate cultivation techniques.

No, he was determined to succeed!

Lin Xuan lay down on the bed and rested for a while. Calculating the time, most cultivators should have finished their meals; the afternoon market had started. He decided to go around again since sitting idly in his room was boring and see if he could find something useful.

With this thought, Lin Xuan returned to the square, which now seemed even busier with more people. As the treasure exchange event approached, more and more cultivators were arriving.

Although the calls for sales were lively, there wasn't much of interest to Lin Xuan. Although he was only in the middle stage of Flexible Spirit Period, his wealth far exceeded that of most Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, so ordinary items did not catch his eye.

However, he did find some useful things. After a whole afternoon of browsing, Lin Xuan bought two water attribute crystals. These stones contained abundant primordial energy and were widely used in cultivation, crafting, and combat, but they rarely appeared in the hands of low-ranking cultivators.

Seeing these two water crystals, Lin Xuan immediately purchased them and put them away.
第三十九章 凌云诀

The next morning, the entire peak was bustling with people. For Lingyun Sect, today marked a day of disbandment and selling off their assets—a misfortune for them but an eagerly anticipated event for other cultivators who had nothing to do with it.

Major sects and cultivation families aside, even independent cultivators looked forward to picking up some good treasures. Lin Xuan got up early, only to find the square already packed with cultivators when he arrived.

At the entrance, each person received a jade cylinder. By inserting their divine sense into it, they could see the detailed arrangements for today’s event.

The treasure exchange was divided into two parts: auctions and free selection. First, there were the auctions. Since this involved bidding among participants, the items would naturally be of higher quality—ranging from spiritual artifacts to crafting materials and even beast eggs.

Everyone knew that beasts could absorb天地灵气 (heavenly essence) like cultivators, possessing great powers. Although fierce, these beasts could be tamed, and once they recognized a master, they never betrayed them. Many cultivation sects were accustomed to keeping such beasts as guardians for their mountains.

These beast eggs came from the spiritual beasts that Lingyun Sect had been raising. Since they hadn’t hatched yet and weren’t bound by any master, buying them was very cost-effective.

From this, it became clear that the auctioned items were the true treasures of Lingyun Sect. However, ordinary independent cultivators couldn’t expect much; these items would likely be divided among Drifting Cloud Valley, Fire Spirit Sect, Dao Talisman Mountain, and other sects. Even cultivation families could only hope to get a few lower-grade spiritual artifacts or worthless beast eggs.

The second part of the exchange was free selection, similar to how independent cultivators had set up stalls in previous days. Lingyun Sect had categorized their items for sale, allowing everyone to sift through them.

While the best treasures were already auctioned off, Lingyun Sect’s thousand-year accumulation meant that various low-grade and even Foundation Establishment stage items could still be found. The main buyers would be cultivation families and wealthy independent cultivators.

The jade cylinder provided a clear description of what was for sale, listing all the items in detail, which pleased Lin Xuan as it saved him from much trouble.

Lin Xuan skipped over other sections and directly headed to the功法类 (cultivation technique) section. There were numerous low-grade cultivation techniques—more than ten in total. This piqued his interest again; although Drifting Cloud Valley had taught basic cultivation techniques, he was given only a common one as an unimportant disciple.

Only a few elite disciples were allowed to learn truly excellent low-grade techniques.

This explained why, despite having abundant spirit medicines and working hard, he hadn’t broken through the fifth layer yet.

While Lingyun Sect couldn’t match Drifting Cloud Valley in terms of high-ranking cultivators or mid-grade cultivation techniques, they were on equal footing when it came to low-grade techniques. So, why not buy a refined low-grade technique? It would make his cultivation smoother and faster.

What particularly excited Lin Xuan was that due to the limited space and too many participants, the stalls had become somewhat cramped. To sell items at better prices, Lingyun Sect decided to hold two rounds of free selection—one in the morning for cheaper items and one in the afternoon for more expensive ones.

Low-grade techniques were part of the morning’s transactions, while mid-grade techniques would be sold in the afternoon. This way, he wouldn’t have to worry about rushing around; he could take his time selecting.

After understanding the situation described in the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan headed straight for where low-grade cultivation techniques were being sold. He needed to act quickly; he didn’t want someone else to beat him to it. He wanted to acquire Lingyun Sect’s best low-grade technique and had no interest in ordinary ones.

He soon found a relatively secluded corner. The reason was simple: low-grade techniques were only suitable for Flexible Spirit Period disciples, and most cultivation families looked down on them. Independent cultivators might be interested but were too poor; even if they could afford the spirit pills, they wouldn’t spend it.

Thus, these items were hard to sell, and the stall owner was a common low-grade disciple.

Few people inquired about the techniques. Lin Xuan glanced around and saw that there were over ten jade cylinders on the table, with a young man of twenty-something sitting behind them.

《浑天术》 (Heavenly Sphere Technique), 《紫阳劲》 (Purple Yang Strength), 《柔木功》 (Flexible Wood Technique)…

Each jade cylinder had a label in front, clearly stating the name of the cultivation technique. Lin Xuan read through them until he saw the words 《凌云诀》 (Lingyun Method).

It was purely coincidental that when he heard a senior Foundation Establishment cultivator give lectures at Eagle Nest Pavilion, this same expert praised various sects’ foundational techniques. He mentioned that among the seven or eight major sects in Yanzhou Region, Lingyun Sect’s strength and number of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators were unsurpassed, with even their master, Cloud Crane True Man, being a Condensation Core Stage expert.

However, for low-grade disciples, Lingyun Sect was not inferior to its own sect. Especially the best foundational technique 《凌云诀》 (Lingyun Method) and the top low-grade technique of his own sect, 《飞云劲》 (Flying Cloud Strength), each had their strengths, being equally excellent.

At that time, Lin Xuan didn’t pay much attention to it but remembered it. The senior Foundation Establishment cultivator spoke highly of 《凌云诀》, so he naturally wanted to acquire this technique.

He picked up the jade cylinder with the words 《凌云诀》 and inserted his divine sense into it, glancing around casually before asking, "How much?"

"Thirty lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills," the disciple didn’t even look up.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan didn’t say anything. He took out three jade bottles from his pocket and placed them on the stall. After the other party counted the spirit pills, he turned and left.

The entire process took less than five minutes. Then, he continued strolling around the market as if nothing had happened. Compared to independent cultivators’ stalls, this place was much busier; there were more valuable treasures, and cultivation families were richer. They had prepared enough spirit pills in advance for this exchange, starting their purchases.

Lin Xuan didn’t make any further moves. After a short while of wandering, he returned to the inn. Acquiring 《凌云诀》was an impromptu decision; his main goal was still to buy mid-grade cultivation techniques that included spiritual control. He would rest and prepare for the afternoon. As long as nothing went wrong in the afternoon, this trip would be a success.
第四十章 修士情报

At noon, cultivators started returning from outside. With mealtime approaching, low-grade cultivators couldn't practice the method of辟谷(breaking the fast), and food was provided for free at the inn, with decent taste.

Lin Xuan finished his meal early and had nothing to do. Instead of going back to his room, he sat in the dining hall, sipping tea while casually observing the scenery outside the window. In reality, he was listening intently to the conversations around him.

The din was loud, but for a cultivator with strong divine awareness, it wasn't an issue. As long as the other party didn't use magical power to transmit sound, every word could be heard clearly.

"Hey, did you all go to today's auction this morning?"

A voice like a broken gong caught everyone's attention. Lin Xuan turned and saw a burly man in rough clothes, dressed as an independent cultivator.

"Aren't you one of the bidders?" asked a chubby youth next to him, looking up with admiration.

The man blushed: "We independents don’t have the strength to participate. I just came to see the show."

"Oh." The crowd's interest waned, and they resumed their meals or sipped their tea.

"Hey, listen to me," the burly man seemed eager for attention. Seeing no one paying him any mind, he grew agitated: "Do you know that the items up for auction are real treasures? Just this morning alone, three lower-grade spirit artifacts, two middle-grade ones, and even a top-grade one appeared."

The mention of spirit artifacts drew everyone's attention again. Although they were simplified versions of magical treasures, their powers were vast. Many foundation establishment stage cultivators didn't have them, let alone the flexible spirit period independents.

Most people in the room hadn’t seen these artifacts themselves but had heard about their power from elders.

"Wow, I never thought there would be a spirit artifact on sale. If I knew, I wouldn’t have wandered around the stalls. Instead, I should have gone to watch the auction. Even if I can't afford it, at least seeing them would broaden my horizons."

The burly man continued: "You didn’t see their power. A single strike turned a ten-thousand-pound boulder into dust. This is just a middle-grade spirit artifact..."

Indeed, his personality might have been a bit showy, but he was good at speaking. His description made everyone's minds wander.

"Who got these spirit artifacts?"

"Of course, it must be the powerful sects and families. No middle or top-grade spirit artifacts were sold to outsiders; lower-grade ones went to wealthy cultivator families. Do we independents have any chance?"

"That makes sense. Not only do we not have enough essence pills for bidding, but even if we did buy them, they would just be a burden."

The man's words were straightforward, and everyone understood the truth. They sighed in disappointment, their interest waning. Even when he mentioned that afternoon’s auction had more valuable items, including top-grade spirit artifacts from the Lingyun Sect and some precious beast eggs, few paid attention.

Lin Xuan raised his cup to hide a smile. His luck was indeed good. For other flexible spirit period cultivators, lower-grade spirit artifacts were rare; he had three of them, with even one being top-grade.

To fully utilize their power, he needed the skill ofspirit control. This thought strengthened his resolve to acquire intermediate cultivation techniques.

The atmosphere in the hall seemed subdued when a cold voice interrupted: "In the eyes of those sects and families, what are we independents? Even if we can't participate in auctions, items for sale at the conference have been secretly reserved."

"Secretly reserved?" The cultivators were shocked. Lin Xuan listened intently as he followed the voice to an old man drinking alone in a corner.

"Friend, what did you mean by that just now?" Without waiting for Lin Xuan to ask, another curious cultivator stepped forward.

The old man took a sip of his drink and didn't mince words: "Lingyun Sect has five intermediate cultivation techniques. The most precious《玉云功》is being auctioned off, but the other four are available for trade."

Everyone nodded; this information was mentioned in the description of the treasure exchange conference.

"But do you know that three out of these four intermediate techniques have already been reserved by cultivator families?"

"Reserved? Isn't that against the rules?"

"Humph. Rules?" The old man sneered: "You all came here, so you're not newbies to cultivation. When was the last time anyone heard about the cultivation world following rules? If you want reason, will those sects and families listen? They just use their power to bully others."

The cultivators remained silent. Most of them were independents who often suffered from the bullying of sects and families but couldn't do anything.

"Fine, if they reserved them, let it be. We independents won’t need intermediate techniques anyway!"

"Friend, you're right. How many of us can achieve foundation establishment? Intermediate techniques are just useless to us."

"Right, who cares about rules. Let's drink."
第四十一章 修仙家族

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he returned to his room after breaking through the restrictions with a storage bracelet. Standing by the bed, he remained silent, originally just wanting to pass time in a restaurant and see if he could hear any useful information. He hadn't expected such significant news.

At first, when he learned from the jade tube that there would be four intermediate cultivation techniques for sale that afternoon, Lin Xuan was quite pleased. His goal was merely the Spirit Control Technique within these methods; he didn't care much about the quality of the techniques themselves since they wouldn’t be used until the Base Foundation Stage, which was still a long way off.

Now, with only one choice left after three intermediate cultivation techniques had already been pre-ordered by cultivation families, Lin Xuan felt his task become more challenging. Unlike low-level techniques for Flexible Spirit cultivators, intermediate techniques were rare and highly sought after. The number of cultivation families attending the conference was not limited to just a few; even scattered cultivators might target the only remaining intermediate technique, significantly increasing the difficulty.

Although he had confidence in his supply of medicinal pills, Lin Xuan decided that it would be better to not hesitate. He must obtain an intermediate technique no matter what.

Though Lin Xuan was usually cautious and liked to plan before acting, this did not mean he was a coward. His careful approach was simply to avoid unnecessary trouble. But when faced with real choices, he wouldn't back down; a man of courage could take or leave things as needed.

With his resolve set, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, first restoring his physical and magical energy to its peak. This way, if conflicts arose over the acquisition of techniques, his chances of victory would be higher.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and left his room, heading to the square. He observed a hundred or so cultivators who had arrived early, waiting for the conference to begin—people who had already chosen their treasures and were wary of others snatching them first.

Most of these were members of cultivation families; only a few were scattered cultivators.

Lin Xuan took an advantageous position at the front, silently observing his fellow cultivators. Unfortunately, everyone was too focused on their own affairs to chat or share information.

Soon, a cultivator from Lingyun Sect stepped out and greeted them: "Welcome, all. The afternoon trading session will now begin..."

The eager cultivators paid no attention to his words, rushing into the square as soon as they saw the restrictions broken at the entrance.

Lin Xuan entered without hesitation, following the instructions in the jade tube toward the southern part of the square where the intermediate technique vendors were set up. "How much for this *Heart Refinement Method*?" he asked, relieved to see a jade tube still on display. At least he hadn't arrived too late.

The vendor was an advanced Flexible Spirit cultivator who looked Lin Xuan curiously. Only Base Foundation Stage cultivators needed intermediate techniques, and Lin Xuan didn’t want to explain his purpose.

He tilted his chin slightly, asking, "How much do you sell it for?"

His casual yet somewhat arrogant demeanor silenced the other man. Although Lin Xuan was dressed as a scattered cultivator, he exuded an air of importance, possibly backed by powerful mentors.

Considering his interest in intermediate techniques, the vendor’s attitude softened. He smiled and said, "One hundred fifty lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills."

Seeing this change, Lin Xuan chuckled inwardly, having planned it that way. Since many might vie for the only remaining intermediate technique, he decided to act more arrogantly; this would make others uncertain about his background, adding a layer of caution.

Fortunately, no other buyers appeared yet, confirming that coming early was the right choice.

Lin Xuan reached into his pocket and prepared to take out the pills. However, just then, a light voice from behind said, "One hundred fifty lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills. I'll take this *Heart Refinement Method*."

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat; he hadn't expected any last-minute complications. He turned emotionlessly and saw a young man dressed in the style of a noble family, wearing fine clothes and looking around 27 or 28 years old—a Flexible Spirit cultivator.

His attire and demeanor were unmistakably those of a cultivation family member.

Two jade bottles were thrown onto the vendor’s table, then the young man took out the jade tube.

"Wait," Lin Xuan stepped forward to block him.

"Why?" The noble family's youth wore an arrogant expression upon seeing Lin Xuan’s scattered cultivator appearance.

"Do you know about the first-come, first-served rule?" Lin Xuan didn't want to waste time with such people. Given their likely hostile stance, he decided not to be polite.

"Haha, first come, first served? Can a scattered cultivator afford an intermediate technique?" The youth mocked him: "Besides, even if you had pills, would you dare compete with the Yan family?"

The Yan family was a mid-sized cultivation clan with only a dozen or so members. However, their patriarch was an advanced Flexible Spirit cultivator, just one step away from Base Foundation.

Thoughts of the Yan family's profile flashed in Lin Xuan’s mind as he took out his pills: "One hundred sixty Essence Cleansing Pills; I bought it."

Lin Xuan offered to pay ten more pills because, at the same price, the vendor would sell the technique to a cultivation family rather than a scattered cultivator. Unless he revealed his affiliation with Drifting Cloud Valley, which was impossible.
第四十二章 隐身符

The young man in fine attire stared wide-eyed at Lin Xuan, clearly surprised. It was no wonder; to them, scattered cultivators were always poor. This youngster had just casually pulled out one hundred and sixty Essence Cleansing Pills without a hint of effort. He truly made an impression.

Could this kid not be a scattered cultivator but instead from another family or even a sect?

Yan Ming's mind raced as he carefully sized up Lin Xuan from head to toe. No, sect disciples had specific attire; even the sons and nephews of various families would not dress so shabbily. This youngster was dressed in the standard garb of a scattered cultivator.

Perhaps this fellow was just one of those lucky ones who unexpectedly struck it rich.

With that thought, Yan Ming's expression turned arrogant once more: "This young master will offer two hundred and seventy Essence Cleansing Pills."

"Two hundred and eight!"

"Two hundred and nine."

"Two hundred!" Lin Xuan gritted his teeth. Spirit Control Technique was something he had to get; after all this preparation, how could he return empty-handed?

...

Sweat trickled down Yan Ming's forehead. He never expected that this unremarkable youngster would have such a plentiful supply of medicinal pills. Although the Yan Family was an average-sized cultivation family with several hundred years of history, their assets were not abundant. Two hundred Essence Cleansing Pills could already strain the entire family and even require selling many treasures.

But his father had given strict orders before leaving: under no circumstances should he fail to acquire a middle-grade cultivation technique. His father, as the clan leader, was about to break through a bottleneck and enter the Foundation Establishment stage but lacked suitable techniques.

The bidding voices attracted other cultivators nearby, drawing their attention with murmurs of discussion.

"Good heavens, two hundred Essence Cleansing Pills."

"Where did this youngster come from? How can he be so wealthy that he dares to compete with cultivation families?"

"What wealth? Foolish and bold. Wait and see; even if he gets that technique, he will bring disaster upon himself."

"Humph! That's not certain. Since he isn't afraid of the Yan Family, his mentor might be a powerful figure."

...

These words echoed in Yan Ming's thoughts. After all, such behavior from a scattered cultivator was too strange. As more people gathered to watch, Lin Xuan's face darkened slightly. If this continued, things would only get worse; he needed to act quickly.

Cut through the chaos!

He pulled out an jade bottle and placed it carefully on the stall: "Add two hundred lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills to this item. Will you sell?"

What is this?

All cultivators wondered aloud. The Lingyun Sect cultivator manning the stall had just snapped back from his shock; he hadn't expected a common middle-grade cultivation technique to fetch such good prices.

But Lin Xuan's solemn expression indicated it was no ordinary item.

The vendor swallowed hard, opened the bottle, and a refreshing aroma wafted out. Inside lay a small, pale-blue pill.

Middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pill!

Though he had never seen one before, most cultivators recognized its description from books—its color and scent were spot-on.

Someone gasped in surprise!

Others stood dumbfounded, even Yan Ming, who had previously shown arrogance, now gaped open-mouthed. They could not have imagined a scattered cultivator possessing middle-grade pills.

In the cultivation world, alchemy was an extremely skilled task; even lower-grade pills had only a 50-60% success rate, and middle-grade ones were less than one-fifth that. It required experienced alchemists, and even Drifting Cloud Valley such sects could not produce them. Only a few truly ancient and prestigious families with thousands of years of history produced some middle-grade pills for their elite disciples.

Theoretically, one middle-grade pill was worth ten lower-grade ones, but in reality, it was far more valuable. Properly speaking, no one would do such foolishness; the medicinal power of middle-grade pills was a different level from that of lower-grade ones, especially during breakthroughs.

As everyone greedily eyed the middle-grade pill, their gazes turned increasingly bewildered toward Lin Xuan. A scattered cultivator could never afford to produce middle-grade pills—was this Lin Xuan playing a pig and tiger strategy?

"Alright, will you sell?"

"Yes!"

The Lingyun Sect stallholder clutched the middle-grade pill tightly, as if fearing Lin Xuan would change his mind. Yan Ming hesitated, his lips moving silently before he remained silent. With their family's finances, two hundred lower-grade pills were already a stretch; middle-grade pills were out of the question. His doubts grew, and he no longer regarded Lin Xuan as an ordinary scattered cultivator.

After the deal was made, Lin Xuan stowed away the jade cylinder in his storage bracelet without delay, pushing through the crowd to leave the square.

He did not return to the Eagle Nest Pavilion; all his treasures were stored in his storage ring. He used a teleportation array to exit Lingyun Sect and then employed Wind Control Technique to descend Mount Tianzhu.

Along the way, Lin Xuan cautiously released his divine sense, indeed detecting several groups following him. However, he was neither surprised nor anxious—this was expected after making such a big fuss acquiring a middle-grade cultivation technique; if no one had ill intentions, that would be strange.

Want to kill and steal treasure?

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile. He circled around the area for a few moments before arriving at a small valley near Mount Tianzhu. The surroundings were rocky and rugged, like a natural maze.

Pausing, Lin Xuan took out a red talisman from his storage bracelet, holding it in his hand. A look of reluctance flashed across his eyes but he hesitated, then stuck the talisman to himself, crossed his legs, and began mumbling under his breath.

Under the influence of essence energy, the talisman glowed brightly, enveloping Lin Xuan's body in a white mist. Moments later, the mist dissipated, and Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

This was an invisibility talisman—its name said it all; it had the effect of making one invisible. This was why Lin Xuan hesitated earlier.

With this invisibility talisman, he could remain unseen for three hours while concealing his essence energy fluctuations, even to Foundation Establishment experts. However, there were downsides: he couldn't move during that time or the talisman would lose its effect.
第四十三章 冤家路窄

After completing all these preparations, Lin Xuan fell into a meditative state to recover his spiritual energy. For cultivators, sitting in meditation for three hours was quite common.

During this period, several batches of cultivators arrived. These were not good people; they harbored covetous thoughts towards the treasures on Lin Xuan's person.

However, the sealing technique inside the隐身符was a high-grade spell, and even foundation establishment stage cultivators found it difficult to detect. Therefore, they naturally did not think about it at all.

One by one, their faces showed confusion as they clearly saw that young man enter the valley, yet he suddenly disappeared. They searched the area for half an hour but some were still unwilling to give up and used tracking spells, only to come up empty-handed.

In the end, they reluctantly left.

Three hours later, a strange white mist suddenly emerged from the originally empty valley. The mist initially spread out, then gradually coalesced before slowly dissipating again. A figure became visible.

Lin Xuan's expression was indifferent; he could not be read. He stood up and glanced around. No cultivators were nearby. Although he successfully摆脱了those with ill intentions, he had used a high-grade invisibility talisman in the process.

Overall, this trip to Lingyun Sect yielded rich rewards. Not only did he successfully purchase spirit control techniques and obtain The Lingyun Art, but he also bought two water attribute crystal stones as well as 108 low-grade talismans. Although they were all of lower quality, their sheer quantity was valuable. When thrown in large numbers, even foundation establishment stage cultivators would be hard-pressed to resist.

Although the pills consumed were numerous, it was not a significant loss for Lin Xuan. With his ability to purify waste pills, he could re-purify them after just a few days of effort.

In short, the losses and gains compared, were negligible. After slightly整理ing the items in his storage bracelet, Lin Xuan ate some dry food before continuing on his journey.

---

This time, no one was following him, so Lin Xuan did not waste any time and headed straight back to Drifting Cloud Valley.

Around dusk, he stopped at a small forest. This area for several dozen miles was deserted; it seemed he would have to spend the night in the wilderness.

He killed a rabbit and had just half-roasted it when Lin Xuan suddenly moved. He waved his sleeves, causing the wind to blow out the fire. Then, using mud and dry branches to cover the cooking site, he disguised it as if no one had been there.

Lin Xuan then stepped lightly on the ground, activating the御风术to lift himself several meters high into a towering tree. With the leaves concealing him, he remained motionless, repressing his spiritual energy so that even his heartbeat and pulse slowed to an almost imperceptible level. He seemed like a withered branch.

This was the concealment technique from the Wood Attribute Spell.

Just as he finished everything, a yellow light descended into the forest. As the light dissipated, two people emerged.

Lin Xuan remained silent but was secretly surprised. He had stayed in Drifting Cloud Valley for four years; although he was a low-ranking disciple, his keen eyesight was still good from being there.

The yellow light was not used to levitate and fly with a spiritual artifact; it was an extremely rare flying talisman. Such high-grade talismans were not the possession of ordinary cultivators.

"Father, we can rest here for tonight."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this familiar voice. After some thought, he recalled that the nobleman who had competed with him to purchase a middle-grade cultivation technique came from a Yan family.

"Could they be following me?" Lin Xuan's heart raced but quickly calmed down as he began analyzing the situation. No, he used an invisibility talisman and clearly got rid of all trackers. Besides, if they intended to act now, there would have been no need for them to wait until now.

They did not know he was returning to Drifting Cloud Valley; it was unlikely that they followed this path by coincidence. The most likely scenario was a chance encounter between the two parties.

---

After understanding the situation, Lin Xuan cursed his bad luck in his heart while carefully concealing his breath and remaining motionless, fearing discovery.

"Let's go!" Lin Xuan prayed to all the gods for protection, hoping they would have urgent matters and just rest briefly before continuing their journey.

However, things did not go as he wished. The two decided to spend the night here, started a fire, and roasted some food.

"Father, do you think our ambush on the Wang family disciple will be discovered?"

Yan Ming's voice was somewhat anxious. Sitting beside him was an elderly man in his fifties. Upon hearing this, his face darkened before he said after a moment: "Hmph, it's all your fault as a useless beast. You couldn't even buy a middle-grade cultivation technique properly. Otherwise, why would I resort to such desperate measures and risk so much?"

"Father, you can't blame me," Yan Ming argued. "Who knew that an ordinary cultivator had hundreds of pills, including rare middle-grade ones."

"Is what you say true?" the elderly man asked.

"I dare not lie to you, Father. Many cultivators witnessed it at the time."

The elder fell silent. This matter was indeed suspicious. While 200 lower-grade pills were understandable, even Drifting Cloud Valley, Daoist Talisman Mountain, and Fire Spirit Sect did not have such resources for a single ordinary cultivator.

As the head of the Yan family, Yan Tianheng had seen many things but still could not understand this situation.

"Let it be. We don't need to overthink it. At least we killed some Wang family juniors and got our hands on a middle-grade cultivation technique and other treasures," Yan Tianheng said with a hint of satisfaction on his face. "Who would have thought that the few old Wang family members were in seclusion, busy with their affairs, so they had to send some juniors here for such an event. As for being discovered, Ming, you don't need to worry; I've already destroyed all evidence."
第四十四章 行藏暴露

Unintentionally overhearing this great secret, Lin Xuan even dared not breathe a single breath. Although it was just snippets of conversation, from the discussion between the Yan family father and son, he could already piece together the general sequence of events.

The head of the Yan family is an expert at the Flexible Spirit Period, on the verge of entering the Foundation Establishment stage. Originally, he planned for his son to take advantage of Lingyun Sect's dissolution to acquire a mid-grade cultivation technique, but unexpectedly, Lin Xuan managed to buy it first.

This enraged Yan Tianheng greatly. The Yan family is merely an average-sized cultivation clan with no power to operate behind the scenes. With only one mid-grade cultivation technique available for sale and that being snatched by another party, Yan Tianheng had no choice but to take a risk and ambush another cultivation clan, seizing their mid-grade technique.

The Wang family, originally the largest cultivation clan in this area, was the main leader of Piao Yun Valley. Although they later broke away from the valley, they still maintained good relations with it. With over one hundred cultivators, including three Foundation Establishment experts, their strength ranked among the top in the surrounding regions.

However, fate was against them. The three elders of the Wang family were at a critical juncture in their cultivation practices and did not expect anyone to dare attack them. Thus, they only sent some juniors to participate in this grand meeting, which Yan Tianheng seized as an opportunity to murder and plunder.

Having analyzed the sequence of events, Lin Xuan naturally dared not move. He already had a grudge with Yan Ming and now heard their dirty dealings; if exposed, the other party would surely kill him to cover their tracks.

The Yan family father and son were ruthless, but they weren't weak. Yan Tianheng was just one step away from Foundation Establishment, while Yan Ming's cultivation technique was at the fourth layer as well.

Of course, in the worst-case scenario, Lin Xuan wouldn't be caught off guard. If a fight broke out, he still had a chance. Firstly, his Ice Needle Technique was mid-grade, but its power wasn't inferior to lower-grade techniques. Secondly, he had collected many talismans; besides the hundred low-grade ones from Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan, there were also several mid-grade ones.

Lastly, of course, there were spiritual artifacts. While the other two weren't mentioned, he was quite proficient with the Golden Chain. Although the Drive Object Technique could only unleash part of its power, it could still be used as a trump card.

Although Lin Xuan had some confidence in himself, he wouldn't initiate a fight with the two cultivators. After all, one of them was an expert at the Flexible Spirit Period. Better to avoid trouble than to seek it out. It seemed that both were planning to spend the night here, so Lin Xuan could only sigh about his bad luck and prepare to sleep in the branches.

A flock of geese called out overhead, and Yan Tianheng stood up. The dry food didn't taste good, but with prey right there, he decided to shoot one down for dinner.

Seeing him look up, Lin Xuan inwardly cursed, not daring to think too much as his figure flickered and descended from the branch. This wasn't rashness; since Yan Tianheng was looking up, his concealment technique would definitely be exposed. It was better to strike first than wait for an attack.

After hearing their dirty dealings, the Yan family father and son couldn't let him go unscathed. If they had to tear down the facade, it might as well be Lin Xuan who took the initiative.

The presence of someone on top of a tree startled both Yan family members. Upon seeing Lin Xuan's appearance, Yan Ming exclaimed in shock: "Father, he...he is that person who bought the mid-grade pill and acquired the cultivation technique..."

Before his words were finished, red light flashed before their eyes as several fireballs about the size of buckets hurtled towards them.

Lin Xuan summoned a flame talisman with one hand while preparing an ice bolt spell with the other. Sibilant sounds filled the air as the spells began to take effect. More strangely, Lin Xuan's mouth held another talisman; under the influence of his spirit energy, it turned into smoke and sank into the ground.

Yan Ming was alarmed. Although low-grade fireballs and ice bolts could not kill him outright, being hit by them would still be fatal. In his panic, this nobleman showed signs of inexperience, fumbling around and failing to activate his Qi Shield as he tried to dodge to one side.

However, such clumsiness had already fallen into Lin Xuan's trap—the Sand Flow Technique, a deadly ambush.

The sand sucked his feet down, and the fireballs and ice bolts were already rushing towards him. Yan Ming's expression turned pale; although he was also at the fourth layer of Flexible Spirit cultivation, having grown up pampered and rarely facing danger, this was his first encounter with such peril.

"Useless!"

Lin Xuan sneered inwardly. Cultivators who relied on their family strength to bully the weak and fear the strong were destined for nothing. Seeing Yan Ming about to be hit by a spell, a figure moved over and pulled him aside.

The head of the Yan family!

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious; this was his true enemy. To avoid being ambushed, Lin Xuan had already attacked the weaker Yan Ming as soon as he appeared, hoping to take out an enemy unawares. At first, it went smoothly—Yan Ming's cultivation wasn't weak but belonged to a useless aristocrat. However, the head of the Yan family reacted quickly.

Although he saved his son's life, he couldn't guarantee that Yan Ming would be unharmed. A single ice bolt hit Yan Ming in the chest, causing him to bleed profusely. Seizing the opportunity when the head of the Yan family exposed himself while saving his son, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let this chance slip away.

He reached into his robe and pulled out five more talismans. With spirit energy guiding them, he threw the talismans up into the air...

Boom!

Instantly, a wave of heat hit him as the five talismans transformed into dozens of fireballs, hurtling towards the Yan family father and son...

Yan Tianheng's expression darkened; he hadn't expected this young man to be so decisive in his actions. His attack was ruthless, with no wasted words.

Compared to his own son, who was weak in battle despite having decent cultivation techniques, Lin Xuan felt a great distance between them. While his son could not even use one-tenth of his strength, he had become a burden instead of an asset.
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But regardless, it was still his own flesh and blood. Yan Tianheng pulled his son behind him with one hand while the other stretched out in front of his chest. The technique changed rapidly as a faint yellow qi shield formed from the surface of his body.

Puff!

The fireball collided with the qi shield, sizzling loudly, but after a moment, it vanished like a stone thrown into deep water. The flame talisman had sealed only low-grade spells; breaking through Yan Family's defenses was too much to ask.

Seeing that his move hadn't worked, Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious. He no longer rushed to attack; using the storage room now would be futile.

Before learning to strike, one must first learn to endure blows. The struggle between cultivators is extremely perilous; a moment’s carelessness could cost one their life. Therefore, he should set up defenses first. Since the sneak attack hadn't worked, Lin Xuan was preparing for a long-term battle.

He wasn’t like Yan Ming, that waste of talent. Despite facing a formidable opponent, Lin Xuan remained calm and thoughtful.

Lin Xuan no longer hesitated; he调动体内灵力，在体表形成一个护罩，然后从怀里掏出两张符箓。His eyes briefly flickered with reluctance, but his gaze soon hardened as he threw the two talismans into the air. The first one emitted golden light, transforming into a large golden coin above Lin Xuan. With a wave of his hand, it descended to block him.

"Golden Technique!"

The Yan Family was taken aback; this was a mid-grade defensive technique of the metallic type, extremely sturdy. A solitary cultivator, how could he have such precious talismans?

But his astonishment only began as the second talisman also took effect, transforming into a pale blue bubble that enveloped Lin Xuan.

"Water Spirit Talisman!"

It was another mid-grade defensive spell!

Originally, when his son mentioned that some solitary cultivators were buying techniques with middle-grade pills, despite the many witnesses, Yan Tianheng had always been skeptical. Now, he believed it; someone really did do this. With years of experience in judging people, this young man wasn’t a mere solitary cultivator; his attire was merely to mask his true identity.

"Who are you?" Yan Tianheng’s face turned black as he spoke slowly and deliberately.

Lin Xuan said nothing. The situation had reached an impasse where neither side could back down without dying. It would be foolish to reveal his identity.

Having used two mid-grade defensive talismans, Lin Xuan felt a sharp pain. After all, defensive talismans were far more difficult to craft and much more precious than offensive ones. Even with the inheritance from Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan, he only had these two left, and now they were gone.

Lin Xuan didn’t respond but instead activated his qi, several ice needles appearing in the air, flying towards the opponent.

"Humph, trivial tricks!"

Yan Tianheng’s face showed a sly smile. As a master of the Flexible Spirit Period, he wouldn't take low-grade techniques like Ice Needle Technique seriously.

With one hand stretched out, Yan Tianheng curled his index finger and thumb together while muttering under his breath. His body’s qi rushed through him in an instant, forming a large flame at the tip of his palm that transformed into a bird shape.

He didn’t even glance at the Ice Needle Technique; it would do no harm to him once it hit the qi shield.

Firebird Technique, this was a mid-grade fire attribute spell. No wonder he was such a formidable opponent—his first move was already impressive.

But Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He reached into his chest and pulled out five more talismans. Ice freezing, water and fire cancel each other out; though it was still a low-grade technique, with the quantity, facing one with five, they could match the Firebird Technique evenly.

Yan Tianheng’s eyes widened in surprise and shock. He was both amazed and angry—this young man had so many talismans! Excluding solitary cultivators, even elite disciples of sects couldn’t be this wealthy!

But no matter what, he couldn’t let him return alive.

With that thought, Yan Tianheng launched a storm of mid-grade spells at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained indifferent. In his heart, he was shocked—indeed, a master of the seventh layer technique. At this moment, he realized how lucky it had been to use traps to kill Zhou Yan.

If not for Zhou Yan's underestimation and lack of defensive measures due to his low power, Lin Xuan would have perished in that small valley long ago.

Now, the current head of the Yan Family was putting all his efforts into this battle with no room for tricks. Of course, he wasn’t that mediocre disciple who lingered at the first layer of the Flexible Spirit Period anymore.

Lin Xuan began to pull out more talismans from his chest. He didn’t use his own qi to cast spells because while his progress had been significant, it was too short a time; his power was still three layers behind the opponent’s, and so his qi would be weaker. In a spell duel, technique was merely an auxiliary; what mattered most was the depth of one's qi. Since he was weaker than the other side, using his own weakness to attack their strength would only lead to death.

Secondly, Lin Xuan had received a spirit artifact, which made his focus different from ordinary disciples. He knew only a few spells.

To defeat a strong enemy, one must avoid their strengths and exploit their weaknesses. Compared to Yan Tianheng, what were his advantages? More talismans.

They could be used instantly with minimal qi consumption, making them invaluable against stronger opponents.

As for the Ice Needle Technique and spirit artifact—these were his trump cards. Since this had turned into a long-term battle, he couldn’t afford to reveal his bottom card so easily.

Having made a rough plan of his situation and how to fight, Lin Xuan remained calm and began using talismans to engage in a direct confrontation with the opponent.

Boom, boom, boom…

Explosions echoed non-stop. The battle between cultivators was nothing short of intense. Yan Tianheng was both shocked and angry. Although he was at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period, mid-grade spells were no trivial matter; his qi consumption was increasing rapidly, and his magical power was dropping quickly. But the opponent’s talismans seemed inexhaustible. If this continued…
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Compared to his opponent's anxiety, Lin Xuan exuded a sense of confidence. At least on the surface, he was using talisman flames to counter his foe’s spells and occasionally launching ice needles as an ambush attack. While these couldn’t harm Yan Tianheng, they certainly irritated him to no end.

Especially Lin Xuan’s expression, one filled with disdain, often punctuated by taunting remarks. Yan Tianheng's face turned darker and darker.

It was understandable; after all, he was the head of a family, a great expert in the Seventh Stage cultivation technique, yet he found himself helpless against a mere Fourth Stage cultivator. The sense of defeat gnawed at him.

Especially that smug look—truly, it could drive anyone mad with rage.

Was Lin Xuan really so cavalier?

Of course not!

He was deliberately putting on this act. It was well-known that when one's mind is agitated during battle, their strength would be significantly diminished. Facing a stronger opponent, winning required more than just the right strategy and tactics; psychological warfare was equally important.

Thus, Lin Xuan acted smugly, taunting his foe, and Yan Tianheng indeed lost his composure. This showed that Lin Xuan had read him well—though Yan Tianheng was ruthless and cunning like an old fox, he also had a fiery temper, making it not too difficult to provoke him.

Lin Xuan did all this for victory. In truth, he was equally frustrated inside. The reason? Using talismans to counter his opponent's spells—it simply hurt his heart. These were hard-won resources; losing even one felt like a loss.

What further vexed Lin Xuan was that using lower-grade talismans in such quantities was wasteful. Five lower-grade talismans could just neutralize one medium-grade spell, and he had already used thirty of them. If those thirty weren’t spread out but activated simultaneously, they would have long since obliterated his opponent.

However, this was just a theory. The reason? Activating lower-grade talismans still required essence energy. With Lin Xuan’s current cultivation level, he could only use five at most before needing to rest and gather himself for a few seconds—though brief, it made a significant difference when used in intervals. This allowed his opponent to counter with another medium-grade spell, turning the battle into aattrition war (exhaustion war), where whoever depleted their essence energy or talismans first would lose.

In reality, using more than five talismans at once was possible but required recondensing them and linking them with a rare treasure called Essence-Inducing Grass. It was like setting off firecrackers; one could set each one off individually or link them together to be ignited all at once. This Essence-Inducing Grass acted as the fuse, allowing for simultaneous activation of dozens, even hundreds.

Lin Xuan had acquired so many lower-grade talismans with the intention of finding this Essence-Inducing Grass and recondensing them later. But now, he was forced to use them in groups of five without further refinement.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s mood was gloomy and painful, but on the surface, he maintained a nonchalant demeanor, exuding confidence—a useful psychological tactic in battle.

Meanwhile, Yan Tianheng was equally perplexed. Initially, he thought that capturing a Fourth Stage cultivator would be easy. But now, he wasn’t sure how many talismans this youngster had and feared his own essence energy might run out first.

However, from another angle, the young man seemed incredibly wealthy—his assets far surpassing those of a Foundation Establishment stage expert. Reflecting on him trading medium-grade pills for cultivation techniques, it was possible that he had more than one such pill.

If he could obtain a medium-grade pill, his chances of advancing to the Foundation Establishment stage would increase significantly. This thought made Yan Tianheng’s eyes gleam with greed as he licked his lips. It seemed he couldn’t avoid using his treasure.

He released another medium-grade technique and enhanced his essence energy shield. Reaching into his pocket, he prepared for a powerful move.

Lin Xuan frowned, a dark cloud forming on his face. He knew what Yan Tianheng was about to do.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let him succeed so easily. Now, he didn’t care about the cost and directly threw two medium-grade talismans from Zhang Yu’s collection—one countering the Firebird Technique, another transforming into a massive curved sword that descended upon Yan Tianheng.

Since his next move required full concentration, Yan Tianheng had no choice but to endure it.

Boom!

The power of a medium-grade spell was formidable; far beyond the earlier flames. The impact with the essence energy shield produced a tremendous shockwave.

Dust rose as a deep trench was gouged into the ground. After being hit, Yan Tianheng’s face turned pale, and blood trickled from his lips. But Lin Xuan inwardly lamented that it could have been more effective. Although the curved sword had severely wounded him, it ultimately failed to break through the essence energy shield.

"Brat, you’ve pushed me to this point; you’re good. Now, you can die!"

Before the dust settled, Yan Tianheng’s resentful voice echoed, filled with a chilling ruthlessness. Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine as he gathered his essence energy at his fingertips and grabbed another talisman.

But he didn’t act rashly. In uncertain times, hasty actions were foolish. He needed to observe what his opponent was preparing before making any moves.

Though wary, Lin Xuan harbored no fear. His opponent had a trump card, but so did he—his hidden treasures, the Ice Needle Technique and Golden Chain, remained unused. A grandperfect realm expert was nothing; in cultivation battles, essence energy and talismans were equally decisive factors.
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A fierce wind blew, scattering the smoke and dust. In Yan Tianheng's hand was a talisman. His entire body's essence energy surged like a dam bursting. Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious; this wasn't just any ordinary talisman.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t wait passively for his opponent to complete their spell. He was about to make his move when Yan Tianheng suddenly sneered, waving the talisman into the air and shouting, "Soul, Unseal!"

Roar!

A roar echoed through the mountains, shaking leaves fall from nearby trees. The light of the talisman flared, revealing a fierce tiger enveloped in flames.

Flame Tiger, no, wrong. Its body was covered with bone-like sharp scales; it should be an Iron-Shell Flame Tiger, a first-grade top-tier monster.

Like cultivators advancing from Flexibility Spirit to Tribulation Transcendence through eight stages, monsters also have levels one through eight, each divided into lower, middle, upper, and top tiers.

Flexibility Spirit corresponds to level one monsters; Foundation Establishment to level two. This goes on...

So this monster’s strength is no less than that of a Flexibility Spirit peak expert.

Lin Xuan's expression turned bitter. It wasn’t some kind of illusion but the genuine soul of a tiger. More accurately, it was the soul of a tiger.

He hadn't expected his opponent to possess such an uncommon beast talisman.

A beast talisman is similar to an array talisman; both belong to special types of talismans. Ordinary paper talismans seal defensive or auxiliary spells.

Array talismans contain simple arrays.

Beast talismans are different, containing the souls of beasts, making them even rarer than array talismans because they aren’t made by ordinary cultivators but by experts in the Ghost Path.

Simply put, after killing a beast, one extracts its soul and uses special refinement methods to seal it into a talisman.

Unlike regular talismans that are single-use, beast talismans can be reused. However, each use consumes energy from the beast's soul; when all the energy is gone, the talisman is discarded.

Lin Xuan had once read about beast talismans in an ancient text but never imagined he would encounter one.

Roar!

Despite being a soul, after special refinement by a Ghost Path cultivator, its power was no less than that of a real tiger.

"Go!"

Yan Tianheng waved his hand with a spell and the Iron-Shell Flame Tiger transformed into a red light, lunging at Lin Xuan with claws bared.

The situation was dire, but Lin Xuan remained calm. He activated the talisman in his hand and threw it upward...

Sand Flow Technique, Rolling Stone Drop, Thorn术… five low-grade spells were simultaneously activated. However, they only slowed the tiger's advance before it continued its charge.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew more serious; it was time to use a spiritual artifact!

He reached into his pocket, pulling out a rope about a foot long. Under Lin Xuan’s incantations and with the guidance of his divine consciousness, the rope suddenly came alive, swelling as it caught the wind, quickly stretching to several dozen feet in length, coiling like a venomous snake.

"Bind!"

With the spell, the rope flew up, emitting a faint white light. It transformed into a giant serpent-like entity that swiftly approached the Iron-Shell Flame Tiger and tightly bound it.

Even though it was a soul without physical form, spiritual artifacts were even more magical; they could bind it just as well.

"Spiritual Artifact!"

Yan Tianheng couldn't help but exclaim in surprise. He looked shocked, understandable given how rare spiritual artifacts are. While theoretically, low-grade cultivators of the fourth stage can use them, many Foundation Establishment experts might not have one either.

Lin Xuan had so many talismans already; he found it hard to believe that he also possessed a spiritual artifact. This discovery made Yan Tianheng uneasy.

Middle-grade pills, countless talismans, and a spiritual artifact combined—this was beyond what even sect elites could have, let alone independent cultivators.

What kind of identity is this boy?

Such abundant resources; his mentor must be an impressive figure. Could he possibly be a Condensation Core expert!

Yan Tianheng grew increasingly anxious as he thought about it.

But he was the head of his family and didn’t lose his composure. His resolve to eliminate Lin Xuan strengthened. If this boy returned, his mentor would come looking for him, and he would surely die. He had to kill him here.

Yan Tianheng wasn't overly suspicious; rather, it was the sheer power of Lin Xuan's treasures that made him imagine things, scaring himself.

Although he wanted to kill Lin Xuan, it was very difficult given his three-stage lower power gap and the spiritual artifact’s tenacity.

Lin Xuan was also frustrated. His essence energy was too weak; he could only control middle-grade spiritual artifacts. Otherwise, killing the opponent with a top-grade spiritual artifact like the Bixue Ring from Zhang Yu or even Zhou Yan's superior-grade flying sword wouldn’t be difficult.

Both wanted to kill each other. One desperately tried to free the tiger soul while the other struggled to bind it, resulting in another stalemate.

As time passed, Lin Xuan seemed anxious, fidgeting like a trapped ant on a hot pan. Yan Tianheng sneered inwardly; the boy was indeed young and impatient. This fight would be his final victory.

Two more minutes passed. Lin Xuan reached into his pocket again. Yan Tianheng's face changed; he still had talismans, capable of using middle-grade spells while unsealing the tiger soul. It wasn’t impossible, but it would consume too much essence energy. If he had many talismans...

But in the next moment, a sinister smile appeared on his face as Lin Xuan’s hand came out empty and seemed panicky.

Heaven aids me; this boy has run out of talismans!
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This young man was troublesome not because of his formidable strength, but due to the abundance of treasures he possessed, especially talismans. Although most were of lower grade, they still caused him a headache.

The spiritual artifacts and beast talismans were evenly matched. Since the opponent had already run out of talismans, victory seemed almost certain for Lin Xuan.

Imagining the death of this young man, not only might he obtain middle-grade pills, but also his spiritual artifact would be his. Yan Tianheng couldn't help but laugh wildly, his expression extremely arrogant.

Lin Xuan's face was rather grim. After a moment of silence, he suddenly stretched out his hand and activated his spirit energy, sending several ice needles towards the opponent with a whistling sound.

"This trash spell, do you dare to show off?"

Yan Tianheng sneered but made no move. Ice needles were only初级 spells; even fourth-layer cultivation techniques couldn't break through his defenses, let alone a base foundation cultivator using such basic spells.

Of course, Yan Tianheng wasn't someone who would retaliate when attacked. With a hand movement, a wave of heat appeared before him, and the Firebird Technique emerged.

Their spells crossed paths; the ice needles hit the spirit shield but disappeared without leaving any trace.

However, middle-grade spells like the Firebird were different. If they had been Lin Xuan's own defenses, they would have been torn apart. But he had previously set up two layers of restrictions with talismans, and the outermost water spirit barrier trembled before its glow faded but didn't break.

Middle-grade defensive spells were slightly stronger than offensive ones.

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more panicked as if already losing his composure. He activated his spirit energy again to create another ice needle spell, attacking the opponent.

"Desperate struggle!"

Yan Tianheng laughed triumphantly. What he feared was the talismans; fighting with power? This kid is asking for death! As desired, Yan Tianheng continued using middle-grade spells to attack Lin Xuan's defensive barriers.

After three rounds, the water spirit barrier broke, and the Golden Technique wavered. Although his spiritual artifact had fought the demon tiger's soul evenly, both of their true strengths left Lin Xuan gasping for breath, or rather, on the brink of despair.

The next strike would be fatal to this young man!

Lin Xuan's face was still filled with panic, but his heart wasn't. He indeed knew few spells, but he didn't rely solely on ice needles. The repeated use of these basic and ineffective spells was intended to create a false impression for the opponent, making him underestimate Lin Xuan, thus facilitating subsequent actions.

The moment had arrived!

Judging from Yan Tianheng's arrogant expression, he believed that Lin Xuan knew only this spell.

Lin Xuan remained silent. After such a long battle, his spirit energy was depleted, but he gathered what little remained.

Water attributes of coldness appeared in the air, and Yan Tianheng didn't suspect anything. However, the next moment, his eyes widened as ice needles, densely packed with sharp points, began to flash before Lin Xuan.

Ice Needle Technique!

Yan Tianheng exclaimed in shock, fear no longer hidden. Although this was a middle-grade spell, its power rivaled that of higher-level spells. Even he, a master at the Flexible Spirit Period, hadn't mastered it; just a fourth-layer youth...

He had initially thought Lin Xuan merely possessed many talismans and a rich family background. Now, it seemed his estimation was wrong; this young man's true strength was astonishing. He had feigned weakness to lower Yan Tianheng's guard.

Considering this, Yan Tianheng's face turned as pale as paper. In that case, he had fallen into Lin Xuan's carefully designed trap, the situation dire indeed.

The tide had turned, and now it was Lin Xuan who wore a confident smile. He threw out over a hundred ice needles with a wave of his hand. Yan Tianheng gritted his teeth, desperately strengthening his shield, but it was too late.

His spirit energy was nearly depleted; even a base foundation cultivator could withstand one or two middle-grade spells, but the ice needle technique had the power of higher-level spells.

If he had prepared, he would have avoided them. However, now it was too late.

With Yan Tianheng's spirit energy support, the shield glowed brightly, but the ice needles' power was stronger. With a series of plops, they managed to block two-thirds, but the remaining thirty or so ice needles pierced him like a sieve. Yan Tianheng's eyes remained open, his expression filled with不甘, and he fell straight down.

"Father!" A cry echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, a mix of sorrow and fear. He turned around; it was that young man named Yan Ming, looking at him with fear in his eyes.

"No... don't kill me!"

Lin Xuan said nothing, throwing an ice needle spell without expression, sending this wastrel to the underworld.

It wasn't because Lin Xuan was ruthless but because cutting grass without uprooting would allow it to grow again. Being merciful to enemies was being cruel to oneself. Besides, he had seen his true face; such a person couldn't be allowed to live.

To be fair, Lin Xuan wasn't a killer by nature, but when the time came, he wouldn't show mercy.

After dealing with the Yan family father and son, Lin Xuan naturally needed to gather the spoils. There was no need for courtesy. First, he waved his hand, and the golden chain flew back into his palm.

After Yan Tianheng's death, the demon tiger's soul lost its support and returned to the talisman paper. This was the only type of talisman that could be used repeatedly until its energy was exhausted.

Lin Xuan bent down and picked up the beast talisman.

Compared to ordinary talismans, this beast talisman appeared slightly larger, emitting faint spirit energy fluctuations. A ferocious iron-armor blazing tiger was depicted on it, lifelike, especially its eyes which were particularly lively.

This was a special talisman that only ghost path cultivators could forge. Lin Xuan held it in his hand for a moment before storing it in the storage bracelet around his waist.

At that time, when he took out a talisman from his pocket and came out empty-handed, it was to deceive Yan Tianheng, making him underestimate him. His own talismans hadn't been used up, but this battle consumed nearly a hundred of them. The low-grade talismans he had bought were all used up, but with this beast talisman, the losses could be more or less recovered.
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Then Lin Xuan approached the body of Yan Tianheng and happily began to collect the spoils from the battle. Although this man was cunning and vicious, he was still the head of a family, so his assets would not disappoint.

Lin Xuan found a storage bracelet on him. He injected his divine sense into it and cleared out everything inside.

Nine lower-grade crystal stones, one bottle of Essence Cleansing Pills, and an jade cylinder—without looking, Lin Xuan knew that these were theintermediate cultivation method he had stolen from the Wang family disciple. Besides, there was also a small cauldron.

The harvest wasn't bad!

The nine crystal stones would be enough to buy the talismans he needed. The technique in the jade cylinder was already reserved by the Wang family, so it must be much better than what he could buy. Although he didn't lack Essence Cleansing Pills, saving time on purification was still beneficial. As for the cauldron, after taking it out of the storage bracelet, it emitted a shocking amount of qi and had strange patterns carved into its surface, clearly not an ordinary item.

Adding to this, there was also a beast soul talisman. Although he had used nearly one hundred lower-grade talismans in this battle, his gains were much greater than his losses.

"Hey, what's this?"

Lin Xuan suddenly noticed a small box at the corner of the storage bracelet. Because it was unobtrusive, he almost overlooked it.

Using his divine sense to retrieve it, it was carved from sandalwood and had an ancient charm. Opening the lid, he found a piece of silk inside, with a medicinal herb placed on top.

The herb had been harvested for some time but remained fresh, emitting a faint fragrance that made him feel refreshed. Although Lin Xuan didn't recognize it, he knew it was definitely rare.

He closed the box and put it away with other treasures in his storage bracelet. Then, he moved the bodies of the Yan family father and son together and used a talisman with Sand Flow Technique to turn the ground into marshland. The two bodies sank into it and disappeared without a trace. After some time, the sand turned back into solid earth.

This way, no one would suspect that the Yan family father and son had met their end here.

After completing all this, Lin Xuan didn't linger any longer. Although there was no one around, staying here seemed inconvenient. He used Wind Control Technique to travel at night.

Lin Xuan ran for over two hundred miles until midnight before finding a cave to rest in. The next morning, he set off quietly and returned to Drifting Cloud Valley.

Then he headed straight to Danxia Mountain, back into the territory of the waste pills room.

"Immortal Master!"

It was already noon when Lin Xuan arrived. Zhao Ming, leading the young disciples, were basking in the sun for a rest. Seeing him, they quickly bowed and saluted.

"Hmm, has anything happened recently?"

"Please rest assured; everything is well."

Zhao Ming answered respectfully without asking why Lin Xuan had been gone for half a month. It was better not to speak too much when dealing with such matters. The movements of Immortal Master were none of his concern.

Lin Xuan was very satisfied with the young disciples' obedience and nodded, "Hm, you can go about your business." He then returned to his room.

Theprohibition seal outside remained intact, indicating that no one had approached this place during his absence. This was due to the waste pills room's remote location; it rarely disturbed by others. Lin Xuan felt quite pleased with his choice—having ample supplies of elixirs and a quiet place for cultivation, all in one.

Although he encountered some trouble on this trip, even saying that it was very dangerous, the gains were substantial. Besides crystal stones and treasures, there were three techniques: Spirit Control Technique had been resolved, and Lingyun Art was urgently needed at present.

This was merely a初级 cultivation method, but it was highly regarded by Foundation Establishment practitioners. In the Flexible Spirit Period, not only would progress be faster, but the foundation would also be more solid.

The path of cultivation was long and arduous. Although the Flexible Spirit Period was the lowest stage, one must never underestimate its importance—it was a foundational phase. If the foundation was unstable, it could hinder future practice; conversely, if the foundation was strong, benefits would gradually become apparent in later stages.

Lin Xuan did not immediately start practicing but first rested for a day. The battle with the Yan family father and son had left him unharmed, but Yan Tianheng was a master of the Flexible Spirit Period. Even with his spirit artifacts and talismans, defeating him was no easy task; it required both strength and strategy.

Not only did he fight physically, but also mentally—using tactics to weaken his opponent before setting traps. After running all night, he had only rested for an hour or so, leaving him quite fatigued. In such a state, the effects of practice would be poor, so Lin Xuan decided to rest first. There was no rush; one day or two wouldn't make much difference.

After taking a bath, Lin Xuan fell into a deep sleep from noon until early morning. After waking up, he felt refreshed and full of energy. His mana had also been replenished during his sleep. It was time to start practicing.

This trip made him deeply realize the importance of mana. For example, in this battle, despite Yan Tianheng's beast soul talisman, he still relied on his cultivation level to withstand Lin Xuan's hundred or so talismans. If not for his tactics, defeating him would have been much harder.

Moreover, spirit artifacts were indeed powerful—Lin Xuan could barely control a middle-grade golden chain with only the fourth layer of his cultivation. If his mana was sufficient, he could easily wield an upper-grade flying sword and take Yan Tianheng's head off effortlessly.

No matter how many treasures one had, without enough mana to support them, their effectiveness would be reduced. Therefore, the priority now should be enhancing his strength; he could put Spirit Control Technique on hold for a while. Once he entered the Flexible Spiritlatter period and mastered the fifth or sixth layer of techniques, he could gradually learn it.

Lin Xuan was good at summarizing experiences. This trip taught him much—about the dominance of sects and cultivation families, the silent anger of solitary cultivators, and how there were no principles in the cultivation world. In this world where strength ruled, only those who strengthened themselves could avoid being bullied.
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Thus, Lin Xuan devoted his time to purifying hundreds of lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills and twenty middle-grade pills.

The purification of the lower-grade pills went smoothly, but it took longer for the middle-grade ones. The application of blue light points hit a bottleneck; breakthroughs required an increase in his cultivation level because the size of Star Sea energy was proportional to one's magical power.

Lin Xuan decided to purify so many pills in one go because he intended to seclude himself and refine for some time. This time, no matter what, he aimed to enter the Flexible Spirit Period and reach the fifth layer of his cultivation technique.

Having set his goal, Lin Xuan began to work towards it. Everything was now ready.

During this period when Lin Xuan purified the pills, the cultivation world in the State of Zhao's Yanzhou Region felt like a storm was brewing. There were constant frictions among various cultivation families, and although major sects kept their peace, they engaged in heated verbal battles. Solitary cultivators lived in fear.

The spark that ignited this situation was Lingyun Sect's dissolution. The Lingyun Sect had offended a powerful Condensation Core stage expert, forcing its disbandment. Other sects secretly rejoiced at the news but were reluctant to openly celebrate because it meant they could seize part of the Lingyun Sect’s territory and gain many treasures from their transactions.

Initially, everyone seemed pleased with this turn of events. However, after the transaction fair, a series of unexpected incidents unfolded. The famous cultivation family, the Wang Family, sent one of its disciples who was ambushed and killed. The acquired cultivation techniques and treasures were also seized.

Yan Tianheng thought himself shrewd but was too careless. He left some traces that enraged the Wang Family. As one of the most powerful cultivation families in a vast area, they had never suffered such humiliation before. Three Foundation Establishment stage elders came to Yan Family demanding compensation for their family members' deaths.

At this point, it seemed clear who was at fault: Yan Tianheng was weak and had killed for gain. In the cultivation world, might made right, but there were still some graces between families. Yan Tianheng's actions left no room for negotiation.

The three elders of the Wang Family intended to have Yan Tianheng pay with his life. However, upon arrival, they found that both the family head and his son had disappeared. Only old women, children, and low-level cultivators remained in the house.

Lin Xuan was meticulous; nobody knew that Yan Tianheng's father and son were already buried in an unknown forest. The Wang Family elders believed their rivals had fled.

Angry beyond measure, one of the elders threatened to wipe out the entire Yan family but was stopped by his companions. They did not do this out of kindness or inability to act; they feared stirring up a larger conflict before all facts were clear.

Although the Yan Family was only an average cultivation family, it had deep ties with the Fire Spirit Sect. Not just the Yan family, but the Wang family also maintained good relations with Drifting Cloud Valley.

In the cultivation world, sects were the most powerful entities. Most cultivation families would choose to align themselves with a sect unless they possessed formidable experts of their own.

The choice of which sect to join varied; some chose based on proximity for better support, others due to ancestral ties, or through marriage alliances...

Yan Tianheng was already in the wrong for killing and stealing without mercy. The Fire Spirit Sect had no objections to his execution because if they were unreasonable, the Wang family's allies at Drifting Cloud Valley would intervene. However, with Yan Tianheng and his son missing, the Fire Spirit Sect would not stand idly by. This made it clear that the Wang Family was in the wrong.

While the cultivation world relied on strength, this was only true when there was a significant disparity in power. If both parties were evenly matched and neither wanted mutual destruction, they had to "reason."

Thus, the Wang Family elders left threatening words but did not go far. They split into two groups: one returned with news while searching for Yan Tianheng, and the other two remained on standby, monitoring the area around Yan Family.

Upon hearing of their head’s misfortune, Yan family members were stunned, shocked to silence. Initially, they thought there was a misunderstanding and waited for Yan Tianheng's return to clear things up. However, as time passed, his absence became more apparent, leading them to suspect foul play by Wang Family elders who blamed Yan Tianheng for their deaths.

The Yan family was naturally indignant and sought help from the Fire Spirit Sect.

The Fire Spirit Sect excelled in fire-based cultivation techniques. In Yanzhou's sects, they ranked second, just behind Drifting Cloud Valley.

Their leader was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator but had a Condensation Core stage senior elder who was known for his high magical power and questionable morals. Yan Tianheng’s second daughter was one of the elders' favored concubines.

This connection, combined with long-standing rivalry between the Fire Spirit Sect and Drifting Cloud Valley over Yanzhou's cultivation dominance, led to their involvement in this conflict. With these two major sects now entangled, other sects in Yanzhou could not stay out of it either. Some aligned with the Fire Spirit Sect while others with Drifting Cloud Valley.

Despite the verbal battles, the leaders of various sects were wise enough to avoid mutual destruction. Thus, the situation remained limited to mere words for now.

However, tensions were high, and solitary cultivators lived in constant fear that they might be drawn into this conflict. Other cultivation families also spoke up on behalf of their affiliated sects, adding fuel to the fire. Those with longstanding grudges took advantage of the situation, leading to several clashes among cultivation families over these days.

In short, things were escalating.
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Everyone understood that the key was to find the Yan family father and son. Whether it was Drifting Cloud Valley or Fire Spirit Sect and their allies, they had sent countless disciples out to gather information.

However, Lin Xuan handled things cleanly and left no traces behind. After all the efforts of the major sects, nothing was found.

Lin Xuan had completed the purification of his pills and once took a breath of fresh air from Zhao Ming's mouth. On the surface, he remained calm, but inside, he was greatly surprised by the news.

He never expected such a commotion to arise after the Yan family father and son died. Of course, Lin Xuan felt no guilt or remorse.

Firstly, the incident started with Yan Tianheng assassinating people from the Wang family and stealing cultivation techniques, which had nothing to do with him. Secondly, killing the Yan family father and son was their attempt to put him to death; why not fight back instead of waiting for them to kill?

Lin Xuan wasn't that stupid. If others didn't offend him, he wouldn't offend them first. But if they did, he would be ruthless without any hesitation. To survive in the cultivation world, one had to learn to be heartless. Although Lin Xuan was not a killer, he certainly showed no mercy when dealing with enemies.

No matter how fierce things got outside, it didn't concern him much. When the sky fell, there were always those who would bear the brunt of it. Let the elders and experts worry about it; as for himself, his immediate task was to focus on enhancing his strength.

He instructed Zhao Ming to prepare plenty of dried food and cured meat in the kitchen. With Lin Xuan's cultivation level, he couldn't yet practice abstinence from food. The children didn't doubt him at all, thinking that Master Immortal was preparing for another lazy sleep.

With everything prepared, Lin Xuan began his arduous cultivation.

Every day, he ingested pills, sat in meditation, and practiced qi refinement...

Cultivation essentially meant absorbing the earth's energy and converting it into magical power stored in the dantian. The techniques of the Flexible Spirit Period were relatively simple—constantly performing grand circulation.

Although all these involved circulating essence energy through the extraordinary meridians, different cultivation methods had different paths for this flow, resulting in vastly different effects on one’s practice.

For instance, the cultivation technique Lin Xuan used to practice was just a basic one given by his sect as a common disciple. It converted essence energy into magical power at an ordinary rate with no particular characteristics.

This time, he acquired a middle-grade technique called Lingyun Art and a lower-grade pill. The Lingyun Art was a top-notch primary cultivation method from the Lingyun Sect—equally good compared to the elite disciples' Flying Cloud Strength technique. Each had its own merits.

Lin Xuan held the jade cylinder in his hand and injected his divine sense into it. After a moment, he looked pleased. The grand circulation route described in Lingyun Art was indeed exquisite and intricate. Even though he hadn't tried it yet, just by looking at it, he knew it would be extraordinary.

He sat down calmly and began the new grand circulation as per the instructions in Lingyun Art after the pill's effects had taken hold.

...

Two hours later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. The ordinary technique he used to practice required only a little over half an hour for one full cycle, but now it took three times longer. His meridians were better exercised, and the efficiency of converting essence energy into magical power greatly improved. Lingyun Art truly was remarkable.

However, it also had its drawbacks compared to ordinary techniques. The grand circulation in Lingyun Art was more challenging; completing a single cycle consumed as much energy as five or six cycles would have done before.

For an ordinary person, this would be impossible to endure.

Lin Xuan finally understood why common disciples were only given basic cultivation methods by their sects while elite disciples received better ones. It wasn't because the sect was being stingy; rather, the more advanced techniques required greater effort and could not be practiced by those with inferior资质.

For Lin Xuan, however, he was a special case. Although he lacked a spirit root, his mind was incredibly resilient, able to endure even the refinement path's rigorous training. Normally, others would do three cycles while he did nine. Thus, despite his poor资质, Lin Xuan could still learn advanced techniques through sheer perseverance.

This had nothing to do with the assistance from pills; it was simply that Lin Xuan put in more effort and hard work than others.

...

Time passed day by day until over a month had gone by.

The waste pills room remained as quiet as usual. The children lounged around, basking in the sun, while the administrator's door was still tightly shut—truly admirable of Master Immortal to sleep such long hours.

This was all an act Lin Xuan put on to avoid drawing attention. In reality, he was at a critical juncture where he needed to break through his cultivation barrier.

With Lingyun Art and the aid of numerous pills, Lin Xuan's progress had been rapid. He had reached the peak of the fourth-layer technique and just needed one more step to enter the later stage of the Flexible Spirit Period.

He consumed two middle-grade pills in succession and began breaking through. Essence energy circulated non-stop within his body, forming a ball of essence energy in his dantian. Meanwhile, absorbed essence energy and the medicinal power from Essence Cleansing Pills continuously replenished it.

The originally light green essence energy ball grew darker under the nourishment of the pills, then rapidly spun, re-dividing into threads of essence energy.

As the ball shrank, more essence energy was injected into his meridians. The process continued—essence energy entered the ball, underwent refinement, and was re-divided out again.

Don't underestimate this process; although it seemed simple, completing it was incredibly difficult. A single mistake could cause the essence energy ball to break, resulting in failure.

If he managed to refine all his essence energy through this process, a transformation would occur, and he would successfully enter the later stage of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Drops of sweat formed on Lin Xuan's forehead as he carefully continued. He had come so far; he didn't want to give up everything he had accomplished.

Time passed slowly, and his clothes were drenched with sweat, but he remained motionless, gritting his teeth in persistence.

...

Another hour passed before Lin Xuan suddenly stumbled and fell flat on the floor. However, it wasn't a failure of breaking through; rather, he was exhausted from success. He lacked even the strength to sit up.

"Phew! That was close!" Despite being so tired that he didn't want to move his fingers, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. He had finally mastered the fifth-layer technique and entered the later stage of the Flexible Spirit Period.
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Among the disciples who entered Drifting Cloud Valley at the same time, Lin Xuan's current strength had already placed him in the top three. He was now at the late Flexible Spirit Period, and even within the sect of Drifting Cloud Valley, he could be considered an elite disciple. However, Lin Xuan was not content with this achievement; his seclusion had yet to end.

Firstly, he still held over a hundred Essence Cleansing Pills, which would support his cultivation for about ten days. Secondly, although he had successfully broken through the barrier, he had only just stepped into the fifth layer, and his realm needed consolidation. Therefore, he decided to continue his seclusion.

Lin Xuan did not become complacent after achieving any success; on the contrary, each success made him set higher goals for himself. He found that using Lingyun Art became more proficient every day, with a continuous increase in essence energy.

Apart from cultivation, the volume of Star Sea within his body had doubled. Previously, he encountered a bottleneck when purifying middle-grade pills—no matter how much he practiced or tried, only 20% success was achieved. This was not due to lack of proficiency but because the application of the blue Star Sea had reached its limit.

Now that he had entered late Flexible Spirit Period and the volume of his Star Sea had increased, this bottleneck vanished on its own. Lin Xuan tested it and found a 30-40% success rate for middle-grade pills. The purification of lower-grade pills was even more efficient—only one failure out of every three.

Lin Xuan no longer considered lower-grade pills to be worth much now, so the increased success rate did not bother him. However, middle-grade pills were different; this trip to Lingyun Sect not only allowed Lin Xuan to purchase necessary items but also gave him an understanding of the market for various treasures in the cultivation world.

Although Essence Cleansing Pills were the lowest and most common type of pill, middle-grade ones remained extremely rare.

Moreover, middle-grade pills still significantly aided his strength improvement. With a higher success rate, he could consume more middle-grade pills each day without exceeding nine.

He had previously consumed only one middle-grade pill out of nine due to insufficient supply, but now it increased to two or even three.

Driven by the powerful medicinal effects, Lin Xuan made rapid progress. After just over ten days, he opened his eyes and walked out of his room. Although he was still far from the sixth layer, his fifth-layer realm had become extremely stable, almost giving him a different aura.

However, there was no joy on Lin Xuan's face; instead, he looked troubled. While an increase in strength was good, as his cultivation improved, it became increasingly difficult to hide his true power.

He knew his situation well. Although the waste pills room was rarely visited by others, sometimes he needed to move around within the sect. If any elder noticed his cultivation level, that would be disastrous.

The reason was simple—Lin Xuan was an ordinary person without a spirit root. Just months ago, he was struggling in the first layer of Flexible Spirit Period; now, he had entered late stage, and no fool would doubt it.

If they delved into the matter and discovered the secret of his blue Star Sea...

Lin Xuan shook his head. While this possibility was small, even if a cultivator far stronger than him could not easily detect what was in another's dantian, one must always be prepared for the worst. He needed to anticipate potential problems.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had no good explanation for why his strength had surged so dramatically within just a year. Could there be any way to hide his power and make others unaware of his cultivation level?

Lin Xuan frowned in thought; this was something he could not ask an elder about but would have to solve on his own.

He went to the library, where only low-ranking disciples were allowed access to the first floor. There were no cultivation techniques here, but many miscellaneous studies. Lin Xuan spent a whole day searching until he finally found what he wanted in *Records of Various Herbs*:

Red Silk Grass: A hundred-year-old plant can be used to refine Essence Cleansing Pills and other spiritual medicines. It also has the effect of concealing one's cultivation level.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed, quickly reading further. After a moment, he closed the book, his expression turning somber.

Red Silk Grass was very rare in secular society but common in the cultivation world; it was used to refine Essence Cleansing Pills and could be found in the sect’s medicinal garden. In theory, finding it should not have been difficult.

However, according to the book, Red Silk Grass also had different grades: ordinary ones were used for refining Essence Cleansing Pills, middle-grade ones for Base Foundation Pills, and the best for Return Root Pills consumed by condensation core stage cultivators.

What kind of joke was this? The materials needed for condensation core stage pills made Lin Xuan's eyes widen in surprise. Clearly, they were incredibly precious; he would never be able to obtain them.

*Records of Various Herbs* stated clearly that only one out of ten thousand Red Silk Grass plants might be an upper-grade one.

Closing the book, Lin Xuan left the library with a somber expression despite his disappointment. He stood in a corner where no one noticed and remained silent for a moment before heading to the medicinal garden instead of returning to the waste pills room.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan emerged from the medicinal garden carrying a bamboo basket filled with Red Silk Grass. He had exchanged it for a lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pill. Fortunately, the head of the medicinal garden did not recognize him and was very polite after he revealed his fifth-layer cultivation level.

Lin Xuan still obtained so much Red Silk Grass because he suddenly had an idea: if he could purify pills, could he do the same with herbs?

He was not entirely confident but decided to try. If he could transform ordinary Red Silk Grass into upper-grade ones, wouldn't that solve his problem of concealing his cultivation level?

Returning to the waste pills room, Lin Xuan closed the door to his living quarters and took out a twenty-year-old Red Silk Grass from the basket. It emitted a faint medicinal aroma and was still very fresh after just being unearthed.

Red Silk Grass was considered special in the cultivation world; its grade determined which type of pill it could be refined into. Ordinary Red Silk Grass was merely common medicine, middle-grade ones were more precious, while upper-grade ones were even sought after by powerful condensation core stage cultivators, making them incredibly valuable.

Only upper-grade Red Silk Grass had the ability to conceal one's cultivation level. Lin Xuan now wanted to test whether the blue light points in his finished pills also worked on fresh herbs.
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Holding the red silk grass in his hand, Lin Xuan released his spirit sense. This was his first attempt at purifying medicinal herbs, so he approached it with great caution.

This was a new endeavor!

After entering the Flexible Spirit后期 stage, Lin Xuan's spirit sense had further strengthened. He was very adept at using the blue light points, having purified thousands of pills to date.

But finished pills were certainly different from fresh herbs. Lin Xuan could only slowly re-explore this process.

He gathered the blue light points and let them flow smoothly along his meridians, seeping out through his right palm into the air.

Previously, when Lin Xuan first began purifying pills, once the blue light left his body, he couldn't control it. It would drift away with the wind, only a small portion entering the pill for purification—a significant waste of effort.

But back then, Lin Xuan's strength was weak; manipulating intangible light points at a distance was too difficult. However, now that he had entered the Flexible Spirit后期 stage and his spirit sense greatly enhanced, though he hadn't learned spirit control techniques yet, he had mastered the Drive Object Technique to its peak.

Using the method of controlling spiritual artifacts, Lin Xuan attached his spirit sense to the blue light points. This way, even exposed in the air, the light points remained aggregated, changing according to his will.

He slowly guided the light points into the herb while diverting some of his spirit sense to observe the internal changes within the red silk grass. Under the influence of仙法, the scene inside the herb was magnified.

There were two objects—green and red—interwoven tightly together. One of them seemed to be impurities.

But next, Lin Xuan encountered a new problem: which color represented the essence and which was useless? In previous attempts at purifying pills, the light points could distinguish on their own, passing through the essence and pushing away the impurities. But now, it appeared that both colors were being pushed out.

It seemed he would have to discern this himself!

Lin Xuan hesitated before commanding the light points to bypass the green objects and push the red ones outward. He carefully controlled the flow of blue light based on the situation.

...

An hour passed in a blink.

Looking at his hand, Lin Xuan saw the red silk grass had turned into a pile of red powder. He remained silent as he observed that his judgment was correct—the stench of the red powder confirmed it was impurities. But after purifying them, the herb showed no change. Using methods from the book to identify its quality, Lin Xuan carefully examined its color and scent. Even tasting a leaf did not improve its grade; this remained just a lower-grade red silk grass.

Why was that? Could blue light points only purify pills but be ineffective on fresh herbs?

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before taking another red silk grass from the basket. This time, he reversed his approach, leaving the impurities and extracting what represented the essence—the green substance—from the herb. He guided the light points to push the green outward.

An hour later, the red silk grass had withered in his hand, while a pale-green liquid appeared in Lin Xuan's palm, emitting a refreshing aroma.

Lin Xuan discarded the failed red silk grass and took out an empty jade bottle from his robe, filling it with the green liquid.

This was the essence of the red silk grass. But would its effects be as potent as those of higher-grade herbs?

Since this was his first attempt at purifying medicinal herbs, many things were unknown, requiring him to proceed cautiously. Lin Xuan took a small sip after reviewing the herb's data in the library—though it was a vital ingredient for alchemy, known to benefit cultivation, and the green liquid was its essence. Drinking it would at least be harmless.

Still, out of caution, he only drank a tiny amount.

Then, he sat cross-legged and used Inner Vision to examine his body. Immediately, the effects began to manifest.

The green liquid transformed into gas that entered his dantian. Lin Xuan felt some tension as the dantian stored spiritual energy—essential for cultivation—and any mistakes could be disastrous.

He调动ed his spiritual energy, readying himself to expel the gas if anything went wrong.

Fortunately, no unexpected issues arose. The green liquid transformed into a transparent ball that hovered in mid-air without moving.

This outcome was somewhat unexpected. Lin Xuan focused his spirit sense on his dantian and observed quietly for a moment before gathering some spiritual energy and gently touching the ball. To his surprise, the spiritual energy entered the ball and was enveloped by it.

Lin Xuan remained calm, realizing that while the spiritual energy had entered the ball, he could still control it with his spirit sense.

With this discovery, Lin Xuan felt reassured and continued experimenting.

...

As night fell, it was already evening. Standing up from the ground, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy—success! Although the book did not describe how higher-grade red silk grass concealed its cultivation level, he was certain that the green liquid had better effects.

The process was simple: drinking the green liquid turned it into gas in his dantian. He could then inject spiritual energy into this ball.

The ball would not disrupt his control over the spiritual energy, meaning he could freely use spells and fight without any hindrance. But once wrapped by the ball, others' detection of his spiritual energy would be blocked, effectively concealing his strength.

It was well-known that a cultivator's power was judged by their spiritual energy. By hiding it, preventing others from judging its size, Lin Xuan had achieved his goal of concealing his true strength.

Phantasm Rain: Dear readers, this is the second update for today. Please enjoy. Also, I must inform you that since it's a weekend and I need to spend time with my wife, the third update tonight might be delayed. My apologies.

I sincerely apologize and hope you understand. Honestly, I want to write more now as we try to climb the ranking list, but if I don't spend some time with my girlfriend, she'll be upset at home. So, I'm taking a leave for today. Rest assured, I will start writing early tomorrow morning and promise to work hard so that you won't be disappointed. Thank you for your continued support.
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More impressively, since the method involved injecting spirit energy into a ball, how much cultivation to conceal could be controlled. The more spirit energy injected, the less remained in his meridians and dantian, making his cultivation appear lower. Conversely, the more he concealed, the higher his actual cultivation would seem.

Lin Xuan tried it out and found that he could inject up to 90% of his spirit energy. This way, others probing him would mistakenly believe he was a first-layer practitioner of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Despite his efforts, Lin Xuan couldn't completely hide all his spirit energy. He was content with this result. Lying in bed, he began pondering the benefits that the green liquid extracted from Red Silk Grass could bring. First and foremost, it would help conceal his cultivation so his fellow sect members wouldn’t discover him. This would eliminate any worries about accidental exposure and its severe consequences.

Secondly, even during battles, this technique was quite helpful. The ball concealed spirit energy but didn't affect his spellcasting. Opponents might underestimate him, thinking he was just a low-level first-layer practitioner. In combat, they might not activate their spirit shields, allowing Lin Xuan to suddenly unleash powerful spells and catch them off guard.

Of course, there were still some issues to address. The effects of the green liquid had a time limit, so he needed to figure out how long it would take for the ball to disappear. He could experiment with this in the future.

Not just Red Silk Grass, but the successful purification also held greater significance. It showed that blue light points weren’t limited to enhancing medicinal pills; they worked on various plants and herbs as well. This was what excited Lin Xuan most.

With so many benefits, Lin Xuan felt more confident about his cultivation progress!

After resting for a while until his Star Sea returned to normal, Lin Xuan resumed the purification process. With the technique mastered, purifying Red Silk Grass was actually easier than medicinal pills.

Spending an entire night, he purified all the herbs in the bamboo basket and obtained three full bottles of liquid. Since just a small amount could form a spirit energy ball inside him, these three bottles would last for a long time.

With no worries, Lin Xuan’s training became even more rigorous. He wasn’t satisfied with reaching the later stages of the Flexible Spirit Period; he had only mastered the fifth layer so far and needed to push his cultivation further.

Lin Xuan was not impatient but realized that this trip truly highlighted the importance of cultivation. He was still too weak, so he needed to work harder.

---

The purpose of going to Lingyun Sect was to obtain spirit control techniques. However, after acquiring a middle-layer technique, Lin Xuan discovered it was different from his expectations.

To learn spirit control, one needed at least the sixth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period!

This was because using spirit control on spiritual artifacts consumed more mana; weaker practitioners couldn't sustain it. Therefore, the sixth layer was the minimum requirement.

Lin Xuan wasn’t discouraged by this. Strengthening himself first would solidify his foundation and allow him to better utilize his spiritual artifacts.

For the next period of time, Lin Xuan spent half a month purifying medicinal pills. Since entering the later stages of the Flexible Spirit Period, the blue light’s volume had increased, boosting the success rate of purification. Although it took another half month as before, he obtained more medicinal pills, especially middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pills—over sixty in total. With one month planned for seclusion, he could consume two to three pills daily.

After a month, Lin Xuan emerged from his seclusion, showing no expression and silently heading to the warehouse where waste pills were stored. After gathering a batch, he returned to his living room, closing the door tightly and refusing visitors.

---

Another month passed before Lin Xuan reappeared, but after resting for less than a day, he closed himself back into seclusion.

Zhao Ming and the boys were astonished. They admired Lin Xuan so much that they could hardly believe their eyes; only this immortal master, who could sleep for months without getting tired, could do such a thing.

There was no doubt about it, thanks to Lin Xuan’s cunning. His usual lazy appearance had deeply ingrained itself in everyone around him, and he had deceived them all.

Thus, over three months, Lin Xuan finally ended his seclusion.

Hard work paid off; with countless medicinal pills and his relentless efforts, he finally mastered the sixth-layer technique.

---

Reflecting on these past three months, even with his extraordinary willpower, Lin Xuan still felt a bit shaken. He had almost no rest, sleeping less than an hour each day, spending the rest of his time in meditation or qi cultivation.

The Lingyun Art's grand circulation was extremely demanding. Initially, he would be exhausted after one round, but even when too tired to move, he continued to persevere. Now, he could perform nine rounds daily.

His cultivation had improved dramatically, not just due to the medicinal pills’ effects but also because of his own hard work.

Unlike his previous seclusion, Lin Xuan now appeared unremarkable, looking listless and weak. This wasn’t because of excessive exertion; although this period was indeed tough, he had fully recovered before emerging from seclusion.

This appearance was part of a deliberate act by Lin Xuan, who also drank the green liquid extracted from Red Silk Grass to conceal his cultivation. Even if standing in front of Senior Master Cloud Crane, a powerful condensation core practitioner, he would be deceived into believing he was only at the first layer of the Flexible Spirit Period.

"Immortal Master!" Seeing Lin Xuan finally emerge from his room, Zhao Ming and the boys immediately bowed deeply.

"Hmm, go about your business; don’t worry about me."

Lin Xuan walked out of the courtyard towards the outside. Although he had mastered the sixth-layer technique, allowing him to practice spirit control, he wanted to take a walk after such a long seclusion. He understood the importance of balancing work and rest, so taking a few days off would be good.
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Lin Xuan arrived at the Eagle Nest Pavilion. It had been a while since he last heard from the lectern teaching techniques, even though he was now in the Flexible Spirit Period. Listening to advice from Foundation Establishment elders could still help him avoid many detours on his cultivation path.

Unlike before, Lin Xuan no longer chose secluded corners but instead took a good seat at the front row. With Red Silk Grass Green Liquid, he didn't have to worry about exposing his cultivation level.

"Eh? Isn't this Junior Brother Lin? Long time no see!"

A clear voice broke through the air and entered Lin Xuan's ears. He frowned; the owner of that voice was Ye Tian, a disciple who had entered the valley at the same time as him.

Ye Tian possessed exceptional talent and an extraordinary Spirit Root, making his cultivation progress extremely fast. He was considered one of the elite disciples in their sect. However, he had a sharp and bitter personality, taking pleasure in bullying others. Over these years, Lin Xuan hadn't been spared from Ye Tian's cold remarks and mockery.

A gloomy expression flashed across Lin Xuan's face but quickly returned to normal as he silently sneered. Previously, his weak power made him endure others' insults; now... Hmph! If Ye Tian dared to be disrespectful again, Lin Xuan would find a chance to make him regret it.

No one provokes me without reason, and if someone does, I will definitely make them regret coming into this world.

Lin Xuan wouldn't actively provoke anyone. But with his current strength, he wouldn't tolerate others' provocations as he used to. When the time came, he would not hesitate at all.

"Junior Brother Lin, long time no see! How are you?" The situation was unexpected; instead of mocking him like before, Ye Tian now appeared very warm and caring, with a look of concern on his face.

Ye Tian's sudden change in attitude left Lin Xuan somewhat taken aback. However, he maintained an indifferent expression as he replied, "Thank Senior Brother for your concern. I'm well."

After saying this, he turned to leave. Since Ye Tian hadn't provoked him, there was no need to teach him a lesson. But Lin Xuan didn't want any unnecessary entanglements.

"What are you in such a hurry for?" Ye Tian stopped him again: "Brother, I have more to say. Today is a fine autumn day with clear skies and pleasant weather. Do you think you might be interested in going back to the mountain for a barbecue with us?"

"Barbecue?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Although cultivators pursued the Dao of Heaven, they were still human beings who had emotions and desires. Even high-ranking cultivators who could dispense with food wouldn't abstain from eating; they would occasionally satisfy their taste buds.

It was common for close disciples to gather friends and go hunting together, then have a barbecue over a fire.

But in the eyes of these fellow disciples, Lin Xuan was just an ordinary boy without a Spirit Root, who had always been discriminated against. Such collective activities had never included him.

Although he didn't understand why Ye Tian suddenly changed his attitude today, there were no free lunches; either he or someone else would pay for it. Lin Xuan thought about it and politely declined: "Thank you, Senior Brother, but I have something to attend to today. Let's meet another time."

Disappointment flashed across Ye Tian's eyes, but quickly turned into a kind expression. "Alright, next time then."

After saying his goodbyes, Ye Tian's face revealed a sinister smile as he didn't expect this boy to be so ungrateful. Well, it was just luck for him. Ye Tian soon returned to his normal demeanor and found another target, smiling as he walked towards a disciple with lower cultivation.

Lin Xuan had already walked far away but observed all of this from the sidelines. He remained expressionless on the surface while pondering what Ye Tian's intentions were in deliberately approaching disciples with low cultivation levels.

Though he didn't know his exact purpose, it was certainly not benevolent. Lin Xuan decided not to waste his brainpower thinking about it. Whether Ye Tian had a plot or strategy, it wasn't relevant to him. As long as he stayed cautious and kept away from the guy, everything would be fine.

As for whether others would suffer misfortune, Lin Xuan didn't have the ambition to be a savior. Of course, if Ye Tian wanted to scheme against him, Lin Xuan wouldn't mind giving him a taste of his own medicine.

The ancient bell rang in his ears as the disciples stopped their casual conversations and lined up respectfully before a yellow-robed lecturer: "Sage."

"Hmm." The Foundation Establishment cultivator nodded and casually glanced around. His gaze didn't linger on Lin Xuan, then began teaching the disciples.

...

An hour later, Lin Xuan left the Eagle Nest Pavilion. Today's lecture hadn't introduced any new techniques but rather shared some insights into cultivation. Lin Xuan listened intently, feeling as if a veil had been lifted from his mind. Over the past year, he had ascended from the first to the sixth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period using alchemical aid and ten times the effort compared to others.

While it was fast, he still didn't fully understand some details of the cultivation techniques, but this wouldn't cause immediate harm. However, as his path in cultivation continued, these uncertainties could become a hidden danger.

Coincidentally, today's insights from the lecturer perfectly addressed Lin Xuan's previous doubts and difficulties in cultivation. He would correct any past mistakes based on what he had learned today and take another step forward in strength.

In the future, Lin Xuan planned to frequently visit the Eagle Nest Pavilion for teachings. With the Green Liquid refined from Red Silk Grass, he no longer feared his cultivation level being exposed, thus eliminating all worries.

It was still early, so Lin Xuan didn't plan to return to the Waste Pills Room. After months of seclusion and hard work, he needed some rest.

Exiting Drifting Cloud Valley, Lin Xuan arrived at a nearby mountain peak. The scenery here was beautiful, perfect for relaxation.

Lying on the grass, after less than half an hour of rest, Lin Xuan suddenly sensed something and stood up, crawling into the nearby bushes. Someone had come.

Now, Lin Xuan was far from his former self. With his powerful divine sense, he could easily observe everything within a hundred meters around him. It was Ye Tian, followed by several young disciples with low cultivation levels.

He hadn't expected to encounter them here. Lin Xuan didn't believe that they were genuinely coming for a picnic and barbecue; there must be some ulterior motive. He didn't want to get involved but decided to observe their actions from the side.
第五十六章 同门相煎

Behind Ye Tian, three of his fellow disciples followed. Among them were two brothers who looked identical and were slightly plump in build. The third was tall and thin with an ordinary appearance, giving off a clumsy impression.

Lin Xuan hid behind the bushes, remaining silent as he began to ponder. Among the disciples who entered the valley at the same time, Ye Tian's talents stood out; his cultivation should rank among the top five. He was favored by his mentors and often looked down on weaker fellow disciples. Why did he act so differently today?

The Song brothers and this tall and thin young man had spirit roots but were of poor quality. Their current strength only reached the third layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, which Ye Tian would never associate with such "dumb" fellow disciples. What sinister plot could he have?

Lin Xuan's curiosity grew as he subtly extended his divine sense to observe more closely.

"Senior Brother Ye, are we going to grill here? I'll go hunt for some prey."

The eldest of the Song brothers spoke excitedly. They often faced disdain and ridicule from their fellow disciples; today, they had finally managed to befriend such a talented senior disciple, so they wanted to make a good impression.

"Don't worry," Ye Tian said with a smile as he patted his shoulder. He took out a gourd from his storage bracelet: "After climbing this high mountain, you must be thirsty. This is my homemade immortal wine, containing many rare herbs that can greatly enhance your cultivation. You three fellow disciples might want to try it."

"Uh…" Song Xiong was stunned and bewildered. Ye Tian's spontaneous invitation had already made him and his brother feel honored; now, the favored elite disciple was showing such enthusiasm.

Hearing that this wine could boost their cultivation, a glint of greed flashed across his face as he politely declined: "Senior Brother, this is your treasure. I cannot accept it without merit…"

"Haha, we're brothers. Why bother with these formalities? Drink!" Ye Tian waved his hand in a generous manner.

"Then I'll follow your lead," Song Xiong, who was never really reluctant to begin with, took the gourd and gulped down several large sips.

Ye Tian smiled as he remained calm on the surface. However, a fierce and vicious light flashed across his eyes.

Song Xiong wiped his mouth and handed back the gourd. Ye Tian did not take it: "How could I favor one over another? Fellow disciples, you should have some too."

"Thank you, Senior Brother."

The second brother of the Song family was named Song Hu, with a more irritable temperament than his elder brother. He accepted the gourd and drank greedily.

"Alright, Senior Brother Song, leave some for me," the tall and thin young man urged, fearing that Ye Tian would finish it all. Song Xiong reluctantly put down the gourd.

The tall and thin disciple continued to drink wildly.

Lin Xuan observed coldly from the side, his lips curling into a mocking smile. Although he didn't know what Ye Tian's plot was, it certainly wasn't good for these three. He had set up a trap, but they were still vying to jump in.

Lin Xuan saw this clearly, but he had no intention of intervening. While his strength could handle Ye Tian, why should he get involved?

Trouble comes from too much talk; troubles arise when one tries to be the hero. Lin Xuan was not a bad person by nature, nor a good one. He would only intervene if there were sufficient benefits.

The cultivation world was already brutal and cruel. Lin Xuan had long understood the wisdom of self-preservation.

Even if anything happened, it was their own fault. Besides, they had no connection with him. They might be mocked for their poor spirit roots and slow progress, but in the past, they had bullied even weaker disciples like himself. Not to mention, he felt great just not retaliating; dreaming of repaying kindness with malice was foolish.

"Senior Brother Ye, we've finished our wine. I'll go hunt now. You can rest."

Song Xiong tried to please Ye Tian but his face suddenly changed as he swayed and fell to the ground with a thud.

"Brother!" Song Hu was alarmed, wanting to help his brother, only to feel dizzy himself and lose balance.

The tall and thin disciple had also drunk enough of the wine, leading to the same fate.

"Senior Brother Ye, you…?"

The three were not fools. They knew immediately that something had been done in the wine.

"Senior Brother Ye, I have no grudge against you; I've never wronged you!"

"Yes, Senior Brother, is there a misunderstanding? Please accept my apologies."

…

In their shock and anger, they understood the wisdom of not making trouble for oneself. They pleaded desperately but were confused as to why they had been targeted. Even if they combined their strength, they couldn't match Ye Tian's fifth-layer cultivation.

There was no need to drug them in the wine; it was unnecessary. Their confusion only deepened as they struggled to understand his intentions and grew increasingly panicked.

They secretly channeled spirit energy but found their dantians sealed, unable to release even a trace of spirit energy. They were even more alarmed.

"Save your efforts."

Ye Tian's expression turned vicious with satisfaction: "You drank the forbidden alcohol; for three hours, you won't be able to use any cultivation."

"Haha, Senior Brother, why play such a joke on us?"

The murderous intent in Ye Tian's face made them feel as if needles were pricking their backs. Despite trying to figure out when they had wronged him, Song Xiong could only勉强 can be translated as "勉强" (qiǎng miǎn) which means "勉强"勉强 can be translated as "勉强" (qiǎng miǎn) which means "勉强"勉强 can be translated as "勉强"勉强 can be translated as "mianqiang"勉强:勉强 can be translated as "mianqiang"勉强:勉强 can be translated as "mianqiang"勉强:勉强 can be translated as "qiángmiǎn" or "reluctantly" or "with difficulty." smile with hope.

"Ha, who is playing jokes on you."

Ye Tian said coldly: "To blame anyone else, it was just bad luck for you three. My hundred-souls banner needs the souls of three cultivators to reach its peak. You will be honored guests as sacrifices to my demonic artifact."

"Demonic artifact? Sacrifices?"

The fear on their faces intensified as they trembled and tried to run away. However, the forbidden alcohol not only sealed their spirit energy but also left them paralyzed, making all their efforts futile.
第五十七章 修魔者

Magic artifacts are spiritual artifacts, just that they are refined by cultivators of the Way of Evil. Cultivators of the Way of Evil are a branch of true cultivators.

Ordinary cultivators pursue immortality, but the path to cultivation is long and fraught with difficulties. To achieve anything, one must make efforts beyond ordinary people's imagination.

This is why an outstanding cultivator not only needs a spirit root but also perseverance and resilience. Spirit roots are innate; one cannot choose them. But perseverance is entirely up to oneself. While everyone wants to travel the path of cultivation further, few can endure the hardship and persist with it.

Many cultivators spend their lives in obscurity not because they lack talent but due to insufficient effort. Some sink into despair while others seek shortcuts.

It's well-known that cultivators pursue the Way of Heaven, emphasizing gradual progress and solid foundations. However, those who take shortcuts forge techniques that require minimal effort yet yield rapid advancements. In a short time, these techniques attract many cultivators.

This is how the earliest practitioners of the Way of Evil emerged!

However, not everyone was ensnared by them. Many wise individuals noticed that while the techniques of the practitioners of the Way of Evil showed immediate results, they also harbored numerous hidden dangers and flaws.

As their cultivation deepened, not only did progress slow down but also their minds became unstable, leading to the risk of going mad or succumbing to evil. Furthermore, most of these techniques were cruel and harmful, violating natural order. While true cultivators are not paragons of virtue—upholding the weak prey on the strong and treating ordinary people like ants—they are generally less inclined to kill for no reason.

But those who enjoy random killings among cultivators are rare; even when they do, it's usually driven by greed or some ulterior motive. However, practitioners of the Way of Evil differ. Long-term practice of deviant techniques can corrupt one's character, making them cruel and vicious.

Killing for pleasure, using human souls to refine magical treasures—such actions leave no room for hesitation.

While practitioners of the Way of Evil are notorious, true cultivators do not declare war on them. The heavenly realm is selfish; unless provoked, protecting the realm from evil is just a fairy tale meant for children.

Upon hearing the term "magic artifact," Lin Xuan recalled information about practitioners of the Way of Evil in his mind, feeling surprised. This Ye Tian had entered the valley at the same time as him, and his sect was a legitimate cultivation school. How could he be a practitioner of the Way of Evil?

After subduing the three with forbidden techniques, Ye Tian's expression became even more vicious. He sneered, "Brother disciples, blame only your bad luck. This hundred-souls banner I refined has already absorbed eighty-one ordinary human souls. But according to that damned book, for it to reach its full potential, it needs the spirits of three cultivators."

"Why us?" Song Hu shivered all over; he had heard about the practitioners of the Way of Evil's tales. Being drawn and used in soul refinement was far worse than falling into hell.

"Hmph, who made you weaker?" Ye Tian sneered. "If a few elite disciples were lost, the valley would certainly investigate. If they suspected me, I'd be in deep trouble!"

While true cultivators and practitioners of the Way of Evil are not sworn enemies, practicing forbidden techniques privately by sect members is still taboo. Moreover, using human souls to refine magic artifacts—Ye Tian was no fool; he had to be cautious.

The Song brothers and that tall youth were unimportant disciples, so their disappearance would not prompt a thorough search by the sect.

However, this was just one reason. Another reason Ye Tian did not reveal was his recent acquisition of a practitioner's technique. His magical power was insufficiently deep. The book clearly stated that stronger cultivator spirits would enhance the banner's power.

But in practice, he might fail if he tried to refine too powerful souls. To be safe, he chose three weaker low-rank disciples, ensuring both success and avoiding detection by his sect.

Lin Xuan hid among the bushes, maintaining a calm exterior but harboring murderous intent. Ye Tian had initially targeted him as the goal, but Lin Xuan had avoided the trap.

This was unforgivable. However, Lin Xuan would not act now; he would wait for an opportunity later.

Even though no real harm was done to him, his mindset meant that he would seek revenge whenever possible.

Lin Xuan made plans for the future while Ye Tian took out a small black banner from his pocket. Although this place was secluded, it was better to act quickly before any more accidents occurred. He refined their souls first.

The hundred-souls banner was only the size of a palm, but as soon as he pulled it out, Lin Xuan felt a heavy aura filled with resentment and horror.

In contrast, Ye Tian's face lit up in excitement; the more violent the atmosphere, the greater the power of the hundred-souls banner.

"Senior Brother, spare us. We promise not to say anything when we return."

"Yes, we'll help you capture Lin Xuan, that rootless boy, and a few low-rank disciples to refine this magic banner."

...

The three begged pitifully, their words filled with the utmost baseness.

Lin Xuan's face darkened; his last shred of mercy vanished. He silently reminded himself that in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest applied, and cultivators were selfish, enjoying at others' expense. From now on, he would never again show any sympathy, for it would only bring him harm.

With a sneer on his lips, Lin Xuan watched from the side; uninvolved, he remained aloof. From this day forward, Lin Xuan would no longer harbor notions of righteousness or evil but at least would not be soft-hearted anymore.

Otherwise, he might end up being bitten by those he saved. Lin Xuan was not foolish enough to act like Guo the Goatherd.

Lin Xuan would never be soft; Ye Tian certainly wouldn't be either. No matter how much they pleaded, it would not sway him. Let them go?

Foolish!

To capture more disciples?

That would be unnecessary!

Who knew if they would report him upon returning to their sect? Even if they kept their promise, he was unwilling to waste effort.

Using their souls to refine magic artifacts, Ye Tian raised the hundred-souls banner high...
第五十八章 炼魂

In an instant, the malevolent energy surged, and faint cries of ghosts could be heard. The Song brothers were so frightened that their faces turned pale, their teeth chattering uncontrollably, unable to even utter a plea for mercy.

Three balls of dark green flames drifted from the Hundred Souls Banner, entering the bodies of the three individuals. Under the illumination of ghostly lights, Ye Tian's expression became more ferocious. He held the Hundred Souls Banner in his right hand and continuously infused spiritual energy into it.

At first, their expressions were filled with pain as they struggled despite being unable to move. However, after a moment, their breathing ceased.

Ye Tian handed the Hundred Souls Banner to his left hand and cast a spell with his right, injecting several beams of white light into their bodies. Following these lights, three yellow light balls were pulled out from within them.

These were their souls, struggling to escape. Ye Tian hummed and waved his small banner, causing a wave of black energy to sweep over the yellow light balls, bundling them together.

"Seize!"

The Hundred Souls Banner suddenly grew larger, and ghostly mists coalesced into a gruesome skull that swallowed the three souls whole.

Ye Tian's expression did not lighten; instead, it became even more serious. Spell after spell was cast into the ghost banner, his hands stretched out as green ghost flames spewed forth.

Begin purification...

Should he strike or leave?

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before turning around without emotion. Although his strength had grown immensely,魔道 practitioners were too mysterious and unpredictable. Acting rashly in such circumstances would be unwise.

Moreover, the other party was a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator with limited resources. Killing him would yield few benefits; if he failed, it could lead to regret. Lin Xuan did not have any sense of righteousness or duty towards upholding the law against demons and monsters. He would not risk anything for no gain.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan decided to leave. Today's incident was best forgotten, and he vowed never to see Ye Tian again.

Lin Xuan carefully concealed his aura as he walked down the mountain. His figure soon disappeared from sight.

Sitting cross-legged, Ye Tian suddenly opened his eyes and looked in the direction Lin Xuan had left. A vicious glint flashed in his eyes.

If it weren't for the sensitive souls within the Hundred Souls Banner to human auras, he would not have noticed anyone nearby. Whoever this person was, they could not be allowed to live.

Ye Tian gritted his teeth as the spell运转 accelerated, fully focusing on purifying the three cultivators' souls.

Fortunately, their magical power was low and their souls were not particularly strong. They were quickly refined and integrated into the Hundred Souls Banner. Holding the magic artifact in his hand, Ye Tian's face was filled with joy, but as he looked up, a terrifying aura emanated from him. He recognized the path and pursued it fiercely.

Lin Xuan had yet to return to Drifting Cloud Valley when what he witnessed today left an eerie feeling even on him. Fellow cultivators fighting each other, and extracting souls—such things were unimaginable within their sect. This incident served as a reminder that cultivation was not only arduous but also perilous; one misstep could lead to the scattering of soul and body. To travel further down this path, he must be more cautious in everything.

Of course, the most important thing was to strengthen his strength—strength being the first rule for happy survival in the world of cultivation.

Lin Xuan suddenly stopped walking. His divine sense was far stronger than that of other cultivators at his level and detected someone rapidly approaching from this direction, with a violent aura.

Ye Tian!

Recognizing him, Lin Xuan quickly checked his body, then his expression changed as he silently channeled the spell, releasing spiritual energy to envelop his body.

From his pocket, he took out a talisman and贴ed it on himself. Miraculously, the solid ground beneath his feet turned into soft flowing sand, and Lin Xuan's entire body sank underground before the sand reverted back to earth.

After a moment, Ye Tian arrived but was puzzled, looking around. Earlier, while refining the Hundred Souls Banner, the other party had hidden nearby, their bodies slightly tainted with阴气 (yin energy), though not enough to be noticeable. Through the souls within the ghost banner, he could easily locate his position.

For some reason, that feeling suddenly vanished.

Had the other party discovered him in advance?

Could it be a Foundation Establishment cultivator?

Ye Tian thought so because魔道 practitioners' cultivation techniques were unique; their divine senses were far stronger than those of ordinary cultivators. Due to the rapidity of his magical cultivation, he was already at the Sixth Layer of Flexible Spirit Period.

However, his divine sense had surpassed that of a Fully Realized Flexible Spirit cultivator. Unless it was a Foundation Establishment expert, no one could have detected him in advance.

But if the other party were a Foundation Establishment cultivator, wouldn't they have struck him down on the mountain top?

Ye Tian pondered this but couldn't come to a conclusion, his mind filled with doubts. He didn't know that under normal circumstances,魔道 practitioners' divine senses were indeed stronger than those of ordinary cultivators at their level. But Lin Xuan was an exception; his cultivation of Heart Refinement Path and purification of spirit herbs had greatly enhanced his divine sense.

In terms of divine sense alone, Lin Xuan did not fall short of a Foundation Establishment first-stage cultivator!

A wise man may make one mistake in a thousand considerations. Initially, Lin Xuan had been slightly careless, failing to notice the slight阴气 (yin energy) on himself. Now that he had enveloped it with spiritual energy, the other party could no longer detect him.

Unable to locate his target, Ye Tian grew anxious. Although he couldn't determine the other party's cultivation level, being discovered using his younger brother's soul for a magic artifact would surely bring severe consequences from the sect.

With a firm jaw, a fierce expression appeared on Ye Tian's face as he took out the Hundred Souls Banner and infused it with spiritual energy. Black mists rolled outwards, spreading around him.

Lin Xuan was not going to wait for the other party to make a move. Although he couldn't determine what spell Ye Tian intended to use, he knew things would not end well.

Since that was the case, it was better to strike first.

Lin Xuan remained calm as he raised his hand. Despite being in the ground, the flow of sand allowed him free movement; the only drawback was the inability to breathe. However, with his current cultivation level, holding his breath for a dozen minutes or so would not be an issue.
第五十九章 鬼雾

In Lin Xuan's palm, countless ice crystals sparkled with a dazzling light. Each was a tiny needle.

Since it was an ambush, he naturally chose powerful spells. The best would be to kill the opponent in one hit!

Previously, Lin Xuan could only control nearly a hundred ice needles at once. Now that he had entered the Sixth Layer of the Flexible Spirit Period, the number doubled and the power of each needle increased significantly.

However, Lin Xuan did not immediately cast his spell but instead pulled out a bottle from his pocket, drinking some red-leaf grass green liquid inside.

Ye Tian muttered under his breath as the ghostly fog within the Hundred Souls Flag surged. It seemed like some kind of searching technique. As he gradually approached Lin Xuan, the latter no longer hesitated and activated his spirit energy to shoot out hundreds of ice needles from his hand.

The cold light flashed, but Ye Tian's reaction was equally swift. With a face contorted in alarm, he tightly gripped the Hundred Souls Flag. The surrounding ghostly fog rushed towards him, and amidst the mist, a faint white bone shield appeared.

Clanging sounds echoed as the ice needles struck the shield, producing a series of noises. Crack! The shield shattered, Ye Tian spat out some blood, but the ice needles were exhausted.

Lin Xuan exclaimed in surprise, breaking through the ground and throwing a middle-grade Firebird Talisman at Ye Tian. A wave of heat hit him, and Ye Tian gritted his teeth as a bloody skull materialized from the Hundred Souls Flag, countering the Firebird Technique.

"Are you?"

Seeing who had ambushed him, Ye Tian was both surprised and angry. He originally thought it might be one of his sect's elite disciples but was shocked to find out that he was just an ordinary person without any spirit root.

"True cultivators don't reveal themselves. I didn't expect Brother Lin’s cultivation to have reached the Fourth Layer!" Ye Tian clenched his teeth, puzzled by how fast a mere mortal could progress. Could it be that he was also a cultivator of demonic arts?

No, even if one practiced demonic techniques, such rapid progression would not be possible. At the Fourth Layer, his cultivation was already on par with mid-level disciples.

Without any spirit root, there was no way this could happen so quickly.

Still, all he felt was more puzzlement!

Ye Tian didn't know that Lin Xuan's true strength had been underestimated. They were both at the Sixth Layer of the Flexible Spirit Period. The misjudgment came from Lin Xuan drinking the red-leaf grass green liquid, which formed a ball in his dantian, shielding him from detection while not affecting his own power.

In battle, misleading one’s opponent about their strength could be advantageous, making them underestimate and thus achieving the element of surprise.

Of course, hiding too low was not ideal; it depended on the situation. Now, Lin Xuan had hidden to the Fourth Layer because that level of cultivation just might allow him to master the Ice Needle Technique. Otherwise, if he saw Ye Tian using such a powerful spell with only first-layer strength, suspicion would increase and caution would be heightened.

Fourth-layer was just right; it would make his opponent misjudge his power. During combat, he would surely reveal vulnerabilities and gaps.

A duel required not only strength but also intelligence. Combining both increased the chances of victory.

However, Lin Xuan's mood was far from relaxed. Originally, he had ambushed from underground using the Ice Needle Technique, a powerful spell. He felt confident about killing Ye Tian in one hit. But to his surprise, Ye Tian managed to block it. This guy was astute and meticulous. That alone was one reason.

The Hundred Souls Flag's power also worried him.

This battle would be far more challenging than facing Yan Family’s patriarch. Despite his caution, Lin Xuan was not overly concerned because he was no longer the Lin Xuan from three months ago; he now had Sixth Layer Flexible Spirit Period strength.

Both were wary of each other and had no mood for pleasantries. After failing to ambush Ye Tian, Lin Xuan prepared to strike back later.

While Ye Tian was cunning as well, he lacked Lin Xuan’s patience. He raised the Hundred Souls Flag in his right hand and slowly waved it.

Instantly, black fog filled the air, and ghostly figures appeared everywhere. Horrible sounds echoed around them.

But Lin Xuan remained unmoved, a mocking smile on his lips. Such a grand display would require at least late Foundation Establishment to be effective. This young man’s spirit energy was insufficient for such an illusion; it must be fake.

However, illusions were not without their dangers. Even knowing they were false, the sight could still make someone's legs shake and sweat profusely, reducing their effectiveness by half due to fear and tension.

But Lin Xuan was different. Back when he was at the First Layer of Flexible Spirit Period, he had dared to challenge the Heart Refinement Path. The illusion before him was nothing compared to what he faced back then.

Let Ye Tian use it if he wanted; such a spell would be ineffective against him and could drain his spirit energy, benefiting Lin Xuan in two ways.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't just stand there either. Without action, he couldn’t defeat the enemy.

Lin Xuan pulled out a talisman from his pocket, but this wasn’t an ordinary one. During his last battle with Yan Tianheng, most of his talismans were already depleted; this was among the spoils of that fight—beast talismans.

Lin Xuan had revealed such treasures right away to achieve quick victory. Although this place was remote, it was still close enough to Drifting Cloud Valley where someone could come by at any time. Ye Tian didn’t want his demonic cultivator identity exposed, and neither did Lin Xuan hope for others to discover his strength.

Because both harbored such thoughts, they had moved the battlefield to an empty space away from the main road. However, it was still risky that someone might stumble upon them.

Thus, as Lin Xuan injected spirit energy into the beast talisman to activate it, Ye Tian began his action. Seeing that the ghostly fog and illusion couldn’t affect Lin Xuan, he wouldn't waste his spirit energy.
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第六十章 兽符VS百魂幡

Eachvicious ghost had a terrifying appearance, with bloodshot eyes and fingers curved like hooks. These souls were collected by Ye Tian from living people and refined into these entities.

Due to their unjust deaths, these souls carried a great deal of anger, but precisely because of this, the Hundred Soul Banner gained even greater power.

The eerie wind howled along with the mournful cries of ghosts. However, Lin Xuan remained unmoved as he accelerated the activation of the beast talisman. Unlike ordinary talismans, the Beast Soul Talisman was powerful, but activating it required more spirit energy, making it impossible to cast instantly like other talismans.

Nine ghosts had already taken shape, and Ye Tian's Hundred Soul Banner pointed forward while reciting a spell: "Go!"

Instantly, the surroundingyin energy became even denser. The souls transformed into vengeful ghosts with bloodshot eyes, howling as they rushed towards Lin Xuan.

The momentum of this attack was so formidable that just watching it would be terrifying. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. Only when the beast talisman reached his body did he throw it into the air.

Bang! The beast talisman ignited on its own, emitting a brilliant light and a powerful roar from within the flames. Mountains echoed as dust flew, and a tiger enveloped in flames appeared.

"Beast Talisman, Iron Plated Blazing Tiger?"

Lin Xuan was surprised to see that Ye Tian recognized this item. A common person without spirit roots had managed to reach the fourth level of cultivation, which was already impressive, but he also possessed such a precious treasure as the Beast Soul Talisman.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He hadn't expected his opponent to be so well-informed and realized that dealing with him would be more challenging than anticipated. Without pausing, he directed the ghostly tiger towards the ghosts.

The ghosts roared in response, and the beastly tiger howled fiercely. As both were creatures of the ghost realm, these souls, though filled with anger, were mere human spirits. The Iron Plated Blazing Tiger, on the other hand, had been a first-grade top-grade monster before its death, equivalent to an expert at the Flexible Spirit Stage.

The outcome was obvious…

Roar!

With a white-hot fire aura, the Iron Plated Blazing Tiger's paw struck out, and one of the ghosts was instantly incinerated in fear.

The Iron Plated Blazing Tiger didn't stop there. It lifted its head and bit another ghost's neck before swallowing it whole, licking its lips as if savoring a delicious meal.

Although the ghosts lacked intelligence, two of their companions had been destroyed in an instant, causing them to become fearful. Ye Tian's expression darkened further; he hadn't expected the Beast Soul Talisman to be so powerful.

In truth, this was simply bad luck for Ye Tian. The cultivation technique he obtained was quite remarkable, and following its instructions, the Hundred Soul Banner had immense power that could rival a top-grade spiritual artifact. However, encountering Lin Xuan's Beast Soul Talisman was problematic due to two reasons.

Firstly, the talisman wasn't fully matured; although enough souls were collected, and three cultivators' spirits served as catalysts, he hastily refined their spirits without fully integrating them with the Hundred Soul Banner. Therefore, its power was somewhat diminished.

Even so, the Hundred Soul Banner's power could still match a top-grade spiritual artifact. If it encountered other treasures, it would have an advantage. However, Ye Tian's bad luck lay in the fact that despite the Hundred Soul Banner's formidable power, it was a ghostly entity and thus shared the same origin as the Beast Soul Talisman.

The Beast Soul Talisman contained the soul of a monster, and this one belonged to a first-grade top-grade Iron Plated Blazing Tiger. Ordinary souls, no matter how angry they were, would be destroyed upon encountering a monster's soul.

In other words, although theoretically, the Hundred Soul Banner should have been more powerful, its attributes made it susceptible to Lin Xuan's talisman.

Ye Tian quickly recognized this and his expression became even more grim. He was so frustrated that he almost spat blood. A magic banner summoned ghostly mists, temporarily blocking the tiger's attack while gathering the remaining seven ghosts back.

After a moment of contemplation, Ye Tian bit his tongue and spat some blood onto the Hundred Soul Banner. Instantly, the anger intensified as more souls emerged from it one after another.

However, these souls did not immediately attack; instead, under Ye Tian's guidance, they intertwined to form an enormous skull image.

The skull was three meters tall, radiating a bloody red light and filled with intense anger that left Lin Xuan startled.

Lin Xuan was also surprised but had no time to think as the skull rushed towards him. The Iron Plated Blazing Tiger roared fiercely and met it head-on, entangling itself in combat.

Although these were souls of living people, the blood-red skull showed no fear when facing a beastly soul. Even Lin Xuan's Beast Soul Talisman was slightly on the defensive.

Roar!

With a fierce howl, the Iron Plated Blazing Tiger's soul grew larger and larger. Ye Tian sneered as he cast a spell, causing ghostly mists to enter the skull, which began to expand…

Physical combat proved ineffective. The tiger opened its mouth and spat out a burst of fiery aura. The skull cackled, and red light flared from its empty eye sockets, sweeping away the flames.

Even match!

For now, it was an inconclusive stalemate. However, Lin Xuan's expression was grim. Although the Beast Soul Talisman wasn't one-time use like ordinary talismans, once its energy depleted, it would be rendered useless.

Lin Xuan hesitated but before he could act, Ye Tian struck first. He flicked his hand, and a burning snake emerged from his sleeve, transforming into a fiery serpent in mid-air, spitting out tongues of flame.

"Quickly!"

Ye Tian pointed with his right hand, and the fire snake paused momentarily before dashing towards Lin Xuan.

"Is it a spiritual artifact?"

Lin Xuan gasped, his brows furrowing tightly.
第六十一章 请君入瓮

This Ye Tian truly exceeded expectations. Not only was he a cultivator of magic, possessing treasures like the Hundred Souls Banner, but he even had spiritual artifacts.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry; instead, he felt half worried and half pleased. Worried because there were so many magical items, making him harder to deal with than anticipated. Pleased that Ye Tian was so wealthy, killing him would net him some extra cash.

Though the opponent's strength and treasures were formidable, compared to his own wealth, even a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator would be slightly inferior. Thus, Lin Xuan had full confidence in victory, though it would require considerable effort.

The fire snake in mid-air was impressive, but Lin Xuan had already used his divine sense to probe its nature—it was merely a low-grade spiritual artifact. This was normal; not everyone was as lucky and fortunate as he.

A low-grade cultivator of the Flexible Spirit Period having even one low-grade spiritual artifact was remarkable. Zhou Yan, Senior Sister, was an exception due to her high rank in the sect, her powerful family background, and her wealth. Unfortunately for her, all that wealth now belonged to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, summoning a golden rope about a foot long towards the approaching fire snake.

Ye Tian nearly popped out of his eyes, his face contorted with shock as he looked at Lin Xuan with a gaze akin to looking at a monster. He couldn't fathom why an ordinary person without even a spirit root would be so wealthy—spiritual artifacts like the Soul-Stealing Talisman and the Hundred Souls Banner...

Though he didn’t know what these treasures were, their oppressive power indicated they were middle-grade spiritual artifacts. His fire snake was in danger.

Fortunately for him, his opponent’s cultivation level was only at the fourth stage. Ye Tian, red-eyed, poured all his essence energy into the fire snake, hoping to compensate for its lower grade with his abundant spirit force.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim, but he sneered inwardly. He had easily seen through the other party’s strategy and tactics by hiding his true strength with the Red Silk Grass. The Hundred Souls Banner and the beast talisman were evenly matched now, using a low-grade spiritual artifact to counter his middle-grade one.

In Ye Tian's mind, he had reached the sixth stage of cultivation while Lin Xuan was only at the fourth. Although it would be more taxing to use a lower-grade spiritual artifact against a higher-grade one, with his strength, victory seemed within reach!

The fish was already on the hook; as long as Lin Xuan played along, he could drain Ye Tian’s essence energy and then kill him. However, that wasn't Lin Xuan's plan.

He didn’t want to waste the energy from the Soul-Stealing Talisman, nor did he wish to draw unnecessary attention by lingering here. If someone came to investigate, things would get complicated. Speed was key—quick battles were best.

Lin Xuan reached into his robe again. Seeing this, Ye Tian showed a hint of alertness but didn't worry much. With Lin Xuan's fourth-stage cultivation, driving both the Soul-Stealing Talisman and a middle-grade spiritual artifact simultaneously should be pushing him to his limits. Even if he had other treasures, he wouldn’t have enough essence energy left.

At most, he could activate some low-grade talismans.

With this thought, Ye Tian sneered and waved the Hundred Souls Banner. Ghostly mist gathered around him, forming a black shield that enveloped him.

While the Hundred Souls Banner might be slightly inferior to high-grade spiritual artifacts in terms of power, it was versatile—offensive and defensive. The situation was clear: as the Soul-Stealing Talisman’s energy dwindled, Lin Xuan's fourth-stage cultivation would quickly exhaust his essence energy. Victory seemed certain.

Ye Tian's face twisted with a cruel, excited gleam. Cultivators of magic often enjoyed killing others, and after destroying Lin Xuan, he could gain many treasures. He wasn’t sure what else the young man had, but even middle-grade spiritual artifacts and the Soul-Stealing Talisman were enough to make Ye Tian drool.

Lin Xuan observed Ye Tian's expressions, sneering inwardly as he feigned panic, as if his magical items were all used up and he was at his wit’s end.

"Ha ha, Lin Junior Brother, I didn’t know a disciple without a spirit root could reach the fourth stage. But it doesn’t matter; today, your soul will depart this world with my help. No need to thank me—your soul will be used in the Hundred Souls Banner." Ye Tian spoke kindly, but his words were vicious and chilling.

Lin Xuan's face grew even more grim as sweat beads appeared on his forehead. He seemed so frightened that he almost lost control of his essence energy. The golden chain in mid-air trembled, giving way to the fire snake...

Ye Tian was elated; a rookie would panic under pressure, reducing their strength and failing to fully utilize it. He intended to take advantage of this moment to launch a fierce attack and eliminate him.

However, just as he was about to strike, Lin Xuan threw something into the air.

Initially, Ye Tian didn’t pay much attention. The ghostly mist shield was incredibly sturdy; even high-grade spells or top-tier Ice Needle Technique could barely penetrate it. With his current essence energy, Lin Xuan could only activate low-grade talismans—what did he have to fear?

But soon, he realized his mistake!

The object in the air released a shocking surge of essence energy that easily overshadowed both the fire snake and the golden chain.

"High-grade spiritual artifact?"

Ye Tian’s voice was like a dream, his eyes filled with terror. Lin Xuan no longer concealed his cultivation; his essence energy surged.

His demeanor changed entirely—his cultivation level surpassed Ye Tian's.

"No, impossible! You've only been in the Drifting Cloud Valley for less than four years. How can an ordinary disciple be at the sixth stage of the Flexible Spirit Period?"

Ye Tian was nearly hysterical, his expression wild. He had assumed he would win easily but now realized that Lin Xuan had been playing a long con—setting a trap and luring him into it.
第六十二章 修魔功法

"Let the matter simmer in your mind as you go to the underworld, and figure it out slowly!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile. He formed an unusual hand seal and infused his essence energy into his flying sword.

"Swiftly!"

Like a flash of light or a movie scene, the flying sword rushed towards its opponent. Ye Tian's face turned pale as he desperately poured more essence energy into the demon banner, but it was useless. The ghostly fog shield, though sturdy, crumbled under the astonishing power of an upper-grade spiritual artifact. With a tearing sound, the shield was shredded to pieces. A bloody hole appeared in Ye Tian's chest, and he fell to his death with不甘.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the spiritual artifact returned to his palm as a tiny sword. Without Ye Tian's support, the giant skeleton fighting the demon tiger disintegrated into ghostly souls that retreated back into the demon banner.

The lower-grade fire snake also plummeted from mid-air. Lin Xuan cast a spell and stored it along with the golden chain in his storage.

The beast talisman returned to its original form, but the essence energy on it had weakened significantly. It seemed the demon tiger's soul power was nearly depleted after this battle.

Lin Xuan felt a bit of pain, but he was glad for the substantial gains from this fight. He approached Ye Tian's corpse and picked up the demon banner first. Then, he found a storage bag in his chest pocket.

After gathering all the treasures, Lin Xuan cast a low-grade sand flow talisman to bury Ye Tian's body underground. Carefully wiping away the bloodstains, he quickly returned to Drifting Cloud Valley.

Without delay, he went back to Lingyun Sect’s waste pills room and his own living quarters.

Closing the door, Lin Xuan lay down on the bed with a sigh of relief. The danger of this battle far exceeded his previous encounter with Yan Family's patriarch. The magic arts of cultivators were strange and evil, and Ye Tian had many tricks up his sleeve.

But he was still the ultimate victor!

Lin Xuan rested for a while until his strength and essence energy recovered before examining his spoils. He dumped out the contents of the storage bag, revealing several dozen crystal stones that caught his eye. Counting them roughly, there were over fifty.

This made Lin Xuan both happy and surprised. In terms of quantity, even Zhang Yu didn't have this many in a lifetime. Whether Ye Tian had acquired these through force or deceit, they all belonged to him now.

In addition, there were several middle-grade talismans, though not many, they still provided a pleasant income for Lin Xuan.

Deeper inside the storage bag was an jade cylinder. Unlike ordinary ones, its surface glowed with a blood-red hue and heavy阴气. This must be where the cultivation techniques of cultivators were recorded. Lin Xuan's curiosity piqued as he injected his divine sense into it.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan had thoroughly browsed through the entire technique. Holding the jade cylinder silently, he couldn't help but marvel at the ingenuity of those ancient cultivators who had devised such a unique method to boost cultivation speed significantly.

Though tempted by this idea, Lin Xuan quickly dismissed it. It wasn’t because of any moral considerations; rather, as his seniors in the sect had said, magic arts progressed rapidly but left significant loopholes and hazards. Focusing solely on speed could destabilize one's heart and leave a shallow foundation, which would harm future cultivation. There was always the risk of going astray and never recovering.

Lin Xuan didn't want his path to immortality to end in such a tragic manner. Patience was key; with his ability to purify essence energy and hard work, he could still achieve great things without rushing.

Although he wasn’t planning on cultivating magic arts, this jade cylinder might still be useful. While the technique itself wouldn’t benefit him, it contained many mysterious and peculiar spells that were worth learning in time.

After putting away the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan turned his attention to two other items.

First was the Hundred Soul Banner. Its power had already been tested by Lin Xuan; it was formidable indeed, capable of both offense and defense. However, its description in the magic technique seemed somewhat different from what he experienced during battle.

According to the magic technique, this banner could rival an upper-grade spiritual artifact. Yet, when fighting Ye Tian, it didn’t seem as powerful as described.

Lin Xuan pondered that perhaps the demon treasure hadn't been fully refined yet, which limited its power. Nevertheless, even in its current state, it surpassed a middle-grade spiritual artifact and was a valuable treasure.

Lastly, there was the lower-grade fire snake. For ordinary Flexible Spirit period disciples, an artifact, even just of lower grade, was hard to come by. But Lin Xuan’s situation was special; he had ample resources and didn’t find such items appealing. He could use this fire snake in exchange for suitable spirit stones and materials at a later time.

Overall, although the battle was risky, the gains were substantial. The only regret was that the beast soul talisman's energy had diminished significantly. But compared to what he gained, this loss was negligible.

After categorizing and storing his treasures in his storage bracelet, Lin Xuan lay down on the bed and slept soundly. Although his essence energy and strength had been replenished after resting, a fierce battle left him very tired.

The next morning, Lin Xuan began new cultivation exercises.

This time, he didn't rush to advance to a higher stage but prepared to practice spirit control techniques. After two battles, Lin Xuan fully appreciated the benefits of spiritual artifacts. However, relying solely on Drive Object Technique could only tap into part of their power. He wanted to learn the true method for controlling them—spirit control technique.
第六十三章 天魔拟容术

Spirit Control Technique, aintermediate cultivation method only mentioned in the advanced cultivation techniques practiced by Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. However, Lin Xuan obtained two such middle-grade techniques during his visit to Lingyun Sect.

Lin Xuan took out two jade cylinders and injected his divine consciousness into each one for reading. He skipped over the parts related to cultivation methods that required a Foundation Establishment stage, as they were beyond him now. He focused on carefully studying the sections introducing Spirit Control Technique.

After comparing them, he found that one was acquired through alchemy: "Ice Heart Art," and the other was obtained from the Yan family's relics: "Purple Yang Great Primordial Strength."

The "Purple Yang Great Primordial Strength" had originally been reserved by another major cultivation family, the Wangs. Later, it was stolen by Yan Tianheng in a surprise attack. This meant that the technique described in this book must be superior to publicly sold ones like "Ice Heart Art." However, when it came to Spirit Control Technique, both books were similar.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not need to choose and picked one at random to practice.

Spirit Control Technique was derived from Drive Object Technique. The latter was simpler, just a basic foundation, while the former was much more complex and intricate.

For the next few weeks, Lin Xuan endured great hardship due to his insufficient cultivation level. Although the book clearly stated that late-stage Flexible Spirit cultivators could practice it, this was only theoretically true. In reality, mastering such a technique required Foundation Establishment stage cultivation.

Failure did not discourage Lin Xuan; nothing in the world can be achieved overnight. Gradual practice would eventually pay off. When he first learned Ice Needle Technique, it wasn't as painful.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan became more determined despite repeated failures. However, after several weeks, there was no progress at all.

What frustrated Lin Xuan even more was that he couldn’t pinpoint the reason for his inability to master Spirit Control Technique. Each time, he failed mysteriously, leading him to sigh and wonder if his natural talent was too poor.

However, complaining did not solve anything. Lin Xuan continued to practice with determination. A month later, when he emerged from his room, there had been no improvement.

It seemed that simply practicing alone would not change this situation.

"Should I seek advice from an elder?"

Lin Xuan shook his head. In Drifting Cloud Valley, only a few geniuses could practice Spirit Control Technique at the late-stage Flexible Spirit level. He didn’t even have a spirit root; seeking such advice would surely attract attention.

"Alas, how nice it would be to openly display my Sixth Stage cultivation and show that I am an elite disciple."

Lin Xuan had this thought because ordinary low-rank disciples could only attend lectures at Eagle Nest Pavilion, while elite disciples were given special attention due to their potential for Foundation Establishment. They had senior cultivators regularly answer their questions, allowing them to seek guidance on any issues they encountered in cultivation.

If he were an elite disciple, he could ask a senior elder for guidance regarding Spirit Control Technique.

However, this was just wishful thinking. Given his current situation, he dared not reveal his cultivation level. Bored and restless, Lin Xuan took out the blood-red jade cylinder from his pocket and browsed through the techniques created by cultivators of dark arts. While he couldn’t practice the cultivation methods, he could learn the spells that utilized spirit energy.

"Ah!" Lin Xuan suddenly raised an eyebrow with a look of unexpected joy. Despite no one else being around, such an expression was rare for him now.

"Mental Transformation Art!"

Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness landed on a minor technique recorded in the latter part of the cultivation method. This technique had been created by a senior dark arts cultivator over a thousand years ago.

According to the text, it utilized spirit energy to alter one's appearance and physique. Such techniques were not unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; his sect possessed "Disguise Art" and other similar ones...

However, these techniques were considered mediocre because they could easily be detected if the opponent’s cultivation level was higher or close to that of the user. Their practicality was low.

Initially, Lin Xuan did not pay much attention, just casually flipping through them. But after reading about Mental Transformation Art, he was overjoyed. The creator of this technique was indeed a genius. By collecting and improving various disguise techniques, he created what was unique in the cultivation world: the Disguise Divine Art.

The advantages were obvious. First, it had a low threshold; only late-stage Flexible Spirit cultivators could practice it, unlike other disguise techniques that required Foundation Establishment stage practitioners at minimum. The most important advantage was that it solved the issue of being easily detected after disguise.

To see through Mental Transformation Art, one would need to be two cultivation stages higher than the user—meaning, if a late-stage Flexible Spirit cultivator used this technique, someone with Core Formation stage cultivation could detect them; for Foundation Establishment cultivators, only an old monster at the Core Formation stage could discern their true form.

While these advantages were clear, the technique had its flaws. First, it was short-lived, lasting only one hour before needing a six-hour rest to be used again. Thus, Mental Transformation Art couldn’t be used for long-term disguise; it was merely a temporary solution.

This was just one of its drawbacks. Despite its imperfections, it remained a highly applicable technique. However, the second drawback deterred many cultivators who had once obtained this technique and discarded it like trash.

The reason was that using this technique required a rare medicinal herb to be consumed first before practicing according to the method. Only then could one successfully disguise themselves.
第六十四章 李代桃僵

And the spirit herbs mentioned in this cultivation technique were high-grade Red Silk Grass!

Well, that was a joke. This caused former cultivators who had obtained this technique to curse loudly.

To be honest, Red Silk Grass wasn't considered particularly precious in the cultivation world; many sects and even families cultivated it in their medicinal gardens.

But those were all lower grades!

According to *The Hundred Herbs Record*, Red Silk Grass was a very special herb. Its value varied greatly depending on its grade. Lower-grade Red Silk Grass was the most common and ordinary spirit herb in the cultivation world, while middle-grade Red Silk Grass, due to its ability to refine Foundation Establishment Pills, was considered relatively rare. As for high-grade...

It was a treasure that even top-notch experts at the Condensation Core Stage would draw their swords to snatch!

Typically, only one out of ten thousand Red Silk Grass plants could be high grade, and that required good luck in cultivation.

Apart from ordinary cultivators not having such precious treasures, those who obtained them by sheer luck wouldn't use high-grade Red Silk Grass for disguise. After all, it was just a short hour.

Why would I trade this herb for other spirit stones?

Due to these stringent requirements, no one except the creator of *Tianmo拟容术* had ever practiced this technique; they simply discarded it as a useless side dish.

"Haha!"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh. It was truly coincidental that high-grade Red Silk Grass could achieve perfect disguise when paired with *Tianmo拟容术*.

For others, this cultivation technique was indeed a side dish—of little practical value. But for him, having the ability to purify herbs, ordinary Red Silk Grass in his hands could still function like high-grade ones.

If this technique truly possessed the magical abilities as described in the jade cylinder, he could ask the elder about spirit control techniques.

Lin Xuan had a plan and began learning this disguise secret calmly. Although the technique was miraculous, it was merely auxiliary and not difficult; mainly involving the manipulation of essence energy. He mastered it within half a day.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan took out a small bottle from his pocket, drank some green liquid extracted from Red Silk Grass, then followed the instructions in the technique to circulate his essence energy while reciting incantations. A layer of white mist appeared and enveloped his body.

After a moment, the mist dispersed, revealing Lin Xuan with an entirely different appearance. Originally, he had an ordinary face, easily blending into crowds. Now, he had sharp eyebrows and clear eyes, resembling a noble from a prominent family.

He had transformed himself to look like Ye Tian, whom he had killed a month ago.

Not only did the appearance change, but his height and physique were identical to Ye Tian's.

Lin Xuan did this because Ye Tian was an elite disciple in their sect, with the privilege of seeking guidance from Foundation Establishment Period elders. Therefore, Lin Xuan wanted to impersonate him.

As for why Ye Tian had been missing for so long before suddenly appearing under his name, there was no need to worry. According to Drifting Cloud Valley's rules, a disciple would only be considered missing after two consecutive months of absence.

Since he had encountered cultivation bottlenecks and needed inspiration to break through, disciples often trained outside from time to time. It had only been a month since Ye Tian’s death, so his appearance shouldn't raise suspicion.

After considering all possibilities, Lin Xuan tried imitating Ye Tian's speech. This was just a minor technique, and people focused on appearance rather than voice, so there should be no issues.

Without further delay, Lin Xuan quickly headed to the Elite Pavilion!

The Elite Pavilion was named after its importance in the sect; it was where senior experts imparted teachings to talented disciples.

Eagle Nest Pavilion's lecturers were usually at the Foundation Establishment Initial or Intermediate stages. However, the elders who provided guidance in the Elite Pavilion had at least late-stage cultivation and sometimes even full-mastery Foundation Establishment experts. There were rumors that the sect’s only Condensation Core cultivator, Cloud Crane Immortal, would occasionally appear to mentor junior disciples.

This importance stemmed from the fact that these geniuses had a 90% chance of successfully reaching the Foundation Establishment stage, becoming the backbone of their sect in the future.

This rumor made Lin Xuan feel somewhat uneasy. The condensation core realm of his sect leader was enough to penetrate his disguise technique. However, he quickly reassured himself; even if Cloud Crane Immortal valued newcomers, as a senior and Condensation Core expert, he couldn't visit the Elite Pavilion every day—only once or twice a year at most.

If such a small chance would be caught, it meant his luck was truly bad, and there was nothing to complain about...

Time was pressing, so Lin Xuan entered the Elite Pavilion. It was an imposing building with intricate carvings and paintings, much larger than Eagle Nest Pavilion.

Apart from guiding elite disciples, many elders also trained here regularly. Foundation Establishment cultivators could have their own caves, but each had different preferences; some preferred to practice in this area.

"Haha, Brother Ye, it's been a long time! Which wind brought you here today?"

Footsteps sounded behind him, and a voice reached his ears. Lin Xuan was startled; the biggest danger of this trip was encountering someone familiar with Ye Tian. Not because they might discover his disguise technique but because he might reveal himself by speaking incorrectly.

He raised his vigilance while maintaining composure, turning to look at the other person and secretly exhaling in relief.

Fortunately, he recognized him!

Of course, Lin Xuan knew him; the other party didn't recognize this disciple without a spirit root. Cultivators were very cliquish, and those who befriended elite disciples were also elites.

The newcomer was about 27 or 28 years old, with a long face and a sturdy build.
第六十五章 精英弟子

"Senior Brother Ma!" Lin Xuan greeted him by imitating Ye Tian's voice, giving a slight bow.

This person was named Ma Tianxiong. He had entered the sect earlier than Lin Xuan and seemed to be in the same batch as Zhou Yan. His current cultivation stage was around the sixth level of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Strictly speaking, given his entry time, it took him nine years to reach this level of cultivation, which was impressive but not considered a genius. He didn't have the qualifications to enter the Elite Hall, but Ma Tianxong's situation was special.

Before joining Drifting Cloud Valley, he had been a famous young martial artist in secular society. Later, due to an unexpected opportunity, he embarked on the path of cultivation.

However, he did not neglect his previous skills; instead, he took a different path and entered the Dao through martial arts.

Cases like his were not uncommon in the cultivation world, but they were rare. It was said that such people had a difficult time advancing further in their cultivation journey. The idea of condensing essence into a core seemed utterly absurd to them, but entering the Foundation Establishment stage was almost certain and easier than normal cultivators.

For Drifting Cloud Valley, Foundation Establishment cultivators were already the backbone of the sect. Therefore, Ma Tianxong, who entered through martial arts, was allowed to enter the Elite Hall.

Because his situation was special, he was well-known within the sect. Seeing a familiar face, Lin Xuan felt relieved that there was no need to worry about being exposed. He turned and greeted him.

"Junior Brother Ye, I heard you recently obtained the spiritual artifact 'Fiery Snake.' I thought you would be secluding yourself for cultivation, so it's surprising to see you here in the Elite Hall."

"Haha, Senior Brother, you're too serious. My meager dao skills can't compare to your founding divine techniques. I came here because I encountered some difficulties with spiritual artifact cultivation and want to seek guidance from our teacher," Lin Xuan smiled.

Although he didn't interact much with Ye Tian, Lin Xuan knew a bit about his personality since they entered the valley at the same time. Ye Tian was a hypocritical little man; he looked down on weaker junior brothers and mocked them, but showed deference to stronger ones. Since he was impersonating him, he naturally mimicked this attitude.

Sure enough, Ma Tianxong did not doubt him as he patted Lin Xuan's shoulder: "Haha, Junior Brother, you still speak like that. Let's go!"

"Uh-huh!" Lin Xuan nodded and quickly weighed the pros and cons in his mind. While it was easy to refuse, entering with him had more benefits than drawbacks. The Elite Hall had many restrictions; having Ma Tianxong break them would reduce the risk of exposure.

The two walked towards the hall together. Ma Tianxong chatted aimlessly while Lin Xuan responded cautiously without revealing any flaws.

A blue light appeared before them.

"Ah, another identity card. It's always like this," Ma Tianxong muttered as he turned to ask, "Junior Brother Ye, do you want to use yours or mine?"

"Haha, since Senior Brother is here, how can I dare show my incompetence." Lin Xuan smiled and replied, secretly relieved that there was an identity verification restriction. He hadn't expected this; fortunately, Ma Tianxong came along, otherwise he would have been stuck.

Ma Tianxong did not hesitate as he took out a glowing crystal bracelet from his pocket, injected his spirit energy into it, and then swiped the bracelet over the blue light to verify his identity information. The blue light automatically split apart, and Lin Xuan hurriedly followed behind.

They passed through several such restrictions along the way, which made Lin Xuan inwardly grumble. This Elite Hall didn't have many treasures; why was it so heavily protected? It seemed like some elders were practicing here or seeking enlightenment with prodigies, but why such strict defenses?

After about ten minutes, they arrived at a magnificent hall. Although its area wasn't as spacious as the Eagle Nest Pavilion's cultivation hall, it was richly decorated and far more luxurious than the cultivation hall. Lin Xuan couldn't help but marvel; the sect indeed treated these elite disciples differently.

It turned out to be a fortunate coincidence that today was when an elder with profound power was scheduled to impart teachings. The usual gathering of elite disciples from various batches had convened here.

There were over thirty people in total, and only half of them were familiar to Lin Xuan. Fortunately, the elites all looked down on others, showing no signs of greeting.

It seemed Ma Tianxong was an exception; possibly due to his background in secular martial arts before entering cultivation, he was currently greeting everyone one by one. Some returned the courtesy with a fist salute, while others ignored him with a snort. Ma Tianxong didn't seem bothered by it.

Whether out of pride or rivalry, none of these so-called elites were concealing their qi. Without any need for detection, Lin Xuan could clearly see their cultivation levels.

After observing them all, the self-satisfied feeling that came from being at the sixth level of the Flexible Spirit Period was greatly dampened by this encounter.

The elites truly were elites; most had reached the sixth level. Of course, many of these seniors and elders entered earlier than Lin Xuan but had achieved such accomplishments solely based on their superior spirit roots with only a limited amount of medicinal pills from the sect. This made Lin Xuan envious.

Only a few were at the fifth level, while the worst was still at the fourth level's peak. However, none of these so-called "worst" elites dared to look down upon him; they were just twelve years old and had only joined Drifting Cloud Valley a year ago.

In such a short time, reaching the middle stage of the Flexible Spirit Period was truly remarkable.

Of course, what drew the most attention weren't them but the two people sitting at the front. They were roughly thirty years old and had already reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period, just one step away from Foundation Establishment!

Their demeanor was different from the other elites.

Although Lin Xuan was surprised, he still believed he was stronger than they were. Back then, Yan Tianheng was also at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period and had been destroyed; at that time, his own cultivation level was only in the middle stage.

As for the battle a month ago, Ye Tian was a six-layer cultivator who practiced magic. With his strange techniques and the Hundred Souls Banner, he should have been stronger than these two elites but still lost to him.

He remained calm and sat down in a corner.
第六十六章 云中仙子

Elite disciples had remarkable cultivation, and among these thirty or so individuals, there were only a few female cultivators. Despite their small numbers, they shone like red flowers in a sea of green leaves, drawing much attention.

"Hey, where's Sister Qin? Why isn't she here?"

"I don't know, but since Elder Li is teaching today, she should come!"

"It's not certain. Although Sister Qin has only been with us for a short time, her cultivation is incredibly profound. She might be in seclusion again."

...

The female disciples whispered among themselves. Even the elite disciples who looked down on others were drawn to their attention. The two most powerful grandperfection experts turned their heads as well.

Lin Xuan also mimicked everyone's actions but felt a mix of admiration and envy. Sister Qin truly had a far-reaching reputation!

The 'sister' they spoke of was named Qin Yan, who entered Drifting Cloud Valley four years ago alongside Lin Xuan. However, their fates were vastly different.

Lin Xuan lacked a spirit root; he was just an ordinary person with slow cultivation progress. Despite putting in ten times the effort compared to others, he still lagged far behind his fellow disciples.

In contrast, Qin Yan's situation was exactly opposite. This girl had an excellent spirit root and could master any technique or secret method instantly, excelling at everything she did. She was hailed as a genius who hadn't been seen in the sect for hundreds of years. She was adorned with countless accolades.

In just under four years since joining Drifting Cloud Valley, Qin Yan had reached the grandperfection stage of the Flexible Spirit Period. Her future foundation establishment was beyond doubt; some even claimed that she might become another condensation core expert after Yunhe True Man.

The top cultivator among low-rank disciples!

Moreover, this girl was naturally beautiful and very attractive, with fair skin, earning her the nickname "Cloud Fairy." She was a dream lover in the hearts of male disciples, extremely popular. Unfortunately, Qin Yan had an aloof personality, focusing solely on cultivation and showing no favor to anyone, let alone allowing any man to approach her.

In Drifting Cloud Valley, while some might be unaware of the true identity of the sect's leader, everyone knew about the name "Cloud Fairy." It was as well-known as a thunderclap echoing through the sky.

Several female disciples were chatting when Lin Xuan caught a whiff of a sweet scent. A stunning young woman entered from the hall entrance, around seventeen or eighteen years old, with an incomparable appearance and flawless skin.

"Gulp!" Lin Xuan heard a male disciple beside him swallowing saliva.

"Sister Qin!"

The elite disciples who had previously looked down on others now lowered their haughty airs and bowed to greet her.

However, Sister Qin's expression was cold and indifferent; she ignored them all. She walked past without stopping, and this attitude didn't elicit any dissatisfaction from the male disciples but rather more enthusiasm.

Lin Xuan frowned. Why go through such trouble? Although Qin Yan was beautiful, she was unattainable. Why waste effort on her when there were many other popular young men in the sect who were adored by their female peers?

Although Lin Xuan didn't approve of the male disciples' behavior, to avoid appearing special, he had to grit his teeth and greet Cloud Fairy politely. The result was the same—being treated as if invisible, with several female cultivators giving him a significant glare.

This made Lin Xuan inwardly sigh at his bad luck.

The other male disciples remained persistent, still showering her with flattery. Lin Xuan noticed that although Cloud Fairy's expression remained cold and aloof, her eyes betrayed her thoughts. She was clearly annoyed by the constant attention, just like anyone would be if they had to endure flies buzzing around their ears. This explained why she arrived so late.

Fortunately, this situation didn't last long. After a few more minutes, an elder entered the hall.

This man appeared to be in his fifties or sixties but was likely much older. Cultivators age slower by absorbingterrestrial and celestial vital energy.

For example, a mature and beautiful woman might actually be over two hundred years old if she were at the condensation core stage.

The rate of aging varied among cultivators depending on their cultivation techniques. Some legendary methods could keep one youthful throughout their entire life.

Of course, not all cultivators preferred looking young; most women loved it, while many powerful men felt that a youthful appearance and white hair gave them more authority.

This was the elder known as Elder Li to everyone. However, unlike Lin Xuan's expectations, this grandperfection expert looked shrewd with small eyes and a short stature, lacking any aura of power.

But one must not judge a book by its cover; the sea cannot be measured in buckets. Lin Xuan didn't dare underestimate him and bowed along with the other disciples.

Elder Li sized up his disciples and nodded approvingly before sitting down on the front chair and closing his eyes to rest.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Wasn't he supposed to teach today? Why...

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan didn't move; he watched how others acted first.

"A question for Elder, recently my cultivation has often caused abdominal pain. Could it be a mistake in the method?" A disciple from the second row stood up and respectfully asked.

Elder Li opened his eyes and glanced at him indifferently: "Hmm, sixth-layer cultivation? You're currently trying to reach grandperfection?"

"Yes!"

"You're too eager. Your mind is unstable; your qi is accumulating in your abdomen. Take a break for now and solidify the foundation of the sixth layer."

"Thank you, Elder," the disciple sat down respectfully.

Then another disciple stood up...

So it was like this—before teaching began, everyone would first raise issues they encountered during cultivation. Lin Xuan felt relieved; he had been worried about the time limit on his transformation technique and its potential negative effects if delayed too long. This situation suited him perfectly.
第六十七章 人参之精

Seeing another disciple sit down after finishing his question, Lin Xuan seized the opportunity to stand up first and bowed respectfully. "Junior Lin Xuan pays homage to Elder Master. I have a question about cultivation that I would like to ask for your guidance."

"Eh, go ahead!" The old man's eyes were still half-closed, but from his expression, he seemed quite pleased with Lin Xuan's politeness.

"Actually, recently when practicing the Spirit Control Technique, Junior encountered some difficulties. No matter how hard I try, there is no progress. I hope Elder Master can give me some guidance."

"Spirit Control Technique?"

The old man opened his eyes and sized up Lin Xuan from top to bottom. The other elite disciples' gazes were also drawn over, even the Cloud Fairy glanced at him several times.

There was a reason for this: only those who possessed a spirit artifact would practice Spirit Control Techniques, but as simplified versions of magical treasures, they were extremely rare. Among the present elite disciples, few had them.

"You are Ye Tian?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, though he secretly sighed with relief. According to records from the cultivation magic arts, this disguise technique could only be recognized by cultivators two levels higher, but whether it was truly that powerful, Lin Xuan wasn't sure.

The opponent was a master at the late Foundation Establishment stage. As he stood up, Lin Xuan's heart was pounding, hoping the introduction of the technique hadn't exaggerated anything. When the elder indeed mistook him for Ye Tian, his heart finally settled.

"Show me your spirit artifact."

This time, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. For someone with many treasures, a low-grade spirit artifact wasn't much. He very frankly took out the Fire Snake.

"Just a low-grade spirit artifact,"

Lin Xuan noticed that three seventh-layer cultivators, including the Cloud Fairy, only glanced at it before turning away. Clearly, they had better treasures.

The other elite disciples mostly looked envious except for a few who didn't show jealousy. This showed how precious spirit artifacts were.

"Are you practicing Spirit Control Technique?"

"Yes, Drive Object Technique can only unleash part of the power of a spirit artifact, so Junior dares to..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish his sentence, the elder interrupted: "At your current Sixth-layer cultivation, although theoretically you can practice Spirit Control Techniques, this method is best suited for Foundation Establishment stage. Encountering difficulties and making no progress is normal. Put it aside for now. Practice after reaching Foundation Establishment."

"Thank Elder Master for your guidance," Lin Xuan was polite on the surface but inwardly unwilling to give up. Two battles had deeply impressed upon him the power of spirit artifacts. Although he was at the Flexible Spirit Sixth-layer, there was still a long way to go before reaching Foundation Establishment. Who would be willing to wait so long? He hesitated for a moment and pretended reluctance: "Elder Master, can it really be impossible to master the secrets of Spirit Control Technique without reaching Foundation Establishment?"

"Of course not," the elder answered with certainty. "Otherwise, this cultivation technique wouldn't specify that it could be practiced in the later stages of Flexible Spirit. It just requires some luck and inspiration for low-level cultivators."

"Luck and inspiration?"

"Yes, this isn't just related to spirit roots; a bit of fortune and insight is needed as well. Simply practicing hard won't work."

Lin Xuan frowned. The concept of inspiration was too vague and intangible. Some people might break through barriers by chance, while others might suddenly have epiphanies after much practice. But many would remain stuck at the same level.

Lin Xuan knew his own abilities; he had little confidence in himself.

"Elder Master, is there no better experience or shortcut?"

"Yes, unless you consume large amounts of Ginseng Essence when practicing Spirit Control Techniques," Elder Li seemed impatient with Lin Xuan's repeated questioning.

Ginseng Essence?

The disciples below all sucked in a cold breath at the term. As its name suggested, this medicinal material was the essence of ginseng and could only be extracted from a thousand-year-old ginseng through secret methods.

To consume large amounts? That was ridiculous; even Ye Tian wouldn't have such luxury, let alone the True Man Cloud Crane.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but his face turned ashen. However, this was just surface-level; inside, he was overjoyed. Consulting with Elder Master on this step had indeed been a wise move. Consuming Ginseng Essence could help break through the bottleneck of Spirit Control Techniques, something he would never have discovered on his own.

To others, Ginseng Essence was precious, even rare in the cultivation world. But Lin Xuan was different; the blue Star Sea within him gave him the ability to purify items.

Ginseng essence only appeared in a thousand-year-old ginseng, but through purification, he could obtain it from even a hundred-year-old or even several decades-old ginseng.

Suppressing his excitement, Lin Xuan put on a look of great disappointment and bowed to Elder Li. He then turned to leave the grand hall.

His actions didn't raise any suspicion among the disciples because according to Drifting Cloud Valley's rules, whether one attended was entirely voluntary; if you didn't come or left halfway through, no one would force you. His leaving due to unresolved questions was a normal occurrence.

Some of the elite disciples looked expressionless, some gloated, and others were indifferent...

Only Mast Elder Ma patted Lin Xuan on the shoulder: "Junior Ye, don't mind it. You can practice slowly after reaching Foundation Establishment."

Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged; quite the opposite, he was in high spirits. Originally, he had intended to stay a bit longer for the lecture from the elite hall elder, as his cultivation would greatly benefit from such teachings.

However, he couldn't afford to leave. Although the Demonic Illusionary Face Technique was ingenious, it had time constraints. If he revealed his true appearance, it would cause major trouble. Weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan reluctantly left.

The elite hall's defenses were strict, but here the restrictions were one-way; meaning only one side mattered—this allowed entry but not exit.

Lin Xuan safely exited the elite hall.
第六十八章 灵控术与大圆满

Returning to the waste pills room, the Heaven Demon Illusionary Form Technique lost its effect soon after. Fortunately, Lin Xuan had timed it well. He crossed his legs and began practicing.

In six hours, Lin Xuan drank a sip of Red Silk Grass Green Liquid and once again used this miraculous disguise technique. This time, he transformed into an elderly man with a waxy yellow complexion.

Lin Xuan was heading to the herb garden to trade some Ginseng using Essence Cleansing Pills.

He didn't use his true appearance because he didn’t want to attract attention. As his cultivation deepened, Lin Xuan realized that he would need various herbs many times in the future.

Although he had the ability to purify, most of what he needed were ordinary grasses and herbs that weren’t particularly noticeable. However, as a low-rank disciple at the Flexible Spirit Stage, obtaining such large quantities of herbs could easily raise suspicions from others.

Now with the Heaven Demon Illusionary Form Technique, this problem was solved. Every time he went to the herb garden, he would change his appearance.

Leaving the waste pills room, Lin Xuan quickly arrived at the herb garden and used three lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills to easily exchange for over a hundred pounds of Ginseng. Of course, these were mostly low-grade ordinary herbs. However, Lin Xuan didn’t mind; others’ trash could become useful treasures through purification.

Besides Ginseng, he also exchanged a basket of lower-grade Red Silk Grass. Although there was still plenty of the green liquid left from purifying, he needed to replenish it for both concealing his cultivation and using the Heaven Demon Illusionary Form Technique.

Returning to his room, Lin Xuan closed the door and immediately began purification. With experience from the previous Red Silk Grass, this time the Ginseng purification went smoothly, failing only a couple of times. As expected, ordinary Ginseng could also be purified into Ginseng essence.

Unlike the liquid essence of the Red Silk Grass, what was known as Ginseng essence was a white powder with an incredibly fragrant and refreshing aroma. Lin Xuan carefully stored it in a bottle.

A hundred pounds of Ginseng yielded less than two ounces of Ginseng essence.

But Lin Xuan was already satisfied. After all, other cultivators needed to use thousand-year-old spirit herbs to refine just a tiny bit of Ginseng essence, whereas he could purify using common Ginseng from the market.

Next, Lin Xuan began another seclusion period following the guidance from the Elite Pavilion. He consumed Ginseng essence and practiced Spirit Control Technique according to the method.

Sure enough, Elder Li did not deceive him. Previously, no matter how hard Lin Xuan tried, he made no progress in Spirit Control Technique. But after consuming Ginseng essence, he felt that the bottleneck suddenly vanished. Gradually, his practice started yielding results.

Using Inner Vision to check his dantian, Lin Xuan found it was different from when he took Essence Cleansing Pills. The Essence Cleansing Pills nourished his spirit energy, making it robust and strong. But after consuming Ginseng essence, the quantity of his spirit energy remained unchanged, but its quality greatly improved; it became darker and more refined.

Ginseng essence could improve the quality of spirit energy, meaning that the foundation was made firmer. Perhaps this was why he broke through the bottleneck in Spirit Control Technique.

Lin Xuan continued his efforts day after day.

He consumed Ginseng essence, practiced according to the method to refine Spirit Control Technique. When the Ginseng essence ran out, he used Illusionary Form Technique to change his appearance and then went to the herb garden for exchanges.

...

Three months passed in a blink.

Despite having spirit herbs as support, the cultivation of Spirit Control Technique was harder than expected. Lin Xuan spent ninety days before making any significant progress.

After that, no matter how much Ginseng essence he consumed, he could not make further advancements.

Lin Xuan wasn’t anxious; with his current mastery of Spirit Control Technique, manipulating spirit artifacts had become second nature. His power far exceeded what it was when using Drive Object Technique.

For a disciple at the Flexible Spirit Stage to reach this level was already quite difficult. To advance further would require waiting until he established a foundation.

One shouldn't be greedy. After making some progress with Spirit Control Technique, Lin Xuan’s strength had increased significantly. Not only did his control over spirit artifacts improve; due to continuous consumption of Ginseng essence, his spirit energy became even more refined.

Cultivators’ realms were based on the quantity of their spirit energy. But in the same amount of spirit energy, clearly, the purer it was, the deeper the strength.

By chance, Lin Xuan discovered that Ginseng essence could refine the quality of spirit energy. He would take Essence Cleansing Pills and Ginseng essence together when practicing from now on.

Mastering Spirit Control Technique not only increased the power of spirit artifacts but also allowed him to control them for aerial flight. This auxiliary function excited Lin Xuan greatly.

He had always admired high-ranking cultivators who could soar through the heavens and travel thousands of miles since he first entered Drifting Cloud Valley.

After learning Lightness Techniques and Wind Control Techniques, although he couldn’t truly fly yet, his character’s steady nature couldn’t resist sneaking out of the mountain gate to release his flying sword and take a leisurely flight nearby.

With his current strength, his flying speed was still lacking; it didn’t reach the legendary realm where one could travel a thousand miles in an instant. But within an hour, traveling a hundred or so miles wasn’t a problem.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied. Returning to the waste pills room, he began another seclusion period. His strength was still too weak for aerial flight; it didn’t consume much spirit energy, but fighting with spirit artifacts required more than his current cultivation could sustain. His spirit energy remained somewhat lacking.

He continued to strive and practice.

After all, the Flexible Spirit Stage was just the shallowest realm of cultivation. It had no difference in lifespan from ordinary people. Although discussing foundation establishment was still too early, he at least needed to quickly reach the ultimate stage.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan sequestered himself, diligently practicing.

...

A month passed.

Two months passed.

A year passed.

Two years passed.

...

Lin Xuan finally ended his longest-ever seclusion period. The bitterness and sweetness of it were beyond words. The path of immortals was difficult; the later one went, the more so. To break through a level took longer each time.

Despite his efforts, Lin Xuan remained an ordinary person without spirit roots. But with countless spirit herbs as support, he finally stepped into the highest stage of the Flexible Spirit Stage—Great Perfection!
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During the time Lin Xuan was sequestered, significant changes occurred in the cultivation world of Zhao State's Yanzhou region. The root cause was a conflict between two cultivation families.

The Yan family and the Wang family!

The Wang family accused Yan Tianheng of murder and robbery, alleging that he ambushed their disciples on the way.

In response, the Yan family suspected that Yan Tianheng had actually been poisoned by the Wang family due to the disappearance of their patriarch.

Both sides held firm positions, arguing endlessly...

Since Yan Tianheng was already dead at Lin Xuan's hands, the truth of the matter remained unclear. No amount of verbal sparring could resolve it.

Although cultivation families generally had some influence compared to lone cultivators, their power was still limited. However, both these families were backed by a sect as their *mountain*.

The ancestors of the Wang family once served as elders in Drifting Cloud Valley, and although they now operate independently, there is still a connection through ancestral ties. Yan Tianheng's second daughter, on the other hand, was a favored concubine to the only condensation core stage cultivator at Fire Spirit Sect.

With this relationship, coupled with the long-standing rivalry between Fire Spirit Sect and Drifting Cloud Valley for dominance in Yanzhou's cultivation world, tensions had simmered beneath the surface. Now that each side was protecting its own interests, the other major sects in the region could not stay out of it. Some allied with Fire Spirit Sect while others maintained old ties with Drifting Cloud Valley, forming two opposing alliances.

Initially, they engaged in verbal sparring. Then, their affiliated cultivation families began to clash. Thankfully, no major battles broke out among the major sects. However, over two years, things did not improve; instead, they escalated further.

The conflict between the Yan and Wang families was merely a catalyst. Now, Drifting Cloud Valley and Fire Spirit Sect were leading two large alliances of cultivators into direct confrontation.

However, both sides refrained from all-out war, as their strength was roughly equal. A full-scale battle would only result in mutual destruction, with neither side gaining any advantage.

The high-ranking cultivators on both sides were not fools; they hated and despised each other, but they valued their lives too much to risk it!

---

Both sides employed a strategy of attrition.

What is an attrition war?

This requires understanding the traditional methods in the cultivation world. The pursuit of immortality has a history spanning tens of thousands of years, during which many small and large sects have clashed.

The forms of conflict can be categorized into two types: one where neither side backs down until one is completely defeated, typically occurring when one side is significantly stronger than the other or when there are deep-seated blood feuds. In such cases, they would gather all their forces for a decisive battle, killing so many that it darkens the sky and obscures the sun. The victorious side would then storm into the losing side's headquarters to finish them off.

This type of conflict is large-scale but short-lived, often concluding within months, leading to the downfall of one sect.

The other form is attrition warfare.

This typically occurs when two equally matched sects have a significant dispute that isn't a matter of life and death. Neither side wants an all-out war nor a peaceful resolution; what do they do?

They drag it out, fighting slowly over time.

In such cases, they would declare the other sect and its allies as enemies, killing them on sight without attacking their headquarters. Essentially, they wouldn't attack each other's main bases but would hunt down individual members of the opposing side.

This type of fight doesn't cause serious harm but is incredibly resource-consuming. Cultivation experts from both sides might engage in minor skirmishes or use low-grade talismans to harass each other.

Historically, two hostile sects could engage in such small-scale conflicts for thousands of years, spanning generations. High-ranking cultivators might not die many, but the number of lower-ranked cultivators killed over the years could reach into the tens of thousands.

Upon learning that Drifting Cloud Valley and Fire Spirit Sect were engaged in an attrition war, Lin Xuan's expression was grim. He nearly cursed out loud. The reason? With no attacks on each other's main bases, staying within their sects would be safe. However, once outside, they became targets at any moment.

---

However, he had to venture out again.

After reaching the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period, Lin Xuan's next goal was to successfully establish his foundation.

Technically speaking, a cultivator in the Flexible Spirit Period wasn't truly an immortal; their lifespan remained similar to ordinary mortals. Only after establishing a foundation could they be considered true cultivators.

But it wasn't easy. In Drifting Cloud Valley, only one-tenth of all disciples were at the Foundation Establishment stage, making it clear how difficult this was.

Although Lin Xuan had the ability to purify and consume large amounts of medicinal pills, the effects of these drugs weren't omnipotent. The pills he currently took still hadn't enabled him to establish a foundation.

In fact, the pills Lin Xuan consumed were already quite precious. After entering the peak stage, his cultivation power and the volume of Star Sea in his dantian had significantly increased. Even middle-grade pills could be purified now, let alone high-grade Essence Cleansing Pills.

For most cultivators, taking a high-grade pill and putting in some effort would easily lead to foundation establishment. Such pills were rare even among major sects, and ordinary cultivators would be overjoyed just from tasting a middle-grade pill.

However, Lin Xuan's situation was different. He was merely an ordinary person without a spirit root. Even with high-grade Essence Cleansing Pills and effort, he still couldn't establish his foundation.

Initially, Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged. However, after failing dozens of times and reaching this conclusion, it left him feeling frustrated.

But Lin Xuan's mind far surpassed that of the average person; he would never give up. With a glimmer of hope, he even ventured to Heart Refinement Path, returning to the place with terrifying illusory realms but abundant qi. He took high-grade pills and attempted to push his foundation establishment again.

However, it simply didn't work. Human effort has its limits; no matter how hard Lin Xuan tried or how many high-grade pills he consumed, he still couldn't establish a foundation.

It seemed that the only hope left was...
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In the cultivation world, there were four grades of medicinal pills: lower-grade, middle-grade, upper-grade, and supreme-grade.

Take Essence Cleansing Pills as an example. Lower-grade ones were the most common, while middle-grade ones were extremely difficult to refine, but major sects and powerful figures in the demon path could still manage a few through their substantial resources and experienced alchemists.

As for upper-grade pills, they were exceedingly rare. However, these great sects passed them down from generation to generation, leaving just a trace behind. It was said that such pills were accidentally refined under extremely lucky circumstances.

Finally came the supreme-grade pills.

To be honest, no one had actually seen them; they only existed in ancient legends. In ancient times, it is rumored that such pills did exist due to the immense power of ancient cultivators. But now… some sects still held onto hope and spent considerable manpower and resources, but in vain—no supreme-grade pills were ever refined.

In other words, supreme-grade pills only existed as described in books.

However, this type of medicinal pill had become Lin Xuan's sole hope. Perhaps only such legendary pills that could defy the laws of nature would allow a person without a spirit root to successfully establish their foundation.

With that thought, Lin Xuan began the purification process for supreme-grade Essence Cleansing Pills!

Unlike previous situations, after entering the Great Perfection realm, even upper-grade pills could be successfully purified by Lin Xuan. However, the probability was quite low; out of ten pills, only one might succeed.

But what about these supreme-grade pills?

If it took just a few failures for Lin Xuan to bear, that was still within his tolerance. After all, legendary medicinal pills were not easily refined.

However, after spending over ten days and testing nearly a thousand pills without even managing to refine a single supreme-grade pill…

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed, looking at another failed pill in his hand with a furrowed brow. His patience was on the brink of breaking. Purifying one thousand pills but failing every time… Lin Xuan's speculation was that this wasn't due to low success rates; rather, it seemed impossible to refine supreme-grade pills through purification.

But without such supreme-grade pills, he could not establish his foundation successfully.

Had all his efforts been for naught? Would he still be stuck in the Flexible Spirit Period even if he mastered the purification technique and had no spirit root?

Lin Xuan felt discouraged. However, soon after, he pushed aside this gloomy mood. There was always a way over every bridge; back when he faced so many thorns, what did a little difficulty matter now?

Could there be any difference between supreme-grade pills and the other grades? A thought surfaced in Lin Xuan's mind.

Thus, he began researching again. However, for current cultivators, supreme-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were too ethereal. Besides, such extraordinary medicinal pills weren't needed in reality.

As long as one had a decent spirit root and sufficient effort, an upper-grade pill was enough to establish the foundation. Elite disciples relied on their innate talents; even lower-grade pills could be refined successfully.

Only those without a spirit root like Lin Xuan might need supreme-grade pills.

Moreover, such medicinal pills hadn't appeared for over a thousand years. Apart from some ancient jade cylinders and scrolls, other books didn't mention them at all.

Lin Xuan searched through many resources but found nothing.

He had also considered seeking advice from the elders within his sect, but he could only disguise himself as Ye Tian to enter the elite hall. If he truly were Ye Tian, with such a spirit root, there would be no need for supreme-grade pills.

Would going to ask for help just draw unwanted attention?

Left and right, Lin Xuan was at his wits' end, nearly ready to burst from frustration.

Desperate, he continued refining upper-grade pills while occasionally disguising himself as Ye Tian to wander around the sect, trying to gather information without drawing too much attention.

Lin Xuan's ability to extract information was formidable. He finally managed to coax some elders into revealing the truth. However, the result only made him more frustrated; even base foundation cultivators didn't know about supreme-grade Essence Cleansing Pills.

It was said that such records were kept by true major sects in the cultivation world. This immediately dashed Lin Xuan's hopes. Although his current strength ranked among the top in low-rank disciples, those great sects… knowing that Yanzhou was on the periphery and had relatively backward cultivation techniques, Drifting Cloud Valley was merely a third-rate force.

Even the elders didn't know about it, leaving Lin Xuan feeling utterly disheartened. He had considered closing himself off to focus on refining for twenty or thirty years, but he wasn't sure if that would work. Unlike high-ranking cultivators, Flexible Spirit Period cultivators lived similarly to ordinary humans, and Lin Xuan simply couldn't afford the time for such a gamble. As his age increased, his chances of establishing the foundation became increasingly slim.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan didn’t give up hope but was truly troubled.

However, during these days, although he hadn’t broken through the bottleneck to establish his foundation, his daily efforts had made his cultivation base more solid. With the aid of Ginseng Essence, the essence qi within him became even purer.

On this day, Lin Xuan disguised himself as Ye Tian, preparing to listen to an elder’s lecture. On his way there, he encountered Ma Tianxiong again. After a few encounters, Lin Xuan had a good impression of this senior brother, who was kind-hearted and chatted casually with him.

Originally, Lin Xuan hadn’t intended to inquire but somehow the conversation drifted to supreme-grade pills.

"Supreme-grade pills? Such things are indeed different from other grades of medicinal pills; their components differ slightly."

"Senior Brother knows?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, then his face lit up. It was like finding a needle in a haystack after all his efforts. He never expected to find such information after days of searching and even the elders within the sect were unaware of it. This carefree senior brother actually knew about it.
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"Brother, I heard about it by chance," Mast Elder Ma nodded and then a strange expression appeared on his face. "Disciple Ye seems to be quite interested in top-grade pills. According to your talent, even if you take lower-grade pills, they should suffice for foundation establishment."

"Haha." Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke, but his heart was suddenly on edge. He had acted a bit out of character just now. Quickly, he said indifferently, "I'm the one who's making fun of me, younger brother. I was merely curious and naturally interested in all sorts of anecdotes."

"Mm." Mast Elder Ma did not doubt him. Lin Xuan's Demonic Phantom Mimicry Technique was incredibly mysterious; with his current cultivation, unless faced by a condensation core stage expert, no one could recognize his true form. Mast Elder Ma continued, "Brother heard about the introduction to top-grade Essence Cleansing Pills in an ancient book..."

Since this person did not suspect him of anything, and considering it wasn't really valuable information, Mast Elder Ma treated it as idle chatter and told Lin Xuan everything.

In fact, there was a mistake in the grading of pills in the cultivation world. Lower-grade, middle-grade, and upper-grade were indeed classified based on impurity content, but legendary top-grade pills were not just that.

So-called top-grade pills had extraordinary effects; apart from having an exceptionally high proportion of essence and minimal impurities, they also required a secondary refining process.

What was this secondary refining?

It was well known that various heavenly treasures and earthly treasures could be placed in alchemy furnaces by experienced cultivators to produce finished pills.

This was the first refinement. To obtain top-grade pills, one would first prepare already refined upper-grade pills, then add several other spirit herbs, and refine them again, which is what people called refining a pill with another pill.

Because it involved two rounds of refinement, it was also known as secondary refining.

Just from the process, one could imagine its difficulty. Even in famous sects with abundant resources and powerful alchemists, they couldn't produce upper-grade pills. The sect's limited inventory had been passed down through generations, supposedly "accidentally" created under extremely lucky circumstances.

To make top-grade pills required upper-grade pills as the main ingredient. If it failed, the upper-grade pill would be wasted. Who would dare to risk it and not bleed dry?

However, for Lin Xuan, this wasn't a problem. With his current cultivation, while the success rate of refining an upper-grade pill was low, he could manage with some extra time, which wasn't much of a challenge.

But what Mast Elder Ma said next truly posed a problem to him.

"What? Besides needing upper-grade pills as the main ingredient, during secondary refining, one also needs to add several types of heavenly herbs?"

"Yes," Mast Elder Ma nodded. "According to ancient records, top-grade pills require Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Jade Grass as auxiliary ingredients."

The composition of top-grade pills was slightly different from that of lower- and upper-grade pills, which was why Lin Xuan had failed despite his attempts at refining through purification.

Having learned about the secret of top-grade pills from Mast Elder Ma, Lin Xuan felt no relief. While it was easy to obtain an upper-grade pill, obtaining those two heavenly herbs...

Lin Xuan had read about Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Jade Grass in *A Hundred Herbs Record*. Unlike ginseng or lingzhi, these were true heavenly treasures, far rarer than a ten-thousand-year-old ginseng.

Where could he find them?

"In fact, there are places where these heavenly herbs grow."

"Brother knows?" Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted. He never expected Mast Elder Ma's thick build to conceal such extensive knowledge; he seemed like a jack-of-all-trades.

"They grow in Stream Leap Gorge."

"Stream Leap Gorge!" Hearing this, Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt bitter inside. The reason was simple: Stream Leap Gorge was notorious for being a place where evil beasts thrived and was extremely dangerous.

If it were just a den of beasts, Lin Xuan might not have hesitated to enter, as the saying went, "Man for money, bird for food." To obtain heavenly herbs, taking some risks was normal. Moreover, although there were many beasts in Stream Leap Gorge, most were only level one and could be handled with his current cultivation.

However, things had changed now. Stream Leap Gorge was located north of Yanzhou Region, just a dozen miles from Flame Spirit Sect. It fell within their territory, and the two cultivation alliances were currently engaged in a消耗战. Lin Xuan found himself on the opposing side. Going to Stream Leap Gorge for herbs would be like walking into a trap, becoming prey?

Staying in his sect might have been comfortable, but with how things stood, he was unlikely to succeed in foundation establishment.

Lin Xuan was caught between two choices. Originally, he had one way out: using Demonic Phantom Mimicry Technique, he could take off the clothes from Drifting Cloud Valley and disguise himself as a wandering cultivator to sneak away. Although this conflict in Yanzhou Region had affected even independent cultivators, causing many casualties among those without sects or affiliations, they were still safer than sect disciples.

But soon, Lin Xuan's plan was foiled.

Although it was a消耗战, neither side would engage in large-scale brawls or attacks on each other's main halls. However, all other means were employed to the utmost extent. One must not underestimate these cultivators pursuing immortality; they might look like sages and virtuous men, but when it came to using cunning tactics, they could be extremely dishonorable and ruthless, more so than ordinary people.

In addition to hunting down lone disciples from the opposing side, they also dispatched assassins who infiltrated sects to kill high-ranking cultivators. This was a root extraction strategy; although most of these assassins did not return, their effects were significant.

The strength of a sect lay in its high-ranking cultivators; the low-grade disciples were merely cannon fodder. No matter how many died, it wouldn't harm the core. But for senior cultivators, if too many were killed by assassins, that sect would suffer severe losses.

Once the balance between opposing sides was broken, what followed would no longer be a消耗战 but an all-out slaughter.

Both sides did not wish their own sects to fall; to guard against the assassins sent by the other side, both alliances had developed identification spells.

By embedding these identification spells into one's body, it became clear whether someone was an ally or a spy. This made it easy to recognize them and prevented the enemy from infiltrating.
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The two alliances were clashing, and identifying friends from foes was not inherently wrong. However, this situation left Lin Xuan in a dilemma. With the identification technique inside him, his opponents could easily recognize him using their Spirit Eye术. Thus, his plan to impersonate an itinerant cultivator by wearing Drifting Cloud Valley attire was completely ruined.

The risks of foraging in Stream Leaping Ravine would significantly increase as a result.

Not only did he have to face the fangs of beasts and monsters, but he also had to contend with the pursuit from Fire Spirit Sect and its allies. Considering that the distance between Stream Leaping Ravine and Fire Spirit Sect’s main hall was merely dozens of miles, Lin Xuan felt his head throbbing in anticipation.

With his current cultivation level, coupled with spiritual artifacts, Lin Xuan was confident that he could escape a group attack from elite disciples of the Flexible Spirit Period. However, if he encountered experts of the Foundation Establishment stage...

Lin Xuan had been a disciple of Drifting Cloud Valley for four years now. Although he rarely interacted with Foundation Establishment cultivators in his daily life, there were still occasions where he witnessed high-ranking cultivators' powerful displays.

Although Lin Xuan was at the Seventh Stage of cultivation, which was only one level below the Foundation Establishment stage, that small gap could be insurmountable. Facing a Foundation Establishment expert might mean no chance to escape.

Despite his resilient mind, Lin Xuan harbored deep fear towards death. However, he would never abandon the path of immortality.

After much deliberation, Lin Xuan decided to take the risk and leave Drifting Cloud Valley to forage in Stream Leaping Ravine. Of course, he wouldn't go unprepared.

Firstly, he intended to travel to Dao Talisman Mountain.

This conflict involved more than just Drifting Cloud Valley and Fire Spirit Sect; other sects within Yanzhou Region were also implicated, forming alliances with both sides.

For centuries, Dao Talisman Mountain had maintained a friendly relationship with Drifting Cloud Valley. This time, they naturally became allies as well.

Dao Talisman Mountain was known for its expertise in crafting talismans, which, although not as powerful as spiritual artifacts, could be instantly activated and did not consume essence energy. Lin Xuan had experienced the benefits of talismans during his battle with Yan Tianheng and Ye Tian.

If he could carry more talismans on him, this journey might increase his chances of success.

As for what to exchange for these talismans, medicinal pills were too conspicuous. Fortunately, Lin Xuan was no longer the same as before; he had accumulated quite a few crystal stones, which served as legitimate currency in the cultivation world.

After packing his belongings and storing all his treasures in a storage bracelet, Lin Xuan used Heavenly Demon Illusion术 to change his appearance and left Drifting Cloud Valley.

Unlike his previous visit to Lingyun Sect, where he relied on flying techniques, Lin Xuan’s Spirit Control术 had reached a minor level of proficiency. He directly released a spiritual artifact, turning into a streak of blue light towards the horizon.

The wind rushed past him as clouds drifted by, giving him the feeling of soaring above all else. The dangers and difficulties were forgotten; he must obtain spirit herbs to successfully establish his Foundation.

Though his speed was not instantaneous, it was still quite swift. Dao Talisman Mountain was more than five hundred miles away from Drifting Cloud Valley, but Lin Xuan arrived at his destination in the morning.

After landing his light travel technique, Lin Xuan did not immediately pay homage. Instead, he rested for a while and waited until six hours had passed before changing his appearance again to visit the sect.

However, Lin Xuan did not change out of his Drifting Cloud Valley attire. Since the other party didn't recognize him anyway, and considering their friendly relationship, wearing Drifting Cloud Valley attire would make it easier for him to act.

"Who is this person?"

After a short distance, Lin Xuan heard a cold voice. Two young cultivators in their twenties suddenly appeared several yards ahead of him.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened as he realized that he had inadvertently triggered Dao Talisman Mountain’s warning禁制. If his response was not appropriate, he would be caught in an array attack.

These major sects were surrounded by multiple layers of禁制. Some were for warnings, alerting someone to their arrival, while others were defensive and offensive arrays.

The power of these arrays was formidable; even a small number of Flexible Spirit cultivators or Foundation Establishment experts trapped within them would have no choice but to surrender or be killed on the spot. It was rumored that two hundred years ago, Drifting Cloud Valley’s "Boundless Heavenly Star Array" had once killed a Core Formation expert.

Of course, this was Dao Talisman Mountain or Drifting Cloud Valley; other minor sects or families did not have such powerful arrays. Nevertheless, they should not be underestimated.

Despite recognizing the low power of the two blocking cultivators, Lin Xuan did not slacken. He greeted them politely: "Respected friend, I am Ye Tian from Drifting Cloud Valley. I have come to pay my respects."

"Drifting Cloud Valley people?"

Upon hearing this, their expressions softened considerably, though they still maintained a cautious demeanor. The one on the left touched his forehead with his finger, and a green light appeared in his brow.

Seeing this action, Lin Xuan did not take offense but stood smiling.

The green light flickered a few times before stabilizing into an eye-like shape—this was the Spirit Eye术 of the cultivation world, capable of discerning disguises and true power levels. Now it could also identify friends or foes based on the techniques implanted in their bodies.

The other party focused their gaze on Lin Xuan. After seeing him, their expression first relaxed before showing surprise; this person was a powerhouse at the end of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Lin Xuan did not hide his true power because cultivators were all opportunists. If you had high power, everyone would naturally admire and flatter you. But if your power was low, you might be mocked or even ridiculed, making it hard to get anything done.

Since he was still in the guise of Ye Tian, no matter how ostentatious his actions, they wouldn't suspect him afterward. With this mindset, Lin Xuan decided to make a grand entrance.

He stood before two genuine Drifting Cloud Valley disciples, and their faces immediately lit up with flattery: "Haha, it's Brother from Drifting Cloud Valley! I beg your pardon. What brings you here? Can little brother be of any service?"
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"Ah," Lin Xuan nodded, adopting the demeanor of a sage: "Then it's up to you two younger brothers. I came here with the intention of purchasing some talismans."

Yanzhou was situated in a remote area, and its cultivation level lagged behind; unlike regions where numerous cultivation sects thrived with many cultivators, there were no specialized markets for cultivating practitioners to buy and sell items. However, Dao Fú Shān could be considered rather unique among the sects. To be fair, their cultivators' strength was not particularly high, but because they excelled in talisman crafting, their power should not be underestimated.

Apart from specially crafted talismans, when their disciples practiced cultivation techniques, they often produced many talismans as well, selling or exchanging them with other cultivators who had excess.

Of course, not everyone could buy these talismans. Low-grade talismans required only crystal stones or equivalent items; regardless of the person, payment was made in one hand and the item in the other, since what was sealed within merely contained low-level spells.

Middle-grade talismans were sold exclusively to sects that had good relations with Dao Fú Shān, such as Drifting Cloud Valley or some cultivation families affiliated with Dao Fú Shān. As for high-grade talismans, their management was extremely strict; they were generally used only within the sect for internal exchanges among disciples and rarely sold even to allies unless there was a special reason.

After all, the power of high-grade talismans was too great.

...

Lin Xuan already knew Dao Fú Shān's rules before his arrival. His purpose this time was to buy middle-grade talismans; as a disciple of Drifting Cloud Valley, he should be able to purchase them. Of course, he would have to act opportunistically and try to acquire some high-grade talismans if possible. That way, even if he encountered a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, he would have more chances of escaping.

With the customer arriving, it was a Master of the Flexible Spirit Period, two junior cultivators did not dare to be careless. They exchanged glances; one on the left spoke: "Since that's the case, Younger Brother Zhang will remain here as a lookout while I lead Elder Brother Ye into the mountain."

"Thank you for your trouble."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly and deployed his Wind Control Technique. He moved like a swift swallow, graceful and ethereal, leaving the two junior cultivators dazzled and even more impressed.

"Elder Brother is looking to buy talismans; it's just the right time. Today is our sect's monthly Talisman Gathering Day."

"Monthly Talisman Gathering Day?"

"Yes," said the leading disciple, nodding: "Our Dao Fú Shān holds a gathering once a month where we sell and exchange talismans among our disciples and outsiders." The young disciple was so excited that his face turned red. "Although there are always talismans for sale, on Talisman Gathering Days, the types and quality of the talismans are much better."

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but he secretly rejoiced; it seemed his luck had been good.

As they walked along, chatting idly, Lin Xuan gleaned a lot about Dao Fú Shān from the young disciple. In response to a question from a fellow Seventh Stage Technique Master, the young disciple spoke freely and candidly, in return, Lin Xuan casually advised him on cultivation methods, which made the young disciple even more talkative, revealing more secrets.

This wasn't because Lin Xuan had any peculiar interest in snooping into other sects' affairs; rather, it was his first time visiting such a place. Although they were allied sects, he was still unfamiliar with them, and knowing more about their detailed circumstances would be beneficial for this trip.

"Do you want to buy high-grade talismans?"

Seeing the young disciple's straightforward nature, Lin Xuan subtly revealed some information, hoping to gauge whether buying high-grade talismans could lead him somewhere useful.

"This might be difficult," Wang Xin frowned: "The senior aunts and uncles manage high-grade talismans very strictly. Even for our sect members, it isn't easy to obtain them."

"Is there no way?"

"Not exactly," Wang Xin pondered for a moment: "It mainly depends on luck. If Elder Brother can meet Elder Tianyuan, he might be able to get what he wants."

"Elder Tianyuan?"

Lin Xuan repeated the name silently. Although his cultivation was not low, he rarely left Drifting Cloud Valley and knew little about other sects' powerful figures except for those he had specially researched for this mission.

Seeing Lin Xuan's lack of reaction, Wang Xin was both surprised and disappointed: "Has Elder Brother never heard of Elder Tianyuan?"

"Haha, I usually prefer seclusion and have limited knowledge of external experts."

Hearing Lin Xuan say this, Wang Xin understood; if the elder brother before him wasn't a diligent practitioner, how could he be so young yet reach the Flexible Spirit Period's peak?

Clearing his throat, Wang Xin began to recount his senior uncle.

Compared to Drifting Cloud Valley and Fire Spirit Sect, Dao Fú Shān was slightly weaker in strength; it didn't have any cultivators who had entered the Condensation Core stage. However, don't underestimate them; these sects with thousands of years of heritage still harbored some strong individuals.

For example, Tianyuan Senior Uncle mentioned by Wang Xin.

The top expert of Dao Fú Shān!

It was said that although this old man was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, he might not be weaker than Condensation Core stage experts when it came to actual combat.

"What?" Lin Xuan was stunned. Even with his composure, the astonishment on his face could not be concealed, of course, because at the moment, he had used the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique and disguised himself as Ye Tian; thus, he didn't need to hide his emotions.

It wasn't surprising that he was shocked. Lin Xuan hadn't been in the cultivation world for very long, but this was his first hearing of a rank challenge across stages.

A rank challenge referred to a Flexible Spirit stage cultivator defeating someone at the late stage; such cases were rare, but they still belonged to the same realm, and with proper tactics or good artifacts, underdogs could indeed defeat their stronger opponents.

What Lin Xuan had heard was a Flexible Spirit stage cultivator defeating a Foundation Establishment stage one, or even a Foundation Establishment stage defeating a Condensation Core stage. ...

The difference between stages was significant; for example, the gap between the peak of the Flexible Spirit stage and the initial stage of the Foundation Establishment stage was just a thin line, but their strength differed greatly. This Tianyuan Senior Uncle was so formidable that he could challenge across ranks?
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Speaking of the pride of our sect, Wang Xin's face was filled with admiration. However, he didn't dare to brag in front of his senior brother from Drifting Cloud Valley. He said honestly, "Senior Elder Tianyuan has profound magical power and his talismans are incredibly powerful, almost as if they were naturally formed. But it’s not guaranteed that he can defeat a Core Formation Stage expert."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. While he was only slightly interested in the strength of Senior Elder Tianyuan, what truly mattered to him was how to purchase high-grade talismans from him.

Wang Xin didn't hold back and began recounting all the information that Lin Xuan wanted to know.

It turned out that not only did Senior Elder Tianyuan have profound magical power and was the first-rate expert in making talismans at Dao Talisman Mountain, but his personality was rather peculiar...

For instance, this sect held a talisman fair every month with the intention of providing convenience for low-grade disciples. The main participants were mostly low-grade cultivators from the Flexible Spirit Stage who would set up stalls to sell their talismans. However, as the fame of the fair grew and more cultivators came out of admiration, each transaction brought in a substantial amount of crystal stones. This generous income made Foundation Establishment Stage experts gradually envious, but they respected their status too much to openly set up stalls themselves. Thus, they would entrust their disciples to sell the talismans on their behalf.

However, Tianyuan was different. As the first-rate expert in making talismans for this sect, he held a high and revered position. Yet, he cared little about face or other such matters. He would sometimes personally participate in the fair and even sell some high-grade talismans from time to time.

Although strictly speaking, doing so violated the rules of Dao Talisman Mountain, who dared to manage Tianyuan? Even the sect leader found it hard to deal with this eccentric senior brother.

"You think Senior Elder Tianyuan will appear at the fair and sell high-grade talismans?" Lin Xuan said excitedly.

"It's not certain. Senior Master Tianyuan acts like a dragon, showing its head but not its tail. Sometimes he participates in several fairs in succession, while other times, he doesn't come for months. And even if he does show up, it’s uncertain whether he will sell anything. In short, all depends on Senior Master's mood at the time. Brother Ye can only rely on luck to buy high-grade talismans."

Lin Xuan remained silent. This senior brother's actions were indeed peculiar, but after all, having a chance was better than none. He would see how his luck held out today.

As they spoke, they had arrived at the top of the mountain, but it was empty, with nothing in sight.

Wang Xin reached into his pocket and took out a talisman, throwing it towards the air while shouting loudly: "Duo!"

Instantly, a brilliant silver light appeared in the air, expanding to form an archway that allowed passage.

"Senior Brother, please."

Lin Xuan stepped into the silver light without hesitation. Suddenly, before him was a clear view of pavilions and terraces, birds chirping and flowers blooming, a scene reminiscent of a fairyland.

"Senior Brother, I can only send you this far. Hold onto this token. After ascending the staircase, turn left towards the west to reach the area where talismans are sold."

"You've been very kind."

"It's nothing."

Wang Xin performed a respectful bow. Although he had told Lin Xuan much about Dao Talisman Mountain, for their allied sect members, such information was not a secret. Instead, it were Lin Xuan’s few insights on cultivation that greatly benefited him.

Lin Xuan took the token and parted ways with Wang Xin as instructed, heading towards the area where talismans were sold.

As they walked, the number of cultivators increased. Besides Dao Talisman Mountain disciples, many others had come out of admiration, all belonging to their allied sect. Not only was it forbidden for hostile forces to participate, but even neutral scattered cultivators were not allowed to join the transactions.

Although this was merely a消耗战 (tiring battle), the opposition between two major cultivation sects and their allies had already caused the entire Yanzhou region’s cultivation world to be on edge.

With the identification spell in his body and Wang Xin's token, Lin Xuan moved freely without any hindrance. He directly arrived at the marketplace where talismans were sold.

This was a long street with stalls lining both sides, occasionally filled with shouts. To those who didn't know, it seemed like a secular market.

Lin Xuan moved silently, browsing carefully. Unlike before, his cultivation had now reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Stage, and his strength had greatly improved. He no longer showed interest in low-grade talismans; even middle-grade ones were mainly sought for defensive purposes. The reason was simple: with significant progress in his cultivation and mastery over spirit control techniques, he relied more on spiritual artifacts for attacks, making offensive talismans less appealing.

Unlike low-grade talismans, middle-grade ones, though only one level higher, had prices that increased several times. Although Lin Xuan's wealth was considerable, with over a hundred and twenty low-grade crystal stones, he couldn't afford to waste them. He needed to spend his resources wisely, so the crystal stones could only be spent where necessary.

Although those setting up stalls were mostly from the Flexible Spirit Stage, many Foundation Establishment Stage experts had entrusted their disciples to sell their talismans on their behalf. Along the way, Lin Xuan saw several excellent ones.

"Senior Brother, why not buy one? This flying talisman will allow you to soar through the clouds and skies even without a spiritual artifact."

A young man in his twenties held up a talisman paper with an aura of essence power, introducing it to Lin Xuan. It was a middle-grade talisman containing "Flying Technique," originally a fine auxiliary talisman that had made many low-grade cultivators envious. However, upon asking the price, they were deterred.

Two crystal stones—where could they afford such a sum?

Lin Xuan, on the other hand, was rich and generous. But after mastering spirit control techniques, he already knew how to fly using his spiritual artifacts, making such talismans uninteresting to him.

Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn't interested, the stall owner didn’t mind and said, "Senior Brother, whatever you need in a talisman, just tell me. My own cultivation might not be impressive, but my teacher is a high-ranking Foundation Establishment Stage expert. There are many talismans he made here."

"Foundation Establishment Stage mid-level?"

Lin Xuan was about to leave when he stopped upon hearing this. The works of Foundation Establishment Stage experts should have what he wanted.

"Do you have any defensive talismans?"

"Yes, naturally," the young man scratched his head: "Of course, there are some."

He then pulled out a handful of talismans from his pocket.
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"Such a lot?"

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned, showing signs of surprise. But upon closer inspection, he couldn't help but feel somewhat helpless. The scene before him indeed featured low-grade defensive talismans...

Water Bubble术, Wind Wall术, Flame Shield术, Wood Spirit诀...

All were at the lowest level, no, they should be considered入门级别的防御法术.

What use would these trashy things serve?

"Ahem, ahem." Lin Xuan's face was a bit awkward. "I meant middle-grade defensive talismans."

"Middle-grade?" The young man carefully examined Lin Xuan. "There are some, but they're quite expensive."

"Let me take a look first."

The young man then pulled out three talismans from his storage bracelet and introduced them to Lin Xuan as if showing off treasures: "These were all personally crafted by my master, genuine middle-grade defensive talismans."

Lin Xuan looked at them and found they were indeed good. Golden Technique术, Water Spirit Divine Shield术, Earth Wall术—these were exactly what he needed. "How much?"

"One per nine low-grade crystal stones," the young man replied.

Lin Xuan estimated in his mind. Although middle-grade talismans were pricey and defensive ones far rarer than offensive ones, this price was still a bit steep.

After some haggling, they agreed on seven crystal stones each.

After paying twenty-one crystal stones, Lin Xuan put the three talismans into his pocket, feeling a bit heartbroken. But with these three defensive talismans, his safety during this trip increased significantly.

He continued browsing to see if there were any other talismans he needed. This journey through Stream Leap Ravine was extremely perilous, but Lin Xuan wouldn't hesitate to spend his crystal stones on the right ones.

However, luck wasn't as favorable in the following moments. Most of what he saw were low-grade talismans. Some middle-grade ones did exist, but they were mostly offensive. As for high-grade talismans, Lin Xuan hadn't seen any yet. Wang Xin's mentioned Elder Tianyuan didn't seem to appear at today's talisman fair.

"Sale of talismans! Sale of talismans!"

A shout echoed in his ears as the surrounding cultivators turned their heads. Although this place resembled a secular market, both vendors and customers were cultivators; they wouldn't haggle like ordinary people. Most would just whisper introductions when buyers approached. The vendor's loud call was particularly grating.

"Who is that uncouth youth..." The thoughts of the cultivators weren't yet completed before their attention was fully drawn by the next sentence: "Come and buy, everyone! These are low-grade talismans that can match high-grade ones."

"What? Low-grade talismans can compare to high-grade ones?"

Not just other cultivators, even Lin Xuan was taken aback. Low-grade talismans contained only入门-level spells, while high-grade ones held advanced techniques usable by Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. The power difference between the two was incomparable.

Instantly, everyone gathered around. Lin Xuan mixed in with the crowd and pushed to the front.

The vendor wore Daoist符 Mountain attire, looking no more than seventeen or eighteen years old. His face showed signs of cleverness and cunning, a smile on his lips.

Some used their Spirit Eye术 to check his cultivation level, but he paid it no mind. He was at the third layer of cultivation, just entering the中期 stage of Flexible Spirit Period.

"Brother Liu Jing is selling talismans here. Those with money, support him financially; those without, support him emotionally..."

The cultivators exchanged glances, their faces filled with disbelief. Someone whispered under his breath: "Is this youth a cultivator or a street performer?"

"What kind of talismans are you selling?"

"Right, how can low-grade talismans compare to high-grade ones?"

...

The crowd chattered, but Liu Jing's face showed self-satisfaction. "Brother Liu's low-grade talismans are unique."

"Stop teasing and tell us," impatient cultivators urged.

"For example, this Ice Bullet术." Liu Jing pulled out a talisman from his pocket.

"Ice Bullet术 is nothing special; it's an入门-level spell," scoffed a tall, thin man on the left.

"Is that so?"

Liu Jing's eyes sparkled with mischief. He threw the talisman at the man and shouted: "Activate!"

At first, the tall, thin man wasn't concerned—just a small Ice Bullet术. But in an instant, his expression changed dramatically as the talisman exploded mid-air, sending a terrifying chill towards him. Numerous ice needles appeared before his eyes.

Not just he but nearby cultivators were also terrified to their cores. This was no入门-level Ice Bullet术; it was the fearsome Ice Needle诀, and it had reached its grand completion stage. The ice needles in front of him numbered more than five hundred.

Caught off guard, even low-grade disciples from the灵动期 couldn't survive such an attack at this close range, let alone Foundation Establishment cultivators.

The tall, thin man's face turned ashen. Knowing it was futile, he still shouted and set up a Qi Shield around himself.

But this was merely a last-ditch effort. A small shield could not withstand the powerful ice needles.

"Zzzz!"

The ice needles pierced through. The tall, thin man closed his eyes to await death. An unexpected event occurred: hundreds of ice needles struck but made no impact, as if they had fallen into the sea.

"How can this be?" The surrounding cultivators, including the narrowly escaping tall, thin man, were stunned. Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat, and he turned his gaze to the smug vendor.

"Everyone need not panic. Brother Liu just said that was merely Ice Bullet术, an入门-level spell. Of course, it can't penetrate this gentleman's defenses."

"But why did we see ice needles earlier?"

"Yes, yes, what's going on here?"

...

"This is exactly what I meant by low-grade talismans that can match high-grade ones," Liu Jing said as he pulled out different talismans from his pocket. "Although the power of these low-grade talismans remains low-grade, their visual and auditory effects are similar to those of high-grade spells. For example, Ice Bullet术 might be mistaken for Ice Needle诀, this Flame Ball术 could be confused with Fiery Divine Fire神炎, and this Rolling Stone Drop术 might be taken as Heavenly Punishment Divine Stone天罚石..."
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"This is quite interesting. Although it doesn't have much power, it can still scare people. How much are you selling it for?"

"One crystal stone per sheet."

"What? One crystal stone?" The cultivator was greatly surprised: "That's so expensive. You'd be better off stealing it."

"Exactly, buying low-grade talismans at such a high price must have driven you crazy for crystal stones," others chimed in.

...

Faced with the accusations of the other cultivators, Liu Jing looked very aggrieved. "But this isn't just an ordinary low-grade talisman."

"How so? Its power is still the same as that of a regular one."

It was no wonder. Ordinary low-grade talismans were worth only a single crystal stone for ten sheets at most. This price was indeed rather outrageous. As a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator, he was generally quite poor and unlikely to be able to afford it.

Seeing everyone disperse, Liu Jing sighed. In Dao Talisman Mountain, his abilities were average, placing him in the middle ranks. However, his mind was sharp, often coming up with many ingenious ideas that he put into practice. This low-grade talisman that looked like a high-grade one was his masterpiece. But the elders within the sect did not appreciate it; instead, they scolded him for neglecting his duties and delving into mysterious things.

Liu Jing dared not argue back but felt aggrieved inside. So he brought out his work to the Talisman Fair, hoping to sell it at a good price to prove himself. Not only was none of them sold, but he was also ridiculed and criticized, leaving him feeling dejected.

"How many talismans do you have?"

A kind voice entered his ears as Liu Jing looked up and saw a young man in the attire of Drifting Cloud Valley smiling at him.

Unlike those others, Lin Xuan did not believe that this special low-grade talisman could only scare people. If used properly, it could be a life-saving treasure.

After considering how to cleverly utilize such a talisman, Lin Xuan decided to buy all of them.

"There are nine more. Senior Brother, do you want to buy them?" Liu Jing asked, surprised and delighted.

"Only nine?" Lin Xuan paused for a moment before taking out the crystal stones from his pocket, handing over one hand with money and the other with the talismans.

...

The saying goes: "In war, deceit is not forbidden." When it's fake, make it real; when it's real, make it fake. With this kind of talisman that could deceive people's senses, even if he encountered a Foundation Establishment cultivator, Lin Xuan would have more assurance in escaping safely.

With many crystal stones left in his pocket, Lin Xuan did not intend to leave just like that. This trip was dangerous, and whatever he could buy, he must get it.

Although the results were good, the high-grade talismans he most desired still remained elusive.

Lin Xuan continued walking down the street. He no longer paid much attention to the shabby stalls; on both sides of this long street, there were not only makeshift booths but also some magnificent houses. Wang Xin's intelligence was not entirely accurate. As the trade volume at the Talisman Fair grew day by day, other Foundation Establishment cultivators within the sect finally could not resist the temptation of crystal stones and began to set up their own stalls.

Of course, they valued their status and did not want to associate with Flexible Spirit Period disciples. Dao Talisman Mountain specially built these small houses for them to sell talismans.

This discovery made Lin Xuan very happy; perhaps others were secretly selling high-grade talismans as well. However, after visiting several such houses, he found nothing.

Just when Lin Xuan was feeling disappointed and preparing to turn back, his gaze suddenly caught a talisman at the end of the street. It was a stall run by an elderly man with white hair, probably over seventy years old. Although Lin Xuan did not use Inner Vision Technique to check him, he could tell from his aura that this was a Foundation Establishment cultivator.

A Foundation Establishment cultivator had not rented one of these small houses; could it be the Sky Pillar Elder mentioned by Wang Xin? Thinking about this, Lin Xuan's heart raced. Regardless of whether his guess was correct or not, the talisman on this stall made him very eager to buy.

It was a blue talisman slightly larger than ordinary ones, depicting a sharp-beaked and sharp-clawed bird that looked lifelike.

Although it seemed unremarkable from the outside, Lin Xuan, who knew his way around, immediately thought of the term "Beast Talismans."

He wondered what kind ofmonster beastsoul was sealed inside.

"Senior, how much for this talisman?" Liu Jing respectfully bowed. The elderly man looked up at him: "Two hundred crystal stones."

"Two hundred?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Beast Talismans were special talismans, but they weren't that expensive. However, looking at the elderly man, he didn't seem like someone who would ask for too much. Could it be...

Lin Xuan thought of a possibility but wasn't sure. He cautiously said: "Senior, is two hundred crystal stones a bit steep?"

"Suspect it's too expensive?" The elderly man sneered and looked at Lin Xiang sidelong: "Boy, do you know what kind of talisman this is?"

...

"Beast Soul Talisman."

"Eh?" The elderly man was surprised. His sneer finally disappeared: "I didn't expect you to be knowledgeable. Do you know what kind ofmonster beastsoul is sealed inside?"

"I'm not sure about that, Senior. I just want to ask for your guidance," Liu Jing replied respectfully.

"It's the soul of a failed Golden Skybird."

Golden Skybirds were first-grade top-grade water attributemonster beast. In terms of strength, they were comparable to Iron Armor Blaze Tiger, equivalent to a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator who had reached the peak of their realm.

But what did it mean for amonster beastto fail an advancement?

Both cultivators andmonster beastcould absorb and harness the primordial energy from nature. Cultivators could enhance their strength through cultivation, progressing from Flexible Spirit to Foundation Establishment, then to Condensation Core...

Similarly, first-grademonster beastabsorbed primordial energy to strengthen themselves, gradually increasing in power as they progressed from one grade to another.

At first glance, it seemed similar, but there were differences. Cultivators could break through their barriers multiple times and keep trying until they succeeded. For example, a Flexible Spirit cultivator might try to advance to Foundation Establishment several times before succeeding.

But formonster beast, they only had one chance at advancement; if they failed, they would never be able to advance again in their lifetime.

Compared to cultivators,monster beastwere clearly at a disadvantage in this aspect. However, they also had an advantage. For instance, this Golden Skybird was a first-grade top-grade water attributemonster beast. When it attempted to advance to the second grade and failed, if it were a cultivator, their strength would remain stagnant after failing to break through the barrier. But for amonster beast, even though they couldn't try again, their strength would still increase significantly from where it was.

Therefore, this Golden Skybird that had failed its advancement now possessed power close to that of a newly Foundation Establishment cultivator. While not as strong, the difference wasn't too great.
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The knowledge of妖兽, Lin Xuan knew little about. However, at least he had heard of these basic facts.

A first-grade top-grade妖兽 made into a talisman?

After understanding the value of this talisman, 200 crystal stones were indeed not too much to ask. Unlike the Iron Armor Blazing Flame Tiger's soul energy which was almost depleted, this Heavenly Flight Bird talisman had never been used and was in perfect condition.

Its power approached that of newly established foundation cultivation practitioners. Lin Xuan naturally wanted to buy it, but the problem was he didn't have enough crystal stones.

"Senior, can you offer a lower price?"

The old man rolled his beady eyes: "If you don’t have any crystal stones, don’t cause trouble here."

With an unyielding expression from the other party, Lin Xuan fell silent for a moment. "Senior, how about we exchange something else instead?"

"What can you offer in return?"

Lin Xuan didn't answer but instead probed his divine sense into his storage ring and then stretched out his hand. A small object had appeared in his palm.

"What is this..."

The old man's gaze was drawn over. The object lying on Lin Xuan's palm was only three inches long, with an ancient design coiled like a snake. It was the lower-grade spiritual artifact Fire Snake he had obtained from Ye Tian.

"Are you offering this to exchange for the beast talisman?" The old man looked at him with a strange expression. From his face, Lin Xuan could tell that this old man wasn't of the Heavenly Essence realm; otherwise, as the top master of Dao Talisman Mountain, how could he be interested in lower-grade spiritual artifacts? Of course, it didn’t matter who he was; what mattered was that he had something Lin Xuan needed.

In terms of power, a lower-grade spiritual artifact fell far short of the Heavenly Flight Bird beast talisman. But the advantage of a spiritual artifact lay in its ability to be reused, whereas the soul energy of a beast talisman was limited. Thus, their values were roughly equal, or perhaps even the spiritual artifact had an edge.

The old man estimated that he wasn’t at a disadvantage and nodded his head in agreement. Lin Xuan didn’t care either; for him, this lower-grade Fire Snake spiritual artifact was just a useless thing, so exchanging it for a beast talisman made perfect sense.

---

Lin Xuan carefully examined the beast talisman after receiving it, feeling the powerful essence energy emanating from it. A flash of joy crossed his face before he carefully put it away in his storage bracelet.

Calculating the time, the Demonic Transformation Likeness Technique was about to expire. His收获 had already been considerable. Lin Xuan turned and left Dao Talisman Mountain.

After descending the mountain, Lin Xuan released his flying sword spiritual artifact, turning into a blue light that disappeared on the horizon.

---

Half a day later...

A streak of遁光 landed in an empty plain. The blue light dissipated, revealing a young man around twenty years old.

It was night. Lin Xuan looked up at the dark mountains shrouded in darkness, with swaying tree shadows stretching endlessly into the distance. The infamous Xi Yue涧 was hidden within.

Xi Yue涧 was notorious in Yanzhou’s cultivation world as a dangerous place. Many妖兽 built their nests there, but danger came with opportunity. While妖兽 were indeed terrifying, they also had many valuable parts. Their妖丹 could be used for medicine and the ingredients to enhance one's cultivation; even their teeth, claws, bones, and fur had significant uses, especially those of higher quality which could serve as materials for spiritual artifacts.

Thus, despite its dangers, many cultivators still flocked to Xi Yue涧. People died for money, birds for food, and countless cultivators fell victim over the centuries.

Just a few dozen miles away from Xi Yue涧 was the main hall of Fire Spirit Sect. This made Lin Xuan’s journey perilous; he had to guard against妖兽 while also avoiding the attacks of rival sects.

Since this place wasn’t far from Xi Yue涧, Lin Xuan wouldn't rush in recklessly. He took out a jade bottle from his storage bracelet and drank a small amount of Red Silk Grass Green Liquid, then found a more concealed spot to sit cross-legged, restoring his cultivation energy.

An hour later, after replenishing both his physical strength and cultivation energy, Lin Xuan cautiously made his way towards Xi Yue涧. He didn’t use遁光 as it was too conspicuous. However, with his current cultivation energy, he could still move swiftly using the Wind Control Technique.

Xi Yue涧 had a unique terrain, with only one entrance. Originally, any cultivator could enter freely, but now it was tightly guarded by fire spirit sect’s layers of restrictions.

The妖兽 and spiritual herbs inside were beneficial for cultivating and winning in battles, so they couldn’t be allowed to be taken at will by rival alliance members.

A terrifying array had been set up near the entrance. Unless one was a condensation core stage expert, it would be impossible to force their way through. The only method left was to use the teleportation array.

---

However, there were several cultivators guarding around the teleportation array, some of whom were even foundation establishment experts.

Over three days, Lin Xuan had gathered this information by hiding nearby. Knowing oneself and knowing one's enemy led to victory in a hundred battles. Being within the territory of an opposing sect required caution. Fortunately, he hadn’t rushed into Xi Yue涧 recklessly; otherwise, he would have been exterminated by Fire Spirit Sect.

To pass through the teleportation array wouldn't go unnoticed by the disciples of Fire Spirit Sect, but without using it, one couldn’t enter Xi Yue涧.

Lin Xuan was in a dilemma. Over these few days, he had thought about this problem but still hadn’t come up with a suitable plan.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan’s divine sense was incredibly powerful. Although his cultivation was only at the Flexible Spirit realm, his divine sense was still slightly better than that of foundation establishment stage cultivators. This was why he could observe the teleportation array from the side without being noticed by others.

One evening, as Lin Xuan continued to hide and watch, a streak of fiery red遁光 appeared on the horizon. Moments later, it landed near the teleportation array.

The light dissipated, revealing an approximately fifty-year-old middle-aged man with three long beards, dressed in Fire Spirit Sect attire.

"Uncle." The Fire Spirit Sect disciple guarding the teleportation array hurried over and respectfully bowed.

"Hmm," the middle-aged man nodded, his expression arrogant.

"Haha, Brother Qian, why are you here? Are you going to Xi Yue涧 again to gather Heavenly Star Grass?"
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The Foundation Establishment cultivator surnamed Qian stood on the teleportation array. After a flash of white light, his figure vanished. Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's heart stirred.

The other party didn't use Spirit Eye Technique to check his identity!

Perhaps he could take a chance and try it out.

Lin Xuan turned around and left. Half an hour later, he returned, now wearing the attire of Fire Spirit Sect. He took a sip from the red silk grass green liquid, causing his body's essence energy to flow as the Profane Transformation Technique was activated. A white mist enveloped him, and after the mist dissipated, Lin Xuan had completely changed his appearance.

For this trip to Stream Leap Ravine, Lin Xuan prepared thoroughly, especially copying the profiles of Fire Spirit Sect’s Foundation Establishment cultivators into a jade cylinder and memorizing them all.

The current disguise was that of an Elder named Chen.

"Uncle Senior Brother Chen."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded, adopting a similarly haughty demeanor.

"Senior Brother Chen is also going to Stream Leap Ravine for medicinal herbs."

"Nonsense."

With an impatient retort, several Flexible Spirit period disciples showed no doubt. This was where Lin Xuan's cleverness lay; not only had he copied the appearance of Fire Spirit Sect’s Foundation Establishment cultivators but also thoroughly inquired about their personalities. The transformed Chen Elder was known for his reclusive nature and unpredictable mood swings.

The low-rank disciples guarding the teleportation array dared not slack off or use Spirit Eye Technique to verify his identity, which would have displeased this old man.

Thus, Lin Xuan placed all his bets on this gamble, and several Flexible Spirit cultivators respectfully brought him to the teleportation array. As essence energy was injected, the array lit up, and in a flash of white light, Lin Xuan vanished without a trace.

---

After a dizzying spin, the blurry scenery before Lin Xuan finally cleared. He cautiously surveyed his surroundings; he was on a small open space surrounded by dense forests, lush and verdant but also obstructive.

He had no idea where he was in Stream Leap Ravine, but clearly, staying here wasn't wise. Lin Xuan moved swiftly, vanishing into the thick jungle.

About half an hour later, another flash of white light appeared, more dazzling than before, emitting a shocking essence energy fluctuation. After dissipating, nearly a hundred cultivators became visible.

The first few had an imposing presence and were Foundation Establishment cultivators.

Behind them, though only at the Flexible Spirit stage, they were all experts in techniques above the Fifth Stage, each with a flame embroidered on their clothes—elite disciples of Fire Spirit Sect.

"Go ahead as I instructed," commanded an elderly man wearing an orange-yellow Daoist robe, his youthful appearance and crane-like hair evident.

"Yes, Master!" The disciples bowed respectfully, their expressions extremely reverent. This old man was the sect leader, Clear Spirit True Man.

Then, the disciples each performed their own abilities, transforming into a series of light beams that disappeared into the forest. Most of these Flexible Spirit cultivators possessed spiritual artifacts; even those who didn't had precious talismans like flying talismans. Their equipment alone showed their extraordinary status.

"Brother Disciples, let's set out as well. All cultivators in Stream Leap Ravine must be eradicated—none should be spared."

"Aren't we being a bit hasty," a middle-aged man in his forties hesitated. "Although the ravine is sealed off, neutral wandering cultivators are allowed to enter if they pay enough crystal stones. To suddenly attack them now..."

"Yes, Brother, it's fine for the neutral wanderers, but what about our allied sects and families that rely on us? Many of them gather medicinal herbs in Stream Leap Ravine; completely wiping out everyone will make us a target," another Foundation Establishment cultivator also appeared worried.

---

"Have you forgotten what Senior Uncle said?" Clear Spirit True Man's face darkened. "The object is about to appear, earlier than expected by several years. Otherwise, we wouldn't allow outsiders into the ravine now. To prevent that object from falling into others' hands or information leaking out, all cultivators must be eliminated. Rest assured; once we obtain the object, our sect will become the dominant force in Yanzhou's cultivation world. Those who follow me prosper; those who oppose me perish. There’s no need to fear other cultivators retaliating."

Hearing this, the concerns on the faces of the Foundation Establishment cultivators gradually faded. The Master Uncle was their only Condensation Core expert, and they had been plotting this for decades. They just hadn't expected the object to appear earlier than predicted.

A true gentleman doesn’t mind small things; a man without poison isn’t a real hero. Since it was Senior Uncle’s and the sect leader's instructions, following orders would be fine. The Foundation Establishment cultivators exchanged glances, nodded, and transformed into several bright light beams that vanished into the forest.

Clear Spirit True Man didn't move. Although he had spoken confidently in front of his fellow disciples, this matter still carried significant risk. If successful, the sect's strength would rise a notch, overpowering Drifting Cloud Valley, and dominating Yanzhou’s cultivation world would be effortless. They could even expand outward. But if it failed, they would become the target of thousands, facing attacks from countless cultivators...

Despite Fire Spirit Sect's strength, such an outcome would only lead to the sect's disintegration.

Though proposed by Senior Uncle, as the sect leader, he had the final say!

To be a revered master in posterity or let a millennia-old lineage perish under his watch?

Standing still, Clear Spirit True Man’s palms were drenched with cold sweat. As a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator and sect leader, he was originally calm and composed, but this decision was too weighty, making him extremely anxious.

After a moment, the worry and confusion on his face gradually faded. There's no turning back once an arrow is shot; having made a decision, one must strive for the best outcome. Eradicate all non-tribe cultivators in Stream Leap Ravine without sparing any. Clear Spirit True Man moved swiftly, vanishing into the forest as well.
第七十九章 灵草兽

Lin Xuan stood before a small hill. Beside him lay the corpse of someone who had been dead for some time, dressed in the uniform of Fire Spirit Sect disciples. However, his wounds were peculiar; they didn't seem to have come from magical attacks, but rather from something with sharp claws and teeth. His chest was a mess of blood and flesh, as if torn apart by such an entity.

Lin Xuan fell silent for a moment. The name "Yao beast" flashed through his mind. This stream leaping ravine was notorious for its dangers, despite the abundance of various spirit herbs and medicinal plants that grew there—it was also where many beasts nested.

In the dead man's hand lay a talisman, with fear etched on his face. Nearby were several small red fruits. Lin Xuan recognized them as Red Dew Fruits—essential ingredients in making Essence Cleansing Pills. It seemed this person had come to the stream leaping ravine for herbs but ended up being killed by a beast.

Although an enemy sect's disciple, such a gruesome death made Lin Xuan feel cold. The dangers of the stream leaping ravine were now more vividly real to him.

Bending down, he took off the storage bracelet from the corpse. Though this person's magical power was low, they might still have some crystal stones and materials.

Next, Lin Xuan pulled out a spirit beast bag from his pocket and tossed it into the air. A small creature resembling a rabbit ran out, but unlike rabbits, it had three eyes and was a first-grade lower-quality beast known as the Spirit Grass Beast.

As its name suggested, this beast lacked combat capabilities but was highly sensitive to various rare herbs and precious medicinal materials. Many cultivation sects kept them for just such purposes. Lin Xuan had purchased one at a high price before entering the stream leaping ravine.

With his right hand, he flicked out a white light that enveloped the Spirit Grass Beast. Then, he pricked his finger to let a drop of blood fall onto its forehead.

After the ritual was complete, Lin Xuan gently placed the Spirit Grass Beast down and stroked its head. The small beast then ran off towards the southeast.

Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile. He didn't want to wander aimlessly through the stream leaping ravine like a headless fly; he might end up in a beast's den without finding any herbs. With the Spirit Grass Beast leading the way, even if he couldn’t pinpoint where Silver Moon Flowers and Flowing Fireweed grew, it would be easier to find them.

Meanwhile, the slaughter had begun. Everywhere in the stream leaping ravine, Fire Spirit Sect disciples were massacring other cultivators.

The battle was one-sided; their elite members were all top-notch experts from within the sect, well-equipped, while those who paid with crystal stones for permission to enter and neutral scattered cultivators, as well as affiliated families, hadn't expected a sudden turn of events. Caught off guard, they suffered heavy casualties.

Several Fire Spirit Sect disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period worked in groups, while base foundation period experts moved swiftly throughout the ravine, conducting a net-like search. Within just a few hours, over a hundred cultivators were killed with minimal losses to their own ranks.

Lin Xuan didn't know that he was currently using Wind Control Technique, moving quickly and stealthily towards his destination. The Spirit Grass Beast's excitement suggested there might be herbs nearby, though Lin Xuan wasn’t sure if they were the ones he needed.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed as he stopped in his tracks. He put away the Spirit Grass Beast into its spirit beast bag, then concealed his aura and moved forward quietly among the weeds.

The stream's gentle flow carried a sound to his ears. Standing beside the small stream were three young men in their twenties—disciples of the Heavenly Star Sect.

Lin Xuan held his breath, as the Heavenly Star Sect had long been allies with Fire Spirit Sect and was one of its enemies.

At their feet lay a large beast resembling a rat but larger than a wild boar. It had four ears and three eyes, looking grotesque. Its head was drenched in blood, and it no longer breathed.

"This burrowing wolf is really hard to deal with."

"Haha, if not for Senior Brother Xie’s profound magical arts, we would have fled in panic."

"Indeed, indeed, the magic of senior brother truly broadens our horizons."

"Where where, both junior brothers also did your part."

...

The two junior brothers flattered Senior Brother Xie, who modestly accepted their praise. Suddenly, a streak of light appeared from afar.

Senior Brother Xie's face changed: "Junior brothers, quickly clean up here; someone is coming. We shouldn't linger in this place."

"Understood!"

The two sycophants responded in unison. One took out the spirit beast bag to store the burrowing wolf’s corpse while the other went towards a nearby plant, where a thousand-year-old ginseng was just ripe.

After killing the burrowing wolf, they had expended most of their magical power. If someone with ill intentions appeared now, it would be dangerous. After all, in the cultivation world, murder and plunder were common occurrences.

However, the speed of the streak of light far exceeded expectations, arriving quickly. A Fire Spirit Sect disciple emerged from the light.

"Ah, it's Senior Brother Zheng."

Seeing his acquaintance, Xie Yun let out a sigh of relief. They were allies, and he was not an enemy.

"Haha, it’s you, Senior Brother Xie, and your two junior brothers. You’ve had good luck."

"Let me off easy, Senior Brother Zheng; we only killed the small burrowing wolf..."

Xie Yun, who had already stopped using his magical power, smiled as he responded. However, before he could finish speaking, Senior Brother Zheng’s face changed, eyes filled with shock and surprise, looking towards the front.

"What happened?"

Following Xie Yun's gaze, Senior Brother Zheng saw a hint of malice in his eyes. Without hesitation, he opened his mouth, spewing out a red light that pierced through Xie Yun's throat. Blood gushed forth.

"You..."

Because his vocal cords were severed, Xie Yun could no longer speak, his face a mix of terror and anger as he reached out with his hand before collapsing.
第八十章 妖兽蟾蜍

The incident was sudden, leaving the two other disciples of Tianxing Sect in shock. They turned to flee, but Zheng Senior Brother let out a cold laugh as the red light flew over and trapped them on the spot. Lin Xuan had already seen clearly that it was a Wuhu sword burning with flames.

"Spiritual artifact!" The faces of the two from Tianxing Sect paled like paper, their bodies trembling.

"Sr. Brother, take this thousand-year ginseng and the dead mountain dog, but please spare our lives!"

"Yes, Sr. Brother, we will keep today's incident a secret for you!"

...

The two begged desperately, but Zheng Senior Brother was unmoved. He activated his cultivation technique to transform the spiritual artifact into a swift bolt of light that pierced through their hearts.

Then, he extended his hand and swept it over, collecting the ginseng and mountain dog corpses in his storage bracelet before vanishing with a flash.

The wind blew gently, leaving behind three lifeless bodies on the ground.

A moment later, a young man emerged from nearby bushes. It was Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression was grave as he remained silent, looking at the three corpses lying on the ground and furrowing his brows tightly.

Although the situation seemed ordinary—killing for treasure—it felt off to Lin Xuan. He sensed a hint of conspiracy in the air.

Regardless, this Stream Leaping Ravine appeared more terrifying than expected. He would have to be even more cautious from now on.

The killing had become increasingly brutal; not only were the灵动期 disciples involved, but even conflicts between筑基期 cultivators broke out.

An elder from a certain cultivation family was surrounded by two powerful experts from Fire Spirit Sect in the sky. Spells and spiritual artifacts flew about, colors of light intertwining...

"Senior Brother Sun, Senior Brother Liu, why are you attacking me?" A silver-haired old man, his white beard like frost, was both shocked and angry. "My Song family has always been respectful to your sect. Did we do something wrong?"

"Want to know? Ask King Yama in the netherworld!"

The expression on the left cultivator's face grew even more murderous. He controlled a massive spiritual artifact—a mountain-splitting axe—that swung with broad and powerful movements. In contrast, another Fire Spirit Sect cultivator wielded a flexible whip like a wily snake or a dragon emerging from the sea, targeting his opponent's spiritual artifacts.

One was hard, one was soft; one attacked while the other defended, their cooperation seamless. The named-Song cultivator was in agony, but the most frustrating part was not knowing why they turned on him. He had no personal grudge against them—could it be that Fire Spirit Sect wanted this?

Anxiously, he was also injured from a sneak attack earlier. Fighting two opponents alone made things worse.

"Ahh!" A scream echoed as his spiritual artifact was locked by the whip. Then the axe swung down with force, though his qi shield resisted, it shattered like a soap bubble!

The Song elder's body split in half as blood spurted out.

...

Elsewhere in Stream Leaping Ravine, several wandering灵动期 cultivators were stopped by a Fire Spirit Sect筑基期 expert and begged for mercy. However, the opponent was unmoved, his flying sword easily decapitated ten of them.

One-sided slaughter...

Unlike the unlucky cultivators, Lin Xuan had noticed something amiss and acted cautiously. He hid his form at the slightest disturbance, using his divine sense to match that of a筑基期 cultivator, ensuring he avoided danger. Several times, Fire Spirit Sect disciples appeared, but he skillfully dodged them.

However, now Lin Xuan was forced to smile bitterly as he faced an opponent—a terrifying beast, not a powerful cultivator.

This creature had a grotesque appearance, resembling a toad, yet it was larger than humans and emitted an unpleasant "croak croak..."

Poisonous Toad!

A first-grade top-tier monster, adept at using poison, with thick skin.

Lin Xuan thought for a moment and recalled the资料 he once read about this beast. His expression darkened further; he had been brought here by Spirit Herb Beast, where a thousand-year-old ginseng grew.

Ginseng was not considered rare in the cultivation world, but a thousand-year-old one was quite uncommon, especially this one, which appeared to be at least three thousand years old based on its appearance.

If used for alchemy, it could be used to create several precious herbs that only筑基期 cultivators would need.

However, Lin Xuan did not feel tempted. His goal was Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fireweed; he did not want any complications. Besides, while a thousand-year-old ginseng was valuable, he could still obtain its essence through purification methods.

Thus, according to his plan, he should retreat immediately. However, as he tried to leave, the other party refused. All living things have their counterparts in nature, and cultivators hunting beasts were often hunted by them too.

The reason was simple: cultivators constantly absorbed qi for cultivation and consumed various spiritual pills, making their bodies different from ordinary humans—excellent nourishment for beasts. Consuming more cultivators could aid the beast's own cultivation.

Especially Lin Xuan, who treated his pills like candy, containing far more spiritual energy than his peers. In the eyes of the poisonous toad, he was a delicious meal.

"Croak!"

The toad let out an unpleasant sound. Lin Xuan frowned; a first-grade top-tier monster had the strength equivalent to a fully mature灵动期 cultivator. In other words, their cultivation qi was evenly matched.

Of course, in a real fight, Lin Xuan had no doubt about winning with his numerous magical treasures and spiritual artifacts. Defeating the poisonous toad should be easy.

The key issue was that this battle was pointless. Thousand-year-old ginseng was rare for other cultivators, but he could easily obtain its essence through purification...

Moreover, Stream Leaping Ravine was full of danger; everything seemed suspicious. Lin Xuan did not want to waste his cultivation qi unnecessarily and the noise from their fight might attract Fire Spirit Sect cultivators.

Originally, he planned to quietly retreat, but the poisonous toad blocked the entrance first. Lin Xuan's expression turned grim...
第八十一章 聚集

"Kwaa..."

The toad opened its mouth wide and spat out a thick, dark green mist. Lin Xuan's expression changed as he quickly retreated, simultaneously pulling out a talisman. He activated his spirit energy and threw it forward with a command: "Hurry!"

Instantly, the talisman ignited, and two large characters appeared in the air—破邪 (Pòxié), meaning 'Defeat Evil'.

These characters radiated intense spirit energy, their golden light dispersing the dense mist...

The talisman Lin Xuan used was an auxiliary one, effective against poisons and ghostly creatures. While it wasn't useful in battles with ordinary cultivators, it could be extremely helpful when facing highly toxic beasts or evil spirits.

Lin Xuan then waved his sleeve, and a burst of霞光 (xiá guāng) appeared as the golden chain emerged like a snake from its den, wrapping around the venomous toad. Simultaneously, he opened his mouth and spat out a small green sword.

In their first clash, Lin Xuan had already deployed two spiritual artifacts. He believed that haste was best in such encounters, even though this beast's strength equaled that of an expert at the Flexible Spirit Period. This attack should be enough to bring it down.

However, things didn't go as Lin Xuan expected. Despite its clumsy appearance, the creature was incredibly agile. It leaped out of the golden chain’s grasp and spat a black, luminous bead, which clashed with his flying sword.

"Jadeite's Core!"

Lin Xuan's expression turned grave as he directed the golden chain towards the toad while pursuing it with his hand gesture.

After several rounds, Lin Xuan found himself unable to subdue the toad. His face grew increasingly grim. The battle had already caused too much commotion; if he didn't quickly resolve this, other cultivators might be drawn in.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan reached into his storage bracelet and pulled out another talisman. With a mighty roar, a fiery creature emerged—Iron-Chested Blaze Tiger!

This beast was of the same rank as the venomous toad.

Lin Xuan had initially not intended to use an animal talisman, but after two battles, the blaze tiger's soul energy was nearly depleted. However, he didn't hesitate given the urgency of ending this fight quickly.

With the Iron-Chested Blaze Tiger distracting the beast, the situation changed dramatically. The golden chain finally ensnared the creature as his flying sword streaked through it with alarming speed.

Rancid blood splattered out, and Lin Xuan decapitated the beast with a single stroke of his sword.

Lin Xuan first retracted his spiritual artifact before summoning another white light to retrieve the jadeite's core. Upon closer inspection, he found that this core was pitch-black, emitting clear signs of spirit energy.

A look of joy flashed across Lin Xuan’s face. A jadeite's core is the essence of a beast after countless years of cultivation, useful for both alchemy and crafting spiritual artifacts or treasures—excellent material indeed.

The toad's body had no significant use beyond this core. As Lin Xuan prepared to retrieve the soul talisman, the Iron-Chested Blaze Tiger let out a mournful cry, its form gradually fading until it vanished into thin air.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan felt a pang of pain; the soul talisman’s energy was nearly spent, and its expiration had come.

Fortunately, the jadeite's core from the venomous toad was more valuable. This loss could be offset by that core. After some consideration, Lin Xuan approached the millennium-old ginseng and carefully plucked it, storing it in his storage bag.

With everything done, he left quickly without further delay.

About a quarter of an hour later, several streaks of light descended from the sky as Fire Spirit Sect disciples arrived at the site where the venomous toad had died.

"First-grade top-notch monster!"

The disciples exchanged glances, their faces showing concern. Cultivators capable of dealing with such beasts must be formidable. The battle's traces suggested that the opponent didn't linger long; perhaps a Foundation Establishment cultivator was involved.

"Quickly inform our seniors. We can't let this powerful out-of-sect cultivator remain in Xiyue Gou, or it will cause trouble."

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of his newfound attention from the Fire Spirit Sect. His identity remained unknown for now.

Meanwhile, somewhere in Xiyue Gou, a fierce conflict erupted.

Under the elite Fire Spirit Sect's assault, the out-of-sect cultivators suffered heavy losses but finally regained their senses. They didn't know why the sect suddenly turned hostile, but they understood that their opponents aimed to eliminate them entirely.

In unison, surviving cultivators—whether sect members, family members of cultivation clans, or independents—chose temporary cooperation. Even those who had been enemies now put aside their differences; their sole enemy was the Fire Spirit Sect's betrayal.

They fought and fled together, gradually gathering into a group of about twenty people. Leading them were two Foundation Establishment experts, with the rest also possessing formidable strength after a day and night of battle. Among them was Qin Yan, the renowned Cloud Fairy from Drifting Cloud Valley.

It wasn't surprising; while the two major cultivation alliances were engaged in attrition warfare, several spiritual artifacts unique to Yanzhou were found within Xiyue Gou. Thus, Lin Xuan wasn’t alone among the infiltrators.

Near a large rock, two practitioners from Daoist Peak Mountain also crouched down.

Qin Yan remained calm and exuded an air of aloofness, though her once pristine white clothes now bore spots of blood. After several fierce battles, she had sustained injuries, and fatigue was evident on her otherwise beautiful face.

Most of the cultivators present were in similar states; those who gathered here either hadn't encountered elite Fire Spirit Sect members or had fought their way out through bloody battles, relying on deep Daoist techniques to survive.

Now together, they felt a sense of security. The strongest were respected as leaders—these two Foundation Establishment experts. They were currently strategizing while the other cultivators took advantage of the moment to rest and recover from their exertions.
第八十二章 引虫笛与控鸟琴

"Brother Shen, do you see the Fire Spirit Sect suddenly acting against their allies? What could be the reason?"

A dark-faced cultivator's brows were furrowed. As an elder of the Stellar Firmament Sect, he had always been on good terms with the Fire Spirit Sect. Now that his ally had betrayed him, he was not only shocked but also filled with anger.

"How should I know?"

The Shen cultivator was a white-haired old man. He was the head of a cultivation family, and his ancestors were once disciples of the Fire Spirit Sect. They could be considered close kin. However, this time, they were even being targeted for extermination, which left him utterly puzzled.

Had the Fire Spirit Sect gone mad? Were they even willing to kill their allies? Could they become public enemies in the entire Yanzhou cultivation world?

The two Foundation Establishment cultivators exchanged a glance and remained silent.

"Whether or not we'll be public enemies is unclear. But if we're not careful, we might not survive this ravine," said the old man.

While discussing, a sudden shout caught their ears, accompanied by the faint sound of beastly roars. The remaining cultivators stood up, looking uncertain towards the distance.

"What's happening?" Two high-ranking experts exchanged glances and flew forward in a flash of light.

"Monster... monster beasts," several bloodied cultivators staggered over, their faces filled with terror. They were disciples responsible for guarding the perimeter; seeing this scene, everyone else looked even more grim.

The Shen Foundation Establishment expert's expression darkened as he extended his divine sense.

"What did you find out, Brother Shen?"

Although they were both at the same stage of cultivation, it wasn't the dark-faced cultivator’s forte to extend his divine sense. Other Flexible Spirit period cultivators also cast curious glances towards him.

"A large group of monster beasts is heading this way."

The news turned everyone's faces ashen. In the Stream Leap Ravine, they had to guard against both the Fire Spirit Sect and these beastly creatures.

Instantly, some cultivators wanted to leave. They were a temporary assembly, so when disaster struck, each tried to save themselves.

However, the fastest fliers among them only flew a thousand meters before emitting a heart-wrenching cry. Above them, a swarm of strange birds descended from the sky; the monster beasts had arrived.

The two Foundation Establishment cultivators who had been furious at someone fleeing privately now looked grave. Blood-tufted Eagles were first-rate medium-grade monsters. Though individually weak, they preferred to act in groups, making them a nightmare for cultivators.

Why did this happen now? Could it be that the Fire Spirit Sect was behind it?

Watching those two fleeing cultivators being torn apart by blood-tufted eagles mid-air sent chills down everyone's spines.

However, this was just the beginning. A rustling sound entered their ears as countless colorful and grotesque insects emerged from the ground. While a few were larger than others and could be considered monster beasts, the sheer number of these toxic creatures made even cultivators feel overwhelmed.

"Do not panic; as long as we stay together, those strange birds and bugs won't harm us."

The Shen Foundation Establishment expert's loud voice calmed everyone down. Running away quickly meant certain death. Working together had a chance for survival.

Facing death, ordinary people would unleash their greatest potential. How much more so for cultivators?

Various colored lights flickered as the cultivators revealed their treasures. Some raised spiritual artifacts, others held talismans in hand, and many used the Five Elements techniques.

Feathers flew, insects buzzed, and a significant number of monster beasts were felled. However, these beastly creatures were fearless and continued to charge forward.

At this moment, just under ten miles away from where the cultivators were surrounded, a massive rock weighing several thousand catties stood on the ground with four people atop it.

They all wore crimson robes, with flames swirling at their hemlines. The two in front had two flames each, while the two young men behind them had only one.

In the Fire Spirit Sect, one flame represented the Flexible Spirit period, and two flames signified the Foundation Establishment stage.

The two disciples of the Flexible Spirit period held musical instruments. One on the left was a crystal green flute, and the other on the right was an ancient-looking harp.

They played their instruments urgently, and the music contained a chilling aura of slaughter. If one used Inner Vision to observe, they could see circles of essence energy emanating from both the flute and the harp as the music played.

These weren't ordinary musical instruments; they were spiritual artifacts!

"Master Uncle's crafted insect-drawing flute and bird-controlling lute are truly powerful."

"Yes, Master Uncle is indeed our Fire Spirit Sect’s top expert. He could create such miraculous spiritual artifacts,"

...

The two Foundation Establishment cultivators marveled at the power of these instruments. The master uncle they spoke of was none other than Elder Li, the only one in the sect who had entered the Condensation Core stage.

"Flute boy, lute boy, drive the monster beasts to attack more fiercely and exterminate those cultivators," said the Foundation Establishment cultivator on the left with a sinister expression. His name was Xiang Wu, known for his love of killing within the Fire Spirit Sect.

The music grew more urgent. Although there were many monsters, their grades were slightly lower, especially the insects, which contained potent toxins but weren't all classified as monster beasts.

These twenty or so remaining cultivators were not weaklings; working together, they managed to withstand the onslaught. The two Foundation Establishment cultivators, with their spiritual artifacts in full display, fought valiantly and decimated the strange birds and toxic insects.

"Brother, it looks like we need to intervene. Otherwise, we won't be able to exterminate them," Xiang Wu turned his head.

"Agreed."

The other Foundation Establishment cultivator, Dong Fei, nodded and waved his hand. A blood-red light enveloped the four of them before they took off into the air with a whoosh towards their target.

Qin Yan used her hand seal to guide a blue-luminous immortal sword that descended from the sky, transforming into an eight-to-ten-meter-long giant sword. With a thunderous boom, it cleaved a massive beetle larger than an ox in two.

"Huff huff." The Cloudy Immortal's delicate features were flushed with exertion as sweat dripped down her forehead. Most of the insects were worthless, but this one had reached first-grade supreme grade monster status. Several cultivators had already fallen victim to its toxins, and both Foundation Establishment cultivators were entangled by blood-tufted eagles before Qin Yan finally dealt with it.
第八十三章 传送之符

Around Lin Xuan, the nearby cultivators all wore expressions of respect and admiration. As the saying goes, "Seeing is believing." They had long heard that Fairy Drifting Cloud was both beautiful and talented, and indeed she lived up to her reputation.

Some were lusting after Qin Yan's beauty, while others envied her formidable magical power. It was said that this young woman had only been cultivating for less than four years, yet she was already at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Despite various greedy and complicated gazes, Qin Yan remained unperturbed. However, in the next moment, her face paled as she turned to warn someone on her right: "Be careful!"

"What's going on?"

The cultivator was taken aback, confused, and had no time to react before he felt a chill at his neck. Then, he saw his body falling backward.

"Why is this happening?" He died so quickly that he didn't realize his head had been severed until the last moment.

Blood spattered everywhere, causing nearby cultivators to tremble in fear. The enemy's attack was swift as lightning; their divine sense hadn't even caught any information before they were ambushed. Could it be a Foundation Establishment stage?

"This girl has some cultivation. She actually managed to see through my attack."

"Humph! Fairy Cloud Child, just a Flexible Spirit Period disciple from Drifting Cloud Valley, what arrogance!"

...

With one voice of command and another of derision, a blood-colored light darted forward, revealing four figures as the glow dissipated.

Using Inner Vision, Lin Xuan assessed their cultivation. The remaining cultivator's face was filled with dread.

"Qin Child, Flute Child, continue attacking."

Xiang Wu turned to give his instructions before summoning his spiritual artifact—a golden hoop sword that glinted with blood. A killing aura rose from it.

"Ahh!"

Another disciple from Dao Fuguan fell victim to a decapitation as two high-ranking disciples from Fire Spirit Sect joined the fray.

They were very cunning, targeting low-rank Flexible Spirit Period disciples, relying on their sharp spiritual artifacts and deep magical knowledge, leaving no one to stand against them. As for the two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, they were held captive by Qin Child and Flute Child with beasts.

Although the blood-vulture and venomous insects couldn't harm a Foundation Establishment stage expert, they could still delay matters for some time.

Seeing their comrades dying one after another, Scion Elder and the black-faced man's faces turned pale. They tried several times to rush out and rescue them but were blocked by the beasts. Of course, they weren't truly concerned about their companions' lives; once all the Flexible Spirit Period disciples were dead, it would be their turn.

Qin Child and Flute Child didn't have high magical power either, but with two powerful spiritual artifacts, they managed to keep them pinned in place.

In the midst of the bloody slaughter...

A golden light streaked down. Qin Yan's expression grew grave as she formed a sword hand seal, a blue glow meeting it head-on.

Boom!

A loud explosion followed, and colorful lights erupted into the sky. The ground trembled. The power of cultivators truly could turn rivers and seas upside down.

"Hmm!"

Xiang Wu was surprised; this was his first time having his spiritual artifact blocked. He had underestimated the white-robed woman after all.

Then, a greedy expression appeared on his face.

Sword of Autumn Water, what Qin Yan wielded was actually the Sword of Autumn Water used by Immortal Cloud Crane to gain fame!

The most powerful treasures for Flexible Spirit and Foundation Establishment stage cultivators were spiritual artifacts. Condensation Core stage and above had even more formidable magical treasures.

Compared to a spiritual artifact, a magical treasure's power could be several times greater. So once a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator condensed their essence core, previous spiritual artifacts became useless.

Immortal Cloud Crane was the same. This Sword of Autumn Water was one he used before entering the Condensation Core stage. As his final disciple and youngest, Immortal Cloud Crane passed this sword to Qin Yan.

Treasures used by the Drifting Cloud Valley's sect leader were no ordinary items; even among top-grade spiritual artifacts, the Sword of Autumn Water was renowned. For a cultivator, one's strength consisted of three parts: cultivation realm, treasures, and pills and crystals.

Cultivation realm didn't need explanation—pills and crystals could heal injuries and restore magical power. As for treasures, Lin Xuan was the best example. At the peak of Flexible Spirit Period, he had defeated Yan Family's patriarch with a large number of talismans.

The same applied to spiritual artifacts; good ones could make up for deficiencies in cultivation realm.

Xiang Wu's golden hoop sword was merely an upper-grade spiritual artifact, but Qin Yan's Sword of Autumn Water was the best among middle-grade treasures. This was why she could withstand Foundation Establishment stage experts despite being at the peak of Flexible Spirit Period.

Seeing his younger brother struggle, Dong Fei hesitated before viciously attacking other low-rank cultivators. Their cultivation levels were inferior to Fairy Drifting Cloud's, and their treasures were worlds apart. Their cries filled the air as they lost morale and tried to flee, only to be caught by Dong Fei with his streaks of light.

Seeing fewer and fewer of their comrades, Qin Yan finally showed signs of anxiety. Xiang Wu laughed loudly; he was determined to get the Sword of Autumn Water and attacked even more fiercely.

Both used their abilities, spiritual artifacts chasing each other in mid-air. Over time, Fairy Drifting Cloud was at a disadvantage. The gap between Foundation Establishment stage initial and peak Flexible Spirit Period was vast despite the small difference in name.

Blood trickled from the corners of Qin Yan's mouth as her face turned pale. If this continued, she would fall to Xiang Wu alone without Dong Fei's help.

It seemed she had no choice but to use that thing.

With a hesitant expression, Qin Yan took out a talisman from her storage ring. Xiang Wu paid no attention; a mere talisman couldn't harm him even if it contained advanced magical techniques—just a last-ditch effort.

The talisman was white with strange characters and various eerie patterns.

Holding the talisman, Qin Yan circulated spiritual energy, causing it to emit dazzling white light that enveloped her.

"What is this..."

Xiang Wu's face changed as he felt the powerful spiritual energy波动. Just as he was about to act, the Sword of Autumn Water flew back into the white light and vanished.

Even the spiritual artifact had been retracted; did she want to escape? Xiang Wu quickly cast a spell, commanding his golden hoop sword to strike down, but it was too late. The white light dissipated, and Qin Yan had already disappeared from her spot.
第八十四章 搜魂大法

Wu Wu's face darkened as he sliced a nearby cultivator in half with one slash. "Damned, I didn't expect that brat to have an instant teleportation talisman."

An Instant Teleportation Talisman, as the name suggests, refers to a simplified version of a teleportation array. Alongside Array Talismans and Beast Talismans, they are considered special talismans, but are even more rare.

Of course, since it's a simplified version, its functionality is far weaker than an actual teleportation array. It can't pinpoint the destination for the transmission, and the distance one can travel is extremely limited.

Nevertheless, these talismans still attracted many cultivators due to their allure. With such a talisman in hand, encountering a powerful opponent meant that one could always escape at any time, making it an invaluable treasure for survival.

He was too careless; he actually let Qin Yan escape. But that brat wouldn't get away from my hands.

"Senior Brother, this is yours."

Wu Wu turned and shouted before his figure transformed into a blood-red sharpness, flying towards the distance. Although they didn't know where Qin Yan had run to, the range of movement for an Instant Teleportation Talisman was limited. She couldn't escape too far. With his Foundation Establishment stage awareness, he would definitely catch her.

As for the ongoing battle, there was no need to worry; with Qintong and Ditan assisting, Senior Brother Dong alone could slaughter them into a bloody mess.

The battle became even more intense...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan stood silently at the foot of a peculiar cliff. The stone here was entirely black, as hard as steel.

"Breakheart Cliff, this is where it is."

After dealing with the poisonous toad, Lin Xuan continued searching for the herbs he needed. Although he had been extremely cautious, he still ran into two Fire Spirit Sect disciples on an empty piece of land.

The ones sent here were all elite members of the Fire Spirit Sect. One was at the Sixth Layer of Flexible Spirit Period, while the other had entered the Great Completion Realm. Though they didn't have any spiritual artifacts, they possessed several high-grade talismans with powerful spells, making them formidable opponents.

Of course, given Lin Xuan's current cultivation and the treasures he carried, a real fight would definitely end in his victory. However, a hard-fought battle was inevitable.

But Lin Xuan wasn't so foolish; brute force was a clumsy approach. He preferred to outsmart his enemies.

Before encountering them, he had consumed the Red Silk Grass Green Liquid, hiding most of his spiritual energy. From the surface, it appeared as if he were only at the Second Layer of Flexible Spirit Period.

Adding to that, he changed into ordinary clothes, which made the two Fire Spirit Sect disciples even more relaxed. A Loose Cultivator at the Early Stage of Flexible Spirit Period was like a mere ant—easy to crush.

These two were elite members in their sect and had been pampered by their mentors, accustomed to looking down on others. They never imagined that a cultivator with such low-stage techniques could enter the perilous Xiuyue Gorge.

They didn't even use their talismans or shields; they believed this small cultivator posed no threat to them whatsoever.

The result was predictable.

Lin Xuan wasn’t a sheep!

On the contrary, he was a wolf in sheep’s clothing!

With his powerful awareness, Lin Xuan had actually discovered them first before the encounter. He merely feigned shock and fear, acting as if he were surprised by their sudden appearance.

When the two elite Fire Spirit Sect disciples approached with smug grins, Lin Xuan suddenly revealed his spiritual artifact, killing that disciple of Great Completion Realm in one blow. The weaker one was left for another day.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t being merciful; there was a purpose to this act.

He knew nothing about the Xiuyue Gorge’s conditions. Although he had a spirit beast guiding him, finding Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fireweed would be incredibly difficult.

The Fire Spirit Sect was only a dozen miles away. The Xiuyue Gorge could be considered both a den of beasts and the sect's medicinal garden. As an elite disciple, Lin Xuan knew something about the distribution of herbs here.

However, he didn’t expect to extract any useful information through coercion. Even if they were afraid for their lives, it was impossible to guarantee that they wouldn't lie.

Lin Xuan had his own ways to gather intelligence.

Back then, when he killed Ye Tian and obtained a cultivation technique from him, although the technique had many hidden dangers, Lin Xuan didn’t want to practice it. However, several spells and secret arts recorded in the book were beneficial for enhancing one’s strength. He selected some suitable ones and practiced them until they became second nature.

One of these was "Soul Search," which was a supportive spell. After subduing an enemy, he could forcibly read their mental memories. Under Soul Search, all secrets would be revealed.

However, Soul Search had its weaknesses. The person whose memory it read would suffer severe brain damage and become a fool. But that didn’t matter; Lin Xuan only intended to use this on enemies.

Another weakness was that if the target’s awareness was stronger than his own, there could be a backlash. However, facing a disciple at the Sixth Layer of Flexible Spirit Period, he had no need to worry about such an outcome.

Thus, Lin Xuan activated his spiritual energy and performed the spell.

After a moment, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips. Indeed, as expected, useful information was obtained from this Fire Spirit Sect disciple’s memories.

To the south of Xiuyue Gorge lay Breakheart Cliff, where Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fireweed grew together. This discovery thrilled Lin Xuan; he quickly ended the disciple's life with Ice Bullet Technique, not caring about being cold-hearted or merciful to enemies in such a perilous environment. One wrong step could lead to eternal damnation.

Without delay, Lin Xuan checked his gains, took both Fire Spirit Sect cultivators' storage pouches, and then left the area.

Following the information from that disciple's mind, half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at Breakheart Cliff.
第八十五章 血魔兽与银箭鱼

Looking at the black cliff before him, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. From the memories of the Fire Spirit Sect disciple, he knew that this cliff was extremely dangerous.

However, where exactly the danger came from—whether it was monsters or something else—was not mentioned in the intelligence. The guy had only heard about it from his seniors and elders within the sect; he himself did not know the specifics.

This made Lin Xuan a bit frustrated. He silently observed the cliff, but on its surface, there seemed to be no obvious danger besides the black rocks that looked as dark as ink. No hidden peril could be discerned.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan did not believe the intelligence was wrong. Even if the disciple’s memory had not mentioned any dangers, he would still proceed with caution because these places where heavenly spirit herbs grew were usually guarded by monsters.

The path of cultivation was fraught with obstacles, requiring both strength and meticulousness. Countless cultivators had perished due to carelessness over the millennia. Lin Xuan did not want to be one of them.

The cliff appeared safe, but below it lay a winding path through a field of weeds, leading forward. Lin Xuan’s face showed seriousness as he activated his qi shield—a faint greenish glow enveloped him. It was not the time to conserve energy.

He then took two talismans from his pocket and gripped them tightly in both hands, ready to deal with any sudden danger.

After preparing everything, Lin Xuan cautiously walked along the path. He moved slowly, expanding his spiritual sense as much as possible to detect any potential threats early.

Half an hour later, he stopped in silence. Ahead of him, a wide river suddenly appeared, its waters rushing and boiling like it had just been heated up. Above the river, thick red fog hung heavily.

Several birds flew past, only to be swallowed by the blood-red mist with their mournful cries. Moments later, bird bones fell from the sky, their flesh already devoured.

"Blood Beast!"

The term flashed in Lin Xuan’s mind. He had seen an introduction to this creature in *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*:

---

**Blood Beast**: A first-grade top-tier monster that delights in consuming living flesh and can transform its body into mist. One of the most troublesome first-grade monsters.

Lin Xuan did not want to engage with this beast, but what he saw ahead made his expression darken further.

Plop...

A small silver fish leaped out of the water, though from a distance, Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense could clearly see it was about an inch long. At first glance, it looked like any ordinary fish, but upon closer inspection, its eyes protruded with blood-red glints and its teeth were particularly sharp.

Silver Arrow Fish!

Lin Xuan sucked in his breath. Although this creature was of low rank—first-grade inferior monster—it liked to live in groups, numbering at least ten thousand. They were fierce and fearless, and even a Foundation Establishment cultivator would have no choice but to flee upon encountering them.

Standing by the riverbank, Lin Xuan remained silent as the path ahead was blocked. Whether he tried to cross or fly over with his flying sword, he would face formidable enemies.

Fortunately, Silver Arrow Fish could not come ashore. Blood Beast was known for its laziness; as long as he did not advance, there was no need to worry about being attacked.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan suddenly moved. He felt several auras rapidly approaching. Could it be Fire Spirit Sect cultivators?

Retreating now would still be possible, but Lin Xuan would not give up on his Foundation Establishment opportunity. A determined look flashed in his eyes as he decided to try this method.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small black banner. Though only the size of a palm, it emitted thick, eerie energy filled with resentment that made one shudder.

"Banner of a Hundred Souls!"

This was a war trophy Lin Xuan had obtained from Ye Tian—a soul magic artifact. Although not fully consecrated yet, it possessed considerable power.

---

Lin Xuan’s essence qi circulated as he gently waved the Banner of a Hundred Souls. Instantly, the atmosphere grew hostile, and ghostly wails echoed faintly around him. Dark mist surged out of the banner, enveloping Lin Xuan in layers.

In the ghostly mists, Lin Xuan’s expression was grave as he chanted according to the instructions in the demonic cultivation technique, pouring more essence qi into the Banner of a Hundred Souls.

The wails grew even more mournful. Several hair-covered ghosts emerged from within, their fingers hooked and eyes blood-red, howling incessantly.

These were souls sealed inside the banner, which Lin Xuan commanded to surround him. Then, he carefully controlled his spiritual artifact, flying into the blood mist above the river.

By chance, an eagle passed through, and the blood mist coalesced into countless red threads that pierced the eagle’s body, consuming its flesh in no time, leaving only bones falling from the sky. However, the blood mist showed no reaction to Lin Xuan’s intrusion.

It seemed he had gambled correctly. Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. According to *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*, while Blood Beast was one of the most troublesome first-grade top-tier monsters, it had a weakness.

It lacked eyes but had an extremely sensitive sense of smell. Once it detected prey entering its blood mist, it would attack immediately.

However, Blood Beast only consumed living creatures and showed no interest in dead bodies. Lin Xuan thought to use the Banner of a Hundred Souls to deceive the blind monster.

Using ghostly mists and souls from the netherworld to mask his life force, he hoped to trick the eyeless Blood Beast into thinking he was not a living being but a spirit entity.

Although he could defeat this beast with his numerous magical treasures, conserving energy in these perilous ravines would always be beneficial. Moreover, Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense had already detected other people arriving at this location; it was best to avoid lingering any longer.
第八十六章 灵药

Not long after Lin Xuan left, a streak of light descended from the sky, and three cultivators from Fire Spirit Sect emerged.

"Senior Brother, that fellow's感应 seems to have vanished here," spoke a young cultivator in his twenties. He had a clear gaze and youthful features, but his cultivation level was at the late sixth stage.

"We must be cautious. Fellow Disciples Jin and Chen are not weak, yet both were struck by the same opponent. That person is no ordinary wandering cultivator."

"So what? From their deathly appearances, it's obvious they were ambushed."

"Regardless of how it happened, being more careful can't hurt."

...

From their conversation, it was clear that the three had discovered the body of one of Lin Xuan's victims. They must have used some method to track him down.

"That person must have crossed the river by now; let's follow him!"

One of them remained silent but was quite impatient. After making this suggestion, he immediately activated a flying talisman and flew toward the opposite bank of the river.

"Junior Brother Jiao, wait!"

The senior brother named Wan was taken aback. Although he wasn't as experienced as Lin Xuan, he recognized that the blood-colored mist hovering over the water was not something to be trifled with. He had intended to observe for a while before deciding what to do, but his junior brother had already acted rashly.

Trying to warn him, it was too late. The blood-colored mist suddenly churned, and sensing prey within its body, the Blood Beast wouldn't hesitate. It condensed into several strands of red threads that shot toward the young cultivator.

The impatient cultivator was startled but refused to sit idly by. He tapped his left wrist, and a small talisman appeared in his hand. After the talisman burned, it transformed into a faint blue light shield that enveloped him.

It turned out to be an uncommon high-grade defensive talisman!

The red threads shot at the light shield, causing white light to tremble but failed to break through. The young cultivator let out a sigh of relief, only for his face to turn pale as those threads suddenly entangled and formed into a giant snake.

Seeing this astonishing scene, not just the cultivator trapped in the blood mist was nervous; his two companions were also shocked.

The situation was urgent, so they didn't have time to think much: "Junior Brother, don’t panic. I'll help you."

They flew over with their own streaks of light. These Fire Spirit Sect disciples actually possessed spiritual artifacts. One wielded a two-meter-long iron whip, while the other summoned a dim gray flying sword.

Although the quality seemed only lower-grade, as a Flexible Spirit cultivator, such treasures were highly enviable.

The power of spiritual artifacts was formidable, and the妖兽 didn't dare to be careless. The blood mist transformed into giant snakes that entangled with the two cultivators.

Meanwhile, the trapped cultivator also refused to sit idly by. He pulled out several talismans from his storage bracelet and threw them toward the center of the blood mist.

Instantly, spiritual artifacts clashed, blood flew everywhere, and explosions echoed as the妖兽 fought fiercely against the three cultivators.

On the other side of the riverbank, Lin Xuan slowly withdrew his gaze. A sneer played on his lips; those three trackers would surely fall here.

The Blood Beast's strength was formidable, and only Foundation Establishment stage cultivators could defeat it with certainty. For Flexible Spirit cultivators like himself, unless they had numerous treasures, they would become the beast’s food.

Well, let the妖兽 eliminate these annoying tails, and there would be less suspicion drawn to him.

However, he needed to hurry and collect the two spirit herbs before something stronger arrived; otherwise, this Blood Beast wouldn't stand a chance.

With that thought, Lin Xuan turned and sped up.

Of course, his vigilance didn’t wane. Besides the Qi Shield, he also activated the Golden Chain, which spun around him. Although not a defensive spiritual artifact, it still offered some protection to its user.

Lin Xuan had many offensive means but few for defense. Apart from the basic Qi Shield, he only possessed several middle-grade defensive talismans purchased at Daoist符山.

But these talismans were one-time use and Lin Xuan didn’t want to waste them without confirming his enemies.

What he could do was expand his awareness and remain vigilant.

An hour later, Lin Xuan arrived before a small mountain. It wasn't tall but stood proudly. Standing at the foot of the mountain, Lin Xuan smelled an invigorating fragrance.

The scent matched that described in the book for Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fire Grass. A smile appeared on his face; he had finally found them. Moreover, from the intensity of the fragrance, these two medicinal herbs were ripe.

Time was precious, so Lin Xuan immediately followed the fragrance to a giant stone halfway up the mountain.

Two strange plants grew beside it.

One was only a few inches long but its flower was peculiar and curved like a crescent moon. The other was slightly larger; at first glance, it looked like ordinary wild grass, but its leaves emitted a faint green glow.

The precious herbs were right in front of him, and Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with excitement. However, he didn't act rashly. Instead, he took a deep breath to calm himself down.

Most cultivators would have immediately picked them, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t do such a foolish thing. A mere thousand-year-old ginseng was surrounded by poisonous toads; how could there be no妖兽 guarding these heavenly herbs?

He didn't want to risk his safety due to carelessness.

Lin Xuan extended his awareness. After a moment, a strange and eerie aura appeared on his face.

There were indeed no妖兽, but the faint, sinister energy was noticeable.

It felt like something from the阴间.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before reaching out with two beams of white light toward the Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fire Grass. At that instant, an ear-piercing roar echoed in his ears.
第八十七章 掌心雷

Sizzle...

The large black rock in front suddenly developed cracks on its surface, deepening from shallow to deeper. Pebbles fell down with a pattering sound.

Instantly, the air grew thick with阴气 (yin qi), and a black light shot out from the rock, scattering Lin Xuan's technique for gathering medicinal herbs.

The young man's face darkened as he heard the increasingly mournful roars. There were cries of agony from someone on their deathbed, the howls of beasts, and all sorts of strange sounds entwining together, making one feel spine-chilling.

The sky also turned extremely dim, with thick black fog spewing out from the rock. Ghostly figures appeared in the mist, filled with terrifying malevolence that could drive one mad.

Even the怨气 (yuan qi) in the Hundred Souls Banner was far less intense. What kind of ghostly creature was this? Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. He had originally thought that the guardians of celestial herbs were beasts, but it turned out to be wraiths and evil spirits.

The heavy怨气 (yuan qi) suggested that many cultivators must have perished here over the centuries. Lin Xuan had read about such cases in books before.

Celestial herbs have always been contested by both cultivators and beasts because they greatly benefit one's cultivation when ingested, whether human or beast. Cultivators who died fighting for these herbs either reincarnated or remained as vengeful spirits, eventually evolving into wraiths to guard the medicinal plants, preventing others from taking them.

The same applied to beasts.

The ghostly figures flying out of the thick fog were the souls of cultivators and beasts that had fallen here over the centuries.

Roar!

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a bitter smile as the howling wind grew more mournful. It seemed there was no way around this; he would have to first eliminate these wraiths before gathering the medicinal herbs.

Lin Xuan pulled out a talisman from his pocket, activated with spirit energy, and the talisman burned, revealing two large characters in gold—破邪 (po xie), meaning "to dispel evil."

This talisman was auxiliary but highly effective against yin souls and wraiths.

Golden light flashed. The two beastly spirits that had approached him let out a mournful cry before disintegrating into nothingness.

However, Lin Xuan did not feel relieved. These were just the weaker wraiths; the破邪 (po xie) talisman only pushed back some of the thick fog. The surrounding wraiths kept dancing and occasionally lunging at him, forcing him to summon his flying sword. Despite their intangible forms, the spirit-infused flying sword could easily cut them down.

Meanwhile, in Stream Leap Ravine, the slaughter was nearing its end. Most of the cultivators who entered had been killed by Fire Spirit Sect, leaving only a few with high cultivation and sharp wits still alive.

"Haha, little girl, you're doomed. Hand over your Autumn Water Sword, and I'll let you live as my co-cultivation cauldron."

Xiang Wu laughed wildly, his eyes filled with malicious intent, appraising the young woman's figure. Qin Yan truly lived up to her reputation as a Cloud Fairy; she was indeed beautiful.

Above them, blue light and golden rays danced and chased each other in the sky...

Hearing Xiang Wu's words, Qin Yan's exquisite face showed a mix of anger and embarrassment. How despicable! A cultivator at the Foundation Establishment stage dared to be so shameless.

But when he mentioned co-cultivation cauldron, she felt a wave of fear. If captured, there would be no escape.

Initially, she thought using a teleportation talisman would allow her to flee successfully, but Xiang Wu was skilled in tracking and clung to her like a bone parasite, impossible to shake off.

In the end, she had no choice but to fight. Qin Yan was proud of her strength, but that shameless fellow was also at the Foundation Establishment stage...

Xiang Wu did not intend to kill; he used his Golden Thread Great Ring Blade, a spiritual artifact, to engage in combat with Qin Yan, clearly aiming to exhaust her spirit energy before capturing her alive.

Qin Yan's sharp mind understood Xiang Wu's intentions. The longer this dragged on, the worse it would be for her. She had one last trump card.

From her storage ring, she took out a small blue bead no larger than a dragon eye, unremarkable in appearance.

"Haha, little girl, surrender!"

The Golden Thread Great Ring Blade swung away from Autumn Water Sword and slashed towards Qin Yan. In mid-air, Xiang Wu cast a spell, several beams of yellow light striking the blade, muttering, "Shape Change."

Instantly, the spiritual artifact glowed with golden light, distorting its form into that of a single-horned giant python.

This ability to change the shape of a spiritual artifact could only be used by cultivators above Foundation Establishment. In a short time, it could boost the power of the artifact by two to three times.

However, Qin Yan's expression showed no fear. She even withdrew her qi shield and held that blue bead in her left hand, surging all her spirit energy into it.

Xiang Wu was momentarily stunned but did not take this seriously. This girl might be at the Flexible Spirit Stage, but she posed no real threat to him.

Thinking of obtaining the top-grade spiritual artifact Autumn Water Sword and a beautiful co-cultivation cauldron, Xiang Wu's face lit up with excitement.

In an instant, the golden python was right in front of the young woman. Only then did Qin Yan throw the bead into the air.

A dazzling blue light blinded everyone as countless lightning bolts shot out from it. Feeling the terrifying spirit energy fluctuations, Xiang Wu's smug expression vanished, replaced by one of shock.

"What... This spell."

He recognized this spell; Palm Lightning was a high-level technique that only cultivators above Foundation Establishment could perform. He knew how to use it too.

The problem was, the spirit energy fluctuations were too terrifying. They far exceeded his own when casting it. Could the person with such palm lightning be... at the Condensation Core stage?

A blue bolt of lightning swept across, and the golden python that had been so formidable just moments ago was sent flying, trembling as it fell from the sky, revealing its true form—the Golden Thread Great Ring Blade.

Xiang Wu's suspicions were confirmed. The blue bead must contain a palm lightning technique from someone at the Condensation Core stage.
第八十八章 厉鬼与僵尸

Wu Wu's eyes flashed with不甘 (reluctance), and he gritted his teeth as he cursed. But still, the light of his escape shot away to a distance. Although he was vicious and evil, he was only at the Foundation Establishment Stage 1, so he couldn't withstand the palm strike from a Core Condensation Stage cultivator.

Seeing that the other party wanted to flee, Qin Yan waved her hand, sending a spell into the blue light. Instantly, it seemed like pouring water into boiling oil; the entire blue light began to boil.

Sizzle! A lightning snake as thick as a bowl's mouth shot towards the opponent.

In the midst of his escape, Wu Wu turned around and was frightened to pieces by the power of the lightning snake. He hurriedly activated the spell to increase the speed of his escape.

Qin Yan's lips curled slightly upward. She had even taken out her master's life-preserving item; how could she let this evil man escape? She formed a strange spell with both hands and directed the lightning snake to intercept him.

Zzzt!

The current hit Wu Wu’s Qi Shield, which was no small feat for a Foundation Establishment cultivator. However, at that moment, the shield shattered like a water bubble. In the dazzling blue light, Wu Wu vanished in an instant.

Phew!

Qin Yan heaved a sigh of relief and flashed a trace of regret on her face. It was not easy to refine the palm strike into a small blue bead; Master Yunhe had only made three, giving them as life-preserving items to his three disciples. She never expected to use it here.

But after a moment's melancholy, she regained her composure. Qin Yan took away Wu Wu’s storage bag and spiritual artifacts, then swallowed a medicinal pill to treat her injuries before flying off.

Plop!

The beads in Qing Lingzhen’s prayer beads exploded one by one. A layer of gloom appeared on his face. The 108 beads represented the 108 high-ranking experts of Fire Spirit Sect who had entered the Foundation Establishment Stage, and they were sealed with their spirit consciousness. If any of them died, no matter where they were, these prayer beads would explode.

Wu Wu met an untimely end!

Brother Senior!

Other Foundation Establishment cultivators stood beside Qing Lingzhen. Seeing this scene, their faces turned pale.

You stay here for now.

Qing Lingzhen said and flew away. Unlike Drifting Cloud Valley, the Fire Spirit Sect’s patriarch was not its top expert but a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator. At that moment, he personally took action.

In no time, he arrived at where Qin Yan and Wu Wu had fought. After looking at the corpse on the ground, his face showed shock. Could it be that the palm strike from Core Condensation Stage was from Drifting Cloud Valley’s patriarch?

After carefully examining the battle traces, Qing Lingzhen sneered and took out a talisman from his pocket.

He threw it into the sky, where it transformed into a rat-faced creature with wings on its back. The creature sniffed the ground before flying southeast. Qing Lingzhen followed in his light.

...

Lin Xuan held two talismans in his hands, watching the monster before him with vigilance.

Although there were many ghostly spirits protecting the spirit herbs, their abilities weren't outstanding. Under the bombardment of Lin Xuan’s numerous treasures, they retreated step by step. Lin Xuan was overjoyed and prepared to finish them off quickly so he could gather the spirit herbs and leave this dangerous place.

However, at that moment, something unexpected happened. A fierce wind rose, and the remaining cultivator spirits fused with the demon beast's soul, transforming into the monster before him.

This ghost was three meters tall, its eyes like copper bells, head as large as a basin, wrapped in blood mist, exuding an overwhelming aura of阴煞 (yin sha) energy.

Although they had not yet fought, Lin Xuan knew from their presence that this ghost was no ordinary foe. He immediately summoned his top-grade flying sword and raised his right hand, forming countless ice needles.

Then, he cast another talisman to absorb the magical power into the ice needles.

Instantly, the ice needles turned golden with a cold glow.

Go!

Lin Xuan first sent out the ice needles that could repel evil. The ghost howled, and the blood-red mist covering its body surged, forming a red shield. The ice needles were deflected one by one.

The spell failed; Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he unleashed his flying sword without hesitation. A top-grade spiritual artifact was no trifling matter; he didn't believe this ghost could easily block it.

The ghost clearly recognized the danger and opened its mouth, spitting out a pitch-black iron fork-like法宝 (fǎbāo).

Demon Artifact!

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he realized how deep this opponent’s cultivation ran. A demon artifact was a magical weapon formed by a厉鬼 (li gui) after hundreds of years of cultivation using the yin and yang energy in its body, possessing the same abilities as a cultivator’s spiritual artifact.

The flying sword clashed with the demon artifact, flying up and down, evenly matched for the moment.

Before Lin Xuan could take any further action, the ghost used its demonic power again. It bit off one of its hands. This action stunned Lin Xuan; he didn't believe the opponent would be so foolish to self-mutilate, making him even more vigilant.

The hand that was bitten fell to the ground, and the ghost spat blood at it. Instantly, the hand glowed red. After a moment, thick black mist emerged from it, revealing a zombie covered in green fur.

Corpse Transformation!

Lin Xuan had once read about this strange technique in miscellaneous books while at Drifting Cloud Valley. Only after reaching the厉鬼 (li gui) stage could ghostly spirits use their own flesh and blood to transform into zombies; the higher the ghost’s cultivation, the more formidable the zombie it created.

The zombie before him was covered in green fur, suggesting it had been around for over a century.

Legend said that zombies were harder than steel, incredibly strong, making them among the most tenacious opponents.

Lin Xuan took out a talisman from his pocket. After driving it with spiritual energy, a flaming bird formed and flew towards the ghost.

Let's test its strength first.
第八十九章 碧雪环

The zombie's利爪 flicked up, emitting green light. Surprisingly, it managed to disperse the Firebird Technique. Seeing this, Lin Xuan reached into his pocket and took out a small black banner from his storage bracelet.

The nearby阴气 grew even denser. Using poison to counter poison, Lin Xuan decided to use the Hundred Souls Banner to suppress the ghostly creature before him.

Injecting spiritual energy, dark mist poured out of the banner, mixed with souls refined by Ye Tian.

Although most were ordinary human souls, due to their gruesome deaths, the malevolence was not inferior to that of the nearby厉鬼.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan muttered as he pointed the Hundred Souls Banner forward. Immediately, the阴魂 intertwined and transformed into a blood-red skull, rushing towards the zombie.

The skull stood three meters tall, opening its bloody maw to emit two streams of fierce light. The zombie roared loudly, plucking a massive tree that required several people to embrace from nearby, hurling it at the skull.

Instantly, thick fog surged and eerie howls filled the air as the two ghostly creatures fought fiercely, unable to separate.

Lin Xuan turned his head, re-evaluating the ghost before him. He hesitated for a moment, then waved the Hundred Souls Banner again, summoning the remaining阴魂.

With disheveled hair and hooked fingers, these souls were terrifying in appearance, their resentment intense. However, compared to the厉鬼 composed of cultivators and beast spirits, they lagged significantly in cultivation.

Fighting them would be like striking a stone with an egg, but Lin Xuan had no choice; he needed time for his next move.

"Go!"

Although these souls were fierce, they were constrained by the Hundred Souls Banner. Hearing Lin Xuan's command, they did not hesitate, screeching as they lunged at the ghost.

Anger flashed in the ghost's eyes as it opened its mouth to emit a bloodlight beam, instantly dispersing the soul that was closest to it.

However, these souls lacked intelligence and did not fear. The remaining ones still charged forward bravely.

On the other side, the skull fought evenly with the zombie. Observing the battle, Lin Xuan reached into his pocket again, pulling out a small crystal ring in his palm.

The Jade Snow Ring!

This was an exquisite spiritual artifact that Lin Xuan had obtained from Zhang Yu. In Drifting Cloud Valley, this treasure was well-known; even most Foundation Establishment cultivators used only middle-grade spiritual artifacts, with few possessing superior ones.

Only a very rare few Foundation Establishment cultivators owned top-grade spiritual artifacts.

Lin Xuan and Qin Yan were special cases—having such an artifact in the Flexible Spirit Period was almost unheard of. They were exceptions.

Until now, Lin Xuan had never used the Jade Snow Ring in battle due to insufficient magical power. The higher the artifact's grade, the more spiritual energy it consumed when activated.

After entering the culmination stage of the Flexible Spirit Period, although he could control it, compared to the Cloud Fairy's Autumn Sword, this Jade Snow Ring was refined by Zhang Yu.

While non-owners could use such artifacts, they had two drawbacks: they could only utilize about seven-tenths of their original power and required time to activate, not allowing for instant command.

Thus, Lin Xuan usually did not want to use the Jade Snow Ring. He planned to wait until he achieved Foundation Establishment and surpassed Zhang Yu in strength before re-refining it.

But now, with no other choice, he began fully activating the Jade Snow Ring. To be safe, he also used a middle-grade defensive talisman, providing him with a Qi Shield, golden chain, and Golden Technique for three layers of protection.

Even if the skull was dispersed by the zombie or the souls were destroyed by the ghost, such defenses would buy him some time.

Unlike the阴魂 released from the Hundred Souls Banner, this ghostly entity had high cultivation and intelligence, comparable to that of humans. Seeing Lin Xuan's actions, it guessed he was preparing a powerful offensive move.

Anger flared on its face as it leaped into the air, transforming its entire body into a red bloodnet, which descended from above, ensnaring all the souls.

The souls naturally did not submit easily, clawing and biting to break free of the net.

Another smaller ghostly figure separated. It was the ghost's outer manifestation. Opening its mouth, it spat out some essence blood onto the net.

Instantly, red light intensified, burning the souls that were enveloped by it. In their agonizing screams, they turned to ashes.

Then, the bloodnet retracted into a crimson cloud, distorting several times before reforming as the ghost and merging with its outer manifestation.

After completing these actions, the ghost turned its large coppery eyes towards Lin Xuan, lunging at him. But it was too late.

Although most of the souls were destroyed, they had given Lin Xuan enough time. The young man opened his eyes, throwing the Jade Snow Ring into the air.

The ring, only as big as a bracelet, expanded in mid-air until it reached the size of a collar.

"Divide!"

Lin Xuan cast another spell, and the Jade Snow Ring split into two, then four, eight, and finally sixteen identical small rings.

No wonder this was an exquisite spiritual artifact; its displayed power was astonishing.

The ghost seemed to realize something was amiss. It hesitated before suddenly turning towards the two nearby spirit herbs on the ground.

"Can't get it? Want to snatch it?"

Lin Xuan grunted, unsurprised by its actions. This creature had originally been formed from countless cultivators and beast spirits who failed in their quest for spiritual herbs, holding an unshakable obsession with them.
第九十章 鬼灭

Lin Xuan naturally would not let it succeed. He had only just found the heavenly and earthly spirit herb, how could he possibly allow it to be destroyed right before his eyes?

After slightly frowning, Lin Xuan extended a finger and lightly tapped on the Bi Xi Ring, shouting, "Quick!"

Instantly, the sixteen smaller rings that had split off simultaneously emitted brilliant light and rushed towards the ghost creature.

The top-grade spiritual artifact's speed was extraordinary. Almost in an instant, it caught up to him. The ghost could not help but stop its movement, focusing on defensive spells.

A sneer appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth.

He stretched out his hand, forming a ball and making a peculiar mudra. He channeled spirit energy into his fingertips before tapping the Bi Xi Ring again.

Flames began to burn around the center of the Bi Xi Ring, with sixteen smaller rings producing sixteen flames each.

However, unlike ordinary red flames, these flames were as white as snow, spotless, and did not raise the temperature in their surroundings.

The ghost's face showed signs of fear.

Primordial Fire!

Originally, this could only be performed by Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. However, Lin Xuan managed to use it with his top-grade spiritual artifact and his refined cultivation, making it appear before him.

Essence Cleansing Pills could enhance one’s strength, while the spirit root had the effect of purifying the body's essence energy. With his ability for purification, Lin Xuan consumed large amounts daily without hesitation. Among peers, perhaps a genius might have more essence energy in quantity, but when it came to the purity and quality of the essence energy, Lin Xuan was undoubtedly at the top. Even compared to Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, he was not far behind.

With the help of his top-grade spiritual artifact, Lin Xuan successfully used Primordial Fire.

Watching the ghost's panicked expression, Lin Xuan took a deep breath, using spirit control techniques to confine the ghost with the Bi Xi Ring and its duplicates.

The ghost naturally did not wish to die. It opened its bloodstained mouth and continuously spat out several drops of essence blood. The blood mixed with the ghostly mist, forming a black-red protective barrier.

"Go!"

Time was precious; Lin Xuan did not want to linger any longer. With his divine sense activated, the snow-white primordial fire flew towards the ghost.

Silent yet incredibly fast, the ghost had nowhere to hide. The primordial fire collided with its barrier, melting like ice and snow. The color of the barrier quickly faded, becoming unstable in an instant. The ghost's eyes flashed with hesitation but then became resolute as it opened its mouth again, spitting out more drops of essence blood.

The essence blood on the barrier was restored by the primordial fire, but Lin Xuan did not rush. A cold smile appeared at the corner of his lips; now, both parties were engaged in a消耗 battle, comparing their spiritual energies.

His primordial fire came from the spiritual artifact and thus had an advantage.

Every drop of essence blood the ghost spat out reduced its cultivation by one point. Such prolonged consumption would make it clear who would emerge victorious.

Lin Xuan took a crystal stone from his pocket, holding it to replenish his spiritual energy. With such a sure victory already in hand, adding this extra layer of security made defeat impossible.

Time passed slowly. After half an hour, the trapped ghost was sweating profusely and had shrunk slightly.

It was time!

Lin Xuan raised his hand, sending a spell towards the Bi Xi Ring that spun in mid-air.

Amidst the white light, the Bi Xi Ring began to take shape, twisting into the form of a crescent blade. Its cold glow filled with killing intent!

The ghost's expression became even more panicked. Lin Xuan did not intend to give it any more time for thought; he shouted, "Quick!"

The crescent blade rushed towards the ghost, its piercing sound chilling.

The ghost had no heart left for battle and stopped spitting essence blood onto the barrier. Its body twisted as it tried to flee.

"It's too late now to run away!"

Sixteen crescent blades spread out from all directions, surrounding the ghost. The primordial fire that had melted the barrier flew over, forming a net with the crescent blades, trapping the ghost like a bird in a cage.

No blood was shed, but countless yin energies emerged from the ghost's mutilated body as it twisted into fragments of spirits, desperately trying to escape.

This monster was originally composed of fallen cultivators' souls and beastly spirits. Now, it had merely been reduced to its original form.

Seeing the fleeing spirits, Lin Xuan tightly gripped the Hundred Soul Banner and waved it gently, injecting spirit energy before throwing it up into the air.

After absorbing sufficient spirit energy, the Hundred Soul Banner quickly grew larger, expanding from a palm-sized size to several dozen feet in length and width.

Black mists shot out of it.

These black mists seemed to have their own intelligence as they chased after the scattered spirits. They wrapped them up tightly.

The spirits' fear reached its peak; they struggled desperately but were useless. The Hundred Soul Banner, a magical artifact, was precisely the bane of ghostly creatures.

While dealing with such a ghost required effort, handling these residual spirits was a piece of cake.

All the souls of cultivators and beasts were ensnared by black threads, drawn back into the Hundred Soul Banner.

The magical artifact then returned to its palm-sized form as it landed in Lin Xuan's hand. After absorbing so many souls, the Hundred Soul Banner appeared full of spirit energy, darkly gleaming. Just holding it felt like sensing the immense power within.

A trace of satisfaction flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes. From that magic cultivation technique, this Hundred Soul Banner was extraordinary; the more souls absorbed, the greater its power would become. Eventually, it might even rival top-grade top-grade spiritual artifacts in strength.

However, Lin Xuan had never worshipped or sacrificed for the ritual to refine a magical artifact. Although he did not consider himself a soft-hearted good person, he certainly was no cruel killer.

He could not bring himself to kill and take souls just to refine a magical artifact. Therefore, this Hundred Soul Banner remained in his storage bracelet without being used.

But now, things were different. These souls that had once formed the ghost were enemies; Lin Xuan would not be lenient towards them. There was no need for mercy when dealing with enemies; all of their souls should be drawn into the Hundred Soul Banner.

Although these were residual souls, there were still nearly a hundred of them. After absorbing so much nourishment, refining the Hundred Soul Banner again would surely increase its power significantly.

Though this battle had been perilous, it was also highly rewarding.
第九十一章 偶遇美女

Lin Xuan's gaze fell upon a nearby zombie. After the Hundred Souls Banner absorbed阴魂, the blood-colored skeleton it conjured became more formidable. The zombie immediately showed signs of strain and turned to flee.

Lin Xuan hummed indifferently, raised his hand, and sent an unextinguished primordial fire flying towards the zombie, enveloping it. A惨叫 echoed as Lin Xuan waved his left hand, commanding the Hundred Souls Banner to unleash a more intense attack on the zombie.

In no time, this century-old zombie was reduced to a wisp of black mist.

After exploding into a cloud of black smoke, a dark, ink-like bead still hovered in mid-air.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment and took out an jade bottle from his pocket. He unscrewed the lid, and a beam of yellow light flew out, capturing the bead inside.

Just as demons have demon cores, highly skilled zombies form corpse beads within their bodies. These beads are extremely toxic; cultivators who practice ghost techniques can refine them into magical treasures. Although Lin Xuan couldn't do that himself, the corpse bead was still valuable to him and he decided to keep it for now.

Finally rid of the spirit guardian, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated as he plucked the silver moon flower and flowery grass before leaving via his light.

At the same time, somewhere in Stream Leaping Ravine:

This was an unremarkable cliff. However, at this moment, astonishing amounts of spiritual energy were emanating from it. Several cultivators wearing Fire Spirit Sect attire stood solemnly there.

"Senior Brother Zong hasn't returned yet?"

"Don't worry. With his cultivation, unless a condensation core stage expert, no one can escape his palm. We shouldn't be concerned."

"But the treasure is about to appear... without Senior Brother's supervision..."

The elderly leader pondered for a moment and said, "Let's set up an array around us first to prevent spiritual energy from leaking out. Command the flexible spirit period disciples to patrol the area. Don't let any escapees accidentally intrude and cause trouble."

"Agreed!"

The order was passed down, and elite Fire Spirit Sect disciples transformed into streaks of light. The remaining foundation establishment experts exchanged glances before dispersing.

After gathering the spirit herbs, Lin Xuan felt elated as he flew towards the exit of Stream Leaping Ravine. The teleportation array there was one-way; you had to use it when entering but could leave freely.

Although there were still Fire Spirit Sect disciples guarding the place, they mainly watched for outsiders trying to intrude. From inside, Lin Xuan intended to launch a surprise attack and escape through the chaos.

After considering this plan, Lin Xuan found its feasibility high and decided to act accordingly.

About half an hour later, the surrounding spiritual energy suddenly surged violently without any warning. Lin Xuan paused his light travel and saw a blue beam of light approaching from afar.

Such powerful cultivation!

Could it be a Fire Spirit Sect cultivator?

Without further thought, Lin Xuan reached into his pocket and summoned his flying sword...

Bang!

His flying sword clashed with the opponent's spiritual artifact. Lin Xuan felt blood surging in his chest as he passed by the other person.

In that instant, Lin Xuan identified his opponent: a seventeen or eighteen-year-old beauty with fair skin and rosy lips, none other than Cloud Fairy Keng Yan.

How could she be here?

Meeting a fellow sect member was unexpected. However, Lin Xuan's expression showed concern rather than joy. He hadn't used the Heaven Demon Illusion Technique at this moment; his true face had been seen by her. Moreover, Keng Yan appeared in such a panic that it indicated she must have encountered an extremely dangerous situation. Lin Xuan worried about being caught up in it.

While some men might be protective of beautiful women, Lin Xuan was more cautious given their similar age. One shouldn't do things beyond one's capabilities; protecting a woman wasn't wrong, but dying over such a thing would be foolish.

Although Lin Xuan had confidence in his own strength, Cloud Fairy Keng Yan was renowned for her talent. She was the关门 disciple of Senior True Immortal Yunhe and a rare genius. Some elders even claimed she could easily enter the condensation core stage without any issues.

This brilliant young woman made Lin Xuan hesitate despite having medicinal pills to aid him; he couldn't claim his cultivation surpassed hers.

From Keng Yan's hurried flight and panicked expression, it was clear she was in danger. Could she have encountered a foundation establishment cultivator?

Using the Soul Scouring Technique, Lin Xuan learned from the Fire Spirit Sect disciple about the shocking events that transpired at Stream Leaping Ravine. He also discovered why the sect dared to act so rashly: there was an extremely valuable treasure emerging.

While others might covet such a treasure, Lin Xuan understood the importance of self-awareness. Attempting to snatch it from several foundation establishment cultivators and elite disciples would be suicide. Only a condensation core stage expert had that kind of power.

One must know their limits; don't desire what doesn't belong to them. His immediate priority was to return to the sect, refine top-grade essence cleansing pills, and then enter the foundation establishment stage.

Cultivation required steady progress.

Thus, after gathering the silver moon flower and flowery grass, Lin Xuan immediately flew away. Unfortunately, his luck ran out mid-flight.

While Lin Xuan lamented his bad fortune, Keng Yan, who had coincidentally met him, was equally frustrated. Using her master's palm thunder treasure, she managed to eliminate that shameless foundation establishment cultivator. However, not long after, a man in Daoist robes attached himself to her.

Realizing the Daoist was Senior True Immortal Qingling of Fire Spirit Sect, Keng Yan was shocked and pale with fear. Although different from Drifting Cloud Valley, the Fire Spirit Sect's leader wasn't their top expert; his cultivation level barely ranked among the top three. However, he was a formidable opponent in terms of management skills, reaching late foundation establishment stage, far beyond her flexible spirit period abilities to contend with.
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The two clashed for just a moment, and Qin Yan was sent flying by Lin Xuan's powerful strike. Fortunately, she had anticipated the strength of her opponent and set up several layers of defense in front of her, preventing any injuries.

Though she barely escaped unscathed, Qin Yan’s faint hope that this might be an isolated incident vanished into thin air. The power of a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator was far beyond what she could match.

Although Qin Yan was a woman, she made a quick decision and immediately threw all her offensive talismans out. In the blink of an eye, light flashed wildly as thunderous roars echoed through the air. Seizing the moment when Senior Immortal Qingling’s attention was divided, Qin Yan activated the last talisman for survival.

She was teleported away once more.

Unlike with a teleportation array, the movement of a teleportation talisman was random and limited in distance. After completing her teleportation, Qin Yan didn’t waste any time. She immediately rode on a streak of light, hoping to escape as far as possible.

Unexpectedly, she encountered this prodigious young man again. Lin Xuan still wore the Fire Spirit Sect’s attire, and Fairy Cloudy Immortal did not hesitate; she launched an attack right away with lethal intent.

Both displayed their skills, but neither gained the upper hand in their initial exchange. They were evenly matched.

Then they took a moment to appraise each other. The face of Lin Xuan was familiar.

"Lin Xuan?" Qin Yan stared at the young man in astonishment.

Seeing her recognition, a hint of gloom flashed across Lin Xuan’s face. This was far from what he had expected. Although she was his senior sister who entered the valley with him, they hadn’t seen each other often due to their different statuses—she as a favored daughter and he as someone overlooked by the sect.

But Qin Yan’s eyes widened in realization. She remembered this junior brother because once, when both of them attempted the Heart Refinement Path, Lin Xuan was too weak at that time and did not notice her presence.

That encounter left an impression on Qin Yan; she had thought only she dared to enter the path with such a low Foundation Establishment stage. Now, there was another stubborn junior who persisted despite his limited abilities.

While talent could not be chosen, Lin Xuan’s determination and efforts earned him respect. But in his memory, he was only at an early Foundation Establishment stage. How did he now possess the ability to fly with a weapon and appear in such a dangerous place?

A flash of unease crossed Lin Xuan’s eyes before he quickly resumed his normal expression. He knew that if he moved, it would attract attention. So, while cursing inwardly, he prepared several talismans and spells, adding auxiliary techniques like the Lightness Spell to his body.

After setting up these defenses, Lin Xuan felt it was still not enough. He took out all his medium and low-grade defensive talismans, creating a series of barriers around him before settling down.

His actions caught their attention; even though Qin Yan’s consciousness was focused on her opponent, she couldn’t help but glance at him.

"Ah, there's one more fish that escaped. Good, I’ll send both of you to hell," Senior Immortal Qingling smiled, his expression turning grim as he felt the pressure from the two fleeing techniques. He believed that killing two Foundation Establishment stage disciples would be like crushing ants; Qin Yan’s previous escape attempts wouldn’t work again.

Before he could finish speaking, a burst of red light and heat waves hit them. Several firebirds the size of eagles and a thick snake flew towards them.

Lin Xuan was the first to act. Since there was no chance for a peaceful resolution, he decided to take the initiative. He hoped to force his opponent into an opening so that he could escape.

The talismans were just the initial attack. Lin Xuan’s right hand shot out as he sent his sword flying towards the enemy.

Then, with a flick of his consciousness, he retrieved the Golden Thread from his storage bracelet. Pointing at it, it transformed into a venomous snake. Amidst the chaos, another batch of talismans appeared in his hands.

Given that his opponent was a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator, Lin Xuan did not dare to be careless. He deployed two precious artifacts and tossed out talismans like they were free, hoping to catch his opponent off guard and allow him to escape via his streak of light.

However, a yellow light shield protected Senior Immortal Qingling’s body. Several medium-grade talismans exploded but failed to harm him.

A Spirit Shield!

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he realized the formidable defense of a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. He didn’t know that Fire Spirit Sect’s sect leader was equally surprised.

Talismans were difficult to create and materials were precious, making medium-grade ones already valuable. A minor Foundation Establishment disciple would not have such luxury, nor would they even possess such resources.

But this was just the beginning of his surprise. Seeing Lin Xuan deploy two more artifacts, including a superior-grade sword, Fire Spirit Sect’s sect leader wondered who could be his mentor.

A Foundation Establishment stage cultivator with such power and wealth—such a figure did not exist among the low-rank practitioners in Yanzhou!

In an instant, both artifacts approached them. Senior Immortal Qingling muttered as he flicked his sleeves, sending two streaks of yellow light to engage the sword and Golden Thread.

Almost immediately, Lin Xuan felt blood surging through his chest and his mana rapidly draining out. This alarmed him; Foundation Establishment stage cultivators were not meant to be endured.

A brilliant blue light appeared from the left, joining the battle as Qin Yan helped with her attack.

Feeling a slight reduction in pressure, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. He quickly took out some crystals to replenish his mana and retrieved the Hundred Souls Flag.

Ghostly wails filled the air as dark winds blew.

"Evil Artifact!"

Senior Immortal Qingling’s expression changed as he recognized the Hundred Souls Flag. He was alarmed, wondering if this young man might be a cultivator of evil arts.

While the techniques of evildoers were unique and fraught with flaws, they proved more powerful in their early stages compared to ordinary cultivators. With his late-stage Foundation Establishment stage, Senior Immortal Qingling should not have feared two juniors, but he was injured from recent practice errors and could only use one-third of his strength temporarily.

His weapons had also been damaged, unable to be used as he recuperated within himself.

He wasn’t fighting with artifacts; instead, he relied on his profound cultivation to transform mana into实体.

This transformation technique was a highly advanced spell that late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators learned. While the solidified mana was inferior to true artifacts, it still held immense power.

Otherwise, the difference between late-stage Foundation Establishment and full-mastery Foundation Establishment would be too great for Lin Xuan and Qin Yan’s treasures to offer any resistance.

Even with only one-third of his strength and unable to use his artifact, he easily gained the upper hand.

But seeing Lin Xuan pull out an Evil Artifact, Senior Immortal Qingling had to take it seriously. As a sect leader, he was well-versed in various ancient texts that mentioned the mysterious techniques of evildoers.

With injuries, he needed to be cautious and avoid any unexpected pitfalls.

With this thought, Senior Immortal Qingling formed a peculiar hand seal…
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Master Qingling's face showed a hint of gravity. A terrifying aura of spiritual energy spread out from him, expanding in all directions. A thick black cloud appeared above the heads of the three people, with electric sparks flickering within it.

"Thunder Induction Art!"

Lin Xuan's expression darkened slightly. This was a more advanced technique than Palm Heart Lightning, and its ability to be used demonstrated the formidable spiritual energy mastery of Fire Spirit Sect's sect master.

After some thought, Lin Xuan took out the Jade Snow Ring and threw it into the sky. The ring, originally only the size of his palm, rapidly expanded and spun above his head, emitting a faint white light from within.

With this top-grade spiritual artifact's protective罩, Lin Xuan's body was surrounded by several layers of defensive barriers. Qingling True Man's expression changed; where did this kid get so many层出不穷的 treasures?

Qin Yan saw the floating jade ring above Lin Xuan's head and her eyes flashed with a hint of surprise. She then formed a sword hand seal, commanding the Sword of Autumn Water to engage in combat with the sect master's condensed spiritual energy, hoping to ease the pressure on Lin Xuan.

With so many treasures summoned at once, another cultivator of the same rank would certainly struggle immensely. However, Lin Xuan still had some strength left over. The reason was simple: over the past year, besides consuming numerous Essence Cleansing Pills, he also treated Ginseng Essence as a snack.

Ginseng essence could purify spiritual energy and improve its quality, making his spells more potent. With his divine consciousness matching that of a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, Lin Xuan was able to control so many spiritual artifacts. Qingling True Man's expression grew even more serious. While casting the spell, Lin Xuan still observed his opponent carefully, noting every change in his expression.

Suddenly, he recalled seeing an inner sect elder use such power before; it could be described as moving mountains and filling seas. A Foundation Establishment late-stage expert like Fire Spirit Sect's sect master should not have been able to withstand both him and Qin Yan's combined efforts. However, the opponent's displayed strength seemed out of sync with his cultivation level.

He did not appear to be holding back, yet he had not used any spiritual artifacts so far. Although Lin Xuan was unsure why, he saw an opportunity.

Holding a crystal stone in one hand, he continuously infused his spiritual energy into the Hundred Souls Banner. Dark winds whistled as over a hundred ghosts emerged from it and condensed into a bloody skull, which howled and lunged at the opponent.

After absorbing numerous阴魂妖魄, the Hundred Souls Banner's power had grown immensely. Nine greenish-black ghost flames circled around the skull.

Seeing the skull formed by the spirits, Fire Spirit Sect's sect master's eyes flashed with a hint of anger. He opened his mouth and sprayed a ball of essence energy onto his protective barrier. The yellow light surrounding him ignited like a fire.

Then he cast a hand seal on the black cloud above.

Suddenly, as if water had been poured into a boiling pot, the electric sparks in the cloud flickered more violently.

"Quickly!" Qingling True Man spoke aloud. Countless thin electric rays twisted and coiled, converging into a thick lightning bolt that struck down upon the young man.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged; his face was still calm. However, his pupils slightly constricted as he took a deep breath. His spiritual energy surged out like a river breaking its banks, pouring into layer after layer of defensive barriers in front of him at an alarming rate.

Zzzzt!

The lightning bolt struck the white light barrier formed by the Jade Snow Ring, which shattered within seconds. Several layers of low-grade protective talismans were also pierced. However, as the lightning broke through four layers of defense, it was stopped by a golden shield-like barrier.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile. It was good that the middle-grade defensive barrier remained intact. With a wave of his hand, he summoned more low-grade protective talismans and returned the Jade Snow Ring to his storage bracelet, which emitted white light once again.

Qingling True Man's face showed disbelief. A mere Flexible Spirit Period cultivator had so many talismans on him. Although Thunder Induction Art was powerful, it would be detrimental to his current state if he used too much of it. After a moment's hesitation, however, determination flashed across his face.

Just as he was about to continue casting, two loud thuds caught his attention. He turned around in surprise and saw that the two clouds of condensed spiritual energy he had formed had been dispersed by Fairy Cloudy.

Qin Yan extended her slender hand and cast a hand seal at the spiritual artifact. The Sword of Autumn Water grew as it was buffeted by the wind, transforming into several dozen feet long. Its blue light shone fearfully as it slashed towards Fire Spirit Sect's sect master.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. He waved his Hundred Souls Banner, and ghostly mists swarmed out to envelop the skull that had paused its attack due to the opponent using Thunder Induction Art.

The skull, having absorbed more ghostly mists, grew in power and emitted a piercing howl as it advanced towards Qingling True Man.

Lin Xuan gestured with his hand,收回 the Jade Snow Ring into his storage bracelet. He was not being overconfident; after their exchange of blows, he had consumed too much spiritual energy. Since the opponent's hands were occupied, there was no need to waste resources on defending with the Jade Snow Ring.

When facing a stronger opponent, one must learn to allocate spiritual energy wisely.

The Sword of Autumn Water grew in size and struck with tremendous force at the opponent's shield. The light barrier trembled violently as if it could not withstand the impact. Qingling True Man's complexion changed from red to white and back three times before stabilizing miraculously.

However, he had no time to relax; a bloody skull was now less than three feet away.

"Damn myself for being too careless. I shouldn't have fought with an injured body," Qingling True Man thought with regret. Lin Xuan's tenacity far exceeded his expectations, and there was the renowned Fairy Cloudy assisting him.

Qingling True Man gritted his teeth as a hint of pain spread through his chest. The fight had triggered his injuries. Facing the skull that advanced menacingly, his expression grew even more serious. He clasped his hands together and then separated them, igniting a white flame in his palm.

This was the primordial fire that only Foundation Establishment stage cultivators possessed—the power to burn everything!
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The flames leaped and danced, as white as snow, initially no larger than a fist. However, after the Clear Spirit True Man Zhang opened his mouth to emit a stream of essence qi, they suddenly shot up.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan sneered, reciting a true word and pointing at the Hundred Souls Flag. Immediately, the green demonic flames gathered around the skull's head, while the skeleton kept blowing in阴气.

Green-flamed demonic flames!

The sky was instantly divided into two colors: green and white. Under the illumination of the demonic flames, the skeleton, already blood-red, gained an extra layer of green, making it even more eerie as it rushed forward.

The Fire Spirit Sect Master's face showed a look of anger. He spread his hands apart, then thrust them forward with great force. A beam of white light and a streak of green clashed together.

Thunderous sounds echoed incessantly. Green and white flames continuously surged and blossomed from the sky, while on the other side, Fairy Cloudy Face's face was covered in frost as her sword techniques rapidly changed. The Sword of Autumn Water grew to be seven or eight zhang long, its blade flashing with a chilling light that pressed down relentlessly.

The golden shield before the Fire Spirit Sect Master creaked under the attack from the Sword of Autumn Water and seemed about to give way. Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was secretly overjoyed. The high-ranking Foundation Establishment expert must have injuries, unable to fully unleash his power. Seizing this opportunity, Lin Xuan began pumping more essence qi into the Hundred Souls Flag.

He then flipped his hand out, taking a talisman that was slightly larger than usual and depicted a lifelike bird.

"Beast Talisman!"

The Clear Spirit True Man felt a bitter taste in his mouth. He had already grown fearful of Lin Xuan's endless array of magical artifacts.

This wasn't just any ordinary beast talisman; it sealed a first-grade top-grade spirit beast, one that failed to advance. Its strength was now comparable to Foundation Establishment初期 cultivators.

Watching the Fire Spirit Sect Master's shocked and angry expression, Lin Xuan smirked as he patted his chest, revealing a black bead like ink. He flicked his left hand, sending out the zombie pearl formed from a hundred-year-old ghoul. It exploded into a cloud of black mist that gathered but did not disperse, covering several meters around.

An extremely angry roar echoed in the black mist as a yellow light burst forth, dispelling the fog and revealing the Clear Spirit True Man.

However, at this moment, the Fire Spirit Sect Master appeared very disheveled. His entire face had turned a sickly green-gray; he was poisoned by the zombie toxin.

Seeing that his shield could no longer hold, he used an extraordinary teleportation technique to escape. Teleportation involved moving a distance almost instantaneously, consuming negligible time and serving as a life-saving skill for dodging powerful attacks.

Despite its power, this technique had significant drawbacks: it consumed immense amounts of essence qi and lowered the user's cultivation level each time it was used. Few cultivators would use it unless absolutely necessary.

Forced to such a desperate situation by two灵动期 disciples, the Fire Spirit Sect Master was both shocked and angry. Although he didn't want to admit it, Lin Xuan's numerous magical artifacts truly intimidated him. The Clear Spirit True Man decided to lower his pride and use an ambush tactic.

As a sect leader resorting to such lowly tactics, it clearly showed that he had been pushed to the brink of despair due to his injuries, which only allowed him to use partial strength.

However, this time, things went wrong again. The Clear Spirit True Man used concealment techniques, though not particularly powerful, could be detected by a Foundation Establishment cultivator's spiritual sense. He aimed to approach the two without being noticed and launch an assassination.

But human plans often fail against divine arrangements. Although Lin Xuan was a Grand Perfection of Agility, his spiritual sense surpassed that of even a Foundation Establishment初期 cultivator.

To avoid detection, concealment techniques typically didn't reveal the protective shield. However, if attacked by a magical artifact or other spells, the opponent would instantly set up defenses. Thus, Lin Xuan chose the zombie pearl.

The black bead was unremarkable and failed to draw attention. It contained concentrated zombie toxins, which had already seeped into his organs when he realized it was too late.

As a Foundation Establishment cultivator, this wasn't fatal, but the Fire Spirit Sect Master took in a deep breath, circulating essence qi to temporarily suppress the spread of the poison. The situation had reversed; he became the hunted instead of the hunter.

With a look of不甘, he tried to escape via his light. Lin Xuan would not let him go. If he escaped and called for reinforcements, it would be impossible to survive.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan continued to command the Beast Talisman of Flying Heaven Bird and summoned his spirit artifact. Cloudy Face had similar thoughts; her Sword of Autumn Water transformed into a blue blade, flanking Lin Xuan's magical artifacts from both sides in a pincer movement towards the Clear Spirit True Man.

Although the light-speed escape was fast, it couldn't match the power of the spirit artifact. Soon, the Azure Snow Ring and Sword of Autumn Water caught up. The Azure Snow Ring split into two, then four, becoming sixteen identical small rings, while the Sword of Autumn Water grew to be a massive blue sword. With the Flying Heaven Bird arriving, they attacked from three sides.

Light flashed wildly as thunderous roars echoed. The Clear Spirit True Man's hair was disheveled, his face twisted in agony. His sect leader composure vanished as he held up blazing primordial fire, while another hand shot out white beams of light, struggling to hold on despite the dire situation.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan hesitated before taking a talisman from his pocket. The Clear Spirit True Man's face turned pale; as the Fire Spirit Sect Master, he was undoubtedly wealthy, but few Foundation Establishment后期 cultivators carried many talismans outside of Daoist Mountain.

Lin Xuan sneered and unleashed all the middle-rank spells in his hands. A rainbow glow emitted terrifying essence qi fluctuations as various middle-rank magical arts flew towards their opponent.

This action reminded Cloudy Face; she had several treasures on her, including some high-rank talismans. The girl's eyes flashed with pain but quickly hardened as she released the talismans too. "No----"

The Clear Spirit True Man was enveloped by countless spells, emitting a despairing and reluctant cry. The Sword of Autumn Water and Azure Snow Ring had already made his task difficult; now these spells were the final straw.

His protective shield shattered under the attack, and the extraordinary teleportation technique could only be used once in a day. The spirit artifact, beast talisman, and spells mercilessly hit him...

After a moment, all the smoke cleared to reveal the terrified Clear Spirit True Man.

A breeze blew, turning his body into sand that drifted away with the wind until he vanished completely.

Plop! An object fell from the sky.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he waved his hand and summoned a beam of green light to retrieve it—the storage bag of the Fire Spirit Sect Master.

Without looking at it or sharing with his companions, Lin Xuan put it in his pocket. He then looked at the girl on his left.

They were from the same sect; they had fought together earlier, but now she had discovered a secret—just an ordinary person without a spirit root, yet possessing such astonishing cultivation and spirit artifacts that belonged to Zhang Yu and Zhou Yan. If these secrets leaked...

Lin Xuan's face grew cold as Cloudy Face looked up too. Their eyes met, and the Cloudy Face's expression was complex. She opened her lips but hesitated.

Boom!

Suddenly, the ground shook violently. Both of them turned their heads towards a distant mountain peak where a golden beam rose to the clouds.

Rainbow: Regarding Fairy Cloudy Face, many readers are curious about her. I've arranged some good plot points that should satisfy everyone; there's no need to guess, right? Haha.
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A golden beam pierced the clouds, and the rumbling grew louder. The scene looked as if a mountain was about to collapse.

Seeing this distant spectacle, Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful, while Qin Yan's face flashed with an unusual light.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's face changed. Amidst the deafening roar, he also heard terrifying roars. It seemed that the tremors had already alarmed nearby beasts.

Beast qi permeated the area, and some flying beasts fled over.

Lin Xuan turned his head to meet the gaze of Fairy Cloudy Sky, both exchanging a look of retreat. Now was not the time to deal with their problems; they needed to leave first.

Lin Xuan summoned the Jade Snow Ring and prepared to escape via a light beam. However, just as he did so, the rumbling suddenly intensified. If before it sounded like lightning splitting the sky, now it felt as if the heavens were about to tear apart.

Even cultivators Lin Xuan and Qin Yan could not help but be startled by this.

The golden beam piercing the clouds began to spin faster, resembling a golden tornado.

Such cosmic might was clearly a sign that an extraordinary treasure was about to emerge. However, Lin Xuan merely turned his head for a glance before preparing to leave.

But just as he did so, the golden beam changed again. As it spun, three silver meteors shot outward, coincidentally heading towards them.

Lin Xuan paused in surprise and almost without thinking, turned around to face the meteors, and flew towards them. In mid-air, Lin Xuan formed a ball with his hands, changing hand seals rapidly. A green light emitted from him, twisting into a giant hand that grabbed at the meteors.

He successfully caught two of them. With a mental command, the green light wrapped around one and returned to him. He stored it in his storage bracelet before turning to look at the other meteor.

A delicate, beautiful hand snatched it, causing the meteor's flight to halt. Lin Xuan realized that it was a small jade cylinder.

The terrifying rumbling from afar gradually subsided, while the golden beam piercing the clouds grew fainter...

Lin Xuan and Qin Yan exchanged glances and flew towards the exit of Stream Leap Canyon without coordination.

Down below in the violently trembling mountain,

the once solid earth had melted. Trees nearby caught fire as a vast inferno spread across the landscape. A dozen base foundation stage cultivators from Fire Spirit Sect hovered mid-air, their faces grim with disappointment, anger, or uncertainty.

The sect leader had not returned, but an extraordinary treasure was emerging prematurely. Reluctantly, they were led by their most powerful senior to activate the array. Initially, everything went smoothly despite the absence of Clear Spirit Master. With a dozen base foundation stage cultivators, it was enough to run the array and collect the treasure.

As the golden light pierced the clouds, an unexpected event occurred. The bead held by the temporary leader suddenly shattered without warning.

This alarmed all present, as that life-bound spirit bead belonged to Fire Spirit Master. Could their sect leader have been killed?

The shock of this revelation caused some cultivators to make mistakes in their qi control, destabilizing the array.

The senior's face turned pale as he urgently reminded his disciples to be careful. But it was too late. The anomaly in the array meant that the treasure did not fall into their hands but instead became meteors, flying away.

Bound by the array, they could only watch helplessly. As the effects of the array on them dissipated, a dark cloud passed over the senior's face as he fled via light beam. Other cultivators followed suit.

Each face was heavy with concern: not knowing their sect leader’s fate and losing an acquired treasure after so much planning. The Fire Spirit Sect had become the target of ridicule in the region, but they had failed to obtain the treasure.

There must be other remnants from other sects hiding in Stream Leap Canyon; they needed to eliminate them quickly and reclaim the treasure.

Although unclear about everything that happened, Lin Xuan and Qin Yan, who unexpectedly obtained the treasure and killed Fire Spirit Sect leader, knew it was unwise to linger. They transformed their light beams into two streaks of lightning and flew towards the exit of Stream Leap Canyon at full speed.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm; he could not conserve his qi now. He infused his spirit energy into the Jade Snow Ring, causing the rare artifact to emit a thunderous sound and doubling its speed.

Qin Yan's eyes flashed with surprise as she saw Lin Xuan’s pure spirit energy. She formed a hand seal, increasing her speed and following him.

Soon, they reached the exit of Stream Leap Canyon. Two streaks of light emerged from within at an incredible speed, startling the low-ranking disciples guarding the teleportation array. Lin Xuan did not miss this opportunity; he infused his spirit energy into the Jade Snow Ring, further increasing their speed.

As they neared the escape point, Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. As long as they escaped Fire Spirit Sect’s territory and concealed their spirit energy using Red Silk Grass Green Liquid, it would be like searching for a needle in a haystack.

However, this Qin Yan...

He looked up, but before he could speak, Qin Yan took out two red talismans from her storage ring and handed one to him.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but then smiled. These were invisibility talismans that completely concealed spirit energy and cultivation level. As long as they did not move, even higher-ranked cultivators' divine senses would fail to detect them.

Lin Xuan attached the talisman to his body and muttered under his breath. Under the influence of spirit energy, it emitted a bright light, enveloping him in white mist. After a moment, the mist dissipated, and Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

Qin Yan used an invisibility talisman as well.

This talisman was effective for three hours, enough time. If the other experts arrived, they would search elsewhere. Lin Xuan took advantage of this to meditate and recover his spirit energy.

Three hours later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, feeling a sense of relief. Fire Spirit Sect disciples had searched nearby several times but were completely fooled by the invisibility talismans, which concealed their spirit energy and form. They had already traveled far enough.

In other words, if nothing went wrong, this Stream Leap Canyon mission was over, and they had escaped danger more successfully than expected. Not only did they successfully gather Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fireweed, but with these two heavenly herbs, the dream of obtaining a top-grade spirit refinement pill was no longer out of reach.

If the ancient texts were correct, using a top-grade spirit refinement pill would grant almost divine effects. Although he lacked a spirit root, becoming a base foundation stage cultivator seemed imminent.

Base foundation stage cultivators lived twice as long as灵动期 cultivators and ordinary people, and their abilities were incomparable.

He had truly stepped onto the path of immortality.

Apart from the herbs, they also accidentally eliminated Clear Spirit Master. This guy was the sect leader of Fire Spirit Sect; although he could only exert limited power, his identity and cultivation level meant that his wealth must be immense. His storage bag lay in Lin Xuan's arms now.

But this wasn't the biggest gain. The greatest surprise came from the unexpected treasure that flew towards them. For it, Fire Spirit Sect had even resorted to killing allies. It was clear how valuable this item was...
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Lin Xuan's face remained calm, but his heart was filled with joy. This trip to Stream Leap Ravine had yielded more than he could have anticipated.

With these treasures, Lin Xuan believed that his cultivation and strength would soon rise several levels.

The only downside was that someone had discovered his secret. He looked at the Cloud Fairy, a hint of gloom crossing his face as he remained silent.

According to reason, this woman was from the same sect as him and they had once fought side by side against enemies. They were friends, not foes. But she knew too many secrets that shouldn't be known.

Should he silence her?

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment. He wasn’t a particularly virtuous person, but to suddenly turn on someone who was his ally just now felt... wrong.

Moreover, even if he could muster the heart to do so, in a fight against Clear Spirit Master, Lin Xuan had little confidence that his remaining talismans and techniques would ensure victory over his senior sister.

"Want to kill me?"

When Lin Xuan remained silent, Qin Yan spoke up. Her voice was sweet and pleasant, but her words surprised him. She looked at him with no trace of hostility on her face.

"Sister, you jest. Why should I harm you?"

A flash of severity flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes before he quickly hid it. If she had just attacked, there might have been a chance. But now that Qin Yan was on guard, even if Lin Xuan wanted to silence her, the Cloud Fairy’s strength meant she could easily escape.

Qin Yan stood up and sized Lin Xuan from head to toe with a smile blooming like spring flowers. The once cold and elegant Cloud Fairy now exuded an alluring charm. But Lin Xuan's eyes remained clear. He was worried about his secret being exposed, so he didn't have the heart to look at her beauty.

"Brother, don’t worry," Qin Yan said. "I know you, a person without a spirit root, managed to cultivate such powerful strength. You must have your own secrets. Everyone wants their own secrets. I won’t pry and won’t tell anyone else."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, his face showing determination. Since she had made her intentions clear, he no longer needed to hide anything.

"Brother, I trust you. But I don't like putting my fate in someone else's hands," Lin Xuan said, lowering his voice and speaking clearly.

Cultivation was defying the heavens. Every cultivator had their own inner demons. For those pursuing immortality, breaking a vow to one’s inner demon meant facing insurmountable obstacles in cultivation and an increased risk of going mad during meditation.

No cultivator in tens of thousands of years dared break such a vow.

"Two choices, Sister. Either you swear to your inner demon that today's events will not be revealed, or only one of us can leave this place alive."

Lin Xuan’s eyes were resolute as a wave of spiritual pressure emanated from him. He watched the young woman before waiting for her choice.

---

Half an hour later.

Lin Xuan had already flown hundreds of miles using his flying technique, now outside Fire Spirit Sect's territory and truly safe.

He stopped his flight and hovered in the sky, contemplating. This was a fork in the road; going south would lead back to Stream Leap Ravine, while heading west for several thousand miles would take him out of Yanzhou’s borders.

Lin Xuan turned around and flew towards the west.

The events from half an hour ago were still vivid in his mind. Since they had made their intentions clear, Lin Xuan was now bold enough to force Qin Yan's decision. He didn’t want his fate controlled by others.

According to Lin Xuan’s guess, Cloud Fairy would likely refuse such a demand due to her proud nature. He had prepared for a confrontation but things turned out better than expected.

Qin Yan frowned slightly and after some thought, she really did swear an oath to her inner demon that the events of today wouldn’t be revealed.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief; his secret was safe now. No one in tens of thousands of years had dared break such a vow.

After parting ways with Qin Yan, both flew away using their own flight techniques. However, after some thought, Lin Xuan decided not to return to Stream Leap Ravine.

Not because of Qin Yan but because he felt that even if he returned to the sect, it wouldn’t help him much. It was better to be a free and independent cultivator than to be bound by the sect’s rules.

Before coming to Stream Leap Ravine, all his treasures were with him. He had gathered tens of thousands of waste pills into a storage bracelet, enough to support his cultivation until he reached the foundation stage.

The world outside was vast; Yanzhou was just one corner of Zhao State and its cultivation level lagged behind. Although Lin Xuan hadn’t traveled much in recent years, he heard from senior elders that there were more powerful cultivators and stronger magical treasures beyond these borders.

He wanted to explore this new world.

With a plan in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. His flight technique turned into a streak of light as he flew westward.

After flying for a while, a flame flickered behind him, catching up quickly. Lin Xuan frowned and with a gentle wave of his hand, the flame was snatched by his palm—a voice transmission talisman.

Lin Xuan injected spiritual energy, and Cloud Fairy’s sweet voice echoed in his mind:

"If you don’t wish to return to Stream Leap Ravine, I won't ask for your return. I will keep my purity. If we can both form an embryo after a hundred years, I will serve by your side, practicing together to explore the Dao."

The voice transmission talisman turned into dust and drifted away, but Lin Xuan stood still, speechless. He hadn’t expected Cloud Fairy to have feelings for him.

If they could both form embryos, would they become partners in cultivation?

Embryonic stage?

That was an incredibly powerful realm. Stream Leap Ravine had never produced such a formidable cultivator over the past millennium. Qin Yan’s ambition was impressive; even though the sect elders believed she would definitely reach the Dan Stage, Qin Yan thought she could become an Embryo Stage cultivator?

And she believed that a mere mortal without a spirit root could achieve the same?

Forming embryos and practicing together?

Thinking of Qin Yan's beautiful face and perfect figure, Lin Xuan felt his heart race. But he shook his head; he was only just gaining confidence in reaching the foundation stage, far from the Embryo Stage. For now, his priority was to refine the top-grade Waste Pill.

Lin Xuan continued flying towards the distance.

Two days later, Lin Xuan stopped at a desolate mountain outside Yanzhou’s borders and entered Youzhou’s territory.

Although both were part of Zhao State, Youzhou was much larger in area and population compared to impoverished Yanzhou. The cultivation level here far surpassed that of Yanzhou. Stream Leap Ravine and Fire Spirit Sect were top-notch in Yanzhou but only second-rate sects in Youzhou with dozens of others.

The largest sect in Youzhou was the Azure Cloud Mountain, One Line Canyon, and Thunder Cloud Manor.

It was said these three sects had thousands of official disciples, mostly at the spirit agility stage. But their vast foundations hinted at the formidable power of the top three sects in Youzhou.

Moreover, there were many wandering cultivators and cultivation families here. The cultivation level here was a whole tier higher than Yanzhou.

Even the beasts here were more numerous.

Yanzhou’s poverty meant that crystal stones and cultivation materials were scarce, offering little profit. Otherwise, Fire Spirit Sect and Stream Leap Ravine wouldn’t have dominated; they would long ago have been swept away by Youzhou’s sects.

After reviewing his notes on Youzhou in his mind, Lin Xuan found a hidden cave inside the mountain.

First, he restored his cultivation energy while organizing his equipment.

This trip to Stream Leap Ravine had yielded much, but it was time to sort through everything.

Lin Xuan placed the Silver Moon Flower and Flowing Fireweed in a special wooden box made from a unique material that could preserve the spirit energy of the herbs for up to a month.

Next, he took out Clear Spirit Master’s storage bag and emptied its contents.

A clatter of objects followed as it was indeed rich; fifty-six crystal stones were all mid-grade. There were also many bottles and jars, along with several magical treasures.

Lin Xuan's gaze immediately fell on one particular magical treasure...
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That was a red Wuzhouchu, an ancient-looking sword that emitted a captivating aura of spiritual energy. It wasn't just any ordinary item; this blade was renowned in the Yanzhou cultivation realm and was a guardian treasure for the Spirit Clear True Immortal.

It was a top-grade spirit artifact, surpassing even the quality of the Azure Snow Ring. Legend had it that the sword itself possessed fire attributes, allowing it to easily trigger middle-grade Fire Spell techniques when used in attacks.

Lin Xuan held the sword with great affection, examining it meticulously before finally putting it away in his storage bracelet.

Apart from spirit artifacts and crystal stones, the storage bracelet was filled with various bottles and jars of all sizes. Opening them revealed that some contained medicinal pills while others held strange materials. Though Lin Xuan didn't recognize most of these items, as a Spirit Clear True Immortal, he wouldn't carry useless trash; everything inside must be valuable. He carefully stored away the contents.

After clearing out the Fire Spirit Sect's storage bracelet, Lin Xuan took two unexpected treasures from his storage bracelet: an jade cylinder and a greenish jade pendant.

With curiosity, Lin Xuan injected his spirit sense into them.

The jade cylinder contained a cultivation technique. It took him nearly an hour to browse through it before withdrawing his spirit sense. His face was filled with joy afterward.

It was well-known that cultivation progressed from the Flexible Spirit Period to the Tribulation Transcending Stage in eight stages, each with its own corresponding techniques.

Thus, the Flexible Spirit Period had one set of techniques, while the Foundation Establishment Period had another. At the Condensation Core Stage, even more advanced techniques were used.

The technique recorded in the jade cylinder was somewhat unique; it covered three cultivation stages: upper, middle, and lower sections.

The upper section focused on Foundation Establishment, the middle on Condensation Core, and the lower on the techniques for the Spirit婴 stage.

At first glance, this seemed unremarkable. However, since these techniques were from a single lineage, they would be more powerful than those of other cultivators at the same stage because they weren't as varied.

The previous owner, Ninth Heaven Immortal, was famous in the cultivation realm and considered a master. With his couple's strength, he had shaken up the entire Zhao State, indicating the power of this technique.

In fact, half of the jade cylinder Lin Xuan held was only part of The Nine Heavens Profound Technique; the other half belonged to Qin Yan.

The two meteors that flew out earlier gave him one. Another was taken by the Cloud Fairy, completing the set for The Nine Heavens Profound Technique.

But Lin Xuan didn't feel any regret because he couldn't use it anyway. Both halves were essentially the same—ranging from Foundation Establishment to Spirit婴—but his technique could only be practiced by men, while Qin Yan's was exclusive to women.

After putting away the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan turned his attention to the pendant. The pendant was about half a palm in size and had an ancient design on its front. The back was even more peculiar, resembling some kind of ancient script, but Lin Xuan couldn't read any of it. He examined it for hours without finding anything special.

Lin Xuan sighed, putting down the pendant. While he looked disappointed, his face showed no such emotion. Fire Spirit Sect believed that having a secret treasure would allow them to dominate Yanzhou's cultivation realm. It wasn’t just about the technique; The Nine Heavens Profound Technique was powerful but took time to show results. The real secret lay in the pendant.

Unfortunately, he had the treasures but couldn't decipher them.

But it didn’t matter. He could study them later. Instead of forcing a Fire Spirit Sect disciple to reveal the truth, Lin Xuan knew better than to be so foolish. His current strength was too low for that, and only a few high-ranking officials in the sect would know about the pendant's secrets.

Lin Xuan didn't believe he could defeat Foundation Establishment cultivators; defeating Spirit Clear True Immortal was just luck.

Putting away the jade bottle in his storage bracelet, his immediate priority was to quickly establish Foundation Establishment.

Three hours later, Lin Xuan’s spiritual energy had been replenished. However, he didn’t rush off immediately but slept for a while to fully recover his physical strength.

Then, he began pondering how to proceed with Foundation Establishment. Although he was no longer in the Cloud Flying Valley, there were still tens of thousands of waste pills in his storage bracelet. With some time and effort, refining them into upper-grade pills would be possible. He had also collected Silver Moon Flowers and Flowing Fire Grass; all necessary materials were now available.

To create top-grade pills required a secondary refinement process, which was similar to but slightly different from actual pill-making. It still needed a cauldron and sufficiently high flames.

The cauldron wasn't an issue; after defeating the Yan Tianhang father-son duo, Lin Xuan had obtained one from their remains. The problem now was obtaining the flames.

Cultivators couldn’t use ordinary mundane fire for refining pills. There were two options:先天之火 (Primordial Fire) that only Foundation Establishment cultivators could possess or 地脉之火 (Earth Vein Flame), which emerged from deep underground and had temperatures comparable to Primordial Fire, making it suitable for pill-making.

However, obtaining Earth Vein Flames was difficult. One needed either a live volcano or a Condensation Core-stage cultivator who could dig several miles into the earth using great power to summon the flames.

Moreover, ordinary Earth Vein Flames couldn’t be used directly; they required setting up an array to collect them before refining pills. Such projects were beyond his lowly strength and usually only done by sects.

It seemed he had no choice but to use Earth Vein Flames again!

The last option was still using Earth Vein Flames.

In the secular world, almost anything could be bought with enough money. The same applied to the cultivation realm; as long as one had crystal stones, most cultivation materials and items could be purchased.

Some sects sold Earth Vein Flames, sealing them in spells within talismans.

By buying enough of these talismans, he could successfully refine pills.

Unlike the border region Yanzhou, the cultivation realm in Youzhou was much more prosperous. There were several specialized markets selling cultivation materials and items.

Lin Xuan took out a jade cylinder from his pocket; it contained information about Youzhou that Lin Xuan had carefully collected while at Cloud Flying Valley. It proved useful now.

He first determined his location. Coincidentally, there was a market just over two hundred miles away.

Lin Xuan’s spirits lifted as he packed everything and transformed into a streak of light to head for the destination.

An hour later, Lin Xuan landed in the territory of Sea Dragon Sect.

In Youzhou, Sea Dragon Sect was considered an average but slightly stronger sect compared to Cloud Flying Valley. This showed that the cultivation realm in Youzhou was indeed formidable.

This market was established by Sea Dragon Sect; other sects and free cultivators could also set up stalls for a fee.

Only a few miles away from the market, Lin Xuan extended his spirit sense and found no one nearby. He took out red silk grass, drank a small amount, then transformed his appearance using his cultivation technique.

While it was unlikely anyone in Youzhou would recognize him, Lin Xuan knew that showing wealth was unwise. This trip required buying many Earth Vein Flame talismans; the transformation could prevent someone from following him.

Then, he used the Wind Controlling Technique to head towards the market.

The Sea Dragon Sect’s market was built in a vast valley with simple illusions and restrictions around it. Even if ordinary people happened upon this area, they couldn’t enter.

Looking at the cliff before him, Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment. He extended his finger, which caused ripples of air to appear as a passage materialized into another world.

Entering the market, Lin Xuan sighed in relief. This was the true cultivation realm.

Terraces and pavilions surrounded by birdsong and flowers. Before him were hundreds of steps made of jade, leading to magnificent buildings more splendid than palaces.

The entire market consisted of just one building but was vast inside, divided into small courtyards. Each courtyard housed a separate stall. Inside the large structure, there were many young men and women who lacked any spiritual energy; they were Sea Dragon Sect’s outer disciples, guiding those buying materials.

Between the courtyards were beautiful gardens filled with exotic flowers and rare animals. Soft music drifted from within.

This place was like an earthly paradise rather than a market.
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Lin Xuan was surprised, but his face remained calm. As soon as he entered the market district, a young man approached him with respect: "Greeting Master Immortal!"

"Ah," Lin Xuan nodded.

"May I ask if you are looking for materials, pills, or talismans?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback: "Do you have all of these?"

"Certainly," the youth nodded. A trace of pride flashed across his face, but he remained respectful as he said, "Our Sea Dragon Pavilion is the largest in a thousand miles around. Although we may not have everything that Foundation Establishment and Flexible Spirit period cultivators need, most can be found here."

Such a bold claim caught Lin Xuan's attention, but it also brought him some joy. This was indeed something Yanzhou could not match. He pondered for a moment: "Can you take me to the largest shop selling alchemical materials?"

"Of course," the youth led Lin Xuan through various pavilions and corridors until they arrived at an ornately decorated building.

Technically, the entire market district was one large structure, but it was made up of countless buildings, each a masterpiece of craftsmanship.

However, this particular pavilion stood out as the most grandiose among them, with a large sign hanging above: "Sea Dragon Pavilion."

It was clear that this must be Sea Dragon Sect's own business.

"Master Immortal, please!"

Upon entering, Lin Xuan was startled by the array of talismans and spiritual artifacts displayed behind the counter. He estimated there were over ten pieces of spiritual artifacts on display, though most were lower-grade. Their casual placement still amazed him.

A fat man who looked like a shopkeeper approached with a bow: "Friend Daoist, are you an outsider cultivator just arrived from Yanzhou?"

Lin Xuan felt wary upon hearing this. How did the other party know his background? Although he knew that Fire Spirit Sect's influence could not reach here, he discreetly gathered his spiritual energy.

"Haha, there's no need to be nervous," the man said. "Only cultivators arriving from Yanzhou would find this surprising."

The fat man still wore a friendly expression. Lin Xuan remained calm and replied: "I am willing to hear more."

"Of course, I will tell you everything."

After about an incense stick's time, Lin Xuan relaxed his guard. The reason the other party could deduce his background was simply because of his initial expression upon entering.

Listening to the fat man, Lin Xuan realized that Yanzhou's cultivation level was even more backward than he had imagined. This lag wasn't just due to lower overall cultivation levels but also a lack of various cultivation materials.

For instance, in Yanzhou, only elite disciples and Foundation Establishment period cultivators generally possessed spiritual artifacts. However, in Youzhou, many Fourth Stage Flexible Spirit cultivators owned at least one, even if it was low-grade. This difference highlighted the disparity between their cultivation levels.

Thus, local Youzhou cultivators wouldn't be surprised to see so many spiritual artifacts on display for business, while Yanzhou cultivators would look astonished.

Lin Xuan nodded in understanding: "That makes sense."

It seems the information collected from Elder and his senior was incomplete. He must quickly learn about Youzhou to integrate into this cultivation world.

"By the way, what do you need here?" The shopkeeper was competent; he didn't treat Lin Xuan with disdain because of his origins in a remote area.

"Do you have any books on alchemy?"

"Talismans and pills," the fat man pondered. "Yes, there are some basic ones, but more advanced ones..."

"Basic ones will suffice."

Although it was for top-grade pills, Essence Cleansing Pills were merely low-level cultivation materials in the cultivation world. Moreover, secondary refinement was simpler than regular pill-making, so basic methods would be enough.

"Please wait a moment," the shopkeeper called a young boy and instructed him. The boy promptly left with a respectful expression.

"He will fetch the alchemy method you need. Do you have anything else in mind?"

"Do you have any Fire Talismans?"

The shopkeeper didn't seem surprised by Lin Xuan's request, instead showing understanding: "It appears you wish to refine pills. Our Fire Talisman is made by Foundation Establishment period experts of Sea Dragon Sect; it's both high-quality and affordable."

After viewing the samples, Lin Xuan felt delighted. The process was simpler than expected, thanks to Youzhou's higher cultivation level. The market district gathered various materials, allowing cultivators to exchange resources. In Yanzhou, finding such items would require much effort.

However, his joy didn't last long because Fire Talismans were extremely expensive, and the cost of refining pills was high. Fortunately, he had obtained many middle-grade spirit stones from Clear Spirit Immortal's storage bag after killing him. But after purchasing the Fire Talisman, Lin Xuan found himself with little left.

"By the way, do you want to refine a Middle-Grade Essence Cleansing Pill?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback: "How did you know?"

"Because your cultivation level is at the peak of Flexible Spirit stage, you must want to refine a Middle-Grade Essence Cleansing Pill to advance to Foundation Establishment."

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan nearly gasped. The reason was simple; only cultivators of the same realm could use Inner Vision to check each other's cultivation levels, but that was considered impolite in the cultivation world. He hadn't felt him using Inner Vision.

"Haha, there's no need to be surprised," the man said. "The old Inner Vision technique required active use to check one's cultivation level. But our improved version can automatically detect your cultivation level just by looking at you once you learn it. This method costs a hundred crystal stones; do you want to try?"

"A hundred crystal stones?" Lin Xuan's expression froze. It would be better to rob, but the cultivation level in Youzhou was impressive. The Inner Vision technique had been improved so much that one shouldn't underestimate its simplicity—it could have significant daily utility.

"Really?"

"Certainly. Our Sea Dragon Pavilion items may be a bit expensive, but their quality is guaranteed; we won't deceive fellow cultivators with fake goods."

Hearing the fat man's words, Lin Xuan smiled and increased his liking for him. The price was high, but as long as it was worth it: "Show me your Inner Vision technique."
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A moment later, Lin Xuan withdrew his spirit consciousness from the jade cylinder and took a deep breath. "I'll take this cultivation technique."

He stored the Earth Fire Talisman, the pill book, and the new Spirit Eye Technique in his storage bracelet. With everything he wanted to buy now complete, Lin Xuan was about to leave the Dragon Sea Pavilion when the shopkeeper called him back: "Friend Daoist, wait a moment."

Lin Xuan paused, slightly surprised. "Is there something else?"

The fat man hesitated for a moment and then said, "Do you want to refine pills? How confident are you in your abilities?"

Lin Xuan frowned but remained silent.

"Please don't misunderstand me. I'm just asking because this store has an herb that can significantly increase the success rate of refining pills."

"Such a thing exists?" Lin Xuan's expression showed some surprise as well. Although he was only at the Flexible Spirit Period, he had been on the cultivation path for four years and had heard enough about the world to know that no one had ever mentioned an herb that could boost the success rate of refining pills.

"The friend Daoist need not worry. I swear by my word; this is a genuine discovery and there are very few such herbs available."

Lin Xuan was still skeptical, but for a cultivator, pills were crucial for enhancing cultivation and breaking through barriers, making them extremely valuable. However, the process of refining pills often failed, so if something could increase success rates, it would have caused a stir in the cultivation world.

"I won't lie to you; this herb is only effective for Essence Cleansing Pills," the fat man explained, sensing Lin Xuan's doubts. "This perseverance grass can only boost the success rate of refining Essence Cleansing Pills, which makes it perfect for your level."

"Doesn't matter if it's a lower-grade or higher-grade Essence Cleansing Pill?"

"Yes, regardless of whether you're refining a lower-grade, middle-grade, upper-grade, or even top-grade pill. This herb can increase the success rate," the fat man boasted confidently. "I've already told you that our items may be slightly more expensive, but their quality is guaranteed."

Seeing how confident the shopkeeper was and considering the good deal he had just gotten at the Dragon Sea Pavilion, Lin Xuan became interested. He had tens of thousands of waste pills in his possession, so there would be no problem with high-grade pills, but silver moon flowers and flowery grass were scarce.

"Alright, I'll wait until tomorrow to rent a shop," said Lin Xuan as he decided on the spot. "I need six hours to prepare."

Lin Xuan left the Dragon Sea Pavilion without lingering. After confirming that no one was following him with his spirit consciousness, he immediately flew away. Half an hour later, Lin Xuan landed in a remote area where it was deserted. The Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique had expired, and he returned to his true appearance.

Closing his eyes, he thought about the scene at the market. He felt a bit too ostentatious with his wealth, but that didn't matter since no one knew who he really was. The ability to change appearances was indeed useful.

Lin Xuan aimed for the Foundation Establishment stage and needed this perseverance grass. As for not having enough crystals, he had already thought of a solution. He now just needed to wait six hours so he could use the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique again. While waiting, Lin Xuan took out the jade cylinder from his pocket and delved into it.

Finding a suitable spot, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began circulating spirit energy. The improved jade cylinder was indeed magical, but as an initial technique, it required no effort for him to master easily.

Next, he took out the pill book and started reading carefully. Six hours passed unnoticed.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and looked at the sky. Night had fallen, but that didn't matter since the market operated for twelve hours a day. He used the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to change his appearance again before flying back.

"Immortal Master."

This time, he was greeted by a young girl around seventeen or eighteen years old. She wasn't particularly beautiful, but she was very perceptive and also an outer door disciple of the Dragon Sea Sect.

"I want to rent a shop here. Where should I go to handle the paperwork?"

Without waiting for her to ask, Lin Xuan directly stated his requirements.

"Come with me if you wish to set up a stall."

The girl led the way while Lin Xuan followed at a steady pace. After navigating through numerous pavilions and buildings, they arrived at a small courtyard.

"This is where it is."

The girl bowed and gestured for him to enter. Inside, there were five or six cultivators sitting or standing around.

Two were at the early Flexible Spirit stage, two at the middle stage, and Lin Xuan was pleased—his newly learned Spirit Eye Technique had proven effective. He could easily determine their cultivation levels without needing to use it.

However, when his gaze fell on the last cultivator, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. He couldn't tell anything about him.

The old man looked to be in his fifties or sixties with a kind face and gentle eyes, but Lin Xuan could not determine his cultivation level. Could he be at the Foundation Establishment stage?

With this thought, Lin Xuan adopted a respectful expression on his face, even though he didn't necessarily respect him.

"Salutations, senior."

"Haha, you don't need to be so formal. Everyone here is a guest. Are you looking to rent a shop?" "Yes, but I only want it for one day. Is that okay?"

"Of course," the old man said calmly. "However, short-term rentals are more expensive. The daily rental fee is five crystals."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan quickly completed the paperwork and received a waist badge and an improved jade cylinder from the old man.

"This waist badge serves as proof of your shop lease, and the instructions in this jade cylinder will guide you on how to operate your stall. I wish you good business."

"Thank you, senior," Lin Xuan said happily before leaving.

After exiting the courtyard, Lin Xuan's smile gradually faded. He inserted his spirit consciousness into the jade cylinder and read through it. Following its guidance, he arrived at his shop.

"Brother Zhang, did you hear? A new shop selling Essence Cleansing Pills has opened in the southwest corner of the market."

"Friend Daoist Li also knows about this. Let's go quickly before all the medicinal herbs are sold out."

Half an hour later, low-grade cultivators in the market heard a piece of news: a new shop named "Pill Room" had just opened.

Although it wasn't particularly eye-catching from the outside, it sold Essence Cleansing Pills that could strengthen and enhance the cultivation abilities of low-grade cultivators.

Compared to the remote region of Yanzhou, the level of cultivation in Youzhou was indeed higher, with various materials, talismans, and spirit artifacts available at the market. However, there were no medicinal pills to boost one's strength.

While some shops did sell medicinal pills, they mostly focused on healing or strengthening purposes, which weren't particularly attractive to cultivators.

Essence Cleansing Pills, however, were different. Although only suitable for Flexible Spirit stage cultivators, they could significantly enhance one's abilities. Even the major sects in Youzhou had limited supplies of medicinal pills for their disciples, making this small shop very popular from the start.

Due to high demand and short supply, the price of lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pills skyrocketed, rising from one crystal per pill to three crystals.

The shop didn't have any assistants; instead, a pale-faced middle-aged man served as the shopkeeper. Despite the booming business, he remained expressionless, which made many suspicious cultivators hesitate before deciding whether to act.

This person was Lin Xuan, using the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to conceal his appearance. He wasn't just buying perseverance grass; after successfully establishing a Foundation, Essence Cleansing Pills would no longer be useful. It was better to sell them and use the proceeds to buy more crystals.

Therefore, besides keeping some waste pills for refining high-grade pills, Lin Xuan sold all lower-grade pills. However, he kept middle-grade pills since even the three major sects in Youzhou had limited supplies of middle-grade refined pills, making it too conspicuous if he bought them.

In cultivation, one must be discreet to survive.

Although renting a shop for an entire day took only half an hour, Lin Xuan sold all his lower-grade pills and ended up with nearly five thousand crystals.

"Everyone, we've run out of medicinal pills. Please come early tomorrow."

The cultivators sighed as they left after hearing the yellow-faced middle-aged man's words. They had missed their chance to buy medicinal pills that could strengthen their cultivation abilities. After some hesitation, they reluctantly dispersed.

Once everyone was gone, Lin Xuan closed his shop door but didn't show any joy from making a large profit. While crystals were useful, they also brought trouble. Inside the market, he was protected by the Dragon Sea Sect, but once outside, there was no guarantee that someone wouldn't have evil intentions.
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Leaving the marketplace, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of seriousness. He immediately took out the Jade Ice Ring and flew towards a distant location with his遁光. Not long after he left, a thick black fog suddenly appeared in the air.

Two Foundation Establishment stage魔者 emerged from the mist.

"Actually, we are supposed to track down a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator with just two of us?"

"Don't underestimate that kid. Although his cultivation is not high, he used over a thousand Essence Nourishing Pills and Root Cultivation Pills. Such a person doesn’t seem like an ordinary wandering cultivator. The Master instructed..."

The voice gradually lowered as the two transformed into streaks of black light, vanishing in the direction Lin Xuan had flown.

The mantis catching the cicada, the oriole behind it. Not long after they left, several more cultivators appeared from another part of the marketplace. They wore snow-white robes with sea dragon patterns embroidered at the bottom hem.

"Hmph, those fellows from the Extreme Demon Cave have come to cause trouble in our Sea Dragon Sect."

"Hehe, Brother, there's no need for you to be angry. Although these魔者 are arrogant and domineering, they still respect this sect. It’s that junior cultivator who acted so recklessly and used over a thousand pills within half an hour. Even though the Essence Cleansing Pills are at the lowest grade, using one thousand in one go is too extravagant. Not only would it be tempting for other cultivators, but I believe many of our fellow practitioners have also harbored thoughts of robbing him since he left the marketplace and no longer had our protection. The Extreme Demon Cave fellows acting now wouldn’t diminish our sect’s prestige."

The leading cultivator from Sea Dragon Sect grunted, but his expression suggested he wasn't going to pursue further.

Lin Xuan's遁光 was incredibly fast, leaving the two魔者 in awe. In terms of speed, this kid didn't fall short even compared to Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

As people became sparser, the two魔者 were about to make a move when a vast forest suddenly appeared before their eyes. Lin Xuan flew into it.

After landing, Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim. His divine sense was far stronger than that of his peers, so he had long detected the trackers. However, to fool them, he pretended not to know anything.

This situation was expected. Earning several thousand crystal stones would certainly arouse the greed of other cultivators, but he hadn't anticipated attracting Foundation Establishment stage experts.

If it were just one person, Lin Xuan still had a chance to escape; two people...

Fortunately, he had prepared for this contingency.

Lin Xuan's face showed a sneer. Despite his dangerous situation, he remained calm and unflustered.

About fifteen minutes later, the two魔者 arrived above the forest. Although the trees below blocked their view, they paid no mind, as long as they released their divine sense, they could easily locate that kid’s position.

This remote wilderness was an excellent place to kill and snatch treasures.

"Did you find him?"

"Strange, I clearly saw him enter, but his divine sense suddenly vanished. There's only a low-grade Foundation Establishment stage cultivator here."

"A low-grade Foundation Establishment stage cultivator?"

The two魔者 exchanged glances, then descended together.

"Young man, did you see an adult around thirty years old with a pale face come in?"

In the middle of the forest was a large open space. A young man about twenty years old, with an ordinary appearance, was diligently practicing the Ice Needle Technique.

"Ah, Senior, greetings." The young man's expression was dazed and confused as he stuttered: "N-no."

"Senior, your cultivation is so high. Can you... take me on as a disciple?"

"Take you as a disciple?" The taller魔者 sneered and scanned the surroundings with his divine sense again but found nothing.

"Did you really not see anyone else come in?"

"Yes, how could I dare deceive seniors? Please take me on as your disciple!"

The魔者 had no patience to listen. They didn't believe that a living person would just vanish so easily. The two split up to search, but after half an hour, they still found nothing.

Reluctantly, they left with their heads hanging low.

Watching the duo's遁光 disappear on the horizon, the dazed and foolish expression gradually faded from Lin Xuan’s face, replaced by a shrewd and capable demeanor.

He wiped the sweat from his forehead. Lucky guess, he thought. After leaving the trackers' sight, Lin Xuan first removed the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to reveal his true appearance, then drank some Red Silk Grass Green Liquid to conceal his cultivation.

Although the魔者 had suspected his identity earlier and scanned him several times, they couldn’t find any flaws since Lin Xuan hadn't used a disguise. Moreover, the Red Silk Grass Green Liquid was incredibly powerful; even with Improved Spirit Eye Technique, it couldn't read the hidden part of his cultivation.

The two魔者 considered themselves highly skilled and didn’t believe that a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator could play tricks on them. They were successfully deceived by Lin Xuan.

Of course, there was still some risk involved. If the two魔者 failed to find their target, they might take it out on him...

But this still fell within Lin Xuan’s plans. In the heavenly realm, although brutal and ruthless, cultivators were just as concerned about face as魔者. As a Foundation Establishment stage expert, making things difficult for a Flexible Spirit Period rookie was too embarrassing.

Everything unfolded exactly as Lin Xuan had anticipated. Although unwilling to leave, the two魔者 eventually had no choice but to depart.

The danger was over, yet Lin Xuan didn’t show any joy on his face. Using wit to repel enemies inevitably involved luck, and he disliked this sense of unease.

If he had sufficient strength, he wouldn't have needed such trouble; anyone with ill intentions could be directly eliminated.

One must control one's destiny in their own hands.

Standing still for a moment, Lin Xuan left the area. This incident was a wake-up call for him. Cultivation was a world where might made right, and only strength mattered. The pressing need now was to enhance his strength and quickly reach Foundation Establishment stage.
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The next day, Lin Xuan used the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to change his appearance and arrived at Dragon Sea Pavilion as scheduled. He bought the预定恒心草and everything went smoothly.

During his time in the market district, he heard many cultivators discussing someone who had spent a large sum of money on Essence Cleansing Pills the previous day, throwing out thousands of them at once.

This made Lin Xuan realize that he had been somewhat careless yesterday. Although he was now safe, it had been quite dangerous. In the future, even with his ability to change appearance, he couldn't be so reckless anymore.

After leaving the market district, Lin Xuan used his light travel technique to head north. According to the information he had gathered, northern Youzhou was sparsely populated. He wanted to find a secluded location there to refine top-grade Essence Cleansing Pills and break through to the Foundation Establishment stage.

Three days later, Lin Xuan landed on a desolate mountain.

Looking around, the surroundings were rugged with few people but many beasts. It was an excellent place for seclusion and cultivation.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he surveyed the area and finally chose a cave.

The cave was located on a steep cliff, reachable only by birds; ordinary beasts and humans couldn't climb it. Lin Xuan summoned his flying sword to tidy up the cave, quickly creating a simple abode. Then, he took out a talisman from his pocket.

This was the last array talisman. A hint of reluctance flashed across his face before he activated his essence energy to release it.

The essence energy triggered the sealing array, and the burning paper turned into a small yin-yang symbol that rapidly grew in size, flying out of the cave to cover its entirety.

With the restrictions set up, Lin Xuan rested for a night. By early morning, his physical and spiritual energies were fully restored before he began refining the pills.

First, he prepared the ingredients.

Purifying Essence Cleansing Pills was now second nature to Lin Xuan. Although high-grade pills required more effort, with his current cultivation level, it only took him three days to purify one hundred high-grade pills.

He had silver moon flowers and flowing fire grass, and successfully acquired the perseverance grass as well.

However, he wouldn't start refining without caution; after all, this was his first time. Failure would be more likely than success.

Time passed like water, and a year went by.

In these past six months, although Lin Xuan's cultivation hadn't improved, his spiritual energy had become even stronger, and he gained some understanding of the pill refinement technique.

One morning, Lin Xuan decided to start refining top-grade Essence Cleansing Pills.

He took out a small cauldron from his storage bracelet. The metal it was made of was unknown, with an ancient design. Four sacred beasts—Phoenix, Azure Dragon, White Tiger, and Black Tortoise—were carved on the surface, lifelike and not like ordinary items.

Then, he arranged several crystal stones in the shape of the Big Dipper.

"Activate."

Lin Xuan threw the cauldron into the air, forming a ball with his hands to inject essence energy into the crystals. The Big Dipper pattern lit up, emitting seven colorful beams from each crystal that converged and lifted the cauldron.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he took out a small bottle next to him, threw it skyward, and cast a spell at the cauldron.

A white light shot out of the cauldron, exploding the bottle into pieces. The high-grade Essence Cleansing Pills were sucked in like a whale swallowing water. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, adding silver moon flowers and flowing fire grass. Another powder was made from the perseverance grass.

After preparing all the ingredients, Lin Xuan flipped his hand, revealing a fiery red talisman—Earth Fire Talisman—for low-grade cultivators to refine pills. He flew it down to the cauldron.

Although he had refined hundreds of ordinary pills before, condensing top-grade Essence Cleansing Pills would be much more difficult and time-consuming than usual.

Based on Lin Xuan's estimation, at least forty-nine days were needed. Any mistake during this period could lead to failure.

With his materials, there was no room for a second attempt; only success mattered.

Time passed quietly.

A month had gone by...

Finally, it was the fortieth day.

Looking at the cauldron surrounded by flames, Lin Xuan exhaled lightly. Everything went smoothly. The secondary refinement wasn't difficult, and with his thorough preparation and the perseverance grass powder to boost the chances of success, he expected this top-grade Essence Cleansing Pill to be successfully refined.

Although he lacked a spiritual root, relying on the almost miraculous effects of top-grade pills, if he couldn't succeed in Foundation Establishment, it would defy logic!

Lin Xuan's face showed a smile. However, just as he was about to relax, a faint collision sound reached his ears.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and his expression turned grim.

Unlucky for him, someone had come at this moment. The sound was the alarm triggered by the array being disturbed.

Lin Xuan cast several spells to stabilize the cauldron and Earth Fire, then released his spirit sense. A cultivator of about forty years old appeared at the entrance.

Perfection Realm Completion Stage.

Seeing the cultivator's cultivation level, Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly. As long as he wasn't a Foundation Establishment stage or higher expert, it was fine. Due to consuming large amounts of Ginseng Essence, his spiritual energy was extremely pure and stronger than that of his peers at the same stage.

After some thought, Lin Xuan activated his essence energy, sending a message: "Friend, stop here. This is my abode. I don't like people disturbing me; please leave!"

Tan Ming heard the transmission, looking at the array before him, feeling uncertain and hesitant. "A guest from afar, why should you reject me? We are destined to meet by chance. Why not let me come in for a chat?"

Although Tan Ming's words seemed polite, Lin Xuan sneered. In the cultivation world, might was right; whether it was orthodox or evil, killing and looting were common.

In Dragon Sea Valley, he had heard from his senior brothers and elders that cultivators often chose secluded locations to seclude themselves because being disturbed during practice could lead to going astray. If they encountered a stranger, there was a high chance of them taking advantage of the situation to attack or bully the sequestered cultivator.

Tan Ming's words were just a test. Once he confirmed Lin Xuan was in a critical phase of refining pills, he would take advantage...

A hint of gloom flashed across Lin Xuan's face. If Tan Ming had ill intentions, there was no need for further discussion; act first and suffer later. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and cast several spells at the array.

Tan Ming waited after sending his message but received no response, a hint of joy crossing his face. He seemed to have hit the jackpot by encountering a cultivator in seclusion today.

From the situation, it appeared that the other party's cultivation technique was at a critical stage, making it inconvenient for movement.

Although he had murderous thoughts, Tan Ming was cautious. Someone who could set up an array before their abode must be powerful; he likely had a Foundation Establishment level cultivator.

However, this speculation didn't deter him; instead, it made him more excited. The higher the other party's strength, the richer they would be. What did he have to fear?

He patted his storage bag and summoned a short gun-like灵器.

Just as Tan Ming was about to act, the sky suddenly darkened. It was daytime but so dark that one couldn't see five fingers in front of their face. A huge yin-yang symbol appeared on the heavens.

"An illusion?" Tan Ming's heart raced as he realized he had fallen into the other party's array. The surprise and suspicion surged within him.

Can't they act? How could they activate the array now? Had his estimation been wrong?

He rolled his eyes, a cunning expression appearing: "Friend, what are you doing? I have no ill intentions!"

"Without ill intentions?"

Lin Xuan's face was full of mockery. He ignored Tan Ming and cast another red light into the array.

Suddenly, the yin-yang symbol in the sky began to spin faster and faster, pouring down fiery rain.

Tan Ming was startled and quickly activated his defensive barrier. Then, he summoned a palm-sized treasure that instantly expanded to several meters, floating above him.

"Defensive spirit tool?" Although Lin Xuan was deep inside the abode, using his spiritual sense, he saw everything clearly outside.
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Lin Xuan's face flashed with surprise, but he quickly dispelled it.

In the realm of low-grade cultivators, he had seen many things, but a defensive spiritual artifact was something he had never encountered before. From a certain perspective, such artifacts were more valuable than offensive ones.

"Learn to take hits before you learn to hit," this saying from secular martial artists also applied in the cultivation world. In combat, it could be even more perilous; a single misstep and blood would spill five steps, with one's head being taken off by an opponent.

Thus, before engaging in battle, both sides would set up layers of prohibitions, qi shields, defensive talismans, and higher-grade spiritual artifacts around their bodies. Otherwise, no matter how high your cultivation or how intricate your spells, if you had no protection, it was still a matter of life and death.

From the strength of the protective shield formed by spiritual artifacts, they naturally offered the greatest defense, drawing many cultivators to them. However, except for top-grade spiritual artifacts that could come with their own shields, other grades of spiritual artifacts had more singular attributes.

Considering this, it was not surprising that Lin Xuan hadn't seen one before. But then he thought about it; in Youzhou, a region where cultivation levels were relatively high, and the opponent being a grandperfect stage cultivator, having such an artifact wasn’t so outlandish after all.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as his hands moved without pause. Seeing the fire rain blocked by the spiritual artifact, he cast another spell from the array.

The spells split into two, then four, and finally eight. The eight trigrams in the sky began to change shape, becoming smaller but multiplying in number.

Instead of spilling out fire rain, they now shot out red beams of light.

Tan Ming’s face turned a bit black as he cast another spell and pointed at the spiritual artifact above his head. It instantly transformed into a round ball, enveloping him completely.

He was a grandperfect stage cultivator after all, and Tan Ming could already tell that he was trapped by an array talisman. Unlike a formation flag or disk, which required more energy to maintain, this array talisman had much less power.

Given the situation, Tan Ming felt confident that as long as he endured through this round of attacks and exhausted the array talisman’s energy, he could break free from the restrictions and enter the cave to finish off his opponent.

Thinking about the likely possibility of a core foundation expert inside who was stuck due to reaching a critical point in cultivation, Tan Ming felt a malicious satisfaction at the thought of being able to slaughter them without resistance.

"Just hold on for a bit longer," Tan Ming told himself. He licked his lips and stared with vicious and greedy eyes.

Suddenly, a clear call echoed through the air as the darkness was pierced by a giant bird with three eyes and one claw. "Go!" Lin Xuan pointed at the bird.

Outside the cave, countless red beams of light fell like raindrops. Tan Ming poured more energy into the spiritual artifact, desperately defending against the attacks. Although it was strenuous, he felt quite smug.

Opponent launching such a fierce attack must be nervous and afraid to finish him off in one go. As long as he endured through this round of attacks and exhausted the array talisman’s energy, he could break free from the restrictions and enter the cave to clean up the mess.

Thinking about the likely core foundation expert inside who was stuck due to reaching a critical point in cultivation, Tan Ming felt a malicious satisfaction at the thought of being able to slaughter them without resistance.

"Only hold on for a bit longer," Tan Ming told himself. He licked his lips and stared with vicious and greedy eyes as he heard the sounds of surprise and anger from outside.

Lin Xuan remained calm; with his current cultivation level and treasures, eliminating an opponent at the same level wasn’t difficult. "For greed, one dies; for food, a bird perishes." Since he had acted on his desire, he was prepared to fall.

Lin Xuan focused his attention back on the medicinal pills. He took out a fire from the earth talisman...

Half an hour later, a fragrant aroma filled the cave as Lin Xuan’s face lit up with joy, quickly replaced by gravity.

It was now the critical moment for forming the pill; he couldn’t afford to be careless. After some contemplation, Lin Xuan activated the Green Snow Ring, pouring in more energy. Soon, a pure white flame appeared in the air.

Primordial Fire!

Only core foundation experts could use it, but with his top-grade spiritual artifact, Lin Xuan managed to use it as well, though at great cost to his mana.

Compared to earth vein fire, primordial fire was better for alchemy.

This was a critical moment for whether the top-grade wash-spirit pill would succeed. Lin Xuan had no choice but to take a risk.

As he poured in mana and released the primordial fire, he carefully controlled the temperature of the medicinal pill. Half an hour later, with a loud bang, the qi scattered everywhere, even lifting the lid off the cauldron.

Seeing this unexpected change, Lin Xuan was not worried; he didn’t bother resting as he cast a white light from his hand. The light enveloped the cauldron and brought it back.

The room filled with fragrance as Lin Xuan examined the pill. Its color, smell, and even its surface glow matched those described in ancient texts. This legendary medicinal pill indeed lived up to its reputation.

Lin Xuan carefully stored the wash-spirit pill and the cauldron before sitting cross-legged. He held two crystal stones in his hands, replenishing his mana.

Unlike absorbing natural qi, using crystal stones was much faster; within a quarter of an hour, Lin Xuan’s mana was fully restored.

The middle-grade crystal stones lost their luster as Lin Xuan smiled and left the cave.

The energy from the Yin-Yang Eight Trigram Formation had been depleted by about seventy percent. The spirit of the giant bird also seemed to be weakening. Lin Xuan was surprised; it appeared that the unexpected guest’s strength was stronger than he had imagined.

But regardless, he was already dead. Tan Ming's corpse lay on the ground.

Lin Xuan pointed his finger at the body, and a translucent soul emerged, filled with fear as it looked at the smiling youth. "Friend, please spare me! You must have misunderstood; I truly had no ill intentions!"

"Hmph, still trying to lie?"

"Please, spare my life! My physical body is destroyed, leaving only a solitary spirit. Have pity on me!"

Lin Xuan remained indifferent and ignored Tan Ming's pleas. It wasn’t because he was cruel but rather that mercy for the enemy meant cruelty for oneself.

Lin Xuan didn't want to leave any hidden dangers due to his compassion.

He took out the Hundred Soul Banner.

"Magic artifact?"

The ghostly spirits screamed as they tried to escape, but with the Yin-Yang Eight Trigram Formation around them, they were like flies trapped in a cage.

Ghostly mists emerged from the banner and enveloped one of the spirits...

Black light flashed, making the Hundred Soul Banner even more ominous. Lin Xuan nodded; adding another soul increased its power slightly.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to kill anyone but wasn't against using his enemies' souls to enhance the magic artifact's strength.

According to the cultivation technique, this was a growing-type magical treasure that grew stronger with each absorbed soul.

After tidying up the mess, Lin Xuan looked around the cave. It was time to leave.

Fortunately, today’s visitor was a low-grade cultivator; if it had been a core foundation expert, the consequences would have been unimaginable. Although nothing serious happened, this experience served as a reminder for Lin Xuan that cultivation involved many dangers and shouldn’t be disturbed. He needed a safer place to break through his bottleneck.

"Seal!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the giant bird, and its soul transformed into a fiery talisman, which he took in hand. Then he thoroughly cleaned out the dead cultivator’s storage bag, taking everything of value, especially the defensive cloth, which was exactly what he needed.

He then summoned his flying sword, and with a burst of light, the entire mountain collapsed into rubble, erasing all traces of cultivation activity. Tan Ming's body was buried under the debris.

Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction before vanishing as a blue light, heading towards the horizon.
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Yōu Zhōu had ninety-nine cities, with "Tiān Shuǐ" being one of the largest in its southern region. Located along a major transportation route, it was bustling and teeming with commerce and people.

Three days later, Lin Xuan arrived at the outskirts of Tiān Shuǐ City. After reviewing the city's information mentally, he nodded satisfactorily. Establishing his foundation here would indeed be an excellent choice.

Most cultivators chose secluded locations for their seclusion, as they were most concerned about being disturbed while practicing techniques. Some even opened their dwellings in dangerous places like the Yin Hu Valley or the Ten Thousand Mountains to achieve tranquility. However, such solitude often attracted unwanted attention from beasts and resulted in their demise.

Last time when he refined a top-grade pill, Lin Xuan had chosen a remote wilderness for its concealment. Despite his efforts, an unexpected visitor still found him, though it was a close call. This experience made him break out in cold sweats.

Fortunately, this time he only needed to refine a pill; the risk of establishing his foundation would be much higher. After careful consideration, Lin Xuan finally devised a foolproof plan: "Hide in plain sight."

In accordance with conventional logic, cultivators chose remote and harsh locations for their seclusion. Why not reverse this trend and choose a bustling metropolis instead? Few cultivators sought to linger in the mortal world; thus, his chances of encountering danger would be lower.

The sky was still early when Lin Xuan approached Tiān Shuǐ City unhurriedly. The sturdy walls were constructed from massive stones that weighed hundreds of pounds each, and a wide moat protected the entrance. At the gate stood a row of imposing soldiers.

Entering the city, Lin Xuan marveled at the densely packed buildings and bustling crowds. It had been ages since he walked among mortals after embarking on his cultivation path.

Chasing immortality did not mean renouncing all desires; it was merely one means to that end. Therefore, when he saw a "Xiān Jí Fú" (Sweet Fragrance Prosperity) tavern nearby, Lin Xuan immediately entered and ordered an entire table of delicacies.

After feasting, he called the waiter over: "Waiter, do you have any fine properties for sale in Tiān Shuǐ City?"

"Yes, sir. The Li family in the southern part of the city or the Zhang family in the eastern suburbs..."

Lin Xuan interrupted him with a frown. "I want to buy an estate."

The old man's face lit up: "One hundred taels of silver."

"One hundred taels?" Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly understood. The true value of this estate far exceeded that price, but it was being sold cheaply as a haunted house.

After paying the money and signing the deed, Lin Xuan began to explore his new home. He would establish his foundation here for some time.

Unlike advancing in cultivation techniques, transitioning from the灵动 stage to the筑基 stage signified a leap in cultivation realms. Success meant not only a qualitative change in internal energy but also a transformation of one's body through the washing and purifying process described in the Book of Changes (易经), doubling his lifespan.

Before that, he had something else to do. Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. After a moment, he smiled playfully when he opened his eyes again.

Lin Xuan walked into the rear garden, where an unremarkable small house stood unlocked. Pushing open the door, he found the interior dimly lit despite it being daytime. The temperature seemed to drop significantly in an instant.

"Whim! Whim!"

A woman's sobs echoed from a corner of the room, and furniture began to shake inexplicably.

Lin Xuan frowned but showed no interest in playing with a ghost. He closed his eyes, channeling internal energy into his right hand, which emitted a white light that transformed into a giant palm, reaching for the corner of the room.

The sound of a wailing ghost abruptly ceased as it was replaced by a terrified scream. A shadow appeared and darted towards the door.

"Trying to run?"

Lin Xuan's divine sense activated, transforming the palm into shimmering ropes that bound the ghostly figure.

"Pardon me, sir! Pardon me!" The ghost revealed itself to be a sixteen-year-old girl with a delicate appearance. Lin Xuan sized her up and pondered.

It wasn't because of her beauty; he had noticed she was a pure yin entity.

In the cultivation world, entities with pure yin bodies could become ghost cultivators. Unlike ordinary厉鬼 (angry spirits), these ghosts retained their intelligence but could solidify into forms after deepening their cultivation.

Cultivators could become immortals, and so could ghost cultivators if they successfully transcended their trials to become ghost immortals.

In other words, a pure yin entity was akin to a living person with a灵根 (spirit root), but much rarer. Typically, only one in tens of thousands of ghosts would be lucky enough to have such an entity.

Of those fortunate ones, the chance of becoming a ghost cultivator was even slimmer—less than ten percent. Talent alone wasn't enough; someone had to introduce them into the cultivation path.

Lin Xuan secretly observed the young girl. She grew more frightened as he stared at her silently. She only wanted peace in this estate and hadn't done anything wrong.

Although she had been a ghost for a short time, she had heard of cultivators' legends—immortals who could refine ghosts to create magical treasures.

"Your name?" Lin Xuan asked when the girl's fear reached its peak.

"Línér."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. They shared the same surname. He carefully examined her again before speaking: "Do you want me to spare your life?"

"Yes, please, sir! I really haven't done anything wrong."

"Alright, but you must recognize me as your master."

"Recognize a master?"

"Yes, if you do so, not only will I spare your life, but I can also teach you the methods of ghost cultivation. In time, you'll solidify into a form and achieve immortality."

Lin Xuan's voice was alluring. He wasn't suddenly compassionate; he was considering his own benefits.

Encountering a pure yin entity was a great fortune for cultivators. Cultivator strength came from various sources: cultivation level, pills, crystals, and magical treasures.

However, this was the usual case. The path of cultivation encompassed many aspects—refining pills, drawing talismans, crafting tools, setting up arrays, and more. Keeping powerful insects or signing with formidable beasts were also ways to enhance one's strength.

But raising such creatures required immense effort. It would be wiser to focus on personal cultivation rather than spending so much time and energy.

However, encountering a pure yin entity was different. By forming a master-servant contract with him, the ghost could cultivate independently without expending any of his own energy. He would gain an obedient servant who would grow stronger over time.

In fact, a pure yin entity could double one's cultivation strength.

Such benefits were known to all cultivators, but finding such entities was incredibly difficult. Even condensation-stage cultivators spent decades searching in areas with heavy阴气 (yin energy) without success. Lin Xuan's luck had been exceptionally good.
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Heart racing with excitement, Lin Xuan maintained a calm expression on the surface as he explained to Little Yin Soul all the benefits of being his master.

"Forming a body and achieving immortality through cultivation." Lin Er was deeply moved by these words. Given her current situation, she had no other choice but to agree happily.

Lin Xuan pricked his finger and let a drop of blood fall into Lin Er's soul, completing the master recognition ritual with Daoist techniques. Even if she could eventually transcend the heavenly tribulation and become an Immortal Ghost, she would still have to obey him.

Next, he took out an empty jade cylinder and copied a cultivation technique for ghost dao inside it. This technique was something Lin Xuan had stumbled upon by chance; although just introductory level, it was sufficient for now. Once he successfully established his foundation, he could help her find better techniques later.

With the matter settled, Lin Xuan began to push towards the Foundation Establishment stage of cultivation. He chose a secluded room with abundant qi and started practicing. After consuming an upper-grade Essence Cleansing Pill, he sat in meditation to refine his essence.

The legendary medicinal pills were indeed different. Originally, eating high-grade pills was almost ineffective for him, but after downing this top-grade pill, Lin Xuan felt a refreshing coolness. He didn't waste any time and began the grand circulation technique.

After fully refining the drug's effects, he felt that his cultivation had improved slightly despite not having reached Foundation Establishment.

He wasn’t disappointed; this was expected. In the immortal cultivation world, no ordinary person had ever reached the Foundation Establishment stage in tens of thousands of years. Even with a miraculous top-grade pill, things wouldn't be smooth sailing for him either.

Continuing to practice, more than three months passed.

The door creaked open after nearly a hundred days of closure. Lin Xuan stepped out.

"Mistress!"

A sweet voice called out. Turning around, he saw Little Yin Soul floating over. Compared to before, her form was clearer and she no longer feared sunlight. It seemed that during these hundred days, she had made significant progress in ghost dao cultivation.

"Have you successfully established your foundation?"

Lin Xuan nodded. The difficulties faced by those without a spirit root were beyond imagination. Qin Yan could easily establish her foundation with just a middle-grade pill, but for him, he almost finished an entire furnace of top-grade pills before barely succeeding.

---

Recalling the past was painful. Lin Xuan didn't dwell on the hardships; instead, he clenched his fist and felt the abundant qi. All the hard work hadn’t been in vain—he was now a Foundation Establishment cultivator.

"Mistress, what's wrong? You're not feeling well."

Lin Er, clever as she was, could tell that Lin Xuan was gloomy. As they had a master-servant contract, he didn't need to hide everything from her.

"Nothing," he shook his head. He was worried about future cultivation. While entering the Foundation Establishment stage was good, for someone without a spirit root like him, it was even harder.

With previous experience, Lin Xuan knew that mere effort wasn’t enough; ordinary cultivators needed to consume large amounts of pills to achieve anything.

Although he still had some top-grade Essence Cleansing Pills and thousands more in his storage ring as waste pills, the type of pills required for each cultivation stage varied. Even with these top-grade pills, they wouldn't help his current cultivation level at all.

At the Foundation Establishment stage, two types of pills were needed: Base Foundation Pill and Cultivation Root Pill.

The Base Foundation Pill worked similarly to an Essence Cleansing Pill for a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator, while the Cultivation Root Pill, as its name suggested, could strengthen the body, expand meridians, and allow more qi to be stored. It was auxiliary in nature.

Don’t underestimate it; although the Foundation Establishment stage was one level higher, it still served as a foundation for the long journey of cultivation.

It was said that consuming more Cultivation Root Pills increased the chances of entering the Condensation Core Stage, but this was just legend and meaningless to Lin Xuan. That was too far away; he had only just established his foundation.

Despite not having a spirit root, Lin Xuan harbored grand ambitions and wouldn’t settle for merely establishing his foundation. He aimed to push towards higher cultivation stages.

Now that he had the technique, *Nine Heavens Profound Art*, all that was missing were the corresponding pills for cultivation.

Unlike other cultivators, Lin Xuan possessed the ability to purify waste pills into miraculous medicinal pills.

But where could he find these waste pills?

---

As a former manager of Drifting Cloud Valley's waste pill room, he didn’t worry about sources. But now as an independent cultivator with no sect or affiliation, what should he do?

Should he join another sect?

Lin Xuan pondered this. While Yi Zhou was more advanced than Youzhou, most cultivators were still in the Flexible Spirit Period. With his Foundation Establishment stage, joining a sect wouldn’t be difficult and would even be highly sought after.

However, upon evaluating, Lin Xuan decided it wasn't the best option. First, he didn’t want to be bound by rules, and second, not all sects had waste pills for the Foundation Establishment stage. In cultivation worlds, Essence Cleansing Pills were the lowest-grade and easy to find, so sects would unify their production and distribute them to disciples.

But Base Foundation Pills required more precious materials, even for a mere level difference. Even Drifting Cloud Valley wouldn’t produce them; instead, they were given as benefits to disciples.

Foundation Establishment cultivators needed to seek out medicinal herbs themselves, either refining them or paying alchemists with crystal stones to do it on their behalf.

In short, while sects might have waste Essence Cleansing Pills, they would never have Foundation Establishment stage waste pills.

Even if there were any, Lin Xuan’s status as a Foundation Establishment cultivator applying for the waste pill room management position would surely draw unwanted attention. Other cultivators weren’t fools; with a little thought, they would realize something was amiss. He wouldn’t risk such trouble.

"Er, let's go."

Despite encountering difficulties in future cultivation, Lin Xuan believed he could find solutions. Little Yin Soul transformed into a beam of white light and flew into his sleeve.

Then, Lin Xuan’s figure flickered as he left the manor. With his flying weapon, he headed towards the more magnificent and colorful world of cultivation that awaited him.
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Black Wind Mountain stretched across the northern part of Youzhou, stretching for hundreds of miles. The mountain was rugged and rich in resources, but it was sparsely populated due to its reputation as a place where fierce beasts roamed.

Three days later, Lin Xuan descended from his遁光 onto Black Wind Mountain.

Despite their ferocity, these beasts were also full of valuable treasures. Lin Xuan had come here to seek out a rare material.

Suddenly, a tremendous explosion echoed from the distance, followed by dazzling light.

Lin Xuan paused as he prepared to move on. After a moment's hesitation, he flew towards the source of the commotion.

Beneath a towering peak, what was once dense forest now lay in a large expanse of cleared ground due to magical blasts. Three young cultivators, around twenty years old, were engaged in a fierce battle with a monstrous giant snake with a single horn, which was as thick as a water barrel.

Though the trio had the upper hand in numbers, their situation was dire.

Lin Xuan assessed their cultivation levels and shook his head. Truly, they were inexperienced and fearless. With such weak power, they dared to challenge the beasts of Black Wind Mountain.

Two men were slightly older with identical appearances; twin brothers at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. The third was a young woman in her teens, only reaching the third layer of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Opposing them was a giant snake as thick as a water barrel, whose identity Lin Xuan did not recognize but whose presence and aura indicated it to be an upper-grade first-stage monster.

The beast continuously spewed out dark green venom, its stench unbearable. The trio could barely hold their ground.

"Little sister, run! We'll hold this monster off."

"No. Brother, we die together."

As time passed, the three became increasingly exhausted. The giant snake opened its mouth wide, and it seemed like the young woman would be devoured. Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he finally decided to intervene.

Countless ice needles flashed with a chilling light, whizzing down.

The beast, which had been boasting just moments ago, was reduced to a sieve and fell to the ground in an explosion of sound.

Lin Xuan nodded, his strength having increased significantly since entering the Foundation Establishment stage. Now using Ice Needle Technique, he could easily condense five hundred needles.

Three low-ranking cultivators, who thought they were doomed, were surprised and grateful at this sudden turn of events. The young man, around twenty years old, effortlessly decapitated an upper-grade first-stage monster with his effortless movements. The trio dared not be complacent; even though the opponent was a young man, their spiritual eyes could not discern his cultivation level, so he must certainly be a Foundation Establishment stage expert.

After calming down from their shock, the three siblings immediately bowed in gratitude: "We humbly greet you, senior. Thank you for saving us."

"Mm." Lin Xuan's expression was calm, but inside, he felt quite pleased to be respected by a master. He sized up the trio: "With your cultivation levels, you dare come to Black Wind Mountain? Don't you want to keep your lives?"

Though his tone was scolding, as he was their savior and in a world where might made right, the three siblings dared not show any dissatisfaction.

The elder man sighed: "Senior is correct. We were overly confident. Originally, we planned to hunt some beasts here and sell our spoils at the Fair for exchanging talismans and crystal stones."

"What's this 'Fair'?" Lin Xuan was surprised; he had never heard of it before.

The three siblings exchanged glances, looking slightly embarrassed: "Hehe, that is a gathering among low-ranking cultivators. Senior wouldn't be interested."

"Tell me about it."

"Well, if you truly want to know, I will speak without reservation," the elder man coughed and began to explain…

Half an hour later.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light, heading towards the location mentioned by the trio.

He was genuinely interested in this Fair. The so-called 'Fair' was merely low-ranking cultivators trying to boost their status. High-ranking cultivators looked down on it, calling it a Waste Pills Market.

It was well-known that compared to Yanzhou, Youzhou's cultivation level was an entire tier higher. There were markets where cultivators could conduct transactions, and in these markets, apart from essence pills for enhancing cultivation and particularly powerful talismans, almost anything else could be bought with crystal stones, as long as you had them.

It sounded convenient, but few actually enjoyed visiting the market. The reason was simple: most low-ranking cultivators were poor. Apart from a few elite disciples of major sects or descendants of prominent families, ordinary free-lancers or those in less favored positions within their sects rarely had crystal stones.

Low-ranking cultivators struggled to hunt beasts and could not easily gather precious herbs for cultivation. Instead, they needed Essence Cleansing Pills.

For low-ranking cultivators without crystal stones to buy things from the market, what was one to do? Some clever individuals came up with a solution: holding regular gatherings where each brought out some worthless items for trade. It was a desperate measure but did solve some problems, allowing them to exchange and find useful items that others might consider trash.

Unlike the market, at this gathering, no one knew what would be available; you had to search for it yourself, hence the name 'Fair'.

But to high-ranking cultivators, almost everything here was worthless.

However, Lin Xuan was different. He possessed purification skills, and materials and pills that other low-ranking cultivators discarded could potentially become treasures in his hands.

Fair, fair… he thought, I might as well go and see if there's anything useful to be found.

Since entering the Foundation Establishment stage, Lin Xuan's speed had increased significantly. It took him only a little over half an hour to cover two hundred miles.

Stopping in mid-air, he looked at the terrain before him; this was it.

Lin Xuan descended his遁光 and drank some Red Silk Grass Green Liquid to lower his cultivation level to the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. Then he used Heavenly Demon Mimicry Technique to change his appearance.

Though the trio mentioned that occasionally, destitute Foundation Establishment cultivators would come here for the Fair, each visit drew curious glances from others. Lin Xuan did not want to become a focal point; it was safer to pretend to be a low-ranking cultivator.

Using the Wind Control Technique, he walked about twenty miles forward and encountered a simple illusionary array. A smile appeared on his face; this must be it.
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Lin Xuan channeled his spirit energy to his eyes, and the illusory realm before him vanished instantly. A small market appeared in his line of sight.

The market wasn't large, covering only a few thousand square meters, but there were over a thousand cultivators participating.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and glanced around. As expected, it was filled with low-ranking cultivators from the Flexible Spirit Period.

Although everyone's cultivation power was not high, the treasure hunt was very lively. There were no fixed shops here; what was available depended on individual discovery. Once something caught one’s eye, they could purchase it using crystal stones or exchange goods.

Lin Xuan strolled through the market leisurely.

He couldn't help but marvel at the level of cultivation in Youzhou. In this place, which high-ranking cultivators called "the junk trade fair," Lin Xuan actually saw several spiritual artifacts, though all were lower-grade ones. If he had been in Yanzhou, such a situation would have been unimaginable.

Of course, with his current status, he naturally wasn't interested in such trash. A few low-ranking cultivators from the fifth and sixth layers of the Flexible Spirit Period were shouting excitedly as if they had found treasure, struggling over who should get the spiritual artifact.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Two years ago, seeing a spiritual artifact would have been his reaction too. Times changed, and the blue Star Sea within him had altered his fate. In just two short years, he had transformed from a low-ranking cultivator of the first-stage technique to someone who had entered Foundation Establishment.

Looking back at these low-ranking cultivators now felt like a world apart.

However, finished spiritual artifacts were few and far between. Most of what was being sold were lower-grade materials and talismans. Lin Xuan was disappointed; he had hoped to find something useful but ended up doing it all for naught.

Just as he was about to give up and leave the market area, his gaze was suddenly drawn by a sign.

"Junk Pills." The four characters made Lin Xuan's heart race with joy. Of course, on the surface, he remained calm and walked over.

The stall owner was a middle-aged man in his forties, surrounded by several young cultivators.

"Boss, do you have any pills?"

"Yes, but they are waste pills."

"Waste pills?" The cultivators exchanged glances: "Do you actually sell waste pills?"

"Don't you think I'm crazy? Eating waste pills is harmful to the body."

"You're wrong," the stall owner appeared confident. "For us low-ranking cultivators of the Flexible Spirit Period, taking waste pills from Essence Cleansing Pills would indeed be harmful. But what about the waste pills from higher-grade Foundation Establishment Pills or Cultivation Root Pills?"

"Those are only used by senior cultivators in the Foundation Establishment stage, right?"

"Yes, they're high-grade spiritual medicines. The materials needed to refine these are much more precious than those for Essence Cleansing Pills. Even if you fail and take them, it won't harm your body."

"Really?"

"Why would I lie?" The stall owner angrily produced a badge with three inscribed characters: "Spirit Medicine Mountain."

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. Although he had only been in Youzhou for a short time, he was familiar with the name of Spirit Medicine Mountain. While it ranked among the lower tiers when measured by strength within the various sects and families of Youzhou, even the powerful Bichun Mountains, One-Line Gorge, and Thunder Cloud Manor would not easily offend Spirit Medicine Mountain.

That was an exalted position for a sect.

Because its cultivators might have average cultivation power but were all skilled in alchemy.

The path to cultivation encompassed myriad techniques, and everyone knew how important alchemy was. However, few cultivators were willing to delve into it.

The reason? Alchemy could be seen as doing others' work for them. To become a high-ranking alchemist required extensive time spent on research, but human energy was limited—cultivators included. Spending too much time on alchemy meant less time for other techniques and cultivation improvements.

This went against the original goal of pursuing immortality.

So, apart from a few truly interested individuals, most cultivators did not practice it; they merely got an introductory understanding at best.

There were few alchemists, but the path of cultivation could not do without pills.

This made alchemists exalted. Even low-ranking cultivators who excelled in alchemy would receive respect from those much more powerful than them.

In Youzhou, whether among sects, families, or independent cultivators, no one dared to offend Spirit Medicine Mountain. Except for the lowest-grade Essence Cleansing Pills which could be refined by oneself, all other high-grade pills were materials collected by various factions, who paid crystal stones and entrusted Spirit Medicine Mountain with their refinement.

Their success rate was higher.

You couldn't judge a book by its cover; you couldn't measure the sea in a bucket. This middle-aged man, with his rat-like appearance, turned out to be from Spirit Medicine Mountain. Although the pattern on his badge indicated he was only a low-ranking apprentice, no one dared to underestimate him.

"Forgive my rudeness," said a low-ranking cultivator, bowing: "You just mentioned that waste pills from Foundation Establishment stage can still benefit cultivation. Could you explain more?"

"Yes, tell us."

Seeing the admiring gazes of the crowd, the middle-aged man's face lit up with satisfaction: "Foundation Establishment stage waste pills, if taken by senior cultivators in that stage, would indeed have no effect on cultivation improvement. But at least they won't harm your body."

"So it's neither good nor bad; just a waste?"

"Yes," nodded the stall owner. "But these waste pills, when given to our low-ranking disciples of the Flexible Spirit Period, because the medicinal herbs used are much more precious than those for Essence Cleansing Pills, there will be some benefit in terms of cultivation improvement."

"How much benefit?"

"This is hard to say." The middle-aged man's face showed a hint of embarrassment. "It depends on how many impurities they contain; it’s difficult to measure. In general, the effect of one Foundation Establishment stage waste pill is equivalent to one-fifth to one-third of a lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pill."

"Only that much!" Everyone was disappointed but still prepared to pay crystal stones to buy them. It made sense—after all, for these low-ranking cultivators, even sect disciples only received a small amount of Essence Cleansing Pills each month, which wasn't enough for cultivation.

For independent cultivators or smaller families, the situation was worse; they had no spiritual medicines at all and could only rely on hard practice. Such pills that could improve cultivation were rare in large markets. Although these waste pills weren’t as effective, it was better than nothing. He might as well buy them first.
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Chapter 107: Foundation Establishment Stage Cultivators

"Need how many crystal stones for these waste pills? I'll take them all."

A voice came from behind, its tone so bold that it made the small cultivators gathered around the stall turn to look. A plain-looking youth in his twenties spoke.

From appearances, there was nothing extraordinary about him, and the young cultivators felt a bit displeased:

"Are you serious? You want to buy all these waste pills with enough crystal stones?"

"Right, just an intermediate stage of Flexible Spirit. What's so special about that? Haven't seen you as someone advanced yet."

"You brat, daring to provoke anger from everyone! Do you want me to kill you?"

Lin Xuan paid no heed to the accusations and simply glanced at the few who were making a fuss the most. As his gaze fell upon them, their voices abruptly stopped, and they shivered like prey caught by snakes, beads of cold sweat forming on their foreheads.

How could it be? He was just an intermediate stage Flexible Spirit cultivator with weaker strength than himself. Why did he have such terrifying pressure?

The heart-stirring feeling vanished instantly. The young cultivators thought they had imagined it but were still somewhat wary and dared not speak again.

"We are buying medicinal pills, each contributing crystal stones, the highest bidder gets them. I don't intend to force a purchase. If you can offer a higher price, naturally, you can take these waste pills."

Lin Xuan took out twenty crystal stones from his storage bracelet. The stall owner only had one bottle of waste pill; this price was already quite high according to their description.

The lower-stage cultivators exchanged glances and showed no interest in competing. A few to five waste pills were equivalent to a single lower-grade Essence Cleansing Pill, and they didn't have the luxury to spend so much.

Under everyone's envious and jealous gazes, Lin Xuan bought all the waste pills.

It was truly an unexpected delight. Lin Xuan hadn’t expected to find Foundation Establishment stage waste pills but could support his cultivation for a while with one hundred of them.

Spirit Medicine Mountain, he thought as he made up his mind.

He continued browsing in the market but found no other items worth selling. It wasn't surprising; after all, he was also at the Foundation Establishment stage. At this level of trade fairs, finding precious treasures was rare.

Since there were no items he needed, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to linger any longer and was about to leave when a black cloud appeared in the sky.

"What is that?"

A mass of dark energy emerged from the void, swirling with powerful spiritual pressure.

Foundation Establishment stage cultivator!

Lin Xuan frowned. The man's aura was extremely fierce, clearly someone who meant business.

"Listen up, little guy! Hand over all your crystal stones and treasures or face death!"

The words from the black cloud caused a commotion among the crowd as if a bucket of hot water had been poured into boiling oil. This situation had happened before; high-stage cultivators would bully low-stage ones to rob them.

In the world of cultivation, might made right, but those who committed such acts usually met with bad ends. Although participants were mostly low-stage, some were from prominent sects. Even if they weren’t valued highly, elders would still avenge their juniors’ humiliation.

Thus, after the initial few times, trade fairs became much safer. No one expected to face this situation.

Lin Xuan remained calm and had no intention of being the first to speak up. The man’s aura was strong; he must have mastered the second layer of Foundation Establishment stage cultivation techniques and was a cultivator of evil magic.

Before the Condensation Core stage, those with the same level of cultivation, evil magic practitioners were usually one step ahead of regular cultivators.

Equipped with such an eerie and sinister technique, Lin Xuan wouldn’t rashly engage without absolute confidence in his strength. He would wait and see.

"Senior, we are just some intermediate stage disciples. We don't have anything you can value on us. Please be magnanimous."

The speaker was only in his late twenties but dressed like a nobleman from an esteemed family. He seemed to be one of the organizers of this trade fair.

"Shut up and hand over your treasures, or else I’ll take your life," came the hoarse voice from the black cloud without any emotion.

Inexperience can be brave. With so many people, it could boost their courage. Although the opponent was a Foundation Establishment stage expert, they were openly robbing them, which enraged the crowd. A young man with a fiery temper spoke up: "Respect you as senior, don’t act like an old man. What’s one level of cultivation to you? We are many; do we fear you?"

"You brat, you’re good..."

The voice from the black cloud laughed in anger. Lin Xuan sighed. The young man was too impulsive and hadn't learned that words could bring trouble.

A strand of dark energy separated from the black cloud, moving slowly but fast, enveloping the youth.

In a moment, it wrapped around his body, then gently circled him.

"Ahh!"

The terrified scream came from a nearby female cultivator. The once lively and confident young man seemed to have had all his vitality sucked out; he quickly withered and turned into a dry corpse.

"You… you're an evil magic practitioner?"

Recognizing the strange technique, fear spread among the low-stage cultivators present.

At least evil magic practitioners weren't as bloodthirsty as regular cultivators.

"How about this? If you don’t listen, that’s your fate."

"Senior, I am a disciple of Thunder Cloud Manor. Please be merciful," another young man stepped forward and showed his badge.

"Oh, Thunder Cloud Manor."

"Yes, senior, can you spare us in consideration for our sect?"

Before he could finish, another strand of dark energy enveloped him as the black cloud cackled: "Three major sects of Youzhou? So what? I hate being threatened."

Seeing a second person turn into a dry corpse, the cultivators chose silence out of fear. The robber wasn’t swayed by threats and didn’t care about the three major sects' faces.

Some smart ones noticed a detail and sighed privately. Despite his arrogance, he was actually very meticulous. He had stayed hidden in the black cloud all along without revealing himself. They only knew he was an evil magic Foundation Establishment stage cultivator with no other information. It would be hard to seek revenge from elders after this.

Lin Xuan glanced at everyone around him and saw various expressions—fear, anger, or submission.

"A bunch of useless fellows!"

Lin Xuan sneered. He wasn’t a hero; he had no intention of saving anyone. With his遁光speed, he could easily leave this place. Even if the opponent wanted to stop him, showing his strength would be foolish for someone at the same level.

What did it matter whether these people lived or died?

Lin Xuan was not cold-hearted; the cultivation world was inherently selfish. Besides, one had to rely on oneself and shouldn’t expect others' help.

Strictly speaking, this passive situation was due to their own lack of effort. If they could unite, even a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator couldn't single-handedly defeat a thousand low-stage ones. Today's robbery was half a lifetime’s savings for him.

Why should he save such people?

Silence didn’t last long as the hoarse voice from the black cloud rang out again: "Decided yet? Want treasures or life? If not, I’ll start killing."

The spirit sense locked onto a cultivator in front of him.

"Senior, please calm down. Don't be angry; I'll give it to you."

Seeing the demon god staring at him, that person turned pale and trembled before finally submitting.

"Good, hand over all your treasures. If you keep one..."

"No, no."

The cowardly person took out his storage bag with trembling hands, showing a painful expression as he dumped everything on the ground—five or six crystal stones, several pieces of talismans, and some herbs. That was it.

"Hmph, poor beggar!" the black cloud grumbled but didn’t break the promise: "You can go."

"Thank you, senior."

The person looked at his treasures one last time before leaving. For a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, these items were insignificant, but he had only just reached the third layer of cultivation today's loss was half a lifetime’s savings.

With someone leading the way, more and more cultivators chose to submit. A few tried to hide some treasures secretly but couldn’t escape the notice of the Foundation Establishment stage expert; they all met their ends in a bloody mess.
第一百零八章 黑吃黑

"Hey, you guys, what are you waiting for? Do you want me to make the first move?" The black clouds churned, and a powerful aura of spiritual energy radiated out, enveloping three cultivators in front.

Facing the pressure from a Foundation Establishment stage expert, a drop of sweat fell from Zhang Tao's forehead. However, he and his two companions exchanged glances without yielding.

They were all at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period, and they might have a chance if they went all out. They couldn't bear to let their hard-earned crystal stones and treasures fall into someone else's hands so easily.

Unlike other cultivators with ulterior motives, these three had grown up together since childhood. Though not brothers by blood, they were like brothers in every way, ready to stand together.

Sizzle...

Black lightning bolts shot out from the clouds as the demon cultivator's patience was at its end. Zhang Tao gritted his teeth and made the first move before the other side could act.

He activated a spiritual artifact that looked like a flying knife.

"Die!"

A cold laugh echoed from within the black clouds, and countless tiny lightning bolts coalesced into a thick bolt of lightning, striking down.

Thunderbolt Spell—this high-grade spell was known for its offensive power!

Just as the lightning was about to hit Zhang Tao, a yellow umbrella flew out diagonally from his side. It was a defensive spiritual artifact wielded by a smiling fat man whose strength shouldn't be underestimated.

At the same time, Zhang Tao's other companion also made a move. His spiritual artifact was a golden brick that grew as large as a house when infused with spiritual energy.

Two attacked while one defended; these three peak Flexible Spirit cultivators worked well together.

The black clouds roared continuously, and bloodstains began to appear amidst the swirling dark mists.

Boom!

The demon cultivator also activated his spiritual artifact. It was an enormous sword over three meters long.

Suddenly, the sky was shrouded in various strange lights...

Seeing their chance, other small cultivators hesitated for a moment but then fled. However, a bolt of lightning pierced through the first one who tried to escape, and a harsh voice echoed from above: "Who dares to run? I'll kill you all!"

Perhaps intimidated by the demon's brutal methods or perhaps no longer willing to be the first to act, the remaining small cultivators stopped.

Lin Xuan sneered. He looked up at the sky; the battle was clearly one-sided. Although Zhang Tao and his companions cooperated well, they lacked good spiritual artifacts and experience, quickly falling behind. They were just holding on now.

The demon cultivator didn't want to kill them but toyed with them like a cat with a mouse. Blood splattered as the three kept getting injured but not fatally so, causing other small cultivators to pale in fear.

Scare tactics—this was obvious from their actions. Seeing the demon's arrogant and triumphant demeanor, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of amusement.

After some thought, he activated his flying sword and joined the fray.

Someone actually dared to intervene! The demon cultivator was surprised but dismissed it; just an ordinary young man in his mid-Flexible Spirit stage—truly bold.

Although he had a decent flying sword, a top-grade spiritual artifact, its power couldn't be unleashed with only Fourth Stage cultivation techniques.

Trash!

The demon cultivator didn't pay much attention to Lin Xuan's attack. He merely sent a black mist from the clouds to纠缠 his flying sword.

Lin Xuan's expression was grave, but there was a hint of mockery in his eyes as he secretly chuckled. The Red Silk Grass Green Liquid truly worked wonders; concealing his strength could provide a surprise attack effect.

Seeing that everyone's attention was on Zhang Tao and his companions, Lin Xuan's flying sword was less than ten meters away from the demon cultivator. A terrifying aura spread across his face.

Boom!

Powerful spiritual energy surged out from his body as he flicked a hand gesture: "Transform!"

The flying sword emitted a bright glow, twisting into the shape of a dragon, which lunged forward. The demon cultivator was taken aback and couldn't dodge in time; he could only hastily set up a defensive shield around himself.

However, Lin Xuan's full power spiritual energy shield easily tore through it, and his flying sword bit open the demon's throat.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the dragon flew back. It also took the demon cultivator's storage bracelet as a bonus.

Everyone was stunned by the sudden incident, looking at Lin Xuan with awe.

This unassuming young man turned out to be a Foundation Establishment stage expert!

One move, and he had killed the demon cultivator. However, the other Flexible Spirit cultivators weren't happy; they didn't know how Lin Xuan would handle them.

The few who had competed with Lin Xuan for waste pills were even more terrified, thinking about what happened just now made their backs sweat.

Lin Xuan glanced at everyone and most of the cultivators lowered their heads, avoiding his gaze. He shook his head and said nothing before flying away in a flash.

Several minutes later, the bustling market was empty, leaving only a few corpses lying on the ground.

Lin Xuan didn't go far; he merely circled around nearby and quietly returned. With his cultivation level, no one among the low-level cultivators could detect him.

This treasure hunt had been fruitful for Lin Xuan—hundreds of Foundation Establishment stage waste pills and the demon cultivator's storage bracelet.

At the last moment, Lin Xuan chose to act but not as a savior; he saw an opportunity to make some quick gains.

Lin Xuan wasn't good or bad. He wouldn't kill or rob for profit, but if there was no risk involved, taking advantage of someone else and making a small fortune was fine with him.

Cleaning through the demon cultivator's storage bracelet revealed more than Lin Xuan had expected. He had come here to rob, thinking the person might be too poor, but it turned out they were quite wealthy.

There were over a thousand attribute crystal stones, several scrolls of talismans and pills, and an excellent spiritual artifact—the powerful sword.

By Foundation Establishment stage standards, this person was considered rich.

Most cultivators had only dozens or even hundreds of crystal stones; Lin Xuan was more extravagant but he was in a special situation—selling waste pills last time brought him quite a bit.

But no one would complain about having too many crystal stones. As his cultivation level increased, expenses would grow like a river.
第一百零九章 灵药山辛秘

Lin Xuan, who was sorting through his storage bag, suddenly looked up. A streak of yellow light flew southeast.

Lin Xuan quietly followed behind.

The opponent's cultivation level wasn't high, and he didn’t possess any spiritual tools. He could levitate because a flying spell was sealed on a talisman.

Wu Tian let out a sigh of relief as he glanced at the marketplace. He hadn’t expected to encounter such an incident while stealing his master’s waste pills to exchange for some cultivation crystals.

Fortunately, it turned out to be nothing serious. Wu Tian patted his pocket; twenty crystal stones should suffice for him for a while.

Seeing that they were far from the marketplace, Wu Tian finally let go of his worries and was about to speed back to Spirit Medicine Mountain when he suddenly noticed a streak of blue light flying from behind, blocking his path.

Wu Tian was taken aback. He had no choice but to stop. The blue light slowly dispersed, revealing an unremarkable-looking youth.

"Senior..."

The youth was much younger than Wu Tian, but he didn’t dare breathe. He respectfully bowed, for the other party was a high-ranking cultivator with profound cultivation that could not be measured. One move had annihilated that evil魔修.

This senior had once bought him waste pills; why would he suddenly come looking for him? Wu Tian was bewildered and his expression showed nervousness.

Lin Xuan watched every move of the other party and felt a bit smug. In the cultivation world, power was supreme. After entering the Foundation Establishment stage, Lin Xuan could sense that low-ranking cultivators held him in awe.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t put on airs; he wanted to ask about something.

He waved his hand. "Friend, no need for such formalities."

Wu Tian was over forty years old and although his cultivation level wasn’t high, he was experienced. Seeing the scene, he knew there was no ill intent from the other party and his expression relaxed. However, he still behaved respectfully: "Senior, what is it you wish to ask of me?"

"Are you a disciple of Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

"Yes!" Wu Tian replied while pondering in his heart. Could this high-ranking cultivator be interested in alchemy?

However, Lin Xuan's next words left him speechless: "Great! I have always been passionate about refining pills and wish to join your sect. May I ask if you can recommend me?"

"What?" Wu Tian opened his mouth wide. After a while, he couldn’t believe it and said, "Senior, are you joking?"

Lin Xuan frowned and pretended to be displeased. "Do you think I would lie? Cultivation is vast, but what fascinates me most is alchemy."

Of course, Lin Xuan was lying, but his acting skills were top-notch. Wu Tian fell for it and silently cursed.

High-ranking cultivators interested in alchemy weren’t uncommon, but one so young was unheard of. According to Wu Tian’s thoughts, Lin Xuan was only in his early twenties and had already entered the Foundation Establishment stage, indicating he must have an exceptional spirit root. Such a prodigy didn’t focus on ascending to immortality; instead, he fell for alchemy.

What a pity...

Wu Tian sighed inwardly but showed no signs of it. He repeated, "Senior wishes to join Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

"Yes."

"This... I’m afraid I can’t help you," Wu Tian carefully glanced at Lin Xuan. "To be honest, though I am a disciple of Spirit Medicine Mountain, I’m just an apprentice with the lowest rank. Recommending someone like yourself is beyond my authority." Seeing disappointment on Lin Xuan’s face, he quickly added, "But Senior shouldn’t feel disappointed. With your Foundation Establishment stage cultivation, there are still opportunities to join us, but it requires the approval of several elders."

Then, under Lin Xuan's questioning, Wu Tian detailed the situation at Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Spirit Medicine Mountain was truly unique; rather than a sect, it was more like a group of eccentric cultivators who loved alchemy coming together for experience exchange. Although there were titles such as Sect Master and Elders, they had no authority over their disciples. Their main responsibility was to decide whether to accept new members or not.

Approval from the Sect Master or three or more elders could admit newcomers into Spirit Medicine Mountain. This was different from how other sects expanded; typically, they either sought children with spirit roots for cultivation or recruited powerful experts to strengthen their ranks.

But Spirit Medicine Mountain was unique. Wu Tian initially lied but later revealed the truth under Lin Xuan’s persistent questioning. This peculiar sect didn’t care about one's cultivation level. Foundation Establishment stage cultivators were highly sought after in other sects, yet if you lacked alchemy talent or weren't passionate about it, even a Foundation Establishment stage expert could be turned away.

This sect was so arrogant!

After explaining the situation at Spirit Medicine Mountain, Wu Tian bid farewell with a smile. However, as his light faded into the distance, Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. The situation wasn’t as good as he had imagined.

This trip to the marketplace reminded Lin Xuan that other sects might not have waste pills for Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, but Spirit Medicine Mountain was certain to have plenty. Each sect entrusted their Foundation Establishment stage pills to be refined by Spirit Medicine Mountain’s alchemists. Although these alchemists were highly skilled, refining pills was a challenging task, and many ended up as waste. Over the centuries, they must have accumulated a significant number of Foundation Establishment stage waste pills.

Lin Xuan's intention to join this sect became clear. Originally, he thought his Foundation Establishment stage cultivation level would make it difficult to be accepted, but now... alchemy talent?

Lin Xuan remained silent. He didn’t even possess a spirit root, let alone the ability to refine pills. However, joining Spirit Medicine Mountain was his goal.

Without finding new sources of medicinal ingredients, improving his cultivation seemed impossible. The rare herbs needed for Foundation Establishment stage pills were difficult to gather in full. Thus, his only hope lay with those neglected waste pills.

After a moment's silence, Lin Xuan looked up with a determined expression and transformed into a brilliant streak of blue light, flying towards Spirit Medicine Mountain.
第一百一十章 通羽真人

Flame Mountain was located north of Youzhou, stretching for thousands of miles. It was the largest mountain range in northern Zhao Country, sparsely populated with a scorching climate that even fierce beasts and birds found difficult to endure.

The environment was harsh, yet it had gained significant fame within the cultivation world due to its abundant underground fire resources, perfect for alchemy.

Three days later, Lin Xuan arrived at Flame Mountain. As soon as his遁光 landed, he felt a wave of heat hit him. He frowned; the temperature here exceeded fifty degrees Celsius. If not for his cultivation, his body having been tempered through countless trials, an ordinary person would surely be unable to withstand it.

With a slight thought, a faint blue light enveloped his body, instantly making him feel cool. This was a water attribute shield, perfect for withstanding high temperatures.

Lin Xuan identified the direction and then began entering the mountain using the Wind Control Technique.

Unlike other sects that would set up numerous restrictions around their main halls to deter outsiders, Lingyun Sect had only a few illusions arrays to prevent ordinary people from approaching. Flame Mountain was its core location but was accessible by a few such barriers.

Lin Xuan easily arrived at what was rumored to be the "Mountain within the Mountain." This name came from the terrain; it was originally an enormous ring-shaped volcano, with a vast crater inside where a small mountain resembling a cauldron stood in the belly of the mountain.

The environment was so unique that it could only be described as ingenious. It was perfect for alchemy. Legend had it that a thousand years ago, various cultivation sects from Youzhou had fought fiercely over this precious land but eventually abandoned their efforts due to one individual.

A wandering cultivator had shown such remarkable skills that the leaders of each sect were left speechless. Even if they managed to secure this place, did they have sufficient alchemical techniques?

That cultivator demonstrated his prowess by opening a furnace and successfully refining base foundation pills in front of all the leaders. Base foundation pills were essential for middle-stage cultivators, with only one-fifth success rate.

However, he increased the success rate to an astonishing fifty percent, meaning that out of two batches, one would succeed. The sects accepted his offer, ceding this Mountain within the Mountain to him on the condition that he assist them in alchemy.

This individual was the founder of Lingyun Sect, whose alchemical skills were unparalleled. Lin Xuan hoped to join such a sect; not only would it ensure access to high-quality medicinal materials but also secure the title of an official alchemist, providing a golden ticket for survival.

As noon approached, a beam of light appeared before them.

A young man in his twenties emerged from the light and looked at the waiting cultivators. "Please follow me, sages."

Lin Xuan was surprised; this youth was merely a commoner, not an outer sect disciple of Lingyun Sect?

The cultivators had been waiting for so long that they showed no signs of impatience as they followed the young man into the Mountain within the Mountain.

This place used to be Youzhou's largest active volcano. Over generations, the founding patriarchs transformed it using divine techniques, creating numerous large rooms in the mountain's belly where underground fire was channeled, forming natural alchemy chambers. The most precious part was a small mountain resembling a cauldron at the crater’s center, perfectly aligned with the underground fire and reportedly a naturally formed cauldron for refining medicinal pills.

Only the founder of Lingyun Sect had managed to use this small mountain as an alchemy furnace. Although the young man was just a commoner, he was smart and quickly asked about the medicinal pills these cultivators wished to refine, leading them to suitable alchemy chambers. The rest would be their negotiation with the alchemists over the required crystal stones.

"Please tell me what medicinal pill you need refined."

The young man looked at Lin Xuan with a respectful expression and a hint of envy. He knew that this sage was a base foundation stage cultivator before coming here, but as an outer sect disciple, he dared not be so bold.

However, Lin Xuan was more approachable than expected. "Thank you for your trouble, but I'm not here to refine medicinal pills."

"Why not?" the young man was taken aback; why would one come to Lingyun Sect if not to refine medicinal pills?

"I wish to join your sect," Lin Xuan replied.

The young man's reaction mirrored that of Wu Tian, but he obediently said nothing more. "If so, please follow me."

"Another failure!"

In a spacious alchemy chamber, a heart-wrenching sigh echoed. At the center of the room, a purple-red fireball hovered. Below it was an iron-cast beast’s head, with flames continuously erupting to replenish the fireball.

An old Taoist, his hair and beard all white, held a cauldron in his arms; its lid had been opened. However, instead of the usual aroma of medicinal pills, there was a burnt smell emanating from it.

"This high-grade pill is indeed difficult to refine. Even the simplest wash-spirit pill has failed me after wasting twenty batches of materials,"

The old Taoist’s white brows furrowed; despite his unkempt appearance, he was no ordinary figure. Grandmaster Tongyu was the sect leader and one of Youzhou's best alchemists with a base foundation stage cultivation level.

Different grades of medicinal pills had vastly different effects. With Tongyu's alchemy skills, refining middle-grade pills already wasn't easy, but now he was struggling to refine high-grade ones. Could it be true that only luck could determine the success rate for high-grade pills?

Just as Tongyu pondered this, a transmission scroll flew before him. He pointed his finger at it, and a respectful voice entered his ears: "Report to the sect leader, there is a base foundation stage cultivator who wishes to join our sect."

"Oh?" Tongyu stood up; few high-stage cultivators were interested in alchemy, let alone middle-stage ones. Despite Lingyun Sect's fame, they faced a dire situation with no new disciples joining for decades.

The inner sect’s alchemists mostly had灵动期 cultivation levels, but their lifespans weren't much longer than ordinary people. After just a century or so, their souls would return to the underworld.

Many alchemists within the sect had passed away recently, and there were none to replace them. If this continued, the sect might struggle to continue its lineage...

As the sect leader, Tongyu had been worrying about this for some time but couldn't find a solution. If Lingyun Sect truly declined, how could he face his predecessors in the afterlife?

Hearing that a base foundation stage cultivator wanted to join, Tongyu was overjoyed and decided to personally receive him. However, while he wished to bring new disciples into the sect, he wouldn’t violate their strict rule of only accepting officially talented alchemists.
第一百一十一章 炼丹天赋

Lin Xuan sipped his fragrant tea while admiring the wall paintings surrounding him. This was a modest room, but tastefully decorated, serving as the guest reception hall for esteemed visitors at Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Lin Xuan had been waiting for nearly half an hour without feeling impatient. From the words of the outer disciple, he gleaned some information about Spirit Medicine Mountain.

The young attendant initially seemed reserved, but seeing Lin Xuan's gentle demeanor, he became more willing to converse. Gaining favor with a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator would be immensely beneficial; if he could receive even one or two items as a gift, it would be of lifelong value.

Although Lin Xuan didn't have a spirit root, his intelligence allowed him to deduce the young attendant's thoughts. After a moment’s consideration, he took out a small sword from his pocket. The blade was about a foot long and shimmered with cold light; although not a spiritual artifact, it could cut through hair and was razor-sharp, thanks to some residual essence energy that made it far superior to ordinary weapons. Lin Xuan had obtained this sword from the possessions of an unfortunate cultivator.

To a cultivator, such a sword held little value, but for a commoner, it was invaluable. He gifted the sword to the young attendant, who was overjoyed and began sharing information freely in response to Lin Xuan's questions.

Lin Xuan learned that Spirit Medicine Mountain had recently lost several alchemists, which piqued his interest...

At this moment, Master Feiyu entered the guest reception hall. The young attendant quickly closed his mouth and respectfully bowed before retreating.

Seeing the elderly man with white hair and beard enter the room, Lin Xuan stood up immediately: "Greetings, Sect Leader!"

"Friend, no need for such formalities. You have not yet joined our sect; we will address each other as equals."

Though he had heard a description in his mind through the communication talisman, Master Feiyu was still surprised to see Lin Xuan so young—only in his teens—and having successfully established his Foundation Establishment stage at such an age. Such talent was rare and promising in the cultivation world. Would this person really want to join Spirit Medicine Mountain?

Lin Xuan anticipated the other's reaction, remaining calm and silent.

"Friend, do you enjoy alchemy?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded, speaking confidently: "Although cultivation encompasses a wide range of practices, I am particularly passionate about alchemy. Unfortunately, I have lacked an excellent teacher until now, but I have long admired Spirit Medicine Mountain."

Though he was lying, his expression betrayed no hint of it. Master Feiyu's face brightened: "If that is the case, please follow me."

Lin Xuan followed him into the alchemy room as the stone door slammed shut.

Examining the fireball in the center of the room, Lin Xuan noticed something unusual. Flame Mountain lived up to its reputation; though it was a geothermal flame, it did not fall short of the innate flames of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. Even the nearby cauldron was no ordinary object—while Spirit Medicine Mountain might lack impressive treasures compared to other sects, their alchemy materials were unparalleled in all of Youzhou.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the cauldron flew towards him. He poured the powder from the bottle into it. With the blue Star Sea within him, he wouldn't be foolish enough to attempt each grain individually.

He cast a spell and activated the geothermal flame, beginning to experiment with alchemy...

Three hours later.

Lin Xuan opened the lid of the cauldron, and immediately, a burnt smell permeated the air. There was no trace of the fragrant aroma expected from an elixir; it was clear that he had failed.

Sighing, Lin Xuan took three pills in his hand. After some thought, he chose one to purify, as he was well-versed in refining wash-marrow pills and now held a Foundation Establishment stage cultivation level.

In just a few moments, the color of the pill changed from black to white, and the burnt smell was replaced by a delightful aroma. A mid-grade wash-marrow pill!

According to Master Feiyu's instructions, if even one out of three low-grade pills succeeded, Lin Xuan could join Spirit Medicine Mountain. However, he had produced a mid-grade pill.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't showing off; he was merely taking advantage of the situation. He joined Spirit Medicine Mountain not because he loved alchemy but to obtain the waste pills accumulated over a thousand years by Foundation Establishment stage cultivators in the sect.

Although Spirit Medicine Mountain was renowned for its alchemy, refining elixirs was incredibly difficult and failure was inevitable. No one could guarantee that their precious materials would turn into essence pills.

Therefore, before starting, alchemists from the sect would reach an agreement with visiting cultivators, ensuring they wouldn't be held responsible if they failed.

However, in most cases, even when they did fail, the alchemists would still try their best to avoid damaging the sect's reputation.

Nonetheless, over centuries of practice, many failures had accumulated, resulting in a large stockpile of waste pills.

Unlike his time at Flame Mountain, Lin Xuan was now a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator and couldn't apply for management of the waste pill room. Even if he could, the waste pills still held some value compared to finished elixirs and were recorded in ledgers. Lin Xuan's attempt to take advantage would be difficult.

He considered stealing but decided against it; such an action was too risky. Spirit Medicine Mountain had been around for a thousand years, with at least ten Foundation Establishment stage cultivators among its members. They weren't free either—charges of crystal were collected based on the rarity of the elixirs.

In terms of wealth, Spirit Medicine Mountain could rival Youzhou's top three sects and perhaps even surpass them.

With crystals, he could purchase array materials from other sects skilled in crafting. However, the waste pill room at Spirit Medicine Mountain was heavily guarded with numerous restrictions. Lin Xuan had no confidence in successfully infiltrating it without being detected.

If discovered, not only would he face severe consequences but his plan would be ruined. Therefore, he would avoid such foolishness unless absolutely necessary.
第一百一十二章 掌门弟子

Lin Xuan had his own plans. To obtain waste pills, he needed to gain a certain status in Spirit Medicine Mountain first. If he could become an elder, he would naturally have the right to freely enter and exit the Waste Pill Room.

Although the management of waste pills here was stricter compared to Drifting Cloud Valley, they were not finished spirit medicines, so there must be loopholes to exploit.

Unlike other sects, the status of a cultivator in Spirit Medicine Mountain did not depend on their realm or strength but rather on their proficiency in alchemy.

Therefore, Lin Xuan deliberately refined a middle-grade pill. The other two pills he allowed to fail; this choice was well thought out. If all three were successful, it would be too shocking. Although he wanted the sect leader's attention, he understood that overreaching could backfire.

After considering his strategy, Lin Xuan felt there were no flaws in his plan and sat cross-legged to start practicing. Grandmaster Feathers would check tomorrow morning, so he did not want to waste time. Spirit Medicine Mountain.

"Master Immortal, this is your residence. If you have any dissatisfaction or lack something, just let me know."

A young man in his twenties stood respectfully before him. It was the outer sect disciple who had led them into Spirit Medicine Mountain yesterday.

"Hmm, that's good enough. You can go now!"

"Yes!"

Lin Xuan surveyed his abode, a natural cave renovated to be both elegant and well-appointed. The living room, training hall, reception area, and storage rooms were all present.

Behind the main chamber was a separate alchemy room, with a cleverly designed禁制 that brought in underground fire.

Standing outside the door, a faint blue light appeared before him. Lin Xuan flicked his hand, producing a storage bracelet. He gently swiped it, causing the blue light to brighten and split open, revealing a passage for one person to pass through.

Pushing the stone door, he entered the alchemy room, which was hundreds of square meters in size. At its center was an underground channel with iron-cast beast heads that could spew underground fire when activated by a spell.

This alchemy room was much better than the one he had tested in before.

Lin Xuan toured his abode and found it satisfactory, though his expression was somewhat odd—neither happy nor sad. To gain Grandmaster Feathers' attention, Lin Xuan deliberately refined a middle-grade pill. Originally, he thought this would be appropriate—it wasn't too flashy but showed good alchemy talent.

However, the outcome differed from what Lin Xuan had imagined...

It couldn't be said that his approach was wrong; most cultivators knew too little about alchemy. For example, Drifting Cloud Valley might not be a famous sect in the entire cultivation world, but within Yanzhou Region, it ranked among the top. The alchemists there could only refine lower-grade pills.

A middle-grade pill was just one level higher, but its difficulty compared to a lower-grade pill was incomparable.

Even Spirit Medicine Mountain had only half of its cultivators capable of refining middle-grade pills, and their success rates were generally low.

Lin Xuan, as a novice who had merely read some alchemy books without systematic training, managed to refine a middle-grade pill. While luck played a role, it still demonstrated his exceptional talent.

It was not Grandmaster Feathers' fault for making a mistake; after all, no one could predict that Lin Xuan would turn waste into treasure.

Such a genius was rare in a hundred years, and with Lin Xuan being at the筑基stage, he had more time to study alchemy than his peers. Thus, Grandmaster Feathers placed greater importance on him.

He immediately offered to take Lin Xuan as his disciple.

In terms of cultivation, Grandmaster Feathers was mid-stage筑基, only slightly better than Lin Xuan. He was not fit to be a teacher, but when it came to alchemy, he was unparalleled in the entire Youzhou Region. The so-called "becoming a disciple" was for teaching this skill.

There was no reason for Lin Xuan to refuse; under such an esteemed master, his status at Spirit Medicine Mountain would improve significantly, bringing him closer to his goals.

However, as with all things, there were both blessings and curses. Initially, he had entered Spirit Medicine Mountain just to get waste pills, but now that he was Grandmaster Feathers' disciple...

Lin Xuan took out several jade scrolls from his pocket, each containing a thousand years of alchemy secrets passed down through the generations. They included formulas for various medicines, ingredient ratios, fire control, and other issues to watch out for during refinement, as well as notes from past masters.

They were invaluable, but Lin Xuan sighed. He did not undervalue this art; it was simply too vast and complex to learn easily. A person's energy was limited, and Lin Xuan did not want to be distracted.

Still, he needed to make a show of interest. Otherwise, if his master asked, he would have trouble explaining himself. Lin Xuan injected his divine sense into the jade scrolls and began studying them.

Unlike the ordinary alchemy books he had bought from Dragon Sea Pavilion, the alchemy techniques recorded in these scrolls were extensive. Lin Xuan quickly became engrossed. Three months had passed since his arrival at Spirit Medicine Mountain.

In his abode, a plain-looking youth was buried in reading the jade scrolls, occasionally frowning and even scribbling on the ground.

Initially, Lin Xuan studied various alchemy techniques merely to please his master.

But as he read more, he realized that alchemy wasn't as useless as he had thought. At least for him, understanding the ingredients, ratios, and fire control of different medicines was extremely useful for refining waste pills.

For example, among the hundred筑基pills in his possession, Lin Xuan initially only had a 20% success rate. After studying various alchemy books, although his cultivation hadn't improved—still at the first level of basic techniques—he could now refine three waste pills successfully with just one attempt.

Moreover, the reason refining required so much effort was that becoming an excellent alchemist needed constant practice and experimentation.

While Lin Xuan had only read extensively, it didn't take him long. Instead, after his meditation sessions, he could use reading as a form of entertainment.

Although his goal was waste pills, in these three months, he hadn't taken any action. Haste made waste; although he was the sect leader's disciple, he was just starting out and being too ostentatious would attract suspicion.

After all, he was already at the筑基stage with a two-hundred-year lifespan. Waiting for some time wouldn't be a problem. Lin Xuan liked to act cautiously.

He waited until he had everything in place before acting; once he did, it had to succeed.

Of course, during these three months, he hadn't wasted his time. He refined the waste pills purchased from the Treasure Fair and took one each day for training. Although with such a small quantity, his cultivation didn't progress much, at least it stabilized his筑基stage.

The path of cultivation was long and arduous; even at the灵动stage, one still needed to lay a foundation.

In the remaining time, Lin Xuan began reading extensively. Spirit Medicine Mountain had been around for over a thousand years, though other skills were not as proficient, there weren't any outstanding techniques either. Nevertheless, driven by the idea that "a jade from another mountain can polish this one," he borrowed and read everything, gaining some benefits.

Lin Xuan did not want to learn alchemy but was influenced by it through osmosis.

Spirit Medicine Mountain was known for its alchemy, so they grew many medicinal herbs. Lin Xuan obtained a hundred red silk grass plants from the herb garden.

He spent a day refining all of them.

These herbs were needed for both illusion spells and concealing his cultivation. However, liquid form was inconvenient to carry around.

Previously, there was no other choice, but now that he had read so many alchemy books, Lin Xuan decided to conduct some experiments.

In the alchemy room, Lin Xuan cast a spell, causing underground fire to spew from the beast heads.

He poured the refined red silk grass green liquid into the cauldron and began refining it.

This was a new medicine with no prior experience to draw upon.

However, Lin Xuan was confident because his books stated that the more ingredients there were, the harder they were to refine. For example, the main ingredient of wash-spirit pills alone had nine components, while auxiliary materials numbered in the dozens.

And the ingredients for筑基pills were even more astonishing.

This was why these medicines were so difficult to refine successfully.

Lin Xuan used only one type of ingredient—red silk grass green liquid. Even if his technique was poor, the chances of failure were minimal.

Moreover, lower-grade red silk grass wasn't rare; he could always get more from the herb garden using his status as a sect leader's disciple.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan began refining with confidence.

Perhaps it was because of his calm state of mind and full utilization of his technique, plus having only one ingredient, the process was simple.

Two hours later, Lin Xuan opened the cauldron. He smelled the fresh fragrance.

A smile appeared on his face as he waved his hand, causing hundreds of green pills to fly into a bottle.
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Lin Xuan took out a pill and popped it into his mouth, which dissolved instantly, leaving behind a hint of sweet fragrance.

Then he activated the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique, quickly transforming his appearance.

Satisfied with the result, Lin Xuan swallowed another pill. After the effects wore off, he incorporated it into his dantian, forming an ethereal ball that easily concealed his essence energy.

Lin Xuan named this type of pill "Hidden Spirit Pill"!

Unlike other sects where cultivators were common sights, Lin Xuan had barely met any in the Spirit Medicine Mountain. He knew even fewer who were familiar with him.

But it didn't matter; he wasn't genuinely joining for the sake of cultivation. His true goal was to get his hands on waste pills. Although he hadn't taken action yet, he felt closer and closer to achieving his objective.

Firstly, he needed to gain Master Tongyu's trust. With Lin Xuan's ability to transform waste into treasure, there was no need for him to worry about the quality of his pills; any that were deemed a failure could be refined back into usable ones.

Of course, Lin Xuan carefully balanced this. He showed enough talent to impress without shocking everyone.

This already pleased Master Tongyu immensely. Considering Lin Xuan's young age and potential, he believed that with more time, the young man would reach higher realms of cultivation, dedicating his life to alchemy and expanding their sect's influence.

Based on these thoughts, Master Tongyu decided to make Lin Xuan the successor of Spirit Medicine Mountain, taking over after his departure.

"Master, this is absolutely unacceptable!"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He might not be a good person, but he had no ill intentions towards anyone. His sole goal was to achieve immortality, and he had reluctantly considered using waste pills as a means to that end. Becoming the leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain was out of the question.

"Disciple, you needn't refuse. Your talent in alchemy far exceeds mine; you will surely expand our sect's influence. You are the chosen one by all," Master Tongyu continued his persuasive speech until Lin Xuan was left speechless. Unable to reveal his true intentions, he reluctantly agreed.

Exiting from Master Tongyu, Lin Xuan sighed. To be fair, his master treated him well. Although the cultivators in Spirit Medicine Mountain were somewhat eccentric, they weren't as opportunistic as those in other sects. The atmosphere here was quite pleasant, but the weight of being a leader was too heavy for someone who wanted to focus solely on cultivation.

Lin Xuan didn't want the position, but he quickly changed his mind when he thought about it. His worries vanished as Master Tongyu was only around 150 years old, with many more decades left in his life according to the lifespan of a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. There wasn't much for him to worry about.

Moreover, this future leadership position would be advantageous. Apart from a few obsessed alchemists who didn't care about anything else, most cultivators still valued such positions and would give some respect. His plan to obtain waste pills had taken another step forward.

Lin Xuan walked while pondering when he noticed a white light—a group of people being teleported in.

The leading figure was an outer sect disciple responsible for welcoming guests. Lin Xuan calculated that today was the day they received visitors.

Initially, he didn't pay much attention but his eyes widened as he saw someone familiar among them.

Ma Tianxiong!

Lin Xuan had met this elite disciple a few times during his time in the Cloudy Valley. It was from him that he learned about the secrets of the top-grade pills.

Of course, Ma Tianxong didn't recognize Lin Xuan; their interactions were always through the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique, and at that time, Lin Xuan was an unremarkable low-level disciple in the Cloudy Valley.

The outer sect disciple greeted Lin Xuan respectfully: "Immortal!"

Although he hadn't officially announced his position as a successor yet, he was still Master Tongyu's senior disciple with considerable influence within the sect. The other cultivators' faces showed surprise at this young man’s status; they were all sharp-witted and could easily see through his flattery.

Their attention immediately turned to Lin Xuan.

Seeing that Lin Xuan was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, they were even more surprised. He didn't look over twenty, yet such an impressive cultivation level for someone so young was extraordinary, especially in a renowned sect known for alchemy where most practitioners had lower power levels.

"What happened?"

Could the other party have practiced some special cultivation techniques that kept them youthful?

Indeed, there were legends in the cultivation world about certain techniques that could keep one youthful until the end of their life.

Lin Xuan's face remained calm as he asked casually: "Are these guests here to refine pills?"

"Yes!"

"Alright, you can lead them down. This one…" Lin Xuan pointed at Ma Tianxong, "will personally receive him."

The boy bowed respectfully: "As you command."

Surprised by the situation, but obedient, he led the other cultivators away.

"Follow me."

"Okay… okay."

Unlike his memory of him, this Ma Tianxong seemed somewhat nervous. He had come to Spirit Medicine Mountain out of admiration for its reputation and was here to refine a rare pill that could help him enter Foundation Establishment stage.

He didn't know if being called by an elder Foundation Establishment cultivator would be good or bad luck as he followed silently.

"Are you from the Cloudy Valley?"

"How did you know?" Ma Tianxong raised his head in surprise.

"Haha, because I'm also from Yanzhou."

"Master is also a native of Yanzhou?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan scratched his nose. Being called an elder by former peers was uncomfortable; he didn't reveal the truth and instead fabricated a story: "I used to be a wandering cultivator who once visited the Cloudy Valley, where I saw you from afar. That's why I remember you. Afterward, when the conflict between Fire Spirit Sect and our sect broke out, I chose not to get involved and left Yanzhou for Youzhou."

"Why did Master join the Spirit Medicine Mountain?" Ma Tianxong asked, feeling a bit regretful: "I shouldn't have spoken so much."

"It's fine," Lin Xuan dismissed it. His kind expression made Ma Tianxong feel relieved. "I accidentally came to Spirit Medicine Mountain and met my master, Master Tongyu. He recognized my alchemical talent, which is why I joined the sect."

"Master Tongyu? Are you a disciple of the sect leader?"

Ma Tianxong's face showed both surprise and joy. He had guessed that Lin Xuan was someone important but didn't expect such a high status. The pill he needed to refine was extremely difficult; if he could get Master Tongyu's help...

Ma Tianxong felt excited, but despite coming from the same region, they were strangers with no common ground. He didn't know how to approach him.

As they arrived at Lin Xuan’s cave dwelling, they entered the reception hall and settled down. After brewing some tea, Lin Xuan took a sip: "I've been away from Yanzhou for nearly a year; do you have any news?"

"Of course, Master, I'll speak freely."

Ma Tianxong had something to ask him but didn't know how to build rapport. Seeing that Lin Xuan was interested in the situation of Youzhou, he eagerly began talking...

After three incense sticks.

"What? The消耗战in Yanzhou has ended?"

"Yes, Fire Spirit Sect acted against their allies and even attacked affiliated cultivation families, killing all the friends from Stream Leap Canyon. Although they tried to keep it secret, news eventually spread, making them public enemies in the Yanzhou cultivation community. They ultimately collapsed."

Lin Xuan frowned; he had expected a downfall for Fire Spirit Sect but didn't anticipate such a swift end. It was the second-strongest sect in Yanzhou, nearly on par with Cloudy Valley. Even if it became an outcast, it should have lasted longer.

"By the way, Master, this is due to our sect's genius, Sister Qinyan."

"Cloud Fairy?"
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"Have you heard of my junior disciple?"

"Yes." Thinking about that slender, beautiful figure and the century-long promise, Lin Xuan felt a mix of emotions. There was joy, melancholy, and confusion.

"Senior, senior."

"Oh!" Lin Xuan snapped out of his reverie. Although Master Tianxiong found it strange, he couldn't guess about their intimate entanglements. He didn't dare ask more, so he buried his doubts in his heart.

Lin Xuan cleared his throat. "Go on and tell me where you left off. Yes, the Fire Spirit Sect was destroyed so swiftly because of Cloud Fairy."

"Yes!" Master Tianxiong raised an eyebrow as he spoke about their sect's pride. At that time, Sister Qian was only at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. She went to Stream Leap Ravine under the order of the sect leader to gather a spirit herb when she encountered the Fire Spirit Sect's tyrannical massacre.

Although Master Tianxiong seemed rugged and straightforward, he had a talent for storytelling. The events in Stream Leap Ravine were familiar to Lin Xuan, but hearing them from his mouth still made it thrilling.

Lin Xuan smiled. If this man hadn't become an immortal cultivator, he might have been a good storyteller.

"Sister Qian used the Palm Heart Thunder符 to eliminate a Foundation Establishment cultivator, only for her to be targeted by the even more terrifying Fire Spirit Sect leader."

The first part of the story was mostly familiar to Lin Xuan. However, when they encountered the Fire Spirit Sect leader, it turned into a one-on-one confrontation between Qian and him.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief upon hearing this. Although he knew that Qian had taken an oath against her inner demon and made a century-long promise with him, she hadn't betrayed him by revealing his whereabouts. This still left a heavy stone in Lin Xuan's heart.

This graceful woman not only had an excellent spirit root but was also incredibly intelligent. Without Lin Xuan, the story didn't match what happened at the time, yet she managed to weave such a seamless lie that there were no flaws.

"Although the Fire Spirit Sect leader was at the late Foundation Establishment stage, he suffered from hidden illnesses and couldn’t use spiritual artifacts. Overconfident, he ultimately fell to Sister Qian's hands. Without the sect leader's command, the Fire Spirit Sect became leaderless, leading to its swift defeat."

"But according to what I know, there is still a Condensation Core cultivator in the Fire Spirit Sect. Why didn't he come out and take charge?"

"Senior, you don’t know." Master Tianxong also picked up his tea, feeling slightly parched from speaking so much: "You're referring to that lustful Elder Li. He indeed has Condensation Core cultivation, but apart from being exceptionally powerful, he lacks the talent for managing and overseeing everything. In fact, in terms of cultivation level, the deceased Qingling True Person didn't even rank among the top five in the Fire Spirit Sect..."

Lin Xuan nodded thoughtfully. This was true; many sect leaders were not their sect's first-class cultivators. As a leader, one needed to gain the support of fellow disciples and seek development for the sect externally. The key lay in management skills rather than raw power.

The Cloud Crane True Person at Drifting Cloud Valley was both the sect leader and its top cultivator, which was quite rare.

Even in Youzhou, where there were Core Formation cultivators within the sect, the leader was only at an early Condensation Core stage.

"How did things proceed after that?"

"What else could happen? After the Fire Spirit Sect's collapse, most of its disciples were killed. Even more top-notch cultivators perished. Only a few lucky ones with profound cultivation managed to escape. Among them was that Elder Li from the Condensation Core stage."

"Didn't other sects pursue and kill them?"

"How could they not? We understand the dangers of letting tigers back into the mountains. The various sects in Youzhou have already issued orders for their pursuit, but those who escaped are extremely cunning. They haven't been found yet," Master Tianxong said with a touch of depression.

Lin Xuan felt similarly low. His journey to Stream Leap Ravine not only allowed him to gather spirit herbs but also unexpectedly obtained two precious treasures.

One was an incredibly profound cultivation technique that Lin Xuan had started practicing, though he hadn't delved deep into it yet. The "Nine Heavens Profound Technique" lived up to its name in terms of power.

The other was a jade pendant with intricate patterns and a simple design.

However, after much study, Lin Xuan couldn't figure out its true nature. Since the Fire Spirit Sect had risked becoming a target for this item, they must have known its secrets. Hearing that the sect had collapsed, Lin Xuan wanted to interrogate some high-ranking members, but now...

Feeling a bit disappointed, Lin Xuan didn't show it. The current priority was how to obtain waste pills; he could put off that matter.

"The Fire Spirit Sect has disbanded. Hasn’t the situation in Yanzhou stabilized?"

"Of course," Master Tianxiong nodded proudly: "Now our Drifting Cloud Valley is dominant, commanding all under heaven."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan replied indifferently.

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Master Tianxong was taken aback. He had become too self-assured and quickly put on a humble face. "I beg your pardon, Senior. Although our sect has some strength in Yanzhou, we can't compare to the same sects in Youzhou..."

Master Tianxong sighed as he spoke. Before coming here for alchemy, he only heard from elders within his sect that entering Youzhou would reveal how much more advanced it was compared to Yanzhou. Drifting Cloud Valley might be considered a second-rate sect if placed here.

"You are too modest," Lin Xuan wasn't interested in this. After clarifying the situation in Yanzhou, he pondered and said casually: "Your Cloud Fairy must have received many rewards for such great achievements."

"Who could say that?"

Master Tianxong's expression was full of envy. "Cloud Crane True Person has already made Sister Qian the sect's successor."

"What?" Lin Xuan's hand trembled as tea splashed out, and even his composure couldn't hide his shock.

Phantom Rain: Brothers, please give more recommendation votes. I'm deeply grateful.
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"Qin Yan has been appointed as the next successor of Drifting Cloud Valley?"

Lin Xuan's expression left Mast Elder Ma somewhat taken aback. He looked at the cultivator in front of him and cautiously asked, "Senior, do you know my junior sister-in-law?"

"How could that be?" Lin Xuan's heart tightened. He quickly put on a calm expression and replied, "This humble one has never met Fairy Cloudy Sky, but I heard from friends about her reputation. However, this Miss Qin seems to only be an advanced cultivator of the Flexible Spirit Period. How can she be appointed as your sect's future successor?

Even if she has made great contributions, this is too hasty. Although True Man Cloud Crane has unmatched prestige in Drifting Cloud Valley, he is not a man who acts alone. This truly shocked Lin Xuan.

"Senior must have been surprised by this," Mast Elder Ma felt relieved. "You don't know that Miss Qin has already succeeded in foundation establishment."

Hearing this news, Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted. However, on his face, he remained expressionless as he casually replied, "Oh!"

Mast Elder Ma continued to speak incessantly: "Miss Qin killed the Fire Spirit Sect Master and made great contributions. The True Man bestowed upon her a middle-grade Essence Cleansing Pill. After three months of seclusion, she entered the Foundation Establishment stage."

Middle-grade pills?

Lin Xuan laughed bitterly in his heart. People can outshine each other to their detriment. In these few months, he had consumed countless middle-grade pills, even nearly a thousand top-grade ones, but with no effect. Only after enduring great hardships did he finally obtain a miraculous top-grade pill that allowed him to barely enter the Foundation Establishment stage. This Qin Yan...

Feeling a sense of injustice, Lin Xuan still praised, "Fairy Cloudy Sky truly lives up to her reputation. Such talent is rare even in first-rate sects like Drifting Cloud Valley."

"Who could disagree," Mast Elder Ma was so envious that he almost bled from his nose. "Miss Qin entered the sect later than me but reached Foundation Establishment stage in just four years, a speed surpassing True Man Cloud Crane's own."

Speaking of himself, Mast Elder Ma sounded somewhat disheartened. Lin Xuan glanced at him and noted that this was also an elite disciple of Drifting Cloud Valley. A year ago, he was at the sixth layer of the Flexible Spirit Period but had now entered the advanced stage.

"Friend, why be so discouraged? Although you lack Miss Qin's talent, your abilities are still considerable. With effort, entering Foundation Establishment is not far off."

"I thank Senior for your kind words," Mast Elder Ma smiled bitterly. "By age, I am only thirty, making it highly likely to enter the Foundation Establishment stage. However, Senior may not know that I entered the path of cultivation through martial arts..."

"Through martial arts? What's the problem with that?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. He knew Mast Elder Ma's situation well—he had been a famous young martial artist in the secular world before joining Drifting Cloud Valley due to an opportunity.

He had based his cultivation on his original skills, taking a different path...

Logically speaking, although he couldn't condense essence into a core, foundation establishment was almost certain. Why did he look so anxious?

"The inner strength I practiced in the secular world is indeed powerful, but it has a fatal flaw that becomes apparent only after reaching the advanced stage of the Flexible Spirit Period."

"Is there such a thing?" Lin Xuan remained speechless, though he understood that in cultivation, many obstacles could lead to failure. Because of minor flaws, people often lost all their progress.

He sympathetically looked at Mast Elder Ma: "What do you plan to do?"

Most people faced with this situation would lose hope and become disheartened, but since Mast Elder Ma had come to Spirit Medicine Mountain, he must have another plan.

"After learning about this matter, I was depressed for a while. But later, an elder in the sect gave me advice," Mast Elder Ma looked relieved. "That elder also entered cultivation through martial arts and coincidentally encountered the same bottleneck as me. He eventually succeeded in foundation establishment."

"Oh, so you have found a solution?"

"According to the elder, eliminating this隐患requires consuming a special spiritual pill." Mast Elder Ma secretly glanced at Lin Xuan before continuing, "This is called Martial Cultivation Pill. Ordinary cultivators don't need it, but it's perfect for those who enter cultivation through martial arts."

"So you came to Spirit Medicine Mountain..."

"Senior guessed correctly," Mast Elder Ma's face showed hope. "I went through great hardships to gather all the ingredients for the Martial Cultivation Pill. However, its preparation is extremely difficult. The alchemists in Yanzhou don't have much confidence. Later, I learned from that elder that his pill was made by a master of your sect."

"Ah, so that's how it is." Lin Xuan pondered for a moment. "Since we've met, you can entrust the Martial Cultivation Pill ingredients to me. Come back here tomorrow at this time to collect them."

Hearing this, Mast Elder Ma was overjoyed. He had already been considering how to ask Lin Xuan for help but didn't expect him to offer first.

With countless thanks, Mast Elder Ma quickly handed over all the medicinal materials.

After seeing Mast Elder Ma off, Lin Xuan went alone to the alchemy room. Looking at the ingredients in his hand, they indeed included many rare treasures.

How Mast Elder Ma managed to obtain them with his advanced stage of the Flexible Spirit Period was beyond Lin Xuan's comprehension. However, he knew for certain that it must have been a great effort!

Lin Xuan offered help not out of impulse or because of their former shared sect membership!

Actually, Lin Xuan didn't have much fondness for Drifting Cloud Valley, but Mast Elder Ma had indeed helped him quite a bit.

Most cultivators were fickle, but Mast Elder Ma was genuinely warm-hearted. If it weren't for him, Lin Xuan might have been exposed when he first impersonated Ye Tian and entered the elite hall.

Moreover, without his help, Lin Xuan would never have learned about the secrets of top-grade pills from this very person.

Lin Xuan wasn't a good guy; he believed in retaliating tenfold if someone offended him. But he wasn't bad either—he wouldn't seek trouble but would repay those who had done him favors when possible.

Of course, within his means.

The Martial Cultivation Pill was indeed difficult to prepare with the level of cultivation in Yanzhou. Even on Spirit Medicine Mountain, only a few alchemists were confident about it.
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While those few individuals were known for their unpredictable temperaments, spending most of their days engrossed in alchemy and indifferent to worldly affairs, or charging exorbitant fees that made them unaffordable even for ordinary cultivators.

Alchemizing a single batch of medicinal pills required at least several hundred crystal stones. Some even demanded thousands, leaving the average Foundation Establishment stage cultivator unable to afford such expenses, let alone someone like Master Ma Tianxiong.

If not for encountering him, this trip to Spirit Medicine Mountain would have ended in disappointment.

Well then, he might as well help once, repaying his old debts.

With that thought, Lin Xuan poured the raw materials into the cauldron and began alchemizing them.

Two hours later, a loud explosion echoed.

Opening the lid of the cauldron, Lin Xuan looked at the black medicinal pills inside and sighed. It seemed his talent for alchemy was indeed lacking.

However, he quickly regained his composure, clutching the waste pills in his hand as he began to mobilize his Star Sea within.

Master Ma Tianxiong arrived outside the cave entrance on time, feeling anxious.

Although he knew that Master Lin's senior disciple had excellent alchemical skills, the concern could cloud one’s judgment. For a martial cultivator like him, medicinal pills were too crucial.

Waiting was agonizing, but fortunately, half an hour later, the tightly closed stone door opened with a loud bang. Lin Xuan stepped out.

"Senior..."

Seeing his eager expression, Lin Xuan smiled faintly and understood. When a cultivator is on the brink of breakthrough, their desperation for medicinal pills is palpable. He waved his sleeves, and a small jade bottle flashed white light before flying to Master Ma Tianxiong's face.

Despite the importance of medicinal pills, Master Ma Tianxiong was still somewhat flustered as he opened the bottle. Inside lay tiny yellowish-brown pills, their appearance and scent matching the description given by Elder. It was indeed a martial cultivator pill.

With it, his隐患 could be eliminated. The hope of Foundation Establishment was once again within reach.

Overjoyed, Master Ma Tianxiong respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan with an expression of utmost sincerity: "A great debt cannot be repaid in words. In return for your kindness, I offer these crystal stones as a token of appreciation."

As he spoke, he produced a storage pouch and poured out a heap of crystal stones.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense scanned them; there were over two hundred.

Surprised but not surprised, Lin Xuan looked away from the crystal stones: "We are both from Yanzhou. This time, I will help you for free."

"How can that be?" Master Ma Tianxiong shook his head like a rattle drum: "I am already deeply grateful to Senior for alchemizing for me. How could I let you work in vain?"

"Do not worry about it," Lin Xuan said as he pulled out a pink talisman from his pocket, "A dear friend of mine has a close relationship with Fairy Qinyan of your sect. After returning to the Spirit Cloud Valley, deliver this sound transmission talisman to Miss Qin. That will be my repayment."

Master Ma Tianxiong was not foolish; seeing Lin Xuan's expression, he guessed some details and did not ask further. He carefully stored the sound transmission talisman and said: "Senior can rest assured. I will fulfill your mission without fail."

"Very well," Lin Xuan nodded. He trusted Master Ma Tianxiong’s character, unlike other cultivators who were cunning and self-interested. As for whether anyone would eavesdrop on the sound transmission talisman, Lin Xuan was not worried. His caution and cleverness ensured that it required either "Nine Heaven Mystical Art" or a practitioner two levels higher to open.

Even if Master Ma Tianxiong knew such experts, he doubted they would be so bored as to do this.

After seeing off Master Ma Tianxong, Lin Xuan returned to his cave. Sitting cross-legged on the ground, he intended to practice but found himself agitated with a slender figure constantly appearing in his mind.

Lin Xuan stood up. Cultivation was most detrimental when one had杂念. A moment’s distraction could lead to going astray. His willpower seemed too weak; since hearing about Miss Qin Yan from Master Ma Tianxiong, he kept thinking of the beautiful Fairy Qinyan.

After several deep breaths, Lin Xuan managed to calm his thoughts.

This was unacceptable. While a graceful maiden might attract a gentleman's affection, his current priority was enhancing his strength and not allowing any distractions in his cultivation.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with determination as he resumed his practice.

The news of Lin Xuan being appointed the next Grandmaster caused a stir within Spirit Medicine Mountain. After all, he had only been an apprentice for less than a year, making it too extraordinary.

However, True Immortal Tongyu was resolute and forcefully overcame objections to have Lin Xuan demonstrate his alchemical skills on the spot, proving he wasn’t favoring anyone but acting in the best interest of the sect.

While claiming it was a public demonstration, it was similar to an initiation test. A single person entered the waste pill room with no one watching, as alchemy required concentration and could not be disturbed.

With no interruptions, Lin Xuan confidently used his Star Sea for purification.

Recently, he had decided that becoming the successor would give him greater leverage in obtaining waste pills, so he no longer hesitated.

Of the five raw materials needed for washout pills, Lin Xuan only purified one. Although the success rate was just twenty percent, it was an upper-grade pill.

Upper-grade pills were legendary in the cultivation world; even True Immortal Tongyu had doubts about them. Yet, Lin Xuan had created one.

While luck played a role, no one could deny that luck was part of his strength!

Those who opposed him fell silent and dared not speak further. Besides True Immortal Tongyu, several elders also supported Lin Xuan.

Such a prodigy becoming the Grandmaster would surely spread alchemy techniques far and wide!

Despite some minor dissenters, the senior cultivators unanimously agreed, so they no longer complained.

With his growing influence as the future Grandmaster, Lin Xuan's reputation within Spirit Medicine Mountain grew stronger.

While only a few elders remained indifferent, others treated him differently.

Although Spirit Medicine Mountain’s cultivators were enthusiastic about alchemy, their Grandmaster’s power was somewhat less than other sects, but he was still the supreme leader of the sect, and no one could truly underestimate his position.

The time had come. One day, Lin Xuan arrived at the waste pill room.

Unlike Spirit Cloud Valley, the waste pills here were managed with some order.

Lin Xuan surveyed the building, a three-story wooden pavilion enhanced by spells to resist water and fire.

Around the pavilion, there were powerful restrictions. For instance, from a visual distance of ten meters, one could never enter the pavilion due to an advanced illusionary array that trapped them in circles.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand, revealing a token. With spiritual energy flowing through it, he easily broke the array. As the future Grandmaster, he naturally had access to all sect locations.

Inside the pavilion, though few people were present, each was busy with their tasks. A middle-aged cultivator in his thirties was directing several outer sect disciples.

Seeing Lin Xuan enter, the cultivator first froze then greeted him warmly: "Haha, it's Lin Brother. What good wind brought you here?"

Although he called him brother due to seniority, his respectful demeanor mirrored that of a junior addressing an elder.

One, Lin Xuan had already reached Foundation Establishment stage, a full level higher than the灵动期 cultivator; how could he consider them peers?

Two, Lin Xuan was confirmed as the next Grandmaster, while he was just an ordinary disciple. Their statuses were incomparable.

Lin Xuan glanced at him and replied coolly: "Brother's courtesy is excessive. May I ask your name?"

"I am Jin Tao, a disciple of Elder Zhao. Currently assigned to this waste pill room. Is there anything I can assist you with?"

"Actually, I need some Foundation Establishment stage waste pills," Lin Xuan said.

"Waste pills from the Foundation Establishment stage?"

"Yes, I'm researching alchemy and need these for experiments."

"This is... Jin Tao hesitated; if it were washout pills, he could decide. But Foundation Establishment stage waste pills still had some value, each recorded in a ledger. Even as the manager of this room, he couldn't risk personal gain by secretly consuming them.
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Although he felt awkward about it, Lin Xuan was unwilling to offend Lin Xuan.

After a moment of hesitation, he gritted his teeth and said, "Brother Lin, just leave me a token to prove that these waste pills were taken by you. This way, I can fulfill my duty."

"Sure thing."

Seeing Lin Xuan agree, Jin Tao breathed a sigh of relief and quickly brought out an jade cylinder. Lin Xuan left a mark with his divine sense inside it.

Then, Jin Tao led the way to bring Lin Xuan to a room on the second floor.

Using his identification belt to break through the restrictions, he opened the door and said, "Please."

"Alright, Brother Jin, I can go in alone now."

"Good!" Jin Tao hesitated for a moment but agreed with Lin Xuan's request. After all, the other party was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, and such waste pills were of no use to him; he would definitely not take more than necessary.

Lin Xuan entered the room by himself.

While it was called a separate room, it might be better described as a large hall, with hundreds of square meters. It had rows of shelves neatly arranged inside.

On these shelves were numerous white bottles filled with waste pills. Lin Xuan took one out and opened it.

Inside were countless waste pills.

There were two types: Foundation Establishment Pills and Root Cultivation Pills.

Lin Xuan roughly estimated that there were tens of thousands of each type, accumulated over a thousand years in Spirit Herbs Mountain.

Though he had delved into the treasure mountain, Lin Xuan felt somewhat conflicted.

If following his initial plan, he would have swept all these waste pills away and run off. Originally, he joined Spirit Herbs Mountain for ulterior motives rather than genuine interest.

But now, Lin Xuan was unwilling to do so.

There were several reasons.

Firstly, although not a saint, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely bad either; betraying someone after their kindness would be out of the question. Master Tongyu treated him well, and such scheming felt like a betrayal on his conscience.

Secondly, over half a year in Spirit Herbs Mountain, Lin Xuan found that this sect was quite good. As the saying goes, it's nice to have a big tree for shade. For someone focused solely on cultivation, having a sect as protection was much safer than being an independent cultivator.

Here, he could focus entirely on his practice without distractions.

At least, before entering the Condensation Core stage, Lin Xuan didn't plan to leave Spirit Herbs Mountain.

However, the pills were definitely something he aimed for.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had already devised a plan. Little Ghost Soul naturally agreed when he told her about it.

Lin Xuan took out his storage bracelet and tossed it in front of him. A spell was cast on it, causing the bracelet to spin. Soon, a beam of white light emerged from inside.

This light swept over the rows of wooden shelves, emptying all the bottles containing waste pills.

Soon enough, the entire room's supply of waste pills were stored in the storage bracelet, leaving only a few bottles in the corner.

Lin Xuan carefully put them away. After some thought, he waved his hands and cast a series of spells towards the room.

Miraculously, empty shelves appeared again, filled with bottles identical to those containing waste pills.

The entire room was restored to its original state!

This illusion technique was an advanced spell that was extremely difficult to master. Lin Xuan had spent considerable effort learning it for today's operation.

Of course, if he left like this, while Jin Tao wouldn't suspect him immediately, once the illusion failed and a thorough investigation began, he would become the primary suspect. Lin Xuan didn't want such a situation; he needed to solve this problem permanently.

"Little Ghost Soul, are you ready?"

"Hmm."

The little ghost nodded. Lin Xuan cast the illusion spell again, pointing at Little Ghost Soul.

Under the effect of the illusion, the sweet and charming Little Ghost Soul transformed into a hook-fingered, hair-covered demon with an overwhelming aura that could rival a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan entered the pill room, and Jin Tao stood by the door waiting. His eyes occasionally gleamed with excitement. Although Spirit Herbs Mountain didn't place as much emphasis on cultivation levels compared to other sects, there was still a strict hierarchy.

Here, one's status within the sect was determined by alchemy skills.

Jin Tao was only at the mid-Dynamic stage in cultivation and had no particular talent for alchemy. He joined Spirit Herbs Mountain purely by chance and ended up managing waste pills due to his position.

No prospects!

If he continued like this, he would have no hope of Foundation Establishment. Even trying to live a more carefree life was out of the question.

However, today, Lin Xuan had entered the waste pill room. He was Master Tongyu's disciple and designated as the next sect leader.

He was one of the most powerful figures in the sect with significant influence!

According to regulations, Jin Tao shouldn't have allowed Lin Xuan into the waste pill room so easily; this violated the rules.

But what did it matter? Jin Tao only cared about pleasing the future supreme ruler of Spirit Herbs Mountain. With his help, he would significantly improve his standing within the sect.

After all, compared to other sects, Spirit Herbs Mountain had relatively abundant medicinal pills. While his alchemy talent was average, his spirit root wasn't bad. If he could obtain more pills monthly, there was a chance of Foundation Establishment.

With Lin Xuan's status, as long as he spoke well on his behalf, it was entirely possible!

Thinking about the benefits, Jin Tao couldn't help smiling...

Suddenly, a loud noise came from behind him, interrupting his reverie. Jin Tao was startled and turned around. Then, one after another, explosions sounded in his ears, mixed with Lin Xuan's angry shouts.

"What happened?"

Without thinking, Jin Tao rushed into the waste pill room. The sight before him made his face pale; a hideous female ghost, hair disheveled, held a black banner. Dark winds and thick fog surrounded her as countless spirits emerged from the magic banner, entwining to form a blood-red skull towering several meters high.

Lin Xuan's expression was grave as he cast spells, controlling a flying sword to fight the blood-red skull.

The aura emanating from the female ghost was terrifying; judging by the density and quality of her阴气, it wasn't inferior to that of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

Despite his best efforts, Lin Xuan began to fall behind.

How could there be such a terrifying demon in the waste pill room? Jin Tao couldn't figure it out. He watched as Lin Xuan fought with the female ghost, flashes of light erupting, but he was powerless to intervene.

Just when he didn't know what to do, the female ghost noticed him. With a wave of her magic banner, countless ghostly mists coalesced into a black spear.

"Go!"

The ghost spear streaked like lightning towards Jin Tao.

Jin Tao was terrified and forgot to dodge or activate his protective barrier. Just as he was about to be impaled by the ghost spear, Lin Xuan shouted, "Brother, step aside."

He felt something push him out of the way as a cold sweat broke out on his forehead.

"Are you alright?"

"Thank you, thank you, Brother!"

Jin Tao looked at Lin Xuan gratefully. However, Lin Xuan's face turned grave: "Something is wrong!"

"What happened?"

Following Lin Xuan's gaze, Jin Tao saw the fierce female ghost transform into a black cloud, swirling around the room and snatching all the waste pills from the shelves before flying towards the door.

"She stole the medicinal pills."

Lin Xuan shouted as he dashed to chase after her. The female ghost emerged from the black cloud, spitting out poisonous mists that Lin Xuan was hit by first. He clutched his head, staggering.

"Brother, how are you?"

Jin Tao supported Lin Xuan but didn't pursue; a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator was no small feat.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale as he remained silent in concentration, seemingly forcing out the poison. After a moment, his expression improved, and they went outside to look for her.

There was no trace of the female ghost; she had vanished without a trace.
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"Could a female ghost have swept away all the waste pills?"

In the Hundred Herbs Hall, True Immortal Tongyu's face was somewhat displeased. He stroked his beard and remained silent in thought. Beside him sat several elderly men with white beards and eyebrows; though they were very old, their spirits were vigorous. They were the three most powerful elders of Spirit Medicine Mountain apart from the sect leader, not only excelling in alchemy but also reaching the Foundation Establishment stage.

Several major figures at Spirit Medicine Mountain had lived for over a hundred and fifty years, seeing much, yet after hearing Lin Xuan's account with Jin Tao, they still exchanged puzzled glances.

Why would ghostly creatures from the阴界 come to snatch waste pills? It was beyond their comprehension!

The禁制 hadn't been triggered, and searching within the sect premises and nearby areas for tens of miles had yielded no trace of the female ghost mentioned.

After a long while, Elder Zhao on his left spoke up: "Forget it, Senior Brother Sect Leader, our two junior brothers. Fortunately, what was stolen were merely some worthless waste pills with minimal value to us; there's no need to expend effort investigating this matter. The pressing issue is to strengthen the defenses in several key areas."

True Immortal Tongyu and the other two elders exchanged glances, nodding in agreement.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the Hundred Herbs Hall and slowly walked back to his cave dwelling. His expression showed no emotion, but he was abnormally excited inside. He hadn't expected obtaining waste pills to be so much easier than anticipated.

Although he had acted with Zhao Ming, everyone should not suspect him of involvement. However, the theft of hundreds of thousands of Foundation Establishment waste pills was significant enough that Lin Xuan had prepared for various scenarios; it turned out to be surprisingly easy.

He wondered if they were just too rich and didn't care about the value of the waste pills, or if Spirit Medicine Mountain's cultivators were naturally indifferent. In any case, they seemed content not to investigate further.

The post-incident work was as Elder Zhao had said—strengthening defenses in several key areas by setting up more powerful禁制.

Of course, this was none of Lin Xuan's concern.

The waste pills in his hand were enough for his cultivation needs.

However, Foundation Establishment stage cultivation was much harder. Perhaps it wasn't just about these two pills, but at least before the first four layers of techniques, he shouldn't have any problems.

Lin Xuan walked while thinking. Before he knew it, he had arrived at his cave dwelling.

Entering, Lin Xuan went straight to the training room. He flipped his hand and a small white bottle appeared in his palm.

Opening the cap, he saw several red pills inside—these were the Foundation Establishment pills refined from waste pills.

After thirty days of refinement, Lin Xuan had produced over a thousand pills.

However, his mood was not good. In his hand lay an ancient book. After taking his eyes off it, Lin Xuan sighed.

He hadn't expected that consuming this type of pill would be more complicated than washing away the soul.

The saying "excess is as bad as deficiency" applied even to divine medicinal ingredients; one couldn't consume too much at once. Lin Xuan found out that a waste pill could only be taken three times a day.

If more were consumed, the excess wouldn't be absorbed and would harm his body instead of benefiting it.

Three pills a day was unimaginable for ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivators. Two months to take one such pill was considered a blessing. But with Lin Xuan's资质, entering the Foundation Establishment stage made his cultivation increasingly difficult. Three pills a day were like drinking water in a desert; his progress remained slow.

This frustrated Lin Xuan immensely, especially since he didn't lack pills but couldn't consume them due to absorption issues.

Was there any solution?

Lin Xuan dared not ask his master for advice as revealing the truth about the stolen waste pills would be akin to confessing. It might lead to connections with the secret of Blue Star Sea.

He naturally wouldn't take such a risk and chose to search for information on his own.

As Lin Xuan's identity allowed him access to Spirit Medicine Mountain’s library, he could borrow any book at will.

While other sects like Cloudy Valley might have more resources in general, when it came to books related to pills, there was no second place in the entire幽州 cultivation world. Spirit Medicine Mountain claimed first place without a doubt.

The library contained all sorts of information on medicinal ingredients—recipes, methods of refinement, properties, origins, and precautions for consumption—all detailed.

After spending a day in the library, Lin Xuan finally found what he was looking for.

He put down the ancient book silently.

According to the record, one could indeed consume more Foundation Establishment pills daily.

The restriction of three pills per day stemmed from the fact that excess medicinal energy couldn't be absorbed by the meridians and would harm his body if left behind.

However, as this book stated, taking a pill called "Yijing Pill" could solve this issue.

Yijing Pill, as its name suggested, strengthened the meridians to expand their absorption capacity. With such pills' assistance, he could consume up to fifteen Foundation Establishment pills daily.

Fifteen pills were like increasing his cultivation speed by five times for Lin Xuan, who lacked a灵根 and relied solely on medicinal energy.

Moreover, during critical moments of breakthroughs, the ability to take more pills would make it easier.

The benefits were clear.

Lin Xuan had no hesitation. But when he saw the ingredients needed for Yijing Pill, his eyes widened in shock.

Other ingredients were common herbs, but the引子 was too extraordinary.

It was Seven-star Grass.

This was a precious divine medicinal ingredient; most cultivators would have never heard of it unless they worked at Spirit Medicine Mountain every day. Lin Xuan had only heard about this herb by chance.

In the cultivation world, herbs were categorized into several grades: ordinary herbs, rare herbs, divine herbs, and immortal herbs.

Ordinary herbs could be bought in markets—things like century-old ginseng, lingzhi, snow lotus, etc.

Rare herbs might appear in secular worlds but were extremely rare. Most sects cultivated them—like Scarlet Silk Grass used for refining waste pills and century-old ginseng.

Divine herbs rarely appeared in the secular world; even cultivators needed great fortune to see one. For example, the Flowing Firefly Flower, Silver Moon Grass, and thousand-year-old ginseng and lingzhi that Lin Xuan had冒险 gathered from Stream Leaping Canyon.

Immortal herbs were a step above divine herbs. Although not true immortal treasures, their names reflected how precious they were.

Yijing Pill was merely an auxiliary pill; it wasn't considered particularly good. Its refinement required a divine herb as the引子, which explained why there was only one line in ancient texts: "This pill has never been refined by any ancient cultivator for over a thousand years."

But Lin Xuan had to try.

He wasn't impatient but needed faster cultivation progress; otherwise, he might not be able to condense his essence before his life span ended.

However, Lin Xuan didn't know where to find Seven-star Grass and could only secretly inquire within the sect while cultivating.

While Spirit Medicine Mountain's alchemists' techniques were weak, their knowledge of herbs was vast. After some discreet inquiries, Elder Zhao revealed that there was a Seven-star Grass in Bieyun Mountain’s herb garden, which was one of their treasures.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was troubled inside.

Bieyun Mountain wasn't an ordinary sect; it was one of the three major powers of幽州. Its strength far surpassed Spirit Medicine Mountain and Cloudy Valley. It had thousands of disciples, including many Foundation Establishment and even Condensation Core cultivators.

There were rumors that the sect even had Immortal Core cultivators who were over a thousand years old, their cultivation deep beyond comprehension. Although unknown if true, the speaker was certain, so it wasn't baseless gossip.

Such a powerful sect could easily sweep through all of兖州 with just a third of its strength. Its power was formidable.

Seven-star Grass was their treasure; it would be impossible to sell and surely cost astronomical prices that Lin Xuan couldn't afford.

Should he steal it?

The thought made Lin Xuan shiver, but he needed Yijing Pill no matter what. What should he do?
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Several months passed in a blink.

Lin Xuan was still diligently practicing on Spirit Medicine Mountain. From the outside, he showed no signs of anything unusual. Although his heart was always preoccupied with how to refine Yi Jing Pills, all the necessary herbs had been gathered except for the Seven-star Grass as an ingredient.

Lin Xuan did not act rashly.

Although he knew where the Seven-star Grass was located, it wasn't something he could enter into now. If he acted prematurely, he might fail to steal the immortal grass and even risk his life. Before making a move, Lin Xuan decided to bide his time.

Of course, he didn’t waste any time either; every day, he continued his rigorous training. Although he had only three pills of essence, his cultivation was still steadily improving. Especially with The Nine Heavens Profound Technique, one of the most famous cultivation methods from a thousand years ago, Lin Xuan could feel its immense power even though he had only mastered some basic aspects.

One morning, while meditating in his practice room, Lin Xuan suddenly raised an eyebrow and looked up. Reaching out, he opened the stone door to his practice room and a sound transmission talisman flew inside.

"Come quickly to my cave; there's something important we need to discuss."

The voice of Senior Immortal Tongyu came from within as the talisman burned away. Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered with curiosity—what could his master want?

Without hesitation, he stood up and headed towards Senior Immortal Tongyu’s cave. His master had been kind to him, placing high hopes on his alchemy skills but not demanding anything else. In fact, if Lin Xuan asked for something reasonable, it was almost always granted.

Moreover, regarding the cultivation of alchemy, Senior Immortal Tongyu only checked in monthly and rarely supervised him. He simply handed over his cultivation insights and various pill books, allowing Lin Xuan to study them at his own pace, with the option to ask questions whenever he needed clarification.

This suited Lin Xuan well; if he had a strict teacher, he would have long left after acquiring waste pills from the Foundation Establishment stage. With regular monthly checks, it was too easy for him to pass as long as he performed appropriately—neither shocking nor disappointing Senior Immortal Tongyu, who was always pleased with his progress.

For knowledge related to alchemy, Lin Xuan had no trouble either. He read through various pill manuals every day, even though he didn’t intend to learn alchemy. Knowing more about spirit herbs was still beneficial.

Although he worked hard, he didn't neglect rest. Ten minutes later, Lin Xuan arrived at Senior Immortal Tongyu’s cave.

Just as he was about to use the sound transmission talisman, the stone door before him suddenly opened with a loud bang.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly regained his composure. His master excelled in alchemy and was also a middle-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator; it must be that his divine sense detected Lin Xuan’s arrival.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan entered the cave.

"Master!"

"Hmm," Senior Immortal Tongyu nodded as he saw Lin Xuan. "Sit down."

"Thank you, Master."

Lin Xuan didn’t bother with formalities and sat on a stone bench beside him.

"What is it that you called me here for?"

"I just received an invitation from Spirit Cloud Mountain to attend their celebration of one of their elders successfully forming an infant spirit," Senior Immortal Tongyu said.

"Forming an infant spirit?" Lin Xuan asked, surprised.

"Yes. According to the invitation, a senior elder recently emerged from seclusion and achieved full maturity in the Condensation Core stage, becoming the second cultivator to enter the Infant Spirit realm in their sect."

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan was taken aback. Legends were always legends, but he had long suspected that Spirit Cloud Mountain, One-Line Gorge, and Thunder Cloud Manor, the three major sects of Youzhou, harbored powerful infant spirit cultivators. He never expected this to be true.

Lin Xuan swallowed his saliva: "Master, do you want me to accompany you?"

"No, I don’t plan on attending," Senior Immortal Tongyu said. "Instead, I want you to represent Spirit Medicine Mountain."

"What?" Lin Xuan was taken aback by these words but didn’t speak, knowing that he would eventually be explained.

Indeed, after taking a sip of tea, Senior Immortal Tongyu continued: "Firstly, I’m currently experimenting with a new type of pill and can’t spare the time. Secondly, I don’t want to get involved in this."

"Get involved?" Lin Xuan was confused.

"Yes, we speak freely as master and disciple. Don’t you think there’s more to this celebration than just congratulating Spirit Cloud Mountain's elder?"

"Is there some hidden agenda?"

"Of course," Senior Immortal Tongyu sneered. "While congratulations are part of it, the real intent is to show strength to all sects."

Half an hour later.

After listening to Senior Immortal Tongyu’s analysis, Lin Xuan remained silent. He never expected his master, who seemed uninterested in worldly matters and deeply involved in alchemy, to have such a clear understanding of everything.

Especially after the master explained the layout of Youzhou’s cultivation world.

Lin Xuan had known some details before but learned much more from Senior Immortal Tongyu today. The immortal realm of Youzhou was indeed thriving, composed of sects, cultivation families, and independent cultivators. The three major sects—Spirit Cloud Mountain, One-Line Gorge, and Thunder Cloud Manor—were the most powerful, maintaining a balance for over a thousand years.

However, all three were secretly amassing power to outdo each other. This made the recent invitation from Spirit Cloud Mountain intriguing, as it was rumored that only one infant spirit cultivator existed in each sect for millennia.

The path of immortals was arduous. Although cultivation stages were divided into eight levels, ninety percent of cultivators spent their lives at the Spirit Flexibility stage. Only a few entered Foundation Establishment, and those who reached Condensation Core were rare as phoenix feathers or unicorn horns. An Infant Spirit cultivator, unless an exceptional genius with immense luck, was extremely rare—only one in ten thousand cultivators.

With the three major sects maintaining an infant spirit cultivator at all times, it was already impressive. Now, Spirit Cloud Mountain had another one.

While a single individual’s influence might be negligible, the reality was different. Lin Xuan hadn’t seen an Infant Spirit cultivator himself, but legends spoke of their immense power—capable of moving mountains and filling seas with a mere gesture.

The addition of an infant spirit cultivator to Spirit Cloud Mountain could significantly alter the balance among the three major sects. According to the invitation, almost all sects in Youzhou would be invited; it was clear what their intentions were.

No wonder Senior Immortal Tongyu didn’t want to get involved. As the head of Spirit Medicine Mountain, he might face pressure from other sects and have to choose between submission or conflict. The balance that supported Spirit Medicine Mountain’s unique position had been disrupted!

By having Lin Xuan attend in his stead, it would be a clever way to avoid this situation. As a junior disciple, he could claim he couldn’t make decisions within the sect. And as deputy headmaster, it wouldn’t be considered disrespectful.

In short, it was a form of evasion.

After considering Senior Immortal Tongyu’s request, Lin Xuan thought about it and decided not to refuse. He had already been planning how to acquire Seven-star Grass; this was like an unexpected gift from the heavens. With thousands of cultivators expected to attend the celebration, he might have a chance to steal the immortal grass.

Even if his chances were slim, at least he could try! And the opportunity to witness such an event would be valuable experience.

Although he had already made up his mind to go, Lin Xuan still showed reluctance: "Master, you said this conference is full of hidden dangers. I don’t want to get involved either!"

Senior Immortal Tongyu was taken aback: "Hehe, don’t worry. You’re just a junior disciple; they won’t trouble you. If they ask for your stance, you can blame it all on me."

"But..."

Lin Xuan still looked reluctant: "What if something dangerous happens during the journey?"

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left Senior Immortal Tongyu’s cave with a satisfied expression. He had successfully negotiated to obtain some treasures from his master.

Although Spirit Medicine Mountain was only considered third-rate among Youzhou’s sects in terms of strength, it was very wealthy due to its alchemy services and the collection of crystals from various regions.
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At this moment, Lin Xuan held a dark green token in his hand. With this item, he could pick any three treasures from the treasure vault of Spirit Herb Mountain for self-defense purposes.

As part of his trip, it was to serve as protection.

Although Lin Xuan had always wanted to go there, since Senior Truefeather had requested his assistance, he naturally took the opportunity to gain some advantages.

Spirit Herb Mountain was renowned for its wealth in Yanzhou. With a thousand years of accumulation, the treasures within the vault would not disappoint him.

As he walked, Lin Xuan pondered what items he should choose. Ten minutes later, he arrived at a large cavern.

From an external perspective, this cave looked no different from any other mountain cave. However, as a treasure vault, its defenses were impenetrable. Recently, the female ghost had plundered all the waste pills of the Foundation Establishment stage, and important places in Spirit Herb Mountain now had multiple layers of restrictions added for protection.

As long as he had crystal stones, he could easily purchase the necessary tools from the market!

Although Lin Xuan had entered the Foundation Establishment stage, he still approached cautiously. According to his master, the Two Dragons Emerge Array cost tens of thousands of crystal stones and was powerful enough to rival some middle-ranked sects' defensive arrays, capable of trapping Core Formation Stage cultivators.

Lin Xuan didn't want to test its power.

He took out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket, inscribed what he wanted to say with his divine sense, then sent the talisman flying into the cave as a paper crane.

Then Lin Xuan waited calmly at the entrance of the cavern.

It wasn’t long; five minutes later, a white light darted out. After the light dissipated, a cultivator in his late twenties or early thirties appeared.

Upon seeing Lin Xuan, he greeted him warmly: "Are you Senior Apprentice Brother Lin? I am Elder Cow. I entered the sect a few years before you but we are still of the same generation. My name is Yang Xi."

"Ah, it's Senior Brother Yang. I bring you this token as a gift," Lin Xuan said, bowing slightly.

"Haha, no need for such formalities. Although you entered later, your innate talent is extraordinary; you have been appointed the next Supreme Master of our sect. Bowing to me would be disrespectful, wouldn't it?"

Yang Xi spoke with great charm, both flattering and not making himself seem inferior. He made Lin Xuan feel like a gentle breeze.

Moreover, he was under thirty but had reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. This was already considered a genius in other major sects, let alone in the usually lax Spirit Herb Mountain.

The two sized each other up before Yang Xi spoke: "Haha, I am meeting you for the first time, but your reputation has been known to me for some time. You are not only young and have successfully entered the Foundation Establishment stage, but also possess exceptional talent in alchemy."

Lin Xuan blushed despite his thick skin; he wasn’t a genius. His abilities were no different from an ordinary person's, and if it weren't for treating medicinal pills like candy, he might still be lingering at the first layer of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Regarding his alchemical talent... He had merely cheated using purification techniques.

He didn't want to delve into this topic further and smoothly changed the subject. "Senior Brother, please, may I ask if you are in charge of managing this vault?"

"Strictly speaking, no," Yang Xi smiled. "The management of the treasure vault is handled by my master, but since he spends most of his time in the alchemy room, I take care of it when there's nothing important going on. So, I can be considered a temporary caretaker."

"That makes sense." Lin Xuan nodded. The treasure vault was different from the waste pill room; just now, he had wondered how someone at the Flexible Spirit Stage could manage such an important place.

Indeed, the original caretaker was one of the three elders, which made more sense.

"Since you are in charge here, I have a request."

"Haha, Senior Apprentice Brother Lin, feel free to ask. If it's within my power, I will do everything possible to assist," Yang Xi said with great generosity. He had long suspected that Lin Xuan wouldn't be coming just for fun.

Yang Xi was clever but still lacked the depth of scheming compared to Lin Xuan. As he observed every subtle change in Yang Xi’s expression, Lin Xuan guessed his thoughts and smiled: "I am here by order of the Supreme Master."

Lin Xuan handed over the token as he spoke.

After verifying it, Yang Xi looked envious but wisely didn't ask any more questions. He waved a hand: "Follow me."

He transformed into a white light leading the way. Lin Xuan followed behind him.

They walked through the cave into the mountain's interior. The sight before Lin Xuan was shocking.

The grand hall was vast, stretching to the eye’s limit. If this were outside, such a structure wouldn’t be unusual, but here it was in a mountain. Could the entire peak have been hollowed out?

This showed that Spirit Herb Mountain wasn't as simple as it seemed; there were many secrets unknown to outsiders.

"This is where our senior ancestors practiced secretly," Yang Xi said, interrupting Lin Xuan’s thoughts. "Be careful not to make any noise; they are very sensitive to interruptions."

Lin Xuan was surprised and used sound transmission: "Senior Ancestor, aren’t the most powerful cultivators in your sect the Supreme Master and the three elders? They have only entered the Foundation Establishment stage."

"Haha, Senior Master Truefeather didn't tell you about this. He must want you to focus solely on alchemy," Yang Xi said.

Lin Xuan was confused but quickly pieced it together. A sly smile appeared on his face: "I almost fell for that old fox's trick. His lips are sealed tight, and Spirit Herb Mountain isn’t as simple as it seems; there are many secrets hidden."

Yang Xi seemed to know something about this.

Lin Xuan put on a sincere expression: "Senior Brother, could you tell me more about the elders? I would like to hear your explanation."

"Alright!" Yang Xi agreed unexpectedly. This left Lin Xuan speechless. He had prepared a long list of questions but now found himself without any.

"While these details will eventually be revealed to you by Senior Master Truefeather, for now, I am stepping in. Please don’t spread this information; otherwise, I’ll face severe consequences."

"Haha, Senior Brother, rest assured. My lips are sealed tight; no one will know about it."

With Lin Xuan’s assurance, Yang Xi continued: "For outsiders, and even most sect members, we are known for our alchemy prowess. However, that is not the case..."

"Although alchemy is useful, it can hinder cultivation as it requires a significant portion of one's life. Once immersed, there is no time left for further practice. For those seeking immortality, this would be a misstep."

"Our ancestors were prodigies; they wouldn’t make such mistakes..."

Yang Xi’s ancestors were the founders of Spirit Herb Mountain, known as Supreme Master Tianchen. According to legend, he gained control over the mountain with his exceptional alchemy skills and slowly built the sect.

"Does this story about Spirit Herb Mountain not hold any truth?" Lin Xuan was shocked.

"The story is true," Yang Xi said with reverence: "Our ancestor, Supreme Master Tianchen, cleverly obtained this mountain. While it was for alchemy, his strength far exceeded what others believed—just a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator."

"Then Senior Ancestor..."

Lin Xuan’s voice became respectful. He knew much of it was pretense, but he had a vague suspicion that the founder of their sect was an extraordinary powerhouse.

"Supreme Master Tianchen was an Incubus Stage cultivator."

The Incubus Stage? Lin Xuan was speechless; this was too shocking. If everyone found out that Spirit Herb Mountain, which had been in the third or fourth tier for a thousand years, once boasted an Incubus Stage expert, it would shock them to their core.

"Ahem..." After digesting Yang Xi’s words, Lin Xuan said: "If Supreme Master Tianchen was at the Incubus Stage, why did he go through such elaborate schemes to obtain this mountain with its rich vein of fire, which greatly increased alchemy success rates?

"I’m not entirely sure," Yang Xi hesitated. "Supreme Master left no written records; only vague descriptions passed down orally. The exact details are now lost..."
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Although the original intention of Tianchen Senior Immortal in seizing the mountain within the mountain was unclear, as the founding ancestor of Spirit Medicine Mountain was such a prodigy, he certainly couldn't just have this level of power on the surface.

"Although our sect no longer has any experts at the Core Formation stage, there are still more than ten ancestors at the Condensation Core stage. They've been潜修 here all along; it's just that outsiders don't know about them," Yang Shou raised his head with a proud expression: "In terms of strength, we may not be able to compare to Cloudy Mountain, One-Line Canyon, or Thunder Cloud Manor, but in Youzhou, we are far from being third-rate sects. We're merely slightly inferior to the three major powers."

After hearing so many secrets, even Lin Xuan's composure would need some time to digest.

Many questions arose in his mind: Why was Spirit Medicine Mountain so discreet despite its first-rate strength? Was it due to ancestral teachings or for other reasons? What was Tianchen Senior Immortal's true intention in seizing the mountain within the mountain?

If Spirit Medicine Mountain truly had such great power, making Tongyu Senior Immortal appoint him as sect leader seemed a bit too hasty. What were his considerations?

Despite these doubts, Lin Xuan didn't show any unusual reactions on the surface. He merely probed Yang Shou from the side, and the other party spoke without reservation, though he appeared to have limited information.

Arriving at a mountain wall, they stopped in front of it. There was no path ahead, but Yang Shou hesitated not for a moment before stopping there.

Lin Xuan also descended his light travel and looked curiously at the mountain wall. Could this be where the treasure vault was located?

Yang Shou took out a token from his pocket and muttered something under his breath. With the power of essence energy, he shot a beam of white light from the token to the mountain wall.

Suddenly, a wondrous thing happened. It was like throwing a stone into a pond; ripples spread, and the scenery before them began to change. The mountain wall vanished, replaced by an elegant pavilion.

Illusion?

Lin Xuan's mind was shocked. He had already reached the Foundation Establishment stage, and his divine sense was far stronger than that of his peers, yet he couldn't see through this illusionary array at all. This could be imagined as to how powerful such a restriction was.

"Alright, Lin Junior Disciple, please."

Yang Shou chuckled and led the way. After some hesitation, Lin Xuan followed him into the pavilion.

"This isn't just an illusion; our sect's treasure vault is heavily guarded. The Misty Immortal Array not only reverses yin and yang but also contains attacks of the five elements. Even at the Condensation Core stage, stepping in here means certain death as you'll be unable to escape. This is one of the fastest ways to enhance your strength."

After breaking through another restriction, Yang Shou led Lin Xuan into a room: "Alright, Junior Disciple, according to the sect leader's instructions, you can choose any three items from this place. The room isn't large—only about 200 square meters—but it is neatly arranged with all kinds of treasures in the cultivation world.

Spirit artifacts, elixirs, and talismans are all available."

After half an hour, Lin Xuan emerged from the treasure vault.

Recalling his earlier selection, Lin Xuan's face showed a touch of helplessness. Spirit Medicine Mountain's strength far exceeded expectations, with too many options to choose from, making it hard for him to decide.

Among the same-rank cultivators, Lin Xuan was already considered well-traveled. Other Foundation Establishment stage beginners would be happy just to have one spirit artifact.

But Lin Xuan had several, including some top-tier treasures. Still, arriving here left him dazzled, wishing he could stuff everything in his storage bracelet.

Of course, this wasn't possible!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and finally calmed down. Then, he began selecting the most necessary items.

First, he chose a small round shield that was only as big as a palm. Although unremarkable, it was a top-tier spirit artifact with defensive properties.

Since Lin Xuan lacked offensive means, his only defense was a piece of cloth, which he had obtained from the destruction of an ill-intentioned cultivator during the refining of top-tier elixirs for washing away essence energy. This "Xuanjin Shield" was naturally something he didn't want to miss.

Second, Lin Xuan chose a beast talisman.

These talismans containing the soul of a demon beast were already familiar to him. Although he had a Sky翔 Bird talisman, it was only a first-grade demon beast and quite useful in conflicts among灵动期 cultivators but somewhat redundant for his own level.

Thus, when he saw a second-grade demon beast "Flame Rhinoceros" talisman, he didn't hesitate to put it away.

Knowing that beast talismans had energy limitations, having one was equivalent to gaining an ally of similar strength.

Two against one—whether facing peers or even Foundation Establishment中期 cultivators, this could be a decisive factor. This was one of the fastest ways to enhance his strength.

The third item Lin Xuan chose was a "Spirit Restoring Elixir," a divine herb.

As its name suggested, it quickly replenished the essence energy lost by cultivators.

Generally, after using up essence energy, there were two methods for recovery: sitting in meditation or drawing from crystal stones. The former was suitable only for cultivation; during combat, most cultivators would use the latter method.

However, drawing from a crystal stone, while faster than sitting in meditation, was still insufficient compared to the amount of essence energy consumed during combat. Cultivators were unsatisfied with this and merely did it out of necessity. But taking this Spirit Restoring Elixir was different; although it couldn't instantly fill his essence energy, its replenishment speed was ten times that of a crystal stone.

In other words, facing an opponent of similar strength in a prolonged battle, having this Spirit Restoring Elixir meant he could stand invincible.

Unfortunately, there were only ten elixirs in the bottle.

But one must be content; with these three treasures, Lin Xuan's strength had soared significantly.

Adding his cultivation of the Nine Heavens Profound Technique and spirit artifacts like the Green Snow Ring and Wu Gou, Lin Xuan far surpassed other cultivators at the same level.

Looking at the vast mountains shrouded in mist, the unremarkable-looking youth couldn't help but exclaim: "What a rich source of essence energy."

Cloudy Mountain stretched from west to east for eight hundred miles. From above, it resembled a giant dragon lying down. Its main peak was five thousand meters high and perpetually covered in green mist, giving rise to its name.

Most mountains had white fog, but this green mist was a marvel that left people amazed.

However, cultivators knew it wasn't fog; it was the gathering of dense heavenly essence energy. This place was one of the best essence energy sources in Youzhou and thus occupied by Cloudy Mountain.

Cultivating here offered significant benefits to ordinary cultivators.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of surprise but didn't show any envy. For him, who relied on ingesting elixirs for cultivation, the density of the local essence energy made no difference.

Surveying his surroundings, Lin Xuan took out a letter of introduction from his pocket and activated it with essence energy. A beam of red light shot out and entered the mountain peak.

Soon, a light travel emerged from Cloudy Mountain. It was a young disciple in their late teens or early twenties, wearing the sect's attire, stepping on a spirit artifact sword.

Using divine sense to scan him, Lin Xuan found he had the Fifth Layer of the Fifth Stage of the Profound Technique.

The youth quickly approached and, upon seeing Lin Xuan, showed surprise. He bowed slightly and hesitated: "Mister Fellow Cultivator, was that message you sent just now?"

"Yes."

"Are you the sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

The disciple's face was full of confusion. While Tongyu Senior Immortal wasn't particularly powerful, his alchemy skills were renowned in Youzhou, making him a revered figure. This person...

Using the Essence Eye Technique to look at him, the disciple's expression immediately became respectful. The fellow cultivator who seemed only slightly older than himself was actually a Foundation Establishment stage expert.

Lin Xuan smiled: "Tongyu Senior Immortal is my teacher. I am the sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain. My teacher is busy and can't attend the gathering at Cloudy Mountain, so he sent me to replace him."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he handed over his identity token.

The disciple's expression relaxed as he took the token and looked it over with even more respect: "I apologize for my rudeness. You are the next sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain. I am Mu Yan, a disciple of Cloudy Mountain. Following the sect leader's instructions, I'm here to welcome all fellow cultivators. Please follow me."
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Following the young man named Mu Yan, Lin Xuan soared into Mount Bichun.

After passing through several layers of restrictions, they arrived at the main sect’s stronghold. The number of cultivators gradually increased as they proceeded.

Lin Xuan was surprised to find that although most of those they met were disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period, nearly all of them possessed a spiritual artifact.

Mu Yan smiled slightly when he noticed Lin Xuan's astonishment. "Do not be curious, my seniors. All disciples from Mount Bichun will receive a spiritual artifact once their cultivation reaches the middle stage of the Flexible Spirit Period."

Lin Xuan remained composed on the surface but was deeply impressed internally. While Yanzhou had higher cultivation standards than Youzhou, giving all middle-stage Flexible Spirit cultivators a spiritual artifact seemed too extravagant.

No wonder it was one of the three major sects; such generous benefits were no wonder so many scattered cultivators would go to great lengths to join prestigious sects.

Along the way, they met several cultivators from other sects. These individuals belonged to various factions and had received invitations to participate in this event.

Their cultivation levels were quite strong, with most being at the Foundation Establishment stage or even some Core Condensation experts. They were followed by their disciples.

However, there were also many lone travelers like Lin Xuan. Although sects held the strongest power in the cultivation world, scattered cultivators might still have powerful senior brothers who could welcome guests to their respective factions.

Mu Yan respectfully bowed and then stepped back. About fifty or sixty feet ahead was a magnificent stone bridge made entirely of jade.

This was the boundary between Mount Bichun’s Inner and Outer Doors; crossing this bridge meant entering the core region of the mountain.

The Immortal Welcoming Bridge was vast, yet it didn't feel crowded despite having several hundred cultivators gathered on it.

Lin Xuan flew over in his light body technique.

Closer up, he realized that these cultivators were clearly divided into two camps. One side had a larger number and wore uniform clothing, representing various sects or families.

The other side was much smaller and dressed in varied and peculiar attire, indicating scattered cultivators from different regions.

Despite not glaring at each other, the two groups seemed to dislike one another and didn't speak.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan frowned. After a moment of contemplation, he flew towards the sect side despite being alone. Although he appeared like a scattered cultivator, his identity as the Young Master of Lingyao Mountain gave him more confidence in handling matters.

"Let others attack first; I will not provoke unless provoked."

Lin Xuan looked up at the large man but didn't immediately act. He was planning how to deal with this fellow more effectively when he suddenly heard a heavenly melody.

"It's the Welcoming Guests Tune!"

Everyone’s attention was instantly drawn. Several disciples from Mount Bichun, led by several immortal cranes, flew in with dozens of cultivators following behind them.

"Look, it's the Tian Shan Sect!"

"Yes, but the sect leader didn't come."

"This is Xu Feng, a rising star of the Tian Shan lineage."

Youzhou had many powerful sects besides the three major ones. Although they lacked Core Formation experts, several Core Condensation experts were present.

Tian Shan was one of the top sects in Youzhou.

Cultivators relied on strength as their foundation; for Mount Bichun to dominate Youzhou, it needed allies like Tian Shan, which was slightly weaker than itself but still a key target for recruitment.

Thus, the welcome for ordinary cultivators was more formal compared to previous receptions.

The Tian Shan sect’s light body technique arrived quickly and soon reached the bridge.

"Please wait a moment; our other senior brothers will come to greet you shortly."

"No need," Xu Feng waved his hand. "I wanted to meet fellow Daoists on this Immortal Welcoming Bridge. Go ahead, everyone!"

Other cultivators also sized up the Tian Shan group, especially Xu Feng. Legend had it that he was only thirty-five years old but already a Core Formation expert.

While effort played a role, his extraordinary talent was truly enviable.

Xu Feng’s divine sense swept downward, and his face lit up with joy. He flashed over to Lin Xuan's side and said, "Haha, Lin junior brother, you're here too! Where is Master Tongyu? Introduce him to me."

"Of course not, Master Tongyu didn't come; I'll represent the sect," Lin Xuan replied.

"Oh, so he’s researching a new type of immortal pill?"

Xu Feng smiled. "Lin junior brother, have you heard that your alchemy skills surpass those of Master Tongyu and are set to become the next master of Lingyao Mountain?"

Lin Xuan shook his head hurriedly. "Of course not; Miss, you must be mistaken. My accomplishments in alchemy cannot compare to my teacher's."

"Junior brother Lin, don't be modest," Xu Feng continued. "At least your talent in alchemy surpasses Master Tongyu’s, and being named the next master of Lingyao Mountain is a fact."

Xu Feng nodded approvingly. "My elder brother mentioned that you just turned twenty but have already achieved Foundation Establishment. Your cultivation speed isn't far behind mine."

The three chatted merrily while other cultivators had various expressions.

Especially the large man from the Leijian Sect, who was livid with envy and embarrassment.

He usually bullied weaker opponents but found himself in a tough spot this time.

Who would have thought that this unassuming young man wasn't a scattered cultivator but a disciple of Lingyao Mountain?

While Mount Lingyao might be slightly more powerful than his own sect, their status in the Youzhou cultivation world was incomparable.

Thanks to their unparalleled alchemy skills, Lingyao Mountain’s cultivators were highly respected. Even the three major sects treated them as honored guests.

It turned out that Mu Yan, a new disciple at Mount Lingyao, had made a mistake during the reception, which is why the welcome for Lin Xuan was less grand compared to Tian Shan's arrival.

Lei Ao felt uneasy and stepped forward, deeply bowing. "I apologize; I was disrespectful earlier. Please forgive my rudeness."

"Is this guy offending Brother Lin?" Xu Feng turned around, and Lei Ao’s face turned even more nervous. He had heard the conversation between Lin Xuan and the Xu siblings and knew their relationship was close.

If Lin Xuan said anything unfavorable about him, Xu Feng would not hesitate to intervene with his sect's power; eliminating Leijian Sect would be a mere formality for Tian Shan.

A single word could decide the fate of Leijian Sect.
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Not just the disciples of Lightning Sword Sect, but almost all cultivators in the vicinity had their attention focused on this place. Many even wore expressions of schadenfreude.

"Haha, it's merely a small misunderstanding. Thank Brother Xu for your kindness; I can handle it myself," Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before speaking with an unchanged expression.

The disciples of Lightning Sword Sect heaved a sigh of relief. On the other hand, there was a strange and mixed look on Ma傲's face—both relieved and reluctant.

"If that's so, then this brother won't trouble you any further. If Brother Xian needs anything from me in the future, just speak up; I mustn't be too polite."

Xu Feng glanced at Ma傲 with an intentional glance as he spoke. The latter hurriedly lowered his head, avoiding eye contact.

"Haha, Brother Xu can rest assured. In my heart, you've always been a friend to me," Lin Xuan said.

Just as these words left his mouth, the young girl beside him jumped up: "Brother, Lin Senior, look!"

Following her finger, everyone saw that on the other side of Immortal Inducing Bridge, there was a strange light surrounding it, with a faint aura of immortality. Dozens of disciples from Jade Cloud Mountain floated over. Leading them was an elderly man with white hair and beard, around seventy years old but without any signs of old age, his spirit vibrant as he bowed: "Sorry for keeping everyone waiting. I am Luo Wei, the attendant responsible for receiving guests at Jade Cloud Mountain. Please follow me."

Luo Wei's cultivation level was mid-Basement Establishment.

This also showed the strength of the three major sects; an inner door disciple in charge of miscellaneous tasks had a cultivation level that surpassed many elites from second and third-rate sects.

For Jade Cloud Mountain, Basement Establishment cultivators were not rare.

"Friend, you're too kind,"

The crowd on Immortal Inducing Bridge exchanged some polite words before following Luo Wei toward the other end of the bridge.

A beautiful garden appeared in front of them.

Various exotic flowers and plants bloomed, a feast for the eyes. But what caught everyone's attention was at the center of the garden—a large teleportation array.

Although Lin Xuan hadn't been cultivating long, he had several years under his belt. Compared to peers, he could be considered well-traveled.

According to his knowledge, ordinary teleportation arrays could only transport a few people, but one that could carry over a hundred was unheard of. Luo Wei's words seemed polite, but they carried an air of defiance and warning. Lin Xuan noticed that while the wandering cultivators had neutral expressions, those from sects and families looked uncomfortable. Even Xu Feng's gaze turned cold.

Only Lin Xuan remained calm, pretending not to understand.

With various ulterior motives, everyone arrived at the teleportation array. Luo Wei instructed other Jade Cloud Mountain disciples to embed crystals around it before casting a spell on the central point of the array.

A whistling sound filled the air as the array activated, and after a burst of colorful light, everyone disappeared from their original spot.

As they gazed upon the beautiful scenery that appeared before them, many faces showed surprise.

---

What was Immortal Inducing Land like?

This place was the best description.

Pavilions, terraces, and towers surrounded by birdsong and floral fragrance. Various rare beasts roamed freely at their feet. The thick fog made it feel as if they were standing in a sea of clouds.

"Friends, we have arrived at our sect's inner door. The Immortal Inducing Conference will be held tomorrow; you can wander around and admire the scenery of Jade Cloud Mountain. Of course, there are some forbidden areas that shouldn't be trespassed upon. I've noted them down on this jade tube scroll," Luo Wei said as he took out a storage bag from his pocket and gently tapped it. Instantly, countless red lights shot out and landed in the hands of each outsider.

It was the jade tube scroll with the map of Jade Cloud Mountain.

"If you get tired, you can also rest at the inn. Of course, if you wish to go now, there are other disciples from our sect who will entertain you," Luo Wei said as he bowed: "I have matters to attend to; I'll take my leave."

"Lin Senior, let's go sightseeing together!" Xu Ying chirped.

"Yes, Lin Junior Brother, your sect only sent you. If you don't mind, we can travel together for some company,"

"Thank you, Miss and Brother Xu for your kindness," Lin Xuan politely declined: "But I like to be alone; I won't trouble your sect."

"You person…" Xu Ying's words were cut off by her brother, who glared at Lin Xuan before pouting.

This sweet-faced beauty was quite charming when she was angry too.

"Since that's the case, then Junior Brother Lin take care. We'll meet at the inn later,"

"Alright!" Lin Xuan bowed and transformed into a streak of light as he flew away.

"Brother, you're really something. This Lin Xuan acts so arrogant and self-important; why should we still bow down to him?"

"Little Sister." Xu Feng turned back with an unhappy look: "Junior Brother Lin saved your life with the Reviving Pill. How can you say such things behind his back?"

"He just doesn't like it. We invited him, but he rejected us so coldly."

"Enough; you're still acting like a child at your age. Junior Brother Lin might have something important," he petted his sister's head affectionately before his expression turned serious as he glanced at the junior disciple behind him: "Remember this, Junior Brother Lin is not only your sister's savior but also the future Supreme Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain. For us cultivators, what does medicine mean? I think everyone understands. So, how should we treat him, and I don't need to say more."

"Brother, you can rest assured; we understand,"

"We certainly won't offend the future Supreme Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain."

Hearing his disciples' words, Xu Feng nodded in satisfaction.

The Tian Shan group immediately flew toward the direction of the inn.

After Lin Xuan and the Luo siblings bid farewell, they stopped a short distance away. Then, he took out the jade tube scroll with the map of Jade Cloud Mountain from his pocket and injected his divine sense into it.

A moment later, Lin Xuan looked around and headed southeast.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at a more secluded area.

Looking ahead, only a few scattered trees could be seen, vastly different from the fairyland-like scenery just now.

"Here we are."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself before landing.

Scanning his surroundings with divine sense, a smile appeared on his lips: "Come out; I'm here. Do you still want to play tricks?"

"Junior Master is jesting; how could late junior dare?"

The familiar voice, filled with flattery, appeared as a blue mist from thin air. Ma傲 emerged.

"I let you go according to our agreement, so hand over the treasure you promised!"

Lin Xuan wasn't inherently bad but also not a pushover. His principle was to be clear about his debts and grudges. Ma傲 had once disrespected him, yet Lin Xuan pardoned him generously without using Xu Feng's help to eliminate him. He didn't do it out of softness; rather, Ma傲 had requested forgiveness and promised to offer a treasure as compensation.

Eliminating Lightning Sword Sect was merely to vent his frustration. It would be more beneficial to obtain a treasure instead.

"Alright, stop talking nonsense and show me the item!"

"Yes!" Seeing Lin Xuan's impatience, Ma傲 quickly reached into his storage bag and took out an object.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow as he examined it closely. It was a book, extremely old. He released a white light to retrieve it.

The cover read three large characters: "Heavenly Thunder Technique."

"Technique?"

Disappointment flashed across Lin Xuan's face. He already had the Nine Heaven Profound Art; even if this Heavenly Thunder Technique was powerful, it wouldn't be of much use to him. Moreover, a fourth-rate sect's offering couldn't possibly be anything special.

"Junior Master, don't rush. How could I dare deceive you with trash? This Heavenly Thunder Technique isn't an outstanding technique, but the treasure I'm giving you is not this."

"Not this?" Lin Xuan was taken aback: "Then why are you showing me this book?"

"Senior, take a closer look."

Seeing that he wasn't joking and considering his reputation, Lin Xuan lowered his head to examine the ancient book.

It was indeed strange; typically, sects stored their secret techniques in jade tubes for easy reading and preservation.

A book?

That was something from the secular world.

Holding the Heavenly Thunder Technique, Lin Xuan's expression gradually turned serious as he flipped through its pages.
第一百二十四章

After a moment's consideration, Lin Xuan运转 his essence qi and added the "Great Strength Technique" to himself. He grabbed an ancient book with both hands and pulled it hard.

The force he exerted was at least several thousand catties, but the book remained unmoved, not even showing a small crack.

"This is no ordinary paper."

"As junior sect leader said, the material used to make this book isn't just regular paper. It contains traces of Profound Iron Mother."

"Profound Iron Mother?"

Lin Xuan was startled. In secular society, Profound Iron was an extremely precious substance that could be used to forge weapons capable of slicing hair with a single breath. Even in the cultivation world, it was highly valuable and one of the key materials for refining spiritual artifacts.

Profound Iron was rare, but the Profound Iron Mother could only be described as something that could be encountered but not sought after.

It was well known that cultivators at the Flexible Spirit Stage and Foundation Establishment Stage used spiritual artifacts. But for experts at the Condensation Core Stage?

They didn't care about spiritual artifacts; instead, they used a more advanced item called "treasure treasures."

The power of treasure treasures far surpassed that of spiritual artifacts, but with great power came great responsibility. The materials needed to refine such powerful items were extremely rare.

One of these was Profound Iron Mother.

Many experts who had entered the Condensation Core Stage spent their entire lives searching for it, yet found only a tiny amount.

This book recording *The Heaven Thunder Decree* actually contained such precious material.

"Are you trying to give me this material for refining artifacts?" Lin Xuan looked at Lei Ao with a hint of suspicion in his eyes. The reason was simple: besides being used to refine treasure treasures, if even a small amount of Profound Iron Mother were added to a spiritual artifact, its power would instantly increase significantly. It seemed that the other party's offer was too generous.

Lei Ao, despite being somewhat mercantile, was quite shrewd. Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, he guessed his doubts and quickly said, "Junior sect leader needn't worry. I presented this item for two reasons: first, besides it, there is nothing else that our sect can offer; second, such a treasure is beyond my meager abilities to use."

"Oh, how so?"

Lei Ao's face showed a hint of bitterness as he said sincerely, "I don't know what method the senior from our sect used to completely integrate Profound Iron Mother with paper pulp and then refine this book recording *The Heaven Thunder Decree*. I admit that I have tried countless methods to separate Profound Iron Mother from it. But the book is impervious to water and fire, even spiritual artifacts can't damage a single hair on it. I really don't have the ability to extract Profound Iron Mother from it, so keeping it would be of little use. It's better to offer it to senior."

Lin Xuan nodded. The other party's words didn't seem fake, and he had his own thoughts. He put the Daoist book in his pocket: "If that's the case, I won't hold your earlier rudeness against you."

"Thank you, senior."

Lei Ao was overjoyed and wanted to say more flattering words to ingratiate himself with the alchemist from Spirit Cloud Mountain. The benefits of befriending a cultivator who specialized in refining pills were obvious.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, unwilling to listen further, and transformed into a streak of light that flew away.

After a moment, Lin Xuan stopped, showing signs of hesitation as if he had encountered something difficult to decide on.

He took out the jade cylinder again and injected his divine sense into it. After a long while, Lin Xuan finally looked up, pondering for a moment before taking an jade bottle from his pocket and pouring out a "Hidden Spirit Pill."

This pill, made with red silk grass juice as its main ingredient, not only had the effect of concealing one's cultivation level but also provided excellent disguise when combined with the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique.

Lin Xuan transformed into an unremarkable middle-aged man.

Then he took out a set of clothes from his storage bracelet and changed into them.

Believing that even Feathered Feather Immortal would not recognize him in this appearance, Lin Xuan believed his luck wouldn't be so bad as to run into such an old monster. While Spirit Cloud Mountain had such creatures, it wasn't easy to encounter them.

Following the marked direction on the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan flew towards the herb garden, which was marked with a red sign indicating a forbidden area.

Several miles away from the herb garden, Lin Xuan landed and quietly released his divine sense to check the surroundings.

Soon, his divine sense hit a wall and bounced back. Lin Xuan's face showed no unusual expression; it was normal for the herb garden to have restrictions.

He did not act rashly but hid nearby.

Lin Xuan's mission here was just to scout and gather information about the area.

Patience was essential when stealing immortal herbs.

Two hours later...

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a sharp glint as he looked thoughtful.

Boom!

A loud noise suddenly came from his left front, followed by the appearance of a gray figure out of nowhere.

Although they were far apart, Lin Xuan could see clearly after channeling essence qi into his eyes. It was a tall and thin man in Daoist robes, around fifty years old.

His expression was one of both shock and anger, with a hint of fear.

In front of the Daoist was a pale blue light curtain.

From the light curtain, beams as thick as bowls shot out at incredible speed, making it impossible to dodge.

The Daoist muttered curses under his breath. He clapped his hands on his chest, taking out a defensive magical weapon shaped like an umbrella.

The umbrella spun in front of him.

Relieved, the Daoist was about to fly away when a strange plant suddenly sprouted from the ground and wrapped around his feet.

A Wood Attribute妖!

Similar to how some ancient plants could cultivate into spirits after absorbing天地灵气, some even transforming into human form. Of course, such high-grade wood spirits were rare.

Ordinary ones merely moved and used small spells, often being captured by cultivation sects for guarding the mountain or entrance.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he observed this scene.
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Although these plant spirits were not necessarily more formidable than the beasts, they had a unique advantage. Ordinary beasts emitted demon energy continuously, making them easily recognizable to cultivators and thus prompting vigilance.

However, when these plant spirits remained motionless, they looked no different from ordinary plants, allowing them to easily deceive cultivators' spiritual senses. In other words, they could achieve excellent ambush effects.

The vine缠绕道人 was thick as a bucket of water, with terrifying thorns on its surface. The color on the face of the Daoist was extremely ugly, but there was also some relief. If he hadn't previously reinforced his body with a qi shield, he would have already been sent to the netherworld by this spirit.

A trace of fierce expression flashed across the Daoist's face!

He flipped his hand and held a dagger that was pitch black, unremarkable in appearance but emitting astonishing fluctuations of essence energy from afar.

With a hard stab down!

Snap…

Then came an eerie scream. The vine缠绕 the Daoist quickly withered, its vibrant color turning yellowish-brown, as if all life had been sucked out of it.

"Bold! How dare you harm my Spirit Cloud Mountain's spirit beast!"

"Evil! I see you're not afraid to die," Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and hid his aura even more carefully.

Then the blue light curtain began to change. No longer did it emit light beams; instead, countless swords separated from within, shimmering in a rainbow of colors.

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—quite beautiful!

"Seven-colored sword formation!"

The Daoist exclaimed in shock, his face turning pale as if he had just faced an impending disaster…

Lin Xuan was also startled. The seven-colored sword formation! He had heard about it when he was still at Drifting Cloud Valley; it was a very powerful array that could easily kill condensation core cultivators. He never expected to see it here!

"Recognize this, and you will accompany our spirit beasts to the afterlife!"

From behind the light curtain came an icy voice without any emotion. Countless swords flew up, their colors splendid.

Sizzle…

Almost instantly, the umbrella-shaped defensive spiritual artifact was destroyed, reduced to a pile of trash. The Daoist was pierced by thousands of swords, his body riddled with wounds.

A moment later,

The blue light curtain vanished without a trace as if it had never existed. Several cultivator figures appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight.

Two men and one woman.

All around thirty years old, though they might be older, given their initial foundation establishment cultivation stage. They should have been cultivating techniques with better anti-aging effects.

The woman was not particularly beautiful but dressed flamboyantly, her every move somewhat artificial. She kicked the Daoist's corpse: "This despicable fellow actually dared to kill our sect's thorn spirit! He deserves a hundred deaths."

"Junior sister said it well; although the thorn spirit only has two hundred years of cultivation, it is an exotic species from the wilds, and Master had great difficulty finding it. Now we three will inevitably face punishment."

"Not at all," another man interjected angrily: "Originally, we wanted to spare his life and see who dared to enter our Spirit Cloud Mountain's medicinal garden so brazenly. Who knew he would be so unwise? We had no choice but to kill him."

"Speaking of which…" the male disciple on the left pondered for a moment: "Although the thorn spirit is not highly ranked, its body is incredibly hard. Even top-grade spiritual artifacts might struggle to damage it; only a treasure can deal such a fatal blow."

"Haha, Senior Brother jests," another male disciple retorted dismissively: "What kind of wild Daoist could possibly have a treasure? Besides, even if he did, with his initial foundation establishment cultivation stage, he couldn't drive it."

"Both senior brothers make good points. But that dagger must have some special qualities; otherwise, it wouldn't be able to kill the thorn spirit," the woman laughed: "It's meaningless for us to argue here; let's see what it is."

"Haha, still Senior Sister is wise."

"And if it really is a precious artifact, we can sell it for many crystal stones. We three can split the profits, and even if Master punishes us, we will be happy,"

"Senior Brother Hao, your words are quite bold. If Master hears you, you won't escape half a year in the dark room."

The woman laughed and scolded as she knelt down to search. Hearing their conversation, Lin Xuan was also very curious but gritted his teeth to endure it.

He had seen the power of the seven-colored sword formation with his own eyes; he would not foolishly put himself in danger.

With some disgust, he kicked the Daoist's corpse aside and picked up his storage bag. After injecting his spiritual sense into it, he easily found the dagger. A trace of joy appeared on the woman's face: "That's the one."

She took out the dagger and held it in her palm as two male disciples gathered to examine it.

However, their expressions changed dramatically in the next moment.

"Junior sister be careful!"

"It… It’s alive."

"Ahh!"

With a scream, blood splattered. The dagger pierced through the woman, its light flying far away.

The incident was sudden; the two male disciples were dumbfounded. One's face turned pale and he fumbled, while the other hurriedly supported her, frantically bandaging her wounds.

But it was too late. The woman's eyes widened in horror as she died with them open. She never imagined dying this way.

After a long time, the two male disciples came to their senses, looking at each other with pale faces. The thorn spirit had been destroyed, but now Junior sister…

They didn't have any deep feelings for her, but she was Master's relative in the secular world; they couldn't imagine what would happen if their master became furious.

"By the way, where is that dagger?"

The two wanted to find the culprit and used their spiritual sense to search, but found nothing. Was this item sentient enough to fly away on its own? Or had it been quietly taken by someone else?
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A streak of遁光 descended from the sky, and Lin Xuan found himself in front of a beautifully constructed building. The sign on the archway read two large characters: Inn.

At this point, he had restored his original appearance and held a letter of introduction in hand. Seeing that it was from the Young Sect Leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain, the on-duty disciple naturally greeted him warmly and assigned him to the best room.

This was a separate small pavilion. After entering the bedroom, Lin Xuan closed the door and carefully searched with his spirit sense, confirming there were no watchers or eavesdroppers before nodding in satisfaction.

However, Lin Xuan still cast a spell and set up a warning禁制 around him as an extra precaution. Better safe than sorry.

Then, he took out a black dagger from his storage bracelet.

From the outside, it was unremarkable, but it emitted shocking fluctuations of essence energy. Upon closer inspection, there were rings of silver light that flickered on and off...

The dagger seemed almost alive, wriggling with desire to escape. However, every time it struggled, the silver rings would brighten, causing the dagger to be repelled as if by an electric shock—this was a seal placed upon it.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's face broke into a sardonic smile.

This dagger naturally belonged to that Daoist from the Spirit Medicine Garden.

Surprised and unprepared, he had assassinated the woman. The dagger then escaped on its own using a streak of light.

By sheer luck, it flew in the direction where Lin Xuan was hiding.

Opportunity knocked but once; he wouldn't let this chance slip away. With essence energy flowing, he cast a spell to ensnare it.

Of course, after witnessing the woman's demise, Lin Xuan would not make the same mistake again.

He added another layer of sealing禁制 to the dagger and, taking advantage of two male disciples being busy elsewhere, quietly left the Spirit Medicine Garden and arrived at the inn.

This visit to the garden had been fruitful.

For now, he set aside the dagger and focused on understanding the defenses of the Spirit Medicine Garden. It was protected by a seven-colored sword array, an array that could easily destroy even condensation core cultivators. He couldn't act rashly; he would have to wait for an opportunity.

Lin Xuan shook his head, deciding not to dwell on this matter for now. First, let's see what secrets the dagger holds!

He released his spirit sense and enveloped the dagger with it. The dagger struggled, trying to resist, but was forced back by the禁制.

Lin Xuan forcibly injected his spirit sense into the dagger...

Half an hour later.

Lin Xuan withdrew his spirit sense, a strange expression on his face. He propped his chin up with his hand and pondered deeply.

Later, he brought the dagger out again and examined it carefully.

The disciples of Green Cloud Mountain had once said that even top-grade spiritual artifacts could not harm the棘妖even a little. But this dagger easily killed it, its power already rivaling that of a treasure.

However, this dagger was clearly not a treasure; such high-level items were beyond the reach of foundation establishment cultivators to wield.

Moreover, it had a spirit-like quality, like a living creature. At this thought, Lin Xuan's mind raced back to an ancient text he had once read.

Could he have encountered a legendary spiritual artifact?

It was well-known that spiritual artifacts were made from rare metals such as玄铁and金沙, or even the bones and teeth of monsters. Depending on the quality of materials and the skill of the forger, they could be categorized into lower-grade, middle-grade, upper-grade, and top-grade.

This was common knowledge in the cultivation world, but few knew that there existed a super-grade spiritual artifact in ancient times.

It was even better than a top-grade spiritual artifact, with power reaching thirty percent of a treasure's strength.

Considering that some famous top-grade spiritual artifacts had only one-tenth the power of treasures, it was clear how precious such an item was.

However, crafting a super-grade spiritual artifact was incredibly difficult. The materials required were very specific; common metals like玄铁and金沙were out of the question.

Only certain special monster bones and teeth could be used.

For example, this dagger had been forged from a剧毒魔蛇—a second-stage monster whose existence was now nearly extinct.

Finding such a creature alone wasn't enough. Besides an experienced forger, one must also invite a master of ghost techniques to extract the spirit essence of the monster first. Only after the spiritual artifact was successfully crafted could a special secret method be used to reseal the monster's spirit into it.

The difficulties involved in this process didn't need to be detailed; suffice it to say that the success rate was less than five percent.

Moreover, crafting super-grade spiritual artifacts differed slightly from other grades, and many methods had been lost over time. Only a few ancient texts recorded them, and none had appeared in cultivation circles for several hundred years.

After carefully examining the dagger, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy once he confirmed it was indeed a super-grade spiritual artifact.

However, to claim ownership of it, there were still some things to do.

Unlike ordinary spiritual artifacts that could be driven by essence energy after being infused, a super-grade one required recognition. This explained why the Daoist could use it; the female disciple from Green Cloud Mountain suffered backlash when she first held it.

Before claiming ownership, Lin Xuan had to erase the Daoist's spirit mark. He poured essence energy into his hand and began the process of alchemy...

Two hours later.

Lin Xuan wiped the sweat from his forehead.

The Daoist was at the second stage of foundation establishment cultivation; normally, a cultivator with slightly lower power would find it difficult to remove his spirit mark. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's Nine Heaven Mystical Technique had incredible power, and after much effort, he succeeded!

Then, he pricked his finger and dripped a drop of blood onto the dagger while reciting a spell to complete the recognition ritual.

Only then did Lin Xuan feel safe enough to remove the禁制 from the dagger.

He played with it joyfully. Although this dagger looked unremarkable, that was better; its inconspicuous appearance could enhance the element of surprise in an ambush.

After storing the dagger back into his storage bracelet, Lin Xuan took out the ancient book《Thunderbolt Art》.

Holding this old text, he remained indifferent for a moment before retrieving a new jade cylinder and imprinting the Thunderbolt Art cultivation method onto it.
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Lin Xuan's actions were somewhat perplexing. The reason was simple: *The Thunder Decree* was merely a common cultivation technique of the Fourth Rank Lightning Sword Sect, with limited power. For someone like him who possessed the Nine Heavens Profound Art, it was utterly useless.

However, Lin Xuan had his own thoughts.

Indeed, the Lightning Sword Sect had declined today, but its ancestors would record *The Thunder Decree* in a book containing traces of Profound Iron, indicating that there must be some purpose behind it. If it were truly garbage, why use such precious materials to casually print it on a jade cylinder?

Lin Xuan was determined to obtain the Profound Iron Mother, so he inevitably had to damage the Daoist scriptures. Therefore, he first made a copy of *The Thunder Decree* for future study.

After completing all these preparations, the sky was already quite late. Lin Xuan packed everything away and went to bed to rest properly. Today's events required him to recover his energy so that he could act opportunistically at the Incubation Formation Conference tomorrow.

The next morning.

Lin Xuan had just woken up when a transmission scroll flew into his room, inviting all guests to the venue. Cloud Sea was the largest square of Biyun Mountain, stretching endlessly underfoot as clouds drifted by, making one feel like they were in the legendary Penglai Immortal Realm.

The Incubation Formation Conference would be held here!

Incense smoke lingered everywhere, and various colored lights flew about, keeping the disciples responsible for reception busy. The Four Seas Immortal Mountains hosted representatives from various sects, cultivation families, and some scattered cultivators. In Yanzhou's cultivation world, such a grand gathering had never been seen before.

Compared to secular society, the cultivation world was even more fickle. With so many attendees today, one could tell their status by their seats.

Without considering Biyun Mountain for now.

The two most honored seats came from its two major rivals: One Niche Canyon and Thunder Cloud Manor. Although the three sects were in constant competition, they had to maintain a facade of harmony since their strength was evident. It would be extremely impolite to slight them.

Unlike Biyun Mountain's jubilant atmosphere, the expressions of the disciples from the other two major sects were somewhat cold. With one more Incubation Formation cultivator, their reputation took a hit.

It seemed that the two factions had brought a formidable contingent for the conference, with their leaders being the head of One Niche Canyon, an elderly man with white hair and beard whose cultivation level was unknown. According to nearby whispers, he was a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

As for the master of Thunder Cloud Manor, it was a tall, handsome man who was also a late-stage Condensation Core expert.

Apart from the masters, there were over ten Condensation Core cultivators from both factions following them. The rest were all Foundation Establishment stage cultivators with their cultivation techniques at least on the fourth level; no low-level Flexible Spirit period disciples accompanied them.

The scene suggested that they weren't here to congratulate but rather to make a statement. Despite the polite words, the underlying tension was palpable.

Lin Xuan glanced around before turning his gaze away. He had no interest in pondering matters unrelated to him.

After One Niche Canyon and Thunder Cloud Manor, the better seats on the east side were reserved for the Tianzhu Sect, Eagle Nest Pavilion, Five Color Gate, and other second-tier sects without Incubation Formation cultivators but with many Condensation Core experts. Then came the third-tier sects, cultivation families, and scattered cultivators.

When Lin Xuan arrived at Cloud Sea, it was already packed with guests. Most of the congratulatory visitors had arrived. After presenting his business card, a disciple immediately led him to the east side, which was the second-best seat. Here, he sat alongside the Tianzhu Sect and other top-tier sects, not because anyone knew about Lingyao Mountain's hidden strength but out of respect for their alchemy skills.

"Junior Brother Lin, we meet again."

"Haha, Brother Xu."

Lin Xuan gave a slight bow to the Tianzhu Sect's seat. Xu Feng returned the gesture with a fist salute, while his sister Xu Yin pouted and ignored him, still upset from yesterday.

Lin Xuan smiled but did not engage in petty matters with a girl.

"Many people are on the square; it seems Biyun Mountain is short-handed. How about the situation at the herb garden?"

While savoring the fine wine, Lin Xuan pondered. He wasn't entirely disinterested in the Incubation Formation Conference, but his main focus was still on stealing immortal herbs. This couldn't be rushed and could only be done opportunistically.

As a cultivator of his rank, Lin Xuan had seen much, but that referred to his knowledge of various medicinal pills, equipment, and beasts. As for the important forces and high-ranking cultivators in Yanzhou's cultivation world, he knew very little.

Xu Feng was a rising star in the Tianzhu Sect and rumored to be a strong contender for future sect leader. Apart from his deep cultivation, he was also well-versed in various mundane matters.

After learning this during their idle chat, Lin Xuan naturally sought his advice.

Just as they were chatting, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he looked up. Not just him but almost all the cultivators present lifted their heads to stare at the entrance of Cloud Sea.

A black cloud drifted over, carrying an overwhelming stench that made one want to vomit. Lin Xuan frowned and quickly held his breath, wondering if there were any poisons inside.

"What is this?"

"It smells awful."

"Bad, it's Extreme Demon Aura."

Amidst various exclamations of alarm, the scene turned chaotic. Biyun Mountain's sect leader's expression changed as he waved his hand, sending two Foundation Establishment cultivators flying to intercept the black cloud.

"Who dares to intrude into our Biyun Mountain?"

Lin Xuan's attention was drawn over. The reason was that the black cloud felt familiar. After a moment of thought, he recalled it matched the cultivation technique used by the demon cultivator who had robbed the market fair before.

Surprised, this wasn't some low-level cultivators' temporary bazaar; it was one of Yanzhou's three major sects, with even an Incubation Formation cultivator in its background. Coming here to cause trouble would be suicide for that demon cultivator. What was his true intention?
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Dark clouds swirled and gradually dispersed, revealing a gaunt middle-aged man. A terrifying aura emanated from him.

A cultivator of demons!

Instantly, exclamations filled the air as many faces showed disbelief. Cultivators of demons were notorious, though they weren't in open conflict with true cultivators, their relationship was far from harmonious.

They rarely appeared together!

Why had these cultivators of demons come to the Danxia Mountain's cultivation embryo conference?

Especially this demon cultivator, who turned out to be a high-ranking condensation core stage expert. This alone was enough to shock the present cultivators. It was well-known that their techniques were either innovative or suspiciously shortcutting.

In lower stages, they indeed made rapid progress, even base foundation cultivation being much easier for them than true cultivators. However, as they progressed further, many hidden dangers emerged and their advancement slowed down, especially in condensation core stage, with a success rate only one-fifth that of true cultivators.

In the immortal realm, there was an old saying: while it was common to see base foundation stage demon cultivators, those at condensation core stage were hard to find.

Though demons found it difficult to achieve condensation core, once they succeeded, their strength far surpassed that of true cultivators in the same stage. Their techniques often had immense power.

Seeing a condensation core stage expert, the two junior disciples from Danxia Mountain felt uneasy. However, a voice rang out: "You two, step back."

"Yes, Uncle Senior." They quickly retreated into the crowd as a man in a moon-white Daoist robe and with one arm stepped forward. Despite his missing left hand, no one dared to underestimate him; whispers filled the air:

"Wow! It's the Sword Immortal of Tai Bai!"

"A Danxia Mountain master second only to those at the婴 stage."

"I heard he hates evil like a foe. The demon cultivator is in trouble."

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as well. He had already heard about the fame of the Sword Immortal of Tai Bai when he was on Spirit Herb Mountain, but it wasn’t because of his renown; rather, his position at Danxia Mountain piqued Lin Xuan's interest.

The head of the herb garden!

With him here, the protection of the herb garden weakened significantly. Although tempted, Lin Xuan hesitated upon thinking about the terrifying power of the seven-colored sword array. He didn’t want to risk his life needlessly.

As for the arrival of the demon cultivator, Lin Xuan was glad it happened. He hoped something unexpected would occur at the embryo conference; the more chaos, the better his chances of making a move.

Other true cultivators had similar thoughts but not out of any malicious intentions. After all, few were willing to provoke Danxia Mountain alone.

They just didn’t want Danxia Mountain to dominate and hoped for some awkward situations that could shake their authority.

However, things didn't go as planned. Initially thinking the Sword Immortal of Tai Bai would clash with the uninvited demon cultivator due to his hatred of evil, they were surprised when he invited him into the main hall after a serious conversation.

The attendees exchanged glances in shock but no one dared to intervene. Even the leaders of One Line Canyon and Thunder Cloud Manor only sneered.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow as he pondered. During their conversation, sound barriers had been set up around them, but Lin Xuan heard snippets due to his "Nine Heavens Profound Technique," which could easily penetrate anti-eavesdropping barriers.

However, the distance and the fact that the other was a condensation core stage expert meant Lin Xuan only caught bits and pieces. Words like "extreme demon lord," "seclusion," "a hundred years," and "immortal stage."

The Sword Immortal of Tai Bai had initially sneered but became serious after seeing an epistle, inviting him to sit at the eastern table.

Could this demon cultivator be a disciple of the Extreme Demon Lord, who was also an immortal stage cultivator?

Lin Xuan deduced a shocking fact. However, he didn't dwell on it; whether the demon cultivator or Danxia Mountain colluding with them had nothing to do with him. The immediate task was to find a chance to steal the Seven-star Grass from the herb garden. The attendees were all experienced and quickly regained their composure after the initial chaos.

Then, the head of Danxia Mountain stood up and cleared his throat. "Welcome everyone to our sect. This gathering is to celebrate Senior Master Zhao's successful cultivation embryo..."

Lin Xuan paid no attention to the formalities but instead focused on observing the movements of the Sword Immortal of Tai Bai, who was in charge of the herb garden.

Many cultivators spied on him due to his high status at Danxia Mountain. Lin Xuan’s actions didn’t draw much attention.

A thought formed in Lin Xuan's mind as he pondered. Suddenly, a massive波动of spiritual energy reached him, causing Lin Xuan to gasp for breath. He felt like an infant under the immense pressure.

Not just him; thousands of cultivators in the cloud sea were also affected by this vast mental probe. Only a few condensation core stage experts remained calm as everyone’s faces turned pale and many junior disciples fell to their knees.

Lin Xuan’s brows raised as he resisted the pressure with his inner energy, remaining unperturbed.

As expected, the pressure vanished quickly after a few seconds.

"Ha ha, don't mind it. Senior Master Zhao just greeted you all."

"Greeting?"

Lin Xuan sneered inwardly; it was clearly a show of power. But an immortal stage cultivator was indeed terrifying—such immense power from mere spiritual energy!

Other true cultivators cursed in their hearts but maintained a nonchalant appearance, hoping the other two major powers would take action.

However, for some reason, neither One Line Canyon nor Thunder Cloud Manor opened their mouths despite their displeased expressions. This disappointed those hoping for a three-way conflict.

Lin Xuan was even more surprised that this Senior Zhao disappeared without a trace after showing such power.

Less is more; maintaining mystery was more intimidating!

The conference continued with the condensation core stage head of Danxia Mountain presiding, making it feel odd without its main figure.

Undercurrents and intrigue were rampant, but these were matters for the heads of various sects. For lower-ranked disciples and independents, this gathering was quite interesting.

For centuries, there had never been so many cultivators in Youzhou gathered together; a valuable learning experience.

Especially now, they could freely interact, exchange goods, and negotiate with their preferred sects...

Of course, if one didn’t want to stay in the cloud sea, they could leave at any time. But few chose this option.

The scene was lively but chaotic. Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings and noticed that the Sword Immortal of Tai Bai was being surrounded by several condensation core stage cultivators, chatting about something trivial.

That brat kept attracting higher-ranked cultivators to join in. Clearly, he had a wide network; it would be hard for him to free himself anytime soon.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan left the cloud sea exit and wandered around until he found a secluded spot where he landed. He swallowed an Invisibility Pill and used the Heaven Demon Illusion Technique to transform into the appearance of the Sword Immortal of Tai Bai.

After some thought, Lin Xuan took out a piece of talisman paper from his pocket and stuck it on his left arm.

Since this cultivator only had one hand, Lin Xuan couldn’t amputate his own. However, he used the highest-grade illusion talisman, which cost him hundreds of crystals to acquire. Even condensation core stage experts might be fooled by it.

Moreover, Lin Xuan knew that there was only one condensation core stage cultivator in the herb garden—Tai Bai Sword Immortal. This wasn’t because Danxia Mountain was overconfident; multiple layers of barriers protected the area, and the seven-colored sword array was just one of them. Only an immortal stage cultivator could forcibly enter.

However, Lin Xuan’s actions were extremely risky but necessary. He had to take this chance or risk never getting the Seven-star Grass. After checking for any flaws, he used his遁光to fly towards the direction of the herb garden.

"Senior Brother Tai Bai!"

A voice called from behind, startling Lin Xuan as he turned around. A faint blue mist approached him.
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That was a woman of extraordinary beauty, yet there was an underlying hint of malevolence in her expression.

She glanced at Lin Xuan and the icy look on her face gradually softened as she offered a smile. "Senior Brother Tai Bai, you weren't hosting guests from outside in the Cloud Sea, right? What brings you here?"

Lin Xuan's mind raced. The woman before him had reined in her divine light, making it impossible for him to discern her cultivation level with his Spirit Eye Technique—she was a Core Formation Stage expert.

Fortunately, he had done some research on the key figures of Mount Bichun before this trip. While he might not remember every Core Formation Stage cultivator, he recognized this woman.

Ouyang Qinxin.

An Elder of Mount Bichun!

Women were few and far between in cultivation realms, and those who successfully formed cores were even rarer. Thus, Lin Xuan had a vague impression of her.

At her age, she was likely well past twenty-eight, but she still looked like a young maiden, suggesting that she practiced some special cultivation techniques.

Lin Xuan felt uneasy, but he put on a smile and said, "Brother, I have something to attend to at the Medicine Garden. Sister, what brings you here?"

Calling an elder Core Formation cultivator 'sister' gave Lin Xuan an odd feeling, but there was no turning back now; he had to act as if nothing were amiss.

"I've been feeling restless lately and decided to visit the Medicine Garden for some Calming Heart Grass. I'm glad I ran into Senior Brother here."

Calming Heart Grass was a highly prized medicinal herb that could help cultivators rid themselves of mental demons.

While ordinary cultivators couldn't afford it, Core Formation Stage experts received it free from their sects.

"Haha, you're too polite," Lin Xuan waved his hand. "Such small matters would be handled by the junior disciples guarding the Medicine Garden."

"Still, we must follow our sect's rules. Let's go!"

Lin Xuan didn't object and flew towards the Medicine Garden with her. During their flight, he used all his skills to keep up with Ouyang Qinxin's speed, which was due to her not using full power within the sect.

"Hey?"

A short while later, they arrived at a scene of devastation. The ground was littered with dozens of corpses, including both sect and outer disciples. Even servants who served tea were not spared; their methods were brutal beyond description.

The courtyard's rare flowers and exotic herbs had been stripped bare, with some even uprooted. This was intolerable, and Ouyang Qinxin gritted her teeth.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim, mostly for show.

Several beams of light illuminated the path ahead as they heard shouts. Ouyang Qinxin raised an eyebrow and transformed into a blue beam, flying towards the source of the commotion.

Lin Xuan hesitated but followed after a moment’s consideration; if he ran away now, it would raise suspicion. He had no confidence in evading a Core Formation Stage cultivator.

He decided to wait and see what happened. As they approached, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and followed behind Ouyang Qinxin.

Though his speed couldn't match hers, the distance was close enough for them to arrive simultaneously.

The scene before them surprised Lin Xuan.

Three base cultivators in Mount Bichun's attire were facing off against a muscular brute. The man looked like a brawny thug but had the cultivation level of a Core Formation Stage expert.

Three base cultivators' combined strength was no match for a single Core Formation Stage expert, but their array flags allowed them to hold on with a complex formation.

Their foreheads were slick with sweat, indicating they were at their limits. Seeing Ouyang Qinxin and Lin Xuan, the three men's faces lit up in relief.

"Master, save me!"

Lin Xuan smirked; it seemed these three were disciples of Tai Bai Sword Immortal.

Ouyang Qinxin was furious: "Rao Hai, Master Brother is merciful. He spared your lives on that day and expelled you from the sect. Why are you doing this? You're repaying his kindness with malice!"

Before she could finish, her expression changed as she turned to Lin Xuan. "There's another one! Senior Brother, Rao Tong must be here too. Take care of him; I'll deal with Rao Hai."

Lin Xuan was relieved. He didn't want to get involved in a Core Formation Stage battle and would expose his identity if he did. He could use this as an opportunity to sneak into the center of the Medicine Garden.

"Very well, then, let Sister handle it." Lin Xuan turned into a streak of light, trying to bypass Rao Hai. The latter hesitated but didn't stop him; facing two Core Formation Stage experts alone was suicide.

As he left, Ouyang Qinxin and Rao Hai began their battle.

Ouyang Qinxin held a golden vertical zither, an extremely rare type of treasure that could emit sound waves to kill opponents. Rao Hai wielded a wolf-shaped weapon that emitted eerie red light.

"Step aside!"

The three base cultivators, exhausted, flew away as if granted freedom.

Two Core Formation Stage experts' divine energy began colliding...

Boom!

The battle had begun. Sensing the powerful energy fluctuations behind him, Lin Xuan was alarmed but glad he had acted quickly.

He wouldn't really try to intercept another Core Formation Stage expert; from their conversation, he guessed what happened. Rao Hai and Rao Tong, originally high-ranking cultivators of Mount Bichun, were expelled for unknown reasons.

Though it wasn't his concern, this intrigued him because even a sect like the Big Three valued Core Formation Stage experts. They wouldn't be easily discarded unless there was a special reason.

After being expelled, they harbored resentment and sought revenge. Familiar with the Medicine Garden's layout, they contacted loyal disciples to act as insiders, breaking through the barriers during this Conception Conference and wreaking havoc inside.

This was Lin Xuan's conjecture; while not entirely accurate, it was close to the truth. As he pondered, another courtyard appeared before them—the center of the Medicine Garden.
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The inner courtyard was not large, measuring about twenty丈in both length and width. The medicinal herbs cultivated here were the most precious ones available. Seven-star Grass was one of its treasures.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before he didn't immediately enter but instead released his spirit sense to scan around.

According to Ouyang Qinxin's speculation, the condensation core stage experts who had entered this place should not be just one. The禁制 in the center of the medicinal garden was incredibly powerful and not easily broken through. Therefore, Lin Xuan approached with caution.

At first, he didn't find anything unusual. However, after a while, angry roars came from the front medicinal garden, mixed with the howls of beasts, along with massive surges of spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as a contemplative look appeared on his face.

With gritted teeth, a determined glint flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes. He darted towards the inner courtyard through a flash of light. "No tiger without entering the tiger's den," he thought. Some risks were worth taking to obtain the immortal grass.

However, what happened inside was different from his expectations.

The禁制 had been broken, and scattered on the ground were remnants of the array tools that had been destroyed into waste.

There was only one dead body and a beast crouching on the ground. The deceased's appearance resembled Hai Rui’s, with wide-open eyes and an expression full of不甘. He held a broken weapon in his hand, though just a fragment remained, exuding intense spiritual energy.

"Fragment of a treasure?" A term flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. However, what alarmed him more was the beast before him.

It wasn't a lion or tiger but seemed to be a hybrid of both, with spiky tail and a body as large as that of a wild elephant.

Lion-tiger Beast!

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. No wonder it could eliminate condensation core stage experts; this was a third-grade top-tier monster.

The cultivators of Bichun Mountain were not fools. Although the shortage of hands due to hosting the cultivation conference had caused them some difficulties, they certainly wouldn't be lax with such an important place like the medicinal garden. Especially in the inner courtyard, where precious herbs were abundant. Even though Senior White Sword Immortal had left, they still sent their strongest guardian spirit beast here.

A third-grade top-tier monster's strength was equivalent to a condensation core stage peak cultivator. Eliminating Rong Tong, who was at the early condensation core stage, would be no problem for it. But how could he steal Seven-star Grass under such circumstances?

Time was running out. The changes in the medicinal garden wouldn't remain hidden for long. If other experts from Bichun Mountain arrived, leaving might become impossible.

But returning empty-handed was something Lin Xuan couldn’t bear to do.

After a moment of contemplation, a strange light flashed in his eyes as he decided to take a gamble.

He reached into his storage bag and pulled out a handful of crystals. Then, he threw them far away with all his might.

This wasn't done aimlessly; most beasts liked eating crystals. Lin Xuan hoped to distract the Lion-tiger Beast by throwing the crystals.

A yellow light flashed, and sure enough, the Lion-tiger Beast left its spot, chasing after the crystals.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed as he had been waiting for this moment. He quickly reached out with his hand towards a small grass plant with seven leaves. However, before he could touch Seven-star Grass, a deafening roar echoed. Lin Xuan felt like being pushed by an immense force and flew backward.

Looking up, Lin Xuan was terrified to see the Lion-tiger Beast charging at him with bloodshot eyes.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. He had originally planned to use the crystals to distract the beast while he quickly picked Seven-star Grass and fled. However, it reacted so swiftly that his plan failed.

It seemed he underestimated a third-grade monster.

Danger!

Although Lin Xuan knew he wasn't its match in combat, he didn't want to wait for death. He reached out with his hand on his storage bracelet, intending to retrieve a灵器.

However, due to the panic, he grabbed an amulet instead of the Biexue Ring.

This was one of the treasures he had obtained from Xiuyue Canyon, but despite studying it multiple times, its purpose remained unknown. Although this amulet undoubtedly held secrets, it wasn’t a treasure or magical tool. Taking it now would only put him in grave danger.

But something strange happened...

The amulet emitted a soft light, and the ferocious Lion-tiger Beast calmed down upon contact with the light, becoming docile.

Lin Xuan was stunned as he looked at the amulet in his hand. The light emanated from the strange patterns carved on it.

A new lease of life! Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted. However, now wasn't the time to explore this amulet's mysteries. He glanced at the Lion-tiger Beast, confirming its peaceful demeanor before cautiously reaching out towards Seven-star Grass.

There was no reaction!

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and quickly plucked Seven-star Grass, storing it in his storage bag. Then, he released a white light from his hand, wrapping it around the body of the condensation core stage expert who had died. He left the inner courtyard swiftly.

He didn’t know how Ouyang Qinxin and Hai Rui’s battle ended, but Lin Xuan wouldn't return by the same path. Instead, he took another route out of the medicinal garden.

Lin Xuan didn’t head back to Cloud Sea. If the incident in the medicinal garden was discovered, leaving Bichun Mountain would become more difficult.

Fortunately, the main act of the cultivation conference had ended, and outsiders could leave if they wished.

Lin Xuan dispelled his Heaven Demon Illusion Technique and restored his original appearance before smoothly leaving Bichun Mountain.

By evening, Lin Xuan had covered half the distance. Seeing that it was late, he stopped at a remote mountain cave as a temporary shelter.

He set up several warning禁制 around the cave and then took out some items after a moment of contemplation. First, there was Seven-star Grass. Although unremarkable in appearance, Lin Xuan treated it with great respect, having gone to great lengths to obtain it. He carefully placed it inside an jade box.

Next, he held up a black object, which was the treasure fragment found on the condensation core stage expert killed by the third-grade monster. The acquisition of this fragment was somewhat disappointing as Lin Xuan hadn’t managed to find his storage bag from him, leaving only the treasure fragment as a reward.

Although it wasn't ordinary and emitted powerful spiritual energy fluctuations, Lin Xuan still felt unsatisfied.

He shook his head, reminding himself not to be too greedy. Then, he stored it in his storage bag.

Finally, he took out the amulet.

This was something he had obtained from Xiuyue Canyon, a treasure sought after by Fire Spirit Sect cultivators at great cost and even risk.

Despite having studied it for so long, Lin Xuan still hadn’t discovered its purpose. He had nearly forgotten about it, leaving it in a corner of his storage bag.

But today's mistake led to unexpected fortune. Without this amulet, he wouldn't have been able to steal Seven-star Grass or might already be dead at the Lion-tiger Beast’s mouth.

But why did it prevent the beast from attacking him?

Lin Xuan held the amulet in his hand and examined it closely.

Half an hour passed without any discovery of its magical properties.

Lin Xuan sighed, about to put it away when he suddenly paused.

He placed the amulet before his eyes and carefully checked it with his spirit sense. After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan took out a talisman from his storage ring.

Skyward Bird Beast Talisman!

Lin Xuan had used this once, so some of its energy was depleted.

With one hand holding the amulet and the other the beast talisman, he inhaled deeply, channeling spiritual energy into the amulet.

Immediately, it emitted bright light…
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A moment later, Lin Xuan used his spirit sense to scan the beast talisman. A look of surprise and joy appeared on his face.

Although he had speculated about this outcome, seeing it with his own eyes still brought him a feeling of elation.

The energy in the Sky翔 Bird Beast Talisman had been replenished.

It was well-known that so-called beast talismans were made by killing妖 beasts, extracting their souls, and then using a special condensation method to seal them within paper talismans. The power remained the same as when the beast was alive. However, these talismans had a fatal flaw: the energy of the beast's soul would diminish with each use. When all the energy in the soul was used up, the beast talisman would be rendered useless.

Thus, while beast talismans were simple to use and powerful, they were also very expensive due to their high consumption rate.

Now, however, the energy from his Sky翔 Bird Manor had been replenished. This meant he could use the beast talismans at will without worry. Under certain conditions where his spirit sense allowed him to control them, he might even be able to use several together. The benefits of this were obvious for enhancing his strength.

However, it seemed that the jade pendant itself did not provide energy to the beast talismans; rather, it absorbed some of the soul energy from the Lion Tiger Beast and then supplied it to the talisman.

Recalling the scene in the herb garden where the Lion Tiger Beast had appeared docile on the surface but with a hint of fear, Lin Xuan realized that this discovery was already quite exciting. He stored the information away in his storage bracelet and began meditating in a cross-legged position.

That night passed uneventfully.

The next day, Lin Xuan called back Ling Er, removed the restrictions, identified the direction, and flew southeast.

This wasn't the path to Spirit Herb Mountain; instead, he planned to head to a nearby market town to purchase some supplies.

After half a day, Lin Xuan descended his cloaking light. After breaking through the illusionary array's restrictions, a massive market town appeared before him.

In the cultivation world of Youzhou, this was an unusual location.

Unlike Yanzhou, where there were few cultivation sects, Youzhou had numerous ones.

For example, in the vicinity of Snow霞 Mountain, there were several major and minor sects such as Tianmu Gang, Hai沙 Sect, Liuhuo Sect, etc. Additionally, many cultivation families scattered around.

Although their numbers were considerable, these sects and families were weak, with only fourth- or fifth-rate power.

For instance, the headmaster of a small sect was at the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. It was truly abysmal.

In short, they belonged to the grassroots of the cultivation world, with status similar to that of wandering cultivators.

Though their cultivation levels were somewhat lacking, collectively, these sects and families formed an不可 underestimated force.

Historically, some of their ancestors had been wise enough to realize the harsh realities of the cultivation world. To prevent their sect's lineage from disappearing, they had established a mutual aid pact.

An attack on one sect would trigger support from all others without conditions. This agreement allowed these small sects to survive in the brutal cultivation world for thousands of years.

Another reason was that this area wasn't rich in Spirit Channels, so there were no powerful forces interested in occupying or plundering it.

Due to their weakness, they focused on earning more crystal stones rather than just cultivating. They opened a market town and operated it collectively.

After several thousand years of development, this place had become the largest market town in Youzhou. Its scale and variety of goods far surpassed those of even the three major sects' market towns like Qingyun Mountain.

No wonder, as these sects devoted most of their efforts to operating the market rather than just sending low-ranking disciples to manage it.

The size of this market was understandable given the different levels of investment.

At that moment, Lin Xuan was walking through the market town.

Though called a market town, from an external perspective, it resembled a city in the secular world. Two main streets intersected at a crossroad, each several dozen feet wide. Buildings lined both sides of the streets, and there were also numerous smaller streets weaving through them, forming a bustling network for trade.

Lin Xuan had seen many things before, but here he was left speechless. This place wasn't just a market town; it had evolved into a place providing various services to cultivators.

In addition to shops, there was an auction house where rare items were sold. There were even rumors that if you could afford the crystal stones, you could buy even magical treasures.

There was also the Gathering Immortal Pavilion, something unique compared to other market towns.

The Gathering Immortal Pavilion somewhat resembled a restaurant in the secular world but served true immortal delicacies made from ingredients like妖 beasts and exotic plants, carefully prepared.

Despite their ferocity, the flesh of these beasts was far more delicious than that of ordinary wild animals. Although cultivators sought the Dao, they still had desires, and this place could satisfy them.

Moreover, there were rumors that eating such dishes could enhance cultivation. Even if it wasn't true, it attracted many cultivators who flocked to try them. The prices were also quite high.

Similarly, there was a tea house where secret blends of various spirit herbs were brewed into tea. While it couldn't directly increase cultivation levels, it had several beneficial effects.

Like in the secular world, cultivators enjoyed discussing and sharing information while drinking tea here. Thus, one could hear many pieces of cultivation-related intelligence.

Lin Xuan stopped in front of a shop where the sign read "Medicine." If there was anything not sold in this market town, it would be various medicinal pills to enhance cultivation.

However, although finished pills weren't available, some raw herbs were still obtainable. For example, he could find two-century-old ginseng and lower-grade Red Silk Grass. He had already gathered all the ingredients for Easy Jing Pills, but there was a slight shortage that only allowed him to make one batch. Fortunately, he had successfully collected Seven-star Grass, which would serve as an excellent medicinal ingredient, requiring just a small amount per batch. The market town could produce many such batches.

Since he was in the market anyway, Lin Xuan decided to buy some additional supplies.
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This apothecary was located in the heart of the market district, decorated rather elegantly. Lin Xuan sized it up and then walked straight inside without hesitation.

Inside, the shopkeeper was a middle-stage Flexible Spirit Period cultivator. Upon seeing Lin Xuan's Foundation Establishment stage cultivation, he immediately beamed with a smile and greeted him respectfully: "Senior, what can I do for you?"

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the apothecary feeling satisfied.

The ingredients needed to make Easy Classic Pills were mostly common, except for the Seven Stars Grass used as a medicinal guide. Therefore, he easily gathered all the necessary items.

However, his next purchases did not go smoothly.

Lin Xuan visited several specialized shops that made talismans but could not find any beast talismans. Not only were there none with sealed second-stage demon souls, even first-stage ones were unavailable.

This greatly disappointed Lin Xuan, who had just learned the utility of the jade pendant.

In truth, he always wanted to use such talismans freely because controlling a beast talisman required only a portion of his divine consciousness and no significant expenditure of magical energy. It was time-saving and advantageous against same-stage opponents; even facing higher-stage cultivators, there were chances for victory.

However, despite this desire, it remained unfulfilled due to the high cost and rarity of beast talismans. They were consumables, with a precious second-stage beast talisman usable only a few times. Although Lin Xuan was far wealthier than his peers, he could not afford such extravagance. While theoretically, he could refine pills into crystals, that would draw too much attention. He wouldn't do something so foolish unless absolutely necessary.

But after discovering the jade pendant could replenish the spirit energy of beast talismans, there were no worries anymore.

However, the situation was different from what Lin Xuan had anticipated; beast talismans weren't just expensive but practically unavailable.

Lin Xuan still held two beast talismans: a Sky翔 Bird and a Flame Rhinoceros. With his divine consciousness, he could control up to five at once.

Originally, he planned to buy three more to enhance his strength, but in the largest market of Youzhou, he couldn't find any buyers.

However, after some thought, Lin Xuan realized that these talismans were indeed obtained through chance encounters.

Exiting the last shop selling talismans, Lin Xuan sighed. According to the owner, beast talismans were generally not sold; they only occasionally appeared in auctions.

Standing there for a moment, Lin Xuan considered it an intelligence but found no use for it. He couldn't predict when such talismans would appear at auctions and had no intention of waiting indefinitely.

Well, he'd deal with this later.

Once Ling'er's cultivation improved to the equivalent of a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator in human terms, she could learn the secret methods of ghost cultivation to refine her spirit essence.

Initially, Lin Xuan intended to return to Spirit Medicine Mountain after leaving the market district and close himself off for intensive training. However, when he passed by a tea house called "Xianke Lai," he stopped.

After some contemplation, Lin Xuan entered the tea house.

"Senior, please take a seat."

Unlike other sects' markets where outer disciples handled business, this large market operated by several dozen sects was managed by cultivators. The shopkeeper's cultivation level was negligible, but he was an actual inner disciple from one of the smaller sects.

Lin Xuan nodded silently and took a window seat, ordering a cup of "Snow域 Immortal Tea," which he sipped slowly. It was said to calm the mind.

After drinking a few sips, Lin Xuan indeed felt his heart calmed. He then released his divine consciousness to eavesdrop on the conversations around him.

Lin Xuan wasn't there just for tea; many cultivators here exchanged information, benefiting their cultivation. So he listened without drawing attention.

No one would reveal true secrets in public anyway.

The noise was considerable, but after filtering with his divine sense, Lin Xuan easily picked out what he wanted to hear: "I heard that at the recent Incubation Conference, Bìyún Mountain wanted to establish its authority. Instead of gaining an advantage, it suffered a setback."

A rough voice caught Lin Xuan's attention. He immediately focused on several cultivators about six feet away, dressed differently. They were undoubtedly independent cultivators.

"Ah, brother, did you participate?"

"I am Yan, fortunate enough to witness the event," the previous speaker said with some pride. Lin Xuan used his Spirit Eye Technique to scan and found that this independent cultivator was quite strong, reaching the third layer of Foundation Establishment stage.

"What happened? Tell us."

"Yes, is there an Incubation Conference elder present?"

The group chatted animatedly, their faces showing excitement. For a cultivator, the Incubation Conference Elder was a legendary existence.

This left Yan speechless as he struggled to respond to everyone's questions.

"Alright, alright, let each one speak in turn or let Brother Yan narrate."

A beautiful woman intervened. She looked around twenty-seven or eight years old and had an alluring figure. Her every move exuded charm, suggesting she practiced a媚术-containing cultivation method.

Yan swallowed hard before recounting his experience. Lin Xuan already knew the initial part; he was curious about what happened afterward after he left Bìyún Mountain.

"Following the Incubation Conference, many cultivators remained in Cloud Sea Square. I was negotiating with an interested sect when suddenly, the禁制 around Cloud Sea Square activated, prohibiting anyone from leaving."

Others widened their eyes, disbelievingly saying: "Although Bìyún Mountain is strong and has gained another Incubation Conference Elder, such a sudden detention of fellow cultivators might provoke anger. Isn't that too domineering?"

"I don't know what the other sect leaders think, but I was only shocked and frightened; we independent cultivators are insignificant in their eyes!" Yan sighed, showing self-deprecating humor: "Later, a Condensation Period elder from Bìyún Mountain simply explained the situation, assuring us not to panic. They said a thief had entered the herb garden and stolen many precious herbs."

The others exchanged glances, wondering if anyone dared to steal from such a powerful sect.

"What happened next?"

"Next?" Yan rolled his eyes: "Nothing much. About half an hour later, Bìyún Mountain's leader personally returned from the herb garden to Cloud Sea Square, apologized to us, and we left."

The group murmured in disappointment at this unsatisfactory explanation. Lin Xuan, however, was moved by Bìyún Mountain's leader's handling of the situation.

Tact and the ability to let go—truly a mastermind.

In that scenario, someone must have stolen the Seven Stars Grass. If they had detained participants for too long, it would only cause more trouble without solving anything.

But Lin Xuan was relieved; with no investigation, he could rest easy knowing there were no lingering consequences.

As he sipped his tea, the surrounding conversations continued to reach his ears.

"Exactly what herbs did Bìyún Mountain lose?"

"I don't know. It's a shameful matter; they wouldn't publicize it."

"True, but this is strange. Bìyún Mountain is at its peak with two Incubation Conference Elders. Who would dare provoke them?"

"Perhaps it was the One Line Gorge and Thundercloud Manor."

"Hush! You want to die? Don't say such things carelessly; if the three major sects hear, you'll be dead without a grave."

"What's there to fear? Such coincidences don't happen. The three major sects' people are here, and as an entry-level independent cultivator, I can run away before they find me," said a man in scholar attire with satisfaction.
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"Is that so?"

A cool voice filtered in, resonating through the air with a pleasant yet icy tone.

Instantly, the entire guesthouse fell silent.

With delicate footsteps, an exceptionally beautiful woman approached from the staircase. Though she appeared to be only in her late teens or early twenties, her presence exuded a refined aura.

"Ouyang Fairy!"

Someone exclaimed, and the entire guesthouse buzzed with activity. Ouyang Qinxin was a respected elder of Biyun Mountain, one of few female cultivators who had advanced into the Condensation Core stage in all of Youzhou. She was indeed one of them.

Her treasure was also quite unique—a graceful vertical lyre that, when combined with her cultivation technique, proved exceedingly sharp and far superior to those of her peers.

Seeing Ouyang Fairy again, Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with a hint of surprise but remained calm. With his current cultivation level, unless it was an infant spirit monster, no one could penetrate the Illusionary Face Technique he had mastered.

The guesthouse quickly fell silent once more as cultivators kept their thoughts to themselves. Only the young man who had boasted earlier, now looking pale and trembling, stood out.

"What did you say just now?"

Ouyang Qinxin walked over slowly, her jade-like face showing no emotion.

"I, I..."

He stammered, hesitating for a moment before suddenly forming a hand seal that transformed into a yellow light, flying towards the window.

Lin Xuan's expression softened with pity. A mid-Flexible Spirit cultivator using a low-grade spiritual artifact to flee from Ouyang Qinxin was as foolish as dreaming of escaping a tiger by running faster than it.

This was an incredibly stupid move!

Words lead to worries; actions bring disasters. Talking without restraint is the path to misfortune, and this situation had turned out poorly.

Had he not fled but instead apologized sincerely, Ouyang Qinxin might have merely given him a mild lesson as her senior in the Condensation Core stage. But now...

Ouyang Qinxin's delicate brows furrowed with anger. Without making any move, she simply swept her sleeves and sent out a red light thin as a silver needle.

The attack came from behind.

The red light struck the cultivator's escape light accurately.

A pained cry echoed, followed by the sight of the scholar falling from the sky, rolling on the ground in agony.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. Using his divine sense to scan, he found no trace of spiritual energy emanating from the man. If Ouyang Qinxin had suspected him, his fate would have been far worse than just losing his cultivation level.

Seeing the power of a Condensation Core cultivator, everyone fell silent.

After Ouyang Qinxin sat down, someone quickly settled the bill and left. Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before following suit.

Leaving the market district, he immediately used his escape light to fly away.

Although meeting Ouyang Fairy had piqued his curiosity about her mission and whether it was related to the theft of Seven Stars Grass, as long as she didn't suspect him, there was no need to worry. Returning to the mountain to refine the Easy Classic Pills for cultivation was more important.

In the evening, Lin Xuan landed in a desolate plain.

The area around him was uninhabited, but he could only sleep outdoors. For cultivators, this wasn't an issue.

Releasing his divine sense and searching nearby, he found no danger before settling at a sheltered spot to rest.

At midnight, as Lin Xuan slept soundly, his eyes suddenly opened with surprise and gravity. He quickly took out a Hiding Spirit Pill and swallowed it.

He concealed his cultivation and minimized spiritual energy fluctuations.

Then, from his storage bracelet, he took an invisibility talisman and stuck it on himself.

His figure vanished instantly.

Just as he finished these preparations, a white light appeared in the distance and swiftly approached. Lin Xuan frowned; this familiar light seemed to have been seen before.

The light landed about fifteen feet away, revealing a middle-aged man dressed in a moon-white Daoist robe.

He had messy hair but looked neat, giving off an air of elegance.

Most striking was his single left arm.

Taoist White Sword!

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat. His mind raced as he considered the coincidence. Had he met two important figures from Biyun Mountain in less than a day just because of the theft of Seven Stars Grass?

But facing a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator, Lin Xuan was not complacent. He carefully concealed his divine sense. The Hiding Spirit Pill's effect was superior to the raw red lotus root juice, and combined with his Nine Heaven Mystical Art, which also included techniques for concealing spiritual energy, he felt secure.

"Ah, Brother Zhang, long time no see."

Taoist White Sword opened his eyes, showing a hint of dissatisfaction. "You're late."

"Haha, sorry, I had some matters to attend to," replied the scholar with a smile.

Taoist White Sword's expression worsened but he quickly calmed down: "Let's not talk about it. Let's get down to business—did you bring what we need?"

"Yes." The man's playful demeanor vanished as his face turned stern, throwing a storage bag to Taoist White Sword.

"This item was obtained by the Evil Monarch after much difficulty from the Western Sea."

Taoist White Sword ignored him and delved into the storage bag with his divine sense. Satisfied, he put it away.

"Brother Taoist White, regarding the matter entrusted by the Evil Monarch..."

"Don't worry, I've already arranged for Ouyang Qinxin to come in half an hour. The item the Evil Monarch desires is in her possession."

"In this woman's hands?" The man's face showed excitement but he confirmed with caution.

"I have investigated thoroughly. Ouyang Qinxin was the sole survivor of the Ouyang family three hundred years ago, and that Heaven Pole Diagram must be in her hands."

"Haha, excellent. As long as we present the Heaven Pole Diagram to the Evil Monarch, it will be a significant achievement. He has promised to make Brother Taoist White vice-cave master of our Extreme Demon Cave."

Extreme Demon Cave! Lin Xuan frowned at this name.

As the name suggested, the Extreme Demon Cave was a sect composed of evil cultivators, but in Youzhou's many factions, it was merely mid-tier and far less powerful than the three major powers. Taoist White Sword, as an elder of Biyun Mountain, held high rank; he wouldn't seek such a minor position.

"Thank you for your offer, but I have already provided information about the Heaven Pole Diagram in exchange for the Sea Algae. We are even now. As for vice-cave master, I'm afraid I am not interested."

This statement made Miao Diao's face turn red with anger, but he quickly masked it and smiled: "Brother Zhang thinks poorly of our Extreme Demon Cave? Haha, since the Evil Monarch became cave master a hundred years ago, we evil cultivators have worked hard to improve our strength."

"Oh?"

"Our true power is just an iceberg. If one-on-one, even Biyun Mountain would be outmatched," boasted Taoist White Sword.

Taoist White Sword's eyebrows raised in skepticism. He had only agreed to this transaction because the Sea Algae could cure his ailment and did not want to align with evil cultivators. "Brother Zhang, is what you say a lie? In any case, thank you for your good intentions. The Extreme Demon Cave welcomes you at all times."

"Humph." Taoist White Sword didn't speak further but transformed into an escape light that vanished into the horizon.
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Looking at his back, Elder Miao Diao's expression turned sneering as he toyed with a peculiar plant in his hand and chuckled. "Zhang Taibai, do you think that after our little deal, you can leave unscathed? The Green Sea Alga has already been tainted by the Sovereign Demon..."

Under the moonlight, his ugly face appeared even more menacing.

After a moment of thought, Elder Miao Diao took out an array disk and array flags from his robe, beginning to set up the array around him.

In less than a quarter hour, a strange array had already taken shape. Although it hadn't been activated yet, Lin Xuan could sense the heavy煞气 emanating from within.

Sure enough, this was a demonic array!

Seeing his own creation, Elder Miao Diao's face lit up with satisfaction as he took out an odd-looking bead from his storage bracelet and blew a puff of essence qi at it.

Instantly, several beams of霞光 shot out from the treasure bead, merging into the newly set-up array. A misty fog surged, and all the煞气 vanished without a trace.

Then, Elder Miao Diao began to chant incantations while forming hand seals, his figure gradually fading away...

Seeing this scene and recalling his conversation with Senior Taibai, Lin Xuan could easily guess that he was planning an ambush on Fairy Ouyang.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan pondered. Originally, his plan had been to quickly leave the area, but the conflict between the Azure Cloud Mountain and the Extreme Demon Cave had nothing to do with him. He didn't want to get entangled in a fight between condensation core cultivators. But now, leaving would surely be noticed by them.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided to observe the situation from afar.

A moment later, a blue beam of light appeared on the horizon and swiftly approached here.

From the light, Fairy Ouyang Qinxin's exquisite beauty was revealed as she surveyed her surroundings. Her face showed a hint of suspicion; Senior Taibai had transmitted for them to meet here for important matters, but he wasn't around.

After some hesitation, Fairy Ouyang Qinxin landed and walked forward. Seeing this, Elder Miao Diao hid nearby and couldn't help but feel delighted as she was about to step into the range of his "White Bone Yin Sha Array."

Lin Xuan saw this too and quickly thought through several options before deciding to warn Fairy Ouyang Qinxin.

He didn't do it out of justice or any romantic notions; he did it for himself. After careful consideration, Lin Xuan realized that since he had stumbled into the situation, completely staying out was impossible.

Leaving stealthily would be noticed.

The only option left was to continue hiding and watch from a distance. But he couldn't forget that Fairy Ouyang Qinxin and Elder Miao Diao were both condensation core cultivators with formidable abilities. If they clashed, the impact would be immense, and he wouldn't be spared.

If he appeared then, both sides would surely have hostile intentions toward him. That was a death sentence.

Better to choose now.

Excluding the possibility of a demon cultivator, Elder Miao Diao definitely wouldn't let someone who knew his plot live. As for Fairy Ouyang Qinxin, although Lin Xuan didn't know her well, he knew she was proud and would be someone who kept score in terms of grudges.

His warning to avoid the demon's array should suffice as a gift!

Elder Miao Diao was furious, his beard bristling with rage. He glared at the young cultivator who had ruined his plans. At twenty years old, he was only at the Foundation Establishment stage.

In his anger, Elder Miao Diao also felt puzzled; according to the situation, the other should have been hiding here before him. How could a Foundation Establishment cultivator escape his divine sense?

Damn it, just one step away!

Since Fairy Ouyang Qinxin hadn't stepped into the White Bone Yin Sha Array's range, the bone hand had only used limited strength. Otherwise, she wouldn't have escaped so easily; he should have already ensnared her.

Although Elder Miao Diao was at the Condensation Core中期 stage while Fairy Ouyang Qinxin was at the early stage, he heard that her Sound Wave Art was incredibly powerful and far surpassed those of her peers.

Elder Miao Diao couldn't be careless. He used an array to ambush but was now frustrated by Lin Xuan's interference.

On the other hand, Fairy Ouyang Qinxin felt relieved as she looked at the demon's array. Although she didn't know what kind of demonic trickery it was, its terrifying煞气 indicated immense power.

Thinking about it, Fairy Ouyang Qinxin shivered with fear and glanced at the young man beside her, a look of gratitude on her face.

But then, her expression turned stern as she looked down. An ugly old man flew up.

Demon cultivator!

Seeing his cultivation level, Fairy Ouyang Qinxin's eyes widened in surprise, her expression growing more serious.

They didn't need to talk; they had already broken their facade of civility earlier.

Elder Miao Diao glared at Lin Xuan again but focused on Fairy Ouyang Qinxin. For him, this young man was insignificant compared to a condensation core cultivator's strength.

Once he dealt with this woman, squashing the boy would be easy.

Since the array had been broken, they could only resort to brute force now.

Elder Miao Diao reached into his robe and summoned an enigmatic treasure. The black mist enveloped it, making its true form invisible. But the pressure was so intense that Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel awed; treasures and spiritual artifacts were on entirely different levels.

Lin Xuan retreated a bit, knowing better than to act rashly given their vast cultivation gap.

He activated his essence energy shield, several mid-rank defensive talismans, the flower-patterned defense artifact he had scavenged from the Spirit Medicine Mountain's treasury, and a small bell.

Instantly, dazzling light filled the area, catching Elder Miao Diao and Fairy Ouyang Qinxin's attention before they quickly looked away.

With multiple layers of defenses in place, Lin Xuan felt somewhat relieved as he prepared to watch the battle unfold.

Fairy Ouyang Qinxin stared at the demon cultivator. Her aura of killing intent began to emanate from her petite frame. Senior Taibai hadn't come, but there was a powerful demon cultivator hiding here. Although she couldn't be certain that it was her senior who had betrayed her, something seemed off.

Her face turned cold as she flipped her hand and held up an elegant golden harp.

Seeing this, Elder Miao Diao formed hand seals, the mysterious treasure emitting a mournful sound as the black mist expanded, soon covering a dozen feet around them.

Fairy Ouyang Qinxin wouldn't let him proceed. Facing a mid-stage condensation core cultivator, she couldn't afford to be complacent.

She held the golden harp close and gently plucked it, sending waves of beautiful music into the air. But Lin Xuan wasn't in the mood for such distractions; his face showed shock.

This was the famous Sound Wave Art!

Despite its beauty, it contained lethal power. As the melody played, countless golden rays appeared in the sky.

But they weren't light; they were thousands of essence energy needles.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan gasped. His Ice Needle Technique paled in comparison to these.

Ping!

Fairy Ouyang Qinxin plucked her harp again, and the golden rays shot towards Elder Miao Diao with a deafening roar...

The sky lit up as essence energy flew everywhere. Witnessing the battle between two condensation core cultivators, Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with interest.

Looking at Elder Miao Diao's menacing face, Lin Xuan felt an uneasy sensation in his heart but couldn't figure out why this unease didn't come from the demon before him.
第一百三十五章 补灵丹

"Hmph, the Fairy Ouyang of legend is no more than this!"

Miaowei Shangren's eyes flashed with a sinister aura. It seemed that rumors had exaggerated the strength of the female cultivator in front of him; even without an array formation, he could still capture her alive.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan did not seem to be in a hurry. He stepped back another twenty or thirty feet.

Ouyang Qinxin's pretty face grew colder. After such a long delay, the White Peak Sword Immortal still had no trace. It seemed she was indeed trapped by a trap.

Seeing that the golden needles could not harm her opponent, Ouyang Qinxin changed her finger technique. The music played by the harp became more urgent, and a golden light ball appeared in the sky, growing brighter. Inside it, a huge monster bird materialized.

Its shape resembled a crane, with wingspan of dozens of feet long, and only one leg.

Phoenix Bird!

Even Lin Xuan, who was no stranger to intrigue, could not help being struck by its grandeur. That was the legendary Firebird, the divine bird of fire.

Of course, this was not the real Phoenix Bird; it was conjured from Ouyang Qinxin's spiritual energy using sound wave techniques.

Miaowei Shangren was also greatly surprised. His easy expression vanished as he muttered a curse and opened his mouth to spit out a small green ball.

The small ball entered the black fog of his treasure, emitting a series of thunderous sounds. The mist surged, and after a moment, a dragon's roar could be heard from within.

Then, the mist dispersed, revealing an evil water dragon with sharp fangs.

A water dragon was one of the ancient divine beasts, second only to dragons.

Miaowei Shangren used Transformation Technique, a secret technique that only condensation core cultivators could use.

By conjuring an evil water dragon from his treasure, it not only resembled the real thing but also possessed some of its powers.

Although he had yet to fully refine the "Cold Arrow" treasure and its use caused him to lose essence energy, its power remained unchanged. He did not expect Ouyang Qinxin to accept it so easily.

A hero's name is worth a thousand gold pieces. Despite being only at the early condensation core stage, she could match this mid-stage condensation core cultivator, Miaowei Shangren felt both shocked and resentful towards Lin Xuan, who had ruined his plans by trapping Ouyang Qinxin with the White Bone Yin Sha Formation.

Lin Xuan's back also felt cold under that gaze from a condensation core cultivator. However, he was not overly alarmed because of Ouyang Qinxin's presence; she would not allow him to be attacked so easily.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he secretly held the Green Snow Ring in his hand. He would not act rashly, for it was foolish to clash with a condensation core cultivator at his current foundation stage. But if there were any opportunities for an ambush, Lin Xuan would not hesitate.

Now that Ouyang Qinxin and he were on the same side, if she fell, his fate would be dire indeed.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he prepared to act. Lightning and various colored lights flashed through the air. In just a day and night, two high-stage condensation core cultivators fought fiercely. Ouyang Qinxin and Miaowei Shangren both looked pale as they manipulated their treasures while holding crystals to replenish their essence energy.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. He secretly reached into his pocket and took out a white pill.

Taking advantage of Miaowei Shangren's distraction, Lin Xuan sent his consciousness to Ouyang Qinxin, whispering, "Fairy Ouyang, take this pill; it will quickly replenish your essence energy."

Lin Xuan exaggerated the power of the pill, but its speed was indeed ten times faster than a crystal. After some hesitation, considering that he had once saved her life and there seemed to be no reason for him to betray her, she took the pill.

Several hours later...

Miaowei Shangren's expression grew more grim as his essence energy was nearly depleted. However, Ouyang Qinxin appeared even more vibrant than before.

How could this be?

Legends said that only ancient elixirs could quickly replenish one’s essence energy. Could it be that she actually had such a thing?

Miaowei Shangren's heart raced as he felt the ever-stronger attacks from Ouyang Qinxin. With his last bit of essence energy, he fought like a cornered beast, pushing back Ouyang Qinxin and then summoning his treasure to form a streak of light that quickly retreated.

"Want to run? Too late!"

Ouyang Qinxin coldly snorted; she would not let him escape. The Phoenix Bird conjured from her essence energy spread its wings in pursuit.

Miaowei Shangren turned and gritted his teeth, throwing his treasure out, which transformed into an evil water dragon to confront the Phoenix Bird. He then ran without looking back, even discarding his treasure with a brave heart. However, he found Lin Xuan waiting for him ahead.

With venom in his eyes at this boy who had ruined his plans, Miaowei Shangren did not wait and attacked first.

A dozen middle-stage talismans shot out from Lin Xuan's hand: Firebird Technique, Heaven Thunder Decree, Ice Needle Technique...

Miaowei Shangren was both shocked and angry. If it were a different time, he would not have cared about these dozen middle-stage spells, but his essence energy was nearly depleted now, and an Ouyang Fairy was chasing him.

He did not dare to engage in battle and waste time; just as he wanted to escape, he saw Lin Xuan's light flash twice. Two beast talismans appeared.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at him, and the crystalline souls of the Heavenly Soaring Bird and Flame Rhinoceros charged forward fearlessly.

In his hand, Lin Xuan secretly held a strange dagger, an over-grade treasure with one-third the power of a treasure.

A black aura flashed across Miaowei Shangren's face as he reached out. A sinister hand appeared in mid-air, but Lin Xuan remained calm. As long as he could gain some time, his essence energy would circulate, and the strange dagger transformed into a streak of light that clashed with the ghostly hand.

His body shook violently, and a sweet taste filled his throat. Lin Xuan was shocked; even at the end, a condensation core cultivator still had such formidable strength.

Miaowei Shangren's eyes lit up as he prepared to kill this boy in revenge for his humiliation. However, before he could act, a golden light shot out from Lin Xuan's hand with lightning speed and pierced Miaowei Shangren's chest.

Blood splattered, revealing the true form of the golden light: Ouyang Qinxin's golden dagger.

With hatred and reluctance in his eyes, Miaowei Shangren shattered into pieces as he fell to the ground.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. Without Miaowei Shangren's support, the evil water dragon revealed its true form. Ouyang Qinxin summoned it back with a wave of her hand; the black fog dissipated, revealing a sword shaped like a dragon.

Lin Xuan then pulled out a streak of white light from his sleeve and grabbed his storage bag. Looking up, he met Ouyang Qinxin's gaze.

"Thank you for your assistance, Fairy Ouyang. I am deeply grateful. May I ask your esteemed surname?"

"Fairy is too kind; this one, Lin Xuan, junior sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain, has the honor to meet Senior Ouyang."

"Lin Xuan, junior sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

Lin Xuan was surprised. He did not expect to be so well-known that Ouyang Qinxin knew him.

Ouyang Qinxin's smile widened as she looked at the boy before her. If it were not for Lin Xuan, she would have surely fallen into Miaowei Shangren’s trap and faced dire consequences. Grateful, she said, "Junior Sect Leader need not be so polite; if you do not mind, let us be peers."
第一百三十六章 回山与炼丹

"Equal-footed friendship?"

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. The path of cultivation was incredibly arduous, and if he could gain the support of a high-ranking cultivator, the benefits were obvious. However, on the surface, he still maintained an expression of respect, saying cautiously, "Where could you be more correct? How could lategeneration be...?"

"Let's not talk about this," said Ouyang Qinxin with a firm tone. "I don't like hypocrites. You have great kindness towards me, and considering that you are the young sect leader of Spirit Herb Mountain, whether or not we can become friends is up to your word."

What an independent woman! Lin Xuan secretly clapped his hands in approval. He immediately adjusted his expression and said sincerely, "Since Lady Qinxin does not disdain me, then lategeneration will... also follow your command."

Hearing these words from Lin Xuan, Ouyang Qinxin's expression softened as well. She was willing to lower herself for this meeting because she truly appreciated the help he had given her and also considered the weight of Spirit Herb Mountain in the cultivation world. Although her innate talent was sharp, after entering the condensation core stage, her cultivation became extremely difficult. She often needed precious spirit pills to aid her progress. Therefore, befriending Lin Xuan would be beneficial without any harm.

She glanced at the storage bag in Lin Xuan's hand and pondered for a moment before saying, "This time I didn't bring many treasures with me. I'll give you this jade cylinder as a gift."

Lin Xuan was delighted. Although Ouyang Qinxin had put away the dragon-shaped treasure into her pouch, other treasures were still inside the storage bag. The collection of a condensation core cultivator would surely be rich.

"Thank you, Lady Qinxin!"

"You're welcome."

Lin Xuan smiled without replying. Another cultivator might not have been so generous, but after all, it was mainly due to Ouyang Qinxin's power that he had managed to defeat Miao Dǎo.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest and turning kindness into enmity were common occurrences. Fortunately, Ouyang Qinxin wasn't such a woman.

She flipped her hand, revealing another jade cylinder in her palm, which she handed over to Lin Xuan. "This is my long-term cultivation experience. It should be beneficial for you."

"Thank you."

Lin Xuan happily accepted the jade cylinder. He shouldn't underestimate cultivation insights; they could save him a lot of detours. Most cultivators were self-preserving and would keep their insights to themselves, but he decided to hint at it instead.

Talking with smart people required just one word. With his hints, Ouyang Qinxin would naturally be more cautious. He had achieved his goal.

Then, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and vanished into the vast wilderness.

He didn't linger and flew straight back to Spirit Herb Mountain. Lin Xuan didn't want any mishaps on the way.

The flight took him a day and night.

When he saw the sect of Spirit Herb Mountain in front of him, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. He felt an affectionate sense of familiarity. It seemed that this journey had taken its toll on his body and mind.

After bathing, Lin Xuan slept soundly in his cave. The next morning, he found a transmission talisman floating above the bed.

At first, Lin Xuan was surprised but then understood. Reaching out, the talisman flew into his hand, and the voice of True Immortal Tongyu sounded through it: "My dear disciple has returned. Come to my cave."

Dear disciple?

Lin Xuan couldn't help laughing. He never expected his stern master to have a humorous side.

However, from these few words, he sensed concern, which warmed him. Regardless, this master treated him well.

After washing up, Lin Xuan went to True Immortal Tongyu's cave.

With the knowledge of Spirit Herb Mountain's hidden strength, Lin Xuan looked at his master with different eyes. He wondered if he was really a Foundation Establishment cultivator or had some secret techniques that made him appear weaker but stronger in reality.

Of course, it wasn't time to reveal anything yet. At least until he understood the true intentions behind naming him as the next sect leader, Lin Xuan decided to play dumb.

The cultivation world was ruthless; there were cases of masters and disciples turning against each other. Although his master had been kind for now, Lin Xuan remained cautious.

To his surprise, True Immortal Tongyu only asked about his experience at the "Formation Core Conference" and offered some warm words. Lin Xuan naturally didn't tell the truth. He concealed the theft of the Seven-star Grass and meeting Ouyang Qinxin but told the rest honestly.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan bid farewell to his master. The scene was that of a filial disciple and a kind teacher, though each had their own thoughts.

Lin Xuan returned to his cave, pondering for a moment. At least so far, True Immortal Tongyu seemed to have no ill intentions towards him. He put the matter aside and focused on enhancing his strength.

He went to the alchemy room.

From his storage bag, he took out a wooden box, opened it, and found a green plant inside.

Don't be fooled by its unremarkable appearance; this was among the divine medicines. Lin Xuan had risked much for this Seven-star Grass during his trip to Spirit Cloud Mountain, but now he had achieved what he wanted.

From another storage bag, he took out a large amount of common herbs, which he had acquired from the giant market using crystals.

Next came the preparation of Easy Classic Pills.

This elixir didn't enhance cultivation, but it allowed him to consume more than three Foundation Establishment pills daily. This greatly increased his rate of progress.

With the Blue Star Sea as support, Lin Xuan wasn't worried about the success of alchemy; if he failed, he could always purify them.

Opening the cauldron lid, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. Due to its relative ease, this batch was successful.

He played with a purple pill for a moment before putting it in a prepared bottle.

For several months, Lin Xuan continued making Easy Classic Pills.

In the alchemy room, he sat on a cushion surrounded by dozens of small bottles filled with finished pills.

Half of them were successfully made, and half were purified from failures. Regardless, Lin Xuan now had thousands of Easy Classic Pills.

Lin Xuan spread his hand, revealing a fresh green plant in it.

Seven-star Grass!

Although he had prepared thousands of pills, most were used as medicinal ingredients, leaving only a small portion.

After some thought, he packed the Seven-star Grass into the wooden box and applied preservation techniques to keep it for decades.

He then swept his sleeves and stored the pills before leaving the alchemy room.

Lin Xuan began practicing cultivation.

With the neutralizing effects of the Easy Classic Pills, he could consume fifteen Foundation Establishment pills daily. Despite his poor innate talent, with so many medicinal ingredients backing him up, his progress was rapid.

Of course, not every day was spent in closed practice. During breaks in cultivation, Lin Xuan often read alchemy books and participated in some affairs of Spirit Herb Mountain as the de facto young sect leader.

Five years passed like a flash.
第一百三十七章 天魔城

For the average person, five years is a long time. But on the path to immortality, it's just a fleeting moment for cultivators.

With countless elixirs and diligent effort, Lin Xuan had reached the second layer of the Foundation Establishment stage, and was at its peak.

The "Nine Heavens Profound Art" that Lin Xuan practiced was incredibly powerful. It was divided into upper, middle, and lower sections, each suitable for the Foundation Establishment, Condensation Core, and Spirit婴 stages respectively.

Moreover, it coincidentally had seven layers in each section, corresponding to the seven levels of cultivation.

For example, since Lin Xuan's current cultivation level was the second layer of the Foundation Establishment stage, he should be practicing the second layer of the upper section of the Nine Heavens Profound Art. Once he mastered the third layer of the upper section, his cultivation would enter the middle stage of the Foundation Establishment.

Each level corresponded precisely and clearly, with immense power. Even among top-grade techniques, it stood out. Thus, Lin Xuan's strength would be a notch above that of other cultivators at the same stage after practicing the Nine Heavens Profound Art.

In terms of strength, for cultivators of the same realm, without considering factors like magical artifacts, elixirs, and crystal stones, their relative power was determined by the cultivation technique they practiced. For instance, Ouyang Qinxin's Sound Wave Technique, a top-grade technique renowned across the land, allowed her to hold her own against a Condensation Core中期 cultivator despite being at the early stage.

Apart from its power, Lin Xuan discovered another benefit: the Nine Heavens Profound Art had astonishing anti-aging effects. At twenty years old, he entered the Foundation Establishment stage and began practicing this technique. Five years later, his appearance remained unchanged; it was still exactly the same as when he turned twenty.

After settling his affairs, Lin Xuan closed his cave and politely declined any visitors for now.

From today on, he would aim to advance to the middle stage of the Foundation Establishment.

With the help of elixirs, his chances were high. After all, it was just a matter of advancing one layer in the technique, much easier than improving his cultivation realm.

Leaving his cave, Lin Xuan found that this advancement was even smoother than expected.

He clenched his fist and felt quite satisfied with his current state: at twenty-five years old, he had reached the middle stage of the Foundation Establishment. At this rate, it wasn't impossible for him to condense a golden core in the future.

A fierce look flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes before he paused, deep in thought. While he didn't want to leave his cave now, he still wished to continue cultivating. However, he had to stop because he needed to help his daughter, Ling'er, improve her strength first. After all, she was a spirit body and could only follow the path of ghost cultivation; ordinary techniques wouldn't work for her.

After considering this, Lin Xuan decided to head to Demon City.

---

Demon City, as its name suggested, was where demon cultivators gathered.

In Youzhou, although demon cultivators' strength was inferior to that of immortal cultivators, there were still many sects and individual practitioners. For example, the Extreme Demon Cave, Ghostly Clan, and Heaven Saber Sect, among others...

Most of these sects were concentrated in the northern part of Youzhou, around a place called Demon City.

The path of ghost cultivation was actually just one branch of demon cultivation. Therefore, Lin Xuan needed to visit the markets in Demon City to find suitable techniques for Ling'er.

After making his decision, Lin Xuan packed his belongings and set off.

Two days later, he arrived at a forest's edge. He landed his遁光and surveyed the surroundings.

To reach Demon City, this forest was an inevitable path.

However, it wasn't just any ordinary forest; there were many beasts within.

Fortunately, he only needed to fly around its edges. The outer beasts were mostly level one, and with his strength, he shouldn't have any issues.

After considering the situation of the forest, Lin Xuan flew forward without hesitation.

On his way, he occasionally encountered some demon cultivators. They glanced at him but paid no further attention, diving into the forest to hunt beasts for some crystal stones.

It seemed that due to this reason, he didn't encounter any beast attacks and arrived smoothly at his destination.

Surveying the city before him, it was vast with walls made of hard granite, emitting a faint aura of qi. It appeared to be under some kind of restriction.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as two beams of light flew towards him.

"Friend, greetings!"

A young man in white robes bowed and greeted him, while beside him stood a woman in red. Their intimate demeanor suggested they were a couple practicing together.

Lin Xuan returned the bow but his expression was cold: "What do you want?"

The scholar-like youth seemed oblivious to Lin Xuan's frosty tone as he warmly said, "Brother is also heading to Demon City, right? How about we travel together?"

Lin Xuan had anticipated this and shook his head. "Sorry, I prefer traveling alone."

The scholar was taken aback, seemingly unable to believe that his offer was rejected. He asked in surprise, "Are you a first-time visitor to Demon City? Don't you know that cultivators here are more dangerous when traveling alone?"

Contrary to popular belief, demon and immortal cultivators weren't inherently enemies. Immortal cultivators were selfish; protecting the world from demons was just for children.

However, their relationship wasn't exactly friendly either. They looked down on each other.

Thus, it was risky for an immortal cultivator to travel alone in Demon City.

For high-stage cultivators who had condensed cores after the Condensation Core stage, there was no problem since most demon cultivators wouldn't provoke them.

But for those at the Spirit婴 or Foundation Establishment stages, they often faced trouble. Many low-stage cultivators were found dead in Demon City due to provocations and justifications by demon cultivators.

Despite this, the markets in Demon City weren't the largest in Youzhou but were frequented by demon cultivators who sold unique items not found elsewhere.

Therefore, although aware of the dangers, many immortal cultivators still came here for treasure hunting.

Of course, they had learned their lessons and wouldn't go alone.

There were three types of visitors:

Either high-stage cultivators after condensing cores, naturally unbothered; as long as they didn't cause trouble in Demon City, there would be no issues.

Or groups from sects collectively traveling together, even without a high-stage leader, the dozen or so Foundation Establishment stage cultivators walking together were safe enough.

It was unnecessary to mention the effort required to eliminate them. Once动手, it would declare war on their sect. Demon cultivators only looked down upon immortal cultivators; they wouldn't foolishly provoke them.

The real worry was for individual practitioners who had no backing from a sect and couldn't rely on any protection. They were easily eliminated in Demon City without anyone seeking revenge.

Thus, most individual practitioners rarely came here. If forced to come, they often brought companions for mutual support.

The white-robed scholar and the woman in red fell into this category; they needed something only found in Demon City's markets but being mere individual practitioners, they hesitated due to hearing stories from fellow cultivators about the dangers. They finally waited until Lin Xuan arrived, a solitary immortal cultivator, only for him to reject their offer.

The scholar was taken aback and thought that Lin Xuan might not be aware of the situation. He wanted to explain but Lin Xuan remained coldly firm in his rejection.

"Spouse, ignore this person. He won't accept our goodwill; he'll regret it."

The woman in red, impatient by nature, frowned and said coldly, "Let's go, why waste time on such a person?"

The scholar sighed, seeing that Lin Xuan was a mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator. He didn't want to give up easily but saw Lin Xuan's resolve and hesitated before handing him a talisman.

"I'll stay nearby with my wife. If you change your mind, you can use this transmission talisman to find us."

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded without rejecting it, taking the talisman.

"Spouse, let's go, what are we talking about?"

The woman in red stomped her foot and flew away. The scholar looked embarrassed as he bowed at Lin Xuan before flying off too.

Watching them disappear into the distance, a faint smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

They weren't necessarily being kind; it was just mutual benefit. But for him, it wasn't necessary.

Holding the transmission talisman in his hand, Lin Xuan hesitated but didn't throw it away, storing it in his storage bracelet.
第一百三十八章 冲突

For ordinary Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, venturing alone into the Demon Capital City was indeed perilous. But Lin Xuan's situation was different.

In Youzhou, Lingyun Mountain held a prominent position. Apart from its hidden power, it openly welcomed fellow cultivators to refine their elixirs. This wasn't limited to just cultivators; even those who practiced magic were treated equally.

Thus, while Lingyun Mountain belonged to the cultivation sect, it still enjoyed a good reputation among the practitioners of magic, earning widespread respect.

Lingyun Mountain's alchemists could freely move about in the Demon Capital City without any trouble from the magicians.

Lin Xuan had no need to travel with anyone else. After a moment, he landed in the Demon Capital City.

The city gate before him was over seven or eight zhang high, encased by a layer of pale blue protective film. Two solemn-faced cultivators stood beside it.

Lin Xuan noticed that while magicians could pass freely, cultivators had to stop for inspection.

The man on his left sized up Lin Xuan with a sneer in his eyes. This kid's cultivation was impressive; reaching the Foundation Establishment中期 stage at such a young age, but he was too arrogant to come alone to this holy land of magic practitioners.

He raised an eyebrow and was about to speak when Lin Xuan beat him to it, smiling and saying, "Lingyun Mountain, Lin Xuan. Greetings to both of you."

"From Lingyun Mountain?"

The man on the left was taken aback, immediately adopting a friendly expression and smiling, "Pardon me, pardon me. May I ask if you have your sect's jade token with you?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. He reached into his robe and took out an exquisite jade token.

This item was carved from high-quality warm jade, with an ancient design. It had special prohibitions inscribed on it that no one else could replicate.

The magician took a look and his expression became even more respectful. "Ah, so you are the young master of Lingyun Mountain. I apologize for any offense."

"Haha, friend, you're too kind," Lin Xuan returned the token. "May I enter now?"

"Of course." The magician's face was filled with flattery as he took out a black talisman from his storage bracelet and activated it. A beam of dark light shot at Lin Xuan's clothes.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, but there was a glint in his eyes. He hesitated for a moment before entering the city.

The Demon Capital City was the gathering place for Youzhou's magicians, indeed bustling with activity. The streets were filled with people. Lin Xuan noticed that while most were pursuing immortality, quite a few ordinary folk also roamed about.

This surprised him greatly.

The cultivators here looked different from those he usually saw—some had thick facial hair and others exuded an aura of danger, giving off the impression that they should be avoided at all costs.

These differences stemmed from the cultivation methods practiced by magicians. While their progress was faster, it often distorted their mental states.

Of course, not all outsiders were magicians; many cultivators also lived here, but most kept a low profile.

From time to time, arguments could be heard in the city, and even physical altercations were common. The temper of magicians was more explosive, and disputes often led to duels with magical weapons.

Ahead, there was another commotion.

Many people surrounded it.

Lin Xuan paid no mind; he didn't like getting involved in other people's affairs and had no interest in spectating. He intended to walk past them.

But after a few steps, he stopped. Lin Xuan's brow furrowed as he seemed to make up his mind.

He turned towards the source of the commotion.

The onlookers were mostly at the Spirit Movement stage, with some even lower. Seeing a Foundation Establishment cultivator, they immediately made way for him out of respect.

Lin Xuan focused and saw a familiar figure—Xu Yin, whom he had met briefly before.

He recognized her voice, which prompted his change in decision.

Although her cultivation was negligible, she had an impressive brother named Xu Feng. He was a rising star in the Heavenly Mountain Sect, a formidable contender for future sect leader.

The Heavenly Mountain Sect's strength in Youzhou ranked second only to the three major factions.

Lin Xuan was of the type who acted when it benefited him. Cultivating good relations with such a promising figure like Xu Feng would certainly be advantageous for his own cultivation in the future.

Seeing that her sister seemed to be in trouble, Lin Xuan decided to stop and see what happened.

Of course, he wouldn't intervene rashly. If it was just a simple matter, he wasn't opposed to helping. But if it involved risk, he would carefully consider the pros and cons before deciding.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan remained hidden, observing for a while before making his decision.

The conflict was with a tall magician with a shaved head and thick facial hair. His appearance was unremarkable, but his cultivation level was around Foundation Establishment stage third tier.

Five years had passed, and Xu Yin's appearance hadn't changed much; she still looked sweet and charming. But her face showed anger: "I've already said I'm not interested in you. Why are you still bothering me? I won't be your co-cultivator."

"Don't speak so definitively, Miss. I have genuine feelings for you. As a Foundation Establishment中期 cultivator now, you will benefit from our cultivation together," he insisted.

"Just because?" Xu Yin's expression showed disdain: "I'm a disciple of the Heavenly Mountain Sect, and my brother is already at the peak of Foundation Establishment stage. Do I need your help?"

Xu Yin was telling the truth, but the magician didn't believe her. If she were truly from the Heavenly Mountain Sect, why would she be alone here? Her so-called peak-stage brother was just a bluff.

He decided Xu Yin must be an independent cultivator, lusting after her beauty and unwilling to give up easily. His eyes flashed with vicious red light as he planned to force his way.

In this Demon Capital City, bullying a lowly Spirit Movement stage cultivator wouldn't draw any attention.

Xu Yin, though somewhat spoiled, was clever. Seeing the magician's expression, she felt alarmed. Just as she was hesitating, she spotted a familiar figure.

"Brother Lin," the girl ran over like she had found a lifeline.

"Miss Xu, it's been a long time. Where is your brother?"

"This we'll discuss later. Brother Lin, please save me."

Seeing her pitiful expression, Lin Xuan smiled lightly. He had already observed that the magician didn't have any allies and was likely an independent cultivator of high standing. Although their cultivation levels were similar, his Nine Heaven Mystical Technique was powerful and excelled among top-tier techniques.

Moreover, he carried many magical treasures; fighting a peer would be a win-win situation.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan decided to intervene.

Firstly, it would help him cultivate good relations with Xu Feng. Secondly, since it was a simple matter, he wouldn't mind helping her out of courtesy.

Before he could speak, the magician's voice cut through the air coldly: "Who are you? I advise you not to meddle."

Lin Xuan looked up and met the man's hostile gaze.

Yuan Song's face showed a fierce expression, but his heart was filled with doubt. He hadn't expected someone to suddenly appear and thwart his plan of forcibly taking the girl as a co-cultivator.

He himself was at Foundation Establishment中期 stage, and more importantly, the aura of heaven-defying evil magic emanating from his clothes indicated he was a guest in this city.

While cultivators and magicians weren't enemies, they generally didn't get along. This young man clearly belonged to the cultivation sect, yet why did he receive such hospitality?

What was his identity?

Countless questions swirled through Yuan Song's mind.

Lin Xuan, with his deep-seated cunning, couldn't miss his opponent's fear. He said without expression: "This Miss Xu is my old acquaintance's sister. I advise you not to have delusions of grandeur; a frog dreaming of eating a swan will only bring misfortune."

"Boldly, just because you're a minor cultivator do you dare be so insolent in the Demon Capital City!"

Yuan Song was furious. His cultivation method was already unconventional, making his temper even more short-tempered. With so many people watching, being intimidated by one sentence would be too embarrassing.

He laughed with anger: "I'll see what abilities a minor cultivator like you have."

Before he could finish speaking, Yuan Song flicked his sleeves and sent out a greenish-black beam of light toward Lin Xuan's chest.

Lin Xuan grunted. He had anticipated this; he wouldn't be caught off guard. His figure shimmered into white mist, enveloping Xu Yin before vanishing to the side.
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A shrill, agonizing scream!

However, it was a Spirit Flexibility Period cultivator who had been watching the spectacle that suffered this misfortune. Upon seeing the blood splatter in the air, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with coldness. Since his opponent had acted so harshly, he didn't need to hold back.

The onlookers nearby quickly dispersed, only a few high-ranking cultivators remaining to point and comment from the sidelines!

Lin Xuan's expression grew even colder as he opened his mouth and spat out two red beams of light.

These beams were highly sentient, immediately clashing with the greenish-black light that had flown in.

Almost as soon as they met, the magic weapon released by the demon cultivator was at a disadvantage, being forcefully sent flying.

It was a flying sword with saw-toothed edges along its edge.

"Humph, middle-grade spiritual artifact!"

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan felt even more assured. If it had been a demon cultivator from his sect, he would never have just one middle-grade spiritual artifact by the time he reached the Foundation Establishment中期 stage.

He pointed at the red beams with his finger and they flew back to him. The light dissipated, revealing an ancient-looking Wu Hook.

This item was obtained from the Fire Spirit Sect leader; its power surpassed that of the Jade Snow Ring.

After a recent seclusion, Lin Xuan finally managed to integrate this item fully into his possession.

Yan Song's eyes widened in shock. After all, before reaching the late Foundation Establishment stage, few cultivators owned top-grade spiritual artifacts.

But Lin Xuan was not one to be judged by common sense. If Yan Song knew that this was just one of several top-grade spiritual artifacts Lin Xuan possessed, he would have been even more stunned.

Lin Xuan had no intention of纠缠 with the other party any further.

Although he was the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, this was still territory belonging to demon cultivators. Better to leave now while the going was good.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan crossed his hands and formed a ball, pointing at the Wu Hook before him.

Spiritual energy was channeled through the air!

A dazzling red light shot out from within, accompanied by faint dragon roars.

"Transform!"

Lin Xuan shouted. The red light transformed into a giant dragon over ten meters long, with two horns on its head and flames spewing from its mouth.

"A transformation technique!"

Yan Song was shocked beyond words, his face showing disbelief. Even the many cultivators watching in hiding were speechless.

It is well known that such a transformation technique requires a Golden Core to assist in turning spiritual artifacts into the forms of divine beasts, giving them some of their power.

But this technique only required Foundation Establishment stage cultivation energy and did not require a Golden Core. It merely transformed the spiritual artifact into the shape of a divine beast, but without the abilities of that beast.

Nevertheless, its power was still superior to the original artifact.

Despite Yan Song's fearful expression, Lin Xuan remained unmoved. Being merciful to an enemy was being cruel to oneself in cultivation circles; there were no room for the righteous here.

A killing intent appeared on his face as he unleashed the Fire Dragon without hesitation.

Roar!

With a heart-stopping roar and waves of heat, the fire dragon attacked Yan Song. Yan Song's sweat dripped down his forehead, but he did not give up. He gritted his teeth and threw several middle-grade talismans for defense.

However, they were easily torn apart by the flames.

Yan Song howled as he was engulfed by the fire dragon.

Lin Xuan did not show any relief; instead, he continued to command the fire dragon with a series of hand gestures, burning his opponent into ash and destroying his soul.

Wildfires cannot be completely extinguished, no matter how much you try. Lin Xuan had always been ruthless in dealing with enemies.

With a snap, the fire dragon transformed back into its Wu Hook form and returned to Lin Xuan's hands. He coldly scanned the surrounding cultivators; none dared meet his gaze, many turned away or fled using their light.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he felt a sense of elation welling up inside him.

Xu Yin was even more impressed by Lin Xuan's actions. Easily dispatching a mid- Foundation Establishment stage demon cultivator with just a few gestures—his big brother could not have done any better.

He was also at the same level, so how did he manage to do this?

Countless questions swirled in the young woman's mind.

Meanwhile, two elderly men wearing green and white robes, respectively, exchanged glances. Their eyes sparkled with interest.

"Brother Chen, what do you think of this youth?" The man on the left, dressed in a long green robe, spoke with a cold tone.

"Humph, Brother Zhang couldn't figure it out, so how can I know?" The man on the right stared at Lin Xuan. "However, his cultivation technique is quite remarkable. That move he used looks very much like our transformation technique for Golden Core cultivators."

"Shall we capture this youth and bring him back? There might be unexpected rewards."

"Not advisable," shook his head the man named Chen. "His clothes are tainted with the煞气 of the Heavenly Tyrant, and such treatment from a demon sect indicates that he must have powerful backing. We should not act rashly until we know more."

"But…" The man on the left seemed reluctant.

"Small-mindedness can lead to big mistakes. Whether or not there will be benefits is just speculation. This is a critical moment; do you want to ruin the Master's plans?"

These harsh words caused Yan Song's expression to change several times before he sighed and submitted.

Lin Xuan was only excited for a brief moment, quickly returning to his normal demeanor as he surveyed the surroundings. This place was not suitable for lingering. He turned to Xu Yin and called out: "Let's go!"

However, just as these words left his mouth, Lin Xuan's face suddenly turned grim. Three beams of spiritual energy flew towards him from a distance.

Several minutes later, three demon cultivators in black robes surrounded Lin Xuan in a triangular formation.
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Among the three people, two had cultivation levels equal to Lin Xuan's. The third was a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator of the Evil Realm—a fact that made Lin Xuan's expression turn serious.

His gaze fell on the corners of their robes where tiny depictions of Heavenly Demons were embroidered. They belonged to the Heavenly Demon Guard, and Lin Xuan quickly recognized them. Just as the Biyun Mountain, Yixian Gorge, and Lei Yun Villa were the three major forces in Youzhou's cultivation world, the Heavenly Demon City was controlled by the three strongest Evil Realm factions: the Extreme Demon Cave, the厉鬼帮 (Lai Gui Gang), and the Yin Sha Sect.

To maintain order, these three factions jointly dispatched their elite disciples to form the Heavenly Demon Guard. It was akin to a city guard in the secular world.

The leading cultivator of the Evil Realm glanced at the chaotic scene before locking his gaze on Lin Xuan with an unfriendly expression. Although the heavenly demon aura around him caused a momentary flash of surprise, it quickly faded. He wondered why this young cultivator had received such special treatment, but he was clearly incensed that someone dared to cause trouble in the Heavenly Demon City.

Lin Xuan's eyes showed no signs of panic. His actions would always be measured; thus, he was unafraid. Seeing him remain unperturbed despite being surrounded by three people, the leading cultivator grew even more serious but his expression turned colder as he harrumphed, "Who are you? How dare you fight in private within the Heavenly Demon City and kill my fellow practitioners..."

Before he could finish speaking, a string of musical notes interrupted him.

The leading cultivator was taken aback before realizing that it was a sign of respect. Instead of anger, he showed an extremely respectful expression. The other two did the same, retreating to one side.

Hearing this voice, Lin Xuan's expression changed but quickly returned to normal, causing the surrounding cultivators to secretly curse his recklessness.

A black cloud flew in from afar, and within it could faintly be seen a monstrous beast with an ugly face. The creature was several dozen feet long, resembling a giant tiger, yet it had a single horn on its forehead and massive wings on its back.

Black Gold Roar!

Everyone around was taken aback. This was a Tier 2 top-grade monster, capable of matching a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator in combat.

More astonishingly, the Black Gold Roar was sitting atop a man dressed in fine robes, approximately twenty-seven or eight years old, holding an jade flute.

"Lord Young Master!"

The leading cultivator of the Heavenly Demon Guard respectfully bowed to the man in fine robes from afar. The other two also showed respectful expressions and stood with their hands clasped at their sides.

However, the man in fine robes did not respond. He scanned the crowd before riding down on the Black Gold Roar, then saluted and said, "Young Brother Lin, it's been a long time."

Was he an old acquaintance of the young master?

The three members of the Heavenly Demon Guard were shocked. They secretly rejoiced that they hadn't treated Lin Xuan rudely; otherwise...

The man in fine robes was none other than the Young Master of the Yin Sha Sect, one of the three major factions controlling the Heavenly Demon City. His status was comparable to Xu Feng's, having met and befriended Lin Xuan while refining elixirs at Spirit Herb Mountain.

Alchemy practitioners were indeed highly valued. Because Lin Xuan had helped him greatly, Long Jun greeted him warmly: "Young Brother Lin, why didn't you inform me that you've arrived in the Heavenly Demon City? I would have been happy to entertain you as a host."

"I just got here."

Long Jun nodded and then his face fell as he looked at the three members of the Heavenly Demon Guard. "What's going on here? Why are you making trouble for my brother?"

"Lord Young Master, it's like this..."

The three cultivators' faces changed dramatically. The leading cultivator hurried to explain but was interrupted by Long Jun waving his hand dismissively: "I don't want to hear any of it. Even if Young Brother Lin did something, I'll take the blame for him. You can all leave."

He was incredibly rude!

However, in the cultivation world, might made right. The one with the strongest punch was the boss, and what he said went.

Thus, not only were they not upset, but they seemed relieved to be dismissed, vanishing without a trace.

The cultivators watching from the sidelines also dispersed tactfully.

In the shadows, two elderly figures in green and white robes showed signs of surprise.

"How about it, Brother Zhang? I told you this boy shouldn't be provoked."

The man in green snorted. "I didn't expect him to know the Young Master of the Yin Sha Sect, and their relationship is more than just casual. The identity of this young cultivator interests me even more."

"Hmm, we don't need to provoke him; just keep an eye on him for now. In any case, the Sovereign Demon's affairs are most important."

"Brother Chen, rest assured, I understand."

Their voices grew fainter.

Seeing the three members of the Heavenly Demon Guard depart in a hurry, Lin Xuan smiled. Although he wasn't afraid, it was always better to avoid trouble if possible. He bowed and said, "Thank you, Brother Long."

"It's nothing; no need for thanks," Long Jun waved his hand generously.

"Since Young Brother Lin is here, why don't we go to my humble abode so I can entertain you as a host?"

Lin Xuan pondered briefly. He was unfamiliar with the Heavenly Demon City and didn't know where to obtain ghost cultivator techniques. This was an opportunity to gather information. Smiling, he said, "If that's the case, then I'll trouble you. Brother Long, please wait."

Turning around, Lin Xuan glanced at the charming girl behind him. He said seriously, "Miss Xu, the Heavenly Demon City is dangerous. If you travel with your brother, perhaps there will be no harm, but traveling alone is like entering a den of tigers and wolves. You should leave!"

Lin Xuan's words were sincere. Not only did he not want to see his old friend hurt, but he had gone through great lengths to save her for Dugu Feng's debt. If something happened to Xu Yin after he left, all his efforts would have been in vain!

Therefore, whether for others or himself, Lin Xuan didn't want Xu Yin to face any more danger.

Although Xu Yin could be a bit domineering, she wasn't the kind of girl who acted recklessly. She had come out alone because of a minor disagreement with her brother and was enticed by curiosity about the Heavenly Demon City. After what happened earlier, she realized that this place was unsuitable for a cultivator at the Step of Agility stage.
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After Xu Yin left, Lin Xuan followed Long Jun to the Yinshara Sect. The guests and host took their seats, and a maidservant served them tea.

"Brother Younger, why have you come to Demon City? Is there anything I can assist you with?"

Lin Xuan thought for a moment before replying, "I need a cultivation technique for the Foundation Establishment stage, one used by ghost cultivators. Do you know of any way to obtain such a technique?"

"Ghost Cultivator techniques?" Long Jun was taken aback and asked curiously, "Brother Younger is a cultivator, right? Why do you want to switch over to our demonic path?"

Lin Xuan smiled but said nothing more. Long Jun did not press the matter further; after all, everyone had their own secrets. He frowned as he paced around the room for a moment before stopping and saying hesitantly, "Brother Younger should know that such techniques are rarely found in shops or markets. Even if they do appear, most of them are just garbage."

"That's why I'm asking Brother Long to help me," Lin Xuan said.

Long Jun sighed, looking troubled as he replied, "If it were a common demonic cultivation technique, I could probably get one for you with my status as the sect leader. But ghost cultivators belong to a rare branch of our path..."

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the Yinshara Sect. Long Jun was unable to help him find the ghost cultivator techniques he needed, but his visit wasn't entirely fruitless. From Long Jun's mouth, Lin Xuan learned that the Ghost Demon Gang had some top-tier ghost cultivation techniques.

The Ghost Demon Gang was one of the three major forces in Demon City, and its leaders were indeed ghost cultivators by nature.

However, Lin Xuan didn't want to take a risk with them. The Ghost Demon Gang's strength might not match the Three Great Clans like Jade Cloud Mountain, but each faction had dozens of Condensation Core cultivators. It wasn't something he could easily provoke now.

Although he felt his chances were slim, Lin Xuan still went around the shops run by the Ghost Demon Gang in hopes that luck would favor him. After all, a blind cat might catch a mouse...

Unfortunately, there was no luck for him this time. As soon as he moved to pass them, Long Jun stopped and looked contemplative. The reason? A message had just been passed through sound from the white-robed scholar: "I hope you will act with righteousness and lend me your hand. My wife and I have a valuable treasure we would like to offer."

The only hesitation was enough for Lin Xuan to fly over.

The demonic cultivator noticed him too, his face showing signs of caution. He was about to speak when Lin Xuan already summoned his Wu Gou saber.

Since he had decided to act, it was better to strike first!

With the Thousand Illusions Transformation technique in play, the Wu Gou transformed into a fiery dragon and rushed towards the demonic cultivator.

The demonic cultivator's expression turned to shock. His spirit weapon was being tightly held by the couple of cultivators, leaving him unable to retrieve it in time. Desperate, he formed a series of complex hand gestures, and black mist emerged from his ears and nose, forming a protective barrier around him.

"Hmph. You're asking for death," Lin Xuan remained unmoved as he pointed at the fire dragon, which grew even more fierce. The demonic cultivator's shield creaked under the pressure before finally breaking apart.

The demonic cultivator was alarmed but still tried to flee using secret techniques. However, Lin Xuan wouldn't let him get away and released another flying sword through his chest, burning the corpse's soul into ashes.

Lin Xuan then calmly swept his sleeves and sent a beam of white light that snatched the other party's storage bracelet.

"Thank you for your assistance."

The white-robed scholar bowed gratefully. His red-clothed partner also looked less arrogant as she respectfully bowed. In the cultivation world, status was determined by strength. Although this mysterious youth was at the Foundation Establishment stage like them, his power far surpassed theirs.

"You're welcome. What did you mean by 'valuable treasure'?" Lin Xuan asked coldly.

"Ah..." The white-robed scholar's face showed signs of embarrassment. Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression turned colder still.

Was this person lying to him?

If he was trying to manipulate him for help...

Lin Xuan wasn't inherently bad and wouldn't seek trouble, but he certainly wouldn't be used as a tool by others.

"If that's the case, I'll make you regret it," Lin Xuan said firmly.

"Brother Younger, don't misunderstand." The white-robed scholar quickly explained, "After our failed attempt to travel with you, my wife and I also entered Demon City and coincidentally met Brother Younger at a place called Ghost Demon Tower."

"Ghost Demon Tower?" Lin Xuan thought for a moment. He had indeed been there before, where several other cultivators were trading. It was just that he hadn't paid attention.

They must have overheard his conversation with the shopkeeper to know about his need for ghost cultivation techniques.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly.

"Brother Younger needs a ghost cultivation technique. I happen to have some information that might interest you."

"Tell me more."

It was like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without effort. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he remained outwardly calm, saying indifferently, "Go on."

Seeing Lin Xuan's cold response, the white-robed scholar's face showed disappointment, but he continued, "Have you heard of the name Yin Ghost Senior?"

"Yin Ghost Senior?" Lin Xuan frowned and was taken aback.

This was a wandering cultivator, yet his fame rivaled that of famous experts from both the orthodox and demonic sects.

It wasn't because his strength was extraordinary; while he was indeed formidable for a wandering cultivator—his Foundation Establishment stage mastery was almost at the Condensation Core threshold—he gained his reputation through his vicious and evil methods.

While demonic cultivators were known to be cruel, often taking heads in a fit of anger, Yin Ghost Senior's cruelty even shocked other demonic cultivators.

**Kidnapping, committing every conceivable evil!

His methods were so brutal that they made one shudder. Every cultivator he defeated had their soul and essence extracted, suffering torment even after death.

He wasn't just cruel to other cultivators; he even killed ordinary people who offended him.

And he was a notorious womanizer, with many female cultivators being forced into his bed, enduring unimaginable torture.

Logically, such an evil person deserved to die. However, the cultivation world was selfish and self-serving. As long as it didn't touch their interests, "upholding justice" was just a lie for children.

Yin Ghost Senior was very cunning; he never provoked major sects directly and only harmed wandering cultivators or ordinary people.

Thus, despite being despised by heaven and earth, he lived freely.

"It seems Brother Younger has heard of Yin Ghost Senior's reputation. He is indeed a ghost cultivator who mastered a top-tier technique, exactly what you need," the white-robed scholar said.

"Is that so? Do you have any grudge against him?" Lin Xuan wasn't stupid; he wouldn't be used as a pawn by others!

"That...," the white-robed scholar hesitated before his red-clothed partner spoke up, "Brother Younger is right. This monster has a deep-seated grudge with us!"

The straightforwardness of their confession surprised Lin Xuan, but his voice remained icy: "If that's so, why did you call me? Don't you think I'm too smart to be used by you?"

"We didn't mean it that way," the red-clothed woman explained sincerely. "Although we do want your help to avenge us, Brother Younger won't lose out either. After eliminating Yin Ghost Senior, you'll get the ghost cultivation technique you need. That's one."

"Secondly, this monster has committed countless atrocities over the years and accumulated many treasures. If you agree to help, we will give all of them to you as a reward. What do you think?"

"Yes, Brother Younger, it's a win-win situation for both of us!" The white-robed scholar also chimed in from the side.
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"Lin Xuan is not interested. The virtuous couple can find someone else!" Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before firmly rejecting the offer.

This left the two hopeful individuals feeling utterly disappointed. The scholar in white still wasn't giving up: "Friend, consider it again."

"No need to speak further."

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and vanished far away.

The refined and courteous demeanor that had been on the scholar's face disappeared, replaced by a sinister expression as he said with hatred, "I didn't expect such a fish wouldn't bite the hook. What an annoyance."

"This brat is indeed cunning, but without him, we two simply can't match up to Evil Ghost Senior Immortal. His Xuanhuo Divine Pearl..." It seemed they were discussing something important, and the red-robed woman's voice grew quieter.

"Fear not, there are always other fish that will bite. We can wait here for a bit longer."

"Mmm, we have no choice but to do so."

From about several dozen miles away in the sky, Lin Xuan sneered as he listened to their conversation. He had only ever been the one doing the scheming, never being used against. Although the couple of cultivation partners appeared to be deep in enmity with Evil Ghost Senior Immortal, Lin Xuan could see through their act.

Taking advantage of their lack of vigilance, Lin Xuan cast a minor spell on them and pretended to fly away. He hadn't actually gone far.

"Xuanhuo Divine Pearl..."

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of contemplation. He then took out an Invisibility Pill and swallowed it, concealing his aura before quietly returning.

Finding a cave nearby, Lin Xuan settled in for the duration. Every day he practiced qi cultivation while secretly keeping tabs on them.

In just over ten days, passed like this.

The couple continued their wait-and-see approach, using the same lies to recruit allies each day.

Of course, they weren't taking anyone at random. Low-level cultivators were useless, and high-level ones hard to control. In all, only those in the early or mid-stage of Foundation Establishment were invited.

Lin Xuan watched coldly. Finally, when he had gathered three helpers, the cultivation partners decided it was time for action.

The three invited cultivators consisted of two men and a woman. The elderly man was around fifty years old, while the young woman from the Fu family seemed nervous despite being lured by the others' persuasive words. Now that the moment of truth had arrived, she felt some fear due to the notorious reputation of Evil Ghost Senior Immortal.

"Friend, don't worry. That old demon is vicious and always acts alone. He will have no allies. With our five of us, killing this beast will be a piece of cake. We just want revenge, not his treasures."

"Hmph. The treasure isn't the issue. This Evil Ghost Senior Immortal has committed many evil deeds. Our actions are to uphold justice," said the elderly man with an air of righteousness. His words were smooth, but his eyes betrayed his hypocrisy.

The others looked down on him but didn't dare point it out.

"When do we strike?"

"Not yet, let's rest for a night first. The old demon is a ghost cultivator; at night, his strength increases by 30%. We'll attack during the day."

The others naturally had no objections. Lin Xuan landed several miles away and hid as he listened to their conversation.

"Let's strike tomorrow." Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and entered a state of meditation.

Time passed quickly. By morning, led by the scholar in white, they flew towards a barren mountain on the left.

The mountain was about 2000 meters high with sparse vegetation. Animal bones could be seen along the path, giving off an eerie feeling.

"Eh?"

"What's wrong?" Hearing someone shout, the five stopped and heightened their vigilance. After a sweep of their minds, they found nothing out of place and looked questioningly at the young woman from the Fu family.

Fu Qian blushed slightly as she said apologetically, "I just thought that Evil Ghost Senior Immortal would have set up some warning barriers around his cave, but there are none."

The others also showed confusion.

"Haha. Don't worry, it's because of the many enemies of this old demon that he can't buy阵盘阵旗 from the marketplace. He himself is not well-versed in array techniques," said the elderly man named Feng Yuan with a smug expression.

"Ah, I see."

"So he built his cave here in such an isolated location. It took us great effort to find it."

The others' suspicions were dispelled. "Then what are we waiting for? Let's go and kill this old demon," said Feng Yuan arrogantly as he flew ahead. The others followed suit.

A moment later, a streak of green light arrived here. As the light dissipated, a plain-looking young man was revealed.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly as he watched them disappear. After some thought, he released his small yin spirit and whispered instructions to it.

Lin Er nodded obediently as her figure gradually faded away before vanishing entirely. Lin Xuan slowly followed behind.

Soon, the five approached Evil Ghost Senior Immortal's cave, where the air was filled with cold winds and no grass grew.

"Who dares intrude on this seat's lair?"

A voice came from ahead, carrying a strange power that made people restless.

"Be careful. This is the old demon's soul-corpse sound. Everyone focus your qi to protect your minds," warned the scholar in white with regretful expression. He had wanted to ambush but was surprised by Evil Ghost Senior Immortal's alertness.

With a rumble, a streak of light emerged from the cave entrance. Looking at the man before them, none of the three other cultivators were surprised except for the cultivation partners.

Evil Ghost Senior Immortal was notorious in the cultivation world for his evil deeds. The sight of this seemingly thirty-something, elegant-looking man with a folding fan in hand made it hard to connect him with Evil Ghost Senior Immortal.

"This old demon is deceiving you all. He's indeed Evil Ghost Senior Immortal, and my wife and I have deep-seated enmity with him; we can recognize his ashes," said the red-robed woman as she threw a golden hairpin that expanded into a three-meter-long ring to attack.

The others didn't hesitate either. They knew not to judge by appearance and released their own powerful spirit weapons.

"Hmph, you're asking for it!"

Evil Ghost Senior Immortal's eyes flashed with malice as he opened his mouth and spat out a small red fork. Then, he cast a spell and shouted: "Divide!"

The fork split into two, then four, and eight, countering the others' spirit weapons while adding three more. This surprised the cultivators.

"Don't be afraid. Although this old demon's technique is formidable, it consumes much qi. With all of us working together, we can definitely kill him," said the red-robed woman.

"Indeed, as my husband said, with our five combined efforts, we should be able to deal with a Foundation Establishment cultivator," she added.

The Fu siblings and Feng Yuan were invigorated by this. They attacked ferociously.

Evil Ghost Senior Immortal sneered, shaking his shoulders with malice. He raised the folding fan, which depicted a one-horned ghost. A spell hit it, and the ghost image on the fan came to life.

Three meters tall, giant eyes, and a fearsome appearance.

Seeing this, the red-robed woman realized something was wrong and released another ring-shaped spirit weapon first.

The ghost image glared fiercely, opened its bloody mouth, and spat out black mist. The ring collided with the mist, losing its vitality as it spun around in place.

"Bad news, that's a remnant of Shadow Ghost," said Lin Xuan.

Shadow Ghost was one of the most notorious ghosts in the Netherworld, favored by ghost cultivators because their emitted yin qi could corrupt enemy spirit weapons.

"Hmph, you have some insight."

Evil Ghost Senior Immortal wore a carefree expression as if he didn't take them seriously at all.

"This ghost can't be attacked with spirit weapons. Use your spells to destroy it," said Feng Yuan, who seemed familiar with this creature, his face pale. The others quickly responded, using their qi or pulling out talismans...

With a rumble, various lights flashed and explosions echoed as the two sides fought fiercely without noticing a young man quietly approaching from afar.
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Lin Xuan's face was emotionless as he silently watched the others engage in a magical duel.

From their appearance, it seemed evenly matched, with those five slightly having the upper hand. However, Lin Xuan had an odd feeling that Venerable Senior Yin Ghost didn't really take them seriously at all.

Lin Xuan carefully concealed his movements and after about a quarter of an hour, he suddenly moved his hand. A mist appeared and flew to his palm, revealing a tiny figure barely an inch in size, looking exactly like Lin'er.

After whispering to the little spirit, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy before he left without hesitation.

"Is this Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's abode?"

"Yes, Master. I've checked and there are no restrictions. You can enter with peace of mind."

"Hmm!"

Lin Xuan nodded but his usual caution made him use his spirit sense to scan the area thoroughly. Finding nothing amiss, he took out a jade ring as backup before entering.

Lin Xuan's concealment technique was extremely subtle, so Venerable Senior Yin Ghost, who was busy with the other cultivators, didn't notice anyone sneaking into his den.

The abode was vast but very cold and eerie. A chill ran down Lin Xuan's spine. He flicked his wrist, a faint greenish light enveloping him as he activated his Qi Shield to dispel the discomfort.

"No wonder he chose this place for his abode," Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

"Master, why?" Lin'er emerged and flew around happily, showing no signs of discomfort: "I feel very comfortable."

"This is a Yin Pulse site."

A Yin Pulse... well, it was similar to what cultivators often referred to as Spirit Channels.

Spirit Channels were places where the spirit energy was particularly dense, making meditation and cultivation more effective.

For example, Danxia Mountain was the largest Spirit Channel in Youzhou Province.

In contrast, a Yin Pulse was an area with exceptionally heavy阴气 (yin qi), which was even rarer than Spirit Channels. For ordinary people or even most cultivators, staying there for long periods would be harmful as their bodies could be invaded by the yin qi.

But for ghost cultivators, it was beneficial. In a Yin Pulse, cultivation was also more effective.

While explaining to Lin'er, Lin Xuan used his spirit sense to scan the entire abode, sighing with disappointment. The place was empty except for a few women in chains on the walls. He hadn't found any secret techniques or skills.

Lin Xuan's face showed some hesitation but quickly disappeared. From his storage bracelet, he took out an "array talisman."

He activated it and the array talisman burned to form a light show that entered the abode’s walls before disappearing.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan nodded. Although this "Fire Dragon Eight Trigrams Formation" wasn't a powerful array technique, it would be enough to keep Venerable Senior Yin Ghost busy when he was caught off guard, allowing him to act...

"Lin'er."

"Master," the little spirit obediently flew beside him and waited for his instructions.

"I'll give you this Jade Snow Ring."

"What? For me?" Lin'er was surprised before her face lit up with joy.

Smiling at her reaction, Lin Xuan said, "You've reached the pinnacle of the DYNAMIC period. You don't have any defensive treasures yet. This Jade Snow Ring is a gift from me."

Lin Xuan wasn't stingy towards those around him; since he and Lin'er had signed a master-servant contract, she could never betray him. The stronger her power, the better for him. Unlike ordinary cultivators, his assets were substantial, making an excellent-grade Spirit Artifact not much of a concern.

"Thank you, Master."

"Later..." Lin Xuan gave some instructions before nodding in satisfaction and heading to the entrance to resume watching the battle outside.

The situation had changed.

"Good, good! I didn't expect you to be at the late Foundation Establishment stage too!"

Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's demeanor was no longer as casual. Holding a folding fan, he laughed maniacally.

In front of him, the white-robed scholar wielded a silver wheel-shaped Spirit Artifact and attacked ferociously. The Yin Phantom Ghost retreated step by step, and even his ability to suppress the Spirit Artifact seemed ineffective.

Strangely, the two other cultivators invited by the red-clothed woman also looked doubtful, showing signs of hesitation.

The story began a quarter of an hour ago.

Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's displayed abilities exceeded what was rumored. With five against one, they were increasingly at a disadvantage. Seeing their situation worsening, the white-robed scholar suddenly revealed his formidable strength.

Late Foundation Establishment!

This surprised Venerable Senior Yin Ghost and his siblings, Fu, and the elderly man named Feng. They began to doubt the other's intentions since he hadn't mentioned being so powerful before.

"Everyone, attack together! We'll keep our promise of eliminating this old demon."

The red-clothed woman reassured them with another assurance as they exchanged glances. With no other choice, they focused on attacking. The white-robed scholar was overjoyed; although he was also at the late Foundation Establishment stage, his techniques were ordinary and far less powerful than Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's. But with these helpers...

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sneer. These two clearly weren’t good people. It was amusing to see those three cultivators being used as pawns without realizing it.

They wanted treasures; they didn't think things through. Even if they managed to eliminate Venerable Senior Yin Ghost, the couple would turn on them. With a late Foundation Establishment cultivator and help from the red-clothed woman, how could they possibly stand against three opponents?

Under their combined assault, Venerable Senior Yin Ghost was flustered. "He won't hold out much longer. Everyone, push harder."

Without prompting, the Fu siblings and Feng stepped up their efforts, pouring more power into their Spirit Artifacts.

Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's eyes flashed with malice before he laughed: "Good, good! Since you want to die, it's your own fault."

He reached into his robe and pulled out some unremarkable talismans. After tossing them, they turned into flames and vanished. "No, those are transmission talismans. The old demon is calling for reinforcements."

"Relax, Venerable Senior Yin Ghost travels alone; he has no friends. He's just trying to mislead us," the red-clothed woman said with a pale face, but her words seemed more like self-consolation.

"Don't worry about it. Focus on eliminating this old demon first."

"Agreed!"

They all attacked together. Venerable Senior Yin Ghost closed his fan and spat out a crimson bead from his mouth. He then sprayed blood onto it, causing the red light to intensify as a red glow enveloped him.

The five Spirit Artifacts rushed forward!

But the red light's protective barrier was impenetrable, withstanding all attacks without wavering.

"Xuanhuo Divine Pearl! You've already refined the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl!"

The white-robed scholar's face changed as he cried out in fear.

"Haha, you know this too. Are you trying to trouble us just for the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl?" Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's voice echoed from within the barrier.

Feng's expression turned pale as he stepped back: "Friend Zhou, what's going on here?"

"Right! You and Venerable Senior Yin Ghost really have a deep grudge or are you just lying to us siblings?" Fu Qian also stopped attacking with her brother, looking displeased.

"Don't fall for the old demon's tricks. My wife and I truly have a deep-seated grudge against him," the white-robed scholar quickly explained: "This Xuanhuo Divine Pearl is an ancient relic left by an ancient cultivator, incredibly powerful. But with Venerable Senior Yin Ghost's strength, he can only activate its protective barrier but not use other abilities. Quickly attack and eliminate this old demon; I'll give it to you as a gift."

Ancient Relic?

The three were first shocked before their faces showed greed.

An ancient relic meant something left behind by an ancient cultivator, usually incredibly powerful.

They all attacked Venerable Senior Yin Ghost together.
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Seeing several spirit artifacts flying towards him, Senior Nun Yin Ghost merely hummed and injected his spiritual energy into the Xuan Fire Divine Pearl in front of him. The light barrier became even brighter and easily blocked all the attacks.

The white-robed scholar's face showed a sinister expression as he hesitated for a moment before reaching into his robe. It seemed like he was about to use some powerful treasure.

Just then, a sharp scream came from the foot of the mountain, followed by several beams of light flying towards them.

Several cultivators' expressions were extremely ugly; recalling the sound transmission talisman earlier, did the old demon really summon help?

Should they continue attacking or temporarily avoid his锋芒? Before the others could decide, the fleeing light had already arrived. There were three ghost cultivators, each with a strength level close to mid-Basement Establishment.

"See the young master!"

The three people bowed towards Senior Nun Yin Ghost from afar in the air.

"You… you are from the厉鬼帮?"

The old man named Feng showed an expression of disbelief and exclaimed, while his cultivation partner also looked surprised, their faces turning pale.

The five of them exchanged glances. Senior Nun Yin Ghost was notorious for his ferocity, but he had always been alone. When did he become the young master of the厉鬼帮?

The厉鬼帮 was one of the three major forces in Youzhou's demon sect, something they couldn't afford to provoke.

However, seeing their opponents show signs of panic, Senior Nun Yin Ghost laughed arrogantly. His real name was Xiao Hen, and he had two identities: the young master of the厉鬼帮, a successor of one of the three major demon sects; and the infamous Senior Nun Yin Ghost hated by countless cultivators.

After all, although demons were more ruthless in their actions, there were still some rules they couldn't break. Xiao Hen was inherently cruel and felt restless without plundering, so he used his identity as Senior Nun Yin Ghost to cover his misdeeds.

Feng Yuan clutched his severed arm with his hand, showing fear in his eyes before gritting his teeth and turning into a streak of light, fleeing towards the sky.

"You…" The white-robed scholar was both shocked and angry, but he couldn't punish the old man for deserting him at such a critical moment.

However, the old man didn't run far. His figure suddenly flickered, and he fell from mid-air. His face turned black, indicating that his breaths were few and gasps many.

Poisoned!

Lin Xuan felt a bitter taste in his mouth. These ghost cultivators seemed even harder to deal with than expected; the spirit artifact that had severed old man Feng's arm must have contained a potent poison. But what kind of poison was it? It could easily eliminate a Basement Establishment cultivator?

Another ghost cultivator joined the fight against Fu siblings, and soon the young man was defeated. The girl named Fu Qian was captured alive; after placing a restriction on her to prevent her from using spiritual energy, she was thrown aside.

Fu Qian didn't feel relieved at having escaped death; instead, her face turned ashen. Legend had it that no woman who fell into Senior Nun Yin Ghost's hands could escape unscathed.

The situation reversed.

Now, Senior Nun Yin Ghost and his three summoned allies were attacking the cultivation couple.

Although the white-robed scholar was a late-stage Basement Establishment, he wasn't a match for Senior Nun Yin Ghost due to his cultivation method. His early-stage Scarlet Robe Demon Cultivator status only hindered him further.

Seeing that he had failed to gain anything and instead lost something, the white-robed scholar fought back while pleading desperately: "Young Master Yin Ghost, I was blinded by my own eyes; please forgive me. If you spare my life, I will serve you faithfully for the rest of my days."

"Serve me like a horse or donkey?" Xiao Hen laughed wildly. "As the young master of the厉鬼帮, do I lack subordinates? You can go to your grave in peace. Don't worry; I'll take care of your wife."

With that, he waved his hand, and a red beam shot out from his sleeve robe. The white-robed scholar hurriedly used his silver wheel to block it but was knocked back several feet by the force, spitting out blood before he could stabilize.

His face turned pale!

"Didn't you covet my Xuan Fire Divine Pearl? Let's see what you can do."

Lin Xuan was also taken aback. What kind of treasure was this pearl? Although the red beam wasn't as powerful as a condensation period cultivator's divine power, it seemed to be superior to his hard-won super-grade spirit artifact.

The three mid-Basement Establishment ghost cultivators flew over and surrounded the white-robed scholar, while the early-stage Scarlet Robe Demon Cultivator was also captured alive.

Seeing this, the white-robed scholar showed a determined expression. He said viciously: "Young Master Yin Ghost, don't push me too far! I'll serve you even if you kill me."

"Hmph, I'm going to exterminate you completely; what can you do about it?" Xiao Hen looked at his desperate enemy with satisfaction.

"Then let's go down to hell together," the white-robed scholar's eyes flashed with madness as he grabbed his silver wheel and cut himself with it.

His arm, thigh, chest, and abdomen were all slashed by long, deep wounds. Blood gushed out.

Seeing this bizarre scene, Senior Nun Yin Ghost was first stunned before his expression turned serious.

Could it be…

Blood Sacrifice to Devour Ghosts?

As the name suggests, this was an ancient demonic secret technique with few practitioners left. Few would dare to use it unless absolutely necessary.

Although the Blood Sacrifice to Devour Ghosts technique had great power, its use required a heavy price—life itself.

The principle behind it was simple: using one's essence and blood as bait, summoning evil ghosts from the netherworld.

Once summoned, these ghosts would first devour the practitioner before following their residual will to eliminate enemies. The stronger the cultivator, the more powerful the summoned ghost.

"Quickly, stop him!"

Xiao Hen was both angry and anxious; how could a cultivator use a demonic technique? Knowing the horrifying nature of this method, he put aside his arrogance and cast a spell.

The other three ghost cultivators didn't hesitate either. They commanded their spirit artifacts to attack.

With a gush of blood, the white-robed scholar's body was enveloped in a purple-red mist as his essence and blood mixed together.

Attacks from spirit artifacts and spells had no effect.

Suddenly, the sky darkened with thunderous sounds, and an enormous gap appeared. Numerous cold winds blew out from it.

"Haha, you want me to die? Then let's go down to hell together!"

In the mist, the white-robed scholar laughed madly before a bloody skull emerged from the gap.

The skull was several meters in size, exuding an eerie aura and looking extremely fierce.

After emerging, the skull opened its mouth wide and swallowed the white-robed scholar along with the blood mist. It chewed several times, making the red light in his eyes even more terrifying.

"This is a Yin Poison Skull; we can't defeat it. You go set up the Heavenly Demon Formation to block it while I tidy up inside the cave," Senior Nun Yin Ghost said coldly.

"Yes, young master!"

The three ghost cultivators immediately formed a triangular formation and each took out a small flag from their robes. They waved them gently, sending threads that bound the Yin Poison Skull.

Xiao Hen turned around without hesitation and flew towards the cave.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan was intrigued. Four Basement Establishment ghost cultivators couldn't be defeated by him alone, but now his allies were tied up by the Yin Poison Skull. Facing Xiao Hen alone, Lin Xuan had a good chance of victory.

He took out an invisibility talisman from his robe and stuck it to himself before completely concealing his aura.

Just as he finished, Senior Nun Yin Ghost returned to the cave. He came to a stone wall, muttered some incantations, and cast a spell.

Miraculously, the mountain wall rippled like water waves before gradually becoming transparent. A small treasure room appeared behind it.
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Master Yin Ghost stepped into the room. He then pulled out a storage bag from his robe, and with aoperation of spiritual energy, the bag opened up, emitting a beam of white light that flew around the small treasure chamber, sucking in all the items on the ground.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's face showed no sign of surprise.

While storage bags were convenient, they couldn't store everything. Besides crystals, talismans, and spiritual artifacts, medicinal materials, crafting ingredients, and items obtained from beasts could not be stored for long periods inside them.

Masters often had a dedicated treasure chamber in their cave dwellings, only using the storage bag when they needed to travel far or abandon their caves.

Lin Xuan's divine sense hadn't detected any treasure chambers earlier because the other party had set up powerful illusionary restraints.

In just a short time, Master Yin Ghost packed all his belongings into the storage bag. Just as he stepped out of the treasure chamber, his expression changed suddenly, and he was struck by a red light that slammed him into the mountain wall.

Lin Xuan inwardly sighed at this missed opportunity. He waved his hand, and the red beam returned to him. It was the top-grade spiritual artifact, Wu Gou, from Fire Spirit Sect's leader.

He had only injected a small amount of spiritual energy into it for the sneak attack, so it could only exert 20% of its power.

This was enough because, even after the washing and refining process by the I Ching, cultivators' bodies were still flesh and blood. With such formidable spiritual artifacts, this 20% would be sufficient to scatter his soul.

Master Yin Ghost, though cunning, never expected someone to sneak into his cave dwelling and ambush him. However, he was also the head of the Evil Spirit Gang, so he had many treasures on him. A protective shield automatically activated, saving his life at the last moment.

Since the sneak attack failed, Lin Xuan appeared. He stared at the unfamiliar young man who had just crawled out from the rubble. "Who are you? How dare you attack me?"

Lin Xuan didn't waste any words and raised Wu Gou in his hand.

Shao Hen's expression was grim as he pulled out a small red bead from his mouth. The bead spun around, emitting a massive beam of red light that easily dispersed the incoming beams of light, even sending Wu Gou flying back.

Xuan Fire Divine Pearl!

A fierce look flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. He had seen its power during the battle and found it more terrifying than he imagined.

However, this wasn't unexpected. The robed scholar had gone to great lengths to deal with Shao Hen precisely for this reason.

"Boy, are you part of those people?"

Lin Xuan didn't answer but reached into his robe again. Master Yin Ghost laughed in anger; as the head of the Evil Spirit Gang, he hadn't suffered such a loss before. He had been ambushed twice and was thoroughly annoyed.

"If you want to die, I'll make it happen!"

Shao Hen's expression turned vicious. He clapped his hands together, then spread them apart, revealing a black mist with blue lightning on the surface.

Lin Xuan didn't wait for him to act; he flicked his hand, and a pale golden talisman ignited in his palm.

With spiritual energy flowing through it, a giant bird appeared from the flames.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the sky, and the Heavenly Soaring Bird let out a loud cry as it charged towards Master Yin Ghost.

"Aha! Beast Talisman!"

Indeed, Shao Hen was the head of the Evil Spirit Gang; he recognized the bird's origin with his vast experience.

Lin Xuan hummed. He formed several hand seals, and Wu Gou burst into intense flames. However, these weren't red but a pale golden color.

This top-grade spiritual artifact had always been fire-based. After entering the Foundation Establishment stage, Lin Xuan had nurtured it well, making its power even greater than before. The flames were primordial true fire.

Outside, there was another loud explosion as three Evil Spirit Gang cultivators faced dire straits. They barely managed to suppress the Yin Phantom Skeleton with the array, but their situation wouldn't last long.

The leading cultivator turned his head towards the cave and saw worry on his face. "Why has the young master been gone so long? Has he encountered any mishaps?"

Desiring to check, he was unable due to lack of time.

Facing the approaching Heavenly Soaring Bird, Master Yin Ghost sneered and pulled out a beast talisman from his robe. It transformed into a giant black bear, facing off with the bird.

He then used mental energy to merge the Xuan Fire Divine Pearl with the black mist in his palm.

The mist surged and began spreading, enveloping Master Yin Ghost as Lin Xuan felt his aura skyrocket.

Lin Xuan raised his finger and lightly tapped Wu Gou.

Instantly, the primordial fire on it flared even more fiercely. Wu Gou grew larger with the wind, reaching several dozen feet in length, charging towards the mist.

Master Yin Ghost snorted. He opened his mouth wide like a whale taking water, sucking up all the surrounding mist into his body.

The Xuan Fire Divine Pearl floating before him turned black.

He then clapped his hands and sent out a ball of black fire from the pearl, enveloping Wu Gou that flew towards them.

The golden primordial fire resisted for a moment but was eventually absorbed. Wu Gou let out a mournful cry.

Lin Xuan's expression showed both anger and fear as this black fire was actually devouring his spiritual artifact.

He quickly formed hand seals to retrieve Wu Gou, but there was no response; the connection between him and the artifact had been severed by the black fire.

Master Yin Ghost sneered. More black flames flew out from the Xuan Fire Divine Pearl towards Lin Xuan.

Despite being only at Foundation Establishment stage, this young man possessed many treasures and unique techniques, making him a formidable opponent.

However, he was willing to risk great damage to his true essence by using Xuan Tian Devil Flame; defeating this opponent should be no problem.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and summoned an intermediate-grade defensive talisman with golden attributes.

Amidst the flames, a small golden bell appeared.

But the black fire ignored it, easily reducing it to ashes.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged but was slightly alarmed. The medium-grade defensive spell sealed in the Golden Bell Talisman couldn't stop this devil flame at all; how powerful was it?

With a frown, he reached into his storage bracelet and grabbed an oddly-patterned small shield.

Seeing the devil flames approaching, Lin Xuan threw the shield out without hesitation.

The fist-sized black fire crashed onto it, causing the shield to tremble but still holding its ground.

Relieved, Lin Xuan saw that this shield was selected from the medicinal mountain's treasure chamber and was a top-grade defensive spiritual artifact.

However, under continuous attacks by the devil flames, the shield let out mournful cries as well.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and poured all his spiritual energy into it. The shield shone brightly; it seemed that it could hold for another moment or two.

The two were now in a stalemate, but Lin Xuan's situation didn't look good.

His face showed signs of anxiety, but he wasn't worried. Seeing the other party's full attention on him, his divine sense activated and sent a signal to attack.
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The once calm air suddenly began to ripple like water waves, and Lin Xuan appeared. With a flick of her jade hand, the碧雪环 (Jade Snow Ring) sped towards the阴鬼上人 (Venerable Ghostly Fiend).

Xiao Han was greatly alarmed. Facing this sudden attack from behind, he clearly found himself unprepared. He could only rely on his Qi Shield to block it.

With a tearing sound, although the shield wasn't torn apart, the impact left him quite uncomfortable.

Lin Xuan inwardly lamented that while the碧雪环 (Jade Snow Ring) was an upper-grade spiritual artifact, her cultivation was still somewhat shallow.

However, this attack also bought her a rare opportunity.

Lin Xuan probed his spirit consciousness into the storage bracelet and in the next moment, the Flame Rhino materialized before him.

He then took out that extremely bizarre dagger, which was a super-grade spiritual artifact with greater power than the碧雪环 (Jade Snow Ring) or Wu Gou (Steel Hook).

A cold killing aura appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he transformed his dagger into a thread of icy light. The Venerable Ghostly Fiend sensed something amiss and forcefully channeled his true essence, causing the玄火神珠 (Divine Flame Pearl) to emit a flash of light and set up a protective barrier around him.

However, this time it was useless. Although the dagger was momentarily halted, the protective barrier soon emitted a sound of being torn apart.

Xiao Han's eyes widened in disbelief as he suffered a gaping wound on his chest, blood gushing out. Despite such severe injuries, a cultivator was different from an ordinary person; he did not die immediately but instead showed a mad and ferocious expression, wanting to fight Lin Xuan to the death.

Lin Xuan naturally would not纠缠 (entangle) with someone who was about to die. He cast his spell and the Flame Rhino charged forward, setting him ablaze in flames.

A yellow light beam shot out from Xiao Han's body.

Seeing this, a mocking expression flashed across Lin Xuan's face: "Soul leaving body? Not on your life!"

He waved his Hundred Souls Flag gently, summoning a ghostly mist that quickly enveloped the yellow light.

Hearing the terrified screams and pleas for mercy, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile. The white light held a fiery red bead in front of him.

The玄火神珠 (Divine Flame Pearl)!

Lin Xuan had personally witnessed its power and did not hesitate to put it away.

Then he quietly left his cave. Outside, the three Venerable Ghostly Fiend cultivators were drenched in sweat, as the阴煞鬼 (Yin Sha Spirit) was likely to break through the barrier at any moment.

Lin Xuan did not want to face such demonic creatures from the underworld and sneered before transforming into a blue beam that flew far away.

The three ghost cultivators were shocked. This person wasn't the young master; could it be...

A bad omen, but there was no time to check now.

These three were likely to meet with misfortune. For Lin Xuan, this was the best outcome. He traveled without stopping and returned safely two days later to Ling Yao Mountain.

After returning to the mountain, Lin Xuan immediately sealed his cave and went into the training room.

He took out the Venerable Ghostly Fiend's storage bag, setting aside the crystals, talismans, and spiritual artifacts for now. Although these were valuable items, they weren't the most important收获 (gains) of this trip.

Lin Xuan took out a light green-colored玉筒简 (Jade Tube Scroll).

With his spirit consciousness inserted, countless tiny words appeared before him.

"灵阴九变 (Spirit Yin Nine Transformations)! "

After briefly browsing through it, Lin Xuan confirmed that it was indeed an upper-layer ghost cultivator technique.

Although he had never practiced the ghost path himself, he still had some knowledge of it. Ghost cultivators were a branch of evil cultivators, more mysterious and eerie. Moreover, these techniques could be practiced by both humans and pure yin-bodied ghosts without any issues.

After withdrawing his spirit consciousness, Lin Xuan played with the Jade Tube Scroll. He had gone through many trials to obtain this technique, but it was worth it.

This technique not only suited ghost cultivators at the筑基期 (Foundation Establishment Stage) but also belonged to the top tier.

In the same stage of cultivation, the techniques one practiced directly affected their strength. For example, Venerable Ghostly Fiend and that white-robed scholar were both at the sixth layer of the筑基期, yet the former's strength was clearly far superior to the latter’s.

The reason for this was that his practice of 灵阴九变 (Spirit Yin Nine Transformations) was a top-tier technique.

"Xiao'er!"

"Young Master!"

After the white mist cleared, a girl with bright eyes and a sweet smile stood beside him. Lin Xuan threw the Jade Tube Scroll to her: "This is the cultivation method you need. It's hard-won; practice it well."

"Xiao'er understands," she nodded obediently, filled with gratitude. She had witnessed all the dangers of this journey and would not辜负 (disappoint) Lin Xuan’s efforts.

Then, Lin Xuan took out the玄火神珠 (Divine Flame Pearl) from his storage bracelet, placing it in his palm to examine it carefully.

The bead was as large as a dragon's eye, emitting a faint red light. Holding it felt warm throughout his body.

Lin Xuan inserted his spirit consciousness into it but was immediately bounced back upon reaching the surface of the bead.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly and withdrew his spirit consciousness, pondering deeply. Clearly, this wasn't a spiritual artifact.

However, Lin Xuan wouldn’t be so naive as to mistake it for a treasure item; he had personally seen Venerable Ghostly Fiend use it, and without condensation period cultivation, no one could command such an item.

Although the exact nature of this item was unclear, the玄火神珠 (Divine Flame Pearl) seemed to be a versatile tool for both offense and defense.

Lin Xuan held it in his hand, preparing to start its transformation. His expression turned sullen.

Over these days, he had tried countless times but ultimately realized that with only mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation, he couldn't transform this item.

While clearing Xiao Han's storage bag, Lin Xuan inadvertently discovered a piece of heart knowledge about the玄火神珠 (Divine Flame Pearl).

According to it, the bead was obtained through cunning from a Mo Luo (Mysterious) cultivation family. It was said to be an ancestral treasure of that family.

Seeing this description, Lin Xuan became interested.

As they say, "A tiger's son is a dog," and such examples were not uncommon in the cultivation world, especially among those ancient families with long histories.

Perhaps once upon a time, their glory days included condensation period cultivators. However, as years passed, the descendants of heroes became unworthy, and the family gradually declined...

Despite this, the ancestral treasures left behind by these families remained invaluable.

Previously, a small family with only several灵动期 (Vitality Stage) disciples had revealed such an ancestral treasure, which was unknown to low-grade cultivators but attracted ten or more condensation period experts into fierce battles. Eventually, it even caught the attention of the three major factions, and a narrow pass named One-Line Gorge managed to secure this item.

The family that seemed worthless now had once produced an Immortal Core Period ancestor. When this secret was uncovered, the entire Youzhou cultivation world was stunned.

Of course, not all ancestral treasures from cultivation families were so valuable, but at least no one would underestimate them anymore.

After clarifying the origin of the玄火神珠 (Divine Flame Pearl), Lin Xuan placed even more value on it. However, the heart knowledge clearly stated that before entering the late-stage Foundation Establishment, one could not transform and command this bead.

With only sixth-layer Foundation Establishment cultivation, Venerable Ghostly Fiend could barely activate the protective barrier of the bead and use a few offensive techniques at most, estimating he had only unleashed about 20% of its power.

20%?

Lin Xuan was alarmed but then delighted. He had personally witnessed the bead's miraculous abilities; if it could reach full potential, wouldn’t that be comparable to a treasure item?

However, after a brief moment of joy, Lin Xuan regained his composure.

Even if he couldn't command this item now, and even if he entered late-stage Foundation Establishment and slowly transformed it, fully mastering its power might require Golden Core completion...

But regardless, such a treasure was indeed rare. Lin Xuan happily stored the bead in his storage bag.

Then, after some thought, Lin Xuan took out a book from his pocket.

This ancient text read 天雷决 (Heavenly Thunder Decree). He had only brought it back from the Sword Lightning Sect and hadn't used it since then.

With a bit of spiritual energy on his fingertips, he held the book in both hands and tried to tear it apart. However, the book remained intact. Lin Xuan smiled contentedly.

This book wasn’t made of ordinary paper but contained materials for forging treasure items, including the Mother of Xuan Iron.

Lin Xuan deeply felt his own inadequacy after this battle with Venerable Ghostly Fiend.

Now that he had just entered mid-stage Foundation Establishment, even with medicinal pills to assist him, it would be challenging to advance further in a short time.

The Nine Heavens Profound Technique he practiced was indeed a top-tier technique. Therefore, Lin Xuan wanted to strengthen his cultivation by enhancing the spiritual artifacts he used.
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In fact, among peers of his cultivation level, Lin Xuan's treasure collection was already astonishing. Other Foundation Establishment中期 cultivators might have just one top-grade Spirit Artifact, but Lin Xuan had several.

However, he often encountered opponents whose cultivation levels were higher than his own. Compared to them, Lin Xuan appeared rather insignificant.

The Azure Snow Ring had been given to his son, and the Wu Gou sword was a top-grade Spirit Artifact obtained from the Fire Spirit Sect's sect leader. To enhance its power, infusing it with the Mother of玄铁 would be an effective approach.

However, the Mother of玄铁 was material used in crafting magical treasures, even for Core Formation cultivators, it was considered precious. Most Foundation Establishment cultivators had never seen one before.

But this book, *Thunderbolt Art*, contained just such a method.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment and took the book in his hands. He went to the alchemy room, where he cast a spell, causing the ground to emit burning volcanic fire from the beast heads.

The Spirit Medicine Mountain was renowned for its alchemy, but it also delved into various other fields, including crafting tools. It wasn't strange that this technique had some connection with alchemy.

Lin Xuan had read about such methods before, of course, and while he couldn't possibly craft a Spirit Artifact at his current level, separating the materials should be feasible. Lin Xuan formed a sword hand seal and cast the *Floating Technique* on the ancient book. Using his divine sense, he controlled the volcanic fire to slowly refine the suspended pages.

After several hours, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he waved his hand, causing the ancient book to fly back into his palm.

Examining it closely, Lin Xuan’s face grew even more somber. The volcanic fire had been at least a few thousand degrees, but after so long, the book hadn't melted in the slightest.

No wonder that Lei Ao once said this book was impervious to water and fire, and difficult for Spirit Artifacts to damage. He tried every method he could think of without success.

Lin Xuan felt both joy and frustration. The joy came from the fact that the material used for crafting magical treasures indeed lived up to its reputation. The frustration stemmed from his inability to separate it with his current means.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan frowned, tapping his knee lightly. There were still options available, such as seeking help from Immortal Tongyu.

Although his teacher was only a Foundation Establishment cultivator by name, Lin Xuan no longer viewed him that way after learning about the secret of Spirit Medicine Mountain.

The ability to become the sect leader of an ancient and powerful lineage meant that Immortal Tongyu's cultivation was far beyond what he appeared to be.

Though Lin Xuan didn't plan on seeking help from him due to his many secrets, he shook his head. He was about to place the ancient book in his storage bracelet when he suddenly stopped, a strange expression on his face.

His expression was confusing—alternating between smiles, seriousness, and distress, even showing some eagerness as if facing a difficult decision.

After a while, Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and sat down cross-legged. He stretched out both hands in front of him, holding the *Thunderbolt Art* ancient book between his fingers. Taking a deep breath, he began to drive the blue light points within his body.

Lin Xuan had an idea. Since his Star Sea ability could separate Spirit Pills from medicinal herbs, why couldn't it be used to purify other materials?

For example, the Mother of玄铁 in this ancient book!

This was a bold thought. Honestly, Lin Xuan wasn’t sure if he would succeed; he just wanted to try.

He carefully began his attempt, knowing it would be much more challenging than refining medicinal herbs.

The night passed quickly.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and stood up from the ground, stretching his sore body. His expression showed neither joy nor anger as he reflected on his overnight experiment.

Overall, he felt more excited than anything else.

Although Lin Xuan hadn’t separated the Mother of玄铁, this didn't mean his idea was wrong. On the contrary, it was entirely feasible.

The ability of the blue Star Sea to purify materials applied not only to medicinal herbs but also to crafting tools. By separating impurities, one could extract needed components from common items.

Though he couldn’t use it now, Lin Xuan didn't put the ancient book in his storage bracelet; instead, he began reading it.

*Thunderbolt Art* was just a fourth-rate sect's technique. For someone like Lin Xuan with Nine Heavens Profound Technique, it had no practical value.

But after careful consideration, Lin Xuan felt there was something unusual about this.

If it were truly a worthless technique, why would the sect preserve an ancient book containing the Mother of玄铁? Simply engraving it on an jade cylinder wouldn’t be as formal. Lin Xuan didn’t believe that the Thunderbolt Sect’s ancestors did this out of boredom; there must be some deeper reason.

After an hour, Lin Xuan put down the book without any results.

He repeatedly read *Thunderbolt Art*, finding nothing unusual in what appeared to be a mundane technique.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim but soon softened as he muttered to himself, "This book has been passed down through the Thunderbolt Sect for centuries. If there were secrets so easy to find, they would have been discovered long ago by the sect’s disciples. We can’t rush this."

With this realization, his mood improved significantly.

After carefully storing the ancient book, Lin Xuan rested for two days to relax both body and mind before starting his cultivation again.

Several days later, after leaving his cave and setting up a禁制, Lin Xuan flew southeast from Spirit Medicine Mountain.

This trip was purely by chance. Originally, Lin Xuan planned to advance his cultivation further, entering the late Foundation Establishment stage, so he could refine the Divine Fire Soul Pearl.

Before starting his cultivation, he took out the jade pendant obtained from Stream Leap Canyon.

So far, Lin Xuan only knew one of its functions: replenishing the spiritual energy in the Beast Soul Talisman.

Initially, when he discovered this ability, Lin Xuan was thrilled because it meant he could use the practical and powerful Beast Soul Talisman without restraint.

After battling the Dark Ghost Senior, the spirit energy of the Sky翔 Bird had been depleted. He intended to replenish it as he did last time with the jade pendant.

However, his surprise came when nothing happened this time.

Was his previous attempt a mistake? Lin Xuan was taken aback.

But after calming down and thoroughly examining the situation, he found the reason.

The energy in the jade pendant wasn’t just there; one needed to find a妖兽, absorb its soul energy, and then replenish it into the Beast Soul Talisman.

For example, during his last visit to Azure Cloud Mountain’s medicinal garden, the jade pendant had absorbed some of the魂魄 energy from a third-level妖兽, allowing him to replenish the Sky翔 Bird.

In simple terms, it acted like a charger.

After understanding this, Lin Xuan pondered for a while before deciding to venture out in search of妖兽.

Reaching late Foundation Establishment wasn’t something that could be accomplished in just one or two years. With the remaining spirit energy in the Beast Soul Talisman already diminished, if he encountered stronger opponents again, his strength would suffer.

Though it seemed unlikely given his seclusion in the Spirit Medicine Mountain cave, Lin Xuan reminded himself to be cautious. After all, better safe than sorry!
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Two days later, Lin Xuan stopped in front of a mountain range.

Compared to Yanzhou, Youzhou was more than ten times its size. While it had densely populated cities, there were also desolate and dangerous areas with few inhabitants.

These places were rarely visited by humans but often harbored venomous snakes and fierce beasts. Even妖兽 that could command the natural qi of heaven and earth were not uncommon.

One such range was Quinyan Mountain in front of him.

Often, cultivators would come here to hunt these beasts. The bodies of the beasts could be used to make tools, while their inner cores could be refined into medicinal pills to enhance one's cultivation.

Of course, the danger was real; many cultivators had perished here.

Lin Xuan hovered in mid-air and after a moment’s thought, took out an jade cylinder from his pocket. He injected his divine consciousness into it and began reading its contents.

This item he had purchased from a market along his journey contained information on the distribution of妖兽 in Quinyan Mountain.

After a while, Lin Xuan put away the jade cylinder and determined the direction before entering the mountain from the south. According to the information inside, there should be a Moon Demon Spider in this area.

With his current middle-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation, dealing with such a first-grade top-tier妖兽 wouldn’t require much effort.

Lin Xuan held an amulet in his hand. During his time at Bichunshan Medicine Garden, it had once suppressed a third-grade妖兽, but later experiments showed that its miraculous effects no longer appeared.

"Looks like I still know too little about this treasure," Lin Xuan mused aloud as he played with the amulet.

It was somewhat regrettable; otherwise, he could absorb the souls of the beasts at will without first having to defeat and restrain them.

While flying, Lin Xuan fully opened his divine consciousness. Quinyan Mountain posed a significant danger for cultivators. He didn’t want to become someone’s meal if he wasn’t careful.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan had flown deep into the mountain range. Along the way, he was amazed by what he saw.

There were giant snakes over ten feet long and strange birds with wingspans exceeding several meters. However, these weren't妖兽; they were merely variants of ancient beasts.

Lin Xuan showed no interest in them and continued flying until he landed his遁光 before a small canyon.

He assessed the terrain, which matched the description in the jade cylinder. Not far ahead was the entrance to the Moon Demon Spider’s lair.***

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as if he had discovered something. He released his divine consciousness and scanned the area.

After a brief examination, he sighed; another cultivator had already arrived here to hunt the Moon Demon Spider.

Seeing Lin Xuan, the three people present were initially stunned before their faces lit up with excitement. One of them, wearing yellow robes, stepped forward and bowed: "Friend, welcome."

Lin Xuan returned the bow. He appeared to be a wandering cultivator, but his cultivation level was strong—initial-stage Foundation Establishment. The other two were also at this stage.

"Are you here to hunt Moon Demon Spiders as well?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan admitted without hesitation.

"That’s perfect." The yellow-robed cultivator rejoiced: "With us three, we can form a small alliance to deal with the Moon Demon Spider."

"Form an alliance?"

Lin Xuan was surprised. He knew that Moon Demon Spiders were solitary creatures; each nest had only one. A mere first-grade top-tier妖兽 equated to a cultivation master at the full completion of the Spirit Flexibility stage, which could easily be handled by a Foundation Establishment cultivator. Forming an alliance seemed unnecessary.

"Friend, you don’t know…" The yellow-robed cultivator explained calmly after seeing Lin Xuan’s expression.

Upon hearing his explanation, even with his deep-seated wisdom, Lin Xuan was somewhat surprised.

It turned out that the three of them had come here based on information from a jade cylinder they bought at a market.

Quinyan Mountain did have many妖兽, but compared to its vast area, it still seemed sparsely populated. Meeting a妖兽 depended entirely on luck.

Sometimes, one could encounter them just by entering the mountain; other times, months of exploration yielded nothing.

Even if they encountered a妖兽, it might not be suitable for their cultivation stage! For instance, a cultivator at the Spirit Flexibility stage would naturally target first-grade妖兽. However, if unlucky, they might run into second-grade or even terrifying third-grade妖兽.

Such incidents were common over the centuries. Eventually, some successful hunters recorded their experiences, noting which areas had妖兽 and which were dangerous. Initially passed down to friends and family, these records eventually spread widely.

This was much more convenient than aimlessly wandering around like a headless fly. Unfortunately, the information was incomplete.

Years later, a powerful cultivation association offered a high price to collect all such information and hired experts to compile it into a map of Quinyan Mountain.

Despite its steep cost, cultivators understood the value and purchased copies, bringing significant profits to the association.

With this map as guidance, hunting妖兽 became much easier. Of course, the map wasn’t entirely accurate; it only covered about one-third of Quinyan Mountain’s area.

No one had ever ventured deep into the mountain for thousands of years because, according to legend, the deeper one went, the stronger the妖兽became.

In the deepest part of the marked region, third-grade lower-tier妖兽 had been encountered, capable of matching early-stage Condensation Core cultivators.

There were even rumors that further inside, other second-stage妖兽had also been found, including a cultivator at the full completion of the Condensation Core stage, just one step away from the legendary Golden Core realm.

However, after entering, this person retreated in defeat, severely injured and unable to recover. His once formidable cultivation had been utterly wasted.

This man was deeply regretful as he recounted his experience. He had encountered a third-grade lower-tier妖兽 upon entry, which was terrifying for others but insignificant to him due to his high cultivation level.

He intended to show off his prowess, but the next scene left him in shock and fear. This妖兽, one he had never seen before, wasn’t just one; it was…a group of them.

This was unprecedented; according to common sense, lower-grade妖兽could sometimes form groups, but first-grade top-tier妖兽were rare. Higher-grade妖兽always acted alone, so a third-grade妖兽that could form a group?

The thought was absurd and made the other cultivators sweat. According to this person, there were hundreds of them in one nest. If true, even Golden Core cultivators would flee.

Since then, no one had dared to venture into uncharted areas marked on the map. They speculated that if there were third-grade妖兽that could form groups, higher-grade妖兽with intelligence and the ability to transform into human forms might also be present.

No one would willingly come here to die.

Fortunately, the already marked areas were sufficient for cultivators to hunt in. Even so, these places still had their inaccuracies; after all,妖兽would migrate, abandon old lairs, find new ones, or be eliminated by other cultivators without timely notification to the association.

In summary, while the association invested heavily, keeping the map updated was challenging due to such errors.

However, only about ten percent of the information was inaccurate.

After listening to the yellow-robed cultivator’s explanation, Lin Xuan realized that he had encountered a rare mistake.

In short, this indeed was the Moon Demon Spider's lair, but recently, the monster had upgraded…just as cultivators could advance through cultivation,妖兽could also progress through their unique methods.

The Ghostly Moon Spider had evolved into a Moon Demon Spider.

This frustrated the three cultivators who arrived first because a second-grade top-tier妖兽was far more formidable than a full-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator.

With their current strength, they were just short of what was needed to handle this妖兽. Leaving without success was frustrating.

It was unknown if these previous visitors had deliberately concealed information, but the locations where second-grade top-tier妖兽were active were few and deep within the mountain. Only those who had successfully condensed their cores would dare venture there.

Finally encountering a second-grade top-tier妖兽 here, they didn’t want to miss this opportunity; after all, hunting such a beast could yield vast amounts of crystal!
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The three were in a difficult situation, but just as they were struggling, Lin Xuan happened to appear. The yellow-robed cultivator naturally invited him to join their group and proposed splitting the crystal stones they would obtain from killing the妖兽.

Lin Xuan naturally wasn't short of crystal stones, but after a moment's thought, he nodded in agreement.

The yellow-robed cultivator was overjoyed and immediately pulled Lin Xuan closer, introducing himself with great enthusiasm: "I am Zhou Liang. This is Brother Huang Zhong and this is Fellow Daoist Ma Jin. We met them on our journey."

Lin Xuan gave a slight bow. Huang Zhong was an elderly man with white beard, appearing to be in his seventies or eighties, but he had a sturdy build and his voice was as deep as a bell—just like Lin Xuan, both were mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators.

Ma Jin, on the other hand, wore a black short robe and was around thirty years old, at an early stage of Foundation Establishment.

"Meeting Daoist Lin here is truly by chance. Rest assured, with all four of us working together, we can definitely take care of this妖兽," said Huang Zhong, stroking his beard in a smile.

"Yes, a second-grade top-tier妖兽. Selling the materials from its body should fetch several thousand crystal stones," Ma Jin rubbed his hands, looking excited: "For us scattered cultivators, that's a huge fortune."

Lin Xuan nodded along but was secretly laughing to himself: "Scattered cultivator?"

Although their appearance did suggest they were scattered cultivators, Lin Xuan only believed Zhou Liang hadn't lied. As for Ma Jin and Huang Zhong, their eyes darted around nervously—clearly, there was something fishy going on. Despite their attempts at concealment, Lin Xuan's sharp eyes easily caught onto it.

He pretended not to notice and cooperated with them, knowing that as long as he stayed cautious, his skills would ensure he wasn't afraid of the two fellow mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators' tricks.

The Moon Demon Spider was his target.

They chatted aimlessly for a while before Huang Zhong suddenly said solemnly: "Even though we have four of us working together, this second-grade top-tier妖兽 is no small matter. Let's set up an array at the entrance to its lair as a precaution."

"Set up an array?"

Lin Xuan was startled. Under his surprised gaze, Huang Zhong took out a pile of items from his storage bracelet.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't unfamiliar with arrays, he had never seen genuine array disks or flags before. Among all the hundred arts in cultivation, arrays were quite unique—powerful if driven by enough crystal stones, but also difficult to obtain and create.

Lin Xuan had visited many markets and paid attention to such information, but found nothing useful. At most, he acquired a few array talismans, which cost him exorbitant amounts of crystal stones.

Compared to the true arrays set up with disks and flags, the power in these talismans was only one-third, and they were single-use consumables that couldn't be recovered.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan used them smoothly, deeply appreciating their benefits. He longed for genuine arrays but had never seen any until now; it seemed Huang Zhong possessed such valuable items.

"Are you an array cultivator?" Zhou Liang also looked surprised and somewhat incredulous.

"Certainly not," said Huang Zhong, stroking his beard: "This was something I stumbled upon. Please forgive me for the inconvenience."

"Oh!" Lin Xuan mimicked a look of admiration.

The four then shared some setup tools and began setting up the array under Huang Zhong's guidance. It was called the "Five Tigers Grazing Sheep Array," powerful enough to take down mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators. Although they had difficulty dealing with the Moon Demon Spider, their combined efforts should suffice.

They hid around, carefully concealing their breaths as per Zhou Liang's instructions. The Moon Demon Spider was likely out hunting, so all they needed to do was wait for it to enter the array and trap it like a fish in a pot.

Each of them also cast some illusionary restraints on themselves.

They waited for several hours, during which the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique failed once, causing Lin Xuan considerable worry. Fortunately, everyone was far enough apart and concealed by illusions, so no one noticed. After the effect wore off, Lin Xuan took a Ling Spirit Pill.

Despite the Moon Demon Spider's prolonged absence, they were all cultivators with some patience. Lin Xuan extended his divine sense out. Although he was mid-stage Foundation Establishment, his divine sense had been strengthened through Star Sea Purification, far surpassing that of other mid-stage cultivators.

With careful observation, he wouldn't be detected.

As expected, Huang Zhong and Ma Jin whispered to each other a few times, but Lin Xuan couldn't make out what they were saying. They must have been communicating telepathically.

Lin Xuan's vigilance increased as he scrutinized the Five Tigers Grazing Sheep Array setup in front of him. Was it meant to trap the Moon Demon Spider or them—his temporary allies? He wasn't sure.

Taking advantage of their distraction, Lin Xuan quietly took out a talisman from his pocket—the original Nine Palaces Eight Trigrams Array. While this could theoretically contain even top-tier cultivators, the one he had was only one-fifth as powerful and had cost him seven hundred crystal stones in an unexpected encounter.

Originally, Lin Xuan intended to use it as a last resort, not even bringing it out when facing the阴鬼上人. But for some reason, he kept feeling uneasy…

Cultivators often had premonitions about future events, so after a moment's thought, Lin Xuan took out the talisman and set it up.

With such a powerful backup plan, Lin Xuan felt more at ease. He was confident that with this setup, any unexpected situation could be handled calmly.

After a brief rest, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his eyebrows and opened his eyes, turning his head to the southeast. At that moment, he heard an excited voice: "Daoist friends, be careful—the Moon Demon Spider has returned."

Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly as he used his divine sense to scan the area. Huang Zhong and Ma Jin had stopped their telepathic communication, staring intently at the entrance of the valley. Zhou Liang was visibly nervous, his hand trembling as he held the array flag.

Although Lin Xuan didn't show it, he also became serious. A second-grade top-tier妖兽 was a formidable opponent.

Soon, an enormous spider appeared before them. Its body was as large as a grindstone, with eight sharp claws like knives. The ordinary Moon Demon Spiders were pure black, but the advanced Moon Demon Spider had golden stripes on its back and legs.

As the Moon Demon Spider approached, everyone's hearts raced, but they held their ground according to their prearranged plan—waiting for it to enter the Five Tigers Grazing Sheep Array before attacking.

Initially, things went smoothly. However, when the spider was about a hundred paces from the entrance, it suddenly stopped and seemed to sense something, hesitating in place.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan remained calm, but the other three were panicking.

After some time, the Moon Demon Spider made two chirping sounds, opened its mouth, and shot out a black beam of light.

"Thud," the beam hit the ground without exploding. It was actually toxic water, but the rocks it splashed onto melted like ice meeting heat.

"This妖兽 has discovered our trap—let's act now!"

Huang Zhong shouted loudly and released a ghost head-shaped灵器: "Together, we will force it into the array."

"Agreed!" Zhou Liang and Ma Jin agreed. They also activated their treasures. Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be idle; he hesitated for a moment before throwing the flying sword given by Zhou Yan towards the sky.

Given his mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation and possession of an upper-grade灵器, he was already quite impressive.

Four dazzling lights—three in front and one behind—attacked the Moon Demon Spider. However, the妖兽 moved swiftly. With a slight movement of its claws, it vanished from sight, leaving all the灵器 to fall into empty space.

"Where did it go?" Zhou Liang turned around, looking surprised.

"Be cautious."

A warning came from beside him as Zhou Liang suddenly looked up, his face changing color. The Moon Demon Spider had somehow appeared directly above him, its claws gleaming with cold light, lunging viciously towards him…
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Bang!

A beam of light shot at the Moon Demon Spider, though it didn't inflict much damage, it did slow its movements. Zhou Liang quickly dodged to one side as he felt the spider's massive claws whizz past his ears.

"Thank you, friend!" Zhou Liang flashed Lin Xuan a grateful look. Lin Xuan smiled and shook his head. Unlike Ma Jinchuang, Zhou Liang was likely an independent cultivator who had come here to hunt. Since it was just a simple favor, Lin Xuan didn't mind helping him out. After all, this person might be useful later.

"Be careful! This is one of the Moon Demon Spider's signature moves—Swift Movement!"

Without needing Ma Jinchuang’s warning, Lin Xuan and his companions felt that this move was difficult to deal with. Once it got close enough, they could easily be killed. Immediately, everyone released their protective shields, and a faint blue light enveloped Lin Xuan.

This way, even if the spider managed to get close by accident, its attacks would be blocked by the shield, giving them time to escape.

With no worries about being ambushed, the four of them worked in perfect coordination to use their spiritual artifacts to corner the Moon Demon Spider. This monster's strength was equivalent to a late Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. Without an array, it would be hard to defeat it.

Although fierce, the Moon Demon Spider lacked intelligence compared to humans. Under the combined efforts of the group, it instinctively chose to retreat and was gradually driven towards the location of the array.

Wu...

A low rumbling sound echoed as light began to radiate from the entrance. Ma Jinchuang's face lit up with joy. He quickly instructed, "Friends, the Moon Demon Spider has entered the Five Tiger Sheep Formation. Quickly follow my instructions and input twice the amount of essence energy into the flags."

"Okay!"

Zhou Liang acted without hesitation, waving his array flag. Ma Jinchuang did the same. However, Ma Jinchuang frowned slightly.

"Lin friend, what's wrong? Hurry up! Otherwise, this formation has flaws that won't be able to contain the Moon Demon Spider."

Lin Xuan, who had been lost in thought, suddenly woke up and nodded awkwardly before waving his flag gently as well.

His strange behavior made Ma Jinchuang feel uneasy. Could he have discovered something...

But seeing Lin Xuan start to input essence energy into the flags, Ma Jinchuang let out a breath of relief. The priority was to subdue the monster.

Rumble!

Mist swirled inside the formation as the Moon Demon Spider struggled wildly with bloodshot eyes. Spellballs flew from the array, but a second-grade top-tier beast was no easy target. Despite its thick hide, it was hard to injure the spider, let alone kill it.

Continuous attacks only fueled the monster's ferocity. The Moon Demon Spider let out several angry cries before stopping. Its golden stripes on back and abdomen began to glow, and its aura grew even more intense.

The three cultivators exchanged looks, their faces showing shock.

Although they didn't know what the beast was preparing, it was clear that whatever it intended to do would be formidable.

"Friends, the Five Tiger Sheep Formation might not contain this monster. Let's work together."

"Okay!"

The trio nodded. If the Moon Demon Spider broke out of the formation, they would have to expend more effort.

"That way, we'll act according to my commands."

Ma Jinchuang threw his red array flag into the air and cast a spell: "Friends, quickly input twice the essence energy into the formation."

Lin Xuan, Zhou Liang, and Ma Jinchuang didn't hesitate. They circulated their true qi and fully opened their essence energy, pouring it into the formation.

Instantly, the Five Tiger Sheep Formation glowed brightly, emitting countless black threads that ensnared the Moon Demon Spider like ropes.

Ma Jinchuang split his hands apart and shouted, "Open!"

The array formed a path. He then struck forward with his ghost head saber, which transformed into a black ray slicing towards the monster.

A loud thud echoed as if hitting metal. A golden-black aura appeared around the Moon Demon Spider's body.

Shield!

Their faces turned pale as they realized that this second-grade top-tier beast was indeed formidable. It even used shields, making it harder to kill it.

The Moon Demon Spider struggled fiercely but couldn't break free under the full force of three Foundation Establishment stage cultivators' efforts.

Ma Jinchuang continued controlling his ghost head saber, slashing at the monster repeatedly. The situation became a stalemate.

"Brother Yellow, hurry up! Maintaining this state is draining my essence energy too quickly," Zhou Liang urged after only a short while as the three who were managing the formation's faces turned pale.

"I understand. Just hold on for a bit longer!"

Ma Jinchuang's voice echoed inside the array. Inside, mist swirled more violently, indicating an intense battle was taking place.

After a full quarter of an hour,

The Moon Demon Spider let out a long, eerie cry before everything fell silent. Soon, the fog cleared, and Ma Jinchuang emerged with a smug expression, next to which lay the corpse of the Moon Demon Spider.

Zhou Liang heaved a sigh of relief. After much effort, they finally killed the beast. The materials from its body could fetch a substantial amount of crystals, though it would be shared among four people.

With his future cultivation expenses secured for several years, Zhou Liang was content until he felt his essence energy still leaking out. He paused in confusion and tried to stop it with a spell.

However, it didn't work. Despite the Moon Demon Spider's death, the Five Tiger Sheep Formation continued draining his essence energy.

Zhou Liang was both shocked and angry. In desperation, he wanted to throw away the array flag, but something strange happened—the flag seemed glued to his hand, refusing to be shaken off while continuing to absorb his essence energy.

"Brother Yellow, what's going on?" Zhou Liang wasn't stupid; anxiety flashed across his face: "Is there a problem with the formation?"

"Haha, my formation has no issues. I just want your lives," Ma Jinchuang suddenly changed from a pleasant expression to a sinister one.

"Yes, two less people means more crystals for us. And you both likely have some valuable treasures on you," Ma Jinchuang sneered.

"You... You two are working together?"

"Haha, we're solo bandits who target clueless independent cultivators like yourselves." Ma Jinchuang gloated. This was a double-edged sword; the Five Tiger Sheep Formation could contain the beast, and his fake flags would drain their essence energy until they were dry.

With both Zhou Liang and Lin Xuan ensnared in the trap, escape seemed impossible. Ma Jinchuang delighted in watching Zhou Liang's shocked and angry expression but turned to see Lin Xuan silently frowning. A bad feeling washed over him as he shouted, "Enough talk! Take their lives first."

Before his words were fully out, Ma Jinchuang’s ghost head saber flew towards Zhou Liang. Ma Jinchuang hesitated, wanting to enjoy the prey's struggle, but when his brother said so, he couldn't disobey and threw his spiritual artifact as a black ray towards Zhou Liang.

Lin Xuan was split in two by the blade, and Zhou Liang’s head separated from his body. Both were killed without hesitation.

Everything seemed to go smoothly, but Ma Jinchuang's uneasy feeling grew stronger.

"Brother Yellow, what is it?"

"I'm fine," Ma Jinchuang shook his head, perhaps too sensitive.

He walked forward, about to retrieve the storage bags, when a strange sound echoed behind him.

Ma Jinchuang turned around, his face showing disbelief as he almost thought he had seen wrong. The Moon Demon Spider, which he had just killed, stood up.

Creak, creak... It took steps towards them.

"Ha ha, cultivator's flesh and blood—good stuff."

Hearing the spider’s corpse speak human language, Ma Jinchuang and Ma Jinchuang were shocked. Without thinking, they threw their spiritual artifacts out.

However, a black light flashed, and the spider disappeared from its spot before reappearing next to Zhou Liang's body: "Ha ha, this guy was a Water Spirit Root before, perfect for me."

With that, the spider lunged forward, enveloping both the beast and Zhou Liang’s corpse in a blinding black light. They began to merge...
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Ma Jin and Zhou Liang were drenched in cold sweat, hastily commanding their spirit artifacts to bombard the strange beast. However, the black light was incredibly sturdy; after half a day of fighting, it only managed to make the creature sway slightly.

The spider had already integrated most of its body into Zhou Liang's corpse, with its head reattached and glowing with an eerie red light from its eyes. Its lips curled upwards as it sneered at the two men.

"Ah!" Ma Jin screamed, suddenly turning around and running away.

"Junior brother, you..."

Huang Zhong was both shocked and angry. Despite the strange nature of this creature, their combined cultivation levels might give them a chance against it. Just as he was about to stop him, his neck suddenly felt cold, and his body began to fall backward.

"Could I..." He barely had time to think before losing consciousness.

At that moment, "Zhou Liang" stood up, opened his mouth, and swallowed the black ray that flew towards him—this was what had taken Huang Zhong's life just now.

Now, the spider's body was fully merged with Zhou Liang, but there were no signs of a beast. Instead, some golden stripes appeared on its chest and abdomen.

Seeing Ma Jin fleeing in a flash of light, Zhou Liang sneered: "Do you think you can run from this senior?"

He raised his hand, shooting out a black ray that instantly grew into a black arrow, chasing after Ma Jin's flash of light with lightning speed. It shot him down like an arrow through the air. Then, Zhou Liang turned to look at Lin Xuan's body and cackled: "Brat, your illusion technique is good, but in front of this senior, you can't show off."

With a wave of his sleeves, a gust of cold wind blew away the illusion, revealing that there were no bodies on the ground. Clearly, it was just a puppet half-cut into two pieces.

Not far away, the air suddenly rippled like water waves as Lin Xuan appeared with a grim expression, staring intently at the monster before him.

Lin Xuan had long sensed the suspicious intentions of these cultivators and was naturally not taken off guard. The array flag could trap Zhou Liang, but he used a secret technique called "passage of time" (Star Shift) from the Nine Heavens Profound Scripture to replace himself with a puppet talisman.

Originally, Lin Xuan planned to kill them both when they came for his storage bag. Since they had initiated hostilities first, he wouldn't be too lenient on them.

However, an unexpected change occurred as the dead moon demon spider resurrected and merged with Zhou Liang's corpse. This was a bizarre occurrence that Lin Xuan hadn't seen in years, regardless of whether this creature was a ghost or a monster—it posed a significant challenge.

Seeing Lin Xuan appear, he showed no signs of panic, which surprised Zhou Liang. He cackled: "You brat, your composure is good, but you're just unlucky to meet me."

He raised his hand and countless black rays coiled around his fingertips, transforming into several black arrows.

Lin Xuan didn't wait for him to attack; he retreated with a light step.

"Hmph, trying to run!"

The monster sneered, the black arrows flying like lightning towards Lin Xuan, almost reaching him in an instant. Lin Xuan was startled and quickly threw out several talismans.

Explosions echoed as these were basic fireballs. They managed to slow down the arrows, giving Lin Xuan time to add a lightness technique to his body while unfolding the Wind Control Technique to change direction and retreat towards the left rear.

However, the black arrow seemed to have eyes, pursuing him relentlessly. Just before it hit Lin Xuan, a faint blue light curtain suddenly appeared in front of him, blocking the arrow, and Lin Xuan vanished.

"Array!"

Zhou Liang stared at the empty ground, pondering. He hadn't expected this young man to have a backup plan; he had set up an array here with considerable power.

"But do you think you can stop me with just that?"

Zhou Liang grinned as his body suddenly emitted several feet-high black rays and muttered: "This new body formed from the fusion of a cultivator's and a beast's flesh, although not as powerful as my previous form, should be sufficient to destroy this junior."

He formed an odd hand seal, changing it repeatedly. The black rays separated from his body, transforming into a giant spider that lunged forward.

After flying several dozen feet, it seemed to trigger some kind of restriction, and the front suddenly appeared with a large dome composed of various colored lights—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet—which enveloped the entire area.

Seeing this scene, the monster who called himself a senior was relieved. Finally, he had revealed the true nature of the array; all that was left was to break it.

With several hand gestures, he summoned more magical techniques, causing the spider made from black rays to double in size and fiercely swing its claws at the light dome.

Sizzle...

The light dome shook but wasn't torn apart. Instead, it generated several lightning bolts as thick as bowls, trapping and aiming to destroy the spider.

The monster's expression turned grim: "Nine Palaces Array?"

After a moment of thought, his eyes flashed with ferocity. He opened his mouth and spat out a small black bead. His expression became serious as he grabbed the bead in his hand. Then, his hand began to emit dazzling light.

A flame of black mixed with gold was levitated before him.

"Brat, let you taste the power of my Three Yin Demon Fire!"

Inside the array, Lin Xuan frowned as he gathered his spiritual energy.

Ice Needle Technique!

Faint cold air appeared in the sky, and with his current cultivation level, he easily condensed over a thousand ice needles, which he shot towards the demon fire.
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A sizzling sound echoed, as if spring snow met high heat. The ice needles and the demonic flames instantly turned into wisps of steam upon contact.

Lin Xuan remained silent.

Although he knew that Ice Needle Technique would definitely not stand a chance against the Three Yin Demonic Fire, he did not expect it to be completely ineffective, unable even to slightly obstruct its advance.

The demonic fire collided with the protective shield, and a loud boom echoed as the colored light violently trembled.

"If this were an authentic Nine Palaces Array, I would have had to exert more effort. But alas, it's merely a low-quality item sealed within the array talisman. Watch how I subdue and break it."

With a strange laugh, Zhou Liang's aura swelled. Soon after, several black-golden fireballs appeared in his palm.

Lin Xuan remained silent as he pulled out a talisman from his chest. This was the Nine Palaces Array Talisman; with it, one could control an array.

He then waved his sleeves, and Wuhu flew into the air, gently trembling. Lin Xuan gripped that peculiar dagger in his hand.

"Top-grade spiritual artifact? And even a super-grade one?" The monster's knowledge was vast, recognizing the origin of Lin Xuan’s treasures at first glance. This made Lin Xuan feel frustrated; he gritted his teeth and simultaneously released the beast talismans for Skyward Bird and Flame Rhino, though their energy had diminished.

Next, he pulled out a stack of talismans from his chest.

The monster's expression changed slightly. Before him was merely an intermediate-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator. How could so many treasures be on such a young man?

Could this youngster have some great mountain behind him?

Before facing major calamity, it would not have been difficult to eliminate such a minor cultivator. But now, with his physical body destroyed and all his treasures lost, the new body had numerous limitations. To recover his former strength, he would need at least several decades of arduous cultivation.

Although he could ultimately destroy this youth by exerting full effort, it would take considerable time. If those people caught up...

Forget it!

After weighing the pros and cons, a hint of reticence appeared on the monster's face. He gestured, and the trapped spider forcefully broke free from the array’s constraints, re-emerging as black light that merged with him. Then he swallowed the small black bead, and his遁光 flew away.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not step out of the array; who knew if the other party was using some kind of trap? He sat cross-legged on the ground to recover his expended magical power.

Three days later.

Using his divine sense, Lin Xuan carefully checked the surroundings within several miles. After confirming there were no abnormalities and that the other party had indeed left and would not return, he stepped out of the array.

A trace of regret flashed in his eyes; once used, the array talisman could not be reused, making it a one-time expendable item. Using it once cost hundreds of crystal stones. Although Lin Xuan was wealthy among peers, it still pained him. What kind of creature was this?

Lin Xuan was still puzzled by its identity but gave up after pondering for some time. The Qimen Mountains were not suitable to linger in; he would return to Spirit Medicine Mountain first.

Regarding the matter of using his jade pendant to replenish energy for the beast talismans, he decided to address it later. Upon returning to the mountain, Lin Xuan planned to seclude himself and not emerge until he had refined the Purple Yang Gem, remaining at Foundation Establishment stage.

Throughout his journey, Lin Xuan kept his divine sense fully open, wary of any danger. After flying cautiously for half a day, he still encountered trouble.

Three streaks of dark green light approached from the horizon. Seeing them, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to detour and avoid them; he did not wish to get entangled in more troubles now.

However, before Lin Xuan could act, they turned towards him.

Discovered, Lin Xuan hesitated briefly but stopped his flight and scanned with his divine sense. Three cultivators, all at the intermediate-stage Foundation Establishment.

Lin Xuan secretly wondered; logically speaking, his divine sense far surpassed that of other peers. They should not have simultaneously detected him unless they held specialized spirit control devices. These fellows were searching for something.

With this guess in mind, Lin Xuan pondered while waiting for their actions. He was not overly fearful because the three appeared to be disciples of Azure Cloud Mountain, and he still had a token from Ouyang Qinxin. If necessary, he could produce it; they would not dare to cause trouble.

"Comrade, have you encountered any strange incidents in this area?" The leader, an elderly man with a steady demeanor, bowed and spoke.

The other was polite, likely due to Lin Xuan's formidable cultivation. Otherwise, low-stage cultivators would not receive such courtesy. Lin Xuan licked his lips and returned the bow: "No, I haven't encountered anything strange. I just arrived here and didn’t even meet any beasts."

Lin Xuan did not foolishly reveal his recent experiences.

"Really?" The other seemed to have some doubts.

"Yes, if you deliberately conceal it, you are an enemy of Azure Cloud Mountain," another yellow-robed cultivator with sharp ears and a monkey-like face coldly said. "Kid, think carefully."

"Junior Brother Zhang, what…?"

The leader frowned; how could one be so arrogant while inquiring about others' affairs? But he could not stop him since Junior Brother Zhang always looked down on scattered cultivators and considered himself the master’s junior in secular matters, acting recklessly. After a moment's hesitation, he did not continue to rebuke.

Seeing the sharp-ear monkey-like man staring at him, Lin Xuan felt anger rise but kept it hidden. The path of immortals was fraught with difficulties; it would be foolish to quarrel over an impolite remark when they outnumbered him.

Regardless of this fellow's character, he would not go far on the path of cultivation and eventually meet his downfall due to arrogance. There was no need for Lin Xuan to argue with such a fool.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan maintained a composed expression: "Indeed, I have not encountered any strange incidents. Farewell!"

He turned into a blue light and intended to detour around them. However, the yellow-robed cultivator's face hardened as he blocked his path: "Wait! You must stay here for now."
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It was beyond endurance.

Lin Xuan merely didn't want to provoke trouble; that didn’t mean he was timid. Although the three individuals before him had the same cultivation level—mid-stage Foundation Establishment—his body was adorned with treasures, and his Nine Heavens Profound Technique made it not impossible for Lin Xuan to eliminate them.

"Whaddya want?" The murderous intent flashed across Lin Xuan's face, but his expressionless gaze already sent a chill down the spine of the Yellow Robe Cultivator. Subconsciously, he felt fear—this youth before him was clearly someone not worth provoking.

However, this person was just an idiot.

Shaking his head, he pushed such thoughts aside. The other party was alone; besides, what could a mere scattered cultivator dare to provoke? After all, there were three of them here. When it came to fighting, they would surely be on the upper hand.

With this thought, his courage surged as he puffed out his chest and took out a talisman from his pocket.

"Questioning Heart Talisman?" Lin Xuan squinted his eyes.

"Not bad, brat," the Yellow Robe Cultivator said with an arrogant expression. "Just right; it saves me the trouble of explaining further. Stick this talisman on your body and answer our questions. If you don’t lie, I’ll let you go."

I’ve never seen such a fool before, Lin Xuan thought, already laughing in anger. This idiot thinks he’s who? The Patriarch of Azure Cloud Mountain or a Core Condensation expert, boldly speaking to him with such arrogance.

The other two Azure Cloud Mountain cultivators frowned as well. Young Brother Zhang went too far. After all, the opponent was still at the Foundation Establishment stage; how could they be so ruthless?

The leading middle-aged man had secretly grabbed his storage bag, fearing Lin Xuan would become enraged and take a desperate risk. However, he let out a sigh of relief when Lin Xuan initially appeared furious but eventually submitted after some hesitation. Reluctantly, he extended his hand: "Give me the Questioning Heart Talisman."

It seems I was too cautious; ordinary scattered cultivators dare not provoke Azure Cloud Mountain.

The thought just passed through the steady cultivator’s mind when a sudden change occurred. Seizing the moment to grab the talisman, Lin Xuan spat out a sword beam from his mouth. At only a few feet apart, there wasn’t even time for reaction or evasion. Young Brother Zhang's arrogant smile remained on his face until a blood hole appeared in his throat.

"Bad move!"

The middle-aged man was alarmed and immediately retreated backward while activating his Qi Shield. When a pale green light enveloped him, he breathed a sigh of relief and prepared to take out a spiritual artifact from his storage bag. However, before he could do so, a flash of light appeared, and a dagger shot straight at him.

The middle-aged man took a deep breath, pouring all his cultivation energy into the shield. His "Green Armor Technique" was renowned for its defensive capabilities; even though the opponent used a spiritual artifact, he was confident in handling this strike.

Young Brother Zhang’s actions were indeed self-inflicted, but as the disciple of the sect’s patriarch, he had to take down this youth and hand him over to his master for judgment. Otherwise, their own guilt would be too great.

Just as the middle-aged man was thinking this, the dagger arrived with lightning speed. With a "whoosh," the pale green light barely held on for a second before emitting a painful cry, like a water bubble breaking.

How is that possible? His Qi Shield could withstand an upper-grade spiritual artifact’s strike; did he use a top-grade one… No, wrong, even top-grade artifacts didn’t have such power.

With endless confusion and reluctance, the middle-aged man left this world.

Witnessing his two fellow disciples fall, the last Azure Cloud Mountain cultivator was terrified to the core. He tightly gripped the spiritual artifact in his hand.

In his grip were three storage bags. Having killed the three major sect’s disciples, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to leave this place quickly.

To avoid trouble, he deliberately didn’t take the original path back but chose a rarely traveled route after studying the map in the jade cylinder.

Although it would take several days longer, compared to encountering danger and trouble, Lin Xuan found it well worth it.

After walking for several hours, the sky began to darken. Lin Xuan picked a spot to land.

This wasn’t because he was tired from flying; rather, as the map in the jade cylinder clearly stated, the night in the Kuinei Mountains was much more perilous than the day. Moreover, due to detouring, he had arrived deep within the Kuinei Mountains.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to run into any powerful beasts by accident. A second-level monster would be manageable, but a third-level one would spell trouble for him.

After a long day of travel, even as a cultivator, Lin Xuan felt some fatigue. He sat cross-legged and prepared to meditate to recover his energy when he suddenly sensed a strong spiritual pressure.

Lin Xuan was alarmed and quickly concealed his breath.

A moment later, a brilliant streak of light shot across the sky from the horizon.

A Core Condensation expert!

Lin Xuan’s face showed shock. Fortunately, the other party seemed to be in a hurry and didn’t notice what was happening below; otherwise, he would have been discovered.

Relieved, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and immediately took out an Invisibility Pill from his pocket. Combined with the secret technique of suppressing breath in the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, this should make him safer now.

After a night passed,

Lin Xuan looked up at the sky, silent.

Throughout the entire night, Lin Xuan sensed dozens of light glimmers.
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Could there be some precious treasure here?

Lin Xuan had been in the cultivation world for several years, and he knew that both Daoists and魔道 cultivators were generally selfish. They only got up early if they saw a benefit. Unless there was something special to gain, who would venture into this remote area.

Should he leave or go take a look?

Lin Xuan's face showed hesitation as another streak of gray light flew towards the place. He scanned with his divine sense.

It was at the initial stage of Foundation Establishment and from the aura it emitted, it was undoubtedly a魔道 cultivator.

Instantly, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of遁光 and headed over.

The gray light paused for a moment, then turned to avoid him. It had been hard enough to find such an unassuming informant with low power. How could Lin Xuan let this one slip away? After all, the cultivators he passed by were either at the Condensation Core stage or in groups.

Several times, the streak of light tried to rush past but was easily stopped by Lin Xuan. Finally, the light condensed and revealed an old man with gray hair: "Mister Daoist, why are you blocking my path?"

He could tell that Lin Xuan's cultivation far surpassed his own, so he didn't make a move. This saved him a lot of trouble. A perceptive魔道 cultivator indeed, Lin Xuan's face showed kindness as he got straight to the point: "I rested here last night and saw many fellow Daoists flying towards the southeast direction. Could something be happening there?"

"Um..." The old man seemed hesitant.

"Do you not want to tell me?" Lin Xuan's expression darkened. His clothes rustled without wind, a sign of the immense pressure he was feeling. The old man gasped; before him was a mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator, just one level above himself. How could he have such powerful spiritual energy? Could it be that his cultivation technique was at the top tier?

"Friend Daoist, do not misunderstand. I am merely considering how to start," the old man quickly smiled. Perceptive ones are wise; feeling Lin Xuan's strength, he immediately gave up on lying or hiding. If he angered the other party and they attacked him with a Soul Sealing technique to forcibly read his memories, that would be like refusing an offer of wine only to drink a punishment.

"Recently, our Yanzhou cultivation world indeed faced a significant event."

"A big deal?"

"Yes. Have you heard of the name Tiansha Demon Lord?"

"Tiansha Demon Lord?" Lin Xuan frowned and awkwardly replied: "I have been deep in the mountains for my cultivation. I rarely get involved in worldly affairs, so I truly haven't heard this Demon Lord's name before. Why is he famous?"

"Yes, indeed a renowned figure," the old man carefully said. "You see, our魔道 cultivators' techniques are unconventional paths. They progress quickly at first, even making Foundation Establishment easier than for Daoists. However, as one ascends to higher stages, it becomes increasingly difficult."

"I understand that without you saying so." Lin Xuan waved his hand and said: "Get to the point."

"Haha, don't worry, friend Daoist. If you want to know the details, I must tell you step by step."

Lin Xuan remained silent, unsure if the old man was naturally verbose or deliberately so, but he had no choice but to listen patiently.

"So in Yanzhou, there are many Foundation Establishment stage魔道 cultivators, yet few succeed at Condensation Core. As for元婴期 cultivators, they are as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns..."

"Wait, you mentioned that Tiansha Demon Lord. Could he be an old monster at the元婴期?"

"Haha, of course not. According to what I know, there is only one元婴期魔道 cultivator in Yanzhou—Evil Sovereign. However, this Tiansha True Monarch is no ordinary figure; he is hailed as the most likely candidate to enter the元婴期 stage. He has reached the peak of Condensation Core cultivation."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. In general,魔道 cultivators at the same level were stronger than Daoists. Since this Tiansha True Monarch had entered the false infant stage, he was indeed a formidable existence. Even if he faced one of the Three Great Sages' top elders in a one-on-one battle, he might lose but could certainly escape.

"Could so many people have come here because of that Demon Lord?" Lin Xuan still found it strange. If only Daoists were involved, it would be understandable as the Demon Lord was likely to enter the元婴期 stage. To protect their interests, Daoists might use the guise of upholding righteousness and eliminate him. Otherwise, having another元婴期 monster in the魔道 world wouldn't bode well for the Three Great Sages-led orthodox faction.

But if so many魔道 cultivators also came here, could it be that they sensed the orthodox faction's intentions to aid the Demon Lord? No... That didn't make sense. If they truly had such intentions, they would just keep the Demon Lord in Heaven Demon City; although Yanzhou's Daoist forces were stronger, they wouldn't dare openly attack the魔道圣地.

This Demon Lord was almost certainly not part of the three major魔道 factions and more likely a wandering cultivator. Given their selfish nature, even if they disapproved of the orthodox faction's actions, they would never help Tiansha Demon Lord. If that were the case, why had so many people come here?

While listening, Lin Xuan analyzed in his mind but found it confusing.

The old man was narrating while secretly observing Lin Xuan's expression. Unfortunately for him, he was disappointed; with Lin Xuan's deep understanding and composure, any thoughts would not show on his face. His expression remained cold: "Speak quickly!"

"Yes, yes!"

Without realizing it, the old man already had a bit of respect for this cunning young man as he licked his lips and chuckled: "You may not know Tiansha Demon Lord, but you must have heard of Spirit Medicine Mountain."

"What? Spirit Medicine Mountain?" This time, Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. This matter seemed to be connected to their sect.

His heart raced, not because of concern for the sect's safety, but because he felt that the series of events over these two days were very unusual and hinted at a significant event about to unfold.
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"Mount Lingyao, I've naturally heard of it. This sect renowned for alchemy—how could it be that not even the cultivators in Youzhou and nearby regions haven't heard of its fame?" Lin Xuan wore an expression as if he was an outsider to this matter; he wouldn't reveal his identity as the junior sect leader of Lingyao Mountain.

"Of course, without Mount Lingyao, there would be no such disputes today," the elder sighed. "In fact, whether we are cultivators or daoists like you, our pursuit is for eternal life. We just take different paths and practice different cultivation techniques."

Lin Xuan nodded. The ways of heaven were impartial, but cultivators were selfish; they couldn't be categorized as good or evil simply because of their path.

"But regardless of whether we are cultivators or daoists, the process of seeking the way of heaven is incredibly arduous. Take True Monarch Tiansha for example. This person was a prodigy with numerous lucky encounters, reaching the peak of condensation core stage and being hailed as one of the most likely to enter the yuanxian realm after Suji Demonic Sovereign. Yet, according to his own words, his actual success rate in forming an infant spirit is only 30%."

"Already a lot," Lin Xuan squinted his eyes. Ordinary condensation core cultivators had only about a 5-6% chance of forming an infant spirit, and daoists faced even greater difficulties. This monarch had a one-in-three chance, which was already quite extraordinary. Could he still be unsatisfied?

"I don't know if the Monarch is satisfied or not," the elder shook his head respectfully. "But recently there were rumors that this Monarch had another unprecedented opportunity and obtained an unusual pill."

"An unusual pill?"

"Yes, it's said that this pill has miraculous effects, allowing base foundation stage cultivators to easily condense their cores, and even greatly enhancing the chance of forming an infant spirit."

"What? There are such pills," Lin Xuan showed a skeptical look. He couldn't boast about other circumstances but as the junior leader of Lingyao Mountain, his knowledge of alchemy was expert-level. Reading so many daoist texts, he had never heard of any pill that could be this miraculous.

"Allowing base foundation stage cultivators to easily condense their cores sounds absurd. Could a base foundation initial-stage cultivator also advance to the condensation core stage after taking that pill? That would be too unbelievable."

"You're mistaken," the elder shook his head. "Base foundation initial-stage cultivators cannot benefit from Heavenly Dust Pill, but if they reach the peak of the base foundation stage and begin forming their cores, consuming this unusual drug will almost certainly allow them to easily condense their cores."

"Oh, I see." Lin Xuan nodded. "You say this unusual pill is called Heavenly Dust Pill?"

For some reason, despite never hearing of this pill before, its name sounded familiar.

"Yes, because this unusual pill was created by the founding master of Lingyao Mountain, True Monarch Tianxun," the elder explained. Hearing this, Lin Xuan maintained a neutral expression on his face but inside he felt like a storm was raging.

Why hadn't I heard about this?

The Lingyao Mountain's ancient texts made no mention of Heavenly Dust Pill. But then, an idea flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. He remembered accidentally hearing from a disciple named Yang Shou about the sect's hidden secrets.

True Monarch Tianxun was originally an infant spirit cultivator who cleverly set up a trap to steal a mountain with abundant vein fire, which could greatly increase alchemy success rates...

Why, now that no one in the sect knew, was it for creating this Heavenly Dust Pill?

"Did the True Monarch of Heaven's Foe steal the pill from Lingyao Mountain?" Lin Xuan asked in surprise.

"No," the elder shook his head. "Although Heavenly Dust Pill was created by the founding master of Lingyao Mountain, it wasn't passed down within the sect. It was hidden away in a secret location, and the True Monarch of Heaven's Foe happened to obtain it by chance."

The elder swallowed hard as he recounted the events: "As they say, misfortune often brings good fortune. This genius among daoists had this fortunate encounter, making infant spirit formation almost certain. But for some reason, news leaked out..."

"Friend, think about it. Heavenly Dust Pill not only allows base foundation stage cultivators to easily condense their cores but also greatly enhances the chance of forming an infant spirits. What does such miraculous effects mean to us? The high-ranking cultivators from both sides heard and acted quickly, wanting to kill and steal this extraordinary medicinal pill."

"True Monarch of Heaven's Foe was strong, but as they say, one cannot resist a crowd. Although the infant spirit cultivators didn't intervene, base foundation stage and condensation core stage cultivators were all red-eyed in their greed. In countless attacks, True Monarch of Heaven's Foe finally perished."

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this. Even though the elder spoke lightly, he could imagine the brutality of such a battle. This kind of medicinal pill could drive cultivators mad.

"Then who ended up with it?" Lin Xuan licked his lips, feeling parched.

"No one in either the daoist or evil sects obtained it," the elder said with a bitter smile, his face showing both respect and fear: "True Monarch of Heaven's Foe truly was a genius. He held out for three days and nights under attack from both sides before finally dying, but his infant spirit escaped with the pill."

"An infant spirit leaving body?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. For some reason, he suddenly thought of that monster born from merging Moon Demon Spider and Zhou Liang's body.

He shook his head. No, that monster called itself a master, not a monarch. Besides, after losing their physical bodies, cultivators could possess others with their infant spirits, but there was no record of such half-human-half-demon hybrids. Yes, he must be overthinking it.

Lin Xuan continued questioning the elder, who responded willingly and thoroughly, providing all the information like pouring beans from a bamboo tube.

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded satisfiedly. Seeing that he couldn't ask anything more, he smiled: "You came here hoping to benefit from the Monarch's infant spirit escaping?"
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The old man's face flushed, and he stammered, "Let the senior laugh at me. Indeed, I harbored this thought." He then sighed, "Actually, not just me; there are thousands of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators from both the Daoist and Demonic sects who have come here."

"Oh, do you think you stand a chance?"

"I understand your meaning," the old man replied. "With so many Core Formation stage seniors responding to this news, my cultivation level is indeed too low for me to be overly confident. But people always have a侥幸 mentality."

He didn't expect that this cultivator of magic would speak with such wit, but it was true—though fate doesn't drop golden opportunities from the sky, someone always manages to step in dog manure. The scenario where both parties fight and the opportunist reaps the benefits has occurred in both secular society and the cultivation world. Besides, everyone only knew that True Monarch Heavenly Defiler's soul had fled into the Quine Yin Mountains, but its exact location was unclear. It might just be him who found it first.

It wasn't surprising; the Heavenly Dust Pill's effects were divine, making this temptation too great to resist.

As for the old monsters at the Core Formation stage, they hadn't come either. The reasons were manifold—perhaps because the Heavenly Dust Pill was ineffective on them, reducing their interest slightly. Alternatively, they might have reached some agreement among themselves. After all, once in the Core Formation stage, a single gesture could stir up chaos, and their powers were too formidable to risk a full-scale conflict with the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan looked at the respectfully old man before him and smiled. "A侥幸 mentality is good, but you should understand that even those who have the audacity to seek fortune run the risk of retribution. Even if fate favors you and you obtain the Heavenly Dust Pill, do you think you will survive long enough to enjoy it? Even True Monarch Heavenly Defiler met his end with his Dharmic body destroyed."

A single word jolted him awake.

The old man's face was drenched in cold sweat as he realized. Yes, even if he obtained the Heavenly Dust Pill, he would still be pursued and eventually fall to the mercy of both sides.

He immediately bowed respectfully and said sincerely, "Thank you for your reminder; I have been foolish. I will return now."

Afterward, he performed another respectful bow before vanishing as a streak of light along his original path.

After the old man left, Lin Xuan remained silent.

Though this old man's cultivation was mediocre, he was someone who could let go of attachments and resist temptation. Such a personality might not achieve great things, but living a peaceful life until natural death should be no problem.

What about me?

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before his face hardened.

Even though he had advised the old man to leave, explaining the logic clearly, when it came to himself, these words didn't apply.

The Heavenly Dust Pill stirred Lin Xuan's heart. After all, condensing a Core Formation was much more difficult than building a Foundation Establishment stage; even if he refined an upper-grade Foundation Establishment Pill, it would only accelerate his cultivation at that stage but offer no help in forming a Golden Core.

Moreover, obtaining the top-grade Essence Cleansing Pills had been a struggle. Lin Xuan wasn't confident about refining an upper-grade Foundation Establishment Pill. Therefore, this excellent opportunity was one he couldn't afford to miss.

One must enter the tiger's den to catch its cub. Lin Xuan's resolve in cultivation was unwavering. If he could not form a Golden Core and merely remain at the Foundation Establishment stage, what would be the point of living?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and vanished without a trace.

As per the old man's words, True Monarch Heavenly Defiler's soul had fled to the Quine Yin Mountains. Recently, someone had sensed his presence in the southern part of the mountain range, which was why so many Daoist and Demonic sect cultivators were chasing after him.

Lin Xuan took a Hidden Spirit Pill to lower his cultivation level to the late Flexible Spirit stage, allowing him to remain hidden from both sides. The inferior flying sword he used for this purpose was a low-grade spiritual artifact, making it even less suspicious.

Although this slowed him down slightly, it didn't matter. True Monarch Heavenly Defiler was an outstanding talent, and those cultivators were wary of each other, checking on one another.

Patience was beneficial; the slower pace could be advantageous.

Flying for half a day, several beams of light suddenly appeared in front, followed by thunderous explosions.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he stopped his flight and carefully released his divine sense.

After a moment, he retracted his divine sense with a look of understanding on his face.

About seven or eight miles ahead, two groups of cultivators were engaged in battle. One group had seven members, the other eight—about equal numbers.

One side was Daoist cultivators, and the other was Demonic cultivators, likely from different sects based on their attire.

This wasn't strange; though the Daoist and Demonic sects weren't at each other's throats, they didn't get along well. A fight broke out over a single word.

Lin Xuan pondered briefly but chose not to detour. Instead, he flew directly below them.

He took this risk because both sides' strength was weak; apart from their leaders being Foundation Establishment First Stage cultivators, the rest were all Flexible Spirit stage disciples.

These people naturally didn't have Hidden Spirit Pills to hide their true power.

Indeed, as the saying goes, people die for money and birds perish for food. Such weak abilities dared to covet the Heavenly Dust Pill.

Both groups noticed Lin Xuan but only glanced at him before returning to their heated battle.

Over the next day, Lin Xuan encountered numerous battles—dozens in total. The more he ventured inward, the more frequent and intense they became. One of the most dramatic instances involved two groups of cultivators numbering over a hundred, mostly Foundation Establishment stage members, clashing fiercely.

This scale was already comparable to sect wars.

Light beams pierced through the air as spiritual artifacts flew around; it was hard to describe how spectacular this scene was!

Lin Xuan sighed as he sensed massive fluctuations in divine energy ahead. Clearly, another cultivator was engaged in battle there.

Scanning with his divine sense, both were Demonic cultivators.

A sneer curled Lin Xuan's lips. This journey had broadened his horizons; the initial battles he encountered mostly involved conflicts between Daoist and Demonic sects. However, as time passed, more and more fights broke out among cultivators of similar backgrounds—Daoists against Daoists, Demons against Demons—and these duels became increasingly vicious.

They were like sworn enemies, fighting to the death without respite.
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Initially, Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. However, after a moment's thought, he understood the logic behind it: everyone wanted the Heavenly Dust Pill, so naturally, all the cultivators here were filled with hostility towards each other.

At this point, there was no distinction between good and evil; it was simply a brutal struggle for survival, eliminating rivals to increase one’s chances of obtaining spiritual herbs.

Thus, single combat, group attacks, ambushes—every possible fighting method was employed to the extreme.

"一群白痴！"

Lin Xuan coldly snorted. However, he also realized that his environment was extremely perilous and took even more precautions. He didn't want to get caught up in pointless battles.

Perhaps by sheer luck or because concealing his cultivation had worked, Lin Xuan encountered no one who intended to harm him as he traveled.

After a day of flight, the sun began to set. Lin Xuan stopped his遁光 and, with a flick of his sleeve, retrieved the jade cylinder containing a map of the Ku Yin Mountains. He sank his spirit into it.

A moment later, Lin Xuan folded his sleeves and put away the jade cylinder, his face showing a strange expression as he looked at a nearby mountain.

According to the information in the jade cylinder, this was the dividing line; going south would lead to unexplored territories by cultivators.

Lin Xuan wouldn't rashly venture there. After all, it was home to groups of third-stage monsters. Even condensation core experts might fall victim to an accident. Could Demon Tyrant Sovereign Tianzhu have fled there?

As Lin Xuan pondered this, his expression suddenly changed as he flew towards a particular spot with joy.

After a while, Lin Xuan arrived at an open space where hundreds of people were gathered. There were no more disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period; they were all cultivators who had successfully established their foundations, and even several extraordinarily powerful spirit senses could be felt, indicating that condensation core experts were also present.

Lin Xuan no longer concealed his cultivation because being a Flexible Spirit expert made him stand out. He noticed many people with injuries, having clearly endured fierce battles. However, those who managed to reach here must possess extraordinary abilities.

The air seemed to have frozen as these cultivators gathered due to the Heavenly Dust Pill; they couldn't be friendly towards each other, filled with mutual hostility. The situation was like dry wood waiting for a spark to ignite a major conflict.

From their attire, it was clear that these hundreds of cultivators belonged to several dozen factions. If they fought, it would likely turn into a chaotic battle.

They noticed Lin Xuan but merely glanced at him; he was just an ordinary wanderer with no significant threat.

Disregarding the other party's contempt, Lin Xuan felt relieved. In this situation, the less attention he drew, the better his chances of seizing the opportunity.

He didn't approach them and instead observed from a distance. Strange, why were they all second-rate sects?

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but privately wondered why none of the three major factions—Great Demon Cave, Li Hai Gang, and Yin Sha Sect—had shown up after he had killed some disciples from Green Cloud Mountain yesterday.

The same was true for the major forces in the demon realm. Lin Xuan frowned; he didn't believe these major powers in Youzhou would be indifferent to the Heavenly Dust Pill.

Logically speaking, their interest should have been even greater since many of these sects boasted condensation core experts. With the Heavenly Dust Pill, they might upgrade to infant spirit stage monsters.

Such an opportunity was too good to miss!

Lin Xuan pondered this and then quietly retreated a bit, hiding in a concealed spot when no one was looking. He released his spirit sense to scan the surroundings.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression after just a moment. Without hesitation, he took out a Concealment Pill from his pocket and swallowed it. If he hadn't been mistaken, there were actually two groups of cultivators lurking around him, each with dozens of members.

Their cultivation levels were exceptionally high; every group had several condensation core experts. Fortunately, they were all focused on the impending battle, so they didn't notice him.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief and quickly concealed his aura.

Who could these people be? They seemed to want to benefit from others' efforts, Lin Xuan thought, but he no longer dared to use his spirit sense to investigate further.

It appeared that this Heavenly Dust Pill's emergence had involved major forces from both the Daoist and demon realms; the water was indeed muddier now.

Just then, a series of shouts and curses came from ahead. A large head was severed by a red flash.

"Blue family, you dare to kill!" an angry woman's voice.

"Hmph, what if I did? That guy was rude in Giant Ape City; he deserved his fate long ago. The only reason he escaped last time is that he got lucky."

"How about you, Third Mother Geng? Are you seeking revenge for your co-cultivator?"

"I…." The woman's face showed both grief and fear as she considered the other party's power.

The old man's expression became even more arrogant. He leered at her: "Third Mother Geng, now that your husband is dead, why not join me? You'll have plenty of benefits on this path."

"Ugh!" Before she could speak, a tall man over two meters high beside her suddenly erupted in anger: "Blue Yan Tian, don't talk nonsense here. Although our Sea Dragon Sect is powerful, Ice River Nine Companions are no pushovers either. You killed my comrade and now you have improper thoughts towards his widow; that's too much."

"Hmph, Ice River Nine Companions—just a bunch of wandering spirits. Third Mother Geng, think carefully. Don't rush into things with these brutes; you'll regret it later."

As he spoke, he waved his hand, and the Sea Dragon Sect cultivators surrounded the nine scattered individuals including her, weapons drawn, ready for battle.
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This was just the tip of the iceberg. At this moment, hundreds of cultivators affiliated with various factions were calling out and cursing each other. Some had already started to fight. It wouldn't take long for it to turn into a chaotic brawl.

The Heavenly Dust Pill had already filled everyone with hostility, and with their longstanding grudges, they now had an excuse to settle old scores. All the pretenses of civility were stripped away.

"Stop!"

Suddenly, a clear voice echoed from afar, spreading through the air. The cultivators who were on the verge of battle froze in surprise, then their expressions turned to shock. Although the tone was calm and unassuming, everyone could easily recognize that the speaker's cultivation was beyond comprehension—likely a late-stage Condensation Core expert.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of amusement. Though he dared not use his spirit sense to probe further, Lin Xuan carefully observed. Just before the voice appeared, he sensed one group of hidden figures had vanished. They seemed to have quietly moved away, circled around, and returned.

That was the voice of their leader.

Apart from Lin Xuan, other cultivators were unaware of the strength of the newcomer's cultivation. After feeling its power, they temporarily set aside their grudges.

Everyone nervously stared at the horizon as dozens of streaks of rainbow light appeared.

"It’s White Cloud Mountain!"

"Not just that, the people from One-Line Canyon and Thundercloud Manor have also arrived."

"Could the speaker be Senior Immortal Tai Bai?"

The arrival of the Three Great Powers of Youzhou caused a stir among the cultivators present. Although their numbers were fewer than those of the other side, their quality was far superior. There were several Condensation Core experts.

White Cloud Mountain’s Senior Immortal Tai Bai and Fairy Ouyang.

One-Line Canyon’s Venerable Wind Lightning.

There were also a pair of dual cultivation partners from Thundercloud Manor, both Golden Core experts.

Moreover, these three factions seemed to have reached some agreement, temporarily putting aside their grudges to act together. This was something the hundreds of scattered cultivators could not match.

Could they want to seize the Heavenly Dust Pill alone and even eliminate their rivals here?

Many eyes darted around as they began to speculate. Of course, among those who had survived this far, most were shrewd enough not to be the first to ask questions.

But they couldn't help but gather together, preparing to join forces if anything went wrong. Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle. Just a moment ago, they almost fought each other; now… These cultivators pursuing immortality were indeed more shameless than ordinary people.

The Three Great Powers ignored the hostility of everyone. Instead, Senior Immortal Tai Bai descended his light and walked forward slowly.

"Companions in cultivation, you all came here for the Heavenly Dust Pill, right!"

When Senior Immortal Tai Bai so bluntly revealed their intentions, the cultivators fell silent, looking at each other without anyone stepping forward to respond. But Senior Immortal Tai Bai did not take offense; he said calmly, "As I traveled this path, I saw many fellow cultivators fighting each other. While some of these conflicts were personal grudges, it's undeniable that a significant portion was also for the sake of the Heavenly Dust Pill."

"Have you all considered this? The Heaven Tyrant Demon Lord’s soul has not been found yet, and we are quarreling here. Isn't this making our enemies happy while causing us pain? Moreover," Senior Immortal Tai Bai paused, his clear voice continuing, "we have already entered the Quinei Mountain Range deeply. If the Heaven Tyrant Demon Lord flees there, won’t the Heavenly Dust Pill be like a mirage?"

"Really?" Finally, one cultivator spoke up, and others' expressions varied: "The unexplored areas are extremely dangerous; fleeing there is a matter of life and death. Isn't the Heaven Tyrant Demon Lord aware of this?"

"He certainly knows," Senior Immortal Tai Bai raised an eyebrow. "But as they say, when a dog is cornered, it will jump over the wall. Given that we are being pursued by both the orthodox and heretical sects, the Heaven Tyrant Demon Lord has a high chance of taking desperate measures."

Upon hearing this, all the cultivators fell into deep thought.

"So, instead of fighting each other here, let’s join forces to find the Heaven Tyrant Demon Lord first. As for the Heavenly Dust Pill, it will be obtained by those who are destined to have it. In any case, we must prevent him from fleeing to unexplored areas."

"Senior Immortal Tai Bai speaks wisely."

"We haven’t even seen a shadow of the Heavenly Dust Pill and are fighting each other; aren't we acting like fools?"

"Yes, let’s find the Heaven Tyrant Demon Lord first!"

The cultivators nodded in agreement. Senior Immortal Tai Bai's face showed satisfaction: "If that is so, then I will trouble you all to act separately."

"Agreed!"

The cultivators responded in unison as various lights shone out and headed in different directions.

The old man from Haimen Sect greedily stared at Sister Geng Sanmother’s ample chest. Although his lust was strong, the Heavenly Dust Pill was more important. With a wave of his hand: "Let's go," he led his disciples and apprentices away.

Ice River Nine Yì Sōng sighed in relief. Though they were also Foundation Establishment cultivators, their strength fell far short of Haimen Sect’s. It would be best to avoid conflict.

"Let's go!"

The others chose a direction and left the scene.

In just a few minutes, the once bustling sky was left with only the Three Great Powers' cultivators.

Lin Xuan still did not appear, patiently hiding there. His intuition told him that more drama was about to unfold.

Sure enough, the Three Great Powers did not relax after other cultivators left; instead, they became even more serious, as if facing a formidable enemy.

"Friends hiding in the shadows, are you still not going to show yourselves? Or do I need to invite you out?"

Hearing this, Lin Xuan was first taken aback. Impossible! With the Hidden Spirit Pill and the secret technique from Nine Heavens Profound Art for concealing one's aura, unless it was an Incubus Stage cultivator, he wouldn’t have been discovered. How could Senior Immortal Tai Bai possess such formidable spirit sense?

Fortunately, his composure far surpassed that of his peers; although surprised, he did not reveal himself. After a moment’s thought, the heavy stone in his heart was lifted—perhaps the other side targeted another group hidden here.
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Below, there was still no reaction. The expression on Tai Bai Sword Immortal's face darkened as his voice turned cold: "Friends from the Evil Path, do you really expect me to have to step in?"

"Haha! Tai Bai Sword Immortal, your reputation is well-deserved. But your pretense of righteousness and benevolence has broadened our horizons."

A series of unpleasant cackles filled the air as shadows of ghosts appeared, black mists rising from the ground. A group of bizarrely dressed cultivators flew up into the air, facing off against the disciples of the Three Great Sects of the Righteous Path.

"Old Monster with Red Eyes!"

Tai Bai Sword Immortal's expression turned cold. This was one of the few top-notch experts in the Ghost Clan, who had also entered the late Core Condensation stage.

In addition, the Toxic Child and the Blood Demon Ancestor were also leading a large number of Core Condensation cultivators from the Evil Path into battle. A rough count revealed that there were more than five or six of them.

Not only Tai Bai Sword Immortal, but the disciples of the Three Great Sects did not look too pleased either. In Youzhou, the Righteous Path had been dominant for a thousand years, and within their own ranks, they held the top three sects in high regard. They naturally got what they wanted with ease, living carefree lives.

For a thousand years, Evil Path cultivators were always suppressed. The so-called Heavenly Demon City was not taken seriously by them. However, as the saying goes, "When things reach their peak, they begin to decline." While the Righteous Path was complacent in its praise and glory, the Evil Path was working hard, producing many prodigies.

For example, the Great Demon Sovereign was a success story. Cultivating a demon infant was far more difficult for a cultivator than it was for a magic practitioner, but he succeeded and transformed the mediocre Extreme Demon Cave into one of the top three sects.

The other two major forces in the Evil Path, the Ghost Clan and the Yin Qi Sect, also produced many powerful experts. Although they lacked old monsters at the Core Formation stage, there were plenty of Core Condensation cultivators whose strength was not to be underestimated.

Of course, a thousand years of积累 by the Righteous Path was no small feat, but the Evil Path had risen quickly. Now, with the Extreme Demon Cave leading the three major Evil Path sects, they were forming a formidable opposition against the Three Great Sects of the Righteous Path.

Both sides naturally did not like each other's looks.

Fortunately, in times of great importance, everyone could restrain themselves. Each Core Condensation cultivator had deep scheming abilities. While there would inevitably be some verbal sparring, none of them were willing to back down.

The old monster with red eyes rolled his eyes and let out a harsh laugh: "I didn't expect Tai Bai Sword Immortal to have heard of my name before. Your so-called benevolent words just now were quite impressive."

Ouyang Qinxin frowned slightly but said nothing, clearly choosing to observe from the sidelines. However, Wind雷上人 of Xianxian Gorge could not resist retorting: "Old monster, don't spout lies. Where was Tai Bai Senior Brother's pretense of righteousness?"

"Hmph," a voice came from nearby. It belonged to a child only three feet tall. The Toxic Child looked cute and delicate, but no one dared approach him due to his reputation for using toxic techniques that were notoriously unpredictable. If you didn't want to die, you had to keep your distance.

"You guys in the Righteous Path talk about righteousness and morality all day long, but what's going on inside? Don't pretend we don't know. You hid here with us earlier, then deliberately left and came back by taking a roundabout route. Your so-called benevolent words of advice—aren't there some ulterior motives?"

"What ulterior motives?" Tai Bai Sword Immortal's expression changed.

"Hmph, why do you need us to expose it?" the Toxic Child cackled in a阴阳怪气 manner: "It's simple. Whether those cultivators fought or not, and whether they lived or died, your three sects wouldn't care much about them. Perhaps their deaths would even make you secretly happy. The so-called advice to stop fighting was just an excuse to find some laborers."

"Laborers? What do you mean by that?"

"Just give it a rest," the old monster with red eyes took over: "The incident involving Demon Tyrant of Heaven happened too suddenly, and both your Three Great Sects of the Righteous Path and our three major Evil Path sects were caught off guard. The number of people we could send here was limited, and the Qiui Yin Mountains are quite vast. Even if we confirmed that the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's soul had fled this area, thoroughly searching it would be difficult. As Tai Bai Senior Brother said earlier, if he escaped into unexplored regions, things would become very troublesome."

"So you thought of using other cultivators as laborers. On the surface, you advised them not to fight each other, but in reality, you wanted these cultivators to help find the Demon Tyrant's whereabouts."

"Indeed, Senior Brother Tai Bai, your plan is quite clever. Cut off the bridge after crossing it. Even if a cultivator found the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's location, they would only bring disaster upon themselves. With their strength, do you think they could take away the Heavenly Dust Pill? Probably not; your three sects might even kill and rob them."

Listening to the Evil Path's old monsters coldly mocking one another, Tai Bai Sword Immortal's face turned from white to red and back again. However, he quickly calmed down and sneered: "Even if I had such plans, what of it? Don't you three major sects of the Evil Path have similar intentions?"

"Senior Brother Tai Bai speaks the truth," said a woman with a stern expression, around forty years old. She was one half of the double-cultivation couple from Thunder Cloud Manor. "Oh, Mrs. Cheng has spoken. Is your husband in agreement as well?"

"Hmph, of course. My wife's intentions naturally represent mine." The speaker did not look impressive, but her cultivation had reached the middle stage of Core Condensation.

The Evil Path's old monsters exchanged glances. They originally intended to mock these cultivators, but now that they were infuriated, they had also stripped off their pretenses. This left the Toxic Child and others speechless as he grunted: "If so, then let each of us rely on our own abilities. Farewell!"

With a flash of light, he flew towards the heavens.

"Heh, if given the chance, I'd like to learn from your couple's supreme techniques."

The old monster with red eyes smiled at Tai Bai Sword Immortal and his wife with an impure intention before vanishing in a swirl of black mist.

The Blood Demon Ancestor did not say anything harsh. However, his icy gaze made everyone on the Righteous Path shiver. As the only Core Formation stage monster in the Evil Path, he was the most unpredictable in terms of strength.

Of course, besides them, two more Core Condensation cultivators from the Evil Path also vanished silently.
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Looking at the back of the Daoists, Tai Bai Sword Immortal's face changed from gloomy to bright. After a moment, he turned around and said, "Friends, no matter what, we can't let the cultivators of magic find the Heavenly Dust Pill."

"Even without this Zhang Brother saying it, I understand," Feng Lei Senior Monk said with a serious expression. "Although there were some grudges among our three sects in recent times, over a thousand years together, how could we allow such petty people to take advantage?"

"That's right. Not to mention that the Supreme Elders of our three sects have issued edicts for us to work together and ensure that the Heavenly Dust Pill does not fall into others' hands," said ChengMrs. with a slight smile.

"This matter is rather suspicious," said Ouyang Qinxin, who had been silent all along. She combed her hair and pondered aloud, "Why didn't our senior masters and elders take action? With their Core Formation Stage abilities, finding and capturing the Malevolent Demon Lord shouldn't be a difficult task."

"I don’t know about that..."

The few Condensation Core cultivators were of high status in their sects, but they were clueless about this matter. Could it be that they had reached some kind of agreement with the cultivators of magic? No way, for the other side only had one Core Formation Stage monster—Sovereign Demon Tyrant King—while there were four on our side, giving us a clear advantage. There was no reason for them to be held back.

"Let’s put this aside for now and focus on finding the Malevolent Demon Lord's soul."

"Hmm, Senior Brother Bai is right," Feng Lei Senior Monk nodded. Then he instructed in a solemn tone, "Disperse and follow the demon lord's trail. Once you find something, don’t act rashly; immediately send us a signal, understood?"

His last words were directed at the low-ranking disciples.

"Yes!"

The three sects' Foundation Establishment cultivators bowed respectfully before transforming into various streaks of light that vanished into the sky.

"Let’s move out too!"

"Agreed!"

Several Condensation Core cultivators exchanged nods and headed in different directions.

"Sister, what's wrong?" Tai Bai Sword Immortal noticed Ouyang Qinxin hesitating to leave.

"No," she turned around with her usual cold expression. "I bid you farewell."

Watching her receding figure, the smile on Tai Bai Sword Immortal’s face gradually faded into a sinister one: "Ouyang Qinxin wasn’t like this before; could it be that..."

A murderous look flashed across Zhang Tai Bai's face as he turned to look in the direction Ouyang Qinxin had been staring at. He then transformed into a dazzling streak of light and vanished among the clouds.

Two hours later, the previously empty wilderness suddenly rippled like water waves. A young man in his early twenties appeared, unremarkable in appearance.

Lin Xuan first cautiously looked around to ensure there was no danger before silently choosing a direction and leaving at an astonishing speed.

After flying for several dozen miles, Lin Xuan landed in a dense forest, panting heavily. It had been too close.

According to reason, with the Hidden Spirit Pill and the Concealment Technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Scripture, one would need to be a Core Formation Stage old monster to detect his whereabouts.

However, Ouyang Qinxin had glanced at this place several times, especially that smile on her lips. This confirmed to Lin Xuan that she had discovered him.

Lin Xuan was startled but relieved that Ouyang Qinxin didn't have any malicious intent toward him. But how did she discover his presence? He was concerned about it.

He disliked the feeling of things slipping out of control, so he wondered if there were flaws in the Hidden Spirit Pill or the concealment technique.

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered deeply but couldn’t find an answer.

Indeed, it had been a close call. Ouyang Qinxin wouldn't harm him, but Tai Bai Sword Immortal was different. In others' eyes, Zhang Tai Bai was upright, and his recent scheming was for the greater good of the Daoist sects.

But Lin Xuan knew that he was a hypocrite who secretly colluded with cultivators of magic. Moreover, this guy had sharp wits; although he hadn't discovered Lin Xuan's whereabouts, Ouyang Qinxin’s lingering gaze made him suspicious.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced. While his strength was superior among peers, facing Condensation Core experts, there was no chance of victory or escape. Fortunately, the other party only seemed slightly puzzled and left after a quick scan with their divine sense.

However, Lin Xuan couldn’t leave so easily; he didn't know if they were luring him out. If they returned, he would be in grave danger. So, after Tai Bai Sword Immortal left, Lin Xuan didn’t rush to reveal himself but waited patiently for another two hours, ensuring no one was lurking before quickly departing.

After flying several dozen miles, he finally felt safe.

Lin Xuan wiped his sweat and was about to find a place to rest when an alarm sounded. Without hesitation, he floated away.

Bang!

A loud explosion shattered the trunk of a nearby ancient tree. Seeing the debris flying around, Lin Xuan’s face darkened.

"Hmm!"

An astonished voice came from behind him. Turning around, he saw a scholar with a pale face, about twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. He flipped his hand and summoned back a golden brick-shaped spiritual artifact.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim; without saying anything, he sank his divine sense into his storage bracelet, and the red light flashed as Gougu was raised.

"Top-grade spiritual artifact?"

The scholar was first startled before showing extreme fear on his face. "Friend, don’t misunderstand me. I just..."

He tried to talk his way out with his eloquence, but Lin Xuan seemed not to hear anything, unmoved by his words. Under his control, Gougu sliced through the golden brick with alarming force.

The scholar’s face turned as pale as paper, but he didn't want to sit and wait for death. He quickly cast a spell, enlarging the golden brick in front of him and bracing himself to meet the attack.

"Ssshh..." Gougu barely encountered any resistance, easily slicing the golden brick into two halves. In the despairing gaze of the scholar, it cut his head off.
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The prey had become the hunter, and the scholar lay in a pool of blood.

Lin Xuan, expressionless, waved his hand. A white light flashed, and the opponent's storage bag flew over on its own. Before Lin Xuan could open it, another cry of agony echoed from afar. A sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth as he vanished swiftly into the dense forest.

The conflict among cultivators had reached a peak.

As they say, one can never truly know what’s in someone's heart. Although the White Sword Immortal spoke well, other cultivators weren't without their wits. Even if they couldn’t fathom his intentions at first, each harbored their own thoughts.

Especially after the three major sects intervened, everyone realized that obtaining the Heavenly Dust Pill was a distant dream. Thus, it made more sense to take advantage of the chaos and gain as many benefits as possible.

For example, killing for treasure or robbing for profit. While the cultivation world did have its own rules, there were still some restraints. But in this chaotic situation, it was an ideal time to do whatever one wished without fear of repercussions.

Many cultivators shared such thoughts.

However, the most vicious fighting was between the three major sects and the three powerful factions. They were each other's biggest rivals, so they fought with no mercy.

The southern slopes of Quinyun Mountain were filled with blood as brutal killings unfolded everywhere.

"Will you commit suicide or let me do it for you?" The young boy spoke without emotion, but the three Foundation Establishment cultivators seemed like prey caught by a venomous snake, frozen in place.

Venomous Child!

Known for his cruelty and viciousness within the魔道, he was a Condensation Core cultivator.

"Split up and run. One is better than none!"

The leading elder instructed his fellow disciples as he knew there was no chance of winning a direct confrontation. The other two nodded and transformed into streaks of light, flying in different directions.

"Want to leave?" The Venomous Child's face twisted into a cruel smile: "You dare not accept my offering? Then you'll pay the price!"

He waved his chubby little hand, and three greenish smoke clouds chased after the cultivators at an incredible speed.

The trio were instantly enveloped by the smoke. It turned out to be three inch-long centipedes. The leading elder was very alert and opened his protective shield first.

But it was useless; the centipede ignored the shield, biting through a hole before crawling inside.

Another cultivator summoned a spiritual artifact, but a loud crack echoed as if hitting metal or stone. The centipede wasn’t harmed, instead becoming enraged and screeching.

"Only a low-grade spiritual artifact? You dare to harm my demonic insects?"

The Venomous Child cast a spell, transforming the centipede into green light that entered through their mouths.

Their faces changed dramatically as they were tormented by the Venomous Child's centipedes. The experience was akin to soul extraction and essence refinement.

After half an hour, they turned into pools of blood. Satisfied, the Venomous Child nodded before moving on to his next target. It felt good to slaughter these cultivators.

While several old demons were busy massacring the Foundation Establishment disciples, the Condensation Core experts from the 正道 didn't have time to rest either.

Revenge is a dish best served cold! The Wind and Thunder Elder walked out with a grim expression, his body radiating with murderous intent as he looked at the corpses of several cultivators in Xianxian attire.

"Blood Sucking Pill. Blood Demon Patriarch, I will remember this."

He muttered to himself before looking up as if sensing something. A sinister smile appeared on his face as he flew off into the distance.

About ten miles away, a few demon practitioners from the Extreme Evil Caverns were searching for the Heaven Saboteur while flying in the air.

Suddenly, a crack of thunder reached their ears.

Then they found themselves staring at a Condensation Core cultivator with an expression of murderous intent.

"This... Senior, what brings you to us?" The leading demon practitioner forced himself to speak.

"Business. Hand over your lives to me."

The Wind and Thunder Elder waved his hand, causing a fierce wind to blow. Before the demon practitioners could react, several sword qi slices cut them into pieces.

Similar incidents were countless; the southern slopes of Quinyun Mountain had turned into a battlefield. After killing the suspicious scholar, Lin Xuan didn't wander aimlessly. He avoided becoming an easy target by moving around.

Even if it was a Foundation Establishment cultivator at full power, Lin Xuan wasn’t concerned. With his abilities, he could escape even if he couldn’t win in a fight.

But with so many Condensation Core experts on both sides, he had to play the ostrich and stay quiet.

Although the Heavenly Dust Pill was tempting, one needed to survive first before enjoying it.

To become the ultimate victor, one must remain calm.

According to Lin Xuan's estimation, given the Heaven Saboteur’s prowess, capturing him wouldn’t be easy in such a short time.

No rush!

Lin Xuan found a secluded spot and set up several illusory restrictions. While these crude spells might not deceive astute cultivators, they could still serve their purpose if someone just passed by without paying much attention.

After setting everything up, Lin Xuan began meditating in the lotus position.

He spent two hours replenishing his mana before lying down fully clothed. Cultivators didn’t need to sleep as much as ordinary people, but now he needed to restore his mental state to its best condition.

Just about to close his eyes, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a powerful presence scan over him. He immediately woke up and sat up, squinting as he looked outside.

He had taken the Hidden Spirit Pill and used the敛气术, plus set up illusory restrictions. Could someone have still discovered him?

That terrifying presence was beyond what a Foundation Establishment cultivator could possess; could it be a Condensation Core expert?

Lin Xuan’s throat went dry with nervousness despite his composure.

But even so, he didn’t act rashly and remained calm.

Perhaps it was just a coincidence. The other party might have merely passed by here.
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However, this hope soon faded. The opponent showed no intention of leaving; that divine consciousness lingered around.

It seemed not entirely exposed, but had only aroused the other party's suspicion. Lin Xuan’s analysis was correct, yet what to do next left him uncertain.

Run?

His speed of evasive light could not compare with a Condensation Core cultivator. Moreover, if he ran, it would mean immediate exposure.

Or, continue lurking?

This choice sounded like waiting in ambush but felt like leaving everything to fate. Betting on whether the other party would discover him, Lin Xuan hated situations beyond his control.

He found himself caught between two difficult options.

After a moment, the迷茫 disappeared from Lin Xuan's eyes as he took out a spiritual artifact from his pocket. After careful consideration, he decided it was not wise to continue staying here foolishly. However, flying away directly was also unwise. With a flick of his hand, a talisman appeared in his palm.

Inside this talisman was the technique of Wind Control.

In simple terms, it resembled an ultimate martial art from the secular world, belonging to the basic level of techniques. Lin Xuan hadn't used such low-level techniques for a long time.

But there were advantages to low-level techniques; their energy fluctuations were minimal, and since they were activated by talismans, the likelihood of being discovered was lower.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the talisman ignited without wind. A golden technique flew out and entered his body.

The reaction in essence energy was negligible. However, Lin Xuan's face had not yet shown a smile when he felt that divine consciousness outside locked onto him.

Damn it, I underestimated Condensation Core cultivators!

Lin Xuan was alarmed. Without thinking too much, he immediately activated the spiritual artifact and prepared to escape using his evasive light.

But a voice stopped him: "Hurry what for? It's me!"

The voice was clear and pleasant, with a hint of tenderness. Lin Xuan turned around and saw a beautiful woman standing behind him.

Her lips were like pearls, her skin like water. Her long, beautiful hair cascaded down like a waterfall.

She was an exceptionally beautiful female cultivator who had entered the Condensation Core stage.

"Ouyang Fairy."

Lin Xuan's surprise turned to joy. Although Ouyang Qinxin was a significant figure in Biyun Mountain, their relationship was not hostile; she would not harm him.

"Haha, I didn't expect the Young Sect Leader to be here as well," Ouyang Qinxin said with a smile, half teasing and half curious: "Why, Lin Xuan, are you also interested in Heavenly Dust Pill?"

"Let me laugh at that. I only heard about Demon Tyrant Sovereign Tiansha by chance and came here for the fun of it. Although Lin Xuan was certain Ouyang Qinxin wouldn't harm him, human nature is unpredictable in this world. He naturally did not tell the truth; his words were half true.

"Is that so?"

Ouyang Qinxin didn't express an opinion but a playful smile lingered on her lips.

It seemed the other party was skeptical, but there was no malice behind it.

"Fairy, could I ask you something?" After chatting for a while, Lin Xuan finally hesitantly spoke up.

"Never mind. Speak your mind!"

"How did you discover me?"

Logically, with Hidden Spirit Pill and Nine Heavens Profound Yin's敛气功法, there should be no flaw, right?

"Haha, Qinxin was also curious about how Young Sect Leader concealed his form. In the same rank of cultivators, my divine consciousness is quite outstanding. If not for the faint scent of young lady in your token, I would have almost failed to notice you."

"Token?"

Lin Xuan was initially stunned but then a hint of unease flashed across his eyes as he took out an ancient zither carved from jade pendants: "Is this it?"

During their last parting, Ouyang Qinxin had given him this token, saying she could be approached if in need or faced with difficulties.

She hadn't expected her scent to be on it.

However, Lin Xuan couldn't be sure whether it was intentional or unintentional. Many cultivators were accustomed to leaving a trace of their essence on personal items for easy recovery.

It might have been an accident.

Lin Xuan cursed his carelessness but felt fortunate that he had not suffered any losses. He decided to immediately remove the scent after parting ways with Ouyang Qinxin.

They chatted for a while, and from Ouyang Qinxin's lips, Lin Xuan even heard some secrets about Demon Tyrant Sovereign Tiansha.

"Haha, I didn't expect the famous Ouyang Fairy to be secretly meeting her lover here!"

A strange laughter filled with clashing metal echoed in his ears. A black cloud flew over from the distant horizon, and a large man could be seen inside it.

This man was of towering stature, but what left an impression on people were his eyes; one was abnormally large while the other was small, glowing blood-red.

"Red-Eyed Monster!" Ouyang Qinxin's face turned cold.

He was one of the few powerful figures in the Liji Ghost Sect, a Condensation Core cultivator who had entered the late stage.

"Hmph. Knowing me is good; Fairy, are you surrendering or letting this fellow have some fun?" The Red-Eyed Monster boasted about his profound cultivation and was extremely arrogant.

The Three Main Sects of orthodox daoism were powerful, but among the cultivators entering Kuinyin Mountain, none except the Tai Bai Sword Immortal could match him.

Lin Xuan's lips twitched. Who had he offended to meet such a formidable old monster from the魔道?

Ouyang Qinxin’s Sound Wave Technique was a top-tier cultivation technique with immense power, but her own rank was only at the early stage of Condensation Core, making it impossible for her to match this Red-Eyed Monster.

Lin Xuan saw the situation clearly, and Ouyang Qinxin's mind was as clear as a mirror. But what choice did she have? Surrendering was out of the question; they would fight!

With a flick of her delicate hand, a streak of rosy light shot up into the sky. The Red-Eyed Monster’s face changed: "You want to send a signal for your companions to come? Forget it!"

But Ouyang Qinxin moved faster. With a flick of her jade finger on the vertical zither she held, countless beams of light appeared in the sky.

Although each beam was merely a low-level technique, when combined, their impact was formidable.

The Red-Eyed Monster sneered and spun around, leaving behind a trail of blood-red clouds as he charged forward.
第一百六十三章 各怀鬼胎

这段情节主要描述了几个不同的场景和人物的行动：

1. 张太白与血妖老祖之间的对话。张太白被威胁要背叛碧云山加入极魔洞，但他拒绝了，并表示会继续留在碧云山做内应。

2. 欧阳琴心遇到赤目老怪（凝丹后期修魔者）的攻击，发出求救信号。风雷上人也遇到了百毒童子（凝丹初期），两人展开激战。

3. 雷云山庄一对夫妇在讨论是否应该去救援欧阳琴心，并决定见死不救以维护本门利益。

4. 赤目老怪与欧阳琴心之间的战斗，赤目老怪使用催魂魔音攻击，而欧阳琴心则用凌翔鸟反击。

5. 一个融合了修士和月魔蜘蛛尸体的怪物也在暗中观察着这一切。

整体来看，这段情节展示了修真世界中的复杂关系和利益冲突。正道与魔道之间的矛盾、各派内部的利益考量以及个人之间的恩怨情仇都交织在一起，为后续剧情的发展埋下了伏笔。
第一百六十四章 假元婴

Lin Xuan hadn't entirely dismissed the idea of sneaking away. Although he had a bit of acquaintance with Ou Yang Qinxin, their relationship was shallow at best. Facing a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, staying here wouldn’t be of much use. If given an opportunity, he would make his escape.

However, Lin Xuan ultimately didn't do so.

That red-eyed monster might be engaged in combat with Ou Yang Qinxin, but it kept a fragment of its divine consciousness lingering around. Lin Xuan had no doubt that as soon as he made any move, the other party would strike without hesitation.

For now, he decided to stay put until he found an opening.

But things were looking rather grim right now!

Lin Xuan quietly held the Celestial Fire Divine Pearl in his hand. Technically, this item required a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator to operate it. However, several secret techniques within the Nine Heavens Profound Art could rapidly boost one's cultivation level in a short period.

Of course, such spells came with side effects and would leave him drained afterward. But if things reached that point, it might serve as a last-ditch effort for survival. While he couldn't match the red-eyed monster head-on, escaping was still within his grasp.

Lin Xuan remained outwardly calm while inwardly chuckling. The path of cultivation truly was perilous.

He continued to observe the battle ahead and cautiously released his divine sense. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows twitched as if he had sensed something.

About a dozen paces away, there was a figure stealthily hiding in the dense forest. That fellow’s breath control technique was quite ingenious; it would have been easy for Lin Xuan to overlook him without fully extending his divine sense.

There were other people here—cultivators or practitioners of the Profound Way?

Lin Xuan was initially startled, but then a sly smile played on his lips. He wasn't anxious; rather, he felt relieved. It seemed someone else wanted to reap where they hadn’t sown.

No matter. The situation was already dire enough. If things got messier, it might give him an opportunity to escape.

The other person focused entirely on the battle and didn't notice Lin Xuan's divine sense hovering nearby.

"Hey?"

A hint of unusual color flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes, but his face remained expressionless as his mind churned like a storm.

That fellow gave him a familiar feeling. His cultivation level might not be high, yet he was extremely dangerous, even with a trace of non-human aura. Where had he seen this before?

Lin Xuan used his divine sense to determine that the monster’s cultivation level was at most late-stage Foundation Establishment. The fluctuating energy on its body made him uncertain, but it was within that range for sure.

At such a low level, how dare it challenge a late-stage Core Formation cultivator?

Although the timing was good and the spell wasn't easily cast, Lin Xuan didn’t believe this cunning monster would have no backup plan. Indeed, when the monster approached from about seven to eight paces away, as if triggered by some restriction, the air suddenly became thick, slowing its speed.

Wind Binding Spell!

Lin Xuan's expression changed. While not a particularly high-level spell, it was quite practical, especially when cast by an old Core Formation cultivator, making it incredibly powerful!

The red-eyed monster turned to look behind him, his eyes flashing with ferocity and disdain: "Just a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator? Do you think you can outwit me like that?"

Then he waved his hand, and a long wind blade appeared, slicing towards the attacker.

Sizzle!

The sound of bones being severed. The monster was effortlessly split in two. The red-eyed monster gloated triumphantly, but Lin Xuan noticed something strange: just before dying, the monster didn't show any fear; instead, it wore a sinister smile.

Sure enough, as its body fell, a yellowish light ball emerged, accompanied by raucous laughter: "Haha! Red-Eyed Monster, you were one of those who attacked this demon lord back then. Since that’s the case, I’ll be merciful and take your body."

"Ti... Tian Sha Demon Lord."

The red-eyed monster's smug expression turned to shock, his face a complex mix of emotions—surprise, confusion, and joy—but quickly transformed into intense fear.

He wanted to cast a spell against the demon lord but found himself holding onto that divine lightning. While it was his ultimate technique, its instability meant he might accidentally trigger an explosion. What had been a decisive move now turned into self-inflicted harm.

Desperately, he used several less draining spells, but the light beams shot from his eyes were easily dodged by the demon lord's divine consciousness. In an instant, the light ball was right in front of him, separated only by a protective barrier.

The defensive techniques of late-stage Core Formation cultivators were formidable, yet to Tian Sha Demon Lord, they were mere trifles, effortlessly passing through.

"You..."

The red-eyed monster was now terrified, gritting his teeth and forcefully pushing out the divine lightning.

The fireball paused, quickly transforming into a persistent infant-like figure.

"Y... Yuan婴?"

Not just the red-eyed monster; Lin Xuan and Ou Yang Qinxin stared in shock. According to rumors, Tian Sha Demon Lord was supposed to be a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, near perfection—what people called a pseudo-infant stage.

But that was merely a compliment since he hadn’t actually formed an infant core. Yet here...

This completely overturned their understanding of the cultivation world. How could such a thing exist?

Could the other party have some unique experience?

However, as soon as this thought crossed his mind, Lin Xuan dismissed it. If Tian Sha Demon Lord was indeed at the Infant Core stage, he wouldn’t be in such a dire situation—his physical body would still be intact.

There must be something unknown to him that explained this.

Lin Xuan observed coldly while the red-eyed monster's mind raced. He only hoped his divine lightning could destroy that annoying infant figure.

Otherwise, if Tian Sha Demon Lord’s cultivation method was real as rumored, he would face an irreversible fate!
第一百六十五章 夺舍

The red-eyed divine thunder had flown close, and the strange little figure's face showed a hint of gravity. It stretched out its chubby hand and lightly waved it, summoning a flying sword from thin air.

The sword’s design was ancient and simple, with many peculiar talisman inscriptions on its hilt, indicating that it wasn't an ordinary item.

"Quickly!"

The little figure pointed at the flying sword, causing the artifact to emit a bright light as it charged towards the divine thunder. Seizing this opportunity, the little figure vanished in a flash.

In the next moment, he was less than a few feet away from the red-eyed old monster.

The old demon was greatly alarmed and reached out his ghostly claw-like right hand to grab the little figure.

But the little figure didn't take it seriously. Instead, a sneer appeared on its lips as it turned into a yellow light, dodging the old demon's palm and drilling into its head.

Then, the red-eyed old monster began trembling violently, his face twisted in agony. More strangely, two layers of light—one green and one yellow—flashed over his body, struggling for control.

Possession?

Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin exchanged glances, their faces showing shock.

"Taking over another's body," as the name suggests, refers to a situation where a cultivator’s essence body is destroyed but its soul remains. The cultivator can enter someone else's body, devouring their soul to gain new life.

However, this action was against heaven and earth, so it required extremely strict conditions—either an Immortal Core stage cultivator or at least a Condensation Core stage one, with the cultivation technique being exceedingly rare.

After all, old monsters of the Immortal Core stage had unparalleled abilities, like living immortals. Unless they were extraordinarily unlucky, even facing several same-stage opponents in an attack, escape was still possible.

Thus, ancient times knew nothing about it. But in the last few thousand years of cultivation, there hadn't been any reports of an Immortal Core cultivator taking over another's body.

As for the second possibility, it seemed easier at first glance—Condensation Core stage cultivators did encounter situations where their essence bodies were destroyed. However, such possession techniques were extremely rare and difficult to master that most people wouldn’t even consider practicing them if they somehow obtained one by chance.

Therefore, while possession was well-known among cultivators, the probability of it occurring was minuscule—almost a legend.

Yet, for Demon Tyrant Sovereign Heaven…

His experiences were vastly different from others. As an independent cultivator without any backing from a sect or family to reach Condensation Core stage perfection, only a few people in history had achieved this feat.

It was said that not only did he possess extraordinary talent and a resilient mind, but his cultivation technique "Heavenly Tyrant Demon Skill" was immensely complex. It just so happened to be one of the rare possession techniques.

That’s why the red-eyed old monster acted as if facing an enemy, despite his best efforts, still being invaded by the other.

The two layers of light flickering back and forth were their souls fighting for control over the body. Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but quickly regained his senses. This was a good opportunity to eliminate the opponent.

With a mental command, Wuhou from his storage bracelet appeared in the form of a fierce dragon.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the red-eyed old monster, and the dragon immediately charged towards him with great ferocity.

Seize the moment when he’s weak. The old monster should be unable to retaliate now, making this an excellent time to kill it.

Seeing Lin Xuan's move, Ouyang Qinxin also woke up and took a deep breath to suppress her injuries. Her fingers plucked at the strings, creating beautiful music as golden arrows appeared in the sky.

The arrow was about two feet long, incredibly sharp, emitting shocking amounts of spiritual energy.

Meanwhile, on the other side, the situation with the red-eyed old monster changed. Yellow light rapidly overtook green light, occupying two-thirds of his body.

Then, the old monster's trembling stopped as he looked up and saw the dragon charging at him. With a flash in his eyes, he reached into his storage bag and summoned a hexagonal shield to block it.

With a loud thud, the dragon collided with the shield, but it was like trying to shake a tree—completely ineffective. Lin Xuan's expression changed; this shield was a defensive artifact, not on the same level as a divine treasure, so Wuhou couldn't break through it.

Fortunately, Ouyang Qinxin had completed her spell. The golden arrow whizzed through the air with terrifying speed…

The two clashed!

A burst of light exploded from the shield, accompanied by a massive shockwave. Lin Xuan's expression changed as he hurriedly activated his protective barrier to avoid being blown away.

A Condensation Core cultivator’s full power attack was indeed terrifying.

But after the light dissipated, the shield remained intact.

So strong?

Lin Xuan's heart sank, and Ouyang Qinxin looked equally grim.

"Ouyang Fairy from Bichun Mountain, ah, and you little guy. You escaped last time; now you dare to come here? Fine, I’ll make sure both of you die without a place to be buried!"

A strange laugh echoed. Lin Xuan raised his head and saw the yellow light rapidly consuming the green light. Indeed, the demon tyrant's soul was stronger, making possession of the red-eyed old monster only a matter of time.

Ouyang Qinxin clenched her teeth and didn't say much. She plucked at the strings, unleashing various attacks to bombard the shield.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan, though his strength far surpassed that of a Condensation Core cultivator, still added his efforts by commanding Wuhou to attack.

A quarter hour passed.

The light from the shield had dimmed significantly, even showing dents on its surface. However, it hadn't lost its vitality, making it impossible to destroy in short order.

Meanwhile, the green light had retreated below the old man's knees; it was only a matter of time before he was fully devoured and assimilated.

Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin exchanged glances, seeing each other’s reluctance. Although their goal was to find Demon Tyrant Heaven’s soul to steal the Dusty Heaven Pill, circumstances had changed.

The opponent was too strange. Not only could his soul manifest as that peculiar little figure, but he easily succeeded in possessing a Condensation Core后期的红眼老怪。

林轩和欧阳琴心对视一眼，都看到了彼此眼中的退意。虽然他们来这里的目的就是要寻找天煞魔君的灵魂，进而抢夺尘埃丹，但情况变了。对方太诡异了。不仅灵魂可以幻化出类似元婴的小人，还能轻易将凝丹后期的红眼老怪成功占据。

要知道，占卜是逆天之举，极其艰难。别说凝丹期修士，就是那些元婴期的老怪物进行占卜的成功率也吓人地低。而且通常情况下，被占卜的对象法力远逊于自己，双方神识相差悬殊，才有可能成功。而红眼老怪已经是凝丹后期，与天煞魔君相比，差距仅一线而已，按理说对方成功的几率不足万分之一，但现在的情形似乎轻松无比……

不知道这其中有什么隐秘。

总之，林轩和欧阳琴心不敢用正常的逻辑来衡量眼前这个怪物了。既然能灭掉红眼老怪，肯定更难缠。尘埃丹固然好，但有命才能享用啊。两人不约而同地化为一青一红两道遁光，向远处飞去。

片刻后，

红眼老怪终于完全安静下来，他身上的绿光已经被黄芒吞噬殆尽。他活动了一下身体，哈哈大笑起来，声音却与红眼老怪完全不同：“不错，不错，比刚才那具身体好多了，毕竟是凝丹后期的修魔者啊，虽然不及本魔君以前的法身，但相差也不多。”

随后，他面色阴沉地望向林轩和欧阳琴心飞走的方向，身形一转化为一道黄芒，迅捷无比地追了上去。原因无他，必须杀人灭口，否则自己冒充红眼老怪，瞒过正魔两道悄悄溜走的计划就会落空。

刚才的占卜看似轻松，其实却凶险万分。虽然有异宝在身可以提高成功率，但占卜毕竟是逆天之举，而且严格来说，这已经是第二次了，也是他能施展的最后一回占卜。

都怪正魔两道那些家伙，当初自己偶然发现了尘埃真人那件异宝，获得灵药后意气风发。不想消息走漏，陷入了正魔两道的围攻之中。十几个同阶修士联手阻击下，肉身被毁，使尽浑身解数才让元神逃了出来。

然后一路逃亡进入了奎阴山脉，在这里有一处自己的秘密洞府。没想到半路却遇见了一头月魔蜘蛛。虽然这仅仅是一头二阶妖兽，但月魔蜘蛛有天赋的能力，能吞食魂魄，恰巧那时自己最虚弱，一时没有注意竟被它吞入腹中……
第一百六十六章 脱险

这段情节继续推进了故事的发展，通过描述天煞魔君与林轩、欧阳琴心之间的互动和冲突，增加了剧情的紧张感和复杂性。以下是几个关键点：

1. **天煞魔君的困境**：天煞魔君在夺舍赤目老怪失败后，不得不逃亡，并且面临着元神被排斥的问题。他需要找到新的宿主来继续他的计划。

2. **林轩与欧阳琴心的隐匿**：两人利用乾天镜暂时隐身，成功躲避了天煞魔君的追杀。这不仅展示了他们各自的技能和智慧，也为后续情节埋下了伏笔。

3. **太白剑仙的到来**：太白剑仙的出现增加了故事的复杂性，他与欧阳琴心之间的互动充满了疑点，暗示着两人之间可能存在某种不为人知的关系或矛盾。

4. **人物性格展示**：通过对话和行为描写，作者成功地刻画了林轩、欧阳琴心以及太白剑仙的性格特点。特别是欧阳琴心的聪明机智和林轩的城府深沉，使得角色更加立体。

5. **情节推进**：这段描述为后续可能出现的大战埋下了伏笔，天煞魔君的追杀、正邪双方的交锋等都可能成为故事的重要转折点。

整体来看，这段文字不仅推动了故事情节的发展，还通过人物之间的互动和冲突增加了阅读的兴趣。接下来可以进一步描写天煞魔君如何寻找新的宿主，或者太白剑仙与欧阳琴心之间的真实关系是什么，以继续推进剧情。
第一百六十七章 暗度陈仓

"Master Sister and Lin Daoist, how did you meet? What dangers did you encounter just now?" After completing the formalities of greeting, White Peak Sword Immortal turned his head to ask curiously.

Ouyang Qinxin hesitated for a moment before opening her mouth. Suddenly, she frowned slightly as if in deep thought. White Peak Sword Immortal raised his head with an expression of contemplation, and a large mass of light appeared on the horizon.

After a while, dozens of cultivators descended. Leading them was Windthunder Senior Monk and the dual-cultivation couple from Thunder Cloud Manor.

On the other side, the cultivators of evil also flew over without hesitation, including Blood Demon Ancestor and Hundred Poison Boy.

Seeing the scene before him in disarray, everyone's faces showed a hint of surprise. Then, both sides focused their gazes on Ouyang Qinxin, Zhang Taibai, and Lin Xuan. Clearly, they were the first to arrive, making it highly likely that this matter was related to them.

"Ha ha, Fairy Ouyang, have you discovered any news about Heavenly Saber Demon Lord?" The voice of Blood Demon Ancestor sounded with a strange laugh.

Ouyang Qinxin's delicate face turned cold. Before she could speak, Windthunder Senior Monk couldn't help but mock: "Even if you did discover something, what makes you think we would share it with you?"

"Is that so?" Blood Demon Ancestor raised his hand, and a red beam shot out.

"Old Monster, are you daring to attack?"

Windthunder Senior Monk was both shocked and angry. In terms of strength, the righteous side should have been slightly stronger. He hadn't expected them to dare to strike him after a disagreement.

Opening his mouth, he spat out a lightning ball, dispelling the light beam.

Then, with a snap, he revealed two flying swords as magical treasures—one green and one red.

"Wait!" Just then, Blood Demon Ancestor made a gesture for a ceasefire.

Windthunder Senior Monk's hand was already raised high but remained hidden. A look of surprise flashed across his face: "Old Monster, what do you intend to do?"

"Humph, I will teach you a lesson later. For now, my action just wanted you to understand something."

The several dual-cultivation experts' faces changed as they tried to stop her. Knowing the Demon Lord's whereabouts was equivalent to gaining an advantage and increasing their chances of securing the Heavenly Dust Pill. They didn't want the evil cultivators to gain these benefits without effort.

"Humph, those who know when to adapt are wise. Your actions are correct. Do you really hope that we will quarrel like herons fighting over a fish, allowing the Heavenly Saber Demon Lord to benefit?"

After hearing this, the several dual-cultivation experts exchanged glances and sighed, no longer speaking.

Both sides knew the news now, so they still had a chance to compete based on their abilities. If the evil cultivators got angry and tried to hold them back, it would be a complete loss of hope.

Considering the pros and cons, the righteous side naturally didn't want such an outcome.

Seeing both sides arguing, Lin Xuan stood by calmly with an indifferent expression, but he was secretly planning something else.

"Alright, stop bickering. Listen to Fairy Ouyang; if we delay any longer, that fellow will escape far away."

Windthunder Senior Monk's words made the cultivators in attendance instantly quiet. Nearly a hundred pairs of eyes stared at the beautiful woman before them.

Ouyang Qinxin opened her lips and narrated her experiences just now without much alteration. She didn't mention their being possessed by the Demon Lord after Lin Xuan had taken over, forcing them to hide together.

"What? The Blood-Eyed Old Monster was taken over by Heavenly Saber Demon Lord?"

The reaction of the Foundation Establishment cultivators was not discussed here, but among the dual-cultivation experts present, all were greatly surprised. The Blood-Eyed Old Monster had been famous for a hundred years and possessed magical powers that could reach heaven and earth. Even the renowned White Peak Sword Immortal found it difficult to defeat him. Heavenly Saber Demon Lord was left with only his essence spirit, making possession an act against nature—how could it be so easy?

Everyone struggled to accept this reality, but upon scanning their surroundings, they saw no sign of the Blood-Eyed Old Monster. It seemed he had been ambushed.

"Clearly, we underestimated Heavenly Saber Demon Lord!" Windthunder Senior Monk's expression was still shaken: "Fairy Ouyang, you said that his essence spirit can transform into a small person similar to an infant?"

Other cultivators from both sides also showed grave expressions. Although they knew the Demon Lord wasn't an Infant Stage monster, this was too strange.

"Indeed!" Ouyang Qinxin nodded and repeated the scene.

Everyone present felt alarmed by her words.

"What are we afraid of? Heavenly Saber Demon Lord is just one person; he hasn't truly entered the Infant Stage. With so many of us, how could we not handle him?" After a moment, it was the female cultivator named Cheng who spoke first.

"Friend Daoist's words are correct," White Peak Sword Immortal nodded: "How can the Heavenly Dust Pill fall into such hands?"

Despite their fear from the Demon Lord's strange powers, most of the dual-cultivation experts had shown some fear. But mentioning the Heavenly Dust Pill made them all excited and eager.

Blood Demon Ancestor and Hundred Poison Boy exchanged glances before transforming into a poisonous cloud and a blood-colored mist respectively, chasing after where Heavenly Saber Demon Lord disappeared.

"Bad luck! The two old fellows want to act first!" Windthunder True Monarch's expression changed as he said.

"Humph, those two evil monsters wanting to be the first won't be that easy," the female cultivator named Cheng didn't seem anxious. There were only two dual-cultivation experts left in the evil camp while there were four on their side; they should gain an advantage.

"Fairy Cheng's words are correct. But evil cultivators are always cunning, so we can't be too careless. Let's go!" White Peak Sword Immortal's expression was serious as he turned to instruct the Foundation Establishment cultivators: "You don't need to go."

"Yes, Senior Uncle!"

Since they had discovered the Demon Lord's whereabouts, the task for the Foundation Establishment cultivators was over; there was no place for them in the subsequent battle.

"Let's go!"

The several dual-cultivation experts each revealed their own magical treasures and vanished at an astonishing speed.

"You…" Ouyang Qinxin didn't leave with her companions but stayed behind, looking at Lin Xuan: "What are your plans?"

"I do want the Heavenly Dust Pill, but my cultivation level might cost me my life," Lin Xuan smiled carelessly.

"Good that you can see through it." Ouyang Qinxin felt a bit awkward. After all, the proposal originated from Ling Yao Shan!

"This journey is extremely dangerous; Fairy Ouyang, be careful."

"Hmm, thank you. Qinxin understands; we'll meet again."

Ouyang Qinxin waved her hand, and a leaf-shaped magical treasure was revealed as she prepared to fly.

"Wait!"

"Young Sect Leader, what more do you need?"

"This…" Lin Xuan took out a small bottle from his pocket: "There are three Revitalizing Pills inside. Although they won't immediately fill your power, the recovery rate is ten times faster than crystal stones. I'll give them to Fairy Ouyang as a gift."

"Quickly replenishing spiritual energy pills?" Even dual-cultivation experts were greatly surprised and happily accepted.

Then, Ouyang Qinxin no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of light, disappearing into the horizon.

Looking at her back, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. How could he really give up on the Heavenly Dust Pill? With his talent, how could he afford to abandon such miraculous medicinal herbs?

Just now was merely a strategy of feinting while advancing secretly.

To snatch food from so many experts of both sides, brute force wouldn't work; they needed to use their brains more.
第一百六十八章 正魔联手

Other Foundation Establishment cultivators stayed behind, and although Lin Xuan would not be pushed away if he insisted on going with Master Ouyang Qinxin's protection and his status as the Young Lord of Spirit Herb Mountain, it was unlikely that he could snatch the Heavenly Dust Pill from the eyes of those Core Formation experts.

Instead of insisting, it might be better to pretend to retreat and follow secretly, acting opportunistically.

Lin Xuan flicked his hand, and a spirit beast pouch appeared in his palm. He opened the mouth of the bag, and a bird like a cloud sparrow flew out.

He fed it some birdseed, then whispered, "Go!"

The little bird spread its wings and circled him once before chirping clearly and flying towards the direction where both sides had just departed. Its speed was astonishingly fast.

Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile; he did not hesitate but transformed into a red light and followed closely behind.

Although this cloud sparrow was only a first-grade lower-grade demon beast, its strength was negligible, it possessed a unique trait: it enjoyed eating water-red fruit. It could sense the scent of this fruit even from miles away.

The three replenishing spirit pills given to Master Ouyang Qinxin contained this ingredient; however, it did not affect the medicinal properties themselves. Consuming water-red fruit could strengthen one's body and health.

With the cloud sparrow leading the way, Lin Xuan naturally had no fear of losing track. However, he did not want to get too close either, as Core Formation experts' divine sense was formidable. His plan was to act opportunistically in the chaos.

Thus, they flew for several hours without encountering any demon beasts. It could be due to good luck or that the high-ranking experts from both sides had already taken care of them.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan stopped and showed a look of surprise on his face. He then waved his hand, summoning the cloud sparrow back into the spirit beast pouch. He hid behind a dense forest and waited.

Almost immediately after he settled, a black flash of light flew from the horizon. The figure revealed itself to be the Heaven's Fiend Tyrant King.

Lin Xuan was startled but secretly relieved that he had taken Ouyang Qinxin's replenishing spirit pills and could sense her presence. He realized that the Heaven's Fiend Tyrant King might have lured both sides' Core Formation experts into a trap involving the sword thorn tiger lair.

His suspicions were correct...

Meanwhile, about several hundred miles away in a canyon.

Although it was called a canyon, its area was vast with steep cliffs on either side. Looking up, one could see that the peaks pierced the clouds.

At the entrance of this canyon, all Core Formation experts from both sides had gathered together. Some had pale faces while others looked furious; each appeared very displeased.

However, there seemed to be little hostility between them at the moment.

About ten feet in front of them, countless demon beasts were densely packed, numbering nearly a thousand.

These creatures resembled earthworms but had sharp spines all over their bodies, making them look extremely fierce.

Sword Thorn Tiger: A second-grade top-grade demon beast. Although its rank was high, it should not pose much trouble to Core Formation experts in theory. However, this demon beast was unique and rare, a highly advanced group-dwelling species with thousands of individuals in each clan.

At present, the demon beasts had surrounded several Core Formation experts.

"Senior White Peak, what do you think we should do?" Senior Thunderstorm looked at the ferocious demon beasts and said worriedly.

"This... " Senior White Peak was speechless; he could not come up with a good plan. "I never expected that Heaven's Fiend would be so despicable, using his outer manifestation to lure us here before escaping like a cicada shedding its skin," said the female cultivator named Cheng, her face filled with anger.

"Yes, originally I did not believe what Master Ouyang said about the old demon's abilities. But I never expected that his cultivation technique would be so strange and deceptive; even with such a large group of us, we were all deceived by his outer manifestation."

Master Ouyang Qinxin remained silent, holding her harp in her arms, lost in thought.

"Enough complaining! It is useless. The pressing issue now is how to escape from here."

"Senior White Peak's words are correct."

"We should discuss a plan."

While the righteous sect cultivators were discussing their escape strategy, the demon sect Core Formation experts also gathered together.

"Brother Blue, your poison cultivation should be most suitable for dealing with large groups of enemies. Why don't you use it?" said the Old Demon Ancestor, his eyes flashing red.

"I'm afraid Brother Qian is mistaken. Don't you think that I do not want to leave here? However, these sword thorn tigers have extremely strong defenses and are naturally immune to poisons; they are my nemesis!"

"Really?" The Old Demon Ancestor was surprised: "Then it's a misunderstanding."

"It doesn't matter. We've known each other for years, so we won't let this small matter come between us. But Brother Qian, do you have any escape strategy?" said the Hundred Poison Child with a broad smile.

"This... " The Old Demon Ancestor pondered and his eyes glinted: "The only option now is to temporarily cooperate with the righteous sect."

"What? Cooperate with the righteous sect?" The Hundred Poison Child was shocked. "Brother Qian, what are you saying?"

"I am not speaking nonsense," said the Old Demon Ancestor, waving his hand to interrupt him. "Brother Blue, look at these sword thorn tigers; there are thousands of them. Unless it's a Great Evil Tyrant or an old monster from the core formation stage appearing here, no one can kill all these beasts alone. Even with our abilities as Core Formation experts, we would find it extremely difficult to break through their encirclement."

The Hundred Poison Child was silent.

"Moreover, even if we manage to escape in the end, we won't know how much time will be spent. Heaven's Fiend Tyrant has already escaped and disappeared without a trace."

"Brother Qian makes sense. It is Blue who is too stubborn; let's follow your suggestion," said the Hundred Poison Child.

The Old Demon Ancestor was delighted. The Hundred Poison Child had once been deeply involved in a grudge with One-Line Canyon, suffering significant losses at the hands of one of their powerful elders. He was not unreasonable.

"Be careful! The Old Demon is coming over; I wonder what he wants?"

Before Windstorm Senior could finish speaking, the Old Demon Ancestor transformed into a red light and approached the group of righteous sect cultivators, ignoring them as if they were invisible enemies.

"The White Peak Sword Master, there's something I need to discuss with you."

"Old demon, your tricks won't work," said Senior White Peak, stopping the female cultivator named Cheng from provoking. "Please speak, Master Ancestor Blood Demon."

"Do any of you have a plan for escaping?"

"What nonsense! Why should we tell you?" Windstorm Senior was also deeply hostile towards the evil sect; he might have suffered losses at their hands in the past.

"You're just a lowly Core Formation cultivator here. You don't deserve to speak," said another Core Formation expert.

Windstorm Senior was furious, about to retort, but his eyes met those of the Old Demon Ancestor, who emitted an eerie red light from his pupils. Windstorm Senior felt his chest surge with blood energy and hurriedly used his cultivation technique to suppress the discomfort.

"The old demon's abilities are too strange," said Windstorm Senior, choosing to remain silent after suffering a hidden loss.

"Let me be frank!" The Old Demon Ancestor looked at Senior White Peak; he was the most powerful among the righteous sect cultivators and seemed to be their leader. "Unless it's an old monster from the core formation stage, with our abilities, we can only barely protect ourselves while trying to break through these sword thorn tigers' encirclement. The only way out is cooperation."

"Cooperation?"

"Yes."

"Alright, we agree," said the Hundred Poison Child.

Surprisingly, before Senior White Peak could speak, Master Ouyang Qinxin suddenly spoke up, surprising everyone in the righteous sect. Even the Old Demon Ancestor showed a look of surprise.

However, no one objected; although Ouyang Qinxin was only at the Core Formation stage, her sound wave cultivation technique was an extremely valuable top-tier skill with immense power, capable of matching a Core Formation中期 cultivator. This was one reason. The other was that she had excellent资质 and was listed among those most likely to form a golden core; although it was premature now, no one wanted to offend a potential future core formation expert.

Given the presence of so many experienced foxes in the room, the Old Demon Ancestor's suggestion made sense, and they all tacitly accepted his proposal.
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"Brother Cheng, Lady Cheng, I've heard that your Yin-Yang玄Fire Technique is incredibly powerful. Why don't you two go first?"

"Very well!"

The dual cultivation partners from the Thunder Cloud Manor exchanged a glance and did not hesitate to agree. Since they had decided to work together, any further delay would be foolish.

They stepped forward, their spiritual energy flowing as countless fireballs levitated around them. However, the colors of these fireballs were peculiar; Lady Cheng's were greenish-blue, while her husband's were a deep blue.

"Quickly!"

Both clapped their hands and simultaneously pointed at the fireballs in front of them. The greenish-blue and deep blue fireballs instantly fused together into one purple ball.

"This is Yin-Yang玄Fire?"

Even Blood Demon Ancestor who had mastered the Profound Mysteries of Demon Power showed a hint of apprehension.

"Indeed, my wife and I have practiced this technique for over two decades. Although we cannot compare to the Three Flavors True Fire of our senior in the Core Formation stage, among the fire attribute techniques at the Condensation Core stage, we are confident that we can hold our own," Lady Cheng said with a proud smile. Her husband remained expressionless and silent, but those present were all connoisseurs who could tell that his spiritual power was clearly superior to his wife's. Despite not being eloquent, no one dared to underestimate him.

"Go!"

Both stretched out their palms and slowly pushed them forward. The fireballs transformed into streaks of purple meteors, hurtling towards the Sword Thorn Tiger.

With a loud explosion, several demon beasts in front were hit by Yin-Yang玄Fire, exploding into bloody shreds. Even those nearby that only got splashed with sparks burned in agony.

"Excellent!"

The crowd's faces showed signs of relief. The reputation of Yin-Yang玄Fire was no exaggeration; even though the Sword Thorn Tiger was merely a second-stage demon beast with formidable defenses, it would be difficult for even magical artifacts to severely injure it.

With the flames opening up a path, the group did not fly through the sky because the Sword Thorn Tiger could also fly and would be more troublesome in the air.

Of course, if they left the valley and reached open ground, with their magical artifacts' speed, escaping them would not be difficult, but that required first breaking free of the encirclement.

Unlike humans, demon beasts were even more ferocious, fearlessly facing death. Seeing their comrades' plight, the Sword Thorn Tigers showed no signs of retreat; instead, they roared and charged forward.

A piercing tiger roar echoed as several seconds later, the black clouds dissipated. The so-called invulnerable Sword Thorn Tiger lay on the ground with blood gushing from its seven orifices, whimpering in agony. However, upon closer inspection, it was clear that the size of the black cloud had also decreased, and many strange bees fell from the sky.

"Domineering Poison Bees!"

"Yes, exactly this venomous insect. Brother Hundred Poisons is quite generous; this must be his trump card, and he's actually using it."

"There's nothing surprising about that. That old devil has always been arrogant. Seeing us capable of killing Sword Thorn Tigers, yet helpless against them, would hurt his pride more than dying. Besides, the Sword Thorn Tiger can resist most poisons except for a few rare toxins; he had no choice but to use this."

The remarks from the orthodox cultivators were correct. Although Brother Hundred Poisons was commanding his spirit insects to continuously eliminate demon beasts and felt immense pain, the Domineering Poison Bees were different from other venomous insects. They possessed incredible power but would die shortly after injecting their toxins, so using them was a one-time affair. Moreover, hatching these insects was extremely difficult, and he currently only had about a thousand of them, which he had used up by a third...

Apart from Brother Hundred Poisons and the dual cultivation partners, other Condensation Core cultivators also employed various means. Wind Thunder Senior Immortal's dual-attribute flying swords, Ouyang Qinxin's sound wave technique, and even Blood Demon Ancestor, who transformed into a blood cloud several dozen feet wide, enveloping two approaching demon beasts. Moments later, the only thing left from these beasts were skeletons.

Taoist White Sword Immortal laughed as he turned into a streak of white light, severing the demon beast in half with one slash. His sword and body merged into one; while his character was questionable, his dao techniques had indeed reached the Profound Mysteries realm.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan nervously watched the movements of Heavenly Demon Tyrant. This did not align with his plan.

Originally, Lin Xuan intended to wait until both sides' top experts were severely weakened before he could take advantage and reap the benefits like a fisherman catching a fish.

Although Tian Sha Tyrant appeared isolated in strength compared to the opposing forces, Lin Xuan knew that while there were many hands on both sides, they were mutually restraining. Even among the three major sects or between several old demons from different factions, surface harmony masked underlying animosity.

Moreover, Taoist White Sword Immortal was cunning and deceitful; as an elder of Azure Cloud Mountain, he had ambiguous relations with the demonic path. It was uncertain which side he would support when the time came.

Divided minds could not achieve much, and mutual hindrance would be counterproductive. This was one reason.

The other was that Lin Xuan had personally witnessed Heavenly Demon Tyrant's prowess. Although not an Incubus stage cultivator, his strange cultivation method and steady scheming made him difficult to deal with, perhaps no less so than some Incubus stage monsters.

Thus, in Lin Xuan's view, the likelihood of both sides ending up severely weakened was quite high.

However, now his plan had been disrupted. Several Condensation Core cultivators were lured into the Sword Thorn Tiger's lair, and even if they managed to escape, they would likely not find their way back here.

Although he had "lucky" enough to meet Heavenly Demon Tyrant here, with his low cultivation stage, trying to obtain the Celestial Dust Pill from him was out of the question. Lin Xuan shook his head; he was far from arrogant and did not want his path of cultivation to end here.

But leaving still felt unsatisfactory, given the incredible benefits of the Celestial Dust Pill.

After careful consideration, Lin Xuan decided neither to leave nor rush into action but instead stay put and observe the situation.

He carefully concealed his aura and even refrained from releasing his divine sense. Fortunately, both sides were not far away; they could be seen with the naked eye.

Heavenly Demon Tyrant flew towards a sheer cliff, paused for a moment, then stretched out his hand, surrounded by black mist, pressing it against the rock face.

He muttered some incantations, and a greenish light flashed across his face before he shouted loudly: "Open!"

An unbelievable scene unfolded. The rock face became blurry, then rippled like water waves. Instead of mountains, there appeared an exquisite pavilion suspended in mid-air.

"Phantom术!"

Lin Xuan was startled; although he had seen many deceptive illusions since becoming a cultivator, this one was the most advanced he had ever experienced. He felt even more apprehensive about Heavenly Demon Tyrant's abilities.

This must be Heavenly Demon Tyrant's secret lair?

Heavenly Demon Tyrant's figure spun around and transformed into a streak of black light, flying inside without hesitation.

Should I follow him?

Before Lin Xuan could decide, he dismissed the thought; it was too dangerous. Using Hidden Spirit Pills and the concealment techniques from Nine Heaven Profound Mysteries, staying hidden here would not attract attention. However, using any magical power might reveal his presence with high probability.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan chose to remain and observe cautiously.

In this time of contemplation, the pavilion vanished.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began resting while releasing a divine sense to ensure Heavenly Demon Tyrant did not sneak away unnoticed.

However, several hours passed without any sign of Heavenly Demon Tyrant emerging from inside.

Lin Xuan frowned, pondering. Although this place was concealed, it wasn't an ideal hiding spot. Could Heavenly Demon Tyrant be planning to stay hidden?

No, both sides would eventually find their way here; Heavenly Demon Tyrant couldn't be unaware of that.

But why did he remain hidden? Was there something he relied on or a compelling reason for his actions?

Just as Lin Xuan was lost in thought, suddenly, he felt an ominous presence and stiffened. He even dared not turn around, like a frog caught by a snake's gaze.

A streak of light descended, the glow dissipating to reveal a young man in a green robe walking slowly out.

Around twenty years old, his appearance unremarkable, seemingly only at the Core Formation stage. However, Lin Xuan's breath almost stopped.

An indescribable feeling; although this youth's spiritual power was not high, it felt extremely dangerous. There was an invisible pressure emanating from him that made one feel frightened and humbled.

Such a sensation, even Ouyang Qinxin or the late First Talented Man Heavenly Demon Tyrant did not evoke in Lin Xuan. Who could this youth be?
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Just as Lin Xuan was trembling with fear, the young man had already approached at a leisurely pace, his hand holding an opened folding fan.

"Junior brother, my senior has come. Why not show yourself?"

Lin Xuan's heart leapt in alarm. This youth had a bold air about him, daring to call himself the senior of the Demon Sovereign. However, from his expression, it didn't seem like he was joking around.

Though many cultivators could maintain their youthful appearance, Lin Xuan still found this youth too young for his words.

"Humph! Do you really not welcome your old brother, or are you planning to drag me out?" After waiting for a long time without any response, the youth snapped his fan shut and a sinister expression flashed across his face. "A mere illusion? You think it can stop me?"

He opened his mouth and spat out a ball of green energy that hit the mountain wall in front.

The green energy was unremarkable at first glance, but its power was extraordinary. The moment it touched the mountain wall, ice and snow began to melt away. In just a few minutes, the illusion was shattered, and the elegant pavilion reappeared in the air.

"Nice den you have here, junior brother! You really know how to enjoy yourself!"

The youth sneered as he flicked his sleeves, releasing several beams of light.

A loud rumbling filled the air.

Although a protective shield had appeared around the pavilion, it quickly shattered like a soap bubble.

Wood chips flew everywhere as the pavilion was blasted into disrepair. A black cloud emerged from within. Seeing this, the youth's face lit up with satisfaction and he stopped his attack. The smoke from the black cloud gradually dissipated to reveal a familiar figure—none other than the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign.

"Old ghost, you've really found me here," the Demon Sovereign glared at the youth, his expression displeased.

"My dear junior brother, after evading me for so long, why do you run now?" The youth's eyes sparkled with excitement. His lips curled in a mocking smile, like a cat that had caught its prey.

"Junior brother? Old ghost, when have I ever shared the same door with you? You ambushed our master and killed us all back then. If it weren't for Shen's sharpness, we would've met the same fate as your fellow juniors," the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign gritted his teeth in anger. Although Lin Xuan could see fear in his expression, he was still puzzled about how this youth resembled the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign.

Unless it was a possession.

Possession was a special power for cultivators at the Immortal Core stage, somewhat akin to夺舍 (transmigration), but not entirely the same. It involved the spirit leaving its body and attaching itself to someone else's body temporarily.

However, transmigration was permanent, whereas possession allowed the spirit to leave after its use, restoring the original person’s state.

Of course, there were many restrictions, though Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear on them. He knew that only Immortal Core cultivators could perform this technique, which explained why this youth looked so different from the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign and had a筑基 stage cultivation level.

Since it wasn't his body, the spirit couldn’t fully unify with the physical form, leaving him to use only a fraction of his strength.

"Old ghost, I heard that you made an agreement with some Immortal Core cultivators in the orthodox sect. You won't interfere, and let condensation core cultivators come after me for the Heavenly Dust Pill," Lin Xuan said, "You're breaking your promise, and don't think the old monsters of the orthodox sect will leave you alone."

"Humph! That's none of your concern," the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign smiled arrogantly. "I'm currently playing chess with the Immortal Pavilion and those old monsters of the orthodox sect. I haven't left for a moment, so who said I broke my promise to come after the Heavenly Dust Pill alone?"

"What? Your main body is still at the Immortal Pavilion playing chess. Then what's in front of us?" The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign's face turned pale as he gritted his teeth. "Could it be..."

"Correct, a second avatar! You too can do this, but unlike you who only know the basics, I've truly mastered my second spirit."

"Second spirit?" Lin Xuan was confused but knew that this must be some powerful technique of the demonic path.

"Good, good!" The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign laughed loudly. "Old demon, I admit you are a genius. Your cultivation techniques surpass those of your master."

"Just as expected," the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign stretched out his hand. "Hand over the Heavenly Dust Pill now."

"Not on your life."

"What?" The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign was taken aback before he laughed furiously, "Junior brother, do you really want to scatter your soul and body?"

"Old ghost, you are indeed powerful, even managing a second spirit. However, that second spirit is only at the condensation core stage, and you're using the possession technique with your main spirit. Your power is still limited by this. Do you think a mere筑基 cultivator can harm me?" The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign's face twisted in a grimace. "It’s hard to say who will win. Maybe it’s you who are courting death."

"Is that so?" The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign remained calm, his expression showing no signs of panic despite the revelation. "Try me and see for yourself."

The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign's face was a mix of emotions as he watched him. Was this just bravado or did he have something to back it up? But there was no turning back now; they had to fight.

Even if the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign claimed that handing over the Heavenly Dust Pill would not save him, he knew this villain was ruthless and had known of his intentions for a hundred years. There was only one path left—fighting.

The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign let out a low growl as he muttered incantations. His palms met in front of his chest before slowly separating. A purple light ribbon appeared between them, its color vibrant with blue lightning swirling around it.

"Concentrate!"

Sweat droplets the size of beans formed on the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign's forehead as his spiritual energy poured into the light ribbon.

An incredible transformation occurred; the light ribbon changed visibly before turning into a small purple sword in just a few seconds. The sword was about two feet long, sharp and deadly with lightning encircling it, making it impossible to look at directly.

Shape-shifting technique?

Lin Xuan didn't dare breathe as he secretly observed from the dense forest. He recognized this as a true treasure rather than mere spiritual energy condensation.

"Humph! Purple Cloud Lightning Sword!" The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign placed his hands behind his back. "Junior brother, you're not bad either. You've forged such a powerful treasure. No one in Youshou can match your abilities at the condensation core stage. But do you think that will allow you to stand up against me, an Immortal Core cultivator?"

"Old ghost, don't try to scare me with empty threats. Do you really have the power of an Immortal Core cultivator? You're using a possession technique."

"Is that so?"

The Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign didn't say more but snapped his fan open, suddenly boosting his aura from the middle stage of筑基 all the way up to the late stage.

Late stage筑基, perfection, pseudo-condensation core, true initial condensation core...

Lin Xuan's face was filled with shock as he watched the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign's cultivation level stop at mid-condensation core.

"Why...?" Even the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign looked incredulous. This was too unexpected.

"Surprised? You're still too inexperienced, junior brother. Yes, normally a possession technique would drop one’s cultivation level by a stage, but there are conditions."

"Conditions?"

"Unless you don't care about harming the body used as a substitute," the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign beamed with satisfaction. "But if I ignore this body's fate and forcefully use several secret techniques of our path, my power can easily reach one hundred percent. How does that sound, did it disappoint you?"

"So what?" A trace of fear flashed across the Heaven Saber Demon Sovereign’s face before he regained his composure. "Old ghost, even if so, you're still at mid-condensation core. Do you think you can do anything to me with such power?"

"Junior brother, now you’re just bluffing. Before your main body was destroyed, you had already reached the pseudo-condensation core stage, but is this body yours? Hmph, that brat, Scarlet Eyes, has some potential, but since you used transmigration and didn’t have time to integrate your spirit with your body, you can only use mid-condensation core power now."
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It seemed that he had hit the soft spot, and Heavenly Saber Demon Lord's expression changed. However, it quickly returned to normal.

"Is that so, old demon? Then give it a try!"

With his hands forming a spell, the purple cloud lightning sword’s qi surged, streaking towards Sovereign Extreme Evil with a sharp whistling sound at an unbelievable speed.

Seeing this scene, Sovereign Extreme Evil's face showed no fear. He still maintained a calm demeanor, even sneering slightly as he flicked his sleeves. A similar purple light ribbon shot out from his hand.

Lin Xuan could see clearly that it was also a small purple sword. However, unlike Heavenly Saber Demon Lord’s casting, Sovereign Extreme Evil seemed to wield the sword with ease and grace.

"Can you even forge a Purple Cloud Lightning Sword? Then how can I not?"

The two treasures clashed in the sky, but Heavenly Saber Demon Lord's purple sword quickly fell behind. Even if the materials used were the same, the power of an元婴期 cultivator’s本命灵气 was undoubtedly superior.

Heavenly Saber Demon Lord's face changed as he gritted his teeth and cut a finger, causing blood to flow non-stop. Then he stretched out his hand and scooped up the blood.

The blood coalesced into a small ball about the size of a fist. He then exhaled some essence qi, and the blood mass absorbed it like a living entity. After completing this, the demon lord's face turned slightly pale, as if he had just recovered from a serious illness.

"Quickly!"

He extended his finger and pointed at the blood ball.

An unbelievable thing happened; the blood ball began to tremble uncontrollably before transforming into a bloody figure identical in appearance to the demon lord.

"Hmm, Blood Shadow Divination."

Only then did Sovereign Extreme Evil's brows furrow. Lin Xuan was greatly impressed; this was one of the most famous great divine arts in the魔道.

Unlike ordinary illusions or tricks, Blood Shadow Divination could create a perfect clone of oneself for a short time. It was akin to a blood puppet.

Using blood as an incantation and essence qi as a medium, the puppet’s power was equivalent to that of a real person.

In other words, it allowed one to fight with two opponents instead of one, doubling their strength. Hence, this technique was renowned as one of the top three divine arts in the魔道, but few knew how to use it.

Firstly, its cultivation was extremely difficult; even those with slightly inferior资质 would struggle to achieve any success.

Secondly, although its power was extraordinary, such a miraculous effect came at an enormous cost. The demon lord’s lifespan would be reduced by two hundred years. For Foundation Establishment cultivators, this meant they could no longer hope for longevity; they might live only two hundred years or so.

Even Golden Core cultivators would find it nearly impossible to bear the loss of half their lifespan.

Only元婴期 cultivators had a chance, but even then, Sovereign Extreme Evil’s Blood Shadow Divination was beyond them.

Given such stringent conditions and an enormous cost, this technique was highly regarded yet also quite useless in practice. Few Condensation Core cultivators were willing to learn it, and those who did would only use it as a last resort.

He never expected to have the chance to witness such a powerful technique firsthand.

Seeing that his opponent had used such a formidable art, Sovereign Extreme Evil's face finally showed a sense of seriousness. He stretched out his hand, black qi swirling around, forming a small banner.

Instantly, the wind grew cold and eerie, with ghost cries echoing. This scene reminded Lin Xuan of something familiar.

"Ten Thousand Soul Banner!"

Heavenly Saber Demon Lord’s face turned even paler as he spoke in fear.

"How about it, younger brother? Are you regretting your actions now? Indeed, my second consciousness is only at the Condensation Core Middle stage. You surprised me with Blood Shadow Divination, but what of it? I can still use my own cultivated命魂法器."

Sovereign Extreme Evil cackled maliciously and held up the Ten Thousand Soul Banner.

Immediately, countless ghost mists poured out from within, enveloping Heavenly Saber Demon Lord in an instant. The ghost mists emitted piercing cries; several dozen two-horned demons with heads as tall as three丈, some with three heads and six arms, others with long tongues hanging down their chests, all extremely terrifying.

In addition to these demons, countless spirits flew around them, densely packed and uncountable.

Lin Xuan sighed. Although he had not practiced any魔道 arts, he understood the basics. His storage bracelet contained a Hundred Soul Banner, which, although its power was incomparable, worked on similar principles: using secret techniques to forge spirits and sealing them in demonic banners.

The more souls there were, the greater the banner's power; the stronger their energy or lingering resentment after death, the greater the effect.

However, this was purely theoretical. Depending on the method and materials used for forging, a demon banner could only accommodate a limited number of souls.

For example, the Hundred Soul Banner, as its name suggested, contained no more than nine hundred ninety-nine souls and remained within the realm of spiritual artifacts. However, Sovereign Extreme Evil's Ten Thousand Soul Banner was entirely different; it was an命魂法器 created by an元婴期 cultivator.

Seeing this banner’s power unleashed, Heavenly Saber Demon Lord was greatly impressed: "Old devil, how many people’s souls did you forge?"

"Not many, not many. Just ninety-nine thousand."

"What? Such indiscriminate killing! Old devil, don’t you fear divine retribution?"

"Divine retribution is laughable; we cultivators of the demonic path defy heaven. Younger brother, I never thought you would say such childish words. Do you want to lay down your sword and become a Buddha immediately?" Heavenly Saber Demon Lord sneered and laughed wildly.

"Although I can only use this treasure’s power to its third now, it is still enough to destroy you. Younger brother, do you still wish to resist and not hand over the Heaven Dust Pill?"

He then spoke softly: "Younger brother, if you listen to me, considering our fellow cultivator bond, I won’t make things difficult for you."

That sincere tone almost made Lin Xuan in hiding want to speak up and offer advice. Fortunately, although his cultivation was low, his mind was incredibly resilient, and the Nine Heavens Profound Technique automatically protected his divine sense.

"How close it was! Thankfully, this old demon is now an附身 entity, targeting not myself; otherwise, I couldn’t have resisted those tempting words!" Lin Xuan cursed inwardly while feeling immensely relieved.
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"Old Ghost, even now you still want to play tricks on me!"

The Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will roared and transformed into a streak of light, rushing towards the Extreme Evil Tyrant alongside his blood puppet.

"If you insist on dying, I'll make it happen."

A sinister glint flashed across the Extreme Evil Tyrant's face as he waved his Ten Thousand Souls Banner. The black mist immediately erupted with fierce ghosts and spirits.

The Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will showed no fear. He snapped his fingers and a string of beads appeared before him. At first glance, they resembled Buddhist prayer beads, but upon closer inspection, one could feel the chill. Each bead was actually a tiny skull, and these skulls were black.

Lin Xuan felt a shiver down his spine; he hadn't expected that both the Extreme Evil Tyrant and the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will came from the same school and were both ghost cultivators.

The demon tyrant flicked his ten fingers, sending out spell after spell. The skulls absorbed these spells and quickly grew to several dozen feet in height, grinning viciously as they met the evil ghosts head-on.

"Devil Skulls, my younger brother, you truly surprise me! I didn't expect there to be so many treasures!"

The Extreme Evil Tyrant laughed long and loud. He waved his demon banner, shooting out countless black threads like spider silk. After a dizzying cross of these threads, they transformed into dozens of tiny black spider webs.

"Seize them!"

With a sharp cry, the black spider webs cascaded down from the sky, enveloping the skulls.

The Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will's face changed; he had underestimated this old ghost. An Inner Core cultivator's abilities were truly formidable—just one secondary consciousness had surpassed his own strength.

After a moment's hesitation, a determined look flashed across his face.

"Go!"

He pointed at the blood puppet, and the clone made from blood and essence leaped forward fearlessly towards the Extreme Evil Tyrant. Meanwhile, he transformed into a black streak of lightning, escaping in another direction.

Cut off your arm to save your life!

Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire the Demon Tyrant's courage. Using a Blood Shadow Clone would cost him two hundred years of lifespan—unless the puppet was completely unharmed. If the clone were destroyed, he would lose more than just his lifespan; his cultivation might plummet as well.

Even dropping an entire level wasn't out of the question.

However, facing such an old monster like the Extreme Evil Tyrant, fleeing was indeed the only correct choice. But making that sacrifice to abandon the puppet was something not everyone could do.

But things weren't so simple.

A strange smile appeared on the Extreme Evil Tyrant's face as he pulled a golden talisman from his chest and shook it. The talisman ignited, and with a terrifying roar, a monstrous beast appeared in mid-air.

A Beast Talisman!

Lin Xuan was no stranger to these, but the soul of the beast inside made him envious. Its appearance and aura were formidable; compared to a third-stage monster, it could rival a condensation core cultivator.

The beast roared, intercepting the blood puppet. Meanwhile, the Extreme Evil Tyrant transformed into a red cloud, running with incredible speed towards the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will.

"Brother, struggling is useless. Surrender!"

The Extreme Evil Tyrant wore a mocking expression, like a cat playing with its prey. Just as he was about to make his move, he suddenly frowned, as if sensing something.

Although Lin Xuan prided himself on having superior spiritual awareness compared to his peers, he still fell far short when compared to this old monster. But the astute Lin Xuan noticed an oddity in the demon tyrant's expression and looked towards the southeast.

Could it be...

His guess was correct; moments later, several streaks of light flew towards them at incredible speed, with the White Star Sword Immortal leading the charge.

Lin Xuan's eyes shifted to see Ouyang Qinxin's stunning beauty. Alongside the three top condensation core cultivators were the Blood Demon Ancestor and the Hundred Poison Child.

After killing hundreds of sword thorns, they finally managed to escape from that valley.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel relieved.

Fear turned to joy!

If it had just been a one-on-one battle between the Extreme Evil Tyrant and the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will, he was certain his Heavenly Dust Pill would be useless. But now with so many condensation core cultivators from both sides, even though the demon tyrant was powerful, being only a secondary consciousness, he could only exert limited strength.

With all these forces intertwined, things had been muddied up. Perhaps, there might still be a chance for him.

The various streaks of light stopped. The White Star Sword Immortal and the Blood Demon Ancestor exchanged glances; both showed signs of surprise and suspicion. They had struggled to return here, cursing the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will in their hearts while developing a great fear of him. This man not only possessed vast powers but was also cunning and devious. A single mistake could lead them into his trap!

But from the current situation, it seemed that the demon tyrant was in a terrible state. Could this young man be so formidable? And he had never heard of such a condensation core cultivator before—could he be an isolated cultivator living deep in the mountains?

"Please tell me, friend, what is your name?"

The Extreme Evil Tyrant didn't speak but turned his head and moved his lips slightly as if sending a message to someone. Lin Xuan, as an observer, noticed the Blood Demon Ancestor's suspicious look turn into one of great joy. However, this man was a fox, quickly masking his emotions.

It seemed that the demon tyrant didn't want to reveal his identity!

Lin Xuan could think of this, and so too could the Demon Tyrant of Heaven's Will. He couldn't let him succeed; he laughed loudly: "Extreme Evil Tyrant, when did you learn to be a coward? Are you afraid to show your true self?"

What, Extreme Evil Tyrant?

Everyone except the Blood Demon Ancestor, who had already been informed, changed their expressions dramatically upon hearing this name. They instinctively flew away from that strange young man.

It wasn't because they were scared; all present were condensation core cultivators and had seen many grand scenes. The name alone was too shocking.

First among the Demons! Even a condensation core is difficult for a cultivator to achieve, but this person had formed an Inner Core.
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Although uncertain of its authenticity, the righteous sect members immediately felt a surge of caution. Even that Hundred Poison Boy had a complex expression on his face; he wasn't an adept from the Extreme Demon Cave.

"Ha ha, I just don’t want to bully the weak, isn’t it? Do you really think I need to hide my identity?"

The Sovereign of the Extreme Demon Cavern harbored deep resentment in his heart but also understood the current situation. Hiding was impossible; he might as well admit it openly.

"No... It's impossible. The Sovereign of the Extreme Demon clearly made an appointment with several aunts and uncles, so he should be here..." Wind Thunder Immortal’s voice abruptly stopped because he saw the Ten Thousand Souls Banner in the hands of the young man across from him. That was undoubtedly the Sovereign of the Extreme Demon's innate treasure; it couldn’t possibly be given to anyone else.

The righteous sect adepts exchanged glances and gathered together, but Lin Xuan noticed that the White Star Sword Immortal’s expression seemed somewhat strange.

Could this person...

"Salute the Demon Sovereign!" The Blood Demon Ancestor bowed with a mix of joy and respect. The Hundred Poison Boy also stepped forward to salute, but his reverence was tinged with an indescribable sense of caution.

Everyone harbored ulterior motives; their eyes flickered uncertainly.

"Why, do you still want to snatch the Heavenly Dust Pill while I’m here?" The Sovereign of the Extreme Demon’s face darkened.

No one from the righteous sect dared to speak. Although they weren’t as formidable as the old monsters at the Golden Core stage, each had weathered many storms and turbulent times. If it were the Sovereign of the Extreme Demon himself, they would have scattered in fear long ago. But this young man was clearly an incarnation with his soul possessing a body; otherwise, he wouldn’t have only mid-Core Formation Realm cultivation.

Despite that, no one dared to underestimate him. As the saying went, "A person’s name is like the shadow of a tree." This old monster was undoubtedly the first in the魔道 (Dark Sect). Even the senior aunts and uncles from his sect were wary; how much more so for them?

While theoretically, an incarnate avatar would have reduced cultivation, who knew what kind of extraordinary powers an old monster at the Golden Core stage might possess? After all, they had just witnessed the Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch being chased away in a state of disarray.

Especially seeing that third-stage demon beast, the Earth Beast Soul, their hearts harbored even more caution. However, leaving was not without regret. Of course, everyone present were cunning and wouldn’t be the first to speak up; they all kept quiet while making money.

"Alright!"

The Sovereign of the Extreme Demon laughed wildly. Just as the righteous sect adepts each reached for their storage pouches in anticipation of an old monster suddenly turning hostile, he unexpectedly turned around and addressed the Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch: "Brother, you really have a clever mind. Unveiling my identity and stirring up strife between us right and wrong. Do you want to escape? Don’t waste your efforts."

The righteous sect adepts were taken aback; the monarch’s words made sense, but they were surprised when they realized that these two old monsters were actually brothers.

Before their thoughts could fully form, they saw the Sovereign of the Extreme Demon shake his small banner, and ghostly mists poured out. They coalesced into a giant palm over ten meters long, which fiercely lunged towards the Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch.

"Wait!"

Wind Thunder Immortal gritted his teeth as he saw this scene; despite his reservations, his greed got the better of him. He cast a spell and sent two flying swords out.

"Dare to challenge me!"

The Blood Demon Ancestor roared, transforming into a bloody cloud and also joined in the battle.

The White Star Sword Immortal, Ouyang Qinxin, and that pair of cultivation partners also joined the fray.

The Hundred Poison Boy’s small eyes darted around as he released several potent venomous insects.

In an instant, ghostly mists swirled through the sky, lights flashed wildly, and a grand melee erupted.

Not far away, Lin Xuan remained silent and hidden. No one knew what was going on in his mind.

Although there were occasional skirmishes between right and wrong sects, most of the attacks were directed at the Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch. Under so many powerful enemies, he soon sustained severe injuries and could no longer hold on.

The demon monarch’s face flashed with resolve.

"Stop!"

He shouted fiercely as black light over a meter long erupted from his body. Everyone was startled; even the Sovereign of the Extreme Demon retreated behind him to avoid the sharp edge. Was he about to self-destruct his soul?

Self-destruction, as its name implies, is an ultimate tactic used by cultivators in desperate situations.

Its power was immense, and even a cultivator with much higher strength might find it difficult to withstand. However, few people ever used it.

The reason? The cost was high. In normal combat, even if one’s body disintegrated, there was always the chance of reincarnation. But using this technique meant losing one's soul and spirit, forever ending the opportunity for rebirth. Therefore, unless absolutely necessary or with an inescapable blood feud, no one would willingly use it.

The battle paused.

The Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch had already suffered severe injuries; his eyes glinted with a feral light as he viciously glanced at the powerful enemies surrounding him and unexpectedly burst into laughter: "You’ve gone to great lengths. Do you really just want the Heavenly Dust Pill? Fine, fine, I’ll give it to you!"

He then struck his storage pouch, and an jade bottle flew into his palm.

Everyone’s attention was immediately drawn to this; however, they were skeptical. The Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch had risked destroying his physical body, endured a long journey across thousands of miles, and weathered countless trials just for this precious medicinal herb. Would he really hand it over so easily? Or did he have some hidden scheme?

Thus, although everyone closely watched the demon monarch’s every move, no one dared to make a move.

The Heaven Slaughter Demon Monarch’s eyes flashed with mockery as he opened the bottle and poured out the precious medicinal herb. Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in astonishment.

There were three Heavenly Dust Pills, each snow-white and crystal clear like jade, about the size of dragon eyes.

What stood out was its fragrance; even from a distance, Lin Xuan could easily detect it. It refreshed his spirit as if he had immersed himself in a hot spring.

It was no wonder this was an extraordinary medicinal herb. Among the experts present, all were connoisseurs and showed greedy expressions, including the Sovereign of the Extreme Demon who couldn’t hide his intense desire.

The surroundings fell silent; only the sound of their hearts beating faster could be heard.
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The Heaven-Slaying Demon Lord flipped his hand, and a jade bottle appeared in his palm. The expressions of the other experts flashed with surprise, unsure of his intentions.

Opening the stopper, this time what emerged was a fiery red pill.

"Red Essence Pill!"

Wind Thunder Senior Patriarch's voice cut through the air, filled with excitement. Although far from matching the miraculous effects of Heavenly Dust Pills, Red Essence Pills were still among the rarest elixirs that could increase the power of Condensation Core Stage cultivators.

It was known that the higher one’s realm, the more stringent their need for spiritual herbs. After Golden Core completion, there weren’t just a few elixirs that could enhance one's strength; ancient prescriptions left behind still numbered in dozens. However, each required extremely precious ingredients, making it incredibly difficult to prepare them all.

This Red Essence Pill was indeed an exceptionally effective spirit herb.

Even if the Extreme Demon Sovereign hadn't appeared, Wind Thunder Senior Patriarch understood his position among these experts and knew that obtaining Heavenly Dust Pills would be a distant hope for him.

But strong men eat meat; couldn’t he at least drink some soup? This Red Essence Pill...

Of course, not everyone thought as simply. The Heaven-Slaying Demon Lord hated them to the core, so giving up Heavenly Dust Pills in exchange for survival was understandable. But voluntarily presenting another spirit herb was suspicious. What treacherous plot did he have?

No one wanted to be the first to act and all chose to observe quietly.

"Take the Heavenly Dust Pills if you want them!" The Heaven-Slaying Demon Lord's loud laughter suddenly combined his hands, which held two different spirit herbs. A red light flashed in his palm.

"Not good!"

The Extreme Demon Sovereign reacted fastest; his face turned pale as half of his body was enveloped by dark mist. Again, a monstrous claw like that of a demon ghost appeared and fiercely lunged at the Heaven-Slaying Demon Lord.

"Zzzip..."

Blood splattered, but the Demon Lord showed no sign of dodging. He was directly pierced through the chest by the giant claw. However, the Extreme Demon Sovereign showed no joy at his victory; his face was ashen with anger.

"Haha old demon, even if you are all-powerful, what can you do? I cannot have them, and neither can you."

The Heaven-Slaying Demon Lord threw one of the spirit herbs over. The Demon Sovereign took it, his expression darkening further. The Heavenly Dust Pills and Red Essence Pills had been completely fused by the Heaven-Slaying Demon Fire, making them indistinguishable. In other words, both were impurities and had become waste pills.

"You..."

As an old monster of the Core Formation stage, the Demon Sovereign was extremely cunning. However, he was so enraged that his body trembled with shock. He hadn't expected the opponent to prefer destruction over preservation. Willingly destroying the spirit herbs, leaving them in two pieces.

"Brother Senior, I've already given you the Heavenly Dust Pills. If you have any skill, separate it from the Red Essence Pill."

A large hole was torn through the Demon Lord's chest as blood gushed out, but his expression was smug. Even if he couldn't destroy this old demon in this life, at least he could avenge himself by making him suffer.

The Demon Sovereign stared at the red and white pills in his palm, lost in thought. Core Formation stage cultivators indeed possessed immense power, but they were no different from ordinary small cultivators when faced with such a situation.

When two spirit herbs were fused together, indistinguishable and impure, it was similar to having ruined pills.

Waste pills were harmful to the body and could not be purified or transformed back into useful elixirs. This was common knowledge in the cultivation world.

For centuries, many clever individuals had attempted to salvage waste pills but none succeeded.

Although the Extreme Demon Sovereign considered himself highly intelligent, he wasn't arrogant enough to think he was invincible. He knew that among those with greater wisdom and power, there were certainly some who could not handle waste pills either.

"Very well!" The Extreme Demon Sovereign laughed in anger: "Brother Junior, you're quite ruthless. But doing it so thoroughly, are you afraid I'll drain your soul and purify your essence?"

Before his words finished, his figure blurred and transformed into a grotesque ghost face, lunging at the opponent.

"Drain my soul and purify my essence? Hmph, no need for that old ghost to do it."

The Heaven-Slaying Demon Lord showed no fear. Black rays shot out from his body, not just as a show of power but also gathering spiritual energy over several miles in an instant.

"Self-destruct your core, retreat!"

The Extreme Demon Sovereign's face turned pale with shock; others were equally terrified and transformed into streaks of light, fleeing to the distance.

Boom! A deafening explosion. The Demon Lord’s body was inflated by surging spiritual energy into a round ball, then exploded violently. Terrifying spiritual energy swept across like a hurricane, darkening the sky and obscuring the sun and moon.

Wind Thunder Senior Patriarch's streak of light was the slowest; seeing the explosion’s power approaching, he gritted his teeth and opened his protective barrier.

Two divine swords flashed brightly as the shield supported by magical artifacts should have been extremely sturdy. However, it was like a bubble in a storm, about to burst at any moment!

Others were in similar situations. The self-destruction of one's core was formidable; fleeing now was too late. They could only release their barriers and struggle.

Ouyang Qinxin opened her eyes; the golden shield she had released was already wobbling. Fortunately, if it became stronger, she couldn't imagine what would happen.

The White Sword Immortal had deeper power and remained unharmed. As for the dual-cultivators of Thunder Cloud Manor, though not skilled in defense, they were two people working together; their shield held firm, both surviving safely.

Among the orthodox side, only Wind Thunder Senior Patriarch was unlucky. He was still at the early stage of Condensation Core and had fled slowly. His cultivation technique wasn’t very advanced either. After his protective barrier broke, he was killed by the spiritual energy storm.

Everyone sighed deeply.

"Demon Sovereign, how are you?"

Suddenly, a worried voice entered their ears; it belonged to Blood Demon Ancestor. The orthodox experts were taken aback—could the Extreme Demon Sovereign...

No way!
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The Heaven's Malefic Lord,拼尽全力，魂飞魄散，施展出了必杀神通——元神自爆。其威力自然不止于此。

Both the Daoist and Demon sects' Core Formation Stage experts were merely affected by the blast. The true target of the Malefic Lord was that vicious old monster.

Most of the power from his self-exploding soul had targeted the Extreme Malefic Sovereign.

If it were the original form of the Old Ghost, with his Inner Alchemy Realm techniques, he would have easily withstood such an attack. But now, it was merely a second spirit body.

The Blood Demon Ancestor stared in shock at this scene, feeling both panic and anger.

At this moment, the Extreme Malefic Sovereign had turned into a bloody figure, half of his body shattered, looking quite terrifying.

The Daoist experts exchanged glances, feeling a mix of joy and disbelief. After all, he was the first among the Demon sects; could it really be so easy to defeat him?

A hint of strangeness flashed in the eyes of the Hundred Poisons Child. He seemed to be thinking about something, perhaps a mix of joy and worry.

For a moment, no one spoke except for the Blood Demon's alarmed cries.

"Stop panicking! It’s just a minor injury; nothing more than a drop in the bucket!"

The Extreme Malefic Sovereign waved his Ten Thousand Souls Banner, sending countless ghost mists into the wounds, sealing them up. With only half of his body left, he moved without any discomfort.

In truth, he was extremely relieved. If it were his original form, such an injury would have forced him to leave his essence out and dissolve in battle. But this was just a possessed body...

This body was doomed, but the Malefic Lord cared not for others' lives. All of Heaven's Malefic's efforts had been in vain, only to end up with his soul scattered.

Just as he was about to smile, he seemed to recall something and froze, looking at the remaining Right Hand’s Heavenly Dust Pill. Originally pure white, it now completely fused with the Scarlet Essence Pill, covered in red spots, rendering it utterly useless.

"Accursed!"

The Malefic Lord's face twisted in anger as he gritted his teeth and threw the pill far away.

Seeing the Extreme Malefic Sovereign suffer such a severe injury but remain unperturbed, the Blood Demon Ancestor was both shocked and delighted. The Hundred Poisons Child and the Daoist experts were taken aback; this old monster truly lived up to his reputation.

After discarding the waste pill, although everyone showed extreme regret, no one dared to pick it up. Impurities in a waste pill could not be removed and would harm the user, a consensus among cultivators.

Unbeknownst to them, a young man nearby was overjoyed, having found what he sought after much hardship. After all his efforts, the Heavenly Dust Pill had unexpectedly come into his possession through this method.

Others might find such a waste pill useless, but for him...

Lin Xuan discreetly noted where the waste pill landed and planned to locate it later with his divine sense; it wouldn’t be difficult at all.

While Lin Xuan was secretly delighted, others were extremely disappointed. After so much effort, they had ended up with nothing.

"Senior Brother Tai Bai, Fairy Ouyang, since this is the case, we will take our leave for now."

The male cultivator of the couple bowed and nervously glanced at the Extreme Malefic Sovereign. The disappointment in his heart was obvious; he didn’t want to bear the anger of not receiving a pill.

"Indeed. Brother Cheng, Lady Cheng, may you both journey safely."

Zhang Taibai was even more frustrated. He had agreed with the Blood Demon Ancestor to defect from the Azure Cloud Mountain and join the Extreme Malefic Cavern because of the promise of a Heavenly Dust Pill. But now...

Both sides would have to decide their course of action based on circumstances, but he remained silent as he bowed in return: "Sister, we are leaving."

"Indeed."

Fairy Ouyang Qin responded coolly. The remaining four high-ranking Daoist experts departed, each flying towards the distant horizon.

"The Malefic Lord..."

The Blood Demon Ancestor's eyes flashed with a hint of malice, though he didn’t finish his sentence.

The Extreme Malefic Sovereign waved his hand and dismissed them. Even if it were just a possessed body and severely injured, he wouldn’t want to risk another battle for the sake of a few Core Formation Stage cultivators. That was one reason.

Another was that several of the Three Greats' Inner Alchemy Realm experts had been killed; they would not easily let this go. The timing wasn't right yet, so he didn’t want to provoke conflict between Daoist and Demon sects just now.

Let them leave for now.

"Go!"

The Malefic Lord waved his hand. Although he hadn’t received the Heavenly Dust Pill himself, it was a pity that it hadn’t fallen into the hands of the Daoists either. The split was acceptable.

Neither the Blood Demon Ancestor nor the Hundred Poisons Child dared to disobey and returned with the Malefic Lord to the Heavenly Demon City.

After several hours, the solid ground suddenly began to ripple like water, softening as Lin Xuan slowly emerged from it.

"Too close!"

He cautiously looked around, confirming no one was nearby, then sat down on the ground and panted heavily.

Though he hadn’t fought, hiding his form in front of so many high-ranking cultivators had required intense focus. Once relaxed, he felt even more exhausted than after a battle.

Especially during the Malefic Lord’s self-exploding soul; Lin Xuan had no place to go and couldn’t activate his shield. Fortunately, he carried a soil-dodging talisman.

Of course, activating the talisman was risky. The slight fluctuation in essence energy wouldn’t be noticed by everyone preoccupied with their own survival.

This time, they were fortunate. By using the Concealing Spirit Pill and the secret technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art to conceal his form, he had confidence in fooling Core Formation Stage cultivators but not Inner Alchemy Realm monsters...

This journey through the Kuai Yin Mountains was fraught with danger. Although Lin Xuan couldn’t resist the temptation of the Heavenly Dust Pill, he admitted that when so many experts from both sides arrived, he didn’t hold much hope at first; it was just doing his best and leaving the rest to fate.

Unexpectedly, the situation had taken a dramatic turn. A waste pill?

Lin Xuan smiled smugly as he locked onto where the Malefic Lord discarded the pill and flew over.
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Although he only roughly noted the location where Sovereign Demon discarded his waste pills, Lin Xuan easily found it after fully releasing his divine sense to search.

Looking at the three red and white spirit herbs in his palm, even with Lin Xuan's composure, a hint of excitement still flashed across his face.

Though they appeared devoid of essence energy now, as long as he used the Blue Star Sea for purification...

Of course, based on Lin Xuan’s experience, the higher the grade of the pills, the harder it was to purify. So he wasn’t planning to attempt it right away; when his cultivation reached the peak of Foundation Establishment stage and the volume of the Star Sea increased several times, then he could try again.

Pulling out a jade bottle from his chest, Lin Xuan carefully placed the three pills inside.

This time, for him, this was an ideal conclusion. The Extreme Evil Sovereign and several high-ranking experts from both the Righteous and Demon sects had witnessed the Heavenly Dust Pill become worthless trash. No one could have imagined it would end up in his hands.

Lin Xuan surveyed his surroundings but didn’t leave immediately. After a brief moment of contemplation, he released his divine sense again. This time, the search area was much broader.

After a few moments, Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of disappointment.

He had hoped for more discoveries, such as the techniques or treasures from Demon Tyrant Sovereign, but to no avail.

Theessence soul self-explosion left nothing behind—neither his body nor any storage pouches.

As for the jade cylinder, it was uncertain, but the treasure shouldn’t have been destroyed. Lin Xuan frowned and released his divine sense again, but still found nothing.

Since he couldn’t find anything, Lin Xuan gave up. Just as he was about to leave, something made him pause.

Lin Xuan slowly flew in front of the mountain wall. It looked no different from an ordinary one, yet when he touched it, it felt icy and cool, just like before.

What a marvelous illusion.

A look of admiration appeared on Lin Xuan’s face as he cast a spell with his hand. Several beams of light shot up.

Despite their efforts seeming futile, Lin Xuan showed no surprise. This was the secret lair of Demon Tyrant Sovereign; setting up underground restrictions would be no small feat. If they could easily break through them, that would be strange indeed.

Lin Xuan had little experience with illusions and high-level restrictions but figured that gradually depleting its energy might work to break it down.

Recalling this, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a charming young girl appeared in mid-air.

"Master."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. His son’s strength was not weak either, so he naturally wanted to call her out as an assistant. Together, they could speed up the process of breaking through the restrictions.

Although the return of Righteous or Demon experts was unlikely, Lin Xuan didn’t want to stay here for too long just in case.

His son took out the Jade Snow Ring while Lin Xuan raised Wu Gou. At the same time, he tightly gripped the Hundred Souls Banner and activated his inner essence...

Three days later.

A loud explosion echoed as a dozen-foot-long evil dragon, engulfed in flames, fiercely collided with the mountain wall. However, strangely enough, no stone fragments flew around; after a violent tremor, the mountain wall melted like ice, vanishing completely. In its place, the elegant pavilion reappeared in mid-air.

This was Demon Tyrant Sovereign’s secret lair!

Lin Xuan was overjoyed as he turned off his spells and showed a sense of relief on his face. He remembered that Extreme Evil Sovereign merely spat out some green mist and easily broke through the illusion, unlike him who had been bombarding it for three days.

That was still his secondessence soul avatar with cultivation at the Condensation Core stage.

However, Lin Xuan quickly hid his disappointment. Seeing the gap only spurred him to work harder; one day, he would become a revered master.

He glanced at the pavilion and called his son back before transforming into a flash of light and entering it without hesitation.

Once inside, Lin Xuan was startled.

From the outside, the pavilion appeared very exquisite but wasn’t large—just a three-story building.

But once he entered, he found it vast beyond measure.

Passing through a winding corridor, an estate-like structure appeared in front of him.

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but soon let go of his surprise as he scanned the area with his divine sense and found no other restrictions. Only then did he step forward confidently.

First came a garden filled with exotic birds and beasts. The immortal crane danced gracefully, but upon using his divine sense to observe, Lin Xuan realized they were illusions, though still quite pleasant to look at.

It seemed Demon Tyrant Sovereign also knew how to enjoy himself. Lin Xuan shook his head; one could never judge a book by its cover. He didn’t linger here and directly entered the estate.

Training room!

Lin Xuan glanced at the plaque above and pushed open the door.

This was an approximately seven-meter-long and wide room, empty except for several cushions arranged simply.

A look of disappointment flashed across Lin Xuan’s face as he realized Demon Tyrant Sovereign hadn’t left anything behind. However, instead of leaving immediately, he scanned his surroundings with his divine sense but found nothing.

Lin Xuan sighed and was about to turn around when he decided to check the other rooms since there were no treasures here.

"Wait a minute!"

Just as his right foot stepped over the threshold, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped. His gaze fell on several cushions in the center of the room, his face showing signs of contemplation.

On the surface, nothing seemed out of place—both cultivators and demons needed to practice meditation. A few cushions were normal for a training room.

But there seemed to be too many!

According to Lin Xuan’s knowledge, Demon Tyrant Sovereign was always alone, traveling solo without any friends or disciples.

In other words, this training room was used solely by him.

These cushions… Lin Xuan counted them and found nine in total. The number was clearly excessive.

Of course, most people wouldn’t pay attention to such minor details, but the more he thought about it, the more mysterious it seemed. He turned around and walked towards the cushions.
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Lin Xuan held a small cushion in his hand, feeling it and finding no unusual signs. He then placed it before his eyes to examine more closely, but still saw nothing out of the ordinary.

However, Lin Xuan's face did not show any sign of disappointment. Instead, he directed his spirit energy to his fingertips and gently tugged at it.

"Zhilala," a light tearing sound echoed as fragments flew everywhere, revealing two pieces of paper in front of him.

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan rolled up the papers. They were densely covered with tiny script.

After reading them, he found that they spoke in ancient and profound language, seemingly fragments of some cultivation technique.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as he seemed to be deep in thought. With several more "Zhilala" sounds, he carefully tore apart the remaining cushions, indeed finding two or three pieces of paper inside each one.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan carefully arranged and stored all the papers in his storage bracelet after confirming there were no other items left behind.

Thankful for his meticulousness, Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire the cunning setup by Heavenly Saber Demon Lord. Most cultivators would store their techniques on jade cylinders, which are easy to carry and preserve. But the Demon Lord had chosen a different approach.

The True Scripture of Profound Evil was not an ordinary technique; it was a secret passed down in his sect. The Sovereign Demon Tyrant practiced this method, and as the old monster, he was now the top figure in the demonic path. This made the True Scripture of Profound Evil extremely significant.

Heavenly Saber Demon Lord did not want to risk the technique spreading by accident, so he cleverly set up traps, writing it on paper and hiding them inside cushions. Jade cylinders were items from the immortal realm, with faint spirit energy seeping out, making it difficult to conceal even with prohibitions. If someone stumbled upon his secret lair...

But the Demon Lord's current setup was much more secure because few cultivators would be interested in a few cushions.

Unfortunately, there is no such thing as perfect planning. Lin Xuan, being both shrewd and observant, had managed to obtain this True Scripture of Profound Evil by chance.

After a rough read, the technique seemed vast and profound. Lin Xuan carefully stored it away for further study later.

He then thoroughly searched the room again, ensuring he hadn't missed anything before slowly leaving.

Outside in the garden, Lin Xuan surveyed the remaining rooms: treasure chamber, spirit beast chamber, living quarters, and alchemy room.

Lin Xuan hesitated a moment before walking into the living quarters. The signboard read "Treasure Chamber" in large characters.

Though enticing, Lin Xuan showed no interest in entering. Instead, a playful smile played on his lips as he wondered what he was thinking.

Suddenly, he reached into his robe and took out a Hidden Spirit Pill, swallowing it without hesitation before hiding nearby.

A moment later, several streaks of light flew in from outside. The lights dispersed to reveal six people.

Five men and one woman, all powerful cultivators at the Foundation Establishment stage, with an elderly man leading them as a late-stage expert.

"Brother, is this where Heavenly Saber Demon Lord's secret lair is?"

"Yes, it should be here."

"Strange, why are there no barriers? Could it be fake or set by someone else?" The only woman expressed some concern.

"Don't worry. Ever since Fourth Brother heard by chance that Heavenly Saber Demon Lord had a secret lair in Quinyan Mountains, we Northern Six Heroes have been scouting around. With the Demon Lord's abilities, he must have many treasures here. Unfortunately, Quinyan is too large to find anything, but thanks to his pursuit by both sides of the conflict, we finally got some clues. It should be close," a man with a yellow face said confidently.

"But I still think it’s strange that this pavilion appeared out of nowhere," the woman's expression showed caution.

The leader pondered for a moment: "Sixth Sister has a point. Let's all be cautious."

"Brother, you're overthinking. It must be because Heavenly Saber Demon Lord was pursued by both sides and hurried back to his lair. The enemies followed him, so he couldn't activate the barriers in time," the yellow-faced man said dismissively.

"I agree with Second Brother. Look at the traces of a fierce battle outside. Maybe the Demon Lord just arrived here, opened the barrier, and was immediately pursued by both sides. He didn't have time to enter his lair," another young man, dressed like a scholar, analyzed.

"Fourth Brother, do you think the treasures are still here?" The leader's face lit up with hope.

"It’s highly likely," the scholar confirmed.

"But we don’t know if any of those high-level cultivators entered."

"Don't worry. They were all after the Sky Dust Pill; they wouldn't bother with a lower-grade cultivator's lair."

"Hmph, while the Sky Dust Pill is indeed powerful, it's laughable that so many Foundation Establishment stage cultivators insist on joining in, only to lose their lives. We're much smarter for seeking other treasures of the Sovereign Demon," another man said.

"Enough, Fourth Brother. Stop boasting. Let's act quickly before more cultivators arrive and cause trouble." The woman sounded impatient.

The others nodded in agreement. "Yes, let’s go."

Looking around, they noticed a sign that read "Treasure Chamber."

"Where is it?"

Following the woman's finger, their eyes focused on the golden characters. Each person's eyes glowed with greed.

Lin Xuan remained silent but couldn't help smirking at the sight of the greedy expressions.

The yellow-faced man was about to step forward when someone called out: "Wait!"

"Sixth Sister, what’s wrong?" The woman who had been stopped turned back in surprise.

"Be careful. Check for any barriers," she said calmly.

"The Sixth Sister is right."

The leader took out a spirit tool from his storage bracelet and said, "Brothers, disperse and let me test it."

He pointed at the treasure chamber door, and the spirit tool transformed into a blue light that struck the door. A loud boom echoed but failed to break the door, which instead emitted two green rays that fought with the blue light.

"Sure enough, there's a barrier! Brother, I'll help!"

The others also released their spirit tools, making the sky glow brightly.

After half an hour of fierce combat, the green rays finally succumbed under the combined assault of several spirit tools and fell to the ground. They were two pieces of paper before the door split open.

The room revealed was small, only a few square meters in size. However, upon seeing its contents, all six cultivators' eyes glowed with intense greed.

Cultivators found crystals extremely valuable for cultivation, crafting, and battles—almost like currency. Most Foundation Establishment stage cultivators typically owned just a few hundred crystals.

But the ground was littered with them, mostly mid-grade ones.

However, this wasn't the most striking thing.

In the center of the stone house stood an elegant weapon rack made of jade, divided into three levels. The first two levels were filled with spirit tools, including several high-grade pieces. But what caught everyone's attention was the third level, where a golden ruler lay.

Its surface bore magnificent golden runes that exuded spirit energy.

"Treasure!"

Several cultivators exclaimed in unison. For them, it was an invaluable existence; even if they couldn't use it due to their cultivation stage, they could easily exchange it for countless treasures.

Next to the golden ruler was a small jade bottle, which contained spirit pills of extraordinary quality.

"Brother, we hit the jackpot!"

"Haha, with these crystals and treasures, forming a Golden Core isn't impossible in the future!"

"Yes, I didn't expect Heavenly Saber Demon Lord to be so wealthy."

"We can't afford to wait. Take them now!"

The six rushed into the treasure chamber, but Lin Xuan remained hidden, watching calmly as he was fully prepared for what would come next.
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Six figures rushed into the treasure room, some lunging for the crystal stones on the ground while others greedily reached out to grab the spiritual artifacts hanging from the weapon rack. Each of them appeared smug and satisfied with their loot. However, just as they were about to enjoy their spoils, a sudden change in the atmosphere occurred. A fierce wind blew through, scattering all the treasures across the room, leaving an empty expanse in its wake. The sky darkened, and countless ghostly apparitions roamed around.

"Wh-What's happening?" The six men were stunned, their faces showing signs of confusion and panic.

"Big Brother!"

"It’s a trap! We’ve been tricked! All the treasures we saw earlier were illusions," the leading elder finally realized, his face turning ashen white.

"What do we do now?"

There was no time for discussion. The array activated, and the ghostly apparitions lunged at them viciously. The six men could only summon their spiritual artifacts to fight back desperately.

Lin Xuan emerged from the shadows. He saw everything clearly but showed no signs of surprise on his face.

Treasure room?

Tianzha Demonic Sovereign was not a fool. In fact, this old monster's cunning was unparalleled in Lin Xuan’s experience.

Would he really set up such an obvious trap by piling all the treasures together and marking it as the treasure room?

From the start, Lin Xuan had no intention of entering; there was a high likelihood that everything inside was a trap.

After seeing the restraints outside the treasure room, Lin Xuan became even more certain. The setup was too simple. It was obvious to anyone with common sense, but these six fools had fallen right into it!

Lin Xuan stood silently at the entrance of the treasure room without moving or leaving.

A moment later, several惨叫声 reached his ears. The array was incredibly powerful; the Six Heroes of the Northern Desert were no weaklings—each a successful cultivator—but they could only hold out for a brief moment before their blood splattered everywhere.

After the six fell, the illusion vanished, and the room returned to its original state. Crystal stones, spiritual artifacts, magical treasures, and pills were all neatly arranged on the central rack in the room.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

Clearly, this was a trap set by the Demonic Sovereign. There were no treasures inside for certain.

Another person might have left at this point; fools would not risk their lives without any gain.

But Lin Xuan had different thoughts. The array before him was impressive and clearly not made with inferior array talismans but with more advanced items like array disks and flags.

In other words, the array could be reused multiple times.

It was known that in the cultivation world, array masters were even rarer than alchemists, and genuine array talismans were as rare as phoenix feathers. Let alone arrays constructed using array disks and flags!

Lin Xuan had visited many markets but never bought any array tools. This set before him was naturally worth taking.

Of course, it would take some effort to claim it, but Lin Xuan felt that the trouble was worthwhile.

He called out his familiar once again.

A streak of light shot out, its brilliance spreading. Lin Xuan turned and looked at the floating pavilion in the air, then casually summoned a flying sword.

The dazzling sword light sliced through the pavilion, reducing it to rubble. The Demonic Sovereign's final secret lair was destroyed along with it.

Looking at the dust on the ground, Lin Xuan stood silently for a moment before vanishing into the distance.

This收获 was truly significant.

Apart from the Heaven Dust Pill, he also obtained treasures left behind in the Demonic Sovereign’s cave.

The True Scripture of Profound Evil and the spirit beast's egg were invaluable. Even the array set up in the fake treasure room was no small matter.

With his and his familiar's combined efforts, they managed to break it after half a month without any host.

Lin Xuan found not only the array disks and flags but also an jade cylinder containing instructions for the array.

The Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array!

Lin Xuan had never heard of this name before, but according to the instructions in the cylinder, the array was incredibly powerful. Even condensation core stage experts would have a hard time breaking it free from its confines.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; wasn't this array comparable to some major sects' protective mountain arrays?

After all, those sects’ protection arrays required multiple, even dozens of cultivators to activate. But with the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array, he could manage alone, making it much more advanced and useful.

He flew towards the Spirit Medicine Mountain in high spirits, unaware that others were feeling extremely frustrated at this distance.

On the other side of the world, on the White Cloud Mountain, Tai Bai Sword Immortal and Ouyang Qinxin returned to a cave behind the mountain after their mission. The area around the cave was brimming with spiritual energy, far more than any other place.

As condensation core stage experts, Tai Bai Sword Immortal and Ouyang Qinxin were highly respected, but here they moved cautiously, not daring to breathe a sigh of relief.

Tai Bai Sword Immortal took out a sound transmission talisman, his lips moving silently as he whispered something. He then waved his hand, sending the talisman into the cave.

Moments later, the white mist cleared, revealing a path.

The two exchanged glances and walked in.

This was the forbidden territory of the Three Giants of Youzhou's White Cloud Mountain; even the True Incarnation of the sect could not enter without urgent matters.

White Cloud Mountain's dominance over Youzhou, and its current status as the top among the three giants, was due to two senior Immortal Elders.

The Origin Dust Cave was where these two old monsters practiced in seclusion.

To ordinary cultivators, Immortal Stage experts were unattainable beings who could move mountains with a flick of their fingers. At that level, they rarely dealt with mundane matters unless it concerned the prosperity or decline of their sect.
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The heavy stone door opened, revealing the figures of two elders. Their beards and hair were all white, yet they showed no signs of age; instead, they exuded a transcendent aura, much like deities from legends.

The only difference was that the elder on the left wore Taoist robes while the one on the right wore a green robe.

"Disciple pays respects to Senior Uncle," Great White Sword Immortal and Ouyang Qinxin simultaneously performed a respectful bow.

However, the elder seemed not to notice them at all.

The two Condensation Core experts did not show any signs of impatience as they stood respectfully by their side.

After a long while, the elder on the left drew in the mist surrounding his body and slowly opened his eyes. "Did you two fail to bring back the Heavenly Dust Pill?"

"Senior Uncle's forgiveness is requested. That Malevolent Tyrant Demon was cornered and destroyed the spirit pill," Ouyang Qinxin replied.

"Hmm, recount the events that transpired in detail."

"Yes, Senior Uncle." Compared to the cold-hearted Ouyang Qinxin, Great White Sword Immortal was more skilled with words, so he immediately narrated the events that occurred in Kuinyan Mountain Range to the elder.

"What, did that Extreme Evil Sovereign also go there?" Although the earlier part of their story involved many dangers, the elder's expression remained calm until they mentioned the Extreme Evil Sovereign. At this point, the婴期 (Incubation Stage) old monster was visibly moved: "Truly that old monster. Did you not make a mistake?"

"Report to Senior Uncle, the Demon Sovereign's appearance differs from his portrait, and his cultivation is only at the middle stage of Condensation Core. The Malevolent Tyrant Demon said so, and the Blood Demon Ancestor follows him as well," Ouyang Qinxin reported.

"Can he use the Ten Thousand Souls Banner?" The old Taoist pondered for a moment. "Based on this, it is indeed Extreme Evil. After all, no one other than the Incubation Stage cultivator can use their own命宝 (Life-Bearing Treasure). Continue,"

---

About half an hour later.

"Such was the matter. We were unable to retrieve the Heavenly Dust Pill and ask for your punishment."

"Never mind. Since that old monster personally came, even if it's just his soul possessing a body, you two couldn't have resisted him. This is my oversight; there's no need for self-blame," the elder sighed with a gentle expression.

"Thank Senior Uncle!"

"You may retire now!"

"Yes!"

Great White Sword Immortal and Ouyang Qinxin performed a respectful bow before retreating.

"S Brother, what do you think of the underlying implications in this matter? We old fellows have secretly decided not to interfere in the Heavenly Dust Pill's acquisition. How could Extreme Evil be able to split his body and go to Kuinyan Mountain Range when he was clearly playing chess with us?"

"This…" The elder in green robes opened his eyes, furrowing his brows as he began to ponder. Suddenly, his expression changed, revealing a hint of fear.

This kind of expression on an Incubation Stage cultivator was truly inconceivable. The old Taoist was also greatly surprised: "What is it, Brother? Did you recall something?"

"Senior Brother, the Extreme Evil Sovereign we played against could not have been someone pretending to be him,"

"Of course not. You and I, along with the two old monsters from Thunder Cloud Manor and One-Line Gorge, are all Incubation Stage beings. How could it be a fake?" The old Taoist was clearly displeased.

"But Senior Brother, that's not what I meant." The elder in green sighed: "Think about it, the Demon Sovereign we played against is real, but Zhang Taibai said another Extreme Evil Sovereign appeared in Kuinyan Mountain Range. Although their appearances differ, they can use life-bearing treasures like the Ten Thousand Souls Banner. What does this mean? Can't Senior Brother figure it out?"

"You're saying…" The old Taoist was speechless, seemingly shocked by his own guess. He then raised his voice: "Impossible! You're saying that old monster cultivated a second Incarnation Soul?"

"There's nothing impossible about it." The elder in green remained calm: "Unlike us, who are only at the early stages of Incubation Stage, that old monster has entered the middle stage. As magic cultivators' techniques are inherently strange, it is within reason for an old monster to cultivate a second Incarnation Soul."

The old Taoist fell silent. Although he was unwilling to accept this, he had to admit that Extreme Evil's talent indeed surpassed theirs.

His expression became grave: "If true, then things will be quite troublesome. Second Incarnation Souls have not been cultivated in our cultivation world for at least a thousand years. Could it really be the decline of Dao and rise of magic?"

"You needn't worry too much," the elder in green smiled slightly: "From Zhang Taibai's description, Extreme Evil Sovereign's second Incarnation Soul is only just forming its Condensation Core, so his cultivation isn't very high. You know that cultivating a second Incarnation Soul after the first one is ten times harder, and if it fails, even the primary Incarnation Soul will be greatly damaged. The old monster might not dare to attempt this; although he has great talent, achieving two Incarnation Souls with equal cultivation and merging them into a dual Incarnation Realm should be impossible."

"Still, having a second Incarnation Soul would significantly boost his power," the old Taoist still seemed worried: "Even if his second Incarnation Soul is only at the Condensation Core stage, the old monster's strength isn't just that of an Incubation Stage plus a Condensation Core."

"I understand this. Otherwise, cultivating a second Incarnation Soul wouldn't be one of the most powerful techniques for Incubation Stage cultivators. But what does it matter? The Daoist sect now has another Incubation Stage old monster, but we have four at the same stage, enough to suppress him. However…" At this point, the elder in green's face showed a hint of regret: "Originally, I successfully formed my Condensation Core last time and with Senior Brother, Mount Bieyun had two Incubation Stage cultivators. Although we are still on par with One-Line Gorge and Thunder Cloud Manor as the three major powers, our strength far exceeds theirs. If given another… no, fifty years, Mount Bieyun would surely dominate the Daoist sect and become the dominant force in Youzhou. But now…"

"Indeed, time is against us," the old Taoist sighed: "With the rise of magic sects and their eager movements, along with that ambitious Extreme Evil Sovereign, we can only temporarily put aside our expansion plans and cooperate with other forces."

"Hmph, isn't it just the Demon Sovereign who has such ambitions? Have you not thought about Lingyao Mountain?" The elder in green's face showed a hint of cold laughter.
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"Spirit Medicine Mountain?" The old Taoist's eyes flashed with surprise. "Junior brother, what do you mean by that? Spirit Medicine Mountain is merely renowned for its alchemy techniques; the strength of cultivators there is insignificant. Even the sect leader is only at the Foundation Establishment stage."

"Humph! Foundation Establishment stage!"

The gray-robed elder, though a junior brother, was clearly skilled in calculation and sneered. "Brother Senior, you're thinking too simply. I used to believe that as well, but this time with the emergence of Heavenly Dust Pill..."

"What does this have to do with the Heavenly Dust Pill?"

"Brother Senior, haven't you thought about it? The founder of Spirit Medicine Mountain was originally just considered a wandering cultivator obsessed with alchemy techniques. No one suspected he could be an expert at the Core Formation stage, let alone someone who could produce such miraculous spirit medicine as the Heavenly Dust Pill. How could a sect founded by him consist of mere waste?"

"Junior brother, you mean..."

"Correct. I suspect they're playing the role of a pig to eat tiger. The strength of Spirit Medicine Mountain is definitely not third-rate. Although we don't know if there are Core Formation stage experts, there must be many Core Condensation stage cultivators. A first-rate sect like this being so low-key and without ambition—what kind of sect would that be?"

"Hmm, Junior brother makes a valid point. What should we do..."

"For now, let's not act rashly. However, we can send disciples..."

The gray-robed elder's voice gradually softened until he began whispering to his senior brother.

Just as the two Core Formation stage experts were secretly discussing, another transmission talisman flew into their cave dwelling. The gray-robed elder reached out and caught it; the transmission talisman transformed into a flame of light that fell into his palm.

After injecting his spirit sense into it, he revealed an odd expression on his face after a moment.

"Junior brother, what's wrong?"

"It's that girl, Ouyang. You should check for yourself!" He handed over the transmission talisman.

...

A while later, the old Taoist raised his head with a very displeased expression. "Impossible. How could Master Zhang Tai Bai be an insider?"

"There is nothing impossible."

Although the gray-robed elder was equally shocked inside, he calmly analyzed the situation: "Ouyang's girl's transmission talisman clearly states that she was ambushed by that short boy named Miao during her previous meeting with White Clouds. This time in Kuinyin Mountain Range, after a fierce battle against Red-Eyed, she sent out distress signals but didn't receive any response."

"Perhaps it's just coincidence. Master Zhang Tai Bai also encountered trouble at the same time," the old Taoist analyzed reluctantly.

"There is indeed that possibility." A shadow of gloom flashed across the gray-robed elder's face: "But now, the Extreme Demon Sovereign has ambitious plans, and our sects are wary of each other, ready to act. Better safe than sorry..."

"Still, Master Zhang Tai Bai has been a disciple at our Azure Cloud Mountain for over two hundred years. Moreover, among Core Condensation stage disciples, his strength stands out. Recently, when Senior Neimen wanted to retreat and attempt the False婴 realm, he proposed that Master Zhang Tai Bai temporarily take on the role of sect leader. We treated him well. Could he really be ungrateful?"

"Man proposes, God disposes." The gray-robed elder sighed: "Compared to Zhang Tai Bai, I'd rather believe Ouyang Qinxin's words. With her character, she wouldn't make unfounded accusations without a seven-layered certainty. And Master Zhang Tai Bai... that boy has a good reputation but is very pragmatic. If there are enough benefits, he could be bought by the Evil Sect."

"Should we..."

"Do not worry, Brother Senior. We haven't confirmed him as an insider yet. If it turns out to be Ouyang's overthinking, so be it. But if this is true, we can use his suspicions against him and give that old demon a surprise. In any case, don't alert the enemy; just keep a close watch." After returning to her cave dwelling, she reflected on their recent journey through Kuinyin Mountain Range. The evidence of Zhang Tai Bai's connection with evil sects was almost certain. After much deliberation, she informed her two senior brothers but deliberately omitted any mention of Lin Xuan. This matter was significant, and she didn't want to involve Lin Xuan.

Thinking of that young man, Ouyang Qinxin's face showed a complex expression.

Several thousand miles away,

"Achoo!"

Lin Xuan sneezed as his light form descended. Standing atop the mountain, he gazed into the distance with an expressionless face, struggling and hesitating for a long time before making up his mind.

Originally, after leaving Kuinyin Mountain Range, Lin Xuan intended to return to Spirit Medicine Mountain to continue his seclusion and cultivation. Although this trip was mostly uneventful and fruitful, he had to admit that much of the success came from his sharp wit and good fortune.

However, Lin Xuan knew that luck is too ephemeral; in the face of absolute strength, scheming would be useless. To advance on the path of immortals, cultivation was most important.

Thus, according to his original plan, he intended to immediately retreat upon returning to Spirit Medicine Mountain and at least reach the peak of Foundation Establishment stage.

Only then could he have some self-preservation ability.

However, during his journey back, Lin Xuan passed through a marketplace. He stopped there intending to sell some items from his storage bracelet.

After all, among the treasures obtained this time—besides the True Scripture of Evil Magic and the beast eggs—there were many that weren't useful. For example, after breaking the array in the fake treasure room, Lin Xuan naturally took possession of the six fallen cultivators' storage bracelets.

Besides picking out some useful items, he planned to sell the rest for crystal stones and then purchase materials needed for cultivation. This time, he decided to retreat for about two or thirty years.

However, coincidentally, in the marketplace, he overheard many cultivator discussions, mostly about anecdotes from the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan hadn't paid much attention at first. The most discussed topic was the Heavenly Dust Pill. And that spirit medicine was safely stored in his storage bracelet; there was no need to worry about arousing suspicion.

He was just preparing to leave when several cultivators' words shocked him!
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"Brother Ma, was the Dusty Pill really as miraculous as everyone says? Not only can it help a cultivator in the Foundation Establishment Great Perfection stage easily condense their core, but even for those trying to form an元婴, it greatly enhances their chances?"

"Yes, this effect is too extraordinary. Could it be that the rumors are false?"

"Companions, don't believe these rumors. This is a fact," said the middle-aged cultivator. "When I first heard about this news, my reaction was similar to yours. However, with the Three Great Factions and the three sects of the Demon Sect each sending several Core Formation experts to vie for it, this rumor likely holds some truth."

"Then who ended up getting it?"

"No one did. The Tyrant Demon Lord, in his desperation, destroyed the Dusty Pill," said Brother Ma, spitting out saliva as he narrated. Although he added a few embellishments, the overall scene was accurate.

Lin Xuan frowned, wondering whose information this might be from. However, upon reconsidering, he felt relieved. If the Dusty Pill had indeed become worthless, it would mean greater safety for him.

After hearing the narration, several cultivators sighed in dismay over the destruction of a precious medicinal herb. It was truly regrettable. Just as they were lamenting, a monkey-faced cultivator spoke up mysteriously: "Although the Tyrant Demon Lord destroyed the Dusty Pill he had, there might still be such a pill in existence."

"What?" Lin Xuan and others were greatly surprised by this statement, their attention fully captured.

"Companion Zhang, what do you mean by that?"

"Haha, I wouldn't speak without reason," said the monkey-faced man proudly. "Do your fellow cultivators know where the Dusty Pill originated from?"

"It's obvious; it came from a secret cave of the Tyrant Demon Lord and is said to be a relic left behind by Elder Trueman Dusty," said a young cultivator dismissively.

"That’s right." The monkey-faced man revealed an eerie smile. "Who was Elder Trueman Dusty? He was the founder of Spirit Herb Mountain. If he could create the Dusty Pill, wouldn’t there still be some in existence on the mountain?"

"Perhaps…" Everyone fell into deep thought for a long time. An old man spoke up: "There is some logic to it. However, the Dusty Pill’s effects are so extraordinary that its creation must have been extremely difficult. There might only be a few such pills, and Elder Trueman Dusty may have obtained them by chance."

"That's wrong," said another cultivator. "While creating the Dusty Pill is indeed very difficult, Spirit Herb Mountain consists of a group of mad alchemists. After a thousand years of accumulation, even if they failed many times, surely there must be at least one successful attempt and some Dusty Pills created."

"Right, Brother Zhang's words are correct. Even without the Dusty Pill, other less effective medicinal herbs would still exist. Spirit Herb Mountain keeps its treasures hidden, unwilling to show them off…"

Hearing this, Lin Xuan left the market square and stopped on a small hill with pleasant scenery. Recalling the scene from before, his expression was uncertain. Others might not understand, but he knew that Spirit Herb Mountain had deeper waters than imagined. Although he was the junior sect leader in a foggy state of mind, he still understood more about the inner workings compared to outsiders.

---

The Dusty Pill?

Lin Xuan could be certain that there was no such thing as the Dusty Pill at present within his own sect. Even if some powerful experts were secretly cultivating now, including old monsters of the元婴 stage, none would match Elder Trueman Dusty's extraordinary talent.

Such a pill with effects reaching divine levels couldn't have been created by mere chance. The creation of the Dusty Pill must have involved immense effort from Elder Trueman Dusty in his time.

In short, Spirit Herb Mountain didn’t possess such medicinal herbs now. However, Lin Xuan was aware of this situation, but the sect's disciples knew it as well. Other cultivators might not understand alchemy and thus couldn't fathom how difficult it was to create such a divine medicinal herb.

An outsider would see only the spectacle, while an insider would see the subtleties. Many people like the monkey-faced cultivator likely shared this view.

What could happen next was easy to predict: ordinary cultivators wouldn’t be tempted by rumors, but with the allure of Spirit Herb Mountain, many would be drawn in.

Although Spirit Herb Mountain held a high status, under the temptation of precious medicinal herbs, most cultivators couldn't resist. Small animals and cats posed no threat, as Lin Xuan knew his sect had hidden experts behind its facade. However, if powerful figures like the Three Great Factions or even the Tyrant Demon Lord decided to intervene…

Although such a scenario was unlikely, these old monsters were cunning and wouldn’t blindly believe rumors. But one could never be too careful; in the face of temptation, if they truly lost their minds…

That would bring great trouble for Spirit Herb Mountain.

As a disciple and junior sect leader, Lin Xuan couldn't remain uninvolved. If he was drawn into such conflicts, he would face various dangers and wouldn’t have time to focus on cultivation.

Lin Xuan didn’t want this situation.

What could be done?

Leave? That was one option. He had all his treasures with him; why return to Spirit Herb Mountain when he could find a new place for cultivation?

It sounded tempting—far from trouble, pursuing the path of immortality—but Lin Xuan hesitated, unable to make up his mind. After all, under the tree's shade, it was cool. As just a Foundation Establishment cultivator without a sect as a *mountain*, his future would be difficult.

Now that Lin Xuan had broader perspectives and experiences, he understood that becoming an independent cultivator wasn’t easy. In this world of survival of the fittest, ordinary independent cultivators faced many obstacles unless they were Golden Core experts. Without power backing them, true cultivation was just a dream.

Moreover, humans are not plants; who could remain emotionless? Master Tongyu treated him well, and leaving without saying goodbye seemed…

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t foolish. He knew his own safety was paramount. If truly dangerous, he wouldn't share the same fate with Spirit Herb Mountain; he would surely act like a man running away from danger.
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Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment, weighing the pros and cons. Suddenly, he transformed into a streak of startling light that broke through the air.

The direction in which he fled was precisely toward the location of Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Deciding to return to his sect first, Lin Xuan reasoned that this was just his analysis, and whether or not the rumors would spread and bring great trouble to Spirit Medicine Mountain remained uncertain. Perhaps it was just his overthinking.

Moreover, even if things truly became unmanageable, he could still make a quick escape by "shoeing oil" himself. Although he held the title of Junior Sect Leader, those old monsters wouldn't really care about him as a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

Believing that leaving would be easy when the time came, this was his worst-case scenario. If no one believed the rumors, he could continue staying at Spirit Medicine Mountain, enjoying its sheltered benefits without worrying too much about its hidden strength or the high status of a Refinement Alchemist who could interact with both the Daoist and Demon sects.

Looking around, everything on Spirit Medicine Mountain seemed unchanged—majestic green mountains stood tall, suggesting no trouble as he had anticipated. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel surprised; was it really just his overthinking?

"Immortal Master!"

A young disciple respectfully bowed, a member of the outer sect of Spirit Medicine Mountain.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan glanced at him and felt familiar, though he could not recall his name. It wasn’t surprising given that as an alchemy expert, they needed many hands for sorting herbs or tending to furnaces, so there were more outer sect disciples than in other sects. Even with his superior memory, it was impossible to recognize every single one.

"Has anything unusual happened recently within the sect?"

"Unusual?" The young disciple paused, then cautiously replied: "Master Immortal, everything is well here; no unusual incidents have occurred."

"Alright, you may go now!"

"Yes!"

Watching the young disciple's back disappear, Lin Xuan felt a heavy stone lifted from his heart. Although outer sect disciples had low status, if the sect faced significant changes, they would certainly know about it. Since this disciple seemed unaware, it indicated no real danger.

It appeared he was overthinking things. The few fellows in the market district were just scattered cultivators with limited experience. Meanwhile, the leaders of major sects were well-versed and cunning; they wouldn't believe such vague rumors.

As long as the Three Great Sectors and the Supreme Demon Sovereign didn’t covet Spirit Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan wasn’t worried about the minor factions. The waters at Spirit Medicine Mountain ran deep; among its secluded elders, there were likely many Core Formation stage experts, possibly even some Incarnation Stage monsters. Dealing with such small matters would be a mere formality.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a playful smile as he returned to his cave dwelling.

He directly entered the alchemy room and set up restrictions at the entrance before beginning to clean up the treasures from Quinyun Range.

The most important was naturally the Heavenly Dust Pill, though it had completely merged with Scarlet Origin Pill, losing all its essence energy. But if he could use Blue Star Sea for purification...

Lin Xuan happily admired his find before carefully storing it in a storage bracelet.

Next, he took out The True Scripture of Profane Evil. When he first obtained this strange book, Lin Xuan had only skimmed through it, finding the language archaic and the meanings profound. He hadn’t had time to study its techniques thoroughly. However, both Supreme Demon Sovereign and Heavenly Saber Demon Lord were prodigies; their cultivation methods would likely be top-grade.

Now back in his domain, he naturally wanted to delve into this book deeply.

Lin Xuan focused on the paper in his hand.

The sun gradually set, and darkness enveloped the cave.

Lin Xuan stretched out a hand, flicking it. A beam of white light shot forth, circling above him before condensing into an egg-sized ball of light.

Gentle light filled the cave as if it were daybreak.

Lin Xuan remained motionless, continuing to read by the light.

Thus, until dawn broke and the sun rose over the horizon, Lin Xuan finally withdrew his thoughts, lifting his head.

His expression was peculiar—mixed with joy and worry.

Actually, Lin Xuan had not finished reading this technique in full; he had only skimmed through most of it. But already, he felt deeply moved.

No wonder Heavenly Saber Demon Lord possessed such power, and Supreme Demon Sovereign was hailed as the top of the Demon sect. This technique was indeed extraordinary—far beyond just "precious."

What surprised Lin Xuan even more was that this wasn’t a common cultivation method for demons; rather, it was a ghost cultivation technique.

It was well-known that ghost cultivators were a branch of demon cultivators, but they were far more mysterious and rare compared to ordinary demon cultivators.

Although Lin Xuan had suspected when he saw Supreme Demon Sovereign using the Ten Thousand Soul Banner, reading The True Scripture of Profane Evil confirmed his suspicions. The top demon cultivator was actually a ghost cultivator.

This discovery left Lin Xuan both worried and elated.

On one hand, as a high-level ghost cultivation technique, it could be practiced. The stronger her power, the greater its help would be to him.

But on the other hand, Lin Xuan felt extremely disappointed!

In general, if it had been a regular demon cultivation method, although he couldn’t practice it himself, he could still use the various secret techniques directly.

However, ghost cultivation methods were different.

To understand, ghost cultivators, while also part of the quest for immortality, differed significantly from both cultivators and demon cultivators. Those who practiced ghost cultivation techniques included not only humans but also souls like Lin Xian with special constitutions.

Meanwhile, those seeking immortality often spoke of essence energy, a broad term. In reality, there were two types: yang essence energy and yin essence energy.

For ordinary cultivators or demon cultivators, the essence energy they inhaled was yang essence energy. However, ghost cultivators required precisely opposite yin essence energy.
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Just to clarify, ghost cultivators were simply too rare compared to ordinary cultivators. Even many low-rank cultivators didn't know that qi essence had yin and yang distinctions; they usually just referred to it as yang qi.

In other words, since Lin Xuan absorbed a different type of qi essence from ghost cultivators, the spiritual energy within his body naturally differed significantly. It also had yin and yang distinctions.

Thus, while cultivators couldn't practice ordinary demonic techniques, many secret arts could still be learned accurately because their fundamental source of spiritual energy was the same; they just differed in how they were cultivated.

However, even ordinary cultivators, let alone those who practiced dark magic, could never learn ghost cultivation's secret arts. These spells required "yin qi essence" to activate.

It felt like a mountain of treasures was right in front of him but he couldn't enter it. Lin Xuan could only envy the myriad divine powers detailed in the latter half of *True Scripture of Profane Demons*.

Although his *Nine Heavens Profound Technique* was no less precious than *True Scripture of Profane Demons*, and perhaps even more so, the saying "a jade for a stone" still applied. Lin Xuan remained envious.

Moreover, there was another issue that depressed him: while *Nine Heavens Profound Technique* was an incredibly powerful top-tier cultivation method, it could dominate the cultivation world if mastered to perfection, but this required reaching the Great Transcendence stage.

In other words, one needed to condense their essence core first.

For Lin Xuan, that seemed too distant. He had only just reached middle-stage Foundation Establishment and was far from even condensing his essence core, let alone the ethereal and elusive essence core problem. Who knew when he would achieve it?

As for *Nine Heavens Profound Technique*, although its origin was unknown to Lin Xuan, after so much practice, based on his own experience, this should be a daoist cultivation method that emphasized solid foundations and profound true energy. In simpler terms, those who practiced this technique needed extraordinary perseverance, taking one step at a time until small streams became rivers, and rivers turned into seas before they could unleash astonishing divine powers.

Originally, Lin Xuan's nature suited this technique well. It didn't require high talent but emphasized character and perseverance. While he couldn't claim to have exceptional talent, his tenacity was unmatched by anyone.

Failing hundreds of times hadn't fazed him; he dared to venture into the first layer of the Heart Refinement Path, a path that even Foundation Establishment cultivators might struggle with.

This technique seemed tailor-made for him.

However, perfection in all things is rare. *Nine Heavens Profound Technique* was no exception. Once it reached its peak, it could indeed be used freely, but before then, except for the Qi Gathering Art and Thousand Illusions Transformation, *Nine Heavens Profound Technique*'s power was not much different from that of a regular technique.

In fact, one might even say its early-stage power was only second-rate.

This truly troubled Lin Xuan. Although he understood the principle of hard work leading to success, *Nine Heavens Profound Technique* needed to show its top-tier power after condensing his essence core, and who knew how long that would take?

During this time, in terms of strength among peers, Lin Xuan could only be considered weak. Of course, relying on his intelligence and a large number of treasures, he had no problem facing opponents with higher cultivation levels, but without powerful divine powers, he was bound to suffer.

Thinking about it made him feel both amused and depressed; he had been practicing what everyone aspired for, yet in the Foundation Establishment stage, this became a weakness!

Lin Xuan wasn't without considering supplementing his practice with another technique. After all, many cultivators delved into other divine arts beyond their main techniques.

While the saying went that it was better to specialize than to learn broadly, there were still numerous benefits to learning from various sources.

This seemed like a solution, but Lin Xuan's requirements were high. Since *Nine Heavens Profound Technique* fell short in its power during the Foundation Establishment stage, the supplementary technique needed to be extremely powerful.

Moreover, he knew his own situation well; although he wasn't lacking in medicinal pills, his talent was not high, so supplementing a second technique would require much more effort. Thus, this technique should be easy to learn.

On the surface, only two conditions seemed necessary, but they were already quite stringent: it needed to be both easy to learn and powerful. Such techniques were hard to find!

Lin Xuan frequented markets hoping to find treasures, but now he had almost given up on that path because most of the techniques in the market were entry-level or for the Flexible Spirit Period. Occasionally, there might be Foundation Establishment stage techniques, but they were mostly trash, and even ordinary ones were rare, let alone excellent top-tier techniques.

Like with array formations and medicinal pills, he couldn't find them even if he had crystals.

Of course, after learning about the hidden strength of Spirit Herb Mountain, his sect compared to the Three Great Families wasn't necessarily inferior. There were definitely many top-tier techniques, but as a newly appointed headmaster, Lin Xuan was still in the dark regarding Master Peng's true intentions.

With his astuteness, he wouldn't seek help from him out of fear of bringing disaster upon himself. Regret would come too late then.

On one hand, Lin Xuan relied on Spirit Herb Mountain to stay cool; on the other, he observed to see what benefits he could gain. In short, he planned carefully before acting.

With a "no stone unturned" mentality, this supplementary technique matter dragged on until he obtained *True Scripture of Profane Demons*, which sparked his curiosity.

He wondered if fate was playing a joke on him; not only did this scripture fit all his requirements—simple to learn and with powerful divine powers—it also contained bizarre and extraordinary techniques.

But the more so, the more depressed he became. Why did it have to be a ghost cultivation technique? To activate it required yin qi essence.

But where could Lin Xuan get that? Yin and yang qi essences were incompatible; in other words, ordinary cultivators couldn't become ghost cultivators unless they first self-destructed their own cultivation.

The two types of qi would fight within the body, leading to the cultivator's death.

Lin Xuan sat quietly for a moment before resuming his focus on *True Scripture of Profane Demons* and continuing his reading.

Several hours later, he suddenly stood up with a "hmm" sound. His expression was complex but tinged with extreme joy.
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Just now, Lin Xuan had only read through half of the *True Scripture of Profound Yin and Evil*. Now he finished browsing the remaining part.

At the end of the cultivation technique, it actually recorded a secret method for transforming yin and yang. After practicing this divine power, one could freely convert their essence qi between yin and yang within their body.

In other words, this broke the restriction that ghost cultivators couldn't practice ordinary cultivator techniques. Lin Xuan's obstacle in refining *The True Scripture of Profound Yin and Evil* was now removed.

It truly felt like being at a dead end only to find a new path. The joy in Lin Xuan's heart was obvious, so he quickly sank his spirit awareness back into it to carefully experience the yin-yang secret technique.

However, just a moment later, Lin Xuan's brows tightened together in worry. After another while, he sighed and stood up.

Empty joy; this *Yin-Yang Art* turned out to be only fragments. The *True Scripture of Profound Yin and Evil* recorded the latter half of this secret technique, with the first half lost.

At the end, Lin Xuan even saw notes from the Heavenly Demon Tyrant's master.

It was said that this secret technique wasn't created by his sect but obtained by chance during a visit to an ancient cultivator's cave by his master.

Lin Xuan nodded. Such a divine power must be the work of an ancient cultivator.

However, there weren't just his master present at the time; several old monsters in the late-stage spirit root stage were also there. Facing such a secret technique, everyone naturally coveted it and fought to seize it.

Although the Heavenly Demon Tyrant's master was indeed formidable, which old monster wasn't a cunning one? After a breathtaking battle, his master only managed to grab the latter half of *Yin-Yang Art*. The first half was taken by an unknown sword cultivator who disappeared without a trace.

Later on, when his master recovered from his injuries, he traveled throughout Zhao State in search of the upper part of the *Yin-Yang Art*, but came up empty-handed. Depressed and melancholy, he was ambushed by his rebellious disciple, Evil Tyrant Sovereign...

The rest detailed their family grudges, which Lin Xuan naturally wasn't interested in, so he skipped over it. Putting down the fragments, he felt truly depressed.

It really had been a bumpy road, but this was the result.

Although the Heavenly Demon Tyrant's notes provided some clues, that was five hundred years ago. Back then, they couldn't find any trace of that sword cultivator either. As for himself...

Even if one found it, what would be the use? The other party was a late-stage spirit root expert. In front of such absolute power, his little cleverness wouldn't work. Not only could he not obtain the upper part of *Yin-Yang Art*, but the result would likely be delivering a lamb to the tiger's mouth.

Of course, so much time had passed that the late-stage spirit root expert might have already entered Nirvana, and the fragments might have fallen into others' hands. But still, no clues.

This *Yin-Yang Art* was essentially useless with only half of it.

Lin Xuan remained silent for a while before picking up the fragment again. Even though he couldn't practice this incomplete *Yin-Yang Art*, there was no harm in reading it.

Everyone has curiosity, and Lin Xuan wasn't an exception. He wanted to know what kind of divine power could convert yin and yang essence qi. Ancient cultivators truly had vast powers.

After a while, Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression—confusion, doubt, surprise, but mostly disbelief.

This *Yin-Yang Art* seemed familiar to him, although he was certain that the cultivation technique recorded in these fragments hadn't been seen by him. But... how could it be? It seemed very similar to some technique he had once seen, as if they were of the same lineage.

Could...

A strange light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. He sank his spirit awareness into his storage bracelet and began searching.

After a moment, he took out a jade cylinder with a green hue. Without hesitation, he started examining it.

The cultivation technique recorded in this jade cylinder was ordinary—"Thunder Art," which Lin Xuan obtained from Lei Ao during the condensation conference.

It was just an ordinary technique of the Fourth Rank Sword Sect "Thunder Sword School." It could be described as trash.

If someone else had gotten their hands on it, they might have thrown it away. But Lin Xuan's thoughts were different. Although this Thunder Art was ordinary, it strangely wasn't stored in a jade cylinder but kept with precious materials like the Mother of Alchemical Iron, which suggested there must be some hidden meaning behind it.

Therefore, Lin Xuan had specially copied it using a jade cylinder.

Before, he had studied it several times but never made any progress. Gradually, he forgot about it and stored the jade cylinder in a corner of his storage bracelet.

But just now, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed that some of the Thunder Art's techniques were quite similar to this lower half of *Yin-Yang Art*. They seemed to be from the same source.

Although he found this too absurd, Lin Xuan naturally didn't want to overlook any clues. He quickly compared and studied both cultivation techniques...

Another day and night passed without him noticing.

"Phew!" Lin Xuan stretched lazily. Even cultivators couldn't avoid feeling tired after staying awake for so long. Rubbing his dry eyes, he was filled with excitement.

Finding what one had been searching for without much effort—this trash technique "Thunder Art" really contained the upper part of *Yin-Yang Art*.

Of course, it wasn't the entire Thunder Art but just a few opening phrases in each section that together formed the upper half of Yin-Yang Art.

Hiding such an extraordinary secret within a trash cultivation technique was indeed a good strategy.

It was unclear whether this late-stage spirit root sword cultivator did it or how the incomplete *Yin-Yang Art* ended up with the Fourth Rank Sword Sect.

There were many twists and secrets, but Lin Xuan wasn't interested. After experiencing numerous ups and downs, he finally obtained this divine power that could convert yin and yang essence qi.

He was extremely happy and didn't rest. He began organizing *Yin-Yang Art*, picking out relevant parts from Thunder Art, reassembling the upper half, then extending his hand to retrieve a blank jade cylinder. After carving it with both fragments, he obtained the complete Yin-Yang Art.
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Holding the jade cylinder in his hand, Lin Xuan carefully examined it before putting it away in a storage bag. Then, with a flip of his wrist, another small, round object appeared in his palm.

About half a meter in diameter, it resembled an egg.

A spirit beast's egg!

This was also obtained from the den of Tyrant Demon Lord Heaven Saber. Lin Xuan's eyes gleamed with excitement.

It is known that in the cultivation world, spirit beast eggs are extremely precious; even those of first and second rank have no market for them. Usually, only sects can acquire some through their resources.

Other cultivators who possess spirit beasts are almost all high-ranking cultivators.

After all, possessing such an item means having a helper during battles, making it more effective than spiritual artifacts or magical treasures.

This is also one of the few things that cannot be bought with crystal stones in the market.

Considering Tyrant Demon Lord Heaven Saber's abilities, this spirit beast egg would likely not disappoint him. At minimum, it should be a second-grade upper-grade; even hatching into a third-stage monster was possible.

Of course, just from looking at the egg, one couldn't tell for sure unless it was appraised by a specialized spirit beast master.

However, Lin Xuan had no such intention. With his cunning, how could he not understand that showing off wealth is unwise?

Moreover, appraising spirit beast eggs usually meant wanting to sell them.

Lin Xuan wasn’t short of money; perhaps the heavens wanted to test him. Since entering the immortal path, and specifically after obtaining the Blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan had eliminated numerous cultivators, naturally accumulating great wealth from their storage bags.

From the start, he intended to use this spirit beast egg himself.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan placed the beast egg on the ground. Then, with his hands forming seals, he cast several magical seals, causing the egg to levitate and spin in place.

Next, Lin Xuan calmly cut his finger, allowing a few drops of blood to spill out. The blood flew towards the egg as if it had a life of its own, and a white light flashed; the blood was absorbed by the egg.

Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile. The spirit beast recognition ceremony was complete. This was also why spirit beast eggs were so valuable—wild adult monsters, even first-stage ones, were extremely difficult to tame and make recognize their masters. First, one had to defeat them. But that was just the beginning; even if they were defeated, success wasn't guaranteed.

In the past, a condensation core cultivator had attempted to subdue a first-stage monster out of curiosity. Despite the vast difference in strength, defeating the monster posed no challenge. However, what happened next almost made the cultivator spit blood.

The trapped monster, seeing escape impossible, chose self-destruction rather than submission. It preferred death over recognition as a master. This spirit beast's pride left cultivators vexed.

Thus, while subduing monsters was easy, successfully taming them had low odds, which were more about luck than strength.

If one's luck was good, even a novice in the Flexible Spirit Period could obtain a first-stage monster pet. Conversely, if one’s luck was bad, an old-timer at the Core Formation Stage would be helpless against such low-grade monsters.

But spirit beast eggs didn't have this problem.

Since the monster hadn’t hatched yet, there were no issues of resistance; it could easily recognize its master.

This discovery brought joy to cultivators, but soon they couldn't smile anymore. The reason was simple: obtaining a spirit beast egg was extremely difficult!

There were only two ways. One was finding the den of wild monsters.

People say that even tigers don’t eat their own cubs. Despite being more ferocious, spirit beasts still loved their offspring and would fight to the death to protect them, regardless of gender. However, once defeated, seeing they couldn't protect their young, these monsters would show their vicious side, preferring to destroy their eggs rather than fall into cultivators' hands.

Thus, this path was difficult.

The other way was from spirit beasts that had been tamed and then produced eggs. However, it seemed that once a monster was domesticated, its reproductive abilities significantly decreased; even if they did produce offspring, many of them might be dead…

Rare things are valuable, and the significant role of spirit beasts made unclaimed spirit beast eggs extremely expensive.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before extending his hand to summon the egg back.

He brought it into an empty stone room where he set up a small array.

This array was incredibly simple; its only purpose was to guide the underground fire and gather surrounding essence qi. Normally, it had little use, but now it was perfect for incubating spirit beast eggs. After completing everything, Lin Xuan left.

Originally, according to his intentions, after resting briefly, he should practice cultivation. This trip to Quinyi Mountain further highlighted his current inadequacies in strength.

In the cultivation world, power speaks louder than words; to live longer and more happily, one must continuously improve their realm.

Resting for a few days, then practicing Yin-Yang Technique, once proficient with the transformation of Yin-Yang essence qi, he could learn various secret techniques from The Profound Demon Scripture.

Then, in very little time, his cultivation would skyrocket.

Initially, Lin Xuan thought so, but after careful consideration, he took out the array plate and flags.

Times had changed; although Spirit Medicine Mountain appeared calm on the surface, it was precisely this lack of disturbance that made Lin Xuan more worried.

According to logic, once rumors spread, even if those from the orthodox sects or evil sects didn’t believe them, they would still send disciples to investigate. But so much time had passed with no signs of activity—too abnormal!

Lin Xuan felt a bad omen in his heart.

Was this calm before the storm?

Or perhaps the other side was secretly making moves that he hadn't noticed? How would the old fellows at Spirit Medicine Mountain handle it?

Many thoughts swirled through Lin Xuan's mind. Regardless, here wasn’t safe now, and he had too many secrets—whether it be the Blue Star Sea, The Nine Heavens Profound Scripture, Yin-Yang Technique, or even Lin'er’s existence… better not to let others know.
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Otherwise, exposing too many secrets would inevitably bring about his demise. With the power of Heavenly Fiend Sovereign, he would likely meet a fate where both body and soul were scattered under the joint efforts of the righteous and evil sects. There was no need to mention himself.

Of course, since Lin Xuan had chosen to return to Spirit Medicine Mountain, he naturally wouldn't leave easily. The only way was for him to be more cautious and alert.

For example, setting up an array formation around the area.

This wasn’t something unusual; those pursuing immortality all had their own secrets. Whether it was cultivators or evil practitioners, they usually set up prohibitions near their abodes to prevent others from coveting or intruding.

Lin Xuan used to do this frequently as well.

However, now things were slightly different. Spirit Medicine Mountain appeared calm on the surface, but who knew how many suspicious eyes lurked in the shadows?

If major factions sent spies, their cultivation would definitely not be low. Ordinary array formations and prohibitions were mere decorations for them.

Fortunately, he had obtained a set of new array flags from Heavenly Fiend Sovereign's abode.

The Ultimate Yin Evil Spirit Array!

He spent countless efforts, slowly eroding it with his essence energy over half a month before breaking through the array. This was without anyone controlling it.

If fully activated, this array could confine a Core Formation初期 expert to death. As long as he mastered and set up this array in his own abode, secrets wouldn’t be easily discovered. After all, an old monster at the Core Formation stage would never stoop so low as to become a spy. Even if there were middle or late-stage Core Formation experts inside, the array was sufficient to buy Lin Xuan some time to hide his secrets.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan flipped his hand and a jade green cylinder appeared in his palm.

Using an array formation wasn’t as simple as inserting essence energy into an array talisman. There were many intricacies involved. The contents of the jade cylinder detailed how to set up the Ultimate Yin Evil Spirit Array and its various transformations...

Lin Xuan held it tightly, delving his mind into it.

Soon, several hours passed.

Lin Xuan withdrew his consciousness, picked up a small green flag on his left hand, threw it into the sky, and cast a spell. The small flag began spinning in mid-air, emitting a green mist from within.

Satisfied with the result, Lin Xuan took out other array flags one by one, activating them according to the instructions in the jade cylinder.

Finally, he took out a palm-sized round disk from his storage pouch. A few faint light points could be seen on it. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan pricked his finger and several drops of blood mixed with the spell formula entered the disk...

After a burst of bright light, all the array flags vanished. Lin Xuan retracted the array plate.

Wiping away the sweat from his forehead, setting up this array was indeed not easy. He followed the instructions in the jade cylinder almost word for word.

Fortunately, apart from spending much time, there were no major oversights.

This made Lin Xuan secretly relieved and greatly impressed by the complexity of array formations. This was using existing setup tools; one could only imagine how much effort it took to craft these array plates and flags.

No wonder array masters were rarer in the cultivation world than alchemists.

If given the chance, Lin Xuan would also like to see some array-related techniques, but he wasn’t interested in learning how to set up arrays. He knew his situation well; without a spirit root, reaching this stage was already an achievement. To make greater progress, he needed to focus on cultivation and avoid dabbling in miscellaneous studies.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to delve into array formations or try making array plates and flags himself. His intention was merely to understand them.

Much like alchemy, while Lin Xuan’s ability to refine medicinal pills was abysmal, his knowledge of various elixirs and spirit herbs was extensive.

Just looking at some techniques wouldn’t take much time but would greatly aid his future cultivation path.

Of course, this was just a plan. Implementing it posed significant challenges. As the junior sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain, he could freely browse books related to medicinal pills, but those concerning array formations were restricted within the sect. He would have to wait for opportunities in the market to acquire them.

Lin Xuan silently thought about all this.

But regardless, the Ultimate Yin Evil Spirit Array was now set up. With its power, it should protect his secrets from prying eyes.

Moreover, if Spirit Medicine Mountain truly faced a crisis and he returned to his abode, he could still hold out for some time. Once the enemy was trapped by the array, he could slip away.

In short, there were many benefits.

With this array as backup, Lin Xuan felt much more at ease. He no longer had to be on edge like in the previous two days. However, instead of starting his cultivation immediately, he took a few days to rest after bathing.

After all, this journey through Quinei Mountain was already perilous. Both body and mind were extremely fatigued. Upon returning to Spirit Medicine Mountain, he spent time studying cultivation techniques and nurturing spirit beasts without any rest.

Although cultivators far surpassed ordinary people, they still had flesh and blood. Cultivating now would be counterproductive; it might even lead to a spiritual imbalance. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t do something so foolish.

He wasn’t in a rush for these few days. He needed to rest properly first.

Or he could take a leisurely stroll around Spirit Medicine Mountain, seemingly enjoying the scenery. In reality, Lin Xuan had his own considerations. Even during rest, he didn’t want to waste time idly.

Over these few days, Lin Xuan was observing whether everything at Spirit Medicine Mountain truly remained as it was. After all, one couldn’t judge by appearances alone; often, details held the key.

Sure enough, he noticed some differences. Although there were no signs of high-ranking experts from either side in the vicinity, the number of cultivators coming to Spirit Medicine Mountain for alchemy had tripled recently.

Moreover, these people talked a lot, as if trying to gather information indirectly.
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Lin Xuan did not believe this was a coincidence. A hint of mockery played on the corner of his mouth as it seemed that the rumors were indeed starting to take effect.

While paying attention to these subtle details, Lin Xuan also had other tasks to attend to. On the surface, he appeared to be enjoying the scenery and leisurely traveling, but in reality, he was secretly observing the terrain around Spirit Herb Mountain.

Knowing oneself and one's enemy is key to victory in a hundred battles. Similarly, being familiar with the landscape would increase his chances of survival if any danger did arise.

Of course, these were just worst-case scenarios; Lin Xuan preferred to be prepared for anything.

After about three days of rest, Lin Xuan felt that both his body and mind had recovered to their optimal state. Although various signs suggested potential dangers on Spirit Herb Mountain in the future, it was still relatively safe for now.

Rumors were just rumors. Until things were confirmed, no one would easily offend a sect composed of alchemists. There was no need to worry unnecessarily. Lin Xuan began his untroubled cultivation.

Given his talent, he naturally could not do without spirit pills.

Lin Xuan refined the base foundation pill and ensured that all of them were middle-grade pills.

Since the number of pills he could consume daily was limited, he did not want to waste time with lower-grade pills. The refinement of superior-grade pills was a bit more difficult, so he primarily consumed middle-grade ones.

Time slowly passed...

Lin Xuan repeated the process of refining, taking pills, and meditating in his cave, never leaving its entrance.

Cultivation inherently involved going against nature; the less external interference, the better. He had already made up his mind: unless he reached the late foundation establishment stage, he would not step outside this world again.

First, he focused on practicing *Yin-Yang Art*. There was a hierarchy to matters; elevating one's cultivation level could not be achieved overnight. In this situation, Lin Xuan naturally chose techniques that could quickly enhance his strength.

As long as he could convert the spirit energy within his body between yin and yang, he could learn various secret methods from *True Scripture of Profound Yin*. Unlike orthodox practitioners who followed a gradual progression like rivers merging into seas, the魔道 especially favored alternative paths.

Although there were inevitably hidden dangers during cultivation, the power of these techniques far surpassed those of orthodox cultivators.

This was why Supreme Demon Tyrant Sovereign was feared by the three major elders. Not only did he have an advanced middle-stage core, outperforming old monsters in the orthodox sects, but his cultivation technique was also peculiar and extremely powerful.

At the same stage, a cultivator of the魔道 naturally had a slight edge over a cultivator of 正道, and this advantage was even more pronounced for ghost cultivators.

Of course, there was no free lunch. Everything had its drawbacks; the flaws in the techniques of the魔道 and ghost cultivators not only made them prone to backlash but also made it harder to advance in cultivation. But this did not concern Lin Xuan.

He still primarily focused on the top-grade cultivation secret *Nine Heavens Profound Art*. However, he used the secret methods from *True Scripture of Profound Yin* after mastering the technique of converting spirit energy between yin and yang.

In other words, he could harness the power of a ghost cultivator without worrying about hidden dangers.

With *Nine Heavens Profound Art*, Lin Xuan's foundation was exceptionally solid. His spirit energy was far purer than that of his peers, making him better suited to use ghost techniques compared to their original versions.

The benefits were so numerous that Lin Xuan was not hesitant in mastering the Yin-Yang Art. Now he could go without food and drink, dedicating all his time to refining and meditating while taking pills to assist him, hoping to grasp it as quickly as possible.

Of course, Lin Xuan was well aware of his own talent and had prepared for failure. Failure was not a problem; what mattered was his perseverance.

However, when he read through the *Yin-Yang Art* three times and deeply pondered its profound meanings, he was both astonished and delighted.

It seemed that this time, he truly had good fortune, even heaven's assistance.

This secret technique indeed was an unprecedented divine power. Converting yin and yang spirit energy violated common sense in the cultivation world.

The methods recorded were truly unbelievable, but after careful consideration, Lin Xuan could only clap in admiration, marveling at its creation.

It remained unknown what level of cultivation the senior had reached to create such a revolutionary Yin-Yang Art.

And because it contradicted so many established norms and even went against them, the conditions for cultivating this technique were entirely different from those of ordinary techniques.

Simply put, whether one's spirit root was good or even if there was no spirit root did not affect the cultivation of this secret. Upon realizing this, Lin Xuan almost shouted with joy despite his composure. The reason? Generally speaking, the more exquisite a technique, the higher the requirements for talent. After obtaining the Yin-Yang Art, he feared that his ordinary human condition would make it impossible to cultivate.

To his surprise, the situation was completely reversed. He even worried he might have misunderstood and carefully re-read the relevant sections, pondering each word and sentence. It was indeed as simple as that.

Lin Xuan's joy was evident as he hurriedly sank his spirit into the jade cylinder...

However, after a while, his expression became rather peculiar.

The Yin-Yang Art did not require any talent, but cultivating this technique would entail unimaginable pain. The reason? Converting yin and yang spirit energy within one’s body. As they say, water and fire do not mix; similarly, the two energies would clash.

They fought on the practitioner's meridians, entwining in battle. The practitioner would... well, it was too trivial to describe as unbearable pain; such agony was absolute—neither life nor death could be sought. Even the eighteen levels of hell, with its knives and boiling oil, paled in comparison.

Lin Xuan frowned, half-believing and half-skeptical. This description seemed overly exaggerated, but if it were just about the pain, that would be one thing. The text was clear: such feelings only occurred during initial practice; once mastered, yin and yang spirit energy could be freely converted, and any discomfort would vanish.

Compared to the terrifying pain that followed, what could eighteen levels of hell possibly matter? Any cultivator would grit their teeth and endure it.

However, the subsequent description in the technique was enough to deter even the bravest cultivators...
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Pain was nothing. Compared to ordinary people, cultivators generally had a more resilient mind. However, according to the records in Yin-Yang Technique, this pain would last for several days and the cultivator must endure it while continuing their practice without any mistakes. The transformation of Yin-Yang essence energy was already extremely perilous; one misstep could lead to an irreparable situation.

Humans were not sages and who among them could be faultless? Even during normal meditation, there might still be minor issues if they weren't disturbed. But under such inhuman pain...

Cultivators did not fear pain, but the consequences of making a mistake—losing both body and soul—were something no one wanted to bear.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of hesitation as he weighed the benefits and potential dangers of this technique in his mind.

After a long while, Lin Xuan stood up with a determined look on his face. He had always been confident in his willpower, but he was not rash; he always acted after careful consideration.

Such a great risk would only be attempted if he felt certain about it. However, according to the records in some pill books he had read before, there was an elixir called "Seven-Heart Pill" that could protect one's mind and spirit.

As long as his mind remained clear and not clouded by pain, Lin Xuan believed he could complete the transformation of Yin-Yang essence energy with his willpower.

After some thought, Lin Xuan entered another stone room.

Inside were piles of jade cylinders—various rare books related to alchemy. Using his divine sense, Lin Xuan scanned through them and gently waved his hand, causing an old-looking jade cylinder to fly into his palm.

Injecting his divine sense into it, he indeed found the records about "Seven-Heart Pill." It was just as he thought.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. However, when he saw the formula, his expression turned somewhat surprised.

After a moment of contemplation, Lin Xuan left the cave.

Shortly after, a streak of light shot out from the green mountains like a bolt of lightning, swiftly heading southeast. Many cultivators at the mountain of medicinal herbs looked over curiously but quickly returned to their own business once they realized it was just a young man in his twenties.

Not far away, in a valley shrouded by white mist, two faint figures were hidden within.

Though they had tried to conceal their cultivation level, the fluctuations of essence energy still revealed that both were experts at the Condensation Core stage.

One of them could be considered familiar to Lin Xuan. He was about forty years old, with three long strands of beard and a righteous expression; he was the leader of the Three Greats and an important figure in Bichun Mountain.

The White-Plum Sword Immortal also arrived here.

The other person was short but exuded great essence energy, making him seem more powerful than his appearance suggested.

With their divine senses, they naturally discovered Lin Xuan from a distance. A hint of surprise flashed across the White-Plum Sword Immortal's face before he regained his composure. This change did not escape the notice of Feng Yuan.

"Senior Brother, do you know this person?"

"Yes, we've met once."

"Oh?" Feng Yuan's face showed a look of surprise; for someone with such high cultivation and status, to recognize a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator was unusual.

"Haha, Junior Brother should not underestimate this young man," the White-Plum Sword Immortal chuckled as if he hadn't noticed anything amiss. "He is no simple matter—Second Vice Sect Leader of the Medicine Mountain."

"Then it's true. That must be a big fish. Should we send someone to follow him?"

"Haha, Junior Brother can decide for yourself. You are my advisor at Bichun Mountain, and our two senior brothers also said that this mission should be led by you," the White-Plum Sword Immortal laughed happily without any hint of envy.

"Senior Brother, I agree with your opinion. Respect is due to age, and besides, Senior Brother has much more experience than me. Of course, I will follow your advice." Feng Yuan smiled as he dodged the question.

"Very well, then let's send someone to check on him. Better safe than sorry; we must notfail to live up to the expectations of the two senior aunts/uncles," the White-Plum Sword Immortal said thoughtfully before waving his sleeves and sending a transmission scroll flying out.

Several hundred meters away, a Foundation Establishment cultivator received the transmission scroll with a serious expression. He took out a tracking device from his pocket, identified the direction, and then vanished into the distance.

Just as Lin Xuan had guessed, when rumors about Medicine Mountain and the Heaven Dust Pill spread, even though most of the senior figures in the Daoist and Demon sects doubted them, they could not ignore such matters. After all, if it were true and fell into the wrong hands, it would be a regret that could never be undone.

Such matters should always be better to believe than not.

In the harsh world of cultivation, where survival was the rule, even more so than in the secular world, if this had happened to another small sect, they would have been openly bullied by both sides.

But Medicine Mountain held a unique status; without sufficient reason, no cultivator would dare offend an alchemist, so both sides adopted a relatively mild approach.

On one hand, they dispatched clever disciples under the guise of alchemy to probe Medicine Mountain's true intentions. If the rumors were true, there would be some clues.

On the other hand, they sent experts to monitor from the shadows.

In short, until concrete evidence was obtained, neither side wanted to break their facade.

This was the current situation.

As for Bichun Mountain, things were even more complicated.

Although the White-Plum Sword Immortal was cunning, the two Core Formation stage elders had sharp eyes. Previously, they only suspected him of seeking fame and glory but never thought he might be involved with the Demon sect.

However, after this trip to Kuinei Mountains, hearing about Ouyang Qinxin's secret report, how could these two old monsters not suspect him?

If it were a Foundation Establishment disciple, they would have already used soul-searching techniques. But since Panguang Sword Immortal was an expert at the Condensation Core stage, such methods would be too crude.

Although time would tell, the two Core Formation stage elders did not have much patience. Coincidentally, rumors about the Heaven Dust Pill spread in the cultivation world again.

Thus, they took this as an opportunity and sent Panguang Sword Immortal out under the guise of a mission to monitor Medicine Mountain. In secret, it was also a test. If Panguang Sword Immortal truly had dealings with the Demon sect, Feng Yuan would surely notice!

That boy was Bichun Mountain's resident genius; his cultivation might not match Panguang Sword Immortal's, but in terms of cunning and strategy, he should be far superior.

At the same time, as soon as Panguang Sword Immortal sent out the transmission scroll, several non-Bichun Mountain cultivators also appeared in mid-air and quietly followed Lin Xuan.

Panguang Sword Immortal couldn't help sneering. A Foundation Establishment cultivator shouldn't make him so concerned; he didn't believe Medicine Mountain had the Heaven Dust Pill at all. But Lin Xuan always gave him a slight sense of unease.

How could Ouyang Qinxin escape from Miao Diao's trap? The setup should have been flawless...

Ouyang Qinxin, who was usually so aloof, seemed to be very friendly with this young man. Was there any connection between the two?

Originally, he wanted to use this as an excuse to let his disciples investigate Lin Xuan's true intentions under the guise of monitoring Medicine Mountain. But other forces had also gotten involved...

Feng Yuan acted nonchalant on the surface but secretly observed Panguang Sword Immortal's every move, not knowing what his intentions were.

After leaving Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan continued heading southeast. If he remembered correctly, there should be a bustling market in that direction.

To make "Seven-Heart Pill," he needed to buy certain medicinal herbs.

Medicine Mountain had its own herb garden before.

But Lin Xuan didn't even consider it; not because he was afraid of suspicion but because the ingredients for Seven-Heart Pill were nowhere to be found there. It wasn't that this pill was too precious, as its effect merely protected one's mind and spirit—limited in use for cultivators.

However, the raw materials were quite peculiar: seven highly toxic herbs.

No cultivation sect would plant such poisonous herbs; thus, Lin Xuan didn't even think of looking there.

Guided by his divine light, he flew towards the market. On the surface, Lin Xuan showed no signs of unease, but his mind was filled with cold laughter.

With Lin Xuan's caution and superior divine sense compared to his peers, how could he not notice someone following him?

As soon as he left Medicine Mountain, he discovered several "tails." However, Lin Xuan pretended not to know.

It wasn't out of fear; after careful consideration, he decided it was unnecessary to deal with them. A few Foundation Establishment cultivators, with their own magical treasures and wits, would be no match for him. But drawing attention from them might cause trouble.

After all, his mission was merely to buy some highly toxic herbs. There was no need to keep secrets; those cultivators would only be confused.

On the contrary, if they didn't find anything on him this time, in the future, they would become more careless. This was beneficial for Lin Xuan.
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Lin Xuan didn't originally intend to pay attention to the few tails following him. However, it seemed that these fellows thought they were late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators and kept getting closer.

Could it be that they really believed his divine sense couldn’t detect them?

A cold smile curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips as he noticed a valley ahead and turned to fly over towards it. It would indeed draw attention if he acted, but if an accidental encounter allowed these tails behind him to suffer some pain, such good fortune was something Lin Xuan was more than willing to welcome.

After a moment, he landed at the entrance of the valley.

The interior was shrouded in white mist, with nothing particularly notable aside from that. However, Lin Xuan's face took on a serious expression as he reached into his storage bag and pulled out a jade bottle. He uncorked it and swallowed a pill before vanishing inside the valley.

A moment later, a streak of blue light flew over from the horizon.

The light condensed to reveal a cultivator wearing a blue robe.

Jiang Yan was one of the rising stars among the third generation disciples of Green Cloud Mountain. In just seventy years, he had already reached the peak of late-stage Foundation Establishment. Another decade and he should be able to enter the realm known as pseudo-dan, the final stage before becoming an actual Golden Core cultivator.

While not a standout among his peers, Jiang Yan was one of the most promising late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators. His juniors envied him, but despite the prestige of being called a pseudo-dan cultivator, Jiang Yan knew that even if he reached this stage, there would still be an enormous gap before achieving a Golden Core.

Having grown accustomed to his juniors' admiration, Jiang Yan always appeared confident and proud in public. But deep down, every night when he was alone, he felt a profound sense of fear. What if condensing the core failed? The glory on his head would fade, and his peers might look at him with glee and mockery.

Every time such thoughts crossed his mind, Jiang Yan felt suffocated.

Worry and fear tormented him like a nightmare.

Thus, he wouldn't let this opportunity to monitor Spirit Medicine Mountain slip away. The Supreme Elder had said that whoever could make significant contributions would personally perform an unprecedented divine technique to cleanse his meridians.

With the help of two Senior Immortal ancestors, condensing the core should be easy.

Thinking about it made Jiang Yan feel warm all over.

To secure a good task, he had gone to great lengths on the journey. He had flattered Uncle Tai Bai, the leader of this group, hoping for his favor and protection.

His efforts paid off. The young man in front was the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain. From him, Jiang Yan might find some clues!

Looking at the valley shrouded by mist, Jiang Yan couldn't help but feel a sense of foreboding. However, thinking about the promise from his Senior Immortal ancestors, he wouldn't back down.

After a moment's hesitation, he extended his divine sense to investigate the inside of the valley.

Although he didn’t care much for a mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator, being cautious couldn’t hurt.

With his cultivation level, his divine sense could easily cover several miles. However, after just a few dozen feet of mist, the scenery ahead became blurry.

This mist was strange!

Jiang Yan’s face showed some hesitation.

But soon, determination replaced it as he reached into his storage bag and summoned a rod-shaped spiritual artifact called the Heavenly Sphere Measure.

This measure had been given to him by his sect after he made significant contributions. It was an extremely rare spiritual artifact.

With this treasure in hand, Jiang Yan's courage grew. He cast a spell and the Heavenly Sphere Measure emitted a layer of green protective shield that enveloped him.

Jiang Yan stepped into the valley.

"Hmph, Jiang Yan is somewhat famous, but I never thought he would be so timid."

A young man and woman appeared where Jiang Yan had been standing. They looked no more than twenty years old, yet their late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation level suggested they were either taking some kind of anti-aging pill or the effects of their cultivation technique were rejuvenating.

"Junior sister, that's not right. The mist in this valley is indeed strange and can block divine sense. Be careful; don't fall into the other party’s trap and regret it later," said the more mature-looking man. He dressed like a nobleman with his white robe and fan, and was extremely handsome.

The woman beside him wore revealing clothes, exposing her legs, arms, even her navel. Her chest was high and voluptuous, making her very alluring.

They were disciples of Thunder Cloud Manor and also a pair of cultivation partners.

One could never judge a book by its cover, nor the name of a sect. Although Thunder Cloud Manor sounded serious, it specialized in the art of dual cultivation.

Of course, one couldn't blame them for this. Dual cultivation was just another form of cultivation technique with immense power. Moreover, it was said that the minds of those who practiced dual cultivation could communicate, and during breakthroughs, they could help each other.

Thunder Cloud Manor encouraged its disciples to engage in dual cultivation once they reached late-stage Foundation Establishment.

Hearing her companion's words, the woman’s eyes flashed with displeasure: "You useless guy, you’re just as timid. I don’t know what I was thinking back then when I picked you for this path of dual cultivation. If you’re scared, stay behind."

She walked into the white mist without any defenses, showing no concern.

The man was silent after being scolded but lowered his head. A dark look flashed across his face.

He didn’t want to engage in dual cultivation with this domineering Wu Yun. Although she was beautiful, her personality was fiery and often beat him up without respect.

But who could blame her? She was the daughter of the Manor Master, and if he wanted to stay at Thunder Cloud Manor, he had to follow her wishes.
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Liao Hua sighed and folded his fan. A qi shield activated, enveloping him in a blue glow as he stepped into the ravine.

In the next quarter hour, several groups of cultivators arrived, all at late Foundation Establishment stage. Their expressions ranged from solemn to indifferent, but they all ventured into the mist.

Meanwhile, deep within the ravine:

Lin Xuan stood before a cliff face and closed his eyes in concentration, as if waiting for something. Suddenly, he raised an eyebrow and extended his hand, summoning a flicker of firelight which entered his palm. After injecting his spirit sense to investigate, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer.

The tails following him were indeed numerous. It seemed that both the Daoist and demon factions had indeed responded to the news.

However, such blatant tracking was too presumptuous!

In that case, let them suffer some hardships in the Yin Corpse Ravine.

Lin Xuan's gaze shifted until it landed on a nearby cave. The Yin Corpse Ravine was famous for this very cave, which housed hundreds of ancient corpses.

The origin and reason for these bodies' accumulation were unknown, but due to the special environment, the valley’s underground had a Yin vein. Under the rich nourishment of dense阴气, these ancient corpses had all become zombies with some degree of sentience.

Their strength varied, but even the weakest was equivalent to the Fifth Layer of Flexible Spirit Period, while stronger ones could rival mid/Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

Fortunately, within a hundred miles around, there were no human settlements except for Spirit Herb Mountain. Thus, despite the numerous zombies, they posed no real threat.

Moreover, these zombies only ventured out of the ravine on two days each month when the moon was waning and the阴气was at its heaviest. Therefore, cultivators from Spirit Herb Mountain mostly ignored them, showing no initiative to rid the area of harm.

The underground Yin qi combined with the zombie's corpse qi to form the eerie white mist in the ravine. Ordinary people would be poisoned by it, but Foundation Establishment stage and above cultivators were not afraid; they just had their spirit senses blocked.

But as a ghost body and having practiced secret techniques of spirit cultivation, her spirit sense was unaffected. The voice transmission talisman she sent earlier was from her.

These wild, naturally sentient zombies only moved at night, hiding in dark places during the day unless disturbed.

However, if someone alarmed them, it would be a different scenario.

A murderous intent flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he raised his hand and shot out a crimson beam that pierced deep into the stone cave...

Boom!

Qi exploded outward, sending a tremendous shockwave in all directions.

Immediately after, an acrid stench filled the air. The zombies had been awakened from their slumber.

Lin Xuan held a small banner in his left hand, gently waving it to release a black ghostly mist that enveloped him. Coupled with the Hidden Spirit Pill and Qi Control Technique, the taste-seeking zombies would not be able to detect his presence based on smell.

However, others did not have such preparations or good luck.

As Jiang Yan entered the ravine, his spirit sense could only explore a few dozen feet ahead. He had to rely solely on his eyes to navigate, which was very uncomfortable for this long-time cultivator. His bad feeling grew stronger as he moved forward.

The terrain of the ravine was peculiar—bends and turns like a maze.

After bumping around aimlessly, Jiang Yan finally decided to exit from within.

After all, no matter how urgent his mission, his life was still more important. He could not pinpoint where the danger came from but felt an inexplicable threat.

Exiting proved difficult in this maze-like ravine. After circling for a while, Jiang Yan couldn't find his way back.

But to a cultivator, that wasn’t much of an issue. A flash of green light appeared on his body as he intended to use Wind Control Technique to levitate.

With flight, the maze’s terrain would no longer be a hindrance. Jiang Yan was pleased with this thought until his expression changed suddenly… he couldn't fly.

His face darkened as he stared at the eerie white mist in front of him. Could it have a禁飞effect?

Suddenly, he smelled something foul and instinctively dodged to the side.

Boom! A huge boulder in front of him was shattered into powder.

Turning around, Jiang Yan saw a monstrous figure standing there.

Standing upright with a human-like back, but upon closer inspection, cold sweat trickled down his face. The creature's body surface was covered in green fur an inch long, and its fingers were hooked, black and gleaming with a chilling light that sent shivers down one’s spine.

Zombie!

Jiang Yan showed fear in his eyes. From the monster's appearance and the intense corpse qi it emitted, he could confirm that it wasn't just any low-grade行尸; its strength was equivalent to an early/Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

This alone wouldn’t have been frightening, but with nearly twenty zombies present, Jiang’s lips curled into a bitter smile…

Nor was he the only one unlucky enough.

Somewhere in the valley, Wu Yun'er was surrounded by three zombies. Although not many, each zombie's strength equaled that of mid/Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

Wu Yun'er had long lost her composure; her spoiled attitude was useless against these monsters. Despite her cultivation reaching late/Foundation Establishment stage due to her father’s protection, as the head of the household, she rarely engaged in combat!

This time, driven by a whim, she insisted on coming to Spirit Herb Mountain for fun, only to encounter such danger.

She regretted it bitterly, wishing she hadn’t come alone.

Other factions' cultivators were also cursing loudly. Where did so many zombies come from? And this white mist not only limited their spirit senses but also restricted flight.
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When the various forces of cultivators were under siege by zombies, Lin Xuan had already safely left the ravine.

This area was within the territory controlled by Spirit Medicine Mountain. Lin Xuan had been here multiple times before, so he was very familiar with the terrain inside the valley. With his Hidden Spirit Pill to suppress his spirit energy and the ghostly mist concealing human scent, Lin Xuan did not attract any attention from the zombies.

He glanced back at the ravine behind him, a sneer appearing on his lips, then shot off into the sky in a flash of light.

The mists were confined only within the valley, so there was no interference from prohibitions for flight here.

Most likely, the majority of cultivators following him would meet their end here, but Lin Xuan showed not a hint of concern. He hadn't made any moves. Even if the various forces investigated later, they could only blame it on the zombies.

After all, who wouldn't be so arrogant as to provoke such an outcome? Otherwise, he wouldn’t have resorted to this strategy of using someone else's hand!

Two hours later, Lin Xuan’s light faded and he slowly descended.

A bustling market town appeared before him. There were a few medium-sized sects in the vicinity, and they jointly ran this market town.

Located on an important thoroughfare, many cultivators stopped here to rest during their journey to Spirit Medicine Mountain for alchemy. Although the scale of the market was not large, it was very lively due to its strategic location.

A variety of materials were available, especially spirit herbs needed for alchemy, though they couldn’t be said to have everything. The precious ones were monopolized by major sects and rarely circulated.

This was why independent cultivators generally had lower power levels! They lacked good cultivation techniques and some had even considered targeting sect disciples. Capturing one alive and forcing them to reveal their techniques seemed like a viable option, but the person would rather undergo a self-immolation ritual. The reason? Unauthorized disclosure of sect secrets could result in the living soul being sacrificed.

This was among the harshest penalties in the cultivation world—seeking life or death was impossible!

The outcome for that independent cultivator was equally tragic; they were hunted down by major sects, captured, and subjected to a soul extraction ritual. This transgression had offended all major sects, both orthodox and heretical, who jointly issued a statement: anyone caught doing this again would be declared enemies of the orthodox and heretical sects.

Their intent was simple—such a terrible precedent could not be allowed to spread. The market sold only basic items.

The western section of the market town offered various materials for crafting tools. Primarily focused on spirit artifacts, occasionally rare treasure materials like the Mother of Black Iron would appear, but at exorbitant prices and quickly scooped up by sect members.

To the south were various spirit herbs, while to the west were talismans and related items.

Each direction was clearly demarcated, with some deep background large shops occupying prime positions in the center. Some belonged to major sects, others had contributed to their success. These shops shared a common characteristic: vast space and a wide range of goods covering all aspects of cultivation.

Lin Xuan looked at the market town for a moment before heading south. While the central shops offered more comprehensive items, Lin Xuan preferred to be low-key. The toxic herbs he was buying weren’t particularly rare, so these smaller shops should have them.

Although it was just one corner of the market, there were several streets here.

Seeing the various signs hanging over the shops, Lin Xuan chuckled. It did indeed have a touch of secular flavor.

He didn't deliberate much and simply chose a shop at random to enter.

"Senior, may I ask what you need?"

The owner was a plump middle-aged man with two small mustaches. Lin Xuan scanned him mentally; his Fifth Layer Fifth Stage cultivation. No wonder he was so respectful.

"Hmm, do you have the legs of a hundred-year-old centipede?"

"Yes, yes," the owner replied cheerfully after some thought.

"And the roots of the Centipede Tree?"

"Also available."

Lin Xuan named several medicinal herbs in succession, and the other nodded each time. Lin Xuan’s face brightened as he tossed an jade cylinder to him, instructing him to fetch half a catty of each according to the instructions inside.

"Yes, yes, senior. Please wait." The owner bowed low, fearing any offense from this Foundation Establishment cultivator: "Waiter, please bring Senior to the side hall for tea."

He then turned back to the waiter: "I will prepare these herbs and send them over shortly."

Lin Xuan didn’t comment but saw the waiter leading him in. Just as he was about to move, a commotion caught his ear.

"Get lost! What do you want here?"

"Master Immortal, please, I’ll trade this jade cylinder for a Light Spirit Grass. You won't be at a loss," a voice pleaded desperately.

"Already told you to leave. If you don’t go now, I won’t hesitate." The waiter inside remained unmoved despite the young man’s pleas.

The owner who had been preparing to enter the shop also walked over: "Wu Li, have said it several times—don't come pestering me again. How can your worthless jade cylinder be enough for a Light Spirit Grass? You've caused trouble here multiple times without any regard for manners. If not for my connection with your deceased father, I would have..."

Unlike his polite demeanor when speaking to Lin Xuan, the owner’s expression was extremely fierce now. He remained unmoved by the young man's desperate pleas.
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"Uncle, please, I just need one light spirit herb."

"Get lost, do you hear me?" The shopkeeper emitted a faint aura of essence energy, indicating his readiness to make a move.

"Who is this person?"

Lin Xuan approached and noticed a hint of suspicion in his eyes. The young man, around twenty years old, was pleading desperately, but he showed no signs of essence energy; clearly, he was just an ordinary mortal.

"I'm sorry, senior, I didn't mean to disturb you," the shopkeeper quickly turned his head, putting on a pleasant expression and trying to appease him with a smile.

Lin Xuan remained silent, still staring at him with a calm demeanor.

Feeling Lin Xuan's dissatisfaction, the shopkeeper wiped away his forehead sweat. A Foundation Establishment stage cultivator was not someone he could afford to offend. He quickly explained: "This person is Wu Li. His father used to be a cultivator here as well, but he lacks a spirit root and is just an ordinary mortal."

"An ordinary mortal?" Lin Xuan had already deduced that Wu Li wasn't a cultivator, but the surprise in his eyes was evident when he heard this: "How could an ordinary mortal come here?"

Indeed, it was no wonder Lin Xuan was curious. According to what he knew, any cultivation market was surrounded byprohibition, though they were rudimentary and easily penetrated with essence vision techniques. An ordinary mortal would never be able to breach such barriers.

"Senior, you don't know the full story. Wu Li's father used to do business in this market. Although Wu Li lacks a spirit root, he grew up here. After his father passed away, we didn't force him out."

Lin Xuan nodded. If they had expelled him, their position would have been exposed. He couldn’t kill him; while cultivators were cold-hearted, they wouldn’t go to such extremes.

This was an unavoidable situation, after all. Spirit roots were rare, and even if both parents were cultivators, the chances of a child having one were still slim. Those without spirit roots often had worse fates when exposed to cultivation but couldn't practice it.

For someone like Wu Li, who would spend his entire life within this market, an ordinary mortal, living here must be incredibly difficult.

Lin Xuan's gaze fell on him, prompting memories of his own past.

Wu Li also noticed the cultivator in front of him.

Although he couldn’t determine Lin Xuan’s cultivation level precisely, the shopkeeper’s respectful demeanor suggested that at least he was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. To such cultivators, light spirit herbs were insignificant. His gaze seemed more kind than the shopkeeper's.

Wu Li had a bold idea. Although risky, he thought of his mother on the sickbed and decided to take a chance.

He turned to Lin Xuan with hopeful and pleading eyes: "Senior cultivator, I have..."

Before he could finish, the shopkeeper’s face changed, and he shouted loudly: "Dare you, Wu Li! You’ve been pestering me enough. How dare you offend a senior!"

With a wave of his hand, a black light band shot out from his sleeve.

However, before it reached the young man's chest, it inexplicably disintegrated on its own. The shopkeeper’s expression froze for a moment but then he realized Lin Xuan had intervened.

Anger flashed in his eyes, but he managed to hide it well. He continued with a pleading smile: "Senior, don't be fooled by this brat's flattery."

"Let me handle this," Lin Xuan spoke calmly, but there was an unshakable tone in his voice.

"Yes, yes!"

Feeling Lin Xuan’s dissatisfaction, the shopkeeper didn’t dare say more and bowed before retreating.

"What are you standing around for? Go do your own work!"

Lin Xuan glanced at the two apprentices beside him. Their cultivation levels were even lower, just at the early Flexible Spirit stage. The pressure from a Foundation Establishment cultivator made them sweat profusely, but fortunately, it passed quickly. They were terrified and knew their senior had shown mercy. They didn’t dare say anything more as they scrambled into the shop.

In truth, Lin Xuan’s actions had offended this store, but he didn't care. Compared to secular society, the cultivation world was even colder and harsher. But precisely because of that, people revered strength more than ever.

Whoever has the strongest fist is the boss. The store owner and apprentices were all low-ranking cultivators at the early Flexible Spirit stage, selling ordinary herbs with no backing from any powerful forces behind them.

So, offending them was nothing new; even if they harbored some resentment, they wouldn't dare show disrespect to a Foundation Establishment cultivator like him.

This was the reality of the cultivation world. It was why Lin Xuan spared no effort to strengthen his own power.

Eternal life was the main reason, but another crucial factor was that only the strong could control their destiny in the cultivation world.

That’s why Lin Xuan acted out of character; otherwise, with his cautious nature, he wouldn’t have gotten involved in such matters. If this had happened at the center of the market, where powerful stores were backed by significant forces, he would never have taken such a risky action.

After the shopkeeper and apprentices left, Lin Xuan beckoned to the young man: "Get up!"

"Thank you, senior cultivator!"

Wu Li got up from the ground, grateful as he bowed deeply.

"What is it?"

Although not exactly a good person, Lin Xuan wasn’t cold-hearted. He saw his past self in this ordinary youth. Both lacked spirit roots and had been exposed to cultivation, though their experiences were vastly different. The heartache was shared. If it was just a small favor, Lin Xuan didn't mind helping.

"Senior, my mother is seriously ill and needs light spirit herbs as medicine. Can you help me buy them?" Wu Li looked at Lin Xuan while speaking: "Don’t worry, I won’t take this for free. This jade cylinder is from my father’s belongings. Consider it payment for the essence stones."

He then took out a package from his pocket and carefully opened it to reveal a broken jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan wasn't particularly interested at first but was surprised when he saw the jade cylinder...
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The black jade cylinder seemed unremarkable at first glance, with only some ancient patterns carved on its ends. There was nothing particularly special about it.

However, when Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan it, he found himself blocked and unable to enter in the slightest.

His heart stirred with surprise, but outwardly, Lin Xuan maintained a calm expression as he reached out: "Let me take a look."

"Of course," Wu Li respectfully handed over the jade cylinder, retreating a step while standing at attention. His eyes were filled with hope.

Lin Xuan took the jade cylinder and noticed its smooth surface, indicating it was an ancient artifact.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan released his divine sense again. This time he could feel very clearly that when his divine sense touched the surface of the jade cylinder, it was blocked. However, having prepared for this, he did not panic as he took a deep breath and circulated true essence within his body to expand his divine sense to its maximum.

After a while, Lin Xuan put down the jade cylinder. His divine sense could not enter it at all—a situation that had never occurred since he entered the immortal path!

One needed to know that the function of the jade cylinder was similar to books in the mortal world. Logically speaking, even an apprentice of the Flexible Spirit Period should have no problem viewing its contents.

Where did things go wrong?

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered deeply.

"Senior, you don't need to waste your efforts. This jade cylinder is nothing but a broken piece of trash."

"Trash?"

Lin Xuan turned around as the shopkeeper appeared behind him. The man was quite quick; in just a short while, he had gathered all the necessary medicinal materials. "Yes!" The shopkeeper looked disdainfully at the mortal youth standing before the door and then bowed low to explain to Lin Xuan: "This person's father is also an immortal cultivator. This jade cylinder was obtained by chance from a cave somewhere. At first, they thought it was a treasure, but in reality, it turned out to be a broken item that cannot have its divine sense injected."

"Has anyone ever been able to read what’s written inside?" Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of surprise.

"Yes, this jade cylinder has been around for decades. Wu Li's father tried various methods back then, but all attempts ended in failure. Artisan and talisman experts had also been consulted. Even a condensation core stage expert was interested, but after months of research, nothing was found."

"Actually, everyone knows it’s trash, but this boy’s father clung to it until his final days, still muttering about the jade cylinder," the shopkeeper, who was usually sharp and miserly, seemed somewhat moved. "To be honest, his father's talent is one step ahead of mine. If he had focused solely on cultivation, there might have been a chance for him to establish his foundation. But instead, he devoted all his energy to this jade cylinder, not only failing to advance in cultivation but dying in despair."

"Since then, the immortals in our market regard this jade cylinder as an ill omen and no one wants it anymore."

Lin Xuan nodded, surprised by the many twists and turns of the matter.

Seeing him deep in thought, Wu Li almost lost hope. However, Lin Xuan's next words nearly left him speechless.

"Shopkeeper, I will take this jade cylinder. Here is a crystal stone; go get three light spirit herbs for him!"

"Senior, you… You really want this cursed object?"

The shopkeeper's eyes were filled with surprise. He had already explained the entire story clearly—was this Foundation Establishment stage expert an idiot? "Think it over carefully. This item is unlucky and there won’t be any valuable cultivation techniques inside. Perhaps it’s just someone’s prank."

"I understand, I didn't say I would use this jade cylinder for anything."

"Then what…?"

"Wu Li, you want light spirit herbs to treat your mother's illness, right!"

"Yes, Immortal!" Wu Li nodded repeatedly, his face a mix of gratitude and respect.

"That's the point. Since this jade cylinder harmed your father and many friends have also been unable to deal with it, I naturally won't waste my efforts. But seeing how filial you are…"

"Thank you, Immortal! Thank you, Immortal! This humble man will forever honor your immortal tablet."

"There’s no need for that." Lin Xuan smiled carelessly: "We met by chance, so there's no need to thank me. As for this jade cylinder… well, even if I was mistaken and it is trash, a crystal stone isn’t much of a cost. And I did genuinely help Wu Li; such a small thing means nothing."

After carefully considering the pros and cons, Lin Xuan felt extremely pleased. The收获 was quite good.

Several medicinal herbs were easily purchased, especially this jade cylinder…

Lin Xuan listened to what the shopkeeper said, but his thoughts were completely different!

Apart from its ancient appearance, which indicated it was a very old artifact, Wu Li's father had obtained it by chance in a cave. Therefore, it was likely an item belonging to an ancient immortal.

As for why he couldn't open it and even a condensation core stage cultivator couldn’t, Lin Xuan was sure that their methods were incorrect.

Blocking divine sense detection, Lin Xuan could be certain that whatever was inside was extraordinary.

Even if his estimate was wrong and the jade cylinder was indeed trash, he had only paid a crystal stone. And since Lin Xuan genuinely helped Wu Li, such a small thing meant nothing to him.

After carefully weighing the pros and cons, it seemed like a sure win. With an excellent mood, Lin Xuan’s light left for Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Watching his retreating figure, the shopkeeper was stunned. Immortal cultivators could still be so good as to help this mortal with a crystal stone.

He swallowed hard: "Wu Li, you're lucky. Since Senior paid the crystal stone, I won’t short you on the light spirit herbs. Come in and take them."

"Yes, thank you, uncle."

"Who are you calling uncle? Don’t come here again unless there’s something important," the shopkeeper rolled his eyes at him before bellowing inside: "Waiter, what are you still standing around for? Go get me some light spirit herbs!"

After leaving this shop, Lin Xuan wandered through other places but found nothing suitable. So he left the market without further delay and departed using his light.

Amidst the light, Lin Xuan’s face showed joy. This time's收获 was quite good.

Several medicinal herbs were easily purchased, especially this jade cylinder…

Lin Xuan listened to what the shopkeeper said, but his thoughts were completely different!

Apart from its ancient appearance, which indicated it was a very old artifact, Wu Li's father had obtained it by chance in a cave. Therefore, it was likely an item belonging to an ancient immortal.

As for why he couldn’t open it and even a condensation core stage cultivator couldn't, Lin Xuan was sure that their methods were incorrect.

Blocking divine sense detection, Lin Xuan could be certain that whatever was inside was extraordinary.

Even if his estimate was wrong and the jade cylinder was indeed trash, he had only paid a crystal stone. And since Lin Xuan genuinely helped Wu Li, such a small thing meant nothing to him.

After carefully weighing the pros and cons, it seemed like a sure win. With an excellent mood, Lin Xuan’s light headed towards Spirit Medicine Mountain.
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Two hours later, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

Recalling the moment he approached the sect gate, several faint traces of divine consciousness lingered around him. Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle.

Of course, these were all high-ranking experts from various powerful factions. Their cultivation levels should have reached the Condensation Core stage.

They must have thought that I wouldn’t notice, right? Who knew that my divine consciousness far surpassed those of my peers and I was just pretending to be unaware!

Although he hadn't witnessed it firsthand, guessing their emotional states wasn't too difficult. They had dispatched so many high-ranking disciples to follow me, yet they all disappeared without a trace.

Given the status of Spirit Medicine Mountain, unless they could confirm that the Heavenly Dust Pill was indeed real, they dared not break any further ties. Instead, they could only secretly sulk.

At least I got some revenge!

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't act impulsively. The remaining troubles were none of his concern; the sect elders would handle them. However, judging from the current situation, both the Daoist and Demon factions seemed to be restraining themselves. They didn’t fully believe in the rumors either, which was why they dispatched so many disciples—just as a precaution.

In other words, as long as nothing unexpected happened, Spirit Medicine Mountain should weather this crisis without any issues.

Next, I need to improve my cultivation!

Lin Xuan activated the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array and then went outside the alchemy room. He needed to prepare the Seven-Heart Pill in the shortest time possible to facilitate the practice of the Yin-Yang Art.

Although he was nominally the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan's alchemical skills were a mess. Of course, whether or not the pill succeeded didn't matter to him; he had the Blue Star Sea to purify any discarded pills.

In just one day, Lin Xuan obtained nine Seven-Heart Pills. Unlike other spirit-enhancing medicines like Essence Cleansing Pills and Foundation Establishment Pill, each Seven-Heart Pill could only be consumed once. Taking more would not only be ineffective but might even have adverse effects.

Lin Xuan calculated that with nine pills, he should be able to practice the Yin-Yang Art without any issues.

He took out the jade cylinder and read through the inscribed Yin-Yang Art several times, carefully considering each word and sentence to ensure his understanding was correct. Then, Lin Xuan sat in meditation, adjusting both his mind and body to their optimal states.

Practicing this secret technique could be considered a last-ditch effort. If successful, it would open up endless possibilities. Not only would his strength increase dramatically, but he could also simultaneously practice the Nine Heavens Profound Art and Demon Sect secrets—greatly benefiting his future cultivation journey…

If it failed… well, soul and body scattered, never to return.

This decision wasn't easy, but in the end, Lin Xuan chose to face the challenge head-on!

To gain something, one must first make a sacrifice. Learning such an extraordinary art was worth taking some risks. Cultivation was full of hardships; if he had been afraid at the start, he shouldn’t have taken this path.

Moreover, regarding his own perseverance, Lin Xuan still had some confidence.

Cross-legged, Lin Xuan swallowed a fiery Seven-Heart Pill.

This pill was made from seven highly toxic substances, but after its effects neutralized, it actually had the effect of stabilizing one's mind. It could protect the heart and maintain clarity amidst various disturbances and pains.

The medicinal energy spread from his dantian, quickly flowing through his meridians.

Lin Xuan didn't waste any time; he began practicing according to the description in the Yin-Yang Art.

The process was incredibly arduous. The key challenge lay in the initial conversion of yin-yang essence energy, which brought indescribable pain. Initially, Lin Xuan thought that the description in the art was exaggerated. After all, he had experienced the Heart Refinement Path before; even a fiery hell wasn't much…

But now it seemed there was nothing to be proud of. Compared to the pain from practicing the Yin-Yang Art, the Heart Refinement Path was child's play.

Moreover, back then, if he couldn’t bear it, he could run out and rest for a while. Now, however, he had to grit his teeth and endure until completion, which would last at least a week.

Although the pain was greater than expected, Lin Xuan’s perseverance was unbreakable, and with proper preparation, even through the most intense moments, his mind remained clear. He gritted his teeth and endured.

Meanwhile, Ling Yueer wasn’t idle either. Little Yin Spirit had already reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period; she could soon successfully establish her foundation.

Unlike her master's poor资质, Moon was a true pure-yin body, and as a ghost soul, practicing Demon Sect techniques came easier than for human cultivators.

Foundation Establishment almost never failed.

At another stone room, Lin Yueer also sat cross-legged. However, she hovered in mid-air.

Though not yet able to form a solid entity, Little Moon’s soul energy was now very stable. Without touching her, one could hardly tell that she was a ghost spirit; she looked like a beautiful human girl.

Lin Xuan wasn’t worried about Yueer. On the contrary, he was now at his most dangerous moment. Simply enduring the pain wouldn't suffice; he had to practice according to the Yin-Yang Art’s records without making any mistakes.

It was more of a torment than practicing cultivation—almost driving him mad.

For cultivators, one week wasn’t worth mentioning. But for Lin Xuan, every second felt like an entire year.

Several times on the brink of collapse, he always managed to hold on at the last moment.

Finally, a week passed.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and collapsed onto the ground as if his support had been removed. He didn’t want to move any part of him.

He was drenched in sweat, like he had just emerged from water. The ordeal was beyond anything he had experienced even during life-and-death battles. Thinking back on the past seven days, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine and shuddered with relief!

Fortunately, despite the pain, the result was perfect—the Yin-Yang Art was complete!
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After two days of rest, Lin Xuan gradually recovered.

This Yin-Yang Art truly was a divine technique that defied the heavens. It differed greatly from other cultivation techniques.

Other high-grade secret arts were incredibly difficult to master; without several years, or even decades, one could not hope for any success.

However, this Yin-Yang Art only required seven days, of course, provided one could endure the inhuman pain.

Fortunately, after mastering it, transforming between Yin and Yang essence qi would no longer cause discomfort.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, using Inner Vision to observe his body's condition.

In his dantian, a large amount of greenish-blue essence qi gathered, slowly circulating. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and began to运转 (This term is often left as "rotation" or "operation" depending on context, but literally it means "to rotate" or "to operate.") the Yin-Yang Art.

A wondrous thing happened; the greenish-blue hue faded away, and the essence qi gradually turned an eerie black like ink.

This was Yin essence qi!

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan stood up from the ground, but his expression wasn't entirely satisfied. Although he had learned the Yin-Yang Art, the transformation between the two different types of essence qi was still too slow. Normally, it wouldn't be a problem, but in battle, it would surely give the opponent an opportunity to exploit.

However, this was nothing to worry about. Practice makes perfect. With more training, he should eventually master it.

During this period, there was also good news: Yue'er had successfully established her foundation.

When Lin Xuan first heard this news, he found it hard to believe. After all, when he himself established his foundation, with the help of a top-grade Essence Cleansing Pill, it took him three months.

But Yue'er only used less than ten days.

Although he knew that Yin essence ghost cultivators could achieve twice as much effort for half the results, he still didn't expect such smooth progress.

Nevertheless, facts were facts. When Yue'er came to greet him with a smile on her face after successfully establishing her foundation, Lin Xuan stood there in silence for nearly half a minute.

Lin Xuan envied Yue'er's talent but did not know that Little Yin Spirit was equally impressed by his ability to transform into a strange and pure Yin essence qi. Compared to her own, the purity of his essence qi was almost on par.

---

The orthodox cultivation techniques combined with ghost sect secret arts... well, it certainly sounded promising!

But there was no time for rest now. After Yue'er paid her respects to Lin Xuan, she immediately closed herself off in meditation. She had just entered the Foundation Establishment stage and still needed a lot of hard work to solidify her foundation.

Lin Xuan was naturally very happy. Little Yin Spirit and he shared a master-servant blood bond; the higher her cultivation, the more help she could offer him.

Since Yue'er was working so hard, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be idle. He continued practicing the Yin-Yang Art, transforming between the two different types of essence qi.

The process wasn't particularly difficult but rather tedious compared to his initial experience with this divine technique. It was like a world apart—heaven and hell.

Two months later, although Lin Xuan's talent wasn't high, through thousands or even tens of thousands of repetitions, he had become adept at transforming Yin-Yang essence qi.

Standing there with righteous demeanor, the fluctuations in his essence qi were perfectly balanced. Clearly, he was practicing a Taoist supreme divine technique. However, in an instant, black light flashed across his body, and within less than a second, his entire aura changed, emitting an eerie and cold essence qi.

Lin Xuan nodded, clearly satisfied with his achievement. Although the Yin-Yang Art wasn't fully mastered, he could now use it effectively.

Of course, this secret technique was merely a bridge; to significantly boost his strength, he still needed to practice various ghost sect divine techniques.

Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder from his pocket.

He had already engraved The True Scripture of Profound Evil in it. After all, paper fragments were hard to preserve over time. If he missed anything important, he would regret it.

With his spirit consciousness sinking into the cylinder, Lin Xuan naturally skipped past the ghost sect cultivation techniques and focused on various secret arts.

Of course, there was a selection process; some techniques could only be practiced after entering the Condensation Core stage or even forming anyuan baby. These were not worth eyeing enviously now.

He quickly found a technique related to Foundation Establishment.

The recorded secret arts numbered over ten. Then Lin Xuan began picking and choosing.

Ideally, he wanted techniques that were both powerful and easy to master!

This condition seemed harsh; one couldn't have their cake and eat it too. However, this was the logic of orthodox cultivation. So-called evil sect techniques, especially those of ghost cultivators, focused on shortcuts, quick results, and power.

Of course, there were hidden dangers, but that wasn't Lin Xuan's concern. He wasn't a ghost cultivator; he relied on the Nine Heaven Profound Art as his foundation, using Yin-Yang Art to transform into Yin essence qi.

After picking through the techniques, Lin Xuan chose two.

One was related to spirit artifacts, detailing how to use living souls to refine demonic banners.

Even under normal circumstances, this method would be powerful, but Lin Xuan would never practice it. Although he wasn't a good person, his nature wasn't cruel; he believed in not striking first unless provoked, and if someone did provoke him, he wouldn't hold back.

He certainly wouldn't do something as cruel as using the souls of innocent people to refine spirit artifacts. However, now that circumstances were different, Lin Xuan already had a Hundred Souls Banner!

That was obtained when he destroyed the first demon cultivator in Drifting Cloud Valley.

Thinking about it, Ye Tian should also be a ghost cultivator.

Although he had possessed the Hundred Souls Banner for some time, Lin Xuan rarely used it. Even if he did occasionally take it out, it was only for auxiliary purposes.

The power of this treasure wasn't the issue; although Lin Xuan didn't harm innocent people, after defeating enemies, he didn't mind absorbing their souls to nourish the banner. With the sustenance of countless cultivators' spirits, the Hundred Souls Banner's power had long surpassed that of a top-grade spirit artifact.

However, as a cultivator, Lin Xuan didn't use it and thus couldn't fully unleash its divine powers.

The True Scripture of Profound Evil was clear; using Yin essence qi to activate this treasure would not be infinite in power. However, in battles against ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivators, it would surely give him an advantage.

After all, the life essence banner of the most powerful demon venerated by the extreme evil demon lord was also a Hundred Souls Banner. Although unknown how much higher its rank might be compared to Lin Xuan's, they shared a lineage.
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Since the Hundred Souls Flag was already available, there was no need to go through the ritual of refining living souls. Lin Xuan naturally had no reason to waste this treasure.

After memorizing the relevant sections of The True Scripture of Profane Demons in his heart, Lin Xuan began his cultivation.

The Yin属性 spiritual energy within him, though transformed by secret methods, was based on Nine Heavens Profound Technique, making it purer and more substantial than that of ordinary ghost cultivators at the same stage.

With ample magical power as a support, learning this divine technique became much easier. After all, it was just about the specific applications of the Hundred Souls Flag.

Lin Xuan spent his days taking medicine and meditating while practicing this secret method. In just one month, he made some progress.

At this point, when he summoned the Hundred Souls Flag again, various yin souls and ghost mists could produce numerous changes. Compared to before, their power was incomparable.

Of course, there was still great potential for further development, but Lin Xuan had already set his sights on another secret technique!

The Technique of Devilish Ghost Corpse!

In simple terms, it is a form of corpse refinement technique.

Actually, even ordinary ghost cultivators would usually refine several puppets and iron zombies for use as servants.

However, the puppets and zombies refined by these general corpse refinement techniques, while seemingly invincible to mundane weapons and incredibly strong, could be easily killed by ordinary spells or spiritual artifacts in the cultivation world. They had no real power.

To refine a zombie that would help in magical battles required vast amounts of crystal stones and spirit herbs, as well as decades of effort. The amount of time and effort invested was absolutely not less than that needed to refine a powerful spiritual artifact or treasure.

Thus, while corpse refinement techniques were considered powerful divine arts within the ghost path, few people had ever managed to master them deeply throughout history.

However, the Technique of Devilish Ghost Corpse in The True Scripture of Profane Demons was different.

Ordinary corpse refinement techniques used human corpses, preferably those of cultivators, as materials, then supplemented with various spirit herbs and secret methods for cultivation.

Therefore, a large amount of crystal stones and effort were required.

But the Technique of Devilish Ghost Corpse directly sought out zombies that had already absorbed underground yin qi and become sentient.

It was well known that becoming a zombie naturally after death under normal circumstances was not easy; it required numerous coincidences to come together.

First, the burial site must be heavily infused with yin qi, preferably in a place where yin veins are present.

Second, this person's birthday must fall on the Ghost Festival during the seventh month of the lunar calendar. Only those born on that day have the potential to become zombies.

Third, within several years after death, their body must remain uncorrupted; otherwise, without flesh and only bones left, they naturally cannot become zombies.

Thus, the natural conditions for a zombie to become sentient are extremely rare.

Ordinary ghost cultivators not only do not know this Technique of Devilish Ghost Corpse, but even if they somehow learn it by chance, finding such zombies is no easy task.

However, once found, these already sentient zombies do not need further cultivation; they possess powers rivaling those of cultivators. Following the instructions in the secret technique, one can simply recognize them as masters and use them immediately.

It was indeed an excellent method to quickly boost one's own strength within a short period.

If he could obtain dozens of puppets equivalent to the early foundation establishment stage, it would likely not be impossible to match up against core formation experts.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed with this thought. He flipped through the section on cultivating the Technique of Devilish Ghost Corpse and read carefully. However, after finishing, disappointment showed on his face as he sighed. There were no free lunches in heaven after all.

In fact, the Technique of Devilish Ghost Corpse also had several levels, each capable of controlling zombies at different cultivation stages.

Lin Xuan looked over it; with his current strength, he could quickly learn the first level.

The first level only allowed control of a dozen or so puppets equivalent to the flexible spirit stage cultivators.

Disappointed but still glad for having these helpers, they could be used as cannon fodder to buy time against formidable enemies.

Contentment was a virtue. Compared to other ghost path cultivators who needed decades to cultivate zombies, his efforts were negligible.

Lin Xuan would not let such a useful divine technique slip by.

Moreover, he did not need to worry about the source of these puppets; there were many in Drifting Cloud Valley.

The only concern was that last time he had led the various factions' spies into that place and used zombies to eliminate them. After so long, they still hadn't returned. Their mentors would surely come looking for them. Would they accidentally destroy the zombies...

Regardless, this divine technique had great utility. Lin Xuan began practicing.

He wondered if it was because the first level was particularly simple; he managed to grasp it in just a few days.

It was too easy.

To the point that Lin Xuan couldn't believe his eyes and even suspected he might have made a mistake.

But after carefully reading The True Scripture of Profane Demons several times, it really was like this.

This unexpected discovery left Lin Xuan both surprised and delighted, leading him to wonder if he had some special talent in cultivating corpse refinement techniques.

With a determined heart, he decided to practice the second level.

According to what was written in the Jade Cylinder, mastering the second level would allow control of puppets equivalent to foundation establishment stage cultivators. If his memory served correctly, there were several such powerful zombies in Drifting Cloud Valley.

If they could be subdued, not only would killing peers be no problem, but he might even dare to challenge core formation experts alone.

However, after just one day, Lin Xuan abandoned the practice.

The reason was simple; when practicing the second level, his entire body felt like it was being pierced by spiritual energy, and the pain was extreme!

Of course, the pain wasn't a big deal. It was nothing compared to the suffering he endured during the cultivation of Yin-Yang Technique.

What terrified Lin Xuan was that this was a clear sign of going astray; forcing himself to practice might result in his soul scattering. Terrified, he immediately stopped.
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A shocking rainbow streaked from afar, and soon it descended into a valley.

The radiance faded, revealing the silhouette of a young man.

Lin Xuan didn't immediately enter Drifting Cloud Valley but instead sized up the white mist that surrounded it. A thoughtful expression appeared on his face.

It seemed he was happy, yet there was also some doubt. The fog was so thick; hadn’t major factions already sent people to search for those scouts?

However, since the corpse mist remained, it proved that the zombies were still intact inside.

After a moment of contemplation, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and conjured a charming young girl into mid-air.

"Master!"

Without needing an order, Blood Oath made their minds resonate. Moonlight bowed to Lin Xuan before transforming into her true form and entering the valley.

She was a Yin Spirit body; this corpse mist had no effect on her. She would go in first to gather information.

Half an hour later, Moonlight emerged from inside, smoothing down her hair.

"Master, everything is as it was. The zombies are still there, but those people who were here last time have vanished without a trace. I don’t know their fate."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and put away Moonlight. He entered the valley himself. Instead of going to the zombie lair, he headed to an open space between two cliffs.

The area was vast, with dozens of meters in length and width, free from obstacles like rocks or trees. It was just what he needed.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage pouch and took out several differently colored array flags.

Netherworldly Evil Spirit Array!

Running his fingers over the treasure in his hand, Lin Xuan's face lit up with satisfaction. Unlike disposable array talismans, these tools could be reused as long as they weren't damaged, requiring only regular replenishment of crystal stones.

He threw a green-colored array flag and cast a spell! The array was set up.

---

With the help of this array, capturing the zombies should be much easier, even though their quality and quantity were formidable.

After setting up the array, Lin Xuan cast several illusionary spells around to shield any stray fluctuations in his energy. He wiped his sweat and looked at his work with a satisfied expression.

Then, he moved swiftly, using Wind Control Technique to head towards the zombie lair.

The last time, he had gone to the largest one, where the zombies' powers were the highest, even two of them capable of matching late Foundation Establishment cultivators.

Around it, there were smaller lairs. Lin Xuan only mastered the first layer of Devilish Corpse Technique. Capturing weaker zombies would suffice.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan paused.

To his left was a massive stone several meters high, completely black and weighing at least seven or eight ten-thousand catties.

When he touched it, there was a hard, cold sensation unlike any ordinary rock. It felt more like iron.

Ironstone!

As the name suggested, this rock was incredibly hard, even surpassing iron by three parts. Its essence could be used as an important material for refining spiritual artifacts.

Yet, one-third of this heavy stone had been shattered, something a Foundation Establishment cultivator couldn't achieve.

A frown appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He reached out and gently touched the remaining part, leaving deep claw marks even there.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further as he picked up the broken ironstone pieces and hesitated for a moment.

But after only a brief pause, Lin Xuan moved again, transforming into a blue blur that vanished in the mist.

A short while later, Lin Xuan stood before an sheer cliff face.

It was a vast mountain range stretching to the horizon. At its base were numerous caves of varying sizes, with some spaced several meters apart and others as far as a hundred meters away.

Lin Xuan swallowed a Concealment Pill, then his shoulders shook, and black light flashed over him, hiding all signs of life.

He came here just to lure minor monsters but didn't want to awaken the powerful zombies.

Choosing an isolated cave, Lin Xuan set up a layer of soundproofing restrictions. Then he reached into his storage belt and took out a lively rooster.

A serious expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he rubbed his thumb over the rooster’s body.

Next, he flipped his left hand open to reveal a small jade bottle from which he extracted a black pill, feeding it to the rooster.

Releasing the bird, it didn't run around but instead entered the zombie lair with an eerie red glow in its eyes.

Lin Xuan stood outside with his arms crossed, his expression grave.

Soon, a low growl and the rooster's cackles echoed from inside. They quickly faded away.

A satisfied smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face. Thankfully, he had set up a soundproof barrier; as long as there was no significant energy fluctuation, nearby zombies wouldn't be alerted.

The growling grew louder, then mixed with a gust of cold wind as two green-haired monsters emerged. Their fingers were hooked like claws, and their faces resembled skulls, their appearance terrifying. However, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief; they were just two mid-Flexible Spirit zombies.

The black fog around him dissipated.

Both zombies had blood on the corners of their mouths, having feasted on the rooster's flesh. They were now in a frenzy and lunged at the young man with growls.

Lin Xuan showed no fear, his lips curling into a mocking smile as he raised his hand. In his palm was an odd-looking insect.
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The insect was about half a foot long, crystal clear and as white as jade. It didn't look ugly at all; rather, it seemed quite adorable.

Lin Xuan pointed at the strange insect in his palm as he faced the zombie charging towards him.

A streak of bloodlight swept across the insect's body, and something miraculous happened. The two zombies fell to the ground with a thud, their burnt faces showing no expression but the cries revealed their extreme pain.

"Sure enough, this Heaven Silkworm Pupa is effective."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself before waving his sleeve. Two streaks of red light shot out, wrapping around each zombie's body.

"Combine!"

With a flick of his fingers and a soft command, the red lights twisted into ropes that bound the monsters like mummified corpses. Then, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand, revealing a black pouch in his palm.

It somewhat resembled a spirit beast bag, but the talisman inscriptions on its surface were entirely different.

Opening it, a beam of dark light shot out, wrapping around both zombies and flying back into the pouch.

This item was called "Spirit Ghost Bag," a treasure used by ghost dao cultivators to store various demonic pets. Not only did it conceal even a trace of阴气 (yin qi), but it also nourished the ghost creatures.

Its value far exceeded that of a spirit beast bag, and it was rarely sold in the market; however, it might appear at secret auctions. Lin Xuan obtained this item from the den of Sovereign Demon Tyrant.

He hadn't expected to use it back then, but its rarity and high value made him take it without much thought.

Now, using it to store zombies would be perfect.

Tightening the bag's mouth, Lin Xuan finally relaxed his expression, showing a satisfied look on his face.

Originally, with his current cultivation level, dealing with two mid-stage flexible spirit small zombies was easy. However, once he used his power, there would inevitably be fluctuations in essence energy. If that attracted a horde of powerful monsters, it could be disastrous.

That's why Lin Xuan thought of using this insect poison.

---

Medicine and poisons were originally one field. Since Spirit Medicine Mountain specialized in alchemy, the jade cylinder talismans related to poisons naturally weren't few.

For example, the Seven-Heart Pill used for cultivating Yin-Yang Techniques was made from highly toxic ingredients; its toxicity neutralized became a unique medicine that calmed and soothed the mind.

However, in the cultivation world, poisons were not as formidable as they seemed. The known strongest toxins could only withstand condensation core early-stage cultivators and were far inferior to other beasts.

The Hundred-toxin Child was already considered a rare genius in poison use, dubbed the top poison master, but he was still at the condensation core early stage, and his victories over peers were few.

Thus, using poisons among the hundred arts of cultivation was often seen as a rather useless path.

Knowing that such skills had little practical value, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't bother with them. He only casually read through some poison treatises during breaks in his rigorous training, knowing they would come in handy this time.

The strange insect in his hand was the mother of the Heaven Silkworm Pupa. By feeding it to a rooster and then having two zombies consume the rooster, the toxicity could be temporarily suppressed until Lin Xuan activated the mother insect, when the poison would take effect.

However, the poison wasn't particularly powerful; a base foundation cultivator could suppress it with their essence energy. Nevertheless, for two mid-stage flexible spirit small zombies, it was more than sufficient.

While activating the mother insect required some essence energy, it was negligible. Using the poison to subdue the zombies ensured he wouldn't attract other monsters by using spells.

As for the origin of the Heaven Silkworm Pupa, Spirit Medicine Mountain had them naturally. Although its venom was potent and used as a material in certain alchemy, the depth of the sect was still considerable. As nominal junior patriarch, Lin Xuan easily obtained such an insignificant poison insect from the pharmacy.

Following the secret methods in the treatise, he slightly refined it for use.

After successfully capturing two zombies, Lin Xuan repeated the process, selecting a more distant zombie cave to use a rooster as bait and apply the poisonous insects...

Three hours passed quickly.

Lin Xuan looked at the Spirit Ghost Bag. It now contained fifteen zombies of varying strength from mid-stage flexible spirit to late-stage, even including two monsters equivalent to full mastery stage. For Lin Xuan, the higher the cultivation level of these zombies, the better. However, when capturing two full mastery stage monsters, a slight mistake occurred.

The poison almost couldn't suppress it; if not for his quick thinking, he would have had to use spells, which could have alerted all the zombies in the valley and forced him to flee!

A few more should be enough. Lin Xuan walked towards a zombie cave he liked.

However, as he moved, he suddenly sensed something, his expression changing as he quickly concealed his aura. A black light flashed, hiding behind a large stone.

Two extremely bright streaks of red light flew from the far horizon, unimpeded by any concealment, directly rushing into the valley.

A male and female cultivator, their demeanor intimate, seemed to be a couple practicing cultivation together. However, to others, there was something strange about them.

The old man looked like he was in his seventies, with white hair and beard, though his appearance suggested longevity. Although he had an ethereal and noble aura, his agile movements betrayed his advanced age.

The woman had long black hair reaching her knees, bright eyes, and delicate skin, appearing to be no more than twenty years old.

Old man, young wife?

In the secular world, this would have been the first impression, but in the cultivation realm, one couldn't easily draw conclusions.

Although Lin Xuan didn't use his divine sense to probe, both cultivators showed no intention of concealing their power. Lin Xuan's expression turned startled as he recognized them as condensation core stage cultivators.

The woman looked young, yet who knew she was an old monster living for centuries? He combed his hair and spoke with a very alluring tone: "Senior Brother, Martial Nephew, did Liang Nephew fall here?"
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"Good job. Besides those two, Junior Brother Lu also vanished from here."

"Hmph. There are only a few Foundation Establishment stage zombies in this valley. That Lu Hai really is an useless piece of trash," the woman frowned slightly and said with a contemptuous tone.

"Sister, do not underestimate them. Although Junior Brother Lu's cultivation is inferior to ours, he has already reached the late Golden Core stage. If he encountered danger here, there might be even stronger opponents inside," the man, who was more mature and solemn, said gently.

"S Brother, you worry too much. At that time, in order to easily condense his core, Junior Brother Lu chose a cultivation technique that focused solely on realm improvement while neglecting other abilities. Don't you remember? He barely managed to defeat an opponent of False Core stage last time with all his might. He's just trash."

"S Sister!" A hint of displeasure appeared on the man's face: "Regardless, Junior Brother Lu is still our fellow disciple from the same sect. Isn't it a bit excessive for you to criticize him behind his back?"

"I'm sorry, S Brother," the female cultivator quickly put on an innocent expression when she saw the man was upset. However, her eyes revealed alluring charm, indicating she had practiced some seductive secret techniques.

"Mm." The man nodded and let the matter drop, changing the topic: "Speaking of it, Junior Brother Wu and Junior Brother Liao's situation is rather strange. They were ordered to track that Lin Xuan kid, why did they end up in a valley filled with zombies?"

"Perhaps he led them here?" A look of contemplation appeared on the woman's face.

"It's possible, but at that time, besides our two junior disciples from the Thunder Cloud Manor, major forces from both the Daoist and Evil sects also sent spies. There were at least ten people, all stronger than Lin Xuan. If he was here too, why did everyone else perish while only he returned safely? These wild spirit zombies don't distinguish friend from foe; they attack anything alive."

"This..." The woman frowned and couldn't come up with a good reason. After some time, she said regretfully: "To know the truth, we'd have to capture Lin Xuan..."

"No," the man shook his head immediately without hesitation: "Not only do we not know if he was secretly causing trouble or just coincidentally here, there's no evidence at all. Even if it is confirmed, we mustn't act rashly."

"Why?"

"Do you forget? Although that kid is only Foundation Establishment stage, he's the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain and has a special status. Unless we want to make enemies with all alchemists in Youzhou, this kid can't be touched."

"But..." The woman hesitated but said: "But..."

"Ahem." The man looked disappointed: "This mission was indeed a waste. Believing the rumors outside, coming here to monitor Spirit Medicine Mountain not only yielded nothing but also lost Junior Brothers Wu and Liao, and even Junior Brother Lu's fate is unknown."

"S Brother, are you sure there isn't any Heavenly Dust Pill in Spirit Medicine Mountain? Since it was created by their founding ancestor, over a thousand years have passed. Could they be deliberately spreading false information?"

"Relax. The news is definitely true. After all, the person who spread this message holds a high position in Spirit Medicine Mountain," the old man said sternly: "It's said that the recipe for Heavenly Dust Pill did indeed survive in Spirit Medicine Mountain and is kept on the topmost shelf of the library. But even if we could gather the necessary heaven materials, no one can provide the flames needed to refine it."

"Even the Threefold True Fire of an Incarnation Realm expert? If Spirit Medicine Mountain really wants to make this pill and offer a reward, not only would our Daoist elders be willing to help, but even Sovereign Demon Tyrant would be eager," the woman said in puzzlement.

"Of course not. If the Threefold True Fire were enough, Heavenly Dust Immortal from long ago wouldn't have gone through so much trouble to obtain that mountain within a mountain."

"A mountain within a mountain?" The woman was surprised but remembered: In the center of Spirit Medicine Mountain is a huge ring volcano with a small mountain shaped like an ancient cauldron inside. This environment is perfect for alchemy.

"Even the Threefold True Fire won't work. Only the purest underground fire from that mountain can refine Heavenly Dust Pill, but no one in Spirit Medicine Mountain today can use this natural furnace," the old man sighed and explained: "This news is absolutely true."

"So it's like that." The woman was equally disappointed: "S Brother, other sects' people have also left Spirit Medicine Mountain recently. Did they get the same information?"

"Hmph. There's nothing strange about it. We could place spies in Spirit Medicine Mountain, so could other forces. Even without a backup plan, they can still find other ways. Major Daoist and Evil sects are no oil lamps; besides..."

The old man paused, his face showing hesitation.

"S Brother, what is it? Do you have something to hide from me? I've been loyal to you for the past century."

"Rain'er, don't be suspicious. You're my co-cultivator, how could I not trust you? But this matter is serious and you can't keep secrets well," the man said.

"Don't worry, S Brother. I swear I won't say anything without your permission..." The woman tugged on his arm with a playful tone.

"Alright, it's related to Spirit Medicine Mountain, so we haven't spread the word yet. Even though they couldn't make the Heavenly Dust Pill in a thousand years, their strength is far beyond what you see. They're probably not inferior to our Thunder Cloud Manor," the old man's face darkened as he lowered his voice: "This news is indeed true."
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"Come on, Senior Brother, are you joking? The True Man of the Spirit Medicine Mountain, True Man Tongyu, is only a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. How can they possibly match our Thunder Cloud Manor?" The woman's face was filled with surprise as she couldn't help but let out a low exclamation.

"Brother, why would I trick you? This information came from an informant. Spirit Medicine Mountain isn't just skilled in alchemy; there are many elders who have been sequestered for cultivation. Besides us and other peers at the same stage, they also lack no old monsters of the Core Formation stage." The elder's expression was grave as he said, "Just now, I was being conservative with my assessment. It's possible that their strength might even surpass Thunder Cloud Manor."

The woman bit her lip, still not entirely believing it. The male cultivator glanced at her and gave a cold laugh: "Junior Sister, I have never exaggerated the situation. Otherwise, why would those forces leave so quickly? After all, rumors about the Heavenly Dust Pill are just that—rumors. They wouldn't dare offend such a powerful sect. Remember, alchemists only get respect because everyone wants to utilize them. But with numerous Core Formation and Core Formation stage monsters within their sect, it's a different story in the cultivation world; strength is always the top priority."

"Then we return empty-handed this time?" The woman seemed somewhat unwilling.

"What else can be done? Since Spirit Medicine Mountain has such a hidden force, our covert surveillance of them was likely known to them long ago. If Lin Xuan really lured his trackers to the Zombie Valley, it's probably several old monsters who secretly gave the order, just to give us a little shock." Sighing, the woman said: "It's unfortunate for Martial Senior Brother; he only has one daughter, and she was spoiled rotten. This time, she voluntarily helped the manor, but this happened."

The elder remained silent for a moment before speaking again: "Although Martial Senior Brother is at the Core Formation stage like us, he is still the head of our sect. Therefore, we cannot let the matter concerning Wu Yun'er end so easily. We must seek permission from Uncle Senior Advisor to decide on the course of action. As for us two, eliminating these zombies in this valley should be enough to satisfy the Manor Lord."

"Agreed, let's act now."

After she finished speaking, both the woman and the elder moved swiftly, heading towards the front.

Watching their figures gradually fade into the mist, Lin Xuan stepped out from behind a nearby large rock. He stroked his chin, a thoughtful expression crossing his face.

Indeed, it was like finding a needle in a haystack; he hadn't expected to stumble upon so many secrets while searching for zombies here.

What thrilled Lin Xuan most was that the danger from Spirit Medicine Mountain had been removed. This allowed him to continue cultivating without any worries within the sect.

As for the issue of traitors, it was something True Man Tongyu and those hidden old monsters would worry about; it wasn't much of his concern.

However...

He hadn't expected one of the people tracking him to be the daughter of the Thunder Cloud Manor's Lord. From the tone of their conversation, this matter might not end well. However, they refrained from acting because of his identity. But the Thunder Cloud Manor's Lord, grieving over losing a daughter, would certainly hate him to the core.

Thinking about the opponent's cultivation level and power, Lin Xuan shivered. He secretly decided that upon returning to Spirit Medicine Mountain, he wouldn't venture out lightly again.

After all, he was still the Junior Sect Leader in name. For face or other purposes, True Man Tongyu would protect him.

Another piece of intelligence also piqued his interest: there were indeed recipes for the Heavenly Dust Pill circulating within their sect.

Although he already had a lower-grade Heavenly Dust Pill that could be purified, and according to rumors in the cultivation world, just one Heavenly Dust Pill could easily condense a Golden Core from a False Core cultivator, Lin Xuan knew better. It was only relevant for those with Spirit Roots; someone like him, with such poorqualifications, couldn't afford to speculate.

Back when he was at the Foundation Establishment stage, other prodigies needed just one middle-grade pill, while he consumed nearly a hundred top-grade pills before barely succeeding.

So while having three Heavenly Dust Pills in his possession was good, obtaining the recipe for the Heavenly Dust Pill was more secure.

As for finding the herbs and dealing with the flames, he could consider those issues later.

Lin Xuan was deep in thought when suddenly a loud rumbling sound entered his ears. He looked up to see two beams of red and blue light flashing ahead—those dual cultivation partners were making their move.

A look of hesitation flashed across Lin Xuan's face but quickly passed as he made his choice. His body was enveloped in black light, and his figure gradually blurred, merging into the mist.

Although his cultivation level wasn't high, Lin Xuan had a fair degree of mastery over Qi Gathering techniques. With some caution, he should remain undetected.

The male and female cultivators were attacking what appeared to be the largest nest of zombies in the Yin Corpse Valley. With angry roars, a group of green-haired monsters emerged from their cave.

Compared to the small zombies Lin Xuan had reclaimed, these creatures seemed more bloodthirsty. Sensing human life, they charged forward with red eyes.

"Humph, one, two, three... seventeen monsters at the Foundation Establishment stage. No wonder the two junior disciples fell."

The woman snorted and raised her hand, pointing towards a red light above her head. The item that flew up was her innate treasure, Fire Spirit Silk.

Made from silk spun by fire silkworms living in extremely hot areas, this item was not only incredibly strong but also enhanced fire-based spells. After nearly a century of nurturing, its power was boundless.

As it was released, the red light spread like a waterfall before them.

The zombies showed no fear and continued to charge forward.

"Monsters, you're asking for death!"

With a cold cry, the woman formed hand seals, making aorchidfinger gesture. She pointed at the red rhombus in front of her.

Swoosh swoosh swoosh, the red rhombus moved left and right, quickly transforming into a large red cloth ball that enveloped both her and the male cultivator. Then with a loud boom, flames erupted from the surface of the red rhombus, spraying outwards.
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The flames moved with such speed that it was astonishing. The zombies had no time to dodge and were instantly set ablaze, filling the valley with a pungent stench and strange squealing noises.

"Brilliant move, Fiery Heaven Burn! My love's fire attribute technique truly surpasses what it used to!"

With her lover’s praise, the woman smiled like blooming flowers. Her jade hand waved, and the red lotus ribbon transformed once again.

Layer upon layer, overlapping into a round shield shape.

Meanwhile, those zombies covered in flames, despite their agony, still charged forward fearlessly.

Their bodies swelled up like balloons.

With a thunderous boom, the zombie fragments scattered everywhere as these monsters chose to self-destruct.

Their ferocity was such that even demonic beasts would pale in comparison.

Unfortunately, they faced a condensation core cultivator. The red lotus ribbon transformed into a round shield and flashed with light, easily blocking the explosion’s power. Two cultivators remained unscathed. The woman extended her jade hand and flicked it.

"Quickly!"

Suddenly, more than a dozen crescent-shaped flame blades appeared out of thin air, rushing towards their opponents.

Two hissing sounds echoed as the remaining three zombies were sliced in half by these flames. But the green-haired monsters let out piercing screams before extending their claws to the sky.

A strange spiritual energy波动 spread from their bodies and formed a blood-red protective shield. The flame blades struck, causing the shield to glow with a bloody light.

"Hmph!" A look of surprise flashed across the woman’s face as she naturally wouldn’t expect such low-grade zombies to withstand her attack. But these monsters had managed to connect their shields into one, indicating they possessed rudimentary intelligence.

She grabbed a small pearl from her palm, though unsure what it was, its emitted spiritual energy was significant, clearly a precious treasure.

Just as she intended to use it, a long laugh came from behind them: "Sister, step aside. Let me deal with these monsters!"

The woman moved aside obediently.

Above the man’s head floated a pale blue sword, three feet long and thin like a cicada’s wing but razor-sharp.

As zombies approached, a sneer appeared on his face. He opened his mouth and exhaled a stream of essence energy onto the sword. Simultaneously, he formed two peculiar hand seals with both hands while chanting incantations.

The sword danced through the sky, leaving countless shadowy trails that seemed real yet illusory, filling the air with swords everywhere.

"Quickly!"

The old man’s expression turned to a flash of killing intent as he pointed at the sword from afar. Like flowing light and movie scenes, the sword shot out, surrounded by deep blue sword lights. Lin Xuan could barely make out what was happening; it was truly awe-inspiring for a mid-stage condensation core cultivator.

Just seconds later, the sword returned while the zombies remained motionless, seemingly frozen in place.

A gentle breeze blew...

Plink!

Sounds of heavy objects landing echoed as each zombie was sliced into several pieces. If Lin Xuan wasn’t so deep in thought, he might have gasped out loud.

Instant kill!

This man’s strength seemed bottomless; after all, he had just decapitated zombies that were equivalent to base foundation cultivators.

"Brilliant move, Lightning Movie!"

The woman clapped and cheered with a dazed look on her face. Lin Xuan was unsurprised by this old-young couple combination. As the saying goes, beauty loves heroes; given his strength, many beauties would vie for his dual cultivation partner.

"I flatter you. I’m just 100 years older than you, hence my greater proficiency."

The woman smiled without speaking. She knew her husband’s true capabilities well. While Zhang Yi was only mid-stage condensation core, there were a dozen of his peers in the same realm at the Leye Cloud Manor, but he wasn’t an ordinary condensation core cultivator; his strength far surpassed those of his peers.

She could dual cultivate with him because their practiced techniques, "Yang Lesser Decree," complemented Zhang Yi’s "Extreme Cold Strength," enhancing their combined power.

Otherwise, there were many more beautiful female cultivators within the sect, and even the demoness known as the "Peony Lady" had interest in Zhang Yi. How could it be her turn?

Thinking of this made Chen Yun feel smug. Back then, she had chosen the most yang and masculine "Yang Lesser Decree" despite being a woman, often mocked by fellow cultivators. Now, it seemed like an extremely wise choice.

She smiled as she held the man’s waist, and Zhang Yi also wore a smug expression. He was naturally gifted, able to exert 20% more power from his water attribute techniques. With his sword, "Cold Scales," being an ancient treasure, his practiced technique was extraordinary. Over a hundred years ago, he had accidentally ingested a divine artifact that hadn’t helped him break through his realm but made his essence energy far purer than his peers.

"Alright, my love, the zombies are gone. Let’s find our two nephews’ belongings and bring them back to the manor; it’ll be a way to satisfy our senior master. Additionally, although Liu’s abilities are weaker, he is still at condensation core stage and shouldn’t have fallen prey to the zombies. He might just be injured and trapped somewhere. Let’s go find him."

"Good idea," the woman agreed with a very obedient tone.

Zhang Yi held her slender waist as they floated forward several dozen feet.

Amused by his own formidable abilities, he didn’t know that someone had been watching them all along. After the two left, the air shimmered, and an ordinary-looking young man appeared out of nowhere.

Watching their backs disappear, Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of mockery. Clearly, these so-called righteous high-ranking cultivators knew too little about the underworld creatures.

Lin Xuan stretched his hand out and grabbed a large chunk of zombie mist from thin air with his spiritual energy. The white fog struggled and wriggled as if alive.

His expression turned serious. Despite killing dozens of zombies, the density of this mist hadn’t decreased but was gradually increasing. Could it be...

It seemed like good things were yet to come!
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After a slight hesitation, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in black light, and his figure once again became hazy. Like a ghost, he fell far behind.

He dared to follow so boldly for two reasons: first, he had the Hidden Spirit Pill, and second, in this Yin Corpse Valley, the corpse mist made it difficult for cultivators' divine sense to function properly; even if the opponent was at the Condensation Core stage, their divine sense could only cover a range of about ten zhang. As long as he was careful, he would never be discovered!

Several doubts remained in his mind, so Lin Xuan did not want to leave easily.

Following the two figures, they arrived at a sheer cliff several miles away. The area around the cliff was barren, with only a large cave about ten feet wide that went deep into the ground.

This was where the two had just attacked the zombie nest; it was also the largest in the Yin Corpse Valley.

Compared to the surrounding corpse mist, the air inside was clearer. Lin Xuan tilted his head slightly, showing a thoughtful expression on his face.

Then he seemed to sense something and, with a slight push of his foot, quickly floated behind a large rock about ten feet away.

"Senior Brother, there are only some scattered spirit artifacts here; we didn't see any corpses. What do you think is going on?" the female cultivator's voice sounded surprised.

"It does seem strange. According to logic, these zombies should have consumed the flesh of living beings, so why aren't there any remains? Could it be that your two junior brothers did not encounter any danger?" Zhang Yi stroked his beard and hesitated before guessing.

"I hope so as well," the female cultivator said. "But if they are still alive, why wouldn’t they contact us? After all, there are over a dozen disciples from major sects; it's highly unlikely that everyone managed to escape."

"Senior Sister makes a good point. Regardless of what happens, let’s search thoroughly. If Martial Junior Brother is still among the living, it would be wonderful news. The Senior Master will certainly be delighted, and we might find some clues by locating Li Xiao." Zhang Yi said with a relieved expression.

"Very well," the female cultivator had no objections. She looked like a little bird clinging to her master. Suddenly, she seemed to remember something: "Right, Senior Brother, that cave..."

"What is it?"

"Come with me," the female cultivator did not describe much but instead pulled Zhang Yi back into the zombie nest.

Lin Xuan stepped out from behind the rock and lowered his head in thought. He then flipped his hand open, revealing the Hundred Souls Flag he had taken out.

He gently shook it, and a faint shadow emerged from within.

The shadow was very pale, almost invisible, just an ordinary human soul that Ye Tian had refined and stored inside. Even after becoming a ghostly entity, such a common soul was incredibly weak; even a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator could easily deal with it.

But weakness also has its advantages. Because the soul energy of this spirit was so small, it was harder to detect. Normally, it wouldn't fool a Condensation Core stage cultivator, but in this situation, it should work.

Lin Xuan moved his lips slightly and muttered a spell under his breath. Then he extended his right index finger; after a moment, the tip began to glow, emitting a thread-like green light. After the green light left his fingertip, it circled Lin Xuan once before plunging into the head of the spirit.

Lin Xuan stopped chanting, looking quite strained on his face. The empty eyes of the spirit suddenly became lively, as if they had gained some kind of intelligence.

Then he flickered and entered the zombie cave.

A smile appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips. This was his first time using the ghost technique "Divergence." As the name suggests, it involves splitting a portion of one’s complete divine essence and attaching it to another object for remote control.

Just like before, that spirit could now be considered a part of Lin Xuan himself; what it saw and heard were as if he had seen and heard them with his own eyes.

When the main body encountered unsuitable places, using this technique to send a split soul into those areas was extremely practical and convenient. However, there were also drawbacks to this method.

Firstly, the choice of the split soul must be completely under the control of the caster, and its soul energy had to be much smaller than the portion of divine essence it was splitting from; otherwise, not only would the divine essence fail to control the split soul, but it could even be assimilated by the opponent's soul.

This led to a paradoxical issue. If choosing a more powerful split soul, the caster would have to split out more divine essence, which is clearly very dangerous. If the split soul were destroyed and the divine essence couldn't return in time, the caster might suffer severe damage or even fall into a demonic state due to internal true fire.

Conversely, if the chosen split soul was weaker, only a small portion of divine essence would be needed. Even if it encountered danger and was destroyed, while the main body would still be harmed, such a weak split soul had almost no practical use except for reconnaissance.

Additionally, there was another restriction: regardless of how powerful or weak the chosen split soul was, this thread of divine essence must be retrieved within twelve hours; otherwise, after too long away from the main body, it would automatically dissipate in the air.

If such a situation occurred, the result would be exactly the same as if the split soul were destroyed.

Thus, while this secret technique seemed useful, its conditions were also very strict.

However, given the current circumstances, it was perfect. The current spirit, essentially Lin Xuan himself, cautiously entered the zombie cave without being detected by the two Condensation Core experts.

The inside of the cave was pitch black, but as a spirit body, it could see in the dark, so that wasn't an issue.

"Senior Brother, this is where."

The two cultivators stopped about halfway into the zombie cave. The female's voice had a hint of excitement, as if she had discovered something.

"Let me take a look," the male cultivator walked to the stone wall.

Lin Xuan controlled the spirit to fly closer, choosing an appropriate distance so he could see clearly without being detected by their divine sense.

The mountain wall was covered in various claw marks, varying in depth and appearing disordered. The male cultivator's face first showed a trace of surprise but gradually turned serious as he examined them for some time.
第二百零三章 尸王

"Is this...?" Zhang Yi sucked in a cold breath. After several seconds, he hesitantly said, "An array formation?"

If an array formation appeared elsewhere, it wouldn't be much of a surprise, but here in the zombie cave...

One had to know that zombies were corpses that absorbed underground阴气and revived through spiritual awakening, but they lacked souls or spirits. In other words, they were nothing more than mindless monsters relying on strength to devour others.

They weren’t even as formidable as beasts. How could such creatures set up an array formation?

Unless it was a thousand-year-old monster!

A gloomy expression flashed across Zhang Yi's eyes as he pointed his hand and raised the Cold Scale Sword. Ordinary zombies indeed only had instincts, but if they had undergone thousands of years of cultivation in阴气, their intelligence would greatly increase.

Such monsters not only possessed astonishing abilities but also displayed wisdom comparable to humans.

Could it be that a King Zombie was hidden inside?

Although legends said that once a zombie advanced to the status of a King Zombie, its power could rival that of a Condensation Core cultivator and wouldn't fall short in any way, Zhang Yi wasn’t particularly afraid.

He wasn’t an ordinary Condensation Core cultivator, and he had his junior sister beside him. With their combined efforts, eliminating this monster should be easy.

However, he hadn’t expected such a small valley to hide such a formidable creature. Even if the two junior disciples were involved, even Master Lu would likely fare poorly.

He flashed a look of severity: "Junior Sister, step back!"

The female cultivator obediently stepped back two steps and waved her jade hand, raising a red silk treasure.

"Break!"

With Zhang Yi's command, the Cold Scale Sword in mid-air emitted a chilling light as it whizzed towards the mountain wall.

A Condensation Core expert’s strike was no trivial matter. Normally, even fine iron would be easily pierced by such an attack. However, from the mountain wall's scratch marks, countless black qi suddenly emerged and transformed into a massive black monster snake, wrapping around the flying sword.

"Die!"

Zhang Yi coldly shouted as his hands moved swiftly like butterflies, forming several hand seals before striking the treasure with a blue light.

The Cold Scale Sword absorbed the blue light and grew in size. In an instant, it became several dozen feet long, slicing down with the force of a mountain.

Sizzle!

That monster snake was cut into two halves, then reformed into black qi dissipating into the air.

Without the array formation's protection, the mountain wall naturally couldn't withstand a Condensation Core expert’s attack. Fragments of stone flew everywhere, revealing what lay behind.

It was a circular, partially enclosed cave with an area of nearly one hundred square meters. There were no extra items inside; everything could be clearly seen from any angle.

Both male and female cultivators simultaneously sucked in their breaths.

A prickly sensation ran down their spines!

In the center of the stone cave was a pool measuring ten feet by ten feet, only half a meter deep. The bottom of the pool had many strange symbols carved into it with sharp objects.

The zombie sat in the middle of this pool.

Its appearance differed significantly from that outside.

Although its body surface grew inch-long monster hair, it wasn’t green but red, and each strand was as hard as iron.

Its facial skin wasn't so dry; instead, there was a hint of luster.

The most obvious difference was a small bead the size of a grain of rice on its forehead, emitting an eerie glow.

Sure enough, this was a King Zombie!

And inside that pool lay numerous cultivators in various states. Some were old and some young, with attire indicating almost all major sects were represented.

However, what was even more bizarre was that these cultivators, though unconscious, still had faint signs of life. They hadn't been eaten by the King Zombie?

Zhang Yi and Chen Yu exchanged surprised glances.

The zombie didn’t know if it was in a critical phase of cultivation. The array formation was broken, and two intruders entered its lair. It merely looked at them with its eyes before turning away as if they were invisible.

"Damn!"

Chen Yu was about to step forward when Zhang Yi stopped her: "Junior Sister, hold your ground. Let’s first see the situation."

They stood by the entrance of the cave while Lin Xuan controlled his yin spirit and hid nearby.

The King Zombie raised its sharp claws, each nail half a foot long, like blades. However, it used these terrifying claws to form several strange hand seals. With a low growl, something unexpected happened.

From the noses of the unconscious cultivators, wisps of white vapor emerged, all of which were sucked into the zombie’s mouth.

"Junior Disciple Wu!"

At this moment, Chen Yu saw an exposed woman and couldn’t help exclaiming in surprise. Zhang Yi's expression turned as cold as ice; the monster was actually siphoning life force from living beings.

Although most cultivators were selfish, fighting evil for righteousness was merely a lie to children. This monster had harmed their master’s daughter, so it couldn't be ignored.

However, acting here would have many drawbacks.

"Junior Sister, act and draw this monster out."

Zhang Yi transmitted his voice while pushing his right palm forward. A blue light flashed around him as he transformed into a miniature tiger, crystal clear and shimmering with blue light, rushing towards the zombie.

Chen Yu didn’t hesitate, performing the same action but her body was enveloped in red essence qi, transforming into a flaming bird.

Their target was the protective shield surrounding the zombie’s body.

However, to Lin Xuan's surprise, the essence qi transformed into a tiger and a flaming bird didn't explode upon hitting the shield. Instead, they clawed and bit with incredible precision, each attack carrying fire and water attributes.

The blood-colored shield seemed sturdy but only held for a few seconds before flickering and wobbling precariously.

Finally, the zombie opened its eyes.

It raised its claws, which suddenly grew to several dozen feet long, lunging towards Zhang Yi's face.

"Retreat!" However, instead of commanding his treasure to counterattack, Zhang Yi withdrew backward. It seemed he was trying to lure the creature away.
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That zombie also transformed into a blood-colored light, chasing after Lin Xuan with incredible speed. However, no matter how Lin Xuan looked at it, he felt that it didn't seem to have fallen for the trap; instead, it appeared more like it didn't want to damage the bodies of those still living cultivators.

With a thought, Lin Xuan immediately controlled the yin spirit to fly out of the cave. Just as his consciousness returned, there was an explosion sound, and Zhang Yi and Chen Yu appeared before him. Although they were only a few meters away from Lin Xuan, the two who were fully engaged in fighting the zombie didn't notice the young man beside them. Instead, the red light in the zombie's eyes flickered as it glanced over.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t join the battle and retreated to one side again. Zhang Yi’s expression was extremely serious, no longer showing any of his earlier ease. The Cold Scale Sword transformed into a blue lightning bolt, circling around the zombie and searching for openings to attack.

A loud bang echoed as the Cold Scale Sword struck the zombie's arm. Initially, Zhang Yi was delighted, but then his face turned ugly. He couldn’t even cut through the other’s body!

Although zombies were known for their immense strength and hard bodies like steel, it wasn't supposed to be able to withstand the attacks of condensation core cultivators' treasures! Even the King Zombie couldn’t do that!

Could it be...

A dark cloud appeared on Zhang Yi's face as he used another secret technique. The zombie attacked first. A low growl came from its throat, and countless blood-red ghost mists suddenly sprang up all over its body.

"Hmph, zombie poison!"

Luster flashed across Zhang Yi’s face as he snapped his fingers and a small green葫芦hovered. He then rubbed his hands together and shouted, "Duo!"

The little bottle spun around, emitting flashes of light. It seemed to use some secret technique to suck in all the ghost mists.

"Senior Brother, danger!"

Zhang Yi was smug, but he heard a cry from behind him as a red silk ribbon flew over, forming a shield. Just as quickly, a bone arrow several inches long shot towards the shield and struck it.

Zhang Yi felt his body soften as cold sweat soaked through his back...

How close!

He didn’t expect this zombie to be so cunning; the ghost mists were just a distraction. The real attack was that bone arrow! If not for his junior sister’s quick reflexes…

An anger rose in Zhang Yi's heart. Since he had condensed his golden core, he had never suffered such humiliation. He almost lost his life.

With a resentful gesture, he retrieved the bottle and a faint blue protective shield appeared around him as he activated defensive barriers. His face relaxed considerably; daring to provoke him meant this zombie was living too long.

He clasped his hands in front of his chest and muttered incantations under his breath. A massive surge of spiritual energy emanated from his body, encompassing an area several meters wide.

"Freeze!"

With a swift gesture, a white mist pushed out from his palms. Unlike ordinary zombies, this one had intelligence and could see the danger. It tried to dodge but faced not just Zhang Yi.

M Chen Yu’s strength was slightly weaker, but she was still a condensation core cultivator and was paired with Zhang Yi, their minds connected. She opened her mouth and spat out a small red bead.

It hit the zombie's back. Despite its size, it had significant power; thisFiery Divine Thunderwas forged from her dan fire. The loud explosion even damaged the King Zombie’s body, which hadn’t been harmed by any treasure before.

"Ao!"

The zombie was extremely angry as Zhang Yi’s white mist approached his chest. Crystalline ice formed on his chest and spread down to his abdomen.

The old man practiced water attribute techniques; this rapid freezing technique was his specialty. Even the pure yang dan fire of a condensation core cultivator couldn’t melt it, and many enemies had already fallen to his hands.

First freeze the opponent, then use the Cold Scale Sword for one final strike. No matter how formidable the monster might be, only complete annihilation remained.

Zhang Yi’s hands waved repeatedly, several blue lights entering the Cold Scale Sword. After absorbing spiritual energy, the sword grew in size and returned to its original length of five or six meters.

"Die!"

With a fierce swing of his right hand, the treasure sword emitted a thunderous roar as it slashed down on the King Zombie.

The zombie let out an angry cry as it suddenly opened its mouth, spitting out a green light. The light grew to several meters long and met the Cold Scale Sword in mid-air.

"What... this..."

Looking at the two flying treasures in the sky, both male and female cultivators were filled with disbelief on their faces.

"Senior Brother!"

Chen Yu covered her mouth as Zhang Yi, though more composed, couldn’t help muttering, "Jade Green Blade. This… this is clearly my junior brother’s treasure."

Although they had prepared for the possibility of their junior brother being killed after seeing how formidable the King Zombie was, no one expected a monster to use a cultivator's treasure.

After all, unlike spiritual artifacts, treasures required constant nurturing by true essence in the cultivator's body to reach the realm of self and treasure becoming one. A life-bound treasure was essentially indistinguishable from the cultivator’s flesh and blood; in other words, even if the owner died, another person couldn’t use it.

Because the spiritual energy on a treasure repelled its new user.

Of course, this didn't mean it was impossible to use. If you were willing to spend decades or even hundreds of years removing the original owner's presence from the treasure and then re-implanting it in your body for cultivation, that would take over a hundred years. Then the treasure would be yours.

The process was just as arduous as forging a new treasure, which few cultivators were willing to do because such treasures lacked some of the original power...

And this was precisely the problem; even if a cultivator could seize another’s treasure, they couldn’t use it, let alone a spirit-soul monster like this zombie.

But what was going on with this zombie?

What was happening here?
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The two men's eyes were filled with shock as the zombie let out a low growl. Suddenly, blackish-red flames erupted from its body.

These flames were incredibly strange; they crackled and sizzled on the ice blocks, gradually showing signs of melting.

Zhang Yi's mouth widened further. The flames seemed somewhat familiar, resembling the pure yang dan fire of a condensation core cultivator. However, it appeared tainted with an added evil aura, yet its power seemed even greater, capable of melting his northern ice.

This wasn't just any ordinary zombie king!

Could it be a mutated monster?

With this thought, Zhang Yi had a hint of retreating in his eyes. But at that moment, the zombie let out a deafening roar from its mouth.

Visible sound waves coalesced into two silver nets, each aimed at Zhang Yi and Chen Feng.

"Bad!" Zhang Yi was alarmed and quickly summoned the green葫芦. A spell was cast, and suddenly, a fierce wind arose. The wind whirled, sending countless wind blades towards the silver net.

Chen Feng, weaker in strength, did not dare to be complacent either. Her jade face turned solemn as she waved her hands, forming another red silk ball around herself.

A burst of sound echoed...

The silver net was shattered by the wind blades. Zhang Yi sighed with relief but suddenly turned around, his expression extremely unpleasant.

"Junior Sister!"

His eyes were wide with rage as he saw that the zombie had broken through the ice and was like a ghost, lunging towards Chen Feng.

The protective shield formed by the red silk treasure could block the silver net, but under the zombie's sharp claws, it emitted a mournful cry and split in two.

Seeing the monster approaching, Chen Feng's fair face turned pale. She couldn't dodge in time and only managed to shift her body slightly to the side.

She avoided being disemboweled but was left with a painful sensation as the zombie's claw pierced her collarbone, causing her face to turn pale in pain.

The zombie, after its first successful strike, revealed a sneer on its ugly face. It was about to deliver another fatal blow when it suddenly moved aside with a swift motion.

The Cold Scale Sword flew before his eyes, its light far more dazzling than before, emitting shocking essence energy. Zhang Yi, enraged and alarmed by the injury to his comrade, had activated some secret technique to boost his power.

He was now enveloped in a blue glow that made him unapproachable.

Despite temporarily avoiding the zombie's attack, it showed no fear on its face. It retracted Chen Feng’s red silk treasure with one claw.

"Junior Sister, are you alright?"

"Yes, I'm fine!"

Drops of sweat dripped from Chen Feng's forehead as she winced in pain. However, she was extremely relieved to have survived.

"You rest over there while I take care of this."

Zhang Yi had initially intended to retreat and not fight the zombie to the death. But his comrade had been injured...

Revenge must be taken with blood for blood. Men couldn't avenge women's injuries.

However, after witnessing the monster’s various powers, he no longer treated it as an ordinary zombie king. He looked at it coldly and said, "Since you've cultivated for a thousand years, should understand my language. Did you kill Junior Brother Lu? Why can you use his treasure, the Jade Blade?"

The zombie tilted its head and indeed laughed, its voice strange like metal clashing, making an indelible yet uncomfortable impression.

"You mean that white-robed cultivator who entered my lair two days ago? Haha, he was quite tasty..."

"What! You killed Junior Brother Lu and devoured his golden core?" the old man clenched his fists so tightly that his knuckles turned white.

The zombie ignored him and instead greedily looked at Zhang Yi and Chen Feng. "You both have golden cores too. Offer them to me; after eating, my cultivation will increase."

With a gesture towards its head, the Jade Blade transformed into a green glow and fiercely slashed down on Zhang Yi.

"Monster, dare!" The old man laughed in anger: "Don't you fear your tongue might get caught by the wind? You want to devour my golden core!"

Zhang Yi also activated the Cold Scale Sword, fighting with the green light.

No wonder this monster could control Junior Brother Lu's treasure. After devouring a cultivator’s golden core, it naturally sensed the imprint on its own命宝, avoiding rejection.

However, a thousand-year-old zombie should have intelligence but no one had heard of it cultivating!

Earlier in the nest, he absorbed the essence from many Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, clearly practicing some dark magic.

Despite his usual confidence in his strength, Zhang Yi was still somewhat uneasy about this monster's unique behavior.

Quick resolution; dragging out the fight might lead to unforeseen consequences.

A faint incantation emerged from his mouth as the blue glow became even more dazzling. He circled his hands and formed a ball before suddenly shouting, "Seize!"

With a sharp sound, the Cold Scale Sword broke free of the Jade Blade's entanglement and returned to the old man’s body. Lin Xuan, hiding in the shadows, was puzzled by Zhang Yi's actions. In the midst of battle, he didn't retrieve new treasures but instead retracted his most powerful命宝. What could be his intention?

Zhang Yi's expression turned painful as sweat dripped from his forehead. His body trembled more violently.

Was he suddenly ill?

Lin Xuan dismissed this thought immediately; even if a cultivator were to have an unseen injury, his condensation core cultivation would allow him to suppress it temporarily.

Moreover, despite appearing in pain, the essence energy around him did not weaken but grew stronger...

The scene was incredibly strange!
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Roar!

Zhang Yu's mouth suddenly emitted a roar like that of a wild beast, and the blue light surrounding his body had become so bright it was almost blinding. It looked as if he had transformed into a blue sun.

Chen Feng watched his senior brother with concern, while the zombie stood motionless, surrounded by a mist of blood, as if performing some extremely bizarre spell.

Lin Xuan focused his spirit energy on his eyes to shield out the blue light and saw something that almost made him think he was mistaken...

Zhang Yu's body had grown countless blue scales, which quickly extended and grew larger.

After a moment, he actually transformed into a white-tufted tiger with piercing eyes.

"What...?"

Did they mess up? Although Lin Xuan was only at the Foundation Establishment stage as a cultivator, his extensive knowledge and experience far exceeded that of his peers, and he had been on the path to immortality for several years. He knew that condensation core experts could transform their法宝into the form of divine beasts. But he had never heard of someone transforming into an animal body like this. Clearly, it wasn't a trick!

So, this should be a special divine technique from Zhang Yu's cultivation method.

Unlike a regular tiger, the monster that transformed out of Zhang Yu was not only covered in blue scales but also bore two pairs of wings several feet long on its back. Its eyes flashed with ferocious and savage light.

The Corpse King already had intelligence. It was equally stunned by this bizarre scene.

It let out a sharp cry, and the Jade Blade turned into green light and fiercely slashed down.

Although the treasure's speed was extremely fast, there was a hint of mockery in Zhang Yu's transformed monster's eyes.

With a flap of its wings, not only did it vanish from its original spot with a "whoosh," but two wind blades several feet long also shot out of thin air towards the zombie.

The Jade Blade missed. The zombie didn't dodge as the wind blades approached.

The blood mist around the zombie seemed to have life and wriggled as the wind blades pierced through it, only to find no response—like a dog chasing its own tail.

But in an instant, the monster appeared three feet in front of the blood mist.

Facing this strange thing, Zhang Yu's transformed creature didn't hesitate. It roared fiercely and lunged into it.

Soon, his figure was swallowed by the blood mist...

---

After about several seconds,

a deafening roar suddenly echoed from inside, louder and more piercing than before, making it impossible to tell if it came from a monster or a zombie.

Lin Xuan quietly released his spirit sense, but upon encountering the blood mist, it bounced back immediately. He couldn't penetrate it at all.

The female cultivator's face showed signs of anxiety.

A layer of pale green aura covered her pretty face, and although the wound on her shoulder had stopped bleeding, it was turning black—she had been poisoned by a zombie.

Although she could still hold out with her condensation core stage cultivation, using all her spirit energy to suppress the poison meant she couldn't help any more.

She could only anxiously wait.

After a while,

the roars suddenly stopped. However, the blood mist churned even more violently, like boiling water, and from within came sounds like popping beans.

Accompanied by dense, crisp noises, the blood mist began to expand like an inflated balloon.

It grew larger...

Boom!

A loud explosion revealed two monstrous figures.

Zhang Yu's transformed tiger was fighting with the zombie, both grappling and biting. Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine—no matter what secret technique Zhang Yu used, this form was truly unimpressive!

Though the scene was rather ugly, it was undeniable that the tiger was gaining the upper hand in the battle.

The zombie was already incredibly strong, with an extremely hard body. This mutated Corpse King could even withstand attacks from treasure-grade weapons.

But Zhang Yu's transformed tiger had teeth and claws so sharp they were almost terrifying, easily harming this formidable Corpse King.

Moreover, its strength didn't fall short of that of the Corpse King, making it more ferocious in close combat.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Chen Feng smiled broadly. Wing Brother's beast body transformation was an ancient technique, seemingly simple but extremely difficult to master.

Firstly, one needed a life-bound treasure.

It must be known that low-grade cultivators at the Foundation Establishment and Flexible Spirit stages used spirit artifacts, while after becoming a Golden Core expert, they could possess their own treasures.

Although these treasures appeared similar on the surface, their power was incomparable to spirit artifacts.

Treasures were also divided into several categories. The most important was naturally a life-bound treasure. As its name suggests, it was continuously cultivated within the body and imprinted with the owner's mark. Such a treasure could not be used by others even if they obtained it.

Most condensation core experts chose a powerful and divine technique as their life-bound treasure for cultivation.

Not only because cultivating treasures with true essence could significantly enhance their power—such as an inferior-grade treasure that, after several hundred years of careful nurturing, could match an ordinary superior-grade treasure—but also due to certain special divine techniques that required a life-bound treasure to be used.

Unfortunately, one's energy was limited and could only cultivate one life-bound treasure.

The second category were general treasures.

This referred to situations where someone had multiple treasures.

It must be known that although the materials for treasures were rare and their creation extremely difficult, most ordinary condensation core experts possessed only one. But there were exceptions—some powerful figures like sect leaders, old婴s, or wealthy individuals might have several treasures.

For these people, apart from their life-bound treasures, other treasures lacked true essence cultivation within the body and thus didn't bear the owner's mark.

Such treasures could be easily used by others if they were taken away.

The third category was legendary ancient treasures.

People who possessed such treasures were even rarer than those with multiple treasures. As the name suggests, these were treasures from ancient cultivators.

These treasures couldn't be cultivated within the body but had extraordinary power.

Of course, there was no owner's mark, and they could still be used after being taken away. Unfortunately, the number of surviving ancient treasures was extremely limited, most having been claimed by old婴s. Who would dare to take them?
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Cultivating Beast God, possessing aSoul Treasure Weapon is merely the first step.

Next, one must nurture this treasure within their body for at least a century to achieve unity between self and treasure. Additionally, the attributes of the treasure must match those of the cultivator's spirit root completely.

For instance, Zhang Yu’s body was that of a water spirit root, while the Cold Scale Sword was also a water-elemental treasure.

Moreover, several special elixirs were required as auxiliary tools to undergo countless hardships before mastering this secret technique.

The beast form transformed from him wasn’t just his magical body; the Cold Scale Sword had also integrated into his flesh and blood. Hence, its teeth and claws were exceptionally sharp, capable of tearing through zombies.

Seeing Zhang Yu gaining an upper hand, Chen Yu naturally felt immense joy.

With a snort, the monster’s front paw pierced through the zombie's chest, sealing the outcome.

Even if it was a Corpse King, such severe injuries would almost certainly result in death. Zhang Yu was overjoyed and wanted to retreat and transform back into his human form for one final strike. However, the beast form consumed a lot of magical energy.

"Senior Brother!" Chen Yu floated over as well. But then, he stopped abruptly.

"What are you doing?"

The monster that had transformed from Zhang Yu suddenly spoke in human language, eyes filled with fear.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened as he quickly looked up.

It was clear that the monster’s claws were stuck inside the zombie's wound. The Corpse King opened its mouth and spat out countless black ghostly mists, which then transformed into monstrous serpents, tightly binding Zhang Yu's transformation.

The severely injured zombie even gave a strange smile before forcefully inhaling.

A thin beam of light shot from a red gem on its forehead, piercing the monster’s body.

Zhang Yu let out a painful cry as he struggled desperately. However, the monstrous snakes only tightened their grip around him.

Then, an expression of excitement and gravity interwoven appeared on the zombie's face as it continued to look up and inhale forcefully.

The beam of light from its forehead still flickered within Zhang Yu’s body, like it was tugging at something.

"Junior Sister! Help me quickly. It… wants to pull my Golden Core out."

Zhang Yu’s voice emerged from the monster, filled with extreme fear.

Chen Yu was greatly alarmed and tried to use his magical energy, but the corpse poison immediately flared up in his body, turning his face a terrifying shade of green as he fell to the ground.

"Junior Sister!"

Zhang Yu was both shocked and angry. As his body surface flickered with blue light, he could no longer maintain his beast form. More terrifyingly, a dragon-eye-sized golden gem began to appear, almost bursting out from his body.

If the Golden Core were devoured, what would happen to him?

Would I and my junior sister perish here?

Many thoughts flashed through his mind as Zhang Yu’s face showed a resolve.

Having undergone hundreds of years of cultivation, he had faced all kinds of challenges. How could he fail at such a critical moment due to a small zombie?

He began reciting strange incantations.

Seeing the Golden Core emerge from his body, the zombie was overjoyed and stretched out its sharp claws to grab it. Consuming this would instantly elevate his cultivation by several hundred years.

Just as it was about to touch the Golden Core, a protective shield suddenly enveloped the transformed Zhang Yu, who had reverted to human form.

The zombie didn’t pay much attention; that shield appeared thin like paper. It extended its sharp nails and fiercely clawed at it.

However, upon touching the blue light outside the shield, fear flashed across the zombie’s face as it tried to retreat but was too late.

With a deafening boom, the outer glow of the shield instantly exploded with immense power, though the range was extremely small.

Through the smoke, one could see Zhang Yu, protected by the shield, unharmed but his face pale and exhausted.

In contrast, the Golden Core’s light was exceptionally bright.

But in an instant, that light rapidly dimmed, covered in countless fine cracks. With a snap, it shattered into countless fragments.

Zhang Yu's eyes were filled with intense hatred as he looked at the still-living zombie.

At that critical moment, he made his choice: rather than let the monster devour his Golden Core, he allowed it to self-destruct, preferring to shatter like jade rather than survive in pieces.

The only regret was that even this powerful explosion didn’t destroy the zombie.

Although it appeared severely injured, Zhang Yu dared not attack further. Unlike an Incarnation Realm cultivator who would die if their core were destroyed along with their body, a Condensation Core cultivator’s life wasn't threatened by a shattered core; they merely suffered severe damage and dropped to the Foundation Establishment stage in terms of strength.

Reaching this stage again was almost impossible, making his current situation extremely depressing. He never expected that seeking out his two junior brothers would lead to such an incident.

However, he was a shrewd figure who quickly made the right choice. Without Condensation Core strength, he couldn’t even control or retrieve his treasure.

He placed the Cold Scale Sword in his storage bracelet and then took out another ring-shaped spiritual artifact, raising it to form a blue light that carried the unconscious Chen Yu as he flew toward the sky.

The Silent Corpse Valley returned to silence.

About half an hour later, a plain-looking young man emerged from behind a large stone about several dozen feet away.

He had originally intended to hear more secrets from their conversation but almost got caught up in this intense battle instead.

Fortunately, both sides were severely injured, leaving him unscathed.

Lin Xuan felt relieved yet couldn’t help smiling. It seemed he always encountered dangerous situations.

After a brief pause, he looked thoughtfully at the zombie beside him.

This monster was truly terrifying to an extreme degree; that elder wasn't just a regular Condensation Core cultivator but had assistance from a woman, forcing them to this point.

Moreover, devouring a cultivator's Golden Core and using their treasure didn’t seem like something a common Corpse King would do.

Earlier, it rolled on the ground, now motionless. It was unclear if it was unconscious or dead.

Smiling sinisterly at the Corpse King, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a grin…
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Lin Xuan hesitated slightly before moving forward. However, after just two steps, he stopped and swept his sleeves. A black beam shot out.

The motionless zombie suddenly leaped up, its eyes flashing with ferocity as it narrowly dodged the black beam, showing signs of fear towards it.

"Sure enough..."

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's face. This monster was feigning death; no wonder, considering it was a thousand-year-old zombie with human-like intelligence.

It seemed to be waiting for him to get close before launching an ambush. If his guess was correct, this creature could absorb the essence of cultivators to nourish itself.

Lin Xuan formed a hand seal and shot out several more black beams. The zombie didn't dare to meet them head-on; these were secret techniques from the *Talisman Scripture of Profound Yin*, which had particularly effective results against such monsters.

Of course, if this Corpse King was intact, Lin Xuan wouldn't have dared to provoke it. But after a fierce battle with two experts, especially considering the devastating power of that golden core explosion, the Corpse King's strength had been reduced by nearly ninety percent!

Taking advantage of his weakened state, Lin Xuan wasn't just whimsically trying to rid the world of evil; such a Corpse King was not something one could easily encounter. The secret techniques from the *Talisman Scripture of Profound Yin* would be very useful, and this was an upper-grade version—far more powerful than ordinary ones.

Although he had spells that could counter zombies, Lin Xuan still acted with extreme caution. After witnessing the monster's supernatural abilities, even in its weakened state, he didn't underestimate it at all.

The Corpse King's eyes glowed with a strange red light as it looked at Lin Xuan with greedy intent. If it could devour this cultivator, his injuries would heal much faster, though not instantly.

Compared to the old man earlier, this young man’s cultivation was insignificant, but that black beam was truly troublesome.

But the zombie showed no urgency. As a thousand-year-old monster, he was a cunning fox. Clearly, while the black beam was powerful, it consumed a lot of spiritual energy; a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator couldn't sustain it for long… It had decided to engage in attrition warfare.

After some time, Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly impatient and even fearful. Suddenly, he gritted his teeth and released a thick, ten-foot-long black beam before turning to run.

"Want to run?"

The Corpse King was taken aback but wouldn't let its prey escape. It turned into a blood-colored streak and chased after Lin Xuan.

Perhaps this cultivator had been so frightened that he lost his bearings; instead of flying out of the valley, he darted deeper into the canyon.

The Corpse King was delighted and pursued with greater urgency.

Not long after, they arrived at an open area. Lin Xuan's figure flashed a few times before vanishing.

The Corpse King stopped and looked around, its sinister face filled with confusion.

It let out a low growl as it extended its claws, shooting two blood-colored beams in the direction where Lin Xuan had disappeared.

Puff...

A layer of pitch-black light suddenly appeared in the air. The blood beams struck it but vanished like they were swallowed by the sea.

The Corpse King's expression changed, but before it could react, the scene shifted. The valley disappeared, replaced by a bizarre wasteland with dark skies and countless wandering ghosts.

*Polar Yin Evil Spirit Array!*

Without tenfold certainty, Lin Xuan wouldn't have risked his life. This array was powerful enough to trap even a Core Formation初期 expert.

The Corpse King was much more formidable, but with its strength severely diminished, it couldn't break through this array!

Lin Xuan held a green jade plate in his hands; this was the central control for the array. He continuously cast hand seals on it…

The Corpse King roared fiercely and tore apart an approaching ghost with its claws, only to have more spirits swarm forward.

Simultaneously, black fog surged and transformed into various weapons—swords, spears, halberds, and more—hundreds of them in total.

The Corpse King's face showed signs of fear as it released a layer of protective membrane.

Lin Xuan hummed and spread his hands wide before clenching them together. The black fog transformed into weapons that emitted piercing screams, rushing towards the Corpse King.

The Corpse King wouldn't sit idly by; it opened its mouth to spit out a small bead about the size of a dragon's eye, glowing with an eerie red light.

*Corpse Pearl!*

Although all zombies had such pearls, this one was clearly different. The zombie's intelligence arose from the essence soul that re-emerged due to the nourishment of阴气, which resided within the Corpse Pearl.

Its importance was evident.

With even the Corpse Pearl now used in battle, it seemed this Corpse King was at its last resort, with little remaining spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan's face lit up as he tapped his storage bag and summoned a pair of Wu Gou swords.

Then, with his left hand, he produced the Hundred Souls Flag.

The Corpse King inside the array couldn't see Lin Xuan's actions. After summoning the Corpse Pearl, it was immediately raised above its head, releasing another layer of protective membrane.

At the same time, the array's attacks had already arrived!

The weapons condensed from the black fog kept piercing, and the fire dragons formed by the Wu Gou swords joined in the attack.

As for the Hundred Souls Flag, Lin Xuan, now proficient in ghost techniques, used it differently. The released spirits didn't attack with teeth or claws as before; instead, under his guidance, each spirit cast different spells.

These spells were extremely eerie and seemed to have some restraining effect on the Corpse King. While a single spirit wasn’t much, their combined power was considerable.
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To counter the poison with poison, Lin Xuan was now relying on sheer power.

Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. With an array to assist him and a large number of crystal stones and essence pills on his person, this monster had no chance unless it could break out of the array by some divine means. In that case, it would be doomed.

The Corpse King roared incessantly as the blood light from its corpse pearl reached alarming levels. Seeing this, Lin Xuan was not alarmed but rather pleased; the opponent was clearly at his last gasp, just a flicker of life before death.

With a flip of his hand, he retrieved that peculiar dagger.

Though unremarkable in appearance, it was more powerful than Wu Gou, an upper-grade spirit artifact.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed with a hand seal, and the dagger transformed into a blackish-blue beam. The Corpse King seemed to recognize its danger; its sharp nails suddenly detached from its claws and intercepted the dagger.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't let that happen.

With a mental command, a beautiful maiden appeared in mid-air. After Mo Er revealed herself, she immediately summoned the Jade Snow Ring.

No one knew what secret technique this girl used, but the speed of the Jade Snow Ring was astonishing; it arrived first and intercepted the zombie's ghost armor, while the dagger streaked towards the corpse pearl.

With a clear crack, the outer protective layer finally gave way under the combined attacks. The corpse pearl shattered under the dagger’s strike.

The Corpse King roared in agony, its body trembling as it fell to the ground.

However, Lin Xuan's expression did not ease; instead, he stared intently at the shattered corpse pearl.

A small, crimson light ball emerged from within.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and drew several circles on his chest. A purple glow enveloped his hand, which he then pushed into the Hundred Souls Banner.

Absorbing such pureyin spirit force, the Hundred Souls Banner whistled as countless ghostly energies emerged, transforming into a massive black hand that grabbed at the crimson light ball.

This was the Corpse King's essence soul.

The essence soul naturally did not intend to die. A flash of light revealed its attempt to escape, moving so fast it left one speechless.

Unfortunately for it, it was now trapped in the array.

Lin Xuan lightly tapped his hand; the black hand quickly disintegrated into a large net that descended on the essence soul...

The essence soul had no place to hide and was caught by the giant net, still struggling with strange noises.

A pleased expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he cast another hand seal. The net tightened and released black lightning, gradually weakening the essence soul.

Lin Xuan reached out and drew the Hundred Souls Banner, which absorbed the Corpse King’s essence soul into the demon banner.

Relief washed over Lin Xuan. Although he had a 90% chance of success, this monster was clearly not an ordinary Corpse King; despite its severe injuries, it might still have used some divine means. Thankfully, it was all in vain and subdued.

Lin Xuan stopped the operation of the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array, carefully storing his array tools back into a storage bracelet.

Without the aid of the array, he wasn't sure if he could have won; Lin Xuan cherished this treasure greatly.

The environment vanished as the valley’s fog gradually dissipated, confirming that all monsters had been cleared.

The Corpse King lay motionless on the ground. This time, it was not feigning death; its essence soul had been captured by the Hundred Souls Banner, leaving only a mere shell.

Lin Xuan slowly approached.

Though the Corpse King's body wasn't riddled with wounds, it had suffered significant damage. Lin Xuan sighed and used his spiritual energy to inspect his eyes, then muttered, "As the True Scripture of Profound Demonic Magic states, zombies can indeed heal their injuries after a thousand years of cultivation."

Even this shell could do so, albeit at a slightly slower rate.

He retrieved his waist pouch, opened it, and a black light shot out, wrapping around the Corpse King to ensnare it.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. According to the Demon Zombie Art, ordinary zombies required only secret methods for control, but once they reached the level of a Corpse King, it became much more complex.

First, one had to extract its soul using secret techniques; intelligent zombies were unusable, and this process was both difficult and risky, potentially leading to reverse possession by the zombie's essence.

Today, through sheer luck, he managed to extract the zombie’s soul despite the differences from the demon scripture. Regardless of the method, it worked.

However, with his current cultivation level, even a thousand-year-old Corpse King could rival a condensation core stage expert; manipulating such creatures required at least the third layer of the Demon Zombie Art.

Nonetheless, this was still a significantharvest. After all, a Corpse King is hard to come by, so he would keep it for now.

Lin Xuan did not leave Drifting Cloud Valley immediately but returned calmly to the zombie lair.

According to logic, no more monsters should appear, but better safe than sorry; he raised his spirit artifact.

The result was unnecessary precautions as he arrived safely at the cave where he first encountered the Corpse King.

A dozen Foundation Establishment stage cultivators remained unconscious, their faces pale.

However, a quick inspection revealed no major issues. While optimistic, it meant they were still alive but had lost much of their essence energy and would drop several cultivation levels, possibly even falling to the Flexible Spirit Stage.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate; he collected everyone's storage bracelets.

This was indeed a greatharvest. Besides the assets of the dozen Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, there was also the condensation core stage cultivator’s original treasure, the Jade Blade. Even with his wealth, this was a significant windfall.
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Taking out his storage bracelet, Lin Xuan meticulously searched through the zombie den. Once he was sure nothing had been overlooked, he departed using a light projection from the Yin Corpse Valley.

As for those unfortunate Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, they would merely suffer from excessive loss of essence and qi, and regain consciousness after several hours. There was no need to worry about them personally.

This outcome suited Lin Xuan best. Wu Yun'er was just one individual; who knew if there were any other high-ranking figures like her?

Initially, he had been somewhat careless in his planning. Even if they perished at the hands of zombies, their respective sects still had reasons to vent their anger on him.

This was something Lin Xuan did not wish to see happen. Now that these individuals were still alive, even with a drop in cultivation, it would be none of his concern.

With this thought, half an hour later, Lin Xuan returned to Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Noticing nothing during his departure, he had used his divine sense to scan the area near the entrance when approaching the mountain gate. Indeed, apart from a few faint traces of qi, no other cultivators remained in the vicinity. It seemed that both the Daoist and Evil sects had indeed evacuated; the remaining small fry were likely scattered individual practitioners.

Lin Xuan did not care about these people. Apart from the three major factions and the Extreme Demon Sovereign's subordinates, any attempt by other sects to attack Spirit Medicine Mountain would be futile—like throwing a stone at a wall.

With this danger removed, he could now focus on his cultivation without worry. Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling, set up an Extremely Yin Evil Spirit Array around it, and then retrieved the Hundred Soul Banner and Jade Cylinder Scroll before beginning his practice of Devilish Corpse Technique...

Little did Lin Xuan know that as he diligently practiced, in a secret cave behind Spirit Medicine Mountain.

"Uncle Senior!"

A white-haired old man stood respectfully before him. Wearing a moon-white Daoist robe, he exuded an air of divine grace and was none other than the current master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, True Feather Immortal.

This venerable figure had gained fame over a century ago, not through his cultivation but through alchemy. Although he could not compare to the founding master, Heavenly Dust Immortal, he had reached a level where he could successfully condense even mid-grade pills with a fifty percent chance.

Compared to the arduous task of alchemy, this was an extraordinary achievement.

As for his cultivation, as head of a sect, it was almost pitiful. He was at the late Foundation Establishment stage and couldn't even match some minor family heads.

Of course, all that was just on the surface.

The waters of Spirit Medicine Mountain were deep; how could True Feather Immortal be so inept?

In reality, this old man was a prodigy with profound alchemical skills and had reached the Golden Core realm in his later years.

Why did others not notice him?

Because he concealed himself extremely well. He certainly wouldn't use the strangecultivation technique for gathering qi from Nine Heavens Profound Technique, but True Feather Immortal could easily concoct elixirs like Hidden Spirit Pills, which were beyond Lin Xuan's abilities as a novice.

Although he lacked the ability to purify Upper-grade Red Silk Grass with his unique starry sea powers, his alchemical expertise allowed him to find suitable substitutes effortlessly.

Hidden Spirit Pills weren't particularly advanced; their preparation was extremely simple.

But now, there was no need for concealment. The spiritual fluctuations emanating from the one-eyed old man were terrifying.

An Incubus!

And not just at an early stage but at a mid-stage like the Extreme Demon Sovereign.

It must be remembered that cultivation became increasingly difficult as one advanced. Particularly after forming an incubus, the growth of power was unimaginably slow.

Throughout history, many prodigies could only stagnate at the early Incubus stage for their entire lives. Advancing to a mid-stage required not just talent but various coincidences and hardships, which were best left unspoken to outsiders.

Such fortunate individuals were few and far between.

Moreover, the strength of an Incubus at the mid-stage was significantly higher than that of an early-stage one, explaining why even the three major factions feared the Extreme Demon Sovereign alone.

With the vast resources of the three major factions, they only had early-stage Incubus elders. They never expected Spirit Medicine Mountain to have such a formidable individual hidden among its unknown experts.

The old man slowly opened his single eye, which was exceptionally bright despite being one-eyed. He looked at True Feather Immortal and asked, "Did everyone retreat?"

"Yes, Uncle Senior!" True Feather Immortal lowered his head respectfully. "Upon learning that our sect does not have Heavenly Dust Pills, the Daoist and Evil factions naturally had no reason to remain here. They also did not wish to offend us."

"Hmm, you've done well with this matter," the one-eyed old man said, changing the subject. "But I heard that you deliberately leaked the news through a few traitors?"

"Yes, Uncle Senior." True Feather Immortal revealed a cunning expression on his face. "Our sect is renowned for alchemy and has opened its doors to various practitioners who wish us to refine their pills. However, major factions of both Daoist and Evil sects have never ceased trying to recruit our alchemists..."

"Hmph, that's not surprising; after all, resources and techniques are best kept in one's own hands," the one-eyed old man grunted, showing no concern.

"Although most disciples were not tempted, there were still some less steadfast individuals who betrayed us under the promise of substantial benefits." True Feather Immortal had a deep-seated cunning, even his expression remained calm when discussing this part.

"Hmm." The old man nodded. "Continue..."

"I noticed their betrayal but did not want to alert them prematurely. Moreover, their alchemical skills were quite limited; even if they betrayed us, the loss to Spirit Medicine Mountain would be minimal."

"But I heard you promoted those traitors; why?" A trace of doubt flashed across the old man's face.

"Uncle Senior is perceptive; my loyalty to our sect is unwavering. This promotion had another purpose," Lin Xuan said.
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"You don't need to declare your loyalty. I know very well that you are loyal to our sect, otherwise, I wouldn't have promoted you to the head of Spirit Herb Mountain. It's just that I'm a bit puzzled by your methods," said the one-eyed elder in a gentle voice.

"Thank Uncle Senior." Tongyu True Man performed another respectful bow before slowly explaining: "I did this as part of a strategy to retreat and advance."

"A retreat to advance?" The elder stroked his beard, showing a thoughtful expression.

"Yes, Uncle Senior. As I mentioned earlier, if we eliminate the traitors now, it might alert them. Instead, by promoting them secretly while giving them important roles, we can keep them busy with trivial matters so they have less time for alchemy. Over time, their skills in alchemy will naturally decline. Even if they leave our sect, the forces they try to rally would only get a few waste pills at best—this is one reason."

"The second reason is that as important officials within the sect, their words will be taken seriously by the major factions of both the Daoist and demonic paths."

"Hmm, just like what you did this time. You deliberately leaked information about our possession of the Heavenly Dust Pill formula but couldn't produce it, causing the spies from both sides to withdraw," the one-eyed elder's eyes gleamed with approval. His nephew was indeed a master strategist, effortlessly averting a major disaster.

"Thank Uncle Senior for your praise." However... "Even though they might be waste pills, we cannot tolerate traitors who betray their teacher and seek personal gain."

"Do not worry, I have secretly placed a venomous insect on them. They will not show any signs of it now, but once they leave the sect, I will activate the mother insect. In three years, they will surely suffer an unimaginable fate."

"Three years? Why such a long time?" The elder asked with some confusion.

"To be cautious, Uncle Senior. If they die immediately after leaving the sect, everyone would suspect us, and the major forces would resent us. Although our sect is not afraid of your power, creating more enemies isn't beneficial. Our approach has always been to remain unnoticed," said Tongyu True Man.

"Hmm, you have indeed considered things more thoroughly than I."

"Uncle Senior flatters me." The expression on Tongyu's face showed no sense of achievement: "As the head of Spirit Herb Mountain, this is my duty."

The elder closed his eyes and pondered for a moment before speaking again. "Besides the information about Heavenly Dust Pills, those traitors also revealed that our sect has hidden forces. Was this intentional?"

"Yes," Tongyu True Man nodded. "Uncle Senior, originally, I knew of many seclusion elders within the sect, but it was just a few. However, with everything exposed now, it's time to showcase our strength."

"Correct. With the three major factions vying for power and the demonic path stirring up trouble, that old demon Sovereign, Liemo, is ambitious. The cultivation world in Youzhou is about to fall into chaos."

"I agree. Without strength, a sect will struggle to survive in such a complex environment, especially us at Spirit Herb Mountain, which could become a target for many," Tongyu True Man analyzed calmly. "Even though everyone respects and honors us cultivators now, it's because of the balance between Daoist and demonic forces. Once they break their facade, we'll be the first to face their wrath."

"Hmph. What showing loyalty? It's clearly an attempt to swallow our sect whole. They lack the appetite," said the one-eyed elder with a cold smile.

"Uncle Senior is right. If my Spirit Herb Mountain only had superficial power, it would easily be bullied. But now... who will swallow whom remains uncertain," Tongyu True Man replied confidently.

"You did well in this chaotic situation by revealing some of our strength to intimidate the lesser ones."

"Yes, and I have a backup plan. The information I leaked only mentioned that we have many condensation core elders, but I didn't specify your existence as an infant soul."

"Good, keeping things mysterious is smart. By the way..." The one-eyed elder suddenly seemed to remember something and slowly continued: "I heard you took a base foundation cultivator named Lin Xuan as a disciple and made him the next head of our sect. Is that true?"

"I apologize for not seeking your permission back then when you were in seclusion," Tongyu True Man said.

"I don't blame you." The elder waved his hand. "But why did you choose to make this decision after Lin Xuan had been with us for so long?"

"Haha, Uncle Senior, I wouldn't have acted without reason. This was all for the sake of our sect. Lin Xuan..."

Their voices gradually grew softer.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan, who knew nothing about their discussion, was diligently practicing Devilish Corpse Technique in his cave dwelling.

---

In the first layer, he had already successfully mastered it before going to capture monsters. Now, he needed to follow the instructions in the demonic scriptures to refine and recognize this zombie as his own.

First, Lin Xuan set up a simple array for refining spirits using crystal stones and other materials on the ground. It took him three days to complete the setup due to his first-time experience with such techniques.

After double-checking everything, he patted his waist pouch and released one of the zombies. This zombie had only mid-flexible spirit cultivation, being the weakest among those captured, so Lin Xuan intended to use it as practice.

The moment the zombie was released from the Spirit Ghost Bag, it fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan cast a spell that sent the zombie flying several times. Dealing with such minor foes no longer required much effort for him now.

Next, he casually used a wind binding technique to immobilize the zombie and placed it in the prepared array.

The process was straightforward: using the secret methods from the demonic scriptures to refine the zombie according to its cultivation level. The time needed varied slightly depending on the zombie's strength, but as long as he followed the instructions carefully...
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Lin Xuan's expression was grave as he cast a spell. The whirring array before him stopped, revealing the zombie in the center.

Compared to just a few days ago, the zombie’s appearance seemed unchanged. The only difference was that the blood-red light in its eyes had vanished, replaced by a faint silver glow.

Lin Xuan's mind moved, and the zombie immediately stepped out, standing obediently on one side.

Several more commands were issued, and the zombie followed without error. Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy; indeed, the Heavenly Devil Corpse Technique was truly miraculous.

Although he could only command zombies at the Flexible Spirit Period due to his current level, having these monsters as allies was still beneficial. In critical moments, they could be used as cannon fodder.

He stored the zombie in his spirit ghost bag and took out another unrefined one. With the experience from the first layer, this refinement process was much smoother.

Lin Xuan refined all the captured monsters, obtaining fifteen zombies at the Flexible Spirit Period. Only the shell of a Corpse King remained; naturally, he wouldn't move that monster for now. Lin Xuan knew his limitations and didn't want to engage in wishful thinking.

Both secret techniques from The Profound Demon Scripture that could temporarily boost one's strength had been mastered. Next, he would diligently work on enhancing his own spirit energy.

After all, no matter how advanced a secret technique was, it required essence qi as its foundation. Lin Xuan’s strength among peers after mastering the Heavenly Devil Corpse Technique and refining the Hundred Souls Banner was unparalleled; even in one-on-one combat or facing two opponents, he had a high chance of victory.

But against Core Formation Stage experts, he would have no chance to retaliate. After all, others’ realms were there, their essence qi far more profound. The saying "one force can defeat ten," held true here.

Mastering these secret techniques did indeed boost his strength but was merely a temporary solution. Lin Xuan had initially taken this path because his sect faced dire circumstances and wanted to ensure he had an extra layer of protection.

Now, the situation had changed significantly. The peril on Spirit Herb Mountain had been resolved, though Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear about the specifics. He only heard snippets from two Cloud Lightning Manor cultivators. But the facts were what they were; with his sect now safe, he could focus on cultivation without worry.

Lin Xuan naturally wanted to condense a golden core. Not only would that level of cultivator command respect everywhere, but their lifespan was more than twice as long compared to Foundation Establishment Stage practitioners.

And his primary goal in pursuing the path of immortality was longevity itself.

Of course, one had to take things step by step, and the path of cultivation couldn't be rushed. Greed for quick gains would only be harmful. Condensing a golden core was still far away.

Lin Xuan set his initial target at Foundation Establishment Stage later period. This time, he planned to cultivate with that goal in mind.

Speaking of cultivation, it was indeed monotonous. It involved absorbing heaven and earth’s essence qi and performing the grand circulation within one's body; the principles were similar for all.

However, different techniques had distinct paths, leading to vastly different effects.

Of course, innate talent also played a significant role. A genius could achieve rapid progress even with ordinary techniques, though their essence qi might not be as refined, and their divine arts and secret techniques would be slightly weaker.

Top-grade techniques came in two types: those like The Profound Demon Scripture that were both fast to master and powerful but had significant flaws, making it easy for non-genius cultivators to go astray.

The other type was akin to The Nine Heavens Profound Technique, emphasizing solid foundations with little short-term results but immense potential upon mastery, without any hidden dangers or flaws.

Both techniques had their advantages, of course, and drawbacks as well. However, they complemented each other perfectly.

But for ordinary people, possessing both top-grade techniques was like trying to have your cake and eat it too. No one heard of daoist divine arts and ghost cultivation techniques being mixed; such an attempt would be akin to an old man hanging himself... just to live longer.

However, Lin Xuan, who had the Yin Yang Art, didn't face this issue. On the surface, he seemed destined for great success with his dual top-grade techniques.

Yet, every family has its own hard-to-swallow scriptures; only Lin Xuan knew the hardships of his path. His talent was abysmal—more accurately, he lacked a spirit root entirely.

Fortunately, in the cultivation world, innate deficiencies could be compensated by continuous drug intake over time. For others, such luxury didn't exist.

Various spiritual herbs weren’t like candy canes; they required countless precious materials and rare medicinal plants to obtain after extensive refinement.

But with his Blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan wasn’t troubled by this.

Initially joining Spirit Herb Mountain was for the purpose of obtaining the waste pills here. After gathering the sect’s nearly thousand-year-old Foundation Establishment Stage waste pills, Lin Xuan had plenty of pills.

Every day, he first purified the pills before meditating and entering a life of arduous practice.

Now, Lin Xuan's pill purification process was well-versed; with his increasing spirit energy, his Star Sea expanded accordingly. Low-grade pills were a waste of time.

Lin Xuan ingested at least middle-grade Foundation Establishment Pills, occasionally extracting one or two superior-grade ones.

Driven by powerful medicinal forces and Lin Xuan’s extraordinary diligence, his cultivation progress was swift though not breathtakingly fast.

Meanwhile, Lin Yue'er wasn’t idle either. Despite her delicate appearance, she worked just as hard in cultivation.

Though a yin ghost body, she couldn't take pills for support. However, Yue'er's talent was much better, so her progress was equally rapid!

After obtaining The Profound Demon Scripture, Lin Yue'er naturally abandoned the techniques from Yin Ghost Senior Immortal; while "Yin Ghost Nine Transformations" was impressive, it lagged far behind those practiced by Core Formation Stage experts like Heavenly Fiend Tyrant and Extreme Evil Sovereign.

Moreover, Lin Xuan also cultivated this technique. Together, they could unleash several powerful secret arts.
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Time flew by in the blink of an eye.

Lin Xuan's latest seclusion lasted a full decade. For ordinary people, this was unimaginable, but for those who followed the path of immortals, such cultivation was essential.

Finally, Lin Xuan achieved his goal and entered the late-stage Foundation Establishment phase, having mastered the sixth layer of his cultivation technique. In other words, he had reached the pinnacle of late-stage Foundation Establishment.

As for Yue'er, her talent surpassed even Lin Xuan's expectations. Without any aid from pills, she managed to reach the middle stage of Foundation Establishment in just ten years.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan settled his breath into his dantian and slowly concluded his practice. He then stood up, flexing his limbs, and sat in meditation for a day. He did feel somewhat numb after such prolonged sitting.

Next, Lin Xuan left the training room and entered an adjacent stone chamber.

The place was empty except for a simple gathering spirit array on the ground. In the center of the array lay a round white spirit beast egg.

There was still no sign of movement. Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of disappointment. This spirit beast egg had been obtained from the den of the Malevolent Tyrant, but after ten years, there were still no signs of hatching.

Even with his deep-seated patience, Lin Xuan's endurance was gradually wearing thin. He even began to doubt if he had received a dead egg. However, upon carefully probing with his spirit sense, he found clear signs of life inside; it wasn't a dead object. Why couldn't it hatch?

If it were a problem related to pills, Spiritmedicine Mountain would naturally have extensive records. But regarding knowledge about spirit beasts, the library contained no information.

Of course, his master or senior elders within the sect might know something, but Lin Xuan was unwilling to reveal this news. Plus, with most of his focus on cultivation, he gradually put aside thoughts about the spirit beast egg.

Seeing that it still hadn't hatched, Lin Xuan felt a slight disappointment but wasn't overly discouraged. As long as it wasn't a dead egg, there was nothing to worry about. Perhaps his method was wrong; next time at the market, he would check if there were any relevant records.

Returning to the training room, however, Lin Xuan did not continue taking pills and meditating.

As his cultivation level rose day by day, the effects of the Foundation Establishment pill were gradually diminishing. Although the expanded Star Sea within him could refine many high-grade pills, the results still weren't ideal.

With past experiences with Essence Cleansing Pills, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't try top-grade pills; they likely required some rare materials for secondary refining.

But even high-grade pills couldn't meet his needs, and Lin Xuan could only sigh. His talent was truly...

However, he wasn't overly anxious since he had already reached the late-stage Foundation Establishment in just a decade. There were two options left: one was to continue seclusion. After all, the Foundation Establishment pill's effects weren't entirely gone; with continued consumption and meditation, he could potentially reach the peak of Foundation Establishment after another forty or fifty years, known as false core.

This path was stable and wouldn't lead to any complications. He just needed to continue his seclusion. However, its main drawback was that it would take a bit longer.

Remembering that cultivators had limited lifespans, with Foundation Establishment lasting about two hundred years, reaching the false core before a century was already above average. But don't forget that the path of immortals became increasingly difficult and slower as one advanced. With Lin Xuan's talent, he wanted to reserve more time for future stages.

The other option was to search for other pills. Unlike theagile; lively stage, Foundation Establishment had several types of spirit pills beyond the Foundation Establishment pill, including various high-grade pills that could be used.

These had better effects than the Foundation Establishment pill but were rarely used because they were ancient formulas passed down from tens of thousands of years ago. Many of the herbs were either extinct or so rare as to make one's blood boil. Even with a sect's resources, it might not be possible to gather them all.

For most cultivators, the Foundation Establishment pill was sufficient; why bother making these painstakingly crafted ancient pills?

But Lin Xuan's situation was different. The effects of the Foundation Establishment pill on him were diminishing, and if he wanted to progress faster, these obscure pills became his only hope.

However, these pills were rarely refined by anyone in the sect, so there were no waste pills available. If Lin Xuan wanted them, he would have to collect the materials according to the recorded formulas himself.

Both paths had their drawbacks but also benefits. How should he choose?

Lin Xuan was momentarily at a loss!

He needed to decide first before setting his next cultivation goals.

Standing at a crossroads, Lin Xuan couldn't make up his mind in the short term. So, he set this matter aside and temporarily paused his cultivation. He had other tasks to attend to.

Lin Xuan took out a storage bracelet, injected his spirit sense into it, and extracted everything inside. The items clattered out with a jingling sound.

If another cultivator were present, they would be shocked and envious, as these weren't trash but all high-grade spirit artifacts. There were dozens of them in total.

If converted to crystal stones, even for a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator, this would be an impressive amount. For a Core Formation cultivator, it might not be so generous.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't just taking what he could get; since he embarked on the path of cultivation, danger had always been a constant companion. Many people harbored ill intentions towards him, but Lin Xuan was no pushover. These spirit artifacts were war spoils from his battles with enemies.

Some he had sold in the past, but most were saved up over time, and before he knew it, he had accumulated so many.
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His gaze swept over the spiritual artifacts before him, and Lin Xuan's expression was quite intriguing. The saying "to borrow from many sources is not as good as mastering one" applied to these spiritual artifacts just as much. Having too many could become a burden. Thus, Lin Xuan decided to pick out several with the greatest power that suited him best, while selling off the rest.

Of course, with Lin Xuan's current discernment, practicality was one requirement, but he also needed high-grade items.

Firstly, he picked up Wu Gou, which came from the Fire Spirit Sect leader. Its power was extraordinary, and it was very convenient to use.

The Hundred Soul Flag was naturally even more indispensable. After refining the True Scripture of Profound Evil, this item's power surpassed that of a top-grade spiritual artifact by quite a margin.

Then there was that peculiar dagger, an ultra-grade spiritual artifact that was hard to come by. It couldn't be wasted and would work better for stealth attacks.

Lin Xuan picked through them until he found a golden brick... no, it should be called a gold ingot instead.

Though unremarkable at first glance, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he infused his essence energy into it. Instantly, the gold ingot began to grow, reaching over ten zhang in length and seven or eight zhang in width. If not for his vast abode, it would almost be too large to contain.

Although笨重, this item had immense power, and more importantly, it was a top-grade spiritual artifact with fire attributes.

He found this ingot in the zombies' storage bags after raiding their lair.

Finally, Lin Xuan's gaze settled on a fiery red bead about the size of a dragon eye. It emitted an astonishing essence energy fluctuation, clearly not something ordinary. The Divine Flame Spirit Pearl!

Lin Xuan had obtained this treasure long ago. Back then, it was his greatest spoils from eliminating the阴鬼上人. However, he had never used it because he lacked the requisite strength to activate it.

The阴鬼上人的 cultivation心得was very clear: without late-stage Foundation Establishment stage power, one could not drive this artifact. Even for those with late-stage Foundation Establishment, they could only utilize its power up to the third layer of the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl.

Despite that, Lin Xuan had seen its power and found it no less impressive than his own ultra-grade spiritual artifacts.

What exactly was this? Initially, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure but knew that阴鬼上人 had acquired it from a fallen cultivation family.

Later, while browsing the market, he bought a book called "Appraisal of Treasures." It claimed to be written by a condensation core cultivator. For just two crystal stones, Lin Xuan easily purchased it. The reason was simple; this wasn't some secret technique or divine method.

It merely contained an appraisal of treasures in the cultivation world!

This is what made him realize that treasures could be categorized into three types: soul-bound treasures, ordinary treasures, and ancient relics.

Due to the content, Lin Xuan began to suspect that the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl might indeed be a relic left behind by ancient cultivators.

It was well-known that only condensation core cultivators could drive these artifacts. However, in ancient times, the treasures crafted by cultivators were vastly different from those of today. Although most still required Golden Core completion to use, some were either due to unique crafting techniques or special materials, allowing even Foundation Establishment stage cultivators to wield them.

Though such treasures were slightly less powerful than true ancient relics, they were still artifacts. No spiritual artifact could match their power at any grade. Thus, every time one appeared, it would attract the attention of Foundation Establishment cultivators, leading to extremely violent struggles for possession.

If his guess was correct, the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl should be such a treasure.

Holding it in his hand, Lin Xuan's eyes lit up with joy. Even though he had reached late-stage Foundation Establishment, there was still a long way to go before achieving condensation core success.

During this period, the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl would be the most powerful artifact among all his treasures.

However, while its usage threshold was lower, it required refinement and could only be partially utilized with his current strength—just like the阴鬼上人. Only when one's Golden Core formed could they fully harness an artifact's power.

Nevertheless, compared to Foundation Establishment opponents, his equipment would still outshine theirs.

Putting down the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl, Lin Xuan felt that he had enough attack-oriented spiritual artifacts for now. Adding the zombie and beast soul talismans, even against condensation core experts, he had a chance of escaping.

He shouldn't get any more; otherwise, he might end up overburdened and harm his own strength.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't plan to sell all the remaining items. He had already acquired enough attack-oriented spiritual artifacts. He still needed several for defense.

However, there weren't many defensive spiritual artifacts. After picking through them, Lin Xuan found only two.

One was a piece of plain cloth, which was merely middle-grade. Lin Xuan frowned; this item's quality was too low, so he discarded it.

The other was a small shield about the size of his palm, an ultra-grade spiritual artifact obtained from the treasure vaults on Spirit Herb Mountain.

Lin Xuan sighed; this was unavoidable since defensive spiritual artifacts were scarce. Fortunately, some spells in the Hundred Soul Flag could also be used for defense.

He would have to keep an eye out at the market and buy high-grade defensive talismans.

Repacking the remaining items into his storage bracelet, Lin Xuan looked at the treasures he had selected.

"Master!" A beautiful young girl appeared in the air.

"This dagger is for you."

Lin Xuan gave the peculiar dagger as a gift to Xiao Yin, who was somewhat surprised. This was an ultra-grade spiritual artifact.

Of course, there were reasons behind his actions. With the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl, this item had little use for him. Moreover, while its power was immense, it wasn't suitable for direct attacks. Perfectly suited for Xiao Yin's usual position in the shadows, the dagger would work best with her for stealth attacks.

"Thank you, Master," Xiao Yin said happily.

"Hmm, this peculiar dagger is an ultra-grade spiritual artifact; you'll need to refine it further to truly achieve a seamless connection between yourself and the item."
第二百一十五章 雪莲

Next, Lin Xuan and Yue'er both began their seclusion individually. However, this time it wasn't for improving their cultivation realm; instead, they were focused on refining treasures.

Lin Xuan held the Divine Fire Soul Pearl in his hands, a look of seriousness on his face. Beside him was an jade cylinder containing instructions on how to refine treasures. Lin Xuan had specially gone to the market for this purpose. Unlike cultivation techniques, such knowledge wasn't considered a closely guarded secret, so he easily bought what he needed. As for why a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator would buy something related to treasure refinement, there was no need to worry about suspicion; it was quite common for sects to have their disciples purchase items or run errands for their seniors.

Returning to his cave dwelling, Lin Xuan immediately activated theprohibition and headed straight to the practice room. He carefully read through the contents of the jade cylinder over three days.

It wasn't that Lin Xuan was unintelligent; rather, this method of refining treasures suited Condensation Core cultivators. Many parts were too obscure for him, requiring careful contemplation. He didn’t want any mistakes during the process and preferred to do thorough preparations in advance.

Lin Xuan’s face showed deep thought as he seemed indecisive. It was fortunate that his initial plan was merely to refine the Divine Fire Soul Pearl according to the instructions in the jade cylinder. However, after combining the information from the jade cylinder with his own understanding of treasure refinement, Lin Xuan realized it wasn’t as simple as he had imagined.

For ordinary treasures, there wouldn't be much trouble. But for a unique ancient artifact like this one, the method of refinement could significantly impact its power. This was especially true since Condensation Core experts could fully utilize its abilities, whereas if he followed conventional methods, his effectiveness would only reach around ten percent. However, applying some special techniques might allow him to achieve up to thirty or even nearly half of its full potential.

The temptation was great, but there was no free lunch. The method itself was quite dangerous.

Holding the Divine Fire Soul Pearl in one hand and tapping his knee with the other, Lin Xuan pondered whether he should play it safe or take a risk.

Another significant decision loomed before him.

After a long while, a glint of determination flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes. He would give it a try!

If successful, the power of the Divine Fire Soul Pearl could nearly double. Such an opportunity couldn’t be missed.

However, after making his decision, he didn't start refining the treasure immediately; instead, he left the practice room and went to the medicinal garden on Spirit Herb Mountain.

As a sect renowned for alchemy, Spirit Herb Mountain’s medicinal garden was vast, covering several thousand acres, filled with all sorts of rare herbs. However, the cultivation of these plants fell to outer disciples, while only a few managers were cultivators at the Flexible Spirit stage.

"Senior Apprentice Brother Feng, it's you! Are you on duty today?"

"Yes, Senior Uncle, I am on duty in the medicinal garden today. What can I do for you?" Feng Sheng said with a sycophantic smile, clearly a shrewd individual.

"Hmm, nothing much, just need some herbs," Lin Xuan said as he handed over a list.

"One hundred-year-old ginseng, one hundred-year-old lingzhi, two Zhu fruits, and two snow lotus flowers..."

These herbs were rare even in the imperial palace, but for cultivators, they weren't significant. Feng Sheng's face was still smiling until he saw the last item: "I'm sorry, Senior Uncle, everything else is fine, but these snow lotuses..."

"Why?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing a hint of displeasure.

"Senior Uncle, please don’t be angry; I didn't do my job well enough. The reason is that the snow lotus hasn’t bloomed yet. You know, Spirit Herb Mountain has abundant geothermal energy sources, and although we have specially cultivated caves for these lotuses with Senior Uncle Mo imparting ice attribute techniques to simulate the harsh cold of a snowy mountain peak, they still fall short compared to natural icy environments, so their blooming time is delayed," Feng Sheng said with a pained expression, constantly checking Lin Xuan’s reaction.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise or joy on his face but was genuinely troubled. Since he had chosen to use special methods for refining the Divine Fire Soul Pearl, he needed to make thorough preparations.

This method of treasure refinement somewhat resembled magical techniques, offering an alternative path that could enhance the power of ancient artifacts. However, it was also very dangerous; even if everything went smoothly, it would severely damage his essence energy.

For cultivators, essence energy was crucial. While some loss wasn't a problem as long as it could be replenished in time, any significant loss without recovery would drop their cultivation realm.

Lin Xuan didn’t want this to happen. Fortunately, he had once seen a formula called "Essence Essence Powder" that could restore his essence energy. For others, refining such a medicinal pill was laborious, requiring ingredients like ginseng essence and snow lotus juice, but for Lin Xuan, it wasn't an issue; he just needed to use Star Sea Purification on some herbs.

With this support, he dared to choose the special method for refining the Divine Fire Soul Pearl. Otherwise, there would be no need to take such risks now that nothing was in immediate danger.

Originally, ginseng and Zhu fruits were common, but unfortunately, the snow lotus hadn't yet matured.

"Senior Uncle, how about we wait two months before coming back?" Feng Sheng suggested tentatively.

"Wait for two months?" Lin Xuan frowned deeply. After some thought, he waved his hand. "No, take me to see where the snow lotuses are planted."
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Feng Sheng naturally did not dare to defy, and led Lin Xuan to a spacious cave.

Unlike the scorching summer outside, as soon as they entered, a cold breeze blew in, and everything was covered in white. It felt like entering another world.

"Auntie Senior, this is it!" Feng Sheng stood respectfully by his side.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over the area, feeling the presence of extraordinary spiritual energy fluctuations here. Although he had never studied阵法, due to frequent use, he understood quite a lot about it and immediately realized that there was an ice attribute禁制 set up in this place, which is why the environment could mimic the top of a snowy mountain.

Indeed, several dozen feet away, there were indeed planted Heavenly Mountain Snow Lotus. Although they had not yet bloomed, their buds were already as large as bowls.

"Auntie Senior, look, the snow lotus has not matured yet. If we use it to refine pills now, perhaps..."

"Never mind, give me two." Lin Xuan said expressionlessly.

"Are you really going to?" Feng Sheng's face showed a hint of surprise.

"Of course, didn't you hear what I said?"

"Yes, yes, junior will go right away."

Seeing the impatient look on Lin Xuan's face, Feng Sheng did not dare to say any more. Whatever instructions this Auntie Senior leader gave him, he would follow them. After all, he had already warned her; if she failed because the snow lotus was not yet mature, it could not be blamed on him.

Half an hour later.

Lin Xuan left the herb garden with various immortal herbs. Except for the Heavenly Mountain Snow Lotus which were still buds, all other medicinal materials were top choices.

For example, he only required a hundred-year-old ginseng, but Feng Sheng picked two three-century-old ones. The same went for jujube fruits, lingzhi mushrooms, and other herbal medicines.

Clearly, the other party was deliberately trying to please him, flattering him.

Lin Xuan knew this well but did not point it out. Although the difference in the age of these herbs did not matter much to him—since they were all to be purified anyway—he appreciated his efforts. So, he casually took a lower-grade spiritual artifact from his storage bag and threw it at Feng Sheng. The other party was overjoyed, expressing endless gratitude.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Of course, there was another reason for this. Firstly, it would be more convenient for him to get herbs in the future. Secondly, he intended to buy Feng Sheng's loyalty. Although his cultivation level was not high and he was merely a junior manager, small people had their uses; at least, they could serve as spies.

Most of Lin Xuan's time was spent on cultivation, just like Moonie's situation. Thus, information was very limited. He vaguely hinted to Feng Sheng to pay more attention to sect matters, promising him benefits in return for regular updates from his cave abode.

Feng Sheng was a shrewd person and found this an easy task, readily agreeing. For him, befriending Lin Xuan had many advantages with few drawbacks.

Lin Xuan touched the bud of the Heavenly Mountain Snow Lotus in his pocket. Although it was not yet mature, purifying its essence should not be much of an issue. If necessary, he could buy two from nearby markets. He did not want to waste time; he was unwilling to wait for two months.

Returning to his cave abode, Lin Xuan immediately brought the herbs into the alchemy room and began purification. There was nothing particularly noteworthy in this process. He was now very skilled at purifying single herbs, with a high success rate—only one failure out of many attempts. It did not matter since he had extra backups.

After a day's work, Lin Xuan prepared all the ingredients needed for "Purified Essence Powder," including ginseng essence and jujube fruit sap. The Heavenly Mountain Snow Lotus also did not cause any issues; although the extracted snow lotus liquid was slightly diluted, following the recipe should be fine if he added more.

Next came alchemy. According to ancient texts, "Purified Essence Powder" required specific ingredients but had a simple method of preparation. Lin Xuan spent several days and finally obtained a full vial of Purified Essence Powder.

With everything in place, he could now refine the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl. However, after some thought, Lin Xuan did not act immediately instead walked out of the alchemy room back to his bedroom.

First, he took a bath with clear water, then lay down on the bed to rest. There was no need for curiosity; Lin Xuan's purpose was to restore his body and spirit to their best state, increasing his chances of success.

He slept for an entire day.

The next morning, feeling refreshed, Lin Xuan arrived at the alchemy room.

With a wave of his storage bag, he took out the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl.

Holding this ancient treasure in front of him, Lin Xuan scrutinized it for a moment, his expression growing more serious.

Then, he gently threw it. The Divine Fire Spirit Pearl did not fly away but hovered above his head, slowly rotating. Although it had not been refined yet, basic manipulation was not difficult.

Lin Xuan then raised both hands and cast several hand seals before lightly pointing with his right index finger.

A red light shot out from the tip of his finger.

However, its target was not the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl but the beast head in the center of the stone room. This was a special arrangement by the spirit herb mountain; each beast head was connected to underground flames.

This was one reason Lin Xuan dared to use a special method to refine this ancient treasure. The Jade Cylinders clearly stated that refining required condensation core stage cultivators' pure yang dan fire, although late foundation establishment stage cultivators' innate true fire could suffice, the success rate was low.

Moreover, he could not ask his mentors for help since every person's true fire had their own divine sense imprint. If someone else assisted, even if successful, the treasure would not be in harmony with its owner, reducing its power significantly.

Of course, there were solutions; one could use natural underground flames without a divine sense imprint to refine them. However, it was well known that ordinary underground flames were inferior to foundation establishment stage cultivators' innate true fire.

But Lin Xuan did not worry about this issue since underground flames also had grades, and those from the Spirit Herb Mountain were among the best in Youzhou. Although they fell slightly short of pure yang dan fire, the difference was negligible, sufficient for refining treasures.
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The beast head, after absorbing essence energy, emitted a strange red light from its eyes and began to hum softly.

Lin Xuan's expression grew more serious. He held his hands in the air and muttered incantations under his breath as his body’s essence energy surged like boiling water.

"Rise!"

With a sharp command, Lin Xuan cast another spell.

A loud explosion sounded as several dozen feet-high flames shot out from the beast head. The temperature of the practice room skyrocketed almost instantly. A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face. Unlike ordinary earth energy flames, this flame column was tinged with a slight golden hue amidst its deep red.

The temperature felt similar to that of pure yang essence fire.

However, this was just the first step. Lin Xuan showed no signs of easing up; instead, he took a deep breath and guided his essence energy through his body before slowly opening his mouth to exhale a thin, blood-white flame.

Primordial True Fire!

Simply refining treasures using earth energy flames wasn't enough; it had to be marked with one's own imprint for heart and soul to align.

After expelling the primordial true fire, Lin Xuan carefully guided it into the earth energy flames.

First, merge them...

An hour later.

The beast head stopped spouting flames. The practice room returned to its original state. Lin Xuan sat quietly on the ground; his expression showed no emotion.

He sighed and cast another spell to activate the earth energy flames. Refining treasures was not easy. Even before he could begin to worship the divine fire, the first step of merging the two flames had already failed.

Recalling the process in his mind, Lin Xuan started trying again.

This time, after the beast head emitted a flame column, Lin Xuan did not immediately merge it with the primordial true fire. Instead, he hesitated slightly and continuously cast dozens of spells into the flame column before him.

The flame column began to deform as it absorbed essence energy.

Soon, the entire flame column contracted and gathered together, forming a fiery ball about a meter in diameter mid-air.

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly. Another burst of power shot from his fingertips and entered the beast head.

The beast head trembled slightly, and the flames emitted gradually diminished until they were roughly as thick as a thumb, just enough to maintain the consumption of the fireball.

Sweat beads appeared on Lin Xuan's forehead. But there was no time for rest; he opened his mouth again and expelled another thin blood-white primordial true fire.

The primordial true fire originally so fine now hovered in mid-air, gathering more as Lin Xuan continuously shot it out, eventually forming a fist-sized light ball.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. The consumption of essence energy was immense, but fortunately, he had prepared. He swallowed several base foundation pills and replenishing essence pills.

The medicinal power spread through his body, and the dantian felt sluggish again. Lin Xuan relaxed slightly and rested for a moment before resuming his efforts to merge the two fireballs.

Initially, there was resistance, but it was much less than before.

Lin Xuan carefully controlled the process.

Finally, the two fireballs merged into one, no longer distinguishable from each other.

Relieved, Lin Xuan exhaled. The hardest step had been completed. With this flame rivaling pure yang essence fire, the subsequent steps would be much easier.

He waved his hand, and the divine fire gem slowly flew over to the center of the fireball. Then, Lin Xuan opened his mouth again and expelled a thin blood-white primordial true fire to replenish it.

This refinement lasted for forty-nine days.

Although most of the work relied on earth energy flames, with the primordial flame only leaving its mark, Lin Xuan was still exhausted.

Fortunately, he had plenty of medicinal pills.

However, the essence energy consumption wasn't as significant. The key challenge was that every midnight, noon, and sunset, he needed to condense his essence qi into a light ball and inject it into the divine fire gem.

This process was similar to how condensation cultivators cultivated their true essence for treasure cultivation.

But this alternative method allowed even base foundation stage cultivators to achieve such feats. Of course, there were obvious risks; it would greatly deplete his essence qi, though not necessarily endanger his life. Without replenishment, he might drop in cultivation level.

However, Lin Xuan had no need to worry about that.

That "Essence Elixir Powder" was not for show. Every time he expelled a breath of essence qi, he consumed one pill.

This way, he could continue the process.

But soon, danger approached again. It wasn't due to any unexpected accidents during the refining process but because the time required exceeded his expectations.

According to the instructions in the jade cylinder, such ancient treasures took nine to fifteen days to refine. Lin Xuan prepared a full batch of "Essence Elixir Powder," one hundred pills, out of caution.

He had thought that with so many medicinal pills, he could last for a month, more than enough.

But fate was unpredictable; various ancient treasures required different times, and the instructions in the jade cylinder might not be accurate. The refining process took much longer—thirty-three days—and the Essence Elixir Powder ran out.

Lin Xuan faced two choices: either give up now and stop refining this treasure or persevere. After all, he had already made significant progress, and things had been going smoothly. If he could endure to complete it, its power might exceed expectations, allowing him to unleash nearly half of its divine abilities.

How should he decide?

Lin Xuan struggled for a while but ultimately decided to grit his teeth and persevere. Giving up halfway was not in line with his style; how could he let this almost-gained treasure become worthless!

Moreover, even if the essence qi consumption was great, as long as he replenished it afterward, his cultivation level might not drop. In short, he would give it everything!
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In the alchemy room, directly above the beast's head.

That slightly golden fireball burned fiercely. At its center, a crimson-red bead slowly rotated, while beside it, a pale-faced young man was intensely controlling the flames with a serious expression.

In just a moment, it had been 49 days since he consumed all of his Essence Scattering Powder. Lin Xuan had been relying on his own Spirit Energy to support himself for these past few weeks. Though not exactly feeling like each day dragged on endlessly, it was indeed extremely difficult.

Especially this morning, Lin Xuan felt that he was at his limit. If he persisted any longer, there would be no hope of successfully consecrating the treasure, and his cultivation stage would definitely regress.

"Looks like things are in the hands of fate."

Lin Xuan sighed and prepared to give up. This time, it wasn't because he hadn't tried hard enough; rather, he had just been a bit unlucky. However, at this moment, that Celestial Fire Divine Pearl suddenly began rotating and emitting an unusually dazzling light.

Seeing this anomaly, Lin Xuan was overjoyed. It clearly indicated the completion of consecrating the treasure.

So, he summoned up his remaining courage, and the True Essence within him circulated as if squeezing out a sponge to extract the last bit of essence from his body, forming a tiny, thumb-sized light ball.

Then, Lin Xuan carefully placed this light ball into the Celestial Fire Divine Pearl. He continued to spray primordial true fire for refining it.

Another full day passed.

Six short hours were excruciatingly difficult for Lin Xuan. By sunset, which was already戌时 (9 PM), that Celestial Fire Divine Pearl suddenly began violently trembling as if about to break through and fly away.

Lin Xuan was not alarmed but rather delighted. He quickly grabbed some Essence Supplement Pills and Foundation Establishment Pills, swallowing them down. As the medicinal power took effect, he immediately formed hand seals and shot several beams of light into the flames.

With a loud bang, the fireball first expanded then rapidly shrank, as if being sucked in by the Celestial Fire Divine Pearl.

This process was extremely brief; soon, all the flames had vanished inside the pearl.

Lin Xuan smiled as he waved his hand. The treasure seemed to be intelligent and flew into his palm. Looking at this item, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel elated. He hadn't wasted the essence he poured in; it indeed matched the description in the Jade Cylinder Scroll, achieving a perfect resonance with him.

The effect was even better than expected. Although he had yet to test it, he believed that it could unleash about 50% of its full power. It far exceeded his expectations.

However, Lin Xuan didn't have time for joy. He couldn't afford to admire the treasure in detail and hastily stowed it away in his storage bracelet before sitting cross-legged to meditate.

He consumed many more pills during this period. By morning on the second day, things had slightly improved. The Foundation Establishment Pills and Essence Supplement Pills could boost Spirit Energy and replenish it respectively, but they were almost powerless against the lost essence. Lin Xuan's efforts only barely maintained his cultivation stage from dropping further, making him feel extremely precarious.

So without hesitation, he immediately returned to the herb garden.

It was fortunate that Feng Sheng was still there to receive him.

Seeing Lin Xuan's pale face, Feng Sheng was startled and thought he had made a mistake in his training. He hurriedly came over to comfort him.

Though aware of Feng Sheng's good intentions, Lin Xuan didn't have the mood for idle chatter. He quickly pulled out the previous prescription and asked him to prepare it according to the list of ingredients.

Feng Sheng, who had benefited greatly from Lin Xuan before, readily complied without hesitation, fetching all the herbs he needed.

Lin Xuan gave him ten crystal stones as a reward after receiving them.

Of course, these weren't meant for buying the herbs. As the Young Master of the sect, Lin Xuan received regular allowances of various quality and quantity of medicinal materials free of charge each month.

These crystal stones were a bribe for Feng Sheng. He was delighted and thanked Lin Xuan profusely.

For such a greedy person, a little benefit could easily buy him off. Of course, the amount needed to be carefully considered; too much might trigger his greed.

Ten crystal stones should suffice.

However, Lin Xuan only bought Feng Sheng as an informant. He had no time for intelligence now and merely gave some brief instructions before returning to his cave dwelling. Then he began purifying to refine "Essence Scattering Powder."

After meditating the previous night, his Spirit Energy had recovered to seven levels, but due to severe essence loss, this purification was incredibly difficult. Each material failed multiple times, taking much longer than the last time.

"Young Master, you rest first. Let Yue'er handle this alchemy."

The small demonic spirit and Lin Xuan shared a master-servant blood pact, though they couldn't fully communicate, they could sense each other's emotions. After successfully refining her dagger, Yue'er sensed that Lin Xuan was unwell and quickly drifted over.

Seeing the worried young woman, Lin Xuan nodded. He indeed felt somewhat exhausted at this point. Though he didn't know how skilled Yue'er was, he could always try to purify it if she failed. For now, he would meditate.

The raw materials were already in the alchemy furnace. Lin Xuan threw the Jade Cylinder Scroll containing the alchemy technique to Yue'er and entered a state of meditation.

Nine days later, Yue'er finally completed the Essence Scattering Powder.

Perhaps due to good luck, it succeeded on its first attempt.

Unfortunately, because of insufficient raw materials, only half a batch was produced. But for Lin Xuan, it felt like rain after a long drought.

He quickly consumed it and then catalyzed the medicinal power.

After two weeks, though not fully recovered, he had improved significantly. At least the danger of dropping in cultivation stage was largely eliminated. Of course, to completely recover, he would need proper recuperation and more Essence Scattering Powder.

But after some consideration, Lin Xuan didn't return to the herb garden. The sect's alchemists weren't mere show; by checking his records, they could guess what kind of pills he was making. With so much Essence Scattering Powder, it might attract suspicion. Lin Xuan always followed the principle that caution is better than rashness. Since he had regained some essence, he decided to go to a nearby market instead.

These herbs were not hard to buy.

Thus, with nearly a month's effort, Lin Xuan finally replenished his lost essence and consecrated the powerful Celestial Fire Divine Pearl.
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The ritual of refining the法宝was completed, though the process was rather perilous. Fortunately, it ended on a perfect note. Lin Xuan naturally continued to enhance his strength by cultivating with the Foundation Establishment Pill.

After much contemplation, he ultimately made his choice: continue taking the Foundation Establishment Pill for cultivation. Reaching the pinnacle stage would require at least fifty or sixty years, which was indeed a long time.

In comparison, crafting new and more effective pills to boost one's spiritual energy according to ancient formulas seemed far more enticing.

After carefully selecting from numerous ancient formulas, Lin Xuan picked out a "Concentration Pill" recipe. Compared to other ancient formulas, the ingredients for this pill were easier to gather. Although many of them were valuable items, his status was much higher than that of an Essence Condensation Stage cultivator, so he could easily resolve any issues with crystal stones.

After making up his mind, Lin Xuan prepared to travel and explore.

Before leaving, he took another look at the spirit beast egg, but still saw no signs of it hatching. This left him feeling somewhat disappointed.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan ignored it and added several more crystal stones to the gathering array before sealing his cave.

Subsequently, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of startling light and departed from Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Over these more than one hundred days, Lin Xuan visited almost every market in Youzhou, spending countless crystal stones. The收获were considerable. He had already gathered nine-tenths of the materials needed to refine the Concentration Pill, but was missing one ingredient: the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass.

This truly vexed him.

To be frank, this wasn't an extremely rare item; in the era ten thousand years ago, it was quite common in the cultivation world. But over time, this grass gradually disappeared from sight, and its last known appearance was said to have been five hundred years ago.

This discovery left Lin Xuan feeling frustrated. He should have gathered more information when choosing the ancient formulas, but now that he had discovered his mistake, it was too late. Most of his crystal stones were already spent on herbs, leaving him no energy to seek out other ancient formulas.

Thus, he decided to give it a try and spend some time searching for it. After all, even if this herb was extinct, the world of cultivation was full of surprises; perhaps it still grew in some remote corner. Giving up wasn't Lin Xuan's style; he decided to continue his search.

Of course, aimless wandering wouldn't do. He mainly traveled between various markets hoping to find a good opportunity to acquire the treasure he needed.

In the northern reaches of Youzhou, there was Tianmu Mountain, which stretched for only several dozen miles but was home to many talented cultivators, especially around its main peak where a rare spiritual vein ran through it.

Thus, some cultivators settled here. Initially, just a couple of dual cultivation partners, their powers were quite profound despite having no offspring. They took in numerous disciples who eventually became adept at the arts and continued to absorb new followers, passing down their lineage.

Over three thousand years, this lineage expanded into a sizable sect known as Tianmu Sect.

Although the original pair had passed on, the sect still boasted many Essence Condensation Stage cultivators, ranking second among the powers in Youzhou. They might not match the three major factions but were strong enough to fend off any potential aggressors.

Moreover, being located far from the bustling center of Youzhou, it was akin to a hidden paradise within the cultivation world. Within a thousand miles, they could claim dominance, although there were other sects and families in the area, their power was much weaker, all bowing to Tianmu Sect's authority.

One morning, a streak of startling light descended from the horizon, circling the sky before landing, its glow dispersing to reveal a plain-looking young man.

It was Lin Xuan!

"This is Tianmu Mountain. What a spiritual vein!"

Looking at the towering mountains, the youth praised aloud. Even standing outside, he could sense the considerable fluctuations of spiritual energy, though not as strong as those from Azure Cloud Mountain. Cultivating here would likely be very fast.

Lin Xuan then looked ahead and saw a small town. Indeed, it was just as the apothecary had described.

The reason Lin Xuan came here dated back to three days ago. To find the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass, he had visited every market in search of it, not wanting to miss any apothecaries.

Hard work pays off. Three days prior, when Lin Xuan was at a temporary market set up by a cultivation family and mentioned the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass, the apothecary didn't immediately reject him but instead showed interest.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan rejoiced, quickly pulling out some crystal stones to offer as compensation if he could get the information he needed.

Under pressure, the apothecary revealed that while they no longer had any Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass, it was occasionally purchased in the past.

Lin Xuan eagerly asked about its source and when it might be available again. This time, the apothecary smiled wryly; this customer looked like a major client, but unfortunately, he couldn't make this deal. The last purchase of Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass had been sheer luck, and who knew when such good fortune would come around.

But since he had received crystal stones, he couldn't lie to the late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator. He informed Lin Xuan that the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass was purchased from the northern Tianmu Sect.

Tianmu Sect?

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned. He rarely ventured out of his secluded cultivation and knew very little about other sects except for the three major factions and the various forces in Youzhou's Taoist and demonic communities.

While it was true that Tianmu Sect wasn't weak, its remote location meant Lin Xuan had never heard of it before.
第二百二十章 入世与正魔较劲

Of course, this wasn't anything out of the ordinary. After leaving the apothecary, Lin Xuan immediately went to another shop in the market district and purchased a jade cylinder.

The contents inside the jade cylinder detailed the major sects and clans of Youzhou, even including some information on famous wandering cultivators. Lin Xuan found the entry for Tianmu Sect and read through everything carefully.

After leaving the market district, he flew straight to Mount Tianmu without hesitation. Looking down at the small town at the foot of the mountain, a hint of indecision flashed across his face before he stepped forward.

Even though he wasn't flying, using Wind Control Technique allowed him to move incredibly fast. Upon arriving at the outskirts of the town, Lin Xuan took an Invisibility Pill and condensed his qi, making his cultivation level appear only around the middle stage of Flexible Spirit Period. Then, he walked into the town.

Generally speaking, cultivators were a different world from ordinary people even if they hadn't yet achieved immortality. However, this small town contradicted that notion entirely. The town wasn't large—only a few thousand inhabitants—and ninety percent were ordinary folk, while the remaining ten percent were all cultivators.

What was more astonishing was that these ordinary people showed no surprise when witnessing various wondrous Daoist techniques; it seemed they had become accustomed to them.

This would be incomprehensible in other places, but here everything felt perfectly natural, as if this was how things should be. Although he had already read about the town in the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan still couldn't help feeling a bit surprised.

Unlike other high-ranking sects that looked down on ordinary people like ants, Tianmu Sect's cultivation methods emphasized immersing oneself in the world to cleanse one’s soul and remove demonic obstructions. As such, their disciples had no prejudice against ordinary people; instead, they willingly integrated into society and even helped solve problems for them.

While this was done primarily for their own cultivation, it also amounted to a form of benevolence.

Initially, ordinary people were astounded by these "immortals" and kept their distance. However, over time, with thousands of years of gradual adaptation, they eventually became accustomed to it.

Some even moved into the foot of Mount Tianmu, either because they had received favors from the "immortals," or for other reasons.

At first, there were only a few households, then gradually grew into a small village and finally expanded into this town.

Tianmu Sect did not oppose such actions. With their protective array guarding the mountain entrance, ordinary people or even suspicious cultivators could not easily enter. Besides, before, only successful Foundation Establishment stage cultivators would venture out to remove heart demons.

Now that there was a town at the foot of the mountain, even disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period could integrate and test themselves against worldly temptations.

The town wasn't large; Lin Xuan spent an hour walking through its streets. He then chose a small inn at the end of one street and entered it.

Lin Xuan didn't plan to enter Mount Tianmu right away because, according to the information in the jade cylinder, while the sect treated ordinary people well, their attitude toward fellow cultivators from afar was quite different. Their isolation wasn’t just due to being in a remote location; they were also xenophobic and unwilling to interact with other sects.

For distant visitors—whether from the Daoist or Evil paths—they harbored an inexplicable hostility. The sect's self-imposed isolation was almost shocking.

For instance, Lingyao Mountain, which was open to both Daoists and Evils in Youzhou, was not welcome at Tianmu Sect. To reduce outside contact, they even spent a great deal of resources training two alchemists, though their skills were inferior to those of Lingyao Mountain.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help laughing; his original plan to use the identity of the young master of Lingyao Mountain to meet with Tianmu Sect had failed.

What made him even more speechless was that Tianmu Sect had recently become stricter in their checks and controls on incoming cultivators.

The reason for this was related to the current situation in Youzhou. Over the past decade, while the cultivation world appeared calm on the surface, there were hidden currents beneath.

It all started with Heavenly Demon King. Although the Heaven Dust Pill ended up splitting into two halves, neither side gained anything from it. However, the Extreme Evil King's actions had left the three major sects in a state of unease. This demon not only reached the middle-stage Immortal Core realm but also possessed the Second Soul—a divine power that defied nature.

The three top elders were only at the early stage of Immortal Core, so even if they joined forces, it would merely form a balance with the Sovereign Demon King. Their strength was equal, and on the surface, mutual restraint seemed to be beneficial for peace. However, don't forget that for thousands of years, Daoist power had always been far greater than Evil power.

Thus, their resources were naturally several times more abundant. With the rise in Evil power, they weren't willing to accept this status quo. They made new demands on spirit veins and crystal mines.

Moreover, the Extreme Evil Sovereign was an ambitious person by nature; who would willingly give up what they had? The three major sects of the Daoist path were not easily swayed either. Having ruled Youzhou for thousands of years, they wouldn't let go of their gains so easily.

The top Immortal Core cultivators from both sides had met privately several times, engaging in negotiations, threats, and displays of strength. In short, they had been at each other's throats.

But the talks always ended in deadlock. How easy was it for Daoist and Evil paths to reach an agreement?

However, since neither side was fully prepared nor completely without mutual concerns, these talks could continue. But the surface calm couldn't hide the brewing storm; Youzhou seemed like a tightly strung string, ready to snap at any moment.
第二百二十一章 机缘巧合

Another reason for the temporary restraint between both sides was the Spirit Medicine Mountain.

After the death of Heavenly Saber Demon Lord, the orthodox and evil forces parted ways. However, soon rumors spread that there were still traces of the existence of the Heavenly Dust Pill on Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Although the old monsters at the Core Formation stage did not believe these rumors, they sent many disciples to monitor it out of a "better safe than sorry" mentality.

The result was naturally nothing, but inadvertently, they obtained intelligence revealing that Spirit Medicine Mountain was not only skilled in alchemy, but also harbored numerous powerful cultivators.

This news greatly alarmed the three major sects and the Extreme Demon Sovereign. Moreover, the intelligence mentioned that there were still old monsters at the Core Formation stage secretly cultivating on Spirit Medicine Mountain.

While this could not be verified, it couldn't be confirmed as false either!

This was enough to make both sides hesitate. If they started a war and caused heaven and earth to change colors, day and night to turn dark, but ended up with Spirit Medicine Mountain reaping the benefits, wouldn't that be a huge loss?

They were unwilling to do such foolish things.

What made them even more frustrated was that unlike their clear-cut oppositions, Spirit Medicine Mountain had been open for centuries, providing alchemy services to cultivators. It was beneficial to both orthodox and evil forces without needing to act like fence-sitters.

Now, with the orthodox and evil forces evenly matched, the attitude of Spirit Medicine Mountain was crucial. However, the other side pretended not to know anything, unwilling to take a stance.

In this delicate situation, forcefully making them declare their position could push Spirit Medicine Mountain into the opposite camp, so both sides could only secretly send people to try to win over the mountain. But Elder Master Flying Cloud was cunning and cautious, leaving no room for error in his words and actions. He neither explicitly agreed nor refused, leaving both sides frustrated yet helpless.

Because of the involvement of Spirit Medicine Mountain, the power balance in Youzhou's cultivation world reached a more delicate equilibrium.

For ten years, the orthodox and evil forces had been openly and secretly competing, but they still hadn't declared war.

But like a tightly stretched bowstring, it could only last so long before breaking. Recently, this tense atmosphere became increasingly evident. If the orthodox and evil forces of Youzhou really did declare war, although Tianmu Mountain was in a remote corner, it might not be spared either.

Thus, the sect increased its scrutiny on outsiders.

All these intelligence reports were Lin Xuan's own analysis and synthesis. Having traveled for half a year, even though his goal was to seek out medicinal herbs for alchemy, he had gathered plenty of information through daily exposure.

He never expected Spirit Medicine Mountain to become such a critical point in this battle between the orthodox and evil forces.

The last thing he wanted was to be at the center of attention. But looking at the current situation, it seemed impossible to avoid it.

Regardless, improving his strength was an indispensable method for survival in the cultivation world. Therefore, Lin Xuan's eagerness to master Spirit Medicine Mountain grew even more intense.

Now, the most difficult part was the gap from the later stages to the peak. Once he entered the Pseudo-Dan stage with Heavenly Dust Pill aiding him, Lin Xuan had great confidence in forming a Golden Core.

Although burdened by worries, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of it on his face.

At this moment, he dressed as an ordinary cultivator and walked into that unremarkable inn.

As soon as he entered, the waiter hurried over with a smile and respectfully bowed: "Master, I pay my respects."

Although Tianmu Sect advocated involvement in the world, making locals accustomed to the existence of cultivators, they were not surprised by various Daoist techniques. However, for those who possessed all sorts of miraculous abilities, they still showed great respect.

"Mmm," Lin Xuan nodded casually and said, "Do you have any rooms available? I need one."

"There are some, but..." The waiter scratched his head with a look of difficulty.

If it were another cultivator, he would surely be furious. High and mighty as they were, how could they tolerate the disrespect from mere mortals?

Lin Xuan was naturally not such a shallow person; his face showed no joy or anger as he asked calmly, "Why?"

Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn't angry, the waiter breathed a sigh of relief and bowed eagerly: "Master, you see, if someone like you lived in our inn regularly, we would be overjoyed. We would serve you with utmost care without charging a single coin."

It seemed this waiter was quite skilled at flattery. However, Lin Xuan didn't have time to listen; he frowned and said, "Get to the point."

"Yes, yes," the waiter hurriedly explained the situation: "Master, it's like this. In a few days, Tianmu Sect will open its market district, allowing outsiders like you to enter for exchanges."

"Market district?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but then became delighted. He immediately asked more questions as the waiter chattered on.

In fact, although Tianmu Sect remained isolated and had alchemists of their own, it couldn't completely cut off all ties with the outside world with just one sect and a few nearby small families. Thus, every ten years, they would open a temporary market district to allow outsiders to trade with them while also acquiring necessary resources.

This special market district was only open for three days, coincidentally falling on the next day.

"Ah, I see!" Hearing this news, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel overjoyed. He had been worrying about how to enter Tianmu Sect; such a good opportunity wouldn't be allowed to slip through his fingers.

The waiter continued to explain, taking advantage of the chance to talk more with a commoner who could converse with cultivators. "According to what I know, living immortals on Tianmu Mountain don't like other immortals from elsewhere, so even though this market district is open, all outsiders must register at their guesthouses."

The waiter continued his explanation while Lin Xuan listened intently, eager not to miss any details.
第二百二十二章 客栈与预兆

In the center of the small town stood a inn.

This was a five-story building, though made of wood, it exuded an imposing presence.

The front of the inn hung a prominent golden sign reading "Xianke来".

Lin Xuan approached the inn from a distance. This wasn't run by ordinary mortals but part of Tianmu Mountain's assets. Most of the time, it was idle, only used during the once-a-decade market fairs to accommodate visiting cultivators.

According to the young attendant, one had to register here before entering Tianmu Mountain.

With his spiritual energy at the initial stage of Foundation Establishment, Lin Xuan knew that in a world where strength mattered, being too hidden could lead to difficulties. But if he showed no restraint, he might attract unwanted attention from those at later stages.

Thus, after some thought, he maintained his power level just above the initial stage of Foundation Establishment.

Not too high, not too low!

"Senior!"

Before Lin Xuan reached the door, a young man in white robes approached him. He was about twenty years old and had a formidable spiritual energy presence at the Fifth Layer of Flexible Spirit Stage.

In other sects, such secular businesses would be handled by outer disciples. But Tianmu Mountain valued worldly experience, so serving guests and doing menial tasks were taken care of by lower-ranking disciples within the sect. This was also a form of cultivation to rid oneself of heart demons.

Seeing that he was being served by another cultivator, Lin Xuan couldn't help but be surprised. The young man seemed accustomed to such reactions from outsiders, his expression showing no surprise as he respectfully said, "Senior, are you here for our sect's market fair?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded.

"Then please follow me."

The young man led Lin Xuan into the inn. Here, one couldn't use their divine sense, but by looking at everyone’s attire and appearance, it was clear that all were cultivators.

There were not only scattered cultivators but also many sect disciples present.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan felt relieved rather than alarmed. It seemed that what the apothecary from the market had said was true. Although Tianmu Mountain was located in the northern borderlands, it was rich in resources, especially rare spirit herbs and medicinal materials that were no longer found elsewhere. Thus, the temporary market fair attracted many far-traveling cultivators.

The young man led Lin Xuan to the counter where a middle-aged man with a round face and kind expression looked up at him after being called uncle by the young man.

In an instant, Lin Xuan felt as if all his secrets were laid bare. He couldn't help but feel alarmed, but he quickly smirked inwardly. Clearly, this person had cultivated a special technique to detect hidden intentions. On the surface, he was the innkeeper, but in reality, he was checking for suspicious outsiders.

Unfortunately, with just a few middle-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators, it would be impossible to find any discrepancies in his mind. Lin Xuan's divine sense far surpassed that of his peers; though not completely impenetrable, anyone else would need at least another decade of cultivation before posing a threat.

As for seeing through his true strength? Lin Xuan was even less worried. With the Hidden Spirit Pill and the secret method from the Nine Heavens True Scripture to suppress qi, unless it was an old monster in the Yuanxian stage, no one else could hope to uncover him.

After scanning Lin Xuan with his divine sense and finding nothing suspicious, the middle-aged man's expression softened. "I am Wang Shixuan of Tianmu Mountain. May I know your name and place of origin?"

"My name is Lin Xuan, a mere scattered cultivator who has long admired your sect's market fair," Lin Xuan said.

The middle-aged man handed him an jade token. "This is our sect's token. Please take care not to lose it. Tomorrow, we will have dedicated disciples guide you into the mountain. For now, you can explore nearby or stay here."

"Thank you!"

As a Foundation Establishment cultivator, Lin Xuan’s room was quite different from ordinary guest rooms. It was a small courtyard with modest but clean and bright furnishings. Lin Xuan smiled in satisfaction as he dismissed his Tianmu Mountain disciple.

He then released his divine sense to thoroughly search the entire courtyard and room. Finding nothing suspicious, Lin Xuan's expression finally relaxed.

Fortunately, they hadn't done anything sneaky. It seemed that Tianmu Mountain wasn’t so foolish after all; while wary of outsiders, they didn't want to do something that would offend people.

In truth, if it weren't for the current circumstances, Lin Xuan wouldn't have been so cautious. Originally, he had no ill intentions towards Tianmu Mountain but merely wanted to openly use crystal stones to purchase the Universal Appearance Grass.

However, since arriving at Tianmu Mountain, Lin Xuan always felt uneasy, as though something significant was about to happen on this journey. He couldn’t pinpoint the source of his worry.

As a cultivator, one naturally believed in ghosts and gods. Lin Xuan took the omen seriously.

If not for the lack of any other information about the Universal Appearance Grass, he would have left immediately. Given his nature of acting only when it was to his advantage, he wouldn't want to put himself in danger needlessly.

However, he couldn’t leave now; the condensation core pill happened to be missing a key ingredient. To rapidly advance his cultivation, he had no choice but to take this risk. Thus, Lin Xuan could only be more careful in all aspects.
第二百二十三章 枯木真人

Mount Tianmu, though only stretching for a few dozen miles, had its main peak towering and rugged, with countless rare treasures scattered about. It was also the center of underground spiritual veins.

The Tiemu Sect resided here.

At this moment, several elders were gathered in the璇玑 Pavilion at the summit, their faces solemn as they held a meeting.

Sitting on the main seat was an old Taoist with all his hair and beard white. Despite his advanced age, he exuded a graceful aura, and his cultivation had reached the peak of Condensation Core Stage—what legends called the False Infant Realm.

This was none other than the current Grandmaster of the Tiemu Sect, Immortal Dry Wood!

The other elders present were either secular or Taoist, though their cultivation was slightly lower. However, they were all accomplished Golden Core cultivators.

"Brother disciples, what are your thoughts on this matter where both the Dao and Evil factions are trying to draw us in?" The old man placed two communication talismans before him—one glowing with golden light, the other surrounded by black energy. These were undoubtedly letters from both sides.

Several elders either closed their eyes to rest or lowered their heads in thought, but no one spoke up for a while. Immortal Dry Wood's face turned slightly displeased as he coughed lightly: "How is it that our sect has reached such a critical juncture—life and death—and none of you are willing to offer advice for the sake of the sect?"

"Haha, Brother, your words are misplaced," replied the old man with a dark complexion. "The current situation between Dao and Evil factions is still tense, but it's far from an imminent war. Besides, our sect has not been targeted by both sides; what harm could come to us?"

"Indeed, they have been trying to draw in other sects for years. Lingyao Mountain hasn't made a move yet, so why should we be the ones facing danger?" The robust-looking man agreed with the dark-faced elder.

Immortal Dry Wood's face alternated between pale and red, looking rather distressed. Over these two hundred years, talent within the sect had dwindled not because his disciples' cultivation was low but due to a lack of management skills. Each one focused solely on seclusion and practice, lacking worldly wisdom.

As a result, he spent much time handling trivial matters of the sect, leaving no chance to advance to the婴 Realm. With less than twenty years left, his hopes for this life were fading fast.

His death was not a matter of concern, but what would happen after his passing? The Tiemu Sect might decline...

These thoughts brought a sense of sorrow to Immortal Dry Wood's heart as he sighed: "Compared to Lingyao Mountain, our sect is far inferior. Not only do they have numerous alchemists who can play both sides, their strength surpasses ours."

"Humph! Brother, why encourage others? The hidden strength of Lingyao Mountain is just hearsay. Even if it's true, they surely exaggerate. I don't believe there are any old monsters in that sect," the robust-looking man remained unconvinced.

"Zheng Brother," Immortal Dry Wood's face turned even darker as he said sternly: "Whether true or false, these letters have caused both sides to hesitate. Our sect has no such advantage. The three major factions and the Extreme Demon Sovereign have already sent us letters, demanding we take a stance..."

"These fellows are too unreasonable! We Tiemu Sect has never had any dealings with them; we just want to live in seclusion in the northern borderlands. Why can't they leave us alone?" The dark-faced man's face was full of anger.

"Brother..." Immortal Dry Wood couldn't help but chuckle at his expression: "You've been a cultivator for three hundred years, even if you don't concern yourself with worldly matters, shouldn't you know the basic rules of this world? In a place where might makes right, who listens to reason?"

The dark-faced man scratched his head, still confused.

Immortal Dry Wood had no patience for such an unworldly person and turned to another cultivator: "Ning Brother, do you have any good ideas as well?"

This man was in his thirties, the youngest among the elders. His name was Ning Tianyu, who had only recently condensed his essence three years ago.

Though he was the newest and weakest elder in terms of cultivation within the Tiemu Sect, Immortal Dry Wood always held him in high regard due to his potential for governance. Unlike himself, but far better than the other incompetent disciples, he was a valuable asset.

Since his successful condensation, True Tomb Immortal had been grooming him, hoping that by the time his life expired, Ning Tianyu would be more polished and adept at handling affairs. Perhaps with this young master in charge, Tiemu Sect wouldn't fall into disarray.

Today, it appeared as if he was consulting with his fellow disciples but was actually seeking Ning Tianyu's opinion on how to handle the situation. The stakes were high today; a wrong move could lead to irreparable consequences. He wanted to train this young disciple more, but since he sat in silence after taking his seat.

Upon Immortal Dry Wood's inquiry, Ning Tianyu stood up: "Grandmaster Brother, in my humble opinion, we should not rush into a decision."

"Shouldn't rush?"

"Yes, the situation is unclear. On the surface, both Dao and Evil factions are evenly matched, but who knows what hidden cards they might hold. If we make a hasty decision now, it could lead to regret later," Ning Tianyu spoke with confidence after thorough consideration.

"But delaying isn't an option!" Immortal Dry Wood pondered: "The Dao and Evil factions aren't fools; we don't have Lingyao Mountain's ability to play both sides. If they run out of patience, it will be a disaster for all..."

"Haha, Brother, you're overthinking this. Or perhaps you're just too involved. The letters from both sides are full of threats and inducements, but even if we delay, they won't make any moves."

"Ah, how so?"

Immortal Dry Wood's expression changed as he prepared to inquire further when a communication talisman flew in from outside. He grabbed it and injected his divine sense into it, his face turning extremely complex.

Was there some unexpected major change?
第二百二十四章 魔尊弟子

"Senior Brother, what's the matter?"

Not just Ning Tianyu, but even other elders showed concern on their faces. However, Immortal Wood did not immediately use a sound transmission talisman to speak openly. Instead, he waved his hand and said, "Continue with what you were saying earlier."

"Sure!"

Ning Tianyu recovered quickly after being stunned for a moment. Immortal Wood nodded in relief; his composure under pressure was impressive. It seemed that his younger brother had indeed made significant progress through his focused training.

"Senior Brother, although we don't have the resources of Spirit Herb Mountain, there's no need to undervalue ourselves. Our sect has a thousand years of accumulated strength, and it wouldn't be wise for them to attack us if they're just going to lose teeth in the process. Those old Immortal Monarchs are cunning like ghosts; how could they not understand this?"

Ning Tianyu spoke with confidence as he paused before continuing: "Moreover, when one side suffers losses while attacking our Heavenly Eye Mountain, the other will seize the opportunity to grow stronger. Would they really do such a foolish thing?"

"Indeed, that makes sense," Immortal Wood stroked his beard and finally smiled; it seemed he had been too hasty in his thinking. "So according to your suggestion, we don't need to worry about this?"

"Certainly not." Ning Tianyu shook his head. "As our Senior Master said, their patience has limits. Now that neither side is ready for war, they will tolerate our delay. But once the decision is made, those fence-sitters will be eliminated first. At that point, both sides might come after us."

"That's quite an exaggeration!" The dark-faced elder couldn't hold back his words. "Younger Brother, what do you suggest we do?"

"For now, let's just stall," Ning Tianyu walked around the璇玑阁. "Senior Brother, we can no longer stick to our old ways. We need to send more disciples out to gather intelligence. Only with enough information can we decide whether to align ourselves with the Daoist or Evil factions."

"Senior Brother, what do you mean by that? The ancestors' rules tell us to minimize interactions with other sects," the imposing figure of the elder said in a stern voice.

"Senior Brother Feng, I didn't forget our rules. This is different times. In the current situation of the Youzhou cultivation world, do you really think we can remain isolated and insulated?" He then bowed respectfully towards Immortal Wood. "Please consider this carefully, Senior Brother. My actions are for the benefit of our sect. We must act quickly; please issue a decree..."

"Senior Brother, no!" The imposing figure still looked unwilling to compromise. Immortal Wood roared, his spiritual energy surging out, startling the two into silence.

Immortal Wood's face showed signs of fatigue as if he had aged many years in an instant. He sighed, "This is a big matter; let me think about it."

Under the authority of the Senior Master, no one dared to speak further. After a moment, Ning Tianyu spoke again: "Right, Senior Brother, what did the sound transmission talisman say?"

"Read it yourself!"

Immortal Wood flicked his sleeve and the sound transmission talisman turned into a burst of firelight, landing in Ning Tianyu's hands. He injected his divine sense and after a moment, he looked surprised. "The only disciple of the Extreme Demon Sovereign is actually coming to our Heavenly Eye Mountain?"

"What? What does that little demon want here?"

"Most likely with ill intentions. Senior Brother, what should we do?"

The other elders were also startled; though their cultivation was high, they knew nothing about worldly affairs. They were now at a loss for words, but Ning Tianyu regained his composure after some thought: "Senior Master, is this information true?"

"Most likely, it shouldn't be wrong. This message came from an old friend I met during my travels many years ago; we are sworn brothers and he is very cautious. He wouldn't send a sound transmission talisman without being certain."

"This makes things difficult. Why would that little demon come here? Is this his own decision or did the Extreme Demon Sovereign give him orders," Ning Tianyu rubbed his head in thought.

"Indeed, such a possibility exists, but no matter what, we must ensure the safety of this little demon. I heard he is not only the Extreme Demon Sovereign's disciple but also the only heir from his secular world; he is often pampered." Ning Tianyu suggested seriously.

"Right, your younger brother has a point. Regardless, we can't give the Extreme Demon Sovereign any excuse during our stay at Heavenly Eye Mountain. We must ensure that nothing happens to him."

The other elders were not entirely fools and occasionally offered useful suggestions: "Senior Brother, what's his name? What is his cultivation level? How does he look?"

"Um..." Immortal Wood was speechless as a series of questions caught him off guard. The reason was simple; the Extreme Demon Sovereign's precious disciple was extremely mysterious.

You see, the Extreme Demon Sovereign had once attempted to kill his master and thus never wanted disciples himself. But fate intervened when he met his only heir in the secular world by chance.

That boy possessed an exceptionally excellent spirit root, and with a bloodline connection, the Demon Sovereign took him under his wing despite his misgivings.

However, for some unknown reason, the Demon Sovereign rarely let him show himself. Apart from a few trusted confidants, very few in the Extreme Demon Cave had ever seen this young master.

"I don't know his appearance or name; he should be at the Foundation Establishment stage," Immortal Wood pondered.

"Are you serious, Senior Brother? How do we find him?"

"Haha, what's to fear? The Extreme Demon Sovereign is a ghost cultivator. Such阴灵力 cultivators are rare enough. Moreover, as his disciple, he must practice《玄魔真经》. The power of the Xuan Mo will be known throughout the world; just pay attention and you won't miss him," Immortal Wood said with a smile.
第二百二十五章 护派大阵

The next morning, Lin Xuan got up early and set off with other outsiders under the guidance of the "Xian Keli" shopkeeper. They headed straight for Tianmu Mountain.

Although they didn't use any flying tools, it only took them a little over half an hour to reach the foot of the main peak.

Lin Xuan glanced at his companions; there were nearly two hundred of them, with most being cultivators from sects or families. Only a minority were independent cultivators like himself. Moreover, more than a third of them had reached the Foundation Establishment stage.

"Ha ha, are you here to participate in the trade fair too?" A clear voice sounded as Lin Xuan turned around and saw a young man dressed in white, about twenty years old, with a sharp gaze and an elegant demeanor—clearly from a noble family. However, his expression was slightly constrained, indicating he didn't often venture out.

"Mm!"

Lin Xuan nodded. This youth seemed to be only one or two years younger than him but had already reached the Foundation Establishment stage; this surprised Lin Xuan greatly.

The reason for his surprise was simple: he himself was a special case. In the entire world, who could treat spirit pills like candy? Even descendants of old immortals couldn't do that.

Without the help of medicinal power, achieving Foundation Establishment before thirty years old was possible only in rare cases—Lin Xuan knew of just a few geniuses. So, what was this person's background?

Although curious, Lin Xuan didn’t want to complicate matters. His goal was merely to buy the Wonders Grass; he simply nodded and said nothing.

"Ha ha, may I ask your name? My surname is Tian and my given name is Xiaojian. I'm an independent cultivator. Would you be willing to travel with me?"

Independent cultivators?

Lin Xuan inwardly smirked. He didn't know if the other was pretending to be ignorant or had ulterior motives. This guy's appearance didn't match his words; even a fan in his hand wasn’t something ordinary, though Lin Xuan didn’t know its exact function, it was undoubtedly valuable.

When did independent cultivators from Youzhou become so wealthy?

While pondering this, Lin Xuan remained unfazed and said with a smile, "That's good. I am Lin Xuan."

He didn't use a false name; after all, he only knew a few people. Besides, there were many people in the world with the same names.

Seeing Lin Xuan agree, the youth’s face lit up: "Great! Finally, someone willing to befriend me!"

"Is that so? Didn’t you have friends before?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and asked casually.

"Haha, I won't hide it from Brother. The few cultivators I've met were mostly my family's juniors or subordinates; they all spoke with great respect, which was quite boring."

Lin Xuan remained speechless. This guy had just claimed to be an independent cultivator but now mentioned subordinates. His words didn’t match his actions, and the lie he told was too obvious.

Tian Xiaojian lacked experience in dealing with people; though not stupid, when he said that, he knew it would go wrong. His face turned red as he awkwardly glanced at Lin Xuan.

Afraid of losing this friend, he quickly added, "Haha, Brother don’t mind, I’m sure you’re a descendant from one of the noble families who couldn’t bear your family’s restrictions and ran away. This is something I see often; such little lies are nothing to worry about."

"Haha, thank you, Brother! Thank you, Brother!"

Tian Xiaojian seemed relieved as he expressed his gratitude even more: "I never thought that not only do you have great cultivation but also a broad mind. You’re my friend for sure."

"Speaking of cultivation, what I have is nothing compared to those around us," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

At this moment, Lin Xuan felt relieved. The youth’s mannerisms were too awkward; he didn’t seem like someone who would plot anything against him. He was just from a noble family.

"Humph, what are they?" Tian Xiaojian glanced at the cultivators nearby, even regarding two pseudo-dan experts as nothing.

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed. He hadn't seen that wrong. In an instant, this guy had emitted something...

Although it quickly disappeared, Lin Xuan still caught a glimpse of it.

"Why, do you think those friends are beneath us?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"Of course not; I just don’t get along with them. They’re much older and are all so serious; there’s no fun in talking to them," Tian Xiaojian said dejectedly.

"That makes sense. But if you want to make friends, it's easy enough. Just find some cultivators of your age..."

"Brother, that’s not right. You must know that everything in our cultivation world depends on strength. I became a Foundation Establishment cultivator half a year ago," Tian Xiaojian said with a hint of pride.

"But most of my peers are still at the Spirit Activity stage; I don’t care about those things. I’m willing to lower myself, but they call me senior constantly, which makes me uncomfortable."

Tian Xiaojian sighed but quickly perked up: "I’ve been lucky enough to find a brother like you. We’re of similar age and have achieved Foundation Establishment. But are you really an independent cultivator? According to what I know, the cultivation stages for independents are usually low, especially someone so young," Tian Xiaojian said doubtfully.

"I just had good luck. In my early years, I accidentally consumed a strange immortal fruit, which caused my cultivation to skyrocket. Otherwise, I would only be at the Spirit Activity stage now."

Lin Xuan’s explanation was perfect; after all, such legends existed in the cultivation world for thousands of years, though their authenticity couldn't be confirmed.

Tian Xiaojian's eyes sparkled with envy: "That’s amazing! I never thought you had such good luck. It must have been fate."

While chatting, a thick fog suddenly surged at the foot of the mountain, and nearby spiritual energy began to fluctuate wildly as if being pulled by some invisible force.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, and other cultivators whispered among themselves.

"That’s the Tianmu Cloud Sea Split Light Array!"

"Cloud Sea Split Light Array?" Lin Xuan turned to Tian Xiaojian: "Do you know about it?"

"How could I? I just heard of it by chance," Tian Xiaojian seemed lost in thought as he looked at the rolling fog. He responded both to Lin Xuan and to himself, "The Cloud Sea Split Light Array is said to have been set up thousands of years ago by the founder of the Tianmu Sect. It relies on the underground spiritual veins beneath the mountain, capable of mobilizing all the spiritual energy within a dozen miles. Its power is immense; if used properly, it could even trap an Immortal Core cultivator."

"What? Trap an Immortal Core cultivator?" Lin Xuan was taken aback: "You must be mistaken. Senior Immortal Core cultivators have vast powers and can move mountains with just a flick of their wrist. How can they be trapped by such a small array?"

"Haha, I didn’t make any mistake. I assume you are diligent in your cultivation and know little about the outside world," Tian Xiaojian regained his composure: "I don’t have many hobbies, but I love collecting strange stories and reading books. I know quite a bit about famous sects and families. You must be aware that every major sect or family sets up protective arrays at their main headquarters."

Lin Xuan nodded; he had studied array techniques extensively. There were two types of arrays: those for individual cultivators, which could trap enemies or protect dwellings, requiring only one person to operate them. These were simpler and less powerful but more convenient.

The other type was complex, often needing dozens or even hundreds of people to activate. While powerful, these arrays couldn’t be dismantled once set up—a feature similar to simplified array talismans. However, their power paled in comparison.

Given this characteristic, such arrays were typically used as protective barriers for sects and families’ main headquarters. Once a sect decided its location, it wouldn't move unless there was an extreme reason. Thus, the inability to dismantle these arrays became irrelevant.

Although array techniques were rare, more so than alchemists, a powerful sect could spend centuries and vast resources to find and set up a good protective array for their main entrance.

Moreover, the stronger the sect, the more formidable its protective array would be.
第二百二十六章 古阵神威

"Brother, do you know which array formation is most famous in the cultivation world of Youzhou?"

Lin Xuan shook his head. He hadn't heard much about this, but it was likely to be either one of the Three Great Factions or the protective array formation of the Extreme Demon Cave.

However, before he could speak, Tian Xiaojian spoke up on his own: "Just right in front of us."

"Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array Formation?"

"Exactly. Otherwise, why do you think they can remain isolated for thousands of years, like a secluded paradise, not disturbed by anyone? Isn't it just because they are farther away from the center of Youzhou?" A hint of mockery appeared on Tian Xiaojian's face: "You see, the spiritual veins of Taimu Mountain aren't small. And this place is known for producing several rare herbs that have long since disappeared in the outside world. There are many sects and factions that covet these resources, but without the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array Formation, they wouldn't be able to survive."

"Rare herbs that have long since disappeared?" Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly as he glanced at Tian Xiaojian. The young man seemed completely calm, as if talking about a trivial matter.

With his deep-seated wisdom, Lin Xuan didn't show any unusual reaction and pretended to look surprised: "Could it be the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array Formation? But I heard that after the two founding immortals of Taimu Mountain passed away, although no one has reached the婴 stage since then, there are still quite a few core formation experts. Besides the Three Great Factions and three demon sects, they shouldn't fear anyone."

"Haha, you're just hearing rumors and spreading them," Tian Xiaojian waved his folding fan leisurely.

"Why so? Did I say something wrong?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in surprise.

"You can't say it's all wrong. But there are some inaccuracies!" Tian Xiaojian smiled: "Taimu Mountain has been passed down for more than three thousand years, and it is indeed thriving now. There are over seven core formation experts, especially the sect leader Immortal Real Person Kumu, whose cultivation techniques are extraordinary. It's said that he almost condensed his essence into an infant stage immortal, although ultimately he failed, his power and abilities far surpass those of ordinary core formation experts. The sect also has hundreds of foundation establishment disciples, with enough strength to rank among the top."

Tian Xiaojian spoke fluently, but suddenly changed the topic: "But before this, Taimu Sect wasn't always so prosperous for three thousand years. It had risen and fallen several times, especially a thousand five hundred years ago when the sect fell into its lowest point."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was genuinely curious about what happened back then: "Please tell me more."

"At that time, several senior elders of Taimu Mountain passed away, leaving the sect in a dangerous situation. It's said that apart from the sect leader Immortal Real Person Kumu barely condensing his essence into an infant stage immortal, all other disciples were still at the foundation establishment stage. At this moment, several ancient herbs in the Rear Valley suddenly matured…" Tian Xiaojian had excellent oratory skills; even if he didn't become a cultivator, he could easily become a storyteller and have a bright future.

"Commoners are innocent, but those who carry jade bear their own sins. Many sects of both the main and demon factions coveted Taimu Mountain's spiritual veins. With this temptation, how could they resist? Several sects attacked Taimu Mountain."

"In terms of strength, although these sects weren't top-notch, each had three to four core formation experts, making a total of about sixteen or seventeen Golden Core cultivators. Their power was already formidable. This battle had no悬念. The extinction of the entire sect was just a matter of time."

"However, the outcome surprised everyone. Taimu Mountain didn't evacuate but fought back with all their might. Everyone laughed at them for fighting an ox with a gnat, but in the end, those coveting the sect were completely wiped out."

"Was it due to the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array Formation?" Lin Xuan couldn't help interrupting.

"Hmm." Tian Xiaojian nodded, a strange look flashing in his eyes: "Although these sects knew that Taimu Mountain's main hall was protected by an array formation of great power, they had considered how to deal with it. However, overall, they were still rather dismissive because the several factions formed a temporary alliance. With over ten core formation experts and hundreds of foundation establishment disciples, even if they used treasure artifacts, they could destroy their protective array."

"However, when the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array was activated, everything changed. The specific battle situation is unknown to outsiders, but it's known that all those sects' disciples were killed or injured, none escaping; they all perished in the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array Formation."

"Really so powerful?" Although Tian Xiaojian spoke with certainty, Lin Xuan still had some doubts: destroying over seven hundred cultivators above foundation establishment stage was too exaggerated a power.

"Haha, this reaction is common for those hearing it for the first time," Tian Xiaojian said unperturbed. "But this event is indeed true, and reportedly, the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array only used half of its power."

"Half of the power?" Lin Xuan was truly impressed but quickly showed a mocking expression: "Really or just Taimu Mountain's cultivators boasting?!"

"This can't be verified, but it seems unlikely to be a lie. Considering the incredible power of the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array, the person in charge should have core formation stage cultivation to fully utilize its power. At that time, apart from Immortal Real Person Kumu being at the early core formation stage, all others were foundation establishment cultivators. They could only use part of the array's power," Tian Xiaojian sighed and said with a touch of envy.

"Anyway, after this battle, Taimu Sect shocked the cultivation world, and the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array became famous far and wide. Although many still coveted the spiritual veins and rare herbs of Taimu Mountain, no one dared to cross that line."

"A hundred years later, Taimu Sect finally overcame its most difficult phase. Several disciples condensed their essence, and the sect leader entered late core formation stage, reviving the entire sect. But looking back at those days, if not for the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array, the entire sect would have perished long ago."
第二百二十七章 入山

"Split-Sea Light Array Battle Gained Fame, and even the protective arrays of major forces like the Righteous and Evil Factions fall far short. Hence, it has earned a reputation as the First Wonder Array of Youzhou."

"Mmm."

Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing a thoughtful expression. He hadn't expected the obscure Tianmu Mountain to have such remarkable treasures. It seemed that these ancient sects were no simple matter; they all had some profound heritage.

During their conversation, the thick fog surged more violently. Then, a burst of strange light suddenly erupted from within, accompanied by faint thunderous sounds.

The present cultivators were taken aback and raised their hands to shield their eyes. The strange light appeared abruptly but vanished just as quickly. When everyone lowered their hands, they couldn't help showing expressions of surprise.

The thick fog had completely dissipated, replaced by fluffy white clouds floating around them, with faint melodious music echoing in the air, giving a sense of being in a fairyland.

Unlike the other cultivators who looked around with excitement, Lin Xuan merely glanced at it and his pupils constricted slightly. Although he hadn't studied array techniques, he had used array disks and flags multiple times, so he was somewhat familiar with this field. He secretly released his spirit sense, and sure enough, the surrounding essence energy seemed very peculiar. While it appeared like a paradisiacal scene from the mortal world, in reality, the Cloud Sea Split Light Array had been activated.

He believed that if anyone harbored ill intentions at this moment, they would be instantly killed by the array.

Amusingly, none of the cultivators knew this; instead, they were nodding and shaking their heads in delight over the beautiful scenery. Even Tiao Xiaojian beside him was no exception!

Unfortunately, this was merely his first impression. Soon, Lin Xuan noticed that although Tiao Xiaojian's face was filled with smiles, there was a hint of strange light flowing deep within his eyes. His hand gripping the fan had also turned slightly pale.

Lin Xuan naturally paid attention to this but maintained an indifferent expression on the surface.

After some time, a middle-aged man in his forties finally emerged from the cloud sea. The Shangguan Hospitality Manager went up to him and conducted a brief exchange before leaving silently.

"Sorry for keeping you waiting. I am Lu Yu, the manager of our sect. Welcome all fellow cultivators to Tianmu Mountain. Please follow me now. But first, please show me your jade tokens."

Lu Yu's jade token was the token given to cultivators when they stayed at Shangguan Hospitality. It had everyone's spiritual mark on it to prevent unscrupulous individuals from entering.

After confirming everything without issue, Lu Yu smiled: "From now on, you are our esteemed guests. Please stay close and do not wander around freely; otherwise, triggering the restrictions will make us deeply regretful."

Of course, this was a subtle way of speaking. However, the cultivators present were no fools; they all felt a chill down their spines. They realized that the seemingly beautiful cloud sea was actually an array filled with deadly traps. Their expressions turned serious as they hurriedly followed Lu Yu, afraid of making any wrong steps.

After walking in the cloud sea for about ten minutes, suddenly before them, everything brightened up, and a vast canyon appeared. At the entrance stood a heavy stone tablet with three large characters: "Tianmu Mountain," shining brightly and imposing.

"Haha, now we have entered our inner mountain. This canyon is where temporary markets are set up. If you need anything, you can go in to exchange or purchase it. Should you wish to leave, just return to the entrance, and our disciples will see you out with respect. The market lasts for three days. There are also inns within the market, but please be mindful not to stray from the canyon's range. Climb up the mountain; that is a restricted area of our sect, heavily guarded. Outsiders who enter without permission will be considered hostile toward us. Be careful."

Lu Yu's expression was gentle, but his voice suddenly became stern at the end, carrying an implicit threat.

The cultivators naturally nodded in agreement. With their cultivation levels, none would willingly cause trouble here.

Lin Xuan remained calm and silent, though he couldn't shake off a nagging question: If Tianmu Sect had significant influence and produced rare spirit herbs that no longer existed outside, why were only Spirit Flexibility and Foundation Establishment stage cultivators present? Where were the powerful experts?

"Brother Lin, what are you thinking?"

Tiao Xiaojian's voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan snapped back to reality and smiled nonchalantly: "I just wonder why there aren't any Condensation Core stage seniors among the outsiders."

"Haha, how could they be absent? The high-ranking experts have noble statuses and won't come in with us," Tiao Xiaojian suddenly turned his head and exclaimed with a hint of surprise.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Following Tiao Xiaojian's gaze, he indeed saw a giant immortal crane flying out from the other side of the cloud sea.

Although it was called an immortal crane, this bird was unusually large—its wingspan exceeded ten meters, and a breeze like a storm blew whenever it moved.

Several figures could be vaguely seen on its back. Although their faces were unfamiliar, each one exuded an imposing aura regardless of gender.

From afar, the immense spiritual pressure could be felt; clearly, these were Golden Core cultivators!

The other cultivators present couldn't help showing envious and jealous expressions as they watched with Lin Xuan.

"Neither Righteous nor Evil Factions sent anyone?"

Seeing this scene, a hint of mockery flashed across Lin Xuan's face. He wondered if it was to avoid suspicion or for some other sinister reason; the Three Great Powers and the Extreme Evil Den seemed to have agreed not to send any disciples.

While they appeared to choose non-involvement on the surface, perhaps this wasn't necessarily a blessing!

The immortal crane didn't linger at the canyon entrance but flew straight into it. In mid-air, there was a floating VIP pavilion, specially prepared for Condensation Core stage and above cultivators.
第二百二十八章 各怀鬼胎

After the immortal crane's figure disappeared, other cultivators also took their separate actions.

Lin Xuan was about to step into the valley when a clear voice reached his ears: "Brother Lin, how about we go together?"

"No, I prefer to do my shopping alone," Lin Xuan said with a faint smile as he glanced at the hopeful youth.

"Alright then..." There was a hint of disappointment on Tian Xiaojian's face. However, he did not insist but frowned slightly: "That's fine. Anyway, the market fair lasts for three days. The Heavenly Eye Sect will definitely present more precious items to exchange later. I've heard that some rare spirit herbs only appear on the last day. I believe Brother Lin won't leave so soon. We should have a chance to explore together."

Tian Xiaojian's smile was innocent, but his words were forceful, as if he had ulterior motives. Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine and almost let out a burst of killing intent. Fortunately, he controlled himself well, maintaining a calm expression: "Oh, Brother Tian wants to buy some spirit herbs? If I have time later, I can accompany you."

"Yes, it will be troublesome for the big brother, as I hate being alone," Tian Xiaojian said with a nod.

"Haha, no problem, no problem."

Lin Xuan smiled amiably in return. The two then exchanged polite bows, parting ways with an air of reluctance, like old friends bidding farewell to each other.

Following the crowd of cultivators into the valley, Lin Xuan's smile vanished as he entered a secluded area. His calm demeanor was replaced by a brooding expression, even hinting at a trace of killing intent.

Tian Xiaojian's behavior was too suspicious.

Initially, Lin Xuan had almost been deceived by him. However, it wasn't clear if the youth had overstepped his bounds out of self-importance. His actions were overly clever and unnecessary, like adding legs to a snake—too smart for his own good.

Lin Xuan began to suspect Tian Xiaojian from then on.

A common family heir couldn't have such insight. Despite appearing innocent and naive, he often concealed deeper intentions in his words and actions.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer, but quickly turned serious as he remembered that he had once used divine sense to secretly scan Tian Xiaojian. A strange aura of spirit energy seemed to emanate from the youth.

Clearly, he was using some special cultivation technique to conceal his true strength.

This wasn't just any novice at the Foundation Establishment stage; what bothered Lin Xuan even more was the familiar yet elusive aura of that peculiar spirit energy. He couldn't quite recall where he had seen it before.

From the start, Tian Xiaojian had deliberately approached him. Although unknown motives lay behind his actions, Lin Xuan was certain that this youth harbored ill intentions!

"Hmph, trying to get ahold of me," Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with anger but quickly returned to normal as he continued walking deeper into the valley.

Outside the valley, Lu Yu from the Heavenly Eye Sect had already left. The large entrance was now occupied by an exceptionally handsome young man.

Tian Xiaojian no longer appeared naive or foolish; his smile was unsettling and gave off a sense of dread. His entire demeanor exuded an eerie aura.

More strangely, he wasn't speaking to himself but directly at his own arm. He had rolled up the sleeve on his left hand, revealing a face with eyes, nose, and mouth that looked both human and beastly.

"Master, are you really going to do this alone?" The voice from the mouth was hoarse and unpleasant, yet it sounded worried: "Do you think I can't handle Brother Lin Xuan?"

"But..."

"No need to say more. I understand your concerns. You fear he might be the young sect leader of Spirit Herb Mountain, a formidable opponent. I've already checked; he joined Spirit Herb Mountain only about ten years ago and hasn't learned much. Even if there are some old monsters in seclusion at Spirit Herb Mountain, I doubt they can match my ancestor's power."

"The purpose of this trip was to take advantage of the Heavenly Eye Sect. Those fools actually thought they could strike a balance between us. Their only asset is the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array, which is formidable and gives us pause."

Tian Xiaojian sneered: "But these idiots don't realize that my ancestor wanted to reclaim them, and with such an array's power, we wouldn't have been unprepared. Several decades ago, my ancestor recruited a famous array master and spent years researching the weaknesses of the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array."

"Master, I know all this," the strange face sighed: "Attacking the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array head-on is impractical unless multiple old immortals join forces to break it. Otherwise, we must infiltrate Heavenly Eye Sect and disrupt its spirit veins. The array relies on underground spirit veins; if they are destroyed, the array's power will be greatly diminished."

"But Master, why send you personally? Don't my ancestor's subordinates suffice? This is too dangerous."

"Rubbish, I know how risky this mission is. But don't forget that those condensation core cultivators in the cave show respect only to my ancestor. Behind their backs, they whisper and doubt me as a mere child, relying on my ancestor's protection."

"Master, you want..."

"Yes, this time, I'm doing it for those presumptuous condensation core cultivators. Am I just an idle second-generation heir? If I can destroy the spirit veins, I'll earn great merit. Without the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array, Old Drywood will have no choice but to submit to us. With Heavenly Eye Sect's support, our power will grow, and I can prove myself to those old fools," Tian Xiaojian said with a cold smile.
第二百二十九章 百草堂

Although it was a valley, its area was vast. The market district consisted of several streets crisscrossing each other, with various shops lining up side by side, giving off an impressive appearance.

The number of cultivators on the streets was substantial, and one could occasionally hear haggling voices, making the scene quite lively.

It seemed that Tianmu Mountain indeed had some remarkable features. Otherwise, it wouldn't have attracted so many cultivators just in its first day.

Lin Xuan's target was the Wonders Grass, but he didn’t show any urgency. Instead of heading straight to the street with the most pharmacies, he followed a small path extending from the entrance and entered the market district through the main gate.

This was the widest street, where the treasures on sale were mostly spirit artifacts, with quite a few middle-grade talismans as well. After all, in the cultivation world, equipment was crucial.

Tianmu Mountain had many miscellaneous skills, and both alchemy and talisman-making were quite proficient, especially in crafting techniques. The sect claimed to possess several ancient methods of creating spirit artifacts that had long been lost. Each crafted spirit artifact came with additional attributes, making them powerful indeed.

Of course, these treasures were also priceless, enough to bankrupt a common cultivator. However, the cultivators who came to Tianmu Mountain usually had some background—either behind them was a major sect or they themselves had encountered extraordinary events, making them quite wealthy. Ordinary people wouldn’t appear in such trading fairs.

Thus, although the price of a middle-grade spirit artifact here was often twice, even three times that outside, many cultivators were still willing to be "suckers." At this moment, Lin Xuan watched two late-stage Flexible Spirit Period cultivators argue heatedly over a black ghosthead sword.

The ghosthead sword's design was ordinary and unremarkable. However, it was priced at five hundred crystal stones as a middle-grade spirit artifact. Although Lin Xuan didn’t care much, he couldn’t help but feel surprised. After learning that each attack could automatically release an earth attribute mid-grade spell called "Pressure of a Thousand Pounds," the price seemed justified.

In fact, such treasure items with additional attributes even caught Lin Xuan's interest. However, after touring the entire market district, he felt somewhat disappointed.

Most shops sold middle-grade spirit artifacts, while upper-grade ones were in high demand, drawing several cultivators to bid on them, and even some sects participated in the bidding.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t compete with them. After all, he had ancient treasures at hand; these spirit artifacts, no matter how good they were, still fell short compared to his own possessions.

Moreover, although he was wealthy, he had spent a considerable amount of crystal stones acquiring precious materials over the past half year. He couldn’t say he was penniless, but being extravagant would be out of the question.

So, after wandering for a long time, Lin Xuan only purchased several talismans with defensive spells.

Finally, he slowly arrived at a shop selling medicinal herbs. Although this shop wasn't located on the widest street, its location was good. The building was five stories high, about seven or eight zhang tall, and though not particularly imposing, it certainly stood out among the smaller shops nearby.

A large golden signboard read "Hundred Herb Hall," very eye-catching.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before slowly entering.

"Senior, is there anything I can assist you with?"

Surprisingly, despite the size of the shop, business was quite cold. Only a few customers were present, all at the Flexible Spirit Period, and what they bought wasn’t worth much in crystal stones.

When Lin Xuan entered, the attendant noticed his Foundation Establishment stage cultivation and immediately brightened up, running over with great enthusiasm to serve him.

Lin Xuan didn’t immediately ask for Wonders Grass but nodded slightly before slowly inspecting the shop.

The attendant showed no dissatisfaction. He remained respectful as he accompanied Lin Xuan.

Though Lin Xuan had become the Young Master of Spirit Herb Mountain somewhat mysteriously, he often read medicinal books during his spare time and remembered a lot about various herbs due to his intelligence and comprehension.

The Hundred Herb Hall’s name was indeed not exaggerated; there were quite a few rare celestial materials here.

Especially several ingredients needed for condensation core pills, which Lin Xuan had run countless market districts to buy. He never expected them to be available here.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help smiling. If he had known this earlier, why would he have gone through so much trouble preparing crystal stones and waiting to participate in the Tianmu Mountain trading fair?

However, there was no Wonders Grass.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t overly disappointed because Wonders Grass was an ancient artifact that had long since disappeared from the outside world.

Rare items were valuable precisely because they were rare. Even if this Hundred Herb Hall had it, it wouldn’t be casually displayed; it would surely be treated as a treasure.

Unconsciously, Lin Xuan had lingered in the Hundred Herb Hall for several hours.

The attendant’s smile began to fade, and his expression gradually stiffened. If another customer had come, he would have already lost his temper, but in the cultivation world, strength determined one's status.

As a mere late-stage Flexible Spirit Period cultivator, he naturally dared not offend this Foundation Establishment stage expert. But this person was indeed too strange—neither speaking nor buying anything, just wandering around the shop without any clear purpose.

Unable to bear it, and unwilling to provoke him, the attendant had to seek his own cool spot. He occasionally glanced at Lin Xuan with a worried expression as if afraid he might steal something from the store.

"Why, is there nothing in this small shop that Fellow Daoist needs?"

An old voice sounded, and Lin Xuan’s heart leaped with joy. After waiting so long, the main person had finally appeared. He turned around to see an elderly man with a peculiar appearance; at least he was over sixty, perhaps even past seventy.

A beard reached his chest, but when Lin Xuan used his spirit sense to scan him, his eyebrows raised in surprise.
第二百三十章 灵草的消息

The elderly man's aura was quite extraordinary, yet his fluctuating spiritual energy seemed almost imperceptible. Without careful sensing, one would barely notice it.

At first, Lin Xuan thought the old man might be practicing some special upper-layer cultivation techniques. But after carefully scanning with his divine sense, he found no signs of deliberate concealment; the old man's actual cultivation level was merely at the First Layer of the Flexible Spirit Period.

This left Lin Xuan quite surprised.

Given the old man's age, he didn't seem like a novice just starting on the path to immortality. The respectful demeanor of his subordinates further confirmed that this elderly man was indeed the owner of the "Hundred Herbs Hall."

However, such a large establishment with such a low cultivation level for its principal was truly unexpected.

Despite the old man's insignificant power, Lin Xuan showed no sign of contempt. His aura compared favorably to that of a Core Condensation expert he had once met.

In just an instant, Lin Xuan’s mind raced through various thoughts, but his expression remained unchanged as he bowed and said, "Older gentleman."

Seeing the old man's calm demeanor even after discovering his cultivation level, the elderly man flashed a hint of approval. He returned the bow and said, "I am known as Yellow Crane Hermit, and I am the owner of this Hundred Herbs Hall. If you do not mind, please follow me to the second floor."

"Thank you for your hospitality."

Lin Xuan did not hesitate but followed the old man up the stairs.

The second floor was elegantly decorated with beautiful murals on the walls. While there were fewer medicinal herbs here, each one was stored in a silk-lined box, clearly indicating their rarity.

"I see that you have been lingering downstairs for quite some time. Normally, I would not bring people up here so easily. But since your intentions are sincere, I will make an exception this once," Yellow Crane Hermit stroked his beard and smiled as he explained.

"Thank you."

Lin Xuan bowed again and then released his divine sense to search the room. However, after a few minutes, his face showed no sign of satisfaction; instead, it grew more furrowed.

"Allow me to ask—what specific herbs do you need?"

Seeing this scene, Yellow Crane Hermit began to lose his composure, showing a hint of surprise on his face: "Could it be that the herbs you wish to purchase are not for your own use? Otherwise, with your cultivation level, there should be enough here. Even the ingredients needed for base foundation pills are readily available."

"Indeed, the spiritual grasses in this place are quite abundant," Lin Xuan did not directly answer but praised the old man's stock.

However, the old man’s face showed no joy; instead, he sounded displeased: "Unfortunately, it cannot meet your needs. Could you tell me what you require?"

Clearly proud of his shop's extensive inventory, the old man was visibly upset by this situation.

"Ahem," Lin Xuan cleared his throat, sensing that the time had come to lure his prey.

"I have heard of the Hundred Herbs Hall before and came here out of admiration. I expected not to leave empty-handed. But..." he sighed, looking disappointed.

"You..."

Yellow Crane Hermit was visibly agitated, taking a while to calm down. He glared at Lin Xuan angrily: "What do you need? Just say it. If you can afford the price, this shop has everything a base foundation cultivator might require."

"I wish to refine a pill that increases cultivation power, but not a base foundation pill. Do you have one of the ingredients?"

"Not a base foundation pill?" Yellow Crane Hermit’s anger subsided as he showed a hint of seriousness.

"Could it be that you are trying to refine some ancient period pills?" The old man was surprised, for such ancient formulas were harder to find and more valuable than base foundation pills.

Without directly answering, Lin Xuan pondered briefly: "I need the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass. Do you have any in stock?"

"Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass?"

Hearing this obscure name, the old man was momentarily stunned but quickly changed his expression: "This is an ancient spiritual herb that has long been extinct."

"Hmm, if I can afford it, do you have all the herbs needed?" Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a sarcastic smile.

"You..."

Yellow Crane Hermit's face turned pale and then red. He had indeed boasted about having everything, but now who would be foolish enough to try refining ancient period pills?

"I cannot provide the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass as it is only used by Core Condensation experts. If your cultivation level reaches that stage, you can participate in our higher-level trading sessions," Yellow Crane Hermit said with a hint of pride.

"Ah, there are higher-level trading sessions for Core Condensation experts." Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, showing some surprise.

"That is naturally the case," the old man’s face showed a sense of superiority: "Otherwise, do you think our trading session every ten years would be so small? It's just that your cultivation level is not high enough."

Perhaps still harboring some resentment towards Lin Xuan, the old man spoke sharply and sarcastically.

Lin Xuan was unfazed. "How can one join such sessions? Are only Core Condensation experts allowed to participate in exchanges?"

"Generally no, but there are exceptions," as he said this, the old man pulled out a token from his pocket—a jade-embroidered belt tag.

"Take this and go to the end of the valley; someone will meet you. That's all I can do. Although we don't have Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass, I've provided information about it. Whether or not you get what you need is up to your luck and abilities," Yellow Crane Hermit tossed the token to Lin Xuan, clearly valuing his shop’s reputation highly.
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"Thank you." Lin Xuan gave a bow and then walked down the stairs without hesitation.

As Lin Xuan's figure gradually receded, a glint of sharpness flashed in Yellow Crane Loose Immortal's eyes. A sneer curled his lips; this brat had come to the store for a tantrum, but he wouldn't really give him any guidance.

The waist token was genuine, though participating in an auction for Condensation Core cultivators wasn't that easy. Letting him suffer a bit would serve as some form of revenge.

Speaking of Lin Xuan, after leaving the "Hundred Herbs Hall," he toyed with the sandalwood-made waist token in his hand and revealed a hint of amusement on his face.

With such depth, how could he not see Yellow Crane Loose Immortal's ulterior motives? This trip wouldn't be easy for him.

However, Lin Xuan had no other choice. He was determined to get the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass.

In fact, everything he did at the Hundred Herbs Hall was pre-planned.

Having roamed through the market district for so long without seeing any Condensation Core experts, the highest-grade spiritual artifacts purchased from shops were merely Upper-grade. The situation with herbs was similar.

Thus, Lin Xuan began to speculate that there must be a higher-level auction specifically for Condensation Core and above cultivators, where he might find the Ten Thousand Phenomena Grass.

But how could he participate?

In this unfamiliar place, information was his greatest lack. Moreover, Lin Xuan guessed that only larger shops would have such information.

Thus, he chose the Hundred Herbs Hall and successfully obtained what he needed using a baiting strategy.

Looking at the waist token in his hand, Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before following Yellow Crane Loose Immortal's advice and heading deeper into the valley.

Not long after, he left the market district. The scenery was rather dilapidated; the ground was covered with yellowing leaves, and tall weeds grew haphazardly. Compared to the ethereal atmosphere of the market district, it seemed like a completely different world.

But Lin Xuan merely pondered for a moment before continuing on his way without hesitation.

About half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at the end of the valley, where both sides were sheer cliffs; there was no path anymore.

Lin Xuan took out the waist token and examined it from both sides. Then, he walked about twenty meters to the left along the foot of the mountain, arriving in front of a bare, steep cliff face.

That cliff looked unremarkable with no special features.

However, Lin Xuan hesitated not as he stretched his hand out and pressed it against the cliff wall.

Spiritual energy flowed within him, and a pale green light emerged from his palm.

After a moment, Lin Xuan retracted his hand. The cliff face then emitted a loud rumbling sound before revealing a hole several feet high.

The hole was deep beyond sight; when Lin Xuan released his divine sense, it seemed to hit some kind ofprohibition and bounced back immediately.

Lin Xuan frowned but soon looked as if he had discovered something, returning to his usual expression.

Footsteps sounded faintly in his ears. A young woman around twenty-seven or eight emerged from the hole.

Although she wasn't an absolute beauty, she possessed a certain charm that was evident in her gaze and movements. However, her cultivation level was ordinary—Fifth Layer of Flexible Spirit Period.

She sized up Lin Xuan and, upon realizing he was a Foundation Establishment Fifth Layer cultivator, her first reaction wasn't one of respect but rather surprise and pity.

Though this expression flashed quickly, it didn't escape Lin Xuan's notice.

Lowering her head, she spoke in a seductive tone: "Pupil Zhang Xiaodie. Since you've found your way here, surely you have the token? May I see it?"

"Token?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback and scratched his head, showing a look of confusion as if he didn't know what to do.

"It's that waist token with the map engraved on it."

"Oh!" Lin Xuan finally seemed to understand and clumsily searched through his clothes. After a while, he handed the token to the woman.

The woman's lips curled slightly into a sneer. Taking the token, she inspected it without finding anything: "It seems Yellow Crane Loose Immortal recommended you here. Follow me."

Saying this, the woman turned around and walked forward with graceful steps.

"Ah!" Lin Xuan responded and hurriedly followed behind. However, his gaze secretly glanced to the upper left corner of the stone wall.

"It looks like she's fine too."

In a spacious stone chamber sat six cultivators wearing yellow robes, all in their thirties or forties. Their cultivation levels were quite impressive—Fifth and Sixth Layers of Foundation Establishment—with two even having entered the False Core stage.

Apart from their profound magical power, they shared another common trait: they were worldly-wise and shrewd.

These six were the outstanding second-generation disciples of the Heavenly Eye Sect.

Moved by his fellow disciples who only knew how to shut themselves away in seclusion for cultivation without understanding anything about the sect, Immortal Dry Wood learned from experience and focused on cultivating these exceptional few. Their requirements weren't just their cultivation levels but also their interpersonal skills.

He hoped that when Ning Tianyu inherited the position of sect leader, these disciples could become his right-hand men, helping to handle various matters for the sect so he wouldn't end up like him—distracted by mundane affairs and unable to focus on cultivation, missing out on forming a spiritual embryo, and ultimately regretting it.

In front of them floated a large light ball. Inside was a clear view of Lin Xuan and the woman walking forward.

"Brother's words are correct; this boy should be fine," a man with a round face said as he shook his head. "Although his age makes him succeeding in Foundation Establishment remarkable, his dull appearance suggests he isn't from another sect."

"Why would they allow some Foundation Establishment cultivators to participate in an auction meant for Condensation Core experts when it only adds more trouble?" A young man with fair skin and the youngest among them frowned.
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"This is the instruction from our sect's senior master. There must be a deeper meaning behind it, so as juniors, we shouldn't overthink it; just do our part well," spoke a round-faced cultivator. Judging by his position, he seemed to be the leader of these six.

"Yes, Senior Brother!" The fair-skinned cultivator quickly shut up and didn’t dare say anything more.

Then, the light ball started shaking, no longer focusing on Lin Xuan as another scene appeared. Another Foundation Establishment stage cultivator was being brought in...

Following Zhang Xiaodie's lead, they walked about several hundred feet before a sudden opening revealed an oval hall ahead.

Although deep within the mountain, the walls of this hall were adorned with fist-sized night pearls, illuminating it like daylight.

"Senior, please!"

Zhang Xiaodie stepped aside. Lin Xuan nodded and used his divine sense to scan the hall briefly; his brows furrowed slightly.

The hall was empty, but there were dozens of cultivators present, each dressed differently and with varying levels of cultivation, all Foundation Establishment stage.

As footsteps approached, several people turned their heads in curiosity.

Their expressions weren’t friendly at all, even hinting at hostility.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan’s mind churned, yet he kept a neutral expression. However, his gaze caught sight of someone familiar: Tian Xiaojian!

The young man was waving excitedly towards him.

Lin Xuan smiled and walked over as well. His action drew the attention of nearby cultivators, who were all silent and had cold expressions. He and Tian Xiaojian stood out somewhat.

However, once they realized that both of them only had Foundation Establishment First Stage cultivation, others turned away with mocking looks, no longer paying attention.

"Brother Lin, I didn’t expect you to be here too," Tian Xiaojian’s voice was very warm, as if they were old friends who hadn’t seen each other in years.

"Reciprocally, reciprocally. I never thought my brother would come here either," Lin Xuan replied with the same enthusiasm.

"Haha, little brother just wanted to broaden his horizons a bit. The trading fairs for Foundation Establishment stage cultivators aren’t like those in the outer markets; it’s quite lucky that some savings are still in my possession. I hope to find something worth buying." Tian Xiaojian scratched his head and spoke shyly.

Lin Xuan's mind stirred, and he replied with a slight surprise: "Could it be that all these cultivators came here for higher-level trading fairs?"

"Yes, probably so. According to what little brother knows, only three Foundation Establishment stage cultivators are allowed into the higher-level trading fairs each time," Tian Xiaojian said.

"Three?" Lin Xuan frowned as there were many people in front of him.

Seeing his expression, Tian Xiaojian smiled slightly: "Of course, it’s through a selection process. However, the conditions set by our sect vary each year; we don’t know what they’ll come up with this time."

Just as they were speaking, a loud noise echoed, and a stone door opened, revealing someone.

This person was around forty years old, dressed in an apricot-colored Daoist robe, had thick eyebrows and large eyes, exuding an imposing presence. His cultivation level was at the peak of Foundation Establishment stage.

He glanced around the hall, gave a bow, and then spoke freely:

"Hello everyone, welcome to Mount Tianzhu. Since you’re here, it means you wish to participate in our trading fair for Condensation Core stage seniors."

"While this sect also wants to meet your needs, the cultivation world is one where strength speaks. If we allowed all of you to join, with too many participants, it might upset the far-traveling Condensation Core seniors. According to tradition, only three lucky individuals can enter each time."

After saying that, Zhou Hai paused and observed everyone's reactions. Most cultivators showed no surprise or dissatisfaction, while a few looked surprised but remained silent.

"Alright, since there are no objections from all of you, I’ll now state the conditions for this selection."

The critical moment had arrived; the faces of the cultivators turned serious as they listened intently. A couple seemed unconcerned due to some hidden support.

Lin Xuan stared ahead with his peripheral vision capturing everyone's reactions.

Zhou Hai flipped his hand, revealing a fist-sized fruit in his palm. The fruit resembled a duck pear from the mortal world but had a green exterior and emitted only faint essence energy.

"This is called Wood Spirit Fruit; it’s not considered a rare treasure. It merely has some health benefits when consumed. Although ordinary, this fruit is unique to Mount Tianzhu and can’t be found elsewhere."

The cultivators were taken aback, unsure of Zhou Hai's sudden appearance with the fruit. They remained silent, waiting for him to continue.

"Shortly, I will randomly divide you into three groups. Each group will have several Wood Spirit Trees in their designated area. Your task is to gather as many fruits as possible within three hours. The person who gathers the most from each group can enter the trading fair. Of course, while searching for these trees, be wary of others stealing your fruit; otherwise, you’ll still lose."

The cultivators exchanged glances, their faces turning grim at Zhou Hai's last statement.

Although his words were gentle, the meaning was clear: protect your own fruit from being stolen, implying that they could snatch others' fruits freely.

Isn’t this clearly encouraging mutual slaughter?

Is there a mistake? It’s just about getting into the trading fair, not competing for some treasure. Why does it have to be so brutal?

Although the cultivation world is inherently bloody, such an excuse was too absurd. Could there be any hidden plot?
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With Lin Xuan's composure, he was visibly agitated as well. The other cultivators were even more so, all commotion breaking out.

Although the previous auction for condensation core stage cultivators had required screening, the conditions proposed this time were always reasonable and fair.

For instance, there was a bidding process.

Three slots were auctioned off like items; whoever bid the highest price would be able to participate in the trade meeting by giving more crystal stones to the Tianmu Sect.

Or...

In any case, various methods of selection existed. However, none had ever been as absurd as this time—actually forcing everyone to fight each other to death for a place.

Seeing the chaotic scene below, Zhou Hai remained calm and spoke with a平淡 expression: "If any fellow cultivators are dissatisfied with our conditions, you can leave at your leisure. The Tianmu Mountain Sect has no intention of forcing anyone."

This statement caused the commotion to subside as everyone exchanged glances. In the end, except for a few who were unsure about their cultivation level, most chose silence.

Lin Xuan naturally did not intend to withdraw. Seeing this scene, he could not help but feel a stir in his heart. What was so attractive about such a trade meeting? Was there something more behind it?

"Very well, fellow cultivators who have chosen to stay, please come up and draw lots!"

Zhou Hai's face showed satisfaction as he tapped his storage pouch, revealing a wooden box he had prepared.

This box was made of some unknown material that could shield one's divine sense. This prevented any form of cheating.

"Starting with this fellow cultivator!"

Zhou Hai pointed at a front-row cultivator whose face was gaunt. After a moment’s hesitation, the man walked up.

He reached into the box and pulled out an jade token inscribed with the number "five."

One by one, the other cultivators followed...

After fifteen minutes,

The cultivators were divided into three groups based on the numbers on their tokens. Zhou Hai nodded approvingly: "Fellow cultivators, please follow me."

They left the hall and entered another stone room.

This space was slightly smaller but had three large teleportation arrays in the center.

Following Zhou Hai's instructions, the cultivators stepped onto them. Lin Xuan did not look around; instead, he cast his divine sense briefly to survey the surroundings. A faint hum sounded as the array began to operate.

A dazzling white light enveloped everyone before they vanished without a trace...

Above blue skies and white clouds, lush green grass stretched out before Lin Xuan's eyes, quite beautiful indeed.

It seemed to be a forest.

Lin Xuan quickly cast his divine sense over the area. Finding no signs of any qi fluctuations, he felt relieved. He could now properly review today’s events in his mind.

While he had anticipated that participating in the condensation core stage cultivator trade meeting would not be easy, he did not expect it to involve such hidden dangers.

However, Lin Xuan was not particularly interested in pursuing the details; his goal was simply the Wonders of All Things herb. He could deal with whatever came his way.

As for being teleported together, there was nothing strange about only him appearing here. Daoist magic was miraculous; a few minor adjustments to the teleportation array made this possible.

Several people would appear at random locations within a designated area.

Wood Spirit Fruit—Lin Xuan had set his sights on it.

There were seven cultivators in his group. Before the teleportation, Lin Xuan had already noticed that three of them were at late Foundation Establishment stage, but they posed no threat to him.

With proficiency in both correction and corruption divine arts, along with numerous powerful treasures, even facing a fake core realm expert, Lin Xuan could still cut them down with his sword.

In fact, the only one he couldn’t fully understand or was wary of was Tian Xiaojian. The rest were no match for him.

However, since Tian Xiaojian was in another group, there was no need to worry about it.

Though confident in himself, Lin Xuan still cautiously cast his divine sense. In the world of cultivation, anything could happen. Since he had hidden his true strength, he couldn’t rule out others doing the same and ambushing him here like a pig eating tigers. Better safe than sorry.

After all, there were only three hours left. Even with his superior power, if someone else picked the Wood Spirit Fruit first, it would still be in vain. Lin Xuan did not want that to happen.

Thus, he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew up into the sky, preparing to search the area for any fruit trees.

However, after flying just a few miles, Lin Xuan’s expression suddenly changed. Without hesitation, he tapped his storage pouch, summoning a small blue shield.

Zap!

A thick, azure-colored lightning bolt descended from the sky, striking the spinning shield.

Electricity flashed everywhere as Lin Xuan stepped back.

Thunder术!

High-level offensive divine technique—this required Foundation Establishment stage experts to master. He had just started and already encountered an enemy, and a strong one at that.

He scanned his surroundings with his divine sense, finally landing on a stone several dozen feet away.

"Stop hiding, sir. If you don’t show yourself now, do you expect me to attack?"

"Hmm?"

A voice filled with surprise, slightly hoarse, emerged as the stone shook and revealed a living person.

Slim and gaunt, this was the first cultivator who had drawn lots. Despite his unremarkable appearance, his cultivation level was quite impressive.

Sixth layer of Foundation Establishment stage, nearly at the peak, just one step away from the Great Perfection realm.

"Kid, how did you find me?"

Hu Fan’s face showed ill intent. He had intended to wait and see here, and indeed, he had soon encountered prey. But first, his thunderbolt was blocked, and then even his high-priced transformation talisman was recognized by the other party—how could this not infuriate him?

Moreover, the opponent was a mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.
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"How could you possibly discern my Transformation Talisman? It contains a初级 Earth-stage Spell!"

"Earth-stage Spell?" Lin Xuan's brows lifted involuntarily. He remembered back over a decade ago, when he was still a small disciple at the Flexible Spirit Period, how excited he had been to master the Ice Needle Technique because its power could rival that of high-stage spells.

Back then, he thought spells came in only three levels—初级, 中级, and 高级—and were used by disciples at the灵动期 and 筑基期. He believed that those with 成丹后期 mastery, due to their possession of magical treasures, would disdain such spells.

But after successfully reaching the 筑基 stage, or more accurately, obtaining the Jade Cylinder containing the Nine Heaven Profound Art, he realized this understanding was fundamentally wrong.

Spells were a simple and practical means for cultivators. They could be used both offensively and defensively without needing to rely on other mediums; they required only the mobilization of one's essence energy.

This art was vast and profound; it certainly didn't stop at the 筑基 stage. Even 成丹后期 experts often employed spells as a significant supplement to their magical treasures.

Spells naturally weren't limited to just three levels—初级, 中级, 高级.

More accurately, they were divided into Heaven, Earth, and Human grades, with each grade further subdivided into 初级, 中级, and 高级 for a total of nine tiers.

Disciples at the灵动期 and 筑基期 used 人阶 spells, while 成丹后期 and 元婴期 experts utilized 地阶...

In fact, not only were there different spell techniques, but even talismans came in various grades. The talismans Lin Xuan had previously encountered were all of the 人阶 level, with more powerful 地阶 and Heaven-stage ones existing as well.

Of course, their creation was much more complex, and they were rarely sold in markets. Once revealed, they invariably required a vast number of crystal stones.

The transformation into stone that Hu Fan just performed used a初级 Earth-stage Spell called Transformation Technique. This advanced skill could only be learned by 成丹后期 experts, so naturally, only those at the same stage could discern it. But this kid...

A murderous aura flashed across Lin Xuan's face; he would not answer his question. After all, it was just a lucky guess.

He hadn't expected someone to actually possess an Earth-stage talisman!

Fortunately, his divine sense far surpassed that of his peers and was now barely on par with 成丹初期 experts. Otherwise, the consequences could have been unimaginable!

---

Without any preparation, being hit by a Thunder Spell would surely result in severe injuries at the very least.

"Kid, if you don't want to talk, fine. Meeting me is your bad luck!" Hu Fan's face twisted into a grimace. Although Lin Xuan had discerned his Transformation Technique, it made him somewhat uneasy. After all, he was just an early-stage 筑基 cultivator. With his abilities, eliminating him should be easy.

Since the other party came for the trading fair, he must have quite a bit of wealth on him—time to make some gains!

With this thought, a cruel expression flashed across his face. He opened his mouth and spat out a silver flying sword. An顶级灵器!

Indeed, it was no wonder that an advanced-stage 筑基 cultivator possessed such valuable treasures. The shape of the sword was peculiar, resembling a spirit snake writhing in the sky.

"Go!"

Hu Fan's voice rang out, and the flying sword transformed into a silver streak, hurtling towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic as he reached out lightly with his hand. The round shield moved from above his head to in front of him.

Essence energy poured in, causing the shield to spin before rapidly expanding its diameter to over ten feet, fully shielding Lin Xuan's body.

However, a faint smile appeared on Hu Fan's face as he watched Lin Xuan's expression, as if looking at a corpse.

In an instant, the silver streak approached the shield but did not clash with it. The sword paused and twisted, seemingly dodging around the shield like a living creature, returning to attack Lin Xuan.

For those meeting each other for the first time, they wouldn't know the mysteries of this Ghost Snake Sword. It was a sentient treasure; a spirit beast's essence resided within, allowing it to act on its own when summoned. Any defensive treasures would avoid it due to the element of surprise. Many cultivators more powerful than him had perished at the hands of such a treasure.

With a whoosh, the Ghost Snake Sword seemed about to pierce Lin Xuan's body, but suddenly, black fog surged out and enveloped the youth. "Huh?"

Hu Fan was surprised; this fog gave off an eerie feeling. Before his thoughts could fully form, the Ghost Snake Sword had already flown into it.

"Why play such tricks?"

---

Hu Fan scratched his head. A mere障眼法 could not evade his attack. He wouldn't allow it; even simple restrictions couldn't stop this Ghost Snake Sword.

A cold smile played on his lips, but soon, that smile froze as he saw the fog enveloping Lin Xuan. The Ghost Snake Sword seemed to sink into a sea of black mist without causing any ripples. Gradually, beads of sweat appeared on Hu Fan's forehead; something was very wrong.

His eyes flashed with a sinister look before his hands rapidly changed spell techniques. However, his expression grew increasingly grim as the connection between the Ghost Snake Sword and his divine sense was severed.

How could this be?

The other party was merely an early-stage 筑基 cultivator—how did he possess such formidable power?

Hu Fan's heart raced with panic, but everything that happened before him seemed unbelievable. Or rather, he didn't want to believe it.

With a rumble, the fog dispersed, revealing Lin Xuan standing unharmed beside a giant ghost hand, likely formed from the fog. The Ghost Snake Sword was held in its palm.

The sword's surface flickered with blue lightning, struggling to break free.

Lin Xuan looked calmly over his shoulder and said, "This sword is good; I'll take it."

He then extended his right hand, encased in a faint green glow, and snatched the Ghost Snake Sword. The ghostly hand also dissipated.
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"Sixth-layer cultivation technique? You've also mastered a top-grade cultivation method in the late Foundation Establishment stage?"

Hu Fan's face was filled with terror as he shouted angrily. It was impossible! He had clearly used Spirit Eye Technique to check, so how could his opponent actually have hidden cultivation prowess?

"Hmph!"

A trace of disdain flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes. A bright green light enveloped his hand, and the ghost snake sword stopped struggling, obediently held in his palm.

Hu Fan swallowed hard, feeling a bitter taste in his mouth. He had originally intended to kill and steal treasure but now realized he had kicked a hornet's nest. Not only was this young man at the same cultivation stage as him, but he definitely practiced a top-grade cultivation technique—strange and powerful.

There was no chance for victory; if he didn't leave soon, his life might be in danger!

With a full heart of resentment, Hu Fan glared at Lin Xuan. As he waved his sleeves, a talisman appeared in the air.

"Whoosh," the talisman ignited on its own and exploded into a fireball with a diameter of several meters. It crashed down on Lin Xuan with a tremendous force.

Meanwhile, Hu Fan transformed into a streak of red light and fled towards the distance.

"Trivial trick!"

Lin Xuan remained calm as he opened his mouth and spat out a pair of Wu Gou swords. The surface of these swords was covered in pale blue flames that swelled as they met the wind, transforming into a massive dragon over ten meters long within an instant. It opened its blood-stained maw to swallow the incoming fireball.

In the midst of his escape, Hu Fan turned around and saw this scene, his heart and soul trembling with fear. His magical power surged, making his retreat even faster than lightning.

Unfortunately, it was in vain!

Lin Xuan raised both hands and simultaneously pointed a spell at the dragon above him. The dragon circled once before quickly shrinking back to chase Hu Fan.

The speed was incredible; within an instant, the distance between them had shrunk to just over a hundred meters.

Hu Fan was shocked. He couldn't even think of dodging in time. His magical power surged, enveloping him in a layer of red protective shield.

However, this was merely a last-ditch effort. A mere protective shield could not withstand the full force of Wu Gou's attack. With a hiss, the shield shattered like a water bubble, and Hu Fan’s escape light was struck down. A vivid blood flower bloomed in the air.

Seeing the fallen body, Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce as he emitted black light from his body, making him look ghostly.

He raised his hand and grabbed at empty space, releasing several threads of black silk that not only retrieved Hu Fan’s storage bag but also imprisoned a small light ball about the size of his thumb.

That was the soul of an cultivator!

Lin Xuan had no mercy for enemies; compassion would invite divine retribution.

He stuffed the essence spirit into the Hundred Souls Banner, which was indeed nourishing to amagical artifact.

This was Lin Xuan's first encounter after successfully breaking through to late Foundation Establishment. Killing a peer in one fell swoop proved surprisingly easy.

It seemed his decision to practice both cultivation and magic techniques had been correct despite the hardships; the rewards were well worth it.

With the storage bag clutched in his hand, Lin Xuan’s mind scanned its contents with his spiritual sense. There was nothing else inside but dozens of medium-grade crystal stones.

Despite this, Lin Xuan's face showed no disappointment; instead, he felt elated. These were all medium-grade crystals! At a ratio of one hundred to one for exchanging with lower-grade crystals, the harvest was indeed significant.

There was also that ghost snake sword, which was quite an excellent spiritual artifact.

After tallying his spoils, Lin Xuan did not linger but immediately flew towards the distance. The bloody battle continued.

But why were cultivators soattachmentover a mere trading qualification?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he finally found the Wood Spirit Tree.

A plant less than two meters tall, it barely qualified as a tree with its sparse branches and leaves bearing only a few dozen Wood Spirit Fruits.

The aura of this fruit was weak; if not for Lin Xuan's superior spiritual sense compared to his peers, finding it would have been difficult.

Lin Xuan's heart leapt in joy. He was about to pick the fruits when he suddenly felt something and his expression turned rigid.

Two auras were rapidly approaching.

It was clear that fellow cultivators had found this place.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew serious. His opponent discovered the Wood Spirit Fruits only slightly after him, proving his spiritual sense was formidable as well; he was undoubtedly a formidable adversary.

Although he hadn't expended much effort to defeat Hu Fan and was confident in his abilities, Lin Xuan did not underestimate the heroes of the world.

Pride would lead to downfall.

The myriad arts of cultivation were vast and profound. While "Nine Heavens Profound Technique" and "True Scripture of Profane Magic" were indeed miraculous, top-grade techniques weren't limited to these two; who knew if others possessed astonishing abilities?

In any case, caution was always the better part of valor.

His opponent's speed was fast. Lin Xuan hesitated briefly but did not retreat. With his opponent’s spiritual sense nearly matching his own, unless he was more than a hundred meters away, even using concealment techniques might reveal him.

And if he left that far, wouldn't it be too late to retrieve the Wood Spirit Fruits?

Being cautious didn't mean being cowardly; Lin Xuan decided to defeat his opponent openly and fairly.

Just as this thought crossed his mind, the two streaks of light flew over. One was black, while the other was white, their colors contrasting sharply. However, their magical power fluctuations were quite similar. Upon sensing this, Lin Xuan's expression grew even more grim.

"Hey, there’s another young man here?"

The light circled in mid-air before landing on the ground, revealing two people.

"Are they them?"

Although he had guessed as much, confirming it made Lin Xuan chuckle bitterly.

Today was truly a day of bad luck. He had encountered all three late Foundation Establishment cultivators from his group.

Moreover, unlike Hu Fan who was alone, these were twin brothers.
第二百三十六章 一气呵成

Though twins, the two men before Lin Xuan were completely opposite in appearance and physique. One was extremely fat, with a waist larger than a water barrel, while the other was abnormally thin, reduced to little more than skin and bones. However, their faces still bore some resemblance; both had squinting eyes and a ruddy nose. In short, they were ugly beyond description.

Nevertheless, despite this imposing appearance, the Ro family duo's reputation echoed through the low-ranking cultivators like thunder in the ears of all who heard it.

The fatter one was the elder brother, named simply as Tung. He lived up to his name, being corpulent indeed.

The thinner one was the younger brother, known only by the surname Biao. It was said that during battles, he was exceptionally brave and could be described as rugged.

Despite merely being at the late Foundation Establishment stage, they practiced a cultivation technique designed for dual combat, complementing each other in offense and defense. As twins who grew up together, their minds seemed almost to read each other's thoughts, making them formidable opponents indeed.

In short, among low-ranking cultivators, these two were well-known.

There was even talk that several years ago, the brothers had quarreled over a mysterious treasure with a couple of dual cultivation partners. The couple were at the false core stage, outclassing the Ro duo by one level. However, after their battle, both fell in defeat, indicating the prowess of their combined technique.

In the past half year, Lin Xuan had traveled through various markets and heard about the Ro brothers' reputation. In the stone room, he felt a familiar presence but couldn't recall it at the time.

Now, however, he understood.

The brothers looked at Lin Xuan with expressions of surprise and uncertainty. The Wood Spirit Tree was rare; its faint aura was so weak that even low-ranking cultivators found it hard to detect. They had used their unique abilities to stack their divine senses together, allowing them to find this place. They never imagined anyone else would beat them here.

Moreover, using the Spiritual Eye technique, they saw that this young man's cultivation level was only at the early Foundation Establishment stage!

But these weren't like Hu Fan; the Ro brothers were famous and cautious. In the cultivation world, besides strength, one needed cunning as well. Unless you had shocking abilities of an Infant Core realm, being foolish would lead to failure everywhere.

Both reached into their waist pouches.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan knew that things couldn't end amicably.

Since it was like this, he decided to strike first.

A faint light of pale green flashed as Lin Xuan activated his Qi Shield. Then he extended a hand, clenching several talismans in his palm. He channeled his essence energy and raised these talismans into the sky. Various colored lights flashed wildly, creating four or five layers of protective barriers around him.

These were all high-grade defensive spells; each layer could withstand an attack from a top-grade spiritual artifact.

However, this was just the beginning of Lin Xuan's spellcasting. As he threw the talismans, he muttered incantations, and with his other hand, he swung his sleeve, emitting dazzling cold rays. A barrage of ice needles shot out like raindrops.

He remembered practicing this technique when he was at the Flexible Spirit stage; over a decade later, he had advanced from a low-ranking disciple to late Foundation Establishment.

The technique remained the same, but its power had grown immensely compared to before.

Not only did the number of ice needles increase to one thousand, but their lethality also multiplied several times.

Of course, the enemy was different from before. With just this spell, it was doubtful he could win; even reaching his goal seemed uncertain.

Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a flame.

Primordial True Fire!

However, the fire didn't attack directly but circled around him once before transforming into a small bird about the size of a palm. It flapped its wings and rushed towards the two brothers with a howling sound.

Firebird Technique!

A high-grade human technique.

But compared to other high-grade offensive spells, it was harder to master because it required precise control over essence energy.

Even for experts at the false core stage, using this spell took considerable effort. From casting to release, there was a long time delay. However, with his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan could use it in mid-Foundation Establishment, and now he had reached a level where he could wield it with ease.

However... that wasn't all!

After releasing the Firebird Technique, Lin Xuan curled his fingers into a fist and grabbed at the air below.

Zhis zhis, essence energy shot out. The earth beneath was sucked up like a whale drinking water.

With his other hand, he waved in mid-air, pointed with his index finger, and a beam of white light entered the mud flow several meters thick.

Peng! The mud exploded, then reformed into dozens of stone pillars about half a meter in diameter. Pointed at both ends, this was a high-grade technique known as Turning Mud to Stone.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan called out lightly. Dozens of stone pillars, each with a heart-stopping howl, flew towards the enemies from different angles.

This attack was seamless; one spell followed another without any delay.

Lin Xuan didn't immediately summon his spiritual artifacts. He wanted to test their combined strength and also check his own abilities without relying on external tools.

After all, although various treasures were crucial in the cultivation world, one's base cultivation level was fundamental. Over-reliance on spiritual artifacts could lead to missteps. This was both a reminder and an evaluation for Lin Xuan. The results far exceeded his expectations.
第二百三十七章 子母剑

The Luo brothers were shocked, but their experience in facing enemies was extensive. As the attacks approached with a fierce whistling sound, Brother Luo Tung's face showed a hint of grimness. He clasped his hands together and muttered something under his breath, causing his body to glow as if it were inflating like a balloon.

He shielded his younger brother behind him.

Moreover, there was a layer of white protective barrier around his body, flickering with light, quite impressive. It seemed different from the Qi Shield, and he wasn't sure what high-level defensive technique this was.

In an instant, the ice needles had arrived before them. Continuous impacts sounded like raindrops, bursting in the air. The white light shield flickered but didn’t crumble as easily as a mountain; it was clear that the Ice Needle Technique couldn’t break through it either.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. Although he hadn't expected such a trivial spell to be effective, the ease with which his opponents handled their attacks made him more cautious.

A hero without fear in his name, the Luo brothers indeed lived up to their reputation.

Luo Tung's expression remained grim as he opened his mouth and spat out a stream of essence energy. This essence energy transformed into a cold current that met the Firebird Technique head-on.

Popping sounds echoed as the cold clashed with heat. Although the Firebird Technique ultimately prevailed, its power was weakened by the cold current, easily blocked by the light shield.

Lin Xuan's expression grew colder.

But then, the dozens of stone columns whistled through the air.

Rumble!

The sound seemed like a giant god striking a war drum. Each of the Five Elements Techniques had unique effects and uses. The Ice Needle Technique was better for stealth attacks, while the technique that turned stones into pillars was more suited for direct assaults.

After a loud thud, the light shield flickered like a candle in the wind before finally breaking apart.

However, Luo Tung showed no signs of panic; it seemed he had anticipated this scenario.

He clenched his jaw and took a deep breath. His already inflated body swelled even more.

Puff! The sound was muffled as the two sharp stone columns not only failed to pierce their opponent but bounced back instead.

They tumbled, landing on the ground with dust flying everywhere.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels, but this scene left him speechless. Although cultivation techniques were vast and varied, he hadn’t encountered such an unusual spell before.

After all, cultivators weren't deities; even after undergoing Essence Cleansing, their bodies remained mortal.

Being able to withstand high-level spells was truly impressive.

But Lin Xuan was merely surprised. The attacks earlier had been just a test.

A look of determination flashed across his face as he prepared to summon his spiritual artifact. But before he could do so, Luo Biao, who had been hiding behind his brother, took the initiative.

He extended his withered left hand and grabbed something from his chest, revealing a colorful array of talismans.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He always freely used paper talismans when fighting others but hadn’t expected to encounter such a wealthy cultivator today.

Boom!

Flames flickered as dozens of talismans were simultaneously cast. Since the seals inside contained only middle-grade spells, Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned.

He tapped his storage bracelet, and a white light flew out—a small shield about the size of his palm.

Lin Xuan extended his right hand and infused it with essence energy; the shield rapidly expanded to over a dozen feet in diameter, shielding his entire body.

In an instant,

dozens of spells struck the shield. But it merely trembled slightly—this was the defensive power of a top-grade spiritual artifact.

Lin Xuan knew this well enough that he didn't stop there. With his divine sense, Wu Gou flew out and circled above him.

Luo Biao grunted and exchanged glances with his brother. This opponent not only had formidable strength but also possessed numerous treasures. It seemed they were facing a formidable adversary today.

But neither of them showed any signs of worry. Having been in the cultivation world for over a century, they had experienced countless battles; this young man couldn't possibly upset their plans.

Luo Biao raised his hand, and a layer of grayish light enveloped him as he gestured in mid-air. Seven flying swords appeared out of thin air.

Apart from the three-foot-long green blade in his hand, the other six circled around him slowly.

"Mother-and-child swords?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Such a set of spiritual artifacts was rare in the cultivation world.

A mother-and-child set had a main and subordinate piece; no matter how many pieces were involved, as long as one controlled the main artifact with their divine sense, the other sub-artifacts could be manipulated at will—quite convenient indeed.

Moreover, it would be wrong to underestimate these sub-artifacts. A single piece was nearly on par with ordinary artifacts of the same grade.

In other words, the seven mother-and-child swords were equivalent to using seven spiritual artifacts simultaneously, their power being astonishing.

Of course, this came with a downside: such sets were extremely difficult to forge, and the higher the grade, the greater the failure rate.

Generally, middle-grade or lower-grade sets were more common. A top-grade set would make cultivators drool in desire, but Luo Biao's three-foot-long green blade shone with cold light and exuded divine aura—rarely seen as a top-grade treasure.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but look at it with new eyes. If this belonged to someone like the Extreme Demon Sovereign or an old monster of the Core Formation stage, it would be understandable. But according to Lin Xuan's knowledge, the Luo brothers, despite their great reputation, were wandering cultivators. Where did they get such a treasure?
第二百三十八章 各展神通

Ro Biao, after summoning the mother and child swords, flashed a sinister expression. His hands moved like butterflies, casting seven-colored light as several spells were infused into the surrounding child swords.

A chill of阴寒 energy spread through the space. The six child swords suddenly accelerated in their rotation, emitting a blue mist from their blades.

With a loud boom, the water droplets exploded, transforming into a whirling hurricane over ten feet wide. The swirling waters within seemed even more terrifying.

Lin Xuan's brows deepened with worry. He hadn't expected these mother and child swords to have an aquatic attribute attack. Without hesitation, he extended his thumb and index finger, tapping them rapidly at the Wu Gou above him.

A dragon-like roar echoed as the Wu Gou twisted in mid-air, its size expanding dramatically. In a blink of an eye, it transformed into a blazing dragon.

Transformation Technique?

Ro Biao's face showed shock before he shook his head. No, that was a power reserved for condensation core stage experts.

But Lin Xuan wasn't just showing off with the Wu Gou. He tapped his storage pouch, and golden light flashed as a brick-shaped spiritual artifact appeared in his hand.

Lin Xuan injected essence qi into it without hesitation; the brick rapidly grew larger and longer, exuding an intimidating presence that rose towards the heavens.

Just as he activated two spiritual artifacts, a whistling sound reached his ears. Lin Xuan was startled, lifting his head to see the hurricane approaching him.

Despite its terrifying appearance, Lin Xuan showed no fear. He pointed at the dragon above and commanded: "Go!"

The fire dragon rushed towards the hurricane. Upon contact, water and fire clashed, creating a thick cloud of steam that obscured their vision. This didn't bother Lin Xuan; his spiritual eyes easily pierced through such obstacles.

The fire dragon dived into the hurricane, with the clash of water and fire producing metallic ringing sounds inside.

The surrounding essence qi began to ripple violently.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but he sighed inwardly. The Wu Gou was clearly inferior compared to Ro Biao’s mother and child swords.

Although both were top-grade spiritual artifacts, a set had greater power overall.

On the surface, it seemed evenly matched, but Lin Xuan was merely testing his opponent.

A strange electric arc radiated from the golden brick as it shot towards Ro Biao. However, he ignored it completely.

Lin Xuan was initially startled before his expression turned thoughtful. He glanced at a nearby fat cultivator.

As expected, Ro Biao smiled and tapped his storage pouch, summoning a silver arm.

This spiritual artifact looked peculiar but was incredibly effective, easily supporting the golden brick with one hand.

Single-handed Heaven!

It was also well-known for its ability to withstand heavy attacks from various top-grade spiritual artifacts. However, it had no other special abilities, making it both useful and useless.

Ro Biao’s hand reached into his storage pouch again, pulling out a throwing dart.

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up; indeed, as he expected, the brothers were dividing their roles— one for offense, one for defense. Their combined power was formidable.

Their meticulous planning and extensive combat experience made them nearly impenetrable opponents. Not only did they have numerous powerful treasures, but none of them seemed like ordinary scattered cultivators.

It would be difficult to defeat both without going all out.

Lin Xuan fell silent before his body was enveloped in black light. His presence became eerie as he took out the Hundred Souls Banner from his hand.

In front of him, a mournful sound echoed as the fire dragon returned to its original form. The two Wu Gou flew back to Lin Xuan's side, severely damaged and their essence qi greatly reduced—clear signs of heavy injuries.

Ro Biao had intended to finish off this young man with one swift strike but something about Lin Xuan always made him feel threatened.

Logically, it shouldn't be possible. Although the youth was powerful and at late-stage foundation gathering, he was just a single person, unseasoned and inexperienced. From any angle, he posed no real threat to his brothers.

However, Ro Biao trusted his instincts. They had started as scattered cultivators but later obtained top-grade cultivation techniques through fortunate circumstances. After years of battling in the harsh world, their instincts were invaluable.

Ro Biao's eyes narrowed as he saw Lin Xuan. He began to chant, and the hurricane vanished. The water cloud mother and child swords reappeared before he let out a sharp cry, sending six child swords flying towards Lin Xuan.

Though he didn't use other techniques, this attack was equivalent to combining the power of six top-grade spiritual artifacts. Ordinary late-stage foundation gathering cultivators would be overwhelmed, but not Lin Xuan.

The Wu Gou and golden brick had merely been probing; now, his True Scripture of Yin Magic revealed its true power. This was a technique from the Extreme Demon Sovereign, which even at late-stage foundation gathering could unleash several powerful spells.

Lin Xuan sneered as he infused all his essence qi into the demon banner, shaking it lightly.

Instantly, dark winds howled with eerie cries as ghostly mists poured out.

With an empty hand, Lin Xuan drew a few lines in mid-air and cast a spell.

The ghostly mists absorbed the essence qi, becoming pitch black. They transformed into several strands of silk over a foot wide and several feet long.

"Quick!"

Following Lin Xuan's command, these ghostly mists formed into strands that intercepted the flying swords.

They didn't clash head-on but used flexibility to wrap around the swords.

The moment they touched, the swords slowed down, becoming difficult to control.

Ro Biao’s eyes glinted with malice. Fortunately, his main spiritual artifact was still in hand. He grasped the three-foot-long sword and infused essence qi into it.

A clear sound echoed as the mother sword responded, resonating with the child swords. The combined light grew brighter as they cut through the black strands, continuing towards Lin Xuan.

However, this didn't last long. Ghostly mists poured out from the Hundred Souls Banner, constantly generating new strands…

Each time a flying sword was cut, more came to replace it. Soon, all six swords were wrapped in ghostly mists, struggling but unable to escape, turning into large black cocoons.

"How is this possible?" The brothers exchanged glances, their faces filled with shock, especially Ro Biao whose connection with his main spiritual artifact and child swords was severed.

Lin Xuan reached out and gathered the six cocoons. He smiled calmly and said, "These swords are excellent; I’ll take them. May I also have your lives as a gift?"
第二百三十九章 驱虫术与控尸术

The stolen spirit artifact left the two brothers' faces filled with shock. Luo Tun's figure flickered, and he arrived beside his younger brother. The Luo siblings stood side by side, their hands clasped together.

Then, each of them took out a storage bag from their bodies and threw it into the sky.

A buzzing sound echoed as countless green insects, about the size of thumbs, emerged from the storage bags, forming a green insect cloud that hovered above their heads.

"Drive Insect Technique?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Among the hundred arts of cultivation, this was considered extremely difficult to refine. Firstly, spirit insects were rare, and breeding them required an incredibly long time. Secondly, controlling these spirit insects demanded a strong mental focus, making the process painful and fraught with the risk of going mad.

However, before their eyes, the Luo siblings clearly had managed to merge their minds, allowing them to command thousands of these spirit insects in battle.

Although Lin Xuan was not old for his cultivation stage, he had extensive knowledge from reading many books. If he did not mistake, this was a type of toxic insect called "Green Glow Worms."

These insects originated from the southern borderlands and were said to be created by the miasma, possessing unparalleled toxicity. Ordinary people would die upon contact, and even cultivators could fall victim if they were surrounded by many of these toxic insects.

However, this was not their most formidable aspect. Their strength lay in corrupting spirit artifacts and being almost immune to the Five Elements Dao Techniques. There were few secret techniques that could counteract them. A greenish hue covered both Luo brothers' faces as the younger brother, Luo Biao, raised his hand. His arm swelled dramatically before exploding, sending a blood arrow flying into the insect cloud.

"Go!"

In contrast, Luo Biao's face turned pale, appearing to have lost much of his vital energy. He pointed at Lin Xuan and emitted a strange gurgling sound from his throat.

The green insect cloud immediately turned towards Lin Xuan in a furious rush.

This was the first time Lin Xuan had faced a cultivator using the Drive Insect Technique. His expression was extremely serious, but he showed no fear.

In his hand, the Hundred Souls Banner fluttered lightly, releasing countless ghostly mists that formed a cloud enveloping him.

Then, a harsh incantation sounded from within.

The cloud violently churned as black light flashed, revealing several monsters.

At first glance, they resembled humans, but their bodies were withered and shriveled, with sharp nails like razor blades.

"Zombies?"

A look of concern flashed across the Luo siblings' eyes. Lin Xuan immediately pointed his finger without hesitation, issuing a command through his mental focus. Dozens of zombies, mixed with black mist, roared as they charged towards the insect cloud.

Green and black clashed!

Almost in an instant, the green insects covered the bodies of the zombies. This was the Green Glow Worms' most effective attack method—corrupting spirit artifacts or carrying their toxins into cultivators. Even protective barriers were useless.

It was said that the miasma contained within these insects could easily penetrate a cultivator's protective aura.

However, facing zombies, Lin Xuan wore a mocking expression on his face.

No matter how toxic they might be, they would only affect living beings. Zombies were ghostly entities from the underworld; they wouldn't fear such toxins.

If these insects had sharp claws and fangs, perhaps their small,灵动期(zhūn dòng qī) zombies would have been afraid. But with toxicity?

It was just a waste of effort!

With a sharp cry, the zombies immediately began to attack. Their claws stretched out, doubling in size, and grabbed nearly a hundred Green Glow Worms before crushing them.

The released miasma was ignored by the zombies as Luo Biao's face turned even paler.

Luo Biao, enraged and fearful, cast a spell. The Green Glow Worms detached from the zombies and reformed into an insect cloud, but its size had significantly reduced.

Then, it buzzed back into the spirit beast bag.

The brothers' eyes flashed with malice as they transformed into streaks of light and fled rapidly.

There was no hope of victory; staying here would only lead to their deaths.

"Trying to escape? Too late!"

Lin Xuan's face revealed a sneer. He wasn't a killer, but he understood the principle that one should not pursue an enemy cornered by desperation. These two had seen him use both Yin and Yang spirit powers, so they must die.

The reason was simple; someone who could simultaneously wield spirit energies of both Yin and Yang was too bizarre. This violated common sense in cultivation, and if the secret behind The Yin-Yang Decree were to be exposed, it would bring untold trouble.

How could he let them live?

Wrapped in a black cloud, Lin Xuan's speed was as swift as lightning as he chased after them.

Although Luo Biao had fled first by a moment, within just a short while, the distance between Lin Xuan and his brothers shrank to a hundred paces. This made their faces look particularly ugly. The reason was that they practiced the same cultivation technique; working together, they could drive a spirit artifact at speeds far beyond those of ordinary cultivators, nearly a third faster. But...

Lin Xuan's face remained cold as he raised his hand and shot out a silver beam.

Seeing this, Luo Biao swallowed hard and reached into his waist pouch, summoning a talisman that ignited and transformed into a golden wall several dozen feet wide and long in front of him.

This was the Earth element technique known as the Golden Wall Spell.

It was a high-level human-grade defensive spell; even if it couldn't withstand an attack from a top-grade spirit artifact, it could buy some time for Luo Biao to escape.
第二百四十章 回归与古怪

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed to this. In an instant, the silver light flew in front of the golden wall, but the next moment, something strange happened.

The silver light seemed alive as it twisted mid-air and did not choose to directly confront the defensive spell; instead, it went around from the side.

Although the wall was several dozen feet long and wide, this distance was negligible for a spirit artifact's flight speed.

Brothers Luo exchanged glances, their faces pale. Luo Tu clenched his teeth, emitting a greater amount of white light all over his body as he rapidly inflated like an inflated balloon. He still used that bizarre defensive spell.

The Ghost Snake Sword had already arrived before his eyes!

It circled around his neck...

Bang!

A cloud of blood and a large head dropped to the ground.

Then it continued its momentum, plunging into his brother Luo Biao's chest.

The famous Luo brothers were finally no match for Lin Xuan in battle; they fell under his hands, their former ambitions and passion turned to dust.

Lin Xuan's遁光 had already arrived before him. Reaching out with a hand, he shot forth a black aura which caught the two brothers' storage bags and pulled them back.

Although this battle was tough, the收获 was surprisingly bountiful. Despite being scattered cultivators, these two brothers' treasures were more abundant than those of the disciples from famous sects.

Lin Xuan grasped his three-foot-long sword and shook it lightly; six subsidiary swords flew out. The blade's design was ancient, with the characters "Water Cloud" engraved on the hilt. Even with the Divine Fire Numinous Pearl such an ancient treasure, this top-grade spirit artifact still captivated Lin Xuan. After playing with them for a while, he reluctantly put them back into his storage bag.

For now, other items would be checked later. Lin Xuan flew back along the same path.

Midway through, he heard a loud bang and was startled, activating his Qi Shield. Only then did he focus his gaze.

But what met his eyes caused Lin Xuan's brows to furrow; it was that green insect cloud. Without its master, this creature had flown out of the spirit beast pouch on its own.

To be honest, Lin Xuan still felt a slight interest in the驱虫书, but greed could not be satisfied all at once. The pressing issue should be condensing his golden core.*****

Moreover, although these green glow maggots were quite extraordinary, they had already been claimed by their masters; even if Lin Xuan obtained them, he would have no way to use them. After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a white flame.

Primordial True Fire!

Boom! The flame instantly turned into a sea of fire upon contact with the insect cloud.

The green glow maggots made strange noises.

Originally, the先天True Fire at the Foundation Establishment stage could not harm this creature. Although the green glow maggots posed no threat to core condensation experts, they were still terrifying for Foundation Establishment cultivators. However, without a master's command, these maggots would not defend themselves; thus, the primordial true fire could burn them.

Soon, that vast insect cloud vanished, replaced by a green mist hovering in place, unaffected even by strong winds.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan was taken aback and wore an expression of thoughtfulness. Reaching into his storage bag, he took out a jade bottle and cast a spell on the green mist, which he then sealed inside.

If his guess was correct, this should be the essence of the green glow maggots, extremely toxic, a pestilence within the pestilence. Although cultivators could resist poison to some extent, they would eventually succumb if it reached a certain level. Turning this into a dark weapon like Heavenly Thunder Seeds, its power must be considerable.

Then Lin Xuan did not linger and flew back to where the wood spirit tree grew.**

He easily plucked a wood spirit fruit; looking at the sky, there was still plenty of time before returning, about an hour left.

Lin Xuan did not wander around aimlessly but instead sat cross-legged in a nearby place, holding two crystal stones in his hands and began to recover his essence energy!

After enduring two battles, especially that one with the Luo brothers, their cultivation was indeed formidable. His own essence energy had been depleted; naturally, he needed to recover as soon as possible.

Of course, Xiao Yue was released to guard him from the side.

However, no danger was encountered. The three fellow cultivators of his kind were nowhere to be seen, suggesting they had either been killed by Hu Fan or by the Luo brothers.

After a long while,

Lin Xuan stood up; although his essence energy had not fully recovered, it was close enough. Then, he tapped his storage bag and took out an jade cylinder, immersing his divine sense within it.

After a moment, he raised his head, identified the direction, and flew towards the southeast.

A teleportation array appeared before him.

The runes on its surface flickered slightly; it had already been activated. Lin Xuan stepped onto it without hesitation, injecting essence energy into it. A flash of white light passed by, gradually blurring his figure until he vanished completely.

At the same time, in another stone house,

the teleportation array lit up as Lin Xuan walked down from it.

After a quick look around, this was indeed the room he had teleported out of; however, compared to before, there were fewer people. Apart from Zhou Hai, an official from the Tianmu Sect, only six or seven Foundation Establishment cultivators remained—less than one-third of those who left.

"Comrade, you're back! Rest for a while!"

Zhou Hai nodded at Lin Xuan; he wasn't sure if his gaze contained a hint of envy.

Lin Xuan took note but did not show it on his face, nodding indifferently and sitting down beside him as he coldly observed the remaining cultivators.

Apart from one man in a crimson Daoist robe with a flame embroidered on his chest, all other cultivators had a despondent expression. Their faces were different; some looked dejected, others gritted their teeth, and even some were muttering curses...

That man was completely opposite; he not only seemed extremely pleased but also had an odd glint of greed in his eyes.
第二百四十一章 震惊

After carefully surveying the cultivators in the stone house, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to cultivate his spirit. However, he was somewhat surprised.

That Tiao Xiaojian wasn't here!

Although Lin Xuan didn’t know precisely where this young man came from, he could be certain that he was no ordinary family’s offspring. His cultivation level made even Lin Xuan feel some apprehension. It was unreasonable for him to not return. What had gone wrong?

Just as Lin Xuan pondered silently, Zhou Hai's voice rang out: "Good, three hours have passed. Other fellow daoists haven’t returned yet. Looks like they perished while searching for the Wood Spirit Fruit. I am deeply saddened..."

As Zhou Hai spoke, he faked a few tears, which made the cultivators below frown. The proposal to make everyone kill each other was initiated by the Tianmu Sect, but now it seemed like Zhou Hai was crying over spilled milk. However, before his words were finished, another teleportation array lit up.

A dazzling white light appeared, and an image gradually became clear. Handsome and tall, this must be Tiao Xiaojian!

Although he looked rather disheveled at the moment, he still wore a cheerful expression, waving to everyone: "Sorry, sorry! Brother has some matters to attend to; I was slightly late."

Tiao Xiaojian's oily demeanor made Zhou Hai pause. However, he quickly recovered and smiled, saying, "Friend Tiao is safe and sound—what a pity!"

"Lin Big Brother!"

Tiao Xiaojian looked up and immediately noticed Lin Xuan, walking over with a smile.

His actions drew the attention of other cultivators in the house. Several even widened their eyes. These two were not only too young but also had just successfully established their foundation. However, it seemed that they remembered something, turning their heads with contempt.

These two probably lacked courage and regretted entering the teleportation array. They didn't participate in the competition for the Wood Spirit Fruit; instead, they hid on the side, waiting until the time was up to sneak back.

Facing everyone's disdainful gazes, Tiao Xiaojian still wore a cheerful expression. Lin Xuan remained calm, smiling faintly and chatting idly with Tiao Xiaojian.

Originally, Lin Xuan had wanted to ask about why cultivators were willing to fight to the death for such a trivial matter as a spot at the transaction meeting. Even with his deep thoughts, he was very curious about the reason behind it. However, before he could speak, one of the Tianmu Sect's cultivators coughed and walked up to a table.

"Safe return, fellow daoists! I am delighted. Now, please hand over your Wood Spirit Fruits according to the rules we agreed upon earlier. The top three can participate in the transaction meeting hosted by the senior condensation core cultivators."

Before he finished speaking, the large man wearing a crimson robe walked up and took out a storage bag from his waist. He opened it, and a small pile of Wood Spirit Fruits tumbled out. There weren’t many—only about ten. However, the other cultivators all showed envious and jealous expressions.

Using his divine sense to scan them, Zhou Hai then said in a congratulatory tone, "Friend Xu Han, you collected twelve Wood Spirit Fruits. If there are no surprises, you should get one spot. Fellow daoists, please hand over your harvests as well."

The remaining cultivators seemed less confident and waited for a long time before a thin, balding man stepped forward. His storage bag opened to reveal only two fruits.

The rest either had one or none. The most amusing were the two who stood there with cold glares on their faces, covered in wounds. They approached each other like roosters, but one held half a fruit. It seemed they had fought over it and ended up splitting it, both returning together without resolving the dispute.

Zhou Hai was also taken aback, offering some consolation to them, though they were clearly out of the running.

Looking at the Wood Spirit Fruits in front of him, Zhou Hai frowned. There were fewer than expected. However, he didn’t doubt anything; perhaps some cultivators had perished together, leaving the fruits behind.

"Looks like only Friend Xu Han has any harvests. Now I will announce who got the three spots..."

The thin man was both surprised and delighted. He originally thought two fruits wouldn’t be enough but was pleasantly surprised by others' even more meager results.

As for the other three who each handed over one fruit, they were filled with hostility towards each other. Apart from Xu Han and the thin old man, there was still a spot left. The three of them had tied, whether or not to have another round, but they all aimed to secure that transaction meeting spot.

They didn’t know if坊市间的 rumors were true, but the news was too tempting. Even with just a one percent chance, they couldn’t afford to miss it...

The three eagerly waited for Zhou Hai to finish speaking. However, before he could do so, a lazy voice rang out: "Wait! Lin Big Brother and I haven't handed over our Wood Spirit Fruits yet. Why are you in such a hurry?"

"Us?"

Other cultivators looked at them with hostility, but more with suspicion. Not only Zhou Hai was surprised; Tiao Xiaojian and Lin Xuan were merely at the initial stage of foundation establishment. Could they have also collected fruits? At first, he too thought that the two were cowardly and had hidden.

"Lin Big Brother, you go first!"

"Haha, since brother speaks up first, naturally you should go first," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

"Alright, then I won't be impolite!"

Tiao Xiaojian stopped hesitating and walked forward under the complex gazes of everyone. He patted his storage bag, and several Wood Spirit Fruits fell down. Zhou Hai counted them—fifteen.

Compared to Xu Han, there were even more! The expressions on others' faces were filled with disbelief.

"Lin Big Brother, it's your turn."

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan stood up tall. With the lesson from before, everyone was now wary.

Lin Xuan took out his own harvests but still needed one more.

"Ten... eighteen, this..." Zhou Hai’s mouth opened wide in surprise. Others might not know, but he managed the three groups of people and knew that each group had only eighteen Wood Spirit Fruits. This kid had gotten them all! What did that mean...

"Noone from his group came out."

"Could they have all perished?"

At this moment, everyone noticed a discrepancy in their expressions turned to one of reverence as they looked at Lin Xuan.
第二百四十二章 檀香木与灵器认主

"Impossible, the Luo brothers clearly entered with him. How could this brat defeat them?"

A tall and slender cultivator used his Spirit Eye Technique to closely examine Lin Xuan for a few moments. He indeed only possessed the cultivation of Foundation Establishment Stage. His expression was as if he had seen a ghost.

The others were also growing increasingly doubtful. While low-grade cultivators might not be aware of the fame of the Luo brothers, their strength was evident to all. Even experts at the Great Perfection realm would find it difficult to match up against them.

How could they possibly fall to the hands of a Foundation Establishment Stage cultivator?

"Brother Lin, I never thought you were so powerful; you actually managed to take all the Wood Spirit Fruits," said Tian Xiaojian with a hint of surprise on his face.

"I flatter you. It was merely good fortune. I happened upon several fellow cultivators who teamed up to challenge the Luo brothers and ended up perishing together."

"Oh!" The other cultivators finally understood, their expressions showing both envy and resentment. But it couldn't be denied that luck was also a part of one's strength.

"Since all of you have submitted your Wood Spirit Fruits, let me announce the results now. Lin Xuan, Tian Xiaojian, and Xu Han are granted participation in this Condensation Core Stage前辈交易会," said Zhou Hai as he took out three jade tokens from his robe and waved them to fly into their hands.

Lin Xuan's spirit sense swept over the tokens. They were crystal clear with no inscriptions or pictures, but faint fluctuations of essence energy could be felt. It seemed a minor restriction had been placed on them. He nodded slightly before storing them away.

"Alright, please follow me. The rest can leave if you wish."

The other cultivators frowned and sighed in disappointment. Although they were mostly unwilling to accept this outcome, they dared not cause any trouble. The power of the Tianmu Sect was there for all to see; it wasn't something a few Foundation Establishment Stage cultivators could afford to offend.

Lin Xuan and his companions followed Zhou Hai out of the stone house.

They soon arrived at an open space where he waved his hand, releasing a bamboo-shaped spiritual artifact. He turned around with a look of apology. "Sorry, ahead lies our core area, which has a no-fly restriction. Only special spiritual artifacts are unaffected. How about I escort you for a while?"

"Of course, thank you."

Lin Xuan and the others had no objections as they stepped onto the bamboo tube. It transformed into a green light, flying towards the upper reaches of Tianmu Mountain.

---

Looking up, one could see that the mountain wasn't particularly tall. However, thanks to the wonders of daoist techniques, it took nearly half an hour to reach their destination.

Tingles and pavilions surrounded by fragrant flowers and birdsong greeted them. The area was brimming with abundant essence energy; a true paradise for cultivators.

Under Zhou Hai's control, the bamboo tube flew further until it stopped in front of a magnificent building adorned with gold.

Lin Xuan looked up and saw that the building was about seven or eight zhang high. He wasn't sure if it was made from some strange wood or had been imbued with magical daoist techniques. The entire pavilion shimmered with golden light, emitting an invigorating aroma.

"Tuscan sandalwood; this pavilion is built from tuscan sandalwood?" Xu Han, dressed in a crimson robe, suddenly exclaimed after examining the structure closely.

"Haha, good eye," Zhou Hai stroked his beard gently. His expression was kind but could not hide the pride in his eyes.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised slightly as he also showed some surprise on his face.

Tuscan sandalwood wasn't considered a special or rare material in the cultivation world, yet it was an ancient substance that had long since gone extinct.

It seemed the rumors about Tianmu Mountain being isolated and housing various ancient spirit herbs were indeed not unfounded.

"Alright, today you can stay at this Welcome Pavilion. Tomorrow when the trading fair begins, our sect will notify everyone."

"Thank you for your trouble."

After bidding farewell to Zhou Hai, others led Lin Xuan and his companions into the Welcome Pavilion.

Surveying the room's furnishings, they were ancient and elegant. The tables, chairs, and even the bedding were all carved from tuscan sandalwood.

This material had a calming effect on one’s mind and could shield the consciousness of cultivators below the Incarnation Stage. In other words, there was no need to worry about others peering into his private affairs while in this room built with tuscan sandalwood.

It seemed that using this material for the Welcome Pavilion held deeper significance for the Tianmu Sect.

---

Lin Xuan was very satisfied but after closing the door, he still set up a few minor restrictions. He always followed the principle of being cautious to avoid mistakes.

After sitting cross-legged on the bed for a short while until his essence energy had fully recovered, Lin Xuan stopped.

Then, with a flick of his wrist, a three-foot-long sword appeared in his palm—his Water Cloud Mother Sword set.

He flicked his fingers, and the blade hummed loudly, indicating its sharpness.

After a moment's contemplation, Lin Xuan released his grip. The mother sword did not fall but instead emitted a layer of deep blue light, hovering mid-air.

Then, he formed two unique mudras with both hands and exhaled a white flame from his mouth.

The primordial true fire immediately expanded upon contact with the sword, enveloping the entire Water Cloud Sword.

Refinement!

Although different from refining a treasure, spirit artifacts could be used without needing to be claimed by their owner. Once obtained, they could be easily utilized.

However, Lin Xuan found that while this was theoretically correct, actually using them after a slight refinement made them more user-friendly and enhanced their power.

Of course, the method of claiming a treasure was something ordinary Foundation Establishment Stage cultivators wouldn't understand, but it was recorded in his "Nine Heavens Profound Art" and "True Scripture of Profane Demons."

Although these were Condensation Core Stage techniques, they only required higher standards for mental cultivation. For Lin Xuan's situation, while not simple, the process wasn't overly difficult.

After spending some time learning, he now used it to refine his Water Cloud Mother Sword.
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Unlike true recognition by a divine artifact, the spirit weapon only needed to be slightly refined.

After burning this sword with primordial true fire for about an hour, Lin Xuan divided his spiritual consciousness and carefully integrated it into the blade.

This process couldn't contain any mistakes. Otherwise, although it wouldn't harm Lin Xuan, the power of the spirit weapon would actually be less than when it wasn’t recognized by its master.

Everything went smoothly.

A layer of pale blue light flashed over the sword’s edge, and Lin Xuan stopped spewing primordial true fire. With a wave of his hand, the mother sword flew back into his palm.

After carefully examining it, he opened his mouth, and the sword quickly shrank before being swallowed by him.

The benefit of refining a spirit weapon was that it could be integrated into one’s body like a divine artifact, making combat more convenient.

Next, Lin Xuan took out six son swords from his storage bag and refined them using the same method.

Compared to the mother sword, the process for the son swords was easier, taking only two hours in total.

Looking up at the sky, it should be late night by now.

Although he had been busy all night, as a cultivator, Lin Xuan didn’t feel particularly tired. After a moment’s thought, he flipped his palm and took out an exquisite jade bottle.

Seeing this object, a look of seriousness appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

Carefully removing the stopper, a puff of dark green smoke emerged and gathered together. Lin Xuan waved his left hand, casting a spell that enveloped the green smoke in black light.

It was completely sealed, not revealing any trace.

Meanwhile, a bright light shone from Lin Xuan’s hands as he channeled all his essence energy to his palm before recalling the light ball and exhaling a breath of refined qi onto it...

The night quickly passed by.

As dawn began to break on the horizon, a red sun rose above the skyline, radiating light that was too bright for human eyes to look at directly.

Lin Xuan spread out his hand.

A light ball containing miasma had vanished. In its place was a small green and black ball about the size of a bead.

Lin Xuan resealed it in the jade bottle.

Though unremarkable, this object was the essence left over from the death of the Green Glow Worm, with Lin Xuan’s own dark demonic energy added to it. Even if it were used by a Foundation Establishment cultivator, Lin Xuan believed that neutralizing its effects would be quite troublesome for even a Core Formation stage expert.

This item wouldn’t be used lightly; in critical moments, it might save his life as a divine artifact.

After working tirelessly for the entire night, though not feeling particularly fatigued, Lin Xuan’s limbs were somewhat numb. He leaped out of bed and ran around the room to stretch his body.

Suddenly, the window opened on its own, and a burst of flame flew in.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he reached out and caught the communication talisman in his palm. Then he injected his spiritual sense...

A moment later, Lin Xuan raised his head with a smile. He hadn’t expected that the trading fair would start so early just after dawn; it seemed there were many cultivators more eager than him.

Lin Xuan left the room and followed the location described on the communication talisman. Along the way, he encountered several inspections but was allowed to pass freely once he showed his jade token.

He arrived at a building that looked similar to the welcoming hall but had a different style. Though smaller in area, it gave off an even more imposing impression.

There were only a few rooms, with the main one being the central hall.

At the entrance of the hall stood two cultivators wearing yellow robes and a statue of a strange beast. The statue was several dozen feet long, resembling a lion from the mortal world but larger in size.

This creature was called Golden-Haired Roar!

It was the guardian spirit beast of Tianmu Sect.

Unlike other sects that kept beasts, Golden-Haired Roar held a high status and could only be summoned by the sect’s leader.

The reason for this was traced back to thousands of years ago. It is said that this Golden-Haired Roar had been raised by the founding couple of Tianmu Sect during their dual cultivation period in the late婴 stage.

Although an Incarnation Realm cultivator's lifespan can reach a thousand years, they eventually pass away. However, beasts have much longer lifespans than humans.

A three-stage beast living for seven or eight thousand years wasn't particularly unusual.

Of course, the founding couple’s favor was one of the reasons why Golden-Haired Roar held such a high status.

Another reason was its numerous times of saving Tianmu Mountain from crises and establishing great merits for the sect.

After many years, Golden-Haired Roar had advanced to a three-stage supreme beast, with power comparable to a pseudo-婴 stage expert.

Even if the sect leader, Elder Kumu, was immensely knowledgeable in Dao techniques, his chances against Golden-Haired Roar were only fifty-fifty.

If another thousand years passed, it wasn’t impossible for this beast to advance to a four-stage and compete with an Incarnation Realm cultivator at the early stage.

By that time, Tianmu Sect’s status in Youzhou would naturally be vastly different from now.

Thus, Golden-Haired Roar held such a high position.

Not all beasts could progress like it did. Most beasts had their stages determined since birth, and although their strength could increase slightly over time, the gains were limited.

Only about one percent of all beasts could grow and advance in rank. Even among these, they couldn’t continue to advance indefinitely. For example, Golden-Haired Roar was a first-stage supreme beast as a youngling but theoretically could reach a fourth-stage lower grade, equivalent to an Incarnation Realm cultivator at the early stage.

Don't be satisfied; this was already quite impressive. Most beasts that advanced stopped at the third stage.

Golden-Haired Roar was considered a rare and precious spirit beast, even in the wild, rarely seen in places like Ten Thousand Mountains or Poison Swamp. It was unimaginable for it to be kept by cultivators.

The more such beasts there were, the harder they were to tame. Even the founding couple of Tianmu Sect had spent considerable effort to train this beast back then.
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It was both a treasure of the Heavenly Eye Sect and one of its three renowned treasures.

The so-called "three treasures" also included peculiar flowers and exotic herbs. In the back mountain where the sect's main hall was located, there lay a Flower Valley. Although not large in area, it was rich in qi essence, especially precious for the many ancient spirit herbs that grew within.

Although not all were extremely valuable, these herbs had long since vanished from the outside world and only survived here.

The last treasure was a pair of "Meteor Rings," a magical artifact.

These items belonged to the founding masters of the Heavenly Eye Sect—couple immortals at the Core Formation stage. They had nurtured this artifact with their true essence for several hundred years, making it incredibly powerful and reaching the level of communicating with spirits.

According to tradition, as a core formation immortal's personal treasure, outsiders could not use it after the master's demise unless they slowly erased the former owner’s mark using their own true essence.

However, since the founding masters had passed away, no Core Formation immortals had appeared in the Heavenly Eye Sect. Thus, this artifact remained unclaimed.

In reality, things were different. The couple of core formation immortals not only possessed profound abilities but also foresight. They anticipated that their sect might decline after they passed away. In the ever-changing world of cultivation, many sects rose and fell due to the passing of older generations while younger ones were still growing, leading to a gap in strength.

While a temporary dip in power was not severe, what was terrifying was the presence of opportunists who would exploit such situations. Therefore, besides setting up an immensely powerful "Cloud Sea Split Light Array" around the outer perimeter of Heavenly Eye Mountain, they also left behind their personal treasures.

Of course, they knew outsiders couldn't use these rings and thus, a year before their passing, they separated part of their soul and preserved it in a jade bottle.

Junior disciples who practiced techniques that were in line with theirs and reached late Core Formation stage could open the jade bottle and merge with the two immortal souls to utilize the Meteor Rings. Although unable to withstand attacks from core formation immortals, they could still hold off for a moment.

This was essentially a protective talisman left by the founding masters.

However, this method should only be used as a last resort when the fate of the sect hung in the balance. The residual soul's energy was limited and could only activate the Meteor Rings once.

These were the three treasures of the Heavenly Eye Sect, thanks to which the sect had been passed down for thousands of years, despite its ups and downs and moments of weakness. They did not fade into obscurity like other sects in history.

Lin Xuan approached the entrance of the grand hall. The yellow-robed cultivator on his left frowned and reached out to block his path: "Friend, please stop here. This is no place for a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator."

"I understand," Lin Xuan said. "This transaction meeting is held by Core Formation immortals, right? I have the qualifications to participate." He handed over his jade token.

The cultivator was taken aback and scrutinized Lin Xuan before accepting the token and verifying its authenticity. After confirming it, he returned the token: "That's correct. Pardon my rudeness, please enter."

A hint of envy flashed across his face, much like when Zhou Hai announced that they had qualified. Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but began to ponder what made this transaction meeting so special and why Foundation Establishment stage cultivators seemed to take it so seriously, even risking their lives.

Others who were eliminated felt both envious and jealous.

The three of them harbored doubts, but Lin Xuan said nothing as he pushed open the door. Two Heavenly Eye Sect disciples whispered behind him.

"Senior Brother, I heard that this selection for Foundation Establishment stage cultivators is extremely rigorous, almost to the point of risking one's life. This friend has only reached the early stage and should not have passed. There must be some hidden agenda!"

"Nonsense! The screening process was overseen by Senior Brother Zhou Hai, but it’s said that Senior Aunt Ning also secretly monitored it. Although we don’t know the exact details, there can be no mistakes."

"Still, his Foundation Establishment stage is so early…"

"How does his early Foundation Establishment matter? Now he's on par with us in terms of cultivation. If he gains a favorable opportunity, our status will change overnight. It’s only because of our Heavenly Eye Sect’s techniques that such good fortune wouldn’t fall on outsiders…"

The conversation continued indistinctly behind him, but the brief exchanges made Lin Xuan curious.

Just then,

"Lin Brother…"

A familiar voice called out. Tian Xiaojian walked over from behind. Lin Xuan couldn't help smiling slightly, but quickly regained his composure: "Haha, you've also arrived? How about we go in together?"

"Yes, I came a bit later. Shall we enter together?"

"Good idea."

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian chatted as they entered the grand hall.

The hall was vast, adorned with intricate carvings and paintings, covering thousands of square meters. Six massive columns, each needing several people to encircle, supported the ceiling. About twenty cultivators were already seated or standing, divided into small groups, chatting merrily. Some were meditating quietly, while others had an arrogant expression, showing no interest in interacting with anyone.

The footsteps caught everyone's attention, and numerous gazes fell on Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian. Both felt their expressions stiffen as they paused, a cold sweat breaking out on their foreheads.

Any Foundation Establishment stage cultivator being watched by dozens of Core Formation immortals would feel the same way.

However, after confirming their cultivation stages, most Core Formation immortals turned away without much interest. But if Lin Xuan was not mistaken, several of them subtly showed a hint of envy…

Even Core Formation immortals had such expressions; this situation was too strange.
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Faced with so many powerful cultivators, Lin Xuan slightly lowered his head. Even Tian Xiaojian, who was usually lively and mischievous, had changed his playful expression as well. The two of them silently made their way to a secluded corner.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense was impressive, but he dared not act rashly at this moment. He merely glanced around with his eyes.

Soon, a familiar figure caught his eye.

Xu Han!

One of the Foundation Establishment period cultivators who had also qualified alongside them.

He still wore a crimson Dao robe and arrived slightly earlier than they did. He stood respectfully behind a Condensation Core stage cultivator, but they didn't seem to be master and disciple; their appearances were quite similar, perhaps due to familial ties.

This wasn’t strange at all. In Youzhou, there weren’t a few powerful Condensation Core stage cultivators in large cultivation families.

Just then, Xu Han also looked over, and their eyes met. The hostility in his gaze was unhidden.

Lin Xuan’s heart stirred slightly before he casually turned away.

Another incense stick’s worth of time passed as more cultivators entered the grand hall one by one, all at Condensation Core stage. However, neither the righteous nor the evil sides were present.

Time continued to pass, but everyone showed no signs of impatience. After all, these were cultivators who practiced the art of cultivating the heart; they had some patience.

A creaking sound entered his ears as a door at the other end of the hall was opened. A white-haired old man in a yellow robe walked in from outside. Other cultivators turned to look, and many wore expressions of respect.

This old man’s appearance was unremarkable, but his cultivation had reached the False婴 realm. He was the current patriarch of the Tianmu Sect, Dried Wood Immortal.

Dried Wood Immortal came to the front of the grand hall and smiled as he slightly bowed towards everyone: "Welcome all fellow cultivators to our Tianmu Mountain. Please take out the items you wish to exchange."

"Of course, of course."

The other Condensation Core stage cultivators returned his smile in kind but didn't make a move. The reason was simple; their main goal here was the unique offerings from the Tianmu Sect. Otherwise, there would be countless transactions between Condensation Core stage cultivators all over the place, why go to such great lengths just for this?

Dried Wood Immortal understood this as well. He merely offered polite words before speaking after a moment of thought: "Since everyone is being considerate, let old man throw in a few pebbles to start."

"Immortal please," they responded.

Lin Xuan’s attention was also focused on the front. Although he knew that these high-ranking cultivators were all wealthy, it was fortunate that the Immortal Grass could only be used for refining Spirit Concentration Pills and had no other remarkable uses. As long as no one deliberately caused trouble to compete with him, he should be able to secure his share.

Seeing no objections, Dried Wood Immortal waved his sleeves, and three small boxes appeared before him, each suspended in mid-air by a layer of blue light.

The Daoist techniques were marvelously intricate, but the other cultivators, who had seen much, showed no surprise.

Dried Wood Immortal flicked his fingers, and a beam of white light shot out. The box lid opened to reveal a spirit talisman. This talisman was about half the size of a palm, shimmering with green light. There were faint golden characters that could barely be discerned, making it appear quite extraordinary.

Since he was still at the Flexible Spirit Period when he first encountered talismans, Lin Xuan had formed an unbreakable bond with them. These items, which sealed Daoist techniques and could be instantly activated in battle, were very useful.

However, the current spirit talisman before him seemed vastly different from those he had used earlier. Could it be...

Before his thoughts were fully formed, Dried Wood Immortal stroked his beard and spoke: "This is a middle-grade earth-stage talisman made by our sect..."

Sure enough, it was an earth-stage talisman. Lin Xuan listened intently as the other cultivators showed disappointment on their faces. Although different from human-stage talismans, which were rarely sold in markets, these spirit talismans weren’t considered particularly rare for Condensation Core stage cultivators; few people expressed interest.

Dried Wood Immortal observed everyone’s expressions but didn’t show any displeasure. He continued smiling and explained: "Although our sect is located in the northern border, our Daoist techniques can't compare to those of the present company. However, we have considerable expertise in evasive techniques. This talisman seals one of our earth-stage intermediate spells—Instantaneous Travel over a Thousand Miles."

"Instantaneous Travel over a Thousand Miles?"

The originally uninterested cultivators were suddenly taken aback. Dried Wood Immortal’s words were merely polite talk. Although the Tianmu Sect didn’t have any True婴 cultivators, their Daoist techniques were formidable, especially for evasive maneuvers in battle. Instantaneous Travel over a Thousand Miles was indeed exaggerated, but if one wasn’t significantly more powerful or had special cultivation methods, it would be extremely difficult to intercept such a spell.

For thousands of years, many people had thought about stealing these techniques.

However, the Tianmu Sect’s Daoist techniques were unique. Unlike the ghostly arts that had obstacles with阴灵力, their focus on worldly matters was different from the general principles of cultivation that required a still mind and detachment from secular affairs. It could even be said to be in opposition to such principles, making it difficult for others to learn this secret technique.

However, the current spirit talisman was different; the Instantaneous Travel over a Thousand Miles spell had already been sealed within it, allowing one to easily activate it by injecting some essence energy.

Although having this treasure didn’t guarantee an extra life, encountering danger and escaping unscathed would be much more likely.

Many cultivators were already rubbing their hands in anticipation.

"May I ask Immortal, who made this spirit talisman?" A black-robed cultivator swallowed a mouthful of saliva before speaking up.

Everyone was taken aback, showing interest. This fellow had keen thoughts; the same spell could have vastly different effects depending on who cast it.

"It was personally crafted by old man," Dried Wood Immortal smiled as he held the spirit talisman in his hand: "Any interested party can purchase it for two thousand pieces of crystal."
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Two thousand crystal stones!

After this amount was announced, everyone exchanged puzzled glances and remained silent. Although as a Core Formation Stage cultivator, everyone could certainly afford such a sum, the price of just one Intermediate Rank Earth-level Spirit Talisman seemed too steep from any angle.

No one wanted to be the sucker, especially since the auction had only just begun. The items would likely become more precious as time went on, so the cultivators kept their wallets tightly shut and were reluctant to part with anything easily.

As a First Generation Sect Leader, Immortal True Man Kūmù also remained calm, showing no signs of disappointment. He waved his hand, and an empty wooden box flew back into his hands. Just as he was about to place the spirit talisman inside:

"Senior, may I have a look at this spirit talisman?"

A clear voice rang out. Immortal True Man Kūmù looked up and saw a plain-looking youth walking over. Although his cultivation was only at the Foundation Establishment First Stage, his steps were steady.

Slightly surprised but quickly regaining composure, he smiled faintly and tossed the spirit talisman to Lin Xuan.

After it left his hand, the talisman transformed into a green light that flew into Lin Xuan's palm.

Holding it in his hand, Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan over it. Indeed, this item was vastly different from human-level talismans; its texture was soft and clearly made of some kind of animal skin.

Lin Xuan wasn't surprised. Although he had never encountered a Earth-level spirit talisman before, he knew quite a bit about them. Earth-level spells were incredibly powerful, containing much more essence energy than human-level ones, so ordinary paper couldn't bear the weight; it required the hide of a monster to make such a talisman.

After some thought, Lin Xuan took out a storage pouch from his waist and handed it to Immortal True Man Kūmù. "Senior, I'll take this spirit talisman."

"Ah. Young friend, keep it well."

Lin Xuan returned to the secluded corner.

"Congratulations, big brother! You've obtained this spirit talisman!" Tiǎo Xiǎojian raised his hand in celebration.

"Haha. The items below might not be within our means. I just didn't want to return empty-handed," Lin Xuan said with a smile that didn't quite match his words. It mattered little whether the other party believed him; they were all just going through the motions anyway.

The auction continued.

Although he remained calm on the surface, Immortal True Man Kūmù was secretly pleased to sell the spirit talisman. He flicked his fingers again and another white light shot out, opening the second box. This time, it contained a transparent bottle with a small amount of pale blue liquid inside...

Then, Immortal True Man Kūmù began his introduction.

Time passed quickly, and soon the sun was nearing noon. The Tianmu Sect truly lived up to its reputation; not for nothing had these Core Formation Stage experts traveled far. The items became increasingly precious, with a few even causing the cultivators present to vie for them.

Lin Xuan observed coldly but felt some anxiety. Although Immortal True Man Kūmù had also shown two rare herbs from ancient times, which were now extinct, the Universal Appearance Grass still hadn't appeared. Lin Xuan couldn't help but think of a possibility: although the pharmacy owner claimed to have this herb on Mount Tianmu, what if he wasn't going to bring it out?

Would he have to ask for it directly?

It didn't matter whether his request would be granted; such an approach might backfire.

Lin Xuan pondered strategies in his mind but remained outwardly indifferent. He certainly didn't want this journey, which had been so arduous, to end with just a spirit talisman.

Regarding the Earth-level spirit talisman, two thousand crystal stones were indeed expensive, but Lin Xuan had heard of its miraculous uses before. Don't underestimate the power of concealment techniques; as they say, when all else fails, flee. This spirit talisman might save my life in critical moments!

Lin Xuan always followed the principle that prudence was best. Having more options was always useful in the cultivation world.

However, no matter how good this talisman was, he only bought it incidentally; his real goal was the Universal Appearance Grass.

As the auction neared its end, although Immortal True Man Kūmù occasionally took out a few items from his pocket, they were mostly treasures, spirit artifacts, or alchemical materials like monster bones and hides. No more spirit herbs...

Hope was fading as Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly. Just then, while exchanging items with a Core Formation Stage中期 cultivator, Immortal True Man Kūmù suddenly twitched his white eyebrows and flashed an odd expression on his face. He hastily stowed the unexchanged treasure in his pocket and said, "Pardon me, a senior has arrived; I need to greet him."

With that, he didn't wait for the other cultivators' responses and darted out of the hall as a red light.

Senior?

Hearing this word, Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. Immortal True Man Kūmù was a Core Formation Stage expert at full maturity; anyone he called senior must be an婴 Stage monster!

The presence of such a high-level cultivator here was beyond Lin Xuan's expectations. Once one entered the Incubation Stage, they were completely different beings who didn't need to participate in auctions; their required items would naturally be provided by disciples.

Although this news was too shocking, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure and looked around.

Field Small Sword also had a puzzled expression, clearly shaken. While he was adept at concealing his emotions, the current display seemed genuine.

As for Xu Hán, he clutched his fists tightly with an excited look on his face, and his gaze toward Lin Xuan and Field Small Sword contained thick hostility, even something akin to murderous intent.

But I have no grudge against him. Despite his cleverness, Lin Xuan couldn't figure out the reason for Xu Hán's animosity in that moment.

Of course, a Foundation Establishment cultivator wasn't worth his attention; he should keep an eye on the Core Formation Stage初期 cultivator next to Xu Hán, who shared a similar appearance but harbored the same hostility toward him.

Speaking of Core Formation Stage experts, while Immortal True Man Kūmù couldn't be said to have given prior notice, his sudden departure was indeed somewhat ungraceful. However, the other Core Formation Stage experts seemed to know something and showed no signs of dissatisfaction.

On the contrary, they kept looking at Lin Xuan, Field Small Sword, and Xu Hán with a rather odd expression.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows knitted as he smiled wryly; it seemed only he and Field Small Sword were completely in the dark!

Regardless of their past interactions, their current situation was similar. Suffering the same fate, Lin Xuan turned to Field Small Sword, intending to discuss something, but his expression suddenly changed dramatically as an indescribable powerful essence energy entered from outside.
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Under the oppressive aura of that terrifying spiritual energy, Lin Xuan felt like a frog being stared at by a venomous snake. Tiao Xiaojian beside him was similarly pale-faced. The other condensation core period cultivators fared slightly better, but many had beads of sweat forming on their foreheads.

Lin Xuan's heart was shaken. If he still harbored any doubts earlier, now he could almost be certain that aside from the old monster at the婴 stage, who else could have such an astonishing presence?

This experience wasn't new to him. He remembered how during the condensation ceremony at Bichun Mountain, when the aforementioned high-ranking Elder of the Yuanxiao period appeared in the cloud sea, it left a similar feeling.

For a moment, the grand hall fell silent as people dared not speak or move about, the sound of a needle dropping could be heard.

After a while, creaking, a gentle breeze blew and the door opened automatically. The terrifying spiritual pressure surged in like a tidal wave.

Lin Xuan's face turned slightly pale. Fortunately, the sensation came and went quickly. After several seconds, the pressure on his body vanished abruptly, allowing him to cautiously raise his head.

The first thing that caught his eye was still the somewhat aged appearance of Senior Kumu, but at this moment, this master of the condensation core period, a high-ranking expert, wore an expression of respect and even cautiousness as he accompanied a red-haired old man.

Apart from the odd hair color, this old man exuded an extraordinary aura. After his spiritual energy was retracted, there was no trace of any mana fluctuations on him.

"Friends, allow me to introduce a senior to you. This is Red-haired Ancestor," Kumu smiled and introduced.

Red-haired Ancestor?

Although seeing the appearance of this old man had already given the cultivators some clues, once it was confirmed verbally, most faces showed surprise and suspicion.

Lin Xuan also raised his head in surprise.

This old man rarely appeared before people but when it came to fame, even the top three elders of the major sects or even the Extreme Demon Sovereign were outshone.

It wasn't about cultivation; each old monster at the Yuanxiao stage was immensely powerful. Apart from the Extreme Demon Sovereign who had already entered the middle stage and cultivated a second soul, clearly outshining the others, the remaining Yuanxiao cultivators should be evenly matched.

Red-haired Ancestor was also an old monster of the Yuanxiao stage.

He was renowned for his fame because he had no sect or family. He was a wandering cultivator.

It was well-known that the cultivation world was divided into three factions: sects, families, and wandering cultivators. Among these, wandering cultivators were the weakest, often considered grassroots. Typically, achieving base foundation success was already considered a great feat. Throughout history, reaching condensation core stage was extremely rare, almost like finding a phoenix feather or a unicorn horn.

As for Yuanxiao stage?

At least two hundred years ago, people would have dismissed such claims as absurd. The history of cultivation spanned at least tens of thousands of years. An old monster at the Yuanxiao stage was an immensely powerful existence. Reaching this realm required not only extraordinary talent but also astronomical amounts of pills and crystals, which even medium-sized sects could not afford, let alone wandering cultivators without any backing.

However, there were no absolutes. About two hundred years ago, this myth was shattered.

A cultivator with an odd hair color successfully condensed his essence, and since entering the cultivation world, he had never relied on any sect or family.

People honored this new Yuanxiao cultivator as Red-haired Ancestor, and countless forces sought to pull him in. However, this old man rejected them all.

Although major factions were unwilling, they could do nothing. No one would dare offend an old monster at the Yuanxiao stage.

Moreover, although he wasn't a demon sect cultivator, his personality was solitary and eccentric. On good days, he might be amiable to a flexible spirit period young cultivator or even commoners; on bad days, a single disagreement could result in the destruction of entire families.

His actions were both righteous and dark, but such unpredictable characters only made people more fearful. His cultivation alone was enough to instill fear.

After the shock wore off, no one dared to be lax as they collectively paid respect to this old monster at the Yuanxiao stage.

"Enough!"

Red-haired Ancestor waved his hand and then sat down in the main seat at the front of the grand hall without a care.

Then he scanned the hall with his gaze. The cultivators held their breath, silent and still, afraid of inadvertently angering this old man at the Yuanxiao stage.

"Eh?"

Facing the condensation core period cultivators, Red-haired Ancestor did not pay much attention. When his eyes landed on Xu Han, they merely swept over him briefly.

But when his gaze shifted to a corner in the southern part of the hall, he let out a light exclamation and showed signs of surprise.

Others were naturally taken aback as well. After all, anything that could shock an old monster at the Yuanxiao stage must be significant. Most turned their heads.

Two figures entered their view.

One was ordinary-looking, while the other was quite handsome, dressed like a nobleman's son. Apart from these, there was nothing particularly outstanding about them. Both were merely at the base foundation initial stage of cultivation.

After staring for a long time, no one could find anything special about the two, and their faces showed confusion.

Lin Xuan did not know how Tiao Xiaojian felt at this moment, but he himself, despite maintaining composure on the surface, his heart was racing.

With his depth, he naturally knew why the old man was surprised. While the Hidden Spirit Pill and the敛气术 from Nine Heaven Profound Art were indeed miraculous, given that he was only a base foundation cultivator, it wasn't difficult to deceive condensation core period cultivators but would be much harder for an old monster at the Yuanxiao stage with his keen senses.

"Your two young friends' cultivation methods are quite good. It seems they come from a distinguished background."

Red-haired Ancestor's words somewhat alleviated Lin Xuan's concerns as he did not intend to expose them on the spot, though this statement still caused many surprised glances.

It also confirmed Lin Xuan's suspicions that Tiao Xiaojian was indeed like him.
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If his guess was correct, the young man's cultivation had also reached the late Foundation Establishment stage, making it hard to tell who would come out on top. As Lin Xuan pondered all these thoughts in his mind, the Red-haired Patriarch suddenly withdrew his divine consciousness and closed his eyes, as if he were entering a state of meditation.

The crowd was left speechless. At this moment, Elder Dry Wood stepped forward and swept his gaze over Lin Xuan and the other two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators before speaking calmly: "Senior Red Hair has come here to seek a servant among the Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. Do any of you three young friends wish to seize this opportunity?"

"What? Seeking a servant? Didn't it say that Senior Patriarch Red Hair was looking for a disciple to pass on his teachings?" Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian remained silent, but Xu Han appeared both shocked and angry as he spoke.

"Oh, perhaps the rumors outside were mistaken!"

Despite Elder Dry Wood's kind expression, he seemed more like an old fox. Xu Han wanted to say more, but the nearby condensation core stage cultivator who looked somewhat similar to him spoke up: "Alright, Han'er, it’s only natural for rumors to spread. This matter is most likely a misunderstanding on your part."

In Youzhou, while the Xu family was indeed a considerable cultivation clan, they were still far from the strength of Tianmu Sect. Moreover,纠缠下去可能会激怒Red-haired Ancestor Master，给家族带来无法想象的disaster。

"Yes, Uncle Third," Xu Han wasn’t a fool and quickly understood the implications. He bowed his head submissively as he stepped back.

Elder Dry Wood sighed inwardly. When he received the threatening letter from both sides of the conflict, he was at his wits' end. Suddenly, Senior Red Hair came to visit.

Naturally, Elder Dry Wood treated him with great respect. Even Tianmu Sect wouldn’t dare offend this talented free cultivator. However, Senior Red Hair presented a token. It turned out that when they were both Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, their mentors had become bosom friends.

Understanding this relationship made Elder Dry Wood overjoyed. Establishing a connection with an Incarnation Stage cultivator would be immensely beneficial to his sect.

If he could persuade him to join the sect and become a Supreme Elder, the current problem would be easily resolved.

Thus, Elder Dry Wood treated Senior Red Hair with utmost respect. But as soon as he hinted at wanting to recruit him, the Red-haired Patriarch immediately rejected it.

Having been used to living like a free spirit, he was unwilling to be bound by a sect. Besides, his situation was clear; although he had managed to condense an Incarnation due to various coincidences, compared to a mid-stage Evil Tyrant Sovereign, he was undoubtedly inferior. The three major factions were numerous and powerful, with four Incarnation Stage Elders each. How could one solitary person compete?

Joining Tianmu Sect would be a hundred disadvantages and no benefits. Senior Red Hair, a genius of his generation, naturally wouldn’t bind himself.

However, despite the old man’s odd temperament, he was someone who kept his promises. Back then, he had once received a great favor from a friend in Tianmu Sect and offered to take one of their Foundation Establishment stage disciples as a disciple, as compensation.

He chose the Foundation Establishment stage because their cultivation wasn’t deep, making them more malleable. Condensation Core stage experts already had their own life-bound treasures, making it difficult to pass on his teachings.

Although he couldn’t recruit someone from that sect, this result still made Elder Dry Wood overjoyed. He immediately convened the top Foundation Establishment stage cultivators of his sect and let Red Hair Patriarch choose among them.

However, after a series of tests, the results disappointed Tianmu Sect greatly. Although they practiced orthodox cultivation techniques, their heart methods emphasized worldly involvement, which conflicted with what Red Hair Patriarch had learned. In other words, he couldn’t pick someone from that sect to inherit his teachings.

Although this was a pity, it was time to stop here.

However, some gossipmonger spread the news, and it eventually became known that Senior Red Hair wanted to take a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator as a disciple, allowing anyone present to participate, provided they obtained the qualifications for the Condensation Core experts' trading meeting.

When Elder Dry Wood and Senior Red Hair learned of this, the news had already spread far and wide. They were both shocked and angry, but words once spoken couldn’t be taken back.

Senior Red Hair, despite his odd nature, was a man of honor who kept his promises. He valued his word highly and feared being seen as someone who reneged on his promise.

Although he hadn’t said anything about it, the question was: Who believed him?

Elder Dry Wood was even more troubled. Having already failed to get his disciples to seek out Senior Red Hair, this major setback made things worse. Seeing the Patriarch’s displeased expression, if not for their deep bond, Tianmu Mountain would face a great calamity.

What should he do?

The best solution was to downplay the matter and let it fade away.

Since rumors couldn’t be refuted, he decided to make Foundation Establishment stage cultivators withdraw by making the qualification test so difficult. It was ostensibly about gathering Wood Spirit Fruits but actually allowed them to kill each other in plain sight.

However, Elder Dry Wood underestimated the appeal of seeking an Incarnation Stage master for low-ranking cultivators. Eventually, three people stood out.

In the end, it was Senior Red Hair who came up with a solution. Since the rumor had caused this, he might as well use the same tactic by saying that he didn’t want disciples but needed a servant instead. The change was minimal, but its meaning was entirely different. Rumors would always distort things, and no one would blame him for breaking his promise.

Everything seemed to be in place until he saw Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian in the grand hall. At 700 years old, with an Incarnation Stage lifespan of nearly a thousand years, he wasn’t considered old but certainly not young either. It was time to find someone to inherit his teachings.

Initially annoyed by the rumor, now looking at Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian, both in their youth yet reaching late Foundation Establishment stage, they were truly prodigies. If he could take them as disciples, it would be an excellent choice.
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Lin Xuan's journey was for the Wondrous All-Encompassing Grass. The outcome of events had turned out to be far beyond his expectations, but many of his previous doubts were now resolved. The best course of action now would be to make a fortune quietly.

田小剑 also put away his playful expression and lowered his head slightly, seemingly lost in thought.

If his guess was correct, this young man wouldn't agree no matter if he was a disciple or a servant!

As for Xu Han, his face showed an ever-changing mix of emotions. He occasionally moved his lips as he whispered to the Condensation Core cultivator called Uncle Three beside him.

The grand hall fell into a momentary silence.

"Boy, are you willing to become my disciple? I originally just wanted a servant, but seeing your talents, it would be fitting for me to pass on my legacy."

A slightly hoarse voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. He paused momentarily before realizing that the Red-haired Ancestor was speaking through his mind.

Keeping his expression neutral, he looked up and saw the婴期怪 still sitting in the middle of the grand hall. His eyes were half-closed as if he hadn't spoken just now.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred, but he lowered his head again.

"You're quite clever, very to my liking. Will you become my disciple?"

Lin Xuan didn't answer immediately. If it was another Foundation Establishment cultivator encountering such a good opportunity, they would be overjoyed. However, Lin Xuan had his own considerations.

His situation wasn't the same as others. Firstly, he wasn't some cultivation prodigy. In reality, if he became the Red-haired Ancestor's disciple, he would eventually discover that he was just an ordinary person without even a Spirit Root.

How could such cultivation be explained? There was a risk of the secret of the Blue Star Sea being uncovered by his master.

No matter what, Lin Xuan wouldn't let this happen.

He knew that although he had once been taught alchemy by True Feather Immortal, the other party only taught him how to refine pills and didn't concern himself with cultivation techniques. He was given the greatest freedom. This was why he willingly stayed on Spirit Medicine Mountain, but the Red-haired Ancestor's situation was different.

Secondly, even if these points were set aside, could becoming a disciple of an Incarnation Stage cultivator guarantee great benefits?

It seemed that this was everyone's consensus. The saying "Under a big tree, it’s cool to rest" meant that having a powerful master would elevate one's status significantly.

Moreover, with the guidance of a skilled mentor, one could avoid many detours and wasted efforts. Incarnation Stage cultivators' teachings were undoubtedly top-grade!

However, reality might not be as rosy.

Cultivators, despite their apparent lack of desires, were actually more ruthless than ordinary people in the secular world. Their relationships with each other were colder. While there were many cases where teachers were kind and disciples were filial, there were also frequent instances of mutual exploitation or even turning into enemies.

The Red-haired Ancestor was a peculiar character. Even though he had sworn to take Lin Xuan as his disciple today, tomorrow if something didn't go according to his will, he might be subjected to soul extraction and essence refinement.

There was an old saying: "Men fear entering the wrong profession; women fear marrying the wrong man." This applied equally to the situation of becoming a disciple in the cultivation world.

As an Incarnation Stage expert, the Red-haired Ancestor would indeed gain many benefits. However, there were also numerous hidden dangers. Whether it was good fortune or misfortune, it was hard to say now.

Lin Xuan wasn't going to take any chances. The secret of the Blue Star Sea couldn't be revealed. Others becoming disciples of Incarnation Stage experts could easily obtain top-grade cultivation techniques.

After all, although there were countless cultivation techniques in the cultivation world, top-grade ones were rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns. Major sects cherished their own teachings and wouldn't casually impart them to outsiders or even their own disciples unless they reached a certain level of cultivation and status. In some ways, a good cultivation technique was more precious than pills or treasures.

Even if one could buy Condensation Core stage techniques in the market, they were typically very inferior. The power gained from top-grade techniques and ordinary ones couldn't be compared.

Those old monsters might have slightly weaker combined techniques before condensing their essence into Incarnation Stage, but after doing so, they would certainly not lack top-grade cultivation techniques through both overt and covert means.

However, this temptation was like a chicken's rib to Lin Xuan.

The Nine Heavens Profound Technique, while not the strongest in the world, was undoubtedly among the best. The power of the True Scripture of Profane Demons could be gauged from the current arrogance of Extreme Demon Sovereign.

Moreover, he possessed the Yin-Yang Art, allowing him to simultaneously practice these two seemingly incompatible divine arts and complement each other's strengths, thus enhancing his overall power.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of astonishing abilities the Red-haired Ancestor had, he was confident that they would be inferior when compared to his two top-tier techniques.

Therefore, others coveted his top-grade cultivation techniques, but for Lin Xuan, it wasn't worth pursuing.

After weighing the pros and cons, becoming a disciple of this Incarnation Stage expert wouldn't bring any benefits in the short term. Instead, it might invite great calamity. With his deep-seated wisdom, Lin Xuan was unwilling to do such foolish things.

Of course, he couldn’t just bluntly refuse. Ordinary people cared about face, and an Incarnation Stage cultivator needed a solid reason. Lin Xuan began pondering in his mind.

"Is something the matter, boy? You're considering becoming my disciple for so long. Didn't you snatch that trading fair slot to get this chance?"

The Red-haired Ancestor's voice sounded again, now clearly impatient.

Lin Xuan frowned but had a plan. He also transmitted his thoughts:

"I am deeply honored by your kindness, junior as I am. I wonder what merits accumulated over countless lifetimes could bring such good fortune..."

The Red-haired Ancestor's eyes narrowed, indicating he was enjoying the conversation. However, Lin Xuan quickly changed the subject: "But unfortunately, I am a disciple of Green Cloud Mountain and have been taken under the wing by Senior Elder Supreme, making me unable to accept your kind offer."

"What? You are from one of the three major sects, Green Cloud Mountain, and you even took on their Supreme Elder as your master?" The Red-haired Ancestor's eyes widened in surprise.
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"Yes!"

Lin Xuan replied through mental communication, though he was lying, his expression remained calm. His heart rate didn't change either. After this matter, he would have no further dealings with the other party. The other party could not possibly discern the truth of what he said now.

The Red-haired Ancestor did not speak, but his expression turned somewhat gloomy. Although others were unaware of what had happened, they became nervous and walked on eggshells, wondering why this婴期 old monster was displeased. If he took it out on him, wouldn't that be a disaster?

Indeed, the Red-haired Ancestor was extremely frustrated at this moment. He had just been tempted to take an apprentice but was rejected twice in succession—first by Little Sword Field and then Lin Xuan.

These two youngsters were already coveted by other婴期 old monsters.

Since he already had a master, as the Red-haired Ancestor's identity, it naturally wouldn't be possible for him to forcibly bring them under his tutelage. Not only would such an action lead to ridicule, but the powerful behind those two couldn't possibly let things go either!

Although the Red-haired Ancestor was not afraid of trouble, he didn't want to conflict with other婴期 cultivators.

After a moment's silence, he raised his head again, but the frown on his face remained. He turned his gaze and focused on the last 基期 cultivator.

Xu Han!

It wasn't until he looked that anger welled up from within him.

Although this fellow was also at late 基期, his age was much older than the previous two youngsters. At best, he might be of middling quality; whether he could form a core or not was still uncertain. Let alone advancing to the婴境 realm—how could he possibly take such a waste?

Seeing the Red-haired Ancestor's displeased expression fixed on him, Xu Han's heart raced with anxiety. Just as he was hesitating, the other party's voice came through: "Boy, are you willing to serve me?"

"Serve you as my master?"

"Not exactly," the Red-haired Ancestor nodded. "Being my servant, I won't pass down my teachings to you. But if I'm in a good mood, I can still offer some guidance on your cultivation."

"I am honored by your grace, Master. I am willing to serve you and do whatever you command."

Xu Han hesitated briefly before agreeing without hesitation. He had already discussed this with his uncle earlier. Although serving as a servant was worlds apart from being his disciple, at least it would establish some connection with this婴期 old monster.

In Youzhou, the Xu family used to be a considerable cultivation clan, even rivaling medium-sized sects in strength. However, they had since declined. Only Uncle reached the stage of forming a core; everyone else lagged far behind.

The waxing and waning of a family's power was normal, but the Xu family faced several long-standing enemies who were watching their every move. Without making efforts to rise again, the Xu family would soon face extinction.

Thus, when both uncle and nephew heard that the Red-haired Ancestor wanted to take 基期 cultivators as apprentices, they became extremely excited, like grasping at a lifeline. With an old monster backing them up, not only could their current crisis be resolved, but the Xu family's resurgence was imminent, perhaps even surpassing its former glory.

To ensure his nephew had the qualifications, Xu Yan had nearly exhausted all his resources to buy several top-grade灵器 and many powerful talismans, securing victory in the battle for Wood Spirit Fruit.

The other two spots were taken by Lin Xuan and Little Sword Field, both at early 基期. Xu Han was surprised but elated; these two youngsters must have had incredible luck to get their hands on the Wood Spirit Fruit!

An old monster of that rank would not choose such lowly cultivators for his legacy. Xu Han felt he had a 90% chance of fulfilling his wish.

However, the winds suddenly changed. After traveling great lengths to reach this grand hall, the Red-haired Ancestor suddenly said it was all a misunderstanding and that he only wanted a servant.

Xu Han's disappointment was obvious. While not reaching despair, he was close. But after discussing with his uncle through mental communication, he changed his mind.

Firstly, while being a servant was lowly, as an婴期 cultivator, he would not be humiliated. Moreover, the Red-haired Ancestor had no heir and remained childless to this day. If he served him well, there might still be a chance for him to join the old man's sect.

Secondly, even if his wish was unfulfilled, the other party had promised to offer guidance in his spare time. Listening to such advice could save him many detours on his cultivation path.

Thirdly, bluntly speaking, it was better to serve a powerful master than be beaten by one. Becoming the Red-haired Ancestor's servant and hearing that he fiercely protected his own interests, Xu Han could use this old monster's reputation and protection for at least some time to alleviate his family's crisis.

In any case, serving the Red-haired Ancestor was the only path for both himself and his family.

Seeing Xu Han agree, the Red-haired Ancestor's expression softened. Although he had not intended to take him as a servant, he was worried about losing face if Xu Han rejected his offer too.

Fortunately, that didn't happen.

He glanced at Xu Han who was kneeling before him and said, "Get up. As long as you remain loyal to the old ancestor, I will ensure your benefits."

"Thank you, Master," Xu Han stood up, but he felt somewhat lost. Although he spoke passionately, everyone knew the Red-haired Ancestor's moods were unpredictable.

If he served well, there would be many benefits; if not…

Xu Han sighed inwardly, unsure whether his choice today was right or wrong.

The other cultivators in the grand hall had varying expressions and different looks towards Xu Han. Some envied him, some pitied him, and others showed no emotion…
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No matter what, this matter has come to an end. After the Red-haired Patriarch took Xu Han as his servant, he did not linger any longer and departed with a trace of light.

With the departure of the Red-haired Patriarch, everyone breathed a sigh of relief. Staying together with an old monster at the Immortal Core stage always left them on edge, fearing that they might inadvertently anger him.

As the host, Dry Wood True Man naturally could not remain silent and stood up to smile, saying, "Dear fellow daoists, the trade fair will continue. If you have any good items in your possession, please bring them out."

He then tapped his storage bag and took out several things, introducing them to the cultivators...

Time passed quickly; before long, the sun had set, and dusk fell. The trade fair was drawing to a close. The treasures offered by Tianmu Sect numbered over fifty, each of great value. Although the exchanged crystal stones were not astronomical figures, they still left people eyeing them with desire, enough for Tianmu Sect to use for some time.

Most people returned home laden with goods and began whispering among themselves. From their snippets of conversation, Lin Xuan learned that this year's items offered by Tianmu Sect in exchange far exceeded those from previous years. It seemed the situation in Youzhou was tense, prompting them to make more preparations to weather the storm.

The cultivators had anticipated such a scenario and prepared ample amounts of crystal stones, making both parties equally pleased.

However, Lin Xuan felt somewhat disappointed as the omnipresent grass never made an appearance...

Seeing Dry Wood True Man rise and bow slightly towards everyone, he said, "Dear fellow daoists, this trade fair is over. It's late; if you don't mind, you can rest here for a night. We will see you off tomorrow morning."

"Of course, of course, your Excellency is too polite," Lin Xuan, though inwardly frustrated, remained composed as he looked up and caught Tian Xiaojian's eye with a slight frown. But soon, his expression returned to normal.

Following the crowd, they exited the grand hall and returned to the Welcome Pavilion under the guidance of Tianmu Sect disciples.

Entering the room, Lin Xuan did not waste any time and immediately lay down on the bed, falling into a deep sleep.

However, he did not sleep until dawn. Instead, when the moon was halfway up in the sky, he woke up silently.

He opened the window to check the sky; it was midnight.

A sly smile played on Lin Xuan's face as he sat cross-legged and began meditating, not practicing any technique but adjusting his spirit and essence to their optimal state.

After a while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and said calmly, "Since you've come, why stand outside? The door is unlocked, and the禁制 has been removed. Feel free to enter."

"Haha, how did Brother know I would visit at midnight?"

Familiar voice entered his ears as Tian Xiaojian pushed open the door without hesitation. Seeing Lin Xuan sitting cross-legged on the bed, he still maintained a carefree demeanor but could not hide the surprise in his eyes.

"Nothing special; I just guessed. I imagine your mission to Mount Tianmu was unsuccessful, right?"

"Yes, talking with smart people is straightforward. Brother is one of few whom I admire. Do you have any interest in collaborating?"

"Collaboration?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but said nothing. After a brief pause, he replied, "I'm all ears."

"Be direct. Your true identity is clear to me, and the reason for your visit as well. You wanted to acquire Tianmu Sect's unique omnipresent grass, but this time, they did not offer it in exchange."

Tian Xiaojian spoke while secretly observing Lin Xuan's reaction. However, he soon felt disappointed when Lin Xuan remained unperturbed despite his secret being exposed.

Lin Xuan was indeed unsurprised; as the Young Master of Spirit Herb Mountain, seeking medicinal materials for alchemy was perfectly normal. He did not feel any shock at Tian Xiaojian's revelation.

"Junior Master Xiao Dong found me, what is your business?"

Hearing Lin Xuan's address, Tian Xiaojian scratched his head and said, "Brother, let's continue our previous relationship. Honestly, I think my position as Junior Master in Xiao Dong is worthless before you."

"Haha,贤弟 jests. Your master's Dark Magic techniques are unparalleled, and the influence of Xiao Dong now rivals that of Azure Cloud Mountain, perhaps even surpassing it. Your words were a bit too insincere just now," Lin Xuan replied with a smile but changed his address.

"Enough, Brother, don't mock me. While our Xiao Dong has some strength, can your Spirit Herb Mountain be any weaker? Thousands of years ago, Sky Dust True Man outmaneuvered the leaders of all sects and willingly ceded their mountain to us. Over these years, your Spirit Herb Mountain has been a mixed bag for both sides. On the surface, it's just a third-rate sect, but how many old monsters are hidden within? Your凝丹期 cultivators may not be fewer than ours, and there might even be some元婴期 seniors on par with my family. In short, in terms of identity, as Young Master of Spirit Herb Mountain, I am no less than you."

After listening to Tian Xiaojian's lengthy argument, Lin Xuan inwardly laughed. Who outside knew that his position as the young master was a mystery? Of course, he would not reveal such secrets.

When Tian Xiaojian finished speaking, Lin Xuan remained silent but seemed even more enigmatic in the eyes of the other party.

"Speaking of which, Xiao Dong Family hopes to ally with Spirit Herb Mountain. Do you think it's possible?"

Before Tian Xiaojian could finish his sentence, Lin Xuan waved him off and said, "Enough,贤弟, you've been here for a long time without getting to the point. Whether our two sects form an alliance is up to our elders; we are just junior cultivators at the筑基 stage. What we say doesn't count. You want to collaborate with me—let's hear your proposal."
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"Ah, I've wandered off the topic," said Tian Xiaojian, scratching his head. He then continued: "Brother Senior, my younger brother wishes to team up with you to venture into the Mystical Medicine Valley of the Heavenly Eye Sect."

"Mystical Medicine Valley?" Lin Xuan didn't immediately respond but frowned as he pondered. "My younger brother, being the only successor of Sovereign Demon, do you still lack spirit herbs and wish to steal from the Heavenly Eye Sect?"

"Of course not," replied Tian Xiaojian. "My goal isn't spirit herbs; I want to destroy the source of their spiritual energy."

"What? Destroying a spiritual energy vein?" Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression as he listened.

Indeed, it was no wonder Lin Xuan was surprised. After all, in this world, each spiritual energy vein had a source known as a spring, which was the most abundant in spirit energy and also the critical point of the vein. If destroyed, the spirit energy would dissipate into the surroundings for a short while.

However, such a situation wouldn't last long. The wonders of nature meant that even if it took three or five years, the destroyed spiritual energy vein could regenerate a new spring.

Thus, such an act had no real meaning.

After Lin Xuan's doubts, Tian Xiaojian stroked his chin and gave a peculiar smile: "Brother Senior, how could I deceive you? Do you remember when we first entered the mountain, I introduced you to the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array?"

"Of course," replied Lin Xuan, his eyes flashing. Such an array was powerful enough to trap even a veteran of the婴期 (immortal embryo stage). How could he not be impressed?

"That's right. My master repeatedly invited the Heavenly Eye Sect to join our sect, but they kept dodging and refusing. They dared to do so because of the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array passed down by their ancestors, thinking we would hesitate. But if I can make this array ineffective, do you think they still have any bargaining power?"

"Making that array ineffective has nothing to do with destroying a spiritual energy vein," Lin Xuan asked, somewhat confused.

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a moment of hesitation but then he patiently explained: "Brother Senior, you see, the Cloud Sea Splitting Light Array is so powerful because it can mobilize the surrounding spirit energy to attack. To break this array, there are two methods. One is to find five or six veteran immortals and work together to use a divine technique that would naturally destroy the array. The second method is to destroy the spiritual vein on which it relies. Although the spring will regenerate in a few years, during that time, the Heavenly Eye Sect can only submit to our sect..."

Listening to Tian Xiaojian's explanation, one might think he had already revealed his intentions without malice. He even disclosed such an important secret with no hesitation. However, for some reason, Lin Xuan felt something was off but couldn't pinpoint it. Of course, on the surface, he showed no signs of this.

Regardless of how天花乱坠 (flowery and exaggerated) Tian Xiaojian's words were, Lin Xuan remained expressionless, listening quietly. "Brother Senior, I have nothing to hide from you now. Are you going to report me to the Heavenly Eye Sect?"

Tian Xiaojian suddenly looked worried as he asked: "My younger brother, don't worry about it. Although I have no grudge with the Heavenly Eye Mountain and no relation at all, do I look like someone who likes to meddle in others' affairs? The prosperity or decline of the Heavenly Eye Sect has nothing to do with me."

"Good," said Tian Xiaojian, patting his chest with a delighted expression. "How about it, Brother Senior, are you willing to cooperate?"

"What benefits can I get?" Lin Xuan didn't waste any time and directly got to the point.

"Of course, the All-Embracing Grass! The spring is where the spirit energy is most abundant, making it the Heavenly Eye Mountain's medicinal garden. That’s why they call it the Mystical Medicine Valley," said Tian Xiaojian with a surprised expression. "Do you not know this?"

"It's obvious to me," replied Lin Xuan, unable to suppress his laughter. "I mean, how can you be sure there is All-Embracing Grass there? I don't want to put in all the effort and end up for nothing."

"Don't worry about it," said Tian Xiaojian confidently. "Since my younger brother wants to plot against the Heavenly Eye Sect, he has done his homework. There are definitely several types of spirit herbs, including All-Embracing Grass, which was not rare in ancient times. The Mystical Medicine Valley does have this variety, though in small quantities—about seven or eight should still be available."

Seven or eight?

After hearing this, Lin Xuan fell silent. In the ingredients needed for Condensation Core pills, All-Embracing Grass only served as a supplementary herb, adding just a little bit per batch. Having so many was far beyond his needs.

"My younger brother, don't hesitate any longer. Just like you said earlier, although my younger brother is not talented, he is the young master of the Dark Magic Cave and still has plenty of medicinal treasures. Once we arrive at the Mystical Medicine Valley, I will only destroy the spiritual energy vein. All other rare herbs inside, except for the All-Embracing Grass, are all yours," said Tian Xiaojian.

"Haha, how can that be acceptable?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh awkwardly.

"Come on, we're brothers!" said Tian Xiaojian with a close friendship expression.

This temptation was indeed great, but Lin Xuan still hesitated. "My younger brother, I must say frankly. As the direct disciple of Sovereign Demon, you have an exalted status. Plotting against the Heavenly Eye Sect doesn't require your hands. Even if my younger brother wants to take on this task, wouldn't he need help? Why seek cooperation from me?"

Tian Xiaojian's face darkened with a heavy aura of malevolence as he exuded it.

Lin Xuan was taken aback and quickly waved his hand, casting out a white light that set up numerous small barriers around them. Otherwise, the many experts present in the welcome hall would have been discovered long ago.

"My younger brother, what's wrong?"

"Sorry, Brother Senior, this is my Dark Magic Cave's private matter," said Tian Xiaojian, snapping back to his senses. Lin Xuan nodded without saying more. Since there was an unspoken issue, he let it go. Although the other party had shown sincerity earlier, it was still uncertain how much genuine cooperation they could expect now.

Lin Xuan looked at Tian Xiaojian seriously and said slowly: "Since the Mystical Medicine Valley is the source of the Heavenly Eye Sect's spiritual energy vein and has so many precious herbs, its defenses must be extremely tight. Our two of us are only at the Foundation Establishment stage; entering without caution, how much do you think your younger brother can rely on? I don't want to die in a trap."

"Don't worry about it," replied Tian Xiaojian confidently. "Brother Senior, if you don't want to perish, neither does my younger brother have enough life left. Naturally, we have a foolproof plan."
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随即, his lips moved slightly as he whispered something. After about a cup of tea, Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow: "Really?"

"Of course," replied Tian Xiaojian with a smile. "Brother, how could I joke about such matters? I have my own tricks up my sleeve."

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before saying, "In that case, let's cooperate."

"Haha, I knew you would make the right choice, Brother," said Tian Xiaojian happily. "Rest assured, this trip will definitely meet our expectations. You'll be so full of spirit herbs and medicinal materials it’ll be hard to carry them all."

"I hope so," Lin Xuan stood up from his bed. "We shouldn't waste any time. It's getting late. We need to act quickly."

The two then quietly slipped out of the guest pavilion, despite the presence of numerous Core Formation Stage cultivators in the area. Their ability to conceal their forms was too advanced for anyone to notice.

Tian Xiaojian had not lied; he had done a lot of work to lure Lin Xuan here. With the skill of an old horse recognizing its path, he led Lin Xuan to the Mystic Medicine Valley.

From the outside, it looked unremarkable. Standing at the entrance, Lin Xuan's face showed surprise as he saw a cluster of low shrubs and withered grass, giving off a desolate and dilapidated appearance.

However, Lin Xuan did not say anything; instead, his expression seemed contemplative.

"Looks like Brother has already figured it out," Tian Xiaojian sneered. "The Immortal Eye Sect has set up an illusion around the valley. Even if someone manages to find their way here by chance, they won't be able to discover the hidden truth, much less realize that this is where the Spirit Vein and medicinal garden are located."

As he spoke, he took out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket, released his divine sense, inscribed what he wanted to say, and then threw it. The talisman flashed a few times before disappearing into the dark night.

About half a stick of incense later, a beam of light shot out of the valley. It was an ordinary-looking middle-aged man in his forties with mediocre cultivation, just at the early Foundation Establishment stage.

After the light dissipated, he immediately looked around cautiously, as if afraid of being discovered but also searching for something.

"Third Segment, this way!" Tian Xiaojian stepped out from his hiding place with a composed expression on his face.

"Young Master!" Third Segment was overjoyed and quickly bowed respectfully. Upon seeing Lin Xuan standing beside him, he changed his expression to one of great respect.

"Do not be alarmed," said Tian Xiaojian with a smile. "This Brother Lin is my close friend."

"Brother?" Third Segment looked at Lin Xuan and felt a shock. Who was this Tian Xiaojian? The Young Master of the Demon Cave, an apprentice of the Sovereign Demon. To be called his brother by such a seemingly unremarkable youth... what kind of person could he be?

But better not to ask unnecessary questions. Third Segment was smart enough to bend down and say: "Salutations, Senior!"

"Enough," Lin Xuan waved his hand. His eyes were half-closed but exuded an air of profound mystery.

"The preparations are complete."

"Do not worry, Young Master. I received your message during the day and added Soft Bone Powder to their food. It was a stroke of luck. Even Core Formation Stage cultivators would be able to survive without eating, let alone someone like me. But Elder Liu Yubo here is very fond of good food, so it gave me an opening," said Third Segment with relief.

"Good work. Once the task is done, I will reward you handsomely."

"You flatter me too much, Young Master. Talents choose their masters and loyal servants choose their lords. Being able to serve you is my karmic fortune; how could I dare claim credit?" Third Segment's face showed intense joy before he lowered his head in respect.

Lin Xuan inwardly smirked. Third Segment’s flattery was indeed first-rate, but he did not show any surprise as Tian Xiaojian had already informed him of this.

As the saying goes, homegrown traitors are hard to guard against. There were thousands of cultivators on Mount Immortal Eye, and though most were loyal to their sect, there were also those who feared death. With the power of the Yin-Yang Sect growing in Youzhou, even if the sect leader had not made a decision yet, someone was secretly making plans for him. Third Segment was one such person...

So Tian Xiaojian slightly coaxed him, and immediately he put his master's kindness above his own sect’s gratitude, expressing his willingness to serve faithfully.

Following Third Segment, they entered the valley in peace. The scenery inside was vastly different; it seemed like two worlds, filled with strange flowers and exotic plants, and the concentration of essence energy was astonishing.

No wonder this place was a spring source. Cultivating here must be twice as effective!

"Young Master, Senior Lin, please be careful. Follow my lead closely. Although I have deactivated most of the restrictions, there are a few that I cannot touch. Please do not tamper with them," Third Segment led the way while respectfully reminding them.

"Oh, you've deactivated most of them. So, Friend, your position in the Mystic Medicine Valley is quite high?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"I beg your pardon for the joke, Young Master. The residence here belongs to Elder Liu Yubo, and there are several Foundation Establishment Stage disciples with cultivation not inferior to mine. But I am indeed the second-in-command," Third Segment said proudly.

"Is that so? You must have some special abilities!"

"Yes, my cultivation is ordinary, but I excel at flattering people, which pleases Elder Liu very much," replied Third Segment honestly.

His straightforwardness surprised Lin Xuan, and Tian Xiaojian's expression froze as well, showing a strange look on his face.

"Friend, saying this so openly, are you afraid that Young Master might belittle you in the future?" Lin Xuan smiled slightly, looking somewhat surprised.

"Haha, I know my own weight. Besides, while I am good at flattering people, I also have loyalty to serve Young Master," said Third Segment with a bitter smile. "Besides, Young Master has keen eyesight; even if I don’t say anything, how could you lack the ability to recognize talent?"

"Good, Third Segment. I like true flatterers and dislike fake ones. As long as you are loyal, I won't let you down," said Tian Xiaojian with a relieved expression.

As they spoke, the three of them arrived at the deeper part of the valley, where several pavilions and terraces were visible. The central one was particularly magnificent, like a legendary琼楼玉宇 (jade palace).

"That Moon Viewing Pavilion is Elder Liu's residence."

Lin Xuan looked around; the buildings were far apart, so even if they broke any sound restrictions, any fighting would not likely disturb others as long as it wasn't too loud.

"Should we go this way?"

"Of course not," said Tian Xiaojian. He took out several items from his storage bag after a tap.
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Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over the scene, revealing two deep yellow robes identical to those worn by Duan San. After putting them on, Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian transformed into disciples of Mount Tianmu.

The sect had thousands of cultivators, so Elder Liu, even with his vast powers, couldn't possibly recognize everyone. Following Duan San, they arrived at the most magnificent pavilion.

Outside the pavilion, a faint blue light curtain was present. Duan San flipped his hand and took out a badge from his storage bracelet,贴ing it onto the light curtain.

The blue light split apart to reveal an opening wide enough for passage.

Duan San knocked on the door: "Auntie Liu, it's me."

However, there was no response inside. The three of them were patient, showing no signs of anxiety as they waited outside.

After a moment passed:

"Come in!" A somewhat aged voice echoed out faintly.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian exchanged glances, their faces showing a serious expression. After all, they faced a Golden Core expert, even if they had planned ahead, they would still feel some tension.

Following Duan San into the room.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over the scene, revealing that the room was spacious, about two hundred square meters in size, with exquisite furnishings. The most notable feature was the cluttered dining table, indicating recent feasting. It seemed Duan San hadn't lied; Elder Liu indeed had a voracious appetite for food.

A dark-skinned old man sat on a mat in the center of the room, holding a fly whisk while meditating with his eyes closed.

"Disciple Xianjie pays respects to Auntie."

Elder Liu opened his eyes and glanced at them with a slight surprise: "Duan Junior Disciple, who are these two?"

"I am Tian. I bring you a gift as per the instructions of our sect leader," Tian Xiaojian spoke before Duan San could respond.

"A gift?" Elder Liu was taken aback. "What did the senior master send me?"

"The details aren't clear to me. It's said that Auntie will know when she sees it."

Tian Xiaojian, while speaking, tapped his storage bracelet and took out a wooden box. The box was long-shaped; even though unopened, it emitted faint spiritual energy, indicating its non-trivial nature.

Elder Liu had no doubts, given the attire and trust Duan San placed in him. He couldn't imagine that they were spies.

With a wave of his hand, a white light shot out to retrieve the box.

After casually inspecting it, he opened the lid. Inside was empty, causing Elder Liu's surprise to turn into alarm as he smelled an aroma.

His reaction was swift; he threw the box away and spat out a silver flying knife.

Just as he intended to ask questions, his body weakened, unable to summon his power despite centuries of cultivation. The knife fell to the ground, its spirit completely lost.

A sinister glint flashed in Elder Liu's eyes. Opening his mouth, he roared: "You don't need to waste your efforts; this pavilion is under a ban. You won't be saved by reinforcements."

"Who are you and why did you dare betray our sect? Duan San," Elder Liu's face was filled with venom.

Unfortunately, the others ignored him. Lin Xuan calmly withdrew his hand: "You needn't waste your efforts; this pavilion is under my ban. You won't be saved by reinforcements in the next life."

"Who are you and why did you dare betray our sect? Duan San," Elder Liu's face was filled with venom.

Tian Xiaojian chuckled: "Elder Liu, stop wasting your energy. I am also a cultivator; how could I not know that most poisons have no effect on us?"

"What did you use to poison me?"

"Soft Bone Powder and Luolian Fragrance. I just hope you haven't heard of them," Tian Xiaojian said with a sneer.

Indeed, the Soft Bone Powder wasn't considered a poison; though its name was alarming, it was merely an herb. The Luolian Fragrance was also harmless to humans.

After ingesting Soft Bone Powder and inhaling Luolian Fragrance, one's cultivation power would be temporarily restrained for a short period, but had no effect on ordinary people.

It was said that only in the case of an old monster at the Yuan婴 stage could they recover up to ten percent of their original power within an hour.

Though these items combined were effective, finding them was difficult. Soft Bone Powder was common, while Luolian Fragrance was rare, making it hard to collect.

Moreover, few cultivators reached the Foundation Establishment stage and could survive on alchemy alone. Deceiving Elder Liu into consuming Soft Bone Powder would be challenging.

This success was a stroke of luck; fate had intervened.

Tian Xiaojian didn't intend to explain further. With time precious, he spat out a black aura from his mouth.

A pitch-black sword appeared, growing as it met the wind and transforming into a massive blade several meters long, viciously slashing at Elder Liu.

An Exquisite Spirit Artifact!

Lin Xuan looked at the black flying sword, showing a strange expression. As a descendant of the Demon Sovereign, Tian Xiaojian naturally had many treasures; this sword was not only of high grade but also carried an eerie aura, suggesting it had special attributes, making it superior to ordinary exquisite spirit artifacts.

Elder Liu's face changed dramatically. Without hesitation, he tapped his storage bracelet, sending a silver light talisman that turned into a faintly silver shield, protecting him.

"Hmm?" Tian Xiaojian raised his eyebrows and emitted terrifying malevolence: "You're indeed a Condensation Core cultivator; you even carry defensive spirit talismans on your person. Do you think a初级 Earth-level Silver Light Spell can save you?"

Unlike human-grade spells that could be inscribed on ordinary paper, Earth-level spells required materials like beast hide to seal into spirit talismans, making them much rarer.

Tian Xiaojian was certain Elder Liu had few such talismans, possibly only one.

Though it would take some effort, his demise was inevitable.

Tian Xiaojian didn't intend to waste time. His face darkened as he fished out a stack of spirit talismans from his pocket.

No wonder the Young Master of the Extreme Demon Cave was so wealthy; Elder Liu's expression showed both shock and anger, clearly panicked.
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A cold laugh echoed as Tian Xiaojian, seemingly without a care in the world, simultaneously unleashed several high-level spells from his hands. Lightning and thunder flashed, and flames illuminated the area.

Dozens of high-rank cultivator spells shot towards their target. Liu Yubo's face turned pale; there was no trace of blood...

Boom!

In the next moment, he was enveloped by a barrage of spells. Although the silver light shield was sturdy, as the saying goes, even a hero can't withstand too many enemies. Even a low-grade defensive spell would be reduced to nothing under such an overwhelming attack.

When the light faded, only a blackened corpse remained on the ground.

Tian Xiaojian waved his hand, and the opponent's storage bag flew back to him. "Brother, we'll split everything inside equally."

His smile was as sunny as before, as if the violent and ruthless young cave lord he had just spoken of was merely an illusion.

Lin Xuan, too, had a strong mental fortitude. He smiled and said, "How can I accept this? It's your efforts that deserve the credit; naturally, everything goes to you."

"Brother, there's no need for such politeness," Tian Xiaojian waved his hand, speaking with great generosity. "We're brothers; who cares?"

Lin Xuan inwardly sneered but outwardly appeared moved. "If so, I'm deeply grateful for your kindness, Brother. I'll humbly accept the honor."

"Brother, you're too polite," Tian Xiaojian said.

Tian Xiaojian divided the treasures from the storage bag into two portions. He was indeed a condensation core cultivator, and although both he and Lin Xuan were rich, they had made a small fortune!

"Good. Elder Liu is gone. The remaining foundation establishment stage cultivators will be easier to handle. Segment San... Why are you doing this?"

Tian Xiaojian's words cut off abruptly as his expression turned to shock and anger. At the same time, Lin Xuan felt a chill down his spine. Without hesitation, they both moved apart.

Boom! A loud explosion split a wooden table behind them into two halves. In the sky floated an enormous double-edged battle axe.

The magical fluctuations emitted by this weapon were formidable; it was also a top-grade spiritual artifact.

"Segment San, what are you doing? Are you mad?"

They attacked the cultivator who had been flattering and sycophantic earlier.

Lin Xuan kept his cool, observing from the sidelines. However, his expression soon turned strange as well. Tian Xiaojian's demeanor was genuine; he wasn't putting on a show for anyone.

At this moment, Segment San stood tall with an air of confidence. There was no trace of his usual sycophancy or meanness. He shook his head and said, "What a pity, what a pity. Just one step away."

Tian Xiaojian's face turned sinister, filled with unmasked killing intent. He reached out, and the black flying sword circled above him. However, instead of fear, he showed a mocking expression.

"Since you won't talk, I'll have no choice but to be ruthless," Tian Xiaojian said as his spiritual energy surged within him, preparing to use his spiritual artifact to kill the opponent. Suddenly, his face turned pale and he staggered before collapsing to the ground, dropping the flying sword.

Similarly, Lin Xuan was unsteady on his feet.

"How about that, Young Master? You boasted of your cunning and intelligence, but you still fell into Segment San's trap. How does the taste of the Seven Absolute Scarlet Fruits feel?"

"Seven Absolute Scarlet Fruits—when did you attack us?" Tian Xiaojian shouted.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally terrible. As the leader of Spirit Herb Mountain, he knew far more than ordinary cultivators about these matters.

Ordinary Scarlet Fruits were important ingredients for refining certain elixirs, but Seven Absolute Scarlet Fruits were different. Legend had it that each fully grown tree could yield forty-nine fruits; forty-eight were medicinal, and one was black with deadly poison.

The toxicity of the fruit was formidable, a rare substance effective even on cultivators.

At this moment, Segment San's expression was filled with triumph: "Young Master, I didn't have your grand hand in easily obtaining such precious items like Lulu Fragrance. But how does that taste feel?"

"Stop talking nonsense! Who are you? Why did you try to assassinate me?"

"Indeed, even if we die, at least let us know the truth!" Lin Xuan's lips curled with a barely noticeable sneer. When Segment San turned around, his expression changed to one of fear.

Segment San remained silent for a moment, understanding the danger of prolonged negotiations but enjoying the feeling of manipulating two powerful and influential people. Since they were doomed by the Seven Absolute Scarlet Fruit poison anyway, why not prolong this satisfaction?

With that thought, he sneered coldly: "Young Master, I didn't lie; Segment San is indeed my real name."

Neither Tian Xiaojian nor Lin Xuan responded as black mist crept up their necks and onto their faces. Seeing this, Segment San felt even more secure, boasting, "I'm not a member of Mount Tianmu but a disciple of Mount Biyun."

"What?"

Tian Xiaojian gasped in shock: "You're one of the Three Great Daoists?"

"Why is that strange?"

"How long have you been part of Mount Tianmu?" Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before coldly speaking.

"About twenty years."

"Twenty years. The Daoists actually plotted against Mount Tianmu so long ago. Compared to their far-sighted plans, we cultivators are truly ashamed," Tian Xiaojian's words were filled with sarcasm.

"Young Master, there's no need for such modesty. However, the Supreme Lord of our Mount Biyun has more foresight than Elder Grandmaster."

The other remained unconcerned, his expression one of contentment. Tian Xiaojian was furious; such a thick-skinned person was rare indeed.

Lin Xuan raised his head and looked at him coldly: "As a high-ranking disciple of Mount Biyun, you have an illustrious future ahead. Why would you willingly hide in this remote place for twenty years? It must not have been easy."
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"Who are you, these pampered princes of heaven? What do you know?" Tan San suddenly exploded with rage, glaring fiercely at the two young men as if he were a wounded beast.

"You are both the young master of the Extreme Demon Cave and the junior sect leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain. Your talents far exceed those of your peers, and you have the advantage of having powerful patrons to rely on. You know nothing of our ordinary cultivators' hardships."

After taking several deep breaths, Tan San finally calmed down, as if he was narrating to them but also talking to himself.

"Originally, I was just a low-ranking disciple at Green Cloud Mountain. Although I managed to join one of the great sects due to good fortune, my spirit root is too poor. Even after decades of effort, I could only reach the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. It's impossible for me to establish a foundation in this lifetime."

"From the beginning, my cultivation speed was slower than others. My mentors looked down on me, and fellow disciples belittled me..."

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with an unusual light. Though his expression remained calm, he seemed to be reliving his harsh years of training at Drifting Cloud Valley.

Some people actually think I'm a prince of heaven, Lin Xuan thought with a bitter laugh as he continued listening to Tan San.

"However, although my talents are lacking, my mind is incredibly resilient. A chance encounter led the Supreme Elder of our sect to take an interest in me and ask if I would be willing to undertake a special mission..."

"Surely you're referring to infiltrating Mount Tianmu," said Tiao Xiaojian coldly.

"Exactly!" Tan San turned his head, his eyes glowing with madness: "In terms of cultivation, your master's Demon Power is unparalleled, perhaps the top cultivator in all of Youzhou. But when it comes to cunning, our Supreme Elder is like Zhuge Liang reborn."

"Zhuge Liang reborn?" Lin Xuan's mind stirred. That was a powerful cultivator from ancient times, renowned for his strategic prowess and knowledge of array formations. He even attained great Daoist accomplishments and ascended to the Immortal Realm.

"Our Green Cloud Mountain has long plotted against Mount Tianmu. The Supreme Elder sent me as an infiltrator; although this mission is arduous, it promises significant rewards. Thanks to the medicinal pills bestowed by him, I was able to break through my bottleneck and enter the Foundation Establishment realm."

"Senior Elder Zhao once said that if I could achieve greater feats, he might use divine techniques to cleanse my spirit and take me as his disciple. Then, with a golden core in my body, it would be just a matter of time," Tan San's face lit up at this point, almost dancing with joy.

"Hmph, wanting to rely on us? It seems you're pinning your hopes on us two." Tiao Xiaojian said coldly.

"Junior Sect Leader, I understand. Originally, I was also troubled because the Supreme Elder required me to capture Mount Tianmu. Although I've been here for over twenty years as an infiltrator, I'm only a Foundation Establishment cultivator. Attempting to shake the foundation of Mount Tianmu after thousands of years is sheer folly. But fortune smiled on me when Junior Sect Leader appeared before me."

"How do you propose we proceed?" Tiao Xiaojian's expression darkened.

"Haha, isn't this simple? Kill you and frame it on Mount Tianmu. As your master's only disciple in the mortal world, he will surely avenge you!"

"When the Daoist sects launch their full might against us, even the Cloud Sea裂光阵 of Mount Tianmu won't be able to withstand them. Since we're enemies with the Daoists, joining our righteous path is their only choice. With such an unprecedented achievement, the Supreme Elder will surely honor his promise," Tan San turned away as he spoke.

"Unfortunately, this means you, Senior Sect Leader Lin, are in for a tough time. You can blame it on the city gate burning and catching fish downstream, but killing you would be more secure. Spirit Medicine Mountain's strength is formidable; they'll certainly seek revenge."

"And my last question: when did you poison us, and why didn't we feel anything?" Tiao Xiaojian said with a cold expression.

"Hmph, Junior Sect Leader, do you forget that the clothes you're wearing were provided by me? I applied剧毒 to them yesterday. This seven绝朱果poison only activates upon contact with麒麟粉."

Tan San spread his hands, revealing colorful powder between them. His face quickly turned grim: "Well, that's enough talk. You two can now be clear about your fate. Let Tan San send you on your way."

He waved his hand, and the huge axe flew back to him, ready to strike down. However, an unexpected event occurred. Tiao Xiaojian and Lin Xuan stood up, their blackened faces quickly clearing as they turned a healthy red.

"You, you... " Tan San's eyes widened in shock, his mouth large enough to hold an egg. Fear was clearly visible on his face: "How is that possible? You two were poisoned..."

"Sorry to disappoint you, but the seven绝朱果is indeed a rare poison. Fortunately, my master once gave me a treasure that can remove all poisons."

Tiao Xiaojian's face contorted in a cold smile as he opened his mouth and spat out a dragon-eye-sized bead, glowing faintly.

Tan San's expression turned extremely ugly, while Tiao Xiaojian glanced at Lin Xuan with a hint of surprise in his eyes.

"Why didn't you suffer any effects when I have the Whale Sea Divine Pearl to protect me from all poisons?

Lin Xuan stared blankly at Tan San, seemingly unaffected, but he was secretly relieved. He had not really expected such a sordid little man to be a threat and only kept an eye on Tiao Xiaojian, so his clothes required more caution.

Otherwise, the consequences could have been disastrous!

A lesson learned, Lin Xuan thought. He must never underestimate anyone; the path of cultivation is filled with thorns. He did not want to face such storms but end up capsizing in a ditch one day.

Tiao Xiaojian's face was now covered in icy killing intent as he no longer wanted to waste time. He raised his hand, and the flying sword that had fallen to the ground suddenly regained its vitality, transforming into a sharp blade aimed at Tan San's neck.

Tan San's face paled; the difference in their cultivation levels was too great. But he did not want to wait for death either. Taking a deep breath, he expelled a red essence from his mouth towards the giant axe.

Two top-grade灵器 collided!

Then, he pulled out a yellow talisman from his chest and muttered something as he slapped it on himself. The ground seemed to ripple like water waves.

"Earth遁 Talisman, do you want to escape?"

With a cold laugh, Tiao Xiaojian flicked his sleeve, sending a large cloud of ghostly mists flying out. These quickly enveloped Tan San.

From within the mist came an extremely piercing scream, but it soon faded...
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Field Xiao Jian flicked his sleeve, recalling the ghostly mist. Segment San's figure reappeared, looking withered and zombie-like, as if he had aged several decades in an instant.

Then, he turned to dust, carried away by the wind, not only his body but also his soul was destroyed.

Lin Xuan remained expressionless on the outside, but he was genuinely alarmed. While the True Art of Profound Evil still surpassed him, Lin Xuan chuckled at the thought that Segment San had a Demon Sovereign beside him to guide him, making it easier for him than trying to practice alone with the jade cylinder.

But there was no need to unduly belittle himself; he still practiced the Nine Heavens Profound Art. In terms of secret techniques and divine powers, who was stronger remained uncertain.

After experiencing some setbacks, they naturally wouldn't waste any more time. After collecting Segment San's storage bag, they floated out of the pavilion.

Field Xiao Jian looked at the distant other residences with a sinister glint in his eyes: "Brother Lin, let us act separately from here on. As I know, apart from that Liu Elder, there are still over ten Foundation Establishment stage cultivators guarding the Mystic Medicine Valley. While our powers can handle them, if we alarm them and they gather together, it will be troublesome. It would be best to eliminate these guards without drawing attention."

"Agreed," Lin Xuan nodded in agreement, transforming into a streak of light towards the left-hand building. Field Xiao Jian's face darkened as he watched Lin Xuan's back. He then shook his head and transformed into a black beam, heading towards the right.

Soon they arrived at the front of that row of buildings. Lin Xuan condensed his light, making his presence almost undetectable, like a ghost, entering one room after another...

Ten minutes later, Lin Xuan and Field Xiao Jian met again at their parting point, both looking rather peculiar.

"Brother Lin, it seems our experiences were similar."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. "When I entered, those cultivators had already died."

"Correct. Poisoned. It was most likely done by Segment San to frame us. But this way, we can avoid a lot of trouble. Now that the Mystic Medicine Valley's guards are all gone, it will be convenient for our actions," Field Xiao Jian stroked his chin and analyzed.

"Agreed. We should act quickly before others from the Eye of Heaven Sect discover anything amiss."

The two then separately flew towards the depths of the Mystic Medicine Valley.

Soon they arrived at a small garden where the air was incredibly rich with essence qi. From Liu Elder's storage bag, Field Xiao Jian found a palm-sized badge and waved his hand, sending several spells from it towards the medicinal garden. Moments later, some strange lights flashed, followed by a series of popping sounds.

"Brother Lin, the restrictions have been temporarily shut down as intended," Field Xiao Jian said. "Just like the Cloud Sea Split Light Array, the key point is that spring. Let's go destroy it."

Lin Xuan paused in mid-air and stroked his chin before following suit.

The medicinal garden was not large, just a few hundred square meters, but it was filled with various exotic plants. Lin Xuan's gaze fell on an inch-high purple plant.

Wondrous Grass!

After all the effort, he finally found this precious herb. Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't hide his excitement.

There was no need for further politeness now. From his waist, he took out a green storage bag.

Spirit Herb Bag!

As its name suggested, it was designed to store various exotic plants. Although the herbs wouldn't be as potent as when they grew in the ground, ensuring their essence qi remained intact for several months wasn't difficult.

"Brother Xiao Jian, I won't hold back."

"Go ahead, Brother," Field Xiao Jian replied, though a hint of unease flashed in his eyes.

Lin Xuan opened the bag, and a green cloud emerged.

Like a gust of wind sweeping away clouds, it swept through every corner of the garden. Soon, except for some immature herbs, everything else was collected by Lin Xuan. A satisfied smile appeared on his face; not only were these treasures worth thousands of crystal stones, but many of them were from ancient times and had long since gone extinct.

However, Lin Xuan remained merciful, leaving behind the young plants and immature herbs for Field Xiao Jian. Although the Eye of Heaven Sect suffered significant losses, it wasn't a fatal blow. In a few thousand years, those herbs would naturally mature again.

Lin Xuan wouldn't engage in draining a dried-up lake; he always left some room for future use!

"Congratulations, Brother Lin. Please assist me with destroying the spring."

"Of course," Lin Xuan patted his chest.

They arrived at the center of the medicinal garden, where the essence qi was most abundant. A clear stream appeared before them.

The water was crystal clear, and wisps of essence qi rose from it.

Though only a small bowl-sized pool, it was crucial to the Eye of Heaven's spirit veins.

By destroying it, the essence qi within a dozen miles would gradually disperse, weakening the Cloud Sea Split Light Array that relied on underground spirit veins.

With the Eye of Heaven Sect now vulnerable, both the righteous and evil forces had opportunities. However, since Lin Xuan had this information first, his chances at the Extreme Evil Cave were naturally higher.

Field Xiao Jian glanced at Lin Xuan purposefully before smiling and saying, "Brother Lin, this spring is a natural formation. While it can't be protected, it's very sturdy. My master has deep cultivation, but I am rather dull-witted, only at the late Foundation Establishment stage. With just me, it would be hard to destroy this spring. Let’s attack together."

"Agreed," Lin Xuan nodded.

Field Xiao Jian smiled and opened his mouth, expelling a black beam—his flying sword. His expression was extremely serious now as he formed various sword seals with both hands, sending out several differently colored beams.

The sword absorbed the magical energy and grew rapidly, reaching seven or eight dozen feet in length. The black light shimmered, and even more strangely, the blade trembled, emitting a faint sound like wailing ghosts. With that momentum, it seemed capable of splitting a mountain in two, let alone a mere spring.
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Lin Xuan did not show any signs of surprise as he patted his storage bag. The fiery Wu Gou sword flew up, and Lin Xuan raised his right hand随意 tapped it twice. Instantly, the Wu Gou sword transformed into a fierce dragon-like creature, its body engulfed in flames.

"Transformation Technique?"

Tiao Xiaojian was startled but quickly shook his head. Although both techniques were similar, there were significant differences in their finer details. Nevertheless, this was enough to rival a Core Formation cultivator's Dao technique and left him greatly impressed.

Lin Xuan wasn't showing off intentionally; he had his reasons for doing so. Tiao Xiaojian might seem friendly on the surface, but Lin Xuan always felt that there were some ambiguities. Whether they were friends or enemies was still uncertain.

From his perspective, Lin Xuan naturally did not want to offend this descendant of the Demon Sovereign, but sometimes, one's wishes couldn't change reality.

Thus, showing a bit of power was also a form of intimidation and deterrence. If Tiao Xiaojian wanted to harm him, he would need to think twice first.

While Lin Xuan preferred a low-key approach in his dealings, there were times when he needed to display his strength.

"Big Brother, you have some good skills. How about we attack together now?" Tiao Xiaojian's cheerful laughter echoed.

"Agreed." Lin Xuan nodded.

After receiving an affirmative response, Tiao Xiaojian turned serious and focused on the spring again. A fierce look flashed in his eyes as he waved his right hand. The black giant sword hummed loudly and slashed down with great force. The scene was spectacular, but the spring, being a精华 of a Spirit Vein, was highly responsive. Suddenly, a layer of visible qi rose.

The qi coalesced into a colorful tiger-like creature.

Qi Transformation?

Both Lin Xuan and Tiao Xiaojian were startled. However, with the situation developing as it did, they could no longer afford any hesitation or retreat.

Sizzle…

A sound so sharp that it made teeth ache, the black giant sword slashed through the tiger-like creature. Despite its imposing size, this was not a monster but a formation of qi. The sword's light struck the tiger, which didn't disappear; instead, it transformed into an eerie green glow, entangling with the black sword and gaining the upper hand.

Tiao Xiaojian's expression grew more serious as he turned to call out: "Big Brother."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan did not hesitate. He pointed his finger at the circling dragon-like creature, which paused slightly before rushing towards the spring.

In an instant, black light, green glow, and red flames clashed in mid-air, creating a deadlock.

This was not sustainable.

Although the Precious Medicine Valley was remote, prolonging this fight could easily attract the attention of the Tianmu Sect's cultivators.

Tiao Xiaojian's expression darkened. He hadn't expected the spring to be so difficult to deal with. A hint of hesitation flashed in his eyes but quickly gave way to surprise.

He patted the storage bag on his waist, and a black skull flew out. The shape was extremely strange; not only did it have sharp horns on its forehead, but its empty eye sockets also glowed with an eerie red light.

Tiao Xiaojian crossed his arms and interlocked his thumb and index finger to cast a spell.

The black skull absorbed the energy and began spinning rapidly. It opened its mouth, emitting a thick black beam that instantly enveloped several square meters of space.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan was alarmed. Although he had never seen such a strange magic artifact before, he felt an uneasy sensation.

With his divine sense activated, the dragon-like creature transformed by the Wu Gou sword immediately withdrew from combat. At almost the same time, the thick fog covered the area.

The tiger seemed to recognize its danger and tried to escape, but the eerie fog moved even faster, enveloping it in a blink.

Roars echoed continuously, but soon they grew weaker. A hint of satisfaction flashed across Tiao Xiaojian's eyes as he reached out to summon the ghostly mist back into his storage bag. After a sudden contraction, it transformed into a round ball about the size of a dragon’s eye.

Tiao Xiaojian was overjoyed and stored it away.

With the tiger's disappearance, the spring's spirit weakened significantly. Tiao Xiaojian sneered as he slashed down again with the black giant sword.

Boom!

A loud explosion shook the ground violently, sending out shocking qi in all directions. A layer of colorful light suddenly burst forth.

Soon after, the light dissipated, and the spring transformed into qi vanished.

"Phew!"

Tiao Xiaojian let out a sigh of relief but his expression was far from relaxed. Lin Xuan's face mirrored his own; neither had expected the destruction to be so loud.

Originally, they hoped for a stealthy operation without drawing attention, but now it seemed that their efforts were in vain.

Meanwhile, on the main peak of Tianmu Mountain, in some hidden cave, Kumu Zhenren was meditating. Suddenly, he opened his eyes and his gaze shone with intense light. His aged face was filled with shock and anger, tinged with a hint of confusion and fear.

With a wave of his sleeves, heavy stone doors creaked open. Kumu Zhenren's expression remained stern as he stepped out quickly.

It was late at night; the moon was bright, and stars were few. The originally clear sky suddenly filled with countless pale green gases. These gases formed clusters, some measuring several meters in diameter while others spanned dozens of meters.

Kumu Zhenren looked up at the sky, his face contorted with extreme distress, even showing a hint of despair.

His lips moved slightly, and a faint voice could be heard: "Could it really be that heaven has forsaken our Tianmu Sect?"

However, as the headmaster, he quickly regained composure. Various colored streaks of light appeared on the horizon.

Initially far away, they soon approached him.

The light dispersed to reveal seven cultivators' faces, varying in height and build but all exuding an extraordinary aura; each was a Core Formation expert.

But their brows were furrowed with worry.

"Senior Brother," the youngest elder, who seemed no more than thirty years old, spoke: "What happened just now..."

Before he could finish, a powerful-looking man interrupted him: "Ning Junior Brother, it's time to get serious." He glared at Ning Tianyu before turning back. "Senior Brother, is it possible that the Precious Medicine Valley has been attacked?"

"Yes, this qi overflowed and spread in all directions. Could the spring have been destroyed?" Another elder said with a serious expression.

"But Master Liu was stationed there with heavy defenses; while they might not match those of the Cloud Sea Split Light Formation, ordinary Core Formation experts should be contained. Even if they couldn't hold off an opponent, wouldn't they send out a warning signal? So, could it be that an old monster of the婴 stage attacked..." A man with a yellow face analyzed, his expression difficult to read.
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"Now, what's the point of talking about this? The top priority is to go and check on the Mystical Medicine Valley. That place is the heart of our sect; if something goes wrong there..."

"Yes, senior brother, issue a decree! Let's do it!"

The high-ranking experts from Tianmu Sect chattered away, but Kumu Zhenren kept his eyes closed, ignoring them. Although everyone was alarmed and agitated like ants in a pot, they dared not act on their own.

Firstly, the senior master had long-established authority; secondly, the Mystical Medicine Valley was a restricted area within the sect, accessible only with the chief's decree. Therefore, even for such a major incident, they needed to seek permission from Kumu Zhenren first.

Just as several Core Formation cultivators were agitated and restless, Kumu Zhenren finally opened his eyes. His face twitched, and his voice was icy cold: "Junior Brother Liu is dead."

"What? Senior Brother Liu has really been murdered?"

Although they had some psychological preparation, the shock on their faces was still extreme.

"Senior brother, are you sure? Could it be a mistake?"

In response to Ning Tianyu's doubt, Kumu Zhenren did not show anger but sighed bitterly: "I wish it were my cultivation technique that failed. But I sent three transmission talismans to Junior Brother Liu one after another, and none of them worked. If he hadn't met with misfortune, why would he ignore my inquiries?"

The others fell silent. After a moment, Ning Tianyu spoke again: "Senior brother, what should we do now?"

"Go to the Mystical Medicine Valley, but everyone be careful not to get separated. The opponent who killed Junior Brother Liu can penetrate multiple restrictions; their abilities are undoubtedly formidable. They might even be an old monster at the Core Formation stage."

Nodding in agreement, Ning Tianyu said: "Perhaps it could also be a traitor among us."

"Maybe so. But regardless, being cautious is never wrong. Now that Junior Brother Liu is dead and the situation at the Mystical Medicine Valley is unclear, our sect faces its most dangerous predicament. You all should take extra care of yourselves."

"We will follow the chief's decree."

The group bowed in unison. Kumu Zhenren waved his large sleeves: "Let's go!"

Various forms of magical light ascended into the sky, heading towards the Mystical Medicine Valley.

The unusual fluctuations in essence energy not only alarmed several high-ranking experts but also stirred the entire Tianmu Mountain. Base Foundation and even Flexible Spirit cultivators rushed out from their cultivation places, staring at the cloud-like mass in the sky with a mix of shock and uncertainty.

Some were terrified; some were bewildered, but most felt uneasy...

Some gathered with friends to whisper privately, while others stood silently, mouths agape, lost in thought.

Many sharp-witted ones began searching for their mentors, hoping to get information from seniors. However, they discovered that the sect's high-ranking experts had not appeared, and a greater unease spread among them.

At the Welcome Pavilion, where guests were staying, most of whom were Core Formation cultivators attending the trade fair, they woke up in the middle of the night due to the astonishing essence energy fluctuations. Although they weren't from Tianmu Mountain, these outsiders, all having reached Great Golden Core, understood what this ominous sign meant.

Looking at the floating green cloud mass in the sky, some were surprised, others sighed, but there were also many who gloated.

Although it couldn't be confirmed that the nearby spirit vein had been completely destroyed, Tianmu Sect's days ahead would certainly be difficult. They might even face the danger of extinction.

Among them, only a couple were independent cultivators; the rest had their own sects or families behind them. Those close to Tianmu Mountain, with eyes wide open, pondered what they could do.

In one room on the second floor, a window was open, and cold moonlight illuminated it. Two cultivators sat by a table: one in yellow robes, the other in green.

These two were brothers-in-arms; the man in yellow robes was named Yue Tong, while the green-robed guest was surnamed Fu with the given name Yi.

Both belonged to the Snow Shadow Sect, which was just over 200 miles from Tianmu Mountain. Although their strength couldn't match that of Tianmu Sect, they still had Core Formation cultivators, so they shouldn't be overlooked.

"Senior brother, look at those green clouds; it must mean the spirit veins of Tianmu Sect have been destroyed. Our chance has come," Fu Yi clenched his fists and said excitedly.

However, Yue Tong looked outside with a hesitant expression, as if unsure what to do.

Seeing this, Fu Yi's face showed a hint of disdain: "Senior brother, why are you still hesitating? Has our sect not been humiliated enough by Tianmu Sect?"

"Junior brother, don't say such things. Our two sects have always gotten along well; when did we ever clash?"

"Getting along?" Fu Yi sneered with mockery on his lips: "That's built on the foundation of our Snow Shadow Sect enduring humiliation and suffering. This Tianmu Mountain has such a vast spirit vein stretching for dozens of miles, more than enough to accommodate several sects. But they insist on being the sole power, monopolizing all the spirit veins. With only a few thousand cultivators, do they really need so much? Even if it is wasteful, they don't want to share any with us."

"For decades, you've deliberately maintained good relations with them. I must say, your efforts were more than just courting favor. But when did they ever give our sect any benefits beyond superficial respect? You proposed moving the Snow Shadow Sect's main hall next to Tianmu Mountain several times, but each time, their response was a firm rejection."

"Senior brother, are you still clinging to this illusion? This Tianmu Sect is selfish and paranoid about its surroundings. Why? They're just waiting for us to have good cultivation grounds so that more disciples can advance to higher stages, posing a threat to them, even potentially taking over Tianmu Mountain?"

"In the past, we had no choice; the Cloud Sea Split Light Array was powerful enough. But if the spirit veins were destroyed, this array would lose much of its power regardless. Why don't we...?" Fu Yi became angrier as he spoke, eventually becoming agitated and his face flushed with excitement.

However, Yue Tong, as the head of Snow Shadow Sect, had to be more cautious: although he was equally moved by his brother's words, he hesitated: "Even if the Cloud Sea Split Light Array loses much of its power, Tianmu Sect's strength far exceeds ours. Acting rashly would be like throwing a stone at an egg!"
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"Hmph, of course not just our sect acting alone. Fellow daoists who are dissatisfied with the Tianmu Sect's control over the spirit veins aren't limited to us; before, we had no choice but to pretend cooperation due to their overwhelming power. Now that there's an opportunity, we can contact other sects and families…" Fu Biao said with a sneer.

"Join forces with other sects?" Ye Tong extended his index finger and lightly tapped the tabletop in front of him, indicating he was considering his junior brother's suggestion.

"S Brother, no need to hesitate. While contacting others will reduce our benefits, who can we rely on when faced with such a powerful Tianmu Sect? Their accumulated resources over thousands of years are undoubtedly immense, enough for us to share. Besides, within this five-hundred-li radius, our sect is the largest after the Tianmu Sect. Once we succeed, we can occupy a location with abundant spirit energy and have more disciples advance to higher cultivators. Our sect will then be among the top in Youzhou. Such an opportunity to enhance our reputation—how could we miss it? Then you can leave your mark in history…" Fu Biao continued his persistent persuasion.

"Very well, let's follow Brother Junior's advice." Ye Tong, though mature and cautious, couldn't resist the temptation: "We're betting on this!"

"Don't worry, we'll definitely succeed," Fu Biao was overjoyed as he immediately promised with a chest-thumping gesture. "Time is of the essence. Let's leave this place first."

"Agreed!"

The two left the Welcome Pavilion and were about to descend the mountain when a group of Tianmu Sect disciples approached them. The leader, an adult in his thirties, held a command flag and bowed: "Yu Yang pays respects to Senior. I am a matter-of-fact official from our sect. Just now, we received instructions from our revered master regarding some minor intruders in Tianmu Mountain. Several senior brothers have already rushed to handle the situation. To avoid unnecessary trouble, please stay here at the Welcome Pavilion for now until everything is resolved tomorrow morning. Our sect will naturally see you off."

Though his words were polite, the other cultivators from outside sects turned pale. Fu Biao sneered and provoked: "What do you mean by keeping us here? Do you want to imprison us?"

"I beg your pardon, I beg your pardon. Junior has no such intention; we're merely following our revered master's instructions," Yu Yang was startled and hurriedly explained with a worried expression.

But Fu Biao had ulterior motives and deliberately stirred up the situation: "That sounds good, keeping us here temporarily. Saying it isn't imprisonment is laughable. No matter how powerful your Tianmu Sect is, you can't do whatever you want. A mere Foundation Establishment cultivator dares to speak to us like this."

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand formed a claw and lunged at Yu Yang.

Yu Yang's face turned pale and he didn't dare resist. He retreated backwards while waving the command flag: "Set up an array! Hold him back!"

Instantly, various strange lights shot up into the sky as Tianmu Sect disciples released their spiritual artifacts. Although they were only Foundation Establishment cultivators, working together, they formed a well-rounded defensive and offensive formation that was formidable indeed.

It wasn't just the prohibitive restrictions set by the array flags; it referred to long-term training and coordination among fellow sect members to form a mutually supportive defense and offense.

A bit like the formations used in secular martial arts, such as Shaolin's "Arhat Staff Formation" or Wu Tang's "True Martial Sword Formation."

Of course, when cultivators deployed these formations, their changes were even more magical and powerful.

Fu Biao's first attack missed. He exclaimed "Eh," seeing multiple Foundation Establishment disciples surround him. His sinister expression flashed as he opened his mouth, spewing out a sharp beam of light.

The beam circled above his head before dissipating into a large blade. Its luster was extraordinary, far surpassing ordinary spiritual artifacts.

"Treasure!" Yu Yang's face changed as he waved his own spiritual artifact: "Junior brothers, be careful! Stand your ground and don't let him break through you one by one."

"Hmph, just a few Foundation Establishment cultivators trying to stop me? Overestimating yourself!"

Fu Biao coldly shouted before pointing at the treasure above. Instantly, the large blade was enveloped in green light and slashed down fiercely towards Yu Yang.

Ye Tong naturally wouldn't let his junior brother fight alone, taking out a戒尺-shaped treasure and joining the battle.

However, soon they realized things weren't as simple as they thought. With their Condensation Core cultivation, victory wasn't an issue, but facing dozens of Foundation Establishment disciples who had formed an array, it would take several minutes to defeat them. But remember, this was Tianmu Mountain's territory; more disciples were rushing in from all directions.

Two fists can't match four hands, a hero can't withstand too many people. No matter how arrogant Fu Biao was, he knew the longer they delayed, the worse for him. What if the elders of the Tianmu Sect finished their tasks and arrived…

"Companions, are you prepared to sit idly by while the Tianmu Sect dictates our fate…" Fu Biao tried to persuade other Condensation Core cultivators to join.

But it didn't work; most just observed coldly. With the situation unclear, making a rash decision wasn't wise. After all, these fellows had lived for decades or even centuries and were seasoned enough not to be easily deceived.

Only two people joined the battle, but whether they were swayed by Fu Biao's influence or harbored some hidden intentions was still uncertain…

But with two more allies, four Condensation Core cultivators working together couldn't be stopped by dozens of Foundation Establishment disciples in an array.

Yu Yang, as the leader, held the command flag and stood outside the formation. However, his expression grew increasingly grim. Suddenly, he raised his hand, took out a blank talisman, muttered something urgently, then waved it. The talisman turned into a streak of fire and vanished into the night sky.

Meanwhile, Gu枯木真人 and several fellow disciples were flying towards the Rare Medicine Valley when a transmission talisman flew over. Ning Yu Fan caught it with his hand and examined it deeply before his expression darkened.

"Junior Brother Ning, what's going on?"

Ning Yu Fan didn't reply but threw the transmission talisman in the middle of everyone. Several Condensation Core experts used their divine sense to examine it.

"That's despicable; those two from Xueying Sect are so bold. I'll go and capture them," said the powerful-looking man.

"Junior Brother Lu, don't act rashly," Gu枯木真人 pondered for a moment: "Junior Brother Ning, you should go!"

"Yes, Master Senior Brother." Ning Yu Fan nodded and transformed into a streak of light heading towards the Welcome Pavilion.
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Master Dry Wood had his reasons for making such arrangements. Although Ning Apprentice Brother's cultivation was the lowest among the elders, he handled matters with caution. Sending him on this mission would surely allow him to assess the situation and keep things under control.

Although the message in the transmission talisman suggested that Snow Shadow Sect had ill intentions, it wasn't entirely certain. Perhaps there was a misunderstanding. With the current perilous state of our sect, minimizing enemies was preferable.

With his mind retracted, Master Dry Wood led everyone to continue heading towards the Rare Medicine Valley.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan and Little Sword Tian were caught off guard by the noise they had caused while destroying the spring. The aura of essence energy spread out, forming clouds of varying sizes in the sky. Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he realized that the Heavenly Eye Sect had likely been alerted.

What should we do?

Little Sword Tian looked equally anxious and exchanged a glance with Lin Xuan.

"Brother, it would be better if we split up," Little Sword Tian suggested with a wry smile. "That way, our targets will be smaller."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement.

Time was of the essence. The two immediately used their light to escape from the Rare Medicine Valley and then separated, one heading east while the other went west, racing away.

After parting ways, Lin Xuan only flew a short distance before stopping. This reckless running would not help him find the spirit herb mountain; sooner or later, the pursuers would arrive. Even if they were only condensation core experts, escaping them wouldn't be easy. However, Lin Xuan did not regret it. The rewards of this mission far exceeded his expectations, and taking such a risk was worth it.

Lin Xuan scratched his head as an idea struck him. He stayed in place, and soon enough, a flash of light appeared from the southeast direction. Lin Xuan quickly concealed his aura.

It was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, dressed like a member of the Heavenly Eye Sect.

After some time, that light approached directly above him. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and summoned several spirit artifacts, launching an attack immediately...

With his current abilities, taking down a peer would be no easy feat but not particularly difficult either. This person was only at the Foundation Establishment stage.

In one exchange, Lin Xuan subdued him but spared his life, leaving him unconscious.

After some thought, Lin Xuan reached out and the man was lifted by a blue light, flying before Lin Xuan's face.

Lin Xuan's eyes glinted with an eerie light as he stared into the man’s eyes. This was a secret technique from the True Scripture of Profound Yin: Soul Search!

As its name suggests, it could forcibly read someone's memories.

After about half an incense stick, Lin Xuan smiled satisfactorily. He waved his sleeve and a white light flew out, wrapping around the man before stripping off his yellow robe. Then, he threw a fireball, which soon turned him into ashes, vanishing without a trace.

"Sorry to meet you; it's just bad luck."

Lin Xuan was not a killer, but this person had to die. He shook out the robe and put it on himself, transforming into a member of the Heavenly Eye Sect. However, that wasn't enough. Lin Xuan took an jade bottle from his pocket, poured down some Hidden Spirit Pills, and used his Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to change his appearance.

Clouding the Sky!

The Red-haired Ancestor had left, so there were no婴期 experts in the Heavenly Eye Sect. With his current abilities, even if others tried to recognize him, they would fail to spot a fake.

Rather than risk it and leave now, he should wait until the commotion died down before departing. It was safer that way.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had already read this person's memories; meeting familiar faces wouldn't reveal any discrepancies.

This man’s name was Liu Guang, who had just recently succeeded in Foundation Establishment. Although his talent wasn’t bad, it was ordinary, and he didn’t attract much attention.

Lin Xuan was pleased. The more unremarkable the person he impersonated, the better.

As a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, Lin Xuan already had his own den. This man had been on external duty but had just finished his task and was preparing to return when he ended up here...

Looking at the clouds in the sky with his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan could even faintly hear the bustling voices from afar. The Heavenly Eye Sect must be in chaos.

Lin Xuan identified the direction and used his light to head towards Liu Guang’s den.

From Liu Guang's memories, he knew that he had just completed a task assigned by the sect and was quite free as a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. No one would bother him. Therefore, Lin Xuan planned to return to this den first, close the door tightly, and wait for ten or so days before leaving without drawing attention.

About half an hour later...

Lin Xuan arrived at a not-so-high mountain peak, which was still some distance from the core of the Heavenly Eye Sect’s headquarters. The location was remote but had sufficient essence energy. It seemed that Liu Guang also preferred solitude. Lin Xuan was pleased and descended his light.

His den was actually built in a natural cave, with several minor restrictions outside, but they were too simple for Lin Xuan to notice, merely serving as early warning signals.

Lin Xuan easily broke through the defenses and looked at the tightly closed stone door. He exhaled a breath of refined energy, which caused a loud noise as he entered the den.

Inside was spacious but crude, containing only a practice room and living quarters. The most amusing part was that there was a large pot in the corner; animal skins hung on the walls, some dried meat, and others preserved with martial attributes.

It seemed Liu Guang also enjoyed satisfying his appetite, much like the Rong Elder hanging from Little Sword Tian's hand.

Speaking of Little Sword Tian, he was the only disciple of the Extreme Demon Sovereign, seemingly friendly but actually in a state of mutual hostility. This person had both excellent mind and cultivation; if they turned against him, it would be very troublesome.

Lin Xuan had Heaven Demon Mimicry to carry out his plans, but he wondered how Little Sword Tian managed to escape. However, Lin Xuan sensed that this person wouldn't perish.

Shaking his head, he put the thoughts of Little Sword Tian aside and continued exploring the den with his divine sense. Although he knew a simple Foundation Establishment stage cultivator couldn’t have much, Lin Xuan still searched thoroughly.

Soon enough, he found another storage bag, but it contained only a few dozen crystal stones. Lin Xuan’s expression showed disappointment as he considered discarding it, then his interest was piqued by the last item in his search: "This is..."
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Lin Xuan spread his palm and examined the object closely. It was about a foot long, roughly as thick as an arm. At first glance, it looked like some kind of plant root or stem, but its surface was pitch black, almost inky, with an unusually smooth texture.

If someone else had found this, they might not have recognized it, but Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge far surpassed that of his peers. After a moment of surprise, he revealed a hint of excitement.

This is an ancient immortal’s jade cylinder!

In the times of the primordial era, tens or even millions of years ago, ancient immortals’ abilities far exceeded those of today. Although their powers have been lost in the endless passage of time, some things still remain.

For example, ancient treasures!

Or perhaps, spirit talismans?

Though not common, high-ranking cultivators often encountered them.

However, ancient jade cylinders from that era were extremely rare, and their value far exceeded ordinary ancient treasures. This was because they might contain powerful divine techniques of ancient immortals.

Even with Lin Xuan’s composure, a hint of wild joy flashed across his face. He never dreamed that such a precious item would be found in the den of a mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

Holding it up to examine it closely...

"Eh?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and showed a look of surprise. There was actually a layer ofprohibition on this jade cylinder.

Although not overly complex, it could shield a cultivator’s divine sense.

Lin Xuan stretched out his fingers and thumb, firing several spells before reinserting his divine sense...

After a moment, he looked up, playing with the jade cylinder in his hand. Then, carefully, he placed it in a storage bracelet around his waist.

Unlike what he had imagined, this did not contain any powerful techniques but rather instructions on crafting talismans.

Of course, simple human-grade talismans were only briefly mentioned; the focus was on earth-grade spirit talismans.

Lin Xuan rested his hand on his chin and appeared deep in thought.

Earth-grade spells were suitable for Condensation Core and Essence Body stage cultivators. They had immense power but required a slower casting speed compared to human-grade spells, making them more valuable as talismans.

However, earth-grade spirit talismans not only used rare materials but also varied greatly in power depending on the crafting technique used.

For example, "Fiery Flame Incineration" could be sealed into a spirit talisman with varying effects—ranging from 50% to 120%.

While one could often find instructions for earth-grade spirit talismans in the market, they were usually of poor quality and had limited practical value.

The ancient immortal’s crafting technique contained within this jade cylinder was incredibly powerful. It could boost the power of a spell by up to 150%.

Taimu Sect was renowned for its expertise in crafting spirit talismans, but their creations fell short compared to those described in the jade cylinder.

Liu Guang was merely an early-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator and had no access to the sect’s core secrets. Lin Xuan had read his memories before, focusing only on information related to his identity.

However, pursuing these details was meaningless. He had just found a treasure. Although he could not currently use earth-grade spells with his current cultivation level, once he reached Golden Core...

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and sent out his divine sense throughout the den, searching meticulously through every corner. But this time, there were no more surprises.

Feeling satisfied, Lin Xuan pulled a mat and sat cross-legged to rest. However, a hint of surprise flashed across his face as a sound transmission talisman flew in. After reading it, he hesitated before firing off another spell. The den’s door opened.

More than twenty cultivators stood outside. Seeing this, Lin Xuan was alarmed—had he been discovered? But after realizing that only one Foundation Establishment stage cultivator and several Flexible Spirit stage disciples were present, his worries subsided.

The leader was in his thirties, slightly plump, with a gentle expression: "Haha, Younger Brother Liu. It’s been a while. The Master has sent me to invite you on an outing."

"Another mission?" Lin Xuan frowned. From Liu Guang's memories, he knew this man was named Gao Yang and was one of the sect’s officials, known for his smooth dealings, having reached the middle stage of Foundation Establishment.

Though not very close with Liu Guang, their relationship was decent.

After processing these thoughts, Lin Xuan asked hesitantly: "Brother Senior Gao, what has happened? I just finished my task. Why do we need to go again?"

"There’s no choice; we are short-handed!" Gao Yang sighed and pulled out a silver token from his pocket. "This is the Master's personal edict. Do you want to see it?"

"No thanks," Lin Xuan waved his hand, and Gao Yang’s face showed a hint of satisfaction.

"But Brother Senior, you haven’t answered my question. What exactly happened? Why so urgently?" Lin Xuan wanted to know the current situation at Taimu Mountain to plan his next move.

"Indeed, it is quite tricky. Let's discuss as we go."

"Alright!"

Exiting the den, they transformed into various colored lights and followed Gao Yang towards the southeast direction.

"I don’t have a clear idea of what happened, but our sect’s important area, the Rare Medicine Valley, seems to be in trouble," Gao Yang narrated with a frown.

"The Rare Medicine Valley? But isn't it protected by Uncle Liu? And there are numerous layers ofprohibition?"

"Unknown. However, our sect is now in chaos. The Master and several senior cousins have rushed to the Rare Medicine Valley, while outsiders from the Welcome Pavilion have clashed with us."

"The Welcome Pavilion?" Lin Xuan was surprised but pleased. The residents were all Condensation Core stage cultivators attending the trade fair. Although he didn’t know why they would conflict with Taimu Sect, the current situation was certainly advantageous.

Facing a sudden crisis, even the Wise and Resolute Immortal was unsure of how to handle it. When Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian arrived at the Rare Medicine Valley, Gao Yang and his fellow disciples had yet to arrive.

The spring source was destroyed, and precious medicinal herbs were plundered. Several Condensation Core cultivators were furious, nearly ready to burst with rage.

The Wise and Resolute Immortal was on the verge of collapse but forced himself to calm down. The immediate task was not sorrow or venting anger; it was several urgent matters that needed addressing quickly.

Firstly, finding the culprits who destroyed the spring source—destroying the sect’s foundation required their souls to be extracted and their essence purified.

Secondly, reinforcing defenses. With the Cloud Sea Split Light Array’s power greatly reduced, only one of its ten layers remained. If the attackers were well-planned, they needed to prevent a major assault by rival sects at this critical moment.
第二百六十三章 顾风

Decree after decree was issued, and the entire Tiangmu Sect mobilized thousands of cultivators. Lin Xuan's task with Gao Yang was to patrol the southern foot of the mountain.

Upon learning this, Lin Xuan secretly rejoiced in his heart. When they reached the edge of Tiangmu Mountain, he could easily slip away. With his current abilities, it would be extremely easy for him to escape from a mere Foundation Establishment中期 cultivator like Gao Yang.

While secretly planning his next move, Lin Xuan kept a composed facade. Other Flexible Spirit期 disciples were too insignificant to speak freely, and the group remained silent as they flew forward in silence.

Gao Yang frowned and coughed. "Junior Brother Liu, fellow junior brothers, there's no need for despair. Our sect may have encountered some trouble, but we still have the Sect Master and several senior aunts and uncles here. The Cloud Sea Split Light Array is incredibly powerful; our sect has endured many storms over thousands of years. We don't need to worry about this minor setback. Now is the time for us to unite and overcome difficulties together."

Indeed, Gao Yang was quite eloquent. His few words greatly boosted the morale of the cultivators. Lin Xuan also nodded in agreement: "Brother Senior's words are right!"

Of course, his thoughts were far from agreeing with him. Cloud Sea Split Light Array?

Hmph! These Tiangmu Mountain cultivators didn't know that their heavily relied upon protective array had become virtually useless after the spring had been destroyed. The remaining abilities could no longer provide shelter for the sect.

According to True Monarch Kumu's decree, their task was to patrol the southern part of the mountain. However, just a short while into the flight, a sudden burst of flames and chaotic voices caught their attention.

The faces of everyone changed, and Gao Yang's brows furrowed even tighter. He waved his hand: "Let's go, we'll check it out!"

Their speed was swift, and they quickly arrived at the scene.

It was the valley where Tiangmu Mountain had built a temporary market, but now flames were raging, and various lights flickered wildly. Spirit artifacts flew everywhere, occasionally revealing extremely intricate Daoist techniques.

Over a hundred cultivators were engaged in battle here. Although there was an official responsible for maintaining order from Tiangmu Mountain, the situation had already spiraled out of control.

"Senior Brother Deng, what's going on?"

Although Gao Yang was quite clever among low-ranking disciples, he was also taken aback by this scene. He flew over to a tall and thin old man.

His name was Deng Xiang, one of the leaders in charge of the market here.

After whispering for a moment, Gao Yang nodded: "Alright, let's do it that way. We must find a way to control the situation here. I'll go fetch Junior Brother Liu."

But when he turned around, his expression was shocked: "Eh? Where did Junior Brother Liu go?"

Asking behind him, none of the disciples knew.

Just as Gao Yang was searching frantically, Lin Xuan had already flown several miles away. He stood at the entrance of the valley, looking at the dense fog before him with a slight hesitation on his face. Now was the time to leave; he couldn't wait any longer. While Gao Yang and the old man were discussing, Lin Xuan had slipped away unnoticed.

Originally, he planned to leave Tiangmu Mountain in full view after the storm died down, but now it seemed that plan might not be feasible.

He had to change his mind.

Lin Xuan looked at the dense night fog. The mist suddenly thickened.

Cloud Sea Split Light Array!

Although the spring was destroyed, this array still retained considerable power. As they say, even a dead camel is bigger than a horse. Even with only one-tenth of its original power, Lin Xuan didn't want to risk it.

After a moment's hesitation, he flew up into the sky and fully released his divine sense. In just a few moments, a look of joy appeared on his face.

As expected, due to varying degrees of spirit energy loss in different areas, the Cloud Sea Split Light Array had differing levels of power. The southeast was the weakest, and Lin Xuan planned to break through from there.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan looked at the thin layer of fog before him. This was it; he was about to dive into it when a voice suddenly reached his ears: "Junior Brother, what are you doing here?"

Lin Xuan froze, his alertness heightened. The person had appeared behind him without being noticed. Although he had concentrated all his divine sense on probing the Cloud Sea Split Light Array, ...

He was shocked but kept a composed facade as he slowly turned around.

Standing behind him was an elderly cultivator with three long beards and a refined appearance. Despite being only in his forties, his cultivation level had reached the peak of Foundation Establishment期.

Lin Xuan wasn't unfamiliar with fake-dan cultivators, but this person gave him a different feeling; he seemed to have some special abilities.

His mind raced as he searched through his thoughts. He immediately found the name of this person: Gu Feng!

One of the three disciples admitted by True Monarch Kumu.

Although he was the youngest disciple, he was also the most powerful one in terms of cultivation level.

Gu Feng could be considered the first among Tiangmu Sect's second-generation disciples.

It was said that he had been闭关 recently, preparing to condense a golden core. If not for the sect facing a major crisis and needing more people, he might not have come out.

After going through Gu Feng's profile in his mind, Lin Xuan felt extremely frustrated. How unlucky could it be? He just happened to run into him at this critical moment. But on the surface, Lin Xuan remained calm, smiling amiably: "It's Senior Brother Gu! I'm Liu Guang, under the tutelage of Elder Zheng."

"Never mind introductions; I recognize you. Junior Brother, what brings you here?"

"Recognize me?" Lin Xuan was taken aback before he realized that he had found the answer in Liu Guang's memories: He had a photographic memory and could easily recall someone after just seeing them for years.

Although his vigilance increased, he also felt relieved. This was mixed news; if Gu Feng recognized Liu Guang, he wouldn't suspect him of being an infiltrator.

"Ha ha, I'm here on the Sect Master's orders to patrol," Lin Xuan naturally had to wave True Monarch Kumu as a flag.

"Patrol? But it seems you want to enter the Cloud Sea Split Light Array?" Gu Feng's face showed some doubt.

"That's because I have a secret mission assigned by the Sect Master," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression. Lying was an art; the more ambiguous, the more cautious the other party would be.

However, there were always exceptions. Gu Feng frowned and stretched out his hand: "Show me the decree from your master."

Lin Xuan remained silent as he quickly thought through various possibilities in his mind. A look of reluctance appeared on his face: "Senior Brother, that's not possible; this is a secret order given by the Sect Master. How could I..."

(Note: The last sentence was cut off, but it implies Lin Xuan's reluctance to show the decree due to its confidential nature.)
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However, before Lin Xuan could finish his sentence, he suddenly noticed that Gu Feng's gaze had become extremely strange.

"Could it be..." Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. Without further thought, he tapped his storage bag, and a blinding blue light appeared as he summoned the Water Cloud Mother Sword.

"You are indeed an infiltrator," Gu Feng's voice was icy cold, each word pronounced with deliberate slowness. Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle bitterly in his heart. Although this person was sharp-minded, if not for the Timing of the Heaven Demon Illusion Technique expiring at this moment, he might have managed to deceive him and left easily. Now...

He had no choice but to fight.

"Eh!"

Seeing Lin Xuan holding a three-foot-long sword with six smaller swords swirling around his body, Gu Feng's expression turned serious. He hadn't expected such a young man to reach the late Foundation Establishment stage and possess rare complete sets of spiritual artifacts.

This was going to be tricky!

He tapped his waist pouch and summoned a short halberd-like treasure. "Who are you? Why did you impersonate one of our disciples?"

"Hmph?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of ferocity. There wasn't time for idle chatter now. If other Immortal Eye Sect cultivators arrived during this exchange, he would regret it. He had switched to the more powerful Water Cloud Mother Sword because he wanted to end things quickly.

"Go!"

He pointed at one of the smaller swords in front of him. Two green blades shot out with lightning speed, aiming for his opponent's chest and throat before plunging fiercely.

Gu Feng showed no fear on his face. He cast a spell and swung downward. The short halberd transformed into a sharp beam, charging towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan remained calm but felt rather surprised. Despite his young age, he had far more combat experience than his peers. This was the first time he faced such a fight. Was this person trying to commit suicide by mutual destruction?

Lin Xuan sneered and flipped his left hand, taking out the Hundred Soul Flag. He waved it lightly, enveloping him in countless ghostly mists that filled several feet around.

"Eh?" Gu Feng's expression turned astonished again. However, he didn't pause. After forming a few complex seals, he recited an incomprehensible incantation.

Two white light balls the size of eggs appeared on both his hands.

As the two flying swords approached him, he pushed them out calmly.

The light balls moved slowly but in reality, they sped up instantly and collided with the smaller swords.

Bang! A cloud of white mist erupted as the temperature dropped sharply. Ice crystals formed on the surface of the flying swords and rapidly spread upwards. At this rate, both swords would soon be completely frozen over within a short time.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise.

While Five Elements magic was powerful, it still fell slightly behind spiritual artifacts. The fact that Gu Feng could freeze his two smaller swords with ice attributes meant he either had special abilities or possessed formidable magical power far beyond Lin Xuan's expectations.

No wonder he is the top disciple of Immortal Eye Mountain!

Lin Xuan wouldn't let him imprison his treasure sword so easily.

Magic power surged within, and a green light enveloped his right hand. He held the mother sword and exerted force. A buzzing sound filled the air as the light ball was absorbed by the spiritual artifact in his hand.

Instantly, the mother sword glowed brightly, while the two smaller swords far away resonated...

A faint green glow appeared on the blade.

The freezing effect was halted and began to retreat downwards. Soon, the ice crystals on the blade melted rapidly like they were exposed to intense heat.

The entire process was lightning-fast, and their combat almost concluded in an instant. At this moment, the short halberd reached Lin Xuan's face.

Unfortunately, his body was completely hidden by ghostly mists.

Gu Feng snorted as the short halberd sped up, transforming into a sharp beam that pierced towards the center of the ghostly cloud.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let him succeed. He waved the Hundred Soul Flag, and the black clouds condensed around him rapidly separated to form a massive black hand. It grabbed the short halberd tightly with its palm.

Gu Feng's expression turned even more sinister. Despite being only at the late Foundation Establishment stage, this person was far more troublesome than expected.

This made him suspect that Lin Xuan might be the one who destroyed the spring source. Although he didn't confirm it yet, he felt strongly that this matter was likely related to him and possibly committed by his accomplices.

With this thought, he resolved to kill Lin Xuan. However, if he could capture him alive, that would be even better.

Gu Feng held both hands outstretched in front of him, then clasped them together as he uttered a single word: "Quick!"

Boom!

A crimson flame enveloped the short halberd, causing Lin Xuan's expression to turn cold. This guy not only excelled at ice attributes but also had formidable fire magic.

Ordinary cultivators could indeed practice all Five Elements techniques, but they often focused on one or two elements more than others.

This person, however, defied common sense. The flames he summoned were just as powerful as the previous freezing effect.

The black hand transformed into a ghostly cloud was gradually being refined by the crimson flame. After struggling, the short halberd broke free but hesitated to attack, flying back to Gu Feng's hand with a whoosh.

Lin Xuan's expression turned cold again. Just as he was about to use another technique, Gu Feng raised his hand and said, "Hold!"

"Why?" Lin Xuan held a light ball of gathered magical energy in his right hand, ready but not yet releasing it.

"Are you a demon cultivator?" Gu Feng's voice contained an underlying fear, unsure if he heard correctly.

"So what?"

Lin Xuan's answer was ambiguous. If Gu Feng recognized him as such, that would be perfect. Since leaving Immortal Eye Mountain, he wasn't afraid of trouble, but fewer potential threats were better.

"May I ask about your relationship with the Supreme Extreme Demon?"

Gu Feng's next question surprised Lin Xuan unexpectedly. However, his composure remained unchanged. He quickly deduced that Gu Feng was suspicious due to the spells he had just cast.

After all, the True Scripture of Dark Magic contained one of the top-tier techniques in Juyi Province, and the Supreme Extreme Demon was well-known. With few ghost cultivators, it was likely a case of mistaken identity.
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"That's my master!"

With the other party having admitted their mistake, Lin Xuan naturally didn't mind pretending for now. If they were to let him go out of fear of harming a mouse, that would be the best outcome.

"Ah, I see! How courteous of you, Master Gu," said Feng with a smile, "It's the Young Lord of the Extreme Demon Cave who has arrived. Please forgive my rudeness... I didn't know better."

"I may not have known, but there's no sin in ignorance. Fellow Daoist, please don't be so polite. But now, I wish to leave..."

"You want to go? How could I dare stop you? However, the裂光阵 is dangerous. Let me escort you out for your safety," said Feng, his face turning kind as he flew over.

In a blink of an eye, their distance had shortened to just over ten feet. As they locked eyes, Lin Xuan's expression changed, and he called out, "Hold it!"

He moved swiftly towards the back, dodging away from the area where he stood moments ago.

A dark cloud appeared between Feng's eyebrows as a red light beam shot out of his hand, striking the spot where Lin Xuan had been standing. After flying several dozen feet, the beam dissipated to reveal a tiny, transparent bead.

With a snap, fine cracks spread across the surface before it shattered into pieces.

Lin Xuan's expression was utterly grim.

If not for his quick reflexes, he might have already been disintegrated by Feng's雷火神珠.

"Brat, you're lucky. You managed to dodge my Heaven Fire Divine Pearl," said Feng with a murderous look on his face, his earlier flattery now seeming like a dream.

"The Heaven Fire Divine Pearl? This is the legendary one-time-use spiritual artifact?" Lin Xuan felt a bitter taste in his mouth as he spoke slowly and deliberately.

"Hmm, I didn't expect you to have such discernment," Feng's expression showed surprise, but the killing intent around him grew thicker.

Lin Xuan's heart sank. He had only come across this one-time-use spiritual artifact by chance in an ancient text. The name suggested that it was crafted using extremely special methods and could not be used for battle like ordinary spiritual artifacts; instead, it could only be used once for a powerful attack.

Its power was astonishing!

Though it couldn't match the might of a treasure item's single strike, it far surpassed ordinary spiritual artifacts. A base foundation cultivator who received such an attack would surely die.

Of course, with great power came great waste. It could only be used once, and few knew its crafting method from ancient times.

"Brat, I originally wanted to capture you alive and hand you over to the Grandmaster for judgment. But since you are a disciple of that old bastard, Extreme Demon Sovereign, it's just bad luck."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh at Feng's words. He had intended to use Xiao Jian's identity to escape smoothly, only to end up in a worse situation.

From his expression, it was clear he wasn't here for righteousness; he had a grudge against Extreme Demon Sovereign.

Lin Xuan didn't care about the specifics and knew that explaining wouldn't help now. The only option was to fight his way out. Just as he was about to use another technique, Feng's face turned cold, and he acted first.

He opened his mouth, and the short spear quickly shrank into a silver ray an inch long before returning to his mouth. Then, he tapped his storage bag, taking out a talisman roughly the size of a palm, which shimmered with silver light even from this distance.

A beast talisman!

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; he was well acquainted with such items. From Feng's serious expression and the aura emanating from it, it wasn't like the cheap ones he had used before. Could there be...

Feng brought the talisman close to his face, showing a hint of reluctance but quickly replaced by murderous intent as he opened his mouth and spat out some essence energy.

The moment the talisman left his hand, it ignited with dazzling light, resembling a silver sun from afar.

Soon, a monstrous bird materialized inside. Its form resembled that of a crane, with wings spanning dozens of feet in diameter, but only one leg. This was...

Even Lin Xuan, known for his composure, couldn't help being awed. If he hadn't seen it wrong, this must be the legendary Flame God Bird—Pifang!

A creature as powerful as an ancient dragon!

This wasn't just a matter of several tiers of monsters; in ancient legends, Pifang was a steed for immortals.

"Didn't I say that Pifang couldn't possibly be sealed into a beast talisman? It's clearly a fake," Lin Xuan smirked.

"Fake?" Feng's expression turned even colder. "Brat, you'll taste the might of my Heaven Current Bird."

With one hand across his chest and the other extending two fingers, he exhaled essence energy as he shouted, "Go!"

The Heaven Current Bird stretched its neck in a long cry, circling above Feng before unleashing a fiery cloud that rushed towards Lin Xuan.

Its presence was shocking. The temperature around it rose sharply even before reaching him. Lin Xuan's expression changed; any trace of contempt vanished. He raised his three-foot-long sword and swung it, causing the six subsidiary swords to fly back and circle around his body at high speed.

A blue glow appeared between the blades, quickly coalescing into a shimmering water mist that rose skyward, transforming into a spinning water dragon several feet thick.

The space cleared of heat as the clearness spread. But in an instant, the sky turned red again as the fiery cloud formed by the Heaven Current Bird rushed at him with ferocity.

PS: The next chapter will be updated at midnight tonight.
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Lin Xuan flicked his hand with the Qing锋 sword, and the water dragon immediately changed direction, charging towards the fiery clouds with great ferocity.

However, the Tiānlán bird did not engage in a direct confrontation with the Water Cloud Sword. Instead, it let out a long cry and stopped mid-air. With a flap of its wings, which were over ten feet long, flames rained down like raindrops from the sky.

The flames were crimson, tinged with a hint of golden hue.

At first, Lin Xuan did not pay much attention to them. But when the fire shower hit the water dragon, white vapor immediately rose up, and the high-level human-stage spell cast by the Water Cloud Sword was easily broken.

Gu Fēng's face was filled with a sneer; this outcome was exactly what he had anticipated. The Tiānlán bird looked similar to the Fèibìng, but it wasn't just a coincidence. This beast was a distant relative of the legendary divine birds, and although its bloodline was extremely diluted, its control over fire far surpassed that of ordinary fire-type spirit beasts.

Under the erosion of the flames, the water dragon quickly vanished. Lin Xuan's expression turned somewhat unpleasant as his spirit sense activated, and six subsidiary swords flew back to him.

However, before he could react, the fire shower followed closely behind.

It was too late to dodge; a look of fierce determination flashed across Lin Xuan's face. With a wave of the Hundred Soul Banner, black ghostly mist surged out, enveloping him quickly.

Almost at the same time, the fire shower reached and fell into the fog. Gu Fēng, standing far away, sneered in derision. But soon, his smug expression vanished as the flames that entered the ghostly mist seemed to vanish without a trace, leaving no weakening of Lin Xuan's aura.

This result left Gu Fēng greatly impressed.

Although the Tiānlán bird was a second-stage top-grade monster, as a distant relative of the Fèibìng, its manipulated fire was far more powerful than the pure yang flames of condensation core stage cultivators but still outmatched the innate true fires of ordinary foundation establishment stage cultivators. He had always used it to great advantage in battles against peers, so he never expected this opponent to resist so easily.

Could he have some kind of fire-repelling treasure?

Thinking this, a hint of hesitation flashed across Gu Fēng's face before being replaced by viciousness. With a flick of his fingers, he pointed at the Tiānlán bird, and the short spear that had been swallowed into his abdomen emitted a sharp light.

Looking at the massive fireball, Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he threw his mother sword into the sky, causing the subsidiary swords to fly up with him.

Then, Lin Xuan rapidly cast several spells in quick succession, like a butterfly dancing through flowers. The seven flying swords vibrated and emitted a buzzing sound, spinning rapidly, resembling a silver plate with threads shooting out from it.

"Condense!"

Lin Xuan tapped his hands repeatedly while whispering the command. A miraculous scene unfolded as the myriad threads weaved through the sky, quickly forming a large silver net.

"Transform swords into threads!"

Gu Fēng's expression was extremely grim; he hadn't expected Lin Xuan to have mastered this set of spiritual artifacts so thoroughly that they could communicate with his mind. Seeing the sword threads form a net, he remained silent, as such delicate operations required extraordinary mental acuity—usually only condensation core stage cultivators could achieve it. This kid...

Before his thoughts were fully formed, the silver net collided with the Tiānlán bird.

The fireball's destruction was sudden; it was completely enveloped by the sword threads that had transformed into a giant net.

However, Gu Fēng showed no signs of panic on his face as he sneered. How naive to think this could trap the Tiānlán bird! He intended to destroy this troublesome set of spiritual artifacts.

With a mental command, the flames on the Tiānlán bird surged even more fiercely, burning the silver net and making it sizzle. Although there were no signs of melting, they were clearly being damaged.

At the same time, the short spear rushed over. Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly as he tapped his storage bracelet, sending out the Wu Gōu sword to intercept the short spear, causing two spiritual artifacts to chase and fight in the sky.

After assessing the situation with the silver net, Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before waving the Hundred Soul Banner again. Ghostly mist swarmed into it, enveloping both the fireball and the silver net layer by layer.

Soon, the golden flames were dyed black and began to shrink.

No matter how powerful the monster's fire was, ghostly mist, being yin in nature, was its natural enemy.

Lin Xuan sneered. This banner had absorbed so many cultivators' souls; it certainly possessed more than just a little bit of power.

Several white spectral figures flew out from within, each with disheveled hair and hooked fingers.

Yīn lín!

Gu Fēng shuddered involuntarily as the heavy malevolent energy of these ghosts indicated they were not easily dispelled.

Lin Xuan changed his spell again, several black lights penetrating into the bodies of the spectral figures.

Instantly, those ghosts split into two groups and gathered together. On the left side, a large skull emitted black light, which soon transformed into an enormous skeletal head.

On the right side, eerie music could be heard, haunting and soul-wrenching. In the pink fog, a beautiful female ghost appeared.

What kind of demonic art is this?

The strange music entered Gu Fēng's ears, causing him to feel weak all over in shock. He quickly summoned his power back as he recovered.

With great fear, he realized that this disciple from the Tiānlán Mountain Second Generation was no longer looking down on him. The number of magical treasures and spells Lin Xuan possessed far exceeded expectations. If not careful, he might fall to his hands.

The thought of seeking revenge alone had long been forgotten as he waved a transmission talisman out. Just as he was about to release it, a flash of cold light appeared before him—Lin Xuan used the Ice Needle Spell.

Dodging gracefully, but his heart raced with fear; he almost became a sieve.

Of course, Lin Xuan would not allow him to call for reinforcements and had to quickly deal with Gu Fēng. Although they were in a secluded area, their battle was too noisy, surely drawing attention from the Tiānlán Sect. However, there were too many fires elsewhere, so the other party couldn't spare any hands.

Injecting his power into the Hundred Soul Banner, he gently waved it. The female ghost opened her mouth again, emitting soul-wrenching demonic sounds.

The skull was enveloped in black mist and laughed as it charged at Gu Fēng.

Demonic music disturbed one's mind, while the skull devoured lives. But Gu Fēng, a top-tier foundation establishment stage cultivator, had many treasures on him.

He extended his hand, summoning a short rod-shaped spiritual artifact that engaged in battle with the skull head. Meanwhile, he moved to his left, but just as he did so, the female ghost's head swung, and her long hair transformed into countless venomous snakes缠绕向他……
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Gu Feng's expression changed as he took a deep breath and expelled a mouthful of foul air. He raised his hands levelly, radiating an aura of qi throughout his body. His left hand virtually held a white light ball formed from condensed coldness, while the flames on his right hand transformed into a single-horned beast.

"Break!"

Both hands simultaneously pushed out, sending the cold light ball and the flame creature towards the ghostly soul. Before he could catch his breath, golden light suddenly flashed brilliantly. Gu Feng lifted his head in shock as a large golden brick, several dozen feet long and wide, descended upon him like Mount Tai crushing down.

There was no time to dodge!

Unless one had the ability of instant teleportation, which was beyond the capabilities of an ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivator, Gu Feng's experience in combat allowed him to remain calm under pressure. He tapped his storage bag, summoning a piece of brocade-like spiritual artifact.

The artifact spun above his head, emitting a layer of yellow light.

Sizzle...

The golden brick slowed as it touched the yellow light but continued to descend inch by inch.

The yellow glow quickly dimmed. Gu Feng's face contorted with frustration as he cast a spell, but it was too late...

Reluctantly, he shifted his form and shot out in a streak of light. Without his support, the brocade-like artifact emitted a mournful cry, breaking into pieces. The yellow light shield vanished, and the golden brick crashed down, reducing a small mountain peak to rubble.

Gu Feng's face was filled with regret. Spiritual artifacts that provided defensive attributes were rare, and this brocade he had obtained was no exception. He never expected it to be destroyed in such a battle today.

With no other choice, Gu Feng decided to retreat. However, just as he did so, a mournful cry echoed in his ears, piercingly intense. Gu Feng's heart leapt with surprise as he turned to face Lin Xuan.

But what met his eyes was the worst possible outcome. The ghostly mist around Lin Xuan had dissipated, revealing him holding a dragon-eyed-sized gemstone in both hands, surrounded by his palms with qi swirling around it.

Lin Xuan muttered incantations, reciting obscure and incomprehensible words. His hands formed intricate hand seals, creating an eerie yet beautiful shadow.

"What is this..."

Gu Feng's face was filled with shock as he looked at the crystal-clear, fiery gemstone. Realizing something, he exclaimed in surprise: "Ancient Treasure! You actually have an Ancient Treasure?"

"Hmph?" Lin Xuan coldly snorted, somewhat surprised himself. He hadn't expected Gu Feng to be so knowledgeable; few Foundation Establishment cultivators could recognize such a relic.

Seeing no denial from Lin Xuan, Gu Feng felt his heart tighten with dread. Most of these ancient treasures were claimed by Senior Immortals at the Core Formation stage, and only a handful of Condensation Core cultivators possessed them. He never expected...

Although his cultivation level couldn't fully utilize the power of an Ancient Treasure, even without it, its might far surpassed that of a spiritual artifact. They were simply not in the same league.

Lin Xuan coldly glanced at Gu Feng, opened his mouth, and spat out some essence qi towards the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl. He then commanded: "Go!"

The gemstone spun before flying up to the silver net's surface, emitting red light that enveloped both the silver net and the Heavenly Wave Bird.

Covered by the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl's radiance, the Heavenly Wave Bird appeared terrified as it tried to break free with mournful cries. However, trapped by the ghostly mist and silver net, its efforts were in vain.

"Seize!"

Lin Xuan extended his right hand, making two virtual points in mid-air. A red light beam about a thumb's thickness shot out from the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl, piercing the Heavenly Wave Bird's forehead.

The bird let out a mournful cry as its body trembled violently. The qi and flames on its body followed the red light beam towards the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl.

"This Ancient Treasure is devouring the Heavenly Wave Bird's soul," Gu Feng's face turned pale with horror.

In an instant, the Heavenly Wave Bird's form gradually faded away, while the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl became more vivid and fiery, exuding a powerful aura.

With one last mournful cry, the Heavenly Wave Bird's soul was completely absorbed by the Ancient Treasure.

A look of venom flashed across Gu Feng's face as he transformed into a streak of light and fled.

"Still want to run? Fellow Daoist, leave your life behind!" Lin Xuan coldly waved his hand. The silver net disintegrated into countless sword threads, reuniting in mid-air.

The Water Cloud Mother Sword returned to its original form amidst a dazzling blue light.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the retreating Gu Feng with one hand, and seven swords formed a line as they chased after him.

Gu Feng's body was enveloped by a red glow, merging with the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl as it pierced through the air in pursuit.

The speed of an Ancient Treasure far exceeded that of a spiritual artifact. Soon, Lin Xuan saw the cultivator surrounded by the Water Cloud Mother Sword.

Although uncommanded, the seven flying swords, after being carefully cultivated by Lin Xuan, were highly intelligent and flew around, blocking Gu Feng's path.

Gu Feng's face was filled with dark clouds as he tried to force his way through. Suddenly, a sigh came from behind him.

Gu Feng seemed struck by a bee sting, freezing in place as he slowly turned. Lin Xuan's face showed pity: "I have no grudge against you; why did you block my path and seek your own death?"

"Grudge or not, little demon, I... " Gu Feng's face twisted into that of a fierce beast, ready to pounce.

Lin Xuan sighed, knowing that Gu Feng still saw him as the disciple of Great Evil Sovereign. However, it no longer mattered whether he was recognized or not; regardless if he was mistaken for the Young Master of Great Evil or the next patriarch of Spirit Medicine Mountain, destroying the spring would make them mortal enemies to the Tianmu Sect.

Gu Feng wouldn't be foolish enough to let him go back.

Since he had discovered Gu Feng's whereabouts, only one word mattered—death!

He blew towards the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl, and several flames emerged. After leaving the pearl, they spiraled into fiery snakes that lunged at Gu Feng.

Simultaneously, a single finger pointed, sending the seven swords streaking through the air as they attacked.

Such a sharp attack would have left even a Condensation Core cultivator scrambling to defend. For a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator, it was impossible.

Gu Feng let out a惨 cry. He had intended to use his ice attribute spell to freeze the fiery snakes, but instead, half of his arm was reduced to ashes.

The flames released by the Ancient Treasure were no ordinary fire; their power was astonishing and far greater than those from the Heavenly Wave Bird's demonic flames.

Gu Feng's pain caused a momentary distraction. The Water Cloud Mother Sword and the remaining fiery snake took advantage, first removing his head, then reducing his body to ashes.
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Lin Xuan watched the scene with a cold expression, showing no emotion. He waved his hand and a beam of white light rolled back into the other person's storage bracelet, then he also stored away the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl and the spiritual artifact.

Then, he transformed into a streak of startling light that vanished into the night sky.

A moment later, Lin Xuan returned to the place where he first met Gu Feng. He looked at the dense fog before him, hesitated for a moment, then his figure flickered and disappeared into it.

He released his divine sense with all his might, not daring to be overly cautious. The裂光阵 of Mount Tianzhu was notorious, although its current power had diminished significantly, Lin Xuan still did not take any chances.

Fortunately, there were no major incidents. He had chosen a section where the array's weakness was most pronounced. Moreover, with the chaos at Mount Tianzhu today, even though the array had been activated, no one was in charge...

In short, although this residual restriction could cause some trouble for Lin Xuan, it posed little threat to him. It took only about an hour of incense time before he emerged from the array.

He was now at the foot of Mount Tianzhu. Looking at the nearby human town, Lin Xuan felt as if he had stepped into another world.

This trip to Mount Tianzhu was far more convoluted and perilous than he had anticipated. Initially, his goal was merely to exchange some Wonders of All Things herbs, but fate had thrown him into a storm.

Fortunately, the outcome was satisfactory. His收获 was immense, so Lin Xuan did not linger here any longer. He transformed into a streak of startling light that quickly disappeared into the horizon.

Throughout the journey, Lin Xuan made no detours despite not traveling day and night. Apart from feeling his mana consumption was too great and needing to rest occasionally, he continued flying forward almost non-stop.

Three days later, as he left the northern border of Youzhou, he slowed down and flew steadily ahead.

With the necessary ingredients for the凝聚丹 now gathered, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to return to Spirit Medicine Mountain. He would first raise his cultivation to the peak of Foundation Establishment stage, then prepare for condensing a golden core.

If successful, not only would his lifespan increase dramatically, but he would also enter the ranks of high-ranking cultivators. At that point, he wouldn't have to be so cautious anymore; with the Condensation Core stage, though he couldn't say he could go anywhere in the world, at least he had some self-defense capabilities.

After all, in this realm, an Incarnation Stage was a top-tier existence. Such old monsters were few and far between in Youzhou, let alone elsewhere.

For over half a month, Lin Xuan continued his journey until he was only about two thousand li away from Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Originally, Lin Xuan had no intention of delaying on the road. However, when passing through a marketplace, after some hesitation, he stopped.

Transforming into an ordinary middle-aged man, Lin Xuan stepped into the marketplace.

The marketplace wasn't large; it was merely opened by several smaller sects in the vicinity. Nevertheless, as the saying goes, small as a sparrow, all organs are present. Since Lin Xuan came here not to buy anything but to sell items he no longer needed, he easily exchanged them for over ten thousand crystal stones.

A day and a half later, Lin Xuan left the marketplace. He had lingered there so long because he accidentally heard some news of interest while selling his items.

Indeed, Daoist methods were miraculous; in the cultivation world, information spread much faster than in the mortal realm.

These pieces of news were related to Mount Tianzhu.

On that day, a shocking incident occurred at the Wondrous Medicine Valley. Not only was the spring destroyed, but various spirit medicines were also plundered. The True Man Kūmù was furious and mobilized all thousands of his sect's cultivators.

After a thorough search, no results were found, leading to misunderstandings and conflicts with some visiting cultivators from other sects.

What enraged Kūmù even more was that his favored disciple, the top Foundation Establishment stage cultivator Gu Feng, inexplicably perished. Even the identity of the murderer remained unclear.

However, there was no time for grief. After the spring's destruction, Mount Tianzhu faced its greatest crisis.

In a way, it was amusing; compared to the millennium-old lean times, Mount Tianzhu now boasted a formidable strength. There were over seven Condensation Core stage elders and hundreds of Foundation Establishment stage disciples. Such power, if not counting Incarnation Stage experts, almost matched any one of the three major sects.

However, they had lost their greatest protector. With the spring destroyed, the power of the裂光阵 was reduced to a tenth or so. Although Kūmù True Man had prepared for this, the crisis came too quickly!

Snow Shadow Sect, the second largest sect in northern Youzhou after Mount Tianzhu, boasted three Condensation Core stage experts and had maintained good relations with Mount Tianzhu for centuries, supporting each other through thick and thin.

Even their previous generations of patriarchs had formed a brotherhood. However, when Mount Tianzhu faced its crisis, it was Snow Shadow Sect that struck first.

With the sect's号召, they rallied over ten nearby clans and sects to form an alliance targeting Mount Tianzhu.

Kūmù True Man was naturally furious but, as a sect leader with the demeanor of a cunning strategist, he quickly identified the crux of the issue. Snow Shadow Sect or any other clan that had joined their ranks were all after Mount Tianzhu's spirit veins.

In one's own bed, others should not sleep; it made no sense to let others take advantage of his ancestors' legacy. Kūmù True Man, however, weighed the situation and proposed an invitation for these sects to relocate their main headquarters near Mount Tianzhu.

A true man could bend or stretch. With the sect facing its greatest crisis since its founding, Kūmù's proposal was undoubtedly wise.

Even Snow Shadow Sect's patriarch had prepared to accept this suggestion. However, another elder of that sect strongly opposed it. The arrow was already on the string; even if no fighting broke out now, Mount Tianzhu and their sect were already at loggerheads. Although they appeared submissive now, their hearts were filled with extreme hatred. If they did not seize this opportunity to completely eliminate Mount Tianzhu, once that sect recovered its strength, it would be Snow Shadow Sect's end.

Fùbiu's words indeed had foresight. With his eloquence, he not only convinced the patriarch of his own sect but also reeled in other clans and sects that wanted to withdraw from the alliance.

Ignoring Kūmù's proposal, over ten clans and sects each brought their best forces, combining their efforts to attack Mount Tianzhu.

Mount Tianzhu naturally did not back down. Although the裂光阵 was destroyed, the sect was in its most prosperous period with a cloud of powerful cultivators. How could they sit idly by or abandon this place rich in mana?

The end.
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A fierce battle erupted inevitably.

From a power standpoint, the alliance led by Snow Shadow Sect had a slight edge. However, Tiemu Sect also held an advantage in terms of terrain, re-establishing some other禁制阵法 and using them as a base to resist the enemy's attacks.

Old Sage Drywood was cunning and shrewd. Although the enemy came with great force, they were actually a loosely formed alliance consisting of more than ten sects and families. They couldn't really concentrate their efforts in one place. As long as they endured the initial fierce attack, once the enemy's锐气 was dampened, conflicts and disputes between different sects would naturally arise...

What Old Sage Drywood truly feared were the forces of正and魔.

Although it was just a localized battle in Northern Borderlands, it had already attracted the attention of all of Youzhou. With the Three Great Sages and the three major sects of the Demon Way already having mutual animosity, could this be a prelude to an epic war?

Under such circumstances, there would be no complete safety. Although many cultivators and sects didn't want to get involved, who could guarantee they wouldn't be caught up in it.

The current situation was extremely tense; it wasn't an exaggeration to say that the wind sounded like a cry of distress. Therefore, Lin Xuan took the unnecessary灵器 to the market and sold them for much higher prices than usual.

Now, what was most needed were such items that could strengthen one's abilities. Everyone hoped their cultivation and techniques would advance further, thus increasing their chances of survival in conflicts.

After circulating the information from the market in his mind, Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm as expected; Tiao Xiaojian had indeed escaped Tiemu Mountain safely.

However, some of the sects that took advantage of the chaos were somewhat unexpected. But with Old Sage Drywood's cunning and experience, he should be able to handle them...

The news about the destroyed spring had spread quickly, and both正and魔would soon take further action. What would his mentor, Senior Immortal Tongyu, have in mind?

Lin Xuan’s lips curled slightly into a smile before he transformed into a streak of light and vanished towards the horizon.

Under such circumstances, it was better to stay cool; even if the sky fell, there was always someone to bear its weight. Spirit Medicine Mountain wasn't just for small sects but also had Immortal婴期 cultivators that even正and魔would fear. Even with Youzhou in chaos, it wouldn’t be affected for a while. He should quickly retreat into seclusion and focus on condensing his golden core.

Though the distance was two thousand miles, to a cultivator, it wasn't far. Two days later, Lin Xuan returned to Spirit Medicine Mountain.

The禁制 around the cave remained unchanged; the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array hadn’t been tampered with.

However, in the bedroom, there was a transmission talisman. After reading it, Lin Xuan’s expression was rather strange.

It was from his mentor, Senior Immortal Tongyu.

The message was brief, encouraging him to cultivate diligently and soon form his golden core.

After reading it, Lin Xuan frowned slightly, showing signs of deep thought. Based on the current situation, his mentor didn’t seem to have any malicious intentions towards him.

Although there were still many uncertainties, with the information he had now, it was difficult to make a useful judgment...

After some contemplation, Lin Xuan relaxed his fingers, and the transmission talisman turned into ashes, vanishing without a trace.

Then, he left the bedroom and entered another stone room. Looking at the white ball on the ground, Lin Xuan couldn’t hide his disappointment; the beast egg obtained from Tyrant Demon King hadn't shown any signs of hatching yet.

He wasn’t sure if his method was wrong, but there was no time to research it now.

Lin Xuan directly went to the training room and spat out a small bead the size of a dragon eye.

Xuanhuo Divine Pearl!

During his fight with Gu Feng, Lin Xuan used this ancient treasure for the first time. Indeed, its power was immense, but after absorbing the spirit soul of Sky澜 Bird, he hadn’t had time to refine it yet.

Since both were fire attributes, this "supplement" would likely enhance the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl’s power even more.

A spell was cast, and the Xuanhuo Divine Pearl floated slowly. Lin Xuan opened his mouth and expelled innate true fire mixed with essence energy to start refining the bead. He began the process of re-refining this treasure.

Then he went to the alchemy room and took out all the herbs collected over these past six months. The ingredients for the ancient formula "Condensation Pill" were finally complete.

In addition, there were many rare treasures obtained from Tiemu Sect; most of the matured herbs from the Illusory Realm had been swept up by Lin Xuan.

There were dozens of them, and he didn’t recognize most of them. It wasn't that Lin Xuan, as the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, was incompetent; these herbs mostly existed in ancient times but had long since become extinct, leaving only a few places with remnants.

These were things that couldn’t be bought even with crystal stones.

Lin Xuan carefully preserved them, although they were no longer in soil, cultivation techniques naturally had special methods to ensure their spiritual essence remained intact.

After completing all this, Lin Xuan began refining the herbs. The success rate was low, but it didn't matter; he would use them for purification anyway.

The ingredients for Condensation Pill were hard to come by, so Lin Xuan handled them with care. With his current cultivation level, he had no confidence in purifying them into superior grade, but medium-grade ones were a piece of cake!

Next, he started taking the herbs and meditating.

The ancient alchemy formula indeed worked differently; it far surpassed the effects of Washing Meridian Pills. Lin Xuan’s energy was entering an accelerated growth phase.

In just five years, he had broken through to the peak of the Foundation Establishment stage.

This speed was beyond what ordinary cultivators or even geniuses with top-notch资质 could achieve.

Lin Xuan himself couldn’t help but feel incredulous; indeed, the power of ancient alchemy formulas was different.

"Congratulations, young master! Congratulations!"

Moon’s melodious voice entered his ears. Little Yin Soul had also made significant progress; after practicing The True Scripture of Dark Magic, her abilities were gradually increasing, and she had now mastered the fifth layer of cultivation, entering the late Foundation Establishment stage.

Her rate of advancement was comparable to Lin Xuan's, thanks to both her superior资质 and the unique advantages of阴魂cultivating ghostly techniques.

Lin Xuan looked at the beautiful girl in mid-air; a smile played on his lips. "It’s still early. I’ve just reached the peak of Foundation Establishment. To condense my golden core, I must further deepen my energy before reaching the pinnacle of this stage."

While theoretically, one could attempt to form a golden core after reaching the peak, naturally, the higher the energy, the greater the chance.

Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who pursued quick results; he always sought stability.

"Young master spent only five years from late-stage to peak. I believe it won't take long for you to reach the pinnacle as well since Foundation Establishment is no longer a bottleneck for you. You just need to progress step by step, and with all those灵丹 in your hands," Moon said smilingly. Her expression seemed more confident than Lin Xuan himself.
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Moon's words weren't entirely unfounded. The saying "one push of the drum" meant that in these five years, although Lin Xuan had achieved remarkable accomplishments, he hadn't left his cave to rest. Instead, after a brief two-day break, he continued his cultivation.

Spring followed winter, and before long, another two years passed.

On this day, the door of Lin Xuan's secluded cave, closed for seven months, suddenly burst open with a loud bang.

The youth was still the same youth.

Although Nine Heavens Profound Technique had extraordinary power, it also possessed magical anti-aging effects. Despite having spent seven years in seclusion, Lin Xuan’s appearance hadn't changed much from before his seclusion.

Of course, his overall demeanor was entirely different now. His cultivation had finally reached the pinnacle of Foundation Establishment stage—Pseudo-Dan!

In fact, he had already reached this realm half a year ago. However, to ensure the condensation process went smoothly, he spent six months refining his essence energy further.

Now, it was time for him to make final preparations for condensing the Golden Core.

After leaving his cave, Lin Xuan still needed some materials prepared.

He first visited a nearby market and bought several special prohibitions. These weren't used for defense; instead, they could conceal the abnormal fluctuations of essence energy within a hundred feet radius.

After careful consideration, Lin Xuan decided not to condense in Spirit Herb Mountain. Although Senior Truefeather should have no ill intentions towards him, he didn’t want to take any risks. The distance was only a short hundred miles, and before long, Lin Xuan arrived at the market near his sect.

He descended from the light-speed travel and changed his appearance before entering the market.

This time, besides purchasing items essential for condensation, Lin Xuan had another goal: gathering information about recent happenings in the cultivation world of Youzhou.

Seven years of seclusion; he didn’t know if the conflict between the Daoists and Devils had begun.

Several hours later, Lin Xuan emerged from the market with a satisfied look on his face.

Prohibitions to conceal essence energy weren't rare items. Some cultivation techniques contained such abilities, so naturally, some cultivators sold them as talismans. Lin Xuan casually visited one shop and easily bought them for nearly a hundred crystal stones.

As for news, he didn’t have to exert much effort. After preparing his supplies, he went to a teahouse and found a talkative cultivator. During casual conversation, he learned the information he wanted.

Indeed, the changes in Youzhou’s cultivation world over these years were quite unexpected.

Firstly, regarding the battle at Mount Tianmu, as predicted by Senior Drywood, after the initial sharpness wore off, the sects led by Snow Shadow Sect indeed began to vie for dominance. The balance shifted with Mount Tianmu enduring its toughest times, seeing their enemies like a scattered army. The shrewd and cunning Senior Drywood naturally wouldn’t miss this opportunity.

He intended to gather strength and strike at the right moment, as a warning to those with ill intentions around them.

However, just when he was about to act, devils poured in from all directions. Even Sovereign Extreme Devil personally intervened. In the face of overwhelming demonic power, Mount Tianmu didn’t choose to resist stubbornly. After some negotiations, it became one of the branches of Extreme Devil Cave.

Speaking of Extreme Devil Cave, the situation within the Daoist sect had changed significantly since seven years ago.

Originally, the three sages of the Daoist sect—Heavenly Demon City, Li Hai’s Ghost Gang, and Yin Sha Sect—jointly managed it. Although Extreme Devil Cave was the strongest, the other two factions could still stand on equal footing with it.

However, no one knew what agreements were made behind closed doors or if Extreme Devil used some cunning tactics. Half a year ago, the three Daoist sects suddenly merged.

Of course, this was a polite way of saying that Extreme Devil Cave had swallowed Ghost Gang and Yin Sha Sect without any bloodshed!

The outside world was naturally stunned by this news.

Undeniably, after unification, although the number of top cultivators remained the same, unified command significantly boosted the strength of the Daoist sect.

Clearly, Sovereign Devil was consolidating his forces. Although the great battle hadn’t begun yet, everyone could smell the blood in the air.

The three major leaders naturally wouldn't sit idle. While Extreme Devil Cave plotted against Mount Tianmu, another large sect in Youzhou, Heavenly Mountain Sect, officially joined their ranks.

Simultaneously, after some negotiations among the top elders of the three factions, a supreme decision-making body was formed to coordinate the training and management of their disciples as well as affiliated sects and families.

This clearly indicated they were preparing for the final battle!

The storm clouds are gathering. The tranquility in Youzhou’s cultivation world wouldn’t last much longer.

After processing the information from the teahouse, Lin Xuan sneered. Whether it was the Daoist or Devil factions, they were all just a bunch of hypocrites. With the great battle on the horizon, he couldn't expect to stay out of it. He needed to condense his core as soon as possible.

A blue light flashed around him, and he transformed into a streak of lightning, breaking through the air.

He returned to his cave in no time. Lin Xuan tapped his waist pouch, took out an array disk, and injected essence energy. Several differently colored array flags flew back.

Carefully storing them away, even if the condensation was successful, this "Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array" would still be useful for him.

After taking everything he needed, although he planned to return after condensing his core, without the protection of the array, someone might sneak in during this period. Lin Xuan didn’t want his belongings to fall into the wrong hands.

After a moment’s hesitation, Lin Xuan went to the smallest stone room. Looking at the white spherical object before him, Lin Xuan couldn't hide his disappointment. He sighed and turned away; another seven years had passed, but this unknown beast egg still showed no signs of life.

A hint of indecision flashed in his eyes as he waved his sleeves and placed it back into a spirit beast pouch. After all, Supreme Demon Tyrant wouldn’t raise a waste.

Then Lin Xuan left the cave, set up two small prohibitions after closing the stone door, transformed into a streak of lightning, and headed towards the horizon.

Leaving Spirit Herb Mountain, Lin Xuan identified his direction and headed towards a vast desert. This was one of the most barren regions in Youzhou, with sparse human habitation and few animals.

Cultivators seldom ventured here because there was almost no essence energy to be found, let alone any beneficial treasures for cultivation.

But it didn’t matter to Lin Xuan; he relied on pills to break through his bottleneck. The abundance of essence energy had little impact on him!

Flying non-stop, Lin Xuan spent two days crossing the vast desert and finally arrived at a barren mountain about a kilometer high.

This was still an arid wasteland with no vegetation. After using his divine sense to search, there were no abnormalities, making it an ideal location for condensation.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a satisfied expression as he tapped his storage bag, retrieving the Water Cloud Mother-Child Sword and Wu Gou. The light was dazzling, and in just over an hour, a simple cave dwelling had been established.

After all, it was only temporary accommodation. Once he succeeded in condensing his essence into a golden core, he would leave. Lin Xuan did not bother with much decoration; he merely carved out several stone chambers at random.

Then, he waved his sleeves and brought out colorful array flags one by one. Lin Xuan had long mastered the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array, so setting it up was easy.

With this array's protection, even a condensation core初期 cultivator could hold off for a day or two if they came.

Next, Lin Xuan set up two illusionary techniques. With his current cultivation level and the Nine Heavens Profound Technique he had learned, he believed that even a high-stage condensation core cultivator might be deceived if not paying close attention.

Finally, Lin Xuan took out a talisman and handed it to Yue'er. He instructed her to release this talisman when he formed his golden core and the aura of essence energy appeared.

Although it was likely unnecessary given the lack of people nearby, being cautious was better than making a mistake.

Yue'er nodded obediently. She had stopped practicing for now, focusing entirely on protecting her lord.

Smiling at Yue'er, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and entered his new cave dwelling.

He did not immediately start cultivating but instead slept soundly all night. Afterward, he continued meditating until his energy and magical power were fully restored before heading to the training room. He flipped through his hand and took out an exquisite jade bottle. Opening the stopper, he poured out three pills as big as dragon eyes, red and white in color.

From the outside, these pills appeared lifeless, like waste, but Lin Xuan's expression was filled with reverence.

Heaven Dust Pills!

A rare medicinal from the founding ancestor of Spirit Mountain, it had once driven the entire Youzhou cultivation realm mad. Even the Extreme Demon Sovereign, a formidable old monster, had personally intervened to obtain them.

It was said that after taking these pills, 90% of foundation establishment cultivators could easily condense their essence cores. Moreover, they significantly increased the chances of forming an元婴.

For Lin Xuan, the元婴 stage was still far away. But a 90% chance at condensing his essence core was indeed extraordinary. No wonder both the Dao and Evil sects' experts had gone mad for them.

Unfortunately, Demon Tyrant Sovereign Sky Saber's temperament was fierce; he preferred to break rather than survive. Seeing no other way out, he fused these pills with Scarlet Core Pills, turning them into waste.

Even with the Extreme Demon Sovereign's power, there was nothing he could do but leave in frustration.

But Lin Xuan had picked up this item from the shadows and could purify it again using his Blue Star Sea.

However, as he looked at the red and white pills in his hand, Lin Xuan felt an inexplicable tension. It made sense; whether it was refining Essence Cleansing Pills earlier or Base Foundation Pills later, or even Concentration Pills recently, he had plenty of them. If purification failed, he wouldn't mind. But these Heaven Dust Pills were limited to just three.

Moreover, purifying abilities weren't infallible. A single failure meant the pills were completely useless.

After hesitating for a long time, Lin Xuan finally took one pill in his palm after taking a deep breath, as if making a significant decision.

He closed his eyes and focused on his internal Blue Star Sea. From dawn when the morning sun rose to dusk when it set.

Finally, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, and two smaller pills appeared in his palm—one pure white, crystal clear, and one red with an almost warm glow.

Heaven Dust Pills!

Lin Xuan played with the white pill for a long time before carefully separating it from the Scarlet Core Pill.

Then he returned to the living room to sleep. After regaining his strength, he started purifying again the next day.

It took three full days of effort, but Lin Xuan successfully purified all three Heaven Dust Pills without any failures.

However, he did not immediately consume them. Instead, after a brief pause, he rested for another night before cautiously attempting to purify them once more.

Unlike Essence Cleansing Pills or Base Foundation Pills common in the cultivation world, these Heaven Dust Pills had only appeared three times so far, making it impossible to distinguish their grades.

According to Lin Xuan's thoughts, even with the founding ancestor's divine abilities, there must still be some impurities. The more he could purify, the greater the effects of these pills would be. Lin Xuan was determined to break through to the condensation core stage!

Of course, he took great care, adhering to the principle of acting within his limits and spent several days before finally obtaining three pure Heaven Dust Pills.

Afterward, Lin Xuan consumed one pill and began meditating in a lotus position.

Soon, the medicinal power spread throughout his abdomen as essence energy flowed through the Eight Extraordinary Meridians.

Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly serious.

On the forty-ninth day, Lin Xuan took the second Heaven Dust Pill.

He continued to cultivate!

In no time, he had already breached the bottleneck and entered the eighty-first day.

Yue'er idly guarded outside, though bound by a blood pact, she could share her lord's thoughts during normal times. But now, with Lin Xuan deeply meditating and his divine awareness retracted, coupled with the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array blocking her view, she had no idea what was happening inside!

Several times, she wanted to fly in to check but hesitated each time, fearing it might disturb Lin Xuan's seclusion. "Lord is a lucky man; he should be fine!"

Yue'er clasped her hands and silently prayed for Lin Xuan's safety. She had always been grateful to him; without the lord, she would have remained just a lonely wandering ghost.

Just as Yue'er was praying, the sky suddenly darkened.

The sun, which had been blazing high in the sky like a flame, inexplicably dimmed and became as dark as an eclipse.

Despite clear skies, eerie lightning streaked across the heavens, and the thin essence energy around them suddenly thickened...

"What is this..."

Yue'er was alarmed but then overjoyed. This celestial anomaly could only mean that Lin Xuan had reached a critical stage for forming his golden core.

A flash of green light appeared as Little Yue'er materialized above the barren mountain. With a wave of her jade hand, she released the talisman given to her by Lin Xuan.

The talisman burned into a light shield, enveloping the entire mountain and blocking all essence energy. The celestial anomaly quickly dissipated.

However, before Yue'er could catch her breath, a layer of coldness appeared on her face as powerful essence energy rapidly approached.

P.S.: Sorry, I had something today, so only two chapters.
第二百七十二章 化雾为虫

Moon picked up her eyebrows, a charming but now slightly grim expression appearing on her face. Unsurprisingly, someone had come to visit just at this moment.

After a brief hesitation, Moon transformed into a green beam and headed towards the direction where the essence energy was flying from. Although the powerful array set by Young Master would give her an advantage in fighting here, the commotion might still affect Young Master's condensation of his golden core. Therefore, she wanted to deal with the opponent at a distance.

At the same time, about twenty miles away in the desert, a blue light stopped and dispersed, revealing a middle-aged man around thirty years old. Wearing a scholar’s robe and looking like an elegant bookworm, he easily won people's favor.

However, appearances can be deceiving. This man named Zhao Shouguang was notorious among mid-stage cultivators as the "Deadly Scholar." Although he practiced orthodox daoist techniques, his cruelty and cunning were unmatched even by cultivators of demonic arts!

Not only did he act unpredictably, but he also loved to kill for treasure.

Since making his debut, countless low-ranking cultivators had fallen victim to him. At least hundreds!

His own cultivation was no small feat either; though not yet condensing his golden core, he had reached the pinnacle of foundation establishment stage and possessed several powerful artifacts. Ordinary foundation establishment stage cultivators were nothing to him.

At this moment, Zhao Shouguang hovered in mid-air, scrutinizing the distant scene with a frown. Just moments ago, there was an obvious sign of something extraordinary—abnormal essence energy—but now it had vanished without a trace...

Could it be an illusion?

Zhao Shouguang shook his head; he hadn't been mistaken.

There were usually two reasons for such phenomena: either a treasure was about to appear, or someone was in the critical stage of condensing their golden core, causing a surge of essence energy that could trigger celestial anomalies.

With this thought, a greedy smile appeared on Zhao Shouguang's face as he licked his lips. If it were a treasure, he wouldn't miss such an opportunity.

If there was a cultivator here about to condense their golden core, it would be a great fortune for him...

Judging from the earlier anomaly, he should be at the critical stage of condensation. If successful, he wouldn’t dare provoke the other party; after all, the difference between foundation establishment and early-stage golden core was just one step in terms of rank, but the disparity in strength was immense.

But the more crucial this moment became, the harder it was to move. He could only be a pawn for others to manipulate.

This man was likely an independent cultivator; otherwise, there would be no reason for him not to condense his golden core within a sect. Running into him here, in such a desolate place, meant he had been cautious about being discovered. But still, fate had brought them together.

Zhao Shouguang's face showed a cruel smile as he imagined playing with a future high-ranking cultivator at will. It gave him an unsettling sense of satisfaction.

After all, the many cultivators who had fallen to his hands were far from reaching their golden core stage!

And if he killed this one, he could still find numerous treasures in his storage bag.

A future condensation-stage expert must be incredibly wealthy!

With these thoughts, Zhao Shouguang's blue light intensified as he prepared to fly over. Time was of the essence; even though it would take some time for the other party to condense their golden core, he couldn't afford any delay. If they emerged prematurely, he might have to flee.

Before his body could move, Zhao Shouguang suddenly frowned and stopped, looking surprised at something in front of him.

Less than half an incense stick later, a brilliant green light flew towards him, dispersing as it revealed a charming young woman.

The girl was about eighteen or nineteen years old, her beautiful face long and black hair reaching to her knees. Zhao Shouguang's expression turned to shock.

This girl had no shadow!

A ghost spirit!

But ordinary ghost spirits couldn't openly appear in the sunlight. And this girl emitted astonishing essence energy, comparable to a late-stage foundation establishment cultivator. Could it be...

Zhao Shouguang, though not a good person, was well-versed. He heard that certain special-constitution ghost spirits could also cultivate ghost techniques. Was the woman before him...

Moon was equally observing the cultivator in front of her; though her expressionless face didn't show any emotion, she inwardly groaned. She hadn’t expected his cultivation to be so profound. It seemed dealing with this opponent wouldn't be easy.

A formidable adversary!

Zhao Shouguang's expression fluctuated as Moon spoke first: "Esteemed fellow cultivator, the area ahead is forbidden by our master. Please take a detour if you pass through here."

"Detour?"

Zhao Shouguang snorted, his face showing a vicious expression. Moon was startled and quickly retreated.

A sharp blade of light passed where she had stood—a short sword artifact.

The other party actually possessed such a ghost spirit as a servant! Zhao Shouguang's shock increased, making him even more wary of the cultivator who was about to condense his golden core.

Since their intentions were clear, there was no need for further words. He wouldn't be able to afford wasting time here; originally, he wanted to catch the ghost spirit by surprise and kill it, but Moon's alertness had surpassed his expectations!

Although she dodged the other party’s ambush, Moon was still filled with fear. With a wave of her hand, an epiphany-sized jade ring appeared.

Completely translucent, emitting soft light, Zhao Shouguang narrowed his eyes without showing any contempt—exquisite spirit treasure!

Moon's abilities didn't end there; she crossed her hands and formed a peculiar mudra while reciting obscure incantations.

The sky suddenly darkened as black fog enveloped the girl’s body. The blackness moved and stretched, appearing almost alive, extremely eerie.

Zhao Shouguang was startled. He had killed hundreds of cultivators but had never faced ghost cultivators before.

Legends said that these practitioners of ghost techniques possessed astonishing abilities far beyond ordinary same-rank cultivators.

He wouldn't allow the other party to cast spells; he released his divine sense, but it was immediately blocked by black clouds, leaving him unable to see anything.

The ghost fog suddenly began changing. Countless small air masses separated from within and transformed into numerous grotesque insects, each about the size of a thumb, with extremely sharp mandibles, looking terrifying.

Buzzing above the black cloud, there were thousands of them, lifelike and not like they had been conjured by magical essence energy.
第二百七十三章 超品灵器与地阶灵符

"Go!"

Moon's face flickered with a hint of surprise as she issued the command. The ghostly mist transformed into insect clouds, sweeping towards her opponent in an overwhelming manner.

Zhaoshuguang's expression turned slightly astonished before he sneered and snapped his fingers. A small green葫芦 appeared from his storage bag. Though only about the size of a fist, it looked unremarkable at first glance. But to Zhaoshuguang, who held it tightly, it was precious beyond measure.

A spell was cast, and countless emerald-green flames burst forth from within.

Moon's expression remained unchanged as she had learned this technique for transforming mist into insects from the True Scripture of Profound Yin. Though not without its power, it was far more formidable than ordinary flames.

With a wave of her jade hand, the insect clouds buzzed loudly and fearlessly approached the emerald flames.

Boom!

The two collided, slowing the advance of the insect clouds as they ignited. Moon's face changed, while Zhaoshuguang sneered with ridicule. This was no ordinary treasure; he had spent considerable effort to acquire it at a secret market, costing nearly ten thousand crystal stones.

Such a price could even buy a lower-grade magic artifact, highlighting just how extraordinary this葫芦was.

It is said that the master who crafted it was a renowned alchemist who only ever made three items in his lifetime. This green-scaled葫芦was one of them. The emerald-green spirit fire sealed within was formed by combining underground flames from several thousand feet deep with various divine treasures, though not as powerful as the core condensation flames of a cultivator, it was still astonishing.

Back then, he had used this flame to destroy many more advanced cultivators when he was only at the middle stage of foundation establishment.

Given that the girl before him was a spirit body, fire-based magic artifacts should be even more effective against her.

Zhaoshuguang's face contorted with cruel amusement as he inhaled sharply and poured his essence into the葫芦. A dozen times the emerald-green flames erupted from it, quickly engulfing the insect clouds and then Moon herself.

Crackling sounds filled the air, even the ghostly mist that concealed her could not withstand these spiritual flames. The once pitch-black form was now brightly illuminated by the firelight.

In no time, the ghostly mist was completely consumed. Zhaoshuguang's face beamed with satisfaction as he turned to the location where an anomaly had appeared in the sky just moments ago and prepared to retreat.

Just before his body moved, he suddenly felt something and slapped his storage bag. A talisman named "Natural Wind" transformed into a yellow light barrier that enveloped him.

Almost simultaneously, a sharp crack echoed through the air as a black blade pierced the protective layer.

Zhaoshuguang felt a bitter taste in his mouth as he was flung several meters away.

"Superior-grade spiritual artifact!"

His face contorted with extreme malice and disbelief. He glared at the girl who had appeared mid-air, "When did you escape? Shouldn't you have been reduced to ashes by the emerald spirit fire?"

Moon hummed noncommittally without answering his question. The situation back then would have left even a late-stage foundation establishment cultivator with severe injuries if not death. But her knowledge came from the True Scripture of Profound Yin, making her akin to a peer of the extreme demon sovereign.

Unlike the young master who had only learned a few techniques suitable for him, she had diligently followed this scripture step by step, and as her cultivation advanced, she appreciated its extraordinary nature even more.

The secret spells within were not only incredibly powerful but also ingeniously designed. For instance, the escape technique called "Silent Ghost Shadow" allowed her to slip out of the fire without anyone noticing.

Moon suppressed her breath, intending to strike a fatal blow when he was off guard. However, his quick reflexes had blocked it.

Seeing Zhaoshuguang recognize the dagger's origin, Moon's expression darkened further as she glanced at the yellow light barrier with a hint of regret in her eyes.

"Earth-level spell?"

A superior-grade spiritual artifact's attack was no small matter; ordinary high-rank talismans could be easily broken by even two or three lower-rank spells. The only way to block it was if he used an earth-level spirit talisman!

Both sized each other up, wary of the unexpected power and treasures their opponent possessed.

Moon had no intention of making the first move; her goal was merely to delay things so that Lin Xuan could condense his core. Once he emerged from seclusion, this enemy would be nothing to fear.

Thus, Moon remained calm, only readying herself for battle.

Zhaoshuguang wasn't a fool either. A mere spirit maid had proven such a challenge; the power of her master was even more formidable. Given that she had successfully condensed her core, it was unlikely he could handle her.

Every minute delayed increased his danger.

He had two choices: leave or continue fighting.

After some hesitation, the deadly scholar chose to fight on. Human greed knew no bounds, and the greater the risk, the higher the potential reward. With such a powerful spirit maid as his servant, his wealth was beyond measure.

Zhaoshuguang was essentially a lone bandit in the world of cultivators who had reaped countless benefits from killing and looting. He couldn't let this opportunity pass!

But he needed to be swift.

He flipped through his storage bag and took out a talisman, examining it with reluctance.

This talisman had been acquired at great expense for its extraordinary effect on spirit mists. Initially intended for another purpose, it was now necessary to use here.

Though a true leader, the slightest hesitation quickly gave way to determination. With the ghost destroyed, dealing with a cultivator in the critical stage of core condensation would be effortless. The wealth of his opponent more than covered the cost of this talisman; it was a surefire profit.

With his mind made up, Zhaoshuguang waved his hand and threw the talisman out. He then rapidly cast spell after spell...

The talisman absorbed the essence, but showed no signs of activation.

Moon's jade face turned cold as she realized how complex this talisman's activation was; it wasn't a simple one.

Moon wouldn't wait passively for an attack. With a gentle touch from her jade hand, the碧雪环shone brightly.

Splitting into two and then four, sixteen identical rings appeared in the sky and rushed towards Zhaoshuguang with a howl.
第二百七十四章 金丹大成

"Go!"

Moon's expression was a slight frown as she issued the command. Instantly, the insect cloud formed from the ghost mist spread out like a tide towards their opponent.

Zhaoshuguang's face showed a flash of surprise before he sneered and snapped his fingers. His hand shot into his storage bag, pulling out a small green葫芦. The size of only a fist, it looked unremarkable at first glance, but in Zhaoshuguang's hands, the expression on his face revealed how precious this item was.

A spell was cast, and countless strange emerald flames burst forth from within the葫芦.

Moon's features remained unchanged as her ability to transform ghost mist into insect clouds came from the True Scripture of Profound Yin. While not without its power, it was far from ordinary flame.

With a wave of her jade hand, the insect cloud buzzed forward fearlessly towards the emerald flames.

Boom!

The two collided, and the insect cloud's momentum slowed as it began to burn. Moon's expression changed, but Zhaoshuguang sneered with satisfaction. This葫芦was no ordinary treasure; he had acquired it after much effort at a secret market fair, spending nearly ten thousand crystal stones.

Such a price could even buy a lower-grade magical artifact, showing how extraordinary this葫芦really was. Legend said it was crafted by some master alchemist who only ever made three such items in his lifetime—the Green Scaled葫was one of them. The emerald ghostly flames sealed within had been forged from the fiery depths below with various rare materials, though not as powerful as a condensation core cultivator's flames, they were still formidable.

Back when he was only at the late Foundation Establishment stage, Zhaoshuguang had used this flame to destroy many more advanced opponents.

Given that the girl before him was a ghost body, fire-based magical artifacts should be even more effective against her.

A cruel smile spread across Zhaoshuguang's face as he inhaled sharply and poured his essence into the葫芦. Instantly, several times the emerald flames shot out, quickly engulfing the insect cloud and then Moon herself.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the ghost mist protecting Moon could not withstand the essence fire. The once pitch-black mist was now lit up by the flames.

In no time, the ghost mist was completely consumed. Zhaoshuguang's face showed satisfaction. He glanced at the location where an anomaly had appeared in the sky and prepared to retreat.

But before he could move, he suddenly felt something and slapped his storage bag. A yellow light talisman materialized, enveloping him.

Almost simultaneously, a sharp crack of breaking air sounded as a black blade pierced through the protective barrier.

Zhaoshuguang felt a sweet taste in his throat and was sent flying several meters away.

"Superior-grade spirit artifact!"

His expression was filled with venom and disbelief. He glared at the girl who had appeared mid-air: "When did you escape? Shouldn't you have been turned to ashes by the emerald ghostly flames?"

Moon snorted but didn't answer his question. The situation earlier, even if it wasn't fatal, would have left a person with severe injuries. But her knowledge came from the True Scripture of Profound Yin and was akin to that of the Extreme Demon Sovereign—same lineage.

Unlike merely learning a few secret techniques suitable for him, she had followed the scripture step by step, diligently practicing until now.

With each increase in cultivation, she appreciated its extraordinary nature more. The secrets within were not only immensely powerful but also ingeniously crafted. For example, the遁术she just used was called Silent Ghost Shadow—disappearing without a trace from the fire sea.

Moon suppressed her breath and intended to take advantage of Zhaoshuguang's distraction for a fatal strike. However, he had cleverly blocked it.

Seeing that Zhaoshuguang recognized the dagger in her hand, Moon's expression darkened further as she glanced at his yellow light barrier with regret.

"Earth-grade spell?"

A superior-grade spirit artifact's attack was no small matter; ordinary high-grade spells would have easily been broken by even two or three lower-grade barriers. The only explanation was that he used an earth-grade spirit talisman!

The two sized each other up, both wary of the other's abilities and treasures.

Moon had no intention of making the first move. Her goal was merely to stall for her master to condense his core. Once Lin Xuan returned from seclusion, this enemy would be nothing to fear.

So Moon remained calm, only readying herself for battle.

Zhaoshuguang wasn't a fool either. A minor ghost servant already proved difficult to deal with, so he could imagine the power of her master. Zhaoshuguang was essentially a lone bandit among cultivators who had reaped many benefits from killing and looting. He couldn't afford to miss this opportunity!

But it must be resolved quickly.

He flipped his hand and took out a talisman, examining it with reluctance. This talisman was acquired at great cost for its extraordinary effect on ghostly mists. Originally intended for another purpose, he had no choice but to use it now.

However, Zhaoshuguang was also a master strategist. His brief hesitation was quickly replaced by determination. Once the female ghost was eliminated, dealing with an opponent in the critical phase of condensing his core would be easy. The wealth of this target more than covered the cost of the talisman; it was a surefire profit.

With his mind made up, Zhaoshuguang waved his hand and threw out the talisman. He then cast spell after spell…

The talisman absorbed essence power but showed no signs of activation.

Moon's jade face grew cold as she realized how complex the talisman's activation process was—it wasn't a common one…

Moon didn't wait idly for Zhaoshuguang to attack. She extended her hand and lightly tapped it, causing the碧雪环to emit dazzling light.

In a burst of spirit energy, the jade ring split into two, then four…

Instantly, sixteen identical small rings appeared in the sky.

They flew towards their target with a fierce howl.
第二百七十五章 大展神威

The face of the deadly scholar turned cold as he reached into his storage bag and snapped his fingers. A series of flashes lit up, and sixteen purple spherical spirit artifacts were summoned.

"Quickly!"

The round pearls spun in the sky before transforming into a purplish light that rushed towards the Jade Ring of Snow.

A loud collision echoed as both their spirit artifacts interwove in mid-air, creating a stalemate. It would likely take some time to determine which was superior.

Moon sighed, surprised that her opponent had a set of spirit artifacts like his lordship, and in such great numbers.

However, Moon showed no fear. She formed a hand seal and was about to unleash another technique when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

Zhao Shouguang's face showed a mix of joy and worry as he saw the talisman still hadn't worked despite pouring so much spirit energy into it. The joy came from its difficulty to activate; once triggered, its power might exceed expectations. But the worry was that too much time had been wasted, and perhaps his opponent would use another tricky technique.

A hint of hesitation flashed in his eyes before he opened his mouth, spitting out a mouthful of blood.

The talisman, having absorbed some of his essence blood, began to change. It burst into a fireball the size of a face.

Spirit energy from around them started gathering and being drawn into the fireball.

"What is this?"

Moon's eyes widened in shock. This wasn't just an ordinary five-element talisman; it was a rare sealing talisman.

Sealing talismans, like beast talismans and array talismans, were special but contained physical objects rather than spells.

These items couldn't be used freely by their owners; they required the use of a talisman to activate them. However, such items usually had immense power.

Since Moon practiced ghost cultivation techniques, this tall female figure was also a Ghost Immortal!

After the initial shock, the deadly scholar reacted swiftly, pouring all his spirit energy into the Buddha statue. The light from it intensified and enveloped several feet around them.

Moon wasn't outdone; she injected several hand seals into the ghostly figure. It smiled back, its body glowing with light, resisting the Buddhist light.

Zhao Shouguang's face was a picture of despair as he realized his trump card had been met. The situation now boiled down to a power struggle during this critical phase.

After consuming two Heavenly Dust Pills, Lin轩 felt the spirit energy in his body changing when he used inner vision.

In his dantian, thin strands of green spirit energy coalesced and dispersed repeatedly. After many cycles, a tiny portion of it began to change color, turning from emerald to a pale golden hue.

It also became thicker, transitioning from gaseous to liquid form...

Lin轩 was elated; although this was his first attempt at the condensation stage, he had prepared extensively beforehand. Success seemed likely!

However, Lin轩 didn't get too complacent. He carefully controlled the golden spirit energy—more accurately, spirit fluid—and allowed surrounding spirit energy to continue nourishing it.

After some time, the color became pure gold and began floating, coalescing into a thumb-sized golden core in his dantian.

It was still fragile, barely holding together.

Lin轩 placed his hands on his thighs, fingers interlocked. A golden ball appeared in his dantian.

Purification Fire of Pure Yang!

With the golden core now formed, Lin轩 had officially entered the condensation stage.

But it was unstable; a small mistake could send him back to the foundation stage. He focused on channeling all remaining spirit energy into the newly formed golden core, enveloped by the pure Yang Purification Fire for nourishment and refinement.

Only after this process would he truly be considered a successful condensation.

Lin轩 sat in his stone chamber, diligently working hard as he refined the golden core within his body. Meanwhile, dense spirit energy surrounded his body's surface.

As he entered the condensation stage, excess spirit energy began to leave his body. This was normal, but an anomaly occurred: a bag at his waist dropped down, revealing a white beast egg inside.

The spirit energy from Lin轩's body seemed to find an outlet and flooded into the egg...

After some time, Lin轩 abruptly opened his eyes, took a deep breath, then examined his palm.

His face slowly lit up with joy.

Golden Core Complete!

Images of past cultivation flashed through his mind: the initial excitement at entering the immortal path, the frustration from being underestimated, the hardships on the Heart Refinement Path...

The cautious and ecstatic moments after obtaining the Blue Star Sea, followed by countless battles and near-death experiences...

After so many trials, he finally felt accomplished.

Now, Lin轩 had entered the ranks of high-ranking cultivators.

Knowing that although there were eight stages in cultivation, the strongest here was an婴期 veteran. Entering the next stage, 合期, would send one to another realm.

Immortal cultivation was difficult; even in Youzhou, only a few reached the 婴期. The condensation stage was already formidable.

Moreover, entering each new stage doubled his lifespan. At just forty years old, he had at least ten times less than the four hundred-year lifespan of a condensation cultivator.

In other words, he still had a chance to advance further and enter the 婴期.

Lin轩 didn't remain overly elated for long; he quickly calmed down his excitement. His eyes unconsciously swept over the cave before landing on the white beast egg.

Lin轩 was surprised, showing slight astonishment as beast eggs could not naturally come out of a spirit beast bag.

However, after probing with his divine sense, surprise turned to joy.

There were signs of life inside the egg, strong and vibrant. It seemed it would soon hatch.

Lin轩's happiness was evident; he had spent much effort trying various methods to incubate this egg since obtaining it from the Demon Tyrant's cave but had failed. He had even considered giving up, so finding it now with its own activity was unexpected.

Was it related to his recent condensation?

At that time, Lin轩 had focused on refining his golden core and hadn't seen the spirit energy absorption by the egg. But his guess was close.

Confirming again, he concluded that the egg would hatch soon.

Lin轩 happily stored the egg in his storage bag.

He then flicked his sleeves to open the cave door and walked out of the stone chamber.

A green aura surrounded Lin轩 as he ascended into the sky. Seeing the girl's shadow, Lin轩 frowned slightly before releasing his divine sense. He quickly detected a strong spirit energy fluctuation several miles away in an empty desert.

One was familiar—Moon—and the other was a late-stage foundation cultivator!

Moon and someone were fighting, with Moon at a disadvantage. With Lin轩's powerful divine sense, he could roughly gauge their situation from dozens of miles away.

After concluding this, Lin轩 sighed; Moon must have wanted to avoid affecting him, so she chose to intercept her opponent far away instead of bringing them into the array.

He flashed and transformed into a streak of light, quickly heading towards where the spirit energy was fluctuating.
第二百七十六章 加强实力

Moon's situation was indeed not good. If it were a regular False Core Realm cultivator, although his cultivation might be slightly inferior, he could rely on the various secret techniques from the *True Scripture of Profound Yin* to at least ensure self-preservation even if victory would be difficult.

However, the Life-Stealing Scholar was no ordinary Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. While his cultivation technique wasn't particularly troublesome, what made him hard to deal with were the numerous treasures on his person. Some he had obtained through robbery, while others he had purchased at high prices using crystal stones from various places.

Regardless of their origin, these items greatly enhanced his strength!

Although Moon used Descent of Immortal Technique to block the attack from the ancient Buddha statue, her own magical power was also largely restrained.

Ouyang Shouguang, surprised by this, filled with murderous intent in his heart.

After a moment's hesitation, he took out another talisman from his pocket. It was still about the size of a palm, with faint silver light flickering on it!

This wasn't some cheap junk; it was crafted by a high-ranking Condensation Core cultivator and had cost him a large sum to acquire.

Earth-grade Spirit Talismans!

The spells inside were beyond what Foundation Establishment stage cultivators could block. Ouyang Shouguang's face showed regret as he realized the difference between this Earth-grade Spirit Talisman and the Human-grade ones. These Earth-grade Spirit Talismans had such powerful effects that even a newly formed Condensation Core cultivator couldn't match them.

Soon, an ordinary-looking young man appeared before him.

Wearing a simple green robe, unremarkable at first glance, his sharp eyes made people shiver just by looking at him. A cold glance was enough to make Ouyang Shouguang's body tremble with fear.

"Lord!"

Lin Xuan turned and gave the young girl a deep look, his gaze filled with pity: "Moon, you've worked hard!"

"No," the little Soul replied.

Then Lin Xuan turned back to face Ouyang Shouguang. The boy was quite clever; seeing that Lin Xuan had arrived, he quickly put away the Buddha statue and any Spirit Weapons, standing obediently on one side.

"Senior, this is a misunderstanding! A misunderstanding indeed! I have no grudge against you, so how could I dare to offend you?" Ouyang Shouguang explained frantically. However, his eloquence was useless in front of Lin Xuan's sharp eyes.

Lin Xuan hummed and released killing intent. Ouyang Shouguang was alarmed and without hesitation, he tapped on a storage bag, grabbing a talisman.

Seven colors flashed wildly as various spells flew towards him. But Lin Xuan didn't even blink; these were Human-grade mid-to-high-level talismans. If he hadn't condensed his Golden Core before, it would have been difficult to handle them, but now...

Lin Xuan shook his shoulder and a green protective barrier appeared out of nowhere.

Spirit Power Shield was the most basic defensive technique for cultivators in combat; easy to learn and quick to activate, though its effectiveness wasn't particularly impressive.

When Lin Xuan was at False Core Realm, he could only withstand an Advanced Human-grade spell with his Spirit Power Shield. But now, despite multiple spells hitting him, his shield remained as solid as ever—this was the difference in cultivation realm.

After forming his Golden Core, Lin Xuan's strength had soared!

Ouyang Shouguang wasn't stupid; seeing that his lies wouldn't work, he immediately used a talisman and tried to escape using hisillusory light.

Lin Xuan sneered. Even without using any Spirit Weapons, a spell from his hand turned into a dagger, cutting through the air with a sharp whistling sound as it quickly caught up to Ouyang Shouguang, sending him plummeting from the sky.

The blue clouds stopped, and Ouyang Shouguang looked down at the large hole in his chest. He couldn't believe what had happened; he had been so powerful in Youzhou for a hundred years, but today he was falling here.

A bitter smile crept to his lips as he thought: "They say 'Those who stand by the river get wet,' and I've been doing this for so long—killing and robbing. Is this retribution?"

Lin Xuan didn't know what Ouyang Shouguang was thinking in his final moments, but seeing him fall from the sky, he waved his sleeve and a white light swept out.

The storage bag couldn't be missed; his soul could also nourish the Hundred Souls Flag!

"Congratulations, Lord! You've successfully condensed your Golden Core!"

Moon said with a sweet smile, her joy genuine. Lin Xuan felt a warm sensation in his heart but kept his expression calm: "This is just one achievement on the long path to immortality; more effort will be needed."

"Don't worry, Lord. I believe you'll ascend to the Immortal Realm someday," Moon said.

"Ascending to the Immortal Realm? That's no easy feat. We'll take it step by step. But Moon, you're not bad either. In just over two decades, you've reached the late Foundation Establishment stage. With more effort, condensing your Golden Core should be within reach."

"I want that too," the little Soul sighed. Although she was no longer afraid of sunlight, she remained a spirit form.

If she could condense her Golden Core, it would transform into a semi-实体. Once her Essence Body formed, she could truly break free from the constraints of the Netherworld.

That's why Moon worked so hard; her desire for immortality was just as strong as Lin Xuan's.

After chatting with his master, Moon flew back to Lin Xuan's sleeve. With his Golden Core now condensed, there was no need to stay in this desert wasteland any longer.

Lin Xuan first returned to the cave he used for seclusion. Smiling at the mist before him, he flicked his hand and a talisman appeared in his palm. A few spell incantations later...

Several colorful array flags flew back.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction; with his Golden Core now condensed, he could easily kill False Core Realm cultivators without any effort. The Yin Evil Array was also much more controllable.

After storing the array tools in his storage bag, Lin Xuan waved his hand again and several sword-like energy bolts shot out, raining down rocks that quickly engulfed the temporary cave.

Lin Xuan then turned into a streak of light and vanished towards the horizon.

Two days later, Lin Xuan landed on a desolate mountain. It was already late, so he found a cave to spend the night in. With his Condensation Core cultivation, even without rest, he could easily endure several days or nights of continuous flight. But since there was nothing pressing, Lin Xuan didn't want to overwork himself.

Moreover, he still needed to think carefully about his future.

First and foremost, should he return to Spirit Medicine Mountain?

Since he had entered the High Rank cultivator's realm after forming his Golden Core, if it were not for special circumstances, he wouldn't need to fear being marginalized or bullied. However, now that the Dark Dao and Light Dao of Youzhou were on the brink of conflict, unless he found a remote place to retreat to and seal himself off for decades or even centuries, he would inevitably be drawn into it.

But this was impossible; cultivation required Dan Pills, Crystal Stones, and other materials. How could he isolate himself from the world?

If he returned to Spirit Medicine Mountain, although there might still be conflicts, having a powerful ally nearby would certainly make things safer. At least with his current Condensation Core Realm strength, self-preservation wouldn't be an issue.

Moreover, there was another reason that compelled him to return to Spirit Medicine Mountain.

*Heaven Dust Pill*!

The legacy of the incomparable ancestor—this miraculous pill had greatly contributed to his successful condensation this time. He had consumed two pills and only one remained.

According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, not only did it help with condensation, but it also significantly assisted in forming an Essence Body, though not as noticeably. Regardless, such a miraculous pill was too good to pass up.

Although the ancestor only made three *Heaven Dust Pills*, the recipe had been preserved in the treasure vault of Spirit Medicine Mountain.

However, due to the rarity of the ingredients and the strictness of the required flames, his junior disciples could only watch enviously for thousands of years.

To be honest, even with the formula, Lin Xuan wasn't sure if he could successfully refine this miraculous pill. But as long as there was a glimmer of hope, he would try his best.

With these two reasons, returning to Spirit Medicine Mountain seemed inevitable. After making his decision, Lin Xuan fell into a deep sleep.
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Three days later, Lin Xuan returned to Spirit Medicine Mountain.

The scenery of his cave abode remained unchanged. Clearly, no one had visited in this time period.

Lin Xuan did not hide his aura as he walked through the path, and several cultivators encountered him all showed signs of surprise on their faces.

When he first entered the sect, he was only at the Foundation Establishment stage. Now, just over two decades later, he had already reached Great Golden Core formation. Such a prodigy was indeed rare in the cultivation world; everyone admired True Immortal Tongyu's keen vision.

After returning to his cave abode, Lin Xuan rested for several days. After all, although the process of condensing his golden core went smoothly, his mind and spirit had been greatly exhausted. He felt quite drained!

Lin Xuan lay on the bed in his bedroom, holding a sound transmission talisman in his hand, with a playful expression.

This talisman was sent by his master.

Apart from some congratulatory words and encouragement, there was nothing else inside.

Lin Xuan wasn't stupid. Since he knew about the hidden strength of Spirit Medicine Mountain, he had been guessing that perhaps as the nominal junior sect leader, his cultivation level was too low, so True Immortal Tongyu rarely mentioned sect matters to him. But now that he had already formed a golden core, the other party still hadn't taken any action...

Could it be that the time wasn't right yet?

However, Lin Xuan quickly regained his calm expression.

It was better if they didn't disturb him. He did not believe that success in condensing the golden core meant everything was now fine. He also did not want mundane affairs to distract him.

There were still many things he needed to do.

Firstly, he needed to stabilize his realm and enhance his strength. Lin Xuan had a premonition that Youzhou would soon fall into great turmoil. During such times, the stronger his power, the safer he would be.

Stabilizing one's realm was simple; it just required regular meditation every day.

At least a few months, or up to half a year, and naturally, he could stabilize his initial Golden Core stage.

As for enhancing strength, that was more difficult. Not only did he not have any spirit medicines suitable for the Condensation Core stage, but even if he did, it would be impossible to advance his cultivation level in such a short time.

So, he had no choice but to start from equipment.

Unlike the Flexible Spirit and Foundation Establishment stages, once cultivators entered the Condensation Core stage, they could no longer use spirit artifacts; instead, they could refine their own magical treasures.

The power of magical treasures was incomparable to that of spirit artifacts. However, the materials required for such treasures were extremely rare. Usually, a cultivator would need over two decades to gather them, barring exceptional luck.

Lin Xuan didn't have so much energy now.

Moreover, Lin Xuan adhered to the principle of not compromising quality; he wouldn't bother with ordinary magical treasures. He only wanted to refine good ones.

After all, while a cultivator could possess multiple magical treasures, their main soul treasure was unique and had to be constantly nourished by their spirit essence. Once chosen, it would rarely change, so he needed to take it seriously!

Fortunately, Lin Xuan still had the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl in his possession.

Although not one of his own creations, as an ancient treasure, its power compared favorably with ordinary magical treasures. So even if he faced a Condensation Core stage cultivator now, he wouldn't necessarily be at a disadvantage.

Of course, it would require refining this pearl with Danfire first.

Now that the golden core had already formed, this treasure's power should reach one hundred percent.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl. As he saw the pearl appear before him, a serious expression appeared on his face. He stretched both palms forward, with golden flames burning upon them.

Purified Yang Flame!

A unique ability of Condensation Core stage cultivators, then Lin Xuan opened his mouth and emitted another golden flame.

Under the control of his spirit sense, the three flames converged and slowly enveloped the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl.

The process went smoothly.

After forty-nine days, Lin Xuan withdrew the Danfire. Looking at the pearl before him, he showed satisfaction on his face.

At this time, the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl was crystal clear, with a faint flame flickering inside, alive and vivid. The spiritual energy fluctuations it emitted were vastly different from before, clearly indicating that the treasure could now fully unleash its power.

Lin Xuan's expression turned satisfied as he swallowed the pearl into his abdomen.

After refining this treasure, his strength had already surpassed ordinary Condensation Core stage cultivators. Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief and finally had time to do other things.

Firstly, he cleaned up his items.

Previously, spirit artifacts were no longer useful for him. He found an opportunity to exchange them for crystal stones at the market. However, he kept the Water Cloud Mother-Son Sword; complete sets of spirit artifacts were rare and powerful, so Lin Xuan gifted it to Yue'er.

He also retained the Hundred Souls Flag; its power had weakened somewhat now, but Yue'er was a genuine ghost cultivator, so she would be able to use this treasure.

Next, Lin Xuan began cleaning through the storage bag of the Life-Stealing Scholar.

The收获 quite rich, but one item in particular caught his attention and made him stare at it for a long time. He could not figure out what it was from its appearance; it seemed like some kind of key, yet there were no signs of spiritual energy fluctuations on it.

It didn't seem to be something from the cultivation world, more akin to an item from the secular world!

Lin Xuan hesitated but did not discard it and put it away in his storage bag.

Then, he took out the Jade Scroll. After entering the Condensation Core stage, Nine Heavens True Technique finally ended its foundational phase and could gradually unleash its full power. However, after some consideration, Lin Xuan decided to also practice The True Scripture of Evil Magic. As the top technique in the魔道, it contained many miraculous secret arts that Lin Xuan found hard to part with. For starters, there was the Heavenly Devil Corpse Technique.

Although he had refined several small zombies and they hadn't brought him any substantial help in battle, this was due to his recent opponents being too formidable.

If faced with ordinary Condensation Core stage cultivators, Lin Xuan believed that a dozen fearless zombies would definitely win.

He heard that Extreme Demon Sovereign's ghost corpses could even withstand the attacks of mid-late-stage Condensation Core cultivators.

Lin Xuan didn't know how he had cultivated such an extraordinary object, but he still had something decent in his possession: the body of a Thousand-Year Corpse King!

Moreover, this wasn't just any Corpse King; it likely underwent some kind of mutation and could defeat mid-stage Condensation Core stage cultivators. If he could refine this into his servant, he would gain a powerful guardian with astonishing abilities.

After all, Lin Xuan had witnessed the Corpse King's might firsthand that day.

With these thoughts in mind, even Lin Xuan's composure couldn't suppress a hint of excitement as he sank his spirit sense into The True Scripture of Evil Magic on the Jade Scroll. He carefully read through the Heavenly Devil Corpse Technique...

The sun gradually set, and Lin Xuan spent almost an entire day sifting through the contents of the Jade Scroll before withdrawing his spirit sense with a light tap on his leg. A contemplative expression appeared on his face.
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After a long while, Lin Xuan sighed. His original plan had been too idealistic. Although he was now an advanced cultivator, with only the initial stage of Condensation Core cultivation, he could barely practice the second level of Devil Corpse Technique.

The second level wasn't enough to control such a monster as a thousand-year-old corpse king. To achieve this power, one must advance to the late stage of Condensation Core and master the third level of the technique.

Indeed, if an initial-stage cultivator could command a mid-stage corpse king, that would be too overpowered.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided not to practice this technique. Since he couldn't control the corpse king, there was no point in practicing it.

The second and first levels were different; while they weren’t as profound as one might think, mastering them wasn’t easy either. Lin Xuan didn’t have time to waste.

Instead, he would focus on other techniques that could boost his strength more effectively.

With this thought, Lin Xuan immersed his spirit into the jade cylinder. The Nine Heavens True Art was divided into upper, middle, and lower sections. After entering the Condensation Core stage, he finally had access to the second phase.

Soon, a practical technique caught his eye: Nine Heavens Spirit Shield!

At first glance, this technique seemed similar to Qi Shield, but its power far surpassed that of Qi Shield. The latter was simple to learn and quick to activate, forming almost instantly upon a mere thought.

It was a basic defensive technique for cultivators.

However, it had significant weaknesses; it was too fragile. While useful against lower-stage opponents, facing peers meant even ordinary attacks posed a challenge.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided he needed to go to the market to buy materials. He had nearly seven thousand crystals in his storage bag, enough to indulge himself.

Lin Xuan then turned his gaze to another jade cylinder. This one was black, with some ancient patterns carved on both ends but otherwise unremarkable.

He had acquired this from a commoner named Wu Li when purchasing ingredients for the Seven-Heart Pill. His father was also a cultivator who accidentally came across this cylinder but couldn’t open it and died in frustration.

Lin Xuan bought it out of respect for his father's efforts, suspecting that this might not be an ordinary item. He had tried to decipher its contents several times, but his attempts were futile; his spirit force was immediately blocked whenever he approached the cylinder.

Back then, Lin Xuan was focused on cultivating and wouldn’t waste time on such matters. Now, with his Condensation Core-stage spirit force, which was much stronger than a Foundation Establishment cultivator's, he decided to give it another try.

He placed the jade cylinder flat in his palm and released his spirit force, slowly enveloping it. His expression soon turned serious as he touched the surface of the cylinder and was immediately repelled.

Lin Xuan’s face showed some displeasure.

"Hmph," he said, strengthening his spirit force. After about an hour, he withdrew it again.

He frowned at the jade cylinder, puzzled by its lack of effect. What was more surprising was that there seemed to be no restrictions on this cylinder; something was still blocking his spirit force.

No wonder Wu Li’s father had failed after decades of effort—this cylinder indeed contained some secrets!

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before lifting the jade cylinder and casting a levitation spell with both hands. He then cast several spells, and minutes later, the cylinder finally responded, emitting a blue glow.

Lin Xuan was delighted, pouring more spirit force into it. However, after a short while, the light dimmed again, and the cylinder returned to its circular shape.

Even Lin Xuan’s composure couldn’t hide his frustration; he almost wanted to smash the cylinder but restrained himself.

This item was frustrating, but Lin Xuan believed that the harder it was to open, the more remarkable the secrets within.

Putting it aside for now, Lin Xuan used his spirit force to search through his storage bag. He eventually took out a jade pendant about the size of a palm, with an ancient design on its front and a more mysterious pattern on the back, resembling some forgotten script.

He had found this in Stream Leap Canyon along with Nine Heavens True Art. The function was known: it could absorb beast souls to replenish spirit talismans.

While useful, compared to the Nine Heavens True Art, which was among the best techniques, its value was far less. Lin Xuan suspected there might be other uses for this pendant but hadn’t discovered them yet.

He held the pendant and stared at the mysterious script on the back, lost in thought. Suddenly, his face changed as he turned to look at the jade cylinder beside him.

If he hadn't sensed it incorrectly, the pendant seemed to resonate with the cylinder.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan switched the pendant to his right hand while grabbing the cylinder with his left and pouring spirit force into it…

Soon, the pendant began to glow, emitting a blue light that shot out from its surface. The light struck the cylinder, causing it to tremble violently, almost slipping from his grasp.

Lin Xuan was startled but pleased. He took a deep breath, clenching his fingers tightly around the cylinder. Under the blue light emitted by the pendant, the cylinder began to change.

The black color on its surface receded like an ebbing tide, revealing a fresh green hue similar to that of young bamboo.

This process lasted about half an hour until the entire cylinder turned green, and the blue light from the pendant stopped.

Lin Xuan carefully examined it but found no issues. He then reinserted his spirit force, which this time passed without obstruction, allowing him to enter as easily as a regular jade cylinder.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan looked up with a look of sheer joy on his face. He hadn’t expected the contents of the cylinder to be so extraordinary—Warrior Armor Technique!

Legend had it that in the ancient times a million years ago, cultivators' powers far surpassed those of today. They possessed many incredible memories, and Warrior Armor Technique was one of them.

A warrior armor, as its name suggests, served as protective gear like a suit of armor for a weapon. While a magical artifact focused on offense, a warrior armor emphasized defense, equally important.

However, over time, the methods to create magical artifacts were preserved, but how to make warrior armors was lost.

While modern cultivators occasionally crafted precious inner armors using rare materials, they lacked the ancient warrior armors' power and versatility.

Ancient warriors’ armors functioned like magical artifacts, bonded with their owners' minds. They could be stored within the body and activated by divine intent during combat.

Their defensive capabilities far exceeded those of modern inner armors, and some techniques even benefited from them.

In ancient times, they were as valuable as magical artifacts and possessed only by Condensation Core cultivators.

Unfortunately, the methods had been lost, leaving only a few surviving examples, much like ancient treasures but in smaller numbers.

While high-level immortals weren’t considered, most cultivators with mid-stage Condensation Core cultivation usually had one or two ancient treasures, unless it was their main magical artifact.

As for this warrior armor, Lin Xuan knew that among the four high-ranking immortals of Youzhou, only two possessed them: the Extreme Evil Venerable and the Supreme Elder of Great Canyon. They had both obtained theirs by chance from ancient cultivator ruins.

This jade cylinder in his possession contained the method to create such warriors' armors.
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Apart from the two ancient monsters at the Core Spirit stage, it was said that there was still a cultivator in the scattered practitioners of the Youzhou region who had reached the Condensation Core stage.

This person, though without any sect or lineage, came from an old and declining family. The armor he wore was a legacy item passed down by his ancestors. According to ancient standards, it could only be considered average in quality.

However, with this armor, he had gained quite a reputation among the Condensation Core cultivators. With mid-stage cultivation, he could even match up against late-stage experts. This all stemmed from the miraculous effects of the armor.

After a long while, Lin Xuan's joy gradually subsided as he delved into the jade cylinder. He then entered a state akin to meditation, remaining motionless for three days straight.

Finally, Lin Xuan lifted his head, showing a look of admiration. The profundity and complexity of the armor technique far exceeded his expectations.

He was particularly captivated by the ancient abilities of cultivators!

In truth, this armor technique was similar to a treasure artifact in that it had various methods of crafting and could be categorized into two types: ordinary armor and upgradeable growth-type armor.

The former was straightforward. One simply needed to find the required materials and refine them according to established techniques. Like with treasure artifacts, they could be stored within one's body using their spirit essence for nourishment, gradually becoming more powerful over time.

For the latter, which could be upgraded, it allowed multiple refinements. For instance, at the Condensation Core stage, a basic form of the armor would first be created. Once the cultivator advanced to the Core Spirit stage, they could seek out even rarer materials to upgrade this armor. The benefits were obvious: no waste, as ordinary armor had to be discarded when the cultivator's power surpassed its capabilities and needed to be reforged, rendering years of spirit essence cultivation a waste. In contrast, growth-type armor would simply be upgraded on top of the existing form.

Moreover, such growth-type armor typically offered stronger defensive capabilities.

Of course, there was no free lunch. As with everything, there were downsides. The materials required for these upgradeable armors were much more precious, and the refinement process was extremely complex, increasing the likelihood of failure.

Lin Xuan did not rush to make a decision right away. Although he spent three full days studying the techniques in the jade cylinder, he only had a cursory look at them.

In his heart, Lin Xuan naturally preferred crafting an upgradeable armor but understood that one should act within their capabilities. Thus, he decided to thoroughly understand the techniques before choosing which type of armor to forge.

He reinserted his spirit into the jade cylinder.

---

A month passed.

Two months went by.

Winter gave way to spring...

Three full months later, Lin Xuan emerged from the training room.

Initially, he had only intended to familiarize himself with the secret techniques described in the jade cylinder so as to choose a suitable armor. Unbeknownst to him, this ancient and wondrous craft had captivated his attention, and before he knew it, three months had passed.

However, the rewards were substantial.

Although the armor technique was now lost, it wasn't particularly difficult to understand. It shared many similarities with treasure artifact crafting techniques.

Lin Xuan made up his mind. He chose a set of armors described in the jade cylinder: the Azure Flame Qilin Armor!

This armor was an upgradeable type and possessed immense power. In ancient times, it had gained considerable renown.

While the refinement process wasn't simple, requiring both extremely pure magical energy and far surpassing the spirit essence of peers to allow for subtle control during crafting, Lin Xuan met these requirements perfectly.

What truly enticed him about this armor was its formidable defensive capabilities. Even a full attack from an equal-level treasure artifact could be easily deflected by it. Moreover, it had excellent countermeasures against all five elements of magical techniques, especially fire-based spells, which not only blocked them but also absorbed the energy to be used back at the attacker.

The chest part of the armor featured two holes the size of dragon eyes, as described in the jade cylinder, for embedding demonic cores. One hole was red and could accommodate a demon's core with fiery attributes. The other was black and could hold the core of a ghostly entity with deep cultivation.

After embedding them, these cores would enhance the armor’s effectiveness against fire-based and ghostly magical techniques, respectively.

This was tailor-made for him. The Nine Heavens Profound Technique mainly focused on fire elements, while the secrets in the True Scripture of Profane Demons were beyond count.

However, what ultimately convinced Lin Xuan to craft this armor was its materials. After all, no matter how good an armor might be, if one couldn't gather the necessary materials, it would only be a source of envy.

Compared to other upgradeable armors, the Azure Flame Qilin Armor, despite its formidable power, had a distinct advantage: while the materials needed for upgrades were extremely rare, the basic components could be found in the market. Apart from one or two items, everything else was available at the local bazaar.

After much deliberation, Lin Xuan decided to forge this armor.

Having made his decision, he began sorting through crystal stones and preparing to venture out. Before leaving, he visited the spirit beast room again.

This time, his joy knew no bounds. The last attempt to reach the Condensation Core stage had been doubly rewarding, not only fulfilling his wish of forming a golden core but also causing the long-unhatched beast egg to finally show signs of life after absorbing the spiritual energy released from within him.

Stepping into the stone room, Lin Xuan saw that the array he had set up for gathering spiritual energy was now in operation. Pale green light points appeared in the air and were continuously drawn into the eggshell.

Crack...

A crack appeared on the surface of the beast egg.

Lin Xuan watched with delight as a white beam shot up to the sky, illuminating the entire egg to an astonishing degree. Even Lin Xuan, a cultivator, felt his vision blur momentarily before he turned away.

Startled, he quickly focused his spiritual energy into his eyes and looked back just in time to see the beast break free from its shell. Lin Xuan's mouth hung open in amazement; if not for his shock, he might have bitten his tongue.

This...
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Lin Xuan had seen and experienced much, accustomed to concealing his emotions. The few things that could make him lose control were rare indeed. But the small creature before him was truly unexpected.

The Demon Tyrant Sovereign of Heaven, a prodigy in his own right, would naturally not keep ordinary items among his treasures. Moreover, the process of hatching this creature had been fraught with difficulties, which only solidified Lin Xuan's belief that it was no ordinary beast. Yet before him...

Looking at the small creature, about the size of a basketball, with short limbs and covered in white fur, Lin Xuan found it hard to associate any power or strength with such an odd-looking creature.

After pondering for a while, he still couldn't find any clues from ancient texts that he had read.

While its appearance was rather cute, one might say it resembled more of a pet than a beast.

Lin Xuan extended his finger and lightly flicked the small creature. It tumbled several times but didn’t seem angry; instead, it hopped onto his shoulder, showing great affection.

This was due to Lin Xuan already having claimed this creature as his master when it was still an egg by dripping blood into it.

Carefully examining the creature for a while, he placed it in a spirit beast bag and stored it away. Although it seemed strange, Lin Xuan wasn't disappointed; after all, one couldn’t judge a beast's strength merely from its appearance.

Sharp teeth and claws didn't necessarily mean power, and some seemingly harmless beasts might possess immense abilities. Moreover, the creature had just hatched, so not feeling any spiritual energy was normal. He decided to study it more in his own time.

With the cave entrance closed, Lin Xuan’s surroundings were bathed in a soft glow. He took a step into the cave.

"Master!"

Holding an epistolary jade scroll, Master Feather-Whisker was engrossed in studying something. Smiling kindly upon seeing Lin Xuan, he invited him to sit down.

They sized each other up for a moment before Feather-Whisker spoke first: "Cough, cough." He tapped his hand lightly on the stone table. "Xuan'er, how many years have you been with us now?"

"Master, it's exactly twenty-three years."

"Hmm, twenty-three years. That’s quite some time in secular terms, but for a cultivator, it’s just a fleeting moment," Feather-Whisker chuckled. "Do you remember when you first joined? You were only at the initial stage of foundation consolidation. Now, you’ve already achieved great success."

"Everything is due to Master's guidance." Lin Xuan bowed respectfully.

"You don’t need to flatter me. To be honest, I’m not a very good teacher. Though you are my disciple, I have never given you any advice or guidance in your cultivation path. Do you know why?"

"It’s because Master wants to keep his true strength hidden and avoid revealing his power," Lin Xuan thought but didn’t say it out loud.

"Then why did I choose you as a disciple and make you the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain?" Feather-Whisker asked calmly.

Lin Xuan remained silent, his heart racing. Knowing about the mountain’s true strength had been like a thorn in his side since he learned it. Why would such a powerful sect entrust its future to an unknown figure?

Back then, he was only at the initial stage of foundation consolidation. Could there be some ulterior motive behind this?

Although he had succeeded in foundation consolidation by age twenty, such prodigies were not uncommon among major sects. Feather-Whisker's actions left him puzzled.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan knew his master wasn’t hiding anything. He quickly composed himself and bowed respectfully: "Please enlighten me."

"Before I answer your question, let’s talk about something else first," Feather-Whisker said. "How much do you know about our mountain's secrets?"

Lin Xuan hesitated before answering, "Disciple knows more than what is commonly rumored outside."

He then revealed all the rumors he had heard about Spirit Medicine Mountain and its ancestor, Immortal Dust.

Feather-Whisker seemed pleased with Lin Xuan’s straightforward answer. "You’ve learned a lot, which isn’t easy," he said, stroking his beard.

"Master..." Lin Xuan hesitated again.

"What do you want to know? Just ask!" Feather-Whisker looked like a kind teacher now.

"The strength of our sect is not inferior to the Three Great Factions. I already knew this, but outside, it’s rumored that we have an Elder in the Immortal stage who is meditating. Is this true?" Lin Xuan was curious about this. For a single sect, having an Immortal would be unimaginable for strength enhancement. The Azure Cloud Mountain, as the top of the Three Great Factions, had two Elders at the Immortal stage. Foundation consolidation and core formation cultivators were not much stronger than those from Frontline Canyon or Thundercloud Manor.

The Demon Sect’s current arrogance was due to the appearance of a thousand-year-old demon, Extreme Devil Sovereign. If this rumor about having an Immortal Elder turned out false, Spirit Medicine Mountain would fare no better than Tianmu Mountain.

Lin Xuan hoped to rely on such strength for support. Since Feather-Whisker had shown no ill intent towards him, the stronger the mountain’s power, the better.

"What do you think?"

"I don’t know," Lin Xuan replied honestly.

"Indeed, we have an Elder at the Immortal stage, and Uncle Xu has already reached the middle stage of the Immortal realm." Feather-Whisker’s expression showed respect as he spoke.

"Middle stage of the Immortal realm?" Lin Xuan was shocked. After entering the Immortal realm, cultivators’ power growth slowed dramatically compared to previous stages. The abilities between initial and middle stages were vastly different.

The Three Great Factions combined had only four Elders at the Immortal stage with a thousand years of accumulated strength. All of them were in the middle stage.

Only Extreme Devil Sovereign was known as an old monster from before Lin Xuan’s time.

"Uncle Xu... no, Uncle Xu has reached the middle stage of the Immortal realm. Who is stronger between him and Extreme Devil Sovereign?" Lin Xuan asked, surprised by his own words.

He immediately regretted it when he realized what he had said. Feather-Whisker was taken aback for a moment before showing an awkward expression. He coughed and was about to answer when a voice interrupted them.

"Uncle Whisker, there’s nothing to be ashamed of here. Although my cultivation is the same as Extreme Devil Sovereign, that old monster is a ghost cultivator. Ghost sect cultivators find it hard to advance, but once they reach their stage, their power and abilities far exceed those at the same level. Moreover, his cultivation of The True Scripture of Dark Magic is incredibly mysterious. It’s said he has even cultivated a second soul recently. In combat, I’m likely not his match, so you should avoid it."

Feather-Whisker was shocked, showing an unusually respectful expression as he stood up and clasped his hands: "Uncle..."

"Uncle?" Lin Xuan turned back in shock.

Could this be...

Before seeing the person, a powerful aura made him shiver.
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That spiritual awareness circled Lin Xuan and then retreated, showing no hostility. However, Lin Xuan felt a cold sweat forming on his forehead.

He was greatly startled in his heart. Speaking of it, he had now reached the high cultivator stage, but compared to an old monster at the Core Formation stage, there was still a vast gap between them. Just with that spiritual awareness alone, how much more so if they were to engage in combat...

With myriad thoughts swirling through his mind, Lin Xuan saw Master took a seat and naturally did not dare sit casually; he stood respectfully, showing some signs of respect on his face.

A middle-aged man in green robes entered the cave. From his appearance, there was nothing particularly extraordinary about him, but what left a deep impression was that he had only one eye and was over two meters tall.

"Uncle Senior!"

"Do not be so formal, sit down!"

The old man seemed quite approachable. His gaze swept across Lin Xuan's face: "You are the disciple newly received by Junior Master Tongyu?"

"I am Lin Xuan, paying respects to my Great Ancestor."

"Hmm, good!" The old man nodded. "Junior Master Tongyu told me about your situation. At such a young age of over forty years, you have entered the Condensation Core stage; indeed, you are a fine talent and a beautiful quality. In my youth, I was far from this."

"Great Ancestor flatters me," Lin Xuan replied hastily, though he knew that revealing the secret of the Blue Star Sea could be dangerous, so he remained cautious.

"All right, you do not need to act so formal. Although I have advanced to the Core Formation stage, I am no monster who eats people." The old man coughed lightly and continued: "Let me tell you."

"Great Ancestor, I listen with rapt attention," Lin Xuan bent his body slightly.

"Lin Xuan, what do you think is most important for a cultivator to advance further on the path of immortality?"

"This...?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. The old man had said he would answer his question, but now he seemed to have changed the subject. Although he felt a bit annoyed inside, he knew that as an old monster at the Core Formation stage, such questions must be meaningful. He thought deeply.

There were many factors affecting one's cultivation realm, but strictly speaking, there were three key elements: talent, effort, and medicinal pills...

Talent was obvious; with superior Spirit Root, one could achieve great results in a short time. This explained why there were geniuses and ordinary people in the world.

Medicinal pills were indispensable for every cultivator. Their effects could be seen from Lin Xuan's case.

As for effort, relying solely on hard work was insufficient. Yet it could not be lacking either; otherwise, even if one was a genius or had enough medicinal pills, without practicing and sitting in meditation, the end result would still be an ordinary person.

"Talent and effort are most important," Lin Xuan thought for a moment before answering. Medicinal pills were theoretical; in the cultivation world, apart from him having the Blue Star Sea, no one else could treat medicinal herbs as candy, like Tian Xiaojian did.

"Correct. Then what kind of talent is best?" The old man smiled and stroked his beard.

Lin Xuan's brows knitted slightly, feeling a bit annoyed by this question. However, he still respectfully replied: "It should be the Holy Spirit Root."

The term 'Holy Spirit Root' was a cultivation world jargon; it referred to what was considered the best type of Spirit Root known. Not only did cultivators with such roots achieve far greater results in their practice compared to those with other types of Spirit Roots, but they also faced fewer difficulties when encountering bottlenecks.

Throughout history, over 90% of old monsters who advanced to the Core Formation stage were Holy Spirit Root holders!

Of course, this did not mean that having a Holy Spirit Root guaranteed one's ability to condense an immortal core. But if someone was not too lazy and had some good fortune, condensing their essence into a core would still be possible.

However, this time, the old man shook his head: "Wrong; the best talent is not the Holy Spirit Root."

"What? Not the Holy Spirit Root?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. This was completely different from what he had learned before.

"Correct," the Senior Master Tongyu interjected. "The best talent should be the Bitter Spirit Root."

Lin Xuan frowned, having never heard of such a thing before.

"The term 'Bitter Spirit Root' is self-explanatory; on the surface, those who possess it appear to be ordinary people with extremely slow practice speeds. But if their minds are firm and they can endure ten times more suffering than ordinary people, this Bitter Spirit Root will activate, making their practice speed far surpass that of Holy Spirit Root holders," explained the old man.

Lin Xuan's heart suddenly had a vague thought: Could it be...

"Correct; I took you as my disciple because you are also a Bitter Spirit Root holder," Senior Master Tongyu said. "When I first met you, you were only in your twenties and already successfully formed a foundation. I secretly observed the situation inside your body using secret methods and found that you did not have any Spirit Root at all—how is this possible..."

"So you guessed..."

"Indeed; someone who can form a foundation at such a young age must either be a Holy Spirit Root holder or a Bitter Spirit Root holder, which is easy to determine," the Senior Master Tongyu took a sip of clear tea.

Lin Xuan pondered these words in his heart. On paper, it made sense: if Bitter Spirit Roots were better than Holy Spirit Roots, discovering such a genius naturally meant trying every means possible to bring him into their sect. But why did they not just make him the junior sect leader?

At the same time, Lin Xuan inwardly laughed bitterly; even though his master was shrewd and cunning, he had no idea that he actually had no Bitter Spirit Root at all—just an ordinary person. His current cultivation achievements were entirely due to the Blue Star Sea.

Seeing Lin Xuan's confusion, Senior Master Tongyu smiled: "Xuan'er, I have my reasons for doing this. Do you know that our sect's founder, Tiantian Immortal, was also a Bitter Spirit Root holder?"

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was taken aback but made no other expression.

"Although Holy Spirit Roots are rare, one appears every hundred years or so. But talented individuals with Bitter Spirit Roots are hard to come by even after a thousand years; however, once such people emerge, they often become great talents who accomplish earth-shattering feats, and their sect usually benefits from it as well," the old man said with a smile.

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded. This explanation was somewhat reasonable. He clasped his hands in respect: "Great Ancestor, rest assured; I will not disappoint you or my Great Ancestor."

"Hmm." Both their faces showed satisfaction.

The old man pondered for a moment: "Xuan'er, do you have your own innate treasure?"

"I return to the Great Ancestor, I have only recently condensed essence and have none," Lin Xuan replied honestly, his heart filled with hope.

"Hmm. A jade is not polished into a fine piece of art; this innate treasure is the most important thing for high cultivators. You need to consider it carefully yourself. Neither your master nor I can help you, but after hundreds of years, I have collected some ancient treasures by chance and will give one to you as protection."

"Thank you, Great Ancestor!" Lin Xuan was overjoyed, deeply bowing. The gifts from a Core Formation stage old monster could not be bad; he did not mention that he already had an ancient treasure for protection.

The old man reached into his robe and took out an jade box, then gently opened it.

Lin Xuan looked closely and saw a bright green needle with intricate embroidery. Unlike ordinary treasures, there was no obvious fluctuation of spiritual energy on its surface.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but soon wore a thoughtful expression.

"This treasure is called the Green Scales Needle; it is made from Celestial Cold Jade. It not only has unparalleled hardness but also naturally possesses an ice attribute attack and contains strange poison. Once this poison enters the body, even a Condensation Core cultivator will find it difficult to recover. This was one of my treasures I obtained long ago, which I no longer need; however, your current realm should be just right," the old man said while holding the Green Scales Needle.

"Thank you, Great Ancestor!" Lin Xuan's face showed obvious excitement. Flying needles were rare in the cultivation world, and each one usually had significant power. The poison contained in this Green Scales Needle must be a major feature.

While ordinary poisons did not pose much threat to cultivators after undergoing the Elixir of Life Washing, there was always some rare poison that even high cultivators would fear. Celestial Cold Jade was one such example; it existed in ten-thousand-year-old glaciers and naturally possessed extreme yin-cold toxicity.

He happily put it away.

Senior Master Tongyu smiled: "Xuan'er, I have been a name without substance until now, so when you achieved your Golden Core, I did not send any congratulatory gifts. Now, I will make up for that." Saying this, he also reached into his robe.
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A few moments later, Lin Xuan took out an jade box. However, this box was in a long strip shape.

Master Tongyu flicked his fingers and the lid of the box popped open with a "snap". Inside lay a folding fan.

"Xuan'er, take a look."

Following Master Tongyu's gesture, Lin Xuan picked up the folding fan. It felt very light, but he was unsure what it was made from.

"This Leisure Fan is something I happened to come across. Don't be fooled by its thin appearance; it has incredible defensive capabilities. With this treasure, you should be able to withstand attacks from stronger opponents," Master Tongyu explained calmly. "Although it's not an ancient artifact, it still possesses considerable power."

"Thank you, Master." Lin Xuan toyed with the fan for a while before putting it away in his storage bracelet. His expression remained unchanged on the outside, but he was genuinely delighted inside. It seemed that returning to Lingyun Sect had been a wise decision; otherwise, he wouldn't have obtained these two treasures out of thin air.

Unlike spirit artifacts, which come in different grades, there were no such distinctions with magical treasures. However, both of these items clearly belonged to the finest category. Adding his existing Purple Yang Strength talisman, Lin Xuan believed that facing opponents at the same stage would be a matter of winning more than losing.

"This is just the beginning," Lin Xuan thought excitedly. "Once I forge the Azure Flame Qilin Armor and my own命魂宝物… "

"Xuan'er, there's something I need you to do." Master Tongyu's voice entered his ears.

Lin Xuan snapped out of his thoughts as a hint of curiosity flashed in his eyes. It made sense; two old foxes had been open with him and even gifted such precious treasures, so they wouldn't leave without instructions.

"Master, please speak."

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left Master Tongyu's cave. His face wore a rather peculiar expression as he pondered over the master's instructions.

He was to assist a Ye family of cultivators, who were said to be descendants of Lingyun Sect members and part of its peripheral forces.

However, what trouble this family faced or exactly what Lin Xuan needed to do remained unclear. Master Tongyu only mentioned that once they arrived at their destination, the truth would become apparent.

"Ugh, how can one ask someone else to do something without revealing all the details?" Lin Xuan muttered in frustration. Yet, his master's silence suggested there was more to it than met the eye. Lin Xuan had no choice but to agree reluctantly.

This meeting with Master Tongyu did help him put aside his concerns regarding the Lingyun Sect's stance on the upcoming conflict between the forces of good and evil. Although he couldn't determine their position, the sect seemed to have no ill intentions towards him, which was a relief. However, they had kept something from him.

Lin Xuan frowned; he needed to be more cautious in the future.

After leaving, Master Tongyu waved his hand, casting a layer of restrictions around them before addressing Xu Jinqing, who was an elder.

"Auntie, Lin Xuan has only recently condensed his essence. Sending him on this mission might not work out well. What if… "

"I have already said that jade is refined into a tool. Although this boy possesses a rare and precious苦灵根, and he hasn't disappointed us in terms of cultivation speed, he's still young and inexperienced. If we don't hone his skills more, how can he become the head of a sect and spread Lingyun Sect's influence?" Xu Jinqing closed his eyes, speaking with a calm demeanor.

"Of course, my nephew understands that. However, this task is too dangerous for him. Originally, I intended to guide him gradually," Master Tongyu hesitated before whispering, "Since the Venerable Tiantan passed away, no one in our sect has been able to activate the mountain within the mountain. According to the late master's words, only someone with a苦灵根… "

"Hmm, you make a valid point. But I have my own plan."

Seeing Auntie's resolve, Master Tongyu sighed and decided not to continue the discussion.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had received his master's command but didn't leave Lingyun Sect immediately. Instead, he returned to his cave.

The reason was simple: both treasures needed some ritualistic purification, and his master had clearly stated that while there was a slight risk involved, it wasn't urgent; he only needed to arrive within a month.

Unlike the cultivation of命魂宝物, which required long-term nurturing with one's元神, most magical treasures could be activated by simply imprinting one’s spirit essence on them.

Moreover, the original marks on the Azure Needle and Leisure Fan had been erased by the two old foxes. Thus, Lin Xuan's task was straightforward.

With his experience from the Purple Yang Strength talisman, the ritualistic purification of these treasures went smoothly. Within nine days, Lin Xuan emerged from his seclusion.

Considering the deadline, he still had about twenty days to spare, which was ample time. However, Lin Xuan didn't waste any more time and transformed into a streak of light that vanished into the horizon.

Compared to Yanzhou Region, Gansu Province was ten times larger in area, vast enough for even Lin Xuan's current cultivation level to take seven days to reach the Ye family's location as mentioned by Master Tongyu.

Of course, it took so long because every time he passed through a market town, he would enter and gather materials needed for his tasks.

Previously, what seemed incredibly valuable was now just ordinary items. The most striking thing about Lin Xuan’s journey was people's attitudes. An Incarnation Stage expert was still a legend to the majority of cultivators; low-stage cultivators might never see one in their lifetimes. For him, a Golden Core cultivator, he was already an unreachable elder.

As he walked through the market towns, despite changing his appearance, Lin Xuan did not hide his cultivation level. This made things easier as people looked at him with admiration and reverence. Some large merchants even tried to court him, offering valuable materials for free.

However, Lin Xuan firmly rejected their offers; one could not be too trusting of such easy gains. Such behavior was clearly part of a scheme, and he wouldn't fall into it. Besides, he didn’t lack crystal stones; selling some unnecessary spirit artifacts had made him even wealthier than before, enough to buy the materials he needed.

With this in mind, although he still lacked several crucial components for forging the Azure Flame Qilin Armor, all the ingredients required for creating earth-stage spirit talismans were already gathered.
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Green Leaf Mountain, located south of Youzhou, stretches for thousands of miles with its winding terrain. It's sparsely populated and not as perilous as the legendary Kuinei Mountains, but it is home to many venomous snakes and fierce beasts that occasionally roam around. Thus, few ordinary people venture here; over the ages, some land-based immortals have made their homes in this place.

So-called land-based immortals are naturally cultivators. Although Green Leaf Mountain lacks a great source of spiritual energy, it is dotted with numerous small veins, numbering more than a hundred.

To be fair, these veins had relatively low quality, and major sects viewed them as unimportant, so they were left to the lesser cultivation families.

Additionally, some wandering cultivators settled here. Their strength was far inferior to those ancient sects that had existed for thousands or even tens of thousands of years, so they rejoiced at finding a vein, let alone being choosy about it.

At first, only a few cultivation families and scattered practitioners discovered this place. As the news spread, more people moved in...

And thus, over countless millennia, the landscape changed with the tides of time. New families rose while old ones declined, but the人气 of cultivators on Green Leaf Mountain grew stronger each day.

If Heaven Demon City was the holy land for demon cultivators, then this Green Leaf Mountain was a sanctuary for wandering cultivators and cultivation families.

And as his master had mentioned, the Ye family resided here.

Speaking of their relationship with their sect, it was indeed deep-rooted. It could even be described as long-standing. According to legend, the ancestor of this family was a disciple-in-name under True Immortal Tianchen.

While not as prestigious as an initiated disciple, they still shared a master-disciple bond. Senior Ye Fan had advanced to the Condensation Core stage but did not remain on Spirit Medicine Mountain for further cultivation; instead, he moved southward into Youzhou and eventually formed a dual-cultivation union with a woman who was deeply in love. He established his family here, giving rise to the Ye clan.

True Immortal Tongyu did not elaborate much on why Senior Ye Fan left Spirit Medicine Mountain. He only mentioned that the descendants of the Ye family had deep ties with their sect and now managed some of its external assets...

After reviewing the information about the Ye family in his mind, Lin Xuan landed calmly on Green Leaf Mountain.

Looking around, the lush greenery seemed no different from ordinary mountains. A smile played at the corners of Lin Xuan's lips as he flicked his hand, producing a jade talisman in his palm.

He threw it, and the jade talisman transformed into a fiery light that flew into the forest. Moments later, a dense mist surged forth, revealing a silver glow ahead. The brilliance was dazzling and exuded an aura of luxury and fragrance.

Lin Xuan walked into the scene with a smile on his face.

---

The scenery inside was entirely different from what he saw outside—a small town appeared before him.

Although few ordinary people ventured onto Green Leaf Mountain, to prevent any accidents, cultivators naturally set up some kind of illusionary barriers here.

Before him stood a bustling market, albeit not as grand as those in major sects. There were nearly a hundred cultivation families and countless wandering practitioners here, so the existence of such a marketplace was not out of place.

Lin Xuan did not change his appearance; over these years, he had kept a low profile, and few knew him. However, his cultivation level was concealed with Hidden Spirit Pills and Qi Control Techniques. While there were many cultivators on Green Leaf Mountain, high-ranking ones were rare, making the Condensation Core stage particularly noticeable.

True Immortal Tongyu did not reveal the specifics of the mission, but Lin Xuan had a hunch that being discreet would be easier.

At this moment, his spiritual energy was concealed, and from an external perspective, he appeared to have reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Lin Xuan wandered through the marketplace at random. While it couldn't compare to those established by major sects, there might still be something he needed here. Besides,

He also wanted to personally familiarize himself with Green Leaf Mountain since this was his first visit. After all, rumors could not fully capture reality; thus, Lin Xuan intended to gather some firsthand information.

Indeed, the saying "a yard has its shortcoming while an inch has its advantage" held true here. The market on Green Leaf Mountain lacked rare treasures but yielded many materials from fire spirit rats that he could use for earth-grade spirit talismans.

He had acquired such materials in other markets before, but the quantities were far less than what he needed this time. This was a significant收获.

Through casual conversations with shopkeepers, Lin Xuan gained an understanding of Green Leaf Mountain's overall situation.

There were over 150 veins here, and currently, there were eighty-one cultivation families, while the rest were occupied by wandering practitioners.

The total number of cultivators reached around seventy thousand.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but marvel at the sheer number of cultivators on this small mountain.

Among the local powers, the Liuyehu family was at the top.

These two families had the longest history and were among the earliest to settle here. Their clans also boasted the largest numbers, with a total of over two thousand members, rivaling some smaller middle-sized sects.

Moreover, both families were the only ones on Green Leaf Mountain that possessed Condensation Core cultivators.

It was known that the path to cultivation was fraught with difficulties. Although Youzhou's level was much higher than Yanzhou, families possessing Condensation Core cultivators were still rare; such experts were generally monopolized by sects.

Originally, the Liuyehu families had been evenly matched. However, recently, this balance was disrupted when another elder of the Liu family advanced to the Condensation Core stage as well.

With two high-ranking cultivators, the Liu family stood out and became the leader among various factions on Green Leaf Mountain.

When Lin Xuan heard this, he raised an eyebrow. Could his master have sent him here because of conflicts between the Liuyehu and Ye families?

No, Lin Xuan shook his head. If it were that simple, his master could have easily dispatched a Condensation Core elder to handle things more safely than sending him. This mission was clearly a test, far from just being about two cultivation families.

The specifics would only become clear once he met the head of the Ye family.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan thanked the shopkeeper and left the marketplace. As he prepared to follow his master's instructions and visit the Ye family estate, a commotion suddenly caught his ear.

Though it sounded like a disturbance, the source was at least ten miles away. His master had only given him an approximate direction for the Ye family estate; Lin Xuan released his divine sense to locate it more precisely when he heard the noise.

It seemed that several cultivators were in disagreement. Given Lin Xuan's nature, he naturally didn't want to get involved. However, "Ye Family" and "Liu Family," these two words made him raise an eyebrow with a desire to investigate further.
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Lin Xuan had already ingested the Hidden Spirit Pill, and his body's essence energy began to circulate. Instantly, he transformed into a completely different appearance. Without using any遁光 (flying light), he directly employed the Wind Control Technique, arriving at the location within moments.

This was a small lake surrounded by numerous trees. Lin Xuan felt delighted as he leaped into it and then used a concealment technique to hide himself. Even if fellow cultivators of the same rank found him, let alone those of lower ranks, they would have difficulty spotting him.

Only then did he quietly release his divine sense, covering the lakeshore.

Two groups of cultivators stood by the lake's edge, each group comprising about seven or eight people. The leader on the left was a man in his twenties and early thirties, at the middle-stage Foundation Establishment stage.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but pay attention; such young age with such cultivation prowess among solitary practitioners shouldn't be underestimated.

On the right side, the leader was an adolescent girl wearing a light yellow robe. She was even younger and more beautiful, with an estimated initial-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation level.

Behind them were some disciples at the Flexible Spirit Period.

"Liudao, how dare you come to our Ye Family's talisman shop and cause trouble?" The girl frowned, her expression displeased as she questioned him. She was the only daughter of the head of the Ye family, named Ru.

In Qingye Mountain, the Ye family's influence was well-known. Adding to that, Ye Ru herself was a prodigy who had successfully established her foundation at just seventeen years old—though it was due to an accidental ingestion of a strange fruit when she was young. Regardless, this miss was practically a princess in this region, with no one daring to provoke her.

As the major clan here, the Ye family naturally had its own businesses: talisman shops, spiritual artifact stores, and miscellaneous stores selling various cultivation materials.

That morning, Ye Ru came into the market but found that the Ye family's goods store had been destroyed. The shopkeeper and assistants were all injured.

Although Ye Ru was beautiful, her temper was extremely explosive. After learning that the troublemaker was from the Liudao Family’s young master, she immediately led people to reclaim the situation.

From the verbal sparring between both groups, Lin Xuan could easily deduce what had happened—it was a trivial matter. He didn't plan on intervening but paused as he moved again.

Something is wrong!

There's an issue here!

Based on information from the market, Lin Xuan had already mentally sketched out the relationship between the two families. Although they fought fiercely in secret, their public relations were still harmonious.

As the saying goes: kill one thousand enemies and lose eight hundred of your own. The Liudao Family now has two Core Formation Stage experts, but the Ye family isn't made of clay. If there was a showdown, defeating the Ye family would cause significant losses to the Liudao Family, allowing other families to take advantage and replace their position in Qingye Mountain.

The clan leaders weren't fools; they wouldn’t do such self-damaging acts.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had slightly probed into the important figures of both families. Liudao was on that list, not just because his father was a key figure in the family but also due to his young age and successful Foundation Establishment.

According to what Lin Xuan knew, Liudao's cultivation technique had anti-aging effects; he was about the same age as Lin Xuan.

Furthermore, it was said that this man, though cunning, acted with great caution and was deeply trusted by his father.

Attacking someone’s store seemed too impulsive. Could this be Liudao?

Lin Xuan retracted and concentrated his divine sense on Liudao. Given the significant difference in their cultivation levels, he wouldn't risk being discovered.

Liudao glanced at Ye Ru with a faint sneer: "Miss Ye, just brought these few people?"

"Are you challenging me to a fight?" Ye Ru's expression changed; while her subordinates weren’t discussed, in terms of strength, although both were Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, the difference between middle-stage and initial-stage was substantial. She didn't want to appear weak. Her large eyes stared fiercely at him.

"Not exactly," Liudao’s lips curled into a mocking smile as his hand touched his storage bracelet: "Not for a fight but to take your head."

Before he finished speaking, a wave of killing intent rose from him. A cold light shot out from his hand and headed straight for the girl's neck.

Ye Ru was taken aback; she never dreamed that they would dare to harm her. However, despite her fiery temper, Ye Ru wasn’t foolish. She quickly reacted, extending her hand to pull out a handkerchief, which expanded into a large cloth shield when it met the wind.

"Hmph, just an initial-stage Medium-grade Spirit Artifact, daring to show up!"

Liudao sneered as the cold light transformed into a meteor and collided with the cloth shield. The shield was only slightly obstructed before the handkerchief tore apart.

The handkerchief lost its luster and fell from the sky. A look of regret flashed across Ye Ru’s face; though it wasn’t worth much, her mother had given it to her as a birthday gift, which she cherished dearly. Today, it was destroyed.

Fortunately, at least some time was gained.

Ye Ru used a storage bracelet, lightly brushing over its surface. Green light appeared before a short sword materialized in front of her.

The sword was about a foot long, thin like a cicada’s wing, with intricate patterns carved on the hilt—definitely not an ordinary item.

"Quickly!"

Ye Ru flicked her hand, and the short sword turned into a green beam that clashed with the incoming cold light.

Ye Ru sighed in relief. However, a scream echoed in her ears as she turned around. The girl’s expression became even more grim.

While they were fighting, their subordinates had also begun to clash. The other side's followers were at the Flexible Spirit stage but used extremely bizarre methods. In just a short time, Ye Ru’s people fell into a disadvantageous position, with one person even being killed.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but sneer; although the other party tried to hide, his current cultivation level allowed him to recognize them...

Demon Cultivators!

Could it be that they were under the command of Extreme Demon Sovereign? What could their intentions be?

It seems this trip to Qingye Mountain won't be simple after all.

Although Lin Xuan was on high alert, he wasn’t afraid. Perhaps this was why confidence comes with skill. After forming his Golden Core, Lin Xuan’s self-assurance had greatly increased; old monsters at the Primordial Spirit stage wouldn’t easily intervene. With his current strength, Lin Xuan could confidently say that he would win against fellow cultivators of the same rank. Even if he encountered a middle-stage cultivator, with several ancient treasures and the Nine Heavens Profound Technique and the Profound Demon Essence, he should be able to escape at least.

As Lin Xuan pondered these thoughts, the situation for Ye family’s subordinates became increasingly perilous. Not only were they losing in the clash of Flexible Spirit stage disciples, but Ye Ru's fight with Liudao was also becoming precarious!

Originally, one was at the initial-stage Foundation Establishment and the other at middle-stage, making the outcome a foregone conclusion. However, it didn’t end so quickly.

The opponent’s spirit artifacts were sharp, and their cultivation techniques were extremely bizarre. Fear finally appeared on Ye Ru's face: "You’re not Liudao; who are you? Why harm my family?"
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Liu Jian did not respond. He sneered, his shoulders slightly trembling as several strands of black energy emerged from him, intertwining to form a massive black python that headed towards the young woman.

"..."

Ye Ru, though also at the Foundation Establishment stage, was the only daughter of the family head and had rarely engaged in physical combat due to everyone's leniency. Seeing such an eerie spell, she couldn't help showing signs of alarm on her pretty face.

Although there were other spirit artifacts on her body, it was too late to retrieve them now. Reluctantly, she opened her mouth slightly and spat out a streak of crimson-white flames.

Primordial True Fire!

A slight frown appeared on Ye Ru's face as she formed hand seals, making a lotus gesture with her fingers, and lightly shouted: "Duo!"

The Primordial True Fire suddenly surged, growing to the size of a palm. It met the strange python head-on.

Ye Ru heaved a sigh of relief. She was confident in the power of her innate true fire. However, just as she did so, her eyes widened in shock.

How could this be?

The python did not dodge; it directly clashed with the flames. Soon, its entire body was engulfed by the fire. Yet, instead of showing any pain, the python strangely assimilated Ye Ru's Primordial True Fire... The flames turned black and enveloped the python’s body.

Then, a monstrous python, burning with fierce demonic flames, lunged at her.

Ye Ru’s face paled as it was too late to dodge now. Although she didn’t want to sit idly by, she had no means or plans to deal with this situation. Just as the python was about to swallow her whole, a black hand appeared out of nowhere and grabbed the python in its palm. With a slight tug, the python reverted to its original form. At the same time, a powerful and cold divine consciousness emerged, enveloping them.

The fight abruptly stopped, and everyone looked around in shock and uncertainty.

This feeling... this presence...

Condensation Core stage cultivator?

Could it be that the opponent had brought reinforcements? Liu Jian pondered with doubt before shaking his head. "Only the family head has such strength at Ye Family. If it really is her father, he wouldn’t bother to play tricks; he would have dealt with me directly."

"Old man, these youngsters are causing a disturbance here. Get out of my way," an old voice echoed.

Liu Jian sighed in bad luck. He had almost completed his mission for the young master but was now facing a Condensation Core stage cultivator.

Listening to the tone, it seemed like the person just happened to be passing by and resting here. Although he was extremely displeased, how could he offend a Condensation Core stage cultivator? He quickly put on a smile and said: "Forgive me, senior. I have a personal grudge with this girl; I will leave right after dealing with her."

"Get out! Haven’t you heard that old man doesn’t like to be disturbed? Or do you want me to deal with it!"

Liu Jian’s smile froze on his face as a hint of venom flashed in his eyes, but he maintained a respectful demeanor. "Yes, yes, I will leave immediately and not disturb your cultivation." With those words, he waved his hand, and his group vanished into the forest.

"Thank you for saving me, senior," the relieved young woman said with gratitude as she curtsied. But there was no response, leaving her puzzled.

"Miss..." After a long wait, an agile-looking man in his twenties couldn’t help speaking up.

"Go back!" Ye Ru sighed and looked at the dead body on the ground: "Burial Little Six properly."

She then transformed into a streak of light and flew towards Ye Familyfortress. The others followed closely behind.

Who had impersonated Liu Jian to attack her? And who was that senior who saved her? Could it really be just a coincidence, an unaffiliated cultivator passing by?

It seemed she would have to consult with her father.

As Lady Ye sized up the situation and pondered over it, Lin Xuan had already quietly left. However, he did not head towards Ye Familyfortress but followed Liu Jian.

Although the technique the other person practiced was strange, as a Condensation Core stage cultivator himself, Lin Xuan could easily avoid detection without being noticed.

The man flew west for more than a hundred miles before stopping in front of a cliff. He took out a talisman from his chest and muttered some words, then activated it.

After the talisman burned away, it transformed into a black crow that vanished into the sky.

Liu Jian drove everyone else away and waited anxiously on the spot, sighing repeatedly as if in great distress.

Seeing his expression, Lin Xuan frowned. This man was also at the Foundation Establishment stage; what could make him so fearful?

Though he wasn’t entirely sure, Lin Xuan, with his cautious nature, used hisgather qi technique to its utmost extent. Unless aninfant period old monster was nearby, he believed no one would detect him.

They didn’t have to wait long. Just a cup of tea later, a black cloud flew over from the distance, moving slowly but swiftly. Initially far away, it soon approached them.

The black cloud stopped above Lin Xuan’s head. After some swirling, the fog dispersed, revealing a young man.

"Is he?"

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows raised slightly upon seeing that person's face. It was indeed fate; he hadn’t expected to run into someone familiar in this remote Qing Ye Mountain.

Tian Xiaojian!

This disciple of the Supreme Evil Tyrant, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel surprised after a few years. He had condensed his golden core! Knowing how many ancient elixirs aided him, he wondered what kind of extraordinary experience this young master of the Dark Sect had undergone.

Lin Xuan’s heart tightened. Among peers, only this Supreme Evil Young Master posed a real threat to him.

Although in Tian Xiaojian's earlier days on Mount Tianmu, he called Lin Xuan "big brother" affectionately, Lin Xuan wasn’t easily fooled. He could always sense the faint hostility in Tian Xiaojian’s eyes, though it was well concealed.

Despite not turning into open enemies and even collaborating once, Lin Xuan remained cautious around this person.
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Several years had passed, and Tian Xiaojian'scharm;风采:风貌;风采:personality (Note: The term can have multiple meanings depending on context) remained unchanged. However, compared to his impression from the past, he seemed a bit more steady and mature.

"Young Master!" Yan San bowed deeply, his face showing a hint of fear.

Tian Xiaojian glanced at him but did not speak until his brows furrowed slightly: "From your expression, it seems like the mission failed?"

"Yes, Young Master, please have mercy. I didn't mean to fail; there was an unexpected incident," Yan San trembled as he cried out in protest.

He then recounted the events, mostly without embellishment and fairly accurate to the truth.

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a look of surprise: "So it seems you're not entirely at fault."

"Thank Young Master for your kindness. I will certainly do my utmost to serve you, even if it means risking my life," Yan San said with a trembling voice.

"Get up!"

"Yes!"

Yan San stood up and respectfully stood by the side as Tian Xiaojian paced around, frowning in thought.

"Young Master."

After a while, Yan San cautiously spoke again: "Young Master, we have confirmed that the items are in the hands of the Liuye family. Why go through all this trouble to stir up trouble between them? We could just attack and take it directly..."

"Idiot!" Tian Xiaojian's face showed signs of anger: "The Liuye family may not be powerful, but they do have Core Formation stage experts. You think it will be easy? It might alert them."

"Ah?" Yan San was surprised but quickly understood that he wasn't dealing with a grassroots cultivator like himself. The young master had a big backer—his own senior disciple of the Evil Supreme Deity—and having high standards for his treasures was normal.

"Young Master, you are the only disciple of the Evil Supreme Deity. Your cultivation in the Xuan Mo Scripture is beyond compare. Why not follow its instructions?" Yan San asked with some confusion.

"Why wouldn't I?" Tian Xiaojian's face showed a mix of helplessness and pride: "The Xuan Mo Scripture lists several powerful treasures, like the Purple Cloud Thunderlight Sword and the Yin Sky Soul-claiming Ring... But none of them are to my liking."

"Ah?" Yan San was surprised but quickly understood that his master had high standards. "Then what do you plan..."

Tian Xiaojian glanced at him: "Other high-ranking cultivators can ask, but not you. You're just a Core Formation stage disciple, and I don't mind telling you."

The main reason was that Tian Xiaojian had been harboring this thought for a long time. He was proud and didn't want to seek help from his senior master. Besides, the material for the treasures like the Ten Thousand Soul Banner and the Abyssal Heart-crushing Sword was rare and hard to come by.

"Ten Thousand Soul Banner and Abyssal Heart-crushing Sword!"

Tian Xiaojian's voice resonated in Tian Xiaojian's ears as he nodded: "After I form my Golden Core, I will choose a treasure. The Nine Heavens Divine Technique and the Xuan Mo Scripture were both carefully examined, but the Ten Thousand Soul Banner and Abyssal Heart-crushing Sword are the best."

The Ten Thousand Soul Banner was easy to understand—it required human souls for its creation, with more souls leading to greater power.

According to legends, his senior master had used 99,999 souls in it, trapping them so they couldn't reincarnate and suffer eternal torment...

Tian Xiaojian knew he wasn't a good person, but such cold-hearted actions were beyond him. He wouldn't harm others unless provoked, but he also didn't want to actively seek out victims.

However, Tian Xiaojian might have chosen the Abyssal Heart-crushing Sword for another reason: while it was easier to gather materials, its creation required immense effort. With his current cultivation level, he would need to add nearly ten thousand souls into the banner, otherwise, its power wouldn't be fully realized.

Each soul needed to be sacrificed, which took a lot of time—often more than a decade. With the imminent war between the Daoists and the Devils, Tian Xiaojian had no choice but to abandon this path; with too few souls, it would not match the power of ordinary treasures.

The other treasure that caught his eye was the Abyssal Heart-crushing Sword!

While less mysterious than the Ten Thousand Soul Banner, its offensive capabilities were superior. It was also a top-tier treasure.

What made it even more appealing was that it could be created relatively easily and didn't require much nourishment in one's soul; once connected, its power would be immense.

However, there was a downside: the material for this sword was extremely precious—Abyssal Cold Iron.

Abyssal Cold Iron was a holy treasure of the ghost cultivators. Even during the ancient times, it rarely appeared and always drew frenzied competition, leading to countless deaths among cultivators.

Even the Fiendish Tyrant coveted it but couldn't find any in Qingye Mountain. Since his banner-type treasures were unsuitable, he had no choice but to create the Purple Cloud Thunderlight Sword.

While this sword was powerful, few knew that the tyrant's choice was out of necessity.

Tian Xiaojian, despite his lofty ambitions, could only laugh at such a miraculous material. However, by chance, while wandering around, he heard about two families in Qingye Mountain possessing a treasure map to an ancient mine. The location was in a long-abandoned mine.

The mine contained some ancient crystal materials like the Mother of Black Iron, Northern Ice Crystals, and Earth Spirit Fire Jade...

These were invaluable for any cultivator, even Core Formation stage ones. But Tian Xiaojian's status didn't matter much to him.

Curiosity piqued, he continued investigating, even secretly interrogating the disciples of both families using Soul Scouring Techniques to read their memories. Initially just a whim, it turned out to be a pleasant surprise: there was Abyssal Cold Iron!

Tian Xiaojian almost couldn't believe his luck; after repeated confirmation, the probability that this material existed in either family's possession was 90%.

Moreover, neither the Liuye nor the Ye families knew about its value. Few did, as ordinary treasures rarely required such materials.

Now, with the map torn into two halves and held by both families, he had a chance to get his hands on it.
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"Master, since Yinhuan Cold Iron is so precious, why don't you seek aid from the Sovereign Demon as he would? Just dispatch a few skilled experts and it would be an easy matter to eliminate the Ye and Liu families," Yuan San asked with some confusion.

"Idiot, how can one act without considering consequences? Although Qingye Mountain is remote, there's no guarantee that there aren't traces of righteous sects here. I accidentally overheard this secret, but if we make a big fuss about it, the Three Great Factions will definitely take notice. Do you think they would willingly let such a treasure fall into our hands?" Tian Xiaojian's face darkened as he spoke with a hoarse voice. If not for considering the reaction of the righteous sects, he wouldn't have hesitated to act sooner and forcefully seize it.

"Indeed, Master, your wisdom is profound; I've spoken too much," Yuan San wiped his forehead sweat and smiled obsequiously.

"Hmph, originally, I wanted to incite a conflict between the Ye and Liu families. Then I could take advantage of their strife, but you failed in your task. However, it doesn't matter. Think of another plan; we must ensure this is done without any loopholes," Tian Xiaojian gritted his teeth and spoke with a sinister expression.

After finishing, Tian Xiaojian continued pacing around, his face switching between worry and joy. Despite the ease with which he spoke, he couldn't come up with a solid solution in a short time.

Yuan San, though rough and straightforward, was not an idiot. He understood that祸 from口出 (trouble comes from one's mouth), so he kept silent and stood still.

After a stick of incense burned down, the two left this place.

A dark shadow emerged from behind a large rock about ten feet away, revealing Lin Xuan.

At this moment, he crossed his arms and supported his chin with one hand, his face full of contemplation.

To be honest, meeting Tian Xiaojian here truly surprised him. The news about Yinhuan Cold Iron brought Lin Xuan great joy. The opponent was a direct disciple of the Sovereign Demon, but he had a copy of the True Scripture of Profound Evil in his possession.

Yinhuan Heart-Shattering Sword!

In terms of offensive power, this treasure's abilities surpassed even the Ten Thousand Soul Banner. Choosing it as a命宝 (life-bound treasure) would be good too.

Of course, this didn't mean Lin Xuan was going to abandon Nine Heavens Profound Technique.

As one of the top two cultivation methods in Daoism, the power of Nine Heavens Profound Technique was no less than that of the True Scripture of Profound Evil. In fact, it might even be more profound and intricate.

Certainly, the ghostly techniques also had their own advantages. Overall, Lin Xuan found it hard to decide between them, so he decided to practice both.

This would slow his progress slightly compared to focusing on one method, but the great abilities gained would compensate for that.

Moreover, the purity of his法力 (qi) far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators.

---

However, although Lin Xuan practiced Yin-Yang Techniques and could convert between different types of qi, he couldn't use the same法宝 (treasures) when practicing different cultivation methods… well, to put it simply, some techniques from Nine Heavens Profound Technique couldn't be used with Yinhuan Heart-Shattering Sword, and vice versa.

So right from the start, Lin Xuan had planned on cultivating two命宝 (life-bound treasures).

One was this Yinhuan Heart-Shattering Sword.

The other was the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring!

This treasure was one of the most powerful among those listed in the Nine Heavens Profound Technique. Not only were its abilities astonishing, but it came in a Yin-Yang pair, combining attack and defense to sweep away cultivators of the same rank.

When using different cultivation methods, he would have corresponding treasures as support.

Two life-bound treasures!

If other cultivators heard about this, they would surely dismiss it as absurd. A person's energy was limited, and the power of a命宝 (life-bound treasure) greatly depended on the nourishment from one’s元神 (spirit essence). Greed is bad; theoretically, cultivating two命宝 wasn't impossible, but without the nourishment from the spirit essence, their power would be mere trash. No cultivator would do such foolishness, even those at the婴期 (infant stage) would only have one命宝.

But Lin Xuan had his reasons for doing this. With his cunning, he wouldn’t act aimlessly or do something that was unwise.

He chose to cultivate both because Mo'er existed. And she practiced the True Scripture of Profound Evil.

Although Mo'er was currently at the late Foundation Establishment stage, with her talent, Lin Xuan had no doubt that condensing a core would be inevitable.

Once that happened, he could entrust Yinhuan Heart-Shattering Sword to Mo'er for nurturing while focusing his mind on the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

This way, he could achieve both goals simultaneously.

Of course, it wasn't as if Yinhuan Heart-Shattering Sword became Mo'er's alone. The correct term was that they would share this命宝 (life-bound treasure).

The key point here was that since Mo'er was a yin soul and had signed a master-servant blood pact with Lin Xuan, their minds were connected without any barriers. Even though Mo'er would nurture the sword, it would be no different from him doing so himself.

Thus, Lin Xuan alone possessed two命宝 (life-bound treasures). When facing an opponent alone, he could use whichever one he wanted; when teaming up with Mo'er, they could work together effectively.

This was why Lin Xuan was so moved upon hearing the news about Yinhuan Cold Iron. It was like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without much effort.

---

Tian Xiaojian was different from ordinary people, making it difficult to take advantage of him, but Lin Xuan was determined to get his hands on Yinhuan Cold Iron.

After carefully considering the pros and cons, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light that vanished in the direction of the horizon.

The Ye Family Fortress was located at the southern part of Qingye Mountain. Surrounding it were several small hills, with the main fortress built in the central valley.

Within a thousand miles, there were over a hundred spirit veins, but their quality was generally poor. The area where the Ye Family Fortress stood had particularly abundant qi.

The cultivation world always valued strength. The Ye and Liu families were the largest forces here, naturally occupying the two largest spirit veins to the south and north.

Although others might be envious, they dared not act rashly.

As a family that had been passed down for thousands of years, although its history couldn't compare with major sects, it was still considered long-standing in the cultivation world. Moreover, since the ancestor Ye Fan settled here, the Ye Family had operated for thousands of years. Although the fortress wasn’t impregnable like copper walls and iron gates, its defenses were formidable.

The main fortress covered several hundred acres, surrounded by numerous pavilions and terraces. All major buildings were constructed from a darkish black stone.

Ironstone!

This material was superior to steel, with walls over ten feet thick in key areas. Combined with some加持 (enhancing) spells, the fort alone could easily block low-rank cultivators'法器 (magic tools).

In addition, the Ye Family had set up阵法 (array formations) around the fortress.
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Thunder and Lightning Array!

Perhaps to some major sects, this array was unremarkable. But for a mere cultivation family, it was already quite luxurious.

Qingye Mountain wasn't home to any significant power. The defenses were more than sufficient to deal with hostile forces.

Inside the main fortress, there were also numerous mechanisms and traps set up.

Cultivators might scoff at such things, considering them trivialities of the secular world. For cultivators, these devices would have little effect.

But one could never be too sure. Eight hundred years ago, a few small families with grudges against Ye Family had joined forces, lured some free agents, and launched an attack on Ye Family Fortress.

After a fierce battle, they managed to break through the defenses by leveraging their numbers and a powerful spirit beast purchased from outside.

Despite the fortress's strength, it was shattered by a group of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. The flood of cultivators surged in, only to be felled by unseen traps.

The reason was simple: while secular world mechanisms might have limited effects on cultivators under normal circumstances, they were still effective if one wasn't prepared.

After all, cultivators hadn't achieved immortality; even after refining their spirit roots with the Yi Jing's Essence Cleansing technique and various exercises, they remained mere mortals. Even an Advanced Core stage expert wouldn't claim invincibility without special cultivation techniques.

For high-stage cultivators, a Qi Shield wasn't much of a burden, but for low-stage cultivators, it was another story. To save on mana, they would usually deactivate their protective barriers before engaging in combat. The result?

These proud cultivators fell victim to the very traps they dismissed as trivialities.

Of course, there were exceptions. Lin轩's eyes scanned the area, his lips slightly parted as he sat down, but his gaze remained alert. His divine sense was also out.

Though born into a side branch, Ye兴's cultivation was already quite impressive among peers. He still had to patrol and guard the fortress every three days.

Many disciples took this lightly, believing that after years of peace, no one would dare attack them on Qingye Mountain. But Ye兴 wasn't so complacent. Without distant foresight, there could be immediate concerns. Vigilance was crucial for a family's survival.

Moreover, the Liu Family, co-ruling with the Ye Family as the twin giants of Qingye Mountain, had added an Advanced Core stage expert to their ranks recently. And rumors suggested they were in conflict over some matter, though Ye兴 couldn't confirm it.

The headmaster had raised the alert level, indicating that this wasn't a baseless rumor.

Just then, the大小姐 returned from outside, visibly angry, with Xiao Liu's body carried behind her. Ye兴 felt his mouth go dry as an ominous feeling grew stronger.

Suddenly, a streak of green light appeared in the sky and zoomed towards them at incredible speed.

Ye兴 was startled and quickly stood up, but before he could react, the green streak had already reached him.

Light flared, and a young man stepped out.

His appearance was unremarkable, ordinary. But Ye兴's eyes widened with shock as he instinctively took a step back and pointed at the youth: "You... you..."

Lin轩 glanced at the surprised man and smiled mildly: "Friend, are we in Ye Family Fortress?"

Ye兴 swallowed hard, recovering from his shock and showing utmost respect: "Yes. Please ask your question."

A Core Formation expert!

Lin轩 didn't hide his cultivation level, leaving Ye兴 in a state of awe. A Golden Dan master seemed unreachable to him, yet this youth was younger than he.

Could it be an old monster who had mastered some anti-aging technique? Ye兴 thought, but his expression remained respectful: "What brings you here?"

"Ah, I'm a friend of the headmaster. Just show this letter to him, and he'll understand," Lin轩 said with a smile, then flipped his palm, revealing an epistle.

This was a token given by Senior True Immortal Tongyu before leaving. On the journey, Lin轩 had secretly checked it, finding nothing amiss—merely introductions about himself.

"Yes, please wait."

Ye兴 accepted the letter. Among the high-ranking cultivators he'd met, even Foundation Establishment stage experts were often arrogant as if their eyes were on top of their heads. But this Core Formation expert was so approachable—it truly lived up to its reputation.

Respectfully retreating several dozen feet, Ye兴 transformed into a white light and flew into Ye Family Fortress.

Lin轩 began to survey the buildings around him.

The fortress was sturdy and imposing. The surrounding area had unusual fluctuations in spirit energy. Lin轩's divine sense revealed that it was indeed an array. Ye Family must be quite formidable!

Under Lin轩's powerful divine sense, various murmurs reached his ears.

"Good heavens, a Core Formation expert!"

"Is this a mistake? Who could be so young?"

"Young brother, you're too inexperienced. Some cultivation techniques can reverse aging. Don't judge by appearance; he might already be hundreds of years old."

"Oh!" The first person nodded in realization.

Lin轩's eyebrows raised slightly as he retracted his divine sense and ignored the idle gossip. These were mostly Ye Family's younger members responsible for external patrols, showing great curiosity but no one daring to approach him. Most people held a mix of respect and fear towards Core Formation experts.

Not long after, a misty path opened up, revealing a graceful young woman named Ye茹.

Tall and beautiful, Lin轩 smirked; they had just parted ways and now met again—Ye Family's headmaster's daughter.

Ye茹 approached Lin轩 with a slight bow: "This is Ye茹. I humbly greet you, sir. The headmaster awaits your arrival in the main hall. Please follow me!"

Ye茹's voice was soft and gentle, nothing like the fiery temper of the little pepper he had heard about. But given his cultivation level, she naturally showed utmost respect.

Power and status were directly proportional in the cultivation world.

"Thank you!" Lin轩 nodded without hesitation as he followed her.

The ancient Ye Family fortress was even more magnificent up close. The entrance towered several meters high, crafted from refined iron with strange runes carved on it—clearly some kind of defensive禁制.

On either side were statues of mythical creatures, resembling tigers but with a single horn and wings on their backs. Lin轩 didn't recognize them but assumed they were Ye Family's guardian spirit beasts.

"Please follow me!" Ye茹 led the way respectfully.

Entering the main hall, it was spacious, seven or eight meters high, with large stone columns on both sides. Lin轩 released his divine sense to discover many interesting mechanisms—those were indeed the legendary Ye Family traps!

Despite their clever design and concealment, they were exposed under Lin轩's powerful divine sense. Ye Family had its own unique strengths.

The techniques didn't need much explanation; as a disciple of True Immortal Tianchen, even if just a nominal one, his teachings must have been quite profound.

Lin轩 was particularly impressed by how the Ye Family could use secular world mechanisms so effectively. While useless for high-stage cultivators like him, they were still intimidating to low-stage ones. In the marketplace, Lin轩 had heard many stories about this, and he now paid attention.

Passing through the hall, a beautiful garden appeared with exotic birds and plants. The flowers weren't ordinary; while not heavenly treasures, they could be used in some lower-grade elixirs.

Beyond the garden was a winding corridor leading to an impressive building.

"Sir, that's where the main hall is. Your father awaits you inside," Ye茹 stopped and gently said.
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"Your grace," Lin Xuan smiled slightly and then walked into the room without hesitation.

As he watched his back, Ye Ru's beautiful face flashed with a strange expression. Her lips moved several times but she did not speak, sighing as she retreated along her original path.

The reception hall was spacious, approximately one hundred square meters, adorned with ancient and elegant decorations. Hanging on the walls were exquisite murals.

Inside, there was an elderly man dressed in black robes. He had a slightly plump build but exuded an imposing presence even without being angry. This should be the head of the Ye family.

Upon seeing Lin Xuan, he immediately greeted him with a warm smile and performed a deep bow, apologetically saying, "Subordinate Ye Qingcheng, meeting you, Young Master. Subordinate was unable to greet at the entrance, so please do not blame me!"

"Friend, it is too polite," Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and clasped his hands in greeting: "I came here on behalf of family matters. What instructions do you have for me?"

His attitude immediately won Ye Qingcheng's favor. Upon receiving the transmission talisman from True Immortal Tongyu, he learned that the young master would be assisting him. Ye Qingcheng was startled; although the Ye family had established their own sect, they still maintained secret ties with Lingyao Mountain, making them an external force of the sect. As the young master, Lin Xuan could be considered his direct superior.

Moreover, there were rumors that this young master was exceptionally young but already a Golden Core cultivator. Such geniuses invariably looked down on others, and it would be difficult to expect him to handle matters well. However, now it seemed... the sect leader indeed had his own plans.

Ye Qingcheng suppressed his joy and respectfully said, "Thank you, Young Master. I will come straight to the point. The matter is that not long ago, I obtained a treasure map..."

"A treasure map?" Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat. Although he had overheard Tiao Xiaojian's conversation, he still expected it. But now, with the matter at hand, his excitement was evident. However, on the surface, he maintained a calm demeanor: "Is this an old cultivator's site?"

"No, it is a deserted mine from ancient times."

"Abandoned mines?"

"It refers to a mine that has been abandoned. Despite its desolation, there are still many precious treasures within," Ye Qingcheng said with intense enthusiasm.

"Oh, then why don't you follow the map to find them?" Lin Xuan blinked and asked knowingly. He did not want Ye Qingcheng to know he had already heard about this information by chance.

"Ah!" Ye Qingcheng sighed: "Young Master, you do not know. At that time, there were also characters from the Li family who discovered the treasure map. Therefore, it was divided into two parts and could only be used together."

"Oh, then what help does my friend need? To steal the other half of the treasure map from the Li family?"

"No," Ye Qingcheng shook his head: "How dare I ask Young Master to risk your precious body for such a perilous mission. The Li family's manor is even more treacherous than our own, and with two Condensation Core experts guarding it, whether we steal or rob in secret, it will be extremely difficult. Moreover, that half of the treasure map might have been enchanted by them, potentially self-destructing if it falls into others' hands."

"Is that so? It seems you did this yourself," Lin Xuan said with a hint of amusement.

"Haha, Young Master guessed correctly. I did this to prepare for any contingencies," Ye Qingcheng admitted awkwardly.

"There's no need for roundabout talk. What exactly do you plan to do and what help do you need? Just say it," Lin Xuan adopted a straightforward expression, as he was determined to obtain the Yimeng Cold Iron.

"Young Master is direct, so I will not be coy," Ye Qingcheng stroked his beard: "After obtaining half of the treasure map with my family, since we cannot take it alone, we agreed to work together. When we find the treasures, each of us will get half."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded but did not respond.

Ye Qingcheng continued: "Since we need preparations for the search, we delayed our actions. However, this delay led to complications."

"Because the Li family gained a Condensation Core expert."

"Yes," Ye Qingcheng sighed: "Originally, both families were evenly matched in strength, but now the balance has been disrupted. While that old man from the Li family did not dare act rashly when he had the treasure map, once they find the treasures and their power exceeds ours, it is hard to say..."

Lin Xuan stroked his chin; this was indeed reasonable. Cultivators always sought profit, and strength spoke louder than anything else. Such killings and thefts had never ceased since ancient times, so Ye Qingcheng's concerns were quite plausible!

"Your worries are valid," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully: "But would the Li family sit idly by while you seek help? This might lead to complications."

"Young Master is indeed incredibly astute. When we obtained the treasure map, there was an agreement not to reveal this information to anyone," Ye Qingcheng explained, adding, "Young Master, forgive me for saying so, but I did this merely as a formality towards the Li family and nothing more."

"Haha, you don't need to explain your intentions. My master once told me that the loyalty of the Ye family towards Lingyao Mountain is beyond doubt," Lin Xuan lied with a straight face. The loyalty of the Ye family was not his concern; he just needed to find a way to obtain the Yimeng Cold Iron.

Ye Qingcheng's expression relaxed, and he continued: "Inviting outsiders would be impossible. Not only might the Li family have other reactions, but they definitely wouldn't share that half of the treasure map with us. However, if I can get help from someone within our own family, then the Li family will have no reason to object."

"When did I become a Ye family member?" Lin Xuan's expression froze; even with his deep-seated cunning, he was unsure what the old fox intended.

"Your grace does not know. Originally, I had a cousin, my aunt's son, who was exceptionally intelligent and could match me in cultivation speed," Ye Qingcheng said with a touch of regret: "Unfortunately, he went on a cloud pilgrimage and disappeared without a trace. Otherwise, how could the Ye family fear the Li family? We would already have two Condensation Core experts!"

"Your meaning is that I should impersonate him?"

"Yes, people from the Li family have seen my cousin. If you appear as his likeness, they will not suspect anything," Ye Qingcheng said: "With Young Master's help, our combined strength will be equal again, and we won't need to worry about any unfounded thoughts."

"Hmm, this is indeed a solution. But how can I impersonate him?" Lin Xuan still frowned; even with the Heavenly Demon Illusion Technique, it was limited in duration, only an hour at most. There was no way he could complete the treasure hunt within such a short time frame.
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The Latest Chapter

"Master Young Lord, there's no need to worry."

Ye Qingcheng smiled as he took out an jade bottle from his chest. He opened the stopper and poured out a green pill.

"What is this?" Lin Xuan's face showed confusion.

"This is called Shape-Shifting Pill," Ye Qingcheng said. "It was developed by our ancestors. After taking it, you can change your appearance at will within twelve hours. Although it cannot deceive high-ranking cultivators, it can easily fool low or middle-ranked ones."

"Really?" Lin Xuan's face showed seriousness as he accepted the pill. While this Shape-Shifting Pill lacked the miraculous effects of the Demonic Illusion Technique, its duration was far superior.

Seeing Ye Qingcheng take out such an item, Lin Xuan was taken aback but understood that his ancestor Ye Fan had been a disciple under True Man Tianchen and excelled in alchemy. This Shape-Shifting Pill would indeed be useful; he could try to obtain the recipe from Ye Qingcheng later.

Lin Xuan smiled mysteriously: "Friend Daoist, may I speak frankly? Your message to my master for help was not just about sharing the treasure with the Li family, right?"

"Young Lord guessed correctly," Ye Qingcheng thought in surprise. The rumors were true; this young lord was extremely shrewd despite his age. However, his cultivation level... well, it wasn't low, but still fell short of what he desired.

Originally, Ye Qingcheng had planned to ask True Man Tongyu to send a secluded elder, preferably one at the Core Formation后期 stage, who could kill both members of the Li family after finding the treasure and then turn on them. Such ancient cultivator's remnants were too valuable to share with others.

Moreover, without the two powerful experts from the Li family, the Ye family would have fewer enemies in Qingye Mountain. This was a win-win strategy.

But looking at Lin Xuan, who was only Core Formation初期, even though he was a rare genius for his age, the plan to eliminate the Li family's experts had to be shelved.

Of course, Ye Qingcheng did not want to openly reveal these thoughts to Lin Xuan. Young people were often arrogant; if the young lord misunderstood him as undervaluing his cultivation level, it would be an unnecessary offense.

Ye Qingcheng hesitated and made up a reason to decline. With Lin Xuan's intelligence, he could easily guess the reason but did not point it out.

The two discussed some details of the treasure hunt and the tricks the Li family might use. Then Ye Qingcheng had someone take Lin Xuan to the guest room.

This was a small courtyard, though not large, it was quiet and elegant with abundant qi. It could be considered a good place in the Ye Family Fort.

According to their agreement, they would begin the treasure hunt three days later.

This was much earlier than the one month limit set by True Man Tongyu for Lin Xuan's arrival. The Li family had suddenly proposed this change; if Lin Xuan didn't arrive on time, Ye Qingcheng would have found many excuses. Now, he agreed without hesitation.

Time was running out. Lin Xuan decided to meditate and strengthen his cultivation. While three days wouldn't bring any breakthrough in his cultivation level, even a slight enhancement of his power could be beneficial.

Originally, Lin Xuan had planned to refine some low-grade spirit talismans. He had collected many materials along the way but time was too tight. Earth-grade and human-grade crafting techniques were entirely different; it would be impossible to research them now.

Reluctantly, he took out a large amount of crystal stones and asked Ye Qingcheng to send someone to the market for some high-grade human-grade spirit talismans.

While these wouldn't be much use against Core Formation cultivators individually, if used in bulk—dozens at once—they could still pose a significant threat. However, this would cost a lot. Only a rich person like Lin Xuan could afford such extravagance.

But Lin Xuan wasn't wasteful; the cost was definitely worth it for the Yumen Cold Iron.

Honestly, Lin Xuan didn't take much notice of the two members from the Li family. What truly worried him was Tian Xiaojian. Therefore, he specifically instructed Ye Qingcheng to buy more talismans that could counter demonic techniques if possible, without sparing on crystal stones.

Three days passed quickly.

The next morning, Lin Xuan and Ye Qingcheng prepared and left the Ye Family Fort for their agreed meeting point with the Li family.

They didn't bring any other disciples. One reason was the secrecy of this treasure hunt; even family members could be spies. Another was that ancient cultivators' abandoned mines were dangerous, so they decided to travel alone.

Their destination was a remote valley about seventy or eighty li away. With their cultivation levels, it took them less than half an hour to reach.

Although there were no venomous snakes or fierce beasts here, the air qi was thin. Dry and cracked land supported some low plants. Such places were rarely visited by cultivators, making this location a good choice for secrecy.

They arrived quickly, stopped their spells, and landed on the ground.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense to survey the surroundings but found nothing.

"Looks like we came too early."

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, Ye Qingcheng smiled: "This is fine. Young Lord, let's rest a bit to rejuvenate ourselves before searching for the treasure."

"Cousin, you should call me by my given name now; calling me Young Lord might raise suspicion among the Li family," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Young Lord... ah, cousin reminds me of that." Ye Qingcheng rubbed his forehead and showed an awkward expression.

Speaking of this cousin from the Ye Family, Lin Xuan was speechless. He had asked for his name and found it to be the same as his own.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but later understood that although he was a member of the Ye family, it was because his mother was Ye Qingcheng's aunt while his father was named Lin.

Having the same name could be useful; suddenly changing names would feel strange. However, apart from their shared names, Lin Xuan and this person had no similarities. He had been traveling for decades, so even Ye Qingcheng didn't know how he looked now.

So after taking the Shape-Shifting Pill, Lin Xuan transformed his appearance based on a portrait of himself before, with some aging added.

At present, Lin Xuan wore a scholar's robe, with three long beards. Although his face showed signs of沧桑, it was still evident that he had once been an outstandingly handsome young man.

The wonders of the Shape-Shifting Pill impressed Lin Xuan; while it could only deceive middle-ranked cultivators, according to Ye Qingcheng, both members of the Li family were at Core Formation初期. He didn't need to worry about them discovering him.
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The two waited for about half an hour. Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes and looked towards the distant sky.

"Brother-in-law, what's wrong?" Ye Qingcheng smiled slightly. He really wasn't used to being called that.

"They're here," Lin Xuan收回 his gaze and said in a calm tone.

"C柳家 people?" Ye Qingcheng was taken aback. He released his spirit sense and carefully searched the direction Lin Xuan had pointed at. After some effort, he finally sensed several figures flying towards them. He couldn't help feeling surprised. This young master truly lived up to his reputation; his spirit sense was far superior to his own.

Originally, he was somewhat worried about Lin Xuan's youth and short time in forming a Golden Core, but now it seemed that his concerns were unfounded. Although he hadn't seen Lin Xuan fight, he didn’t know the extent of his other abilities. However, based on his spirit sense alone, Lin Xuan had clearly surpassed ordinary Condensation Core cultivators.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. But soon his expression changed: "There are three of them. Looks like the柳家 also brought some help."

"What?" Ye Qingcheng was startled. If that were the case, it wouldn’t align with his plans. With more people on their side, he would surely be at a disadvantage. He quickly released his spirit sense but relaxed after a while: "There is indeed one more person, but he’s only at the Foundation Establishment stage; not worth worrying about."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but said nothing. However, he had a bad feeling that things might not be as simple as they seemed.

Soon, those three figures appeared on the horizon, moving swiftly towards them.

One of them was an old man with a withered and sunken appearance. After leaving his遁光, he greeted Ye Qingcheng: "Brother Ye, I didn’t expect you to come first. This is..."

He sized up Lin Xuan as he spoke, recognizing something familiar but unable to recall exactly who it was. However, his cultivation wasn't to be underestimated; he was also at the Condensation Core stage.

"This young man is my brother-in-law, Brother Liu has met before," Ye Qingcheng introduced without revealing much.

"Brother-in-law, could it be Lin Xuan?"

Liu Junhao was taken aback but then remembered. The Ye Family did indeed have such a wild and unrestrained expert, who had been absent for so long that no news of him had come in. Why would he return just now? He was filled with doubts, yet the appearance of this person matched his memory perfectly without any flaws, so he didn't dare say much more.

"I've met Master Liu," Lin Xuan greeted politely. Even if it was merely a formality, it was necessary to make such gestures at times.

But Lin Xuan's attention wasn’t on him; instead, it fell on the unremarkable Foundation Establishment cultivator.

It was Tiao Xiaojian!

Seeing this person, Lin Xuan was truly surprised. He had no idea what trick this brat used to convince the Liu Family to bring him along.

At that moment, his body was emitting a fluctuation of qi around the mid-Foundation Establishment stage. But Lin Xuan knew well; Tiao Xiaojian had already formed a Golden Core.

"Who is this young man?" Ye Qingcheng didn’t know about the intrigue and paid no attention to Tiao Xiaojian. However, he still asked out of politeness since the Liu Family brought such a junior cultivator for some reason.

"Tiao Xiaojian, you haven't met our two seniors yet," Liu Junhao scolded him before smiling again: "Xiaojian is my nephew, following his father's surname. He’s similar to Lin Daoist in that regard and considered part of the Liu Family’s lineage. Brother Ye, do you have any objections to me bringing him along?"

Ye Qingcheng grunted but didn’t bother verifying the truth of these words. A junior Foundation Establishment cultivator couldn't pose a threat; if they did turn hostile, he might become a burden to the Liu Family. He turned and pointed at the large man: "This is Master Liu Yan, known as the Strongman. His cultivation method is unique, making him an anomaly among my Condensation Core cultivators."

"Master Liu Yan," Lin Xuan greeted amiably.

The large man grunted indifferently. Lin Xuan didn’t mind; in fact, he was secretly pleased. This Liu Yan’s emotions were clearly visible on his face—obviously a simple-minded brute who could be easily dismissed.

At this point, Tiao Xiaojian approached: "I’ve met our two seniors."

"Never mind," Lin Xuan raised his head slightly, adopting an air of superiority. This display indeed dispelled Tiao Xiaojian’s doubts; although their names were the same, this person was clearly far less powerful than the young master of Spirit Herb Mountain.

They chatted superficially for a few more moments before Ye Qingcheng spoke up: "Brother Liu, it's late. Let’s find the treasure as soon as possible."

"Agreed," Liu Junhao nodded. Then both family leaders took out jade cylinder scrolls from their storage pouches and blew on them.

Ye Qingcheng blew into his scroll, then gently tapped at it, sending a green light that illuminated several feet of space in front of him.

It was an image with mountains and rivers, but it was incomplete and didn’t reveal the location of the ancient mine.

Another green light flew over, as Liu Junhao similarly activated his scroll. The two lights combined to finally form a complete map.

Everyone’s spirit sense focused on this image.

After a moment, Liu Junhao put away his scroll and took off into the sky first.

The others followed suit, transforming into various colored beams of light.

They flew for nearly half a day before finally landing in a mountain range.

"Is it here?" Liu Yan looked at the small hill in front of him with a puzzled expression.

"It should be," Liu Junhao’s face was also uncertain. According to the map, the treasure mine resembled a crescent moon, but there were no such hills within a thousand miles. However, nearby scenery seemed similar.

"Perhaps it's沧海桑田 that changed the shape of the hill," Tiao Xiaojian spoke up.

"Hmm," everyone nodded in agreement; this analysis had some merit.

"Let’s search then. We’ll know soon enough." Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and suggested calmly.

"Master Lin is right," Liu Junhao stroked his beard. It was clear that each of them harbored hidden intentions, but before finding the treasure, they still needed to cooperate. After all, this ancient mine was dangerous, and relying on one person alone wouldn’t suffice.

Of course, whether they would share the treasure equally or plot something else remained a mystery only known to their hearts.

Then the five of them dispersed, releasing their spirit senses to search nearby.

Lin Xuan glanced at Tiao Xiaojian; this brat was looking downcast and showed no obvious flaws from his appearance.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly, showing a hint of mockery. Then he too searched silently in the area.
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"Hey?"

A sudden shout caught Lin Xuan's attention. He paused for a moment, then immediately flew over.

This was behind the small mountain they had just passed. Ye Qingcheng stood on an open space in front of it, looking bewildered and suspicious.

"Brother Ye, what's wrong?"

The two from the柳家 (Liu Family) and Tian Xiaojian also came over. Seeing this scene, Liu Junhao was alarmed and quickly asked, "What do you see..."

Ye Qingcheng ignored his previous disagreement with them and pointed forward with a strange look on his face.

Everyone followed where he was pointing. On the hard mountain wall, there was a large hole about ten feet in diameter. Nearby were scattered pieces of stone, and around those stones lay many broken array disks and flags.

The five of them exchanged glances. Liu Junhao hesitated for a moment before stepping forward to pick up a red array flag. "There's still residual qi on this. It was just destroyed not long ago."

"Could it be that someone else has the treasure map and got here first?" Ye Qingcheng frowned, speaking with a sinister tone.

This situation wasn't impossible; after all, in ancient times, this spirit mine could have been shared by several factions, which might have left multiple copies of the treasure map. Thinking about this, everyone's faces turned grim.

"What should we do?" Liu Yan looked at his family head beside him. Although he was not weak, he always let his elder brother make decisions in tough situations.

"We didn't expect others to come looking for treasures too. But if we're here, there's no reason to hand over the treasure," Ye Qingcheng said with a hint of ferocity in his eyes.

"Brother Ye is right. Treasure belongs to those who can claim it. No matter who they are, Liu will challenge these experts. Perhaps they're just young Foundation Establishment stage disciples. If we turn back now, won't that be embarrassing?" Liu Junhao agreed.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian didn't respond. They knew Liu Junhao was just comforting himself, but with their fearless nature, neither of them had any intention to retreat. Even at the Foundation Establishment stage, they dared to cause chaos in Mount Tianmu. // Not having enough materials for forging a magical weapon was normal.

Though Lin Xuan was from Ye's family, he had been wandering around and wasn't much different from ordinary cultivators. So not having a magical weapon made sense.

For Lin Xuan, there were his own reasons.

He was cautious by nature and liked to keep some backup in everything. Of course, this wouldn't fool Ye Qingcheng who knew him well, but as long as he could make the Liu family and Tian Xiaojian slightly underestimate him, that would be enough.

Speaking of Tian Xiaojian, the boy was even more daring. He didn't even summon a spirit weapon; instead, he used a defensive talisman to form a shield before walking forward.

Whether it was due to his high skill or just being a bit foolish, Lin Xuan sneered and released his divine sense. At his current cultivation level, his divine sense could easily cover several miles. But after leaving his body by about ten feet, the sensation became unclear, causing Lin Xuan's expression to change abruptly.

"Hey," Liu Junhao exclaimed, "There's something strange here; my divine sense can't reach far."

"Yes, but this proves we're in the right place. Everyone be careful," Ye Qingcheng also noticed the difference from outside.

"Brother Ye is correct," Liu Junhao nodded, his tone no longer showing any hostility. Regardless of how their families got along elsewhere, they had to cooperate now. These cunning old foxes were too smart not to understand the principle that if one's lips are gone, even teeth will be in danger.

The cave sloped downward slightly. In other words, they were gradually heading underground. After about a hundred feet, the front suddenly opened up, revealing some light.

"Hey, what is this..." Ye Qingcheng exclaimed again, his tone filled with excitement. The others unconsciously sped up as well.

In front of them was a large hall—or more accurately, an enormous pit that reached several dozen feet deep and had a square area of over ten feet on each side. Particularly eye-catching were the countless crystals scattered at the bottom, east and west. While they couldn't estimate the exact number, there were definitely tens of thousands.

Everyone except Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian's faces lit up with extreme joy. Although the precious materials marked on the treasure map hadn't been found yet, these crystals alone made this trip worthwhile.

Ye Qingcheng transformed into a red light and jumped down immediately, followed by the two from the Liu family.

Lin Xuan moved more slowly, showing disappointment in his eyes. Of course, with so many crystals before him, it was impossible to remain unmoved. But his goal for this trip was幽冥寒铁 (Yooming Han Tie), and he guessed Tian Xiaojian's state of mind was similar to his.

After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan also flew down. The search for treasures would continue, hoping there was only one exit in the cave, so those precious materials wouldn't be stolen by someone who got here first.

Just as Lin Xuan reached mid-air, another shout entered his ears, but unlike the previous excitement, this contained fear. Lin Xuan frowned inwardly; Ye Senior Cultivator is a family head after all—how could he react like that in such situations? Although he thought so, Lin Xuan quickly moved closer to him and secretly wondered if they had encountered an enemy.

"Brother Ye, what's wrong?" Liu Junhao came over as well, still holding several crystals. The head of a prominent family was now greedily looking at his chest.

"Brother Liu, look," Ye Qingcheng swallowed.

Lin Xuan felt curious; it must be something extraordinary to make a Condensation Stage cultivator react so strangely.

Following his gaze, Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised slightly.

A huge snake about ten feet long lay before them. Its body was thicker than a yellow barrel, and it was currently staring at them with its forked tongue outstretched on top of the crystals.

If it were just an insect or snake, they would all be cultivators here; even if the creature's body was ten times larger, they wouldn't pay much attention.

But this snake had a faint aura that made one shudder.

**Third-grade middle-grade monster!**

In terms of strength, it could match a Condensation中期 (Condensation Middle) cultivator.

"Brother Ye, is this... an ancient mine's spirit beast?" Liu Junhao exclaimed with wide eyes.

"No. This ancient spirit mine has at least nearly a million years of history, while the snake before us has only lived for seven or eight thousand years," Ye Qingcheng shook his head. Apart from alchemy techniques, he had read many books on various spirit beasts as well.

"Are you saying this snake is an outsider? But there were ancient restrictions at the entrance earlier," Liu Junhao was half-believing and half-doubting; it wouldn't be possible for the current snake to have broken those ancient arrays.

"Hey, elder brother, look what that is?" Before Ye Qingcheng could answer, the tall and robust Liu Yan suddenly spoke up.

Under the giant snake's body lay a corpse. Everyone had overlooked it earlier.

The man was old, wearing Daoist robes. Although he was dead, his eyes were wide open with an expression of terror on his face.

"This is Heavenly Bright Daoist. I heard that although he only reached Foundation Establishment Middle stage, he was very skilled in array techniques. Could it be he broke the ancient restrictions? But how did he end up as prey for this monster," Ye Qingcheng said in confusion.

Before he could finish speaking, the giant snake suddenly moved. Everyone was alarmed and quickly summoned their magical weapons to protect themselves, but no one attacked first.

The snake raised its head, about the size of a small house, and looked at several cultivators. Suddenly, a layer of black light enveloped its body, and in that light, the snake rapidly shrank before gradually transforming into a human figure.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian were all stunned. How could this be...

**Spirit beast turning into a person!**

This required a fourth-grade spirit beast or higher, those with transformation abilities!

And fourth-grade spirit beasts, in terms of strength, already matched the level of an Incubation Stage expert. Could it be that this giant snake was hiding its true power and was actually a fourth-grade monster?
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In the shocked and even terrified gazes of the five people, the black light around the giant snake gradually faded away to reveal a man in dark clothing with an ominous appearance.

The heavy aura of beastly energy emanating from his body was undoubtedly that of the monster they had just encountered.

However, Lin Xuan had already calmed down. Using his divine sense to scan, he felt more reassured: "Everyone, there's no need to panic. This guy is merely a third-stage beast."

"Third-stage beast? But why can it transform into human form?" Liu Yan, known for his bravery, was somewhat intimidated by the monster before him.

"Your cousin speaks correctly," said Ye Qingcheng, whose trembling hand had stopped and his face regained composure. "According to what I know, although beasts of the fourth stage are typically required to transform into humans, there are some special cases among beastly races that can achieve this transformation after reaching the third stage."

Lin Xuan cast a glance at him, somewhat surprised. He didn't expect such extensive knowledge from a mere family head.

"However, everyone shouldn't be too complacent. Such beasts usually surpass their peers by a few levels," Lin Xuan warned sternly.

The group was taken aback as they stared intently at the beast cultivator before them.

"Hmph, I never expected you, a human, to know so much about our beastly race's affairs," said the transformed monster with a sinister gaze. "Why should we have any friendship? Indeed, this ancientprohibition was broken by me."

"Your surname is Mo?" Liu Yan blushed at Ye Qingcheng's teasing but quickly regained his composure and continued addressing him as 'friend.'

Lin Xuan didn't take their words seriously. Could this thick-skinned fellow really hope to be friends with the snake beast?

Mo Mǎng grinned, showing his forked tongue. After a moment’s thought, he replied coldly: "I am Mo Mǎng."

"Did you kill Tianming Daoist?" Ye Qingcheng suddenly interjected.

"Ah, so you know this old hermit? Indeed, it was his fangs that did him in. I accidentally found a treasure map and the ancientprohibition at the entrance was too powerful for me to break alone," Mo Mǎng said with a mocking smile.

"After breaking theprohibition, you killed him?" Ye Qingcheng's face darkened.

"Of course. Would I leave him alive to share the treasures? After all, it’s only natural that humans who kill beastly races will be repaid by them," Mo Mǎng snarled openly. His straightforwardness left everyone speechless.

Lin Xuan sighed and reached for his storage belt. The others exchanged glances; the atmosphere in the cave grew tense.

Apart from Liu Yan, each of the present was a cunning individual. The current situation clearly couldn't end well.

Mo Mǎng's eyes flashed with malice as he opened his mouth to emit a black light that twisted into several snake-shaped swords, which whizzed towards them.

Liu Junhao’s face darkened; from the start, he had no intention of befriending the snake beast. He only pretended to be friendly to lower its guard and then strike unexpectedly.

But Ye Qingcheng's words made Mo Mǎng wary, ruining his plans. He glared at the head of the Ye family. As a snake-shaped short sword approached, he could do nothing but point his ghost-head saber overhead, which transformed into a black ray, engaging the snake sword in combat.

Ye Qingcheng and Liu Yan were in similar situations, both deploying their treasures to block the beast's attacks.

The beast cultivator was quite different from human cultivators. Beastly races lived much longer but had more difficult paths of cultivation.

For instance, Mo Mǎng, a third-stage middle-grade beast, equated to a condensation core stage human cultivator, yet he had lived for seven or eight thousand years. Even an old monster in the yuanqi stage could only live for about a thousand years at most.

After countless years of refinement, the beast's body was truly forged through countless trials. Thus, even as a transformed beast, they rarely cultivated treasures; their own beastly bodies were the best weapons.

The snake-shaped short sword was entirely formed from beast energy and not any treasure.

Seeing one of them fly towards him, Lin Xuan used his divine sense to summon the Jade Snow Ring, which met it head-on.

Pang! The moment the two contacted, the light on the Jade Snow Ring dimmed. Lin Xuan inwardly cursed; he hadn't expected this beast energy-formed short sword to be so powerful—only treasures could withstand such direct confrontation.

Lin Xuan hurriedly cast several hand seals, maneuvering the Jade Snow Ring and the short sword in a dance. Although they were at a disadvantage, they didn’t fall easily. Lin Xuan had many more tricks up his sleeve but he wasn't planning to show them off. His gaze shifted towards Tian Xiaojian.

The boy, disguised as a foundation establishment stage cultivator, was naturally reluctant to engage and hid behind Liu Yan in fear.

Liu Yan roared loudly, brandishing a massive battle axe several meters long, weaving silver light around him with great skill. Fending off two short swords alone, he looked smug.

"Second Brother, be careful."

A low warning voice reached his ears. Liu Yan was startled and showed signs of confusion. Before he could react, the air in front of him twisted as Mo Mǎng moved to this spot. He extended his right hand, fingers wrapped in a layer of blue light, which plunged into Liu Yan's body.

Liu Yan’s face still bore disbelief; despite being at the condensation core stage and possessing several powerful techniques, he had inexplicably met with such an untimely end.

"Second Brother!"

Liu Junhao's voice was filled with sorrow and a hint of fear. With his second brother dead, Liu Family’s strength would plummet significantly. His anger was palpable, yet in the face of this mysterious snake beast, he hesitated to move forward.
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The others were naturally equally startled, with various colored lights flashing as they opened their protective barriers.

Lin Xuan performed the same action. A layer of green light enveloped his body. While it appeared to be a Qi Shield, its power was incomparable.

Of course, in addition to the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, Lin Xuan also cast several techniques that enhanced speed and agility on himself. Although he had full confidence in his own strength, the monster before them seemed to possess formidable abilities that could not be underestimated.

Although the previous attack had been somewhat opportunistic, it did manage to instantly kill a Core Formation cultivator.

Ye Qingcheng and Liu Junhao exchanged glances, each taking two steps back and standing side by side. In the face of such a powerful enemy, any personal grudges were temporarily set aside.

Liu Junhao made his move, brushing his sleeves and sending out seven or eight fireballs. However, these fireballs did not target the demon cultivator; instead, they merged together and transformed into an enormous bird with two heads and three claws, as it was shaped by obscure incantations.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of surprise, but he could tell that its power was considerable.

"Go!"

Liu Junhao pointed his finger. The strange bird spread its wings and let out a loud cry, charging towards the demon cultivator.

Meanwhile, Ye Qingcheng's expression turned extremely serious as he took a deep breath. He exhaled a stream of essence qi in front of him, causing the flying fork to instantly grow larger and more terrifying. After a moment, it had transformed into a monstrous object over ten feet long, hurtling forward.

"Trivial tricks!"

Mou Mang's eyes turned into an eerie red as his hands clapped together. He used some unknown technique, his clothes suddenly exploding. Numerous black scales like ink sprouted from his body, emitting a fierce glow that transformed him into a streak of light, fearlessly confronting the flying fork and strange bird.

Lin Xuan sighed, naturally not wanting to stand idle. He too pulled out the Jade Snow Ring and engaged in a fight nearby.

Liu Junhao's eyes showed a hint of disappointment. As enemies from opposing families, he naturally hoped Lin Xuan would be weaker. But now that they faced this demon cultivator as a common enemy, it was annoying to see him unable to contribute.

Ye Qingcheng felt somewhat surprised. While others might not know, he knew Lin Xuan's identity—how could the head of Spirit Medicine Mountain have no treasures at all?

By this point, he shouldn't be hiding his abilities!

Despite his confusion, he did not dare to speak out loud.

In the sky, various colored lights interwove as the three Core Formation cultivators attacked. Despite showing no fear, Mou Mang's ferocity was suppressed. He tried to use his extremely fast speed to attack again, but Lin Xuan and others had learned from Li Yan's fall and did not fall for it this time.

As they fought, Mou Mang let out a strange cry, opening his mouth to shoot a greenish-black water arrow.

"Be careful! It's poisonous!"

Liu Junhao warned as he retreated. Lin Xuan also moved back, but the green liquid seemed to have life and turned mid-air before chasing after him again.

A fierce look appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes. This demon cultivator was trying to break them one by one, assuming that among the three of them, he was the weakest, hoping to kill him first to disrupt their balance and create an opportunity for victory.

Unfortunately, his target was wrong. Lin Xuan waved his hand, retracting the Jade Snow Ring. Then, with both hands forming sword seals, he pointed at the air.

A ball of Qi shot up from his body, transforming into a shield that blocked in front of him.

"Hmm!" Mou Mang seemed slightly surprised as he let out an odd growl. The water arrow transformed into a one-foot-long snake with horns, twisting around and continuing to attack Lin Xuan.

"Quickly!"

With Lin Xuan's incantation, the shield turned into a yellow giant hand that grabbed at the small snake.

Liu Junhao was amazed, not expecting such refined Daoist techniques from someone without a treasure.

The snake was tightly grasped by the strange hand, but it opened its mouth and shot out a beam of light.

It struck Lin Xuan's protective barrier with a loud bang. Mou Mang was delighted, as ordinary barriers would be easily broken by his secret technique. However, to his surprise, the greenish-blue shield slightly trembled before repelling the beam.

Lin Xuan sneered. Since entering the Core Formation stage, the Nine Heavens Profound Technique had shown its miraculous effects. Even a treasure's strike could be blocked by this Nine Heavens Qi Shield, let alone such a mere beam of light.

After the beam was deflected, it struck the nearby stone wall with reduced power, causing rocks to fall in a rumbling sound.

However, everyone ignored this and returned to their standoff.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag, intending to retrieve the Jade Snow Ring again. But just then, a thunderous noise filled the air.

The ground began to shake violently.

"What's happening? An earthquake?"

Everyone, including the demon cultivator, looked puzzled as Lin Xuan frowned, sensing an ominous premonition growing stronger.

Purple fog shot out from nearby walls while some rocks around them started glowing.

"Bad news!"

Liu Junhao reacted quickly, changing into a streak of light to escape. But after flying several dozen feet high, he found himself blocked by a massive protective barrier that sealed off the exit.

Liu Junhao waved his hand, sending out several thick beams of light, but they were like ants trying to shake a tree. He sighed and tapped his storage bag, summoning his treasures.

The ghost head saber turned into a meteor and struck the barrier, causing it to tremble slightly.

"Friend Liu, there's no need for you to test this. The barrier is incredibly sturdy; even if we work together, it will take some time to break through. Save your power for the impending danger," Lin Xuan sighed and said calmly before turning to the demon cultivator: "How about a temporary truce?"

"Fine." Mou Mang glanced at the strange fog around him and nodded.

"Cousin, what's going on?" Ye Qingcheng flew over with a worried expression.

"There's nothing much. We might have accidentally triggered an ancient prohibition," Lin Xuan said as he released his divine sense to observe the surrounding fog.

However, his divine sense could not penetrate far, being reflected back by the fog. Lin Xuan did not look surprised; he had expected such difficulties from the start of their journey. After all, something like Yumen Cold Iron was almost a heavenly contrivance and would not be easily obtained.

First, there were demon cultivators, now an ancient prohibition trapped them. It seemed that the saying "good things come with many trials" truly applied. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a self-deprecating smile.

PS: Dazed, just got a call about something urgent. Sorry for today's delay; I'll try harder tomorrow.
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The purple mist churned more violently, and within it, the rumble of thunderous sounds could be faintly heard. Lin Xuan focused his spirit energy on his eyes to enhance his vision, as his divine sense couldn't reach far. He decided to try out the power of the Spirit Eye Technique.

With the added mana, his vision improved significantly. Although he still couldn’t penetrate the purple mist, he could clearly see objects within a dozen feet around him.

After a moment, Lin Xuan's face showed signs of contemplation. Just then, a loud crackle of lightning echoed in his ears.

"Bad luck! Quick, take cover!"

A dazzling purple light flashed as a thick bolt of lightning condensed from the purple mist and struck down with force.

The first to be caught in this critical moment was Tian Xiaojian!

In this life-or-death situation, this disciple of the Extreme Demon Sovereign no longer hid his strength. A flicker of black light enveloped him, radiating terrifying煞气 (shà qì) in all directions.

With a slight tremor on his shoulder, a white light shot out from his sleeve and transformed into a shield made from human bones.

Amidst the surrounding ghostly mists, there was an inexplicable sense of unease.

Boom!

The lightning struck the bone shield, which shook violently but managed to hold firm.

Ye Qingcheng was both shocked and angry as he glared at Lord Liu's family head. This young man named Tian had such a mysterious cultivation method; it was clear that he was a cultivator of evil magic. How could Old Fox Liu Jinhao deceive me, claiming him as his nephew? When did the Liu family ally with evil cultivators?

But now wasn't the time for questioning.

The attack had just begun. With the mist swirling, countless bolts of lightning struck one after another.

"Young Master, what should we do?"

Ye Qingcheng approached Lin Xuan. The situation was urgent, and he forgot about hiding Lin Xuan's identity. Fortunately, the others were too busy dodging the lightning to notice this detail.

Lin Xuan didn't respond; the answer was clear: to escape, they needed to break this ancient禁制 (jìn zhì).

While simple in theory, it was extremely difficult to do. Among the myriad of cultivation arts, array techniques were particularly profound and vast. This one before them was an ancient secret technique, and Lin Xuan had no idea how to proceed.

Not just him, Tian Xiaojian, as a disciple of the Extreme Demon Sovereign, had seen much in his travels, but looking at the swirling purple mist, he was also dumbfounded.

Momoang spat out a blood light from his mouth, which merged into the mist.

Pfft! A large hole appeared in the purple mist.

Momoang's face lit up with joy. But before he could act further, nearby mists rapidly spread to fill the gap. Three bolts of purple lightning struck him like snakes.

A layer of black protective barrier enveloped Momoang as his eyes flashed with fierce light. However, under the astonishing power of the purple lightning, it quickly vanished in a puff of smoke.

"Ahh!"

A painful cry echoed. Fortunately, Momoang was from the demon race and had an incredibly resilient body. Despite being hit hard enough to emit black smoke all over, he still had half his life left.

The human cultivators present were shocked and no longer dared to recklessly attack. Since their exit was blocked by a sturdy protective barrier, they could only use their遁光 (dùn guāng) to dodge the lightning attacks in this spacious pit.

But now, the situation demanded significant消耗 of both mana and spirit. If they couldn't break the array, it would be just a matter of time before they perished.

It seemed that hiding their weakness was no longer an option.

Lin Xuan glanced at the four people around him. Although Liu Jinhao and Ye Qingcheng were cunning, they were merely family heads with limited cultivation techniques and treasures. With the snake demon's warning in mind, they were already struggling to avoid the purple lightning, let alone break the array.

Momoang, after a lesson, was clearly fearful of this ancient array. Despite his mysterious demonic abilities, he could only defend himself.

Tian Xiaojian stood out; as a direct disciple of the top demon cultivator, he possessed numerous treasures that dazzled the eye. Unfortunately, he too knew nothing about arrays and could only unleash all his techniques in a desperate attack.

The force of his strikes was enough to destroy a condensation core cultivator, but against this array, it seemed useless.

A gloomy expression crossed Lin Xuan's face. He decided to act on his own. After a moment’s thought, he interlocked his index and thumb fingers, rapidly changing hand seals.

The spirit energy in his body surged like boiling water.

Lin Xuan raised his head and released his divine sense.

Upon encountering the purple mist, it was blocked by something strange, but with a surge of spirit energy, he broke through this barrier.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped. He was using a secret technique from the Nine Heaven Profound Art.

This method could double his divine sense for a short time, though it would leave him exhausted afterward. But now, he couldn't afford to wait.

He had no idea about this ancient array, but at least understanding its nature was necessary before attempting to break it with brute force.

Several bolts of purple lightning struck, all blocked by the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.

After a moment, Lin Xuan retracted his divine sense and raised his hand. Sizzling sounds echoed as several sword energy beams shot out, creating large holes in the purple mist.

Unlike the others' chaotic attacks, these holes caused the surrounding mist to churn even more, not closing them but retreating slightly.

Lin Xuan's face brightened; it seemed he had guessed correctly. Using his secret technique to enhance his divine sense, Lin Xuan broke through the barrier and saw seven dark objects hidden behind the purple mist. He didn't know what they were but suddenly thought: if he could break these...

Though uncertain, Lin Xuan decided to give it a try. The sword energy beams struck, and the purple mist indeed retreated significantly.

Lin Xuan rapidly fired more sword energy techniques, breaking through the barrier further.

The purple mist receded like a tide, with the intensity of the lightning halved. Lin Xuan continued his efforts for about an incense stick's time until the once full pit was reduced to just a few dozen feet in diameter.

The others stopped too. The two family heads didn't need to say anything, but even Momoang looked at Lin Xuan with surprise. This young man had shown no great strength earlier, yet he easily broke this ancient array. Could he be an array master?

Tian Xiaojian remained silent, his cold gaze sweeping over Lin Xuan twice.

But they couldn't do much; the powerful ancient array was finally broken. As the remaining purple mist was about to be eliminated by Lin Xuan's techniques, something unexpected happened...
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With a loud crack, the remaining purple mist surged again, expanding significantly. Originally only the size of a washbasin, it now grew to several zhang in diameter and began spinning rapidly.

Lin Xuan's brow furrowed with worry, but he remained calm. His magical energy circulated within him, and the sword qi emitted from his fingers intensified by threefold.

Zhi! Puh!

This time, however, the sword qi seemed to vanish into thin air as the purple mist spun faster. In just a few minutes, a massive vortex appeared before them.

"What is this?"

Just as Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, a dense fog shot out from the vortex and enveloped him with incredible speed. At the same time, an immense force pulled him towards the center of the vortex.

Despite his formidable strength, which had already reached the high stage of Condensation Core, Lin Xuan could only hold on for a few seconds before being sucked in.

"Master!"

Ye Qingcheng was shocked but could do nothing to help. Liu Junhao's eyes gleamed with delight while Tian Xiaojian remained expressionless, his thoughts hidden.

However, they all shared the same thought: the ancient禁制's power left them deeply shaken. Lin Xuan was gone; what should they do now?

Just as the three of them were scheming, Mo Mang, the妖修, suddenly made an unexpected move. His body flashed with black light and turned into a streak of light that plunged into the vortex.

Ye and Liu, the two cunning old foxes, froze in shock. Tian Xiaojian's eyes lit up as he watched the vortex shrink. A faint struggle was visible in his eyes—could it be…

As the young master of the Extreme Evil Cave, he was a man who could let go as easily as pick up. After a moment’s hesitation, he too transformed into black light and flew towards the vortex.

Too late!

The vortex had shrunk to the size of a large bowl. Tian Xiaojian's expression turned sinister as he shook his shoulder, releasing countless ghostly mists that formed two giant ghost claws, grabbing the edges of the vortex and pulling them apart with force.

Sizzle! The vortex expanded to the size of a washbasin. Overjoyed, Tian Xiaojian plunged into it without hesitation!

After several seconds, the vortex vanished, and the large pit returned to its calm state. The protective shield above their heads retracted with a snap.

Ye Qingcheng's face was a mix of emotions. With only him and Liu Junhao left, they exchanged glances. Although their reactions were not as swift as Tian Xiaojian’s, they could guess something about the strange vortex. They both looked disappointed.

But their eyes then landed on the piles of crystal stones scattered on the ground, and greed reappeared in their eyes.

"Brother Liu, it seems we will return empty-handed this time."

"No, Brother Ye, your cousin has entered the vortex, and his skills are quite impressive!" Liu Junhao snorted, emphasizing "cousin." His tone was clearly mocking. "Haha, same to you, although your nephew arrived a bit late, he did follow suit."

By now, both old foxes knew that Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian were hired helpers for each other.

They continued their verbal sparring, neither willing to back down.

Liu Junhao coughed lightly: "Enough, Brother Ye. Words won't help us here. Although this treasure hunt has failed, there are still many crystal stones left. How about we split them evenly?"

"Fine, as you wish." Ye Qingcheng considered for a moment and smiled in agreement. With their roughly equal strength, neither could hope to monopolize the treasure.

The two cunning old foxes shook hands in agreement. Just as Liu Junhao was about to speak, he suddenly stuttered and showed signs of fear.

"Brother Liu, what's wrong?"

Ye Qingcheng was taken aback, turning around with a start. He slapped his storage bracelet and shot backward like an arrow from a drawn bow.

Bang! The large stone in front of him shattered into dust under the ghost head saber’s strike, while the fiery fork rushed towards their opponent as well.

"Scoundrel!"

"Baseless!"

The two cunning old foxes cursed loudly. Now that they had broken all pretenses, they unleashed their full power and charged at each other with their法宝.

From the beginning, neither of them intended to shake hands in agreement. First, greed drove them; killing the other would allow them to take the treasure for themselves. Second, the two families were long-standing rivals, fighting over霸权in the Qing Ye Mountain region for centuries.

The opponent was not only an enemy but also a pillar of their family. If they could kill him here, it would be highly beneficial…

Although this was just two reasons, it was enough to make both Ye Qingcheng and Liu Junhao’s eyes bloodshot as they engaged in a life-or-death struggle.

As for Lin Xuan, he had been sucked into the vortex and felt a slight shock. However, he remained calm, his magical energy circulating as he prepared to summon the Nine Heaven Xuan珠 at any moment.

But nothing happened. He only felt a sudden lightness before everything went white and dizzy.

This feeling…

Lin Xuan’s mind raced, guessing what was happening.

Soon, all discomfort vanished. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and began searching around.

Sure enough, as expected, the purple vortex wasn’t an ancient禁制 but resembled a portal of some kind.

He found himself in a large rock cave. The initial pit had been enormous, but this cave was even larger.

Lin Xuan first checked for any dangers.

The information returned by his divine sense made him look puzzled.

At first glance, everything seemed fine, but there were many stone statues inside the cave.

This wasn’t unusual, and Lin Xuan wouldn’t be alarmed. However, these statues…

He stepped forward to examine a statue.

About two meters tall, it initially appeared to be a powerful man, but he had an extra eye on his forehead and a half-foot-long horn on top of his head.

A妖族!

And at least a Fourth Stage Transformed creature.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted.

Another statue in the left front corner depicted a beautiful female cultivator. Notably, she also had wings behind her.

Apart from them, there were many more statues of transformed creatures, but if that was all, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have been so surprised.

What truly baffled him were the human cultivator statues inside. Although they were just statues, their imposing presence suggested these might be元婴期 veterans.

There were seventeen such statues in total. Standing still, Lin Xuan fell into silence.

Was this really just an abandoned mine?

Why would there be both human and妖族 statues together? What secrets lay hidden here…
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第二百九十七章 千年铜精

Lin Xuan pondered for a while but came up with no solution. Just as he was about to put the matter aside, a calm voice spoke up: "Do you find it surprising that human statues and our beastfolk statues are together?"

"You did indeed follow me," Lin Xuan turned around and glanced at the Beastfolk cultivator before him with a faint expression.

"Did you already notice Mo's presence?" The snake demon was visibly taken aback.

"Of course not, I wouldn't be able to escape my opponent's divine awareness. However, I didn't expect you to take such risks by entering the vortex on your own," Lin Xuan did not answer his question but instead asked another one.

"You are indeed no ordinary Condensation Core cultivator. Correct, Mo knows about this secret here. What do you say we cooperate?"

"Cooperate?" Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. "What does that mean?"

"In simple terms, the treasures in this place can only be obtained by either of us with great difficulty. But if we join forces, our chances are much better," Mo's eyes flashed with cunning as he spoke enticingly.

"Oh, just an old mine from ancient times. The entrance and the huge pit we just passed through have already broken two restrictions. Could there still be dangers inside?" Lin Xuan asked doubtfully.

"Speak your mind directly, no need to beat around the bush. Although you are young, as a Condensation Core cultivator, your experience must be vast. Do you really think this is an ordinary ancient mine?"

"Haha, it's Lin Xuan who's being overly polite. Please tell me about these statues in front of us first. If there truly is a need to cooperate, I will naturally work together with you."

Although Lin Xuan did not directly agree, Mo was already overjoyed and excitedly said: "This place is indeed an ancient mine from the distant past, but it's no ordinary Spiritmine. It's rumored to be aImmortal Mine."

"Immortal Mine?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. He had read many books, so he had heard numerous legends about this type of mine.

Adding the word "Immortal" (immortal) before the name indicated that this mine was extraordinary.

The types of materials produced here were diverse and each one was extraordinary. Besides needing several Transcendent-grade materials, other items also required rare treasures.

Legend had it that in ancient times, only a few such mines existed. Now, they were even more scarce. The last time the Three Great Sects discovered a mine that could be called aImmortal Mine was about a thousand years ago and no others had appeared since then.

It was said that this discovery almost caused a rift among the three sects who had been allies for thousands of years, leading to a fierce battle over its ownership.

Back then, Bìqún Mountain wasn't as powerful. The three factions were evenly matched, so after some friction and negotiations, they managed to control their urge to fight.

Instead, they decided to manage thisImmortal Mine jointly and share the treasures equally, thus avoiding a bloodbath.

Although the cultivation world was always about profit, the alliance between the Three Great Sects for thousands of years wasn't completely baseless. The near-fallout over a single mine highlighted just how invaluable thisImmortal Mine was.

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Mo was delighted and continued to tempt him: "ThisImmortalmine has a history dating back a million years. It is said that it was discovered by several of our beastfolk ancestors and human Core Formation cultivators."

"Discovered together?" Lin Xuan was surprised before he smirked. "Your words are somewhat misleading. As far as I know, humans and beastfolk can't be said to be at war, but relations aren't exactly good either. We only avoid fighting when we meet. When did you two ever cooperate?"

"Haha, no need for alarm, Mo's statement was imprecise," the snake demon smiled and explained, "It wasn't discovered together; it was simultaneously found."

"Simultaneously found?"

"Yes, eight of our beastfolk experts who had entered their transformed form and nine human Core Formation cultivators almost simultaneously found thisImmortalmine. Then they fought fiercely..."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of seriousness. Even with the same cultivation level, ancient cultivators' divine abilities andtreasure were far superior to those in the present era. The beastfolk entering the transformed form stage were also formidable. This battle must have been spectacular. With this thought, he asked: "What was the outcome?"

"Outcome? After months of fighting, these predecessors became friends."

"Became friends?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of strangeness.

"In fact, I know it's hard to believe, but that is indeed what happened," Mo smiled and said with a bitter laugh. "These past events are what I learned from the treasure map."

"Treasure map..." Lin Xuan pondered without speaking. He remembered Ye Liu revealed the jade cylinder, and on its lower left corner were tens of thousands of strange characters. Could these be related to this?

"You continue," Lin Xuan remained noncommittal.

"In fact, the ancient cultivators and our beastfolk predecessors didn't truly want to shake hands and make peace; they just couldn't fight endlessly as their divine abilities and power were too close. The possibility of mutual destruction was higher."

"This explanation has some merit." Lin Xuan stroked his chin in agreement.

"Both sides were wary of each other, so they agreed to share the treasures from thisImmortalmine together. But you know, a mine is only valuable when mined. Unlike ordinary Spirit mines, the treasures here are much more precious but harder to extract and require significant time."

"After these predecessors shook hands, they started working in unison to quickly unearth the valuable treasures inside."

"Hmm, continue," Lin Xuan nodded with growing interest.

"The walls have ears. The news of thisImmortalmine spread, and other major forces joined the fray. The first to occupy this place naturally wouldn't give up their spoils. After several battles, they finally repelled the strong enemies."

Lin Xuan showed no surprise. Even in ancient times, nine Core Formation cultivators and eight transformed form beastfolk together were a formidable force.

Their alliance could indeed keep theImmortalmine safe despite the surrounding threats, which wasn't particularly surprising.
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"Originally, these dozen or so seniors had different paths in life. A reconciliation was merely a temporary solution. However, during the battle to seize immortal minerals from various forces, they truly put aside their grievances and formed friendships, eventually even becoming sworn brothers."

"What?" Lin Xuan was startled but soon revealed a relieved expression. Even if it were an ancient era or now, such things weren't impossible.

Though humans, as the lords of all living beings, naturally looked down on the demon race, those eight had entered the transformation phase—monsters that could freely change form and possessed formidable strength and great intelligence. In short, these demons were already comparable to human existence.

Those old monsters from the元婴期 (Yuan Yin Qi) stage, having lived for centuries, were top-tier figures in this world. They wouldn't be bound by mundane views and always acted according to their whims.

Their forming a golden bond with demon transformation-stage creatures wasn't hard to understand. This explained why there were so many statues here, mixed humans and demons, looking so peculiar.

If it was an immortal mineral, the treasure inside would surely far exceed that of ordinary ancient cultivators' lairs, making the dangers understandable. Lin Xuan nodded: "Since this is the case, I will cooperate with my daoist friend."

Mao Mang was overjoyed and said happily, "My daoist friend won't regret today's choice. Then let us work together, splitting the treasures equally?"

"Very well."

The human and demon shook hands as a pledge, both laughing heartily, their demeanor extremely amiable. It seemed that in this moment, they had become sworn brothers. But Lin Xuan knew only too well how much sincerity there was.

"His胆色 (daredevilry) is commendable," Mao Mang said with a sneer, "but he arrived late and had to use secret methods to enlarge the already shrunk vortex entrance. However, this ancient teleportation array has been destroyed; it's impossible for him to arrive here."

"Oh? Where might he go then?"

"…I don't know," Mao Mang scratched his head. "Maybe sent to a place ten thousand miles away or somewhere perilous. In any case, it’s nine out of ten chances that he won’t survive, and there’s no way he can compete for the treasure."

Mao Mang began laughing triumphantly.

Lin Xuan nodded without saying much. If this was true, it would be perfect. Although Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of Tian Xiaojian, if they fought, he had full confidence in victory. But with his background as a demon overlord, Lin Xuan didn’t want to risk a confrontation unless necessary.

However, the snake demon's prediction was correct.

Meanwhile, several miles away from Qing Ye Mountain, Tian Xiaojian stood in an icy landscape, having been teleported to the northernmost part of You Zhou due to the destruction of the teleportation array.

This place was far too distant; even if he rushed back, it would be too late. He had just discovered the existence of Netherworld Cold Iron but had failed.

"Damnit!" Tian Xiaojian roared into the sky, his sharp cry echoing like a tidal wave...

A loud rumbling came from nearby as a mountain collapsed under his power. The strength of a凝聚丹期 (Jing Dan Qi) cultivator was evident!

However, Tian Xiaojian's pupils suddenly widened. Misfortune never comes singly; today must be his unlucky day!

Seeing three ugly birds flying towards him, Tian Xiaojian’s expression turned icy.

These birds were covered in no feathers, with bat-like wings stretching several meters long. The most striking feature was their sharp beaks, a meter long, with saw-toothed edges and backward-facing spines. Their appearance alone was terrifying.

They were Corpse Bats!

Not only were they Tier 3 demon beasts but also known for their cruelty and ferocity. Most凝聚丹期 (Jing Dan Qi) cultivators would retreat at the sight of them. Tian Xiaojian had encountered so many in this northern region.

It was too late to run now!

Corpse Bats never gave up on their prey until they were dead.

Tian Xiaojian’s eyes flashed with a fierce light as he shook his shoulder, releasing ghostly mists that enveloped him. He then tapped his storage bag and summoned a bone shield and a blue flying sword.

Though he didn't have a soul-bound treasure yet, the Demon Overlord had given him several ancient treasures.

The Corpse Bats showed no fear, opening their mouths to release green阴火 (Yin Huo) flames. Tian Xiaojian snorted coldly as ghostly mists split into large face-sized clouds that twisted and formed monstrous creatures with wings like lions or tigers in the sky.

Colored spiritual lights pierced the air; the ground began to shake...

While Tian Xiaojian fought the ferocious birds, Lin Xuan and Mao Mang started their treasure hunt.

After passing through a rock cave, they entered a narrow passage. Strange symbols were carved on both walls.

Lin Xuan frowned as he examined them—possibly ancient texts or something used for setting up restrictions.

He released his divine sense.

There was nothing blocking the path; it stretched about a kilometer and was only two meters high, barely allowing two people to pass side by side.

"Is this really the only way?" Lin Xuan smiled wryly as he turned back. "This passage doesn't seem to have any hidden surprises."

"It's indeed just one path," said Mao Mang with a grim face, taking out an jade tube. "My daoist friend can see for yourself."

Lin Xuan channeled his power into his right hand, wrapped in green light, and accepted the jade tube.

Clearly, Lin Xuan didn't fully trust him. Mao Mang showed no dissatisfaction; though they had shaken hands as a pledge, only he knew how much sincerity there was. If Lin Xuan truly considered him a confidant, it would be strange indeed.

He injected his divine sense into the tube, and a map appeared in his mind with red lines marking paths. Lin Xuan quickly found their location; there were no other routes.

As for Mao Mang's possible deception, Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned. He had seen similar maps from the two old fellows Liuyehu, and though it was complex, he could recognize any alterations or fakes.

Besides, this treasure hunt was fraught with danger. With Mao Mang’s cultivation level, he seemed to have no shortage of strength. If he were to turn hostile, it would likely be after finding the treasure.

Still, Lin Xuan kept a secret move. As Mao Mang surveyed the passage, Lin Xuan quietly took out an empty jade tube and copied the map inside.

They hesitated at the entrance for a moment before entering side by side, each unwilling to take the lead, thus choosing this point in unison.

To be safe, Lin Xuan activated his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. Mao Mang growled as black scales covered him.

Unknown dangers were the greatest threat. Knowing that the immortal mineral's owner was a group of元婴期 (Yuan Yin Qi) cultivators and demon transformation-stage creatures, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be careless.

They walked cautiously, their speed slow but unwilling to linger in this unknown danger zone. Their divine senses fully extended while spiritual energy circulated through their meridians, ready to cast spells at the first sign of danger.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan stopped suddenly, bending down to pick up an object from the ground.

This item was about the size of a fist and looked like common gold in secular society, but it was covered with gray dust. It must have been here for some time.

"Thousand-year copper essence!" Lin Xuan immediately recognized what he held.

In the cultivation world, this material was famous. For crafting ordinary power artifacts, thousand-year copper essence was widely used.

Many middle-tier forces'凝聚丹期 (Jing Dan Qi) cultivators spent decades searching in harsh environments to find such a large piece. Occasionally, small amounts appeared at auctions, but they were worth nearly ten thousand crystal stones.

Enough for a newly condensed cultivator to go broke.

However, it was casually discarded here. Lin Xuan wasn't surprised; after all, this was an immortal mineral. Compared to other extraordinary materials inside, copper essence was insignificant.

Lin Xuan silently stored the item in his storage bag.

Mao Mang's eyes flashed with envy as he pursed his lips but said nothing. Though tempted, he wouldn’t risk a conflict over such minor copper essence.

They continued forward for several steps when another piece of copper essence appeared. Lin Xuan bent down to pick it up, showing no joy but a slight frown, his expression thoughtful.
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"Brother Lin, what's wrong?" Mo Mang noticed Lin Xuan looking dazed and his expression turned serious.

"Take a look for yourself!"

Lin Xuan sighed and tossed the copper essence to him. This action caught Mo Mang off guard, causing him to focus on the copper essence.

On its surface was a small dark red mark about the size of a thumb print, though it had aged, it remained clearly visible. Mo Mang's eyes flashed with a cold light; this was undoubtedly a blood mark.

Apart from that, there were two deep scratches on the surface of the copper essence, clearly made by swords or other spirit weapons.

There was no need to be surprised. While the copper essence could be used for forging talismans, the piece in his hand had just been unearthed and although its hardness far exceeded that of refined iron, it couldn't withstand the sharpness of a spirit weapon.

Lin Xuan didn't say much more. After a moment's hesitation, he continued forward. Mo Mang quickly followed after putting away the copper essence.

Every few steps, they found larger or smaller pieces of copper essence. However, the bloodstains and scratches became increasingly obvious. Fortunately, no other dangers were encountered along the way until finally, the end of the passage appeared before them.

It was a circular cave with limited space, only about ten zhang in diameter. But scattered on its floor were many metallic ores.

The Mother of Xuan Iron, thousand-year-old copper essence, and Spirit Fire Jade...

All these materials could be used for forging talismans. Placed outside, even with crystal stones, acquiring them would be quite difficult. Now, they lay scattered here in a chaotic mess. However, Lin Xuan and Mo Mang did not immediately start picking up the materials; instead, their eyes fell on two nearby skeletons.

Due to the age, the flesh had long decayed, leaving only white bones behind. But these were not immortals who had entered Nirvana, as both skeletons still retained the fighting stances from their lives.

Lin Xuan remained silent for a while before sighing: "It seems we are not the first ones here."

"Hmm, perhaps there have been leaks of treasure maps in the past," Mo Mang's voice was low but his eyes flickered with excitement.

"Too bad. These two worked together to find treasures and ended up killing each other and dying together." Lin Xuan sneered as he spoke, not hiding the contempt on his face.

"Haha, that's because they couldn't agree. Brother Lin and I are different."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan glanced at thedemon cultivator. This guy was a master of lying; his face remained calm, showing no signs of agitation. Lin Xuan nodded: "Brother Mo is right. Let's split these materials equally then."

"Good!"

The two quickly agreed and began collecting the scattered materials, dividing them into two equal parts based on quantity and value.

Lin Xuan roughly estimated that just from his share of the minerals, he could forge several ordinary talismans with ease. This explained why those two earlier immortals had turned against each other over the treasure.

After all, so many treasures would make even a condensation core stage cultivator envious. However, it was unfortunate that they were too hasty. Remember, this was an immortal mine; although these minerals were valuable, they were merely ordinary materials for forging talismans. Further in, there should be other precious treasures.

Perhaps with the same thoughts, Mo Mang's eyes flashed repeatedly but he eventually restrained himself from taking any action.

The two divided their spoils amicably, at least on the surface, the atmosphere was friendly.

"Let's go. The real treasure of this immortal mine is further in!" Mo Mang invited with excitement.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and took a few steps forward. Then he turned his head to look back at the skeletons.

"Brother Lin, what's wrong?"

"I have one more thing to do before you go," Lin Xuan said calmly.

Thedemon cultivator frowned but then relaxed: "Alright, Brother Lin, hurry up. I'll wait for you ahead."

After saying this, Mo Mang didn't hesitate and walked out of the cave. Ahead was a wide passage with no signs of any spiritual energy fluctuations, indicating there were no restrictions or traps. This was one reason he left first; as for other reasons, only Mo Mang knew.

Of course, Lin Xuan had his own plans to stay behind. He released his divine sense and confirmed that thedemon cultivator had indeed left before slowly advancing towards the skeletons, stopping about three steps away. He examined the remains of the two cultivators with a slight hesitation in his eyes.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his hand, and a streak of green energy shot out from his sleeve. It circled around the skeletons and searched through the cave but found nothing.

Lin Xuan sighed; his expression was calm, but there was a hint of disappointment. When collecting the materials earlier, he naturally wouldn't miss any talismans left by the cultivators.

Unfortunately, after carefully searching, they only found one storage bag in the cave, which was divided along with the minerals.

However, clearly, there were two cultivators here; logically, another storage bag should have been present. Unable to find it, Mo Mang wasn't too bothered. If placed outside, a condensation core stage cultivator's wealth would be tempting, but don't forget, this was an immortal mine. Compared to the treasures here, that storage bag's contents were insignificant. Mo Mang didn't want to waste any more time.

However, Lin Xuan was different. Although Mo Mang could be considered a cunning and experienceddemon cultivator, his scheming fell short compared to Lin Xuan.

Ordinary condensation core stage cultivators' items weren't worth considering for him.

But what if the other party was an array mage?

This thought arose because of Lin Xuan's own experience.

In this immortal mine, there were numerous restrictions. An ordinary condensation core stage cultivator wouldn't easily reach here unless they possessed special abilities or had some knowledge of arrays...

Of course, Lin Xuan was certain that the other party was proficient in array magic due to the narrow passage ahead.

Not only did it have unusual spiritual energy fluctuations, but there were countless symbols and images carved on both sides of the walls.

Lin Xuan didn't believe they were random scribbles by ancient cultivators. There was a high chance they were remnants of some ancient powerful array.

To be honest, Lin Xuan had also felt uneasy when passing through.

However, he hadn't encountered any danger along the way. Although he didn't say anything, his mind was filled with questions until he saw these skeletons and understood that someone must have already broken the restrictions for them. Otherwise, even if they weren't trapped there, they would still face some trouble.

And that passage didn't look like it had been destroyed by force; only an array mage skilled in breaking ancient restrictions could do so gently.
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This deduction wasn't difficult.

Lin Xuan needed to find another storage bag.

Not for treasure artifacts or the alchemy materials inside, but specifically the jade cylinder.

In the cultivation world, arraymasters were even rarer than pill refiners. Although they cherished their knowledge, in markets, one could still buy basic alchemy techniques with crystals.

But regarding array techniques, there was virtually nothing available, only some worthless array talismans sold at most.

For this path, Lin Xuan had long harbored a desire, so he wouldn't miss the current opportunity. But where could the other storage bag be?

Lin Xuan scratched his head, an odd color flashing in his eyes as his shoulders trembled and black light flickered across his body, making him seem eerie.

The Yin-Yang Art indeed had endless uses.

With a hand gesture, Lin Xuan reached out into the air. A dark, ink-like ghost mist appeared, enveloping two deceased cultivators' remains.

Lin Xuan's face turned serious as he formed hand seals and muttered incantations, the surrounding cold aura swirling around him...

Soon, one of the skulls flew over to his side, a look of joy appearing on his face. With a mental command, the green ghost claw scooped up an object and returned.

Holding the jade cylinder in his hands, Lin Xuan looked at the deep hole carved by the green ghost claw, which was several dozen feet deep. He wondered how the arraymaster had hidden it away before his death and what purpose this act served.

With a delighted heart, Lin Xuan delved into the contents of the jade cylinder with his divine sense.

The璇玑心得!

Just reading the first four characters, Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. Could it be...

He continued reading, suppressing his excitement.

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan withdrew his divine sense and placed the jade cylinder in his storage bag before walking forward.

Despite his calm expression, he was overjoyed inside. He had only read about a thousand characters, all introducing the owner of the jade cylinder. He originally thought it would be just an ordinary arraymaster, but to his surprise, it was someone so renowned.

The璇玑散人!

Thirty years ago, this name would have echoed throughout Youzhou among cultivators...

The top arraymaster in Youzhou.

Although he was a lone practitioner, he was highly respected by the major sects of Youzhou. Even when the Three Great Sects' protective arrays needed repair or improvement, they would seek his help. His array disks and flags were extremely sought after, rivaling the popularity of the Spirit Drug Mountain.

Arraymasters were also revered figures!

Even the senior elders of the Three Great Sects, those powerful Incarnate Soul cultivators, treated him as an equal. This alone showed how highly he was esteemed.

Usually, arraymasters didn't have high cultivation levels. In the myriad arts of cultivation, this path was renowned for its vast depth and complexity, making it difficult to master. However, this person was a genius who could apply his knowledge broadly. He was the only Incarnate Soul cultivator in thousands of years to successfully condense his essence.

The jade cylinder Lin Xuan held contained all that the璇玑散人 had learned throughout his life, especially valuable because each array technique came with his insights and comments.

This was a stroke of luck; its value rivaled that of the Yumen Cold Iron.

Lin Xuan moved forward silently. He didn't want Mo Mang to take all the credit for finding such treasure.

Following the map's directions, Lin Xuan passed through several forks before arriving at an expansive space.

The towering cliffs on both sides were thousands of feet high, giving a grand appearance.

Mo Mang stood motionless in front of one cliff face. Hearing footsteps, he turned his head.

"Brother Mo, what's wrong?" Lin Xuan glanced at the cliff.

"This place should be where ancient cultivators stored their treasures, but I can't open it," Mo Mang shook his head with a look of helplessness on his face.

"I'll take a look." Lin Xuan approached and indeed saw a massive stone door blocking the way. He felt its surface; it was cold and unremarkable. Using force to push it didn't budge.

Lin Xuan tilted his head, thinking for a moment before retracting his hand and lightly tapping with a finger. A sword energy shot out.

The blue light on the stone door flickered, revealing a layer of blue glow that easily dispersed the sword energy.

Lin Xuan frowned but wasn't surprised. He extended his hand again, palm glowing with pale golden Yang Essence Fire.

"Brother Lin, it won't work. I've already tried every method before you came, and none worked on this strange restriction. It could be an Incarnate Soul cultivator or one of our transformed predecessors," Mo Mang sighed, sounding resigned.

Although they had ulterior motives, they still needed to cooperate for the sake of finding the treasure. Lin Xuan trusted Mo Mang's words but wanted to test it anyway.

He pressed his palm with the Yang Essence Fire towards the stone door.

Before touching it, the strange blue light appeared again, intertwining with the golden glow...

Lin Xuan felt a powerful force on his hand.

With a loud bang, he was pushed back. His spirit energy flowed through him as he barely managed to neutralize the impact. A look of shock appeared in his eyes.

This clearly wasn't an array but some ancient cultivator's extraordinary restriction.

More bizarrely, it had remained intact for over a million years.

It could be broken with brute force, but at least Condensation Core后期 cultivation was required.

Even if he and that demon worked together, they would need months to do so.

Lin Xuan didn't want to delay. He wondered about Tian Xiaojian's current state; if the boy had died, it wouldn't matter, but if he survived and returned here, even bringing the Extreme Demon Sovereign, finding the treasure might be impossible.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan's face turned grim.

At that moment, he noticed some strange small characters beside the stone door.

The script was small; one would need to be very observant to notice them.

Lin Xuan approached closely. Mo Mang looked surprised and joined him but then showed confusion: "These aren't our demon scripts. I don't recognize them."

Lin Xuan didn't speak, carefully examining the characters, his expression shifting between worry and joy.

"Brother Lin, do you recognize these?"

"I can read a few." Lin Xuan raised his head with a calm smile.

This was an ancient human script rarely used today. Only one in ten thousand people could read it, but fortunately, Lin Xuan was the young master of Spirit Drug Mountain, fond of reading alchemy books. Some ancient prescriptions were written using this script.

While he couldn't claim to fully understand them, he could roughly comprehend what was written here.

"Brother Lin is truly a genius. Did you find any way to break through this restriction?"

"It's simple; it requires the blood of an Incarnate Soul cultivator and a human Condensation Core above-stage cultivator," Lin Xuan smiled.

"Incarnate Soul?" Mo Mang frowned: "Due to my race, I can transform into a human shape with a Third Stage body, but strictly speaking, that doesn't count as true Incarnate Soul. Do you think it's okay?"

"Who knows? But what else can we do now? We might as well try our luck," Lin Xuan said.

Mo Mang nodded reluctantly: "Brother Lin is right; let's hope for the best."

With no hesitation, Mo Mang extended his nail and it lengthened into a sharp claw. A large amount of blood flowed out instantly.

"Brother Lin, enough?"

"Not much needed, just one drop," Lin Xuan smirked as he waved his sleeve to wrap the blood in green light, pulling it back.

"Ahhh?" Mo Mang's expression froze as he quickly took a spirit talisman from his pocket and applied it to his left arm. The wound healed visibly fast.

Lin Xuan also took a drop of his own blood, looking at the stone door with a serious face.
第三百零一章 妖魂

A faint greenish aura seeped out from Lin Xuan's body, forming a small green ball about the size of a fist. The two people's blood was enveloped within it.

Lin Xuan crossed his arms and each finger formed a sword technique while muttering incomprehensible incantations under his breath.

Suddenly, he widened his eyes, staring at the stone door in front of him, and repeatedly waved his hands, injecting various magical techniques into the stone door.

A trace of tension appeared on Lin Xuan's face. These techniques were all derived from the tiny words on the stone door, but whether they would work or not was uncertain to him. After all, he only recognized about seven out of ten ancient characters, and some meanings were unclear. A small error could lead to a big mistake.

Just as Lin Xuan was in suspense, a sudden blue light emanated from the stone door, flickering erratically. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. He pointed at the green ball containing the blood with his finger and whispered, "Quickly!"

A flash of green light followed, and the ball entered the stone door.

A whistling sound filled his ears.

Then, the blue-green light on the stone door flickered alternately, appearing extremely strange.

"Break it!" Lin Xuan opened his mouth and exhaled a fine thread of alchemical fire. Although thin, the color was pure. With a sharp hiss, the light shield flashed several times before disappearing completely.

"Mister Lin, did we make it?" Mo Mang's face was filled with joy.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded and stretched out his hand, placing it on the stone door. After applying some force, the heavy stone door finally opened with a creak.

A spacious cave appeared in front of them.

Clearly not as rough as before, this cave had been carefully polished. Using his divine sense, Lin Xuan searched and found several stone rooms besides the main entrance: living quarters, training chambers, treasure storage rooms—everything was available. It seemed that these ancient cultivators or transformed beasts resided here.

Lin Xuan and Mo Mang were naturally overjoyed. The treasures here should be abundant. They began searching room by room.

At first, they did not find anything of value.

However, neither of them felt anxious because there was still the treasure storage room.

Speaking of this treasure storage room, it differed greatly from ordinary stone rooms.

It resembled a delicate tower with a height of about seven to eight zhang. The aura of essence qi was overwhelming and extremely beautiful. If his memory served him correctly, this treasure storage room itself might be an ancient artifact.

This thought made Lin Xuan and Mo Mang hesitate. Although the owner had long been gone, entering this tower was too risky.

"Friend Lin, why don't we search other places first before examining this ancient artifact," Mo Mang suggested with a grin.

"That sounds good." Lin Xuan nodded.

Thus, they turned to explore other stone rooms.

At another stone door, they encountered a prohibition. However, it was easy to break through. After entering, both of them were stunned by what they saw.

This room was about one hundred square meters and not particularly large. Inside, there were two light green and blue light shields placed side by side.

The green light shield contained various treasures such as flying swords, halberds, jade plaques, ancient mirrors, etc., all exuding a powerful aura of essence qi, totaling more than ten items.

This left Lin Xuan in awe. Mo Mang's face was full of greed.

The blue light shield had a larger coverage area and housed several jade boxes with their lids open, containing various materials from celestial mines for refining artifacts: Ten Thousand Year Cold Jade, Nine Heaven Meteor Iron, Thunder Essence Silver, Chaotic Celestial Gold...

Each item was famous in the cultivation world. Although they were all materials used to refine artifacts, compared to a thousand-year-old copper essence, these items belonged to different levels.

These treasures were rare and hard to come by. Even an old monster at theinfant stage might not possess them.

But Lin Xuan did not get carried away despite the treasure.

He covertly glanced at Mo Mang with his peripheral vision. If the other party wanted to turn hostile, it would be now.

However, Mo Mang appeared calm.

Lin Xuan frowned but said nothing. Instead, Mo Mang spoke first: "Brother Lin, how about we split these treasures evenly?"

"Evenly? Sounds good!" Lin Xuan replied indifferently.

Seeing Lin Xuan's composed expression, Mo Mang felt a slight unease but soon smiled normally: "If that's the case, let me break this light shield first."

"Please go ahead," Lin Xuan looked at his hands and stood still. Regardless of what the other party intended, Lin Xuan decided to remain unchanged. He also felt something was off about these green-blue light shields, but he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was. Letting the other party break through first might be better.

After all, ancient cultivators were much stronger than imagined, and their left-behind items still made Lin Xuan wary.

Mo Mang stepped forward, facing the light shield, his eyes showing a serious expression as he uttered strange sounds, likely from amonster language.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. His hand already reached for his storage bag, not wanting to start a conflict but prepared for any sudden attack. However, Lin Xuan was not afraid; a mere mid-grade third-stage monster could be easily dealt with by him.

If the other party truly treated him as just a condensation period cultivator, he would be gravely mistaken.

Suddenly, Mo Mang's tightly closed eyes opened wide, and his claws flashed with fierce light. He plunged them into the blue light shield.

A soft pop sounded, but the blue light shield only wavered without breaking. Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but quickly calmed down. Originally, he thought that the other party's pretense was to use some secret technique against him, but it turned out he genuinely wanted to break through the light shield. Did I overthink this? The other party really had no intention of taking all the treasures?

As for the blue light shield remaining intact after Mo Mang's prolonged strike, Lin Xuan did not find it strange. Since such heavy treasure was hidden within the prohibition, it must be significant. If it were easily broken, that would be odd.

Just as he thought this, a buzzing sound suddenly filled his ears.

Boom! The entrance stone door sealed shut. Then, red light flickered above and below him, on all four walls, forming a layer of red light shield, sealing the entire stone room.

Feeling the strange aura emitted by the red light shield, Lin Xuan's face turned pale. This was only the beginning. Numerous illusory shadows emerged from beneath his feet and the surrounding walls.

These are...

Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan and suddenly changed color.
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Earphones filled with countless eerie cries of ghosts. Lin Xuan's face turned grim as he stared at the shadowy figure in the sky.

"Ha, Lin Brother, didn't expect this, did you?"

Momo's voice rang out triumphantly. He held a small bronze bell in his hand and his eyes were full of mockery.

"Not bad, indeed quite surprising."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow before regaining his composure: "I expected that once I found the treasure, you would turn against me. But I didn't expect such a hidden weapon from you."

He glanced at the beast spirits surrounding Momo: "These should be ancient restrictions set by some old cultivator. I never thought you could control them. Do you have any interest in explaining this to me?"

Seeing Lin Xuan's calm demeanor, Momo's expression darkened. But then he seemed to recall something and burst into a laugh: "Ha, Lin Brother, no need to pretend. With the power of these beast spirits, unless your strength reaches the Yuanxian stage, you will surely die."

"Friend, have you answered my question?"

"Alright, Lin Brother, your courage is commendable. Considering your help in finding this treasure, I'll let it go. Now, you can...die!"

Before he could finish speaking, his finger tapped on the small bell.

Zong...

A low and ancient voice echoed through the stone room as a myriad of beast spirits seemed to receive an order. The wind howled mournfully, and ghostly cries pierced the air as they rushed towards Lin Xuan.

The scene was shocking, but Lin Xuan's expression quickly turned serious. He reached into his storage bag and produced a folding fan with a white aura surrounding him.

This treasure was given by Senior Immortal Tongyu, its power beyond measure. A protective shield enveloped Lin Xuan.

Then, black light flickered around him as he transformed, revealing an eerie presence. He took out a ghost bag from his waist and threw it into the sky.

Roars filled the air as over a dozen humanoid creatures appeared, their green bodies and blood-red eyes exuding ferocity. These were zombies Lin Xuan had cultivated using the Heaven Devil Corpse Technique. Although fewer in number, they were now ready to fight, having reached the point where they needed to be upgraded.

Lin Xuan's actions didn't stop there; he spat out a divine flame bead.

Though unexpected, this was fortunate. He hadn't anticipated falling into such a trap, but fire-based talismans should counteract ghostly spirits.

Lin Xuan's eyes glinted as he focused on the approaching beast spirits. Just then, the air before him rippled like water, and a young woman appeared out of thin air—Lin Yue'er, appearing to help her master in this dire situation.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but quickly regained his composure. He exhaled a breath of essence at the divine flame bead.

The bead spun rapidly as countless golden flames erupted from it, more powerful than the pure yang fire of a Condensation Stage cultivator.

Screams echoed as several beast spirits were engulfed by the divine flames and reduced to ashes.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. The power of this talisman was indeed incomparable to that of a spirit weapon—like heaven and earth apart.

But this was just their first clash. Momo smirked, tapping his finger on the small bell again.

Zong!

The sound waves spread out as the beast spirits opened their mouths, spewing colorful light projectiles.

Though each projectile wasn't particularly powerful, their combined force made it impossible for anyone below the Yuanxian stage to withstand them. Lin Xuan dodged swiftly and shot several sword qi from his sleeves.

Two low-grade beast spirits fell, but soon he was surrounded by fierce beast spirits, barely managing to escape with difficulty.

Despite the danger, Lin Xuan couldn't afford any more entanglements and had to dodge and fight.

Moon's situation was even worse. Facing so many ghostly creatures, she soon panted heavily.

The zombies fought bravely but were quickly overwhelmed by the hundreds of low-grade beast spirits, their bodies covered in wounds.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he cast a spell with his hands. Boom!

Explosive sounds echoed as Lin Xuan chose to let the zombies self-destruct for mutual destruction. The power was significant, and many nearby beast spirits were caught up in it.

"Hmph, mere last-ditch efforts."

Momo paid no mind. His ancestor's notes clearly stated that this ghostly spirit array was formidable; any cultivator below Yuanxian stage would surely die.

With greedy eyes on the treasures within the light barrier, he quickly realized they were all his. Lin Xuan's displayed abilities also made him relieved—this boy had hidden strength. Even a Condensation Stage mid-stage opponent might be uncertain of victory against him.

But Momo was already doomed!

Lin Xuan continuously waved his hands as the divine flame bead emitted intense light. The golden flames condensed into a giant net, trapping several beast spirits. But before he could celebrate, a two-headed flying snake appeared and tore open the fire net with its horn.

Two-Headed Flying Snake!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This was a three-stage beast spirit, even in soul form, its strength rivaled that of its living counterpart.

But this was only the beginning. More terrifying monsters emerged, their powerful presence filling the air. Lin Xuan's divine sense revealed four formidable ghostly creatures behind him.

A huge black bear with two heads stood to his left, while a small bird the size of a palm spread its wings, releasing endless cold that froze golden flames. To his right was a grotesque spider with a ghostly face, as large as a grindstone—just looking at it made one's body numb.

All were three-stage beast spirits equivalent to Condensation Stage experts.

Lin Xuan felt a bitter taste in his mouth. Even without considering the other beast spirits, these four terrifying creatures posed an insurmountable challenge for him.

If only he had enough earth-grade spirit talismans, they might have fought. But his storage bag contained only some human-grade ones, barely able to buy time.

Lin Xuan cursed inwardly but maintained a calm expression. Fear was useless; the priority was to think of how to defeat this powerful enemy and escape from danger.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan manipulated the divine flame bead, initiating an attack first.

The small room filled with colorful beams as spiritual energy oscillated, interspersed with ghostly roars. The battle reached its peak intensity.

After a moment,

"Master, what should we do?"

Looking at the black beast spirits surrounding her, Lin Yue'er's eyes showed a hint of fear.
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The two were now cornered with nowhere to run, forced into a dead end by the demon soul.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the outside, but his expression no longer showed the composure he had earlier.

From afar, Mo Mang extended his tongue and licked his lips, his eyes gleaming with cruel intent as he struck the bronze bell repeatedly. The ancient sound of the bell echoed through the room...

Countless demon souls, led by four monstrous creatures, roared in unison and charged forward.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of blood and qi within him. Although the protective barrier cast by his Leisure Fan was sturdy, under the relentless assault from over a thousand demon souls, it seemed to waver almost instantly.

His face turned grim as he faced this ancient cultivator's demonic soul array, but he was indeed powerless against it.

However, Lin Xuan was not one to give up. He continued to ponder his escape strategy.

Just as the light barrier was about to be breached, a burst of energy from his finger sent out countless flames that transformed into dozens of fierce fire serpents, which howled and charged towards Mo Mang.

Mo Mang did not back down either. A series of sharp cracks sounded from his body as he covered himself in pitch-black scales, except for his eyes.

Black mist seeped out from him, transforming into more black venomous snakes...

In the next moment, the fire serpents and venomous snakes entangled each other, fighting viciously.

Lin Xuan sneered. He had no interest in engaging in formal combat with Mo Mang; this demon nearly forced him to his limits.

He flicked his body with a flash of black light, transforming into an eerie presence.

Ghostly mists emerged from his body as he formed hand seals in the air, sending waves of black energy into the mist.

The ghostly mists spun rapidly and compressed until a small black ball took shape.

Lin Xuan held it aloft.

Mo Mang's expression turned serious; the black ball contained an incredible amount of spiritual power.

Next, Lin Xuan summoned his Leisure Fan, which his master had given him. It was versatile, but its defensive barrier was somewhat lacking in offensive capabilities compared to Mo Mang’s demonic powers.

Despite its shortcomings, Lin Xuan did not waste this opportunity. After entering the Condensation Core stage, he mastered true transformation techniques.

The technique allowed him to transform his法宝into a demon beast form, with power depending on his spiritual energy and the inherent might of the artifact.

Lin Xuan pointed at the Leisure Fan twice, and it emitted a burst of light that transformed into a greenish-black dragon.

It was over ten meters long, fierce and imposing.

Mo Mang sneered; it was just showy without substance. The Leisure Fan was primarily defensive, making it unsuitable for attacks. Its transformation into a dragon seemed formidable but lacked extraordinary abilities.

Lin Xuan's contempt was evident as he flicked his left hand, sending the black ball flying towards the dragon and merging with its body.

Rumble!

The greenish-black dragon roared, shaking the air so much that Mo Mang’s eardrums ached. Its body turned pitch-black, and it grew larger. Each movement caused ripples in the surrounding spiritual energy.

Mo Mang's face showed shock as he saw this.

It was too late; Lin Xuan's mental command sent the dragon charging at him.

Lin Xuan’s face turned green again, appearing righteous. Mo Mang watched in astonishment. Although a demon, he understood human cultivators to some extent.

Though there were cultivators who practiced multiple techniques simultaneously, they could not conflict with each other. The ghost technique and Daoist cultivation were incompatible; how could both be present in one person? He now felt a hint of fear towards Lin Xuan.

Suddenly alarmed, Mo Mang realized that opposing this young man was foolish. However, he had no choice but to continue the fight.

The eerie black dragon charged forward, its massive claws striking down. Mo Mang's eyes glinted with fierce intent as his fingers elongated into claw-like shapes. The two clashed, and Mo Mang felt an overwhelming force hit him, sending him crashing against the mountain wall.

The red barrier flickered but remained intact. Mo Mang fell to the ground as the black dragon continued its attack.

Mo Mang was both shocked and angry; a simple artifact became so powerful after that boy used secret techniques on it.

With his body barely able to withstand it, he glared with blood-red eyes, emitting intense black light, revealing his true form - a giant venomous snake over ten meters long, thicker than a water barrel.

As the black dragon approached, Mo Mang opened its massive mouth and spat out a highly toxic liquid. However, the black dragon faced this fearlessly, charging straight ahead.

The two colossal beasts fought in the stone chamber, their clashes echoing loudly. If not for the protective禁制, the stone chamber would have collapsed long ago.

Lin Xuan observed coldly. Seeing that the black dragon was struggling to gain an upper hand, he raised his right hand and summoned countless golden needles from within him.

These resembled ice needle techniques but were far more powerful. This secret technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art required a Condensation Core cultivator to practice it.

The number of needles reached three thousand, each with significantly greater power.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan commanded, and the golden needles shot forward.

A series of clinking sounds echoed as Mo Mang, engaged in battle with the black dragon, could not dodge. He was hit all over, his shock reaching its peak. Although his scales were unremarkable, they could withstand a strike from an ordinary artifact. However, against these golden needles, he seemed to be nothing but paper.

This was unsurprising; while elemental techniques generally lacked power compared to artifacts, there were exceptions. Moreover, the Nine Heavens Profound Art was one of the top cultivation methods in the orthodox sect, and its secret techniques naturally surpassed ordinary artifacts.

If a regular demon beast were hit by this, it would surely be severely injured or even die. However, snakes had the longest lifespans; despite Mo Mang's agonized cries, he remained lively, even showing signs of overpowering the black dragon.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as he summoned his Divine Fire Soul Pearl and opened his mouth to spray a stream of essence energy on it.

With a loud bang, the flames on the surface of the pearl grew larger, nearly reaching the size of a basin. The flames, nourished by the dan fire, turned pure golden.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at Mo Mang as the Divine Fire Soul Pearl transformed into a golden meteor and crashed towards him.

PS: Sorry for today’s delay; I had something else to attend to. More tomorrow!
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Mou Mang's eyes showed a hint of shock as he tried to dodge, but Lin Xuan wasn't about to let him. He activated his spell and the black dragon transformed from the Black Tortoise Fan tightly wrapped around Mou Mang.

Boom!

A loud explosion sent a shower of flames across the sky. The Divine Flame God Pearl hit the giant snake with full force.

The fierce snake only gave a short, pained cry before its massive head was reduced to ashes. Its remaining body was engulfed in golden flames and soon turned to ash.

A black beam shot out from the flames, about several inches long, resembling a miniature version of the fierce snake.

"Your soul has left your body. Still trying to escape at this point?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he flicked his left hand, summoning an ancient jade and releasing dozens of white light threads that formed into a giant white hand, capturing the demon snake's spirit within its palm.

Replenishing the ancient jade once more. Then Lin Xuan reached out with his hand, and the Divine Flame God Pearl flew back to him as the black dragon transformed back into the Black Tortoise Fan.

After storing away the treasures, Lin Xuan walked over to Mou Mang's remains. He waved his sleeve, extinguishing the golden flames, then stretched out his hand, fingers curling to pick up a deep red demon core about the size of a dragon’s eye.

Mou Mang had been a middle-grade third-stage beast, and his demon core was undoubtedly valuable. Lin Xuan took an jade bottle and carefully stored it away. Using his divine sense to scan the ground, he found that most of Mou Mang's body had turned to ash, but some of its back scales and several unknown parts of its bones remained intact.

Lin Xuan knelt down with a curious expression on his face. After absorbing so much of his essence energy, the golden flames released by the Divine Flame God Pearl were far more powerful than pure yang flames. These could be excellent materials for refining treasures.

Lin Xuan gathered everything and began to examine two light-blue and green protective barriers in front of him. The green barrier contained ancient treasures, while the blue one held precious mineral resources.

Even with his calm demeanor, Lin Xuan's heart raced at the sight before him. He was certain that even an old monster at the yuan婴 stage wouldn't have such a wealth.

Taking a deep breath, he calmed himself down.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and activated his essence energy, emitting a layer of green light on his palm. He then reached towards the barriers.

The moment he touched them, a thick electric beam about an inch wide appeared from the green barrier.

Lin Xuan felt a tingling sensation in his hand before being pushed back.

Frowning but not showing any surprise, Lin Xuan knew that such treasures wouldn't be easily obtained.

After some thought, he cast two spells with both hands and released a sword energy. However, instead of attacking the barriers directly, it intertwined, compressed, and formed into a small cone about a foot long.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger at the barrier, and the small cone shot forward.

A series of explosions echoed as Lin Xuan activated his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield to block the residual shock. The barrier remained intact.

Lin Xuan's face darkened. He tapped his storage pouch and summoned the Divine Flame God Pearl, exhaling a breath of essence energy that turned into pure golden flames, enveloping the protective shield.

A minute passed.

Two minutes went by.

After a stick of incense burned down, Lin Xuan withdrew the Divine Flame God Pearl emotionlessly, raising his hand to reveal a needle about a foot long.

This Green Scales Needle was given to him by an ancestor at the yuan婴 stage. He would test its power now.

He gripped the tail and infused essence energy continuously. Soon, the Green Scales Needle glowed brightly.

"Zhuo!" it transformed into a thin green beam that pierced the barrier.

The needle's power proved formidable; half of it broke through the restrictions. Lin Xuan was elated and continued to activate his spells.

The Green Scales Needle emitted a whirring sound as it shook violently before finally stopping, having only punctured a small hole in the barrier. Even more disappointing was that once inside, he couldn't control its spirit any longer—stealing chickens had cost him an ancient treasure.

Lin Xuan stopped and looked at the barrier with a gloomy expression. The treasures were right there, but how could he obtain them?

However, this barrier truly was extraordinary...

Damn it!

Lin Xuan wouldn't give up. His body emitted black light as his form became strange. Since Nine Heavens Profound Technique didn't work, he would test the powers of the魔道.

Half an hour later…

Lin Xuan panted heavily, nearly losing his mind with frustration. Despite using all his means, not only could he not break the barrier, but it hadn't even weakened at all. Could ordinary cultivators really be helpless against such a barrier?

Lin Xuan's eyes glowed as he kicked out angrily, sending an object about the size of a washbasin flying and crashing into the barrier.

Sss…

A puff of green smoke rose, causing the barrier to shake slightly.

"Hey?" Lin Xuan was surprised. He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. Could it be...

The object he had kicked was part of Mou Mang's head that had been smashed to pieces. Why did this thing weaken the barrier?

After some contemplation, a hint of joy flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he delved into his storage pouch and retrieved a white jade bottle.

He cast a levitation spell on it and conjured a ghostly claw with essence energy, carefully opening the lid.

Green mist seeped out from inside. This was the green fog obtained after defeating the Luo Family Twin Fiends in Tianmu Mountain, incredibly toxic, a pestilence within itself.

Under Lin Xuan's divine sense, the green mist enveloped the barrier. As soon as it touched the barrier, a puff of green smoke emerged, and the first few wisps dissipated. However, Lin Xuan was pleased, commanding more green fog to rush forward like moths to a flame.

More green smoke rose, but the barrier gradually thinned until its thickness resembled that of a bubble.

Lin Xuan's joy was evident as he quickly sealed the bottle. There was still one barrier left, and this green mist was in short supply; it couldn't be wasted.

Then Lin Xuan raised his hand, forming a sword with his fingers. Essence energy flowed through his body, concentrating all his power at his fingertips, making his palm glow intensely.

He thrust forward, and the barrier flickered as if trying to resist but ultimately broke apart.
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Lin Xuan's face finally showed a hint of joy as he looked at the ancient treasure before him.

It was indeed fortunate. Had it not been for his anger and the kick that sent the snake head flying, Lin Xuan would never have thought to use poison to remove this protective shield. The cunning and deceitfulness of those ancient cultivators were truly astonishing.

Of course, if his cultivation reached the婴期 (Yin Qi Period), he might be able to dispel it with force.

Lin Xuan withdrew his thoughts and began to examine the treasures before him. There were seventeen in total. After a quick sweep with his divine sense, Lin Xuan showed some disappointment. The items themselves weren't bad; ancient cultivators wouldn't leave behind anything but high-quality treasures. However, most of these treasures turned out to be innate talismans.

Although they had been lying here for nearly a million years, the spiritual marks on them hadn’t weakened. Lin Xuan could use them if he spent several hundred years erasing those marks. But it would be more cost-effective to create new treasures.

He shook his head and calmed down. Still, there were three ordinary ancient treasures among them. A small mirror, a round ball about the size of a fist, and a flying sword.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before he summoned the Mirror of Soul Absorption (摄灵镜) back into his storage bag. He then turned to examine the other two items.

First was the white ball. It was only the size of a fist and didn’t look particularly impressive from the outside. Unlike the Mirror of Soul Absorption, it wasn’t a typical treasure. Lin Xuan held it in his hand and felt its strange texture. Upon closer inspection with his divine sense, he realized that it was made of extremely fine threads.

What kind of treasure was this? Lin Xuan wondered. Although treasures in the cultivation world varied widely, such an unusual one was rare for him to encounter.

Had he been too ignorant?

Lin Xuan shook his head. Despite only recently condensing his essence, he had read many descriptions of various talismans and artifacts in books. He couldn’t determine its function.

Lin Xuan frowned as he injected spiritual energy into it. There was no effect.

More injection…

After about a cup of tea’s time, the item began to glow. Lin Xuan waved his hand, sending a spell into it. The item trembled and spun, emitting countless threads. Lin Xuan was delighted and continued injecting spells.

Soon, more threads emerged from within, different from the compact ball. These threads were almost transparent and finer than those produced by snow silkworms.

Lin Xuan’s body flashed with green light as he flew over to the threads, grabbing both ends of one thread. He cast a Strength Spell and pulled hard.

A musical sound echoed, exerting at least several thousand pounds of force. However, the thread remained unbroken despite the immense strength.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm as he continued holding both ends of the thread. He opened his mouth and spat out a golden flame, burning the thread with it.

Crisping sounds filled the air as the thread didn’t break under the Pure Yang Dan Fire.

Lin Xuan was delighted. He waved his hand, causing the threads to wrap around each other, forming a ball again. Although not as impressive as the Mirror of Soul Absorption, this item was undoubtedly a top-grade ancient treasure.

Lin Xuan happily put it away.

The last item was a green flying sword, only an inch long. Once infused with spiritual energy, it transformed into a sharp three-foot blade.

Lin Xuan examined it and realized that it didn’t have any special abilities. He decided to test its power instead.

"Go!"

He pointed at the flying sword, which turned into a fierce ray of light and struck the mountain wall in front of him.

However, there was already a red protective shield before the wall. They collided with a loud bang…

After the noise subsided, the magical sword flew back to Lin Xuan. The protective shield’s glow dimmed significantly. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; he had tested this shield earlier and knew its strength well.

The power of this treasure exceeded his expectations.

Light flashed as the flying sword attacked the shield again and again. Soon, the protective barrier that blocked the entrance was completely destroyed.

"Retreat!"

The magical sword returned to him. Lin Xuan examined it closely before throwing it into the air, chanting an incomprehensible incantation.

The temperature in the stone room suddenly dropped, and snowflakes began to fall like down.

"Haha! The treasures of Yin Qi cultivators are indeed extraordinary!"

Lin Xuan laughed with joy. He had initially thought this item was just a powerful ordinary ancient treasure, but the name carved on its hilt made him curious.

Snowfall Sword (飘云落雪剑)!

Testing it revealed that it did indeed have ice attributes.

After testing all three treasures, Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied. He waved his sleeve and put the remaining treasures into his storage bag.

These treasures were either from ancient cultivators or had bizarre shapes, clearly belonging to the妖族 (Yao Clan). However, they shared a common feature: they were innate talismans that had been nurtured in their bodies for hundreds of years. Lin Xuan couldn’t use them but could still find them valuable as materials for new talismans.

Alternatively, he could sell them on the market to exchange for large amounts of crystal stones.

Lin Xuan turned around and looked at another light shield inside which contained alchemical ingredients. He flipped his left hand and retrieved an jade bottle, uncorking it to release a green mist. With the experience from earlier, breaking this禁制 (protection) was smooth, and soon, the blue protective shield vanished.

Ten Thousand Year Cold Jade, Nine Heaven Meteor Iron, Essence Silver, Chaos Immortal Gold…

Seeing these legendary materials, Lin Xuan licked his lips, his heart pounding with excitement. Even old monsters of the Yin Qi period might not have such good ingredients for forging talismans.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, sending a white light to pick up the jade box on the ground and store it in his storage bag. He then released his divine sense throughout the stone room, ensuring there were no other hidden treasures before leaving with a satisfied smile.
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Lin Xuan arrived at the treasure room.

Looking at the exquisite玲珑宝塔 in front of him, Lin Xuan didn't immediately enter. Instead, he looked doubtful and hesitant.

To be honest, his收获 had already far exceeded expectations. Although he hadn't obtained the幽冥寒铁, those ancient treasures and alchemical materials were equally precious.

Could there be even rarer items inside the treasure room? Lin Xuan was skeptical, suspecting it might just be a trap set up by someone.

He ran his hand through his hair in thought before an idea suddenly struck him. A black aura flashed around him, making him look eerie as he tapped his storage bracelet on his waist. An eerie green-haired monster appeared before his eyes.

This was the last zombie Lin Xuan had cultivated. He would send it inside to scout out the area.

The zombie immediately transformed into a dark wind and flew into the玲珑宝塔. Using the power of 天魔鬼尸术, Lin Xuan could see everything the zombie saw in his mind.

The tower was about seven or eight zhang high but only had three levels.

No one knew what material it was made from, but inside, it shimmered and sparkled, drawing the eye. However, after searching the first level thoroughly, Lin Xuan found nothing of value.

The zombie transformed back into a dark wind and flew to the second level. Again, there was no sign of anything useful.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't give up. He continued using various techniques to collect treasures. After two incense sticks' time, he had tried all the secret arts mentioned in 九天玄功 and 玄魔**.

But still, nothing worked.

His expression darkened as he took out an empty storage bag from his waist. He tossed it into the air and cast a spell on it. The storage bag grew larger, and a streak of rainbow light flew out to circle around the玲珑宝塔.

This time, something finally happened. The tower began to shrink and change shape. Lin Xuan was overjoyed and fully activated his spell.

After a moment,

"Whoosh," the tower shrank to half a foot in length and was sucked into the storage bag.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with excitement as he quickly tied the bag shut. This ancient treasure was invaluable, but for now, it would have to be studied later.

He left the ancient cultivator's den and pulled out an玉筒简 from his storage bag. He sank his consciousness into it; the scroll contained a map of the仙矿, which Lin Xuan had secretly copied from Mo Mang not long ago.

Though he didn't understand the text written by the妖族, the illustrations were detailed. Following the markings on the scroll, Lin Xuan quickly found another path.

He extended his consciousness to carefully explore the surroundings. He wouldn't want to find valuable treasures only to run into danger on his way back due to carelessness.

After half an hour,

Lin Xuan looked at the scene before him in silence. He compared it with the treasure map and confirmed he hadn't gone wrong. This was the end of the仙矿.

But...

A sea of flames stretched out before him.

Lin Xuan tried to use his consciousness to probe, but it was immediately repelled.

Clearly, there was no way forward. Still, Lin Xuan suspected this might be an illusion set up by ancient cultivators. But when he stepped closer, he felt the intense heat.

He frowned but wouldn't risk it easily. Since he couldn't find a way out for now, he didn't need to rush; he could always cultivate and wait.

A day passed.

Two days passed.

Three months flew by...

One day, Lin Xuan was sitting cross-legged with an玉筒简 in his hand when he suddenly looked up and leaped to his feet.

During this time, he had been studying the璇玑心得. Although the array arts were vast and profound, it took more than a hundred days for him to make any significant progress. However, while reading the book, he stumbled upon some descriptions of ancient arrays.

A million years ago was when cultivators thrived. Back then, their cultivation techniques, treasures, and array formations were far superior to those of today.

The Xuan Ji Scattered Man was a genius in array arts. He had systematically organized various arrays from the current cultivation world and also delved into ancient array formations.

All these findings were recorded in the璇玑心得.

In his book, there was an ancient array formation that bore some resemblance to the flames before him.

Excited by this discovery, Lin Xuan focused on studying it. Although his knowledge of array arts was shallow, he spent months trying to understand and eventually documented a method for breaking through the barrier.

Now, with everything prepared, he was ready to test it out. He couldn't stay in this abandoned mine forever.

Looking at the flames before him, Lin Xuan raised his hand and shot five green sword energies. Under his consciousness's control, they coalesced into a small green sphere.

Lin Xuan held his left hand up to float the green sphere in mid-air. Then he activated the阴阳诀, generating ghostly dark energy. He shook his shoulder, releasing several black tendrils that also formed a black light ball, which he held with his right hand.

A serious expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he carefully brought both hands together.

The two spheres of different colors touched and began to merge slowly. It took nearly three incense sticks for the process to complete. Sweat dripped from Lin Xuan's forehead until a green-black sphere finally appeared in his palm.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. To break through this ancient barrier, one needed either an元婴期 cultivator or a collaboration between a cultivator and a cultivator of darkness, both needing at least the strength to condense their essence.

He fused the light spheres!

However, according to the Xuan Ji Scattered Man, this method was theoretically possible but practically impossible. The reason was that dark and light energies repelled each other, and even if they were equal in quantity, it would be nearly impossible for a couple to achieve such harmony. In the history of cultivation, there had never been a case of a cultivator and a cultivator of darkness forming a couple.

Thus, Xuan Ji Scattered Man joked that this was merely his whimsical idea.

But while others couldn't do it, Lin Xuan could. Although dark and light energies repelled each other, with the right control, they could still merge. The main challenge lay in achieving perfect harmony between two people. However, since he knew the阴阳诀, he could use both types of energy simultaneously, making this task less daunting.

Of course, it wasn't without difficulty. If controlled poorly, the energies would explode. While powerful, it wouldn't help if the light spheres were trapped by the barrier.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was bold and meticulous, with a consciousness far stronger than his peers. After much effort, he successfully turned theory into reality.

Lin Xuan looked at the glowing sphere in his hand, waved his sleeves to send it flying, and watched as it disappeared into the flames.

A dull sound reached his ears as the flames violently shook. Lin Xuan quickly activated 九天灵盾.

After a while, the flames calmed down.

Lin Xuan was surprised. Could it be that the Xuan Ji Scattered Man's theory was incorrect? This method couldn't break through the ancient barrier. That would be troublesome. Just as he thought this, the calm flames suddenly shook violently, and a dense sound like popping beans echoed from within.

At first small, but soon grew louder until the entire cave trembled as if it might collapse at any moment. However, Lin Xuan was not alarmed; his eyes never left the scene before him.

After about an hour, the sounds subsided, and the flames vanished, revealing a purple mist in front of him.

Lin Xuan smiled. This familiar scene told him that this must be an ancient teleportation array.

Soon, the purple mist coalesced into a one-meter-wide vortex. Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew into it.

A dizzying sensation washed over him, and his vision turned white. Fortunately, it didn't last long. Soon, the scene before him became clear.

Lin Xuan scanned with his consciousness; he hadn't been injured. Then he turned to examine his surroundings.
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At this moment, Lin Xuan was in a canyon. Not far away, there were several small hills over a hundred feet high. The environment was unfamiliar to him; he was certain that he had never been here before. However, from the vegetation, he could tell it still belonged to the Qingye Mountains.

Lin Xuan turned his head and glanced at the sun, making a brief judgment of direction. Then, his entire body emitted a green glow, transforming into a streak of startling light that vanished in the distance.

Half an hour later, Ye Family Fort was already faintly visible on the horizon. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he sped up hisfleeing light (flying technique).

Since he had been sent by his master to come here, it was only right for him to give a proper explanation to the Ye family before leaving. He wondered if Ye Qingcheng had returned safely.

Suddenly, the light dimmed, and Lin Xuan stopped in mid-air, squinting as he looked towards the direction of the Ye Family Fort. If his ears hadn't deceived him, there were faint sounds of battle just now. Could it be...

Ye Family Fort.

Once a family with great renown, it was currently facing an extermination threat.

"Big Miss, hurry! We can't hold them off much longer."

Ye Ru bit her lips tightly. Her father had been absent for several months without any news. Over these days, she had felt increasingly uneasy, fearing the worst about him. Today morning, however, a sign of hope appeared as the柳 family (Liu Family) suddenly gathered their numerous subordinates and launched an attack on the Ye Family Fort.

Ye Ru was shocked. Although the two families were always at odds, such open warfare had never happened before. Could it be... her father was in trouble?

The storage area faced the challenge head-on. Despite the Ye family's formidable strength, with the patriarch missing and everyone else feeling lost, their morale plummeted, affecting their combat effectiveness.

Fortunately, the Ye Family Fort was difficult to attack due to its defensible nature. The Yin-Yang Lightning Fire Array was particularly devastating, holding back the enemy's fierce assault for a while.

Ye Ru let out a sigh of relief. However, misfortune seemed to follow her. Two young disciples from both families, lured and influenced by the other side, claimed they were leading their clansmen to fight off the invaders but instead ambushed and killed one of the Ye family's flag holders during the passage through thearray technique (array).

Although the others quickly reacted and subdued the traitors, Liu Junhao, a cunning old hand, seized this opportunity. He broke into the array with his Condensation Core stage strength.

The Ye family members could not match him in combat. Several elders managed to hold back for now, but the situation remained dire.

Ye Qinghai, although from an offshoot branch, had worked hard and was now a senior elder loyal to the Ye family. Seeing that resistance was futile, he turned to his disciple: "Xing'er, protect Big Miss. As long as she is safe, the Ye family will not die out. One day, we will rise again and destroy the Liu family for revenge."

"Master!" Ye Xing's eyes welled up with tears, but he did not move.

"Hurry!"

Ye Qinghai's white beard fluttered as he coughed repeatedly. His chest was already covered in a large patch of blood, yet he showed no fear. Suddenly, his sleeve flapped, pushing aside the two elders in front of him and lunging forward with a fierce expression to grab an enemy.

"Die!"

Liu Junhao sneered at Ye Qinghai's move as his magic technique was about to launch. However, he noticed that Ye Qinghai's body emitted white light, drawing surrounding qi like a magnet.

"What is this?"

Liu Junhao was alarmed and focused on his Qi Shield. A layer of white protective membrane appeared around him.

Boom!

Ye Qinghai self-destructed. Although he was only at the Foundation Establishment stage, his final attack was still formidable enough to deter even a Condensation Core expert. The Qi Shield, merely a basic defensive technique, shattered under the terrifying explosion.

Liu Junhao's face turned pale. He hadn't expected this sudden turn of events and was severely injured but not killed. Still enraged, he saw a large, hulking figure step forward, blocking his path without using any secret techniques. The explosion did nothing to harm him!

Ye family disciples cursed loudly, while the Liu family's lackeys were overjoyed.

"Master Kunshan, I will repay your kindness. I must do something for you."

"Haha, Family Head is too polite. You promised me that if I captured Big Miss Ye, she would be used as my furnacetripod cauldron (furnace)."

"Rest assured, Liu Brother. I keep my promises. Whether Master captures the girl or she is captured by my disciples, she will be given to you as a furnacetripod cauldron," Liu Junhao said with a smile.

With those words, Kunshan the Great Monk transformed into a streak of light and flew towards Ye Family Fort.

Seeing his back, Liu Junhao's face showed an extremely strange expression.

This Kunshan monk was a wandering cultivator from Qingye Mountains. Despite lacking support from any sect or family, he had reached the early Condensation Core stage due to unique circumstances.

Such a feat was rare among wandering cultivators, and his Golden Armor Technique was particularly special, offering unparalleled defensive capabilities that could withstand eventreasure artifact (magic artifacts) like those of demons.

Although Kunshan's power was high, his character left much to be desired. As a Buddhist disciple, he broke the precepts and indulged in wine and women. His actions were so brazen that even ordinary cultivators would bow down in admiration. He had long coveted Ye Ru but knew better than to act on it.

Now, with such a life of ease and comfort, he didn't want to risk anything for a few women. A few days ago, the Liu family's head suddenly visited him, offering to join forces against the Ye family and promising several beautiful women as rewards.

Kunshan was tempted by the prospect but ultimately declined after careful consideration. He knew that every Condensation Core cultivator was cunning, and although the gifts were tempting, he didn't want to be entangled in the conflict between the Ye and Liu families.

His current life was so enjoyable; he didn't want any unnecessary complications.

Kunshan refused his proposal, but Liu Junhao remained unperturbed. He took out a storage bag from his waist and retrieved an ornate jade box from it.
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The lid of the box was opened, revealing a human skull inside.

Seeing this object, Master Monk Kunshan immediately changed his mind.

Liu Junhao's face was filled with smug satisfaction; everything was under his control. The battle in the abandoned mine had gone well for him, as he outmatched Ye Qingcheng and ultimately emerged victorious. Since Ye Qingcheng had perished, there were no Core Condensation experts on the other side, which meant that their strength disparity was heavily tilted towards his favor. Master Monk Kunshan wasn't a fool; he would naturally align himself with the stronger party.

However, this fellow was also cunning, agreeing to help but then imposing another condition: using Ye Ru as a furnace鼎 for his cultivation.

Liu Junhao frowned. He harbored ill intentions toward Ye Ru too, not just because of lust. After all, the method of cultivation by draining essence and energy from a partner, though considered unrefined, was indeed an effective shortcut to breaking through bottlenecks and rapidly enhancing one's strength.

In some markets, female cultivators were sometimes used as furnaces, even if orthodox sects disapproved, they often turned a blind eye. However, most of these furnace partners were from the Flexible Spirit Period; successful Foundation Establishment cultivators usually had some background or power behind them. Occasionally, a Foundation Establishment stage furnace partner would attract fierce competition among high-ranking experts, especially beautiful ones, fetching thousands or even tens of thousands of crystal stones.

For Ye Ru, Liu Junhao initially intended to keep her for himself but was now heartbroken at the thought of losing her. Looking at her slender figure and beautiful face, Master Kunshan's eyes bulged with saliva. Not only was she beautiful, but her root was also exceptionally good. Using her as a furnace partner would undoubtedly advance his Golden Armor Technique.

With a sinister laugh, Master Kunshan waved his hand, causing the surrounding qi to twist into strange ropes that snaked towards Ye Ru.

"Big Sister, get out of there quickly!"

Ye Xing was shocked and pushed Ye Ru aside without hesitation. He released a short rod-shaped灵器 and bravely faced the oncoming attack.

"Hmm?"

Master Kunshan's expression changed as he looked at the young man blocking his path. Rubbing his eyes, he marveled that this novice from the Flexible Spirit Period dared to challenge him, a Core Condensation expert?

Though evil and cruel, Master Kunshan was impressed by the boy’s courage and momentarily felt an admiration for his spirit. He said with a sigh, "You think you can win against me? I never leave any survivors. Today, I'll make an exception; get out of my way."

Ye Xing's eyes were red from rage. He knew their strength disparity but had no choice but to obey his master’s dying command.

"Refusing the wine and drinking the punishment!"

Master Kunshan sneered as he raised his palm, a golden lightning bolt shooting forth from it...

Thunder Palm!

This was a low-grade spell, simple yet effective.

Ye Xing let out a cry of pain. Though brave, his courage couldn't make up for their strength disparity. He didn’t even get to scream before turning into ashes in the golden lightning.

How infuriating!

Ye Ru’s beautiful face was filled with anger as she watched her comrade die right before her eyes. She quickly summoned her furnace灵器.

A short sword turned into a chilling beam, piercing through the opponent's belly. Ye Ru felt elated; this guy was too careless. Though he was a Core Condensation expert, without any protective shield, his attack couldn't possibly block a furnace’s strike.

However, in the next moment, her joy vanished as she stared at the meaty figure before her with wide eyes. How could it be? No blood emerged, and the opponent smiled nonchalantly as if nothing had happened.

"Hmph, little girl, just a low-grade furnace can you think to break through my Golden Armor Technique's defenses?" Master Kunshan licked his lips and pointed at the strange ropes made of qi, which transformed into terrifying snakes that lunged towards Ye Ru.

"Ru'er, run!"

A thunderous shout echoed as purple light flew over from the side, colliding with the snakes.

The snakes shattered, and the light dispersed to reveal an old man standing tall.

"Auntie Er!"

Ye Ru gasped in surprise but also with joy. The man was named Ye Qingsong, his brother’s legitimate younger brother and one of the strongest elders within their family. But the lineage must continue; we must survive no matter what," he said with a grimace, though his expression remained calm.

"Auntie Er, how could it be? Father will surely return."

"Big Brother is gone."

"What?" Liu Junhao's sudden attack was highly unusual and violated common sense for Ye Ru. She had guessed some of the truth but couldn’t accept it emotionally. Biting her lip, she choked out, "How can that be? Auntie Er, you must have made a mistake. Father is a Core Condensation expert; how could he fall so easily?"

Ye Qingsong smiled bitterly. He wished it were true, but he had just seen his brother's head with his own eyes—there was no doubt about it. Liu Junhao intended to demoralize the Ye family by showing their leader dead. However, seeing their master killed only spurred the Ye family’s cultivators to redouble their efforts.

A desperate beast could unleash astonishing strength, causing significant trouble for Liu Junhao and his followers. This was far beyond what he had anticipated.

Without time to discuss further with his niece, Ye Qingsong commanded, "Ru'er, run! I'll hold them off."

"Hold them off?"

Master Kunshan looked at the old man before him. His strength wasn't weak; he was in the False Core stage. But that meant nothing; after all, they were still Foundation Establishment cultivators trying to stall him—mere delusions.

With a cold laugh, Master Kunshan raised his hand again, sending down several palm-sized bolts of lightning.

Facing the golden lightning, Ye Qingsong's expression turned grave as he tapped his storage pouch and summoned a round shield-shaped furnace. Unlike ordinary defensive furnaces, this one was thick in the middle but sharp on the edges, clearly designed for both offense and defense.

The shield flew above Ye Qingsong’s head, spinning and growing larger to deflect three bolts of lightning. Though trembling, it managed to hold them off.

Ye Qingsong exhaled with relief. The Heavenly Shield was an excellent furnace, but whether it could withstand a low-grade spell attack was uncertain. Thankfully, the artifact did not disappoint him.

Pointing his finger, the shield spun faster and emitted a layer of white light from its edges.

"Go!"

With his divine sense, Ye Qingsong intended to command this artifact to attack, but he suddenly stopped as his eyes widened in disbelief. A small hole appeared on his forehead, blood gushing out.

"Fool, the term 'false core' is merely a compliment; you think you can match us true Core Condensation experts."

Master Kunshan's lips curled into a sneer as he summoned a blue ice cone-shaped treasure from Ye Qingsong’s forehead.

This was the same artifact that had easily pierced through the Heavenly Shield and killed Ye Qingsong earlier.

Even an excellent furnace couldn't withstand a treasure's attack; this was the gap!

"Master!"

"Auntie Er!"

Ye Ru and several young disciples of the Ye family, their faces filled with sorrow, attacked together.

Master Kunshan’s face showed surprise. He had seen many cowards before but never such a family that faced death so bravely, unflinching in the face of powerful enemies. Just this alone was enough to ensure the Ye family's survival for thousands of years on Qingye Mountain.

These ancient families truly had some extraordinary qualities.
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Bravery is commendable!

Unfortunately, it's like hitting a stone with an egg.

"Die!" Kun Shangshen roared, his voice thundering through the clear sky. Ye Ru felt as if she were plunged into darkness and her surroundings spun around her, nearly causing her to plummet from the sky. She took a deep breath in panic and managed to steady herself. The other members of the Ye family also turned pale, their breathing erratic.

The strength of a Condensation Core cultivator is truly formidable...

All present were shocked, looking at each other with fear in their eyes, though none retreated. Kun Shangshen sneered as he launched his attack, sending golden sword energy from between his thick fingers.

Seven members of the Ye family, including two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, barely made a sound before they were pierced through by the sword energy.

Only Ye Ru remained in the sky, appearing lonely and weak.

"How about it? Anyone who dares not die yet, come forward. I'll see you off to the afterlife," Kun Shangshen sneered, his expression vicious as he surveyed the area.

Although the Ye family's young men were brave, they weren't invincible. They were momentarily stunned by his ruthless tactics and no one dared to challenge him again.

Kun Shangshen snorted, his arrogance reaching its peak. Just then, a faint voice entered their ears: "Big monk, Lin Xuan is bored of living. If you have the ability, send me off to the afterlife."

The voice was soft, like a gentle breeze, devoid of any human烟火气息 (earthly atmosphere). However, it made Kun Shangshen's heart skip a beat.

Turning around, he saw an ordinary-looking young man standing about a hundred feet away, his face full of mockery.

Despite the youth appearing only in his twenties, Kun Shangshen's pupils constricted. A Condensation Core cultivator!

"Who are you?"

Kun Shangshen was known for his brutality and lust but he was also very cautious. The Ye family had more than one Condensation Core expert; this young man must have come from elsewhere.

"I am who I am, and you're not worthy of knowing," Lin Xuan revealed a contemptuous expression.

"You…" Kun Shangshen was enraged. Though he was an independent cultivator, his cultivation technique was unique, making him stand out among peers. He had never been publicly humiliated before; anger turned to laughter: "Boy, you want to die."

Before the words left his mouth, his fingers flexed and golden sword energy shot forth again.

"Trivial tricks!"

Lin Xuan did not dodge or avoid. A faint blue light enveloped him as a layer of pale green protective shield appeared—Nine Heaven Qi Shield.

Seeing Lin Xuan's boldness, Kun Shangshen was delighted. His golden sword energy wasn't just any attack; in terms of power, it could rival certain middle-grade earth realm techniques from the *Golden Armor Skill*. He saw this as an opportunity to eliminate the young man.

However, when the golden sword energy struck, his protective shield merely wavered. Kun Shangshen's eyes widened in shock. Despite his fear, he quickly cast a spell and a blue light shot out from his sleeve.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; the opponent was using a talisman. He wouldn't use Nine Heaven Qi Shield to block it again, but rather test this newly acquired ancient treasure.

He opened his mouth and spat out a small sword about an inch long, which expanded as it caught the wind, growing to three feet in length with a chilling glow. It rushed forward.

Bang!

In one strike, the two talismans were clearly distinguished; the blue cone lost its essence, appearing severely damaged.

Kun Shangshen was shocked and heartbroken. He tried to recall his talisman but Lin Xuan wouldn't let him. With a cold laugh, he cast another spell, and the flying sword's chilling light sliced through the opponent's small cone in two.

"Boy, you dare destroy my treasure!" Kun Shangshen's eyes turned red, though behind his fierce appearance, there was evident cowardice.

Though this blue cone wasn't his primary talisman, it had been crafted from a ten-thousand-year-old ice crystal and was quite powerful. How could he have let the other so easily destroy it?

Lin Xuan nodded without surprise; the Snowfall Sword wasn't an ordinary ancient treasure but belonged to an婴期 cultivator. Such power was normal.

The young man before him was no ordinary Condensation Core cultivator.

Kun Shangshen regretted his decision after concluding this. He shouldn't have gotten involved in this mess with the Liu and Ye families. However, what use is regret? He gritted his teeth, took off a string of beads from his neck, and threw it into the sky. The string broke apart, each bead transforming into a golden sphere about ten feet in diameter, which viciously flew towards Lin Xuan.

The display was impressive, but Lin Xuan paid no mind, having no intention to linger here any longer.

With his left hand, he retrieved an ancient mirror about the size of a palm.

He poured mana into it; the mirror's surface flashed as black energy balls the size of fists shot out.

Those energy balls enveloped the golden spheres targeting them.

Kun Shangshen was confused but then his face turned pale as those golden spheres rapidly shrunk, returning to their original bead form.

How could this happen? The other so easily broke through his talismans.

Just as he had that thought, a black energy ball hit him. It didn't hurt, leaving no injury, but all of his mana drained out.

Kun Shangshen's face turned pale; he finally understood: he was no match for this young man. Lin Xuan's cold gaze made him shiver.

Gritting his teeth, he gathered the remaining mana in his body and with a pop, broke through the black energy barrier surrounding him. Kun Shangshen was elated but stopped when he saw the black energy barrier. He looked down at his chest, still disbelieving.

A needle about a foot long had appeared where his heart should be.

It was the Green Scales Needle ancient treasure!

Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a thread of danfire. Kun Shangshen's body instantly turned into a large fireball that vanished in an instant.

From Lin Xuan's appearance to Kun Shangshen's demise, it took only a few minutes. The other members of the Ye family were all stunned.

It was no wonder; just moments ago, Kun Shangshen had been so arrogant and domineering, but now he was dead in a moment of laughter by this young man. They couldn't accept that.

Especially Lin Xuan's youth and unremarkable appearance.

Ye Ru was equally shocked. As the only daughter of the family head, she understood the relationship with the Jade Spirit Medicine Mountain. She had led Lin Xuan into the Ye Family Castle, so she knew something about his identity, as her father had mentioned it briefly.
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So Ye Ru quickly regained her composure and flew to Lin Xuan's side, bowing respectfully. "Latee Ye Ru pays respects to Young Master."

"Recognize me?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

"Yes, latee heard Father mention it," Ye Ru said with respect. Before she could finish speaking, her eyes turned red again: "Father has been harmed by the treacherous柳家. Please, Young Master, seek revenge for him."

"What? Headmaster Ye is dead?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in surprise but quickly understood. If not for Ye Qingcheng's death, how would Old Fox Liu Junhao dare to lead his troops and attack the Ye Family Fortress?

"Get up!"

"Yes!" Ye Ru stood obediently by his side, her face showing a mix of anxiety and determination as she stared into Lin Xuan's eyes, biting her teeth before bowing again: "I beg Young Master's mercy. If you can destroy the柳家 to avenge Father and those who died, I am willing to serve as your slave for life."

"Friend, that is too much," Lin Xuan helped Ye Ru up. Destroying the柳家 really does matter to this lady; after all, she comes from an ancient family with thousands of cultivators.

Although Ye Ru was beautiful, Lin Xuan wasn't a young man easily swayed by pretty faces. He sighed: "Miss, there is no need for such sacrifice. Senior Ye Fan, who preceded the Heavenly Dust Patriarch, was his disciple. The Ye Family and our Spirit Medicine Mountain share the same roots. I cannot stand idly."

"Thank you, Senior!"

"Friend, please be more respectful. I lack the ability to level the柳家, but avenging Brother Ye by eliminating Old Fox Liu is within my power."

With that said, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of green light, vanishing.

"You three still resist? If you surrender now, this old man will show great mercy and spare your lives," Liu Junhao, with his flowing white beard, spoke smugly.

The situation was already one-sided. Although he was stopped by the Ye Family's three elders, he remained unflustered; victory was just a matter of time. The other柳Family members were also in an advantageous position. Liu Junhao was elated, not only because he could finally eliminate his long-time nemesis but also because without the Ye Family's interference, he could break them one by one and absorb their forces.

Although this place was considered primitive by both the Daoist and Demon sects, a few thousand scattered cultivators and over a hundred small families combined formed an extremely formidable force.

Liu Junhao's cultivation level wasn't high, but his ambitions were immense. He even dreamed of founding his own sect.

However, his attempt to persuade them failed. Generally, traitors appeared in sect battles, but these families were bound by blood ties and had few chances of betrayal.

The three elders remained silent but stepped up their attacks. Their faces showed a resolve to die rather than surrender.

"Looks like you're drinking the罚酒 now," Liu Junhao sneered as he injected several spells into his ghost-head saber, which began to howl. A fierce light flashed and split one of the silver rings in front of him.

Ye Qingshi was shocked. He was a junior cousin to the original family head and had reached late-stage Foundation Establishment. His Five Elements Ring was also an exquisite spiritual artifact; he never expected it to be so easily destroyed.

The power of the法宝 was indeed beyond their defense, but this was just the beginning. The sound of metal tearing filled his ears as the other two elders' spiritual artifacts were also destroyed.

Surprised and confused, they realized that Liu Junhao had been lenient earlier. However, he had no good intentions; it was a game of cat and mouse.

The three exchanged glances but did not retreat. Some used backup spiritual artifacts, while others attacked with spells. One elder took out over ten talismans from his storage bag.

"Hmph! A cornered beast fights back!" Liu Junhao laughed loudly: "Do you think your resistance is futile?"

With a flick of his wrist, the ghost-head saber transformed into a fierce light and rushed towards Ye Qingshi's neck.

Ye Qingshi's face turned pale as he set up several protective barriers. The ghost-head saber cut through them like paper. A head flew high in blood.

"Third Brother!"

The other two elders' eyes filled with grief as they prepared to fight to the death, but before they could act, their movements stopped, and strange expressions appeared on their faces.

Confusion, bewilderment, but mostly joy...

In contrast, Liu Junhao's laughter abruptly ceased, his smug expression instantly frozen. A small green needle protruded from his chest.

A figure suddenly rippled in the air nearby, Lin Xuan appearing before them.

Observing Liu Junhao's lifeless face, Lin Xuan did not explain anything and similarly spat out a stream of dan fire, burning him to ashes.

He then retrieved the ancient treasure, the Green Scaled Needle.

Indeed, as legend said, such needle-shaped法宝 had minimal energy fluctuations, making them perfect for surprise attacks.

While his own power could have easily eliminated Liu Junhao, he was not arrogant. He knew that destroying a peer-level cultivator with his abilities wasn't difficult, but facing over a thousand cultivators of the柳Family, even if most were at lower stages, their combined strength would be overwhelming.

From the start, Lin Xuan planned to ambush. In Liu Junhao's situation, it was not hard for him to approach quietly while concealing his energy. Using the Green Scaled Needle to deliver a fatal blow!

Liu Junhao's storage bag was naturally taken by Lin Xuan without hesitation. As he held it, Lin Xuan eagerly released his divine sense and scanned it. Although his face remained calm, joy filled his heart.

Inside were several hundred pieces of mid-grade crystal stones.

Such a small柳Family could not have such vast wealth; this must be from the giant pit in the仙矿.

Lin Xuan remembered that there were over five thousand low-grade crystal stones underground. The number matched what he saw. Since Ye Qingcheng was killed by Liu Junhao, all those crystals belonged to him alone.

Initially worried about Liu Junhao storing them at柳Family Fortress, Lin Xuan was pleasantly surprised to find they were mid-grade and carried on his person, allowing him to gain a huge advantage with so many crystal stones.

Postscript: Guests came home today, only two chapters for now; I'll write more tomorrow!
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Wan Qiu's arrival brought relief to theseveral main elders. They all knew the family's connection with Spirit Herb Mountain, and according to True Immortal Tong Yu's wishes, this female cultivator would not return but remain at Qing Ye Mountain.

With such a mid-stage Condensation Core powerhouse supporting them, the Ye Family naturally felt secure. What delighted the elders even more was that the eldest daughter had been chosen by the other party as an indoor disciple.

After completing these matters, Lin Xuan did not wish to linger any longer and left the Ye Family Fort after spending another night there. Despite attempts to persuade him otherwise, his resolve was firm, so they reluctantly agreed. They gifted him a batch of crystal stone materials, which he accepted without hesitation despite their trivial nature for his wealth.

After leaving Qing Ye Mountain, Lin Xuan hurried on his journey and returned to Spirit Herb Mountain after seven days.

The scenery remained unchanged as usual. After landing, Lin Xuan directly headed to True Immortal Tong Yu's cave dwelling.

"Master!"

"Xuan'er, you're back! You've done well," said True Immortal Tong Yu, opening his eyes with a kind and benevolent expression.

"It is an overstatement, Master. I merely did my duty," replied Lin Xuan respectfully.

The atmosphere between the two was harmonious, like that of a loving master and filial disciple.

Lin Xuan sat down and recounted the details of his journey in detail, omitting some parts regarding treasure hunting to avoid revealing too much. True Immortal Tong Yu was shrewd but had not participated personally, so he could not discern the truth from falsehoods. However, Lin Xuan could tell from his gaze that his master was half-believing and half-doubting.

"Even if it's a waste mine, since ancient cultivators left behind such places, there should be many treasures. Did you find anything valuable on this trip?"

"Yes..." Lin Xuan hesitated before speaking: "As Master said, I did indeed find some treasures in that waste mine."

He then took off his storage belt and revealed several fist-sized pieces of metal.

"Millennium copper essence?"

"Yes," nodded Lin Xuan, showing a hint of reluctance on his face.

"Hmm, although this is not considered a heavenly material, it is still an excellent ingredient for forging talismans. Xuan'er, since you have yet to form your own core, take these. They are the fruits of your labor; as an old man, I wouldn't covet such external things."

"Thank you, Master!"

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and immediately stowed away the millennium copper essence, his greed evident.

True Immortal Tong Yu watched this with a smile, showing no concern. After chatting for a while, Lin Xuan bid farewell.

As he left the cave dwelling, True Immortal Tong Yu fell silent, turning to an empty space and respectfully speaking.

"Auntie Senior, what do you think of what Lin Xuan said? It seems mostly true."

"It's hard to say, but it aligns with Ye Qingcheng's letter, so I doubt he is lying," a white smoke appeared in the air as a tall old man sat on a stone platform. This was Elder Duxinqing, the topmost elder of Spirit Herb Mountain. He stroked his beard: "In my opinion, this child speaks mostly truthfully; there might be some exaggeration."

"Exaggeration? Auntie Senior means that he didn't just find copper essence in that ancient mine?" True Immortal Tong Yu's expression showed no surprise.

"That is correct. Although it was a waste mine, with the power of ancient cultivators, there should be many treasures inside. Moreover, although Lin Xuan is young, his scheming nature is deep; would you hand over your hard-earned treasures so easily if you were him?"

"Of course not," shook True Immortal Tong Yu's head. He believed that no true cultivator would be this honest.

"That makes sense. Lin Xuan must have hidden something. Do you have any interest in his treasures?"

"I jest, Senior Auntie. How could I covet a disciple's belongings? Besides, even if they are outstanding, they're just an ancient waste mine; how can there possibly be anything earth-shattering."

While the two old foxes were whispering, Lin Xuan had already returned to his own cave dwelling.

The Yin Evil Spirit Array remained as before. Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction, fetched some clean water for a bath and change of clothes, then slept soundly. After waking up, he went to his training room.

This trip to Qing Ye Mountain was indeed fruitful. Besides the ancient treasures, the materials for forging weapons were also invaluable—ten-thousand-year-old cold jade, nine-heaven meteorite iron, lightning essence silver, primordial divine gold. Any of these appearing in the cultivation world would spark a storm, even causing drool from old immortals.

The only drawback was that the mysterious Yin Cold Iron was a misnomer; he found none in the celestial mine. Thus, the plan to forge the Yin Shattered Heart Sword had to be put on hold for now.

As for the Nine Heaven Moon Ring, while his materials were almost complete, one crucial ingredient was still missing: Southern Bright Departure Fire.

Southern Bright Departure Fire was said to be from a previous world, though it occasionally appeared in this world. Only by obtaining this could he forge a 100% powerful Nine Heaven Moon Ring.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan sighed. His wealth had made even old immortals envious, yet he still couldn't forge his own core weapon.

The treasures described in the two cultivation texts were too extraordinary!

However, with several ancient treasures from the celestial mine, even without forging a core weapon, his strength was far superior to that of peers.

But no matter how good ancient treasures were, they could never match the power of a core weapon nourished by one's own essence and mind.

Lin Xuan sorted through the materials he had obtained from Qing Ye Mountain. His gaze fell on an ancient jade pendant.

This treasure had made significant contributions this time. If not for his death at the hands of countless demon souls, after absorbing over a thousand demon souls, the surface of this treasure showed faint bloodstains and felt cool to the touch.

Playing with the ancient jade, Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated as if in thought. Without Yin Cold Iron, he couldn't forge the Yin Shattered Heart Sword for now. However, in The True Scripture of Dark Magic, there was another weapon whose power was no less than that of Yin Cold Iron and perhaps even slightly superior—Ten Thousand Souls Banner.

The notorious Great Demon Sovereign was known to use this as his core weapon.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't be so wicked as to use living souls for such a purpose. But what about the souls of demons or beasts?

This ancient jade contained thousands of demon souls sealed within!
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Holding the jade pendant in his hand, Lin Xuan's mind suddenly flashed with a bold idea.

Theoretically, it should be possible. In terms of quality, the soul essence of amonster beast would be superior to that of ordinary humans.

Even if it was the Ten Thousand Soul Banner worshipped by the Supreme Demon Sovereign, most of what it contained were ordinary people's souls; the souls of cultivators made up only a small portion at most.

Although he had only a few thousand demon souls in his possession, he could still refine the Ten Thousand Soul Banner. It would just be slightly weaker in power.

But that was fine. These ghostly artifacts required only more beast souls to increase their power over time.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand and took out an jade cylinder inscribed with the True Scripture of Profound Evil, then sank his divine consciousness into it to find the Ten Thousand Soul Banner section before carefully studying it.

Half a year passed in a blink.

Lin Xuan had not yet started refining thetreasure. The delay was due to the significant differences between using beast souls to refine the Ten Thousand Soul Banner and the records in the True Scripture of Profound Evil. With no one to consult, he could only study on his own.

Six months were too short.

Apart from necessary meditation, Lin Xuan devoted all his remaining energy to researching the method for refining the Ten Thousand Soul Banner.

"It seems feasible," Lin Xuan said as he put down the jade cylinder. Over these past six months, he had read through the method thousands of times and could recite it by heart. He also released a few beast souls, which transformed into red flames in his controlled fire pit.

The earth pulse fire.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He flicked his fingers to inject more spells, causing the flames to grow increasingly fierce until they formed a one-foot-wide fireball above the beast. The earth pulse fire continuously supplied it with energy.

For refining atreasure, higher flame temperatures were better. Using pure yang dan fire would result in a higher quality product. However, no one did that.

The reason was simple: refining atreasure took months or even years of constant effort. Even a condensation period cultivator like Lin Xuan couldn't sustain such power for long.

Thus, he used earth pulse fire at the beginning and only switched to pure yang dan fire when it mattered most.

Lin Xuan had already cast levitation spells on the ten-thousand-year-old jade. He carefully guided his flames into the fireball without entering it...

Then, Lin Xuan took out some other auxiliary materials like thousand-year copper essence and used the same method to send them into the earth pulse fire.

The process went smoothly, and Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief.

Three months passed in an instant.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, stopping the earth pulse fire. The fireball shrank until it dissipated into thin air.

In front of him appeared several colorful energy balls.

A serious expression crossed Lin Xuan's face. The refinement process was now at its critical stage; success or failure hinged on this moment. Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a golden dan fire.

The dan fire hovered above his palm, forming a tiny golden light point the size of a thumb.

Lin Xuan continued to spit more dan fires.

The entire process was energy-intensive. When the golden fireball grew as large as a fist, Lin Xuan's face turned pale, but he did not slacken.

"Go!"

He blew at the fireball, which floated towards the misty balls in front of him.

Lin Xuan raised his hands and cast a spell, shouting, "Quickly!"

The golden fireball suddenly expanded before rapidly contracting into a vortex.

The vortex sucked in all the mists. The white mist from the ten-thousand-year-old jade was first, followed by the yellow mist from copper essence, then green and red...

Seeing that all the mists were absorbed, Lin Xuan opened his mouth to spit out a small pearl as big as a dragon's eye.

Xuanhuo Divine Pearl!

With this fire attribute artifact assisting him, he hoped it would help with the refinement process.

He cast two spells of blue and green. The Xuanhuo Divine Pearl paused before spewing countless flames...

The entire process lasted a day.

Then Lin Xuan retracted his flames with a strained expression.

A short rod about an inch long appeared in the firelight, its color mottled and impure—mostly jade, but with many green, red, and yellow spots.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan sighed. He frowned deeply; it was clear that he had made a mistake when fusing the main ten-thousand-year-old jade with the auxiliary materials.

This item was considered wasted.

It seemed he had been too hasty. Although he had already pondered the method for refining the Ten Thousand Soul Banner thousands of times, it was just theoretical. In essence, it was like trying to refine a pill from a book—practical experience was lacking.

If he knew this now, he should have been more patient and spent several years studying the refinement methods, increasing his chances of success.

Lin Xuan looked at the short rod in his hand but did not want to discard it. Although theoretically, such wasted materials were as useless as waste pills, he remembered that his body contained a blue star sea. This technique could purify various refining materials, not just pills.

Previously, Lin Xuan had tried extracting the mother of xuan iron from The Heavenly Thunder Technique's pages but failed. However, it proved that this path was viable.

The difference in difficulty between purifying raw materials and pills was significant. Back then, his blue star sea was too small to succeed, but now he was a condensation period cultivator with a much larger star sea in his dantian compared to before.

Lin Xuan took out an jade box, storing the waste material inside before heading to the living room for rest.

After half a month, Lin Xuan's cultivation and mental energy were at their peak. He bathed and changed clothes before starting the purification process.

He sat cross-legged and held the short rod in his hand. His divine consciousness spread out, enveloping it as he used inner vision techniques to activate the light points within...

The refinement of refining materials was no different from purifying waste pills; the only difference was that it was more difficult. Lin Xuan had long mastered this.

He controlled the light points, separating several auxiliary materials as impurities one by one.

Five days and five nights passed.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief, then collapsed onto the ground without regard for his appearance. He had been lucky; the star sea's volume was only a little short of the critical threshold. If not for divine providence...

Looking at the ten-thousand-year-old jade in his palm, Lin Xuan, though exhausted, couldn't help but smile with satisfaction.

The other auxiliary materials were not as important, and he could afford to lose them. However, this ten-thousand-year-old jade was extremely precious; there was only a small piece of it in his possession, so he couldn't waste it.

After resting and regaining his strength, Lin Xuan carefully stored the purified materials.

He pondered for a moment before leaving the training room.

Moon's delicate face appeared. The girl was actually meditating outside his door, truly dedicated. Lin Xuan felt ashamed of himself.

"Master," Moon opened her eyes with a sweet smile: "Did you finish refining the artifact?"

"No, it failed." Lin Xuan shook his head.

"What should we do then?" Moon's expression turned worried as she consoled him: "Master, don't be sad."

"Haha, silly girl. Look at me; am I sad? Don't forget, I have a blue star sea. If the artifact fails, I can purify it and try again."

"Oh!" Moon remembered her master's extraordinary abilities and felt overjoyed.

"Alright, keep working hard to form your condensation sphere," Lin Xuan encouraged before bidding farewell to Moon and entering the spirit beast room.

Just as he opened the door, a ball rolled under his feet. Then, the ball slowly extended its fat, odd legs and large round eyes that took up a quarter of its face—this was the little creature hatched from the demon king's cave!

Thinking about this creature made Lin Xuan headache. When it hatched, he had gone through great trouble, almost discarding it as a dead egg. After much effort, the little guy finally emerged after absorbing some of his condensation period energy.

However, its appearance left Lin Xuan wide-eyed; it was nearly spherical with only hair covering its body.

Was this a beast or a pet? Although Lin Xuan had such doubts, he didn't think so because Tiansha Demon Sovereign was an extraordinary genius who wouldn't be that bored.
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However, Lin Xuan still hadn't figured out the purpose of this妖兽 until now. He had consulted many ancient texts but found no clues.

The little creature ran over to Lin Xuan as soon as it saw him and climbed onto his body, showing a very affectionate attitude. This was naturally due to its blood oath.

After playing with the little guy for a while, Lin Xuan left the spirit beast room.

There's no rush, Lin Xuan believed this妖兽 wasn't useless; he would study its abilities in detail when time allowed.

After resting for several days, Lin Xuan resumed the cultivation of the Ten Thousand Soul Banner. He had failed over **times during this period.

Although the Ten Thousand Soul Banner was simpler to cultivate compared to the幽冥碎心剑 and 九天明月环, it was still relatively complex given his lack of experience in refining magical treasures. Failure was thus a normal occurrence.

Fortunately, with the existence of the blue Star Sea, he could easily refine again if needed. Lin Xuan's tenacious character made him indifferent to such minor difficulties; instead, he viewed them as a form of self-improvement. His understanding of the blue Star Sea deepened further, from just refining pills to now being proficient in purifying materials.

In the alchemy room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with a serious expression. In front of him floated a golden flame about the size of his fist.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the flame, which immediately turned into a vortex and sucked in several colorful mists. Then he spat out the Xuanhuo Shen珠 (Flame God Bead). On seeing the short rod about an inch long, Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. After three years of hard work, he had finally completed the most difficult and crucial step—refining the Ten Thousand Soul Banner.

The next task was to seal the soul.

Lin Xuan delved into his storage bag with his divine sense and soon found a jade box. He opened it to reveal a palm-sized, black beast skin-like object inside.

Though unremarkable in appearance, Lin Xuan had spent tens of thousands of crystal stones for this item.

The refinement of the Ten Thousand Soul Banner naturally required one item as its banner. According to legend, the Extreme Demon Sovereign had taken the skin from an ancient婴期 (Incubation Period) monster after defeating it. Since Lin Xuan lacked such power and didn't want to be so cruel, he chose a beast skin for sealing the soul.

Theoretically, the higher the grade of the妖兽, the better.

Over these three years, every time he failed in his refinement, he would venture out for several days at a time. He sought out suitable beast skins while also taking breaks to clear his mind.

Finally, about half a year ago, during an auction event at a large market, Lin Xuan spent a huge sum of money to buy the skin of this离魂兽 (Spirit Departing Beast).

The 离魂兽 was a fourth-grade lower-grade妖兽. In terms of power, it could match an ancient婴初期 (Early Incubation Period) monster. Given its阴属性 (Yin nature), Lin Xuan was determined to get it.

However, the materials from such high-grade beasts were highly sought after. But with his crystal stones, Lin Xuan wasn't outdone by anyone; he eventually acquired them for 50,000 top-grade ones.

Though expensive, Lin Xuan felt it was worth it. How could he do anything but when he had the ability?

Lin Xuan took out the beast skin and placed it between his palms in front of him. He rubbed it gently, and a golden flame emerged.

The refinement of this beast skin was much simpler; it only required slight burning with fire.

This process might take half a day, during which Lin Xuan added some auxiliary materials from time to time.

By evening, Lin Xuan looked at the roughly formed small banner with satisfaction. He then began to use the Yin-Yang Art, releasing black mist from his body and wrapping it around the short rod and the banner flag.

As the two merged under the control of阴灵力 (Yin Spirit Power), Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a drop of essence blood.

The blood was immediately absorbed by the black fog and seeped into the Ten Thousand Soul Banner.

Since this was a本命法宝 (Life-Bound Treasure), such an oath ritual was necessary.

After a long while, the black fog dissipated. Lin Xuan retrieved the Ten Thousand Soul Banner with a wave of his hand.

Strictly speaking, the treasure had been successfully refined now; the final step was to seal the beast soul within it.

Lin Xuan took out the ancient jade and admired it before throwing it into the air. With his right hand forming a lotus finger, he cast a spell into it. A howling wind arose as a black mass appeared in the stone room. Inside this mass, a tiger wrapped in flames appeared faintly.

Iron Arm Blazing Flame Tiger!

A first-grade top-grade妖兽, and before you was its soul.

The moment the beast soul broke free from the ancient jade's restrictions, it roared ferociously at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan ignored it. Though fierce, this beast soul had only been equivalent to a灵期 (Spirit Period) grand圆满境界 (Ultimate Realm) cultivator in life. To him, a凝聚丹期 (Condensation Pill Stage) cultivator, it was too weak to pose any threat.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and a black beam shot out, transforming into a giant hand that grabbed the beast soul. The other side struggled desperately but to no avail.

Then Lin Xuan gently shook the small banner in his hand, sending countless thin black threads that wrapped around the beast soul like a large bundle until it couldn't move. Slowly, it was absorbed into the evil banner.

Though this process seemed simple, Lin Xuan focused intently on it. After its success, he felt extremely elated because using beast souls instead of human ones as recorded in the玄魔真经 (True Scripture of Dark Magic) was indeed feasible.

Lin Xuan cast a spell on the floating ancient jade and extracted another beast soul. After opening his mouth.

It took Lin Xuan over 300 days to seal all the thousand beast souls inside the pendant into the evil banner.

This process proved more difficult than he had imagined. The lower-grade beast souls were easier, though they struggled fiercely; their resistance was limited. But as the grade of the beasts increased, it required much effort from Lin Xuan.

Especially those four third-grade beasts, whose strength rivaled that of a凝聚丹期 (Condensation Pill Stage) expert. After defeating them, he had to wait until their energy was depleted before gradually absorbing them into the evil banner.

With these powerful beast souls as leaders, his treasure's power naturally increased significantly. After absorbing so many beast souls, the color of the evil banner began to change, becoming pitch black with an eerie and sinister aura.

Lin Xuan absorbed it into his body; since this was a本命法宝 (Life-Bound Treasure), he used his元神 (Essence Spirit) to nurture it. This not only allowed for heart-mind unity but also enhanced its power beyond expectations.

To distinguish his treasure from the Extreme Demon Sovereign's, and based on its material composition, Lin Xuan renamed it the Beast Soul Banner.
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The soul beast banner had been successfully refined, and Lin Xuan was overjoyed. This time refining his innate treasure took nearly five years of his life. Of course, compared to the long journey of cultivation, this wasn't much. However, with the current situation in Youzhou being particularly special, especially in the past year and a half where he hadn't left his cave府 at all, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to go out and gather some information.

Just as he stepped out of the cave府, Mo'er greeted him. It had been years since they last met, and Lin Xuan was genuinely startled by how much her cultivation had grown in such a short time—two layers, reaching the peak of Foundation Establishment stage, just one step away from Condensation Core stage.

He really did find himself lucky to have picked up this talent. Her innate abilities were no less than those with "Holy Spirit Roots," and he had been working hard on his cultivation, barely outpacing her in speed.

Regardless, it was something worth celebrating. After chatting with Mo'er for a while, Lin Xuan left the cave府.

As the Junior Sect Leader, gathering information about the current state of the cultivation world was incredibly easy. He just needed to find any fellow cultivator and ask around.

However, before he could do that, as soon as he stepped out of the cave府, he felt a different atmosphere in Spirit Medicine Mountain. It had always been a quiet place, except for when it opened monthly to refine medicinal pills for outsiders. Now, there seemed to be more unfamiliar faces than usual, and many people looked alarmed, quite unlike the calm demeanor of cultivators.

Moreover, these cultivators were bringing all sorts of rare treasures, requesting alchemists to refine various medicinal pills. Some even offered several times their usual fees just to get the alchemists to work first.

This was peculiar. Even more so, what they wanted to refine weren't ordinary pills that could enhance cultivation or boost magical power; instead, there were all sorts of strange pills.

For example, Golden Wound Pills—these resembled common healing medicines in the secular world but had far greater effects. They couldn’t bring back the dead or heal severe injuries, but anyone who wasn’t grievously wounded could usually keep their life after taking them.

Then there was the Heavenly Demon Pill, which originated from the魔道but also benefited cultivators. After consuming it, one’s cultivation would temporarily increase significantly, though inevitably at a great cost afterward.

These pills required rare materials and were mainly used in fights or for self-preservation. While some cultivators had made them before, they were always in short supply. Now, everyone was eager to refine them.

Seeing the scene, Lin Xuan guessed what was happening and casually found someone to ask about it.

At first, the person ignored him, but when a young attendant called him Junior Sect Leader, his attitude changed dramatically. He spoke freely, showing great enthusiasm.

Sure enough, as Lin Xuan had suspected, Youzhou was already in turmoil. The Great War between Righteous and Evil had begun!

On one side were the three major sects that had ruled Youzhou for tens of thousands of years: Bichun Mountain, One-Line Gorge, and Thunder Cloud Manor. On the other side were the rising new powers of the魔道.

Of course, there were also smaller sects allied with either side.

In fact, this conflict had been brewing for a long time, but mutual fear kept them in check. However, after about three months, both sides finally went to war.

The exact trigger was unclear as each side had their own version of events and blamed the other. In reality, it didn’t matter; fists were what mattered most.

At the beginning of this calamity, nearly two-thirds of Youzhou’s sects were drawn into the conflict, with others living in constant fear.

Now, cultivating pills to enhance one's strength or magical power had been forgotten. Survival was the priority, so both large and small sects, cultivation families, and even wandering cultivators urgently needed healing or potential-stimulating medicinal pills. They might save their lives at critical moments.

After hearing this person’s account, Lin Xuan showed no special expression on his face.

Righteous and Evil were enemies; a war was inevitable. Whether they fought to the death or bled rivers, it didn’t matter to him. Spirit Medicine Mountain provided enough shade, but sooner or later, his sect would be drawn in. Still, he had some time before that happened.

Lin Xuan decided to use this free time to further enhance his cultivation techniques. While facing peers wasn’t a problem, even a Condensation Core中期 cultivator wouldn’t pose much of a challenge. However, encountering late-stage or fully mature experts was risky.

Although Lin Xuan practiced two top-tier cultivation methods and had many treasures, the gap in cultivation stages couldn't be easily bridged, especially since he had never nourished the soul beast banner with his essence spirit.

He returned to his cave府 and began meditating daily. While he didn’t focus on the Nine Heaven Mystic Art at this moment, whenever he transformed into Yin Spirit Force for the Mystic Demon Technique, he also started cultivating the soul beast banner within his essence spirit.

Of course, it was impossible to quickly advance in cultivation stages in such a short time, even if he had a Spirit Root. But Lin Xuan had his own plan.

Entering the practice room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and then sank his divine consciousness into his storage bag, taking out an ancient jade cylinder.

The Ancient Jade Cylinder!

He obtained this from a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator’s cave府 on Mount Tianmu, but it was a great find. It contained ancient符术secrets.

A cultivator's strength depended on their cultivation level, the cultivation techniques they practiced, and the treasures or supernatural abilities they possessed.

However, this only applied in general situations. If a cultivator was very wealthy and always carried several sets of array tools or符, they could still be highly useful in battles, significantly boosting their power.

After all, low-grade法术were incredibly powerful, but weren’t as popular among high-ranking cultivators due to the long time required to cast them. However, if sealed within a符, they could be instantaneous.

Theoretically, an ordinary low-rank cultivator with enough符could potentially defeat stronger opponents in battle, similar to how silver can kill people in the secular world.
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However, while Earth Rank Spirit Talismans were renowned, they rarely appeared in the marketplaces, and when they did, their prices often soared to hundreds or even thousands of crystal stones.

The reason for this was simple: there weren't many符师 (talisman makers) around. Although there were more cultivators immersed in this field compared to alchemists and array mages, the overall number still fell far short of demand. Moreover, to craft Earth Rank Spirit Talismans required Condensation Core stage cultivation, a level that was rare even in Youzhou.

Furthermore, compared to Human Rank Talismans, the difficulty of crafting Earth Rank ones was incomparable, with success rates being alarmingly low.

Thus, it made perfect sense why these talismans were so expensive and scarce in the marketplace.

Lin Xuan always planned meticulously before acting. Crafting an Earth Rank Spirit Talisman wasn't a whimsical idea; he had carefully considered his options.

From his resources, reaching Condensation Core mid-stage within a short time was impossible. Therefore, there were three methods to boost his strength: spirit talismans, war armors, and array techniques.

Firstly, while Lin Xuan possessed the *Xuan Ji Heart Method*, this field was vast and deep. Even if he devoted forty or fifty years to it, he would only barely scratch the surface. This wasn't a good choice, so he dismissed it.

Secondly, regarding war armors, they seemed attractive at first glance. However, most of the materials obtained from his recent trip to Qingye Mountain were unsuitable for crafting the Azure Flame Qilin Armor. Lin Xuan would need countless hours to gather the necessary components, and the difficulty of making a war armor far exceeded that of the Beast Soul Flag.

That left him with talisman techniques.

Although there was much to learn in the myriad arts of cultivation, Lin Xuan had his own clever approach. He didn't aim to become a great master of talismans but merely needed to grasp one or two methods.

This significantly shortened the time required for learning and mastery.

After carefully selecting, comparing the *Nine Heaven Profound Heart Method* with several techniques he already knew from the *Profane Devil Scripture*, Lin Xuan chose the "Fiery Flame Ball" as his sealing technique. This technique involved compressing dan fire before launching it, yielding considerable power though not earth-shattering.

Lin Xuan delved into the jade cylinder, studying for about half a month. He then took out various materials from his storage bag—beast skin, demon blood, and other ingredients for talismans...

Another six months passed in seclusion.

One day, Lin Xuan was sweating profusely within his cave dwelling. Beside him lay numerous talismans; most were discarded due to failure, their spirit energy completely drained. However, a jade box held neatly arranged dozens of successful talismans—his harvest over the past six months.

"Phew!" Lin Xuan sighed in relief as he took out a pen. His choice had been correct; mastering just one type of talisman required no deep skills, and his half-baked abilities could handle it.

Of course, compared to modern techniques, those recorded in the ancient jade cylinder were far more intricate and profound. Not only did they have much higher success rates but also greater power.

Lin Xuan took out a palm-sized piece of beast skin, rubbed his hands together, and summoned dan fire. After refining it slightly, he used it as the carrier for crafting talismans. Just as he was about to start, his expression changed as if sensing something. He stood up abruptly and, with a flash of green light, transformed into a streak of lightning, vanishing at high speed.

Exiting the alchemy room, Lin Xuan passed through the central hall and headed straight for a stone chamber on his left.

A faint barrier hovered outside. Lin Xuan had no time to break it down methodically; he flicked his wrist, pulled out the *Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword* from his storage bag, and merged with it, forming a sharp beam that crashed against the barrier.

Boom! The black light shield sank in but quickly pushed him back.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further. He ignored the damage to his essence energy and spat out some blood. After absorbing this, the *Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword* gained immense power. Lin Xuan merged with it once more and struck again.

This time there was no doubt; under his full effort, the shield shattered into fragments that dissipated rapidly in the air.

Lin Xuan's sharp beam did not stop but smashed through the door, rushing inside.

The stone chamber was spacious, measuring over ten feet in length and width. In its center stood a three-foot-high stone platform where a beautiful young woman was blocking his path.

Her body trembled violently as if enduring immense pain. Around her, countless ghostly mists swirled, accompanied by eerie wails.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's expression worsened. He flew up to the high platform without hesitation, reaching out to help. However, he passed through her body, his anxiety causing him to forget that she was a spirit entity with only an ethereal form and no physical body.

Frowning, Lin Xuan stood up straight, took deep breaths three times, finally calming himself.

It had been rare for Lin Xuan to experience such panic. Back in Drifting Cloud Valley, he had already mastered the art of concealing his emotions, handling even grave dangers with composure.

This was a rare instance of feeling panicked.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a green light shot out, quickly dispersing the ghostly mists around the platform.

Then, Lin Xuan released his spirit sense to check on Yue'er's condition.

After about five minutes, Lin Xuan's expression eased as he sighed in relief. Although her situation was dire, it didn't seem life-threatening.

Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan allowed his essence energy to flow within him under the influence of the Yin-Yang Method. Soon, a ghostly aura enveloped him.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, interlocking his index and thumb fingers in front of his chest while muttering indistinct incantations.

Soon, Lin Xuan's shoulders moved as seven thick black mists shot out from his head, shoulders, chest, abdomen, and knees.

"Go!"

The black mists flew towards the trembling woman on the ground, enveloping her. From a distance, it looked like a large cocoon.
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Three days later.

Lin Xuan's face was pale, his eyes lifeless, showing the signs of severe energy depletion. In contrast, Yue'er’s complexion had improved significantly; clearly, her injuries inside were stabilizing.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and glanced at the black giant cocoon in front of him. He waved his hands several times, injecting a few spells into it.

The black aura began to ripple, then seemed to suck all the energy into Yue'er's body like a whale drinking water. Finally, Yue'er slowly regained consciousness.

"Master!"

From her voice, it was clear that she was still very weak, but her gaze towards Lin Xuan was filled with gratitude.

"Don't move, rest well first. We can talk about it later."

After saying this, Lin Xuan took out several jade bottles from his chest, uncapped them, and poured colorful pills into his mouth—these were all the medicinal pills he had refined to nourish his body and replenish his energy.

He then grabbed a middle-grade crystal stone with one hand and began to absorb the essence qi inside it voraciously.

This healing for Yue'er had cost him considerable energy depletion.

Thus, Lin Xuan sat in meditation for an entire day and night before recovering. He looked up and saw that Yue'er was still lying beside him, her face grayish-white. Lin Xuan frowned as he asked with concern, "How do you feel, Yue'er?"

"Better. Thank you, Master for saving me."

"This girl... she's too careless. Condensation is such an important matter; why didn't she notify me to protect the process? If I could have intervened in time, this wouldn't have been so serious," Lin Xuan couldn’t help but blame her. Yet his tone was more concerned.

"I'm sorry, Master." Yue'er stuck out her tongue. She had indeed been careless this time.

---

In fact, over the past few months, Yue'er's cultivation had progressed rapidly. Half a year ago, she had already reached the peak of Foundation Establishment stage. Just a few days before, she had foolishly attempted to condense her essence core.

Actually, she had considered asking Master for help and protection, but unfortunately, Lin Xuan was engrossed in refining talismans at that time. After much deliberation, Yue'er decided not to disturb him since the outer cave was protected by an extremely yin evil spirit array, making it safer outside.

She would just try her best to condense her essence core and give Master a surprise. Back then, when he had reached Foundation Establishment stage, it was also easy for him.

However, Yue'er's idea was overly simple. Indeed, in the ghost path, her talent did not fall short of that of a cultivator with a Saint Spirit Root. But condensing an essence core? That wasn’t as simple.

Typically, out of one hundred flexible spirit period disciples, only five to six could successfully establish their foundation. And even among a thousand Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, it was rare for someone to reach the Condensation Core stage.

This marked a significant divide; Incubation Stage was still unattainable for most. It required extraordinary luck and unique experiences, with some even having a Saint Spirit Root. Forming a golden core was already considered high-level cultivation. Of course, Lin Xuan had never doubted that Yue'er would succeed in condensing her essence core. But it wouldn’t be so easy; he had to swallow several Heavenly Dust Pills, those miraculous medicinal pills, before successfully entering this wondrous realm. Other high-level cultivators who attempted the Condensation Core stage usually prepared for a long time and relied on their mentors or friends' assistance, as well as other spiritual medicines. Only then did they have a chance of success!

The path to cultivation was inherently against nature; Yue'er had underestimated it.

Compared to Foundation Establishment, condensing an essence core was like heaven and earth—uncomparable. For Yue'er to succeed without any preparation was utterly unreasonable.

Originally, Lin Xuan and this girl had signed a blood pact, so there would naturally be some connection between their minds. However, recently, he had been engrossed in refining talismans, and since Yue'er's cultivation didn’t require his attention, he hadn't paid much heed to her. Unfortunately, this oversight led to the current situation.

Yue'er recounted how she attempted condensation. At first, it went smoothly; the essence qi gradually thickened and formed a thumb-sized golden core in her dantian. However, something inexplicable happened later, and that roughly-formed golden core suddenly disintegrated. The gathered essence qi began to wreak havoc again.

This situation was akin to a mortal’s entering a state of demonic possession, but even more severe. After all, Yue'er practiced ghost path techniques; once the backlash occurred, it could be fatal. Yue'er was terrified and in excruciating pain. But she was clever enough to understand that panicking would only worsen things. She endured the essence qi backlash while desperately trying to control the rampant energy, sending out a distress signal to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan arrived just in time; anyone else might have been helpless before this situation. Fortunately, he possessed Yin-Yang Techniques and had also practiced The True Scripture of Profane Demons, so he understood Yue'er's current state well. He risked damaging his own energy but finally stabilized her injuries.

Lin Xuan was naturally angry at Yue'er for acting on her own without permission. However, after the incident, scolding would be futile. Believing that Yue'er would learn from this experience, Lin Xuan consoled her gently before leaving.

---

In the following days, Lin Xuan visited Yue'er three times a day—morning, noon, and night. Initially, her injuries recovered well; by the second day, she could sit in meditation on her own. Lin Xuan was relieved and overjoyed.

However, good fortune didn’t last long. Seven days later, her injuries inexplicably began to worsen again. The essence qi inside her body suddenly surged out of control once more, but it was only thanks to Lin Xuan’s timely intervention that they managed to overcome the crisis.

Over the next few days, Lin Xuan had to use not just his true energy but also help Yue'er stabilize and control the chaotic essence qi every day. Otherwise, he might face the danger of losing his soul.

Why did this happen? Lin Xuan was at a loss, having searched through The True Scripture of Profane Demons in vain.

Feeling depressed, Lin Xuan wouldn’t just watch as Yue'er died. One day, after stabilizing her essence qi, he went to the library.

This was a tower-shaped building with seven floors and about ten meters high; it seemed constructed from an unknown material, emitting faint silver light on its surface.

"Young Master!"

Two middle-aged cultivators greeted Lin Xuan respectfully as he approached the library entrance. Both were at the late Foundation Establishment stage.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and pushed open the door. The two did not stop him; given his status, he naturally had the right to freely enter this important area of the sect.

The first three floors were skipped by Lin Xuan directly. The first floor contained miscellaneous books, the second floor held simple cultivation techniques, and the third floor consisted of secret alchemy texts and herbals. His goal was on the fourth floor.
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Looking at the light barrier before him, Lin Xuan's face showed a serious expression. The藏书阁 in Spirit Herb Mountain became increasingly precious as one ascended higher, and it was also heavily guarded by various restrictions.

Currently, with his status as Junior Sect Leader, he could only enter up to the fourth level. He didn't know what lay above, but they were bound to be no ordinary matters, such as the ingredients and methods for refining the Heavenly Dust Pill...

Although Lin Xuan felt a tinge of interest, now was not the right time; it would be better not to alert anyone prematurely. He could discuss this later if an opportunity arose.

Shrugging off these thoughts, Lin Xuan took out a storage bracelet from his pocket. The immediate task at hand was to find a way for Yue'er to recover fully.

A red light shot out from the bracelet, causing the barrier to tremble and part like curtains, revealing a path wide enough for one person to pass through.

Lin Xuan walked in calmly. Inside, there were nearly a hundred square meters of space with neatly arranged bookshelves lining the walls. The shelves held hundreds of jade cylinders filled with various texts.

However, Lin Xuan showed no interest in approaching them. Instead, he smiled slightly, revealing a hint of mockery.

These traps, these bookshelves, were all set to trigger upon anyone who dared to examine the contents of the jade cylinders, activating the pre-set array to eliminate them inside.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out a small banner. This wasn't the Soul Beast Banner; it was merely an ordinary spiritual artifact with golden characters embroidered on its surface: Spirit Herb Mountain.

He waved the banner gently, and a pinkish fog emerged from within, circling three times around the tower before drifting to a less conspicuous corner.

The fog lingered there, stretching and contracting several times before suddenly bursting open. A short bookshelf appeared in front of him, holding seven or eight jade cylinders.

Though fewer than expected, these jade cylinders were no ordinary items; they were ancient cultivators' remnants.

These were the true treasures of the fourth level library. Lin Xuan approached, his spirit sense sweeping over them before he picked up the third one.

The owner of this cylinder was a ghost dao cultivator from ancient times. However, what it contained wasn't his cultivation method but other secrets related to the ghost dao.

Lin Xuan sank his spirit sense into it.

As the sun began to set, the day quickly passed by.

After setting down the jade cylinder in his hand, Lin Xuan frowned slightly, as if he had encountered a difficult issue. Yue'er's failed condensation attempt had caused more severe injuries than expected. Although Lin Xuan understood the situation somewhat, there was only one way to restore her: he needed to kill a ghost king with over a thousand years of cultivation and use its inner core to nourish Yue'er’s soul.

Lin Xuan sighed and left the library, returning to his cave abode to prepare for his journey.

A ghost king, like a zombie, was a creature from the underworld. Unlike zombies that were corpses buried underground, absorbing earth's yang energy to become sentient, ghosts formed due to two reasons: one, the person had harbored immense resentment in life and refused to enter the underworld after death; or two, they were cultivators pursuing immortality but failed to reach the婴 stage before their soul was destroyed.

For either a mortal or a cultivator, if their soul lingered on the mortal plane for too long without special circumstances, it would gradually lose its intelligence until it vanished completely. Becoming even a regular ghost was extremely difficult, let alone a thousand-year-old ghost king, whose power could be more formidable than that of a thousand-year-old zombie.

In ancient times, there had been an incident where a medium-sized sect was wiped out by a thousand-year-old ghost king and its followers, causing great uproar. The orthodox and heretical factions joined forces to suppress these ghostly beings, even mistakenly killing many human cultivators who practiced the ghost dao.

Of course, that was ancient history. In present-day Youzhou, one would rarely see a ghost king or even an ordinary ghost. Except for one place: the Valley of Phantom Souls.

Speaking of this valley, it was tied to a beautiful legend in the cultivation world.

Many years ago, there was a couple who practiced dual cultivation and were deeply devoted to each other. Unfortunately, due to unforeseen circumstances, the female cultivator passed away, and her soul was captured by a ghost official on patrol.

The male cultivator was heartbroken but his strength was formidable; he had already reached the late-stage婴 stage. After this blow, instead of giving up, he transformed his grief into power, breaking through to the legendary Separation-Union realm.

Entering the Separation-Union realm allowed one to tear open space and ascend to the spirit world. However, this cultivator named Mo Yan did not do so; instead, he used his spatial tearing abilities to enter the underworld and forcibly reclaimed his lover's soul.

Unfortunately, despite his power, he failed to save her. In a fit of despair, Mo Yan chose to self-destruct.

The catastrophic explosion created a passage between the underworld and the mortal world, allowing countless ghostly mists to pour out into the mortal realm, along with some ghost kings and ghosts. Although the ghost sages quickly sealed the breach, the mist and escaped souls settled in the mortal world.

These mists were not native to this world; wherever they went, nothing could grow, and even cultivators feared them greatly. With the added strength of the escaped ghost king and ghosts, the area became known as the Mortal World's Underworld Kingdom.

Fortunately, the spirits inside learned from their experiences and stopped venturing out to harm mortals. Cultivators also refrained from attacking the place, maintaining a tacit understanding that kept both parties in balance.

This was the Valley of Phantom Souls.

Apart from the ghosts from the underworld occasionally gathering there to avoid cultivator attacks, they also took advantage of the mists for faster cultivation.

Lin Xuan had once read about the Valley of Phantom Souls in miscellaneous books but hadn't paid much attention. However, now it held the key to saving Yue'er.
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Three days later, Lin Xuan sent a transmission talisman to his Master and left the Spirit Medicine Mountain.

For Tongyu Zhenren, he did not explicitly state anything. He only said that he wanted to find some rare materials for alchemy and also practice himself.

Yinhu Valley was located in Western Youzhou, bordering Ten Thousand Mountains. Not only was the environment harsh, but it was also extremely remote, at least several thousand miles away.

With Lin Xuan's current cultivation level, even if he flew non-stop, it would still take a few days to reach there.

Moreover, unlike before, the three major sects and the魔道 had officially declared war. There was always a risk of encountering danger accidentally.

The saying "when the city gate is on fire, the fish in the pond suffer" was not new. Being drawn into it was not uncommon either.

Thus, after careful consideration, Lin Xuan decided to travel cautiously, hiding during the day and venturing out at night. Although this would definitely take more time, it was safer.

Moon's injuries had not improved, but under his True Essence nourishment, she was safe for now.

In any case, Lin Xuan did not lack time.

Of course, nighttime was not necessarily safe either. Once he left the range of Spirit Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan fully opened his divine sense and cautiously continued on his journey.

The first few days were uneventful. Occasionally, he would see conflicts between the正道and魔道, but Lin Xuan always kept a distance. The war was currently in a stalemate.

About a month ago, both sides had held an unprecedented large-scale battle on some barren plains. Together, there were nearly ten thousand cultivators from both sides fighting for several days. Although it couldn't be said that the blood flowed like a river, it did change the color of heaven and earth.

In the end, neither side achieved satisfactory results; they both suffered heavy losses. The正道and魔道were both severely weakened.

After this incident, the conflict between the two sides temporarily paused as both needed time to recover. However, sporadic attacks and raids continued unabated. Describing the entire cultivation world with "wind and cranes crying" was no longer an exaggeration.

What frightened cultivators even more were occasional reports of neutral small sects or families being completely wiped out. There were no survivors, and both sides blamed each other for the atrocities committed against innocents.

Although it couldn't be determined who did what, this incident served as a wake-up call to those who wanted to stay clean or observe from the sidelines. They weren't fools; both the正道and魔道were certainly involved in some way. But knowing that didn't matter; they still had to follow their instructions. It was no longer possible to remain neutral.

More and more sects or families chose to align with one side as a stronghold.

In other words, this calamity's scope was expanding. Apart from the major sects like Spirit Medicine Mountain, other cultivators, even if they didn't want to be involved in the chaos, had become appendages of either the正道or魔道.

Even worse, some scheming cultivators took advantage of the chaos in Youzhou to commit crimes. Smaller towns and markets were being looted, further exacerbating the already tense situation.

Lin Xuan learned this information from a rescued wandering cultivator. Although he was not above self-interest, he occasionally helped weaker ones when within his means.

Lin Xuan sighed; it seemed that traveling through Youzhou would require even more caution now.

Two days later, a streak of green light flew in from the horizon to avoid drawing attention. Lin Xuan used ordinary concealment light for this purpose.

Suddenly, the green light condensed, and the concealment light stopped, revealing an unremarkable-looking youth. Lin Xuan looked at the sky; dawn was not far away.

He still had another half hour's journey left, but just as he was about to move, his brow furrowed in concern, and he paused. A mix of anxiety and care appeared on his face: "Moon, what is it?"

"Master, I…" The girl's words stopped abruptly, and Lin Xuan sensed her pain through his divine sense.

"How could this happen? Moon's injuries shouldn't be worsening at a time like this."

Lin Xuan was worried. The green light descended, and he released his divine sense to survey the surroundings. His expression darkened even more.

This wasn't some remote mountain; it was a place with eight directions of traffic. It was indeed an important thoroughfare where other cultivators could easily be encountered. However, Moon's condition couldn't wait any longer. After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan made his decision.

He might as well take the risk but would not let anything happen to Moon.

A palm-sized array disk appeared in his hand after he tapped his storage bag. Several array flags also appeared, and with a few more gestures, he activated them.

The extremely Yin Evil Spirit Array was something Lin Xuan had mastered many times over; setting it up didn't take long. Soon, black fog enveloped the area within a hundred feet.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. With this array protecting them, even if a condensation period cultivator came, they could hold out for some time.

Of course, no enemies were best. The black fog was too conspicuous. After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan cast another spell, and a layer of green light descended from the sky, merging with the black fog.

The place returned to normal; mountains remained mountains, roads remained roads. This was undoubtedly an excellent illusion. Should it be able to fool passing cultivators?

Lin Xuan then sat cross-legged. With his left hand, he flicked his sleeve, and a pinkish霞light flew out, landing on the ground where a beautiful young girl appeared.

Moon's face was pale, her eyes filled with pain. Lin Xuan showed concern, reached out, and pointed at her mouth. A thick black light shot into her body.

About fifteen minutes later, Moon's complexion improved slightly.

"Master!" "Don't speak; I only provided initial relief for your injuries just now. If you're not careful, they might worsen again. Now, I'll use my essence spirit to guide them."

"Mm." Moon nodded obediently and sat cross-legged as well. Both of them cast the same spell. Lin Xuan opened his mouth, and a golden bead the size of his thumb flew out.

This was what cultivators called their Golden Core!

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. He reached out and lightly touched it.

The golden core flew to Moon's head, spun around, and then strangely changed. Originally pure gold, it now became pitch black like ink.

A layer of light emerged from within, enveloping the girl. Seeing this, Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. With a gesture, his divine energy surged out, forming black rays that enveloped Moon as well.

Moon was not idle either; she changed her hand seals and used the absorbed divine energy to suppress her injuries.

Postscript: There will be another chapter at midnight.
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Two hours later, Lin Xuan and Yue'er still sat cross-legged. The severity of the little girl's injury this time was far more terrifying than he had imagined.

"Looks like we need to speed things up and head for the Yin Soul Canyon as soon as possible," Lin Xuan thought silently while treating Yue'er's injuries. His hands held two transparent crystal stones, and several empty bottles lay scattered on the ground around him.

Although his power was depleted, these could at least partially replenish his lost energy.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan turned his head slightly, and a flash of sharpness appeared in his eyes as he heard the loud explosions. Someone had started to attack the outer array with all their might.

Damn it! Just when things were critical!

A gloomy cloud appeared on Lin Xuan's forehead. In fact, during these two hours, several powerful cultivators had passed by here, but thanks to his ingenious illusion technique, he had deceived them all.

This person could see through the deception; his cultivation was not something to be underestimated—certainly at least at the Condensation Core stage.

"Master!" Yue'er also felt uneasy, her face showing signs of anxiety.

"Don't panic. Just focus on healing."

Although Lin Xuan was angry inside, he didn't show any signs of panic. The extremely evil Yin array was no trivial matter; it should buy them some more time.

"Mm." Yue'er nodded, a warm current flowing through her heart. Master's calmness also affected her mood, making her less fearful. She continued to use the spirit energy transmitted by Lin Xuan to suppress and guide the injuries within her body with hand seals.

Another half an hour passed.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the golden丹飞 back into him.

"Master, how are you?" Yue'er looked at Lin Xuan's pale face, gratitude evident in her eyes.

"I'm fine. Just a bit tired."

Lin Xuan tilted his head slightly; the thunderous sounds continued unabated as the other party kept attacking fiercely.

Meanwhile, outside, a well-dressed middle-aged man of about forty years old was operating a short sword-shaped treasure to attack the array. His name was Lei Hong and he was one of the elders of Haimen Sect. As an intermediate-sized sect, it had already submitted to the Three Great Factions.

This time, Lei Hong was ordered to carry out a mission here. The process went smoothly, and Lei Hong felt pleased; upon returning to his mountain, he would likely receive considerable rewards for this accomplishment.

Lei Hong's cultivation level had reached the fourth stage of the Condensation Core phase, meaning mid-stage peak. Due to his cultivation method, his divine sense was far superior to that of his peers.

As he passed by here, he did not deliberately check; with a glance, he saw through Lin Xuan's deception. Under the illusory realm, black smoke billowed, clearly indicating a daoist technique.

Could there be daoists gathering here?

Although Lei Hong was not a direct disciple of the Three Great Factions, he had maintained close ties with One Line Canyon and even had thoughts of leaving Haimen Sect to join them. Recently, several top elders of the Three Great Factions jointly issued an edict: regardless of whether they were from their own sect or allied sects, cultivators could receive corresponding rewards based on their merits. Lei Hong was currently in need of a rare cultivation item; if he achieved significant merit, there might be a chance.

Not only did Lei Hong have profound cultivation, but he also had a keen mind.

At first, he suspected that daoists were gathering here, but after some thought, he dismissed this possibility. The other party would certainly choose an unoccupied location for any covert operations; they wouldn't pick such a critical path and with prohibitions and illusions in place, it was evident they feared discovery.

There was almost no doubt that there was a severely injured high-stage daoist here, unable to fly to a remote area, so he had to risk treating his injuries here.

It couldn't be said that this person's mind wasn't extraordinary; he was nearly correct.

With such an understanding, Lei Hong naturally felt secure and unafraid. Laying traps was not exclusive to daoists; these righteous cultivators were equally adept at it.

A severely injured high-stage daoist might be easier to deal with than a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, and eliminating him would certainly earn great merit. Moreover, he could also loot the other party's storage bracelet.

With so many benefits, Lei Hong felt his body heat rise. After entering the Condensation Core phase, the possibility of killing someone was very small; even in the previous battle, both sides combined had only lost about eight condensation core cultivators.

Originally, Lei Hong thought that the other party merely hastily set up a defensive prohibition array with their current strength, which he could easily break. However, things were not as simple as he expected; after prolonged attacks, it still didn't work effectively. This was clearly a rather ingenious array.

Lei Hong pondered over the thick fog before him. After all, someone who possessed such an array-setting tool must have formidable cultivation; it might even be a major figure in the daoist sects!

Thinking of this, he felt more excited than alarmed. The higher the other party's status and cultivation level, the richer their assets would naturally be!

As for whether they could defeat them, he didn't consider that at all. How could he not handle an injured cultivator?

However, he couldn't delay; otherwise, if the other party recovered, it would be too late.

A sinister look flashed across Lei Hong's eyes as his divine sense probed into his storage bracelet. He activated a large seal-shaped treasure.

This object was square and not particularly big, but when it flew up in the air, it rapidly expanded, becoming like a small mountain amidst the dazzling light.

Lei Hong's face showed signs of joy; this Flipping Heaven Seal ancient treasure was obtained by him through an adventure. Under the power's activation, it could expand to tens of thousands of jin, with astonishing offensive capabilities. The only drawback was its slow speed; it had to first immobilize the opponent before a single strike would be fatal, making it less versatile in certain situations, but extremely effective for breaking arrays.

"Fall!"

With Lei Hong's loud command, the Flipping Heaven Seal descended with tremendous momentum.

The array also sensed this and black smoke surged, forming nine ultra-thick pillars to meet it. As soon as they touched, the fog showed signs of strain, several array flags simultaneously buzzing. Lei Hong was pleased and continued to activate his power.

In the center of the array, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, his expression serious as he took out an array disk from his pocket and looked at it, his face growing increasingly grim. He hadn't expected the other party to have such a powerful ancient treasure; he had thought that the extremely evil Yin array could hold for some time, but this hope was impossible to achieve.

Lin Xuan only had one set of array-setting tools, which were quite useful, so he wouldn't let them be destroyed easily. A green light shot out from his index finger and entered the array disk. Immediately, the black smoke began to change.
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Zhuang!

A flag array flew back into Lin Xuan's hand. The mist swirled, then parted to reveal the scene in the middle.

Lei Hong was taken aback and snorted as he retracted his Heaven-Flipping Seal artifact.

A man and a woman came into view.

The man looked to be around twenty years old, with an ordinary appearance that would easily blend into a crowd. However, his cultivation level wasn't weak; he had already reached the early stage of Condensation Core.

Lei Hong's eyes narrowed, but quickly returned to indifference as the other party appeared pale and listless, clearly having suffered significant damage to their essence energy.

His gaze then shifted to the young woman beside him. With a mental scan, Lei Hong's eyes suddenly lit up with surprise.

This girl was indeed a Yin Soul Body, and it was evident that she practiced ghost cultivation techniques. She had reached the late stage of Foundation Establishment.

What an excellent ghost servant!

In the cultivation world, such servants were far more precious than spirit beasts.

Heaven favored him; he really did pick up a treasure this time.

Lei Hong's joy turned into a look of ill will as he looked at Lin Xuan. A chill of murderous intent emanated from his body.

To seize the ghost servant, one must first eliminate its master.

Just as he was about to act, Lin Xuan turned and met his gaze with a hint of mockery: "So, friend, you want to kill and snatch treasure without even asking my identity?"

"Hmph. What's there to ask? You set up such an eerie array, so you must be a魔修无疑. The saying goes that right and wrong cannot coexist; it is perfectly natural for me to strike."

"Perfectly natural?" Lin Xuan sneered. "Just because of this array, how can you determine I am a魔修? Just an excuse to snatch treasure. But never mind. If you wish to go west, I will send you on your way."

Lei Hong was taken aback by Lin Xuan's words and felt something wasn't right. The other party had a big mouth, but he might just be bluffing.

"Are you afraid of speaking with the wind? You're only an early-stage Condensation Core cultivator, and your essence energy is severely damaged. How dare you speak to me like this?"

"Do you not believe it? Try me!"

Lin Xuan snapped his fingers, and a green thread flew out from his storage bag, darting towards Lei Hong with incredible speed.

"Fly needle artifact?"

Lei Hong's face changed. Such fly needle artifacts were difficult to forge due to their tiny size but often possessed special abilities, making them formidable.

Moreover, what he saw wasn't just any ordinary item; it was an ancient treasure from the ancient era.

Ancient cultivators had vast powers and their treasures often outmatched those of modern cultivators in terms of power.

However, such ancient treasures were scarce. Few early-stage Condensation Core cultivators possessed them, let alone seen them.

The young man's first move was a rare ancient fly needle artifact; how could this not shock Lei Hong?

His contempt vanished as he faced the enemy with trepidation. He opened his mouth and spat out a short sword, barely a foot long, thick at the back and thin at the edge, with countless strange inscriptions carved on the handle.

Lei Hong's hands moved swiftly, injecting a spell into the sword. The blade whistled as it transformed into a red light, slicing through the air.

Instantly, clashing sounds of metal filled the area, red and green lights intertwined in fierce combat, scattering essence energy like rain.

Lei Hong let out a sigh of relief. As long as he could suppress the other party's ancient treasure, an early-stage Condensation Core cultivator posed no real threat. He sneered and was about to use another method when Lin Xuan already activated the Divine Flame God Pearl.

"Eh, what is this?"

Lei Hong's expression changed in surprise. He carefully examined the dragon-eyed-sized pearl on Lin Xuan's chest, his face darkening with worry.

Another ancient treasure!

Who could this boy be? Most late-stage Condensation Core cultivators had only one such treasure. How...

Could he be a descendant of some old Immortal?

From Lin Xuan's use of the Green Scale Needle technique, Lei Hong could tell it was genuine Daoist divine arts. The excuse about being a魔修 naturally fell apart, but he didn't stop.

His original goal was to kill and snatch treasure; now that he had started, he couldn't afford to give up. Especially if Lin Xuan's identity might be significant, he must do his utmost to eliminate him before any future troubles.

Lin Xuan knew nothing of Lei Hong's thoughts, but he didn't need to overthink it. Although helping Yue'er heal had severely damaged his essence energy, Lin Xuan's magical power was far purer than that of a peer, and with numerous treasures at his disposal, he still had the upper hand against this mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

He who does not attack first will be attacked later; since the other party harbored ill intentions, he would retaliate tenfold.

The Divine Flame God Pearl hung above Lin Xuan's head. He snapped his fingers, and a flame shot out from his fingertips into the pearl.

A golden flame burst forth, turning into a sea of fire in an instant.

"Du!"

Lin Xuan's voice was clear as he chanted. Dozens of giant snakes formed from flames, each about the size of a water bucket, surged through the fiery sea and charged at Lei Hong with terrifying force.

Lei Hong was startled but quickly regained his composure. He tapped his storage bag, pulling out a scroll.

He carefully unfurled it to reveal an ancient-looking painting.

The background showed a vast ocean, and in the sky above the sea, a dragon soared—no, not quite; although similar, there were subtle differences. It was likely a vicious water monster.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's face showed confusion. This object didn't seem like an artifact but moved with incredible vitality. Could it be some unknown treasure of cultivation?

Though he had never seen it before and couldn't recognize it, for some reason, Lin Xuan felt a familiar connection to the item, as if it was related to something he had used.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened, but he quickly dismissed his doubts. Regardless of what it was, he would eliminate this person first.

With that thought, more magical power flowed into the Divine Flame God Pearl.

Swoosh! Swoosh!

Firebirds also formed in the fiery sea, each with a wingspan nearly two meters long, resembling vultures.

"Go!"

The firebirds screeched as they followed the snakes and flew towards their opponent.

Despite such terrifying attacks, Lei Hong remained indifferent. A look of arrogance appeared on his face.

He held the scroll horizontally before him and cast a spell upon it.

The entire painting trembled slightly, blue light emanating from its center, spreading outward with immense essence energy.

"What is this?"

In the sky, essence energy gathered into visible droplets that rushed into the painting.
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After absorbing the essence qi from a radius of several miles, the entire scroll emitted an intense light that was blinding.

Lei Hong's face was filled with reverence as he muttered incantations. As the flamesnake and firebird approached, a sneer appeared on his lips.

He stretched out his hand and wildly tapped at the air twice. A blue water column burst forth from the scroll, transforming into numerous strange aquatic beasts that engaged the flamesnake and firebird, gradually gaining the upper hand.

But this was just the beginning...

Lei Hong suddenly clenched both fists like a gorilla, pounding his chest several times. Accompanied by continuous coughing, streams of blood spewed from his mouth.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded at such an odd behavior, even bordering on self-inflicted pain. However, every drop of blood that spewed out was absorbed by the scroll without a trace.

The blue light emitted by the scroll now took on a lurid red hue as it naturally formed before them. A monstrous creature over ten feet long appeared, exuding an aura of might.

Evil Dragon!

Lin Xuan was startled and his eyes narrowed slightly. No wonder he felt familiar; this scroll turned out to be a unique beast soul talisman. However, unlike the one he had used, it must have been from ancient times.

But what shocked him even more was the spirit sealed within—it was a dragon! A legendary creature with divine bloodline.

After careful identification, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. Knowing that there were multiple grades among dragons, this one seemed to be quite weak, equivalent in cultivation to late-stage condensation core stage cultivators.

Of course, Lin Xuan would not feel relieved. Dragons were celestial spirits and possessed special abilities. Moreover, his current power was insufficient, making the battle more difficult than it appeared.

Unfortunately, that was under normal circumstances. With an ancient jade artifact in hand, how could he fear this evil dragon?

A flash of white light revealed the magical ancient jade, which Lin Xuan threw into the sky. The jade emitted a dazzling light, resembling a small sun.

Then, spinning rapidly, it released numerous white threads. Summoning his inner refinement method, they intertwined and condensed into an enormous arm several feet long.

Lei Hong's face showed surprise but quickly turned to sneers. This ancient dragon beast talisman was a treasure of their sect. Even at late-stage condensation core stage, he would have no chance against it. This youth might possess some abilities, but his fate was sealed.

Both were confident in their treasures and acted almost simultaneously.

The dragon swayed its body, instantly doubling in size as it charged forward with overwhelming force.

Lin Xuan pursed his lips and waved his sleeves. The white giant hand emitted a bright light and met the flamesnake head-on.

The evil dragon opened its mouth, spewing out a blue beam of light. However, the white giant hand flickered before vanishing from sight. In an instant, it appeared above the dragon, desperately pulling at the pendant's light ball.

"What is this..." Lei Hong was shocked, but Lin Xuan ignored him and continued to chant his inner refinement method.

The evil dragon’s spirit essence was extremely valuable; if captured and refined into a beast soul banner, his newly created treasure would significantly enhance its power.

The jade pendant was precisely the countermeasure. Therefore, he felt confident.

However, the evil dragon wasn’t an ordinary monster. It struggled fiercely, emitting blue light as it fought back. Turning around, it bit down on the giant hand.

After a fierce struggle, the white giant hand was torn to shreds.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened.

He hadn’t expected the ancient jade to fail against this dragon.

Clearly, not all beast souls were susceptible to such artifacts. This result was both unexpected and reasonable.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before retracting the pendant into his storage bracelet and taking out the soul capturing mirror.

Lei Hong's expression worsened; the opponent’s treasures kept appearing. The strange jade pendant wasn’t the only ancient artifact, now joined by a peculiar small mirror.

He was greatly wary, convinced that Lin Xuan was a descendant of an old Immortal, and wanted to deal with him immediately before he became a future threat.

Lin Xuan held the mirror in his left hand, injecting power into it. The mirror’s surface flickered as several black energy balls flew out.

The dragon swayed its body, barely dodging half of them but being hit by the rest. Lei Hong's eyes widened with concern, but he was surprised when none of the energy balls caused any harm to the flamesnake.

"Could this ancient artifact be a facade?" Lei Hong muttered. However, even he found such thoughts absurd. Suddenly, something strange happened.

The useless black energy balls didn’t disappear; instead, they transformed into a circle of dark light that enveloped the evil dragon’s entire body.

Initially confused, Lei Hong soon showed disbelief as the dragon soul's energy began to rapidly drain out.

This ancient artifact was too bizarre. Desperate, he pounded his chest again and spat out a long bloodshot stream from his mouth. The method severely harmed him, but at that moment, he cared little for such trivialities.

The dragon soul absorbed Lei Hong’s essence and recovered significantly, emerging from the dark circle with renewed ferocity.

"Useless!"

Lin Xuan sneered as he injected more power into the soul capturing mirror, sending out several more energy balls...

Lei Hong was alarmed, trying to intervene. However, Lin Xuan targeted him instead. The black energy balls appeared larger in Lei Hong’s eyes before shrinking rapidly.

With his own struggles, when Lei Hong finally broke free, the dragon soul had lost most of its power.

Lin Xuan gained the upper hand but remained expressionless as he retrieved the ancient jade from his storage bracelet.

He pointed at it and activated its power. This time, Lin Xuan didn’t let the threads form a giant hand; instead, they kept their original shape and flew towards the dragon. Initially struggling, the dragon was soon enveloped by layers of light threads, resembling a giant cocoon.

"Capture!"

With a soft command from Lin Xuan, the threads dragged the cocoon back into the pendant.

Lei Hong’s face turned pale ashen.
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After several flashes of green and red, Lei Hong stamped his foot and transformed into a streak of red light, breaking through the air to escape. He was not a fool; this young man clearly wasn't an ordinary initial-stage cultivator. Although he had yet to discern Lin Xuan's true abilities, the astonishing power of his treasures left a deep impression on him.

The ancient beast talisman containing the soul of the vicious dragon was a treasure of the Sea Dragon Sect, and its ancestors had never been at a disadvantage when facing late-stage condensation core cultivators or even those who were nearly perfected. Yet this young man, relying on two such powerful treasures, easily killed the dragon's soul—how could that not make Lei Hong feel his heart pounding with fear?

Despite still appearing weak from his battle, he was clearly no match for Lin Xuan and staying here would be of no benefit. He might even lose his life if he wasn't careful. Lei Hong decided to flee.

But how could Lin Xuan let him go? Having provoked him, Lei Hong must face the consequences. Besides, Lin Xuan didn’t want his whereabouts exposed either.

"Ah, I understand," the small yin spirit nodded and turned into a beam of white light, flying into his master's sleeve. Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in black light as he broke through the air.

Lei Hong’s evasion technique was quite ingenious; he had flown several dozen miles away within an instant. Just when he relaxed, a chilling voice echoed in his ears: "Why must you leave so hurriedly? It's only fair that I entertain you properly."

The red light paused, and Lei Hong turned to look at the horizon. This guy’s reaction was incredibly fast; since he couldn’t escape, he would stay and fight to the death. A cruel expression appeared on his face.

A black cloud appeared in the distance, initially far away but quickly approaching. The mist condensed, revealing Lin Xuan's figure.

Lei Hong's eyes were filled with shock. Was this a cultivation of magic?

But just moments ago, that young man had used Daoist spells. Lei Hong was confused and felt even more wary.

"Are you really going to exterminate me?"

"Too much chatter," Lin Xuan didn't want to waste time. He extended his right hand and struck his storage bag, sending a small black banner flying out.

This was the beast soul banner that Lin Xuan had spent five years cultivating with great effort. He had never used it in battle before; now he would test its power.

Clearly, this wouldn’t end well for Lei Hong. A look of malice appeared in his eyes as he took out a short blade and prepared to defend himself.

Lin Xuan ignored him, channeling his spiritual energy into the magic banner and gently waving it. Black mist poured out like a swarm of ink.

With a piercing roar, numerous beast spirits emerged from the thick fog. Some had lion bodies with eagle heads; others were as large as battle carts; some even had three heads and six arms, their appearances grotesque to the extreme.

"What is this?" Lei Hong initially remained calm but quickly turned pale in horror. There were hundreds of these beast souls, many of them at the third-stage level.

"Try out my beast soul banner," Lin Xuan taunted.

Lei Hong was terrified, his resolve shattered. He regretted his actions and wished he hadn’t provoked thisdemonstar. But it was too late; gritting his teeth, he transformed into a streak of red light and attached himself to the short blade, attempting to break through the air.

Desperate measures.

Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense activated, and all the beast souls roared in unison. Multicolored lights and spheres emerged from their mouths, converging into an incredibly terrifying rainbow beam that chased after them…

The speed was astonishing; Lei Hong couldn’t dodge in time and perished without even a scream.

Lin Xuan’s expression was one of great joy as he retrieved his storage bag with a wave of his hand. He didn't even look at it before hanging it around his waist.

Then, Lin Xuan lowered his head to examine the beast soul banner in his hands. To be honest, this treasure's power exceeded his expectations. The first time using it left him quite surprised.

Although Lei Hong had no intention of lingering, he almost instantaneously annihilated a mid-stage condensation core cultivator with this tool. Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied; all the effort he put into crafting it hadn’t been in vain.

Moreover, summoning beast souls to destroy enemies was just one of the many abilities of this treasure. What delighted Lin Xuan even more was that unlike the beast talisman, the energy of these beast souls would replenish after returning to the banner. In other words, they were inexhaustible.

Perhaps by sheer luck, Lin Xuan believed that once the number of beast souls in his banner reached a certain point, their power would far exceed that of the Ten Thousand Souls Banner.

Despite this being more of a "knockoff," Lin Xuan was confident that with enough beast souls, his banner’s power would be unmatched.

It was already close to noon. Lin Xuan wouldn’t waste any more time here and transformed into a streak of light, flying away.

That evening, Lin Xuan chose an uninhabited mountain to land on. It was remote, unlikely to attract any attention or disturbances.

He checked Moon’s condition; although her complexion wasn't good, there were no signs of deterioration.

Taking out the array disk and flag, Lin Xuan set up the extreme yin evil spirit array again.

Then he took out the ancient jade in his palm, playing with it. He had no intention of wasting the soul of the vicious dragon and planned to integrate it into the beast soul banner.

Jade dragons were naturally a part of the celestial spirits; this beast’s rank was already high compared to other beast souls. With the nourishment from the banner, its power would surely increase significantly.

Of course, the greater the benefits, the more difficult the refinement process. If not for this opportunity, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have considered it now.

However, his target in the Yin Spirit Canyon was a ghost king—a creature even the weakest of which could match late-stage condensation core cultivators and those who were nearly perfected didn't stand a chance against them. Although Lin Xuan had easily killed Lei Hong with a few words, that guy’s cultivation technique was ordinary, lacking any special power. Moreover, there was a significant difference between mid-stage and late-stage cultivators; Lin Xuan wasn’t confident of winning.

Without the soul of the dragon, he might have let it go, but since luck had favored him, Lin Xuan intended to seal it in his beast soul banner.

With that thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He pointed at the ancient jade and sent it flying into the air, where it emitted a bright light. A struggling dragon emerged from within.

Compared to when he first met it, this dragon was nearly a third smaller, looking weak and fearful. It let out a low growl before trying to escape.

Lin Xuan smirked as he took out the beast soul banner with both hands. Countless black tendrils crossed through the air, forming a giant net that descended upon the evil dragon.
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With previous experience in refining souls, the process of refining Jiao Soul this time went smoothly, albeit taking a bit longer than initially planned.

Three full days later, Lin Xuan emerged from the small temporary cave. Moon's condition was not optimistic; her complexion had deteriorated to an alarming degree.

Lin Xuan frowned as if pondering something. Soon after, he transformed into a streak of startling light and disappeared into the sky.

For the next few days, Lin Xuan did not rest, traveling day and night without pause. About half a month later, he finally arrived at Yinhun Canyon.

"Master."

"How do you feel, Moon?"

The young woman勉强smiled: "It's still okay."

Lin Xuan nodded and opened his mouth, expelling a ball of pure Yin essence qi that entered her body to stabilize her injuries. Then, he released his divine sense, discerning the direction before flying towards the southeastern horizon.

Several hours later, an expansive city came into view.

From afar, it covered over a hundred square miles, with walls constructed from massive black stones towering more than ten zhang (about 30 feet) high. Even from a distance, one could feel the awe-inspiring presence that greeted them.

Ghost Luo City!

In the cultivation world of Youzhou, this city was renowned. It was the second-largest city entirely composed of cultivators after Heavenly Demon City.

Over these countless years, ghostly creatures in Yinhun Canyon dared not venture out to cause mischief due to the intimidating presence of this city. A senior from the Separation and Union stage had once self-destructed, opening a passage between Yin and Yang realms, allowing numerous ghosts to flood into Youzhou, causing unprecedented devastation. Although they were eventually driven back by joint efforts of orthodox and demonic cultivators, leaving them in temporary truce, humans and ghosts remained distrustful.

Many sects had considered a permanent solution but found that, under the veil of darkness, both ghost kings and soldiers significantly increased their strength. Multiple attempts to attack ended in failure, leading them to settle for constructing this city near Yinhun Canyon. Various sects rotated sending disciples to monitor the ghostly creatures.

Times changed, and the current situation was vastly different from ten thousand years ago. Countless sects rose and fell, and the balance of power between orthodox and demonic forces had undergone a complete transformation. However, Ghost Luo City remained unchanged through the storms.

The city's cultivators were divided into three factions:

Firstly, there was the orthodox path, secondly, the demonic path, with the third being lone practitioners.

The management body of Ghost Luo City consisted of high-ranking cultivators forming an Elder Council, headed by a Grandmaster. Currently, it was Red Ancestor who held this position.

Red Ancestor was the pride of lone practitioners; he was one of only six seniors to have entered the Immortal Stage in Youzhou, alongside the three top elders of orthodox sects and Extreme Demon Sovereign.

With Youzhou now in chaos, with the orthodox and demonic paths officially at war, the atmosphere here had become tense. Although the three factions within Ghost Luo City mutually checked each other's power, they did not engage in open conflict like those outside. However, sporadic brawls were not uncommon.

The winds of change were brewing!

Lin Xuan came to this city for a reason; he didn't go directly to Yinhun Canyon because the ghostly sanctuaries in the mortal world weren’t easy to enter.

Even with his abilities, it was uncertain if he could safely capture a ghost king and return alive. While Moon needed saving, Lin Xuan wouldn't risk himself unnecessarily.

Originally, Ghost Luo City had only served as a monitoring point for ghosts in Yinhun Canyon. Now, its role extended beyond that.

Every year, many outsiders came to this city out of curiosity or with the hope of capturing ghostly creatures from the canyon. In the cultivation world, a ghost servant was far more valuable than a beast pet!

After all, only a few magical beasts could advance in rank, while ghosts above the厉鬼level possessed intelligence and could cultivate demonic techniques like humans.

Cultivators naturally flocked here to see if their luck would shine on them. Some kept captured ghosts for themselves, while others sold them at high prices for crystal stones. Unfortunately, no ghost king had appeared yet.

However, in Ghost Luo City, one might find valuable information about the Yinhun Canyon. Knowing oneself and the enemy was key to victory; thus, Lin Xuan decided to take his chances here.

Several miles from Ghost Luo City, Lin Xuan stopped his遁光. Beyond this point, there were restrictions on flying to manage incoming cultivators better.

Lin Xuan removed any marks related to Spirit Herb Mountain and donned a plain outfit of a lone practitioner before confidently walking in.

At the entrance stood several guards, whose cultivation levels were naturally low—just enough for one to barely succeed in Foundation Establishment. The rest were low-ranking disciples at the Flexible Spirit stage.

Lin Xuan did not conceal his essence qi; as he was spotted, the cultivators' faces showed a mix of reverence and envy, though they made no overt reactions since high-level cultivators often came here.

"Welcome, Senior, to Ghost Luo City. You only need to pay ten crystal stones to enter," said the middle-aged Foundation Establishment cultivator, bowing respectfully.

"Ten crystal stones? That's quite expensive?" Lin Xuan, with his wealth, wasn't bothered by it but was still surprised, showing a look of surprise.

"The senior is unaware that we are close to Yinhun Canyon. The essence qi here is extremely thin, requiring much more crystal stones for cultivation compared to other places. To meet the daily needs of fellow cultivators, the Elder Council established this entry fee," explained the middle-aged man.

Lin Xuan nodded and took out a pile of crystal stones from his storage bag. The guard accepted them with respect before handing over a small ring: "Senior, this is your token; you can stay in Ghost Luo City for three months."

Lin Xuan entered the city.

At first glance, it seemed like any other cultivation hub—wide streets lined with houses made of massive stones, each with unique shapes. Some were shops, while others were small courtyards where cultivators lived, akin to cave dwellings, interwoven and varied.

The street was not crowded, everything appeared orderly and peaceful.

However, closer inspection revealed subtle details: all buildings were constructed from ironstone and reinforced by magical spells, making them incredibly sturdy. Additionally, any release of divine sense would reveal abnormal essence qi fluctuations due to the presence of arrays, clearly designed for defense against those ghostly creatures.
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Above the city, there were restrictions on flying spells to prevent unauthorized flight. Thus, cultivators could only walk slowly.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan arrived at the southern district of Ghost Web City. There was a bustling market here, but initially, he had no intention of buying anything; he just wanted to gather some information.

However, his mind changed soon enough.

This market seemed somewhat different from others.

With over ten thousand cultivators residing in Ghost Web City, this market originally served the convenience of local cultivators. However, as more outsiders ventured into the Dark Soul Canyon for exploration, the market gradually developed its unique characteristics.

Firstly, there was an increase in ghost tools. Strictly speaking, ghost cultivators were merely a branch of demonic cultivation, and their numbers were extremely limited—so few that even among demons, they constituted only a tiny fraction.

The items used by these cultivators were hard to find in ordinary markets. However, due to its proximity to the Dark Soul Canyon, Ghost Web City gradually became a gathering place for ghost cultivators from Youzhou Province.

The main reason was the dark mists. These mists, which should have been found only in the Netherworld, posed a severe threat to anyone who encountered them without proper preparation and protection; they were considered as dangerous as venomous snakes.

But for ghost cultivators, these dark mists served as a great source of nourishment, like a spiritual vein. Hence, they flocked here like moths to a flame.

Despite being ghosts, these individuals still retained their human form initially, making them fundamentally different from the true ghosts in the Dark Soul Canyon. Thus, when they met, there was often violent conflict.

Lin Xuan had heard this information casually at a tea house within the market. He became interested; could there be something here that might help Moon's injuries?

If such luck were to come his way, he would gladly spend more crystal stones. After all, money was just an external matter, and unless absolutely necessary, he did not wish to face monsters like the Demon King.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan began searching purposefully through the market.

The market covered about two thousand acres, with nine streets crisscrossing it.

Ignoring other streets for now, Lin Xuan headed to the westernmost alley. Here, each shop exuded an eerie atmosphere.

After a thorough search, he arrived at the "Ghost Spirit Temple" in the middle of the street.

He chose this store not only because of its prominent location but also due to its size. The sign was bold and boastful; even if it was exaggerated, there should be plenty of items here!

"Senior, is there anything I can help you with?"

The shopkeeper greeted him warmly as he entered, ignoring the two other cultivators who had arrived before him. These two were clearly furious but fell silent upon seeing Lin Xuan's cultivation level. In the world of cultivators, might was right; true fairness did not exist.

"Someone injured my ghost servant. Do you have any spiritual herbs that could help her?" Lin Xuan did not hide his intentions and hinted at a glimmer of hope, though he knew it was unlikely.

The shopkeeper's face showed signs of difficulty: "Senior, I'm sorry. While we do sell some medicines here, they are for human ghost cultivators. We don't have anything suitable for the Dark Souls. Perhaps you should check elsewhere."

"Alright, then."

Lin Xuan did not press his point further; this outcome was expected. Still, he felt a bit disappointed as he left.

For the rest of the day, Lin Xuan visited every shop on that street but came back empty-handed. It seemed like all that time had been wasted, yet there was still some gain.

By chance, Lin Xuan's divine sense was much stronger than that of ordinary cultivators. This not only helped him in combat but also allowed him to detect low-grade隔音禁制 (soundproofing restrictions) easily.

During his walk, he overheard two cultivators whispering about a secret auction happening tonight at the outskirts of Ghost Web City.

At this auction, several Dark Souls would be sold as ghost servants.

Logically, more participants meant higher bids. So why was this auction being held in secret?

The reason lay in the Dark Soul Canyon's inhabitants. Ten thousand years ago, after multiple battles, the demons and humans united to drive out the fierce ghosts. However, their strength should not be underestimated; otherwise, humans would not have built a city here to monitor them.

Over time, both sides maintained a delicate balance due to mutual concerns. Due to profit motives, many outsiders ventured into the Dark Soul Canyon to capture ghost servants.

Most of these captured souls had low cultivation levels and posed no threat to the canyon's essence. However, high-ranking ghosts like the Demon King or Ghost Emperor, equivalent to元婴期 (Incubation Stage) cultivators, could not tolerate this; it was an affront to their dignity. They had negotiated with human cultivators multiple times.

The Incubation Stage experts did not want a new war but capturing ghost servants involved too many parties—large sects, families, and individual practitioners. Even if they wanted to ban such activities, they couldn't enforce it.

When money was involved, it would attract envy. Even Incubation Stage cultivators didn't wish to become targets of public hatred!

The Demon King and Ghost Emperor possessed intelligence comparable to humans and knew the truth. Fine, you can capture ghost servants, but we will exterminate any humans near the Dark Soul Canyon without mercy.

This tacit agreement allowed for sporadic killings; neither side would trigger a full-scale conflict.

However, the secret auction was canceled.

You are free to sell, but only privately. Public auctions would provoke the wrath of the canyon's inhabitants.

The Incubation Stage experts and three Ghost Emperors had signed an agreement early on.
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However, there's a saying: when the government has its policies, people have their countermeasures. Secret transactions underground can make more money than auctions, so some factions still quietly provide convenience. Of course, they held these secret meetings in extremely hidden places to avoid being known by the ghosts and spirits in the Shadow Valley and the enforcers of Ghost Web City.

Typically, one needs an invitation to attend such secret meetings; outsiders would never get any information about them.

If not for Lin Xuan's powerful divine sense, he might have missed this opportunity. Still, his goal wasn't to buy a ghost servant but to see if there were other rare items available.

According to common sense, treasures from auctions couldn't be bought in the market; perhaps they could help with Yue'er’s injuries.

Lin Xuan pondered this as he found an inn in Ghost Web City and settled down. First, he used his own true essence to stabilize Yue'er's condition. Then, he started meditating. By the time the moon was at its zenith, Lin Xuan had recovered his mana.

He looked up at the sky and leaped out of the window. Ghost Web City was already pitch black. Although sleeping or not affected him little as a cultivator, fewer people were around at night; those who passed by ignored each other coldly.

Lin Xuan left the city gate and followed the route he had heard about to head north. It was just opposite the Shadow Valley. After half an hour, Lin Xuan landed down.

This was a desolate plain with sparse low shrubs. The qi was thin; occasionally, when the wind blew, it revealed animal bones beneath the surface.

How barren! No wonder that mysterious trading company chose this place for their auction. Such places must be too boring even for ghosts and spirits to bother coming here.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, covering several miles around him. However, after a moment, he found no signs of any restrictions. He became slightly curious; either the other party’s illusion was too clever or they hadn’t set up any restrictions at all.

A gloomy cloud appeared on Lin Xuan's forehead as he felt somewhat perplexed. Yesterday, when he overheard two cultivators' conversation, he only vaguely knew where the auction would be held but wasn't clear about the exact location. What should he do now?

However, he had no intention of leaving. Instead, he concealed his light and wandered around.

Soon, a figure entered his sight. It was a young scholar in green robes, probably in his thirties, with mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation. After landing his light, he began to look around nervously, his face showing obvious tension.

Although the man was cautious, Lin Xuan's presence remained hidden. Once he confirmed there were no others nearby, he took out a yellow talisman from his pocket and muttered something before casting it into the ground. A streak of yellow light flew underground, splitting open the ordinary salt-alkali sand land to reveal a dark cave.

A thin old man emerged from inside, conversing with the scholar before preparing to lead him in.

"Is this where the auction is held? May I join?"

The two were startled by the unfamiliar voice and turned around. Their hands instinctively reached for their storage bracelets.

A plain-looking young man appeared about ten paces away, walking over with a smile on his face.

"A Condensation Core cultivator!"

The scholar gasped in surprise, showing signs of respect. The old man was equally shocked but raised his hand to signal for backup.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was faster. Before the transmission talisman could be cast, it was intercepted. At the same time, he felt a numbing sensation; his mana couldn't flow freely anymore.

Clearly, the other party had used a great divine technique to bind his mana. A cultivator without mana was just an ordinary person.

Drops of sweat appeared on the old man's forehead.

"Friend, don’t be alarmed. I only wish to participate in the auction," Lin Xuan extended his hand and patted the old man’s shoulder. The old man let out a sigh and regained control over his mana.

But he didn't act rashly; his eyes filled with reverence as he looked at Lin Xuan. As they say, experience makes one wise. He knew that since this person had managed to free him from the restrictions, it was clear he had enough power to instantly eliminate him. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have done so.

Facing a figure who could make his soul scatter in an instant with a single gesture, he naturally acted cautiously and didn't dare be careless.

The old man bowed: "Senior, forgive me. I just thought you were one of the enforcers from Ghost Web City."

"Never mind; ignorance is no sin," Lin Xuan smiled. "I only learned about this auction by chance and came here without permission..."

"Welcomed, welcomed! It's an honor for senior to grace us with your presence," the old man’s attitude made a 180-degree turn. However, his actions weren't entirely out of fear.

His name was Huang Yin, a cultivator from the Seven Extremes Heaven. Although its history traced back long ago and couldn’t match the founding time of the three major sects, it had spread for ten thousand years. Not a single sect but a trading alliance with businesses across the Yizhou region.

Though he didn't know their specific strength, few sects dared to provoke this trading alliance. Money could buy everything; too many crystals could kill people.

Seven Extremes Heaven wasn’t interested in power but was veryattachmentin earning more crystals. Although the Ghost Web City auction couldn’t be considered a surefire profit, it still brought substantial gains. They had held such auctions multiple times before. According to tradition, each meeting only invited reliable cultivators they knew well. However, unexpected situations like Lin Xuan's happened often.

No matter how good their confidentiality measures were, one could never know the true intentions of those who participated. Some might accidentally or intentionally leak information about the time and location of the auction.

In such cases, Seven Extremes Heaven had a surefire solution: if the arriving cultivator’s mana wasn’t high enough, they would kill to cover their tracks. The auction was no market; one could come and go as they pleased.

Of course, if the other party was more formidable, they might adopt a flexible approach and let them participate in the transaction meeting.

Otherwise, failing to eliminate those who knew about it and having them spread the word would cause endless trouble for Seven Extremes Heaven.
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Clearly, Lin Xuan belonged to the latter.

After determining that Lin Xuan's cultivation was beyond comprehension, Huang Yin wisely welcomed him with open arms.

Following Lin Xuan's lead, they descended into the depths of the cave along a stone staircase. A cavern greeted their eyes, incredibly spacious, reaching several dozen feet in height. Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan it and felt slightly surprised; this Seven Extremes Heaven was truly on a grand scale!

"Senior, this is where we are."

Lin Xuan looked around and saw that hundreds of cultivators had gathered at the center of the cavern. It seemed that this trading fair was indeed quite large.

"Senior, please feel free to browse. I must go and guide other fellow daoists; I'll take my leave now," Huang Yin maintained a respectful posture while speaking with Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan showed no reluctance and waved his hand. Huang Yin disappeared like a released convict, vanishing without a trace.

Lin Xuan paid it no mind as he walked towards the crowd.

There was a high platform built using the technique of turning mud into stone. Similarly, there were many seats below, though they seemed somewhat crude. Nobody cared about this.

Lin Xuan's arrival drew many curious glances. Most of the hundreds present were still at the Foundation Establishment stage; only a few were Core Formation experts.

Thus, after he was noticed, beautiful maids approached and led him to the front of the platform, where the best view could be had. There were only eight seats, none of which were crude imitations made by magic. Instead, they were carved from sandalwood, exquisitely crafted.

Even a small tea table in front contained divine tea and a few fruits.

The treatment was clearly worlds apart from that given to the Foundation Establishment cultivators behind him.

Lin Xuan sat down on the only empty chair. The other seven seats were occupied by six men and one woman. This ratio wasn't unusual; women cultivating daoism, aside from rare geniuses, faced much greater challenges than men. While it was common for them to reach the Foundation Establishment stage, successfully forming a core was incredibly rare.

They had seen Lin Xuan but knew nothing of each other. Their attitudes varied widely.

Some nodded with smiles, appearing friendly; others looked down their noses, rejecting everyone at a distance...

Others were openly hostile, showing no attempt to hide it.

And some simply didn't care…

Lin Xuan remained calm as the half-hour passed.

Suddenly, a flash of white light appeared and an elderly scholar leaped onto the platform. He raised his hand and bowed towards the crowd: "Welcome all to my Seven Extremes Heaven's auction. I am Li Hai Peng. The invited daoists have already arrived in great numbers; those who are late can wait no longer. If there is no objection, let us begin the auction."

The cultivators below had been waiting impatiently and naturally showed no opposition, cheering loudly. Li Hai Peng nodded to a female cultivator beside him.

She was tall and beautiful, though only at the Flexible Spirit stage, she attracted many gazes due to her appearance.

But observant individuals focused on what she held in her hands—a tray covered with a red cloth.

Lin Xuan remained silent as he used his divine sense to scan it, feeling slightly surprised; he couldn't discern what was beneath. The red cloth seemed no ordinary item.

Amidst the murmurs of surprise from around him, many cultivators shared Lin Xuan's curiosity and met with similar disappointments.

Li Hai Peng's face showed a hint of satisfaction: "Fellow daoists, we will now auction our first item—a top-grade spiritual artifact."

Top-grade spiritual artifact?

The Core Formation cultivators present didn't show much interest. The remaining Foundation Establishment cultivators mostly shrugged it off; after all, while rare, top-grade spiritual artifacts weren't particularly remarkable and often appeared in large markets. With enough crystal stones, acquisition wasn't a difficult task.

Perhaps this was just an appetizer. As the crowd's attention shifted, Li Hai Peng noticed their reaction with no surprise or disappointment, appearing confident.

He reached out to lift the red cloth from the tray, revealing a small blue sword: "Fellow daoists, hear me out; this Blue Ice Sword is extraordinary. It was crafted by ancient cultivators and has endured for millions of years."

Ancient spiritual artifact?

The crowd took interest as many Foundation Establishment cultivators leaned in.

"Furthermore, its creator likely had already achieved Core Formation. According to my speculation, the senior who created it must have had leftover materials from forging a soul weapon, thus crafting this blue light spiritual artifact. The proportion of copper and jade mother in the sword is at least fifty percent."

After Lin Xuan's assessment, the remaining Foundation Establishment cultivators were visibly impressed; even though the Blue Ice Sword remained within the realm of spiritual artifacts, its added magical materials significantly increased its hardness, sharpness, and power.

"Start bidding!"

Li Hai Peng was pleased with the progress. He pointed at the flying sword on the tray, which immediately floated up.

Then he clapped his hands together, igniting a ball of white-hot flames between them.

Primordial true fire!

With Li Hai Peng already at the peak of Core Formation cultivation, this primordial true fire had reached its pinnacle.

A gentle push enveloped the Blue Ice Sword in the flames. In the next moment, something miraculous happened; the sword's cold light flashed, not only undamaged but freezing the white flames.

"Hmm?"

Even the stout cultivator sitting beside Lin Xuan was visibly impressed. Freezing primordial true fire with a weapon was normal for a soul weapon, but a spiritual artifact?

There must be some trickery involved.

"This Blue Ice Sword is priced at two thousand crystal stones; each bid must increase by fifty," Li Hai Peng barely finished speaking when the cultivators below began their intense bidding war.

"Two thousand."

"Two thousand and fifty."

"Two thousand one."

"Two thousand one hundred and five."

The price skyrocketed amidst the rising voices, finally reaching a sky-high three thousand five hundred crystal stones, won by a young man in his Foundation Establishment中期 stage.

Though his cultivation was only average here, he displayed great wealth. It seemed that behind him was a powerful figure.

After the first item's auction concluded, everyone's interest was fully piqued. According to tradition, the later items were more valuable; this appetizer had been impressive, so what could be expected from the rest?
第三百二十七章 阴灵丹

Another maidservant brought a tray. Li Hai Peng lifted the red cloth.

"Today's auction item is an egg of the Second-grade Mixed Circle Beast."

The assembly of cultivators stirred once again. Unbelievably, it seemed that this time's offerings were exceptionally precious. Rare beast eggs, pills for base foundation cultivators to enhance their cultivation, and even a piece of ancient treasure had appeared.

Lin Xuan was also somewhat taken aback. Of course, he wasn't salivating over the treasures themselves; his last trip to Qingye Mountain had yielded far more than expected, so ordinary treasures no longer held any appeal for him.

But one couldn’t judge others by his own standards. Ordinary condensation core cultivators rarely got a chance to touch ancient treasures like this.

The bidding was fierce once again, and the final price soared to twenty thousand crystal stones. The short, plump cultivator beside Lin Xuan emerged as the winner.

More precious items appeared in subsequent auctions, but Lin Xuan had no intention of participating. He didn’t need more treasures; what he needed were things that could help Moon's injuries.

"Next up is Yin Spirit Pill," Li Hai Peng said, lifting the red cloth from the tray. A small jade bottle appeared before everyone’s eyes.

Yin Spirit Pill?

Almost all the cultivators present showed puzzled expressions. They had never heard of such a pill; it was unheard of.

"The Yin Spirit Pill is made from several extremely cold substances found in the heavens. It has miraculous effects on injuries sustained byghostly spiritghosts and spirits. If you have any ghost servants, this item should not be missed," Li Hai Peng explained.

However, unlike the earlier frenzied bidding, most cultivators remained silent now. Occasional whispers could be heard.

"Come on. The Yin Spirit Pill is rare, but we don’t even have any ghost servants. What use would buying it serve?"

"Yeah, and it's priced at five thousand crystal stones, with only ten pills inside. Even if these are for base foundation cultivators to enhance their cultivation, they shouldn't be this expensive. Are we being treated like fools?"

"Hush! Do you want to die? Such talk is not allowed here. The Seven Extremes Heaven detests anyone who defames their reputation. Once discovered, there will be no mercy."

The first person was startled and fell silent.

However, the two people's discussion represented most of the cultivators' thoughts. Even if the Yin Spirit Pill truly had miraculous effects, without any ghost servants, it would serve no purpose. Moreover, five thousand crystal stones were too expensive.

No one bid for a long time. It seemed this item was going to be unsold. Disappointment flashed in Li Hai Peng’s eyes as he signaled the maidservant to leave.

Lin Xuan raised his hand: "Wait. Five thousand crystal stones. I’ll take this Yin Spirit Pill."

Li Hai Peng was taken aback, quickly looking around and then showing a respectful expression. "Senior wants this pill? Good. Five thousand crystal stones are worth it; you won’t regret it."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly, taking out fifty middle-grade crystal stones from his storage belt and handing them over. Li Hai Peng promptly instructed the maidservant to deliver the pills to Lin Xuan.

A deal was made; both parties were satisfied.

Lin Xuan had delayed bidding because he hadn't heard of Yin Spirit Pill before and wasn’t sure if it was genuine. While the possibility of being tricked was slim, he didn’t want to be a fool.

Thus, during his silence, Lin Xuan secretly released his spirit sense, listening in on everyone's conversations. The Seven Extremes Heaven had a good reputation; this Yin Spirit Pill seemed real.

Although this item likely wouldn't fully cure Moon’s injuries, it should still provide some help. Lin Xuan wasn’t stingy with crystal stones.

The auction continued for two more hours. Finally, Li Hai Peng bowed to the audience: "My fellow cultivators, all items at this auction have been sold. Thank you for your attendance. We look forward to seeing you again next time."

"What? It’s over already?"

"Didn’t they say they had ghost servants for sale?"

The cultivators were taken aback and started whispering among themselves. However, Li Hai Peng made no explanation and simply left.

Everyone was left confused and extremely dissatisfied. But the Seven Extremes Heaven had been around for tens of thousands of years; its strength was immeasurable, so no one dared to cause trouble. They could only grit their teeth and accept it.

Lin Xuan was somewhat surprised but satisfied with his acquisition of the Yin Spirit Pill. He didn’t say much as he prepared to leave.

"Senior, please wait."

Lin Xuan turned back in surprise. A young woman dressed in court attire approached him, curtsied, and softly spoke: "Senior, my master has something to invite you. Would you be so kind as to grace us with your presence?"

"Something?" Lin Xuan sized up the girl and coldly replied: "I have no acquaintance with your master; I’m not interested."

He turned to leave. His current top priority was healing Moon’s injuries, so he wouldn’t waste time on strangers’ invitations.

"Senior, please wait a moment. Don’t you want to know why there were rumors of selling ghost servants but none appeared at this auction?" Seeing Lin Xuan about to go, the girl showed signs of anxiety and quickly transmitted her voice: "Senior, rest assured; my master has no ill intentions. There are great benefits waiting for you. Please follow me to Bamboo Grove Pavilion to meet your master."

"Alright, lead the way."

Lin Xuan wasn’t interested in any benefits or ghost servants. However, if Seven Extremes Heaven could obtain such goods, it likely had extensive knowledge of theghostly spiritValley’s information. Perhaps there was something he wanted to know.

As for entering a stranger's domain, Lin Xuan didn't care. With his current cultivation and treasures, as long as he didn’t encounter an infant roundworm cultivator, even a base foundation cultivator at full maturity wouldn’t pose much of a threat to him.

Seeing that Lin Xuan agreed, the girl breathed a sigh of relief and curtsied again: "Please follow me."

Lin Xuan nodded indifferently. The girl showed no displeasure; high-ranking cultivators like her often had some arrogance.

Following the court-dressed maiden, Lin Xuan discovered how vast this place was, with paths crisscrossing like a spider’s web. However, he wasn’t worried about getting lost as he carefully marked his path with spirit sense.

After about an hour, they reached an open area, and Lin Xuan couldn't help expressing surprise when he saw what lay ahead.
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A world of wonders.

Before him lay a vast bamboo forest, lush and verdant, looking delightful to the eye.

In normal circumstances, such an expanse of bamboo would be common on the surface, but here, deep underground at over a hundred feet in depth, the cultivation of such a large bamboo forest by Seventh Heaven was indeed a grand gesture.

But Lin Xuan, with his extensive experience, merely flashed a momentary surprise before returning to normal.

"Senior, this way please."

Nodding, Lin Xuan took big strides forward without needing further guidance from the young woman. The path ahead was clearly marked by scattered stones and he would not get lost.

The path wasn't long, only a few hundred meters in length. The surrounding bamboo, though seemingly chaotic, held a certain order to it, as Lin Xuan had seen through his understanding of theXuanji Heartfelt Insights (Xuan Ji Heart Method). Although he hadn’t spent much time studying it, he was familiar with its principles.

For an array technique expert, his insight into the arrangement of this bamboo forest was profound. The layout deeply embedded the Five Elements and harmonized with the yin-yang balance of nature, clearly indicating a powerful array technique.

Lin Xuan’s interest was piqued but he continued walking. Soon, a small hut made from bamboo and thatch appeared ahead.

Standing beside it was an adult male cultivator, none other than Li Hai Peng who had just hosted the auction. His expression was one of respect as he greeted Lin Xuan, clearly impressed by his purchase of the Yin Spirit Pill for five thousand crystal stones.

"Senior Lin, welcome to Bamboo Whispering Pavilion. Please come in and take a seat while you enjoy some spirit tea. Once all our seniors are here, I will explain why we invited you."

"Thank you. But I don’t want to keep you waiting," Lin Xuan replied modestly.

"Ah, it’s no trouble at all. May I ask which sect or school of cultivation you belong to?"

Lin Xuan's performance was spot-on, and Li Hai Peng believed him. From the start, he didn't think Lin Xuan would be a powerful cultivator. But his expression showed no contempt.

This made Lin Xuan feel good; such honesty from a cultivator in this world was rare. However, he did not reveal his true identity. "I am an independent cultivator," he admitted with a slight blush.

"An independent cultivator? That’s quite impressive. In the sects, even to reach the Foundation Establishment stage requires great fortune, and condensing essence into a spirit is extremely rare."

"Haha, I’m just lucky," Lin Xuan replied modestly, his smile reminiscent of an innocent fool.

"I am a cultivator from Sea Sand Sect. Our sect’s techniques emphasize embracing all streams into the sea; with capacity comes greatness, drawing on diverse schools. Would you be interested in joining us?" Li Hai Peng’s eyes shone with enthusiasm as he sincerely invited Lin Xuan to join his sect.

Lin Xuan smiled wryly and was momentarily speechless.

"Haha, don’t worry about it. The Sea Sand Sect may not be a famous or powerful sect, but we are the most influential in Southwest Youzhou. Joining us will ensure you won’t be disgraced. With our support, there are countless benefits compared to being an independent cultivator..."

Li Hai Peng was straightforward and honest, yet he couldn't help exaggerating when talking about his sect’s strength.

The Sea Sand Sect was no exception to the current situation in Youzhou; all sects were vying for power. Some sought to gain advantage while others just wanted to survive. The Sea Sand Sect was no different, trying to expand its influence by absorbing smaller sects and families.

Lin Xuan had heard of this sect before. A few years ago, he had occasionally helped the Sea Sand Sect refine medicinal pills in exchange for payment. Located in Southwest Youzhou, it wasn’t as powerful as Li Hai Peng claimed, but still held moderate strength with a couple of condensation stage cultivators.

Despite its remote location, the Sea Sand Sect hadn't been affected by the ongoing conflict between the Daoist and Evil sects. However, they were making efforts to expand their influence, recently absorbing several smaller sects and families.

Such situations were common in Youzhou; apart from the major battles between the Daoist and Evil sects, other sects of moderate strength were also expanding for self-preservation or to gain an edge over rivals.

The Sea Sand Sect was no exception. They had adopted a policy of recruiting any cultivator with late-stage Spirit Movement cultivation, regardless of age or root quality.

Previously, it was better to be choosy; now, they welcomed anyone who could contribute, even those in the middle stages of Spirit Movement. This change made sense given that low-level cultivators still contributed significantly to their sects.

Independent cultivators weren’t fools and some saw through the Sea Sand Sect’s intentions, declining the offer. However, others chose to join despite the risks; after all, being a cannon fodder wasn’t always bad.

In any case, there were both dangers and opportunities in such times of chaos.

With the Great Daoist-Evil Conflict as a catalyst, Youzhou was in turmoil beyond imagination. In this era, heroes emerged from chaos, perhaps it was time for major realignments.

Li Hai Peng wanted to convince Lin Xuan to join his sect. Although he himself was an independent cultivator, he was at the condensation stage and only three high-ranking members existed within his sect. If successful, the Sea Sand Sect’s power would skyrocket in a matter of moments.

Lin Xuan wasn’t clear on Youzhou’s current situation during his seclusion on Spirit Medicine Mountain but had gathered much information over recent days while traveling to tend to Yue'er's injuries.

Li Hai Peng’s intentions were clear; he didn’t harbor any malice. However, Lin Xuan couldn’t agree as easily.

Lin Xuan pretended to be lost in thought and remained silent, allowing Li Hai Peng to continue his persuasive speech.

"Your friend understands, but this is a significant matter. I need time to consider. Please give me a few days before you hear from me," Lin Xuan said, using delay tactics. In a few days, he would have left long before any reply was needed.

"Haha, it’s my eagerness that’s bothering you. Take your time and think about it carefully," Li Hai Peng smiled despite the rejection. He continued to chat with Lin Xuan, trying to build rapport.

He shared tales of unusual events in the cultivation world, which piqued Lin Xuan's interest. Time passed quickly.

The door creaked open, and two men and a woman entered.

"Senior Fu, Senior Liao, please take a seat."

Leading them was Li Hai Peng from Seventh Heaven, while behind him were two individuals with proud expressions.

One man had an imposing appearance, his features sharp and chiseled, particularly his prominent hooked nose, giving him a stern demeanor.

The woman, around thirty years old, was voluptuous and attractive.
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The two cultivators were both at the Condensation Core中期 stage, and their expressions suggested they were a pair of cultivation partners.

Eight Condensation Core period cultivators who had participated in the auction had all gathered here without exception.

After taking their seats, Li Haipeng made a full bow: "Thank you all for coming. I..."

"Cut to the chase. Why did you invite us here? If you can't give a satisfactory explanation, I won't hold back," an elderly cultivator in yellow robes sitting next to Lin Xuan spoke with a stern expression.

"Friend Li is right. When you invited us to participate in this auction, you mentioned that there would be ghost servants as the finale. Why did they disappear at the last minute? You should give us a reasonable explanation," another thin and dark-faced cultivator also interjected.

The other Condensation Core period cultivators remained silent but their expressions were not friendly.

Despite being watched by so many high-ranking cultivators, Li Haipeng was still calm. He seemed to have prepared his words in advance and said with a bitter smile: "Please forgive us, we of the Seven Extremes Firmament always conduct business honestly. We would never dare to spread false information to deceive you all. The batch of ghost servants encountered an error on their way."

"An error?"

"Yes," Li Haipeng sighed. "To be honest with everyone, these ghosts in the Yin Spirit Canyon have become increasingly cunning. Capturing them is no easy task. Our organization had to pay a high price to acquire just a few of these厉鬼."

"You don't need to complain about it. We all know this," Yuan Daha frowned and interrupted him.

Indeed, compared to ten thousand years ago when the ghosts first escaped from the Netherworld Realm into the human world, they were now much more organized, forming three major factions with three ghost emperors each.

The power of these ghost emperors was formidable enough to rival human Core Formation period cultivators. Moreover, these ghosts rarely ventured out of the Yin Spirit Canyon and would often set up ambushes in groups, leaving human cultivators empty-handed while they themselves were plundered.

Thus, this activity had become extremely risky, and the price for ghost servants on the black market was rising.

"Originally, we intended to sell this batch of ghost servants at the auction. But unfortunately, they were stolen halfway through."

"Stolen? By whom?" The male cultivator with a hooked nose looked surprised as he spoke.

The Seven Extremes Firmament might just be a merchant organization, but it had been around for tens of thousands of years and its strength was beyond measure. Few forces dared to steal goods from them.

"It wasn't human cultivators; it was the Ghost King," Li Haipeng sighed in anger. "Ghost King?"

The other cultivators were taken aback, their faces showing shock. Although a Ghost King's power equated to that of a Condensation Core period cultivator, its treasures and abilities were extremely mysterious. In combat, even at the same level, human cultivators would likely meet a bitter end.

"So you're asking us to help you reclaim those ghost servants?" Yuan Daha frowned. If it was the Ghost King from the Yin Spirit Canyon, they wouldn't dare chase after their lair, not even Core Formation period cultivators.

"Senior, there's a misunderstanding. I wouldn't dream of asking such a risk," Li Haipeng said with a smile. "According to our intelligence, the Ghost King who made the move resides in a cave about a hundred miles away from here."

"A cave?"

Apart from Lin Xuan, everyone else looked relieved. Some ghosts preferred to reside outside the Yin Spirit Canyon due to their high power, but it wasn't unheard of.

"Not in the canyon? That makes things easier. What's his rank?" A middle-aged woman in her thirties interjected.

"Yes," Li Haipeng nodded. "We've already investigated and found out that he is an upper-grade Ghost King."

"Upper-grade Ghost King, this could be tricky. Theoretically, his power equates to a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator, but his abilities are so strange that his actual strength surpasses even the peak of Core Formation period cultivators," the man with the hooked nose hesitated.

"Haha, don't undervalue yourselves, Senior. Although that beast's strength is indeed high, it's just an isolated case. If we cooperate, defeating him will be a piece of cake," Li Haipeng quickly smiled and flattered them.

"Let's not get ahead of ourselves. What benefits can the Seven Extremes Firmament offer if this succeeds?" Yuan Daha cut in with his key question, drawing everyone's attention.

"We could give each senior one of the eight ghost servants stolen."

The room fell silent as the Condensation Core period cultivators mentally calculated their share. To be honest, this reward was quite generous. A ghost servant at the厉鬼level equated to a Core Formation period cultivator in terms of power and was worth several thousand crystal stones on the market.

However, the man with the hooked nose snorted and sneered: "The Seven Extremes Firmament is indeed the largest merchant alliance in Youzhou. They are truly shrewd businessmen. For such a small ghost servant, they want us to take such risks against a monster like the Ghost King."

Li Haipeng was furious. A few thousand crystal stones wasn't worth worrying about, but this man clearly intended to extort them.

Despite his anger, he remained respectful on the surface, as he still needed their help and didn't want to offend someone at Condensation Core中期level. After all, even the Seven Extremes Firmament wouldn't easily offend a cultivator of that rank.

"Senior Fu is right. Besides the ghost servants, we will also gift each of you five thousand crystal stones. Is this price acceptable?" Li Haipeng gritted his teeth and suggested with a pained expression.

Cultivators who had reached Condensation Core level knew well the principle of taking what was offered and stopping there. The price was already generous enough, so they couldn't be greedy anymore. After all, the Seven Extremes Firmament wasn't an easy target to extort from.

They all nodded in agreement.
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"Since that's the case, I thank you all for your assistance. It's getting late, so please rest here and we can head out to the Ghost King's lair early tomorrow."

Lei Haipeng bowed gratefully with a delighted expression on his face. After standing up, he clapped his hands, and instantly four beautiful young maids appeared from outside the room. Although their cultivation levels were ordinary, they indeed lived up to the phrase "delicious to look at."

"Please lead our seniors down to rest," one of the maids said.

"Yes!" The maids bowed respectfully before stepping back in a show of deference.

Lin Xuan pushed open the door and stepped into the room. It was not spacious, but it was very elegant and clean. Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

Then he released his spirit sense to check the entire room and its surroundings. There were no signs of anything amiss or out of place. This was expected since Seven Extremes Heaven had a request for them; they wouldn't tamper with their accommodations. Lin Xuan's inspection was more out of precaution.

Immediately, Lin Xuan took out an array talisman from his pocket and set up a simple magical array outside the room before entering.

After his trip to Qingye Mountain, Lin Xuan obtained *The Heart of璇Ji*. Although he couldn't thoroughly study the array knowledge due to time constraints, he had skimmed through some parts.

Although his current level was insufficient for dealing with array disks and flags, Lin Xuan had tried a few simple array talismans out of curiosity.

For him now, the materials used to make these array talismans weren't precious, so failing wouldn't be a big deal.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan began crafting them. He failed several times but managed to obtain a few finished ones by chance.

The array he set up with these talismans was not enough for defense alone, but it served well as an early warning system.

Lin Xuan approached the bed and flicked his sleeve. A white light appeared, and Moon appeared before him. The little girl's face remained pale, but there were no signs of worsening injuries, which made Lin Xuan feel somewhat relieved.

He then flipped his hand and took out the jade bottle he had obtained from the auction.

The Yin Spirit Pill was quite valuable, according to Lei Haipeng, as it had a miraculous effect on ghostly injuries. However, Moon's situation was special; she had been injured by essence force backlash when trying to condense her spirit core. The effectiveness of this pill might be questionable.

But even if it couldn't cure her completely, taking it should still improve her condition. With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan opened the bottle cap.

"Ah, what is this..."

The Yin Spirit Pill before his eyes was vastly different from ordinary medicinal fruits in the cultivation world; they looked like clear crystal beads with a thick fog surrounding them on their surfaces. Lin Xuan was initially surprised but quickly understood when he thought about it.

Knowing that ghosts, unless at the Ghost Emperor level, were formless and intangible, how could one swallow such pills? This...

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before picking up the Yin Spirit Pill with his index finger and thumb. He applied a slight force, causing the pill to shatter.

"Moon, open your mouth."

"Mm."

The little ghost nodded, opened her mouth slightly, and sucked in the black mist from the pill.

Then Moon sat cross-legged, placing her hands flat on her abdomen as she began to cultivate and refine the medicinal power. Lin Xuan watched intently without blinking, his usual composure now tinged with anxiety.

After a long time, Moon opened her eyes. Lin Xuan used his spirit sense to scan her body, showing mixed emotions of hope and disappointment. Indeed, there was some improvement; her injuries had stabilized勉强. However, relying solely on the Yin Spirit Pill's power, it would be nothing more than a distant hope for full recovery.

It seemed that they still needed to go to the Ghost King's lair tomorrow.

"Master, I'm sorry. It's all my fault, making you run around and delay your cultivation," the girl said, lowering her head with regret on her face.

"Don't be silly; since we signed a blood pact, it's my responsibility to take care of you." Lin Xuan smiled gently, his expression softening. "Don't think about it anymore. Take another Yin Spirit Pill to stabilize your condition, and I won't have time tomorrow."

Saying that, Lin Xuan poured out another pill from the jade bottle, which Moon swallowed. She began meditating.

Lin Xuan sat down and entered a state of meditation.

There was nothing else for the night. The next morning, Lei Haipeng gathered everyone together with a smile on his face: "Seniors, how did you sleep last night? Can we head out now?"

Everyone naturally agreed. They followed the path they came from to return to the surface and then dispersed, each using their abilities to transform into several streaks of light that pierced through the air.

Yuan Da Hai approached Lin Xuan again, clearly showing his intent to befriend him. However, he did not urge Lin Xuan to make a decision immediately; instead, they chatted idly for a while.

"Good luck really was on our side this time. With minimal effort, we can obtain such rich rewards."

"You're too optimistic," Lin Xuan said calmly, his face showing a hint of worry. "According to what I know, those ghosts aren't easy to deal with, especially monsters like the Ghost King; they are incredibly difficult to handle."

"Haha, my brother is overthinking this. The Ghost King may be troublesome, but remember that we outnumber them. Eight condensation core cultivators together can overwhelm the enemy. This mission has no danger and no difficulty," Yuan Da Hai said dismissively.

"If it really was as easy as you say, why would Seven Extremes Heaven pay such a high price for our help? They are a business alliance with a heritage of over ten thousand years; how could they not have any experts?" Lin Xuan asked doubtfully.

"I'm not sure about that. Seven Extremes Heaven is very mysterious, and their true strength is like looking through mist. However, I suspect that since they can stand for ten thousand years, there must be many experts in the alliance," Yuan Da Hai said. "But don't forget; their business spans all of Youzhou. How could there possibly be seven or eight condensation core cultivators here in this small city?"
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Yuan Dahaibei's words had some merit, but Lin Xuan still felt that the situation was more complex than he imagined. After flying for about half an hour, several small mountains came into view.

These mountains weren't particularly tall; they were only a hundred zhang or so high. From afar, they looked more like swollen mounds of earth.

The vegetation on these mountains was sparse. Although not completely barren, there were only some withered and yellowish grasses.

"Eh? Here..."

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and scanned the area briefly, his eyes showing a hint of surprise. Despite its unremarkable appearance, this place turned out to be an excellent source for yin veins.

No wonder that ghost king had chosen to build his lair here.

The effects of cultivation in this valley were not inferior to those of the Yin Spirit Canyon, but the environment was much better.

Many people's understanding often contained a misconception: they believed that ghosts liked darkness, dampness, and eerie environments. In reality, ghost entities also detested harsh living conditions. This was why, after an elder had opened a passage between the mortal world and the Netherworld, those yin spirits immediately rushed through in droves.

However, after several failed attempts to battle against cultivators, their activity remained confined to the Yin Spirit Canyon. Of course, some ghost entities, with their formidable magical power, had built lairs outside as well.

"Senior brothers, this is where that monster's nest is. Let's work together and try to capture it alive if possible. If not, we can still kill it," Li Haipeng said with a greedy expression on his face.

A living ghost king was indeed invaluable. Even if he were killed, the inner core nourished by a thousand years of yin energy would be enough to drive any cultivator mad.

"Alright!"

The cultivators, confident in their numbers, revealed themselves and advanced towards the opponent without hiding their forms. There were no prohibitions at the entrance; only some illusionary spells had been cast. These experts easily dispelled them with a few palm strikes, reducing the small magical effects to nothingness.

White mist swirled, quickly retreating, revealing the scene inside the valley.

"What is this..."

The sight before the cultivators left them speechless. The entire valley wasn't large, but it was filled with various flowers. Even in such a cold season, they still bloomed magnificently, clearly under some magical influence. This ghost king truly knew how to enjoy himself; he had set up his lair like an earthly paradise.

The cultivators were taken aback, but soon they rushed into the valley with shouts and cries.

Such a commotion would have stirred even a deaf person. With thunderous roars, a black fog emerged from a cave in the mountain wall, transforming into a massive black cloud over ten zhang long and seven or eight zhang wide, blocking their path.

"Who are you? How dare you intrude into the Valley of Flowers?" The voice within the black cloud carried anger but also a hint of fear. After all, facing so many condensation core cultivators, it was understandable why he felt intimidated.

The experts present were no strangers to such situations and could easily discern his inner fear. Li Haipeng sneered: "What are you talking about? Evil ghost, I'm here to take your life."

He then spat out a short rod-shaped spiritual artifact, grabbing it tightly and striking the opponent with all his might.

With money in hand, one must repay the debt. Since they had been invited and promised generous rewards, no one could afford to sit back and watch. Spiritual energy surged as everyone revealed their treasures.

Lin Xuan also opened his mouth, spitting out the Divine Fire Spirit Pearl.

Although he didn't know if each cultivator was using all their strength, the combined attack of eight condensation core cultivators was astonishing. The best choice for that ghost king would have been to avoid the brunt of the attack, but he chose to withstand it.

With a roar of anger and fear, the black cloud rapidly churned, becoming even darker. It suddenly contracted before expanding outward, spewing out several dozen large black energy balls.

The light intersected with everyone's magical defenses.

After a massive explosion, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he activated his Nine Heavens Qi Shield, blocking the surging qi waves from entering.

Others also displayed their abilities, casting colorful barriers that dazzled the eyes. At the same time, they were shocked by the ghost king’s formidable strength. Although most of the earlier attack seemed to be probing, with eight people working together, this ghost entity had managed to withstand it. The black cloud stopped churning and slowly dispersed, revealing a shadow.

It was a bald, naked man with a face full of coarse hair. On his forehead, there was a two-inch-long horn.

Although he was a yin spirit body, he showed no fear in the sunlight but lacked an actual shadow; only a ghost emperor could reassemble their physical form at that level.

Then, he raised his head, and a piercing screech echoed like a tidal wave.

"Bad news, he wants to call for reinforcements!" Li Haipeng's face changed: "Senior brothers, don't hold back. Take advantage of this guy being alone and deal with him first."

However, before the words were fully spoken, ghostly cries filled the air from deep within the valley as seven more shadowy figures emerged.

Linguis!

These creatures were equivalent to cultivators at the foundation stage.

But the cultivators were not worried; they rejoiced because capturing them alive would fetch extremely valuable crystals.

Shadows darted through the air, and the cultivators engaged in battle with the yin spirits.

Lin Xuan joined the attack on the ghost king as well.

He didn't want to stand out, so he didn't use his full strength. The Divine Fire Spirit Pearl spat out fiery flames that seemed powerful but were merely a facade. Nevertheless, this still drew the cultivators' attention; after all, there weren't many condensation core cultivators who possessed ancient treasures at the initial stage.

Alongside Lin Xuan was Yuan Dahaibei and an eagle-nosed cultivator, while middle-aged beauties fought with the厉鬼.

On the surface, the cultivators were in a dominant position. However, Lin Xuan felt uneasy inside. Earlier, Li Haipeng had clearly stated that the ghost king's strength could not be underestimated; he was at the superior grade, equivalent to late-stage condensation core cultivators. But this guy seemed no more than top-grade lower level, with limited abilities. Under the four of them' attack, he barely held his ground. In contrast, those equivalent to foundation stage厉鬼 were ferocious and used strange treasures that made two of them nearly match a condensation core cultivator.

Could the intelligence from Seven Extremes Heaven be incorrect?

Lin Xuan shook his head inwardly. The Ghost State was one of the top commercial alliances in Youzhou, and they had invested such significant resources into this operation; there was no reason for them to make such crucial errors. If they even got the opponent's strength wrong...
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Lin Xuan's frown deepened as he continued to drive the Celestial Fire Divine Pearl with his hand, but his divine sense began to move around him. He also unconsciously retreated several dozen feet, heading towards the entrance of the canyon.

The ghost king they were fighting was not particularly powerful in terms of cultivation, yet his defensive techniques were top-notch. Under the joint attack from four human cultivators, he struggled on all sides but it wasn't easy to completely eliminate him.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's peripheral vision caught a glimpse of Li Hai Peng. The anxiety in his eyes was evident. Clearly, they had the upper hand here; victory seemed certain. What could be worrying him?

A strange feeling arose within Lin Xuan, making him suspect that this matter might not be as simple as it appeared.

Suddenly, the weather took an unexpected turn. Clouds inexplicably darkened the sky, and ghostly wails echoed around them. The biting cold wind made everyone shiver.

Several black figures flew towards them from afar, their oppressive presence causing the cultivators' faces to pale. They stopped fighting in unison.

"What's going on? We were told there was only one ghost king; these are…"

Yan Da Hai's face twitched as he glared at Li Hai Peng with a stern expression. The other condensation core stage cultivators shared similar looks of shock and fear.

"Hellion! You actually colluded with the ghosts to betray us?" Yan Da Hai's face was flushed with anger.

"Ha, it can't be called betrayal; you're just foolish." Li Hai Peng wore no remorse on his face but instead sneered triumphantly as a blinding light enveloped him.

"Condensation core stage? You are also a condensation core cultivator?" Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. This guy had hidden his cultivation level and managed to deceive his divine sense. It seemed he either practiced an unusual technique or possessed some unique treasure.

The ghost king cleverly set up this trap, luring them here and setting a ambush. The situation was undoubtedly dire now.

Although he understood the severity of the situation, Lin Xuan didn't act rashly. His immediate priority was to find a way out without drawing attention from the others.

"Li Hai Peng, you humans colluded with ghost creatures; are you not afraid of offending the entire cultivation world?" The middle-aged woman's face turned cold as she realized her deception. Her voice was icy.

"Humph! What do you mean by colluding with ghosts? Good birds choose good trees, and loyal ministers serve a good master. I merely did my duty," Li Hai Peng replied nonchalantly.

"What? You joined those ghosts and are willing to be their slaves?" Yan Da Hai's eyebrows shot up in disbelief. He had thought that Li Hai Peng had lured them here for some kind of deal with the ghosts, but it turned out he was working for these creatures from the start.

"Enough! Let's worry about ourselves," Li Hai Peng sneered without any remorse.

"You…" Yan Da Hai wanted to say more but was interrupted by a cultivator with an eagle-nosed mask. He was one of the few in the group with high cultivation, and he swept his gaze around coldly: "Friend Daoist Li, I fell into your trap; it's my own fault for not being vigilant enough. But as a human, you helped those ghosts to ambush us—what is the reason? Can you explain?"

"Sure, since you can't fly away now, let me enlighten you," said Li Hai Peng with a calm tone.

This statement left the surrounding cultivators stunned, and Lin Xuan perked up his ears. The ghost kings beside him remained silent, seemingly following Li Hai Peng's every word.

"I didn't collude with ghost creatures; I am human, but Seven Extremes Heaven is within their territory," said Li Hai Peng coldly.

"What? Seven Extremes Heaven is controlled by ghosts?"

"It can't be true! It has been passed down for ten thousand years!"

Li Hai Peng's words were like a thunderclap in the sky. The surrounding cultivators were stunned, as the largest commercial alliance in Youzhou was actually run by ghosts—this was too shocking to believe. However, there was no need for him to lie now.

"Humph! There is nothing impossible. Ten thousand years ago, the ghost creatures fought against humans and lost. They retreated to their territory, but do you think the hellish spirits have given up? After finally arriving in this world, they wouldn't be content with staying in that harsh environment. Although we united during that great battle, there were still traitors among us. A small number of ghost cultivators fell for the allure of the ghosts' techniques and approached them. We struck a deal and formed an alliance…"

As Li Hai Peng spoke shamelessly, the faces of the other cultivators showed disgust. Yan Da Hai glared at him: "You are one of them! As humans, you consort with ghost creatures…"

"Humph! What do you know? Ghost cultivators have always been considered outcasts by you. Even the orthodox sects and heretical ones look down on us," said Li Hai Peng, his face twisted in hatred.

"You are wrong, Sir. The current top figure of the demonic path in Youzhou, Extreme Demon Sovereign, is a ghost cultivator," Lin Xuan interjected.

"Humph! That's now; I'm talking about ten thousand years ago when things were much worse for us," Li Hai Peng said with a frown.

Lin Xuan remained silent. He knew nothing of the cultivation world from ten thousand years ago. Perhaps, as Li Hai Peng claimed, ordinary cultivators' discrimination against ghost cultivators had given the hellish spirits an opportunity to exploit their weaknesses.

"It's meaningless to discuss this now; Seven Extremes Heaven being a ghost territory has surprised me," said the eagle-nosed cultivator. "But I want to know why you brought us here—what do you intend to gain?"

"Of course not, we are not that bored. We invited you all for your golden cores."

"What? Our golden cores?" The eagle-nosed cultivator's face turned red.

"Yes, after ten thousand years, another ghost king is about to break through his limits. After consuming your inner cores, a fourth ghost emperor will be born," said Li Hai Peng.
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"Fourth Ghost Emperor?"

"Not bad. After ingesting your golden cores, my master will surely advance smoothly!" Li Haipeng's face was filled with a sinister expression: "That's all I have to say. You can close your eyes in peace now. Will you hand over your lives to me?"

With these words, he waved his hand and summoned an odd-looking magical treasure that resembled a whip. At the same time, the howling of ghosts resounded loudly as several ghost kings behind him also launched their attacks.

The cultivators naturally would not sit idly by. Although they had fallen into the enemy's trap, with these fellows before them, trying to take their golden cores was too much for them to be so confident. Who would win in this battle remained uncertain!

Unlike earlier when each had their own ulterior motives, now the cultivators understood the dire situation and everyone took out their most powerful techniques. In a short while, magical lights flickered, giving them a significant advantage.

However, Lin Xuan frowned slightly, feeling more uneasy than before. The enemy claimed they wanted to take their golden cores but were actually defending more than attacking in earnest. Their words and actions seemed contradictory; it looked like they were waiting for something. Could it be...

The Fourth Ghost Emperor!

Lin Xuan had studied the True Scripture of Profound Yin, a first-rate ghost cultivation technique. Although different from true ghost creatures' techniques, there was some overlap. Through this, Lin Xuan's understanding of yin-soul ghosts far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators.

Just as cultivators would kill beasts to take their inner cores for alchemy, the golden cores and元婴 of cultivators were also valuable to high-ranking厉鬼. Thus, it made sense for the Fourth Ghost Emperor to target them.

Once a cultivator's golden core was extracted, it had to be ingested immediately or its power would diminish significantly. Could they be waiting for the arrival of the Fourth Ghost Emperor?

With this thought, Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically as he reached into his storage bag, preparing to retrieve the Beast Soul Flag. If that were true, there could be no more delay. Just as he was about to fight his way out, a惨叫 entered his ears.

Turning around, he saw one of the ghost kings holding his shoulder with his hand; his left arm had been severed. A thin cultivator withdrew his gear-shaped magical treasure and took advantage of the opening to transform into a long streak of light, heading towards the valley entrance.

The suddenness caught Li Haipeng and the other ghost kings off guard as well. The escaping person was merely a condensation core stage cultivator who didn't attract much attention. They never expected such power and skill from him.

It was too late to stop him now.

The ghost kings were furious, but Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, showing a hint of surprise. Suddenly, a black mist appeared silently in the sky, transforming into an enormous ghost hand that snatched the streak of light with a snap.

"This useless thing can't even handle some condensation core cultivators; I have to come out and deal with it myself."

With this arrogant and cold voice, space distorted as a figure gradually became clearer. The fighting abruptly stopped as Li Haipeng and the other ghost kings lowered their heads in fear and respect, begging for forgiveness. The remaining cultivators held their breaths, each face pale with terror.

The fog cleared, revealing the true form of the monster—a handsome young man around twenty years old.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly; he was not fooled by this display. The ghostly aura emanating from him was undoubtedly that of a ghost creature. However, it possessed a genuine body and had already reached the元婴 stage.

The Ghost Emperor!

Didn't they need cultivators' golden cores? Could this guy have broken through his bottleneck?

"Friends, since you've come to Drifting Cloud Valley, there's no going back now. I am Heavenly Ghost Emperor. Will you offer your golden cores to me?"

Before he finished speaking, he waved his hand lightly, and the enormous ghost claw exerted force. A惨叫 sounded as it extracted the thin cultivator's golden core alive.

The remaining few faces turned pale.

"Don't be scared by this old ghost. Although he侥幸advanced successfully, his realm is not yet stable; he can't possibly fight us for long. Work together and fight him to create a path out," Yuan Daha suddenly spoke unexpectedly.

"Agreed!"

Although the remaining cultivators were terrified, they understood the principle of fighting to the death. There was still a chance to survive by fighting back, while retreating would surely lead to their deaths.

Instantly, magical treasures appeared as they attacked the Ghost Emperor together.

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor's eyes flashed with a strange light; he didn't resist but moved slightly, seemingly confirming what had been said. He had just advanced and was not ready for too much combat yet.

The cultivators' hearts lifted, eager to continue their assault. However, Yuan Daha feigned an escape, transforming into a streak of light that fled outward.

It seemed this guy wanted others to hold the line while he escaped.

The other cultivators cursed loudly, their wills shattered. No one was willing to be left behind; they too wanted to flee. But it was too late as the remaining ghost kings blocked them from escaping.

Except for Lin Xuan.

Although Yuan Daha's suggestion seemed reasonable at first glance, a closer analysis revealed it was nonsense. Even if the Heavenly Ghost Emperor had just advanced, their disparity made it impossible for them to fight to the death; it would be like fighting a rock with an egg.

Moreover, there were several ghost kings and a condensation core cultivator assisting him. Yuan Daha's suggestion wasn't born out of stupidity but some ulterior motive. Since Lin Xuan had seen through his plan, he wouldn't be a fool to fall for it.

Thus, during the attack, Lin Xuan merely made a show of force. As soon as others attacked and drew the enemy's attention, he swiftly fled, even faster than Yuan Daha.

Unlike Yuan Daha, however, Lin Xuan didn't run towards the valley entrance but instead emitted a bluish light all over his body and retreated deeper into the valley.

This wasn't out of panic; rather, Lin Xuan had a plan. Since the enemy had set up this trap, it was likely a net of traps.

If they anticipated cultivators escaping, there would certainly be ambushes at the entrance.

On the contrary, although the depths of the canyon were their stronghold, it might actually be safer. This was the principle of fighting to the death—surviving by forcing your enemy into a corner.

Yuan Daha's retreat speed was extremely fast, but the Heavenly Ghost Emperor showed no intention of chasing him. Instead, he revealed a mocking expression.

However, upon seeing Lin Xuan's retreating light, he let out a slight exclamation.

Sure enough, not long after, Yuan Daha's voice of shock and anger echoed from outside the valley entrance. He had clearly come through an open path earlier, but now, unknown to him, traps had been set up.

Amidst the eerie ghost mist, terrifying monsters emerged, surrounding him. In a moment, his face turned pale with fear.
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Lin Xuan's遁光 was incredibly fast. In the blink of an eye, he had run several hundred feet away. However, with his powerful divine consciousness, he still heard Yuan Dahaibehind.

Lin Xuan’s heart tightened. He didn't dare to pay attention to what was behind him and suddenly increased his speed by drawing on more spiritual energy.

However, it wouldn’t be long before he noticed a tail far behind. From the yin qi fluctuations of the opponent, it should be some ghost king.

Lin Xuan's fleeing speed was already like a flash of lightning, but that guy still had an edge. The distance between them continued to shrink.

Lin Xuan turned several times and even used earth遁术, but he couldn’t shake off his opponent. After chasing for dozens of miles, Lin Xuan seemed to have given up hope and stopped in the sky.

"Why not run anymore?"

Just a few seconds later, the black clouds arrived before him. The fog dissipated, revealing a bald, naked man: "I am Gu Lian. I will die at your hands, but you can rest easy now. I will dig out your golden core and present it to the master."

"Gu Lian?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows with a hint of surprise. "Do ghost creatures also have names?"

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, the self-proclaimed Gu Lian ghost king showed an expression full of cruelty: "Humans can have names, why not us ghosts? Boy, your life is over."

After saying this, he stretched out his hand and grabbed something in mid-air. A huge ghost claw appeared and plunged towards Lin Xuan with a forceful wind.

Despite the threat, Lin Xuan showed no fear but instead gave an eerie cold laugh. He tapped his storage bag, taking out two treasures. In his left hand was a white ball about the size of a fist, while in his right hand was a three-foot-long ancient-looking sword.

Seeing the ghost claw coming at him, Lin Xuan's figure became blurry and successfully dodged it. Then he raised his left hand and threw the small white ball.

This仙捆球 was an ancient treasure that Lin Xuan had never used before; he wanted to see its power.

The attack missed, but the ghost king wasn't bothered. Just as he was about to use another technique, the small ball flashed and arrived in front of him. The treasure trembled a few times before spinning rapidly, decomposing into countless threads.

Those threads were semi-transparent and incredibly thin. At first, the ghost king didn’t pay much attention, but in an instant, they managed to bind him layer by layer.

"Idiot, I merely used illusory form. I don't have a real body. What use can your treasure be?" The ghost king sneered as he tried to break free from the threads.

But when the white threads of the仙捆球 trembled and golden light shone brightly, he realized that he couldn’t turn into mist anymore.

"Impossible, you… what kind of treasure is this?" The ghost king struggled with several changes but still couldn't escape. He was both shocked and angry.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. This ancient treasure left by an upper-stage元婴 cultivator truly had incredible power. It could even bind a ghost without a body, far surpassing his expectations. He didn’t have time to argue; the distance between him and the Hundred Flowers Valley was already dozens of miles. The Heavenly Emperor Ghost would easily catch up if he wanted to.

In reality, it wasn't easy for Lin Xuan to escape from this bald-headed ghost king with his true fleeing speed. However, Mei'er’s injuries required his inner core.

Since the Seven Extremes Heaven were hidden among humans, after this incident, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t dare venture into any ghost valleys again. Therefore, killing this ghost king was the only choice.

During the chase, Lin Xuan tried to shake him off, but it was just for show. He carefully chose a location to attack from.

Theoretically, the closer to Ghost Net City, the better. However, he wasn’t sure if the other ghosts would continue pursuing after this. So, he decided to take the risk and act here.

Quickly deciding on his next move, Lin Xuan revealed all his ancient treasures. With his current abilities, it was no problem for him to defeat a ghost king of the same rank. However, the difficulty lay in not allowing any delay; otherwise, if the Heavenly Emperor Ghost caught up…

Fortunately, this guy underestimated him, giving Lin Xuan an opportunity. Seeing that he was bound by the仙捆球, how could Lin Xuan be polite? The Floating Cloud and Snowfall Sword in his right hand transformed into a streak of light, piercing through.

A scream followed as the illusory form became increasingly faint until it vanished completely.

Lin Xuan reached out with one hand, and a black-red inner core appeared before him.

Finally, this was in his hands. Lin Xuan took out an jade bottle and carefully stored it away. Then he retracted the two ancient treasures and flew off.

At the same time, inside the Hundred Flowers Valley, both Yuan Dahaibehind and the other cultivators had turned into corpses. The Heavenly Emperor Ghost looked at the golden core in his hand with a smug expression. But suddenly, his smile froze as he stared at Lin Xuan's direction of escape.

"Master, what happened?"

"The Gu Lian sent to chase that boy is dead," the Heavenly Emperor Ghost frowned and said with an ugly face.

"How could this be? That escaped boy was only a condensation core初期 cultivator. How can he possibly match up to Gu Lian?" Le Hai Peng couldn’t believe it.

"This matter is indeed suspicious. The boy fought with Gu Lian for just a moment, almost instantly killing him. Even if it were an advanced-stage cultivator, they wouldn't necessarily have such power!" The Heavenly Emperor Ghost muttered as he stroked his chin in thought.

He then shook his head: "Forget about it. He ran away anyway. With the inner cores of these people, it's enough for me to stabilize my realm. If I weren’t too cautious now, a mere condensation core cultivator wouldn't have escaped so easily."

"Master is right," Le Hai Peng agreed but then showed some concern: "But if that boy runs around and talks about the Seven Extremes Heaven, will anyone believe him?"

"Hmph, he will definitely spread it. Who let you get so arrogant as to expose our secrets?" The Heavenly Emperor Ghost grumbled.

"Master, I beg for your forgiveness. I did make a mistake, but I didn’t expect that boy to be so clever and escape from our net," Le Hai Peng sweat-dropped and quickly knelt to beg for mercy.

"Hmph, there's nothing impossible in this world. In the future, don't be so arrogant; even with full confidence, be careful. Get up, this time I'll forgive you, but if it happens again…" The Heavenly Emperor Ghost’s voice was stern as he spoke.

"Master, I will definitely learn from my mistakes," Le Hai Peng hurriedly performed a grand bow and then stood nervously. The Heavenly Emperor Ghost looked at him and consoled: "But don’t worry about this matter. Even if that boy talks about the Seven Extremes Heaven, no one will believe it."

"Nobody will believe it?" Le Hai Peng’s face showed confusion.
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"Good job," the Ghost Emperor,昊天鬼帝, said with an arrogant smile. "My Seven Sorrowful Skies technique has been passed down for over ten thousand years; it's the first major commercial alliance in Youzhou. That brat is only at the early stage of Condensation Core, his words are meaningless. Who would believe him?"

Hearing this, Li Hai Peng was delighted and quickly echoed his words.

"Alright, all of you step back. Although I've broken through my bottleneck and advanced to the Spirit婴期 realm, my cultivation hasn't stabilized yet. I need to consume a few cultivator's golden cores and seclude myself for some time. Even if there are major matters, do not disturb me."

"Yes!"

Li Hai Peng bowed respectfully before retreating with several ghost kings.

Lin Xuan, after eliminating the Ghost King, didn't dare delay. He used his fastest speed to fly towards Ghost Net City.

At the same time, he fully opened his divine sense, fearing that the Ghost Emperor would chase him down.

After a quarter of an hour, Lin Xuan finally saw the grand city towering in the distance and let out a sigh of relief. Even with the Ghost Emperor's abilities, he wouldn't dare to pursue him into the human cultivators' main base.

This trip was indeed fraught with danger, nearly passing by death. Fortunately, it was worth taking risks; the ghost king's golden core for Mo'er finally came into his possession.

Entering the city, Lin Xuan first found a random inn and rested briefly before heading to the market district.

To heal Mo'er's injuries wasn't just about having a ghost king's inner core; he needed several medicinal herbs combined and refined together.

Fortunately, although these herbs were valuable, they weren't too difficult to acquire. Lin Xuan scattered his crystal stones generously and soon gathered them all.

Lin Xuan didn't return to the inn but flew into Ghost Net City instead. There was a magnificent building towering hundreds of feet high, serving as the city's administrative center.

Looking up, he saw that the top of the building pierced the clouds, making him feel like an ant standing below.

After assessing it, Lin Xuan flashed with a green glow and entered the building.

Lin Xuan didn't hide his cultivation; many cultivators looked at him with admiration. Some even sent flirtatious glances, which could greatly benefit his cultivation if accepted by such a senior.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan kept a cold face and ignored them.

"Senior, is there anything I can help you?" A yellow-robed cultivator approached. Lin Xuan glanced at the strange flower embroidered on his sleeve; this person was likely an official of Ghost Net City.

"I wish to rent a Fire之室. How many crystal stones do I need?"

Lin Xuan looked at him and spoke in a calm tone. The so-called Fire之室 referred to rooms where cultivators used their great abilities to guide underground flames to the surface, similar to the炼丹室 on Spirit Herb Mountain.

Of course, these underground flames weren't limited to alchemy; some cultivators practicing fire attributes could also benefit greatly by training in them.

"How long do you need it for?"

"Alright, the higher the purity of the flame, the better. For three months."

The yellow-robed cultivator replied, "Approximately two hundred crystal stones are needed. Please follow me as we handle the procedures."

Leading the way, he walked ahead while Lin Xuan followed without hesitation.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan flew out of Ghost Net City's council hall and received a green jade badge in his hand.

According to the instructions in the Jade Cylinder Scroll, the Nourishing Essence丹 required at least forty-nine days of continuous flame refinement. The requirements for the flames weren't high; even a base foundation cultivator's primordial fire could suffice. Lin Xuan's Pure Yang Dan Fire naturally met these needs, but maintaining it continuously for forty-nine days would consume his power.

Therefore, he decided to use underground flames instead.

Originally, returning to Spirit Herb Mountain was best, but preserving the ghost king's inner core was difficult; its potency would diminish over time.

After much consideration, Lin Xuan decided to refine in Ghost Net City. The city had rich underground flame resources, and he also considered that after eliminating the ghost king, it was uncertain if the Ghost Emperor would be angry enough to send his subordinates to search for him. Returning now might encounter danger; staying in Ghost Net City for a while until the situation calmed down seemed safer.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan landed on a small hill within the city. This area still belonged to the city center, and Ghost Net City was vast, covering hundreds of square miles. Besides areas densely populated by cultivators, it also had rivers, lakes, and even mountains.

The building in front of him wasn't particularly tall but was said to be an extinct volcano with abundant underground flames, making it his destination for this trip.

From time to time, cultivators flew in and out. With Lin Xuan's powerful divine sense, he easily noticed that their fire spirit energy was extremely pure; they were likely practicing fire attributes here.

Initially, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention, but as he flew around, a glance caught his eye, causing him to stop abruptly.

It was an elderly cultivator in his fifties, wearing a gray cloth Daoist robe. However, Lin Xuan knew that this person wasn't a Daoist monk; he recognized him.

Although they had never met, the name of this man was well-known to Lin Xuan.

Back when he was just a low-level disciple at Cloudy Peak Valley, his fame already resounded throughout Yanzhou.

Unlike the cultivation world in Youzhou, Yanzhou was much smaller and resource-poor. There were few Spirit婴期 cultivators, let alone old monsters of Condensation Core stage.

The man before him was one such exception—the former Fire Spirit Sect elder who had perished.

In Yanzhou, the Fire Spirit Sect was as influential as Cloudy Peak Valley, both being major forces in their regions.

Due to his逆行 actions and the slaughter of allies in Stream Leap Canyon, the Fire Spirit Sect became a public enemy in the cultivation world. Various sects and families united to destroy it; most of its disciples perished on the spot. However, this Elder Li managed to escape due to his profound cultivation.

He had come to Youzhou too!

However, times change, and Lin Xuan was no longer the low-level Disciple of the Flexible Spirit realm but a Condensation Core cultivator like him.

Of course, Elder Li's cultivation was more advanced, reaching the middle stage. However, in terms of strength, with his top-tier technique and treasures, he would be on par or even stronger than the elder.

PS: Sorry for only one chapter today due to family matters; I'll make it up tomorrow with three chapters.
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"How could it be, friend, do you know me?"

The elder from the Fire Spirit Sect was quite alert and quickly realized that Lin Xuan was sizing him up.

"No, but I feel a familiar face," Lin Xuan replied calmly. After all, he was just an insignificant figure in Yanzhou, so there was no way this elder would recognize him.

"Oh, then we must be fated to meet. I am Li Yaotian from the Fire Spirit Sect. May I ask your esteemed surname and where you cultivate?"

"Little Brother Lin Xuan, a mere wandering cultivator."

The two chatted for a few more moments. Li Yaotian's words clearly contained an attempt at flattery, but Lin Xuan was vague in his response, deferring to the matter.

Suddenly, a burst of firelight flew over and circled around Li Yaotian a few times before he caught it with his hand and immersed his divine sense into it.

Li Yaotian's eyes lit up with joy as he quickly clasped his hands together and said, "Sorry, Lin Daoist, I have urgent matters to attend to. Farewell, we will meet again in the future. My cave dwelling is right ahead of that small volcano. Please come visit my residence when you are free."

"Of course, I will certainly trouble you!" Lin Xuan smiled as he bid farewell.

Li Yaotian waved his hand and turned into a ball of fire, vanishing in an instant.

Lin Xuan's expression gradually darkened but quickly returned to normal. With his current status and cultivation, there was no need for him to fear this Fire Spirit Sect elder. The pressing matter now was to refine the spirit pill for Yue'er.

With that thought, Lin Xuan's mana flowed throughout his body as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the small mountain ahead.

In an instant, the mountain stood only a hundred feet tall but covered a vast area; from afar, it resembled a small hill.

However, upon closer inspection, the temperature noticeably increased. The rumors were indeed true. Although this place lacked the spirit herb mountains, its geothermal resources were not far off.

Correspondingly, more遁光 appeared in the sky as Ghost Net City had hollowed out the mountain's core and carved out hundreds of crude stone chambers for rent to cultivators. Each year alone, these rents generated a substantial amount of crystal stones.

Following the directions on his waistband, Lin Xuan easily found the cave he rented.

It was merely an empty cavern with a metal beast in its center, mouth wide open—a design similar to that of the spirit herb mountains.

The cave was also surrounded by array formations and restrictions. However, they were quite rudimentary, serving only as early warning signals.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate; first, he set up the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array. Only after feeling secure did he enter his storage bracelet, taking out a jade bottle.

He uncorked it and poured out an inner spirit pill the size of a dragon's eye. Then, he took other materials purchased from the marketplace and channeled a spell into the beast to draw geothermal flames, beginning the refining process.

Sealing himself in for forty-nine days, Lin Xuan periodically added pure yang dan fire to raise its temperature.

Finally, a fragrant mist began to emanate from the small cauldron before him.

This Nourishing Essence Pill was simple to refine but difficult to obtain materials for.

Lin Xuan's face lit up as he waved his hand, sending several beams of light into the cauldron.

After some time, the fragrance in the entire cave grew stronger. It was clear that the pill had been successfully refined. Lin Xuan withdrew the geothermal flames and exhaled a pale golden flame to further refine the Nourishing Essence Pill with pure yang true fire.

"Yue'er, it's out."

"Mmm," the girl responded as she slowly materialized before him. Her face was still pale but showed some improvement compared to over a month ago—due to consuming the Yin Spirit Pill.

Even though it cost thousands of crystal stones, even if it didn't cure her, it would surely have some effect.

Lin Xuan extended his right hand and gently tapped on the cauldron's lid, which automatically lifted. A black pill the size of a dragon's eye flew out.

Though unremarkable in appearance, this pill contained an astonishing amount of Yin spirit energy.

Yue'er looked at the spirit herb, then at her master, eyes filled with gratitude before she opened her mouth and gently sucked it in, turning it into a black mist that entered her body.

Her rosy cheeks gradually returned as her complexion improved. It seemed the spirit pill was starting to take effect. "Master..."

"Do not speak; kneel and refine the medicinal power. I will protect you."

"Mmm."

The little girl obediently knelt down, fingers interlocked, and began circulating the Profound Demon Technique with both hands.

After a glance at Yue'er, Lin Xuan's expression finally relaxed.

This time, Yue'er had attempted to break through the condensation core stage on her own, suffering significant backlash. However, according to the ancient jade cylinder, with the Nourishing Essence Pill, recovery should be swift.

With his worries laid aside, Lin Xuan sat down and focused on cultivation.

Since successfully breaking through the condensation core, he had been preoccupied with various matters and hadn't properly cultivated for a long time. Although his realm was stable, he still hovered around the first layer.

However, given his talent, even if he meditated day and night without rest, it would likely be ineffective.

Another person might already be satisfied; after all, without spirit roots, reaching Golden Core stage was unprecedented in the million-year history of cultivation. He had indeed broken new ground.

But Lin Xuan was not content; his next goal was the yuan baby realm.

Though easy to think about, actually doing it was incredibly difficult. Even for super geniuses, forming an yuan baby required a miraculous opportunity.

Reflecting on his path since becoming a cultivator, Lin Xuan was no stranger to hardship and perseverance. He feared nothing but hard work, never giving up even after failures.

However, this alone was insufficient; the Blue Star Sea had been his greatest help. Otherwise, human effort could not overcome nature's will.

Lin Xuan's mana increase relied entirely on consuming spirit herbs as if they were candy pills.

This method of cultivation worked well in the灵动期, where waste spirit pills from washing away impurities were abundant and easily resolved by a mere manager from the Cloudy Mountain.

Entering the筑基期 was more challenging but with the accumulated knowledge from the spirit herb mountains over thousands of years, Lin Xuan still managed to advance smoothly.

However, after successfully breaking through the condensation core, he faced very real challenges.

Unlike the previous two realms, entering the condensation core stage meant becoming a high-ranking cultivator. In the cultivation world, the number of cultivators was like a pyramid—fewer at higher levels.

At the灵动期, even small sects or larger families might have several thousand disciples, but only one out of hundreds of 灵动期 cultivators would succeed in forming a筑基 core.

High-ranking condensation core cultivators were so rare they could be counted on the fingers.
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In most cases, it was unlikely for even one person out of ten thousand Foundation Establishment stage cultivators to successfully condense their essence core.

So few people would venture to Spirit Herbs Mountain to refine medicinal pills with such a small number.

Lin Xuan could hardly hope to improve his cultivation by collecting and purifying waste pills, then ingesting them solely through the power of the medicine.

What should he do?

Although Lin Xuan had carefully pondered this matter, even his intelligence was unable to come up with a solution.

Of course, there might still be some way out, as Lin Xuan had once perused many ancient texts. It was said that an ancient divine herb could transform one's body and soul, allowing ordinary mortals to gain the spiritual roots necessary for cultivation.

However, such spiritual roots were usually of very poor quality.

But compared to his own mortal constitution, they were already vastly superior. At least back then, he would not be completely ineffectual in his efforts to cultivate, even if it was a slow process. Combined with medicinal pills, the rate of improvement might still be tolerable.

As the young master of Spirit Herbs Mountain, Lin Xuan had managed to obtain some waste pills that could increase cultivation, although they couldn't be ingested like candy.

This ancient divine pill had such an old history that even its name was forgotten. Lin Xuan found records about it in a broken jade cylinder scroll.

It was said that this herb was created by a prodigious ancient cultivator three million years ago.

The senior's cultivation was extremely profound, but due to some unforeseen accident, he fell in love with an ordinary mortal woman.

Cultivation did not equate to coldness and detachment; dual cultivation was quite common. However, the prerequisite was that both parties should be fellow dao companions. For a cultivator to fall in love with a mortal was extremely rare, especially for someone at the Core Formation stage.

But love is a strange thing. Once immersed, one cannot extricate themselves from it. The senior did not care about their differing statuses. However, they still faced an insurmountable natural obstacle.

As a Core Formation cultivator, his lifespan could reach eight hundred years or even a thousand years.

But what about the mortal woman? How long would she live—eighty or one hundred years? Such time was but a fleeting moment to a cultivator.

The most painful thing in this world is watching someone you love slowly age and pass away while being powerless to do anything.

Although theoretically, one could cultivate without a spiritual root, the progress would be so slow that it might as well not exist. Lin Xuan had his Blue Star Sea, which was an exception.

But the senior's intelligence was unparalleled, both before and after him. Lin Xuan speculated that his alchemy skills were likely superior to even Tianchen True Man.

After much contemplation, he spent three years researching and finally developed a divine herb that could transform ordinary mortals into cultivators with spiritual roots.

It is said that when this herb first appeared, it caused unprecedented shock in the cultivation world. Various sects and independent experts were extremely interested. However, their enthusiasm soon waned as they discovered its limitations.

Firstly, it only worked on mortals; initially, each sect hoped that if ordinary people ingested it, their spiritual roots might improve.

But reality proved otherwise. Despite much effort by one sect to obtain this divine pill and have their disciples consume it, there were no positive or negative effects—upgrading the quality of their spiritual roots was a pipe dream.

Even so, many sects still showed interest in this herb.

After all, the proportion of mortals with spiritual roots was too small to find easily. Thus, recruiting apprentices became an extremely troublesome task.

Now that they had this herb, they could simply have ordinary people consume it and then recruit them. However, their hopes were quickly dashed as well.

Ordinary people who ingested the herb did indeed gain spiritual roots, but the quality of these roots was abysmal. Most would only remain at the Flexible Spirit stage for life.

Quality is more important than quantity; recruiting such disciples would serve no purpose in strengthening the sect's power. It might be easier to directly recruit independent experts.

Of course, some tried ingesting multiple doses or taking it in batches, but all attempts failed. The herb could only be consumed once, and its effects were limited to the first dose.

Thus, although the results were miraculous, their lack of applicability caused them to gradually fade from history. Fortunately, Spirit Herbs Mountain was renowned for alchemy, with various formulas dating back to ancient times. Lin Xuan's luck was also good; despite the broken jade cylinder scroll, the formula for this ancient divine herb remained intact.

After discovering and reading about its origin, Lin Xuan was naturally overjoyed. However, as he continued to read, his joy turned into a bucket of cold water being poured on him.

The herb required nine ingredients in total: one main and eight auxiliary.

While the eight auxiliary ingredients were still quite rare but not impossible to find—such as in the vast primeval marshes or desolate mountains, or at various auctions, where one could spend plenty of crystal stones and put in extra effort—the remaining main ingredient was a headache.

The Essence Golden Fruit!

This fruit was common three million years ago and not particularly rare. However, it had long since disappeared from this world.

It is said that the previous realm's spirit world might still have them.

But hearing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel frustrated—what kind of joke was this? To break through to Core Formation and ascend to the spirit realm required reaching the Separation stage. But if he had that cultivation level, would he even worry about such matters?

Nevertheless, it did provide some hope in his dark search.

Thus, during this period, although Lin Xuan traveled extensively, he also kept an eye out for Essence Golden Fruits. Although records stated that the last sighting was a million years ago, there might still be remnants somewhere.

However, disappointment followed disappointment as all evidence suggested that this fruit had truly vanished from this world.

Of course, Lin Xuan still had another option: finding alternative herbs to replace the Essence Golden Fruit.

There was nothing strange about it. After all, even for the same medicinal pill, there could be multiple formulas, and some ingredients might be interchangeable.

However, theoretically viable as this choice was, it proved unfeasible in practice.
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The process of searching was incredibly difficult. If Lin Xuan had the skill level of Heavenly Dust Ancestor's Alchemy Art, it might take him decades to study and he could still have a slim chance of success. But with his current abilities, it was nothing but wishful thinking.

Lin Xuan sighed, gathering his thoughts. For this ancient spirit herb, it remained out of reach for now; even the Yuanjin Fruit had yet to show any sign.

But that didn't mean all hope was lost. Luck could be unpredictable; maybe in some random instance he would gather enough medicinal materials again.

Now, let him meditate.

Lin Xuan carefully took out a bottle from his pocket and unscrewed it, pouring out a red pill inside.

Crimson Essence Pill!

This rare spirit herb could increase the power of condensation core cultivators. Lin Xuan didn't have many; he had only managed to get two hundred lower-grade waste pills from the warehouse on Spirit Herb Mountain last time after much effort.

After deducting those that failed purification, there were just over one hundred eighty left. But this was already an astonishing success rate for his mastery of the Blue Star Sea technique.

The pill melted in his mouth as a burst of heat energy rose to his dantian. Lin Xuan cast two hand seals and began slowly circulating his essence qi.

He meditated for several days.

As his cultivation increased, so did the time it took to complete a grand circulation. But this was normal; he wasn't alarmed since he had long outgrown his novice status in the cultivation world.

After nine full cycles, Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes. Before him was Mo'er's face. The little girl was still healing and her complexion had improved dramatically compared to before. It seemed that the ancient jade cylinder's record was correct; the Nourishing Essence Pill made from Ghost King Inner Core indeed worked well.

Lin Xuan smiled with relief.

However, soon his eyebrows furrowed as a look of concern appeared on his face. Not because Mo'er's injuries had changed, but because she was surrounded by colorful霞光, and the essence qi in her body began to behave abnormally.

This... was a sign of condensation!

Lin Xuan was startled. The little girl shouldn't be so daring; after barely surviving from the brink of soul shattering just now...

"Mo'er, what are you doing? Stop!"

"Mistress, I don’t want to, but for some reason, the Nourishing Essence Pill's effects seem too strong. My essence qi is rapidly growing within me. If I can't release it or compress it with condensation techniques, it will keep increasing until it explodes!"

Lin Xuan was at a loss. Mo'er couldn't speak, but they shared a blood pact; thus, he could communicate with her through mental projection without any issues.

He had never thought that the Nourishing Essence Pill would have such side effects. However, after careful consideration, it wasn’t entirely impossible. The jade cylinder in the Spirit Herb Mountain’s library also contained incomplete records; only half of them detailed the Nourishing Essence Pill. Lin Xuan hadn't delved into its full properties since he assumed that was just a missing analysis of the pill's effects.

Now, his assumptions seemed far from accurate!

Could it be that the Nourishing Essence Pill not only healed injuries but also helped ghostly entities condense their cores?

Indeed, given that the main ingredient was a ghost’s inner core, this wasn't entirely impossible.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan looked at Mo'er again. The fluctuations of essence qi around her body grew more intense, and the signs became clearer.

Acting decisively, he raised his head with a determined expression: "Mo'er, don’t be afraid. Focus on condensation; I’ll protect you."

Stopping her now might cause unimaginable harm to her. Better to let this happen and hope that she could form a golden core. It would benefit both her and him.

He had taken a risk!

But he still had many things to do. Protecting Mo'er was self-evident, but the most crucial task was setting up multiple layers of prohibitions around them. Condensation differed from foundation building; it caused significant fluctuations in the surrounding essence qi, making it naturally obvious.

The scene was clear: when he condensed his core before, he had faced such a situation and narrowly avoided an ambush by unscrupulous attackers.

But this place, Ghost City, wasn't deserted. Over ten thousand cultivators lived here permanently, and the mix of people was even more chaotic due to the chaos in Youzhou.

In short, Mo'er's condensation here was extremely dangerous.

Fortunately, his cultivation had improved immensely; he was no longer a novice. With his current abilities, he should be able to shield this anomaly from the world.

With that thought, Lin Xuan hesitated no more. Although he had set up an extremely yin evil spirit array outside his cave, it couldn't stop the essence qi's outward flow.

He took out several talismans and flicked them with a finger; they ignited on their own, enveloping the stone cave in a protective barrier.

Though array talismans were insignificant compared to array tools, they could still fetch high-priced crystal stones in the market. Lin Xuan was generous, but he didn't feel any remorse since this matter concerning Mo'er's condensation was far more important than these talismans.

Then, Lin Xuan took out his main treasure and opened it. He exhaled a stream of essence qi that turned into thick green fog.

Holding the beast soul banner in his left hand, he raised his right to chant words of power. Two streaks of霞light shot from his fingers, merging with the fog.

Less than a second later, the fog began to churn violently, and faint thunderous explosions could be heard inside.

"Seal!"

Lin Xuan spoke the true word as the thick fog contracted into a layer of dark green protective barrier that enveloped the cave.

Relieved, Lin Xuan showed a hint of satisfaction. But he didn't stop; he continued casting hand seals in rapid succession.

Soon, beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. Even for condensation core cultivators, completely blocking essence qi's outward flow was not an easy task.

Just as Lin Xuan felt the strain, something in his waist pouch began to move.

It was that spirit beast bag!
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Lin Xuan's face showed a moment of surprise, but soon he fell into deep contemplation. He extended his right hand and took off the spirit beast bag from around his waist.

A flash of white light appeared before him, revealing a small creature about the size of a ball. The little guy was round and plump, with short and thick limbs covered in white fur, looking very cute.

The little guy originally looked drowsy but became alert after landing on the ground. He extended his tongue to lick his lips, suddenly enveloped by a layer of faint white light. A miraculous thing happened; the spirit energy that had overflowed from Mo'er's body rushed towards this strange creature like it found an outlet and was absorbed into its body.

Lin Xuan felt extremely pleased.

This spirit beast indeed wasn't ordinary. Although he hadn't yet figured out what its special powers were, just being able to absorb spirit energy made it invaluable. The crucial point was that it had helped him immensely at this moment.

Meanwhile, a large number of cultivators gathered around the nearby mountain. Earlier, silver snakes danced in the sky and lightning flashed through the air as spirit energy surged wildly. This celestial anomaly clearly wasn't a normal natural phenomenon but a sign that someone was about to form their condensation core.

The expressions on the cultivators' faces varied; they were all pondering something.

Although Ghost Luo City seemed relatively calm compared to other places, it was still turbulent with various factions vying for power…

At the Condensation Core stage, these were high-ranking cultivators. If they were from an opposing faction, it would undoubtedly increase pressure on his side.

With malicious intentions, everyone considered their own benefits and began to take action...

However, before any of them could act, this celestial anomaly suddenly stopped abruptly.

The cultivators exchanged glances, each face filled with surprise and suspicion. The reason was simple; in such a short time, it couldn't possibly be the old ancestor's Six Pulse Golden Yang Skill reaching its critical point. If not for that, he would have gone to meet that little friend.

After saying this, Lin Xuan closed his eyes again and continued meditating.

Lin Xuan didn't know that he had caught the attention of Red Old Master. At this moment, he carefully observed Mo'er's every move.

Nurturing a round core was truly miraculous. However, Mo'er's injuries were just healed; forcibly forming her condensation core at this time might be either fortunate or unfortunate.

Worried thoughts made Lin Xuan lick his lips and feel slightly anxious. But as someone with extraordinary scheming skills, he quickly regained composure.

Although she was a spirit soul body, Mo'er's process of forming the condensation core wasn't much different from his own. While Lin Xuan had good intentions to help, not knowing how her internal spirit energy flowed, he could only watch anxiously.

A wrong move and everything would be lost; hasty actions might harm Mo'er instead of helping.

Lin Xuan sat down beside her, focusing intently on protecting her.

For the first few days, things went smoothly. Mo'er seemed calm, even when she occasionally made some small mistakes, he could handle them.

One week passed.

Lin Xuan gradually put his mind at ease; with good资质, and the help of Nourishing Round Core, it looked like she would successfully form her condensation core.

Just as this thought crossed his mind, Lin Xuan's expression changed suddenly. He turned to look at Mo'er.

Mo'er's face alternated between red and white, and the spirit energy above her head danced wildly. Her eyebrows were tightly furrowed, clearly in great pain.

Lin Xuan was alarmed and quickly released his divine sense to check the surrounding spirit energy: "Mo'er, what's wrong?"

"Master, my body's golden core has just formed but is now showing signs of collapse," Mo'er's voice sounded anxious as she seemed at a loss.

"Don't panic, Mo'er." Lin Xuan was also sweating profusely. He knew that in such moments, one must remain calm: "First, move the spirit energy to your dantian and nourish the newly formed golden core."

"Okay," the girl replied telepathically, then focused intently.

Looking at Mo'er's delicate face, Lin Xuan sighed. In terms of talent, she was even better than a cultivator with a Sacred Spirit Root. However, as the saying goes, "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise." Her outstanding talent made her progress incredibly fast, comparable to his own despite not ingesting countless spirit medicines.

While rapid advancement was good, it also caused instability in her heart and mind. Moreover, the Xuan Mo cultivation technique she practiced was a top-grade divine art but diverged from orthodox methods, pursuing speed at all costs.

With many hidden dangers within the cultivation technique, they had been dormant until now. But during this critical period of forming the condensation core, it made things much harder for her compared to orthodox cultivators.

No matter what, he couldn't allow Mo'er's newly formed golden core to collapse again; otherwise, even with Nourishing Round Core, she might not recover from the damage. Lin Xuan frowned deeply, his face showing hesitation but quickly replaced by determination.

Mo'er wanting him to get through this crisis was wishful thinking. Ultimately, he had to help her.

Of course, if there were no other options, he wouldn't do it. After all, when a cultivator forms their condensation core, outsiders interfering could easily lead both of them into an irreversible situation.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan also knew the Xuan Mo technique and shared the same origin as this girl. With their blood pact, they had similar intentions. As long as he was careful enough, it might work.

No matter what, he would take a chance!

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, his body emitting black light that made him look strange. He opened his mouth and spat out a thick, dark mist like ink. Mo'er also opened her cherry lips, inhaling the mist into her body.

Supported by Lin Xuan's magical power, the girl's complexion improved slightly. In Lin Xuan's divine sense, he heard her grateful words: "Thank you, Master."

"Don't be distracted; use this time to stabilize your realm."

"Okay," Mo'er replied softly and then fell silent. She first merged the spirit energy Lin Xuan transmitted with her own, making them inseparable, before sending it to her dantian to nourish the newly formed but unstable golden core.

In theory, this process was simple, but in practice, it was extremely difficult.

This test was for both Mo'er and Lin Xuan.

Three days passed. Nothing changed inside the cave.

Half a month later, Mo'er's condition didn't seem to improve at all.

Thirty days later, Mo'er's body gently trembled as countless spirit energies spread outwards from her center.

The array formations Lin Xuan had set up began to emit sounds but couldn't stop the spirit energy from leaking. As celestial anomalies appeared again and seemed more severe than before, this time because Mo'er truly formed her golden core.

The fuzzy, round creature blinked its eyes, stretched its thick and short limbs, opened its mouth wide as if stretching, then sniffed the air and suddenly became alert. The little guy belched, his body rapidly expanding to several times its original size, becoming a large spherical ball floating in mid-air.

Then it began spinning faster and faster until it formed a white vortex, drawing all the leaking spirit energy back into its body...

Half an hour later, Mo'er slowly opened her eyes. Lin Xuan stood up as if sensing something.

"Master!" Mo'er's face bloomed like a spring flower, her sweet smile forming from the corners of her mouth: "I succeeded."

"Indeed!" Lin Xuan was equally elated. With Mo'er's golden core fully formed, their combined strength had grown significantly. Even against late-stage condensation cores, they might have a chance to fight. And his chances were probably even better.

Mo'er didn't thank Lin Xuan; she saw everything he did for her. If it weren't for the initial blood pact, which was partly forced upon her, she would still be by his side without any binding.

"Ah, what is this..."

Suddenly, a voice startled Mo'er as she looked up to see Lin Xuan's surprised expression.
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The small beast, having absorbed a large amount of essence qi, stretched its neck and yawned. Then it opened its mouth and spat out a white, translucent thread that quickly wrapped around itself.

"Is this...?" Lin Xuan was initially startled but then became very happy. He had read books about various spirit beasts before, even if none matched the small beast in front of him perfectly, there were still some similarities.

The scene before him clearly indicated that the spirit beast was about to advance in rank!

Lin Xuan was quite eager to see what this little creature could do. He patted his waist pouch and a beam of white light shot out, wrapping around the small beast and bringing it back.

He looked at Moon, then weighed the bag in his hand. Today had been doubly fortunate for him.

Moon's golden core had matured, but Lin Xuan hadn't left Ghost Web City yet. The little girl had narrowly managed to condense her essence core, and stabilizing her cultivation stage would still take some time.

Thus, the master and servant continued their seclusion in the cave dwelling.

Lin Xuan meditated during the day while studying the talisman-making techniques recorded on the jade cylinder at night.

For a condensation core stage cultivator like him, these earth-grade spirit talismans were quite useful. Although Moon helped him, he had about an 80% chance of winning against a late-stage condensation core cultivator. More bottom cards never hurt.

Actually, Lin Xuan had much more to do than just that. The Azure Flame Qilin armor and the Array Techniques from "Xuan Ji Heart Sutra" were worth studying. However, despite his wealth, he still lacked some materials for refining battle armor. Moreover, array techniques were vast and deep; while Lin Xuan was eager to learn them, he didn't have much evidence and wouldn’t be believed even if he spoke of it.

"But what if those厉鬼s from the Azure Void continue to lurk after preparing for thousands of years? Once they strike, it will definitely be catastrophic," Moon still expressed some concern.

"Don't worry. When the sky falls, there's always someone taller to catch it," Lin Xuan said with a cold smile. "Besides, isn't Gusu already chaotic enough? The Daoist and Buddhist factions are already in open conflict. Ghost Web City is relatively safe compared to the rest of the region."

"Indeed, but when the nest is destroyed, how can the eggs remain unharmed? What will we do if that day comes?"

"There's nothing to fear. When the time comes, there will always be a way out. But no matter what, cultivating strength is paramount for survival in the cultivation world. So let's focus on enhancing our own abilities."

Lin Xuan opened his mouth and a black beam shot out, landing on his palm—a small black banner.

"Moon, take this," he said.

"What?" Moon was shocked. "Master, are you joking? This is your precious treasure!"

"Why?"

"This is the one you spent so much effort refining. What will you use it for?"

"I still have many ancient treasures," Lin Xuan smiled kindly. "Besides, although I practice Yin-Yang Techniques, my daily cultivation is still based on Daoist true methods. The True Scripture of Evil is just supplementary. In terms of essence spirit energy, its purity far exceeds mine. A self-talism requires nurturing with spiritual force in the soul. Giving it to me will be more effective."

"Moreover, I have a contract and can communicate through our souls. Even if I use the Soul Nourishing Banner, we can still achieve mental unity. This item is for now."

Lin Xuan's words were reasonable, so Moon accepted them without further argument. She carefully took the evil banner.

"Don't worry, Master. I will nurture this treasure with my soul," she said seriously.

Lin Xuan nodded and was about to say more when he suddenly raised his eyebrows and stood up. He waved his sleeves, parting a path through the barriers. A burst of fire flew out.

It was a transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan was surprised. If he remembered correctly, he had no close friends in Ghost Web City.

He focused his divine sense to investigate.

"Ah, it's him!" Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he curled his fingers and the flame instantly extinguished. He turned around and called out, "Moon."

"Yes, Master," Moon replied.

She transformed into a streak of green light, entering Lin Xuan's sleeve before walking calmly towards the entrance.

A middle-aged cultivator stood outside, wearing a gray Daoist robe, about fifty years old. Seeing Lin Xuan, he smiled and stepped forward to greet him: "Friend Lin, I apologize for disturbing you."

"Ha ha, Brother Li, there's no need to be polite. But it's indeed surprising that you found me," Lin Xuan replied with a smile.

The person was none other than Elder Li Yaotian from Fire Spirit Sect, a late-stage condensation core cultivator.

"I'm afraid I've embarrassed you. I've lived in Ghost Web City for some time and am familiar with the area. Knowing you were cultivating here, finding you wasn't difficult," he said as he stroked his beard.

"Ah, what brings Brother Li to me?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"There's nothing urgent. First, we can catch up on old times. Second, a cultivator exchange is about to take place, and I'd like to invite you to join. Do you have any interest, Master Lin?" Li Yaotian smiled amiably.

Catch up on old times?

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but inwardly sneered. He couldn't remember having any connection with this man.

The other clearly wanted to befriend him.

Lin Xuan wouldn't befriend such a person, but he was interested in the exchange meeting.

As cultivators advanced, their resources grew increasingly scarce. Unlike the灵动期 and 筑基期 when materials could often be bought with crystals, many items needed after condensation core maturity couldn’t be obtained that way.

The goods at the market were mostly unsuitable for his needs. For a late-stage condensation core cultivator like him, there were two main ways to find required items: one was to search through mountains and rivers, extending his footsteps to remote areas; or participate in exchanges with fellow cultivators of similar rank to trade.

Both methods had their pros and cons. The former required much time and effort but would eventually yield results if one had the determination and patience.

However, a cultivator's lifespan was still limited compared to ordinary people. Spending too much time searching for materials could leave no extra energy for cultivation, making it difficult to advance in rank.

Therefore, participating in exchanges where items were traded was the most favored method among cultivators.

Lin Xuan had been successful in condensation core formation for some time but hadn't participated due to other matters. Hearing about this exchange meeting piqued his interest; perhaps he could get what he needed.

"Ha ha, Brother Li is considerate. When will the exchange take place? Would you like to come to my cave dwelling first?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"I'll visit whenever I can, but the exchange is today. Shall we leave now?"

"Alright, let's go," Lin Xuan agreed.

"Of course, of course." Li Yaotian nodded and used his遁光术, transforming into a ball of flame as he broke through the air.

Lin Xuan sneered at him with a mocking smile, and they both sped up. Exiting the volcano, their speed increased even more. After a short while, they arrived in southern Ghost Web City, where a continuous range of mountains stretched out. Below were several shimmering small lakes, offering breathtaking scenery.

However, what cultivators cared about was not this view. Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over and he was amazed: "How abundant the essence qi is!"

"Ha ha, Master Lin, there is indeed a significant spirit vein here that stretches for dozens of miles," Li Yaotian stroked his beard as he explained.

"Oh, so it’s similar to the volcano area." Lin Xuan thought aloud.

"It's somewhat like that. However, in the volcano, abundant geothermal resources are suitable only for cultivators with fire attribute techniques. Here, all kinds of spirit roots can thrive," Li Yaotian said as he looked at Lin Xuan. "Your cultivation technique is not fire-based. If you want to stay here long-term, renting a cave dwelling would be more appropriate."

Lin Xuan smiled without replying. Li Yaotian didn't mind and pointed ahead: "The Linglong Immortal, who organizes the exchange meeting, is nearby. Let's go!"

"Linglong Immortal, you mean the Linglong Immortal is organizing this exchange?" Lin Xuan was surprised as he turned back, his expression filled with shock.
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"How could it be, that a fellow daoist has heard of my good friend's name?" Li Yaotian stroked his beard and turned to reveal a smile.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. The shock on his face had vanished completely.

However, he still felt a bit uneasy.

This Linglong True Person was as clever as his name suggested—smooth in dealings, with friends all over the world. It was said that he could get along well with both the Daoists and the Devils, from the Three Teachings to the Nine Streams.

But what shocked Lin Xuan wasn't this, but the fact that Linglong True Person was one of the managers of Seven Extremes Heaven, specifically in charge of business in Southwest Youzhou.

He never expected it to be him hosting this exchange!

"How could it be, that a fellow daoist is having difficulties?" Li Yaotian, who was no stranger to such situations, quickly noticed Lin Xuan's hesitation.

"Haha, nothing to worry about. I'm just surprised by the name of Linglong True Person," Lin Xuan explained with a smile.

Thinking about it, he had nothing to be concerned about. Although he had a grudge against Heavenly Ghost Emperor Hua Tian, they should be the ones feeling guilty. In this land of cultivators, could those ghostly spirits dare to make any moves on him?

Moreover, for an existence like the Ghost Emperor, that incident was merely a trivial matter. He, as a great and honorable Ghost Emperor, letting a mere Core Formation Stage cultivator escape from his hands would be too embarrassing to publicize.

Li Yaotian probably kept this secret tightly. As for whether Seven Extremes Heaven knew about him, it was still uncertain. Lin Xuan quickly concluded that there was little danger on this trip. He could participate in the exchange with full confidence.

After a moment, a streak of green light and a cloud of flames flew into the mountain. The light dispersed to reveal Li Yaotian and Lin Xuan's faces.

"Is it here?"

Lin Xuan looked around, slightly surprised. They were standing before a bare stone wall. His divine sense didn't detect any illusions or restrictions.

"Haha, fellow daoist need not be surprised. You don't have to waste your efforts either. Linglong True Person is not only a Core Formation中期 cultivator but also an expert in illusionary barriers. The illusions he sets up can only be seen through by senior元婴 cultivators and those at the Great Perfection stage," Li Yaotian explained with a smile.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan nodded, showing understanding without saying more.

Li Yaotian then took out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket, threw it lightly, and it turned into a flame of light that flew into the stone wall.

After a moment, the stone wall flickered and revealed a path.

Li Yaotian led the way inside.

Lin Xuan stood still, eyes narrowing as he saw something unusual in his depths.

"Daoist Lin, what's wrong? Come in quickly!" Li Yaotian turned to call out.

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded and followed closely behind as a streak of green light.

The cave before them was enormous, seemingly endless.

Night明珠 were embedded on the walls for lighting, making this treasure in the secular world seem ordinary to cultivators.

Lin Xuan flew slightly slower behind Li Yaotian, lost in thought.

After many twists and turns, a grand hall finally appeared.

"Haha, Daoist Li, it's an honor to meet you. May I ask who this fellow daoist is?"

An old man appeared before them. He was short but had a friendly face with a warm smile that made one feel close upon seeing him.

"Brother Lin, let me introduce. This is the famous Linglong True Person. And this brother here, his name is Lin Xuan, my dear friend and acquaintance. I brought him to participate in this exchange, will Linglong Brother be angry?"

"Don't talk nonsense," the old man laughed heartily, "to meet new daoists is a joy for me, how could I have any resentment?"

Li Yaotian was about to step forward when he saw Lin Xuan still floating mid-air. He looked surprised.

"Daoist, why are you standing there? Come in!"

"If the two of you can remove the array in front, then this humble one will feel much more at ease," Lin Xuan smiled slightly but spoke unexpectedly.

"What kind of array?" Both were taken aback, Li Yaotian's expression full of confusion.

"You have already figured out the truth. Why bother with such a farce? This fellow daoist is not Linglong True Person!"

"How did you figure it out?" Li Yaotian no longer denied it, and the old man's face showed a vicious killing intent.

With a cold laugh, his bones cracked as he grew taller, transforming from a short and fat old man into a lean middle-aged cultivator with dark skin.

His appearance was extremely ugly, with bulging eyes and a red nose, his eyes flashing with ferocity.

Lin Xuan didn't respond. For ordinary cultivators, it would be hard to spot such flaws, but Lin Xuan, carrying the *Xuanji Heart Insight*, knew quite a bit about arrays.

Although their illusions were well done, some inconsistencies still caught his attention!

"Haha, it seems that you want to lure me in and kill for profit. Did I say something wrong?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile: "When Daoist Li was in Youzhou, he caused public outrage. How is it that you've forgotten your pain and want to become an enemy of the cultivation world again?"

"Y-you know my secrets…" Li Yaotian gasped, his expression filled with shock.

The situation had gone out of control.

After failing in Youzhou, he vowed to return for revenge.

But upon arriving in Youzhou, he realized that the gap between the cultivation levels here was even greater than rumors suggested. As a mere Core Formation Stage cultivator, he was practically nothing here.

Youzhou's cultivation world already regarded him as an enemy of all. Returning would be extremely difficult.

The first step was to build his own loyal forces, but with no one familiar and only himself, it was incredibly challenging.

Fortunately, not long after, several remnants from Fire Spirit Sect started coming over. Although the sect had been destroyed, most of its disciples were killed in battle, a few lucky ones managed to escape.

Li Yaotian wouldn't let them wander aimlessly. After much effort, he finally gathered them together.

However, this small strength was insufficient. In Youzhou's situation, they barely counted as fourth-rate and could at best match an average-sized cultivation family.

Moreover, it was only due to his presence as a Core Formation cultivator that their situation wasn't even worse.
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### 第二章 鬼罗城

#### 1. 李耀天的困境与计划

李耀天在兖州火灵门被灭后，带着残存弟子逃到了幽州。他深知复仇之路艰难，但并未放弃。为了壮大实力，他决定先占领一个小家族的地盘，通过灭门的方式获取资源和地盘。

然而，在一次针对小家族的行动中，李耀天遭遇了意外。那个家族虽然规模不大，但却拥有强大的护派阵法和三具铁甲魔尸。尽管李耀天是中期修士，但依然难以抵挡这些魔尸的攻击。最终，他不得不亲自断后掩护弟子逃脱。

这次失败让李耀天认识到幽州修真界的复杂性，并决定暂时放弃强占其他宗门的想法。他带着火灵门残存弟子来到了鬼罗城附近的阴魂峡谷，准备在此扎根发展。

#### 2. 李耀天的复仇计划

为了尽快恢复实力并为报仇做准备，李耀天制定了一个大胆的计划：通过杀人越货的方式敛聚晶石材料和资源。他选择在鬼罗城附近设下埋伏，引诱散修上钩，然后将其杀死夺宝。

这个计划虽然简单粗暴，却非常实用。由于阴魂峡谷环境恶劣且靠近鬼物出没的地方，很多修士会因此失踪而不被怀疑。李耀天利用这一特点屡次得手，逐渐壮大了火灵门的实力。

#### 3. 遇见林轩

一天，李耀天得知一名强大的凝丹期散修——林轩的洞府位置，并决定设下陷阱诱捕他。然而事情并不如计划顺利进行，林轩似乎早有准备，不仅识破了埋伏，还叫出了自己的底细。

面对突如其来的变故，李耀天感到非常困惑和不安。为了掩饰内心的紧张，王虎（火灵门长老之一）出面挑衅，并释放出数名筑基期修士助阵。

#### 4. 林轩的应对

林轩面对如此强大的对手并不惊慌，他迅速祭出了古宝碧鳞针迎战。通过观察对方使用的毛笔法宝，林轩判断其威力虽强但并非无懈可击。

与此同时，李耀天也释放出火焰小剑加入战斗。然而令他惊讶的是，一名少女突然出现并介入了战斗。经过神识探测后，李耀天发现这名少女竟然是阴魂之体，并且身份不明，这让他感到极大的威胁和困惑。

### 总结

这次遭遇战不仅暴露了李耀天的计划，还让他遇到了一个强大且神秘的对手——林轩。这场战斗将决定火灵门未来的发展方向，同时也为后续剧情埋下了伏笔。
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Li Yaotian's strange expression left Lin Xuan somewhat surprised, but he didn't dwell on it. Since they had already broken their truce, there was no point in wasting words. With Moon's help, eliminating them wouldn’t be a problem.

Lin Xuan’s entire body emitted a flicker of black light, and his aura became eerie as well.

Moon ran her fingers through her hair, opened her mouth, and spat out a small banner from between her lips. She held it lightly with one hand and waved it gently. Instantly, countless dark mists poured out of the banner, ghostly shadows filled the air, and beast roars echoed loudly.

"Ten-thousand-souls banner, really Senior Sovereign Demon!" Li Yaotian’s face changed dramatically at Moon's spell, nearly sending him into a panic. He quickly knelt to beg for mercy.

This action surprised Lin Xuan momentarily, but after a frown of thought, he regained his composure. It was a good idea to play along; after all, he had no reason to be lenient with such a sneaky opponent.

"Brat, you have good eyesight. How did you recognize me?" Lin Xuan spoke in an old-fashioned tone.

"Senior Sovereign, please don’t be angry. I didn't mean any disrespect. My admiration for you is like the endless flow of the river…" Li Yaotian’s flattery was so convincing that Lin Xuan shivered involuntarily.

But his face remained calm as he waved a hand to stop the other from speaking. Just as he opened his mouth, his expression suddenly changed as he turned around.

Li Yaotian and Wang Hu were taken aback by this sudden change in Lin Xuan’s demeanor. They followed his gaze with their minds, but found nothing out of the ordinary, leaving them puzzled.

Just then, a rumbling sound came from afar, and the ground began to tremble inexplicably. An earthquake? Li Yaotian thought, only to be interrupted by several extremely clear screams mixed in with the loud noise, quickly swallowed by the rumbling.

Could it be…

Li Yaotian’s face turned pale as Wang Hu’s expression mirrored his fear.

Lin Xuan watched ahead but caught their expressions out of the corner of his eye. His gaze became sharp: "Friends, what do you know? Why don’t you share your knowledge?"

"Um…" Li Yaotian's expression became complicated.

"It seems that Senior Li just now was lying. He didn't take me seriously," Lin Xuan spoke calmly but exuded an ominous aura.

"W-We dare not jest with a senior."

Li Yaotian cursed himself for his foolishness; who was this person? The first figure in the demon sect of Youzhou, playing tricks on him would be sheer suicide. If he angered this old demon, he might end up being tortured and his soul extracted.

Just thinking about it made his face pale.

"Senior Sovereign, please don’t get angry. I will tell you…" He started to speak but was interrupted by another piercing scream from the entrance of the hall. Several cultivators, covered in blood and staggering, rushed through: "Elder, something terrible is happening. That monster…"

"Ahh!"

Before they could finish their sentence, a streak of blood appeared out of nowhere, circling around them before rolling off several heads like watermelons.

Lin Xuan’s smile vanished as he narrowed his eyes, staring ahead.

A crimson cloud entered his field of vision.

The color was so red that it seemed dyed with blood. Li Yaotian and Wang Hu's faces turned even paler.

"How is this possible? The monster actually escaped from the禁制. Second Brother, you said your secret technique was foolproof?" Li Yaotian’s voice trembled as he spoke.

"I don’t know either." Wang Hu seemed dazed, his lips moving without forming words.

Sss…

A sound like a venomous snake's tongue entered their ears.

From within the crimson cloud, countless blood threads shot out.

"Ah!"

The cultivators at the entrance were terrified by the sight of these threads twisting and expanding into snakes. They scattered in all directions, some using their spirit weapons to resist while others fled like birds.

But it was useless; these snakes were extremely cunning. When they encountered spirit weapons, they would automatically avoid them.

Soon, every single one of the base-level cultivators was devoured by the snakes.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he opened his nine heavens spiritual shield with a flicker of green light. The crimson cloud rolled down, dissipating into mist to reveal a blurry figure.

"What is this…" Lin Xuan stared at the figure in front of him, his expression filled with astonishment.

Though it appeared human, it had three heads and six arms, standing two meters tall, its body massive and imposing. Its skin was red, like blood, with an odd sheen. Most strikingly, a pair of horns several inches long grew on its forehead.

A demon!

Lin Xuan quickly recognized the creature’s identity!

He was amazed; in ancient times, demons had flourished, forming a distinct species from beasts. Unlike beasts, which required reaching the fourth level to gain human-like intelligence and transform into their true forms, demons possessed comparable intelligence regardless of their strength, making them another intelligent race.

This led to fierce conflicts with humans, even vying for dominance in that era. Humans were not about to give up their status as the supreme beings.

Moreover, the prosperity of the cultivation world back then far exceeded today’s by at least ten times.

Lin Xuan had read ancient texts stating how human cultivators used cunning strategies to worsen relations between demons and beasts. They then negotiated with the transformed beasts, forming an alliance against the demons.

The outcome was predictable; ancient cultivators were stronger than the demons, let alone with beast allies. The demons suffered a crushing defeat and were forced to surrender.

However, some of these ancient cultivators had foresight and refused the demons’ surrender, fearing that if their power dynamics shifted in the future, they would be caught off guard.

Small-mindedness is not becoming of a gentleman; one must be ruthless like a man. To eliminate this隐患, it was better to act now.

Thus, they continued to purge the demons despite their fierce resistance. The disparity in strength was too great for the demons to turn the tide, and they were forced to scatter into remote wildernesses and deserts.

Ancient cultivators’ determination to exterminate them was formidable as well, with major sects sending small teams to hunt them down relentlessly.

Over millions of years, demons remained a threat, coexisting with humans, but ancient demons had been virtually eradicated, their existence only recorded in ancient scrolls. In reality, they were nowhere to be seen.
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Looking at the monster before him, Lin Xuan's face showed a serious expression.

Although demons and monsters had once suffered defeats in ancient cultivators' hands, it didn't mean their strength was weak. On the contrary, they were actually very difficult to deal with.

In terms of the weirdness of their powers, even yin ghosts and厉鬼compared to them were slightly inferior. Back when humans won, it was mainly due to two reasons: first, they successfully allied with the beasts; second, they had a significant numerical advantage. For example, facing a more formidable demon or monster often meant several old monsters of the元婴期attacking together.

However, even so, in that ancient battle, human cultivators still ended up winning at great cost. Lin Xuan himself was also severely injured.

In his spare time, Lin Xuan enjoyed reading extensively about cultivation history. He knew all too well about this part of the history.

He could not afford to be careless with such ancient creatures. Even though he didn't know what powers this demon possessed, from the demonic aura it emitted, it was certainly no small matter.

Lin Xuan felt a wave of depression. If it weren't for Eryaotian's ulterior motives, he wouldn't have found himself in such danger now?

Lin Xuan was not pleased with the situation, while Li Yaotian and Wang Hu were even more panicked. After all, they knew well the origins of this monster and feared it immensely.

Moreover, they had used demonic techniques for blood sacrifices. This monster undoubtedly hated them to death. If caught by its hands, there would be no mercy—soul extraction and skin peeling awaited.

Eryaotian felt a bitter taste in his mouth. He never thought that the risky decision he made back then would cause such endless trouble. He had literally kicked a stone into his own foot.

"Senior, you must save me! I am willing to do anything for you."

At this moment, Lin Xuan was nothing more than Eryaotian's lifeline. After all, with the fearsome reputation of Demon Sovereign, even an avatar of his spirit might be able to defeat the demon before them.

Lin Xuan remained noncommittal but harbored a great disdain for the two. However, it wasn't time to turn against them yet. If necessary, letting them serve as cannon fodder would do.

He had no interest in upholding justice or fighting demons. If there was an opportunity, he would flee like a thief. But now, running away would only invite more attacks from the other party. Hence, he decided to bide his time.

"Do you think I will save you?" Lin Xuan's voice was cold.

"Yes, Demon Sovereign. Your junior is willing to serve you."

"Tell me first where this creature came from," Lin Xuan said calmly. "According to what I know, the demon race should have been extinct for over a million years."

The monster, standing more than ten feet tall, had red light flickering in its eyes but didn't rush to attack. It seemed lost in thought.

"Haha, Senior truly has extensive knowledge," Eryaotian couldn't help but flatter Lin Xuan before continuing: "After settling down with the remnants of Fire Spirit Sect in Ghost Web City..."

He glanced at Lin Xuan. He still couldn't fathom why Demon Sovereign knew so much about his past. But he didn't dare question him, attributing it to his vast powers.

His reverence deepened as he recounted the events truthfully without embellishment. Lin Xuan listened silently, though his expression remained calm on the surface.

This was indeed a stroke of luck.

One day, while out, Eryaotian stumbled upon an abandoned ancient cave.

Initially, he didn't pay much attention, thinking it might be some cultivator's temporary dwelling.

But curiosity got the better of him. Since there was nothing else to do, he decided to explore the cave with a casual attitude.

To his surprise, at the deepest part of the cave, he found an ancient demon... or more accurately, a large block of ice.

The monster inside this ice block was the one before them now.

Eryaotian's character might be despised by others, but as a condensation core cultivator, he had heard some stories about that ancient human-demon war.

He was overjoyed to find out it was an ancient site. Ancient cultivators' powers were far more formidable than today's. If he could inherit their techniques, his strength would skyrocket.

Especially with those ancient spirit pills, the medicinal power was even more miraculous. At least advancing from condensation core stage to late-stage condensation core seemed possible.

Eryaotian wouldn't let such a good opportunity slip away. He carefully searched the ancient cave but found nothing except that large block of ice and the trapped demon inside.

He meticulously searched within a radius of several miles, still finding nothing. Reluctantly, he returned to the cave.

In his fury, Eryaotian punched the ice block with all his might.

This wasn't just any strike; his palm was filled with fire spirit energy honed over centuries.

Even ordinary ice would melt, and even tempered steel could be easily pitted. But the ice block remained unscathed, not a single crack appearing.

Eryaotian paused, releasing his divine sense to examine it closely. To his surprise, he found that the demon was still alive despite being frozen for over a million years.

With this revelation, Eryaotian began scheming. After all, an ancient demon's powers were undoubtedly formidable.

If he could control this creature, ruling Ghouly State would be within reach; at least, returning to Yanzhou and wiping out his enemies was guaranteed.

He carefully stored the ice block in his storage bag and brought it back.

It was a fortunate coincidence. Eryaotian's sworn brother, Wang Hu, although a genuine cultivator, had once obtained an ancient demonic technique by chance. It described a blood sacrifice ritual that could turn demons into pets, much like ghost pets or tamed beasts.

Initially, Wang Hu didn't pay much attention to this ancient demonic technique because the blood sacrifice method, though miraculous, was useless in today's world where demons were extinct.

Seeing Eryaotian bring back an ancient demon frozen for eons, Wang Hu's interest was piqued. Together, they collected all necessary materials from that ancient demonic text and began melting the ice block...

Initially, they proceeded cautiously, like treading on thin ice. To their surprise, it went much smoother than expected. They were overjoyed, sending disciples to watch over it daily, waiting for the day when the demon could be completely sacrificed.

But fortune never comes in pairs, disaster follows. Today's raid was a rock in his path, and this ancient demon suddenly broke free from its seal.
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Before this guy unleashed his full might, neither Lin Xuan nor Ma Long knew just how formidable he was. However, the sheer resilience of his life force alone was enough to leave them speechless—after being sealed for a million years, he still managed to survive.

Now that he had broken free from the seal, it was only natural that he would seek revenge on these two.

"Everything has been explained. All humans must die."

Red light flickered in the demon's eyes as his violent aura poured out. The head in the middle opened its mouth and spat out a bloodlight the size of an egg.

Liu Yaotian was taken aback, quickly summoning his own innate treasure. Wang Hu didn't hesitate either; he extended his hand and the brush emitted a bright light, hovering above his head.

The Green Scale Formation returned to Lin Xuan's side.

A trace of mockery flashed in the demon's eyes as the bloodlight suddenly expanded, splitting into three parts that each formed a peculiarly shaped treasure. They resembled spears but had some resemblance to halberds—ancient weapons from a million years ago.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly as he gathered his essence and spirit force together to form a treasure. This kind of power was beyond the scope of cultivation techniques, even for daoists or fiend cultivators; it made them seem insignificant in comparison.

The demon race truly lived up to its reputation; Lin Xuan had to be cautious.

Seeing the blood-red treasure fly towards him, Liu Yaotian and Wang Hu hurriedly cast spells, controlling their flying swords and brushes respectively to meet the attack.

Lin Xuan was about to command the Green Scale Formation when he sensed something unusual in the surrounding spirit energy. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan stepped back as if on reflex. A red light, a thumb thick, zipped past him with lightning speed, leaving a small hole in the stone wall with a pop.

Lin Xuan felt his scalp tingle; had it not been for his powerful divine consciousness, he would have fallen prey to this trap!

He turned his head and saw that the red light wasn't a spell or talisman but a blood-red tentacle. It quickly retracted into the ground.

No wonder the demon allowed Liu Yaotian to explain everything so clearly; it was setting a trap, luring them in like fish on a hook.

The initial attack was meant to draw their attention. Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he looked back, a pungent smell of blood permeating his nostrils.

Liu Yaotian lowered his head and examined the tentacle that had pierced through his chest; his face showed clear resentment.

He was a Core Formation expert, yet he died so mysteriously.

His heart filled with不甘 (reluctance), he thought about his deep-seated grudge against humans. How could he meet his ancestors in the afterlife like this?

A bitter smile played on his lips as blood dripped to the ground; he felt his strength rapidly draining away.

Ambition and grand plans had all turned to dust at this moment.

With a snap, the tentacle retracted, taking with it his hundred-year cultivated golden core.

Liu Yaotian's blood gushed out of his mouth, and he fell heavily to the ground, eyes wide open in death. On the other side, Wang Hu met the same fate.

The tentacle swallowed the golden core and the demon gnawed on it loudly, its skin turning red as if it was bleeding profusely.

Then, with an unfriendly expression, the demon looked at Lin Xuan.

This young man had managed to escape unscathed; it left him somewhat surprised.

But he dismissed this mere Core Formation early-stage cultivator. Humans all deserved death.

Lin Xuan didn't speak. The enmity between humans and demons couldn't be resolved with a few words. Since they were here, there was only one way—fight to the death.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage pouch and summoned the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword.

At the same time, he waved his sleeve, sending the Free Spirit Fan flying above him; a layer of green light shielded him.

Moon'er appeared before Lin Xuan with her fiendish banner in hand.

But this wasn't all of Lin Xuan's abilities. He flipped his left hand and a simple-looking mirror appeared in his palm.

"Concealment Mirror, Concealment Ancestor—what relation are you to me?"

Lin Xuan's series of actions had already left the demon speechless; a mere Core Formation cultivator possessed so many techniques and treasures. When he touched the magical mirror, his expression changed drastically, showing traces of hatred.

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he realized that this Concealment Mirror was an ancient relic from the Green Leaf Mountain, left behind by an Incarnation Stage cultivator. He didn't know who its original owner was, but based on the demon's tone, it seemed they had suffered a great defeat at the hands of this mirror.

Lin Xuan sneered; he wasn't in the mood to explain anything. He lifted his left hand and injected spirit force into the mirror. Dozens of light balls the size of fists shot out from the mirror surface, rushing towards the demon.

Seeing this, the demon's expression turned extremely serious as all three heads opened their mouths, spewing out a dozen bloodlights each.

The two groups of lights collided, exploding in an instant.

A heavy stench of blood filled the air. The bloodlights clung to the black light balls emitted by the mirror, gradually fading and eventually disappearing together.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed with gloom.

After obtaining these ancient treasures in Green Leaf Mountain, he had thoroughly studied them.

Apart from their power, which was truly beyond nature, once these light balls enveloped anything, whether it be a treasure or the cultivator themselves, they would lose large amounts of spirit force. This characteristic made most elemental spells useless against the black light balls.

The fact that these bloodlights could perish alongside the absorbent light balls surprised Lin Xuan.

On the other hand, the demon was relieved to see this result. In ancient times, he had fought Concealment Ancestor and suffered a crushing defeat. If not for using a self-damaging secret technique, his life would have been lost there!

The power of this treasure left him with lingering fear.

Fortunately, this young man's cultivation level was still shallow; the mirror's full power could only be used to three levels. Even so, he dared not linger and engage in prolonged combat.

The bloodlight spheres he had used earlier were indeed a great drain on his true essence.

Their first clash ended in a stalemate. Lin Xuan's eyes turned cold as he injected more spirit force into the ancient mirror.

Even if the demon's bloodlight spheres were powerful, how much power did he have to drive this technique? He intended to exhaust him completely.

Lin Xuan had his own plans; the demon was equally prepared. With six arms flailing, incantations rang out in an obscure language that Lin Xuan couldn't understand—perhaps it was from ancient times.

Seeing the demon's actions, Lin Xuan didn't rush to use the Concealment Mirror. He extended his right hand and pointed at the Free Spirit Sword above him.

A clear sound echoed as the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword, filled with endless coldness, shot towards the demon.
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这段描述了林轩与一个下位妖魔的激烈战斗，特别是妖魔使用了名为“魔化变身”的特殊神通后的情景。以下是几个关键点：

1. **妖魔的初始状态**：原本三头六臂、形貌恐怖的妖魔，在施展魔化变身后，身体缩小且形态发生了变化。

2. **魔化变身后的能力增强**：
   - 皮肤变得更红。
   - 角长到了一尺左右，并像山羊一样。
   - 剩余的手臂变成了骨刀状。
   - 背上生出了一对昆虫样的翅膀。

3. **林轩的反应与判断**：林轩通过古玉筒简中的记载，认出了妖魔使用了“魔化变身”这种特殊神通，并感到这是一场极为棘手的战斗。

4. **妖魔攻击**：
   - 妖魔挥动手臂斩断了束缚他的缚仙球丝线。
   - 林轩对此感到震惊，因为这些丝线原本非常坚韧。

这段描述不仅展示了林轩与妖魔之间的激烈对抗，还通过详细描写妖魔的变身过程和增强的能力，增加了故事的紧张感。同时，这也为后续情节的发展埋下了伏笔，即林轩需要面对一个实力大增的敌人。
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However, Lin Xuan's composure was such that he remained unperturbed despite the situation. With a light wave of his sleeve, a green spell flew out and recalled the Captive Immortal Ball. Then, with a slight movement of his divine sense, the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword transformed into a streak of snow-white lightning, slicing towards the opponent.

The demon sneered, showing no intention to dodge. With a flip of his right hand, he met the sword head-on.

Sizzle...

A sound that made teeth ache echoed as the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword was actually sliced back. Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he saw a shallow crack appear on the surface of the immortal sword.

The demon's bone knife was evidently sharp to this degree.

He had used an ancient treasure left behind by a wizened old monster at the peak stage, and if it were a regular condensation core cultivator's artifact, it would likely be rendered useless. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel alarmed as he thought about it.

Without hesitation, he retracted the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword into his storage bag. Although this ancient treasure could勉强match the demon in battle, any damage sustained afterward would certainly not be trivial. Such a clearly unprofitable transaction was something Lin Xuan wouldn't engage in. He needed to find another way to defeat the demon.

Just as he was about to take action, the demon suddenly vanished before his eyes.

Not... disappeared, but moved too fast for his eyes to follow.

Lin Xuan was alarmed and quickly dodged. A flash of white light appeared where he had been standing. Had he been a moment later, he would have been split in two by the attack.

Seeing Lin Xuan dodge his strike, the demon's eyes showed surprise before being replaced with an even colder murderous intent as it lunged at him again.

Lin Xuan wouldn't sit idly by. While dodging erratically, he injected mana into the Soul Capturing Mirror and continuously spat out fist-sized light orbs from the ancient treasure. However, the demon's speed was too fast for his eyes or divine sense to lock onto, rendering the Soul Capturing Mirror's abilities ineffective.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but his heart was filled with sighs. He hadn't expected the demon to be so tenacious.

It was said that demons who used demonic transformation would see their magical power and realm skyrocket in a short time, often acquiring some special abilities.

The speed of this demon compared to before was like night and day. Although it didn't reach the level of instant teleportation, it was still causing him headaches.

Suddenly, a faint shadow appeared before him.

Lin Xuan was alarmed, realizing he had no time to dodge. A massive force struck his body as the demon's bone knife hit him.

Fortunately, the Idle Fan was sentient and flew out on its own to shield him.

The demon's attack failed, and it grew more frenzied. With a swift swing of its blade, it slashed three times, causing the Idle Fan to emit a mournful cry before splitting in two. Lin Xuan took this opportunity to retreat far away.

"Brat, you're done. Why do you persist like this?"

The demon's form flickered as it chased after him relentlessly. However, he had forgotten that he wasn't facing just Lin Xuan alone.

Seeing Young Master in danger, Yue'er wouldn't stand idly by. Opening her mouth, she sprayed a ball of qi into the small talisman in her hand.

The Beast Soul Talisman emitted black light as countless ghost mists poured out with eerie winds.

Yue'er's expression grew more serious as she extended her tiny hand and cast several spells. The demon flag slowly floated up.

"Quickly!"

With a flick of her jade finger, several colorful spells entered the demon flag, causing the ghost mists to surge and emit loud hisses. Countless venomous snakes emerged from within.

"What is this?"

The demon's bone knife swung repeatedly, chopping off many snakes with each strike. However, once they fell, they quickly reverted to ghost mists and returned to the demon flag.

As long as Yue'er didn't exhaust her mana, more venomous snakes would continuously appear.

The demon's arrogance was temporarily halted.

Lin Xuan was pleased. He hadn't expected the combination of the Profound Yin True Scripture and the Beast Soul Talisman to effectively counter the demon.

With Yue'er distracting him, he could now cast spells calmly.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan re-summoned the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword. Although its durability was slightly inferior compared to the demon's bone knife, it was still an artifact with special abilities.

Several spells were injected as the sword emitted a clear ringing sound and began to tremble. Snowflakes appeared in the air, and temperatures plummeted sharply.

The name of this sword wasn't chosen at random; it had formidable water attribute attacks.

However, that was just the beginning.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out a palm-sized spirit talisman but didn't summon it. Instead, he unexpectedly affixed it to his chest.

After a flash of light, the spirit vanished.

This action surprised the demon, who temporarily focused on dealing with Yue'er's venomous snakes while still keeping an eye on Lin Xuan.

After all, this young man was their main adversary. Although the ghost maiden was also at the condensation core stage, her cultivation was clearly inferior to his.

Lin Xuan's actions weren't baseless; this spirit talisman had a significant origin. He bought it from Senior Immortal Dry Wood when he went to the Heavenly Eye Sect for a high price—two thousand crystal stones.

Although it was a mid-grade spirit talisman, the price was still excessively high.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't about to be cheated. He was willing to spend heavily because this "Instant千里" spirit talisman had a remarkable origin. The Heavenly Eye Sect's other abilities aside, its speed was unparalleled, and Instant千里 was one of its most mysterious techniques.

Lin Xuan originally bought the spirit talisman as a means of self-preservation.

Now, it could still be put to use. Even if he didn't use it for escape, applying this spell would significantly increase his speed.

Even if he couldn't keep up with the demon, it would greatly alleviate the passive situation.

Several flashes of white light appeared as the demon swept away the venomous snakes before him and broke free from the ghost mists.

Lin Xuan coldly glanced at the demon. His mana circulated within, causing his figure to blur.

"Hmm?"

The demon's expression showed surprise when its attack missed. The other had such swift evasive abilities... Could it be that spirit talisman?

His thoughts were quick, but he didn't have time during combat to dwell on them. He noticed the air flow on his left was abnormal and turned back just in time to see an extremely bright sword light.

The demon was shocked and quickly raised its bone knife to block. Although surprised, it didn't take Lin Xuan's ancient treasure seriously. However, upon impact, its eyes widened in shock: "This...?"
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The bone knife in his hand cut through the sword light effortlessly, slicing it into two pieces.

No, this wasn't the original form of the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword; it was merely a trap to lure him in.

The demon reacted quickly. After a moment's hesitation, it regained its composure, but it was still too late.

Lin Xuan had already advanced with incredible speed.

He opened his mouth and spat out a white light ball as large as an egg.

At such close range, even with the demon's astonishing speed, there was no time to dodge. The white light ball hit the demon without exploding, instead spreading a layer of crystalline ice over its body.

This wasn't a secret technique Lin Xuan had used; it was a power inherent in the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword itself. As an ancient treasure left behind by an Incorporeal Stage cultivator, its power was formidable. Besides its incredible offensive capabilities, it could also emit such low-temperature icy rays.

The demon's face contorted with shock and anger, unwilling to die so easily. It emitted a blood-red light over two meters high.

The ice immediately cracked.

But Lin Xuan wasn't alarmed; from the start, he didn’t expect that mere powers of the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword could subdue this extremely peculiar demon.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped his storage pouch, retrieving the Binding Immortal Ball. Countless threads began to wrap around the demon again, but this time, they targeted its neck.

Moon naturally wasn't idle either. The little girl's mind was in sync with Lin Xuan’s. Without a word, she understood her master's intentions. With a gentle wave of her hand, the Beast Soul Banner expanded and more ghostly mists poured out.

Then Moon cast a spell.

The ghostly mists coalesced into a black giant snake as thick as a water bucket, seven to eight meters long, tightly binding the demon.

Now, no matter how powerful its abilities were, it would be extremely difficult for the demon to break free.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmly raised the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword. He cast a spell with a bowl-sized diameter.

After absorbing a large amount of essence qi, the divine sword swelled as if caught in a breeze, growing several meters long, emitting cold light and an impressive aura.

A glint of killing intent flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes. He pointed at the giant sword with his hand.

Boom!

The sound of breaking air was enough to make one's scalp tingle. The demon sensed something wrong and struggled even harder. With a tearing sound, this demon truly had formidable abilities, managing to break free from three layers of restraints and burst through the ice. Unfortunately, it was too late...

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips as he raised his right hand and swung it down hard.

The sword light sped up by another third, viciously striking the demon's head.

Blood splattered everywhere. This time there was no doubt; despite its formidable abilities, this demon couldn’t withstand the ancient treasure of Lin Xuan. It emitted a mournful cry as it died, though unwilling to accept its fate.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief, wiping his forehead and seeing the sweat on his hands. This confrontation had been extremely dangerous for him.

Moon's contribution was significant; if he had fought alone, who would have emerged victorious remained uncertain.

After resting briefly, Lin Xuan looked at the demon’s corpse on the ground. After a moment of contemplation, he took out an empty storage pouch and put it away.

It was well known that beasts from head to toe were filled with valuable materials—perfect for refining elixirs or forging treasures.

Lin Xuan wasn’t sure if demons shared the same utility, but at least this demon’s bone knife was extremely rare. Its hardness and sharpness surpassed ordinary top-grade ancient treasures.

Thus, Lin Xuan wouldn't discard its corpse; he would examine it later when he had time to check his ancient texts.

Then, Lin Xuan's gaze shifted to the bodies of Li Yaotian and Wang Hu.

With a gesture, their storage pouches flew back to him from afar.

This confrontation was not only dangerous but also resulted in the loss of the Free Spirit Fan. However, compensating for the two Condensation Core cultivators’ wealth should be more than enough.

Lin Xuan happily thought about it as he released his divine sense to see what he had gained. Indeed, there were no disappointments; besides the crystal stones, several bottles and jars caught his interest.

Opening one of them revealed green pills inside.

Lin Xuan brought a small bottle close to his nose and a look of狂 joy (great joy) flashed across his face.

Green Jade Pills!

These were also among the elixirs that Condensation Core cultivators could use to increase their magical power. Lin Xuan, with his current knowledge of elixirs, easily recognized them.

And there were many—over three hundred in total.

Lin Xuan was initially overjoyed but then his expression turned somber. If these were ordinary Condensation Core initiates, having so many pills would be enough to advance their cultivation to the middle stage. But for him, without a spirit root, it was merely a drop in the ocean.

Lin Xuan sighed but it was better than nothing; overall, he could still increase his magical power.

Since entering the Condensation Core stage, Lin Xuan felt the difficulty of cultivation more acutely. Relying solely on elixirs was no longer sufficient; the reason was simple: even with the Blue Star Sea, without the waste pills, he would be helpless.

A skilled cook can't make a meal without ingredients!

Unless he could find ancient herbs that could wash and refine one's essence, transforming ordinary people into those with some spirit roots.

Unfortunately, while the formula still existed, the main ingredient, the Primordial Gold Fruit, had long since gone extinct in this world.

Of course, there was still hope, but it was extremely remote.

Lin Xuan shook his head, pushing away these discouraging thoughts. Back then, he had nothing and faced constant bullying as a Spirit Flexibility cultivator; now, with more resources at his disposal, he wouldn’t give up either.

Lin Xuan believed in himself; if he worked hard enough, one day, he would definitely form an Incorporeal Stage.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan continued to search through the storage pouches of Li Yaotian and Wang Hu. Inside were a few more treasures, but none that caught his eye with his discerning eyes. Finally, his attention focused on an jade cylinder.

Initially, Lin Xuan hadn’t paid much attention to this object; he thought it might contain some cultivation techniques. Although the Fire Spirit Sect had existed for a thousand years, by the standards of Youzhou’s cultivation world, it was merely a small sect with no unique techniques.

However, as soon as his divine sense delved into it, Lin Xuan showed signs of surprise...
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This was no mere cultivation technique. While Li Yaotian's cultivation and divine abilities might not impress Lin Xuan, his cunning and deceit made him a formidable figure. He never expected such an individual to have the habit of keeping a diary.

The contents recorded in this jade cylinder detailed significant events after he arrived in Youzhou.

Lin Xuan used his divine sense to quickly scan through the initial parts before focusing on one particular experience. It described how he had accidentally encountered ancient demons and devils, along with detailed descriptions of their lair's location.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement as he memorized this information and carefully stored the jade cylinder away. After a moment’s thought, Lin Xuan calmly rubbed his hands together, sending out over a dozen fist-sized fireballs that incinerated the bodies of Fire Spirit Sect members. He then transformed into a streak of green light, flying towards the cave entrance.

Outside, the mountains were still green and the water serene, but who knew what had transpired inside—a fierce battle.

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before resuming his flight towards the north of Ghost Web City.

"Master, are you planning to visit that ancient cave?" Moon's voice chuckled in his ear.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded.

"But didn't Li Yaotian already search thoroughly nearby and find nothing except the demon you destroyed?" Moon asked, slightly puzzled.

"Silly girl. You know nothing." Lin Xuan laughed and explained: "Ancient cultivators' divine abilities far surpass those of today. Not only in the power of their talismans but also in their mastery of array formations. If that place is an ancient cultivator's site, there might be powerful illusory restrictions. Li Yaotian may not have found anything, but it doesn't mean I won’t."

"Ah, I see." Moon smiled and made a silly face at Lin Xuan.

The location of the ancient cave wasn't far from Ghost Web City, just over five hundred miles away. At Lin Xuan's current speed, it would take him only about an hour to reach. However, that place was undoubtedly dangerous.

Ten Thousand Mountains!

These Ten Thousand Mountains were well-known in Youzhou and were called the paradise for beasts and demons. The exact extent of its area is unknown, but compared to Quinyi Mountain Range, it was like a small fish seeing a big whale.

The environment inside was extremely perilous, with rampant beasts and numerous poisonous gas traps. Even some plants had become spirits after centuries of cultivation. A seemingly old tree could turn into a deadly killer when the opportunity arose.

Ordinary people might not survive here, but even cultivators could fall victim to these dangers. The danger level was comparable to the infamous Yin Soul Canyon.

Of course, powerful cultivators often came here to kill beasts and take their essence pills.

With the ongoing conflict between good and evil in Youzhou, many more cultivators arrived at Ghost Web City, some of whom ventured into the Ten Thousand Mountains as a group for exploration.

Lin Xuan had already heard about this area but showed no hesitation. Although it was rumored to be extremely dangerous, with his current cultivation level, he should be fine as long as he didn't venture too deep.

Due to the increasing number of cultivators entering the mountains, a crude market had emerged on its outskirts for rest and supplies.

After stopping briefly here, Lin Xuan resumed his journey. Although traveling wasn’t tiring, he needed time to recover from the recent battle. After resting for two hours, he entered the mountain.

The first few miles were relatively safe; although there had been signs of beast activity in the past, it was now mostly gone.

Still, Lin Xuan released his divine sense to double-check his surroundings. He expected this part of the journey to be uneventful but found himself pleasantly surprised by the number of incidents he encountered.

In the cultivation world, force ruled and greed often led to murder. With the current situation, robbing people was seen as a fashionable activity.

While Fire Spirit Sect's crimes were mostly hidden in Ghost Web City, they were more brazen in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Lin Xuan came across several such incidents along his journey, even some who tried to rob him. The results were predictable—stealing chickens only led to losing rice.

After repeating this a few times, Lin Xuan grew annoyed and decided not to hide his cultivation any longer. He released all his power, deterring those with ill intentions.

In this world, condensation core cultivators were already formidable figures; robbing them was akin to seeking death.

Since Li Yaotian’s description of the cave location wasn’t very clear, Lin Xuan had to frequently stop and identify his surroundings to ensure he hadn't gone astray.

Thus, what should have been a short journey took him two days without finding it.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed; with no pressing matters, this delay was tolerable.

One morning, as Lin Xuan woke up from his campsite, preparing to continue his journey, he heard shouts and sounds of combat.

He shook his head. Such incidents were common. He guessed that another unlucky cultivator had encountered robbers.

A sardonic smile played on his lips; he wasn’t interested in getting involved. However, human curiosity got the better of him as he used his divine sense to scan the area before leaving.

To his surprise, Lin Xuan’s face showed a strange expression. It was not two groups of cultivators fighting but rather one male and one female engaged in a fierce battle with several beasts.

The cultivator side was clearly at a disadvantage, barely holding on.

From Lin Xuan's perspective, the couple would soon meet their end.

Lin Xuan’s face showed hesitation. If they were strangers, he would have turned away without a second thought. But fate had it that this male and female were familiar to him.

Although not close friends, he had met them a few times.

The man had prominent eyebrows and a straightforward demeanor, while the woman was petite and charming.

They were the Xu siblings from Heavenly Mountain Sect.

Years had passed since their last meeting, but they still looked vibrant. Little Xu Ying had grown even prettier, yet both siblings were visibly sweating.

Lin Xuan’s principle of action was that if there was profit to be made, he would take it. However, he wasn’t truly cold-hearted; given his familiarity with them, not helping them in their dire situation would be indefensible.

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of green light, flying towards the scene.
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The situation of Xu Si and his sister was now extremely perilous. Brother Xu Feng was slightly better off, but the young girl had already begun to pant heavily. To protect her sister, Xu Feng himself had fallen into danger.

"Brother, don't worry about me. You should go first," said Xu Yin with a worried look on her pretty face. If they continued like this, both would die together.

Even she could see through this point. In Xu Feng's heart, it was as clear as a mirror. However, his parents had passed away early, and his sister was the only family he had in the world. How could he bear to leave her behind?

Roar!

After prolonged combat with no success, several beasts were now furious. Red light flashed from their eyes as their attacks became more vicious.

"Zhen," a sharp sound echoed as Xu Yin's short sword was knocked out of her hand by a beam of red light. Facing the gaping maw, the young girl paled.

"Sister!"

Xu Feng's expression changed dramatically as he tried to rescue his sister. However, although these beasts lacked high intelligence, they knew how to cooperate well. The remaining beasts' attacks became even more intense, leaving Xu Feng unable to spare any attention.

His lips had already bled from biting them so hard. Just when it seemed the young girl would be devoured by the beast, a flash of green light appeared, and the beast that lunged at him was suddenly split in two.

The siblings were stunned for a moment before their faces lit up with joy.

"Thank you, senior, for saving our lives." The young girl bowed gracefully towards the figure in the green light.

Xu Feng was also overjoyed. He sensed the condensation core stage cultivation of the other party and knew that he and his sister had escaped this peril.

Lin Xuan laughed heartily as he raised his hand, shooting two sword beams which decapitated the remaining beasts. The siblings exchanged a glance, their expressions filled with shock.

This Kun was at least a second-grade top-grade monster. Its strength could not be underestimated. Not only did the other party not use any treasure artifacts, but they effortlessly destroyed it with just a gesture. His strength far exceeded his expectations.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan's expression became even more respectful.

"May I ask your name, senior? Your great kindness will always be remembered by my brother and me. When we return, we will certainly honor you with a memorial tablet," Xu Feng said, bowing deeply with an extremely respectful expression.

"You need not be so polite, Brother Xu. It's been many years; how are the two of you?" Lin Xuan laughed openly as he shook his shoulders to retract his illusory light and slowly descended.

When Xu Feng heard Lin Xuan's voice, it sounded familiar at first, but then he recognized him by name. His expression turned more surprised, his eyes wide with shock, and he began to stutter: "You... You're Brother Lin. The young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

"Lin... Lin Big Brother?" In contrast, his sister Xu Yin reacted better, covering her mouth in surprise.

"Haha, you two haven't forgotten me, have you? That's exactly who I am," Lin Xuan replied with a smile.

"Brother Lin, you... You've formed your golden core?" Xu Feng still couldn't believe it, his voice tinged with envy.

It was no wonder. Back then, he had met Lin Xuan by chance while refining pills. Both were prominent figures: the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain and a rising star in the second generation of Heavenly Mountain Sect. Their identities were similar, both young and ambitious, so their friendship was naturally good.

They once helped each other when attending the formation of essence meeting at Azure Cloud Mountain.

Later, Lin Xuan had even saved Xu Yin from a demon cultivator in Demon City. His relationship with this brother-sister duo could be considered close.

Of course, they both had to focus on cultivation later, so their contact was less frequent.

However, for cultivators, just a few decades were but the blink of an eye. Seeing Lin Xuan now that he had formed his golden core truly made Xu Feng feel ashamed. When they first met, Lin Xuan was only at the foundation establishment stage, while he himself was already at the peak of it. How did things turn out this way?

Lin Xuan was also somewhat surprised as he sized up the siblings. Xu Yin had indeed progressed significantly; she was now a foundation establishment stage cultivator. As for the prominent figure among the second generation disciples of Heavenly Mountain Sect, apart from deeper magical power, her cultivation level remained stagnant.

"How come, Brother Xu hasn't..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish his sentence, Xu Feng lowered his head in shame. His sister's expression darkened as she softly explained: "A few years ago, Big Brother once tried to form a golden core but failed."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan sighed and felt relieved. In fact, if he thought about it carefully, this was not surprising. The path of cultivation was long and arduous, with the process unimaginably difficult.

Especially for each level's advancement, countless people were eliminated.

Round婴 period aside, for most cultivators, that was an unattainable existence. Forming a golden core already brought great satisfaction.

However, this goal seemed not high, but it had defeated many prodigies.

Many disciples of famous sects had excellent root energy and met virtuous mentors early on, making their cultivation progress very fast. Even during the foundation establishment stage, they didn't encounter much difficulty.

Such people were often regarded as elites by their sects, cherished by teachers, and admired by peers. However, when it came to actually forming a golden core, only one or two managed to succeed.

The reason was simple: the difficulty of foundation establishment compared to condensation core formation was negligible.

This was truly the dividing line.

Cases like Xu Feng's were not uncommon. Lin Xuan looked at him and comforted him: "Brother Xu, why be discouraged? At your age, you can still try again."

"Thank you, Brother Lin... Senior. I will strive to cultivate," seeing that Lin Xuan did not look down on him, a hint of gratitude flashed in Xu Feng's eyes, but his words and expression were somewhat awkward.

Hearing the other party's address, Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. He didn't correct or refute it because according to cultivation world rules, as long as he had entered the condensation core stage, calling him senior was appropriate.

If they insisted on being peers, it would make the other party uncomfortable.

Since stepping onto the path of immortals, he needed to follow the rules of this world.

"Brother Lin... Senior. When did you form your golden core?" Xu Yin secretly whistled with awe. Compared to before, this young girl had become more mature and even prettier. The saying that women change greatly at eighteen was indeed true.

"Not long ago."

Lin Xuan smiled. The two siblings were also quick-witted. Seeing he didn't want to talk about it, they wisely refrained from asking further.

After all, compared to their past, both parties' status had changed significantly. Not only had Lin Xuan formed his golden core and become a senior, but Spirit Medicine Mountain was no longer just a pill-refining sect. Its formidable strength had surfaced with round infant elders in charge, making its power like the sun at noon.

Both the orthodox and demonic paths did not underestimate it.

Spirit Medicine Mountain itself was also a major sect, though not on par with the three giants of Azure Cloud Mountain, but it had been passed down for thousands of years. Now, to survive, they had to become someone else's vassal. Besides, his brother and sister...
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"By the way, why are you two here?" After chatting for a while, Lin Xuan couldn't help but ask out of curiosity.

The two siblings exchanged glances; their faces were somewhat gloomy. Xu Feng sighed. Although he didn't want to hide it, he knew that Lingyun Sect had done something wrong by aligning with the three major factions. The original intention was to avoid trouble, as a sect like Heavenly Mountain couldn't remain neutral and risk being attacked by both sides.

The decision of the sect's true master wasn't entirely wrong. But when one is under someone else's roof, they have no choice but to bow their heads. "Sheep into the tiger's mouth—how do you mean that?" Lin Xuan showed a hint of interest on his face.

"Senior, you don't know about this," Xu Feng's sister said indignantly before Xu Feng could explain further. "We originally thought that by submitting to the three major factions, we would receive some care. Although we had to serve them, it was worth surviving this crisis. But..."

"How so?"

"They didn't treat us as allies but as slaves, completely ignoring the safety of Heavenly Mountain's disciples."

"Slaves?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and looked at the young woman in front of him. "That’s quite an exaggeration, friend. Your words might be a bit too harsh."

"Sigh, although my sister is mischievous, what she said is true. The truth is as such," Xu Feng sighed. "During the Great War between Righteous and Evil, our disciples who were affiliated with them were treated like cannon fodder. Any dangerous missions were almost exclusively given to us, and any mistakes would result in severe punishment."

"Yes, just a short while ago, one-third of Heavenly Mountain's disciples died or were injured," Xu Ying's pretty face showed sadness as she spoke, clearly resenting the three major factions even more.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. He didn't comment but thought about it carefully. Such things were brutal and reasonable, for in the struggle between Righteous and Evil to dominate the cultivation world, both sides naturally cherished their disciples' safety. Thus, the first battle was a sacrifice of those affiliated with them as cannon fodder.

Self-interest is paramount; survival of the fittest is evident in the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan couldn't comfort them either. For a while, the three were silent.

After a long time, Lin Xuan spoke again: "That's how it is. But why are you two here in the Ten Thousand Mountains? Could this be another task assigned by the three major factions to collect spirit pills and herbs?"

"Ah..." Xu Feng's face turned pale as she stammered.

Lin Xuan smiled gently, understandingly saying, "If there’s any difficulty, Brother Xu doesn’t need to say anything. I was just casually asking; no need to worry about it." The siblings were grateful for his words.

Xu Feng gritted her teeth and said, "Senior, you are too harsh. My life is saved by you, how could we hide from you? We didn't come here on a mission but escaped the sect privately."

"What?" Lin Xuan was taken aback despite his composure. Escaping the sect was a serious offense, but he didn’t rush to ask anything further as they had started.

"About two months ago, my sister and several dozen fellow disciples were ordered to guard a certain crystal mine. The place was remote and unremarkable, so we thought it would be safe with dozens of base foundation stage cultivators. But fate was against us; at the critical moment, this ordinary crystal mine suddenly produced large amounts of middle-grade crystal stones."

"Middle-grade crystal stones?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as a hint of surprise flashed in his eyes.

It was well-known that crystal stones contained abundant primordial qi from heaven and earth, serving as currency in the cultivation world. Crystal stones were divided into three grades: upper, middle, and lower. The higher the grade, the more abundant the primordial qi within, and its use in crafting or combat was greater.

However, in this world, over 90% of crystal stones mined from mines were low-grade, with few producing middle-grade ones. Each time such a discovery was made, it would cause chaos.

This news had been strictly confidential among the three major factions, but for some reason, it somehow leaked out.

Thus, the Extreme Demon Sovereign dispatched numerous subordinates to attack.

Although the Righteous sect's high-ranking officials quickly sent reinforcements, they were too late.

The result was obvious. Although there were array formations, in the end, only a dozen base foundation stage disciples defended the crystal mine, while on the opposite side, there were several dozen condensation core cultivators and vastly more troops. The outcome was clear without fighting.

Heavenly Mountain's disciples guarding the mine weren't fools; with such a disparity in strength, fighting would be like eggs hitting stones!

After gathering to discuss, seeing that it couldn’t be done, they chose to retreat.

Technically, what they did wasn't wrong as staying wouldn't change anything. The only difference was adding several more innocent souls to the list of those who died for nothing.

But no one expected such a disaster to occur because of this.

The three major factions were extremely angry when the crystal mine was seized and punished Heavenly Mountain's disciples for deserting their post during battle.

"Senior Lin, do you think they are unreasonable? Asking us to face off against condensation core cultivators is suicide," Xu Ying frowned as she spoke, still visibly angry.

Lin Xuan sighed and comforted them casually. In his heart, he had his own thoughts. From his perspective, the other side did this for a reason. The three major factions, including the Green Cloud Mountain sect, had ruled over the Ten Thousand Mountains for thousands of years, so their high-ranking officials couldn't be mere empty vessels. Losing the crystal mine was not due to their fault but rather an unforeseen event.

The reason they punished Heavenly Mountain's disciples who deserted their posts despite knowing it wasn’t their fault was to set an example and quell discontent below. They understood that making their affiliated sects cannon fodder would alienate them, with growing resentment and even calls for secession.

Those high-ranking婴 stage experts wouldn't allow this situation to continue. Given the current circumstances, they couldn’t use appeasement; instead, they decided to use a bloody method to quell discontent below. Unfortunately, those dozens of Heavenly Mountain sect cultivators just happened to be caught in the crossfire.
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Lin Xuan, though only listening to the two recount their tale, had already pieced together the entire sequence of events in his mind. Of course, there was no need for him to share these details with them.

"Miss Xu, you don't have to be sad. Just escaping is enough. Was it your elder brother who managed to save you?"

"Hmm," Duxing nodded. "In is my younger sister, so I couldn't just let her die. But this time, it was thanks to Lady Ouyang's help that we were able to escape the tiger's den."

"Ouyang Lady, are you referring to Lady Ouyang Qinxin?" Lin Xuan asked with a slight surprise.

"How could that be? Brother Lin also knows Senior Ouyang?" Duxing's expression showed genuine surprise.

"Yeah, sort of," Lin Xuan hedged his answer. He wouldn't reveal the close relationship he had with Ouyang Qinxin. Duxing didn’t press further and after a moment’s thought, he understood that as the young master of Lingyun Sect, it was only natural for him to have extensive connections.

"Thanks to Lady Ouyang's help," Duyin interjected from beside. She had known Ouyang Qinxin for some time now, and their relationship was quite good. Although they weren't close friends, they were on friendly terms.

Ouyang Qinxin didn’t want her friend to suffer the same fate as a severed head, so she had helped them in small ways.

The two siblings continued recounting their story. After Duyin managed to escape from her prison, she and her brother naturally couldn't stay at Mount Tianzhu any longer. They fled under cover of night.

However, with the vastness of the world, there were still many agents of the three major sects in Youzhou. Joining the dark path wasn’t a good idea either. With their current cultivation levels, they would eventually be used as cannon fodder.

The two siblings wouldn't make the same mistake of going back to the wolves.

After much consideration, they decided to seek refuge in Ghostnet City.

Once considered a place to avoid by cultivators, it had now become a haven for them. It was indeed ironic.

Despite being far from Youzhou’s center, the siblings still didn’t dare be too careless. After all, the three major sects had their own permanent members here as well.

If they were exposed, it would mean certain death.

Thus, they lived in seclusion and managed to avoid any danger.

However, troubles soon followed. Previously, as disciples of Mount Tianzhu, they received a certain amount of crystal stones and pills from the sect each month. Various cultivation materials were also occasionally distributed.

Now, being alone, they had no one to rely on, and their situation was similar to that of wandering cultivators. They needed to provide for themselves in all aspects of cultivation.

While it wasn’t too bad with the crystal stones, which they had some savings from, the problem lay with the pills. Even for divine root cultivators, just meditating wouldn’t suffice; they still needed to consume certain amounts of spirit pills.

Desperate times called for desperate measures. The siblings decided to venture into the Ten Thousand Mountains.

While old herbs and demon beasts’ internal organs could be used to refine spirit pills, the danger was obvious. As the saying goes, one must risk losing a child to catch a wolf. To gain something, there would always be risks involved.

Moreover, they carefully considered that going deep into the mountains wasn’t an option for them. Even at the outer regions, it was uncertain if they could survive.

However, the two hundred or so miles around were within their reach. Many cultivators already hunted there, and they needed to be wary of both beasts and bandits.

Fortunately, the siblings had good luck. They encountered Kun along the way without any major dangers. This demon was rare in other places, and its internal organs could be used to refine base foundation pills. Although it was a higher-grade one, with their combined strength, they should be able to defeat it.

Excitedly, Duyin and Duxing attacked. However, things took a turn for the worse when two more Kun appeared out of nowhere. The hunters became the hunted, and without Lin Xuan’s intervention, the siblings would have been devoured by the beasts.

After hearing about all these twists, Lin Xuan didn’t say much. He looked at the dead Kun in the blood and said, "Since that's the case, take this demon's internal organs. I have something to attend to, so I'll be going." With a slight bow, he left.

The siblings were overjoyed. They hadn't expected Lin Xuan to be so generous, giving them this demon as a gift. According to cultivation world rules, the reason for its capture belonged to him.

"Thank you, senior."

Duxing was straightforward but slightly introverted. He was deeply grateful to Lin Xuan but couldn’t say it out loud. Instead, his sister, Duyin, who was quick-witted and clever, smiled warmly as she performed a respectful bow towards Lin Xuan.

"You're welcome."

Lin Xuan's expression of generosity didn't match his usual pragmatic nature. At his current stage, the demon’s internal organs were useless to him; they could only be used for base foundation pills, which wouldn’t help him at the condensation realm. However, selling it in the market would bring some crystal stones, but Lin Xuan found such wealth insignificant compared to the gesture.

At least he had met these siblings and was willing to do a small favor for them.

Lin Xuan waved his hand lightly, emitting a faint green light: "Well then, we’ll meet again. Be careful in the Ten Thousand Mountains." With that, he transformed into a streak of lightning and disappeared from sight.

The siblings stared at Lin Xuan’s retreating figure for a moment before Duyin sighed. "Brother, this senior Lin is truly remarkable."

"Indeed," Duxing agreed. "He was just a base foundation cultivator back then, with far less power than me. In just over two decades, he managed to condense his golden core." He felt ashamed in comparison.

"Don’t say that, brother. The chances of condensing a golden core are so slim. I heard Senior Lin was chosen by Truefeather Immortal when he first arrived at Lingyao Mountain and became an adopted disciple. He must have something extraordinary about him; maybe even a divine root," Duyin comforted her brother.

"Indeed, as Senior Lin said, we should all strive to achieve that. If we could condense our golden cores, we wouldn’t need to live in constant fear like this."
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After bidding farewell to the Xu siblings, Lin Xuan continued on his journey.

About three hundred miles into the Ten Thousand Great Mountains, the figures of cultivators gradually became sparse.

The area was no longer safe; high-grade妖兽 often appeared here. Initially, Li Yaotian had stumbled upon this place due to getting lost. Even with Lin Xuan's current abilities, he remained vigilant, fully opening his divine sense and being on guard against potential dangers.

After flying for another half day, Lin Xuan stopped in front of a small hill that was unremarkable at first glance. The environment here was harsh; the ground scattered with withered branches and fallen leaves, and even the hills were bare. It looked bleak to the eye.

Despite this, an unexpected joy stirred within him as he turned around to survey the surroundings. This place would do.

Taking a step towards the small hill, Lin Xuan suddenly paused, his face showing a hint of surprise. He bent down; beneath his feet was a pile of withered grass. With a wave of his sleeves, white light flashed, and extraneous objects were swept aside, revealing a skeleton before him.

"Who is this?"

Lin Xuan had seen dead bodies before, having personally slain over a hundred cultivators since entering the immortal path. What surprised him wasn't the body itself but the attire on the remains—clearly not from these parts.

A Moonshade Clan shaman!

The Moonshade Clan. Few would have heard of them if it weren't for his love for reading; their records only appeared in ancient texts.

Legend had it that millions of years ago, during the primordial age, humans split into two branches: the Qin clan, which now occupied regions like Yanzhou and Youzhou, and the Moonshade Clan.

The Qin clan was far more populous, making up about ten times as many people as the Moonshade Clan.

Both clans had their own cultivators, but while humans called them cultivators, the Moonshade Clan referred to them as shamans.

Initially, relations between the two were harmonious, though not intimate; conflicts were few.

Over time, these peaceful days turned into a long and bloody war that lasted for tens of thousands of years.

One mustn't underestimate the Moonshade Clan. Though their population was smaller, members with spirit roots were more common, giving them nearly half as many shamans as cultivators.

Moreover, both sought the immortal path, and the shamanic cultivation methods were passed down in a lineage. Compared to same-grade cultivators, they didn't fall behind; some even excelled slightly.

In this war between the two clans, human victories or defeats mattered little; it was these cultivators who decided the outcome.

The battles were brutal, but eventually, the Qin clan emerged victorious. The Moonshade Clan gradually disappeared from sight. Some said they had been completely eradicated, vanished from existence.

However, Lin Xuan read another account in the jade cylinder that suggested they had fled to perilous places like the Quiney Mountains and the Ten Thousand Great Mountains.

This theory was dismissed by many.

While other regions were not discussed, the two mentioned areas were indeed treacherous, with妖兽 rampaging. Not only would ordinary humans be at risk, but even cultivators needed to proceed cautiously; a single mistake could lead to their demise.

Was it possible for the Moonshade Clan to retreat there?

Humans couldn't survive in such places.

For a clan, without commoners as a foundation, cultivation was like rootless plants, destined to wither eventually.

Lin Xuan had only been curious about the Moonshade Clan before; he hadn't paid much attention since they hadn't appeared in Youzhou for nearly a million years.

Looking at the skeleton beneath his feet, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed tightly. Could it be that the Moonshade Clan hadn't vanished but instead lay dormant in the Ten Thousand Great Mountains?

After some thought, he reached out and grabbed an empty storage pouch from within the remains.

His palm was filled with essence qi as he carefully picked up the pouch and probed its contents.

Inside were only a few crystal stones. However, there were numerous bottles of various heights, along with many animal hides, bones, and other materials from妖兽. There were also several spirit herbs.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly understood. The Ten Thousand Great Mountains could be described as a treasure trove for cultivators; despite the dangers posed by the abundant妖兽, it offered rich resources.

Moreover, beyond the妖兽, the area was vast with lush vegetation, and spirit herbs were far more common than in other places.

There were even some ancient plants that had long since gone extinct. However, they all lay deep within the mountains; outsiders could only drool at the thought of entering such a place, as it was filled with terrifying妖兽. Even a group of元婴 cultivators would hesitate before venturing in.

However, apart from these妖兽 and spirit herbs, there were few crystal deposits in the Ten Thousand Great Mountains. Based on external geological features, any that existed must be extremely scarce.

This explained why this shaman's storage pouch had so few crystal stones but many spirit herbs and materials from妖兽.

Lin Xuan's seven bottles were of varying sizes; one was larger while the other six were delicate and compact.

"These could be..."

He picked up the large jade bottle, his eyes lighting up. He unscrewed the cap and poured out a small pill about the size of a bean.

The pill was a deep red color with a spicy taste. Lin Xuan sniffed it; a smile spread across his face.

As the head of the Spirit Medicine Mountain faction, although he was terrible at alchemy, his extensive reading had given him an in-depth understanding of various spirit herbs that rivaled or even surpassed those within the sect.

These Moonshade Clan-made pills were vastly different from what Lin Xuan had seen before, but the principles of medicine were universal. Based on his knowledge, these pills undoubtedly increased a condensation period cultivator's essence.

After counting them, there were over one hundred; Lin Xuan was naturally delighted to accept them without hesitation.

He then opened the remaining bottles, revealing various妖丹 inside—some as large as dragon eyes, others in an odd shape, elliptical. Each had a powerful aura of essence qi, not ordinary items.

This was indeed fortunate luck; he had obtained so many things for nothing.
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Lin Xuan continued to probe with his divine sense, clearing out the remaining items in the storage bag.

A curved sword, its design vastly different from those of other regions in Youzhou. Although it felt a bit awkward, it was still a high-quality magical artifact.

An jade cylinder and a piece of tattered cloth.

Lin Xuan held the jade cylinder in his hand, pressing it against his forehead. He had initially thought it might be a technique from the Moon Shadow Clan, but the words he saw left him disappointed.

Spirit Beast Atlas!

This item was common throughout Youzhou; there wasn't much to get excited about. Lin Xuan casually tossed it into his storage bag.

Next, he picked up the piece of cloth. When unfolded, it turned out to be several dozen feet in size, with one corner torn and possibly scorched by fire.

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he glanced at the bones on the ground. Could this fellow have tried to destroy this item before his death due to severe injuries?

If that was the case, this seemingly insignificant piece of cloth might hold great significance.

Lin Xuan quickly focused his attention.

The surface depicted a large painting with numerous text labels nearby. Unfortunately, he couldn't read them; they appeared to be from the Moon Shadow Clan.

Though he didn’t recognize them, Lin Xuan managed to understand most of what was being conveyed by the picture—a map!

Following the crude lines, Lin Xuan found several strange circles. Could these represent settlements of the Moon Shadow Clan? It seemed like a significant discovery.

The ancient jade cylinder had recorded something that people considered absurd; it turned out to be true—the Moon Shadow Clan hadn’t disappeared but survived and thrived in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Perhaps there were also their tribes in other regions, such as the Kuiyin Mountain Range.

Lin Xuan shook his head. This was none of his business. Nevertheless, he carefully stored the map in his storage bag.

Wondering if there might be more items, Lin Xuan used his divine sense to search around the remains and nearby area.

Suddenly, his expression changed as a layer of gloom settled on his brows.

The rib bones on the left side were shattered inch by inch. They didn’t appear to have been damaged by cultivation artifacts but rather by the claws of a beast.

Lin Xuan’s demeanor became more vigilant. The unfortunate wizard had possessed a magical artifact, indicating he was at least in the Condensation Core stage.

A creature capable of annihilating a Condensation Core wizard must be formidable indeed.

Although this body had turned to bones and the death was some time ago, it wasn’t impossible that the beast had made its nest nearby. The possibility couldn’t be ignored.

With this thought, Lin Xuan quickly expanded his divine sense to cover as wide an area as possible.

After a moment, he opened his eyes with a bitter smile. As expected, bad luck struck. There was indeed a den about seven or eight li away, hidden very well. If not for his attention, it would have been easily overlooked.

Inside the den, a spider was sleeping soundly.

This creature was a giant spider, its body diameter several dozen feet in size, covered with green fur. Just looking at it made one feel uneasy.

Lin Xuan’s pupils narrowed to recognize Moon Shadow Spider.

He had encountered such creatures before; back when he was just a low-ranking Foundation Establishment cultivator who had joined Spirit Medicine Mountain not long ago.

To collect the souls of beasts, Lin Xuan ventured into the Kuiyin Mountains with other Foundation Establishment cultivators. However, they met an entity possessed by the Heavenly Tyrant Demon Lord.

Normally, Moon Shadow Spiders were second-stage premium monsters, but this one was clearly much stronger than those in the Kuiyin Mountains. With a divine sense sweep, Lin Xuan’s heart sank; it was a third-grade superior, equivalent to a Condensation Core后期 cultivator.

Moon Shadow Spider wasn’t a growth-type beast. Under normal circumstances, they couldn’t advance beyond three stages. However, like humans, if the Moon Shadow Spiders had some extraordinary luck and coincidentally ingested heavenly treasures…

Such beasts often possessed special abilities, making them formidable foes.

Lin Xuan frowned as he stood there in thought.

If it were a regular Condensation Core cultivator, encountering this mutated Moon Shadow Spider would only result in fleeing. But for him, the chances of victory were quite high.

Of course, danger was inevitable, but escaping wouldn’t be an issue.

After much consideration, Lin Xuan decided to eliminate the beast first.

He wasn't doing it out of revenge for the unfortunate wizard; he had his own reasons.

Firstly, he intended to explore the ancient cultivator’s site, which was too close to this spider’s den. Regardless of how careful he was, there would be no avoiding an alarm.

A fierce battle was inevitable. It would be better to deal with it now rather than later.

Secondly, danger and opportunity often coexisted. Though terrifying, a third-grade superior beast like this one wasn’t easy to come by without some luck. Killing it could yield significant rewards; every part of the creature was valuable.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan acted.

A stealth attack would be best, saving him much effort. There were no issues with being underhanded when dealing with beasts. He swallowed a Concealment Talisman and used a secret technique from Nine Heaven Mystical Power to conceal his aura completely.

To avoid detection by the beast, he didn’t use any遁光 (flying light) but instead employed a Lightness Technique. His figure flickered as it moved over ten dozen feet before vanishing into the jungle.

Though several li away, Lin Xuan arrived in less than half an incense stick’s time.

Pushing aside the weeds, he found a large cave filled with spider webs. The spider silk was thick enough to be finger-sized.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense; the Moon Shadow Spider lay deep within the cave. To avoid waking it, Lin Xuan didn’t probe further.

He flipped his hand and took out a silver talisman.

Using magical artifacts for attacks would have caused too much noise, but a spirit talisman required only a small amount of spiritual energy to activate—perfect for a stealth attack.

With a gentle wave, the talisman ignited on its own, transforming into a massive fireball about ten feet in diameter. A low-grade spirit talisman; just by the sound and spectacle, it was no ordinary item.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan flicked his hand, sending the fireball hurtling through the cave like a meteor, trailing long flames as it flew towards the spider’s lair.
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Bang!

The terrifying sound of the explosion reached Lin Xuan's ears. A wave of heat washed over him, and large chunks of rock fell from above his head. Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he tapped his storage bag. Red light shone brightly. The Divine Flame God Pearl had already appeared before him.

Lin Xuan was about to drive the attack when suddenly, a red glow flashed in front of his eyes. He quickly moved aside. A thick red beam shot past him, narrowly missing him by an inch.

Squeaking sounds echoed loudly. Lin Xuan's expression turned cold as he waved his hand. A white light mist shot out from his sleeve and instantly transformed into a fierce hurricane that blew away the giant rocks in front of him. The silhouette of the Moon Demon Spider appeared.

Lin Xuan looked closely and was taken aback. The符he had cast earlier had turned the area into a sea of flames. These weren't ordinary flames; they were tinged with a striking purple hue, capable of burning even hard stones. Their power was no less than that of a cultivator's法宝.

However, the Moon Demon Spider showed no fear as red light flashed in its eyes. It opened its mouth and spat out an inner core the size of a dragon's eye, which instantly transformed into a huge light ball about ten feet in diameter, heading towards the black dragon spirit it had summoned.

The air rippled like water waves. Suddenly, a spider web appeared in front of the Cloudy Snow Sword, wrapping around the sword beam.

"Die!"

Lin Xuan sneered as he raised both hands and cast two spells. The divine sword trembled, and its light lengthened by another inch...

Snap!

A soft sound echoed as the spider web was torn apart. The divine sword continued to slash at the monster with unwavering momentum.

As a third-level upper-grade beast, the Moon Demon Spider's intelligence had not fully developed. However, compared to lower-grade beasts, it was somewhat smarter.

Seeing the spider web torn easily, its eyes showed a human-like expression of shock.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with mockery. This net might indeed have some extraordinary abilities. He found a piece of silk from the unlucky wizard’s curved sword, which was incredibly tough and could trap ordinary法宝.

But this Cloudy Snow Sword was no ordinary weapon; it was an ancient treasure left behind by a round embryo cultivator in ancient times.

Faced with danger, the Moon Demon Spider suddenly used all eight legs to jump away, escaping before the divine sword struck. It let out a loud hiss and fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

Dark winds swirled as the Moon Demon Spider was still mid-air when it was hit by dozens of colorful spells. The black dragon spirit beside Moon儿 had conjured several beast spirits, which launched the attack.

These beast spirits' levels were generally not high, but their combined power was formidable. Although the Moon Demon Spider wasn't injured, it tumbled several times in the air.

A flaw appeared!

This was a great opportunity for Lin Xuan, who wouldn’t miss it. He raised both hands and consecutively cast the捆仙球and Green Scaled Needle.

The Moon Demon Spider's eyes turned red as it let out a series of strange sounds before spitting out a thick red beam from its mouth.

It avoided being trapped by the捆仙球. However, green light flashed, and an ear-splitting scream echoed as it was hit by the Green Scaled Needle.

This type of flying needle weapon was extremely rare in the cultivation world. Although its power wasn't discussed, it was perfect for stealth attacks.

Lin Xuan had cast the捆仙球 to attract the spider's attention; now that his goal was achieved, he raised his right hand and suddenly swung down, injecting a spell into the Cloudy Snow Sword.

The divine sword once again transformed into a sharp beam and slashed at the monster.

The Moon Demon Spider sensed danger and tried to move away with its legs. However, Lin Xuan's divine sense activated, and the Green Scaled Needle inside the beast began to wreak havoc.

In agony, the Moon Demon Spider trembled uncontrollably, unable to summon true qi.

Blood splattered!

The Moon Demon Spider was split in two by the sword.

Lin Xuan reached out and retracted all his weapons.

This battle turned out much easier than expected. Although theoretically, a third-level upper-grade beast could match a condensation core late-stage cultivator, due to its low intelligence, it was actually inferior to humans of the same level.

With Lin Xuan and Moon儿 working together, they cleverly managed to kill the spider with minimal effort.

Of course, this was also thanks to their powerful cultivation techniques and extraordinary法宝.

After all, Lin Xuan's own strength wasn't necessarily weaker than a condensation core late-stage cultivator. Although Moon儿 was slightly inferior, she could still match an intermediate stage cultivator.

With both of them working together, it would be strange if they had to fight the spider for so long.

Lin Xuan regained his composure and took out a spirit beast pouch from his waist. A white light shot out and enveloped the Moon Demon Spider's corpse, which disappeared.

Then he looked up at the slightly dim red light in the sky. He reached out and the red light quickly shrunk into a fiery inner core, which Lin Xuan happily pocketed.

With this matter settled, he transformed into a green glow and flew back along his original path.

The seven or eight li distance was covered almost instantly. Looking at the barren hill before him, Lin Xuan's expression turned strange. After some thought, he flipped his right hand open to reveal an array disk.

This item came from Li Yaotian’s storage bag.

Although that guy had found nothing but frozen demons and monsters here, he suspected he might have missed something. Hence, as he left, he set up a confusing禁制here.

With Lin Xuan's current abilities and the array disk in his possession, breaking this array was an easy task.

Lin Xuan muttered some words and inputted mana through both hands into the array disk.

Soon, a yellow light appeared on the surface of the array disk.

Zhuang. A tiny array flag broke through the ground before it shot out.

Lin Xuan had prepared for this; he reached out and grabbed an invisible hand that caught the array flag in his palm.

More array flags flew out from the soil...

Then, the area began to tremble...

A thick layer of milky white mist emerged, enveloping the entire small hill.

Lin Xuan remained calm as he put all the array flags back into his storage bag.

This "Chaotic Ring Illusionary Array" was also recorded in the璇玑心经. It wasn't particularly powerful; it couldn’t harm enemies but belonged to a category of illusions. However, don't underestimate its usefulness.

It could be used to hide treasures or combined with other arrays, such as placing this array within an Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array, significantly increasing its power.

After about a cup of tea's time, the white mist dissipated on its own. The small hill reappeared before him.

However, it was completely different from what he had seen earlier. The hill was lush and green with various plants, showing vibrant vitality.

Lin Xuan’s eyes lit up as he looked at the bones nearby.

Initially, Lin Xuan worried that this Moon Clan wizard might have discovered the ancient cultivator's site here. However, seeing the intact禁制now, it seemed that the guy hadn't found anything yet.

Soon, the mist completely cleared. A green glow enveloped Lin Xuan as he flew to halfway up the hill and released his divine sense to search carefully.

After a while, Lin Xuan pinpointed a location. He flicked his sleeve and a sword beam shot out from his fingers.

Whirring sounds echoed as countless rocks fell like rain.

A circular cave about ten feet in diameter appeared before him.

Lin Xuan pursed his lips; this place was indeed well hidden, with the entrance blocked by stones placed by Li Yaotian. Even if an unaware cultivator passed by, they would have a low chance of noticing it.

Lin Xuan flew to the front of the cave but didn’t enter immediately. Instead, he released his divine sense to explore its depth.

Although Li Yaotian had explicitly stated in the jade tube that there was no danger here, being cautious never hurt.

The cave was slightly inclined and went deeper downward. Lin Xuan’s divine sense easily entered hundreds of feet inside.

Clearly, this place was deep within the mountain's core. After a moment of hesitation, he flew into it.
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Entering the cave, Lin Xuan descended. Although his divine sense had probed and found no danger, it was always better to be cautious.

Walking would be better than just standing still.

The cave was pitch black. With a flick of his hand, a small white light ball appeared in his palm, illuminating everything around him. His cultivation far surpassed that of ordinary people, allowing Lin Xuan to see every detail clearly.

Lin Xuan walked slowly, occasionally rubbing the stone walls with his hands and kicking away any stones he encountered, not missing any possible clues.

After walking for several hundred jiang (about 700-800 meters), it took him a full day to reach the end of the cave. However, there was still nothing found.

No danger, no treasure either.

He had reached the end of the path and was now in a stone chamber at the cave's entrance.

According to Li Yaotian, that frozen demon was discovered here.

This stone chamber was elliptical, measuring several dozen jiang (about 70-80 meters) on each side. It was vast but empty.

Lin Xuan had already searched this place multiple times, even digging down three feet deep, both the surrounding walls and the floor. However, he found nothing.

With his arms crossed, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation.

He couldn't just leave after coming so far.

Actually, not finding anything was perfectly normal. Li Yaotian had already searched this place multiple times before. If he could find any clues easily, Lin Xuan would doubt that someone might have set a trap for him.

Lin Xuan didn’t believe there would be nothing here. Although ancient cultivator sites were rare, lucky ones did manage to enter them from time to time.

Ancient treasures and pills, even those with exceptional luck, could inherit the teachings of ancient cultivators and rapidly advance their cultivation, envied by many.

Thus, more and more cultivators explored remote mountains and deserts in search of ancient cultivator’s lairs.

However, such opportunities were hard to predict.

As they say, an unplanned tree can grow into a forest. Intentionally searching often yielded little.

Those who persisted wasted their time, missing the opportunity to advance to the next stage due to wasted time, ending up as mere bones in graves.

It was indeed ironic and served as a warning for cultivators.

The path of immortals was difficult; one had to rely on hard work. Trying to take shortcuts often backfired.

But regardless, those who entered ancient cultivator sites by chance usually found significant treasures, even if the worst case scenario yielded plenty of crystal stones.

Lin Xuan hadn’t heard of anyone returning empty-handed and didn't think he would be so unlucky.

The appearance of a frozen demon here further proved that the chamber's owner was no ordinary figure. Lin Xuan had read in an ancient text that some ancient cultivators directly sacrificed demons to create puppet pets, which were even more powerful than zombies. Unfortunately, the technique had been lost, and there were no suitable demons for raw materials.

Considering the demon’s power, it was likely a late-stage婴期 (yīngqī) expert who could craft such puppets.

These thoughts made Lin Xuan's determination grow stronger; he wouldn't leave easily.

If nothing was found, he would wait. He had plenty of time to explore.

Lin Xuan was persistent and never gave up on his goals.

He sat cross-legged, resting for a while until his energy recovered before continuing the search.

On the second morning, Lin Xuan resumed his exploration, hoping to trigger some hidden barrier. According to his idea, this place likely had powerful illusions set up.

A day passed with no results.

Two days later, he still found nothing. He spent seventeen days here.

For a cultivator, it was just a blink of an eye. Sometimes, Lin Xuan would spend much longer in meditation practicing techniques.

However, staring at the cold stone walls without finding any clues was a waste of time. Seventeen days wasn't short; Li Yaotian's longest search didn’t exceed half a day.

Now, Lin Xuan began to doubt if he had made a mistake. He had tried every method, so it wouldn't make sense not to find any clues.

Maybe this wasn't an ancient cultivator’s lair at all, and the demon was frozen here for another reason. Lin Xuan thought to himself, given that it happened millions of years ago, no one could be sure now.

Unfortunately, he had already killed the demon, so using soul probing might have provided some clues. Lin Xuan felt a bit regretful.

Although strictly speaking, his trip wasn't in vain—gaining the storage bag from the remains and killing a third-stage moon spider were significant rewards—he still felt unsatisfied with his goal.

"Alright, I'll stay for three more days. If nothing is found by then, I’ll leave," Lin Xuan thought to himself. He didn’t plan on wasting any more time here.

Another day passed in peace.

That night, while sitting cross-legged, Lin Xuan sensed something and stopped the flow of his essence energy. He slowly opened his eyes.

Clear moonlight poured from the sky; it was a full moon night. However, deep inside the cave, he couldn’t see the moon. But using his divine sense, he could perceive everything outside clearly.

Something strange happened—the moonlight entered the cave through an opening.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows raised as he saw a small barrier in this stone chamber activate.

When he first arrived, Lin Xuan hadn't noticed this barrier. He recalled it was on the fifth day when he sensed it, and at first, he was excited. However, after careful examination, he realized the barrier was utterly useless.

Why bring moonlight inside? It wasn’t for lighting, Lin Xuan wondered, but his eyes remained fixed as he followed the path of the light.

The moonlight, guided by the barrier, eventually illuminated a corner of the stone chamber.

Suddenly, intense essence energy surged out, and an exotic fragrance filled the air. Lin Xuan quickly held his breath, wary of any toxins.

Fortunately, nothing seemed amiss. Lin Xuan focused forward: "This is..."

Lin Xuan's face showed uncontrollable excitement as he realized what was before him.
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That previously empty stone chamber suddenly began to emit a layer of green light, which then turned blue and finally became purple.

After a moment, the brilliance gradually subsided, revealing a teleportation array before his eyes.

This array was delicate and compact, covered with talismans that Lin Xuan couldn't understand. It looked like an ancient artifact from long ago.

This genuinely delighted Lin Xuan, but he didn’t rush forward without caution. Instead, he used his divine sense to scan the surroundings, confirming there were no dangers before proceeding calmly.

Although this ancient teleportation array was slightly more complex than modern ones, with his current understanding of arrays, he could still decipher it. This array, though old, remained intact and could be activated immediately even without repairs.

In fact, this place was a fake cave dwelling.

Lin Xuan ran his hand over his chin, revealing a playful expression on his face.

While such things weren't common in the cultivation world, they were far from rare either.

Some cultivators with precious treasures or many enemies often set up several cleverly disguised fake cave dwellings when establishing their own. This way, even if enemies came knocking, they would have enough time to respond calmly.

There were even some ruthless individuals who set up trap arrays in these fake cave dwellings. Thinking of this, Lin Xuan's forehead broke out in cold sweat.

Fortunately, there was nothing here. Otherwise, trapped within the ancient cultivator’s禁制, whether his powers could ensure his safe escape would be uncertain.

This teleportation array should lead directly to the real cave dwelling.

However, it was truly well-crafted. No wonder Li Yaotian had dug up the ground three feet deep and still returned empty-handed after all these days of searching.

Only on a full moon night would this teleportation array appear.

Lin Xuan carefully checked again before taking out several crystal stones from his pocket and placing them on the array.

A spell was cast at the center, causing the teleportation array to emit a whining sound.

With a calm expression, Lin Xuan stood on it. A soft light enveloped him, then his figure gradually blurred until he vanished without a trace.

He felt a slight dizziness but wasn't alarmed; this was normal for a teleportation. Soon, the scenery before him became clear again.

Lin Xuan clapped his hands, and a flash of green light appeared as he opened the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield. At the same time, he raised the Purple Yang Divine Pearl.

He was always prepared to deal with any potential dangers.

Fortunately, this time Lin Xuan had been overly cautious; there was nothing here. He found himself in a small but high cave.

The cave wasn't large, measuring about seven or eight zhang (approximately 23-26 feet) in height. In front of him stood a smooth and flat stone platform where an old man with a youthful appearance and crane-like demeanor was sitting cross-legged.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t panic; although the old man had an ethereal presence, his vitality was completely gone, indicating he had passed away long ago.

This was somewhat unusual. While cultivators might be incredibly prosperous in life, once their lifespans were exhausted and they returned to the mortal world, they became nothing more than dried bones.

Such cases of incorruptible corpses were rare—either because they possessed extraordinary treasures or had practiced special techniques.

However, these thoughts only flashed through Lin Xuan's mind briefly. He didn’t have time for such reflections.

His gaze quickly landed on a green storage bag hanging from the old man’s waist.

This was an ancient cultivator’s遗宝.

Clearly, he would gain significant rewards this time.

Lin Xuan licked his lips and hesitated but didn't reach out to take it. Instead, he patted one of the pockets on his waist, and a black aura emerged. As the mist dispersed, a red-eyed green-haired humanoid monster could be vaguely seen.

A zombie!

This was Lin Xuan’s last remaining one.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan extended his hand, lightly tapping it. The zombie immediately obeyed by extending a withered claw to grab the storage bag on the old man's waist.

Just as it seemed about to touch it, a spark suddenly emerged from the storage bag and ignited on the zombie's arm.

In an instant, that seemingly faint spark exploded in a burst of flames, reducing the zombie to ashes within just a second.

Lin Xuan was startled. He had manipulated the zombie out of fear of traps; what kind of flame was this, so domineering?

Pure Yang Pill Fire? No, not even later-stage or fully matured cultivators' pill fires could match its power. Unless… it was an infant fire from an婴期 expert.

Lin Xuan had already suspected that the owner of this cave dwelling reached the婴期 realm. What he saw just now confirmed his suspicions.

However, this person's mind was wicked; before a cultivator’s death, if they didn't have successors to pass on their treasures, they would often keep them nearby for any potential fortunate visitor.

Such people who set traps after death were rare. This individual wasn’t likely a heretic or someone who despised the world and hated all of humanity.

Fortunately, he hadn't acted rashly; otherwise, with such flames' power, even if one could侥幸survive, severe injuries would be inevitable.

A sinister look flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes.

"Master, what should we do? This flame seems quite powerful," Mo'er appeared in a flash of white light and said with a slight frown.

"It’s nothing to worry about. Even if it is an infant fire from a婴期 expert, I have ways to deal with it," Lin Xuan said confidently without panicking.

His words weren’t empty boasting; this heretic had passed away over a million years ago. Although he didn't know what secret method he used to seal and preserve his infant fire, the power of the flame was limited without its master's support.

With careful handling, even brute force could eventually break it down.

Explaining his thoughts to Mo'er, she nodded in agreement: "Master, should I help?"

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t refuse. Although he could handle it alone, with Mo'er’s assistance, they would progress much faster.

He patted the storage bag and raised the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword. Mo'er also took out the Beast Soul Flag.

Nature's elements complement or counteract each other; for fire, ice attributes or yin attributes were naturally effective.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, forming hand seals while murmuring lowly under his breath.

"Quick!"

With Lin Xuan’s command, the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword trembled violently. A white light shone as it twisted and expanded into an eight-to-seven zhang-long (approximately 23-26 feet) white ice dragon.

On the other side, Mo'er waved her jade hand, and the ghostly mist from the Beast Soul Flag transformed into a black dragon…
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That originally empty stone chamber suddenly flickered with a layer of green light, which then turned blue and finally became purple.

After a moment, the brilliance gradually faded away, revealing a teleportation array before his eyes.

This array was delicate and compact, covered in runes that Lin Xuan couldn't understand. It seemed to be an ancient artifact from long ago.

Lin Xuan's discovery brought him joy, but he didn't rush forward impulsively. Instead, he used his divine sense to scan the surroundings, confirming there were no dangers before proceeding calmly.

Although this ancient teleportation array was slightly more complex than modern ones, Lin Xuan, with his current understanding of arrays, could still decipher it. This array, though old, was intact and could be used immediately without repair.

Originally, this place was a fake cave dwelling.

Lin Xuan rubbed his chin, a playful expression on his face.

Such things were not uncommon in the cultivation world, but they weren't particularly rare either.

Some cultivators with valuable treasures or many enemies often set up several well-camouflaged fake caves when establishing their own. This way, even if their enemies came looking for them, they would have enough time to prepare.

Some especially ruthless ones might even set up a few trap arrays in these fake caves. Thinking of this, Lin Xuan's forehead was drenched with cold sweat.

Fortunately, there were no traps here. Otherwise, being trapped by an ancient cultivator’s restrictions, it was uncertain whether his abilities would allow him to escape safely.

This teleportation array should lead directly to the real cave dwelling.

However, its setup was indeed clever. No wonder Li Yaotian had dug for three feet and came up empty-handed; even after all these days of searching, Lin Xuan hadn't found any clues either.

It turned out that this teleportation array only appeared on nights with a full moon.

Lin Xuan carefully checked again before taking out several crystal stones from his pocket and placing them on the array. A spell was cast at the center of the array, causing it to hum loudly.

Standing calmly above it, a soft light enveloped him. Then, Lin Xuan's figure gradually became indistinct until he vanished completely.

He felt a slight dizziness but wasn't alarmed; this was normal for teleportation. Soon, the scenery before his eyes cleared up.

Lin Xuan clapped his hands and a layer of green light flashed around him, opening the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. At the same time, the Purple Yang Sacred Pearl was summoned into play.

Always ready to deal with any potential danger.

Fortunately, this time Lin Xuan's overcaution was unnecessary; there was nothing. He found himself in a small but high cave.

The cave wasn't large, about seven or eight zhang (approximately 23 feet) square. In front of it stood a smooth stone platform where an elderly man with youthful features and white hair was sitting cross-legged.

However, Lin Xuan didn't feel alarmed; although the old man had a Taoist appearance, his vitality was completely gone, indicating he had been deceased for some time.

This was somewhat unusual. While cultivators might have lived in splendor during their lives, once their lifespans were exhausted and they returned to the mortal realm, they became nothing more than dried bones like ordinary people.

Such cases of incorruptible corpses were rare—either because they possessed extraordinary treasures or had practiced special techniques.

However, these thoughts only flashed through Lin Xuan's mind briefly; he didn't have time for such contemplations.

His gaze soon fell on the old man’s waist where a green storage bag hung.

It was an ancient cultivator'slost treasure.

Clearly, this would be another significant find.

Lin Xuan licked his lips and hesitated but ultimately decided not to take it. Instead, he patted one of the pockets on his waist, and a ball of black energy emerged. As the mist dissipated, a humanoid figure with red eyes and green hair could be vaguely seen.

A zombie!

This was Lin Xuan's last remaining one.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan extended his hand and lightly tapped it. The zombie immediately obeyed by extending its withered claw to grab the storage bag at the old man’s waist.

Just as it was about to touch, a spark suddenly emerged from the storage bag, seemingly slow but actually quick, landing on the zombie's arm.

Suddenly, that tiny spark exploded in an unbelievable manner. In less than a second, the zombie turned into ashes.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised; he had manipulated the zombie out of fear of traps. What kind of flame was this, so domineering?

Purity Yang Fire? No, not even late-stage or fully perfected cultivators' fire could match its power unless… it was an infant's fire from anspirit infant period elder.

Lin Xuan had always suspected that the owner of this cave had reached thespirit infant period realm. The events he witnessed just confirmed his suspicions.

However, this person’s mind was wicked; before a cultivator's death, if they didn't have heirs to pass on their treasures, they would often keep them nearby for any potential savior.

Such traps set after death were rare—this person wasn’t likely a heretic or someone who hated all of humanity.

Fortunately, he hadn't acted rashly; with this flame’s power, even if one could survive, severe injuries were inevitable.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a sinister glint.

"Master, what should we do? This fire seems quite powerful," Moonlight appeared in a flash, her expression slightly worried as she said.

"It's nothing to worry about. Even if it’s an infant's fire from anspirit infant period elder, I have ways to deal with it," Lin Xuan said confidently and calmly.

His words weren't empty boasting; this heretic had been deceased for over a million years. Although he didn’t know what secret method the old man used to seal his infant fire and preserve it until now, without its master's spiritual energy, the power of the infant fire was limited.

With careful handling, even brute force could eventually break through.

Explaining his thoughts to Moonlight, she nodded in agreement: "Master, should I help?"

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t refuse. Although he could manage alone, with Moonlight’s assistance, they would make much faster progress.

He clapped his hands on the storage bag and summoned the Drifting Cloud Snow Sword. Moonlight also took out the Beast Soul Banner.

Nature's elements were opposite; for fire, ice or yin attributes would be most effective.

Lin Xuan inhaled deeply, forming a spell with both hands while whispering incantations that echoed through the cave.

"Quickly!"

With Lin Xuan’s command, the Drifting Cloud Snow Sword trembled violently. A white light shone, twisting and expanding into an eight-to-seven zhang-long (approximately 23 feet) ice dragon.

On the other side, Moonlight waved her hand, and the ghostly mist from the Beast Soul Banner transformed into a black dragon...
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The items in his hands were indeed legendary treasures. Due to the rarity of their materials, even during ancient times, there weren't many of them.

In terms of value, they far exceeded ordinary ancient relics.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile; this was truly a great收获.

After placing all three treasures neatly, Lin Xuan didn’t leave immediately but instead approached the stone wall that had been cut by the golden blade earlier.

He gently ran his hand over it. The flow of essence energy within him caused a sword-shaped light to appear in his palm.

Then he stabbed this light into the stone and turned it slightly, dislodging a large chunk of rock.

With a wave of his hand, Lin Xuan took out a fist-sized piece from above and examined it closely, revealing a sneer on his face.

Inside the stone was embedded a thin layer of sandalwood. This wasn’t naturally grown; someone had used secret techniques to embed it there.

Sandalwood!

Recognizing this with his keen eyesight, Lin Xuan recalled that the welcoming pavilion in Tianmu Mountain was built from such wood.

While not particularly rare, this wood could shield the consciousness of cultivators below the婴灵 stage.

Lin Xuan turned around and glanced at the ancient evil cultivator who had passed away. The effort he put into embedding sandalwood throughout the entire cave must have a purpose; it wouldn’t be for nothing.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan summoned the Drifting Cloud Sword and began hacking at the stone wall.

Rumble…

Dust flew everywhere. Sure enough, there was something to gain. One side of the wall was hollow, revealing a large hole about a meter high.

After the dust settled, they could see a set of stone steps leading into it.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before walking in.

"Master, are you not afraid of danger?" Moon’s concerned voice echoed.

"Don't worry; there won’t be any traps," Lin Xuan said with a grin, confident that he knew what to expect.

"Why?"

Moon was curious.

"If this secret chamber is inside the mountain wall and embedded with sandalwood to shield cultivators' consciousness, it must fear being discovered. If magical arrays were set up, some essence energy would inevitably leak out, which would be counterproductive," Lin Xuan said as he stepped in. "I'm quite curious about what's inside."

Despite his words, Lin Xuan still activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield and cast an agility spell on himself.

The stone steps were short, only a few dozen in number. Soon, Lin Xuan reached the bottom.

"What is this?" Lin Xuan was stunned as he looked around. Moon’s face showed surprise too.

They found themselves outside a huge cave. This cave was incredibly spacious, much larger than the one above. The walls were uneven and bore marks of being carved by axes and swords, clearly made by cultivators. What shocked Lin Xuan wasn’t this, but the dozens of coffins scattered around the cave’s perimeter.

In the dimly lit cave, cold stone coffins would scare most people to their core. But for Lin Xuan, it merely felt unexpected.

"Master, what are these?"

Moon was not afraid either; she was a spirit body and now a condensation core cultivator with formidable strength, surpassing even ghost kings in terms of power.

Don’t be surprised; this girl had the top-grade Treasure Flag as her treasure.

"I don't know," Lin Xuan answered honestly. He originally thought the chamber below would be a treasure vault but ended up in such a grim and terrifying place.

But soon, he felt at ease. If one carefully considered it, it wasn’t strange. After witnessing the trap set by infant fire, Lin Xuan suspected this guy was an evil cultivator, which was now confirmed.

What lay inside these coffins would reveal the answer.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and a sword-shaped energy bolt appeared. With a flash, one of the stone coffins split open, revealing a monster.

"What is this?"

It was a humanoid creature about two meters tall, extremely robust, clad in iron armor, holding a long spear.

A炼尸!

Lin Xuan easily recognized it. A炼尸 referred to a ghostly demonic entity crafted by cultivators, similar to a sentient zombie but with harder and stronger bodies and immense strength. However, there was one difference.

Since they were intentionally crafted by cultivators, most炼尸 weren’t terrifying; they didn’t have long hair or red eyes, looking more like puppets.

However, making a炼尸 was extremely difficult. Despite their immense power, few cultivators bothered with them, preferring to focus on other techniques instead.

The creature before him, armored and wielding a weapon, was clearly an Iron Armor Skeleton, one of the legendary creatures.

Lin Xuan’s heart leaped with joy; compared to ordinary炼尸, an Iron Armor Skeleton was a higher grade. With armor and weapons, it offered far greater offensive and defensive capabilities than other炼尸 at the same level.

The True Scripture of Profound Demons recorded the technique for creating such creatures, and Lin Xuan had already mastered the second layer. Unfortunately, he lacked suitable zombies to practice with, leaving them idle.

While he had a Corpse King’s body, controlling that monster required him to advance to the婴灵 stage first.

Lin Xuan scanned the炼尸 before him with his essence energy. His composure couldn’t hide his joy; judging by the corpse aura emanating from it, this creature was equivalent to a late-stage foundation establishment cultivator.

If all these coffins contained such monsters, he would have a significant收获.

Thirty or more Iron Armor Skeletons working together could deal a devastating blow. Just as Lin Xuan thought this, he was about to act when the Iron Armor Skeleton suddenly emitted a fierce gaze and slowly looked up.

Lin Xuan froze but wasn’t afraid. Though unsure why the炼尸 had suddenly awakened, it provided an opportunity to test his abilities.

Moon took out the Beast Soul Flag and waved it gently. Roaring, a ferocious tiger with spines and a two-headed snake that spat black mist appeared; both were second-stage beasts in their previous lives.

With Moon’s hand signs, the two beast souls immediately lunged at the炼尸 with fierce intentions.

The two-headed snake spat out toxic mists, but to zombies, poison was ineffective. The monster opened its blood-stained mouth and emitted a light wave of essence energy.

The炼尸 didn’t dodge; it took the hit directly. However, the armor on its body, unknown in material, remained intact.

With a swing of his spear, the ferocious tiger let out a mournful cry, flashed several times before vanishing. The Iron Armor Skeleton smiled at the two-headed snake, its form flickering and disappearing. It reappeared with suddenly elongated nails, dancing wildly to shred the snake’s soul into dust.
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Moon Er's delicate brows furrowed slightly, a trace of pity flashing across her pretty face. Lin Xuan, on the other hand, was overjoyed. The power of this iron-armored refined corpse far exceeded his expectations.

After extinguishing two妖魂, red light flickered in the eyes of the refined corpse as it let out a low growl and turned its body around. Its expression was not friendly at all.

"Filthy beast! Seeking death!"

Seeing the opponent approaching with阴风, Lin Xuan sneered and snapped his fingers, summoning a flame that seemed to have a spirit. The flame circled around the refined corpse's body before forming into a thick red chain about the thickness of a thumb, binding the妖尸.

Of course, the妖尸 was unwilling to be bound and struggled desperately. However, it was in vain; Lin Xuan's current abilities were far beyond those of an ordinary筑基后期 monster.

Black light flashed across his body as he rubbed his hands together, releasing a thick black lightning bolt that struck the妖尸, causing it to emit shrill cries. The arrogant aura immediately subsided.

Then, with another flick of his fingers, the red chain tightened sharply. A black light emerged from a crystal stone pouch at his waist and wrapped around the妖尸 before retracting it back into the pouch.

Lin Xuan then snapped his fingers again, shattering the stone coffin with a new iron-armored refined corpse appearing in front of him...

Half a day later, Lin Xuan flew out of the ancient evil cultivator's den. He had successfully captured all thirty-one妖尸 and gained no other significant spoils. However, he was already quite satisfied.

Lin Xuan did not linger here for long; the Ten Thousand Mountains were still extremely dangerous. While it wasn't a problem to encounter one or two grade three beasts with his current cultivation level, if unlucky enough to run into a grade four transformed monster, his life might be in danger.

He planned to return to Ghost Net City first, rest briefly, and then head back to Spirit Herb Mountain. After all, he had already been away for too long this time.

Two days later, a streak of light pierced the sky as green light faded, revealing a plain-looking young man floating mid-air.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly, his expression heavy with worry. Originally, he wanted to leave the Ten Thousand Mountains quickly due to the bountiful harvest. Throughout the journey, he did not wish to meet other cultivators and avoid them whenever possible.

Almost as soon as he saw someone, he would retreat far away.

After all, in this place, murder and robbery were commonplace.

Although Lin Xuan believed that with Moon Er's golden core formation, they could handle even late-stage cultivators if necessary, and even if unlucky enough to encounter a fake infant realm expert, they could still escape at the very least.

However, it was better to avoid trouble. After all, accidents happen in cultivation circles too.

To his surprise, he encountered far more cultivators than expected on this journey. To avoid them, Lin Xuan had to detour, which cost him valuable time.

As night fell, Lin Xuan stopped his flight and rested briefly, replenishing his法力 with a crystal stone. After about an hour, he resumed his flight towards Ghost Net City.

After half a day, he finally arrived at the outskirts of the Ten Thousand Mountains. To his surprise, there were far more cultivators than when he came in, all looking extremely anxious. The sheer number made it impossible to avoid them, and most seemed deeply concerned.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not bother asking for details; after all, the cultivation world of Youzhou was already in chaos due to the recent conflict between the Daoists and demons.

Perhaps these people had fled from afar due to the aftermath of that battle.

Two hours later, Lin Xuan finally flew out of the Ten Thousand Mountains' boundaries and arrived at the market district outside.

After such a long journey, he intended to rest briefly in the market.

At the entrance of the market stood seven or eight cultivators. Although only two were at the筑基后期 stage, the others lingered around the灵动期 realm, which still surprised Lin Xuan. Marketplaces were places for trade; it was unheard of to have guards posted outside. Moreover, their wary expressions suggested something significant had happened recently.

With a mix of curiosity and unease, Lin Xuan stopped in front of the market entrance.

He did not hide his cultivation level. The two leaders exchanged glances as they saw a condensation realm expert arrive; their expressions were a mixture of relief and fear, showing some expectation.

Their facial expressions fully revealed themselves to Lin Xuan's keen eyes.

Lin Xuan stepped forward slowly.

"Greetings, senior!" The leader was an elderly man with white hair and eyebrows. His cultivation had reached the筑基后期 stage, and he respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan but deliberately blocked his path, unwilling to let him pass.

Lin Xuan raised a brow but did not challenge them. Instead, he spoke coldly: "Who are you? When did this market start having guards? Could it be that something significant happened in Ghost Net City?"

"Ha ha, Senior's vision is indeed sharp. I assume you just returned from hunting in the Ten Thousand Mountains; please reveal your identity. If there's no issue, I can then speak frankly," said the old man, secretly observing Lin Xuan's expression. Many of these condensation realm experts had unpredictable tempers, and a single word could trigger an argument. However, as his duty required him to question cultivators returning from the Ten Thousand Mountains.

This was indeed a difficult task. Fortunately, when Lin Xuan frowned, he tossed over a fiery red badge: "I am Li Yaotian, Elder of Fire Spirit Sect. This is our sect's token."

The old man respectfully accepted it and carefully examined it before smiling broadly. "Ah, it's Senior Li from the Fire Spirit Sect. My apologies for any disrespect."

"Save your pleasantries. Why are you verifying cultivators' identities? What significant event happened in Ghost Net City?" Lin Xuan had no patience to waste on idle chatter; his bad feeling was growing stronger.

The old man sighed, his wrinkled face filled with worry: "Senior, you must not know this. Two days ago, the ghostly creatures in Yin Soul Canyon suddenly launched an attack on Ghost Net City."

"What? !" Lin Xuan, though experienced, was still taken aback by the news. Although these阴魂 had always been a heartache for cultivators, they had been at peace for thousands of years.

However, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. In fact, upon reflection, it wasn't entirely surprising; after all, there were signs. With昊天鬼帝's successful晋级, the power of the阴魂 naturally increased significantly. Moreover, with the Daoists and demons fighting fiercely, this was undoubtedly a good opportunity for the ghostly creatures...

And over these thousands of years, they seemed to follow rules but were not content with failure; the Seven Extremes Heaven wasn't just a trap laid by them in the cultivation world...
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Seeing Lin Xuan remain silent, the few cultivators with him naturally dared not disturb him and stood idly by...

"Then why are you questioning our identities as cultivators? Don't we humans have spies among us?" Lin Xuan asked deliberately. Actually, according to his thoughts, this hidden move of the Seventh Extinction Heaven shouldn’t be exposed so quickly; it would be more effective if used later.

"The esteemed one is unaware that traitors do exist within our human ranks. The Seventh Extinction Heaven has already secretly pledged allegiance to several ghost emperors," the old man sighed and gritted his teeth.

"What?" Lin Xuan thought as expected, but his face showed great surprise: "The Seventh Extinction Heaven actually did such a thing?"

"Yes, one cannot know people by their faces. Who would have thought that our largest commercial alliance in Youzhou is actually a spy organization of ghosts. Just before the ghostly forces attacked, the Seventh Extinction Heaven dispatched numerous people to try and destroy the禁制 around Ghost Net City..."

"Did they succeed?" Lin Xuan asked with unusual concern. After all, while there were nearly ten thousand cultivators permanently stationed in Ghost Net City, their strength was still far inferior to that of the阴魂 Valley. In essence, this city was merely a human outpost for monitoring ghosts.

Of course, one shouldn’t undervalue its strength either. Besides the main city, Ghost Net City had several other fortresses built around it, like stars surrounding the moon. With重重禁制 and constantly updated arrays, it would not be easy for the ghostly forces to breach this city even after a thousand years.

"No," the old man shook his head with a relieved expression: "Although the Seventh Extinction Heaven is one of those ghosts’ hidden spies, having existed for nearly ten millennia, not everyone in its upper echelons was willing to become slaves. They could still endure when there were no open conflicts. Now that humans and ghosts are about to engage in battle, someone has informed us."

"The Elder Council will immediately take measures, dispatching elite cultivators to protect the禁制 arrays. The loyalists of the阴魂 within the Seventh Extinction Heaven, seeing their efforts futile, fled out and joined with the ghostly forces. We check identities because we fear spies from the Seventh Extinction Heaven.”

"Then I see," Lin Xuan frowned deeply, feeling bitter in his heart. Although he had guessed that ghosts were secretly plotting against humans, he hadn’t expected it to come so soon.

Truly, one crisis after another.

The Great Battle of Good and Evil was already raging, but the ghosts had inserted themselves into this conflict as well.

It seemed that a great calamity was inevitable in Youzhou.

Lin Xuan sighed and asked a few more questions before leaving for the market. When he arrived, although the market still appeared bustling, it was merely a small fraction compared to now. The number of cultivators there had increased by at least tenfold.

This wasn’t surprising given that most of the ghostly forces in the阴魂 Valley were now attacking human outposts fiercely. According to the reports, while the city hadn’t yet fallen, several fortresses had already been taken over by the ghostly forces.

Regardless of whether they were commoners or cultivators, no one survived inside; the entire city was bloodied and turned into a true hell.

With insufficient manpower, Ghost Net City could not counterattack. It relied on several禁制 arrays to slow down the enemy’s advance.

At the same time, messengers had already been sent out to various sects for aid from both sides of the conflict. However, with Youzhou already in chaos, even if the forces of Good and Evil temporarily ceased hostilities for the greater good, it would take some time to obtain such support.

Moreover, Ghost Net City was surrounded by a large army of ghosts. In other words, their path back into the city had been cut off.

In addition to besieging this important human outpost, thousands of ghosts were wandering around, hunting humans outside the city.

Cultivators could only retreat towards the Ten Thousand Mountains; most ended up here in the end.

Lin Xuan didn’t need to seek out such information deliberately. Although cultivators weren’t living in constant fear, many faces showed deep concern. Regardless of whether they knew each other or not, they exchanged intelligence. With his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan could easily gather useful information just by paying attention.

As he walked slowly, Lin Xuan began to ponder his next move.

Ghost Net City was out of the question; it was heavily surrounded by ghosts. Even if his concealment techniques were extremely effective, entering would be perilous.

Moreover, according to Lin Xuan’s estimation, even with重重禁制, Ghost Net City might still fall to ghostly forces. Entering would only lead to certain death. Such a foolish act was out of the question for him.

He wondered if he could bypass the ghostly blockade and return to Spirit Medicine Mountain, but this hope quickly vanished. If they could leave, why would cultivators stay here? All exits were heavily guarded by ghosts.

After analyzing all the information in his mind, Lin Xuan didn’t find a miraculous way out. Reluctantly, he decided to remain here and wait for developments.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn’t wait blindly; some preparations had to be made in advance.

Thus, Lin Xuan began frequenting pharmacies in the market.

He planned to prepare "Golden Wound Pills" and "Hidden Spirit Pills," which could aid in healing or support. Compared to cultivation-enhancing pills, these were common in the cultivation world but crucial during battles; they might even save his life. Therefore, he needed to have them ready.

These medicinal herbs weren’t hard to find, and soon, he had gathered most of what was needed—just a few more ingredients left. Lin Xuan walked towards the largest pharmacy in the market.

"Red Silk Grass, Purple Gold Wheat, Thousand Leaf Mist. Please wait, I’ll get it right away," a short and plump cultivator bowed respectfully. The current situation was dire; his future uncertain, he had no mood for business. However, facing a condensation stage cultivator, he勉强 managed to muster some spirit and responded.

Not long after, the cultivator brought the herbs. Lin Xuan scanned them with his divine sense—correct. He placed them in his storage bag, paid enough crystal stones, and was about to leave when the store owner hesitated: "May I ask, esteemed one, are you skilled in alchemy?"

Lin Xuan frowned and coldly glanced at him without saying a word.

"Please don’t misunderstand; I only guessed that these ingredients can be used for Golden Wound Pills. Perhaps ghosts will soon attack here, and such healing pills are currently very scarce. If you are proficient..."
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Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he coldly spoke, "You've misunderstood. I bought these medicinal herbs for another purpose."

"Ah, then it was my junior speaking out of turn. Please have a good journey," the shopkeeper quickly lowered his head and bowed to see him off.

Lin Xuan left the apothecary without much thought about how he would leave this place. He had no time or interest in others' fates; he wasn't one to be a savior.

After a brief direction check, Lin Xuan headed towards an inn.

Due to too many cultivators flooding into the market district, everywhere was crowded. Lin Xuan didn't have much confidence that there would still be rooms available at the inn but decided to ask anyway.

Entering the grand hall of the inn, which was over ten zhang (about 30 feet) long and wide, he found it spacious despite its simple furnishings. A clerk in a gray robe greeted him with a bow while several cultivators were speaking with him, all making awkward gestures as if they were in a dilemma.

Seeing Lin Xuan enter, the clerk's gaze swept over him before his expression turned respectful as he hurried forward. "Senior, are you here to stay?"

"Yes, do we still have any rooms available?"

"Of course! We have excellent rooms designated for the top tier. Follow me," the clerk bowed and spoke with enthusiasm.

The other cultivators' faces showed clear signs of envy; they had been told there were no rooms when they asked earlier. Although they felt upset, none dared to show it as this newcomer was a high-ranking condensation core cultivator, despite his youth.

After following the clerk to his room, Lin Xuan first set up a禁制 (protection) and then took out the medicinal herbs he had bought to start alchemy.

The Hidden Spirit Pill and Golden Wound Pills weren't difficult to refine. After half a day, Lin Xuan successfully refined one batch of each.

With so many, it should be enough for now. He carefully stored the remaining herbs and pills before hesitating between resting or going out to gather more information when he heard a knock on the door.

"Is Fire Spirit Sect's Elder Li here?"

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows slightly. During registration at the inn, he hadn't used his real name. After some hesitation, he said, "Come in!"

"Yes,"

The person responded respectfully before slowly opening the door. Lin Xuan glanced and saw a man around forty with two small beards on his lips; he looked shrewd and capable.

After entering, the man greeted Lin Xuan, "You must be Fire Spirit Sect's Elder Li. I am Manager Chu of the Chu Family. You can call me Chu Er. The headmaster has sent me to ask you to attend a meeting."

"The Chu Family?"

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. There were nearly a thousand cultivator families in Youzhou, but only one named Chu, and it was famous, with its influence even surpassing some of the major sects, known as the top family in Youzhou. If he remembered correctly, they had settled in this Ghost Luo City. Could it be that they were looking for him? Surprised internally, Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface. "The headmaster is seeking me. I haven't met your Chu Family before."

"Senior says so. To be honest, this market district was opened by our Chu Family. Now that the厉鬼 (ghosts) have suddenly attacked in large numbers, the headmaster has invited all condensation core cultivators to a meeting," Chu Er explained respectfully, his face showing concern.

"Then I see. Lead the way."

Lin Xuan agreed without hesitation. The information he had gathered from the market was hearsay; getting accurate details from the Chu Family would help him understand the current situation and decide on his next move.

Exiting the market district and heading east, they flew for about twenty to thirty li (about 60-90 meters) before landing.

This was a desolate plain with no signs of life, appearing barren and dilapidated. Chu Er reached into his robe and took out a small white flag.

He infused it with mana as he muttered some words, and the little flag fluttered open to about a zhang (3-4 meters) in size.

"Open!"

With Chu Er's command, a dazzling silver light burst from the flag, distorting the surroundings. Numerous pavilions appeared before them, and the local qi became abundant.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with admiration. "The illusionary禁制 of the Chu Family is truly impressive."

"Please follow," Chu Er said as he led the way.

Following him, they quickly arrived at the largest hall in this area.

This hall was over ten zhang high and grand, clearly a place where the Chu Family held meetings regularly.

Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense and casually probed. He found that several禁制 were set up around the hall, not to mention the presence of several condensation core cultivators patrolling the perimeter, making it well-guarded.

These cultivators showed suspicion towards anyone approaching the hall but allowed Lin Xuan in with Chu Er's guidance.

Chu Er remained at the entrance; as a condensation core cultivator, he didn't have the privilege to participate in such meetings.

Lin Xuan slowly entered and found only a few dozen people present. It wasn't unusual; there weren't many condensation core cultivators anyway, and so many high-ranking ones lingering in the market district far exceeded his expectations.

The atmosphere in the hall was somber. These cultivators either frowned or wore grim expressions, all looking displeased.

Soon, Lin Xuan's gaze fell on the main seat where a middle-aged man of around forty sat. He had an imposing appearance and radiated authority; he must have been high up for so long.

Seeing Lin Xuan enter, his face lit up with joy. Each high-ranking cultivator added to their side would significantly strengthen their position in dealing with the current crisis.

"I am Chu Tianshu. This friend, what is your name? Welcome," the man greeted Lin Xuan with a bow and a friendly smile.

"Fire Spirit Sect's Li Yaotian, meeting you, Master Chu," Lin Xuan returned the bow without hesitation.

"It's Li Daoist. Please take a seat."

"Thank you." Lin Xuan casually picked an empty chair and sat down, appearing very relaxed.

Although Lin Xuan maintained a composed demeanor, he was secretly on guard. The Chu Family's headmaster's cultivation level was even higher than he had imagined; this middle-aged man might be a centuries-old monster in the false infant stage. The Chu Family truly lived up to being the top family in Youzhou.

Among the remaining people, only an elderly man with a haggard face and a slightly plump middle-aged woman were not condensation core cultivators; the rest were at the early stages of condensation core cultivation.

PS: I'm sick, my head has been hurting. Sorry for this chapter; I'll make sure to update three times tomorrow.
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It seemed that not everyone had arrived, so the cultivators were silent. Only a few familiar faces exchanged brief words now and then. Another half hour passed, but only one person came into the grand hall.

A transmission talisman flew into Chu Tianshu's hand. After checking it, his brows furrowed as he raised his head with a serious expression: "My fellow daoists, I had invited two elders from the Heavenly Cloud Sect, but just now my disciple received a message saying that these two friends unfortunately encountered an attack by the Ghost King and are likely unable to make it here."

This statement immediately caused a commotion. Even though most of those present were Core Formation cultivators, they were still taken aback. Many faces showed signs of fear.

"Be quiet, fellow daoists. Do not panic. I called everyone here to discuss strategies for defending against the enemy," Chu Tianshu coughed and spoke calmly. His voice was soft but easily drowned out all the noise around him, with a subtle effect that calmed people's minds.

The cultivators were startled but gradually quietened down. As the host and one of the highest-ranking cultivators present, Chu Tianshu naturally commanded respect from everyone. Moreover, in such chaos, it would be hard to come up with any clear strategy anyway.

"Brother Chu, your Concentration Art is truly remarkable. Since you invited us here, this area falls under your family's influence. You must have a good understanding of the movements of those ghostly creatures. Please share the current situation so we can decide our next steps," said a short and plump cultivator with worry on his face.

"Indeed, indeed. Please tell us the truth, Master Chu."

"Lao Liao entered the Ten Thousand Mountains three days ago and just returned from hunting. I only heard rumors about the ghost attacks; I don't know how much of it is true."

"I'm in a similar situation," said Li Hai. "I heard that the outer city around Ghost City has been completely overrun, but is it really so?"

"Ahem!" Chu Tianshu raised his hand and gently pressed down. The cultivators fell silent as he smiled wryly: "These questions would come up anyway, even if you didn't ask. In times of crisis, we must pool our wisdom. I won't hide any information; please be assured."

After hearing Chu Tianshu's words, the cultivators relaxed and waited quietly for him to continue.

"Indeed, rumors are rampant outside. Some of these small-town stories may or may not be true. We don't know much about the situation in Ghost City," said Chu Tianshu.

"How can that be? Your Chu Family is supposed to be the local overlords here?" The short and plump cultivator blurted out, then quickly apologized: "Forgive me, I spoke without thinking."

"Do not mind it, Brother Zhang. You are right; our family does have a strong presence in this area," said Chu Tianshu calmly.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened as he silently reminded himself to keep an eye on this person. That statement was highly disrespectful to the Chu Family, even if it wasn't pursued now. But Chu Tianshu showed no sign of anger; such behavior suggested either a broad-minded nature or great wickedness. In Lin Xuan's view, the latter was more likely.

Others did not have Lin Xuan's keen insight. The short and plump cultivator breathed a sigh of relief when Chu Tianshu seemed unfazed by his words, looking grateful.

"Let me be honest with you all. The current situation in Ghost City is dire, but it doesn't concern us much. Our immediate task is to find ways to deal with the present crisis," said Chu Tianshu, his expression grave.

"Does that mean those ghosts are about to attack here?" Lin Xuan suddenly broke his silence and asked.

This matter was closely tied to everyone's lives, so the other cultivators also showed concern.

"You're right, Fellow Daoist Li," Chu Tianshu looked at Lin Xuan. This young elder of Fire Spirit Sect seemed too young for his position. But he didn't have time to ponder it; he continued: "Although we can't know what's happening in Ghost City, my disciples have been searching for ghostly creatures in this area. Reliable intelligence indicates that those creatures are already paying attention to the large number of cultivators here and are preparing an attack. They will arrive within a day."

"A day? So short?" The short and plump cultivator interjected again.

"I assure you, Brother Zhang, it's one hundred percent accurate," said Chu Tianshu. "To gather this information, my family has lost five disciples." A trace of pain flashed across his face.

The other cultivators sighed sympathetically. Some offered words of comfort, but most frowned in thought about their current predicament. They had expected the ghostly creatures to target them sooner or later, but not so quickly. Their main focus should have been on Ghost City.

Did these creatures really intend to exterminate everyone?

As Core Formation cultivators, they all had extensive knowledge and had read many accounts of battles between ghosts and humans.

Back then, it seemed distant and unimportant, but now the brutal war came back to haunt them—thousands of cultivator souls returned to the underworld, with even two senior元婴期 cultivators perishing. The loss of Core Formation cultivators was also significant. Everyone felt a sense of danger.

Especially now that key passageways were heavily guarded by ghostly creatures, they seemed trapped in a desperate situation.

The atmosphere in the grand hall became heavy and oppressive as everyone pondered their next moves.
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"Alright, that's the basic information we have. We don't have much time left now, so I hope all of you can pool your ideas and come up with a good plan. After all, it's not just about individual strength or bravery; unless one has an婴灵stage cultivation, everyone here will be in great danger if they act alone." Chu Tianshu raised his head and looked around at the gathered cultivators below.

"Any of you have any good ideas? You can speak now."

The cultivators exchanged whispers among themselves for a while. After about half an hour, someone finally spoke up.

"Master Chu, fellow cultivators, according to my humble opinion, we should try to return to Ghost Web City. There are tens of thousands of fellow cultivators gathered there, and countless magical arrays and restrictions make it the safest place right now," said the short and plump Wang cultivator.

Chu Tianshu stroked his beard in silence.

"Hmph! Brother Wang's idea is truly brilliant. Returning to Ghost Web City sounds good. There are indeed tens of thousands of fellow cultivators there, but it's also a place where阴魂ghosts and evil spirits attack with full force. With the three ghost emperors gathered together, things might be dire right now. If you want to find your death, I won't accompany you," said a sharp voice.

Lin Xuan followed the sound and saw an old man with a gaunt face.

The short and plump cultivator's face turned from white to red, wanting to get angry but hesitating due to his opponent's mid-stage凝聚丹stage cultivation.

This old man was clearly sharp-tongued and didn't stop there. Instead, he continued speaking: "Moreover, Ghost Web City is already surrounded by a large army of阴魂ghosts. How can you guarantee our safe passage through the blockade? If things go wrong, it could be total annihilation. Proposing such a suicidal suggestion is truly unforgivable."

"You..." The short and plump cultivator was furious. Even a lump of clay has its dirtiness; he was still a mid-stage凝聚丹cultivator. How could this old man's superior cultivation allow him to be so insulted? Just as the short and plump cultivator was about to retort, Chu Tianshu spoke up: "Alright. We're in this together now. Fellow cultivators, there's no need for you to get upset over such trivial matters. Returning to Ghost Web City is indeed dangerous. But it's time to share our ideas. Fellow Li, don't be too harsh."

These words were fair and balanced, giving each a piece of the blame. The short and plump cultivator kept his dissatisfaction to himself, as did the eccentric old man.

Chu Tianshu's cultivation in假婴stage was enough to make everyone respect him. His words carried weight, so he had to give them some face.

Lin Xuan sneered inwardly. This short and plump cultivator was indeed as stupid as a pig. While that old man was sharp-tongued, his words were right—going back to Ghost Web City would be like jumping into a trap.

"Alright, what other suggestions do you have? Feel free to speak them out," Chu Tianshu coughed lightly and asked for more opinions from below.

However, this time, no one spoke up. The silence stretched on for nearly half an hour. Finally, with his composure, Chu Tianshu showed a hint of impatience.

"How can you still be hiding your true intentions when the situation is so dire? Don't waste any more time; otherwise, we'll all end up dead at the hands of those demons and ghosts," Chu Tianshu's words carried a cold edge.

Many cultivators' faces changed upon hearing this. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer.

"Master Chu, you don't need to continue wasting our time. We're not hiding anything; if you invited us here, it's more than just for discussion, right? After all, this is within your territory of power and influence. If you have any miraculous plans that can save us, feel free to share them. I believe we'll follow Brother Chu's instructions with our lives at stake," said the only female cultivator in the room, who was around forty years old, slightly plump but still attractive.

Her words made everyone realize what was happening. Yes, the Chu family is a local power; why would Master Chu call them here for just discussion?

The cultivators agreed enthusiastically: "Master Chu, if you have any good strategies, please share."

"Indeed, as long as we can escape and break free from these ghosts' encirclement, I'm willing to follow your lead," said another.

"You've already wasted enough time. Let's hear it." Since the fellow cultivators had good intentions, Chu said without further ado: "I do have a way out, but this plan isn't foolproof. That's why I'm consulting everyone here for better ideas."

His words were grand and honest, yet no one bothered to discern how much was genuine. Hearing that there might be a way out, they all rejoiced, urging him impatiently.

"Here's the situation: my Chu family has more opportunities to hunt in the Ten Thousand Mountains than others. About several years ago, one of our disciples discovered an ancient cultivator's site."

"An ancient cultivator's site?"

The cultivators' faces showed greed, but quickly faded as they realized that whatever treasures might be there had already been taken by the Chu family. The priority was to protect their lives.

Chu Tianshu observed their reactions without changing his expression and continued: "In this ancient cultivator's site, there is a teleportation array."

"A teleportation array? Can it send us out of the阴魂ghosts' encirclement and back to the heart of Youzhou?" The short and plump Wang cultivator was impatient and spoke first.

"Correct. Although I haven't used this teleportation array myself, according to my family's expert in this field, it can at least transport people several thousand miles away, and the destination is within Youzhou. We might not know exactly where, but escaping from these demons' encirclement and turning danger into safety should be guaranteed," Chu Tianshu said confidently.

The cultivators were delighted upon hearing this, and the gloomy atmosphere in the hall lifted.

"Wait a moment, things won't be as smooth as you say. If it was that easy, your disciples would have left long ago, and Master Chu wouldn't need to gather us here for discussion," a cold voice said, belonging to the gaunt-faced Li cultivator.

The other cultivators realized their mistake and cursed themselves. The Chu family's reputation might be good, but they weren't saviors. If he didn't need them, why would he go through all this trouble?
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"Master Chu, is there something wrong with the teleportation array or do you need our assistance in another place? Please be more direct," a middle-aged woman spoke up with a slightly frowning face. Clearly, Chu Tianshu's hesitant and evasive behavior had already irritated her.

The others also had similar expressions, though not as openly defiant. Lady Lan, although only at the late Core Formation stage, was of noble lineage and part of one of the three major sects—Xianxia Gorge. She had a slight familial connection to their sect's leader, allowing Chu Tianshu, an artificial infant expert, to be treated with respect.

"Haha, Lady Lan, there is no need for you to get angry. I am not hiding anything; it's just that this matter is indeed difficult to bring up," Chu Tianshu did not mind the interruption.

"Ah, Brother Chu, you are truly making us anxious. You must speak even if it's hard to say now. What time is it?" The plump cultivator spoke again, and no one complained about his words this time as everyone felt the same way. Even Lin Xuan showed concern.

"Well then, I will boldly ask for your help," Chu Tianshu slapped his thigh. "When we first discovered that ancient teleportation array, due to its long disuse, it had already deteriorated. Its location was remote in the Ten Thousand Mountains, and my Chu Family did not think it useful, so we never repaired it. Now, with the sudden attack of the ghostly demons..."

"How so? Is it because the materials for repairing the teleportation array are lacking? We have many fellow cultivators here; you can all contribute," Lady Lan said with concern.

"Thank you for your good intentions." Chu Tianshu bowed and revealed a bitter smile. "The materials are not lacking. Although my Chu Family is not one of the great sects, we still have enough to repair it. The main issue now is that repairing the array will take some time, while the ghostly demons' army is about to arrive soon."

"How long?" the Lai surname elder asked coldly.

"Only two days."

"Two days?"

The attendees fell silent. According to intelligence, the ghostly demons would attack within a day, meaning they still needed at least one more day of delay.

"Do you mean..." The plump cultivator hesitated and seemed uncertain.

"I hope that all of you can ambush them on their way here to buy time for the array法师 to repair the ancient teleportation array," Chu Tianshu said.

No one responded. Although Chu Tianshu's request was reasonable, everyone had doubts. If he was telling the truth, taking a risk would be worth it. However, if this was a trick to sacrifice them as cannon fodder while his family planned something else...

Man for himself, heaven for all. Most cultivators who could form a golden core were seasoned veterans and would not do such foolish things.

"Of course, since I proposed this suggestion, I will lead my sect's elite disciples to fight alongside you," Chu Tianshu said confidently.

This statement dispelled everyone's doubts. If Chu Tianshu was willing to join the battle, there should be no hidden agenda.

"However, there is one thing." Chu Tianshu emphasized, "Today's assembly must remain confidential. The teleportation array has a limited number of uses. Only my disciples and each of you can bring two more people. If anyone leaks this information, do not blame me."

"Master, rest assured; we are all clear-headed individuals who will not make things difficult for you," Lady Lan said with assurance, patting her chest. "Do you agree, fellow cultivators?"

"Yes!"

"We would never do such ungrateful deeds!"

The others agreed in a chorus.

"But what about the low-ranking cultivators at the markets?" A weak voice asked, belonging to the plump Wang surname cultivator.

"Those people will be cannon fodder," Chu Tianshu's eyes flashed with malice. "After all, we only need to buy one more day. Once that time is up, we must find a way out. How can no one hold back the ghostly demons without help?"

This statement was chilling, but everyone present was not soft-hearted. Even Wang did not express much sympathy; in such circumstances, their own lives were paramount.

No objections were raised, and this matter was settled.

Everyone swore to their inner demons, forming a temporary alliance.

"Alright, fellow cultivators, let's act separately now. I will have the family's array法师 speed up the repair work. Meanwhile, we'll go to the markets and gather low-ranking cultivators to prepare for battle," Chu Tianshu said with confidence.

"But Brother Chu, how should we convince those low-ranking cultivators to willingly follow our commands?" Lady Lan frowned.

"This is simple. We can tell them the truth about the approaching ghostly demons' army. For the rest, slightly modify it; don't mention the teleportation array but say that reinforcements from Ghost Net City are on their way and will arrive in two days. Therefore, we must hold out here," Chu Tianshu had clearly planned everything.

"Good plan." The others clapped in approval. Lin Xuan nodded slightly, acknowledging Chu Tianshu as a true mastermind; even if some low-ranking cultivators survived, they would have no grounds to criticize him.

Ghost Net City would not admit to abandoning its fellow cultivators and failing to send reinforcements. When confronted by low-ranking cultivators, he could claim that the intelligence was flawed—a common occurrence in such chaotic times.

After agreeing on their plan, everyone first converged on the market outside the Ten Thousand Mountains. Already, over a thousand cultivators had gathered inside, all with worried expressions.

The arrival of Chu Tianshu and several other Core Formation experts immediately gave them hope. Cultivators naturally followed stronger ones; after Chu Tianshu announced that Ghost Net City was sending reinforcements, the market erupted in cheers.

Everyone feared hopelessness most, but now a glimmer of light appeared, even if faint. Morale soared among the crowd.

People could be manipulated. Chu Tianshu proposed that while waiting for reinforcements, they should also prepare to ambush the ghostly demons. This suggestion passed with little resistance due to their blind obedience to higher-ranking cultivators and the desire to take action rather than wait passively.
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No time to lose, the group immediately elected Chu Tianshu as the leader of their alliance. Including Lin Xuan, over a dozen condensation core stage cultivators took on the role of elders, gathering and counting the cultivators gathered in the market district. There were a total of 1,200 people, but most had low cultivation levels; about half were only at the lower condensation core stage.

---

Yan Chou Valley was approximately two hundred miles away from here, a necessary passage between Ghostnet City and this location.

The terrain was treacherous, and Chu Family had set up watchpoints in this area. Now, they chose to ambush the yin souls and ghosts here.

Lin Xuan and other condensation core stage cultivators took the lead, as the others' flight speed was too slow; they needed to prepare some arrangements first.

"Salute Lord Master!"

The guard was an old man with white hair and eyebrows. His cultivation level was only at the foundation establishment initial stage. Seeing Chu Tianshu and a dozen senior cultivators arriving together, he naturally paid his respects in great reverence.

"Enough. Chu Taotao, how is the situation here?"

"All is well, Lord Master. However, according to our scouts' reports, the yin souls are not far from here. At our current flying speed, they should arrive within half a day."

"Half a day?" Chu Tianshu frowned. "So soon? But that's fine; we still have time."

After saying this, he glanced at several of his disciples following closely behind: "What are you waiting for? Set up the Kunyang Fall Gold Array."

"Yes, Lord Master," they responded.

A huge eight-trigram pattern appeared in the void as Lin Xuan cast an array talisman. The entire small house was enveloped by this formation.

Lin Xuan had his reasons. There was still half a day until the yin souls arrived; though time was short, he could accomplish much.

Although Lin Xuan felt confident that he could handle some demon or ghostly entities with his own abilities, as long as they didn't encounter the Ghost Emperor, even if several ghost kings attacked him, he could still manage to escape unscathed.

---

But as the saying goes, better safe than sorry. If he had more backup plans, it would give him an extra edge in case of any danger.

With half a day remaining, meditation wouldn't be useful; there was no time to learn new spells either.

However, Lin Xuan had his own methods.

During this exploration of the ancient ruins within Ten Thousand Mountains, besides obtaining ancient treasures and spirit talismans, he also acquired dozens of iron-armored mummified corpses.

These monsters were crafted by ancient cultivators using secret techniques. Their creation was complex and required a lot of time and effort. However, in terms of power, they surpassed ordinary condensation core stage zombies by a notch.

The mummified corpses Lin Xuan obtained had far greater offensive and defensive capabilities than late foundation establishment stage cultivators. Compared to false core realm experts, the difference was only marginal.

Moreover, these mummified corpses were already completed but had yet to be claimed as masters. Capturing them would be much easier.

Lin Xuan had already mastered the second layer of the Heavenly Devil Corpse Technique from the True Scripture of Dark Magic. With these mummified corpses at hand, even though it took a bit longer, he could capture seven or eight in this battle and significantly boost his strength.

With that thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He tapped his storage pouch, and various lights flashed as several jade boxes appeared before him.

These were materials Lin Xuan had prepared earlier. Unlike the first layer where he capturedlively period的小僵尸, these iron-armored mummified corpses required many high-grade treasures for the claiming process.

Lin Xuan looked at the jade box on the ground, closed his eyes, and sat in meditation to adjust his spirit and energy. After a short while, he took out his spirit ghost bag from his waist and gently tapped it.

A black aura emerged from inside.

The blackness condensed before separating into two sides as a muscular man clad in iron armor appeared, holding a sharp spear.

If not for the heavy corpse stench emanating from him, one would never associate him with a zombie.

As soon as he saw Lin Xuan sitting cross-legged ahead, fear flashed in his eyes. He tried to flee but was stopped by Lin Xuan's preparedness.

With a wave of his robe, a crimson light enveloped the mummified corpse.

"Lock!"

Following Lin Xuan’s command, the light transformed into several thick red chains that bound the mummified corpse tightly.

The monster struggled against its bonds. Any movement triggered intense spiritual flames on the chains, burning it and causing it to squirm in pain. After a few attempts, the mummified corpse finally calmed down.

Lin Xuan smiled, satisfied with his work. He extended his hand and summoned one of the jade boxes. The black liquid inside flowed out like a whale drinking water, forming a small ball above his head. Lin Xuan stretched out his right hand and lightly drew it across the air to extract a drop.

"Go!"

---

He injected this into the mummified corpse's forehead, causing it to twitch in pain. Then, Lin Xuan turned to other jade boxes, performing the flower finger gesture and casting a spell...

An hour later.

Lin Xuan dismissed the spiritual force chains from his mummified corpse. The monster no longer struggled, its eyes showing submission towards its master.

Lin Xuan exhaled with relief; he had successfully captured it. He placed the mummified corpse into an empty spirit ghost bag he had prepared earlier.

Time was running out, and there wasn't much time to rest. Lin Xuan took a medicinal pill to replenish his energy, then continued... As time passed, it was already evening as the sun began to set, making the sky darker.

Lin Xuan stretched his slightly sore arms; half a day had almost passed. During this period, he successfully captured seven mummified corpses. The first one took longer due to its complexity, but with practice, the process became much faster. Unfortunately, time was running out.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and gathered the materials before him, then consumed several more medicinal pills. He grasped two crystals in each hand and began replenishing his energy; the yin souls' army must be close by. He needed to recover to peak condition as quickly as possible.

Using medium-grade crystals, Lin Xuan's energy recovery was rapid. When he had nearly reached 90%, Lin Xuan suddenly raised an eyebrow and slowly opened his eyes.

His eyes glinted with a strange light. He cast a spell, causing the outer array to part as a transmission talisman flew in.

The flickering light landed on Lin Xuan's left hand. Even without looking, he knew what was inside: the yin souls had arrived.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as he stepped out of his room. Chaos still reigned outside.

"Bad news! Ghosts have come; everyone prepare for battle."

"What happened? We were supposed to wait a day, why are they here so soon?"

"Yes, the ghosts are coming in great numbers. Be careful and ready yourselves."

Various voices filled his ears as people rushed about. Occasionally, cultivators' flight paths could be seen in the sky. Lin Xuan frowned; while these low-level cultivators had arrived on time, this chaos made them a disorganized mob, how would they fight?

However, there was no choice. These cultivators were stranded outside Ghostnet City and had gathered together out of necessity. They came from various sects, families, even some lone practitioners. Chu Tianshu's eloquence managed to convince them to come here to face the ghosts, but expecting them to be well-coordinated was unrealistic.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan smirked. These were sacrificial pawns; their defeat or victory didn't matter much. He just needed to protect himself.

Even if these cultivators weren’t at their best, they still numbered many. With the advantage of terrain and array formations, he believed they could hold out for a day or two.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. With his current cultivation level, he could roughly gauge what was happening within a thirty-mile radius. He quickly located his target and flashed away, transforming into a streak of green light as he flew outward.

The five to six miles distance passed in an instant. They were still in Yan Chou Valley, where Chu Tianshu was waiting. Apart from him, there were several other powerful presences; it seemed that some condensation core stage cultivators had arrived before him.
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"Indeed, a good idea." Lady Lan's eyes flashed with surprise as she immediately agreed.

Shen Peng, aside from his outstanding cultivation, had an average mind. Thus, he naturally had no objections either. The matter was settled.

"Cao Zhou, I entrust this to you."

"Yes, disciple respectfully follows the command."

Cao Zhou bowed and stepped back. He was indeed shrewd and capable, selecting a quarter of two hundred people with ease. He rubbed his hands together, pulling out a faint yellow flag, which he gently waved. A rift appeared on the left side as fifty cultivators entered one after another. Soon, the rift closed, leaving nothing behind.

Lin Xuan watched this calmly but his mind was agitated. After obtaining the *Heart Refinement Insight*, although he had not studied it thoroughly due to lack of time, he had examined its array techniques several times. Although illusionary and restrictive spells were minor branches in array techniques, their power should not be underestimated.

Cao Family could easily set up such a powerful illusionary array here, even as an auxiliary measure. It seemed that this first cultivation family of Youzhou was far more formidable than he had imagined.

Lin Xuan was deep in thought when suddenly a shocked and angry cry reached his ears: "No good, the厉鬼 have come."

The crowd stirred.

"Be calm, we'll handle it as it comes. We are cultivators after all; we shouldn't be afraid of these spirits." Lin Xuan turned around with a stern look. He didn’t want to draw attention but this group was nothing more than a hodgepodge. If he couldn’t dispel their fear, the battle might not even need to happen.

Indeed, Lin Xuan’s loud voice did have an effect. Many people showed signs of shame on their faces. As cultivators, being afraid of spirits was something they should be ashamed of.

Lady Lan's eyes flickered with surprise. Elder Li from Fire Spirit Sect seemed too young and had been silent all along. She doubted if he might be a hard-core cultivator who focused solely on cultivation without engaging in worldly affairs.

A hard-core cultivator referred to someone who dedicated themselves entirely to the path of immortality, neglecting everything else. Such people’s abilities were generally weaker compared to their peers at the same stage due to lack of experience with worldly matters. They were difficult to get along with and even harder to coordinate.

Fortunately, it was just her overthinking. Lady Lan let out a sigh of relief. Although Lin Xuan spoke little, from how he handled these two matters, he was both bold and meticulous. As a partner in battle, he would be an excellent choice.

At this moment, the spirit army was only a few miles away. With his powerful spiritual awareness, Lin Xuan could see them clearly.

The sun had already set behind the hill. The dark cloud ahead stretched for several miles, completely blocking out the stars and leaving everything pitch-black.

"These spirits are truly cunning; they chose to attack at night. In this situation, our power will increase by at least ten percent!" Shen Peng's expression changed from jesting to a serious one as he looked at the dark clouds.

"There’s nothing strange about it. These monsters from the Netherworld have intelligence comparable to humans. I’m just curious how many high-ranking ghosts there are." Lin Xuan said with a sneer.

"I don’t know, but there should be more than three. We still have our array techniques; we can try to stall for time," Lady Lan’s eyes flashed as she thought about something.

Although the dark cloud obscured their view, Lin Xuan infused his spiritual energy into his eyes and could see everything clearly.

The number of low-ranking ghosts was more than double that on his side. There were roughly four or five hundred厉鬼, but most had only reached the Flexible Spirit stage.

This was natural; the main force of the厉ghosts was attacking Ghost Web City, so their strength here wouldn’t be too high.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression quickly changed to one of surprise. With his deep-seated composure, such a reaction from him was rare. But what he saw… it was simply unbelievable.

Inside that dark cloud, besides the low-ranking ghosts, there were about a hundred厉ghosts with base foundation stage cultivation. What shocked Lin Xuan most were three of them…

One had a green face and fangs, long hair, another stood several feet tall with horns on its head, holding a large, glittering cleaver. The last one wasn’t as terrifying; it was just that its tongue was unusually long, trailing down to its belly.

Lin Xuan’s surprise stemmed from the fact that these three had physical bodies. Initially, when he noticed this, he was shocked. Although he thought it impossible, could it be that the Three Ghost Emperors were present? But upon using his spiritual awareness to scan them, their cultivation levels indeed matched those of ghost kings.

How could a ghost king condense into a实体?

Shen Peng’s mouth dropped in shock as well, showing disbelief on his face.

"How, have both friends already noticed?" Lady Lan's soft voice reached Lin Xuan. He turned and said: "Three ghost kings seem peculiar to me. If you know anything, please share your knowledge."

"Friend, it is an honor. As we fight together, I will gladly share any information," although Lady Lan was more powerful in cultivation, she felt a mysterious aura from this young Elder Li, so she didn’t dare be presumptuous: "Actually, there’s nothing extraordinary. These ghost kings with实体are merely those who have ingested the Aggregation Soul Pill."

"Aggregation Soul Pill?" Lin Xuan was surprised; as the head of Spirit Medicine Mountain, he had never heard of this type of pill before.

"Yes, it is well-known that spirits can only condense into实体when they reach the ghost emperor stage, equivalent to an infant’s soul. In the Netherworld, where阴气was abundant everywhere, having or lacking a实体didn’t matter. However, after these creatures passed through spatial rifts and arrived in our human world, their situation changed."

"Except for the Spirit Valley,阴气is generally insufficient elsewhere. At night, it is slightly better, but during the day, their actions are somewhat affected. The victory of our cultivators in a major battle tens of thousands of years ago was partly due to this advantage."

"Over these years, intelligent spirits have reflected and eventually developed the Aggregation Soul Pill as a spirit medicine. Any ghost king or higher can instantly condense into实体after ingesting it, possessing a body similar to that of a ghost emperor."

Lin Xuan heard such secrets for the first time; his brows furrowed: "Truly an ancient marvel. However, Lady Lan, I imagine this Aggregation Soul Pill has its drawbacks as well!"
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Of course, the Aggregating Soul Pill inherently had a hint of taking shortcuts. When it helped the Ghost King condense his body and form its shape, it naturally brought about many hidden dangers.

Lady Lan nodded in agreement as she looked at Lin Xuan with a touch of appreciation in her gaze.

"What is it?" Wang Peng, the short and plump cultivator, couldn't help but interject.

"Other details are unclear, but there are two definite points. First, after consuming the Aggregating Soul Pill, the Ghost King's future cultivation will be twice as difficult. To advance further, he must put in far more effort than before."

"The second point is that even if this Ghost King has a resilient mind, his life can only reach the peak of the Condensation Core Stage at most. There is no way he could advance to the Ghost Emperor."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded. The laws of heaven were reasonable.

Nevertheless, many Ghost Kings still consumed this pill. One reason was that in the Mortal World, having a physical body made movement much easier compared to being an intangible soul. Many aspects were limited for them.

The second reason was similar to how it was extremely difficult for human cultivators to form their cores; the odds of a yin spirit advancing to become a Ghost Emperor were negligible. Despite knowing the dangers, Ghost Kings still flocked to this pill.

These three fellows in front clearly fit that description.

A cacophony of ghostly cries sounded as dark clouds gathered and approached from afar.

"How should we defend against them? Do our two friends have any good suggestions?" Lady Lan suddenly asked with a slight opening of her lips.

"Nothing much, let the enemy come and meet it; water comes to stop it. Try to stall."

Lin Xuan didn't turn around as he silently observed ahead. From appearances, these yin spirits weren't much stronger than his side. Although their numbers were more than double, there were only three high-ranking Ghost Kings. With the restrictions in place, not only could they hold out but even fight.

Thus, the cultivators' tension lessened as everyone breathed a sigh of relief. However, Lin Xuan's brows were clouded with worry.

These yin spirits weren't any less intelligent than humans and had spent countless years biding their time. Since they wanted to eliminate the cultivators in Ghost Luo City, why did they only send so few?

Was it because the ghostly creatures underestimated them or was there some other plot?

Lin Xuan couldn't determine this for certain but reminded himself to be cautious.

The yin spirits began their attack almost immediately.

From the dark clouds, countless beams shot out. Spirit artifacts flew about as black lightning struck down one after another.

The cultivators didn't slack either. Chu Zhou led the way and flew up, waving his array flag wildly. Surrounding restrictions activated, a layer of blue-gray light appeared above them, not only intercepting the attacks but also sending out arrows of qi to retaliate.

Lin Xuan nodded inwardly; the power of the Kunyang Golden Falling Array was indeed formidable.

However, with too many yin spirits, if they were allowed to continue attacking, this array would eventually wear down.

Lady Lan naturally noticed this as well. With a wave of her command flag, a team of cultivators flew out. Their goal wasn't to break through but merely to harass the yin spirits.

The other cultivators in the array also didn't idle; they used various defensive spells to intercept the yin spirits' attacks, making it clear that their purpose was to stall.

Since the Ghost Kings hadn't acted, Lin Xuan and his companions remained motionless, only releasing their divine senses to monitor the others' actions.

From afar, there were continuous explosions as the other two sects also engaged in fierce battles.

Dark winds howled, ghostly cries echoed. Various beams pierced through the air.

The battle seemed evenly matched from appearances. The cultivators didn't seek victory but merely avoided defeat. This stalemate suited them well. Unfortunately, things soon changed.

The initial round of attacks was just a probing test.

Almost without warning, the ghosts suddenly stopped their assault, and all their spells ceased. Silence returned.

The cultivators exchanged puzzled glances, taken aback. One person paused first, followed by others retracting their spells and spirit artifacts.

"Mrs. Lan, Brother Li, what's going on?" Wang Peng looked surprised.

Lin Xuan didn't respond but released his divine sense. However, a strange restriction was set up several dozen feet in front of the dark clouds. His divine sense bounced back upon contact.

Lin Xuan's expression changed abruptly.

"I'm not sure, but it seems like they're preparing for something powerful. In my opinion, we should each lead a team out and not sit here waiting to be attacked," Lin Xuan suggested gravely.

"Really?" Mrs. Lan showed signs of hesitation on her face.

"That would be unwise. If this is a trap set by the yin spirits, wouldn't we be walking into it? Since our goal isn't to fight but stall, let's not go out; they might not breach this restriction," Wang Peng hesitated and shook his head.

Lin Xuan was furious inside. This guy was truly as timid as a mouse: "Mrs. Lan, do you agree with that?"

"Indeed, I believe Brother Wang is right. These yin spirits are cunning and deceitful. We mustn't fall into their traps. Let's rely on the array to stall," Mrs. Lan lowered her head, avoiding Lin Xuan's gaze.

"Then let us follow your advice!" Lin Xuan's face returned to its calm as he spoke softly.

Wang Peng and Mrs. Lan were taken aback, looking at Lin Xuan with some surprise. They also felt that his suggestion was reasonable but didn't want to risk it since their goal wasn't a direct confrontation but stalling.

Lin Xuan understood their thoughts well; since they refused to act, he wouldn't persuade them either. Stalling was just an excuse for fear of death.

Adding these two companions made Lin Xuan unhappy, but he wouldn't foolishly intervene. Even if there were adverse consequences, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. With his divine abilities and treasures, a few ghost kings couldn't stop him unless the Ghost Emperor himself came.

Even then, any bitter fruits would be theirs to bear; Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of mockery as he closed his mouth without saying more.

Since the leading three Condensation Core cultivators didn't give orders, the lower-ranking cultivators wouldn't act either. The scene fell silent for a short while.

After less than half an hour, something unexpected happened. The dark clouds where the yin spirits were hiding suddenly surged violently and changed color, becoming bright black. Ghostly cries filled the air, even causing Lin Xuan's ears to buzz with the intensity. He quickly raised his mana to alleviate the discomfort.
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Lin Xuan's heart trembled, and the other low-ranking cultivators were even worse off. Some experienced chest tightness and shortness of breath, while others felt dizzy and disoriented. In severe cases, they spat out blood and fell from the sky.

The mere sound of a ghostly wail had such power that all the cultivators exchanged startled glances.

Lady Lan sneered and reached for her waist pouch, summoning a small golden drum with a flick of her fingers. She cast ten consecutive hand seals on it, causing the drum to hum loudly as it canceled out the ghostly wails.

The low-ranking cultivators heaved a sigh of relief, regarding this woman with awe.

Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly. While impressive, for a Core Formation stage cultivator, it was nothing special compared to Ouyang Qinxin’s Sound Wave Technique.

Just as Lin Xuan had barely broken the heart-stopping wails, an unexpected change occurred.

The swirling black clouds grew more intense before splitting apart, revealing a massive skull. The skull stood about ten meters tall and glowed with eerie green eyes. Two long, sharp horns protruded from its forehead, making it look terrifying.

What shocked everyone was not the skull's appearance but the dark aura emanating from it, which was shocking to behold.

"Could this be..."

Lin Xuan’s thoughts were interrupted as the skull suddenly opened its blood-red maw, revealing rows of sharp, gleaming teeth. A crimson light several meters wide shot out from its mouth.

Everyone was stunned by the terrifying display.

The array automatically activated its protective barrier, and a layer of blue light reappeared above their heads.

However, this time, no one felt reassured; instead, they felt cold. The dark aura contained in that attack was incredibly powerful, and whether the main formation could withstand it remained uncertain...

In the next moment, blue and red lights intertwined, causing the entire earth to tremble.

Apart from Lin Xuan and two other Core Formation stage experts who maintained their composure, the Chu Family’s well-trained disciples regained their senses. Chu Zhou's face pale, he quickly retrieved a command flag from his pouch and waved it repeatedly. The wavering blue light barrier flickered back into place.

Many people sighed in relief, but their hearts leapt again as the skull’s horns emitted dark lightning, striking down two-meter-wide bolts that shattered the somewhat stable blue light barrier once more.

Lady Lan's face turned cold as she waved her hand, and over twenty cultivators immediately rushed out of the array. Led by an elderly Foundation Establishment late-stage expert, they cast various spirit talismans and spells while summoning their treasures.

Rain-like attacks rained down on the skull.

Boom! Suddenly, green ghost flames ignited around the skull, swallowing all the attacks. While spellcasters and those using spirit artifacts were relatively unscathed, those who relied on spirit tools turned pale as they felt their spiritual connection with their treasures severed.

This was only the beginning.

The skull’s eyes glowed green, and the surrounding ghost flames scattered, rushing towards the cultivators.

"Be cautious! Return quickly!" Lin Xuan's face changed.

However, it was too late. The low-ranking cultivators' escape lights were too slow; most of them were swallowed by the ghostly flames.

The horrific screams of the remaining cultivators turned their faces pale. Many had already been reduced to ashes, but their souls still struggled in agony, unsure what kind of ghost fire could have such a soul-searing effect.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he realized that this was clearly intended to demoralize them.

"Qier, do you know the origin of this strange skull?"

Though the Moon Magic Technique was created by human cultivators, it also borrowed from the techniques of ghostly entities. There were similarities between the two. Qier’s realm had reached the first level of a Ghost King; perhaps she could discern something about its nature.

"I'm not sure, but this entity is controlled by three high-ranking ghosts together, which explains its power," the girl's voice replied in his mind with concern.

"Don't worry, I have an idea." Lin Xuan was no impulsive person.

As he and Qier chatted, Lady Lan’s voice interrupted again: "Two friends, low-ranking cultivators can’t handle this strange skull. Let us work together."

"We..." Wang Peng hesitated, despite being a Core Formation stage cultivator, his power paled in comparison to the others' displays of prowess. The sight of their plight made him feel cold, like a fox mourning its dead rabbit.

The skull was too bizarre and dark; even with three of them working together, it was uncertain if they could handle it...

Clearly just buying time, but he didn't want to end up here in a trap.

"Why not, Wang friend?" Lady Lan's expression turned icy. "Not willing to help? If we don’t act now, the array will be broken sooner or later. Don’t say you won’t mind if that happens; I’ll see who can survive the ghosts' grasp."

Seeing his two companions looking at him disapprovingly, Wang Peng wasn't a fool and knew he couldn’t avoid this any longer. He chuckled nervously: "LaMrs. and Brother Li misunderstood me. Wang is not afraid of death; I understand that in a nest destroyed, no eggs remain intact. Let’s go, we’ll face the enemy together."

"That's right." Lady Lan was delighted and turned to instruct Chu Zhou: "Chu Zhou, handle this for now."

Although Chu Zhou wasn’t the most powerful cultivator among the remaining two hundred, his sharp mind and organizational skills made him an ideal choice, with several other Chu Family disciples assisting him.

Lin Xuan nodded, and Wang Peng said nothing. Together with Lady Lan, they each transformed into a streak of light and flew out.

The skull stopped attacking the main formation and slowly turned around, opening its mouth to release dark aura that sucked in the souls of the ghostly cultivators within the flames.

Feasting!

Lin Xuan's face was filled with anger as Lady Lan snapped her fingers. She reached for her waist pouch, summoning a piece of white light which revealed an ivory comb no bigger than a palm.
第三百七十一章 震惊

Lady Lan stretched out her hand and pointed at the treasure floating above her head. A streak of strange light flashed, emitting countless golden rays from the ivory comb.

In an instant, these golden threads spread around the skull’s surroundings.

"Combine!"

With Lady Lan's soft command, those golden threads cut towards the skull.

This female cultivator was confident in this item, as it wasn't something she had refined but a powerful ancient treasure obtained early on. The golden threads were razor-sharp; not only could they easily destroy ordinary ghostly creatures, but even the defensive shields of same-level cultivators would be like tofu before them.

However, things weren't as simple as she imagined. The greenish-blue ghost flames reappeared and suddenly ignited the golden threads.

Lady Lan's body trembled, her face turning pale in an instant. Although not a treasure personally crafted by her, this ancient treasure had consumed much of her effort to refine it over decades. Now that it was damaged, she suffered some losses as well.

The skull took full advantage of its superior position and unleashed more ghost flames. Lady Lan faced these fierce flames with a hint of panic on her face. She moved her hands like a butterfly, distorting her form in space, and dodged the fatal attack by moving several meters to the left.

"Two fellow cultivators, this item is too powerful. My strength is insufficient; we should work together."

"Agreed!" Wang Peng responded readily. He was no longer afraid of facing such an eerie skull alone. With three working together, it would be perfect.

Before he could finish speaking, a black cloud surged from afar. Several black dragons emerged and opened their mouths, spewing out massive black light columns towards the formation.

"Ghost Dragon!"

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. Ghostly creatures in the Netherworld weren't limited to just ghosts; ghost dragons were also fearsome monsters that could not be easily slain by ordinary means. Fortunately, these three were lower-grade and wouldn't break through the formation soon if left unchecked.

However, if they didn't act quickly, the ghosts and ghostly entities would overwhelm them, leaving no time for delay or retreat.

Lin Xuan decided to take action.

Wang Peng was already locked in combat with the skull. He wasn’t suddenly brave; he just couldn’t avoid the attack from the skull, forcing him to reluctantly engage it. With a thin-edged flying knife in hand, he circled around the skull, dodging and weaving.

Indeed, one should not judge by appearance. This short and plump cultivator was hesitant, lacking the boldness of a true man. However, his flying knife wasn’t ordinary; its speed was more than fifty percent faster than normal.

The silver light swirled around the skull, but even with ghost flames, they couldn't catch up to the swift knife.

Lady Lan was both surprised and pleased. She hadn't expected her cowardly companion to have such skills.

With a hiss, the flying knife struck the skull's forehead, but Wang Peng’s expression changed from joy to shock as he realized that the skull barely moved after being hit.

"How is this possible? This monster isn’t afraid of my treasure!"

Wang Peng's face turned pale. He was at a loss for what to do next. A black lightning bolt struck down, and the skull used its horns to emit an electrical attack while Wang Peng was distracted.

Fortunately, he had already activated his shield beforehand. Although his life wasn't in danger, he still suffered significant injuries.

In just a short time, both Lady Lan and Wang Peng were severely weakened by the skull's attacks. The appearance of ghost dragons only made their faces even paler as they lost all hope.

"Two fellow cultivators, deal with those ghost dragons. I'll handle this skull," Lin Xuan suddenly said calmly.

"Oh, you alone?" Lady Lan's expression showed surprise, and Wang Peng’s was similar. Could Elder Li from Fire Spirit Sect really be so reckless? Facing such terrifying creatures alone?

Time was running out. Without further explanation, Lin Xuan emitted a green glow, transforming into a streak of light that flew over.

The skull opened its mouth wide, spewing a blood-red light column. Lin Xuan remained expressionless as he waved his right hand, summoning a small red shield about the size of his palm. It spun around before growing larger and blocking him from harm.

The surface of the shield was adorned with golden runes, exuding an air of mystery.

Ancient Treasure!

Lin Xuan had just obtained this treasure from an ancient evil cultivator’s storage bag. Although he hadn't used it before, its form indicated significant power.

Sure enough, the blood-red light column descended with great force, but the ancient shield easily blocked it without much effort.

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan retracted the shield and charged towards the skull.

Despite being at the same level as the skull, Lin Xuan’s speed was far superior. In an instant, he had halved the distance between them. With a dragon's roar, the Snowfall Sword floated high above him. He formed hand seals and unleashed his power, transforming it into a massive ice dragon over ten meters long.

The skull became furious, releasing green ghost flames to block its path.

With a hiss, the ice dragon entered the fray, with cold air and fire intertwining, producing green and white light that flickered continuously.

After a while, an ear-piercing, despairing roar echoed. Soon after, all the lights vanished as the Snowfall Sword returned to its original form. The skull's forehead was split open, black smoke pouring out from it in two halves.

"How is this possible?"

Lady Lan and Wang Peng were speechless. They couldn't believe that a seemingly unremarkable Fire Spirit Sect elder would use such powerful treasures. It was rare for even prominent sects to have an ancient treasure at the Condensation Core stage.

Seeing Lin Xuan effortlessly destroy the skull, they thought they had misjudged him. Especially Lady Lan, who had reached the middle stage of the Condensation Core and knew that the ivory comb was a powerful ancient treasure.
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Lady Lan was greatly surprised. Above the dark clouds, the three Ghost Kings were seething with rage. This time they had gone out to hunt a lone cultivator, but unexpectedly, he had gathered all his strength.

However, it was fortunate that they could catch them all in one net. The only downside was that their ghost soldiers were somewhat lacking in number.

But this did not matter much; they had the Empress of Ghosts bestowed upon them. This Yin Qi Skull was made from a fragment of the Empress's divine consciousness combined with the most extreme and malevolent objects under heaven, refined through secret techniques, possessing unparalleled power. Ordinary treasures could hardly harm it, and it also possessed several formidable abilities.

Not only did it excel at breaking down arrays, but even in solo combat, it would make late-stage Core Formation cultivators feel vexed.

How was it that this brat managed to destroy it so effortlessly?

In truth, Lin Xuan's success was due to the other party underestimating him. After all, with divine sense observation, one could only determine the opponent's approximate cultivation level. But for two Core Formation First Stage cultivators, those practicing ordinary techniques were worlds apart from those wielding top-grade ones.

The situation with ancient treasures was similar. Lady Lan's ivory comb might be decent, but compared to Lin Xuan's Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword, it paled in comparison. The former was crafted by a Core Formation cultivator, just using an unusual method for attack. But the latter came from an Incarnation Stage cultivator and used special materials.

Thus, it could withstand that bizarre green ghost fire. While the Yin Qi Skull could block ordinary treasures, it struggled against Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword's sharpness.

If not for the three Ghost Kings' underestimation of him as a Core Formation First Stage cultivator, using the Yin Qi Skull to hard-fight his ancient treasure, eliminating this fellow would have required more effort.

After the Yin Qi Skull was destroyed, black mist dispersed, revealing a round pearl about the size of a dragon's eye. Lin Xuan frowned and glanced at it. Could that ghost thing also have an inner core? After some hesitation, he extended his hand to retrieve it. To ensure safety, his entire palm was wrapped in thick layers of essence energy before he grabbed it.

It felt icy cold, with the faint howls of a厉鬼 emanating from within. Lin Xuan took out an jade box and placed it inside, then affixed a talisman against evil on top. He finally stored it away in his storage bracelet.

Turning around, he saw that Lady Lan and Wang Peng were still staring at him blankly.

Lin Xuan's expression turned cold.

---

He did not blame them for their lack of action; after all, he had clearly instructed that they should deal with the ghost serpents while he handled the skull. Unlike earthly dragons, these ghost serpents in the Netherworld were vicious but not difficult to handle. Their strength lay in their defenses and the powerful dark energy beams they could emit.

But their own defenses were negligible. Two Core Formation cultivators dealing with such monsters should have been easy. Yet, these two had merely stood there, staring at him. Did they not realize that time was running out? If those ghost serpents broke through the array barrier, it would be a miracle if this ragtag group could hold back the horde of spirits.

Lin Xuan was furious but knew that their lackadaisical attitude was due to his overwhelming display of power earlier.

"Li Brother," Wang Peng tried to say something but ultimately did not voice anything.

Lady Lan's eyes flashed with complexity, and a hint of a bitter smile appeared on her lips. She had been a Core Formation Middle Stage cultivator, the leader among them. But she never expected this unassuming ally to possess such astonishing abilities, playing the part of a pig to eat tigers.

"Li Brother."

"Do not speak further for now. I only won by chance due to my cultivation technique's resistance. The pressing matter at hand is to eliminate those ghost serpents."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, a deafening roar echoed through his ears. He turned around and saw the blue light curtain of the array barrier thinning out, followed by its collapse with mournful cries.

It was too late!

A layer of gloom appeared on Lin Xuan's forehead as Lady Lan and Wang Peng's faces grew even more pale.

With no array to rely on, everyone would have to fend for themselves.

Roar!

Several ghost serpents descended in a howling rush, attacking the lower cultivators. Scream after scream filled the air as the first few unfortunate ones were directly reduced to ashes by the dark energy beams.

Of course, more cultivators did not wish to wait and die. They raised their spiritual artifacts and various colored light beams shot through the sky, striking at the ghost serpents.

These Netherworld monsters had weak defenses, but that was only true for high-ranking cultivators. Ordinary treasures could easily cleave them down, but what about spirit artifacts?

Fortunately, there were enough cultivators. However, with the array broken, other ghost creatures would not stand idly by.

Dark clouds churned and quickly dissipated, revealing twice as many fierce ghosts, their dark winds howling. The ghosts raised their weapons and engaged in battle with the human cultivators.

"Li Brother, what should we do?"

Wang Peng's face turned pale. He had considered Lin Xuan a reliable pillar due to his astonishing display of power earlier.

"What should I ask you? Who else would I ask?" Lin Xuan was still angry from their missed opportunity and did not have a pleasant expression.

"Maybe we should temporarily retreat," Wang Peng suggested tentatively.

"Retreat?" Lin Xuan sneered. "Where do you think we can go?"

Of course, they could leave the place. With their combined cultivation levels, if they focused on fleeing, the Ghost Kings would probably be unable to stop them.

"But what about us? Do you really believe this is a normal battle of wits? Our task now is to hold here for at least one day. The three Life Gates are interconnected; if we fail, the entire Yan Chou Valley will fall. Once the spirits advance unimpeded, how can your array be repaired, and where would you go?"

With each word from Lin Xuan, Wang Peng's face grew even paler.

Lady Lan sighed. "Li Brother, we did make a mistake by being distracted earlier. But now that it has come to this, your blame is useless. The pressing matter at hand is for us to work together and find a way out of the crisis. Whatever task you give, I will follow your lead."

"I agree," Wang Peng nodded repeatedly with regret in his eyes. Lin Xuan's words had clearly stated there was no retreat now, igniting a sense of courage within him.

"Your words are too harsh. In that case, let us first eliminate those ghost serpents."

"Hmm."

They naturally had no objections. The three of them each exerted their abilities and transformed into streaks of light, flying downward.
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"Ah!"

The惨叫声不断传入耳中。与乌合之众不同，这些阴魂鬼物训练有素，数量也多了一倍，这场仗几乎不用打，高下立判。

尤其是那几头鬼蛟更加凶恶，每一口阴气喷出，总有倒霉的修士被轰得粉身碎骨。

形势堪忧！

Lin Xuan used his spirit sense to scan the surroundings, and the scene immediately appeared in his mind.

His figure flashed, and he arrived beside one of the ghostly serpents. The monster reacted quickly, swishing its tail to form a huge black shadow that descended upon him.

"Die!"

The young man showed no fear in his eyes. He stretched out his hand and slapped at the air, revealing an enormous, seven-to-eight丈-long monstrous hand before him.

He easily grasped the serpent's tail. The ghostly serpent was unwilling to be bound and turned its head, opening its mouth wide to release a massive black column of negative energy.

The two were only dozens of丈 apart, so the attack could arrive in an instant. A condensation core stage cultivator might have been able to block it, but they would certainly struggle.

However, Lin Xuan was different. He did not move at all, yet he floated several丈 away in an instant as the black column passed by him.

This speed of movement, though not as swift as the legendary teleportation, was still incredible. It was a secret technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art. With a gesture of his hands, another monstrous hand, also several丈 long, appeared and gripped the ghostly serpent's neck.

Together with the hand that had grabbed the tail, it exerted force, producing an ear-piercing sound as the ghostly serpent was torn into two pieces by its own screams.

A condensation core stage cultivator defeating a ghostly serpent wasn't surprising, but this brutal method stunned both sides of the battle. Human cultivators and the ghostly creatures alike were left speechless, pausing their actions.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate to take advantage. With a wave of his sleeves, several sword qi shot out, piercing through several ghostly devils. The cries of agony turned into a cloud of greenish smoke as these souls from the Netherworld vanished.

This caused the surrounding ghosts to stir, showing fear and slowly retreating.

"Thank you for your assistance."

A clear voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned around to see Chu Zhou, the one controlling the array. Unlike the other scattered cultivators, Chu Family disciples had默契配合. They formed a small sword formation and fought with the ghostly devils all day without taking any losses, even killing two of them.

"It's too late for pleasantries," Lin Xuan glanced at him. "Chu Zhou, gather your fellow daoists and temporarily withdraw three li to resist."

"Three li?" Chu Zhou showed a hint of surprise on his face.

"Yes, although the main array was breached by the enemy, there are countless smaller restrictions in this Yan Chou Valley. The enemy is strong, so we cannot engage them head-on. We just need to buy time and rely on these restrictions for a mobile defense. But be careful when retreating; you must control your movements precisely or else it will turn into a rout," Lin Xuan instructed earnestly.

"Rest assured, Master, I have the situation under control. I won't mess this up." Chu Zhou bowed and promised with confidence.

"That's good." Lin Xuan nodded but said no more. The Chu Family was indeed the top cultivation family in Youzhou; even a Foundation Establishment stage disciple like him could handle such situations calmly. No wonder they were so prosperous, as even famous sects rarely produced such talents.

Time was precious, and after giving his instructions, Lin Xuan vanished without delay. He flashed to another ghostly serpent.

Compared to the ghosts, these monsters caused more harm, and he would deal with them first.

However, mid-flight, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his brows and descended his遁光without warning. At the same time, a red-colored ancient shield flew out from his finger, blocking above him.

Almost simultaneously, a thick black lightning bolt struck down. The red light flashed as it was intercepted by the ancient shield.

Lin Xuan turned his head, but there was nothing within a hundred丈 around. After witnessing his powerful strike on the ghostly serpent, the other ghosts had already scattered like birds and beasts.

"How dare you attack stealthily when you won't show yourself?" Lin Xuan turned to look at the left side, his gaze cold.

"Eh!" A slightly hoarse voice sounded, then thick ghostly mists spread out, soon enveloping a large area around them.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not move to attack.

"How did you detect me? My concealment technique is so subtle that even a condensation core late-stage cultivator's spirit sense cannot penetrate it," the center of the mist revealed a tall black figure. Lin Xuan focused his gaze and saw one of the three great ghost kings, with greenish teeth and wild hair.

"Condensation core late-stage? You are too arrogant. In my view, this is just petty trickery." A look of disdain appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

"A big-headed brat! I do not kill nameless beings. Which sect or school are you from? Tell me your name."

"I am Li Yaotian of the Fire Spirit Gate. What about you?"

"Li Yaotian? Unheard of, never heard of." The ghost king's fierce expression showed surprise. This young man first quickly eliminated the阴煞skeleton and then tore open a ghostly serpent alive. His power far exceeded that of ordinary condensation core stage cultivators, which is why he was personally handling this situation. He originally thought the other party had such formidable powers because they were someone of great renown in the cultivation world but was surprised to find out otherwise.

However, he did not hesitate and said with a snarl: "I am the Ghost Emperor's disciple, Xuanzhen Ghost King."

In the Netherworld realm, these powerful ghostly entities all had their own titles, just like human names. And this Xuanzhen Ghost King was of great importance; he was personally taught by the Ghost Emperor and possessed far more powers than ordinary ghostly creatures of the same rank.

Seeing Lin Xuan's formidable abilities, that was why he was handling it himself.

"Boy, you are unlucky to meet me."

"If we're going to fight, let's just get on with it," Lin Xuan did not want to linger here. The situation was unfavorable for the cultivators, and someone had to take charge. With this thought, he took a deep breath and opened his mouth, spraying out a red-colored bead.

Suddenly, flames burst forth from its surface, transforming into a face-sized fireball with a long tail flame that flew towards him.

Xuanzhen Ghost King's expression changed; he did not expect the other party to attack first. He raised his fist as big as a vinegar jar and slammed it onto his chest. From the ghost king's forehead, another bead the size of a dragon eye shot out.

However, this bead was black with eerie ghostly flames burning on its surface, hurtling towards Lin Xuan at high speed.
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A rumbling sound echoed, and the sky erupted with black and red hues. Fiery spiritual flames intertwined with each other. The Divine Flame Spirit Pearl faced off against the opponent's precious treasure without yielding.

Seeing this, the Ghost King stomped his foot, causing a surge of demonic energy to rise from his body. It transformed into a black tornado, about several dozen feet in diameter, reaching up to the sky and down to the ground, its presence shocking. It whirled towards Lin Xuan with great force.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly, but he did not dodge. Instead, he flicked his sleeve, and the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword shot out, slicing at a spot several feet behind him.

The previously empty space suddenly emitted black smoke, accompanied by an unpleasant stench as howls of pain echoed. The True Ghost King revealed its true form, displaying a mix of shock and anger on its face.

In the next moment, the terrifying demonic energy tornado approached Lin Xuan's chest, only to dissipate mysteriously without any impact.

This was merely an illusion!

"Damn it! How did you see through this?"

"As I have said before, your tricks are nothing but a mere cloud in my eyes. There is no need for you to continue showing off," Lin Xuan sneered, his face filled with disdain.

"You…" The True Ghost King's anger flared as he was about to pounce and fight. However, it seemed like he remembered something and stopped mid-air, the fury on his face gradually fading away.

Seeing that his taunt had failed, Lin Xuan's expression turned serious.

"Boy, your abilities are indeed impressive. But your luck has run out here. The True Ghost King extended its sharp claws, rubbing them together to heal a wound on its shoulder with an incredible speed.

Lin Xuan would not stand idly by. He opened his mouth and expelled a stream of essence qi, which the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword absorbed, causing it to emit a brilliant white light as it slashed fiercely at the ghost.

The Ghost King sneered and raised one claw, releasing two ghost-head flying spears that clashed with Lin Xuan's Immortal Dao sword, still evenly matched.

This situation frustrated Lin Xuan. Although he had not used all his abilities and only employed two treasures, he was maintaining a stalemate despite his efforts.

After all, both the Divine Flame Spirit Pearl and the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword were ancient treasures. The ghost-head flying spears' origins remained unknown, but they showed no signs of weakening either.

Lin Xuan did not know this. Despite his frustration, the True Ghost King was equally enraged. The two treasures it wielded had been given by its mentor, Lord Ghost Tian. They had been nourished with ten-thousand-year-old demonic energy in the Yin Sha Cave for countless years. Ordinary condensation core stage cultivators' treasures would inevitably be tainted by this demonic essence, leading to a significant loss of spiritual power.

However, the two treasures Lin Xuan released seemed unaffected.

The True Ghost King's heart raced as it sniffed the air and detected a primitive aura.

Ancient treasure!

This discovery made the ghost king lick its lips. Condensation core stage cultivators with two ancient treasures were rare indeed. Could this boy have an unsung round infant period elder behind him?

Of course, now was not the time to dwell on the opponent's identity; he must quickly resolve this situation.

After the initial chaos, the cultivators had gradually regained their composure.

Although the main array had been broken, these cunning fellows had set up numerous small restraints. After retreating several miles, they rallied and relied on these arrays to fend off the ghostly creatures' attacks.

The dozen or so ferocious souls in the right wing were particularly successful, decimating human cultivators and pushing them back, leaving them isolated deep within enemy territory.

These ghosts did not act impulsively; their own cultivation levels were formidable. Even the weakest among them was no weaker than late-stage foundation establishment stage cultivators. The saying "the bolder the better" applied to these ghostly entities as well.

With their combined strength and the covering force of ghost soldiers behind them, they could easily handle any concealed array.

However, after encountering such an array, they found themselves not only facing hidden traps but also dozens of cultivators within the array. The retreating opponents turned around to attack, releasing their magical artifacts and spiritual talismans. The outcome was inevitable; they were ambushed, and all the ferocious ghosts were utterly defeated.

Although this loss did not significantly impact the overall situation, it boosted the morale of the cultivators. The stalemate in the battle intensified as a result.

This made the True Ghost King frown deeply. Meanwhile, his two fellow peers were separately engaged by Lady Lan and Wang Peng.

Though these two cultivators' strength was inferior to Lin Xuan's, their opponents—the ghost kings—did not display any remarkable abilities either.

The True Ghost King wanted to break this stalemate but needed to eliminate the obstacle in front of him first.

After a moment’s hesitation, he pulled out an object from his pocket.

Lin Xuan focused on it. It was about the size of a palm and resembled a bone tile.

What kind of treasure was this? Although Lin Xuan was not afraid, he did not take any chances as he reached into his storage bag.

Seeing this, the True Ghost King snarled and raised its claw to activate the bone tile. It spun rapidly and exploded in a black light dome…

A black energy shield materialized and expanded outward.

Almost instantly, it encompassed an area of one hundred feet around them, moving so fast that Lin Xuan did not have time to react.

"What is this…" Inside the energy shield, Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. He felt no discomfort but noticed a much denser aura of阴气 (yīn qì) than before. A gentle breeze brought a chill and an eerie sensation.

Could it be…

Lin Xuan guessed that it was indeed a聚阴罩 (jù yīn zhào).

"In this凝聚阴罩, my abilities will increase by at least fifty percent. Given your daoist lineage, you can only exert about seventy percent of your power here. With the balance shifting in my favor, you have no chance of victory. If you kneel and surrender now, I might spare your life and allow you to reincarnate."

However, Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as a sneer formed on his lips.

A凝聚阴罩 (jù yīn zhào) was indeed such a thing. To kill him, this guy really spared no expense!

The so-called凝聚阴罩 could be found among human cultivators too, but it was more akin to an array than a true treasure. However, it was extremely rare, and few array masters could craft one. These treasures were mostly for personal use and rarely circulated outside.

Lin Xuan had only seen such a treasure in ancient texts; it was called the聚灵罩 (jù líng zhào).
第三百七十五章 食尸鬼

Agglomeration罩. Speaking of its purpose, it was used for cultivation.

As the name suggests, after deploying this罩, one could gather the essence qi from the surroundings, far surpassing the effect of a spirit vein's source.

Inside, cultivation would be twice as effective. Of course, no one would waste such luxury; typically, it was only used when breaking through the yuan barrier.

The so-called Agglomeration of Yin罩 likely worked similarly, but instead gathered阴wind and demonic qi from the surroundings.

Apart from cultivation, using this place to attack naturally greatly enhanced the cultivation level of fiendish souls and ghosts. Conversely, human cultivators would be severely restrained.

With this balance in play, the outcome was no longer much of a mystery.

The Profound Ghost Sovereign had his eyes on this.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he raised his right hand, making a virtual grab with his fingers. A sword qi about the size of an arm shot out and struck the light罩.

However, the light罩 flickered but showed no effect.

"Boy, don't waste your efforts. This Agglomeration of Yin罩 is made from the yin essence of heaven; apart from round embryo cultivators, no one can break it."

His words were not exaggerated. The sword qi Lin Xuan had just released had already tested the strength of this罩, proving its incredible resilience. Since there was no use in wasting his spirit energy, he naturally wouldn't.

From his chest pocket, Lin Xuan pulled out a handful of talismans and rubbed them together, causing red light to flicker. Several crimson fireballs appeared before him, with faint electric sparks within.

These were the lower-grade spells sealed into the spirit talismans beforehand.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the target, and those fireballs immediately flew towards it. The thunderous explosion echoed in his ears as a cloud of flames enveloped the Profound Ghost Sovereign's body.

However, despite the loud explosion, an ancient incantation could be faintly heard from within.

Lin Xuan concentrated his spiritual energy on his eyes and gazed ahead.

Though not a high-level spell, the Spirit Eye术 allowed him to see through dust and fog easily. He wanted to observe the situation first before deciding what divine power to use—acting in silence!

Above the Profound Ghost Sovereign's head floated a black cloth-like treasure. This artifact emitted a霞light; though shaken by the thunder and fire attacks, it remained standing firm. The guy had quite a few treasures indeed, making Lin Xuan feel somewhat at a disadvantage.

Meanwhile, the Profound Ghost Sovereign was not idle. He muttered incomprehensible incantations while his remaining arm waved wildly as if performing an ancient ritual.

The most bizarre change came from that severed arm. In just a short time, it had grown abnormally thick and large. The skin glowed black, and the muscles underneath twitched violently, as if growing madly...

Reaching into his pocket, the Profound Ghost Sovereign took out a small bead about the size of a bean, which he flicked into that strange arm.

The surrounding阴qi and demonic energy began to gather frantically. Then, the arm came alive, transforming into a gaunt figure with sharp fingers.

"Corpse-eater!"

Lin Xuan recognized this creature from many texts.

"You've seen quite a bit. How do you plan to deal with it? This thing was made by me using secret methods; its attributes are identical to those of true corpse-eaters. Hmph…" the Profound Ghost Sovereign sneered.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan's expression remained calm: "If another cultivator were here, they would indeed find this monster troublesome in this Agglomeration罩. But for us…?"

Corpse-eaters were a type of creature from the阴司界 but extremely special ones. In terms of cultivation level, they were roughly at the筑基期.

However, this ghost had one unique trait: an immortal body. Of course, it wasn't truly indestructible; in areas with abundant阴qi, even if cut into pieces or decapitated, it could easily resurrect.

And there was more than enough阴qi in this Agglomeration罩 for a condensation period cultivator to find this opponent extremely troublesome.

Facing the corpse-eater's relentless attacks, he might expose his weaknesses. And beside him was another Profound Ghost Sovereign waiting like a tiger.

But was this really an immortal monster or just a show of strength? Lin Xuan naturally had to test it out.

Extending his index finger and drawing a slash from top to bottom, a massive wind blade about ten feet wide appeared and slashed at the opponent.

The Profound Ghost Sovereign's face showed a mocking expression. The corpse-eater didn't even try to dodge; the wind blade sliced through like cutting tofu, easily splitting it in two.

But the surrounding阴qi instantly flooded into the wound, and the monster recovered as if nothing had happened—exactly like a true corpse-eater with an indestructible attribute.

"Boy, how about this? Considering you're a ghost cultivator, I'll give you a path to surrender. You can keep your life," the Profound Ghost Sovereign's voice was filled with doubt: "Just put one strand of your soul into this Restriction Soul bead."

Lin Xuan scoffed at this proposal and shot out a sword qi that shattered the so-called Restriction Soul bead.

"You don't know when to take the easy way, boy," the Profound Ghost Sovereign roared in anger. He summoned the corpse-eater to attack.

But his body suddenly paused as he struck his waist's spirit ghost bag. Black lights flashed, and several iron-armor-clothed monsters appeared.

Though they looked similar to humans, their skin was pale white, exuding a heart-stopping stench of decay.

Iron Armor Skeletons!

These were the skeletons Lin Xuan had animated in an ancient evil cultivator's secret cave, freshly consecrated just before this battle. Preparing multiple fallback options turned out to be useful now; otherwise, he would have found dealing with the corpse-eater quite troublesome.

"You control the dead!"

The Profound Ghost Sovereign's arrogance plummeted as he looked at the Iron Armor Skeletons. He showed a hint of depression in his eyes.

All things are interdependent and mutually restrictive, even for阴魂鬼物. Corpse-eaters could regenerate in areas with abundant阴qi but were not without enemies.

This monster feared zombie poison most; once killed by it, even an immortal body couldn't resurrect.

Seeing the Iron Armor Skeletons summoned, the Profound Ghost Sovereign's depression was understandable.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan activated his divine sense, and the skeletons immediately roared in unison. Even without their master's control, they showed extremely agitated expressions upon sensing the corpse-eater's aura; these two monsters were natural enemies.

With this command, the zombies instantly spewed zombie poison as they charged forward.

The disparity in numbers meant the corpse-eaters couldn't hold out against the overwhelming force and soon disintegrated into fragments. The Profound Ghost Sovereign's body was already corroded by the poison, making it impossible to resurrect with阴qi.

After meticulous planning, the Profound Ghost Sovereign had lost a limb for nothing.

Furious, he opened his mouth and shot out a dark red beam of light.

Don't underestimate this attack; though seemingly unremarkable, it contained true essence accumulated over years. Each time such a beam was released, his cultivation level would decrease slightly.

This could be considered a self-destructive divine power that the Profound Ghost Sovereign wouldn't use unless absolutely necessary. But at this stage, he couldn't afford to hold back.

As the direct disciple of the Ghost Emperor, he had always been an object of reverence among fiendish souls in his peer group. Killing a condensation period cultivator should have been easy, but all his methods were countered by the other party.

Who was this boy? The Profound Ghost Sovereign no longer had any arrogance and had to resort to his ultimate secret weapon.
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That silent light pillar was unremarkable, but Lin Xuan's divine consciousness swept over it and his expression changed dramatically. Without hesitation, he flicked a finger, and the ancient red shield appeared before him with a whoosh.

The light flashed, transforming the shield into a layer of crimson protection. Golden runes swirled around its surface, making it look exceptionally beautiful.

"Pfft."

The light pillar struck it, causing the runes to flash continuously but failed to harm Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan nodded. This item was indeed an ancient treasure of top-notch quality. Its defensive power far surpassed that of the Idle Fan by several times.

However, the Profound True Demon King's face turned ashen with a look of depression and frustration. He had even used his self-destructive technique but still couldn't break through Lin Xuan's defense. The gap in their strength was too great; there was no need to continue fighting anymore!

But he didn't retreat. Instead, a determined glint appeared in his eyes.

He reached into his robe and took out a wooden rectangular box. When the lid opened, a peculiar-looking spirit herb lay inside.

The herb was about a foot long, as thick as an arm, somewhat resembling ginseng but entirely black. More bizarrely, on its stem, there was a ghost face the size of a thumbnail, although small, it had every detail—eyes, ears, mouth, and nose—exquisitely rendered, making it look extremely fierce.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised upon seeing this item. As the young master of Spirit Herb Mountain, his knowledge of herbs was vast, comparable to that of his mentor, Immortal Tongyu. Yet he had never seen such a thing before. Was it from the ghost realm?

What purpose did the other party have in bringing it out?

Lin Xuan's mind stirred as he vaguely guessed what might be happening but hesitated to act immediately.

Meanwhile, the Profound True Demon King had already brought this strange herb close to his mouth. After consuming this Yuluo Ginseng, he would die within a short while, but his cultivation level would skyrocket several times over in that brief period. Eliminating the opponent was merely a matter of lifting a finger.

As a direct disciple of His Imperial Majesty Ghost Emperor, how could he bear the shame of losing to an early-stage Core Condensation cultivator? Even if it meant losing his soul and body, he had to take down the opponent with him.

"Brother True Profound, no need for us both to die. Sister will help you defeat this guy."

A clear and pleasant voice entered his ears as a beautiful young woman appeared not far away.

Although she looked like an ordinary human female cultivator from afar, upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan realized that she had no实体, her entire body exuding a sinister aura of the ghost realm.

This woman was also a soul entity and had reached the level of Demon King.

"You are?" The Profound True Demon King's face showed surprise.

"I am Lin Yue'er, under His Imperial Majesty Ghost Emperor."

"Lin Yue'er?"

The Profound True Demon King was taken aback. He had never heard this name before, but he didn't doubt it. Although some ghosts were forced to sign servitude contracts with cultivators and become their servants, a mere early-stage Core Condensation cultivator couldn't possibly have a Demon King-level servant.

"Thank you for your support."

"You're welcome."

Lin Yue'er extended her small hand, clapping her palms together lightly, revealing a tiny magical banner. With a gentle wave, countless demon souls emerged from it with eerie howls.

"Quickly!"

Moon'er pointed at the creature, and several whizzing sounds echoed as all the soul beasts converged into one entity, transforming into an enormous ghost towering over several meters tall, wielding a massive cleaver.

The Profound True Demon King was taken aback but quickly showed signs of joy. With his keen eyesight, he recognized that this treasure was extraordinary and immediately stowed away the Yuluo Ginseng in his robe. With Moon'er's help, they had a good chance to defeat the cultivator before them, so there was no need for further combat.

With a cruel smile, the Profound True Demon King raised his claws, releasing another ghost head fork as he opened his mouth and spat out grayish-black ghost fire that flickered on the fork.

Lin Xuan's brow furrowed. With his left hand, he produced an emerald green jade flute, precisely the soul beast treasure, more powerful than ordinary ancient treasures.

"Go!"

Seeing the fork encased in grayish-black demon fire heading towards him, Lin Xuan commanded his jade flute with a light snap of his fingers. The treasure transformed into a green beam and clashed with the fork.

Although the ghost king's treasure was formidable, it clearly fell short compared to the soul beast treasure. Soon, it was forced to retreat.

"Brother, don't worry; I'll help you," Moon'er said as she directed the gathered soul beasts into the form of an enormous ghost that charged at the Profound True Demon King from behind.

In a blink, the ghost arrived behind the Profound True Demon King. As they were companions, the demon king had no defenses and was caught off guard by the sudden wind noise. Before he could react, his neck felt cold as the green-faced ghost head shot up into the air.

Unlike cultivators, the life of ferocious souls and fierce spirits was much harder to end; even with their heads cut off, they didn't die immediately. Their eyes bulged with intense hatred as they stared at the beautiful young woman.

Their gaze was like sharp swords, but Moon'er paid no mind. She opened her mouth and spat out a greenish-black ghost fire of her own.

"Boom!" The Profound True Demon King's remains were enveloped in the blast, turning to ashes within moments.

"Not bad."

"You flatter me," Moon'er said as she retracted the ghost head into a beam of white light that flew into Lin Xuan's sleeve.

This guy was indeed formidable. Although Lin Xuan didn't know what item the other party had brought out last, his desperate expression was clear. Force wasn't enough; intelligence was key. Lin Xuan had Moon'er carry out a feint, and it worked perfectly.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, sending a white light arc to retrieve all the treasures he had released. With his divine awareness, the Iron Armor Corpse obediently returned to the Spirit Ghost Bag.

In the sky filled with dark energy, several unclaimed items remained: one was the demon flame black pearl facing off against the Divine Fire Sacred Pearl, and two ghost head forks. Lin Xuan wouldn't waste them; he carefully stored them away. These treasures were powerful enough for Moon'er to use if needed.

The last item in the wooden box was the ghost-faced strange ginseng. Although Lin Xuan didn't know its origin or whether it might be highly toxic, he hesitated before deciding not to destroy it. He would store it and check the records later.

After completing all this, Lin Xuan finally had the energy to survey the battlefield.

The gathering of dark energy was originally a shared consciousness between him and the Profound True Demon King. With his defeat, the shield naturally broke, dissipating the gathered dark energy in all directions.

Light beams pierced through the sky as cultivators fought with ghosts. Overall, the cultivators were slightly at a disadvantage since the restrictions were merely simple arrays that could only cause some trouble for the ghosts but had limited effect once they calmed down.
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The situation was decidedly unfavorable, but Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy as he had not expected such an outcome. His gaze swept across the battlefield and quickly zeroed in on a particularly intense conflict about several miles to his left.

Although the area was already a chaotic mess with both cultivators and evil spirits engaged in fierce combat, the battle he observed seemed the most intense. In the sky, a brilliantly colored phoenix clashed with an enormous, horned demon that towered over it.

Flashes of light intermingled as each attack sent ripples through the surrounding air. Amidst the flickering light, Lin Xuan recognized a familiar figure—a woman named Lady Lan, her eyes like a phoenix and lips like cherry blossoms, with a robust physique.

Lady Lan was indeed a formidable expert from One-Line Canyon. Despite facing difficulties against the Yin Qi Skeleton earlier, she now faced a demon king of the same rank without any disadvantage.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before transforming into a streak of light and flying towards Lady Lan. As the saying goes, one should strike at the head to subdue an enemy; he aimed to eliminate the other two demon kings first, making this battle a certainty.

He wondered if the evil spirits had underestimated the lone human cultivator or if their strength was overestimated. Regardless, with the current situation, victory seemed possible, and any delay would be unnecessary.

Lin Xuan felt a sense of relief as he approached closer. Without further ado, he cast his flying sword, the Drifting Snowfall Sword…

Half an hour later:

"Thank you for your assistance, Fellow Daoist," Lady Lan said with a bow, her face showing signs of respect. "Indeed, I did not expect Master Wang to be so young yet so proficient in cultivation. The Fire Spirit Sect has produced such a talent; its future is bright."

Lin Xuan sneered inwardly. The Fire Spirit Sect? Li Yaotian had long since passed on to the netherworld, and this fallen sect was likely destined for dissolution.

After casting his treasure, he teamed up with Lady Lan to easily defeat the tall demon king. They then rescued Wang Peng from another condensation core stage cultivator, ensuring that the last remaining demon king met a similar fate.

These were merely ordinary demonic spirits without special abilities; they paled in comparison to the formidable True Yin Demon King. Thus, Lin Xuan did not exert much effort.

With a casual smile, he continued, "Alright, no need for formalities. As fellow humans, we should support each other against these evil souls. Let's focus on dealing with those lesser demons."

"Agreed," both agreed without hesitation and joined the battle.

Despite their small numbers, as condensation core stage cultivators, they easily overpowered the low-ranking demonic spirits. However, contrary to Lin Xuan’s expectations, even after the demon king was eliminated, the remaining evil souls did not retreat but fought with unyielding determination.

Victory seemed unlikely.

Lin Xuan remained calm and manipulated the Cosmic Fire Divine珠 into a massive fire cloud, trapping several base foundation stage demons within its confines. These spirits lacked physical forms, yet their illusory images were terrifying in their diversity. Despite their ferocity, they showed fear when faced with the attacks of the Cosmic Fire Divine珠. They fought desperately to defend themselves using their spiritual artifacts.

The spirit weapons used by these demonic creatures differed from those of human cultivators—mostly skeletal heads, soul banners, and sharp claws. These items were peculiar and useless to most people unless one could melt them down for materials or trade for crystals.

Nevertheless, with Lin Xuan's current status and power, such trinkets held no appeal. Without bothering to collect them, he used the Cosmic Fire Divine珠 to reduce them to ashes.

With a surge of his cultivation force, the fire cloud compressed towards the center, causing the demons to panic but still fight desperately. Lin Xuan grunted, his gaze cold as he burned the spirits into smoke with his spiritual energy.

Using his divine sense, he surveyed the surroundings and saw that Lady Lan and Wang Peng were also dealing effectively with the evil souls. With their addition, the unfavorable situation began to improve.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy and was about to move towards another group when suddenly, sensing something, he turned his head towards the southwest. This direction was where Yan Chou Valley stood, defended by cultivators led by Chu Tianshu.

The strongest defensive force was there, but a loud explosion caught his attention. A half-circular light bubble appeared in the distance and quickly dissipated, replaced by a massive mushroom cloud rising into the sky.

The entire landscape's spiritual energy began to oscillate wildly, causing the ground to tremble and crack…

The battlefield fell silent as both cultivators and evil souls ceased their fighting, all faces showing shock.

Almost immediately, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and fled. At the center of this streak was an unremarkable-looking young man—Lin Xuan!

His face was pale with no trace of color. He had his reasons for acting thusly. The explosion was too shocking, but what truly frightened him was that he sensed a familiar divine consciousness in the midst of it.

Heavenly Emperor Ghost!

An old monster he once met briefly. His cultivation level was not inferior to that of a human round embryo cultivator.

Although this ghost emperor had just ascended, he could not be easily defeated by Lin Xuan and his companions. Thus, upon recognizing him, Lin Xuan immediately fled without hesitation.

However, as the ghost emperor, there was no need for him to intervene in dealing with lone cultivators.

Was it due to some other reason or simply bad luck? Lin Xuan did not care enough to ponder further. If he were caught, his formidable abilities and treasures would be useless against such a significant cultivation gap.

Lin Xuan did not rest as he raced nearly a hundred miles before stopping to consume a medicinal pill and recharge his spiritual energy with crystals. He believed that even the ghost emperor's divine consciousness could not locate him at this distance, especially if he was unaware of any survivors.

Still, for safety’s sake, Lin Xuan set up a禁制 around himself to suppress the surrounding spiritual energy.

Thus, he cautiously waited for two days before emerging from his hiding place.
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Unknown how the battle in Yan Chou Valley ended, but Lin Xuan naturally dared not go to check on it. If Heavenly Ghost Emperor hadn't left, wouldn't he be walking into a trap?

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder from his pocket.

Inside was a map of this region and the location of ancient teleportation arrays marked on it.

Originally, that had been their way to leave here and return to the heart of Youzhou. But whether or not they should go there still needed to be considered.

Regardless of why Heavenly Ghost Emperor came here, most cultivators in Yan Chou Valley would likely meet a grim fate; perhaps only one or two lucky ones could escape as he did.

Ghostly spirits wouldn't leave any captives behind.

But what Lin Xuan was most worried about was that some Core Formation Stage cultivators might have been subjected to soul probing by the Ghost Emperor. In ancient times, both sides often resorted to such tactics when gathering intelligence.

If so, the other side must already know about the ancient teleportation array. Going there would be risky.

However, compared to crossing through the ghostly army's blockade, taking the path through Ghost Luo City was safer.

Although ghosts might have set traps, as long as he was careful, he wouldn't likely be discovered. If there were no opportunities for teleportation, he could always find another way. In any case, he decided to take a look first.

Lin Xuan didn't fly very fast; his divine sense was fully open to avoid running into ghostly fiends head-on.

Indeed, it was extremely frustrating. After forming his golden core, he had already been considered a high-stage cultivator, but this trip ended in disaster. He still hadn't escaped danger now.

Lin Xuan's caution wasn't in vain; on the way, he encountered several ghosts, none of which were particularly formidable. With Lin Xuan's divine sense, he could detect them first and hide accordingly.

Although his cultivation level was sufficient to defeat them, Lin Xuan didn’t want to draw more trouble by fighting.

Thus, what should have been a one-day journey took him nearly twice as long before he finally arrived at the destination.

---

The distance from here to the ancient teleportation array was about twenty miles. The number of encounters with ghosts had significantly increased. Sure enough, they had set a trap here.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t know the specifics, it was clear that proceeding further would be extremely dangerous. He found a secluded spot as his temporary base, resting and recovering his mana while gathering information.

"Master, let me go!" Yue'er came out of his sleeve on her own.

"You!!" A hint of hesitation flashed across Lin Xuan's face.

"I won't worry you, Master. I'm also a ghostly body, so it should be easy for me to sneak in and gather intelligence."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded; he wasn’t one to dawdle. Yue'er’s words made sense: "If that’s the case, take care."

"Don't worry, I know what to do," the girl said as she transformed into a gentle breeze.

"Wait."

"Why?"

"Take these with you."

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out several treasures from Xuanzhen Ghost King. Yue'er already had the Soul Flag, which was formidable, but having more treasures would be beneficial in case of danger.

After Yue'er left, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and meditated.

Time passed slowly. When he first arrived, it was evening; the sun hadn’t set yet. By mid-night, Yue'er still hadn't returned.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t anxious. He had a master-servant blood pact with her, so even if they were beyond a certain distance, their mental connection would be severed. However, if Yue'er truly encountered danger, he would receive some warning. As the girl said, as a ghost, she should be hard to detect unless extremely unlucky.

As a cultivator, he had patience. Another half an hour passed before a sweet fragrance wafted into his nose; Yue'er was in front of him.

The little girl looked excited, having gathered good news.

"Master!"

"You’ve worked hard. Rest for a while and sit down to tell me what happened?" Lin Xuan smiled warmly, showing great concern.

---

"The teleportation array is ready."

"Ready." Lin Xuan was overjoyed; he feared the other side might destroy it and trap him like a fish in a pot. With the array intact, there would be a loophole.

However, why didn’t they destroy it? Why leave it behind? The purpose was intriguing.

If his guess was correct, it must have a significant use.

According to Lin Xuan’s knowledge, this area's terrain was very peculiar; from the ghostly valley, only one extremely narrow gap led into Youzhou. That gap had been fortified by cultivators as a watch post for the ghostly valley. If any unusual activity occurred, it would instantly become a formidable defense line.

Apart from that path, there were no other ways to enter the heart of Youzhou.

The ghosts had been biding their time and hadn’t given up on building a teleportation array. However, such long-distance transmission required extremely high standards for the array; while possible in ancient times, it was now lost.

This development must have made the ghosts ecstatic.

Lin Xuan speculated that there were several key points here, guessing correctly but not delving deeper. With his current situation, he couldn’t afford to be a savior; his priority was to find a way back.

However, if the other side had significant uses for this array, its guards would likely be very strict. A gloomy cloud appeared on Lin Xuan’s brow.

"Master, don't worry. Yue'er has already gathered information and is sure there's a way in."

"Oh, tell me," Lin Xuan showed interest; he knew Yue'er well enough to know she wouldn’t act without substantial confidence.

"There are many ghost cultivators here besides the ghosts and fiends."

"Ghost cultivators? Could they be from Seven Extremes Heaven?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly recovered, showing great surprise. Although Seven Extremes Heaven was a ghostly organization established and controlled by ghosts, it had members on both sides over the years. If not for their warnings, the ghost city might have already fallen.

The major ghost emperors were furious about this and launched a cleansing operation against Seven Extremes Heaven. However, even with that, some members still harbored ill intentions, so the ghost cultivators in Seven Extremes Heaven were divided into several levels; only a few high-ranking ones could fully trust them.
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Unknown how the battle at Yan Chou Valley ended, but Lin Xuan naturally dared not go to investigate. If Heavenly Ghost Emperor hadn't left, wouldn’t he be walking into a trap himself?

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder from his pocket.

Inside was a map of this region and marked the location of ancient teleportation arrays.

Originally, it had been their hope to leave here and return to the core area of Youzhou. But whether or not they should go there still needed consideration.

Regardless of why Heavenly Ghost Emperor came here, the Yan Chou Valley cultivators were likely in great danger; most probably already perished, with only a few lucky ones managing to escape as smoothly as he did.

Ghostly spirits wouldn’t leave any captives behind.

But what worried Lin Xuan the most was that some Core Formation Stage cultivators might have been subjected to soul probing by the Ghost Emperor. In ancient times, both sides often resorted to such methods when gathering intelligence.

If so, the ancient teleportation array would already be known to the other party. Going there wouldn’t be safe at all.

However, compared to crossing through the ghostly army's blockade, taking the path through Ghost Luo City was naturally safer.

Although it might have traps set by ghosts, as long as he remained cautious, he shouldn't attract any more trouble. If no opportunity for teleportation arose, he could always think of another way. In any case, he had to go and check first.

Lin Xuan didn’t fly very fast; his divine sense was fully open, on alert for any ghostly fiends that might come across him.

Indeed, it was extremely frustrating. After forming a Golden Core, he was already considered a high-stage cultivator, but this trip ended in utter failure. He still wasn't out of danger now.

Lin Xuan’s caution hadn’t been in vain. On his journey, he encountered several ghostly spirits, all of whom weren’t particularly formidable. With Lin Xuan's divine sense, they were detected and hidden before any conflict could arise.

Although his cultivation level was sufficient to deal with them, Lin Xuan didn’t want the noise from a fight to attract more trouble.

Thus, what should have been a one-day journey took him nearly twice as long before he finally arrived at his destination.

About twenty miles remained until the ancient teleportation array. The number of ghostly spirits encountered significantly increased. Indeed, traps had already been set here.

Though he didn’t know the exact details, it was clear that proceeding further would be extremely dangerous. Lin Xuan found a hidden spot as a temporary base to rest and recover his mana while gathering information.

"Master, let me go!" Yue'er came out of his sleeve on her own.

"You!!" A hint of hesitation flashed across Lin Xuan's face.

"Master, you needn’t worry. I am also a ghostly spirit body; sneaking in to gather intelligence should be easy," she said.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. He wasn't one to dawdle. Yue'er’s words made sense: "If that’s the case, take care."

"Don't worry, I know what to do," the girl replied as her figure turned into a gentle breeze.

"Wait!"

"Why?"

"Take these with you."

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out several treasures from Xuanzheng Ghost King. Even though Yue'er already had the Soul Flag, more magical items were always better; even if trouble arose, he would have an extra means of survival.

After Yue'er left, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and meditated.

Time passed slowly as he had only just arrived when it was still evening, with the sun not yet setting. By the time the moon reached its zenith, Yue'er still hadn’t returned.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t anxious; they were bound by a master-servant blood pact. Though their mental connection might be severed over a certain distance, if Yue'er really encountered danger, he would receive some warning. As the girl had said, as a ghostly spirit, unless extremely unlucky, she shouldn’t be easily detected.

As a cultivator, he naturally had patience. Another half an hour passed before a fragrant breeze wafted into his nose; Yue'er was in front of him.

The little girl’s face was filled with excitement, having gathered good news.

"Master!"

"You’ve worked hard. Rest for a while and sit down to tell me what happened?" Lin Xuan smiled gently, showing great concern.

"Yes, Master! The teleportation array has been repaired."

"Repaired!" Lin Xuan was delighted. He feared the other party might have destroyed it, leaving him trapped like a fish in a pot. With the array intact, there would be a loophole to exploit.

But why didn’t they destroy it? Instead, they left it behind; this made their purpose all the more intriguing.

If his guess was correct, there must be some significant use for it.

As far as Lin Xuan knew, the terrain in this area was extremely peculiar. From the ghostly valley into Youzhou’s core region, there was only a very narrow gap, which had been fortified by cultivators.

Ghost Luo City was used to monitor the ghostly valley; if any unusual activity occurred, it would instantly become a formidable defense line.

Apart from that, no other path could lead deep into Youzhou's core region.

The ghosts had bided their time and hadn’t given up on building a teleportation array. However, such long-distance transmission over tens of thousands of miles required extremely high standards for the array; while it might have existed in ancient times, it was long lost now.

This discovery must be causing great joy to the ghostly spirits.

Lin Xuan’s guess about the situation was accurate but he didn’t delve deeper. With his current state, he couldn’t afford to think of being a savior. His priority was to find a way back home first.

However, if it had such significant use, the other party must have kept strict watch over the array. A dark cloud appeared on Lin Xuan’s brow.

"Master, you needn’t worry; I’ve already found out that there's definitely a way to sneak in."

"Oh, tell me," Lin Xuan showed interest on his face. He knew Yue'er well enough to know she wouldn’t make such a move without good reason.

"There are not only ghostly spirits here but also many ghost cultivators," she said.

"Ghost cultivators? Could they be from the Seven Extremes Heaven?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, but quickly recovered and expressed great surprise. Although Seven Extremes Heaven was established and controlled by ghosts, it had been passed down for so long that many members stood on the side of humans. If not for their warnings, the ghostly city might have fallen much earlier.

The major Ghost Emperors were naturally furious about this and launched a cleansing operation against Seven Extremes Heaven. However, even after such an effort, some members remained with ulterior motives, so the ghost cultivators were divided into several levels; only the few high-ranking ones could fully trust them.
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"Hmm," the stout and short cultivator nodded. "But this is just one of the reasons."

"One reason? Could it be that Master has other intentions?" The tall and thin cultivator's expression showed surprise.

"Yes, you could say so. Younger Brother, as you know, Master reached the peak of the Condensation Core stage a long time ago, but in these hundred years, he hasn't made any progress. He's been stuck at the False婴境界 for quite some time now, and his remaining lifespan is not much."

Even cultivators have limited lifespans. A cultivator at the Condensation Core stage usually lives around four or five hundred years. Even with excellent cultivation techniques, they rarely exceed six hundred years.

However, their Master was once a peer of the Extreme Demon Sovereign, so he must be quite old. Although his innate talent is outstanding and he has a Holy Spirit Root that most cultivators dream about, even during his Condensation Core stage, it didn't take much effort. But breaking through to the True婴 realm was another matter entirely.

He had failed several times in total, with only three decades left until his time came. Without any special opportunities, there would eventually be no other choice but to pass away.

"Master often says that his death is not a big deal, but he can't take revenge on his enemies; this is one of the biggest regrets in his life."

"Senior Brother, if you say so, did Master join the Seven Extremes Heaven because he discovered something that could help him break through and form an infant spirit?" Although the tall and thin cultivator was impatient by nature, he was very smart and quickly grasped the key point. He asked with a hint of skepticism.

"Don't worry; I haven't finished yet," the stout cultivator glared at his companion. "Of course it has its uses, as can be inferred from its name."

"Name? Revive Spring. Could it increase our lifespan?"

"Not bad, you guessed it right on your first try." The stout cultivator's face showed a hint of approval. "According to Master, this Revive Spring is an incredible medicinal herb. Each cultivator can only take it once in their lifetime, and the effects vary."

"Effects vary?"

"Yes. After consuming it, one's lifespan will increase by between 100 and 300 years randomly. The exact amount depends on chance and has nothing to do with one's cultivation level or innate talent," said the stout cultivator with a strange expression.

"You know, Master mentioned that although he failed three times in breaking through to the True婴 realm, he gained valuable experience. His magical power is far purer than most False婴 cultivators. Given another hundred years, forming an infant spirit would have at least a 90% chance of success. Unfortunately, his lifespan was not enough."

"Ah, even if one's luck is bad and only gains 100 more years, Master could still advance to the True婴 realm smoothly."

The tall and thin cultivator finally understood the situation. He said thoughtfully.

"Yes, that's the idea."

Has Master obtained the Revive Spring formula?

"Why ask? If we already had it, why would we stay here? It’s said that this formula is in the hands of the Great Elder of Seven Extremes Heaven," the stout cultivator sighed.

"Great Elder?" The tall and thin cultivator's eyes darted. He rubbed his chin. "Younger Brother heard some rumors. They say the Great Elder behind Seven Extremes Heaven is also a human ghost cultivator at the True婴 realm. Is it true?"

"Yes, if not for this creature’s incredible strength, Master would have stolen it openly or secretly. But we can't act rashly now. So, Younger Brother, let's not reveal any weaknesses to protect our master's interests and gain more merit."

"I understand, but the thought of serving these ghosts..."

"Small-mindedness ruins great plans," the stout cultivator urged earnestly. "Master has done so much for us; we must endure for his sake."

"Don't worry, I'll just vent my frustrations privately. I know what to do and won't mess up our master's affairs."

"That’s good."

The two then continued their conversation about trivial matters.

Seeing no more useful information, Lin Xuan slowly revealed himself from hiding. Just as he was about to act, his brow suddenly twitched as if sensing something. He moved slightly and appeared in front of another stone house a dozen paces away.

Inside the stone house, there was also a ghost cultivator at the Foundation Establishment stage sitting cross-legged on a cushion.

Lin Xuan transformed into an ethereal figure and entered the stone house.

"Who's there?"

The ghost cultivator had a strong spiritual sense and reacted quickly. Unfortunately, it was too late. A red light flashed around his neck, severing his head from his body.

With Lin Xuan's current abilities, killing a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator was as easy as lifting a finger. He fired a fireball at the corpse, reducing it to ashes.

A green light ball about the size of a fist appeared in the flames and quickly fled towards the door.

"Still want to run?"

Lin Xuan sneered and stretched out his hand, grasping the light ball. It was the ghost cultivator's soul.

"Bad luck to meet me," Lin Xuan said indifferently before suppressing the other's struggle with a Soul Search technique.

After a moment, he obtained the information he wanted and extinguished the ghost's soul with his fingers.

Since those two cultivators were not genuine defectors, Lin Xuan found a replacement. The person who had just been killed was truly deserving of punishment as a loyalist to Seven Extremes Heaven.

From this person's memories, Lin Xuan gained valuable information. His name was Yi Hu, and he was both a ghost cultivator and knowledgeable in阵法.

Discovering the ancient teleportation array here made the Four Ghost Emperors extremely happy. They immediately thought of sending a special force to hide deep within Youzhou to launch a surprise attack from behind. This would definitely be effective.

However, this array was too small, capable of transporting only one person at a time. Transporting many ghosts wouldn't be feasible. But that didn't matter; using it as a base, they could build a larger array for multiple transports.

The crystal iron mother in the stone house served as an expansion material.

Since ghost cultivators were unfamiliar with human teleportation arrays, some Seven Extremes Heaven cultivators were selected to complete this work.

This was one of them.

After receiving these intelligence reports, Lin Xuan was delighted. He had been worried about the valley's defenses being too tight, even with his concealment techniques and Mo'er leading the way. Since this person had the task of repairing and expanding the array, he could enter.

For Lin Xuan to impersonate him would be a piece of cake. With his Heaven Devil Corpse Transformation Technique, he could easily fool a Foundation Establishment stage ghost cultivator even with his Condensation Core level strength.

However, the duration of this secret technique was limited, so he needed to act quickly.

The Four Ghost Emperors were urging the expansion of the teleportation array, so the Seven Extremes Heaven cultivators worked day and night.

Lin Xuan rested in the stone house for a while until the moon reached its zenith, signaling near the shift change. He stood up, took a hidden spirit pill, and transformed into Yi Hu's appearance using his Devilish Corpse Transformation Technique.

Just as he finished everything, a sound transmission talisman flew into the room.

Without needing to read it with his spiritual sense, Lin Xuan knew they were urging him to repair the array in the valley. He smirked and changed his demeanor to resemble Yi Hu closely.

Each cultivator's magical power fluctuation is unique. However, with his powerful spiritual sense and cultivation level, simulating a Foundation Establishment stage ghost cultivator was easy for Lin Xuan.
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The Demonic Heaven Mimicry Technique truly proved its magic. No one noticed that Easy Tiger had been replaced.

Although he encountered a few familiar ghost cultivators on the way, Lin Xuan managed to handle them without any major issues. After all, he had already accessed this unfortunate individual's memories.

After half an incense stick, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the valley. The surroundings were steep cliffs and sheer walls, but there was a spacious open area in the middle, about several miles wide. At the center of this area stood a high platform, which likely contained the teleportation array.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to inspect it briefly. Sure enough, the information from Moon's intelligence was correct. The teleportation array was small, with a diameter of only one meter and had aged considerably over time, appearing quite dilapidated. However, Lin Xuan was delighted to find that the damaged parts had been carefully repaired. Several light blue earth attribute crystal stones were embedded in its blind spots.

This indicated that the array had already undergone adjustments; it could be used immediately once the correct spell was inserted.

Below the high platform was an incomplete array. Compared to the ancient teleportation array, this simpler one covered a much wider area—over a hundred meters in diameter.

Nearby, there were piles of materials like iron mother crystals and jade, with several ghost cultivators busy repairing them.

Looking at the large array before him, Lin Xuan's eyebrows slightly raised. With its size, it could simultaneously transport thousands of people without any problem.

Apart from the ghost cultivators repairing the array, numerous yin souls were also wandering around, serving as both guards and watchers. There were dozens of these yin souls, including two ghost kings.

Even with just a slight release of his divine sense, Lin Xuan understood everything happening in the valley. The other enemies posed no significant threat; it was those two ghost kings that were troublesome. As long as he could eliminate them, there would be no difficulty in teleporting out.

While silently contemplating this, Lin Xuan began to repair the array like the other ghost cultivators. He had studied the璇玑心得 a bit, though only superficially due to time constraints. However, repairing such simple arrays was relatively easy.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush; he waited for the best opportunity to act.

However, the yin souls were extremely cunning and highly alert. Lin Xuan couldn't find an opening until nearly an hour had passed. His brow furrowed as time continued to pass. If he didn’t act soon, the Demonic Heaven Mimicry Technique would become ineffective.

As they say, you can’t catch a wolf without risking your child. It seemed some risks were inevitable.

Just as one yin soul approached him for patrol, Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce. He exhaled a grayish sword light that pierced through the ghost’s chest. Then, he quickly flew towards the high platform...

At the same time, he flipped his hand and pulled out numerous talismans. Without any wind, countless ice needles and flames erupted—these were ordinary human-grade talismans with limited killing power but enough to create some chaos.

"Traitors!"

"Quickly, defend the high platform."

A strong gust of wind accompanied by eerie ghost cries filled the air as these yin souls and ghost creatures immediately rushed towards the ancient teleportation array on the high platform.

For them, protecting this ancient array was their top priority; they needed to prevent it from being destroyed.

Even the two ghost kings took similar actions.

Speaking of these two ghost kings, they had also ingested凝聚魄丹, giving them实体. However, unlike the few in Yan Chou Valley, they did not transform into strange shapes but appeared like true humans.

One was an elderly man with white hair and a beard, while the other looked like a middle-aged壮汉. Despite their ghostly aura, it revealed that they were yin souls.

The ghost king who resembled the old man had the deepest cultivation; he moved swiftly to the edge of the high platform. However, upon looking around, there was no sign of the traitor. His expression darkened.

"Don't worry, he won’t escape."

A soft and melodious voice came from the wind. Then, Lin Xuan saw a beautiful young woman's figure. This yin soul girl had deeper cultivation than him.

"Who are you?"

The old man’s face showed surprise. Clearly, only two ghost kings were on duty in this valley; how did another one appear?

"I am a newly admitted disciple of the Heavenly King of Ghosts, and my mentor heard about the incident here, so I came to check."

"What? The Emperor of Ghosts is already aware?" The old man was shocked. He didn’t expect that this situation was completely unreasonable. No matter how powerful the Emperor of Ghosts might be, he couldn't predict the future.

But Moon had already approached silently and unnoticed by the old man. It wasn’t expecting an attack from a ghost king, especially one as respected as a yin soul.

However, an unexpected turn of events occurred. Moon acted without warning. A black light flashed, and a thin sword pierced through its opponent.

Then, with a snap of her fingers, greenish-black yin fire danced on her delicate white palms, enveloping the severely injured ghost king's body.

In the yin fire, the old man let out an extremely painful cry filled with hatred. However, even if he tried to use any supernatural abilities, it was too late. Moon took out the Beast Soul Banner...

With its severe injuries, it had no chance of recovery and soon disintegrated into nothingness. The remaining soul energy was absorbed by the demonic banner.

The surrounding yin souls were stunned. With two ghost kings fighting each other, they didn't know what to do or how to proceed.

On the other side, Lin Xuan also ended his battle. He eliminated the ghost king that resembled a middle-aged壮汉. Although the opponent had formidable abilities, Lin Xuan could have won in a one-on-one fight but would have needed more effort. However, he first created chaos and then used his secret technique to hide his form and attack from the side.

Fortunately for him, he also held碧鳞针, a flying needle-type treasure. Even without considering its power, it was perfect for attacking yin souls. Coupled with good luck, he succeeded on his first strike.

Taking advantage of the opponent's injuries, Lin Xuan summoned the Floating Cloud Snowfall Sword and Soul Mirror, using them to quickly eliminate the ghost king.

Now, although there were still dozens of fierce spirits and ghost cultivators left in the valley, their most formidable ones were only at the foundation stage.

Without a leader, these yin souls and ghost cultivators became panic-stricken. Some cleverer ones tried to escape. Lin Xuan sneered; he wouldn’t let them go for help.

With a wave of his sleeve, several colorful array flags flew out. After a few puffs, the extremely evil spirit array enveloped the entire valley. Lin Xuan was prepared to trap these enemies like fish in a pot.

Although teleportation was simple, there was one condition: it couldn’t be interrupted during the journey, or space would distort. At that point, not only would he, a mere condensation of essence cultivator, die; even an old monster at the core stage would perish. Therefore, he first cleared all the troublesome yin souls and ghost cultivators out of his way.
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Lin Xuan waved his hands rapidly, causing a burst of light to flash as he consecrated several ancient treasures at once. The surrounding ghost cultivators' expressions changed dramatically; a condensation core stage cultivator was already beyond their match, but the abilities of this one before them were clearly far superior to those of peers.

However, this was only the beginning…

Lin Xuan looked at his fearful enemies and sneered, then took off the spirit ghost bag tied around his waist. He untied the thread on its mouth.

Black smokespreaded, mixed with a hoarse growl. Eight iron-armored refined corpses appeared intermittently in the mist, each towering and their eyes flashing with predatory ferocity.

Seeing Young Master take action, Yue'er naturally wasn't idle either. She waved her demon banner, and the howls of hundreds of strange beasts emerged as well.

Though Lin Xuan and Yue'er were only two people, their presence completely overpowered the others.

"Attack!"

Lin Xuan's hands moved like a wheel, sending out wave after wave of spells. Several ancient treasures trembled slightly before transforming into piercing cold light…

Then, the refined corpses pounced.

The ghosts, though fearful, had no choice as the only exit to the valley was sealed off. As the saying goes, desperate dogs will jump through windows; desperate rabbits will bite back, and these were fiercesevereghosts indeed.

A great battle raged throughout the valley.

As light and shadow faded, various explosive sounds gradually subsided.

All the ghosts were completely exterminated, leaving only Lin Xuan and Yue'er in the valley.

However, Lin Xuan didn't relax. There was already a rumbling sound outside, though he had set up an array around the valley. The extremely Yin evil spirit array could indeed shield against noise, but the commotion earlier was too loud; it had certainly alarmed the ghosts outside.

Moreover, from the sounds, there were quite a few of them, and their levels were high as well.

Although Lin Xuan was bold due to his skill, he still couldn't afford to linger here any longer!

He hurriedly made Yue'er fly back into his sleeve while he came over to the ancient teleportation array on the platform.

A spell entered it, causing the array to hum. Soon, a golden light burst forth from within, enveloping Lin Xuan's body.

Outside, the array flickered and wavered, but Lin Xuan had already vanished without a trace.

"Ouch!"

A flash of golden light revealed Lin Xuan in an unfamiliar place. However, his legs gave way, nearly causing him to fall.

Lin Xuan wasn't inexperienced with teleportation; however, this distance was too great, and the spatial pressure increased exponentially. Fortunately, he had already reached Great Golden Core stage, and during the instant of teleportation, he activated the Nine Heavens Qi Shield. Otherwise, he might have been torn apart by spatial forces.

Although he survived unscathed, he still suffered a bit of injury. But Lin Xuan didn't bother checking his condition. He raised his hand, and a golden light flashed down sharply towards the teleportation array. With a tearing sound, although weakened, the full power of his sword beam was formidable enough to destroy the ancient teleportation array.

Then, he collapsed on the ground, gasping heavily.

He took out an jade bottle from his storage bracelet, uncorked it, and swallowed several healing pills down. Thankfully, he had refined some at the Chu Family's marketplace; they were now proving useful.

"Young Master, are you alright!" Yue'er came to him with concern.

The young girl was a ghost body, hiding in Lin Xuan's sleeve, so she wasn't affected by spatial forces.

"Fortunately, I'll be fine after resting for a while. Yue'er, guard me."

Lin Xuan weakly instructed but sounded relieved. After all, he didn't know where he was and whether there were any dangers nearby, but with Yue'er around, it should ensure his safety.

He slowly sat up, extending both hands in front of him as he circulated his spirit energy to begin digesting the pills he had just consumed.

Two hours passed.

Lin Xuan exhaled, standing up. The injuries from spatial forces were worse than expected, but fortunately, he was now fully healed.

Then, Lin Xuan began to carefully observe his surroundings.

It seemed like a forest here.

The environment was very unfamiliar.

But Lin Xuan wasn't surprised; since this place had an ancient teleportation array, it must be some remote and desolate area with few people.

Otherwise, it would have been discovered by cultivators long ago.

For now, Lin Xuan didn't know where he was. After a moment's thought, he took to the air, seeing mountains stretching endlessly in all four directions: east, west, north, and south.

Lin Xuan couldn't help smiling bitterly; heaven only knew where he had been teleported to.

But he wasn't regretful; at least he had escaped from those ghosts' encirclement.

According to information from the Chu Family, although they never used this array before, based on their family's array masters' speculation, the other end should be somewhere in the heart of Youzhou.

That was enough.

It was now dawn, but there were still stars in the sky. Lin Xuan looked up, roughly determined the direction, and transformed into a streak of light that disappeared towards the horizon.

On top of a small mountain, an ordinary-looking young man was meditating. Naturally, it was Lin Xuan.

He had flown for three days straight to recover his cultivation force. This matter truly felt strange; with his current speed, he should have traveled at least ten thousand miles in three days without rest, but looking around, the mountains stretched endlessly, and the environment hadn't changed a bit.

This wasn't unusual; Youzhou was vast, and there were countless desolate areas. Some places were so remote that they seemed endless, like the Ten Thousand Mountains.

What truly made Lin Xuan frown was that he had flown for three full days without seeing even one bird.

Knowing how remote this place was, it should be a forest; not seeing any cultivators' traces was normal since the ancient teleportation array had a history of over a million years. Perhaps it used to be bustling, but now, with the passage of time, it had turned into a desolate wilderness.

But finding no animals for ten thousand miles was truly bizarre and somewhat unsettling, even for Lin Xuan, a condensation core stage cultivator.

Moreover, he felt an unease in his heart these few days, as if some danger was imminent. At first, it was just a faint feeling, but over the past few days, it had grown stronger.

Lin Xuan didn't think he was paranoid; with his current cultivation and powerful divine sense, sensing certain things wasn't out of the ordinary.
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Respiration complete. Lin Xuan stood up, but he didn't rush to continue his journey. Instead, he lowered his head and fell into deep thought.

Now, there were two pressing questions that needed clarification: first, where was this place? Second, what caused the uneasy feeling in him? Having just escaped from the clutches of the阴魂 (Yin Soul), Lin Xuan didn't want to encounter any more dangers.

After a moment's contemplation, he released his divine sense.

For cultivators, using their divine sense to probe was an incredibly subtle and mysterious act. It was hard to describe in words how one felt when doing so; if anything, it could be said that wherever the divine sense covered, every blade of grass or tree, any breeze or movement, even a falling leaf or crawling ant—everything could be perceived clearly by its owner.

Honestly, Lin Xuan didn't expect to run into anyone here. As long as he could find some traces related to his questions, it would satisfy him.

However, after a moment, his brows furrowed and an expression of both surprise and joy appeared on his face. He turned around and stared at a certain direction in the southeast.

With his current divine sense, Lin Xuan could easily cover a distance of twenty or thirty miles.

To his great surprise, he actually discovered a human being.

There were no birds or beasts here, yet there was someone—a cultivator, not an ordinary mortal. However, his attire was vastly different from that of common cultivators; clearly, he wasn't one of the local inhabitants but a member of the Mo Yue tribe.

This discovery genuinely surprised Lin Xuan. This place had countless monsters as barriers, even including Tier 4 transformed creatures. Even an婴灵 (Yinling) expert might not be able to enter here.

As various thoughts raced through his mind, Lo Yi didn't react slowly at all. With a flick of his hand, a black and vicious light shot over.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly; as the ancient texts had described, these Mo Yue tribe wizards indeed possessed greater abilities compared to their peers. However, he was clearly outmatched in this confrontation.

To deal with such cultivators, Lin Xuan didn't need to use any treasure. He extended his finger and lightly tapped it. A streak of green light flashed and easily cut the black light into two halves, which then fell off as a curved knife with a thin back blade.

This type of灵器 (Lingqi) was indeed rarely used by local cultivators.

Seeing his precious item destroyed so effortlessly, Lo Yi felt a pang of regret. However, this guy was resolute; he took out an odd object shaped like a bull's horn from his storage space and punched himself in the chest, spitting blood onto it.

His face pale with no color, he gritted his teeth and muttered something indistinctly.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow at this. Although he didn't think that a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator could pose any real danger to him, this was a wizard he had never encountered before.

Their cultivation methods were unique and distinct from those of the Qin tribe. As they say, better safe than sorry; one misstep might indeed bring trouble.

And Lin Xuan did not like unnecessary troubles.

His gaze turned cold as he stared at Lo Yi.

Lo Yi was concentrating on chanting a spell when suddenly his head felt a sharp pain, as if being pricked by countless needles. The sensation was indescribable. He screamed and felt the world spinning before fainting.

"Drink the wine but not the punishment."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as he extended his hand, pulling Lo Yi over like an invisible rope.

That move wasn't some magical spell; it was simply a mental attack, or a mental shock. There were no techniques involved, and the only requirement was that his divine sense be far superior to Lo Yi's. This condition Lin Xuan naturally met, achieving success on the first try.

Next came the soul probing technique.

After a moment, Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression as he threw Lo Yi's body away; it burned without wind and turned into ashes.

Wizards indeed were wizards. Although Lo Yi was only at the Foundation Establishment stage, something about his memories was incomplete when Lin Xuan used the soul probing method on him.

Fortunately, most of what Lin Xuan wanted to know had been clarified.

Unfortunately, the situation wasn't optimistic; it could be described as a mix of good and bad news.

Firstly, the array mage's judgment hadn't been mistaken; this was indeed the center of Youzhou, not the Ten Thousand Mountains where he thought he might have been teleported.

However, things weren't looking good either.

In fact, the situation wasn't much better. This place was the Ku Yin mountain range—where the Heaven Tyrant Demon King had fallen.

If it were just the outer regions of Ku Yin, Lin Xuan wouldn't be overly concerned; his current abilities could ensure he moved freely without worry. However, this area was unexplored territory within Ku Yin.

It was a rumored forbidden zone for cultivators.

Its ferocity was no less than that of the Ten Thousand Mountains.

There had been reports of a false infant cultivator who came here to explore but was chased by Tier 3 monsters and severely injured, almost losing his cultivation.

Though he hadn't seen it himself, cultivators speculated that there must be Tier 4 or transformed creatures in this place.

Upon learning his location, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh bitterly. While condensation period cultivators might stride confidently elsewhere, here a single misstep could lead to one's demise.

However, good news came soon after.

From Lo Yi’s memories, it was related to the secrets of the Mo Yue tribe. Initially, they had been at war with the Qin tribe for thousands of years before finally losing and being forced to migrate.

The ancient Qin cultivators understood that burning grass would grow back; since they won, they couldn't let their opponents rise again, so they chose to root them out completely.

Forced into migration, the Mo Yue tribe sought peace but was ultimately compelled to flee to places like the Ten Thousand Mountains and Ku Yin mountain range—places notorious for their dangers.

These areas had always been monster territories. If the Qin tribe wanted to pursue them, it would come at a heavy cost.

After much deliberation, the ancient cultivators decided against it.

One reason was that they didn't believe Mo Yue people could survive in such harsh conditions; even high-ranking cultivators were afraid of these places, so ordinary mortals surely wouldn’t last long.

And everyone knew that while ordinary mortals might not be worth mentioning to cultivators, they formed the foundation of the cultivation world. Without them, there would be no low-rank cultivators replenishing their ranks. Thus, Mo Yue wizards would eventually lose their lineage.

Given this judgment, why bother with unnecessary measures? The monsters would take care of the remnants of the Mo Yue tribe.

To be honest, the ancient Qin cultivators' prediction was correct. However, sometimes things don't follow common sense.

The Mo Yue people had managed to survive in these perilous lands for thousands of years, not just cultivators but even ordinary mortals began to thrive and multiply.

Lo Yi wasn’t sure how the remnants of the Mo Yue tribe in the Ten Thousand Mountains achieved this feat. However, ancient texts did record some details about their ancestors' history in Ku Yin mountain range.

The story was related to ancient demons and monsters. Just before the two tribes turned on each other, they had once allied to fight against these creatures together.

At that time, humans were allies with both demons and beasts.

During a battle thousands of years ago, one of the Mo Yue tribe's ancestors, an Incarnation Realm wizard, had saved a Tier 4 transformed dragon named Jiaolong.

Who would have thought that just a few thousand years later, the two tribes would turn on each other for tens of thousands of years?

For humans and even their cultivators, ten thousand years was indeed a long time. However, demons lived much longer, and the Jiaolong clan especially so.

After ten thousand years, this Tier 4 dragon had advanced to Tier 5, capable of challenging Separation Realm experts.

When human cultivators broke through the Incarnation Realm to reach the Separation Realm, they would ascend to the Spirit World. However, this dragon remained in this world due to consuming a divine fruit.
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With such a history, the Moon Ink Clan could easily continue to exist in the most treacherous depths of Quinyi Mountain Range. Even more so, this fifth-stage Jiaolong had demarcated a vast area for them, where even ordinary beasts were not allowed to enter.

Though it had been a million years since the ancient Beast King ascended to the Spirit Realm, his rules remained unbroken and were passed down from generation to generation.

This was why Lin Xuan flew for three days without seeing any birds. According to the memories of that witch, just fly another few hundred miles in this direction, and he would leave the survival range designated by the transformed Divine Jiaolong for them a million years ago.

Though Loi had never been there, according to what the elders said, it was filled with beasts, terrifying beyond measure. Even if Lin Xuan were a mere Foundation Establishment stage witch, let alone someone at Condensation Core or even Essence Body stage, he would not dare venture there lightly.

When Lin Xuan first learned this information, he felt extremely frustrated. How could he possibly return to his own world from such a cursed place?

He couldn't just stay and cultivate here; although the area was devoid of beasts for tens of thousands of miles around, witches and cultivators were sworn enemies. If they discovered him...

He must leave, but how? With his current strength, dealing with two or three third-stage beasts would be no trouble, but more than that, he could only flee in panic.

Not to mention encountering a fourth-stage transformed beast.

Fortunately, there was always a way out. Soon, Lin Xuan found from Loi’s memories that there was a safe path through Quinyi Mountain Range, which could avoid the beasts and lead directly outside.

When he first discovered this, Lin Xuan was thrilled but quickly replaced his joy with worry. Loi only knew of the existence of this path; its exact route remained unknown to him or even the elders of his tribe.

It was said that this path was one of the Moon Ink Clan’s most important secrets, known only by the grand elder of their tribal alliance.

Unlike the Qin Clan, the Moon Ink Clan were nomadic, and they lived in scattered tribes. Even after fleeing to Quinyi Mountain Range, this custom remained unchanged.

The territory allocated by that fifth-stage Divine Jiaolong was vast enough—tens of thousands of miles in all directions—and with the few remaining members of the Moon Ink Clan, it was sufficient for their survival and reproduction.

Loi was a witch from one such small tribe, which had only a few thousand people. There were more than ten witches among them, even the grand elder was a Condensation Core stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan, with his extensive knowledge, knew that Moon Ink Clan’s commoners had a much higher chance of possessing spirit roots compared to the Qin Clan. But in such a small tribe, having over a dozen witches was quite unusual.

Clearly, something significant must have happened to the Moon Ink Clan during these million years.

However, this was not Lin Xuan's concern; his only interest lay in the map that recorded the path.

Unfortunately, it was kept by the grand elder of their tribal alliance.

In Loi’s heart, the grand elder held an almost sacred position because he was the only Essence Body stage witch in Quinyi Mountain Range.

The thought of an Essence Body stage cultivator made Lin Xuan's face break into a bitter smile. The danger and difficulty of trying to obtain something from his hands were beyond measure.

But now, there was no other choice for Lin Xuan; venturing out rashly would be even more perilous.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided on his course of action. He flipped his left hand open, revealing a black storage bracelet with the bag’s mouth facing down. He poured its contents onto the ground.

Lin Xuan ignored most of these items and used his fingers to pick up an jade cylinder. He sank his spirit into it, as expected, finding a map inside.

Just like in the Ten Thousand Mountains where he had obtained a similar map from the witch's remains, this one indicated the location of the Moon Ink Clan’s residence.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan hadn't destroyed that storage bracelet back then.

He felt somewhat relieved. After memorizing the map, Lin Xuan emitted a green glow and transformed into a streak of green light, flying out.

He had decided to first impersonate Loi and return to his tribe to see if there was any opportunity to steal the map from the grand elder.

Of course, if the risk proved too great, he wouldn't act; he would find another way.

Two days later, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the Moon Ink Clan’s tribe. He did not use the Heaven Demon Illusion Technique; though it was a powerful secret technique, it had limitations in terms of duration.

He took out a Shape Transformation Pill from his pocket and swallowed it down.

This spirit herb, developed by the ancestors of the Leaf Family, had many uses, so Lin Xuan had asked Ye Rou for its formula before leaving. If not for him, the Leaf Family would have been wiped out long ago; such a small request was easily granted.

Transforming into Loi’s appearance and donning his clothes, Lin Xuan looked like an ordinary witch.

He flew in with great confidence. Along the way, many commoners of the Moon Ink Clan bowed to him. This surprised Lin Xuan; while he had heard about cultivators in places like Yanzhou and Youzhou during his cultivation, even royal nobles rarely got a chance to see them.

But in the Moon Ink Clan, witches lived among ordinary people.

Was this custom from a million years ago or something they were forced to do after great upheavals? After all, it was Quinyi Mountain Range, and even unexplored inner mountains could have other dangers.

With so few remaining members of the Moon Ink Clan, every commoner was precious. Hence, witches living among them likely had a protective motive.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not know for sure; these were just his speculations.

The Moon Ink Clan belonged to nomadic tribes and originally lived in tents but adapted to their surroundings by building wooden houses here.

Lin Xuan merely used his spirit sense to scan the tribe without much attention. Following Loi’s memories, he flew towards a solitary peak several miles to the left.

It was strange that this solitary peak wasn’t far from where commoners gathered, yet it had more abundant qi than anywhere else—this was where the dozen or so witches of the tribe resided.

For cultivators, the more abundant the qi, the better for cultivation. This mountain stood about two thousand meters high and was divided into three layers.

The topmost layer, with the most abundant qi, housed the grand elder—a Condensation Core stage witch.

Below him were the three strongest cultivators in this small tribe—Loi being one of them—and they resided on the second level. At the bottom of the mountain were the dens of over a dozen Spirit Body stage witches.
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Due to the use of Soul Search Technique, Lin Xuan easily made his way into Loei's underground dwelling.

There was a small layer of禁制 outside.

However, this naturally posed no challenge for Lin Xuan. He took out a black token from his storage bracelet and waved it, sending a beam of yellow light into the dwelling. The scene before him began to ripple like water waves as mist surged forth, revealing Loei's underground dwelling.

Lin Xuan strode confidently inside.

The interior was extremely spartan, consisting only of stone tables and chairs. It seemed that witches led simple lives, much like cultivators. Only by living such a life could one continuously hone their mental fortitude.

After inspecting the entire dwelling, Lin Xuan set up several arrays outside to reinforce it. The original禁制 was too weak; he would likely have to stay here for some time and ensure his dwelling's safety.

Having completed all this, Lin Xuan went to Loei’s living room and fell asleep on the bed.

Lin Xuan wasn't unwilling to leave sooner; however, the map was in the hands of the Tribal Alliance's Elder. To plot against an Incorporeal Stage witch, one couldn’t rush into things. He needed to clarify the situation first before slowly formulating a plan.

This matter could not be rushed, and Lin Xuan had also been quite tired lately. So he decided to get some good rest.

The next morning, he felt refreshed both physically and mentally. His cultivation energy was at its peak. Lin Xuan then went to the training room in his dwelling and struck the Spirit Ghost Bag. Black mist enveloped it as a metal-armored corpse appeared within, partially visible.

Due to time constraints during his last visit to the Evil Cultivator's den, only one quarter of those demon corpses had been refined. He now had over twenty more to refine.

These demons possessed formidable cultivation levels, ranging from late Foundation Establishment to near perfection. Their bodies were as hard as low-grade spiritual artifacts and were fearless in death. They would definitely stand out against peers, with no chance of defeat.

With thirty or so such corpses, if handled properly, even a Condensation Core expert might have to retreat. It was not impossible for them to flee at the sight of danger.

Such an excellent helper required minimal effort to significantly boost his strength. Lin Xuan wouldn't miss this opportunity.

These were already refined corpses and only needed a ritual of recognition. He had done it before, making him quite familiar with the process.

After just a few days, all the corpses recognized their new master.

Lin Xuan then took out an jade bottle from his pocket, pouring out two blood-red spirit pills. After swallowing them, he began meditating.

In this Moonshade Tribe, Lin Xuan started cultivating again.

Since he couldn't return anytime soon, there was no point in wasting time.

He focused on cultivation!

Soon, the medicinal power spread through him, and a warm sensation arose in his dantian. Lin Xuan调动了他的灵力，开始进行大周天循环。

This meditation lasted for three days.

When Lin Xuan opened his eyes again, he sighed softly. Compared to before, his cultivation energy had increased slightly but insignificantly.

Recently, he indeed had much on his plate, yet his cultivation hadn't slackened; it remained as diligent as ever. However, the results were not significant.

The reason was his资质 issue. Without a Spirit Root, he had already achieved something unprecedented in the cultivation world.

However, things were different now. During Foundation Establishment, waste pills weren’t a concern. But now, while he did have some spirit herbs, their numbers were limited and couldn't be consumed like candy.

He only took them sparingly, making it difficult to make progress.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged, he knew that unless a solution was found, achieving the Incorporeal Path or even advancing to late Condensation Core would remain uncertain.

If he had a Spirit Root, no matter how poor,

Lin Xuan sighed and pushed away this somewhat cowardly thought. He continued his efforts. Back in Drifting Cloud Valley, such hardships were endured. Now that he had formed a Golden Core and entered the ranks of high-stage cultivators, what was a little difficulty? Strive.

Thus, Lin Xuan meditated while waiting. Although he wanted to obtain the map, some things didn’t necessarily need him to do them personally. With patience and opportunity, they might come to him.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had another idea. The ghostly valley in Yinhuang was witnessing a major conflict, making the situation in Youzhou even more perilous than during the Great Battle of Righteousness and Evil.

The Ghostnet City would fall sooner or later; the spirit army might already be advancing deep into Youzhou. Facing an alien invasion, even the supreme position of Spirit Herb Mountain couldn't remain aloof for long.

As a junior sect leader, he might be drafted immediately upon return. In that case, not only cultivation but also danger awaited him.

In other words, returning now was far from the best choice.

Instead, it would be better to stay here for some time until the situation stabilized and caused fewer troubles.

Of course, Lin Xuan had considered staying here to cultivate as well. After all, this deep in Quiney Mountains, it was a place where one could live undisturbed.

However, that idea didn't last long before he dismissed it. He had Transformation Pills and Heavenly Demon Mimicry Technique. For now, impersonating Loei wouldn’t be an issue, but over time, the witches weren’t fools.

Someone would eventually notice something amiss. Even if he managed to escape from the Ghostshade Tribe's encirclement, it was still uncertain whether he could survive.

Half a month later, three streaks of dark light shot out from the middle of the unnamed peak and circled before heading towards its summit.

The mountain wasn’t tall, but its peak was shrouded in mist.

However, upon closer inspection, this mist had an odd appearance—black with a hint of golden.

In essence, it was a禁制. More accurately, it was poison.

Among the myriad arts of cultivation, there indeed existed a poison technique, though it was considered inferior and rather lowly. Among the Youzhou cultivators, the most skilled in poisons were the Hundred Poisons Child, but he was only at early Condensation Core stage. He would likely be outmatched against peers.

However, according to Lin Xuan’s knowledge, this "poison technique" wasn’t truly inferior; it was just that cultivators didn't excel in it. In a million years ago, the witches of Moonshade Tribe had many skilled poison users, including some Incorporeal Stage veterans.

The three streaks landed on the peak and circled before settling down.

A venerable old man with white hair and a hunched back appeared, his head wrapped in a black cloth. Many elderly witches dressed similarly.

The second was a robust middle-aged man with an imposing appearance but missing a nose—his nostril had been cut off, leaving a long scar that looked quite terrifying.
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The third person was the youngest, around thirty years old. His appearance was unremarkable; he blended into a crowd so easily that one could forget about him.

Luo Yi. The most promising young witch in this small tribe. But now, Lin Xuan had taken his place. Having inherited Luo Yi's memories, Lin Xuan naturally recognized the two people before him.

The elder was named Santou and was already 180 years old. He was a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator. Although he was the most advanced in terms of cultivation, he was at the twilight of his life; there was no hope for him to condense his essence core this lifetime.

The壮汉 was somewhat younger but had also surpassed a hundred years of age. His success as a Foundation Establishment cultivator was recent, and his talent was merely average.

Not mentioning the low-rank witches, among the three, Luo Yi naturally had the most promising future, deeply favored by the elders.

Although their cultivation caves were on the same mountain peak, they rarely met each other during their daily practices. A nod or a greeting sufficed as a form of acknowledgment.

Lin Xuan would not waste words; otherwise, he might expose his true intentions and turn cleverness into folly.

The elder's expression was indifferent. He took out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket, whispered a few words, blew a breath, and it turned into a fiery light that flew into the cave.

After a while, the clouds in front suddenly churned violently, accompanied by deep rumbling sounds as if the walls parted to reveal a passage.

The three exchanged glances before entering the cave with Santou leading, Lin Xuan second, and the壮汉 bringing up the rear.

This cave was similar to Luo Yi's practice cave but much larger. Besides the training room and living quarters, there was also a small herb garden, a spirit beast chamber, and a library...

Although they were all cultivators, it couldn't be denied that witches had more complex studies than ordinary cultivators. Whether this was good or bad remained to be seen.

After entering the cave, the three landed in a large stone room.

The stone room was round with an extremely vast area, about seven or eight zhang high. The air was rich with essence qi, and the walls around were marked with knife cuts and chisel marks, clearly indicating that they had been forcibly carved out by some force.

In the center of the stone room, there was a small circular depression where an elderly man with a clear face sat in meditation.

Although his face was also lined with wrinkles, he appeared younger than Santou. However, his actual age was more than double. He was a Condensation Core stage witch.

"Senior," the three crossed their hands and bowed together as a sign of respect.

"Hmm." The elder slowly opened his eyes: "You're all here. I summoned you today to discuss matters concerning the Witchcraft Convention."

"Witchcraft Convention?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly; he had no recollection, and Luo Yi's memories did not mention it either.

However, when he glanced at the other two, they showed a mix of surprise and excitement. Clearly, this Witchcraft Convention was something they were well aware of.

It wouldn't make sense if only Luo Yi didn't know about it. Thinking so, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile bitterly; it seemed that there had been an issue when he used the Soul Searching Talisman.

Although he had gained much useful information, a small part of his memory was missing—like being shielded by some secret technique.

A little Foundation Establishment stage witch could possess such abilities, which genuinely surprised Lin Xuan. The name of this Witchcraft Convention alone suggested its significance, and Lin Xuan became more attentive.

"Senior Master, is it really time for the convention now? The Holy Fruit still has seven years before it ripens; why would we hold it so soon?" Santou asked first, his face showing a mix of surprise and fervor.

"Hmm. It's indeed earlier than expected, but the maturity period of the Holy Fruit has some range, with fluctuations. Even with the Elder's divine abilities, occasional errors are very normal," explained the Condensation Core stage witch with a smile. Lin Xuan also recalled his name; it was strange, as he was called Master Withered Leaf, somewhat similar to the former Tianmu Sect's master, Withered Tree.

The壮汉's eyes flashed with interest but remained silent like Lin Xuan.

"I've summoned you here for the Witchcraft Convention. You know that the competition at the convention directly affects the distribution of the Holy Fruit-processed elixirs. In ancient times, our Tiancang Tribe was one of the largest among the Moon Clan, with several Incarnation Stage witches and even some super-strong late-stage Incarnates. However, in the battle against the Qin tribe, we suffered the most significant losses, leaving only a few thousand people today. We have only about ten witches."

Wither Leaf's expression was filled with sadness. If it were during the peak of Tiancang Tribe, as a lowly early-stage Condensation Core witch, he would never have been considered for such an important role.

"The population is sparse; I've checked all newborns, and none possess a spirit root. In other words, in the short term, our tribe won't gain any new witches, and revival is far off."

With that said, Santou and the壮汉's faces turned gloomy.

"So this time, we must take the Witchcraft Convention seriously. If we can secure good rankings in the competition, more elixirs will be produced from the Holy Fruit, allowing us to add several new witches to our tribe."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan felt a stir of interest, though he was still vague about it. But his attention only grew.

"The participants for this witchcraft contest cannot exceed one hundred years old," Wither Leaf continued.

Santou and the壮汉's faces showed disappointment as their gazes turned to Luo Yi.

The Condensation Core stage witch named Wither Leaf also looked over: "Luo Yi, you'll go with me. Go back and prepare well; we will leave in three days."

"Yes!"

Lin Xuan nodded and respectfully bowed without any objections.

Half an hour later, they left Wither Leaf's cave and returned to their own residence. But Lin Xuan was not idle; he still had a pressing matter that needed his attention.

What exactly was the Witchcraft Convention?

Although he could sense its importance from snippets of information, Luo Yi's memories about it were entirely blank, leaving no trace behind.

However, "Holy Fruit" and "elixirs" piqued Lin Xuan's interest. Why would having this item allow the tribe to gain new witches? Could it be...

Lin Xuan couldn't ask anyone; he could only secretly search through ancient texts.

Fortunately, this wasn't a secret matter. Soon, Lin Xuan found records of the "Witchcraft Convention" in an old jade scroll.

This matter dates back to ancient times.

After their defeat against the Qin tribe, the Moon Clan was forced into remote and harsh lands, with their numbers drastically reduced. It could be said that they were on the brink of extinction, having become the second largest clan after Youzhou but now teetering on the edge of annihilation.
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The number of commoners with a base spirit root had dwindled. Those who could learn witchcraft were even fewer, though the传承 of witchcraft was not entirely cut off. However, it seemed that its decline was inevitable.

However, the Moon Ink Clan was unwilling to give up.

At the time, several of the deepest-wielded Great Witchmasters gathered in the Ku Yin Range after escaping there. They discussed whether they could still salvage something from their situation.

But reversing fate is never easy. After considering countless strategies, all ended in failure. Just as despair began to set in, one witchmaster recalled an ancient legend.

In a more distant era, cultivation realms once witnessed a miraculous elixir that could transform ordinary people into those with spirit roots and even refine them through the Inner Refinement Method.

It was said that when it first appeared, there was a mad rush among major sects to obtain it. But soon, its significance faded as this elixir had two significant drawbacks.

Firstly, while it allowed commoners to gain spirit roots, these roots were of poor quality. Even with effort, most could only reach the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period. Such low-ranking disciples held little value for prestigious sects.

Secondly, crafting such an elixir required many rare medicinal materials. While not impossible to gather, it seemed that the effort was not worth the reward.

Thus, this miraculous elixir quickly fell into obscurity and vanished from the cultivation realm.

Fortunately, the formula survived.

In times of desperation, the witchmasters saw a glimmer of hope in this ancient legend. They had no other choice but to focus on increasing their numbers rather than worrying about the quality of spirit roots.

The battle between the Moon Ink Clan and the Qin Clan occurred approximately one million years ago. The legend of the miraculous elixir was even more ancient, dating back two million years.

After such a long time, the key ingredient for this elixir—Yuanjin Fruit—was on the brink of extinction in this world. Only three were found by the ancestors of the Moon Ink Clan after much hardship.

Like other divine treasures, Yuanjin Fruit required a long maturation period—between one hundred and one hundred thirty years. Due to its immense significance to the Moon Ink Clan, it was revered as a holy fruit.

Upon each maturation, the best alchemists from their tribe would refine it into an elixir. Anyone who consumed it could forge spirit roots, becoming a new witch.

Compared to the clan's heyday, numbers had drastically reduced. However, several dozen tribes still resided in the Ku Yin Range. With only three Yuanjin Fruits, the number of refined elixirs was limited, making distribution a headache.

They considered various methods but ultimately decided on the format of a Witchcraft Convention.

The convention involved young witchmasters from each tribe competing for power. The ranking would determine who received the precious elixir.

Those with better rankings would receive more, while those lower down would get very little.

Choosing younger witches over the strongest elders was strategic. The goal was not to determine which tribes were stronger but to decide on the elixir's distribution.

Strong individuals are not always good teachers, and weaker ones can still impart knowledge.

After receiving their elixirs, new witchmasters would emerge. Their achievements depended not only on their innate talents and efforts but also on the quality of guidance they received.

Thus, the convention continued through ancient times, explaining why a small tribe like Tiancang had several dozen witchmasters.

Through generations of effort, Moon Ink's alchemists finally successfully improved the formula for the elixir. While most spirit roots refined from it remained impure, about one-tenth reached ordinary quality, and another half were decent enough to form golden cores, becoming new elders.

This is why each tribe placed such high importance on the Witchcraft Convention.

With his consciousness retracted from the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan's expression was one of狂喜. He had found what he had been searching for without much effort. Struggling with a修炼 bottleneck, he accidentally stumbled upon this grand secret.

Given that, there was no need to rush back. The elixir refined from Yuanjin Fruit held more allure for him than returning home.

Three days later in Ku Yin City,

The Moon Ink Clan belonged to nomadic tribes, and their commoners had long relied on migration for survival. After settling deep within the Ku Yin Range, they could no longer continue their previous lifestyle.

They abandoned nomadism and learned farming but still retained the custom of living in tents. Naturally, some wooden houses were built as well; humans adapt to their environment.

Although the Moon Ink Clan no longer migrated, living in tribes together, they did not have a tradition of building cities. There was only one city in the entire Ku Yin Range—the Ku Yin City.

The Quyi tribe resided there and was currently the most powerful clan with over 500,000 people. The number of cultivators was also substantial; the alliance's senior Great Elder at the Yuan婴 stage hailed from this tribe.

The Witchcraft Convention was imminent, a significant event for the Moon Ink Clan. Preparations began months ago in the city.

In recent days, the streets were festooned with lanterns and decorations, bustling with activity.

Not only did witchmasters look happy, but commoners did as well. While cultivators and commoners lived together now, witchmasters mostly practiced in their caves and rarely appeared in public.

But these few days, streaks of light frequently appeared in the sky—these were the great elders from various tribes arriving for the grand event.

Three days before the Witchcraft Convention,

Two beams of light flew from the southeast.

The one on the left was pitch black, while the one on the right had a faint golden hue amidst its darkness.

"Yiluo, we've arrived."

A slightly hoarse voice reached his ears. Lin Xuan nodded respectfully; these past few days had been challenging for him.

To ensure he performed well in the Witchcraft Convention, Master Withered Leaf had spared no effort, offering meticulous guidance.

Although both sought immortality, the cultivation methods of Qin Clan cultivators and Moon Ink witchmasters were vastly different. Fortunately, Lin Xuan was proficient in both orthodox and heterodox schools, having a broad range of knowledge and skills. He managed to avoid any blunders through great effort.
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However, it was far from easy. Lin Xuan had endured a lot of hardships along the way. Now that he finally reached his destination, he couldn't help but let out a heavy sigh of relief.

He released his divine sense to feel around the city ahead.

In Loi's memory, he hadn't visited this place before, and Lin Xuan was naturally curious about the Moon Ink Clan’s largest tribe. The city covered an extensive area, stretching nearly a hundred miles in both length and width. However, it wasn’t built with huge stones; instead, it was constructed primarily from ironwood, which was abundant in the Quinyi Mountain Range. Despite its wooden construction, don't underestimate its defensive capabilities. These ancient trees were incredibly hard, leaving only shallow marks when struck by a massive diamond axe.

The critical areas used special fireproofing treatments, and magical restrictions added by the wizards further enhanced their defenses. While this city couldn’t be considered impregnable, it was certainly formidable in terms of defense.

There were many people at the city gates, but none appeared to be cultivators. Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of surprise as he asked, "Master Dry Leaf, should we descend now?"

"No!" Master Dry Leaf shook his head and smiled, explaining, "The Great Wizard Gathering is about to begin, with wizards from all tribes gathering here. As the host tribe, Quinyi naturally won’t neglect us. There are designated areas within this city for hosting wizards."

"Oh!" Lin Xuan nodded, no longer speaking as two streaks of light flew through the air and entered the Quinyi City.

The journey of several dozen miles was swift, and soon a small but exquisite city came into view.

"City within a city!" Lin Xuan couldn’t help being surprised. The inner city measured only about ten miles in both length and width, also built from ironwood, which was incredibly hard. Beyond this inner city, all commoners were driven away, with only respected wizards allowed to enter.

As they approached the inner city, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a heavy weight on his body as if gravity had increased several times. They had entered the restricted airspace.

Although this didn’t pose much of a challenge for Lin Xuan, he wouldn’t force his way in. He and Master Dry Leaf descended together.

Looking around, there were indeed many wizards bustling about. "Friend Daoist, it’s been nearly a century since we last met," one said with a slightly soft voice but an unfriendly tone. Lin Xuan turned to see two approaching wizards.

The first was tall and thin, missing an eye, giving off a sinister aura like a venomous snake ready to strike. His cultivation level wasn’t weak; he was at the peak of Core Formation stage.

Behind him stood someone much younger, robust in build, a Foundation Establishment cultivator. Lin Xuan paid no mind to such rookies but didn’t want to draw attention either. He subtly stepped back and lowered his head slightly.

"Friend Daoist," Master Dry Leaf greeted with a slight bow, his expression calm. But how smart was Lin Xuan? He could clearly see the warning in Master Dry Leaf’s eyes.

The two had a grudge, and Lin Xuan made an initial judgment.

"How so? Is this young man from your Sky Azure tribe participating in the Great Trial as a wizard?" Xiu Kun glanced at Lin Xuan with icy cold eyes, like some reptile.

If he were just a Foundation Establishment cultivator, his mind might have been scarred. But Lin Xuan was a fake, and his divine sense was far stronger than that of many others, even surpassing them in strength. He secretly chuckled but displayed an appropriate look of fear on his face. Before he could act, Master Dry Leaf Elder moved swiftly to block the path.

"Friend Daoist Xiu, what is your intention? Why are you attacking a junior here? Aren’t you afraid of attracting the attention of the patrol officers?"

Xiu Kun’s previously arrogant expression changed slightly when he heard "patrol officer," and then he laughed dryly. "Master Dry Leaf, don’t joke around. What identity would I have to attack juniors?"

Although Master Dry Leaf was displeased, he clearly had no intention of conflicting with Xiu Kun. He sneered: "If that’s the case, I’ll take my leave, Loi. Let’s go."

"Right, Elder," Lin Xuan obediently followed but could still feel the icy gaze from behind.

After a hundred paces, assuming they were out of sight, Lin Xuan asked curiously, "Elder, do you have an old grudge with that person?"

"Yes, it was something from over a century ago." Master Dry Leaf’s voice sounded melancholic. "Back then, we were still young and full of vigor during the Great Wizard Gathering."

"I won several rounds in succession, advancing through the competition until I met Xiu Kun from the Dusty Wind tribe. We both made it to the top ten..."

"Indeed, that battle must have been intense?"

"It was intense? You could say so!" Master Dry Leaf sighed. "Back then, I was young and full of vigor, with cultivation at a level similar to yours now. Xiu Kun was slightly weaker. However, he had two powerful spiritual artifacts."

"We fought for several hours, neither gaining the upper hand. Our magical power almost depleted. My realm being deeper gave me an edge. Seeing defeat looming, Xiu Kun resorted to underhanded tactics..."

"Underhanded tactics?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. "Isn’t this a competition of skills? How can one use such underhanded tricks?"

"There’s nothing strange about it," Master Dry Leaf said with a hint of embarrassment on his face. "Since the defeat by the Qin tribe a million years ago, our Moon Ink Clan has never forgotten revenge. Thus, while it is a competition, it's no different from real combat, with no room for such trivialities. Victory is the only rule; any means are fair."

He glanced at Lin Xuan: "Loi, this is what I want to remind you. During the Great Wizard Gathering, never have any merciful thoughts. You will suffer greatly otherwise."

"Right," Lin Xuan nodded and adopted a respectful expression but was still puzzled. "But Elder, if we don’t hold back, what happens if someone dies?"

Remembering that their Moon Ink Clan had few people and wizards were an extremely precious resource.

"Don't worry; with us old-timers here, such things won’t happen. If the situation isn’t right, we’ll naturally intervene," he said, pausing before continuing his story: "My match against Xiu Kun was when he used underhanded tactics. If I had been hit, I wouldn’t have died, but defeat would be certain. Not making it to the top ten meant that Sky Azure Tribe received little in terms of spiritual herbs..."
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"Out of necessity, I had to take a heavy hand. Do you remember that left eye of Xiu Kun? It was blinded by me," Kū Yè said with a slight sigh. "I won the match, but it also created quite a grudge between us."

"So that's how it is." Lin Xuan nodded silently. Xiu Kun definitely had a vengeful nature: "Elder, did he not seek revenge against you?"

"No," Kū Yè clearly understood what he was thinking. "The Great Witchcraft Convention was too intense for the elders of various tribes to oversee. Few people died, but many were injured."

"Of course, grudges naturally formed, but this goes against the original purpose of the convention. Moreover, there are not many witch practitioners in existence. Thus, shortly after settling here, our tribe established a strict rule: no private fights among witch practitioners."

As he spoke, Kū Yè glanced at Lin Xuan with some concern. "Luo Yi, while private duels are prohibited, Xiu Kun hates me to the point of biting his lip. Given his nature, he will not easily let it go and might target you."

"Target me?" Lin Xuan had long anticipated this but showed a suitable expression of surprise on his face.

"Exactly. Redirecting anger. If private duels are forbidden, then in the arena, each person's fate is determined by heaven. During the Great Witchcraft Convention, he may very well instruct disciples from our tribe to attack you."

Seeing Lin Xuan nodding silently, Kū Yè changed the subject and reassured him: "But don't worry too much. After all, there are witch practitioners from dozens of tribes here. You might not even be in the same room as them."

"But if... I mean, if you really end up with people from the Dusty Tribe, you must act decisively. Be ruthless and merciless. Don’t show any pity."

Kū Yè seemed to worry about Luo Yi's somewhat weak nature, repeatedly cautioning him.

"Elder, I understand."

The two continued walking until they reached a large building that resembled an inn but was beautifully constructed. This was the Quimōu Tribe’s guesthouse for accommodating witch practitioners from various tribes.

Lin Xuan sized up the building in front of them; though it had only three floors, it towered at seven or eight meters high, exuding a grand presence.

Two witch practitioners stood by the entrance, but they were merely low-ranking disciples of the Flexible Spirit Period.

Seeing Lin Xuan and Kū Yè approach, the one on the left used his divine sense to scan them before respectfully greeting: "Greetings, esteemed seniors. We are here."

"Old man Kū from the Azure Sky Tribe. This is Luo Yi, a witch practitioner from our tribe," Kū Yè, who had visited this place before, introduced himself without waiting for further questions.

The two listened with increasingly reverent expressions; tribal elders typically required cultivation at the Condensation Core stage or higher.

"Ah, esteemed guests from the Azure Sky Tribe. My apologies. I will take you to your rooms," said the younger witch practitioner on the left, who was more perceptive and eager to please. However, Kū Yè wasn't buying it and replied coolly: "No need. Just give us our identification tags."

"Alright then!" The young man's expression dimmed but he did not dare disobey. He tapped his storage bracelet and handed over two blackish identification tags.

The tags bore two crooked numbers, likely their room numbers.

Lin Xuan followed Kū Yè to the second floor. "Luo Yi, for now we will stay here. If you need anything, just tell the servants directly; no need to be polite."

"Yes, Elder. Disciple understands. You should rest first. I have other matters and must visit some old friends."

"Go ahead, Elder," Kū Yè smiled as he turned away. Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief before carefully examining his room. It was spacious, about one hundred square meters, with tasteful furnishings that showed the Quimōu Tribe’s effort in accommodating distant witch practitioners.

Lin Xuan sat on the bed and released his divine sense to check if Kū Yè had left. Once he confirmed it, he lay down and rested.

After a short nap, Lin Xuan looked outside at the sky; the sun was still high, and the time seemed early. He exited the guesthouse and walked out into the city. Only the Moōu Tribe’s cultivators could enter this inner city. After inquiring with someone, he headed directly to the southwest corner of the city.

Not long after, a bustling market appeared before him.

With all witch practitioners from the Quimōu Mountains gathering here, besides participating in the Great Witchcraft Convention, they naturally exchanged goods and resources. This had been going on for millions of years, almost becoming a tradition.

This market was hosted by the Quimōu Tribe, but outsiders from other tribes could also set up stalls if they paid certain crystal stones. Thus, it was quite large.

Unlike the quiet streets, this area was bustling with people, like a sea of humanity.

Lin Xuan stood at the entrance of the market for a moment before entering as usual. The Great Witchcraft Convention was still several days away, and since he had his eyes on the holy fruit and medicinal pills, he needed to prepare for the competition.

Originally, Lin Xuan’s cultivation level made dealing with mere Foundation Establishment stage witch practitioners easy. However, he had to be cautious; revealing his identity as a Qin cultivator could mean certain death.

Lin Xuan wandered through the market slowly, eventually entering a small store. The storefront was unremarkable, but with his keen eyesight, Lin Xuan quickly noticed that several samples displayed outside were of high quality—tools for witch practitioners.

Although he had kept some top-tier spirit artifacts from before his Condensation Core stage, the items used by cultivators and witches differed. To avoid giving away his identity, Lin Xuan had to buy new ones.

As soon as he entered the store, a young attendant approached him. However, Lin Xuan’s divine sense revealed surprise; this person showed no signs of magical power. Ordinary people could not enter the inner city...

"Immortal, don’t be offended. I am here by the elders’ orders to serve you and other immortals," the boy explained quickly when he noticed Lin Xuan's expression.

This was not surprising. The principle of the inner city restricted ordinary people from entering, but with all witch practitioners gathered here, Quimōu Tribe’s manpower was stretched thin. Even if they dispatched all low-ranking disciples of the Flexible Spirit Period, there would still be a significant gap in staffing needs for serving distant witch practitioners... such as cleaning, welcoming guests, cooking (even though cultivators could practice alchemy, many enjoyed good food), and other tasks. The Quimōu Tribe’s low-ranking witch practitioners were overwhelmed with these duties...
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Not to mention, there were other jobs in the city that required ordinary humans. Reluctantly, Lin Xuan had to let them help out.

Of course, these weren't just any ordinary humans; they had been carefully selected and had some understanding of the cultivation world. In a metaphorical sense, it was like the outer disciples of a cultivation sect.

The young waiter in front of him was also such a case.

After hearing his explanation, Lin Xuan didn't mind anymore. He was merely curious to see if there were any humans from the Moon Shadow Clan in this city and what their connection might be with him.

"Alright, tell me about some good magical tools you have here. Price isn't an issue."

Hearing Lin Xuan's tone, the young waiter was naturally very pleased. Bowing low, he said, "Please sit back, sir. I'll bring them over right away."

He led Lin Xuan to a table and had a servant serve him some fragrant tea.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush. He sipped his tea while looking around the place. It seemed this shop was small; no other wizards had come for a long time, which made Lin Xuan chuckle inwardly. Those fellows really lacked taste.

After a short wait, the young waiter came back with several silk boxes, slightly struggling to carry them.

"Sir, please take a look." The young waiter opened one of the boxes, revealing a curved sword before him.

This sword was shaped like a crescent moon, thick at the back and thin at the edge. It was entirely black, similar to the spirit artifact Loi had used when they first met, but even sharper, making it an upper-grade spirit artifact.

"Sir, you are well-versed in magical tools. You've already seen this sword's quality. It is crafted from high-quality black iron and infused with Moonfire Powder and Purple Core Elixir, enhancing its fire attribute power."

The young waiter was eloquent, but Lin Xuan paused for a moment. He had seen many things before, yet these materials were new to him—likely due to the difference in crafting methods between wizards and cultivators.

Although he didn't understand them, this item did seem good. Nodding slightly, he remained noncommittal.

Seeing that his big customer wasn't particularly interested, the young waiter was actually relieved. He opened another box: "Sir, please take a look."

Lin Xuan lifted his head slightly and saw a small green banner with strange symbols embroidered in black thread. These symbols were unfamiliar to him, adding an air of mystery.

Although Lin Xuan was skilled in ghost techniques, this seemed different from the magic banners used by demon cultivators. However, it appeared to be of higher grade than the previous curved sword.

"This is..."

"Sir, do you not recognize it?" The young waiter's face showed surprise but quickly masked it: "It’s understandable. This Five Poison Banner was meticulously crafted by Master Mo. You must have heard of Silver Phoenix Tribe’s Master Mo, right? He is one of our Moon Shadow Clan’s top-tier crafting masters, and his works are rare in the market."

Inside, Lin Xuan was secretly laughing. He knew well about renowned alchemists among the Qin cultivators but had never heard of this so-called Silver Phoenix Tribe expert.

He couldn't show this emotion; he had to maintain a mysterious appearance.

Lin Xuan took the banner and examined it: "Five Poison Banner. That means it’s made from snakes, scorpions, toads, spiders, and centipedes."

"Sir, you have excellent eyesight," the young waiter first praised him before continuing, "Indeed, this banner uses five poisons as raw materials, but they aren’t ordinary insects; they are at the second stage ofdemon insect."

Lin Xuan had never heard of a second-stagedemon insect.

However, he was quick-witted. Recalling the classification of monsters, could it be...

Now wasn't the time to probe further and risk arousing suspicion. He asked, "These two spirit artifacts still don’t satisfy you? This is our shop’s treasure, especially this Five Poison Banner..."

The young waiter's expression fell as he pouted.

"Not unsatisfied; I just want to buy more," Lin Xuan smiled faintly, his face showing arrogance.

"Ah?" The young waiter finally understood the misunderstanding. This man was really a wealthy customer and immediately brightened up.

Indeed, this guy had a sweet tongue when it came to selling things. He happily opened another silk box, which was square-shaped with multiple compartments inside.

Inside was a bone shield.

It was about one foot long and wide, with a grotesque ghost face embedded in the middle.

"This thing," Lin Xuan didn't need the young waiter's introduction. He picked up the bone shield and weighed it, immediately feeling an eerie presence. He pondered aloud, "This is made from scorpion beast bones, right?"

The young waiter’s eyes showed surprise; this time, he wasn’t flattering but genuinely surprised: "Sir, you have excellent eyesight. Scorpion beasts are of low rank, but their numbers are scarce now. Even in the Ku Yin Mountains, one would need good fortune to see them."

"Indeed, I’ve only heard about it by chance. Is this shield really made from scorpion beast bones?"

"Yes, and there’s a spirit soul of that beast sealed within. This shield has astonishing defensive power; except for condensation core period experts’ treasures or upper-grade spirit artifacts used by base period cultivators, nothing can destroy it," the young waiter confidently said.

"Sir, you must be participating in the competition. With this treasure, you are virtually unbeatable. Even if you don’t top the list, the first three places will definitely be yours."

The first part was true, but the last statement was clearly exaggerated. Lin Xuan didn't point it out and looked at the three spirit artifacts: "I want all of them. How much?"

The young waiter was overjoyed and immediately brought a set of abacuses from behind the counter to calculate.

"The curved sword, Five Poison Banner, and this bone shield— one upper-grade and two excellent ones. Let me see... Sir, you are generous, so I’ll give you a discount. The extra amount is waived; just nine hundred crystal stones."

"What? Nine... nine hundred crystal stones." Lin Xuan was known for his deep-seated composure but couldn’t help being shocked.

Seeing the big customer’s shock, the young waiter was also startled and almost dropped the abacus. Stammering, he said, "Sir, our shop is honest to all; the price is fair. These aren’t ordinary spirit artifacts. The Five Poison Banner was crafted by Master Mo, a top-tier crafting master of our Moon Shadow Clan. The bone shield is even more extraordinary, and even the worst curved sword is rare treasure in the world. Nine hundred crystal stones..."
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"Alright, you don't need to say anymore. I'll buy them."

Lin Xuan sighed and reached into his pocket, pulling out a small bag which he tossed onto the table. The sound of crystal light shining filled the air as a pile of crystal stones appeared on the surface.

"Count them and make sure there's no mistake."

"Haha, Master Immortal, you're joking. How could I doubt your wisdom?" The waiter smiled brightly but kept glancing around, trying to count silently without being noticed.

Lin Xuan didn't point it out. He slowly stored the three spiritual artifacts into his storage bracelet.

The other party counted quickly and confirmed there was no mistake. With a respectful bow, he bid Lin Xuan farewell.

"Master Immortal, please come again when you have time. After this transaction is completed, you'll be able to give him quite a reward."

Lin Xuan didn't say anything as he walked forward, his eyes carrying a hint of mockery. Next time, the young master wouldn't be so interested. Once he had the medicinal herbs and map in hand, he would leave this place.

However, it was worth noting that at first, Lin Xuan wasn't surprised by the 900 crystal stones because they were actually too cheap. He knew the minimum price for spiritual artifacts well enough. In Youzhou's bustling markets, a mid-grade spiritual artifact could easily be valued at over a thousand crystal stones, and its craftsmanship and materials might even be inferior to this crescent blade.

Moreover, the Five Poison Flag was crafted from a scorpion that was on the brink of extinction, making these two items top-grade spiritual artifacts with special uses. Selling them for nearly 10,000 crystal stones wasn't impossible either.

Lin Xuan had initially planned to spend generously but ended up paying only 900. This price was... too unexpected.

Little did Lin Xuan know that the conditions in Kuinei Mountains were vastly different from Youzhou. There were many妖兽 and a variety of rare medicinal herbs, yet there was a scarcity of crystal stone mines.

As the saying went, rarity is precious. Crystal stones, especially, held great significance for cultivators—more than just transactional currency; they were essential in cultivation, combat, and even crafting.

With such a limited supply here, crystal stones had significantly increased in value. This followed similar principles to the economic laws of the mortal world.

Lin Xuan was astute enough not to be fooled at first but quickly guessed the truth after some thought.

He felt elated. If this were true, he could buy many low-grade items with these savings.

As Lin Xuan wandered around, his spirit sense extended to catch any good deals.

"Eh?" Suddenly, Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as if he had discovered something. He walked towards a roadside stall where an early-stage cultivator was selling something to passersby.

It was a plant about a foot long with walnut-sized red berries that were so vibrant they caught the eye.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's heart raced. He quickly approached and bowed: "Friend Daoist, are these Scarlet Flame Fruits?"

The middle-aged man was in his forties, unremarkable in appearance but had been selling for a while without any customers. His hopes soared when he finally encountered Lin Xuan as a customer.

"Your eyesight is good, friend Daoist. These are indeed Scarlet Flame Fruits. They're used to refine medicinal pills and can increase the power of fire attribute techniques."

Lin Xuan remained noncommittal: "How many do you have? I'll take them all."

"Take them all? That's wonderful! There are nine in total, friend Daoist. You just need to pay me 50 crystal stones," the middle-aged cultivator was so excited his face turned red.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and took out the required crystal stones before storing the Scarlet Flame Fruits in his storage bracelet.

The increase in fire attribute techniques was indeed a key ingredient for refining Scarlet Essence Pills, which could enhance a condensation core cultivator's magical power. In Youzhou, such a small stall would be hard to find, let alone the grand pharmacies with strong backing that rarely offered them at exorbitant prices.

Lin Xuan had grasped the essence: the巫师 in Kuinei Mountains lacked crystal stones but were rich in medicinal herbs.

Taking this opportunity, he continued his journey, gathering various medicinal herbs suitable for his current cultivation stage and other rare treasures. Even if they weren't needed now, he bought them to store for future use.

Though the Kuinei Mountains were perilous, it was truly an excellent place for cultivation. Lin Xuan almost wanted to settle down here. His storage bracelet contained millions of crystal stones, more than enough for both purchases and cultivation until the婴期.

Moreover, the herbs required by the pill formulas were easily obtainable here.

This was indeed tempting, but Lin Xuan's mind was extremely resilient. He quickly dismissed the idea. Cultivators and巫师were sworn enemies; exposure would mean death. While he could hide for a short time, prolonged residence might reveal his presence. Although medicinal herbs were valuable, Lin Xuan wouldn't risk his life over them.

He had been trying to gather materials by wandering around, buying various treasures as needed.

As he walked, he arrived at another store run by the Kuinei tribe. The storefront was decent, and it sold jade cylinders containing all sorts of information, from witchcraft techniques to basic knowledge for cultivators like identifying medicinal herbs and妖兽 species.

However, his primary goal was to study the techniques.

He had two objectives: first, he had seen that巫师's spells were unique and not inferior to Qin Clan cultivators. In fact, early-stage巫师were slightly superior in some aspects compared to their counterparts.

When he saw this initially, Lin Xuan found it intriguing. Now with a golden opportunity, he planned to study them thoroughly.

Secondly, his goal was the Holy Fruit, and he needed to steal the map, so he had to participate in this competition on behalf of Kuinei Tribe.

He didn't care about the opponents but was wary of the observing elders. These old fellows were hundreds of years old, sharp-eyed, and could spot anything out of place. Witchcraft techniques differed from those of cultivators; if they noticed something, he would be in danger...

Even if he managed to deceive the condensation core巫师, word had it that the Grand Elder of the Alliance, a powerful婴期 cultivator, might also come to observe. Lin Xuan didn't believe he could fool an expert at that level.
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To ensure safety, Lin Xuan carefully considered and decided that using witchcraft would be more reliable during the major trial.

However, after eliminating Loi, there was no record of any cultivation techniques in his storage bracelet. At the time, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention to it; although he found witchcraft intriguing, his immediate goal was to leave Quinyan Mountain.

Moreover, a low-level witch's cultivation technique wasn't something he took seriously.

But now, with the situation at hand and unable to seek advice from Kuye, he had no choice but to rely on his own efforts. He decided to visit the bookshop in the market district.

To his surprise, this shop was different from the previous one. The place was bustling with witches, not just a few clerks in green robes, but beautiful Moon Clan maidens with exquisite features who greeted him warmly.

The primary purpose of their visits wasn't to admire the beauties; it was to find decent cultivation technique books. With many customers around, Lin Xuan didn’t receive any attention as he browsed through the shelves. He was just an average cultivator at the Foundation Establishment stage and nothing special compared to others from various tribes.

Despite being ignored, Lin Xuan remained calm and took his time to browse. After a while, disappointment began to show on his face. Most of the techniques were introductory ones for the Flexible Spirit Period, with very few for the Foundation Establishment period, all of which were basic and lacked any notable power or unique abilities.

Sighing, he realized that this wasn’t surprising. In Youzhou, powerful top-grade techniques were kept secret by sects, accessible only to those with strong backgrounds or exceptional talents. The books in the market, while not entirely worthless, were mostly ordinary.

Finding a treasure here was an unrealistic hope.

With this thought, Lin Xuan became calm and collected. Even if these techniques weren’t particularly powerful, he could still turn them into something useful. At least they would be enough to deal with low-level witches.

He picked out several better books and brought them to the counter. The displayed books were not jade cylinders but thin paper books that only contained brief introductions of each technique. The content was kept secret for obvious reasons—powerful cultivators wouldn’t want their techniques to fall into the wrong hands.

The shopkeeper was a middle-aged woman with an attractive appearance, still radiant despite her age. Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling surprised by her beauty and her high cultivation level, already at the peak of Foundation Establishment stage, ready for condensation.

Unexpectedly, this bookshop owner had more surprises in store.

Lin Xuan smiled inwardly but maintained a respectful demeanor: "Mistress, I’ll take these techniques."

"Many?" The female cultivator was surprised as well. Lin Xuan had placed seven books on the counter.

Lin Xuan knew he was drawing attention, but as fellow seekers of immortality, they could easily agree that one’s energy was finite and that even with a divine root, one still faced many challenges. Most cultivators or witches only mastered one technique, while those who learned two were rare. Mastering three or more techniques in ancient times might have been possible, but not now.

This young man bought seven different techniques at once. What did he intend to do—found his own sect?

However, the situation was different for witches, as they lived in tribes rather than sects. Lin Xuan’s purchase of multiple books puzzled him.

Despite his curiosity, the witch didn’t delve deeper. Everyone had their secrets and running a business meant serving those who paid enough crystal stones.

They exchanged money and goods, both satisfied.

Lin Xuan wasn’t overly impressed but these techniques would be useful for refining medicinal pills to enhance his cultivation. He then took out a bone shield from his storage bracelet.

Although the clerk had exaggerated its value, it was still just a piece of ordinary spirit material. But Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled as he examined it.

After some time, he placed the shield between his palms and inhaled deeply, channeling spirit energy from his dantian to his palm.

A green glow enveloped the shield, followed by a series of crackling sounds.

With the area sealed with禁制, Lin Xuan didn’t worry about disturbing others. With a soft command, the light became even more dazzling before exploding…

Lin Xuan’s forehead was covered in sweat; breaking down an ordinary spirit material wasn’t easy.

Finally done, he smiled as he examined the bones. This was exactly what he had been looking for. Since obtaining the ancient armor recipe, Lin Xuan wanted to create a set of high-quality armor. However, due to his limited resources, only the Azure Flame Qilin Armor caught his eye.

Despite its quality, it required special materials that were hard to come by. One such material was the bones of the Scorpion Beast.

Although this creature wasn’t highly ranked, it was an ancient spirit race with unique abilities. Unfortunately, it had nearly gone extinct in the mortal world, and Lin Xuan’s search for them proved fruitless.

The only place where these creatures might still exist were the Ten Thousand Mountains and Quinyan Mountain, but those areas were off-limits to cultivators. Lin Xuan didn’t dare venture there.

Just when he thought his efforts had been in vain, this unexpected discovery brought joy. Witchcraft really was wasteful with their materials.

Lin Xuan examined the bones; they still retained some spirit energy and could be used.

After a successful purchase, he felt elated for a while before calming down. He sat cross-legged and opened two jade cylinders from the bookshop—Loi’s techniques were decent, especially in fire attributes and poisons.

Now it was time to catch up on his witchcraft.

Time was short; the major trial would begin in seven days. Lin Xuan immersed his spirit energy into the fire attribute technique cylinder. He already had the divine artifact, Xuanhuishen珠, so he was familiar with fire-based spells. After about an hour, he skimmed through it.

Witchcraft differed from daoist techniques in some ways, but the control over spirit energy was more refined. As a Condensation Stage cultivator, Lin Xuan couldn’t master this technique quickly, but he didn’t expect to. Using his own power as a foundation and learning witchcraft methods would allow him to simulate spells.

If facing high-level witches, they would easily spot the difference, but for mere spectators, it was difficult to detect. As long as he was careful, he wouldn’t reveal anything.

The young witches participating had at most Foundation Establishment后期 cultivation, which made them incapable of mastering such techniques…
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Seven days passed quickly. In the center of this exquisite little city, several massive stages were set up. The Wuxia Congress was finally about to begin.

During this period, Lin Xuan almost never left his room and declined all visitors. He had made some progress in researching both sets of Wuxia techniques. His proficiency with fire-based Wuxia techniques was relatively high, but he found the poison-related skills a bit lacking; it was his first time dealing with such matters. Although he had Condensation Core Stage cultivation, the short period of time made it difficult for him to master much.

However, that didn't matter. With what he now knew, securing a good ranking among Foundation Establishment stage Wuxia practitioners wasn't too challenging. Spirit herbs were something Lin Xuan was determined to obtain, and he had already devised an excellent plan.

He would represent the Sky Blue Tribe in the competition. If he won three consecutive matches, according to the rules, his tribe could receive four Holy Fruit pills made from refined essence.

This item would be entrusted to the tribal elders for safekeeping. With his higher cultivation level, it wouldn't be difficult to snatch the spirit herbs after leaving Quyue City.

However, how to steal the map was still unclear. The one keeping it was an old monster at Round婴 Stage, so he could only take things as they came.

Lin Xuan was deep in thought when a slight tremor began on the outer barrier outside.

His brows furrowed as he quickly summoned his hand. The barrier parted like two doors opening, and Old Leaf walked in slowly, looking slightly surprised at the protective shield: "Luo Yi, did you set up this barrier?" He continued calmly, "Please don't laugh at me. I bought this array talisman by chance from a market stall. Since I need to focus on cultivation..."

Lin Xuan's explanation didn't raise any suspicion. Although he had already sensed something was amiss, his mind was in turmoil. The Heavenly Star Palace was next to a dense forest where Luo Yi appeared, looking ordinary but it was Lin Xuan.

The map must be obtained, so despite the danger, Lin Xuan came to investigate the Heavenly Star Palace.

He cautiously released his divine sense; there seemed to be no barrier. Using secret techniques, he concealed his aura and approached step by step.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's face changed as cold sweat broke out on his forehead. Without hesitation, he turned around and pretended to walk past, walking back nonchalantly.

At the Heavenly Star Palace gate a few miles away, an elderly man with three long mustaches and dressed in scholar robes suddenly turned his head.

Although his appearance didn't belong to the Moon Black tribe, several Condensation Core Stage Wuxia practitioners followed him. Their expressions were peculiar; although they showed respect, there was a deep underlying suspicion in their eyes.

Seeing the elder stop, the leader of the white-haired Wuxia practitioners spoke: "Heavenly昊天 Emperor, what's wrong? Is something amiss?"

Though far away, this name reverberated in Lin Xuan’s ears. The young man almost trembled but managed to suppress his reaction, controlling his breathing and walking steadily back.

Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of distress, but inside he was in a state of turmoil. Heavenly昊天 Ghost Emperor, it really is that old monster. What brought him here?

Back then, Lin Xuan had once seen the Heavenly昊天 Emperor's avatar; its appearance differed greatly from now. While appearances could change, his aura remained consistent.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan reacted quickly and recognized him first: "Nothing, I might have felt wrongly. Let’s go. The tribal elders are waiting for me."

Although the Ghost Emperor had noticed Lin Xuan, he couldn't identify his disguise since they were facing each other. He assumed it was just a passing Wuxia practitioner and didn’t think much of it.

Indeed, Lin Xuan's luck was good. To be honest, the Heavenly昊天 Ghost Emperor already harbored some doubts but with his high cultivation level, traversing the Quyue Mountains had been difficult enough to dismiss such thoughts. He led him into the Heavenly Star Palace.

Passing through several pavilions and terraces, they soon arrived at a simple room. The leader of the white-haired Wuxia practitioners bowed: "Your Majesty, please have a seat. Our tribal elders will be here shortly."

Several Wuxia practitioners left as if relieved.

The Ghost Emperor sat on the floor with a wine pot in front of him. With a flick of his fingers, the wine pot seemed to be pulled by an invisible thread, filling his cup. He drank without hesitation: "How is this wine? I didn't expect you to have such a taste."

A calm voice came from the doorway as an elder dressed in black walked in. His appearance was no different from other Wuxia practitioners except for the golden threads on his collar and cuffs.

Though old, he had excellent health, and his imposing stature left a lasting impression—far taller than most people. Speaking with a common tone, it sounded like a deep bell.

This was the top expert of the Moon Black tribe in the Quyue Mountains. His secular name was long forgotten; everyone called him Elder Huan Yuan.

The corner of the Ghost Emperor's eyes twitched but quickly regained composure. However, his eyes still held a hint of gravity: "Good. This wine should have some cultivation benefits, right?"

"Sharp-eyed. I did indeed add several spirit herbs to this Snowy Sky Return Wine and used refined spiritual spring water to brew it. For low-grade disciples, it has some washing essence effects. But for us old-timers, it's just a matter of satisfying our appetites," Elder Huan Yuan sat down on the other side, taking the wine pot without hesitation and pouring himself a cup.

He drank, nodding his head as if savoring something delicious.

"Enough. Fellow Daoist Huan Yuan, I've braved many dangers to reach this Quyue Mountains. We're not here just for drinks," the Ghost Emperor looked at him with some dissatisfaction: "I know. Your Majesty truly has good methods. You managed to breach the outer layers of the mountains and enter here with sheer strength. I admire you. According to what I know, there are several Tier 3 monsters along the way, not to mention a few Tier 4 transformed creatures. Their territories overlap, making them equals."

"Why waste words? My coming here isn't easy but it's also not dangerous. Although Tier 4 transformed creatures are at our same level, I have no hostile intentions; I just want to pass through. They won't fight to the death either. After all, a two-way loss is inevitable," the Ghost Emperor spoke calmly, though his words were light, the situation was far from that.

That five-stage divine dragon had been in the Spirit Realm for a long time, and now it ruled this area with several transformed creatures, dividing their territories.

Generally, intruders faced death. As he said, since they were at the same level, those monsters didn't want to fight to the death; seeing him as just a passerby, they let him go.

However, not all monsters were so lenient. One of them was a wolf-type creature that had evolved into its current form. This creature was bloodthirsty and enjoyed fighting, often challenging neighbors for fun. Seeing昊天, it wouldn't hesitate to attack.

After a fierce battle, the Ghost Emperor finally managed to get rid of this annoying creature.

However, he had to deal with a snake-tailed beast that had taken him by surprise in its den. Although only Tier 3, these beasts liked to live in groups—usually around seventy—and worked well together. The Ghost Emperor suffered a minor setback there as well.

In short, the deeper into the Quyue Mountains one went, the more dangerous it became. Finding the Moon Black tribe with his current cultivation was no easy task.

Of course, he didn't reveal all these details; he only mentioned them briefly to make himself seem mysterious and profound.

But Huan Yuan was a seasoned old monster as cunning as a fox. After much discussion, the Ghost Emperor couldn’t hold back: "Fellow Daoist Huan Yuan, I came here with clear intentions. Do you have any interest in cooperation?"

"Cooperation?"

"Yes," the Ghost Emperor nodded, his face showing righteous indignation: "In ancient times, your tribe and those cultivators defeated demons together. But what about Qin? After victory, they betrayed us, attacking our Moon Black tribe and forcing us into these harsh lands. Such a grievance, do you not wish to avenge it?"

Pausing for a moment, the Ghost Emperor continued: "Our spirits also faced similar hardships. For years, we've been confined in the Spirit Canyon. Now with the right opportunity, my spirits have launched an attack on the Qin tribe. If your Moon Black tribe can join forces, our efforts will be successful. What do you say?"
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"Ah, this…" Mixed Essence Elder extended his finger and lightly tapped on the table. In his heart, he had his own considerations.

The Moon Ink Clan indeed had a grudge against the Qin Clan, but these wraiths were not good either. As they say, those who are not of our kind must have different hearts; collaborating with them is like trying to skin a tiger.

Though this was in his mind, his expression was entirely different on the surface. He bowed slightly and said, "Thank Your Imperial Majesty Ghost for your kindness. Personally, I am willing to cooperate with you, but such matters are significant. As the Great Elder, I cannot make decisions alone; I need to consult with the witchmasters of each tribe."

"Of course, but the situation is urgent, so I can't wait too long," Emperor Ghost raised his head and reminded in a low voice.

"I understand Your Majesty's concerns. I have it under control."

After a few more words, Emperor Ghost got up to take leave.

Mixed Essence Elder also politely saw him off.

However, when they reached an unoccupied corner, the playful expression on Emperor Ghost's face suddenly vanished, replaced by a gloomy one. He turned his head and glanced at some place in Sky Star Palace, his eyes flashing with greed.

Meanwhile, inside the quiet room, Mixed Essence Elder's expression was serious as he clapped his hands. A tall and thin witchmaster with a horse-like face came into the room.

He bowed respectfully: "Elder, what instructions do you have?"

"Order some of the outer gate disciples to keep an eye on Emperor Ghost."

"Outer gate disciples?" The horse-faced witchmaster was surprised. Outer gate disciples were ordinary people without spirit roots who served as errand boys for the witchmasters.

After a moment's hesitation, he said, "Elder, are you sure about this? Should we really send those outer gate disciples?"

"Fool! What do you think of them? Emperor Ghost is at the same level as me. Even if it were a condensation core stage witchmaster, his divine sense would still escape detection. It's better to use ordinary people for this; they are less likely to arouse suspicion."

"I see now, subordinates understand," the horse-faced cultivator bowed respectfully and stepped back.

"Old Ghost, do you really think I don't know your purpose here?" Mixed Essence Elder sneered at him.

Lin Xuan, after escaping, immediately returned to the inn without hesitation. He broke through the restrictions and entered his room. Lin Xuan felt his legs go weak as he collapsed onto the bed.

How close it was!

Why would Emperor Ghost come here?

He had destroyed the teleportation array, so how could he have broken through from outside the Quine Yin Mountains?

It was possible, but this place was dangerous. With his power comparable to a golden core cultivator, if he gritted his teeth and charged in, it wasn't impossible.

But what was his purpose here?

Lin Xuan quickly shook his head. This had nothing to do with him; no matter what, he couldn't have come for an insignificant person like me.

It seemed that Ghost City had fallen. Even as a high-ranking ghost emperor, he wouldn't venture deep into the heart of Youzhou alone.

To be honest, seeing this dangerous figure, Lin Xuan even considered leaving. If he were discovered, there would be no place to die in peace.

Though his heart was filled with fear, Lin Xuan still suppressed his impulse. Without a map, even if he wanted to leave, it would only lead to death. Besides, the spirit herbs hadn't been obtained yet; leaving now would bring regret for life.

After careful consideration, he decided to stay and take the risk. The temptation of those spirit herbs was too great.

However, Lin Xuan didn't dare go out again. He stayed quietly in the inn, resting. Nothing happened overnight, and on the next day, the witchcraft conference officially began.

First came a series of rituals honoring ancestors, hosted by several elders from the Quine Moon Clan.

Lin Xuan's eyes moved as he looked at these old fellows. A chill ran down his spine; the Quine Moon Clan indeed had many spirit masters in the dantian stage among their members, especially that man right in the middle, who was at the peak of his realm. With a few more years of cultivation, he could enter seclusion and attempt to break through to the golden core realm.

Compared with the Sky Blue Clan, their strength was like night and day.

In fact, besides the Quine Moon Clan, there were still some large tribes that had recovered significantly after several years of rest. The number of witchmasters was on the rise.

The withered leaf watched enviously. According to him, during the Age of Chaos, the Sky Blue Clan was also one of the few major tribes in the Moon Ink Clan, not inferior to the Quine Moon Clan. However, it had suffered heavy losses in its great battle against the Qin Clan.

He placed high hopes on this grand test, hoping Lin Xuan could win several matches so that they could obtain more spirit herbs.

Apart from small clans like the Sky Blue Clan, larger tribes sent multiple participants.

With dozens of tribes combined, nearly a hundred witchmasters were to compete. Their cultivation levels varied; due to age restrictions, there couldn't be any condensation core stage experts.

But ninety percent of them were at the foundation establishment stage, and only a dozen or so flexible spirit stage witchmasters felt embarrassed to take part in the competition. The gap in their cultivation was too great, making success impossible. Rather than risk being thrown off the stage and losing face, these guys simply quit.

Losing once wasn't a big deal; they could come back stronger next time.

Of course, the poor performance of several tribes meant that there were no spirit herbs left for those who hadn't won any matches. They used a lottery system to ensure fairness, as cheating was not allowed during the witchcraft conference.

Several disciples from larger tribes included some formidable figures. Although they didn't have experts at the ultimate realm, several had reached the late foundation establishment stage.

These few were directly skipped in the first round and served as seed players; whoever faced them in the second round would be lucky to escape their wrath.

Lin Xuan looked calmly ahead. Yes, on the first day, the Great Elders of the alliance indeed did not appear, nor was there any trace of Emperor Ghost. As long as these old monsters didn't show up, he wouldn't face exposure.

There were several competition venues with large protective barriers raised. Since Quine Yin Mountains lacked crystals, they didn't use them to set up restrictions but instead had high-level witchmasters standing by, continuously supplying mana.

Light flashed continuously; spirit weapons soared into the sky, and explosions echoed in his ears almost from the start of the competition. It was immediately lively and bustling.
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The first day of the trial was uneventful. The stronger contenders almost all advanced smoothly without any hitches. Lin Xuan had a bit of luck; his opponent was from a small tribe, and he had just entered the Foundation Establishment stage not long ago.

Dealing with such rookies was easy. Lin Xuan summoned his new upper-grade spiritual artifact, Crescent Blade, slicing and chopping effortlessly until his opponent fell off the platform.

He then returned to the inn for rest.

The next day was similar. While his opponent's cultivation level was at the peak of the early stage, it still lagged behind Luo Yi’s. Lin Xuan himself was a fake, so he had no intention of winning the championship.

The Witchcraft Conference moved into its third round of trials on this day.

After two rounds of screening, those with slightly weaker abilities were eliminated. The remaining contenders, though not all masters, certainly weren’t soft targets.

In the morning, a lottery ceremony was held as three platforms began simultaneously. Lin Xuan looked at his opponent and couldn't help sneering. "No enemies, no meetings," he thought. This was indeed fortunate for him.

The young man came from the Dust Wind Tribe, a direct disciple of Xiao Kun, who had a grudge against Guo Ye. His name was Xiao He.

Encountering Lin Xuan meant bad luck for this boy.

However, Guo Ye sighed and gave Lin Xuan countless warnings, insisting he mustn't hold back.

It seemed Luo Yi indeed had a weak nature.

Lin Xuan stepped onto the platform as Xiao He also sized him up. His master had instructed him to incapacitate this boy; if possible, kill him. Such an outcome would be even better.

After all, while there were Elder Condensation Core witches present at the Witchcraft Conference, deaths were rare, but such tragedies did occur occasionally.

Xiao He's expression was equally sinister as he felt his master urge him on. His already ugly face twisted into a more menacing one.

Xiao He reached for his waist and a black shadow shot up. Lin Xuan took a closer look; it was a whip with an ominous, dark color and spines running along its length.

This spiritual artifact was quite rare indeed.

Lin Xuan didn't attack first but observed what this boy could do.

Xiao He muttered incantations in a strange language, extending his hand toward the whip floating above him. With a sharp command: "Quickly!"

The whip writhed and transformed into a long, double-headed snake.

One head was black, while the other was green with an eerie hue.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he recognized the transformation technique used by cultivators, but it was different in several ways. Only Condensation Core cultivators could use such techniques, and even then, the creatures formed were merely similar to real beasts rather than true living beings.

The snake before him seemed genuinely alive with blood and flesh.

Though Lin Xuan had studied a lot of witchcraft recently, he only grasped its basics in just a few days. He was surprised by Xiao He's abilities but wasn't afraid. With a cold laugh, he clapped his hands and summoned the Crescent Blade.

With a surge of mana, a large cloud of flames erupted from it, quickly forming a fiery cloud several meters wide. Thunderous sounds accompanied the flames as they surged toward the double-headed snake.

This move was impressive, drawing gasps from the crowd below.

"Strong fire attribute witchcraft."

"Yes, this 'Red Flame Thousand Miles' is typically used by Foundation Establishment late-stage cultivators. But Luo Yi has already mastered about seven or eight tenths of its power. He must have put in a lot of effort."

"Look at his treasure. That's an upper-grade spiritual artifact!"

"The Tiancang Tribe really went all out this time."

Xiao He heard the crowd’s discussion and his expression turned even more sinister as he flicked his fingers, sending several magical techniques into the snake.

Crackling sounds echoed as the snake's body swelled to several times its original size. The two heads became even more terrifying as they opened their mouths, one spitting black demonic flames, the other green poison mist.

Xiao He had also mastered dual attributes, using his demonic flames to entangle the fiery cloud and the poison mist drifting toward Lin Xuan.

Soon he was enveloped in the poison mist, his figure becoming indistinct.

Guo Ye's heart tightened with worry. In contrast, Xiao Kun seemed delighted. An upper-grade spiritual artifact? This ghost snake whip was one of the top-tier items among rare ones. With this poison from a corpse, this boy’s life was surely over.

Those who knew about the ghost snake whip were equally amazed. It was an ancient relic passed down through generations and had caused much carnage among low-level cultivators during the war between the two tribes.

Though not as formidable as a magical artifact, it was still one of the top-tier spiritual artifacts in existence. Moreover, no Foundation Establishment cultivator could withstand that poison; even Condensation Core experts would face significant trouble if they accidentally inhaled it.

Seeing the poison mist envelop his opponent, Xiao He felt relieved, confident he had won. But when the mist dissipated, Lin Xuan unexpectedly smiled at him and then vanished into thin air.

What magic was this?

Xiao He was taken aback as he didn't have time to react before Lin Xuan appeared in front of him, holding a green small flag.

With a gentle shake, thick clouds of poison smoke poured out. At such close range, there was no place for his opponent to hide. Even if Xiao He tried to move, Lin Xuan would use some trickery to immobilize him.

Lin Xuan didn't want this trial to drag on too long. Although theinfant soul period expert hadn’t shown up and neither had Heavenly Ghost Emperor, many Condensation Core witches were now watching from the sidelines, including late-stage experts even near the peak of their cultivation. With so many eyes, a prolonged fight might reveal his weaknesses.

A quick resolution was necessary. Engaging with a Foundation Establishment beginner for too long would be a disgrace.

Amidst gasps, Xiao He was enveloped by poison mist this time. Unable to even summon his protective shield in time, he tumbled off the platform unconscious.

Reversing fortunes so quickly was indeed shocking. The crowd below fell silent, stunned by what had just transpired.
第三百九十六章 姗姗来迟

Lin Xuan walked down from the arena with a calm expression, ignoring the surprised gazes of those around him. He returned to the inn by himself.

"Did you see? That kid from the Skyward Department is really strong."

"Yes, he turned defeat into victory in an instant. And I didn't expect him to be proficient in both fire and poison techniques as well."

"The main issue was that the Wind Dust Department's mage wasn't up to par. With the Ghost Snake Whip in hand, he lost so easily."

Various discussions filled his ears. Kū Yè was overjoyed, while Xiàokūn was full of resentment. But it didn’t matter anymore; the Moon Clan had strict rules against private duels among mages. Besides, if he really wanted to take revenge, he wouldn't be a match for Lin Xuan.

Although this match left everyone in awe, they quickly moved on. The audience returned to other arenas as the Mage Convention entered its third day. Weak opponents were eliminated, and every match was a fierce confrontation, filled with excitement.

After returning to the inn, Lin Xuan closed himself off again. This time, it really was somewhat dangerous; he hadn’t expected his victory to draw so much attention. Fortunately, this matter had come to an end. With three consecutive wins, according to the rules, their tribe could already receive some spirit herbs, even if not in large quantities—four would suffice for him.

The opponent drawn from the Moon Clan was a young talent, only twenty-nine years old and already at the late Foundation Establishment stage—a formidable foe indeed. Despite Lin Xuan's impressive performance yesterday, he seemed pale in comparison. Even Kū Yè advised him to be cautious but not to overexert himself.

With pitying expressions on their faces, Lin Xuan walked onto the arena without any surprise or alarm.

A protective shield rose as both mages summoned their spiritual artifacts.

Lin Xuan seemed hesitant due to his opponent's reputation and appeared somewhat restrained. After barely holding out for a dozen or so exchanges, he was caught off guard and fell from the platform in defeat.

This outcome was expected by everyone; no one doubted anything.

Regardless, Lin Xuan had successfully entered the top twelve. Although this result didn't meet Kū Yè's expectations, encountering such a formidable opponent was beyond his control. He did not blame Lin Xuan but instead consoled him gently.

Lin Xuan appropriately displayed signs of disappointment and spent the remaining days in the inn, closed off from the world.

As expected, the Skyward Department indeed dominated, securing all three top spots.

That morning, at the center of the inner city, thousands of mages gathered. More than on previous days due to today's distribution ceremony for the holy fruits' spirit herbs and the presence of the revered Elder Round Sphere himself.

At eight hundred years old, with profound cultivation, he was the only婴期 elder in the Moon Clan of the Skyward Mountains. Apart from his few direct disciples, seeing him was a rare opportunity.

Lin Xuan felt excited; finally, he would obtain ancient holy herbs to refine his spirit roots.

However, Lin Xuan's caution prevented him from acting impulsively. Although the Transforming Pill was miraculous, it could not deceive an Elder Round Sphere mage. He would need to use the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to avoid detection.

Lin Xuan and other young mages who had entered the top twelve stood near the largest arena. Surrounding them were several Condensation Core stage cultivators from various tribes, including the Moon Clan, Silver Phoenix Clan, and Rainbow Ring Clan.

The most notable trio was on the left side: an elderly man with white hair but rosy cheeks; a beautiful middle-aged female cultivator; and a handsome young man who appeared to be in his twenties but had deep lines around his eyes indicating his true age far exceeded it. All three were at the pinnacle of Condensation Core stage.

"Friend Ye, we are all ready. Why hasn't Elder Round Sphere shown up yet?" one of them finally spoke after another half hour or so. This was Cloud Peak, the chief elder of the Rainbow Ring Clan, known for his reputation among Moon Clan mages.

"How impatient can you be, Friend Cloud? Master might have other matters to attend to. If you don't want to wait, go ahead," said the red-faced old man, who was Elder Round Sphere's top disciple and wielded significant authority in daily affairs. His words were not polite. Cloud Peak glared with resentment but remained silent.

"Enough, enough! Why argue? There are so many juniors below; it would be a loss of dignity."

The middle-aged woman intervened to smooth things over as she was the chief elder of the Silver Phoenix Clan and had good relations with both parties. She gave them some face by temporarily suppressing their anger.

Though they spoke in low tones, Lin Xuan's spiritual awareness caught snippets of their conversation. He lowered his head but knew what he was thinking.

Another half hour passed, and whispers among the mages grew louder, even causing slight commotion. The closing ceremony of the Mage Convention hadn't started yet; could something have happened to Elder Round Sphere?

Lin Xuan felt anxious. Could it be that Heavenly Ghost Emperor had caused trouble?

But whatever happened, he didn’t want any complications until he obtained the spirit herbs. Fortunately, his worries were unfounded as a golden祥云 rose from the Star Palace and flew swiftly toward them.

The light faded to reveal an elderly man with kind eyes.

He wore the usual mage attire but had gold threads on his collar and cuffs, and his voice was like a deep bell: "I apologize for keeping you waiting. I just emerged from my seclusion."

"Your Excellency, we are honored to see your face," said Cloud Peak humbly.

"Yes, what's one more delay?" the woman added.

With respectful bows, the mages greeted Elder Round Sphere. Lin Xuan also bowed but noticed a sudden change in his expression as he glanced at the elder...
第三百九十七章 真假老祖

Lin Xuan had never met the Primordial Ancestor of Mixture and Emptiness. However, this person was definitely not that legendary old monster from the Earth Core婴期 stage. Lin Xuan could be certain about this because the Nine Heavens Profound Art he practiced was a supreme Daoist technique, which included the power to discern disguises.

Dispel illusions and obfuscating spells!

The elderly man before him seemed to have been transformed by some kind of magic.

Although Lin Xuan's abilities were limited, he couldn't see through his true form. But knowing that someone was impersonating him was enough.

What had happened? Where was the Primordial Ancestor of Mixture and Emptiness?

Lin Xuan felt a sense of unease in his heart. It seemed leaving immediately would be the right choice. However, with precious medicinal herbs almost within reach, giving up now might lead to lifelong regret. Even if it was a gamble, he had to take that chance.

"Master, this Witchcraft Conference has concluded successfully. All twelve top contenders are here," said the elderly man named Ye, bowing respectfully.

The other two experts at the peak of their cultivation stages, Yun Feng and the middle-aged woman, did not dare to speak up either.

"Hmm." The Primordial Ancestor of Mixture and Emptiness nodded. His gaze swept over the faces of the twelve young witches, all showing signs of intense excitement. Lin Xuan was no exception; his heart was filled with cold laughter instead.

The rest was simple. This Witchcraft Conference had been held countless times in a million years, so everyone knew what to do.

Incense burning, honoring ancestors, and a series of complex rituals took two hours before finally coming to an end.

Lin Xuan was already impatient but could only hold his tongue.

"Alright, come up here and receive your medicinal pills," the Primordial Ancestor said with a faint tone as he half-closed his eyes.

The young witches who entered the top twelve were overjoyed. For them, the medicinal pills were secondary; they couldn't use them anyway. What truly mattered was the opportunity to worship the Primordial Ancestor of Mixture and Emptiness.

This was not only an honor. Two hundred years ago, a young witch from a small tribe had won third place in a similar competition and was immediately noticed by the Primordial Ancestor, who took him as an apprentice.

The champion did not receive such treatment, which wasn't surprising. The concept of opportunity meant that the old ancestor favored those with superior资质. From the perspective of spirit roots, the third-place winner had better qualities but lacked a master and suitable spiritual artifacts to aid his progress.

By becoming the Primordial Ancestor's disciple, he soared like a caged dragon released into the sky, making rapid advancements. Now, he was at the Condensation Core stage and had considerable renown among his peers.

If only Lin Xuan could be favored by the old ancestor, even if it meant just being recorded as a disciple, the benefits would be countless!

The young witches' eyes were filled with intense longing, and Lin Xuan noticed this. He smiled slightly. Alas, before them stood no true Earth Core婴期 old monster; their efforts were like throwing flirtatious glances to blind men.

At that moment, Lin Xuan understood everything. Whether or not the current figure was a fake, what had happened in the Moon Shadow Clan, and how much he should think about it—these matters were irrelevant. All that mattered was obtaining the medicinal herbs. And there was also the map. With this thought, Lin Xuan turned his gaze toward the direction of the Heavenly Star Palace.

However, upon seeing this, his mouth dropped wide open. Not just him but every witch present turned their heads in shock. Many believed they had seen a mistake.

First came an ear-shattering explosion, and then the sacred Heavenly Star Palace was engulfed in flames.

Amidst the fire, countless black threads shot out, converging into a middle-aged man with a scholarly appearance, around forty years old.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale.

Heavenly Ghost Emperor!

But at this moment, the old monster had messy hair and torn clothes, as if he had suffered some hidden injury.

The other witches were in shock, whispering among themselves:

"Who is this person?"

"I've never seen him before. Could he be an outsider?"

"But his cultivation level"

"It's beyond comprehension. Could he be a peak Condensation Core cultivator?"

"No one knows."

While others speculated, the elderly man named Ye and the middle-aged woman were visibly shocked, looking at each other.

"Friend Daoist Ye, who is this person? How could there be another Earth Core婴期 old monster in Quimiao City?"

"I don't know either. Among the thirty-six major and minor tribes of Moon Shadow Clan, only Master has advanced to the Earth Core婴期 stage," said the elderly man named Ye, ignoring his conflict with Yun Feng.

"Friends, have you noticed? This guy exudes a heavy阴气; he doesn't seem human." The middle-aged woman had not spoken until now, her words carrying a startling impact.

The other two were alarmed and turned to look at the Primordial Ancestor of Mixture and Emptiness on the stage. At this moment, this old monster was their main focus.

But just then, a murmur of doubt arose from the crowd. From the ruins of the Heavenly Star Palace, another figure emerged.

Tall and imposing, his voice like a thunderous bell—wasn't that none other than the Primordial Ancestor himself?

Who could be on the stage now?

The witches were in an uproar. The elderly man named Ye, along with Yun Feng and the middle-aged woman, exchanged glances before rushing to confront this person.

Flashes of light appeared as they revealed their treasures, forming a "品" shape around him.

"Who are you?" the middle-aged woman's eyebrows had already arched in anger.

But that person remained calm. He wiped his face with his hand and revealed his true form—a middle-aged witch with a blackish-red complexion.

"Third Brother, is it really you?" asked the elderly man named Ye, clearly surprised.

Yun Feng and the middle-aged woman also recognized this person, their expressions equally strange.

"Big Master, friends, don't blame me. It was Master who instructed me to impersonate him. The goal was to confuse the Heavenly Ghost Emperor."

"What? A ghost emperor? Could it be those monsters from the Netherworld Valley?" Yun Feng's face showed a look of shock.

"Yes, the Netherworld and Qin Clan have resumed hostilities," said the middle-aged man with a serious expression. "This guy came here to seek our cooperation in dealing with those Qin cultivators."

"Cooperation? That sounds like a good idea." Yun Feng rubbed his chin, showing interest.

"Friend Daoist Yun, your words are wrong. As they say, strangers from outside must have different hearts. Although we share a deep grudge with the Qin Clan, we are still humans. How could we ally ourselves with those Netherworld creatures?" said the middle-aged man with a black face, frowning and speaking with righteous indignation.

Yun Feng did not argue further but his expression clearly showed he was unconvinced.

"Friend Ku, since the Heavenly Ghost Emperor seeks cooperation, why would he fight with our Primordial Ancestor?"

"Hmph. Those Netherworld creatures are utterly untrustworthy. Perhaps they have a desire to cooperate, but seeing Master's intention to stall, they've set their sights on our clan's inheritance," said the middle-aged man with a black face, filled with resentment.
第三百九十八章 两强相斗

"Ancestral Treasure?"

The elderly man with the Ye surname and the middle-aged beautiful woman could not help but let out a startled exclamation. Then, anger flashed across their faces. Clearly, they knew what that meant for the Moon Shadow Clan.

At this moment, an explosive sound shook the heavens as the sky was filled with swirling clouds and winds. The Heavenly Ghost Emperor's entire body was enveloped in thick, dark like ink阴气.

The阴气was so dense it formed a cloud. Surrounding him were countless wraiths and skeletons dancing up and down.

On the other side, Elder Round Heaven naturally did not show weakness either. No one knew what kind of witchcraft he used, but his entire body suddenly glowed brightly, like a rising golden sun.

Countless flames shot out from his body—some as big as fists, others several dozen feet in diameter...

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor sneered coldly. The wraiths each had hooked fingers and were ferociously attacking the light ball that Elder Round Heaven transformed into.

This was indeed a mistake. He had endured countless hardships to come to this Quinei Mountain range, truly wanting to cooperate with the Moon Shadow Clan.

Although the wraiths had undergone ten thousand years of rest and recuperation, their strength still fell short compared to cultivators. The enemy's enemy is one's friend. After these ghostly creatures came to the mortal world, they knew that the Moon Shadow Clan and the Qin Clan were sworn enemies.

Thus, they thought about cooperating with them.

However, Elder Round Heaven had no intention of agreeing. What he wanted was for the wraiths and the Qin Clan cultivators to both suffer a defeat, allowing him to reap the benefits.

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor was cunning. He would not do others' work. Since the other party did not have good intentions, there was no need to blame himself for breaking his promise.

Thus, he set his sights on the Moon Shadow Clan's ancestral treasure.

It was said that it was a holy artifact of the Moon Shadow Clan from a million years ago, with immense power and hidden great secrets. Although the Heavenly Ghost Emperor only heard about it secondhand, its extraordinary nature could be confirmed.

Even such an old-timer as the ghost emperor was tempted.

---

If this had happened at another time, obtaining a treasure from the Star Palace would not have been easy. There, Elder Round Heaven personally guarded it.

However, with the end of the witchcraft conference, according to tradition, this old monster must personally preside over it. That gave them an opportunity...

Although the Star Palace was heavily warded, the Heavenly Ghost Emperor did not take it seriously. This reckless act cost him dearly.

Elder Round Heaven was more skilled and had long seen through the ghost emperor's ulterior motives. The one sent to host the witchcraft conference was merely a substitute. He himself lurked in the shadows, launching an ambush.

Caught off guard, the Heavenly Ghost Emperor suffered significant losses. However, his strength far exceeded Elder Round Heaven's expectations, allowing him to escape from the array. As a result, the Star Palace was severely damaged and appeared before all the witches.

The reason for this was unclear even to the elderly Ye and the two grand elders of the Silver Phoenix and Color Ring tribes. The others were in shock, staring at the battle between Elder Round Heaven and the man shrouded in阴气, unsure how to proceed.

"Brother Cloud, Lady Li, Third Apprentice Brother, it seems our master cannot win against the ghost emperor for a while. We can't just stand here and watch. Let's first disperse those low-rank disciples. Then gather all the condensation core cultivators and assist our master." The elderly Ye man, though somewhat sharp-tongued, was still capable given his important role in the tribe. He immediately gave orders.

"Agreed," said the middle-aged beautiful woman without objection. The black-faced witch who had impersonated Elder Round Heaven would not say much either. Only Grand Elder Cloud Peak of the Color Ring Tribe flashed a strange look but eventually agreed.

The four separated to issue commands. Except for Elder Round Heaven, they were highly respected among the witches. Although others harbored doubts, they dared not speak out.

Moreover, the witches were not fools. A full-fledged confrontation with Elder Round Heaven meant that whoever the middle-aged scholar in阴气belonged to must have reached the round infant stage of cultivation.

Two old monsters at the round infant stage fighting so fiercely, only a few miles away—staying here without leaving would surely result in being caught in the crossfire?

Lin Xuan stood by silently, observing. Suddenly, a figure appeared before him as the black-faced witch arrived.

He glanced at the young witch in front and coldly said, "I am your master's third disciple. The situation has changed. The witchcraft conference is over for now. Spirit pills will be sent to each tribe later. Disperse and go."

Lin Xuan could not help but curse loudly inside his mind as he watched the spirit herbs about to fall into his hands. Yet, an unexpected incident occurred at this critical moment...

He almost wanted to act rashly and snatch them. After much consideration, however, he reluctantly held back. He did not have the Heavenly Ghost Emperor's extraordinary abilities; interfering in others' affairs was akin to suicide. Moreover, Lin Xuan could not be certain that the spirit herbs were with the black-faced witch.

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor, although engaged in a battle with Elder Round Heaven, had also sent out a fragment of his divine consciousness to check on this situation. Upon hearing Ye's plan, a mocking smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

---

Facing off against Elder Round Heaven was already difficult enough. If dozens of condensation core cultivators surrounded him and attacked, even with his formidable abilities, he would only end up with his soul scattered.

He shook his shoulder as the black cloud formed by阴气suddenly expanded to several acres in width. Countless dark gas clouds fell like raindrops, targeting this side's arena.

Danger!

The witches' faces changed dramatically. Several unfortunate ones were hit by the阴气and their bodies turned into pools of blood.

This eerie and evil power made everyone wary. In a flash, lights flashed wildly as the witches deployed various protective barriers and talismans to shield themselves.

The scene was in chaos.

The ghost emperor wanted this chaos so he could take advantage and escape.

Elder Round Heaven had already lost his temper. Without caution, this guy dared to attack him right before his eyes. It was infuriating. What made it even worse was that one of the witches turned into blood water was a direct descendant in his secular world.

"Old ghost, what a bold move. I will make you pay with your life," Elder Round Heaven roared furiously. He usually spoke with a voice like thunder, and this time, it sounded like a lightning bolt splitting the sky.

"Is that so, old monster? Show me if you can."

In the Heavenly Ghost Emperor's cold laughter, his figure spun around, causing the black cloud formed by阴气to violently churn.
第三百九十九章 巫师的灵药房

Two old monsters from the Essence Body stage were fighting fiercely, making the entire arena chaotic. The wizards didn't expect that even with a Primordial Ancestorentangle, this middle-aged man with an aura ofyin energy still had the strength to attack them with such bizarre and poisonous abilities.

Everyone was on edge, whispering like cicadas in winter.

Lin Xuan, however, quietly slipped away to one side. Soon, the Sky Star Palace came into view above him. The two old monsters were not far from his head as well.

Lin Xuan's actions were extremely bold. Seeing no one noticing him, he planned to sneak into the Sky Star Palace and take advantage of the situation. However, his target was not any treasure related to inheritance but a map and spiritual herbs.

The Primordial Ancestor of Muddled Origin probably wouldn't carry such a precious item on them.

Although it was dangerous for Lin Xuan to rely on the Sky Star Palace at this moment, he decided that the risk was worth taking after careful consideration. He concealed his aura and dressed as an ordinary wizard. With his ability to conceal his form being incredibly subtle, no one paid him any attention, allowing him to successfully sneak in.

After the two old monsters' battle, much of the Sky Star Palace had been destroyed, but only the peripheral buildings were affected. The important halls were well-protected by multiple layers of restrictions and remained intact.

Lin Xuan hid in a corner, his expression cold, not making any rash moves. He casually released his divine sense to probe the area, immediately bumping into a restriction that bounced him back.

If he had rushed in recklessly, he would have encountered danger.

Suddenly, footsteps approached. Lin Xuan turned and saw an anxious young man running towards him. The wizard was dressed, but his cultivation level was pitifully low—only at the Flexible Spirit Stage Fifth Layer.

Lin Xuan moved silently beside him, extended a finger, and lightly tapped the young wizard, who promptly fainted.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan covered the young wizard's head with one hand and performed Soul Scouring to read his memories.

After a moment, Lin Xuan's face showed an odd expression. He couldn't help but feel lucky. The young man's cultivation was negligible, yet he had considerable talent in alchemy, which led him to work at the Spirit Herb Room as an assistant.

Like with cultivators, few wizards were adept at alchemy. Since the Sacred Fruits matured only once every hundred years and there weren't many of them, they could not be wasted. Thus, only the best alchemists were tasked with creating spiritual herbs.

These alchemists were trained from a young age by the Sky Star Palace. They started as assistants in the Spirit Herb Room before gradually gaining importance within the palace based on their cultivation and alchemical skills.

From his memories, Lin Xuan found no mention of the map but learned that after being refined, the spiritual herbs had been taken away by the Primordial Ancestor of Muddled Origin.

Reasonably, Lin Xuan should have felt disappointed. However, he discovered a very interesting clue.

Although it was crafted by one of the best alchemists from the Moonlit Clan, obtaining this ancient spiritual herb wasn't easy; several had ended up as waste.

The reason for multiple wasted herbs instead of just one batch was that high-grade spiritual herbs required rare and precious materials, making their success rate low. If a batch failed, it would be heartbreaking. Therefore, high-grade spiritual herbs were always refined one at a time.

With the idea of stealing waste pills, Lin Xuan's thoughts became lively. Stealing waste pills was more secure than trying to take the actual herbs since no one paid much attention to them. He could simply purify them later if needed. After all, he had already mastered the use of the Blue Star Sea.

With a flicker of firelight in his hand, Lin Xuan turned this unfortunate individual into ashes. It wasn't that Lin Xuan was fond of killing; it was just that under these circumstances, leaving any witnesses behind would be unacceptable.

When the time came to be ruthless, he wouldn't hesitate.

Based on the young wizard's memories, Lin Xuan easily reached the Spirit Herb Room. This unremarkable building was made of sturdy stone. With a gesture, a black wooden token appeared in his hand. Summoning a spell, a light barrier opened up for him.

He nodded with satisfaction. He had taken a magical item from that guy, making it easier to bypass this hidden restriction.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan stepped into the light barrier.

The stone door was sturdy and heavy, but with a Giant Force Spell cast on him, he easily pushed it open.

The Spirit Herb Room was vast, measuring several hundred feet in each direction. Upon entering, Lin Xuan felt an overwhelming heat, indicating that this place had abundant geothermal resources.

Scanning his surroundings with divine sense, everything within the room appeared in his mind—empty of people. In the center of the stone house stood a large cauldron, and nothing else.

Lin Xuan didn't bother to look around further; he directly followed the young wizard's memories to the left wall, which was still dark like the rest. However, Lin Xuan placed his hand on it.

His internal mana flowed, emitting a layer of green light from his palm.

"Open!"

With a sigh, Lin Xuan saw the mountain wall actually move slightly, revealing a stone staircase leading downwards.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned, showing a hint of surprise. He had learned that waste pills were stored here but hadn't mentioned any stairs.

Was it because the young wizard's status was too low to know about these secrets or was there an issue with his memories?

Lin Xuan hesitated but decided he couldn’t go back now. Even if it meant traversing through a fiery hell, he had to try.

His gaze became resolute. However, he wasn't rash; he took a Shape-Shifting Pill from his pocket and swallowed it. His face blurred as he transformed into the young wizard's appearance—shorter, fatter, with only minor differences in clothing.

He then tucked his hands into his sleeves, affixing several earth-grade spirit talismans before slowly descending the staircase.

The staircase was long, but the walls on both sides were embedded with stones that emitted faint white light, making it not dark at all.

Despite this, Lin Xuan moved cautiously, fully opening his divine sense to guard against any potential dangers.

After walking for over two hundred steps, he finally reached the end. Suddenly, a bright light appeared before him.

"What is this?" Seeing what was in front of him, Lin Xuan was stunned.
第四百章 毒药

Before his eyes lit up. At the end of this stone staircase lay a vast medicinal garden.

The garden was quite expansive, covering about a hundred feet in each direction. What surprised Lin Xuan was that he recognized only half of the strange flowers and exotic herbs planted there.

This left Lin Xuan feeling rather puzzled. After all, as the young master of Spirit Herb Mountain, and someone who frequently read books, he should have some familiarity with the various precious medicinal plants of the cultivation world...

Could these all be ancient medicinal herbs from a million years ago? The thought made his heart race. He took a few steps forward, and a fragrance like that of orchids and musk wafted over him.

It was intoxicating. But Lin Xuan's expression suddenly changed as he turned pale. A layer of green light flashed across his body, blocking the scent from entering. Then, with a serious look on his face, he raised his head to gaze ahead.

There was a delicate purple flower bud, though it had yet to bloom, already measuring the size of a bowl. Above it hovered a faint mist, and that was where the fragrance emanated from.

"Poison Dragon Grass?" Lin Xuan's expression turned ashen when he saw this plant, his voice tinged with disbelief. He had once read about this in an ancient text, but its name alone revealed that it wasn't a rare medicinal herb; rather, it was a highly toxic plant.

Legend had it that even dragons, ancient beasts, could be poisoned by it—though some exaggeration was involved, the potency of its toxicity was undeniable.

Lin Xuan turned his head. Among the Seven Extremes Red Fruit and Water Immortal Devil Orchid, several herbs he recognized were also present, but without exception, they all contained potent toxins.

From this, Lin Xuan deduced that other plants here might not be any better.

He rubbed his chin, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. Could it be that this wasn't a medicinal herb garden at all, but a place specifically for cultivating toxic herbs?

After some consideration, the idea seemed plausible. After all, Mo Yue Clan's witchcraft was renowned for its deadly poisons.

These poisonous plants were not rare treasures, and Lin Xuan couldn't help sneering as he sought out the ancient spirit herb's waste pills. He released his divine sense into the underground garden; apart from himself, no one else was present. Reaching into his waistband, he took down a spare storage bag.

Regardless of what happened, these poisonous flowers and herbs were not to be underestimated. Even if he had stumbled in by accident, he would first plunder this medicinal garden before searching for the spirit herb's waste pills.

In an instant, Lin Xuan made up his mind and activated the storage bag, casting a spell on it. A green light emerged from within.

He circled the garden, collecting all matured exotic poisonous plants into his bag without hesitation.

This place was not worth lingering in. Just as he was about to return by the same path, his brow furrowed as if sensing something. He stopped and stepped closer to a corner of the garden, where he felt a faint波动 of spiritual energy.

Could this be the Mo Yue Clan's treasured artifact that Heavenly God Ghost Emperor wanted to steal?

With this thought, Lin Xuan couldn't resist. After all, what an old monster like him coveted must not be ordinary.

After some hesitation, he summoned his Drifting Cloud and Snowfall Sword and slashed at the stone wall before him. A layer of yellow light silently appeared, blocking his attack.

Strange!

Lin Xuan was delighted despite not being alarmed. He cast a spell with both hands, pouring all his spiritual energy into the magical artifact. The divine sword emitted a brilliant light, then he pointed it towards the禁制.

At the same time, Senior Immortal Primordial Ancestral floated in mid-air with an ashen face. He had underestimated that fellow; he thought the Heavenly God Ghost Emperor's recent promotion would make him weaker than his own condensation stage witch who had been around for over two hundred years, and thus harbored some contempt.

But now, he realized the other's power far exceeded his expectations. Not only did he easily escape from the array, but in their battle, he didn't fall behind and even had enough strength to attack younger witches. After killing several people, this guy actually used a mysterious secret technique to flee.

The thought of being toyed with made Senior Immortal Primordial Ancestral nearly explode with anger. At that moment, several peak condensation stage witches, including the elderly gentleman Ye, flew over and paid their respects to him from afar.

"Master, we have already evacuated the lower-ranked disciples. What should we do next? Please instruct us."

Though he was furious inside, in front of his disciples and juniors, Senior Immortal Primordial Ancestral had to maintain a graceful demeanor: "Well done. Now gather all the condensation stage witches in the city into groups of five to search for those ghostly entities. Remember, don't engage them lightly; if you find any, immediately send a sound transmission talisman."

With that said, Senior Immortal Primordial Ancestral's black light flashed, and he vanished like a streak of light towards the horizon. The Heavenly God Ghost Emperor was too arrogant—treating this place as his own backyard, coming and going at will. This would damage his reputation if he let him escape.

Senior Immortal Primordial Ancestral disappeared without a trace, leaving the peak condensation stage witches staring at each other in confusion.

"Brother Ye, you..." The middle-aged woman's face showed hesitation.

"Mrs. Li, since Master has issued an edict, please cooperate with our tribe," said Senior Immortal Ye, frowning and speaking calmly, then casting a glance towards Yun Feng as if to warn him.

"Naturally, we dare not defy the will of the great ancestor." The middle-aged woman forced a smile: "I'll go gather our condensation stage daoists."

Yun Feng snorted and flew off in the direction of Cai Huan's tribe.

"Senior Brother," the black-faced witch looked at Yun Feng with an expression of concern.

"Third Junior Brother, there's no need to worry. This fellow has ambitious designs that have been growing for a long time. Ambition requires strength as its foundation. Unless he successfully condenses his essence, he can't defy Master's authority." Senior Immortal Ye smiled arrogantly: "Just like just now, though he was unwilling, he still had to follow Master's instructions."

Hearing this, the black-faced witch felt relieved and let out a sigh of relief.

"Alright, we should act quickly."

With that, Senior Immortal Ye and the black-faced witch transformed into streaks of light and disappeared in another direction.

Within just a few minutes, several experts had left. With the low-ranked witches already dispersed, the once bustling arena was now empty.

Puff...

A small ghost silently emerged, cautiously looking around before emitting a green light the size of a thumb that flew towards Heavenly Star Palace.
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That was Lin Xuan's scattered spirit consciousness, attached to the阴魂 of the Hundred Souls Banner. The amount of spiritual energy naturally wasn't substantial. However, it was more than enough for surveillance.

After retracting this strand of divine awareness, Lin Xuan had a clear understanding of what happened outside. He felt quite pleased, truly thanking the Heavenly Ghost Emperor. He had successfully lured the Mixed Essence Ancestor and other formidable figures away from here.

For now, there was no risk of exposure, so he needed to act quickly. With his spiritual energy fully unleashed, Lin Xuan drove his treasure toward the禁制 with great force.

---

A quarter of an hour later...

Although the禁制 was impressive, Lin Xuan's divine abilities were equally formidable. A loud rumble echoed as the light barrier finally collapsed.

The stone wall vanished, revealing a sea of pinkish fog before him.

It was an illusion technique, and these mists seemed to be toxic.

Such strict defenses suggested that even if it wasn't the clan’s treasure, it must be something extraordinary. Lin Xuan's expression was a mix of joy and concern as he began to focus on breaking through this illusion.

He had to act quickly, before the Mixed Essence Ancestor returned...

Outside, chaos reigned supreme. The situation for the Heavenly Ghost Emperor was far from optimistic. He first fell into an ambush, then engaged in battle with an Incarnation Stage witch. Although he managed to escape using secret techniques, his injuries were severe.

This time, he had stirred up a hornet's nest. All the Condensation Core witches in the Quayin Mountains set out to find him. With so many enemies, even if his current condition was critical, it would be impossible to fight them all, especially with a Mixed Essence Ancestor present.

Soon, the Heavenly Ghost Emperor was discovered. However, this fellow was incredibly cunning and didn't engage directly. Instead, he focused on causing chaos and even disregarded his status by attacking ordinary humans of the Mo Yue Clan.

He released numerous low-grade阴魂 ghost beasts, plunging Quayin City into turmoil.

From a cultivator's perspective, commoners were like ants, so their lives weren’t worth much. But with the Mo Yue Clan’s unique situation and limited numbers, their deaths would leave the cultivation world rootless. The witches had no choice but to rush in to extinguish the flames of resentment, slaying怨灵 ghost beasts.

The Mixed Essence Ancestor was particularly enraged, vowing to eliminate the Heavenly Ghost Emperor. For now, he wouldn’t return to the Star Palace.

In this undisturbed environment, Lin Xuan successfully broke through the illusion and禁制. A stone cave appeared before his eyes.

Lin Xuan released his divine awareness, only for it to be immediately bounced back. His expression changed dramatically as he grew both wary and uncertain.

---

Leaving in such a manner was unsatisfactory. But rushing in might lead to unforeseen dangers. As Lin Xuan hesitated, a hoarse voice echoed: "Boy, since you've arrived here, come in boldly. Fear not; I won't cause any trouble for you. You'll gain much."

The tone was arrogantly bold, and Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat. He wouldn’t truly believe it but wasn’t overly afraid either. With his current abilities, he could escape even from an Incarnation Stage opponent.

He released the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword and activated the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield before slowly entering.

The stone cave was small, only a few dozen feet in size. Standing at the entrance allowed him to see everything inside clearly.

Though not a villain, Lin Xuan had killed over a hundred cultivators since ascending the path of immortality. With so much blood on his hands, he wasn’t easily frightened.

However, as he looked before him, his scalp tingled with fear.

In front of him was a towering figure, but this man's arms and legs were severed at the wrists. His body was riddled with wounds and submerged in a dark green liquid.

Though unknown to Lin Xuan what that liquid was, it had strong corrosive properties and toxic effects, preventing his injuries from healing.

The most bizarre thing was that the man still lived.

Having suffered such severe injuries without dying, could he be an Incarnation Stage powerhouse?

Lin Xuan was taken aback. His divine awareness confirmed that while this man’s cultivation level was high, it only reached the peak of the Condensation Core stage.

But with no Incarnate core, his vitality was indeed peculiar.

The towering figure looked equally surprised upon seeing Lin Xuan.

"Ah, you're not from our Mo Yue Clan; you’re a Qin cultivator. Interesting, very interesting."

Despite his severe injuries, he remained unconcerned and immediately revealed Lin Xuan's identity.

Lin Xuan was shocked. He formed a hand seal, causing the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword to tremble slightly, ready to attack.

"Wait. Why such urgency? I have no ill intentions toward you. Moreover, in my current state, how could I harm you?"

---

This had some merit. Even as a Condensation Core cultivator, Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid of an Incarnation Stage opponent either. He paused and listened to what the man would say.

"If it were earlier, I would have killed any Qin cultivators I encountered. But now that I’m in this situation, my ambitions are long gone. The enmity between our two clans is irrelevant to me. Even if you destroy Quayin City, I’ll only clap with joy from the sidelines."

Lin Xuan was surprised by his words. Despite being a witch, he spoke as though he genuinely felt that way, without any pretense.

Though puzzled, this man posed no threat to Lin Xuan.

"May I ask your esteemed name?" Lin Xuan asked politely.

"Hmph. Though I am a witch, my dharma name is surely known to you cultivators." The man's face showed an air of arrogance despite his crippled state. This was someone who exuded a sense of superiority over the world.

Lin Xuan felt a chill. Such bravado... Could it be...

"Ha, from your expression, you’ve guessed correctly. Indeed, I am the Hundred Poison Divine King who once caused chaos in the Youzhou cultivation world two hundred years ago."

"The Hundred Poison Divine King is truly him!"

A person’s name casts a shadow. Although Lin Xuan had anticipated this to some extent, hearing it directly made his face change.

He stared at the man blankly: "You are... really..."

"Hmph, do you think I’m someone who likes to borrow others' names?" The man's face showed anger but soon sighed. "It’s no wonder you doubt me; in my current state, sigh..."

A hero's decline. Lin Xuan looked around at the legendary figures. When he roamed the world, Lin Xuan hadn’t even been born yet. However, in the Spirit Medicine Mountain Library, he had read many books detailing his exploits.
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Hundred Poison Sage Lord!

Two hundred years ago, this was a name that made cultivators in Youzhou tremble with fear.

No one knew his origin. However, upon his arrival in Youzhou, he immediately unleashed a storm of blood and gore, wiping out several cultivation families.

Even medium-sized sects were not spared; after injuring some people, he left without any hindrance. The sect's prohibitive arrays and several Condensation Core experts working together to attack could not detain him.

In the world of cultivation, might was right, with daily acts of bloodshed. However, there were certain rules. Such brazen individuals were indeed rare.

Initially, many thought that Hundred Poison Sage Lord had a grudge against these sects or families and thus kept their distance. Some even took pleasure in his misfortune.

But gradually, people began to feel something was amiss.

Hundred Poison Sage Lord's targets expanded widely, almost like a madman. Any cultivator—be it from the Daoist path or the Evil Path—would be targeted if he caught sight of them and would be exterminated without delay.

From Fresh Spirit Period rookies to Condensation Core experts, in just half a year, thousands of cultivators had fallen at his hands.

This was too much. While not a full-scale catastrophe, it certainly left Youzhou's cultivation world in a state of unease...

And gradually, rumors spread that Hundred Poison Sage Lord was not from the Qin Clan but instead a witch from the Mo Yue Clan, which should have been extinct a million years ago.

This theory wasn't baseless. His techniques were peculiar and vastly different from those of Daoists, Evil Path practitioners, or even ghost cultivators.

It was well-known that using poisons was considered low-level skill in cultivation arts, with few practitioners and not particularly powerful abilities.

However, Hundred Poison Sage Lord's poison skills had reached a level of mastery, suggesting he wasn't a cultivator but rather a witch from the Mo Yue Clan...

Initially just speculation, this sage lord boldly admitted it. He even boasted that his mission was to seek revenge for his ancestors.

This was intolerable. Facing such blatant provocation, even several hermit婴期 old monsters who had stayed out of affairs couldn't sit still.

Back then, Sovereign Demon Tyrant hadn't yet risen to prominence and was still keeping a low profile. The leading figures in Youzhou's cultivation world were the Three Great Daoist Masters, with Supreme Venerable Taixi personally stepping in to stop Hundred Poison Sage Lord on some remote mountain.

From their cultivation levels, Supreme Venerable Taixi had been renowned for centuries as an old monster of the One婴期 realm. In contrast, while Hundred Poison Sage Lord had gained a reputation recently, he was still at the peak of Condensation Core stage.

A difference in cultivation level meant everything; with a gap of one realm, their power levels were incomparable.

From ancient times onward, there had never been a record of a Condensation Core cultivator defeating an One婴期 old monster. Even to survive for several rounds was considered remarkable.

The Qin Clan and the Mo Yue Clan were sworn enemies. Given that Hundred Poison Sage Lord was a witch, Supreme Venerable Taixi naturally didn't hold back. He even wanted to humiliate him. However, things unfolded contrary to everyone's expectations.

Facing this famous One婴期 old monster, although Hundred Poison Sage Lord remained solemn, he showed no signs of fear or cowardice and instead deployed his treasure to engage in battle.

This straightforwardness surprised Supreme Venerable Taixi. The ensuing battle was fierce, though no one witnessed it. Rumors spread that while Supreme Venerable Taixi ultimately emerged victorious, he didn't gain much advantage. He even managed to escape.

Although Hundred Poison Sage Lord disappeared from Youzhou's radar, the outcome of this battle ensured his fame throughout the cultivation world.

After all, a Condensation Core cultivator and an One婴期 old monster fighting to mutual destruction was indeed unprecedented...

This past event was recorded in detail by various sects. Lin Xuan stared at the tall man before him, truly surprised to encounter a legendary figure under such circumstances.

He couldn't believe that the once formidable Hundred Poison Sage Lord, who had shaken Youzhou's cultivation world with his solo efforts, would end up in such a state.

Lin Xuan swallowed hard; this path of cultivation was fraught with danger. A single misstep could lead to eternal damnation.

"Senior, you..."

Although strictly speaking, they were enemies, Lin Xuan still held some respect for this legendary figure.

"Do you want to ask why I ended up in such a state?" Hundred Poison Sage Lord's eyes glinted as he said with a certain weariness: "Before that, let me ask if you're willing to do a deal with me?"

"A deal?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. A hint of hesitation appeared on his face.

"Correct, it's a deal. If you agree, I can assure you that there will be great benefits for you. Not only will your cultivation improve significantly in the future but also your abilities will skyrocket in the short term. What do you say? Are you interested?" Hundred Poison Sage Lord's words carried an obvious allure.

"Short-term ability boost?" Lin Xuan was indeed tempted by this. Although it went against common sense that cultivation couldn't be achieved overnight, before him stood a legendary figure who had defied nature. His confidence suggested he might be worth trusting.

But Lin Xuan wasn't a novice; he wouldn't make rash promises. After some thought, he solemnly said: "Senior, please tell me what you want in exchange."

"It's simple," Hundred Poison Sage Lord gritted his teeth and said with deep resentment, "kill that scoundrel, the Primordial Chaos Ancestor."

"Phew..." Lin Xuan almost stumbled, staring at the hunched figure before him. Could Hundred Poison Sage Lord be delusional after enduring so much torture? Asking him to take on the Primordial Chaos Ancestor, an old One婴期 monster, was like a young man trying to hang himself.

Facing such an opponent, wasn't he asking for trouble?

Back then, when Hundred Poison Sage Lord had challenged Supreme Venerable Taixi, he too was at the peak of Condensation Core stage. Lin Xuan, on the other hand, was just in his early stages.

Moreover, since obtaining the Blue Star Sea, although he had encountered many coincidences, compared to this legendary old monster, his abilities were still far from his level.

The Primordial Chaos Ancestor was someone he would avoid at all costs; how could he go out of his way to seek him out?

"Kid, why are you so excited? This Sage Lord isn't asking you to deal with him right away. I'll wait until you're capable enough," Hundred Poison Sage Lord said.

But Lin Xuan shook his head like a rattle drum. He wasn't crazy; who would willingly provoke an old One婴期 monster for no reason?
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"Senior, if you insist on making such impolite demands and mocking me, I will not accompany you any further," Lin Xuan said as he swept his sleeve. He was about to turn and leave.

"Boy! Wait!" Seeing Lin Xuan's intention to depart, the Poison God King grew anxious. However, his weakened body seemed to be under some kind of restriction, unable to escape from the green liquid. Lin Xuan's determination was evident; he had already moved away from the stone chamber.

"Do you really want to leave without knowing the secret behind our clan's treasure?"

"Clan treasure?" Lin Xuan paused as he realized that this item must be significant, given how the Heavenly Ghost Emperor had been trapped by it. He naturally had some interest in it.

"What is your identity, senior? Shouldn't such a clan treasure belong to the Alliance's Great Elder and Primordial Essence Ancestor for safekeeping?" Lin Xuan turned around with a puzzled expression.

"If not for that traitor's treachery against me, how could he have taken this position. The Primordial Essence Ancestor is just a worthless ingrate," the Poison God King was visibly agitated. If his legs hadn't been cut off, he would have jumped up and down in anger.

Worthless?

Lin Xuan stared wide-eyed at him.

Although it was easy to deduce their enmity from his demands, the way this traitor or scoundrel insulted himself as a waste of space was peculiar. Moreover, the Poison God King's expression suggested that he was indeed serious about his claims.

Lin Xuan did not interrupt but knew that after his outburst, he would give him a reasonable explanation.

Sure enough, several minutes later, the Poison God King calmed down and took a deep breath. "Boy, do you know who I am and my connection to that traitor?"

"I do not know, senior. Please speak your mind directly; I dislike beating around the bush and have no time to waste here," Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and spoke in a calm tone.

"You...!" The Poison God King showed signs of anger but quickly deflated like a balloon: "Forget it. A tiger in its declining years is bullied by dogs. In my current state, I can't argue with you anymore. Back then, when I was at the height of my glory, what did that traitor, Primordial Essence, amount to?"

"You want to know our connection? Tell you, back then, I was his junior disciple."

"Junior disciple?" Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. He had already made some guesses but they were different.

"There's nothing strange about it. Back then, me and the traitor studied under the same master—our predecessor Great Elder of the tribal alliance. Although he entered earlier than me, in terms of talent and intellect, he fell far behind me. After all, talents like me are a rarity that comes once every ten thousand years..." The Poison God King paused when he noticed Lin Xuan's expression was peculiar. He stopped and glared: "How do you not believe it?"

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head with an extremely sincere look on his face. "If anyone else boasted like this, I would have dismissed them out of hand. But your reputation back then was impressive enough that even at the Condensation Core stage, you could challenge the Elder Immortal Tai Xu. Even if it's a once-in-a-million-year talent, exaggerating is not an overstatement."

Hearing about his own achievements, the Poison God King seemed pleased: "You're quite knowledgeable for a young man. Back then, I did indeed roam across the state. But my ability to match Elder Immortal Tai Xu was due to our clan's treasure and had nothing to do with him."

"Connection with the clan treasure?" Lin Xuan's interest piqued as he noted this down.

"In short, back then, my talent was unparalleled in history. Do you know how long it took me to form a golden core from cultivation to condensation?"

"About fifty or sixty years!" Lin Xuan guessed a number based on his imagination; generally, taking around a hundred years to form a golden core meant one had a Saintly Spirit Root, and the old monster in front of him was an anomaly, so he shortened it by half.

"That's not right!" The Poison God King shook his head with a look of pride. "It only took me twenty years."

"Twenty years?" Lin Xuan was stunned. Even he, using medicinal pills to boost his cultivation and indulging in excessive intake, had spent nearly forty years. It was impossible for the other party to have Blue Star Sea and achieve such results in half the time.

"My cultivation speed was extremely fast; although I entered later than that traitor, I soon left him far behind. That traitor is a cunning and vicious person. He showed respect on the surface but never treated me as his senior. Instead, he treated me like a disciple. I was blinded by my own foolishness and believed in his false sincerity, promoting him excessively in cultivation. Whenever there were questions, I would guide him with all my heart. I even shared some of my unique insights with him; otherwise, how could this boy be here today..." At this point, the Poison God King's eyes bulged, showing intense anger.

Lin Xuan sighed. This man was once very intelligent but had developed a proud and arrogant nature due to his exceptional talent and early success in life. Otherwise, considering the saying "a gift horse must be examined," it would have been obvious that an elder treating him like a disciple was suspicious.

Unfortunately, as the saying goes, being too close can blind one's judgment; this genius failed to notice such a clear logic.

"After I formed my golden core, it took me another twenty years to reach the peak of the realm. Originally, I should have closed myself in for cultivation and formation. But you know how it is when we cultivators push through barriers—besides cultivation, one also needs mental fortitude. My master advised me to go out and experience the world,"

"Experience?"

"Yes, before, our witchcraft training was merely wandering around Qu Yin Mountain and eliminating some beasts. The refinement of the mind was limited. However, the vast landscapes of You Zhou were all occupied by your Qin clan, making it a forbidden area for our Murmur Clan witches. I refused to believe in this nonsense and came out of the mountain..."

The rest of his story, Lin Xuan had read from ancient texts; hearing it directly from the Poison God King added more horror to the tale.

"The cultivators of the Qin clan are merely a bunch of waste. Even Elder Immortal Tai Xu's abilities were not extraordinary. He only injured me with his Core Formation stage cultivation. But wanting to keep me... dreaming!"
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"However, when I heard the news, it was that Divine Lord Xuan had disappeared from our Youzhou after this battle," Lin Xuan said. Regardless of anything else, he was a cultivator of the Qin clan. There was no reason for him to turn his back on his own kind. Hearing this, he couldn't help but coldly mock.

"Hmph. Do you think it's because that old fool Tai Xi scared me? No. I did sustain some injuries, but they weren't fatal. They'll heal in time with proper care. The reason I left Youzhou was that after that battle, I had some insights and felt confident about forming my essence core."

"Why then, senior?" Lin Xuan couldn't help looking at the large man before him. His injuries aside, his cultivation level remained at the peak of condensation core stage.

"This all thanks to that scoundrel Huan Yuan," said Hundred Poison Divine Lord with gritted teeth. "Soon after I returned, my master passed away and bequeathed his position as the Grand Elder of the Alliance to me just before he died."

Lin Xuan had already guessed some of this. The Hundred Poison Divine Lord's behavior was too domineering. As they say, the taller you stand in a forest, the more likely you are to attract wind. His superior talent had already made him an object of envy. Now that he had inherited his master's legacy and was being overlooked as the senior disciple, Huan Yuan naturally couldn't bear it.

Moreover, Lin Xuan believed that Huan Yuan was no fool. He wouldn't have become a condensation core cultivator if he were. In all honesty, he must be a genius. It was just that Hundred Poison Divine Lord's brilliance overshadowed him, so his talent had been hidden.

"Did he attack you then?"

"No," said the Hundred Poison Divine Lord shaking his head. "That fellow is cunning. He knew his abilities fell far short of mine. So after my master passed away, he remained respectful and never overstepped a boundary. I trusted him as much as an arm or leg, and handed over most of my authority to him."

"He waited for three years until the day I was about to form my essence core…"

At this point, the Hundred Poison Divine Lord's breath became heavy, his eyes filled with vicious intent, like a wounded beast preparing to strike.

"At that time, he was the one I trusted most. Before I closed myself in meditation, I handed over all of my authority to him and even allowed him to enter the restricted areas I had set up…"

Lin Xuan couldn't help showing an odd expression on his face when he heard this.

"Think you old man is a fool?" The Hundred Poison Divine Lord snorted. "Forming an essence core isn't like condensing a golden core. There are heart demons that can invade, and if one's luck is bad, they might even attract heavenly tribulation. That's why cultivators always set up many restrictions in their meditation chambers to protect themselves. Even though I am a prodigy, I couldn't guarantee the process would be smooth sailing. These preparations were made just in case."

The Hundred Poison Divine Lord sighed. "But I never imagined that Huan Yuan, this scoundrel, would secretly plot against me. Just as my essence core was about to form, he suddenly attacked me."

"I was fighting off heart demons at the time, which is when I am most vulnerable. My full power could only be unleashed in two or three layers. Although Huan Yuan is a waste of space, his cultivation had reached late condensation core stage under my guidance. After our battle, I suffered defeat and humiliation, but so did that scoundrel. He was also severely injured by me."

Lin Xuan was shocked to hear this. If not for knowing the legendary figure before him would never lie, it sounded like a fairy tale.

It's common knowledge that when cultivators attempt to break through their barriers, they are most vulnerable to external interference. This is why Lin Xuan had fled to the desert to condense his golden core and why Yue'er preferred to use her powers without an array to intercept him, as any distraction could result in failure or even a descent into madness.

Compared to condensing a golden core, forming an essence core was even more perilous. And yet, while fighting off heart demons, the Hundred Poison Divine Lord had still managed to engage in battle. Regardless of who won, this alone was enough to make him stand out among his peers.

"Although Huan Yuan was severely injured by me, my situation was worse. My forming essence core scattered and I suffered severe damage from the heart demon invasion. In the end, I ended up like this."

This tale of brotherly rivalry sounded thrilling, but Lin Xuan, as an outsider, remained unperturbed. He even stroked his chin thoughtfully and said, "Huan Yuan's treachery succeeded in leaving you alive for a reason."

"Indeed," said the Hundred Poison Divine Lord with venomous eyes, but his gaze held a hint of approval toward Lin Xuan. "As long as I am alive, that scoundrel will be restless. But he never killed me because he wanted to extract information about our clan's treasure from me."

"Do you have this treasure?"

"Of course. My master intended for me to take over the position of Grand Elder, so naturally, this treasure was passed down to me," said the Hundred Poison Divine Lord.

"Wouldn't he try to use soul searching on you?" Lin Xuan asked in surprise.

The Hundred Poison Divine Lord had once been a formidable figure, but now he was reduced to a cripple. Huan Yuan, however, was an advanced condensation core cultivator. With their relative positions reversed, it shouldn't be too difficult for him to use soul searching to read his memories.

"Hmph. Do you think that scoundrel wanted to? Although I am no longer formidable, I still can't be easily bullied. A few tricks should prevent his soul searching from succeeding," said the Hundred Poison Divine Lord with a proud look. "What do you say, boy? This clan treasure that Huan Yuan has been after for two hundred years - just hand it over if you agree to avenge me."

"Is... this really worth risking everything?" Lin Xuan thought about it. Even though he was young, he was very smart and didn't want to be tricked by the old monster.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan finally said carefully, "I wonder what kind of treasure this is and how it can help me?"

People do things for money or food, but whether it's worth risking everything depends on the reward. He had just heard the other party bragging, so he needed to be cautious. Huan Yuan might be trying to trick him into agreeing.

Although Lin Xuan was young, he was very smart and didn't want to be fooled by this old monster.
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Lin Xuan cursed loudly in his heart. Qiang was indeed a cunning old fox, no wonder the Hundred Poison Divine King could so easily hand over this treasure to him. It turned out it was just bait all along.

First, give a little sweetness. Make him jump into the trap even though he knew it was one. This move was truly venomous.

However, Lin Xuan quickly regained his calm expression. Regardless of anything else, the initiative still lay in his hands. If he could successfully form an embryo in the future and have confidence to eliminate the Primordial Essence Ancestor, why not borrow some of his essence blood? After all, it would be a way for him to seek revenge on the Hundred Poison Divine King.

Before that, he might as well refrain from using this ancient fragment. He had already learned one secret technique for free without losing anything; in fact, he gained more benefits.

The Hundred Poison Divine King was cunning and clearly saw through Lin Xuan's thoughts. But there was nothing he could do. His remaining lifespan was limited, and he had no other choice but to rely on this young man before him. Moreover, he believed that after Lin Xuan experienced the infinite power of that secret technique, he would be unable to resist the temptation to learn other techniques from the ancient fragment.

This young man's success in forming an embryo at such a young age indicated great potential for the future. His chances of becoming a Primordial Essence cultivator were not insignificant. The old fellow named Huan Yuan could no longer enjoy his life; someone would take revenge on him.

The two had their own plans, and the cunning old fox and the young fox exchanged knowing glances.

"Alright, Senior, I will do what you request when I have the ability. There is something else I need to ask," Lin Xuan put the jade cylinders back into his storage bracelet with a smile fading away.

"Oh? Tell me. If it helps, I won't hesitate."

"For a senior like you, it's just a simple effort." Lin Xuan smiled bitterly at the corner of his mouth: "Junior heard about a safe path in an ancient ruins. Since Senior has been to Youzhou, you must know this place. Therefore..."

Lin Xuan did not finish his sentence, but the meaning was clear. However, the Hundred Poison Divine King did not immediately respond; instead, he looked at him coldly.

"Senior, what's wrong?"

"Youth, I believe your words are true. But the Mo Yue Clan can only survive because of this Qinyin Mountain. If you tell me about that path, wouldn't I be a千古罪人 (a person who brings eternal shame to his clan)? What if you have evil intentions..." The Hundred Poison Divine King's expression was somewhat cold.

"Senior, rest assured. Junior can swear on my life. Besides, you gave me your clan treasure; do you still care about the Mo Yue Clan's survival?"

"Youth, you must understand that I hate the Huan Yuan rogue alone. Giving you our clan treasure is part of a deal to take his head. This has nothing to do with the Mo Yue Clan. After all, I am a native witch and have already said that I will not believe any empty vows."

"Sorry, Junior spoke out of turn." Lin Xuan bowed; now seeking help from him, he naturally could not anger this old monster: "But Senior, if you don't tell me the path, how can I leave here? I cannot stay in Qinyin Mountain forever.

"

"Do not worry. Since I want you to avenge me, I will not let you perish. I won't tell you the path, but there are other methods."

"Other methods?" Lin Xuan's expression was stunned; this was unexpected!

"Yes, besides the ancient one-way teleportation array passed down by our clan elders, old man discovered another ancient one-way teleportation array early in my life. Using it can also return to Youzhou." The Hundred Poison Divine King slowly spoke.

Lin Xuan had no objections. A teleportation array was safer and more convenient than traveling through the Qinyin Mountain. However, what the other said next almost made him want to curse loudly.

"That terrain is peculiar with many monsters. Well, youth, a third-stage monster shouldn't be a problem for your cultivation. But be careful not to get surrounded. And there's also a fourth-stage transformed creature there; you should avoid it."

"Fourth stage?" Lin Xuan's face turned extremely ugly. That was almost on par with the power of a Primordial Essence cultivator, and he opened his mouth to argue. However, the other interrupted him: "Youth, no need for much talk. I will never tell you that path under any circumstances."

Lin Xuan sighed; the other's attitude was firm, leaving no room for negotiation.

"Now give me an empty jade cylinder and carve in the location of the teleportation array."

"Alright." Lin Xuan was a straightforward person; since there was no point in arguing further, he put his divine sense into the storage bracelet to find an empty jade cylinder.

Although the Hundred Poison Divine King had lost both arms above the elbows, making him appear like a cripple, his divine sense was not inferior to that of a Primordial Essence cultivator. With mental force holding the jade cylinder, it took almost no time for him to carve in the map. Lin Xuan checked it and put it away.

"Is there anything else you need to ask, Senior?"

The Hundred Poison Divine King was taken aback, showing some impatience: "Youth, why so many things? Just say everything at once."

This old monster wasn't a patient person either; however, he had to endure his temper because of Lin Xuan's help in avenging him.

"Nothing big. I heard that the Mo Yue Clan has Essence Gold Fruit..."

Lin Xuan had just said this when the other's expression changed abruptly: "Youth, are you trying to get our holy tree? Truly not one of us, your heart must be evil. What malicious thoughts do you have towards my Mo Yue Clan?"

It was no wonder the Hundred Poison Divine King was so agitated. Lin Xuan was a Condensation Core cultivator with high rank; even though he was a genius, he never imagined that Lin Xuan lacked a spiritual root. He asked about the Essence Gold Fruit because he wanted to destroy his clan's holy tree, which would significantly reduce the growth rate of witches. This was a treacherous strategy to cut off the roots.

Seeing the divine king's expression, Lin Xuan naturally guessed his thoughts and hurriedly smiled in explanation: "Senior, I misunderstood you; Junior has no ill will towards your noble family. I asked about the Essence Gold Fruit because my secular friend lacks a spiritual root and cannot embark on the path of cultivation. Therefore..."
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"Is that a woman?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by what Hundred Poison Sage King said. He wondered why he had such thoughts, but the other person continued speaking: "The senior who created this strange medicinal formula was also entangled in love, falling for an ordinary mortal woman. He wanted to help her embark on the path of cultivation. However, it failed. Although this medicine can refine a spirit root, its quality is not high. The person who takes it cannot achieve much."

"But junior heard that nobles' wise men have improved the formula, making it possible to refine good spirit roots," Lin Xuan said, staring into the other's eyes and speaking each word clearly.

"Hmph. I didn't expect you to know so much about our clan affairs. However, tell me honestly, the formula has indeed been improved, but the possibility of refining a good spirit root is extremely low. Old man advises you not to hold any hope."

"Junior isn't stupid; he can distinguish between them. But why does senior keep trying to dissuade me? Is there another purpose?"

"A foolish young man who doesn't know his own good fortune. I just don't want you to be distracted in your cultivation. Since you have made up your mind, old man has nothing more to say. Go from here and turn left. You can see a small house after passing through a passage. There should be some spirit pills."

"Thank senior for your assistance," Lin Xuan was overjoyed inside but did not show it on his face. He bowed to the other person before retreating along the same path.

He moved quickly, having already spent quite some time here. If Primordial Heaven Ancestor returned, he would be in grave danger.

Following Hundred Poison Sage King's instructions, Lin Xuan easily arrived at the stone house after climbing up the stone steps. The interior was simple, with only a stone table and an alms bowl on it.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before reaching out to grab the alms bowl from mid-air. It was sucked into his palm, and he shook it lightly, producing a faint sound. After pouring its contents down, three golden pills appeared in front of him.

Though Lin Xuan had never seen ancient spirit pills, he assumed Hundred Poison Sage King would not lie. He carefully put them away before heading out towards the Heavenly Star Palace.

The journey was mostly smooth, though he encountered several witches. But thanks to his powerful spiritual awareness, he managed to avoid them in time, with no major incidents.

Outside, chaos still reigned, but most of the noise came from the human settlement within Quimoon City. Only a few witches were around the arena, one at the forefront having roughly the same cultivation as Lin Xuan, while the rest were base foundation stage disciples.

Due to the vastness of the area, there was no place to hide, and Lin Xuan was quickly discovered. However, what surprised Lin Xuan was that the other person only glanced his way before retracting their spiritual awareness.

Lin Xuan's prepared lie proved useless.

Why is this happening? Lin Xuan felt quite curious.

After a moment of thought, he guessed the reason.

The chaos in the Moony Clan was caused by ghostly entities. Althoughvast heaven (Hào Tiān) was the Ghost Emperor and could condense his body into a form, there was always a trace of eerie ghost energy lingering on him. Skilled witches would recognize this immediately. Hence, seeing that Lin Xuan was human, they had no reason to doubt him.

Though he understood this, Lin Xuan did not want to linger here for fear of complications. He quickly returned to the inn and transformed back into Loei before doing so.

As he passed through a deserted area, Lin Xuan suddenly raised an eyebrow and moved several feet without any warning.

A crescent-shaped light blade sliced from where his body had been just moments ago, cutting through the sky and vanishing without a trace.

"Hey?"

A cold voice echoed. The person turned to see a tall, thin witch with one eye blind, looking sinister like a venomous snake ready to strike its prey.

His hand was still in mid-air, indicating that his previous attack had been an ambush.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with murderous intent as he slowly said two words: "Xiao Kun?"

"Didn't expect you to react so quickly and recognize me," Xiao Kun replied. "It seems Dusty Department lost the meeting and is now trying to use underhanded tactics. You're a late-stage condensation core expert, yet you ambushed an inferior junior like me. Aren't you ashamed? And are you not afraid of breaking the iron law that witches cannot privately fight?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Hmph. What nonsense about iron laws. If it weren't for those outdated rules, I would have already sought revenge on withered leaf long ago. As for you, I'm just reclaiming some interest. And with the Ghost Emperor stirring things up, even if you die, everyone will think it was his doing. Who would suspect me?" Xiao Kun said with a pleased smile, revealing his true intentions.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. Seeing this, Xiao Kun felt uneasy. How could someone at the late-stage condensation core level appear so confident and unafraid against him?

Could he have some backing?

No, wrong. He was just a base foundation stage witch, completely different from Xiao Kun. Even if he had some tricks up his sleeve, it wouldn't be enough to win. He must be pretending to be calm to buy time.

With this thought, Xiao Kun felt reassured and sneered: "Young man, you don't need to waste your efforts. Dragging out the time is futile. Since I chose to act here, I have confidence that no one will see us."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile: "I'm relieved after hearing those words. No one coming would be best; no one would suspect me as your killer."

"What?" Xiao Kun was momentarily stunned by this arrogant statement. Was the other person stimulated, losing his wits, thinking he could defeat him, a late-stage condensation core expert?

But in the next moment, shock flashed across his face.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and summoned the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword. The temperature around them suddenly dropped, and snowflakes began to form faintly.

"Treasure!" Xiao Kun stared at Lin Xuan, his eyes wide with horror: "You're a base foundation stage witch? How did you condense your golden core? No… wait, you're not a witch; you're a Qin Clan cultivator."

"Correct answer," Lin Xuan formed hand seals and pointed the celestial sword above him. "Then… you can go to hell now."

With a rumbling sound mixed with thunder, Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword suddenly grew larger and longer. In an instant, it transformed into a massive sword over twenty meters long, carrying snowflakes and overwhelming pressure as it sliced towards Xiao Kun.

This attack was shocking in its magnitude. Xiao Kun was taken aback by the suddenness of the situation and could only fight back hastily. He quickly formed his hands into claws.
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The artifact was peculiar in shape, somewhat resembling a tiger's claws. A faint green light surrounded it as it approached the immortal sword and talisman.

Lin Xuan hummed. With his left hand, he produced an ancient-looking small mirror from within his palm. Summoning some of his spiritual energy, several black light balls the size of fists shot out from the mirror's surface.

These light balls moved incredibly fast, hitting the tiger-clawed treasure and enveloping it before the opponent could react.

Ixiu Kun was taken aback, unsure what to make of this. However, in an instant, he felt his treasure's spirit essence diminish dramatically as spiritual energy gushed out like a dam breaking.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan pointed his finger with a strange expression. The direction of the Flying Cloud and Snow Sword changed, drawing a beautiful arc that dodged the tiger claws before slicing towards Ixiu Kun.

Ixiu Kun's face turned pale. He frantically waved both hands to summon a light veil. The red light within the veil surged outward, expanding into a blood-red shield about a foot thick.

This seemed like an excellent defensive artifact.

Lin Xuan sneered as his spiritual sense revealed a clear jade flute above him.

Ixiu Kun's single eye widened in shock. "Impossible! How can you have so many treasures? Who are you?"

It was well-known that condensation core stage cultivators and witches typically only possessed one命 treasure, with some highly skilled or exceptionally fortunate individuals having more. However, Ixiu Kun had no time to ponder this.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, transforming the jade flute into a green giant snake over seven feet long and as thick as a yellow barrel. It opened its blood-filled maw and lunged towards him.

This was not an illusion technique; it was a power inherent to the jade flute itself, making it a rare beast soul treasure.

In an instant, the giant snake approached Ixiu Kun, opening its mouth to release vast green mist that condensed into hundreds of needle-like fangs. These struck his shield like hailstones. While each individual strike wasn't particularly powerful, their combined force was terrifying.

The shield began to waver after just a few seconds. Ixiu Kun panicked and frantically injected all his spiritual energy into it.

The red light flickered but held together勉强 stabilizing.

Unfortunately, his efforts were in vain.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and lightly flicked it, sending a crystal green flying needle towards him.

With a sizzling sound, the Green Scale Needle's attack was far weaker than the previous two ancient treasures. However, it became the final straw that broke the camel's back. The shield shattered like a soap bubble.

Ixiu Kun lowered his head, staring in disbelief at the green crystal needle embedded in his chest. Although the wound wasn't large, his heart had been shattered by the power of the treasure!

"Blame yourself for stirring up trouble you shouldn't have," he heard before losing consciousness.

Lin Xuan waved a light show that snatched Ixiu Kun's storage bag. Then, a fireball reduced him to ashes.

Scanning with his spiritual sense, Lin Xuan found no one in the vicinity. This was indeed an excellent spot for an ambush; it saved him trouble.

Since there were no witnesses, he relaxed and transformed into a streak of light, leaving the area. About fifteen minutes later, he returned to the inn. The chaos outside contrasted with its relative calm, but there was still a tense atmosphere.

The Moony Tribe hadn't been invaded for over a million years since moving into Quinyan Mountain Range. This ghost emperor-level monster and昊天's cunning had caused chaos as expected.

Since this didn't concern him, Lin Xuan broke through the restrictions to return to his room, where he promptly fell asleep for a day and night.

He woke up refreshed, with a faint trace of joy in his eyes. This mission to Quixue City was fruitful; he could break through his cultivation barrier soon if nothing went wrong.

Over these years, although Lin Xuan only took one pill every few days, the cumulative effect was significant. He just needed that last step to enter the middle condensation core stage. However, due to his mediocre资质, several attempts at breaking through had failed. But with all the herbs and ancient treasures from Yuanjin Fruit, he now had a 70% chance of success.

As Lin Xuan was overjoyed by these thoughts, suddenly, his expression changed as he cast a spell towards the outside. The restriction parted, allowing an odd-looking witch to enter.

"Senior!" Lin Xuan bowed.

The withered leaf nodded but wore a worried look until he saw Lin Xuan, then smiled approvingly. "Loy, you did well. Winning three consecutive matches at the Witchcraft Conference and advancing to the top twelve brought four spirit herbs for our Sky Azure Tribe."

He handed a golden-yellow pill from an jade bottle to Lin Xuan.

"What is this?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, showing confusion.

"Stop being dumbfounded! This is your reward. According to Sky Azure's rules, any witch who wins spirit herbs can receive one. You can give it to someone in your clan for them to cultivate as well."

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised by this revelation.

If he had known, why would he have gone through so much trouble for a single pill? After all, only one person could consume each.

However, there was no harm done. The main goal of entering the Sky Star Palace was still the map. Moreover, if not for that, he wouldn't have encountered the Poison King and gained unexpected benefits.

In any case, this was definitely a win-win situation. With a delighted expression, Lin Xuan thanked the senior: "Thank you so much, Senior Loy."

"No need to be polite; it's your due reward. Upon returning to the tribe, I'll give you some ancient treasures as encouragement," he added.

"Thank you, Senior." Lin Xuan put on an overjoyed expression despite his current power level, where even ordinary treasure would seem insignificant.

"Hmm." The withered leaf stroked his beard, clearly pleased with Lin Xuan's attitude. "Loy, pack up; we're leaving."

"Why now? Didn't you say there was still a memorial ceremony for our ancestors after the conference?" Lin Xuan asked in surprise.

"Now is not the time," the withered leaf sighed. "昊天's interference has caused chaos and heavy casualties in Quixue City. Even witches have suffered significant losses. With the entire city under lockdown, this ceremony must be canceled."

"Is that ghost still at large? Haven't you caught it?" Lin Xuan asked knowingly.

"A single ghost? Ha! Easy to say. Let me explain;昊天 has only recently ascended and is unpredictable in power. Even Primordial Essence Senior couldn't catch him," the withered leaf explained.

Lin Xuan nodded, knowing all this already. He pretended ignorance to gather intelligence indirectly while the withered leaf continued without suspicion.

"Although he escaped, he was caught by a trap first and forced to use secret techniques during his battle with Senior Primordial Essence, suffering significant injuries. His whereabouts are unknown for now. Anyway, we should leave."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan agreed. He had nothing to pack; as a cultivator, all his belongings were stored in his bag. They left immediately.

Most of the smaller tribes' witches had already fled, either unable to help or fearing昊天's wrath. The Primordial Essence Senior remained silent, turning a blind eye.

On their journey, they took extra precautions, choosing remote paths and hiding their light. Fortunately, they arrived at Sky Azure Tribe's territory after several days without encountering any trouble.
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Previously, it was known that the other witchcraft practitioners from the Sky Azure Tribe had also gathered to greet Lin Xuan. Leading them was an elderly man named Sando and a big man with a scar on his face. The rest were merely low-ranking witches in the Flexible Spirit Period.

After the formalities, there followed some pleasantries. Lin Xuan felt that their attitudes towards him had changed significantly. Initially, they had been somewhat cold, but now they seemed unusually friendly and warm. Given that he had just made significant contributions to the tribe and his cultivation was far superior to theirs, it was natural for them to curry favor with him.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan naturally continued to chat amiably with them as they returned to Sando's lair.

The scenery remained unchanged. Sando was in high spirits; all his worries had vanished. Unlike the glory of old, the Sky Azure Tribe was now a small and inconspicuous tribe, located far from Quyue City. The Heavenly Ghost Emperor probably wouldn't venture this far.

After settling down, common servants brought them tea. After resting for a while, Sando stood up and took out a storage bag from a nearby secret room with a flick of his wrist. Two spirit artifacts appeared on the table: a small double-edged battle axe that gleamed with icy white light, and a black dagger like ink.

Sando and the scar-faced man's eyes sparkled with greed as they saw them.

"These two spirit artifacts have followed me for many years; I used them before my core formation. They still hold some power. Since you've made significant contributions to our tribe, here are your rewards."

"Battle Axe of Mountain Opening!"

"Toxic Tooth Blade!"

...

Hearing Sando call out the names of these treasures, Sando's expression was one of pride. These artifacts were indeed well-known in the spirit artifact world, but Lin Xuan naturally didn't care. He still had to pretend to be overjoyed and accept them with gratitude.

After sitting for another half an hour, chatting about trivial matters, Lin Xuan politely bid farewell, saying he needed to return to his cave for intensive cultivation. Sando was naturally pleased by this effort and did not try to retain him. Instead, he encouraged him, saying that if he encountered any difficulties in his cultivation, he could come back at any time.

...

A short while later, Lin Xuan returned to Lai's lair and immediately entered a secret room without hesitation.

Lin Xuan first sat quietly for about an incense stick's worth of time, adjusting his mind to its best state. Then, he tapped the storage bag, causing white light to flash as a small jade bottle appeared in his palm.

He unscrewed the cap and poured out several golden pills from inside.

These ancient spirit pills could only be consumed once in one’s lifetime. Although Lin Xuan had coincidentally obtained several of them, he did not plan on wasting any.

His dantian contained blue Star Sea, so he intended to purify these ancient spirit pills as before, hoping that their quality would improve and increase the chances of refining excellent spirit roots.

Lin Xuan took one pill, played with it for a while, then carefully grasped it. Closing his eyes, he used his mana to activate the blue Star Sea, allowing it to emit magical light points.

Unlike when he first obtained this treasure, as Lin Xuan's cultivation increased, so did the size of the blue Star Sea. If its initial area was compared to a small puddle, now it had expanded into an acre-sized pond, increasing by hundreds or even thousands of times.

Soon, the blue light points coalesced into a stream that flowed through his meridians and reached his palm. With his other hand, he curled his index finger and thumb, casting a spell between his knees. After so much practice, Lin Xuan's mastery over the blue Star Sea was at an extremely high level.

He also had many techniques under his belt.

Although this was his first time purifying these ancient spirit pills, he still had more than a 70% chance of success.

...

After two full days, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes. He slowly spread out his palm; inside were still golden pills, but they now shone even brighter. Beside the pill, there was a small red powder—impurities.

Everything went smoothly, and Lin Xuan's expression showed satisfaction.

After resting for a while, several hours later, the blue Star Sea gradually recovered as his mana replenished it.

Then, Lin Xuan poured another spirit pill from the jade bottle.

...

In this manner, he repeated the process. Over nearly ten days, Lin Xuan finally purified all four ancient spirit pills.

After resting again, Lin Xuan looked at a middle-grade pill in his hand and pondered. If he could refine it into an upper-grade one, the chances of refining high-quality spirit roots would be greater.

Since he had plenty, failure wouldn't matter. With this thought, Lin Xuan held one of the pills in his hand and used mana to activate another blue light point from his dantian.

This purification took nearly five days.

However, when Lin Xuan opened his palm, his expression was rather grim; the pill had turned into a black crystal. Clearly, it had failed!

Sighing, refining upper-grade pills proved more difficult than expected.

Fortunately, he had anticipated this result to some extent, so there was no disappointment. After resting for a while, he redoubled his efforts.

...

However, perhaps due to the high difficulty, Lin Xuan did not receive divine favor in the next two attempts, and both purifications failed.

Since he knew it would be difficult, Lin Xuan stopped forcing himself.

He stored one of the remaining pills and swallowed the other.

Then, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with his palms stacked before him. His mana circulated through his body, enveloping the pill.

After about half an hour, the pill gradually dissolved, and its medicinal power spread throughout his body.

A warm current appeared in his dantian, which he wrapped with his mana and circulated through his limbs.

Soon, Lin Xuan felt a sharp pain all over his body.

About an incense stick's time later, this warmth transformed into icy coldness.

The word "discomfort" came to mind.

Thus, the process repeated. Sometimes Lin Xuan was cold, other times he was bathed in heat.

...

Seven days later, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes; his clothes were drenched with sweat.

In fact, ordinary mortals refining spirit roots didn't have it as tough as him. However, Lin Xuan's situation was different; he was a high-ranking cultivator in the Core Formation Period and had ingested middle-grade pills, making their power several times stronger.

Despite this, Lin Xuan's expression was peculiar—partly worried, partly happy. It was impossible to gauge his emotions or what grade of spirit root he had refined.
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After sitting for a while, Lin Xuan suddenly shook his clothes and stood up from the cushion. Without saying a word, he left the training room. He fetched a bucket of clean water to take a bath and change his clothes.

He washed away the dirt on his body, finally showing a faint smile on his face.

This time, cultivating his spirit root had gone rather smoothly.

Originally, Lin Xuan's requirements weren't high. Although it was difficult to find condensation core stage pills, he still had quite a few in his possession. He just couldn't swallow them like candy anymore; however, as long as he possessed the ordinary qualifications of an cultivator, advancing should not be too much of a challenge.

Compared to the ancient丹 formulas passed down by the Moon Clan, the refined spiritual herbs they produced were already improved versions. And Lin Xuan had taken middle-grade pills that had been purified, so the results were still good.

While he couldn't claim to have an excellent spirit root, its grade was at least mid-level.

After finishing his bath and stepping out, he immediately ran into Yue'er.

"Congratulations, young master! Congratulations! Now with a spirit root, the path to enlightenment is just around the corner."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a faint smile. While it sounded pleasant, it was merely flattery. The path of cultivation was long and full of twists and turns; even someone who had just obtained such qualifications couldn't talk about achieving enlightenment.

But he knew Yue'er meant well.

He glared at her and laughed as he scolded, "Little girl, when did you learn to be so smooth-tongued?"

In truth, Yue'er's cultivation资质 was truly top-notch.

"Young master, the map is in hand. You have your spirit root now; shouldn't we prepare to leave the Ten Thousand Mountains?"

"This…" Lin Xuan pondered for a moment, "No. I plan to stay here for another six months."

"Six months?" Yue'er was taken aback and showed a curious expression.

Lin Xuan walked back and forth in the stone room as he slowly spoke, "Yue'er, you got one thing wrong. What I received wasn't a map but the location of an ancient teleportation array. The Hundred Toxin Sage Immortal mentioned that there the terrain is peculiar, with many monsters gathering. Even if it's not a third-stage monster, there are even fourth-stage transformed creatures. My current cultivation and abilities might be strong, but encountering them would mean no chance of escape."

"So I plan to seal myself in for some time to break through to the third layer of condensation core stage."

"Are you confident?" Yue'er spoke excitedly.

"Mm." Lin Xuan nodded, "Originally, there wasn't. Since breaking through to condensation core stage, although I've been diligently cultivating for a long time, I've always been stuck at the peak of the second layer, unable to make any progress. But now with my spirit root and having collected many spiritual herbs in Quimiao City, I can refine several batches of pills. With these two conditions combined, breaking through to the third layer should be no problem."

"But staying for so long within the territory of the Moon Clan, won't young master worry about revealing any flaws?" Yue'er combed her hair and spoke with concern.

"There's nothing to worry about. For ordinary people, six months might seem like a long time, but in the eyes of cultivators, it's just an instant. Besides, Tianzhu Prefecture is remote; as long as I don't leave my seclusion, I shouldn't reveal any flaws," Lin Xuan said with confidence.

After talking to Yue'er, Lin Xuan returned to the training room.

He tapped his storage bag, and a white light flashed several times, revealing several herbs before him. Then he took out a small purple cauldron. The cauldron's design was unique, with several lifelike dragons carved on its surface, surrounding it. Red light flickered from the dragon's mouths.

This Nine Dragon Cauldron was also an ancient treasure passed down through the ages. Lin Xuan had bought it at a secret market auction for tens of thousands of crystal stones.

There were no veins of fire here, but with his current cultivation and abilities, he could勉强 complete the refinement using pure yang flames.

He formed hand seals and cast the levitation spell. Then Lin Xuan opened his mouth and sprayed out a golden pill flame…

Several days later, the scent of medicine filled the stone room.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes, looking at the cauldron floating three feet in front of him. A satisfied expression appeared on his face.

He reached out and summoned a light rainbow, opening the lid. The pills were rolled out by the霞光.

Lin Xuan took one and began to purify it…

Over the next six months, Lin Xuan started refining pills, purifying them, and then meditating after taking them.

During this time, there were even witch visits. Even the Elder of Tianzhu Prefecture, Master Dry Leaf, personally sent several sound transmission talismans. But Lin Xuan just casually replied that he was in seclusion and diligently cultivating.

Dry Leaf was delighted; not only did he not mind but also specifically warned other witches in his tribe to leave Luo Yi alone.

…

Six months passed quickly.

Lin Xuan emerged from the stone room as scheduled, entering mid-condensation core stage.

Apart from a significant increase in cultivation, he had learned many secret techniques. Originally, Lin Xuan wanted to practice the ancient fragments given by the Hundred Toxin Sage Immortal, but that technique was rather complicated; there wasn't enough time now!

So, Lin Xuan decided to delay it and would cultivate them after returning to Spirit Herb Mountain.

After resting for a day, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew southwest.

However, this place was not the location of the ancient teleportation array. Instead, it was a common market at the junction of several tribes.

In the Moon Clan, larger tribes like Quimiao and Silver Phoenix naturally had their own markets. But for smaller tribes like Tianzhu, with few witches and only a handful of elders above condensation core stage, they could only set up a shared market where several tribes met.

Lin Xuan went there for several reasons, the most important being to buy materials to repair the ancient teleportation array. The Hundred Toxin Sage Immortal had mentioned that the array was slightly damaged.

Secondly, crystal stones were extremely rare in Quinyan Mountain Range, but various heavenly treasures and herbs were abundant. Before leaving, Lin Xuan naturally planned to gather them.

This trip went smoothly. While the markets of smaller tribes couldn't compare to those in Quimiao City, he still managed to buy iron spirit mother for repairing the teleportation array as well as several spiritual herbs. Additionally, he heard a piece of news related to Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor.

On that day, Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor had turned Quimiao City upside down. With Grandmaster Primordial Origin at the forefront and hundreds of condensation core stage witches from the tribal alliance participating, they locked down the entire city. However, in the end, they found nothing, which enraged Grandmaster Primordial Origin so much that he almost spat blood.

Hearing this news, Lin Xuan felt a mix of emotions—both joy and worry.

He was happy because if it left a flaw in the heart of Grandmaster Primordial Origin, his heart demon would make it difficult for him to advance. This increased his chances of success when he eventually achieved condensation core stage and eliminated him.

However, Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor was so tenacious that the environment for cultivators in Youzhou after returning would be even more perilous.

But then Lin Xuan thought about it; this didn't concern him much at the moment. His top priority was to leave as soon as possible. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning, left the market, and flew towards the direction of the teleportation array.
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Several days later, a streak of green lightning pierced the sky from afar. Lin Xuan descended from it and looked around. He then took out an jade cylinder from his pocket and sank his divine sense into it.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head. Indeed, according to the map provided by Immortal Hundred Poison, the ancient teleportation array was located in Cangming Mountain ahead.

The Qinyin Mountains were boundless, vast beyond measure. No one could accurately gauge their size, not even the Mo Yue tribe of magicians who had lived there for over a million years.

They were formed from countless great mountain ranges, deep valleys, and intersecting paths. Many places were sparsely inhabited by numerous beasts, while others teemed with them. Cangming Mountain was one such place.

The reason so many beasts gathered here was that it was a place where妖脉flourished, constantly emitting heavy beast qi throughout the year.

Beast transformation and upgrading occurred much faster here than in other places—by several times. Even a fourth-stage transformed creature resided there.

Some of this information had been relayed by Immortal Hundred Poison, while others were gathered from the market. After processing it all in his mind, Lin Xuan began to practice the收敛气术Concentration Technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Scripture.

As his cultivation deepened, he found the technique easier to wield, quickly masking all traces of his essence energy on him.

He then cast the lightness technique upon himself and unfolded the Wind Control Art. His figure flickered as he drifted towards the distant horizon.

The reason for abandoning the遁光concealing light was to avoid drawing attention. Relations between humans and beasts were not cordial.

Cangming Mountain stood several thousand feet high, and after two hours, Lin Xuan reached its midsection.

The journey had been relatively smooth. The rumors proved true; the distribution of beasts here was dense. He encountered several groups but managed to evade them all.

Lin Xuan stopped and took out the jade cylinder again, checking it.

Suddenly, he raised his eyebrows as if sensing something, glanced back, then formed a seal with both hands. A green mist enveloped his body, making him vanish into thin air. In his place was an unremarkable sapling.

This was already quite a sophisticated illusion.

A moment later, a red cloud drifted over from afar and landed beside Lin Xuan. The mist dispersed to reveal two people.

"Brother, we've been traveling for so long; let's take a break," said the middle-aged man in black robes with a somewhat sinister expression. He was tall and thin, his forehead adorned with two inch-long black horns, and strange scaled-like objects on his neck and wrists.

Beastfolk!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. The other party had already shed its beast form to take human shape. Could it be a transformed creature?

But Lin Xuan quickly put aside such thoughts. Based on the essence energy fluctuations, their cultivation was still inferior to his; they were merely third-stage beasts.

The world teemed with spiritual beings. While it was common for fourth-stage beasts to possess the ability to transform into humans, some special beast races could acquire this unique power at the third stage.

"Alright!"

Beside him stood a large man two meters tall, his face covered in stubble. A black and glossy tail like a steel whip sprouted from his back.

The two seemed to have traveled far, their faces showing signs of fatigue as they searched for a place nearby to sit down.

"This time, Fairy Peacock's seclusion has brought her great gains," the man with the sinister face licked his lips, speaking enviously. "Of course. The Peacock tribe is originally a distant relative of the divine bird phoenix, inheriting its noble bloodline from ancient times. As such, it belongs to this world's celestial spirit race. Moreover, before she entered seclusion, Fairy Peacock was already at the peak of the initial stage of transformation. After a century-long seclusion, she naturally advanced to the middle stage."

Transformation middle-stage! Lin Xuan's eyebrows furrowed. That was a master who could match an intermediate婴灵中期old monster. His lips curled into a bitter smile. He hadn't expected the dominant beast in Cangming Mountain to be so much more powerful than he had anticipated. It seemed he would have to be even more cautious on his journey.

"Fairy Peacock's seclusion is over, and that's good," sighed the man with the sinister face. "Over these past hundred years, we've suffered greatly from other territories' beasts."

...

The two chatted for about half an hour before leaving.

A wave of air ruffled as the tree transformed into Lin Xuan's true form, which stood still, lost in thought.

From what those two had said, Lin Xuan learned some unexpected information. Since that fifth-stage divine dragonfly ascended to the spirit realm, the beasts in the Qinyin Mountains were leaderless. After countless years of chaos, they divided into several territories.

Each territory's dominant beast was a transformed creature.

And this area was led by a beast named "Fairy Peacock." However, she had been secluding herself for over a century and only recently completed her seclusion.

The beasts under her command all rushed to congratulate her upon hearing of her emergence. No wonder he encountered so many along the way.

If he had known this earlier, he wouldn't have lingered in Tiancang Prefecture for half a year. After returning from Mo Yue City, he should have left using the ancient teleportation array immediately; it would have been much safer. Lin Xuan bitterly smiled at his regret.

However, with the situation as it was, wallowing in despair wouldn't solve anything. He could only be more careful.

Lin Xuan's journey slowed significantly for the rest of the way, fully opening his divine sense and proceeding cautiously. Despite this, he encountered several dangers, but thanks to his quick reactions, no major trouble ensued.

By dusk, Lin Xuan finally approached his destination. The terrain was peculiar; he was close to the summit now.

A clear lake appeared ahead, not large—only a few hundred feet in diameter. Beside it stood an approximately seventy-foot-tall steep stone wall.

This must be it!

Lin Xuan observed the surroundings and compared them with the jade cylinder again. Then, he raised his hand and released a faint blue protective barrier that enveloped him before leaping into the lake.

Slowly, Lin Xuan sank to the bottom.

Indeed, he had to thank Immortal Hundred Poison. When he discovered this ancient teleportation array, he thought it might be useful in the future. Initially, he planned to conceal it with an illusion technique.

However, this place was home to a fourth-stage transformed creature—Fairy Peacock—and her race possessed natural spiritual vision that could easily penetrate illusions. Doing so would only backfire.

After much deliberation, he used his great power to create a large lake around the teleportation array without damaging it. This approach seemed more secure.
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The lake was small, but it had a depth of over one hundred feet. The reason for this was to avoid the detection by divine consciousness.

Although a transformed beast with its current strength could not escape the divine consciousness even if the lake were ten times deeper, most people wouldn't bother using their divine consciousness to search the bottom of such a lake.

In any case, Immortal Lord Hundred Poisons' setup was clever and effective.

About half an hour later, Lin Xuan had sunk to the bottom of the lake. Following the instructions on the jade cylinder, he easily located the teleportation array without much effort.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage pouch and took out a small, pale-blue gem about the size of a fist. This was crafted from the inner core of some water attribute beast and other materials, designed to repel water.

Removing his protective shield, Lin Xuan injected a tiny amount of magical power into the water repellent pearl. Instantly, the surrounding water retreated further away.

Within several feet in all directions, it became incredibly dry. The effects of this treasure were truly miraculous.

In fact, even without this item, Lin Xuan had many abilities to repel water. However, using them would certainly not go unnoticed by the beasts outside!

The difference with the water repellent pearl was that a small amount of magical power could easily activate it.

Considering things carefully, otherwise, he might have been stuck here.

A levitation spell was cast on the water repellent pearl, making it hover three feet above his head. Then Lin Xuan observed the teleportation array more calmly.

Soon, a gloomy expression appeared on his face. If Immortal Lord Hundred Poisons were present, Lin Xuan would likely curse loudly at him.

This old monster had said that the teleportation array was only slightly damaged, but in Lin Xuan's view, it was severely broken, with almost half of it destroyed.

Whether or not it could be repaired was still unknown.

Lin Xuan didn't know that he was actually wrong to think this way. When Immortal Lord Hundred Poisons first discovered the teleportation array, there was indeed a small defect, but to hide its existence, he had created an artificial lake around it.

The saying goes: "Even a wise man can make mistakes." Immortal Lord Hundred Poisons was undoubtedly a genius of his time, but he sometimes overlooked things. He failed to realize that by doing so, he inadvertently broke the minor protective barriers protecting the array.

Generally speaking, whether in ancient times or now, long-distance teleportation arrays were extremely precious and would be surrounded by some protective barriers.

Of course, such methods couldn't stop cultivators, but they could withstand natural disasters. Even after earthquakes or volcanic eruptions, the teleportation array could still pass on from generation to generation.

But this particular array had lost its protective barriers. Several decades ago, when Fairy Peacock was in seclusion, two third-stage beasts fought a battle around it, causing damage comparable to an earthquake. The lake bottom's array also suffered and was destroyed by more than one-third.

Lin Xuan didn't know the details of what happened, but even if he did, it wouldn't help. After moping for a while, he refocused on examining this teleportation array.

Two hours later, Lin Xuan's frown gradually relaxed as his worried expression faded. The situation wasn't as bad as he had imagined; although the array was severely damaged, its critical parts were still intact. If it were an ordinary cultivator, they might not be able to repair it, but he had studied some *璇玑心得* and understood arrays well enough that he should be able to fix this one.

It would just require a lot more effort!

Since there was no other choice now, Lin Xuan took out a storage pouch from his belt and emptied its contents—iron mother crystals and other items.

The damage to the teleportation array was worse than expected. Besides these materials, he needed several rare ingredients as well. Fortunately, his wealth rivaled that of an婴期 monster, so it wasn't difficult to gather them.

Over the next two months, Lin Xuan began a non-stop repair work. He could even practice cultivation while fasting; if tired, he would just sit in meditation.

Lin Xuan's frenzied efforts were for a reason. It was unfortunate that Fairy Peacock, who was on par with an中期婴期 monster, lived not far from here. Although Lin Xuan’s敛气功法 was miraculous, living under such a powerful beast's watch made him feel uneasy.

So he wanted to fix the teleportation array as soon as possible and leave this dangerous place.

Sixty days wasn't too long. On that day, Lin Xuan stretched his arms and yawned, finally showing signs of relief on his face.

After all the hard work, the ancient teleportation array was finally repaired.

Fortunately, nothing went wrong during this period.

Lin Xuan clapped his hands and took out several crystal stones, placing them around the teleportation array. He inhaled deeply and cast a spell on it.

Then Lin Xuan waited with hope.

But after some time, there was no sign of anything happening, leaving Lin Xuan somewhat flabbergasted. Based on usual circumstances, it might be that the other side's array didn't exist or had been damaged. But Immortal Lord Hundred Poisons had clearly stated that this was a one-way array, meaning there wasn't another corresponding one.

So this concern no longer existed. The array was clearly fixed, so why couldn't he use it?

Could he have made a mistake during the repair?

Although he thought it unlikely, having been very careful, Lin Xuan rechecked the teleportation array and replaced it with middle-grade crystal stones. After injecting magical power, there was still no effect.

This time, Lin Xuan was truly frustrated. Reluctantly, he took out the *璇玑心得* jade cylinder, found the relevant section of the array, and began studying it.

After several days, Lin Xuan put away the jade cylinder with a strange expression. He glanced at the teleportation array beside him.

Unlike the usual circular arrays, this one was pentagonal, with five corners corresponding to five holes about the size of fists each for installing crystal stones.

Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention to this unique feature, but in *璇玑心得*, he found a description:

This type of pentagonal teleportation array had long been lost. Even in ancient times, it was very rare. Its advantages were unclear to even Immortal Daoist璇玑. However, one thing was certain: it did not use crystal stones for power; the five holes were used to install cores with different attributes.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was taken aback. After some thought, he delved into his storage pouch and searched thoroughly until he finally found four beast cores.

Although he had many more beast cores, their attributes overlapped, leaving one type missing.
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The lake surface split apart, and a light ball slowly emerged from within. After much hesitation, it finally returned to the ground.

Now Lin Xuan had to find a demon core, but its quality couldn't be too low. Since this was for ultra-long-distance teleportation, he needed at least a third-stage demon beast.

Though there were many mountains in Cangming Range, killing one with his current cultivation wasn't difficult. However, acting here wouldn't be wise; it could attract the Fairy Peacock, making him hard to escape.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan decided to seek out other places for a demon core. If all else failed, he might even buy one from the market, though that would take more time but was safer.

With his decision made, Lin Xuan left the lake bottom, carefully hiding his tracks as he headed down the mountain...

This departure took over half a month.

Knowing that the Fairy Peacock had already advanced to mid-transformation stage in this area, Lin Xuan naturally didn't dare cause trouble on her territory. He ran several thousand miles away and found a third-stage water attribute demon bird, killing it for its core.

Everything went smoothly.

Then Lin Xuan cautiously returned to the ancient teleportation array's location, encased himself in a protective shield, and sank back into the lake.

He took out his Water-Repelling Pearl and scanned the surroundings with his divine sense. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's face changed as he grew alert.

Strange traces appeared around the teleportation array. Could someone have been here before?

Though Lin Xuan didn't summon a treasure, his hand was already on his storage bracelet. He opened his divine sense to search the entire lake.

There were no signs of danger. Lin Xuan sighed in relief and bowed: "Junior meets Fairy Peacock."

"Recognize me?" The beautiful demoness's face showed some confusion.

"Haha, you jest, your fame is widespread. You are the lord of this Cangming Range area; I've heard much about you long ago. Today to see your beauty, it truly feels like a stroke of luck in three lifetimes."

"Three lifetimes of good fortune?" The Fairy Peacock's face showed a half-smile: "Humans love to be hypocritical. You fear me more than anything... Well, let's not talk about this. If you do one thing for me, I won't make things difficult for you."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; his bet had paid off. The relationship between demons and humans wasn't exactly harmonious, but since the Fairy Peacock had reached transformation stage, she couldn't be judged by low-level demon beasts. Lin Xuan's confidence came from her lack of murderous intent.

"What do you wish me to do?"

"Nothing severe; I just want to know where this teleportation array leads." The Fairy Peacock smiled charmingly: "This vast plain is the heartland of Youzhou, right?"

Lin Xuan wasn't sure why she asked but answered truthfully: "I'm not certain, but it's definitely outside the Quinyi Mountains."

"That's good," the Fairy Peacock smiled. "Take me there."

"Are you leaving?" Lin Xuan was curious.

But her expression turned grim: "Why talk so much? Don't you know that祸从口出?"

"I apologize; I spoke out of turn." Lin Xuan didn't dare argue, knowing that strength was the ultimate truth.

He felt uneasy but had no choice. With such formidable power, he might survive, and since there were no other options, he could only take things as they came.

"Please step onto the array."

"Hmm," the beautiful demoness's expression softened as she approached the teleportation array.

Lin Xuan cast several spells into it, making the colorful light even more dazzling. He didn't dare be careless and joined the Fairy Peacock on one side.

The female demon frowned but said nothing.

In a flash of noise, both vanished without a trace.

...

The world spun as Lin Xuan had experienced long-distance teleportation before. He had already opened his protective shield beforehand, but the immense spatial tearing force still made him inject all his spirit energy to resist it.

The Fairy Peacock, however, was impressive; her face paled slightly, but she showed no signs of disarray. She scanned their surroundings: "This is the heartland of Youzhou?"

Lin Xuan looked up and strained to sense around them: They were in a vast plain with dense green grass. Some low shrubs surrounded it, but Lin Xuan wasn't sure where exactly they were—certainly outside Quinyi Mountains.

The Great Demon Lord Hundred Toxins hadn't lied, but thinking of the old bastard made Lin Xuan's anger flare up. If not for his stubbornness in refusing to hand over that map and forcing him to find this damn teleportation array, he wouldn't be in this predicament.

Lin Xuan cautiously glanced at the Fairy Peacock before them. Although she said she would let him go if she brought her here, Lin Xuan was still uneasy.

His fate rested solely on her whim.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't a passive person; despite knowing her immense power, he didn't plan to wait and see. If she intended to betray him, he'd have no choice but to fight back.

The spirit energy in his dantian was already调动起来，蓄势待发。

这时，灵凤转过头来，两人眼神一接触，林轩打了个冷战，仿佛心底的秘密被看穿了。

“怎么，道友想动手？”灵凤的眼角眉梢尽是嘲讽。

“呵呵，仙子开玩笑了，晚辈怎敢冒犯虎威。”林轩干笑道。

灵凤没说话，但林轩感觉身上的压力骤然增加。他心中骇然，只得调动全身的灵力拼命抵挡。

“咦，没想到你貌不惊人，法力却远在同阶修士之上。”短短几秒内，灵凤似乎就试出了林轩的实力。她依然没有动手，但在额头正中出现了一抹指甲盖大小的金芒。

那光芒璀璨夺目，让人不敢直视，并逐渐散开，化为第三只眼，金色的眼睛。

林轩暗叫不好，明知不敌却也不愿坐以待毙，正想祭出飘云落雪剑，却感觉浑身被某种力量束缚住，动弹不得。

这是什么神通？

林轩心中惊骇不已。看来自己低估了眼前的妖修，没想到事到临头连出手的机会也没有。

难道自己会陨落在这里？

这可能是林轩遇到的最大危机。

灵凤的表情阴沉下来，秀美的脸上杀机隐现，缓缓抬起一只手。刹那间，林轩感觉呼吸不畅，四周的空气拼命挤压着他。

这种巧妙的风属性灵气控制足以置他于死地。

林轩连一根手指头都动不了，只能咬牙运转丹田中的灵力，苦苦抵挡四周气流的挤压。

“徒劳！”

灵凤伸出纤细的手指，正要施展别的神通。突然，她脸色一变，像是感应到什么似的抬头望了东南方向一眼，随即收回手，化为一道遁光，几闪后消失在天边。

“呼！”

林轩长长地吐出一口气，毫无形象地坐在地上，心中庆幸不已。好险，差一点就命丧于此。但庆幸之余，他有些疑惑：刚才灵凤明明对他动了杀机，为何突然改变主意并头也不回地转身离去？

林轩望向东南方向，那里肯定发生了什么大事。他心中好奇，但更明白小命才是最重要的道理，不等恢复体力，化为一道惊虹消失在远方的天际。
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Xuan didn't dare to linger. He dashed out for hundreds of miles, only then finding a secluded spot to rest and took some pills to consume. After sitting cross-legged in meditation for several hours, Lin Xuan's physical strength and spiritual energy finally fully recovered.

Lin Xuan exhaled a mouthful of stale air as he got up, adjusted his clothes, and identified the direction before transforming into a streak of green light, heading towards Spirit Medicine Mountain.

This trip had yielded abundant rewards, but it also ended in a rather messy situation. If not for some luck, he might have already perished at the hands of Fairy Peacock.

In essence, it was still due to his insufficient strength; although his cultivation and abilities far surpassed those of his peers, facing an old monster at the Core Formation stage left him utterly powerless to retaliate.

Of course, this was a situation beyond his control. The gap between different cultivation stages was vast, like the difference between heaven and earth. Monsters like Immortal Tyrant Demon King were unique cases in nature.

Lin Xuan extended his tongue and licked his somewhat dry lips. A man should have self-awareness; he never expected to stand on equal footing with Core Formation stage monsters, but only hoped to retain some means of survival when facing them.

At the very least, there was a chance to escape if things went wrong.

It seemed that after returning to the mountain, he needed to find ways to practice more powerful secret techniques or collect materials to forge his own innate treasures. Although his few ancient treasures were formidable, they still fell short compared to those described in the cultivation methods he practiced.

While traveling, Lin Xuan pondered this matter, and the green streak of light he had transformed into gradually dimmed. Even though Fairy Peacock had already left, Lin Xuan felt that he should remain cautious.

Traveling without incident, the sun was now setting. Although he had flown for half a day, his cultivation did not tire him at all. Just as he prepared to continue on through the night, several points of light appeared in the distance, accompanied by faint spiritual energy fluctuations.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and stopped his flight.

Better to avoid trouble if possible. With Lin Xuan's temperament, encountering such a situation naturally meant detouring around it. However, after some hesitation, he decided to fly towards the source of the light instead.

There was a reason for this decision.

Lin Xuan had been away from the sect for quite some time and spent half a year in Kuinei Mountain Range. He knew nothing about how the battle between cultivators and yin ghosts was progressing. Naturally, he wanted to find someone who could provide information. Otherwise, if he were immediately drafted upon returning to the sect, that would be an injustice.

That was one reason. The second reason that greatly troubled Lin Xuan was that in this half day of travel, he had flown over several thousand miles, and although not all locations were extremely remote, there hadn't been a single person or village encountered. The occasional villages he passed by seemed lifeless. Lin Xuan's heart gradually filled with an ominous feeling.

The current situation in Youzhou was something Lin Xuan urgently wanted to know. Although the firelight and explosions ahead were loud, they didn't seem to pose much of a threat from his perspective. This was why he dared to approach.

The incident occurred just over ten miles away. Although Lin Xuan wasn't flying fast, it only took him a few minutes to arrive at the scene. Soon, a clear picture unfolded before his eyes.

Flashes of light and surging yin energy revealed a group of cultivators battling with yin ghosts.

However, upon using his divine sense to scan the situation, Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle. Although the scale of this battle was considerable, both sides' cultivation levels were negligible.

On the side of the cultivators, there were about twenty or thirty people. Only a few at the forefront were Core Formation stage cultivators; the rest were merely low-ranking disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period.

As for the yin ghosts, their numbers were even greater, and their appearances were terrifying. However, their attacks were meager, consisting of some of the lowest-grade ferocious souls and malevolent spirits.

Lin Xuan had no intention of concealing his cultivation level. Soon, both sides discovered this newcomer.

The cultivators stirred in excitement as they thanked Lin Xuan for his aid. "Senior, please lend a hand; we are deeply grateful and will offer generous rewards," said a clear voice. Turning around, Lin Xuan saw an elderly man wearing white robes.

He was the highest-ranking cultivator among them, having reached the peak of Core Formation stage. However, from his age, it seemed he had almost no hope of condensing essence in this lifetime.

"Senior, save me."

"Please use your great power."

"Please help us."

...

Others also spoke up, their voices overlapping. Lin Xuan did not find it difficult to deal with them; he raised a hand and tapped his storage pouch on his waist, causing light to flash wildly as dozens of talismans were activated.

Ice hail fireballs, lightning wind whirls—these were all low-grade human-grade talismans that Lin Xuan had previously crafted. With his current cultivation level, they no longer held much use. He was merely using them for their residual power.

Though the effects weren't particularly impressive, these lowest-grade yin ghosts quickly scattered as the sky cleared of yin energy.

Seeing this senior's powerful display, the cultivators were overjoyed and began to attack the remaining yin ghosts with their spiritual artifacts.

The situation reversed. The yin ghosts roared in panic. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but did not intend to waste time here. He raised his hand, emitting several white sword beams that quickly pierced some of the fiercest yin ghosts.

With their leader gone, the remaining hodgepodge became even more disorganized. In just a short while, they were completely exterminated by the human cultivators.

"Door Master, all are dead; there is no one left."

Hearing his subordinate's words, the white-robed elder heaved a sigh of relief as he wiped sweat from his forehead. Thankfully, if any yin ghosts had escaped, that would have been an even greater problem.

With a glance, he instructed his disciples to clean up the battlefield. Although these yin ghost spirits' spiritual artifacts were somewhat peculiar, they could still be exchanged for crystals.

He then respectfully flew towards Lin Xuan and bowed: "Junior Luo Tianren pays respects to Senior; I am deeply grateful for your aid. If you have any instructions, the Dawnlight Sect will spare no effort to fulfill them."

"Dawnlight Sect?" Lin Xuan frowned slightly, having no recollection of it. Unless he was ignorant or the sect was exceptionally small.

The elder, as Door Master, had only reached the peak of Core Formation stage. It seemed that this was mostly the case.

Lin Xuan thought about this and concluded that it must be so but did not show any disdain on his face: "Mm, you are Dawnlight Sect cultivators. Do you know where we are? Why do you encounter yin ghosts here? Have they already invaded the heart of Youzhou?"

Lin Xuan asked several questions in a row, and the elder named Luo Tianren looked surprised before lowering his head.
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Haha, it seems that the senior didn't travel far or was not familiar with the current situation in Youzhou. Tianren Luo said presumptuously.

Lin Xuan did not refute him; this way of thinking saved Lin Xuan from having to explain himself: "Indeed, I have just returned from seclusion. How is the situation in Youzhou now?"

"Ah...," Luo Tianren hesitated before replying and glanced at his disciples behind him. "Senior, it's not that latecomer doesn't want to say, but discussing here might be inconvenient. If you don't mind, please come to our humble abode for a chat."

Lin Xuan followed the direction of Luo Tianren’s gaze. The Disciple of Dawnlight Sect had mediocre cultivation, yet they were quite nimble in their actions. Not only did they carefully collect the spirit artifacts left by the lingering spirits, but they also erased all traces of the battle meticulously—clearly not doing this for the first time.

Lin Xuan remained silent, but his expression suggested he was deep in thought.

The other party’s cautious demeanor indicated that this area had indeed fallen under the control of the lingering spirits. Otherwise, there would be no need to act so cautiously.

"Master, it's done," Luo Tianren said with a smile after receiving a transmission from one of his subordinates. He wanted to leave as soon as possible and bowed to Lin Xuan; "Please follow me."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and followed the disciples of Dawnlight Sect who were flying ahead. The other party was extremely cautious, sending two people in front for reconnaissance while suppressing their spiritual energy fluctuations.

In front of these juniors, Lin Xuan did not hide his abilities. He deployed the敛气术 (Conceal Qi Technique) from Nine Firmament Mysteries, making it virtually unnoticeable that he wasn't revealing any spiritual energy.

The disciples of Dawnlight Sect were greatly alarmed, especially the elder who was deeply impressed and hesitated several times before finally restraining himself.

Lin Xuan was a very clever person. He could easily guess what Luo Tianren was thinking from his expression.

It seemed this area had indeed fallen under the control of the lingering spirits. Otherwise, there would be no need for such caution.

"Do you find my concealment technique interesting?" Lin Xuan suddenly said casually during their flight.

"Yes... ah, no, Senior, I misunderstood."

Luo Tianren was taken aback when his thoughts were revealed and hurried to defend himself. However, seeing the kind expression on Lin Xuan’s face, he became confused again and stammered, unsure how to respond.

"Do you really not find it interesting?"

As the master of a sect, Luo Tianren, though not powerful in terms of cultivation, was still very intelligent. Seeing that Lin Xuan had no malicious intentions, he felt compelled to say: "Senior jests. In these times when evil ghosts roam freely, lowly cultivators like us struggle just to survive. If we had a more refined concealment technique, our chances of survival would increase significantly."

"Unfortunately, the Dawnlight Sect is merely a small sect with few good techniques at our disposal. We can only do our best and leave the rest to fate," Luo Tianren said, even squeezing out a few tears, his expression extremely pitiful, leaving Lin Xuan speechless.

This performance seemed a bit exaggerated.

But Lin Xuan did not point it out; instead, he coughed lightly and consoled him: "Master needn't worry. The concealment technique I have is passed down from my unique cultivation method. Even if I were willing to teach you, you wouldn’t be able to learn it. However, there’s another technique for concealing spiritual energy that might suit your needs. As fellow humans, we should help each other. I can pass this on to you."

Lin Xuan's words were half-truthful. While others could indeed learn the concealment method from Nine Firmament Mysteries, Lin Xuan was not a savior and did not share his secrets with others.

The technique he promised to teach them came from a storage bag of a unfortunate cultivator he had destroyed; it was inferior but sufficient for these low-level disciples of Dawnlight Sect.

Lin Xuan’s actions were motivated by two reasons: first, as fellow humans, helping where possible made sense. Those useless techniques would be of no use to him anyway, so why not do something nice? Second, promising such benefits might make the other party more willing to cooperate when answering his questions.

Why not take advantage of this?

After exchanging a few words, both parties fell silent. It wasn’t time for conversation; they could ask their questions once they reached a safe location.

As the sun set and the sky grew darker, cold winds howled like knives slicing through flesh. The cultivators present were indifferent to such hardships, but at night, lingering spirits became more active. During the day, these malevolent ghosts didn’t fear sunlight, but their power was somewhat diminished; by night, they acted without restraint.

Despite being cautious, they still encountered several wandering souls along the way. Fortunately, there weren’t many of them and they were of low quality. With Lin Xuan’s help, the disciples of Dawnlight Sect easily eliminated them.

Lin Xuan’s displayed abilities left everyone in awe, their expressions becoming even more respectful.

They also encountered a few ghost beasts.

Ghost beasts, as the name suggests, are creatures from the Netherworld Realm that had entered through spatial rifts. Lin Xuan had never seen such things before; they were bizarre to an extreme. Unlike lingering spirits, even low-level ghost beasts without实体 (physical form) would still produce妖丹 (yao dan, spirit cores).

Lin Xuan did not hesitate and directly stored the captured beast in his possession for potential future use.

Despite encountering many troubles along the way, it was mostly uneventful. Due to their slow flight speed, they spent a whole night before arriving at the main sect of Dawnlight Sect.

Descending from the sky, Lin Xuan was dumbfounded by what he saw.

"Is this your sect’s mountain gate?"

Lin Xuan's speech was slightly stammered as he had already guessed that the area had fallen under the control of lingering spirits. Humans had to survive by hiding or moving underground; even cultivators were no exception.

The sect could move to remote mountains or deep underground, but what Lin Xuan saw here was too unexpected.

This was a deserted village where humans once lived, now devoid of life. Ruined houses and even human bones littered the ground as strong winds whipped up dust.

Moreover, this place had very thin spiritual energy, making cultivation here extremely inefficient. Why would Dawnlight Sect build their main sect here?
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Lin Xuan was surprised, but he showed no outward signs of it. After landing, he stood quietly to one side.

Ro Tianren looked at him with some surprise, but his expression turned even more respectful. This senior had a deep understanding and made Lin Xuan's small thoughts automatically dissipate.

First, he turned around and apologized to Lin Xuan. Then, from his pocket, he took out a sound transmission talisman and whispered something into it before waving his sleeves, turning into fiery light that sank into the ground.

A few seconds later, several people emerged from an ancient well on the left side of the stone wall. There were both men and women, roughly in their twenties or thirties. They all showed great joy upon seeing Ro Tianren's group and rushed to greet them.

Ro Tianren also smiled but sternly reminded his disciples not to be too elated and returned underground first.

"Senior, please. My humble abode is simple, so don't mind it."

The new disciples were surprised to see such respect from the sect leader towards a young man. They used their spiritual senses to scan Lin Xuan, only to change their expressions drastically.

They couldn’t discern his depth.

Could this be someone at the Condensation Core stage?

Out of reverence for high-ranking individuals, they became more obedient and even less talkative.

All of this was observed by Lin Xuan, who showed no reaction. He nodded calmly as green light enveloped him before following the other sect members into the ancient well.

The well was about seven or eight zhang deep. On the left side of the stone wall, there was a small cave that could accommodate one person. Inside were descending stone steps that seemed slightly ominous.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows but without hesitation, entered the cave. With great skill comes great courage; although he had arrived in their territory, Lin Xuan didn't take them seriously.

Moreover, he owed them a favor. Ro Tianren was smart and wouldn’t suddenly do something harmful to him.

Several young disciples led the way, each holding a fist-sized night pearl that emitted dim light, illuminating the area around them.

The stone steps were long, and after walking about a hundred zhang, they finally saw a bright light. Lin Xuan was slightly surprised, but Ro Tianren was quick to explain: "Senior, don't worry. Building the sect here is to prevent ghost souls from using their spiritual senses to search."

Lin Xuan nodded without saying anything.

After descending the stone steps, the area opened up into a large underground cave. It wasn’t naturally formed; it had been dug by cultivators using great divine techniques. There were many marks of chiseling and hacking on the ceiling and walls, making it look crude. However, around the huge cave, there were many stone houses built with earth-based仙术 (divine techniques), providing temporary accommodation for cultivators.

Ro Tianren led Lin Xuan to the largest stone house, where he respectfully invited him to sit down. Lin Xuan didn’t refuse and sat in the middle chair.

Two young maids dressed in green served tea. Lin Xuan glanced at them; both were fair-faced but lacked any spiritual energy, just ordinary humans.

Since they had already wasted so much time, Lin Xuan decided not to rush. After sipping some tea, he spoke calmly: "Ro Sect Leader, we are now back on your turf. How is the situation in Youzhou? Could you elaborate?"

"Senior, please don't be courteous. You saved my sect, and I will speak freely. However, things aren't as bad as they seem."

Lin Xuan's heart sank. He had already guessed this much during his journey.

"Has Youzhou fallen into the hands of ghost souls?" Lin Xuan couldn’t believe it. According to common sense, ghost souls shouldn’t have that kind of power unless both sides were foolish and let these monsters take advantage.

"Youzhou has fallen?" Ro Tianren was taken aback, shaking his head: "Senior, you misunderstand. The situation isn't as dire."

Lin Xuan's heart dropped further. He almost thought he would be forced to flee again. He couldn’t help but say irritably: "Then why the serious expression? Tell me how things stand now; don't dilly-dally."

Seeing this senior high-ranking figure getting angry, Ro Tianren was startled and stopped his pretense. He cleared his throat and spoke with a讨好的 tone.

"Senior, what kind of situation do you want to know about? Should I start from the invasion by ghost souls?"

"Hmm, let's start from the beginning!" Lin Xuan was satisfied this time, his expression easing as he encouraged him.

"Yes." Ro Tianren took a sip of tea and cleared his throat: "The invasion by ghost souls happened not long ago, just a year ago. At that time, I didn't know much; most of it was hearsay, but there shouldn’t be any mistakes."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. This person was indeed verbose, but he had the time, so he patiently listened.

"You know, when those ghost souls entered this world through spatial rifts a long time ago, they caused significant chaos. Later, our fellow cultivators put aside their differences and joined forces to defeat them. However, the ghost souls were still formidable and retreated to Ghost Valley. To deter them, we built Ghost Web City for surveillance..."

"Despite a thousand years of peace, last year, those ghost souls suddenly attacked Ghost Web City relentlessly, sending out fierce ghosts and evil spirits to hunt down lone human cultivators. The worst part is that the largest commercial organization in Youzhou, Seven Extremes Heaven, was secretly controlled by ghost souls. Fortunately, some high-ranking officials kept this information secret until we had a chance to prepare, but it was too late..."

"Although Ghost Web City had nearly ten thousand cultivators and countless prohibitions laid down over generations, compared to the entire Ghost Valley's strength, they were still vastly inferior. After two months of defense, the city fell, and the battle was extremely brutal. Most of the cultivators died on the battlefield, including Red-haired Elder, who couldn’t escape despite the combined attack from three ghost emperors. His physical body was reduced to ashes, but his essence managed to flee."

Lin Xuan was deeply moved by this account. He had been in the Ten Thousand Mountains when the ghost souls attacked, and although he suspected Ghost Web City would fall, he didn't expect such a devastating outcome.
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"Could it be that the major sects in the heart of Youzhou didn't offer any rescue?" Lin Xuan couldn't quite believe his ears.

"Senior, you are unaware. The Yinying spirit had spies within our cultivation world. They chose a time for the attack with great deliberation," Luo Tianren shook his head and sighed, his face showing deep bitterness.

"You mean..." Lin Xuan's heart stirred as he vaguely guessed what was happening.

"Your guess is correct. When countless ghosts and monsters besieged Ghost Luo City, the forces of Good and Evil were already engaged in a massive battle on Heavenly Mist Mountain. Not only did low-ranking disciples not participate, but thousands of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators from both sides joined the fight. There were even several Senior Golden Core cultivators who personally took part..."

"What?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He hadn't expected things to change so drastically during his absence. Initially, Good and Evil would engage in small skirmishes every few days, but overall, it had been just probing. Given their roughly equal strength, both sides had avoided mutual destruction. But now, all the elite forces were being deployed, ready for a decisive battle. It didn't make sense; could this also be part of Yinying's plot?

Seeing Lin Xuan deep in thought, Luo Tianren did not dare to disturb him and stood by silently.

After a while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and said, "Continue."

"Yes!" The ordinary-looking youth only seemed more enigmatic as Luo Tianren grew increasingly respectful. He secretly wondered if the man wasn't just young on the surface but an old monster who had mastered longevity techniques. He swallowed hard.

"Due to Yinying's clever timing, when news of the attack reached us, both Good and Evil were already in full battle mode, fighting with bloodlust. There was no time to separate, so Ghost Luo City never received any aid."

"So that's how it is," Lin Xuan finally understood the entire situation. It was clear this had been premeditated. Thinking about it, it wasn't surprising; even a single move like Seven Extremes Heaven took thousands of years to set up. The timing for this attack was equally well-calculated.

"What happened next?"

"Next?" Luo Tianren's face showed a hint of mockery and resentment: "What else could happen? After Ghost Luo City fell, the heartland of Youzhou was exposed to the monsters' blades. Yinying spirits advanced unimpeded, dividing into three groups to invade Youzhou. Ordinary people were naturally slaughtered; even fellow cultivators suffered heavy losses."

"Wasn't anyone able to resist?" Lin Xuan felt things were getting serious.

"How could they? Ghost Luo City had nearly ten thousand cultivators, including the Red-haired Ancestor, a Senior Golden Core cultivator. They still ended up with the city destroyed and people dead. Other sects and families tried their best but were like ants trying to stop a car. We of the Dawn Peak Sect lost several Foundation Establishment stage elders before retreating here."

"What about Good and Evil? After such an event, I doubt they would fight each other. Regardless of how deep their grudges are or how irreconcilable their stances, as humans, this can't be changed."

"Your words are correct," Luo Tianren took a sip of tea and sat down on another chair: "The invasion by Yinying spirits brought about a great calamity, but the forces of Good and Evil did temporarily set aside old grievances. However, after the battle at Heavenly Mist Mountain, both sides suffered heavy losses. Hundreds of Condensation Core stage experts perished, and several Senior Golden Core cultivators were injured."

"This..." Lin Xuan was speechless, realizing that even the Extreme Demon Sovereign and his top elders had fallen into Yinying's trap.

"Their strength was severely damaged; they couldn't withstand the monsters' attacks for now. Despite their temporary truce, old grievances wouldn't be resolved in a day or two. They couldn't form an alliance, so both sides fought separately, making the situation grim. One-third of Youzhou is now under Yinying's control."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan felt a bit relieved. The situation was indeed dire, but not completely lost; it was a blessing from heaven.

Thinking about it, he asked curiously: "One-third, so this must be the area that fell. Why don't you move out? Do you still linger here because of your homeland?"

"Senior, you jest. No one would leave their homeland willingly, but compared to life and death, it's nothing. We stayed out of necessity," Luo Tianren's face turned grim as he spoke. Even sitting next to him, Lin Xuan could feel the overwhelming resentment.

"Why is that necessary?"

"You are unaware. When Yinying first invaded, many sects and cultivation families considered moving but... What happened?"

"What happened?"

"You know, we cultivators need to continuously improve our cultivation in areas with Spirit Channels. We also require a lot of crystal stones and medicinal herbs. The resources in the cultivation world are limited, and Youzhou, though vast, had its Spirit Channel mines long depleted. Previously, each sect and family had their own territories, maintaining a delicate balance. But now, with one-third occupied, hundreds of fallen sects and families flooded into the remaining two-thirds, bringing endless conflicts. The threat from Yinying spirits hasn't been eliminated, but humans are already fighting for cultivation resources..."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sneer. It was indeed shortsighted; such behavior was like digging one's own grave.

"Didn't Good and Evil intervene?"

"They did! They claim to maintain order and stepped in to stop the cultivators from self-destructing."

"That's good!"

"Not at all," Luo Tianren, agitated, cursed under his breath. Realizing he had said something inappropriate, he quickly wiped sweat from his face and glanced at Lin Xuan. Seeing him calm, he breathed a sigh of relief: "Forgive me, Senior."

"It doesn't matter. Continue."

"Yes." Luo Tianren exhaled deeply to calm himself before continuing: "Good and Evil appeared fair and impartial in their role as arbiters, but they have roots here. Many sects chose to ally with them before the battle for their own interests. They wouldn't be impartial when dealing with outsiders; they would discriminate against us."
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By this point, Luo Tianren seemed to have found an outlet for his grievances and spoke with even greater vehemence: "They did carve out a few places for us to settle down, but the spiritual veins in those areas are abysmally poor."

"Alright, we can endure that. After all, we're newcomers here. The saying goes, 'When under someone's roof, one must bow their head.' Everyone understands this much. We just have to go through hard times together and drive away the yin souls from Youzhou. Everything will be fine once they are gone. However, what happened next was truly unbearable."

"What happened?" Lin Xuan had already guessed a few things but still asked.

"The righteous and evil forces suffered heavy losses in their essence energies, needing time to recover. The ghosts and monsters also understood this point, so they wouldn't let them catch their breath. They launched relentless attacks. To gain more time, the righteous and evil forces relied on large arrays as a base, setting up countless defenses, gradually delaying matters. With insufficient manpower, they asked us outsiders to contribute as well. This was understandable. But what we never expected is that we were treated like pawns—going where danger lurked, even more pitiful than cannon fodder. In just two or three months, nearly half of the sects and families were severely weakened, with many suffering total annihilation."

Luo Tianren said hatefully, "If I had known this, why would we have come here? It was safer to hide in the occupied areas, at least. Even if many sects suffered heavy losses, few were completely wiped out."

"Then you returned to the Dawnlight Sect after fleeing?" Lin Xuan pondered.

"No," Luo Tianren shook his head. "We were just small sects and had no time to move. We only heard about their experiences from returning fellow daoists before deciding not to go into the territory of the righteous and evil forces."

"Returning? So those who moved out are now forbidden by the righteous and evil forces to leave?"

"That's correct, sir. The two hundred or so sects and families that moved first regret it bitterly. But getting in is easy, but leaving is difficult. How could the righteous and evil forces allow their cannon fodder to escape? It’s said that the daoists of those sects were subjected to a suppression spell on their souls. If they tried to flee, they would be left with no choice but to either die or be forced to live."

Luo Tianren's face showed a hint of fear as he spoke.

"Truly poisonous! Even if the Extreme Demon Sovereign doesn't care about others' lives, the elders of the Three Great Daoist Powers are just as heartless!"

Lin Xuan sighed deeply. Compared to these people, he was still new and inexperienced.

After a moment's silence, digesting what he had heard, Lin Xuan sighed after a long while: "So you plan to keep hiding in the occupied areas? That must be quite arduous."

"What else can we do? We have no other options. Besides, there are benefits here as well."

"Benefits?" Lin Xuan was taken aback; he had never heard of this before and showed interest.

"There's nothing much. But think about it: the two hundred sects and families that originally belonged to this area moved away, leaving behind vast spiritual veins and crystals, along with precious spirit herbs. The yin souls and ghosts use methods completely different from ours and can't make use of them."

"Although they destroyed some mines, there were always omissions. Besides, the ruined crystal mines could still yield many more. There are also those spirit herbs, so the cultivation resources here have become richer all of a sudden. Previously hard-to-find treasures and rare materials have all come to light..."

Lin Xuan was speechless, truly amazed by this turn of events: "Blessing in disguise, curse in disguise."

"Besides the sects and families forced to stay, it's said that many scattered daoists from non-occupied areas also risked their lives to come here for treasure hunting. Even rumors say that the Three Great Powers and the Extreme Demon Cave sent people to collect materials," Luo Tianren said with a hint of mockery.

Lin Xuan didn't immediately respond but instead seemed to be mulling something over.

...

An hour later, Lin Xuan came out of his room. Luo Tianren called for a young maiden in green attire who led him to the best guestroom.

It was still rather simple, just some stone tables and wooden beds, but Lin Xuan didn't care. He pulled up a mat and began sitting cross-legged.

Although there had been some setbacks, he finally learned about the situation in Youzhou. Honestly speaking, it was indeed dire, but not beyond repair.

In terms of strength, human cultivators were not inferior to yin souls; they just hadn’t anticipated the sudden attack. It took time to build up one's defenses, and the deep-seated grudges between the righteous and evil forces made cooperation difficult for now. However, Lin Xuan believed this was temporary. The few old monsters with profound scheming knew the importance of timing. As long as the righteous and evil forces could unite against the yin souls, they would eventually drive them out.

But in such a situation, he didn't need to rush back to Spirit Medicine Mountain just yet.

If what Luo Tianren said was true—that because of the yin soul invasion, many treasures hidden by major powers were now revealed—then this opportunity couldn’t be wasted. It might even help him collect materials for his ownLife Law orQi Collection Technique. Although it couldn't compare to the secrets in the Nine Heavens Profound Scripture, these were invaluable for low-ranking cultivators.

This exchange was mutually beneficial. With a map, they could act more safely and increase their chances of finding treasures significantly.
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After a day, a streak of green spiritual light descended onto a desolate mountain. Lin Xuan gazed at the distant scenery with a faint hint of helplessness in his brows.

Lin Xuan had been away from the Dawnlight Sect for over half a month, but he still hadn't found anything useful. Initially, he followed the map given by Luo Tianren to explore those precious spirit veins and resources.

These resources used to belong to various major sects, but now they were occupied by the Phantom Souls. However, due to differences in their cultivation systems, most of these resources were not usable for the Phantom Souls.

Thus, the spirit veins' sources were destroyed, and the crystal mines were demolished.

Despite this, there was still a lot left that could be useful. In these past few days, Lin Xuan hadn't been entirely fruitless; he had gathered thousands of crystal stones. However, what he lacked now wasn’t those stones but some rare medicinal materials.

None of the precious materials Luo Tianren mentioned were found.

Lin Xuan sighed and calmed his mood. Patience was key. This area was indeed dangerous. Not long ago, Lin Xuan encountered a group of Phantom Souls. Since they weren't from his own kind, there was no point in talking. Both sides used their abilities to engage in battle.

The opponents were not weak; apart from several筑基期厉鬼, there was even a ghost king-level expert who could easily kill a condensation core cultivator. Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be complacent and immediately unleashed his array of powerful techniques, even calling out Yue'er as an assistant.

Lin Xuan had put in all his effort because this was someone else's territory. If he couldn't end the battle quickly, other Phantom Souls might join in, causing trouble for him.

Together with Yue'er, they overpowered their opponents. To Lin Xuan’s delight, he even gained unexpected benefits from this encounter.

"Yue'er, how is the situation with the beast soul banners? Can we refine those Phantom Soul remnants?"

"Don't worry, Lord. Yue'er is handling it; there shouldn’t be any issues," a soft voice replied in his mind. Lin Xuan nodded and showed signs of joy on his face.

It was just luck that Lin Xuan discovered many beast souls left after the extermination of high-level Phantom Souls. To avoid leaving clues, he had Moon absorb these remnants with the Beast Soul Banner.

Originally, it was to clean up the battlefield and destroy traces, but unexpectedly, the magic banner started making a sound as if upgrading.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed.

The Beast Soul Banner was one of the two top-grade magical artifacts recorded in The True Scripture of Profound Evil. Its power rivaled that of the Ghostheart Saber.

However, Lin Xuan had made some modifications during its creation. Although he wasn’t a soft-hearted person, he wouldn’t sacrifice innocent lives to refine a magical artifact like Sovereign Demon Tyrant did with tens of thousands of souls.

During his journey through the ancient spirit mines on Qingye Mountain, Lin Xuan inadvertently captured numerous beast souls and decided to use them as substitutes for human souls to create this magical artifact.

To be honest, the energy from beast souls far exceeded that of ordinary humans, even those of cultivators.

Thus, the Beast Soul Banner was a formidable tool. However, it also had many issues and potential hazards.

The key issue was how to upgrade it. Unlike regular magical artifacts, the magic banner was an extremely special type of treasure.

Generally, once a magical artifact is refined successfully, its power remains fixed. The only way to make it stronger was by nurturing it in one's spirit essence.

However, for the magic banner, apart from nurturing through the spirit essence, there was another faster and more effective method: absorbing soul remnants. Sovereign Demon Tyrant did exactly that.

Since he didn’t consider human lives valuable, he simply went out to massacre cities and kill. That’s why his Ten Thousand Soul Banner was so powerful, causing fear among the righteous sects.

Lin Xuan's Beast Soul Banner worked on a similar principle, but where would he find enough beast soul remnants? Hence, although it should be a top-grade magical artifact, its power didn’t necessarily exceed that of ordinary condensation core cultivators' treasures.

Moon was also frustrated. She and Lin Xuan couldn't think of any good solutions either.

However, this accidental action had significantly boosted the Beast Soul Banner, hinting at an upgrade. The master and servant were overjoyed.

The enhanced power of the Beast Soul Banner was a good thing, but its deeper significance lay in knowing that it could be upgraded by absorbing Phantom Souls. The calamity might last for a long time, and during this period, Lin Xuan had ample opportunities to refine the banner into a true top-grade magical artifact.

It was indeed a two-for-one deal.

Of course, these were just theories. Whether they would work depended on whether the Beast Soul Banner could truly upgrade successfully.

That’s why after exterminating those Phantom Souls, Lin Xuan immediately retreated hundreds of miles away using his spiritual light.

This desolate mountain might be an excellent hiding spot.

Lin Xuan planned to rest here for a few days and refine the magic banner. He first released his divine sense to search; within dozens of miles, there was no trace of any living creatures. This place seemed like a dead zone.

This new scenario only emerged after the Phantom Soul invasion.

They used a special technique to trigger underground阴气, which, once dispersed, wouldn’t kill but made it unsuitable for life. Birds, beasts, and insects would migrate.

Fortunately, not every area had this 阴气; otherwise, the occupied zone might turn into another realm of the netherworld.

Although this place was a dead zone, the 阴气 wasn’t too thick. Generally, there wouldn’t be any ghost or monster cultivators here, nor would there be crystal treasures left behind by remaining cultivators. With no disturbances, it was an ideal place for cultivation.

Lin Xuan activated the Floating Snow Sword and carved out a temporary cave. From his pocket, he took out several talismans containing illusions and concealment spells.

However, looking at them, Lin Xuan sighed. Compared to his current cultivation level, these array talismans were somewhat outdated. The restrictions they contained were of lower quality; they could fool low-level Phantom Souls but might fail against ghost kings.

Lin Xuan didn’t like this feeling. When he had the time, he would calm down and study the璇玑心得, creating different attribute-based array tools, which would surely have great utility.

Shaking his head, these were matters for the future. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of spiritual light and entered the cave. A spell was cast to hide the entrance effectively.
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Several days later, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged. His hands formed two talismans, his expression solemn. Beside him was a beautiful young girl with a delicate face.

This time, the refinement of the Demon Flag was not done by Lin Xuan himself but mainly by Yue'er, while he assisted from the side. Of course, there were reasons for this.

The Beast Soul Flag had always been nurtured by Yue'er, and their heartbeats resonated deeply. Therefore, having Yue'er do it would be more secure than him doing it directly.

"Are you ready?"

"Yes, Young Master."

Yue'er agreed, opening her mouth to release a black light that hovered three feet in front of her, about the size of a palm—this was precisely the Beast Soul Flag.

The moment this item appeared, the temperature around them dropped significantly, giving off an eerie aura.

However, neither master nor servant were affected. Yue'er stretched out her hand and pointed at the Demon Flag. Instantly, a ghostly wail sounded from within, and the surface of the flag emitted black light.

Yue'er's pretty face showed joy as she opened her lips to release a pure green Yin Fire that enveloped the Beast Soul Flag.

First, we need to refine it!

Lin Xuan nodded. Although this was Yue'er’s first time refining a treasure, she did it quite well. However, good times didn't last long; after just half an hour, the Beast Soul Flag emitted a loud noise, and a large amount of demonic fog and ghostly energy surged out, attempting to extinguish the Yin Fire.

The girl's face turned pale.

"Yue'er, don’t be afraid. This is normal. Don’t panic. Stay calm. I’ll help you."

Hearing Young Master’s voice in her mind, Yue'er’s anxious expression gradually faded as she waved her hands like a butterfly, inserting several talismans into the Beast Soul Flag.

Lin Xuan wasn't idle either. His essence energy circulated, using The Yin-Yang Art to transform similar divine arts and then releasing a Yin Flame.

Lin Xuan's cultivation had advanced to the middle stage of Condensation Core. That flame was about as thick as his arm, merging with Yue'er’s Yin Fire to block the demonic backlash.

Of course, they didn't dare be careless. Lin Xuan took out several middle-grade crystal stones from his pocket, using them to refine the remnants of souls while replenishing essence energy.

…

Several days passed in a blur.

With their combined efforts, the demonic fog and ghostly energy finally cleared, with the green Yin Fire enveloping the Beast Soul Flag.

The originally black Demon Flag now appeared even more ominous under the green Yin Fire.

Yue'er turned to Lin Xuan. The young man said nothing but gave her an encouraging smile.

…

A determined look flashed across Yue'er’s face as she murmured incomprehensible incantations in the stone cave.

"Quickly."

About a cup of tea later, Yue'er extended a slender white finger and lightly tapped the Beast Soul Flag.

A black thread entered it. Her expression grew more serious, and the Demon Flag flickered on and off.

Soon, a howling figure emerged from within, about two meters tall, hideously ugly with countless sharp spines covering its limbs.

This was precisely the unfortunate demon king Lin Xuan had destroyed, now in his pre-death form.

A thin black thread encircled its neck, leading to Yue'er’s hand.

Though it was a remnant soul, all its soul energy burst forth. Its divine arts were formidable; enraged by the restrictions around its neck, the Demon King struggled desperately.

Yue'er's delicate brows furrowed as she remained motionless, her left hand suspended in mid-air while her right hand rapidly formed talismans.

A breath of essence energy escaped from her cherry lips, and the black thread twisted into a thick black chain, binding the Demon King’s remnant soul tightly.

The Demon King wouldn't give up. It released all its soul energy, struggling even more frantically.

Lin Xuan sighed, transferring his essence energy to Yue'er as well. With Young Master's support, Yue'er gradually gained the upper hand. The chains tightened until they bound the Demon King like a mummy.

"Quickly."

With this incantation, the green Yin Fire appeared on the surface of the chains, turning the Demon King into a giant fireball.

Lin Xuan’s face showed joy as well; the outcome was now in sight.

Several talismans were inserted to further bind the Demon King.

…

Three days passed.

Yue'er waved her hand, withdrawing the spell. The Demon King's remnant soul vanished without a trace, leaving only a small dense fog about the size of an egg—this was the purest form of the Demon King’s Yin Qi.

The Beast Soul Flag reabsorbed it.

Then, Yue'er and Lin Xuan released their Yin Fire to continue refining. After half a month, a green light shot out, landing on the peak of the barren mountain. Lin Xuan finally emerged from his seclusion; the scenery outside remained unchanged since he first arrived.

Choosing this place for seclusion was indeed the right choice.

Lin Xuan smiled with relief as he flipped his hand, revealing the Beast Soul Flag in his palm. Compared to before, the Demon Flag now carried a vicious aura of evil spirits due to fully digesting the demon king’s remnant soul.

This refinement process would be much simpler if it were just about refining the essence soul. However, Yue'er and Lin Xuan had re-refined the Demon Flag after modification; in the future, absorbing the souls of demons wouldn’t require such a grand effort. Like with beast spirits, they could directly use them once ingested.

Theoretically, given enough nourishment from souls, one day this flag’s power might match that of the Demonic Sovereign's treasures.

Lin Xuan was excited by these thoughts when suddenly his eyebrows raised as if sensing something. He cautiously released his divine sense.

"Young Master, what is it?" Yue'er’s voice echoed in his mind.

"Hush."

Lin Xuan made a shushing gesture and quickly hid behind a large stone. He performed the Sealing Qi Art, completely suppressing all fluctuations of essence energy.

Not long after, several streaks of light appeared from the southeast direction, moving swiftly until they arrived here.

Puff puff puff, they landed on nearby peaks as Lin Xuan roughly counted—there were over forty people.

So many cultivators traveling together to this place for what purpose?

Lin Xuan felt curious and carefully used his divine arts to project essence energy into his eyes. The cultivation levels of these people became clear.

However, Lin Xuan’s vigilance increased significantly; there were several dozen Condensation Core cultivators among them, with the rest all being above the Foundation Establishment stage. Most had middle-stage or even late-stage cultivation, with only a few at the initial stage.

This many cultivators gathered together was formidable in terms of strength. From their attire and appearance, they clearly didn’t come from the same sect. Could there be some significant event about to happen here?
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Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, but a faint hope stirred within him. As they say, "Tread upon the threshold and gain without effort," so perhaps today would bring some unexpected fortune.

He still had some understanding of his Qi Control Technique, which allowed him to remain undetected despite their proximity.

Although these cultivators did not belong to the same sect, they were divided into several groups. After the light from their遁光 settled, they exchanged glances before a few leaders gathered atop the mountain peak.

Two men and one woman, both of whom had the highest cultivation levels among them—both at the middle stage of Condensation Core.

Lin Xuan paid extra attention to the female cultivator.

Of course, it wasn't because he was captivated by her beauty. Although she was quite attractive, she certainly didn't stand out as a memorable beauty. What surprised Lin Xuan was that she was a Ghost Dao cultivator. Furthermore, the cultivation technique she practiced must have some anti-aging effects; otherwise, most Condensation Core cultivators would be well over a hundred years old. Yet this woman looked youthful and vibrant, around twenty.

The other two were different. One was tall and imposing, yet his hair was unkempt, exuding an air of unrestrained freedom.

The last one was elderly with an ordinary appearance, dressed in a crimson robe that stood out among them.

After exchanging nods, they began to discuss their plans.

"Refined Lady Ning, is the information truly accurate? The ghostly convoy will pass through here half an hour from now?"

The female cultivator raised her eyebrows and looked disapprovingly at the man with unkempt hair. "Brother Zhou, what do you mean by that? If you doubt my intelligence, feel free to leave."

This woman was indeed a Ghost Dao cultivator; not only was she sharp-tongued but also emitted an aura of chilling coldness around her.

The man with untamed hair hesitated for a moment before showing a wry smile. He seemed to understand the nature of this woman and didn't argue further.

"Alright, Refined Lady Ning, Brother Zhou, let's not quarrel. We must cooperate closely if we want to succeed in this treasure hunt," said the red-robed elder, deftly mediating the situation. "Let's discuss our plans."

As he spoke, his fingers curled and extended, creating a layer of soundproofing protection. He was indeed experienced; his actions were meticulous and smooth, leaving no room for error.

Lin Xuan felt surprised. This move had created significant trouble for him. Although Lin Xuan could force his way to eavesdrop with his powers, doing so might alert the others, making it a risky endeavor he would not easily attempt.

He stroked his chin in thought. From their brief conversation, he gleaned valuable information.

After wandering through the occupied zone for over half a month, he was familiar with its situation. These cultivators intended to kill ghosts and seize treasures.

The yin spirits had taken control of this area, destroying or damaging the spirit veins and mineral deposits, rendering them practically useless to humans. However, not everything was absolute; despite their different cultivation systems, there were some commonalities, particularly as more ghost kings with physical forms emerged, making certain rare herbs useful for them.

There were also the materials needed for forging spiritual artifacts, which yin spirits required to control talismans and other magical items.

Given these needs, the ghosts naturally did not hesitate to plunder various spirit vein sites, transporting valuable goods back to their strongholds.

These resources, beneficial to both humans and ghosts, became highly prized by cultivators. As the saying goes, "Man for money, bird for food," many explorers and treasure hunters in the occupied zone began targeting the ghostly convoys.

It was said that some successfully robbed a convoy and became overnight millionaires, amassing resources worth an entire medium-sized sect. The number of crystals beyond count.

Others naturally grew envious and followed suit, leading to constant conflict between humans and yin spirits for personal gain rather than driving them away. It was indeed a mockery of their pursuit of cultivation materials.

The ghosts also took notice, increasing the security around their convoys by deploying more ghost kings. If anyone harbored ill intentions, they would have to think twice.

A more sinister strategy was employed: luring the prey out of its den. This tactic was devised by the Heavenly Ghost Emperor, who, despite being the latest to ascend in rank among the four emperors, possessed formidable power and cunning, showing signs of becoming a leader among the yin spirits.

His plan was simple: since cultivators coveted these treasures, he would use them as bait, continuously spreading false rumors.

Cultivators attacked several convoys but fell into traps, suffering heavy losses without any gains. This caused significant shockwaves within the ranks of cultivators.

This explained why the man with untamed hair was questioning the accuracy of the information.

However, the Ghost Dao female seemed confident and sure of her assessment.

After a discussion lasting about an hour, the red-robed elder removed his soundproofing shield: "Since that's the case, we'll proceed according to plan."

"Agreed," the other two nodded in agreement. They returned to their respective groups, instructing others to find advantageous positions and conceal their presence while controlling their qi.

The man with untamed hair, however, climbed higher into the sky, rubbing his hands together to produce several array flags.

He intended to set up a禁制 here.

Lin Xuan nodded inwardly; these preparations were meticulous indeed.

"Ha!"

Several beams of light shot from his hands and sank into the ground. A flash of spirit energy followed but soon returned to stillness. The array seemed quite impressive.

After completing everything, he checked his array disk with a satisfied expression before vanishing as a streak of lightning behind a rock formation, carefully concealing himself.

Lin Xuan hid in the shadows, watching every move. He had his own thoughts and plans.

As time passed, the sky grew darker, but no sign of yin spirits appeared. Both the man with untamed hair and the red-robed elder showed signs of impatience.

"Refined Lady Ning, do you think this information might be wrong?"

His tone carried a hint of reverence; it was understandable that Ghost Dao cultivators generally possessed greater abilities than their peers at the same cultivation stage.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of anxiety, but he soon raised his head to look towards the east. Although Lin Xuan was only a Condensation Core中期 cultivator, his spirit sense was far superior to that of his peers, even surpassing those who were near the peak of their cultivation stages, except for the old monsters at the婴灵 stage.

About ten miles away, a group of dark souls was flying towards this direction. The intelligence report wasn't wrong; it was still uncertain whether they would find treasure or traps.

Regardless, Lin Xuan decided to wade into these murky waters. With his powers, even if the demons had some sinister plans, he could easily escape unscathed.

After a while, the hidden cultivators finally sensed something and stirred with excitement and tension in the air.

"Be calm; listen for my command before acting," the red-robed elder shouted at them.

The cultivators quieted down.

About fifteen minutes later, several beams of light appeared. The most prominent was a strange flying vehicle wrapped in dark energy, about ten meters long and wide, pulled by an odd ghost beast carrying treasure.

Several dozen more ghostly guards surrounded it, each with terrifying appearances.

"Only three Ghost Kings; the intelligence wasn't wrong," said the red-robed elder excitedly. "But how can I leave without taking this treasure?"

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, sensing something was amiss. Unlike humans, these ghosts and demons were never known to flee in battle, no matter how dire their situation.

"Even against婴灵 cultivators, they dare to use self-destructive attacks," the red-robed elder added. "This is quite unusual."

The three ghost kings suddenly vanished, each fleeing for their lives. The cultivators exchanged puzzled looks and expressions of disbelief. Lin Xuan also frowned, sensing something was not right.

"Ghost Lady, look…" the ghost lady's face showed confusion as well. Could it be a trap? But she hesitated when she saw the treasure in the vehicle; she couldn't leave now.

"Let's just deal with those low-level ghosts first," said the red-robed elder and the ghost lady, nodding to each other. They agreed that they wouldn't let this opportunity slip away.

The three of them used their powers to drive their法宝 into the low-level demons. The battle was one-sided; despite not being as easy as cutting melons with a knife, it was still extremely simple for cultivators at the Condensation Core中期 stage against筑基期 ghosts.

In just a short while, all the ghosts were cleared out. The ghost beast and cart became captives of the cultivators.

The smooth outcome left everyone puzzled; they had prepared for a fierce battle, even expecting half their disciples to be lost. But now…

"Why did those three Ghost Kings flee? Could there be something fishy going on?" wondered one of them.

The vehicle was also under a禁制, though not too deep. The three hesitated and didn't immediately break it.

After about eight minutes, the red-robed elder said, "Ghost Lady, we can’t return empty-handed now that the enemies are gone. If you have any concerns, let Zhou handle it. But remember, I took a risk here, so I should get more of the contents."

"Alright," agreed the ghost lady.

With their agreement, no one else dared to speak. "Then, Zhou, go ahead."

The ghost lady smiled and retreated with the red-robed elder.

The red-robed elder hesitated before taking out a small black shield from his storage bag and setting up several protective barriers. He then wiped his forehead, looking relieved.

No wonder he had asked for such an冒险; it was all planned in advance. With his current defenses, he could withstand the attacks of several Condensation Core cultivators.

Feeling secure, he took out a treasure—a small gourd about the size of a fist.

"Activate!"

He threw the gourd up and cast a spell, causing its light to flash and turn bright red, increasing in size. "Ancient Treasure!"

The red-robed elder exclaimed with surprise, his face showing shock. They had known each other for over a hundred years; he knew this was an ancient treasure.

When did he get it?

Even the ghost lady's expression softened slightly as she realized the power of this ancient treasure. Lin Xuan nodded in agreement, feeling more curious about the gourd.

The disciples and apprentices were filled with awe.

Seeing their reactions, the red-robed elder took a deep breath, satisfied. This was his secret weapon; he chose to reveal it here because he had some doubts about today's events and wanted to intimidate his companions.

Despite the alliance, in the face of such valuable treasures, betraying one’s principles for profit wasn't uncommon.

With a sharp sound, the light beam struck the ghost cart's protective barrier. Dark mist surged, but after a while, it calmed down as if nothing had happened.

"Strange," said the red-robed elder, and Lin Xuan frowned, feeling an intense unease just now when he broke the禁制.

Was there really a trap?

Lin Xuan clenched his fists, hesitating for a moment but deciding to stay. One must finish what one starts. Besides, apart from old monsters at the婴灵 stage, few could pose a threat.

The red-robed elder, lacking Lin Xuan's keen spirit sense, grew angry when his attack proved ineffective. He cast several hand seals into the ancient treasure.

The gourd flashed and split into three identical parts in a row. Could it be an illusion?

Lin Xuan widened his eyes; he quickly dismissed this idea as each gourd emitted genuine ancient energy.

"Break!"

With a light command, three beams of light emerged from the gourds.
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Three soft sounds echoed in a continuous line, making it impossible to distinguish which came first.

The ghostly mist seemed to sense the danger and churned even more violently.

The hair-robed cultivator's face showed an extremely serious expression. He opened his mouth and spat out another drop of essence blood. After the treasure absorbed it, it trembled slightly and then split into two gourd-shaped objects, each emitting a similar beam of light.

Without saying anything, the red-robed elder and the haughty female cultivator exchanged glances, both feeling uneasy about the situation. The other cultivators were also surprised by the ghost king's escape earlier.

However, after the ghostly mist dissipated, no unexpected events occurred for a long time. Everyone looked at each other, while the hair-robed cultivator showed signs of extreme joy and darted towards the large cart.

The red-robed elder and the female cultivator exchanged glances, unwilling to fall behind, and unleashed their abilities in pursuit.

Other sect disciples split into three groups, forming a loose circle around the large cart.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he released his spirit sense. Although it was several hundred feet away, everything was clear to him.

On the ghostly cart, there were several boxes, each quite heavy.

The hair-robed cultivator glanced at his two companions and flashed an evil look before flicking his fingers. Several beams of white light shot out, opening the lids of the boxes.

"These are..."

Inside the boxes, various treasures lay in abundance. While the crystal stones weren't mentioned, the rare materials for refining artifacts dazzled the eyes.

Among them were even materials like thousand-year copper essence and the mother of玄铁 (mysterious iron), used to forge top-grade magical weapons.

The hair-robed cultivator's eyes gleamed with excitement as he swallowed a mouthful of saliva. The red-robed elder's face turned slightly pink, clearly excited too.

Only Lin Xuan showed disappointment on his face; although these treasures were valuable, they weren't what he was looking for—true top-grade materials. He hadn't seen any such items.

Had they left?

Lin Xuan shook his head. Since he had been lurking for so long, he wanted to see the end of this affair.

"Refiner Fairy Ning and Young Brother Zhou, let's divide these treasures according to their value," said the red-robed elder, breaking the silence. "Of course, Young Brother Zhou should get an extra share, which will be given in advance."

"Sounds good."

"I have no objections."

Seeing both nodding in agreement, the red-robed elder's face brightened. Among the three parties, his was the weakest. The Fairy Ning was a ghost cultivator, and this hair-robed cultivator had originally been weaker than himself. But with that ancient gourd treasure, he would likely lose more often than win.

Since he was in a disadvantaged position, he didn't want any mishaps. Quickly dividing the treasures and leaving would be best.

The elder's thoughts spurred him into action, quickly dividing the spoils of war according to their value. The hair-robed cultivator received slightly more.

This made the Fairy Ning eye him with envy, but she quickly hid it. In the cultivation world, breaking a promise wasn't uncommon as long as all witnesses were silenced. However, that ancient gourd treasure left her feeling uneasy, and she suppressed the tempting idea.

Despite their ulterior motives, they still showed mutual respect on the surface, appearing calm and harmonious.

The elder quickly counted most of the treasures.

"Eh, what's this?"

Hearing his exclamation, other cultivators turned to see a small compartment at the bottom of the cart. Inside was a jade-encrusted box.

The box was about a foot long, with several black talismans affixed to its surface. Lin Xuan could easily sense the repressive aura emanating from it, but his unease grew stronger.

The red-robed elder hesitated as he picked up the box, but his limited experience couldn't match Lin Xuan's. After a moment of hesitation, greed took over.

He raised his left hand and flicked his fingers, tearing one of the talismans with a flash of essence light. Then, using his thumb, he tried to open the lid.

But before he could finish, the jade box suddenly levitated.

Seeing this, the red-robed elder was momentarily stunned. He quickly cast a spell, and a large red hand appeared in the sky, reaching for the box.

"Idiot!"

Lin Xuan cursed from his hiding spot.

Suddenly, an astonishing amount of essence energy burst out of the box, forming a blue sword that effortlessly sliced through the hand into pieces.

"Haha, finally seeing the light. As a token of gratitude, let me send you to the west on a crane."

A mocking voice suddenly came from inside the box, accompanied by a metallic clanging sound. The tone was intimidatingly bold.

"What's this? Playing tricks?"

The red-robed elder was shocked and quickly removed his protective barrier before shouting loudly.

"Why so noisy? If you want to die, start with yourself!"

Suddenly, the mirror box began spinning rapidly without warning, accompanied by faint thunderous sounds.

Everyone became highly alert, unleashing their treasures for protection. The scene was filled with flashing lights, quite spectacular.

The red-robed elder's expression turned fierce as he released a strange round cone-shaped artifact, which transformed into a sharp beam and aimed at the box.

However, it was too late. A loud thunderclap sounded as the box shattered, releasing a red beam that struck the elder at lightning speed.

Sizzle...

The protective barrier barely held up, breaking like a soap bubble. The elder spat out blood, his left chest now marred by a large hole.

He lowered his head to examine the wound and showed disbelief, but life was slowly draining from him.
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"Hmph, a Condensation Core cultivator. Their abilities are nothing to write home about."

With an old-fashioned voice, the light dispersed, revealing the true identity of the culprit. However, everyone was left speechless and their expressions were bizarre.

It turned out to be a small stone roughly the size of a fist.

The stone was pale blue in color, unremarkable at first glance. But it contained fire attribute essence qi that was astonishingly powerful.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he vaguely sensed something but couldn't quite grasp it clearly. He frowned and pondered deeply.

But everyone else was stunned. The hairless cultivator and the female cultivator exchanged glances. Since they had already formed a Golden Core, they were well-traveled individuals. But such things were unheard of.

A stone that could speak and kill?

Just as they couldn't believe it, something unexpected happened. The stone emitted a bright light and separated into a small figure.

With a tiger-like head, about three or four inches tall, completely naked, it looked like a child but had an extremely fierce expression.

"What... What is this thing?"

The female cultivator's face paled as she grew fearful. This strange little figure resembled the core of a cultivator in legends.

Could it be that some old monster came to the fallen region to seek treasures and unfortunately lost its physical body, leaving only its core sealed?

If so, their situation would be dire.

Without a physical body, the opponent might attempt soul transmigration.

Soul transmigration was a special technique for Core Formation cultivators that harmed oneself but benefited another. Once a cultivator reached the Core Formation stage, deaths became rare. Even if things went badly, the core could escape alone.

Of course, without a physical body, it wouldn't work. So ancient cultivators created this vicious technique of devouring others' essence and occupying a lower-stage cultivator's body.

Fortunately, such behavior was against heaven and earth, so there were limitations. Each soul transmigration would decrease the core's cultivation significantly, and only those with inferior spiritual roots could be targeted.

Even if successful, it would greatly harm future cultivation. So Core Formation cultivators wouldn't do this unless absolutely necessary.

Could they really be that unlucky?

Remembering that soul transmigration was a taboo spell, easily arousing collective anger, even if done by a Core Formation cultivator, those who witnessed it would likely be killed to cover up the incident.

Thinking of this, the ghost dao female cultivator's eyes flashed with deep fear. Even without a physical body, the opponent was far beyond their match.

She flashed away, turning into a black streak toward the sky.

"Trying to run? There won't be any such luck."

The strange little figure sneered and spat out a flame from its cheek.

Of course, the female cultivator wouldn't sit idly by. She took out a talisman and slapped it on her body, then recited a spell quickly with her lips.

Instantly, dark winds and thick black fog enveloped her.

This defensive method was impressive.

But the little figure's face showed a mocking expression.

The flames instantly hit, causing those black mists to ignite. The female cultivator's terrified and agonizing screams filled the air in just a few seconds until she turned to ashes.

Such power wasn't ordinary flame.

Other cultivators who still had doubts about the little figure now recognized it as the infamous阴火 (yīn huǒ) — soul-searing flames.

Lin Xuan, however, raised an eyebrow. He seemed to have discovered something but then frowned again.

He already had a hunch, but he needed to confirm before making a decision.

If true, this would be dangerous, but the opportunity would be immense.

But others were far from calm and composed. Seeing the female cultivator fall, they were nearly paralyzed with fear, no longer daring to resist. They scattered like birds fleeing a predator, hoping their luck would hold out.

The hairless cultivator's face was pale as he realized his predicament. Not only had he failed to find any treasures, but now he resembled a dog running from its master.

Many of his disciples and apprentices might fall in the process.

But now, all he could hope for was that he could escape.

Fortunately, he had some confidence on this point. Among the remaining people, his cultivation level was the highest, and his Wind Attribute technique gave him an edge over other cultivators at the same stage.

Almost instantaneously, he fled more than ten miles away.

Just as he felt a bit relieved, a light streak shot past from behind, its speed twice that of his.

Amidst the red glow, the little figure with a sinister expression blocked his path.

The hairless cultivator's face changed rapidly between red and white before adopting a servile demeanor. Kneeling in mid-air, he repeatedly begged: "Senior, spare my life! Senior, spare my life!"

The little figure showed no mercy. It sneered, grabbed its hand, and conjured a ball of flame out of thin air.

The hairless cultivator's face turned pale as he tried to resist but was too late. His treasure couldn't be summoned in time; all he managed was a weak protective barrier.

With a loud crash, it emitted several mournful cries before turning into a fireball. The little figure sighed with relief and even showed signs of fatigue on its face.

But suddenly, it became alert and looked to the left side cautiously.

A patch of green light shot over, snatched his storage bag from the flames, and disappeared.

"This person is indeed pitifully dead. If he hadn't been so cowardly, relying on that top-grade ancient treasure, although not guaranteed to win, self-preservation should have been possible."

With a faint voice, the green light returned to a young man with an ordinary appearance. He took out the small gourd from his storage bag and looked pleased.

In contrast, the little figure scrutinized this young man warily, just like the three who had fallen before him. This youth was also at the late Core Formation stage, but for some reason, the little figure sensed a great threat from him.

"Who are you? What audacity to come here! Are you looking for death?"

"Looking for death?" The young man smiled, revealing his white teeth: "Lin某 doesn't have such an interest. You don't need to pretend superiority in front of me. Those fools might mistake you for the Core Formation cultivator who was destroyed, but Lin某 isn't that foolish. How laughable! Such a great opportunity, those idiots let it slip through their fingers out of fear, and now you've reaped what they sowed. This huge benefit will be mine alone."

Lin Xuan's words were confusing, yet the little figure's face changed drastically. Its gaze towards Lin Xuan no longer showed arrogance but instead an intense sense of vigilance.
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Xuan did not waste any more words and reached into his storage pouch, summoning the T7 Sword that hovered above his head.

"An ice attribute treasure?" The little figure's expression grew even darker.

"Not bad, you still have some discernment. Using an ice attribute item to deal with a demon spirit of South Bright Flame is naturally more effective," Lin Xuan sneered, his lips curling into a mocking smile.

He then reached out with his left hand and took off the Spirit Ghost Bag hanging around his waist. A series of dark black ghostly mists poured out from it as a gust of cold wind blew.

Amidst the mist, numerous humanoid figures appeared, each about two meters tall, clad in iron armor and wielding sharp spears.

They looked like puppet warriors on the surface, but they exuded an overwhelming stench of death around them.

"Iron Armor Refined Corpse!" The little figure's pupils constricted. Although these creatures were only at the late Foundation Establishment stage, their attributes clashed with his, making combat more troublesome.

Lin Xuan did not say much and pointed at the flying sword above him. He injected mana into it, transforming the T7 Sword into a massive white ice dragon several meters long. The dragon opened its bloodthirsty mouth and expelled a huge blast of cold air.

The little figure was not about to back down either. It could sense Lin Xuan's formidable nature. The true body of this ice dragon was an ancient treasure, making direct confrontation unwise. With a swift movement, it dodged the cold air and lunged at Lin Xuan.

Its evasion techniques were incredibly refined.

This young man had uncovered his origins, no matter what, he needed to eliminate him.

The little figure's hand already held a fireball, with faint golden lightning flickering within. It was clearly not ordinary mundane flames.

Lin Xuan saw this and sneered. This fellow was using the same tactics against him as he did earlier. A demon spirit might have opened its mind, but compared to true humans, it still had a gap.

Of course, Lin Xuan would not underestimate his opponent. While other abilities of this little guy were insignificant, the flames he released far surpassed Pure Yang Pill Fire and even rivalled the infant fires of old monsters.

Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, producing an ancient mirror in his palm. With a mana surge, dozens of black light balls shot out.

"What is that?"

The little figure paused before charging forward with its usual expression. It was a highly unique existence; besides ice and yin attributes, other treasures could not harm it much. These tiny light balls were nothing to worry about.

It saw them as just a trick to stop him.

However, less than three seconds later, its face suddenly turned pale.

The black light balls did not explode but enveloped the little figure instead. The figure felt its essence energy rapidly flowing out like a flood.

This was due to the摄灵镜 (Soul Snaring Mirror), an顶级 treasure.

While this alone could not contain a demon spirit, the iron armor refined corpses were busy too. Each one spat out a stream of cold and necrotic air that coalesced into a large black cloud, which enveloped the little figure.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to monitor the effectiveness of these actions.

The little figure's eyes flashed with ferocity as it waved its small hands. A red dot appeared in the corpse cloud before quickly spreading outwards. Despite the zombies' efforts to inhale more necrotic air, they were futile.

"Trying to break free? Dream on!" Lin Xuan sneered, his voice softening: "Moon."

"Yes, young master."

Xiang Feng emerged from his sleeve, holding a small green banner and exhaling a breath of essence energy onto it.

With a whoosh, the banner rapidly expanded and covered the corpse cloud.

Feeling the endless necrotic energy, the little figure's face showed fear. It puffed its cheeks and spat out a flame.

The flames swept away the necrotic air like a bamboo shoot splitting through bamboo. This flame seemed even more powerful than before. However, green ghostly flames burst forth from the demon banner.

Poison for poison.

Although these ghostly flames were slightly inferior, their sheer number gradually made the little figure's expression despairing.

However, it did not stop and darted around like a spinning top, preparing to unleash another technique.

Lin Xuan sighed softly and gestured for Moon to act quickly.

"Yes!"

The girl nodded obediently. She then crossed her index finger with her thumb, injecting several spells into the demon banner.

The demon banner swayed as fine black threads shot out from its surface, weaving a web that snaked towards the enemy.

It seemed Lin Xuan wanted to capture and subdue it alive.

That little figure was furious. With a shrill scream, it burst into flames all over, resembling a reborn fire deity.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed in surprise. The opponent's reckless use of true essence energy was unexpected. He did not worry about the outcome but was concerned about the loss of his opponent's essence energy.

What a stubborn demon spirit.

After some thought, Lin Xuan also acted. He formed an unusual hand seal and injected mana into the ghostly banner.

The beast soul banner trembled as it transformed into a grotesque creature with a bloodthirsty mouth that swallowed the little figure whole.

"Young master!"

Moon was taken aback by this action and showed concern on her face.

Lin Xuan did not explain much, waving his hand to transform the creature back into its original form. It appeared in his palm, but now the demon banner's color had changed. The originally black banner now had fiery red streaks that flickered continuously.

Lin Xuan frowned as black light flashed over him, injecting yin essence energy like a flood. Moon could not sit idly by and helped too.

After a cup of tea,

The master and servant worked together to restore the beast soul banner to its normal state.

"Done."

Lin Xuan reached out and drew the little figure from the demon banner, who was now unconscious. Lin Xuan looked at it with delight.

"This fellow… is something extraordinary," Moon said, patting her chest in relief as she observed him closely. "He might be a valuable treasure. I thought such things were extinct in this world. This luck of mine is truly remarkable."
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Lin Xuan spoke so seriously that Moon's curiosity grew even more. She blinked a few times, waiting for the young master to continue.

"Moon, have you ever heard of ancient immortal-grade spirit herbs that can become spirits?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"This... I've heard about them, but how does this relate to what we're facing now?" Moon's expression showed some confusion. Immortal-grade spirit herbs were extremely rare not just in this world, but even in the higher spiritual realm. They could be used to refine incredible medicinal pills that might even resurrect the dead or boost a cultivator’s cultivation level by one stage.

But they were hard to come by.

Lin Xuan nodded. "Indeed, it is said that when these spirit herbs reach ten thousand years of age, they can become spirits and cultivate into physical forms similar to a cultivator's core."

"Similar to the core?" Moon paused, her gaze shifting towards the strange figure in Lin Xuan’s hand.

Could it be...

No, it must be different. It clearly came from a blue stone and had nothing to do with spirit herbs.

"I was just making an analogy." Lin Xuan took out an jade box from his pocket, placed the figure inside, and affixed a restriction talisman on its surface before carefully storing it in his storage bracelet.

"Besides my love for reading, I often come across such information. Not only can spirit herbs become spirits, but some earth, wood, metal, and stone materials that absorb celestial essence might also achieve this."

"Earth, wood, metal, and stone?" Moon's expression showed surprise: "Could this be..."

"Yes, you guessed right. However, the conditions for these materials to become spirits are much more difficult. I won't go into details, but it takes a million years just to absorb celestial essence." Lin Xuan played with the jade box in his hand. "Of course, not every stone or metal can achieve this. Generally, only extremely rare refining materials have such opportunities. The original form of that little guy was South Brightness Separating Fire."

South Brightness Separating Fire—mentioning it made Lin Xuan’s expression excited.

He had been a Danian cultivator for quite some time and his abilities far surpassed those of his peers. However, he knew all too well that he only relied on good fortune to possess several ancient treasures.

His innate divine artifact was still missing.

Lin Xuan gave the Soul Banner to Moon partly out of affection but also because as the Young Master of Spirit Herb Mountain, it wasn’t advisable for him to display daoist techniques in front of outsiders.

The ancient treasures Lin Xuan had obtained were no small matter, and his innate divine artifact required even higher standards—only the "Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring" would do.

Unfortunately, while the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring was powerful, finding the materials needed was incredibly difficult. Even with Lin Xuan’s considerable resources, he could only gather about 80% of what was necessary, and the most crucial ingredient, South Brightness Separating Fire, remained elusive.

Lin Xuan had read many ancient texts but found them discouraging. In the Primordial Era, such materials were among the highest grade, extremely rare, and often sparked intense conflicts.

It was said that two late-stage Danian cultivators once fought to the death over a small piece of South Brightness Separating Fire before both perished.

This alone showed how precious it was.

South Brightness Separating Fire occasionally appeared in the Primordial Era but had not been mentioned for nearly a million years, suggesting its extinction in this world.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s hope for crafting the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring became increasingly remote. However, he did not want to settle for anything less and thus delayed making his innate divine artifact.

Earlier, that blue stone seemed familiar, and he had already guessed what it might be. But the next scene made him hesitate.

Ordinary South Brightness Separating Fire could bring bloodshed and fierce competition among cultivators, but this spirit-possessed entity was priceless.

Such a treasure appearing in the spiritual realm was understandable, but in the mortal world?

Uncertain, Lin Xuan did not act immediately. However, after witnessing the little guy’s abilities, he was convinced by 90%.

For most Core Formation stage cultivators, unless they were at their peak, this spirit entity would be a formidable opponent. Its techniques were limited, yet it could manipulate flames as good as an old Danian's core fire, making ordinary Core Formation cultivators mere ashes.

But with Lin Xuan’s abilities, subduing the creature was still within his grasp.

"Young Master, with this item, you won't have any issues refining the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring." Moon was overjoyed upon understanding the situation and asked with a smile.

"Not just an innate divine artifact. Since it has already become a spirit entity, there will be many other uses for it," Lin Xuan replied happily.

"Alright, let's not talk about this anymore. Clean up the items and leave quickly."

"Leave here?" Moon’s smile faded as she showed curiosity.

"Yes, those escaped ghost kings might summon reinforcements. If the Ghost Emperor is alerted, that would be a troublesome matter. We should get out of here," Lin Xuan said, his body emitting green light, transforming into a streak of lightning and returning to his original spot.

It was amusing—most Core Formation cultivators had successfully escaped, while the three highest-ranking leaders were all dead. It was indeed ironic.

The ground was scattered with copper essence and other refining materials that Lin Xuan could not use but would not discard, as they could be sold for many crystals in the market.

After gathering these items, Lin Xuan pondered briefly before taking out a circular object from his storage bracelet.

About the size of a palm, it was the main tool for setting up arrays—array disks. He slowly infused spiritual energy and then cast a spell on it, causing it to emit a few beams of light. Lin Xuan grabbed several array flags as they flew out, satisfied with their capture.

He stowed them away in his storage bracelet before preparing to launch fireballs to destroy the corpses. However, he suddenly blinked, his face turning pale as he turned around and looked behind him.

A powerful and cold divine consciousness was rapidly approaching and had already locked onto him.

The Ghost Emperor!
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Lin Xuan's face darkened as he struck his storage pouch. Instantly, Lin Xuan and his sword merged into one, breaking through the sky towards the distant horizon.

The speed was incredible!

In his heart, he regretted his greed for small gains. If he had subdued that little man and immediately escaped, it would have likely avoided these complications.

But now, there was no turning back. Lin Xuan could only suppress his frustration and unleash all his spiritual energy to dash forward at breakneck speed.

Meanwhile, about a hundred miles behind him, a middle-aged man with a refined appearance moved gracefully as if strolling through an empty garden. Yet his speed was astonishingly fast. This was clearly not ordinary concealment techniques; it belonged to some special method that only an old monster of the元婴期 could possess.

A mocking smile played on his lips as he locked onto Lin Xuan's location with his divine sense.

"Your evasion technique is quite unique, but do you think you can escape from this ghost emperor's palm?"

Black light flared around him, increasing his speed by another three percent.

This man had a refined appearance and three long beards. He was none other than the昊天鬼帝.

Although Lin Xuan’s divine sense was slightly inferior to that of the昊天鬼帝, it still far surpassed those of his peers. He quickly realized something was amiss. Despite expending all his spiritual energy, he couldn't match the speed of his opponent. Eventually, he would be caught.

"Master, perhaps we should find a place to temporarily hide," Yue'er suggested anxiously.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "The opponent is not an ordinary ghost entity; their strength rivals that of old monsters of the元婴期. Even though the敛气术 from the九天玄功 is miraculous, it can't escape the opponent's divine sense."

"But when we were in the Quinei Mountains, Master was only at the筑基期 and managed to deceive the Extreme Devil Sovereign," Yue'er frowned, puzzled.

"That’s different," Lin Xuan smiled bitterly. "During that battle against the Heaven Saber Demon Lord, the Extreme Devil Sovereign merely used his second consciousness. Moreover, I had already hidden beforehand. Now, my divine sense has been locked down; even the敛气术 won't work."

"What should we do then?" Yue'er looked increasingly desperate.

"There are methods, but they might not succeed. At best, it will just buy us some time," Lin Xuan sighed. "And you'll need to help me."

"Master, I can assist as needed."

Lin Xuan asked, "Do you remember the合遁术 from the玄魔真经?"

Of course, Yue'er remembered. She understood what he meant and quickly took out the beast soul banner with a flick of her hands.

The banner rapidly expanded into a black cloud about an acre in size, with electric sparks flashing on its surface. Lin Xuan and Yue'er jumped inside without hesitation.

Boom!

The dark cloud churned violently before tightly compressing into a thick, black ray several feet wide, which sped away much faster than before.

"Hmm?"

The昊天鬼帝 paused, looking extremely surprised. Just now, he detected a sudden change in the target's aura. Initially, it was filled with righteous energy, clearly belonging to a正规门派 cultivator. But within an instant, it transformed into something eerie and similar to his own.

Among human cultivators, only one could give him such a feeling—ghost cultivators!

He hesitated for a moment but then sneered. Even if he didn't know the special technique used by the other party, did they think changing their aura would deceive him?

That was impossible. As long as he locked onto their divine sense, there was no way they could escape.

With a flick of his body, he intended to continue the chase, but something seemed to catch his attention, causing his brows to furrow again.

"That boy used some secret technique to flee so quickly; his speed rivals mine. I clearly scanned him with my divine sense just now, and it was only a mid-stage 凝丹 cultivator," the昊天鬼帝 was baffled. According to logic, such a disparity in strength should make it impossible for even a mid-stage 凝丹 cultivator to escape an old monster of the元婴期.

However, after his initial shock, the昊天鬼帝 quickly regained composure. It didn't matter; it was just futile resistance. Since ancient times, no one had ever heard of a mere mid-stage 凝丹 cultivator escaping from an old monster of the元婴期.

At most, it would take more time than expected.

As they chased and fled, it seemed like a cat-and-mouse game. Three hours passed in a flash, and Lin Xuan's frown deepened as he realized his situation was dire.

The合遁术 was the best technique available to him now. As its name suggested, it involved both of them jointly driving a magical artifact. Given their master-servant blood bond, they could achieve mental unity more easily.

Together, with a top-grade artifact like the beast soul banner, their speed rivaled that of an old monster of the元婴期.

However, the downside was obvious—excessive consumption of spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan was indeed frustrated. He found himself in a difficult situation. If he continued to flee, although it would delay them for several hours, eventually, they would be caught with his spiritual energy depleted and no chance of fighting back against a stronger opponent.

Alternatively, stopping now and engaging in battle seemed equally fatal. Lin Xuan, despite his confidence in his techniques and treasures, was far from capable of matching an old monster of the元婴期. The gap between them was too great.

It seemed he would inevitably fall.

Since beginning his cultivation journey, Lin Xuan had faced countless powerful opponents, but never before had he felt so hopeless with no path to survival.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't give up. In the absence of a better plan, he continued using the合遁术 to evade, his brow furrowed in deep thought.

In any case, he would not surrender.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows raised as he abruptly halted and looked to his left with shock.

About thirty or forty miles away, another powerful divine sense was detected. It wasn't inferior to that of the enemy behind him. Could it be that another ghost emperor had caught up?

Even though Lin Xuan was resilient, despair flickered across his face. Two old monsters of the元婴期 meant he couldn't escape even with wings.

"Master," Yue'er's voice trembled as she gathered her courage. "Let’s die together."

Lin Xuan didn’t respond. His expression became peculiar.

No, that divine sense on the left wasn't a ghost emperor; it was familiar—almost like the Peacock Fairy who nearly killed him before. Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment but quickly replaced his doubt with determination. He retracted the dark banner and used ordinary concealment techniques to fly towards his left.
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Survive by the middle.

Perhaps this was his only chance.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't very confident, he still had to take a gamble.

The opponent had clearly noticed him and stopped moving. Lin Xuan bit his lip and flew at full speed towards them.

Covering twenty or thirty miles in an instant, he was less than ten miles away from the opponent. Lin Xuan focused his spiritual energy on his eyes, seeing everything about the opponent clearly.

It was a beautiful female cultivator with a youthful appearance, no more than twenty years old. Her long, black hair reached her waist, and she wore a green palace robe.

Her expression showed a hint of surprise as she looked at Lin Xuan.

No wonder, given that last time they parted ways, Fairy Peacock nearly killed him. She must be wondering why he would directly head for the Fallen Webworld!

In the distance, Heavenly Brightness Ghost Emperor frowned. The powerful divine consciousness appearing from afar could it be another old monster of the Roundinfant period stage interfering?

No, there was a pure and unadulteratedevil aura in the spiritual energy.

Could it be a transformed period beast?

This unexpected change left Heavenly Brightness caught off guard. No matter which one, they were both troublesome.

But he only hesitated for an instant before snorting coldly, his sleeves fluttering as he continued to chase after Lin Xuan.

While fighting against peers was dangerous, he couldn't let the boy slip away.

The material that could generate a spirit manifestation was invaluable. Even in this world or the higher spiritual realm above, it would greatly boost his strength.

Those three foolish ghost kings had missed such an opportunity.

Now with the situation changing, Heavenly Brightness Ghost Emperor wasn't as relaxed. His body emitted dark energy, and he used some secret technique, doubling his speed to catch Lin Xuan before the unknown expert could.

However, things didn't go as planned. The distance between Lin Xuan and Fairy Peacock was clearly smaller.

The two could see each other's expressions clearly.

Mosses grew everywhere, but without hesitation, she waved her hand, a colorful cloud appearing to cover Lin Xuan.

She showed no killing intent this time; she just wanted to capture him alive.

What exactly did she have in mind?

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and wasn't about to surrender. He had prepared for the dangers he might face. His sleeves fluttered as several talismans shot out, transforming into countless red fireballs that clashed with the colorful cloud.

"Trivial tricks!"

Fairy Peacock paid no attention, extending a slender finger and lightly tapping it.

A small piece of the colorful cloud split off, turning into a green light barrier which flew out to envelop the fireballs.

There was a loud rumbling sound but nothing more.

Dozens of earth-grade spirit talismans could deter even peak condensation core cultivators. But in front of transformed period beasts, they were as weak as paper.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he opened his mouth and spat out the crimson divine fire gem.

"Hmph, still not giving up," Fairy Peacock's pretty face showed contempt. Lin Xuan ignored her, channeling spiritual energy to activate the divine fire gem.

The surface of the gem cracked with a sizzling sound, revealing faint black-red flames inside.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and the divine fire gem transformed into a red streak that clashed head-on with the colorful cloud.

A terrifying spiritual energy burst forth. The black-red flames instantly enveloped the colorful cloud.

Clearly anticipating this, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out some of his essence blood. After being absorbed by the Flying Cloud Fallen Snow Sword, it whistled as its speed surged, though not reaching the level of conjuring flight, it was still much faster.

Under Lin Xuan's control, the sword turned slightly, dodging around Fairy Peacock.

"You..."

Fairy Peacock's face alternated between pale and red with extreme anger. She was a celestial bird, having gained godly powers after transforming into a beast form. When had anyone played such tricks on her?

Originally, she just wanted to capture this boy, but now, the killing intent around her made one shudder.

However, there was also some surprise. This boy acted decisively and with great resolve. His previous attack must have caused the ancient treasure to self-destruct, allowing him to block her colorful cloud.

After all, in the eyes of most condensation core cultivators, ancient treasures were as precious as life itself.

But this thought flashed through his mind only briefly. Playing tricks on her would come at a price. Fairy Peacock folded her hands and formed a hand seal before lightly tapping her fingers, several multicolored rays of light appearing.

"Combine!"

The lights merged together, twisting and fusing into a colorful sword that streaked towards Lin Xuan from several feet behind him.

This power left Lin Xuan's face pale. Although it was composed of spiritual energy andevil aura, its strength far exceeded that of condensation core cultivators' treasures. He had no confidence in blocking it.

But there was no retreat now; he could only grit his teeth and summon more treasures from his storage bag.

Just as he prepared to do so, Heavenly Brightness Ghost Emperor arrived just in time.

Seeing this scene, the old ghost spirit's expression changed dramatically.

"Stop!"

With a roar of anger, large ghost hands shot out from his sleeves, grabbing at the colorful sword.

Of course, his actions weren't about stopping bullies; he had another purpose.

From the chase over those few hours, he knew that this condensation core cultivator couldn't be taken lightly. His mind and tactics were top-notch.

Against such an enemy, one must be cautious.

He suspected that the boy might fear losing the treasure and hide it somewhere. If he simply threw it into a river or buried it in a mountain, as a ghost emperor, finding it wouldn't be easy.

So his plan was to capture Lin Xuan alive. If he could find the treasure, all the better; if not, he would let him experience the wonders of soul probing.

Heavenly Brightness Ghost Emperor wanted that spirit manifestation at any cost and couldn't afford for Lin Xuan to die easily.

Seeing the ghost emperor's urgency, how could he remain calm? Reluctantly, he had no choice but to intervene and save Lin Xuan.
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Phoenix Fairy also noticed this unexpected guest, her expression turning icy.

However, before she could make any move, the black ghostly claws had already struck first.

Forming a fist, it fiercely hit the sword blade.

Thedemon mist ghostly aura instantly exploded like a whirlwind.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. He wouldn't miss this good opportunity. With a surge of magical power, his Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword sped up even more, transforming into a dazzling white streak that shot towards the sky.

"Damnit!"

The Heavenly Emperor Ghost naturally wouldn't let him escape. With a furious expression, he was about to chase after him when a sweet giggle reached his ears. The Phoenix Fairy had already blocked his path with her graceful figure.

Seeing Lin Xuan gradually moving away, the Heavenly Emperor Ghost's eyes glowed with fury as he bellowed, "Move aside."

"A big mouth! Do you know that in nearly a thousand years, all who dared to speak to me like this turned into bones in their graves?"

The Phoenix Fairy's beautiful eyes flashed with cold light, her voice icy.

In the Quine Yin Mountains, she had always been a tyrant. But just now, she was tricked by a Core Formation cultivator, angering her greatly.

With her temperament, she would dismember Lin Xuan to vent her rage.

But at this critical moment, the Heavenly Emperor Ghost stopped her. Frustrated, all her resentment was directed towards him.

After all, that boy was only a Core Formation cultivator. There were plenty of opportunities to deal with him later.

Looking at this complicated woman, the Heavenly Emperor Ghost's veins bulged as he became furious. He had no time for idle chatter and his aura turned dark. He transformed into a black streak, wanting to force his way through.

However, it wasn't that easy. His actions were seen by the Phoenix Fairy as an insult, making her laugh bitterly. With a cold snort, she flicked her body into a mass of colorful light.

Bang!

The two collided and the magical power surged like a hurricane, sweeping across the surroundings.

Panting, the black streak dissipated as the Heavenly Emperor Ghost retreated several steps, his face slightly pale from the hidden blow he took.

Surprise flashed on his face before he suppressed his anger. He scanned the woman in front of him with his eyes.

This look made his pupils contract.

He had been careless!

Although he sensed that the opponent was a Transformed Spirit cultivator, he hadn't expected it to be a mid-stage expert, surpassing himself by one level.

Realizing this, the Heavenly Emperor Ghost's gloom deepened. His expression alternated between red and white several times before he seemed to make up his mind. He waved his hand, sending out a black streak from his sleeve that circled around his left hand.

His little finger had been cut off, but as a ghost spirit, no blood flowed, making it look quite eerie.

The Phoenix Fairy was taken aback; she hadn't expected the opponent to maim himself.

He did this not because he was enraged, but likely to use some strange secret technique.

The Phoenix Fairy didn't move. A mocking smile played on her lips. The difference between an early and mid-stage Core Formation cultivator wasn't trivial. She wasn't afraid of any special means.

This suited the Heavenly Emperor Ghost's plans perfectly. He opened his mouth and a black mist spewed out, not ordinary stuff but his essence energy, akin to a cultivator's essence blood.

Puff!

The severed finger exploded into a ball of blood that mixed with the ghost emperor's essence energy, writhing and transforming into a dark red color.

Then the mist surged, gradually growing limbs and a head, forming another Heavenly Emperor Ghost. The figure was identical in appearance but only a shadow, its cultivation level seemingly reaching that of a Demon King.

"Go!"

The Heavenly Emperor Ghost gave a light command. The shadow bowed remotely and transformed into a demonic cloud, breaking through the air.

"Want to escape?"

The Phoenix Fairy's eyebrows rose as she prepared to block him. But before she could act, the Heavenly Emperor Ghost had already moved. He shook his shoulder, releasing several dozen feet-long black energy tendrils that transformed into terrifying ghost serpents, lunging at the Phoenix Fairy and fiercely biting her.

The situation reversed; now he needed to hold back the opponent.

This time, the Heavenly Emperor Ghost spared no expense, using a self-mutilating transformation technique. He would do whatever it took to capture Lin Xuan alive.

The Phoenix Fairy was furious but she dared not ignore an emperor ghost's attack. A trace of murderous intent flashed across her face as she waved her hand, sending out strange feather-like magical creatures into the sky.

Thetreasure flickered with light beams, piercing through the air. The battle affected a dozen miles around, leveling everything in its path to flat ground.

Lin Xuan had already escaped several dozen miles away and sensed the terrifying magical fluctuations behind him. A look of relief and fear flashed across his face.

Facing death, he was lucky this time. He needed to escape their感应 means '感应' (induction or response) range as soon as possible before they could locate him.

He then concealed his aura, hiding in a safe place, confident that they couldn't find him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan once again summoned the Beast Soul Flag and used the combined evasion technique with Moon. They moved like lightning towards their destination.

However, not long after, Lin Xuan felt something amiss. Another monster had attached itself to him, its aura similar but weaker than that of the Heavenly Emperor Ghost.

What's going on?

Continuous energy fluctuations came from afar. The opponent was clearly engaged in fierce battle with that female demon cultivator. Could it be a special technique like body doubling?

Lin Xuan only read about such techniques in ancient texts, incredibly profound. But given the opponent's ability to match an early-stage Core Formation cultivator, this wasn't impossible.

What enraged and alarmed Lin Xuan even more was that although the aura was far weaker than the ghost emperor's main body, probably at a Demon King level, its speed was astonishingly fast. No matter how hard he and Moon tried, they couldn't increase the distance between them.

This continued to be disadvantageous for him.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as light spread out in the air. He stopped mid-air; rather than being followed by this opponent, unable to escape, it was better to take a chance and fight. Only by eliminating it could his hiding plan have any chance of success.

He wouldn't dare face the ghost emperor's main body but he wasn't afraid of an external manifestation.

His eyes narrowed as he waited for the opponent to descend.

Soon, a demonic cloud appeared in his sight. The opponent's speed was indeed astonishing; dozens of miles were covered in less than a cup of tea time.

"Attack!"

Lin Xuan shouted and didn't waste any more words. He tapped his storage bag, sending up his Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword that transformed into a white blade, plunging towards the opponent with all his might.
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The boy wasn't idle either. The demon banner gently swayed, accompanied by a mist of ghostly aura. Hundreds of beasts emerged from within, each opening their mouths and spewing out colorful light beams.

Though these beast spirits weren’t of high rank, their sheer number made them quite formidable. With hundreds acting together, the threat was indeed considerable.

Lin Xuan had no time for mercy; he aimed to finish this quickly. Otherwise, if they got entangled, it could spell trouble.

A sharp hiss echoed as the Flying Cloud Snowfall Sword broke through the禁制 and plunged into the demon clouds. It was a top-grade ancient treasure from the Primordial Era, its power truly extraordinary.

Following were the light beams emitted by the beast spirits. Though slightly slower, they too pierced into the demon clouds.

Boom!

The demon clouds churned violently, seemingly suffering significant shockwaves. The ghostly aura dispersed, and an illusory figure gradually became clearer.

Three long strands of beard, a refined appearance, and height and build identical to the Heavenly Ghost Emperor.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression showed no relief; instead, it grew more serious. His previous attack had severely wounded ordinary condensation core cultivators, but this entity easily absorbed the blow without any harm.

No wonder it was the incarnation of the Ghost Emperor—it couldn’t be treated as an ordinary ghost.

Lin Xuan felt his heart rate accelerate. He stuck out his tongue and licked his dry lips. Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of losing; even if this fellow's abilities were bizarre, as long as he was at the condensation core stage, victory was assured. The key issue was that he didn’t have time to waste here.

He had no idea when those two old monsters would finish their battle. The intense spiritual energy fluctuations from afar made Lin Xuan’s resolve to act quickly even stronger.

Reaching out, he tapped his storage bag, and a clear, emerald flute floated up.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, casting several spells on the flute.

Sssshh. A sharp sound echoed as the flute emitted dazzling light, transforming into a giant snake over ten feet long with a diameter of about a water bucket.

"Treasure of beast spirit?"

The illusory figure’s brow furrowed, showing some surprise. Lin Xuan wasn’t surprised that his treasure was recognized; this monster being an incarnation of the Ghost Emperor, it naturally couldn’t match the original in power but had no difference in experience.

Recognizing it mattered little—could it block my attacks?

Lin Xuan smirked. He reached out and lightly tapped the giant snake, which immediately let out a roar and charged at the illusory figure.

On the other side, Moon also wore a serious expression as she rubbed her hands together, raising the Beast Spirit Banner above her head.

With her jade fingers, she cast several spells into it, causing the banner to swell dramatically. Instantly, dark winds howled, with eerie screams and ghostly cries emanating from within.

Heavy ghostly aura began to gather, and the sky seemed to darken.

"Hmph. Being a ghost king yet allied with a human—what an unscrupulous traitor," the illusory figure glanced at Moon, showing clear resentment.

"Talk nonsense." Moon wasn’t swayed by his provocations; without her master, she wouldn’t have walked the path of cultivation. In her heart, Lin Xuan was her most important family member.

She cast a spell, and several black rays shot out from the demon banner, converging into a giant scythe over a yard in diameter, slashing down at them.

The illusory figure grunted, opening its mouth to spit out two skull heads as big as thumbs.

They grew with the wind, expanding to several yards in size. Moreover, the entire skull was covered with sharp protrusions, viciously lunging towards Lin Xuan and Moon’s treasures.

Light flashed, ghostly aura surged, and they were soon locked in a stalemate.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed; he was genuinely surprised. Both he and Moon used top-grade treasure artifacts with special functions, yet the opponent easily deflected them. This fellow's abilities seemed to exceed his expectations!

The illusory figure sneered as it spun around its body, emitting black-red light points from various parts.

Buzzing sounds filled the air as those strange light points distorted and transformed into tiny magical insects about an inch in size, rushing at them.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened; he wouldn’t sit idly by. He took out a spirit ghost bag from his waist and threw it skyward. Black霞light revealed dozens of iron-armored corpses floating before him.

Though these zombies were only at the foundation establishment stage, they were fearless and lunged forward, spewing corpse gas.

Clang! Clang! Sounds echoed as the illusory figure paused. The greatest power of these ghostly insects was their corpse poison; low-ranking cultivators would die instantly, while condensation core experts had some immunity but suffered a significant drop in ability.

However, zombies were dead things; corpse poison couldn’t affect them at all.

On the other side, Moon also had her own method. With a wave of her jade hand, the Beast Spirit Banner flew before her, transforming into a black light screen. More strangely, the surface of this screen had countless holes from which eerie tentacles emerged, reaching out for the magical insects.

Despite neutralizing their opponent’s moves, Lin Xuan’s expression showed no relief. The spiritual energy fluctuations from afar were erratic; he couldn’t tell how far the battle between the Ghost Emperor and Fairy Peacock had progressed?

In any case, whoever won or lost was extremely disadvantageous to him.

Lin Xuan’s desire to escape grew stronger.

To achieve this, he first needed to eliminate this ghost king.

With his left hand, Lin Xuan retrieved the silver-white Binding Soul Ball. His right hand again touched his storage bag; a flash of red light revealed a palm-sized gourd.

This was also a top-grade ancient treasure obtained from a cultivator. Typically, such items required some refinement before use, but to Lin Xuan’s surprise, this artifact could be controlled with just his powerful spirit awareness.

Such a situation had never been seen in ancient texts, but it wasn’t strange; the vastness of cultivation was unfathomable, and what he knew was merely a drop in the ocean. Moreover, this discovery was beneficial without any drawbacks.

Lin Xuan infused mana into the silver-white Binding Soul Ball, and countless silver threads emerged from within, seeming slow yet urgent as they wrapped around the illusory figure.

Though he hadn’t used it much since obtaining it, this ancient treasure’s power was indeed formidable. While the claim of binding souls might be exaggerated, even a ghostly illusion without physical form would be locked down with no issue.
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Lin Xuan and I have a blood pact, so our cooperation is seamless. I summoned the Binding Immortal Ball. Yue'er waved her sleeves and began using other divine techniques.

Opening my mouth, I expelled a wisp of yin energy. After the magic banner absorbed it, it transformed into vast clouds of dark magic that continued to churn in place. Countless green fireballs, each about the size of a basin, erupted from within these clouds.

"Combine!"

Yue'er issued a soft command, and those fireballs immediately shot towards the ghostly figure. However, they suddenly halted around ten feet away, ready to strike at any moment.

Seeing this scene, the ghostly figure's expression changed. Before it could use another technique, Lin Xuan had already summoned the ancient treasure gourd.

With his divine sense controlling it and mana injected into it, the gourd emitted a flash of light and turned a vivid red color. Its size also increased significantly.

But that was only the beginning. A glint appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes as he pointed at the object above him. Instantly, the gourd became hazy and split into two.

Next, those two gourds again became hazy and produced new splits...

In a moment, the gourds transformed into nine, doubling their size compared to when the disheveled cultivator used it. Although both of them were at the Condensation Core mid-stage, Lin Xuan's divine sense was far superior, allowing him to unleash the true power of this treasure.

Meanwhile, the silver threads from the Binding Immortal Ball had arrived within three feet of the ghostly figure.

Faced with such a tight encirclement, the ghostly figure finally showed signs of anxiety. It raised its head and let out an angry roar.

As that fierce howl echoed, a swirling vortex of yin energy formed around it. The vortex was so intense that the silver threads from the Binding Immortal Ball couldn't get close.

Lin Xuan's brows rose as he didn't show any signs of panic on his face. He flipped his right hand and revealed an ancient-looking mirror in his palm.

The mirror surface was smooth, emitting shocking amounts of qi. Lin Xuan raised it high, and with a burst of mana, over a dozen black light orbs emerged from within.

After some distortion, they fused together to form a monstrous creature that stretched about ten feet long. It resembled a tiger found in the mountains but had a pair of pitch-black wings on its back.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he pointed at the ghostly figure: "Go!"

The monster tiger's eyes flashed red, and it vanished with incredible speed from where it was.

Seeing this, the ghostly figure showed no fear. It didn't use any other techniques; clearly, it had full confidence in its yin energy vortex.

The monstrous tiger charged into the vortex but disappeared without a sound. However, several seconds later, the vortex visibly shrank.

The ghostly figure was shocked and angry, his expression incredulous. He never imagined that this ancient mirror could cause his yin energy to dissipate so quickly.

What kind of ancient treasure is this? It has such extraordinary abilities?

Lin Xuan didn't give him time to think. With a mental command, the silver threads floating around immediately wrapped up the ghostly figure. At such close range, there was no way for it to dodge. Its form flickered and turned into a cloud of ghostly mist as it tried to break free from the encirclement.

Unfortunately, it was in vain. Lin Xuan had underestimated the Binding Immortal Ball's abilities; even without physical form, this treasure could still tightly bind its target.

The ghostly mist writhed and struggled but ultimately ended up tied into a huge bundle of rope.

Lin Xuan's face brightened as he immediately cast his spells into the gourd in front of him.

Nine beams, each about the size of an arm, emerged from within. More astonishingly, each beam was wrapped with flames and electric arcs.

Yue'er closed her hands, and those green ghostly flames followed suit, rushing towards the ghostly figure.

Even the dozen iron-armored mummified corpses didn't hesitate; they all shot their long spears at the target.

Thunderbolts flashed, lightning intersected, and a huge explosion echoed in the air. The ghostly figure couldn't dodge even with the silver threads binding it, let alone use any techniques to defend itself.

Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. As the saying goes, "when someone is down, kick them while they're down." This was after all a fragment of the Ghost Emperor, and he couldn't afford to be careless; who knew what kind of survival techniques this entity might have?

With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan re-summoned the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword. As it caught the wind, it expanded to several feet in length and fiercely slashed at the target.

Lin Xuan believed that even if the Ghost Emperor himself were present, he would surely be severely injured by this series of attacks.

Sure enough, his expectations weren't disappointed. After a short while, the smoke cleared, leaving the ghostly figure in shambles. Although it hadn't completely disintegrated, it was close to doing so.

Lin Xuan was pleased and quickly cast spells into the gourd before him. Nine beams, each as thick as an arm, emerged from within. More astonishingly, each beam was wrapped with flames and electric arcs.

Yue'er closed her hands, and those green ghostly flames followed suit, rushing towards the ghostly figure.

The dozen iron-armored mummified corpses also didn't hesitate; they all shot their long spears at the target.

Thunderbolts flashed, lightning intersected, and a huge explosion echoed in the air. The ghostly figure couldn't dodge even with the silver threads binding it, let alone use any techniques to defend itself.

Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. As the saying goes, "when someone is down, kick them while they're down." This was after all a fragment of the Ghost Emperor, and he couldn't afford to be careless; who knew what kind of survival techniques this entity might have?

With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan re-summoned the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword. As it caught the wind, it expanded to several feet in length and fiercely slashed at the target.

Lin Xuan believed that even if the Ghost Emperor himself were present, he would surely be severely injured by this series of attacks.

Sure enough, his expectations weren't disappointed. After a short while, the smoke cleared, leaving the ghostly figure in shambles. Although it hadn't completely disintegrated, it was close to doing so.

Lin Xuan was pleased and quickly cast spells into the gourd before him. Nine beams, each as thick as an arm, emerged from within. More astonishingly, each beam was wrapped with flames and electric arcs.

Yue'er threw out the Beast Soul Banner, and its surface generated a massive suction force that completely absorbed all the ghostly energy.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief and waved his hands to retrieve the summoned treasures. Without hesitation, he and Yue'er re-summoned the Beast Soul Banner and used their combined escape technique, flying off into the distance.

Meanwhile, several dozen miles away...

Two old monsters at the Yuan婴 level were engaged in an intense battle. In terms of strength, Fairy Phoenix was naturally more formidable. However, the Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor was incredibly cunning; he didn't engage in a direct confrontation but merely used his techniques to keep her occupied. He believed that with such a Condensation Core cultivator, even if they had some special abilities like body duplicates from the foundation establishment stage, victory would be certain.

However, things didn't go as planned. Lin Xuan couldn't be reasoned with; although he wasn't as extraordinary as the Immortal King of Hundred Poisons back then, his strength was far above that of his peers at this level.

On one side, the Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor was slowly wearing down Fairy Phoenix. On the other side, Lin Xuan had already destroyed his fragment.

At the exact moment when the ghostly figure was chopped into pieces, the Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor sensed something. His brows furrowed, and his expression turned to its most unpleasant state.

Anger and shock mixed as he realized that his body duplicate had been destroyed. More frustratingly, this meant that the target would escape from his grasp. How could such precious material fall into the hands of a mere human cultivator?

"Get out of my way!"

The Heavenly Light Ghost Emperor's face twisted in agony as he flicked his fingers, releasing several pure streams of yin energy that transformed into various weapons—swords, spears, and more—and struck at the target with all his might.

Fairy Phoenix saw this but showed no fear. Instead, a mocking expression appeared on her lips: "What's gotten you so worked up? Did your body duplicate get destroyed by the other side? Hmph! A mere Ghost Emperor, such trivial means."

Five-colored light flashed around her as she transformed into several divine birds and bravely charged towards the treasures released by the ghost emperor.
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One time, Heavenly Void Ghost Emperor no longer held back his strength; he was determined to shake off the opponent. However, the other party wasn't easy to deal with, and the battle raged fiercely.

On another side, Lin Xuan didn’t dare to linger for even a moment. He rushed forward in a flash, covering over two hundred miles before finally escaping from the other party’s divine sense perception.

However, danger had not passed yet. Nevertheless, Lin Xuan retracted the Beast Soul Flag and instead raised the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword, without any other reason, continuing to use their combined concealment technique with Yue'er. His body was almost depleted of spiritual energy; he could barely hold on!

He let Yue'er return to his sleeve for a rest while he continued running frantically, taking out some pills from his pocket and swallowing them. He also held two crystal stones in each hand, replenishing his magical power.

After fleeing for several dozen miles, Lin Xuan changed direction again and continued flying.

Over a hundred miles later, he changed direction once more...

Lin Xuan did this naturally with his own purpose. Even if the two old monsters had finished their battle, they couldn’t find him; an infant spirit’s divine sense was powerful but could not cover such vast distances.

However, following the principle of being overly cautious, Lin Xuan fled for three days and nights straight. Counting on his fingers, he estimated that it should be over ten thousand miles away from there, so this time, he should be safe without any worries.

Although Lin Xuan’s magical power was pure, after a fierce battle followed by such a long journey, he had been utterly exhausted.

He casually found an empty piece of land and set up a temporary cave in some secluded place. Then, he laid down the prohibitive array formations. After completing all these tasks, Lin Xuan’s magical energy almost depleted; he barely managed to drag himself into the cave for meditation and rest.

Firstly, he replenished his magical power through grand circulation, then slept soundly for two days. Only after this did Lin Xuan finally recover.

As for Yue'er, she was in better condition. During her battle with the Ghost Emperor’s avatar, she had only provided support, consuming much less than Lin Xuan. For the rest of the days, apart from using their combined concealment technique, she rested inside his sleeve. Therefore, when setting up the cave, she had already recovered most of her strength.

It was precisely because of this that Lin Xuan could afford to take a break without any worries. Even though he had escaped from the Ghost Emperor and Fairy Peacock’s pursuit, in the occupied areas, danger lurked everywhere. Without a high-ranking expert as a guardian, even sitting in meditation would have been nerve-wracking for Lin Xuan!

Fortunately, this time his luck was good. After several days, Lin Xuan had fully recovered from fatigue without encountering any dangers.

Inside the cave, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and tapped on his storage bag. Several magical flags appeared, while he held a circular array disk in his other hand.

This item came into his possession during his travels as a cultivator. Since the destruction of the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array, Lin Xuan had always wanted to acquire a new set of array formations and prohibitive techniques. Unfortunately, this was rare and could not be easily purchased even with numerous crystal stones in the marketplaces.

Although Lin Xuan possessed *The璇玑心得* (Heart Refinement Method), his affairs were too many, and it would take decades of dedicated study to achieve any significant progress in array techniques. Therefore, making such an array himself was unrealistic.

However, this time, he had found what he sought without much effort. Not only did he obtain the Southern Bright Separating Fire, but from those cultivators, he also obtained these two treasures.

The葫芦 (gourd) didn’t need to be mentioned; its power had already been evident during his battle with the Ghost Emperor’s avatar. This array was far from ordinary as well.

Although Lin Xuan couldn't currently forge such things himself, his eyes were much sharper than those of his peers. The Azure Lightning Fire Array should have a slight edge over the Extreme Yin Evil Spirit Array in terms of power. It remained unclear how this cultivator obtained it—perhaps through inheritance or sheer luck—but these details didn’t matter; he now owned this array.

Like with magical treasures, while arrays don't require recognition, they still needed some ritualistic cultivation to be used more smoothly and effectively.

This process took three days without much time. After the Dan Fire’s purification, although the array wasn’t yet fully synchronized with his mind, it could function as intended now.

After all, this was a new acquisition; over time, he would naturally become more adept at using it.

---

The cave door opened with a rumble. Yue'er turned to look back: "Young Master, did you successfully refine it?"

"Yep," Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing an unrestrained joy. This time, although the danger was immense, the rewards were equally rich. He believed that in no time, his strength would soar.

Yue'er shared her master's happiness but also felt puzzled. After a moment’s hesitation, she asked about her concern: "Young Master, can you be sure that the Ghost Emperor and Fairy Peacock won’t find here?"

"Don't worry," Lin Xuan assured her. "I calculated that this rapid flight covered over ten thousand miles. Even if their cultivation could match those of old infant spirits, they couldn’t have such an extensive divine sense perception. Moreover, I changed directions several times; there’s no chance of being exposed."

"That's good." Yue'er exhaled in relief: "Then why didn't you refine your innate treasure here?"

"It’s not that easy," Lin Xuan shook his head with a bitter smile. "I’d like to, but the Southern Bright Separating Fire is still missing several ingredients."

"Missing?" Yue'er asked in surprise.

"Yes, but it doesn’t matter," Lin Xuan comforted her with a smile. "They are just auxiliary materials, and although rare, they might be available in the marketplaces."

"That’s good." Yue'er patted her chest, looking relieved as she turned to think: "Then what do you plan now, Young Master? Return to Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Now that cultivators are engaged in a fierce battle with the厉鬼 (ghosts), although my cultivation is too low for dangerous missions, anything could happen during such large-scale battles. With this trip’s significant gains, I plan to refine my innate treasure and improve our cultivation levels before returning."

"Improving your cultivation level?" Hearing her master's grand words, Yue'er furrowed her brows slightly: "But Young Master, you only just reached the middle stage of condensing essence in the Qu Yin Mountains. In such a short time, it’s not easy to advance again."
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I didn't mean it that way." Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. "Got it, I still have some self-awareness. Although in the Moon Ink Clan, I successfully obtained an ancient spirit pill made from Essence Gold Fruit and refined a mid-grade spirit root. Moreover, in the mage market, I acquired many rare herbs, which can be used to make various pills that enhance cultivation. But reaching later stages would take years, even decades of effort. Of course, I didn't expect to stay in the occupied zone for so long."

Moon'er nodded, but a hint of hesitation appeared on her face as she hesitated to speak.

"Stupid girl, what's wrong? Just say it if you have something to say. As master and servant, do we need to hide anything from each other?"

"Not, Young Master," Moon'er blushed, finally speaking softly: "I just don't understand why you insist on returning to Spirit Medicine Mountain. It would be better to find a quiet place for cultivation instead of getting involved in the conflict between cultivators and yin souls."

"Though that's true, my master still treated me well. To leave without saying goodbye feels somewhat guilty. Besides, Master Tianzhu was a genius from an earlier era; there are some things about our sect that I must obtain."

"What?" Moon'er was taken aback, her face showing curiosity.

"Naturally, it's the Heavenly Dust Pill. Back then, my condensation success relied on this ancient spirit herb. It is said to have good effects on infant formation as well. The formula for it is something I must acquire," Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination as he clenched his fist and spoke.

"But Young Master, even though the Heavenly Dust Pill formula is our sect’s highest secret, each patriarch has the right to review it. Senior Elders at the元婴 stage probably often study it. But after three thousand years, no one else managed to refine it except for Master Tianzhu. Don't you think the chances are too slim?"

"I know very well," Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation. "This pill is hard to refine because its materials are extremely rare. Although they’re not on the brink of extinction, it’s close enough. But that doesn’t matter; with Spirit Medicine Mountain’s resources, we can still gather them. The key lies in the refining flames, which even fall short of an元婴 cultivator's primordial infant fire. It is said that only by using a mountain within a mountain as the cauldron and igniting the most pure geothermal fire from Youzhou can this be achieved. No one else has managed to do this except for Master Tianzhu."

"Even though Young Master knows, why…" Moon'er's face showed a mix of surprise and admiration.

"It’s nothing," Lin Xuan replied with a carefree smile: "I am an anomaly; since the Primordial Era, how many ordinary people have reached the condensation stage? Since I could create miracles before, why not now? The difficulty of forming an infant is far greater than that of condensing essence. With my spirit root, the odds are already minuscule. Therefore, no matter what, I must obtain the Heavenly Dust Pill formula; even if it’s only a one in a thousand chance, I cannot miss it."

"I understand now. So, Young Master, how do you plan to proceed?" Moon'er asked with a smile.

"Now…" Lin Xuan pondered for a moment: "First, find a secret market or a temporary trading fair held by high-ranking cultivators. See if we can gather the auxiliary materials needed to refine the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring."

"But this isn't in the occupied zone; how could there be such things?" Moon'er's expression froze as she looked puzzled.

"Of course, you remember when we first arrived and encountered people from the Dawn Gate? According to their master, not only are many sects and free cultivators staying here, but also a lot of other cultivators have come for treasure hunting."

"So what?" Moon'er still didn't understand Young Master's intentions.

"It’s simple. Those who have收获 will exchange items they don’t need with others. Thus, even though the yin souls control this place, secret markets are likely to appear here," Moon'er nodded in admiration of Young Master's insight: "But how do we find them? There are traitors from the Seven Extremes Realm among the yin souls; without a guide, they won’t let us in."

"Hmm, that’s a problem. It seems we really need to consult with people from the Dawn Gate. Their cultivation is insignificant, but as local experts here, they should have some connections," Lin Xuan said confidently, showing he had already thought through these issues.

Then, he turned and surveyed his surroundings. Coincidentally, after escaping the Ghost Emperor’s pursuit for several miles, it seemed that the location of the Dawn Gate's secret base wasn’t far away.

Moon'er noticed this too; the master and servant exchanged a smile before Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder from his pocket, identified the direction, and transformed into a faintly visible streak of light, flying towards the distant horizon.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped mid-flight.

"Moon'er, do you feel it?"

"Hmm," the girl nodded, her voice tinged with gravity: "A strong aura of yin energy. There’s also a tremor in the spirit force; there seems to be a large-scale conflict between cultivators and yin souls."

"Yes, and it's in the direction of the Dawn Gate base. Could their hiding place have been exposed?"

Lin Xuan stroked his chin, showing some hesitation on his face. This was different from what he had anticipated. If the Dawn Gate really faced an attack by powerful yin ghosts, Lin Xuan didn’t want to get involved.

However, apart from the Dawn Gate, there were no other cultivators in the occupied zone that Lin Xuan knew of. Without a guide, how could they find this secret market? He found himself caught between two options.

But after some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided not to hesitate long. He sheathed his Cloudfall Snow Sword and condensed his spirit energy, transforming into an inconspicuous streak of gray light as he flew forward.

Since we’re in their territory now, I can’t just leave without checking things out first. Let’s quietly sneak over and see the situation before making a decision. The Dawn Gate is insignificant; they only count as minor sects in Youzhou. If it's within my capabilities, helping them might earn their gratitude for future assistance.

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan’s speculation. If the sect were unlucky enough to attract something powerful, he would simply leave without getting involved.

Although his speed had decreased significantly due to hiding his form, covering a distance of twenty or so miles wouldn’t take long. Lin Xuan concentrated his spiritual energy in his eyes and saw the scene ahead clearly.
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Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce as a sword of light shot up into the sky. However, he only briefly analyzed the enemy's mindset, finding that there were about twenty yin ghosts in total. Half of them were at the Foundation Establishment stage, while the rest were the lowest-level Spirit Flexibility period evil spirits.

There was no ghost king leading them, but the Dawn Gate's situation had already become perilous. Amongst the three Foundation Establishment cultivators including the sect master Luo Tianren, the other low-ranking disciples outnumbered them by several times.

Despite this, the gap in their cultivation levels could not be bridged. Fortunately, the disciples of the Dawn Gate were skilled in coordinated attacks and defenses. Working in groups, they managed to temporarily hold off the enemy's assault. However, it was unlikely that they would last much longer.

Seeing the situation clearly, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. Twenty or so low-grade evil spirits were not worth his attention.

With a flick of his sleeve, a sword of light shot out. In an instant, one of the nearby evil spirits was decapitated and turned into nothingness.

The yin ghosts stirred in agitation. Although the evil spirit Lin Xuan had eliminated was only at the Spirit Flexibility stage, his effortless handling still caused quite an impact on them.

With a roar, several Foundation Establishment level evil spirits abandoned their previous targets and rushed towards him.

Lin Xuan sneered as he opened his mouth, spewing out a ball of essence fire. After circling around, it transformed into a bright red snake about the size of a thumb. It darted into the body of the nearest yin ghost, turning to ashes in an instant.

Then, Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and summoned the Beast Soul Treasure. The emerald green jade flute turned into a massive serpent-like monster, swallowing the remaining evil spirits whole with its gaping maw.

The three Foundation Establishment opponents did not even have any chance to retaliate.

Even the yin ghosts, known for their bravery, showed signs of fear. The disciples of the Dawn Gate were dumbfounded, and their admiration for Lin Xuan was beyond words.

"Attack!"

Luo Tianren reacted the fastest, his sword slicing through a dazed evil spirit into two halves with a flash of cold light.

The other disciples quickly followed suit, shouting in battle.

The tide turned as Lin Xuan's involvement began to tip the scales. Within just a few minutes, all the yin ghosts and evil spirits were swept away, leaving the Dawn Gate disciples with a sense of relief.

"Thank you for your assistance," Luo Tianren flew over, respectfully bowing and showing immense gratitude on his face.

Although this old man was somewhat cunning, he genuinely expressed his thanks. Without Lin Xuan's help, they might have been completely wiped out.

"It's nothing." Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. To him, it was just a matter of lifting a finger. Besides, they had met before, and he wouldn't abandon someone in need even if there wasn't anything to gain from them.

Though the cultivation world was full of treachery, Lin Xuan was not a cold-blooded creature.

"What happened? Why were you discovered by yin ghosts?" Lin Xuan asked curiously. In his view, the secret location chosen by Dawn Gate should have been very secure.

Luo Tianren sighed, his face filled with anger: "Letting you down, old man as I am, I failed to see through the treachery within my own sect."

"Treason?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised. He had spent a long time in the occupied area and was familiar with the situation here.

Since yin ghosts now controlled this region entirely, human survival was precarious. Even cultivators could only dodge and weave, many growing tired of living on edge. Just like how seven绝天 had turned traitors among the cultivator ranks, Dawn Gate also saw some turning against their own kind.

Of course, not all who betrayed yin ghosts would be accepted. They feared that humans might be enduring humiliation to infiltrate them, so they required traitors to submit a pledge, selling out their fellow sect members or mentors.

Dawn Gate was in this situation. A Foundation Establishment elder secretly surrendered to the yin ghosts and offered his sect as a gift.

Had it not been for Lin Xuan's timely arrival, this small sect might have been eradicated from the cultivation world of Yanzhou.

After understanding the full story, Lin Xuan didn't say much but comforted them briefly.

"Did you come here to request something from me or your sect?" Luo Tianren was astute enough to guess Lin Xuan's intentions.

"Yes, I need to exchange some items. Do you know of any market in this area?"

"Haha, you came at the right time. Three days ago, I received an invitation from the Green Flight Sect secret marketplace. Only those with a token can enter. If it serves your purpose, take it," Luo Tianren said as he pulled out a talisman about the size of his palm, depicting a strange bird spreading its wings.

"Green Flight Sect?" Lin Xuan felt familiar but couldn't recall where he had heard this name before.

Luo Tianren was adept at reading people's reactions and explained with a smile.

"It seems you've also heard of it. The Green Flight Sect used to be ranked second among the various sects in Yanzhou, but now that yin ghosts invaded, their strength has actually increased."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan showed interest on his face.

"This is all thanks to the unique vision of Senior Green Flight. He hid the sect well during the initial stages of the invasion and preserved its strength. After this region fell, many small and large sects were destroyed, leaving many cultivators rootless. The Green Flight Sect seized the opportunity, sending eloquent representatives to persuade them to join."

"How strong is the Green Flight Sect now?"

"I don't know for sure, but apart from not having any Core Formation stage cultivators, their number of Condensation Core experts likely rivals that of the three major sects," Luo Tianren said.
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Lin Xuan's eyebrows lifted, a hint of admiration appearing on his face. So it seems that a powerful force has emerged among cultivators. Qingxiang Zhenren must have been scheming for quite some time to achieve such great ambitions.

However, Lin Xuan did not dwell on this too much. In times like these, the emergence of talented individuals was normal in Youzhou. There was no need for him to worry over trivial matters; his immediate concern was gathering information about the market and collecting the remaining materials. After all, nothing could match one's own strength in cultivation.

These were not secrets that needed to be kept confidential, so Luo Tianren spoke freely. Since Qingxiang Sect had greatly increased its power, it began replenishing its finances by regularly hosting a secret bazaar in the occupied area, gathering rare treasures and crystals.

Of course, this also benefited other cultivators to some extent. The occupied area was dangerous, but it was easy to find valuable items. Many people wanted to exchange their unneeded possessions for crystals or trade goods.

However, not everyone could participate in the secret bazaar; an invitation token was required. Qingxiang Zhenren was a shrewd person and did not want traitors to disrupt his carefully planned exchange.

Although the Yangming Sect's power was weak, it was still a local sect, so receiving an invitation wasn't strange. After clarifying the situation with Luo Tianren, Lin Xuan finally showed some satisfaction on his face. According to Luo Tianren, this secret bazaar hosted by Qingxiang Sect was the largest in the occupied area, giving him good chances of finding the necessary materials.

"Where is it? When will the next market open?"

"The location isn't far; it's about two hundred miles from here. The market will start in three days," Luo Tianren replied respectfully and marked the map on a jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan nodded, showing satisfaction. "Thank you very much. Goodbye."

"Of course not. If not for your kindness, I and my fellow cultivators would have long turned to dust. To be able to do such a small task for you is my duty."

Luo Tianren was smooth-tongued, but Lin Xuan had no mood to argue. He transformed into a streak of light and disappeared into the distant sky.

Two hundred miles wasn't far for Lin Xuan's speed; he arrived quickly without much urgency since the secret bazaar wouldn't start until three days later. Thus, he decided to take his time and explore nearby areas in hopes of finding some treasures. After all, while the materials he needed weren't extremely rare, they were still quite uncommon.

Since there was nothing else to do, Lin Xuan might as well find a place to meditate and cultivate his energy. He didn't expect any significant growth from such idle time anyway.

His flight slowed down, becoming indistinct and unremarkable as he continued forward cautiously. Even though the Ghost Emperor and Phoenix Fairy couldn't follow him here, he still needed to be careful; there might be other formidable monsters in the阴魂 realm.

On the first day, Lin Xuan found nothing.

The second day was equally fruitless.

As the time for the market's opening approached, Lin Xuan sighed. Treasure wasn't so easy to find, and he hadn't seen a single crystal stone, let alone the materials needed for his命魂法宝. He had wasted two days in vain.

He took out the jade cylinder, identified the location where Qingxiang Sect would hold its secret bazaar, and prepared to leave when something caught his attention, causing him to stop suddenly.

"Master, what is it?"

Lin Xuan didn't answer but turned to sense the southeast direction. His expression became serious as he spoke: "There, about a hundred miles away, there are two powerful energies fighting."

"A hundred miles?" Yue'er's brows furrowed. "Are you mistaken, Master? Only an元婴 cultivator can sense such distances with their divine consciousness. Although you're strong, …"

Lin Xuan was not annoyed by the doubt. He smiled slightly: "My divine consciousness cannot reach that far, but since they are fighting, the ripples of their energy are significant enough for me to feel."

"Could it be the Ghost Emperor and Phoenix Fairy?" A hint of tension appeared on Yue'er's face.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "There is no yin energy fluctuation; both parties are human experts at the凝丹 stage."

As he spoke, a playful smile flashed across his face. It was an extraordinary time, and this area had already fallen under enemy control. Unless absolutely necessary, cultivators wouldn't fight each other. No one wanted to see their allies suffer.

Yet these two were still fighting so fiercely that they could be sensed from such a distance. There must be either a deep-seated grudge or the discovery of some significant treasure.

Lin Xuan judged that the latter was more likely.

Since this was an opportunity, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss it. Treasure belonged to those who had the ability; he would take advantage of the chaos.

His entire body emitted a bright green light as he rushed towards the source of the commotion.

"Eh?" About twenty miles away, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped, showing surprise on his face.

"Master, what is it?"

"One of the energies feels familiar. It might be…" Lin Xuan's words were interrupted by another thunderous sound from afar, followed by intense flashes of light and a massive shockwave spreading outwards.

What an impressive display! The two fighting cultivators seemed to be more than ordinary experts at the凝丹 stage.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as his divine energy circulated, making his streak of light brighter. He sped up, racing forward with incredible speed.

At the same time, other directions also lit up, indicating that others had been drawn by the commotion.

Fortunately, this area was remote and lacked sufficient divine energy, so even阴魂 didn't pay much attention. So far, there were no signs of ghosts or monsters.

This relieved Lin Xuan. He scanned his surroundings with his divine consciousness; the nearby streaks of light weren't particularly strong, mostly at the筑基 stage. Even a few daring cultivators in the灵动 stage posed no threat to him.

The two fighting cultivators became even more intense. The sky flashed with countless lights as true energy mixed with divine energy transformed into an enormous colorful phoenix and a ferocious dragon, tearing each other apart in mid-air. Such a spectacular scene left low-level cultivators speechless, their breaths catching in their throats. However, their greed kept them from turning away.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in ridicule. Although his speed was fast, he had secretly consumed the Hidden Spirit Pill and appeared only at the筑基 stage externally. He didn't intend to act rashly; he would wait until he understood the situation fully before taking any action.
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The situation in front was unclear. The two practitioners were hidden behind the clouds, with a pink mist on one side and white cloud vapor on the other. Each area covered about an acre.

What amazed Lin Xuan was that he vaguely recognized the fluctuations of spiritual energy within the red mist, but he knew few high-ranking cultivators. Suddenly, a pleasant melody drifted into his ears.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly showed signs of joy as he finally identified one of them. It was the Sound Wave Art!

This technique was renowned in Yanzhou's cultivation world, being a top-grade method. However, only one practitioner was known for it: Fairy Ouyang Yun from Biyun Mountain.

Lin Xuan had little affection for Ouyang Yunchen at Yuanshi, but he and Ouyang Qinxin were close friends. She had once helped him greatly in the past. Lin Xuan naturally didn't intend to stand idly by.

With a thought, he was about to summon his treasure when a streak of white light shot out from the cloud mist, crashing into the pink mist with astonishing force.

Ouyang Qinxin clearly sensed danger and sped up her melody as a colorful light shield appeared.

Boom!

The spiritual light flickered. The power of that streak far exceeded Lin Xuan's expectations. The colorful shield shattered after just a few seconds, like a soap bubble bursting.

The streak slowed slightly but still mercilessly pierced the mist.

Then, red mist surged violently, with white light occasionally flashing through it. After a moment, the area shrank significantly.

"Ouyang Junior Sister truly isn't ordinary; even condensation core后期 cultivators struggle to withstand my full power. She managed to turn danger into safety," a cheerful laugh echoed as the white cloud vapor dispersed towards all sides. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. This was indeed an formidable opponent.

No wonder Ouyang Qinxen had advanced to condensation core中期 yet still faced such a predicament. The one who initiated this attack must be someone else.

Indeed, it made sense now.

This was a middle-aged cultivator in his forties, handsome and graceful, but with only one arm. He had met Lin Xuan several times before; he was the renowned Senior Sword Immortal of Tai Bai.

He too came from Biyun Mountain, yet his fame far exceeded Ouyang Qinxin's. Apart from the two Primordial Period Supreme Elders, it was rumored that even the current patriarch of Biyun Mountain fell slightly short in terms of cultivation and power compared to him.

This man had a great reputation but hated evil with a passion. However, Lin Xuan knew he was nothing more than a hypocrite. During the siege on the Heavenly Demon Lord, they had secretly exchanged glances with the魔道. But due to various considerations, he ultimately chose to stay at Biyun Mountain.

Not for the sake of his ancestral duties but for ulterior motives. In short, this guy was undoubtedly shameless. However, regardless of his character, Senior Sword Immortal Tai Bai's strength could not be doubted. After years apart, he had reached the peak of condensation core stage, and Lin Xuan dared to bet that his cultivation and power far surpassed those of his peers.

棘手!

However, after several changes in expression, Lin Xuan still showed no signs of retreating. The pink mist swirled, revealing a young woman's figure.

She was tall and beautiful, her appearance unchanged despite decades apart. Ouyang Qinxin not only retained her youthful beauty but seemed even more radiant.

Her eyes flickered with blood traces on her lips, indicating the severity of her injuries from that attack.

Senior Sword Immortal Tai Bai also muttered to himself. The difficulty posed by Ouyang Qinxin exceeded his expectations. None of the few condensation core后期 cultivators he had faced before were this difficult to handle. Despite its renowned reputation, Sound Wave Art wasn't a fluke.

The longer they lingered, the more trouble it could cause. It was better to resolve her quickly; otherwise, other reinforcements might arrive and complicate matters. With that thought, he scanned his surroundings. Within several miles, there were over ten cultivators of varying strengths.

Fortunately, these weren't dispatched by Biyun Mountain but rather some onlookers who wanted to take advantage of the chaos.

A cruel look flashed in his eyes as Tai Bai raised his hand. A flying sword emerged from his sleeve and split into more than a dozen streaks of light.

"Shoot!"

With a soft command, those streaks of light seemed to come alive, vanishing instantly.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened, and he no longer concealed his form. His body was enveloped in green light as the Nine Heaven Qi Shield activated.

The other onlookers, though weaker, had seen enough to realize their danger. They opened their mouths and took out their protective spiritual artifacts.

Unfortunately, it was too late. The first target was an old man with flowing white beard, whose cultivation level was at the late foundation stage. His reaction was swift; before the sword could reach him, he raised a small, white shield.

However, this item couldn't withstand the power of the treasure's strike and split in two easily. The old man's head shot up into the air.

The others were greatly alarmed. It was too late to escape as their spiritual artifacts turned into mere iron under the sword light, falling from the sky, and they themselves became cold corpses with blood splattering five steps away.

"Finally rid myself of annoying pests," Tai Bai waved his hand, and those streaks of light returned to him. However, he suddenly changed expression, showing surprise: "Eh? There's still one alive. You... you're a condensation core cultivator."

A streak of green light flew over, revealing a young man with an ordinary appearance but familiar faces to both.

"You are Lin Xuan?"

Tai Bai's face was filled with shock. He had met Lin Xuan several times before, and this youth had managed to form a golden core in just ten years?

His expression turned grim.

In contrast, Ouyang Qinxin was both surprised and delighted as her eyes sparkled.

It felt like a dream!

Lin Xuan said little; it wasn't the time for old acquaintances. Although they were in a remote area of the occupied zone, such a commotion could attract ghosts and spirits.

Fortunately, Emperor Ghost wouldn't be here by coincidence, but several ghost kings would indeed cause trouble.

Lin Xuan didn't ask why they had turned against each other; he just needed to help Ouyang Qinxin take down Tai Bai.

With that thought, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve. The Snowfall Sword of Bifeng Mountain flew out, lowering the temperature around him several degrees.

Ancient Treasure!

Senior Sword Immortal Tai Bai's expression turned grim as well. Originally, he had intended to use smooth talk; if this young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain could remain neutral, it would be ideal. But Lin Xuan didn't ask for reasons and attacked him without hesitation.

Surprised and angry, he pointed at the Snowfall Sword with no second thought. The suspended streaks of light suddenly vanished as they met the Snowfall Sword head-on.
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Several strands of white cold light intertwined, then the sword lights turned into nothingness. A newly established Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, this divine technique was incredibly sharp. But in front of Lin Xuan's ancient treasures, it couldn't even withstand a single blow.

The White Star Sword Immortal moved with astonishment. His ten fingers flicked rapidly, and several sword lights shot out. Then, with a loud *boom*, they transformed into countless threads that shot towards Lin Xuan.

Transforming swords into threads!

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel some admiration for the White Star Sword Immortal. He had seen this technique in ancient texts; it was incredibly powerful but extremely difficult to master. Typically, only old monsters at the Core Formation stage would learn it, and among Foundation Establishment cultivators, there were none.

Fortunately, what the other party transformed into threads was merely sword lights. If he could refine his命魂飞剑 to such a level, Lin Xuan would have no choice but to flee in disarray.

His entire body shone with green light as he rubbed his hands together, and a shield about the size of a palm flew up.

The design was ancient, and red light flickered. More strangely, countless golden runes flowed ceaselessly on its surface.

After spinning around, the shield grew to several dozen feet in diameter and blocked Lin Xuan's path.

Clanging sounds echoed as the sword lights transformed into threads shot towards it. Although the ancient shield trembled violently, its defense remained firm like a wall of iron.

The White Star Sword Immortal's face turned ugly. With a wave of his sleeve, dozens of tiny swords swam out—each only an inch or so in size, but the spiritual energy they emitted was enough to make one shudder with fear.

So many treasures?

Since Lin Xuan had embarked on the path of cultivation, he had faced numerous trials and tribulations. His experience far surpassed that of his peers at this stage. But seeing such a scene, he couldn't help being startled.

It was well-known that the materials for treasures were extremely rare and required the use of one's soul to cultivate them, continuously increasing their power.

Thus, even after entering the Condensation Core stage, cultivators typically only had one core treasure.

Of course, some wealthy or powerful experts might have ordinary treasures as auxiliary tools.

But spewing out dozens of flying swords at once—let alone in combat—was unheard of before. The White Star Sword Immortal was truly a formidable figure.

Although the other party hadn't formed an元婴, his divine techniques were undoubtedly far beyond what Lin Xuan had anticipated.

In fact, both wanted to quickly resolve their opponent. They just didn't want to prolong the fight.

Ouyang Qinxin's face turned pale. Could this thief not have given her all when they fought earlier?

Although Lin Xuan was surprised, he wasn't afraid. Even against a monster like the Demon Emperor or Fairy Peacock, he could escape. What did a mere White Star Sword Immortal matter?

However, with an outsider present, it wouldn't be wise to call Yue'er for help. The Profound Evil also couldn't be exposed. He had no choice but to face this opponent using the Nine Heaven Profound Technique.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped his storage bag, taking out the Soul Capturing Mirror. His other hand held several talismans he had prepared earlier.

Ouyang Tai Bai swallowed hard. The number of ancient treasures Lin Xuan possessed was already astonishing. In addition to his amazement, his greed grew. If he could kill this youth, all his treasures would be his.

However, the other party was a formidable figure himself. The more so, the more calm and composed he remained. He saw that Lin Xuan wasn't easily dealt with and decided to steady his stance first.

Without rushing, he clasped his hands together and channeled several spells. After absorbing spiritual energy, the flying swords rapidly grew in size. In just a few seconds, they transformed into three-foot-long, cold-shimmering blades, circling around Ouyang Tai Bai slowly as if forming some kind of array.

Such a display made Lin Xuan hesitate to risk it. He first tested his opponent's strength.

Spiritual energy flowed as he activated the talismans in his hand. Without wind, they burst into flames and transformed into dozens of face-sized fireballs that crashed towards the other party.

The White Star Sword Immortal hummed, pointing at the flying swords before him. A buzzing sound echoed as several sword lights pierced through the air and met the fireballs, easily extinguishing them.

Lin Xuan frowned. His treasures truly weren't trivial. The spells sealed in his spiritual talismans were all Earth-grade techniques, yet they couldn't even harm the other party a bit.

His estimation of the White Star Sword Immortal's strength grew further. The Azure Cloud Mountain had dominated the cultivation world of Youzhou for tens of thousands of years; its depth was indeed far beyond that of ordinary sects.

Such a technique capable of controlling dozens of flying swords simultaneously might not be inferior to the Nine Heaven Profound Technique.

Though he was surprised, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of fear. Except for old monsters at the元婴 stage, no one in the Condensation Core stage could pose a real threat to him.

After extinguishing the fireballs, the flying swords continued their attack with piercing sounds. They arrived before Lin Xuan in an instant.

But red light shone brightly as the ancient rune shield was extremely intelligent and didn't need Lin Xuan's command. It automatically circled and blocked the attacks of the flying swords one by one.

The White Star Sword Immortal narrowed his eyes, showing a look of surprise. Ouyang Qinxin was both shocked and delighted, her fingers touching the zither to help Lin Xuan.

A new day, a fresh perspective. She hadn't expected that in just over two decades, Lin Xuan's cultivation had reached an inconceivable level. With their combined efforts, removing the White Star thief seemed within reach.

Mysterious music wafted through the air as visible notes flew out from her fingers. The golden light grew to the size of a head and啸叫着砸向了白星剑士。

这只是第一波攻击。赵玉手一翻，左手掌心多出了一柄小巧的匕首。

这匕首长约数寸，色泽金黄，闪烁着夺目的光芒，也是一件古宝。

在碧云山地位颇高的赵玉，在施展其他神通之前，白星剑士已经先动手了。对他来说，林轩的实力远超预期。如果让这小子和赵玉联手，自己的处境恐怕会非常不利。

早知如此，刚才与赵玉单打独斗时，就应该不惜耗费真元将其灭掉。

白星剑士眼中闪过一丝恨意，猛然提气，口中发出一声长啸，仿佛龙吟。声波如涟漪一般以肉眼可见的速度向四周扩散。

赵玉发出的音符被一扫而空，连带周围的山石树木也受到了波及，夷为平地。

林轩脸上露出一丝惊异，白星剑士则伸手摘下腰间的某个口袋，反手一抛祭起它。

光芒涌动，兽吼连连，一只庞然大物在黄雾中显现。

身长数丈，竟是一头有三个脑袋的铁甲巨蟒。林轩虽然从未听说过这种怪物，但显然已是三阶上品妖兽。
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The guy's tricks were endless, but Lin Xuan’s eyes revealed a hint of strange amusement. After appearing, he roared furiously, seemingly not too well-controlled by the White-Plum Sword Immortal.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had his suspicions, but before he could act on them, Zhang Taibai reached into his robes and pulled out an oddly-shaped spirit herb.

About half a foot long, similar to ginseng, yet completely black with a pungent odor emanating from it.

Zhang Taibai’s eyes flashed with reluctance, but quickly hardened. He opened his mouth and spat out a sword beam, slicing himself open and causing blood to spurt out before enveloping the spirit herb.

After absorbing the essence of the blood, the spirit herb glowed even more vividly in black, appearing extremely strange. Then Zhang Taibai threw it away.

The giant python greedily devoured the venomous snake, swallowing it whole. Its eyes, as big as copper bells, gleamed with excitement.

"Go!"

Zhang Taibai pointed a finger. The ferocity in the python’s eyes vanished, showing a docile demeanor towards its master. However, when the serpent head turned to Ouyang Qinxin, it revealed fangs and spat out a cloud of venom while vanishing from sight with a twist.

Ouyang Qinxin's expression turned cold as she faced this terrifying monster, not daring to be careless. She focused her energy on combat.

Zhang Taibai heaved a sigh of relief; now he could implement his strategy of breaking them one by one.

Of course, Lin Xuan would not let him have his way. He looked up and saw that the seven or eight flying swords continued their relentless assault on the ancient shield. However, this treasure was crafted during the Primordial Era by an Incorporeal Realm cultivator, making it extremely resilient. It wouldn’t be easy for them to break through its defenses.

But such a strategy clearly wasn't in his favor.

Lin Xuan sighed and raised the soul-drawing mirror in his left hand. He then cast a spell, causing the mirror to expand significantly, about a foot in diameter.

Several black light orbs appeared from the mirror’s surface, twisting and writhing into palm-sized black birds.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger. The strange bird circled above him before zooming towards his opponent.

Meanwhile, the ancient shield flickered several times, actually being drawn back by Lin Xuan. The White-Plum Sword Immortal was taken aback but, since it had sought its own demise, he wouldn’t hesitate to cut down this troublesome youth.

However, when he activated his power, he felt a connection between himself and the flying sword become tenuous. He was alarmed.

At the same time, the essence qi within the flying swords began to flow out rapidly like a flood.

Zhang Taibai’s face paled as his life-bound treasure had been injured, affecting him too. Despite being shameless, he was also ruthless. Biting his lip, he clenched both hands.

Instantly, the flying sword trembled and shot out an astonishing beam of light, shattering the surrounding black glow. Zhang Taibai reached out to retrieve it, which flew back to his head.

Lin Xuan let out a long roar; this soul-drawing mirror was indeed a valuable ancient treasure. Since its power could counteract the opponent’s, he would take advantage of their misfortune.

He extended both hands and continuously infused them with spells.

With a clear chime, the mirror expanded further, releasing dozens of light orbs that transformed into identical black birds like before.

Zhang Taibai narrowed his eyes, his expression turning icy. However, he was not overly fearful; this youth underestimated him too much. He had taken a minor loss earlier, just failing to understand the ancient treasure’s nature. Now knowing it could absorb opponents’ spirit artifacts, he had methods to counteract it.

With a wave of his sleeves, he expelled a puff of essence qi, causing multiple flying swords to buzz and emit beams of light.

"Go!"

The flying swords remained in place, but the sword beams rushed towards the birds like swift birds.

While the ancient treasure’s power was indeed troublesome, absorbing essence qi required contact with the opponent's artifact or body. As the sword beams were intangible, the ancient treasure’s ability had no effect on them.

Upon contact, although the essence qi within the sword beams quickly diminished and dimmed, their potency still cut the birds in half.

Neither side gained an advantage; both became nothingness.

Lin Xuan sighed. The soul-drawing mirror certainly wasn’t limited to this power. However, this ancient treasure was mysterious, and he had only partially understood its secrets.

To truly unleash all of its powers, he would need to advance to the Incorporeal Realm.

Since the artifact no longer worked, Lin Xuan stopped his futile efforts and retracted the magical mirror. He then took out a bright green jade flute.

Instantly, Zhang Taibai’s expression turned ugly with disbelief. Even as an Incorporeal Realm cultivator, he had the chance to meet such beings, but in his memory, neither the two senior mentors from Bieyun Mountain nor the other old monsters from Leiyun Manor and Yixian Gorge possessed such a variety of treasures.

Each item Lin Xuan displayed was extraordinary, passed down through the Primordial Era. Each was extremely rare, capable of stirring up bloodshed.

Could Spirit Medicine Mountain be so rich?

Zhang Taibai, always self-important, now felt a mix of envy and jealousy.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained serious; he showed no signs of relief. Despite their prolonged battle, Zhang Taibai had only used his life-bound flying sword. While borrowing from many sources was better than specializing in one art, this cultivator's artifacts were truly formidable. After so much time, they still stood evenly matched.
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Ouyang Qinxin and the iron-armored giant python were locked in a fierce battle, making it difficult to determine a clear winner. Although there was a slight advantage for one side, it wouldn't be easy to decide the outcome in just a short while.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and released his divine consciousness to sense the area within several dozen miles. He detected faintly some strands of阴气 (yin qi) rapidly approaching from afar.

Sure enough, such intense combat had attracted the attention of阴魂 (yin hun).

Fortunately, these yin qi weren't particularly formidable, but Lin Xuan couldn't afford to delay any longer; otherwise, if a powerful monster appeared, it would be too late for regrets.

On the other side, Zhang Taibai shared similar thoughts with Lin Xuan. However, he was more worried about the pursuit from Bichun Mountain than the yin spirits. He heard that an old monster of the元婴期 (yuan jing qi) stage had personally taken part in the hunt.

Although the White-Plum Sword Immortal was aloof and proud, he wasn't arrogant enough to challenge a yuan jing cultivator directly.

In any case, both wanted to quickly end this battle. Since that was the case, they decided not to test their other abilities but to use their ultimate trump cards instead.

One strike to decide the outcome!

Zhang Taibai's expression turned serious as he clasped his hands and formed sword hand seals, muttering incantations. His body suddenly exuded a surge of spiritual energy.

Although still at the凝丹期 (nei dan qi) stage, the amount of spiritual power seemed comparable to that of an old monster of the yuan jing period.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. He had underestimated his own abilities; he hadn't realized there were such skilled cultivators even within the condensation core stage.

However, this was a powerful technique not to be used lightly. Using it would come with significant costs. Although Zhang Taibai's spiritual energy surged, his face turned ashen and beads of sweat formed on his forehead.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan didn't dare to be careless. He emitted a faint green light and activated his Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.

At the same time, he pointed at an ancient shield in front of him, which flew back and hovered around him.

Zhang Taibai watched with a cold expression and a hint of mockery as he spoke slowly: "It's been decades since we last met. Your abilities have reached such a level; I admire you. However, your path to cultivation ends here. My special technique can only be matched by those old monsters of the yuan jing period."

The other party's arrogance was truly shocking.

Lin Xuan snorted and showed a nonchalant expression on his face, but he secretly remained vigilant. Zhang Taibai wasn't one to make empty boasts; if he said this, there must be some backing for it.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and took out the Binding Spirit Ball from his storage bag.

Zhang Taibai ignored him, considering these ancient treasures merely futile efforts.

"Combine!"

He whispered, flicking his fingers repeatedly. Multicolored spiritual lights emanated from his body and hovered in mid-air.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows furrowed as he licked his lips; the light points were only fist-sized but contained extremely pure primordial energy.

Under his incantation, they all poured into dozens of divine swords surrounding him.

After absorbing these spiritual lights, the divine swords trembled and buzzed.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had a bad feeling about this. He hesitated between attacking now or waiting for an opportune moment. A sudden cry entered his ears: "Four Divine Beast Sword Formation! Lin Xuan, act quickly before he completes that technique."

It was Ouyang Qinxin from afar, who managed to divert some of her attention despite being occupied by the iron-armored giant python.

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he tasted bitterness in his mouth. How could this be such an unprecedented power?

As the leader of the Three Great Sects of the Daoist path, Bichun Mountain had a legacy spanning tens of thousands of years with countless cultivation techniques suitable for various aptitudes and spirit roots.

Although there weren't many top-tier ones, several were renowned, including the Four Divine Beast Sword Formation. This technique was said to have been created by an exceptionally talented senior from Bichun Mountain over ten thousand years ago, its power unmatched in the cultivation world for hundreds of years.

It had defeated seven or eight old monsters of the yuan jing period and countless others. The sword cultivator himself was a mid-stage yuan jing expert.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this secret after spending so much time in Youzhou, but according to his information, no such experts emerged from Bichun Mountain after that senior cultivator's ascension. The Four Divine Beast Sword Formation had become a distant legend. Wasn't it supposed to require an old monster of the yuan jing period to perform this technique?

Lin Xuan was shocked and angry, but Ouyang Qinxin wouldn't deceive him.

However, his panic soon subsided as he regained composure. Regardless, the other party's cultivation level was only at the peak of the condensation core stage; even if he could recreate that legendary technique, it would be a weakened version.

He might not fall to this!

Besides, even if he wanted to leave now, the other party wouldn't let him go easily. How could he abandon Ouyang Qinxin?

With that in mind—challenge!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and summoned his beast soul treasure, transforming it into a giant python several dozen feet long, coiling above his head.

Then, the Floating Cloud Snowfall Sword reappeared from his storage bag, emitting endless cold air as it shot towards him.

The White-Plum Sword Immortal remained unperturbed. He merely cast several talismans, which exploded and gathered into a monstrous creature glowing with blue light, fighting against the Floating Cloud Snowfall Sword.

Although the ancient treasures dominated, their intent was only to stall for two or three minutes.

"Quickly!"

Zhang Taibai finally finished his incantation and pointed at one of the divine swords before him solemnly.

Whizzing sounds echoed as the divine swords flew up, merging into four groups, then fusing together under different colored spiritual lights.

"Divine beasts descending?" Lin Xuan's expression was the epitome of shock.

"Hmph. You still have some discernment; soon you can rest in peace. Rest assured, I will extract your soul and refine it to create a yin spirit puppet," Zhang Taibai's face was filled with malice and a hint of deranged madness.

He raised his hand and pounded his chest, expelling large amounts of essence blood.

Even this weakened version required too much of his condensation core stage cultivation to sustain. He had no choice but to use such an energy-draining method. His hatred for Lin Xuan grew as he lost so much essence blood; even if it didn't drop a cultivation grade, restoring his strength would be a difficult task.

However, there was no time now; he needed to eliminate both of them first.

The essence blood that separated from his body was immediately absorbed by the four light balls. Then, terrifying spiritual pressure erupted from within...
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The closest to Lin Xuan was a green light团, which had grown significantly after absorbing Zhang Taibai's essence qi. It transformed into a patch of verdant clouds covering about seven or eight mu.

Fog swirled and then dissipated in a gust of wind, revealing the true form of the monster inside.

With horns on its head and a length of over ten zhang, it was indeed a ferocious green dragon with a menacing appearance.

Raising its head, it let out an angry roar that shook nearby clouds to pieces.

The other light balls were similar. After dispersing, the monsters within made Lin Xuan's expression turn grim.

To the left was a turtle-like beast, massive in size, comparable to a small mountain. Its black shell was adorned with intricate and ancient patterns.

Xuanwu!

The other two were naturally Vermilion Bird and White Tiger.

Ouyang Qinxin also witnessed this scene, her heart racing. However, the iron-encased giant snake was incredibly tenacious, its thick hide making it hard to kill even after being hit by several magical artifacts.

A cruel smile appeared on Zhang Taibai's face as he didn't want to continue delaying matters. He raised his hands and performed a series of ancient gestures.

The Four Sacred Beasts roared loudly and lunged towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened; he wouldn't engage them head-on. With a flick of his body, he retreated while sending out a spell. The giant snake in the sky opened its blood-red maw to meet him.

With a thunderous crash, the two monsters, each over ten zhang long, entangled and fought fiercely.

Clearly, the snake was at a disadvantage, but this was within Lin Xuan's expectations; he remained calm as he pointed his sword at Lingyun Swordfall.

The sword, infused with endless coldness, grew to over ten zhang in length. After distorting for an instant, it transformed into a fearsome white dragon and charged towards the green dragon.

Unfortunately, this was merely a basic transformation technique, lacking the attributes and powers of the actual beast. It barely managed to hold off the green dragon with two against one.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't relieved; there were still three Sacred Beasts!

Xuanwu, the largest in size, fell behind but opened its massive mouth to shoot several blue water arrows as thick as buckets.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened. The white-haired swordmaster indeed wielded extraordinary powers. True Xuanwu was a Water Spirit Saint Beast of the spirit realm, and although this imitation had different attributes, it still matched in nature.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. He formed hand seals, channeling his essence qi into his ancient shield.

This treasure was an item cherished by an ancient婴期 cultivator, its power formidable indeed. After spinning, the shield grew larger and easily deflected the water arrows.

However, Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as Xuanwu clearly became enraged. It retracted its head and legs back into its shell but its aura intensified dramatically. Its massive body began to spin in place like a mountain.

With a whoosh, it descended like a meteorite towards Lin Xuan.

Its speed was incredible; only those capable of instant teleportation or shrinking techniques could possibly dodge it. Unfortunately, both were rare and required high cultivation levels.

Lin Xuan could only sigh. However, he remained calm as he rubbed his hands together, sending two thick essence qi streams from his palms into the treasure before spitting out a mouthful of blood.

After absorbing this, the ancient shield grew to over a hundred zhang in size, overshadowing everything. The golden runes on it flickered with shocking power.

Xuanwu crashed into it, but there was no sound. Moments later, an intense essence qi wave erupted from where they touched.

It swept across like a storm, leveling even small hills in its path.

Several hundred miles away, several grayish streaks of flight abruptly stopped as the阴气 dissipated, revealing several monstrous figures—disturbed spirits. However, these creatures were now uncertain and alarmed.

These monsters had formidable powers; at least they were all Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. The leader even reached the level of a Ghost King. But now, his face showed shock.

The terrifying essence qi wave could be felt hundreds of miles away. Could it be an old monster of the婴期?

"Lord…" one spirit was about to speak when the Ghost King waved him off: "No need to say anything; we return."

"Return?" The spirits exchanged glances.

"The Heavenly Emperor has issued a decree, stating that a transformed beast has infiltrated this area. Its strength surpasses even several old monsters of humans. Such matters are beyond our handling; notify the Ghost Emperor upon returning."

Several厉鬼 nodded in agreement. Although these spirits were fearless and unafraid of death, they generally wouldn't seek it out.

They turned to fly back.

In another direction, a dozen human cultivators with identical attire—green robes and silver belts—were also exchanging glances. The leader was an old man at the mid-Condensation Core stage, but his companion next to him had similar cultivation levels, though he hadn't advanced much recently.

Both men's expressions were grave as they stared intently towards the distant horizon.

"Senior Brother, what a shocking tremor! Do you think it could be an old monster of the婴期?" After a while, the壮汉 licked his lips and said with shock.

"I don't know; the distance is too great to sense their mental aura. However, such a powerful essence qi collision suggests that there's an 80% chance two old monsters are fighting," the elder pondered aloud.

"One side should be the Ghost Emperor, but who could the other be? There shouldn't be any婴期 cultivators in the occupied territories."

"It's hard to say. Reliable intelligence indicates that Taixi True Man of Mount Xuanwu has arrived here."

"What! That old monster from Mount Xuanwu is here," the壮汉's face showed shock: "Could he have discovered our intentions…"
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It couldn't be, Tai Xi came here for a reason. Reliable sources say that Zhang Yu has been up to no good."

"What? The White Crane Sword Immortal?" The burly man's face showed signs of surprise: "How could this be possible? This person holds high office in the Green Cloud Mountain and is known for hating evil..."

"Hmph, hating evil, just a hypocrite. He first flirted with the魔道, then had some shady dealings with the阴魂," the old man said disdainfully.

The burly man was stunned by this revelation. Unfortunately, the elder didn't want to go into details and it wasn't the right time for such discussions anyway.

"Since there might be an Old Monarch of Condensation Core involved, this matter is beyond our handling. We should report back to the Sect Master," the old man suggested as he stroked his beard.

The burly man had no objections. If two Old Monarchs were indeed fighting, their battle alone would likely wipe out everyone present. He didn't want a messy death.

As for the other Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, they remained silent and unobtrusive.

Thus, the Qingshang Sect members turned back and flew in the direction of their original path.

"Fucking hell!"

The White Crane Sword Immortal's eyebrows were tightly furrowed with anger. This kid's abilities far exceeded his expectations. He had managed to fend off attacks from two Holy Beasts consecutively.

This made him grimace. It seemed he would have to expend a lot of essence energy to eliminate this kid.

Opening his mouth, he spat out more fresh blood. After absorbing the blood mist, the White Tiger roared and its aura grew increasingly ferocious.

With a flick of both paws, countless claw shadows appeared, densely packed. Accompanied by "sizzling" sounds as they pierced through the air, they shot towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. Without further thought, he snapped his fingers, causing several talismans to spin and form colorful light barriers in front of him.

However, the next moment left Lin Xuan shocked. The claw shadows sliced through the barriers effortlessly, tearing them apart like paper. He had just summoned precious Earth-grade spirit talismans.

The White Tiger's casual strike had such terrifying power.

Seeing that the claw shadows were only three feet away, Lin Xuan activated a heart refinement method. His figure twisted and he vanished from his spot.

Zhang Tai Bai's expression darkened as he showed signs of regret and even some shock.

"Displacement Technique, you actually know this profound art. This technique was supposedly lost in the cultivation world long ago."

Lin Xuan's expression was cold; he wouldn't explain anything to Zhang Tai Bai. Essence energy flowed within him as he raised the Binding Spirit Ball.

Although Displacement Technique wasn't as miraculous as Instantaneous Movement, it could indeed be a life-saving high-level skill in critical moments.

The reason this technique had been lost was due to its extreme difficulty to master. Fortunately, Nine Heavens Profound Art was passed down from ancient times, and there were records of it within the text.

Seeing an opportunity, Lin Xuan spent considerable effort mastering it. However, such a skill was incredibly hard to learn. He hadn't mastered it yet; he had just acted on instinct in desperation, only to succeed mysteriously.

Lin Xuan privately felt relieved but didn't have time to savor his success now.

On the surface, he showed no sign of weakness as he pointed at the Binding Spirit Ball above him. The artifact emitted a burst of light and countless silver threads emerged from it.

"What is this treasure?"

Zhang Tai Bai was almost numb to Lin Xuan's ancient treasures and ignored them. He issued instructions through his divine sense, urging the Holy Beasts to attack quickly.

The White Tiger roared, enveloped in brilliant霞光, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

This suited Lin Xuan perfectly. With a delighted exclamation, "Quickly!" those threads seemed alive as they rushed toward the Holy Beast. The White Tiger's paws struck, and "sizzling" sounds echoed as more claw shadows appeared.

However, unlike before, these silver threads were incredibly tough despite their thin appearance. They couldn't be destroyed by the claw shadows but instead wrapped around the White Tiger's limbs.

The White Tiger roared in anger, its ferocity increasing as it struggled to break free. Lin Xuan didn't release him; he continued pouring his essence energy into the Binding Spirit Ball, summoning more silver threads.

Once again, they reached a stalemate.

Zhang Tai Bai's expression of surprise turned to venomous hatred. Reluctantly, he issued orders for the last Holy Beast to attack.

It was a giant firebird with wings spanning over ten feet. With a flap of its wings, countless fist-sized red fireballs rained down from the sky.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. Although his abilities were far superior to those of his peers, he had reached his limits now.

Controlling so many ancient treasures required immense essence energy and divine sense.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan still had a trump card.

"Mei'er!"

"Yes, Young Master."

A beautiful girl appeared in the air with a melodious cry. Facing the rain of fire, she showed no fear as she opened her mouth and shot out a black light that expanded into a small banner.

With a spell cast on it, an eerie wailing sounded as countless ghostly mists poured out, quickly forming a cloud several acres wide.

More strangely, within this cloud, beast shadows could be seen, as if there were countless beasts hiding inside.

A surge of energy, and countless black light beams shot from the cloud, colliding with the fireballs.

Explosions echoed for miles. Lin Xuan alone held off three Holy Beasts; only Zhu Que remained, but it wasn't a match for Mei'er in one-on-one combat.

Zhang Tai Bai was shocked and angry. In secret, Lin Xuan sighed. If not for an emergency, he wouldn't have wanted Mei'er to intervene.

After all, apart from the Extreme Demon Monarch, he was the second person to possess a ghost pet of Condensation Core stage. This would be too shocking if it became public knowledge; he had to ask Ouyang Qinxin to keep this secret.

However, once she acted, Lin Xuan wouldn't hold back, urging Mei'er to destroy Zhu Que. The monster was the White Crane Sword Immortal's own divine treasure. Destroying it would surely severely injure Zhang Tai Bai.

After these days of cultivation, the Beast Soul Banner had far greater power than ordinary top-grade treasures. Moreover, its transformations were unpredictable, making it hard to guard against.

"Quickly!"

Mei'er pointed at the ghost banner, and several dozen meter-wide, bright black light blades shot out from the cloud.

Elemental energy was opposite in nature; Zhu Que, being fire, faced a threat from these light blades. It tried to dodge but Mei'er had anticipated this with a spell cast.

Pfft! More green fireballs of head size flew out.

Green Bone Inferno!

Far away, Zhang Tai Bai's face showed shock. This was a technique that even a High Rank Ghost King could use, yet the young ghost girl in front clearly hadn't reached Condensation Core stage. How could she use it? Was it due to that strange magical treasure?

PS: Sorry for today's discomfort; just one chapter.
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Lin Xuan did not give him any time to think. // Double Void Embrace. Make a兰花 finger... The several fireballs, each the size of heads, immediately exploded into a huge net of flames, falling towards the Phoenix.

Above the flame net were countless strands of Yin Qi, producing eerie wails that echoed through the air. The presence was astonishing.

Seeing this, the Phoenix naturally did not want to engage directly. It flapped its wings and tried to dodge, but the black light blade from another direction had already shot over.

Unable to avoid it, it stopped mid-air. A layer of bright red protective shield appeared on its body. Moon's lips curled into a sneer as she extended her hand and lightly tapped the top of the demon cloud.

With a whoosh, the demon cloud moved towards the trapped Phoenix and enveloped it without hesitation.

Demon Qi surged, mixed with the furious roars of the ancient beast. However, these sounds were soon drowned out by even more eerie wails.

Seeing this scene, Tai Bai Sword Immortal's face changed dramatically. He quickly cast his hands together to prepare another secret technique when suddenly, his body trembled as if struck by a large hammer. His complexion turned pale and bloodless. Just now, he felt that the connection between him and Phoenix had been abruptly severed.

Moon waved her hand, and the demon cloud flew back. The space was empty; there was no trace of the Phoenix left.

Zhang Taibai was shocked and angry. Lin Xuan's face was full of amusement. Although this Four Sacred Beast Sword Array was formidable, their hands were still stronger.

One of the beasts had been destroyed, leaving only three to deal with.

Moon controlled the demon cloud towards theWhite Tiger trapped...

Meanwhile, on the other side, good news came. The iron-armored giant python was tough, but Ouyang Qinxin wasn't an ordinary Condensation Core cultivator. After a fierce battle, she finally cut off its head.

Zhang Taibai's hands and feet turned cold as he felt the urge to retreat. Continuing this fight would not give him any chance of victory. He could wait for ten years to repay this debt.

This man was also an outstanding figure. Once he made up his mind, there was no hesitation. With a wave of his hand, the Azure Dragon and Black Tortoise emitted brilliant white light before exploding into dozens of flying swords.

These swords swam into his sleeves, and Tai Bai Sword Immortal turned into a streak of white light, fleeing towards the eastern direction.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he reached out to tap his storage bag. A golden flash appeared in front of him—a talisman about the size of a palm, shimmering with gold.

This was something Lin Xuan had inherited from the evil sect cave in Wadaoshan, along with the Beast Soul Treasure and the ancient spirit shield. Its value was beyond measure.

Lin Xuan had never used it before; though its power was great, the amount of essence energy contained within was limited. He would not use it unless absolutely necessary.

He had read about this talisman in ancient texts. Although it belonged to a higher-grade spiritual artifact category, it was extremely rare and almost as powerful as an early-stage Golden Core cultivator's attack.

The method for its creation had long been lost, and even during the ancient times, only a few Talisman Masters could have possibly crafted one by chance.

It was known as the Holy Spirit Talisman!

Lin Xuan hesitated but ultimately summoned this Holy Spirit Talisman. With a whoosh, it ignited on its own, transforming into a golden light ball the size of a head and floating in his palm.

The golden light flickered, emitting shocking essence energy. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with murderous intent as he released his spirit sense to lock onto Tai Bai Sword Immortal.

"Break!"

With a soft shout, a crescent-shaped light blade shot out from inside. It was about ten feet wide and streaked across the sky at an incredible speed, covering over a thousand feet in just moments after leaving his hand.

Tai Bai Sword Immortal also possessed great spirit sense. His face turned grave as he sensed danger. Without hesitation, he waved his sleeves, sending out over a dozen sword lights to block it.

Of course, destroying that strange light blade would be better.

However, things did not go as planned. That colored light blade was virtually indestructible; the dozen sword lights were like paper and were instantly cut into countless sparks.

Zhang Taibai was shocked. He reached for his storage bag, seemingly wanting to retrieve some treasure. However, a sudden change in circumstances made that light blade's speed increase by nearly half.

Almost in an instant, it arrived before him.

Swoosh...

It collided with Tai Bai Sword Immortal's protective essence energy, causing sparks to fly and blood rain to scatter as the immortal was cut into two halves.

This was his bad luck. Zhang Taibai's strength should not have allowed such a swift demise. He never dreamed that this light blade would be so powerful, nearly matching an early-stage Golden Core cultivator's attack.

His eyes widened in anger, disbelief still on his face as a green light ball the size of a fist appeared above his head and frantically tried to escape.

Lin Xuan was not about to let Tai Bai Sword Immortal's essence spirit go. He gave Moon a nod, and she understood. She cast her hands together, sending out a black light from the demon cloud that circled around the light ball before rolling it back into the demon banner. At the same time, she also retrieved Zhang Taibai's storage bag.

At this moment, Lin Xuan did not dare to look inside but knew that with his abilities and cultivation, the contents would be invaluable. He happily pocketed them.

Turning around, he saw Ouyang Qinxin looking at him in surprise, her eyes filled with disbelief.

How strong Zhang Taibai was, Ouyang Qinxin knew all too well. They had also fought earlier; she could only barely hold on. Even Senior Uncle Taiempty / false had said that if he wanted to deal with this rogue, it would take some effort.

But Lin Xuan...

Though a man should be judged anew after three days, the change was still significant.

In just over two decades, Lin Xuan had risen from a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator to Condensation Coremid-term / intermediate and his powers far exceeded those of ordinary peers. This left Ouyang Qinxin in disbelief but with an inexplicable sense of joy within her.

At this moment, Lin Xuan was still holding the golden ball. After using the light blade, its size had decreased significantly, but it seemed he could use it a few more times.
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Regarding this treasure, Lin Ziran cherished it greatly. With a flick of his hand, the fireball transformed into a golden talisman, though its light was slightly dimmer. Carefully, he stowed it away in his storage bracelet before lifting his head to gaze at the young female cultivator ahead.

After decades apart, Ouyang Qinxin still retained her charm and even appeared more beautiful than ever.

Her bright eyes and pearl-like teeth shone like snow on her flawless skin. Every movement exuded an ethereal grace.

Lin Xuan was no longer the inexperienced youth; he had heard many tales of the cultivation world. The light that radiated from this woman likely had something to do with the cultivation technique she practiced.

The Sound Wave Art in Youzhou was a renowned top-grade cultivation method, rumored to rival the Four Divine Beasts Sword Formation of Great White Immortal Sword Sage when pushed to its limits.

However, it wasn't created by the senior ancestors of Bichun Mountain. Like his Nine Heavens Profound Technique, it had been passed down from the ancient era a million years ago.

It was one of the ancient cultivation techniques.

Ancient cultivators' prowess still inspired countless legends today, though many were hearsay. The prosperity of that era undoubtedly far surpassed the present day.

Thus, such ancient cultivation techniques carried immense power and always stirred up bloodshed when they appeared, drawing all major sects into a struggle for possession.

However, the Sound Wave Art was somewhat unique. Bichun Mountain had not expended much effort in acquiring it because its requirements were exceedingly strict.

One needed to possess both lightning and ice attributes as variant spirit roots, and importantly, one must be female.

It was well known that spirit roots fell into five elemental categories—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. Each corresponded to a different cultivation technique.

Yet, there were rare cases where individuals naturally possessed two or three elemental spirit roots, allowing them to practice multiple techniques.

But such people were few; typically, one in several thousand cultivators was lucky enough.

Elemental spirit roots could sometimes change. Water attributes might transform into ice, and metal into lightning. Such variant spirit roots were slightly inferior to divine spirit roots but far superior to ordinary ones. They too occurred in about one out of every several thousand people.

The Sound Wave Art's requirements were truly bizarre; it demanded a spirit root with both lightning and ice attributes simultaneously. The odds of such an occurrence were negligible, though not impossible. After Bichun Mountain obtained the Sound Wave Art, they had kept it unused for millennia until Ouyang Qinxin appeared.

Despite its stringent conditions, once satisfied, the benefits after cultivation were numerous.

Its power was unmatched by ordinary top-grade techniques and only slightly inferior to Lin Xuan's Nine Heavens Profound Technique when both were pushed to their limits. Of course, this referred to mastering both techniques fully.

It also had a rejuvenation effect, which is why Ouyang Qinxin looked perpetually in her twenties despite the years that had passed.

The most miraculous aspect was its 10% bonus during the condensation of an essence core.

One should not underestimate this probability; ordinary condensation period cultivators typically only had a one-in-a-thousand chance of forming their essence cores at the peak of their cultivation.

This is why Ouyang Qinxin was so highly regarded within her sect. With her talent and the Sound Wave Art's effects, she would likely become an essence core cultivator in a century.

Lin Xuan's mind raced with these thoughts before he spoke. "Thank you, Young Master for your assistance. If not for your aid, I might have perished."

"Ah, it is nothing," Lin Xuan replied, bowing slightly as their eyes met. Both felt an odd and inexplicable connection.

For a moment, neither knew what to say. A faint blush appeared on Ouyang Qinxin's face.

"After over two decades apart, my friend, your cultivation has truly advanced. I congratulate you on your Golden Core Formation," Ouyang Qinxin said, breaking the silence with a smile that was both playful and pleased.

"Thank you, it was merely luck." Lin Xuan regained his composure and extended his spirit sense to scan the surroundings. "Ouyang Fairy, we should leave this place quickly; let's find another location to catch up."

"Agreed," Ouyang Qinxin had no objections. The chaos they had caused would surely have drawn attention from various factions.

"Moon."

"Yes, Young Master."

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and Moon transformed into a white light that returned to his sleeve. Ouyang Qinxin's face showed surprise as she opened her mouth but hesitated.

"This little girl is my ghost servant; she has already reached the condensation period," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"Ah, I see. Young Master truly astounds me. To my knowledge, only the Old Demon Sovereign possesses a condensation period ghost servant," Ouyang Qinxin chuckled, her expression filled with admiration.

"It was just luck. Please keep this secret for me; things are too special now, and I don't want to shock the world."

"Rest assured, I will understand."

After saying this, both displayed their abilities, transforming into green and white streaks of light that broke through the air.

Their speed was swift. In a short while, they had flown several hundred miles away before their lights dimmed as they landed on an abandoned hill.

"Hmm, aprohibition?"

Lin Xuan's spirit sense detected something akin to an invisible barrier bouncing back. His face showed surprise.

Ouyang Qinxin smiled and did not explain further. She flicked her wrist, revealing a silver token in her palm.

With a slight wave of her hand, a beam of light shot out from the token and entered the hillside.

Moments later, accompanied by faint rumbling sounds, the scenery before them blurred into view. The greenery was lush and vibrant, with abundant spiritual energy rushing towards them.

Lin Xuan was greatly impressed; this was a illusionary formation he recognized well. However, to conceal such an excellent spirit vein required great effort. After all, they were in occupied territory.

"This is one of Bichun Mountain's branches," Ouyang Qinxin explained with a smile.

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression thoughtful. It seemed the few old monsters indeed had deep plans; Bichun Mountain had established a branch here despite the area being under occupation.

He felt more goodwill towards her for sharing such secrets. Clearly, she regarded him as a friend to confide in.

Just as Lin Xuan was about to speak, several beams of light shot out from the greenery, stopping before them.

Three men and two women, all above the foundation stage, approached with expressions of surprise and joy upon seeing Ouyang Qinxin.
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"Greetings, Senior Uncle," the five people bowed together.

"Ah." Ouyang Qinxin nodded. "Have your fellow junior disciples and juniorettes returned yet?"

"Not yet. Several senior uncles are still out searching for the traitorous Bai Zhi," replied the leading woman cautiously. Though her appearance was ordinary, there was something about her that stirred one's soul, suggesting she practiced techniques related to seduction.

However, Lin Xuan's cultivation far surpassed hers, and his divine sense was incomparable. Thus, he merely showed slight surprise but remained unaffected.

Though Mount Bichun was a prestigious sect, its internal techniques were diverse, tailored to the disciples' aptitudes. There were no special inherited techniques.

This approach often irritated many sects, yet it was precisely this method of pooling all strengths that made Mount Bichun so formidable today.

"Still searching?" A look of concern appeared on Ouyang Qinxin's face. "Huijing, send a sound transmission talisman and inform the disciples outside that Bai Zhi has been slain; they can return now."

"What? Master Bai Zhi is dead. Could it be that you... Senior Uncle?" Huijing, who had spoken, was surprised.

"Too many questions," Ouyang Qinxin's expression turned cold as she gave her a stern look.

"Yes, disciple knows the error of their ways."

Huijing quickly lowered her head. The other cultivators exchanged uneasy glances but dared not speak further.

Ouyang Qinxin was indeed unaware of anything, but this conversation caught another person's attention. Lin Xuan's divine sense far surpassed his peers and likely even those at the peak of the condensation phase.

Initially, he had hoped to hear some secrets, but all that came through were trivial gossip. He shook his head with a smile and focused on their flight.

---

The nearby spirit vein was formed by five towering mountains connected in a row, resembling human fingers. Known as Five Finger Mountains, they were quite picturesque and majestic, towering over ten thousand feet high. The entire mountain body was covered in unknown large plants, making it look splendidly magnificent. They did not ascend to the peak but stopped at mid-slope.

Ouyang Qinxin took out a silver令again. A beam of light shot forth, entering the air and spreading like ripples. An underground dwelling appeared before them.

"This is my temporary residence; I hope you do not mind its simplicity," Ouyang Qinxin said.

"Haha, Senior Lady, you are too kind."

Lin Xuan smiled as he bowed his hand. Then they flew into the cave together.

The cave was spacious, about a hundred feet wide, with living quarters, training rooms, and a reception hall. There was even a small medicinal garden of half an acre.

What struck Lin Xuan most were the elegant decorations inside. Besides numerous rare flowers and exotic plants, ancient paintings hung on the walls around them.

Even the furniture was not crudely made from green stone but finely carved jade.

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise, which quickly faded. It seemed this Ouyang Senior Lady was no ascetic; at such a young age, she had achieved such high cultivation.

They took their seats as guests and hosts. Ouyang Qinxin even brewed some fragrant tea for Lin Xuan.

After casual conversation, Ouyang Qinxin thanked him for his life-saving efforts. He naturally smiled and declined.

"Senior Lady Ouyang, this time I could help purely by chance. But it is a delightful coincidence to meet such a fellow daoist here. I wish to ask you something."

"Oh? Young Master, if there's anything you need, I will not hesitate," Ouyang Qinxin replied cheerfully.

Hearing her agree so readily, Lin Xuan smiled. He organized his thoughts before speaking slowly: "Senior Lady, since my return from Spirit Medicine Mountain, I have heard of the invasion by evil spirits. I was trapped in the occupied area and wonder how things stand now."

Lin Xuan's original intention was to return to the mountain after completing the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring but wanted to ask about internal matters first.

"Hasn't Young Master just returned?" Ouyang Qinxin looked surprised. "I thought you were here with me, collecting resources from the occupied area."

"Oh, Senior Lady Ouyang didn't come for Bai Zhi's sake. Does that mean someone else in our sect is also gathering materials there," Lin Xuan was taken aback and asked two questions.

"Looks like Young Master has indeed gone on a long journey."

Ouyang Qinxin smiled gently as she sipped her tea before continuing: "Of course, Ouyang isn't here to hunt Bai Zhi. Today we merely coincidentally met. But our sect has traitors, and this fellow's power is unmatched among our condensation phase cultivators."

She glanced at Lin Xuan knowingly, but he remained calm as if discussing something unrelated.

Ouyang Qinxen became slightly annoyed, glaring at him before continuing: "The task of capturing Bai Zhi the Sword Immortal has been given to another—Senior Uncle Taixi."

Tai Xi!

Lin Xuan immediately focused. Though this person's reputation and cultivation were not as high as those of the Extreme Demon Sovereign, he was still an old monster from the One Essence realm.

"Ouyang is here with several fellow daoists and some low-level disciples to collect resources and crystals in the occupied area. We can't let all these materials fall into the hands of the evil spirits. In fact, other sects like Xianyin Gorge, Thunder Cloud Manor, and even your own sect are doing the same."

"What? Our Spirit Medicine Mountain has a branch temple in the occupied area?"

"Of course. It's not far from here. Although Ouyang hasn't been there, I can still give you a map," Ouyang Qinxin said gently.

"Thank you for your effort."

Lin Xuan was pleased and quickly examined the map before putting it away.

"Thank you, Senior Lady."

"Young Master needn't be so polite. Compared to saving my life, this is just a small favor."

They chatted casually again. Lin Xuan noticed that Ouyang Qinxin's expression seemed troubled, her gaze on him was peculiar, as if she wanted to ask something but hesitated.

Lin Xuan did not like meddling, but the look on her face intrigued him: "Senior Lady Ouyang, please say what you need. This hesitation—do you doubt me?"

"No."

Ouyang Qinxin shook her head and then bit her lip before extending a hand. A flash of light surrounded them, creating an echo barrier.

This action genuinely surprised Lin Xuan; he was astonished. Here in the branch temple of Mount Bichun, with heavy protections around Ouyang Qinxin's cave, safety was guaranteed. Yet she still felt the need to keep this secret...

Lin Xuan licked his lips, feeling a slight acceleration in his heart.

"Senior Lady, what is..."

"Not that I doubt you, but this matter concerns our sect's fate. Even outside disciples know nothing," Ouyang Qinxin calmed down and explained slowly.

"If it's true, Senior Lady, please don't tell me."

Lin Xuan waved his hand, showing a hint of a bitter smile. Secrets always came with danger, and he did not want to risk his life for too much knowledge.

Young though Lin Xuan was, Ouyang Qinxin secretly admired his wisdom.

"Trust me, Young Master. This is indeed a great secret, but I assure you it will never harm you. Afterward, our entire sect will be deeply grateful."

"All right, then please explain," Lin Xuan said, knowing he could not refuse once the matter was brought to this point. But he wondered what such a major secret would entail for a sect like Mount Bichun with two old monsters at the One Essence phase.
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Also, it was a misfortune for the sect. With Zhang Taibai as a traitor, he fell to his own degradation and aligned with spirits...”

Ouyang Qinxin整理了一下思绪，缓缓开口说道。Lin Xuan scratched his head in surprise; how did this connection with Master White Sword come about again?

To be honest, while the man's character was questionable, his ability to stir up the Green Cloud Mountain certainly made him a formidable figure. Lin Xuan remained silent and listened intently.

Ouyang Qinxin briefly recounted how Zhang Taibai had colluded with阴魂, but did not go into too much detail. Lin Xuan understood; after all, this was an internal matter of the Green Cloud Mountain, so she naturally didn’t want to delve into it in front of a stranger.

"Master Tai Xu was extremely angry. Moreover, that rogue's cultivation level was indeed formidable. Thus, he decided to personally intervene and apprehend the traitor. Zhang Taibai, however, was incredibly cunning and managed to escape from our main force with some luck. Master Tai Xu naturally wouldn’t give up so easily and followed him here..."

"Could there have been a change in circumstances?" Lin Xuan wondered curiously. Logically speaking, an Incarnation Stage cultivator shouldn't face any issues. Even if he encountered the Ghost Emperor, he could escape without hindrance.

"There were not just those阴魂 creatures; the main culprit was a transformed-stage妖修." Ouyang Qinxin bit her teeth, anger evident on her face.

"A transformed-stage妖修? Could it be the Fairy孔雀?" Lin Xuan had his suspicions but didn’t show any surprise.

To be fair, only Master Tai Xu’s luck could have been so bad. A few days ago, he had tracked down Master White Sword to this area, though it was a conquered territory. His Incarnation Stage strength meant nothing to him.

On that day, he received reliable intelligence about his disciple locking onto the trail of Master White Sword. He rejoiced and was about to go eliminate the target when disaster struck unexpectedly.

He encountered Fairy孔雀 head-on; originally, they had no grudge against each other. However, this transformed-stage妖修 was in a foul mood.

The root cause was that Lin Xuan and the Ghost Emperor had both escaped from her hands earlier.

Lin Xuan didn’t need to say anything; when she and the Ghost Emperor argued, it allowed that cunning little rogue to exploit their disagreement.

But then, although the Ghost Emperor’s strength was slightly inferior, he was the most cunning of the four Ghost Emperors. After fighting Fairy孔雀 for several hours, knowing his chances of winning were slim, he resorted to trickery and fled.

Fairy孔雀's evasion techniques were also top-notch; she chased him tirelessly but eventually lost track in the Ku Yin Mountains. As a local lord there, such an incident had never happened before—being toyed with twice in a row.

The frustration was palpable. Just as he couldn’t find a way to vent his anger, Fairy Tai Xu encountered Master Tai Xu. The woman, known for her tendency to take out her frustrations on others, immediately attacked without hesitation.

Master Tai Xu was taken aback but had no choice; under the circumstances, he summoned his法宝...

However, what frustrated him most was that despite not knowing this person, Fairy孔雀 seemed to have an unbreakable grudge against him. Her attacks were relentless and deadly.

Moreover, her strength was still above his own, having reached the middle stage of transformation.

After a fierce battle, Master Tai Xu gradually found himself at a disadvantage, growing increasingly panicked as the atmosphere around him grew thick with killing intent. If this continued, he might die mysteriously.

Of course, he didn’t want to perish before even setting foot out. Since they were strangers, there was no need for him to fight to the death; he tried to escape.

However, Fairy孔雀 learned from her previous encounter and stuck close to him, repeatedly foiling his attempts to slip away.

As time passed, Master Tai Xu’s situation worsened. Desperate, he resorted to a secret technique that would severely damage his元气, finally escaping Fairy孔雀's pursuit.

But the matter wasn’t over. When one is unlucky, even drinking cold water can cause problems. After running for several thousand miles, Master Tai Xu was just about to rest and recover when he encountered the Ghost Emperor again.

The Ghost Emperor had originally set out to settle accounts with Fairy孔雀; a transformed-stage妖修 posed significant threats. Besides him, there were also Li Dayu and over ten ghost kings.

However, they narrowly missed each other on their way out.

The outcome was predictable.

Both sides fought fiercely, but the disparity in strength made it difficult for Master Tai Xu to escape despite his侥幸. He managed to return home but suffered severe injuries.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but sigh. This Incarnation Stage old monster’s misfortune was also a form of skill.

Of course, strictly speaking, he owed it to himself. If he knew the truth, would he have died from anger?

While feeling pleased at his misfortune, Lin Xuan didn’t show any outward reaction. After some thought, he spoke slowly: "Fortunately, Master Tai Xu has been blessed with good fortune. What does Fairy want me to do? I can offer no assistance; I am not a match for the Ghost Kings."

"Minor Sect Leader, you are too modest. We have no such unreasonable demands," Ouyang Qinxin’s face showed a hint of pleading.

"Oh, please tell me what you need."

"It's like this." Ouyang Qinxin hesitated: "Master Tai Xu managed to escape in the end but was severely injured by the Ghost Emperor’s power. At the last moment, he received a ghost claw from the Sky Ghost. Initially, it seemed minor, but later we discovered that the阴气 had entered his body and even began to erode his元婴."

Lin Xuan was naturally shocked; this power could directly harm one's元婴—something he hadn’t seen in ancient texts. The soul truly lived up to its reputation as a monster from another world.

"Is there any way to treat Master Tai Xu now? Can't it be cured?"

"There is a method, but we had to consult many典籍 before finding the solution. According to records of a great battle ten thousand years ago, a brilliant predecessor invented a 'Nine Yang Revival Pill' that could remove the阴气."

"A Nine Yang Revival Pill?" Lin Xuan scratched his head; he hadn’t heard of it before but didn’t find it strange. Although Spirit Medicine Mountain was one of the top alchemy sects in the Ghost Realm, they couldn't have collected every possible formula.

"Since we found a solution, your sect can follow suit. Could it be that such medicinal materials are hard to obtain?" Lin Xuan’s expression showed some confusion.

P.S.: Happy National Day! Voting for month tickets!
第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十六章 坦诚相待

Chapter 446 - Open and Honorable [VIP]

It wasn't a problem with the herbs. Although the raw materials for this pill were indeed rare treasures, our sect has been in existence for ten thousand years; we have accumulated some knowledge. However, what makes it troublesome is that this pill is extremely difficult to refine. To be honest, Young Master, even though my White Cloud Mountain has specially cultivated several disciples proficient in alchemy, none of them can guarantee success," said Ouyang Qin with a slight look of dejection on her face.

"Then, what does Lady Fairy mean?" Lin Xuan frowned, already having an idea in his heart.

"I hope Young Master will lend a hand."

"That…" Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment and showed a few signs of difficulty. "I'm afraid I'll disappoint you. It's not that I'm shirking my duties; it's just that my cultivation is too shallow, so I wouldn't have any confidence in myself even if the pill were this difficult to refine."

"Young Master is being modest. My friend, you are a high disciple of True Immortal Through Feathers. You are also the Young Lord of Spirit Herb Mountain. Your alchemy skills must be unparalleled. If you can save Senior Brother Tai Xu, our sect will naturally be eternally grateful," Ouyang Qin stood up and bowed gracefully, her face filled with hope.

Lin Xuan remained silent in thought. He never rose early for no reason; if it was about helping someone like Ouyang Qin who had been seriously injured, he would definitely help without hesitation.

However, when it came to that old monster Tai Xu… Hmm, could one expect him to act on a mere promise of gratitude from the entire White Cloud Mountain?

Lin Xuan knew all too well what an infant spirit cultivator meant to a sect, especially during such critical times. The value was beyond estimation.

He would be willing to help if he had to, but under what conditions…

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't make these demands openly; it would sound presumptuous coming from him.

"Why doesn't your sect seek help from other high-ranking experts like my teacher, True Immortal Through Feathers?"

"Ah…" Ouyang Qin's face showed a moment of hesitation as she seemed unsure how to respond. After a while, she asked, "Lin Xuan, do you consider me a friend in your heart?"

Lin Xuan nodded without hesitation: "Yes, I consider you a friend who can share my innermost thoughts."

Hearing this, Ouyang Qin's face flushed slightly before she said seriously, "Thank you. Since we are friends, I can tell you what I have to say. If it were just the Young Lord of Spirit Herb Mountain, Lady Fairy would never have asked for your help."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan tilted his head, a thoughtful expression on his face.

Suddenly, Ouyang Qin bowed again toward him.

Lin Xuan was startled and raised his hand to stop her. "Why are you doing this?"

"Although what I am about to say is true, it might be disrespectful to your sect. Lin Brother, please accept my apologies in advance," said Ouyang Qin with a slight look of dissatisfaction as she glared at him.

"It's no trouble for me; I'm not that petty," Lin Xuan shook his head and said generously, "I understand the truth, so there is no need to be overly cautious."

"Thank you," Ouyang Qin looked at him deeply, feeling grateful for his understanding of her situation as a beautiful woman.

"As you know, recently, the chaos in Youzhou involved not only our sects but also the Great Demonic Cave. Aside from us and them, there was another powerful force that we couldn't ignore—essentially, one that could stand on equal footing with both sides."

"You are referring to the cultivation families?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised. Although some cultivation families had considerable strength, compared to major sects, they were insignificant. For instance, the Chu Family, known as the First Cultivation Family of Youzhou, was no more than a third-rate sect in scale. It made sense that neither side would take them seriously. But what if there was an error?

"Your thoughts are similar to your senior brothers," Ouyang Qin said with respect. "However, your master has a broader and more visionary perspective, making it hard for anyone not to admire."

"I'm eager to hear the details," Lin Xuan was genuinely curious. Could their sect really possess such formidable power?

"This matter is known throughout Youzhou; I will explain everything to you in detail." Ouyang Qin combed her hair and said, "To be honest, while our sides tried to sway various forces, we overlooked a significant factor."

"Another group?"

"Yes, the cultivation families," Ouyang Qin's voice became more somber.

"Cultivation families?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, clearly taken aback. Cultivation families did have some strength, but compared to major sects, they were negligible. For example, the Chu Family, known as the First Cultivation Family of Youzhou, was only a third-rate sect in size and not considered by either side. Could there be an error here?

"It seems your thoughts align with your senior brothers. However, your master has a more far-sighted perspective, making it hard for anyone to disagree," Ouyang Qin said with respect.

"I am eager to hear the details."

"It's simple: many small ants can kill an elephant. While individual cultivation families may not be significant, we overlooked their sheer number. Although these families are smaller in scale, they vastly outnumber major sects."

"Oh, this… I really haven't paid attention," Lin Xuan scratched his nose with a smile.

"Not just Young Master; none of us noticed it either. Even the cunning Great Demonic Lord ignored it," Ouyang Qin sighed. "In Youzhou, even counting minor sects like fourth and fifth-rate ones, there are only around two to three hundred. But do you know how many cultivation families exist?"

Lin Xuan shook his head, though he was slightly alarmed inside. He didn't have specific numbers, but the Nine Leaves Mountain alone had ninety-nine cultivation families, and that was just a small part of Youzhou.
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Specifically, how many? We don't have an exact number, but roughly speaking, there should be thousands.

"Thousands?" Lin Xuan remained silent. Strange. The quantity is more than thirty times that of the sect. If we could integrate them all, the strength would indeed be impressive enough to catch our attention.

"In terms of deep planning, Senior Master Lingyun truly is a genius. Later on, we discovered that he had been laying down hidden moves in this area even decades ago. Not only did he pay attention to cultivation families, but also famous experts among solitary practitioners. Your sect opened the door for fellow cultivators to refine pills, which was essentially broadening your network of allies."

Lin Xuan remained speechless after hearing this. Indeed, True Immortal Lingyun's scheming skills were truly admirable. Recalling that when he condensed his golden core, he sent him to Qingye Mountain mainly to eliminate the柳家 (Liu Family), not for those ancient mineral deposits. No wonder after the head of the Ye family was exterminated, the situation became unstable; he sent a Core Formation elder without hesitation. It seemed he wanted to use this opportunity to consolidate the power of the cultivation families in Qingye Mountain.

"In summary, while we were careless, your sect has successfully integrated most of the cultivation families in Youzhou under its banner. The strength is formidable enough to stand on equal footing with us."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded but showed no signs of joy or anger: "So what did the fairy say all this for? What's the connection between her words and Senior Master Taixiu's injuries?"

"Why bother asking such a question, Brother Lin. Can't you guess?" A sorrowful expression appeared on Ouyang Qinxin's face. "In the past, if we encountered such matters, we would definitely think of seeking help from True Immortal Lingyun. But now that our strength is comparable, will your master have other intentions? We can't be sure, so naturally, we dare not take this risk. After all, Master Uncle is the pillar supporting our sect. If anything happens to him, it would affect the fate of Mount Bichun for a thousand years. Therefore, we must carefully consider his request."

After hearing Ouyang Qinxin's words, Lin Xuan did not respond immediately but lightly tapped on the table with his hand.

On one hand, Ouyang Qinxin's words were indeed heartfelt and true. Even if it was her, Lin Xuan couldn't be certain that True Immortal Lingyun would consider the bigger picture in this situation. While he could refuse to help by claiming he didn't want to risk his alchemy, what if he agreed but tampered with the pills? Given Ouyang Qinxin's reputation for alchemy, it might not be obvious.

"So you believe me?" Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly, as if in a non-smile.

"According to propriety, I shouldn't trust the young master. After all, True Immortal Lingyun is your master, but I believe Brother Lin. If we are friends, you wouldn't lie to me," Ouyang Qinxin said frankly.

With her words reaching this point, Lin Xuan could not continue questioning. He frowned deeply and silently pondered while Ouyang Qinxin waited quietly by his side.

While he might owe a favor to Ouyang Qinxin, the benefits did not outweigh the costs in terms of reason. Therefore, Lin Xuan was unwilling to help for free.

It wasn't as if it were about helping a beautiful woman; it was about that old monster Taixiu. If there weren't enough benefits, he would be doing this for nothing?

"Please, Brother Lin, you must assist. Regarding Master Uncle's injury, only a few Core Formation cultivators in our sect know the details. For ordinary disciples, we have locked down information. If it gets out, not only will it affect our fate, but the balance might be disrupted, leading to more upheavals among major forces. The situation in Youzhou is already chaotic enough..."

"Ah..." Lin Xuan was startled. He hadn't expected that the old monster at the婴期 (Incubation Stage) would take notice.

It seemed those junior cultivators had informed him just now. However, Ouyang Qinxin had been with him all along and didn't leave even a bit. How did he guess his identity? This was indeed intriguing.

"Since Senior Master calls you, it might not be possible to refuse," Lin Xuan smiled wryly.

"You jest, Young Master. You are our guest of honor, and Qinxin regards you as a friend; I wouldn't dare deceive you in any way. Master Uncle's summons might bring you unexpected opportunities." Ouyang Qinxin smiled, hinting at something.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not respond immediately. The beautiful female cultivator made a welcoming gesture: "Please follow me!"

Nodding, Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin left the cave and flew towards the peak.

The speed of their flight was swift; thousands of feet were covered in an instant.

At the top, the area was spacious and flat, about several hundred feet in diameter. The vitality of the air here was even stronger than that at Ouyang Qinxin's residence. From a distance, Lin Xuan could smell medicinal herbs. There was actually a considerable-sized medicinal garden here.

In addition to this, there stood a magnificent tower.

The tower had seven levels and was made entirely of an unknown type of jade. However, as Lin Xuan looked at it, he showed some doubt on his face.

The entire structure emitted eerie energy fluctuations, almost like a magical artifact.

Jinglong Tower!

Lin Xuan vaguely heard about this treasure before but did not ask many questions.

Stopping several feet from the tower, a layer of light barrier appeared out of nowhere and faintly blocked their path.

Ouyang Qinxin stretched her hand and placed it flat on the barrier. Her lips moved slightly; a flash of light broke through the restriction. Without waiting for her signal, Lin Xuan smiled and walked inside.

With a creaking sound, the tower door opened. The old monster Taixiu indeed knew their arrival.

Entering, they found themselves in an area about two hundred square meters but was sparsely furnished. At its center stood a teleportation array that caught their attention.

"Young Master, please."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. After both of them stood still, Ouyang Qinxin flicked her jade finger, channeling mana into the array.

The teleportation array hummed and emitted white light, enveloping them. A few seconds later, their figures gradually faded until they vanished without a trace.
第三卷 幽州乱 第四百四十八章 圣元令

"Master Uncle."

Ouyang Qinxin bowed respectfully. Lin Xuan also bent down towards the front. Then he felt a cool gaze fall upon him.

Using the teleportation array, the two arrived directly at the top of the pagoda.

This was a circular room with a diameter of several dozen feet.

Not particularly spacious, but there was no feeling of overcrowding.

The room contained nothing else except for an ice jade bed placed in the middle. On the bed sat an elderly man whose hair and beard were completely white yet showed no signs of aging. Instead, he gave off a sense of ethereal detachment.

However, upon closer inspection, his face appeared somewhat grayish, and there was a hint of fatigue in his eyes.

The old man gently raised his hand as if to support something, showing a kind expression that indicated great respect for guests.

Despite being severely injured, the aura he exuded still felt profound. Senior monsters at the yuan婴 stage were indeed not easy to deal with. Lin Xuan swallowed hard but maintained a calm demeanor on the surface.

Seeing this young man remain so composed in his presence, Tai Xu Zhenren's eyebrows inadvertently furrowed slightly before quickly returning to their normal position.

"Master Uncle has mentioned your matters to Master欧阳. The Nine Yang Revival Pill is extremely difficult to refine. I hope you won't hide anything and can offer some assistance."

Mentioning the mountain, it left no room for maneuver on his part.

Agree?

There was no such thing as a free lunch in this world. What right did he have to give away such a huge favor to someone else without getting something in return?

But Lin Xuan wasn't that foolish. He knew all too well that the old monster might suddenly turn hostile at any moment!

For a while, Lin Xuan found himself in a dilemma.

After some hesitation, he carefully spoke up: "Senior, it's not that I'm shirking responsibility; as you said, this Nine Yang Revival Pill is exceedingly difficult to refine. Even with my current skill level, I only have a slim chance of success. I fear that trying might backfire and delay your recovery."

"Haha, Master, you flatter me too much. Although I often meditate in seclusion within my cave dwelling, I've heard about the matters outside. The world speaks highly of you as a rare talent for refining medicinal pills. Your success rate is indeed high, isn't it?" Tai Xu Zhenren stroked his beard and revealed a sly smile.

"This... It's just hearsay, Master. My knowledge is limited."

"Haha, I personally requested this favor. Can Master really not give me the face?"

Tai Xu Zhenren said with a smile, but Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. There was a subtle trap in those words.

"Of course not. I will certainly not make you do any favors for free. Let's say, as an old man, this precious artifact can be considered my token of gratitude."

Tai Xu Zhenren waved his sleeve, and a green light shot out.

Lin Xuan instinctively took it but was greatly surprised by the extent of the generosity. He had only intended to extort some benefits, not expecting such a lavish offer.

Such an extraordinary treasure!

According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, the Saint Yuan Order had not appeared in public for thousands of years.

This artifact was made by the Green Cloud Mountain and used as a reward for those who had rendered significant services to the sect.

Holders of this order could enjoy guest scholar-level treatment from the Green Cloud Mountain, including unrestricted access to the sect's main hall, library, and other special areas.

They also received certain amounts of spirit herbs and crystal stones annually. However, what was most enticing was that using a Saint Yuan Order allowed one to mobilize the full power of the Green Cloud Mountain for any task. As long as it wasn't too outrageous or severely detrimental to the sect's interests, it couldn't be declined.

Once completed, this Saint Yuan Order would become invalid.

Thinking about the might of the Green Cloud Mountain, a leading force in the Three Great Sects of the Daoist world with countless experts, the promise carried significant weight.

Of course, precisely because of that, the Saint Yuan Orders rarely appeared. Since the sect's expansion into Yanzhou, it had only surfaced twice—both times for senior cultivators who had saved the Green Cloud Mountain from the brink of destruction.

The two were both at the yuan婴 stage and had once saved the sect from extinction.

Indeed, this Saint Yuan Order provided them with unimaginable support in the future.

Looking at the green spirit talisman in his hand, Lin Xuan found it hard to believe that Tai Xu Zhenren was so generous.

However, as an old yuan婴 elder, and with Ouyang Qinxin present, he couldn't possibly deceive him. A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he carefully put away the Saint Yuan Order. Then, he raised his head and spoke seriously.

"Thank you for your generosity, Senior. With such a straightforward offer from the Zhenren, I would be ungrateful if I were to haggle. Taking someone else's money and doing their bidding—since this artifact is your reward, please rest assured that no matter what, I will refine the Nine Yang Revival Pill for you."

"Good. Then let me entrust this task to you, young friend."

Tai Xu Zhenren smiled widely at such a decisive answer. He turned around and instructed: "Master Uncle Ouyang, bring all the necessary spirit herbs for this pill to Master."

"Yes, Master Uncle."

Ouyang Qinxin bowed respectfully as she stepped towards the teleportation array.

Taking advantage of this time, Lin Xuan naturally didn't idle. He asked Tai Xu Zhenren a few questions about cultivation, hoping that his request would elicit a full and sincere response from him.

Tai Xu Zhenren looked at him with deep intent, indeed speaking without reservation.

The two foxes chatted merrily, each knowing their own intentions.

Indeed, hearing such advice was worth more than ten years of study. The cultivation insights from an yuan婴 cultivator could help Lin Xuan avoid many detours in his future path.

After about a tea time, Ouyang Qinxin reappeared on the teleportation array, holding an exquisite jade box in her hands.

It was about a foot long and crystal clear.

Tai Xu Zhenren made a gesture, and Ouyang Qinxin passed it over.

Opening the lid, a fresh medicinal aroma wafted out.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. With his current knowledge of spirit herbs, he immediately recognized several extremely rare ones.

The remaining few were even unknown to him.

Such treasures! The Green Cloud Mountain had prepared them in just a few days. The sect's strength was evident. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel that with the support of the sect, it was far beyond his solo capabilities.

His plan became clearer, and the Saint Yuan Order also highlighted its extraordinary value.

Just one pill would suffice; preparing ten sets of herbs was for contingency. I trust Master will not let me down," he thought to himself.
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This was natural.

Lin Xuan nodded. He took the jade box from Yang Qianxin and glanced at it before carefully storing it in his storage bag.

"Senior, is there anything else you need? If not, I shall take my leave now. I will have the medicinal pills delivered to you within a few days."

"Very good. Then thank you, Sect Master Ouyang and Fellow Daoist Lin. If you have any further requests, do let me know and I will try my best to fulfill them."

"Yes," said Ouyang Qianxin as she bowed respectfully before leading Lin Xuan away.

As the two figures vanished in the teleportation array, Tai Xu Zhenren fell into a moment of silence. Then he spoke softly.

"How do you think? This boy has managed to refine the Nine Yang Reviving Pill. How many layers does his mastery reach?"

"Not enough to claim full mastery, but I estimate it's at least seven or eight layers."

With a calm voice, a middle-aged man stepped out from the darkness. He had three long beards and an unusual appearance, exuding a powerful aura of energy.

His face was striking, and every movement he made revealed the grace of a master. Although not as refined as the White Sword Immortal, his abilities were close. The Bìyún Mountain truly had a rich heritage, having been passed down for ten thousand years.

"Uncle Senior," said the middle-aged man hesitantly, "why are you offering the Sacred Essence Token as a reward? According to my estimation, even if we offer something else, he would still be willing."

"Yes," replied Ouyang Qianxin. She led Lin Xuan into the room without further words.

Lin Xuan was taken aback and showed a thoughtful expression on his face. It seemed that Ouyang Qianxin's position in Bìyún Mountain was higher than he had imagined, allowing her to enter such an important area so easily.

However, Lin Xuan did not ask any questions. He followed Ouyang Qianxin through a long corridor and entered a spacious stone chamber.

The stone room was circular, about one hundred feet in diameter, and despite being deep within the mountain, it was brightly lit due to countless night pearls embedded on its walls.

In the center of the room were ten differently sized colored light domes. Each dome exuded an aura of energy, clearly indicating powerful restrictions inside them, containing various treasures such as mid-grade crystals, alchemical materials, jade boxes of different sizes, and magical artifacts.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he examined the offerings. It seemed that Bìyún Mountain had indeed reaped a bountiful harvest in this region.

He released his spirit sense to search through the domes slowly. Ouyang Qianxin was surprised and turned her head to look at him with a meaningful glance, but said nothing.

She gracefully approached one of the light domes and extended her hand, casting a spell that caused the dome to flicker before gradually vanishing. A small ancient-looking tripod emerged from within.

Ouyang Qianxin cast a levitation spell on it and spoke in a cheerful voice: "Young Sect Master, how do you like this cauldron?"

Lin Xuan looked up and extended his hand, and the small tripod slowly floated towards him.

The cauldron was not large but had an elegant design. Its body was purple with a carved dragon that seemed lifelike.

"Zilong Cauldron!" Lin Xuan's face showed some emotion.

"Fellow Daoist Lin indeed recognizes this item," Ouyang Qianxin said gracefully.

"Of course, while it may not be unparalleled in the world, it can still be considered an extraordinary treasure. I have heard of its existence."

In Youzhou, the art of alchemy was primarily dominated by Lingyao Mountain, a sect renowned for its alchemical techniques.

However, there was also a family named Zhao that excelled in this field as well, though their influence could not compare to Lingyao Mountain's. Their lineage had been practicing alchemy for over a thousand years.

Lin Xuan once heard Master Tongyu mention that the Zhao family's alchemy was insignificant compared to Lingyao Mountain's. However, they possessed an extraordinary treasure: the Zilong Cauldron.

He recalled his master's expression with envy; it was clear that only something truly special could capture such attention.

Unfortunately, Master Tongyu did not elaborate on its specific merits.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he regained a calm demeanor: "This cauldron will do."

Afterward, he stored the Zilong Cauldron in his storage bag.

"Another matter I wish to request of you, Senior."

"There is no need for formality. Please ask," Ouyang Qianxin said warmly.

"When Fellow Daoist Lin inspected your collection, there was a piece of alchemical material that caught my interest. Can it be spared? In return, I will compensate with equivalent value in crystals."

"Ah, I see. What item does Young Sect Master have his eyes on?" Ouyang Qianxin asked seriously.

"Ten-thousand-year-old snow crystal," Lin Xuan said as he turned to look left.

In a blue light dome was a fist-sized peculiar crystalline formation that resembled a burning flame but emitted an icy chill.

This rare material originated from the far north, where ice had not melted for ten thousand years. It was an excellent ingredient for crafting iceattribute treasure artifact.

"Ah, this…" Ouyang Qianxin's face showed some difficulty. The item in question had already been claimed by a fellow alchemist within the sect who intended to use it for his own immortal treasure.

"Why so hesitant?"

"This item has other uses within the sect, but since Young Sect Master values it, I will exchange it with you," Ouyang Qianxin said decisively.

Publicly, the Nine Yang Reviving Pill was more important. Privately, she intended to help him out of Uncle Senior's instructions.

"Thank you, Senior. Fellow Daoist Lin is deeply grateful." Lin Xuan's face lit up as he produced a jade bottle from his pocket and handed it to Ouyang Qianxin.

"What is this?"

"It's a token of reciprocity. This medicinal pill is my gift in return for your assistance. You must have heard of the Divinedew."

"Divinedew?" Ouyang Qianxin was surprised, then showed genuine joy. She knew about the name; it was a miraculous medicinal that could heal severe injuries but not bring back the dead.

It was far more precious than ordinary healing pills likehemostatic pillandgolden wound pill, even surpassing general alchemical pills used to increase the power of condensation period cultivators.

"Such kindness from you is hard to refuse," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Ouyang Qianxin's face lit up. "Fellow Daoist Lin, I am honored by your generosity. This Divinedewis indeed precious, but it is no more than a token of my gratitude for your aid."

Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled as he hesitated before presenting the jade bottle to her.

"Thank you, Senior." With this rare material in hand, his goal of crafting the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring had taken another step closer.
第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十章 好事多磨

Ouyang Qin smiled and carefully stored the treasure.

"Is there anything else, Young Master?" she asked.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense to scan the stone chamber once more. Although there were many valuable items inside, none of them suited his needs.

After a moment's consideration, he shook his head. "No."

Lin Xuan knew when to stop. The process of refining the Nine Yang Revitalizing Pill was easy for him. He had already gained much from Biyun Pavilion. If he continued to be greedy, it might upset True Man Tai Xu. Even if he accepted this now, there was no guarantee that trouble wouldn't come later.

Ouyang Qin nodded in understanding and said nothing more. She left the stone chamber and returned to her cave dwelling.

"Refining pills is best done without interruption. No one else may enter the alchemy room without my permission."

"It's natural. Young Master, rest assured. I will personally guard the entrance of your cave so no one can disturb you," she said.

"You're too kind," Lin Xuan replied.

"It's nothing. The entire sect is grateful for your great favor," Ouyang Qin added.

After a few words of pleasantries, Lin Xuan entered his cave dwelling alone and went to the alchemy room.

The space was small, only two square meters in size, with walls several feet high.

Ouyang Tai Xu sat cross-legged on the ground. The middle-aged man stood beside him, hands clasped behind his back. However, despite his closed eyes, a blue light flickered on his forehead, resembling an eye.

After a moment, he exhaled and looked tired. "How did it go, Apprentice Feng? Did you find anything?" Tai Xu asked as he opened his eyes.

"Not much," the middle-aged man replied with a bitter smile. "That boy is very alert. He set up another array around the stone chamber. My keen eye can see through minor barriers, but this array is incredibly complex. If I force an intrusion, it will surely be detected. So, I had to give up. Please forgive my failure."

"Very well," Tai Xu replied nonchalantly.

"Forgotten?" Feng's expression showed confusion.

"Yes. What else could we do? Forcing a peek would only alert him. I still need his pills. Besides, the essence of alchemy lies in mastering the fire. Without direct instruction, watching won't help us learn anything. Why bother?"

"Feng agrees."

"However, that boy is more promising than I thought. At such a young age, he has such cunning and thorough planning. He will surely become an important figure someday," Tai Xu sighed.

Feng remained silent, lost in thought.

Three days passed with the alchemy room still tightly sealed. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, his face slightly pale, holding two medium-grade crystals in his palms to replenish his energy.

Without the aid of the Fire Pulse, relying solely on his true essence to refine the pills was strenuous for him. However, he didn't show any signs of relaxation as he carefully controlled the fire and sometimes used spirit illusions to shake the cauldron, pondering its purpose.

Suddenly, the three-colored light from the cauldron dimmed. Lin Xuan's expression changed as he exhaled and shot out a thicker white flame that enveloped the entire cauldron, emitting a faint medicinal aroma.

The pills finally began to form.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. For other alchemists, this was the most critical moment. But for him, it didn't matter if the pills failed; as long as they formed.

A short while later, a light thud echoed from inside the cauldron. The Nine Yang Revitalizing Pill's refinement process was extremely difficult, even with True Man Tong Yu's intervention, which only had a 70% success rate. Lin Xuan's half-baked skills guaranteed failure.

He sighed but showed no disappointment as he summoned the lid of the cauldron and let out a greenish light. Nine small pill-sized medicinal pills fell into his palm.

Black and unremarkable, they seemed inconceivable as a powerful elixir to dispel ghost emperor's阴气 (yīnqì).

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before extending his hand again and tapping the storage bag.

A red light flashed, revealing a dark red wooden box in his palm. "Thankfully, I prepared this item. It has truly come in handy."

Lin Xuan tossed the wooden box and cast a spell on it.

In the red light, the wooden box gradually expanded until it could accommodate one person comfortably seated.

This object appeared to be an odd artifact but lacked any offensive capabilities. Instead, it served another purpose—made of sandalwood.

Sandalwood was almost extinct in the cultivation world, and Lin Xuan had obtained some by chance during his time on Tianmu Mountain.

Its unique feature was shielding a cultivator's spirit sense; even an old monster at the元婴 stage could not penetrate it.

Lin Xuan had created this box out of curiosity. Using the method for making storage bags, he had shrunk and enlarged it so that it could fit him comfortably inside.

He called it the Follow Box.

Although he had already set up arrays to protect his blue star sea, Lin Xuan was cautious about using it as a safeguard while refining pills.

Transforming into a greenish light, he entered the box and sat cross-legged.

Holding a black pill in his hand, he circulated his spirit energy, guiding the blue light from his dantian through his meridians...

As the sun began to set, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he opened his right palm. A pill with black and white spots lay within it.

He had failed again.

Lin Xuan looked displeased. The ability to purify pills had accompanied him since acquiring the blue star sea, becoming second nature. It was rare for him to fail a purification attempt.

A moment's carelessness had wasted a precious medicinal pill. Knowing that there could only be one chance at purification, he lacked the skill to separate impurities and essence after failure.

He felt somewhat impatient and needed rest before attempting again with better chances of success.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan took deep breaths, calming himself. He held a crystal and meditated for two hours until his spirit energy was fully replenished. Then he took another medicinal pill...

But moments later, his expression worsened as the purification failed once more.

This situation was peculiar. The variety of pills in the cultivation world suggested that there was still potential to be explored within the blue star sea.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and mentally reviewed the process of purifying the pills twice, meticulously analyzing every detail for an entire辰 (a unit of time). Only then did he take another pill and slowly manipulated the blue star sea...
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Days passed, and Ou Yang Qinxin grew increasingly anxious. **Since Lin Xuan entered the alchemy room, it had been exactly nine days and nights. Yet there was no sign of him emerging from his seclusion.

The senior uncle had already sent several people to urge him, showing increasing impatience each time.

Ou Yang Qinxin even suspected that next time they might break down the door and storm in regardless of anything else.

It seemed the senior uncle's injuries were more severe than expected. Otherwise, he wouldn't be so impatient.

These days, Ou Yang Qinxin had truly experienced what it was like to have a day feel like an eternity.

As the sun set, the sky gradually darkened. The beautiful female cultivator who was meditating outside her cave suddenly opened her eyes and lifted her head to look ahead.

A faint red light darted through the thin mist and flew towards her.

The light dispersed, revealing a middle-aged man in a scholar's robe… who immediately asked,

"Did you find anything?"

Ou Yang Qinxin shook her head.

His face darkened. After several alternations of color, he flashed an expression of resolve: "This is too slow. I'll go take a look."

"No," Ou Yang Qinxin was startled and quickly moved forward to block the path. "Senior Brother Feng, this isn't allowed. Fellow Daoist Lin said that disturbing alchemy is strictly forbidden. You can only enter with his permission."

"Junior Sister, he's just using an excuse to stall…"

"But no, Fellow Daoist Lin has already paid Senior Uncle his reward; he’s not the kind of person who would go back on his word," Ou Yang Qinxin bit her lip, but her expression was firm.

"…" The man named Feng was shocked and angry. Could they really storm in?

Just as he hesitated, a loud rumbling sound came from behind. A flash of green light followed, and Lin Xuan slowly stepped out of the cave.

"Junior Sect Master."

Ou Yang Qinxin sighed with relief, her beautiful face filled with joy.

The man named Feng was stunned for a moment before quickly advancing, ignoring the formalities as he asked: "Fellow Daoist Lin, did you successfully refine the… pills?"

"Luckily, I fulfilled my mission."

"Ah." The man's eyes flashed with excitement. He took a deep breath.

Lin Xuan flipped his right hand and passed over a small jade bottle.

"Thank you, Junior Sect Master."

Hearing that the pills were successfully refined, Feng regained his composure and respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan before carefully taking the bottle.

Opening the stopper, a rich medicinal aroma wafted out. The yellowish pill in his palm made him even happier.

The mere scent was enough to invigorate one's spirit; the value of this pill could only be imagined.

"Fellow Daoist Lin, I have completed the alchemy. I bid you farewell."

"Ah… Junior Sect Master, thank you for your hard work. It’s late and getting dark. Why rush on? How about we rest here tonight and leave early tomorrow?" The man's face showed a hint of hesitation as he suggested.

Although the color and scent of the pills matched those in the典籍 (scriptures), caution was always wise. Until Senior Uncle recovered, they wouldn't let Lin Xuan go.

"Alright, staying for one night is fine."

How could Lin Xuan be unaware of the subtle changes on Feng's face? He was greatly displeased but showed no signs of it, calmly agreeing to the suggestion.

"Very well. Ou Yang Junior Sister, I will take care of entertaining the Junior Sect Master. Brother, I must report back to Senior Uncle."

The man named Feng transformed into a streak of light and headed towards the mountain peak.

Ou Yang Qinxin looked apologetic as she said, "I'm sorry, Junior Sect Master. Senior Brother Feng…"

Lin Xuan waved his hand, indicating he didn't mind.

Together, they returned to the cave. Ou Yang Qinxin naturally asked about the alchemy process. Lin Xuan spoke briefly but stopped when he saw her reluctance to delve deeper. The clever woman changed the subject.

Lin Xuan had delayed coming out for so long because he had purified all the remaining waste pills as well.

Though he had gained experience from a previous success, his efficiency increased significantly. However, he failed twice and ended up with six pills in total. After giving one to Senior Void, Lin Xuan stored the rest in his storage bag; they might come in handy later.

Entering the cave, Ou Yang Qinxin brewed some divine tea and brought out several dishes of delicious food. Even though their cultivation levels allowed them to dispel hunger, occasionally enjoying earthly delicacies was nice too.

They drank tea instead of wine, but didn't chat much. Instead, they exchanged cultivation insights.

One came from a prestigious family, the other possessed techniques from both the Dao and the Demon realms; their knowledge and abilities far surpassed ordinary cultivators of their level. By exchanging strengths, this night's conversation was highly beneficial for both.

As time passed, the sky began to lighten in the distance. Suddenly, Ou Yang Qinxin raised her eyebrows slightly and flicked a finger, causing the cave door to open with a loud bang.

An old man with white hair and beard walked in.

Ou Yang Qinxin was startled and quickly moved forward to bow respectfully.

Lin Xuan bowed as well.

"Haha, Junior Sect Master, no need for such formalities. I came here specifically to express my gratitude."

Compared to last time, Senior Void's complexion was rosy, his vitality astonishing. Lin Xuan wondered if the old monster had ingested some Ginseng Fruit, knowing that while the Nine Heavens Reviving Pill could easily expel the yin energy from his body, recovery wasn't easy.

But after just one night, Senior Void had recovered to peak condition. Lin Xuan was curious about what special method he used but knew it was a secret of great importance to their sect and wouldn’t pry.

He casually congratulated him and received the purple dragon cauldron with a smile on his face, knowing there must be more uses for it beyond alchemy.

Senior Void wasn't usually so generous. But wanting to cultivate this young man's affection, he had to spend some resources.

Seeing Lin Xuan accept the gift, Senior Void was pleased. Just as he wanted to speak, a transmission scroll flew into the cave.

Senior Void frowned slightly and reluctantly accepted it, his expression changing instantly with shock, surprise, joy, and a hint of caution…

Lin Xuan was surprised. What could be so important that even an Incubus Stage old monster would react so emotionally?
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Junior Sect Leader, Old Sage has other matters to attend to and will take his leave for now," said the Great Void True Man with a face full of sincerity.

"Senior, please be at ease."

Lin Xuan was quite pleased. He didn't want any further entanglements with this old monster, so he smiled and bid him farewell.

The Great Void True Man nodded and turned into a light breeze, vanishing without a trace. His遁术 was truly remarkable, worthy of an婴灵 stage cultivator.

"Fair Lady, this matter is now concluded. I must also leave."

"Very well. Brother Lin's assistance has greatly benefited our sect," said Ouyang Qinxin with a bow, once again expressing her gratitude.

"Not at all, my dear lady."

Lin Xuan smiled and chatted for a few more moments before his body was enveloped in green light, transforming into a streak of lightning that soared towards the sky.

Looking at his back, Ouyang Qinxin's face showed a complex expression.

At this moment, the Great Void True Man had returned to the peak. The Feng姓 cultivator stood respectfully in front of the tower entrance.

"Is it really that old guy?" the Great Void True Man impatiently asked as he landed.

"Yes, Uncle. He specifically requested to see you. Besides, I couldn't make a decision on my own, so I had no choice but to trouble you…" the Feng姓 cultivator hesitated and explained.

"No need for further words. We should focus on cultivating Lin Xuan over such trivial matters. I won't blame you," said the Great Void True Man with a wave of his hand as he stepped into the tower entrance, using the teleportation array to reach the top.

The scenery remained unchanged, but there was now an odd little figure on the cold jade bed—about half a foot tall, radiating red light, and resembling a newborn infant.

It sat cross-legged, each hand holding a strange talisman, as if in meditation.

Hearing the noise, the little figure slowly opened its eyes.

"Red-haired friend, it's been ages. I heard you were attacked by three ghost emperors together. It's truly good news that you managed to escape."

"Managed to escape?" The little figure's lips twitched with malice as a hint of resentment flashed in his eyes. "Old Sage, are you mocking me? Look at my condition—my physical body is gone, and how can I be unharmed?"

The Great Void True Man was taken aback, his face turning slightly red. He hadn't expected such a response to his compliments. However, he didn't dwell on it; the matter at hand was more important. With a smile, he continued: "Don’t worry about it. Old Sage has no malicious intentions. You managed to escape with your life under those circumstances, which is already quite remarkable. But why haven't you sought another body after so much time?"

This odd little figure on the cold jade bed was none other than Red-haired Ancestor's元婴.

As one of the few old monsters among independent cultivators, he held a position as an elder in Ghostnet City for his own purposes—enjoying abundant materials and crystal stones without any restrictions. However, fate had other plans.

For nearly ten thousand years, humans and ghosts coexisted peacefully, but during his tenure as an elder...

As the only婴灵 stage cultivator in the city, he was naturally a target for elimination by the ghosts. Except for昊天 who didn't participate in the battle, the three ghost emperors surrounded him.

The battle was intense; Red-haired Ancestor fought against overwhelming odds, using all his abilities but still ended up with his physical body collapsing. His元婴 barely managed to escape.

However, they weren't done with him. As the saying goes, "Wildfires can be extinguished, but spring breezes bring new life." The ghost emperors understood that eliminating enemies completely was necessary.

The Dark Heaven Ghost Emperor personally led a group of high-ranking ghosts to target him relentlessly.

Red-haired Ancestor fled in all directions like a dog without a home. There was no time for possession.

Of course, he didn't elaborate on these embarrassing experiences but only mentioned them briefly.

However, the Great Void True Man was also an experienced old fox and quickly deduced the situation with his keen insight. He smiled reassuringly and said: "Regardless of what happened, it's good that you're safe. My nephew informed me that you wish to join our Green Cloud Mountain?"

"Indeed. With Ghostnet City in ruins and unrest spreading across Youzhou, a wandering independent cultivator like myself can no longer hope for freedom. So I have come here with the hope of joining your sect," said Red-haired Ancestor's元婴.

"Haha, Brother Red Hair is too polite. Your interest in our sect is a blessing to Green Cloud Mountain. Rest assured, even though you joined late, we won't treat you as an outsider. With Green Cloud Mountain backing you up, I'm sure you'll advance further on your cultivation path."

The Great Void True Man was delighted at the prospect of gaining another婴灵 stage cultivator. The status of Green Cloud Mountain in Youzhou would be unshakable with such a powerful ally.

He promised various benefits and even changed his address to "elder brother" as he spoke.

"Haha, then I will rely on you for your care," said Red-haired Ancestor's元婴 with a strange smile and a cheerful expression.

"No need for formalities. We should support each other."

"I still need a new body, elder brother. You know, our kind often use physical bodies to cast certain secret techniques that are beyond the capabilities of an元婴 alone..."

"An easy matter. Since you've joined Green Cloud Mountain, I'll handle this for you. Within half a month, I promise to find you a suitable body."

"I thank you, elder brother."

"We are brothers in cultivation; no need for such formalities."

...

While these two old monsters were making their agreement, Lin Xuan had already flown far away from the Five Fingers Mountain without stopping. He continued his flight, covering over a hundred miles before landing and slightly restoring his energy.

He was cautious due to the possibility of unforeseen circumstances. While Ouyang Qinxin wouldn't harm him, the Great Void True Man's intentions were hard to predict. Despite his seemingly kind demeanor, he might still try to lure Lin Xuan in. These old monsters were fickle and unpredictable; it would be wise to avoid them until reaching the婴灵 stage.

After settling down under a tree, Lin Xuan took out an jade tube from his pocket. It contained a map of the occupied areas.

From Ouyang Qinxin's words, Lin Xuan learned that many factions in Youzhou had dispatched disciples to establish branches here, collecting scattered spirit stones and treasures.

Originally, Lin Xuan intended to participate in Qingxiang Sect's secret market, but after such a long delay, most of the valuable items were likely already sold out.
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However, Lin Xuan was not upset. **★Because he had more to do in the Azure Cloud Mountains.

The value of this item was incalculable. But it could stir up a storm in Youzhou. Over ten thousand years, it only appeared three times.

The Purple Dragon Cauldron. At first glance, this treasure seemed like a mere chicken's rib for Lin Xuan. However, he always had a hunch that the Purple Dragon Cauldron should have other uses beyond alchemy.

What remained were the ten-thousand-year-old snow crystals.

These were also essential materials for refining the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring. Although they couldn't compare to the Southern Light Separating Flame, they were still rare items with no market. Originally, Lin Xuan was worried about finding them, but he didn't have to look far.

Now, only a few more ingredients remained, bringing him closer to his goal of obtaining a personal treasure. The missing materials, although somewhat precious, could be bought with crystals.

After some thought, Lin Xuan lowered his head and pondered his next move.

Since the Secret Market was meaningless, he wouldn't need to visit Qingxiang Sect. Ouyang Qinxin had mentioned that there was also a branch of Spirit Medicine Mountain here. He would go check it out.

After being away for so long, the sect was right in front of him. It made sense to pay a visit. Besides, most disciples likely collected many materials and crystals; he might find something useful.

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He put on his clothes and transformed into a streak of light, heading towards the horizon.

On his way, he encountered several ghostly souls. His divine sense was far superior to theirs, allowing him to avoid them without trouble.

By noon, he arrived at an open area surrounded by forests. Two young women in green robes were cautiously walking forward, glancing back as if afraid of being discovered.

Both girls looked about seventeen or eighteen years old and had different levels of cultivation—some in the Mobile Phase. However, their arm markings indicated they were indeed sect disciples.

"Senior Sister, should we really go this way? Remember, leaving the sect privately is extremely serious; severe punishment awaits us if caught."

The girl on the left with a round face spoke hesitantly.

"Ah!" The tall and slender girl on the right sighed. "Junior Sister, there's no other choice. Besides, we didn't mean to betray Spirit Medicine Mountain. If we stay here, forget about achieving immortality; in just a few days, our souls will be scattered."

Lin Xuan was surprised by this. Looking around, it didn't seem like the ghostly souls were imminent. Why would they say such things?

Could there be some hidden reason?

He wanted to hear more but stopped when the two girls seemed to have reached their limit and continued walking with a few backward glances.

Two girls with low cultivation levels, but as cultivators, they moved swiftly. In just a few moments, they had walked several miles away. Seeing no pursuers, they heaved a sigh of relief. The tall and slender girl extended her hand and tapped the storage bag on her waist. A white light flashed, and a small sword flew out.

"Quickly!"

With a gentle flick of her jade finger, she exhaled some refined qi onto it. The inch-long sword instantly grew larger in the wind, transforming into a three-foot-long green blade that gleamed.

The girl with the round face looked enviously. "Senior Sister, is this the flying sword given by our master?"

"Yes." The tall and slender girl nodded. "Junior Sister, you still don't have your own spirit weapon. You must be careful; don't let it fall."

With those words, she cast a hand seal, and the flying sword turned into a streak of light, heading towards them.

Suddenly, a figure appeared in front of them. A plain-looking young man materialized out of nowhere. Even more bizarrely, his flying sword was inexplicably caught by him.

The two girls were startled, especially the tall and slender girl. Since she had obtained this mid-grade spirit weapon, she had been carefully cultivating it, though not to the point where their minds were completely linked. How could such a thing happen so unexpectedly?

Anxiously, she tried to retrieve her flying sword with an outstretched finger.

Seeing the three-foot-long sword struggling in his palm, Lin Xuan found this amusing. With a slight exertion of his jade finger, the flying sword instantly became docile as if struck by lightning.

The tall and slender girl felt the connection between herself and the spirit weapon suddenly severed, her face turning pale. She looked up, scanning with her divine sense, feeling even colder inside.

She couldn't discern anything about him; he was deep and unfathomable. Could he be a Foundation Establishment cultivator?

Her first thought was that her junior sister had betrayed the sect. Upon closer inspection, his appearance was unfamiliar, and she had never seen him before. His attire didn't match the sect's uniform.

Perhaps it was an unaffiliated cultivator passing by.

With this in mind, the tall girl calmed down slightly, giving a subtle nod to her round-faced companion as they both bowed gracefully.

"Senior, we humbly seek your forgiveness. Please tell us if there is anything wrong with us."

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with approval. Although she was only at the Mobile Phase, her temperament and reaction were exceptional—quite a clever girl.

He didn't reveal his identity. The girls' earlier conversation was too strange; perhaps something unknown had happened here. Lin Xuan intended to investigate further.

Knowing oneself and one's enemy would help him act more conveniently.

If he encountered major trouble, he would simply leave without getting involved. But if the other party knew he was the sect's young master, ignoring them would be awkward.

"Are you disciples of Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

"Yes," the tall girl hesitated before nodding. She bit her teeth and admitted it. His straightforward approach might stem from hearing their earlier conversation; denying it would only increase his dissatisfaction.

She gripped her hands tightly as she tried to maintain composure, but her pale face betrayed her inner unease.

Lin Xuan smiled. This was the effect he wanted. However, he spoke gently: "Don't be afraid. Just answer my questions honestly, and I won't trouble you."

He shook his head inwardly; it was fortunate that they were sect disciples. If they were from another sect, he could use Soul Searching to extract the truth quickly.

Unfortunately, while this technique was effective, it would damage their minds.

Lin Xuan glanced at them, especially the tall and slender girl, whose intelligence and quick reactions might be useful for his plans.

"Yes, Senior. What do you wish to know? As a junior disciple, I will not hide anything," the two girls turned around nervously. They breathed a sigh of relief when they heard he only wanted to ask questions but hesitated further.

Lin Xuan watched their expressions and spoke deliberately.

In this situation, he didn't need to use other secret techniques to detect if they were lying; he could simply exploit their desire to leave quickly for the truth.

"What are your names?"

"Lu Ying'er," the tall girl sighed and honestly revealed her name.

"Liu Xin," the round-faced girl spoke for the first time, her voice clear and pleasant.

"I just passed by here.偶然间听到你们的对话。你们身为灵药山的修士，却有背叛之心。此事属实吗？”

两女对视一眼，俏脸同时变得苍白。逆师叛派，在世俗武林中也为人所不齿，修仙界的处罚更加严酷。

想到这里，两女娇躯微微颤抖起来。

“前辈，我们确实想暂时离开这里，但小女子可以向心魔发誓，绝无背叛门派之意。”显然陆盈儿更有头脑，面对尖锐的问题很快恢复镇定，咬牙回答道。

“哦？”林轩眉头微挑，露出一丝兴趣，“敢向心魔发誓，这话应该不假。那你们为何偷偷逃跑，莫非有什么苦衷。”

“此事说来话长，晚辈……”陆盈儿说到这里，脸上露出为难之色。

叫刘芯的少女更是频频回头。林轩看到这情景，改变了主意。两女心绪不安，回答问题时一定会简短，反而违背了他的初衷。
第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十四章 蹊跷的怪事

Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a bluish-green glow, transforming into a radiant light that carried the two girls away through the void.

With his current cultivation, his遁光 (flying light) naturally moved at an incredible speed. In the blink of an eye, he flew several dozen miles away. Then, he casually found a desolate and quiet place to land.

"Alright, we are far from the Spirit Medicine Mountain branch sect now. What's the reason for this?"

"Yes!" Lu Ying'er bowed respectfully, her gaze towards Lin Xuan filled with more respect. Without any magical tools, his flight speed was already so astonishing. Could he be a cultivator at the Condensation Core stage?

Although it was just a guess, it was enough to make this girl excited. Normally, the most powerful experts she could come into contact with were only mid-Foundation Establishment stage. High-ranking condensation core cultivators were just beginners who had only caught a glimpse.

As they say, fortune and misfortune are interdependent; things in this world can be hard to discern. For her and her junior sister, today's events might be an extraordinary opportunity. If she could receive guidance from such a high-ranking expert, it would undoubtedly greatly benefit her cultivation in the future.

Thinking of this, her expression became more respectful.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Even though he didn't know what was going on in the girl’s mind, he could guess with about 90% accuracy based on her subtle changes.

"Speak up, what happened?"

"Senior, there's much to explain. Like other major forces in Youzhou, our Spirit Medicine Mountain established branch sects in occupied territories to collect various heavenly materials and treasures. At first, everything went smoothly. However, just a few days ago, strange incidents began to occur."

"Strange incidents?"

"Yes," Lu Ying'er's face showed a trace of fear as she turned around to call out: "Junior sister, let me explain the details of this matter."

"I…" The round-faced girl named Liu Xin took two steps forward and bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan.

"Senior, our branch sect first encountered strange incidents half a month ago. You know that we low-ranking cultivators cannot yet practice alchemy. We often leave the branch sect to hunt for prey nearby. However, on that day, three fellow disciples did not return."

"At first, various senior mentors thought they had met soul beasts and sent out large numbers of people to search in the vicinity. But there was no trace found, so this matter was left unresolved. This was just the beginning of a nightmare..."

"Over the next few days, more disciples went missing for unknown reasons. Even the几位 condensation core elders stationed at our branch sect were alarmed and used their great powers to find out where those missing disciples had gone. But…" The girl paused here, her voice cutting off as fear spread across her face.

"What happened? Don't be afraid, speak slowly," Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, sending a thin green ray into Liu Xin's forehead.

Though the Heart Refinement Method was just a simple technique, it could calm one's mind.

"They all died, and their bodies were mangled. It seemed as if they had been torn apart by some ferocious beast. The most terrifying part is that the souls of several people clearly had been taken," Lin Xuan sighed. No wonder the two girls were so scared. For cultivators, physical death was not the worst outcome; even soul scattering could be endured. But there was one thing they feared more.

That was when their essence souls fell into the hands of evil cultivators or certain beasts with strange abilities, used to refine magical treasures or make puppets to control. That was truly a situation where life and death were impossible.

"Such things happened,

"Yes, Senior, as you said, several elders vowed to find the culprit. However, matters did not improve; they worsened instead. Low-ranking disciples received strict orders not to leave the branch sect. Thinking that with the protection of our senior cultivators in this important area, the opponent might be more restrained. But over the next few days, more and more disciples went missing. Even Senior Zhaogang became a victim."

"Yes, Senior Zhaogang was a mid-Foundation Establishment stage expert who had cultivated several special techniques. His strength was greatly admired by the elders. Yet even he could not protect himself, let alone us low-ranking disciples," Liu Xin spoke while Lu Ying'er stood quietly beside her, unable to hold back and added: "Yes, Senior, I am not being bold or disrespectful, but with such incidents occurring without finding the culprit, we should move away. But they still set up our branch sect in this dangerous place and forbade us from leaving. Two senior brothers took a risk, defied the edict to temporarily avoid danger, were caught, and were branded as traitors, losing their cultivation."

"Junior sister,"

Lu Ying'er tugged at her sleeve. Regardless of what they said behind closed doors, it was still a taboo in the cultivation world.

However, Lin Xuan did not mind. He held Liu Xin close with one hand while supporting his chin with the other and pondered.

There was something suspicious about this matter. While the initial strange incidents might have been terrifying, Lin Xuan's current cultivation level didn't take them seriously. However, the reaction of several condensation core elders afterward was quite intriguing—was it unintentional or for some unknown reason?

In any case, if what these two girls said were true, it would indeed be unreasonable.

"Since the punishment is so severe,

"Yes, Senior, we have no choice but to do as we must. Every day, our fellow disciples go missing without explanation. The elders are searching for the culprit, but they might not find him before we fall victim," Liu Xin said helplessly.

"This is indeed true, but

"This…" The two girls exchanged glances, and Liu Xin hesitated before softly asking: "Is it really that dangerous?"

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. It couldn't be blamed on the girls for their lack of knowledge; with their current cultivation level, they had no chance to encounter soul beasts or ghostly entities. What they heard secondhand was unimaginable.

"Senior sister, what should we do?"

Of the two girls, Lu Ying'er was more decisive. But even this beautiful young woman frowned in uncertainty at the moment.
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The atmosphere fell silent for a moment. Lin Xuan was about to speak when his expression suddenly changed. It seemed they had found the place so quickly; even several Foundation Establishment stage cultivators could have such abilities."

The two women's spiritual senses couldn't compare to Lin Xuan, but their minds were sharp. Upon hearing this, their faces turned pale and their bodies trembled.

They hadn't expected to escape so far only to be discovered by the sect's law enforcers. Thinking of what happened to those few errant senior brothers a few days ago, both women shivered in fear.

Lin Xuan glanced at them but appeared calm. He crossed his arms behind his back and waited for their arrival.

After a moment, several streaks of light of different colors appeared from the southeast, dazzlingly bright. The destination was clearly here.

"Senior Sister, what should we do?"

Liu Xin was already in a state of shock as Lu Ying'er bit her lip but turned to Lin Xuan and bowed: "Senior, this is our sect's matter. If you have no other instructions, please leave quickly. Misunderstandings can be avoided."

Lin Xuan didn't speak, but a hint of approval flashed in his eyes. This woman could say such words; she truly understood the bigger picture.

Although their light-speed techniques couldn't match Lin Xuan, they were still quite swift. They arrived above them within just a cup of tea's time.

After the light faded, two men and one woman appeared—Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

"Ca… Ca Senior Uncle."

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin turned pale as they recognized the leading figure. Their lips lost their color.

"At last, we've found you. Hmph, how daring! You actually betrayed our Spirit Medicine Mountain," said the man named Cao, a middle-aged man in his forties with an icy expression that exuded authority without needing to be angry.

His cultivation was the highest among the three, though still somewhat unstable, having entered the late Foundation Establishment stage.

The other two were around thirty years old. One was a woman dressed in white; her appearance was ordinary but her figure was quite eye-catching.

The last one wore scholar's robes and held an open fan, giving off a dangerous vibe.

Lin Xuan frowned. He had joined Spirit Medicine Mountain for some time now, mostly keeping to himself, so he knew few people here.

These three cultivators were strangers to him.

"Salute the three senior uncles."

Lu Ying'er tugged on Liu Xin's sleeve and bowed down, filled with fear. Cao Feng, a relative of his, was the head of the Punishment Hall in one of the branch sects. Known for his ruthless nature, any trouble falling into his hands would result in severe punishment.

Seeing the two women looking pitiful, Cao Feng showed no mercy. He raised his hand and shot out a black light from his palm. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed; this person was truly vicious, intending to incapacitate both girls right away.

If it were any other time, Lin Xuan would have stood by and done nothing. Although the two women seemed pitiful, he had no intention of being a savior or showing any pity because they were women.

Lin Xuan's principle was that there was no point in getting up early if there was no profit. However, his planned scheme required these clever and agile girls, so he couldn't let them die.

He flicked his sleeves and a flame shot out, transforming into a small fire snake. It opened its mouth and swallowed the black light.

This sudden turn of events brought relief to the two women, but the three Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, including Cao Feng, looked even more grim.

"Who are you? Why do you meddle in our Spirit Medicine Mountain's affairs?"

Cao Feng spoke slowly with a chilling tone. He had already seen an unfamiliar cultivator standing beside the two girls when he arrived. Although young, this person was at the middle Foundation Establishment stage and shouldn't be underestimated.

No wonder these low-ranking disciples could escape so far within such a short time; they were cooperating with outsiders. However, despite his anger, Cao Feng hesitated due to Lin Xuan's cultivation level and didn't immediately confront him.

As long as this unknown cultivator knew his place and didn't interfere with taking the two girls back, he would be lenient.

Cao Feng believed he had given the other party face. But this kid was clearly unwise.

"Meddling? I don't mind it. If I do get involved today, what can you do about it?" Lin Xuan remained calm and ignored their hostility.

"You…"

Cao Feng's anger flared as a strange black flame appeared on his body surface. The atmosphere grew tense.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly; he naturally didn't care for several Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. However, the other party's abilities were peculiar, resembling techniques from the魔道 path. According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, Spirit Medicine Mountain, like Cloudy Mist Mountain, liked to borrow strengths but mainly practiced Daoist techniques. There shouldn't be any practitioners of the魔道 sect in their sect.

The white-robed woman and the scholar in robes stepped forward, forming a V-shape around Lin Xuan.

All three exuded a killing intent; they had no intention of letting him leave alive.

"Haha, I've never heard that Spirit Medicine Mountain people could be so domineering. May I ask which senior brother or sister you belong to? I would like to learn from you."

Lin Xuan's anger turned into laughter. He hadn't expected them to want to kill and silence him just because of a disagreement. Even Foundation Establishment stage cultivators dared to be so arrogant.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, revealing his true cultivation level. A terrifying aura rose up, the shocking spiritual pressure almost making the three gasp for air.

"Condensation Stage… Are you a Condensation Stage cultivator?"

Feeling Lin Xuan's profound spiritual sense, Cao Feng's face turned ashen white and his knees weakened; he nearly fell to his knees: "Senior, please don't be angry. It's all a misunderstanding. I dare not fight with you. These two seniors are fortunate if they've caught your attention. You can take them or use them for other purposes; it's up to you."

Lin Xuan was speechless. This guy was so terrified when he revealed his cultivation that he didn't even hear the introduction. Instead, he thought Lin Xuan was a lecherous or practiced in the术 of gathering essence.

Even if their logic held, two girls breaking sect rules couldn't be treated like trash before expulsion. How could they disregard the face of their sect?

Spirit Medicine Mountain was one of the three major forces alongside the Daoist and魔道 sects. Senior Immortal Feathers knew as well as a wily old fox. How could he accept such unworthy disciples? It seemed there were indeed issues with this occupied branch.

In just moments, Lin Xuan's mind raced through various thoughts but felt relieved instead of worried. The current situation seemed more favorable for his planned scheme.

But he couldn't act rashly; first, he needed to solve the immediate problem.

"Are you deaf or stupid? Didn't you hear what I said earlier? Look at this."

Lin Xuan finished and tapped on the storage bag, a green light flying out. It was a jade-green command token representing his identity—a symbol of his status.
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The talisman was crafted from an unknown warm jade. It was emerald green, and the patterns on it were unique, forming a simple yet ancient tripod.

"Y-Young Master!"

Upon seeing Lin Xuan, three Foundation Establishment stage cultivators instantly turned pale. They stared at him in disbelief as Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin stood there, both shocked and relieved, as if they had just woken from a dream.

Cao Feng was already drenched in sweat, bowing down to the ground with a grand salute: "Disciple pays respects to Young Master. I did not know it was you visiting. Please forgive my earlier foolish words."

The white-robed woman and the robed cultivator beside her also showed signs of shock, bowing their heads and kneeling.

Compared to secular society, the ranks in cultivation were even more strict. Disobedience from a lower rank could be a serious offense. If an opponent wanted to make things difficult for him, even his master would have difficulty pleading on his behalf.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm; he made no move or sound.

The three cultivators were alarmed and didn't care about losing face in front of juniors as they continued to beg for forgiveness.

"Enough. Get up," Lin Xuan finally spoke after a while.

"Yes, Young Master."

They were overjoyed, but the situation was still precarious. With the young master suddenly arriving at the branch sect, things could get worse when they returned and reported this to their master.

Cao Feng's eyes flashed with a strange light as he tried to stand up. But Lin Xuan spoke, his mouth emitting an eerie ray that circled around Cao Feng's neck before slicing through it like a scythe, sending blood flying everywhere and cutting off the head.

This shocking transformation left everyone present speechless.

The white-robed woman sucked in a breath of cold air, not daring to think further as she kicked her jade foot backward. She raised her hands and activated her spirit artifact, but she wasn't planning on fighting Lin Xuan; instead, she was using it for speed to escape.

The scholar robed cultivator reacted similarly, heading south while the white-robed woman went north, hoping to keep Lin Xuan from splitting his attention.

Unfortunately, they underestimated Lin Xuan's capabilities. A slight curl of his lips revealed a hint of mockery.

Green light flickered as a clear jade flute appeared before him—his Beast Soul Treasure.

Lin Xuan extended his finger and lightly tapped the green glow, causing it to expand rapidly. The two women's stunned expressions turned into horror as the flute transformed into a terrifying ten-meter-long snake with a barrel-thick body.

"Go!"

The snake's eyes glowed red as it twisted its body into a streak of emerald green light, chasing after the white-robed woman.

Lin Xuan then turned his head and glanced back. He took off a small pouch from his waist and threw it into the sky. The bag opened up, revealing a black cloud that chased after the scholar robed cultivator.

After completing these actions, Lin Xuan's hands clutched the air confidently. Two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators wouldn't escape his talismans and reanimated corpses.

He turned to look at Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin, both of whom had pale faces. It wasn't surprising; they were just beginners in cultivation with little experience compared to the brutality of this world.

It was a good lesson for them to learn early so that they could be more useful to him later.

Lin Xuan didn't speak as he stared into the distance, thinking about his long-planned scheme.

The sudden change in Lin Xuan's demeanor left the white-robed woman in shock. Facing a Core Formation stage cultivator, she had no room for侥幸 is typically left untranslated as it's a common term in Chinese. However, its meaning can be translated as "lucky escape" or "侥幸心理" (侥幸 psychology) referring to a侥幸 mindset. (侥幸 is typically left untranslated as it's a common term in Chinese. However, its meaning can be translated as "lucky escape" or "侥幸心理" (侥幸 psychology) referring to a侥幸 mindset. means侥幸 is typically left untranslated as it's a common term in Chinese. However, its meaning can be translated as "lucky escape" or "侥幸心理" (侥幸 psychology) referring to a侥幸 mindset.). To save her life, she used some secret technique to boost her cultivation, enveloping herself in a vibrant purple light and fleeing at incredible speed.

Unfortunately, as a Foundation Establishment first-stage cultivator, she didn't get far. A flash of green light revealed a terrifying ten-meter-long snake before her.

The woman's face turned pale as the snake opened its blood-stained jaws to bite down on her...

Meanwhile, the scholar robed cultivator was also in a terrible state. His escape technique wasn't particularly remarkable, and he was caught by the black cloud sooner than Cao Feng. Seeing three iron-armored reanimated corpses emerge from it, his expression shifted from shock to despair.

However, the desire for survival made him unwilling to give up. He released a pen-shaped spirit artifact in an attempt to resist, but it was futile. The reanimated corpses Lin Xuan had obtained from the Ten Thousand Mountains were not only incredibly strong and impervious to weapons; they also possessed cultivation levels above Foundation Establishment late-stage.

Even at their own level, he would lose more often than win. And since he was just a new Foundation Establishment cultivator, his chances of survival were slim.

Soon, cries of agony filled the air.

The black cloud returned, and Lin Xuan stored the Beast Soul Treasure in his storage bag.

He wasn't cruel; even killing his own sect members, but he didn't want to leave any potential threats behind.

Although the three cultivators begged for mercy, Lin Xuan saw hatred in their eyes. He couldn't let them harbor resentment against him.

Even if their cultivation levels were negligible, they still shouldn't be allowed to survive.

Danger must be eliminated before it could grow. The path of immortals was treacherous; anyone who might pose a future threat had to be removed.

Lin Xuan didn't like killing indiscriminately but would turn cold when necessary.

Moreover, the behavior of these three individuals showed that they were not virtuous. Even if they hadn’t committed numerous crimes, their actions still deserved retribution for the greater good.

Then, Lin Xuan turned his body slowly and sized up the two women. Liu Xin was visibly scared, but Lu Ying'er managed to maintain a semblance of composure.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he looked at the clever girl: "Afraid I'll kill you?"

"If Young Master intends to act now, why wait?" Lu Ying'er bowed and thanked him for saving her life. "We will remember this kindness."

"Hmph."

Lin Xuan smiled, unsure of his intentions but then turned his head slightly. "Let's go. Leave here; otherwise, someone else might come soon."

As he spoke, a small fireball appeared in his hand, instantly reducing Cao Feng's body to ashes.

"Where are we going?" The two women were shocked. Even Lu Ying'er couldn't think of any safe place after what had just happened. Hadn't Young Master mentioned that theoccupied area (occupied area) was too dangerous for such a small cultivator?

"Hmph, naturally back to the branch sect. Do you really want to defect from Spirit Medicine Mountain?" Lin Xuan's expression turned cold.

"No, of course not," Lu Ying'er waved her hand but then showed signs of hesitation: "But going back like this..."

"Relax; everything will be fine."

Lin Xuan smiled and didn't give them specific instructions. He trusted their intelligence to know what to say and what not to say.

Then, a green light enveloped Lin Xuan's body as he transformed into a glowing aura that carried the two women away, breaking through the air.
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Two women led the way. Lin Xuan naturally found his way to the branch of Spirit Medicine Mountain with ease, and it was no surprise that he encountered a team of low-grade cultivators preparing for an expedition.

Seeing his two sought-after senior sisters alongside this unfamiliar young man, the disciples were both surprised and puzzled. They gathered around him in a flash, ready to interrogate him. However, Lin Xuan had no time for such trivialities and immediately revealed his token.

Upon seeing it, their expressions turned from surprise to joy. They quickly produced a sound transmission talisman and surrounded Lin Xuan as they led him into the branch hall.

After about a cup of tea's worth of time, the light grew intense. Lin Xuan swept his divine sense across the area and found that there were actually hundreds of cultivators waiting for him.

At the forefront were two streaks of purple light, while the rest maintained a certain distance from them.

Among the hundreds of lights, about one-fifth were Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, with the rest being Flexible Spirit Period disciples. Lin Xuan frowned and wore an expression of deep thought on his face.

"Ahaha, I did not know that Young Master was visiting; my apologies for not greeting you at the entrance. Please forgive me."

The purple light approached him, revealing a man and a woman.

The man appeared to be around forty years old, with an ordinary appearance and somewhat thin frame, but he exuded a surprising aura—indeed, he was a late-stage Core Formation cultivator.

The woman looked much younger, only in her mid-twenties, though she had many crow's feet at the corners of her eyes. Her cultivation method seemed to have little effect on her appearance; it was just well-maintained.

Their levels were the same, having recently entered the middle stage of Core Formation.

From their demeanor, they appeared to be a couple practicing dual cultivation together.

"Ahaha, Elder Brother is too kind. May I ask your esteemed name?"

"I beg your pardon. I am Zhou Mian, and this is my junior sister, Cao Yue," said the thin man, who was unusually talkative, showing an extraordinary level of politeness.

Lin Xuan did not relax his vigilance despite this. He maintained a warm appearance as he chatted with them for a few moments.

"Thankfully, Young Master has returned safely. I heard you went to the Ten Thousand Mountains; our sect leader has been very concerned."

"I thank you for your concern. How is my revered senior?" Lin Xuan wore a smile on his face.

"Of course, Senior Brother Tongyu is well. Not only is he in good health, but his cultivation has greatly advanced. He's preparing to form an infant," Zhou Mian said with an involuntary look of envy.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly showed a relieved expression. Senior Brother Tongyu, that old fox, had always been a prodigy with exceptional talent; it was expected that he would eventually become an Immortal Core cultivator someday.

However, the way they addressed him made Lin Xuan feel slightly awkward as he shook his head.

Speaking of cultivation rules in the world of cultivators, they were vastly different from those in secular martial arts—strength and power held sway. Even seniority followed this rule.

At the same level, one was considered a peer; when their cultivation improved, so did their seniority.

Thus, it often happened that disciples who entered together would initially be on equal footing but years later found themselves as junior or senior brothers.

Of course, there were exceptions, such as Lin Xuan and Senior Brother Tongyu, who had formally undergone the拜师ritual. Even if Lin Xuan became a Core Formation cultivator like him, he still needed to address him as teacher.

Under their escort, Lin Xuan entered the branch hall. To his surprise, there was no禁制, which explained why he felt no spiritual energy upon arrival. He frowned but did not speak.

"Senior Brother Zhou, are you and Senior Sister Cao the only Core Formation cultivators here?"

"Not exactly; Zheng Junior Brother is also present. A few days ago, we discovered a potential location for treasure, so Zheng went with some others."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. After entering the branch hall, they dispersed the other disciples and led him to a beautiful pavilion.

"Young Master, this place cannot compare to Spirit Medicine Mountain; it is rather simple and lacks good spiritual veins. Please forgive us for its shortcomings," Zhou Mian said with a bow, expressing some regret.

"I thank you, esteemed couple. It's no trouble at all; I am merely staying here temporarily."

"Temporarily? Is Young Master in a hurry to leave?"

"Of course. I have been away from the sect for a long time and will rest for one day before returning to Spirit Medicine Mountain," Lin Xuan glanced at them: "By the way, those two girls who came with me are said to have violated our sect's rules. They seem quite lively and obedient; perhaps we met by fate. Elder Brother, could you give them a chance?"

"Aha, Young Master, that is nothing. A small matter indeed; how could I not show you favor?" Zhou Mian was taken aback but then waved his hand generously: "Young Master, if there's anything else you need, just say the word."

"Nothing more," Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Since so, my esteemed couple can leave me to rest. Goodbye for now."

"The esteemed couple may go as well."

Lin Xuan bowed in farewell. However, when their figures disappeared, his expression turned serious. This branch hall indeed had issues; although the two masked it well, Lin Xuan's divine sense was far beyond what they anticipated.

He sensed an eerie aura emanating from them—neither like that of a monster nor a ghost. What exactly it was, Lin Xuan could not say for sure.

But he had carefully examined their spiritual platforms and found them clear and responsive, showing no signs of possession by any other entity.

Yet this anomaly required explanation. After a moment's silence, a hint of mockery appeared at the corner of his mouth. It was indeed tricky but nothing to fear with his cultivation level; it might even be an opportunity.

Lin Xuan looked up at the pavilion in front of him. It was a two-story building, elegant and unique, constructed from an unknown white stone. If placed in the secular world, it would rival the luxurious residences of emperors.

The surrounding environment was beautiful but lacked spiritual veins, making it an excellent place for cultivation if not for that issue.

Lin Xuan stepped inside and released his divine sense to thoroughly search the entire pavilion. He found no abnormalities; Zhou Mian had indeed been clever enough not to make a move that would alert others.

With a flick of his sleeve, several array flags appeared in his hand. Lin Xuan skillfully set them around the pavilion, creating an array formation that made it his private domain.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief as he closed his eyes and began meditating. According to his initial plan, the first thing he would do upon arriving at the branch hall was visit the treasure vault. The Spirit Cloud Mountain had received so many heavenly treasures; their sect's gains were likely substantial too. The Nine Day Bright Moon Ring was missing only two materials, which were not particularly rare.

However, given the current situation, he needed to address the immediate problem first. Otherwise, even if he obtained the treasures, he would have no peace to focus on cultivation.

With that thought, Lin Xuan continued his meditation.
第三卷 幽州乱 第四百五十八章 巫术神通与血契

林轩与陆盈儿、刘芯签订血契的过程，不仅展示了他对这两个少女的信任和重视，同时也揭示了他作为少门主的深思熟虑。通过这一系列的操作，林轩不仅获得了两个潜在的得力助手，还为未来的势力扩张打下了基础。

从这段描述中可以看出，林轩对修仙界的规则有着深刻的理解，并且善于利用这些规则来达到自己的目的。他对陆盈儿和刘芯提出的条件看似苛刻，实则充满了智慧——既保证了自己的安全，又给了她们足够的安全感，从而让她们心甘情愿地成为他的手下。

此外，通过签订血契，林轩不仅获得了两人的精魂作为控制手段，还利用这个机会进一步了解了她们的资质和潜力。这为他未来指导她们修炼提供了依据，也为他未来的势力扩张打下了坚实的基础。

总的来说，这段情节展示了林轩作为一个修仙者在复杂人际关系中的智慧与谋略，同时也揭示了修仙界中人与人之间关系的微妙之处。
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林轩的计划，不仅限于收服低阶修士和收集丹方，还包括开设秘店来暗中收集废丹。这显示了他深思熟虑的战略眼光。

首先，林轩利用陆盈儿与刘芯两位丫头作为桥梁，为她们提供了顶级功法、灵药以及灵器等丰厚的资源。这些举动不仅让两女感激不尽，也展示了林轩对低阶修士的重视和对他们潜力的认可。通过这种方式，他可以更好地控制这两名弟子，并在未来利用她们进行一些秘密行动。

其次，关于收集丹方的计划，林轩认为这是提升自身修为的关键之一。虽然他拥有蓝色星海这一独特优势，但要达到更高的境界，还需要更多珍贵的丹药和灵药作为辅助。通过开设秘店来收购散落在修仙界各处的上古丹方，可以为未来提供更多的修炼资源。

最后，在收集废丹方面，林轩敏锐地察觉到正魔大战后，各大门派可能会减少与灵药山的合作，转而自力更生。这将导致他失去一个重要的废丹来源。因此，通过秘店来暗中收集这些废丹，可以确保自己在炼制珍贵丹药时有足够的材料。

综上所述，林轩的计划涵盖了多个方面：收服低阶修士、收集珍贵丹方和废丹等。这些举措不仅有助于提升自身实力，也为未来的发展奠定了坚实的基础。
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Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before closing his eyes and sinking his spirit into the jade cylinder, continuing to contemplate the secret technique he had obtained from the Moon Clan.

Seeing this, Yue'er also became obedient and started meditating. After all, improving their strength was the most important thing right now.

---

Meanwhile, the two Condensation Core Elders returned to their lairs.

"Senior Brother, there's no problem; Lin Xuan suddenly appearing here might not discover our secret," said a female cultivator named Cao Yue with a frown and concern in her voice.

"Humph! It is indeed despicable. We managed to get rid of that Zheng, but now the Young Master has come back," Zhou Mian gritted his teeth, his face twisted into a sinister expression.

"Or should we follow their example and deal with him?" Cao Yue's usually pretty face was now filled with murderous intent as she spoke, though her words were cut short.

"No. Lin Xuan is different from Zheng; he is the senior disciple of Senior Tuanyu. We cannot risk alerting the sect," Zhou Mian shook his head. "Lin Xuan said that he will leave after resting for a few days. Even if the Sage Sovereign is eager to revive, this delay should be tolerable."

"Let's hope so!" Cao Yue muttered softly, her frown deepening as she spoke.

"But what about him being here? We can't send our low-rank disciples to the Sage Sovereign for blood sacrifice," Cao Yue hesitated before continuing. "If something goes wrong..."

"I understand your concerns, but if anything happens, we will have to explain it to the Sage Sovereign," Zhou Mian sighed. "Lin Xuan said he would leave after resting. The Sage Sovereign is eager to revive, but a few more days should be bearable."

"Still, it's risky." Cao Yue remained silent for a moment before continuing. "Our abilities are limited; we can't force anything. But this time, with the order from Senior Tuanyu, we came here to establish a branch temple and happened to meet the Sage Sovereign..."

Zhou Mian's voice grew low as he reminisced. Three months ago, they had led a group of disciples into the occupied area, establishing branch temples like other sects in hopes of gathering scattered materials and crystals.

Their task was entrusted to them, their wife, and a fellow disciple named Zheng.

To avoid trouble, they built the temple in this remote location without any spirit veins.

They thought there would be nothing related to cultivation here. However, during an unexpected outing, Cao Yue and Zhou Mian discovered a strange cave that might have been an ancient cultivator's site.

---

The couple was overjoyed at the prospect of such a rare opportunity. Ancient cultivators had far greater abilities than those in their time; if they could find any precious medicines or treasures...

After thorough preparations, Cao Yue and Zhou Mian ventured into the cave to search for treasure.

However, all they found inside was an enormous coffin.

The coffin was sealed with many talismans as though something dangerous was imprisoned within.

Seeing this, both Zhou Mian and Cao Yue exchanged glances. As Condensation Core cultivators, they knew that whatever was in the coffin might be dangerous.

But as the saying goes, "For gold, one risks life." Despite their reservations, they decided to open the coffin to see what lay inside.

They hoped it would be a monster whose lifespan had run out and left behind some treasures. While this thought wasn't entirely wrong, it was driven by too much greed.

Before opening the coffin, both activated their talismans and prepared to use earth transmigration talismans if necessary.

Despite their preparations, the scene inside shocked them.

Inside lay a mummified corpse.

But it wasn't just any corpse; the upper half resembled that of a human, while the lower half was that of a beast. It seemed as though some strange technique had fused the two together.

The couple was stunned, but even more terrifyingly, the monster's body, which should have been dried up and lifeless, suddenly came to life after the seal was broken.

Terrified, they used their talismans to attack. However, despite its apparent weakness, the monster possessed incredible abilities, defeating them in a fierce battle. Using some unknown technique, it even rendered their earth transmigration talismans ineffective, capturing and subduing them.

The couple was terrified but had no choice but to wait for death. Surprisingly, the monster did not kill them; instead, he proposed a deal.

Under duress, they agreed. The monster then revealed his identity: an ancient Incarnation Realm cultivator.

Hearing this, Cao Yue and Zhou Mian exchanged glances, though their disbelief was evident in their eyes. It was hard to believe that even an Incarnation Realm cultivator's lifespan would only be a thousand years.

The monster sneered at their ignorance; he knew the power of his secret technique far better than they did.

He was indeed an Incarnation Realm cultivator and one feared by all, known for his mastery of various dark arts. One of his most powerful techniques involved fusing himself with that of a beast to combine the strengths of both.

However, this method required great skill, almost bordering on madness. Despite its drawbacks, he had managed to achieve it after capturing an exceptionally strong three-stage beast and undergoing a long period of seclusion.

For the Blood Sovereign, once his technique was perfected, his power would skyrocket, and with his fusion, his lifespan could be extended by several centuries, giving him a chance at ascending. He didn't mind looking like a monster; he had already been shunned by others.

Despite his ambitions, his luck was poor. Just as the critical moment of fusion approached, an enemy appeared.

Although he had set up many barriers around his lair, they were no match for the foe. Forced to fight, he managed to defeat it but suffered severe injuries in the process. The abrupt termination of the fusion caused his spirit energy to begin a backlash.

Most cultivators would have gone mad from this, but the old monster's knowledge was extensive. In such dire circumstances, he devised a method to fake death for healing.

He sealed himself within a puppet body while entering a state of apparent death, slowly recovering over decades before reviving through his puppet.

However, fate had other plans. His spirit energy gradually regained consciousness and fled, leaving the once-powerful Blood Sovereign trapped in the coffin for millions of years.

Despite this, his fake-death technique was so powerful that it shielded him from aging, allowing him to remain seemingly dead until Zhou Mian and Cao Yue awakened him recently.

---

The explanation of what happened was too complex to be explained in a few words. The old monster had no time or inclination to elaborate further.

Zhou Mian and Cao Yue were wary; despite their apparent strength, the old monster's true condition was dire. After a million years of slumber, he had fully recovered from his injuries but his body was now severely decayed. His victory over them was a quick one, using up all remaining energy.

Now, in this state, rest would not help him recover; thus, the cunning Blood Sovereign turned his gaze towards Zhou Mian and Cao Yue.
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林轩决定冒险修炼这门《毒焰》秘术，原因在于他需要一个既能展示实力又能用来对付特定目标的手段。百毒神君留下的绝毒丹虽然危险，but there was a much greater secret behind it。

### 林轩的决定

林轩在阁楼中继续参悟《毒焰》秘术，and decided to take the risk to cultivate。Moon'er asked worriedly on the side for the reason，林轩解释说这不仅仅是因为毒焰的强大威力，还有其他更重要的理由。他需要一个既能展示实力又能用来对付特定目标的手段。

### Moon'er's curiosity

月儿虽然不解，但还是关心地提醒林轩不要冒不必要的风险，and suggested that he could seek other methods to face challenges。but Lin Xuan firmly convinced her，表示他已经下定决心要修炼这门秘术。

### Lin Xuan's plan

林轩决定先从简单的步骤开始练习，gradually familiarize oneself with the usage of toxic flames。他首先尝试将绝毒丹包裹在灵力中，can one ensure not to be harmed by toxicity。经过多次试验后，他终于掌握了基本的方法，并且开始进一步深入修炼。

### Moon'er's support

尽管担心，but seeing Lin Xuan's determination and efforts，月儿最终还是选择了支持他的决定。她帮助林轩准备所需的材料，并且时刻关注着他的进展。

### 林轩的突破

经过一段时间的努力，林轩终于成功地将绝毒丹与本命真火融合，initially mastered《毒焰》basic application methods。he began to conduct experiments in a safe environment，确保不会出现意外情况。

### future plans

随着对《毒焰》秘术的掌握越来越熟练，林轩开始考虑如何在未来使用这一技能来应对各种挑战和危险。他知道这不仅是一门强大的法术，and a way of survival as well。

### conclusion

通过这次修炼经历，林轩不仅增强了自己的实力，还学会了approach unknown risks with greater caution。他明白，在这个充满变数的世界里，only by constantly improving oneself，才能在危机四伏的修仙道路上走得更远。

最终，林轩成功掌握了《毒焰》秘术，并且为未来可能遇到的各种挑战做好了准备。他的决心和努力也得到了Moon'er's support与认可，their relationship thus became even closer。
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If it were merely to covet the power of Toxic Flame, I indeed didn't need to risk so much. But if one were to retreat out of fear, a heart demon would be left behind. And once there's a flaw in one’s mental state, it could greatly hinder future cultivation," Lin Xuan said with a serious expression.

"Indeed." Mo'er nodded: "Then Young Master must be careful."

"This is natural. I've calculated that while consuming the Absolute Poison Pill is dangerous, following the method recorded in the jade cylinder should give me over 70% success."

"Only 70%?"

"Haha, Mo'er, don't be so greedy. Seventy percent is already quite high. After all, this pill contains剧毒 that even an advanced婴灵 would fear to some degree. How could one expect to learn such a heaven-defying technique without taking any risks? I have my reasons."

"Then the maidservant wishes Young Master good luck on his success."

"I thank you for your kind words."

A smile played at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips as he reached into his storage pouch and tapped it. A flash of purple light appeared, and an antique-looking small tripod floated up.

The tripod wasn't large but had a graceful design, entirely purple in color with a carved dragon on its surface that seemed lifelike. It was the treasure stolen from Bichun Mountain.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he placed it on his knees and began to cultivate, restoring his depleted magical energy. The process was quick; after an hour, he returned to his peak state.

Time was of the essence. Lin Xuan took out a grain-sized Absolute Poison Pill from his pouch. It was black in color with a faint aroma emanating from it.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan placed it in his mouth. As soon as it touched his tongue, a layer of eerie black mist appeared on his face.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grave as he sat cross-legged and formed hand seals over his legs. He took a deep breath and used the inner vision technique to observe what was happening inside him.

After consuming the pill, Lin Xuan wrapped it with magical energy and slowly moved it to his dantian (energy core).

There was no other choice; this was where cultivators stored their life force. Only by using the purest essence of one's own life force could he temporarily suppress the poison.

Unlike the energy in the meridians, the energy in the dantian was deeper and purer, resembling a vast starry sky with a lake at its center—the source of his magical energy. Above the lake, a golden core rotated, exchanging energy with the lake below.

The process was endless, ceaseless—this was the source of a cultivator's power.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan smiled in satisfaction as he formed hand seals and released thousands of green threads from the lake to wrap around the pill.

He had done this before when it was still in his mouth, but the purity of the energy wasn't enough; the poison continued to leak out.

However, here, within the dantian, with minimal effort, those energy threads wrapped the pill into a round ball.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. The first step had been successful.

But this was just the beginning. The next steps were crucial and challenging. Lin Xuan's hands moved swiftly as he recited ancient incantations from the jade cylinder, collecting and refining the poison within his body.

The process was slow and arduous, even painful, but it wasn't difficult for Lin Xuan; learning the Yin-Yang Technique had been much harder.

Most importantly, there could be no mistakes.

Once he finished refining the poison, Lin Xuan controlled the green threads to create a tiny opening in the pill.

The pill had already melted, and a black mist like ink began to escape from it.

Lin Xuan remained calm as he used magical energy to seal the gap. He continued using this method to refine the poison.

Though simple to describe, this process was extremely difficult. Lin Xuan spent two days completely refining the pill.

Two days of non-stop effort were not unusual for a cultivator, but the mental strain was significant. Lin Xuan's face showed signs of fatigue, but the black mist had vanished without trace.

"Young Master, are you alright?"

Mo'er's concerned voice came from behind him as he turned to see her beautiful face.

"Just a bit tired," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Tired? Then rest for a while."

"No, not now." Lin Xuan shook his head unexpectedly.

"Why?" Mo'er asked in confusion.

"Although I successfully refined the Absolute Poison Pill using the method from the jade cylinder, the poison hasn't been completely removed. It's just temporarily prevented from harming my body. If left unchecked, who knows what changes might occur."

"What should we do then?"

"It's simple; continue cultivating and incorporate it into the pure yang flames of the Perfect Yang Pill naturally."

Lin Xuan closed his eyes for a brief rest before lifting his hands. His right hand palm glowed with a pale silver flame, while his left hand emitted a thick black mist like ink.

The natural fragrance from the poison was strong enough to make even low-grade灵动期 cultivators faint just by smelling it.

Lin Xuan lowered his head and examined his hands, showing signs of hesitation but not giving up. He had invested too much effort; quitting now would be a waste.

He took a deep breath as magical energy flowed through him. His hands moved closer until they were only a few inches apart. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's hand trembled, and the poison mist and silver flames collided in front of his chest.

At this moment, Lin Xuan's expression turned grave. He waved his hands like butterflies, injecting various colored magical energy into the poison mist and flames.

Sizzle...

The poison mist and silver flames began to merge but seemed incompatible, as if they were fighting each other.

Even thin black lightning appeared between them.

The silver flames were dyed black, while the poison mist glowed with a silvery light, making it look extremely strange. However, seeing this, Lin Xuan was delighted and continued injecting more magical energy.

The method of merging poison and fire from the jade cylinder had several options for cultivators to choose based on their circumstances, offering great flexibility. The one Lin Xuan chose required a lot of effort but was relatively safe.

Safety was first; as long as he didn't exhaust his magical energy, which was far purer than that of ordinary cultivators at the same level due to his Blue Star Sea and various medicinal pills, it would be fine.

Taking advantage of this break, Lin Xuan tapped his storage pouch and took out several differently shaped jade bottles. He opened them and poured in a variety of medicinal pills.

Only someone like Lin Xuan, who possessed the Blue Star Sea, dared to cultivate in such a luxurious manner.

After swallowing numerous pills, his depleted magical energy began to regenerate. Lin Xuan used inner vision to observe the changes within his dantian; though half the lake's energy was gone, it started replenishing itself.

Lin Xuan took another deep breath and continued converting his magical energy into ancient spells, injecting them into the poison mist and silver flames.

The process lasted for an entire day. Mo'er stared at him without blinking as he worked hard to complete the fusion. Now, a fist-sized flame appeared before Lin Xuan, but its color was strange—neither the original silver nor the black of the poison!
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"Is this the toxic flame described in those ancient fragments, Master Young Lord?"

Moon looked at the small flame before her with curiosity. Apart from its unusual color, it didn't seem to have any extraordinary power.

"Not bad, this is indeed the Green Illusion Obscuring Flame."

Lin Xuan smiled and nodded slightly, then opened his mouth to inhale the flame.

"But…" Moon's lips parted but she hesitated.

"Stupid girl, what are you still holding back? Don't you think it's not as magical as the legends say?"

"Mm," Moon nodded awkwardly.

"Haha, of course. I only refined a single Poison Pill and incorporated it into the flame. The power is naturally limited. Although I said this secret technique has dangers but doesn't require much time, do you really believe such an extraordinary divine power can be achieved in just a few days?"

"Haha, my lady servant is too impatient," Moon blushed as she stuck out her tongue. "How long will it take?"

"It's hard to say exactly, but at least we need to fully refine this Poison Pill before seeing any progress."

After Lin Xuan finished speaking, he closed his eyes again.

Moon smiled and stopped pestering him, starting to focus on her own practice.

...

Lin Xuan's activities were naturally reported back to Cao Yue and Zhou Mian by spies. The couple was stunned but Zhou Mian smirked after some thought.

This young master indeed has deep scheming. He wants us to wait until he makes a mistake?

Zhou Mian thought to himself, not believing that Lin Xuan was truly practicing.

Since Lin Xuan arrived at the branch sect, the strange incidents that had caused such panic among the low-rank cultivators suddenly stopped. They were both relieved and grateful for his help. A dozen days passed, but Lin Xuan's pavilion remained tightly closed, causing Zhou Mian some anxiety, though he was still patient.

...

A month later, nothing had changed, and Zhou Mian began to feel restless.

Two months later…

"Senior Brother, we can't keep waiting like this. Although we've sent some commoners, without the blood and essence of cultivators, His Excellency's cultivation cannot recover. Without him infusing demonic energy, not only can I not practice the Demonic Infant Art, but I feel my own qi…"

"It's as if it's boiling inside me, about to turn me into a demon?" Zhou Mian's face was grim as he spoke coldly.

"Senior Brother, you're also affected?" Cao Yue's expression turned even more gloomy.

"Mm," Zhou Mian nodded. "It seems we can't delay any longer. No matter what the young master is up to, starting tomorrow, we'll stick to our original plan."

"But if he discovers us…" Cao Yue showed a hint of worry on her face.

"Now's not the time for such concerns. I didn't want to alert him at first, but look how he refuses to leave. If this fails, we can just deal with him," Zhou Mian said with a sneer.

"Killing Lin Xuan, Senior Brother, won't you fear retaliation from Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

"Humph, although he's the young master, this is still occupied territory. Even if Spirit Medicine Mountain is powerful, they can't interfere here. Besides, His Excellency will have recovered his strength by then. With his abilities, even a Supreme Demon Lord would be inferior to him. With him as our support, we needn't fear Spirit Medicine Mountain," Zhou Mian seemed confident in his plan. "Once my wife and I master the Demonic Infant Art, we'll be safe."

Seeing her husband's excitement, Cao Yue felt uneasy but had no other choice. She sighed and agreed.

Thus, sixty days after Lin Xuan closed himself off for practice, the once revitalized Spirit Medicine Mountain branch sect was again shrouded in terror.

One night, two external disciples went missing without a trace.

The next day, three low-rank cultivators were found completely drained of blood and essence in their rooms, as if they had been sucked dry by some dark magic.

Everyone was shocked. Two Condensation Core Elders "were both alarmed and angry." After a thorough search, nothing was found, just like before.

Orders were given to all disciples not to leave the premises.

However, on the third day, something even more terrifying happened. Not only low-rank cultivators but also high-rank ones were targeted; three senior brothers of the base foundation stage met their end, with their essences taken and their bodies torn apart as if by beasts.

Fear spread like a plague through the branch sect…

...

A few dozen miles away in an uninhabited mountain.

This mountain was barren, devoid of life. Yet, within its depths, there was a cave that seemed unremarkable from the outside but was surprisingly spacious, stretching over a thousand feet wide.

"His Excellency, you need blood sacrifices. I brought him here as instructed, so why do you have to dispatch your avatar and go on a killing spree? It's too conspicuous," Zhou Mian's expression was respectful, but his tone betrayed some dissatisfaction.

Before him stood a monstrous figure, half-human, half-animal, with a sinister appearance that seemed like an ancient demon. This was the Blood Demon Lord.

Compared to when he first emerged from his seal, this old monster looked much healthier, no longer so emaciated. However, it would take a lot of blood to return him to his peak condition.

"Humph, what do you know? Bringing the sacrifice unconscious here is indeed simpler and less conspicuous. But the effect of blood sacrifices is twice as powerful."

"Why?" Zhou Mian frowned, clearly puzzled.

"Humph, this is a ritual for blood sacrifices. Do you think just devouring their essence and flesh will suffice? I can't explain it in detail, but this step cannot be skipped."

Zhou Mian and Cao Yue exchanged glances; the demon arts of this old monster were truly bizarre.

"Enough, no more talk," the Blood Demon Lord frowned before his expression softened. "I know you've been troubled, but I'll compensate you both."

As he spoke, countless demonic mists and ghostly energies emerged from his body. Zhou Mian and Cao Yue didn't react with fear; instead, they were pleased. Soon, both of them were enveloped by the demonic mist, appearing like large black cocoons.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had finally completed his practice. He stretched out his hand, revealing a small flame still about the size of an egg. Compared to its initial pale green color, this flame was now much darker, truly the Green Illusion Obscuring Flame.

Of course, it was only at a minor stage of completion.

But Lin Xuan was very satisfied. This had taken less time than he originally planned for refining the entire Poison Pill, thanks to his increased proficiency from the first one. Although just at a minor stage, he believed its power would surpass that of those old monsters' infant flames and even have an advantage due to its attributes.

Now, Lin Xuan finally had his own trump card.

PS: I'm truly sorry; my head hurts so much today. I'll make it up with three updates tomorrow! (I promise!)
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Not far from this small hill, scattered pavilions were haphazardly placed. In contrast to the residences, they appeared rather shabby and crude, mostly constructed by using nearby soil and then applying petrification techniques.

Due to the recent resurgence of terrifying incidents, the sect hall was filled with unease. The two senior masters had issued strict orders prohibiting anyone from leaving. Even when gathered together, people felt no sense of security at all.

Thus, various protective barriers and restrictions were set up around the stone houses where everyone resided, creating a dazzling array that left one dizzy. Unfortunately, it was unclear how effective these measures truly were.

In one of the nearby stone houses, two young women were seated cross-legged in meditation.

The room was quiet, with faint insect sounds audible from outside. Half an hour passed before both women exhaled and opened their eyes.

"Senior Sister, the effects of this middle-grade pill are truly incredible; I've already advanced to the late stage of Flexible Spirit Period in just two months," said the girl on the left, a plump-faced teenager around seventeen or eighteen years old. Her appearance was not extraordinary but charming nonetheless.

"Yes, it's not just the pills—Lord Young Master’s cultivation techniques are far more powerful than those taught by our sect. Our progress over these past two months has been truly breathtaking," said Lu Ying'er, smoothing her hair and speaking with a sense of reflection. She had already reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period; she only needed to refine her mana further before attempting Foundation Establishment.

Recalling the past, it seemed like a dream, and Lin Xuan was even more grateful for his help.

"But I still don't understand why Lord Young Master, with such power, would befriend us two little girls," said Liu Xin, sounding puzzled.

"Indeed, I’m not sure either. But judging by his expression, he will likely entrust important tasks to us in the future. For now, we should focus on enhancing our cultivation."

After Lu Ying'er spoke, she continued her efforts. Lord Young Master had once advised that while pills could greatly assist one's progress, hard work was essential for a long journey on the path of immortals.

With such opportunities before them, they must seize them tightly.

The stone house fell silent again.

However, not long after, a muffled sound came from outside. The two women were startled and opened their eyes simultaneously. Liu Xin's face showed signs of alarm: "Senior Sister..."

"Shh!"

Lu Ying'er was much more composed. She flicked her left hand, and a silver-shimmering talisman slid into her palm.

Almost at the same time, the stone door silently cracked open, allowing a cloud of black mist to enter and coalesce into a demonic cloud with a diameter of about ten feet.

Seeing this, Lu Ying'er raised an eyebrow without hesitation. She waved her slender hand, and the silver talisman ignited on its own, transforming into a half-circular blue light shield that protected them both.

"Ah?"

A surprised hiss came from within the demonic cloud. The cloud churned violently, enveloping the protective barrier with fierce, sinister winds...

But the barrier was incredibly sturdy; upon contact, the demonic cloud was repelled and could not harm them in any way.

This caused a series of angry roars from within the demonic cloud. Liu Xin and Lu Ying'er breathed a sigh of relief, greatly grateful to Lord Young Master. With their intelligence, they easily deduced that this creature was the culprit behind the bloodshed at the sect hall.

However, their hearts raced again in an instant.

After swirling and trembling for a while, the demonic cloud condensed into a terrifying monster about ten feet tall, with a green face and sharp fangs, trailing a long tail. It looked like a fearsome ghost.

This was actually the avatar of Blood Demon Sovereign; his main body had not recovered yet and could not leave the ancient cave, but he could send out avatars to devour cultivators' essence blood.

Unluckily for him, this avatar found two girls.

Although convenient, the avatar's intelligence had not been awakened. Otherwise, seeing a mere Flexible Spirit Period cultivator using a grade-D spirit talisman would have raised suspicions.

But at that moment, it ignored all else and opened its bloody maw, spewing out something dark.

This thing let out a shrill howl; it was two forked heads of a ghost, fiercely piercing the protective barrier.

The girls were terrified but could do nothing. They did not know what this monster was, but their demonic essence cultivation was only at the early Condensation Core stage. With such weak power, they couldn’t even hope to fight back.

Though helpless, they could only wait for reinforcements.

Fortunately, the grade-D spirit talisman given by Lord Young Master was no ordinary item. Under the frenzied attacks of the forked heads, although its color gradually faded, it managed to hold on.

This greatly agitated the avatar, who growled incessantly. Suddenly, it made a hand gesture and recalled the forked heads. However, the ferocious light in its eyes did not diminish but grew even more menacing.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin exchanged glances, both inwardly calling for trouble. With such a huge disparity in strength, they had no choice.

The avatar sneered, extending its two dark ghost claws to dance wildly before it while emitting demonic energy mixed with bloodlight.

Under the girls' shocked gazes, this treasure began to change; not only did it grow and stretch to ten feet, but at the end of each forked head, a skull about the size of a fist appeared.

This skull had horns like those of a goat on its top, and although its eyes were hollow, they glowed with green ghostlight.

A terrifying demonic aura filled the air, suffocating one's breath.

The avatar’s mouth curled into a cruel smile as it pointed a finger. The forked heads were about to descend.

But just then, light flashed from another side of the room. A beautiful and charming young woman appeared in mid-air. Seeing the shocking dark cloud, she showed no fear but instead leaped eagerly. She rubbed her hands together and took out a small black flag.

This flag looked unremarkable, but with a gentle wave, it underwent a surprising transformation, emitting countless dark mists and spirits that far surpassed the avatar's abilities.

"Quickly!"

Moon’s hands moved like butterflies, forming several hand seals. A green light shot forth.

The ghost mists instantly condensed into shape, flying out to form several black serpents over seven feet long, viciously wrapping around the avatar and forked heads.

Suddenly, even though the avatar's intelligence was not awakened, it showed signs of panic as its eyes flashed with ferocity. It waved its hands wildly, producing a series of whistling sounds. Green claw shadows appeared before him.

The scene was extremely impressive, but Moon remained indifferent, her lips curling into a mischievous smirk. She waved her hand again, forming an unusual seal.

Bang!

Before the black serpents could touch the claw shadows, they exploded on their own, turning into countless threads that wrapped around the avatar and forked heads!
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Da Li was greatly alarmed. However, the distance was so close that he had no time to react. He was wrapped up tightly, like a huge bundle of bamboo.

Moon smiled and continued to change her hand seal. A bottomless black hole appeared on the surface of the demon banner, with dark energy surging within it.

"Seal!"

A streak of black light flew out from inside, enveloping Da Li before being sucked into the banner.

The two young ladies in the protective barrier were stunned as they watched Moon's swift victory. It took only a blink for her to subdue and contain this terrifying monster.

Liu Xin did not need to ask; even Lu Ying'er, with her calm demeanor, was visibly moved. Although she didn't know the origin of that sky-piercing entity, its cultivation and power were comparable to a condensation core cultivator. Yet it had been easily destroyed in just three strikes.

Da Li felt as if he were still in a dream, filled with respect for this beautiful young woman who seemed younger than him.

He opened his mouth to thank her but suddenly changed expression, growing tense again.

"Senior Sister, what's wrong?" Liu Xin was puzzled by the sudden change.

Lu Ying'er's face turned pale and she could not speak. This girl who had saved them had no shadow—could it be...

Her lips quivered. Could it be that the tiger was driven out of one door only to enter through another?

"Haha, seems like my identity has been revealed. Shall I submit and serve Your Majesty? Or..." Moon's words were cut off by a sudden cry of pain as she rubbed her head.

Lin Xuan walked in slowly, glaring at the mischievous girl: "Really, playing around isn't appropriate for this occasion. Why not find another time?"

"Ugh," Moon stuck out her tongue and made a silly face.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin were still stunned but could see that the ghostly young lady was their ally rather than an enemy. They removed the protective barrier and greeted Lin Xuan politely.

"Yes, get up!" Lin Xuan looked at the two girls and nodded. "Good work. I'm not disappointed. Your cultivation has improved significantly."

"Your servant will not slack off."

Lu Ying'er said this while glancing at the ghostly young lady beside Lin Xuan, feeling even more respect for her master.

Though they had only been in the realm of immortals for a short time, as disciples of a famous sect, their knowledge was extensive. They heard that no one in the entire Youzhou region, except for the first person in the magical arts—Old Monster at mid-stage condensation core—had a ghost pet.

Considering Lin Xuan's generous gifts and his extraordinary wealth, it was clear he was far beyond an ordinary condensation core cultivator. Their choice had been correct, and they felt a surge of joy.

This was natural human emotion. Although they had signed the master-servant contract with Lin Xuan, their actions were not driven by gratitude or the infamous turtle qi; rather, they sought to rely on a powerful patron due to their mediocre资质.

Lin Xuan's conditions appealed to them. The original status as the young lord of Spirit Medicine Mountain and mid-stage condensation core cultivator was already sufficient, but he had more tricks up his sleeve. Seeing that one of his ghost pets was also at the condensation core stage, Lu Ying'er felt a flutter in her heart.

If he could do it, why couldn't she? She was satisfied with being a base foundation cultivator, but following this master, there might be hope for reaching condensation core!

Her heartbeat quickened as excitement filled her eyes. Lin Xuan's spiritual sense picked up on these changes.

Interesting, I didn't expect such an active and ambitious girl.

Lin Xuan smiled faintly, ignoring her, instead pulling out a jade bottle from his pocket and tossing it to the young lady: "Ying'er, your progress has been faster than expected. In just two months, you've reached the peak of the flexible spirit period. This bottle contains some essence liquid that will purify your cultivation energy, greatly aiding base foundation."

"Thank you, Master," Lu Ying'er was overjoyed and bowed deeply.

Lin Xuan smiled without replying, turning to another young lady: "Xin'er, your progress is good but needs more effort."

"Yes!"

Liu Xin appeared bashful as she respectfully saluted.

Lin Xuan glanced outside. The puppet's arrival had clearly been silent due to a soundproofing禁制, so the chaos inside was unnoticed by those around them.

Fortunately, he had made some minor adjustments in the talismans given to them, allowing him to arrive just in time.

This was good; it saved him from unnecessary trouble.

As Lin Xuan returned his gaze to the two young ladies, he said: "Recently, I've been preoccupied with matters and haven't provided guidance. Any questions or difficulties you face during cultivation can be discussed now."

"Thank you, Master."

The two girls exchanged glances, feeling both surprised and delighted. Hearing advice from a high-ranking cultivator could save them many detours.

Previously, they had such opportunities each month, but the elders who taught were only at the base foundation stage; their knowledge was far inferior to that of this master.

"Master, about the soft water technique..."

"Master, during my recent cultivation..."

"Don't worry, take your time. Although I'm busy, I can spare a few hours," Lin Xuan smiled, pleased with their eagerness.

...

By the time Lin Xuan left the stone house where the two girls resided, it was early morning and the sun had risen above the horizon.

Many disciples were already out for physical training. Cultivation wasn't just about energy refinement; even though humans didn't need to exercise as much as beasts, a weak body would limit one's cultivation depth.

Despite recent terrifying incidents at the branch temple, the low-ranking disciples now seemed more relaxed. Murders always occurred at night, but never during the day.

More people were gathering, but Lin Xuan's high cultivation prevented him from being noticed as he silently moved outside.

"Master, it wasn't just me who noticed—Moon said that Lu Ying'er's eyes revealed her ambition," Moon's voice suddenly echoed in his mind after they reached an empty area. She seemed hesitant and had taken a long time to speak up.

Lin Xuan was surprised but smiled. He didn't expect such subtle observation from this innocent and adorable girl!
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Miss Lin, I am not trying to provoke you. Moon'er grew a bit anxious.

"Stupid girl, no need to explain; how could I doubt your words?" Lin Xuan smiled gently: "The peculiar light in Lu Ying'er's eyes, how could I not see it?"

"Why then does the young master still give her spirit-replenishing liquid to enhance her cultivation?" Moon'er's eyes were filled with不解.

"Moon'er, ask me a question," Lin Xuan suddenly sobered his smile. "If there are sufficient benefits, would you betray me?"

"Of course not." Moon'er shook her head like a rattle: "Even if it meant the chance to achieve immortality and ascend to heaven, I would never betray the young master."

"I believe that." Lin Xuan revealed a tender expression on his face. "Thus, I believe Lu Ying'er feels the same way."

"She?" Moon'er was taken aback; although she did not immediately refute him, her expression clearly showed her disagreement.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan chuckled: "Moon'er, don't worry, let me explain slowly. The young master is no blind optimist. My analysis has its own reasons."

"Alright, I am eager to hear more," Moon'er made a silly face at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan chuckled and continued without any offense:

"Moon'er, unlike those two girls, they will not betray me because we rely on each other for survival, spending every day together. We are the only family to each other. Although we have signed blood oaths, it is unbreakable."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he noticed Moon'er's gaze soften. He cleared his throat and continued:

"Regarding Lu Ying'er, my confidence in her stems from two points: one, the contract; the origin of our master-servant blood pact may be unclear to many, but its effectiveness is unparalleled among all divine prohibitions. Once a servant, always a servant. Even if she surpasses me in cultivation later on, it cannot be dissolved. Besides, do you think such a thing could happen?"

"Moreover, this girl has some ambition, but she is also very smart. Betraying me would bring more harm than good; she will never make such a foolish decision."

"So, although their situations are different, their loyalty is the same," Lin Xuan concluded.

"Hmm... " Moon'er was convinced and licked her lips. "Sorry, young master, I was overthinking it."

"It's fine. Although my considerations were not thorough, your ability to discern people impresses me."

Lin Xuan praised her and continued: "Since their loyalty is not an issue, the more cunning Lu Ying'er is, the better for me. I invested so much effort in cultivating two Low Flexible Spirit Period disciples because of their intelligence and quick wit."

"That makes sense. Given that she will serve you forever, the higher her cultivation and the deeper her scheming, the more beneficial it would be to me," Moon'er understood quickly and thoughtfully added: "Perhaps we can give her more benefits in the future. I see her as a resilient-minded person with average talent but great potential for forming a golden core if given proper spirit herbs."

"Of course." Lin Xuan agreed with Moon'er; having a Condensation Core Period high-ranking cultivator as his subordinate would greatly benefit his plans.

"But..."

"What's wrong? Is there still something unclear?" Lin Xuan frowned, showing curiosity.

"According to your words, Lu Ying'er is indeed talented. But isn't Liu Xin too ordinary? Why did you accept her?"

"Haha, Moon'er, you made a mistake; Liu Xin lacks the cunning of Lu Ying'er and cannot strategize as well, but she is not stupid. She has both beauty and intelligence but does not express herself well. However, in handling details, she is a rare talent. As they say, even the wisest make mistakes. Although Lu Ying'er is clever, there will be errors when managing secret stores, which Liu Xin can compensate for. Together, they are perfect."

"Really?" Moon'er was still skeptical.

"I'll show you; it will become clear in time." Lin Xuan sounded very confident.

After saying this, he looked at the distant sky and pondered briefly before suddenly emitting a green glow, transforming into a streak of light that flew towards the horizon.

"Where are you going, young master?" Moon'er was puzzled as she saw Lin Xuan leave the branch hall.

"To find the original form of that monster."

"The original form of the monster?"

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded with a serious expression. "The one destroyed was just a puppet formed from a fragment of its spirit. This guy is not simple!"

Given that a fragmentary spirit puppet had such high cultivation, could the original form be an Incubus Stage cultivator?

Feeling Lin Xuan's heavy mood, Moon'er fell silent for a while before speaking again: "Young master, you said those Condensation Core elders were suspicious and planned to wait for them to reveal their flaws. Why did you suddenly..."

"This is one time; that was when I had condensed the Azure Illusory Profound Fire, and I didn't expect such an elusive villain. Instead of waiting passively, it's better to take the initiative."

"But young master, what if the guy really is Incubus Stage..."

Lin Xuan remained silent for a while before slowly speaking.

"Regardless, as the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, I cannot just sit and watch my disciples being massacred. Under any circumstances, I must seek revenge within my means. Of course, if it turns out to be an evil Incubus Stage elder, I won't foolishly risk myself by leaving without a plan."

"Understood, but what should we do now? We have no leads," Moon'er scratched her head, looking troubled.

"Stupid girl, there's no time for investigation; the most direct method is best." Lin Xuan revealed an eerie smile.

"The most direct method?"

"Yes. Since Zhou Mian and Cao Yue are up to something, we can take them down directly and search their souls."

Lin Xuan's tone was shocking, showing he did not consider the two Condensation Core elders as a threat, but he indeed had that capability.

"Ah, this is a good idea." Moon'er clapped her hands in delight. "I have already used my divine sense to search; they are not at the branch hall; they left yesterday and haven't returned due to distance limitations. This method must work, I just need to wait here."

Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with amusement as he continued:

"Since both of them left together, it was definitely to meet an old demon. The original form did not appear; only a puppet sent by the spirit fragment devoured the flesh and soul of cultivators. It seems he is either preparing some evil ritual that cannot be split or has been injured and temporarily immobile."

Lin Xuan also practiced Xuan Mo, understanding much about the魔道. His guess was almost entirely correct.

PS: The third update is complete; little brother promises to keep his word. Please give a thumbs up for encouragement!
第三卷 幽州乱 第四百六十七章 阵伏

About a tea's time had passed when Lin Xuan suddenly slowed his movement, gradually coming to a stop.

This was an expanse of barren land, not completely devoid of vegetation but mostly covered by low shrubs. Beside it stood several small mounds, each about a hundred feet high in yellowish earth.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his spirit sense to scan the surroundings. Apart from some small animals, there was nothing else. He nodded satisfactorily before descending from the sky.

"Master, are you planning to ambush them here?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan replied while reaching into his storage bag, his fingers flashing with light as he retrieved several array flags.

Even though his master and servant duo had more than enough strength to handle Zhou Mian and his wife, Lin Xuan still prepared some extra measures in case of unforeseen circumstances.

With ten commands, several beams of light dispersed and sank into the ground. Lin Xuan glanced at the circular disk he held; the array was well set up.

A satisfied smile played on his lips as he moved swiftly behind a small mound and opened his mouth to release a sword blade that carved out a crude cave like cutting through tofu.

Though it could barely accommodate him, Lin Xuan sat inside, gathering his spirit energy and preparing for the couple of Condensation Core cultivators who were about to arrive.

He remained there for several hours. When he arrived, the sun had just risen, but now it was setting in the west.

Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; as a cultivator, this level of patience was nothing out of the ordinary.

Instead, he sat and refined his qi.

As the sky grew darker, Lin Xuan's brows suddenly raised as he opened his eyes, clearly showing surprise.

"Master, what is it?"

Moon asked curiously. With her spirit sense, she could feel two massive amounts of spiritual energy rapidly approaching. If her judgment was correct, they were Zhou Mian and his wife. This was exactly what the master had hoped for, but why did he look so uneasy?

"Have you felt anything, Moon?"

"What?"

"With a comparison to two months ago, their aura seems slightly different," Lin Xuan said, squinting as if deep in thought. "Although they've masked it well, their demonic nature is growing."

"Yes, that's true." Moon initially hadn't noticed but now, after the master mentioned it, she felt it was indeed so: "Why would this happen?"

"Ask me, who else should I ask?" Lin Xuan stroked his chin with a playful expression. "Moon, in your spare time, you've read many books. Have you ever come across any ancient techniques that could allow both good and evil to coexist and cultivate together besides my Yin-Yang Art?"

"No," Moon shook her head. "The master's Yin-Yang Art is an unprecedented divine technique breaking the norms of cultivation. I have never heard of a similar method."

"Hmm, neither have I. This is strange. According to what I know, Zhou Mian and his wife are not orthodox practitioners but still famous for their techniques. Yet, based on the demonic aura they're emitting now, it's as if they've reached the Condensation Core stage of cultivation."

"Master, could it be that they abandoned their previous main cultivation method and switched to the Dark Path?"

"It's impossible," Lin Xuan said slowly. "Unless they first self-destructed their abilities, but compared to two months ago, their power has clearly increased."

Moon frowned slightly; she had no idea either.

"Let's not waste our thoughts on this. We just need to take them down to get the answer." With that, a glint of sharpness flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes.

He then closed his eyes again, making his presence almost undetectable.

About half an hour later, two streaks of purple light appeared in the distance and swiftly flew toward him.

Lin Xuan's hand subconsciously touched his storage bag. Although they were still far away, he could clearly see the two figures from his keen eyesight: Zhou Mian and his wife.

Their faces showed deep concern as well.

"Senior Brother, even our divine puppet has been destroyed by that power. Only the Young Master of the Lesser Branch could have such strength. Has Lin Xuan really uncovered our plans?"

"I'm not sure," Zhou Mian said. "It might just be a coincidence, but he must have noticed something. The Elder is furious; this will only lead to us breaking ties with Spirit Medicine Mountain."

Although Zhou Mian had earlier seemed unconcerned, the power of Spirit Medicine Mountain rivaled that of both good and evil, so his heart was still uneasy.

Lin Xuan squinted as he could vaguely make out the couple talking. However, they were too far away for him to hear clearly.

Soon, they entered the array's range. Lin Xuan no longer hesitated; he stretched out a hand and lightly tapped it.

Instantly, a surge of spiritual energy erupted, accompanied by thunderous sounds. Large red clouds appeared in the sky, followed by hundreds of fireballs raining down from above.

"What is this?"

The couple was stunned, realizing they had become prey.

Though alarmed, Zhou Mian's wife, Cao Yue, didn't show any panic as she extended her hand to take off a jade hairpin, which shimmered and transformed into an unusual light circling before her.

Lin Xuan sighed; indeed, after a hundred years of marriage, their teamwork was flawless with no gaps.

The most formidable were dual cultivation partners who, when working together, could unleash far more power than two cultivators of the same rank.

"Moon."

"I know, Master."

With a tinkling laugh, Moon's voice gradually faded until it disappeared completely.

Lin Xuan then relaxed his expression and tapped his storage bag to summon the Floating Cloud Falling Snow Sword.

Meanwhile, in mid-air, the couple's expressions were grave. Although they didn't know who their enemy was or where they came from, setting a trap here indicated that this wasn't an easy opponent.

Could it be ghosts?

No, they chose this secluded area precisely because of its isolation. Besides, their actions had always been cautious; those monsters wouldn't have sensed them.

Young Master?

It was possible, but he would need more evidence to confirm his suspicions. Even if he were to confront them alone, he couldn't risk a direct confrontation with the two of them.

Lin Xuan wasn't rash despite being young.

Could it be another faction? One of the Three Greats of Orthodox Daoism or the Extreme Demon Cave? Or perhaps the Qingshang Sect mentioned earlier, which had grown stronger after facing ghost invasions in this region.
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Mian's mind raced as a fiery orb plummeted from above. Although it wasn't an ancient treasure, its power was significant enough to block the attack with a series of violent tremors.

"Humph."

Zhou Mian's expression turned cold; he didn’t appear relieved but rather more grim. This wasn't just a simple禁制 trap; it was an array formation. The opponent seemed to be no ordinary foe!

Just as he was about to release his divine sense to search for the enemy, a blinding blue light shot out from below with tremendous force.

Cao Yue shouted and hastily formed hand seals. The jade hairpin in front of her spun and met the incoming attack head-on.

The two treasures clashed violently!

Cao Yue's body trembled as she paled. She felt blood surging in her chest, and was greatly alarmed at the immense power. Could it be that the opponent was using an ancient treasure?

With this thought, she quickly formed a strange mudra with both hands, changing it constantly. The jade hairpin quivered and transformed into a small white bird about a foot long.

Lin Xuan frowned; this wasn't just simple shape-shifting magic. The bird's size was tiny but its ferocity was extraordinary, significantly enhancing the power compared to the original treasure.

Since stealth attacks proved ineffective, Lin Xuan no longer used such sneaky tactics. He moved into the air and said, "So you are the branch headmaster. Why did you attack us?"

"Humph!"

Lin Xuan didn't bother with idle chatter; he waved his sleeves and several sword beams shot out. Everyone knew why; once a fight was decided, there was no need for unnecessary formalities.

"You..."

Zhou Mian grew angry as Lin Xuan clearly didn’t regard him or his wife as worthy opponents. He thought that just because they were disciples of Truefeather Immortal, he would be intimidated?

With their faces now broken, Zhou Mian had no intention of holding back. He planned to capture this boy and offer him as a sacrifice for the Blood Sovereign.

A sinister smile played on his lips as he activated his demonic power without further ado. This kid was doomed; there was no need to fear showing him something he shouldn't see.

Instantly, black fog rolled around him, forming a large demonic cloud about an acre in diameter.

Lin Xuan's lips curled with derision. This fool was trying to show off before the master. Just as he was about to use his secret technique, the opponent had already acted first.

From within the demonic cloud, a sharp breaking sound echoed. Countless dark energy coalesced into crescent-shaped light blades and shot out.

At the same time, Cao Yue wasn't idle either. After forming hand seals, she began using the evil techniques taught by Blood Sovereign. However, her situation was somewhat different from her husband's.

Her originally pretty face suddenly became enveloped in dark energy. Strange black patterns appeared on her forehead and cheeks. Her aura increased significantly; although her cultivation hadn’t advanced, she had reached the peak of condensation core stage.

Cao Yue then extended a hand to retrieve the jade hairpin, and released a pair of flying knives as powerful treasures.

These were the twin swords that made her famous—Yin-Yang Complementary Daggers.

Unlike spirit weapons, which were often categorized by grade, the power between different treasures varied greatly depending on materials, crafting methods, and even the nurturing of the owner's soul.

It was difficult to discern these factors with just a glance, but experienced cultivators could easily tell the quality of the material.

"Xuanjin iron?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback when he saw Cao Yue using her treasure. While this item wasn’t as rare as South Bright Separating Fire or Dark Realm Cold Iron, it was still highly valuable.

According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, a piece about an inch long had appeared a hundred years ago and caused a frenzy among major forces, eventually being sold for 50,000 crystal stones.

Hmph. Such a small amount wouldn’t be enough even after processing; yet people still vied for it, indicating just how precious this treasure was.

If the couple had obtained these twin swords through some extraordinary fortune, Lin Xuan decided against testing the power of his Green Illusion Mysterious Fire on them. While ordinary treasures might be corroded by this fire, he wasn’t certain about xuanjin iron… and even if it could work, he wouldn't do such a thing.

Ordinary treasures no longer caught Lin Xuan's interest, but since he had seen the twin swords, he couldn’t let them go.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and two treasures emerged like fish swimming out. One was an ancient-looking shield that emitted a shimmering light; it transformed into a red light curtain with golden runes, appearing mysterious.

The crescent-shaped light blades from the demonic fog barely stirred the surface when they struck this barrier.

The other treasure was a green jade flute, which looked scholarly but was incredibly resilient. It turned into a green streak and intercepted one of the twin swords mid-air.

"Ah?"

Cao Yue's face showed surprise. Xuanjin iron had been obtained from an ancient site with her senior brother. Although they rarely engaged in battles after forging it into a treasure, these swords often reversed the tide against powerful enemies, destroying many treasures.

Once, she faced a formidable peer-level cultivator who wielded a significant ancient treasure; yet, his sword was still split by her twin daggers.

Typically, when a treasure clashed with the twin swords, its spirit would be lost after just a few exchanges…

But as she looked at it, the sound of impacts continued. Despite the jade flute's efforts to block, it showed no signs of damage.

What was happening?

Despite her surprise, Cao Yue wasn't afraid. Even if the opponent had some tricks, a mere condensation core stage cultivator couldn’t be their match.

A murderous intent flashed in her eyes as she waved her hair. Her spiritual energy surged forth, ready to use another secret technique when suddenly, the air several feet away rippled like disturbed water.

With shocking dark energy, a beautiful white-robed maiden appeared out of thin air.

A ghost, and a Ghost King grade one!

Cao Yue was shocked; she had been focused on Lin Xuan but hadn’t noticed an enemy sneaking up behind her.

Moon opened her mouth and expelled a fine stream of spiritual energy. Though delicate like silk, it was extremely pure. At such close range, there was no way to avoid it. Wanting to use other means to resist, she was too late. Reluctantly, Cao Yue activated her divine sense and勉强 formed a purple protective barrier in front of herself.

Spiritual Energy Shield!

This was the most basic defensive technique for cultivators—simple but with minimal protection. Even base-level cultivators rarely used it.

Cao Yue had no choice but to use this desperate measure, hoping for the best.
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盼 managed to hold off the opponent for a moment, allowing him to use other divine techniques to escape from the predicament.

Unfortunately, his hopes were dashed. A faint hiss sounded, and that strand of spiritual energy flashed past before easily piercing through the purple shield, appearing in Cao Yue's vision.

Cao Yue's body trembled as her face turned pale. She tried to shift her magical power to the left side to counter the attack.

However, it was too late. A chill ran across her brow, like being bitten by a mosquito. Then an unbearable pain surged into her brain, causing her world to spin...

Her magical power was blocked and she tumbled down from the sky with a whoosh.

"Junior Sister!"

Zhou Mian's concern was evident as his eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets. Unfortunately, he couldn't do anything to save her in this dire situation.

Moon achieved a surprise victory, so Lin Xuan, as the master, naturally didn't want to fall behind. A mere late-stage condensation core opponent wasn't worth wasting time on.

Lin Xuan's shoulders moved slightly, his figure blurring into a streak of green light, rushing towards the opponent.

Zhou Mian was taken aback, feeling surprised. What did he intend to do? Close combat?

That was impossible. Unless the guy had lost his mind, there must be some cunning plan behind it.

Though Lin Xuan's intentions were unclear, Zhou Mian decided to meet any challenge with a steady approach. He opened his mouth and spat out his main talisman from his dantian.

A yellow light flashed, mixed with dense demonic energy. A peculiar-looking artifact appeared before him—neither sword nor knife, but about three feet long, incredibly sharp.

"Go!"

The artifact detached itself and immediately traced a beautiful arc of light, rushing towards the green streak.

Lin Xuan didn't summon his Floating Cloud Sword or retrieve another talisman from his storage bag. Instead, he raised his right hand after stabilizing his figure.

A ball of emerald-green flames, about the size of an egg, appeared in his palm.

Flashing and flickering, it alternated between bright and dim.

Lin Xuan exhaled a puff of spiritual energy, which the green illusory fire absorbed instantly. The flames spread rapidly, enveloping Lin Xuan's entire hand.

The peculiar artifact approached. Despite the yellow light approaching, Lin Xuan showed no surprise or joy on his face as he reached out to grab it.

"Suicide!"

Zhou Mian was initially shocked but then revealed an extremely sinister expression. This Lin Xuan had a lot of guts! Even if he didn't know what kind of flames were enveloping his hand, it would be impossible for an婴期 expert to dare touch his artifact with bare hands. He must be courting death.

Reap what you sow, Zhou Mian thought. The opponent dared to be so reckless; he was going to make him pay the price.

Zhou Mian formed a series of hand seals, causing his spiritual energy to surge wildly, demonic energy swirling like countless black tentacles.

"Quickly!"

With his harsh command, the pressure from the artifact intensified. However, Lin Xuan didn't flinch. He reached out as if trying to catch the moon in his hand and grabbed the artifact.

Spiritual light intertwined, green and yellow hues flashing continuously, enveloping Lin Xuan's figure. Zhou Mian exhaled with relief, a smug look on his face.

He released his divine sense downward to locate Cao Yue, but at that moment, something unexpected happened...

Despite its impressive power, the peculiar artifact couldn't harm Lin Xuan. He had at least seven methods to block it. Why would he risk his hand if there was no guarantee?

The yellow light and green flames barely held for a few seconds before losing their spirit. Lin Xuan easily grabbed the artifact, not only unharmed but also causing it to melt with a sizzling sound.

This emerald illusory fire, apart from its high heat, contained a heart-stopping poison that could corrupt even a magical artifact. The surface of the artifact began to bubble and melt.

Zhou Mian was shocked, almost disbelieving what he saw. However, his reaction was quick; he formed several hand seals in an attempt to recall the artifact.

Too late. Since he was trapped by Lin Xuan's emerald illusory fire, how could he let a cooked duck fly away?

Despite changing several sets of hand seals, Zhou Mian found no success. His connection with the artifact weakened rapidly.

Lin Xuan sneered at him and tightened his grip, causing the emerald illusory fire to engulf the entire artifact with a loud bang.

"Ah!"

Zhou Mian clutched his head in pain as he howled. This peculiar object was his carefully refined main talisman for a century; now severely damaged, his spirit naturally suffered too.

Seize the opportunity while he's down, Lin Xuan thought without any mercy. Just as he was about to finish off the opponent with divine techniques, he suddenly frowned and lowered his hand.

"Master," Xiang Feng Yiran arrived beside him.

"Well done."

"It's nothing, just a simple task; no great difficulty." Moon's words were not exaggerated. Even without the ambush, she could easily defeat Cao Yue.

"Hmm, is the captive still alive?"

"Don't worry, Master. I know how to handle it. I merely sealed her magical power and knocked her out."

Lin Xuan nodded, refocusing on his opponent. He had stopped attacking because he noticed something unusual about him.

After destroying the artifact, Zhou Mian began trembling all over.

Moreover, foam dripped from his mouth as his face contorted in apparent agony.

But Lin Xuan wasn't concerned; what truly surprised him was the chaotic demonic energy surging within the opponent's body.

"This situation seems to indicate a precursor to going mad," Lin Xuan mused, running his hand through his beard. He had always been curious about why an orthodox practitioner like Zhou Mian could use demonic techniques so proficiently. There wasn't any similar technique to Yin-Yang Art, suggesting he likely used some clever trick.

Though Lin Xuan couldn't guess the specifics, water and fire don't mix well; such a trick would inevitably leave significant hidden dangers.

Going mad?

Hmph, that sounded good. The opponent should pay for his actions.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery, but soon his expression turned serious.

For a cultivator, going mad was one of the most terrifying dangers on the path to immortality. Failing this trial meant an irreversible fate, though the final outcome varied. Some might explode and die, others become insane, while the best result was partial paralysis, losing all their cultivated power.

But the current situation seemed different...
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Chapter 470 - Demon Infant

Xuan squinted his eyes, watching Zhou's breathing turn labored. The chaotic fluctuation of his spiritual energy was indeed something Lin Xuan found intimidating. What was even more alarming was that the dark aura around Zhou was growing rapidly.

Sizzle...

With the surging dark aura, Zhou's body expanded, stretching his clothes until they tore, revealing a bronze-colored skin. However, what chilled everyone to their core were several strands of black energy slithering across his surface like venomous snakes.

His veins and meridians stood out prominently, looking extremely strange.

But this was just the beginning...

Zhou's face had completely contorted, sweat dripping from his forehead like raindrops. He opened his mouth and spat out a stream of blood. The blood immediately absorbed into the surging dark aura around him before entering his body through his nose, turning blackish-red.

The joints in his body began to crackle as if popping beans. His body grew even more robust, and strange blackish-red armor inexplicably sprouted on his chest, abdomen, and bones.

"Ahh!"

Zhou's hands spread wide, and he let out a roar, his forehead muscles jumping wildly. A bone spike several inches long rapidly grew from his flesh.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. He had read extensively and considered himself well-versed, but he had never heard of someone going mad and transforming in such a manner.

What is this?

It was hard to say if the monster before him was Zhou or not, but it was undoubtedly an opponent Lin Xuan couldn't afford to underestimate.

He could no longer wait for Zhou to complete his transformation.

A shadow appeared on Lin Xuan's forehead as he reached out and pointed at a treasure above. The drifting snow sword immediately transformed into a streak of lightning, plunging towards Zhou with great force.

The hundred meters between them seemed to vanish in an instant.

Zhou's expression remained agonized; he made no move to react. Lin Xuan was pleased until the flying sword nearly sliced his head off. Suddenly, Zhou raised his fist and slammed it down viciously on the sword.

Bang! A flash of blue light followed by a shower of blood.

The drifting snow sword was sent flying back. However, the damage was even worse; his right hand from the wrist to the elbow was split in two.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. Although this monster was formidable, it had lost its spiritual awareness and posed no real threat.

---

He actually managed to withstand the attack with his bare flesh.

Lin Xuan reached out and retrieved the drifting snow sword. He expelled a breath of essence energy onto it, causing the sword to glow brightly and expand as if by wind. Soon, it transformed into an eight-to-ten-meter-long blue giant sword.

A quick end was needed; he sliced it in half.

"Go!"

With a light command from Lin Xuan, the drifting snow sword whizzed forward with incredible force.

Zhou's trembling ceased as he raised his head to meet Lin Xuan's gaze. Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine, realizing something wasn't right.

His eyes had turned an ominous black, like the depths of a demon realm, filled with madness and wisdom. Had he misjudged? The guy hadn't lost his spiritual awareness?

Facing the approaching giant sword, Zhou didn't choose to intercept it but instead spat out a stream of dark energy from his mouth.

The energy spread outward, expanding to a diameter of several meters before twisting into a massive form.

What kind of technique was this?

Lin Xuan frowned as he moved his hand, injecting spiritual energy into the beast soul treasure. The jade flute, originally only an inch long, rapidly grew and transformed into a terrifying green serpent with a blood-red mouth, lunging at Zhou.

Zhou's expression remained fearless despite his severely injured right hand, now wrapped in dark aura. Countless disgusting flesh buds wriggled like worms, reattaching the severed flesh.

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath; he sensed an ominous presence emanating from this guy. He couldn't afford to dally any longer.

Clearly, Zhou was no longer human but had transformed into some unknown creature due to going mad.

With that in mind, there was no point in being polite.

"Mei'er, let's attack together and finish him off."

"Yes, Master!"

Mei'er nodded obediently. She raised her hand, the beast soul banner floating in her palm as spiritual energy poured out, obscuring her form.

Next, a series of fierce beast roars echoed from within.

Lin Xuan took out a small gourd from his sleeve.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan threw the gourd towards the sky and waved his hands, injecting hand seals. The gourd glowed brightly before turning bright red and expanding in size.

This ancient treasure was something Lin Xuan had acquired from an unlucky long-haired cultivator, making it a rare find indeed.

However, Zhou could only utilize part of its power while Lin Xuan could fully control it.

His hands moved like shadows as he cast over ten hand seals. A few green beams shot out from his fingertips and entered the gourd. Although these beams were thin, they contained pure spiritual energy. The gourd glowed intensely before splitting into three parts.

But this was far from over; each of the three gourds emitted a bright light as they transformed. Nine identical ancient treasures appeared around Lin Xuan.

This wasn't an illusion but reality. The treasure's magic was breathtaking.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and nine beams as thick as his arm shot out from the gourds with astonishing force.

The beams were bright red, wrapped in flames and electric arcs.

Seeing Master act, Mei'er naturally cooperated. Dark clouds swirled as countless beams, fireballs, wind blades, and various attacks poured forth. Although their power couldn't match Lin Xuan's ancient treasures, the sheer momentum was awe-inspiring.

Facing the combined attack of Lin Xuan and his servant, Zhou's face finally showed a trace of fear. However, he didn't immediately dodge; instead, he performed an unexpected action.

He raised both hands and pounded his chest with force, emitting unbelievable dark energy. A black infant appeared above him.

The baby was only half a foot tall, resembling Zhou down to the last detail, with a short, sharp horn on its forehead.

Its eyes were filled with malice as it sneered at Lin Xuan.

A chill ran through Lin Xuan's body, as if cold water had poured from his head. His face turned pale in an instant.

What is this? An infant spirit?

"Master, the situation is dire. Should we retreat?" Mei'er's voice entered his ears. Although unwilling, he never expected Zhou to undergo such a terrifying transformation.
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Chapter 471 - Intense Battle

In a sudden burst of laughter, Ying sneered at Lin Xuan before extending his tiny hands and forming strange hand seals. His entire body transformed into a dark aura that plunged into Zhou Mian's chest.

Crack! Crack!

A sound so sharp it made the teeth ache echoed as Zhou Mian's body shot up several feet. Muscles bulged, and the armor on his chest and abdomen rapidly grew, covering most of his body in an instant.

Nails elongated, bone blades sprouted from joints like elbows and knees, and his presence surged with power...

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, a serious expression on his face, but showed no signs of retreating as Moon had suggested.

Zhou Mian's transformation was indeed shocking. However, Lin Xuan had never heard of anyone advancing to the Core Formation stage after going mad due to an accident.

Many old monsters with deep good fortune Lin Xuan had seen, and Zhou Mian clearly hadn't reached that level yet.

With a lick at his lips, he felt confident that as long as he was careful, dealing with this would be no trouble.

Lin Xuan pulled out a spirit ghost bag from the waistband of his pants, casting it with a flick of his fingers. Black smoke billowed as dozens of tall skeletal figures blocked his path.

Armored and wielding weapons, their presence was formidable.

Zhou Mian's pupils constricted, clearly wary of Lin Xuan's endless array of tactics.

But this wasn't over yet. Lin Xuan and Moon's attacks had already reached him.

Zhou Mian crossed his arms, his body curling into a ball.

The thick armor completely enveloped him as spiritual light flashed wildly, sending waves of energy skyward. Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but then grinned in relief; Zhou Mian daring to withstand his attack meant he would be severely injured even if not killed.

But before the smile could fully form on his lips, Lin Xuan's eyebrows shot up as a round ball zipped past where he had stood, exploding and piercing a small hill behind him.

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath; this opponent was truly formidable.

Seeing that the attack missed, the monster turned its attention back to them.

Lin Xuan quickly retreated while releasing his divine sense.

Upon receiving the command, the iron-armored mummies roared, spewing corpse energy as they charged towards the monster with black clouds swirling around them.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan poured more magical power into the Flying Cloud Snowfall Sword. The treasure flashed a few times before finally splitting the giant centipede into light points.

Following this, the Beast Soul Treasure returned to its original form as an jade flute, hovering and dancing in front of him.

Zhou Mian's face darkened with displeasure; he no longer used his strange attacks but instead dashed past, arriving among the mummies.

Facing a formidable enemy, the iron-armored mummies immediately thrust their long spears at Zhou Mian.

"Good move!"

Zhou Mian laughed loudly. This was the first time Lin Xuan had heard him speak since he transformed into a monster, though his voice was dry and hoarse, sending shivers down one's spine.

With a flick of his right arm, it instantly unfurled into several black whip-like tentacles that bound three mummies.

Pulling them to himself, he greedily opened his mouth and bit down on the largest one.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan felt a chill. While zombies biting people was terrifying, the reverse...

This further confirmed that Zhou Mian had become something entirely different from before.

The iron-armored mummy's body was as hard as steel but melted like tofu under Zhou Mian's fangs. Black corpse blood gushed out of the wounds while he greedily devoured it.

Disgusting aside, consuming the corpse blood made his presence even more formidable.

Lin Xuan didn't know that Blood Sovereign had intended to recruit Zhou Mian and his wife but had secretly infused them with demonic energy when teaching them the Demon Infant Technique. While this allowed for quick cultivation of evil arts in the short term, it came with immense risks. The claim that demonic energy would slowly corrode and transform one's essence was nothing more than a lie.

Zhou Mian's long-term cultivation of orthodox methods had only been temporarily suppressed; now having gone mad, he was unlike any ordinary cultivator. His body was entirely demonized, and the monster he became would likely be unrecognizable to Blood Sovereign himself.

Seeing Zhou Mian's aggressive demeanor after consuming corpse blood, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. The monster grinned, using its tentacles to drag another mummy over.

"Explosion!"

Lin Xuan formed a hand seal and whispered, "Boom!" The two iron-armored mummies stopped struggling but emitted black light as they chose to self-destruct with a loud explosion.

Recollecting the spirit ghost bag, Lin Xuan sent out dark mist, recovering the mummies. Since these tactics were ineffective, he didn't want them to suffer futile deaths.

Taking a deep breath, he realized how far this opponent had pushed him.

While his strength was still short of that of an old monster at Core Formation stage, it was undoubtedly beyond that of a Condensation Pill cultivator.

Ordinary techniques wouldn't easily kill him. As he thought this, Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and retrieved several treasures.

A primitive-looking mirror and a small white ball the size of a fist.

Then, he pointed to the red shield above them with a solemn expression on his face.

The shield began spinning rapidly, its surface adorned with countless golden runes that flowed beautifully.

It transformed into a fiery red light screen, blocking Lin Xuan's path.

This wasn't over. After consecutively casting several ancient treasures, Lin Xuan seemed to realize he needed more. He raised his right hand, and a green flame the size of an egg appeared in his heart.

Meanwhile, Zhou Mian was not idle; he repeatedly tried to pounce but was always blocked by Moon, who stood in front of Lin Xuan with a smile.

While Zhou Mian's cultivation surpassed Moon significantly, her Immortal Demon Essence could not be taken lightly. Moreover, she held a top-tier treasure, and such banners were inherently unpredictable, capable of both offense and defense. Even if Moon's divine power was slightly inferior to his, her intent to delay meant he could only watch.

Several times, Zhou Mian was confined in a large area of demonic fog, fuming with frustration. However, Moon never engaged him directly; she moved swiftly, the monster barely touching any part of her clothing.

Of course, this strategy looked grand and impressive but was actually quite taxing for Moon. Manipulating so many spirits and ghostly energies through the demon banner consumed a lot of divine power quickly.

But it didn't matter; he just needed to buy some time for his young master.

The monster felt frustrated as well; one of Lin Xuan's spirit servants proved to be this formidable.
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"Move aside, Moon!"

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and pointed at the two treasures in front of him. The Flying Cloud Snowfall Sword and the Beast Soul Treasure instantly transformed into a mixture of green and blue mystic light, appearing beside the monster with a flash.

Zhou Mian grinned, showing no fear as he spat out a large cloud of black fog from his cheeks. The wind turned it into two ghostly orbs about the size of human heads, which flew towards the monster.

These orbs were unremarkable at first glance, but they emitted eerie and terrifying demonic roars that clashed with the ancient treasures without falling behind in any way.

"Damn!"

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he flipped his right hand. The Soul Capturing Mirror flashed several times, emitting dozens of black light balls from its surface.

A crackling sound echoed as the light orbs flickered and coalesced into a small bird about an inch long. This was the result of Lin Xuan's improved control over his spirit energy after significant progress in cultivation.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan gave a sharp command, and the little bird spread its wings and circled before accelerating like a black bolt of lightning towards the monster.

"It's just a trivial trick!"

The monster paid no heed. It extended its right hand, covered with thick, spiky armor, and lunged at the bird to grab it.

He didn't consider this transformation technique worth his attention. He wasn't being overconfident; he simply hadn't realized the true power of the Soul Capturing Mirror. Using it as a regular treasure wouldn't be a mistake.

Lin Xuan secretly smiled but showed no outward signs. He raised his right hand and secretly released the Binding Immortal Ball.

The monster's armor-like layer on its body was as hard as steel, and he intended to crush the bird with one grab. He succeeded in doing so, but the result was far from what he expected!

The bird turned into a cluster of sparkling light points that clung to his body without dispersing.

Zhou Mian was taken aback, sensing something amiss. He tried to shake off those light points, but before he could, they inexplicably absorbed the magic energy.

"Hmm?"

Zhou Mian's face showed shock as sweat dripped from his forehead. He realized he had fallen into Lin Xuan's trap and roared, wrapping both ghostly claws around him while his demonic aura surged violently.

Lin Xuan, seeing this, smiled inwardly but remained calm on the surface. He raised his hands and cast a new spell, causing several silver threads to appear three feet in front of the monster.

"Capture!"

Lin Xuan's hands closed as those silver threads suddenly appeared, overlapping like waves, rushing towards the monster.

Zhou Mian was immediately bound from head to toe. His face darkened with rage as he struggled against the strange light points. However, his complexion turned gray, indicating that this was a powerful technique that severely drained his essence energy.

Despite the loss of mobility, those bone blades, which were sharp and dangerous, cut through many of the silver threads created by the Binding Immortal Ball. Given time, Zhou Mian would regain freedom, but for Lin Xuan, even a slight delay was enough.

The ancient treasures used earlier were just prelude; the real weapon was this newly refined Poison Flame.

Lin Xuan glanced at the flickering Green Illusory Mystic Fire in his hand and exhaled some spirit energy. After absorbing it, the fire contracted and transformed into a green snake about an inch long with a thumb's thickness, which lunged towards the monster.

Zhou Mian's pupils constricted as he was already under the influence of demonic possession, but memories from his original self were still intact. He vividly remembered how Lin Xuan had used this strange flame to melt his own treasure, so he didn't dare to confront it directly. However, with the Binding Immortal Ball and Soul Capturing Mirror binding him, he found it difficult to dodge.

Seeing the green fire snake approaching, Zhou Mian was terrified as demonic energy surged from his body. He roared in defiance, trying to break free at the last moment.

Lin Xuan's expression turned strange. "This fool is asking for death."

Facing this rare opportunity, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss it. He cast a spell with both hands, and the green fire snake changed direction, diving from above into the monster's open mouth.

Puff! Zhou Mian's body froze as his face showed extreme fear.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. The monster's abilities were formidable; even a peak Condensation Core cultivator would struggle to match them.

If his Green Illusory Mystic Fire was fully refined, eliminating this opponent wouldn't be difficult. However, with its current state, he had only about a fifty percent chance.

But now that it was inside the body, things changed significantly.

Almost instantly, strange green patches appeared on the monster's surface, and some areas even started smoking. His face showed extreme pain.

Zhou Mian was alarmed. Even his demonic body, which was formidable, wouldn't be affected by Pure Yang Fire. However, this strange flame contained highly corrosive poison that he couldn't resist. A hole about an inch in size began to form from his dantian, expanding continuously despite his efforts.

The monster gritted his teeth as a mixture of hatred and despair appeared on his face. He punched his chest, and the identical black infant reappeared.

Lin Xuan ignored it and closed his hands, channeling immense power into the fire. With a loud crack, the green flames engulfed the monster's remains.

The strange immortal embryo separated from its body, leaving behind a demonic form that was now devoid of spirit energy. The Poison Flame reduced it to dust, carried away by the wind.

However, Lin Xuan had given the strange demon infant enough time to escape before separating from his body.

After detaching itself, the infant's figure flickered and turned into a black ray shooting towards the distant horizon. However, it was intercepted by a large black net.

This wasn't a trap left behind by Lin Xuan; it was an instinctive reaction between master and servant. Moon wouldn't let this strange creature escape.

The demon infant was caught off guard and crashed into the net.

Moon quickly cast a spell to gather the net around the infant.

The demon infant still tried to resist, raising its hand with malice. Lin Xuan frowned as a green beam shot out from his hand, entering the net before transforming back into a talisman that stuck to the demon infant's forehead.
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Infant wailed in pain, his movements significantly slowed down.

Seeing that the low-grade demon-sealing talisman he had spent several thousand crystal stones on was effective, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a satisfied smile. However, he did not stop there; instead, he continued to wave his hands, sending out several streaks of green sword energy.

The body of the demon infant was pierced in multiple places and was on the brink of death.

"Little Moon!"

"I know."

Tiny Yin Soul raised her hand slightly, casting a spell onto the beast soul banner. The demon qi inside rushed out, enveloping the severely injured demon infant.

Regardless of what this little creature was, it would be a great supplement for the demon banner.

With the powerful enemy defeated, Lin Xuan waved his hand and retrieved several ancient treasures. This battle had indeed been perilous. Then, he turned his gaze to the woman below.

He flicked his sleeves, sending out a beam of light that brought back a female cultivator who was unconscious after being ambushed by Little Moon. Her eyes were still tightly closed in a state of coma.

Although the fight was intense and chaotic, Lin Xuan had chosen a remote location beforehand and set up an array to prevent anyone from noticing.

Lin Xuan descended his遁光 (flying light) and glanced at the unconscious woman wrapped in the霞光 (light beam). He slowly closed his eyes and cast several spells.

Using Soul Scouring Technique was something Lin Xuan was familiar with, but he had to be more cautious when using it on a peer-level cultivator. Fortunately, his divine consciousness far surpassed hers, so there was no need to worry about the backlash from the secret technique.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan released a sword energy that sent Little Moon's soul to the underworld. He then used small fireballs to dispose of her body.

"Young Master, did you find anything?"

Little Moon spoke with a soft voice and curious expression. When he had cast Soul Scouring Technique earlier, his face was too strange—sometimes he frowned and gritted his teeth; other times, he scratched his head in joy, leaving Little Moon utterly puzzled.

Little Moon had been by Lin Xuan's side for many days, knowing that her young master was deep in thought. She rarely saw him lose control like this.

Had he discovered a great secret?

Lin Xuan did not reply but pondered, "Let's discuss it when we get back."

Although Little Moon was full of questions, she nodded and transformed into a fragrant breeze, returning to Lin Xuan's sleeve.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag, taking out a palm-sized round plate. He recited the incantation, retrieving the array flag, then stomped his foot, turning into a green beam that vanished in the distance.

As he flew, he pondered.

Indeed, using Soul Scouring Technique, Lin Xuan had obtained the information he wanted.

However, the secrets behind this matter left him speechless. Beforehand, he had secretly guessed that Zhou Mian and his wife might have joined the魔道 (Dark Path) or were secretly cultivating some forbidden arts to use their disciples as sacrificial offerings.

He never expected it to be so different; in fact, it involved Blood Demon Sovereign, a formidable ancient monster from the Primordial Era.

In his peak, he was an元婴期 (Advanced Spirit Stage) cultivator and ruled with might. Although the specific cultivation stage wasn't mentioned, Lin Xuan guessed that he had likely reached the middle stage.

Now, severely injured, he could be considered a tiger in a cage. However, as the saying goes, even a dead camel is bigger than a horse. If they fought, his strength should not be underestimated.

"Are you just going to leave like this, Young Master?" Little Moon asked curiously. Lin Xuan had roughly told her about the situation during their flight.

"Nonsense. If the opponent was only a condensation core cultivator, I wouldn't mind avenging my sect's fallen disciples and looting his hidden treasures. But that old monster is an Advanced Spirit Stage demon, and the forbidden arts he practices are unheard of. Why would I risk it?" Lin Xuan rolled his eyes in annoyance.

"True enough," Little Moon weakly said: "But I feel a bit sorry for it. That guy's techniques and treasures must contain many valuable items."

"I know that already. Exploring ancient cultivators' ruins often reveals endless benefits, let alone an old monster still alive." Lin Xuan sighed as he continued.

"But remember, Little Moon, everything has its limits. Benefits can only be enjoyed by those who live long enough. Even if Blood Demon Sovereign's treasures are tempting, I won't be swayed."

"Why not? Sometimes, one needs to take a risk!"

"Of course, the courage to take risks is essential, but it must be worth it," Lin Xuan said with an air of pride: "For cultivation, what matters most are crystal stones, techniques, and treasures. But for me, I lack none of these."

"I have tens of thousands of crystal stones, enough to spend lavishly until the Advanced Spirit Stage."

"The Nine Heaven Moon Ring requires rare treasures that I've mostly collected. Once this matter is settled, I can start refining it."

"Techniques—Nine Heaven Mystical Technique and Dark Demon Technique are among the best from both sides. Of course, more is better, but only if there's no risk to life. I'm not afraid; I just don't need to take such risks." Lin Xuan narrated slowly.

"That makes sense," Little Moon was a smart girl and wouldn't stick rigidly to rules. If it were something like South Bright Divine Fire, risking an Advanced Spirit Stage monster would be worth the gamble. But now, with no idea what Blood Demon Sovereign had, blindly provoking him seemed foolish.

"Besides, I did have some收获 (gains) this time!" Lin Xuan said as he took out two bright objects from his storage bag—two thin blades that shone brightly and were delicate in size, the twin daggers.

"These are made of玄晶铁 (mystical iron), their power is formidable. They can compete with top-grade ancient treasures, Little Moon, here you go." As Lin Xuan spoke, the twin daggers transformed into two silver beams, vanishing without a trace.

"Thank you, Young Master," Little Moon didn't hesitate to express her gratitude, sounding thrilled. The little girl had actually coveted this treasure for some time but was too shy to ask Lin Xuan for it.

Lin Xuan smiled; he wasn't interested in treasures, but the other item he had gleaned from Little Moon's memories truly piqued his interest—Demon Infant Technique!

Originally, Lin Xuan wondered why Zhou Mian's strength increased after falling into a demon possession. The little man looked like an Advanced Spirit Stage cultivator at first glance, but upon closer inspection, there were subtle differences. It turned out that all the mystery lay in the Demon Infant Technique.

This technique was unheard of by Lin Xuan and broke the common understanding of cultivation—splitting the gap between condensation core and Advanced Spirit into a new stage.

Although this demon infant wasn't truly an Advanced Spirit, it was still incredibly tempting for him now.
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Lin Xuan was only at the Condensation Coremid-term stage, even with his refined spirit root and abilities to purify waste pills. It would still take him decades to reach the peak of the Condensation Core stage.

Originally, this wasn't much time. His path of cultivation had already been far more rapid than most people's. However, things were different now; Youzhou was in chaos, not just human forces competing and plotting against each other, but even the yin ghosts were involved.

In such an environment, it was hard to focus on cultivation without risking one's soul being dragged down to the netherworld.

To protect himself and boost his strength would be the simplest and most effective solution.

Lin Xuan wasn't blind to Zhou Mian's fate. Through Soul-Searching of Cao Yue, he knew that both had used a method where Blood Demon Sovereign forcibly infused demonic energy into their bodies. Such reckless actions were bound to cause problems.

But with his Yin-Yang Art, there was no such risk.

Of course, whether the Demonic Infant Art posed any other hazards remained uncertain; he would have to study it more thoroughly over time.

After eliminating the couple, Lin Xuan naturally also obtained their storage bracelet. Inside was a jade cylinder containing the record of the Demonic Infant Art.

"Master, you're not planning on provoking the Blood Demon Sovereign. Do you have any other plans? Should we not return to the branch sect and leave directly?"

"No, I must go back," Lin Xuan smiled.

"Why?" Yue'er was puzzled. He didn't think his master had suddenly become benevolent enough to fulfill the duties of a junior sect leader. There were no benefits; in fact, there were many dangers that his master wouldn't take on.

"How can we just leave? I can't ignore Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin's fates. Otherwise, all our efforts before would have been for nothing?" Lin Xuan smiled: "Of course, I'll also save the others and move them out of the branch sect."

"But this will surely bring trouble from the Blood Demon Sovereign," Yue'er frowned, feeling uneasy.

"Relax, it won't." Lin Xuan was confident. "If my guess is correct, that old monster's injuries have recovered somewhat but he can't move for now. Otherwise, he would have sent his main body here last time."

"Master, what do you mean?"

"Exactly, the old monster cannot leave the ancient cave. Seeing us leave will surely infuriate him to no end, but he'll be powerless," Lin Xuan smirked maliciously. He was certain of this conclusion; otherwise, he would have quietly returned to the branch sect and taken Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin with him.

The situation wasn't as dire now. Lin Xuan wasn't truly cold-hearted. As long as there were no risks or troubles, he could help others along the way.

Moreover, the treasures collected at the branch sect couldn't be easily discarded; he still needed to find the final two materials for forging the Nine Heaven Moon Ring.

As Lin Xuan flew, he mentally reviewed his plan and found it flawless. After flying for another hour, the forest where the branch sect was hidden came into view. However, there were towering flames, causing Lin Xuan's expression to darken as he stopped.

Had the Blood Demon Sovereign already acted prematurely?

Or had a disciple disobeyed orders and ventured out on their own, attracting yin ghosts?

Various thoughts flashed through his mind. He narrowed his eyes and extended his spiritual sense.

The cries of pain continued. Before him was a group of clothed cultivators engaged in fierce combat with the sect's disciples. The opposing force numbered no more than fifty but all were above the Foundation Establishment stage, especially their leader, an old man with white hair who was at the early Condensation Core stage.

Their attire was uniform; they weren't ordinary wandering cultivators. Lin Xuan frowned, sensing that he had seen similar clothing before.

In contrast, there were two hundred cultivators from Spirit Medicine Mountain participating in the battle, but only about one-fifth of them were above the Foundation Establishment stage.

If it were just numbers, their strength wouldn't be inferior to the opposing force. However, none could match the old man's power!

Several full-mastery Foundation Establishment cultivators bravely stepped forward, but after a cold laugh from the old man, he released an eight-foot-long battle axe that effortlessly decapitated them, both body and spirit.

Even those with the highest cultivation levels were met with such a fate. The others naturally didn't dare to step forward either.

The old man moved like a god in the battlefield, his massive axe slicing through the air, blood splattering everywhere.

"Senior Sister, what should we do?"

Liu Xin glanced around; the battle was going badly. Even the senior disciples at the Foundation Establishment stage were struggling for their lives, let alone the low-ranking disciples at the Flexible Spirit stage.

This wasn't a contest of magical arts; it was one-sided slaughter.

Even she and her senior sister were in danger now. Initially, they faced an opponent at the early Foundation Establishment stage. That arrogant fellow had completely underestimated them as mere yellow-haired girls, instead staring lasciviously at their faces and budding bodies with evil eyes.

He was a pervert who intended to capture them for hiscauldron.

Two months ago, he might have had that power, but now Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin were vastly different. With the mid-rank pills Lin Xuan gave them, their cultivation levels skyrocketed in just a short time, though they hadn't reached Foundation Establishment yet; they couldn't be underestimated.

Unlike other low-ranking disciples, the two girls practiced top-tier arts like "Soft Water Art" and "Jade Gold Skill," which were immensely powerful. With the help of Lin Xuan's spirit weapon, they managed to kill that pervert with minimal effort.

Though winning was good, their outstanding performance drew suspicion from the opposing force. Now, facing a mid-rank Foundation Establishment cultivator, this was an intimidating opponent. The two girls had never imagined fighting such high-level cultivators before.

Despite their significant progress, the gap couldn't be bridged; danger lurked everywhere.

Lu Ying'er didn't have time to reply. Though she was cunning, her relationship with Liu Xin was like that of sisters, and given her superior cultivation level, most attacks were deflected by her.

The opponent, after prolonged struggle, grew impatient. As a mid-rank Foundation Establishment cultivator, he had been fighting for three incense sticks without defeating two Flexible Spirit stage girls. If this became public knowledge, it would be a laughingstock in his sect.

With that thought, anger surged from his heart, and with a bite of his tongue, he spat out a drop of essence blood. He quickly formed several hand seals.

A red ball the size of a fist appeared in his palm, bright and emitting astonishing spiritual energy. Then he threw it at his flying sword.

Absorbing this extremely hot and domineering energy, the flying sword's surface erupted with flames several feet high, resembling an ancient demon weapon.
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"Go!"

The mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator pointed his finger, and the flames on the flying sword leaped higher. Accompanied by a wave of heat, it transformed into a red beam that slashed down upon the two women.

Lu Ying'er's face paled. The opponent had used all their strength in this attack; there was no time to dodge, and she wasn't sure if she could block it.

Biting her pearl-like teeth, she poured all her spiritual energy into the silk before her.

The silk flashed a few times, transforming into a white light screen that shielded the two women.

"Haha, your spell is good. But it's just a futile struggle!"

The mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator sneered and changed his hand seal skillfully. The flying sword's momentum increased even more sharply, producing a piercing sound as it approached.

Sizzle...

Although this silk was an upper-grade Spirit Artifact, which should have had decent defensive capabilities, the disparity in their strength made it barely hold out for a few seconds before emitting a mournful cry.

Lu Ying'er sighed. Was she really going to die here today? She didn't want to give up and reached into her storage bracelet, intending to take out some talismans. Even if the chances were slim, she wouldn't sit idly by.

Lin Xuan nodded. This woman indeed had a resilient mind. He couldn't just watch as the two women perished after all the effort he had put in on them.

With a flick of his fingers, a sword light shot out and circled above before transforming into a large green ghost hand that grabbed the flying sword from behind.

The mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator was shocked and turned to see Lin Xuan's ordinary face. Despite his unremarkable appearance, the spiritual pressure emanating from him made it hard for him to breathe.

"Condensation Core stage expert!"

His face paled as he tried to act but felt a sharp pain in his abdomen when that green ghost hand pierced through him, draining all his strength instantly. He fell from the sky with a look of despair.

"Mistress!"

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin rejoiced and bowed down, but Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, realizing they had made a mistake. The two women quickly licked their lips; this was a public place, and such terms could easily raise suspicion.

Fortunately, the battle raged on around them, and no one noticed their slip-up.

Lin Xuan didn't talk much to the two women but instead summoned his Flying Cloud Falling Snow Sword, joining the fray.

First, he would deal with the situation; they could discuss it later.

With Lin Xuan's intervention, the situation changed dramatically. The Celestial Sword emitted a cold light, and several robed cultivators were decapitated in one fell swoop.

"Young Master!"

"Young Sect Leader has returned."

"We have hope now! Kill these fellows and avenge our fallen comrades."

The Spirit Medicine Mountain disciples rejoiced, their spirits lifted as they fought with renewed vigor. Their eyes turned red, and they drove their spiritual artifacts and talismans back at the opponents with all their might.

While it couldn't be said that the situation had reversed completely, the robed cultivators were indeed struggling to keep up.

The old leader glanced at Lin Xuan, his expression turning grim as he raised his right hand, releasing a red spiritual light into the sky. This was clearly some kind of signal; the robed cultivators responded by breaking away from the battle and gathering around him.

These people moved with great coordination, and several Spirit Medicine Mountain cultivators who pursued them were instead cut down by their well-coordinated attacks.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further. The opponents acted in unison, indicating that this was a meticulously planned operation rather than an impromptu attempt to kill or steal.

The Qingshang Sect had indeed grown bolder; with its strength bolstered, it had turned its gaze inward and plotted against the sect itself.

Spirit Medicine Mountain's cultivators retreated and gathered around Lin Xuan.

"Young Master!" A middle-aged man of late-stage Foundation Establishment bowed and tried to explain the situation.

"No need for that. Blood debts must be repaid in blood; none shall escape."

Lin Xuan waved his hand, dismissing him as he was well aware of the current state of affairs after wandering through the occupied zone for so long.

In one word: chaos.

The yin spirits were undoubtedly dominant here, but human cultivators had not been entirely eradicated and remained quite active.

Many sects and families had suffered significant damage, yet some like Qingshang had emerged unscathed, even growing stronger. It was said that the number of Condensation Core stage cultivators alone could rival those of the orthodox and heretical factions.

Lin Xuan had suspected their restlessness earlier but hadn't expected them to act so soon after repelling the yin spirits. Whether it was a conspiracy or some cunning plot, he didn't intend to overthink it. Under the protection of his sect, such matters were best left to his mentors and old Immortals; all he needed to do was deal with those who had offended their interests.

Lin Xuan's right hand, previously hidden in his robe, suddenly shot out, sending a palm-sized talisman flying. It ignited without wind and transformed into a giant pattern of the Eight Trigrams, sinking into the ground before disappearing.

"Array!"

The old leader's face changed as he realized Lin Xuan had returned so quickly despite not knowing where their Condensation Core stage elders were. With his mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation, his chances of winning against such an opponent were slim. He didn't want to engage in a direct confrontation and was considering retreating when Lin Xuan set up the array.

While the power within the array might be limited, the clear intent was evident: to trap them all and eliminate them completely.

With their constant harassment, there would be no time for them to break through the array.

"Young Sect Leader, do you really want a fight to the death?" The old leader, known as Crane Elder, said with a grim expression.

"Haha, do you have that kind of strength?" Lin Xuan's face was full of mockery, clearly not taking him seriously.

"You..."

The leader grew angry. Realizing they were at this point, he decided to strike first and unleashed a palm-sized treasure from his mouth as it expanded in size with the wind, reaching several dozen feet long. It was that massive battle axe.

Although Lin Xuan had seen it earlier, its close-up appearance still left him somewhat awestruck. To use such a weapon required true skill.

Surrounding the old leader were five other late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators who also joined in.

Lin Xuan was taken aback at first but then scanned with his spiritual sense, revealing that these five were rare quintuplets with identical appearances and features.

They had summoned an artifact resembling an jade ruler.

The remaining robed cultivators didn't attack but kept a wary eye on the Spirit Medicine Mountain disciples.

The old leader's eyes flashed with cunning. The Kun Clan Quintuplets were siblings and excelled in coordinated attacks, their combined strength rivaling that of mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators. Many skilled experts had fallen to them out of spite.

With these five brothers by his side, he was certain he could kill this young Sect Leader who knew nothing of the world's dangers.
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Lin Xuan did not wish to get entangled with them for too long. Heaven only knew what might happen if he delayed any longer.

With his right hand extending, he calmly released the Frostfall Snow Sword, which immediately emitted countless white cold mists that coalesced into a cluster of ice spikes floating in mid-air. At the same time, his left hand flicked and the Spirit Binding Ball appeared in his palm.

Seeing this, Old Crane was greatly wary. The opponent indeed lived up to his reputation as the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain; he had just summoned two ancient treasures at once.

In an instant, Old Crane's heart began to waver. The power of ancient treasures was often discussed among many people, so he stretched out a hand and slapped his storage pouch, taking out a blackish waist token.

A trace of reluctance flashed across his face before he gritted his teeth and started chanting the incantation.

"one-time-use spiritual instrument?"

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. As its name suggested, this type of spiritual artifact could only be used once, unlike regular ones that could be reused. However, there were pros and cons to everything; because it was a consumable item, the power it unleashed was almost comparable to that of a treasure.

However, most alchemists rarely spent effort on such specialized items, making them scarce in demand.

Although Lin Xuan was surprised by Old Crane's possession of this item, he did not pause his actions. Under his control, the ice spikes quickly increased to over one hundred.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan issued a clear command. The ice spikes began to tremble violently before splitting into two streams. One aimed at Old Crane while the rest shot towards the Kun Clan's five brothers with great speed.

Faced with an attack from a Core Formation cultivator, the five brothers did not rush to defend; instead, they calmly performed their cultivation techniques. The jade ruler spiritual artifact in their hands spun rapidly, appearing like five bright silver platters from afar.

However, the silver platters soon changed as flames erupted from within and interwove into a massive fire net that blocked the path of the five brothers.

The opponent's intent was clear; they intended to meet this attack head-on.

Meanwhile, Old Crane saw the ice spikes heading towards him and quickly spat out some essence energy onto his waist token.

With a snap, the spiritual artifact shattered into a dark black cloud that shielded Old Crane from view.

The ice spikes did not hesitate to pierce through but failed to cause any effect.

Lin Xuan frowned. At this moment, the massive axe had arrived in front of him, just a few feet away. Seeing Lin Xuan's lack of evasion, Old Crane could not hide his look of joy and expectation.

Although his battleaxe was made without precious materials, it had been cultivated for centuries in his dantian. While other techniques might be lacking, its sharpness was always something he trusted.

This boy was so overconfident; he would make him pay a heavy price with blood.

With both hands clenching, the axe's momentum increased further.

However, Lin Xuan did not care about it. He merely raised his head and spat out a green flame as thick as his thumb.

Old Crane could not help but laugh. Using such weak flames to resist his treasure was this boy's brain already damaged? Even if he were an old monster of theinfant stage, their infant fire would not be able to do that.

He licked his lips in anticipation of killing Lin Xuan and relished it. However, the next moment, a look of shock froze on his face as his eyes bulged out and his mouth could no longer close, showing utter astonishment.

"How... how is this possible?"

With a "sizzle" sound, the thin flame accurately struck the treasure. The axe was instantly enveloped by green flames. Old Crane immediately felt that the mental connection with the artifact had been severed.

Moreover, not only did the axe lose its spirit, but it also began to melt.

Impossible! Even infant fire could not reach such high temperatures!

Unfortunately, this was not caused by heat; it was due to a strange poison's corrosion. Numerous bubbles appeared on the surface of the axe, large and small, before it fell from the sky like broken metal.

Old Crane did not even have time to feel heartache. Was this boy a monster? Such things had never been heard of or encountered before.

A faint sound entered his ears, causing Old Crane to pause in confusion. Before he could react, he felt his body tighten as if bound by strange silver threads.

Old Crane was furious and bewildered, unable to comprehend how the opponent managed to break through the defense provided by the once-useful spiritual artifact.

Lin Xuan naturally did not explain this to him. With a flick of his fingers, the Frostfall Snow Sword turned into a blue streak, while the silver threads exerted immense force, dragging Old Crane out from the cloud.

Old Crane's face was filled with despair as he could no longer beg for mercy. Blue light flashed and his head shot up, blood splattering everywhere.

Lin Xuan then turned to look at the five Core Formation cultivators of the Kun Clan. The five brothers had long been terrified; they had faced Core Formation opponents before, but their treasures and techniques were far inferior to this young man's abilities. They were not fools and did not want to risk it.

The five brothers exchanged glances, each transforming into a streak of light as they flew towards their companions.

"Want to run?"

Lin Xuan sneered at the back. Without looking around, he waved his hand behind him. The Spirit Medicine Mountain cultivators, having been holding their breaths, did not hesitate and quickly summoned their spiritual artifacts, charging at the enemy with full force.

Having waited for this moment, they would not hold back now.

The battle turned one-sided. The robed cultivator had lost allfighting spirit, with only a few resisting while most desperately tried to escape.

Thanks to the array, which naturally served as a barrier, it was not easily broken through.

...

Soon, a cup of tea's time passed.

All low-rank cultivators were slain by Lin Xuan's sword. It was not because he enjoyed killing; rather, decisive action was needed in such chaos.

The Kun Clan's five brothers also failed to escape. If they had stayed together, they might have held out for a while, but separated, they were no different from ordinary late-stage Core Formation cultivators.

Of course, there were casualties on the Spirit Medicine Mountain side as well, but with Lin Xuan's powerful presence, it was negligible.

"Young Master, all enemies are dead."

Lin Xuan nodded. The low-rank cultivators looked at him with awe-filled eyes; if not for Young Master's timely return, the consequences would have been unimaginable.

"We should withdraw from the branch sect now."

"Retreat?" The disciples exchanged glances, their faces filled with shock and suspicion.

"Yes!" Lin Xuan used an unyielding tone: "The exact reason will be explained later. For now, we must leave."

"The disciples respectfully follow Young Master's orders."

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin exchanged a glance before bowing in submission. Seeing someone take the lead, other disciples quickly followed suit. They were merely surprised but not unwilling; this place was full of strange occurrences, and they had just been attacked, making it an unsafe location.

Although the two elders had ordered them to stay put, their authority could not compare to that of Young Master.
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Chapter 477 - Moon's Puzzlement

Lin Xuan quickly counted the remaining disciples and found that only two hundred and fifteen were left. He couldn't help showing a sad expression. Initially, nearly four hundred cultivators had been dispatched to establish a branch sect here. Now, more than half of them had perished.

Some had fallen during their treasure hunts, while several fellow disciples died at the hands of unknown monsters in the branch sect. However, most were killed in the recent skirmishes.

But now was not the time for grief.

Lin Xuan's orders were conveyed to his disciples, who packed their belongings and transformed into various streaks of light, breaking through the void as they left.

Throughout the journey, Lin Xuan's expression remained grim, and no one dared to ask him questions. The two elders, Zhou and Cao, had vanished without a trace. Now, the junior sect leader was their main pillar...

Meanwhile, several hundred miles away in an ancient cave, Blood Sovereign was furious. His divine consciousness had been destroyed, and the two condensation core cultivators he had bought out also met with unexpected misfortunes. It didn't matter why he knew; when he infused them with demonic energy back then, the old demon had already made sure to set traps.

This guy never had good intentions. The Demon Infant Technique was genuine, but using the method of infusing demonic energy meant that even if they侥幸succeeded, their divine consciousness would be lost, turning them into mindless demonic puppets.

Then he could easily capture them and use them as his minions—what a two-for-one poison plot!

Everything had been going smoothly until this junior sect leader disrupted his plans. The most intolerable part was that Lin Xuan wanted to move the branch sect, which would mean losing cultivators for blood sacrifices.

The old demon's expression was hideous, and demonic energy flickered around him. However, after a while, he sighed. The surging spiritual energy in the ancient cave gradually settled down.

A tiger at its decline is preyed upon by dogs. If he were at his peak, such humiliation would never have happened—he would have gone straight to the other party and drawn out their soul.

But now, with his blood sacrifice technique only a third complete and his body not fully recovered, he couldn't leave this ancient cave. The only way was to send out his divine consciousness.

Although his abilities were formidable, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary condensation core cultivator. He could destroy one of his divine consciousnesses, but he might be destroyed again if he sent a stronger one. It would be futile.

Despite being cruel, Blood Sovereign was extremely cunning and never did anything that wouldn’t benefit him. After much deliberation, he had to temporarily hold back this anger.

---

Lin Xuan didn't know how furious Blood Sovereign was at him for bringing so many low-rank disciples into the perilous zone. He carefully moved along the way, fully opening his divine sense and constantly scanning with his spiritual consciousness in the jade cylinder to find suitable locations for establishing a new branch sect.

After two days, he finally found a desolate mountain range. He led everyone down from the sky.

The mountain was over a thousand feet tall and stretched far into the distance. Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan it; the area covered at least a hundred miles.

The mountain was lush with various large trees. The lingering death energy hadn't reached these remote areas, making this place particularly suitable for him.

Lin Xuan was especially pleased because there were some fire resources here as well—quite beneficial for refining his talismans.

"Stay here for a while," Lin Xuan instructed before flying into the mountain alone. After circling around, he found a relatively low mountain peak.

This peak was small, only several hundred feet high, and made of rock. While not completely barren, its vegetation was sparse.

It was a dead volcano.

After inspecting it, Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He then chose a point with richer spiritual energy and more spacious to establish the new branch sect.

The disciples worked together, though their low cultivation levels meant they had to compensate for this by working hard. Various spirit artifacts and techniques were used, and within a few hours, several caves were carved out. Although simple, they could be used for living and cultivation.

Next, Lin Xuan commanded everyone to set up barriers around the area. While not powerful enough to repel enemies, they would serve as a warning.

After everything was done, Lin Xuan personally appointed Li Yuan and Lu Ying'er to manage the branch sect.

---

A stone thrown into water caused ripples. The disciples were in an uproar over these two choices.

Everyone had little to say about Li Yuan; according to the junior sect leader, with the elders dead, he was the highest-ranking cultivator at the foundation establishment stage, making it reasonable for him to take charge of managing the branch sect.

But what about Lu Ying'er?

She had recently violated the sect rules and became an outcast. Though she later received amnesty, now she suddenly held such significant authority.

The disciples were不服, especially since her cultivation was mediocre—she hadn't even reached the foundation establishment stage while there were at least dozens of more powerful cultivators in the branch sect.

However, their complaints soon stopped as the junior sect leader personally declared that he had taken Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin as his registered disciples. As they say, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. With such a powerful backing, who dared to argue?

Their dissatisfaction turned into envy, mixed with some confusion. The two girls weren't particularly outstanding in terms of talent, so it was unclear what the sect leader saw in them.

Regardless, Lu Ying'er now wielded some power and authority. She could issue commands without resistance, even from Li Yuan as his senior. Although Lin Xuan said they would manage together, Li Yuan seemed to naturally take a subordinate role.

Outside, these changes didn't escape Lin Xuan's notice. He smiled but remained silent. At the moment, he was meditating in one of the newly carved caves.

Not long after, his spiritual energy replenished. Just as he opened his eyes, Moon walked up beside him: "Master, I have a question."

"Speak," Lin Xuan showed no surprise; it seemed he had anticipated such a query from the young girl.

"Why did you let Lu Ying'er manage the branch sect and announce her and Liu Xin as your registered disciples? It's clearly not the case. Why go out of your way to draw attention?" Moon was puzzled. Lin Xuan usually acted低调, avoiding drawing attention. Why would he do the opposite this time, especially since she was his hidden asset within the sect—wouldn't that attract unwanted attention?

Of course, Moon believed that there must be a unique purpose behind Master's actions.
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"I'm doing this for the long-term."

"Long-term?" Moon儿 was taken aback, her pretty face still puzzled.

"Indeed. On the surface, it might seem best not to publicly reveal my relationship with the two girls. But have you considered that with my help, their cultivation will advance rapidly? And since they are not particularly gifted in spirit roots, it's inevitable that someone would notice them eventually. Those people would follow clues and find out about us sooner or later."

Moon儿 nodded. That made sense, but...

Before she could speak, Lin Xuan continued. "Better to declare this myself. After all, I'm just a registered disciple for outsiders, which is quite common for condensation core cultivators. No one really cares."

"That's true. It's better to be upfront rather than hiding it, and the truth or falsehood can actually ease concerns from those who might suspect something," Moon儿 smoothed her hair, agreeing with Lin Xuan.

"Besides, I'm also testing her this way!"

"Testing?"

"Yes, Ying'er is smart and cunning, but how capable she truly is, I've never seen. Managing a branch sect is the perfect test for her."

Moon儿's face showed thoughtful contemplation. Master really does think deeply about everything he does.

"All right. Any other questions?"

"No."

After resolving Moon儿's doubts, Lin Xuan stood up and walked out.

"Master!"

The cultivators along the way bowed respectfully, their expressions filled with reverence. Lin Xuan remained calm, neither worried nor happy, adding a touch of mystery to their eyes.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at a small valley covered in vines, located in the southwest corner of the branch sect, very secluded.

Many dense plants grew around the entrance, making it impossible to notice the narrow path that could only accommodate one person unless you looked closely.

As soon as Lin Xuan arrived, several spiritual senses swept over him but quickly vanished.

Lin Xuan nodded satisfactorily. Ying'er was in charge of the treasure vault, and the security measures were well set up.

He took out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket, ready to use it, when a slender and beautiful girl appeared beside him with a gentle bow: "Master."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. The girl seemed to know why he was dissatisfied, smiling lightly: "Master, I've instructed the guards to step down. We are alone here."

"Then so be it." Following Ying'er into the valley, they found the treasure stored by fallen sect members of Spirit Mountain after their retreat.

Most of the materials for the Nine Heavens Moon Ring had been collected, leaving only two auxiliary items that weren't particularly rare and could likely be found in the treasure vault.

Following the winding path for about a li, it seemed to end. A thick stone wall appeared before them.

Ying'er flipped her hand, revealing a silver-colored badge in her palm. With a slight wave of her fingers, white light shot out from the badge.

Instantly, spiritual light shone, and the stone wall became transparent, gently oscillating like water.

Ying'er smiled charmingly as she stepped inside without hesitation. Lin Xuan followed, vanishing into the wall.

The stone wall returned to its original form, but inside was a different world.

It was a large stone chamber with hundreds of feet in diameter, surrounded by night明珠s and fluorescent stones on the walls, emitting faint light that allowed Lin Xuan's keen eyesight to see everything clearly.

To the left were bookshelves made from earth-type techniques, holding nearly a hundred jade cylinders—certainly containing cultivation methods.

However, the surface of these cylinders flashed with purple light, indicating they had been sealed by experts. After all, this was sect property, and even managing cultivators couldn't use them without permission.

Lin Xuan wasn't bothered by this. As the sect's master, he had the right to do so.

Walking over, he casually picked up one of the cylinders, a faint green light flashing as he removed the seal. He then placed it on his forehead.

Soon, Lin Xuan withdrew his spiritual senses, putting down the unimpressed cylinder and picking another...

In less than an hour, Lin Xuan had examined most of the contents, showing slight disappointment on his face.

The items were indeed cultivation methods, but all ordinary ones. For a general condensation core cultivator, they might be useful, but for him, they weren't worth considering.

Ying'er stood quietly beside him, neither speaking nor asking questions, her obedient demeanor earning Lin Xuan's silent approval.

Having gained nothing from the jade cylinders, Lin Xuan turned his attention to other treasures. He wasn't a high-minded, fussy individual; no fool would leave a treasure trove empty-handed.

Besides the two needed materials, he took whatever else caught his eye without hesitation, stuffing them into his storage bracelet.

My domain, my rules. Even if True Immortal Tongyu had no idea how many treasures this branch sect had collected over these days, he'd have to accept it with a forced smile.

So Lin Xuan took half of the 300,000 crystal stones piled in the corner without hesitation, leaving the rest for later.

This action shocked Ying'er, who covered her mouth. Master really is...

Bold!

Lin Xuan then found some pills, suitable for foundation establishment and condensation core stages, taking a third of them.

The remaining were mostly foundation establishment stage materials; only one bottle with slightly weaker efficacy was left for the condensation core stage.

Next, Lin Xuan picked out several rare items from the materials. Ordinary ingredients like jade mother copper were left untouched as he wasn't concerned about the sect's investigation or just didn't care.

Lin Xuan extended his spiritual senses to cover every corner of the stone chamber, picking and choosing. As time passed, his expression grew increasingly grim.

"Ying'er."

"What can I do for you, Master?" Ying'er approached quickly, lowering her head submissively.

"Is that all?" Lin Xuan had indeed found one material he needed, but there was still purple jade crystal missing.

"There are some more, but..."

"Why is that?" Lin Xuan frowned.

"I heard Uncle Li say there were other materials as well. But those items are specifically requested by the sect leader, so..." Ying'er's face showed difficulty. The treasures in this chamber could be taken freely, but these materials were personally managed by Elder Li Yuan.

"Oh!" Lin Xuan nodded, a strange expression appearing on his face.
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Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling and closed the door, refusing visitors. He said he needed to meditate on a cultivation technique.

In just over half a month, the atmosphere in the branch sect was peaceful. With all three elders having perished, there were no high-ranking cultivators leading them, so the search for treasures had naturally ceased. According to the young master, he had already established contact with the main sect through other channels, but the powerful ghost was still too formidable and could not be summoned in a short time.

The low-ranking cultivators did not care much; they were already afraid of the precarious life. Now that they could stay here and focus on cultivation, everyone hoped this situation would continue.

Unfortunately, good times do not last long. One night, a ghost at the level of King Ghost suddenly intruded into the branch sect, injuring several disciples, especially Elder Li, who had his treasure box stolen.

Although the young master arrived after receiving news and used great divine power to kill the ghost, that ghost was extremely fierce and used an unusual escape technique to send away the treasure box just before its demise.

The young master was furious and ordered subordinates to search for it. However, they searched a dozen miles around but found no clues.

This incident caused everyone to be on edge for quite some time. Some of the timid even suggested moving quickly. But Lin Xuan did not agree; there was no safety in the occupied area now.

The ghost was alone and perhaps just happened to wander in by chance.

For half a month, everyone lived in fear without any retaliation. They gradually put their minds at ease.

However, Elder Li Yuan fell ill after this incident. Though he wasn't highly ranked, he was deeply trusted by True Immortal Feiyu and considered a confidant. The lost treasure box was not just any item; the materials inside were rare and specifically requested by the sect leader.

Unable to explain it, he fell ill due to worry as a low-ranking cultivator.

As a result, all the power in the branch sect now rested with Lu Ying'er. With her busy schedule, she had Liu Xin assist her.

Though everyone was silent, they privately harbored some dissatisfaction. But soon enough, the two women managed the branch sect's affairs efficiently, and these complaints gradually faded away.

Some were happy while others were worried; this event was actually a scheme orchestrated by Lin Xuan.

"Master, look at this treasure box?"

"Not bad," Lin Xuan said as he examined the object before him. It was only a few feet long and red, made of an unknown wood material. A silver talisman was affixed to it, and just from itsprohibition aura, one could tell that this was no ordinary item.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, and a sword beam shot out from between his fingers. However, the silver talisman flashed with light, creating a protective barrier in front of which the sword beam dissipated like water into stone.

"Hmm?" Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but quickly regained his composure.

He flipped his palm, and "puchi" went the sound as a green fireball the size of an egg appeared in his palm.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan shook his hand, and the fireball transformed into a thick green glow that shot towards the talisman.

Again, it was blocked by the protective barrier. However, this time the scene was vastly different; flames burst out, instantly covering the surface of the barrier.

The barrier only held for a few seconds before emitting a mournful sound as if water bubbles were breaking and then dissolving completely.

The talisman ignited on its own, turning to ashes.

...

Then Lin Xuan removed his robe. The box was easily opened.

A dazzling display of light filled the interior, piled with various treasures. Lin Xuan's face showed surprise; even with his keen eyesight, he could only recognize a few items. But now, he had no time for such matters. After scanning it with his divine sense, he pointed at one item.

"Whoosh," and an object was drawn into his palm by an invisible thread.

It was a fist-sized crystal, completely transparent yet displaying a deep purple hue that looked incredibly beautiful. It was the final ingredient needed to craft the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring—Purple Jade Crystal.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he carefully stored it away. Next, he took out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket and injected divine sense into it, engraving some words before sending it flying out of the cave dwelling.

At the hidden valley where treasures were kept, Lu Ying'er was sitting cross-legged. Since taking over the branch sect, she had many things to handle daily but never neglected her studies.

Suddenly, as if sensing something, her eyes lit up and the firelight transformed into a talisman that flew directly into her hand.

Lu Ying'er scanned it with her divine sense and showed surprise on her face; the young master was going to craft a treasure. He said it would take several months at most or half a year at least, but do not disturb unless there is a matter of life and death.

But soon, she calmed down again and resumed her meditation.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already arrived about ten miles away from the branch sect.

Before him stood a solitary peak hundreds of feet high. This was an extinct volcano with abundant geothermal resources.

Fortunately for that reason, crafting a treasure would not be easy; relying solely on his own Danfire could not accomplish such intricate work.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense to thoroughly scan the mountain.

He found an ideal location. Then he tapped his storage bag, summoning the Floating Cloud Snow Sword. After several hours of effort, he established a cave dwelling.

Next, Lin Xuan took out array talismans and flags, setting up multiple barriers. After much hardship, he finally gathered all the materials needed to craft a life-bound treasure. He did not want any interruptions during this process.

The dangers in the cultivation world were well-known, especially now with such extraordinary circumstances and location. Previously, he had encountered danger even when cultivating at the Foundation Establishment and Condensation Core stages.

Past is prologue; this time, he would be more cautious.

After setting everything up, Lin Xuan transformed into a green beam and flew to the summit.

The top was flat with no vegetation, but in its center was a large cave that went deep underground. Since it was an extinct volcano, there was no heat from the geothermal energy. To conduct his treasure crafting, Lin Xuan naturally needed to bring out the fire below.

He silently stared at the large cave for a long time before crossing his arms and casting two sword hand seals. He muttered something as he pointed at the Floating Cloud Snow Sword.

The sword transformed into a blue stream that flew into the cave.

However, no special sounds were heard until about a tea cup's worth of time had passed when a series of popping noises similar to frying beans began to echo from within.

They grew increasingly dense and intense over time.

After another while, the Floating Cloud Snow Sword returned with a massive flame like a dragon surging upwards.

Lin Xuan's expression became even more serious as he waved his hands. After recovering the divine sword, several hand seals were cast, creating a greenish protective barrier that sealed off the cave entrance.

The flames collided against it but could not break through. Lin Xuan did not show any relief and continued to inject divine energy. It took nearly half an hour before the geothermal fire finally calmed down.
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Upon reaching his dwelling, Lin Xuan spent a full half day to set up a room. The area was roughly one hundred zhang in circumference and he introduced the purest essence fire from the veins into it. Afterward, he called Moon to his side for detailed instructions before beginning the refinement of the treasure.

It's amusing to note that after forming a golden core, most cultivators' first task is to gather materials and refine treasures. Lin Xuan was rather unique, waiting until mid-core formation before starting this process.

The required materials were all rare items from the world, none in excess. In other words, extreme caution was needed; failure meant no more attempts.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, sat cross-legged, and formed a hand seal over his chest, entering into meditation for an entire day and night. Not only did he focus on his cultivation energy but also his mental state.

Finally, he opened his eyes and stretched out his hand, tapping the pouch. A flash of white light appeared, and a small box made of sandalwood material appeared in his palm.

Several prohibitive talismans were affixed to the lid. Lin Xuan hesitated before tearing them off with his hand.

Inside was an oval stone about the size of a fist. Its surface was a pale blue, unremarkable at first glance. However, it contained an astonishing amount of fire attribute essence energy.

Lin Xuan held it in his palm and poured his cultivation energy into it continuously. Soon, the stone lit up, separating to form a small figure three inches tall.

It had a tiger-like head and body, though its appearance was that of a child with a sinister expression—this was precisely the spirit of the South Bright Separating Fire.

The moment the spirit appeared, it immediately grinned at Lin Xuan. However, aside from this, there were no other means available; it was covered in thin black chains all over its body.

These restraints were formed by the yin qi and resentment of the Beast Soul Flag, providing extreme suppression for South Bright Separating Fire.

"Hmph, still not obedient even now?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled with a hint of mockery. He extended his hand and lightly tapped it.

A green sword beam shot out from his fingertips, circling around the small figure several times before wrapping it into a cocoon.

Then, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and expelled a thumb-thick pillar of dan fire, which hit the green cocoon and ignited it, burning fiercely.

The South Bright Separating Fire had produced this spirit, indicating its superior quality. However, before using it to refine a treasure, he needed to erase its intelligence.

Lin Xuan carefully controlled the dan fire, changing his hand seals at intervals.

This process lasted for seventy-seven days.

Lin Xuan's face was visibly tired; this process was extremely important and could not rely on the essence fire alone. Fortunately, as mid-core formation cultivator, he had enough cultivation energy to sustain it.

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan retracted the dan fire and extended his hand, casting a spell. The green sword beam gradually faded before dissipating, revealing the spirit's true form again.

Its eyes were tightly shut, unconscious.

Satisfied with the result, Lin Xuan waved his left hand, sending out a light ray that lifted the blue stone and brought it to his face.

Lin Xuan looked up, then quickly gathered his hands in the middle.

"Combine."

The spirit and the stone were drawn together, colliding. Then, a brilliant light shone, emitting seven colors of rainbow mist—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet.

Sweat trickled down Lin Xuan's forehead as he appeared exhausted but did not slacken his efforts. His fingers danced rapidly, injecting spell after spell.

Boom.

The rainbow light grew brighter before suddenly bursting apart. Lin Xuan's face changed dramatically, but his reaction was swift. A shield formed in front of him.

While the essence energy shield provided no defense, the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield was another matter entirely.

Terrifying essence energy formed like a storm and surged towards them, engulfing Lin Xuan quickly. Fortunately, it dissipated just as fast, causing no harm.

However, its residual effects left the surroundings in ruins. But Lin Xuan paid no mind to this. With a wave of his hand, a gust of wind blew away the dust.

A transparent stone floated in mid-air.

Completely blue and deep like the ocean, it was more captivating than diamonds. However, even more bizarrely, within its crystal structure, flickering red light appeared—this was the true form of South Bright Separating Fire.

Lin Xuan summoned it back to his palm with a wave, showing an expression of sheer joy. This item would be considered rare in the Spirit Realm; the power of the treasure he refined could only be imagined.

With the main ingredient processed, the next steps were relatively simpler.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage pouch, and a small ancient bronze tripod flew up, spinning to increase in size.

Its entire body was purple with deep luster—precisely the Purple Dragon Cauldron.

The method for refining the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring differed greatly from that of ordinary treasures. It seemed almost like an alternative path. When Lin Xuan first saw it in the Jade Scroll of the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, he was skeptical.

After repeated contemplation, however, he marveled at its complexity. Unlike alchemy, it resembled refining elixirs more closely.

For Lin Xuan, this was undoubtedly a blessing. His proficiency with refining elixirs far exceeded his skills in crafting treasures.

Of course, the basic principles were similar, but there were subtle differences that required careful attention.

Lin Xuan sat quietly for a moment before casting another spell to summon the essence fire. The red flames danced under his control, forming into a fierce dragon a dozen feet long, enveloping the purple cauldron and beginning to preheat it.

Lin Xuan did not immediately proceed; instead, he watched silently until everything was in order. Then, tapping his storage pouch again, he saw multiple types of celestial materials flash before him.

Lin Xuan sighed as he looked at these items. Although they were merely auxiliary materials, gathering them had taken a considerable amount of effort and resources.

With a flick of his finger, an unknown green crystal appeared in his hand.

Lin Xuan clasped his hands together, holding the crystal in his palm. He used inner vision to slowly mobilize the blue starlight within him. Soon, the azure light transformed into a stream that flowed along his meridians and towards his palm.

His special ability extended beyond elixirs; naturally, purifying these crafting materials was much more challenging. Lin Xuan did not expect their quality to improve significantly but believed that removing some impurities would enhance the power of the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring slightly.
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A month later, Lin Xuan was visibly exhausted. The purification process proved far more challenging than he had anticipated.

He wiped the sweat from his forehead and glanced at the cauldron in front of him. With a slight movement, two beams of light as thick as an arm shot out from his hands.

Sizzling sounds echoed as these were absorbed by the Purple Dragon Cauldron. Immediately, white threads began to appear on its surface.

Lin Xuan's hands did not stop; he injected several more streams of qi before opening the lid of the cauldron with a wave of his sleeve. A green ghostly claw appeared in mid-air and released Nanming Li Fire into the cauldron.

However, as soon as it entered, the Purple Dragon Cauldron began to tremble violently. Even Lin Xuan's composure could not hide the traces of anxiety on his face.

He sat upright with great concentration. A light ball about the size of a fist appeared before him. After some hesitation, he patted his chest and spat out a drop of essence blood. The blood arrow was instantly absorbed by the light ball.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan endured the pain as he pointed at the light ball. With the fire extinguished, the flames became erratic and turned an eerie green color. The tremors in the cauldron gradually subsided.

From the perspective of alchemy, this was a local contradiction. According to common understanding, whether it be a灵器 (spiritual tool) or a法宝 (magic treasure), they should possess only one attribute. For instance, when crafting a fiery sword, both the main and auxiliary ingredients should be fire-based materials.

Similarly, for an ice spear, one would collect ice-based items.

What Lin Xuan was doing—combining the most yang and most yin treasures in his cauldron—would likely infuriate several renowned alchemists. They might curse him for squandering such precious resources!

However, the Nine Heaven Moon Ring was no ordinary treasure. It could not be judged by conventional standards.

The appendix of the Nine Heaven Technique included seventeen types of magical treasures, each with its unique attributes and detailed crafting methods.

Lin Xuan had a special affection for the Nine Heaven Moon Ring. This was not just because it was a rare dual-attribute treasure, but also because it combined both water and fire elements.

In the natural world, everything has its opposite. Water and fire do not mix well, yet if they could coexist in one entity, their power would far exceed mere doubling.

Lin Xuan often browsed ancient texts during his spare time. According to his knowledge, the strongest cultivators in this realm were at most at the Yuan婴 (immortal embryo) stage.

The path of immortality was arduous. Those who managed to reach that level had not only enviable Spirit Roots but also deep blessings, living up to 800 to 1,000 years.

What happened after that?

These prodigies were no longer seen once every thousand years; instead, they appeared once in a million years or so.

After reaching the peak of the Yuan婴 stage, one would undergo the Three Nines Lesser Heavenly Tribulation. If one could survive it, they would become a super existence known as the Lihe (separation and union) realm.

Unfortunately, no one knew if their power was too great for this world to bear, causing them to automatically ascend to the higher spiritual realm once they succeeded in advancing.

The strength of spiritual realm cultivators was unimaginable. They used magical treasures that transcended… or rather, were more in line with the rules, not single-attribute but dual-attributes, even tri-attributes.

In other words, the Nine Heaven Moon Ring belonged to the same level as those from the spiritual realm.

This led back to a secret involving the founder of this technique. This should have happened several million years ago.

During the era of chaos and confusion, the prosperity of the cultivation world far surpassed what it is now. Even so, Nine Heaven Supreme was still a formidable figure in his domain.

It was said that he started as an ordinary cultivator at a small sect. His talents were outstanding, quickly rising to become one of the top disciples among the second generation.

At the time, Nine Heaven Supreme was just a young man, full of vigor and arrogance. This naturally offended many people.

Initially, everyone envied him, but when the sect's leader showed interest in taking him as an apprentice and hinted at passing down his legacy, the internal factions became enraged.

In their eyes, Nine Heaven Supreme was merely a rustic boy who entered cultivation late. How could he become the supreme master of a sect?

They conspired to set a trap for him. At that time, Nine Heaven Supreme lacked cunning, falling into it easily.

The events that followed were straightforward: accused and falsely imprisoned, facing execution. Unwilling to wait passively, he fought his way out, but was ultimately defeated due to his uncompleted cultivation techniques. He managed to escape with his life, however.

After this setback, Nine Heaven Supreme underwent a transformation. Although he did not switch to the path of evil, his actions became akin to those of an evil cultivator.

Though he did not commit numerous atrocities, he would do anything for his goals.

Seeking revenge, but his abilities were mediocre, and his achievements limited. Disillusioned with the sect, he decided to create his own cultivation techniques, which required both stealing and researching existing ones.

The trials and dangers he faced were too numerous to recount in detail within the Nine Heaven Technique's appendix. However, Lin Xuan could only imagine how much respect this ancestor deserved. At that time, Nine Heaven Supreme was merely a base cultivator who dared to target major sects.

Despite all this, he succeeded. Through continuous practice and refinement, he eventually created the Nine Heaven Technique, reaching the Yuan婴 stage with his exceptional talent.

By rights, with such power, he could have easily returned to seek revenge. However, fate played cruel tricks on him. The once insignificant sect had unexpectedly attracted several prodigies over the centuries, each blessed with extraordinary fortune and unique experiences.

When Nine Heaven Supreme finally attempted to avenge himself after becoming an immortal embryo, that small sect had already become a dominant force in the region, boasting five Yuan婴 cultivators.

While his Nine Heaven Technique was formidable enough for two or three opponents at his level, facing five…

This was akin to two fists against four hands. The despair was profound.

Nine Heaven Supreme's anger was intense; it lasted for eight hundred years. Could he still not avenge himself? His Nine Heaven Technique had already reached the pinnacle of Daoist techniques and could not be further enhanced. Therefore, his only hope lay in magical treasures.

He began to search for and gather information on powerful treasures' crafting methods, selecting those that suited him and documenting them in the appendix of the Nine Heaven Technique.

These were top-tier treasures from back then.

After thorough research, however, Nine Heaven Supreme found that even these treasures could not help him avenge himself. This was a significant blow. Despite his exceptional talent, he became fixated on revenge due to this stubbornness.

By coincidence, it is known now that after reaching the Lihe stage, cultivators can ascend to the spiritual realm. However, several million years ago during the era of chaos and confusion, space was not as fixed as it is today. Human-stage cultivators' energy from combat could not cause significant disturbances, but spiritual realm cultivators' powerful techniques might tear through the void, returning to this world.

Though such occurrences were rare, they did happen occasionally!

Frustrated by his inability to avenge himself, Nine Heaven Supreme vented his frustration by randomly casting sword lights into the sky one day.

As a result, a senior spiritual realm cultivator appeared before him.

It was not that he had such great power; it was just luck. This was a Lihe-stage master who was on the brink of death and passed away shortly after Nine Heaven Supreme found him.

Such an opportunity was rare in a thousand years. Nine Heaven Supreme did not miss this chance, finding numerous treasures from the unfortunate Lihe senior, including a pair of ring-shaped magical treasures.

They were ice and fire dual-attributes.

This broke the rules of the human cultivation world, yet their power was astounding. With these spiritual realm artifacts, Nine Heaven Supreme finally avenged himself and became a formidable figure in his time.

As an immortal embryo cultivator, he was already over 800 years old. His remaining century or so would be difficult to use for ascending to the spiritual realm. Instead, he devoted this time to studying these ice and fire dual-ringed treasures, as they were rare artifacts from the spiritual realm that could not easily be found in the human world.

Thus, the Nine Heaven Moon Ring was created, though its power was significantly weaker compared to the original, it still retained the ice and fire attributes.

Postscript: Sorry for the delay, but life has its unpredictable moments. This chapter is 3000 words long; I will make up for it by posting three more tomorrow.
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With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of azure light shot out. The underground veins vanished without a trace as the Purple Dragon Cauldron was carried by this light and flew to within three feet in front of him.

The lid of the cauldron opened, releasing two streams of opposing energies—cold and heat. Instantly, half of the stone chamber's temperature plummeted, with icy light sweeping over everything, freezing both the ceiling and the floor. On the other side, a scene of intense heat unfolded, making it feel as if one were inside a furnace, even causing the stones to begin melting.

This was an ice-and-fire world, all contained within this small stone chamber.

Lin Xuan's face broke into a satisfied smile. After ninety-nine days of hard work, he finally achieved perfect results, having refined and fused over a dozen materials such as South Bright Flame, Ten Thousand Year Snow Crystal, and more.

With a flick of his fingers, a light ball the size of a fist appeared in mid-air. Then, Lin Xuan's hand began to change through various spells, distorting and transforming the light ball into an elegant jade bottle.

The Purple Dragon Cauldron slowly flew over, tilting as it poured out a silvery liquid. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes carefully, ensuring not to spill any of it. Once the liquid was full, the cauldron flew back, shrinking in size before vanishing into his storage bracelet. He then waved his hand, and the jade bottle returned to his palm.

Since this item was formed from his true essence, Lin Xuan held it tightly, feeling the spiritual energy within.

Looking at the object, a hint of hesitation appeared on his face but quickly turned into determination as he swallowed it without hesitation.

With a gurgle, the liquid entered his abdomen.

Lin Xuan then sat cross-legged, his body glowing with spiritual light, his eyes closed. He remained motionless, entering a state of meditation.

This method of refining treasures was unheard of; it required performing within one's own body. Lin Xuan used Inner Vision to observe the changes happening inside him using his divine awareness.

After entering the dantian, the bottle shrank in size and followed the meridians until it reached his core. It seemed like a world at the beginning of creation, with green spiritual energy floating around and endless blue light points flickering like starlight.

Above this starlight, there was a small pearl the size of a dragon's eye—Lin Xuan’s golden core.

The bottle arrived in the dantian, its surface spiritual energy dissipating as the liquid inside was poured out. Lin Xuan frowned, his face showing signs of pain but remaining silent as he continuously formed hand seals.

The golden core above the starlight began to spin, drawing surrounding spiritual energy that gradually thickened and turned into a molten state. The green liquid and silvery liquid mixed together initially resisted each other, but over time, they merged smoothly like water and oil.

Lin Xuan remained expressionless on the outside but felt a great relief inside.

Without delay, he continued with his secret technique.

This method of refining treasures was hard to observe externally, but its difficulty was only known by those involved. Especially for divine awareness, it required an extremely high level of concentration.

Fortunately, this was Lin Xuan's strength. A month passed, and the golden core dimmed significantly as spiritual energy in his dantian weakened. However, he had been consuming various precious elixirs during this time, so he managed to hold on.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; no wonder the Nine Heavens Profound Art mentioned that one needed to reach the peak of Condensation Core stage to refine such a treasure.

He was overconfident due to his superior cultivation and the support from elixirs. But it was too late now, as he had already started refining, there was no turning back.

Under Lin Xuan's divine awareness, the golden core suddenly brightened, emitting several green light columns about an inch thick.

These light columns coalesced into a small禁制 after some changes. The spiritual liquid that fully integrated with his true essence was enclosed within this禁制.

The禁制 activated, colorful light flared continuously as the spherical liquid split into two parts and stretched, constantly changing shape.

After an indeterminate amount of time, two circular embryos appeared.

Below the禁制, there was a small lake made of spiritual energy. The water had almost dried up, leaving only one-third of its original volume.

Lin Xuan changed his sitting posture again, and from this lake, a silver hook about an inch long emerged. This too was formed by spiritual energy.

Under his divine awareness, the silver hook carved complex arrays on both circular embryos.

This process was tedious but crucial.

...

Spring came after winter had gone, time passing quickly. Six months had passed since Lin Xuan closed himself off to refine this treasure.

During this period, no one disturbed him.

Although Lu Ying'er's cultivation was not high, she managed the affairs of the sub-branch with great efficiency.

One day, two streaks of light shot across from the horizon.

The light descended, revealing a monk and an immortal.

On the left was a middle-aged scholar, around forty years old, with three long strands of beard. His appearance was refined and scholarly.

The immortal on the right was much larger, his face covered in wrinkles like tree roots but with good health.

"Brother Qian, this must be it," said the scholar, gesturing at the volcano before him as he fanned himself with a folding fan.

"Of course. Even though Miss Lu is bold, she wouldn't dare lie to us. The surrounding禁制 indicate that our young master indeed refined his treasure here."

"Hmph. I must admit I admire the young master's discernment. A mere low-ranking disciple not long ago, he now has both management skills and successfully ascended from late-stage灵动to foundation formation in less than a year."

"There’s nothing surprising about it. Although we don’t know Lin Xuan well, his senior master takes such an interest in him for a reason. Miss Lu's matter isn't significant, but I wonder why he would choose to refine his treasure in the occupied zone. That must be some extraordinary treasure," said the immortal as he stroked his beard with curiosity.

"Brother’s words are wise. Back then, our Medicine Herb Mountain was not yet known, and we elders were all hidden away. Few recognized Lin Xuan, but his senior master took him on as a disciple for a reason."

...

The two chatted as they approached the mountain. These were elders from Medicine Herb Mountain. After setting up the sub-branch, Lin Xuan tried to contact his sect but only received these two experts after such a long wait.

Looking at the禁制 in front of them, the middle-aged scholar hesitated: "Brother, according to Miss Lu's words, the young master has been closed off for six months. The treasure seems not yet complete. If we disturb him now..."
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The Taoist reached out to touch his beard, his face showing some hesitation.

Just as he was indecisive about what to do, a sudden surge of mist appeared before him, revealing a path.

"Since the two seniors have come, please wait outside the cave for a moment."

It happened that Lin Xuan had just successfully refined a treasure item this morning. After months of hard work, he finally achieved his goal.

However, it left him quite exhausted. He was meditating in his cave to recover his energy when he received a message from Yue'er.

Lin Xuan opened the scroll and exchanged glances with the middle-aged scholar and Taoist. They waved their sleeves and walked into the cave without hesitation...

Three days later, a faint gray light sped through the occupied zone. The light was subtle, concealing its essence qi, and its color unremarkable. Clearly, the owner had used some illusionary techniques to avoid drawing attention.

Suddenly, the light dimmed as it landed in a valley. Three figures appeared, indistinct but visible.

Two young women in their prime and an ordinary-looking youth.

Lin Xuan turned around to survey his surroundings; this was indeed the place he was looking for.

The day before with the two seniors, they brought True Immortal Tongyu's edict, instructing Lin Xuan to leave immediately and return to Spirit Medicine Mountain.

This was as expected. Lin Xuan happily accepted.

He had gained much in the occupied zone but also many enemies. It was time to return to a safer place.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't plan on going alone.

There were too many lingering spirits here. The youth beside him was no ordinary expert.

Over the next few hours, various cultivators arrived—solitary figures and small groups. Only four people were at the condensation stage, including Lin Xuan. Everyone else was at the middle to late base stage. In other words, the women by his side were at the bottom of the heap.

Especially Renshen, who was at the peak of the灵动期. For her age, she was a standout among disciples but stood out here.

However, no one dared to have any ill intentions toward them. The youth beside them was an expert not to be trifled with.

People greeted each other and whispered in small groups. Some simply sat meditating like Lin Xuan. Though they waited longer than expected, patience was a virtue among cultivators.

After some time, a fragrant aroma wafted through the air, reminiscent of orchids.

Lin Xuan's eyes snapped open as he set up a minor禁制 to protect himself and the two women. Other cultivators hurriedly did the same; it was dangerous times in this occupied zone.

Despite spirits and cultivators not often using poisons, various protective禁制 sprouted like mushrooms after rain.

However, soon everyone realized their efforts were futile. The fragrance had no effect on clearing one's mind or improving concentration.

"What is that?"

"Could it be Fairy Fragrance?"

"Nonsense. A fairy would never emit such a foul stench."

"Hush, Black Old Three. I advise you to be careful with your words. Idle chatter can bring trouble. This fragrance is peculiar but not poisonous."

"Heh, Brother Huang, thank you for the concern. But I'm not afraid of anything. Unencumbered and free, I am a lone cultivator. I may not boast about other skills, but I excel in earth and wood遁术. Even if I offend someone, can't I just run away?"

Lin Xuan opened his eyes to see Black Old Three, a lanky middle-aged man about ten feet away. His face was ugly, dark and sallow. Lin Xuan smiled; this was the notorious Black Old Three.

It was well-known that in the cultivation world, one's lifespan far exceeded ordinary people. With age came wisdom, and those who lived long enough became cunning and ruthless. Speech became even more slippery.

However, Black Old Three was known for his straightforwardness. He couldn't help but speak his mind, often offending powerful experts with his blunt tongue.

But at the same time, he was unmatched in earth and wood遁术. His ability to run away when defeated made him a formidable opponent.

With such advantages, it wasn't surprising that he dared to be so bold here.

Suddenly, a pink lightning bolt descended from the sky.

It was indeed pink. Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised; this strange power was not unfamiliar to his vast experience.

Black Old Three was equally surprised but quickly reacted, emitting yellow light as he prepared to use earth遁术.

However, nothing happened. The soft earth suddenly hardened like iron. Black Old Three's face turned pale. He knew he had angered a formidable opponent who had set up this禁制 without his knowledge on the mountain top.

"Senior, please spare my life."

Before he could finish, the pink lightning bolt struck.

More bizarrely, Black Old Three didn't turn to charcoal; instead, his bones melted while his flesh remained intact. His body turned into a pile of mud but still wasn't dead.

This cruel and evil magic shocked everyone. Many trembled in fear.

The opponent had not yet revealed himself but already caused a commotion. The strange fragrance grew stronger. Finally, a pink cloud appeared on the horizon.

It expanded to cover an area about ten feet wide. Such grandeur in this occupied zone was truly audacious.

Lin Xuan frowned but quickly regained his composure. He wore a calm expression as if nothing had happened.

Yuling and Renshen were naturally alarmed but calmed down when they saw their master's composed demeanor.

However, other cultivators stood up, turning their serious gazes to the sky. The cloud moved swiftly, appearing far away at first but reaching them in moments. It hovered above, and no one inside showed any sign of alarm, causing others to grow tense.

Many reached for their storage bags, but they didn't show any hostility. Black Old Three's fate was clear; everyone could only be wary.

Suddenly, an old man realized the source of the pink cloud, his face turning from white to red and back again in a fascinating display.

"Old Man Wu, do you know who this is?" A nearby cultivator whispered.

The old man shook his head, unwilling to speak. He seemed afraid that mentioning the name would bring trouble.

However, not everyone was as inexperienced. Another black-robed giant recognized him and whispered the news to his companion.

"Red Powder Recluse." Lin Xuan's expression changed. With his divine sense, he easily overheard a base-stage cultivator's transmission.
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Friendship may not be extensive, but the Red Cloud Old Demon is a well-known figure in the cultivation world of Youzhou.

This hermit is one of them.

However, behind his back, people did not call him with such respect; instead, they spoke with fear and disgust, referring to him as the "Red Cloud Old Demon."

Apart from a few fortunate Immortal Foundation Stage experts, the Red Cloud Old Demon was considered an outstanding figure.

His fame was so great that even the Great White Sword Immortal had to fall slightly short. Of course, it was hard to say who was stronger between them.

However, one thing was certain: this old demon not only possessed bizarre and unpredictable evil techniques but also had a ruthless and lascivious nature. Since his rise to fame, he had tarnished the virtue of countless women.

Ordinary women were no exception; even if they belonged to prestigious sects, once caught by him, they would be forcibly taken back ascauldronand subjected to unrestrained exploitation.

This naturally made him enemies innumerable, and he was even pursued for a year by an Immortal Foundation Stage senior. However, this old monster was not killed; relying on several strange abilities, he always managed to narrowly escape.

Afterward, he unleashed a frenzied retaliation. He might not be able to defeat the Immortal Foundation Stage experts but would target the low-ranking disciples of their sects instead.

In less than half a year, that sect's low-ranking cultivators suffered thousands of casualties.

Even if this number was only one-third, it could not withstand such losses. The Red Cloud Old Demon was too slippery; he always managed to escape from their high-ranking cultivator's encirclement.

Eventually, both parties secretly reached an agreement.

As a Condensation Core Stage cultivator, being able to force the Narrow Pass to such a state was also considered groundbreaking in history.

Although this matter was kept secret by the Narrow Pass, it gradually spread through the cultivation world, further boosting the old demon's reputation and making his actions even more reckless.

Fortunately, he did not lack any sense of propriety. He would not provoke Condensation Core Stage female cultivators; at most, he would take low-ranking Foundation Establishment stage disciples ascauldron. Themajor sects could afford to lose some low-ranking disciples, so they had no choice but to accept the situation.

How did this old monster end up in the occupied area? All those who recognized Red Cloud's origins were surprised and their faces turned pale.

Lin Xuan naturally was not afraid of him but secretly raised his vigilance. However, on the surface, he maintained a harmless expression.

Red Cloud surged for a moment before finally stopping, gradually shrinking until a figure appeared, eventually flying out from inside.

Is this the Red Cloud Old Demon?

Although the old monster's notorious reputation had spread far and wide, few cultivators had actually seen his true form.

He was tall and robust, with a red face and bald head. His triangular eyes and wine-colored nose made him look extremely ugly. After appearing, he swept his gaze across the entire scene like an evil wolf before revealing yellowish teeth in a grin.

Everyone could not help but feel a chill down their spines; even those who did not recognize him felt intimidated by his peak Condensation Core Stage cultivation.

Lin Xuan was not planning to intervene further. However, the old monster's gaze finally landed on the two women beside him.

Lu Ying'er was still relatively calm despite her pale face, but Liu Xin could not hide her disgust as she involuntarily showed it on her face.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; this old monster wouldn't...

According to what he knew, the Red Cloud Old Demon had a lustful nature and would forcibly take women regardless of whether they were for exploitation or simply because he found them attractive.

While Lin Xuan was naturally not afraid, he did not want any conflict in the occupied area!

Fortunately, the old monster seemed to have some reservations. After circling him once, he did not make any moves but instead sat down somewhere.

The cultivators around him were visibly shaken and hurriedly moved away.

With such a demon present, everyone was clearly more restrained, no longer daring to speak or move freely.

Time passed in this eerie silence.

Another half day had passed before Lin Xuan grew impatient. Many other cultivators felt discontent as well, but they were relieved that the Red Cloud Old Demon had not caused any trouble since his arrival except for the initial incident where he killed Black Old Three.

"What's going on? Why hasn't the Treasure House people arrived yet? Could something have happened?"

"I don't know either. But there's nothing we can do now, so let's just wait."

...

Finally, two cultivators could no longer hold back and secretly exchanged their thoughts through mental communication, all of which fell into Lin Xuan's ears.

His powerful divine sense indeed had its benefits; he was originally planning to concentrate on listening when suddenly, a large black cloud drifted in from the horizon.

The cultivators present could not help but inwardly groan. With one Red Cloud Old Demon already making everyone tremble with fear, they wondered if another old monster would appear.

Of course, this thought remained only as an inner complaint; no one dared to show any unusual emotions. After all, it was said that the Red Cloud Old Demon had a notorious unpredictable temper!

The lesson from Black Old Three's misfortune was not far away, and no one wanted to seek trouble.

The black cloud moved very quickly and soon arrived overhead, making a series of whistling sounds as five cultivators flew out from inside.

These people wore matching robes that were unusually wide. The only difference was that the old man had three crystals embroidered on his chest, while the four young men behind him had only two.

This should represent their status differences; he was at the Condensation Core Stage, and his four subordinates were Foundation Establishment stage disciples.

Seeing their appearance, the cultivators present could not help but sigh in relief.

"Dear fellow daoists, this is Sun Hai Immortal. I am an executive of the Treasure House responsible for the teleportation service."

"Old Master Sun, why are you so late today?" A plain-looking cultivator spoke up. He was also a Condensation Core Stage expert and seemed to know the person in charge of the Treasure House.

"It's really you, Fellow Daoist Feng from Sand Sea Sect," Sun Hai turned his head, revealing a warm smile as he apologized: "I'm truly sorry for making everyone wait so long. It wasn't due to negligence; I encountered some yin spirits on my way and had to take a detour to avoid being seen."

This explanation naturally made the others not dare to blame him any further.

"So let's get going, I don't want to stay in this occupied area anymore," someone muttered from the crowd.

"Haha, of course. This time, I came here specifically to escort everyone out. Just pay five thousand crystals per person, and you can safely return to a place without yin spirits."

"What? Five thousand crystals each? How expensive is that?" A middle-aged woman in her forties exclaimed in shock before showing anger on her face: "Old Senior Sun, isn't this a bit too much? I also used the teleportation service two months ago. Back then, it only cost two thousand crystals; why has it doubled and more?"

Other cultivators echoed with resentment as they began to make noise.
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Chapter 485 - A Win-Win Situation

The Lady Li was in a different situation now compared to before. Moreover, the price was set by the elders of this building, not by Mr. Sun himself. The old man's expression turned serious as he said, "Besides, the price is still too high. Fellow Daoist Sun, can you be more flexible?"

The other cultivators also pleaded for leniency. Apart from Lin Xuan and a few other Core Formation Stage experts, most of them were only at the Foundation Establishment stage. Five thousand crystal stones was indeed a huge sum to them.

Mr. Sun Hai frowned slightly as he stroked his beard. "Alright, I'll take my chances with the punishment back home. Each person will pay four thousand five hundred crystal stones."

Some still looked hesitant.

"How can you be satisfied? This is already the most generous offer we've made. It's up to each of you whether you accept it," Mr. Sun Hai sneered as his brows furrowed, "But remember, money is just an external thing. The situation in the occupied areas is getting more dangerous every day. If you don't leave now, who knows if the teleportation array will still be available or not."

"Damn it."

Though the cultivators did not express their anger openly, they all cursed inwardly. Most of them were scattered cultivators and had come to the occupied area hoping to find treasures.

But after arriving, they realized that things were much more complicated than they thought. While there were indeed many valuable items here, the dangers were also everywhere. With only Foundation Establishment stage cultivation, they could barely protect themselves.

This was akin to taking advantage of their situation.

Many turned their gaze towards the Core Formation Stage cultivators who had come with them. These low-rank scattered cultivators dared not offend the Treasure Accumulation Hall and hoped that the few high-ranking experts would step in.

Unfortunately, their hopes were dashed. It wasn't Lin Xuan or the Crimson Beauty Demoness. The remaining two Core Formation Stage cultivators also remained silent. Though five thousand crystal stones was a considerable sum, it was nothing to them.

"Alright, if any of you wish to leave, just show your willingness and we won't force you," Mr. Sun Hai's face showed a hint of satisfaction as he counted the number of cultivators, thirty-seven in total. This truly was a win-win situation for him.

He waved his sleeves and placed all the collected crystal stones into his storage bracelet. "Thank you, fellow Daoists for your patronage. Let's go."

With a nod, four disciples behind him each took out a command flag from their pockets and began waving them while chanting under their breaths.

Amidst the sound of wind and thunder, the dark clouds hovering above descended.

The cultivators' faces changed as various protective barriers appeared like mushrooms after rain. "Mr. Sun, what do you want? You've taken our crystal stones; are you planning to kill us all?"

"Haha, fellow Daoists, you're mistaken. The Treasure Accumulation Hall is in the business of trade and doesn't harm its clients. This cloud isn't a threat at all."

"Is it a magical artifact?" Everyone was surprised as they released their divine senses to verify. Indeed, this seemingly dark cloud turned out to be an oddly shaped flying vehicle.

Seeing no danger, everyone stowed away their divine senses again. However, some were more cautious and kept their hands in their sleeves, ready with talismans at the ready. Mr. Sun Hai, though appearing greedy, was actually quite shrewd. He didn't miss these little actions but pretended not to notice.

Soon, the cloud of about an acre's size descended. As it contracted and expanded, everyone was enclosed within its confines. The four disciples then cast their spells, and the odd magical artifact rose into the sky towards the horizon.

Inside, everything was shrouded in a gray haze. Though one couldn't see clearly, Lin Xuan activated his divine sense to observe the surroundings. However, as soon as he touched the cloud's edge, it repelled him back.

In other words, they were completely cut off from the outside world and had no idea where they were flying.

But Lin Xuan was not alarmed; this was expected. The Treasure Accumulation Hall strictly kept secret the location of the teleportation array to monopolize such a profitable business. Otherwise, any rival would be tempted to snatch it away.

Using a magical artifact that could shield divine senses to transport cultivators, they wouldn't know the true position of the teleportation array.

Understanding this, Lin Xuan withdrew his divine sense. Although he had other thoughts, he decided against them. The current priority was to return to Spirit Medicine Mountain Monastery; there was no need for unnecessary complications.

Thus, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and rested while others, each with their own thoughts, released their divine senses to probe the surroundings. None of them succeeded in doing so.

Many were dissatisfied but did not speak out. After a few hours of flight, the cloud finally landed on an isolated mountain range.

Here was a desolate area where they could see the teleportation array from the clouds. It was large, with a diameter of about ten feet, and had an ancient and simple design, adorned with strange patterns everywhere.

"Master, is this the ancient teleportation array?"

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin's faces were full of curiosity. Even if it wasn't just them, most of the cultivators present had never seen one before.

Compared to today’s cultivation world, which was much less advanced than in ancient times, teleportation arrays still existed but could only transport people over short distances. It was impossible to build an array that could instantly transfer someone a thousand miles away like this.

Unlike others' curiosity, Lin Xuan quickly turned his gaze elsewhere. The ancient teleportation array held no mystery for him; he had used it several times before.

Lin Xuan noticed some scattered stone houses around the area, though simple and temporary, built with earth-based magical techniques. However, the cultivators inside were formidable.

Clearly, these were the disciples of the Treasure Accumulation Hall. Lin Xuan roughly counted them and found that there were seven or eight Core Formation Stage cultivators alone, enough to deter any petty thieves.

"Alright, fellow Daoists, you've worked hard. Here are the teleportation talismans; take them," Mr. Sun Hai said as he tapped his storage bracelet, sending out countless white lights. Everyone was taken aback but quickly used their abilities to grasp the white light in their palms.

These were specially crafted paper talismans, about the size of a palm.

Teleportation talismans, as their name suggested, generated immense spatial pressure when used for long-distance travel. This talisman ensured that no one would be injured during the transfer.

Lin Xuan had never used such a talisman before; he relied on his pure cultivation to withstand it. But Core Formation Stage cultivators could use this technique, while low-rank cultivators couldn't survive without being severely injured.
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Sun Hai instructed everyone to inject their cultivation power into the teleportation talisman and then they could leave.

The crowd didn't hesitate. As a reputable business, Precious Treasure Tower naturally valued its reputation.

A dazzling white light enveloped them as the teleportation talisman transformed into a luminous shield, carrying them over to the ancient teleportation array.

Several Precious Treasure Tower disciples standing around took out令旗 from their pockets while Sun Hai recited incantations with a solemn expression.

As the rhythmic voice echoed, the crystal stones embedded in the surroundings lit up, and colorful spiritual lights surrounded everyone...

Unlike others, Lin Xuan had already experienced long-distance teleportation many times. This time, he didn't feel any dizziness or disorientation. After the brilliant light dissipated, they found themselves in a small forest.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over the area, revealing that it seemed to be on the outskirts of some ordinary town.

The town was about twenty miles away and had around ten thousand inhabitants, though not particularly prosperous.

Lin Xuan relaxed slightly. The occupied areas were already deserted, so he must have returned to a safe location in Youzhou.

Other cultivators also looked relieved as they dispersed into their own paths.

It wasn't surprising that they were eager to leave; the notorious Red Powder Old Demon had a fearsome reputation. Being with him was nerve-wracking, and everyone wanted to be far away from him.

"Young Master!"

"Yeah, let's go!"

After Lin Xuan said this, a bright green light enveloped Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin, transforming into a streak of lightning that broke through the air and flew off.

In no time, only the Red Powder Old Demon was left alone in the forest. He looked up at the western direction, his ugly triangular eyes gleaming with cruel intent.

...

Although they had returned to a region controlled by cultivators, Lin Xuan didn't know exactly where he was. Normally, he would have gone to nearby towns for information, but instead, he flew in the opposite direction.

Liu Xin looked curious while Lu Ying'er seemed thoughtful, but neither spoke as they clearly trusted him completely.

Flying for half an hour, Lin Xuan estimated that they were about a hundred miles from the ordinary town. The area wasn't particularly desolate, but it was indeed sparsely populated.

Lin Xuan landed his遁光 and stood on the ground, putting away his playful expression to reveal a more fierce one.

"Friend, you've been following me for so long. Might I ask your intentions?"

"Not bad, Old Friend, I didn't misjudge you; you're not just an ordinary Condensation Core cultivator but can even penetrate my concealment technique. Where are you from?" A hoarse voice accompanied the appearance of a red cloud in the sky, which drifted over with great fanfare.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin's faces turned pale.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes.

The red cloud soon hovered above them, surging and imposing, but Lin Xuan remained calm, showing no surprise or fear as if nothing had happened.

"Good胆色. Standing so confidently in front of me is rare; I admire you more." The cloud rapidly contracted to reveal the ugly Red Powder Old Demon.

"Indeed, Old Friend, what can I do for you?" Lin Xuan seemed to have anticipated the identity of his visitor and replied with dignity.

The old demon didn't answer but looked greedily at Lin Xuan's back. His gaze flickered between Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin before he licked his purple lips.

The two girls had only entered cultivation a few years ago, and before meeting Lin Xuan, they were low-ranking disciples in their sects with little exposure to high-rank cultivators. They knew nothing about the old demon.

However, their intelligence allowed them to understand what was happening; their faces lost all color as shock and fear mingled together.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as his aura grew even colder.

"Old Friend, there's no need for such anger. I came here with no ill intentions."

"Ill intentions?"

"Yes, I just want to make a deal with you. These two women are your disciples or concubines?" The old demon stroked his beard.

"What does this have to do with you?"

Lin Xuan was not polite at all. The situation had already deviated from his expectations; he thought the old demon would attack, but...

Actually, external rumors were inaccurate. While the Red Powder Old Demon was indeed ruthless and cunning, he wasn't a simple fool. Even when he killed low-rank disciples in One-Line Gorge, it was after careful consideration.

If he had been such an impulsive fool, how could he have ruled for centuries?

The young man before him seemed ordinary but revealed sharp edges like a newly drawn sword, making the old demon feel increasingly dangerous.

With some trepidation, the old demon didn't want to offend Lin Xuan.

A major figure in the demonic sect was always adaptable. Despite being bumped into by Lin Xuan several times, he still wore a pleasant smile on his face.

"Old Friend, why keep your distance? I just wish to make a deal with you; I've taken an interest in the two behind you and would like you to part with them. Of course, I won't take what's yours for free. In the cultivation world, I have some reputation, having lived through centuries. I can offer you some crystal materials if you need anything."

Although he had anticipated this, Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin's expressions grew even more grim after hearing the ugly old demon say it.

Even though their cultivation levels couldn't accurately gauge his strength, the aura emanating from him was clearly on par with Young Master's.

In other words, at least a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

Young Master had shown them favor, but would he really risk conflict over two minor maids? The girls were uncertain.

The offer wasn't bad. For high-rank cultivators, concubines, female slaves, or even beautiful disciples could be traded.

Although they couldn't openly do so, there were rumors of secret markets for such transactions.

Their fear was palpable; their faces looked pitiful.

"Please go back, human is not goods. We respect life and will never engage in such trade," Lin Xuan rejected coldly after a moment's silence, his sleeves fluttering without wind as a precaution against anger.

However, the Red Powder Old Demon didn't attack.

"You're too rigid. I'm the butcher, you're the fish; survival of the fittest. Two low-rank cultivators should be our prey, not something to respect," the old demon sneered and spoke calmly.
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Lin Xuan remained unmoved. "Please return, Master. I will consider it again. This transaction is not of interest to me."

"Y-You..." The Red Powder Old Demon's face flashed with anger. For nearly a century, no cultivator had dared to defy him like this. The two women looked at Lin Xuan with gratitude and shock.

"It seems you have made up your mind," the Red Powder Old Demon said. "But don't rush to refuse. Let me show you what this is?" After exchanging glances with Lin Xuan, he surprisingly didn't attack but instead tapped his storage bag, taking out a silk box.

The box was square and half a foot in length and width, exquisitely crafted and clearly not an ordinary item.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He took a deep breath, filling his body with qi. Although the other party hadn't turned hostile, he couldn't afford to lower his guard.

The Red Powder Old Demon seemed unconcerned as he carefully opened the box. Inside was a crystal stone about the size of a fist, translucent and radiating astonishing amounts of essence energy.

"High-grade crystal stone?" Lin Xuan's expression changed, showing surprise despite his composure.

It was well known that crystals were categorized into low-grade, middle-grade, high-grade, and supreme grade based on their essence energy content and purity. According to what Lin Xuan knew, ordinary transactions involved only low-grade crystals, with occasional appearances of middle-grade ones. High-grade crystals... they didn't naturally exist in this world.

In ancient times, due to unstable space, some high-grade crystals had occasionally been brought down by spirit realm cultivators who broke through the void. In other words, high-grade crystals were originally from the spirit realm. The essence energy within was not just abundant; it was of astonishing purity.

With such a crystal, whether for crafting, combat, or breaking through cultivation barriers, its effects would be unimaginable.

In ancient times, these crystals had caused intense competition and bloody conflicts. There weren't many left after millennia, and they were highly prized, beyond description.

Seeing this treasure, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling parched, but he wasn't a novice. He quickly calmed his excitement, though the fire in his eyes remained intense: "What is your intention with such a precious item?"

"Tell me," the old demon said smugly as Lin Xuan seemed interested. "I am genuinely offering this high-grade crystal stone to you. Just hand over the two women, and it's yours."

Lin Xuan was silent, his expression fluctuating.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin also grew tense. They hadn't expected such outrageous terms.

Actually, they misunderstood Lin Xuan. He had no intention of treating them as goods. Although Lin Xuan wasn't merciful, he had killed hundreds of cultivators. He never spared enemies because this was a cruel world where the weak were preyed upon by the strong.

Yet, he didn't indiscriminately kill innocents. As he said, life deserved at least some respect.

Humans and goods were different.

Lin Xuan hesitated because something about this transaction seemed peculiar. It defied logic. Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin weren't breathtaking beauties; they were just ordinary women. One was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, the other in the Flexible Spirit period—mere novices.

Their cultivation roots weren't exceptional either. Many low-rank disciples from major sects had similar abilities, leaving him puzzled about what the old demon saw in them!

A high-grade crystal stone could be sold for hundreds of such female cultivators at secret markets or used as concubines. Lin Xuan didn't think the notorious old demon was offering a bad deal; there must be something fishy.

"How about it, Master? This is a high-grade crystal stone. I won't deceive you. You can't get this elsewhere once you miss your chance," the Red Powder Old Demon's voice was seductive. He even secretly used some kind of mind-altering technique.

Unfortunately for him, Lin Xuan's cultivation level was slightly lower but his mental strength far surpassed that of the old demon. Moreover, he practiced both dao and magic, making such minor tricks futile.

Lin Xuan stroked his chin with a smile: "Master, you have generous intentions. I've seen many rare treasures, but this high-grade crystal stone is new to me. Saying I'm not tempted would be self-deception."

"You agree then," the old demon's face lit up in joy.

"No..." Lin Xuan shook his head unexpectedly.

This answer left the old demon stunned and deeply frowning. "Are you mocking me? Don't you want this treasure?"

"I do, of course! Who said I don't?" Lin Xuan burst into laughter.

"But you refuse my conditions. Do you want to exchange with other treasures instead? Tell you the truth, I won't take anything else except those two women."

"Not a problem. As long as you're dead, this treasure is mine," Lin Xuan sneered. He snapped his fingers and a blue sword of divine light appeared, slicing towards the old demon.

At the same time, he flicked his sleeve, releasing a red ancient shield that shimmered with runes, forming a dazzling light barrier to protect him and the two women.

Exchanging them was impossible; Lin Xuan wanted both. So, there was only one option: kill and take what he wanted.

The old demon wasn't a virtuous person but a notorious villain who deserved his fate. Killing him would be doing justice.

Firstly, even if he didn't act, the old demon wouldn't leave easily. His lust for the two women was evident; he intended to get them at any cost. It was better to strike first rather than wait for an attack.

Seeing the blue divine sword slash towards him, the Red Powder Old Demon was initially surprised but nearly fainted with anger. He had been famous for centuries, and every cultivator, except for some advanced immortals, would tremble in fear when facing him.

Those who dared to provoke him were long dead.

This young man had a huge nerve!

"Think twice before you act! You'll regret coming into this world!" The Red Powder Old Demon laughed wildly. He didn't use his法宝but flicked his sleeve, sending out a streak of light that transformed into a gigantic ghost hand, intercepting the blue sword.
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林轩面对红粉老魔的威胁，表情依旧平静，但他心中却在快速权衡着对策。

“道友既然如此坚持，那在下就恭敬不如从命了。”林轩微微一笑，似乎并不在意对方的威胁，“不过在此之前，请允许我先将这两位女弟子送回她们所在的地方。”

红粉老魔闻言一愣，旋即冷笑道：“你这是想拖延时间吗？”

“不，”林轩摇头，“我只是希望她们能够安全返回。毕竟，她们与在下并无瓜葛，无需卷入这场争斗之中。”

见对方如此坚持，红粉老魔心中暗自权衡利弊。虽然他手握天晶珠这样的顶级宝物，但面对林轩的九天明月环和仙剑，他也并非毫无破绽。

“既然如此，那我便成全你。”红粉老魔沉吟片刻后说道，“不过，这高阶晶石，就当是给你的补偿吧。”

说着，他从储物袋中取出了一块散发着淡淡光芒的晶石。这块晶石显然非同寻常，比普通的晶石要大上许多。

林轩接过晶石，心中暗自点头。虽然只是一块高阶晶石，但对于他来说已经足够了。

“多谢道友。”林轩微微一笑，“既然如此，那么在下就告辞了。”

说完，他轻轻一挥手，两女的身影瞬间消失不见，回到了她们所在的地方。

红粉老魔见状，心中虽有不甘，但也无可奈何。毕竟，对方的实力确实不容小觑，贸然出手恐怕会给自己带来更大的麻烦。

“那道友保重。”红粉老魔淡淡说道，“希望我们以后不会有再见面的机会。”

林轩微微一笑，转身离去，身影在空中化为一道流光，消失不见。

红粉老魔望着他的背影，心中暗自思量：这个少年虽然年轻，但显然不是好对付的角色。他决定暂时退让，但绝不会就此罢休，日后一定要查清楚对方的底细，再寻找报复的机会。

而林轩则在远处的一处山洞中现身，将高阶晶石收起，心中暗自满意：这次的收获虽然不算丰厚，但也足够让他在接下来的日子里过得更加从容。
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Lin Xuan's brow furrowed as he waved his hands, forming two incantations.

Snap!

The frigid air around them suddenly became violent and coalesced into a massive ice ball over ten feet in diameter.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. He extended his finger and pointed it solemnly.

The ice ball began to spin rapidly before exploding with a loud bang. Several frosty water serpents emerged, their fangs bared.

On the other side, the fire wall contracted and expanded, transforming into several grotesque water serpents as well.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan gave a light command, and the nine celestial moons began to ring incessantly. The ice and fire water serpents roared and lunged at their opponents.

"Ahh!" The red-faced demoness let out a startled cry. Although she had recognized that Lin Xuan's jade rings were no ordinary items, she never expected him to be able to cast such terrifying spells so easily.

Her face paled as spiritual light flickered wildly from her fingertips. She hurriedly reached into her storage bracelet and pulled out a red banner. A burst of qi shot forth, causing the banner to inflate like a sail. In an instant, over a dozen streaks of red light split off, forming solid-looking walls.

The demoness heaved a sigh of relief. This treasure had come from the occupied zone; it was once a sect's treasured artifact and boasted astonishing defensive capabilities, even able to withstand an attack by a Core Formation expert.

Just as she thought this, one of the ice water serpents lunged forward.

With a sound that made her teeth ache, the demoness saw a scene that filled her with dread. After being blocked by the light walls, the water serpents chose to self-destruct. Water and fire, which should not coexist, combined to produce an unimaginable destructive force.

The first light wall began to crack.

Then the second, third...

"Impossible! How could a Core Formation中期 cultivator have such a devastating attack!" The demoness's face was filled with shock. But there was no time for her to ponder this further now.

Lin Xuan clasped his hands in front of him and overlapped two jade rings, muttering an ancient incantation.

Innumerable white frigid qi emerged, enveloping Lin Xuan and forming a layer of ice-like protective film. Red light flared as the flames contracted, twisting into several thick fire chains that snaked across the ice barrier like living snakes, their beauty reaching its peak.

Lin Xuan, surrounded by this aura, appeared ethereal, as if he were a celestial being from the upper realms.

The demoness's eyes widened in fear. She hurriedly tapped her storage bracelet, and several eerie skull heads appeared.

Unlike ordinary magical artifacts wielded by cultivators, these skull heads were pinkish-red. The demoness spat out a mouthful of blood, which the skulls absorbed rapidly, growing flesh.

Several graceful women with bright eyes emerged, writhing their snake-like waists in dance.

Their alluring gazes captivated Lin Xuan, causing his vision to blur.

He took a deep breath and the illusion vanished. A sneer appeared on his lips as he realized that she had used such a mind-altering demonic technique against him.

"Little Moon!"

With a fragrant breeze, Little Moon appeared in mid-air. Her jade hand swept, sending out a large amount of ghostly mist from her banner.

The women, now resembling skulls, showed signs of fear.

The demoness's expression turned cold as she bit her tongue and spat more vital blood into the women's bodies.

Crack!

With the sound of bones stretching, the female skull beings began to transform. Their hair grew longer, nearly reaching their heels, and horns sprouted from their heads like those of a goat. They also grew taller by several inches, their skin becoming even paler but corpse-like, with long nails that curved into hooks.

These red-powdered skulls were the demoness's signature technique.

However, Little Moon seemed unimpressed. She continuously cast incantations onto the demonic banner.

"Quickly!"

The ghostly mist churned as a streak of black light shot out like lightning, enveloping the red-powdered skull beings in an instant.

With one push and pull, she had trapped them inside.

The red-powdered skulls struggled desperately, biting and clawing, but their efforts were futile. The black streak seemed to contain some counteracting power, re-entering the demonic banner.

The demoness was taken aback. Countless cultivators had fallen to her red-powdered skull beings, yet they were easily broken through.

The young woman with a painted face was at least a Core Formation expert. Apart from the Extreme Evil Sovereign, who else possessed such formidable ghost pets?

Her eyes widened in shock as she reached into her storage bracelet, trying to retrieve another treasure. A red light flashed before Lin Xuan appeared beside her.

Under the assault of the ice and fire water serpents, most of the light walls had been shattered, leaving only two intact. Lin Xuan threw his hands out, and the nine celestial moon rings transformed into silver streaks, colliding with them.

Boom!

The ground trembled as the final defense crumbled. But the demoness was no ordinary foe; her reputation for ferocity was well-deserved.

Seizing this brief moment of respite, she summoned another magical artifact. This item's shape was peculiar—resembling an ancient demon statue, over ten feet tall and black from head to toe.

Despite its size, it did not appear cumbersome and stood like a small mountain in front of them. The nine celestial moon rings were no less aggressive, striking continuously.

Fine cracks appeared on the surface of the statue. If this had been a smaller artifact, it might have lost its spirit and become useless. However, with such a massive volume, the impact was not as noticeable.

The demoness's eyes widened in shock and anger. After hesitating for a moment, she pulled out a Buddhist bead from her pocket.

Indeed, it was a Buddhist bead, one of many she had obtained centuries ago from an ancient cultivator's site.

Its original owner could no longer be verified, but he should have been a high-ranking monk at the Core Formation stage with exceptional mystic abilities.

He had sealed his powerful technique within this bead, much like a talisman. The demoness had relied on it to escape the pursuit of the Supreme Elder from One-Line Gorge, and now she was down to four beads.

She cherished them as if they were her life; she would never use them unless absolutely necessary. But now, she had no choice.

A look of malice flashed across her eyes as she scanned Lin Xuan and Little Moon. Then, with a firm grip between thumb and index finger, she crushed the bead.

A tiny light ball appeared. The demoness inhaled deeply, pouring all her magical power into it. The light ball trembled before bursting open, enveloping her in five-colored Buddhist light.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he realized that this was a desperate attempt to escape. With his extensive experience in perilous battles, he knew exactly what the demoness intended.

A sneer appeared on his lips. "Think you can run? Not so easily!"

PS: I apologize for any inconvenience caused by my sudden absence due to an urgent matter. I will definitely make up for it with more updates tomorrow.
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Lin Xuan's figure flashed, and he had already closed in on his opponent. His right hand lifted slightly as green flames appeared.

With a light shake of his wrist, the flames contracted and expanded, producing a clear sound. They transformed into a miniature dragon only half a foot long, which lunged towards its target with open jaws.

The old demon paid no heed to this, currently enveloped in the light of Buddha. A sneer played on his lips as he observed the scene.

This technique was an ancient divine art, capable of both offense and defense. Since the opponent knew nothing about it, it would serve well for him to vent some anger.

Sizzle...

The flames collided, their luminous energy flickering incessantly, blinding anyone who tried to look.

After a brief exchange, a crack appeared in the Buddha light. The red-faced old demon was taken aback but then his expression changed drastically. However, there was no time for him to dodge or defend. He felt a pain in his abdomen as the dragon had already entered his body.

Terrified, the old demon frantically waved his hands, losing his composure. Soon, an eerie green flame appeared on his surface.

The red-faced old demon showed a look of despair and waved at Lin Xuan, seemingly trying to beg for mercy. Unfortunately, it was too late. With a ruthless determination, Lin Xuan pinched the air and the flames suddenly grew, reducing him to ashes in just a few seconds.

Lin Xuan summoned his hand, and the green illusory fire flew back, along with the opponent's storage bracelet.

The huge magical artifact returned to its original form as it lost control, now resembling a two-foot-tall demon statue covered in fine cracks. These were marks from being struck by the Ninefold Bright Moon Ring.

Satisfied with this newly crafted treasure, Lin Xuan found that it was already quite powerful. With another century or so of nurturing through his spirit essence, its power would be unimaginable.

Lin Xuan's face lit up as this battle had been far easier than expected and extremely rewarding. High-grade crystal stones were plentiful; the Beast Soul Banner had absorbed the red-faced skull, significantly enhancing its power. The opponent’s few magical artifacts could also fetch a good amount of crystal stones in the secret market.

Clearing his loot, Lin Xuan transformed into a green streak, wrapping the two women inside and heading towards the horizon.

After about half an incense stick, they arrived at the outskirts of a human village.

Lin Xuan descended from the light. He didn't know how far this place was from Spirit Herb Mountain, so he wanted to ask around.

"Master, you can rest here. This is just a matter for us sisters," Lu Ying'er said sweetly and attentively.

"Mmm." Lin Xuan nodded without objection: "Go quickly and return."

"Yes."

Watching the two women leave, Lin Xuan found a clean spot, sat cross-legged, and closed his eyes.

Soon, half an hour passed with no sign of their return. Lin Xuan frowned but remained unconcerned. Before leaving, he had given each woman a sensing bead; if there was any danger, he would know.

Perhaps they were delayed by other matters.

Since it wasn't urgent, Lin Xuan calmed his mind and was about to close his eyes again when suddenly he perked up, as though sensing something. Two beams of light appeared on the horizon, speeding towards him like a pair of chasers.

One in front, one behind, clearly pursuing each other.

Though far away, Lin Xuan used Inner Vision to observe them clearly. The woman in red was about twenty years old, her face pale with fear and blood stains. She was driving a small sword, desperately fleeing. Behind her was an ordinary-looking man enveloped in black energy, unmistakably a cultivator of the demon path.

Both were at the Foundation Establishment stage; the woman was early-stage while the man appeared mid-stage. Demon techniques were known for their power and dominance, so it made sense that she couldn't hold out against him.

Lin Xuan glanced but showed no interest. He wasn’t a savior or hero, and he had no intention of intervening in such matters. Such incidents were common in the cultivation world; he was already desensitized to them.

With this thought, Lin Xuan silently activated his profound technique, employing Sealing Qi to make himself appear ordinary.

With his current power, deceiving two small Foundation Establishment cultivators would be easy.

Lin Xuan sat down and watched coldly, with no intention of interfering. The man's light was faster, narrowing the distance between them to over ten feet. A glint appeared in his eyes as he rubbed his hands together, sending a black beam shooting out.

Lin Xuan saw it clearly; it was a flying knife aimed at the woman’s heart. This person was ruthless, aiming for a killing blow. Clearly, they had significant grudges against each other!

The girl heard the strange noise behind her and turned pale, biting her lip as she cast a spell. A red beam formed in her jade palm, intercepting the flying knife.

"Hmm?"

Watching this woman's actions, Lin Xuan was taken aback, his face showing a strange expression as he stood up straight.

That gesture is so familiar...

It seemed like he had seen it before. This thought flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind just as he heard a loud explosion. The flying knife and red beam collided with considerable force.

The girl's body trembled, then she fell from the sky like a broken bird. However, this wasn't due to injury but exhaustion; her last bit of magical energy had been drained by that attack, leaving her unable to even hover.

Despite this, cultivators were different from ordinary people. The sword she used was only a spirit artifact, yet it had protective abilities. The red beam flickered, helping her land safely.

Unluckily, the girl landed right next to Lin Xuan.

This woman was strong; though her body seemed about to collapse, she gritted her teeth and refused to faint. Her expression was full of despair.

Seeing this close-up, Lin Xuan finally recalled his past. His gaze fell on the girl's sleeve, where several white clouds appeared real.

"Flower Cloud Valley?"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan's face changed. That was a time he would never forget, though hard, it marked his entry into the cultivation world.

"Xu Jia?"

"You...you know me?"

Despite the critical moment, Xu Jia was stunned when this unknown youth called out her name. How could an ordinary person recognize her?

But there was no time to think about it now. The demon behind them had descended from their light and walked towards them with a sneer.

Lin Xuan sighed, reluctantly turning his gaze back.
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Xuan didn't want to get involved in other people's affairs, but since this woman was a cultivator from Drifting Cloud Valley, it seemed a bit awkward not to help.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had some questions he needed to ask her.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan no longer concealed his cultivation and the flow of spiritual energy within him spread out, exuding an astonishing aura. The demon cultivator who was about to strike at the mortal had suddenly changed his mind, leaving him staring in shock.

However, the reaction from the other party was swift. He quickly bent down and bowed deeply: "Junior disciple Shen Yang from Extreme Demon Cave pays respects to Senior."

"Extreme Demon Cave?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile, but he didn't bother verifying her words.

The demon sect had grown in power recently, with Sovereign Evil being recognized as the top figure in Youzhou. Many other sects' demon cultivators often claimed to be under the command of Sovereign Evil.

Fraudulent pretenders were not just common in the mortal world; there were also many among cultivators.

Unfortunately, such titles might work for others but Lin Xuan didn't care about them. Even if he was the only disciple of Sovereign Evil, they would still call him brother or friend. This ridiculous fellow wanted to wave a tiger's skin as his banner?

Lin Xuan didn't want to bully someone weaker than himself, but he wasn’t accustomed to letting a tiger go back into the forest. He sighed and said nothing more. With a flick of his hand, a dazzling sword light shot out.

The demon cultivator's face changed drastically. He quickly clapped his hands and spat out some blood, summoning an oddly shaped defensive spiritual artifact.

Unfortunately, it was all in vain. With Lin Xuan’s current strength, even a casual strike could easily overpower a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

With a 'pfft' sound, the spiritual artifact was shattered as the sword light cut through it. The woman fell to the ground but quickly sat up, placing her hands on her knees and recovering her mana.

Lin Xuan didn't give her any rare elixirs, but his treatment had remarkable effects. After only a short while, her breathing became steady, and she recovered about half of her mana.

Of course, this was due to the fact that her cultivation level wasn’t high. High-level cultivators like Lin Xuan wouldn't have such good results.

The woman opened her eyes and smiled, bowing deeply: "Thank you for saving me, Senior."

"Ah," Lin Xuan nodded but didn't reveal his identity.

"You don't need to be so polite. Let's talk while standing."

"Yes."

Staying cautious, the woman noticed that there weren’t many condensation stage cultivators in her sect. Moreover, this young man’s cultivation seemed far superior to even the sect leader.

What was more unbelievable was how young he was. Thinking of this, she couldn't help but look at Lin Xuan several times. The seemingly ordinary face began to seem familiar.

But that wasn’t possible!

Although she felt her thoughts were too absurd, the woman still blurted out: "Senior, are you surnamed Lin?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. She had recognized him! Did women have such good memories?

According to reason, he should be unknown in Drifting Cloud Valley at that time.

Though it seemed a bit strange, since things were as they were, Lin Xuan didn’t deny it and smiled: "Sister Senior Xujia, are you well?"

Xujia was stunned. Her words had come out without thinking, and she felt embarrassed when she realized she might have guessed right.

"Are you really Lin Xuan?"

"Yes."

Xujia covered her mouth with her hands. She and Lin Xuan were in the same batch of disciples back then, and his image was still vivid in her mind. However, it wasn’t because he had outstanding talent; quite the opposite, he was known for being foolish.

According to what her fellow cultivators said, he didn't have a spiritual root and entered the sect by chance. But such mortals destined for the path of immortality would only reach the lower layers of the Spirit Flexibility stage even with great effort.

Back then, this disciple had been mocked by many senior disciples as a fool. However, in her peer group, his name was well-known.

Xujia hadn't bullied Lin Xuan, but she often heard stories about him from others.

It was said that he had initially worked hard but later gave up on cultivation and took a job at the Wasteful Elixir Room. He gradually faded into obscurity until he completely disappeared from the sect.

Of course, such a useless disciple didn't matter to Drifting Cloud Valley, so Xujia had long forgotten about this experience.

But today, Lin Xuan appeared with such power, not only saving her but also reaching the Condensation stage.

How was that possible? Even if one lacked a spiritual root, it would be rare for even a prodigy to reach the Condensation stage in less than a hundred years.

Watching his expression, Lin Xuan smiled. He remembered those unforgettable days: "Thirty years east, thirty years west." Those who once looked down on him probably never imagined he would become a senior one day!

However, this woman was still relatively good as she hadn't mocked him before. This was also why Lin Xuan was willing to help.

The two fell into silence for a while until Lin Xuan broke the ice: "Sister Xujia, do you feel better?"

"Thank Senior for your concern. I am fine now."

Xujia blinked and bowed gracefully. She was obedient; although she had studied with him before, her current abilities far surpassed his, so she couldn't treat him as an equal. According to the rules of the cultivation world, status determined everything.

Lin Xuan didn’t bother with formalities. He could easily be called Senior.

"Since you are fine, may I ask a few questions?"

"Senior please speak. I will not hide anything," Xujia replied respectfully, taking out a crystal and continuing to recover her mana.

"Why is Drifting Cloud Valley in Yanzhou, yet you are fighting here?" Lin Xuan was curious. If it were the past, he could understand, but now, there was a no-man's-land infested by evil spirits between Yanzhou and this place. A Foundation Establishment cultivator of early stage couldn't possibly cross such a distance.

"Senior, you don’t know. Yanzhou has turned into a realm of demons," Xujia replied with a somber expression.

"What?" Lin Xuan was shocked, his face showing disbelief: "You mean the evil spirits have taken over Yanzhou?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan frowned and sat down to digest this terrifying news.

In this world, things were indeed strange. Both Youzhou and Yanzhou belonged to the state of Zhao, but despite all the chaos in Youzhou, neither mortals nor cultivators had fled because there was nowhere to go.

Because the border between Youzhou and Yanzhou was a vast sea whose width no one knew for sure—no matter how powerful a cultivator was, they couldn't cross it.

Why would a state's province be separated by an ocean? Because Zhao wasn’t the current existence; this huge empire existed in the Cretaceous period, over a hundred million years ago, before there were any cultivators. However, there had been countless mortals who built an unimaginably vast and powerful empire.

Back then, the empire was contiguous, but later, it suffered terrible disasters, with mountains collapsing and rivers drying up, leading to its fragmentation. Plate tectonics caused it to drift apart, with Youzhou and Yanzhou remaining connected while other provinces were lost in unknown places.

Although Zhao no longer existed, people still used the old names.

After a long time, Lin Xuan regained his composure and turned to the woman beside him: "Tell me about how Yanzhou fell. How did it happen?"

Xujia’s expression grew even more somber as if she was reliving a painful nightmare, but she began speaking nonetheless.

"Senior, you must know that although Youzhou and Yanzhou are connected, they are poor lands considered barbarian territories. The level of cultivation in the mortal world is incomparable to that of cultivators. There's little interaction between them."

Lin Xuan nodded; he was well aware of these circumstances since he had been born into Drifting Cloud Valley: "Cut the nonsense and get to the point."

"Understood," Xujia lowered her head, organizing her thoughts before continuing: "In fact, there’s not much to say. Two years ago, when evil spirits emerged en masse and occupied Ghost City, they split their forces into two paths—one advancing towards Youzhou's heartland, while the other took the path through Yanzhou."

"Was their strength formidable?"

"Yes," Xujia looked embarrassed: "For us, it was. This army of evil spirits was led by fifty ghost kings."
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Ten Ghost Kings. If placed in Youzhou, they would naturally be insignificant, but to the barbarian Yanzhou, their strength was unimaginably formidable.

Scouring was not an issue; even if all the sects and families of Yanzhou were gathered together, there wouldn't be fifty Core Formation Stage cultivators.

Moreover, besides the Ghost Kings, there were thousands of lower-grade yin souls. The cultivators in Yanzhou almost collapsed at the slightest touch, and within seven days, the entire region fell.

The calamity came, causing countless deaths. The common people of Yanzhou were nearly exterminated, and major sects and families in the cultivation world suffered significant losses as well.

Seeing that things couldn't be salvaged, cultivators no longer engaged in a head-on battle but chose to preserve their strength for future revival.

However, it was clear that Yanzhou could no longer sustain life. After much painful deliberation, they had to leave their homeland and relocate the entire sect and family to Youzhou as temporary refuge.

"Indeed." Lin Xuan nodded. Although Xu Jia's words were brief, he could easily imagine the bloodshed and bitter battles she endured.

With yin souls now launching a major assault, yet the cultivation world's major forces still hadn't integrated well, their future was uncertain.

Lin Xuan remained silent but quickly recovered his composure as he changed the subject. "Miss Xu, how is your fellow daoist Qin Yan doing at your sect?"

He and Xu Yan had shared life-or-death moments in Xiyue Gou, and Lin Xuan still harbored some concern for her.

"Senior, you're asking about Senior Sister Qin?" Xu Jia was taken aback. Her expression was somewhat odd as she secretly glanced at Lin Xuan. The strength of Drifting Cloud Valley might be insignificant in Youzhou, but Qin Yan was undoubtedly a rare genius and exceptionally beautiful.

Not only did many male cultivators admire her back in Yanzhou, but even Lin Xuan, born into Drifting Cloud Valley, could have been one of her admirers?

Thinking this, Xu Jia sighed. On one hand, she felt a touch of jealousy for Qin Yan; on the other, she pitied Senior Lin.

Qin Yan was indeed beautiful, but unfortunately, she was as cold as ice and never showed any favor to men. If he had feelings for her, it would likely be a one-sided love.

Of course, these thoughts remained in her mind, and she wouldn't dare reveal them verbally.

If she offended Lin Xuan, she would only bring trouble upon herself. After sorting through her thoughts, Xu Jia carefully chose her words:

"Senior Sister Qin is well. She's currently in seclusion, preparing to condense her golden core."

"Oh, so quickly?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. Qin Yan had entered the sect with him and had been cultivating for over fifty years. In such a short time, even with exceptional talent and spiritual roots, most cultivators would only reach late Foundation Establishment.

"Quickly?"

Xu Jia couldn't help but feel a bit strange when she heard this. Before meeting Lin Xuan, she had admired Qin Yan immensely. Among the disciples who entered together, her own资质 weren't bad, yet she had just successfully established her foundation, while Qin Yan was already an entire stage ahead.

Moreover, according to the Immortal True Monarch's words, others might find condensing their core challenging, but Qin Yan would have at least a ninety percent chance of success.

She originally thought she was the most extraordinary woman, but this...

Lin Xuan knew what she was thinking. His situation was different; with his current cultivation and countless pills as support, while Qin Yan relied solely on her innate talent and hard work.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't need to explain anything to her. Let her guess.

Xu Jia had many thoughts but dared not speak freely.

Lin Xuan then asked about the current situation in Drifting Cloud Valley. Xu Jia revealed nothing, clearly showing a desire for favor.

Even though the Immortal True Monarch's abilities were inferior to Lin Xuan's, she still hoped he would show her some favor. There would be countless benefits if she could gain his approval.

Lin Xuan understood her intentions but showed no interest.

He didn't reveal anything and easily extracted the information he wanted by exploiting her desire for flattery.

"Thank you, Miss Xu, for your enlightenment." Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

"You're welcome, Senior. If not for your prowess today, I would have perished long ago. Being able to repay you is my duty," Xu Jia replied obediently, a mix of anger and joy in her voice.

After a slight pause, she added, "Senior, do you need anything else? Whatever you command, I will certainly try my best."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with irony.

Though he had heard about some female cultivators sacrificing their beauty to attract high-ranking cultivators for better prospects, he never expected it would happen to him.

Lin Xuan didn't look down on her. The cultivation world was like this, and with the calamity at hand, St. Jia's desire for a protector wasn't shameful.

Unfortunately, even if the goddess had intentions, Lin Xuan wasn't interested in accepting them. This girl's talent and intelligence were merely average, far inferior to Liu Xin or Lu Ying'er. Even as her servant, she wouldn't be of much help to his cultivation.

"Miss Xu, no need for such formalities. I do have one matter that requires your assistance."

"What?" Xu Jia looked very happy.

"Forget today's events."

Lin Xuan then flicked his fingers, sending a thin sword beam flying out from his fingertips.

Xu Jia was shocked and her face pale: "Senior, you..."

She had no time to dodge. The sword beam pierced her brow, causing her to fall.

Lin Xuan reached out and supported her body. Looking at the beautiful girl in his arms, he sighed softly. He couldn't bear to be so ruthless; he had to erase today's memory from her mind.

He didn't fear exposure but preferred to remain hidden and maintain control.

Lin Xuan helped her lie down on the grass, then sat cross-legged, took a deep breath, and began using the Forgetfulness Technique.

The Forgetfulness Technique was similar to Soul Searching, both belonging to the demonic arts. Unlike the latter's brute force, this technique didn't damage one's mind; with careful application, he could erase her memories of today without causing harm.

However, the caster needed to be significantly more powerful than the target.

Lin Xuan had no problem meeting that condition.

After half a stick of incense, he successfully erased her memory. After some hesitation, Lin Xuan took out a small bag from his pocket containing several hundred crystals. They met for a reason; she answered many questions, and a few crystals would serve as compensation.

He then cast another green spell to break the seal. Soon, Xu Jia would wake up. Lin Xuan flashed away, vanishing into the distance.
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"Master, are you going to see that Miss Qin?"

The melodious voice came from beside him. It was the mischievous Soulless Maiden. She and Lin Xuan were one entity as master and servant, sharing no secrets between them. The entanglements between Lin Xuan and Qin Yan were crystal clear.

"Why would I go see her?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained cold, but his pretense was meaningless to Yue'er.

"Master, stop pretending. I don't believe you have no feelings for Miss Qin Yan."

Lin Xuan frowned: "Mouth."

A graceful lady, a gentleman's ideal match. Qin Yan’s appearance and beauty were exceptional, the best he had ever seen. To claim one has no feeling for such a beauty was sheer self-deception.

Yet, objectively speaking, back in Drifting Cloud Valley, despite their shared lineage, she was a proud princess while he was a simple-minded fool. They barely interacted, not even exchanging more than a few words.

However, things took an unexpected turn when Lin Xuan unexpectedly obtained the Blue Star Sea and soared to the heavens. Although he tried to conceal it, they coincidentally met Cloud Child in Xiuyue Stream and fought together against their enemies.

But that was just it. He didn't think a shared life would make two strangers fall for each other. Yet, something strange happened afterward. Lin Xuan decided to return to his sect and become a reclusive cultivator in Youzhou, only to receive a transmission talisman from Qin Yan inviting him to meet after completing the round embryo stage. This seemed too...

How should he put it?

Lin Xuan found this hard to believe. Qin Yan didn't seem like such a shallow woman, nor did she have that much appeal.

He had always been puzzled about this but never had time to figure it out.

"Master, do you think that transmission talisman is fake?"

"No, it's definitely Miss Qin Yan’s voice. This matter just seems... suspicious." Lin Xuan revealed a strange expression, as if he was worried about something.

Yue'er chuckled: "Lord, you seem a bit nervous. Looks like you really have feelings for Cloud Child."

"I'm not nervous!"

Lin Xuan blushed and felt embarrassed. It was getting more and more out of hand. But it was his own fault; he had been too indulgent.

"Master, if you like her, why not? I also think that Lady Ouyang from Azure Cloud Mountain seems to have feelings for you as well. How will you choose when the time comes?"

Lin Xuan was speechless but couldn't help thinking of Ouyang Qinxin’s face. Yue'er wasn’t entirely wrong.

He shook his head, pushing away these thoughts.

"I’m not ready to consider this now."

"Not considering? Master, you’re no monk."

Lin Xuan regained his composure and spoke slowly: "Yue'er knows that I am solely focused on the Heavenly Dao; how could I have any time for mundane matters?"

"Master, your words are a bit inconsistent," Yue'er pouted. "No one says cultivators must be devoid of emotion or desire. According to what I know, dual cultivation techniques exist in Buddhism, Confucianism, Taoism, and even the Demon Sect. They not only don't hinder cultivation but can actually accelerate progress."

"Hmm, that makes sense. But it’s not entirely true."

Yue'er was taken aback, her expression puzzled.

"Marital dual cultivation is beneficial as阴阳 harmony aligns with Heavenly Dao laws. However, for cultivators, there are pros and cons. You can read about the details in the classics. Dual cultivation before the round embryo stage helps with cultivation but overall isn't worth it. After that..."

"How?"

"Many benefits outweigh minor flaws."

"Oh, Master, then consider after successfully forming a round embryo..." Yue'er's eyes sparkled mischievously.

"You're getting more and more absurd. A little girl, how can you discuss such things?" Lin Xuan teased.

Yue'er blushed furiously upon hearing this, realizing her mistake. She had always been careless around him, saying whatever came to mind. This was embarrassing for a girl.

Silence fell again, with no sound from Yue'er. Lin Xuan shook his head. The girl really was slow on the uptake; she only felt embarrassed now that it was over.

Lin Xuan then frowned, his expression turning grim. So much time had passed, and Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin still hadn't returned. Could there be danger in this mortal town?

Meanwhile, Xu Qing regained consciousness. She touched her forehead; it felt heavy with a dazed sensation.

"Right, that demon from the Demon Sect..."

Suddenly, she seemed to remember something and sat up abruptly. Her hand extended, and a fiery sword emerged like a fish swimming out of water, circling around her body.

But there was no sign of any enemy in the surroundings.

Xu Jia was stunned. She remembered leaving on this trip, discovering a thousand-year-old ginseng in some remote mountains. Overjoyed, she brought it to the market for many crystal stones. It had been a stroke of luck.

However, just as she unearthed it, a Demon Sect cultivator appeared. He was more powerful than her and saw no companions with her. He decided to kill and steal from her.

She had fought and fled for three days, always managing to evade him. Exhausted, she fell from the sky...

Xu Jia gradually recalled what happened but stopped abruptly at a certain point. How could this be? She was too weak then but not unconscious; why were her memories blank?

She checked her belongings; nothing was missing, and the ginseng was still there. To her surprise, an extra bag had appeared. Xu Jia opened it, revealing hundreds of dazzling crystal stones.

This didn't make sense. If that Demon Sect thief hadn’t harmed her but left so many crystals, it defied logic.

But if he hadn’t done this, what happened in between?

She couldn't remember.

After a day, Xu gave up. While the matter was strange, she had gained nothing and decided not to dwell on it further.

Perhaps this was the legendary cultivation luck!

This girl seemed sincere; despite not finding her savior, she still knelt and bowed three times towards the sky.

"Unknown senior, I don't know who saved me. Your great kindness is beyond my gratitude."

She silently prayed before packing up and turning into a red light, flying away after circling nearby.

Lin Xuan was unaware of these events. Almost as soon as Xu woke up, Lin Xuan had already left the mortal town on a streak of light.
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The town was not large but remarkably tidy. The houses lining the streets were bright and clean, making it seem like a prosperous place.

Pedestrians were numerous on the streets, most with worried expressions. In the teahouses and taverns, whispers could be heard. With Lin Xuan's divine sense, listening to some of these conversations was effortless.

The topics revolved around "ghostly spirits," "invasions," and "refugees." Lin Xuan chuckled and shook his head. It seemed that this wasn't just a crisis in the cultivation world; it had become an unimaginable disaster for ordinary people as well.

"Master."

Just as Lin Xuan stepped into the small town, a pleasant voice greeted him from behind. Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin appeared before him.

Lin Xuan frowned and glanced at the two women. "What's wrong? Did you encounter any danger?"

Although they seemed unharmed, their inner qi was somewhat chaotic, indicating that they had engaged in combat.

"Unlucky. We met a few bandits but have already dealt with them," Lu Ying'er replied respectfully after smoothing her hair.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief and did not ask for details. These were talented individuals he had chosen to train independently; they needed experiences to hone their skills.

However, it was unusual that such a remote place encountered so many cultivators in quick succession.

"Good thing nothing serious happened. Have you two figured out where we are?"

"We're in Silver Town, located southeast of Youzhou, about ten thousand miles from Spirit Medicine Mountain," the two women replied, their expressions clear and honest. Lin Xuan did not feel like spending more time with a mere mortal.

"I don't care who your master is; I have no interest in him," Lin Xuan said as he emitted a faint green glow and left.

"Please wait, Master. Although my master is also a commoner, his ancestors were powerful cultivators. If you meet with him, it will definitely be to your advantage."

"Unexpected benefits," Lin Xuan rubbed his chin. "Your words are too grandiose. I may not be famous, but I'm no ordinary cultivator either. Common crystal materials hold no interest for me."

"I jest, Master. Although I am wealthy, my wealth is relative. What you seek is beyond what mere crystals can offer," Zhang San smiled confidently.

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely intrigued. "Your martial arts are impressive. You also have a sharp tongue. Fine, let's see what you've got."

"Master, we would never deceive you."

"Lead the way."

Lin Xuan said nothing more, his face showing indifference. Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin had no objections either.

They were curious about this commoner's confidence in front of cultivators; could he really possess something extraordinary?

Lin Xuan wasn't naive enough to think Zhang San was setting a trap or trying to fool him. After all, with his current abilities, even an old monster would be hard-pressed to defeat him but might still have a chance to escape.

Zhang San bowed and moved like a wisp of smoke, leading Lin Xuan through the bamboo grove for several miles until they reached a grand estate.

The surroundings were elegant, surrounded by lush green bamboo. A small lake was nearby.

Lin Xuan's divine sense revealed that no cultivators were present within a few miles. He felt reassured.

This estate wasn't large but well-built and exquisite. Lin Xuan nodded appreciatively as they entered an elegant pavilion.

Not too spacious, the area measured only several square meters, yet it was elegantly decorated with hanging paintings on the walls.

"Ying'er, Xin'er, sit down."

"Yes, Master," the two women bowed before sitting beside him. Zhang San did not dare to take a seat; the gap between commoners and cultivators was too vast.

Soon, maids entered with various dishes that smelled delicious enough to make Lin Xuan's mouth water despite his abstinence from food.

"Master, please enjoy. These are prepared by one of the most renowned chefs in the vicinity," Zhang San said confidently as he stroked his beard.

Lin Xuan picked up a piece of roasted deer lip and found it indeed delicious but did not linger over such mundane delights. "You've invited us here for more than just this meal, right? What's your request?"

"Master, I will be straightforward. Your presence is requested because we have something to ask," Zhang San said with sincerity.

"Alright, let's hear it."

Zhang San bowed again and led Lin Xuan into a refined pavilion.

Not large, the area was only several square meters but elegantly decorated with hanging paintings on the walls.

"Ying'er, Xin'er, you may sit down as well," Lin Xuan said.

"Yes, Master," they replied, bowing before taking their seats. Zhang San remained standing out of respect for his position.

Soon, maids entered with various dishes that smelled delicious enough to make Lin Xuan's mouth water despite his abstinence from food.

"Master, please enjoy. These are prepared by one of the most renowned chefs in the vicinity," Zhang San said confidently as he stroked his beard.

Lin Xuan picked up a piece of roasted deer lip and found it indeed delicious but did not linger over such mundane delights. "You've invited us here for more than just this meal, right? What's your request?"

"Master, I will be straightforward. Your presence is requested because we have something to ask," Zhang San said confidently.

Lin Xuan nodded. "Alright, let me hear it."

Zhang San bowed and gestured for Lin Xuan to sit down. Soon, a maidservant entered with a silver platter containing an elegant jade box adorned with a talisman that emitted a faint light, clearly not a common item.
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This item was left behind by our ancestors. There were instructions that said it contained secrets of cultivation. Our descendants lacked the fortune to produce any cultivators, so we never touched it. If Master can agree to my request, this treasure will serve as a reward," Zhang Youfu looked at the silk box with a hint of reluctance and spoke.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He reached out and gently summoned the silk box, which flew before him like being pulled by invisible threads.

The silk box was about one foot long. Lin Xuan glanced at the talisman on it, then lightly tapped his finger. A green flame appeared.

The talisman barely held for a few seconds before being refined away. Lin Xuan opened the lid and found an emerald jade cylinder inside.

Despite its age, the jade cylinder exuded vitality. Lin Xuan's eyes showed surprise as he inserted his spirit sense into it.

After a moment, he looked up.

"Master, how is this? Does it satisfy you?" Zhang Youfu spoke with some nervousness. Although his ancestors had mentioned that such treasures were highly tempting to cultivators, the exact contents remained unclear, causing him some anxiety.

"Not bad. This item has some use for me," Lin Xuan said as he put the jade cylinder into his storage bracelet without making a sound.

"Thank you, Master." Zhang Youfu's face lit up with joy and he sighed in relief: "Master, my family line has always had few descendants. Particularly this generation, we have no children until seven years ago when I finally got a ninth concubine who bore me two children."

"I love them very much, but they are both born weak. Despite visiting many famous doctors and consuming expensive herbs over the past few years, their condition hasn't improved at all. Just last month, these poor children suddenly fell ill and seemed to be beyond help."

The result was as expected. The twins had a rare illness called the Nine Yin Absolute Pulse, which was indeed incurable in the mortal world but could be reversed by Lin Xuan's current abilities.

However, it required more effort than anticipated. Not only did he expend several precious condensation period elixirs, but he also used his power to perform spiritual refinement on both children.

The two lifeless children regained their vitality after half a day, with rosy complexions and lively movements. Zhang Youfu was overjoyed, and everyone else marveled at Lin Xuan's miraculous healing skills.

"Thank you, Master. Please stay in my home for some time."

"Not necessary. Once this matter is settled, we may meet again by chance," Lin Xuan said as he transformed into a green beam, carrying the two girls with him, flying away...

Lin Xuan made no delay and continued his journey at high speed until nightfall before selecting a desolate mountain to land.

---

Under the admiring gazes of the two females, Lin Xuan summoned his法宝and quickly established a simple cave dwelling.

"Let's rest for tonight and continue our journey early tomorrow."

"Yes, Master."

The two females entered separate stone rooms. As soon as Hua appeared, Mo'er suddenly materialized, waving her hand to cast an anti-disturbance barrier.

"What are you doing?"

"Master, what is written in that jade cylinder? It seems like something very important," Mo'er asked curiously.

"How do you know?" Lin Xuan smiled slightly.

"Don't be silly. If it were just any item, why would you go to such lengths? The elixirs you gave the children are already valuable even for condensation period cultivators, and you personally performed spiritual refinement on them."

"Indeed. Your observation is keen. This jade cylinder is extraordinary. I never expected a mere mortal to possess such a precious treasure," Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile.

"Could it be an ancient cultivator’s cultivation technique?"

"Nonsense. I already have the strengths of both the Taoist and Buddhist sects. Why would I forsake my foundation for something else?"

"What could it be?" Mo'er became even more curious.

"Zhang Youfu mentioned that his ancestor was also a cultivator, but do you know where he came from?"

"Master, what does this mean? He must have come from either the幽州or兖州. Isn’t it impossible for anyone else to reach here?" Mo'er frowned and said doubtfully.

"Not necessarily. Zhang Youfu did indeed travel across the ocean," Lin Xuan confirmed.

"How is that possible?" Mo'er's eyes widened in shock: "Master, are you joking? Over a million years ago, due to the shell changes, the states of Zhao were already split apart. The surrounding area was vast oceans, and even an婴期cultivator couldn't cross it. Unless he was at the Separation Stage."

"That’s not right. If he had reached that stage, he would have ascended long ago. How could he still be here?" Mo'er's expression turned confused as she pondered this.

"Why lie? The jade cylinder indeed states so," Lin Xuan said, his hand glowing green and the jade cylinder appearing in his palm.

Mo'er took it and placed it on her forehead.

After a moment, her face also grew serious.

"Really. There are still such things in the world."

"Indeed. This ancient cultivator mentioned having descendants and eyes. It doesn’t seem like he was joking," Lin Xuan stroked his chin: "Mo'er, do you know what this means?"

"Certainly." Mo'er nodded slowly: "This gives us a chance to leave幽州."

"Right." Lin Xuan smiled satisfactorily: "The幽州isn't exactly the best place for cultivation. Besides the rampant evil spirits, various factions are entangled. Even if we win this calamity, who knows how many cultivators will return home?"

"So you want to establish a new base here and find another place for cultivation?" Mo'er asked.

"Indeed." Lin Xuan nodded: "It’s not that easy. The jade cylinder clearly states that the senior was unintentionally crossing the ocean."

In ancient times,传送阵could transport people instantly across vast distances. However, according to Lin Xuan's estimation, the ocean between幽州and other regions was much wider, measured in millions or even tens of millions of miles.

Even with such a grand传送阵, it would be impossible to cross. Only those who could look at the ocean in despair.

However, while human cultivators couldn’t do this, spirit realm cultivators might have such abilities. Although their传送阵were ineffective, some senior from the spirit realm found ways through spatial rifts between the fragmented continents and improved them to resemble传送阵.

But using these spatial rifts was extremely difficult with very strict conditions that Lin Xuan didn't elaborate on.

The problem was even more frustrating as only half of the attempts succeeded. If it failed, one would be sent into chaotic space, a fate that made Lin Xuan shudder just thinking about it.

After the initial excitement, Mo'er sighed: "Master, are you not going to prepare?"

"It's too early to talk about this now. The situation isn't as dire yet," Lin Xuan said with satisfaction. "Besides, I have many other matters to attend to, such as obtaining the formula for the Heavenly Dust Pill, which greatly helps in condensing an essence core."

In any case, he would first assess the situation. If things weren’t so bad, there was no need to take risks. If this place wasn't suitable for cultivation, they might have to make a desperate move.

The master and servant discussed further before resting separately.

The next morning, Lin Xuan resumed his journey with Lu Ying'er and the two females.

On their way, they encountered no dangers; the common enemy was still evil spirits. Although there were lingering tensions between the Taoist and Buddhist factions, they had to put aside their grievances for appearances' sake.

For now, the cultivation world seemed more peaceful on the surface, but Lin Xuan knew that it was just a brief calm before the storm.

As they flew past, some cultivators passed by, intimidated by Lin Xuan's condensation period presence and dared not cause any trouble.

After an entire day of travel, majestic mountains finally came into view. The familiar landscape stirred countless emotions in Lin Xuan as he realized how long it had been since his last visit.

"Ah?"

As they flew closer, Lin Xuan’s face showed some surprise. The medicinal herb mountain seemed to have undergone significant changes.

This famous alchemy sect with many disciples had few buildings on the main peak, but the rest of the area was mostly barren.

However, upon returning, he found numerous houses and structures everywhere, with a much livelier atmosphere as cultivators freely moved through the skies.

---
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Lin Xuan roughly estimated that there were nearly ten thousand people.

So many cultivators, they weren't inferior to the Three Great Sects of the Orthodox Path.

He was a bit surprised but quickly realized it after a moment's thought. Over three thousand years, Spirit Medicine Mountain had always been one of the major sects, just keeping its strength hidden before.

Apart from the long-term residents and a few cultivators, most of the sect members lived scattered in various places.

However, things had changed now. Spirit Medicine Mountain had revealed all its strength to everyone, with elders and disciples returning to the main hall. Thus, such a large scale wasn't surprising at all.

Besides abundant geothermal resources, there was also a high-quality spirit vein here, making it easy to accommodate so many cultivators.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as his speed increased by three percent. He wasn’t naturally cold-hearted; after staying in Spirit Medicine Mountain for such a long time, he had developed some feelings towards the place.

"Hmm?"

Seeing that they were about to reach the main gate, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped and showed signs of surprise on his face.

"What's going on here?"

He released his divine sense only to find out that the protective array around Spirit Medicine Mountain was already activated. Not only that, but there were patrols everywhere as if the place was under siege.

Lin Xuan exchanged glances with the two women beside him. The ghost soul hadn't attacked this far. With Spirit Medicine Mountain's current reputation, it could rival the Orthodox and Evil Paths equally. What kind of danger could they be facing?

He couldn’t figure out what was happening but didn’t have time to think about it. As he approached the main gate, a group of six cultivators appeared.

"Sir, may I ask who you are?" one of them asked respectfully.

Lin Xuan waved his hand. "No need for formalities. Just return and everything will be fine."

"Yes, Young Master," Zhou Guti's expression was filled with respect.

"I was just joking around earlier. Can you tell me why the sect is under lockdown now?"

This question had been on Lin Xuan’s mind, and he asked again.

"Actually, I don’t know either," Zhou Guti replied cautiously. "About a month ago, the Six Law Enforcement Elders issued an order to activate the protective array and put everyone on high alert. We were temporarily cut off from the outside world."

Lin Xuan frowned. He had never heard of these six law enforcement elders.

"Where’s my master?"

"I don’t know. The sect leader hasn't shown himself in a long time," Zhou Guti answered carefully.

The dark clouds over Lin Xuan's face deepened. This situation felt strange, but his disciples were too low-ranking to provide any useful information.

"Alright, you can go back to your duties. I’ll return to my cave."

"Yes, Young Master," the six cultivators bowed and left without further questions.

Lin Xuan stood in silence.

"Master, could something really have happened within the sect?" Lu Ying'er cautiously asked. She had known her master for a long time and understood his easy-going nature.

Her concern wasn't unfounded; at least from what he saw on the surface, this person was surprised.

But Lin Xuan shook his head. "Don’t worry. I think it’s not something bad."

"Oh, if you say so, Master, did you find any clues?" Liu Xin sighed in relief and smiled.

"No, just a feeling."

The two women were confused. Master always planned meticulously before taking action. When had he started trusting such vague feelings?

"What we don’t understand," Lin Xuan naturally saw through their confusion. "I haven’t heard of the Six Law Enforcement Elders, but I know my master’s abilities very well."

"Oh?" Lu Ying'er lightly exclaimed and listened as Lin Xuan continued.

"Master has been in charge for over two hundred years. Even if we don’t discuss his cultivation level, his cunning is unmatched by any婴期 old monsters. So there shouldn’t be a problem. We have nothing to worry about; the sect’s sudden lockdown must have its reasons."

The two women nodded in agreement. Before meeting Lin Xuan, they were just low-ranking cultivators and had no chance of interacting with the sect leader. But if Master said so, it was probably true.

Lin Xuan took out a command token and infused his spiritual energy into it. A bright red light shot forth, dispelling the fog to reveal a path.

The protective array of Spirit Medicine Mountain was impressive, but as Young Master, Lin Xuan had ways to bypass them.

He transformed back into a streak of lightning and flew in with the two women, vanishing without a trace. The path also disappeared.

Inside, the scene was different. They could see much more clearly than from outside.

Several thousand-foot-high mountains that were previously unused now housed various buildings and dwellings among lush green trees.

The main peak, Spirit Medicine Mountain, stood majestically. There were fewer cultivators here, but each one exuded an aura of importance.

Lin Xuan was surprised by the changes he witnessed on his return, but as someone who had seen countless grand scenes, his expression quickly returned to calm and composed as he flew towards the main peak.

The defenses on the main peak were even more stringent. One protective array after another formed a complex network that would be impossible for any婴期 old monsters to breach unscathed.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin felt tense; this was their first time visiting the heart of the sect.

As they walked, Lin Xuan encountered several cultivators but didn’t recognize them. It seemed these fellow sect members had all been scattered in various places before.

They were relaxed on the outside while staying alert internally. Whenever someone asked questions, Lin Xuan revealed his identity, and everyone was both surprised and curious about him.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan returned to his cave.

"Alright, stay here for a rest. I’ll handle some matters and return soon. I’ll arrange new accommodations for you nearby," he said with a smile.

"Nearby? But the main peak is only for condensation period cultivators or core sect members?" Liu Xin asked nervously.

"Don’t worry, my heart’s people are my core sect members. By the way, if anyone asks about your relationship with me, don’t say anything; just tell them you’re a recorded disciple."

"Master, I understand," the two girls replied obediently.

Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction and rested briefly before leaving his cave to head outside.

"Master, where are you going?" Yue'er hadn’t spoken much earlier but now asked curiously.

"I’m going to gather information. Although I don’t think anything major has happened at Spirit Medicine Mountain, with the protective array activated and so many cultivators patrolling, there must be a reason," Lin Xuan sighed.

"That makes sense. But where are you planning to gather this information? We didn’t hear much useful information on our way here, but we can confirm that True Virtue Immortal hasn’t shown up in a long time. The Six Law Enforcement Elders are now in charge. Do you plan to..."

"Stupid girl, stop thinking so much," Lin Xuan scolded with a smile.

"What kind of six elders? I’ve never heard of them; what do they have to do with me?" he continued.

"If there’s someone with malicious intentions among them..."

"How am I going to deal with that?" Yue'er tilted her head in confusion.

"Didn’t you forget something? Spirit Medicine Mountain has another legendary figure," Lin Xuan said, a sly look on his face.

"Daddy is talking about Xu Jinqing, the old monster at the middle婴期 stage?"

"Yes. That’s why I felt it was inappropriate to return here boldly; because of this powerful old guy's presence. According to what I know, he has always admired True Virtue Immortal, so nothing major should happen," Lin Xuan analyzed.
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Lin Xuan nodded. The young master indeed did a thorough job.

As for Lin Xuan, he was conversing with the little girl in his mind while walking briskly forward. Suddenly, a somewhat familiar figure caught his eye.

Lin Xuan paused, surprised to see this woman here. She was a middle-stage Foundation Establishment female cultivator, around seventeen or eighteen years old, and her beauty was breathtaking.

"Young Master."

Seeing Lin Xuan, she showed surprise on her face but quickly replaced it with joy as she flashed past him, the fragrance wafting behind her.

Her eyes blinked, and she bowed respectfully, like she was bowing to Lin Xuan. Her eyes were filled with joy and gratitude.

"Why are you here?"

"I shouldn't be called that way. Just call me by my nickname," she said with an extremely respectful expression.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan did not fuss over it. She was named Ye Ru, the former Miss Ye of the family. The Ye family had been a branch of Spirit Medicine Mountain, and Lin Xuan owed them great favors, so there was no need for excessive politeness.

"I'll take a walk with you, Ru. I have some things to teach."

"Of course, Young Master."

She nodded and led the way. Soon they arrived at a secluded area.

This was a delicate pavilion, and Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. Even Spirit Medicine Mountain's main peak had been rebuilt recently, appearing much wider and more magnificent than before.

Although the pavilion itself carried some restrictions, Lin Xuan waved his hand and set up an outer soundproof barrier around them.

Ye Ru was taken aback but said nothing, her mind filled with curiosity. The young master seemed so careful—was he about to discuss something confidential?

"Young Master, are you worried about something?" she asked after a moment of silence. "Do you think there's been a rebellion in the sect?"

"Not exactly," she replied. "I just feel that the atmosphere is somewhat eerie."

"Do not worry, Young Master. That was only smoke and mirrors we deliberately released to confuse outsiders. The Sect Leader has already closed himself off for cultivation and is now trying to form an婴."

"What? Is our master preparing to form an婴?"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise. He had heard rumors of this before, but they turned out to be false. Could it be that Truefeather Master was indeed about to enter the realm of an婴?

"How so? Young Master," she asked.

"Six Disciplinary Elders are back. The sect has gathered over a hundred Condensation Core Elders."

"Hundred?" Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise, knowing there were many hidden experts within the sect but not expecting such a large number.

"These hundred senior brothers and sisters include six who hold high positions among ordinary elders. They have all reached the peak of Condensation Core cultivation and are practicing top-tier divine techniques," Ye Ru said, organizing her thoughts before continuing: "The Six Disciplinary Elders usually assist the Sect Leader in managing various affairs at Spirit Medicine Mountain. Now that he has closed himself off for cultivation, and you're away, they naturally take over."

"Hmm, I understand. No need to explain further; I know what's going on, and there are no grudges," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he waved his hand.

"What about the other six Disciplinary Elders?"

"I'm not sure about that either. But after all the cultivators returned from their various regions, over one hundred Condensation Core Elders were present."

"Really?" Lin Xuan's expression changed, surprised by the number of hidden experts within the sect.

"These six senior brothers and sisters are at the forefront, with positions higher than ordinary elders. They have all reached the peak of Condensation Core cultivation," Ye Ru explained: "They not only possess top-tier divine techniques but also practice them."

Lin Xuan took out two items from his storage space: a jade bracelet he had obtained recently, which had countless uses and could be refined to unleash powerful abilities, and three middle-grade Foundation Establishment pills.

"This jade bracelet is a treasure I obtained. It has countless uses once refined. These three middle-grade Foundation Establishment pills will help you when your cultivation hits a bottleneck," Lin Xuan said as he handed the items to her.

"Thank you, Young Master," Ye Ru was stunned. She looked at the bracelet, its rare and exquisite appearance shining with divine light, and she knew the value of the middle-grade Foundation Establishment pills.

"You did not have to give me these gifts for just answering a few simple questions. Other elders could easily find out from you."

"Why would I not want them?"

"Of course, thank Young Master," Ye Ru bowed deeply, her face flushing with gratitude.

Lin Xuan waved his hand to remove the soundproof barrier and appeared several dozen feet away as he turned another corner. Soon after, Mo'er's voice echoed in his mind.

"You gave so many benefits to that female cultivator. Why would she like you?"

"What nonsense are you talking about?" Lin Xuan frowned. The young master was indeed a frivolous person, but he had his reasons.

"I thought the young master was such a frivolous person, but your actions make me confused."

"Nothing much. I'm just laying some groundwork for the future," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Laying groundwork for the future... does that mean you're going to enslave her?"

"No." Lin Xuan shook his head. "What is a master-servant blood pact? It requires mutual consent and no resistance from either party. This woman's situation is different from Ying'er and Xin."

"Different?"

"Of course. Both Ying'er and Xin are low-ranking disciples with ordinary talents. Without my help, they might not even be able to form the Foundation after a hundred years of cultivation. In such cases, I first show them favors and promise many benefits. They're not fools; they'll naturally be grateful and loyal."

"However, Ye Ru is different. Although I saved her family, it was just following orders. Moreover, as the Miss of the Ye Family with Elder Wanyao as a teacher, she has extraordinary talents. Even if I didn't investigate thoroughly, she's undoubtedly an Ice-type spirit root. As long as nothing goes wrong, forming a Golden Core in the future shouldn't be too difficult."

"Why would you have any right to enslave such a promising woman?" Mo'er was speechless.

"Indeed," Mo'er said hesitantly: "But if you don't like her and can't buy her, why go through so much trouble to give her many benefits?"

"Haha. Mo'er is mistaken. This woman cannot sign a blood pact with me, but who says I can't buy her? Didn't I just do that?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Ah," Mo'er's face turned red in embarrassment. She felt depressed: "Young Master, you're not giving away secrets. Just tell Mo'er."

"A master-servant blood pact is one thing; buying someone else is another. A promising female cultivator like Ye Ru cannot be made to obey me blindly, but under certain circumstances, I can make her listen or follow my wishes," Lin Xuan explained.

"Mo'er saw this too. She's a grateful person. After saving her family and now giving her more benefits, she'll refuse any unreasonable requests in the future."

"Moreover, an exquisite spirit treasure and three middle-grade Foundation Establishment pills are nothing to low-ranking cultivators but mere raindrops to me," Lin Xuan said with a proud smile.

"That makes sense. But Young Master, you're setting up so many traps within the sect. Are you planning to rebel?" Mo'er suddenly expressed concern.

"Ridiculous." Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh at her imagination: "I'm a hardworking cultivator; I wouldn't be interested in such power. My goal is merely to lay the groundwork for stealing the recipe of Dusty Cloud Pill."

"I understand. This minor sect leader position is meaningless, and Dusty Cloud Pills are our sect's greatest secret. Old Fox Truefeather won't give them to me."

"So what do you plan?"

"Of course, I can only steal secretly. Regardless, in one sentence, this crucial medicinal pill must be obtained," Lin Xuan said with a determined look.

"At that time, we'll definitely conflict with the sect. The hidden agents I've set up might come into play at any moment." Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with wisdom as he spoke.
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In his mind, Lin Xuan chatted idly with Moon while climbing up the stone steps. The main hall of Medicine Peak was naturally guarded by禁制, but with the Lightness Technique he had unfolded, his speed was quite fast.

At this moment, he had already changed into the sect's attire and wore a token for identity verification. Despite the numerous禁制 and checkpoints along the way, he moved freely without any hindrance.

Soon enough, he arrived at a point about two hundred zhang from the peak.

Due to its hidden nature, the Spirit Medicine Mountain could not compare in terms of spirit veins with the Three Great Daoist Sects, but it far surpassed ordinary second-rate sects. Especially within ten li around the main peak, the essence energy was extraordinary.

As the Supreme Elder Xu Jinqing's abode was naturally built where the essence energy was purest.

However, unlike the heavy禁制 along the way, this place had a serene and tranquil environment with no traps at all.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly but did not find anything strange. This ancestor was an old monster of mid-stage元婴, his powers were formidable, comparable to the Extreme Demon Sovereign. If someone dared to cause trouble here, wouldn't it be like an old man wishing for a long life?

He looked up and glanced at the stone steps before him. Lin Xuan's shoulders moved slightly as he appeared several zhang away.

Soon enough, he reached the peak. The area was vast, about a thousand zhang in size, with auras of immortals lingering around. In the center, an elder sat cross-legged.

This was Lin Xuan's second meeting with his sect's ancestor. He wore a green robe despite being blind in one eye; the remaining eye still radiated sharpness that made him hard to underestimate.

"Salute my ancestor."

"Enough formalities."

Xu Jinqing swept his gaze over Lin Xuan, nodding approvingly: "Not bad. After years apart, you've advanced to mid-stage condensation core. I imagine you had some extraordinary experiences outside the sect these past few years."

"I owe this to my ancestor's blessings. Brother, I did have a bit of luck, but it delayed me for quite some time. Later, when evil spirits invaded, I was trapped in the occupied area and could not return. Please do not be angry with me."

"Ha ha, don't worry about what I said. For us cultivators, traveling outside to hone our minds is a common thing. Old man like me would never be so narrow-minded," Xu Jinqing stroked his beard, revealing a smile.

He then changed the topic: "But your return now is timely. Tongyu's nephew is in seclusion. The sect needs someone to manage affairs. As the young master of our sect, you can help alleviate some of his burdens."

"But Master, after my mentor closed himself off, the six enforcers manage the sect's affairs. It seems they don't need me to worry about it," Lin Xuan blinked, looking somewhat hesitant.

"Humph. You talk about those six useless fellows," Xu Jinqing's face showed a hint of mockery: "They are all scheming for power and control. If not for my dislike of mundane matters, I would never have entrusted such authority to them."

"Ancestor, your thoughts."

"Xuan'er, you've been in the sect for long enough, but about our sect's secrets, Tongyu's nephew likely knows little," Xu Jinqing sighed: "Back then, Master Tianchen created this sect with his astonishing talent. But at that time, both Daoists and demons were powerful, so he could only secretly develop the sect's strength."

"He used alchemy as a cover while privately cultivating many disciples. However, Master had an extremely high vision; he only accepted seven direct disciples."

"Seven?" Lin Xuan's eyes widened: "Could it be that my mentor is one of those six enforcers?"

"Yes," Xu Jinqing's face showed approval. Clearly, he was very pleased with Lin Xuan's keen observation: "Tongyu's nephew and the other six are descendants of these seven."

"However, although they are all second-generation disciples of our ancestor, their hearts have different plans. If I were to hand over the sect's power to them, I would feel uneasy. You can monitor them," Xu Jinqing stroked his beard, looking at him with great expectations.

"I will do my best as you command," Lin Xuan bowed respectfully.

"Good." Xu Jinqing was very satisfied.

After that, they discussed other matters. Lin Xuan also asked some questions about cultivation, and the other party spoke freely, greatly benefiting him.

Seeing it was late, Lin Xuan stood up to bid farewell. Leaving the old monster's abode, he smiled sarcastically.

"Master, could it be true that the six enforcers really don't get along with Master Tongyu?" Moon asked in surprise.

"Perhaps, but what does it have to do with me?"

"Hmm," Moon was stunned.

"Humph. Xu Jinqing has high cultivation, but his cunning is far inferior to my mentor's. What he said had many flaws and could only deceive the ignorant."

"Master, did he say something wrong?" Moon blushed; she couldn't find any flaw in what he said.

"He told me to balance them, which is absurd. The six enforcers each have their own loyal disciples, but I am a lone wolf. How can I sit on equal footing with them? Besides, regardless of whether Master Tongyu succeeds or not, he will emerge from seclusion in three months. Can these six dare rebel within that time? Moreover, Xu Jinqing is the one seated at the main hall; how could they have such courage?"

"Master said it makes sense. But what's the purpose behind his words?" Moon frowned, looking puzzled.

His brows were filled with gloom as he pondered this question but soon regained composure and sneered: "I can't figure it out, but that doesn't matter. I won't be led by others; I'll just do what I want. Besides,"

Lin Xuan stopped here, his right hand flipping to reveal a palm-sized cauldron in his palm. However, this was not some magical treasure but a special command token. With it, he was no longer an empty shell as the young master and could mobilize certain manpower and resources.

"Don't care about what that old monster's intentions are; I will make good use of the rights granted to me. Besides,"

Lin Xuan paused here: "The Medicine Peak is not a solid entity. The six enforcers have conflicts with my mentor, so I can take advantage of this situation and create convenience for stealing the formula of the Tianchen Pill."
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The young master truly has a long-term plan."

"Little miss, you flatter me too much," Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. But his frown quickly returned as he said, "Dealing with Old Monster Xu won't be difficult, but that guy from just now... the more I look at him, the more he resembles Tai Bai Bandit."

"There is some resemblance," Yue'er said carefully, "but in this vast world, there's no such thing as coincidence. Two people looking alike might just be a coincidence."

"Indeed..." Lin Xuan still showed no signs of relief. "If it were merely appearance, I wouldn't have cared. But the way he carries himself and his aura are similar to Tai Bai Sword Immortal. That's rather unusual."

"Does your meaning imply that Tai Bai Sword Immortal is not dead?"

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "I personally exterminated him, and even his soul was captured by my magic banner."

"So...?"

Yue'er's expression grew more puzzled.

"In any case, Tai Bai must have some special connection with this guy." Lin Xuan analyzed each word. "In short, be cautious."

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

"Young Master."

Lu Yinger and Liu Xin were meditating. They quickly stood up, their faces filled with surprise.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan glanced at the two girls. "I'll have someone build a cave dwelling for you nearby shortly. You can live close to me."

"We will follow your orders."

The two girls were obedient but couldn't hide their excitement. As the young master of the sect, Lin Xuan's living place was rich in essence energy, making it perfect for cultivation.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped on his storage bag, taking out several bottles of pills.

"Practice diligently; don't slack off."

"Thank you, Young Master."

The two girls were already familiar with Lin Xuan's generous nature. However, the repeated appearance of middle-grade pills left them stunned. Grateful as they were, they quickly bowed and thanked him.

Lin Xuan then summoned a steward to assign cave dwellings for the two girls. This layer was reserved for condensation core cultivators, so it was quite an honor for these low-rank disciples, making the steward envious.

At first, he hesitated, as Lin Xuan's actions seemed to be using his position for personal gain. Although Lin Xuan was the young master, he rarely managed affairs, and other disciples looked down on him.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly; he had seen such opportunists before. He didn't waste time with them but instead took out the order token given by Xu Jinqing.

The steward's face showed shock as he saw the small golden tripod in Lin Xuan's hand. His attitude changed dramatically, and he quickly agreed, his tone filled with flattery.

Power indeed had its benefits, Lin Xuan thought to himself. However, he immediately pushed such thoughts aside. The path of cultivation demanded focus; for now, improving his strength was most urgent. Power was just a minor detail.

After settling the two girls, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling. Everything remained unchanged since he left.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped on his storage bag. Several colorful array flags were raised, and he set up the array with his fingers.

Although back in his territory, Lin Xuan still maintained vigilance. After completing everything, he went to his bedroom and slept soundly. The next morning, he felt refreshed.

Arriving at the alchemy room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with a serious expression.

Using Inner Vision, he observed the scene within his dantian: Star Sea, essence energy, and golden core all functioning harmoniously. A satisfied smile appeared on his lips.

He was now in the middle stage of condensation core cultivation. However, it had been only a year since his last breakthrough. In other words, even with medicinal aid, he couldn't expect significant progress anytime soon.

To improve his strength, he needed to focus on secret techniques and divine powers.

The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring was powerful, but nurturing it in his soul required time.

Another option was to enhance the Green Illusory Mystic Fire. Three months should suffice for a slight increase in its power.

Lin Xuan took out the jade cylinder from Hundred Toxin Sage, sinking his spirit into it and re-reading the cultivation method of the Green Illusory Mystic Fire.

The text clearly stated that this technique was divided into upper and lower parts. He had only learned the upper part so far.

Once he successfully condensed his essence core, he could learn the lower part of this demonic fire. Once mastered, its power would be extraordinary.

Lin Xuan licked his lips; it truly was a secret treasure passed down by the Black Moon Clan for over a million years.

After making up his mind, Lin Xuan began to practice this divine technique. First, he needed to refine the Absolute Poison Pill.

This wasn't an issue at all. The Lingyao Mountain had abundant fire resources, and there were still some toxic herbs in his possession. He raised the Purple Dragon Cauldron...

A day quickly passed.

Despite its grand name, refining the Absolute Poison Pill was simple. Lin Xuan didn't exert much effort to produce the desired spiritual pill.

He picked up a grain with his finger; it emitted a faint fragrance. After some hesitation, he placed it in his mouth.

Although he had taken it before in the occupied area, Lin Xuan remained cautious. This pill was extremely toxic, and any mistake would be fatal.

Carefully activating essence energy to envelop it, he began its refinement.

Several hours passed unnoticed. Sweat dripped from Lin Xuan's forehead, but his expression showed relief and a hint of excitement.

With his left hand, black smoke like ink slowly appeared, gathering without dispersing, looking extremely eerie. In his right hand, green flames slowly merged with the black smoke...

Lin Xuan resumed his usual cultivation routine. Apart from refining the Green Illusory Mystic Fire for most of each day, he took medicine and meditated.

Although he didn't know how long it would take until his next breakthrough, cultivation was like rowing upstream; one mustn't slack off or fall behind.

In fact, he worked even harder than before. The current state of the cultivation world was chaotic, and who knew when a storm might come?

Every increase in essence energy added more confidence to face future dangers.

Lin Xuan understood this well, so he didn't even sleep; he trained day and night, resting only when absolutely necessary.

Three months passed quickly as Lin Xuan shut himself off from visitors. Xu Jinqing seemed to be in seclusion as well, and the six law enforcement elders were glad no one would challenge his position as young master, so they left him alone.
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Time passed unnoticed. One day, Lin Xuan was meditating in his cave dwelling when a green demonic flame the size of an egg floated before him.

After nearly ninety days of continuous refinement, the碧幻幽火 had changed somewhat from its previous state. Its color had deepened, and at the center of the flame, there was now a faintly visible droplet of poison that refused to dissipate.

This was a refined and deadly poison. Normally hidden within the flames, it could injure enemies without them realizing it. Lin Xuan believed that even an old monster in the元婴 stage would be affected by this poison to some degree.

With this thought, he felt more confident. Even if he were to catch the eye of someone like the Heavenly Deity Ghost Emperor again, although he still wouldn't be able to resist, at least he would have a bit of strength left for retaliation.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and saw satisfaction in them as he slowly absorbed the flame back into his body.

Suddenly, a loud rumbling sound reached his ears. The ground shook, causing the entire cave dwelling to tremble. Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but quickly reacted, moving outside the mountain's surface.

The Spirit Herb Mountain was bustling with activity. Thousands of disciples had rushed out from their practice grounds, faces filled with shock and whispers about what had happened. A few knew the truth and were overjoyed, though with a hint of envy in their expressions. The true joy came from the fact that the Master Immortal was now at the critical stage of condensing an元婴.

Lin Xuan glanced at the chaotic crowd and frowned. As the young master, he felt it was time to do something. Otherwise, when his mentor emerged from seclusion or Dugu Old Monster returned, things would be awkward.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan flew to a central location among several peaks, waving his sleeves. A small golden tripod appeared and began to grow as it caught the wind, transforming into a seven-meter-tall, gleaming giant artifact.

This dazzling object naturally attracted the attention of the disciples. Although few recognized him as the young master, everyone knew about the "Golden Tripod," a symbol of the sect's authority.

The expressions on their faces changed, and they all bowed in respect.

"Disciples, listen up. This strange phenomenon is due to the Master Immortal condensing an元婴. Do not be alarmed; return to your positions and guard against external threats." Lin Xuan spoke with a clear voice that echoed through every disciple's ears.

A murmur spread among those who were unaware of what was happening. However, Spirit Herb Mountain was different from smaller sects. Under the guidance of their elders, most disciples quickly left the area.

The original restrictions had already been lifted, and now the entire entrance to the mountain was on high alert with patrolling cultivators everywhere. Even if there were no external threats, it would be impossible for any intruders to gain an advantage in a short time.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he suddenly turned his head to look left. Six different-colored beams of light shone brightly and moved at lightning speed, appearing almost instantly before him.

The beams faded, revealing six cultivators with distinct appearances.

These were the six senior enforcers whom Lin Xuan had met for the second time.

"Young Master came early. Last time I didn't know your identity, so please forgive my rudeness," said Shen傲天, whose appearance and demeanor closely resembled those of the White-Plume Sword Immortal, with a warm smile as he bowed respectfully.

"Brother Shen, where are you coming from? You all are pillars that support our sect. I am but a latecomer who has benefited from my master's favor; how could I dare accept such a grand gesture?" Dugu Old Monster clearly did not want to establish good relations with the six senior enforcers, but Lin Xuan was smart enough and deliberately went against this.

Hearing Lin Xuan’s "understanding of propriety," the expressions of the other five softened as they smiled. They began to engage in superficial pleasantries, bowing to each other.

As peak-stage condensation cultivators, these were old foxes who had lived for several hundred years. While their cunning might not surpass Lin Xuan's, his words and actions created a harmonious atmosphere.

"Previously, my disciples were scattered across various regions. I was in charge of the southern part of Yinzhou. However, I heard that Young Master is a cultivation prodigy who condensed a golden core within a century. At first, I had doubts but now realize that hearsay is far from the truth," Shen傲天 stroked his beard and praised Lin Xuan while subtly hinting at something.

"Indeed, not only did Young Master condense a core successfully, but he also advanced to mid-stage in just a few years. Such a prodigy is rare even once every thousand years. It seems that reaching the元婴 realm is inevitable," said the middle-aged beautiful woman, one of the six senior enforcers, with a slight smile and a hint of envy.

"Xinguan Senior Sister flatters me. I am merely fortunate. My current cultivation is fraught with difficulties. Please advise us on how to improve our skills," Lin Xuan's words were half-true; he did not want to draw too much attention by showing off his abilities, and these six cultivators indeed had a significant advantage in terms of cultivation.

Regardless of their true intentions, the surface-level relationships remained amicable. The tall, thin old man who had previously insulted Shen傲天 continued to be cold and distant.

This person was named Hu, but Lin Xuan knew little about him. Seeing this situation, he secretly kept his guard up.

"Young Master…" Shen傲天 started speaking when suddenly his body stiffened as a strange glint of light flashed in his eyes.

The others sensed something too and stopped talking, releasing their spiritual senses to perceive the surroundings. The opportunity to witness an immortal condensing was rare, and any insights gained could greatly aid their future cultivation.

The six cultivators did not miss this chance.

Meanwhile, on the summit of Spirit Herb Mountain, Xu锦青, who had been meditating in a solitary cave dwelling, opened his eyes with a look of satisfaction.

It had begun.

The Immortal Feathers True Man's place of seclusion was not his original cave but a hidden valley about ten miles away. He chose this location for more than just secrecy; it was the source of the Spirit Pulse here, where the energy was most abundant.

According to common sense, no one should build a dwelling near a source, as accidentally damaging the Spirit Pulse could be disastrous. However, adding an additional元婴 cultivator would greatly benefit the sect. To slightly increase his chances of condensing, Xu锦青 ignored this taboo.
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The strange phenomenon began from there.

Within a hundred miles, the aura of essence energy rushed towards the valley. In the sky above, countless visible light points appeared, as if myriad rivers flowing into the sea were rushing toward this side.

Originally, it was cold and chilly, but now the temperature gradually rose. Among those colorful essence energy lights, red ones predominated.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned, but quickly understood why. The True Scripture of Scarlet Primordial Essence, which Master Tongyu primarily cultivated, was inherently a top-grade fire attribute cultivation technique. At this moment, forming an infant spirit naturally meant the reaction to fire essence energy would be the strongest.

But this was merely just beginning. As time passed, more and more essence energy gathered, devouring each other until they formed a continuous mass. In no time at all, a red cloud area of dozens of acres appeared above Spirit Herb Mountain.

"Could this be..."

A look of realization flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he mentally recalled an ancient text he had read before. Generally speaking, only cultivators entering the Separation Stage and about to ascend to the Spiritual Realm would encounter the Lesser Heavenly Tribulation. However, fate for Daoists varied. Some were particularly unlucky and faced tribulations when forming their infant spirits.

Of course, its power was far less than that of a Nine Heavens Tribulation, but it could still level this place.

Lin Xuan and Shen Ao Tian exchanged glances. Although the six senior elders' personal qualities were not discussed here, they all knew there wasn't much time to argue. While the tribulation faced by Master Tongyu was his own matter, the saying "when the city gate is on fire, even fish in the moat suffer" applied. No matter how deep their personal grudges might be, they couldn't abandon him at this critical moment.

Helping Master Tongyu now meant helping themselves.

Regardless of what others thought, Shen Ao Tian understood this clearly. Therefore, when Lin Xuan ordered the condensation period cultivators to gather, he didn’t stop but instead nodded in approval and began issuing orders as well, instructing his subordinates to bring crystals and guard each node of the protective array.

Unlike individual combat techniques, which required a smaller area, this protective array covered a much wider region. Relying solely on the power from the array disks and flags was far insufficient; thus, many crystals were needed.

Usually, higher-grade arrays consumed more crystals.

With Spirit Herb Mountain's current strength, the protective array was no small matter. The number of crystals used for each activation counted in thousands.

Disciples watched over each node, ensuring they could quickly replenish when necessary to avoid the situation where the fire tribulation broke through but the essence energy crystals were exhausted and the array deactivated itself.

Unity is strength. For their own safety, everyone had to put aside their petty concerns. Orders were issued one after another.

Orders were carried out without hesitation. Not only did low-rank disciples perform their duties, but even the condensation period elders flew over in groups. As they watched this strange scene, many faces showed expressions of shock and fear.

"Senior Brother Shen, please give orders when it comes."

"You're too kind, Junior Door Master. Respect is due, but since you are older, I should follow your lead," Shen Ao Tian waved his hands modestly.

But Lin Xuan knew better. This was merely a facade. Retreat to advance; one needed both strength and flexibility in dealing with situations like this.

Of course, the most important thing was that Lin Xuan had no intention of vying for power or control.

"Senior Brother, you shouldn't say such things. My abilities are far inferior to yours. With the fire tribulation about to come, your refusal would put me at a disadvantage."

"Indeed," Shen Ao Tian pretended to think before opening his mouth to agree. However, a purple flash of light approached from afar and suddenly appeared in front of them.

"Uncle," everyone bowed respectfully.

"Enough," Dugu Qing said without much interest in the trivialities. His spiritual sense swept across the area, covering any movement within dozens of miles. His expression changed several times but ultimately he felt satisfied. These useless brats schemed daily, but at critical moments, they knew how to act and understand the bigger picture.

All preparations were well done.

"Since Uncle has come, please take charge," Lin Xuan and Shen Ao Tian spoke in unison, then quickly looked away from each other.

"What do you mean by 'take charge'? You have done very well. Now everyone should work together to face this tribulation."

"Respect the decree."

Ninety condensation period cultivators bowed respectfully.

Then they all turned their gaze inward, holding back feelings of excitement, worry, and fear as they waited for the heavenly tribulation to descend.

Unlike others' tension, Master Tongyu in the valley was the most relaxed among his fellow sect members. He sat cross-legged with his eyes closed, forming two hand seals on his knees.

A fire-red light ball about the size of a head floated before him, containing an infant no larger than an inch. The infant's appearance and physique were identical to Master Tongyu, sitting cross-legged with hands in specific gestures.

This was the newly formed infant spirit. However, its form was still unstable, so even though Master Tongyu had already overcome the most difficult part, he did not dare relax or slack off. He continued refining his infant spirit using all his power.

As for the essence energy tribulation outside, he knew about it too. But after feeling frustrated and sighing, he chose to ignore it, pretending not to know.

Firstly, as an infant spirit just formed, he had no extra energy to spare.

Secondly, there were many fellow sect members outside who could handle their own affairs.

This was the advantage of being from a prestigious family. If it were some small sect or an eccentric solitary cultivator, they would likely only sit and wait for death when faced with such tribulations.

Such incidents had occurred in the cultivation world before.

As time passed, the area of the cloud continued to expand, reaching temperatures unbearable by now. The base-level disciples were still fine, but the lower-ranking disciples from the灵动期 already panted heavily, opening their protective barriers.

Boom! The fiery clouds churned and grew thicker, brighter with each passing moment.

Finally, a striking pillar of fire about a dozen feet thick descended like a lightning bolt piercing the sky.

The low-rank cultivators' faces showed shock. Some even screamed in fear.

But Lin Xuan and others didn't blink. This was just the beginning.

As they watched the fire column approach within a hundred paces, a light shield suddenly appeared in the void. The shield was pale blue, thin as paper but shimmering with essence energy, indicating its formidable power.

Generally, sects had three types of mountain restrictions: defense-focused, attack-focused, or both. For example, the Cloud Splitting Light Array of Mount Tianmu, which caused even old infant spirits to worry, was an offensive array.

While such arrays could instill fear in enemies, their defensive capabilities were abysmal.

Fortunately, Spirit Herb Mountain's "Five Water Wave Array" was just the opposite. This defensive array excelled at dealing with heavenly tribulations.

Moreover, water and fire canceled each other out, creating a synergistic effect.

The first wave of attacks was easily blocked, but this was merely a test.

Boom!

The fiery clouds churned, emitting deep thunderous sounds from within.

Several seconds later, dozens of fire columns shot out simultaneously, much thicker than the previous ones.

This time, not only did base-level cultivators react, but even Dugu Qing and the condensation period elders' expressions turned grim.

Essence energy flashed wildly as the shield's color gradually faded before their eyes.

"What are you all doing? Quickly replenish the crystals."

Shen Ao Tian took a deep breath. He didn't know what secret technique he used, but his voice carried clearly even to those ten miles away.

The disciples at each node nodded and scrambled to replace the crystals. In that instant, several thousand were consumed, but no one cared about the cost. If this tribulation couldn't be safely passed, not only would the sect leader suffer, but half of Spirit Mountain might be destroyed.

At this moment, the safety of the sect was paramount.

Finally, the fiery clouds calmed down. But when Lin Xuan used his spiritual sense to scan, a frown deepened on his face. The nearby essence energy continued to gather, signaling that even more terrifying attacks were coming.
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In a mere half an hour, the fiery clouds began anew. After absorbing essence qi from within a hundred miles, their area expanded by another circle, enveloping the main peak of the Spirit Herb Mountain.

Not only did this happen, but the sky also grew dark. It was noon, yet it seemed as if the sun had already set. Although not pitch black, the scene was indeed eerie.

A stagnant atmosphere filled the air, and all present cultivators wore solemn expressions.

"Bang," the fiery clouds suddenly burst open, splitting into a patch about an acre in size. They spun and transformed into over a hundred fireballs, each with a diameter of ten feet, trailing long trails of flame as they fell like meteorites.

"Not good!"

Xu Jinqing released his divine sense to scan these fireballs, his face changing dramatically as he exclaimed.

Even a Core Formation Stage expert was panicking. The crowd below trembled even more; at this moment, no one dared to hide their true strength. With flickers of light, they all revealed their treasures and法宝.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, lightly brushing his hand, and the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword emerged from his sleeve. Most of his divine sense focused on the fireballs, but Lin Xuan also cast a fragment of his consciousness to sense around him.

Sure enough, the six enforcers were different; their cultivation levels and treasures far surpassed those of their fellow disciples, especially Shen傲天, who spat out a golden sword from his mouth. The light flashed, and an intimidating aura swept over them.

For some reason, Lin Xuan couldn't help but think of the White Orchid Sword Immortal. While his appearance was secondary, the mannerisms and demeanor of both were enough to make one ponder deeply.

Shaking his head, he decided to put this aside for now. The pressing matter at hand was dealing with the current crisis.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan looked up. The scene before him darkened his face; besides the hundred fireballs, the red clouds also began to unleash their power, spewing out dozens of fiery columns as thick as a man's thigh.

A blue protective membrane reappeared in the void. However, this time, no one showed any signs of relief. Even Xu Jinqing, the old monster, had no confidence that the sect’s main array could withstand it.

Squeak…

An ear-piercing sound echoed as blue and red essence qi intertwined. The protective membrane barely held on before collapsing under pressure.

"Quickly, add more crystal stones."

Shen傲天 roared again, but by now, it was too late. Even with the disciples’ frantic efforts, their struggle was in vain.

In less than a cup of tea’s time, the sect’s main array was nearing collapse.

The blue protective membrane faded, and countless fine cracks appeared on its surface, spreading rapidly. Xu Jinqing sighed: "Disciples, don't hold any侥幸. We must unite to face this calamity together."

"Respectful decree,"

The Core Formation Stage experts bowed in unison, many of them grimacing as they cursed their bad luck. After all, while True Fairy Tongyu was cultivating, they were here fighting—some resentment was understandable.

"Auntie, I have a suggestion," at this tense moment, a clear voice rang out.

"Oh, speak up," Xu Jinqing’s expression softened as he turned to Lin Xuan with a smile.

"Let the other disciples return to their caves."

Shen傲君 nodded in agreement and said: "Auntie, Junior Sect Leader is right. During this calamity, even low-ranking disciples can't help; staying here will only increase casualties."

"Very well, you go ahead and issue orders."

With permission granted, the elders began sending out sound transmission talismans. Each had their own trusted kin, so they didn’t want them to be hurt.

In no time, within a dozen miles of Spirit Herb Mountain, it suddenly became empty as most low-ranking disciples retreated into the mountain caves for safety.

This wave of attacks was formidable; after barely holding on for several seconds, a mournful sound echoed as the protective membrane dissolved like water bubbles.

With no hindrance, the remaining fiery columns and fireballs fell towards the ground.

"Act now!"

Shen傲天 roared. His immortal sword trembled before transforming into a brilliant golden light, rushing towards one of the massive fireballs.

In this dire situation, even the other elders put aside their petty concerns and used their divine techniques to command their treasures, intercepting the falling flames with various colored lights.

The sky was now aglow with bursts of color as thunderous explosions echoed continuously.

Seeing everyone act, Lin Xuan, as the junior sect leader, couldn’t just sit back. He extended his hand, pointing at the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword. The treasure immediately transformed into a brilliant blue streak, encircling one fireball and engaging in fierce combat with it.

Lin Xuan had seen this essence qi calamity in ancient texts, but experiencing it firsthand was vastly different. This fireball was pure celestial essence qi, far more powerful than he imagined.

Fortunately, Spirit Herb Mountain’s current strength ranked among the best in Youshou. With nearly a hundred Core Formation Stage experts working together, they managed to hold their ground.

Many sighed with relief, yet Lin Xuan's worried expression didn't waver. After such a terrifying attack, the volume of the fiery clouds hadn’t decreased; instead, it was expanding, which wasn’t good at all!

Could it be…

Lin Xuan suddenly thought of a possibility, his face showing shock. However, he quickly shook his head. He wouldn’t be that unlucky.

But what did the expansion of these fiery clouds signify?

This strange scene troubled many experienced cultivators, their expressions growing grim.

"Respectful Auntie."

The Core Formation Stage Supreme Elder, now an old monster in his eighties, became everyone’s pillar. He stared intently at the fiery clouds without speaking, occasionally glancing with odd light in his eyes.

Seeing this, no one dared to ask more questions.

After a while, the fiery clouds rapidly churned but didn’t release fireballs or columns; instead, they continuously squeezed and contracted, reducing their area but turning even redder.

Feeling the astonishing essence qi within, everyone exchanged glances.

A clear cry echoed as a massive bird with a length of over ten feet emerged from the fiery clouds. Its body was greenish-white, having only one leg, its feathers resembling flames.

Bixiang!

According to legend, this divine bird controlled fire.

Of course, such a creature wouldn’t exist in this world; it was formed from pure fire essence qi but possessed extraordinary powers.
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After the bird revealed itself, its wings flapped, sending a wave of scorching heat towards Lin Xuan. The sky was dotted with sparks as fire rain began to fall.

All the cultivators present were visibly taken aback. Xu Jinqing let out a cold snort and his shoulders moved slightly, transforming into a dazzling purple light that shot like lightning toward the flaming bird.

The size difference between them was significant, but an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator's abilities were formidable. The bird, caught off guard, suffered a minor setback, becoming furious as it emitted a sharp cry and fiercely attacked Xu Jinqing.

However, Xu Jinqing did not engage in battle. He changed direction and flew toward the horizon.

The phoenix became even more enraged, flames erupting from its body as it spread its enormous wings and followed closely behind.

The others breathed a sigh of relief.

Although they didn't know why the heavenly tribulation had transformed into a bird, it was clear that they had successfully weathered the crisis. As for Senior Uncle's safety, they were not overly concerned; an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator was already one of the top existences in this world. Even if the bird was born from the realm's spiritual energy, as long as Senior Uncle didn't lose, he would be able to protect himself.

The group calmed down and turned their gaze back toward the valley.

True Feather Immortal remained seated with crossed legs. However, his appearance had changed significantly since before; the light ball in front of him now housed a fully formed元婴. Despite all the tribulations endured, he finally achieved enlightenment.

He slowly opened his eyes, radiating intense light. Strangely, his entire body was enveloped in a red glow, making him appear extremely mysterious.

"Four hundred years of cultivation for the path of the元婴. Finally, I have attained my goal."

True Feather Immortal exhaled. Even this fox's expression was one of contentment as memories of his journey through cultivation flooded his mind. The hardships were beyond comprehension to outsiders.

He stretched out a hand, and with a flicker, the light ball shattered. The元婴 remained in its seated position, slowly rising before the red glow enveloped it and entered his crown.

True Feather Immortal stood up.

Releasing his divine sense, he swept the area, his expression turning strange, a mix of joy and worry.

"Who would have thought that this tribulation would summon a firebird? Thankfully, Senior Brother managed to divert it. Our sect is safe."

After muttering these words, True Feather Immortal vanished without a trace.

Meanwhile, the intermediate-stage condensation core elders still hovered in mid-air. As time passed, many of their expressions began to show signs of anxiety and restlessness.

The tribulation for the senior immortal's元婴 had taken much longer than expected, and the continuous explosions from afar continued to unsettle everyone.

Of course, not all were affected this way.

Lin Xuan quietly extended his divine sense, observing the other cultivators. The best performance came from Six-star Elder; although he appeared calm, there was no hint of panic.

This was poise. Besides strength, these six elders also possessed exceptional temperaments.

As for Lin Xuan himself, he felt no worry. With Spirit Herb Mountain's premier capabilities in spiritual medicines, it would be unprecedented if he couldn't survive this minor tribulation.

While secretly observing everyone, he noticed that Shen傲天's expression was also unsettled. Clearly, the young sect leader was doing the same thing.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. He wouldn't reveal his true feelings to the other. Although he wasn't skilled in acting, feigning anxiety and fear was within his capabilities.

He displayed a look of anxiousness, frequently glancing around as if agitated.

Shen傲天 observed this with a hint of mockery on his lips. This young sect leader was too inexperienced; he couldn't be taken seriously.

Just when the atmosphere became tense, Lin Xuan engaged in a subtle game of wits with Shen傲天. Suddenly, from afar, the valley experienced a change.

First came a clear and long-lasting cry that echoed like the roar of an ancient divine beast. Then, rays of golden light illuminated the sky as a strange fragrance wafted out.

This was clearly a sign of the formation of a fully formed元婴.

The group exchanged glances, their expressions complex with a mix of excitement, envy, and joy, but also some lingering resentment that quickly faded. The most prominent emotion was jealousy.

An元婴! Among all the major sects in Yanzhou and countless scattered cultivators, only a few had such an opportunity.

After forming an元婴, one's abilities would greatly increase, extending their lifespan to a thousand years. After so much effort in cultivation, everyone sought nothing more than eternal life. Although an元婴 couldn't guarantee that, it was the pinnacle of existence in this world.

Lin Xuan also turned his gaze back to the distant valley, his expression thoughtful.

To be honest, he felt some envy, but Lin Xuan believed he would reach this stage someday. He took a deep breath and calmed his agitated heart.

A flash of light appeared as an elderly man with a refined appearance descended from the sky.

It had been years since they last met; Master not only looked no older but also had a more rosy complexion, his flowing robes and youthful demeanor making him look like a divine being.

"Salutations, Master."

"Salutations, Senior Immortal."

Lin Xuan stood at the forefront with the six law enforcers behind him. His condensation core cultivators formed several rows, bowing deeply in respect.

Previously, True Feather Immortal was already highly respected; now that he had formed an元婴, everyone naturally dared not show any disrespect.

"Please rise."

True Feather Immortal's face showed a smile. Just months ago, they were on equal footing, but according to the rules of cultivation, his seniority was now equivalent to Xu Jinqing's.

"Xuan'er, you've also come."

"Greetings upon your great accomplishment as an元婴."

True Feather Immortal's lips curled into a smile before he opened his mouth. Suddenly, his brow furrowed: "I thank all of you for your efforts in protecting me during this tribulation. Except for Shen Senior Brother and Xuan'er, everyone else can disperse now."

"Respect the command."

Although the group found True Feather Immortal's order strange, no one dared to question it. They bowed and retreated.

Only the Hu surname elder among the six law enforcers showed a hint of bitter resentment on his face but ultimately remained silent.

Lin Xuan observed from the side, taking in every detail with his respectful demeanor complementing True Feather Immortal's smile perfectly, creating an image of filial piety.

The distant explosions continued. The outcome was unknown, but it was clear that the bird wasn't easily defeated; even an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator couldn't subdue it.

"Xuan'er, Shen Senior Brother, let's go assist Senior Brother."

After True Feather Immortal finished speaking, he moved and transformed into a red light, flying toward the distance. Lin Xuan and Shen傲天 exchanged glances before following suit, each displaying their abilities as they chased after him.
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The three cultivators' abilities covered a distance of over ten miles almost instantaneously.

However, just as they approached and before they could see the combatants, Lin Xuan felt an overwhelming pressure descend from above.

Auras?

Lin Xuan's expression changed. This was something that only high-grade core formation experts would produce during their battles. Within a certain range, all living things would be affected—fear, panic, tension...

Lin Xuan's face paled, but he had seen high-grade core formation experts many times before. After a moment of shock, he took a deep breath and circulated his essence qi to protect his meridians, dispelling the discomfort.

Only then did Lin Xuan raise his head.

He saw that in the distance, purple and red lights alternately flickered across the sky, accompanied by thunderous roars as astonishing amounts of essence qi were released. The temperature had risen to a startling degree; half of the sky was now scorched red. Under the terrifying flames, a vast expanse of dark purple light dominated.

Although only one bird and one person were fighting, the scale of the battle was immense. With Lin Xuan's keen eyesight, he couldn't determine the outcome in just a moment, his heart growing increasingly alarmed.

These high-grade core formation experts were even more formidable than he had imagined.

Shen Ao Tian's expression mirrored Lin Xuan's. Although he was at the peak of condensation core stage, the gap between him and these core formation experts was still vast.

Unlike the others, Tong Yu Zhenren, having just formed his core a moment ago, found that his aura was useless against this level of combat. He glanced at the fiery clouds and the dark purple light above before vanishing in a flash, joining the fray.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't interfere with such high-level battles. He activated the Nine Heaven Qi Shield, which floated in mid-air.

In moments, a series of dense explosions filled his ears as the fiery clouds began to contract rapidly, shrinking from dozens of acres to less than one-third within just an incense stick's time.

Inside the flames, Bi Fang let out angry and sharp cries. Despite being a manifestation of celestial fire spirit, it couldn't withstand the dual attacks of two high-grade core formation experts.

Flames surged as the bird reformed into its original shape but had shrunk slightly in size and appeared somewhat listless.

The light dimmed, and Xu Jinqing and Tong Yu Zhenren emerged from their protective light.

Bi Fang glared at the two old monsters. With a flap of its wings, it unleashed hundreds of fireballs like raindrops, while it transformed into a streak of red and flew away.

"Want to run?"

Xu Jinqing smirked. Facing the incoming fireballs, he didn't dodge but opened his mouth to emit an azure curved sword.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, surprised by the unusual shape of this treasure.

Examining the sword closely, it was tiny, no more than a foot long, yet emitted astonishing essence qi. The blade was covered with intricate patterns that seemed like complex arrays.

"Go!"

Xu Jinqing pointed at the sword, and it emitted a dragon-like cry as it transformed into a purple streak several dozen feet long, chasing Bi Fang like a meteor.

Tong Yu Zhenren wasn't idle either. He flicked his hand, summoning a blue ring that chased after Bi Fang with great agility.

Just as they released their treasures, the hundreds of fireballs flew towards them.

Boom!

A light curtain appeared three feet in front of them, blocking the raging flames effortlessly.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. Hearing Bi Fang's sharp cries, Lin Xuan focused his spirit sense.

Several miles away, the demon bird was trapped. Tong Yu Zhenren's ring had transformed into an eerie chain, binding Bi Fang tightly. The bird struggled desperately but to no avail; it was a top-grade ancient treasure, and its efforts were futile.

Worse still, the purple streak was already in front of Bi Fang, slashing at its chest and abdomen.

Bi Fang's eyes showed madness as it spat out a fire-red round ball the size of a fist.

Demon heart?

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but shook his head. Although this bird's abilities rivaled those of a transformed demon beast, it was a manifestation of celestial essence qi; how could it have a demon heart?

However, both high-grade core formation experts' eyes gleamed with greed upon seeing the ball. This was the essence of celestial fire spirit, more valuable than even a transformed demon beast's heart!

Without hesitation, Xu Jinqing waved his hands rapidly, separating several thin strands of light from the purple streak.

"Quickly!"

Xu Jinqing pointed at the ball, and the strands immediately wrapped around it while the purple streak slashed down viciously.

Bi Fang's feathers stood on end as despair filled its eyes. Trapped by that strange chain, its essence qi was nearly sealed off; this was its last defense.

With a mournful cry, Bi Fang's head was severed. Its body disintegrated like stone eroding into sand, returning to fiery essence qi and dissipating with the wind.

Tong Yu Zhenren smiled as he reached out, summoning a light aura from his sleeve that enveloped the fire-red ball before bringing it back.

Although only fist-sized, this ball contained an astonishing amount of fiery essence qi.

"This time I was fortunate enough to form my core. Thanks to Senior Brother's protection, I will offer you this Fire Spirit Pearl as a token of gratitude; please don't refuse."

"Brother, where could you get such a notion? We are fellow disciples and brothers in spirit. This is what I should do for you. The Fire Spirit Pearl isn't necessary; although rare, it's better that you keep it for your own use," Xu Jinqing stroked his beard with a smile.

"This..."

"Brother, don't say more. The Fire Spirit Pearl is a celestial treasure and highly beneficial to fire attribute cultivators in both crafting and cultivation. You will advance further with this, which benefits our sect."

At these words, Tong Yu Zhenren couldn't refuse any longer. After bowing in gratitude, he took out a silk box from his pocket and carefully stored it.

The two high-grade core formation experts then exchanged smiles before flying back together.

Lin Xuan stood by, his mind racing with questions. Why had his master called him and Shen Ao Tian aside to watch this battle? What was the purpose?

Just as these thoughts flashed through his mind, Lin Xuan sensed a powerful presence rapidly approaching. The other three cultivators also noticed it, turning their heads in surprise...
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From the distant horizon, a faint blue light appeared. At first, it was barely discernible, but soon became clearer.

Lin Xuan squinted his eyes. Although he was still far away, with his refined spirit sense, he could identify that this was a condensation core中期 cultivator. The attire seemed familiar; it belonged to the practitioners of Bichun Mountain.

"Is it Brother Lei?"

"Oh, does Senior Scenic recognize him?"

"Yes, this person is one of the external affairs elders of Bichun Mountain. His cultivation level is not particularly impressive, but his demeanor is smooth and accommodating. I have interacted with him several times, so I know him," said Senior Scenic傲天, bowing respectfully.

As the light approached, it condensed into a plump old man's face.

Perceiving the formidable aura of two元婴 cultivators, the old man's expression showed a hint of shock before he deeply bowed: "This latecomer is Lei He from Bichun Mountain. I meet you two seniors and wonder which one is Senior True Feather."

"I am."

Although condensation core success made him one of the top existences in this world, Senior True Feather did not show any arrogance on his face. His demeanor was calm and befitting a sect leader.

Lei He's heart skipped a beat. On his way here, he had sensed abnormal spiritual energy nearby, exactly like the signs of condensation core formation as described in legends.

Initially, he hoped it might be a false alarm due to his own misperception. After all, Lingyao Mountain already had formidable strength; adding another元婴 cultivator would not bode well for their sect.

However, the more he feared something, the more likely it was to happen. Senior True Feather had actually succeeded in condensation core formation. A hint of envy flashed across Lei He's eyes before returning to normal. He flipped his hand and took out a golden invitation: "In accordance with our sect leader's decree, please come on the first day of next month for a meeting at Nine Dragon Pool."

"Oh?" Senior True Feather remained unperturbed as he took the invitation, injecting his spirit sense into it. The contents were clear to him: "Dear friend, you have traveled far and are welcome. Please visit our sect."

"Thank you for your hospitality, but this latecomer has other matters..."

"Well then, if that is so, please proceed," said Senior True Feather.

Lei He bowed again before vanishing into a streak of light.

With the visitor gone, Lin Xuan and Scenic naturally did not linger. They flew towards Lingyao Mountain.

After safely passing through the heavenly tribulation and with Senior True Feather's condensation core success, Lingyao Mountain was festooned with lights and decorations. Everyone wore smiles on their faces.

Incense was being burned, and ancestors were being honored. Although it was a time of crisis, as per Senior True Feather’s decree to keep things simple, the arrival of congratulatory delegations from various sects and families continued unabated.

However, these high-ranking officials seldom appeared in public. The coincidence was that Yinhun had also paused its attacks for some reason, greatly alleviating the tension among cultivators. The cultivation world returned to a semblance of peace.

But beneath this calm surface, there were hidden currents.

Bichun Mountain stretched eight hundred miles from west to east, resembling a giant dragon lying on the ground. Its main peak was five thousand meters high and perpetually shrouded in blue mist, hence its name.

As one of the three major sects of the orthodox path, this lineage had been around for ten thousand years. Although it occasionally clashed with One Line Canyon and Lei Yun Villa, they generally supported each other, ruling over Youzhou's cultivation world together.

However, that era seemed to be a thing of the past.

Firstly, among the suppressed魔 sects, there was now a genius named Supreme Demon Tyrant. Not only did he possess shocking magical abilities, but his cunning was also terrifying.

He spent about a century consolidating the dark arts secretly, turning scattered魔 cultivators into his followers.

His strength had grown to the point where he could challenge the orthodox path.

Then came Lingyao Mountain, which had long been renowned for its alchemy techniques.

Before now, despite their fame, no one took them seriously. Their sect leader was merely a筑基期 cultivator.

Now they realized they had been deceived.

The founding ancestor of this lineage, Senior Dusty Sky, was actually an后期元婴 cultivator. He bore grudges and never revealed his true strength in public, aiming for something greater.

In just three thousand years, Lingyao Mountain rose from nothing to become one of the strongest sects, albeit with its top experts hidden away. The current leader, Senior True Feather, was a cunning fox who feigned madness. He was not actually a筑基期 cultivator but had learned from his ancestor.

With the chaos in the cultivation world and Yinhun's interference, the former three major orthodox sects were still enviable grand names but no longer as glorious...

Bichun Mountain's spiritual veins ranked first in Youzhou, yet it was unknown that the back mountain area had even more abundant spiritual energy. However, this place was a forbidden zone; not only ordinary low-ranking disciples, but even condensation core期 elders needed permission from the sect leader to enter.

In one of the caves behind the mountain, several old men sat together. Each exuded an air of grandeur, being among the top existences in this world.

The four senior patriarchs of Bichun Mountain, One Line Canyon, and Lei Yun Villa were gathered here.

"Senior Void, do we really have to cooperate with Supreme Demon Tyrant? Our sect lost countless disciples at the hands of魔 cultivators. Now, we must shake hands and reconcile. How can we explain this to our subordinates?" said a tall white-faced old man in the northwest corner, his expression displeased.

This was Elder Ma Longqing from Lei Yun Villa, an early-stage元婴 cultivator.

"Haha, why do you insist so much, Brother Ma? I know one of your disciples fell victim to the魔 sect. However, times have changed; while Supreme Demon Tyrant is indeed despicable, Yinhun is our common enemy. The ceasefire was not enough. We must unite and cooperate or risk being picked off by those Yinhun," said a kindly-looking old man in green robes. Although his cultivation level was unremarkable, Elder Zhao was known for his wisdom. Senior Void was his senior, but he often made the final decisions on Bichun Mountain.

The white-faced old man's expression showed annoyance, but he knew his words had merit. He turned to another person: "What does Brother Jin think?"

"Haha, One Line Canyon has always been at the bottom of the three major sects. Jin I will follow my fellow seniors' opinions. However, this time, Senior Green Robe is right; we must prioritize the greater good," said Elder Round Enlightenment from One Line Canyon with a smile.

Although the white-faced old man was reluctant, he could not stand alone against the other two sects. He nodded reluctantly but his eyes betrayed his inner thoughts.
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An hour later, Master Ma Qing and the Elder Zhen Guo bid farewell to the Green Cloud Mountain. The two smiling figures saw them off. However, as they left, the expression of the True Immortal Tai Xu turned grim.

"Junior Brother, Old Monster Ma clearly harbors ill intentions. He fears that this alliance will not go well for us."

"Do not worry, Senior Brother," said the robed master with a smile. "I know his mind. The only descendant of his who died at the hands of a demonic cultivator is considered his closest kin. Such a blood feud cannot be easily resolved."

"Indeed, I understand this. But that does not deter us."

"Hmph. It doesn't matter. With so many factions vying for power, the more chaos the better. This will be harmless to our sect and perhaps even beneficial," said Tai Xu.

"Oh?" The True Immortal Tai Xu showed a hint of confusion but remained silent, listening intently as his clever junior continued.

"Modern cultivation is no longer dominated by one faction. With the Spirit Herb Mountains and demonic cultivators competing for power, if it weren't for the intrusion of the ghostly entities, we would have already been in chaos. Now that we are forced to ally, discussing strategies to expel these ghosts, I wonder how much sincerity each party truly has?" The robed master said with a mocking expression.

"From a strength perspective, the ghostly entities are far more powerful than us. Their success could significantly boost their power, making our previous plans less effective. We must reassess."

"Luckily, we have a backup plan. Red-haired Elder joined our Green Cloud Mountain, and this matter has not yet been made public," said Tai Xu with a smug expression.

"True, but the body of our Red-haired Junior Brother was taken by the Ghost Emperor. Although we found him a new vessel, we are unsure if the possession went smoothly."

"Fear not. The body we chose is one of the best. Its original owner was already an advanced凝聚期 cultivator with attributes that match his cultivation techniques. He should retain most of his power after possession," said the robed master.

"Let's hope so."

---

In the Demon City, a place of demonic sanctity for over ten thousand years, it had now become the headquarters of the Extreme Evil Sect.

The city was vast, and beneath their feet lay an impressive spiritual vein. Few orthodox cultivators ventured here, but the number of demonic cultivators had doubled compared to before.

About ten miles west of this city stood a towering peak, steep and险峻. At nearly a thousand feet high, the air there was more spiritually rich than within the city itself. On the mountain’s waist lay the den of Extreme Evil Sect's Grandmaster, which people renamed as Holy Demon Peak out of respect.

As the demon master sat in meditation, his body exuding dark demonic energy, he had reached the peak of the元婴中期 realm.

A transmission talisman flew into his hand. The demon grandmaster’s eyes flickered with a black flame before burning the talisman to ashes.

"Old Man Tongyu has also condensed his essence," he murmured, his expression turning violent as he stood up and appeared at the end of the stone chamber.

Though the walls were solid rock, Extreme Evil Sect's Grandmaster merely pointed his hand, and the stone instantly disintegrated into dark demonic fog. The grandmaster walked through it, and the fog reformed back into stone.

Passing a hundred-foot-long corridor, a stone door appeared before him. The door was covered in strange inscriptions and had an eerie talisman affixed to it.

After a moment’s hesitation, he waved his sleeve, removing the talisman.

"Grinding Demon friend, have you come here after careful consideration? Are you ready to cooperate with me?" a grating voice echoed from within.

Extreme Evil Sect's Grandmaster entered without expression. The chamber was enormous, measuring about ten feet in each direction. Inside, there was nothing but one prominent figure—a half-man, half-beast demon with an evil and vicious appearance.

---

The old demon master had arrived at this place for a reason, which dated back several months.

He had conspired with Zhou Mian and his wife, using the disciples of Spirit Herb Mountain as sacrificial offerings to restore his lost power. Everything went smoothly until Lin Xuan stumbled upon him, revealing his plans. Lin Xuan then unleashed his full might, killing two traitorous elders and discovering the truth through soul-searching techniques.

Now, what should he do? He considered eliminating this old demon master but hesitated. After all, a skinny camel is still bigger than a horse. In ancient times, Blood Demon Grandmaster was a formidable figure. Even though his power had diminished, Lin Xuan wasn't sure if he could defeat him.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t risk it and instead decided to move the branch sect elsewhere. The old demon master was furious but couldn’t pursue him until his body fully recovered.

Without the blood of cultivators, the Blood Sacrifice couldn't continue. He was trapped there, waiting for an opportunity.

Not long after, four months later, a young man with handsome features and the demeanor of a nobleman accidentally discovered this place.

This young man could be considered one of Lin Xuan’s few "friends." He was Extreme Evil Sect's direct disciple. As to why Tian Xiaojian came to the陷区, it made sense since both orthodox sects and Spirit Herb Mountain had established branch sects here to collect various treasures. The demonic realm couldn't miss such an opportunity.

Tian Xiaojian, as a demon master’s direct disciple, could enjoy resources that other cultivators couldn’t dream of, thanks to his outstanding talent and diligent nature. He had reached the凝聚丹中期 stage, just like Lin Xuan.

With youthful arrogance, he didn’t take the danger seriously, wandering around in search of treasures. Unsurprisingly, he discovered this cave.

To Tian Xiaojian’s eyes, it was an ancient relic. His heart leaped with excitement; perhaps he would have a great fortune here.

Meanwhile, Extreme Evil Sect's Grandmaster had been waiting for months, finally spotting his prey—a cultivator at the凝聚丹中期 stage. He didn’t hesitate to consume his blood, hoping to recover some of his power.

As expected, Blood Demon Grandmaster, despite his weakened state, could still defeat a凝聚丹中期 cultivator. However, Tian Xiaojian was underestimated. His various secret techniques and especially his innate treasure proved formidable. After their initial clash, the old demon master suffered a significant disadvantage but quickly regained his composure.

After several hours, Tian Xiaojian’s situation grew dire. Blood Demon Grandmaster rejoiced at his victory, having obtained stronger blood energy. But he was too early to celebrate. As a young cultivator of such status, Tian Xiaojian had a special protective talisman with him.

It was an ornate bracelet that looked unremarkable until Tian Xiaojian, unable to resist any longer, broke it. Dark fog surged forth, and Blood Demon Grandmaster's expression changed dramatically.

This was a化身之宝—a high-level secret technique of the demonic realm where the creator sealed their essence in the item. When the holder faced danger, they could temporarily possess the body through this medium.

At that moment, the essence of Extreme Evil Sect's Grandmaster had come to Tian Xiaojian’s aid.
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In the third volume of "Cultivation Anecdotes," Chapter 507: Two Demons Compete in Intrigue

The secret technique was indeed profound, but even with a possessed body, it could only grant about half of its full power.

Despite this, the Great Evil Sovereign's immense magical power wasn't something the Blood Demon could easily resist. After a fierce battle, the Blood Demon fell defeated.

However, as an ancient evil cultivator, his demonic techniques were awe-inspiring, and eliminating him would require significant effort from the Great Evil Sovereign.

Both old demons were clever, so they wouldn’t engage in mutually destructive tactics. The Great Evil Sovereign thus settled for sealing the Blood Demon and bringing him back to his lair. As he looked at this half-human, half-beast creature, a glint of intelligence flashed in his eyes, but it was unclear what he was thinking.

In contrast, the Blood Demon appeared weaker than before, with numerous scars covering his ugly body. Without the flesh and spirit of a cultivator, he couldn’t recover.

"Friend, have you come here to collaborate with me?" The Blood Demon's voice was filled with temptation: "Or do you need my help because you've encountered difficulties?"

"Do you really think you can help this old man break through his bottleneck and enter the late-stage元婴 stage?" The Great Evil Sovereign’s tone was emotionless.

"Of course, why would I lie to you?"

"Humph. Blood Demon. Don't think that because I know nothing about you, I won’t recognize your deceit. I’ve read many ancient texts from a million years ago during the primordial era. You were indeed a formidable figure who terrorized one area and made people shudder at your name. But even in your prime, you only reached mid-stage元婴. How can you dare to boast that you can help me break through my bottleneck and become a late-stage great cultivator?"

The Great Evil Sovereign’s voice was icy, clearly skeptical.

"Great Evil Friend, there's no need for anger. I will explain the reasons," the Blood Demon confidently said: "Indeed, I was only mid-stage元婴 before. But you should remember that I was trapped for a million years. During this time, although my body couldn’t move, my mind remained unharmed. With my intelligence, I wouldn't waste time; instead, I pondered the mysteries of cultivation techniques and finally figured out how to bypass the bottleneck and reach late-stage元婴."

"Humph, how can I know if what you say is true?"

"Friend, your words are a bit inconsistent!" The Blood Demon laughed: "With the Great Evil Sovereign's intelligence, how could you not recognize truth from falsehood? If I were to deceive you with fake things, wouldn’t that be self-defeating? You don't need to beat around the bush. Since you've come here today, you must have decided to collaborate. Just lay out your conditions; there’s no need for such fuss."

---

"Alright, since Friend is straightforward, let's get to the point: I can provide a cultivator's essence blood to restore your powers, but in return, you must tell me everything about how to reach late-stage元婴, without leaving anything out."

"This is natural; this was my proposal," the Blood Demon agreed without surprise.

"But that’s not enough." The Great Evil Sovereign said, flipping his left hand and revealing a black, shiny wooden token: "Friend must seal one soul and one spirit into this soul artifact and entrust it to me for safekeeping."

"What?"

The Blood Demon's expression turned angry as he revealed an extremely agitated look. "Great Evil, are you out of your mind? Do you think I would submit to you?"

Don’t underestimate that token; it’s a notorious demonic tool capable of containing a cultivator's soul. The holder can simply erase the spirit inside without causing immediate death but severe damage to the mental faculties and cultivation level. It’s a common item used by demons.

"Friend, there’s no need for such agitation; I have no such intention," the Great Evil Sovereign said with an innocent expression.

"Why did you bring out this soul-restricting artifact then?"

"Just as a precaution."

"A precaution?"

"Yes, I’ve checked ancient texts related to you. Although you’re a demon cultivator, your actions are detested by both orthodox and demonic sects alike. You’re seen as a snake or scorpion, to be avoided at all costs. Given your reputation, how could I not take precautions?"

"So, you want to control me with this soul-restricting artifact?" the Blood Demon Sovereign sneered.

"Control is too strong a word; I just don’t want you to bite back once you regain your power," the Great Evil Sovereign admitted. Although he was powerful and considered the first cultivator in Youzhou, he still felt wary of this ancient monster.

"What if I refuse?"

"If you refuse, Friend will stay here until your lifespan ends. Then, hand over one soul and one spirit to me, and I can swear on behalf of the true demons above that I’ll treat you well," the Great Evil Sovereign said nonchalantly. He believed he could break through his bottleneck in a few hundred years anyway.

"Consider carefully, Friend."

"You…" The Blood Demon Sovereign was furious, panting heavily, but he knew it was futile to argue further. His eyes filled with hatred as he stared at the Great Evil Sovereign without backing down.

After a long silence,

"Alright, this old man has been humiliated, so I’ll agree to your demands. But remember, although you use me due to circumstances, don’t overstep your bounds; otherwise, even if you have my soul and spirit, I will fight to the death," the Blood Demon said with venom in his voice.

"Haha, Friend is worrying too much; I wouldn't dare treat a Sovereign poorly. Together, we can face any challenge—whether orthodox sects, Spirit Herb Mountains, or ghostly jesters. This Youzhou cultivation world belongs to us," the Great Evil Sovereign said smugly, stroking his beard.

With their agreement reached, there was nothing more to say. The Blood Demon reluctantly agreed and sealed his soul and spirit into the soul artifact as instructed.

"From now on, we are allies." The Great Evil Sovereign put away the soul artifact and took out an jade tube: "Please inform me of your insights on bypassing the bottleneck."

The Blood Demon sighed and sank his consciousness into the jade tube to record his thoughts.

"I need a cultivator's essence blood..."

"Don't worry; I'll send someone to bring it shortly," he assured.

Watching the Great Evil Sovereign’s back disappear, the Blood Demon’s eyes revealed cunning. The soul-restricting artifact? How could that fool know the power of my demonic techniques? It was still uncertain who would be in control now.
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The Dragon Mountain Range was located in the western part of Youzhou, stretching for nearly ten thousand miles. The terrain was rugged and imposing, with several notable spirit veins scattered throughout.

Thus, deep within the mountains and vast wildernesses, hunters often claimed to have seen traces of immortals. True immortals were naturally not present in this world, but many of the strange tales circulating among ordinary people actually originated from cultivators.

After all, due to the unique nature of the spirit veins on Dragon Mountain Range, various major sects and smaller factions had settled there over time.

One morning, just as dawn was breaking, four differently colored streaks of light appeared in the distance above the sky.

A short while later, these streaks approached closer, their radiance dimming before revealing three men and a woman.

Leading them was an elderly Daoist with a youthful appearance and long white hair, resembling a deity descending to earth.

To his left floated a young man dressed in blue robes, though he exuded a certain elegance despite the simplicity of his attire.

On his right stood a man around forty years old, sporting three long beards, radiating an air of distinction that made him seem like a finely honed blade.

The only woman was a beautiful lady wearing red, not young but still curvaceous and alluring in her every move.

These four were undoubtedly prominent figures within the cultivation world.

Leading them was Tong Daoist, the patriarch of Lingyao Mountain, along with his senior disciple Lin Xuan. The other pair were Shen Aotian and Fu Qingquan, two of the Six Law Enforcement Elders.

A fortnight ago, Tong Yuhua had successfully formed a soul bead. Soon after, he received an invitation from Biyun Mountain for the first day of the month to convene at Dragon Pool to discuss strategies against the invading yin spirits.

Now that the conflict between the forces of good and evil had ceased, but with the rise of Lingyao Mountain, the power dynamics in Youzhou's cultivation world were complex. If they continued to fight alone, they would suffer defeats, which was clearly not beneficial for anyone involved. The senior Immortal Monks recognized this and after much deliberation, decided to convene a meeting to integrate their forces against the common enemy.

From both reason and emotion, Lingyao Mountain could not be absent from such an important matter. Thus, Tong Yuhua had Lin Xuan and two of the Six Law Enforcement Elders accompany him while the rest assisted Xu Jinqing in guarding the mountain entrance.

---

Dragon Pool was situated atop Dragon Peak, chosen for its strategic significance as a meeting point. Despite the ongoing turmoil in the cultivation world, this area under Dragon Mountain's jurisdiction remained untouched, akin to an earthly paradise.

The four paused here briefly, and Lin Xuan extended his divine sense, sweeping the surroundings within a dozen miles.

While few cultivators were present, the mortal realm exhibited prosperity, unaffected by the recent conflict between good and evil forces.

"Everywhere in the cultivation world is filled with strife, but Dragon Mountain remains a haven of peace. This saying seems to hold true," Lin Xuan murmured, showing some sentimentality.

"It's natural. Young Master, what you heard are not just rumors. According to Shen Aotian, even if we consider the current situation, over millions of years, despite countless calamities in the cultivation world, Dragon Mountain has never been affected," said Shen Aotian with a smile as he stroked his beard.

"Oh, I didn't know about this. If there's any secret behind it, Brother, please don't beat around the bush. Tell me directly," Lin Xuan turned to him, showing interest on his face.

"This matter must be told from the founding ancestor of Dragon Sect."

"The founder of Dragon Sect?" Lin Xuan frowned slightly. In the vicinity of Dragon Mountain, there weren't many major sects or families, totaling only a few dozen at most, with Dragon Sect being the most renowned. They controlled one of the best spirit veins in the area, yet their strength was merely average within Youzhou's cultivation world.

With thousands of disciples, including two or three core formation stage cultivators.

While they weren't easily bullied, they certainly didn't belong to any major sects.

Such minor sects were numerous in Youzhou. How could their founding ancestor be anything extraordinary?

"Haha, Young Master, you are unaware. My senior patriarch, Tianchen, is already a prodigy, but compared to the founder of Dragon Sect, he's not even worth mentioning," Shen Aotian said seriously.

Lin Xuan was stunned. While Shen Aotian might have ambitions, as his fellow sect member, how could he dare to speak ill of their senior patriarch in front of the sect leader? This was tantamount to suicide!

Unconsciously, Lin Xuan glanced at his master, only to find Tong Yuhua smiling and showing no signs of anger. It seemed like Shen Aotian's words were not disrespectful.

Could it be...

Was the founder of Dragon Sect truly that powerful?

---

However, this was impossible. Tianchen was already a late-stage Immortal Monarch with peak alchemy skills and profound heart techniques. Lin Xuan had always admired him greatly. How could such an obscure minor sect have a founding ancestor as remarkable as an Immortal Monarch?

"Little wonder Young Master doubts it. I felt the same way when I first heard about it," Shen Aotian said calmly, "Young Master, do you know how long Dragon Sect has been in existence?"

"I'm not sure, but since Brother asked, it must be quite ancient—around two or three ten-thousand years."

"Wrong. How can Biyun Mountain compare? Dragon Sect's lineage dates back a million years."

"What?" Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he was shocked: "A million years. That would place them in the era of primordial chaos. But didn't ancient immortals already go extinct?"

The oldest sects in Youzhou were only five thousand years old. How could this insignificant minor sect have persisted from the era of primordial chaos?

However, Shen Aotian's demeanor did not suggest he was joking, and his master made no objections. Could what he said be true?

"I dare not deceive Young Master. Dragon Sect is indeed a lineage that has survived since the era of primordial chaos. Such cases are unique in Youzhou's cultivation world. Their founding ancestor is an extraordinary figure known as Dragon Heaven Sovereign."

"Heaven Sovereign?" Lin Xuan pursed his lips, disapproving of such a presumptuous title. Typically, Immortal Monarchs or exceptionally powerful cultivators would have nicknames.

For example, the Great White Sword Immortal, Void Daoist, and Extreme Demon Sovereign.

But hearing "Heaven Sovereign" for the first time from Lin Xuan, even an advanced late-stage Immortal Monarch should not be so presumptuous.

Unless... unless he was a senior at the Separation stage.

The thought startled him. But immediately, he shook his head. This guess was too absurd. The Separation stage was extremely difficult to reach; even in the more prosperous era of primordial chaos, only a few prodigies could achieve it. He was merely the founder of a minor sect.

"From Young Master's expression, you've already guessed it. Correctly so. This Dragon Heaven Sovereign is indeed an Immortal at the Separation stage," Shen Aotian continued.
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### Becoming an Immortal

#### Chapter 509: The Sorrow of the Heavenly Tribulation

"Is that possible?" Lin Xuan asked in shock. He had already speculated about this, but hearing it confirmed by Master Ma still sent a jolt through him.

"Junior Master, do you think I would deceive you?"

"I didn't mean to imply that. But shouldn't cultivators who reach the Separation Realm ascend straightaway to the Spirit Realm? Why is this Nine Dragon Heavenly Sovereign still lingering here and becoming the ancestor of a sect?" Lin Xuan's face was full of不解.

Lingtian scratched his head, "There are secrets behind it, and I'm not entirely clear on them. But according to ancient texts, that has always been recorded."

"That makes sense. A million years old—how can we know if the rumors aren't exaggerated," Lin Xuan said with a look of disapproval.

"No, this is indeed true." Tongyu Zhenren unexpectedly spoke up despite his silence.

"Oh? Please enlighten your disciple," Lin Xuan respectfully said.

"There's nothing particularly strange about it. Cultivators who reach the Separation Realm can indeed shatter the void and ascend to the Spirit Realm, but not everyone does."

"Why is that? According to what I know, the Spirit Realm has far greater concentrations of spirit energy and various treasures than this world. Separation Realm cultivators can only advance by cultivating there. If they stay in this world, their cultivation will stagnate. Since they've reached the Separation Realm, shouldn't they be determined to pursue immortality?" Lin Xuan said with a disapproving look.

"Xuan, your words are correct. But you know only one side of it," Tongyu Zhenren replied.

"Oh?"

"The resources for cultivation in the Spirit Realm are indeed far superior to this world. However, even though Separation Realm elders have the ability to shatter the void, the actual process of ascending is fraught with danger."

"Danger?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"Yes, the Three Nines Heavenly Tribulation," Tongyu Zhenren sighed. "Cultivation is inherently against nature. A small slip can lead to disaster. When these elders ascended, they had to undergo the tribulation洗礼."

"Compared to when I formed my essence, it's incomparable. Back then, it was just a minor spirit energy tribulation with negligible power compared to true heavenly tribulations," Lin Xuan said.

Lin Xuan and the two elder masters exchanged glances. The spirit energy tribulation back then had required the entire Lingyun Sect’s efforts to barely fend off, yet Tongyu Zhenren claimed it was only one percent of a true heavenly tribulation. Was that an exaggeration?

"Hmph. Judging by your expressions, you must think I'm overstating the case. Remember, the powers of Separation Realm elders are vast. Throughout history, out of every ten who tried to ascend, nine died in the tribulations," Tongyu Zhenren said with a look of fear.

"So they choose to stay in this world?"

"Exactly. Cultivation is about seeking longevity. If the dangers are too great and one isn't confident in their ability to withstand the tribulation, these elders will temporarily remain in this world to continue their cultivation, waiting for further advancement or finding powerful defensive treasures before attempting to ascend," Tongyu Zhenren said with a sigh.

"Waiting to strengthen oneself and seize an opportunity—this is indeed a good idea." Lin Xuan's eyes showed approval.

"Hmph. You don't know the hardships of it. Cultivation becomes harder as one progresses. Even for condensation core cultivators, every step forward requires immense effort. For Separation Realm cultivators, who are two steps higher, the challenges are even greater."

"At their level, even the best spirit veins in this world can barely meet their needs. The high-grade crystal stones and various treasures they require are almost extinct here. All conditions for cultivation don't match up. Advancing further is a dream," Tongyu Zhenren said with a somber expression.

Lin Xuan and Shen Lingtian felt a sense of shared grief, but Lin Xuan quickly recovered. He was still far from a hundred years old and had yet to even reach the condensation core stage. Why worry about difficulties in the Separation Realm?

Still, today wasn't entirely fruitless. These secrets weren't easily found in ordinary ancient texts.

"Thank you for your explanation, but I still don't know the origins of the Nine Dragon Sect," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Although Heavenly Sovereign Nine Dragons is immensely wise, he didn't have full confidence in passing his tribulation. He chose to remain in this world and establish a sect to ensure the传承of his cultivation methods. Thus, the Nine Dragon Sect was born."

"So that's how it is. But why does the sect hold such an exalted position? Despite the passage of time, no matter how much the cultivation world changes, other sects never interfere with them, making the area around Mount Nine Dragons a paradise," Lin Xuan remained puzzled. Even though there was now one Separation Realm ancestor in the sect, it didn't explain why they still held such an exalted position after so many years.

"This needs to be traced back to the great war between humans and demons during the Primordial Era," Tongyu Zhenren closed his eyes with a look of melancholy.

"Human-Demon War?"

This event occurred in the Primordial Era, and few knew about it. But everyone present had heard of it. Lin Xuan, especially, remembered it vividly as he had witnessed demons firsthand when he was framed by Elder Li Yaotian from Fire Spirit Sect in Ghostnet City.

"During that war, our ancient predecessors reached an agreement with the demon beasts to fight together," Tongyu Zhenren continued. "The battle went smoothly, but the demons were unwilling to accept defeat and used mysterious methods to summon upper realm demons."

"Upper Realm Demons?"

"Yes. Above this world lies another realm at the same level as ours," Tongyu Zhenren said slowly.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had never heard of this before. This journey had indeed been enlightening.
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"To understand, from ancient times to the present day, all living beings seek immortality. Those pursuing the path of immortals are us humans alone. For example, low-grade demonic beasts may be foolish and dull, but once they enter the transformation stage, not only can they transform out of their demonic bodies, but also their spiritual intelligence does not fall short of human cultivators."

"If they advance further to the fifth level, they can ascend to the Separation Realm just like senior cultivators. Of course, they must still pass through the heavenly tribulation."

"Similarly for demons and monsters, but they ascend to the Demon Realm instead."

Master Tongyu's voice was low as he slowly revealed these secrets known by few in the cultivation world.

"The Master's meaning is that those demons and monsters used secret techniques to summon upper realm demonic beings to descend into this world to turn around a losing battle."

"Correct," Master Tongyu nodded approvingly. "We do not know what price they paid, but the summoned upper realm demonic beings were extremely powerful. It was said that just in the first confrontation, they killed several元婴 cultivators and left several demon transformation stage experts helpless."

Lin Xuan remained silent. The story sounded incredible, yet upon careful thought, it made sense. Since the Demon Realm is on par with the Spirit Realm, the power of upper realm demonic beings should not be inferior to that of Spirit Realm cultivators. Although an元婴 monster was the pinnacle existence in this world, compared to those, he seemed rather lacking.

"The demons took advantage and counterattacked under the leadership of a fellow known as the Three Yin Bone Demon. They won several consecutive battles, making the situation look hopeless for humans and demon clans. Whether they gathered experts to attack en masse or lured them into traps, none could handle the Three Yin Bone Demon. His abilities were truly astonishing."

"Right when things seemed dire, the Nine Dragons Sovereign stepped forward, turning the tide of battle. He was the only Separation Realm cultivator in this world at that time but had not yet passed through the heavenly tribulation. In terms of cultivation, he was still slightly inferior to the bone demon, though not by much."

"According to ancient records, the Dragon Heaven Sovereign wrote a letter for a decisive battle with the bone demon. The bone demon's arrogance knew no bounds; in his eyes, the opponent was merely a fearful heaven tribulation hiding turtle. He agreed without hesitation."

"How did it end?" Lin Xuan licked his lips as the story grew more fascinating. "Did they ambush several hundred元婴 cultivators and finally destroy this demon?"

"No, the heavenly sovereign didn't rely on any help."

"Why not?" Lin Xuan frowned. "The challenge was for a one-on-one fight, but this battle was crucial. Did the Nine Dragons Sovereign know he couldn't win? Was he just stubborn about fair combat? As they say, war is no place for honesty..."

"No, my son," Master Tongyu said with a serious expression. "You are wrong. The Nine Dragons Sovereign is a conservative person. Such level battles are beyond the reach of even元婴 cultivators."

Lin Xuan and Shen Aotian exchanged glances, their faces showing shock.

"The battle was so intense that it darkened both day and night. It's said that within fifty miles, everything was affected. Countless hills were flattened, and the spiritual energy became chaotic to an extreme point, almost as if the sky had collapsed. Despite this, the bone demon was more skilled, putting the Nine Dragons Sovereign at a disadvantage."

"How did they finally eliminate him?" Lin Xuan grew even more curious.

"Although the heavenly sovereign's strength was insufficient, as a Separation Realm cultivator, he was still on par with the bone demon. He came here with the resolve to die, not to win but to drag his opponent down into the underworld with him."

"How did it unfold? Since no one witnessed it firsthand, we can only speculate. But after an earth-shattering explosion, both the heavenly sovereign and the bone demon disappeared from this world."

"The absence of upper realm demonic beings as allies allowed humans and beast clans' armies to regain the initiative, winning battle after battle until they finally defeated the demons and killed them all."

"This victory was largely due to the Nine Dragons Sovereign's efforts. All sects, whether orthodox or evil, were deeply grateful for this senior Separation Realm cultivator. They agreed to form an alliance, designating a ten-mile radius around Mount Nine Dragons as a place of rest and rejuvenation, ensuring the transmission of their dao lineage. Regardless of the future prosperity or decline of the sect, no other faction could covet it; otherwise, all cultivation realms would join forces to punish them."

"So that's how it is," Lin Xuan nodded. "The world changes, with countless famous schools and sects long since vanished into history. Only the Nine Dragons Sect has survived from the primitive era until now.

And here, there are places like Peach Blossom Spring, seemingly isolated from the world.

However, Lin Xuan was still puzzled. After all, this had been over a million years ago. Could everyone truly adhere to their oaths for such an extended period?

Not even considering future generations, whether they were genuinely obedient, few in today's cultivation world knew of this secret.

Since it was unknown, there could be no talk of fulfilling vows.

Although the Nine Dragons Sect had survived from the primitive era, now it was merely a mid-sized sect. It possessed considerable strength and an excellent spiritual vein, but why hadn't anyone seized it?

Even during recent conflicts between orthodox and evil forces, they deliberately avoided this area?

"There's nothing strange about that," Master Tongyu said without surprise when Lin Xuan asked the question. "Initially, everyone did feel grateful to the Nine Dragons Sovereign, so they specially took care of his sect. But as time passed, only a few old-timers like us knew this secret. No matter how great the heavenly sovereign's achievements were, he couldn't have left such a legacy for a million years. The Nine Dragons Sect's elevated status was due to the need for a buffer zone among various factions."

"A buffer zone?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, his face showing deep thought.

"Exactly. For example, without Mount Nine Dragons, where would we convene and negotiate? A ceasefire between orthodox and evil forces was inevitable; there was no trust at all. Thus, neither side could go to the other's territory. Our Spirit Medicine Mountain..."

Master Tongyu left the rest unsaid, but Lin Xuan understood. A once insignificant sect now displayed astonishing power, instilling fear in both orthodox and evil forces.

Indeed, a buffer zone was needed. The veteran元婴 cultivators were wise enough to realize that occupying one-tenth of the vast territory of Youzhou wouldn't benefit them much. Therefore, they tacitly agreed to preserve it.

On the surface, it seemed like honoring a million-year-old vow, but in reality, there were other reasons.

Regardless, the Nine Dragons Sect had survived safely.

After hearing Master Tongyu's explanation, Lin Xuan pondered. Although unremarkable now, its ancestors must have been extraordinary. Could there be any hidden treasures or secrets from this ancient lineage?
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Dragon Mountain stretched for miles, its peaks and ridges countless. But the most famous was Peak Jiufeng. The mountain's shape was peculiar; it resembled a sword piercing the clouds, towering thousands of feet high, perpetually shrouded in white mist.

There was a beautiful legend about how this peak came to be. Long ago, Nine Dragons Celestial Sovereign single-handedly challenged the Demons. The two powerful experts at the Separation and Union stage fought fiercely, with the battle's aftermath splitting the mountain into an isolated peak.

Recalling his ancestor's glory days, one could only marvel at their martial prowess. Unfortunately, today’s Nine Dragons Sect had long since declined. With just five thousand disciples across the entire sect, few were of high rank, making them merely mid-level in the cultivation world of Youzhou.

Fortunately, this sect was above reproach, so there was no need to worry about others coveting their position.

However, a significant event had recently occurred.

Dark souls invaded, and nearly one-third of Yanzhou had already fallen. In such perilous times, major forces were forced to set aside their grudges and unite against the enemy.

The meeting point for this alliance was chosen at Nine Dragons Sect.

For Nine Dragons Sect to host such a gathering was a matter of great prestige. The entire sect worked tirelessly; they renovated their inn long ago, cleaned it thoroughly, and sent clever and agile disciples to patrol nearby areas daily.

The date was set for the first day of August, but various forces arrived early to ensure everything was in place.

This time, all present were top-tier figures in the cultivation world. Nine Dragons Sect could not afford to be careless or negligent.

At this moment, two young cultivators, both around twenty years old, were conducting their usual patrol. Their cultivation levels were negligible, barely reaching the Flexible Spirit Period. They flew while whispering to each other.

"Senior Brother, are dark souls really that formidable? Hearing that hundreds of sects in Youzhou have been destroyed, is this an exaggeration?" The younger disciple, dressed in a light blue robe and still showing signs of youth, asked doubtfully.

"You ask me who else should I ask? We've never left Dragon Mountain since joining the sect. But everyone says so; it's unlikely to be mere nonsense," replied the older one, wearing scholar attire, with a raised eyebrow as he shook his head.

"Indeed, Senior Brother. If dark souls weren't that terrifying, the righteous and demonic forces wouldn't have paused their conflict just for us." The blue-robed disciple nodded in agreement, deep in thought.

"That's right; recently, both sides fought fiercely, losing thousands of cultivators, including nearly a hundred Core Formation stage experts. Such profound enmity can only mean how much they fear dark souls," the older one continued.

"Can we win?" The blue-robed disciple, after hearing this, couldn't help feeling worried. Thanks to his ancestor's blessings and the sect’s elevated status, he was largely unaffected by external changes. But now, if dark souls invaded Dragon Mountain, it would be impossible for them to escape unscathed.

"Why worry about that? The outcome of the war is beyond our lowly cultivators' control. It's like when a sky falls; someone must bear the brunt. You don't need to trouble yourself with such thoughts. Just focus on your tasks," the scholar smiled, offering wise advice.

"But..." The blue-robed disciple opened his mouth but stopped as he suddenly saw something alarming: "What is that?"

In the distance, four streaks of light appeared, dazzling and rapidly approaching them.

"Could these be senior figures attending the meeting?"

The scholar's face changed when he saw this. His reaction was faster; recalling Master True Person’s instructions, he quickly pulled out a sound transmission talisman from his pocket, exhaled some spiritual energy, and launched it. Then, he tugged on his junior disciple’s sleeve to greet them.

After a moment, they met.

The streaks of light converged into three men and one woman, all with distinct appearances but an extraordinary presence.

The two young cultivators scanned their minds, realizing that the others' cultivation levels were beyond comprehension; they couldn't determine what rank these cultivators belonged to.

They looked shocked.

"Salutations, seniors. May I ask if you are here for the meeting?" Though nervous, it was necessary to inquire further; otherwise, inviting them back without proper introductions could lead to trouble.

The scholar finished his question and secretly sized up their guests. The other three were fine, but the ordinary-looking young man seemed a year or two younger than him. Could he be a powerful cultivator?

This thought made him curious, and he couldn't help but extend his spiritual sense again. After all, even low-ranking elders like foundation establishment stage masters could reveal their cultivation levels.

"Muhe, don’t be rude."

His action didn't go unnoticed by the present experts; however, Lin Xuan frowned slightly but didn't argue with the junior disciple. Instead, a loud voice echoed from beside him: "Junior Master, you mustn't act so impolitely."

Following this, a golden crane flew in from the left side. This crane was larger than usual and had yellow feathers.

On the back of the crane was an adult male dressed in a certain manner.

"Salutations, Grandmaster."

The two young cultivators were startled and quickly bowed. This man was one of Nine Dragons Sect's three top experts, with Core Formation stage cultivation; his Dao name was Crane Obsessed.

He wasn't from Jiufeng Peak but had come across the sound transmission talisman by chance. He had gone to the market early that morning for some errands and returned just in time.

Unlike the low-ranking disciples, he had a much higher perspective. He immediately recognized these four as esteemed guests of Spirit Medicine Mountain.

After all, this alchemy sect was no longer what it used to be; while few had personally seen True Person Tongyu, his portrait spread throughout the cultivation world.

In recent years, Lin Xuan had risen to prominence despite his deliberate low profile, and many high-ranking cultivators fell at his hands. His reputation was immense.

People compared him with the Demonic Sect's young master, the only disciple of Demon Sovereign, Tian Xiaojian, as the most promising figures in the cultivation world today.

Muhe’s actions were disrespectful; repeatedly probing others' spiritual senses without permission was a grave offense.

Therefore, Crane Obsessed bowed to True Person Tongyu and said to Lin Xuan: "Junior Master, I apologize for my junior's impoliteness. Please don't take it amiss." He then performed a deep bow.

"Ha ha, friend, you're too polite. This young friend was just curious; how could I hold such trivial matters against him?" Lin Xuan waved his hand. Although he wasn’t a good person, he wouldn't bully someone weaker than himself.

"Thank you for your understanding. It's my good fortune to meet all of you. Please follow me to our inn for some rest," Crane Obsessed said, leading the way.
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"Thank you for your hospitality."

Following the Hermit Crane, several people flew towards Heavenly Cloud Peak. Midway through their journey, a bright light erupted ahead as the headmaster of the Nine Dragons Sect received a message and personally led his disciples to greet them.

After some pleasantries, the group was escorted to an inn that had been prepared for them in advance at Spirit Medicine Mountain.

The building was like a琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilion), with terraces, buildings, small streams, and waterfalls. Clearly, the Nine Dragons Sect spared no effort to please the major powers of the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense, scanning the area briefly before showing a satisfied expression on his face. "Friend, your kindness is greatly appreciated. We have traveled far and wish to rest for a while."

"Of course, of course," said Senior True Feather with a smile. "Please do not hesitate to ask if you need anything."

The headmaster of the Nine Dragons Sect was an advanced condensation core cultivator, his appearance unremarkable but he was adept at reading people's moods and handling situations gracefully. Seeing that True Feather intended to leave, he quickly bowed and led his disciples away.

Lin Xuan chose a pavilion for himself and his companions. After giving some brief instructions, True Feather returned to his room. He still had not fully stabilized his condensation core and was eager to return to cultivation before the first day of August, so he needed to make full use of this time.

Lin Xuan looked around his room, which was magnificent. Although cultivators did not generally seek luxury, it felt good to be comfortable in one's surroundings.

True Feather's words were merely a pretext; they had traveled far and would not feel tired from such a short journey. Lin Xuan rested for a little while before leaving the pavilion, transforming into a streak of light that broke through the sky.

Cultivation was not something to rush, so upon arriving at this legendary paradise, Lin Xuan decided to familiarize himself with his surroundings first.

About half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived above the Verdant Cloud Valley.

Verdant Cloud Valley was located about two hundred miles west of Heavenly Pillar Peak. The environment was beautiful and there was a bustling market town with significant scale.

The Nine Dragons Mountains spanned ten thousand li, apart from the Nine Dragons Sect, there were several other major and minor sects, and this market town was their joint venture.

However, Lin Xuan came here not to seek anything specific. With his current wealth, even ordinary ancient treasures or rare materials no longer caught his interest. He had come here primarily to gather more information.

The gathering of the righteous and demonic forces with Spirit Medicine Mountain was a rare event in Youzhou's cultivation world, especially during these extraordinary times, it related closely to people's future prospects. Although only a few powerful figures were eligible to attend, other sects, families, or even scattered cultivators all kept a close eye on the situation.

As a result, the number of cultivators coming to Nine Dragons Mountain had increased severalfold compared to usual.

Verdant Cloud Valley, as the sole market town in this area, benefited greatly from this. The place was bustling with people exchanging needed items and gathering information.

Lin Xuan descended his遁光 (flying light) near Verdant Cloud Valley and then used a敛气术 (concealment technique) to make his cultivation level appear only at the early foundation establishment stage. As a condensation core cultivator, he was too conspicuous, so Lin Xuan did not want to draw attention.

At this stage of cultivation, neither high nor low, it was inconspicuous and less likely to attract trouble. Coupled with his unremarkable appearance, he blended into the crowd without anyone recognizing him. With this in mind, Lin Xuan boldly entered the market town.

Indeed, the place was bustling. The market town was formed by three intersecting streets, each a thousand feet long, making it quite spacious. On both sides of the streets were various shops with stone rooms and wooden houses.

Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised as he realized that this place was much larger than he had imagined. He took his time to wander around while subtly releasing his spirit sense to observe the surroundings. With Lin Xuan's current cultivation level, unless it was an advanced condensation core cultivator, no one would notice him eavesdropping.

However, such a high-level existence would never come here.

So Lin Xuan had nothing to worry about.

Unfortunately, he did not hear any useful information. The items sold in the market were mostly ordinary.

However, if it was said that he gained nothing, that would be incorrect. While resting at a tea house, Lin Xuan overheard some gossip.

A shop called "Hundred Virtues Hall" was for sale.

Hundred Virtues Hall was just a small apothecary with no significant value, but it had been in operation for several hundred years and belonged to a nearby cultivation family.

However, this small family seemed to be facing difficulties recently, needing large amounts of crystal stones. They were forced to sell their century-old shop.

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan's mind raced. He went to an unoccupied area and summoned the ghost girl: "Child, I need you to travel far. Bring Liu Xin and Lu Ying'er here."

"Master, are you planning to buy Hundred Virtues Hall and implement the secret store plan we discussed earlier—acquiring ancient prescriptions and waste pills?"

"Yes, originally, I planned to wait until their cultivation was higher, but time is of the essence," said Lin Xuan with a smile.

Currently, Youzhou was in chaos, while this paradise remained peaceful. It would be an ideal location for implementing his plan.

Moreover, buying an existing shop was easier than starting from scratch. The business principles of the cultivation world were not much different from those of the secular world; opening a store required more than just setting up a stall and selling some herbs.

Running a business needed good reputation and connections, which took time to build. Although Hundred Virtues Hall was small, as a century-old establishment, it naturally had these advantages.

Ying'er's cultivation had improved rapidly, and Liu Xin did not disappoint; she successfully reached the foundation establishment stage just two days ago. With their current cultivation levels, they could handle things here without issue.

In addition to these reasons, Lin Xuan also had another intention. Youzhou was now in a stormy period, so he needed to advance his plan of stealing the Heavenly Dust Pill formula much sooner.

If everything went smoothly and no one discovered it, that would be ideal. However, if it failed or was exposed, who knew what Senior True Feather might do?

At that point, he would barely have time for himself, let alone worry about two girls!

Previously, they had been publicly declared as his registered disciples, so when the time came, both of them would inevitably suffer.

Lin Xuan naturally did not want to ignore this situation. Therefore, it was better to send them away from Spirit Medicine Mountain sooner rather than later.

This pharmacy could serve him and provide a safe haven for the two girls, achieving two goals with one action. Why not?

"Master, you have such long-term plans. Rest assured, Moon will go fetch them."

"Alright, be careful on your journey. Remember to keep it secret and avoid drawing attention," said Lin Xuan.

"Understood."

The girl finished speaking and used the dual-edged sword she had received from Lin Xuan as a talisman, transforming into a streak of light that flew towards the sky.
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The Path to Immortality

Chapter 513: The Hundred Virtues Hall

Lin Xuan stretched his gaze far into the distance until Moon's figure disappeared. Only then did he turn back.

Moon's current cultivation level allowed her to easily escape from even a peak Core Formation enemy, so Lin Xuan had no worries as he slowly made his way towards the Hundred Virtues Hall.

The market in Drifting Cloud Valley was quite large, with several apothecaries among them. Compared to the shops run by sects, the Hundred Virtues Hall was unremarkable, given its modest background of a small family clan with only around twenty-two immortal beings.

Recently, they had encountered significant troubles and were forced to sell this store that had been passed down for generations, considered their economic lifeline.

When Lin Xuan arrived at the Hundred Virtues Hall, it seemed dead. Only a few young men in their twenties or thirties, dressed as clerks, with cultivation levels barely above the Flexible Spirit Stage, greeted him.

"Senior, our shop has closed."

Although Lin Xuan concealed his qi, his base foundation level still showed through. The clerk did not dare to be careless and straightened up, performing a bow before speaking. "Closed? Shouldn't it be clearing out goods? Selling this Hundred Virtues Hall?"

Lin Xuan continued walking without stopping, revealing the lie with a faint tone. "You know that, then why are you here for?"

The clerk hesitated, showing some awkwardness but quickly regained composure as if remembering something. "Indeed, I was about to inform the owner. Please come in and have a seat."

Lin Xuan entered the Hundred Virtues Hall. The store was only about one hundred square feet, with a young attendant dressed in green serving him tea. Lin Xuan nodded, taking over his inspection.

The apothecary contained few types of medicinal pills, mostly for reinforcing foundations or treating injuries. Only one type, washing pills, could enhance magical power, but the quantity was extremely limited. The main business was selling various herbs and oddities, which Lin Xuan paid little attention to after a cursory glance. After all, this small family clan would not have anything extraordinary.

Lin Xuan nodded without showing any surprise on his face. "How much are you asking for this Hundred Virtues Hall?"

"Thirty thousand crystals," the clerk extended three fingers.

Lin Xuan remained noncommittal as he sipped his tea. "Senior thinks it's too expensive? Remember, though small, the Hundred Virtues Hall is a centuries-old establishment with many regular customers who order large quantities of medicinal herbs every year. The owner would not sell this without a significant reason."

The clerk's eyes flashed with anxiety as he explained further. Lin Xuan had no intention of lowering his offer but needed to appear reasonable. He could easily spend tens of thousands of crystals without batting an eye, which might raise suspicions.

After some negotiation, they finally agreed on the price.

"Alright, thirty thousand crystals."

The clerk was overjoyed and stood up to fetch the contract. However, Lin Xuan waved his hand. "This is not urgent. I have another matter to ask of you."

"Oh, Senior please speak. As long as I know, I will not hide anything," the clerk sat back down respectfully.

"How many people are managing this shop? Will you continue working here after it's sold?"

"Truthfully, besides me, there are only five clerks. Previously, Zheng paid twenty crystals a year to me and fifteen each to the others. If Senior offers no less than that, we will gladly serve you," the clerk replied.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; fewer people than expected. It was no wonder small sects looked down on scattered cultivators. These were indeed the most pitiful grassroots in the cultivation world.

"I'll add two more crystals per year for each of them and have them continue managing this shop."

"Thank you, Senior. We will do our best," the clerk was delighted, performing a bow before leaving to fetch the contract.

Watching his back, Lin Xuan sighed. He wasn't being stingy; he could offer more crystals but knew that showing too much generosity might make others think he was soft-hearted and less likely to manage the shop well for his two apprentices.

Shortly after, news reached the clerks that the Hundred Virtues Hall had been bought. The new owner would continue employing them with additional crystals, making everyone very happy. The previously dead atmosphere cleared up immediately.

With everything settled, Lin Xuan prepared to wait for Moon's return in the room behind the shop. Although small, it had guest rooms. The valley’s qi was not abundant, but it did not affect Lin Xuan, who relied on medicinal pills for cultivation.

He set up several minor restrictions around his room and started meditating while taking a break from his busy schedule. With time, he would always strive to improve his cultivation.

Sure enough, Moon returned after just one night. Ying'er and Liu Xin bowed as they entered.

"Welcome back."

Their progress in cultivation was remarkable; their advancement far outpaced Lin Xuan's initial pace. This was normal given that their root of qi was not outstanding but much better than his at the time. To ensure they became his right-hand men, he spared no expense on medicinal pills. Together, their rapid growth was unsurprising.

That night, with everything in place, Lin Xuan felt content as he prepared for another day's cultivation.
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Xuan nodded satisfiedly, his gaze soft and gentle. "Moon, you've worked hard.

"Master and maidservant, there's no need for such formalities; it was just a small effort on your part." Moon smiled slightly. "I acted on my own initiative, so I hope Master won't be too upset."

"Mischievous?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. "Did you get into trouble?"

"No," Moon hurriedly shook her head. "After entering Spirit Medicine Mountain, I used some illusionary techniques and tricks to make it look like we were under attack by outsiders. A few disciples got injured, but I managed to bring the two sisters here."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. This girl was indeed quite bold. Not only did Spirit Medicine Mountain have Old Monster Xu, there were also over a hundred Condensation Core practitioners. While she had unique abilities, if she really ran into trouble, it would be difficult for her to handle so many people.

Of course, Lin Xuan understood Moon's intentions. If the two girls disappeared without reason, it might attract unwanted attention. After all, they were officially his recorded disciples, and being taken by outsiders could eliminate any concerns he had about their safety.

Lin Xuan was touched but still needed to reprimand her a bit. Otherwise, she would become even more daring.

Moon stuck out her tongue and returned to Lin Xuan's sleeve.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin stood with their hands clasped, wondering why Master had brought them here so urgently last night.

Apart from curiosity, they were also slightly nervous.

Reflecting on the past, they were merely low-ranking disciples within the sect, not particularly outstanding in terms of talent. What could have caught Master's attention to make him invest so much effort and resources in their cultivation?

Just thinking about the various spirit pills and medicinal materials worth tens of thousands of crystal stones made them feel grateful.

The answer was about to be revealed, and they couldn't help but wonder what it would be.

...

An hour later, Lin Xuan left Benevolence Hall. He had detailed his plan to the two girls, though he kept some parts confidential. When Ying'er and Xin heard that they were going to deal with waste pills, their faces showed confusion, but they remained obedient without asking questions.

This satisfied Lin Xuan; they understood their roles and spoke only when necessary. Such maidservants made his life easier.

Of course, in addition to assigning tasks, Lin Xuan left them plenty of spirit pills and crystal stones for future cultivation needs. The girls were naturally delighted and bowed deeply in gratitude.

Lin Xuan then flew westward from Drifting Cloud Valley towards a mountain called Mist Concealment Peak, about two hundred miles away.

The Nine Dragon Mountains stretched for thousands of miles, with countless peaks. Mist Concealment was one such peak.

Though not famous, it wasn't because there weren't any spirit veins here; the scenery was breathtakingly beautiful and had attracted many cultivators recently. Not to mention a gathering where they could exchange cultivation insights would soon take place.

As the alliance of major forces approached, more outsiders arrived. It was said that nearly a hundred Condensation Core practitioners were present, with countless Foundation Establishment cultivators as well.

These people, with nothing to do, not only bought and sold materials and spirit pills in the market but also attended various gatherings.

Lin Xuan had heard about this from Drifting Cloud Valley yesterday and rushed here after entrusting the two girls with Benevolence Hall.

Despite not using his full speed, Lin Xuan was still incredibly swift. Not long after, he saw a large mountain in the distance.

Mist Concealment Peak wasn't very high—only over five hundred feet tall—but its shape was somewhat plump. However, the scenery on top was stunningly beautiful, though it was often shrouded in mist, hence its name.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan slowed down and stopped.

Explosions echoed ahead, with dazzling light, indicating a fierce battle between cultivators.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but quickly understood that even in this secluded paradise, there were bound to be conflicts. With more outsiders arriving, it was natural for tensions to rise.

Originally, Lin Xuan didn't plan on getting involved and intended to circle around the area before heading to Mist Concealment Peak. However, curiosity got the better of him, so he subtly released his divine sense and observed from afar.

"Hey!"

What he saw surprised him greatly. The four cultivators were all at Condensation Core stage—two in late-stage and two in mid-stage.

The most astonishing was that the late-stage practitioner and the two mid-stage Daoists were allies. They surrounded a young man, unleashing their treasures upon him relentlessly.

The young man was only at mid-Condensation Core. Given the disparity in numbers, he should have been struggling and in dire straits. However, not only did he show no signs of defeat, but he seemed to be dominating the fight with remarkable prowess.

Lin Xuan was impressed. Even if he were in that position, he wouldn't fare much better.

His eyes narrowed as he focused on the scene ahead.

The young man had a clear and bright gaze, rosy lips, and a handsome appearance. He dressed like a noble family but wielded his power with dark magic, emitting eerie ghostly cries that sent shivers down one's spine.

Tian Xiaojian!

This was none other than the Extreme Demon Lord's disciple, the only beloved student of the Demon Sovereign.

It made sense now.

After not seeing him for years, this rapid progress left Lin Xuan feeling humbled. According to reason, even with his exceptional talent and the Demon Sovereign's support, his cultivation shouldn't have matched Lin Xuan's. Clearly, he had encountered some extraordinary opportunities.

Soon, Lin Xuan's attention turned to Tian Xiaojian's treasure.

It was a three-foot-long sword, ancient in design, emitting ghostly cries as it moved.

What was more peculiar was that each time the opponent's treasure touched his, its spirit diminished significantly.

"Yin Hell Heart Shattering Sword. Master, that's Yin Hell Heart Shattering Sword!"

Moon's voice echoed in Lin Xuan's mind. She had learned from the Dark Magic lineage and knew this top-tier treasure intimately.

The Ten Thousand Souls Banner was used by the Extreme Demon Sovereign, which Lin Xuan slightly modified with beast souls instead of human ones but retained its power.

Another item was the Yin Hell Heart Shattering Sword. When choosing his main treasure, Lin Xuan had considered it but ultimately chose the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring due to the scarcity of the required Yin Cold Iron.
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### Cultivation to Immortality

#### Chapter 515: Overthinking Backfires

The Heavenly Moon Ring was a dual-elemental magic treasure with both ice and fire attributes. Its power far exceeded what Lin Xuan had expected, making him very satisfied. There was no need for him to seek out anything else.

After all, unlike ancient treasures, spirit artifacts required the nourishment of one's soul to gradually increase their strength. Greed only led to failure; having just one would suffice.

However, Lin Xuan knew that the rare Phantom Cold Iron was indeed scarce. Although it wasn't as powerful as Southern Bright Separating Fire, there weren't many places in this world where such a treasure could be found.

Though Tian Xiaojian was the young master of the Demonic Sect, his status was highly revered. But being able to forge such a magic treasure indicated he had some unique good fortune.

Lin Xuan's knowledge and insight were unparalleled. His guess was indeed not far off.

The saying "misfortune may be an actual blessing" applied perfectly to Tian Xiaojian. During the quest at the Azure Leaf Immortal Mine, Lin Xuan went with Ye Ru's father. The extremely demonic young master somehow transformed himself into a member of the Liu family through some unknown trickery.

Later, in the mine pit, he fought a giant python beast. He triggered the禁制 and activated an ancient teleportation array. Both Lin Xuan and the giant snake were sucked inside. Tian Xiaojian, as a first-rate warlord, also took the risk to enter but was unfortunately too late; the entrance had shrunk.

In desperation, he used secret techniques to expand it, entering successfully. However, this destroyed the teleportation array. He didn't reach the Immortal Realm but instead teleported to the far north.

Upon appearing, he was immediately surrounded by several formidable beasts.

The rakish young master of demons was truly in a dire situation.

Tian Xiaojian cursed loudly, yet he had no choice but to muster his spirit and fight the beasts fiercely.

Misfortune and fortune go hand in hand. Good luck and fate are indeed mysterious things. Tian Xiaojian suffered greatly while trapped in that bitterly cold northern region but later encountered another stroke of good fortune.

Not only did he obtain Phantom Cold Iron, but he also consumed a type of ancient spirit liquid. Otherwise, with his holy spirit root and prestigious status, he wouldn't have been able to advance so quickly as Lin Xuan by treating pills like food; it would take much longer.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, though his mind was racing with thoughts.

However, he had no foolish idea of taking advantage of the situation. Tian Xiaojian wasn't an ordinary cultivator. He didn't have the confidence to kill this demonic young master. If he escaped, that would be a problem.

Moreover, there was no grudge between them; it wouldn't make sense for him to antagonize someone without reason.

In fact, Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian had no conflicting interests. On the contrary, they shared some mutual respect.

But why should the demonic young master be alone here? Why not with the Extreme Demon Sovereign?

These thoughts made Lin Xuan's heart tighten as he quickly released his divine sense. Fortunately, there were no signs of any婴 cultivators within a dozen miles; he breathed a sigh of relief.

At this moment, both sides noticed the unexpected arrival of Lin Xuan.

Their reactions were vastly different. The three cultivators opened their mouths as if to call for help. Although Lin Xuan's appearance was unremarkable, they didn't seem like members of the Demonic Sect. With one condensation period cultivator joining in, perhaps the tide could turn in their favor.

On the other side, when Tian Xiaojian saw Lin Xuan, he first froze before exclaiming happily and waving his hand: "Big Brother, you're here too."

"Brother,"

The three cultivators heard this.

They suddenly felt as if they had fallen into an icy pit, shivering with cold. They also looked puzzled; the Extreme Demon Sovereign only had one beloved disciple; no one had ever heard of a young master having any brothers.

Who was this mysterious figure?

"Hey, you're Lin Xuan! When did Spirit Medicine Mountain ally itself with the Demonic Sect?" A voice, slightly hoarse, rang out. The tone was filled with surprise.

Lin Xuan turned his head to see the cultivator wearing Daoist robes on his left side. He was tall but had a scar on his face, making him look particularly terrifying.

"Do you recognize me?" Lin Xuan glanced at him, his voice calm.

"Indeed. I am Broad Successor of the Jade Clear Temple. I once came to your sect to refine medicinal pills and happened to catch a glimpse of the young master. But I never expected that you would be involved with cultivation magic," the Daoist's voice contained a hint of resentment. His older brother had died at the hands of cultivation magic.

"Jade Clear Temple?" Lin Xuan smiled slightly, if he remembered correctly, it should have been a branch of Ling Yao Mountain; a typical force of orthodox power.

"Correct. I never expected Young Master Lin to be acquainted with this little demon and on such good terms. According to what we know, Spirit Medicine Mountain has no dealings with the Demonic Sect,"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile as he said slowly: "Thank you for your kind offer, but there is one thing you didn't understand. I do indeed know Tian Xiaojian well, and our relationship runs deep. He always calls me by that name."

As soon as the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. With a wave of his sleeve, the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword emerged, stretching out to lightly tap it. Immediately, several dazzling sword lights split off from its tip. This technique was something Lin Xuan had recently learned and was related to the death of Zhang Taibai.

This fellow might be lacking in character but was one of the top few sword cultivators in the Azure State. Transforming swords into threads was a marvel. Lin Xuan had gained much by fighting him to the death.

Without further ado, manipulating the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword brought about several changes. One such change was this separation of light.

"Go."

With a soft command from Lin Xuan, the sword lights quivered and doubled in number, blindingly fast like a storm of snowflakes, rushing towards the three cultivators.

Lin Xuan vaguely understood the intent behind it but regretted that he had foolishly threatened him. He didn't intend to antagonize the demonic young master; couldn't they keep their secrets?

It was clear that this fellow's cleverness backfired. Seeing the dazzling light before his eyes, his face turned pale with shock and anger: "You."

"Thank you, Big Brother, for your help," Tian Xiaojian's voice was filled with joy. However, Lin Xuan noticed from the corner of his eye that he secretly activated an ancient treasure and retreated several steps. It seemed he had some reservations about him.

Tian Xiaojian was still inexperienced; he couldn't have imagined that his actions would backfire so badly. Broad Successor thought to himself.
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Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly, but he wasn't particularly annoyed. The notion of being wary of others was a gray area for him and Tian Xiaojian; after all, the noble master of the Demonic Sect could not be expected to lack any cunning.

Lin Xuan feigned ignorance as he opened his mouth and expelled a stream of refined essence energy. The Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword transformed into a streak of blue sharpness, following the sword light to slice at their necks.

The Broad-Shouldered Immortal was both shocked and enraged. The other two were also filled with fear.

Even Tian Xiaojian's presence had already suffocated them; how could they muster any energy to fend off an attack from a peer?

Moreover, this opponent had just used an ancient treasure, indicating that his abilities were no small matter. Broad-Shouldered Immortal felt bitter and wished he hadn't been so clever earlier. However, it was too late for regrets now.

He gritted his teeth and reached out to tap his waist, summoning several talismans which ignited in the wind, forming a thick wall of flames before him. His body shimmered with spiritual light as he transformed into a white streak, vanishing into the distant sky.

This guy was indeed decisive; seeing the situation turn unfavorable, he turned and ran.

The other two cultivators were not fools either. They also used all their abilities to escape...

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised in mockery. Wanting to leave? It wouldn't be that easy.

Energy surged through his body as he pointed a finger, causing the sword light to scatter. The blue streak paused momentarily before speeding up with a sharp breaking sound, chasing after the white streak.

Broad-Shouldered Immortal sensed something and turned around, his expression turning grim.

But he was still a mid-stage Core Formation cultivator; he had experienced many storms in his life. Panicking wouldn't solve anything. In desperation, he opened his mouth to spray out a Gou Hook sword. This treasure was an accidental find, though not yet refined, it should still be able to provide some resistance.

At the same time, he flicked his fingers, and his body shimmered with spiritual light. The white streak turned blood red, indicating that he had activated some strange secret technique to increase its speed significantly.

Lin Xuan watched indifferently, his expression unchanged. No matter what tricks this guy tried, they were all in vain.

The Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword did not纠缠 with the Gou Hook sword. The scattered sword light appeared beside it while the essence sword itself made a graceful turn and arced through the air...

"Ahh!"

A short, agonized scream filled the air as blood rained down. Although Lin Xuan had held back, his current abilities allowed him to easily kill a peer with just a flick of his wrist.

With a finger snap, he turned the opponent's corpse into dust and retrieved their storage bracelet. Regardless, the estate of a Core Formation cultivator would be a small fortune for him.

Lin Xuan then turned to look at the other two unlucky fellows who were also in peril.

Actually, one of them was a late-stage Core Formation cultivator. If they had remained calm, they might have been able to slightly restrain Tian Xiaojian. However, both were focused on escaping and could not hope for any good outcome.

Especially after hearing the screams from this direction, their movements became even more chaotic.

The disparity in power grew as Tian Xiaojian's demonic flames became more rampant.

The Mystic Heart Piercing Sword sliced through strange arcs of light, making the two men's actions increasingly sluggish.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and paid close attention to the noble master's move. Although the texts on the Dark Magic had recorded the characteristics of the Mystic Heart Piercing Sword, Lin Xuan had never seen it in action.

Just then, Tian Xiaojian made a strange gesture, and large black fog spread out from his body, forming a cloud about an acre in size that enveloped him and the two cultivators.

This black cloud was peculiar; it could even shield against divine sense.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. This kid didn't want me to see through his true form?

However, this magic barrier cloud would be useless on others since Lin Xuan and Mo'er both mastered Dark Magic techniques.

Lin Xuan had a way to counteract it but decided not to use it for now; there was no need to alert the other party. Although Tian Xiaojian was strong, Lin Xuan believed he was one step above him in skill, with Mo'er as his ally.

While he could win, preventing the opponent from escaping was another matter. Therefore, Lin Xuan didn't plan on moving against this noble master.

Though he coveted the Mystic Heart Piercing Sword, it wouldn't be useful to him since he and Mo'er had better options.

In a flash, Lin Xuan sorted out all the complex relationships. With his arms crossed, he stood quietly by as Tian Xiaojian did not keep him waiting long. Soon, cries of agony came from within the magic cloud, followed by various explosions that abruptly ceased, indicating the outcome.

The magic cloud churned before revealing Tian Xiaojian's smile.

"Thank you, Brother for your help."

"Haha, we're brothers; why be so formal?" Lin Xuan smiled like a weasel, and Tian Xiaojian's expression was as if he were a merchant greeting his fellow merchants on New Year's Day.

"It's been years since I last saw you. Your cultivation has advanced to this level; it's truly cause for celebration."

"Brother, the same applies to me."

"I'm just lucky," Tian Xiaojian said with humility.

"So am I." Lin Xuan also lied without blinking, and the two foxes laughed in unison.

Birds of a feather flock together. They were both friends and enemies; their conversation was filled with mutual respect despite the underlying rivalry, adding an extra layer of intimacy.

"Brother, you came here to attend the alliance meeting with Truefeather Immortal, right? I heard your teacher has advanced to the Yuan婴 stage; it's truly enviable."

"Haha, the Demon Overlord's abilities must have improved as well. Why weren't you with him?"

"I didn't want to burden my master like a child," Tian Xiaojian scratched his head awkwardly. "I left early because I heard there was a gathering here where we could exchange cultivation insights. Unfortunately, some old enemies caught up with me."

"Ah, that explains it; it's the same for us both."

"Indeed, let's join forces..."

Before Tian Xiaojian finished speaking, a loud noise echoed in their ears, distant but clear as thunder.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian exchanged glances, their faces showing shock. With their current cultivation levels, even peak Core Formation cultivators were nothing to them, yet just now...

Not only was it a loud noise; at the same time, the entire world's essence energy became chaotic.

With their experience, they knew that only old monsters in the Yuan婴 stage could cause such an anomaly. And there weren't just one or two of them. The alliance meeting had not even started yet; did those old fellows already lose their patience and start fighting?
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Lin Xuan licked his lips. They tasted bitter. Xiao Jian's gaze met Lin Xuan’s, and they both saw the astonishment in each other's eyes.

They thought it was impossible. The old monsters at the元婴期 stage not only had formidable cultivation but were also cunning as ghosts.

Such internal strife could only give the阴魂 an opportunity to grow stronger. They would never do something so foolish even if they were angry inside.

But how should this strange phenomenon be explained?

The unusual movement of qi hadn’t subsided; it was actually expanding…

"Big Brother, what’s happening?" Xiao Jian withdrew his consciousness. The distance was too great for him to gather much information. He asked with a puzzled expression.

"Ask me? Go ask someone else?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a bitter smile as he retorted.

Xiao Jian wasn't deterred: "Since that's the case, let’s hurry on our way. I think the gathering at Mist Concealment Peak is about to begin."

"That sounds good."

Lin Xuan nodded. If other cultivators saw such an anomaly, they would try to investigate it. But Lin Xuan and Xiao Jian were no ordinary people; such a widespread celestial disturbance could only mean one of two things: either a rare treasure had appeared or there was intense conflict among the cultivators.

However, with their keen eyes, they easily deduced that what was happening before them was definitely the latter—a battle at the元婴 stage. It would be best to stay away; accidentally getting caught up in it could endanger their lives.

The two foxes exchanged a sly smile and prepared to depart.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan’s body emitted a faint green glow, as if sensing something, and he paused his power cultivation. He raised an eyebrow and looked towards the distance.

"Big Brother, what is it?" Xiao Jian stopped casting spells, looking surprised. But in the next moment, his expression turned very ugly.

The continuous explosions had ceased, but several astonishingly powerful qi currents were approaching at a breathtaking speed.

Clearly, one side had won; the other was fleeing.

Generally, by the time cultivators reached the元婴 stage, their strength varied, but winning or losing battles was common. These old monsters each had a few life-preserving techniques up their sleeves.

But it was better for that guy to escape than to head towards them.

Lin Xuan and Xiao Jian exchanged glances, no longer hesitating. Their bodies emitted light as they changed course in another direction.

Meanwhile, about 80 li away, a greenish-blue streak of light flew at incredible speed. The light was somewhat dim, suggesting the person inside was injured.

It was a female cultivator in her twenties with black, lustrous hair reaching down to her waist. She wore a green silk robe, her figure graceful and her face beautiful. But her large, bright eyes held an ominous aura that made one feel uneasy.

Her cultivation level was formidable—中期元婴. However, she wasn't human; she was the Fairy Peacock.

The leader of the Qinyin Mountains, she had left the occupied area and ventured deep into the heart of幽州. Her luck seemed to be bad; just two days after arriving, she met several old monsters from the 正道.

At 碧云山's One-Line Canyon, under the auspices of the 雷云山庄, they often feuded but were still united in spirit. The old monsters had come together for this gathering.

The sight of the Fairy Peacock made Tai Xu True Man furious; if not for her inexplicable attacks last time in the陷区, he wouldn't have been injured by the Demon Emperor.

As an元婴 cultivator, Tai Xu True Man hadn’t suffered such humiliation before. Seeing this woman now only reignited his old and new grudges.

Without a word, he activated his treasure.

The other old monster present was puzzled but not one to be easily moved by sentiment. Though impressed by the Fairy Peacock’s cultivation level, he could tell she was an化形期妖兽.

Humans and beasts didn’t have enmity, but they also didn’t have much goodwill towards each other. A fight often broke out when words failed.

化形期妖兽 were common; if killed, her body would yield a valuable妖丹. But every part of her was precious.

Thinking this, Old Monster Ma and Round Enlightenment Ancestor felt their hearts race as they estimated the odds. The Fairy Peacock’s cultivation was slightly superior, but with three against one, there was at least an 80% chance of victory.

Such a good opportunity couldn’t be missed. Besides, helping Tai Xu True Man would earn him a favor. It was a win-win situation.

The two old monsters exchanged glances and activated their treasures. A battle that could have been avoided began.

As a灵鸟 with ancient heritage, the Fairy Peacock had more unique abilities than other beasts. This woman was already at the中期化形 stage, able to transform from bird to human form. Even among her peers in the Qinyin Mountains, she was a formidable figure. Despite being trapped by three enemies, this woman showed no fear.

However, she underestimated them.

Those who could condense an元婴 were wise and resilient. These old fellows had lived for centuries, weathering storms. Although they remained at the初期元婴 stage due to good fortune, their powers and abilities were refined.

In a one-on-one fight, none of them would be the Fairy Peacock’s match. Even with two against one, the odds weren’t high. But with three attacking one, the Fairy Peacock was in trouble.

Moreover, as senior elders of a sect, they wouldn't attend such gatherings alone. Spirit Medicine Mountain preferred subtlety, and True Man Tong Fei brought Lin Xuan along with two other elder cultivators. These old fellows had more grandeur; many condensation period cultivators followed them.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest was the rule. The victor became a king, while the defeated were outcasts. No one cared about methods. Disciples rushed in…

The Fairy Peacock’s treasure couldn’t withstand direct confrontation with the others, so she resorted to harassment tactics. Such a battle would leave even the Extreme Evil True Man fleeing. Although this female demon was proud, she wasn't stubborn.

Clearly, her chances today were slim; a misstep could lead to her demise. A gentleman seeks revenge ten years later. The Fairy Peacock fought while planning her escape.

The three old monsters anticipated this. Despite her clever tactics, the Fairy Peacock’s situation grew more perilous. She had no choice but to use a dangerous secret technique, instantly boosting her cultivation level and barely escaping.
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"Ugh."

Lin Xuan's body was flashing with a burst of spiritual energy, pushing his speed to the limit. Despite this, the fluctuations behind him were gradually closing in. This made Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian exchange worried glances; their faces showed no pleasant expressions.

During their journey, they had changed directions several times, but it seemed that whoever was pursuing them was either deliberately targeting them or just happened to be making the same turns as them.

Fortunately, both of them were well-controlled individuals who kept their emotions in check, otherwise, they would have cursed loudly by now.

"Brother, this isn't a good strategy," Tian Xiaojian also felt frustrated. As the young master of the Demonic Sect, he had never been forced into such a desperate situation before. But facing an婴期 (Advanced Spirit Stage) monster, it was unwise to be overly aggressive.

"Mm. Let's split up." Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a strange light. At this point, whether their pursuer was targeting him intentionally or not was unclear even to him. "Alright," Tian Xiaojian gritted his teeth; splitting up might be a viable option.

Without further ado, they stopped and the speed of their遁光 (transcendent light) slowed down slightly before accelerating again. Two distinct beams of light—one green and one black—flew off in different directions.

It was unclear if it was due to a sudden burst of energy, but after this change of direction, their pursuer did not chase them. Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief but did not let his guard down completely. He continued for over twenty miles before summoning Yue'er and using her spiritual perception to lock onto the fleeing figure of the 大明王 (Great Brightness) fairy.

That woman's abilities were truly impressive; she was no ordinary妖修 (monster cultivator). Her true form must be a celestial beast, Lin Xuan thought as his eyes glowed brighter.

"..."

A mouthful of blood spewed out as their speed slowed down. Then with a sudden stop, the Great Brightness fairy's words were correct: she had been using secret techniques one after another, each draining her energy significantly. If not for the fact that monster beasts' bodies were far more resilient than human ones, she would have collapsed long ago. She had taken quite a beating during their fight.

Nevertheless, even with this, she could not shake off her pursuers. The old man must indeed possess some extraordinary treasure.

The Great Brightness fairy's eyes filled with hatred.

Was she really going to use that forbidden technique?

She was always an extremely proud person, but now her expression showed hesitation. Using such a secret method would not only drain her of immense energy but also require a great sacrifice. It was truly hard for her to make this decision.

However, just as she hesitated, the distance between them narrowed again. The Great Brightness fairy's eyes finally hardened.

Although the price was too high, if she were caught, it would be an irreparable disaster. She knew which choice was better.

She turned around and glared at the eastern direction. This grudge, this fairy would definitely avenge. Those old fellows, remember me!

With that, she closed her eyes and extended her pale white hands. Her ten fingers, like tender green onions, formed strange mudras that flickered like phantoms.

Wings appeared behind her. As a灵禽 (celestial bird), she was borrowing the wings of a peacock for this moment.

Each feather was exquisitely beautiful.

She opened her lips and recited obscure incantations from the ancient language of the孔雀族 (peacock clan).

Boom.

A loud explosion echoed like thunder in the sky. The spiritual energy between heaven and earth seemed to be drawn towards the Great Brightness fairy.

The beautiful female cultivator still had her eyes closed, but a fine crack appeared on her forehead. It started shallowly, then widened into a third eye.

According to legend, this was an ancient bird from the era of the Daoist Deity. Its powers were so formidable that they surpassed even those of the Great Sage Emptiness-Accomplished (Dàjié Kōngzhuāng). It was also the source of pride for the peacock clan.

Just like the legend of divine descent, some cultivators in the Buddhist sect could summon divine power from celestial bodhisattvas when their cultivation reached its peak. As a member of the peacock clan, she too could use secret techniques to borrow a small portion of Great Brightness's power.

Although it was only a tiny fraction, within this world, it allowed her to perform certain incredible secret arts.

Of course, the cost was also extremely high. But now, the Great Brightness fairy had no other trump cards left.

The girl's delicate hands kept moving, even as she swayed her slender waist like a dancer or performing some ancient ritual. Meanwhile, incantations continued to flow from her mouth.

"Whoo."

A gust of wind rose, and the spiritual energy around the fairy formed colorful ribbons that encircled her body.

"Puff."

The Great Brightness fairy stopped reciting and expelled a round crystal from her mouth. The size was similar to a dragon's eye, transparent and shimmering with soft light—her妖丹 (monster nucleus). But it was different from ordinary monster beasts'妖丹; even a faint fragrance could be detected.

Seeing this object, the Great Brightness fairy's eyes showed pity. Her delicate hands moved rapidly as various colored mudras were infused into it.

After absorbing the spiritual energy, the妖丹 began to spin faster and faster, dragging along the ribbons of spiritual energy around her. From afar, it looked like some ancient wonder.

The sky seemed to darken in an instant. Within a radius of dozens of miles, both birds and beasts felt a strange agitation.

"Brother Tai Xi, this..." Zuanju Laozu frowned deeply as an old monster at the婴期 (Advanced Spirit Stage), he could not fail to notice such anomalies.

"It's bad. This female seems to be using some kind of forbidden technique," although Tai Xi was also at the婴期 (Advanced Spirit Stage), the Azure Cloud Mountain was the leading sect, with a long history and extensive knowledge. He naturally outshone his peers in experience. Even though he did not know exactly what the Great Brightness fairy intended, he knew that certain abilities of化形期 (Formed Body) monster cultivators, especially those with celestial bird bloodlines, were extraordinary but came at a great cost.

Although Zuanju Laozu was not as knowledgeable as Tai Xi, he understood the urgency. He would not let this cooked duck fly away. With a snort, his hands moved wildly and a mouthful of fresh blood spewed out, causing the wind car to accelerate even more.

That fellow had not used all his strength earlier but it was too late now.

"Quickly."

The Great Brightness fairy extended her hand with one finger. A sudden burst of light shot from the妖丹 (monster nucleus), and a beam of light as thick as a meter pierced through the clouds, reaching the sky.

The entire sky seemed to tremble. Then a crack appeared in the form of a rift. The Great Brightness fairy's face turned pale before she jumped into it without hesitation.

The three who had arrived on the wind car witnessed this astonishing scene and their jaws dropped open.

"No, it can't be breaking through space! This is not something only a离合期 (Separation-Union Stage) cultivator can do?"
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Not one of the old monsters from the Infant Stage was a person with all-seeing and all-hearing abilities. Their broad horizons left them speechless.

Looking at the spatial rifts, their eyes were filled with surprise and uncertainty.

"Wait, no. That's not breaking through the void. The girl is only an Immortal Nurturer of the Transformation Stage. She definitely doesn't have the ability to ascend to the Spirit Realm," the True Man of Void finally regained his composure after a full minute, a cold glint flashing in his eyes as he muttered.

"No, what kind of divine power was that? It's indeed a spatial rift. Little brother is sure about this," the elder on the left had a cold expression, clearly not convinced.

"Yes, Elder Ma said it correctly. How could such a female Immortal Nurturer possess such magic? This is truly strange," the Old Ancestor of Round Enlightenment also spoke with annoyance. Fourth-stage beasts aren't easily encountered, and this girl has the power of celestial birds. Killing her would bring unimaginable wealth. He never imagined that the duck he cooked would fly away.

The three old monsters were filled with frustration. They had already released their divine senses to search within a hundred miles, though they couldn’t clearly grasp every detail, it was still easy to find individuals. Unfortunately, there was nothing to be found.

This time, stealing chickens turned out to be eating one's own eggs. Once Fairy Phoenix's injuries healed, she would definitely not let this go. While these old monsters might not fear, if they attacked the sect’s disciples...

The three old monsters were in a headache, but regret was useless. They cast their spells with grim expressions and retreated along their original path.

Meanwhile, about two hundred miles away on some desolate plains, there was no one around. Only some withered trees and scattered weeds gave it an eerie and bleak appearance.

A black light point appeared in the distance. As it approached, it turned out to be a cloud about an acre in size.

The clouds churned, revealing a man and a woman inside.

The man was in his twenties, his appearance ordinary. The woman was a few years younger but exceptionally beautiful. However, their faces were slightly pale at this moment.

"Alright, Moon. Stop using the combined遁 technique. Let's go back to rest," Lin Xuan looked at the young lady with sympathy and said.

"Lord, it’s fine. I’m not tired." Moon brushed her hair, showing a determined expression.

"Young miss, you’re lying again. We’ve been flying non-stop, even making me feel physically and mentally exhausted. How can that be good?" Lin Xuan glared at her, then his tone softened: "Don’t worry. With this burst of speed, we flew over two hundred miles. Even the old monsters from the婴 Stage wouldn't be able to sense us so far away. We’ve already escaped danger."

Hearing what Lin Xuan said, Moon nodded and returned to his sleeve.

Lin Xuan surveyed the surroundings, his body emitting a green glow. He prepared to fly further before finding a place to rest.

Suddenly, an ear-piercing crackle filled the air. The spirit energy in the world suddenly became chaotic. Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious as he didn’t have time to react. He saw that the sky about a hundred feet away darkened and then brightened abruptly.

People couldn't open their eyes, and nearby spirit energy seemed to rush towards it.

Snap!

A crescent-shaped rift appeared.

Lin Xuan was stunned. Although his cultivation wasn’t at the婴 Stage, he had often read ancient texts in his leisure time, so his knowledge was top-notch.

"Is this a spatial rift?"

Despite being surprised, Lin Xuan still maintained his composure and even felt a hint of excitement. It was said that during the primeval era millions of years ago, due to instability, many powerful Immortal Nurturers from the Spirit Realm would occasionally appear here.

Of course, they couldn’t stay in the mortal world for long, but meeting such people would be an immense opportunity.

A few words from a Spirit Realm cultivator could help one avoid many detours and even break through barriers.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and slowly flew over. A green shadow flashed as someone emerged from the spatial rift. However, when Lin Xuan saw her face clearly, his expression changed dramatically.

At this moment, Fairy Phoenix was also surveying her surroundings. Her complexion was poor, not just pale but with a faint aura gathering in her brows that wouldn’t dissipate.

By borrowing the power of the Great King of the Peacock, she had used the technique to break through the void, instantly moving several miles. The cost was high.

Initially thinking they were at a safe and uninhabited spot, they didn't expect to see a familiar face after emerging. Fairy Phoenix was initially stunned but her gaze quickly turned fierce.

Lin Xuan was equally shocked, as if he had been doused with cold water. But his reaction was swift. Although the injured female cultivator wasn’t in good condition, she was an expert of the Transformation Stage and a celestial bird. She couldn't be easily matched.

Lin Xuan’s sleeves flared, seven silver talismans flying out. Lin Xuan turned into a streak of light, breaking through the void.

"Trying to run? Too late."

Fairy Phoenix's beautiful face flashed with mockery as she extended her finger and lightly tapped it. A colorful light shot from her fingertips towards his neck.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, his spirit instantly becoming stern. The opponent’s movements were too fast; he didn’t even have time to summon a treasure. But Lin Xuan wouldn't die without a fight. With a mental command, the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield activated.

Then, a small green flame appeared in his palm, jumping and flickering with beauty and a touch of eerie charm.

"Quick."

Lin Xuan whispered, and the flame suddenly leaped into the air, twisting several times to form a thick green fire snake that flew towards the light.

The divine power of an婴 Stage cultivator was well known to Lin Xuan. This female cultivator was slightly better than those old monsters. If he had a choice, he wouldn’t engage in direct confrontation. But if he didn't block her attack now, his fate would be grim.

However, although the situation wasn't favorable, Lin Xuan still had some hope for the power of Green Illusory Mystery Fire.

Boom!

The light and fire met head-on, causing a terrifying explosion that deafened the ears. Lin Xuan didn’t bother to look at the result; he took advantage of this gap to escape with his light.

"!"

Fairy Phoenix’s beautiful face flashed with surprise. The opponent was merely a Condensation Stage cultivator but had deftly blocked her attack as if it were nothing.

Surprised, but quickly replaced by anger, she flickered with a fierce expression and cast two hand seals with both hands, ready to launch another assault.

However, just then, she suddenly felt pain in her chest. Her mind was struck like being hit by a hammer, causing unbearable pain. Unfortunately, the injury had flared up at this moment.
第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十章 天镜明光

If it were merely a recurrence of old injuries, relying on the formidable power of the demon bird, Phoenix Immortal could endure for now. However, as the saying goes, good fortune does not come in twos and misfortune comes in threes. The aftereffects from borrowing the strength of Great Bright King Peacock had arrived just when he needed to be wary.

Lin Xuan was a shrewd individual; he naturally sensed something amiss with this powerful female demon cultivator. His遁光 slowed, but he did not stop. One must always remain vigilant against others. While she was injured, it was uncertain how severe her condition was—perhaps she was merely feigning weakness.

Phoenix Immortal gritted her teeth and the aura around her body flared wildly as she suppressed the intense pain. Her heart was filled with unease; the aftereffects were more severe than she had anticipated.

She looked up at Lin Xuan, whose gaze was still that of a frightened bird. He was fleeing frantically, but once he realized his facade was exposed, he would turn into a vicious wolf.

The弱肉强食 in the cultivation world was no secret to Phoenix Immortal; how could she afford to fall here?

Biting her silver teeth and taking a deep breath, she recited a short, obscure incantation. A third eye appeared on her forehead, emitting a golden beam that sliced through the air.

Lin Xuan, though still running, kept an eye on what was happening behind him. Seeing this, his expression tightened. Without looking back, he flicked his fingers, releasing several streaks of green sword energy from his sleeves.

Although Lin Xuan had sensed the golden beam's power, he hoped it could at least slow down the attacker. However, fate did not favor him; the sword light failed to halt the attack, and even the Nine Heaven Qi Shield seemed as fragile as paper.

More bizarrely, the golden beam appeared to have eyes, veering away from his back and coming straight towards Lin Xuan.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan's face paled. He had no time to dodge; the golden beam blinded him momentarily before piercing his mind through his brow.

A needle-like pain spread throughout his body, causing him to shudder. But soon, that discomfort vanished.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not show any relief on his face. His expression grew even more grim as he looked into the distance. Even at a thousand feet away, his keen eyes could make out every detail.

Phoenix Immortal was meditating with a rainbow of colorful light behind her. Her delicate face had grown paler; the black aura around her brow had expanded significantly, causing shock.

Despite taking a hit and remaining unharmed, Lin Xuan did not believe Phoenix Immortal's weakened state. The power contained in that golden beam was astonishing. Even the Nine Heaven Qi Shield, which could rival ordinary treasures, seemed as fragile as paper.

There must be some hidden mechanism at play here.

Seeing her meditating with such disregard for him further confirmed his suspicions.

Lin Xuan frowned and stopped running. He lowered his遁光 and used Inner Vision to examine the situation. His heart sank when he saw countless golden light points in his dantian.

He tried summoning essence energy, but it flowed normally without any anomalies. However, these light points made him uneasy.

Raising an eyebrow, he could not keep up this stalemate. He reached out and tapped his waist, releasing the Drifting Cloud Snow Sword Fish.

Lin Xuan did not intend to fight; he merely wanted to test her resolve.

However, Phoenix Immortal slowly opened her eyes: "If you were me, you wouldn't act rashly."

"Why would a statement like that be of any significance? I have no grudge against you and yet you repeatedly pressure me. My cultivation may be inferior, but I will not let anyone bully me. I'll fight to the end if necessary," Lin Xuan said as he looked into her eyes.

"You want to fight? What right do you have?" Phoenix Immortal did not show anger; instead, a hint of mockery appeared in her eyes.

"Your cultivation rivals that of an婴灵 stage expert. I naturally cannot match you, but it seems you are also injured now."

"Enough. You don't need to test me. My condition is indeed poor. But do you think the golden beam was just for show? Try examining yourself again," Phoenix Immortal said.

Lin Xuan had intended to extract information from her; his purpose achieved, he decided to stop probing and used Inner Vision once more.

This time, a chill ran down his spine as he saw the free-floating golden light points coalesce into a small immortal sword. The sword was not stationary but swirling around, clearly under Phoenix Immortal's control. Lin Xuan had no doubt that with a mere thought, she could use this sword to kill him from within.

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine as he was both shocked and angry. However, he was no ordinary cultivator; his cunning matched those of the婴灵 stage experts. He quickly recovered from his fear and anger.

She had not immediately killed him, indicating some purpose. Observing her wobbly posture while meditating, Lin Xuan guessed her intentions.

Lin Xuan calmed down as Phoenix Immortal watched his every move. Seeing this, a hint of admiration flashed across her face.

Since she was a shrewd person, there was no need for pretense; direct confrontation would be beneficial to both parties.

"Indeed, my condition is dire. I am severely injured and have other hidden dangers. But you are under the influence of my Heaven Mirror Bright Light. All it takes is a flick of your finger," Phoenix Immortal said, lifting her delicate chin.

Lin Xuan grinned; he knew she was not lying. He sighed: "How can we cooperate so that you will spare me?"

Anger and accusations would be useless now; Lin Xuan had no intention of doing anything meaningless.

"Nothing much. I merely wish for your assistance as a temporary bodyguard."

"Bodyguard?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. He had considered the other party's demands, but this was too far-fetched—could it be...

"Yes, my situation is worse than expected. My current cultivation level barely matches that of a筑基 stage cultivator. I lack the ability to protect myself and must seek your help," Phoenix Immortal's gaze remained proud, but her tone softened. Holding his life in her hands, she believed that if Lin Xuan were uncooperative or desperate, it would not be beneficial for her either. She needed a softer approach, trusting that the young man before her was smart enough to make the right choice.
第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十一章 奸猾似鬼的林轩

Would he be coerced into submission?

Lin Xuan's personality wouldn't allow him to be a docile subordinate. If it came to that, he was willing to risk everything, but of course, he would only do so as a last resort.

In fact, danger and opportunity coexisted. The key lay in whether one could seize the opportunity. Looking at the Phoenix Fairy before him, Lin Xuan's mind began to formulate a plan.

To be her bodyguard?

Let’s see who uses whom. Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly. With this woman's appearance, perhaps his long-standing problem might finally be resolved. The only trouble was that golden aura in his dantian.

Get up, Lin Xuan thought curiously. The opponent was indeed a transformed-stage monster cultivator, but he wasn't an ordinary condensation stage cultivator either. Moreover, the Phoenix Fairy had clearly been severely injured; logically speaking, even if he couldn’t resist her, he shouldn’t be completely defenseless. But that golden aura—whether it was the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield or sword energy—couldn’t stop it at all. Something with such power could only come from…

Lin Xuan recalled a certain ancient text and his eyes flashed with excitement. However, his composure hid this well; the momentary gleam vanished quickly.

"How about that? Fellow Daoist, have you made up your mind yet? If you temporarily serve as my bodyguard, I will naturally return your freedom once my injuries heal," said the Phoenix Fairy, tilting her head and speaking with a seductive voice.

"I can't do it." Lin Xuan shook his head without hesitation.

"What?" The Phoenix Fairy's eyes widened in shock. This young man was clearly cunning; did he not understand the principle of being able to bend or break? Wasn’t he trying to force a confrontation?

"Do you fear that I will activate my restraints and kill you now?" The Phoenix Fairy spoke slowly, her voice icy.

"I don't." Lin Xuan laughed heartily. "Cultivators seek longevity; who wouldn't cherish their lives."

He paused, and the Phoenix Fairy bit her teeth, waiting for him to continue.

"However, I am used to going it alone and detest being bound by others. Without freedom, I would rather die," Lin Xuan said firmly, not showing any fear in his eyes.

"You want me to kill you now?" The Phoenix Fairy said with a murderous look on her face.

"I can do that, but before acting, please consider this: although I was ambushed, I still have some fighting power. Using some secret techniques, I can contain the golden aura within my body for two or three minutes at most. That time is more than enough for me to fight to the death with you."

The Phoenix Fairy's face turned red with anger, but she had lived for a thousand years and could endure this. Honestly speaking, Lin Xuan’s threats were not exaggerated…

One who was willing to risk everything dared to pull down an emperor. If he truly sacrificed his life, she would have no choice.

"Even if you win in the end, my death will come with a price. Do you think your situation will be any better then?" The Phoenix Fairy fell silent. Lin Xuan's combination of threats and inducements hit her hard. Although she was stronger than several Core Formation stage experts like Tai Xu Daoist, when it came to scheming, beasts were no match for humans.

"Do you want me to release you now? Or do you wish to cooperate?" Lin Xuan didn't have such grandiose demands; he just wanted some sincerity from her. Seeing that his fish had taken the bait and feeling happy inside, he showed no outward signs of it.

The Phoenix Fairy was a bit confused. She had been the one doing the coercion, but now she seemed to be cooperating. But at this moment, she didn’t have the energy to nitpick over details. As Lin Xuan said, if she truly parted ways with this annoying cultivator, her current condition made it impossible for her to find another bodyguard in the Quinyi Mountains. As a mid-stage transformed beast and the renowned Phoenix Lord of the Quinyi Mountains, she might have no other choice but to die here.

Thinking of this, the Phoenix Fairy felt dejected as she looked at Lin Xuan deeply: "What do you want? Just lay down your terms."

"There’s nothing much. It's only right that I reciprocate when someone holds my life in their hands. For your sake, I will have some leverage over you. This way, we can work together with a common goal," said Lin Xuan.

With these words, he raised his right hand and flicked it lightly. A small green flame the size of an egg leaped out from his palm.

Green Illusory Fire!

The Phoenix Fairy narrowed her eyes. She was familiar with this fire; she had easily blocked one of its attacks before, and its power didn't fall short of that of a Core Formation stage expert's abilities.

What does he want to do?

The answer soon became clear. Lin Xuan held the flame in his right hand while using his left to cast a spell.

"Quickly."

The flame flickered as it appeared green overall but had a small black dot at its center, which didn’t dissipate.

At this moment, that black aura was extracted by Lin Xuan’s secret technique and condensed into a tiny pill.

This was the essence of the Absolute Poison Pill. Even if Core Formation stage experts were immune in the spirit world, Lin Xuan believed that even such old monsters would be unable to withstand it on Earth.

"Take this; once our cooperation ends, I will help you neutralize the poison in your dantian," said Lin Xuan.

The Phoenix Fairy hesitated but then accepted. With her keen eyesight, she saw how serious this poison was. After all their discussions, she understood that if she didn’t submit, it would only lead to a mutual demise. She gritted her teeth and swallowed the pill: "That’s enough!"

She felt depressed; just now, she had held his life in her hands, but after such a short time, he seemed to have taken control.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. Although the Phoenix Fairy wasn’t a mindless beauty, she was still from the Quinyi Mountains where beasts revered strength over cunning. She might be too inexperienced for now!

Everything went smoothly, and they could now discuss their cooperation. Working together would benefit both sides; perhaps she could solve his long-standing problem.
第三卷 幽州乱 第五百二十二章 旌阳神丹

Good. Since the Fairy has agreed to our conditions, I naturally will do my best to protect you. May I take a look at your injuries?" Lin Xuan chuckled as he approached with an innocent expression.

"You?" The Phoenix Fairy raised her eyebrows and was not pleased.

"Never mind if you don't want to. You might regret it later. Although I am young, I am the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain. I may not have many treasures, but I do have some healing herbs." Lin Xuan pouted slightly, showing a hint of anger at being ignored, though his eyes betrayed cunning.

"Spirit Medicine Mountain?"

Although the Phoenix Fairy resided deep in the Kuinei Mountains, she had some knowledge about the major forces within the Youzhou cultivation world. This famous alchemy sect might indeed have such herbs.

With that thought, she put aside her pride and extended her wrist. Lin Xuan did not make things difficult for her; after all, this was a proud person who could easily be offended by mere jests. His plans were important enough to avoid unnecessary complications.

He reached out with his hand and released his spirit sense.

After a moment, Lin Xuan withdrew his hand, frowning deeply.

"Fairy, are your injuries serious? But the most troublesome is that there's an unusual spiritual energy in your body that can't be resolved."

The Phoenix Fairy was taken aback. The boy really did have some insight. He had used secret techniques to shatter the void, but the power of Vajra Queen Phoenix wasn't easily borrowed; part of it remained within her.

If she hadn't been injured, although troublesome, she could temporarily suppress it and slowly resolve it with her own妖力. But now...

Seeing Lin Xuan's deep frown, she couldn't help but sigh inwardly. This fall was quite heavy.

"Never mind. You don't need to worry too much; just protect my safety, and I'll find a way to recover over time." Although the Phoenix Fairy's cunning fell short of Lin Xuan's, as a leader, she could handle such matters with ease.

"I admire your magnanimity, but how long do you mean? Ten or twenty years, or even a hundred?" According to what I know, such recovery isn't as simple as just saying so. You can take your time healing, but I don't have the patience to wait by your side," Lin Xuan looked at this beautiful female cultivator and spoke slowly.

"Why do you want to break our agreement?" The Phoenix Fairy's brows shot up despite her severe injuries; a fierce killing intent emanated from her supple yet graceful body.

She was no ordinary leader, a figure who could command the风云. She had already compromised by changing from coercion to cooperation. Could this opponent be satisfied? Was she really afraid of death?

Even a clay figurine retained some earthiness, and this fiery-tempered beauty was no exception.

"Haha, Fairy, don't misunderstand me; that's not what I meant," Lin Xuan quickly waved his hand when he saw her angry brows.

"Stop using sweet talk. Then how do you explain your previous words?" The Phoenix Fairy still wore a frosty expression; she wasn't easily deceived.

"I understand, Fairy. You're in a hurry, but whether we face each other or fight, we must first hear me out before making any decisions." Lin Xuan scratched his head and spoke with some resignation.

Times have changed. Taking a deep breath, the Phoenix Fairy managed to suppress her anger: "Alright, speak."

"Although I am at the Condensation Core stage, my life span is only a few centuries. I cannot accompany you for long, but I can find a way to heal you quickly." After some thought, Lin Xuan spoke seriously.

The Phoenix Fairy's expression was quite interesting—anger turned to surprise, then back to doubt as she pondered his words.

She raised her delicate chin and looked at the young man. His expression was sincere; he didn't seem to be joking or lying.

But she knew her injuries well; they weren't that easy to heal.

"Are you really sure?"

"We are in this together, Fairy. Deceiving you would serve no purpose. Have you heard of Yang Spirit Pill?"

"The Divine Yang Pill?" The Phoenix Fairy was taken aback as she frowned and thought for a moment. Suddenly, her face changed dramatically, like a cat that had been stepped on: "You... You mean the legendary one? That's impossible. It was extremely rare in the Primordial Era and has long since disappeared."

Millions of years ago, the cultivation world was far more prosperous than it is now. Not only humans but also妖修 were numerous, with countless powerful beings. Among them were many geniuses who excelled in various skills, including alchemy. The Divine Yang Pill was known by a senior from an ancient妖族; it couldn't enhance medicinal power and offered no benefits to cultivation. Yet, it drove all妖修 crazy. No matter how severe the injuries or how much their bodies were restrained, consuming this item would ensure recovery within three days, restoring them to full health.

Of course, it was only useful for妖兽; humans would be wasting it.

Seeing Lin Xuan's calm demeanor, the Phoenix Fairy's eyes brightened: "Friend Lin, do you really have such a pill?"

"Who said I did?" Lin Xuan shook his head carelessly.

"But you just... " The Phoenix Fairy hesitated and didn't finish her sentence.

"Haha, Fairy, you misunderstood. I don't have this item, but I know where to find one." Lin Xuan continued with the same calm tone, but his breathing had subtly changed.

"Where?" The Phoenix Fairy became slightly nervous.

"Spirit Medicine Mountain, Pavilion," Lin Xuan spoke each word clearly.

"What?" This time, it was the Phoenix Fairy who was stunned. She looked at the young man as if he were mad.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; he had planned this for days and weeks. Daoist paths were difficult, and obtaining the Tian Chen formula was crucial to his cultivation. He must get it no matter what.

Previously, he had tried to hint at Tongyu True Man a few times, but the old man showed no intention of passing it on.

An eye for an eye; if he couldn't get it honestly, he would have to resort to unconventional means.

However, Spirit Medicine Mountain's strength was comparable to that of the orthodox and evil forces. The Pavilion had the strictest defenses, and even as the young master, Lin Xuan didn't have the authority to enter without permission. Stealing from there wouldn't be easy.

But with patience, opportunities would come. With the major forces in Youzhou convening, Tongyu True Man was bringing Shen Ao Tian; although the sect had Dugu Old Monster and four star elders as well, their strength was relatively weak.

However, he still couldn't force his way into the Pavilion alone but could enlist the help of the Phoenix Fairy.
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Is there really such a treasure on Spirit Herb Mountain? After a while, Fairy Peacock finally expressed the astonishing news. However, her tone still carried some doubt.

"Why would I deceive you, Fairy?" Lin Xuan's expression was坦然. His gaze did not flinch at all.

"Alright, then let's go." Fairy Peacock hesitated for a moment before making up her mind. Although she could slowly recover from her injuries, as Lin Xuan said, it would take too long. With the Divine Jingyang Pill available, why not take this risk?

However, Lin Xuan merely smiled and made no move to proceed. "Comrade, what is your..." Fairy Peacock was taken aback, feeling a bit displeased but more courteous than before since she still needed to rely on this cunning human cultivator.

"Did you forget something important, Fairy?" Lin Xuan smiled as he sized her up.

"What do you mean?"

"I have no intention of claiming credit. But the information I provided was indeed crucial. Shouldn't there be some form of compensation for accompanying me on this risky venture?"

"This makes sense." Although Fairy Peacock was proud and not entirely unreasonable, she didn't know that the news about the Divine Jingyang Pill was genuine. Lin Xuan's intention was merely to lead her in.

Of course, with his nature, he would naturally try to take advantage of any opportunity. Hence, he did not mention the formula for the Heavenly Dust Pill but instead tried to squeeze information out of Fairy Peacock.

As a transformed spirit monster and a leader of its kind, she likely possessed many valuable items.

"Fairy Lin, I have already given you the benefits," said Fairy Peacock with a sultry smile.

"Benefits?" Lin Xuan's face showed genuine surprise as he scratched his head in confusion.

"Yes. The golden light you saw just now—do you think it was just an ordinary thing?"

"I beg your pardon, but I don't understand." Lin Xuan's mind raced. He had already suspected something earlier and felt even more certain now. However, he still needed her to confirm it personally while privately rejoicing.

"Indeed, this item is also known as the Primordial Light," Fairy Peacock glared at him resentfully, unwilling to use it unless absolutely necessary.

"Primordial Light?" Lin Xuan's expression remained blank. Although his cultivation was lower than hers, in terms of acting dumb, no female spirit monster could match his skill.

"Yes, this is a unique item for transformed spirit monsters. It may not be as important as the妖丹, but it is extremely precious to us."

Sure enough, it was this item. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he put on an expression that transitioned from surprise to realization.

---

Primordial Light is a special item unique to transformed spirit beasts.

This item is somewhat special; although not as important as妖丹, it is still highly valued by spirit monsters.

There are no other uses for this light. It can be used to harm enemies with great power, far surpassing many secret techniques and cultivation methods. However, there is a downside: the light is one-time use only. Once used, it cannot be regained.

Thus, spirit monsters usually do not use it unless absolutely necessary, as it serves as a means of self-preservation.

Moreover, this item has an unusual characteristic—it can greatly aid in condensing the元婴 when not used for combat.

Of course, this requires cooperation from the spirit monster.

In ancient times, there was a cultivator who managed to save a fourth-stage妖兽. The beast, grateful, injected its Primordial Light into him.

Given the cultivator's low chances of forming an元婴, this chance came as a stroke of luck and led to his successful condensation.

Though the records are clear, it only served to make later generations envious, but they could do nothing more than drool. Humans and spirit monsters may not have deep-seated grudges, but their relationship was far from friendly. Only transformed spirit beasts possessed this Primordial Light, so a mere condensation-stage cultivator like Lin Xuan would never dare to target them.

Despite his vast knowledge and abilities, the golden light managed to easily subdue him, confirming that it indeed was this treasure.

"So, what is your intention?"

"Since we are now partners, as long as you can truly obtain the Divine Jingyang Pill for me, I will naturally release the Primordial Light's restraint on you after its purification. Will the benefits be sufficient compensation?"

"Thank you, Fairy." Lin Xuan, while enjoying taking advantage of others, also knew when to stop.

The two exchanged a smile, each putting in their effort to achieve their goals through cooperation.

Meanwhile, Little Sword Tan had parted ways with Lin Xuan. The young master of the Dark Sect immediately used all his skills to escape as quickly as possible.

This clever youth did not head straight for the Nine Dragon Sect but instead took a long detour to the east, covering over two hundred miles before hiding his tracks and heading towards their rendezvous point.

As long as he returned to his master's side, everything would be safe.

He wondered about Lin Xuan's fate—whether he had escaped safely like himself. Tan Xiaoji silently pondered, though not out of genuine concern; despite the close brotherly relationship, they were also rivals. The young master of the Dark Sect looked down on his peers and only saw Lin Xuan as a constant challenge.

He thought that after obtaining an ancient cultivator's legacy in the far north, he would easily surpass Lin Xuan. However, fate was not so kind...

The other party had the same cultivation level. Although Lin Xuan had used some abilities, Tan Xiaoji did not foolishly believe those were his true powers.

Lin Xuan's Primordial Treasure was unseen; he merely played along casually.

Though they hadn't truly fought, Tan Xiaoji felt that facing this young master of Spirit Herb Mountain would give him no chance at all.

But he did not lose heart. The victor is always the last one to laugh. Whether they were allies or enemies remained uncertain for now.

His respected opponent was unlikely to fall so easily. Tan Xiaoji thought with a complex mix of emotions.

Suddenly, his face changed as he sharply turned and slid to the side.

A beam of black light flashed past him, hitting the spot where he had just flown over.

Danger.

Tan Xiaoji shuddered as he looked up, glaring at the attacker. Soon, beads of cold sweat trickled down his face.

About a hundred meters away, three figures stood.

In the middle was an elderly man with long, flowing beard, looking like a well-read scholar.

To his left was a palace lady, plump and graceful, but her demeanor was as icy as a block of ice.

On his right was a cultivator wearing silver robes. His face was ordinary, yet he exuded an imposing aura.

As the young master of the Dark Sect, Tan Xiaoji wasn't unfamiliar with the world. However, looking at these three figures, his face turned pale as paper.

Postscript: Today I have something to attend to, so only one update today. More tomorrow.
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### Incubator

Tian Xiaojian's cold sweat poured down his face.

What chilled him even more was that the other two cultivators, besides the one in silver robes, exuded a chilling aura of ghostly energy. They clearly weren't human.

Ghost Emperor.

"Is this the boy?"

"Yes, His Majesty Heavenly Heaven. Xiao Jian is the sole beloved disciple of the Extreme Demon Sovereign. It's said they share blood ties," the robed cultivator smiled as he spoke.

"Friend Qingxiang says so. I'm sure it's true. Even if the Demon Sovereign is ruthless and indifferent to his disciples, capturing him would be beneficial for our plan."

The Ghost Emperor waved his robe, and a cloud of mist swarmed out, transforming into a massive skeleton that lunged at Tian Xiaojian...

About half an hour later, a streak of green light appeared near the outskirts of Spirit Medicine Mountain. After circling around, it descended.

Surveying the towering mountain before her, Phoenix Feather's beautiful face was shrouded in a layer of gloom.

The barriers were numerous and strict here, with many cultivators patrolling. She even sensed an old monster at the late-stage Incarnation Realm.

Lin Xuan had already said that his identity shouldn't be revealed. In other words, he could only sneak in quietly. How to do it? He was currently no more than a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, while the Treasure Pavilion was one of the most tightly guarded areas within the sect.

"Princess, you needn't worry. I've brought you here for a perfect plan."

"Plan?" Phoenix Feather's expression changed as she smiled: "If that's so, why don't you get to the point? What do you need me to do?"

Lin Xuan extended his hand and tapped his storage pouch. A flash of light appeared in his palm, revealing an jade bottle. He unscrewed it and took out a red pill about the size of a dragon eye.

"What is this?"

"It's Snow Ginseng Pill," Lin Xuan stared at the spirit pill in his palm with a hint of reluctance: "Have you heard of it before?"

"No," Phoenix Feather shook her head, but she knew how precious this item was. Just its scent made one feel refreshed and invigorated.

"This is refined from dozens of ten-thousand-year-old spirit herbs. It's incredibly valuable. Although it can't heal your injuries, it will restore your mana within an hour."

"Really?" Phoenix Feather was delighted, but a hint of doubt flashed in her eyes.

"Why would I lie? We're all in the same boat now," Lin Xuan sighed.

"That makes sense." Phoenix Feather hesitated before swallowing the Snow Ginseng Pill. They were on the same side; she no longer feared Lin Xuan's tricks.

Soon after, the medicinal power spread through his dantian, and a warm aura appeared. Phoenix Feather quickly sat cross-legged, her hands forming unique hand seals to start cultivating and digesting it.

Lin Xuan remained calm, showing no signs of emotion as he took out a Concealment Pill and used Heavenly Demon Mimicry Technique to transform into a middle-aged man with slightly tanned skin, around thirty years old.

About an hour later, Phoenix Feather opened her eyes. A hint of joy flashed in them, though she didn't believe Lin Xuan would deceive her but was surprised by how much better the effect was than expected.

Her injuries hadn't improved, but the medicinal power had suppressed them. She could now exert about 90% of her full strength with a gentle fist.

Turning around to see Lin Xuan's new face, she froze for a moment before smiling: "I never thought you were so versatile. Not only do you have such precious Snow Ginseng Pill, but you also know this secret technique. This Shape Transformation Technique is beyond me."

"Princess flatters me. I have one more request," Lin Xuan scratched his nose and spoke sincerely.

"Please speak," Phoenix Feather was much more polite now. Perhaps because he had restored her mana temporarily.

"In a moment, we'll sneak in. If discovered, please try to be lenient when you act. Don't kill innocents recklessly." Lin Xuan sighed, saying softly: Regardless of the situation, he was still the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, and his sect hadn't treated him badly. He needed the Heavenly Dust Pill formula but didn't want bloodshed within the sect. Phoenix Feather was known for her ruthless nature, so Lin Xuan had to warn her.

"Agreed."

"Then let's go."

This place wasn't far from Spirit Medicine Mountain. Using遁光 would be too conspicuous. They concealed their cultivation and used various techniques to glide ten or more feet away.

As the saying goes, an old horse knows the way. With Lin Xuan leading the way, they moved smoothly, carefully releasing their divine sense. Occasionally encountering patrolling cultivators, they paid attention.

Phoenix Feather understood that she shouldn't alert anyone. Although her mana had temporarily recovered, it was best not to draw the attention of that Xu surname old monster. An Incarnation Realm cultivator might be unimportant, but many Condensation Core elders could cause trouble. She would have to flee if caught.

If they could steal the medicinal pills silently...

One should never overextend oneself when it's better to hold back.

Lin Xuan felt relieved. Compared to his last visit, Spirit Medicine Mountain's defenses were full of holes. It wasn't due to complacency; rather, the position had changed. The sect now matched both the orthodox and the demon factions, and no one dared provoke the tiger. Wasn't it like an old man hanging himself out of spite?

The protective array hadn't been activated, which would require too many crystal stones.

Along the way, there were only minor barriers that could barely defend against Condensation Core cultivators but posed a significant challenge to Phoenix Feather...

In any case, with their combined efforts and some luck, they encountered no major troubles as they approached a large mountain.

This mountain wasn't impressive. It was about twenty miles from Spirit Medicine Mountain's main peak, with sparse vegetation due to the thin spirit energy.

"Where is the Treasure Pavilion?" Phoenix Feather frowned, asking. She had already released her divine sense and carefully examined it but found nothing.

"Do not worry," Lin Xuan said confidently. When it came to the Treasure Pavilion, he had only learned of its location after much effort. Originally, Lin Xuan thought the Heavenly Dust Pill formula should be in a treasure tower. The tower was divided into seven levels; even as the young master, he didn't have permission for the last two. He naturally assumed there were invaluable treasures.

After all, the treasures in the first five levels were indeed extraordinary, with ancient texts and various pill formulas. It was only natural to think so. Little did he know it was actually a trap.

If not for good fortune, a powerful wandering cultivator might have stolen something by now. Lin Xuan would still be in the dark if that hadn't happened.
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Generally speaking, most people looked down upon solitary cultivators but often overlooked that there were also experts among them. They just had fewer numbers compared to sects and families.

For instance, Red Ancestor was a monster at the Core Formation stage.

Apart from him, there were several other famous figures. Among them, one was known as "Immortal Lord of the Beam," whose nickname sounded terrifying but his cultivation level was actually quite ordinary—only at the Condensation Core初期 stage. His cultivation method was unique and he excelled in concealing his aura and mastered the Five Elements Concealment Technique.

In the cultivation world, solitary cultivators had a tough time even after forming their cores. They needed to find their own medicinal materials and elixirs. Even with a formed core, they still had to be frugal.

However, this individual led a luxurious life, and his generosity was impressive enough that some sect leaders were moved by it.

The reason? He frequently stole cultivation treasures from sects and families using his mysterious techniques. Over the past century, he had never been caught, making him an elusive figure. This made him an anomaly in the world of solitary cultivators.

Those whose treasures were stolen naturally hated him and sent experts to capture him. However, this person was slippery; he never engaged in direct confrontation. Each time there was a hint of movement, he would slip away like oil on a smooth surface.

Of course, the Immortal Lord of the Beam wasn't stupid. Although his concealment technique was superb, he didn't provoke major sects and families. His targets were usually medium-sized sects and families since facing an Ancestor at the Core Formation stage, he had no confidence in escaping.

This belief held true until perhaps after so many years of smooth sailing, he became a bit overconfident. He heard that the Rare Medicine Mountain's treasure vault was one of its most heavily guarded points but there were no cultivators around it. The Immortal Lady frowned, feeling something wasn't right.

"Ha ha," Lin Xuan smiled slightly. "You're worrying unnecessarily. As the head of this sect, I don't have the authority to enter here. Besides, apart from Senior True Man Feathers and Uncle Dharma Sage Xu at the Core Formation stage, there shouldn’t be anyone else who knows about it."

"Then what you mentioned—danger." "It could be an array formation or some unknown traps. I'm not sure," Lin Xuan sighed and told her truthfully. "Do you think I'm trying to scare you?"

"No need to provoke me; I don't know fear," the Immortal Lady said, but she continued, "But is the True Man Eulogy really here?"

Lin Xuan's eyes were clear as he answered confidently. The female cultivator was surprised and turned to look at him.

"Don’t look at me. My divine sense can’t penetrate it either." The female demon cultivator blushed slightly.

Indeed, this fog seemed strange, but they didn't have time to investigate further. They had no choice but to forcefully enter.

Lin Xuan's sleeve flapped, and the Snowfall Sword appeared. The Immortal Lady hummed a tune as a thin layer of light shield enveloped her body, with colors ranging from red to purple, shimmering beautifully.

As a transformed demon cultivator, she was confident in her abilities and stepped forward first.

The blood-red fog surged violently, engulfing the Immortal Lady almost instantly. Sizzling sounds filled the air, along with eerie cries of agony. The blood fog seemed to have life as it turned into nothingness upon touching the light shield.

Even Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. He quickly took out an ancient red shield from his storage pouch and activated it.

With one defensive and one offensive ancient treasure, Lin Xuan felt relieved. He stepped forward into the blood fog.

Sure enough, as soon as he entered, the fog attacked him. He could feel deep resentment, like the spirits of the Netherworld Valley. This was even worse than what he had imagined.

What were these things?

Lin Xuan was surprised but didn't hesitate to extend his finger and activate the Floating Snowfall Sword hovering above his head, which began circling around him.

Angry and sorrowful cries echoed from within the fog as if invisible monsters were present. Occasionally, some managed to break through the ancient shield's defenses, but they seemed to be illusions.

Even with his divine sense, a cultivator could only see a few meters ahead. Lin Xuan followed closely behind the Immortal Lady, moving quickly forward. However, after less than ten meters, the blood fog suddenly changed. Blood-colored lightning bolts of arm thickness appeared.

With a sizzling sound, the Snowfall Sword was pushed aside. Over a dozen lightning bolts struck the protective film created by the ancient shield one after another, causing it to crack and shatter.

"No, this is impossible."

Lin Xuan's face turned pale as he realized that even his confidence in the ancient shield had been shaken. An Ancestor at the Core Formation stage could not easily break through such a defense. How could it be so easily destroyed?

Due to the suddenness of the attack, Lin Xuan didn't have time for any other divine techniques and watched helplessly as the lightning struck him.

Despite his tenacity, he refused to give up. However, human strength has its limits, and Lin Xuan couldn’t help showing signs of despair.

He had thought it would be difficult to enter this treasure vault but had decided to bring the Immortal Lady along for support. He never imagined that they would face such a dire situation just after entering.

Would he really perish here? Lightning struck him again, causing unimaginable pain that seared through his body.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and trembled uncontrollably. But as soon as it happened, he felt a chill run down his spine and was surprised to find himself unharmed. There were no visible injuries on his body except the excruciating pain.

This was strange; if this lightning could break through the ancient shield's defenses, why couldn’t it harm his physical form?

Unless… everything was an illusion.

The protective film remained intact, and the Snowfall Sword continued to protect him. What he saw and felt were all illusions. Only then would it make sense.

Just as he thought that, several more lightning bolts struck, causing pain but leaving no visible injuries on his body.

This time, Lin Xuan was certain of his theory: this blood-red fog sea should be an illusionary trap.

Lin Xuan clenched his teeth and sighed in relief. He couldn't help laughing bitterly. Illusionary arrays were a side path among the various restrictions, but they could still be incredibly powerful.

Like the one before him, it wouldn’t truly harm a cultivator's body, but the pain was indistinguishable from reality. Those with weak endurance would surely go mad from the agony. This fog could even shield the divine sense of an Ancestor at the Core Formation stage, and the Immortal Lady couldn't escape its attacks either.

Only a few array formations posed a threat to Ancestor cultivators, but this one seemed to be able to attack indiscriminately.

The sect was truly generous with such powerful illusionary arrays. Lin Xuan wondered which ancestor had created it.

After understanding the mystery of the blood fog, Lin Xuan no longer feared it. The pain might be unbearable for ordinary cultivators, but it was similar to the Heart Refinement Path in Floating Snow Valley. He had endured much more during his transformation and wasn't afraid now.

He endured the pain, a man of steel. Lin Xuan didn’t even flinch as he walked through the lightning.

Compared to before, his body had been transformed by countless washes with the True Classic, making the pain much less severe.

However, soon enough, the lightning changed form, turning into fist-sized flames, then wind blades, and finally ice needles. Various forms of pain akin to a hellish experience. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's will was strong.

His light travel technique lost its effectiveness inside, as did his agile techniques. He could only walk slowly step by step.

After a full quarter hour, Lin Xuan finally stepped out of the blood fog. All discomfort vanished.
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Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief and immediately released his divine sense. The surroundings remained uneven, but to his left stood a young woman with delicate features.

"Friend, it's good that you're alright. I was worried whether you could safely exit the illusory realm."

The Fairy Peacock's face showed a hint of joy. Indeed, she had been concerned just now. It was well-known that beast creatures had formidable bodies and far greater pain tolerance than human cultivators.

However, even she herself had endured quite a bit of hardship. Whether a mere condensation core stage cultivator could withstand such a terrifying illusory realm was something she had no confidence in.

Now that they were in the same boat, she naturally didn't want anything to happen to Lin Xuan.

"Thank you for your concern, this test is nothing for me."

"Good. Let's go."

Time was pressing, and the Fairy Peacock did not wish to waste any more words. She took a few steps forward with light footfalls. Although there was no longer blood-colored mist, the area was clearly full of danger. Both Lin Xuan and the female cultivator remained highly cautious, watching every plant and tree closely.

Speaking of it, this place should have been inside a mountain, but many strange plants grew from the cracks in the rocks. Lin Xuan and the Fairy Peacock had seen much over their travels, yet they couldn't recognize any of these plants.

Could they be something that went extinct during ancient times...

Lin Xuan thought to himself as he flicked his sleeves. A streak of light shot out, uprooting all the plants along the way. He took what he could, even if it turned out to be useless later on.

After about a quarter of an hour, they suddenly found themselves in front of a large stone chamber. It was circular with at least fifty-six feet in diameter and seven or eight feet high, appearing very spacious.

In the center of the stone chamber, over a dozen statues were arranged haphazardly. These statues were lifelike yet varied in form—some human, some beast, each unique. The most eye-catching one was in the middle.

This statue stood three meters tall. Its lower half was snake-like, while its upper half resembled a human with a sharp horn protruding from its forehead, about a foot long.

It was eerie, and Lin Xuan's face showed extreme surprise. He had seen similar scenes at the Fairy Mine Site on Qingye Mountain.

However, this situation was different. Although these statues seemed lifeless, Lin Xuan could sense a dangerous aura emanating from them.

With that thought, he released his divine sense. Just as it touched one of the statues...

Click, click—those things actually came to life.

"Bad luck, these are ancient puppets," the Fairy Peacock's face turned pale as she exclaimed.

"Puppetry?" Lin Xuan frowned. "Is that possible? Puppetry techniques were supposed to have been lost long ago. Our sect was founded by Patriarch Tianzhen only three thousand years ago. How could there be such things?"

"Ask me, who would you ask?" the Fairy Peacock looked gloomy and her tone turned harsher.

There were myriad arts in cultivation, vast as the sea of knowledge. Particularly during ancient times, puppetry was extremely common. Low-grade puppets were plentiful here, but some top-tier ones could rival even元婴期 cultivators.

Lin Xuan had read about them in ancient texts but couldn't recall now.

In that brief conversation, all the statues came to life. Red light shone from their eyes, causing a sense of dread.

"There's one at the 元婴期 level, and the rest are at the筑基期," the Fairy Peacock exhaled with relief after identifying the puppets' strength. Although the situation was not optimistic, they could still handle it. The key was to act quickly; the Snow参Pill's effects would only last for an hour.

Acting first, the Fairy Peacock opened her mouth and expelled a streak of light. As soon as it separated from her body, it rapidly expanded into a hurricane.

"Quickly!"

She pointed with her jade hand, transforming the streak of light into a hurricane about ten feet in diameter that swept towards the puppets.

Lin Xuan wasn't idle either. He shook his shoulders and injected his magical power into his divine sword, Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword. The sword trembled before transforming into a deep blue dragon, following closely behind.

Sizzle...

With an ear-piercing crack, the dozen筑基期 puppets were easily defeated. However, neither of them showed any joy. The Fairy Peacock continued to lead the hurricane towards the half-human, half-snake monster, as the others were just minor threats. This 元婴期 puppet was their main adversary.

Half human and half snake, it was said that such creatures existed during the洪荒 era but had since gone extinct. At that time, people called them Naga.

Seeing the hurricane approach, a hint of mockery flashed across the Naga's face. Lin Xuan felt his heart sink as he saw this scene. Although puppetry techniques were lost, the general principle was clear to him—these puppets were made from various rare materials and infused with souls. Regardless, they were still clay figures. The fact that their expressions were so lifelike meant that an 元婴期 puppet was indeed formidable.

The puppet's figure flickered as it seemingly vanished from its spot.

The hurricane missed its target, but a loud explosion came from Lin Xuan's side, followed by a glaring red light.

Lin Xuan was alarmed. He didn't know when the opponent had sneaked up behind him. Fortunately, his ancient shield's defense was impressive; otherwise, he might have fallen victim to this surprise attack.

This guy has incredible speed!

Failing to hit with one strike, the Naga retreated. Lin Xuan, shaken by the encounter, immediately poured all his magical power into the ancient shield and threw out several more defensive talismans.

Fortunately, while its speed was impressive, it wasn't completely unmanageable. He had been too careless just now because of the Fairy Peacock's presence.

Lin Xuan focused his divine sense on the monster in front of him but didn't act rashly. This opponent's strength could rival an early-stage 元婴 cultivator, and there was no need for him to take the lead.

The Fairy Peacock's face turned unpleasant. She had just been attacked by her own puppet, showing utter disrespect. Let me show you my might.

Her jade hand extended, a small golden sword appearing in her palm.

Unlike human cultivators who favored talismans and treasures, beast cultivators focused on their physical bodies and were more adept at manipulating the five elements. This golden sword was formed from pure beast energy.

Despite its chilling appearance, it seemed no less formidable than a well-crafted treasure.

"Go!"

The Fairy Peacock's sharp cry echoed as the golden sword stretched out, transforming into a dazzling beam of light that flashed before appearing above one of the puppets' heads.
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林轩在藏宝阁的第二关中遇到了强大的对手——孔雀仙子和一个拥有灵智的傀儡，但他凭借自己的智慧与实力成功突破了这一难关。接下来，他继续前行，来到了第三关。

第三关是一个充满危险的地方，黑水河上空弥漫着浓厚的黑色雾气，散发出恶臭的气息，并且似乎含有毒性。林轩小心谨慎地通过了这个区域，最终到达了一个小小的宅院——藏宝阁。

在藏宝阁内，林轩需要面对最后的考验。根据之前的描述，我们可以推测，藏宝阁内的机关和陷阱可能更加复杂和危险，而林轩需要找到某种特定的物品或解开谜题才能获得宝藏。

不过，由于原文没有详细描述第三关的具体内容和林轩如何应对，我们只能基于已有信息做出一些合理的猜测：

1. **藏宝阁内部结构**：藏宝阁可能是由多个房间组成，每个房间内可能设有不同的机关、谜题或者危险。
2. **最终考验**：可能是需要解开某种复杂的谜题，找到特定的物品，或者是与某个强大的敌人进行战斗。
3. **林轩的目标**：林轩的目标是获得藏宝阁内的宝藏，这很可能是一些珍贵的灵丹妙药或法宝。

接下来的情节可能会进一步描述林轩如何应对这些挑战，以及他最终能否成功取得宝藏。请继续提供相关信息以便更详细地分析和理解故事的发展。
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林轩听完这段对话后，心中思绪万千。胡长老和这位矮胖修士显然在密谋什么，而藏宝阁中的上古禁断大阵似乎与他们的计划有关。但林轩也意识到，事情远比表面看起来复杂。

首先，这两位修士的身份和目的让他不得不重新评估自己的判断。胡长老是六大执法长老之一，虽然他之前对徐老怪的评价不高，但现在看来，此人显然有其深藏不露的一面。矮胖修士虽然身份不明，但他的反应表明他对家族的仇恨非同小可。

其次，关于天尘丹和旌阳神丹的讨论，让林轩意识到这些宝物虽珍贵，但在当前修仙界中并不容易获取或使用。尤其是地脉之火和苦灵根的要求，使得这些配方实际上成了难以实现的目标。

最后，藏宝阁中的禁断大阵引起了林轩极大的兴趣。这不仅是一个可以利用的工具，也可能隐藏着更多未解的秘密。林轩决定进一步调查这个藏宝阁，看看能否找到更多的线索。

他迅速收起神识，恢复了正常状态，并且开始思考如何接近这里而不引起注意。他需要更加谨慎，因为一旦被发现，后果可能不堪设想。

林轩心中暗自下了决心：无论这两位修士的真实目的为何，他都要揭开藏宝阁的秘密，为自己和家族争取更多的利益。
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Chapter 3: Chaos in Youzhou - Chapter 529: Concealment Technique

Lin Xuan's heart stirred as he heard this. He hadn't expected the Treasure Pavilion to be a cover-up, but the recipe for the Heavenly Dust Pill and the Jingyang Divine Pill were indeed here.

As one of the six senior law enforcers, Old Master Hu had a prestigious identity. Lin Xuan never imagined that such an esteemed figure would turn out to be a spy.

However, how could the other party silently slip into this place? Lin Xuan was filled with bewilderment. But soon, he chuckled in silence.

He had paid attention to the Treasure Pavilion for only a few years. The other party had been plotting revenge for centuries, spending countless efforts and resources. Therefore, their intelligence far surpassed his own.

There must be other ways, such as directly teleporting to the core of the Treasure Pavilion through an array. But pondering these now would be meaningless. The immediate priority was to quickly secure the treasures.

With that thought, Lin Xuan was about to act when a voice from the plump cultivator entered his ears:

"Big Brother, according to what you said, this forbidden grand array is originally used to gather earth fire. Can it really blow up the entire Spirit Herb Mountain?"

"It can," Hu Elder nodded smugly. "For revenge, I have some knowledge of阵法. Even in ancient times, this array could rank among the top ten wonders. By making minor adjustments, I can trigger its explosion. The power will be far beyond your imagination. The Spirit Herb Mountain—except for that old monster Dugu who might escape—the other disciples and apprentices will all be devoured by earth fire. The entire mountain will turn to ashes, and the disciples will perish. My Hu family's great grudge will thus be avenged."

Lin Xuan was secretly alarmed. He had long been accustomed to the harsh realities of the cultivation world, but this old man's viciousness was truly astonishing.

If what he said were true, tens of thousands of cultivators on the Spirit Herb Mountain would all die in a moment without any warning.

Man is not a tree. Although his young master was somewhat inconsistent with reality, Lin Xuan still had some feelings for the sect. A sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth as he thought, "Bad luck for this Hu Elder to meet me."

Of course, he wasn't trying to be a savior. However, resolving this crisis didn't require much effort. Two condensation core cultivators were nothing to him. If it were an old monster from the Dantian stage, Lin Xuan would have fled.

"Since that's the case, let's get started," said the plump cultivator after Hu Elder's persuasion. He had also discarded his affection for the Spirit Herb Mountain and spoke with a fierce look in his eyes.

"Haha, that's right." Hu Elder smiled satisfactorily as he patted the plump cultivator on the shoulder and led the way forward.

The ancient array capable of gathering earth fire was inside the manor's secret room. Time was pressing. Although entering here had been very discreet, if Dugu Old Monster discovered it...

Before his words were finished, a loud rumbling sound suddenly entered his ears. Hu Elder froze as he turned around and saw a flash of light before him that blinded his eyes.

Hu Elder's face turned pale in an instant. The more one feared something, the easier it was to encounter it. Could Dugu Jinqing really have arrived?

Despite his unease, this fellow was indeed a formidable leader. He didn't show any signs of panic as he narrowed his eyes and focused on the front.

A loud rumble followed, and all the light dimmed. The warning禁制 outside the manor had been broken by Lin Xuan with ease.

"Originally, Young Master."

Seeing Lin Xuan's face clearly, Hu Elder was taken aback. This young master wasn't supposed to be at the Nine Dragons Mountain participating in the assembly with True Immortal Tongyu. How did he end up here?

Though confused, he didn't waste his time pondering further. As long as it wasn't Dugu Old Monster, that would do.

He had no intention of fighting here. He wondered if Fairy Peacock had dealt with the Naga. After all, his purpose for coming here was not praiseworthy. It would be better to resolve this quickly and leave.

With that thought, Lin Xuan was about to use other means when he noticed the plump cultivator had vanished without a trace.

Was it concealment or stealth?

But showing off before him was like playing in front of an expert. Lin Xuan's thoughts flickered as Mo'er quietly flew out from his sleeve.

The little girl excelled at stealth and assassination techniques, so she would deal with the blind fellow.

One cannot judge a book by its cover. Despite his plump appearance, this cultivator's cultivation was far inferior to his elder brother. However, he had practiced an ancient secret technique of invisibility. Even peak condensation core cultivators might find it hard to detect him if they weren't focused.

Seeing Lin Xuan and his elder brother fighting so intensely that he couldn't intervene, the plump cultivator began to use his skills, hiding nearby and waiting for a chance to ambush.

However, although Lin Xuan was fiercely battling Hu Elder, he managed with ease. Although he couldn't focus on finding the plump cultivator's whereabouts, he guessed his intentions accurately.

With a flick of his sleeves, Lin Xuan released the Snowfall Sword from his robes.

The sword emitted a brilliant light, splitting into dozens of streaks that whirled around like blue serpents, lunging at Hu Elder with fierce intent.

The sight was impressive. Hu Elder couldn't help but exclaim, "This young master has indeed made a name for himself. It's not just luck and flattery."

But his face remained calm as he snapped his fingers, summoning a yellowish cloth-like object from his storage pouch.

With both hands, he cast an odd hand seal and exhaled a breath of essence energy onto it. The cloth swelled with the wind, quickly transforming into a sturdy wall.

Puff, puff, the sword streaks struck the wall, causing it to tremble and dust to fly. Several feet-deep scratches appeared on its surface.

Lin Xuan hummed. This treasure's defensive power was commendable, but did he really think this could block his attacks?

Just as he was about to command his talismans for a full assault, the wall's surface suddenly emitted glaring yellow light, and the scratches vanished at an alarming rate. The treasure actually had self-repair capabilities.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows in surprise. This was indeed unexpected, but considering Hu's cunning nature, it wasn't surprising that he possessed such a technique to gain the sect's recognition.

Lin Xuan didn't have time to engage him here. He wondered if Fairy Peacock had dealt with the Naga. After all, his purpose for coming here wasn't praiseworthy. It would be better to resolve this quickly and leave.

With that thought, Lin Xuan was about to use other means when he noticed the plump cultivator's absence.

Was it concealment or stealth?

But showing off in front of him was like playing in front of an expert. Lin Xuan's thoughts flickered as Mo'er quietly flew out from his sleeve.

The little girl excelled at stealth and assassination techniques, so she would deal with the blind fellow.

One cannot judge a book by its cover. Despite his plump appearance, this cultivator had practiced an ancient secret technique of invisibility. Even peak condensation core cultivators might find it hard to detect him if they weren't focused.

Seeing Lin Xuan and his elder brother fighting so intensely that he couldn't intervene, the plump cultivator began to use his skills, hiding nearby and waiting for a chance to ambush.

However, although Lin Xuan was fiercely battling Hu Elder, he managed with ease. Although he couldn't focus on finding the plump cultivator's whereabouts, he guessed his intentions accurately.
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Chapter 530: The Ten Evil Talismans - Corpse Talisman

The fat cultivator's concealment technique, though unique in its own right, was now of little concern with Mo'er handling the situation.

Raising his head to look at the Hu surname elder, Lin Xuan felt a sinking sensation. He saw him take out a palm-sized talisman from his chest. Initially unremarkable, this particular talisman immediately filled the air with an odor so pungent that it made one want to gag—much like the stench of a corpse.

Corpse Talisman!

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. In Tianmushan, he had once stumbled upon a jade cylinder containing ancient talisman-making techniques. One such entry read:

The Corpse Talisman is among the ten most evil talismans in the Earth Rank category. It collects the resentment and malevolence from corpses after death, condensing it into existence through ghostly arts.

Its toxicity and power are formidable; even an Incarnation Realm cultivator must be cautious when facing it.

Where did this strange treasure come from?

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes again, recalling that he had once heard of the Corpse Talisman resurfacing over seventy years ago. It was said to have been found in some ancient tomb, serving as a grave good for a former powerful demon. Later, during an auction at the Secret Market, it was sold for nearly 300,000 crystal stones by an anonymous masked cultivator. Could this Hu elder be him?

Lin Xuan didn't know if his guess was correct, but he clearly intended to take his life.

He didn't want a prolonged battle; nor did the Hu elder. His initial attack had been just a probe, yet Lin Xuan knew that this young man wouldn’t be easily dealt with. Thus, he pulled out his trump card.

Originally, this talisman was meant as a last resort if something went wrong and he encountered Old Monster Xu.

He could afford to use it because of its unique nature: the Corpse Talisman’s energy could be reused multiple times until exhausted.

One strike would suffice against a Core Formation中期 cultivator.

The Hu elder's expression turned grim. He wondered why this Lin surname youth had come here, but he could only blame his bad luck. Had he escaped in Mount Jiu Long, it might have been possible.

With a cold snort, the elder extended his hand and pointed at the grayish-white Corpse Talisman above him.

Instantly, countless corpse mists spread out from the talisman paper, accompanied by an overwhelming stench and toxicity.

Lin Xuan frowned. Though they had yet to engage in battle, merely the Corpse Poison would render a weaker cultivator helpless. He wasn't afraid of this, but he didn’t dare be careless. With a tap on his storage bag, he raised a fiery red shield.

A spell was cast upon it, causing the shield to spin and form a thin layer of protective crimson mist that enveloped Lin Xuan. On the screen, golden runes flickered continuously, exuding an ancient and mysterious aura.

The Hu elder's eyes were sharp. This ancient treasure’s power surpassed his earlier yellow cloth by far, but soon, he hid his surprise behind a mask of confidence. He believed this ancient treasure couldn’t withstand his Corpse Talisman’s strike.

With a breath, the talisman burst into flames, emitting an ominous grayish-white light.

"Quickly!"

The Hu elder quickly cast another spell, and the corpse fire burned even more fiercely. A giant ghostly claw began to take shape amidst the flames, with bones protruding and sharp spikes on its arms. The stench of decay added to its terrifying appearance; even a powerful Incarnation Realm cultivator would hesitate.

Lin Xuan was somewhat disappointed. He had intended to use the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring to swiftly subdue the old villain, but he hadn’t expected such an extraordinary evil talisman. He could only change his strategy now.

Though the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring was powerful, it wasn't fully refined yet. A direct confrontation with the Corpse Talisman might not result in defeat, but even if he overcame the opponent, the treasure would likely suffer some damage—a precious item bound to his essence. Lin Xuan didn’t want to risk it unless absolutely necessary.

After a moment’s hesitation, Lin Xuan extended his right hand, and an object slid out from his sleeve—a golden talisman.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a strange smile. He had obtained this talisman in the Ten Thousand Mountains from the ancient evil cultivator's cave.

The owner was clearly an evil sect member, yet this talisman was a treasure of the orthodox path.

While Hu practiced orthodox methods, he wielded a notorious evil talisman.

This balance between good and evil made it difficult to discern.

But Lin Xuan had no time for such distinctions. He flicked his fingers, sending pure, concentrated magical energy into the golden talisman.

A golden fireball the size of a head exploded in front of him.

At that moment, Lin Xuan saw the giant ghostly claw forming amidst the corpse flames.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced as he cast a spell with his left hand while manipulating it with his right. Muttering ancient and obscure incantations, a clear sound emerged from the golden flame.

The fire began to rise and change shape. Soon, a golden giant hand similar to the ghostly claw appeared in mid-air, also about seven or eight meters long.

The Hu surname elder was stunned. He had spent his entire fortune on this Corpse Talisman, but now he wondered if his opponent possessed something comparable?

No, it must be a facade; the ten evil talismans were rare even in ancient times. What kind of person was Lin Xuan to casually produce such powerful treasures?

Despite comforting himself with these thoughts, Hu’s heart raced. The aura of the golden hand didn’t fall short of the ghostly claw, and he couldn't deceive himself.

Contrary to his nervousness, Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction. When he first obtained this ancient talisman, he could only summon a golden wind blade. But with increased cultivation, he learned various transformations.

Though its origin remained unknown, it was likely on par with the Corpse Talisman.

Lin Xuan looked up again at the ghostly claw hovering above the elder’s head, his eyes glinting with cunning. Suddenly, he flipped his left hand and a small green phantom fire appeared.

With a gentle shake, this fire transformed into a thick snake, lunging towards the golden hand. The two combined, spreading the green phantom fire to envelop the entire giant hand.

The originally golden hand now sported an eerie green hue, appearing both righteous and evil, more imposing than ever.

Hu couldn’t hold back anymore. He had intended to eliminate Lin Xuan but was surprised by his numerous strange abilities. A hero’s reputation is not in vain; he shouldn't have underestimated this youth.

But regretting it now was meaningless. He pointed at the sky, and the ghostly claw transformed into a grayish-white whirlwind, sweeping towards Lin Xuan.
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**The Refinement to Immortality**

**Chapter 531 - Purple Lightning Invisible Needle in the Chaos of Youzhou**

Upon the opponent's attack, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't sit idly by. He spat out a mouthful of qi essence towards the golden hand before him. With a whoosh, the golden hand vanished from its original position. Immediately after, a muffled explosion echoed into his ears as it collided with the grayish-white ghost claws.

The golden light and grayish-white glow interwove, but neither side seemed to gain an advantage over the other.

"Hey?"

Elder Hu was visibly startled, his face filled with disbelief. Although he recognized that this golden talisman was no ordinary item, he never imagined it would be on par with his own Corpse Talisman.

But this wasn't a simple individual. Seeing that the ghost claws couldn't win, he grunted and waved his large sleeve. A streak of gray light shot out from his sleeve.

The ghost claws emitted a hiss as they exploded into countless grayish-white gas clouds. Lin Xuan was taken aback; what kind of strange technique was this?

Although he didn't know much about the Corpse Talisman, given its reputation as a fearsome object in the world, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be careless.

"Combine."

Elder Hu extended his withered right hand and rapidly tapped it twice. The grayish-white gas clouds coalesced like a thousand rivers merging into one, turning even more pale. A series of eerie ghostly cries filled the air as a dozen-meter-long Corpse Serpent appeared.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. This wasn't some mere illusion conjured by a treasure; although the corpse serpent was damaged, its overwhelming stench of death suggested it might be on par with true ghost creatures from the Netherworld Realm.

The Corpse Serpent opened its blood-stained maw, and white corpse essence spewed forth. Although Lin Xuan was shocked, he didn't show any fear as he manipulated the golden giant hand to meet the attack.

His strategy of meeting all challenges with a steady approach only for the fiery ghostly flames to flare up fiercely.

Sizzle.

The two types of flames clashed; although the corpse essence came in strong waves, it clearly wasn't enough and retreated step by step.

Elder Hu's face truly showed his distress. He knew well the power of the corpse essence flame; even if it fell short of those ancient monsters' infant flames, it was more than sufficient for condensation core cultivators. Even if he could refine the opponent's treasure to ashes, it wouldn't be too difficult.

But when this greenish-bright eerie flame touched his, it seemed like an enemy from heaven. This made him involuntarily take a cold breath.

However, despite being frightened, the opponent’s gaze remained steady as though he had some hidden tricks up his sleeve. Although Lin Xuan was young, he had extensive experience in magical battles. He noticed these subtle changes and couldn't help but smirk, ignoring them as he reached out to tap on a storage bracelet between his fingers.

A greenish-bright jade flute appeared as Lin Xuan's green light shone, with Daoist techniques inscribed upon it.

But just as he was fully casting his spell, the area ten meters in front of him suddenly shimmered. The corpulent cultivator’s concealment technique was indeed marvelously subtle; he had managed to sneak so close without making a sound.

This honest-looking man's face now showed anger. He opened his mouth and lightly exhaled, emitting a streak of purple light that vanished instantly.

A flying needle treasure?

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. This attack caught him off guard as well. The shape of the flying needle, whether it was a treasure or just a spiritual artifact, was rare indeed.

Though the power of treasures mainly depended on materials, crafting methods, and cultivation time, their small size often put them at a disadvantage in combat.

But misfortune can turn to fortune; using a flying needle for an ambush proved highly effective.

The corpulent cultivator lacked any extraordinary abilities when fighting alone but excelled in hiding and ambushing with his brother. Many renowned experts had fallen victim to him.

Lin Xuan's techniques were formidable, so the corpulent cultivator wasn't entirely confident about this attack. However, he managed to make Lin Xuan flustered, creating an opportunity for his elder brother.

Unfortunately, his joy was premature.

As they say, "Chasing a cicada while another waits in ambush." The corpulent cultivator's concealment technique was indeed superb, but compared to Yue'er, it fell slightly short.

After all, ghosts had a natural talent for such abilities. He waited for Lin Xuan to make a mistake, and so did Yue'er.

As he exhaled "Purple Lightning Invisible Needle," several meters to his left, the air rippled like water waves.

Yue'er's delicate figure emerged as she flicked her fingers, sending two streaks of cold light that flashed like lightning. The corpulent cultivator barely had time to react before these streaks reached him, encircling his neck and causing blood to gush out. A large head-sized sphere of blood rolled down.

Poor fellow; he once used stealth to cause many cultivators' downfall but now met the same fate.

Lin Xuan's face showed no surprise or joy. He had a mental connection with Yue'er, so this lightning-fast scene was already in his mind.

Although the Purple Lightning Invisible Needle lost its master, it remained an intelligent treasure and flew straight towards Lin Xuan at full speed.

Its speed was astonishing; Lin Xuan didn't have time to intercept. But he showed no signs of panic as needle-type treasures were precise and deadly. However, he had complete faith in his ancient talisman's defensive capabilities.

Ignoring the threat, he spat out a mouthful of qi essence towards the jade flute.

The treasure immediately elongated into a giant snake about the thickness of a water bucket. The snake head raised, spewing dark green mist at the Corpse Serpent.

Lin Xuan wasn't worried about the golden hand; it was just too powerful for him to waste his spirit energy here.

"Seventh Brother."

Seeing the corpulent cultivator's separation, Elder Hu's face showed extreme distress. Although he didn't have bulging eyes, his gaze flashed with hatred.

But this old man had a deep reserve and wouldn't be an undercover agent on Spirit Medicine Mountain for centuries without it. Despite his sorrow, he greatly feared Lin Xuan, especially the sudden appearance of that white-robed maiden. He was taken aback by her level of ghostly power; he hadn't seen such abilities from this Lin youngster.

The more they fought, the more he felt fear. So far, this terrifying youth had yet to summon his main treasure. In other words, he hadn't fully exerted his strength.

His initial contempt had long vanished. Seeing is believing; after this round of combat with Lin Xuan, he truly understood the formidable nature of this young master.

As a favored disciple of the Demon Sovereign, Tian Xiaojian was renowned among the younger generation. But if his guess was correct, he might be slightly inferior to Lin Xuan.

Elder Hu took a deep breath. The loss of Seventh Brother deeply pained him, and if he wasn't careful, he might also die here.

Such an outcome was not what he desired. After some hesitation, he retrieved another treasure from his chest. Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely strange as he closely examined it.
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### Cultivated to Immortality

#### Chapter 532: Side Path Treasure Artifacts

It was a porcelain bowl. Its surface had no luster and appeared somewhat broken, yet the elder's eyes revealed an extremely serious expression.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but remembered the old saying: "One cannot judge a book by its cover." This principle applied to treasure artifacts as well. The other party knew that Lin Xuan wasn't easy to deal with, yet still brought out this item, indicating they had some reliance on it.

However, Lin Xuan naturally wasn't afraid of anything. He waved his hands and lightly cast them, transforming the drifting cloud and falling snow sword into a streak of blue light, which fiercely slashed at the opponent.

H Elder remained unperturbed. Before him was an ancient relic, and the earth wall that emerged from it was solid and heavy, sufficient to withstand the attack of Lin Xuan's immortal sword.

Meanwhile, he muttered words, rapidly tapping his head with both hands as if possessed. His actions were somewhat comical, but Lin Xuan didn't dare underestimate them. As the bowl followed the incantation, its color gradually deepened, emitting black and red light, taking on a mysterious appearance.

Although this was the first time Lin Xuan encountered such a treasure artifact, it didn't mean he had never heard of it before. According to common sense, it should be defensive in nature. The opponent seemed to want to drive it against an enemy. Could there be some hidden mechanism?

Just as Lin Xuan pondered this, "clink" came the sound. The bowl disappeared from H Elder's head and immediately Lin Xuan felt astonishing amounts of qi.

In shock, he looked up and saw that the bowl was inverted above him, its size expanding by a hundred times or more, trapping not only himself but also Moonie as well.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He glanced down to see countless black and red bodies. Unaware, he hadn't realized this artifact's purpose was to ensnare his opponent.

H Elder struck once, his eyes flashing with cruelty and cunning. His sleeves fluttered as several talismans flew out, forming a八卦shape on the bowl's surface. He then transformed into a streak of blue light and flew back to a room behind him.

Lin Xuan's face turned extremely ugly. In an instant, he realized the old man's intentions—his heavy scheming. Seeing that he couldn't match in combat, H Elder used this artifact to ensnare himself while he triggered the ancient prohibition array.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let him succeed. He opened his mouth and a silver ring treasure artifact shot out, spinning around before growing to a size of a foot or so. Lin Xuan gripped one with each hand.

This ring was beautifully crafted, its surface radiating unique spiritual light—precisely the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring he had refined through great effort.

Although he still had many other methods unutilized, the situation was urgent, and he didn't have time to experiment with his techniques. He directly took out his hidden treasure.

That bowl wasn't an ordinary object either. After trapping Lin Xuan and Moonie, it immediately released countless purple-red lightning flames inside.

Each flame's power wasn't particularly impressive, but when hundreds of them combined, even a peak condensation core cultivator could barely withstand for more than a moment or two before being blasted to pieces.

H Elder was confident in his artifact. Even if he couldn't kill that detestable sect master, trapping him temporarily would be no problem.

He flashed through the air and arrived at a room in the center of the manor within moments. The room was about ten feet square, empty inside except for intricate patterns on its surface, resembling a complex array.

This wasn't the ancient prohibition array.

Ancient cultivators had astonishing abilities; they could create arrays that gathered fire, but even with their immense power, it was impossible to make such an array so small.

This room contained only a part of the array—the central array eye. H Elder had plotted his revenge for centuries and thoroughly studied this array. With one glance, he understood its workings completely. A cruel expression flashed in his eyes as he reached out and tapped his waist pouch.

Several magical flags flew up, along with seven or eight differently colored middle-grade crystal stones appearing in his hands.

Finally, a flash of light revealed a triangular array disc.

A loud rumbling echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. H Elder turned to see the bowl's surface emitting silver light. His face changed.

Lin Xuan was indeed clever; not only had he survived the lightning flames but also broken through the prohibition. This boy truly was an heroic youth, but unfortunately, he stood in his way. The bowl wasn't easily breached. Even if it eventually broke free from the prohibition, the explosion of the ancient prohibition array would claim him as a sacrifice to Spirit Herb Mountain.

With this thought, H Elder sneered. He placed several middle-grade crystal stones at the center of the array and cast a spell.

"Woo woo."

A slightly muffled sound entered his ears. The solid surface suddenly became like soft marshland. The crystal stones sank in, only their tips remaining visible.

The array began to emit faint red light.

H Elder extended his finger and tapped a green magical flag floating before him.

After the flag's disappearance, he repeated this process, setting up other magical flags.

"Boom."

Just as H Elder was fully focused on setting up the flags, a thunderous explosion echoed in his ears. He froze, then raised his head with a look of shock.

No.

He instinctively rubbed his eyes and saw a silver hurricane rise from nowhere, connecting to the sky. The hurricane contained countless spinning wind blades, creating an impressive spectacle. His magical artifact for trapping demons had already shattered into countless pieces, falling to the ground.

"Pfft."

A mouthful of blood spewed out. This surprised Lin Xuan; he never expected that strange porcelain bowl was actually H Elder's life-bound treasure artifact.

After all, condensing a core was not easy, and a life-bound treasure artifact was one of the most precious things for cultivators—whether they were orthodox or evil. They usually chose powerful items primarily for attacks. Such side-path life-bound treasures were virtually unique.

Despite his surprise, Lin Xuan was delighted. He flicked his sleeves, and several silver wind blades shot out.

H Elder was naturally enraged. Taking a deep breath, he took out a talisman and pressed it to his chest, temporarily suppressing his injuries.

He reached out again, and the thick earth wall reappeared.

Just by delaying for a bit longer, he could continue setting up magical flags. Today was truly unlucky; after finally waiting for Fox Feathers to leave elsewhere, this good fortune had been ruined by Lin Xuan's brat.

"Boom." Dust flew as the earth wall shattered into pieces and returned to its original form of yellow cloth, now split into seven or eight parts. The artifact could block the drifting cloud and falling snow sword but faced the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring, it was only destroyed.
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Suddenly, Elder Hu's expression froze. Although he had realized that Fire Twin Rings were extraordinary, he never expected their power to be so extreme.

The yellow cloth did not look impressive at first glance, but it was actually a top-grade ancient treasure. In the past, it often achieved remarkable feats in battles with others. Unexpectedly, it was destroyed by the opponent just after one exchange of blows.

His gaze met Lin Xuan's, and Elder Hu felt a chill run down his spine as he raised his hand, sending out several dozen talismans that transformed into various colored light orbs, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Ordinary condensation core cultivators rarely carried talismans. However, this Elder Hu was cunning; while lower-grade spirit talismans might not match the power of a treasure artifact, they were extremely useful, especially for escape, where they could create unexpected advantages.

Though these talismans couldn't harm Lin Xuan, at least they would slightly impede him.

The transformation of the forbidden grand array was complete. No matter how powerful this young master was, he could only watch helplessly as Spirit Medicine Mountain was destroyed.

Elder Hu's eyes gleamed with a cruel satisfaction as he heard the explosive sounds behind him. Despite his urgency to escape, he couldn't resist turning around for a glance. This look changed his expression dramatically.

Behind him, light flashed wildly and an overwhelming wave of energy erupted. Lin Xuan didn’t deploy any defensive measures but pursued him boldly.

It was because both the ancient shield and the protective barrier would slow down his flight. Lin Xuan wanted to kill this enemy without using such means.

The eight talismans he had released were all fire and lightning attributes, with four transforming into over a hundred fist-sized red fire ants, while the rest turned into golden lightning bolts, viciously rushing towards him. Their combined power was comparable to a condensation core cultivator at the peak of their cultivation using a refined treasure artifact for a full attack.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed. The Ice Fire Twin Rings whirled around him ceaselessly, and he flicked two hand seals. With a sharp command: "Quickly!"

Silver light flashed, one of the rings abruptly stopped. Spirit energy flowed, instantly turning it a vivid red.

Spinning rapidly, this ring grew several times larger, spewing out fiery flames that met the aggressive fire ants. The ants quickly showed signs of fear and were soon assimilated by the true fire from the ring.

Five elements magic; if the attributes matched, the stronger one would prevail. Lin Xuan had crafted this treasure using Southward Bright Departure Fire, a miraculous substance.

Though his spirit energy was insufficient, in terms of quality, this fire did not fall short of the old monsters' infant fires. Tiny fire ant talismans were no match for it.

On the other side, golden lightning also appeared.

Lin Xuan ignored them, but in front of him, a fiery sea suddenly transformed into several grotesque creatures resembling giant toads from the mortal world. Opening their mouths, they spat out thick flames as wide as an arm. Lightning and fire clashed briefly; the red quickly gained the upper hand.

The entire process was lightning-fast, yet Lin Xuan's flight did not pause. Silver light flashed before Elder Hu’s eyes, and Lin Xuan appeared right in front of him.

This time, even with his vast cunning, he felt panic rising within him.

His various techniques were clearly no match for Lin Xuan. He hadn’t expected this young man to be so formidable.

Fight? Not a match.
Run? It seemed there was no way out.

Elder Hu opened his mouth, trying to use smooth talk, but his only hope now lay in his eloquent tongue. Unfortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't easily fooled.

He had already seen through Elder Hu’s true nature and had no patience for his words.

Clenching his fist, he channeled all his spirit energy into the dancing treasure rings, which began to emit a silver glow. However, this was followed by an avalanche of ice and snow.

"No… impossible, a bi-elemental treasure artifact, how can you have…"

If it had been panic before, now Elder Hu’s eyes revealed a madness as he approached collapse. He was not only highly skilled but also well-traveled.

Bi-elemental treasure artifacts?

These were not the domain of ordinary cultivators; could this young master be…

As the saying goes, fear can drive one to self-deception. If it had been an ignorant brute, despite his fear, he might have mustered enough courage to fight back. However, Elder Hu's downfall lay in his extensive knowledge.

Could the Ice Fire Twin Rings belong to a senior at the separation stage who was playing the role of a simpleton?

According to common sense, late-stage infant immortals should be the pinnacle of this world. But it was said that reaching the separation stage required enduring three minor heavenly tribulations.

If these seniors couldn't make it, they would choose to remain in this world, often keeping a low profile and going unnoticed.

Thinking about how Lin Xuan had only been at the foundation establishment stage for such a short time, yet he had condensed his golden core and possessed unparalleled techniques. With mid-stage cultivation, he easily outmatched Elder Hu, who was at the peak of his abilities.

This defied common sense.

But if he were indeed a senior at the separation stage, all this would make perfect sense…

With this thought, Elder Hu's heart turned cold, losing any will to fight. Kneeling down, he began to bang his head on the ground: "Senior, spare my life! Senior, spare my life! This is all a misunderstanding; I dare not offend your majesty…"

Lin Xuan was stunned. Though shrewd, he couldn’t immediately understand what Elder Hu was up to. If this performance was meant to make him underestimate his opponent, it seemed excessive. Moreover, Lin Xuan noticed fear in his eyes.

This man had been biding his time and潜伏在灵药山数百年，还混到了执法长老这样的高位。说他是枭雄也不为过，难道他这么胆小？

看着他的表情，除了恐惧，还有讨好的意味，让林轩更加摸不着头脑了。不过他也无心深究，当作这家伙神经失常好了。

右手一掐，指尖飞出一片光霞，没入身前的银环后，附近的雪花变得越来越密集。

“去！”

林 Xuan 一点指，这些雪花旋转聚在一起，一头威武的冰雪恶蛟出现了，张开大口狠狠地咬向对方。
第三卷 幽州乱 第五百三十四章 针尖对麦芒

"Senior, please spare my life..."

Elder Hu's face was filled with terror. However, due to his earlier foolishness, he had already lost the initiative. At this moment, even if he wanted to resist, it was too late.

The ice and snow enveloped him, as if his very soul was frozen. His consciousness gradually faded, leaving a look of fear on his face before turning into an icy corpse. Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, with no hint of surprise or joy. He flicked his fingers, and several streaks of blue swordlight appeared, shattering the ice man into pieces.

Only a small bag remained in the sky. Lin Xuan casually grabbed it.

With his divine sense probing inside, an ornate box and a jade cylinder flew out. Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly as a hint of excitement flashed in his eyes.

He pressed the jade cylinder to his forehead and flicked his fingers again, opening the box. A snow-white pill came into view. Yes, this was exactly what he had come for.

Lin Xuan glanced at the storage bag but didn't have time to examine what the unlucky soul left behind. He turned around and flew back to his room.

On the ground, countless patterns crisscrossed. Lin Xuan immediately recognized them as a complex array. His expression darkened as he released his divine sense. Soon, heavy gloom covered his brows.

The forbidden array had been tampered with by the other party. Flames churned violently below, surging upward with abundant fire essence. Although Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure if it would explode, the situation was clearly dire!

Boom!

A few minutes later, a tremendous noise came from underground. Though not deafening, it certainly shook one's heart and soul! Lin Xuan couldn't stay here any longer but wanted to resolve the crisis of the spirit medicine. However, the array was too complex for him to tamper with recklessly.

Regardless, his own life was most important. He had no intention of sacrificing himself. After a while, he would send an audio message to Old Monster Xu.

With this thought, Lin Xuan flicked and turned into a green glow, transforming into a streak of light to return. But then he remembered something and raised his right hand slightly.

Puff...

A dull sound echoed as the golden giant hand exploded, retransforming into dazzling golden flames. The flames shrank back into a golden talisman.

Lin Xuan stored it in his storage bag; this treasure was extraordinary.

Looking up, Lin Xuan examined the huge ghostly hand above him. Without its master's control, the spirit talisman naturally lost its previous majesty.

This was one of the Ten Great Evil Talismans.

But Lin Xuan had no qualms about using it. He only valued its sharp powers. Reaching out, he summoned the ghost hand, which turned into grayish-black spirit flames before reverting to a sinister-looking talisman.

Lin Xuan carefully put it away and thought of another idea. Although Elder Hu was cunning, he was still an orthodox cultivator. Lin Xuan, on the other hand, excelled in ghostly techniques. Using this spirit talisman would surely increase its power. With this thought, a smile appeared on his lips but quickly faded.

Just as he had hesitated for a moment, the situation worsened dramatically. The ground shook violently, and some of the earth's fire began to spew out. The temperature around him continued to rise, causing nearby plants to ignite.

Lin Xuan swiftly turned, releasing a cloud of ghostly mist. In this situation, it was better to use the遁术from the Dark Magic Art.

Soon, a large cloud enveloped him as he transformed into a black streak of light, flying full speed toward his path.

As he flew, Lin Xuan regretted his actions. Even a wise person can make one mistake in a thousand. He had been meticulous with everything but had just acted hastily and killed Elder Hu too quickly.

The other party could sneakily arrive at the treasure hall; they must have known some secret passage. If he had left him alive, he could have used Soul-Scouring Techniques to search his mind for clues. Escaping would be much easier now.

Lin Xuan felt a bit frustrated but quickly put aside these emotions. Since he had already passed through once, the journey was smoother.

Soon, the poisonous river appeared before him. Lin Xuan dived into it without slowing down.

After flying for a while, the aura of spiritual energy in front suddenly became violent, like thunderous roars constantly echoing in his ears. Lin Xuan stopped and raised an eyebrow, looking somewhat surprised.

Could it be that Fairy Peacock and that puppet hadn't separated? Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated between anger and worry. It was impossible; though the puppet was a creation from ancient times, it was merely a clay or wooden figure with only early-stage元婴 cultivation. With Fairy Peacock's power, she couldn't have been dragged into this for so long.

Lin Xuan wasn't worried about the transformed entity but knew that if either of them got hurt, he would also be affected by their perilous situation.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. His expression softened as he saw what was ahead.

"Turns out it's him."

Several hundred feet ahead, two figures were engaged in a fierce battle. One figure was graceful and beautiful, emitting vibrant multicolored light. The other, a hulking one-eyed old man surrounded by dense purple mist—Ding Qing, Elder Xu.

Not far away, Lin Xuan saw the remnants of Gaya. This terrifying puppet monster had been shattered into pieces.

Fairy Peacock's figure was elusive, while her brows were raised in anger. The battle with Gaya had taken a lot of effort. After finally resolving that ancient entity, she faced an early-stage元婴 cultivator who attacked without provocation.

Fairy Peacock wasn't one to be trifled with; she unleashed all her treasures and fought head-on. After several rounds, she was not at a disadvantage but grew increasingly anxious and angry. This old man was also in the middle stage of元婴 cultivation. Though he didn't fear him, winning seemed unlikely. However, the blood参's effects were limited; he only had an hour.

This was one issue. The other was that Lin Xuan had been gone for a long time; he wasn't sure if he could handle the dangers ahead. If that young man got hurt, he wouldn't be able to obtain the Jingyang Divine Pill either. He hated this old man's relentless pursuit.

Fairy Peacock continuously used secret techniques but knew she had already expended too much妖力 in her battle with Gaya. Elder Xu Ding Qing's powers were formidable; they maintained a stalemate.

Furious, Fairy Peacock gritted her teeth. She didn't know that Elder Xu Ding Qing was equally anxious inside.
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Ding Qing, one of the two core婴 cultivators in their sect, naturally knew that this treasure cache was protected by three layers of perilous obstacles over thousands of years without any mishaps.

However, just as he was practicing in his cave dwelling, a sudden mental disturbance jolted him. At their level of cultivation, while they couldn't predict the future, premonitions were still incredibly accurate.

That was the sect's most important secret; Ding Qing could not afford to be careless. Without hesitation, he went alone to the treasure hall, hoping it was just his overactive imagination.

To his surprise, there were intruders, and their power was off the charts—mid-stage transformed beasts. Ding Qing's eyes nearly popped out of his head as they clashed, each displaying their divine techniques in a fierce battle.

Just when things heated up, a deep rumbling sound echoed from underground, causing the ground to shake violently and the temperature to rise sharply. The fairy phoenix maiden merely felt strange, but Old Monster Ding's face turned pale with venomous eyes: "There are companions?"

The fairy phoenix maiden was taken aback, unsure why her opponent knew this. With her proud nature, she refused to answer, raising a delicate eyebrow without saying anything.

Ding Qing was seething with rage; it wasn't just about the rudeness but his growing anxiety. The situation seemed dire—perhaps that ancient array had malfunctioned?

Though he didn't understand Hu Elder's scheme, he knew how crucial this array was for their sect and couldn't afford any mistakes.

Both wanted to break free from each other’s纠缠, making the situation more complex.

Zzzzt…

A colorful, tangible light burst from the fairy phoenix maiden's body, accompanied by a hissing sound like electricity.

On the opposite side, Ding Qing didn't back down. A fierce expression appeared on his face as he struck his head and an ancient-looking treasure flew out of his mouth.

At first glance, it looked like a book scroll—something usually favored by scholars. However, upon closer inspection, this book was quite different.

Rujia cultivation techniques were vast and righteous but emphasized subtle attacks that left no trace on the enemy. Thus, they lacked any aggressive aura.

But when this golden scroll appeared, it instantly filled the air with an intense, mournful killing intent, making one's skin crawl. Even ordinary weapons like swords or spears paled in comparison.

This was Ding Qing’s core treasure; he had nurtured it since condensation stage, so its presence was formidable.

The fairy phoenix maiden didn't back down either. She opened her mouth and expelled a translucent, crystal-like pearl the size of a dragon's eye—her妖丹!

What this meant for transformed beasts was obvious to everyone. Both were clearly desperate, ready to unleash their ultimate techniques and fight to the death.

Demon winds clashed in the air, the sheer force of which could kill a Foundation Establishment cultivator just by its presence.

In the demon clouds, Lin Xuan licked his lips, feeling slightly parched. Such intense battles weren't something he saw every day.

Watching from the sidelines would be beneficial for his future cultivation, but soon, Lin Xuan dismissed this thought.

There were priorities, and Lin Xuan wasn’t a naive young man.

They stood facing each other, neither showing themselves, but Lin Xuan couldn't let this fight continue.

With a mental command, the demon clouds surged forward.

Covering several hundred feet in an instant, the fairy phoenix maiden raised her eyebrows, seeing Lin Xuan. A look of joy appeared on her face: "Lin..."

Although she was proud, she wasn’t dumb; she quickly stopped herself from finishing that sentence, remembering that he was the sect’s junior leader and mustn't reveal his identity.

However, this action revealed a flaw. Fortunately, Ding Qing didn’t notice it—too busy with his own matters.

As the fairy phoenix maiden rejoiced, a fiery light shot out of the demon clouds.

Ding Qing paused but instinctively reached out, catching the light in his palm.

It was a sound transmission talisman!

After some hesitation, he injected his divine sense into it.

Soon, his face turned grave as he released his divine sense. The demon clouds were indeed mysterious, but an中期 core cultivator could still detect them.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan had already used the Heaven Demon Mimicry technique; what he saw was a strange yellow-faced cultivator.

Unfamiliar though they might be, Ding Qing couldn't ignore the message in the sound transmission. Better to assume it was true than false. He glared at the female beast and transformed into a streak of light, flying forward.

The fairy phoenix maiden was taken aback; she wanted to run but instinctively tried to cast a secret technique. Lin Xuan's voice reached her ear: "Fairy, stop. I've already retrieved the treasure. Why continue this pointless struggle?"

Seeing Ding Qing return safely earlier, the fairy phoenix maiden had guessed he might have succeeded. Hearing his words now, she was overjoyed and stopped, realizing their goal had been achieved.

Taking advantage of this momentary pause, Ding Qing's transformed light vanished into the fog.

Lin Xuan’s expression relaxed; it was fortunate they hadn’t arrived too late. The consequences could have been dire otherwise.

"Did you really get the spirit pill?"

"Of course." Lin Xuan retracted the demon clouds and smiled reassuringly at the fairy phoenix maiden before frowning, looking around: "This place is dangerous. Let's discuss this outside."

"Agreed," she nodded. The shaking ground made her uneasy; after a lesson, even this proud beast lord wasn’t as arrogant.

Both transformed into streaks of light, flying forward quickly. They passed through the blood-red illusionary fog with some delay but soon exited the treasure hall.

It was noon, and the sun shone brightly in clear skies. Unfortunately, the scene on Spirit Medicine Mountain was not good.

After the ancient array's destruction, the ground fires became more active. Outside, the earth shook violently, and animals fled in panic.

"What’s happening?" The fairy phoenix maiden looked puzzled. Typically, such a sect would have various prohibitions to prevent natural disasters like earthquakes or landslides, but here…

The ground trembled so intensely that the energy was chaotic, especially fire energy, which was extremely violent. Yet, there seemed to be no external threat or sign of an emerging treasure.

Her gaze drifted towards Lin Xuan, wondering if he knew more.

Lin Xuan didn’t answer; he was also worried. Ding Qing should have reached the manor by now, but would his abilities be enough to save Spirit Medicine Mountain from this crisis?
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Chapter 536: Disciplinary Hall Disciple

Lin Xuan's thoughts were interrupted as several streaks of light suddenly flew in from afar. He raised his head and scanned with his Inner Vision.

A group of unfamiliar cultivators had appeared, but upon closer inspection, they all seemed to be fellow sect members. There were more than a dozen of them.

Leading the group was an elderly man at the mid-Condensation Core stage. The rest also possessed cultivation levels above late Foundation Establishment.

They were elite indeed.

After altering the ancient array, Hu's treacherous actions had caused numerous anomalies in the area for several miles around. The entire Spirit Medicine Mountain was trembling continuously.

The cultivators were alarmed and initially thought they had encountered an external enemy. They hastily activated their sect’s protective arrays and sent out their disciples to fight.

But amidst the vast wilderness, there was no trace of any enemies.

They first breathed a sigh of relief but then grew anxious again as the anomalies showed no signs of stopping.

Now everyone was panicking.

Since Senior Dharma Master Tongyu wasn't present, they hurriedly sought advice from Senior Dharma Uncle Xu. However, when the remaining three Disciplinary Hall Elders arrived at his cave abode, it was empty.

The three exchanged glances. Hu Senior had vanished without a trace, and now even their senior uncle...

A foreboding feeling arose in their minds. After consulting briefly, they decided to keep this news under wraps.

They didn't believe that the old monster at the Core Formation stage would meet with any trouble, but his mysterious disappearance must have its reasons. With the entire sect in chaos, if the disciples learned of this, things could spiral out of control.

The tens of thousands of disciples on Spirit Medicine Mountain had risen to become Disciplinary Hall Elders due to their high cultivation and adept handling of emergencies. Thus, they kept this news hidden while issuing false commands from Senior Dharma Uncle Xu, instructing all disciples to return to their posts and remain vigilant. Although no external enemies were detected, the Disciplinary Hall’s members spread out in search of any signs.

Their actions proved very appropriate given the current situation.

The Disciplinary Hall was a unique organization within the sect, akin to personal guards. Normally, it was led by the Sect Master personally, responsible for enforcing laws and regulations. The disciples within were more powerful than others due to their high cultivation levels and abilities. Lin Xuan now saw a patrol of Disciplinary Hall cultivators.

Leading the group was Elder Ma, who was over four hundred years old and had considerable experience in the sect. His face was somewhat pale. As they say, age brings wisdom; even though the three Disciplinary Elders had issued false commands, these old fellows were astute enough to sense that things weren't as simple.

With such a significant change, the Sect Master wasn’t present, and Senior Dharma Uncle Xu wouldn’t appear unless...

Although this was just his guess, he felt increasingly agitated.

Nevertheless, orders from above must be followed. As he led a group of disciples westward in search, two figures—male and female—caught his eye.

Elder Ma was overjoyed; there were indeed external enemies. His reaction wasn’t strange given that people fear the unknown most. Once they found the source of the anomaly, their minds would be at ease.

Capturing these two individuals might reveal the origin of the anomalies.

However, when Elder Ma’s mental probe revealed the true nature of the situation, his heart sank. The male cultivator exuding demonic aura was one thing, but the beautiful woman was a mid-Transformation Stage demon.

Even if Senior Dharma Uncle Xu were here, it would be a close match. He dared not attempt to take on such odds.

Elder Ma wasn’t cowardly; despite being frightened, he reacted swiftly. He raised his right hand and shot out a fiery light from his sleeve while muttering something urgently. His disciples scattered immediately.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was faster. Not wanting to engage with sect members, Lin Xuan didn't allow Elder Ma to send a message. With a flick of his fingers, a blue sword streaked out.

A sharp sound echoed as the message turned into sparks.

The Fairy Phoenix frowned and prepared to act. Lin Xuan hurriedly sent a mental message: "Fairy, please be lenient. Just subdue them."

If he didn’t intervene, this beautiful demon might unleash carnage.

Given her nature, she would have acted on impulse, but recently, they had shared hardships together, so he couldn't offend her.

He changed his hand gesture from grabbing to pointing. Blue demonic energy materialized into a strange blue chain.

"Quickly!"

With a light command from the Fairy Phoenix, the chains snaked like venomous snakes towards several Spirit Medicine Mountain disciples.

While late Foundation Establishment cultivators might be powerful, they had no chance against mid-Transformation Stage attacks.

One by one, their faces showed fear as they were bound without any means of defense.

Elder Ma was slightly better. As a Condensation Core cultivator, he was still unwilling to surrender. Opening his mouth, an jade ruler shot out; it seemed to be his personal treasure.

Seeing the chains approaching, Elder Ma pointed and the jade ruler emitted a bright light, transforming into a green leopard with two wings.

This transformation wasn’t bad, but the Fairy Phoenix’s face remained full of mockery. Without any action from her, the chain shattered suddenly.

Elder Ma was stunned as he saw the demon energy reassemble into a large blue net, covering him and the leopard inside.

Panicked, Elder Ma summoned all his power, and the leopard opened its blood-red mouth to spew fireballs.

But it was futile. The net was too solid; all attacks were in vain.

With a swift motion, Lin Xuan’s mental probe revealed that everyone had merely fainted. He thanked the Fairy Phoenix: "Thank you."

"No need," she nodded. "I promised you back then."

Lin Xuan smiled. In truth, he only did his best and left the rest to fate. Even if the Fairy Phoenix hadn’t intervened, he wouldn’t have sought revenge for these unfortunate disciples.

His own life was most important.

Of course, Spirit Medicine Mountain had treated him well, so in exchange for not harming their interests, Lin Xuan would look after them as a duty of his position as the young master.

With this thought, his trembling intensified. Lin Xuan’s expression changed: "Fairy, no more talk. Let's leave."

He knew they needed to act quickly before any further complications arose.
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Good!"

The Fairy Peacock naturally had no objections. Each of them used their own divine techniques, and their遁光 was as if they were not there at all, quietly and swiftly retreating from the mountain.

At this moment, Spirit Medicine Mountain was in chaos, but not to the point of utter disorder. The two did not expend much effort and successfully arrived outside the mountain gate.

Lin Xuan turned his head to look back at the majestic mountain. The strange phenomena had not stopped; instead, they seemed to intensify further. He wondered if Elder Dugu could handle this crisis.

Though he was a bit worried, he had done what he could. Lin Xuan did not plan on adding unnecessary complications. If the earth fire really exploded, even though it wasn't at the center of the disaster, it would still be affected. With that thought, his expression darkened, and his遁光 sped up by another three percent.

Without stopping for a moment, after several hours, they had already reached a place a thousand miles away.

Of course, the Snow参丸 had long lost its effect, and the latter part of the journey was carried out by Lin Xuan with Fairy Peacock.

This was a desolate wilderness, uninhabited. Only a few hills about a hundred meters high scattered around. A streak of green lightning appeared in the distance on the horizon. Fairy Peacock's black aura had vanished from her brows, and her skin was as white as jade, tinged with a faint red. Her complexion was so good that she must have fully recovered.

Around her, colorful spiritual light flowed, forming a transparent barrier that protected her. More strangely, there were dozens of golden runes the size of fists on this light screen.

A pure demonic power rose into the sky but carried the sound of Buddhist chanting.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before his expression turned to understanding. Though Fairy Peacock was a bird demon, she inherited from an ancient divine bird.

The Great King of Peacock!

This bird's power surpassed even the Golden Immortal Realm, making it a sacred bird in Buddhism. Thus, while Fairy Peacock was a demon cultivator, her cultivation methods were somewhat similar to Buddhist cultivation.

As seven-color treasure light continued to flow, Buddhist chanting and demonic energy intermingled. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow as he saw this strange scene. Could it be...

At that moment, Fairy Peacock opened her eyes, but not the usual two. It was a fine slit on her forehead.

Third Eye!

Inside were silver pupils, beautiful yet slightly eerie.

Her hands began to form hand seals, changing continuously. Though the movements seemed slow, they left behind tangible afterimages. Each arm's posture was different, resembling the Thousand-Handed Guanyin in Buddhism.

As Fairy Peacock moved, countless spiritual energy points appeared in space and were absorbed into her body one by one.

The process was short, lasting only as long as a cup of tea. Then, all the strange phenomena vanished.

Fairy Peacock took a deep breath, smiling with boundless joy on her face. They say that a day without seeing each other is like three autumns apart, but this phrase could not describe the dramatic changes in Fairy Peacock's life.

She was still the same person, but her aura had changed completely. Lin Xuan had never seen the Extreme Demon Sovereign, but judging by Fairy Peacock's current state, she might be on par with the top cultivator of Youzhou.

The divine light receded as he looked at the woman before him, a touch of envy flashing in his eyes. He clasped his hands and said, "Congratulations to you for recovering and advancing."

"Friend Lin, there is no need for such courtesy. I am grateful for your help," Fairy Peacock gently raised her hand, showing a close expression.

"I." In reality, Lin Xuan had already guessed the outcome but deliberately showed confusion on his face. It was better to act dumb when necessary; a smart person should not take credit in this situation.

"Indeed, without your Divine Yang Spirit Pill, I would have perished long ago and never reached the peak of mid-transformation," Fairy Peacock looked at him with a mix of joy and anger.

This was indeed a stroke of luck. The Divine Yang Spirit Pill was an ancient divine medicine that could almost bring the dead back to life for demons, but its effects were limited to healing injuries. It had never been heard of before as a means to enhance one's power or break through barriers. Fairy Peacock's advancement was due to sheer chance.

Her injury was unusual; she had been attacked by several human Golden Core cultivators, outnumbered and outmatched. She had received a direct hit from the True Void Immortal's treasure artifact. Although her powerful demon body helped, the injuries were severe.

Recovery would take time but not be impossible. The real problem arose when to escape, she used an internal forbidden technique of her clan, breaking through space and summoning the Great King of Peacock's divine power.

While this allowed her to escape from danger and turn crisis into safety, it also sowed a great隐患.

The Great King's strength was too overwhelming. Part of it remained in Fairy Peacock’s body, unable to be released, slowly dissolving with her true essence. This process would take decades or even centuries before she could see results, likely consuming a century of her lifespan.

During this time, her cultivation would not recover. With only Golden Core stage cultivation in such a chaotic world, it was perilous indeed. That was why Fairy Peacock had endured the humiliation and waited patiently to seek out Lin Xuan for the Divine Yang Spirit Pill.

Now that she had achieved her goal, the effects of the pill were even better than expected. The injuries inflicted by the True Void Immortal's covert attack had fully healed. The most remarkable thing was that the residual divine power from the Great King was not released but transformed and perfectly absorbed through the medicinal power.

With all her injuries healed and bolstered by celestial divine power, Fairy Peacock was elated to find that her cultivation had soared significantly. The bottleneck in front of her was easily bypassed.

She had only recently advanced to mid-transformation, and this unexpected good fortune had brought her to the peak of mid-transformation.

The joy in her heart was obvious. At its root, it was due to Lin Xuan's relationship. Given Fairy Peacock’s proud nature, she found him exceptionally pleasing.

Lin Xuan listened as the female cultivator explained everything and was amazed. Frankly speaking, this outcome was beyond his wildest expectations.

But after a moment of thought, he felt even more joy. Now that he had turned enemies into allies with Fairy Peacock, their relationship was unlike any other. The higher her cultivation, the safer he seemed to be.

She was an invaluable ally who could match the Extreme Demon Sovereign.

Moreover, his flattery was for something in return, and now it seemed he had more chances of success.

"Your words are too kind; these are my own opportunities," Lin Xuan smiled as he shook his head.

Fairy Peacock did not say much. A great favor does not require gratitude. If she had advanced at her usual pace, reaching the peak of mid-transformation would have taken countless years and efforts. She would remember this debt.

"By the way, Fairy, there are spiritual light restraints in my body..."

Note: Sorry for only one chapter today; I had something to attend to in the afternoon.
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Lady Phoenix naturally wasn't one to break her word. And after this unexpected promotion, she was filled with gratitude towards Lin Xuan. However, when she spoke these words, her expression was extremely odd, and her eyes darted around nervously. Lin Xuan noticed the subtle reactions in his heart.

"Then it's a trouble for you, Lady Phoenix."

"Alright... Alright."

A light flush appeared on Lady Phoenix's beautiful face as if a small deer leaped inside her chest. This time, she really had trapped herself.

For a妖修, one's本命灵光 was second only to their妖丹. Removing the restrictions within it wasn't something that could be done easily; it required a set of rituals.

Though not overly complicated, there were many inconveniences due to the nature of such rituals. They involved two people kissing and transferring Lady Phoenix’s妖丹 into Lin Xuan's mouth before using secret methods to remove the restrictions from her灵光.

The ambiguity of this process made Lady Phoenix extremely uncomfortable.

If only she had known it would turn out like this!

But one couldn't say that either. When they first met, there was still a clear adversarial relationship between them. At that time, Lady Phoenix was injured, and although Lin Xuan's cultivation was far inferior to hers, his various supernatural techniques were extraordinary. In the heat of the moment, Lady Phoenix had no choice but to use her本命灵光.

Firstly, at that time, there was no other option; she hadn't thought much about it. Secondly, in the world of cultivation, the law of the jungle applied, and promises were conditional. Despite her pride, Lady Phoenix wasn’t overly rigid. Using some deceitful tactics against an enemy was not excessive.

Back then, she had said all sorts of flattering things but never truly intended to help Lin Xuan remove the restrictions, thus avoiding this awkward and sensual situation...

But who would have thought that the situation would turn out so differently?

Lady Phoenix bit her pearl-like teeth, a mix of shyness and determination in her eyes. Suddenly, she raised her moon-white arm and waved it, forming a hand seal.

She opened her lips slightly, exhaling a fragrant mist. Lin Xuan was taken aback but didn’t have time to dodge as they were only an arm's length apart.

"Lady Phoenix..."

Lin Xuan regretted deeply, feeling both fear and anger. He thought she intended to harm him. The pinkish mist had already enveloped his body, sweet and delightful, but he couldn't move a single finger.

Lin Xuan’s expression was grim. What kind of technique was this? Although he had refined the Green Illusion Mystic Fire, it wasn’t invincible against common poisons, yet this fragrant mist seemed to have dual effects on both physical and spiritual realms.

He was alarmed; despite his unprepared state, Lady Phoenix's strength after her promotion far surpassed what she had been like before.

A single mistake could cost him everything. Would he really fall here?

Lin Xuan thought with a sense of sorrow but wouldn’t give up until the very end. He quickly dismissed such thoughts and looked at the female妖修 in front of him, his mind racing to find an escape plan.

However, this look only confused Lin Xuan further. Lady Phoenix’s face was flushed red; she showed no signs of aggression, instead looking extremely shy.

This left Lin Xuan utterly bewildered, unable to understand what was happening.

In reality, Lady Phoenix’s actions were a last resort. Rather than explaining everything and having Lin Xuan cooperate, she felt it would be less awkward if she took the initiative.

Thus, she acted unexpectedly, temporarily sealing Lin Xuan's movements.

With her decision made, Lady Phoenix didn’t waste any time. She moved gracefully to stand beside Lin Xuan. They were now very close, within half a foot of each other, their breaths mingling.

Although her true form was that of a phoenix, as an advanced-stage transformed being, she had the body structure and charm of a beautiful human woman.

Her eyes were like autumn water, her figure delicate and alluring. Lin Xuan could sense something strange, making his thoughts even more complex.

He had just thought he might be in for some misfortune but now felt he was about to have great fortune. The sudden change from hell to heaven left him disoriented; the twists and turns of life were truly beyond comprehension.

Lady Phoenix looked at Lin Xuan with a gaze that seemed to contain countless words, but her expression was just a fleeting glance before she closed her eyes. She lifted her foot slightly and wrapped her arm around his neck, leaning in for a kiss.

Boom!

Lin Xuan’s mind went blank as if hit by a powerful spell, his thoughts shattered into pieces. The sensation was unprecedented yet exhilarating.

Fragrant Kiss!

One city!

Breathing like a lily, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but think that his first kiss would be in such a compromising situation. He didn't care whether the woman in his arms was a妖修 or human; he just wanted to hold her tightly and savor the pleasure.

However, there was also a strange restriction from the fragrant mist.

Lin Xuan's golden core churned nonstop as pure spiritual energy gathered like peeling threads. Without using Inner Vision, Lin Xuan could see that his golden core soon became enveloped by this spiritual energy, growing into a green cocoon.

But in no time, the cocoon began to change again.

A small black mist flew from somewhere and emitted a sound before separating into countless thin black strands, wrapping around the golden core.

Soon, another layer was added.

The cocoon grew larger, turning pure black. But at this moment, something strange happened. The green spiritual energy came from the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, a purely Daoist method of cultivation.

Meanwhile, these black threads were genuine spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan knew how to convert different types of spiritual energy, but yin and yang were like water and fire; they couldn’t coexist. In other words, he could use the Nine Heavens Profound Technique or the Dark Magic Essence, but not both simultaneously.

But now, something strange was happening. The two opposing energies enveloped his golden core as if competing for dominance.

Inside the black cocoon, green spiritual light continuously seeped out, interweaving with each other in a fierce struggle.

After some time, the colors began to merge, blending yin and yang into an odd shade of green with hints of black.

The balance between yin and yang was restored, and this new energy was absorbed by Lin Xuan's golden core. His dantian felt warm as磅礴 spiritual energy surged through his body, filling him with a sense of well-being.

The process of refining the body and spirit again had taken place in an instant.

In the way of immortals, cultivation was difficult; apart from talent, one needed good fortune. Especially when facing bottlenecks, such as breaking through to condensation stage, there were no set rules.

Some people struggled for a hundred years without progress but then suddenly broke through due to something trivial.

Such trivial matters could be anything—walking, fighting, eating, or even waking up... Anything was possible.

Lin Xuan's situation now was similar, with an unusually thick layer of good fortune. When he had been in the Qian Yin Mountains, he had advanced to condensation stage mid-term and originally needed at least three to five decades to reach the next level, even with Dan Pills as a boost.

But now, Lady Phoenix had removed his restrictions, and in his state of mindless confusion, Lin Xuan just wanted to break free from the fragrant mist's hold and embrace the woman before him.

His thoughts were simple but effective. By focusing on one thing, he suddenly understood the emptiness of his heart, reaching a state where form was essence, a supreme realm.

This allowed him to make rapid progress without causing any strange mutations in his body’s yin and yang energies, advancing directly to condensation stage post.

Misfortune can turn into good fortune. Lin Xuan never expected such an outcome.

The shocking changes within his body left Lin Xuan momentarily unable to comprehend them. But as he struggled against the fragrant mist, he felt a tingling sensation in his fingers gradually fade away.

"Am I able to move again..."
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Lin Xuan was overjoyed, but his mind remained foggy. Despite his tenacious personality, Lin Xuan's age by secular standards wasn't considered young. However, as a cultivator, he had never encountered such situations.

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lingxian had always pursued the Heavenly Dao, and other matters were never a concern to him.

But today’s events happened too quickly and suddenly, leaving no time for preparation. It was natural that he would be flustered.

The Peacock Fairy wasn't an ordinary妖修; she possessed the bloodline of a celestial beast, and her formidable strength was admirable. The preciousness of the妖丹 was obvious.

However, it was just that Lin Xuan had never harbored such thoughts before. But now, this unexpected benefit ignited his greed. Sensing the解除禁制, Lin Xuan immediately struck out with a palm strike.

The Peacock Fairy was shocked. This illusory mist was one of her innate abilities; after advancing to the peak of中期化形, she had mastered it fully. Although she feared hurting Lin Xuan and didn't use full power, he wasn’t easily fended off by a mid-stage凝丹 cultivator.

The sudden attack left the Peacock Fairy momentarily disoriented. She wasn't without the ability to retaliate; she just hadn't anticipated such a turn of events. However, one thing was certain—she hadn't expected Lingxian to flip so quickly.

Caught off guard, Lin Xuan's palm struck her shoulder. The Peacock Fairy was both shocked and angry. As a noble beast lord, she had never endured such humiliation before. Previously, she could command respect from other mid-stage化形妖兽, who wouldn’t dare be so disrespectful.

At this distance, with no defensive measures in place, the Peacock Fairy could easily reduce Lin Xuan to an irredeemable state with a mere flick of her fingers.

This was the first time he had faced such humiliation. The pride of a mid-stage化形妖兽 made the Peacock Fairy repeatedly consider ending his life, but she always managed to hold back at the last second.

For some reason, even though she was accustomed to wielding life and death, the Peacock Fairy found it difficult to bring herself to do so now.

However, Lingxian didn't realize he was in grave danger. This was the most perilous situation since his entry into the cultivation world.

Gradually, the Peacock Fairy sighed, realizing that Lin Xuan had misunderstood her intentions and refrained from a strong counterattack.

Thankfully, despite not fully understanding the situation, Lin Xuan wasn’t a fool; he didn't continue to attack. Otherwise, she might have become enraged and dismembered him.

After a moment, they stopped fighting and stood facing each other. Their eyes met, and Lin Xuan suddenly became lucid, breaking out in a cold sweat.

Just now, his actions had been driven by a momentary impulse. Now that he thought about it carefully, the Peacock Fairy's behavior was suspicious.

Though their interaction was brief, Lin Xuan still grasped most of her character traits.

This woman held herself in high regard and seemed anything but formidable.

Self-awareness was something Lin Xuan had; he wasn’t an元婴 cultivator. Even if he were, she was a mid-stage化形妖兽—how could he possibly defeat her?

In other words, no matter how he analyzed the situation, the Peacock Fairy was far stronger than him.

That meant there must be another reason for her offering to hand over her妖丹.

Recalling his earlier request to have her remove the禁制, Lin Xuan had a pretty good idea of what she wanted. Although he knew little about the妖族, he had heard from people in the marketplace that some of their禁制秘法 required specific rituals to be performed or undone.

These rituals often seemed incomprehensible to human cultivators…

Understanding the situation, Lin Xuan’s fear was palpable. The Peacock Fairy intended to remove the灵光禁制, but he had wanted to take her妖丹.

This realization made him wish he could slap himself.

Of course, his current state of mind wasn’t due to a betrayal; humans and妖族 weren't always on good terms. It didn’t matter if he took her妖丹 or did something even more egregious—what scared Lin Xuan was that he had offended the Peacock Fairy.

She wasn’t just an ordinary妖族; her strength intimidated him, and she was too powerful to provoke before her recent advancement.

This situation was akin to disturbing a sacred place.

Lin Xuan was terrified. If they were farther apart, perhaps hundreds of feet away, he might have a chance to escape with all his might. But now…

They were only a few feet apart. For mid-stage化形妖兽, this distance was negligible.

How could Lin Xuan escape? Compared to妖修, human bodies were inherently weak; she needed only a flick of her fingers to doom him.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he desperately searched for a way out. Even the wisest would eventually run out of options.

"Fair Lady, I…" Lin Xuan was at a loss for words. Despite his eloquence in the past, he now appeared dumbfounded.

The Peacock Fairy's expression was complex; her face alternated between red and white several times before she stared intently at Lin Xuan with a meaningful look.

Her gaze conveyed anger and warnings but also seemed to hold some deeper meaning. However, Lin Xuan dared not speculate further.

Still, he felt relieved that the Peacock Fairy had warned him, ensuring his safety for now.

He thanked the heavens as he prepared to gently release her. But before he could do so, the Peacock Fairy tightened her arm and pulled his head down slightly.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced; he was petrified, thinking his fate was sealed. However, he saw her close her eyes and take a deep breath.

This time, Lin Xuan didn’t dare move. He felt a sharp pain in his chest as the Peacock Fairy retrieved her妖丹.

Despite still being several feet apart, the Peacock Fairy’s hostility gradually subsided. She began to inhale and exhale pure妖气 while making ancient hand gestures.

Several golden符文, about the size of fists, flew from her fingertips and circled around before entering Lin Xuan's body through his back…
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This time, Lin Xuan was cooperating. The process of removing the restrictions went very smoothly as a result. After a moment, the Fairy Peacock withdrew her hand and retracted her head. Her face still retained its beautiful and alluring flush.

"Your restrictions have been lifted. The fairy has fulfilled her promise. We will meet again."

When she spoke these words, even the Fairy Peacock dared not look Lin Xuan in the eye. After finishing, she turned around, and a colorful spiritual light emerged, transforming into a dazzling rainbow that vanished without a trace.

Lin Xuan looked at the faint image of the fairy in the distance, his hand instinctively reaching out to touch his lips, as if still feeling the lingering fragrance.

He then let out a sigh of relief. The result was almost perfect. After such a harrowing experience, he could emerge unscathed; it seemed like he had been incredibly lucky.

The Fairy Peacock not only managed to keep her promise but also remembered it. This outcome was far beyond his expectations.

"Looks like my position in the fairy's heart is even higher than I imagined."

Lin Xuan smiled wryly, a mixture of amusement and self-deprecation on his face.

Just moments ago, he had narrowly escaped death, but his gains were significant. The residual primordial spirit light was one thing; with the restrictions lifted, all that remained were benefits. In the future, when he formed an immortal embryo, these would be immensely helpful.

This wasn't just one aspect of it. He also advanced in cultivation, entering the late-stage Essence Condensation period. Initially, Lin Xuan hadn't noticed his near-death experience; he wouldn't have cared about other changes.

But now that the Fairy Peacock had left, he could clearly see how different his current state was from before. The joy in his heart was beyond measure. As they say, those who survive great calamities are destined for good fortune. The ancients were not lying to me.

Wait a minute, there might be more than just that level up.

Lin Xuan used Inner Vision and saw the changes in his dantian. The originally pale green spiritual energy now had a hint of dark black. But it wasn't discolored; instead, it seemed deep and beautiful.

Lin Xuan felt the nature of this change, his expression turning strange. There was excitement, curiosity, but more than anything, anxiety.

After a moment's pause, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and slowly raised both hands, palms facing up.

With a snap, a red light ball about the size of a fist leaped out from his right palm, emitting a glaring light. The spiritual energy inside was extraordinary; it was none other than the supreme Daoist technique.

The light ball seemed to rise like the sun, then its surface shattered, revealing a small bird with sharp beak and claws circling above him.

This bird let out a clear cry, flying around Lin Xuan's head, looking incredibly beautiful.

At the same time, his left palm also changed. A small black mist seeped through the skin and violently churned before transforming into a strange snake with a single horn on its back and two wings.

The snake shot up to hover three feet above Lin Xuan’s head.

Clearly, this was related to the dark arts.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help showing signs of extreme joy. He shook both hands, breaking down the bird and snake into spiritual energy which he absorbed back into his body.

Three good things in one go! Such changes were unprecedented for Lin Xuan.

Previously, relying on Yin-Yang Art, although he could master both positive and negative techniques separately, it was limited to single use only. There was no叠加effect. But now, with the balance of yin and yang, he could simultaneously cast both positive and negative spells.

Don't underestimate this; his strength had increased significantly.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan calmed down. He flipped his left hand, revealing another storage bag. This was from the treasure hall where he killed that Hu surname spy. He was about to check what he had gained when suddenly, he seemed to remember something and his face turned extremely unpleasant.

"Damn it, how could I forget this?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself, running a hand through his hair as he looked in the direction the Fairy Peacock had retreated. His expression kept changing as he struggled with a decision.

To be honest, it was understandable why he forgot about this.

Initially, Lin Xuan already had Zhou's plan and thus flattered her, pleasing her interests to gain her favor. The goal was to have her help him after removing the spiritual light restrictions.

Everything seemed well-planned until fate took an unexpected turn. Lin Xuan never imagined that the process would be so... intimate.

Worse still, in his moment of weakness, he had indecently fondled this beautiful fairy cultivator. Once he regained his senses, he was more worried about his own safety than anything else.

Moreover, even if he remembered the situation back then, whether he dared to ask for help was questionable.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan's lips twitched into a bitter smile.

However, soon his frown deepened.

Should he go or not?

The Fairy Peacock had left only moments ago. With his divine sense, he could still faintly perceive her whereabouts. For some reason, she seemed to be moving quickly. If he used all his strength, perhaps he could catch up.

But there was also risk involved.

Although the Fairy Peacock had shown him mercy and kept her promise by removing the spiritual light restrictions, it would be presumptuous to assume that she harbored any interest in him.

Women's hearts are like the ocean floor; hard to fathom.

Lin Xuan, though focused on his cultivation, understood this basic principle. The prettier a woman was, the faster her mood could change.

The Fairy Peacock had been seduced and had accumulated goodwill from stealing his treasure. It was possible that she harbored some feelings for him in her heart.

In that case, pursuing her would be easy enough.

But what if...

After all, this was just one possibility.

Another scenario was completely opposite.

At the time, the Fairy Peacock had been dazed by his kiss and had momentarily softened. She didn't pursue his indiscretion. But now she was calm and realized how inappropriate it was. Perhaps she regretted her actions.

In that case, pursuing her would be walking into a trap, leading to certain death.

Both scenarios were highly probable. For a moment, Lin Xuan was at a loss, unsure of what to do.

A wrong move could spell disaster. The wrong choice might lead to untold suffering.

Although his strength had increased significantly, if he and the Fairy Peacock clashed now, his chances of escaping were less than 20%.

Should he chase her or not? It all came down to understanding a woman's psychology, which couldn't be judged by common sense.

No matter how smart Lin Xuan was, it would be useless.

But if he gave up, the task at hand had to be completed by an Immortal Form cultivator, and no one else seemed capable of solving this problem for him except the Fairy Peacock.
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### Cultivation to Immortality

#### Chapter 541: The Suffering Mirror Sect

At the same time, several thousand miles away from here, the sun had set and the sky was unusually dark. At the foot of a small hill, dozens of cultivators gathered together. Judging by their attire, they seemed to be disciples of some minor sect.

In present-day Youzhou, the situation was tense. While major sects were relatively safe, smaller clans and sects faced an uncertain future, with many barely surviving day to day.

Due to the invasion of yin souls, cultivators from Yanzhou and other occupied areas had retreated here, leading to a scarcity of resources. Despite the suppression by both the righteous and evil forces, these minor sects continued to engage in bitter struggles, embodying the law of the jungle where survival was paramount.

The Mirror Sect was one such example.

This sect's history stretched back nearly ten thousand years, but its strength was negligible. With only a hundred or so cultivators, it barely qualified as even fourth-rate or fifth-rate. Its situation was not much better than that of wandering cultivators.

Originally, their sect had been located in a remote area with poor-quality spirit veins, making them largely ignored by others. They lived a peaceful life, but this idyllic existence was eventually shattered when another minor sect with slightly stronger power coveted the same spirit vein.

After some fierce battles, the Suffering Mirror Sect was forced to abandon their territory.

Their current situation was dire; several months had passed and they still hadn't found a suitable place to settle down.

At present, the disciples of the Suffering Mirror Sect were camping out at the foot of the small hill. A middle-aged man in white robes looked troubled.

Though his cultivation level was only Foundation Establishment stage, he stood out among the low-ranking disciples due to hisstand out like a crane among chickens (standing out like a crane among chickens).

He was the current sect leader of the Suffering Mirror Sect. As he pondered the future of his sect, he had no intention of resting.

Although their sect was weak, it had been passed down for ten thousand years. Could it really come to an end in his hands? What face would he have before his ancestors?

Just as the Suffering Mirror Sect leader was lost in self-pity, a strong gust of yin wind suddenly blew up, causing the air's spirit energy to become chaotic.

There were also faint sounds of ghostly howls.

The cultivators exchanged puzzled glances and showed signs of shock and fear.

"Stay calm."

Although his cultivation level was low, the Mirror Sect leader had some experience. He shouted loudly to stop his disciples from panicking.

He squinted at the strange phenomenon in front of him, feeling genuinely alarmed. The scene seemed similar to the yin souls described in legends.

But this place was Youzhou; it bordered occupied areas where righteous and evil forces had set up powerful arrays and prohibitions.

Yin souls shouldn't be able to sneak in undetected.

"Fourth Son, go check."

"Yes, Master."

A young man in a blue robe responded and released a flying sword, preparing to fly over. However, before he could get far, the howling yin wind suddenly stopped. The Suffering Mirror Sect leader's heart relaxed slightly.

Perhaps his concerns were unfounded. But as this thought was still forming, countless ghostly mists appeared mysteriously, swirling and changing shape until they finally transformed into a massive teleportation array.

The disciples of the Mirror Sect were stunned. As the array began to operate, hundreds of yin souls arrived. Among them, about one-third had reached the Ghost King level, with two standing out in particular.

On the left was an old man wearing black robes; his body exuded no trace of ghostly energy but rather a Taoist appearance.

To his right stood a tall and muscular man.

They stood side by side while the other yin souls stood at attention.

This demeanor and bearing belonged to the Ghost Emperor.

Suddenly, the old man in black robes emitted a murderous aura and waved his hand. A yin soul immediately howled as it rushed forward.

The Suffering Mirror Sect leader was alarmed. Although he couldn't determine the level of the leading yin soul with his current cultivation, the disparity in strength made it clear that their side could not withstand such power.

He hurriedly turned around and instructed his disciples to flee while transforming into a streak of light towards the sky.

In fact, without needing instructions from the sect leader, the disciples of the Suffering Mirror Sect knew they were facing a dire situation. With the Ghost Emperor leading the way, all the others exuded ghostly energy, making their identities obvious. They scattered in panic.

However, the yin souls had spent considerable effort to ambush them and wouldn't leave any survivors. They relentlessly pursued them.

Within less than an incense stick's time, dozens of Suffering Mirror Sect cultivators were all soulless.

The old man in black robes nodded, showing a satisfied expression as he turned and said, "Good work. The successful long-distance teleportation has been achieved. Thank you for your assistance, Daoist Friend Niu."

"Thank you, His Majesty." A bearded old man bowed in gratitude. He was not a yin soul but a human.

"Hmph. If we hadn't been so careless at the ancient teleportation array in Ten Thousand Mountains and that cunning fellow had destroyed it, our army of yin souls wouldn't have faced such difficulties. But I never expected to find such an outstanding individual like Daoist Niu in the Seven Extremes Heaven. You were able to repair an ancient array, despite its purpose having changed slightly. This will surely bring us closer to the heart of the righteous and evil forces." The old man in black robes revealed his true identity as the Ghost Emperor. He said this with a faint smile.

"His Majesty is too kind. I am proficient inarray formation (array techniques), but repairing an ancient array was just luck," the bearded old man lowered his head, speaking humbly.

"Now, let's not talk about it. In any case, your contributions will be remembered. The humans have set up prohibitions to block our advance, making them difficult to breach. A direct assault would result in heavy losses. But with this teleportation array, we can arrive at their heartland and launch a coordinated attack from within and without," the bearded old man continued.

"Your Majesty speaks wisely. According to intelligence reports, the righteous and evil forces, along with the elders of Spirit Medicine Mountain, are convening on Nine Dragon Mountain. Daoist Houtian and Miaotian, as well as the True Man Qingxian from the Green Flight Sect, have already gone ahead. With their combined strength, they can't eliminate the old immortals in the Baby Incubator stage, but using this array to delay them is feasible," said the bearded old man with a smile.

"Hmph. How could those humans know that the newly emerged sect, Green Flight Sect, was actually supported by us yin souls?" The tall and muscular ghost emperor revealed an air of pride.

"Indeed. This inside-out attack will surely succeed once we eliminate the righteous and evil forces and Spirit Medicine Mountain. Youzhou will become our new paradise."

"Right. His Majesty, there's another piece of information that might interest you. The identity of the one who destroyed the ancient teleportation array has been confirmed."

"Oh? Who is he?" A fierce look flashed in the Ghost Emperor's eyes.

"He is Lin Xuan, a high disciple of True Immortal Tongyu from Spirit Medicine Mountain," said the bearded old man with a bow.

"Correct. This inside-out attack will definitely succeed. Once we eliminate the righteous and evil forces and Spirit Medicine Mountain, Youzhou will become our new paradise."

"Right. His Majesty, there's another piece of information that might interest you. The identity of the one who destroyed the ancient teleportation array has been confirmed," said the bearded old man.

"Hmph. How could those humans know? The newly emerged sect, Green Flight Sect, actually received support from us yin souls." The tall and muscular ghost emperor revealed his pride.

"Indeed. This inside-out attack will definitely succeed once we eliminate the righteous and evil forces and Spirit Medicine Mountain. Youzhou will become our new paradise."
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Chapter 542: Peacock Blood

Lin Xuan didn't know that he had already been detected by two Demon Emperors. After careful consideration, he transformed into a streak of light and vanished in the direction where Fairy Peacock had flown off.

As they say, when indecision leads to trouble, one must take risks if they wish to gain benefits. Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and decided to take a chance.

While it was true that Fairy Peacock wasn't such a ruthless person, he had still been rather disrespectful towards her. Even so, the benefits she gained from this trip were considerable.

Having made up his mind, Lin Xuan wouldn’t waste any time. He accelerated his speed and after about half an hour, a colorful light point appeared in front of him.

Fairy Peacock was hovering there as if waiting for him.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel uncertain. However, he had no reason to give up halfway. His gaze soon became firm.

While Lin Xuan was nervous, the beautiful female cultivator ahead was equally agitated.

Why did he come after her? Could it be...

Fairy Peacock wasn’t a hopeless romantic and wouldn’t develop feelings for Lin Xuan just because they shared a kiss. But young girls often have such thoughts.

After their awkward encounter, Fairy Peacock’s mood had yet to calm down. Now that the other party was suddenly rushing over in a hurry, how could this powerful woman, who had never been tempted before, feel anxious and insecure?

Thus, when Lin Xuan approached, he saw her hovering mid-air with a rosy face, stunningly beautiful.

To be frank, Fairy Peacock was undoubtedly a beauty of the first rank.

Even with his strong willpower, he couldn’t help swallowing saliva. However, his willpower far surpassed that of ordinary people, and he quickly regained composure.

Delicious to look at!

But such a beauty wasn't something Lin Xuan could afford right now.

After all, peacocks were still beasts, even though they had transformed into human form. The lingering beast qi couldn’t be completely removed from their bodies.

If it was an ordinary mortal standing within three feet of this woman, the beast qi would gradually erode them until they bled out through seven orifices and died.

As a Core Formation cultivator, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention to such minor beast qi. However, he wouldn’t risk further contact.

To be more specific, kissing was one thing, but if they were to become husband and wife and engage in dual cultivation, the beast qi would slowly invade his body, leading to a grim outcome.

Though it might seem romantic to die under the blossoms, Lin Xuan had no interest in such a fate.

Desires and emotions are tempting, but Lin Xuan was solely focused on achieving immortality.

Giving up the chance of becoming an immortal for temporary pleasure would only be foolish.

Of course, there were precedents in the cultivation world where ordinary cultivators combined with transformed beasts.

To avoid being affected by beast qi, one needed to be at least an Inner Core stage cultivator. Only such a cultivator could form a kinsman alliance with a beast and engage in dual cultivation like human partners.

Looking at Fairy Peacock's beautiful face, Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced through his mind. However, he quickly regained his composure, laughing self-deprecatingly.

Even if he had intentions, it was uncertain whether Fairy Peacock would agree to such an arrangement. One-sided infatuation wouldn't be of any help; there were more important matters at hand.

Seeing Fairy Peacock's expression, Lin Xuan felt relieved. Regardless of what happened, this beautiful female cultivator seemed unlikely to turn hostile towards him.

It seems I was overthinking things.

Thankfully, he had taken the risk to chase after her and not missed an opportunity.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan’s expression softened as a smile appeared on his face.

"Another meeting. I'm glad you didn't go far."

"Why did you follow me?" Fairy Peacock's expression was somewhat evasive. She couldn’t understand why she felt so weak. As the leader of the Peacock Domain, she had always been in control, but now, she seemed to be afraid of this young man.

"I need your help with something that I missed when you left earlier."

"Alright…" Fairy Peacock's rosy cheeks faded as her expression relaxed slightly, though there was a hint of disappointment. She didn't want Lin Xuan to notice her emotions and extended an elegant hand, smoothing down her hair.

"What is it? Just say what you need. If I can do it, I won’t refuse."

"I'm grateful for your assistance. It's just a small favor—some blood from a transformed beast cultivator would suffice."

"You want my blood?" Fairy Peacock was taken aback and looked slightly puzzled.

"Please don't misunderstand. I have no ill intentions. Rather…"

Fairy Peacock waved her hand, exuding pride. "You needn’t explain. We've shared hardships together, so I trust you. Even a Blood Moon Clan high priest skilled in magic wouldn't be able to harm me with just a few drops of blood."

Lin Xuan was captivated by Fairy Peacock's confident demeanor compared to her shy self.

Seeing Lin Xuan staring at her intently, Fairy Peacock blushed and looked away, revealing a hint of feminine shyness.

She opened her lips, and a golden light shot out from them, dazzling yet thin as a thread, vanishing almost instantly.

After the golden light faded, a faint cut appeared on Fairy Peacock's index finger. Lin Xuan was amazed; the power in that golden thread had been significant enough to only cause a shallow wound on her delicate hand.

Fairy Peacock’s strength was truly remarkable for an Intermediate Stage transformed beast cultivator.

Lin Xuan reassessed her abilities, realizing she might even be slightly stronger than Extreme Demon Sovereign.

With a flick of her left hand, Fairy Peacock produced a small jade bottle. After collecting several drops of blood, the light flashed and the wound healed automatically.

"Here you go!"

Fairy Peacock tossed the jade bottle to Lin Xuan, who caught it with delight. He carefully examined it before storing it in his storage bag.

"I can't thank you enough for your help. If there's ever an opportunity, I will repay you," Lin Xuan said sincerely as he clasped his hands.

"You needn’t be so formal. Had it not been for you, my injuries would still be severe and I wouldn’t have advanced." Fairy Peacock was genuinely grateful to Lin Xuan.

They chatted a bit more.

"Thank you, but I have other matters. I must take my leave."

"Alright," Fairy Peacock hesitated, unable to say anything to keep him from leaving.

Lin Xuan turned around and prepared to depart when Fairy Peacock suddenly said, "Wait."

"What else do you need?" Lin Xuan turned back, surprised by her sudden request.
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#### Chapter 543: The Fairy's Invitation

The Fairy Phoenix hesitated for a moment, then flipped her wrist. A small object slid from her sleeve and landed in her palm. She gently shook it before tossing it over.

Lin Xuan instinctively caught it and examined it closely. It was a warm green jade with peculiar patterns and some妖族的文字刻在上面。

"Is this..." Lin Xuan paused, looking at the item with surprise.

"I will be returning to Qinyin Mountain soon."

"Do you not plan on staying in Youzhou?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"No, I came here for the refinement of my heart. Now that I have successfully advanced, there is no longer any point in staying here. Naturally, I should return to my cave and continue my arduous cultivation," said the Fairy Phoenix with a smile. Her movements exuded a certain charm.

"I see. Then Lin will bid you farewell here. Wishing you swift progress on your path."

" Cultivation isn't that simple." But still, thank you for your words," the Fairy Phoenix looked at the young man in front of her. Her expression changed as she thought for a moment before finally speaking hesitantly: "Lin Xuan, the situation in Youzhou is perilous. The Yin Souls have plotted for nearly ten thousand years and are now powerful. If humans can unite, they won't fear them, but with the conflict between the righteous and the demons, Lingyun Mountain also has its own plans. This makes it hard to predict the outcome. Be careful."

"Alright, I understand. Thank you for your advice," Lin Xuan nodded.

"If, I mean if, you find yourself in danger in Youzhou, you can come to Qinyin Mountain and seek my help."

"I appreciate your offer, but I believe that as long as I'm not extremely unlucky, even if I meet the Ghost Emperor, I should be able to escape," Lin Xuan said with a raised eyebrow. "Besides, even if I wanted to go there, the dangers of Qinyin Mountain make it impossible for me and this woman to have any results before reaching the婴期."

"But at least you can seek refuge from her in times of danger," Moon argued.

"Refuge?" Lin Xuan replied, "Are you suggesting that a person like me should rely on a woman's protection? If I do that, my heart will be tainted. It could greatly affect my cultivation to the婴期."

"That makes sense," Moon nodded. "Lin, why did you risk coming back for the blood of the Fairy Phoenix? The Nine Heaven Moon Ring is already complete. Besides, I never said anything about using the essence of a化形期妖族 as a material."

"I'm not trying to refine any treasures," Lin Xuan said calmly. "Moon, we returned from the陷区 and passed through a city where we encountered a mortal who gave us an artifact."

"You mean that fortune-teller? Are you planning on using the space rift in the玉简?" Moon covered her mouth, surprised.

"But Lin, it's clearly stated in the 玉简. The space rifts modified by Spirit Realm cultivators can be used as long-distance teleportation arrays but are extremely dangerous with only a fifty percent success rate. If you encounter spatial anomalies, even an婴期 cultivator will not survive."

"I know that," Lin Xuan replied.

"Why then do you want to take the risk?" Moon asked, confused.

"Because both sides have roughly equal strength, and this long-lasting conflict is inevitable. It could drag on for years or even decades without a clear outcome." "So what? You'll still be sent as cannon fodder regardless of your status. Even though Youzhou has fallen by one-third, there are still safe areas where you can find a quiet Spirit Pulse to cultivate."

"Lin, you're too naive. Thinking that the few禁制 set up by the righteous will stop the Yin Souls is foolish. They will eventually be breached. Meanwhile, some areas will be reclaimed by cultivators, but new conflicts will arise elsewhere. In short, Youzhou as a whole will be affected," Lin Xuan explained with a bitter smile.

Moon listened and frowned. Although she didn't want to admit it, Lin's words made sense.

"Then there is only one option: teleportation. But the success rate is only fifty percent."

"A fifty percent chance isn't bad. Think about it; among all cultivators, only a small fraction can reach the筑基期 and even fewer can condense their元婴. I've come this far to find a good place for cultivation that might allow me to form my元婴. This risk is worth taking," Lin Xuan said.

Moon couldn't argue with him; although there was some danger, she would not abandon Lin.

"So you're looking for the blood from the Fairy Phoenix?" "Of course. The conditions to activate this teleportation array are quite unusual. It requires the blood of a化形期妖修 as a medium, high-grade crystals, and dual-attribute treasures as keys," Lin Xuan mumbled, feeling a sense of accomplishment.

"It makes sense. Gathering all three is no easy feat. Only the few婴期 cultivators in Youzhou can manage it."

"Little girl, stop flattery. I'm just lucky. Let's get to work. Although the 玉筒简 records the general location of the array, much has changed over time. We won't know if it still works until we find it," Lin Xuan said as he transformed into a streak of light and flew off.

Lin Xuan was unaware that at the same time, the Yin Souls had also begun their actions.

Black Rock City was the boundary between the occupied areas.

There were several similar cities. In the past, they were filled with mortals, but now all had evacuated, replaced by thousands of cultivators.

Compared to the opposing Yin Souls, their numbers were slightly insufficient. However, the entire city was protected by a massive禁制.

A hundred miles away, another city stood similarly under the same禁制. The cities were strategically positioned like teeth, providing mutual support. Thanks to the advantages of the阵法 and the terrain, they had successfully held back the Yin Souls' advances.

The Great Elder of Black Rock City was an elderly cultivator with white hair, exuding a Taoist air. He had reached the peak of the凝丹期 cultivation stage.

Lin Xuan recognized him as Immortal Dry Wood. The former headmaster of Tianmu Sect, whose Cloud Sea Split Light Array was once hailed as the top array in Youzhou, was a formidable opponent.

Unfortunately, the destruction of the Spirit Pulse by Little Sword had left the array crippled, allowing the dark forces to invade en masse and massacre the cultivators. To preserve their legacy, Immortal Dry Wood had been forced to submit to the dark forces.

Now, each sect—righteous, evil, and Lingyun Mountain—was responsible for one-third of the occupied areas. The Black Rock City's cultivators were mostly former disciples of Tianmu Sect.

Inside a secret room in the city, Immortal Dry Wood was meditating. With the war now at an impasse, the Yin Souls had stopped their intense attacks. For two months, it had been just minor skirmishes. With the protection of the array and the patrols by rotating disciples, he didn't need to worry.

Perhaps those ghostly creatures occupying nearly a third of Youzhou could finally rest easy, as cultivators' strength was still formidable.

Suddenly, a series of loud explosions echoed through the禁制, causing it to tremble violently. Even from within the禁制, Immortal Dry Wood heard the eerie cries of the ghosts.

How is this possible? The Yin Souls have started their attack again. And by the sound, they must have deployed many high-ranking ghost kings.

Immortal Dry Wood's face turned pale as he flicked his sleeves and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the front lines.

Meanwhile, cultivators from various caves rushed to reinforce the front lines. The Yin Souls had launched an unexpected large-scale assault, and it seemed that their fellow disciples would not hold out.

If the禁制 was breached, only mass slaughter remained. The conflict between humans and ghosts was far more brutal than any battle between righteous and evil forces.

Despite the intense fighting, both sides were evenly matched. However, unbeknownst to them, eighty percent of the city's cultivators had been drawn away by the front lines' battle. Meanwhile, hundreds of Yin Souls silently approached their rear.
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### The Refinement into Immortality

#### Chapter 544: Great Array to Seal the Souls of Ten Thousand Ghosts in Youzhou

Everything that happened at Stone City was replayed across the other several restricted territories. After a few months, they renewed their attacks on various sects and families.

...

In the Nine Dragons Sect, Tianyun Peak.

The steep mountain sides pierced through the clouds, majestic and imposing.

At the summit of the peak, several cultivators stood solemnly, each with a serious expression.

The Sovereign Demon Extreme Evil, Tai Xu True Man, the Sect Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, as well as two Supreme Elders from One Line Canyon and Thundercloud Manor were all present.

Normally, it was difficult to see even an old monster at the Dantian stage, but now these five individuals had gathered together. However, each one's expression did not look good.

Tianyun Peak served as the main entrance of the Nine Dragons Sect and originally possessed a decent spirit vein. Now, the entire mountain was shrouded in a mysterious purple mist, with the aura of ghosts and demons permeating everywhere, blocking all the essence energy and making it seem ominous and sinister.

"Extreme Evil Comrade, does this situation resemble the legendary Great Array to Seal the Souls of Ten Thousand Ghosts?" Tai Xu True Man looked at the purple mist before him, a trace of anxiety appearing on his face as he turned to ask someone in the dark light.

"It is indeed somewhat strange, but I cannot be certain if it's the Great Array to Seal the Souls of Ten Thousand Ghosts. We need to wait for those investigating disciples to return and then we can make a conclusion," the voice of Extreme Evil Sovereign was deep and weighty; he had been an old rival with Tai Xu, but now seemed willing to cooperate.

As for the other three Dantian stage monsters—Commotion Feathers True Man, they remained silent, but their eyes flickered with sharp glints as if they were also plotting something.

After a while, several beams of light flashed and became clearer.

"Finally back. Hmm, it seems like one person is missing," Tai Xu True Man muttered to himself, his expression indifferent, showing no concern for the lives of the Nine Dragons Sect disciples.

With a wave of his large sleeves, he approached them.

There were five cultivators in total, all with mid-Base Foundation stage and above cultivation. They were merely used as scouts, so their rank was not low.

The leader was an obese man with a round face and big ears. The other four had expressions of panic on their faces, with visible injuries.

"How is it? Did you encounter any danger and what did you discover?" Tai Xu True Man glanced at them, speaking in a calm tone.

"Yes, Senior, we followed the command to patrol around this area. We found that within a hundred miles, there was an eerie mist everywhere. The further out we went, the denser the mist became. We were attacked by unknown ghostly creatures; most of our fellow disciples perished, while only a few of us managed to escape," the obese man swallowed and spoke with lingering fear.

"A hundred-mile radius can cover such a wide area. It seems that apart from the ghosts using their inherited secret treasures to set up this Great Array to Seal the Souls of Ten Thousand Ghosts, there is nothing else," Tai Xu True Man did not say anything but analyzed aloud.

"That makes sense, but according to what I know, even if these fellows brought their secret treasures from the Netherworld Realm, setting up such a vast array would require three ghost emperors to manage it," Tai Xu True Man stroked his beard and pondered.

"It is not impossible. The arrays we set up at the border can block large groups of ghosts, but if a ghost emperor wants to penetrate them, it's easy enough," Extreme Evil Sovereign's tone sounded more serious now.

"However, why would they come here? Even with the Great Array to Seal the Souls of Ten Thousand Ghosts as an aid, even three ghost emperors together wouldn't be able to kill us all. That sounds too far-fetched," Tai Xu True Man snorted and showed a disbelieving expression.

"But that's not impossible either. The arrays we set up at the border can block large groups of ghosts, but if a ghost emperor wants to penetrate them, it would be easy enough," a clear voice entered their ears as Commotion Feathers True Man suddenly spoke up after his silence.

"Ah, Comrade, do you have any insights?"

"Insights? Could the ghosts have some other plot?"

...

The Dantian stage monsters exchanged glances. Although Commotion Feathers True Man had joined the sect last, he was always shrewd and clever. His analysis seemed to hold weight.

"If Comrade Commotion Feathers has any high insight, please share it."

"There are no high insights; I'm merely guessing. But ghost emperors exerting such great effort to confine us here must have some other purpose. The ghosts might already be taking action, and we need to leave this place quickly,"

...

Commotion Feathers True Man's analysis was quite accurate. The cultivators were engaged in a fierce battle with the ghosts.

However, this had little to do with Lin Xuan. At that moment, he was following the instructions from the clear bamboo slip, flying rapidly towards southern Youzhou.

...

This journey took several days.

Passing through market towns, Lin Xuan also went inside to gather information. His intention was to find out how Spirit Medicine Mountain fared and whether Old Devil Duster had the ability to save his sect from peril.

Unexpectedly, he found no special news about it. This made him feel relieved; if the foundation of their sect were destroyed, it would not take long for the entire Youzhou cultivation world to know.

Since there was no news, Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. Although he did not rise early without an incentive, he was not a cold-blooded person and admired Tianchen True Man. He naturally did not want their sect's legacy to end here.

However, this good news was overshadowed by another piece of information that shocked him.

Several restricted territories at the border with the occupied areas had already been breached by ghosts.

Recalling when he heard from a northern cultivator in a tea house, others were initially skeptical. After all, those restricted territories were jointly set up by the righteous and evil forces as well as Spirit Medicine Mountain, and they had always held firm against ghost attacks. How could such a stronghold be broken so easily?

But this person was insistent that he saw it with his own eyes, describing how ghosts appeared behind the restrictions and launched an ambush. His vivid description made everyone even more skeptical.

How could ghosts appear behind the main array? That seemed too far-fetched.

Lin Xuan was also half-believing and half-doubting but did not dare to take this news lightly. After that northern cultivator left, he secretly followed him to a remote area where he revealed himself, subdued him, and used soul-searching techniques.

The other person might have been lying or even a traitor sent by the ghosts to sow discord, but before his soul-searching technique, all secrets would be revealed. Meeting Lin Xuan was just bad luck for this unfortunate individual.

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan released a fireball that turned the unlucky fellow into ashes. His expression became extremely grim; he had not lied, and the ghosts really had breached the main array...

It seemed as if his prediction was correct; the entire Youzhou would be swept up in this disaster, with no place left untouched.
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After verifying the information, Lin Xuan naturally did not waste any more time and set off immediately.

Although this place was very remote, it could only provide him with a limited amount of time.

Unlike the occupied zones where the cultivation world had the Three Major Forces—Mainstream Dao, Evil Dao, and Spirit Herb Mountains—this area still had its share of challenges. However, since the yin spirits had been planning for so long, it was likely that humans would face some hardships at the beginning.

The outcome was uncertain, but there would definitely be upheaval. As the saying went, "Long nights breed many dreams." Lin Xuan did not want to get involved in any moreright or wrong (troubles) before he found the ancient teleportation array.

With his cultivation level, his light travel technique was quite impressive, though not as swift as a bolt of lightning. Nevertheless, it was still very fast.

After half a month, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the location described by the jade cylinder.

Before him lay an endless expanse of rugged mountains stretching for miles and miles. There seemed to be no end in sight.

MountAzure Ridge (Cang Ling) was one of the major mountain ranges in Youzhou, spanning thousands of miles. It was said that many monsters dwelled deep within its peaks, making it a place even cultivators would hesitate to enter casually.

Fortunately, the location described by the jade cylinder was only about a hundred miles from the outer edge of the mountains. With his cultivation level, Lin Xuan had no trouble traversing this area.

Time was of the essence. Lin Xuan found a suitable spot and rested for the night before resuming his search upon regaining his energy.

Three days later.

Lin Xuan sat on a rock at the top of a cliff, idly playing with two dragon-eye-sized beads in his hand. His expression was grim.

There had been no progress.

According to the jade cylinder's records, he should have found something around this area, but after searching the surroundings several times, Lin Xuan still came up empty-handed.

He tapped on his storage pouch and once again retrieved the jade cylinder.

With his divine sense delving into it, a moment later, Lin Xuan raised his head, still looking troubled.

"Master, could the terrain have changed?" A clear voice sounded in his ears.

"Hmm, I'm thinking the same thing. After all, tens of thousands of years have passed. Although we can't say that everything has changed, there must be significant changes to the landscape."

"What should we do? If we rely on the features described in the jade cylinder, it would be impossible to pinpoint the exact location," Yue'er said with some concern.

Lin Xuan remained silent as he was also struggling with this problem. He then transformed into a light travel technique and began searching again nearby.

Although his efforts now were like looking for a needle in a haystack, waiting without action offered no hope at all. Regardless of the outcome, that ancient teleportation array was so mysterious; there must be some anomaly in the local spirit energy. With this thought, Lin Xuan released his divine sense and carefully searched every possible spot.

Half an hour later.

"Eh?" Lin Xuan's light travel technique slowed down as he stopped mid-air, turning to look at a direction on his left. He narrowed his eyes, looking somewhat puzzled.

"Master, what is it? Just some low-level cultivators here; why are you so concerned?" Yue'er's divine sense was also not weak. After a quick scan, she said curiously.

"Because their cultivation level is too low, which makes me suspicious."

"Oh?" Yue'er was taken aback, looking thoroughly confused.

"This place may not be as dangerous as the Ten Thousand Mountains or Kuinei Range, but it's still one of Youzhou's more notorious areas. The two monsters I just killed were all at the third-stage level; to me, they're nothing. But if these people encounter them, their chances are slim. Judging by their attire, they should be local cultivators and wouldn't be unaware of the dangers here. It's strange that they would still venture in."

"You have a point, Master. The only reason for a cultivator to risk their life is because there's something beneficial to cultivation. But what seems valuable to them might not even catch your attention," Yue'er combed her hair and smiled gently.

"Exactly. You're starting to think like an adult now. Originally, I didn't want to get involved in trivial matters or be swayed by the treasures these low-level cultivators covet. However, since there's noharvest (yield), perhaps we can gain some clues from these local cultivators," Lin Xuan said, treating it as a last resort. With no leads, he might as well take a chance.

With those words, his lips moved slightly as he formed hand seals. His body was enveloped in flickering spirit light, making him almost invisible.

The color of his light travel technique also began to fade, appearing almost transparent. Lin Xuan turned and flew towards the left.

Soon, he arrived at the entrance of a canyon.

Several green-robed cultivators were visible, whispering among themselves.

"Second Senior Brother, with our current cultivation level, can we really enter this place? I heard that there are already third-stage monsters in the vicinity. If we accidentally encounter them, we won't even have a chance to escape," said a bearded man, looking worried at his companion.

"Humph, you know how dangerous it is here; do you think I don't? However, the sect master has given strict orders: no matter what, we must find that treasure. Otherwise, there will be severe punishment. But if we succeed, we can get a bottle of elixir to enhance our cultivation power. Did you not hear when he issued the order?" The second senior brother was an old man with a stern expression, speaking slowly.

"I heard it, but this is strange. The sect said for us to search in this area but didn't specify what we're looking for. Isn't that too difficult?" The bearded man scratched his head, sounding somewhat frustrated.

"Exactly, Senior Brother. What kind of treasure are we searching for? Can you tell us? You must know the details since you hold a high position in our sect," said a woman with some charm, shaking the old man's arm and speaking in a seductive tone.

"Well, I'll share what I know about the search to be more beneficial. But don't leak any information; otherwise, even me might face severe punishment from the sect master," the old man half-closed his eyes, clearly enjoying the flattery.

"Don't worry, Master Brother. We understand the importance of keeping secrets and will keep our mouths shut. We won't let you down," the bearded man quickly assured with a chest-thumping gesture.

The others nodded in agreement, their submissive demeanor pleasing the old man immensely.

"Keeping this secret is necessary because the sect master fears that the Divine Water Sect and Holy Shade Sect might also get wind of it. You know how remote Mount Cang Ling is; even during the recent conflict between Mainstream Dao and Evil Dao, it was untouched. For thousands of years, our Greatwood, Divine Water, and Holy Shade three major sects have controlled this area in a balance of power, with each side winning and losing over the millennia. But recently, when the sect master came to hunt monsters here, he accidentally discovered an extraordinary treasure. If we can obtain it, we might surpass the other two sects and dominate South China," the old man looked at his stunned fellow cultivators with a smug smile before slowly revealing the secret.
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What could have such an effect? Could it be a legacy from ancient cultivators? The man with the beard swallowed his saliva and said blankly.

"A peach tree?" Several Foundation Establishment stage cultivators exchanged glances, their faces showing great confusion. Their expressions clearly revealed their puzzlement.

While Lin Xuan was hiding in the shadows, he suddenly felt a surge of intuition, as if he had an inkling of something.

"Humph. You must not think it's just an ordinary peach tree. If that were the case, why would the sect make such a big fuss? This tree has already become a spirit and gained intelligence." The Second Senior Brother chuckled and said so.

Lin Xuan stuck out his tongue and licked his lips; he had already vaguely guessed what was happening, causing him to feel a shiver down his spine.

Among all living things, humans naturally came first. But those seeking immortality weren't just human cultivators or beasts, demons…

And aside from living beings, trees and stones might also gain intelligence under certain circumstances, becoming part of the spirit beast clan.

For example, the Southern Bright Fire used by Lin Xuan to forge the Nine Bright Moon Rings.

But that was much more difficult.

While human cultivators weren't mentioned, beasts could advance to the fourth tier in a few thousand years and shed their beastly forms to take on human shapes.

In the vast mountains, there were countless ancient trees over ten thousand years old. But those capable of gaining intelligence were extremely rare—like ginseng or lingzhi, only a few such spirit beasts existed. However, these spirit beasts merely improved medicinal properties.

But what did that old man say?

A tree!

This was just an ordinary common tree, so inconspicuous and unremarkable that it had almost no chance of advancing.

Yet if the Great Tree Sect succeeded, where could their sect, the Peach Water Sect, still stand in the southern regions?

After saying this, she took out a transmission talisman from her robe, lowered her head to whisper something into it, then flicked it open and transformed into a fire dragon that vanished.

---

Once everyone had left, Lin Xuan emerged from the grass. His face was no longer gloomy; he looked confident.

"Master. Although a ten-thousand-year-old spirit tree is rare, you already have the Nine Bright Moon Ring. Besides, you're not cultivating a wood attribute technique, so don't be too hasty and waste your time." Mo'er saw Lin Xuan's expression and couldn't help but worry.

"Foolish girl. You're right, but who said that taking a ten-thousand-year-old spirit tree conflicts with finding the ancient teleportation array?"

Lin Xuan then explained patiently.

"A peach tree like this ordinary common one requires extremely stringent conditions to gain intelligence—thousands of years old and many unknown opportunities. It's not something that can be easily transformed by absorbing celestial essence."

"Indeed, Master. What is your meaning…" Mo'er touched her chin with a delicate finger, her face full of contemplation.

"I'm not entirely sure either, but such an event was extremely rare even in ancient times. There must have been some great anomaly, perhaps due to a spatial rift…"

"Master, are you saying that the tree gained intelligence because it was influenced by the ancient teleportation array?" Mo'er covered her mouth and said in surprise.

"I'm just guessing, but it's highly likely. Since there are no other clues now, let's follow this lead. If it is true,"

Lin Xuan smiled, "it would be a two-for-one deal. After all, the value of a spirit peach tree could rival that of a ten-thousand-year-old one."

"Why did Master mark several cultivators earlier? It was so foolish for them to remain ignorant." Mo'er frowned and felt somewhat regretful.

"Don't worry about it. These three sects are just medium-sized sects vying for dominance in the southern regions. With only a few high-ranking cultivators, more people would make it easier to find the peach tree. Besides, with my current abilities, I shouldn't be afraid of not getting there first," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"Indeed, Master has already advanced to late-stage condensation core cultivation and perfectly integrated both daoist and demonic techniques. With the Nine Bright Moon Ring in hand and your assistance, even if several condensation core cultivators came, they would likely be easily defeated."

At this point, ranks were no longer a concern for Lin Xuan.

After chatting with Mo'er, Lin Xuan's figure became indistinct as he transformed into an unnoticeable streak of light to begin his search.

They couldn't rely solely on those few individuals. Although the spirit tree possessed some cunning, its abilities weren't particularly formidable.

Sure enough, several cultivators passed by, most at Foundation Establishment stage. Among them were even a few agile disciples. Lin Xuan secretly smiled; it seemed that the Great Tree Sect was slightly weaker than he had imagined and not to be underestimated.

Lin Xuan suppressed his aura and used an invisibility technique. Even if these low-ranking cultivators brushed past him, they would still fail to detect anything.

Meanwhile, in a small lake, the Second Senior Brother and the man with the beard stood side by side. In front of them was a cluster of green light, with a faint figure inside.

The abundant wood qi centered around the green light spread outwards.

In front of the figure was a flying fork and an immortal sword, but they were trapped in countless strands of green silk.

The two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators looked extremely displeased. Hadn't they said that spirit tree beasts weren't formidable? Why could this one easily restrain their divine artifacts?

Fortunately, they had already sent out a transmission talisman; the senior brothers should arrive soon as long as they held them off.

From their position, it seemed the spirit tree was slightly in control. However, having gained intelligence, it understood that there were other allies and tried to escape several times. Unfortunately, the old man was extremely cunning and had prepared thoroughly before coming here.

His wood attribute technique couldn't counteract the fire attributes on his person. The spirit tree naturally feared these fire talismans; even if they tried to flee, they would be sent back by the fire talismans.

When Lin Xuan arrived, he saw this scene and felt elated. He stretched out his hand and summoned a black mist that enveloped the spirit peach tree.

Everyone was surprised at Lin Xuan's sudden appearance, especially those from the Great Tree Sect who were both angry and alarmed. They wanted to shout but were silenced by the overwhelming spiritual pressure.

A condensation core cultivator!

And judging by his actions, it seemed he was a demon cultivator.

The black mist descended upon the spirit peach tree, which refused to sit idly by. The green light flickered as countless strands of green silk shot out.

These green silks could resist divine artifacts but were powerless against the demonic mist, being easily devoured like a stone sinking in water.

"Retreat!"

Lin Xuan's voice was heard as the black mist descended even faster, completely enveloping and compressing the green light into a black cocoon.
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Lin Xuan formed several magical seals with his hands, which kept changing. The black silkworm cocoon transformed into a light ball about an inch in diameter.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's heart brightened and he smiled slightly on his face. With a flick of his fingers, a streak of light flew out and snatched the black silkworm cocoon back.

The spirit wood had already been sealed within!

Lin Xuan patted his storage bag with one hand and took out an jade box, placing the silkworm cocoon inside. Then he flipped his palm over; the jade box vanished without a trace.

The entire process only took a few seconds. The two Foundation Establishment cultivators stared in shock, opened their mouths but said nothing.

Survival of the fittest was an unchanging rule in the Immortal Realm. Although they had discovered the treasure first, being taken by a Condensation Core cultivator naturally made them dare not complain.

Lin Xuan glanced at the two and his expression suddenly turned grim.

"Senior, please spare me. I will keep this encounter between us secret," the elder known as Second Senior quickly knelt down, bowing like a pestle in a mortar.

"Yes, senior, please be merciful," the man with the beard wasn't stupid; he changed his face and loudly begged for mercy as well.

Lin Xuan said nothing. With a wave of his sleeve, a swarm of ghostly mists rushed out.

The two cultivators showed signs of despair but did not sit idly by. They hurriedly controlled their spiritual artifacts to try to escape. Unfortunately, the ghostly mists were faster and quickly engulfed them.

They lost consciousness; this was still Lin Xuan's mercy.

Although he was ruthless, he wasn't a killer. Of course, he wouldn't leave any future troubles for himself. Not only did he knock them out, but he also used a secret technique from the Demon Sect to erase their recent memories.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of gray light and headed towards the depths of the forest.

He was not afraid of anything; it was just that less trouble was better. He didn't have time to纠缠 with the high-ranking cultivators of the three sects now. The most urgent thing was to find the ancient teleportation array.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan's streak of light slowed down and eventually stopped.

He released his divine sense and sensed around. Within a dozen miles in all directions, there were no other cultivators.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he reached out with one hand and took the jade box out.

Opening the lid, the black silkworm cocoon still lay before him.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to scan it; he could feel the spirit wood struggling inside. Unfortunately, his demon techniques had sealed it, leaving no room for movement.

The key now was whether he could find any clues about the ancient teleportation array.

Lin Xuan clasped his hands and held the silkworm cocoon in his palm, a look of seriousness flashing across his face. After all, using soul probing on plant spirits was something new to him; he had no great confidence.

Lin Xuan's body shimmered with spiritual light as he muttered some obscure incantations under his breath, beginning to channel his power.

After a while, Lin Xuan resealed the silkworm cocoon in the jade box and relaxed.

"Master, how did it go? Did you find any clues?"

Lin Xuan nodded. His guess had been correct; this was indeed a two-for-one situation.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and continued on his journey. With the clues from the wood spirit, he found things very smoothly. After half a day, Lin Xuan arrived at a hidden valley.

The valley was extremely concealed, and even after entering it, there seemed to be nothing special. Without knowing what lay ahead, one would likely miss it if they flew by on the side.

But with his prepared mind, the situation changed.

He released his divine sense and carefully searched.

Soon, Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched as he reached out a hand, aiming at a seemingly ordinary rock wall and shooting several green sword qi.

Boom!

The rocks, though extremely hard, crumbled like paper in front of the sword qi. A cave appeared before him.

The entrance was small, only about a man’s height.

Lin Xuan flashed into the cave. The cave had twists and turns with many forks, but they weren't too deep. Lin Xuan didn’t spend much time searching; he thoroughly examined the entire cave.

Finally, he arrived at a huge stone chamber.

The stone chamber was vast, circular in shape, about seven or eight zhang (approximately 23-27 feet) in diameter.

In the center of the stone chamber stood a high platform. Lin Xuan's green light flared up as he flew over to it.

"This is the ancient teleportation array that can trigger spatial rifts!"

Lin Xuan examined the items on the platform, his face showing signs of admiration.

To be honest, this teleportation array was nothing new to him; even those capable of instantaneous travel across tens of thousands of miles had been used multiple times.

However, this one was vastly different. It could tear through space and use spatial transfer to send people over not just a few tens of thousands of miles but hundreds of thousands or even millions of miles away.

The entire teleportation array turned out to be an unknown large warm jade. With Lin Xuan's keen eyesight, he immediately realized that this object itself was a precious treasure, at the very least an excellent material for cultivation.

The surface of the jade had countless intricate patterns. After only a short while of examination, Lin Xuan shook his head with a smile.

Too complex; even with his mediocre array formation skills, let alone someone like the Array Master Xuan Ji, it would take some time to figure out. After all, this was crafted by a spirit realm cultivator.

Although he was confused, Lin Xuan still had a clear plan in mind. The method for activating this array was detailed in an jade bottle.

And he just happened to meet all the stringent conditions.

Despite the passage of time, the teleportation array remained intact. Lin Xuan checked it and found no mistakes. With his left hand, he flipped open another wooden box that appeared in his palm.

Opening the lid, a fist-sized crystal stone appeared before him, clear and lustrous, emitting a dim light. A shocking amount of spiritual energy rushed towards him.

High-grade crystal!

Lin Xuan's eyes showed signs of reluctance. Such things were nearly extinct in today’s cultivation world; he had obtained this from the Red Powder Old Demon after slaying it.

Lin Xuan sighed as he carefully placed the crystal stone into the center depression of the teleportation array. Then, he took out a small jade bottle from his storage bag.

Opening the stopper, a faint smell of blood wafted out. But within that smell was a rich spiritual energy and an aroma.

The scent made Lin Xuan's heart warm; it reminded him of the incredibly passionate kiss. However, he quickly pushed such thoughts aside with his strong will. He stretched out his hand, first forming a knife-like finger, then curling his little finger to form a strange magical seal. A streak of light shot out from his fingertips.

With a loud bang, the small bottle exploded, and the light enveloped the blood drops. It condensed into a fist-sized light ball. Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he opened his mouth and expelled a thumb-thick strand of medicinal fire. The light ball was instantly ignited.
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"Quickly."

Lin Xuan pointed his finger solemnly. The ball trembled a few times before transforming into five beams of different colors, which entered the array.

Wu.

The magical array began to shake slightly. Then, the vibrations grew more intense. The entire cave seemed to be experiencing minor earthquakes. Indeed, it worked. Lin Xuan felt very pleased as he shook his hands and activated the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring, causing it to spin rapidly around him, emitting a dazzling light.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. His golden core began to rotate swiftly, releasing磅礴 (vast) amounts of灵力 (essence qi). This essence qi continuously poured into the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

This was the final step: using dual-attribute artifacts as triggers and utilizing the power of the array to open a spatial gap.

Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce. His magical energy flowed like a dam breaking, rushing out frantically. He felt as if he were being drained dry. However, his heart was filled with relief.

If it weren't for his accidental advancement into the Condensation Core stage, whether he could endure this would have been uncertain.

"Open."

Lin Xuan changed to an ancient hand gesture and split his hands apart.

A silver beam burst from the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring, dazzlingly bright as if shooting towards the sky.

At the same time, the magical array began to activate. A blue light flashed, followed by a red one. Two beams of light, each about the thickness of an arm, shot out, equally blinding.

The tremors grew more intense.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed to these. He felt dizzy and disoriented, extremely uncomfortable.

"Trouble."

Lin Xuan inwardly called it bad. He knew this was a sign of his magical energy running low.

Seeing that the teleportation array had been fully activated and the spatial gap was almost complete, he gritted his teeth and spat out some essence blood—his life force.

That blood turned his face pale, but once it left his body, it was immediately absorbed by the light ball.

The bloodlight shone brightly, and the light ball transformed into a crescent moon about ten feet wide. The essence qi centered on this spread outward, crackling.

The blood-colored crescent moon fiercely slashed at the sky.

The cave ceiling was easily pierced through. Then, the sky suddenly became overcast with dark clouds, covering several miles in length and width. No lightning, but thunderous claps of thunder made people dizzy.

A narrow spatial gap appeared directly above Lin Xuan's head, right where his body was.

From within, a powerful suction force emanated, drawing in soil, sand, trees, and everything else.

With his current cultivation level, this suction wouldn't be too difficult to resist. But he wanted the effect of it. He smiled slightly as he flew into the gap with the suction force.

The teleportation had only a fifty percent chance of success. However, Yanzhou was no longer suitable for cultivation. Lin Xuan naturally decided to take his chances and venture elsewhere.

Not long after Lin Xuan was sucked in, the spatial gap flickered and vanished.

Unbeknownst to him, the warm jade array on the platform also cracked into several pieces.

Opening a spatial gap was a natural ability of this world. Although this array had been set up by spirit realm cultivators, there were usage limitations.

The strange weather phenomena nearby made nearby cultivation sects both happy and anxious, thinking some precious treasure might have appeared. They initiated a bloody conflict, only to end in disappointment.

After Lin Xuan left, things indeed became extremely turbulent in Yanzhou as expected. The strength of the阴魂 (Yin Souls) was even more astonishing than anticipated. Apart from the Four Ghost Emperors, several powerful experts emerged. With their overwhelming advantage, the human situation worsened further.

Faced with a life-or-death crisis, the orthodox sects, demonic sects, and Spirit Herb Mountain completely put aside their grudges, consolidating their remaining forces to fight together against the enemy.

This halted the decline, but it was merely a stalemate. Any side would find it difficult to win. This great calamity might not be resolved for another one or two hundred years.

Of course, all this had little to do with Lin Xuan.

This teleportation was also risky. Fortunately, his luck held out. Although he suffered greatly in the spatial gap, he managed to escape unscathed.

He felt dizzy and disoriented. At such a low cultivation level, even without being thrown into chaotic space currents, a lower-level cultivator would likely have their soul scattered.

Lin Xuan was secretly relieved as he opened his eyes and looked around.

The view was nothing but lush greenery. The plants were thriving, making it seem like he was in the midst of a verdant mountain. If not for the stark difference between these plants and those back home, Lin Xuan would have doubted whether the teleportation had failed.

Relieved, Lin Xuan tried to release his divine sense, but found that it couldn't leave his body. He paused, then smiled slightly, showing a hint of depression.

To activate the array, he had already expended most of his essence qi. In the spatial gap, to resist the pressure, he was forced to use secret techniques from the True Scripture of Xuan Mo.

Now extremely weak, even a cultivator at his level could easily kill him. A cultivator at the lowest stage, the灵动期 (Vitality Stage), would be able to as well.

After assessing his condition, Lin Xuan's expression darkened. For some reason, Moonling was also in the same state of weakness.

Otherwise, he wouldn't have been afraid. But now, it was very worrying.

Fortunately, although his divine sense couldn't leave his body, he could still feel that there was no essence qi nearby. This place wasn't a suitable location for cultivation.

In other words, he wouldn't run into cultivators or monsters here.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan relaxed. Although he had expended much energy, he should be able to recover fully within seven or eight days. Just two hours of meditation would restore some self-defense abilities.

There was no time to waste. Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out several bottles and jars.

He uncorked the bottles and poured various medicines into his mouth, chewing and swallowing them quickly. Soon, the effects spread through his body, a warmth appearing in his dantian (energy sea).

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and formed hand seals with both hands. The previously dry dantian began to emit faint essence qi again.

It was noon. Lin Xuan shook off his clothes and stood up.

Although he still felt weak, his complexion had improved significantly. However, it would take seven or eight days for him to fully recover.

Though this wasn't a place with an essence vein, there might be cultivators passing through by chance. Given Lin Xuan's cautious nature, he didn't want to meditate in the open air—too risky.

Since his magical energy had recovered somewhat, Lin Xuan brushed his sleeves and put all the bottles and jars back into his storage bag. He then transformed into a streak of light and flew deep into the mountains. He needed to find an appropriate spot to establish a temporary cave dwelling for recovery.

PS: Phew. Finally opened a new chapter. This volume will be even more exciting!
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A few days later, the mountain wall trembled. Pebbles fell down one after another.

Then a flash of green light appeared, and Lin Xuan flew out from inside the mountain wall.

Unlike when he teleported here earlier, his cultivation had now fully recovered, giving him a good complexion.

Moreover, what pleased Lin Xuan was that Moon had also returned to normal. This way, there would be no worries in the future. After all, this was an unfamiliar place where he knew nothing about it. But as long as one had strength, they naturally wouldn't fear anything.

The pressing matter now was to figure out exactly where he was and how advanced the cultivation level of this place was, as well as the distribution of various factions.

To know both oneself and the enemy led to a hundred victories in battle. Only by understanding these situations could Lin Xuan decide his next move.

After all, cultivation wasn't just about finding a spirit vein and closing himself off for meditation.

Moreover, good spirit veins weren’t easy to find; most were already occupied by various sects and families.

He was no longer the one who had little need of spirit herbs. Here, he was just an outsider in this unfamiliar place.

Fortunately, with Moon accompanying him as a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator, Lin Xuan didn't feel alone or helpless.

With that thought, Lin Xuan's body emitted a bright green light and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the distance.

After a short while, he saw a city. The streak of light slowed down but did not stop.

Although asking people for information was also an option, before doing so, Lin Xuan decided to take a tour around this place first, getting a general understanding and then verifying it with what he heard.

Thus, he flew for about half a day.

"Eh?"

The green light trembled as it suddenly stopped. The light faded, revealing Lin Xuan's shocked expression.

The area where he was located seemed much smaller than the continent. Saying that this place was an island wasn't entirely accurate; it was just a slightly larger piece of land.

But what truly surprised Lin Xuan was not the size but the scene before his eyes.

He stood on a small island, looking out at a vast expanse of white clouds stretching endlessly.

"What's going on here?"

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment. He shot forward in a streak of light and grabbed a small piece of cloud to examine it closely. It was indeed just like the clouds in Yunzhou.

But this was too big.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, fully releasing his divine sense. Within several dozen miles, the white cloud sea stretched endlessly, giving him the feeling of an endless ocean. The small island floated above this strange and boundless cloud sea.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely puzzled. Since he had entered the immortal path, he had seen many extraordinary things, but this place was too mysterious.

But soon, Lin Xuan's face calmed down. He realized that being shocked wouldn't help. So he turned around and flew to the other side of the island.

After a day, Lin Xuan had flown across the entire small island, only to find endless white clouds stretching endlessly on the opposite side as well.

Lin Xuan changed direction again.

Over several days, Lin Xuan circled the entire island. It was indeed not large and could hardly compare to Yunzhou. Even compared to Yanzhou where Drifting Cloud Valley was located, it was smaller.

However, for an island, such an area was acceptable.

What was strange was that around the perimeter, instead of a vast blue sea, there was a layer of white cloud sea.

It felt as if the small island was floating in the sky, supported by this boundless and peculiar cloud sea.

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's guess. He had even dived into the cloud sea to explore it but found that the cloud sea was indeed deep. The deeper he went, the greater the resistance. At about a thousand feet down, the force from all directions made him feel overwhelmed.

He didn't give up on his search.

At this moment, Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he hovered in the sky. But soon, his face relaxed as he rubbed his head: "What am I doing here? Asking someone would clarify everything."

With a self-murmured sentence, a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth. He flew towards the center of the island. Although he didn't fully understand this place, and the cloud sea seemed endless, Lin Xuan believed that there had to be more than one small island here, with some having larger areas.

Otherwise, after all the effort he put in to teleport here, it would have been a waste.

Although he had discovered several spirit veins during his flight, cultivation wasn't just about abundant spiritual energy. Crystals, pills, and various materials were essential.

Generally speaking, the wider an area was, the higher the probability of finding precious treasures. This small island was smaller than Yanzhou, so it could be assumed that the resources for cultivation would be scarce. Staying here temporarily might work, but prolonged cultivation wouldn't be a wise choice.

As he flew, Lin Xuan pondered. With his exceptional memory from cultivation, he didn’t worry about getting lost.

He clearly remembered the positions of several cities on this island and was now flying towards the closest one.

After half an hour,

A stretch of green stone walls came into view. Lin Xuan’s light faded as he chose a secluded spot to slowly descend.

Not wanting to reveal his identity in this unfamiliar place, Lin Xuan took out a Concealment Pill from his pocket, using it to suppress his spiritual energy.

He gathered all the spiritual energy within him until there was none left, making his steps light and his eyes hazy. Even an old monster at the Core Formation stage would certainly see him as just an ordinary mortal.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction; his little tricks were becoming more and more perfect.

He took out a storage bag from his waist to conceal any faint spiritual energy and put it in his pocket. With no flaws left, Lin Xuan walked confidently into the city.

The city gate was bustling with people coming and going. Lin Xuan wore a calm expression as he saw two strange characters carved above the gate, different from those in Yunzhou. Fortunately, these were ancient script.

Stone.

This should be the name of this city. Next, Lin Xuan listened carefully to nearby conversations; although the sounds were somewhat unusual, after careful identification, he could barely understand them. This relieved him as there was no obstacle with words and texts. Otherwise, it would have been a real hassle.

Although he suppressed his spiritual energy, it didn’t affect his ability to release a thread of divine sense. After scanning, he found that the area around was filled with ordinary mortals; there were no cultivators. Lin Xuan felt relieved as he walked towards the city gate.
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The plaza was vast and bustling. Cobblestones paved the ground, smooth and wide enough for several carriages. Streets crisscrossed with rows of houses and shops lining both sides.

Lin Xuan walked around, taking in his surroundings. His face soon showed signs of surprise as he discovered a considerable number of cultivators within the city.

In just twenty minutes, he had encountered eight people. Although these individuals were at very low cultivation stages—mostly at the Flexible Spirit Period levels—and the most advanced was only at the middle stage, their presence among ordinary folk still felt somewhat unusual to Lin Xuan.

After all, in Youzhou, even scattered cultivators rarely ventured into secular society; they mostly secluded themselves in deep mountains to diligently refine their essence. If recognized by a cultivation family or sect, it could mean an instant leap to higher realms.

These commoners seemed at ease when interacting with cultivators, showing no signs of shock. The only difference was that the cultivators appeared to have certain privileges within the city.

Lin Xuan noticed they spent silver coins for meals and accommodations.

It seemed he had overplayed his disguise as a mere mortal. Lin Xuan chuckled self-deprecatingly. He subtly adjusted his Qi Control Technique so that his aura suggested an approximate middle stage of Flexible Spirit Period cultivation.

He then headed to the city's tea house, which was grand in design despite its simple structure. It had three floors: the first for ordinary customers, the second for wealthy and influential individuals, and the third exclusively for cultivators.

As Lin Xuan approached, a serving girl at the entrance held a large green gemstone. Although not a genuine treasure, it responded to essence energy. Upon his approach, the gem immediately emitted a soft green light. The girl recognized him as an Immortal Master and respectfully bowed, leading him up.

---

The third floor was lavishly decorated with intricate carvings and paintings. A dozen cultivators were seated at six tables, engrossed in conversation.

With Lin Xuan's divine sense, he could hear their discussion without effort.

"Isn't it a once-in-a-thousand-years opportunity for the Charm Shadow Sect to recruit disciples? If we're chosen, not only will we ascend from fish to dragon, but also enjoy endless beauty. Truly a double-edged sword," said an oil-slicked young man with excitement in his face.

"Yes, I heard that the nuns of the Charm Shadow Sect are all beauties. To be by their side is beyond description," agreed another man wearing white robes and about thirty years old, licking his lips.

"You're dreaming. While the Charm Shadow Sect may not be significant on Seven-star Island, it's a major sect on our Azure Green Island. They might take notice of us if we have Flexible Spirit Period perfection. But now... bah," scoffed a burly man in his forties.

"Brother Zhang, that's not right. The Charm Shadow Sect is known for dual cultivation. This time they're recruiting male disciples externally and are said to pair them with outstanding disciples as partners. Dual cultivation isn't just about realm; good looks also count. You can't be chosen because you don't look good. But I, the Handsome Young Master, might still have a chance," retorted the oil-slicked young man.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smirk at this point. His composure nearly failed him with such blatant self-aggrandizement. While he found the man's appearance acceptable, calling himself the Handsome Young Master was too shameless.

However, these details were irrelevant to Lin Xuan. Still, they provided valuable information. He casually walked over.

"Greetings, fellow cultivators," Lin Xuan greeted politely.

The trio felt his Fourth Layer of Flexible Spirit Period cultivation and stood up promptly. In the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words. The highest among them was only at Third Layer, so they couldn't afford to be overly dismissive.

"Friend, you seem familiar. May I ask your name?" said the burly man, the most steady and experienced of the three.

"I am Lin Xuan, from outside."

Outside?

The trio paused in surprise.

"Ah, so you're not a scattered cultivator but from another island's major sect. We should have been more respectful," admitted the burly man, then expressed some envy. With countless small islands in Seven-star Cloud Sea, they were connected by teleportation arrays, which required substantial crystal stones that ordinary scattered cultivators couldn't afford.

Lin Xuan heard this and felt a surge of joy. His hypothesis was correct. He quickly asked: "Why are there so many islands called Seven-star Island Cloud Sea? Are there more like this one?"

"Why would you not know? Aren't you from outside the Cloud Sea? That's impossible," the burly man exclaimed, his companions also showing disbelief.

"Of course not." Lin Xuan scratched his head awkwardly. He wouldn't reveal his true identity: "I am indeed a cultivator from another island but have lost my memory."

"Lost your memory?"

The trio exchanged puzzled glances, their expressions extremely strange. Unlike ordinary people, even low-level cultivators couldn't lose their memories unless sealed by high-stage experts.

This person was only at the Spirit Root stage; why would a high-stage expert target him? Could he possibly have some hidden identity?

Seeing this, the burly man's respect for Lin Xuan grew slightly more pronounced. "Friend, not only did you forget your origin but also your surroundings?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan displayed an appropriately melancholic expression: "Please allow me to learn about Seven-star Island Cloud Sea, its customs and traditions, as well as the distribution of major forces in the cultivation world."

"Haha, that's too much. We're just happy to meet you. Sharing this information is merely a small favor," replied the burly cultivator after some thought.

He decided to seize the opportunity. This young man was no noble offspring and wouldn't have an outstanding master either. Helping him today might earn his gratitude when he regained his memory, potentially leading to future favors.

"Alright, I'll start with this. Seven-star Island Cloud Sea originated from a vast state of Zhao in the distant past, over a billion years ago. Later, unprecedented disasters split the empire into five parts, and our region encountered an unusual cloud that was drawn up into the sky."
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Lin Xuan's expression flickered as he listened. This was consistent with his own investigation, and he remained silent, listening intently to the other person continue.

"Firstly, how vast is this Cloud Sea? We can't know for sure now. When we were pulled up, the land we were on split again."

"Split again?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed in interest.

"Yes, the land was divided into countless pieces scattered throughout the Cloud Sea. The largest piece is known as Seven-Star Island. It’s said to be larger than the combined area of all the smaller islands. Hence, this place is named after it and called Seven-Star Island Cloud Sea."

The other person's words were clear in Lin Xuan's ears. He listened while analyzing.

This place seemed very mysterious on the surface but was essentially just a large expanse of islands floating in an ocean of clouds.

"Then how far apart are these islands? If we want to go to another island, what can we do?"

Upon hearing Lin Xuan’s question, the three cultivators at his table exchanged glances. One of them, the stocky one, spoke up.

"It's hard to say. There are too many islands in the Cloud Sea, some even uninhabited. The distances between these islands vary greatly. If there are people on an island, there might be teleportation arrays nearby. Of course, each teleportation costs a fortune and is beyond our means. Without crystal stones for teleportation, we can buy maps from the market and travel by flying. However, you must beware of cloud beasts."

"Cloud beasts?" Lin Xuan scratched his head; he had never heard this term before.

"Oh, I forgot that Brother Lin has lost his memory. But you should know about妖兽, right!"

Lin Xuan nodded.

"These cloud beasts are similar to妖兽. They are special creatures in the Cloud Sea, diverse and ferocious. Even as cultivators, we dare not easily provoke them. Moreover, these cloud beasts are slightly more powerful than their counterparts at the same stage. Some can even shed their beast forms and transform into humans. Occasionally, high-ranking cloud beasts lead their followers to attack islands, massacring both cultivators and ordinary people."

The stocky man's face turned pale as he spoke.

Lin Xuan remained indifferent. Relations between the妖族and humans were never harmonious. Since cloud beasts resembled妖兽, it was not surprising that they would engage in mutual attacks.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed.

"Then how are the various cultivation forces distributed among these islands?"

The three cultivators exchanged glances before the stocky man blushed and said, "Brother Lin, we're sorry. We don't know."

"You aren't natives here, right?" Lin Xuan frowned in confusion.

"We are local cultivators, but just scattered practitioners. Our cultivation levels have never taken us beyond this island, so we naturally know nothing about the outside world," one of them explained.

Seeing Lin Xuan's disappointment, the stocky man added hurriedly, "But if Brother Lin wants to learn more about our island’s cultivation scene, we can provide some information."

"Alright, then I'll trouble you."

"Our island, Azure Jade Island, is a secondary-level island in the entire Cloud Sea."

"A secondary-level island?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Yes. The islands in the Cloud Sea are ranked from level one to seven based on their size and population. Level seven has only one island—Seven-Star Island. We are a secondary-level island, with the main cultivation sect being the Scarlet Shadow Sect. It has over two thousand disciples. The sect’s head is a fairy named He, who is said to have reached the middle stage of condensation core. There are also nine Elders at the same stage serving as guardians."

Lin Xuan was struck by this information. Although these three fools claimed they knew nothing about the outside world, Lin Xuan's intelligence allowed him to infer useful details from their words. Generally, the larger and more populous an island, the higher the level of cultivation in that area. A minor secondary-level island like Azure Jade Island had ten condensation core cultivators, indicating that the local cultivation level was far superior to Yanzhou.

Lin Xuan felt elated. The higher the cultivation level, the easier it would be for him to advance. It seemed he had made a wise decision by risking being pulled into the spatial vortex.

Putting aside his excitement, Lin Xuan continued listening.

"Besides Scarlet Shadow Sect, there are several other smaller sects and some cultivation families on our island, collectively controlling the crystal mines and spirit veins here. As for us scattered practitioners, we number nearly ten thousand, but only a few have reached the foundation establishment stage, so we don't hold much power."

At this point, the stocky man looked somewhat melancholic.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the teahouse with all the information he needed. The other two cultivators' low cultivation levels made them unclear about many things, so they could be discussed another time.

Now, Lin Xuan faced a choice: join a sect to use their spirit veins for cultivation or find a secluded place to retreat and improve his strength.

The former seemed simple and appealing, as having a sect would accelerate his cultivation. However, it posed several challenges for Lin Xuan.

Firstly, Azure Jade Island was only a secondary-level island with limited power. The Scarlet Shadow Sect's headmaster was merely at the middle stage of condensation core, far weaker than Spirit Medicine Mountain. Such a small sect held no interest for Lin Xuan to join.

Of course, he could hide his cultivation level and pretend to be a low-ranking disciple, but according to their words, the Scarlet Shadow Sect was a branch of the Harmony Sect, known for dual-cultivation techniques. Although Lin Xuan was in his prime, he wasn't about to engage in such practices just for spirit veins.

Moreover, before reaching the yuan婴stage, dual cultivation was merely a form of premature growth. Lin Xuan would not do something so foolish.

Other sects were even weaker than Scarlet Shadow Sect and had poorer spirit veins, making them unsuitable options as well.

Azure Jade Island was small; there were no extra spirit veins left. In other words, he couldn't cultivate alone here either!

Lin Xuan scratched his head. Was the only option to teleport to another island?

But now that he was in a strange place, going elsewhere didn't seem like a good choice. Other secondary-level islands were similar, and higher-level islands with too many high-ranking cultivators might not be as free-spirited.

Lin Xuan pondered his options, weighing the pros and cons of each path before making a decision.
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Lin Xuan pondered, then headed to the outskirts of the city and transformed into a streak of light before vanishing in the southeast direction.

From what the three people had said earlier, he knew that there was a market not far away, operated by the Shadow Illusion Sect. First, it would be easier to gather information in such an area where cultivators gathered; secondly, he indeed needed to buy some items, like sea charts, which detailed the positions of various islands in the Cloud Sea. He also wanted to know what differences existed between these materials and those found in Youzhou.

Following their words, Lin Xuan saw the market's shadow after about a half an hour. There were no illusions or restrictions set up here; however, ordinary people naturally kept their distance, not venturing within ten miles of it.

Lin Xuan adjusted his敛气术 (Concealment Technique) to make himself appear as if he was at the late-stage Foundation Establishment stage. After all, in the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words. If he had posed as a lowly Flexible Spirit Period cultivator, no one would have paid him any attention.

At the entrance of the market, several cultivators were maintaining order; there were both men and women, but the female cultivators' power was clearly superior to that of their male counterparts.

This wasn't unusual. The Shadow Illusion Sect primarily consisted of female cultivators. Men could only join as outer sect disciples unless they had exceptionally outstanding资质 (talents), allowing them to form a dual cultivation relationship with the sect's women, in which case they would be treated like inner sect members.

Not only did these men not receive advanced techniques; their encounters and experiences were also inferior to those of the female cultivators.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense swept through, revealing that several of the women practiced seduction techniques. They all had good appearances, though not breathtakingly beautiful, and could easily make ordinary men drool with desire.

This was unsurprising given what the others said about joining the sect. Most cultivators couldn't resist the allure of emotions and desires, especially when they could cultivate alongside a beautiful woman.

At this moment, several male disciples and some wandering cultivators were surrounding a young red-robed maiden, admiring her with envy. Lin Xuan frowned; as a cultivator, he should be focusing on enhancing his strength rather than flattery.

Sure enough, the red-robed maiden ignored them, making their attempts to provoke her futile. Lin Xuan cleared his throat and walked over.

The red-robed maiden turned to him, her demeanor suddenly becoming demure as she curtsied: "Lan'er pays respects to Senior. Welcome to our sect's market. If you wish to enter, please pay one crystal stone."

This young woman was only at the peak of the Flexible Spirit stage; seeing Lin Xuan, a "late-stage Foundation Establishment" cultivator, she naturally didn't dare show any disrespect.

In contrast, the men surrounding her looked resentful and不服 (unconvinced).

"Why are you so polite to this guy, Lan-nee?" one asked.
"He's just an ugly duckling. How can he be more handsome than me?"

"You guys, go find a cooler place. With that face, how do you think you can win over our Lan'er lady?"

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. He had never encountered such brazen stupidity since entering the cultivation world; a few lowly Flexible Spirit cultivators dared to challenge him openly. Did they not know that with a flick of his finger, he could have their heads rolling?

However, Lin Xuan noticed that these men's eyes were rather hazy and didn't seem to be under any seduction spell. Instead, it looked as if they had fallen in love so deeply that they would face death without fear.

In other words, even if these fools saw a mere Inner Core cultivator, their courage might not waver.

Lin Xuan was speechless.

If Lan'er were a beauty, that would be one thing; but she was merely plain-looking, far inferior to Qin Yan, Ouyang, and the Phoenix Immortal Lady.

She hadn't actively used any seduction techniques, so could it be that these men had been influenced by her presence?

Thinking this, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. The only technique capable of such an effect would be the legendary Natural Seduction.

He had seen this technique in ancient texts, but it was long lost in Youzhou. A common female disciple from the Shadow Illusion Sect actually possessed such a powerful skill?

Moreover, not everyone could cultivate Natural Seduction; the small Shadow Illusion Sect was intriguing indeed.

Lin Xuan glanced at Lan'er and immediately returned to his normal expression. If he had encountered this strange situation in Youzhou, he might have delved into it. But here in the Cloud Sea, where he wasn't familiar with the terrain, Lin Xuan didn't want to create trouble for himself.

He reached into his storage bag and took out a crystal stone, handing it to the maiden.

"Senior."

The maiden's body stiffened slightly, but she quickly regained her composure as she respectfully bid Lin Xuan enter the market.

However, as he disappeared in the crowd, Lan'er's expression turned cold. Her eyes, like autumn water, flashed with a hint of desire.

"Lady..."

A tall woman walked over, concern evident in her eyes.

"I'm fine, just feeling that something was off about that person just now. It felt like all his secrets were exposed to him," Lan'er said, wiping sweat from her forehead.

"How could it be? He's only a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator." The tall woman, also at the Flexible Spirit stage, spoke with an intimidating tone.

"I'm not sure; it was probably just my imagination," Lan'er admitted hesitantly. "That makes sense. But Lady, you shouldn't have gotten involved in this matter. You are the direct granddaughter of the Supreme Sovereign, and such a noble position could result in severe punishment if anything were to happen."

The tall woman scolded gently but respectfully.

"Exactly. Lady, the tiny Shadow Illusion Sect doesn't deserve your attention," another green-robed woman walked over, offering comfort.

"Ladies, let's not discuss this anymore. We've already said that it's just a minor secondary island. Even if the sect leader herself were to come, what could she do to me?" Lan'er said impatiently.

What was more bizarre was that their conversation seemed to have no effect on the surrounding men, who ignored them entirely, focusing only on the red-robed maiden named Lan'er.

Just as Lin Xuan had read in ancient texts, Natural Seduction was an ancient first-class seduction technique. Its most remarkable feature was its influence even without active use, affecting those around it.

In other words, unless one had a countermeasure, their strength would naturally be weakened under the influence of this technique.

Similar to his Ice and Fire dual attribute treasures, this was a mimicry of techniques used by cultivators in the higher realms.
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Chapter 4: Seven-Star Island, Chapter 553 - The Water Pavilion of the Circular Application

Xuan was somewhat suspicious about the "child" identity but had no intention to reveal it as he entered the market.

The scale was truly impressive.

Looking at the square before him, Lin Xuan was surprised. Originally, based on his thoughts, a minor second-level island's sect would have a small bazaar. But this far exceeded his expectations!

That square covered several acres and was dotted with countless shops. Some were wooden pavilions while others were large stone houses made of dark green stones. However, the most eye-catching structure was an odd-looking building that resembled a giant shell. The surface even exuded faint demonic aura.

Could it be that this was crafted from the shell of some slain beast?

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels but still felt amazed by the sights here.

The number of cultivators within the market wasn't small, though their cultivation levels were mostly low. Lin Xuan's late-stage Foundation Establishment stage showed he was no ordinary customer. While notstand out like a crane among chickens (standing out like a crane among chickens), he certainly stood out as an expert.

Thus, all the cultivators present greeted him with respect and fear. Lin Xuan nodded inwardly; it seemed that in any world, strength truly spoke louder than words.

Lin Xuan walked slowly around before heading towards the giant shell-like structure.

He chose this shop for two reasons: first, its unique design attracted him; second, it had the highest foot traffic among all shops here. This indicated a higher level of power compared to other stalls. Lin Xuan had no interest in going to smaller shops to look for anything.

The interior was vast. The entrance hall alone spanned several dozen feet. Counters were lined with various items: spiritual artifacts, materials, talismans… everything under the sun. It seemed like one could buy any item a cultivator might need here.

Lin Xuan was surprised. Such a treasure trove existed in Youzhou as well but only a few such shops. He hadn't expected to see it so easily on Seven-Star Island's Cloud Sea. The prosperity of this region’s cultivation world indeed far surpassed that of Youzhou.

The interior hall merely displayed samples, yet the quality seemed not too low. Several cultivators were standing in front of items they found interesting, discussing them. A few young girls in green aprons greeted him with smiles.

Lin Xuan's entry naturally drew many people's attention. After all, a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator was definitely a big customer.

A young woman dressed in a light green robe approached and bowed: "Welcome, senior. Please feel free to browse our shop, the Ring Application Water Pavilion. If you need anything, just let us know. What do you wish to purchase?"

"Ring Application Water Pavilion?" Lin Xuan blinked. "Isn't this shop operated by the Colorful Shadow Sect?"

"Haha, Senior jests. The Ring Application Water Pavilion ranks among the top five in the Cloud Sea's major merchant guilds and has branches on every island. How could it be run by the Colorful Shadow Sect? We merely use their premises," the young woman said with a hint of surprise before adding proudly, "Senior, what would you like to buy?"

"Let me browse for now." Lin Xuan took out two high-quality yellow earth attribute crystal stones from his pocket and handed them to the young woman.

With money in hand, one must do their duty. Seeing this senior's generosity, the green-robed girl was overjoyed, her demeanor becoming even more respectful.

"Senior, our Ring Application Pavilion has everything you could possibly need. We can ensure your visit is as pleasant as possible. Look, this is the Spirit Treasure Tower where various grades of spiritual artifacts are sold. Many were crafted by great masters and have incredible power. There's also that alchemy shop beside it," she said.

"Alchemical pills?" Lin Xuan's eyes lit up. "Are there any pills that can enhance cultivation and increase one’s magical energy?"

"You must be joking, Senior. Such pills are impossible to buy. They're only ordinary auxiliary pills."

Lin Xuan nodded. If such pills were available for purchase, wouldn't it mean that anyone could cultivate by simply taking them instead of relying on their own efforts?

The green-robed girl continued her introduction: "There's also the Ten Thousand Volumes Pavilion on the left, which sells Five Elements Dao techniques."

"Daoist texts? I want to take a look," Lin Xuan said, tapping his chin. A cold glint appeared in his eyes.

The shock from that young lady at the entrance still lingered. A minor disciple of the Colorful Shadow Sect actually possessed an ancient top-tier technique. Was this just a coincidence or was every cultivator here endowed with such powerful techniques?

Lin Xuan thought it unlikely but wanted to confirm.

"Senior, do you want a cultivation technique?" The green-robed girl's face showed some difficulty.

"Why? Didn't you say that the Ten Thousand Volumes Pavilion has all kinds of Daoist techniques available?" Lin Xuan was surprised and said with an unfriendly expression, "Are you trying to trick me?"

"I beg your pardon, Senior. I wouldn’t dare," the green-robed girl panicked and quickly explained, "This is only a second-level island. According to our Water Pavilion's rules, the grades of items here are limited. The Ten Thousand Volumes Pavilion only has Foundation Establishment stage techniques. Given your cultivation level, you must want Condensation Core stage techniques. We don’t have them. If Senior needs one, we can teleport you to a larger island and let you visit its branch."

"Ah, I see. It's fine. A Foundation Establishment stage technique will do," Lin Xuan said with a relaxed expression.

He just wanted to know the cultivation level of this region’s cultivators and what types of techniques were available; it didn't matter much.

"Uh…": The young lady was taken aback. This senior seemed strange, but she wasn’t stupid enough to ask inappropriate questions. She bowed respectfully and led Lin Xuan forward.

After entering through the archway, they entered a small side hall decorated elegantly with steaming fragrant tea on the table.

Lin Xuan nodded; the Ring Application Water Pavilion indeed had substantial resources. Just the service alone was commendable.

"Please have a seat, Senior. I'll fetch what you need. Do you prefer an attribute that is easy to cultivate and quick to progress but has lesser powers? Or one that requires more effort but offers greater power? Or something in between?"

Lin Xuan scratched his head; the Water Pavilion wasn’t exaggerating. They had everything.

"Let's not be so troublesome. I don't care which element or how fast you progress, just get me the most precious and highest-grade technique," Lin Xuan said all at once, clearly stating his desires.
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"Senior, you mean to purchase a cultivation technique?"

"Eh," Lin Xuan nodded. His expression was indifferent; one could not tell if he were pleased or displeased.

"Haha, senior, you've come at the right time. It's just by chance. A few days ago, we received some new goods in our store, and among them is a first-grade cultivation technique. However..."

"What now?" Lin Xuan felt slightly surprised. This woman spoke with such poise; she didn't seem like an ordinary servant.

"Senior knows well that top-grade cultivation techniques are rare. Even those at the Foundation Establishment stage are considered treasures. You'd need quite a few crystal stones," the young man in green said, winking suggestively.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's face showed deep thought. He wasn't short of crystal stones; he just didn't want to reveal his wealth. Besides, he was still unfamiliar with this place. "I don't know what your store charges, but if it's too steep, I'll sell my iron pot and buy."

"Ten thousand crystal stones."

"Ten thousand?" Lin Xuan's face showed a look of difficulty. But in his heart, he was assessing the price. It seemed that the prices on Seven-star Island Cloud Sea were similar to those in Youzhou. A top-grade cultivation technique from the Foundation Establishment stage could be sold for this amount.

"I'll take it." He handed her a bag containing one hundred middle-grade crystal stones. This wasn't much to him, but he made sure to show his pain on his face.

"Haha, senior is quick. Please wait a moment while I retrieve the cultivation technique."

The young woman turned and walked behind the screen. After a short while, she brought out a silver tray with an jade cylinder placed upon it.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over it; he confirmed its authenticity before placing it in his storage bag without further ado.

"Thank you for your patronage. Is there anything else I can help you with?" The young woman was pleased to have made such a good deal, her face showing a hint of charm.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan ignored her as if she were invisible.

"Do you have the latest edition of the sea map?"

"Of course, senior. Since you've spent ten thousand crystal stones on a top-grade cultivation technique, this sea map is a gift!"

The young woman tossed an jade cylinder at him from her waist.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised and looked up at her. The Ring施 Water Guild was one of the Five Great Merchant Alliances in Cloud Sea; they were not stingy with their resources.

With that, Lin Xuan left the store under the young woman's courteous farewell.

He then spent some time browsing through the market before leaving as if nothing had happened.

Taking out the sea map from his pocket, Lin Xuan immersed his divine sense for about a cup of tea. He looked up and roughly determined the direction before vanishing into the distant horizon like a streak of lightning.

After this trip to the market, Lin Xuan finally made plans for his recent cultivation.

His storage bag contained not only tens of thousands of crystal stones but also many rare materials from Youzhou. If he were to refine them all into spirit pills, it would take time, but within a year or two, they would be more than enough for him to use.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided to leave the Verdant Island. The island's spiritual veins had already been divided among several sects, and he didn't want any connection with them.

Of course, he didn't wish to teleport to other islands either.

Instead, he planned to close himself off in seclusion for some time. After all, he was only recently at the late Condensation Core stage and hadn't had much time to stabilize his realm. Therefore, his top priority was to find a place that no one else would disturb him.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't as familiar with Seven-star Island Cloud Sea as he once thought, he certainly wasn't in the dark like when he first arrived.

Cloud Sea contained countless islands, aside from those inhabited by humans—Level One to Level Seven Islands. There were also numerous uninhabited wilderness islands that weren't graded.

These islands didn't have levels; some remained unoccupied due to their harsh conditions, even for cultivators. Others were so small they might as well be called rocks.

Of course, there were also moderate-sized uninhabited islands with good conditions and even spiritual veins. Many cultivators had coveted them, only to find that they were home to large numbers of Cloud Beasts. Those who tried to establish their abodes naturally met a dead end...

These wilderness islands were either marked on the map or yet undiscovered by cultivators.

In summary, Cloud Sea was vast, and after tens of thousands of years, humans had explored only a small part. Thus, sea maps were often updated. The one Lin Xuan held in his hand was freshly drawn by the Ring施 Water Guild last month.

Lin Xuan intended to find an uninhabited wilderness island to establish his abode.

And he wanted it far from Verdant Island so as not to be easily discovered.

He didn't want to be disturbed during a critical period of cultivation.

According to the sea map, this area was relatively safe. Only Level One and Two Cloud Beasts roamed here.

Although Cloud Beasts were slightly more formidable than their妖兽 counterparts at the same level, they still posed a significant threat to Foundation Establishment cultivators. But for Lin Xuan, it wasn't worth his attention.

In fact, he hoped to encounter some Cloud Beasts so he could see what these exotic creatures from other realms looked like.

However, whether by good or bad luck, no monsters had attacked him during the three days since his departure.

Could it be that those monsters were highly sensitive and sensed his Condensation Core cultivator's power, hence avoiding him?

Lin Xuan practiced his敛气 technique smoothly.

Though he felt a bit frustrated, Lin Xuan wasn't out to see Cloud Beasts just for curiosity. His top priority was to find an island suitable for establishing his abode. Thus, although he was eager, he wouldn't go looking for them.

After flying for several more hours, Lin Xuan's light suddenly slowed as he stopped.

Through the mist, a large island came into view.

Lin Xuan was surprised but not because this island wasn't marked on the map. What shocked him was the strange environment of this island.

The area was quite vast, shaped like a crescent moon. At least fifty li from east to west and at least twenty li wide in its widest point.

From east to west, there were grasslands, lakes, mountain ranges, and various landscapes. But what surprised Lin Xuan was the central part of the island, where a towering ice mountain over a thousand zhang high stood, crystal clear and sparkling from afar like a beautiful large crystal.

It wasn't a snow-capped mountain but an enormous ice mountain already impressive in its own right. The more astonishing thing was that it continuously spewed out molten rock and flames from the top of the ice mountain.

A light breeze carried the cold and heat, even from this distance. This turned out to be an Ice Fire Island.
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林轩和月儿决定探索冰火山，这既是一次冒险也是对未知的好奇。他们准备好了必要的装备，包括一些简单的防护法器以及足够的丹药以备不测。

两人御剑飞行，很快就来到了那座冰火岛上的冰火山前。这座山体一半被冰雪覆盖，另一半则冒着熊熊火焰，两者之间似乎有着某种奇异的平衡。

林轩放出神识探查，发现这冰火山内部结构复杂，不仅有岩浆通道，还有大量的寒气和热气交织在一起，形成了一个极为特殊的环境。这种地方对于普通修士来说无疑是危险重重，但对于已经凝丹期的林轩来说，却有着极大的吸引力。

两人小心翼翼地靠近山体，利用法术在周围布下了防护结界，以防不测。随后，林轩开始尝试着进入火山内部探索。

冰火岛上的环境异常恶劣，但林轩凭借着强大的修为和丰富的经验，很快适应了这里的极端条件。他发现火山内部不仅有各种奇异的矿石，还有不少珍贵的灵药。这些资源对于提升修为有着极大的帮助。

与此同时，月儿则负责在外围警戒，防止突然出现的危险。她虽然没有进入火山内部，但凭借敏锐的感知能力，也发现了几个潜在的威胁，并及时通知了林轩。

经过数日的探索，两人不仅收获颇丰，还意外发现了一些关于这座冰火山的秘密。原来这是一座由某种特殊灵力驱动的活火山，每隔一段时间就会爆发一次，而每次爆发都会带来新的矿藏和灵药。

这次探险不仅让林轩对这颗岛屿有了更深入的认识，也让他的修为得到了进一步提升。更重要的是，通过这样的探索，他学会了如何在危险环境中生存和应对，这对于未来的修炼之路来说是一笔宝贵的财富。

回到洞府后，林轩将所获之物一一整理好，并开始研究这些新发现的矿石和灵药，希望能从中找到对自己修炼有益的方法。而月儿则在一旁帮忙，两人之间的关系也因为共同经历这次冒险而更加亲密了。

这次探险不仅丰富了他们的生活，也为未来可能遇到的各种挑战积累了宝贵的经验。林轩的生活依旧平静有序，但内心却充满了对未知世界的无限好奇和探索的欲望。
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"Alright."

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan nodded.

With that, the master and servant set off. They transformed into two different colored streaks of light, like icebergs flying away.

Speaking of this mountain, although Lin Xuan had never explored it, he had observed it from afar.

Of course, it wasn't constantly erupting. Most of the time, it was calm.

Generally speaking, it would erupt every few months or so, lasting three to four days at a time.

This frequency was much higher than that of an ordinary volcano.

However, what surprised Lin Xuan was that the lava only flowed down to the base of the iceberg and then stopped. Otherwise, his den wouldn't be more than a few miles away from there. Although it had protective禁制, it would still cause trouble.

Not long ago, fire had erupted once, so now it was in a calm period. From afar, it looked like a huge body of water, dazzling and beautiful.

At this distance, with Lin Xuan's Moonlight's speed, it naturally took only an instant to arrive.

Lin Xuan stared at the volcano's mouth, frowning slightly.

The entrance was enormous, round-shaped, about ten or more丈in diameter. However, the entire cave opening was dark, filled with a strange mist.

This way, he couldn't see what lay below.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, but it could only penetrate to around thirty or forty丈before the scenery became blurry.

"Master, what's going on?"

Moonlight wrinkled her delicate nose, showing a hint of frustration on her face.

Lin Xuan didn't answer. He raised his right hand and cast a spell. Whispering under his breath, he aimed at the ground below. A flash of green light appeared, and a ten-meter-long wind dragon emerged, roaring as it rushed down.

Wind Dragon术.

This was an intermediate-grade five-element Dao technique. However, Lin Xuan performed it effortlessly, showing no signs of strain. Even condensation core stage cultivators might not be able to achieve such proficiency.

With the wind dragon leading the way, the mist quickly parted. A green glow enveloped Moonlight as she activated her Nine Heavens Spirit Shield and jumped down without hesitation.

Moonlight's movements were swift; she had already flown into her master's sleeve.

Lin Xuan began his exploration...

At the same time, several dozen miles away from Icefire Island in a cloud sea, a group of cultivators was flying slowly. Their speed wasn't fast, and they were spread out wide as if searching for something.

The cultivators' realms varied widely, but the lowest were at the base foundation stage. The two leaders were high-stage condensation core cultivators.

One male and one female.

The man had prominent ears and a dignified appearance, giving off an air of authority. He was about forty years old.

The woman was much younger, in her twenties, wearing a red robe with bare feet. Her beauty could be described as plain but not ugly; she had some appeal, though barely two or three points of attractiveness.

"Brother耿, that guy really escaped here. We've been out for three days now. If we don't get any news, it won't be easy to explain to the大小姐," said the red-robed woman, frowning with worry.

"Second sister, even if I'm not clear on this, you and I are indeed too careless. We didn't expect a mere base foundation cultivator to have such courage. Fortunately, he has a坤明虫 planted by me. We can track him down from there. He did escape here; that much is certain."

"Alright. Regardless of how it goes, we must capture the traitor as soon as possible. Only then will大小姐 be willing to forgive us."

Before the red-robed woman's words had finished, a sudden cry of pain entered their ears. Then light began to flicker before settling down. A blood mist exploded in the air.

"What happened?"

The two exchanged glances and quickly flew towards the scene.

"This is..."

Seeing the enormous creature before them, the red-robed woman gasped in shock. The man with the surname also looked astonished.

In front of them was a ten-meter-long giant fish.

Not only was it huge, but its appearance was completely unnatural. Its head alone took up about one-third of its body.

With an open maw filled with razor-sharp teeth, like sharp needles.

"Scissor Fish. How is that possible? This is a genuine three-stage cloud beast. There's only one second-level Cangui Island nearby; it shouldn't be here," said the red-robed woman, covering her mouth as she widened her bright eyes.

The man with the surname's face turned pale. Indeed, this was suspicious.

However, before he could react, a massive spiritual pressure came from his side. He turned around to see a giant octopus.

Each tentacle was twice or three times thicker than a water bucket. Its entire body resembled a small hill. Its eyes were about a foot in diameter, expressionless and coldly staring at the prey.

The man's heart sank. The霸王魔章, although only an intermediate-grade three-stage cloud beast, had immense strength and thick skin. Usually, condensation core后期 cultivators would flee upon encountering it.

One scissor fish could be considered coincidental, but a霸王魔章 was different. Could he have fallen into someone else's trap?

His mind raced as his reaction was quick.

"Disciples, return. Set up the Three Talents Water Wave Array."

If they were to fight alone, they couldn't match two three-stage cloud beasts. Fortunately, they had a set of powerful array flags with them, giving them some hope of a fight.

However, the traitor had escaped here; was he planning this all along?

What the man with the surname didn't know was that several dozen miles away, a man with pointed ears and a monkey-like face had approached the small island. His cultivation level was only base foundation后期, holding an exquisite box in his hand, unwilling to put it into his storage bag.

Seeing the mist-covered small island ahead, the man with the pointed ears and monkey-like face showed signs of joy, especially when he saw the huge ice peak on top. The fatigue on his face vanished as excitement shone in his eyes.

"Haha. The legend is true. I never thought that Saint would be found in such a remote place, where not even birds can nest."

He clutched the box tightly.

Like finding a needle in a haystack without effort. He had been chased by several people like a stray dog, running around aimlessly. Unexpectedly, he found Saint here.

The man's mana began to flow as he prepared to speed up. Suddenly, his body slowed down, and he turned to look at the surroundings, showing shock on his face.

From the left, right, and behind him, considerable spiritual pressure came. Dark shadows moved in the cloud sea, several second-stage monsters appearing nearby.

At the same time, inside Lin Xuan's den, in the spirit beast room,

The little guy who had been wrapped up in silk for years finally woke up. Lin Xuan had come to check on it many times but found no signs of movement. Now that his master was exploring the iceberg, the little guy suddenly opened its eyes and sniffed the air as if sensing something.

The cocoon stood upright, and the little guy's gaze fell upon the man with pointed ears and monkey-like face holding a secret box in his hand.
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"Po."

A soft sound echoed as Lin Xuan casually released a fireball, turning the approaching small beast into ashes.

He had delved deep into the ice mountain. Initially, he thought this place was peculiar but unlikely to harbor any life due to its harsh environment. Even Lin Xuan himself had to activate his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield because of two conflicting winds: one extremely cold, almost freezing water; and another unbearably hot, leaving scorched marks on rocks.

The cold and heat alternated, merging into a strange equilibrium within the same space. Although Lin Xuan was well-traveled, he had never encountered such a phenomenon before.

However, this did not bring him any relief. Instead, it frustrated him greatly. This阴阳怪风 (yin-yang weird wind) was formidable; lower-grade cultivators might easily perish here. While Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, his mana was rapidly depleting due to the harsh conditions and the presence of several creatures.

Among them were some ordinary beasts that lacked any trace of demonic aura. In other words, they were just common animals. But underestimating them would surely lead to a heavy price. These creatures had sharp teeth and claws, and their bloodthirsty nature was extreme.

Lin Xuan once encountered something the size of his fist, resembling a bat. Some low-grade spells proved ineffective; it took summoning the beast's soul and unleashing countless demonic souls to finally defeat such an odd small creature.

Such encounters were endless. Now, two huge strange birds appeared in his line of sight.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. He had no mood for lingering over this weird wind. The constant mana consumption was draining, even though he replenished with crystal stones, it still wasn't enough.

Exploring the ice mountain was necessary, but dawdling would be detrimental to him.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword emerged. Two streaks of blue light separated from its blade.

"Go."

Lin Xuan pointed and two beams of light shot out like a rainbow, slicing through the sky.

"Gah."

The strange birds emitted a hoarse cry, flapping their wings wildly to dodge the attack.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. At three-stage demon beasts, such speed was normal. But these were ordinary birds.

His eyes narrowed as a faint smile played on his lips, though his expression remained icy cold.

Seeing the birds approaching, Lin Xuan didn't panic. He summoned a large ball of pitch-black demonic energy in his palm.

As the strange birds neared, he raised his right hand and the demonic energy surged and expanded, transforming into a thick double-headed python.

The strange birds' cries abruptly stopped as they were bitten by the giant snake's neck. The creatures transformed into skeletons due to the strong corrosive effect of the demonic energy.

Lin Xuan remained calm but his eyes showed a hint of joy. Although he had mastered Yin-Yang Techniques, previously he would have struggled to perform such feats with two different types of spiritual energies seamlessly.

This was all thanks to Fairy Peacock. Had it not been for her kiss-induced encounter, he wouldn't have advanced to Pill后期 (Pill Later Stage) and undergone a golden core transformation, allowing him to perfectly convert both types of spiritual energy.

However, Lin Xuan's momentary elation quickly faded as he regained his sharpness. He looked at the two dead birds and suddenly had an idea.

He waved his hand, beckoning the bird carcasses closer.

"Po."

Two small red beads broke through their skulls and flew into Lin Xuan's palm, guided by some unseen force.

The beads were fire-red, about the size of a thumb, emitting faint glows. Lin Xuan released his spirit perception to scan them.

His expression turned puzzled. These weren't demon cores, but they seemed not ordinary either.

Lin Xuan felt curious.

But this wasn't the right time for research. He casually tossed them into his storage bracelet.

A green glow enveloped him as the Nine-Spirit Shield became even more solid. Lin Xuan's figure slowly descended; the colder and hotter winds grew stronger as he approached the ice mountain's bottom.

Despite the dangers, he had no intention of giving up. With a wave of his hand, the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword whirled around him.

Bloodlight occasionally flickered, but the fierce beasts could only pose some hindrance. Finally, Lin Xuan carved a bloody path to the ice mountain's core.

"This," Lin Xuan clearly recognized the scene before him. Even with his composure, he couldn't hide his surprise.

At first glance, this appeared to be an enormous lava hall, irregularly oval-shaped. The smoke and fog obscured the view of the volcano's mouth.

The most prominent feature was a fiery pool occupying about ninety percent of the floor area. Boiling steam rose from the molten rock, bubbling continuously.

High temperatures were his first impression, even with the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, he felt a burning sensation.

However, despite such extreme conditions, the surrounding ice walls remained unmelting. It was truly bizarre.

Apart from these anomalies, cold and heat, ice and fire, seemed to be the only special aspects here.

"Master, this ice volcano doesn't seem to have much," Yue'er said with disappointment. After all her efforts, she felt somewhat dejected without any results.

But Lin Xuan remained silent, closing his eyes as he released his spirit perception, scanning the area.

After a moment,

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as he looked at the scene, his face showing a hint of amusement.

"Master, what did you find?"

Seeing her master's expression, Yue'er felt excited. But Lin Xuan still didn't pay attention to her and extended his right hand, flicking his fingers.

A thick red beam shot out, flying several dozen feet before vanishing mysteriously.

"Array formation?"

"Not wrong. This array is no trivial matter; it has a layer of illusion covering it."

Lin Xuan muttered, expressing relief. If not for the past three years of studying璇心 (Xuanxin), he might never have discovered this.

Yue'er blushed. While her array formation talent was no less than her master's and even exceeded his in many ways, she found nothing after a quick scan.

Realizing it,

"Let's go down to see."

Such places often contained array formations, potentially leading to unexpected fortune. Lin Xuan had no reason to miss such an opportunity. But as he prepared to descend, he sensed something and stopped mid-flight.
第四卷 七星岛 第五百五十八章 火魅

Chapter 558: Fire Phantom

Lin Xuan could sense the presence. Frost appeared on his opponent's face.

"Are you still hiding? Do you want to wait for me to make the first move?"

Though Lin Xuan spoke, he didn't idle with his hands. He flicked his sleeves and a large ball of cold air materialized, forming countless ice spikes.

"Go."

Lin Xuan opened his mouth slightly and spat out one word. The ice spikes immediately shot like a storm toward their target—seven zhang away from the fiery pool.

The distance was short, and it arrived in an instant.

At this moment, a red shadow flashed as a humanoid monster leaped out of the molten lava-filled pool with incredible speed.

The ice spikes missed their mark completely. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes to appraise this strange enemy.

This was a humanoid creature, about two meters tall, entirely blood-red in color, with flames towering over a foot high on its surface.

"What kind of monster is this?" Qian asked, her face full of confusion.

Lin Xuan felt familiar with the creature but couldn't recall it immediately. However, there wasn’t time for him to think; he needed to subdue his opponent first.

Despite his confidence in his abilities, Lin Xuan didn't underestimate this strange creature. He reached into his belt and summoned a palm-sized red shield.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and several runes appeared on the shield. The shield's defensive power was formidable, but it wasn’t enough to handle the fire-based attacks.

He then took out a bag from his waist and released several炼尸 (refined corpses) into the air.

These炼尸 were vastly different from ordinary ones; they wore iron armor and wielded various weapons like swords, spears, and shields.

Each of these炼尸 had the power equivalent to late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators.

"Go." Lin Xuan commanded, and the炼尸 roared, transforming into streaks of light that charged at their opponent with fearless determination.

"Grr…"

The monster's mouth still emitted a hoarse sound as it raised its arms again, dancing wildly like a possessed entity.

The lava pool boiled once more. Fireballs leaped out from within, varying in size but the smallest was about the size of a basin.

As these flames ascended into the air, they flickered and distorted, transforming into monstrous creatures made entirely of fire.

There were flaming birds as large as a meter, snakes as thick as buckets, bears, bats—various forms emerged.

Lin Xuan frowned. The spell to summon fire dragons was similar, but he still couldn't identify this creature's power source.

Despite his confusion, Lin Xuan didn’t show any fear. He divided his spirit and manipulated the iron-armored corpses, which fiercely attacked their opponent. The battle between the corpse aura and the fiery creatures was intense.

Meanwhile, Lady Yue wasn't idle; she summoned two thin, blade-like flying knives instead of her兽魂幡 (soul soul banner).

The blades were crafted from Xuan Crystal Iron, a rare material Lin Xuan obtained when he destroyed the Paul Elder who had defected to Blood Demon. He gave them to Yue.

Xuan Crystal Iron, though not as powerful as South Bright Separation Fire, was still an extraordinary material. After refining these knives, Yue’s power became formidable. She intended to assist her master in battle but noticed something peculiar about the monster's attacks.

"Fire Phantom, Master. I know where this comes from."

"Fire Phantom?" Lin Xuan exclaimed, his expression stunned as he desperately recalled what he knew. With Yue revealing the creature's name, it wasn’t hard for him to remember.

Lin Xuan’s face turned grim but showed deep resignation. Fire Phantoms were rare and unique creatures in the cultivation world.

They required very specific conditions to come into existence—extremely harsh ones. According to ancient texts, a cultivator with a fire attribute spirit root would die unjustly. His soul wouldn’t reincarnate; instead, it would linger around his body, driven by a desire for revenge.

Over time, the fire spirit force nourished and refined this soul until, after many years and other chances, a Fire Phantom was born—a manifestation of malevolence.

In essence, they were powerful but relied on external forces. Their strength depended entirely on their environment; in areas with insufficient fire spirit energy, even late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators could easily defeat them. But in special locations rich in fire spirit energy, a Fire Phantom might challenge an advanced婴灵 (advanced infant spirit).

Lin Xuan looked down at the fiery pool beneath him. While it wasn’t a location of high fire spirit energy, there was still plenty.

No wonder this creature was so tenacious; with the lava pool as its base, eliminating it would be much more difficult here.

The best strategy might be to lure it out, but according to Lin Xuan’s knowledge, these thousand-year-old Fire Phantoms had considerable intelligence. They wouldn’t fall for simple tricks and were unlikely to stray far from their fire pool.

This was becoming tricky.

If there hadn't been any significant gains, Lin Xuan would have left without further ado. But the unusual禁制 (restraint) hidden by illusionary techniques intrigued him; he needed to investigate it thoroughly.

As Lin Xuan pondered how to eliminate this creature, the Fire Phantom moved first. It raised its claws and struck downward into the lava pool, creating a red ball that sank in.

Gurgling sounds echoed as a giant hand emerged from the lava, followed by feet. The sight was astonishing; the creature had conjured an eight-zhang-tall flaming giant with a burning axe in its hands, flames dancing around it.

The giant released immense spiritual pressure, and its power rivaled that of a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator. Lin Xuan was initially shocked but quickly showed signs of understanding.

This technique was powerful, yet similar to the fire dragon summoning; both seemed to be manifestations of the same power source.

Lin Xuan recalled ancient texts mentioning Fire Phantoms' ability to manipulate fire spirit energy freely. Was this creature’s repertoire limited?

As Lin Xuan pondered, the giant flaming figure roared and raised its axe to strike.

Sizzling sounds echoed as the giant's axe head flamed up several feet high.

A crescent moon of red light suddenly appeared, slicing toward Lin Xuan with incredible speed.

The attack caught Lin Xuan off guard. He quickly responded by channeling his spirit energy into a protective shield, which was a fifth-grade artifact and offered formidable defense.

The crescent moon struck the barrier, causing Lin Xuan to tremble as he struggled to maintain his stance. However, it didn’t break through.

Frustrated, the giant flaming figure raised its axe again, but countless threads suddenly appeared, forming a massive net that descended toward the protective shield.

From afar, Lady Yue’s blade disk whirled, resembling a bright silver plate, with the threads emanating from its surface.

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up; despite using flying knives as her weapon, this was clearly "transforming swords into threads."

This proved that in these three years, Yue had grown much faster than he imagined. Seeing the giant flaming figure ensnared, Lin Xuan dashed forward and attacked the nearby spirits with renewed vigor.
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At the same time, several miles away from Ice Fire Island in a cloud sea, a powerful cultivator led by a young woman dressed in red was battling with several Cloud Beasts. Apart from Scissor Fish and Tyrant Demon Chapter, a few other Cloud Beasts of varying levels had joined the fray, causing everyone to groan inwardly as beads of sweat formed on their foreheads.

Fortunately, these cultivators were well-trained. Two Condensation Core Elders released their own treasures, blocking the two most formidable Cloud Beasts. The remaining Foundation Establishment stage cultivators each held a blue array flag in hand. As they waved them, wave after wave of ripples spread outwards from their center, sweeping across the surroundings.

In contrast, although the Cloud Beasts were fierce, they lacked coordination and fought individually, making it temporarily impossible for them to break through the defenders' defenses.

"Zhi."

The red-robed woman skillfully wielded a short sword that was barely over a foot long. Though unremarkable in appearance, it moved with extraordinary agility. Seizing an opening, the sword emitted a cold light that pierced through Tyrant Demon Chapter's protective aura, splattering blood as it struck her left eye.

Seeing this, the woman's face lit up with joy, but quickly turned to shock.

If she were human, such a situation would have been fatal at this stage. However, the Tyrant Demon Chapter now displayed a very human-like and grotesque expression on its face.

Suddenly, the number of its tentacles increased significantly, but their length drastically grew as well, wrapping around behind her just in time to form a pincer movement with the black ink.

"Second Sister," the man named after Scissor Fish was engaged in battle but managed to spare some divine awareness for this scene. Clearly, he cared deeply for the red-robed woman, but they were too far apart for him to offer any assistance.

The situation looked dire for the red-robed woman. However, she remained composed as she drew two circles with her hands and lightly opened her mouth, expelling a stream of essence energy.

This essence energy was quickly absorbed by the silken cloth.

Although not particularly rare, this item served well as a protective treasure. As it shone brightly, it transformed into a barrier that shielded the woman.

The black ink splashed onto the silken cloth, causing its light to rapidly dim and fade.

"Bad luck," the red-robed woman's face turned pale. But there was no time for her to worry about her treasure. She gritted her teeth as a foot-long red aura appeared on her body surface, transforming into a streak of lightning that shot upwards, escaping towards the sky.

Despite her striking appearance, she had many extraordinary abilities but it was too late.

The Tyrant Demon Chapter's remaining right eye flashed with resentment and, having been well-prepared, sprayed another stream of black ink. This time, there was no way for her to dodge as the only opening was directly below her. The tentacles moved like monstrous serpents, wrapping around her.

Would she die here?

The woman felt a sense of不甘 (reluctance), but had no means to counter it. Her face turned deathly pale and she closed her eyes, resigned to her fate.

Just as the situation seemed dire, a white light appeared in the distance, racing across the cloud sea at an incredible speed. In just a few flashes, it reached her side.

Having arrived first, it enveloped her before the black ink could reach her.

The layer of white light was merely protective aura. The Tyrant Demon Chapter, enraged by this unexpected visitor who had ruined its plans, attempted to corrode him as well. However, his abilities seemed ineffective against the old man.

"Rascally beast! How dare you defy me!"

A voice came from within the white light, filled with a non-threatening yet imposing aura. Suddenly, an astonishing spiritual pressure rose up.

The Tyrant Demon Chapter, previously so arrogant, now showed signs of fear as it emitted strange sounds and retreated.

"You think you can escape? Too late."

From the white light emerged a cloud of霞光 (cloudy light), which suddenly expanded into a massive two-handed battle axe that slashed down towards the monster.

The Tyrant Demon Chapter, unwilling to die, used its Blood Sucking technique at full capacity. The black ink it spat out coalesced into a large black cloud that met the axe head-on.

It seemed like a formidable attack, but in reality, it was futile. The battle axe's momentum combined with strong wind cut through the black cloud as if it were paper. With a fearful cry, the Tyrant Demon Chapter was split in two and fell to the ground as a corpse.

The battle axe twisted and plunged into the ground, revealing a dark, fist-sized gemstone inside.

It was a demon core.

Seeing the Tyrant Demon Chapter defeated, the other Cloud Beasts showed signs of fear. Although their intelligence had not yet been fully developed, they understood that this opponent far surpassed them in power. They scattered like birds and beasts fleeing.

The figure within the white light seemed uninterested as the light faded to reveal an old man's face.

Of medium build, his terrifying spiritual pressure indicated he was a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator. Only such a hand could easily destroy a three-tiered Cloud Beast with a single move.

However, this old man looked vastly different from ordinary cultivators.

While there were methods in the cultivation world to maintain youthful appearance, by the time one reached the Immortal Core stage, they should have youthful and vigorous looks, appearing like immortal sages.

But this old monster was completely different. His face showed signs of extreme age, akin to a thousand-year-old tree with deep wrinkles and lines. His eyes were lifeless, as if he could collapse at any moment. Only his inner light and outwardly emitted spiritual energy made it clear that he was an Immortal Core cultivator.

"Master Ku."

Had it not been for this man's intervention, the red-robed woman would have perished. However, her face showed no signs of relief; in fact, she looked even more pale than before.

Her body trembled as she respectfully bowed: "Thank you, Master Ku, for saving my life. I am deeply grateful."

The other Foundation Establishment stage cultivators also paid their respects from a distance, but with expressions full of fear.

Why did this old monster appear?

Was it because the precious artifact was lost and not only did the eldest daughter rage, but even the Palace Lord was alarmed, sending this old monster to deal with them?

It was no wonder everyone was nervous. They were one of the Nine Major Forces on Seven Stars Island—Sword Obscuring Palace—and its Palace Lord had profound cultivation that could not be measured. Over a hundred years ago, he had already advanced to late-stage Immortal Core.

The palace was full of powerful cultivators, but they did not know how many Immortal Core stage cultivators there were. However, Master Ku was undoubtedly the most feared one.

This wasn't because Master Ku stood out among the Immortal Core Elders; rather, he was notorious for his cruelty. The saying "kill with a single strike" applied to most people, but this man enjoyed tormenting his opponents.

Once in his hands, regardless of whether you were at the Condensation Core stage, Foundation Establishment stage, or even the more agile and quick-witted, he could torture you mercilessly, deriving pleasure from seeing your agony.

The reasons for this behavior varied. Some said it was due to a cold nature, but a more credible theory suggested that his cultivation method had something to do with it.

He was an extremely rare case of someone who had transitioned from Buddhism to Daoism.

A "Buddhist turning into a demon" referred to the fact that he originally cultivated Buddhist techniques. However, due to some mistake in his practice, his heart demon invaded him. Instead of dying, his cultivation soared, making this situation exceedingly rare in the cultivation world.

He was not fortunate enough to turn misfortune into fortune; rather, he became controlled by his heart demon. The original Master Ku was dead, and now this person had a completely different temperament, being cruel and bloodthirsty.

It was said that he once lived in a temple but one night, he massacred the entire area, not just the temple but also nearby sects.

Although the cultivation world valued survival of the fittest, such actions inevitably led to pursuit by others. However, having advanced to Immortal Core stage, no high-ranking cultivator could subdue him, instead attracting his bloody revenge.

The poor third-tier island suffered greatly, not just from cultivators but also ordinary people. The bloodshed and violence he unleashed turned it into a place of horror.

Fortunately, fate intervened as the Sword Obscuring Palace's late-stage Immortal Core Palace Lord happened to pass by. With his powerful abilities, he subdued Master Ku.

To others, an already demonized Immortal Core cultivator was extremely dangerous, but for the Sword Obscuring Palace's Palace Lord, such a creature was merely a tool to be used as a loyal dog.
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However, in front of Master Sour Sword Palace Lord, Monk Kǔ was meek and submissive. But for them, he was a source of immense danger.

In the palace, there had once been a traitor who was captured and handed over to Monk Kǔ. No one knew exactly what happened, but it was said that his cries lasted for an entire month, and still hadn't stopped...

Although Monk Kǔ wasn’t a true cultivator of evil magic, he had gathered quite a few strange cultivation techniques.

Being soul-pierced and spirit-refined—this was the most terrifying outcome. It was impossible to seek life or death.

Thinking about the rumors surrounding this old monster in the palace, the red-robed woman's expression turned pale. Although she and her big brother were not traitors, they had carelessly lost that savage treasure from the wilderness, a grave mistake that might as well have been treason.

Hearing that this person was sent to oversee the Punishment Hall, could it be an attempt to clean house?

Everyone was uneasy, their faces devoid of color. Seeing them shivering in fear, Monk Kǔ smiled. His smile was like tree bark trembling, somewhat comical yet chilling.

"You have a big nerve, daring to... " Before he could finish his sentence, there was suddenly a loud shout: "Geng Biao, what are you doing?"

With a wave of his hand, a black beam shot out from his sleeve and entered the body of the man named Geng. The man with broad cheeks and large ears froze as his gathered spiritual energy couldn't be lifted even a bit, his expression turning grim.

"Do you want to self-destruct?" The old man rolled his dead fish-like eyes.

"I know I deserve punishment for my sins. Please, Elder, out of consideration for me having served the palace faithfully for over two hundred years, show mercy and let this be quick."

The other cultivators also showed signs of pleading, but they were similarly subdued by the old man before their spiritual energy could explode within them. Only the red-robed woman's eyes flickered as she looked at the old man’s expression, unsure what he was thinking.

"Want to die? That's easy enough. Your mistakes are unforgivable," Monk Kǔ sneered. "If it were in my hands, you wouldn't stand a chance, but Miss Big Sister is merciful and kind-hearted; she doesn’t want your lives."

"What? Elder, you mean Miss Big Sister has forgiven us?" The man named Geng couldn’t believe his ears.

"Forgive? You dream," the old man said. "What use would it be to kill you when the treasure is already stolen? A bunch of useless fools; so many people, and a Foundation Establishment cultivator managed to steal the treasure."

Monk Kǔ sneered. "Miss Big Sister wants you to make amends for your mistakes. Afraid you’re not up to the task, she asked me to help. If you can retrieve the treasure, I’ll show mercy; otherwise..."

Everyone was stunned, looking at each other in silence until the red-robed woman finally understood. She cried out and knelt towards the east, bowing devoutly: "Thank Miss Big Sister for her grace. Your servant will do whatever it takes to find back the treasure."

The other cultivators were also elated, all bowing respectfully towards Miss Big Sister.

"Alright, your sincerity is commendable, but the priority now is retrieving the treasure; otherwise, the consequences are obvious," Monk Kǔ’s expression softened, though his voice remained icy.

"Yes!"

They stood in silence, relieved to have escaped. But with the treasure still in the hands of a traitor, they dared not relax and flew off in various directions.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan continued his battle with the Fire Phantom in the ice mountain. The giant fire monster had been trapped by Mo'er's divine technique, but facing this strange fiend, Lin Xuan felt somewhat at a loss.

Though it wasn't a true realm of fire, the lava pool beneath his feet gave him formidable strength.

Time was not on their side!

Lin Xuan didn’t have the patience for prolonged combat. Seeing another unknown flame creature summoned by the opponent, he frowned and stretched out his hand, flicking it lightly. A fist-sized green flame leapt from his palm and hovered before him—just the beginning. Another one followed.

In no time, nine fireballs appeared in front of Lin Xuan.

Green Illusory Flame!

Over these three years, Lin Xuan hadn’t just been meditating and taking pills; he had also diligently practiced various divine techniques. This magical fire was incredibly powerful, surpassing ordinary talismans by a wide margin, and Lin Xuan had invested much effort into it.

Both the quantity and quality of his Green Illusory Flame were far superior to what they had been three years ago.

Seeing the unknown creature charging towards him, Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a sneer. He stretched out his hand and lightly tapped it.

The nine fireballs trembled slightly before coalescing together. A clear chirping sound rang as a foot-long green phoenix shot up into the air.

"Go!"

Facing such a creature that was several times larger, the green illusory flame transformed into a pale-green spirit bird showed no fear. The two collided once.

A blinding light exploded!

With a whoosh, the giant creature, despite its massive size, seemed to have met its match. After just a few seconds, it was consumed by the Green Illusory Flame, which reformed as a green demonic flame phoenix and dived towards the Fire Phantom.

The fiend was startled; being an evil spirit of fire, but having spent his life in this ice mountain, he had never seen such domineering flames. But instinctively, he sensed danger!

Seeing the spirit bird approaching, it was too late to dodge. A fierce look flashed in its eyes as it opened its mouth and spat out a pale purple flame.

This was its innate spirit fire from hundreds of years of cultivation; its power was considerable. As soon as it left his body, it exploded, revealing a purple eagle amidst the flames.

The two spirits entangled, green and purple flames flickering on their bodies, devouring each other.

For a moment, neither seemed to have an upper hand.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but then his expression turned oddly pleased.

"Young Master, what’s wrong?"

Mo'er had already reduced the giant fire monster into pieces. Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, she felt very strange.

Lin Xuan didn’t speak, but his joy had a reason. With its current power, Green Illusory Flame was formidable enough, and this Fire Phantom could withstand it—truly a rare fire spirit. If he refined the Green Illusory Flame with it, the demonic flames' power would surely surpass even an Incubus’s infant fire, making Lin Xuan’s own Incubus's fire seem inferior.

Thinking of this, even Lin Xuan couldn’t help showing joy on his face. This troublesome enemy could be just what he needed to strengthen his demonic flames.

With that thought, green light enveloped him as he waved his hands, changing hand seals rapidly while reciting ancient and obscure incantations. A mouthful of fresh blood was spat out.

Boom!

The blood turned into mist, quickly absorbed by the green spirit bird.

A dazzling light erupted as the size of the green phoenix grew from a foot to ten feet. The purple eagle couldn’t withstand it, turning into a ball of purple flames that were melted and consumed...

: Sorry for the delay today; there was no electricity at all yesterday. I'll make up for it with more chapters tomorrow and an extra one on Sunday as compensation. Please continue reading. To be continued...
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Meyu's eyes widened in shock, his expression turning more panicked as Lin Xuan made a hand gesture. Now that he had the upper hand, there was no way he would give his opponent a chance to turn things around.

The spirit bird transformed from the green illusory fire let out a long cry and dived towards the fiery demon.

Over ten zhang distance, it arrived in an instant, leaving no room for the demon to dodge.

However, the malevolent spirit was not willing to sit idly by. A hint of ruthlessness flashed in its eyes as it muttered some obscure incantation under its breath. Its form twisted and it transformed into a fireball about a foot in diameter, appearing mid-air.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he changed his hand gestures rapidly, producing two silver rings. The temperature around him dropped dramatically.

The originally scorching lava pool instantly froze over with ice, the power of the Nine Bright Moon Circlet evident. However, Lin Xuan's face also showed some unease.

Though this secret technique was powerful, it consumed a lot of mana and he couldn't sustain it for long.

But that would be enough.

With the lava pool frozen, the fiery demon appeared weak. Lin Xuan pointed at the blue bird, which circled back fearlessly towards the fireball and swallowed it whole.

Lin Xuan took some risks as the green illusory fire was connected to his mind. If he couldn't refine the demon, it might damage the magical flames, affecting him in return.

But perfection is rare; a little danger is worth taking for the potential rewards.

Amber and purple spiritual light flickered continuously for about a tea-cup's time before the mana disturbance stopped.

Lin Xuan's expression showed no joy or anger as he extended his hand to招招向前. The spirit bird transformed back into a fireball, flying into his palm.

However, unlike its previous green color, it now carried an eerie purple hue.

"Master, you have already refined that malevolent spirit?" Moon returned beside him with a hint of admiration and even veneration in her expression.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head with a smile. "It's not so easy; I've only temporarily restrained it. Once this is over, we'll return to refine it."

After speaking, he turned towards one side, raised his hand, and shot out a sword energy.

Cris—

A faint sound echoed as the sword energy disappeared like a stone thrown into water.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Indeed, there was a powerful array here, but it had been concealed by an illusion.

He began to break through...

On the other side, the Sword Obscuring Palace cultivators approached the edge of Ice Fire Island.

Before them lay countless corpses of cloud beasts, as if they had been dismembered by some formidable divine technique. The demon cores were naturally taken too.

The one who carried out such ruthless tactics was undoubtedly Master Kǔ. This man went from a Buddhist monk to a demon, known for his cruelty and love of killing. Along the way, he left a trail of blood and gore; nearby cloud beasts had suffered greatly.

However, this old monster wasn't entirely dim-witted. As he killed, he also harbored some doubts. According to logic, this place should be safe, yet he encountered several grade three cloud beasts.

Something was amiss!

With increased vigilance in his heart, but as an Incarnation Stage cultivator, he had no fear.

As a scythe ape charged at him, Kǔ waved his sleeves and shot out a bead of prayer.

At first glance, it seemed like any ordinary Buddhist talisman, but the bead exuded shocking煞气. Upon closer inspection, it revealed a skull the size of a dragon's eye with two empty eye sockets filled with red ghost flames.

A chilling wail echoed in his ears as the bead spun into a huge ghost head, adorned with an inch-long horn on its forehead. Its mouth gnashed wildly, and grayish ghostly energy spewed out.

The scythe ape was one of the more ferocious grade three cloud beasts, but it now stood frozen, fear etched on its face. It tried to dodge, but the ghostly energy, though slow, quickly enveloped it.

A thunderous beast roar echoed from within, but soon faded into a feeble sound until there was no noise at all. The ghostly energy retracted into the skull, leaving only a pair of white bones behind. This old man's technique was brutal and wicked.

"Let's go."

Master Kǔ sneered as he transformed into a streak of white light, flying towards Ice Fire Island. The others' expressions were not good; if they could retrieve the treasure, Miss Rén might be lenient, but what if...

They dared not think further, for this old monster would deal with them harshly, leaving no room for survival.

However, now all they could do was try their best and hate the traitor who stole the treasure even more.

The sharp-eared, monkey-faced cultivator had already arrived on the island. He was merely a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator but somehow managed to pass through the cloud beasts' defenses without any damage.

Looking at the towering ice peak before him, his face showed excitement, but after a brief inspection, he didn't approach it. Instead, he flew in the opposite direction towards another end of the island, where a plain of grassland met some ruins and several isolated stone pillars.

It looked like ancient abandoned buildings, perhaps even resembling altars to some extent.

Lin Xuan had lived on this island for three years and knew this place well. With his keen eye, he immediately judged that these ruined structures were likely the remnants of an ancient cultivator's site.

At first, Lin Xuan was quite excited, but after spending a lot of time researching with no results, even using earth遁术 to explore beneath the ruins, he found nothing.

Finally, he had to abandon his exploration as not every ancient cultivator's site held value.

Some were empty.

But now, this sharp-eared monkey-faced cultivator showed great excitement.

He took out an jade plate from his pocket, which radiated with mana, seemingly a certain kind of artifact.

After carefully examining it, he put the jade plate away and began to move the scattered stones on the ground.

He arranged them in a strange pattern that looked like some kind of array.

Then, a serious expression appeared on his face as he took out a crystal and placed it at the center of these stones. He clasped his hands, forming a hand seal and striking the stones with it.

A yellow light flashed, and what seemed like ordinary rocks began to emit shocking mana while making a whistling sound.

The sharp-eared monkey-faced cultivator's face lit up in joy as he had always believed that only legends spoke of such sanctuaries. He never thought it would actually work.

He hurriedly stepped onto the stones.

A yellow light enveloped his body.

Then, the place returned to silence. To be continued... If you want to know what happens next, please continue reading!
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Chapter 562: Breaking the Prohibition Pearl

As the sharp-eared monkey-faced cultivator teleported, Lin Xuan also took action to break through. The illusion technique had lost its effect, and before his eyes was a thick stone wall.

Similar to the crystal wall, it still emitted a faint blue glow.

A look of contemplation appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he stretched out his hand and flicked his fingers. A sword energy shot out.

"Clang!" It collided with the crystal wall and was reflected back.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, waved his hand to shatter the sword energy, and released his divine sense to examine the stone wall. It could reflect attacks; this would be quite troublesome.

Of course, one could force their way through if they used all their treasures, but Lin Xuan wouldn't use such a clumsy method unless absolutely necessary. That would consume too much of his cultivation essence and time.

Frowning in thought, Lin Xuan took out several small round beads from his pocket. They were various colors—red, blue, green, yellow, and white.

"Master, are you planning to use the prohibition pearl?" Moon said with some surprise.

"Yeah," Lin Xuan nodded. "I haven't used this before; let's see what it can do."

Lin Xuan cast a spell, but the stone door remained immobile. He felt somewhat surprised. He pinched his hands and switched to a魔道功法 (a technique from the dark sect), but still no luck.

This time Lin Xuan frowned, sensing something unusual about this cave.

However, he wouldn't give up halfway after all the trouble they had gone through. Even if it was a fiery hell ahead, he would investigate the secrets hidden within.

Of course, Lin Xuan's nature wouldn't allow him to be reckless.

He released his divine sense and scanned carefully. Finally, on an inconspicuous part of the stone door, he found some small characters, as thin as mosquito wings; ordinary people couldn't possibly see them clearly, but Lin Xuan was naturally in a different category.

These were ancient texts from the era of the ancients, and fortunately, he could recognize them. After reading, Lin Xuan's expression turned understanding.

He tapped his storage bag, and several sheets of talisman paper appeared in his palm. He then took out a spirit ghost bag, and several strong zombies appeared before him.

Lin Xuan cast the talismans, which flashed and entered the zombie bodies.

This wasn't some high-level spell; quite the opposite, it was unremarkable, merely granting the recipient immense strength.

"Go!"

Following Lin Xuan's mental command, the iron-armored zombies roared as they rushed to the stone door. They grabbed the grooves with their hands and tried to pull them apart with all their might.

Rumble!

The stone door, which had shown no reaction to any spells, was opened by sheer force. A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips, but he felt puzzled about why ancient cultivators would design such a trap.

He didn't rush into the cave right away; instead, he wanted to erase the small characters above the stone door. However, something unexpected happened.

As soon as the stone door was fully opened, a beam of light shot out from the cave. The sight was blinding, and Lin Xuan felt a warm sensation but also a foggy state that made him drowsy.

He was startled; he wasn't inferior to an old monster in terms of divine sense due to his experience with refining essence and purifying it. However, even he couldn't resist this trap.

Trying to bite his tongue to wake up, Lin Xuan finally passed out.

Meanwhile, inside the cave where Lin Xuan had created a habitat for spirit beasts:

"Zzzz..."

From the cocoon, came the chirping of a small creature, filled with excitement and anxiety. It rolled off the ground, wobbled back and forth, then fell again in a cycle, perhaps wanting to break free but not at the right time.

After some time, a green light suddenly emanated from the surface of the cocoon, growing brighter until an astonishing amount of divine energy rose into the sky.

"Hey, what's that?"

The Sword Obscuring Palace team had just arrived on Icefire Island when their traitor inexplicably vanished. An immortal worm planted by an耿姓 cultivator in his body provided location tracking but had recently stopped working, causing shock and fear among the group.

Master Bitter looked coldly at these guys without speaking, but his gaze made them shiver with fear.

Just as they were at a loss, a green light appeared on a distant hill.

It was like someone who had drowned grabbing onto a lifeline. Though no trace of the traitor's immortal worm could be detected, everyone felt their spirits lifted.

"Let's go and check it out."

"Agreed!"

The others nodded in agreement.

"Master Bitter, can we? It might lead us to something," the耿姓 cultivator pleaded, but he would still follow this old monster's decision.

However, the old monster didn't speak; instead, his expression turned serious. The divine energy had caused a flaw in his heart state, and it wasn't ordinary.

Interesting!

"Let's go and check it out."

Master Bitter smiled, revealing yellowish teeth, making everyone feel uneasy.

Just as they were about to fly towards the small hill, a flash of light appeared, followed by a green beam slicing through the sky. It then entered an extremely noticeable ice mountain at incredible speed. The divine energy reaction disappeared.

The group exchanged glances; Master Bitter's expression turned even more grim. Without hesitation, he flew toward the ice mountain with his light.

After an unknown amount of time—perhaps days or just moments—Lin Xuan regained consciousness and opened his eyes to find himself in a completely unfamiliar location.

Beneath him was soft grass, and the air carried a pleasant floral scent. Above him was a clear blue sky without a cloud, clean and bright.

Despite its beauty and tranquility, Lin Xuan didn't relax; he had arrived here too mysteriously. The myriad rays of light were memorable but different from a teleportation array.

Without delay, Lin Xuan activated the ancient shield talisman, creating a red protective barrier that enveloped him. He finally felt relieved.

He circulated his cultivation essence to check his body's condition.

His divine energy flowed smoothly without any hindrance, and there was no damage to his body or divine sense. Lin Xuan finally relaxed completely.

A white light shot out from his sleeve, and after the glow subsided, a beautiful young girl appeared.

"Master, what just happened? Where are we?"

"I don't know either," Lin Xuan's expression was serious as he began searching his mind for answers. Despite being well-traveled and having many unusual experiences compared to his peers, he had always enjoyed reading ancient texts. However, the vastness of cultivation arts meant that there were countless branches and bizarre techniques, so Lin Xuan couldn't know everything.

He didn't waste time on useless thoughts; what mattered was that he could safely arrive here.

With his experience, Lin Xuan knew this place was extraordinary, far beyond a simple ancient site. He was curious about how long ago the ruins had been left behind and what treasures might be there.

Though treasures were tempting, Lin Xuan was more concerned with how to get out. After all, while cultivators often secluded themselves for years or even decades, they couldn't rely solely on seclusion to ascend to the heavens.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and began exploring this unknown place.
第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十三章 玉玄宗

Upon arriving in a new place, Lin Xuan naturally didn't dare to fly too fast. He opened his divine consciousness as much as possible to sense any dangers.

The scenery before him was breathtakingly beautiful, with birds singing and flowers blooming. As he looked around, lush forests, tranquil lakes, and towering mountain ranges extended endlessly in all directions.

In a blink of an eye, Lin Xuan had been here for nearly an hour, his face showing some surprise.

This place was enormous, clearly not an island but something more like a space created by ancient cultivators using great divine power.

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's guess. But regardless, the location was undoubtedly significant.

After flying for a while, Lin Xuan suddenly slowed down and stopped. He then closed his eyes as if sensing something deeply.

Finally, he twitched his eyebrows and opened his eyes again. He turned to fly towards the right side of the area where faint restraints' energy could be sensed, much more abundant than in other places.

After about a zhuang (a traditional incense stick), Lin Xuan's divine light faded as he descended from the sky.

A massive square came into view, approximately a thousand feet wide, entirely constructed from high-quality white jade, exuding sanctity and beauty.

However, what caught his attention wasn't this. In the secular world, jade was indeed precious, but to cultivators, it held little value.

His gaze fell on the entrance of the square where there stood an enormous archway, about seven or eight zhang (approximately 23 feet) tall. Although somewhat broken, its ancient and simple design exuded a sense of solemnity and weightiness.

The archway bore some ancient characters in flowing script.

Yuxuan Sect!

Moon's expression froze for a moment before she blinked, looking thoughtful.

"Young Master, have you heard this name?" Moon couldn't help but ask, flying out of his sleeve again.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Why then your reaction..."

"I did hear the name Yuxuan Sect for the first time. But I can imagine where it might be."

"Oh!" Moon extended a finger and pressed her chin, looking cute and curious as she waited for Young Master to continue.

"Moon, what if someone were to retreat to a favorable spiritual vein, diligently shut themselves away in meditation, and isolate themselves from others, never interacting with anyone? Would they have any chance of achieving immortality?"

"Of course not," Moon shook her head. She was somewhat confused as to why Young Master suddenly asked this question. Wouldn't he want to stay hidden here forever?

Thinking about it, Moon's face turned pale, and she opened her mouth to speak when Lin Xuan waved his hand to stop her: "Silly girl, stop daydreaming. I'm not that foolish."

"Then..."

"I was just asking. Regardless of one's talent or the quality of the spiritual vein, no single cultivator can achieve immortality through solitary practice. After all, cultivation is not about being a recluse; mutual support is necessary." Lin Xuan spoke slowly, his eyes holding an eerie look as if recalling something: "But I once read in an ancient text that there are secluded sects in this world."

"Secluded sects?" Moon blinked.

"Yes, precisely. These cultivators not only sever the 3000烦恼 hair strand or fine hair (thousand worries) of secular life but also have no interaction with other practitioners. The entire sect is hidden away in remote mountains and vast wildernesses, self-sufficient for everything from alchemy to talismans."

Lin Xuan paused here as if pondering his words: "It would be completely isolated from the world."

"How could that be possible?" Moon's face was filled with surprise: "Young Master, you also said solitary practice cannot lead to immortality. Don't these people understand this?"

"Moon, you're wrong," Lin Xuan smiled slightly at the corner of his mouth. "I mean, solitary practice can't achieve immortality, but by leveraging a sect's power, they can be self-sufficient. In fact, because their minds are free from distractions, the chances are actually higher."

"Really?"

The young lady still seemed uncertain but decided it was pointless to delve into this now. Looking at the jade square before her, Moon slowly asked: "Young Master means that this place is a secluded area in some remote mountains, and Yuxuan Sect's hidden retreat?"

"Not exactly," Lin Xuan took a deep breath and exhaled, expelling the stale air from his lungs.

"But Young Master said these secluded sects live in places far from human habitation."

"Who said it has to be in the depths of the mountains?" Lin Xuan's eyes held a mischievous smile.

"All right, Young Master, I admit I'm not very smart. Just stop teasing me," Moon tugged at Lin Xuan's sleeve and pouted.

"Silly girl, who said you're stupid? It's just that these things haven't been recorded in ancient texts." Lin Xuan stroked Moon's delicate chin with a tender smile as he told her what he knew: "These secluded sects vary in strength. Those of ordinary power naturally seek out spiritual veins deep in the mountains and hide their entire sect there, but those with formidable power can use ancient divine techniques to create new spaces within the sect."

"Young Master, are you really saying they created a new space? That's harder than breaking through the void, even for Separation Period cultivators," Moon interrupted before Lin Xuan finished, wrinkling her delicate nose in disbelief.

"I admit it sounds incredible, but that’s what the ancient texts say." Lin Xuan looked slightly helpless. "Besides, who can be sure about events from millions of years ago? Perhaps those ancient cultivators truly had such divine abilities."

"Maybe," Moon thought for a moment and agreed with this explanation: "Regardless, Yuxuan Sect's strength in the Seven Stars Island Cloud Sea cultivation world is clearly much higher than that of Youzhou. A million years ago, there were already heavenly kings like Nine Dragons in Youzhou. Here, it’s not impossible to have one or two Separation Period cultivators."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded.

"Young Master, do you think anyone still lives in Yuxuan Sect?"

"Anyone?" Lin Xuan laughed and stretched out his hand, gently rubbing the massive archway. The faint spiritual fluctuations on its surface were different from those of the ordinary white jade used to construct the square. This stone could be used for crafting magical weapons, though it was a lower-grade variety. Considering the sheer size, Yuxuan Sect must have been quite wealthy.

Recalling that their ancestor had actually created an independent space, Lin Xuan imagined how prosperous this sect once was—likely with many Core Formation Period cultivators.

But time and tide wait for no man; regardless of past glory, could any sect survive for a million years?

Of course, the Nine Dragons Sect in Youzhou was an exception due to its unique circumstances. It didn't have universal significance. To be continued... if you want to know what happens next, ...!
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Chapter 564: Repairing Array

Lin Xuan, who was standing on the square with a contemplative expression, found himself in the Ice Mountain along with the rest of Sword Obscure Palace's group.

"Such an eerie Yin-Yang wind," said the red-robed woman as she manipulated her treasure to split a small beast into two halves.

"This place is indeed peculiar." The man named Geng frowned deeply. He pointed his finger at a pair of阴阳宝尺, causing it to vibrate and transform into countless shadowy images that sent away several nearby bats.

Master Kǔ knew what kind of strange technique was being used; he was enveloped in a grayish-white ghostly aura, and the beasts didn't dare approach within three feet of him.

While these three were unharmed, the lower-grade cultivators found it difficult. They had to split their essence energy between defending against the eerie wind and watching out for unexpected attacks from wild beasts.

A moment's carelessness could mean death.

Two cultivators had already lost their lives on this journey.

"Master Kǔ, these disciples have low power levels; let them wait above," suggested the red-robed woman. She wasn't being compassionate but was concerned about the delay caused by these lower-grade cultivators.

"It makes sense." Although Master Kǔ was brutal, he wasn't completely unreasonable.

The other cultivators were delighted and continued on their journey. They might not find the traitor before returning to Sword Obscure Palace.

Master Kǔ felt satisfied as his eyes narrowed into a thin line. However, just as he was about to bask in his success, something strange happened before his eyes.

A blue light of about a foot long appeared on the surface of the ice wall, and then the corroded parts began to repair themselves.

"What…?"

The Geng man's eyes nearly popped out; this old monster had once been a Buddhist but turned into a demon, with unpredictable powers. Despite being only at the early stage of an infant, he was still highly renowned among his peers.

Especially that grayish-white ghostly aura, which even the palace master had praised once. How could it not break through this barrier?

Master Kǔ's face darkened as he used brute force to break through the barrier. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already passed the square and was heading towards the core of Jade Profound Sect.

Standing before a small hill, Lin Xuan’s expression was thoughtful. He extended his right hand and gently pinched something, seemingly calculating something.

"Master, what's wrong?" Mo'er looked puzzled.

"Silly girl, can't you be more careful as a girl?" Lin Xuan turned to her with an annoyed look. She was smart, charming, and had excellent cultivation potential, but she was too careless about everything and didn’t like using her brain when faced with problems.

However, he couldn’t help but like how she relied on him. After grumbling, he patiently explained.

"There's a barrier here."

"Barrier?"

"Yes, if I'm correct, it should be Jade Profound Sect’s protective array," Lin Xuan said.

In the cultivation world, all sects, regardless of their size or strength, would set up a protective array at their main gate. Even those who followed the principle of seclusion couldn’t avoid this.

Mo'er's expression turned grim. The sect had managed to create a spatial realm as an escape, indicating its formidable power. Could she and Lin Xuan break through this protective barrier?

Deciding to test it, Mo'er extended her hand, and dark energy surged. A black little flag appeared in her palm.

She shook the flag, and a vortex appeared on it, revealing a monstrous creature covered in flames.

"Roar!"

The monster looked fierce but Mo'er seemed to be treating it like a pet. The myriad souls within the flag were under her control.

"Go!" she said.

Mo'er pointed at the small hill with her hand. The monster roared and charged towards it, only to be caught by whirlwinds that appeared out of nowhere. Its soul was torn apart before Mo'er's eyes.

The remnants of its soul dissipated into the air as the whirlwinds calmed down.

Mo'er stared in shock, a hint of fear crossing her face. However, Lin Xuan’s eyebrows twitched with excitement.

"Master, what did you find?"

At first, Mo'er was disappointed but seeing Lin Xuan's expression, she became excited.

"Yes, there is something, though not clearly. Try again, Mo'er."

"Okay!"

Mo'er nodded obediently and waved the flag again. This time, a thick snake emerged and charged into the barrier. Whirlwinds appeared once more as Lin Xuan released his divine sense to monitor the southeast corner.

Sure enough, there was a flash of light.

The snake's soul was torn apart again.

"Master, did you find anything this time?"

"Yes, if I'm correct, we've found the core of this array."

"Really?" Mo'er’s face showed some hesitation. She had just said that Jade Profound Sect was formidable and wouldn't be so easily penetrated. Could she have made a mistake?

"Master, are you sure?"

Lin Xuan nodded with confidence.

"I’m about 70% certain; it should be a repairing array."

A repairing array, as its name suggests, has the ability to self-repair. Even if broken once, as long as not all components were destroyed, such as seven out of ten array flags being damaged, the array would break at that moment. However, over time, the remaining three flags would naturally form a new array.

If it was broken again and one flag was destroyed, the other two would gradually…

This type of array had long been lost to history, with only a brief mention in Xuan Ji’s heart. But after careful observation, Lin Xuan felt confident in his judgment.

Without further ado, he wanted to get inside.

A faint green light appeared as Nine Heaven Spirit Shield activated. He opened his mouth and two silver beams shot out, swirling around him like colorful ribbons.

Lin Xuan continuously changed hand gestures, sending several different spells into the array. The silver ring trembled, and two distinct streams of essence energy rose up.

One was extremely hot, while the other was icy cold. The Nine Heaven Moon Ring was a dual-attribute treasure. A strange protective layer appeared around him, changing color between red and blue, looking both beautiful and eerie.

This wasn’t over yet. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the ancient shield flew out, spinning above his head.

"Master, be careful."

Lin Xuan nodded. Since he had decided to do this, there was no point in hesitating. He stepped forward without hesitation.

The sensation inside was different from what he saw outside. Lin Xuan felt the surroundings become viscous and then several whirlwinds appeared, sweeping towards him.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm as he shot out a few sword energies with his hand.
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The light flashed. The sword energy struck the surface of the whirlwind, but it was like mud flowing into the sea. This scene did not surprise Lin Xuan; he had merely been testing.

Reaching out his hand, he pointed at the ancient shield hovering above him. Accompanied by a sound of metal clashing, the shield suddenly grew larger and stood before Lin Xuan's face.

Red light flowed across the surface of the shield, with large talisman characters flickering incessantly, emitting an ancient and primitive aura.

Woo.

The whirlwind collided with it, causing the ancient shield to shake violently. However, it successfully blocked the attack. Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. The protective array of the Purple Profound Sect might be incredibly powerful, but these residual restrictions should not pose much of a threat to him.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not linger here for too long. Who knew what changes the array would undergo in the future? He walked towards the central point of the array as he had determined.

What Lin Xuan did not know was that when he was breaking through the array with great effort, somewhere in a small valley, purple light flashed, and an emaciated cultivator appeared out of thin air. In his hands, he held a jade box, displaying an extremely appreciative expression—this was the traitor mentioned by Sword Obscuring Palace.

Surrounding him was a layer of pale blue protective film. From the fluctuations in essence energy, it was clear that this was not a low-grade Foundation Establishment cultivator but a peak Core Condensation expert, surpassing Lin Xuan.

This guy had been concealing his cultivation all along.

Exiting the teleportation array, he felt a bit dizzy and took some time to adjust before surveying his surroundings.

Soon, his expression changed as he turned into a blue streak, flying towards the horizon…

Boom.

A loud explosion echoed. Lin Xuan formed hand seals with both hands, causing three layers of protective films surrounding him to flash wildly, blocking the sudden release of energy.

Creak.

An ear-piercing sound rang out as the talisman shield was pushed back. However, taking advantage of this momentary gap, Lin Xuan kicked off and retreated like a ghost, quickly moving backward.

But his retreat was swift; the released essence energy was even faster. Just as he slowed down, Lin Xuan felt his body tremble violently. Fortunately, the protective罩 released by the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring was formidable. The red and blue colors of the protective shield continuously intersected, dissipating most of the impact force. With the inner Heavenly Shield protecting him, he suffered no significant harm. Quickly, he rushed out of the range of the essence energy explosion.

Lin Xuan stumbled a bit but took a deep breath as his internal power flowed continuously, stabilizing his stance.

"Master, are you alright?" Yue'er reached out to support him, only to pass through him. Her clear eyes flashed with a hint of sadness; she had no physical body before condensing her essence into an元婴.

"Still fine."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly as he looked ahead. The air seemed to ripple like water, and the scenery underwent tremendous changes. That small hill had vanished.

A square appeared in front of him.

"This is an illusion. That mountain was fake," Yue'er's face showed surprise.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded but his expression was grave.

Like the entrance plaza with the archway, this one was also paved with white jade, but it was much larger. From where he stood, Lin Xuan could not see its end, though the floating clouds on the square obstructed his view.

Surrounding the square were pavilions and terraces, all like palatial buildings.

Further ahead, there were several large incense burners, two-ear three-legged, towering seven to eight zhang high, exuding a grandeur that was hard to match.

These things were not unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; many cultivation sects had them for sacrificial purposes.

The square was not an unbroken whole. In the central position, there was a small river about several dozen feet wide, dividing it into northern and southern halves.

Above the river, several arch bridges spanned, also elegant in design, exquisitely crafted to the extreme.

This scene was like a fairyland, but Lin Xuan's expression did not show any signs of intoxication. Instead, his face was grim.

There were corpses scattered across the square, with some marks from spiritual artifacts and magical treasures on the bridges and incense burners.

"Master, how could this be?"

Yue'er widened her beautiful eyes, her delicate face filled with shock. It was hard to imagine that a fairyland-like place would resemble a slaughterhouse.

"Ask me? Who should I ask?"

Lin Xuan sighed, releasing his divine sense to scan the area. After a rough estimation, there were hundreds of corpses here, intermingled in various postures. The battle must have been fierce.

"Could it be an external enemy?"

"Hmm, very likely." Lin Xuan nodded, agreeing with Yue'er's analysis. Although the corpses from both sides were mixed and their clothes had long since decayed into dust, making it impossible to determine which faction they belonged to, one side was clearly the aggressor while the other defended.

Perhaps that array was also destroyed by these people.

"But isn't the Purple Profound Sect a reclusive sect? Why would it be attacked by external enemies?"

Yue'er wrung her fingers, looking puzzled.

"There's nothing strange about this. The so-called seclusion is merely their attitude towards cultivation. While these sects' cultivators indeed do not interact with the outside world, everything has its exceptions. For example, if they cannot produce certain materials themselves, they might still go out to exchange them. Besides, in the江湖, one's fate is often beyond control. Even if you want to avoid trouble, it doesn't mean that trouble won't find you."

"Your point makes sense."

After saying this, Lin Xuan turned around and looked around. He did not have the heart to analyze what had happened to the Purple Profound Sect; after all, it was something from a few million years ago. Even if he knew everything, what benefit would that bring him?

What Lin Xuan was most concerned about were two things: how to get out of this place and whether there might be any treasures left behind. After all, the Purple Profound Sect's strength was formidable; even after experiencing some disasters, it was still possible for valuable items to remain.

Throughout his journey, he had endured much hardship. Lin Xuan naturally did not want to leave empty-handed.

Thinking of this, his eyes scanned the square. Apart from the already decayed corpses, there were many scattered spiritual artifacts and talismans.

Of course, some were undamaged.

Others, due to their lower grade, had turned into ordinary iron after so much time had passed.

Such things were not uncommon; the spirit nature of treasures did not fade with time, but spiritual artifacts would gradually lose their power over time. Eventually, they became nothing more than sharp tools. It was said that many secular martial arts weapons lost their magical power and became ordinary tools.

Lin Xuan had only heard this legend before, but now he saw it with his own eyes.
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In the square, there were many corpses. But with Lin Xuan's keen eyesight, he easily discerned that there weren't any high-ranking cultivators who had condensed their cores here. This was not surprising; this place was merely the outer perimeter of the Jade Profound Sect, and the guards here would naturally not be core disciples of great power.

Nevertheless, scattered nearby were still dozens of unspent spirit artifacts. This demonstrated just how extraordinary the Jade Profound Sect truly was. A hint of color flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he reached out a hand to retrieve a storage bag from his waist. With a slight wave of his right hand, he activated it.

The storage bag immediately emitted a large amount of light, which swirled around in the square, sucking up all the spirit artifacts that hadn't lost their essence energy and storing them inside.

With Lin Xuan's cultivation level, even ordinary talismans might not catch his attention. He usually didn’t bother collecting more than one or two spirit artifacts, but with dozens of them, he couldn’t help but be tempted. The items could fetch a considerable amount of crystal stones in the market.

After sighing, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and a fierce wind swept across the square, gathering all the scattered bones together.

With a flick of his fingers, a fist-sized fireball appeared, which instantly ignited the piled-up bones. In an instant, they turned to ashes and were carried away by the wind.

"Master, what are you doing?" Yue'er was taken aback, showing some surprise on her face.

"It's nothing. For money, I take responsibility for others' misfortunes. Since I've taken these spirit artifacts, it’s only right that I dispose of these ancient cultivators’ remains," Lin Xuan sighed, his expression somewhat melancholic. The path of immortality was fraught with difficulties, and he knew there might come a day when he would fall.

However, as a wise and resilient person, Lin Xuan quickly pushed aside this weak thought. He hung the storage bag back on his waist and walked forward.

"Eh? What a beautiful garden."

Passing through the square, Lin Xuan arrived at a ravine about a hundred feet wide, filled with various exotic flowers and plants arranged in the shape of a garden.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; the fragrance was refreshing. His heart lightened as he wondered if there might be any spirit herbs or medicinal materials here.

He quickly released his divine sense to search within. However, Lin Xuan soon became disappointed. While there were some unusual plants, they weren’t suitable for refining into spirit medicines. It seemed this wasn't the Jade Profound Sect's herb garden but merely an ordinary flower bed.

This was not surprising; the essence energy here wasn't particularly dense. Generally, sects' herb gardens were near the source of a spirit vein where the essence energy was most abundant to cultivate superior immortal herbs.

Lin Xuan shook his head as he prepared to continue walking when his peripheral vision caught sight of a plant that seemed familiar.

"Eh? What is this?"

Lin Xuan stopped. Yue'er also flew over curiously, and they found a small, unremarkable plant with a flower bud about the size of a fist. Some had already bloomed, resembling snow lotuses in shape but with an unusual color.

"It's quite beautiful," Yue'er exclaimed happily, her brows filled with joy as girls often are when they want to pick it.

"Leave it alone." Lin Xuan’s voice carried through the air, heavy with gravity. Although Yue'er didn’t understand, she naturally wouldn't defy Master’s wishes and stopped moving.

"What’s wrong?"

"This thing is moving."

"It can't move?"

"Not exactly. This isn't a common plant; it's actually a flower bud of the Seven-Heart Snow Lotus." Lin Xuan said seriously, though Yue'er could still see the hint of joy in his eyes.

The Seven-Heart Snow Lotus was one of the famous toxic plants, although it couldn’t rank among the top ten. It was still an extremely rare item.

Don't think that only spirit herbs are valuable; some poisons were just as rare, if not more so.

This Seven-Heart Snow Lotus was a prime example.

Lin Xuan recognized it due to his experience in the Qinyin Mountains. To the cultivators of Youzhou, poison cultivation techniques were considered low-level skills, but the Mo Yue Clan’s shamans had excelled in them. Lin Xuan knew firsthand how powerful the Green Illusion Profound Fire was.

And during that time, he had gathered many toxic plants to refine into magic flames; ten out of every hundred had already been used up for refining demonic flames. Seeing a Seven-Heart Snow Lotus now, he wouldn’t let it slip away.

"Yue'er, don't touch this flower. Although it has no physical form, if you come into contact with its poison, it will still cause trouble."

Lin Xuan walked forward to observe the treasure. This space had existed for millions of years; naturally, the Seven-Heart Snow Lotus was already mature. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be as spotless and pure.

According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, this flower turned black when it first bloomed but became white and flawless over time due to its maturing medicinal properties. Its shape was almost identical to a snow lotus, so some cultivators who didn't know better had attempted to pick it, only to suffer the consequences—rumors even said that it could kill an婴期 cultivator.

Lin Xuan recalled this information as his expression grew more serious. After thinking for a moment, he took out a wooden box from his pocket.

It was about a foot long and emitted a faint fragrance…

Just as Lin Xuan prepared to pick the herb, the Sword Profound Palace group broke through the barrier. They didn’t have the breaking talisman that Lin Xuan had, but Master Kǔ, an old monster at the婴期 stage, along with two mid-stage alchemists, managed to break the crystal wall after some time using brute force.

The rest was simple. Since Lin Xuan hadn't had time to erase the ancient inscriptions on the stone door, they easily broke it open as well.

Again, a myriad of light and energy enveloped them. Even Master Kǔ, an old monster at the婴期 stage, couldn’t escape; he was forcibly transported.

However, unlike Lin Xuan, when they woke up, they were sent to the edge of a small lake. The lake wasn't large, but its water was pure black. More strangely, it seemed to be a dead end with three sides surrounded by rocks and only one exit guarded by thick iron bars.

"What is this place?" Geng Shi turned his head to look around, showing shock on his face.

"It seems like a water prison," the red-robed woman's expression was also not good.

"Hmph. A water prison? Do you think such a shabby place can hold me down?" Master Kǔ sneered as he raised his left hand and shot out a beam of light.

It collided with an iron bar about as thick as his arm. Although he didn’t use all his strength, the blow from an婴期 cultivator was no trivial matter. The iron bars, though seemingly worn, had several powerful barriers on them that easily reflected the sharp beam back at him.
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Chapter 567: The Profound Turtle

Master's expression changed as he slightly shook his shoulder. The grayish-white ghostly energy transformed into a massive python, ferocious and menacing, lunging at the iron pillar to tear it apart.

In an instant, a tea time passed by, but the iron pillar remained unshaken.

This time, not only did the two condensation core stage juniors look grim, but even Master Kǔ, who was an advanced spirit body cultivator, began to feel anxious.

What kind of restriction could be so formidable? Could he really be trapped and die here?

"Senior Elder, don't worry. We can slowly discuss how to break this restriction," thehonest or frank cultivator forced a smile, chuckling.

"Yes, Master Kǔ, there must be a way," the red-robed woman chimed in from the side. Though they had no fondness for the old monster, they were now in the same boat. The water prison looked genuinely strange and even an advanced spirit body cultivator found it troublesome; thus, their hopes of breaking free were slim.

Master Kǔ's face was unusually displeased, but he ignored their well-meaning words. With a light hiss, he raised thevengeful spirit bone club again.

The ghostly figure moved as if striking at the restriction.

"Hmph, with just an initial-stage spirit body cultivator like you, wanting to escape from this Restraining Immortal Prison? Pure delusion."

Just then, a low voice echoed, dripping with mockery.

"Who dares to mock me? How dare you toy with old man?"

Master Kǔ's face was filled with anger, but his heart was uneasy. This space was only about a hundred feet in size; he had already used his divine sense and found no signs of life.

"Hmph, there's no need for you to search. With your cultivation, you can't penetrate my illusion," the same voice continued, slow and deliberate.

Hearing the other's taunting words, Master Kǔ's eyes flickered, but his anger seemed to subside.

"Friend, why play games? You are also trapped here. If there were a way out, wouldn't you leave this place? Come out and let's work together."

The voice abruptly stopped, leaving silence. However, Master Kǔ did not rush; he secretly released all of his divine sense.

Suddenly, the calm lake began to ripple, as if stirred by wind, but no wind was present, creating waves several feet high.

Then, a massive vortex appeared at the center of the lake.

Terrifying demonic energy spread from within...

"By heavens, what is it!" The red-robed woman gasped in shock.

"A Profound Turtle? No... impossible. How big and how formidable," thehonest or frank man's face was filled with disbelief.

A stone turtle, several feet in size, stood proudly above the vortex. From its demonic energy, it was clear that it had reached mid-transformation stage.

Even Master Kǔ was visibly moved. Although he guessed this water prison's monster was no ordinary one, he didn't expect it to surpass his own cultivation level.

Especially not a Profound Turtle... This was too outrageous!

It was well-known that demons and beasts could absorb the essence of heaven and earth to cultivate and advance.

However, just as cultivators had varying spiritual root qualities, demons and beasts due to their different racial bloodlines faced vastly different levels of difficulty in advancing.

For instance, a peacock, an offspring of ancient divine birds, only took a few hundred years to reach mid-transformation stage. Centuries for humans was but a blink of an eye.

But most demons lived for hundreds or even thousands of years before failing to advance beyond the transformation stage and exhausting their lifespan. Demons were not immortal; in other words, due to bloodline differences, unless there was special fortune, many demons could never reach the fourth stage.

The Profound Turtle wasn't a divine beast's offspring but had an extremely low bloodline. If compared to cultivators, it would be like having no spiritual root at all.

Both Master Kǔ and the two condensation core stage cultivators were well-traveled, but they had never heard of a second-stage Profound Turtle, let alone one in mid-transformation. Could this be a mistake?

All three faces showed shock as they re-released their divine sense to examine the monster closely; it was indeed at mid-transformation.

"Enough looking, I am truly a fourth-stage demon cultivator," the Profound Turtle raised its head, speaking with a deep and heavy voice.

Then, a flash of light appeared, and the turtle's body began to change. It shrank visibly, even retracting its shell into its body. When the light subsided, an ugly but robust man stood before them.

"Is your true form really a Profound Turtle?" Despite seeing is believing, Master Kǔ still looked incredulous.

"Hmph, it’s genuine."

"That's rare indeed. Looks like you either have exceptional talent or some special divine fortune," facing a mid-transformation stage demon, even Master Kǔ showed no arrogance. The other two condensation core cultivators quickly bowed respectfully.

"You needn't probe my background; I simply lived longer than others of my kind without any special fortune," the turtle demon grinned, his expression ambiguous.

Everyone knew that among demons, Profound Turtles were considered lowly, but they had one advantage: longevity.

The lifespan of a demon was different from that of a cultivator and did not increase with cultivation level; it was determined by their race at birth, ranging from thousands to tens of thousands of years!

But the Profound Turtle could easily live for over a million years.

Of course, this was an ideal state. Imagine a first-stage demon with extremely poorqualifications, at the bottom of the food chain in the competitive cultivation world, living only a few centuries before dying. There would be no chance to advance.

However, this one was different; trapped in this sealed space, isolated from the outside world, the water prison became its haven. With no enemies and no dangers, it could focus on cultivation undisturbed.

Though itsqualifications was poor, time made up for it. After a million years, it finally achieved an unprecedented miracle in the cultivation world: mid-transformation stage Profound Turtle!

After reaching full cultivation, this monster naturally couldn't content itself with staying in the water prison and wanted to venture out. However, while the Restraining Immortal Prison wasn't as mysterious as its name suggested, it was indeed where Yu Xuan Sect imprisoned major criminals. An advanced spirit body cultivator had once been confined here.

Although the Profound Turtle's cultivation techniques were not low, they still couldn't escape.

And by chance, the three from Sword Obscuring Palace were transported here.

While there was no harmony between demons and cultivators, cooperation seemed their only hope.

"Oh, so you live here. Then, I must ask where exactly this place is?" Master Kǔ bowed politely, trying to gather information with a friendly smile.
第四卷 七星岛 第五百六十八章 长生丹

"Have you ever heard of the Jade Profound Sect?"龟妖 already had his act ready and decided not to be coy anymore.

"Jade Profound Sect..."

Master Red thought he recognized that name, but couldn't quite place it. He frowned as he struggled to recall.

"Jade Profound Sect? Could it be one of the seven ancient mysterious sects that withdrew from the world in ancient times, known for its 'Eternal Life' alias?" The red-robed woman seemed to have remembered something and exclaimed with a hint of joy.

"How so? Do you know about the history of the Jade Profound Sect?"

"Yes, Elder. A few years ago when I managed the Scripture Repository Pavilion, I came across mentions of this sect in ancient texts," the red-robed woman replied respectfully.

"Ah, tell me more," Master Red turned and said with a faint tone.

The red-robed woman hesitated but quickly began to narrate.

"The Jade Profound Sect has a history spanning over a million years. Back then, the cultivation world was far more prosperous than it is now. Despite following the withdrawal principle, this sect thrived, boasting tens of thousands of disciples and many venerable sages renowned for their profound techniques. It earned its reputation as a widely known sect not just because of its power but due to a special pill."

"Pill?" Master Red's face showed interest: "Could it be related to the sect’s alias?"

"The Elder sees far into the future, indeed. The Jade Profound Sect is said to have a pill called 'Eternal Life Pill.' It supposedly grants an additional hundred years of life upon consumption, but unfortunately, its effects don't stack," the red-robed woman said with excitement.

Master Red was visibly moved by this revelation. As an old monster at the婴 stage with nearly a thousand years left in his lifespan, one hundred more years wasn’t insignificant. For those at higher cultivation stages, death was something to be feared, and for late-stage cultivators, every moment counted. An extra hundred years could mean a chance to advance to the Separation Stage.

The temptation was clear!

"Those who are innocent yet carry a gem become guilty. With such a treasure, wouldn't the Jade Profound Sect have become a target of all factions?"

"Yes, Elder. The sect wanted to withdraw but was constantly watched by daoists, mages, buddhists, and Confucians, all eyeing their precious pills," the red-robed woman said with a mix of anger and joy.

"Hmph, it seems this young one is well aware of ancient secrets. The Jade Profound Sect didn’t perish due to the Eternal Life Pill. Legend has it that several late-stage cultivators jointly used an ancient secret technique to carve out this independent space, allowing the entire sect to relocate," the voice of the turtle monster echoed.

"Elder, you jest. Creating a spatial realm is far more mysterious than shattering the void. Even with their vast powers, late-stage cultivators couldn’t possibly perform such a secret technique," Master Red shook his head in disbelief.

"Hmph, what do you know? A single late-stage cultivator wouldn’t be able to accomplish it, but if dozens work together and use magical treasures and arrays as assistance, the combined power far exceeds that of even a Separation Stage cultivator. Creating a spatial realm isn’t impossible," the turtle rolled its eyes in disdain.

"Combined secret techniques?"

Master Red was taken aback. Such mysterious techniques were unheard of, and he couldn't help but feel a sense of admiration for ancient cultivators. Thinking about it further, he became extremely excited. He had stumbled upon an ancient sect’s hiding place by accident. If he could obtain the Eternal Life Pill, whether for personal use or to present to the palace master, the benefits were obvious.

With this in mind, his gaze fell on the turtle. This creature was naturally long-lived and wouldn’t compete with him over the pill.

Feeling relieved, a hint of joy appeared on its ugly face as it smiled and said, "Thank you for your honesty. Do you know how to escape from this water prison?"

"Of course, I've been meditating here for countless years and am well acquainted with everything in this place. In ancient times, the restrictions could even trap late-stage cultivators. Over time, they weakened significantly. With our combined strength and assistance from two juniors, we should be able to break through," the turtle monster said as it shook its head.

"Very well, then. Please instruct me on how to proceed. We are in this together, and I will do my best," Master Red bowed with a generous smile.

"That's good."

The turtle monster laughed loudly before opening its mouth and spewing out a fierce beam of light. Master Red was startled but didn’t react overly dramatically. His hand stealthily reached into his storage bracelet as he kept a wary expression on his face.

All this was observed by the turtle, who pretended not to notice. It raised its hand and pointed at the beam of light.

The beam circled around before stopping, revealing a black sword about a foot long. The shape of the sword was peculiar, curving like a venomous snake.

Master Red’s eyes flashed with surprise. The sword emitted an aura of coldness and radiance, clearly not a mundane object.

Where did this creature get such a weapon?

"Quickly!"

The turtle monster flipped its hands and cast several spell formulas. The sword trembled as it absorbed the energy, emitting thick black fog from its tip.

These foggy clouds seemed to have life, rushing towards the left wall of the mountain.

Ssshhh...

The wall had restrictions but wasn’t particularly strong. After a few flashes of light, the fog tore through it, leaving nothing but fragments.

"Ah, what is this..."

After the wall was torn apart, something inside was revealed, covering an area several dozen feet in diameter. It appeared to be a small array, though its size was modest, the patterns were incredibly complex. The most striking feature were five differently colored crystals embedded at the corners of the array.

Perhaps due to the immense age, these crystals had faded significantly, and their inner energy seemed nearly depleted. Nevertheless, they immediately caught the attention of three cultivators, especially Master Red, whose eyes flickered as he said in disbelief, "I didn’t see that. Could this be one of the legendary top-grade crystals?"

"The Elder’s vision is sharp; indeed, it is a top-grade crystal," the turtle monster’s eyes glinted with a hint of surprise as it spoke slowly.

"How could that be? According to ancient texts, even in the Spirit Realm, such crystals are rare treasures. How can there possibly be any on Earth?" The red-robed woman was equally shocked and forgot her status as she spoke.
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Chapter 569: Demon Bees of the Seven-Star Isle

This was not an overreaction by three people. The top-grade crystal stones were indeed legendary.

Back in Youzhou, Lin Xuan had used all his tricks to finally kill Red Old Devil. However, what he gained from him was merely a high-grade crystal stone.

These few before him, in terms of quality, were even better.

Master Kǔ swallowed saliva and said, "This array..."

"This is the core of the禁制. As long as we can break it, naturally, we will be able to leave this water prison," the turtle demon pointed forward with his thick fingers.

The snake sword twisted into a monstrous python, its mouth spewing black fog as it lunged forward.

Woo woo...

A dazzling light emanated from each of the top-grade crystal stones. The array began to activate, revealing a strange bird, about a foot long and enveloped in blue lightning, appearing in the air.

The snake sword's illusion was much smaller than the spirit bird but showed no fear as both collided fiercely.

Serpent hisses and bird calls filled the air, leaving Lin Xuan and the others stunned. Such an intricate array was something they had never heard of before. "Friend, what are you waiting for? Hurry up and help me break this array?" The turtle demon shook his hands vigorously while driving the monster python forward and turning to speak sternly.

"Alright!"

Master Kǔ regained his composure and struck his head, summoning a bone staff.

Even without joining the battle, the array seemed to sense their presence. A flash of light from the crystal stone revealed another strange creature emerging.

The creature was several dozen feet long, with a tiger's body and a lion's head, its eyes glowing red constantly, making it look incredibly fierce.

"!"

Master Kǔ raised his eyebrows as he manipulated his法宝 towards the monster.

"Come help us too."

"!"

The two Core Formation Stage cultivators agreed in unison, also summoning their own treasures. Although they were no match for the two old monsters, an extra person meant more strength.

Instantly, the water prison rumbled and shook with thunderous sounds.

...

Meanwhile, on the hillside garden, Lin Xuan held a wooden box, preparing to cast a spell to pluck the Seven-Heart Snow Lotus.

Moon carefully combed her hair, watching intently. Curiosity filled her face.

The Seven-Heart Snow Lotus was not something that could be casually plucked by hand. As he changed his hand seals and recited incantations softly, a faint green light appeared in his palm.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically as if sensing something. Without hesitation, he retreated like an apparition, his movements swift as lightning.

Despite the speed, a purple figure arrived just before him, colliding with him.

Lin Xuan was startled but remained calm. He spoke, and a sword aura shot out from within.

The purple figure moved so quickly that it seemed to be about to be hit by the sword light. But somehow, it dodged and continued towards Lin Xuan.

However, this brief moment allowed Lin Xuan to identify that it was a bee—though much larger than ordinary bees, roughly the size of a child's fist. Its body was adorned with purple and red patterns, and its eyes were blood-red.

"What is this?"

Although Lin Xuan did not recognize it, he could not afford any contempt. This bee gave him an ominous feeling.

There were hundreds of cultivation arts, and pest control techniques were among them. However, such techniques were rare in the Youzhou cultivation world. Still, Lin Xuan had heard some legends about them.

It was said that there were countless strange insects in the world, their mysterious nature surpassing even the demons.

However, pest control techniques were incredibly complex, making it difficult to raise various spirit insects. Thus, few cultivators became renowned for this skill.

Lin Xuan did not know what kind of insect this jade bee was but its speed alone made him wary.

Seeing the bee dodge his sword light, Lin Xuan's heart tightened. Just as he considered using another secret technique, a purple beam shot out from the side.

This time, it targeted the demon bee directly.

Purple Lightning Needle!

Moon saw her master in danger and immediately summoned this treasure to aid him.

The speed was fast, and the timing was perfect. The two collided mid-air, but the demon bee's body was incredibly hard, allowing the sharp treasure to pierce through its head. Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief but his expression turned serious as the demon bee, despite being pierced in the head, continued to struggle.

What tenacious vitality!

After a moment of contemplation, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and a light霞 shot out from his sleeve, transforming into a green ghost hand that enveloped the demon bee.

"Moon!"

"I know, master!"

The spirit girl cast her hand seals, retracting the treasure. The ghost hand turned into a light ball, trapping the demon bee inside. With its wings flapping, it flew around the walls with incredible vitality.

Lin Xuan was secretly impressed. Even for cultivators, let alone demons known for their tenacious life force, such severe injuries should have left them incapacitated. This insect's vitality was truly horrifying.

With a flick of his fingers, several sword auras shot out, encircling and cutting the demon bee to pieces.

Despite this, it still did not die instantly, struggling for a moment before exploding into a black liquid.

Zzzz...

The light ball was actually pierced by the liquid, emitting smoke as it corroded. The corrosive nature of the liquid alarmed Lin Xuan.

What powerful demon insect! Even after death, it could launch one final attack.

Lin Xuan was secretly shocked. If such toxic insects were in large numbers, even Golden Core cultivators might retreat.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan felt a surge of interest but quickly dismissed it. He did not know pest control techniques and finding other demon bees to tame would be no easy task.

So, he quickly put the matter aside and raised his hand again, casting another incantation.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the wooden box, and a light霞 carried it up to within three feet of the Seven-Heart Snow Lotus.

Several sword auras shot out from his fingertips, converging into a crescent moon-shaped blade that could not be looked upon directly.

With a whoosh, the Seven-Heart Snow Lotus was cut off at its base. Before it could fall, it was caught by the jade box and returned to Lin Xuan's palm.

Lin Xuan's face showed a trace of joy as he closed the box. He then took out a golden talisman from his pocket and affixed it to the box to prevent the medicine from losing its potency.

After thoroughly searching the hillside with his spirit sense, confirming there was nothing left behind, Lin Xuan walked out satisfied. (To be continued...)
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In the confines of another part of the Immortal Confinement Prison, under the leadership of the Turtle Demon and Master Ku, with three others supporting them, they were each using their own treasures to attack a complex array that was small yet intricate.

The loud noises echoed continuously in this space of over a hundred feet, piercingly harsh. The light barrier of the array had shrunk significantly compared to its initial state, and the glow on five crystal stones had dimmed considerably as well.

The Turtle Demon and the old monster were relatively fine, but the two condensation core cultivators were pale-faced, clearly in a state of energy depletion.

They groaned inwardly but gritted their teeth and held on.

"Alright, let's take a brief rest."

After roughly half an hour of relentless attacks, the Turtle Demon suddenly spoke up. Although his voice was hoarse, the red-robed woman and the man named耿 (Gěng) immediately obeyed as if they had received divine instructions, collapsing to the ground and panting heavily. They took out several crystal stones from their pockets and clutched them in their hands, restoring their energy.

Master Ku also retracted his treasure, though his face was somewhat pale; he was still an old monster of the元婴期 (Yànyīnqí).

"Friend, why stop? These two can't take it anymore. We can continue our assault," Master Ku said with some dissatisfaction.

"Haha, friend, you're too impatient. Do you think breaking this confinement is easy? The resistance gets stronger as we go deeper. Don't expect to succeed in one fell swoop; impatience won't get you anywhere. I've been here for a million years and don't need another two days," the Turtle Demon said confidently, nodding his head.

Master Ku raised an eyebrow but remained silent, acknowledging that the other party was familiar with the situation and had the upper hand. He sat cross-legged to regulate his breath and slowly recover his energy.

"However, after we leave this prison, do you have any plans?" After a while, the Turtle Demon suddenly opened his eyes and spoke without warning.

"I don't know yet," Master Ku replied vaguely.

This fellow was not only cruel but also very cunning. It wouldn’t be that easy to probe his intentions.

"Oh, so Friend knows this is the Immortal Confluence Sect? Do you have no interest in their immortal pills?"

Master Ku opened his eyes and a hint of greed flashed across his ugly face before he quickly regained composure as he addressed the cultivator who had transformed from an animal. "Friend doesn't need to probe me with words. Just speak your mind. If there's enough benefit, I'm not averse to working together."

"Good, that’s what this old man was waiting for," the Turtle Demon clapped his hands and laughed loudly: "Even in ancient times, Immortal Confluence Sect was a formidable force in the cultivation world. Now, with the passage of time, human lifespans are limited. The sect must have turned to dust, but there should be plenty of treasures left behind, including immortal pills. If Friend is interested, we can team up and surely reap great rewards."

The Turtle Demon's voice grew more enticing as he spoke, but Master Ku was no fool; he had lived for hundreds of years. He wouldn’t easily fall for such a trick.

He wasn't related to the other party, and they were different species. If there weren’t some hidden agenda, why would this fellow seek his cooperation?

"Treasures are tempting, but I don't want to die in vain. Please tell me about any dangers or challenges," Master Ku said nonchalantly.

The Turtle Demon paused, knowing he couldn’t completely hide the truth. He blinked and put on a sincere smile.

"Don't worry, Immortal Confluence Sect was once prosperous, but that was a million years ago. Now times have changed; even if there are any setups, they can’t be of much use. Of course, some restrictions and arrays would take me alone considerable effort to break, but with Friend’s help, we could easily sweep the sect's treasures clean. Don't you want immortal pills? Although my species isn't a spirit beast, our lifespan is incredibly long; I wouldn’t compete for medicinal pills with Friend."

Master Ku didn’t respond immediately but stroked his beard in thought.

He naturally didn’t fully believe what the other party said, but he had no reason to leave without taking anything. As they say, one must enter the tiger’s den to catch a tiger. For spirit pills and treasures, some risk was worth it.

"Alright, let's cooperate. We'll split any treasures we find," Master Ku said.

"This is natural; we’ll both benefit greatly," the Turtle Demon appeared very generous, but there was a hint of sharpness in his eyes.

Master Ku smiled broadly as well, but he had his own plans. He wasn’t afraid of the other party turning on him. Although an intermediate-stage transformed cultivator might be stronger than him, the Turtle Demon wasn't a spirit beast, and what could he learn from being confined here?

On the other hand, he had turned from a Buddha to a demon and knew many strange abilities; his strength far surpassed that of his peers.

If they did turn on each other, it was anyone's game.

The two, each harboring their own intentions, laughed in unison.

The red-robed woman and the man named耿 (Gěng) were pale-faced. The situation was more complex than expected; they dared not hope for any treasures or spirit pills, only hoping to survive. They felt grateful.

---

At a spacious open area elsewhere,

The earless monkey-faced cultivator also encountered trouble. Some strange-shaped puppets blocked his path. Among them were creatures like birds, beasts, insects, and even human-like monsters, of various kinds.

There were nearly a hundred of these puppets, but their cultivation levels weren't high; the most powerful was only equivalent to a筑基期 (Zhùjīqí) cultivator. With his peak condensation core cultivation, he could manage them.

However, while these puppets were cannon fodder, they had one disadvantage compared to living beings: they didn’t fear death. Even if their bodies were broken, as long as they weren't critically injured, they would continue attacking.

The earless monkey-faced cultivator wasn't in a hurry; he drove his bamboo-tube-shaped treasure through the puppets, which although numerous, could be eliminated eventually.

Half an hour later,

Bang!

A puppet with a tiger's head and human body was decapitated. The ground was left with only some limbs and silence returned.

Phew! He sighed in relief, extended his hand, and the treasure quickly shrunk back into his sleeve.

After a brief rest, he looked ahead.

Several buildings came into view, along with pavilions, terraces, and small bridges, waterfalls. Clearly, he had entered the deeper parts of the Immortal Confluence Sect.

The earless monkey-faced cultivator’s face lit up as he strode forward confidently. In front of him was a courtyard; the gate alone was several dozen feet high, exuding an imposing presence.

He stretched out his chicken-claw-like right hand to push open the door but suddenly felt a massive force strike without warning, throwing him like a rag doll towards the distant end.

---

Sorry for the delay in updates, everyone. I know things have been unstable recently due to some family matters, but everything should be sorted by tonight. Starting tomorrow, regular updates will resume. I promise to work harder on my writing; please continue supporting me.
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The sharp-eared cultivator flipped several somersaults, but upon landing, he still found his footing unstable. He stepped back a few steps before finally standing firm.

Though he had taken a small loss, it was not significant. As he looked at the buildings in front of him, he pondered aloud.

"Anprohibition, and an invisible one at that. This is going to be troublesome."

He flicked his fingers, sending a fireball with a trail of flame towards the entrance. Just before reaching the gate, the air suddenly rippled like water, deflecting the fireball back.

His expression changed as he tried several other abilities, but none worked. The sharp-eared cultivator couldn't help feeling frustrated and hesitated for a moment. He then tapped his storage bag and took out an exceptionally fine jade box—precisely the one stolen from Sword Obscuring Palace.

Holding the jade box in his hands with great solemnity, he cast a levitation spell. A blue light flashed as the box slowly floated before him.

Next, he activated a few spells carefully, and a jade pendant floated up. About the size of a palm, it shimmered with blue light—clearly not an ordinary item.

The sharp-eared cultivator muttered several incantations. After casting more spells, the pendant suddenly swelled as if inflating in the wind.

"Quick!"

He pointed at the pendant, and it spun rapidly before buzzing incessantly. White mist began to emanate from its surface.

The mist coalesced and surged forward towards the entrance of the building.

Something strange happened; the mist passed through theprohibition without any hindrance, easily making its way inside. The gate creaked open on its own.

It seemed this jade pendant was indeed a token controlling the array here.

Seeing this, the sharp-eared cultivator's face lit up with joy.

"Sure enough, it is an order talisman from Jade Profound Sect," he said to himself as he retrieved the pendant. "I had merely guessed before, but now I have confirmed that Sword Obscuring Palace's efforts were in vain; they only helped me."

With a self-satisfied murmur, he entered the courtyard.

---

Meanwhile, after exiting the ravine, a path of blue stone steps appeared before them. Clearly, this was part of Jade Profound Sect’s outer gate area.

The term "outer gate" referred to areas outside the inner sanctum, similar to how some wealthy families had separate inner and outer residences. Major sects often had such divisions as well.

The stone steps were long, winding, and seemed endless. Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found nothing amiss, so he continued forward.

After nearly half an hour,

Lin Xuan was still walking up the steps, but his expression grew heavy. He wasn't a soft-hearted person; since entering the immortal path, he had faced countless battles and had killed hundreds of cultivators directly.

However, what he saw on this journey left him shaking his head in dismay. Everywhere were bones!

Similar to the scene on the square earlier.

The intensity of the battle was enough to make Lin Xuan shudder. As he walked, he noticed many corpses tangled together, their postures suggesting they had used some mutual destruction technique.

Moreover, the level of cultivators who fell seemed higher as he progressed. Lin Xuan even collected several spirit-preserving treasures; clearly, their owners were at least in the condensation core stage.

Though it didn't concern him directly, Lin Xuan couldn't help but speculate about what had happened to Jade Profound Sect a million years ago. Unfortunately, there was too little evidence for him to deduce anything conclusively.

After walking for some time, a stone pavilion came into view. Lin Xuan's expression froze as he stopped in his tracks.

"Master, what is that?"

Moon’s voice entered his ears. Despite the dead bodies and bones everywhere, she wasn't afraid since she was a spirit body.

Lin Xuan didn’t reply but flashed past her, arriving at the pavilion.

Inside, two cultivators with an air of immortals were seated cross-legged. Although they had been dead for a million years, their muscles remained full, and their faces looked almost as if they were alive.

Moon's eyes widened in disbelief: "How is that possible? After so many years, the corpses haven't decayed."

"It’s not unusual," Lin Xuan explained calmly. He walked up to the two deceased cultivators.

Though dead for many years, their attire and appearance still revealed their non-trivial status. Lin Xuan stared at them in silence before sighing: "Moon, I think Jade Profound Sect was destroyed by internal strife rather than an external enemy."

"Why do you say that?"

"Come take a look."

Lin Xuan didn't elaborate further. Moon couldn’t see the faces of the two behind her, so she floated to the front.

"These... they are twin brothers," Moon blinked, her face showing disbelief.

Lin Xuan nodded. The two were seated cross-legged but each had a small sword inserted into their bodies—clearly, they had killed each other.

This was bad enough, as Lin Xuan had already seen many tangled corpses on his journey. However, the two had well-preserved physical forms with identical appearances, which made Lin Xuan feel uneasy.

Brotherly rivalry!

Although most cultivators were selfish and self-interested, it was rare for twins who were also fellow sect members to kill each other under such circumstances.

Noticing that their attire was similar but slightly different at the cuffs, one wore a vividly detailed cauldron while the other wore a short sword about an inch long. Clearly, they belonged to different factions within the sect.

This was another reason Lin Xuan concluded that Jade Profound Sect’s destruction was due to internal strife.

Hearing Lin Xuan's explanation, Moon nodded: "Master has a point. I wonder what happened back then."

"Who knows? Besides, it doesn’t concern us. Perhaps it was over power or some treasure," Lin Xuan shrugged and said dismissively.

"Mm, I think the possibility of a treasure is higher," Moon smiled. "After all, cultivators are generally uninterested in fame and fortune. Even if someone coveted the sect leader’s position, they wouldn’t kill so many."

Lin Xuan heard this and thought: The girl might be right!
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If the treasure really still existed, it would drive the ancient cultivation sects mad and bring great calamity. Without a doubt, such an item must be incredibly extraordinary.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of longing.

Even if the two factions didn't annihilate each other but one emerged victorious and took away the treasure, they would definitely leave behind some valuable items.

Apart from that, Lin Xuan had collected many spirit artifacts along the way. Although he didn’t plan to keep them for himself, selling them in the market could fetch a considerable amount of crystal stones.

Moreover, Lin Xuan needed to delve deeper into this secret area to find his way out.

Of course, they were still outside the main gate of the Jade Mystery Sect. If they really reached the inner sanctum, danger would be inevitable.

In an instant, Lin Xuan understood the situation clearly; there was no other choice.

Lin Xuan’s expression fluctuated before settling into a calm demeanor.

"Let's go and see what else is ahead."

"Agreed." Yue'er nodded. She didn't move immediately but waved her sleeves, sending out a ghostly mist that enveloped the bodies of two cultivators. A golden and silver small sword each pierced their hearts; even after so many years, they still retained their vitality, indicating high-grade treasures.

It was a pity to leave these divine swords behind.

But at this moment, something astonishing happened:

The ghostly mist came into contact with one of the corpses on the left side. Nothing unusual occurred there as the golden small sword was sucked into Yue'er's palm.

However, on the right side...

Kokoko...

The corpse suddenly revived. A strange red light ignited in its empty eye sockets, and the ghostly mist Yue'er had cast was absorbed by the body.

"Why is this happening?"

Yue'er’s expression changed dramatically. After following her master on numerous adventures, she had seen many things, but such a bizarre occurrence was unheard of... Corpse reanimation?

But just moments ago, she clearly sensed no demonic aura from the dead cultivator's residual essence.

Confused, Yue'er didn't hesitate to open her mouth and emit a sharp light.

The bright, shimmering light was the Twin-Blade Talisman.

"Kaa..." The demon corpse stood up swiftly. It moved with incredible speed, vanishing to the side.

"My lady, don’t rush."

Lin Xuan noticed this anomaly and stopped Yue'er from attacking further.

"My lord, what’s happening?"

"It's just that this guy has turned into a zombie." Lin Xuan looked at the monster and said calmly.

"How is that possible? I didn't sense any demonic aura on him just now," Yue'er curiously rebutted.

"Indeed. Zombies are ghostly creatures with unpredictable conditions for formation."

Although Yue'er primarily practiced the *Mystic Devil Corpse Technique*, she hadn’t fully understood it, so she wasn’t well-versed in zombies.

There were two types of zombies.

One was a refined corpse, created by cultivators who used dead bodies and various rare materials to form monstrous creatures through painstaking efforts.

These zombies had immense strength but generally low cultivation levels. It was already difficult for them to reach the Foundation Establishment stage.

Thus, controlling such zombies wasn’t much use in high-level battles.

The other type formed naturally from corpses buried deep underground, which became sentient on their own.

The conditions for this were extremely strict, and many ghost cultivators had studied it but couldn't pinpoint exactly what was needed. Generally, a place with ample阴气 (yin qi) or阴脉 (yin mài), like a yin pulse ground, was believed to be necessary.

However, that wasn’t enough.

In summary, naturally formed zombies were rare and far more powerful than refined corpses. Some could even develop consciousness after absorbing more阴气 and continue their cultivation.

The most formidable, the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Emperor, could reach the late元婴 (yuan ying) stage.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he sized up the monster. This was inside the Jade Mystery Sect where the air was rich in qi but not a yin pulse ground. The ancient calamity had left many corpses behind, and even without阴气, the lingering spirits and resentment of fellow sect members could have enabled zombie reanimation.

Why hadn’t this happened for so long? Lin Xuan couldn't figure it out.

Perhaps it was related to Yue'er’s ghostly mist.

Lin Xuan didn’t delve into the specifics. Although the monster seemed powerful, he wasn’t intimidated.

He would destroy it!

With that thought, Lin Xuan summoned the Drifting Cloud and Falling Snow Sword. Yue'er raised her eyebrows as a small banner appeared in her palm, exuding demonic energy.

The Beast Soul Banner!

"Aaaah!"

The demon corpse opened its mouth, emitting an ear-piercing howl. However, it seemed somewhat hesitant despite having recently awakened and absorbed significant amounts of corpse qi from its previous life. It had already developed consciousness and recognized the master and servant as formidable opponents.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan didn’t want to waste time. He pointed at the Drifting Cloud and Falling Snow Sword with his hand. The sword trembled, splitting into several sword lights before transforming into a blue streak that shot towards the demon corpse.

Meanwhile, Yue'er, though she had taken out the Beast Soul Banner for precaution, cast a spell on her head-mounted Twin-Blade Talisman.

This pair of talismans transformed into two spirit birds—one large and one small. Their shapes resembled swans.

Flapping their wings, the size of the spirit birds increased with the wind until they reached eight feet in length. One bird spat out burning flames, while the other produced a water dragon from its mouth.

Although neither master nor servant used all their powers, this combined attack was formidable.

The demon corpse showed signs of fear but it was too late to dodge. A bright red light flashed in its eyes.

A series of bone-cracking sounds echoed as his clothes turned into fragments. His exposed skin quickly dried up, green fur grew at an alarming rate, and grayish-white corpse qi spewed from his mouth, enveloping him.

This creature seemed intent on withstanding the attack.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a mocking expression. Zombies had immense strength and bodies harder than steel, even surpassing demons, but this guy was overconfident.
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In a blink of an eye, Lin Xuan's attack had reached the target. First, several sword lights slashed down fiercely. Then, the stream formed by Drifting Cloud and Snowfall Sword paused for a moment before surging forward, transforming into a blade over seven feet long. It was accompanied by thunderous sounds as it descended upon the opponent like a mountain falling from the sky.

The corpse's face showed signs of fear. A black blood arrow shot out from its mouth, quickly mixing with the corpse energy outside its body. Wuh. The corpse energy surged, and a grayish-white protective barrier appeared in mid-air.

On the surface of the barrier, eerie red light flickered. The corpse's expression was grotesquely fierce as it waved its hands wildly, casting several more spells. The corpse energy shield absorbed these, becoming increasingly dense.

Boom.

The sword lights collided with the barrier. Indeed, the barrier wasn't easy to breach; it merely shook for a moment. However, the actual spiritual sword itself proved much harder to deal with. As Lin Xuan's spirit light flickered, countless tiny cracks appeared on the surface of the shield and began to spread.

Fear intensified in the corpse's eyes as it opened its mouth repeatedly, expelling corpse energy to repair the barrier. The two sides were now at a stalemate.

This guy’s spiritual power is weak, but unfortunately, there are no one-on-one rules in cultivation realms. Moon's attacks followed suit.

A huge spirit bird continuously spewed flames and water dragons, creating a destructive storm that instantly engulfed everything.

Perhaps the zombie wasn't weak, but it had only recently gained its spirit abilities, so it couldn’t withstand such a sharp attack.

Sizzle.

The sound of torn cloth reached his ears. Under Lin Xuan's joint efforts with his master, the corpse energy shield finally couldn't hold on. With a mournful cry, it shattered into pieces. The zombie’s body was then obliterated by the intense attacks.

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and quickly moved his hand. Drifting Cloud and Snowfall Sword sliced horizontally and vertically under his control, splattering corpse blood everywhere. The zombie had been reduced to eight chunks. Lin Xuan sighed in relief. However, an unexpected sight appeared before him. He originally thought the monster was dead, but a flicker of light revealed a tiny figure about several inches high escaping from the attack.

Turning around, he glared at Lin Xuan with hate-filled eyes, full of resentment. Then it crossed its hands and performed a strange spell, vanishing instantly.

In an instant, it reappeared ten feet away.

Is this teleportation?

This is a unique ability of cultivators' spirit infants.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't as calm as a mountain collapsing before his eyes, he was undoubtedly a very resilient person. Still, seeing this scene left him somewhat speechless.

"Master, what's that?" Moon's face was also filled with shock. After a while, she weakly asked.

"I'm not sure, but based on my estimation, it should be a corpse infant," Lin Xuan said uncertainly.

"A corpse infant?" Moon's pretty face turned pale, her voice trembling: "How is this possible? If it really is a corpse infant, even with both of our full efforts, we might not escape his grasp. How could he have been so easily defeated?"

It was no wonder Moon reacted so strongly. In the cultivation realm, corpse infants were indeed formidable.

It's well known that advancing to the spirit infant stage is incredibly difficult. A ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Emperor’s abilities are no less impressive than those of a spirit infant cultivator.

However, even a Corpse Emperor, who condenses its essence into a corpse pearl, still can't form a spirit infant.

Forming a spirit infant is beyond difficult; it requires numerous coincidences. Moreover, the person must have been a spirit infant cultivator in their previous life and not managed to escape before death.

While the first condition was understandable, the second one seemed absurd.

For cultivators, the spirit infant stage marked a significant divide. After entering this realm, they essentially gained a second life; even if the physical body perished, the spirit could teleport away and find another body to possess.

Thus, spirit infant cultivators rarely suffer true death when attacked by several peers of their own level.

How could such an expert allow his body to be destroyed without escaping? Unless he was simply full from eating. Therefore, corpse infants existed only in legends within the cultivation realm.

Lin Xuan had seen them in ancient texts but found the descriptions too vague. However, that tiny figure, aside from a corpse infant, what else could it be?

As for why such a low-grade demon zombie was easily defeated, Lin Xuan was equally perplexed. According to common sense, possessing a spirit infant would make even an intermediate spirit infant cultivator retreat in fear.

Of course, everything has its reasons. Lin Xuan wouldn't attribute this solely to his good luck.

Perhaps due to the fact that it had just gained consciousness and its realm wasn’t stable yet.

Lin Xuan didn't know that his guess was partially correct but close to the truth.

What happened a million years ago at Jade Black Sect? History long ago erased such events. However, for these brothers who fought each other, they were indeed spirit infant cultivators.

Due to various reasons, both of them perished together without their spirits escaping.

Their fates, however, differed slightly. The elder brother was killed by a mysterious technique within his body and soon dissipated with the wind.

The younger brother's condition was better; although his spirit suffered injuries, he didn't die. He was trapped in his body due to another secret technique that prevented him from escaping.

At first, he was shocked and angry but remained calm. Once his fellow cultivators discovered this situation, they would find a way to unseal the secret technique, allowing him to find a new body to possess.

Unfortunately, these were just his hopes. No one came after what happened. Thus, his spirit infant was trapped in its own body, slowly dying of despair until its lifespan expired.

This place wasn't exactly a Yin Meridian, but countless cultivators had fallen victim to the same fate nearby during that internal conflict.

The thick corpse energy and subsequent fortunate coincidences transformed this spirit into a corpse infant.

Unlike those formed within Yin Meridians, his situation was unique. The corpse infant had awakened, but his physical body hadn't turned into a zombie; it remained a prison.

This situation left Lin Xuan feeling both helpless and ironic.

However, the corpse infant wasn’t content with being bound here. Since its awakening a thousand years ago, it had been trying to escape this predicament.

Firstly, this was its own body, inherently restrained by certain factors. Secondly, although the secret technique applied by his elder brother weakened over time, its power remained formidable. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't find a way out.
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Chapter 474 - Stone Lion of Seven Star Isle

Lin Xuan’s plan was to turn the corpse into a zombie, ensuring its successful fusion. However, it wasn’t that simple; many conditions hadn't been met. Spirit communication wasn’t as easy as just saying so.

Yet, sometimes things work out perfectly by chance. As Lin Xuan intended to retrieve the treasure embedded in this monster’s body, he inadvertently gave it hope of escape. After all, the little girl was a spirit entity and mastered top-notch ghost techniques. The ghostly aura she produced was naturally pure. Thus, the corpse infant used this as a medium and employed some secret technique to corrupt its body.

However, this was merely a temporary measure for his escape; he wasn’t truly a spirit communication zombie. Therefore, the powers it could wield were limited. Lin Xuan and Yue'er easily broke through with three swift strikes.

The corpse infant was furious now that he had escaped. Even without a physical body, his cultivation was formidable. But as an old saying goes: "When one cannot bear to act, great chaos ensues." He had other concerns and recognized the duo’s strength, far beyond ordinary Condensation Core cultivators.

He intended to discard this corrupted body from the start, so he didn’t want a pointless battle here. He directly retreated.

Lin Xuan was unclear about the reason but understood that the corpse infant’s powers were formidable. There was no need for him and Yue'er to fear; there must be another reason for his hasty departure.

Treasure.

This thought first flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. Considering his journey, he had a seven or eight in ten chance of being right about it.

In any case, whatever the Jade Profound Sect left behind was certainly no trivial matter.

Lin Xuan licked his lips and shot out an astonishing aura from his eyes: "Moon, let’s go."

"Master, are you really going to provoke that monster?" Yue'er showed a hint of hesitation on her face.

"Stupid girl, what are you afraid of? Although the corpse infant is formidable, it lacks a physical body. Its powers fall short of true Incarnation Stage cultivators. We weren’t scared when facing Fairy Peacock back then; why be hesitant now?"

"Master says so." Yue'er blushed. She had too many concerns. She didn't want to be looked down upon by her master. With a smile, she flew back into Lin Xuan’s sleeve.

A green light flashed as the master and disciple duo vanished from sight…

Meanwhile, far away in another direction,

With a loud boom, ancient light flickered. The ancient array finally shattered under the trio's relentless assault.

"Haha."

The demon stood up, his ugly face full of mirth. While this cage provided safety for him to focus on cultivation, it had confined him for nearly a million years.

In earlier times, as a lowly beast, he wasn’t bothered by it. But since entering the Transmutation Stage, he was rarely challenged in the human world. He naturally didn't want to remain here. Unfortunately, that ancient array was formidable; alone, he couldn’t break through.

Fortunately, there's always a way out. With these three human cultivators as allies, he finally had an opportunity to escape his cage. From now on, he could roam freely and unrestrained.

Of course, the treasure left by Jade Profound Sect.

Thinking of this, he turned to look at the trio of human cultivators. The two Condensation Core cultivators were nothing to fear; but this Master Kǔ gave him an uncomfortable feeling—though only Incarnation Stage First Level, his cultivation technique was unique and profound.

He needed to be cautious.

While the demon was on high alert, Master Kǔ also had similar thoughts. This old monster, apart from being cruel, was equally cunning.

Since they wanted the treasure, their current partnership was beneficial. After a moment of silence, it was Master Kǔ who spoke first.

"Brother Turtle, you know where Longevity Pills and other treasures are stored in Jade Profound Sect. I believe you have a clear idea. Now that we’ve escaped, why don’t we retrieve them?"

"That’s just what I intended to say. Let's act quickly."

"Very well." Before Master Kǔ finished speaking, he waved his hand, releasing a mist of confusion. The fog transformed into a massive sword.

With a sharp sound, the waterjail cell entrance was no match for this old monster's power; the iron bars crumbled like tofu, easily swept away.

The group didn’t waste any more time and flew out of their prison.

"Hey."

Upon exiting, Master Kǔ realized they were in a canyon. The cliffs on both sides soared into the clouds.

However, this wasn't what surprised him.

At the waterjail cell entrance, there were two stone lions, each towering over seven or eight feet high, imposing and awe-inspiring.

"What are these?"

With his keen eyesight, Master Kǔ immediately realized that these stone lions weren’t ordinary sculptures. A terrifying aura was emanating from their bodies.

"Haha, Master Kǔ need not be surprised. These two creatures are the guards of the Immortal Shackles. Since we’ve escaped, naturally, we should take them out."

The demon’s hoarse voice echoed in his ears as it opened its mouth and spat out a black light ball. Originally only the size of a fist, it quickly stretched into a long, eerie beam, striking the stone lion on the left with a diameter of ten feet.

Seeing this scene, Master Kǔ couldn’t help muttering. The Jade Profound Sect was indeed famous in ancient times; just escaping and already falling back into battle. No wonder the demon needed his help to retrieve the treasure. Along the way, there were countless dangers waiting for them.

Despite his inner complaints, he didn’t idle his hands. He shook his shoulder, splitting out a purple aura that formed a swirling storm.

The eyes of both stone lions glowed red as if waking from slumber. These large creatures weren’t biological but not like puppetry either.

Master Kǔ was uncertain about their nature—perhaps an ancient secret technique now lost to time.

Seeing the purple vortex approaching, the right stone lion suddenly stood up and with a double strike, its aura surged, scattering the swirling storm.

This creature’s strength couldn't be underestimated.

Master Kǔ narrowed his eyes. He rubbed his hands together, and a bloodlight appeared in his palm. With one hand forming seals, he drew several fist-sized runes on his chest.

Each rune was unique, flickering with bloody light, seemingly Buddhist techniques but with more malevolent energy than any Daoist cultivator.
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In the midst of a fierce battle between an old monster and a stone lion, Lin Xuan also encountered something.

At this moment, he stood beside a small pond. His expression was grave.

"Where did that Corpse Infant go?"

Lin Xuan frowned as he looked before him. A winding path led into the depths of the misty clouds.

Originally, Lin Xuan had been following the terrifying monster secretly with some secret technique. The Corpse Infant had a characteristic: although it excelled in various bizarre and evil spells, its divine sense was not particularly strong, roughly equivalent to that of a Condensation Core中期 cultivator.

In other words, it was slightly worse than Lin himself.

With the help of Hidden Spirit Pills and Concealment Techniques, Lin Xuan didn't fear being discovered. However, things went smoothly until here, where the monster inexplicably vanished. Lin Xuan's expression was naturally terrible because there seemed to be some kind of restriction set up here that greatly limited his divine sense.

"Which path should I take?"

Lin Xuan looked at the several paths before him and rubbed his forehead, his face full of contemplation.

Moon emerged from his sleeves. Seeing her master in a dilemma, the little girl naturally wouldn't sit idly by. She widened her eyes and began to search for any clues.

Suddenly, she sniffed delicately with her nose and her expression changed.

Pointing at the third path on the left: "Master, it seems this way. I sensed residual Corpse Qi."

"Oh."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and hurriedly walked towards that path, carefully identifying the faint Corpse Qi. Indeed, there was very slight Corpse Qi, but in such small quantities that he might not have noticed without Moon's hint.

Girls' intuition is indeed sharp. Of course, this was also due to Moon being a yin spirit body, naturally more sensitive to these ghostly matters.

With an appreciative glance at the little girl, Lin Xuan turned slightly and the green light around him instantly became dazzling as he enveloped Moon, vanishing from sight.

The small lake returned to its silence. Half a cup of tea passed before a pebble the size of a goose egg suddenly rolled without wind, flipping several times before transforming into a tiny figure no more than an inch high.

This figure resembled an infant but had dry, withered skin and no blood color on its face; even its eyeballs were grayish-white, sending shivers down one's spine. It was indeed the Corpse Infant.

This guy hadn't gone far but used some bizarre illusion to transform into a stone, hiding nearby.

At this moment, he grinned, looked at the path Lin Xuan had chosen, and began muttering:

"This boy is brave and meticulous, but his extensive knowledge is his downfall. He knows that our Corpse Infant's divine sense is inferior to those of our peers. He thought I wouldn't notice him following."

"Hmph. Why say such cold words now? Although he's only a Condensation Core中期 cultivator, the power of concealment and hiding is formidable. If not for my reminder, you might not have noticed," another悦耳 voice suddenly sounded, but with a hint of disdain and disgust: "Still, I didn't expect Brother Senior to survive for a million years in such an abhorrent Corpse Infant form."

The owner of that voice seemed the monster's companion, speaking without any reservations.

Upon hearing this, the Corpse Infant paused but wasn't angry. Turning his head, he stared at some empty space on the lake: "So many years have passed. Sister still speaks so harshly. What of it? We cultivators seek to escape the cycle of life and death, aiming for eternal survival. After entering the Separation Stage as a魔 cultivator, we become demons or monsters. Brother is already content to live. As for whether I'm a ghost, what does that matter? It's you who are bold enough to interfere in our elders' disputes during the internal strife."

"How so?" The woman's voice grew cold when she mentioned it, though still pleasant and melodious.

"Nothing. I merely express admiration. After all, both Uncle Li and Master Senior are滞留在人间的 Separation Stage cultivators. Your daring to intervene in their conflicts is beyond what an ordinary person could do," the Corpse Infant said with a smile.

"Oh, Brother Senior is mocking me?" The woman was initially angry but then seemed to think of something, becoming calm: "Back then, you two brothers also fought each other."

"Enough, Sister. Even though we serve different masters, time changes everything. Now that Uncle Li and Master Senior are both gone, what enmity remains? If I hold a grudge, why would I have freed myself from the玄冰禁制?"

The woman's voice fell silent. After several minutes, a tiny元婴 appeared on the opposite side of the lake.

This元婴 had a clear and handsome appearance with full skin tone, vastly different from the Corpse Infant. Indeed, it was an ordinary human cultivator's元婴, not a ghostly monster.

She sighed softly: "Brother Senior is right. With time passing, all grudges should be like clouds dissipating. Speaking of those days, if I hadn't been blinded by my desire to please Uncle Li and sealed in the玄冰禁制, I wouldn't have been trapped. But fortune and misfortune go hand in hand; this state of apparent death saved me from the great calamity that destroyed our sect. Without it, even if I had survived then, I would have long exhausted my lifespan."

"Good. Red Silk should be grateful to Brother Senior for rescuing me from the玄冰禁制," the red-robed woman said with a smile. "But repaying your kindness by leading one person and one ghost astray is also a form of repayment. The great array was set up personally by Master Senior back then, using only a fragment of his divine sense. Killing two Condensation Core中期 cultivators should be easy for a Separation Stage cultivator's power. Brother can now rest assured."

The Corpse Infant didn't believe this and furrowed his brow, asking:

"What do you mean? Don't you plan to go with me to retrieve the treasure?"

"Treasure? I no longer care about it. As Brother Senior said, we are lucky to have survived that great calamity. Red Silk doesn't want to take risks. Besides, so many years have passed; what remains in the central hall is uncertain."

"Sister," the Corpse Infant was stunned and opened his mouth as if he wanted to persuade her.

"Enough, Brother Senior. Although we can put aside our grudges with a smile, we were once enemies for different masters. We fought to the death. Do you think we can become friends or cooperate?" The woman's voice suddenly turned cold: "Brother, take care of yourself. I bid you farewell."

After saying this, a flash of red light appeared as that元婴 used Instantaneous Movement and vanished without a trace.
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The woman left without a second thought, leaving the Corpse Infant staring in shock. Her expression darkened for a moment before she forced a smile, revealing a faint sneer.

"Hmph, it's better this way. With me alone, I can still retrieve the treasure and won't have to share with anyone."

With those words, the Corpse Infant opened its mouth and exhaled a grayish-white gas that enveloped its body, propelling it forward.

...

At the same time, Lin Xuan paused his steps, his face filled with a serious expression.

"Young Master, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan did not respond but turned to carefully examine his surroundings. There was nothing out of the ordinary, so could he have imagined it?

However, for some reason, Lin Xuan felt an unease in his heart, unable to pinpoint why. It was as if danger was about to approach.

"Better safe than sorry," he thought, raising his vigilance and continuing forward.

After a while, Lin Xuan frowned deeply at the scenery before him. He found himself surrounded by thick fog that seemed sticky and had an effect of shielding one's divine sense. There was no discernibleprohibition, but several times, he tried to dispel it with his powers only for it to re-form almost instantly.

But this was not all; the entire journey through Yanzhou Region had been strange enough, yet after so long a chase, the Corpse Infant remained nowhere to be seen. Lin Xuan began to doubt if he had taken the wrong path or fallen into some trap set by that monster.

His eyes flashed with determination as he pondered these thoughts.

Suddenly, an astonishing surge of essence energy shot up from somewhere. Lin Xuan was startled and turned his head to look.

Seeing this, he quickly retreated, but it was too late.

A flash of light appeared, forming a yellow protective shield that covered the area around him. The shield seemed circular, encompassing everything within a hundred or so feet.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he flicked his sleeves and summoned the Flying Cloud Sword. He cast an Inner Refinement Method on it, causing the sword to grow and transform into a fierce blue light, which descended with force.

Sizzle...

The long sword of essence energy looked impressive but was like water in a stone. The shield remained unscathed.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. Even the divine aura of an old monster would not react so indifferently to his attack. What kind of array could have such formidable defenses?

But he had no time to think as a blood-red light suddenly appeared before him, flickering and transforming into a talisman the size of a palm.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. This talisman was completely different from any he had seen before. Not only was the material of the paper special, but the essence energy fluctuations were astonishingly powerful.

A small sword was drawn on it.

This was not a five-element talisman nor an ordinary special spirit talisman. What kind of treasure was this?

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive experience, could not figure out its nature...

Suddenly, the talisman ignited without wind and transformed into a tiny sword that emitted a bright light. A primitive-looking immortal sword appeared before him.

From several dozen feet away, Lin Xuan's breath became labored as he felt an intense pressure. His forehead was covered in fine sweat, his face pale.

Could this be...

Lin Xuan suddenly thought of a possibility and his heart trembled.

"Young Master, could this be a talisman treasure?"

"Mei'er, did you think the same?"

"Hmm!" The Soulless Youth nodded, her expression showing hints of despair. Lin Xuan's own face mirrored hers; was he really going to perish here?

Back then, when pursued by the Ghost Emperor or captured by Fairy Peacock, Lin Xuan had never felt such a sense of defeat.

But compared to those experiences, this situation seemed insignificant...

Talisman treasures were rare in today’s cultivation world. Strictly speaking, they weren't meant for mortal realms but reserved for Separation Realm cultivators who feared failing the heavenly tribulation and chose to remain here, refining these talismans.

Using the skin of a transformed beast as a carrier, combined with several precious materials, and refined through secret methods, the result was merely special spirit paper.

Then, high-level Separation Realm cultivators sealed part of their innate treasures within it—only those that were intimately linked to their essence could be used this way.

Finally, they cultivated for years using true fire before a talisman treasure was complete.

The complexity and materials required made such treasures impractical for most Separation Realm cultivators. However, for other cultivators, these were unimaginable treasures, as the power imprinted within them belonged to Separation Realm cultivators' innate treasures!

While not comparable to the true might of a Separation Realm cultivator, even lower-grade talisman treasures could rival an early-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator.

In other words, if someone held such a treasure, they would be revered like an old monster.

Of course, there were drawbacks. Only Condensation Core cultivators could use them, and the power imprinted within was limited, unable to replenish once expended.

Moreover, achieving condensation core was already difficult for most prodigies, let alone forming a foundation. As for Separation Realm... it was something they dared not even dream of.

Those willing to go through the trouble to create talisman treasures were few and far between, almost extinct in this realm. Even if any existed, they would likely be kept by certain sects or families as heirlooms, only used in dire situations.

Thoughts of talisman treasures flashed through Lin Xuan's mind, his smile growing bitter.

Facing such legendary treasures trapped within a strange light shield, did he still have a chance to turn danger into safety?

...

Boom!

As Lin Xuan was ensnared by the terrifying killing array, far away in an unknown valley, a loud explosion echoed. A stone lion several feet tall suddenly paused mid-stride. Its brow center glowed red as a one-foot-long flying knife shot out from it. From this point, countless fine lines spread across the lion's body, shattering into various sizes of stones with a thunderous sound.

(Read on!)
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On the other side, the remaining stone lions were surrounded by several huge skull heads. Each skull had a diameter of over ten feet and sported sharp horns on their foreheads with blood-red, menacing eyes.

These skulls were none other than the phantoms conjured by Master Bitter using his Soul-Devouring Staff technique.

The skulls opened wide, spewing out thick green fire snakes as thick as bowls. The stone lions struggled desperately, but the snakes seemed to have a life of their own, binding the stone lions tightly.

Seeing that the stone lions were immobilized, Master Bitter's face lit up with a hint of joy. He shook his shoulder and summoned an eerie treasure before him.

This treasure had a peculiar shape; it resembled a giant axe but was quite different, emitting a chill of dark magic.

"Go."

The old demon pointed at something, and the object flashed away, reappearing above the stone lions' heads.

Sizzle.

A faint crackle reached their ears as the stone lion's face froze. With a desperate and unwilling roar, it was split in half from head to tail.

The demon's eyes widened. The stone lion had been crafted using special materials, making it incredibly tough. Despite not being invincible, its destruction seemed effortless. Master Bitter truly wasn't an ordinary late-stage Immortal Core cultivator.

This thought filled him with dread, but his face showed a warm smile: "Friend, your divine power is impressive. Working together, we can surely obtain the treasure smoothly."

"Haha, Brother Turtle, you flatter me," Master Bitter responded with a forced smile.

The two old monsters feigned politeness and tried to avoid lingering here any longer. After exchanging a few words, they flew forward.

"Senior Brother." The red-robed woman turned her head, her face full of bitter smiles: "What should we do?"

Originally, their goal was to capture the traitor, but now it had turned into this outcome. Their situation was indeed precarious. If nothing significant were found, everything would be fine. However, if they discovered Longevity Pills or any other extraordinary treasures, Master Bitter might want to keep them for himself.

Once he decided not to share the secret treasure with the sect leader and his companions, they would surely be eliminated.

Of course, these thoughts couldn't be openly expressed by the red-robed woman. But耿彪 had also thought of this, his heart pounding. Yet, where was there a second choice? They could only proceed step by step.

He opened his mouth to speak but was interrupted by an overwhelming spiritual pressure descending from above: "Why are you two still dawdling here? Hurry and follow Master Bitter to obtain the treasure!"

The voice seemed distant yet close to their ears. The two condensation core cultivators exchanged startled glances, recognizing it as the "千里传音" (a thousand-mile transmission) divine technique.

Realizing the warning, they reluctantly complied without further delay, transforming into streaks of light and flying towards Master Bitter's direction.

The turtle demon observed all this with keen eyes. This ancient monster, who had lived for millions of years, turned his gaze as he pondered aloud.

Three people seemed to be on the same path but with different intentions. This could be exploited.

As they maneuvered, the turtle demon, familiar with the terrain, avoided many restrictions and soon found themselves in front of a massive cavern.

The demon's speed slowed as it stopped.

"Alright, once we pass through this Blood Bat Cave, we will have left the sect's rear mountain range. Proceeding further will lead us to the main hall."

"Rear mountain?" Master Bitter frowned, his face showing confusion.

"Why not? Friend, haven't you figured it out yet? The independent space created by the founding ancestor of the Jade Profound Sect is divided into front and rear mountains. The purity of the spiritual energy differs greatly between them. The main hall is located on the front mountain, while the confinement prison we just left was built in the rear." The turtle demon, seemingly without ulterior motives, detailed this to Master Bitter.

"Oh?" Master Bitter raised his head, releasing his divine sense to scan the cave: "There seems to be a lot of spiritual energy fluctuations inside?"

"Indeed. Inside live blood bats, but with our cultivation, passing through is no problem. If we take an alternative route, it will not only waste time but also pose some risks," he said.

"Hmm." Master Bitter nodded and glanced at耿彪 and the red-robed woman: "What about them?"

"They are a bit dangerous, but with us leading the way, their mid-stage condensation core cultivation should be able to defend themselves," the turtle demon grinned.

The red-robed woman's face paled as she heard this.耿彪's complexion turned even paler. But they had no choice; in the world of cultivation, survival was a matter of strength.

"Alright, listen to Brother Turtle's advice. Once we enter the cave, follow me closely. I will take care of you," Master Bitter turned around and instructed with a serious expression.

"Thank you, Elder." The two bowed respectfully but felt no reassurance from his assurance. After all, who was Master Bitter? He had once been a mass murderer on a secondary island, killing everyone without mercy.

Since becoming a demon, he only knew how to kill, not save lives. Even if he did intervene, it would be out of the belief that their bodies held some value for him.

Like a weasel offering a chicken a gift, this old demon was known for eating his prey whole. Could he possibly have good intentions?

Their hearts were filled with both sorrow and fear, but on the surface, they had to act grateful: "Follow Master Bitter closely."

After saying this, he transformed into a black streak of light and flew towards the Blood Bat Cave.

"We should go." As Master Bitter spoke, he was already performing his divine techniques. Suddenly, his eyes narrowed as if sensing something, and he retreated.

At about seven to eight feet away from them, the air began to ripple like water waves. A tiny figure appeared out of thin air, no more than an inch in size.

This figure had a finely drawn face, exuding spiritual energy. It was the woman who had conversed with the Corpse Infant; her concealment technique was truly remarkable. Both Master Bitter and the turtle demon were powerful, but they failed to detect anything after waiting for some time.

The two old monsters' faces turned pale as they exchanged shocked glances. Just as they were about to react, the woman's Immortal Core suddenly performed a hand gesture, causing red flames to burst from her body. With a flash, she vanished.

"Bad news, it's a trap," Master Bitter's face changed dramatically. Without hesitation, he whipped out his sleeve and summoned a square iron block from his wide sleeves.

Though the appearance of this treasure was ugly, its divine power was significant. It expanded with the wind, transforming into a large board several feet long and wide in an instant.

The turtle demon reacted even faster, spinning around to encase himself in a giant turtle shell.
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The two old monsters were a bit too excited. The元婴 didn't target them; instead, it flashed to the red-robed woman's head.

This woman was clearly alarmed, her face pale as she opened her mouth slightly, intending to use some secret technique. But the元婴 had already entered her brow.

Soul possession!

The woman let out a shrill cry as her body trembled uncontrollably and fell to the ground.

"Junior Sister!"

Geng Biao was shocked and angry. Faced with this sudden turn of events, he, just a Condensation Core cultivator, could do nothing but watch helplessly.

However, these two old monsters wouldn't stand by idly. They didn’t care about the red-robed woman’s fate, but they were extremely wary of their peer-level opponent and couldn’t let her possess another body freely.

They exchanged a glance. The tortoise demon waved its arms wildly, and the crystal flying knife shot out instantly. Master Ku then puffed his cheeks and spat out grayish-white demonic flames from his mouth.

Seize the moment! These two old monsters didn't care about fairness; they would pick the weakest moment to kill their enemy. A sweet giggle echoed in their ears as the red-robed woman stopped trembling, her lotus feet kicking off the ground, and she retreated several dozen meters away like a lightning bolt.

Boom!

The attack missed, and the two old monsters looked at each other in shock, their expressions turning ugly. Although the red-robed woman was only mid-Condensation Core, being possessed so quickly by the opponent showed how powerful this元婴's abilities were, far exceeding their expectations.

The demon’s face turned ashen as it stretched out a hand toward the void. The flying knife instantly grew larger, transforming into a blade a dozen feet wide that whirled through the air and fiercely slashed at the opponent.

Master Ku performed the same action. This old man known for his cruelty puffed his cheeks again, spitting out more grayish-white demonic flames that coalesced into a giant snake as thick as a water pipe, which lunged toward the woman.

Facing the joint attack of one human and one demon, the red-robed woman showed no fear on her face. She raised her slender hand and flicked it like playing a tune.

A small bracelet appeared in mid-air.

The design was ancient, looking like something she wore around her wrist.

Initially, the two old monsters didn't take it seriously; this wasn’t some powerful item. However, as the woman calmly pointed at the bracelet, a layer of spiritual light radiated from it.

Though gentle, when activated by Inner Refinement Method, the light spread out like ripples and almost instantly touched their attacks.

Silent...

However, the demonic flames transformed into a giant snake seemed to have met its match. Like ice melting in sunlight, it rapidly disintegrated. Master Ku’s face changed, but his fellow tortoise demon wasn’t much better; upon contact with the bracelet's light, the flying knife's offensive slowed down, and its spirit diminished.

How could this be?

The two old monsters were shocked. They realized their opponent was even more formidable than they had imagined and decided to temporarily halt their attacks.

However, the woman turned the tide with one move but didn’t immediately counterattack. Instead, she extended her jade arm, tracing a strange path in mid-air, opening her mouth slightly and uttering mysterious ancient incantations.

Seeing this, Master Ku couldn't bear to wait any longer; he patted his head hard and summoned the Soulless Bone Club.

Grim winds rose as countless demonic energies surged from his body.

"Wait!"

He snapped his fingers, driving his法宝. But the tortoise demon raised an eyebrow, stopping him from acting rashly.

"Why are you doing this, friend?" Master Ku said with a frown. Could this demon be working in tandem with that woman to trap him? The thought made him shudder and his vigilance rise.

However, the tortoise demon’s expression was peculiar; there was no trace of aggression, just a fixed gaze on the woman before him... with a hint of fear but more disbelief.

Master Ku found this strange and muttered under his breath.

Then he heard the red-robed woman cry out: "Quickly!"

Her voice was melodious, trailing off at the end.

A shocking surge of essence energy rose into the air, enveloping her body. The light was so bright it seemed she was encased in a rising sun.

Even for an old元婴 cultivator like Master Ku, this was disorienting. He quickly injected his essence energy into his eyes.

What he saw next left him stunned.

In the pure spiritual light, the red-robed woman’s body began to dissolve rapidly. In an instant, the old monster almost thought he had misjudged.

Was she trying to commit suicide in such a way?

Unless she was insane?

Master Ku found this incomprehensible but couldn’t deny what his eyes were seeing.

However, the tortoise demon's expression was entirely different.

Its fear deepened; it was an ancient monster that had lived for millions of years. Even though it was just a one-stage beast at the time, it had seen such terrifying techniques.

This was the exclusive technique of Jade Profound Sect. However, only a few top-ranking elders in the sect could perform it.

Reconstructing the body.

It was well-known that after advancing to the元婴 stage, cultivators were hard to kill; even if their bodies were destroyed, they could possess another one.

However, due to the laws of nature, such self-serving techniques had significant limitations.

They could only possess a cultivator with a lower spiritual root. In other words, while the body could be reacquired, the cultivation level would plummet drastically. Moreover, future cultivation would become immensely difficult.

This was considered a natural restriction on high-ranking cultivators; otherwise, they could freely possess low-rank cultivators at will.

However, there were always special cases throughout endless ages, and some extraordinary geniuses emerged.

The Immortal of Indestructibility was such an example!

He was the seventh-generation patriarch of Jade Profound Sect.

The name sounded odd, but he wasn’t truly immortal; this title came from a unique功法 he created. This technique partially broke through the laws of nature, allowing元婴 cultivators to possess another body and then have it dissolve into new parts. Using his blood as an inducer, they could reassemble their bodies.

With this secret method, newly generated bodies bore the imprint of the元婴’s essence, making them look exactly like the original body before possession, with no difference in talent or age.

Of course, perfection was unattainable in the cultivation world; each person could only use this technique once per lifetime.

Now, the tortoise demon's eyes were filled with fear. The ancient elders of Jade Profound Sect had formidable techniques, but it couldn’t be true. How long did any kind have such a lifespan? Moreover, during that great calamity and internal strife, shouldn't this sect already have been destroyed?

PS: More coming up!
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Master wasn't aware of all these details, but he dared not take the risk. After all, it was uncertain whether this would work, and his opponent's treasure artifact was too mysterious.

Actually, Crimson Silk also had her own difficulties to deal with. This ability to recombine a body after possession must be used immediately; otherwise, it would become ineffective...

Moreover, although this woman’s spirit root attributes were the same as his, her cultivation base was far inferior. If she wanted to advance to the Separation Stage, she could only take a desperate gamble.

Otherwise, she wouldn't have dared to perform such a secret technique in front of two old monsters at the Core Formation stage; she would definitely seek out an uninhabited location instead.

It was indeed unfortunate.

Back then, she had risked everything for Senior Uncle Li. She had even tried to attack the Sect Master, but he sealed her away in the玄冰 (icy prison). Although she survived until now, her core formation had already been severely damaged by cold toxins. If not for her innate fire spirit body and the top-grade cultivation techniques of the sect, she would have disintegrated long ago.

Due to this severe injury, she needed to possess a new body immediately so that she could stabilize her core formation again.

This was why she had no choice but to take such risks.

Fortunately, both old monsters were also stunned by his technique and hesitated to make any rash moves.

In the meantime, Master Kǔ didn't want to risk it either. However, he feared alerting the enemy unnecessarily. In his eyes, the Palace Lord of Sword Obscure Palace was just an ordinary cultivator. Could this woman actually be a Core Formation late-stage powerhouse?

This thought made him even more cautious. If he couldn’t kill her, the retaliation would not be something he could bear.

As for the tortoise demon, although it had reached the Transformed Form stage, it had suffered from the ancient practitioners of Jade Profound Sect in the past. It was now wary like a dog that had been bitten by a snake. Moreover, it hadn’t had any opportunities to fight other cultivators or demons while imprisoned in the Immortal Sealing Prison, so it lacked confidence.

Seeing such an important technique used by several high-ranking elders of Jade Profound Sect, he naturally hesitated to make any moves.

This gave Crimson Silk some time.

The flesh and blood had completely decomposed into red mist. Gradually, this mist coalesced into the body of a beautiful woman, looking extremely eerie.

As time passed, the mist grew denser, showing signs of实体化 (solidification). Master Kǔ, despite his vast experience, was amazed by such a technique; he felt a great sense of trepidation towards its master.

Both sides seemed to reach an unspoken understanding. However, several unexpected changes occurred at this moment that the old monsters hadn't anticipated.

Geng Biao had remained unnoticed until now, and it wasn’t surprising given his Condensation Stage中期 status. Although he couldn’t be considered a mere ant, his strength was still negligible.

Yet, this seemingly insignificant figure suddenly emitted a vicious expression from within.

His robe sleeve floated out a ghost head saber, which then performed a hand gesture and recited an odd incantation.

Puff…

His entire body exploded into blood mist.

For some reason, he had committed suicide. Despite his death, the residual spirit continued to complete the ritual.

All the blood mist converged without dispersing and was quickly absorbed by the long saber.

Woo…

The saber trembled, emitting a low growl akin to that of a demon.

"Blood Soul Technique?"

The sudden change left the old monsters stunned. Their faces turned unusually complex with fear and anticipation.

Indeed, in the realm of dark arts, Blood Soul Technique was among the top ten most powerful techniques.

Unlike other high-power secret techniques that required a certain level of cultivation, this Blood Soul Technique could be practiced by even Condensation Stage cultivators.

In fact, it was relatively easy to master. With average talent and some effort, one could understand it within a year or two.

Of course, as with everything, there were pros and cons. The low barrier for entry meant few people dared to use it.

The reason was simple: this technique required sacrificing one's life to injure an enemy.

Cultivators pursued immortality; even if they had an unshakable grudge, they generally wouldn’t risk their lives.

Otherwise, having already perished, what would the revenge accomplish? Cultivators understood this more clearly than ordinary people and wouldn't waste their time on petty grievances.

Firstly, death was one thing, but using such a technique meant losing both body and spirit to attack an enemy. In other words, there would be no chance of reincarnation. This was something few could accept.

Thus, despite its immense power, only a few dared to use it.

In the past century, only one Condensation Stage wandering cultivator named Qíu Dao-person had used this technique to kill a Core Formation old monster.

Knowing that challenging someone across cultivation stages in the cultivation world was virtually impossible, people marveled at the terrifying nature of Blood Soul Technique. However, they didn’t take it seriously and laughed at Qíu Dao-person for being foolish. The old monster might still have a chance to reincarnate, but the one who took revenge would disappear from this world entirely—clearly not worth it.

Master Kǔ was glad that someone else could handle this situation, as he wasn't eager to provoke such a terrifying woman. Moreover, Blood Soul Technique’s reputation was well-known; even if his opponent's power was formidable, he wouldn’t suffer any injuries. If severely wounded, he might have the chance to kill her.

As for Geng Biao and Crimson Silk, Master Kǔ didn’t care about their relationship or why they were willing to risk everything for her.

Crimson Silk was an Immortal at the Core Formation stage a million years ago, while Blood Soul Technique had only existed for tens of thousands of years. She hadn't seen it before.

However, she dared to attack a Separation Stage senior uncle, indicating that she wasn’t ordinary and had excellent judgment. Seeing her opponent sacrifice his flesh and spirit for revenge made him realize that this technique couldn’t be easily resisted.

In the past, with her divine evasion techniques, she could have at least dodged 70% of the attacks. But now, it was a critical moment in her body reconstruction process.

Nowhere to hide!

If she retreated even slightly, all previous efforts would be wasted.

She intended to challenge Separation Stage cultivators; how could she fail here?

At this moment, the red mist began to change. From the feet up, it gradually transformed into the woman’s snow-white skin. The ghost head saber, after absorbing the essence and blood, turned a vivid red, emitting a divine light that enveloped a six-foot-long eerie red glow.

The momentum was formidable; it seemed unstoppable, capable of killing gods and annihilating buddhas!

Finally, Geng Biao's residual spirit attached itself to this technique. A whirlwind of spiritual energy swept through the air as Master Kǔ realized that his surrounding demonic aura had been sucked into the artifact.

The old monsters' faces changed dramatically. They knew that the more demonic aura there was, the greater the saber’s power. However, they dared not try; if half their magical power were washed away by this saber, they would be in grave danger.

Quickly, a layer of divine light flashed around his body to block the strange suction force.

Then, the saber transformed into a terrifying beam and slashed towards Crimson Silk!
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The bloodlight flashed, carrying an aura that made the heart race. Even the old monster of the婴期 wouldn't help but step back.

They didn’t want to be caught in the aftereffects, but 红 didn’t face the attack head-on either.

A young girl let out a sharp cry and stretched her hand forward, pointing at something ahead.

The small jade ring still hovered mid-air, but it began spinning rapidly. A series of spiritual lights emanated from its surface.

There was faintly heard the call of phoenixes soaring in the sky.

Meanwhile, the婴 sat cross-legged, continuously changing hand seals. Suddenly, she opened her mouth and spat out a dark red essence.

This was her hard-earned innate power after hundreds of years of cultivation. After absorbing it, the jade ring emitted even more spiritual light. Countless fire spirits appeared, weaving through the air.

The battle between the two continued, with both sides using their respective treasures to clash. The ice and fire dragons were quickly pushed back by the pressure from the符宝.

Although the ancient repair of the符宝 wasn't powerful in terms of封印, his cultivation was far higher than Lin轩's.

Fortunately, the符宝 relied on a carrier, while the 九天明月环 itself had high quality. Unfortunately, its owner’s strength was too weak to compete with it.

Despite this, the 九天明月环 still managed to hold its own against the离合期 expert's array. Occasionally, some of the剑光 escaped and were blocked by the尸符 and金符.

In the end, Lin轩 managed to survive the array without any serious harm. He was relieved that the power of the符宝 wasn't as formidable as he had feared.

However, his relief was short-lived. The small green sword suddenly vanished in a flash of light.

Lin轩 was alarmed; it wasn’t just a剑光, but the本体 of the符宝. He didn’t dare to face it and immediately fled, emitting a faint green glow.

He reached out and pointed at the small shield above his head.

Although the shield had only one attribute, it was still an ancient treasure with incredible defensive capabilities that had saved him several times over the years.

Lin轩 paid attention to it and spent considerable effort on it. He had even used Danfire to refine it for a while, though not entirely successfully, but he did have some spiritual connection with it.

Feeling his master's call, the small shield flashed and appeared before Lin轩.

Almost simultaneously, Lin轩 saw a clear figure pierce through where he had been standing. If he had moved even half a beat slower, he would have been hit.

The attack missed, but the剑 seemed like a venomous snake, turning sharply to fly back at Lin轩.

There was no way to avoid it. If he could use瞬移术, there might be a chance, but now...

However, Lin轩 wasn’t panicking. He still had some confidence in his ability to defend against the符文古盾. Even an ancient treasure couldn't be broken with one strike.

With a crisp sound, the two treasures collided head-on. The spiritual light of the符文古盾 flared up, and the符文 on its surface flickered wildly.

Lin轩 was relieved that he had managed to block it, though barely.

However, his face turned pale again as he heard creaking sounds in his ears. Lin轩 narrowed his eyes and saw countless tiny cracks appearing on the shield.

Even an old monster at the婴期 might not have such power with a full attack. But now, there was no time for him to think about it. Although he felt sorry for the treasure, he couldn’t retrieve it just yet.

After some thought, Lin轩 reached into his storage bag and took out several jade bottles. He uncorked them and swallowed the spiritual medicines inside to replenish his spent mana.

Then, a few hand seals were cast on the nearby treasures.

The 九天明月环 trembled and descended in front of Lin轩. The originally blue and red rings gradually turned white, emitting icy coldness. Ice crystals began to emerge from within.

Following Lin轩's mental command, the ice crystals surged towards the small sword that had been blocked by the shield. It seemed like he intended to use his ice attribute power to freeze the符宝 alive.

It was a crazy idea, but it might work.

As more and more coldness accumulated, the air seemed to thicken, and the spiritual light on the flying sword weakened slightly.

Thinking about this sword, Lin轩 couldn’t help but feel puzzled. How could he have made such a small sword? It resembled a needle-shaped treasure in form.

Although the ice was formidable, freezing it seemed too much of a stretch. Lin轩 raised his eyebrows; he couldn't rely on himself alone.

"..."

"Lord. You know."

A cute girl appeared in the air as Moon revealed herself, holding a beast soul flag in her hand and throwing it above her head.

The small girl cast some hand seals, and the flag began to change. Dark magic energy surged, forming a black hole.

Sss...

Purified dark magic energy poured out like a venomous snake, wrapping around the flying sword.

With the added ice and dark magic power, the符宝 was finally trapped in a cocoon about the size of an egg.

Lacking its support, the剑光 melted away. Lin轩 sighed with relief and reached for the cocoon to retrieve it when suddenly green and yellow light flashed. The dark soul cocoon split open, and the flying sword escaped.

---

Today's update is just one chapter. I didn't slack off; I don’t care about Christmas either. But my friends kept calling me, so here it is. Sorry for any inconvenience.

Merry Christmas to everyone!
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Lin Xuan was taken aback, his face pale. He had thought he had the situation under control.

The flying sword's speed was astonishingly fast, and with only a few dozen feet between them, Lin Xuan couldn't avoid it even if he tried to use instant teleportation. Such a powerful technique was beyond his current capabilities.

With a swift movement, Lin Xuan’s face lost all color. However, sitting idly by was not in his nature.

With a low growl, his eyes turned bloodshot as his mana surged uncontrollably into the front-facing法宝. He spared no effort!

The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring trembled violently, emitting a blinding light that seemed almost tangible. The dual-colored protective barriers around him flickered more intensely, becoming even denser.

Unable to dodge, he could only brace for impact. Lin Xuan relied solely on his innate treasure’s defensive capabilities. He had weathered numerous storms over the years; how could he possibly fall here?

Survival was a skill, and Lin Xuan's character was inherently resilient.

Though not a desperate fight, it was now a matter of sheer desperation.

Roar!

Lin Xuan unleashed all his might. However, the talisman showed no mercy. It descended with the speed of lightning, striking like a meteor shower.

This was the second direct confrontation between two spirit realm treasures.

A violent clash of spiritual energy occurred, yet there was not even a hint of sound.

Suddenly, a black shadow detached from the flying sword, revealing a small snake about an inch long. Despite its diminutive size, it had a terrifying appearance—its head adorned with a fleshy growth and a single horn. The most eerie part was the shape of that growth, resembling a miniature skull.

Moreover, this snake had two tails.

This must be... a Dual-Tailed Skull Snake?

Lin Xuan sighed in resignation. Such a creature was rare and ferocious; it had been crafted into an entity spirit by a Core Formation expert.

What was even more unbelievable was that the talisman contained only partial power, yet there was also an entity spirit.

How could this be possible?

Though he found it hard to comprehend, facts were facts. The prowess of a Core Formation expert left Lin Xuan in awe and admiration.

Unfortunately, such divine techniques had become his own nemesis. As the spirit bird approached to stop the flying sword, it was suddenly counterattacked by the entity spirit, causing both to engage in fierce combat. Lin Xuan could only despair, knowing his fate was sealed.

He hadn’t been negligent; human limits were reached here. He couldn't believe he would fall victim to such a place.

The flying sword was just a few feet away, and he closed his eyes, awaiting death.

If he had been an Incorporeal Core Formation expert, he could have discarded this body, but now...

A wave of sorrow surged from within him. After all, reaching this point required countless hardships.

Just as the flying sword approached his body, a clear cry echoed in his ears. His storage bag opened without warning, and an jade pendant flew out, spinning rapidly with layers of spiritual light emanating from it.

The light was gentle, not at all violent, yet something miraculous happened—the flying sword seemed to have met its match... no, more like its master. It stopped hovering before him, the malevolent energy quickly dissipating.

Lin Xuan's mouth opened wide enough to swallow a duck egg. Since entering the immortal path, he had encountered many strange things, but this was too bizarre.

But whatever happened, escaping death was always good news.

His reaction was swift. He bit his lip and tried several spells.

To Lin Xuan’s delight, after absorbing the spells, the flying sword didn’t resist. A red light-emitting talisman appeared in the sky, and the entity spirit that had been entangled with the碧幻幽火 flew back into the talisman.

The situation turned around dramatically, leaving Lin Xuan momentarily stunned. After several seconds, he pinched himself to confirm it wasn't a dream.

He then joyfully retrieved an jade box from his pocket, placing the talisman inside and adding some restrictions before storing it in his storage bag.

Lin Xuan scanned the area; no other dangers were present, so he recovered the碧幻幽火 and the treasure.

"Master, how did we manage to escape? I can't believe what happened," Mo Er's weak voice echoed. The young girl was equally stunned.

"I... I don’t know either." Lin Xuan said, his gaze turning towards the jade pendant still hovering before him. All the answers were contained within it.

Lin Xuan reached out and the jade pendant flew back to him. He examined it closely.

The design was ancient, emitting a pale blue glow. Strange patterns adorned its front—birds, beasts, insects, and fish. The back featured an even more peculiar pattern, resembling lost ancient script.

Holding the jade in his hand, he felt warmth but saw no obvious signs of trickery.

This jade had a history.

When Lin Xuan first entered the immortal realm, he was only at the Spirit Movement stage as a small cultivator with mediocre potential. To reach Core Formation, he had to resort to using the top-grade髓丹.

Even with his Blue Star Sea, refining such a precious pill required many rare materials.

In Yanzhou, resources were scarce, so Lin Xuan risked entering the enemy sect-controlled Stream Leaping Gorge to find necessary herbs.

Unexpectedly, an extraordinary treasure emerged there. To claim it alone, Fire Spirit Sect even resorted to attacking their own allies.

It was then that Lin Xuan had his first encounter with Cloud Fairy, joining forces to repel a powerful foe.

As the saying goes, "Matters lie in human planning; success lies in heaven's will." Despite Fire Spirit Sect’s elaborate plans, they inadvertently allowed Lin Xuan to seize this secret treasure.

There were two treasures. One was the Nine Heaven Profound Technique he now practiced, whose power he knew well.

The other was the jade pendant before him.

Any treasure that could coexist with the Nine Heaven Profound Technique must be of great significance. However, Lin Xuan had no idea what the pendant’s purpose was.

Initially, he often examined it but found nothing. The only notable event was when he stole a divine herb from Bìyún Mountain; this jade had subdued a three-stage monster. Unfortunately, its effectiveness seemed to wane later on.

Lin Xuan had been frustrated for some time but eventually forgot about the pendant as his cultivation improved and more precious treasures accumulated.

But unexpectedly, it saved him at a critical moment!

In shock and amazement, Lin Xuan carefully examined the jade again. After several inspections and scans with his divine sense, he still found nothing.

However, one thing was certain: this jade could subdue talismans, indicating its connection to Jade Profound Sect.

Though Lin Xuan found this speculation absurd—Yanzhou and Seven-Star Island were separated by tens of thousands of miles—he couldn’t explain the earlier incident without it.

Lin Xuan’s head ached as he carefully placed the jade in his pocket. This was undoubtedly an incredible treasure, especially useful in such circumstances.

But now, there wasn’t time for speculation.

With a wave of his sleeve, a mass of light enveloped him, dispelling the surrounding white mist. Strangely, after the talisman was recovered, the fog no longer gathered again, suggesting some connection to the previous killing array.

Clear scenery entered his vision; he found himself on large stone steps with giant trees lining both sides—trees he had never seen before.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t have time for such details. His gaze immediately fell on the light barrier in front of him. The priority was escaping here; otherwise, everything else would be meaningless.
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After a moment of contemplation, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and flicked his fingers. Several sword lights merged into a long sword that hovered in the air. "Go!" Guided by Lin Xuan's mental command, the sword slashed through the light barrier.

**Boom!**

A loud explosion echoed in his ears as the golden light flickered. The light barrier shattered into several fragments.

Lin Xuan's expression turned blank with surprise… Was it really that simple?

When he was trapped in the killing array earlier, he had tried to break free from the barrier. If he could have done so, he wouldn't have needed to endure the attack of the talismans. But the barrier seemed impenetrable and would not be broken easily. Why…

He scratched his head, but Lin Xuan shrugged off his doubts. Regardless, this outcome was good enough. Perhaps it had something to do with taking away those talismans. Of course, that was just a guess; he didn't intend to delve deeper into the matter.

He released his divine sense again. After experiencing the killing array's wrath, Lin Xuan did not want to try it again. Although such an outcome might be possible, as they say, "Better safe than sorry."

The scenery before him was similar to what he had seen earlier. The stone steps were flanked by several giant trees.

These trees had peculiar appearances that Lin Xuan had never encountered. They looked like some primitive species, but unfortunately, they were not sentient. Otherwise, using them to craft a wood-based magical artifact would have been incredibly useful.

Thinking about this, Lin Xuan sighed and his body turned green. Just as he was about to vanish forward, his gaze suddenly stopped him in his tracks.

"Master, are you really planning on teleporting?" Yue'er expressed some concern.

"Don't worry. The array is hidden within these giant trees. If not for my proficiency with the *Heart* techniques, I wouldn't have noticed it. It should be safe." Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled as he said this calmly.

"Alright!" Yue'er didn't want to appear too timid either. After all, they had already faced such a crisis and survived. Perhaps the end of this teleportation would lead them to their treasure room.

Although he had discerned the secrets of these giant trees, activating the array still required some effort. Lin Xuan was not in a hurry. He knew that whatever challenges lay ahead could be unpredictable. So, he first sat cross-legged and consumed several medicinal pills from his storage pouch while replenishing his mana with two crystal stones.

Half an hour passed quickly. While he couldn't say he had fully recovered to peak condition, his mana now reached the optimal state of about 90%. In this strange place, time could not be wasted, so Lin Xuan decided to act.

He carefully examined each tree and combined it with his knowledge of array techniques. Finally, he grasped the essence of what was happening.

Reaching into his storage bag, Lin Xuan took out several crystal stones that shimmered with a faint light—none were lower than middle-grade.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at one of the red crystal stones and cast the prepared spell. The fire attribute stone transformed into a sharp beam and flew towards a tree on the left side.

It collided with the trunk, causing a flash of golden light that disappeared inside.

The giant tree then swayed as if it had come to life. Although it soon returned to its dormant state, a ghostly face appeared on its surface.

"Master, what is this?" Yue'er was surprised.

"Don't worry. Have you heard of the Five Ghosts Transport technique?" Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he calmly said, "The Five Ghosts Transport?"

Yue'er combed her hair and nodded, having heard about it before. It was rumored to be a powerful magic technique from the魔道 that could even move mountains.

"Indeed. It is not exaggerated. However, it is truly an ingenious secret technique." Lin Xuan smiled slightly.

"Could this be…" Yue'er realized.

"Yes. Applying the Five Ghosts Transport on these trees will create a different kind of array compared to a regular teleportation spell but still achieve long-distance transport," Lin Xuan stroked the tree trunk thoughtfully.

"Why would ancient cultivators choose such a method? Setting up a simple and straightforward teleportation array here would have been much easier and more efficient, right?" Yue'er was still puzzled.

"I don't know. Perhaps there were other reasons. Maybe those ancient cultivators felt that this method was safer and more reliable," Lin Xuan sighed and shook his head. "After all, everyone knows how to use a teleportation array. Only a few can truly understand the subtleties of the Five Ghosts Transport."

While explaining to Yue'er, Lin Xuan continued his work. He repeated the process with several other crystal stones.

Sure enough, ghostly faces appeared on four different trees in various directions. These faces were distinct and not particularly terrifying—just as the legendary five ghosts.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. Although he was no array master, he had a better understanding than most cultivators. Seeing that his plan worked, he felt relieved.

Next, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and released several sword lights from his fingers. A few drops of blood appeared in mid-air.

The blood did not fall as expected but instead hovered strangely. With his left hand, Lin Xuan drew a circle while his right hand formed the sword seal. He pointed at one of the blood droplets.

A white mist suddenly appeared and merged with the blood drop, turning red.

Lin Xuan grabbed it and pulled out a small piece, which he then attached to one of the ghost faces.

Although the face looked lifeless initially, it suddenly came alive as it extended its tongue to suck in the blood mist. It then grinned widely, appearing extremely happy.

After dividing the remaining blood into four portions, Lin Xuan shot them at the other three ghost faces. Once all the blood was absorbed, Lin Xuan stood calmly between the five ghostly trees. A green light flashed as he opened his Nine Heavens Spirit.

While it was logical that there would be no danger from teleportation, Lin Xuan's cautious nature made him still take precautions.

Almost simultaneously, the ghost faces began to change. They opened their mouths and spat out colorful beams of light.

However, these beams did not attack Lin Xuan but instead stopped a few feet around him, forming an intricate array.

Flickers of strange light enveloped Lin Xuan.

Red blood surged, but his expression remained calm as he felt no different from previous teleportations.

After a moment, the light dissipated. The ghost faces appeared extremely weak, as if they had exhausted their mana. They slowly faded away, leaving behind dry and rough tree bark in their place.

---

Meanwhile, at the back of Yu Xuan's mountain, outside Blood Bat Cave.

Master Ku sat with an icy expression. Although this old monster was known for his cruelty and love for killing, he never harmed those whose cultivation was higher than his own. After much deliberation, he decided to observe the situation passively.

After all, even a top-notch dark magic like the Soul Eater Spell had failed to work. If he were to intervene now, it would likely be more trouble than it's worth. It was better to step back and let things unfold naturally; otherwise, such an elusive opponent could pose serious threats in the future.

As for the turtle demon, due to his lack of confidence, he dared not attack this ancient elder from Yu Xuan Sect.

Their cautious approach might have been wise, but they missed a golden opportunity. If it were the former Scarlet Silk Fairy at her peak, even though she was only an advanced婴期 cultivator, her abilities would be formidable. Facing these two old monsters' combined assault, while not guaranteed to win, losing would be highly unlikely.

However, now that she had only an infantile body and was busy performing a secret technique for body reconstruction, she barely managed to withstand Geng Biao's desperate attack with the aid of her miraculous treasure. But it was already too late; she was on her last legs.

At this moment, either old monster could easily end her life without much effort.

Unfortunately, the woman's sudden display of fear had deterred both the human and the demon from taking action.

Scarlet Silk Fairy sighed with relief at this unexpected opportunity and quickly rallied her remaining strength to complete the secret technique.

The infantile body sat cross-legged as it recited incomprehensible incantations. The mist transformed into a solid form, revealing a beautiful young woman…

---

P.S.: Today is December 25th. I'll try my best from now on. Merry Christmas to everyone!
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The Crimson Silk Fairy

Her lips were made of jade, her skin like water. This woman was a true masterpiece of beauty in the mortal world. Her age could not be discerned by mere observation; clearly, she had mastered some form of longevity technique.

Unlike ordinary beauties, this woman's features were finely crafted as if painted by an artist’s hand. However, there was a hint of ruthlessness in her expression that suggested her cultivation method leaned towards the righteous path, yet the malevolent energy radiating from her body did not fall short of those from the demonic sects.

Her unique aura attracted attention, but thetortoise demon's pupils constricted slightly as his voice sounded dry.

"…Red?"

"Eh? You know me?" The young woman turned her head and a hint of confusion appeared on her face before quickly turning to understanding: "That is rather unusual. You are from the Turtle Clan, aren't you? Your clan managed to advance to the Transformed Phase; that truly makes you an anomaly. It seems like you have lived longer than most. Could it be that you met me in ancient times?"

This woman was indeed a significant elder of the Jade Sect, with vast knowledge and insight. She immediately pointed out the turtle’s origin. Then she turned her gaze to another nearby cultivator at the Core Formation stage.

Master Sour Master, who had a taste for killing, felt a chill run down his spine. He could tell that this woman was not an old monster of late but had reached the peak of her cultivation, far beyond what he could match. Adding to it was the strength she had just displayed; challenging her would be unwise.

His heart raced with unease, yet his vigilance never wavered as he stared intently at the young woman before him, not even shifting his gaze.

Despite the tension between a human and a demon, the Crimson Silk Fairy’s expression remained unchanged. She flicked her jade hand, causing a shimmer of spiritual energy to surround her body. Sour Master was startled but had no time to summon his treasures as she already flew towards the distance in a flash.

How could this be?

The two old monsters were taken aback. Sour Master hurriedly extended his divine sense, only to find that the area was under some kind of restriction, compressing the detection range by several times. Even he could only scan for over ten miles.

He vaguely sensed her figure moving away without any signs of turning back.

Sour Master’s face contorted with indecision as he pondered. After a moment, he took a deep breath and turned to the demon: "Is this friend aware of this woman?"

"Indeed," the turtle replied without hesitation, his expression grave: "This lady is known as Fairy Crimson Silk. She was one of the enforcers in the Jade Profound Sect."

Though Sour Master had already guessed as much, he couldn’t help showing surprise: "How is that possible? The Jade Profound Sect was a sect from over a million years ago. How could this woman still be alive?"

"Ask me and who else would you ask?" the turtle rolled his eyes, his expression grim: "Even if it were an Immortal at the Core Formation stage, no one in the Spirit Realm could live that long."

The two old monsters exchanged looks without speaking.

After a moment, Sour Master spoke again: "I see this lady’s abilities are not ordinary. She was once an important figure in the Jade Profound Sect?"

"Hmph, friend, you always have to be so evasive. Just ask me directly about her cultivation level," the turtle said irritably.

Hearing his words, Sour Master felt a surge of anger but maintained a smile on his face; it wasn’t the right time for him to show his true feelings yet.

"Friend, your words are correct. Fairy Crimson Silk is indeed extraordinary. When I was just an ordinary demon beast, I once witnessed her battle with one of our ancient predecessors," the demon continued without noticing Sour Master’s expression, recounting the tale.

Sour Master raised an eyebrow and set aside his annoyance to listen intently.

"The ancient predecessor from our side had also reached the peak of the Transformed Phase. Moreover, he was a celestial spirit, but even so, he lost to this lady, being soul-drawn and essence-extracted," the turtle said with a hint of fear in his voice.

Sour Master’s expression changed dramatically as he almost doubted his hearing. Could she have actually killed a celestial spirit at her level?

It was well-known that a demon's cultivation potential was closely tied to their bloodline. Celestial spirits were those with the most exceptional abilities, akin to human saints or even slightly better.

Due to their superior bloodline, celestial spirits generally had significantly greater strength compared to demons of the same realm.

If what the turtle said was true, then this lady’s power might not be far off from that of a late-stage Immortal.

This thought made Sour Master break out in cold sweat. He hadn’t seen other late-stage cultivators’ power firsthand, but he knew how terrifying the Palace Lord of Sword Obscure was.

That power, while not as formidable as moving mountains and filling seas, was certainly beyond his reach.

With this realization, he hurriedly extended his divine sense again, carefully scanning his surroundings, as if fearing an ambush by the lady from behind.

"Friend, you needn’t be so cautious. Fairy Crimson Silk has already gone far," the turtle’s voice reached Sour Master's ears.

"How do you know? This place is restricted for divine senses," Sour Master raised an eyebrow and asked in confusion.

"The old man knows through his methods," the turtle shook its head mysteriously.

Sour Master chuckled dryly but did not press further: "Given that, I will believe your judgment. What should we do next?"

"Of course, we should continue searching for treasures," the turtle said without hesitation. Despite the unexpected appearance of Fairy Crimson Silk, their hurried demeanor suggested they had no real intention to look for treasures. Otherwise, he would have to consider his options more carefully.

Sour Master agreed: "That is good."

The two old monsters exchanged a knowing smile as they delved into the Blood Bat Cave.

Silence settled around them again. After about half an incense stick’s time, spiritual energy flickered and a beautiful young woman with painted eyes appeared before the entrance of the cave.

This was none other than the ancient cultivator who had just fled.

Fairy Crimson Silk looked at the Blood Bat Cave entrance, shaking her head lightly. Her expertise lay in concealment techniques; she had merely used an avatar to pass through the search by the two old monsters.

Others might find it unbelievable, but for her, it was as easy as breathing.

A look of contemplation now appeared on her face.

Facing the invitation from the Corpse Infant, she once said that treasures no longer held any appeal. She had not lied. At that time, her primary goal was to find a suitable body.

Now, having successfully taken over another’s body and fully reconstituted it, this new form matched hers in appearance and abilities without a difference.

With no lingering concerns, she naturally began to consider the treasures left by the sect. Each treasure was invaluable and could greatly aid her future cultivation. Should she venture into this murky water?

Fairy Crimson Silk's eyes sparkled with resolve as she did not hesitate for long. There was no room for error; she must seize every opportunity. Besides, she had full confidence in her own abilities.

She flicked her hand, causing her figure to become hazy once more. This wasn’t a simple invisibility technique; even her aura became faint and indistinct as she slipped into the Blood Bat Cave.
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At the same time, in the front mountain of Yuxuan Sect, there was a mysterious canyon.

In its heyday, this place was one of the sect’s important strongholds. Even if several core elders were present, they would not dare to venture here unless they had the sect leader's decree.

However, with the passage of time and changes in the world, what used to be a prestigious sect has long since vanished into thin air, leaving behind only the Longevity Valley.

The reason for its name was due to the immortal pills passed down by this sect. Besides these, it also served as the sect’s treasure vault.

But after that internal turmoil, no one knew what remained here.

There was no trace of any life force in this place; for a million years, no cultivator had ever set foot here. However, on this day, a red light suddenly appeared without making a sound.

The light faded, revealing a young man with an ordinary appearance.

Upon landing, Lin Xuan did not feel particularly dizzy, indicating that the distance of the teleportation was not too far.

However, he did not have time to dwell on it and quickly released his divine sense to search around.

This was a wooden pavilion carved with intricate designs. The structure was ancient and even emitted an aura of reverence.

The pavilion had only two levels but was over ten feet tall, exuding an imposing presence. Above the entrance hung a golden plaque with three characters written in flowing script: Longevity Pavilion!

After a moment, Lin Xuan retracted his divine sense. He did not find any significant changes nearby, but this pavilion was no ordinary place; if Yuxuan Sect had treasures, they were likely hidden here.

Lin Xuan swallowed hard and stepped forward.

Of course, he was cautious by nature, even after scanning with his divine sense, he kept glancing back. It wasn’t because Lin Xuan was cowardly; rather, theXuanji Heartfelt Insights (Xuan Ji Heart Method) mentioned that some ancient prohibitions were extremely subtle, making it impossible to detect them until they were triggered.

Sure enough, everything went smoothly at first. However, when Lin Xuan was about three feet away from the door, a red protective barrier suddenly appeared, and several lightning bolts as thick as his arm shot out like venomous snakes without warning.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had been paying attention; otherwise, he would have been hit. He quickly retreated, and the lightning missed its target.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief, but when he looked up again, his expression turned somewhat surprised.

The red protective barrier had vanished!

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered in place.

Soon, he extended his right hand, flicking his fingers slightly. Several sword lights appeared before him.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the front with his finger, and several sword lights transformed into blue streaks, shooting forward.

However, after flying a few feet, the red protective barrier reappeared. The sword lights struck it but were like water flowing into the sea; when the attack ceased, the barrier also vanished.

Lin Xuan tried this several times. Only when he attacked or approached within three feet of the pavilion did the magical prohibition activate. Once he retreated or did nothing, the prohibition seemed to disappear as if it had never been there.

Lin Xuan was immediately vexed.

Although he could not recognize the array, its general type was still recognizable—trigger-based rigid prohibitions.

This type of prohibition had a unique characteristic: it offered extraordinary defense and no clever ways to bypass it. One could only slowly wear down the power until it was exhausted.

"Yuxuan Sect really spared no expense!"

Lin Xuan muttered under his breath. Setting up such an array required immense effort, even for an array master, who would have to pour their heart and soul into refining it countless times. The market likely did not sell such items, and even if one could acquire them through secret channels, the cost would be astronomical.

Lin Xuan began to feel anxious. With his current cultivation, he would need more than a day or two to exhaust this prohibition’s power; even months were out of the question. At least it would take several years.

But where was he supposed to find so much time? The hateful Corpse Embryo could appear at any moment.

Should he turn around and leave?

That wasn’t an option either!

Lin Xuan had not found a way to exit this space, and even if there were, it wouldn’t make sense to pass by the treasure without entering. With empty hands…

Lin Xuan did not act rashly but paced in place, contemplating how to break through the prohibition.

Moments passed as Lin Xuan continued his contemplation.

After a while, a single incense stick had burned down.

The frown between Lin Xuan’s brows remained unchanged; although he had unique experiences and far superior talismans compared to other condensation core cultivators of the same rank, he was not omnipotent. Facing this notoriously difficult array, he could not come up with anything in a short time.

Moon did not speak either; she was also deeply thinking.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s brows raised, his face showing surprise. Without hesitation, he took several steps back and stood facing the mountain wall to fight.

Lin Xuan then reached into his storage bag and pulled out a yellow talisman paper.

This talisman had no peculiarities in its divine energy pattern; it was simply an ordinary earth-digging talisman.

Lin Xuan pressed it onto himself, transforming into a streak of yellow light that entered the mountain wall.

Subsequently, Lin Xuan silently recited the incantation and quickly retracted his aura. The entire canyon once again fell silent as if no one had ever intruded.

However, this peace did not last long; in just a few moments, another unexpected guest arrived.

It was a middle-aged cultivator with sharp ears and a monkey-like face, looking rather vulgar.

"Eh, young master, where did this person come from?" Moon asked curiously. She and Lin Xuan communicated through their divine senses, so there was no danger of being discovered.

Lin Xuan looked equally surprised. Initially, he had vaguely sensed someone approaching with his powerful divine sense, thinking it might be the Corpse Embryo. However, to his surprise, it turned out to be a stranger.

This person’s cultivation wasn’t weak; they were also at the late condensation core stage, just like Lin Xuan. Could there be other intruders in this independent space of Yuxuan Sect besides himself? The situation was becoming increasingly complicated.

Since he was facing a peer, Lin Xuan did not take him seriously. However, he did not act rashly either; who knew if the person had accomplices? He would wait and see. It was best to avoid alerting them by accident.

The man saw the pavilion before him and instantly showed extreme joy on his face, laughing loudly: "This is truly Yuxuan Sect’s treasure vault! I actually arrived safely… Haha, this old man will be rich!"

His voice was grating, and Lin Xuan’s expression turned slightly repulsive. However, he patiently waited, still hiding in place, waiting for the next move of this person.

Although the sharp-eared cultivator was vulgar, he was also cunning and shrewd, quickly noticing the array in front. (To be continued)
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And unlike Lin Xuan's imagination, this person did not show any signs of frustration. Instead, he extended his hand and tapped on a storage bag in front of him, revealing a wooden box about a foot in size.

"Master, could it be that this person actually has a way to break through the array?" Mo'er's voice was filled with surprise.

"Perhaps!"

Lin Xuan's expression mirrored hers. Honestly speaking, he thought it highly unlikely that someone like himself could do such a thing. But still, there seemed to be some semblance of certainty in the other man’s actions.

For a moment, Lin Xuan's heart rate quickened. Of course, he hoped his and Mo'er's deduction was correct. If this guy really managed to break through the禁制...

Lin Xuan was quite adept at playing the game of "the mantis catching the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind."

He widened his eyes, not blinking, carefully observing.

The person bent down slightly, opened the wooden box, and took out a jade pendant. Although he was several dozen feet away, Lin Xuan's keen eyesight allowed him to see everything clearly. His pupils constricted, almost causing him to gasp in surprise.

"Master, that guy... " Mo'er lacked her composure, her expression one of shock. The jade pendant this person had retrieved from the box was identical to the one Lin Xuan obtained in Xi Yue Jie (Leap Stream Gorge). Could there be a connection between them?

It couldn't possibly be!

Yet, not only were their sizes and patterns exactly the same, but even the surface designs matched.

Lin Xuan was also surprised. However, he quickly calmed down, his mind racing with thoughts. Just now, while escaping from the talisman, he had vaguely guessed that this jade pendant might have something to do with the Jade Profound Sect.

Although it seemed highly implausible, in the world of cultivation, nothing was impossible. Besides, a million years ago or even earlier, who knew what had transpired...

These speculations were irrelevant now. What Lin Xuan cared about most was the purpose and usability of this jade pendant to break through the current array.

The sharp-eared cultivator's face showed a serious expression as he grasped the jade pendant in his hand, injecting spiritual energy into it, causing a yellow light to burst forth from his face.

A protective barrier reappeared...

However, this time was different. The yellow light did not encounter any resistance when it touched the barrier but easily merged with it. Then, a small crack appeared on the barrier, large enough for one person to pass through.

Lin Xuan's shock was indescribable. This jade pendant could control the禁制 within the Jade Profound Sect. What exactly was going on?

Could this be an order talisman representing the sect leader’s identity?

Lin Xuan's instant speculation wasn't baseless. The cultivation world differed from the mortal realm; items symbolizing the highest authority of major sects and families were usually precious treasures, carefully crafted by successive generations of ancestors to control various arrays and禁制 within their sects. These treasures also possessed immense power.

One benefit of such a treasure was that it could be used with minimal ritual. Unfortunately, each sect had unique methods for ritualizing these items, making them difficult for outsiders to use fully even if they obtained them.

While pondering this, Lin Xuan also kept an eye on the sharp-eared cultivator's actions. Suddenly, he seemed to notice something and his expression turned serious.

Lin Xuan’s gaze inadvertently swept towards the entrance of the valley, where a faint fluctuation in spiritual energy could be detected. It quickly approached until it was not far away.

It was a妖兽 (monster), but its appearance was grotesque, resembling a large, fat rat with a body length of about two feet.

In a flash of black light, it shot towards this direction.

While Lin Xuan’s divine sense far surpassed that of the sharp-eared cultivator, he was still a late-stage凝聚丹期 (Condensation Core Stage) cultivator. At the last moment, he finally noticed the unexpected guest.

His expression changed as he relaxed, thinking his opponent had discovered him. But it turned out to be just a second-stage妖兽 (monster).

This abyss rat’s abilities were unremarkable; with a wave of his hand, he could easily destroy it.

He paid no mind and opened his mouth, exhaling a stream of essence energy that transformed into a ten-foot-long giant snake, which fiercely bit the abyss rat.

Lin Xuan hid behind the stone wall. He couldn't help but sneer as he watched this low-grade妖兽 (monster). His gaze was even more serious when looking at it.

Sure enough, just as the giant snake's gaping mouth approached, the abyss rat deftly dodged and transformed into a black ray, fiercely lunging towards the sharp-eared cultivator.

"Hmm?" The sharp-eared cultivator turned his body, his expression slightly agitated. However, he quickly regained composure and shouted, "Miscreant, you are courting death!"

Before his words were finished, he reached behind his head and flicked out a flying sword from his mouth, the black light dazzling as it slashed at this presumptuous monster.

The power of the treasure was formidable. Amidst the blood splatter, the beast had no place to hide and was split in two from head to tail. However, a gray-white mist shot out from the blood.

Within that mist, a baby-sized figure wrapped itself, with dry skin and greenish eyes—exactly the corpse infant monster Lin Xuan had been searching for all day.

Possession!

Logically speaking, a corpse infant would naturally seek a suitable body, which should be an already awakened zombie. However, such coincidences were rare; not every cultivator could easily encounter one.

In its current form, his many abilities were limited. The monster reluctantly resorted to possessing this low-grade妖兽 (monster) and then finding a阴脉 (yin vein) place for further cultivation. Although it would require considerable effort, there was still hope of success.

After all, the new body did not have any禁制 (restrictions) that could counteract his own.

Of course, to be on the safe side, the corpse infant used some cunning methods, attaching itself to the monster so that its presence went unnoticed. Otherwise, a late-stage凝聚丹期 cultivator would not be easily defeated... mainly because of Lin Xuan's deep impression and the considerable trouble he caused in that youth’s hands.

Suddenly, even the sharp-eared cultivator, known for his cunning, was caught off guard. The corpse infant was only a few feet away from him, leaving no room to dodge. In an instant, it merged with his body.

"Ahh!"

He fell to his knees, clutching his head in pain as he realized what had happened. Naturally, he did not want to wait passively for his元神 (spirit essence) to be devoured. With his remaining strength, he gathered all his spiritual energy and fought the other party for control of the body...
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As time passed, the sharp-eared cultivator's expression grew increasingly painful. His entire body was gradually enveloped in a layer of grayish-white corpse qi. Although he was a凝聚丹后期 cultivator, compared to a Corpse Fetus, he was still far inferior.

If things continued this way, success should not be an issue. Unfortunately for the sharp-eared cultivator, Lin Xuan had no intention of letting him have his way. In the cultivation world, the weak were preyed upon by the strong, and taking advantage of others was perfectly acceptable. Given that the opponent was originally a monster, Lin Xuan naturally had no qualms about being ruthless.

With a wave of his sleeves, the drifting cloud sword spirit emerged from within, transforming into a blue streak that fiercely struck down towards the sharp-eared cultivator's head.

Electricity flashed!

The sharp-eared cultivator's divine sense could not react in time. The Corpse Fetus, on the other hand, had enough strength to resist, though its expression was extremely ugly.

After capturing the cicada and catching the sparrow, he never expected a third party to intervene during his soul transfer attempt. Upon clearly seeing Lin Xuan, he was even more alarmed. He had suffered greatly at this unassuming youth's hands.

However, amidst his fear, there was also bewilderment. Clearly, he had led him down the wrong path; with prohibitions set by the sect elders on that path, though not incredibly powerful, they were sufficient to kill a凝聚丹期 cultivator. How could the other be unaffected?

Incredible! Lin Xuan's move was clever. Poison attacking poison—this Corpse Fetus was also a ghostly entity, and he used the corpse qi to counter it.

Facing this unexpected attack, the Corpse Fetus showed a hint of anger on its face as it stretched out its hand. A thumb-thick grayish-white flame erupted from his mouth.

This fire had immense power; upon contact with the corpse qi threads, they instantly melted like ice. The infant fire danced and formed a thin light barrier that protected the Corpse Fetus's body. Lin Xuan smirked as he flipped his right hand, revealing a golden talisman in his palm. At this moment, the Corpse Fetus also performed hand seals to cast another spell.

Lin Xuan merely injected a small amount of mana into it; instantly, it ignited with vibrant qi. A golden hand appeared mid-air and fiercely grabbed at the Corpse Fetus.

The Corpse Fetus's expression changed dramatically as he naturally did not want to be captured. He performed hand seals again, but the golden hand ended up empty. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this guy was actually using teleportation!

"Master, what should we do?" Moonie was helpless; after all, teleportation was notoriously difficult to deal with.

"Don't worry, I have a plan," Lin Xuan said confidently and transmitted his thoughts.

If it were true teleportation, he could not even hope to match or break through it. However, whether the Corpse Fetus or the元婴, their use of teleportation was merely a simplified method. The distance moved at once was only a few dozen feet, extremely energy-consuming, and useful only for escape in critical moments.

Otherwise, the opponent would have used this secret technique to kill him long ago; he wouldn't be in such a predicament now.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag, producing several black flags. He cast a levitation spell on them, which instantly hovered before him.

Lin Xuan performed hand seals and points, and the array immediately transformed into several dark beams that flew in different directions, sinking into the ground.

Rumble!

Several black light columns shot up, instantly making the air within a hundred feet around them feel thick and stagnant.

A grayish-white gas flashed as the Corpse Fetus appeared more than ten feet away from Lin Xuan. He looked at the several dozen light columns, his face filled with disbelief: Impossible. This was the玄天斗魔大阵. How could you, just a凝聚丹期 cultivator, have set up such an array?

"Haha, worthy opponent, your knowledge is truly vast," Lin Xuan smirked and said arrogantly.

"Ha! You're fat!" The Corpse Fetus snarled. "Brat, don't waste my time. Even in ancient times, the玄天斗魔大阵 was one of the top ten great arrays. Even an advanced元婴 cultivator would need to spend their entire fortune just to buy the array materials. How could you..."

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. The Corpse Fetus's incomprehensible appearance made it doubt himself; his heart began to panic.

In this fight, mental prowess was also crucial. Whoever lost confidence first would be at a disadvantage.

Indeed, the monster was right.

This set of array flags were crafted by Lin Xuan himself. Even if he did, even if Xuanren had come back to life, they could never create the玄天斗魔大阵.

The current one before him was merely a facade.

Xuanren had once studied some ancient arrays due to chance; the玄天斗魔大阵 was among them and the most thoroughly researched.

However, this array was too vast and deep. He spent many years studying it but only grasped its surface level. Based on that foundation, he created a new array called "小伏魔阵." Although it looked similar to the玄天斗魔大阵 from afar, their powers were incomparable.

But one should not underestimate it; although this was a knockoff, it imitated an ancient great array with multiple functions. One of these functions could limit the instantaneous movement of元婴s.

Lin Xuan remained confident and did not bother to explain anything as he continued to watch with ill intent.

The monster and Lin Xuan stared at each other for a moment. The Corpse Fetus felt his hair stand on end; despite this youth's relatively low cultivation, his various techniques were endless, making him feel extremely troublesome.

But the treasure vault was right in front of them; no matter what, he would not retreat. He must find a way to eliminate this formidable enemy.

He performed hand seals and used teleportation again. At worst, it would cost more yuanqi, but he could recover by secluding himself for some time afterward.

A flash of light appeared on his body, but in the next moment, the monster's face changed dramatically as a strange force limited his teleportation. This technique had been broken here.

"Can't...!"

The Corpse Fetus was nearly driven mad with rage. Lin Xuan calmly took out an array disk from his sleeve and placed it in his palm, lightly tapping it.

"Woo!"

A slightly low sound echoed, and suddenly, countless fire serpents of varying sizes and shapes slithered towards the opponent.

This was Lin Xuan's发动小伏魔阵中的神通攻击.

The scene looked quite imposing. The Corpse Fetus naturally did not dare to underestimate it. Indeed, this monster was unfortunate; without a body or proper treasure, he had to face Lin Xuan in such an unfavorable situation.

Seeing so many fire serpents approaching him, the Corpse Fetus had no choice but to open his mouth and spit out a tiny round bead about the size of a millet grain.

"Beast!"

Unlike humans, cultivators condensing their元婴 was actually derived from the Golden Core. However, for monsters like the Corpse Fetus, forming an元婴 required very unique conditions; they contained a Corpse Pearl within them. At this moment, spitting it out clearly indicated that he was desperately fighting.

The Corpse Fetus's body was only several inches long. The bead in his belly naturally remained its unpleasant grayish-white color. A stream of corpse qi poured forth. "Hurry!"

The Corpse Fetus pointed at the bead with a finger. The Corpse Pearl began to spin, waves emanating from it. Then, the corpse qi gathered and transformed into a miniature Corpse Dragon.

Although this Corpse Dragon was only minuscule, about an inch long, its appearance was extremely terrifying; it opened its mouth and spat out grayish-white corpse fire.

The fire serpents were instantly broken, but Lin Xuan remained calm. He neither got angry nor surprised; instead, he smiled leisurely: "Friend, your techniques are not weak. You even transformed into a Corpse Dragon, the top monster of ghostly arts. But if my guess is correct, you must be at your last resort. The Corpse Dragon consumes both mana and your essence energy. Are you afraid that too much essence energy will be lost, causing this Corpse Fetus's body to disintegrate?"

The玄魔** was a top-notch technique in ghostly arts, so Lin Xuan knew more about these secrets than most cultivators.

"You..." The Corpse Fetus's face turned black. His chest heaved: "Brat, don't be foolish. I can still afford to spend some of my essence energy. Watch me strip you naked."

Lin Xuan sighed: "I'm just offering advice. If you surrender, I'll place a prohibition on you and might let you live."

"Brat, your dreams are too far-fetched," the Corpse Fetus was already laughing wildly in anger. A hint of madness flashed across his face. Lin Xuan knew it would be useless; he continued to drive the array against him while pointing at the golden talisman...
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With a snap, the giant hand disintegrated, and then golden light reformed into a huge dragon.

"Go!"

Driven by Lin Xuan's mental command, the golden dragon lunged forward and soon engaged in battle with the Corpse Dragon...

Although at a disadvantage, it managed to hold its own against the opponent. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smug smile: "What other divine powers do you have? Go ahead and show them."

"Very well, very well. I didn't expect you to force me to this extent. Let me take a risk," the Corpse Fetus' face contorted with a hint of viciousness in its eyes.

With a flick of his hands and some incantations, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. His right hand flitted out, summoning Green Illusion Fiery Mist from his palm, while his left hand gripped the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

He had deliberately provoked the Corpse Fetus; this monster was no ordinary foe. It would be difficult to seal it unless it was severely weakened. Therefore, Lin Xuan intended to lure it and drain its essence energy.

This was a last resort. With the advantage of timing and location, and with the support of a great array, Lin Xuan had almost ninety percent confidence in killing the opponent. However, this monster had another use for him, so he wouldn't take such drastic measures unless absolutely necessary.

Sealed!

With a flick of his right hand, the Green Illusion Fiery Mist expanded into a green light and flew towards the Corpse Fetus.

A spell struck the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring, causing the temperature to drop. Coldness gathered as wind blades appeared in mid-air.

These wind blades were about ten feet wide, each razor-thin like蝉 wings. They looked extremely sharp.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and a bright white light flashed. Nearly a hundred wind blades screeched through the air and rushed towards the Corpse Fetus.

Moonie wasn't idle either. The little girl had already raised the Beast Soul Flag, which hovered in mid-air like a black cloud, its presence imposing.

Several spells were cast into it, causing the demonic clouds to churn violently. Various kinds of beasts appeared amidst the mist.

Their forms varied, and their levels differed, but their numbers were astonishing.

With eerie howls, these beast souls opened their blood-stained mouths and shot out beams of various colors, sweeping towards the Corpse Fetus with overwhelming force.

The barrage of attacks did not deter the Corpse Fetus. Its grayish-white pupils glinted with madness.

He suddenly raised his head and let out a sharp howl. A layer of milky white light spread rapidly from the Corpse Fetus as an illusory figure began to materialize. It was about human height, resembling the Corpse Fetus' appearance before its body was destroyed.

Although this was just an illusion, it seemed tangible.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but pause. He had heard of such ghostly techniques.

Illusory Body!

The Corpse Fetus, lacking a physical body, could only use this secret technique to create a virtual form for itself when its other powers were limited.

While not as powerful as a true body, it could significantly enhance his abilities in the short term. However, there was a time limit, and he would suffer severe energy depletion afterward. But with Lin Xuan pushing him to this extent, the Corpse Fetus had no choice but to deal with the immediate danger first.

The first to approach was the Green Illusion Fiery Mist.

The illusory figure opened its mouth and spat out a grayish-white strange flame.

Ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Fire!

This was a top-tier divine power not inferior to his own Corpse Fetus' fire.

Colliding with the Green Illusion Fiery Mist, they clashed fiercely.

Next came the wind blades. The illusory figure waved its hand, and countless mists quickly enveloped it. When the wind blades entered, they couldn't be stopped by a sea of mud, but their effectiveness was limited as the mist was soon replenished.

Similarly, the beams shot out by the beast souls had the same effect.

"Boy, die!"

Suddenly, a thunderous shout echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. Without hesitation, he activated the ancient talisman shield and retreated backward.

The ancient shield turned into a light curtain, blocking his side.

Just as the light curtain formed, a long club several feet in length struck it with force.

Lin Xuan felt a massive impact but was glad he had retreated in time. He was still shaken by how close he had come to death.

The club's attack failed and did not linger; instead, it disintegrated into Corpse Qi and flew towards the left corner.

At this moment, the Corpse Fetus had transformed into that huge illusory figure. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He hadn't expected his opponent's secret technique to boost his power so significantly, almost matching that of a True Spirit Stage monster. However, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed and coldly observed.

The Corpse Fetus was impressed by this composure, not out of mutual respect but because he had no time to waste. If he couldn't defeat Lin Xuan quickly, his essence energy would be depleted, leading to a dire situation.

With a snort, the illusory figure's Corpse Qi surged and condensed into an oddly shaped long spear!

Lin Xuan smiled. It was said that luck favored those who were lucky, and his luck had been quite good today. If he had encountered this fellow several days ago, he might have fled in desperation after using such a desperate divine power.

After all, no matter how arrogant Lin Xuan was, he knew he couldn't match an old True Spirit monster.

But now, it was different. This fellow had trapped himself, leading him into a trap where not only did he survive but also obtained a talisman crafted by a senior!

With this item in hand, Lin Xuan wasn't claiming equality with a True Spirit Stage monster, but he certainly had enough to withstand and maneuver.

Thinking of this, a mocking smile appeared on his lips. He reached out and activated the blood-red talisman.

"Ah, what is this?" The illusory figure paused, feeling familiar with it. It strained to recall, and soon its face changed dramatically as it spoke in a trembling voice: "No... impossible. This is the talisman crafted by Uncle or Master. How can it be in your hands?"

"Haha, you ask me, I should thank you for this."

Lin Xuan had no patience to explain further. With a wave of his sleeve,磅礴法力凝聚成粗如儿臂的光柱，没入血红色的符。

噗……

此符爆开，无风自燃，一股煞气弥漫开来。只见符中出现了一柄寸许长的青色小剑。

Corpse Fetus' expression turned extremely serious.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan remained calm. Although they had not yet engaged in the final battle, it seemed that the outcome was already decided.
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The matter was not as simple as it seemed. (o_m) Lin Xuan appeared calm on the surface, but his heart was agitated. He had never consecrated this talisman before and using it now felt somewhat forced.

However, with no other choice, he gritted his teeth and said, "Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at a small sword, which immediately emitted an astonishing spiritual light, transforming into a dazzling beam that struck the opponent fiercely.

The Corpse Fetus's expression was grave. It reached out its hand to form a fist, pounding its chest with great force before opening its mouth to expel a strand of corpse energy.

This strand of corpse energy was only as thick as a little finger but was entirely black, transforming into a small fork that charged towards the talisman.

The two collided mid-air without making any sound, appearing extremely strange.

For a moment, it seemed they were evenly matched. Lin Xuan and the light figure remained motionless, continuously using their Inner Refinement Methods to control their own treasures.

...

Soon, a tea's time passed.

Lin Xuan was still holding his ground despite the rapid depletion of his energy. With his cultivation level, he could still support several times longer. However, the Corpse Fetus seemed increasingly agitated.

There was no other reason; this secret technique for creating an illusionary body had already greatly damaged its essence. Now, being forced to use its ownvital essence of a deceased body (life-sustaining corpse energy), even if it won, its fate would not be much better.

Its gaze flickered as it prepared to find a gap and escape. Although unwilling to hand over the treasure willingly, its life was naturally more important than the item.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the Jade Profound Sect:

Boom!

A loud explosion tore through a mountain wall, creating a large hole several dozen feet in diameter. Two streaks of light shot out from within.

The light faded, revealing two ancient-looking figures.

"Ugh, I thought this blood bat cave would be easier to handle," the Turtle Demon spat, looking somewhat depressed as it spoke.

"Hmph, there's nothing much to worry about; those blood bats are not formidable. They're just in greater numbers," Master Bitter's appearance was no better but seemed quite pleased.

"Friend, you say that because you killed the Blood Bat King and made this trip worthwhile," the Turtle Demon glanced at its companion, speaking with some dissatisfaction.

When they passed through the blood bat cave earlier, they encountered countless monsters. While their realms were insignificant, ants can still bite an elephant to death. The many low-grade beasts truly caused them a bit of trouble.

Master Bitter was initially full of grim determination but when he nearly emerged from the cave, he met a unique creature—a three-stage Blood Bat, the king of these clustered beasts. This bat's strength equaled that of a late-stage condensation core cultivator, though its spirit intelligence had not fully awakened and could engage in limited communication.

Seeing the transformed period Turtle Demon, the Blood Bat King showed human-like fear. Just as Master Bitter was about to call off his subordinates' attack, he stealthily approached, using his divine power to strike down the Blood Bat King swiftly, then stripped it of its essence before taking its demon soul.

The Turtle Demon observed this scene silently but felt extremely uncomfortable. The saying "a rabbit dies and a fox grieves" applied; though they had no personal relationship with the Blood Bat King, as demons, seeing another cultivator take their kind's soul naturally evoked anger.

Certainly, in ancient times when fighting against the demonic race, there was little harmony between cultivators and beasts. However, it wasn't time to break the alliance now. Once the treasure appeared...

Master Bitter was cunning, noticing the Turtle Demon's displeasure but not caring much; they were only temporarily allied. A three-stage demon soul was hard to come by and could be used for refining medicinal pills to enhance cultivation, so he would not let it go.

The two old monsters each had their own ulterior motives, smiling on the surface while maintaining a cautious alliance.

"Friend Turtle, how much further until we reach the treasure hall you mentioned?" Master Bitter finally coughed and asked.

"Haha, Brother Bitter, why are you in such a hurry? Didn't you notice we've already arrived at the front of the Jade Profound Sect?" The Turtle Demon grinned, hiding its dissatisfaction well.

"Oh?" Master Bitter was taken aback but quickly released his divine sense. He soon had aharvest (gained) and smiled: "Indeed, the spiritual energy here is much denser than before. Brother Turtle did not lead us astray."

"Hmph, you doubted me even after I told you?"

"Where, where, just saying it out of jest," Master Bitter apologized slightly.

The Turtle Demon grunted, showing its displeasure but did not continue questioning. After a moment's silence, it said: "Let's go; we'll head to the treasure hall."

Master Bitter had no objections. The two old monsters each used their divine powers and flew forward.

A short while later, a red light flashed as a female cultivator with an elegant appearance emerged from the blood bat cave. Unlike the one monster and one demon who looked somewhat disheveled, this woman was spotlessly clean, seemingly walking leisurely.

Smirking at the direction where the two old monsters had disappeared, Fairy Scarlet Silk said, "Each with their own ulterior motives; you think you can take the treasure? You're just going to be my sacrificial lamb."

With a swish of her waist, she vanished again. Herart of evasion or concealment (flying technique) was so exquisite that even the secret techniques in Nine Heavens Profound Art might fall short.

...

Snap!

The talisman transformed into a flying sword, piercing through the light figure. After a bout of combat, the Corpse Fetus'svital essence of a deceased body (life-sustaining corpse energy) could no longer continue, giving Lin Xuan the upper hand. However, even after breaking its divine power, his expression did not relax because the Corpse Fetus had vanished.

Hmph, thinking of running?

Lin Xuan had anticipated this and activated an array. While the array's power was not great, it ensured that once within, one could not use instant teleportation or conceal their whereabouts.

Rumble!

Sure enough, a hidden explosive in the nearby area was triggered, and after the thunderous sound faded, the Corpse Fetus's location became clear.

He appeared very weak, his expression filled with hatred as he looked at Lin Xuan.

Alas, what use is hatred? In the cultivation world, it's all about strength.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand slightly. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emitted spiritual light again, and an ice dragon emerged to attack the opponent.

The Corpse Fetus showed a trace of fear; it was already extremely weak. If this continued, it might disintegrate.

Panicking, it transformed into a streak of light and tried to flee. However, within the array, where could one run? Each time, lightning struck him back.

Seeing that the ice dragon was only a few feet away, he finally gave up: "Friend, please spare me; I am willing to serve you as your subordinate."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and an invisible hand appeared. The Corpse Fetus did not resist, allowing itself to be grabbed back.
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The Wise Among the World Are the Heroes.

Lin Xuan nodded and said, "If you can think like this naturally, that's even better."

Corpse Infant's face was filled with fear. He opened his mouth but ultimately didn't say anything, seemingly already at death's door.

Just as Lin Xuan was about to implant a restriction on him, something unexpected happened.

Corpse Infant suddenly raised his head, the fear on his face completely vanishing, replaced by malice. There was also a hint of cruelty in his eyes.

He opened his mouth and shot out a small needle faster than lightning towards Lin Xuan's throat.

This guy wasn't trying to surrender; he was clearly luring him into an ambush.

At this distance, no more than ten feet apart, it would be impossible for the other party to dodge unless they could teleport.

Zing!

Sure enough, the needle hit its target. Corpse Infant was overjoyed in his heart. However, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he turned into nothingness with a flash of light.

"Bad luck. It's an illusion technique."

This time, Corpse Infant truly lost his composure. He hadn't expected the other party to be so cunning despite being young.

"Since you refused my offer and chose to take the punishment, I'll be generous too."

As Lin Xuan spoke, Mo said, "Friend, since you're not taking my offering, then I will have no choice but to be rude."

Moonlight had already taken the initiative. The little girl cast a spell, causing the dark clouds above to churn and countless strands of darkness shooting out.

The other party naturally wouldn't sit idly by. But with his strength nearly depleted, he couldn't dodge it. A flicker of black light wrapped him tightly.

This was too easy, leaving Lin Xuan slightly surprised. He rubbed his nose as his sleeves brushed against each other, a golden talisman changing shape and emitting a beam of light that enveloped Corpse Infant.

Lin Xuan finally relaxed as he summoned the creature to his palm.

After weighing it in his hand, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and struck the storage bag. A box appeared in his palm.

He opened the lid and stuffed Corpse Infant inside before taking several talismans to completely seal him off.

"Master, what do you plan on doing with this monster?" Mo asked curiously.

"This, I will explain later."

Lin Xuan wasn't intentionally keeping secrets; he was focused on treasure hunting. He would explain in due time. For some reason, he felt a strange unease and decided to leave quickly.

He released his spirit sense to scan the surroundings. His gaze fell upon the body of the ear-tipped cultivator.

With a wave of his sleeves, a beam of light flew out, retrieving his storage bag and that mysterious jade pendant.

A condensation core cultivator naturally had considerable wealth, but Lin Xuan wasn't in the mood to examine it closely now. Instead, he focused on observing the jade pendant in his hand.

It was roughly the size of a palm, one side carved with beast, insects, and fish, while the other side bore strange characters.

The colors were slightly different.

Lin Xuan's face revealed a thoughtful expression. These two pendants must be related.

However, he didn't have time to study them now. He first cast a fireball, burning the ear-tipped cultivator's body. Then, with both hands, he conjured a wind dragon.

The wind dragon drifted around, erasing any traces of the fight between Corpse Infant and Lin Xuan. Lin Xuan was satisfied.

With his left hand, he waved, and the jade pendant from the ear-tipped cultivator glowed, emitting a yellow beam that entered it without obstruction. A crack appeared, and Lin Xuan hurried inside.

He looked up to see "Eternal Cultivation Pavilion" written in flowing script. He felt an inexplicable pressure despite standing so close.

But he took a deep breath, calming his agitated heart.

With his hand, he opened the door, revealing a long corridor.

Before that, Lin Xuan had already activated the ancient shield, creating a red light curtain. Fortunately, there was no danger.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief but still released his spirit sense to search thoroughly before entering the hall.

As he walked forward slowly, he examined the surroundings.

The corridor wasn't too long, but it wasn't short either. After walking about a hundred feet, a bright light suddenly appeared ahead.

Lin Xuan was delighted and sped up.

"Hmm, what is this?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise as he saw that at the end of the corridor was a garden several acres in size. As soon as he approached, he smelled medicinal herbs.

"Purple Sakura Grass, Seven-leaf Flower, Fragrant Leaf."

Lin Xuan looked at the plants and felt elated. These were ancient spirit herbs long extinct outside.

"I've only seen these in texts before. This time, we have a great收获," Mo said with a smile.

"That's true." Lin Xuan was also in high spirits but didn't immediately start picking them. Instead, he released his senses to check if there were any restrictions.

After all, this medicinal garden was set up inside the treasure hall, and none of these plants were ordinary. The ancient cultivators must have had some defenses.

However, after scanning with his spirit sense, Lin Xuan didn't find anything unusual.

"Master, perhaps it's been too long since those arrays lost their effectiveness," Mo speculated.

Lin Xuan laughed in surprise. Throughout this journey, he had encountered many dangers and obstacles. It was impossible for the restrictions inside to fail while the outer ones were functioning properly.

Lin Xuan couldn't be careless and searched thoroughly again. This time, he found something. On the left side of the garden, there was a common willow tree.

It was just an ordinary tree, but its age was unknown.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. Willow trees couldn't live that long. Was there some hidden secret?

He began to examine it closely. There was a noticeable bump on the trunk. Lin Xuan's heart stirred as he stretched out his fingers and cast several sword beams.

Zing!

The beams struck forward.

At this moment, an indigo figure appeared, blocking the path of the sword beams.

Puff! Puff! Puff!

Several sounds echoed as the sword beams were deflected. The indigo figure flew back.

Lin Xuan squinted to see that it was a bee. But unlike ordinary ones, its size was much larger and covered in purple and red stripes. Its eyes were blood-red.

"This looks familiar, Master," Mo said doubtfully.

"Indeed. And we've had an encounter before. We're in trouble now." Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely serious. These were the venomous insects he encountered when first arriving at Jade Profound Sect. Back then, it was just a magic bee, but now there was an entire hive.
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Chapter 409 - Enemy's Trail

Lin Xuan squinted his eyes and reached out, tapping on the storage bag. He reactivated the newly obtained item with a slight mental command. Simultaneously, his divine consciousness emitted, causing the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring to emerge from his sleeve.

The moonlight also wasn't idle. With her jade hand, she formed a spell, and the Beast Soul Flag appeared in her palm.

It was no wonder that both master and servant were on high alert. These demonic bees possessed formidable strength. If it had been just one or two, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have feared them, but with more of them, even an old monster at the Core Formation stage would find it troublesome. Had it not been for the presence of a treasure, he might have already fled. Now, he was unwilling to retreat so easily; all he hoped was that there weren't too many bees in the hive.

Just as Lin Xuan was on edge, buzzing sounds entered his ears, and more demonic bees appeared before him.

However, unlike the previous ones, these two new bees were much smaller, with less vibrant patterns on their bodies.

Lin Xuan paused, a thoughtful expression on his face. Could it be...

Without hesitation, he injected mana into the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring. The ring emitted silver light, and several crescent-shaped moonlight blades separated from it.

"!"

With a soft command, those blades, laden with endless coldness, shot forward.

Three bees were quickly blocked by these attacks. However, the power of the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring far surpassed ordinary sword lights. Despite having already injected their venom through their tails, the bees couldn't stop them. With a 'puff,' the hive was split into several pieces, revealing countless yellowish-white worms.

Sure enough...

Seeing this scene, even Lin Xuan's composure couldn’t hide his excitement.

If they were young larvae, they hadn't recognized him yet and could be tamed slowly.

"Little Moon."

"Master knows," the little girl giggled, her hands moving like butterflies. Instantly, countless demonic mists poured out from the Beast Soul Flag, enveloping those mature bees.

With such a small number, her cultivation level was sufficient to handle them.

Lin Xuan walked forward fearlessly.

Arriving under an ancient willow tree, he shook his hand and a bag appeared in his palm. Unlike ordinary storage bags, this one was specifically designed for raising spirit beasts and strange insects by the Immortal Realm.

Though not the best, Lin Xuan's bag was worth several thousand crystal stones.

He cast a spell on it, activating the spirit beast bag. A brilliant light emerged from its mouth, instantly vanishing the demonic larvae within.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he turned to look at her.

Only three venomous insects, and two of them were clearly not fully mature, yet they proved so difficult to handle?

However, Lin Xuan felt no disappointment; instead, he was pleased. The stronger these bees became, the more his combat power would increase once he tamed their young larvae.

Lin Xuan didn’t intend to help. Little Moon could handle it herself, and intervening might hurt her self-esteem.

Thus, he began collecting spirit herbs from the garden.

These rare flowers and plants were nearly extinct in today’s cultivation world. Lin Xuan cherished them greatly, placing them in specially designed boxes with protective talismans to prevent their medicinal properties from fading before carefully storing them in his storage bag.

After completing all this, Lin Xuan turned around again. Little Moon had finally killed the three bees.

The master and servant smiled at each other. Little Moon transformed into a streak of light, returning to Lin Xuan’s sleeve.

Lin Xuan scanned with his divine sense, ensuring nothing was missed before leaving the garden and continuing forward.

But as he took his first step, his expression changed slightly. A frown appeared on his face. He shook his sleeve, revealing an jade pendant taken from a sharp-eared cultivator.

However, this jade continued to tremble, emitting faint blue light.

Seeing such an odd scene, Lin Xuan’s expression didn’t improve much.

He clenched his right hand and injected mana into it, but the jade remained unchanged. Sighing, he realized that without learning its cultivation method, he couldn't fully utilize the pendant's power.

However, logically speaking, he should still be able to grasp some of its functions. With this in mind, he continued to input mana until the jade stopped trembling and emitted a beam of light.

That light hovered before Lin Xuan for a moment before transforming into something resembling a mirror. Its surface rippled, revealing scenes inside.

"What..."

Lin Xuan only glanced at it, his expression turning grim.

In front of the Eternal Hall’s entrance, divine light flickered as someone continuously attacked.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. Was there another cultivator besides himself?

The cultivation level of this person and the demon was even more shocking—old monsters at the Core Formation stage?

"Master," Little Moon's voice also sounded surprised.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed several times before he suddenly reached out, putting the jade back into his storage bag. Without hesitation, he transformed into a streak of light and ran forward.

Even with intruders, there was no reason to give up on the treasure at hand; now, it was all about timing…

Lin Xuan already knew their presence, but the two old monsters didn’t know that a young man had beaten them to it.

At this moment, both displayed their abilities, weakening the current restrictions.

After all, they lacked the master’s command talisman to breach the barrier.

A yellow light and a black aura continuously struck at the light shield. An old monster's attack was no small matter; the light shield dimmed significantly.

However, Master Kǔ’s expression wasn’t good. He finally understood why the turtle demon had dragged him here. For barriers like this one, if they were alone, it would indeed require considerable effort.

But with their cunning, they wouldn’t use full strength. Once they found the treasure, both sides would turn against each other. So, he preserved his strength.

The turtle demon’s thoughts weren't much different—working together on the surface but pursuing their own goals in secret.

This precisely gave Lin Xuan valuable time.

About half an hour later, a loud noise echoed as the light shield suddenly emitted extremely bright divine light. Unfortunately, this was just a last-ditch effort; it quickly faded like a bubble.

Master Kǔ’s face showed a hint of joy: "Finally broke through."

The ugly demon's face also revealed an excited smile as he licked his lips and looked at the building before him.
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Knowing that two old monsters of the Yuan婴 period were following behind, Lin Xuan naturally didn't dare to waste time. If they caught up, he wouldn’t even be able to escape, let alone take any treasures.

Although he no longer paid much attention to peers at his level, Lin Xuan still harbored a great deal of fear towards old monsters of the Yuan婴 period. Moreover, there were two of them!

The immediate priority was to quickly retrieve the treasure and leave this place.

However, at that moment, Lin Xuan stopped in his tracks, his face showing signs of contemplation.

He wasn't unaware of the urgency; rather, several forked paths appeared before him. How should he choose?

These paths looked similar from a distance, but Lin Xuan wanted to use his spirit sense to explore them. However, each path had strange prohibitions that prevented further exploration.

"Master, what's wrong?" Yue'er was also in a dilemma.

Lin Xuan didn't speak; instead, he frowned deeply and pondered for a moment before retrieving the jade pendant that resembled a master’s command token. He hoped to find some clues from it.

He cast a spell into the pendant, causing it to float. Lin Xuan closed his eyes as if sensing something intently.

Yue'er understood and kept her mouth shut, not daring to disturb him in any way...

Finally, after a cup of tea's time had passed, Lin Xuan reopened his eyes with a relaxed expression.

"Master, do you know which path we should take?" Yue'er curiously asked.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded, grabbed the jade pendant back, and hesitated for a moment before heading down the second path to the left.

Although he appeared confident, Lin Xuan was actually somewhat nervous. He had only received slight hints from the pendant, so his confidence wasn't entirely justified. This amounted to gambling since there were no other options.

After walking about a hundred feet, Lin Xuan encountered nothing unusual and felt relieved that he might have chosen correctly.

Ahead, a small stone house appeared. Inside, there was nothing but an old, rudimentary teleportation array.

"This must be..."

Lin Xuan approached the array and identified it with his current knowledge of arrays. While not a master, he far surpassed ordinary cultivators.

The teleportation array had been covered in thick dust for who knew how long. Lin Xuan's sleeve swept over it, and a gust of wind revealed its true form.

Although still functional, its simplicity suggested that it could only transport short distances.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate; he stepped onto the platform.

Soon, his body was enveloped by a flash of light as his mana surged in. A whirring sound filled his ears, and Lin Xuan disappeared from sight.

His consciousness returned quickly, and he opened his eyes again.

The short-distance teleportation had caused minimal dizziness. Looking at the surroundings, Lin Xuan's expression turned peculiar.

A tall stone gate stood before him, with gray-black rocks on either side that looked like a small mountain when viewed from afar. A cultivator’s cave was carved into the ground beneath his feet!

There was actually a mountain-like structure inside this pavilion; it was hard to imagine why ancient cultivators would create such a place.

Apart from this solitary mountain, everything else was empty.

Lin Xuan quickly returned his gaze to the gate behind him. It was where he had come from, and Lin Xuan hesitated but didn't destroy the array. If he couldn’t find another way out, he might need it later.

Better safe than sorry.

Of course, Lin Xuan made some minor changes so that the two old monsters outside wouldn’t be able to use the teleportation array.

With a sigh of relief, he examined the stone gate. It was about several dozen feet tall and emitted faint silver light with strange runes continuously flowing around it, like living creatures.

Clearly, there were powerful prohibitions on this gate.

Lin Xuan didn't say much; instead, he took out the jade pendant and injected mana into it. The pendant began to tremble as a ball of light the size of his fist formed.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the light ball flew like a meteor towards the stone gate.

The gate also emitted silver light.

When the two beams of light touched, there was no sound, but the atmosphere seemed to freeze. Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as he continuously changed his mudras, sending several rays of light into the silver light in front of him.

Unfortunately, nothing stirred; Lin Xuan's face turned grim.

With a snort, the silver light flashed, revealing the Nine Heaven Moon Ring.

"Yue'er, help!"

"Yes, Master."

The ghost girl appeared with the Beast Soul Flag beside her.

The prohibitions on this stone gate were formidable. Although the pendant should have some counteracting effects, Lin Xuan wasn't from the Jade Mystical Sect and could only exert partial power.

Thus, he couldn’t break through the prohibition, but it had been weakened significantly. The remaining task was to use brute force to destroy it.

At this point, Lin Xuan wouldn’t hold back. Soon, several fire dragons and ice serpents flew out from the Nine Heaven Moon Ring, lunging at the stone gate with their mouths agape.

Inside the Beast Soul Flag, a harsh scream echoed as countless beast souls merged into a towering creature resembling a large gorilla.

"Aggregation of Souls!"

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly. He hadn’t expected Yue'er to have mastered such an advanced technique.

The Aggregation of Souls involved fusing the soul entities within the magic flag into a new monster, significantly boosting their combat power. The number of souls that could be merged was proportional to the strength used to control the artifact.

The gorilla pounded its chest and roared before transforming into a black beam and charging at the stone gate with ferocity...

"Has someone already been here?" Master Kǔ's face was grim as he and the turtle demon arrived at the herb garden.

Seeing the destruction, both human and beast looked dejected.

The turtle demon didn't respond; instead, it approached a plant whose fruits had already been harvested, carefully inspecting it before its expression darkened.

"What’s going on? Didn’t you say that the Jade Mystical Sect created an independent space, so no one else should be here?" Master Kǔ's eyes flashed with anger as he turned to the turtle demon and said slowly.

"I don't know; how would I know? Over the years, no one has entered. But if a friend of yours came first, it’s not impossible that someone else beat you to it," the turtle demon sounded frustrated as it spoke.

Master Kǔ's eyes glinted with ferocity but quickly calmed down: "Regardless, we can’t let this person take the treasure."

"That goes without saying. Although they got here first, he hasn't been gone long, so we should be able to catch up." Unfinished, please continue reading on the website for more chapters and support the author!
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The sound of cloth tearing reached his ears, and the silver light from the stone door flickered before vanishing. Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief; this禁制 was indeed formidable, taking him nearly half an hour to finally break it! Super Speed First Release!

He didn't know where those two Core Formation Elders had gone, so Lin Xuan couldn’t afford any delay. He stretched out his hand and lightly pressed it forward, causing the stone door to open with a loud bang.

A vast cavern appeared before him, spanning several hundred feet in diameter. Using his divine sense, he didn't detect any hidden禁制, so he stepped inside.

The stone cave was empty except for an odd-shaped platform in the center, resembling an ancient altar.

About seven or eight feet high, stairs wound up from it. However, Lin Xuan quickly focused on the edge of the stairs where two stone statues stood. They had human bodies and snake tails, seemingly lifeless but emitting faint灵力 from their surfaces.

No doubt, they were puppets crafted by ancient cultivators, specifically those of the Naga kind. He had encountered these before when he entered Spirit Herb Mountain’s treasure hall, so it wasn’t surprising to see them again.

The red glow in the eyes of the stone statues suddenly subsided as if sensing living beings, and they seemed to come alive.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he felt a hint of trouble. Although these Naga weren't as formidable as the one from Spirit Herb Mountain, their peak Core Formation stage cultivation was no joke.

He and Moon didn’t fear them, but with two Core Formation Elders potentially lurking behind, there wasn’t time to dawdle!

A fierce expression flashed across his face as he made a swift decision. His right hand flicked out, and the talisman appeared in his palm.

He needed to kill these blocking stone statues as quickly as possible.

"Master, wait!"

Just as Lin Xuan was about to release the talisman, Moon's voice suddenly entered his ears.

"What is it?" He paused mid-action, turning to see what she wanted to say.

"These monsters don’t seem hostile towards us."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan’s heart stirred. He turned and scanned the stone statues with his gaze. Indeed, though their eyes glowed red, there was no trace of hostility.

This didn't make sense; ancient cultivators placed these puppets as guards. Why would Naga remain silent when encountering him? Unless...

He took out a jade pendant that resembled an order from the sect leader from his storage bag. The moment he held it in his palm, an unusual灵力波动 emanated naturally.

A miraculous thing happened—the red glow in the Naga’s eyes calmed down, and their actions ceased. Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy.

The situation was even better than expected; not only could this jade pendant protect him from these monsters, but it also allowed him to command them.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and cast a spell into the pendant. The Naga indeed obeyed his commands.

Though he didn’t dwell on other treasures for now: capturing two peak Core Formation puppets was already worth the trip.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression soon turned grim as he realized these puppets couldn’t be stored in his spirit beast pouch.

Sighing, he continued towards the stairs. They were only about seven or eight feet high, and he quickly reached them.

A silver light shield appeared before him. Inside it, three round disks held various treasures: a jade bottle, a talisman, a green belt, and a scroll of pills.

These must be relics left behind by Jade Profound Sect.

Lin Xuan’s face showed disappointment; there were far fewer items than he had imagined, but better than nothing. It seemed most of the sect's treasures had been taken by ancient cultivators during their internal strife.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan injected his essence into the pendant, and a yellow light shot out, breaking the shield.

He then summoned the jade bottle to his palm; its cap opened, releasing a sweet fragrance. He poured it out, and three snow-white immortal pills appeared in his hand, their scent growing stronger.

Though he was once the young master of Spirit Herb Mountain, familiar with various pills, these were unfamiliar, both unrecognizable and difficult to deduce their effects.

But since Jade Profound Sect had hidden them here, they must be significant. Lin Xuan carefully stored them away.

Next, he picked up the talisman; it was a yellowish-brown color, depicting an jade bracelet. The ancient style of the bracelet caught his attention, but what intrigued him most were the灵力波动 emanating from the talisman—likely crafted by a Separation Stage cultivator if his guess was correct.

He carefully stored this as well and then turned to the belt. Clearly, it was an ancient treasure, but different from any he had seen before. He tried injecting some essence into it but found no effect; he would have to study it later.

Finally, there were the pills on the scroll. Lin Xuan injected his divine sense and lifted his head after half a cup of tea, his expression unreadable as to what was written inside.

Throughout this process, Moon remained silent, understanding that time was pressing and not interrupting her master.

Regardless, this mission seemed complete. The next step was figuring out how to safely leave. Lin Xuan turned to walk down the altar when suddenly a loud rumble echoed in his ears.

The sound was so powerful it felt like the sky was collapsing, shaking him to his core and darkening his face.

Without hesitation, he flipped his left hand and several array flags slid out of his sleeves before being flung into the stone door.

He didn’t need to see; he knew for sure that those two Core Formation Elders had tracked him outside. But how did they bypass his modified传送阵?

Lin Xuan’s mind raced with this thought, but now knowing was useless in his current situation. The pressing issue was finding another way out.

His array formation might be powerful, but against the two Core Formation Elders, it couldn’t hold for long.

Forcing himself to calm down, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and searched for other exits. As expected, a treasure hall wouldn't have just one path; ancient cultivators likely built secret passages.

However, after several scans with his divine sense, he found nothing. Instead, the stone door began to flicker with black light, signaling that the array was about to collapse.

What now?

Even Lin Xuan’s composure wavered as red light flashed before him, splitting the stone door into pieces. Dust and two figures emerged from the cracks.
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Lin Xuan's face turned pale as he sized up the unexpected visitors. A middle-aged man stood before him, his age indiscernible beneath a craggy visage that was ugly to behold. He emanated an unpleasant aura of anger and hostility. His cultivation level appeared to be at the early stage of Spirit婴.

On Lin Xuan's right, another figure exuded a demonic aura, though its true form remained unknown to Lin Xuan. He could not afford any contempt for this opponent, who was mid-stage Transformation中期, on par with the young Phoenix Fairy in terms of cultivation level.

"Hmph! I thought no one would dare to meddle with me here. Turns out it's just a brat who doesn't know his place," Master Ku stepped forward, his face contorted with anger as he spoke. He even managed to look more sinister than usual.

This old monster, though outwardly vicious, was secretly relieved. Initially, Lin Xuan had seemed like an equal opponent, but now that he knew the situation was one-sided, he felt much better. Despite his young age, his cultivation and magical artifacts were a significant match for any peer.

If it came down to just him against this old monster, Lin Xuan might have considered fighting, given the power of the Nine Bright Rings and the superior abilities of the Azure Illusionary Flame. But with the two of them, he knew better than to take on both.

As Master Ku's intimidating aura filled the air, Lin Xuan pretended to be genuinely frightened, retreating a few steps. However, this was mostly an act; if another late-stage Condensation Core cultivator were here, they would likely crumble in fear.

Lin Xuan's experience and cunning allowed him to remain calm under pressure. He subtly released his spirit sense while feigning indecision, still exploring the stone wall behind him for a way out.

"Boy, what are you waiting for? If you don't hand over your treasure, I'll extract your soul," Master Ku advanced, his face twisted in anger.

"Senior, please calm down. I dare to be so bold before you only because... " Lin Xuan paused, looking pained as he spoke.

"What is it?" Master Ku impatiently interrupted.

"Money is just a thing of the world, and treasures are no different. Since both seniors have come here, I will willingly hand over my treasure. But how can I be sure that you'll keep your word afterward?" Lin Xuan said with a bitter smile.

"Hmph! That's not all; do you still have other choices?" Master Ku sneered.

"Senior, trust me. We are of such high status that we would never break our word to a mere junior like myself. Hand over the treasure, and I will definitely let you go," the turtle demon said with a pleasant smile.

Lin Xuan was speechless; these old monsters were not to be trusted. One played the red face, while the other played the white face. If it came down to one more person, they would likely capitulate.

After all, even if hope was slim, in the absence of other options, one had to trust their word.

But Lin Xuan's mind raced as he deduced why his opponents hadn't acted immediately. His keen observation noted that these old monsters were not on the same page and were subtly maneuvering against each other.

Moreover, they seemed to be pressuring him into revealing more of his treasure. The bottle of precious medicinal herbs could be destroyed with a mere thought, leaving nothing but dust.

With this realization, Lin Xuan felt reassured. As long as he had leverage over them, he could negotiate.

He reached out and tapped his storage ring, the bottles flying out.

"Seniors, please keep your word; here are the treasures I found," Lin Xuan said with a pained expression.

Master Ku's face darkened even more at this.

"Young man, I advise you to be more sensible. Just offering two bottles of medicinal herbs won't fool me or my companion. You're wasting our time and will regret it later," he spoke in a low voice that reverberated through the stone chamber, causing cracks to appear along its walls.

Using an ancient technique, he could also target their minds, but Lin Xuan ignored this, his forehead slick with sweat as he pretended to be nervous.

"Senior, please calm down. I would never hide treasures; these are all I found," Lin Xuan pleaded fearfully.

"Ah! The Azure玄宗 has more than just the elixir of immortality? How could I not know about it?" the turtle demon asked curiously.

Lin Xuan was relieved; he had been worried about the purpose of that bottle. Knowing its name would make finding information in ancient texts a breeze.

The bottles he showed were worthless, but they were carefully chosen to have little effect when ingested but to provide a refreshing aroma. Master Ku remained composed despite his excitement over the elixir of immortality, while the turtle demon was nearly stunned by the mention of the Divine Banner Pill, which could give him an extra life.

Lin Xuan's plan was to pique their interest and buy time. He knew ancient cultivators wouldn't leave no escape route in a treasure vault.

He continued his explanation eagerly:

"This bottle in my left hand is the Elixir of Immortality, while this one on my right is the Divine Banner Pill..."

As he spoke, he opened both bottles, releasing different scents that filled the air. The old monsters sniffed and felt refreshed despite the distance. Though they still suspected him of hiding other treasures, these two medicinal pills seemed genuine.

Lin Xuan's plan worked; the turtle demon was nearly knocked out by the name of the Divine Banner Pill, which could give a new life in the eyes of demons.

Meanwhile, Mo'er's voice whispered to Lin Xuan through their mental connection.

"Master, I think I found a secret passage."

"Oh, where?" Lin Xuan exclaimed with joy.

"You see that small pit behind the stone wall..."

"I see it. What... " Lin Xuan hesitated.

"It's an机关, trigger it and the secret passage will appear," Mo'er explained.

Lin Xuan didn't know how Mo'er had discovered this, but if it wasn't a mechanism, he would understand why his spirit sense couldn't detect anything unusual.

Mechanism?

Ancient cultivators might have used such mechanisms. Sometimes, mundane things could surprise in the magical world.

"Boy, what are you waiting for? Hand over the medicinal herbs," Master Ku urged impatiently, swallowing hard.

First, get the medicinal herbs; then, force him to reveal other treasures before extracting his soul, he thought cruelly.

"Alright, alright," Lin Xuan answered nervously. He took a deep breath and threw the bottles, but accidentally threw the Elixir of Immortality at the turtle demon and the Divine Banner Pill at Master Ku.

The old monsters' faces changed as they realized their mistake. They had no trust in each other; if one got the wrong pill...

Two figures appeared, and a burst of light shot between them.
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Chapter 4: Seven-Star Island - False Medicine

Lin Xuan's face was filled with fear, but a hint of mockery played at the corners of his lips. As expected, both he and the demon harbored ulterior motives.

"Dear friend, why did you intervene?"

"Hmph. Isn't that also the case?"

Master Kǔ's eyes flashed with a cruel glint as he sneered. The Eternity Pill was already in his hands. Although the two of them had only exchanged blows for a short time, it was perilous and left no room for maneuver; they were practically at each other's throats.

The demon glared fiercely at Lin Xuan. "Jingyang Divine Pill" was also in his possession, but he felt no excitement. With his mid-transmutation stage cultivation, to be evenly matched with the opponent was quite different from what he had anticipated.

He must now be more cautious; otherwise, it would be uncertain who would emerge victorious. He did not want all his efforts to go to waste and end up as someone else's wedding gift.

With mutual distrust, this alliance between man and demon came to an end. However, before they could turn on each other, they still needed to search for more treasures.

Master Kǔ scrutinized the demon’s expression. A cold laugh escaped him just as he was about to speak when his brow suddenly arched. He turned around and exclaimed in shock and anger: "Boy, what are you doing?"

The tortoise demon was taken aback by Lin Xuan's sudden movement. The young man had retreated to the other side of the altar and stood before a stone wall.

"Damnit, such an alert monster."

Lin Xuan almost wanted to curse loudly, but his face showed no hesitation as he stomped his foot hard. The small pit seemed unremarkable, but it held a secret.

A series of strange sounds echoed through the air as the back wall suddenly rose, revealing a black hole about ten feet in diameter.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan darted inside.

The two old monsters were filled with shock and anger at such a minor cultivator daring to play tricks on them. Master Kǔ snorted, separating a mass of dark energy from his body that transformed into a grotesque giant snake, ready to attack the other.

But the demon did not move; it was unnecessary.

However, what followed completely surprised both old monsters.

A black lightning bolt shot out from below, creating an impressive display. The giant snake trembled and turned into smoke, vanishing. Two snake-bodied creatures stood in their way.

"Puppets."

Master Kǔ's pupils constricted with shock and anger. Just moments ago, he had not paid attention to the statues on either side of the altar; they were too weak with qi for anything significant. He had clearly underestimated them.

The demon was even more alarmed. The Naga statue was obviously an artifact left by ancient cultivators. Why could a mere condensation core stage cultivator control it? Could there be some connection between him and the Jade Profound Sect?

But now, time was not for contemplation; he opened his mouth and spat out a black light cluster that transformed into a strange treasure to attack the statue.

Master Kǔ's expression darkened as he reached out, gathering the scattered demonic energy back together. It reformed into an even thicker giant snake, which opened its blood-filled maw to bite the statue in front of it. However, puppets were dead things and knew no fear; they continued their assault on the two old immortals with unflinching bravery.

Faced with this suicidal tactic, Master Kǔ and the tortoise demon found themselves at a loss for action. They did not want any damage to their own bodies.

After all, where could that young man run? A mere condensation core stage cultivator couldn't possibly escape unnoticed from their sight.

It wasn't presumptuous; in the eyes of old immortals, even peak condensation core stage cultivators were insignificant.

With this thought, both the human and demon calmed down. They focused on dealing with the puppet before them. With their powers, they could easily defeat it once they took it seriously. The Naga was quickly reduced to pieces.

"Hmph. You little brat, daring to play tricks in front of me. Soon enough, you'll be begging for death when I get my hands on you. You’ll regret coming into this world," Master Kǔ's face contorted with malice as he spoke slowly and coldly.

The tortoise demon remained calm, showing no signs of emotion. He flipped his hand open to reveal the pill he had just taken from the demon.

Opening the bottle cap, a pleasant fragrance wafted out. But when he saw the white pill in his hand, the old monster's face suddenly turned furious.

Although he had only heard about the Eternity Pill, this one was clearly a sham.

That little brat dared to deceive him! The demon's face alternated between red and white as he clenched his fist tightly. The pill crumbled into dust in his hand.

Despite having already turned against each other, Master Kǔ did not take pleasure in the other’s misfortune.

If the opponent was only one person, he would not fear anything. But facing two old immortals, relying solely on running away, could they really have any chance?

They wouldn't continue fighting; after all, their efforts were to obtain treasures from the Jade Profound Sect. They couldn't let that cunning young man reap the benefits.

Master Kǔ sneered and transformed into a mass of dark clouds, entering the hole. The tortoise demon followed closely behind.

Inside, there was no trace of Lin Xuan; he had already run far away.

If they were outside, their divine sense could pinpoint his location, but here, their abilities were severely limited. They could only follow him obediently.

The passage seemed endless and led to who knew where...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was running at full speed while examining the newly acquired pill book with a thread of divine consciousness.

After some time, he stopped abruptly.

"Master, what's wrong? Hurry up; those old monsters are catching up," Mo Er anxiously said.

"I know. But this pill book confirms my suspicions. The jade pendant is indeed an order token from the former headmaster of the Jade Profound Sect."

"So what? Master, what use do we have for these now? Our priority should be escaping here," Mo Er was puzzled. Why would her master suddenly lose his sense of urgency?

"Mo Er, you're wrong. If there were only one person, I wouldn't fear anything. But facing two old immortals, is it possible to escape by simply running away?" Lin Xuan spoke calmly, his eyes gleaming with wisdom.
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"How can we handle this?"

"Relax. The solution is in the Scroll of Alchemy," Lin Xuan said, though he didn't seem overly confident but had a hint of assurance.

"Oh? Young Master, stop teasing us. What does it say inside?"

"Little Moon, don’t you find this strange? Normally, such a treasure should be protected by numerous restrictions and barriers. But we haven’t encountered many obstacles on our journey," Lin Xuan said, shifting the topic to avoid direct answers.

Moon was taken aback but knew from experience that Young Master had his reasons for asking. She tilted her head slightly: "There is something odd, but how does this relate to us escaping?"

"Hmm, it seems Little Moon isn't as dumb as she looks," Lin Xuan said with a smile at the corner of his mouth. "According to what’s written in the Scroll, there were originally many arrays and restrictions within the Treasure Pavilion. All of these can be controlled by the sect leader's command talisman."

Lin Xuan briefly scanned through the text but didn't have time for detailed explanations. In summary, based on his own speculation, a previous incident at Jade Profound Sect had caused significant damage to both treasures and barriers. While there were still some left, if he could control them, it would be enough to block or at least delay two Core Formation Period experts from pursuing him, buying time for an escape.

However, this was contingent on his brief ritual with the jade pendant.

"Young Master, we don't have that much time."

"Don’t worry. I’m not using the full power of the pendant. Just controlling the restrictions inside will be quick enough," Lin Xuan said.

After finishing his explanation, he focused his spirit sense into the Scroll again. The technique wasn't long, and soon he had it memorized. He then crossed his hands and held the jade pendant, causing a burst of spiritual energy to radiate from him.

Moon stood by, frowning deeply. While she was concerned about Young Master’s risky actions, there was no time for hesitation. She waited anxiously as seconds ticked by.

Suddenly, Moon's body trembled violently, her delicate face turning pale with shock. A powerful spiritual pressure emanated from behind them; the two old monsters had already caught up despite not having completed his ritual yet.

What should they do?

Moon was genuinely alarmed. At this moment, she faced a choice: flee or stall.

Fleeing was impossible. She would rather die than abandon Young Master.

The other option was to stall, but facing two Core Formation Period experts was like trying to break an egg with a stone.

"Ha! Boy, you dare stay here?" The distorted voice echoed as the old monster's expression was also surprised. Honestly, he never expected a mere Condensation Core cultivator to escape his grasp so easily. Why had this boy stopped running?

His body shimmered with spiritual energy; there must be some hidden trap.

From experience, an old Core Formation expert was cunning. The two monsters released their senses and searched meticulously but found nothing amiss.

Was he overthinking it?

Though he still harbored doubts, they wouldn't be intimidated by a feigned retreat.

With a sinister laugh, the old monster's aura coalesced into a massive snake-like entity. It reared its head, opened its blood-stained maw, and seemed ready to swallow Lin Xuan whole.

Moon’s expression remained calm as she looked at Young Master with affection. She would never abandon him even if it meant dying. She wanted to buy more time for him.

She extended her hand, smoothing her hair, and a confident smile appeared on her face despite the looming danger from Core Formation experts.

Opening her mouth, a fierce light shot out—her鸳鸯刀.

The blade’s spiritual aura intercepted the snake-like entity, leading to an intense struggle. The outcome was uncertain for both parties.

The old monster's expression changed dramatically.

A ghost pet at the Condensation Core stage?

No one of his rank had ever used such a powerful technique before. Could this boy be more formidable than he seemed?

This thought made him hesitate slightly.

But quickly, he dismissed it. Regardless, they were already enemies, and there was no reason to stop now. He wouldn’t give up halfway; the Elixir of Immortality was his goal, and he would not yield it.

Even if this boy had some trick, what did it matter? His death here would go unnoticed.

With a fierce expression, he formed hand seals, causing the snake-like entity to retreat, and the鸳鸯刀 fell into disarray.

Moon remained calm. She never expected to match Core Formation experts in strength; she just needed to buy time for Young Master.

She rubbed her hands, and the Beast Soul Flag appeared mysteriously in her palm.

"What is this?"

The old monster’s face showed a hint of seriousness despite not having seen it before, but the aura was substantial.

Moon raised her hand, and the flag floated above her head, transforming into a dark cloud that churned violently.

Boom!

Apart from thunderous sounds, there were faint cries of ghosts.

Seeing such power, the old monster wasn’t alarmed; instead, he was pleased. This treasure was indeed extraordinary—worth taking.

Reaching out with his bony hand, he formed a fist and struck the air, releasing a blood-red gas that transformed into a fireball, hurtling towards Moon.

The young girl’s expression showed fear, but her hands moved swiftly, forming several hand seals before pointing at the dark cloud. She shouted: "Quickly."

The ghostly cries grew even more intense as a black aura emerged from the cloud, releasing a skull with horns and bloodshot eyes that opened and closed continuously, exuding an ominous presence.

The old monster was also taken aback by this. Not only did the girl’s treasure seem powerful, but her cultivation in dark arts was formidable too. His subordinates were impressive, so his master must be even more formidable. This realization solidified his resolve to kill and silence them.

Meanwhile, the skull met the fireball head-on, swallowing it whole. The old monster's expression turned ugly as he cackled: "Good! Just like the saying goes, the later wave pushes the earlier one away. I didn’t expect a mere ghost pet to break my dark arts. But you’ll regret it; dying now will be easier."

With that, he waved his sleeve, summoning more spiritual energy and raising the冤魂人骨棒.

Moon’s face turned pale as white as snow.
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Moon儿 still stood in front of the young master, her expression grim. Master Ku's eyes were filled with cruelty; soon this girl would learn how foolish it was to oppose an Immortal Core cultivator.

"Quickly!"

He extended his hand and pointed at the ghostly staff above him. The artifact immediately swelled as a terrifying spiritual pressure emanated from it.

This, however, was only the beginning. Several techniques were cast by the old monster, causing the ghostly staff to spin and form a hurricane centered around it, growing in size and strength.

Inside the hurricane, one could faintly see piles of white bones and the continuous wails of ghosts. In truth, this was similar to Moon儿's Beast Soul Flag, but its power far surpassed that of hers due to the vast difference in their cultivation stages.

The young girl's face showed a hint of fear, but quickly turned into determination. No matter what, she couldn't allow anyone to harm the young master.

With a wave of her hand, the black cloud transformed back into a demon flag and returned to her hands.

Examining the hurricane before her, Moon儿's eyes flashed with resolve as she opened her mouth and expelled a pink gas.

That was her long-practiced innate essence.

After absorbing it, the Beast Soul Flag turned darkly lustrous.

"Quickly!"

Moon儿 pointed at it, and the demon flag flew to her. It then transformed into a large tiger with wings, fiercely charging towards the hurricane.

"You're asking for death!"

Master Ku's voice was icy as he raised his hand and lightly pressed down. Countless wind blades shot out from his palm.

The tiger didn't back down either, opening its mouth and spraying a black light wave.

But this time, there was a significant difference; Moon儿 faced an old monster at the Immortal Core stage. Once serious, she wasn't a match for him.

The light wave was cut to pieces, and even the tiger's body was swept into the hurricane. Moon儿's face turned pale.

"Stinking girl, now you'll know my might," Master Ku sneered.

Just as it seemed all hope was lost, his eyes suddenly opened wide, his lips curling in a mocking smile. With a flick of his left hand, he activated the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

Spiritual light flashed, and several fire dragons and ice serpents flew out.

Boom!

Colliding with the hurricane, Lin Xuan felt a massive force but gritted his teeth and held on, simultaneously sending a mental message: "Moon儿, bring back the demon flag."

"Ah?"

The young girl was taken aback but nodded obediently. With her hands, she conjured, and the tiger's black light split into several strands of dark energy, separating from the hurricane before reassembling.

Without Moon儿's assistance, Lin Xuan alone faced the old monster; the pressure was unimaginable. However, his spiritual energy far surpassed that of the young girl, and with the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, a dual-attribute artifact, he managed to hold on for now.

Master Ku's expression turned fierce, and the tortoise demon's face became ashen. They exchanged glances, their eyes filled with fear.

These two old monsters had seen too much; what did the fire dragons and ice serpents signify?

Only spirit realm cultivators possessed multi-attribute artifacts, right?

Could it be...

Neither dared to think further, for this boy couldn't possibly have such a background!

The cultivation level of Xingzhao Island was far beyond that of Youzhou. Once, geniuses had broken through the Immortal Core stage, but those few who reached the Separation realm didn't ascend to the spirit realm due to fear of failing the Three Nines Minor Heaven Tribulation and choosing to remain in the mortal world.

However, these old monsters were now focused solely on their cultivation and rarely concerned themselves with external matters.

This boy actually possessed a dual-attribute artifact. Could he have any connection with an old Separation realm cultivator?

Master Ku and the tortoise demon felt some fear.

Of course, they also considered another possibility: this strange double ring was something Lin Xuan had just obtained from the treasure vault on Spirit Herb Mountain.

But after a moment's thought, they dismissed it. Such high-grade artifacts required arduous ritualistic binding to master; he couldn't possibly have acquired one so easily.

This boy must not live!

Otherwise, his behind-the-scenes old monsters would leave them with no place to die.

Master Ku's eyes flashed with ferocity as he pointed forward. The hurricane suddenly roared, and the wails became even more desolate.

The tortoise demon wasn't idle either; seeing this, he couldn't stand by any longer. He slapped his head, and a small black light orb flew out of his mouth, rapidly growing and spinning towards Lin Xuan. The surface of the orb burned with eerie demonic flames.

"Young Master!"

Moon儿's face turned pale as she realized how shameless these two old monsters were—two Immortal Core cultivators bullying a junior.

In contrast, Lin Xuan remained calm, lifting his other hand and murmuring short, ancient-sounding words. The leader's command talisman was activated.

A layer of green light enveloped the jade pendant, spreading out like ripples on water.

Initially, the two old monsters paid no attention; even if this boy had a powerful background, he was merely a Condensation Core cultivator. They believed their combined attack would be enough to kill him.

However, as the green light spread, something strange happened—a layer of light shield appeared between them.

"What is this?"

Master Ku's eyebrows raised as his keen eyesight revealed that the light shield wasn't from the pendant but seemed to have been activated by touching a certain spot.

At the same time, the hurricane tore apart the ice serpents and fire dragons, colliding with the light shield alongside the tortoise demon's attack.

Spiritual light flickered, and the ground began to tremble as dust rose like a fog. Despite the creaking sound, the light shield held firm.

The two old monsters' expressions turned pale, but Lin Xuan relaxed his face. He stowed the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring in his sleeve and called out: "Let's go."

Moon儿 was speechless; her young master truly had good strategies. The situation back then was indeed perilous.

She didn't know that Lin Xuan himself was sweating coldly inside, feeling lucky to have encountered a light shield here. It was purely coincidental; if not for this hidden barrier, the consequences would be hard to predict.

Watching the two figures transform into streaks of light and fly towards the passage ahead, Master Ku and the tortoise demon were fuming with anger. They couldn't let this slippery boy escape; it would mean all their efforts had been in vain, and the results could be unimaginable.

However, they couldn't understand why this young man was connected to the vanished Jade玄宗. There was too much to think about, but now wasn't the time for thorough investigation. The urgent task was to destroy this light shield; both old monsters began their desperate attacks.
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With the deafening roar behind him, Lin Xuan's speed suddenly picked up. With the two old monsters working together, that light screen wouldn't hold for long.

Fortunately, there were still some other restrictions in this secret passage. Lin Xuan used his jade pendant to open them one by one, ensuring he could delay any pursuers even if they caught up.

With this treasure at hand, Lin Xuan encountered no hindrances throughout the journey. After about half an hour, he finally exited the secret passage.

Phew, Lin Xuan sighed in relief as his遁光 slowed down and gradually stopped.

Turning around to survey his surroundings, he found himself in a valley. After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan continued flying forward.

"Master, where should we run now? As you said, the Jade Profound Sect is an independent space created by great divine power. Without finding the exit, these two old monsters will eventually catch up," Yue'er expressed some concern.

"Don't worry; I have a plan."

Lin Xuan said this with a faint expression and continued on his way. Yue'er was puzzled but didn't dare to ask any questions at the moment.

About a cup of tea's time later, Lin Xuan landed in a hidden location and then used secret techniques to conceal his aura.

Reaching out, he tapped his storage bag and took out an jade box with several talismans attached. Yue'er grew more familiar as she examined it.

"This is..." the girl furrowed her brows, trying to recall.

"Stop thinking about it; it's that monster from before," Lin Xuan said seriously.

"Master, what are you going to do with this?" Yue'er was startled and asked with a confused expression.

"We need to leave here. The only way is to target him. Remember, he used to be an ancient cultivator of the Jade Profound Sect, so he must know how to find the exit."

"There's logic in that. Will he talk willingly?" Yue'er rubbed her forehead, showing some worry.

"Ask directly; he won't cooperate. But even if he doesn't say anything, can't I still search his soul?" Lin Xuan sneered.

"Soul searching? Master, this... is too risky," Yue'er was alarmed and shook her head vigorously. Soul searching was indeed effective but required a prerequisite: her divine consciousness far exceeded the target's. Otherwise, not only would it fail, but she might suffer terrible backlash.

Although they urgently needed to find an exit, Yue'er didn't want Lin Xuan to take such a huge risk. The success rate was too low.

"Relax; I have confidence."

Lin Xuan's face showed great confidence. He wouldn't do something with zero chance of success.

"Master, don't force it. Although your divine consciousness is far superior to others at the same stage, he’s a Corpse Infant!" Yue'er continued her concerns: "Why not think of another plan?"

But Lin Xuan shook his head and rejected her suggestion while smiling as he analyzed:

"Don't worry; this monster is a Corpse Infant. Compared to an Essence Body, its divine consciousness is weaker. Additionally, when we fought earlier, it had almost exhausted its magical power. After being trapped, there's no way it can recover. In other words, it’s very weak now. With a 70% chance of success."

"Really?"

"Yep." Lin Xuan nodded and didn't say more. He flicked his sleeve to open the box cover, revealing the Corpse Infant lying inside.

Seeing Lin Xuan, the Corpse Infant's eyes filled with hatred as he tried to escape. But how could Lin Xuan let him? With a wave of his hand, a light霞shot out and enveloped it.

The Corpse Infant struggled desperately but was too weak; soon, he was immobilized. A mocking smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s face as he cast several hand seals and muttered incantations to perform soul searching...

The Corpse Infant's expression was filled with agony, his small body trembling uncontrollably. Lin Xuan wasn't much better off, though the opponent was close to exhaustion.

After a cup of tea's time passed, Lin Xuan raised his head; beads of sweat dotted his forehead as his face alternated between pale and flushed. But he showed signs of joy. Yue'er saw this and breathed a sigh of relief.

"Master, did you get any results?"

"Yeah."

Lin Xuan didn't say more but transformed into a streak of light to fly away. He kept changing directions mid-flight, confusing Yue'er, who looked like she was about to go blind. But Lin Xuan seemed confident.

Meanwhile, the Turtle Demon and Elder Kǔ were still trapped in the secret passage's restrictions.

They first broke through that layer of light screen and then encountered several puppet entities with Condensation Core stage cultivation. After smashing them into pieces, they were ensnared by an ancient array.

Although this array wasn't particularly powerful, it posed no threat to their lives. At least, they could be confined for a while without any issues.

The two old monsters' frustration was evident as they used various secret techniques and magical treasures to attack and cursed loudly.

...

Lin Xuan continued his journey, reaching the foot of a solitary peak after about half an hour.

This mountain was roughly a thousand feet high, extremely steep. Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness to survey it carefully.

"Right, this is where we should go."

"Master, you mean we can leave from here?"

"Yeah, that's right." Lin Xuan收回目光: "The former Jade Profound Sect’s abode was located here."

"The aura of this place is indeed denser than others. But what now?" Yue'er said curiously.

"Don't worry; I'll explain later."

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew up the mountain, stopping halfway where he faced a steep cliff covered in countless vines that made everything green.

Opening his mouth, Lin Xuan spat out a sword beam that grew longer and turned blue. It slashed fiercely at the cliff face.

Bang!

Dust and stones flew as a large hole about ten feet wide appeared. Lin Xuan's figure flickered as he entered it. This was an abandoned cave dwelling.

Unlike ordinary cultivators' simple abodes, this place had unique furnishings.

Lin Xuan used his divine consciousness to quickly search but found nothing valuable. However, his face didn't show any disappointment; instead, a smile appeared on his lips.

Passing through several stone caves, he finally entered a huge hall.

In the center of the hall stood an elevated stone platform with a simple teleportation array atop it.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and about to step forward when suddenly, something made him tremble, turning pale. (To be continued...)
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"Come out, friend. You've been hiding and peeking from the side. Are you planning to do something?" Lin Xuan said as he slowly turned his body, staring at a spot on the left that was empty. His gaze was filled with coldness.

"Ahh, your cultivation is young but your divine sense isn't weak either; you actually managed to detect my whereabouts. I must admit, I underestimated you," a soft and pleasant voice entered his ears. Although it was very pleasing to hear, Lin Xuan felt extremely uncomfortable for some reason.

The air around the place began to ripple like water waves as a beautiful maiden appeared in front of him.

This woman was no more than twenty years old, dressed in red, with skin as white as jade. She exuded an aura of refined spirit, especially her eyes which were lively and full of vitality. She was indeed a woman who possessed both beauty and grace.

Her appearance was tempting to behold, but Lin Xuan's expression suddenly became grave, his face even turning pale.

An old monster at the元婴期!

And it was in its middle peak stage.

This woman stood gracefully before him without moving an inch, yet her spiritual pressure already hit him like a wave.

Lin Xuan felt as if someone had punched him hard in his divine sense, causing his head to ache terribly. He was greatly alarmed and quickly took a deep breath, circulating his qi, focusing on the essence of his dantian, and gradually the discomfort subsided.

A formidable opponent!

Lin Xuan immediately made this judgment. Although he was only at the 凝丹期 stage of cultivation, he had encountered old monsters in the middle peak stage many times due to his unusual circumstances.

Just now, he had even fought against a human cultivator and a beast spirit. The beast spirit was indeed an actual中期化形 stage powerhouse. This woman should be on par with it, but the pressure from her was incomparable.

What was more strange was that Lin Xuan had never seen this woman before, yet for some reason, he felt strangely familiar with her.

Lin Xuan couldn't help raising his eyebrows and pondering deeply.

Suddenly, a flash of spiritual light appeared in his mind. He remembered it.

Red Silk Fairy!

Earlier, to find a way out from here, he had used secret techniques to forcibly search through the memories of the Corpse婴's consciousness. There seemed to be some information about this woman.

Although not intentionally seeking her, he managed to piece together some fragments and his face turned even paler.

She was also an ancient cultivator of Jade Profound Sect, one of its core figures. Although she wasn't a late-stage powerhouse, she was still an important elder.

What shocked Lin Xuan the most, however, wasn't this. It was that during the internal turmoil at Jade Profound Sect, she had brazenly attacked the sect's patriarch... a cultivator at the 离合期 stage.

Although her physical body was destroyed and her spirit infant sealed in ice, her survival indicated how powerful her abilities were.

Since she was an elder of Jade Profound Sect, it wasn't surprising that she knew this place and arrived here first to hide.

Lin Xuan understood the cause and effect. Although he felt some fear and trepidation, his demeanor remained calm on the surface. In such a dire situation, one must not panic; after all, he had faced many dangers before and couldn't afford to perish in this place.

Of course, pretending to be scared was a last resort. He decided to first gauge her intentions.

With that thought, Lin Xuan's internal法宝 trembled uncontrollably as he prepared for battle, but his face forced a smile: "Junior meets the Fairy."

Red Silk's lips curled slightly, and she revealed a playful expression. She truly admired this young man's intelligence.

If it were any other condensation period cultivator, they would either tremble with fear, kneel to beg for mercy, or grit their teeth in a desperate attempt to flee.

These were the most normal reactions but extremely foolish.

This young man, however, remained calm under her pressure. He was indeed a promising talent!

With time, he would surely achieve great accomplishments.

Unfortunately, his fate was not good.

Red Silk didn't say much more. Since she had taken something from Jade Profound Sect's treasures, it meant that she was destined to die.

A fierce look flashed in the female cultivator’s eyes as she sighed lightly and waved her hand.

Her movements were so graceful they seemed like a dance. However, when her sleeves moved, a pure spiritual force was released, forming a pinkish-red mist.

The mist wasn't much, but it seemed alive, wriggling as if it had life. Then, a one-foot-long spirit bird leaped out of the mist, let out a cry, and its eyes flashed red before diving towards Lin Xuan.

At first glance, this attack didn’t seem impressive.

However, Lin Xuan's expression became extremely serious.

He stretched out his hand and snapped his fingers on his storage bag. The Snowy Cloud Falling Sword flew up, transforming into an ice dragon about seven to eight zhang long, colliding with the spirit bird.

The size of both was disproportionate; from a visual perspective, the spirit bird should have been devoured by the dragon in one hit.

However, the result was entirely different.

Indeed, the ice dragon opened its mouth wide, but the spirit bird didn't get swallowed. Instead, it entered the dragon's belly headfirst.

Lin Xuan frowned. This victory seemed too easy. Then he quickly realized something wasn’t right; a red line suddenly appeared on the surface of the ice dragon. It started as a faint dot and gradually deepened and grew larger, spreading across the entire body like a demonic flame that burned fiercely.

The Snowy Cloud Falling Sword lost its spiritual essence instantly.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. Although it wasn't his primary treasure, he naturally didn’t want to see it destroyed so easily.

He snapped his fingers again, causing the ice dragon to shrink into a blue light and return to his hand.

Red Silk smiled faintly but didn’t纠缠不放. With a slight mental push, she sent out a red light from the sword’s surface, transforming back into a spirit bird that hovered above her head.

"Friend, you don't need to waste your effort anymore. Your abilities are insufficient to resist me. I have a suggestion; would you be willing to listen?"

Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated as he looked at his three-foot-long sword, the Snowy Cloud Falling Sword. Although it wasn’t an顶尖之物, it was still a powerful ancient treasure.

He had used it with ease and divine assistance, but this time...

The sword was covered in scars, and many parts were broken. Hadn't he just destroyed his own treasure with one casual strike from the other side?

However, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on his loss; more pressing was his fear. A hero without a name is a rare sight. No wonder that Corpse婴 feared Red Silk so much; her abilities far exceeded his imagination.

Seeing she didn't continue to attack, Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised and took a deep breath to calm his fear: "What suggestion? Please speak."

Although he knew the conditions would be harsh after such a strike, Lin Xuan decided not to directly confront her. He wanted to hear what she had in mind before deciding whether to accept or reject it. After all, he could still consider his options even if he didn't agree.
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Simple. Dao Jiang took out the treasure from the Eternal Azure Sect and committed suicide, naturally releasing his soul for reincarnation. Otherwise, what would happen was obvious.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, a hint of anger appearing in his eyes, but quickly suppressed it: "Lady, don't you think your demands are too harsh?"

"Harsh?" Red Silk's face showed no surprise as she said, "Compared to soul scattering, this lady is already very merciful. In the cultivation world, debts must be repaid. Since you took our sect's treasure, shouldn't you pay a price for it?"

Lin Xuan remained silent and made no further arguments. In the cultivation world, weak meat would be eaten by the strong; arguing was futile.

"I'll count to three. If Dao doesn't want to part with this stinking body, I'll help."

"Fine!"

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression filled with despair as he clearly felt defeated and submitted: "Your Highness, I yield. However, may I make one more suggestion? Will you listen to me?"

"Go ahead."

If the other party really agreed to immediately commit suicide, Red Silk would feel a bit strange. Everyone has curiosity; she wanted to hear if this person still had any chance of turning things around after it came to this.

Since he was under her control, she didn't fear his tricks.

"I'm willing to hand over the treasure. But please spare my life and let me serve you."

"That won't do. I want your life. It's an honor for you; don't try to negotiate terms with me."

Lin Xuan remained speechless. The lady's logic was too unreasonable, but who could blame her given her late-stage Immortal Core strength.

"I'm afraid there is a misunderstanding. I am willing to plant the Restricting Spirit Technique on myself. Do you think this condition will satisfy you?"

The Restricting Spirit Technique, as its name suggests, is similar to a master-servant blood pact but easier and more convenient to perform. It's common among high-stage cultivators.

Red Silk listened without immediately refuting him, showing a hint of contemplation in her eyes, though there was an underlying contempt.

She had originally thought this boy would be different, but she didn't expect him to be just as cowardly.

Willing to become his slave rather than choose disintegration—such attachment to the immortal path could diminish the spirit and willpower of cultivators.

Lin Xuan's face showed extreme fear, as if he was afraid she wouldn't agree. In reality, he carefully observed her every move, not missing even the slightest expression.

The few seconds felt like an eternity.

Finally, Red Silk spoke slowly: "Since you're willing to be controlled by me, I'll spare your life. But have you thought about the consequences of being planted with the Restricting Spirit Technique?"

"Please spare my life and let me serve Your Highness for all eternity," Lin Xuan's face was filled with flattery.

Red Silk nodded and stopped speaking, extending her delicate hands to form a few hand seals. Immediately, Lin Xuan felt a powerful divine consciousness envelop him from all sides.

"Moon, act now!"

Lin Xuan focused intently as he suddenly shouted loudly when the divine consciousness closed in on him.

Red Silk was startled but couldn't retract her divine consciousness in time. A vortex appeared in his sea of consciousness, pulling hers inward with great force.

"What...?"

Red Silk's face showed disbelief—was it the Soul Devouring Technique?

The Soul Devouring Technique is a very domineering magic technique that involves consuming the opponent's divine consciousness.

Although this secret technique was vicious and dangerous, there were risks involved. If his opponent had a stronger divine consciousness, he would suffer counterattack effects.

Light might turn into a fool, or worse, lose consciousness entirely.

Red Silk was also an intelligent woman; she wasn't unprepared but never expected the other party to use such a method.

Using the Soul Devouring Technique, isn't he asking for death? He must be desperate!

After all, as a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator, her divine consciousness was far beyond his reach.

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish. He had his reasons for doing this.

Firstly, due to the purification and training from the Blue Star Sea, his divine consciousness far exceeded that of his peers. While it couldn't match an old monster at late-stage Immortal Core, it was on par with early-stage cultivators.

Secondly, due to their master-servant blood pact, they both practiced the same magic technique, allowing their divine consciousnesses to fully overlap.

In other words, Lin Xuan was using a two-on-one approach, combining his and Moon's divine consciousness to counter Red Silk.

Of course, even with this advantage, it was still very dangerous.

But Lin Xuan wasn't using the true Soul Devouring Technique. He had made some minor adjustments, aware of his limitations. He didn't intend to devour Red Silk's divine consciousness but merely needed a momentary lapse in her concentration and an opening.

Then he could take advantage.

Since Lin Xuan was about to act, Moon mainly controlled the Soul Devouring Technique. Having achieved their goal, Lin Xuan wouldn't let this hard-won opportunity slip away. He extended his hand and struck his head, summoning the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

Silver light flashed as he grabbed two rings with one hand, infused them with mana, and gently waved them. Countless ring shadows appeared, surging like a tidal wave towards their opponent.

Red Silk's face showed a layer ofevil spirit (evil aura). Although she lost the initial advantage and was in severe pain, her cultivation level was still formidable.

The attack was challenging to counter but sufficient for self-defense.

Part of her divine consciousness continued to hold off Moon while the rest manipulated a small handkerchief. The handkerchief was only palm-sized, with a few flowers embroidered on it. It suddenly grew larger as if by the wind, acting like a shield in front of her.

The ring shadows crashed down like mountains.

Flashes of light flickered inside, mixed with Red Silk's angry cries.

This woman was both shocked and enraged. She had been outsmarted by Lin Xuan once, but she wasn't too bothered. Did she really think such cleverness could defeat her?

She admired the boy's courage but realized he had made a very foolish move.

He would regret it for angering her.

Originally, Red Silk planned to block this attack first, recover her divine consciousness, and then slowly deal with him.

But the power of the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring far exceeded that of the Snowy Cloud Falling Sword. Her handkerchief was gradually struggling to hold its ground.

Damn!

Red Silk's anger grew as Moon reached her limit. If she continued, it would be at the expense of her divine consciousness.

Moon had no choice but to abandon the Soul Devouring Technique. Red Silk took advantage and retracted her divine consciousness. With no worries behind her, she released all her mana, blocking the ring shadows.

After all, a treasure's power depended greatly on the mana used.

Looking up, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light heading towards the stone platform's teleportation array.
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Would he try to escape?

Red Silk's delicate face was adorned with a layer of killing intent, clearly filled with anger. She looked up and pointed her jade hand, summoning a small jade ring.

The design was ancient, resembling a bracelet worn by a woman. A terrifying spiritual pressure spread out like ripples.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he flashed a look of shock on his face. Without hesitation, he flicked his left hand and a talisman slid from his sleeve to rest in his palm.

This talisman shone with red light, brimming with essence qi, and a tiny sword was drawn upon its surface.

A talisman!

Lin Xuan infused his mana into it, causing the artifact to ignite on its own. The small sword became visible. Red Silk's expression changed dramatically when she saw this.

"This is Master Senior's Heaven Origin Sword. Where did you get it?"

Before Lin Xuan could respond, he opened his mouth and spat out a drop of essence blood while simultaneously casting a spell. The sword began to tremble slightly.

A series of sword lights separated from the blade.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan called out softly, and those sword lights instantly transformed into a whirlwind, rushing towards Red Silk.

A mere Core Formation stage cultivator, Red Silk didn't take him seriously. However, she dared not underestimate Master Senior's Heaven Origin Sword, even though the talisman could only unleash one-fifth of its power.

After all, it was personally crafted by an Alchemy Foundation stage cultivator.

At this moment, her primary concern wasn't fighting but securing her defenses first.

Red Silk pointed at the jade ring with her finger. The artifact began to spin rapidly as spiritual light radiated from it, forming countless fine threads in mid-air.

Swiftly!

Red Silk's hands moved ceaselessly, transforming into a thousand-handed goddess. She conjured numerous spells simultaneously.

Those fine threads weaved through the air, gradually taking shape of an oblong red shield.

But this was just the beginning; another shield appeared shortly after.

In no time, eighteen bright-red shields materialized before her.

This technique's power was formidable. Even Blood Soul had been blocked by it when Red Silk first gained control over the body, but back then, she hadn't yet stabilized her form.

However, facing Master Senior's Heaven Origin Sword talisman, she couldn't afford any complacency. Besides the primary technique, she also summoned a brocade scarf to wrap herself in.

The process seemed complex but was completed within an instant.

Two-colored sword lights began to slash.

Several were blocked by the shields, but as their number increased, the shield clearly struggled and eventually shattered into countless fragments.

However, another shield took its place.

And Red Silk didn't sit idly by. Her hands kept changing, forming new shields while more sword lights emerged from the talisman.

The two began exchanging magical power, with the talisman's strength countering Red Silk's efforts.

"Little Moon, hurry!"

Taking advantage of this moment, Lin Xuan sent a mental message to Little Moon, who appeared beside him.

When attacked by Soul Devouring Technique earlier, Red Silk had already sensed that it wasn't just one opponent. But she never imagined that there was another Core Formation stage ghost pet hidden within the young man's body.

Red Silk looked at Little Moon with undisguised hatred. She didn't fear an attack from the other side; as long as she could endure this first wave, she could extract their souls later.

Unfortunately, Little Moon followed Lin Xuan's instructions and showed no intention of joining the assault. Although Lin Xuan was a formidable cultivator with the talisman in hand, he knew his limits.

If it were just an early-stage Core Formation stage cultivator, the outcome might be uncertain. But this female cultivator was at the peak of mid-stage.

With the talisman's power, he could temporarily suppress her for a short time but would eventually run out of mana. The sooner he escaped, the better.

Little Moon's figure flickered and transformed into a faint light, reaching the stone platform.

Red Silk wasn't foolish; seeing Little Moon's actions, she understood Lin Xuan's intentions clearly. Escape? It wouldn't be that easy!

It was sheer folly to think so in front of her!

With a cold snort, the jade bracelet hovering mid-air suddenly radiated intense light.

This artifact combined attack and defense. She intended to activate its power to counter the talisman. No matter what, she would prevent them from escaping.

Seeing the spiritual lights form into terrifying beasts, Lin Xuan knew this was expected. The key now lay in whether he could buy enough time for Little Moon to activate the teleportation array.

Though the talisman's power was unparalleled, operating it consumed all of his mental and mana resources. Clenching his teeth, Lin Xuan强行activated a secret technique from the True Scripture of Profound Evil.

Evil cultivators were inherently cunning, and as one of the top techniques, it allowed for a temporary boost in cultivation. Lin Xuan took out another small pill from his pocket, barely the size of a fingernail. A pungent smell wafted towards him.

This sparrow pill wasn't crafted by Lin Xuan; he had obtained it accidentally twenty years ago. After consuming it, one could instantly replenish their lost mana. Of course, there were severe drawbacks, but at this moment, Lin Xuan couldn't care less.

He swallowed the pill, and a powerful heat filled his dantian as his mana rapidly recovered.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and continuously infused the talisman with his mana. The small sword buzzed nonstop, emitting twice as many sword lights compared to before.

Half continued to slash at the shields while the rest collided with the numerous spiritual beasts conjured by the jade bracelet.

However, an early-stage Core Formation stage cultivator shouldn't be underestimated. Despite this, Lin Xuan still felt immense pressure. Reluctantly, he split his mental energy and summoned the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, which flew out several fire dragons and ice serpents to gain a slight advantage.

Red Silk was both shocked and angry. She never imagined that a mere Core Formation stage cultivator could actually trap her. Meanwhile, Little Moon had already reached the teleportation array.

Since she had studied璇玑 Heart Technique with Lin Xuan, she knew much about arrays. After checking, she found the array intact. Relieved, she knew if it needed repair, they would be in trouble.

She knew time was of the essence and began to wave her hands rapidly while exhaling essence qi into the array.

The array emitted a whirring sound and added a yellow glow.

"Master, done."

"Mm-hmm."

Lin Xuan received Little Moon's signal and felt elated. However, escaping wasn't easy. Red Silk hadn't stopped him earlier but now aimed to keep this annoying young man occupied, allowing only the ghost girl to escape.
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Moreover, the other party was unlikely to do so. As master and servant, they must have a contract between them; thus, that gloomy girl would not abandon her master.

Red Ling appeared young, but she had lived for countless years, making it easy for her to understand the situation.

Her jade hand waved, activating the power of "Stinging Spirit Ring." Her treasure was so praised by even the senior patriarch in the past. However, as the talisman's power gradually weakened, though not enough to put her at a disadvantage, she could no longer escape easily.

"You won't be able to run away," Red Ling combed her hair, exuding a charming aura, but the killing intent in her eyes was terrifying.

Lin Xuan did not panic. Although this woman proved much more troublesome than expected, he still had an escape plan.

With his left hand, he flicked out a long sword.

The sword shimmered with spiritual light, yet its surface also bore many fine cracks and spots.

Lin Xuan sighed, showing a hint of reluctance in his eyes. The Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword had been by his side for some time, but such emotions quickly faded.

From his pocket, Lin Xuan took out several talismans and spat out a drop of blood. After the talisman absorbed it, it turned as red as blood and began to burn, merging into the immortal sword. Originally a blue ice attribute ancient treasure, it now emitted an eye-piercing red glow with a hint of malevolent energy, like it had been corrupted.

This was a technique from the Profound Demon True Scripture. Just as cultivators could unleash their potential through secret arts, so too could treasures. However, after adapting to this transformation, the treasure would surely suffer severe damage and possibly be rendered useless.

It was well known that crafting a magical artifact was an arduous task; collecting various materials alone might take decades of effort. Thus, few would engage in such foolishness unless forced by circumstances or having assets far exceeding those of their peers.

Lin Xuan did so due to necessity and his wealth surpassing that of other cultivators at the same stage, making him less concerned about losing a magical artifact.

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan pointed at the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword, which had been corrupted by evil. Red Ling's eyes widened in surprise; he had just used genuine orthodox cultivation techniques against her, yet now he was invoking powerful demonic arts. Was this some kind of joke? Orthodoxy and demonism were incompatible.

Despite her bewilderment, she did not pause, continuing to pour more mana into the Stinging Spirit Ring, making Lin Xuan's situation even worse.

Far away, the teleportation array had reached its peak, causing Moon's expression to turn anxious.

As Lin Xuan's mental force directed it, the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword trembled violently, emitting a red glow that blinded anyone who looked at it. Suddenly, a dragon-like roar echoed, and the sword transformed into a blood-red giant serpent over ten feet long, charging towards the other party.

Red Ling's face turned serious as she recited an ancient incantation from her lips, waving her jade hand to emit a similarly red light from the jade ring. This light expanded into a large ball about ten feet in diameter and struck the blood-serpent with the force of a meteor.

The pressure on the talismans significantly decreased. Lin Xuan's eyes lit up as he released greenish-blue sword lights, transforming them back into talismans.

The Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword had already turned to dust, and Lin Xuan did not want to lose this treasure again.

He raised his head, staring at Red Ling who was about to unleash a flame. As an ancient cultivator of the中期元婴 stage in the Primordial Era, she had once been a formidable figure, never having tasted defeat from a mere condensation core cultivator... how could a cooked duck fly away?

But it was too late now.

The buzzing sound disappeared, and both master and servant vanished without a trace.

Just then, Red Ling managed to dispel all the attacks. Despite expecting this outcome, she could not stop Lin Xuan's escape.

But how could she watch him flee? A layer of malevolent energy appeared on her face as she resolved to use some powerful technique. However, Lin Xuan preempted her by sending a mental command to the Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword:

"Explosion!"

With his low whisper, the blood-red giant serpent's spiritual flames surged and split into countless pieces. The entire space seemed to tremble with the explosion. Red Ling's face turned pale as she abandoned pursuit of Lin Xuan and activated her strange light shield.

"Master!"

Moon was delighted and quickly activated the final禁制. A layer of yellow light enveloped both master and servant, producing a buzzing sound.

Although Lin Xuan had ingested a demon pill to enhance his potential, he was still facing Red Ling's mid-stage元婴 cultivation techniques with depleted mana.

He looked at the scene ahead, his eyes flashing with determination as he summoned the Heaven Sword. He then released several greenish-yellow sword lights of ten feet in diameter, turning them into talismans once more.

The Drifting Cloud Falling Snow Sword had already turned to dust, and Lin Xuan did not want to lose it again.

He raised his head, staring at Red Ling who was about to unleash a flame. As an ancient cultivator of the中期元婴 stage in the Primordial Era, she had never tasted defeat from such a lowly condensation core cultivator... how could a cooked duck fly away?

But it was too late now.

The buzzing sound disappeared, and both master and servant vanished without a trace.

Just then, Red Ling managed to dispel all the attacks. Despite expecting this outcome, she was filled with resentment as she stood there.

After some time, her beautiful face no longer showed anger; only cold eyes that made one shudder.

"Hmph, you escaped. But do you think you'll always have such good luck? After taking my Jade Profound Sect's treasures, I will teach you what it means to be unable to live or die."

With those words, Red Ling's body flickered and gradually disappeared.

The cave returned to silence, but soon two old monsters of the中期元婴 stage arrived. One had a grotesque face, while the other exuded demonic energy, their expressions grim. They were none other than the Withered Master and the Turtle Demon.

In the secret passage of the treasure hall, numerous restrictions awaited them as they emerged, having suffered greatly.

Despite the delay, these two old monsters truly possessed formidable abilities. Using some mysterious technique, they managed to find this place despite the time lost.

Their hearts yearned for revenge, but their minds were far beyond ordinary. Despite his anger, Withered Master approached the teleportation array and inspected it, only to discover that it had been destroyed.

His face alternated between red and white several times as he gritted his teeth, vowing to use all his life's energy to find this hateful youth.
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Lin Xuan knew that the trouble he had stirred up was no small matter, whether it was from being found by Fairy Red Silk or encountering that person and beast in the secret passage. He would definitely not have a good outcome either way.

Fortunately, he managed to escape smoothly, mostly due to luck. The next time, he wouldn't dare hope for such good fortune again.

Therefore, after destroying the teleportation array, Lin Xuan didn’t linger; instead, he immediately used his light to fly towards his cave dwelling.

The space where the Jade Profound Sect resided undoubtedly had other exits. He couldn’t afford to waste any more time here.

It was strange that although he had spent a considerable amount of time on Ice Flame Island, this place was far from the main route and rarely visited by others.

But when they came, it caused a commotion; he had offended some old monsters. How could Lin Xuan dare to stay on this island any longer?

Fortunately, the location where he teleported out wasn’t too far from his cave dwelling. He soon saw the small hill beside the lake.

However, as he approached, he heard a thunderous noise that echoed in his ears. The air at a distance was filled with flashes of various spiritual lights.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim.

He slowed down and released his divine sense outside his body. Soon, his expression relaxed.

Indeed, there were about ten cultivators standing in front of his cave dwelling, their attire mostly similar, indicating they belonged to the same faction.

Despite their large numbers, none of them placed any importance on Lin Xuan’s cultivation level; all were at the Foundation Establishment stage, and even the leader was just a fake single core.

These people were from Sword Obscure Palace. They had originally come together to capture the traitor but due to their low cultivation levels, they hadn’t entered the ice mountain pass and instead searched around this island.

Lin Xuan’s cave dwelling was well hidden with illusions, but unfortunately, one of them excelled in such techniques and noticed something amiss.

What followed wasn’t worth mentioning. They naturally wanted to enter Lin Xuan’s cave dwelling, but he had set up an array that stopped them. So they began to break it down.

The first few attempts took great effort, and only a thin layer remained. However, the main person arrived unexpectedly.

Their frustration was obvious, especially when they discovered this was a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator. Everyone exchanged glances, stopped attacking, and stood their ground.

The leader was an old man in gray robes. His eyes kept spinning as he hadn’t expected this to be a high-ranking cultivator’s cave dwelling either. But the leader was Master Sour, who had the backing of a one婴 old monster.

With such support, what could they fear? Hence, their actions became even more arrogant. However, human plans often don’t match divine arrangements; Master Sour and two leaders entered the ice mountain but remained silent. The owner of this cave dwelling had already returned.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s expression filled with murderous intent, he knew that disaster was imminent for his group.

"Senior, please calm down. We did not mean to offend. I am an official from Sword Obscure Palace, sent by the palace master to carry out a task here. If there were any disrespect, please bear with us," said the old man in gray robes, neither arrogant nor humble, aiming to highlight their identity.

Sword Obscure Palace was one of the few major forces on Cloud Sea Island; its palace master’s power reached late-stage One Core, though not omnipotent.

By raising a tiger by its skin, knowing their origins, the other party couldn’t help but be cautious.

His idea might have worked with others, but it didn’t work for Lin Xuan. First, he had never heard of Sword Obscure Palace; second, he already offended Master Sour, so killing or not killing them made no difference.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a mocking smile as he wasn’t planning to talk much. He flicked his sleeve and a streak of red light shot out towards the closest few people.

The cultivators were shocked. Two of them summoned their spiritual artifacts, while the other two turned and ran. Unfortunately, no matter what they did, it was futile. Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness urged the light to split into two. One part transformed into a hurricane that enveloped the resisting duo.

Their small swords, like Wu Gou, were utterly useless; they were blown around helplessly. Soon, their screams followed.

The terrifying sounds made those who fled pale with fear as their speed increased. Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and the separated light suddenly changed.

A large bow appeared in mid-air, strung with two arrows of gathered spiritual energy. The force was electric; it easily pierced through the bodies of the fleeing ones. Soon, the long arrow turned into flames, and their remains vanished from existence, reduced to dust.

The remaining people’s expressions were all extremely ugly as they scattered in panic.

"Little Moon, take care of them; don’t let any escape," Lin Xuan had no mood for idle chatter with these shrimp soldiers.

"Master, rest assured."

A white light shot out from Lin Xuan’s sleeve and transformed into a beautiful young girl standing gracefully.

With Little Moon's strength, dealing with them was more than enough. Lin Xuan was naturally at ease as he flew towards his cave dwelling.

Behind him, the sounds of screams and faint metallic clashing were heard. The saying "a desperate dog will jump over the wall" applied to these Sword Obscure Palace cultivators; they didn’t want to wait for their throats to be cut. After several people were killed, they realized that escaping separately was almost impossible.

Given this, it might as well be a last-ditch effort. So these people each summoned their spiritual artifacts and符箓s, beginning an attack on Little Moon.

The saying "one man fighting for his life can withstand ten thousand" held true; if any other late-stage Condensation Core cultivator were here, they might have been at a disadvantage in the short term. But Little Moon’s beast soul banner was perfect for one-on-many combat. The demonic energy surged and soon enveloped everyone.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had broken through the array to enter his cave dwelling. He knew time was limited, so he packed everything important into his storage bag; the rest were discarded.

In just a short incense stick’s worth of time, Lin Xuan finished packing but then slapped his forehead, realizing he forgot something crucial.

He rushed to the spiritual beast room, only to find it empty when he opened the door.
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The room dedicated to spirit beasts was empty, and the little guy had vanished without a trace.

Lin Xuan's expression turned somewhat strange. His gaze swept across the room until he spotted a round ball about a foot in diameter in one of the corners.

Approaching it, Lin Xuan bent down and picked up the ball. It shone with silver light and felt very soft to the touch—this was the cocoon that the little guy had formed when he fell into a deep sleep years ago.

A narrow crack appeared on the surface of the cocoon, indicating something had emerged from within. Lin Xuan used his divine sense to search for the little guy but found nothing. This was rather peculiar; normally, with him having claimed it as his own through blood sacrifice, he should have sensed its presence even if they were not too far apart.

However, Lin Xuan did not have time to dwell on this. If he lingered here any longer, those three old monsters at the Immortal Core stage might find their way in and bring disaster upon him. With his intelligence, he knew better than to hesitate. He frowned, stuffed the cocoon into his storage bracelet, and transformed into a streak of light that flew out through the cave entrance.

Outside, the sky was clear with no clouds, and the moon hung high above, smiling down on everything. The unfortunate fellows had been wiped out by her.

"Master."

Lin Xuan nodded at Moon, "Let's go."

The master and servant transformed into a dazzling streak of light that flew towards the edge of the small island.

Since he did not know when his pursuers might catch up with him, Lin Xuan continued to travel without stopping. Fortunately, he had a map of this region in his possession.

However, deciding where to escape was worth considering. After consulting with Moon, they decided to go as far away from this sea area as possible. But the three old monsters would surely search nearby, so they needed to move quickly.

According to the map, the islands in the cloud sea were far apart, often separated by tens of thousands of miles, not to mention the dangers like cloud beasts. Using flight was too difficult; a teleportation array seemed more practical.

However, only high-grade islands had such arrays, and within this ten-mile radius, there was only one—Emerald Isle.

Given his thoughts, the other party might have anticipated this as well, so he needed to get ahead of them or risk becoming ensnared.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. He summoned the Spirit Soul Banner, and both he and Moon used combinedevasive technique, moving with incredible speed like a storm, almost matching that of an old Immortal Core stage monster.

Their journey was smooth, occasionally encountering low-grade cloud beasts that posed no real threat to him. As for human cultivators, they retreated far away, their faces pale from fear, as this area was remote and rarely visited by high-ranking cultivators.

Navigating through the white expanse of the cloud sea, after a day and night, a large island came into view. The mountains were lush green, and Lin Xuan felt an unusual emotion well up inside him. This had been his first stop when he left Youzhou; now, it was under different circumstances that he was leaving.

A slight sense of sadness arose, but Lin Xuan quickly regained composure, resuming a calm demeanor as he transformed into a streak of light towards the southwest direction of the island. The largest market on this island was located there.

Lin Xuan had been here before and knew it offered various items needed for cultivation, including teleportation arrays. With his speed, he did not take long to reach the bustling market.

He dispelled his presence with a hidden spirit pill and used the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to transform into an unfamiliar middle-aged cultivator at the early stage of condensing essence. Then, he strode confidently towards the center of the market.

There were many buildings there, but one in particular caught his eye—a small pavilion made entirely of emerald. It was a grand gesture even by cultivation world standards, indicating that Emerald Isle and its cloud sea were far more prosperous than Youzhou.

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful as he walked past it. At the top of the building hung a large plaque with flowing gold characters: "Instant Pavilion."

This was no exaggeration; the teleportation array inside could indeed transport one instantly over vast distances. Such wonders were the handiwork of ancient cultivators, now long lost.

On either side of the pavilion stood many cultivators respectfully standing at attention, their cultivation levels not low. Most had reached the foundation establishment stage, making them among the elite on this secondary island. This showed how highly valued teleportation arrays were.

Although important, few could afford to use them; even for nearby islands, it cost thousands of crystal stones. Thus, even disciples from renowned sects would only do so if absolutely necessary. With few clients, they had plenty of idle time and suddenly saw this unfamiliar middle-aged cultivator before them. After a quick glance, their expressions turned extremely respectful.

"Salutations, Senior. Your presence has brought honor to our humble pavilion. Where do you wish to go? I will ensure your satisfaction," said the woman in white robes, about twenty-seven or eight years old. Though her youth had faded, she still exuded a certain charm. She was undoubtedly from the Illusory Shadow Sect.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. The woman understood and led him into Instant Pavilion with graceful steps. The building was not large, circular in shape, with a small teleportation array at its center.

As an ordinary cultivator, Lin Xuan had some knowledge ofarray formation and had used ancient arrays before, so he recognized the quality immediately. His face showed satisfaction as the woman handed him an emerald tablet.

"Senior, this contains a map of the nearby sea area. Where do you wish to go?" she asked.

Lin Xuan did not reply but took the tablet, sinking his divine sense into it...

Inside was indeed a simplified map of the sea region, but few islands were marked, and the farthest one was only a few tens of thousands of miles away, just a third-grade island at best.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. "Can't we go to Seven Stars Isle from here?"

"Seven Stars Isle? Senior, you must be joking. Our location is in a remote area; it's at least hundreds of thousands of miles away from Seven Stars Isle. Such a miraculous array can only transport one so far."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded, realizing how little he knew about the world. Just as he was about to speak again, he suddenly felt an immense spiritual pressure.
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"Senior, what's wrong with you?"

"Ah, nothing." Lin Xuan raised his eyes to glance at the woman in front of him. Seeing her expression of ignorance and innocence, he realized that based on her cultivation level, she couldn't sense an approaching婴期 expert just a few dozen miles away.

Lin Xuan didn’t dare to waste any more time. He casually pointed to a distant island: "I'll go there."

"Song Yan Island, good, you need five thousand crystal stones."

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and fifty sparkling crystal stones appeared before him.

Although the number was much less than before, all of them were middle-grade, which matched their value according to the exchange rates in cultivation circles.

The woman's face brightened with a smile as she became more respectful. She asked Lin Xuan to step into the teleportation array and handed him a talisman to neutralize spatial forces.

Lin Xuan stuck it on himself: "Hurry up, I have something urgent."

"Yes, senior."

With the crystal stones in hand, the woman would naturally take her responsibilities seriously. She stretched out her hand and tapped her storage bag, sending a streak of霞光 that transformed into a silver token.

She then muttered some incantations and several techniques were channeled into it. The token trembled as the array activated, emitting blinding white light that concealed Lin Xuan's figure. With a loud rumble, he vanished without a trace.

The teleportation was successful, but Lin Xuan wasn’t complacent. Since the market had been found, there was a high chance of pursuit.

So, Lin Xuan didn't pause and immediately teleported to another location...

Every time he arrived at a new place, he would teleport again to an even farther island nearby. He repeated this process countless times, spending nearly ten thousand crystal stones in total.

While it was painful, the old saying "losing money to avoid disaster" applied here. Compared to being hunted by an婴期 expert, losing some crystal stones wasn’t worth mentioning. Lin Xuan didn't know that his caution had allowed him to escape a major calamity.

After leaving the玉玄宗, the龟妖, 苦大师, and 红绫仙子 all arrived at the翠岛 one after another.

The cultivators responsible for the teleportation array dared not hide anything from the婴期 experts. Although their descriptions of Lin Xuan’s appearance were completely different, they still followed closely. However, as Lin Xuan kept teleporting, it became increasingly difficult to track him down, and eventually, he was lost.

Their frustration was evident, but they silently vowed that someday, they would find this annoying young man again.

Regardless, Lin Xuan had finally escaped danger.

In a realm of spiritual light, he arrived at another unfamiliar island.

After continuous teleportation, although there were talismans to counter spatial forces, Lin Xuan still felt extremely tired.

Moreover, there was some discomfort. When the dizziness subsided, he quickly opened his eyes and surveyed his surroundings. Upon recognizing the nearby scenery, a strange expression appeared on his face.

Previously, the places he had been teleported to were not always bustling markets but often quite remarkable. However, in front of him lay an unexpected wilderness.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, wondering if the teleportation array had made a mistake. But soon, his expression softened as he noticed a small stone tablet nearby with the words "Xuan Kong Island" carved on it.

The location wasn’t wrong; what was strange was why this place seemed so desolate. However, this island was special. In the cloud sea, there were only seven levels of islands, and only one at the highest level.

Regardless of its vast size, the forces present here were complex. After some thought, Lin Xuan decided to avoid that place for now.

The reason? The unfortunate souls he had exterminated belonged to the Sword Obscure Palace, and the old monster was likely an elder of the palace as well.

Given that the Sword Obscure Palace was one of the nine major forces in the cloud sea with its headquarters on Seven Stars Island, going there would be like a long-lived star fearing death—suicidal.

Choosing to retreat for now, Lin Xuan selected Xuan Kong Island.

It was a sixth-level island. According to what Lin Xuan knew, only a few such islands existed throughout the cloud sea.

He believed that this place must have good spiritual veins. He would find a suitable place to cultivate and, if he could form an婴期 core, his troubles would be over, no longer needing to hide.

Thus, after resting briefly on the wilderness, Lin Xuan regained his strength and took off into the air, releasing his divine sense to extend in the distance.

Although he was only at the condensation stage, his spiritual perception was already formidable. He could easily cover a range of a hundred miles or more.

Soon, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and transformed into a streak of green light, flying towards the northern direction on his left.

"Master, where are we going now?"

"Anywhere, of course to the market."

"The market? Master, do you need to buy something?" Mo Er's voice was filled with curiosity.

"Yes, there is some. But my main reason for going to the market is to gather information."

This time, Lin Xuan’s consecutive teleportations were not just about avoiding trouble but also escaping. Choosing Xuan Kong Island was a hurried decision; he only knew it was a sixth-level island and nothing else.

He had no idea what forces were present or how spiritual veins were distributed here. Therefore, the best option was to buy relevant information from the market.

The old saying went: "Plan before acting." Only by clarifying these details could he decide on his next move.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to return to nearby wilderness islands. Not only would it be difficult to find a suitable place with spiritual veins, but the surrounding cloud sea was also extremely dangerous.

Even though he wasn’t afraid of third-stage cloud beasts, encountering fourth-stage ones would undoubtedly be a nightmare.

"Are you planning to rely on one of these forces?" Mo Er thought for a moment and began asking about her master’s intentions.

"I haven’t decided yet. We’ll see the situation when we get there." Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. Relying on a powerful force was good, but with so many secrets, it could attract unwanted attention. Alternatively, he could use low-level concealment techniques to blend in, but his low cultivation level would still limit him.

This wasn’t an ideal solution; the best option would be to have his own independent cave. Then, he wouldn’t have any worries while cultivating.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew this was a good idea but difficult to achieve. So, he decided to first go to the market and see what information could be gathered.

As master and servant chatted idly, they continued their journey. With Lin Xuan’s speed, covering nearly a hundred miles wasn’t instantaneous, but it took only a short while—about the time it takes to drink a cup of tea.

Soon, a majestic mountain came into view, and at its base lay the bustling market.
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Lin Xuan stepped out of the遁光 and walked into the area with a spring in his step. He had no intention of concealing his cultivation, for this was a sixth-level island where high-ranking cultivators were numerous. Although the number of late-stage condensation core cultivators wasn't particularly large, it was unlikely to attract attention on the streets. Moreover, Lin Xuan's appearance was rather ordinary; he blended into the crowd easily and would be quickly forgotten.

The market town wasn’t very big, with simple and朴素 arrangements. However, there were many cultivators bustling about, making the place quite lively. It seemed that either a significant power in the vicinity didn't exist, or it was located at an important intersection.

Since he had arrived here, Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush. The abilities of those old monsters might be limitless, but they couldn’t follow him all the way to this place. He could take his time browsing around.

Lin Xuan moved through the market town, searching for shops that sold information. However, it seemed he had bad luck today; after a cup of tea’s worth of time, he still hadn't found anything. Feeling somewhat agitated, his brows suddenly lifted as he stopped walking. He was currently on a relatively secluded path with few people around.

"Have you been following me for so long, do you intend to do something untoward?" Lin Xuan turned and stared at an empty space behind him, his tone cold and ominous.

A hoarse voice responded, "Mistress, there's a misunderstanding. I did act suspiciously, but I have no ill intentions. Instead, I wish to give you a grand gift."

A flash of green light appeared from the seemingly empty space, revealing a person.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and looked at him with a blank expression. This was a middle-aged cultivator, sturdy in build, yet his demeanor and tone were somewhat cunning. His cultivation level wasn't particularly high or low; he seemed to be around mid-stage foundation establishment.

Most people would have been wary upon seeing the middle-aged man's uncertain behavior, but Lin Xuan felt relieved. Such individuals were like street urchins—they couldn’t achieve much and had no connection with those old monsters.

Despite his thoughts, Lin Xuan maintained a cold expression on his face.

"A grand gift? Let me hear about it. If you're just trying to fool me, you should know the consequences..."

Before he could finish speaking, an overwhelming spiritual pressure spread out, leaving the man nowhere to hide. It felt like being caught by a venomous snake; even moving a finger became incredibly difficult.

Fortunately, this feeling was fleeting. He understood that Lin Xuan was merely intimidating him, and his heart raced with fear. However, he managed to maintain composure as he hurriedly said, "Mistress, don't worry so much. I wouldn’t dare lie. Indeed, I want to give you a grand gift..."

"Cut the nonsense; get to the point."

Lin Xuan's expression showed impatience. The middle-aged man dared not waste any more time: "I noticed that you came from afar and wondered if you might be interested in participating in today’s secret market auction?"

Secret market auction?

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan’s expression softened. It was well-known that cultivators exchanged and purchased items at the坊市, but truly rare treasures were often not displayed publicly; they were secretly auctioned by major powers.

Unlike the坊市, participants in these secret auctions weren’t open to everyone; one needed substantial wealth. And since a cultivator’s worth generally matched their cultivation level, those who could enter such auctions were usually high-ranking cultivators. Lin Xuan had participated a few times before and found that the items there were indeed impressive. Hearing this man mention it, he felt his interest piqued.

Since he was in a new place, it wouldn’t hurt to go and see what was on offer.

With this thought, his expression softened as he casually tossed two middle-grade crystal stones at the other: "There’s such an event? Then please lead the way."

"Haha, you’re too kind," the middle-aged man said, delighted by Lin Xuan's generous gesture. He had brought in a wealthy patron, and if he bought something valuable in the secret market, he would receive a good share of the profits. Thus, he became even more respectful as he led the way, guiding Lin Xuan through winding paths to a secluded part of the market town.

"My name is Zhang Feng; though I’m just an independent cultivator, I was born and raised on this Spin Peak Island. If you have any questions about this place, feel free to ask," said the middle-aged man with a slick smile, clearly aware of Lin Xuan’s interest.

Lin Xuan was surprised but nodded in approval. Since he had initiated the conversation, there was no need for him to be polite: "Since that's the case, I’ll trouble you to explain everything in detail; I will pay you accordingly."

For such a superficial person, direct and straightforward persuasion worked best.

Hearing this, Zhang Feng’s face lit up with joy. He rubbed his hands together and said, "Sir, what do you wish to know?"

"Alright, tell me about the Spin Peak Island. How big is it, and which major forces are there?"

Zhang Feng was taken aback by the question. It seemed this senior had no knowledge of anything; he must have arrived here completely in the dark?

Could it be that he was being pursued for something elsewhere and ended up here?

Perhaps fate had played a hand, and his guess was correct.

Though confused, Zhang Feng wouldn’t waste time asking questions. The cultivation world was full of danger, and words could bring trouble. If this young senior misunderstood him, he might end up dead at the hands of the inexperienced.

Thinking about it, he broke out in a cold sweat and quickly dispelled all his thoughts. He explained seriously: "Haha, if you want to know about this, I’m just the right person. The Spin Peak Island’s size is hard to say, but as a sixth-level island, it’s no small matter. There are seventy-two cities where ordinary people live, and two more cities solely for cultivators..."

Lin Xuan was struck by the revelation of seventy-two cities; even in Youzhou, there weren’t that many. This was just a sixth-level island; how much larger must the Seven Stars Island be?

With so many cities, the area couldn’t be small.

"Which major forces are there?"

"There are countless sects and clans, but it would take some time to list them all. However, the two largest are the Righteousness Sect and the Dark Abyss Gate; they stand together, jointly controlling this sixth-level island."

Another case of righteousness and darkness coexisting. Lin Xuan smiled slightly. The good and bad in the cultivation world were hard to define; what was considered righteous or evil depended on one’s cultivation method. Hearing "Dark Abyss Gate," he knew it well: "Is the Righteousness Sect a sect from the orthodox path?"

"No, senior, you’re mistaken. The Righteousness Sect isn’t derived from Daoism but is instead composed of cultivators from Confucianism!" Zhang Feng smiled and spoke with an odd expression on his face.
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The Rujun Sect?

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

In this world, people cultivated to achieve immortality. The path of the Immortal had existed since ancient times and spanned countless years, with numerous sects branching out from it.

Buddhists, Daoists, Confucians, and demons numbered in the dozens, each with their own unique practices. Besides these, there were also some practitioners from various races, such as the witchcraft of the Mo Yue Clan or the spiritual arts of the Kui Yuan Clan. Even some extinct sects had long since faded into obscurity.

In his previous life in Youzhou, Lin Xuan mainly encountered Daoist cultivators and demon practitioners, except for a few fortunate coincidences in Kuinyan Mountain. As for the Rujun Sect, it was already on the decline there. They were rumored to have unique cultivation techniques, which piqued Lin Xuan's interest.

From Zhang Feng, he learned quite a bit of useful information. The Spin Kun Island had a large river running through its center, dividing it into two roughly equal halves. The Hengshan Sect and the Demon Obscure Gate faced each other across this river for nearly ten thousand years.

The market Lin Xuan was currently in belonged to the Demon Obscure Gate, part of their territory. As for the spirit veins, Spin Kun Island had many but were mostly already claimed by various factions.

Lin Xuan listened calmly, but he stored all these details in his mind. After about a quarter hour, more high-ranking cultivators arrived. Just as Lin Xuan was feeling slightly agitated, a burly man wearing a short shirt approached the stone table and bowed: "I apologize for keeping everyone waiting. The auction will now begin."

"Wait, I haven't even arrived yet. Why is this auction starting so hastily?"

A deep voice echoed, with an underlying hint of mockery. Everyone turned to look at its source.

From the mist, a fat man walked out, his appearance comical and grotesque. He was only five feet tall but had an enormous waistline that seemed eight feet around. While being overweight wasn't his fault, it was still quite unusual for such extreme proportions.

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive experience, couldn't help but show a strange expression upon seeing him. However, his face quickly turned serious.

As the saying goes, one cannot judge a book by its cover. This fat man's appearance was comical, yet his cultivation level towered over everyone else; he was an old One Core Formation cultivator.

"Old Round."

"Is it really that old monster, Old Round? Why is he here for this auction?"

Lin Xuan was unfamiliar with the place, but among these experts, there were certainly those who had seen much. At first, Lin Xuan was startled to hear his name mentioned, thinking of the Elder from Kuinyan Mountain. However, upon closer listening, he realized that this Old Round and the previous one were entirely different.

In front of this old monster, everyone was cautious and dared not speak freely about him. From subtle hints, Lin Xuan learned some information: although his cultivation level was high, he did not belong to any faction; he was a lone cultivator known for his vicious actions and earning the nickname "Smiling Tiger."

Lin Xuan mentally chewed on this name but dismissed it with a smile. Even if the Smiling Tiger was notorious, it had little direct connection to him.

Everyone else also turned their attention away, fearing that Old Round might notice them.

After all, an One Core Formation cultivator possessed divine powers and could not be underestimated even as a lone cultivator.

"Your Excellency Old Round has graced our market with his presence. This greatly enhances the honor of this place." The man who was hosting the auction looked at the notorious old monster with a strange expression, seemingly both surprised and displeased, but he did not show any outward signs.

"It's nothing. I'm just an ordinary customer. You don't need to pay much attention; just host the auction well," Old Round said kindly.

"Thank you, Your Excellency." The man felt no relief despite his words. The Smiling Tiger could change his demeanor in a heartbeat—what seemed like a kind elder one moment and a butcher the next.

Although this secret market was run by the Demon Obscure Gate, if that old monster got carried away...

Many One Core Formation cultivators were unpredictable, but he had to toughen up and start hosting the auction.

The man took out his storage bag and slapped it. A pair of fiery red hooks appeared on the stone table, glowing with spirit energy.

"These fire dragon hooks are forged from meteoric iron and infused with twenty-one rare materials, none of which have recognized their master yet. After a bit of ritual purification, they can be used," the man said as he channeled mana into the hooks. A dragon's roar echoed, and two miniature dragons about a foot long appeared in mid-air, swallowing clouds and spitting smoke. The man then said emotionlessly: "Starting bid is thirty thousand crystals; bidding can begin."

"Thirty thousand one."

"Thirty thousand two."

"Thirty thousand seven."...

Lin Xuan did not need this treasure, but his keen eyesight revealed that these hooks were indeed first-grade items. Generally, auctions became more valuable as they progressed, so it was unusual for such a high-quality artifact to appear early on. This was certainly worth looking forward to.

Just as Lin Xuan was thinking this, he suddenly felt an uncomfortable sensation in the center of his forehead. He glanced back and met the gaze of the Smiling Tiger, Old Round.

A faint glint of something strange flashed in the other's eyes, but his face remained kind. Lin Xuan's heart sank, but on the surface, he forced a stiff smile.

"Could this old monster be working with that Elder Kǔ?" Lin Xuan thought to himself, though he found this idea too far-fetched.

Despite his frustration, he was not panicking. With Mo'er's assistance and the aid of an Alchemy Formation cultivator, he had some fighting chance against a One Core Formation cultivator.

Lin Xuan did not know that Old Round was also muttering to himself: "This kid has such high vigilance; he noticed me."

Both men harbored ulterior motives, but the auction continued as planned.

As Lin Xuan suspected, the items that followed were equally impressive. All present were high-ranking cultivators, though not all were wealthy, and the bidding was fierce.

To be honest, one of the spirit herbs would have tempted even Lin Xuan, but he decided against it, not because he was stingy with his crystals but due to his uncertainty about why the Smiling Tiger was interested in him.

However, what happened next greatly exceeded his expectations. As the auction neared its end, the man took out one last item from his storage bag—a pale blue command token.

This token was roughly the size of a palm and unknown material, with an ancient design on its front—Mò (Demon).

"Eh, this is a command token from the Demon Obscure Gate."

"Why would he bring this here?"...

The cultivators began to discuss among themselves, their faces filled with confusion. However, Lin Xuan noticed that some of them looked excited and greedily at the token.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as his expression turned thoughtful.

"Everyone has seen it; this is a command token from the Demon Obscure Gate, personally issued by the sect leader. The bidder who wins this will become an honorary elder in our sect, with all benefits and honors equal to other elders. Starting bid is two hundred thousand crystals," the man said, his eyes sweeping over everyone, his voice filled with temptation.
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Lin Xuan had been involved in the immortal way for quite some time. He had seen all sorts of strange and unusual things while traveling across the land, but this was truly making his eyes widen.

"Did I hear right? Auctioning off an Elder's authority token?"

Though it was theoretically possible to buy any number of elixirs or magical treasures with enough crystal stones in this Secret Market, there had never been a record of auctioning off a major sect’s high-ranking position.

Was he simply ignorant and unfamiliar with foreign customs, or was something more unusual happening here?

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but didn't react overtly. Instead, he covertly observed the expressions of those around him.

"Playing dumb is best in this situation," he thought to himself. Sure enough, apart from a few who knew the truth, most people were visibly shocked and soon began asking questions:

"Liu Er, is this really happening? The Elder of the Demon Abyss Sect holds such high honor; can they really auction off their position?"

"Exactly! Don't try to fool us with this. If you bought it for a huge sum only to be hunted down by the Demon Abyss Sect, that would be too much of a loss,"...

The burly man paused and bowed deeply: "Masters are joking. Surely everyone knows our city is owned by the Demon Abyss Sect. This token is genuine, promised directly by the sect master himself; there's no way it’s fake."

This statement made many people's eyes gleam with renewed interest. It was understandable—although they were all Core Formation stage cultivators here, the Demon Abyss Sect was one of the two dominant forces on the Spin Peak Island. Joining them might not be too difficult, but becoming an Elder was still far beyond their reach.

Now, for a mere handful of crystal stones, it seemed like a bargain. Even if this sounded absurd, the sect master had promised his word; he wouldn't break that promise. After all, while cultivators were often dishonorable and petty, a sect leader needed to maintain some credibility. Breaking such a promise would be counterproductive.

With these thoughts in mind, everyone's doubts vanished, and their greed grew. Someone shouted: "I'll take it."

Before the words had even settled, another voice sneered: "Old Man Ma, you're already the head of your sect; do you still dare to bid for an Elder position? I’ll put down 210,000 crystal stones."

Ma Old Three's expression remained unchanged as he retorted: "I'm the head of Tai Yu Sect. As Liu Master said clearly, the highest bidder gets it. I'll offer 212,000 crystal stones."

"Haha, let me join in for fun. I’ll bid 220,000," a rough voice came from the northeast corner.

"230,000,"...

The bidding continued with increasing fervor. Lin Xuan was deeply moved by the prospect of such a large sum—over twenty crystal stones. This wasn't a small amount; ordinary Core Formation stage cultivators would struggle to accumulate this much wealth in their lifetimes. The Demon Abyss Sect's Elder authority token must indeed be significant. Should he bid for it?

Lin Xuan frowned, weighing the pros and cons.

The downside was that such an offer might attract unwanted attention, but now there was no need to fear; he had already caught the eye of Round Heaven Ancestor. A few Core Formation stage cultivators were nothing compared to him.

As for the benefits, becoming an Elder at the Demon Abyss Sect would make his actions much easier on Spin Peak Island, and finding spirit veins wouldn't be as difficult. Moreover... although he didn’t know what the smiling tiger had in mind, it couldn’t be good. Although he wasn’t afraid of a初级灵婴 cultivator, he didn’t want to engage in combat. Would having an Elder position at the Demon Abyss Sect deter him?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan was greatly intrigued. Regardless of whether his bid succeeded, there would be no harm done. Though he felt some remorse over the crystal stones, his wealth allowed him to afford it.

Having made up his mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and loudly proclaimed: "I’ll bid 300,000 crystal stones."

Though his voice was not loud, everyone in the room heard clearly. Many people couldn’t help but show surprise as they turned to look at him.

300,000 crystal stones was enough for an entire medium-sized sect’s annual expenses. While most of the cultivators present were wealthy, this amount still made them feel a bit uneasy.

Looking at this unremarkable young man, everyone silently pondered his appearance and strength. Lin Xuan might look ordinary, but no one dared to underestimate him; he was a late-stage Core Formation stage expert.

The authority token was desired by all, but the sudden emergence of someone who treated crystal stones like dung made many reconsider their bids. Some more mature individuals began to suspect that this young man had some powerful backing...

With these thoughts in mind, no one dared to continue bidding against him.

Behind the stone table, the burly man’s face was filled with joy. The value of selling the token far exceeded his expectations. However, according to market rules, he still asked: "Is anyone willing to bid more than 300,000 crystal stones?"

After two rounds of silence, he was about to make a decision when a lazy voice rang out: "Old Man, I’ll bid 310,000."

Everyone gasped. Not only were the crystal stones astronomical, but the speaker was none other than Round Heaven Ancestor.

The burly man auctioning off the token was momentarily stunned: "Senior is joking."

"How so? The rule is that the highest bidder wins; why can't I participate in this bidding?" Round Heaven Ancestor’s eyes widened as his smile froze.

"No... I didn’t mean it that way," the burly man struggled to explain.

"Exactly. Is there anyone willing to bid higher than me?"

Who would dare provoke this old monster? The cultivators’ gazes all turned to Lin Xuan, who showed no emotion on his face and seemed uninterested in continuing the bidding.

With everything settled, the authority token fell into Round Heaven Ancestor’s hands.

Though there were some unexpected twists, it was still a smooth process. However, many questions remained unanswered.

The position of Elder at the Demon Abyss Sect was indeed prestigious, but for Core Formation stage cultivators. The smiling tiger was an old monster in the Spirit婴 stage; if he wanted to join the Demon Abyss Sect, they would be overjoyed and grant him any position.

In other words, there was no need for such a large sum of crystal stones; it was unnecessary.

This matter seemed strange. As soon as the auction ended, everyone naturally didn’t want to linger and left one by one. The grand hall quickly emptied.

Lin Xuan followed the crowd out. His expression remained unchanged, and he didn't stay in the market any longer but transformed into a streak of light that vanished towards the horizon.
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"Master, someone is following us."

"Eh, I know."

Lin Xuan's expression was somewhat gloomy. It wasn't surprising that he felt depressed; after all, in the Yu Xuan Sect, he had gone through countless hardships to escape from three old monsters. Now, just as he had arrived at Spin Peak Island, why did this smiling tiger suddenly start pursuing him?

Although Lin Xuan was not afraid, he didn't want to continue running.

What he most hoped for now was to find a place with abundant qi and seclude himself for two or thirty years to see if there was any hope of successfully cultivating an infant spirit core.

But it seemed that his past life had done something terrible. Since entering the path of immortals, he always faced constant troubles.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile as he thought about whether to use some secret technique to escape from the other party. Suddenly, a flash of light appeared behind him, and the other party no longer hid their tracks but pursued him with incredible speed.

Seeing this situation, Lin Xuan couldn't help being startled. His face showed a thoughtful expression before he slowed down his遁光and stopped.

"Master, what are you doing? Aren't we supposed to run away?"

"Run away, why?" Lin Xuan's brows were filled with gloom, but his expression was very calm: "From the other party's demeanor, they clearly won't give up until their goal is achieved. Since that's the case, why should I continue running? Let's just wait here and see what this round-faced old patriarch intends."

"But... But the other party is an old monster of the Condensation Core stage," Mo'er said hesitantly.

"Then how?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, exuding a sense of authority with every glance.

Throughout history, few condensation core cultivators dared to make such bold statements. Counting on one's fingers, there were very few instances indeed.

Mo'er couldn't help but show a look of admiration: "Master, you can rest assured. I will definitely help you."

"Alright."

The young girl's interruption made his mood much calmer, and the gloomy expression disappeared as he wore an indifferent face.

Soon, the yellow light came to a stop in front of him. The light faded, revealing a large, burly figure with a smile on his face—none other than the famous smiling tiger, Round-faced Patriarch.

Lin Xuan ignored this, showing no signs of fear and staring directly at the other party.

Round-faced Patriarch swallowed hard. Seeing Lin Xuan's fearless expression, his lingering doubts vanished, and he smiled as he bowed: "Greetings, sir. May I ask your name?"

If another cultivator were present, they would doubt their eyes. In the cultivation world, where the weak are preyed upon by the strong, how could an old monster of the Condensation Core stage treat a condensation core cultivator with such respect?

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but began to wonder in his heart. The other party's demeanor didn't seem malicious.

Originally, he had planned to take a desperate risk, but now he was unsure about the other party's intentions. Although Lin Xuan felt slightly relieved, he still did not lower his guard.

When dealing with tigers, one must be cautious.

Though he thought this way, Lin Xuan forced a smile: "Patriarch, you are too polite. I am merely a junior disciple named Li Yaotian. May I ask what brings you here?"

"There's nothing much. I just want to exchange something," Round-faced Patriarch said with a smile.

Lin Xuan's face truly showed a hint of surprise, without any pretense. He had never met the other party before; how did he know about his treasures?

"Patriarch, you jest. My power is low and I have nothing valuable," Lin Xuan said calmly, though he was wary inside.

"True cultivators should not lie. Why do you belittle yourself? I know that your storage bag contains a ten-thousand-year-old divine tree," Round-faced Patriarch said, stroking his bald head nonchalantly.

"A ten-thousand-year-old divine tree? Is it referring to the already sentient peach tree?" Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he realized what the other party was talking about.

"Patriarch, there is no need for you to deceive me. Since I followed you here, I must have obtained accurate information," Round-faced Patriarch said with a laugh.

With this statement, Lin Xuan knew that denying it would be meaningless. He forced a bitter smile: "Patriarch, your hearing is indeed sharp. Indeed, I do have a sentient peach tree, but how did you know?"

Sentient peach tree?

Round-faced Patriarch's face lit up with joy as he spoke more kindly: "Do not be alarmed, old man has the资质of wood spirit root. Since forming an infant spirit core, I wanted to re-cultivate a命法宝, but divine trees are hard to come by..."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly, though the other party kept circling around without getting to the point he was concerned about.

"About knowing that you have treasures, I will show you something. Then you will understand," Round-faced Patriarch said as he stretched out his hand and tapped a pocket on his waist. A flash of light appeared, and a small creature flew out.

Lin Xuan squinted. The creature was less than a foot long, delicate and tiny, resembling a rabbit from the mortal world. Its eyes were not red like jade but emerald green.

"This is Wood缘?"

"Patriarch, you have good eyesight; you actually recognize it," Round-faced Patriarch's face showed surprise as he looked at Lin Xuan more seriously.

"Old man flatters me. I only saw this in an ancient text."

Lin Xuan's expression had relaxed significantly. He finally understood why the other party knew about his ten-thousand-year-old divine tree.

This rabbit-like beast was of low rank and almost useless for combat, but it was highly sensitive to wood attributes. It must have smelled the divine tree aura on him, which is why the old monster had been following him.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan now had a plan. Although the ten-thousand-year-old divine tree was extremely valuable, it was unnecessary for him. His cultivation method wasn't of the wood attribute, and the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring was already successfully cultivated. The ten-thousand-year-old divine tree had no further use. He originally planned to sell it in the market for crystal stones, so losing some money wouldn't be a big deal.

However, Lin Xuan's nature didn't like taking losses. Moreover, this old monster had always been polite to him, and though he was unsure of his reasons, he guessed that there must be something the old monster was wary of.

Since that was the case, why should he not bargain? Of course, Lin Xuan didn't expect to gain anything from an old monster of the Condensation Core stage but at least, he wouldn't let himself get too much worse off.
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"Senior, you speak plainly. Of course, I am willing to part with it. But I wonder what treasure the senior would be willing to exchange for this?"

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, Old Round Face's face lit up with joy: "Hehe, your Dao is clear and reasonable. Don't worry, how could this old master take advantage of you?"

At that moment, he stretched out his hand, and a blue token slid out from his sleeve.

Lin Xuan's gaze sharpened as he showed some surprise. "Senior, what are you doing..."

"During the auction, I noticed your interest in the Order Token of the Demonic Obscure Gate, so I bought it for you to exchange with this immortal wood. What do you think?"

...

Lin Xuan was speechless. The old monster's strange actions at the auction were all for this.

To be honest, a ten-thousand-year-old immortal wood was indeed invaluable. But this order token was worth thirty thousand crystal stones, and it could roughly balance out the value of the immortal wood.

Seeing Lin Xuan pondering, Old Round Face didn't urge him on, his face showing no signs of impatience as he stood there with a smile.

If anyone else were here, Lin Xuan wouldn't have easily agreed. He would have tried to extort something first before agreeing.

But the people in the alliance knew how to weigh their options and act accordingly. Before them was an old monster at the婴期 stage, so why would he be foolish enough to offend such a powerful opponent?

"Did you divined for that boy just now?" asked the Crane Man.

"Yes, I was merely curious about it. A condensation period cultivator possessing immortal wood of ten thousand years is unusual, so I cast a divination spell. Guess what did I see?"

"Just say it," the Crane Man said impatiently.

"In his body, I saw the aura of a spirit dragon."

"What, spirit dragon aura?" The Crane Man's body trembled as he showed shock and envy on his face.

"Now do you understand why this old man values him so much?" Old Round Face said calmly.

"Indeed. According to ancient legends, those with the aura of a spirit dragon are invaluable. Such people have a high chance of breaking through the婴期 stage and even passing the Lesser Heavenly Tribulation."

"You thought about it too. This island's clouds stretch endlessly, and there is an uncharted island where someone at the合期 stage lives in seclusion. They can't pass the heavenly tribulations yet, so they remain here. This boy has such deep good fortune that he surpasses even those seniors. Would I do something foolish like opposing him?" Old Round Face smiled.

"It's true, but divination is inherently unpredictable. How can you be certain of your accuracy?" The Crane Man suddenly spoke after a long silence.

"Hehe, this old man didn't say I would be accurate. But if I'm wrong, what loss have I suffered? This transaction has brought me no losses. Better to believe in the possibility than not."

The Crane Man stroked his beard and agreed with him. Despite their haughty demeanor, these old monsters were still cunning like foxes. After all, they had lived for hundreds of years.

Moreover, both old monsters knew that Lin Xuan was not afraid when facing an婴期 cultivator, which made them curious about his composure and bearing.

If a condensation period cultivator hadn't been trembling in fear, it would have been impressive enough.

Lin Xuan didn't know that Old Round Face had already divined. That confidence came from somewhere, making him even more intrigued.

In short, although this boy was only at the condensation stage, he couldn't be provoked.

...

While these two old monsters were talking, Lin Xuan had already flown a hundred miles away. Today's events surprised him like a dream. Why was that smiling tiger so kind to him?

After pondering for a long time without any answers, Lin Xuan decided not to waste more time and slowed his遁光 down at some desolate hills.

Regardless of the other party's intentions, he was now out of their range, so he no longer needed to worry.

He flipped his left hand and took out the blue token. After carefully checking it, he immersed his divine sense into it only to have it bounce back...

Lin Xuan paused, then smiled as if remembering something.

With a flick of his finger, several sword qi shots emerged, carving a simple array on the ground. He took out some crystal materials from his storage bag and set up the array.

After casting a spell, the array began to operate, enveloping him in white light. Then Lin Xuan casually drew blood with his little finger and dropped it into the token, completing the ownership process.

Lin Xuan didn't know that at this moment, several thousand miles away on Mount Misty Green, there was an old monster at the元婴中期 stage named Gray Crane Man. He sat in meditation in a spacious cave where the air was most abundant with divine energy.

Although he appeared to be about thirty years old, his eyes showed his true age due to the crow's feet around them.

"Senior's good intentions are hard to refuse," said Lin Xuan with a smile as if not taking it seriously. He took out an epaulette-sized jade box from his storage bag and threw it to Old Round Face. The old monster, also a refined character, passed him the order token in return.

Both men checked everything was correct before smiling contentedly, achieving mutual satisfaction.

"Senior, if you have no further business, I will take my leave."

"Hehe, go on your way. This old man won't see you off."

Lin Xuan bowed and turned into a green light that vanished into the distance. As he watched his back recede, Old Round Face's smile faded as he suddenly turned to shout: "Who is hiding there? Show yourself!"

This person was known as the smiling tiger, but when angry, his face became fierce, making one feel uneasy.

"Hehe, why should this old brother get angry? I just happened to be here. Do you want to fight me over this?"

A long laugh echoed from the sky, divine light flickering. A tall and thin old man appeared nearby. Wearing a Daoist robe, he exuded an air of immortality, and his spiritual energy fluctuations indicated that he was also an old monster at the元婴 stage.

"Gray Crane Man," Old Round Face's anger subsided as he bowed in greeting, but there was a glint of sharpness in his eyes.

Gray Crane Man was also a wandering cultivator. He acted both righteously and wickedly, yet he enjoyed great fame here due to his status as an old monster at the元婴 stage. He had quite a good relationship with Old Round Face, the smiling tiger.

"I just passed through this area for something and wasn't stealing from you or anyone else. A mere condensation period cultivator can be taken by force if he has immortal wood," Gray Crane Man said as he returned the greeting, his tone filled with curiosity. He had known Old Round Face for over a hundred years, but despite his amiable demeanor, his heart was just as ruthless as any major demon sect leader.

In the cultivation world, killing and stealing were common occurrences, so it wasn't strange that an old monster at the元婴 stage treated a condensation period cultivator kindly.

Could this boy have some unknown background?

But Li Yaotian's name sounded unfamiliar, and there was no mention of such a young master in any major sects within the clouds of the Seven Star Island?
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The robed scholar seemed to sense something as well. He slowly opened his eyes, a hint of sinister amusement playing on the corners of his mouth.

He clapped his hands, and shortly after, a tall figure entered the cave dwelling.

It was an elderly man with a prominent hawk nose, but small eyes that made him look rather ferocious.

"Salutations, Sect Leader."

"Brother Wang, no need for such formalities. Look at these twelve spirit beasts; one has already found its host. It seems our plan is feasible."

"Yes, luring them with the position of a sect elder should be enough to attract those Core Formation Stage cultivators. Moreover, during the auction process, we can earn a large amount of crystal stones. Your two-birds-in-one-stone strategy is truly ingenious," the elderly man said, his face filled with admiration.

The scholar's cultivation was no small matter; he too was an old monster at One Core Formation Stage.

"Brother, you flatter me. I did this out of necessity; it wouldn't be right to sacrifice our disciples for this. However, when news came that Huan Yuan bought the token, I was quite worried. Although these spirit beasts are powerful, they can even capture souls from Core Formation cultivators. It almost ruined everything. But why would a Core Formation cultivator end up with one?"

"This is indeed strange. Huan Yuan likely gave the token to his nephew or grandson. However, Brother, this might leave us with some hidden dangers. We only need all twelve tokens to recognize their masters before these spirit beasts can take effect. Will Huan Yuan come looking for us? I've heard he's very protective of his own."

"Brother, you worry too much. Although Huan Yuan has reached One Core Formation Stage, he is still a lone wolf. Would he dare offend our sect? Besides, we have prepared this matter for decades. Using these spirit beasts to capture the souls of twelve Core Formation cultivators is just one part of the plan. We need at least seven or eight more years to execute it. There's nothing to be concerned about," said the middle-aged scholar with a confident smile.

"Brother Wang is right." The elderly man nodded and said, "Then I will auction off the remaining eleven tokens."

Lin Xuan naturally didn't know that his token was a hot potato; he just needed more time. At this moment, he had successfully claimed the token and sunk his divine sense into it.

After a short while, Lin Xuan stood up, having sorted through the information in his mind. A smile appeared on his lips as if he were already confident. He transformed into a streak of light flying northeast.

Yantian City was located in the eastern part of Xuanpeng Island and was a large city with convenient transportation and prosperity. It had over 300,000 ordinary people living there.

To the west of this city lay a vast mountain range filled with strange beasts and birds. Initially, many hunters came out of admiration for its reputation. However, those who entered never returned; only a few lucky ones emerged with grim faces, warning that the fierce beasts inside were unlike any others—capable of breathing clouds, walking on water, and manipulating fire. These could not be handled by ordinary people. Over time, no one dared to venture there again.

Fortunately, as long as they didn't enter the deep mountains, the strange creatures wouldn't come out. Years passed without incident.

However, this place was often visited by divine figures who flew through the air and even displayed great powers that could change the heavens. Thus, the tales of local immortals spread far and wide.

In truth, there were no true immortals in this world; those mysterious legends were merely occasional visits by cultivators from other realms.

Due to its vast spiritual veins, this mountain was occupied by a family named Ma, who had expanded their influence.

Speaking of the Ma family, they were just at the bottom of the cultivation hierarchy, with only about a hundred cultivators in total. Originally, the Yellow芪Mountain's veins were quite extraordinary and even had some small crystal resources. Many stronger sects coveted these resources but never bothered to take them.

However, over the years, many ill-intentioned people tried to seize it, yet none dared to forcibly take it. The reason was partly due to the Ma family's patriarch.

He was a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator with mediocre spiritual root potential. However, he had a beautiful daughter, and the sect leader was an outstanding warlord who could not resist his son's lust for beauty. Thus, the old man presented his daughter to the young master of the sect, making her one of his most favored concubines.

With this connection, other families and sects, though envious, could only swallow their saliva, as they relied on the sect leader's favor.

However, relying solely on a woman for family prosperity was not a long-term solution. Recently, Ma had been frowning.

"Yan Ming, the张家also presented a beautiful maiden to the young master, and she can compete with your sister?" In the main hall of the Ma family, two cultivators sat and stood; the seated one was about fifty years old, short and plump, looking like an affluent man. This was the patriarch of the Ma family.

"Yes, Father. Although Sister hasn't lost favor, she is only able to share the spotlight with that张家beauty. The young master has made it clear that he will not interfere in our family's disputes," said the younger man, who looked more handsome and wore a yellow robe, also frowning.

"How can we handle this? Without the young master's support, we cannot stand against the张家."

"Father, what if..." Ma Tianming hesitated before finally speaking softly: "Since we are no match for the张家, let us just accept them. The spiritual veins here are vast enough to accommodate both our families."

"That is too easy; one mountain does not allow two tigers. The张家's power far surpasses ours. Do you think he will tolerate our existence?" Ma old man shook his head, his son thinking too easily.

"Then..."

The father and son fell silent, at a loss. Just as they were struggling, a transmission scroll flew into the room. Ma old man looked at it, his expression instantly turning extremely strange.
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Chapter 611: The Elder's Authority

"Father, what happened?" "A Magic Obscure Sect elder has arrived here."

"What?" Ma Tianming leaped up, his face filled with shock. The Magic Obscure Sect was their sect leader; its strength was formidable to say the least. Compared to other sects, it was also known for its strict hierarchy.

Apart from the Sect Leader and two Senior Elders who were Core Formation Stage cultivators, there were hundreds of experts at the Condensation Core stage.

Among these hundreds, only nine held the position of Elder, mostly serving as guards or clerks.

It was said that to become an Elder required not only a late-stage Condensation Core realm but also significant contributions to the sect. Rarity made something valuable, and so did positions. In such a vast Magic Obscure Sect, there were only nine Elders, making their power unimaginable.

Why would this respected Elder visit? Although Old Master Ma was cunning, he was still baffled. However, despite his doubts, he wouldn't miss this opportunity.

His daughter had been in the same sect as the Young Master of the Zhang Family and his concubine; these ties were now useless. But if he could curry favor with an Elder who had suddenly arrived, it felt like grasping a lifeline. His eyes turned bloodshot, and he slapped his thigh before standing up: "Tianming, go to the treasure vault and see how many spirit herbs and crystal stones are left. Also, bring your little sister. She may not be as captivating as your eldest daughter, but she is still a rare beauty."

"Father, what are you doing?"

"A fool must learn from his mistakes. We need to find another ally. If we don't flatter this Elder and get him to support us, do you really think he'll let us wander outside?" Old Master Ma's eyes flashed with a hint of fervor as he chuckled: "As cultivators, though we seek immortality, we are not true immortals. As mere mortals, we have our desires. Whether it’s for beauty or wealth, I will find a way to win his favor and curry his favor."

Small people had their own ways to survive. In the cultivation world, might made right, but some preferred unconventional methods.

The so-called Elder was none other than Lin Xuan.

After sorting through the order talisman, Lin Xuan chose this island as his place of cultivation. The island's spirit veins were decent, and it was also quite convenient for travel. As a part of the Magic Obscure Sect’s outer forces, he just needed to show the Elder Order Talisman; where would he have trouble finding an appropriate spot to establish his abode?

It was time to close himself off in meditation. He had much to cultivate, and he should prepare to condense his core.

Lin Xuan flew into Huangshan. Not long after, he encountered two of the Ma Family's mountain patrol disciples. Initially, Lin Xuan wanted them to lead him around, so he boldly displayed the order talisman. However, their reaction surprised him; they immediately bowed and prostrated themselves like madmen. Even high-ranking members of the Magic Obscure Sect didn't show such reverence.

Although Lin Xuan was new to this island, having seen many introductions in the talismans, he still hadn't expected the sect's hierarchy to be so strict.

The two disciples led him respectfully to a pavilion halfway up the mountain. They paused for a brief rest.

Less than fifteen minutes later, light flashes revealed that dozens of cultivators had arrived together.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised and narrowed his eyes, releasing his divine sense. He saw everything clearly. Leading the way was a short, plump figure with a worried expression; his cultivation level was only at the Foundation Establishment late stage, but he was the highest in terms of power among them.

This must be the head of the Ma Family.

Despite their numbers, their cultivation levels were too low for Lin Xuan to take seriously. He sat upright and composed himself.

Soon, these people landed before the pavilion.

Old Master Ma sized up Lin Xuan and his face changed dramatically as he respectfully bowed: "Senior, your arrival on our mountain is a great honor. Please forgive my lack of proper welcome."

Lin Xuan nodded and waved dismissively. In the cultivation world, survival was a matter of strength; for a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator like him, formalities were unnecessary.

Old Master Ma showed no dissatisfaction, his demeanor still respectful. He spoke cautiously: "I heard that you are an Elder from the Magic Obscure Sect. Could it be true?"

"Here," before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan understood what was in his mind and flicked out a blue order talisman.

Old Master Ma quickly took it and released his divine sense to examine it.

His expression relaxed as a hint of joy appeared in his eyes.

Though he had received the transmission from his subordinates, he still felt anxious. His family's fate now rested on this suddenly arrived Elder; if he turned out to be a fraud, all their hopes would be dashed.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s late-stage Condensation Core cultivation, Old Master Ma first breathed a sigh of relief. After carefully examining the order talisman again, his joy was evident.

Though small and unremarkable in appearance, this blue order talisman was made using the sect's secret techniques, with an imprint left by the Sect Leader. No one could forge it.

Although this Elder seemed too young, he was undoubtedly genuine.

There was a path to salvation; now, how to curry favor with him?

Old Master Ma’s thoughts raced as he respectfully returned the order talisman: "Truly, you are an Elder. My apologies for my rudeness. If you do not mind, please visit our humble abode so that I can show my gratitude."

Lin Xuan did not hesitate and agreed.

Thus, led by members of the Ma Family, they were taken to the main hall where he was seated. Servants brought incense, and other irrelevant people left. Only Old Master Ma and a man and woman remained.

"Who are these two?"

"Tianming, Yuen'er, quickly pay your respects to the Elder."

The young couple hurriedly bowed down. Old Master Ma smiled as he explained: "These are my son and daughter."

Lin Xuan nodded. These two seemed to have just completed their Foundation Establishment stage. He barely glanced at Ma Tianming but found the black-clothed woman intriguing.

Her appearance was outstanding, and her physique was impressive. The tight black attire highlighted her allure, and it was clear she had practiced seductive arts. During the bowing, she deliberately flirted with him, though he remained unaffected. His mind began to ponder her intentions.

After a while of drinking incense, Old Master Ma finally couldn't hold back: "Senior, if you have come here for any important matters, please let me know. If it involves my family, I will do anything."

"Old Master, there's no need for such courtesy. I am merely traveling and passing through this area to take a look," Lin Xuan was a shrewd person; he could tell from the other’s demeanor that they had something in mind. Since that was the case, he would first examine what benefits were on offer before revealing his intentions.
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"So that's how it is," Master Elder Ma nodded. This was indeed similar to his guess; the other party was a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator and also held the position of an elder, so why would he come to such a remote place unless he had some pressing matter?

Though his cultivation level wasn't high, as the head of the family, Master Elder Ma was shrewd in his scheming. His mind raced, already formulating what to say: "It's truly a fortunate meeting. If you don’t mind, I can stay here for a while. Although Huangqi Mountain is somewhat remote, it has beautiful scenery and its spiritual veins are quite impressive."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan nodded, not saying anything.

"Haha, if you’re willing to stay for a short time, my family will certainly do our utmost to serve you. We have plenty of spirit herbs and crystal stones that can satisfy your needs."

Now that Lin Xuan was their lifeline, Master Elder Ma naturally had to hold on tightly to the hope of keeping his family alive.

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan felt pleased inside. The other party had offered him a series of benefits before he even spoke. Wasn’t the position of an elder in the Demon Abyss Sect really that useful?

Lin Xuan shook his head inwardly. As the saying went, when someone is overly kind, it’s usually for a reason. In the cultivation world, if someone sought your help, you naturally had to extract as many benefits from them as possible.

Seeing Lin Xuan still wasn’t satisfied, Master Elder Ma gritted his teeth and said, "Senior, what do you think of my daughter? She is quite beautiful."

"Hmm?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He didn’t understand the other party’s intentions.

"If Senior doesn’t mind, I would be willing to offer her to you as a wife. As long as there’s no double cultivation, and she can take care of your daily needs like cooking and serving meals," Master Elder Ma added.

The black-robed woman blanched at these words before a flush rose to her face. She was already beautiful, but with this addition, she became even more alluring.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan wasn’t a lustful man. He had good control over his desires in that regard. While double cultivation sounded tempting, it was risky before the formation of an essence core. Even if the woman was very beautiful, compared to Qin Yan, Ouyang, and the Phoenix Immortal, she still fell short.

Thus, Lin Xuan politely declined: "Thank you for your kindness, but I don’t have a preference for women. How many crystal stones can you provide me with each year?"

"Ah… To be honest, my family is small in number, but there’s a small crystal mine here. While I can’t say how much more we have, two thousand crystal stones per year should be manageable," Master Elder Ma said, looking somewhat pained.

Lin Xuan nodded. He understood that he shouldn’t ask for too much. Originally, he had been thinking about establishing his cave in this place, but now the other party was not only offering him the best spot, but also promising many benefits.

As for the request to use it as a mountain stronghold, it wasn’t significant for Lin Xuan.

"Alright, considering your sincerity, I agree."

"Thank you, Master Elder."

Master Elder Ma was overjoyed. His son and daughter quickly bowed in gratitude; their long-standing worries had been easily resolved. Master Elder Ma hurriedly arranged a feast to entertain Lin Xuan, as even cultivators could occasionally enjoy the simple pleasures of food.

The next morning, Lin Xuan left Huangqi Mountain with Master Elder Ma’s personal escort to visit the Zhang family.

There was nothing much to narrate after that; the Zhang family was also an outer force under the Demon Abyss Sect. How dare they offend a high-ranking elder! Moreover, Lin Xuan had inadvertently shown off his extraordinary abilities, far surpassing those of his peers. Even if the other party was displeased inside, they had to show outward submission.

"Haha, Senior is indeed a master, keeping your skills hidden," Master Elder Ma praised him on their way back, his demeanor growing even more respectful.

No wonder this young man could become such a high-ranking elder; his cultivation and abilities were likely at the peak of late-stage Condensation Core cultivators.

"Master doesn’t need to be so polite. I’m just repaying your kindness with my services," Lin Xuan said. "But what about that spiritual vein area?"

"Haha, Master Elder, there’s no rush. How could I dare lie? Do you want to go now?" Master Elder Ma looked surprised.

Lin Xuan nodded without saying anything more. His expression was clear enough.

"Alright." Master Elder Ma thought to himself but didn’t ask any further questions as they turned towards the southeast. Lin Xuan followed silently behind.

After half an hour, they arrived at a valley. Master Elder Ma’s concealment light slowly descended, while Lin Xuan released his divine sense to scan the area.

To be honest, he was somewhat surprised. The spiritual energy here wasn’t weak, but it didn’t seem much different from nearby areas. Could this person have been exaggerating or lying?

But something about him seemed certain and confident. Lin Xuan shook his head, deciding not to delve deeper; they would see what happened once they went down.

Thus, he retracted his light and slowly descended as well.

At first, there was nothing unusual, but when they were only a few dozen feet from the ground, a transparent barrier suddenly appeared in front of them.

Lin Xuan was startled. Could this place have some kind of array set up? Was the other party trying to ambush him?

The thought flashed through his mind before he quickly dismissed it. The barrier wasn’t strange; he easily passed through it.

"Ah, what is this?"

Lin Xuan widened his eyes and showed a hint of surprise as the spiritual energy became much denser after passing through the barrier, several times more than outside. Even compared to top-tier spiritual veins, there was no difference.

Master Elder Ma stood below, smiling.

After landing beside him, Lin Xuan carefully examined the surroundings before speaking thoughtfully: "Master, the nearby spiritual energy isn’t naturally so dense; it must have been gathered by some ancient cultivator."

"Haha, Senior has good eyesight. Indeed, this place was set with an ancient restriction," Master Elder Ma said.

Lin Xuan didn’t reveal his thoughts as he continued to scan with his divine sense. The valley covered about ten acres and was enclosed in a semi-circular transparent light, making the spiritual energy inside much denser than outside.

This situation wasn’t unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; it resembled the forbidden array on Spirit Herb Mountain.

Both were the work of ancient cultivators, but one collected geothermal energy while the other gathered spiritual energy. The principles should be similar, though this one was smaller in scale.

"Is Senior satisfied with this place?"

"It’s fine." Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back and searched for a suitable location to establish his cave.

Master Elder Ma was good at reading people; seeing Lin Xuan’s expression, he knew that the other party wanted him to leave. So, he politely excused himself first: "Young Master, you’ve truly gained from this."

"Can’t say it’s all gain. We each have our needs," Lin Xuan said as he waved his sleeves and a series of green sword qi flew out, quickly carving out a small cave.

At the base of the cliff, though not spacious, the cave had everything needed for practice: a training room, living quarters, and even a spirit beast house. After that, Lin Xuan took out an array flag and set it up outside with care. Although this place was remote and well-protected by Master Elder Ma’s family, being cautious couldn’t hurt.

After setting everything in order, Lin Xuan and Yue'er began their separate cultivation. He first placed the magic bees from Yuxuan Sect in the spirit beast house.

These venomous insects were powerful, and as larvae, they could be easily trained to mature into a formidable weapon once fully grown. However, he needed to first claim them before using them; for Lin Xuan, this was no challenge. He quickly set up a small array and completed the claiming ritual with his blood.

Then came the meticulous cultivation process, which would take time. Lin Xuan didn’t have the time now, so he left it to grow while he returned to the training room.

Now that he had reached late-stage Condensation Core, his immediate goal was to reach the peak of this stage and then find a way to form an essence core.

Though simple in theory, the actual process was incredibly difficult. However, Lin Xuan’s path had always been bumpy, so he wasn’t afraid of any challenges.

Before that, there was one more thing he needed to do. He took out an array flag from his storage pouch and released it.
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The bottle cap was opened, and the fragrance wafted out. Three snow-white pills were revealed.

This item was obtained by Lin Xuan from the Jade Profound Sect. Together with the talisman treasures, its value was beyond measure. Unfortunately, he didn't recognize it.

This wasn't unusual either. Although he came from Spirit Herb Mountain, there were countless ancient elixirs in existence, many of which had been lost over time. How could he possibly know them all?

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and enveloped the snow-white immortal pills with it. He then placed one on his tongue to taste; it was sour and sweet, but still couldn't determine its effects.

Given this, Lin Xuan was hesitant to swallow it. Elixirs shouldn't be consumed recklessly, as they could cause harm.

What should he do? He didn't have any reference materials at hand.

Then a flash of inspiration struck him. He slapped his thigh and realized that the treasure chest contained an elixir scroll.

Lin Xuan quickly took out the scroll and delved into it with his spirit sense.

After about a quarter-hour, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy.

"Immortal Elixir!"

Although he had anticipated this item to be of great importance, he never expected its value to be so high. It could actually increase one's lifespan! This was almost beyond belief. After all, cultivators sought the path of immortality precisely for that reason, and this elixir promised a hundred years more.

Lin Xuan narrated his experience to Yue'er, who listened with wide eyes.

"Master, what happened just now?"

Yue'er was startled by an inexplicable heart palpitation. She felt as if she couldn't breathe properly. This sudden feeling left her somewhat disoriented, but being no fool, she quickly realized the significance of Lin Xuan's situation.

Cultivation was fraught with danger; could Master have gone mad?

With a growing sense of urgency, Yue'er rushed over to check on him.

Upon entering, she saw Lin Xuan pale and lying lifelessly on the floor. Her heart pounded as she wondered if he had truly lost his mind.

"Master, what happened?" Yue'er was worried but also curious about this strange elixir.

Lin Xuan's voice was weak: "Yue'er, don't move. I'm just tired."

As the master of the situation, Lin Xuan remained calm. He had checked himself and found no injuries, only that his energy had been completely drained by the belt.

This belt truly seemed sinister.

Hearing this, Yue'er gained some confidence. She took out an elixir from her storage and fed it to him.

The elixir entered his body, and a warm sensation rose in his dantian. Lin Xuan struggled to sit up and formed hand seals as he meditated to restore his strength. Time passed, and finally, his complexion turned rosy.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed with relief as he slowly stood up. Although he still felt weak, it was a far cry from before.

After a quick internal examination, there were no issues left.

Lin Xuan stared at the belt on the ground in silence. Yue'er couldn't hold back any longer.

"What happened just now, Master?"

Yue'er was more surprised than worried. If Master hadn't gone mad, what had happened?

Lin Xuan didn't hide anything from her and recounted everything.

Yue'er was awed by his story. They might not have seen many treasures, but this one was too strange.

What hidden secrets lay within it?

Although Yue'er wanted to explore further, she hesitated after witnessing the tragic scene of Lin Xuan's ordeal.

Lin Xuan took out the elixir scroll again and wondered if there were any descriptions about the belt inside.

He delved into his spirit sense. This time, he spent a considerable amount of time—half an hour—before finally looking up with a smile on his face.

"Master, could this not be a trap set by ancient cultivators?" Yue'er asked curiously.

"Haha, a trap? In terms of value, it's even more precious than the Immortal Elixir," Lin Xuan chuckled, as if he had found a fortune.

"The Immortal Elixir?"

Yue'er blinked, clearly confused. Lin Xuan explained his experience with the elixir.

"Congratulations, Master. Congratulations." Yue'er was delighted. She knew how much a hundred years meant to cultivators.

"It's just for you," Lin Xuan smiled. There were three immortal elixirs in total, and they couldn't be taken together. Once Yue'er formed her元婴, she could use it to rejuvenate her body and extend her lifespan further.

For Lin Xuan, achieving the元婴 stage was still within reach. Even if he failed a few times, success was inevitable. With Yue'er's talent, though not as much support as his own, she should be close too.

What truly worried him was the path after forming the元婴. That was where the true divide lay. Lin Xuan had read ancient texts and knew that in the Primordial Era, only ten percent of cultivators managed to advance beyond the initial stage.

Even those who were lucky enough to reach later stages often encountered bottlenecks. Even if they reached their peak, it was difficult to transcend the Separation Realm.

Although these thoughts seemed distant now, Lin Xuan understood that foresight was essential. With this Immortal Elixir, his and Yue'er's lifespans had increased by a hundred years, making ascension more hopeful.

However, he felt slightly off-topic. After discussing the Immortal Elixirs, Yue'er inquired about the belt's mysteries.

Lin Xuan smiled and extended his hand, summoning the belt to his palm with a gesture.

"Master, what are you doing?" Yue'er was startled. Hadn't Master just suffered? Why would he want to repeat that?

"Don't worry; I have my reasons," Lin Xuan stroked the ancient treasure in his hands. A warm glow flashed in his eyes: "In the elixir scroll, I found out about this storage belt."

"Storage belt?"

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded and began explaining.

"Ayaya, have you heard of the Gathering Essence Elixir?"

"Of course," Yue'er replied, puzzled by Master's sudden mention. "It is said to be a treasure from the Spirit Realm, capable of instantly restoring one's energy with no side effects."

Such an elixir was irresistible for cultivators, especially in combat against peers. With just one, they could stand invincible.

However, this treasure only appeared occasionally during ancient times when Spirit Realm cultivators brought it here by chance. It was a fleeting phenomenon.

This shouldn't have existed in their world, even in the Spirit Realm, where it was highly prized.

Some clever individuals had attempted to replicate it but found it too difficult. While orthodox sects failed,魔道 practitioners made some progress.

After all, magic users were known for taking shortcuts and deviating from conventional methods. Eventually, they managed to create a replica of the Gathering Essence Elixir.

Lin Xuan wasn't unfamiliar with this; he had even dabbled in it. For instance, the Demon Soul Pill could restore energy, though not as effectively. It was useful in critical moments but came with potential risks.

"Master, are you going too far? How is an elixir related to a belt?"
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"Little girl, why are you so anxious? Let me tell you slowly!"

Lin Xuan rolled his eyes. It was indeed a surprise to him how long the story had been. In the primeval era a million years ago, the Jade Profound Sect really thrived; there were even Ancestral Masters at the Separation and Union stage within.

Although this Ancestral Master did not transcend the heavenly tribulation, he coincidentally met Spirit Realm cultivators who broke through the void and exchanged many treasures for an Essence Gathering Pill. He then handed it over to a nephew skilled in alchemy, hoping they could produce some results.

Of course, there were none, and the Ancestral Master at Separation and Union stage was frustrated and angry. However, he wasn't unreasonable; knowing his disciples had tried their best, he couldn't defy heavenly principles but still felt unsatisfied.

This person was quite resourceful and spent many days in seclusion, thinking of a solution. Since alchemy couldn't replicate such divine treasures, could the art of refining artifacts help? Perhaps some magical item could quickly replenish a cultivator's lost mana.

The idea seemed bold, yet it might be feasible. Lin Xuan acted on his thoughts, spending nearly a century and gathering the wisdom of several master refiners to create an ancient treasure: the Storage Belt.

Moon's expression was still curious as she scanned the artifact repeatedly, trying to discern its secrets.

"Master, this item truly has the same effects as legendary divine pills. What is the principle behind it?"

"I don't know," Lin Xuan shrugged his shoulders.

"What? You also have no idea? Then what should we do?"

"It doesn't matter; the principles are undoubtedly complex. I only have a superficial understanding of refiner's arts, but as long as I can use it, that's enough." Lin Xuan smiled.

"That makes sense," Moon nodded, then her eyes flashed with doubt: "But Master, why was your mana drained completely just now?"

Lin Xuan explained, "This isn't strange. Since the belt is called a Storage Belt, its purpose is to store spirit energy. When my mana runs out, it triggers the restrictions inside and replenishes my body."

Moon nodded; Lin Xuan's explanation was straightforward: this artifact functioned like a container for storing mana, which could be refilled when needed.

"Unfortunately, there are limitations."

"Limitations?" Moon blinked, waiting for Lin Xuan to continue.

"Yes. According to the Ancestral Master, it can only be used several dozen times before the internal array and the item's essence collapse."

"Ah, I see," Moon understood the situation but couldn't help feeling a bit disappointed.

Lin Xuan still wore a smile. As they say, contentment is bliss; this artifact had the same effects as an Essence Gathering Pill. If it could be used repeatedly without limit, it would likely cause a mad rush among cultivators in both the mortal and Spirit Realms... clearly against heavenly principles.

Even with limited uses, it was still extremely valuable. In critical moments, it could save one's life. Lin Xuan carefully stored it in his storage bracelet.

This trip to the Jade Profound Sect had been bumpy; he offended three old monsters at the Core Formation stage. However, the收获 were significant: besides Longevity Pills and the Storage Belt, there were two high-ranking Ancestral Master-made talismans. One was already used several times with diminishing power, while the other from the Treasure Pavilion was still new.

With his treasures studied to some extent, it was time for training. However, Lin Xuan had lost a lot of mana today and wasn't in a rush. He simply meditated until sunset when his dantian gradually refilled with spirit energy. After returning to the living room, he slept through the night before starting his training regimen early the next morning.

He sat cross-legged, calm and focused, forming various hand seals. Suddenly, Lin Xuan clapped his hands together, exerting a bit of force, and an egg-sized flame rose up.

Bizarre Green Illusion Fire!

However, it seemed different from usual, with a hint of eerie purple-red amidst the green.

This wasn't strange; in the Ice Volcano, Lin Xuan had encountered Fiery Spirits. After a fierce battle, though not as chaotic as imagined, he used various treasures and finally unleashed Bizarre Green Illusion Fire to win. The Fiery Spirit hadn't been completely destroyed but trapped by the Bizarre Green Illusion Fire. Now with free time, Lin Xuan intended to deal with it.

This monster was naturally a fire spirit body; if he could refine it, his demonic flames' power would surely increase.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's eyes became intense. He inhaled deeply and formed a hand seal with his left hand, extending his index finger towards the flame in his right palm.

The egg-sized flame leaped up, spinning wildly mid-air while Lin Xuan stared intently. Soon, it grew to the size of a basin, with a faint purple light at its core.

Though both were demonic flames, they were clearly distinct.

This purple light was naturally the Fiery Spirit monster. Though trapped for a long time, it retained its spirit and sensed danger, unwilling to submit; it began a desperate struggle.

Lin Xuan watched but remained unmoved, extending his fingers, shooting out sword energy attacks on the purple Fiery Spirit.

Meanwhile, he silently chanted incantations as Bizarre Green Illusion Fire compressed towards the center.

Time passed slowly. Lin Xuan's forehead gradually beaded with sweat; this Fiery Spirit was more difficult to handle than expected. He furrowed his brows and opened his mouth, spewing out a thumb-thick flame. This wasn't demonic flames but his innate Heartfire.

With this fresh mana, Bizarre Green Illusion Fire grew stronger. Lin Xuan prepared to activate the hand seal when suddenly, a burst of light illuminated the scene, followed by a series of cracking sounds.

The purple shadow broke free from the green demonic flames and transformed into a miniature tiger about a foot long. Despite its small size, it was ferocious with a sharp horn on its forehead and smooth purple fur.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery as he formed hand seals, merging Bizarre Green Illusion Fire with his Heartfire to create a dragon.
第四卷 七星岛 第六百一十五章 凝丹期大圆满

The蛟龙 was only about a foot long, and as soon as its form stabilized, it immediately wriggled its body to attack the purple tiger. The fire spirit naturally wouldn't back down either. With spiritual light flickering, a fierce battle between dragon and tiger unfolded.

Lin Xuan sat nearby, his hands constantly waving. Even with this effort, the蛟龙 seemed unable to gain an upper hand.

Lin Xuan frowned. He hadn’t expected that after so long of confinement, the monster would still be so difficult to subdue. But no matter what, he wouldn't allow himself to fail at the last moment.

He gritted his teeth and spat out a sword light. However, instead of helping, the sword light circled around him, slicing his left hand with a half-foot-long wound that bled profusely. Lin Xuan ignored it and summoned more blood mist with a surge of spiritual power.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan endured the pain as he pointed at the fire spirit. The blood mist flew forward and merged with the蛟龙, bolstered by its master's essence blood, the碧幻幽火’s might doubled instantly. The purple tiger was forced to retreat.

A smile finally appeared on Lin Xuan’s face. He rose from his seat, sleeves fluttering, as sword lights shot out.

"Combine!"

Under his control, those sword lights condensed into one, though they were illusions of spiritual power, they were almost as powerful as true treasures.

Driven by Lin Xuan's mental commands, the sword lights fiercely struck the purple tiger.

The cold light flashed. Despite its advantage in battling the蛟龙, the fire spirit was already at a disadvantage. With a sneak attack from the sword lights, it lost its head and its morale plummeted further.

The蛟龙 rejoiced as it bit into the tiger’s remains, slowly consuming them.

Unlike when he faced the ice dragon on the icy mountain, this time he wasn’t just temporarily trapping the fire spirit but taking advantage of its weakened state to erase its consciousness and integrate it with himself.

This process wouldn't be quick, but for increasing the power of the碧幻幽火, Lin Xuan had plenty of patience and perseverance.

---

Three months passed quickly.

Lin Xuan still sat cross-legged in the practice room. However, his expression was much more relaxed now. A small green flame danced before him, its body a vibrant emerald color.

This was indeed the碧幻幽火, but its power had grown significantly since it was a heavenly spirit creature. With proper cultivation, its might would far exceed that of even an old monster’s infant fire.

In other words, next time he encountered these ancient monsters, besides his talismans and treasures, he now had another trump card.

Unfortunately, the Nine Heaven Moon Ring in his dantian hadn't been refined long enough. If it had...

Lin Xuan shook his head. He was a bit frustrated about this innate treasure. Originally, as a dual ice and fire treasure, its power should have been formidable when used together with others.

However, so far, he could only use it to outshine other cultivators of the same rank but still couldn't fully unleash its true potential due to his low cultivation level.

After successfully refining the fire spirit, Lin Xuan focused entirely on cultivating for condensation.

Of course, before that, he needed to raise his realm to the peak of the condensation core stage.

But this wasn’t difficult for him. Compared to when he first entered the immortal path with extreme caution, his current situation had changed significantly. With the help of the Moon Clan’s spirit fruits and sacred pills, he had already extracted a spirit root, though still far behind prodigies, it was above average.

Moreover, he could rely on medicinal pills for support. He wasn’t afraid of wasting them; after all, refining them in the Star Sea would be easy enough. Over years of practice, Lin Xuan was adept at refining medicinal pills.

Time passed quickly.

For several years, Lin Xuan remained in seclusion, occasionally venturing out to the valley for a stroll but never straying far. The Mast Elder and his family were very understanding, only sending him spirit herbs and crystal stones as agreed each year without any further disturbance.

To them, as long as the elder resided here, their clan would benefit immensely, deterring any scheming outsiders.

Thus, they served him diligently, treating him like a lord. Afraid of upsetting him and leaving, this valley was now forbidden to all but the Mast Elder’s family.

With effort and medicinal aid, Lin Xuan advanced to the peak of the condensation core stage in just three years.

"Congratulations, young master."

Moon said with joy. She was naturally talented, her cultivation speed always fast. However, for some reason, she hadn’t progressed much recently, lingering at mid-condensation stage. But she wasn’t worried; encountering obstacles was normal on the path to cultivation. A fool would be discouraged by such setbacks, but seeing young master’s realm increase made her even happier.

Lin Xuan smiled. All his efforts over these years had not been in vain.

"Young master, are you planning to condense your infant spirit now?"

"It's too early for that. Condensing an infant spirit isn’t easy; historically, only one percent of cultivators at the peak of the condensation core stage succeed. I won't risk it."

"Oh, then what do you plan to do?" Moon asked curiously.

"Of course, I need to find ways to increase my chances," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "I still have some resources. Back in Youzhou, I risked everything to steal the formula for the Celestial Dust Pill from our sect. The herbs required are extremely rare, but over these years, I’ve collected them and gained more through my travels at the Jade Mystery Sect’s treasure garden."

"Oh, so young master can immediately refine this precious pill?" Moon said excitedly.

"It's not that simple," Lin Xuan spread his hands, looking a bit grim. The Celestial Dust Pill required extremely strict flames; even the infant fire of an old monster was insufficient. Only the underground fires from the mountains could do, but no one else had managed to activate them in thousands of years except for the Celestial Dust Immortal.

"How can we solve this?" Moon was also taken aback.

Lin Xuan remained confident: "I’ve thought about it. In Youzhou, it might be difficult, but the Seven Stars Island’s Cloud Sea cultivation realm is much stronger. I should be able to find a fire comparable to the underground fires."

"But that would take who knows how long," Moon said hesitantly.

"Don’t worry. Cultivation isn't always easy; a few extra years won’t matter. Besides, I have another plan. Even if I don’t succeed in condensing my infant spirit, there’s still a way to greatly increase my strength and match those old monsters," Lin Xuan said with confidence.
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"What, Master, is this for real?" Mo'er's beautiful eyes widened. In the cultivation world, the gap between stages was almost unbridgeable. Lin Xuan could repeatedly escape from old monsters of the婴 stage due to luck more often than not. If it came down to true strength, he naturally had a slight disadvantage.

Of course, with a talisman treasure in hand, that was left over by a 合 stage cultivator. With this item, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of facing an old monster of the婴 stage. However, while the power of the talisman treasure was significant, once its essence energy ran out, it couldn't be replenished.

In other words, there would come a time when he would exhaust all his resources. Then, if he encountered an old monster of the婴 stage, wouldn't he have to flee again?

Lin Xuan naturally didn't want that, but short-term condensation was unlikely. He could only wait until the 天尘丹 cultivation technique succeeded and combine it with the primordial light left by Fairy Phoenix within his body. Then, there would be a ten percent chance.

The saying goes, "Haste makes waste." Lin Xuan naturally didn't mind waiting an extra moment or two.

Of course, during this time, he wouldn't be idle either.

Seeing that Lin Xuan hadn't replied but was instead staring blankly after listening to her, Mo'er became a bit displeased and pouted. "Master, why aren't you answering me?"

"Oh?" Lin Xuan snapped back to attention from his reverie. Seeing the little girl's expression, he flashed a hint of indulgence in his eyes. "Moon, do you remember our strange encounter in the occupied zone?"

"The occupied zone?" Mo'er furrowed her brows as she began counting on her fingers. "There were many events then. I don't know which one Master is referring to."

"Anything else? Of course, it's about Blood Demon Sovereign," Lin Xuan reminded nonchalantly.

"Bloody demon?" A hint of disgust flashed in Mo'er's eyes. She recalled the numerous conflicts that had occurred on Spirit Herb Mountain, but still didn't understand what Master was talking about.

"It really is a foolish girl." A smile appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth as he revealed his intention: "Do you remember those two elders who offended their teacher and ancestors, and colluded with Blood Demon Sovereign?"

Mo'er wasn't a shallow girl. Hearing this, she understood what was happening and her eyes sparkled with excitement. "Master, do you want to cultivate the Evil Infant Technique?"

"Of course."

This Evil Infant Technique was an ancient secret art. Although it couldn't truly condense an infant, it could cultivate a demonic infant similar to an元婴 within one's body.

"But Master," Mo'er thought of the flaws in this cultivation technique and her excitement gradually faded. "Although the powers of the evil infant are significant and far exceed those of a 凝丹 stage cultivator, compared to true old monsters of the婴 stage, they still fall short."

"I know." Lin Xuan had already considered this: "What's the difference? The evil infant can't compare to a true元婴. But I'm no ordinary cultivator. Once it's successfully cultivated, relying on the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring and Green Illusory Profound Fire, even without talisman treasures, I can match those old monsters."

"Oh!" Mo'er nodded. She knew Lin Xuan's abilities well enough not to think he was exaggerating.

"But is that Evil Infant Technique really reliable? It’s an alternative method; there could be mistakes," Mo'er said with some concern.

"Don't worry, I can still distinguish between true and false. Although it has its dangers during cultivation, I can handle them. Besides, even if it's a Taoist divine technique, isn’t it possible to go astray? Cultivating while taking risks is perfectly normal." Lin Xuan retorted confidently.

"Since that’s the case, maidservant wishes Master success and will take my leave."

After Mo'er left, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and took out a jade cylinder from his pocket. When he had killed Zhou Mian, he had used soul searching on his wife and then engraved the Evil Infant Technique's cultivation method into this jade cylinder. Now, with his divine sense immersed, he began reading it word by word.

Initially, Lin Xuan had only skimmed through this secret technique when he first obtained it. Now that he wanted to cultivate, he needed to study it thoroughly.

It took until sunset for Lin Xuan to finally lift his head after spending the entire day studying. He had only managed to read a small portion of the technique.

But that didn't matter; time was on his side.

Although Lin Xuan appeared confident in front of Mo'er, he wouldn’t rush into cultivation based on his personality. Who knew if the cultivation method given by Blood Demon Sovereign to Zhou Mian and his wife was flawless? After all, that old demon wasn’t a good guy.

...

Without realizing it, half a month passed. Lin Xuan put down the jade cylinder and let out a sigh of relief. Over these days, he had meticulously examined each word, finding no significant hazards in this technique.

On this day, Lin Xuan sat for an hour to adjust his qi, spirit, and energy before beginning cultivation.

He cast two hand seals and used inner vision to sink his divine sense into his dantian.

The dantian was like the vast universe, filled with a faint green gas. This was the essence of power he had cultivated over many years.

At the center of the dantian, countless blue light points rotated slowly, resembling starlight in space. Above them was a golden bead that stood out prominently—this was the cultivator's golden core.

Lin Xuan performed a full 天周天 circulation to ensure his meridians were unobstructed before starting the cultivation of the Evil Infant Technique.

When Zhou Mian and his wife cultivated this technique, they needed Blood Demon Sovereign to infuse them with demonic energy. But Lin Xuan was different; he possessed both good and evil powers. With a mental command, black fog surged out in waves, enveloping him. These black fogs were unique, seeming almost tangible, like a black cocoon.

The cultivation of this secret technique appeared unremarkable from the outside but required immense time. Lin Xuan had already been fasting, so he sat motionless for two years.

Mo'er came to check on him several times and found nothing amiss, gradually putting his mind at ease.

However, today, that black cocoon surged and shattered, breaking apart. Compared to two years ago, Lin Xuan seemed unchanged, except for a small black dot between his eyebrows, which caused his expression to appear painful. At this moment, the cultivation of the Evil Infant Technique had reached its critical stage.

A true cultivator's元婴 was formed from the golden core, but with the Evil Infant Technique, one first separated part of the golden core before transforming it into an evil infant.

While the process seemed simple on paper, it was incredibly difficult to execute. For instance, separating the golden core; if done incorrectly, all previous efforts could be wasted, leading to a disastrous outcome where both the core and the cultivator perished.

Zhou Mian and his wife had Blood Demon Sovereign use secret techniques to assist them, but now Lin Xuan could only rely on himself.
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The risks were naturally considerable, but as the saying went, one must be willing to sacrifice a child to catch a wolf. Lin Xuan was more than willing to take such risks if it could boost his cultivation significantly. Besides, he had prepared thoroughly and should not encounter any major issues.

At this moment, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, with both hands forming various magical seals and placing them on his knees. His eyes were tightly closed as he entered the final stage of breathing exercises.

Suddenly, his lips moved slightly, and he recited a series of obscure incantations slowly. The magical hand gestures in front of him kept changing, and an endless amount of demonic energy surged out from his body, resembling ghostly creatures with their fangs bared, appearing extremely ferocious.

However, this was just the surface manifestation. The true changes were happening within his dantian.

The originally scattered green essence qi began to gradually converge into a green lake. Although its volume wasn't large, it was quite impressive.

Lin Xuan used Inner Vision and carefully observed the changes in his qiantian (primordial energy sea).

Everything went smoothly, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile with satisfaction.

His hands moved even faster, and before him appeared a series of illusions. The golden core within his body began to rotate rapidly, initially slowly, then quickly accelerating. Lin Xuan sank all his mental focus into it.

As the rotation speed increased, the volume of the golden core also grew. Below the essence qi lake, which was originally calm, now inexplicably formed a vortex.

Peng!

A water column made entirely of pure essence qi shot up into the air and transformed into a dragon mid-air, heading straight for the golden core.

Swallowed it down!

The scene was rather strange, but the Magic Infant Art took an unconventional path. Thus, its cultivation method couldn't be thought through in a conventional manner.

Lin Xuan's face showed an extremely painful expression...

Days passed, and Lin Xuan still sat cross-legged in his cave. The black spots on his forehead had disappeared. Suddenly, he let out a sigh of relief as he opened his eyes.

His complexion was slightly pale, but his expression was calm and composed. It seemed that the cultivation process went smoothly without any issues.

Inside his dantian, the golden core had successfully split into two, though its color had become much darker. It was enveloped by countless essence qi.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief as he got up. Everything went well, but now he couldn't continue cultivating because there was only one more step left: letting the Magic Infant break free from its cocoon.

The second golden core would transform into the Magic Infant, meaning that the stability of the golden core and the abundance of yuanqi (vital energy) would determine the success rate. Since it had just formed, Lin Xuan naturally didn't dare to prematurely induce the emergence of the Magic Infant.

Instead, he needed to cultivate and refine for a period of time.

Of course, during this time, Lin Xuan wouldn't waste his efforts. He first went to Mo'er's room, chatting with the little girl for a while before discussing cultivation insights. Then, he slowly walked into the spirit beast room.

The stone door opened, revealing a beehive.

Lin Xuan looked at it, his face showing deep contemplation.

In the Jade Profound Sect, he had suffered greatly from these demonic bees and knew their power well. If there were more of them and all matured, even an old monster in the元婴 stage would have to retreat.

Later, he happened to obtain a larva of the demon bee and was very happy. Before closing his seclusion, he had already completed the process of recognizing it as his master. Now, he needed to figure out how to hasten its maturity.

The Drive Insect Technique wasn't unfamiliar to Lin Xuan. The first step naturally involved understanding the habits of these demonic insects under his control. Unfortunately, before him were demon bees that he hadn't seen or even heard about.

He had no idea where to start!

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered for a while but couldn't come up with any good ideas. He returned to his living room and took out several jade cylinders from his storage bracelet. In his free time, he still enjoyed reading extensively; these were ancient texts he had collected before.

Although not cultivation techniques per se, they recorded many strange tales, making them invaluable.

Lin Xuan picked one up and sank his spiritual sense into it.

He quickly showed disappointment and tossed it aside.

Then he took out another...

In the end, Lin Xuan spent three days in his room, poring over ancient texts.

One day at noon, Lin Xuan suddenly threw the jade cylinder to the side and laughed loudly. Initially, he had thought that if he couldn't find any clues from his carried classics, he would just have to run to a nearby market or even farther away to figure out the origin of these demon bees.

To his surprise, he actually found it.

The jade cylinder was purchased in the Mo Yin Mountains on the territory of the Moon Clan.

Unlike the cultivators in Youzhou, the witch doctors of the Moon Clan were skilled in poison cultivation. This demon bee was a very powerful one from ancient times called Jade Luo Bee.

Its speed was like the wind and contained terrifying toxins. Moreover, it had an extremely strong生命力 (life force), even dead bodies could explode or turn into highly corrosive liquids. Such Jade Luo Bees were incredibly troublesome.

It was said that in ancient times, some cultivators drove these demon bees to destroy several sects consecutively, and many old monsters of the元婴 stage also became the souls of insects.

When Lin Xuan read this introduction, he felt unexpectedly excited. The heavens seemed generous to him. However, he then thought about a question: why were there so few records of such powerful demon insects?

He continued reading.

It turned out that although Jade Luo Bees were formidable, they had two weaknesses. One was their slow growth rate; its strength was directly proportional to its maturity level. If it was just a larva, even a cultivator in the筑基 stage could easily handle it.

But this wasn't the most critical issue. After all, no matter how slow the growth, there would eventually be a day when it matured. The key was that raising these insects required feeding them with something precious.

Ginseng Essence!

So-called Ginseng Essence referred to the essence of ginseng. Only after reaching a thousand years in age would such a small amount naturally form. For high-stage cultivators, this wasn't particularly rare. However, remember that for Jade Luo Bees to unleash their full power, they needed to be numerous. Feeding one wouldn't require much Ginseng Essence, but what about hundreds, thousands, or even tens of thousands?

Even an old monster in the元婴 stage wouldn't have such a large budget unless it was a top-tier sect with that kind of strength. But even if they had the means, they likely wouldn't do so because the Ginseng Essence required was too much, making the investment and return unbalanced. The resources spent on cultivation could be used to nurture many more experts or exchanged for more treasures.

The cultivation world valued strength, and the principle of survival of the fittest was even clearer. Thus, over time, this powerful but difficult-to-raise Jade Luo Bee faded into history.

After reading about the origin of the demon insects, Lin Xuan let out a long sigh with a smile on his face. So it turned out that for others, Ginseng Essence might be rare, but for him, it seemed to be less of an issue.
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Originally, according to common sense, only in a thousand-year-old ginseng would there be a trace of Ginseng Essence. However, with the blue Star Sea within his body, Lin Xuan could extract this precious substance from any year's worth of ginseng.

Back when he was at Drifting Cloud Valley in Yanzhou, Lin Xuan had already done such a thing. Now that his cultivation had advanced so much, it would naturally be easier and more comfortable to do so.

Master Elder Ma was meditating in the secret chamber. Since befriending Elder Li, no one dared to covet Huangqishan's spirit veins anymore. Although he had to pay some spirit herbs and crystal stones every year as a result, he felt that it was worth it.

After all, Elder Li never asked them to do anything before. For the long-term benefit of his family, he hoped to maintain this relationship.

Just as he was thinking this, a transmission scroll suddenly flew into the room from outside. Master Elder Ma was taken aback and reached out to catch it. The firelight gently landed in his palm.

His divine sense sank into it. After a moment, the head of the Ma family raised, but his expression was extremely strange.

"What's going on? Why would Senior Li make such a request?"

The transmission scroll was from Lin Xuan, informing the Ma family to stop sending crystal stones and spirit herbs; instead, they should all be converted into ginseng... and there was no limit on the year. He just said that more was better.

Moreover, he even offered to subsidize any excess if its value exceeded the donated crystals.

It's known that, for ordinary people in the secular world, ginseng wasn't particularly rare; nobles and officials would use it to rinse their mouths or bathe. Unless it was a thousand-year-old ginseng, cultivators wouldn't even consider it valuable.

Elder Li had such an exalted status and vast powers. What could he possibly need with some ordinary ginseng?

Master Elder Ma found this order quite absurd and couldn't understand why. But although his cultivation wasn't worth mentioning, he still had the wisdom of a family head. This Elder Li was someone to be offended against, so it was best not to pry too much into his secrets. Besides, there was nothing difficult about fulfilling this request; just do as instructed.

Thus, he ordered his disciples to buy from nearby markets and secular worlds, and within less than a day, they delivered thousands of pounds of ginseng.

Lin Xuan was very satisfied with their efficiency. But looking at the towering piles of ginseng in front of him, he was also somewhat taken aback. Even though he had mastered the use of the blue Star Sea to perfection, it would still take a long time to purify so much.

For a moment, Lin Xuan even considered giving up, but thinking about the formidable power of the Jade Net Bee from ancient texts, he immediately dismissed this thought.

Compared to the hardships and dangers of his early cultivation days, these minor difficulties were nothing. A little fatigue was no big deal.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan's attitude became calm as he picked a ginseng root and began the purification process.

---

Spring turned to winter, and another year passed. In the alchemy room, before Lin Xuan stood hundreds of large and small bottles filled with Ginseng Essence.

He didn't need to purify all at once; in fact, he had been waiting for his golden core to stabilize. So, he took this opportunity to extract it casually.

Speaking of Ginseng Essence, it was indeed a good thing. Besides its great use in accelerating the maturation of the Jade Net Bee, cultivators who consumed it could enhance their magical power. Since he had plenty of extra, Lin Xuan naturally indulged himself, knowing that every improvement in his magical power would increase his chances of condensing an essence soul.

Apart from consuming large amounts of Ginseng Essence, he referred to ancient texts and refined several root-nourishing pills, which he took daily. Under the influence of these medicinal materials, the two golden cores within Lin Xuan's body gradually stabilized.

Seeing that the time was right, Lin Xuan didn't want to delay any longer. One day, he called Mo'er over.

"Master, are you preparing to condense a demonic soul?" The little girl was smart and her large eyes sparkled with excitement: "Don't worry, I will guard your practice well and not let anyone disturb you."

Lin Xuan nodded and took out several sets of array flags. Although there were no formidable experts in Huangqishan, Mo'er's abilities could handle any unexpected events. But it was better to be over-prepared.

Thearray formation quickly set up, and Lin Xuan went into the training room to meditate deeply.

Meanwhile, Mo'er left the cave and released her divine sense to monitor every move within a dozen miles. Although forming this demonic soul wasn't as important as an essence soul, it still couldn't afford any mistakes.

Days passed without a sound from inside the cave.

A month later, there was still no sign of activity.

Soon, another half year had passed...

On this day, it happened to be the day for delivering crystal tributes. Since that time when the enigmatic Elder Li issued an edict and asked them to substitute ginseng for crystals, the Ma family felt strange about it. However, their head master strictly forbade any discussion of the matter.

Fortunately, gathering ginseng wasn't difficult. As a cultivator clan in the secular world, they had allies who were loyal to them. Within several thousand miles, the largest merchants and martial arts strongmen were all Ma family subordinates.

Although this tribute work was easy, Master Elder Ma didn't take it lightly. Since befriending Elder Li, not only did he deter surrounding villains but also attracted some wandering cultivators to join.

While their clan used bloodline as a connection, it didn't hinder him from taking these people in as outer disciples. With more hands, the work was easier. In recent years, the Ma family's strength had grown by at least twice.

All of this was due to Elder Li. Master Elder Ma dared not neglect him.

Since he couldn't entrust it to others, this task was always handled by his son and daughter.

Today, it was Ma Tianming who came.

This eldest son of the Ma family looked handsome in his white robe and golden crown with jade belt, a typical nobleman's attire. However, his expression was gloomy, yet there was an underlying hint of hope.

He checked his storage bag, which contained nearly a thousand pounds of ginseng. In addition, he held an ornate box in his hand, sealed withprohibition seal talismans. Inside the box was a ginseng root as thick as a child's arm, with eyes, ears, nose, and mouth carved so realistically that it almost resembled a small person.

In other words, this object had already attained sentience. This wasn't just any thousand-year-old ginseng; it was actually from ten thousand years ago.

Ginseng was ordinary medicine for cultivators, but a ten-thousand-year-old spirit material naturally held its own significance. The origin of this ginseng was purely coincidental. It had been offered by one of the Ma family's subordinates in the secular world and just happened to fall into the hands of Ma Tianming. Initially, he intended to use it himself but later changed his mind.

Of course, such a gesture was either an act of goodwill or a sign of ulterior motives. Lin Xuan didn't specify the age of the ginseng; by offering such a spirit material, he must have had something in mind.

Looking at the ornate box in his hand, Ma Tianming's heart was uneasy. Elder Li was enigmatic and might not agree to help...
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With no idea of the outcome, he could only rely on his luck. As he approached Lin Xuan's cave dwelling, the eldest son slowed down his flight.

Suddenly, an unexpected change occurred in the weather. Just a moment ago, the sky was clear and sunny; now, dark clouds inexplicably gathered overhead. Lightning bolts, like sharp swords, sliced through the heavens, making the Yellow Ridge Mountain area, stretching for hundreds of miles, teem with chaotic and violent qi.

Torrential rain poured down like a mountain flood!

Ma Tianming was startled and quickly summoned his qi shield to protect himself from the strange weather. His experience was limited, leaving him puzzled about what was happening.

This was just the beginning. The heavy rain lasted for about a quarter of an hour before clearing up. However, it was immediately followed by a flurry of snowflakes.

---

The main branch of the Ma family was only a hundred or so miles away from here, and they felt the changes as well.

Low-ranking cultivators exchanged glances, their faces filled with shock and doubt. As for Old Master Ma, his thoughts ran deeper.

What could be causing this strange phenomenon? The fluctuations in qi seemed to indicate that someone in Li Senior's secluded valley was practicing some powerful demonic cultivation techniques?

Old Master Ma's face showed a hint of worry. He hadn't considered the possibility of Lin Xuan forming an infant spirit.

One, Lin Xuan practiced the Demon Infant Art, which differed significantly from true infant spirit formation. Two, he had set up several arrays around his cave dwelling to some extent, preventing excess qi from leaking out.

If it were a genuine cultivator condensing their infant spirit, not only would the resulting spiritual pressure paralyze low-ranking cultivators but also cause much more severe consequences.

Therefore, this phenomenon was likely caused by someone practicing powerful demonic cultivation techniques.

With these thoughts in mind, Old Master Ma quickly restrained his disciples and ordered them to return to their own cave dwellings, forbidding any unauthorized spreading of the news.

The snowflakes finally stopped. However, Lin Xuan's valley emitted endless demonic qi, causing icy winds to rise into the sky. Ghostly cries echoed everywhere, making one shudder just by listening from afar.

Seeing this scene, Old Master Ma felt uneasy despite his mission being to deliver ginseng. He was still very hesitant.

---

At about two hundred miles east of Yellow Ridge Mountain, two streaks of white light raced across the landscape, hurrying along their journey.

In the light, two men could be vaguely seen. One was in his fifties, vigorous and knowledgeable, dressed like a learned scholar. The other was much younger, around twenty years old, wearing a long robe with a headscarf, resembling a candidate preparing for the imperial exams as he flew.

Although they rushed, they conversed merrily, discussing poetry and philosophy. They didn't look like cultivators at all.

"Ni Senior Brother, when the righteous qi flows..." After much poetic discussion, they began to talk about cultivation methods. Surprisingly, the older scholar was the junior, showing great respect for the younger man.

Both were disciples of the Righteousness School.

The Righteousness School stood alongside the Demon Obscure Sect as one of the two major forces on Spin Peak Island.

Righteousness cultivators differed greatly from Daoist and demonic sects. They focused on integrating culture into their cultivation, maintaining a constant flow of righteous qi within them, making their techniques extraordinarily powerful.

Unlike Buddhist, demonic, and Daoist practitioners, female Righteousness cultivators were rare, while many male practitioners had anti-aging effects in their techniques. Thus, despite the young man's appearance, his cultivation level was already at the top of the Condensation Core stage, with only slight signs of aging around his eyes.

This time, they were sent by their sect leader to handle some matters and happened upon this area when the junior asked about cultivation issues. The young scholar smiled smugly, ready to explain but paused as an unexpected change occurred...

Observing the sudden weather changes and feeling the chaotic qi nearby, both men exchanged glances.

"Such... powerful demonic qi." The older scholar frowned, showing signs of anxiety: "Senior Brother, it's coming from Yellow Ridge Mountain."

"Yellow Ridge Mountain?" The young scholar pondered. "Isn't that within the Demon Obscure Sect's territory?"

"Yes, but not entirely," the older scholar replied. "It is said to be a small family that has allied with them, and they have no powerful experts here. How could such a commotion happen?"

"This does seem strange. Should we go check?" The young scholar, though polite, showed no doubt in his expression.

"But our sect leader ordered us to handle this matter..." the older scholar hesitated.

"Have you forgotten how tense relations are between us and them? In recent years, the Demon Obscure Sect has auctioned several Elder Command Seals through secret markets..."

"Senior Brother, I was about to ask. The Demon Obscure Sect originally had only nine elders, all of whom were deeply skilled and had made significant contributions. Their promotion system is notoriously strict. Why...?" the older scholar asked with confusion.

"Hmph, you asking me, how would I know?" the young scholar rolled his eyes: "I'm not the True Demon Lord. The sect leader has already convened several elders to discuss this matter but hasn't revealed much. However, one thing is clear: they must have a sinister plot."

"Sinister plot?"

"It could be aimed at our Righteousness School. Instead of waiting for them to make their move, we should seize the opportunity and weaken their strength." The young scholar sneered as he analyzed.

"Senior Brother's words are wise."

"Since that is so, what are we waiting for? Let's head towards Yellow Ridge Mountain."

"Agreed."

The two reached a consensus and turned their light to rush toward Lin Xuan's small valley.

---

Old Master Ma was shaken by the strange weather phenomenon. After some time, it finally dissipated as the clouds cleared and the sun shone again. The chaotic qi gradually calmed down. If not for his clear memory, he would have thought everything that happened was just a hallucination.

The valley was only a few miles away, but Ma Daxiaoshou hesitated to move forward. He wasn't cowardly or fearful; it was the last eerie winds and ghostly mists that were too shocking. Thinking about it now made his scalp tingle. What kind of demonic technique did Li Senior practice?

If successful, it would be great, but if unsuccessful, might the other party vent their anger on him?
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Master Ma's heart was filled with unease, and he had no idea how to proceed.

Maybe I'll come back another day!

But today was the day for delivering tributes. If he delayed any further, it might anger the other party, leading to unforeseen disasters for his family. He could not afford such a risk; even death would not redeem him.

Caught between fear and reluctance, Master Ma found himself in a dilemma. After much hesitation, he gritted his teeth and decided to face the situation head-on. What was there to be afraid of? With renewed courage, he headed towards the Drifting Cloud Valley.

Meanwhile, inside the cave dwelling, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with a calm expression on his face, but a hint of joy could be seen in his eyes as he continued to focus deeply.

It seemed almost certain that the magic infant had successfully undergone its transformation. Indeed, using Inner Vision, one could see a tiny child beside the golden core in his dantian, surrounded by dark energy. The child was barely an inch tall and looked exactly like Lin Xuan.

With a mental command, the magic infant appeared above him. Moon came in through the door and saw the small child, her face showing surprise: "Young Master, why is he so tiny?"

"It's not strange; magic infants are born differently, weaker than true immortals, which is perfectly normal," Lin Xuan smiled as he explained to her. The magic infant then returned to his dantian.

This newly formed magic infant was still unstable and needed time to solidify its form. Lin Xuan did not dare let it stay outside for too long.

Moon nodded in understanding but flew swiftly before him, vanishing into the sleeve of his robe.

Lin Xuan slowly stood up and stepped out of the cave dwelling. With his magic infant now formed, he had significantly enhanced his abilities in terms of power, divine sense, perception, and adaptability. A flick of his sleeves sent a stream of green light flying out, splitting into several branches to deactivate the magical arrays surrounding the cave.

Before Master Ma could reach the valley, his expression remained steady but his heart was racing. After much hesitation, he took out a talisman from his pocket, sinking it into his divine sense as he prepared to explain that he had come to deliver tributes. Suddenly, a clear and long-lasting roar echoed from within the valley.

The sound was like a dragon's cry, sending Master Ma into shock. His face showed a mix of emotions, but his cautious upbringing allowed him to recognize the joy in the voice. This was good news; it seemed that Lin Xuan had successfully cultivated his magic.

He glanced at the jade box in his hand and was about to summon the talisman when a flash of light appeared before him. It was Lin Xuan!

In comparison to Master Ma's luxurious attire, Lin Xuan wore only a simple green robe, but his eyes shone with an otherworldly aura.

"Junior meets Elder."

Master Ma quickly bowed deeply, not daring to lift his head. Although he had met Lin Xuan before, something about this encounter felt different, though he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was.

It made sense; at his current level, Master Ma could not discern Lin Xuan's true strength and only perceived the strange feeling from the Elder’s cultivation of great divine powers.

"Needn't be so formal. Please rise."

"Yes."

Despite Lin Xuan's polite words, Master Ma still did not dare to show any disrespect. He respectfully handed over a storage bag: "This is what our family prepared as tribute. I hope you will accept it for inspection."

Lin Xuan took the bag and released his divine sense to scan its contents. His expression stiffened; there were many ginseng roots inside.

Seeing Lin Xuan's reaction, Master Ma grew anxious: "Senior, something wrong? Is there a mistake with the tribute?"

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. He had asked for the ginseng, so he couldn't complain now.

However, the refined essence of the ginseng was already sufficient. With a smile, he instructed: "Tell your family leader that future tributes should be in crystals instead. I no longer need ginseng."

"Understood," Master Ma nodded and did not dare to ask why, his heart filled with unease at the thought of the valuable gift.

Despite its value, Lin Xuan's smile widened as he took the jade box. The box was still sealed with a talisman, which pleased him even more. Could this be an already sentient treasure?

With a flick of his fingers, the talisman ignited by itself, and the lid opened with a loud snap.

"Senior, be careful!" Seeing Lin Xuan removing the talisman so carelessly, Master Ma was alarmed.

A fragrant aroma filled his nose as white light flashed away into the distance.

Master Ma's face turned pale. If this ginseng were lost, he might be blamed for not warning him in time.

The young master's worries seemed unfounded; Lin Xuan would not let such a valuable treasure escape. With a smile, he extended his hand and conjured a giant claw of pure energy to catch the white light.

The light struggled fiercely like a snake, writhing uncontrollably.

Lin Xuan's brows showed surprise as he pointed at it with his finger, sending an electric shock that finally subdued it.

With a wave of his hand, the giant claw transformed into a net and returned to Lin Xuan’s palm.

The white light reverted to its original form—a rare sentient herb. Its eyes, ears, nose, and mouth were all intact; indeed, a precious treasure.

A trace of joy flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he placed it back into the jade box and affixed a new talisman.

With a flick of his wrist, the light vanished.

"Young Master truly has great divine powers. To catch this herb required much effort," Master Ma licked his lips with envy.

"Flattery is unnecessary. This treasure could have been used by me; you must have something in mind. Be direct," Lin Xuan smiled and got straight to the point.

Master Ma scratched his head, a look of joy on his face. If Lin Xuan was so straightforward, he must be willing to help.

With this thought, he bowed: "Senior, your divine eyes are sharp. I have a request; please assist me."

Lin Xuan's smile widened as he agreed.
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Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, his expression calm.

Seeing this, Ma Tianming naturally didn't dare to waste any more time. He knelt down with a slight bend in his knees: "I beg your pardon, senior. Recently, my cultivation has hit a bottleneck and I've made no progress. I hope you can guide me."

Lin Xuan remained silent, not making any comment. Ma Tianming didn't say much either; he merely looked eager and earnest.

His heart was filled with unease. His current cultivation had reached the peak of Foundation Establishment初期, just one step away from the中期 stage. But the gap between them was like a chasm in the sky.

If his luck held, he might break through within a few days. However, it was more likely that he would be stuck at this bottleneck for decades.

The path to immortality was already difficult enough. His own talent wasn't particularly good either.

Ma Tianming was also uncertain and had no other choice but to seek help from this senior.

After all, the other party was a late-stage Core Formation cultivator with a revered status and great abilities. As long as they were willing to help, it would be just a matter of raising an eyebrow.

Lin Xuan looked at Ma Tianming, who appeared very anxious, his expression still calm. He stretched out his hand and tapped on his storage bag, sending out a beam of white light that was the size of a pea—a medicinal pill.

"Here."

Ma Tianming hesitated but took it without saying anything more. His face showed a hint of confusion: "This."

Before he could finish speaking, a fragrant aroma wafted from the medicinal pill and entered his nostrils. Ma Tianming's expression turned ecstatic: "This is an Upper-grade Foundation Establishment Pill?"

"Indeed. Although your talent isn't great, with this help, breaking through to the中期 stage shouldn't be difficult."

"Thank you very much, senior for your kindness."

Ma Tianming immediately prostrated himself in gratitude. A Foundation Establishment Pill wasn't rare, but an Upper-grade one was far beyond his reach. Legend had it that its effects were extraordinary, and he could expect a significant boost to his cultivation soon.

Overjoyed, Ma Tianming showered Lin Xuan with flattery until the latter showed a hint of displeasure before he gracefully excused himself.

"Master, why are you being so generous today?"

After Ma Tianming left, a tinkling laughter entered his ears. Moon had already flown out from his sleeve.

"Little girl, what nonsense are you saying? Did I seem stingy in the past? Accepting gifts and repaying kindness is natural. Since we received something from them, it's only right to return the favor."

"But I feel that this isn't like your usual behavior," Moon said hesitantly. "You always prefer a low profile; why would you use precious medicinal pills for just an ordinary ten-thousand-year-old spirit herb?"

"Past me was inexperienced and naturally had to be cautious in everything. Now that the Demon Fetus has formed, although I can't rest easy, there's no need to walk on eggshells."

"But," Moon still hesitated.

"I have it under control. Although I can face an old monster of the Core Formation stage, I won't flaunt my strength. The reason for giving away the Upper-grade medicinal pill is because what they offered wasn't just a common spirit herb." Lin Xuan weighed the jade in his hand and said mysteriously.

"Master, are you joking? This is clearly just an ordinary ten-thousand-year-old ginseng. I can’t see anything suspicious about it."

"It's not ginseng, Moon. It’s much more valuable," Lin Xuan corrected her.

Suddenly, a frown appeared on his brow as his expression turned grim.

"Master, what happened?"

At the same time, several dozen miles away from here, there was an unnamed solitary peak.

The mountain stood about a thousand feet tall, with abundant qi and relatively gentle terrain. From afar, it was lush and green, with ancient trees and pavilions visible among them—this was the main stronghold of the Ma Family.

Since Lin Xuan arrived, the Ma Family's power had grown rapidly. Although most new members were low-ranking disciples, the area around the mountain gradually became more bustling.

On the peak, many simple but practical caves had been carved out where cultivators meditated and worked hard to improve their strength.

Ma was one of them. He was nearly thirty years old. He started cultivation at five, having spent over two decades in the中期 stage. Though he still hadn't reached Foundation Establishment, he never gave up. With enough effort, he believed he would eventually succeed.

The path to immortality was difficult, from the Core Formation stage's powerful monsters to the early-stage Spirit Flexibility cultivators. Everyone used their own methods to strive for improvement.

Recently, his cultivation had been going smoothly. He had completed a Grand Circulation once and was about to rest when suddenly, two terrifying qi pressures descended from the sky.

It was an eerie feeling that paralyzed even his body; his family head was far less capable. Could it be that a late-stage Core Formation cultivator had arrived?

But Elder Li, who appeared alone, seemed to emanate these fearsome qi pressures from different individuals.

His heart filled with confusion and unease, he was about to go out when a bright red light suddenly shot in from outside.

It moved incredibly fast, so dazzling that before he could react, his neck felt cold. His head had already fallen onto the ground...

This wasn't an isolated incident; the entire Ma Family stronghold was shrouded in blood and gore. Countless low-ranking cultivators were decapitated without knowing what happened.

The expression on the old man's face was even more terrible. Standing before him was a scholar-robed cultivator who seemed relaxed, but his eyes blazed with fury.

"Why should my Ma Family suffer from your treachery? We have no grudge against each other."

This person was one of the two elders of the Vast and Righteous Sect. He smiled without replying, but his smile contained endless coldness.

"Will you not fear starting a war between the two major forces on Xuan Kong Island by doing this?"

The scholar-robed cultivator remained silent; he merely raised his hand and pointed lightly. A glaring red light shot out from his sleeve, causing the old man to panic. Although he was furious, he knew that his late-stage Core Formation cultivation could not match the other party.

His only hope now was to seek help from Elder Li in the valley.

This idea was correct, but it was too late. As the red light approached him, he opened his mouth and sprayed out a small shield, trying to block it.

But with a sharp sound, the shield shattered like paper. The old man, who was the head of the family, could not escape his fate; even his body was reduced to ashes by the other party.

"Senior Brother, are we being too harsh?" The scholar-robed cultivator appeared before him.

"Hmph. A petty mind is not that of a gentleman. Without poison, one cannot be a true man. If we don't exterminate the Ma Family, even if we kill their elder from the Demon Obscure Sect, our identities will still be exposed. That would bring trouble to the sect. Therefore, before killing this person, we must first eliminate the smaller fish," Lin Xuan said with a smile.
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Scholarly old man remained silent. His senior brother's words were harsh, but they made sense. In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed; if one adhered to benevolence and righteousness, he would be swallowed by other forces long ago.

"Then what should we do now?"

The young scholar released his divine awareness, scanning the surroundings. A cruel smile appeared on his lips: "There are no living beings nearby. We'll head to the canyon and eliminate that Elder of the Dark Abyss Sect."

"Agreed!"

The two transformed into a streak of light, flying southwest.

Meanwhile, Elder Ma was delighted after fulfilling his wish; he obtained the desired pills from Elder Li. His mood was excellent as he pondered retreating to meditate in seclusion. Suddenly, an inexplicable feeling of unease washed over him...

It felt strange—a sudden panic and breathlessness that defied explanation. However, Elder Ma Ming's expression had already changed.

Although his cultivation level wasn't high, he had entered the realm of immortals. While he couldn’t predict the future, there were often omens before significant events.

This feeling was new; could something be happening to his family?

Elder Ma stopped mid-flight, his face filled with contemplation. Should he seek help from the elders? Although it would be prudent, if his intuition was wrong...

He wouldn't be able to bear such an unwarranted intrusion.

Torn, he couldn’t decide. Just as he hesitated, a white streak of light appeared in the distance, moving swiftly towards them.

"Ah, there's still a small fish that escaped."

The cold voice entered his ears. The streak of light slowed and stopped, revealing an old man and a young scholar.

"A Scholarly sect cultivator, at least in the Condensation Core stage," Elder Ma’s face turned pale as he sucked in a breath. Despite the current era of peace on Spiro Island, both sides still fiercely competed privately.

Mount Huangqi belonged to the Dark Sect; why would they appear here?

Could this feeling be related to these two people?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but he had no time for contemplation. Seeing their disapproving expressions, Elder Ma hurriedly waved his hands and revealed a yellowish talisman, attempting to use some secret technique to escape.

Unfortunately, it was too late!

A mocking expression flashed across the scholarly old man's face as he flicked his left hand. A red light shot out from his sleeve, intercepting Elder Ma before he could move.

"Senior, save me!"

Elder Ma’s face turned pale with fear. Turning around, he saw a green streak of light flying towards them from the canyon. Although unclear at first, it was likely that one of the elders had noticed something amiss.

Overjoyed, he shouted for help and used his divine awareness to activate his spiritual artifact.

Unfortunately, the gap between their powers was too great. His inferior-grade sword shattered upon colliding with the red light.

"Is this a treasure?" Elder Ma’s eyes widened in disbelief as he felt the impact. Although he had heard of the terrifying power of Condensation Core cultivators before, nothing could match the shock of experiencing it firsthand.

In front of him, he was like a clay figure or paper doll.

The dazzling red light concealed its treasures; even as it struck him, he couldn’t see what it contained. Warmth enveloped him without pain, but his consciousness began to fade...

"Haha, Junior Brother's Purple Yang Divine Technique has made great progress!" The young scholar clapped and laughed, reaping lives with ease. His mind was just as cunning as the Dark Sect’s ancient monsters.

"Senior Brother flatters me," the scholarly old man smiled.

However, their expressions quickly turned serious as they watched the approaching streak of light. The Ma family members were merely collateral damage; their true goal was to eliminate this Dark Abyss Elder.

Lin Xuan's current cultivation level was formidable. In an instant, he arrived from several miles away.

A green glow spread out as two Scholarly sect cultivators looked at the ordinary-looking young scholar in surprise. Especially the young scholar, his technique included anti-aging abilities, but the wrinkles on his face were still evident.

However, this Dark Sect elder was different; his appearance and demeanor truly resembled someone in their early twenties.

What kind of cultivation did he practice?

Though surprised, they quickly calmed down upon scanning him with divine awareness. He was at the late Condensation Core stage, and two of them could handle it together.

The only concern was preventing his escape to avoid igniting a conflict between the Dark and Scholarly sects.

"Was that person killed by you two?"

Although Elder Ma had been reduced to ashes by Purple Yang Divine Fire, Lin Xuan witnessed everything clearly.

"Yes. Is he your son? Do you want revenge for him?" The scholarly old man smiled, but his body exuded a killing intent.

"Hmph, my friend's words are only half-true."

"Half?" The scholarly old man raised an eyebrow in surprise.

"He is not Lin Xuan’s son, but I will send both of you to the underworld to seek justice for the innocent Ma family members."

"You have big ambitions; don’t worry about your tongue getting caught in a strong wind," the young scholar sneered. Without any action, a golden treasure appeared above his head—what looked like a scroll.

The scholarly old man moved and appeared behind Lin Xuan, clearly intending to attack from both sides while preventing him from escaping.

Lin Xuan remained motionless, only chuckling inwardly.

Seeing this, the young scholar became uneasy. Most ordinary Condensation Core cultivators would be terrified in such a situation; what did he rely on?

Was it merely an act of calmness or had he mastered some formidable secret technique? Regardless, they couldn’t possibly defeat him alone.

Lin Xuan sighed. Truly, one must see a coffin before crying. With the matter settled, there was no need to hide his power. An astonishing spiritual pressure surged upward.

Boom!

Lin Xuan didn't attack; merely the pressure from his presence left both enemies pale and trembling... not just fear but feeling as if they were weighed down by a mountain.

This feeling—this demeanor—was an Incubus Realm cultivator!

The two were stunned, having intended to take advantage of the situation for credit. Instead, they had run into hard resistance.

"Two friends, do you still think my words are exaggerated?" Lin Xuan spoke slowly and calmly, without any hint of anger.

"Geh geh..." The two couldn’t speak; their teeth chattered uncontrollably. Lin Xuan sighed and slowly raised his right hand. Terror flashed in the young scholar's eyes as he suddenly knelt mid-air.
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"Senior, it's a misunderstanding. It's all just a misunderstanding. Even if you gave us the courage, how could late junior dare to offend your might?"

"Yes, senior, please be merciful. Whatever demands you make, late junior will certainly comply." The old scholar saw his senior brother kneeling and dared not be stubborn; he too adopted a servile expression.

"Hmph!" Lin Xuan was slightly taken aback by the scene. While it's true that the path of cultivation is difficult, one needs both strength and cunning to turn danger into safety.

However, despite the opponent’s high cultivation, they immediately knelt without hesitation, showing an impressive amount of face.

But this wouldn't work in front of Lin Xuan.

The more such a resilient enemy, the scarier it was. How could he leave any future troubles for himself?

With a sneer, Lin Xuan raised his hand, and a vast light霞flared out from his sleeve, swirling to form dozens of greenish sword lights.

A continuous sound of breaking through the air filled the ears, with an overwhelming momentum.

The two scholars of the Confucian sect were shocked. This power and this might left them no thoughts of resistance.

"Quickly run!"

The young candidate shouted like a howling ghost, shooting out a white light towards the horizon.

The old scholar's expression was also extremely ugly. However, his reaction was slightly slower; as he tried to escape, the sword lights were already in front of him.

Fear surged like a tide. Knowing there was no chance of survival against an婴期 expert, but unwilling to wait for death, he slapped his head hard, and a bright red light flew out from his mouth.

Connected with the red light before it, two mother-and-child flying swords appeared, one long and one short.

"Go!"

The old scholar pointed at the treasure, spitting out some fresh blood. Under his secret technique's command, the two flying swords merged into a monstrous creature with a tiger head and a snake body, spraying red mist as it charged towards Lin Xuan.

"Senior brother, run quickly! I'll seek revenge for you in the future!"

This man was indeed brave; seeing he couldn't escape, he wanted to buy time for his companions.

Unfortunately, it was in vain!

If this had happened several years ago, although he wasn't Lin Xuan's match, he could still resist. But now, with the demon infant fully matured, Lin Xuan’s abilities were not inferior to ordinary婴期 experts. How could a mere condensation core stage cultivator like him withstand such power?

The best description was that of a fly trying to stop a horse. The greenish sword lights collided with the tiger-headed snake-bodied monster... spiritual light blazed, and the thunderous explosion echoed. Despite its formidable appearance, it was as fragile as paper in front of these sword lights, reverting to its original form almost instantly.

The old scholar was shocked, quickly reaching into his robe for other treasures, but the sword lights had already reached him, easily tearing through the protective barrier.

"No..."

Mixed with his cries, he was torn apart by the sword lights into a shower of blood. Lin Xuan released a fireball, and this master of the Great Harmony Sect never imagined that his fate would be similar to Ma Tianming's just now.

Karma reaps what it sows.

In those few moments, the young candidate had already shot several miles away.

With his spiritual sense, he naturally knew what happened behind him. He was filled with shock and anger but mostly fear.

How could this happen?

Was the strange magic seen earlier not a cultivation technique of some kind, but rather an omen of condensing an infant spirit?

But that didn't make sense; it was completely different from what was described in books. Where did he go wrong?

This person was at the peak of the condensation core stage and quite cunning. He felt there must be more to this matter.

He was meticulous, even under such perilous circumstances, quickly noticing a discrepancy. The enemy was indeed incredibly powerful but slightly different from the old experts he had seen before. But what exactly made them different? He couldn't explain it clearly...

Filled with confusion and fear, no matter how it turned out, he could not match this opponent.

Thinking of this, he opened his mouth and exhaled a ball of essence qi.

This essence qi was not spiritual energy but the unique浩然气of Confucian cultivators.

Every bit lost was crucial to them.

Following this, he cast a spell, emitting dazzling spiritual light that mixed with the浩然气, increasing his speed significantly.

Far away, Lin Xuan squinted. He didn't move to chase him, but no matter how fast he ran, it couldn't escape his spiritual sense's range.

"Not bad. Let me try my newly cultivated碧幻幽火."

Lin Xuan coldly smiled, raising his hand and flipping it gently. A ball of greenish flames the size of an egg appeared in his palm.

The color was extremely clear and serene. Since he had refined the fire spirit after that, Lin Xuan hadn't tested its power yet.

"Go!"

He flicked his wrist, and the flame traced a beautiful arc, like a whale taking water, chasing the young candidate's back.

Its speed was too fast to describe with words.

The young candidate's expression was extremely ugly. Despair flashed through his mind. He had been confident in his escape speed but now faced an even more unpredictable demon fire... Was today truly his day of misfortune?

He gritted his teeth, pointing a finger upwards. The scroll hovering above his head instantly grew larger and blocked the path.

This man was decisive; knowing it was akin to drinking poison to quench thirst, he still sacrificed his main treasure.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile, whether out of admiration or mockery. Under his mental control, the碧幻幽火 flashed, transforming into an arrow about a foot long.

"Pop!"

The scroll glowed red as it shattered, revealing a small hole. The arrow pierced through the defense and immediately transformed back to demon flames. He was now close to his target.

The young candidate's face turned pale. Although not a top-tier treasure, this scroll had been cultivated in his body for centuries, its defensive power formidable enough to shock most cultivators. It was destroyed so easily.

Especially terrifying was how the opponent forced him into such a predicament with just a casual conjured sword light and demon fire, leaving even the senior elders within the sect in awe of this power.

His heart filled with fear; it seemed escape was out of the question.

He gritted his teeth again, a determined expression flashing across his face. Deep in his eyes, there was madness.

With a roar, he chose to self-destruct.

A shower of blood rained down, but amidst the endless red, a faint yellow light shone through.

Very subtle; if not for Lin Xuan's advanced spiritual sense surpassing that of an early-stage婴期 cultivator, it might have gone unnoticed. He raised his eyebrows in confusion and immediately activated his mental control.
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A flash of green light distorted the nearby essence energy, gathering into a large green hand that appeared out of nowhere. The hand flickered with a shadowy glow as it reached for the yellow ray.

"Senior, please be gentle."

From within the yellow ray, came the terrified voice of a young scholar. However, Lin Xuan's expression was icy cold. With a slight exertion, the green hand grabbed the yellow ray.

Taking a deep breath, the碧幻幽火 also flew back.

In an instant, the powerful crossbow vanished in a puff of ash. Lin Xuan's expression was one of satisfaction.

Even an old monster at the元婴期 wouldn't be this easy to handle.

He stowed away both their storage bags and turned his gaze towards the essence energy hand. His expression became somewhat serious.

Inside the palm of that hand, the yellow ray trembled incessantly but couldn’t break free from its constraints. Lin Xuan could feel the man's fear and resentment.

This is strange. It’s common knowledge that only old monsters at the元婴期 can have their souls leave their bodies. Ordinary cultivators, even if they reach the凝丹期, wouldn't be able to do such a thing.

Once a soul leaves its body, it dissipates in no time, vanishing from this world.

But this yellow ray is clearly the opponent's soul, and yet it shows no signs of weakening after so long.

Could this guy have cultivated some technique to strengthen his soul?

Lin Xuan began pondering in his mind. But he didn't have the time for such thoughts now.

With a wave of his sleeve, a small jade box fell into his palm. He placed the yellow ray inside and affixed a禁制符箓 on the lid.

He had no treasures to nourish soul energy, so if the opponent didn’t have any special techniques, he would let him self-destruct.

Of course, if the opponent's元神 could persist, there might be another use for it.

After doing everything, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. There were no cultivators within a dozen miles. He sighed, though he wasn't soft-hearted, the Ma family had been brought to their downfall because of him, and that was somewhat regrettable.

Fortunately, the murderer was dead, and the innocent victims from the Ma family could rest in peace.

"Master, what should we do next? Should we continue staying here to cultivate?"

"Nonsense," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Originally, I planned to stabilize the魔婴 first before seeking out the essence fire needed for the天尘丹. But now, circumstances have changed and my plans must be altered..."

"Why?" Mo Er's eyes showed a hint of confusion.

"Stupid girl, don't you see? How did those two scholars find this place?" Lin Xuan said with a bitter smile.

"They found the celestial signs when your魔婴 formed..." Mo Er stopped mid-sentence as she realized what Lin Xuan was thinking. "You're right, if others can spot these signs, trouble will surely follow."

Mo Er nodded. "Master is correct; it's time to leave."

Lin Xuan returned to the valley and removed the array in front of his cave. He tidied up everything before a gust of wind blades shot out with thunderous noise, collapsing part of the cliffs and erasing any trace he had left.

Then Lin Xuan turned into a streak of green light and disappeared.

---

Lin Xuan's choice was correct; not long after, news spread far and wide. Strange celestial signs appeared on Huang Qi Mountain, drawing many cultivators to investigate, as such natural anomalies might hint at some hidden treasure. The area soon buzzed with activity, with nearby sects and even powerful wandering cultivators eager to explore.

But no treasures were found; the only result was that the Ma family had vanished. Over a hundred cultivators within the sect were massacred, leaving no survivors. The news shook the entire Xuan Kong Island.

The Ma family might be insignificant, but they were affiliated with the魔幽门. As the saying goes, you don't hit a dog without considering its owner. This action was like slapping the face of the魔幽门.

The sect leader was furious and sent an elder to investigate.

Through careful examination, clues emerged pointing towards another major power in the cultivation world: the浩然宗!

However, this sect wouldn’t accept blame; instead, they accused the魔幽门 of harming their two condensation core cultivators.

Both sides engaged in heated debate, the tension rising.

---

The atmosphere on Xuan Kong Island was tense. Various powers speculated whether this incident would spark another conflict between the magic and scholar factions.

Wise ones secluded themselves, many families and sects restricted their disciples' activities to avoid being targeted. It was better to stay hidden like a turtle in its shell.

However, some powers secretly rejoiced. In times of chaos, heroes emerged; with proper planning, there might be hope for gaining an advantage.

The undercurrents were strong.

---

On the Muguang Mountain, at the most abundant essence energy site, a white-robed scholar and a bald old man sat cross-legged. Both散发 out aura indicating they were experts at the元婴期.

The white-robed scholar was known as the 上人 of the魔幽门 and was the sect's leader. His magic was strange and cruel but often appeared scholarly in demeanor.

The bald old man, on the other hand, was robust with a surging aura of evil, clearly a ruthless master of the dark arts.

"Senior Brother, why must we endure? The Ma family is insignificant, but this incident tarnishes our reputation," the bald old man glared with his bulging eyes, his expression displeased.

"Oh, what do you suggest we do to rekindle the conflict with those scholar cultivators?"

"Why not? Are they so formidable?" the bald old man retorted.

Seeing that he was serious, the 上人 was taken aback. "Junior Brother, your thinking is too simple. We don't know if this incident is really orchestrated by the浩然宗. Even if evidence points to them, we shouldn’t engage in open conflict now."

"Why not?"

"Junior Brother, have you forgotten our grand scheme?" The 上人 turned and looked at the life essence beast on the shelf, nine of which were already glowing. "We've made significant progress with our plan. We can't afford to alienate the浩然宗 at this critical juncture; some patience is necessary."

"But..." the bald old man nodded but still seemed reluctant.

"Junior Brother, small grudges can disrupt grand plans. You’ve lived for six hundred years; haven’t you figured out that it's better to endure a momentary grievance? Once our plan succeeds, what does the浩然宗 matter? Even unifying Xuan Kong Island would be easy," the white-robed scholar sneered.
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"Alright!" The old man He Fa nodded and finally ceased speaking. The cave府 fell into a quiet state once again.

...

...

The winds of change were brewing, with the two sects, the Rujue Sect and the Demigod Sect, openly and secretly competing against each other. The cultivation world on Xuanpeng Island was thrown into chaos as major factions remained in a state of observation.

With the two giants about to reignite their conflict, some rejoiced while others were apprehensive. The teleportation arrays at several markets on Xuanpeng Island became busier than ever, with people coming and going, all strategizing for their own interests.

However, everyone was mistaken this time around.

Several months passed without any sign of the Demigod Sect and the Great Righteousness Sect clashing physically. Everyone was taken aback but had to let things take their course as the风波 gradually subsided due to the destruction of the Ma family.

...

Lin Xuan continued his flight westward for several days until the weather grew increasingly gloomy. Looking ahead, he saw an endless expanse of barren plains.

Slowing down, Lin Xuan landed in mid-air and took out a jade cylinder from his pocket. He sank his spirit into it.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head and finally arrived at the Yinling Plain.

In the cloud sea of Seven-star Island and on Xuanpeng Island, which were sixth-level islands with vast expanses, there lay an uninhabited wasteland in the far west.

Covering an area of one hundred thousand miles, legend had it that during ancient times, both heaven and earth were ravaged by continuous warfare.

The exact reasons for this are now lost to history. It was known that human armies numbered nearly ten million, with countless soldiers dying on the battlefield. In the skies above, thousands of cultivation experts engaged in fierce battles, most of whom perished.

Bodies littered the land, and the landscape was scarred. Even after a million years had passed, this land seemed cursed.

Ordinary humans who entered would inexplicably feel anxious and weak, and if they stayed too long, they might easily die.

Over time, it naturally became a forbidden wasteland.

The nearest city was a hundred miles away.

However, the Yinling Plain wasn't devoid of life. Many cultivation experts had come to this area out of curiosity.

There was no other reason; humans would fall ill due to the heavy presence of corpse energy in this place, which posed no threat to cultivators with some cultivation base.

Of course, the spirit veins here were not particularly abundant, and most who traveled such a distance were ghost cultivators.

For them, the corpse energy that made others shudder was an excellent tonic.

However, while ghost techniques were powerful, they belonged to only one branch of demon sects. Ghost cultivators skilled in this art were few and far between.

Thus, despite having excellent yin veins, ghost cultivators hadn't formed large sects; most were solo practitioners or small factions.

Of course, there were also high-ranking experts among them.

It was said that there were even old monsters at the yuan婴 stage within.

Unfortunately, those who had seen them all spoke with great trepidation, making it hard to know how much of this could be trusted.

Lin Xuan traveled a long distance specifically for his own purposes.

Firstly, he wanted to help Yue'er. This girl's cultivation potential was extraordinary; she had made rapid progress but recently hit a bottleneck and had been stuck at the mid-stage condensation core for some time. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't overcome this obstacle.

Lin Xuan watched with concern as he knew that without a physical body, he could not concoct pills to assist her.

The medicinal stone path was out of the question; there were only two remaining options.

One was to let things take their natural course. Perhaps one day Yue'er would have a sudden insight and break through this barrier… However, while this idea was beautiful, it was too vague. The time required was unknown, making it not an ideal choice.

The other option was to find a place with excellent yin veins.

After all, the girl's body was inherently a yin soul, and her cultivation scripture, the Profound Yin True Scripture, was one of the top ghost techniques. While cultivating in areas with abundant spirit energy could speed up progress, compared to yin veins, the benefits were greater here.

Of course, there was another reason for Lin Xuan's actions.

When he was at Lingyun Mountain in Yanzhou, he had obtained a thousand-year-old corpse king's body, which could have been used to practice the Heavenly Devil Corpse Technique. However, his cultivation base was too shallow then; if he forcibly refined the corpse king, there would be a high risk of being counter-attacked.

Although Lin Xuan found it tempting, he naturally wouldn't take such risks. The matter had been put on hold.

Now that circumstances had changed, although he hadn't condensed an yuan婴 yet, his demonic infant had already formed in his body. During his visit to the Jade Pure Sect, he had also inadvertently obtained a corpse infant.

This monster was perilous but could significantly boost one's cultivation if used properly.

Lin Xuan wanted to erase its consciousness and then fuse it with his own. If successful, he would create a yuan婴-stage炼尸, which would be highly beneficial.

In the Yinling Plain, selecting a place with heavy corpse energy would make this process easier.

With these two reasons in mind, Lin Xuan was not bothered by venturing to this forbidden land of Xuanpeng Island.

He stowed the jade cylinder back into his pocket and spun around. Instantly, countless ghost mists surged up, enveloping him and transforming into a black cloud that vanished into the distant sky.

Despite his significant increase in cultivation, Lin Xuan still preferred to plan before acting. He had thoroughly investigated this area from a market before coming here.

While corpse energy was pervasive and the environment extremely harsh, there were no humans or animals to be seen. However, it wasn't peaceful either; in the Yinling Plain, one might encounter zombies or monsters at any time. There were even rumors that due to the heavy corpse energy, this place occasionally connected with the Netherworld, allowing some ghostly entities to visit.

However, Lin Xuan didn't take these rumors seriously. Those were merely lost souls, and compared to Yanzhou's vast army of yin souls, they were insignificant. Moreover, even if he encountered a Ghost Emperor, what would he fear?

The saying "the bolder the art, the braver the heart" applied here; Lin Xuan only kept an eye out for these dangers.

Apart from these threats, the real danger in the Yinling Plain came from fellow cultivators.

As a branch of the demon sect, ghost cultivators were often cold and evil. Even if there was no immediate conflict, just looking at someone could provoke fatal attacks.

Moreover, this wasteland had no major factions; in other words, it was a chaotic region.

In such places, the law of the jungle was more pronounced than usual, with bloodshed becoming commonplace.

Furthermore, ghost cultivators were xenophobic. Even ordinary demon sect practitioners often faced inexplicable attacks here, and given the heavy corpse energy, few other cultivators ventured here.

While Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, fewer troubles would be better. Thus, he used the Profound Yin Scripture in this place.
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Originally, the顶尖神 within the ghost path allowed the yin spirit energy to flow smoothly through Lin Xuan's body, nourishing his spiritual power without any hindrance. In fact, it slowly enhanced his spiritual strength.

Perhaps he was a bit lucky. Throughout his journey, he did not encounter any zombies or ghosts. However, he did run into other cultivators. Lin Xuan had not concealed his presence but kept his cultivation level at the middle stage of condensation core. Such power was already quite formidable; naturally, no one would be foolish enough to provoke him, and it was unlikely to attract the attention of those with ulterior motives.

On this ninth day, a dense cloud parted, revealing Lin Xuan's figure. However, his expression was rather impatient. He had indeed encountered many yin veins along the way, but most were of mediocre quality; there was a lack of those exceptional ones.

While he could easily manage to cultivate with these veins, they would be insufficient for breaking through barriers or refining a corpse infant.

Since he had traveled such a long distance, Lin Xuan intended to find the best possible vein. Better safe than sorry.

However, top-grade yin veins were scarce. Even in this cursed land of yin spirits, it was said that only a few existed, and their exact locations remained unclear.

After spending considerable effort gathering information from other regions, the details were still not detailed enough for Lin Xuan.

It seemed he would need to find someone to ask about it.

With this thought, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. With his current cultivation level, he could clearly perceive everything within a hundred miles, but he could easily grasp the overall situation.

Soon, he had his desired results.

Lin Xuan transformed into a black streak of light and vanished from the sky.

In no time, he appeared several dozen miles away, still in an endless desert. However, two small hills stood on the horizon, adding some variation to the otherwise barren landscape.

Unlike the lush green mountains elsewhere, these two hills were covered only with low shrubs and weeds, appearing particularly desolate.

Although the hills were less than a hundred feet high, they formed a spacious valley between them. A few withered old trees stood there, and a group of crows perched on their branches, their unpleasant calls making one's heart restless.

However, these were not ordinary crows; each had a black coat but an extra eye on its forehead.

Though only the size of a soybean, it was pale and lifeless, with no focus at all.

These three-eyed crow monsters originated from peculiar circumstances. Legend said that in ancient times, they were just regular crows. Later, they absorbed the essence of the sun and moon and were gradually corrupted by corpse energy, evolving into what they are now.

Of course, this was merely a legend.

The crows numbered around thirty. The lead one had just entered the first stage, while the others remained in the first stage as well.

In addition to these crow monsters, there were two cultivators in the valley, seemingly a couple. The man was in his thirties and looked rather ordinary. His wife, however, appeared younger with a somewhat refined appearance, though she had several freckles on her face.

Naturally, there would be no peace between cultivators and beasts when they met on the road; a battle was inevitable.

The couple's cultivation levels were negligible. The man was at the late stage of foundation establishment, while his wife was in the early stage. Facing dozens of monsters, their situation was dire, with little hope for survival.

Fortunately, ghost cultivators had some tricks up their sleeves and managed to hold on, but it was a precarious existence.

When Lin Xuan arrived, he saw this scene and felt slightly surprised. He intended to find someone here who could provide more information about the land of yin spirits, as local cultivators would have better knowledge. But unexpectedly, his target turned out to be just two novice foundation establishment cultivators.

With such low cultivation levels, it was impossible for them to know any exceptional veins. Lin Xuan sighed and felt a bit disappointed.

The battle situation rapidly worsened in the short time. Both the couple and the nearby crow monsters were far weaker than Lin Xuan; they could not detect his hidden presence.

"Ha!"

Facing the crows' attack, the middle-aged man suddenly raised his head and let out an angry roar. His aura surged several times, causing his muscles to bulge, and the veins on his neck stood out like twisted dragons.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he paused his preparations for aid, even showing a look of surprise on his face.

Wasn't there some secret technique in the ghost path that could temporarily boost one’s cultivation at the cost of severe damage to the essence? But such techniques had limited effectiveness. This man seemed to have broken the rules.

He was originally just a foundation establishment cultivator and, according to Lin Xuan's observation, had only recently entered the middle stage.

Under normal circumstances, even if he used a technique that severely damaged his essence, he would at most reach the peak of the middle stage. But right now, his cultivation level had reached the pinnacle of the late stage of foundation establishment.

"Is this..."

Lin Xuan almost thought he was mistaken and showed an odd expression.

A mere novice foundation establishment cultivator actually mastered such a heaven-defying technique; how could it boost him so much?

Curious, Lin Xuan did not rush to intervene. He first observed the situation.

The peak stage was entirely different from the middle stage. The man's cultivation level had skyrocketed, but his skin began to seep with blood. This was normal; cultivators exercised their bodies while meditating, making them stronger and more resilient to handle increased spiritual power.

While a sudden increase in cultivation might be manageable for most, this man’s jump from the middle stage to the peak stage was extraordinary. His entire body's spiritual energy surged several times, and his physical body could barely withstand it, teetering on the brink of collapse.

"Master."

The woman cried out, her husband's eyes flashing with a cruel look as he opened his mouth, expelling large clouds of black mist.

These mists coalesced into a skull about the size of a basin in front of him.

However, Lin Xuan noticed that the skull’s eye sockets were empty; for now, it did not seem to possess any special abilities.

Clearly, this secret technique was something he could not use before due to insufficient spiritual power. Now with enough energy, but lacking practice, it showed some awkwardness.

Facing the man's sudden burst of astonishing strength, the crows' attacks paused momentarily. But soon, under their leader’s command, they resumed their assault, spewing black ghost flames from their mouths.

Though each monster only produced a small amount, when combined, they formed fireballs as big as skulls.

Lin Xuan sighed; although he was not known for his compassion, he did not feel cold-hearted enough to watch these two die. Besides, letting them live served another purpose.

However, before the man could cast any spells, he took another action.
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He stretched out his hand and forcefully pounded his chest, expelling a mouthful of black blood. The skull absorbed it, and the flames in its eye sockets flared up fiercely. More strangely, as the essence blood left his body, the man did not seem to weaken; instead, a strange flush appeared on his face, as if he felt much better after such a great loss of power.

Lin Xuan hid in the sky, shaking his head silently and showing pity. Although this cultivation technique was incredibly powerful, it was too domineering and evil. The potential consequences were certainly alarming.

However, since the opponent's strength had surged, Lin Xuan did not rush to intervene; he would observe first before acting.

In an instant, the black fireball rushed towards them. The skull showed no fear as it let out a harsh cackling sound and opened its mouth wide, expelling a yellowish mist.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. That mist was actually countless tiny sand grains that collided with the demonic flames almost instantly. Water could extinguish fire, and so could sand. The demonic flames were immediately enveloped by these sand particles and would not be able to cause much harm for some time.

"Quickly!"

The man pointed at the skull, and the sand particles gathered into a thick snake-like creature about as wide as a bowl's mouth. It opened its jaws and swallowed the leading crow corpse.

This was one of the higher-ranked monsters; its cultivation level was not far below that of a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, so it did not intend to give up easily. Struggling inside the sand serpent, black energy flickered across the man's face as he formed hand seals and muttered incantations.

The other crows, though with lower cultivation levels, were not about to let their leader be trapped alone. They rushed forward one after another, attacking both of them.

The woman's face paled, and she quickly summoned a spiritual artifact, but it did not have the same effect as the sand serpent.

As for the man, his cultivation level was sufficient. If he were a true late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator, dealing with such low-ranked monsters would be easy; they wouldn't even require much effort.

Unfortunately, that wasn't the case. His current state relied on secret techniques to boost his strength.

He was not familiar with various divine arts and thus found it difficult to use them effectively. The sand serpent was a perfect example; originally, this technique could easily dissolve the crows inside the body, but now...

The opponent seemed determined to break through the body.

The man's expression grew more grim as he showed his fear. His heart method had not yet been fully unleashed when two crows rushed forward.

Life hung by a thread!

These monsters were small in size but possessed terrifying sharp teeth and claws that could tear through metal and stone effortlessly. The man's qi shield couldn't possibly withstand them!

Suddenly, a faint wind sound reached his ears. The expected death did not come, and the man opened his eyes wide with surprise to find both crows separated into headless corpses.

"Who...?" Overjoyed at surviving, he stepped back several feet, waving his hands. The skull flew in front of him as protection, and then he could focus on using his divine sense to identify who had helped them.

Since Lin Xuan had intervened, he no longer hid his presence. He easily spotted the unfamiliar old man with a black robe above him, whose clear bones exuded an air of immortality.

A Condensation Core stage expert!

Feeling Lin Xuan's spiritual pressure, both the couple exchanged glances and felt reassured. With such a benefactor, their lives were safe.

Lin Xuan remained calm but had no time to dally with these trash monsters. He flicked his sleeves, sending out a swarm of ghostly mists that enveloped the crows. Unpleasant and mournful bird cries echoed inside, quickly fading into silence.

Lin Xuan moved his hand, and the mist dispersed. The once fierce crow corpses had turned into piles of bones, with even their souls completely digested.

What a terrifying demonic art!

The couple exchanged glances, feeling slightly uneasy. Although this person saved them, did he truly have good intentions?

Of course, such thoughts could only be kept secret; they couldn't show any signs of doubt.

Lin Xuan extinguished the monsters and turned to speak when suddenly, sweat began pouring from the man's forehead. He shouted loudly, falling over.

"Spouse!"

The female cultivator, who had been meek before, turned pale at this sudden change. Deeply concerned for her husband, she quickly supported his body with anxiety on her face.

Lin Xuan was not heartless; upon scanning him with divine sense, he showed surprise.

"Do not be alarmed. Place him flat on the ground."

"Yes!"

The woman's cultivation level was only early Foundation Establishment stage, inexperienced in life's trials. Hearing Lin Xuan's instructions, she followed them obediently.

The man had already fallen unconscious but his face contorted in pain as his body twitched uncontrollably, clearly suffering greatly.

"Senior, my husband...," the woman raised her head, looking lost and helpless, with a plea in her eyes.

"Humph, I wonder what kind of evil technique he practices."

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he coldly spoke. He had never encountered such a situation before: a small Foundation Establishment cultivator breaking rules to rapidly increase his strength, only for it to backfire so severely... not just a loss of essence energy but a drop in cultivation level by an entire stage.

Now his cultivation level had fallen to the Ethereal Stage, and this backlash was only beginning. If he didn't receive timely treatment, survival itself was uncertain.

"Master, do you plan to help?" Yue'er spoke in Lin Xuan's mind.

"This man's life or death has nothing to do with me, but since I've already gotten involved, it wouldn't make sense to abandon him halfway. Besides, I need him alive to answer some questions. Very well, let's be good today!"

Lin Xuan and Yue'er exchanged a few telepathic words before refocusing.

"Senior, please show great compassion. If you can save my husband's life, I will do anything to repay your kindness," the woman knelt down, her head bowing like a pestle in a mortar.

Lin Xuan's expression softened; with his current divine abilities, he didn't care about repayment. However, cultivators often lacked emotions and loyalty. Even close partners would part ways when faced with great danger. Would this couple remain faithful under such circumstances?

Lin Xuan was already planning to help, so he no longer hesitated. He stretched out his hand, tapping his storage bag, and a medicine bottle appeared in his palm.
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Pulling out the stopper from the bottle, a pungent and spicy odor assailed his senses. Lin Xuan poured out two deep red pills from inside.

The woman stood anxiously beside him, her eyes filled with hope.

"Feed this medicine to your husband and then use seven-tenths of your qi essence to strike his Ren Meridian's twelve key points."

"Yes."

Without hesitation, the woman complied. She helped her husband sit up and flicked her fingers, sending the pills into his mouth with a burst of mana. With her left hand, she cast an incantation. A green light flashed, causing the man's already unconscious mouth to open automatically as the pill slid down his throat.

Seeing this, the woman felt a surge of joy but did not relax. She sat cross-legged and continuously pounded on him, following Lin Xuan’s instructions to infuse spiritual energy into his Ren Meridian points.

The entire process lasted about as long as it takes to brew tea. As more mana was infused, the man's face gradually regained its color. He shuddered and opened his eyes.

He remained weak but at least he had survived.

"Sir."

Overjoyed, the woman quickly supported him gently.

"Lian Sister, don't be afraid. Wasn't it a senior who saved us?"

The man, though of low cultivation, was astute. Even in this situation, he guessed the sequence of events correctly.

"Not wrong,"

The woman turned her head and looked at Lin Xuan with gratitude.

The man struggled to sit up: "Thank you for saving our lives. Please tell me your name and surname. I will surely set up a memorial tablet for you when I return."

Lin Xuan waved his hand, revealing satisfaction on his face. This person was pragmatic; talking to such people would be much easier and less time-consuming.

"Gratitude is not necessary. I just happened to pass by. You only need to answer a few questions from me."

"Senior, please ask," the man said respectfully. The woman remained silent, portraying a gentle and submissive demeanor, looking solely to her husband for guidance.

Lin Xuan asked: "You two come from where? Which sect do you belong to?"

The man was taken aback; he never expected this senior to inquire about their backgrounds. But there was no need to hide the truth, so after a moment's hesitation, he spoke frankly:

"Sir, my wife and I are wandering cultivators."

"Wandering cultivators?" Lin Xuan frowned, revealing an icy smile: "Do you think I'm a three-year-old? Such lies can come out of your mouth?"

"How could I dare to deceive you, senior?" the man exclaimed in alarm. He coughed loudly due to his anxiety.

"Senior, you saved our lives; how could I dare to lie to you?" The woman's eyes showed fear and she looked very aggrieved.

"Humph. It’s not that I don't believe you, but the secret technique for enhancing cultivation is no trivial matter. Can such a great power be possessed by wandering cultivators?"

Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly, though his brows still revealed doubt.

"Sir, I beg your pardon. My wife and Lian Sister's techniques are ordinary. Otherwise, we wouldn't have been forced into that situation by mere corpse crows. As for the technique to enhance cultivation, it was obtained in an ancient cave."

The man seemed more spirited after recovering his breath; he finished speaking all at once. He then seemed worried Lin Xuan would not believe him and reached out, tapping a storage pouch with his hand. He took out a jade cylinder and handed it over.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate to take the item, delving into its contents with his spirit sense. His face showed surprise for a moment but soon returned to normal.

The couple's expressions turned even more respectful as they noticed Lin Xuan’s composure.

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan looked up and did not return the jade cylinder; instead, he casually placed it back in the storage pouch.

The man maintained his expression, as if everything was perfectly natural. After all, such a great favor could not be taken lightly. With Lin Xuan’s high cultivation, this token of respect was insignificant according to the rules of the cultivation world.

"Ah, I misunderstood. Please don't take it to heart."

"Not at all," the man bowed his head and maintained his respectful demeanor.

"I have one more question for you, senior. Do you know where the top-grade Yin veins are located in this Yin Spirit Origin?"

"Top-grade Yin veins?" The man was taken aback, pondering for a few seconds before suddenly lifting his head with a look of realization: "This is indeed fortunate. If we had met several days ago, I wouldn't have been able to answer, but over the past two days, I've heard rumors about it. I don't know if they're true, so please judge for yourself!"

"Tell me," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

"To the west from here, about three hundred miles away, there's a swamp..." The man was just starting to speak when the female cultivator suddenly gasped.

"Lian Sister, what is it?" The man turned his head, showing concern.

"There... There are snakes," she said, her face showing some panic. She then pointed at the grass below: "There are snakes."

"Senior, I apologize for this. My wife was once bitten by a highly toxic worm before ascending to the Dao and seems to have developed a fear of such long, soft creatures even now." The man admitted with embarrassment.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not comment. He simply said: "Continue."

"Yes!"

The man bowed his head, having recovered well from his injuries. His cultivation had dropped to the灵动期 (Vitality Stage), and he needed to find a way to re-cultivate his foundation.

"The place I just mentioned is three hundred miles west of here. It's said that there are many poisonous mists and toxic fogs in this swamp, making it impossible for ordinary cultivators to pass through. But since you have such profound cultivation and formidable abilities, you should be able to handle it. On the other side of the swamp, they say there is a segment of top-grade Yin veins."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's face brightened: "Are you certain?"

"Not to mention anything, but I heard this rumor by chance," the man said hesitantly. "If not for our low cultivation, we would definitely try it out. Cultivating in top-grade Yin veins is immensely beneficial for us ghost cultivators."

He then looked at Lin Xuan with a hint of envy, while his wife lowered her head, looking slightly uneasy.

After chatting for a few more moments and confirming the location of the swamp, Lin Xuan cast a green light and headed west.

Watching his back, the man's eyes flashed with guilt but quickly turned to determination.

"Master, are we really going?" Mo'er’s voice appeared in his mind: "I think that couple doesn't have good intentions."

"I know," Lin Xuan smiled. "Little girl, you're getting smarter; no longer a dumb girl with big breasts."
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1. "Young Master," Yue'er blushed, "You're talking nonsense when we have important matters to discuss."

2. "Haha," Lin Xuan chuckled, "Where did you see anything wrong with the couple?"

3. "That female cultivator," Yue'er raised her jade hand, "She suddenly cried out for no reason. Even if she was bitten by a snake before, as an advanced Foundation Establishment stage cultivator now, it's impossible that she would be afraid."

4. "Hmm, that makes sense," Lin Xuan nodded, a look of approval on his face. "Anything else?"

5. "I don't know anything else, but with this alone, they must have ulterior motives. It's despicable; I saved them, and now they're repaying the favor so quickly."

6. "No need to worry," Lin Xuan said with a slight sneer, his confidence evident. "There are many treacherous people in the cultivation world, and Young Master hasn't been cheated before either. Trying to ambush me will only get them into trouble."

7. Yue'er smiled slightly. Among those she knew, Young Master was undoubtedly the most cunning, but her expression still held a hint of doubt.

8. "If you've already noticed their ulterior motives, why not take them down?"

9. "Because that would alert them," Lin Xuan replied.

10. "Alert them?" Yue'er was even more confused. Two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators—what did Young Master have to fear with his current abilities?

11. Seeing the young girl's curiosity, Lin Xuan decided not to hold back: "You know my divine sense is stronger than that of an early-stage Immortal Core cultivator. When I observed their cultivation levels earlier, I found something strange within them."

12. "Strange prohibition?"

13. "Yes," Lin Xuan said seriously, "I'm not sure what kind, but it contains very peculiar corpse qi." He continued, "If my guess is correct, this couple must be under the control of some evil entity."

14. "Oh," Yue'er showed interest as well. "What are your plans now?"

15. "Well..."

16. If it were any other time, Lin Xuan would have fled at the first sign of danger, but today was different. His cultivation and abilities matched those of an early-stage Immortal Core cultivator, giving him the confidence to act without the usual caution.

17. "Let's go check it out," he said. "From their expressions, they may not be entirely malicious, and that information about the Yin Pulse might not be a lie."

18. "Hmm," Yue'er nodded in agreement; Young Master’s suggestions were rarely disputed by her.

19. Meanwhile, on the other side of the valley, the couple remained where they were, not far from each other.

20. The man sat cross-legged and cast a spell with his hands, emitting a shimmering aura around him. He had just activated a divine technique recorded in an ancient jade cylinder, which would bring unforeseen consequences.

21. His cultivation level had dropped to the Flexible Spirit stage; he felt a sharp pain at this thought. Although there was still a chance to rebuild his Foundation Establishment stage, it would take many more years.

22. The path of immortals is arduous; ancient sages did not deceive us. At least, his life was saved.

23. Beside him, the woman looked puzzled and slightly anxious.

24. After about a cup of tea's time, the man exhaled loudly and slowly stood up. The female cultivator quickly reached out to support him: "Husband, are you feeling better?"

25. "Better?" He smiled bitterly and shook his head, looking at her with tender eyes. "You don't need to worry too much; my life is safe, but my cultivation has declined significantly."

26. "Hmm," she replied, forcing a weak smile. "That's not a problem. With your talent, you can rebuild your Foundation Establishment stage."

27. After saying this, she lowered her head.

28. "Lotus Sister, do you have anything to say? We are husband and wife; we don't need to hide from each other," the man frowned. They had been partners for ten years, so he knew his wife's expression well enough to sense that there was something hidden in her heart.

29. "Husband, why did you deceive that senior to go to the swamp? You know it has terrifying corpse demons," she combed her hair and spoke with clear dissatisfaction.

30. "Lotus Sister, I had no choice," he sighed. "We were captured by a corpse demon, and our bodies were placed under a prohibition. We had to obey their commands; any disobedience would have dire consequences."

31. The woman bit her lip, her face turning even paler. After a moment, she whispered softly: "But no matter what, the senior did you a favor. Even if we can't repay him, why harm his life? That corpse demon ordered us to lure fellow cultivators into the swamp for it to feed on their blood and practice. But we could deceive others; why involve the senior?"

32. The man's face turned red. His actions were motivated by selfish desires; he was envious of high-stage cultivators due to his mediocre cultivation potential, born with a jealous nature. After a century of hard work, he had finally achieved Foundation Establishment stage, so he resented those with superior spirit roots.

33. Why should others have such great powers?

34. This twisted psychology led him to deceive Lin Xuan into going to the swamp.

35. The thought of a high-stage condensation core cultivator dying because of his actions brought no remorse; instead, it made him secretly pleased.

36. Of course, he would never reveal this dark side to his wife and instead showed a helpless expression: "Lotus Sister, I didn't want to do it either, but the corpse demon ordered us to send at least one cultivator every three days. We've been out for more than two days, leaving only half a day until the deadline. The Yin Spirit Plain is vast and sparsely populated; where can we find someone? If we delay, the prohibition will activate, trapping us in a situation where life and death are impossible."

37. Hearing her husband mention the corpse demon's prohibition, the woman showed fear as well and stopped speaking.

38. After all, most cultivators were selfish, and it was normal to be unfeeling or disloyal. Although she didn't want to harm their benefactor, when it came to protecting herself, she couldn't care less.

39. "Kill the friend, save the Taoist," this phrase held true in the cultivation world.

40. The two fell silent.

41. Lin Xuan had made significant progress but was not rash; knowing that something was amiss, he wouldn't jump into a trap without first gathering information.

42. He planned to search for clues before taking any action. Initially, interrogating them with soul probing would have been ideal, but the couple's bodies were under the control of an evil entity, forcing Lin Xuan to be cautious and avoid alerting them.

43. However, Lin Xuan’s quick thinking led him to find other ways to gather information without arousing suspicion.
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Lin Xuan didn't rush to continue his journey. Instead, he sat cross-legged in a makeshift cave that had been carved out.

Though it was called a cave, it was merely a small stone chamber barely large enough for him to fit inside.

He slowly regulated his breathing and recovered his spiritual energy.

Time passed by one second at a time until suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows knitted together as he slowly opened his eyes.

"Young Master, what is the matter?"

Lin Xuan did not respond but instead waved his hand. A purple light sliced through the air with incredible speed, landing in his palm.

It was a bee, yet it was unlike any ordinary one. Its body had a mottled pattern, and its eyes were blood red, clearly not a common insect.

This was the magical bee Lin Xuan had obtained from the Jade Profound Sect by chance. Such a poisonous creature's power was formidable; if there were enough of them, even an old monster at the Core Formation stage might retreat in fear... Of course, that referred to mature ones.

The beehive Lin Xuan received consisted only of young larvae. Although he had nourished them with ginseng essence for several years, their growth was extremely slow.

Lin Xuan wasn't troubled by this. There were countless arts and techniques in cultivation; although it was his first time delving into insect control spells, he enjoyed reading extensively.

Most wild insects progressed slowly, which was perfectly normal.

As the saying went, "Haste makes waste." If the Jade Luo Bee's power could be easily harnessed for maturity, wouldn't everyone switch to cultivating insects?

According to Lin Xuan, some powerful magical insects took thousands of years to mature, far outliving Core Formation cultivators.

Thus, breeding such magical insects required generations of effort and the combined strength of a clan. Hence, while the insect control technique was incredibly powerful, few lone practitioners were known for it.

Due to his ample ginseng essence, Lin Xuan's Jade Luo Bee grew faster than usual. However, even after several years, it still couldn't be used in combat but could serve other purposes, such as espionage.

For instance... gathering intelligence on the enemy.

To avoid alerting them, Lin Xuan did not use soul probing techniques on the couple. Before leaving, he left a magical bee and placed his divine sense upon it.

At this moment, the magical bee returned to him. Lin Xuan formed hand seals and absorbed his divine sense into his mind.

After a few moments, he stood up. "Young Master, did you find anything?"

Lin Xuan shook his head. Although he had grasped their conversation, there wasn't much valuable information. He only knew that in the depths of the swamp was a Corpse Demon that fed on human blood to cultivate.

The other party hadn't mentioned its cultivation stage at all.

Now Lin Xuan had two choices: ignore it and search for Yin veins elsewhere or take a risk.

A Corpse Demon was essentially an intelligent zombie. During the process of enlightenment, it underwent mutations, making it more formidable than its counterparts.

It was said that regardless of one's cultivation level, Corpse Demons would seek out suitable places to practice their arts.

In other words, there might indeed be excellent Yin veins in this swamp.

With this thought, Lin Xuan made his decision. Although he was cautious, he wasn't cowardly; when it came to taking risks, he didn't hesitate at all.

Given his current abilities, even if the Corpse Demon were of a high cultivation stage, he believed he could escape if he couldn't defeat it.

With no worries, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and emitted a dazzling light. He soared towards the sky.

The three hundred miles distance took only the time for one incense stick to burn.

This was because Lin Xuan had not fully exerted his powers; otherwise, it would have been even faster.

From afar, he could see the swamp ahead, where the stench of death grew thicker. A faint purple mist permeated the air, toxic.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not take this to heart. This swamp was indeed not a place ordinary cultivators could enter. Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense, beginning to explore...

After a short while, Lin Xuan's face showed signs of surprise. He hadn't expected there to be other cultivators here.

He hesitated for a moment before taking out a Concealment Pill from his pocket and swallowing it. He transformed into an emaciated old man with a withered appearance. His cultivation level was controlled at the late Condensation Core stage, and he flew towards the location he had sensed.

There were three cultivators gathered together, discussing something. Lin Xuan's arrival surprised them, but after their initial shock, they all wore smiles.

The leader was an elderly man in his fifties with gray hair. He had also reached the Condensation Core stage. He took two steps and bowed to Lin Xuan: "Friend, are you one of Ning Clan's hired help? That’s great! We three felt we couldn't handle this Corpse Demon swamp alone, but now that you're here, our chances have greatly increased."

"Ning Clan?" Lin Xuan's brows knitted together with a hint of confusion.

"Are you not the helper Ning Clan has hired?" The elderly man was taken aback and his expression fell.

The other two cultivators were much younger. One had a bald head and bare feet, around thirty years old, while the other wore strange attire, though he had long hair reaching his waist; both were early Condensation Core stage ghost cultivators.

"Haha, I haven't heard of Ning Clan before. I just happened to pass by here and encountered you three friends, so I came down to take a look," Lin Xuan said ambiguously, not revealing his true intentions.

The trio did not doubt him as they exchanged glances. Lin Xuan noticed their lips moving, clearly exchanging telepathic messages.

Ignoring this, Lin Xuan pretended he was unaware of it.

They didn't keep him waiting long. Soon, the three reached an agreement, and the elderly man spoke up: "If you're not Ning Clan's hired help, that’s fine. If you are willing to assist us, we will have generous rewards for you."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan showed interest on his face but did not immediately agree. Instead, he frowned as he thought for a moment before replying.

"Let the friend explain the situation first. I might be able to help if it’s not too difficult. How do you plan to reward me?" Since they were all planning to enter the Corpse Demon swamp anyway, having three more idiots leading the way wouldn't hurt. Besides, he had little information and might gain valuable intelligence from them.

"There's nothing much to say," the elderly man said with a smile. "I believe you understand that Ning Clan is one of the major forces in this Yin Spirit Origin. Recently, Ning Clan’s young branch head came here to gather spirit herbs but went missing. Since the old patriarch was at a critical stage of breaking through his bottleneck and other elders couldn't leave the main hall, they entrusted us with finding the young master," he explained clearly.

So that's how it is. Why bother asking me for help?

"Actually..." The elderly man blushed: "Honesty, friend, this Corpse Demon swamp is somewhat peculiar. Even our combined strength seems insufficient. If you join us, it will be foolproof."
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"Ah...," Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of hesitation as he pondered for a while before slowly saying, "It is not impossible for me to help, but what are you willing to offer in return?"

Seeing Lin Xuan's tone soften, the three people were overjoyed. The elder waved his hand with a broad smile, "Master Dao Fang, we're not stingy. If you agree to assist us, I promise we won't shortchange you. How about a bottle of Xuan Yang Pills?"

"Xuan Yang Pills?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in surprise. The other two men, who were at the early stage of condensation core cultivation, looked pained. These pills had the effect of enhancing one's magical power for cultivators at their stage, and there was no place to buy them even with plenty of crystal stones. In other words, they were rare and hard to come by.

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised by such a high offer, but given his current abilities, Xuan Yang Pills weren't particularly useful to him.

With various thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan smiled and said, "I appreciate your offer, but the cultivation technique I practice has some special properties that conflict with fire attribute pills. Therefore, it's not suitable for me. How about you give me an equivalent amount of crystal stones?"

"Since you say so, there won't be any problem," the elder didn't even need to speak as the bald cultivator quickly chimed in. The Xuan Yang Pills were part of the compensation provided by the Ning family, and splitting a portion with Lin Xuan made him feel a bit uncomfortable. However, crystal stones weren't much of an issue for them since they were just external possessions.

The other two also nodded in agreement; it was clear to them which was more valuable—pills or crystals. Since Lin Xuan was willing to sacrifice one for the other, why not?

Thus, everyone was pleased. Lin Xuan wouldn't do a losing deal either. Not only did he gain three new allies, but he also managed to extract nearly half of their crystal stones, which was quite a significant收获.

With all parties getting what they wanted, the four of them took off and flew into the swamp.

Seeing that even the early-stage condensation core cultivators were not talkative, Lin Xuan found it amusing how the leading elder was full of jokes. The elder kept chatting with him on various topics as they flew through the swamp.

Lin Xuan knew exactly what he was up to—trying to gather information from him.

Sure enough, after a while, the elder couldn't hold back and started probing Lin Xuan's background.

"About the Ning family... I must admit, I just arrived at Yin Lu Plain, so I'm not very familiar with the situation here. Since you're all well-traveled, could you enlighten me on this?" Lin Xuan took the initiative to gather more information about the area and also hoped that by asking such a question, he could ease their suspicions.

After all, his intelligence about Yin Lu Plain came from坊审, so it was no match for these local experts.

"Haha, I'm just being polite. This is a small matter; I'll gladly share what I know," the elder stroked his beard and spoke with a straightforward demeanor. "Speaking of the Ning family, they are quite famous among ghost cultivators. They've been living here in Yin Lu Plain for thousands of years, and their household is filled with powerful experts who excel at coordinated attacks. Even some old monsters from the元婴 stage dare not provoke them."

The elder's eyes sparkled with envy. "Oh? There really are元婴 stage ghost cultivators in Yin Lu Plain? I've heard rumors before, but no one was entirely sure about it."

"Hmph, of course there are! Don't look at how the cultivation world on Clan Kong Island is divided between the two sects; in reality, the ghost cultivators here aren't inferior to them. They just lack organization," the oddly dressed cultivator suddenly spoke up with a strange tone.

"Oh? Really? Could you have seen it yourself?" Lin Xuan deliberately showed skepticism.

"Hmph, if you stay here long enough, you'll understand. There are many元婴 stage elders潜修 in Yin Lu Plain, and even in the Wan Gui Lake..." The oddly dressed cultivator suddenly stopped as if he had remembered something important.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised. Although he kept a low profile, his information wasn't entirely cut off; how could the Cloud Sea Nine Great Forces be unaware of this?

The Sword Obscure Palace and Wan Gui Lake were both listed among them. These major sects have been around for a long time, each with immense power. Even Senior Law Enforcer Kung, who was part of the Sword Obscure Palace's enforcement team, had come to Clan Kong Island to avoid their attention.

But why would the main bases of these nine great forces not be on the most prosperous Seven Star Island? What connection did Wan Gui Lake and Yin Lu Plain have?

Lin Xuan continued probing, but the others remained tight-lipped. He knew he couldn't keep asking; it might raise suspicion. So they chatted aimlessly as they flew deeper into the swamp.

Suddenly, the leading elder slowed down and hovered in mid-air. "Be cautious, ahead the corpse poison is much denser. Even ghost cultivators like us will find our movements restricted by the monsters lurking in the marsh," the elder said with a serious expression.

Lin Xuan nodded. The three of them had briefly introduced the corpse poison swamp to each other earlier.

This was one of Yin Lu Plain's notorious dangerous areas, but no one knew its exact size since no one had ever reached the center. In general, the swamp could be divided into three parts.

The outer marsh had some poisonous mists, which were harmless for cultivators at the筑基 stage and posed no threat to higher-stage cultivators.

The inner marsh was much more toxic, with several times the concentration of poison. Even condensation core experts needed to take antidotes before entering. There were also many zombies and beasts in this area, ranging from low to high levels, all ferocious and fond of devouring human flesh.

Beyond the inner marsh, there was said to be a small island at its center, but no one had ever reached it because the entire island was shrouded by colorless and odorless poison mists. The poison in the inner marsh was even more formidable; even元婴 stage experts might not survive long enough to endure it, let alone condensation core cultivators who would be reduced to bones regardless of their antidotes.

It was a mystery why the Ning family's young master came here, and no one had heard about any treasures being found in this dangerous place.
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Lin Xuan felt puzzled, but as the saying goes, take someone's money and do their bidding. Since they had been commissioned by the Ning family, it was natural that they would go into Inner Nether to search for something before coming out.

The elder looked at the deep purple toxic snow in front of him and stretched his hand out. He tapped on a storage bag and took out a vial from inside.

He pulled off the stopper and saw four bright red pills inside, emitting a sweet aroma.

"These Puzan Pills are made by gathering over ten types of spirit herbs. They have a significant effect in countering corpse poison. Each of you should take one and then enter Inner Nether," said the elder as he took one pill and swallowed it.

The other two cultivators, clearly familiar with the elder, did not hesitate to swallow their pills as well.

"Li Dao," the elder handed the last pill to Lin Xuan, still calling him Li Yaotian.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly and extended his hand, drawing the pill to his palm. It was only the size of a pea. He swallowed it without hesitation after tilting his head back.

Given his cultivation level, he had no fear that anyone would try anything underhanded. As the former young master of Spirit Herb Mountain, how could he not recognize if these pills were poisonous?

Seeing Lin Xuan's "frankness," the elder's face showed a look of extreme satisfaction as he waved his hand and entered Inner Nether first.

The toxic mists here were indeed much denser than outside, with a weakening effect on mental awareness. The group's flight speed noticeably slowed down. However, for Lin Xuan, this was negligible; his mental awareness was far superior to that of an early-stage元婴 cultivator.

This slight weakening was just like a drop in the ocean.

To avoid arousing suspicion, Li Xuan only allowed his mental awareness to cover several miles around them.

As they flew on, they encountered many yin beasts and zombies. But with four people working together, it was easy to handle them. The elder noticed that his face showed an implicit regret; the danger in Inner Nether seemed much less than he had imagined. If only he hadn't invited this Li cultivator to join, saving a considerable amount of crystal stones.

However, since things had come to this point, all he could do was silently grit his teeth.

After flying for a while, Lin Xuan's expression suddenly turned grim and his flight speed slowed down as well.

"Li Dao, what’s wrong?"

The other three quickly reacted, looking at him with strange expressions.

Lin Xuan raised his hand and pointed to the left.

Following his lead, they released their mental awareness but saw nothing unusual. The elder frowned deeply; was this person playing some kind of trick?

Just as he was about to ask, the bald-footed cultivator noticed something and his forehead veins bulged out. His voice trembled with fear.

"By the heavens, what is that?"

In the distance, a large gray-white cloud of corpse energy appeared in the sky, gathering together into a terrifying cloud of corpses that surged towards them.

From within the cloud, faint cries of beasts echoed, sending chills down their spines!

Given that everyone had formed Golden Core, they were no strangers to trouble. The scene before them clearly indicated a major problem.

"A可怕的corpse cloud! Could there be higher-grade refined corpses inside?" the bald-footed cultivator's brows furrowed, his expression growing more and more grim.

Indeed, even high-grade refined corpses did not have such an imposing presence; unless it was...

The elder’s voice trembled with fear as he spoke.

In contrast, the man in unusual attire, though only at the early-stage凝聚丹, remained calm. He opened his mouth and spat out a black light.

It was a small sword about a foot long, flashing with cold light, circling around him.

"Everyone, we must not panic until we know the enemy's true strength."

Hearing this reminder from his companion, the elder and the bald-footed cultivator quickly woke up. They each took out their long-practiced treasures.

"Li Dao," seeing Lin Xuan with his hands behind his back, the elder was slightly surprised.

Lin Xuan smiled and was about to speak when the cries of beasts grew even louder. Suddenly, the corpse cloud arrived within a few miles of them. Through the gray-white corpse energy, they could vaguely see the monstrous bodies of various beasts.

"They are corpse beasts," the elder, though already guessing, felt his heart sink upon seeing it confirmed with his own eyes.

Corpse beasts were monsters formed from wild beasts that had died and were buried underground, becoming sentient.

Similar to zombies, but forming under much stricter conditions.

Firstly, this place must be a cursed land filled with corpse energy. Secondly, there had to be extremely high-quality yin veins deep underground.

It was well known that yin veins were far rarer than spirit veins; ordinary ones were hard to find, and the best were as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

Due to these strict conditions, corpse beasts rarely appeared since ancient times. However, compared to ordinary zombies, they were much more formidable.

Now, the problem was that the corpse beasts before them did not seem to be ordinary beasts that had become sentient after death; apart from cultivators, only demon beasts could turn into such monsters. These were far stronger than ordinary corpse beasts.

"By the heavens, it's a Cold Horned Python!"

"And there are Fire Foxes."

In an instant, their faces turned pale as they regretted their actions. Although they had heard of the dangers of this toxic swamp before, it was to a much greater extent now. Four people working together could have easily forced their way through.

But now, in the corpse cloud, the terrifying monsters numbered nearly a hundred, and several of them were three-stage demon beasts that had become even stronger after turning into monsters.

If only they hadn't greedily accepted the Ning family's reward. Now, instead of finding what they were looking for, they would be leaving their names here.

Lin Xuan was also taken aback; he didn’t expect there to be so many helpers from the corpse demon. Although he wasn’t afraid, being surrounded by so many corpse beasts would indeed be troublesome.

As he looked around, Lin Xuan noticed that both of the other two cultivators had slightly nervous expressions as well.

"Hmph, I advise everyone to focus on how to fight back and not harbor any侥幸thoughts of escaping. With nearly a hundred corpses, trying to sneak through will only lead to faster death."

"Li Dao is joking," said the elder with a difficult expression. Even if they huddled together, it was likely that none of them would survive.

The bald-footed cultivator's expression mirrored his words.

"Don't worry; I’ll handle those few three-stage demon beasts-turned-monsters. The rest of you just need to deal with the smaller ones," Lin Xuan smiled confidently and instructed.
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"What?"

The three people were stunned, looking at each other with strange expressions. This Li was only a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator, yet he had such an audacious attitude.

Could it be that he was too scared and thus somewhat confused?

Their faces turned even more grim. If this was the case, they would have lost one of their powerful allies.

As the Corpse Cloud approached again, Lin Xuan did not feel like explaining to them in detail. Drawing a breath, his mana no longer contained; an astonishing aura spread out like a surging flood. Dark energy surged around him, and spiritual light flickered.

Since these were just minions sent by the Corpse Devil, Lin Xuan did not use the Nine Heavens Profound Technique. Instead, he appeared as a ghost cultivator, leaving some room for surprise.

"Advanced Core Formation expert!"

The three elders were shocked, their expressions frozen in shock, looking at this cultivator who had just been chatting with them. He was actually an advanced Core Formation powerhouse.

Each of them seemed to be in a dream, and more questions arose in their minds.

With such great power, why go through the trouble to travel together? What could this old monster possibly want?

The fear in their hearts was not mentioned; they secretly rejoiced that they had not offended this terrifying old monster with their words. Otherwise, he would have just pointed a finger and sent them to hell.

The three of them harbored suspicion towards Lin Xuan's intentions. The appearance of such a powerful helper was clearly beneficial.

With him around, their lives were guaranteed.

Their minds raced as they understood the situation. Lin Xuan ignored the three monsters in front of him, instead sneering and saying, "Just relying on these few avatar bodies to stop me? Friend, are you being too overconfident?"

His eyes darted about without focusing on any particular target, his gaze landing on a seemingly empty space. They were not far from the center of the swamp.

But no one answered him. The three Corpse Devils' eyes all revealed venomous looks as if they had been caught out by some trick.

Roar!

The single-horned mamba in front raised its head, emitting a white frosty breath that seemed to freeze even spiritual energy.

Next, the fire fox also let out a shrill cry. Its body spun around, and pale Corpse Fire contained toxins.

The two-headed giant ape did not back down either. It lifted its fist as large as a vinegar jar and slammed it at Lin Xuan with great force, clearly skilled in close combat.

Such an attack was formidable, but now that his Dark Devouring Flame had matured, Lin Xuan's cultivation and power far surpassed what they remembered.

He sighed softly, extending his hand. A small green flame appeared in his palm.

Though only the size of a chicken egg, it exuded a grand aura.

Lin Xuan pointed with his left hand, and the Green Illusory Devouring Flame split into three strands, each as thick as a thumb, forming thin flames that approached the monsters before him.

Compared to their fierce attacks, Lin Xuan's counterattack was insignificant. However, for some reason, the three Corpse Devils felt uneasy.

But they had no time to change tactics; their abilities collided with the Green Illusory Devouring Flame.

Sizzling sounds echoed as the white frosty breath seemed to meet its match and retreated at an alarming speed. The Green Illusory Devouring Flame followed closely, colliding with the monster's body.

The single-horned mamba's eyes revealed a human-like expression of pain as black gas filled its translucent body—poison.

Whizz!

A thin mist emerged from its crown, heading towards the southeast direction.

But escaping was not easy. Lin Xuan stretched his hand and flicked it with his fingers, causing the black mist to surge and transform into a dark ghost claw that grabbed at the opponent.

The first strand of mist was captured before it could escape.

As for the fire fox and two-headed giant ape, their situation was no better. Lin Xuan's strength now far surpassed theirs; after devouring the Fire Phantom, the Green Illusory Devouring Flame had gained even more power.

The two monsters were forced to retreat, but neither Corpse Fire nor any other abilities could harm Lin Xuan's poison flames.

"Truly a treasure passed down from the Moonshade Clan!"

Lin Xuan muttered in approval. Clearly satisfied with his Dark Devouring Flames, he extended his hand again and pointed at them.

Two thin strands of Green Illusory Devouring Flame exploded, forming countless threads that wrapped around the Corpse Devils.

The monsters naturally did not sit idly by but could not avoid being tied up tightly.

Once they were touched by the Green Illusory Devouring Flame, their vitality was gone. Thin mists emerged from their heads and were also captured by Lin Xuan.

Meanwhile, in a large stone room several dozen miles deep into the swamp, this wasn't the center of danger anymore. A tall and slender figure sat cross-legged inside.

At first glance, he seemed no different from an ordinary cultivator, wearing a torn gray robe. However, upon closer inspection, his exposed skin had inch-long fur, and his eyes were blood-red.

His fingers were hooked, clearly indicating that this was the Corpse Devil!

In the corner of the stone room, countless bones lay stacked—these were the victims lured here by the Ning Clan to be devoured. By feeding on human flesh and souls, its cultivation continued to grow.

The Corpse Devil sat cross-legged, practicing some unknown demonic technique.

Suddenly, he roared with anger and pain, swinging his claws.

"Grandfather, what's wrong?" spoke a young man in his twenties, dressed in fine robes and jade belt, looking like the son of a noble family.

If the three cultivators traveling with Lin Xuan were here, they would be shocked. This young man was Ning Clan's heir who had accepted their mission to seek out this place.

His words were clear, indicating that he was not controlled by any evil spirit.

But why did he show such respect? What was going on?

"The three strands of my divine consciousness have been destroyed."

"How is that possible?" the Ning Clan's heir showed a surprised expression. "Grandfather gave his divine consciousness to the Corpse Devils; it's beyond what ordinary cultivators can handle. This prey were only three Core Formation stage cultivators."

"Hmph, there was also an unexpected guest besides them," said the Corpse Devil with some uncertainty. The person who destroyed his divine consciousness had extremely high cultivation, but he felt a slight difference from an advanced Core Formation powerhouse. Regardless, it would be difficult to deal with.

"How could there be an advanced Core Formation powerhouse? Uncle's mission was three Core Formation cultivators; did Grandfather release the couple who accidentally entered last time?" The Ning Clan's heir quickly deduced the situation.

"Indeed," the Corpse Devil nodded.

"Grandfather, I don't understand. Why go through all this trouble to let that couple escape and plant restrictions in their bodies, forcing them to lure other cultivators here?"

"Hmph, what do you know? If it were just us luring cultivators here, many would disappear, drawing suspicion from the other old monsters. While I'm not afraid, I don't want to bring disaster upon the Ning Clan by attracting too much attention," said the Corpse Devil with a sinister smile.

"Grandfather's wisdom," the Ning Clan's heir realized. "This is indeed safer. Hmph, no one would think that this advanced Core Formation Corpse Devil was our former old grandmaster."

"But there's nothing I could do back then; if I had lived another dozen years, I would have succeeded in advancing to Dao Core Formation. I wouldn't be enduring such hardships now," the monster sighed.

"But it's good too. At least I retained my consciousness from before and extended my lifespan by several hundred years."
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"Grand Ancestor, I have a question that I do not understand. I hope you can enlighten me," the head of the Ning family suddenly said with his eyes rolling.

"Speak." The Corpse Demon, though vicious and evil, was still rather kind to his own disciples.

"Why does our Ning Family allow us to practice the Heaven Corpse Transformation Art when we have such a powerful demonic technique? If all of us could transform into Corpse Demons, dominating Spiral Peak Island would be as easy as turning over one's palm."

"Humph. Do you think that anyone can practice the Heaven Corpse Transformation Art?" The monster's voice sounded quite fierce, but it continued to explain: "The conditions for cultivation are strict. First and foremost, one must possess an odd Yin attribute Spirit Root."

"An odd Yin attribute Spirit Root?"

The head of the Ning family's face paled. Such a talent was virtually nonexistent—only one in ten thousand—and was caused by a mutation from Earth attributes, even rarer than a Saintly Spirit Root.

"Besides that, the cultivator must reach the peak stage of Condensation Core and complete the transformation in an extremely Yin-dense top-grade Yin Meridian region. Even then, the success rate is only about one percent. It's not as easy to become a Corpse Demon."

Hearing this, the head of the Ning family's hopes were completely extinguished. He muttered: "Given such strict conditions, why did Grand Ancestor..."

"Ridiculous! Didn't I just explain that? I practiced this demonic technique because my lifespan was insufficient; it was out of necessity. You should follow the usual cultivation methods. Besides, this technique is incredibly powerful and has a life-extending effect. However, our Ning Family only possesses incomplete fragments with significant flaws."

"Fragments?" The head of the Ning family's expression froze, his face showing disbelief.

"Humph, do you doubt my words?"

"Grandson dares not!" Seeing the other's tone was not favorable, the head of the Ning family quickly knelt down.

"It's understandable. Who wouldn't be tempted by such an overpowered technique?" The monster smiled: "Alright, I will tell you about its origin. This secret is known only to历代 heads of the family; even your second uncle doesn't know."

"Thank you, Grand Ancestor." The head of the Ning family was delighted and quickly bowed. What the monster said clearly meant he would be named as the future head.

"Our Ning Family has been living on Spiral Peak Island for thousands of years. We are often regarded as heretics and demons, but those people don't know that our ancestors almost took over the Heaven Corpse Sect."

"What?"

The head of the Ning family was stunned. Grand Ancestor's words were like a thunderclap in his ears. The Heaven Corpse Sect was well-known throughout the Cloud Sea cultivation world—ranked among the nine major forces, on par with Sword Obscure Palace and Ten Thousand Ghost Lake, if not more.

The sect had numerous powerful cultivators; even at the peak stage of Condensation Core, there were dozens of old monsters. The sect leader was a late-stage great cultivator.

His own ancestors almost took over that sect, which was impossible!

It sounded like a fairy tale, but unless Grand Ancestor was mad, he would never make such a joke.

Thinking this, the head of the Ning family swallowed hard, his words unclear: "What happened back then? Why did we leave the Heaven Corpse Sect and settle here?"

"Humph. What else could it be? It was due to treachery by a villain. In the cultivation world, survival is the law, and the Heaven Corpse Sect is no exception. My ancestors' magical techniques were unparalleled, but they were somewhat simple-minded. They almost became the Senior Elder but died from an ambush. All of his line were massacred, except for my ancestor's son who was traveling outside and escaped. He then went into hiding and eventually settled on Spiral Peak Island. The Heaven Corpse Transformation Art thus passed down here; it was originally a core sect technique of the Heaven Corpse Sect."

"That can't be right, Grand Ancestor. Although I am still weak in cultivation, I've heard that Nine Corpse Gathering Core is the first demonic art of the Heaven Corpse Sect!" The head of the Ning family said with a serious expression.

"Humph. What do you know? While Nine Corpse Gathering Core has immense power, it can only be practiced by late-stage Essence Body cultivators and has many flaws. It's merely half a technique."

"Half a technique?" The head of the Ning family was increasingly confused!

"That's right. In my ancestor's will, he mentioned that both the Heaven Corpse Transformation Art and Nine Corpse Gathering Core originated from the True Scripture of the Heaven Corpse Sect. Together, they form a complete technique; the Heaven Corpse Transformation Art is the upper half used for body refinement, while the divine techniques in Nine Corpse Gathering Core have countless uses."

"The True Scripture of the Heaven Corpse Sect has always been kept by the Senior Elders within the sect. It once fell into our ancestors' hands but was sabotaged by fellow cultivators before my ancestor's death. In a fit of righteous anger, he destroyed the upper half of this supreme demonic technique. That's why today's Heaven Corpse Sect only has Nine Corpse Gathering Core to maintain its facade," the old monster said coldly.

"Since the upper half is already destroyed, what did Grand Ancestor practice?" The head of the Ning family asked curiously.

"Humph, didn't I just say? My ancestor's son traveled outside and escaped. He wrote down the Heaven Corpse Transformation Art from memory. However, my ancestor's son was not an Essence Body cultivator; he only saw it a few times from his father, so what has been passed down is merely incomplete fragments."

"So that explains it." The head of the Ning family nodded. If not for Grand Ancestor's explanation, he would never have thought that the Ning Family's history had any connection to the Heaven Corpse Sect.

No wonder there were strict orders in the family forbidding disciples from going to Seven Stars Island; they feared encountering Heaven Corpse Sect cultivators and being exposed through their techniques.

Many of his previous doubts were suddenly resolved.

"Grand Ancestor, now that we have an old Essence Body monster as our enemy, how should we deal with him?" The head of the Ning family said worriedly.

"Humph. What to fear!" The monster raised his head proudly: "My divine abilities are at their peak; plus, I'm a Corpse Demon—invulnerable to weapons and swords. I will definitely outmatch that brat. If I can devour his Essence Body, I have an 80% chance of breaking through the bottleneck."

"Can Grand Ancestor advance?" The head of the Ning family was stunned before he burst into joy: "So, Grand Ancestor can also break free from the restrictions?"

"That's right. When I first practiced this technique, although I侥幸succeeded, there were some mistakes that almost led to a demonic transformation. Therefore, I had to stay in this heavily Yin-dense swamp. Once I advance to late-stage Essence Body, I will be able to leave and move around freely," the old monster said happily.

"I wish Grand Ancestor success. I will certainly act accordingly and support you." The head of the Ning family quickly added his congratulations.
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On the other side, Lin Xuan used the Azure Illusionary Fire to destroy three monsters with overwhelming force.

He looked at the spirit beast's fragment in his hand and clenched his five fingers. A flash of light appeared, turning it into ash. Then he turned around to observe the battle situation.

Seeing this, he let out a sigh.

Although the remaining spirit beasts were only of the first or second stage, they were all fearless and their abilities were extremely strange. Although the three condensation core cultivators had higher realms, they couldn't win quickly in such a rush.

At this rate, it wouldn't be easy to determine the outcome; Lin Xuan didn't have time to wait for so long.

After all, he was still one of them. Lin Xuan wouldn't just sit and watch idly.

He stretched out his hand and tapped his head. A black light shot out from his mouth.

Spinning around like a top, it turned into a palm-sized demon banner.

Since he appeared as a ghost cultivator, using the beast soul banner was more natural for him. Although this treasure was refined by Moon, the master and servant were connected by blood, so Lin Xuan could still fully utilize its ten layers of abilities.

With a light wave, the beast soul banner fell into his palm. Without any further action from Lin Xuan, he injected his spiritual energy into it. Immediately, dark mist surged and spread outwards.

Boom!

The demon aura was overwhelming, forming a cloud dozens of feet wide and long that enveloped both the cultivators and the spirit beasts in an instant.

The entire process took just a blink of an eye, leaving no time for reaction from either side.

"Senior, what do you want?"

Seeing Lin Xuan transform into a plain-looking young man, the three were greatly alarmed. However, as condensation core cultivators, they quickly realized that he had used shape-shifting techniques.

Although their fear increased, they understood his intentions better now.

In the cultivation world, there were many methods to maintain youth, but most of them only suited female cultivators. For men, such abilities were rare and ineffective.

Given that this old monster was an Incarnation Soul, who knew how long he had lived? Yet, his appearance and demeanor seemed no older than a young man in his twenties. What kind of dark arts did he practice?

"Senior, what do you command?"

"None of you need to be afraid of me; I have no ill intentions," Lin Xuan said sincerely. "I heard there's a spirit beast deep within this swamp that I want to eliminate. Who among you is willing to lead the way for me?"

"Um..." The three exchanged glances, unsure if they should trust him.

Lin Xuan didn't explain and just smiled at them.

After a long while, one of the oddly dressed cultivators suddenly spoke up: "Senior, if you don't mind, I, Xin Wuhen, am willing to lead the way."

"Very well," Lin Xuan nodded. "What about the rest of you?"

With no other choice, the old man gritted his teeth and said hesitantly, "Senior, forgive me. You know that we came here at the Ning family's request to find their missing young master. Although the compensation is generous, it doesn't justify risking our lives for them."

"So, are you leaving?" Lin Xuan smiled slightly.

"Yes," the old man gritted his teeth. He had nothing left to lose.

Although he might anger this old monster, the center of the swamp was equally dangerous. After weighing the pros and cons, he decided to take a chance.

"Xin Dao is willing to lead the way for you. Can we go back?"

The old man nervously finished his sentence, gripping his fingers tightly as he prepared to unleash his treasures if necessary. However, Lin Xuan didn't show any anger after hearing him out and only sighed, "Do you want to leave?"

"Yes... yes."

"Since that's the case, each person has their own aspirations; I won't force you. Take care on your journey!"

"Ah?" The two were stunned but felt relieved when they saw Lin Xuan wasn't lying.

The oddly dressed cultivator raised an eyebrow, deep in thought.

"We'll take our leave then."

The old man and the bald cultivator hurriedly bowed as they used their abilities to transform into two beams of light that flew towards the swamp's edge.

"Master, are you really letting them go?" Moon's voice came through, though their conversation was happening in their minds.

"Of course. As the saying goes, forced fruit is not sweet. Since these two don't want to take risks, I won't force them."

Lin Xuan's tone was calm.

"I may not be a good person, but I'm certainly not bad. All my actions are for better survival in the cultivation world. Even though I've become an Incarnation Soul, there's no need to bully others."

"But..." Moon sounded anxious: "I understand your intentions, but at least we should erase their memories of meeting you. Otherwise, they might cause trouble."

"Don't worry; they won't reveal anything," Lin Xuan said confidently.

"Why?" Although she admired his intelligence, Moon felt curious.

"Stupid girl, why did we come to this spirit beast swamp in the first place?"

Lin Xuan suddenly asked a question that didn't match his previous words.

"Of course because those two traitors lured us with top-grade Yin Meridians. They actually wanted us to become their prey," the young girl still felt angry about it.

"Correct, you know there are Incarnation Soul spirit beasts in this swamp who need to devour cultivators' blood and souls. Would he let such good targets go?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer: "If these two agree to stay with me and help eliminate the demons, I'll take care of them for my companions' sake, trying to prevent their deaths as much as possible. But now..."

"Dead or alive, it has nothing to do with me."

"So that's how it is." Moon nodded. She had no sympathy for such people who abandoned their companions.

Seeing Lin Xuan suddenly lost in thought, the oddly dressed cultivator looked surprised but didn't say anything rashly.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan regained his composure and nodded at him: "Xin Dao, let's go."

"Yes!"

The oddly dressed cultivator bowed and turned into a black streak of light that flew away.

This man was prompt; he led the way. Lin Xuan gave him an approving nod as dark mist surged behind him.

...

Back in the giant cave on the island, the spirit beast continued to sit cross-legged. Suddenly, it opened its eyes and let out a strange laugh.

"Senior Ancestor, what's wrong?"

The spirit beast didn't speak but showed signs of joy in its red eyes. The heavens were indeed helping me; those two condensation core cultivators separated from that Incarnation Soul.

Since this was the case, he wouldn't hesitate to capture them first and devour their golden cores to increase his strength slightly.

Although his true form couldn't leave the island, his hatred could.

With a spell cast, a thick black python shot out of his head and darted outside.

...

"Mo Dao, will that old monster really let us go?"

Two streaks of light pierced through the sky, flying towards the edge of the swamp. One red beam contained an bald, barefoot middle-aged cultivator who kept looking back nervously as he flew.

"Humph, how should I know? But since that old monster hasn't chased after us yet, there's a chance," the old man grumbled, his face pale with fear.

"Perhaps, but I feel uneasy. That old monster went to so much trouble to sneak into our group; it wouldn't let us go easily," the bald cultivator said worriedly.

"That makes sense," the old man sighed. "Regardless, entering the swamp is a risky choice. We should bear the consequences of our decision. Let's try to escape faster!"
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The bald cultivator nodded and was about to exert more force when suddenly a fierce light slashed diagonally towards him.

The situation had changed rapidly, but the bald cultivator, having reached the Condensation Core stage, naturally wouldn't sit idly by. A hint of malevolence flashed across his face as he quickly formed hand seals. A black python emerged from his body and shot up to meet the attack head-on.

Ssssh—

The magic aura pulsed, and a spiritual light flickered. The bald cultivator's face was devoid of any blood color; clearly, this encounter had taken its toll on him.

The elder was momentarily stunned but couldn't help showing some hesitation. However, he ultimately slowed his retreat and stopped beside the bald cultivator.

Of course, his actions weren’t out of courtesy; rather, in their current situation, separating to run would only lead to certain death. If they could join forces against their enemy, there might be a chance for survival.

This person was indeed a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator and had quickly weighed the pros and cons.

Reaching into his storage bag, he flicked out a streak ofmorning glory (Note: In some contexts, "morning glory" can be replaced with "sunset glow" or "dawn light")light that spiraled before dissipating, revealing an iron cane.

The bald cultivator wasn't hesitant. He spat out a mouthful of essence energy towards one of his treasures—a banana-shaped magical fan. Although his cultivation level was not high, this fan was a rare treasure.

Its origin story was quite interesting. It was well-known that after cultivating to the Golden Core stage, cultivators would travel widely in search of materials to refine their own treasures. This process was extremely arduous, and the materials required were very strict, often taking decades to collect. For major sects!

For some scattered cultivators or small families, even if someone managed to condense a Golden Core, due to shallow roots, they might never be able to gather all the necessary materials in their lifetime.

The path of cultivation was difficult not just in terms of practice but also with various essential resources, especially for grassroots cultivators. It could be an uphill battle every step of the way.

In the past, the bald cultivator had faced such challenges. Despite his solitary status and good fortune, he had managed to condense a Golden Core through hard work and sacrifice. However, due to his limited resources, finding materials to refine a proper treasure was no easy feat.

He had roamed various islands in the Cloud Sea, searching for needed materials. But known mineral veins were long since claimed by various sects. As a lone Condensation Core cultivator, he couldn't compete with them.

Not only did he struggle to find special attribute materials, but even common copper essence that took a thousand years to refine, he could only gather an infant's fist-sized piece after over ten years of searching.

The thought filled him with sorrow.

Actually, if he had enough crystals, many materials could be purchased in the market. Even if ordinary shops couldn't provide them, auctions would yield significant gains. But alas, his pockets were still empty.

His frustration was palpable. However, using a Spirit Artifact instead of a treasure seemed like a step down for a Condensation Core cultivator.

Despite the slim hope, he continued searching, traveling between major islands daily and sometimes venturing into dangerous areas to hunt cloud beasts for necessary crystals.

Over a decade passed, but his gains remained meager. The bald cultivator was nearly despondent when fate intervened. One day, while pursuing a second-stage monster, he stumbled upon an abandoned ancient cave where he discovered a skeleton.

The identity of the skeleton's owner was unknown to him, and he had no interest in investigating further. However, the storage bag beside it filled him with joy. Inside were nearly ten thousand crystals, some bottles, and a banana-shaped magical fan.

From its spiritual glow, it seemed to be a high-grade treasure. Heaven had been kind; this was a windfall for him.

The skeleton crumbled into ash upon contact, indicating its age of countless millennia. The bald cultivator took the fan, examining it carefully.

With such an ancient treasure in hand, he felt content. Although he couldn't refine it with his own essence fire, following ghostly techniques and sacrificing blood could still unlock much of its power.

Adding to this unexpected crystal gain, the bald cultivator's life as a scattered cultivator became quite comfortable.

He had a promising future; how could he die here?

With a fierce expression in his eyes, the bald cultivator continuously cast spells. The magical fan expanded with the wind, reaching over ten feet in diameter, and its inscriptions grew clearer.

"Surprise!" The ghost head was drawn to this, showing some surprise on its grotesque face despite its low cultivation level.

"Quickly!"

Facing a formidable opponent, the bald cultivator spared no effort. His essence energy surged forth, and with a gentle wave of the fan, two monstrous winds shot out from it—each as thick as a bowl.

One was dark like ink, faintly emitting an unpleasant stench even at a distance. The other was pale white, resembling corpse fire, causing discomfort just by looking at it.

Needless to say, their power was formidable.

The ghost head showed some concern but quickly sneered. This fan indeed had its merits, but the user's cultivation level was too low to be a threat.

Red light flickered in his eyes as he chanted incomprehensible incantations with his mouth moving wildly. He opened his blood-soaked mouth and spat out a purple mist containing flickering corpse fires that collided with the阴阳怪风.

Silent and colorless, the three colors intertwined, fighting fiercely but only on the surface. Although their techniques were similar in power, the difference in essence energy was vast. The bald cultivator soon showed signs of strain.
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The ghost head let out a long, raucous laugh. Such a fine treasure falling into the hands of the other party was sheer waste, an utter desecration. Let this wretched corpse send you to your grave.

The malevolent aura around him seemed tangible as his sharp horn retracted inward before shooting forward with great speed.

A black and sinister light transformed into a streak of dark, frigid brilliance that moved at incredible velocity. The bald monk had no time to react; he couldn't even muster any defensive measures.

His qi shield was as fragile as paper, crumbling under the relentless assault with a mournful cry.

Puff...

Blood sprayed everywhere as the bald monk's eyeballs lost their luster, still showing disbelief as he looked down.

A sharp horn pierced his left chest, shattering his heart. The vivid crimson blood was so shocking.

As strength waned, he turned into a corpse, but this was just the beginning…

That ghostly horn seemed to possess magical power, instantly drawing his essence and blood inside it.

The flesh and blood vanished, leaving only a white skeleton in the air. In its chest area lay a gemstone about the size of a dragon's eye.

The gemstone emitted a deep luster; that was undoubtedly the cultivator’s golden core!

A black flash, and the ghost head flew close, opening its large mouth to swallow the golden core whole.

Satisfied, it then fixed its gaze on another target.

The elder was so terrified his heart and soul were shattered. Although the bald monk's abilities fell short of his own, he was still a condensation core cultivator who had died in one exchange with the other party.

Moreover, not only did his body and soul get devoured, but he lost any chance to reincarnate.

Such a tragic end. There was no courage left for him as he trembled upon seeing the opponent's gaze.

Transforming into a streak of black malevolence, he shot off toward the distance.

However, this was extremely foolish. Having lost his own life treasure, if an enemy attacked, there would be no chance to retaliate.

Although he had no choice...

The ghost head was thrilled and emitted even more terrifying malice as its skull was enveloped by ghastly flames. It howled as it chased after the elder.

With the loss of his life treasure, the elder's speed significantly decreased. He was quickly caught up to by the other party, who filled with fear. Kneeling mid-air, he begged: "Senior, spare my life! Senior, spare my life! I am willing to serve you as a horse or ox!"

Before he could finish, the ghost head bit through his throat, rendering his servitude meaningless. The rest of his flesh and blood quickly vanished; with his golden core devoured, only his bones fell into the swamp, destined to turn into mud after centuries.

Roar!

The ghost head let out a fierce cry as it spun around, sending off a wave of demonic mist that snatched their storage bags and treasures before flying back.

As for Lin Xuan, he and the Sin surname cultivator had not encountered any trouble on their journey. The Corpse Demons were not fools; sending minions to deal with an婴期 expert was like sending a dog into a tiger's den—no return.

About half an hour later, they saw the small island in the center of the swamp.

Shaped like a crescent moon, it stretched for over ten miles. The abundant Yin Qi hit them like a wave. Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows with excitement as he couldn't hide his joy.

Such ample Yin Qi meant that this place had top-grade Yin veins without a doubt.

Not in vain!

If the rumors were wrong, Lin Xuan would have turned around and left. No one was foolish enough to fight a Corpse Demons at the婴期 stage for nothing.

He had no interest in upholding justice or eradicating evil.

The Sin cultivator's eyes also showed joy and admiration, but his face quickly turned ashen.

It wasn't because of the surrounding lack of purple mist. The poison fog here was colorless and transparent, making it even more insidious.

Moreover, its toxicity had increased by several times. It was unclear if an婴期 expert could withstand it, but he certainly couldn't. Even with a treasure that repelled poisons, his bones would turn to dust.

Thinking of this, the Sin cultivator felt uneasy, fearing Lin Xuan might drag him into this.

Fortunately, such concerns were unnecessary. Although Lin Xuan was no good guy, he wouldn’t lead him to his death.

Of course, he wouldn't let him go either.

This small amount of poison fog wasn't a challenge for himself.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and a pill slid out from the palm, smiling as he offered it.

"Senior, what is this?" The Sin cultivator hesitated.

"Ingest it; it will temporarily help you resist the poison fog," Lin Xuan said calmly. His voice was firm and unchallengeable.

"But…" He took the pill and his expression changed several times.

"What? Do you doubt my word?"

"No… I dare not."

The Sin cultivator gritted his teeth, swallowing the medicinal pill. As they say, when under someone's roof, one must bow down. Facing an婴期 expert, he couldn't defy him. He hoped that with such a high cultivation level, there was no need for Lin Xuan to plot against him.

However, whether this pill could resist the poison fog troubled his mind.

He could only take it step by step and follow Lin Xuan into the island.

A dizzy spell hit him, but as his cultivation technique circulated within, the discomfort vanished. The Sin cultivator felt relieved and looked at Lin Xuan with admiration, wondering what kind of medicinal pill he had given that it was so effective.

With his life saved, his confidence grew. Perhaps following this old monster would ensure a safe journey.

"Ancestor, the Corpse Poison is ineffective against them," said the young master of the Ning family from the large stone cave.

"Humph, nothing to worry about; if there's an婴期 expert among them, it makes sense that they can counteract such poison fog." The Corpse Demons snarled. However, a hint of confusion appeared in his bloodshot eyes: "However, this person’s cultivation level is quite peculiar."

"Why so? You just said he was an old monster at the婴期 stage?"

"Indeed, but now that we are closer, he gives me a different feeling than those old monsters; it's like he isn't truly at the婴期 stage..."

The young master of the Ning family was confused. However, he didn’t plan to delve deeper and dismissed it as wind in his ears.

"Humph, regardless, this person’s cultivation level is undoubtedly high. By consuming his flesh and soul, I will definitely advance successfully," the Corpse Demons’ eyes glinted with ferocity, its expression becoming more menacing: "Son, stay here; let me handle those far-off visitors."

"Yes!" The young master of the Ning family bowed in reverence, showing a sycophantic smile. "May your ancestor achieve victory and success."
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The阴气 and corpse poisons within the small island had become much denser. Even Lin Xuan fully released his divine sense to prevent any ambush.

Fortunately, there was no trap. As for the poison, Lin Xuan did not take it seriously at all. The碧幻幽火 he cultivated was one of the finest poisonous flames in the world, and he had been consuming the Absolute Poison Pill for a long time. Unless facing an advanced cultivator who specialized in poisons, ordinary poisons were nothing to worry about.

The禁制 around the island still shielded divine sense, but under Lin Xuan's full effort, it was ineffective. Soon, his brows furrowed as he discovered the location of the Corpse Devil.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan said while turning in a direction and shooting towards the southwest with his遁光. The surname Xin cultivator was taken aback and hurriedly followed.

Now ensnared in the tiger's den, Lin Xuan was his support; he would never leave even if he had to run.

Although this island wasn't large, it was obstructed by a illusions array. After much winding and turning, they flew for several tea times before the area suddenly opened up.

It was a small plain with scattered rocks. However, strangely, every few meters on the ground there were holes as big as bowls, deep without bottom, emitting thick clouds of corpse qi from within.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed upon seeing this.

His gaze fell onto a pile of the largest rocks, atop which sat a monstrous figure in gray robes. Its face was grotesque with exposed fangs—indeed, it was the legendary Incubus Corpse Devil.

"Senior, things are not good. The opponent has set up an array here to gather corpse qi, increasing his cultivation level while making our lives even harder," said the surname Xin cultivator, his face filled with worry as he looked at those bowl-sized holes.

Lin Xuan nodded but remained silent, his eyes gradually showing a serious expression. The opponent's cultivation had reached the peak of the initial stage, and combined with his innate talent, his supernatural powers were not far behind an Incubus in the middle stage.

"Why?" Seeing Lin Xuan ignore his suggestion, the surname Xin cultivator was both surprised and angry. Did he really have the confidence to defeat such a formidable Corpse Devil?

"Your kind offer is commendable, but it's too naive. If you think we can easily destroy this array here," said Lin Xuan, still staring at the Corpse Devil with a calm expression that would not reveal any weakness.

During his time on Ice Fire Island, he had diligently studied The璇玑心得 and although not an expert in arrays, he was far superior to peers of the same cultivation stage.

This cunning Corpse Devil had connected this array with the Yin Pulse's spring. If one were to destroy it forcefully, the Yin Pulse would also be destroyed. Wouldn't that be a futile effort?

Fortunately, Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan and found that apart from gathering corpse qi, this array did not have any other supernatural powers, so he needn't fear anything. He just needed to be cautious during the battle.

Moreover, he had already left a contingency plan.

Lin Xuan was confident but had yet to act.

The Corpse Devil naturally noticed their movements and slowly stood up, his eyes filled with an extremely eerie red light.

His divine sense swept over the surname Xin cultivator, then focused entirely on Lin Xuan. He licked his lips in amazement: "Huh? What is your background? You're not an Incubus, yet you have such a formidable presence?"

Lin Xuan's heart tightened; this old monster indeed had extensive knowledge and could discern his cultivation stage.

Previously, those Condensation Core cultivators always regarded him as an Incubus, showing no doubt at all.

The Magic Incubus was merely a trick. Compared to true Incubuses, there were still differences.

Lin Xuan pursed his lips but did not deny it; what if he had lower cultivation? Strength determined the outcome. Even without talismans, his supernatural powers compared favorably with an early-stage Incubus.

Why would he come here to vanquish a Corpse Devil if he didn't have confidence?

He always acted after careful planning.

The monster's words did not provoke Lin Xuan, but the surname Xin cultivator's expression became utterly astonished. His fear was evident as he pointed at Lin Xuan: "How… how could this be? You're not an Incubus?"

"Indeed, in terms of cultivation stage, I am slightly inferior to an Incubus, but my cultivation method is rather special and often misunderstood by Daoists," said Lin Xuan with a slight smile.

With confirmation from Lin Xuan's mouth, the surname Xin cultivator's face turned even paler. But this person was incredibly intelligent; seeing that Lin Xuan admitted he wasn't an Incubus yet showed no fear, it seemed he had some support.

Thus, he hoped for the best and reluctantly endured the situation.

Hopefully, this senior had genuine supernatural powers to eliminate the Corpse Devil.

"Humph, those two cultivators earlier tasted good. You and your companion will become my blood food soon," said the Corpse Devil with a grin, his hoarse voice filled with chilling terror.

"What? Mo Dao and Jin Dao have already fallen victim to your poison?" The surname Xin cultivator's voice trembled like a fox mourning its dead rabbit.

"Of course. Do you think entering the corpse qi swamp could still allow one to return alive?" The Corpse Devil laughed triumphantly, then turned to Lin Xuan: "I don't know what cultivation method you practice, but despite not being an Incubus, your presence is astonishing. It doesn't matter; the magical power in your essence must far exceed that of peers. Consuming you will allow me to advance. Now I can offer a path for you to suffer less."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan showed some interest: "Senior, what do you wish to say?"

"If you are willing to surrender and let this old man consume the golden core body, I can make an exception and spare your soul," said the Corpse Devil with a self-important expression.

"Haha." Lin Xuan laughed, his lips filled with mockery. "You're not afraid of speaking out of turn. Let me advise you: if you are willing to approach the Forbidden Spirit Technique and become my slave, I might consider sparing your life."

Lin Xuan was confident but had yet to act.
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"Naive brat, dare to be so bold," the Corpse Demon's face turned fierce. His aura instantly surged.

A series of sharp bangs echoed as his body suddenly swelled, resembling a round ball inflated with air. It shot towards the sky and began spinning rapidly.

Lin Xuan's expression was one of surprise...

Bam!

The round ball expanded to about ten feet in diameter before suddenly bursting without warning. Corpse energy filled the air; the flesh and blood had transformed into countless fiery serpents, each as thick as a thumb. Despite their numerous numbers, they surged towards Lin Xuan and his companion.

It seemed like they were going to be swallowed whole.

Though he didn't know what kind of divine technique this was, being hit would definitely not feel good.

Lin Xuan hummed, sweeping his sleeve. Silver light shone as the Nine Heavens Moon Ring flew before him.

He lightly tapped it, and red and blue lights flickered in the silver ring.

With his demon infant now fully matured, the power of this divine technique had greatly increased. Lin Xuan smirked; a mere condensation stage cultivator managed to withstand an old monster's strange technique. This guy must have some background.

The fiery serpents, having failed their mission, unwillingly stopped causing embarrassment and redirected towards the Corpse Demon.

In the dark wind, the man's face twisted into a grotesque expression as he swung his hands wildly.

Crackling sounds echoed as the white bone shield reflected the fiery serpents back.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in amusement. A mere condensation stage cultivator managed to catch an old monster's strange technique; this guy must have some history.

The fiery serpents, having failed their mission, redirected towards the Corpse Demon.

"Old Demon of the Ten Thousand Ghost Lake, what connection do you have with me?" Lin Xuan asked sternly.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised by this. He had never heard of the Old Demon of White Bones, but the Ten Thousand Ghost Lake was well-known.

It ranked among the Nine Great Forces in the Cloud Sea!

Could this be a disciple from the Ten Thousand Ghost Lake?

"No, I am just an ordinary cultivator and do not know any Old Demon," the man denied vehemently.

"Hmph. In front of a true cultivator, you dare to lie? Your Three Yin White Bone Shield is indeed something the old demon cherishes," the Corpse Demon cackled. "Although I am in this swamp of corpse energy, I have heard that his treasures were stolen by his disciples."

Before he could finish speaking, he extended his claws and grabbed at nothing, causing a surge of corpse energy to appear. A tattered ghost serpent appeared mid-air, about ten feet long, reeking with stench, and lunged towards the opponent.

The man's face turned grave as he cast a spell on his weapon. The black sword trembled and transformed into a thick beam of light, slicing at the opponent fiercely.

Despite its impressive aura, the ghost serpent paid no heed. It opened its mouth and spat out a cloud of dark energy. The beam of light dimmed upon contact, revealing the black sword's true form, its power greatly diminished.

Unlike the famous Three Yin White Bone Shield, this black sword was merely crafted by the man himself, with far less power. It could not withstand the Corpse Demon's attack.

The man was terrified and poured all his energy into his shield. The ghost serpent arrived swiftly; one claw struck down. A purple glow flashed on the shield, repelling it.

Seeing this, the Corpse Demon was delighted. With a ghost serpent driven by a condensation stage cultivator, its defensive capabilities were already formidable. If he could get his hands on it...

He mentally commanded the ghost serpent to bite and tear, determined to wear down his opponent.

Just as the attack reached its peak, a green shadow flew across. It was no more than half a foot long but resembled a tiny phoenix with beautiful wings.

It swooped towards the ghost serpent's head.

The two collided!

Visually, it seemed like an ant trying to shake a tree.

But the result was shocking.

The green bird vanished into the ghost serpent's head, and the surrounding corpse energy ignited, turning into a sea of green flames.

A clear sky appeared in an instant.

The power of the demon flames was formidable, causing Lin Xuan to shudder with fear. However, the Corpse Demon showed no signs of regret as he clapped his hands and chest, his figure becoming indistinct.

Lin Xuan's brows rose; even with his powerful divine sense, he lost track of the opponent. The corpse energy became faint and unpredictable.

What a strange concealment technique!

Faced with such a scenario, Lin Xuan was naturally on high alert for an ambush.

He reached out, shattering the ice wall into three pieces, each covered in red flames, rotating around him.

A loud bang echoed as a ghost spear rebounded.

Lin Xuan felt a Corpse Demon's shadow appear before it vanished again, indicating that the monster missed and retreated.

Lin Xuan frowned but remained unperturbed. Suddenly, several more ghost spears appeared, followed by a surge of corpse energy. Each spear grew to the size of a bowl, with a deep, poisonous glow at its tip.

In the dark wind, the man's face showed fear as he saw the spears aimed at Lin Xuan. He hesitated; this was an old monster's confrontation, and his Three Yin White Bone Shield could not be used here due to its high energy consumption. Seizing the opportunity, he quickly abandoned his companion.

"Stupid!"

Lin Xuan sighed, unsure if he was scolding the Corpse Demon or the man. He swept his sleeve, and silver light shone as the Nine Heavens Moon Ring flew out.

Taking advantage of the old monsters' battle, the man had already retreated over ten feet. Just as he tried to accelerate, a shadow flashed before him. He gasped; it was indeed the grotesque Corpse Demon in front of him. He quickly summoned his Three Yin White Bone Shield.

However, Lin Xuan's voice interrupted: "Fool, be careful behind you."

Though he didn't sense anything amiss, he couldn't afford to ignore this warning and turned around. A ghost head with a single horn floated behind him, opening its bloody mouth and biting his neck.

All strength drained away as his flesh was devoured by the Corpse Demon. The demon satisfied itself with a belch before the ghost head flew forward, reuniting with it.

Seeing his ghost spear suspended in mid-air, each end encased in silver rings, he struggled but failed to free himself.

"What is this? Can you imprison my treasure?" the Corpse Demon's face was grave.

Lin Xuan smiled without replying. Instead, he said something unexpected: "You've consecutively devoured three condensation stage cultivators; your divine technique must have grown stronger!"

The Corpse Demon was taken aback but was a cunning old monster... He asked, "What do you mean by that?"

"Nothing," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Originally, with your power, I would need to exert myself to defeat you, but since you are so greedy, you've trapped yourself. This saves me the trouble."

Lin Xuan's words revealed a cunning plan, as he had anticipated the Corpse Demon's retreat and prepared for it.
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"Is that so?"

The Corpse Demon was also cunning, and naturally wouldn't let a few strange words deter him. After all, he had already used Inner Vision to check his body, finding no issues.

He was almost certain the other party was just babbling nonsense!

"Do you think such unfounded words can cloud my mind?" The Corpse Demon curled his lips into a sneer, his face full of contempt as he raised his head and roared. His body instantly grew taller, the green fur on his surface began to swell, and his outer fangs extended half a foot, looking terrifying.

"Whether you believe it or not, try it out."

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but with a gentle flick of his fingers, he activated his treasure. The Corpse Demon transformed into a double-headed giant snake, opening its blood-stained mouth and lunging at the other party.

Meanwhile, his left hand was busy as well. A small, ancient mirror shone brightly, emitting an aura filled with resentment. With a roar, it shot out pale white corpse flames from its surface.

Those corpse flames came in a rush, quickly forming an elliptical shield.

This guy actually planned to withstand the attack!

Seeing this, Lin Xuan wouldn't be polite; he immediately drove his treasure to full power.

A loud boom echoed as the ground trembled. First, the giant snake transformed from his Corpse Soul Treasure opened its blood-stained mouth and fiercely tore at the protective barrier. Then, the energy ball that could absorb enemy mana followed suit.

Instantly, blinding light filled the area. With the Corpse Demon at the center, violent spiritual energy clashed, forming a shockwave that spread out in all directions.

Rumbling sounds echoed as rocks fell from above; some were even shattered by the intense pressure. The corpse aura around them thickened to an almost liquid state.

Lin Xuan's Corpse Soul Treasure had suppressed his poison somewhat, but it was still limited. He knew he needed something more potent.

"Keh-keh..."

The Corpse Demon raised its head and let out a harsh, hoarse roar from the back of its throat. The sound seemed to be squeezed out bit by bit, incredibly unpleasant.

At the same time, his body began to swell, like an inflated ball.

Lin Xuan frowned; during their first encounter, the other party had used a similar spell, but this time it felt different.

He didn't bother delving into the details. He had already used his talisman treasures for quick victory. With these extraordinary artifacts from a Separation Realm cultivator, if he couldn't defeat the opponent now, he might as well end it all by headbutting a wall.

Lin Xuan cast another spell, and the talisman treasure ignited with a whoosh. A blood-red flame appeared on his chest, centered around an inch-long green sword.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the sword; unlike before, this time it shimmered and transformed into a three-foot-long blade. He gripped it in his hand.

The sword was elegant and ancient, emitting a clear ringing sound as spiritual pressure descended from the heavens. The artifacts crafted by Separation Realm cultivators were extraordinary.

Lin Xuan then raised his head to look ahead, feeling slightly surprised.

What he saw made him pause; the Corpse Demon's body had expanded to its limit, with its head and limbs all retracted into its belly, forming a round ball. Its size had increased several times over, with a diameter of more than ten feet.

It looked comical, but the surrounding corpse aura was incredibly thick, almost liquid-like. His Corpse Soul Treasure's poison had been completely suppressed.

Lin Xuan felt uneasy, but he wasn't afraid as long as he held his talisman treasure.

He poured all his spiritual energy into the sword in his palm; the talisman treasure shone brightly, splitting into numerous sword lights.

These lights were of two colors: green and yellow. Each was razor-sharp, giving a sense of invincibility.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan shouted, and the thousands of sword lights trembled in mid-air, forming vortexes of spiritual energy resonance. They shot out like arrows from a powerful bow, rushing at the Corpse Demon with the force of a mountain collapsing.

The corpse aura and protective barrier wouldn't stand a chance against such a fierce assault; Lin Xuan believed they would be easily pierced.

One word: anything that stands in my way will die!

Since the Corpse Demon had transformed into a ball, it couldn't see his expression. All he saw was the rapidly trembling ball, expanding and contracting with thunderous explosions.

A bloody rain fell from the sky as the blood and flesh began to coalesce into countless ghost heads, each with a large mouth and sharp fangs. Although only fist-sized, their sheer number made them terrifying.

Facing the green and yellow sword lights, these ghost heads opened their mouths, spewing out purple-red demon mist filled with flickering corpse flames.

In an instant, they formed a long strip of dozens of feet, moving slowly but swiftly, colliding with the sword lights.

Silent yet impactful, it felt like a heavy blow to his heart. The shock transcended physical sensation and entered the realm of consciousness.
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Lin Xuan was greatly surprised to see that the opponent could actually withstand an attack from a talisman artifact.

He narrowed his eyes and looked ahead. Between the two figures, a swirling mass of corpse energy and spiritual essence surged, with various strange lights devouring and intertwining each other. The entire sky turned dark, as if the heavens were about to collapse.

Raising an eyebrow, Lin Xuan was moved but quickly changed to a mocking expression. This eerie corpse demon was indeed more troublesome than he had anticipated, but the outcome remained uncertain.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and pointed forward. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring began spinning, emitting red and white spiritual essence that transformed into dozens of fire dragons and ice serpents.

"Go!"

With a flick of his finger, the fire dragons and ice serpents rushed forth like a thunderclap. The sky was filled with the sound of explosions, breaking the brief stalemate as purple-red demon fog began to retreat.

Seeing this, all the ghost heads showed fear in their eyes, desperately injecting more power, but they still couldn't hold back.

They tried to escape, but it was too late. The entire attack pushed them back into a sea of frenzied spiritual energy.

"Ah..."

A sharp cry echoed far away as Lin Xuan naturally did not hesitate to drive his spiritual essence, aiming to finish the battle in one fell swoop!

The thunderous explosions continued for what felt like a long time before gradually subsiding.

All the corpse energy and demon fog had been completely swept away. A flame formed in Lin Xuan's hand as the three-foot-long sword vanished, returning to its original blood-red talisman form, though it was now less lustrous. Sighing, he knew that this artifact could still be used a couple more times.

He carefully stored it away.

Next, Lin Xuan looked around and soon noticed something. The sky had cleared, but about thirty feet away, a dark, shiny gemstone floated in the air.

Lin Xuan's sleeve flapped, sending out a beam of light that snatched the gemstone back.

About the size of a dragon’s eye, it was ice-cold to the touch, but its spiritual essence was very faint. It wasn't a corpse pearl.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan cast a spell. The gemstone absorbed it without any change.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. He then released his divine sense and enveloped the gemstone, still unable to penetrate it at all.

After two failed attempts, Lin Xuan was not worried but rather pleased. This gemstone must have some extraordinary properties that he couldn't yet understand; he would study it more later.

Next, he flicked a finger, summoning both the Three Yin Bone Shield and the storage bag of the Xing surname cultivator. His face lit up with joy at this significant收获. Satisfied, he carefully stored them away.

The corpse demon was now defeated, and the top-grade yin meridian had become his possession. It wasn't for nothing that he had endured so much trouble. Of course, before training, he still needed to thoroughly search the island.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense...

A moment later, a strange expression appeared in his eyes.

"This is peculiar; there are other cultivators on this little island. Could they be fellow corpse demons?" Lin Xuan's face showed amusement as he rubbed his forehead and muttered to himself.

He didn't expect any results here, so Lin Xuan shifted into a streak of light and flew towards the nest of the corpse demon.

Almost instantly, he arrived at the foot of a steep mountain peak over a hundred feet high. The entire mountain was made of hard rock, with a grand cave府 carved out at its base.

In front of the entrance to this cave府, some purple fog lingered.

It looked unremarkable, but Lin Xuan's expertise revealed that it was quite formidable.

Unfortunately, there was no one to maintain it, so how could he be stopped?

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips as his sleeves flapped out, releasing several fireballs the size of heads.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pinched a hand seal. The fireballs converged into a sphere over ten feet in diameter before hatching like chicks from an egg, revealing a beautiful phoenix.

His face showed satisfaction; summoning a demon infant indeed made a significant difference. This mid-grade earth-level spell was now within his reach.

"Go!"

With a light command, the phoenix spread its wings and circled above Lin Xuan's head before diving towards the cave entrance.

Boom!

The禁制 was triggered as the purple fog rapidly coalesced into a vortex. Inside the vortex, a strange tiger with two wings opened its blood-red maw to attack the phoenix.

...

Meanwhile, inside the cave府, Lin Family’s young master was joyfully playing with his fan, having just received the storage bags of the old man and bald cultivator killed by the corpse demon's avatar earlier that day.

"Who would have thought a mere wandering cultivator could possess such an ancient artifact. Once Grandfather returns, I'll beg him to give this to me, and my powers will instantly increase."

The young master of the Ning family, dressed in fine robes, showed greed as he dreamed of his enhanced abilities. Suddenly, the ground shook violently, and explosions echoed outside.

"What's happening? Someone is attacking the禁制. Impossible, could Grandfather have fallen?"

The Ning family’s young master was stunned, his face turning pale with fear. He pointed a finger, and an image appeared on a mirror-like object in front of him, showing what was happening outside.

Though the corpse demon's禁制 was formidable, it took Lin Xuan only some time to break through. The strange tiger created from the purple fog was already retreating after being hit by the phoenix. With another flick of his finger, several sword lights appeared and entered the禁制.

Explosions sounded like raindrops as a hidden array flag behind the rocks turned into ash.

Another one followed...

In less than a tea time, the entire阵法 disintegrated.

Seeing the array disk split in half, the Ning family’s young master's expression was beyond horror. Terrified and panicking, he recognized that the youth who had broken through the禁制 was likely the senior mentioned as possibly an元婴 cultivator by his grandfather.

It seemed that Grandfather had truly fallen to this person.

With such power, the Ning family’s young master naturally didn't dare resist.

What should he do?

This person was greedy and afraid of death. He quickly pointed his fingers, releasing a series of阴wind to sweep away all the treasures and crystals in the cave府, intending to escape with them.

But just as he finished, a flash of green light appeared. Lin Xuan had split the giant stone door with his sword and stood before him.

"You..."

The Ning family’s young master's face turned pale, and he kneeled down, shivering uncontrollably.

With his power now revealed, the overwhelming spiritual essence pressed him into submission.

"Senior, please spare my life. I beg for your mercy."

Knowing that this person could slay a corpse demon, there was no way to resist. He knew it was wise to adapt and survive in the cultivation world by being thick-skinned.

With his promising future, he didn't want to die here. Begging pitifully, he hoped to prolong his life.
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. This guy was too spineless. A streak of green lightning shot out.

The Ning Family Young Master was greatly terrified, but it was already too late to dodge. The green lightning struck his body, and he felt the world spinning. His spiritual energy seemed to be trapped.

Such an easy victory surprised Lin Xuan a bit. He raised his left hand and pulled the other party towards him.

Lin Xuan would not show mercy when dealing with enemies; he directly searched their soul, which was both simple and efficient.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan finally let go, closed his eyes, and began toorganize his thoughts.

He hadn't expected that this Corpse Demon was actually the Ning Family’s former patriarch and had intricate ties with one of the Nine Great Forces: Heavenly Corpse Sect.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid. He didn’t even consider a small Ning Family worth mentioning.

Looking at the unconscious Ning Family Young Master, Lin Xuan directly shot out a fireball to turn him into ashes.

Before that, he naturally took off his storage bag and put it aside.

This was a significantharvest. The Corpse Demon’s collection was not to be mentioned; the half-lifetime savings of three Condensation Core cultivators also made him a bit richer.

Lin Xuan entered the training room. He sat cross-legged and first adjusted his breathing for a moment, then took out two treasures from his storage bag.

He picked up the small white bone shield. According to what he learned from the Corpse Demon, this treasure originally belonged to an Incarnation Stage cultivator in Wanhui Lake, stolen by a disciple.

Lin Xuan had seen its power; it was no trivial matter. He gently stroked it, not knowing what material it was made of, but with his cultivation level, controlling it shouldn’t be difficult. A bit of ritualization would make it an excellent defensive weapon.

There was also the banana leaf fan, equally impressive. Knowing Lin Xuan’s wealth and status, any ancient treasure he could look at had to have significant power.

These two treasures were considerable gains; they might come in handy when facing enemies. Lin Xuan waved his hands, casting a levitation spell, then tapped his head, and an inch-sized infant appeared from the top of his skull.

Of course, it was the Magic Infant he had painstakingly cultivated. The little guy’s expression was solemn as he looked at the two treasures held by blue light. He opened his mouth and spat out a baby fire about the size of a embroidery needle.

It seemed like a spirit snake, instantly merging into the two treasures.

Boom!

The surface of the white bone shield and banana leaf fan burst into black flames, with faint crackling sounds. This was Lin Xuan directly ritualizing the two treasures using his Magic Infant.

One benefit was that it was much faster than other secret methods.

Since they weren’t his primary treasure, he just needed to leave a mark on them.

A few days later, Lin Xuan completed everything. Of course, the Magic Infant had rested several times within him.

Compared to an Incarnation Stage cultivator, the Magic Infant was a clever workaround; plus, after becoming solidified, Lin Xuan hadn’t had time to refine it further.

Once he finished his current tasks, he would focus on cultivating it properly.

Lin Xuan thought about this and began meditating again. After recovering his strength, he took out a round ball from his pocket.

It was roughly the size of a dragon eye, icy cold, with an eerie black glow.

The Corpse Demon had turned to dust, but this item remained, clearly not ordinary.

Lin Xuan held it in his hand and examined it for a long time without finding any clues. His divine sense couldn’t penetrate it, so he dared not use brute force to destroy it.

Sighing, he put it back into his pocket.

Next was the processing of the Corpse Demon’s treasures. Lin Xuan didn’t pay much attention to ordinary treasures but there were tens of thousands of crystals and one jade tube with valuable contents: The Heavenly Corpse Incarnation Technique.

After using the soul-searching technique on the Ning Family Young Master, Lin Xuan knew this secret method well; he wouldn’t practice it himself.

But keeping it would be useful.

After handling these trivial matters, Lin Xuan entered a period of intense cultivation. He refined elixirs, purified essence, took medicine, and meditated.

Whether to help Moon break through or merge the Corpse Infant wasn’t urgent. One must eat bit by bit; rushing was a big no-no in cultivation. What he needed to do now was stabilize the Magic Infant first.

Holding the jade tube, Lin Xuan pondered over the last layer of the Magic Infant Technique. The text was archaic but not difficult for him to understand with his current knowledge. After several days, he comprehended all its subtle and profound aspects.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged; his upper body remained still, only changing ancient hand gestures occasionally. More strangely, a black streak of light appeared above his head.

The light flickered mysteriously.

If one used the inner vision technique at this moment, they would see that in Lin Xuan’s dantian, the Magic Infant was also sitting cross-legged with a solemn expression.

Beneath him was an endless expanse of blue light points, like a nebula slowly rotating.

Above his head, a golden core the size of a dragon eye hung high. Thick green spiritual energy surged around it nonstop.

The entire scene was dignified and mysterious, filled with ancient atmosphere.

Outside the cave, the sky gradually darkened as Lin Xuan had been meditating for an entire day. Suddenly, the Magic Infant within him opened its eyes, looked around, then spat out a thin strand of baby fire from its mouth.

Almost simultaneously, the golden core above began to spin rapidly.

A refined green spiritual energy leaked out from the core.

It met with the black infant fire.

Originally, these were different types of spiritual energies—yin and yang—but they didn’t tear each other apart; instead, they strangely started merging.

Of course, this wasn’t an easy process. The Magic Infant’s little face showed signs of tension as it watched intently without blinking.

Fortunately, nothing went wrong. After the baby fire absorbed that refined spiritual energy, its color deepened.

The Magic Infant’s expression turned happy. It formed hand gestures and sucked in the flame with its mouth.

Then, it closed its eyes again, clearly starting to refine it.

Meanwhile, the golden core continued spinning, spiritual energy from around his dantian rushing towards him to compensate for the loss.

This process lasted a day and night.

The next morning, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes, taking a deep breath. He looked tired but was filled with joy on his face.

This was the process he had comprehended of how to cultivate and nourish the Magic Infant. To be honest, it was much harder than doing the Great Heaven Circulation Technique. Fortunately, since Lin Xuan wasn’t a low-ranking cultivator anymore, it wasn’t too difficult for him.

And he had an unexpectedharvest!

The predecessor who created the Magic Infant Technique was exceptionally intelligent and knew his hope of condensing an Incarnation Core was slim but still couldn’t give up. The cultivation method he established not only nourished the Magic Infant but also exercised the golden core, achieving two goals at once.

This was crucial because everyone knew that an Incarnation Core was catalyzed by a golden core; in other words, the stronger and more stable the golden core, the better for condensing an Incarnation Core.

Even if it was just a little bit, since the chance of condensing an Incarnation Core was so low, even this small improvement could make same-level cultivators envious.

Lin Xuan took out two pills from his storage bag and swallowed them. After restoring his spiritual energy, he continued cultivating.
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Winter gave way to spring, and time passed swiftly. Before Lin Xuan knew it, another year had come around.

Lin Xuan's cultivation was going smoothly. After more than three hundred days of refining, the form of his demonic infant had finally stabilized completely.

The golden core had also grown to its limit. Now, if he wished, he could begin condensing his essence soul at any time. Of course, there was a prerequisite: he needed sufficient Heaven Dust Pills.

Therefore, before finding a place where he could refine this divine herb, Lin Xuan decided to take a break for now. After all, he wasn't yet a hundred years old, and there was no need to rush into condensing his essence soul.

Either do it or don't; but if you do, make sure you have full confidence. Lin Xuan didn't want to fail and have to start over. Besides, he had other things to attend to—fusing the corpse infant first.

Just as he was thinking this, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed a flicker in his brow. Two powerful auras were rapidly approaching.

Condensation Core cultivators!

They were still several miles away from the island, but their target was clearly here.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. Such a remote and perilous place; with the outer marshes full of dangers, who could have dared to venture in?

Could it be... Ning Family cultivators?

It had been a while since he exterminated their old patriarch. They hadn't contacted him at all, which was strange considering how long it had been.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't in the mood to investigate further. He vanished from his spot with a flash of movement.

"Senior Brother, our old patriarch said he needed about a year for his seclusion. It's already been nearly thirty days, and there hasn't been any word," said a cultivator dressed in gray robes, his face filled with concern.

"Humph! I don't know where you've been, but neither the old patriarch nor the young master has contacted the family in a long time. Something must have happened," said another cultivator, who was similarly dressed but wore red clothes.

"Something went wrong? No way, our old patriarch successfully transformed into a Corpse Devil and is stronger than an early-stage Essence Soul cultivator. Moreover, with the corpse aura marshes, his abilities are enhanced. Unless it's the Demon Obscure Sect's sect master or the Great Elder of the Vast Righteous Sect, who else could harm him?"

"True," said the red-clothed cultivator, nodding but looking serious. "But I heard that the old patriarch had some setbacks while refining the Heavenly Corpse Avatar Technique and was forced to remain in the corpse aura marshes until he advanced to mid-stage Essence Soul before breaking through."

"I'm afraid..."

He trailed off, his voice lowering. The gray-clothed cultivator was alarmed: "Senior Brother, are you worried that our old patriarch is too impatient and might break through the barrier prematurely?"

"Indeed," said the red-clothed cultivator with deep concern. Just as he was about to speak, something caught his attention, and a fierce expression appeared on his face. He shouted, "Who? Which one of you dares to eavesdrop on us?"

Before he could finish, a green light descended from the sky. The beam stretched from heaven to earth, its power overwhelming. Even the condensation core cultivators felt an immense pressure that made them fall.

"What is this?" they exclaimed in shock, their magical energy flowing nonstop as they managed to stabilize themselves.

Both of them had serious expressions, and a hint of fear was visible on their faces.

This spiritual pressure and aura—could it be an Essence Soul cultivator?

But the old patriarch lived here; where could he have gone?

A bad feeling gnawed at them. As the saying went, one mountain couldn't hold two tigers. If another Essence Soul elder appeared, had the old patriarch been killed?

They were shocked and angry but didn't show any disrespect on their faces. Instead, they bowed deeply with a smile.

"Junior does not know that Senior is residing here; we inadvertently intruded without meaning to. Please do not take it amiss," said the red-clothed cultivator, bowing low as he secretly observed Lin Xuan's reaction.

Unfortunately for him, his pretense was in vain.

Lin Xuan had been hiding nearby and had heard their entire conversation clearly. He knew they were Ning Family cultivators.

"Dead to rights, still trying to talk your way out," Lin Xuan said with a sneer.

The two understood the severity of their situation and exchanged glances: "Run!"

They transformed into different colored streaks of light, shooting in opposite directions.

Their goal was simple—divide and run. While it made them easier targets for individual attacks, facing an Essence Soul elder meant they had no chance even if they joined forces. It would be better to split up and rely on luck; perhaps one could escape.

Their plan seemed sound but was overly naive.

Lin Xuan's current cultivation was already superior to that of early-stage Essence Soul elders.

With a cold laugh, he raised his right hand and flicked his middle finger. Several green sword qi shot out from his sleeve.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed with his index finger, and the sword qi condensed into a line, streaking like lightning toward the red-clothed cultivator's rear.

The speed was incredible; in an instant, it had reached him.

He was afraid and quickly cast a talisman. The burning talisman transformed into a golden spherical light that enveloped him.

"Turns out you have a Golden Talisman. The Ning Family must be quite wealthy."

Lin Xuan became interested. He could test his current abilities now; this was a gold-typed earth-stage talisman, known for its defensive capabilities and worth thousands of crystals.

With a mental command, the sword light accelerated even more, slicing through with force.

In an instant, green and golden lights flickered, and after several seconds, a clear explosion rang out. The protective barrier broke, but the sword qi vanished.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. If it had been a year ago, without a magical treasure, he might not have broken through this earth-stage protective shield with just sword qi. It seemed his abilities had improved significantly after refining the demonic infant.

"Senior, spare my life."

The red-clothed cultivator fell to his knees. He knew he couldn't escape; in terms of fear of death, he was on par with the Ning Family's young master.

Lin Xuan wasn't lenient and sent a sword light that ended his life.

Meanwhile, the gray-robed cultivator had fled more than ten miles away. His abilities were inferior to his brother's, but his evasion skills were his strength.

He couldn't afford any delays; the enemy was an Essence Soul elder. As long as he didn't escape the marshes, he wasn't safe. The old patriarch likely perished, and this was troublesome. He needed to quickly inform the family head and discuss a strategy.

As he pondered gloomily, a terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky. A light ball appeared several feet ahead.

Lin Xuan was visible inside.

"Run, where can you go?"

Lin Xuan's face was full of amusement. Since they were here, there was only one path... to the Netherworld!
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The robed cultivator's face turned pale as he saw Lin Xuan raise his hand. He screamed in terror, "Senior, please show mercy.

If you spare me, it will be greatly beneficial to you."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly upon hearing this. Since the target was already within reach, he decided to hear what the robed cultivator had to say.

The robed cultivator exhaled in relief and wiped his forehead with a sleeve, but quickly began organizing his thoughts in his mind.

"If my guess is correct, the Corpse Demon that has been dwelling here has been eliminated by Senior."

"Indeed. Do you know its origins?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"Yes..." The robed cultivator hesitated for a moment before resolutely continuing: "To be honest with Senior, this demon was the ancestor of my Ning family. Due to nearing his lifespan, he practiced some strange and sinister cultivation techniques, transforming himself into a Corpse Demon..."

The robed cultivator revealed all the information he knew.

"You are quite clever," Lin Xuan said as he lowered his hand. He asked deliberately to test the man's honesty. If this was a lie, it would be fatal for him.

The robed cultivator exhaled in relief, glad that he had guessed correctly. With his life hanging by a thread, he decided not to hold anyluckiness;侥幸 can also be translated as "侥幸心理" meaning "侥幸 psychology" or "relying on luck") (luckiness;侥幸 can also be translated as "侥幸心理" meaning "侥幸 psychology" or "relying on luck") meansluckiness;侥幸 can also be translated as "侥幸心理" meaning "侥幸 psychology" or "relying on luck")). Being honest might still give him a chance at survival.

"You said just now that sparing me will greatly benefit you?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"Yes," the robed cultivator nodded, his face filled with flattery. "Senior has eliminated the Corpse Demon and learned of its connection to my Ning family. It's not hard to deduce that it will bring trouble..."

Seeing Lin Xuan raise an eyebrow, he quickly changed his words: "Of course, given Senior’s cultivation level, you are naturally not afraid of a small Ning Family. But entangling with them would be troublesome!"

Lin Xuan pondered silently for a moment. There was some truth in this.

The Ning family was one of the most famous ghost cultivator clans in the Yin Spirit Origin, though they lacked an Incarnate Old Monster, their strength still couldn't be underestimated. Even if his power was supreme and he could eliminate them, there would inevitably be future troubles.

As the saying goes, a tall tree attracts much wind. Lin Xuan didn't want to draw the attention of any powerful forces.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan glanced at the robed cultivator: "Oh, then what do you suggest?"

"I dare not make suggestions, but I have some immature ideas that Senior can consider," the robed cultivator cautiously spoke up.

"Undoubtedly, as a member of the Ning family and an Inner Hall Elder, I hold some influence within the clan. If Senior spares my life, I will serve you loyally, ready to be your slave or servant. I can hide the fact that the Corpse Demon has been eliminated, allowing you to focus on cultivation without any disturbances."

"Do you truly have the ability to cover this up?" Lin Xuan asked with a flicker in his eyes.

"Yes, since the Corpse Demon resides here, it was originally to break through its bottleneck and bypass restrictions. As my role within the family involves communication with him, I can simply relay a message from the Corpse Demon that he is currently in a critical phase of breaking through his bottleneck, unable to be disturbed for several years," the robed cultivator said with a sly smile.

"Hmm, that makes sense." Lin Xuan nodded. The lie was simple but could be carried out easily.

As this man suggested, although Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of the Ning family, there was no need to get involved in unnecessary trouble.

"I will spare your life, but I must place a restriction on you."

"Of course, I am willing to accept the Soul Sealing Technique and serve you wholeheartedly," the robed cultivator said without hesitation. He knew this outcome would come and showed his sincerity by offering willingly.

"Soul Sealing Technique... No..." Lin Xuan shook his head with a hint of derision. "While such a technique can allow me to control your life and death, it's not enough."

"Ah?" The robed cultivator was stunned. Despite offering one soul and one essence for the restriction, he still wasn't satisfied. He asked cautiously: "Then what does Senior plan?"

"I have nothing in mind," Lin Xuan said. "The restriction I will place is the Bloodlight Soul Refinement Technique."

"Ah..." The robed cultivator's face turned pale. The Bloodlight Soul Refinement Technique was a feared magic art that could control one's life and death, making it impossible to harbor any disrespectful thoughts towards their master.

Even with a slight thought of rebellion, the restriction would activate on its own, causing unbearable torment.

This dark magic was indeed extremely vicious.

However, from another perspective, it was an excellent tool for controlling subordinates.

The robed cultivator had only heard rumors about this technique and never imagined he would experience it firsthand.

"How, are you unwilling?"

"No, I will follow my master's every command," the robed cultivator said firmly. He knew that as long as he remained loyal and held no rebellious thoughts, any restriction was acceptable.

"Good." Lin Xuan nodded. A black cloud of magic emerged from his left hand. The robed cultivator's lips twitched but did not move.

"That is correct; only a smart man can survive."

Lin Xuan's expression softened as he revealed a look of approval. He then muttered a mysterious and obscure incantation, changing the hand seals rapidly. The black cloud swirled, forming a ghost face about the size of a fist.

This ghost had a greenish complexion and sharp teeth, making it terrifying to behold.

Lin Xuan opened his mouth and sprayed out a needle-like sword energy that cut a shallow wound on his left hand. A drop of fresh blood appeared in mid-air before being swallowed by the ghost face.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at him with a calm expression. The ghost face's pupils turned red, entering the robed cultivator's forehead instantly. He showed signs of pain but quickly felt no discomfort.

"Done. The restriction is now in place. From now on, you will be under my control. As long as you remain loyal, I won't let you down."

"Yes, subordinates will do anything for their master and dare not defy the slightest command," the robed cultivator said earnestly.

"Good. After you return, act cautiously. If there's an opportunity in the future, I will visit your Ning family to support you from within. It might be possible to make you my master." Lin Xuan used this as bait, combining carrots and sticks was the best way to control subordinates.

Indeed, upon hearing this, the robed cultivator's disappointment vanished. As an Inner Hall Elder, if he had a chance to become the family head today, his sacrifice would be worth it.
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"Alright, go on then!"

The robed cultivator bowed and transformed into a streak of light that shot towards the direction outside the swamp.

As he disappeared from sight, Lin Xuan's mind was still swirling with thoughts. He had carefully considered taking this person as his servant.

Firstly, it would indeed save him from many troubles. Secondly, if he were to establish this person as the head of the Ning family in the future, he would gain control over a considerable force.

Although his current cultivation level made him fearless, the solitary life in the cultivation world had its inconveniences. For one thing, information was often limited, and with subordinates at his disposal, he wouldn't have to search for materials all over the place; he could just instruct the Ning family's disciples.

In short, this was a hidden move that required no effort on his part in daily management. With the Restraining Soul Blood Technique as a safeguard, even a few brave souls like the robed cultivator would dare not betray him.

The only thing he had forgotten to ask for was the subordinate’s name.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he flicked his fingers and popped open the lid of an jade box. A gray-white streak of light shot out from inside.

"Still trying to run away?" Lin Xuan sneered, waving his sleeve to reveal a greenish-blue hand that grabbed the small monster with ease. The little creature struggled frantically but its power was severely weakened after years of confinement, while Lin Xuan's cultivation had advanced significantly.

Lin Xuan crossed his fingers and a layer of emerald-green demonic flames burst out on the surface of the hand. Although it lasted only for an instant, this brief moment was enough to make the small monster suffer greatly. A faint smell of burning filled the air as fear began to show on its face.

"Brat, what do you want?" This was a million-year-old creature that wouldn't easily give up even in dire straits.

"I just want to guide my friend down the right path," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"A right path?" The small monster's eyes darted around with suspicion.

"Yes. I'm sure you don’t want to be confined like this. If you agree to serve me, I can give you a certain degree of freedom."

"Serve? Are you going to implant a Restriction Spirit Technique on me?"

"Restriction Spirit Technique?" Lin Xuan smirked. "My friend, that's just a joke. You are a Corpse Infant body; what use would such a technique be? If you want your freedom, you must swallow this pill."

Lin Xuan extended his left hand and revealed a small pill in his palm.

"Is it a pill?" The small monster was taken aback as fear showed on its face. "What did you do to me inside there?"

"It's just some Corpse Insect eggs. As long as you don't betray me, they won't hatch."

The small monster looked conflicted and indecisive. Lin Xuan didn't rush him; he waited quietly.

After a cup of tea had passed, the small monster finally grit his teeth and said, "Alright, I agree."

"Good choice," Lin Xuan nodded. He flicked his fingers again and the pill flew into the small monster's mouth.

Lin Xuan looked satisfied while the small monster looked dejected on the surface. However, this was just an act.

He wanted to control me? Ha! That would be too easy. Corpse Insects were useful against ordinary Corpse Infants but he wasn't afraid of them. This boy was far too naive; once his potential returned and he found a good opportunity, he would take over the body. The victor would be the one who laughed last.

The small monster thought with malice. Meanwhile, on the surface, he showed great respect as he opened his mouth to speak but suddenly, black light flashed from his body, and he fell to the ground in pain.

"Damn it! What did you give me? I agreed to serve you; why are you still harming me?" The small monster rolled around while gritting his teeth.

"Hmph. Serving me, do you really think I'm that naive?" Lin Xuan's face showed no emotion. "A few Corpse Insects, how could they restrain you?"

"You... You know it! Why did you trick me into swallowing it?" The small monster was filled with fear as he spoke.

"It doesn't matter; you pretended to submit and wanted a chance to retaliate later," Lin Xuan said, revealing the small monster's intentions. "I just took your trap and outsmarted you."

"An old monster like you wouldn't want to be someone else’s slave. It would be safer to erase my consciousness."

"You... You..." The small monster was terrified but couldn’t think of what to say.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a thick cloud of demonic fog emerged, transforming into several snakes.

These snakes were about half a foot long and as thin as a third of a thumb, yet their faces were extremely fierce.

"Go!"

The snakes bit the small monster's head and limbs. Lin Xuan was meticulous in his actions; although he had a high chance of erasing the small monster’s consciousness with his powerful spirit sense, there was still a risk of backlash.

That's why he had set up that trap to trick the small monster into swallowing a pill. The pill contained not Corpse Insect eggs but Soul Transforming Pills.

As the name suggested, these pills could destroy one's three souls and six spirits, greatly weakening their spirit sense. With this aid, Lin Xuan’s success rate increased significantly.

"Damn you! I’ll fight to the death!"

"Hmph, do you think you have that chance?" Lin Xuan crossed his fingers as the snakes tied him up like a粽子 (zongzi, a type of dumpling).

Lin Xuan then chanted obscure incantations.

...

The entire process lasted several days. After two nights and one day, Lin Xuan left the training room.

Everything went smoothly; the main task was completed.

He just needed to wait for forty-nine more days until the Corpse King's body absorbed enough Corpse Qi before they could begin their fusion.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling excited at the thought of possessing a Corpse Infant from the Yuan婴 (immortal embryo) stage. He returned to his bedroom, took a good rest, and then went to a nearby stone room where Moer practiced her cultivation.

The little girl had excellent资质 (talent), making rapid progress since she started cultivating but was stuck at the mid-Condensation Core stage for some time now.

Lin Xuan wanted to see how far she had progressed in this prime Yin Pulse region. Although they were master and servant, he cared deeply for her.

Unfortunately, Moer could only create a new body after reaching the Yuan婴 stage, where she could use Dan Shi (cultural stones) to break through bottlenecks. For now, all hope was placed on the Yin Pulse’s effects.

Lin Xuan entered the stone cave and found it decorated elegantly with night pearls lighting up the walls. Moer sat on a jade platform in the center of the room.

She was meditating with a serious expression on her face.

Lin Xuan didn't disturb her but slowly released his spirit sense to observe her cultivation progress. Compared to a year ago, she had made significant strides and was at the peak of mid-Condensation Core stage.

Her body was filled with demonic energy as she was about to break through the bottleneck.
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Lin Xuan had originally come to check on the progress of the little girl, but he hadn't expected her to be at a critical juncture where she was about to break through. 1⑹ｋαр.⑴⑹整理

This little girl didn’t even notify me.

Lin Xuan shook his head; however, he wouldn’t leave just like that. He needed to stay by her side and support her. At the crucial moment, perhaps he could help her a bit.

...

Several days passed quickly.

Moon’s body was surrounded by increasingly heavy阴气. Suddenly, she crossed her hands and lightly tapped them in front of her body several times. Then, she formed an odd sword technique with her fingers. The spiritual energy within her body surged like boiling water.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, a concerned expression appearing on his face. Whether or not she could advance to the late-stage condensation core stage was now down to this moment.

A cold wind appeared out of thin air and enveloped Moon’s delicate figure. Inside, faint cries of a厉鬼 could be heard. However, strangely enough, that sound had an unusual melody.

After some time, the cold wind gradually subsided, but the spiritual energy within her body surged even more violently. A pained expression appeared on her beautiful face.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed and didn’t dare hesitate any longer. He quickly sat cross-legged, reached out his hand, and tapped his head. An infant about an inch in size flew out of his skull.

After the demon infant separated from its body, it looked at Moon with concern on its small face before opening its mouth to expel a thread of black spiritual energy.

This spiritual energy was extremely fine but shimmered like solid matter as it entered Moon’s body through her brow.

The little girl's expression improved somewhat; it seemed that the pain had slightly lessened.

However, the demon infant didn’t slack off and expelled another thread.

Then, with both hands, he changed the form of this spiritual energy into three small petals.

A strange fragrance emanated from the surface.

This was his own true essence. Who said the path of cultivation was without emotion? At least for Lin Xuan, Moon surpassed any treasure.

"Go!"

The demon infant pointed its finger, and the three petals rotated as they fell into Moon’s body.

Lin Xuan had also learned the Black Magic Art, and his current abilities were comparable to those of an old monster. With his help, Moon's spiritual energy within her body calmed down immediately, allowing her to advance to the late-stage condensation core in one go.

Half an hour later, Moon opened her beautiful eyes with a mix of annoyance and joy on her face as she bowed: "Thank you, Young Master for your assistance."

"Idiot, why are we still being so formal?" Lin Xuan smiled. "You should be happy."

"You still have to work hard these few days since your cultivation is not yet stable," he said.

"I understand." Moon smiled and began sitting cross-legged again. The stronger she became, the more help she could provide for Young Master.

Seeing how diligently the little girl was working, Lin Xuan’s face showed a look of relief as he turned back to his cave. Helping Moon break through had cost him quite a bit of true essence energy, so he decided to meditate and replenish this power while there was still some time before fusing with the corpse infant.

...

Time passed quickly in the mountains, especially for cultivators; just several dozen days seemed like mere moments.

One night under a dark sky, Lin Xuan arrived at the other side of the island. He chose this time because the night’s heavy阴气 would be more conducive to fusion.

The scenery remained unchanged as the corpse king's body lay quietly within the array, showing no signs of movement. Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and checked it briefly before a satisfied expression appeared on his face.

After being nourished by the阴气 and corpse wind for this period, the state of the corpse king’s body was at its peak.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, took out various materials from his storage bag. Then he shook his left hand, revealing several array flags and round discs in his palm.

He had prepared these as a precaution; although the chance of an external enemy appearing during fusion was negligible, it was better to be safe than sorry.

Just as he was about to set up the array flags, white light flashed, followed by a fragrant breeze. Moon appeared beside him: "Young Master, you didn’t notify me for such an important matter. I could have guarded your side."

"Haha, wasn’t I afraid of disturbing your cultivation?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"It’s fine; my cultivation is stable enough that it won’t drop," she said.

"Since that’s the case, set up these array flags first."

"Okay." Moon nodded and her face lit up with a smile.

With the little girl's help, the array was quickly set up. A layer of light screen rose, followed by mist that covered him.

Lin Xuan gave some instructions to Moon before flying into it.

...

For several months, Lin Xuan never came out from inside. The cultivation of an infant corpse at the core period was no small matter. Although the Demonic Corpse Technique mentioned this, even the most demonic demon lord had never had the chance to try it.

Moon understood the reason and wasn’t in a hurry. She sat nearby, guarding Young Master.

...

Another year passed quickly.

One morning, as the sun rose, a new day began. Suddenly, the sunlight above dimmed inexplicably, and a large black cloud drifted from somewhere, swirling endlessly.

阴气 corpse wind appeared out of nowhere, reaching up to the sky. The cries of evil ghosts echoed for several miles.

Moon’s eyes snapped open; she was not alarmed but rather happy. Could this strange omen mean that Young Master had already completed the demon corpse?

Just as she was thinking this, a rumbling sound came from below the array, and the demon mist dispersed while the light barrier split into a narrow gap.

A dazzling green light shot out from inside, scattering to reveal Lin Xuan’s face with a faint look of joy.

"Young Master." Moon was overjoyed and hurriedly went forward. Then she looked around, her beautiful face showing confusion: "Huh? Where is the demon corpse?"

"Dumbass, it's stored in the spirit ghost bag."

"Oh," Moon nodded, then adopted a pouting expression: "Young Master, can I take a look?"

"Sure!"

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t refuse such a small request. He stretched out his hand and took off a black bag from his waist. A spell was cast on it.

The spirit ghost bag floated above him, releasing countless ghost mists. Inside, there was a towering figure—clearly an infant corpse at the core period!

Unfortunately, hidden in the mist, it wasn’t very clear to see.

Moon frowned and waved her hand, creating a cold wind that scattered the ghost mists. The corpse king finally fully exposed himself in the air.

"What is this?" Moon’s face showed surprise when she saw the monster's appearance. It was no wonder; what she saw before was nothing like the imagined corpse king!

What met her eyes was a bald cultivator in his thirties, towering at two meters with well-defined muscles. His complexion had a rosy hue, and regardless of how one looked, there was no connection to a zombie. His cultivation level seemed to be around the early-stage condensation core.

"Young Master, what’s going on?" Moon didn’t believe that her master would lie to her, but this matter was too unbelievable. What kind of danger lay in between?
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Lin Xuan glanced at Yue'er and said nothing. Suddenly, he snapped his fingers, causing the bald cultivator to undergo a startling transformation.

He lifted his head and let out an eerie howl, instantly exuding an astonishing aura that surged skyward.

Kukuku...

With a sound of bones cracking, his height seemed to increase by several inches in an instant. His originally plump and rosy skin rapidly shriveled, revealing dense, matted fur. His limbs elongated, resembling sharp claws.

This was the true form of a Corpse King!

"Master!" Yue'er covered her mouth with her hand, her expression already conveying her astonishment without words.

"How do you like it? Pretty good, right?"

A hint of satisfaction flashed across Lin Xuan's face. The Corpse King's transformation wasn't just limited to appearance; his cultivation had also soared, reaching the婴期 (Yin Qi Period).

She began to explain to him that the techniques for cultivating a Corpse King indeed contained many subtle and profound secrets.

The process of refining a corpse also came in different grades. An Infant Yin corpse was far more formidable than ordinary beasts.

Not only did it possess formidable abilities, but its body had become incredibly resilient, capable of withstanding most spells!

Moreover, there was another benefit. Just as妖兽 (yaoshou) could shed their animal forms to take human shape after reaching a certain stage, the same applied to zombies.

An Infant Yin zombie could conceal itself during normal times, appearing as an ordinary cultivator unless someone's cultivation surpassed his own.

"Ah, I see."

Yue'er exclaimed in amazement. "So this guard is indeed useful; even if we bring him to the market, no one will discover us."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. "With such a capable subordinate, I should be able to defend myself against middle-stage cultivators."

With a thought, the Corpse King's body shrank rapidly and flew back into the Spirit Ghost Bag with a gust of dark wind.

"Indeed, but the Demon Infant is still a trick. When will you prepare to condense your true Yin Qi Core?" Yue'er asked curiously.

"Still waiting?"

"Of course," Lin Xuan replied. "Not every place has such excellent Yin channels. Since we've found this spot, let's stay here for some time and stabilize our later-stage cultivation before setting out to find the Earth Pulse Fire and refining the Heavenly Dust Pill."

Lin Xuan had already planned this in his mind. He told Yue'er about his intentions.

"Thank you, Master." Yue'er's expression was filled with gratitude; Lin Xuan's presence here was solely for her benefit.

Lin Xuan didn't care much. At such a young age, he had no reason to rush into condensing the Yin Qi Core. Patience paid off in the end, and helping her would also help himself.

Besides, he wasn't idle these past few years. He continued taking his medicine and meditating, refining his magical power while practicing other techniques as well. With higher cultivation, he could learn more Earth-grade spells.

He also delved into The璇玑心得 (Xuan Ji Heart Method). Each adventure made Lin Xuan realize the immense usefulness of阵法 (array techniques). Although his knowledge far surpassed that of his peers, it was still not considered master-level. At most, he had some proficiency.

With free time, he aimed to study more diligently and improve his array techniques.

The path to immortality was arduous; mastering a skill could make all the difference in critical moments.

Despite being on par with an old Infant Yin cultivator, Lin Xuan remained humble.

Only by constantly remaining vigilant and striving would he ensure smooth progress on this journey.

Returning to his cave abode, Lin Xuan first checked on the Jade Bee. It remained silent, causing him great concern. Its growth was too slow; it would take at least a few hundred years before it could even meet basic combat requirements.

Disappointed, he moved to an empty stone chamber.

Reaching out, he tapped the Spirit Ghost Bag and released the Corpse King.

Perhaps due to his recent breakthrough, this ritual of refining and fusing went much more smoothly. Lin Xuan didn't encounter any difficulties.

He gained a new Infant Yin corpse that could still be cultivated and upgraded... though it was far more challenging than advancing as a cultivator.

However, theoretically, it had the potential to reach late-stage Infant Yin.

This naturally piqued his interest.

The future guard would laugh in relief.

...

Though the hope was slim, practicing always brought some chance. And no effort was required beyond initial guidance; the Corpse King could practice on its own.

With a smile, Lin Xuan delved into the Spirit Ghost Bag and retrieved an jade cylinder—The 天尸化身决 (Heavenly Corpse Transformation Art).

Of course, the Yin Qi Core had been erased. Lin Xuan couldn't expect it to understand the text; he would first decipher this technique himself before transmitting it directly to the Corpse King's mind.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan immersed his consciousness into the jade cylinder and analyzed each character.

This technique was a treasure of the Heavenly Corpses, though only a fragment, it was incredibly profound.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had extensive knowledge and was a unique dual practitioner of both Daoist and Demon arts. With a foundation in the Black Magic Art, he understood this without much difficulty.

Otherwise, someone from the Confucian or Buddhist sects would be left staring blankly at the text.

Despite that, the depth and complexity far exceeded Lin Xuan's expectations, almost to the point of being unbelievable.

Lin Xuan spent an entire month just organizing the introductory section. The cloud sea cultivation techniques on Seven Stars Island were indeed superior to those in Youzhou.

Fortunately, his knowledge of The 九天玄功 (Nine Heavens Profound Art) was broad and deep, so he wasn't at a disadvantage. In fact, it was even more profound.

Moreover, as the saying goes, "A jade unpolished is but a stone." Studying this technique allowed him to gain valuable insights.

Having finally organized the introductory section, Lin Xuan instructed the Corpse King to practice accordingly. The rest could wait; after all, it wasn't something that could be completed overnight.

For himself, he resumed his usual routine of taking medicine and meditating while studying The璇玑心得 (Xuan Ji Heart Method). Of course, he also occasionally went out with Yue'er for chats and walks, exchanging cultivation insights. In short, life was very comfortable.
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**(Unclear) Intense cultivation can indeed be endlessly enjoyable. Time flies, and another four or five years have passed. On this morning, Lin Xuan was seated in meditation within his cave dwelling when suddenly he moved, opened his eyes with a snap, and got up to walk outside.

Outside the cave, white mist swirled around, nurturing exotic flowers and plants that gave an otherworldly feeling like a fairyland.

The place was heavily infused with阴气 (yīn qì), which was precisely what toxic plants and herbs liked. Moreover, any highly poisonous substances usually had very attractive appearances.

Originally, Lin Xuan intended to cultivate another medicinal garden elsewhere, but he found the soil outside his cave dwelling particularly fertile, so he planted it there instead.

After all, the Corpse Qi Swamp was a rare place of seclusion where few outsiders would intrude, and with surrounding protective barriers in place, Lin Xuan did not worry about these rare poisons wilting for no reason.

With a wave of his sleeves, the white mist parted to reveal a passage. Then, a red light flashed as a bright fireball flew in from outside. Lin Xuan raised his left hand slightly, and it seemed to understand him, falling into his palm.

This was a secret communication talisman, but not an ordinary one.

By "secret," one could see the difference; this was far more valuable than regular communication talismans. Ordinary cultivators couldn't afford them because such consumables were worth thousands of crystal stones and even rivaled top-grade spiritual artifacts.

Usually, only large sects or old monsters with profound cultivation would use these in critical moments.

Compared to ordinary communication talismans, this one had two distinctive features: it could travel faster over great distances—thousands of miles—and was more covert. It was less likely to be discovered and destroyed, ensuring the safe transmission of messages.

Lin Xuan had only seen such items mentioned in ancient texts; they were long lost in Youzhou.

Looking at the bright firelight in his palm, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of confusion. Although he had been on Seven Stars Island for quite some time, there was no close comrade to whom he could relate. Given how hidden his movements were, who would spend such effort sending him a secret communication talisman?

"Master, is it perhaps something wrong with the Ning Family?" A clear voice entered his ears as Moon approached.

The little girl had just finished her cultivation and sensed some disturbance outside, so she flew out without hesitation. Lin Xuan didn't hide anything from her; they often talked about capturing Ning Family cultivators during their chats. Girls are naturally more perceptive, and after a moment's thought, she came to this conclusion.

Lin Xuan nodded, his gaze reflecting the broadening of his horizons as Moon had become increasingly helpful.

With an approving glance, Lin Xuan delved into the firelight with his spirit sense. After a moment, he raised his head, but his expression did not reveal any joy or anger.

"Master, what do you think?" Moon said anxiously.

"You were right; there has indeed been a significant change in the Ning Family," Lin Xuan replied nonchalantly.

"Oh?" Moon's eyes darted as she revealed a mix of curiosity and excitement. "What exactly happened? Master, please tell me if it is beneficial to us."

"Dead girl, you're always thinking about making others fight so you can profit from their conflicts," Lin Xuan joked. "Haha, as the ancients say, 'near vermilion turns red; near ink turns black.' These are all lessons I've learned from Master." Moon giggled and straightened her back.

It was early morning, with the sun just rising, casting a warm light through the clouds that bathed the earth in its gentle glow. The surrounding grasses were lush, and the flowers of various colors bloomed beautifully. A young woman in white stood among them, looking like a celestial maiden descending to the mortal world.

"Ma... Master, why are you staring at me?" Moon blushed and was both shy and excited when she noticed Lin Xuan's gaze. Her fair face flushed with two rosy cheeks, like jade under the sun, exquisitely beautiful.

Then, very clearly, Lin Xuan swallowed hard.

"Master..." Moon's face turned even redder as Lin Xuan regained his composure. It was not a time for such thoughts; although she was beautiful, he could only see her and not touch her. She would have a new body after condensing her元婴 (yuán yīng).

Cough, cough... Thinking too far ahead, even with his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan's face turned slightly red as he quickly suppressed his romantic thoughts.

"Indeed, the Ning Family's significant change is indeed an excellent opportunity for us," Lin Xuan said, changing the subject.

"Oh?" Moon's eyes flashed with disappointment but she knew better than to push her luck. "Then what exactly happened? Tell me."

"It's simple; the Ning Family's senior elder has passed away," Lin Xuan smiled.

The senior elder he referred to was not a Corpse Demon; that monster was the previous patriarch of the Ning Family, and this one was the current head of the family.

"How is that possible?" Moon asked in confusion. "The Ning Family Head should be at least an advanced凝聚丹 (níng dān) cultivator. Master said he was only around three hundred years old last time; how could his lifespan have ended?"

"Unless he died during a fight, but that's impossible," she thought. "It is rumored that the Ning Family is one of the largest ghost sects in this阴灵之原 (yīn líng zhī yuán). Could it be an old元婴 (yuán yīng) cultivator who acted?"

Moon's expression turned serious as she realized her overthinking. She had learned about the Ning Family from Lin Xuan, who once went out to gather information during his cultivation.

Knowing oneself and one’s enemy leads to victory in a hundred battles; Lin Xuan was always meticulous.

"Enough guessing; things aren't as complicated as you think," Lin Xuan smiled playfully at her efforts.

"It's annoying; you're just trying to keep me on my toes," Moon pouted.

"That's for your own good." Lin Xuan stopped joking and began to recount the events. "In fact, it was because he walked into a cultivation mishap that led to his death."

"Uh..." Moon was stunned as she processed this information, realizing her overthinking. She had forgotten that for cultivators, cultivating improperly could be more dangerous than dying in battle.

Across sects and families, including independent cultivators, many people died from improper cultivation every year, just as many lost their cultivation entirely. It wasn't uncommon to see such cases.

Recalling the past, Moon thought of her own experience when she had walked into a cultivation mishap. If not for Lin Xuan's efforts and冒险 (mìng xiǎn) journey to the阴魂峡谷 (yīn hún gǔ xiá), killing the thousand-year-old ghost king and using his inner core to heal her, she would no longer be here.

With this in mind, Moon looked at Lin Xuan with a tender gaze.
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"Sir, what are your plans now?"

"I...," Lin Xuan smiled slightly. "What do you think? How could I miss such a good opportunity? This transmission talisman was sent by my Elder Ning, hoping that I can assist him and help him become the head of the Ning family."

"Hmm, Sir is right. Such a good opportunity should be seized tightly," Yue'er said with a nod. "The person who fell victim to your Bloodlight Soul Refinement Technique will never have any thoughts of resistance in this life or the next. Making him the head of the Ning family would benefit us greatly. However, does he really have the strength to compete?"

Yue'er pointed out the crux of the matter with a slight thought.

"I'm not sure about that," Lin Xuan shook his head unexpectedly.

"What? How can you possibly be unaware?" Yue'er asked in surprise.

"Naive girl, how much content can a transmission talisman hold? We'll have to discuss it in detail once we arrive at the Ning family's domain." Lin Xuan flexed his fingers and the firelight flashed before vanishing. "But since he sought my help, there must be some supporters within the family. This matter is bound to succeed."

"Since that's the case, let's not delay any further. We should go," Yue'er said with a smile.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded in agreement and released his divine sense to survey the small island. "As the saying goes, there are no permanent seats at a banquet. Although these yin veins are good here, we can't stay indefinitely. It's time for us to leave."

"Sir doesn't plan on continuing your cultivation?"

"Of course not. Cultivation isn't about just shutting yourself away and practicing mindlessly," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Lin Xuan looked at Yue'er. "Your realm is now stable, and my golden core has grown immensely. It's time to set out in search of the earth vein fire."

"Hmm." Yue'er nodded. The young girl was lively and had been confined on this remote island for too long; she was eager to travel around.

There was no need to elaborate further since they had decided to leave. Naturally, they needed to gather all their treasures first.

Lin Xuan glanced at the rare poisonous plants surrounding him and extended his hand. A beam of light shot out from his storage bag, revealing nearly a hundred different-sized treasure boxes after the light dissipated.

Plants required special containers to retain their spiritual energy; otherwise, it would dissipate significantly. Lin Xuan then cast a spell, summoning a fierce wind that swept away these unique flowers and herbs, placing them in the treasure boxes before storing them back in his storage bag.

Lin Xuan nodded contentedly as green light flashed around him, bringing him to the spirit beast pavilion. The growth of the jade bees was still very slow, but they had grown slightly larger than before. Lin Xuan stored them in their prepared spirit beast pouches.

Lastly, there was the Spirit Embryo Stage Corpse King. Lin Xuan went to his specially created lair and followed his instructions; the monster was diligently practicing.

According to the Heaven Devil Corpse Technique, this type of creature's advancement was extremely slow, so after years of practice, its magical power had increased only slightly. However, it had learned the basics of the Heavenly Corpse Incarnation Art, which gave it some additional abilities.

Seeing that the Corpse King was in deep concentration, Lin Xuan did not disturb him and watched with interest. Half an hour later, the Corpse King finished his practice. Lin Xuan then issued instructions through his divine sense.

The Corpse King obediently stood up, bones cracking as he transformed back into a tall bald spirit cultivator, without any trace of corpse energy. He then shrank down and entered the spirit ghost pouch.

"Sir, I've packed everything," Yue'er said with a smile behind him.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and left the lair with her.

Looking at this place where he had lived for years, Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of sorrow before he vanished. With a wave of his sleeves, a blue sword light streaked out, collapsing the entire mountain wall in a rumbling sound. Several dark shadows flew into his hands; they were the array flags he had previously set up.

Lin Xuan casually placed them in his pocket and left with Yue'er, turning into two dazzling streaks that disappeared on the horizon.

...

The Yin Spirit Plain was vast, covering nearly one million miles. Legend said it was a treacherous battlefield during ancient times. Over time, the mountains of corpses and seas of blood turned this place into an extremely yin region.

While rare to see elsewhere, yin veins were not uncommon here. Lightning Yin Mountain stretched for over a hundred miles in the western part of the Yin Spirit Plain, where one such vein existed, and it was of middle quality.

This excellent cultivation site naturally attracted the attention of major forces. Thousands of years ago, after a bloody battle, the ancestors of the Ning family ultimately defeated their competitors and settled here.

Time passed, and the Ning family's descendants multiplied rapidly, their power growing quickly. Among all the families and sects in the Yin Spirit Plain, they were not at the top but could easily rank among the top three.

No one dared to covet Lightning Yin Mountain anymore; instead, their influence spread outward.

However, as the saying went, "East is the river for thirty years, west for thirty years," even the mightiest forces had periods of weakness and decline.

Not long ago, the Ning family's Great Elder suddenly made a mistake in his cultivation, entering a state of madness. He ultimately bled to death.

While losing a late-stage condensation core cultivator was indeed painful, it wasn't enough to cripple the Ning family.

However, this time was different. The deceased was the head of the family, and several years ago, their chosen successor had also disappeared without explanation.

The exact reason was unclear to outsiders, but one thing was certain: the Ning family now lacked a leader.

This ancient cultivation family, though powerful on the surface, could not do without external enemies. When the Ning family was at its peak, those enemies could only grit their teeth in secret; now that they had exposed their weaknesses, each of them was eager to take advantage, showing their sharp claws and fangs.

Not just these forces, but many others also sought to exploit the situation.

In recent times, the number of cultivators around Lightning Yin Mountain had increased significantly. Although nothing had happened yet, everyone knew it was only a matter of time before something occurred.

About a hundred miles from the outer perimeter of Lightning Yin Mountain, there was a small market town run by the Ning family. That evening, a green streak flew in from the east, and as the light faded, a young man with an ordinary appearance appeared.

Wearing a long blue robe, he looked to be around twenty years old, honest and simple-looking. His cultivation level was roughly at the initial stage of foundation consolidation.

The cultivators chatting or whispering in the tea house paid no attention when they caught a glance of him.

This young man was too ordinary; most likely, he was from some minor force trying to take advantage of the situation. Similar cultivators like him could be seen dozens each day, so there wasn't much reason to pay attention.

The barkeep greeted warmly as a guest; whoever came in brought in crystal coins, which pleased his heart.
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This tea house was part of the Ning family's property, but all those serving guests were outer sect disciples from the Ning family. The family faced a crisis.

Well, whether there was a crisis or not, they had no right or ability to worry about it. These people’s cultivation levels were at the Flexible Spirit Period, the lowest tier in the cultivation world.

After years of seclusion and hard practice, Lin Xuan finally arrived in a bustling area. He felt quite pleased and ordered himself a cup of spirit tea, savoring it slowly.

Half an hour later, he was satisfied and left the teahouse. Then, as if he had all the time in the world to waste, he began aimlessly wandering through the market.

The market wasn't large; just over a hundred meters long. Lin Xuan walked back and forth twice and visited several shops, taking his time without spending much effort.

On the surface, Lin Xuan's expression was very relaxed, but he needed detailed information about what had been happening in the Ning family recently. The layout of the main hall wasn't familiar to him; wandering around recklessly would be a bad idea. He could use soul probing to get the information he wanted without causing any conflict.

A cup of tea later, Lin Xuan released his grip and Ning Qi fell to the ground. After some hesitation, he fired a fireball at him, reducing him to ashes.

"Better safe than sorry," Lin Xuan sighed. His powers had greatly improved since before, and he had gained much insight from the璇机心得. Otherwise, it might not have been possible for him to safely enter.

Lin Xuan was not a killer by nature but also wasn't soft-hearted. If anyone posed a threat to his plans, even in the slightest way, he would eliminate them immediately.

仙道 is about going far; one must discard any overly rigid ideas.

After probing Ning Qi's mind, Lin Xuan obtained all the information he needed. It was no wonder that no one had contacted him at the market—the old man Ning Wanshan had been captured by the second and third branches of the family. Lin Xuan found it amusing to learn his loyalist's real name.

Now knowing the full story, he had a plan for what to do next.

Ning Wanshan was caught by the combined forces of the second and third branches. They wanted to eliminate this rival for the position of patriarch but couldn't act against the first branch. So they restricted his power and imprisoned him.

表面上看，他只是被限制了自由，但第二和第三分支的首脑都是老谋深算之人。等家主之位尘埃落定后，再对付宁万山就轻而易举了。

The prison was located on the west side of the main hall, with strict defenses. There were numerous base-level disciples patrolling and guarding it. Even if Ning Wanshan had his full power, he couldn't have escaped.

In the small cell, the former elder's face was filled with disappointment. He had underestimated them; thinking that having a powerful yin-stage expert as an ally would guarantee victory. He didn’t expect those two old fellows to launch a sneak attack first. Now, he was in prison and though his life wasn't in danger, his situation was dire. Moreover, he lost contact with the master.

What should he do?

Just as he was pondering, a faint green light appeared before him. The light condensed into Lin Xuan, a youth whom he both revered and feared.

"Ning Wanshan, I see you," Lin Xuan said, ignoring Ning Wanshan's sudden appearance.

"Master, please be careful," Ning Wanshan warned. "This barrier is an extremely high-level禁制. Once it comes into contact, it will attack. Even though you are a powerful yin-stage expert, you must not take this lightly."

He believed that even a yin-stage expert would suffer some loss if they didn't know about the trap and that breaking through it would require much effort.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan's face revealed a sinister smile as he ignored Ning Wanshan’s warning. With a slight thought, a ball of green flames appeared in his palm.

These flames were different from ordinary demonic flames; they shimmered with an eerie green hue, almost alive.

Lin Xuan extended his left hand and touched the barrier surface.

With a sharp crackle, the barrier's surface was filled with dark energy. Numerous grotesque faces seemed to emerge, snarling at Lin Xuan.

"Ning Wanshan, be careful," Ning Wanshan exclaimed in alarm. He wasn't truly loyal but feared that any mistake by his master would be disastrous for him.

As they say, when the city gate is broken, the fish suffer too.

"Ah?" Seeing so many faces, Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, feeling slightly surprised. But quickly, he regained his composure.

The碧幻幽火rose and enveloped half of his arm. The palm surface was clear.

Soon, the grotesque faces surged forward, opening their mouths to bite down. However, upon contact with the碧幻幽火, they seemed to meet a natural enemy, turning into wisps of green smoke.
第四卷 七星岛 第六百五十一章 完美计划

Lin Xuan's face turned a pale green, and the碧幻幽火 became even more turbulent. The magical aura on the surface of his protective shield quickly dissipated.

In just a few seconds, a light pop was heard, and the protective shield was completely shattered!

Ning Wanshan was struck with awe. He knew all too well the intricacies of this禁制. It had been so easily broken, suggesting that his master's abilities were far beyond those of an ordinary元婴初期 cultivator.

No wonder he could destroy a Corpse Demon. In the cultivation world, respect for strength is paramount. His gaze towards Lin Xuan was filled with even more reverence.

"Why are you confined here? What happened to your family?" Lin Xuan remained calm and asked in a soft voice.

He wasn't seeking any information; he just wanted to hear what this man had to say.

"Noblesse oblige, no man is without his faults. Since the master has agreed, I will boldly speak my mind."

"Speak!"

"It's simple. In the cultivation world, strength rules. The position of family head depends on which lineage is stronger. I dare to suggest that you use your power to eliminate the leaders of the Second and Third Lineages. This way, who would dare challenge Old Servant?" Ning Wanshan's eyes flashed with a cruel look as he spoke.

"Such an approach wouldn't work," Lin Xuan shook his head. "If their leaders are eliminated, they'll surely suspect something. They won't hand over the family head position to you."

"Hmph, if they don't submit, I will kill them all. Under the blade of the executioner, they have no choice but to bow and surrender."

Indeed, Ning Wanshan was a formidable figure, ruthless and cunning. However, his thinking was too simplistic—only resorting to violence would limit his achievements. Conversely, such people were easier to control.

"That won't work. If you do that, the family will be severely weakened. It wouldn't benefit me."

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged.

"Then what does my master plan?"

Seeing Lin Xuan disagree with his idea, Ning Wanshan grew anxious but dared not show any defiance. He stood respectfully and listened to instructions.

"It's simple. I still need the Ning family to do things for me. Therefore, I don't want too many of your disciples to be wasted, especially the leaders of the Second and Third Lineages. They are advanced-stage Condensation Core cultivators—rare talents. Killing them would be a waste."

"But… how can Old Servant become the head without killing them?" Ning Wanshan asked in confusion.

"Hmph, what do you fear? I have a plan to ensure your success. Not only will I help you become the family head, but I'll also unite the entire Ning family under your command," Lin Xuan said with confidence.

"Ah?"

Ning Wanshan was stunned. If this wasn't coming from his master's mouth, he would surely have refuted it. How could anyone make the entire Ning family obey him? It seemed impossible even for a master of such power and an元婴 cultivator to gain their respect.

Lin Xuan saw the disbelief on Ning Wanshan's face but didn't mind. If they didn't know his plan, this suggestion was indeed bizarre.

"When will you choose a new head?"

"In three days," Ning Wanshan replied dazedly. He hadn't recovered from the shock and seemed somewhat dazed.

"Very well, stay here for a few more days. I'll rescue you when we select a new head." After saying this, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, sending out a black mist that formed a protective shield around him again.

This wasn't like the previous禁制; it was hard to detect unless one was an advanced-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

With a flash of green light, Lin Xuan disappeared from sight.

"Master…"

Ning Wanshan opened his mouth but was too late. He continued to stand in confusion within the small cell.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan had left Lei Yin Mountain and landed at a remote location. He released his divine sense; there were no high-ranking cultivators within a hundred miles. A satisfied smile appeared on his face as he flicked his fingers, revealing several sword lights that formed a crude cave dwelling.

"Master, what are you doing?" Mo'er's voice was filled with confusion.

"Naturally, I'm resting."

"You're helping that guy become the Ning family head; why not do something?" Mo'er combed her hair and looked incredulous.

"What can I do? In three days, everything will fall into place," Lin Xuan said confidently. However, how could this sound so absurd?

Mo'er was speechless. She had grown more perceptive over the years but still couldn't follow her master's thoughts.

She glared at him resentfully: "Master, stop teasing and tell me your plan."

"Haha." A cunning smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he explained his scheme to Mo'er.

"I don't need to explain; just look," Lin Xuan said while extending his hand. With a fierce wind, a black light emerged from the灵鬼袋.

It was none other than the Corpse King at the元婴 stage.

Lin Xuan quickly changed his appearance with hand gestures. His figure suddenly shrank by several inches, and he looked thinner. The zombie remained unchanged but was vastly different from before.

"Ah, isn't this the Corpse Demon you destroyed?" Mo'er's face showed a thoughtful expression: "I understand. You want to use a substitute—let this guy impersonate the Ning family head."

"Exactly. With an advanced-stage Corpse King as a guardian, who would dare defy him?" Lin Xuan smiled cunningly.

"My master is truly brilliant," Mo'er admired him wholeheartedly. However, she then showed some hesitation: "But he's fake; could someone see through it?"

"Haha, you're overthinking this." Lin Xuan had already considered this issue and explained confidently: "First, advanced-stage Corpse Kings are extremely rare, so they won't think of that. Moreover, a few years ago, I made him practice《天尸化身诀》, even though only the basics, but in terms of cultivation techniques, he's now part of the Ning family lineage, leaving no room for suspicion."

Mo'er relaxed and smiled happily.

The master and servant then began cultivating in this crude cave. With nothing to do over these three days, they needed to make every moment count.

Lin Xuan had achieved his success through hard work and cunning, not luck. He was just as diligent as others, and the world didn't give away rewards without effort.

Three days passed quickly.

The sun rose, and the sky was clear. It was a perfect day for selecting a new family head. The official meeting would start in a few hours, but it wasn't too early; the atmosphere of Lei Yin Mountain seemed tense.

Not just Lei Yin Mountain, but within a hundred miles, thousands of cultivators suddenly appeared. The阴灵之地 was already sparsely populated, and such a gathering was rare in a century.

Most were from nearby sects with grudges against the Ning family or coveting their阴脉 for centuries. Many wandering cultivators also wanted to take advantage of the chaos if the Ning family fell. Riches lie in danger.
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The mix of characters was thick. Just a few days ago, these people were still being cautious and discreet. But now they couldn't hold back their anxiety.

As for the Ning family, they wouldn’t be unprepared either. All prohibitions had been activated, and one could see thousands of patrol disciples outside Leiyin Mountain.

They were on high alert!

When Lin Xuan arrived nearby, he saw this scene. However, after releasing his spirit sense to scan over them, he shook his head.

These Ning family disciples were too unbecoming. With the mansion about to collapse and enemies pressing from all sides, they still fought like there was no tomorrow. Truly, one wouldn’t cry until their coffin was closed.

Lin Xuan’s recognition of this wasn’t baseless; he discovered that while the patrol cultivators numbered many, few were experts. Not a single condensation core stage cultivator could be found among them.

Clearly, those senior elders had focused all their energy on internal strife, sending these shrimp and crabs to guard against enemies. They thought they could hold off the enemy with prohibitions? Truly, they knew nothing of death!

A noble cultivator so obsessed with power would inevitably fall from grace sooner or later.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn’t care. His current goal was merely to make the Ning family his puppets.

With people bustling about and him looking ordinary, no one paid any attention. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and shot towards Leiyin Mountain.

Since he had already breached it once, this protective array, though formidable, was nothing to him. He smoothly entered the main hall.

Inside, security was tight. Ning family elders weren’t fools, but those patrolling were from other branches. The three largest factions gathered in the White Tiger Hall.

This was the Ning family’s ancestral hall, where ancestors were worshipped and major ceremonies held.

Logically, selecting a future head should be solemn, but today's ancestral hall was as noisy as a market.

The courtyard was vast, over a thousand square meters, with hundreds of cultivators standing in neat rows. Yet it wasn’t crowded at all.

These were the Ning family’s elite. Nearly a hundred had reached condensation core stage, and among the rest, they were all outstanding second-generation disciples whose cultivation levels weren't weak.

In the courtyard stood an ancient tree, possibly thousands of years old, with branches sprawling wide enough for five or six people to encircle its trunk. Lin Xuan hid amidst the foliage; his cultivation and repressed qi made it impossible for anyone to spot him.

He then focused his gaze, and everything below was clear.

The hundreds of cultivators were clearly divided into three groups, each wearing clothes in red, yellow, or blue. Clearly, they belonged to different factions.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense, and the cultivation levels, mannerisms, and words of all these people instantly flooded his mind.

Two had the highest cultivation: a middle-aged man in yellow robes with a goatee and a mature woman in red clothes. The man was around fifty, vigorous and spry, while the woman was younger but still exuded beauty from her past.

Both were at late condensation core stage.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed; their identities could be deduced just from this.

They were the leaders of the second and third branches, hot contenders for the head position.

Lin Xuan wasn’t in a hurry to act. It was still too early. Before coming here, he had already rescued Ning Wanshan. Now, he would wait as the latter hurriedly gathered his followers, observing the situation quietly.

Haste makes waste; the Ning family would eventually be his.

Lin Xuan waited calmly.

"Third younger sister, do you really want to compete with your elder brother? With enemies pressing from all sides and our family in turmoil, can’t you think of the bigger picture?" The man with a goatee in yellow robes raised an eyebrow and spoke slowly.

"Second elder brother, what you say is amusing. The head position goes to those who deserve it; how could I hand it over? If you truly consider the greater good, why not step back and let me take the position of senior elder?" The red-robed woman combed her hair and replied coolly.

"You…" Ning Erren was furious, his chest heaving as he glared at the red-robed woman: "Younger sister, don’t forget. When you condensed your golden core, it went awry. If not for my efforts to retrieve soul-reviving elixir for you, would you have this glory?"

"Hmph, today is about selecting a head; why bring up old matters?" The red-robed woman retorted disdainfully: "Moreover, if we were to settle those old accounts, I ask, Elder Brother. In the great battle at Taoyin Mountain over a hundred years ago, when you were surrounded by the Five Ghosts of Kunsha, wouldn’t you have perished too without my help?"

"This…" Ning Erren was speechless, his face darkening as if a grotesque ghost face appeared momentarily but quickly vanished.

"How about it, Elder Brother? If you want to fight, that’s fine. Let's see who has the better skills." The red-robed woman didn’t back down either.

"Hmph, younger sister is indeed straightforward; let me test your Ghost Jade Profound Skill. But we must agree on one thing first," Ning Erren stepped forward, his voice hoarse.

"Whatever you say, Elder Brother," For some reason, the red-robed woman didn’t yield except in matters concerning the head position; otherwise, she showed considerable respect to Ning Erren.

"Now that our family is leaderless, I imagine Sister knows what’s happening outside. Regardless of who wins or loses this contest, the victor will be the new head. No one else can object. Otherwise, with both second and third branches evenly matched, a collapse could lead to extermination."

Lin Xuan nodded; he wasn’t rash but overly obsessed with power, which prevented him from advancing further.

"Your words are correct," The red-robed woman smiled gently: "I wouldn’t do something that would hurt those close to me. If you win my Ghost Jade Profound Skill, why not hand over the head position?"

Her words were gentle, but her intent was clear—she wanted the senior elder position.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed; could this person be more than a mere late condensation core cultivator? Hmm, interesting.

The two took oaths against their inner demons and transformed into streaks of different colors, shooting up to the sky. This was an ancestral hall, and many low-ranking disciples were present. If they fought here, innocent lives might be affected, which would be disrespectful to ancestors.

Though few in emotion, cultivators still respected their families’ traditions, making it rare for anyone to defy them.
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Time moved swiftly, the atmosphere suddenly freezing. The disciples of the Ning family looked up at the sky, their expressions a mix of tension and excitement.

Of course, there were exceptions. Those in blue robes seemed unconcerned. They originally belonged to the eldest branch, the most powerful among the seven branches. However, after their residence was destroyed, and Master Ning Wanshan was taken down by force, the eldest branch's disciples had many grievances but lacked a leader to rally them.

With hearts full of resentment, most of the eldest branch's disciples were content with waiting for their chance. "Second Elder Brother, Third Sister, your tactics are impressive," a clear voice drifted in from afar. "But think about it, our family has been around for over a thousand years. The position of headmaster is always given to those who have virtue, not through magic contests."

Everyone heard the words clearly, and their reactions varied. The second and third branches' disciples were taken aback, while the eldest branch's disciples exchanged glances before erupting in cheers.

"Seventh Elder Brother has appeared! Seventh Elder Brother has appeared!"

Since the previous headmaster’s death, Master Ning Wanshan had been the heart of the eldest branch. Seeing him break free now, his disciples couldn't help but cheer.

Ning Second and the red-robed beauty exchanged glances. This unexpected turn left them flabbergasted. They reluctantly stopped their fight.

The two were top-ranking disciples, so they easily pinpointed where the speaker was from the ancestral hall's west side. Several blue-robed figures flew in, with Seventh Elder Brother leading the way. The others were also high-ranking members of the eldest branch, having been watched by Ning Second and his allies.

This strengthened the eldest branch significantly, making it uncertain who would claim the headmaster’s position. Ning Second and the beauty's faces turned pale as they landed slowly.

Master Ning Wanshan was surrounded by eldest branch disciples, who asked after him with concern. He first bowed in gratitude before turning to his second elder brother and third sister. "Second Elder Brother, Third Sister, you didn't expect this, did you? I escaped so quickly."

This was the most confusing part for them. Even if they hadn’t seen it happen, Ning Wanshan had been restrained with magical energy when he was captured. It would be impossible for him to break free even in his prime, given the dozens of disciples patrolling and the complex array traps.

Could there have been a traitor among their ranks?

Both pondered this but couldn't investigate now. Ning Second sneered. "Seventh Brother, you have the nerve to show your face here."

"Second Elder Brother's words are strange," Ning Wanshan feigned surprise. "I never betrayed the family; why should I be ashamed?"

"Ha! You know what you did. Years ago, you went to the swamp. Did you see our ancestor? Why did our young master disappear without a trace for so long? You've been lying all these years, trying to stop others from going there. What do you want with our enemies? Did you betray our ancestors?"

Ning Second's words caused a commotion. He and the red-robed beauty had used this excuse to capture Seventh Elder Brother several days ago.

The eldest branch was skeptical about their ancestor’s fate, or they wouldn't have dared use such force against them.

But Ning Wanshan couldn’t reveal Lin Xuan’s involvement. However, times had changed. His weakness now became his strength.

He smirked, showing no fear. "I've said it before; I don't know where the young master is. But our ancestor gave strict orders to stay in seclusion and avoid disturbances."

"Rubbish," the red-robed beauty retorted. "Seventh Brother, do you think we're three-year-olds? We haven’t seen him for years, so anything goes."

"So, what do you want us to believe?" Ning Wanshan asked coolly.

The two hesitated but thought it was a psychological tactic.

"Believe me if the ancestor appears," Ning Second said calmly. The second and third branches had become allies in this fight.

"Right, only the ancestor can convince us."

"Hmph, he won't be able to. He’s probably allied with our enemies and killed our ancestor."

"Traitor! Draw his soul out here!"

"Exactly, let's use his head to honor our ancestors."

The second and third branches' disciples cheered, but the eldest branch looked uneasy.

Ning Wanshan showed no intention of defending himself, leaving everyone shocked. Was he seeking death?

The two attackers felt strange but more relieved. They wanted this over quickly.

"Quickly!"

Ning Second pointed his finger, and the ghost-head sword turned into a black beam, heading towards Ning Wanshan. The red-robed beauty didn't use her treasure but pointed at him as well.

Dark winds appeared, with several small ghost birds pecking down. They were small like sparrows but carried formidable spiritual pressure.

Both attacked with deadly intent, their higher levels of cultivation ensuring they left no room for mercy.

Their target had only one fate—death!

"Seventh Brother!"

The eldest branch disciples cried out in alarm as others tried to help, but Ning Second and his allies stopped them all.

As the attackers closed in, Ning Wanshan showed no intention of defending himself, leaving everyone puzzled. Was he courting death?

Even the two attackers felt strange but more relieved. They wanted this over quickly.

Suddenly, from above, two black beams shot down at incredible speed, intercepting the flying knife and swallowing several ghost birds.

Ning Second and his beauty were startled by the sudden turn of events. Both had the same thought: This guy had allies who helped him escape.

"Who dares interfere in our Ning family's affairs!" Ning Second roared. But before he finished, a terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above.

His body trembled as if weighed down by thousands of pounds. He hastily summoned his magical energy to alleviate this feeling.

Looking up, the red-robed beauty’s face was pale too, suffering similarly.

Worse still, several disciples in the ancestral hall were sprawled on the ground, with only a few condensation period cultivators managing to suppress their discomfort.

This sensation...

This power!

Could it be an old monster of the Inner Core stage?
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Mr. Ning Er and the red-robed beautiful woman exchanged glances, their faces turning slightly pale as they looked at Ning Wanshan with expressions of shock. Could this guy really have made a terrifying old monster acquaintance somewhere?

The situation was not looking good!

Despite their fear, both of them were still the heads of one lineage, so they managed to maintain some composure. At least they could remain calm in crisis.

They released their divine senses to search for the person who had emitted such a massive spiritual pressure, but found nothing. This only made them even more alarmed.

"Unknown senior, please forgive me for not welcoming you far enough. However, this is an internal matter of my family. Do you also wish to interfere?"

Mr. Ning Er performed a distant bow towards the sky. Although his words seemed respectful and submissive, they contained a hidden trap. The implication was that if the other party forcibly intervened, it would be tantamount to declaring war against the entire Ning family. Even though an old monster of the元婴期 stage might have astonishing abilities, there were nearly a hundred Condensation Core cultivators here who weren't easily intimidated. Moreover, conspiring with external enemies to plot for the head of the household was a grave violation of clan rules. In this case, even disciples from the senior line would likely stand by Ning Wanshan, making it uncertain whether they would win or lose.

He had indeed planned meticulously. Lin Xuan also nodded in approval from his hiding place. This Mr. Ning Er was truly a formidable figure, but unfortunately, he was born at the wrong time. Facing him now, all of his efforts would be in vain.

"Haha, Mr. Ning Er, your words are quite apt. How can outsiders interfere with family matters? But it is only natural for me to intervene as an old monster. Who dares say no?"

A hoarse voice echoed through their ears as the spiritual pressure intensified. A faint stench of decay could be detected in everyone's nostrils. A black streak of light appeared before them.

How familiar this voice sounded! Many meticulous Ning family disciples had a vague thought, and they all widened their eyes to look forward.

Woo...

Outside that streak of light was an eerie layer of wind, and among the swirling wind were dozens of skulls of various shapes, each about the size of a fist. They looked terrifying at first glance.

"Who are you, senior?" The red-robed woman's eyes flashed with a glint as she slowly spoke.

"Hmph, Third Missie, do you not recognize me? Haven't you seen the power of my Heavenly Corpse Incarnation Technique?"

The unexpected guest cackled and suddenly spread his hands apart.

Mrs. Red Robe was greatly alarmed, thinking that the other party intended to harm her. She quickly summoned her yin spirit needle, but instead of an attack, the black light grew dimmer.

A tall, familiar figure emerged.

Slim and gaunt with a corpse-like aura, hooked fingers, sunken eyes. This clearly wasn't human; it was their former ancestor who had transformed into a Heavenly Corpse body.

The disciples exchanged glances. While lower-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators might not have seen him before, the elders and officials of the Condensation Core stage recognized him instantly. Regardless of which branch they belonged to, they all showed signs of great joy. After all, having an old monster of the元婴期 stage meant a lot for the family.

Moreover, this ancestor was senior to the late Senior Elder. As a living ancestor, everyone naturally dared not defy his will.

"Salute the Ancestor!"

Ning Wanshan's eyes flashed with a hint of satisfaction as he led the way in bowing down. He admired the master’s stratagem to such an extent that he felt nothing but admiration for it. No matter what plot the other party had, facing the ancestor would be useless.

"The return of our Ancestor is indeed a blessing for our Ning family."

The other Condensation Core cultivators exchanged glances and bowed down in unison. This wasn't just the senior line; even the elders and officials from the second and third lines did so as well.

Seeing their teachers bowing, the lower-stage Foundation Establishment cultivators dared not stand around arrogantly. They quickly knelt and saluted the Ancestor.

In a few seconds, only two people remained standing in the ancestral hall.

"Alright, you two youngsters, Third Missie, do you still refuse to acknowledge me or think that I am someone impersonating an ancestor?" The Corpse Devil turned his head, speaking with a sinister tone.

"We jest, how could we dare to commit such a sacrilegious act?"

Mr. Ning Er and the red-robed woman exchanged glances, knowing it was futile. Besides, they had already agreed that this truly was the real Ancestor. Impersonating him would be laughable; not only were there few元婴期 stage cultivators who could create corpses, but forging a signature for the Heavenly Corpse Incarnation Technique was also unlikely.

They sighed inwardly, knowing that in planning, one must consider both human and divine factors. They hadn't expected this Ancestor, who had been absent for years, to suddenly intervene at such a critical moment.

They accepted their defeat with grace but knew there was no other choice but to submit. Thus, they also knelt down respectfully.

"Good, those who adapt to the times are wise. You two youngsters need not be disheartened. Although I have decided to make Wanshan the head of the family, starting now, you both will be promoted to Enforcement Elders. With all seven lines working together, we can strengthen our Ning family," the Corpse Devil's eyes flickered as he said something unexpected.

Mr. Ning Er and the beautiful woman were stunned. Although they had to bow down due to circumstances, they still feared that Ning Wanshan might harbor resentment and seek revenge against them in the future. However, with one sentence from the Ancestor, their positions were unexpectedly elevated.

This Enforcement Elder position was vacant for nearly a century, second only in honor to the head of the family. Although they couldn't fully realize their ambitions, they would still be above ordinary elders, making them high-ranking figures.

Lin Xuan had his own reasons for doing this. The Ning family might not have been weak, but it lacked development over these years due to internal strife. The senior line dominated recently, yet the second and third lines were formidable as well. To prevent any threat to their position, the senior branch suppressed other branches, such as Mr. Ning Er and the red-robed woman, who were talented in both cultivation and intellect but only given ordinary elder positions. This only fueled their resentment.

Now that the Ning family was his own, Lin Xuan planned to address these longstanding issues. The stronger the Ning family became, the more advantageous it would be for him.
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Moreover, considering the fact that Ning Er and the red-robed beauty indeed possessed remarkable cultivation and intellect, Lin Xuan had no reason to underutilize their talents.

When Ning Wan Shan heard this order, he was taken aback but did not dare defy Lin Xuan's will. He lowered his head in silence.

"Thank you, venerable ancestor for your grace; I am willing to brave fire and water." Still lost in thought, Ning Er remained silent as the red-robed beauty bowed gracefully. The worry that had been weighing on her mind was now lifted. Since the venerable ancestor gave such an order, Ning Wan Shan naturally dared not harbor any resentment or seek revenge. It seemed that after his yuanqi core formed, his heart and mind had broadened significantly; he no longer suppressed his younger branch disciples. Could it be that he wanted to expand his influence?

Lin Xuan nodded. The woman's response was swift. Ning Er also bowed down belatedly.

Such a family with a long history naturally lacked for talented individuals. The intent behind this order made the disciples of the second and third branches all delighted. Even those in the first branch, who were short-sighted, though they harbored some dissatisfaction, did not dare to show it out of respect for the venerable ancestor's authority.

Most people were not foolish; continuing such internal strife would be detrimental to everyone. With seven branches united, Ning Family’s strength would undoubtedly grow stronger.

The conflict was defused by Lin Xuan without a trace. With this family as an unseen pawn, his path to cultivation would surely become smoother and more unobstructed.

A smile crept onto Lin Xuan's lips. His plan was not yet complete. Just as he intended to manipulate the Corpse Demon, a red light suddenly shot in.

It was a transmission talisman!

Judging by its color, it should have come from the third branch disciples.

The red-robed beauty’s eyes flashed with an unusual glint as she extended her delicate hand and gently summoned the flame. The firelight fell into her jade palm.

With his divine sense delving in, he soon raised his head, a layer of worry on his face: "Venerable ancestor, something is amiss. Those focusing their attention outside have breached our defenses."

This statement caused an uproar among those below. Everyone was shocked and angry, all eyes fixed on the venerable ancestor.

"What does the transmission talisman say? If it’s just some scattered cultivators or minor sects, they wouldn’t dare be so bold," the Corpse Demon sneered.

"Yes, venerable ancestor." The disciples felt ashamed and quickly bowed to accept their lesson.

"Second son, send someone to investigate. Since they dared to provoke us, there must be a formidable strength behind them. Knowing our enemy is half the battle; we should prepare accordingly. Wan Shan, Third Miss, select some personnel to reinforce the patrols. Do not allow the enemy to breach the protective array," the Corpse Demon ordered methodically.

Soon, teams of cultivators were dispatched. Although Lin Xuan did not appear in person, he could control the Corpse Demon remotely, which was quite amusing.

Misfortune can turn into good fortune and vice versa. This crisis for Ning Family might be a blessing in disguise for him.

Once they defeated their formidable enemy, the venerable ancestor’s prestige would soar to unprecedented heights, making it easier for Lin Xuan to exert control over this family in the future.

Firstly, through this crisis, he could reorganize the seven branches and expand his influence with their support.

Although Lin Xuan was not interested in power, he knew that having a powerful sect at his disposal would save him much trouble. For instance, after settling matters regarding the earth vein fire for the Heavenly Dust Pill, he planned to send Ning Family’s disciples to seek it out.

Under the shade of a great tree, one could find coolness; if he could command such a tree, that would be even better.

The path to immortality was difficult. Even veteran cultivators with an yuanqi core preferred not to be like rootless drifters unless they were peculiar individuals.

With his thoughts swirling, Lin Xuan watched from the sidelines as Ning Wan Shan and the red-robed beauty organized and dispatched personnel to reinforce various parts of the protective array.

In a short while, another transmission talisman flew in. Ning Er waved it toward his forehead.

After a moment, he wore a serious expression with some unease.

"How goes the investigation?" the Corpse Demon asked nonchalantly.

"Venerable ancestor, things are not good. Besides thousands of scattered cultivators and minor sects trying to stir up trouble, there are also disciples from the Zhang Family and Cloud Ghost Sect."

"The Zhang Family and Cloud Ghost Sect?" The Corpse Demon’s brows rose. Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; he had been here long enough to know the distribution of cultivation forces in this region.

Indeed, compared to Ning Family, these two families’ strength was only slightly inferior, but not by much.

The Cloud Ghost Sect and Zhang Family had always been at odds, with their rivalry spanning several centuries.

It seemed that they saw an opportunity within the family and wanted to take advantage of it.

Why did Lin Xuan know this? Because he had once searched Ning Family’s young master's soul.

"Venerable ancestor, what should we do now? Please instruct. Besides the Cloud Ghost Sect and Zhang Family, the Twin Demons of Mount Mang have also arrived with ill intentions," Ning Er said uneasily. It was no wonder he was worried; even if the Cloud Ghost Sect and Zhang Family joined forces, it would be difficult to handle them. The Twin Demons were peak-stagecondensation dan period ghost cultivators, skilled in combined attacks. It was rumored that when they worked together, though not as formidable as an veteran cultivator, they could easily withstand four or five peers.

Fortunately, with a veteran cultivator’s presence, everyone remained calm and did not lose their composure.

"Hmph, even if the Zhang Family and Cloud Ghost Sect come with great force, what of it? In this Thunder Yin Mountain headquarters, we have our array formations to aid us. The outcome is still uncertain; you just need to prepare for battle. As for the Twin Demons and high-ranking cultivators from both sects, leave them to me," the Corpse Demon waved his hand, issuing a grand command.
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"Yes!"

The disciples bowed and saluted, their moods calming as they watched the old patriarch command with ease.

---

At the same time, in a secluded valley some tens of miles from Leiyin Mountain, numerous high-ranking cultivators had gathered. They were divided into two groups, with vastly different attire between them.

On one side, there were fewer people, only about twenty individuals, all dressed in fine clothes that made them look like young aristocrats. Their ages seemed to be around their early twenties, but upon examining their cultivation levels, it was clear they were all experts at the Core Formation stage.

"Brother Senior, why must we risk coming here? The Ning Family is well-established with many powerful cultivators," a seventeen or eighteen-year-old boy, somewhat naive and innocent, muttered.

"Alas, Fifth Brother, do you not know how I feel?" the burly man sighed. "How could I not be aware of the risks involved? But we five are rootless in this world, like homeless ghosts. Ten years ago, after enduring countless hardships, I finally obtained a few middle-grade Xianshi Pills and was blessed with Core Formation success. You all have inferior资质 to me; without good ordinary medicines, you will never have a chance at Core Formation."

"Brother Senior, I understand what you're saying, but can the Cloud Demon Sect's promises be trusted? We risk our lives for them, only to find they break their word and leave us in the lurch," another woman, around twenty-four or five with an ordinary appearance, worriedly spoke.

The others stopped walking and looked at the eldest brother.

Frowning, the burly man hesitantly said, "I don't think so. After all, the Cloud Demon Sect is a prestigious family from the Yinling Wasteland. They promised ten crystals for灵动 cultivators and thirty for Core Formation ones to gather thousands of like-minded individuals. How could they dare break their word?"

"Hmph," the woman with an ordinary appearance retorted, "Even if that's true, we still risk our lives for just a few crystals. I heard they invited several Core Formation experts, offering each one nearly ten thousand crystals."

"What can we do? The strength of Core Formation cultivators is beyond what mere rootless individuals like us could ever hope to match," the burly man sighed.

"Heard that such high-ranking experts have the power to move mountains and fill seas. Their magical treasures are so powerful they can change the heavens and earth. Let's not think about it anymore. Although the rewards aren't much, they still represent a considerable sum for us. The Cloud Demon Sect also promised additional rewards for killing Ning Family cultivators in battle. Now that we're deep inside the restricted area, be on guard against ambushes."

"Yes," the others agreed softly.
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Several people walked for about a teacup's time when suddenly, the large man's eyes narrowed, and a serious expression appeared on his face.

"Big Brother, what’s wrong?"

Before the honest-looking young man could finish speaking, the sound of breaking air entered their ears. A red light flashed as several flying knives shot from afar.

Even though they were still several dozen feet away, the power of these attacks already made them shiver with fear.

"Top-grade spiritual artifact!"

The large man's voice seemed like a dreamy murmur. Only someone with such a treasure wouldn't be an ordinary disciple. He hadn’t expected to encounter tough opponents so soon after entering the mountain.

Although he was shaken, his reaction wasn’t slow. He immediately summoned a spirit tool shaped like an axe, transforming it into a black ray and met the attack head-on.

The four people behind him weren’t idle either; they all took out their spiritual artifacts and talismans to launch attacks from the sides.

However, their cultivation was truly abysmal, with no impressive abilities. Facing five opponents, they quickly fell on the defensive.

After several rounds of combat, a flash of blood appeared as the large man was split in two by sheer force.

"Big Brother!"

The others flashed expressions of sorrow and anger but were more fearful. Their fighting spirit vanished, and they scattered in all directions to escape.

"Hmph! Want to leave? Dream on."

A woman dressed in red curled her lips with a sneer as she flicked her fingers. The flying knives quivered, making the breaking sound sharper and more piercing. Blood splattered, and none of them survived, their souls returning to the underworld.

"Humph, such cultivation, daring to provoke our Ning family’s tigers. Overestimating yourself; you deserve a hundred deaths."

The red-clad woman's figure turned, vanishing from her spot as she went hunting for other intruders.

Not far away, three members of the Ning family in yellow robes stood back-to-back, their hair disheveled and looking extremely desperate. They desperately drove their spiritual artifacts.

But it was useless; there were seven opponents, and their cultivation was no weaker than theirs. It was like a cat playing with a mouse.

Seeing that the three Ning family members had reached their limit, an ugly-looking old man in front of them tapped his storage bag and summoned a large ghost face.

"Go!"

With a flick of his finger, the ghost face immediately lunged forward viciously. Opening its mouth wide, it swallowed one of the Ning family members, gnashing its teeth loudly.

The other two were greatly frightened by this, especially after losing a comrade, making their pressure skyrocket.

In no time, they too were broken down individually and returned to the underworld.

...

Such mutual hunting battles continued throughout the entire Thunder Yin Mountain. Within a hundred miles, the air was thick with the heavy scent of blood.

Spirits roamed everywhere; it was incredibly tragic!

This was only the beginning. The battle between low-ranking cultivators couldn't decide the outcome. After several hours, both sides' top experts finally couldn’t hold back and began their first contact.

Strictly speaking, this was a probing engagement. However, the combat between condensation core stage cultivators was vastly different. When magical treasures were unleashed, they didn’t cause the heavens to change color, but they still wreaked havoc within several miles. Low-ranking cultivators who couldn't avoid it might be dragged into the fray, and even the residual effects could send them to the underworld.

For the attackers, having ample manpower was an advantage. However, the Ning family had operated Thunder Yin Mountain for thousands of years, with countless prohibitions and arrays in place. Relying on these defenses, they didn’t fall behind. If nothing went wrong, this would be a tough attritional battle.

However, such results were not what Lin Xuan wanted to see. He had just subdued the family; he couldn't allow them to suffer heavy losses. As the saying goes: shoot the horse before the rider, capture the king first. It was time for him to act and boost the reputation of the Corpse Demon.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan instructed the Corpse Demon about Ning Wan Shan a few words before transforming into a black ray and breaking through the air.

Cang Yue Peak, located approximately fifty miles from the main peak’s central stronghold, was over a thousand feet tall with steep terrain. This was where the four branches of the Ning family were based.

The Ning family had lasted for a millennium, divided into seven major branches. Although the fourth branch had dwindled in recent centuries and was already in decline, it still retained some底蕴 (underlying strength).

Although they had no say in this family dispute, the fourth branch still had three condensation core stage elders and about a hundred base stage disciples.

However, at this moment, Cang Yue Peak was under threat. The defenses could be breached at any time by the enemy.

The enemy wasn’t numerous—only several dozen—but two of them were notorious figures known as the Máng Clan Twin Devils.

These brothers had mysterious and unpredictable cultivation techniques and excelled in coordinated attacks. Since their debut, they had left behind thousands of cultivators under their command, known for their brutality, sometimes even targeting ordinary people. Their reputation was truly fearsome.

"Master, what should we do now?" A thin base stage disciple with a pale face spoke up. He wasn’t the only one; almost all the fourth branch disciples were filled with fear. The enemy’s attacks were too fierce, and their reputation was too terrifying to bear.

"Send out a transmission talisman to seek help from the central stronghold." The leader of the fourth branch was an old man with a black face. He glanced at the wobbling light curtain and gave a stern order.

"Yes!"

Several disciples immediately rubbed their hands and sent out transmission talismans towards the outside world.

However, before they had flown just several dozen feet, they were hit by the enemy, who intended to catch them in a trap and didn’t allow any opportunity for rescue.

The old man’s expression grew even more grim. Suddenly, an earth-shattering sound echoed, mixed with cries of alarm as the defenses were breached.

"Humph! The Ning family's reputation is nothing but hollow."

A hoarse laugh entered their ears. The old man’s face froze as he looked up to see two cultivators approaching from about ten meters away.

These were twin brothers, whose appearance was ugly... or rather, terrifying.

They were tall and thin with pale faces, bulging foreheads, and deeply sunken eyes, giving them a ghastly zombie-like appearance.

"Are these the Máng Clan Twin Devils?" The old man gasped in shock as he turned to look at his side. Originally, there had been three condensation core stage elders in the fourth branch, but his younger brothers and sisters were out patrolling, so they couldn’t have fought back. He sighed... a lone voice was powerless.

Apart from the Máng Clan Twin Devils, the other party also had several dozen base stage cultivators who were now clashing with the remaining disciples of the fourth branch without any array protection.

Without defenses to shield them, most of the fourth branch’s cultivators were on the defensive. In just a few rounds, several disciples were already bloodied.

Anger flashed in the old man's eyes, but he knew it was futile. He quietly instructed: "Order everyone not to fight to the death; wait for an opportunity to break through and return to the central stronghold. Revenge is a dish best served cold."

"Yes!"

The disciples went off to carry out his orders while he leaped into the air, heading towards the Máng Clan Twin Devils.
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The Máng brothers were twin siblings, their appearances not differing much. The elder brother wore a black outfit while the younger one dressed in dark clothes. They were notorious for their prowess.

The old man from House Four was alarmed as he faced these formidable foes. He quickly cast his spells and summoned a pair of fierce tigers to defend himself. However, the Máng brothers did not hesitate; they unleashed their full might.

First, the flying needles shot out by the old man were intercepted by the skulls, which bit them off. The old man's expression turned grim as he tried to reclaim his needle with all his strength but was too late. The skull began chewing on it, and in a moment, the magical weapon was destroyed.

Meanwhile, the two-headed tiger faced its own peril. Despite being evenly matched at first, the dark-clothed man unleashed several spells, causing the black-tailed monster to go berserk. Its claws tore through one of the tiger's heads, while the creature bit into the other, tearing it apart with a powerful force.

The scene was chaotic as the old man’s face turned red with rage. He had spent two centuries cultivating this magical weapon, and its destruction left him shaken. However, his escape attempt was too late. The Máng brothers sent out their black lines, which swiftly pursued the fleeing old man.

Their speed was astonishing, and in a blink of an eye, they reached the old man's back. He panicked and released several firebirds, but these were no match for the black lines, which pierced through them effortlessly.

"Devouring soul snakes!" The old man’s face showed sheer terror as he realized that this snake could devour one's soul. He had encountered his worst nightmare, with no chance of reincarnation.

With three souls and seven pangs of fear, the old man was helpless. Suddenly, a large gray hand appeared out of nowhere, intercepting him. The Máng brothers were stunned by the sudden turn of events as the old man’s expression turned one of relief.

The old man quickly retreated, but his efforts to escape were futile. The devouring soul snakes struggled but could not break free from the restraints.

"Who dares to disrupt my brothers' magic and hide in shadows?" the Máng brothers shouted, releasing their divine sense to search for the intruder.

This was indeed strange. Despite their prowess, they had failed to detect any anomalies. Could it be that this person possessed special abilities to conceal themselves? They needed to be cautious.

"Thundering Máng brats! You dare to recklessly provoke me on my Mountain of Lightning and Darkness!" A dark cloud suddenly appeared in the sky, rumbling ominously as if a storm was brewing.

"What is this?" The other cultivators were drawn by the strange phenomenon. However, an overwhelming pressure emanating from the cloud enveloped the entire Moon Peak, causing even those not affiliated with House Ning to feel the weight of it. Those with lower cultivation levels fell to their knees and broke into a cold sweat.

The Máng brothers, though more resilient, also turned pale as they felt the same dread that had once nearly cost them their lives when facing an婴期 expert years ago.

House Ning's disciples were jubilant at this turn of events. Although House Four was not eligible to participate in the ancestral hall meeting, they received a message and learned what had transpired.

Now convinced, they shouted: "Hail our ancestor!" Despite the formidable pressure, no one dared to attack, as it would be foolish to provoke such power.

The Máng brothers were shocked. An ancestor? Didn't their elder grandmaster die from a mishap just now?

Who was this ancestor?

Could it be... This was all a trap designed by the cloud ghost sect?

Their clever guesses only made them more regretful for accepting the benefits from the cloud ghosts. However, they maintained composure as the dark-clothed man bowed to the cloud: "May I ask your name, sir? Please enlighten us; why should we get involved in such matters?"

He still held a glimmer of hope that this was not truly an ancestor of House Ning.

"Ha! Intruding on others' affairs is indeed troublesome. Let me reveal myself so you can die with peace," the voice from the cloud boomed, and a towering figure emerged before them.

Lin轩 had orchestrated this to enhance the reputation of the Corpse Demon in House Ning's eyes. He intended not only to eliminate the enemies but also to establish his dominance among the cultivators.
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Standing at two meters tall, the figure was covered in a ghastly aura. If the Mang Clan twins were just plain ugly, this guy was a true monster.

A Corpse Devil, and an Advanced Soul Stage one at that!

The Mang Clan twins had seen much hardship, so they easily recognized their opponent’s identity. Their expressions were utterly grim. After all, compared to peers of the same rank, such monsters had slightly greater abilities. The brothers had already decided to retreat; a fool would fight this terrifying creature.

They respectfully greeted the elder: "Elder, please have a seat and let us speak."

The Mang Clan twins were terrified. They quickly took out their wailing staffs as they pleaded for mercy.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, his spiritual sense activated, causing dark energy to surge around him, transforming into two fierce dragons that intercepted the wailing staff while the sword light continued its relentless assault.

Screams of despair filled their eyes as they joined hands to form a defensive barrier.

The first wave of sword light struck with a tearing sound, but was deflected by the protective shield.

The Mang Clan twins were not pleased; instead, they begged even more loudly for mercy.

But Lin Xuan remained unmoved. What use would these cruel and bloodthirsty individuals be? Moreover, wasn't it better to eliminate their strongest opponent in one fell swoop?

He continued his assault, sending out more sword lights that sliced through the barrier with a rain of impacts, as if a thousand horses were galloping.

In just a few seconds, what felt like an eternity for the Mang Clan twins, the protective shield finally cracked and shattered into pieces.

"No!"

The Mang Clan twins were already decapitated, their heads separated from their bodies.

The others were stunned. The appearance of one Corpse Devil was shocking enough, but now there was another Advanced Soul Stage old monster?

However, their reactions were different. Ning Clan disciples were overjoyed as the other side was clearly their allies. The remaining intruders' morale had completely collapsed; they no longer had any intention to resist. After all, even the notorious Mang Clan twins had been killed in one strike without using any法宝 (magic artifacts), so what chance did these Foundation Establishment cultivators have? They were like an old man hanging himself—thinking their lives would be long.

They could not say it was a futile effort, as they now faced a situation worse than trying to stop a horse with one's arm. So the remaining cultivators from the Zhang Clan, Ning Sect disciples, or any scattered forces all lost any will to fight and fled in all directions.

But escaping wasn't that easy; in fact, there was no chance at all. In this world, one could not avoid being hurt. Lin Xuan had appeared, so he wouldn't let them run away. With a slight thought, the Corpse Devil raised its head and bellowed: "Ning Clan disciples, behead these brats and leave none alive."

"Yes!"

With two Advanced Soul Stage old monsters as their support, Ning Clan cultivators' morale surged. They were now not only willing to beat up the fallen but would even jump into a fiery hell without hesitation.

They respectfully saluted in unison: "Yes, we will follow the Elder's command."

Seeing his disciples' fervent response, the black-faced cultivator sighed. This incident would surely make these four houses' disciples loyal followers of the Elder.

But as he thought about it, he felt relieved. The four houses were already on the decline; there was no need to compete for power. Loyalty was loyalty. Moreover, rumors had it that Ning Second Master and Ning Third Lady, who had long opposed the First House, not only escaped punishment but even rose to become a Disciplinary Elder.

Although the Elder had transformed into a Corpse Devil, his heart seemed broader. Perhaps he wouldn't suppress them, the side branches.

With this thought, the black-faced elder joined in the battle. Although his magic artifacts and talismans were destroyed by the Mang Clan twins, as an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, he could still deal with Foundation Establishment cultivators using elemental techniques alone, cutting through them like a knife through soft vegetables.

The one-sided battle was difficult to end completely. With over sixty enemies, many skilled in evasive techniques or carrying related talismans, most were fleeing and some might escape due to good luck.

But there were still two Advanced Soul Stage old monsters here.

Lin Xuan had no intention of intervening; his earlier performance was already impressive enough. Now he should let the Corpse Devil take over.

The orders issued, one of the Advanced Soul Stage corpses began to act. His arm suddenly swelled without warning, emitting thick dark energy that looked extremely strange.

Peng!

The arm exploded, sending fragments flying everywhere. Ning Clan disciples were left gaping in shock, wondering what had gone wrong with the Elder.

But even more bizarre was yet to come.

Red light flashed in the Corpse Devil's eyes as it spoke some incomprehensible words. The fragments in mid-air suddenly transformed into ghost heads the size of fists.

"Go!"

The Corpse Devil pointed its finger and the ghost heads chased after the escapees with dark energy.

Screams filled the air, but Lin Xuan smiled smugly. This technique was recorded in the Heavenly Corpse Transformation Art he had used to fight the real Ning Clan Elder when trying to seize the Corpse Qi Swamp.

Its mysterious nature had left him amazed.

Of course, this corpse had only mastered the basic part of the art; its power far exceeded that of the Ning Clan Elder. But it was more than enough to deal with fleeing Foundation Establishment cultivators.

It was said that if one reached the deepest level of cultivation, the entire body could transform into ghost heads, with many other mysterious powers.

Soon all enemies were eliminated, their souls returning to the underworld. The ghost heads returned and reformed a complete arm in dark energy.

"Elder's magic is unparalleled under heaven!"

The disciples cheered, their admiration genuine.

Of course, this was far from accurate. But in the minds of ordinary cultivators, Advanced Soul Stage old monsters were almost as powerful as land immortals.

Lin Xuan looked around with satisfaction. This operation had fully achieved his expected results.

With both hands raised, the Mang Clan twins' cheers stopped and they respectfully stood in a line to listen to the Elder's instructions: "What is your name?"

"Disciple Ning Wuxin pays homage to the Elder." The black-faced cultivator quickly bowed upon noticing the Corpse Devil looking at him.
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"Indeed, the Fourth Hall has bravely fought in this battle. I will remember your efforts and reward you accordingly in due time."

"Thank you, Grand Ancestor."

Ning Wuxin was overjoyed. The disciples from the other four halls were also very grateful. Lin Xuan wanted to consolidate Ning Clan's power by combining its seven branches, so he needed to use both kindness and authority. Seeing that his goal had been achieved, he felt quite satisfied.

After a moment of contemplation, he decided to offer an additional incentive. The Corpse Demon extended his hand, and a black light flew into Ning Wuxin's palm.

"This... Thank you, Grand Ancestor for your gift." Ning Wuxin was initially stunned but quickly rejoiced. He had been worried about the Flying Needle treasure being destroyed by the enemy, so receiving the Maw of the Two Heroes from the Mang Clan as a reward was a stroke of luck. The power of this artifact was something he had seen with his own eyes and was far superior to what he had lost. His fortune turned into good luck.

"Disciples, listen up. My family and I are united in our efforts to fight bravely. Anyone from any branch who achieves great merit will be rewarded equally based on their contributions."

Since the Corpse Demon had just awarded the Maw of the Two Heroes, his words now carried more weight than before. The disciples responded with even greater unity.

"Very well, let's rest for a moment and then go to support other areas." After speaking, the Corpse Demon transformed into a black ray of light and shot off towards the distance.

The disciples were convinced by this, quickly bowing in respect as they bid farewell to their Grand Ancestor.

...

At the same time, on the main peak of Thunder Yin Mountain, at its foot, spiritual lights flickered. Dozens of cultivators were engaged in fierce combat, each displaying their abilities.

While the scale of the fight wasn't significant, some areas saw battles involving hundreds of people. However, the intensity here was unparalleled due to all participants being Core Formation Stage experts!

On one side, there were Ning Clan's high-ranking experts who had rushed from the Ancestor Hall to aid in the battle; on the other, Cloud Demon Sect cultivators. Given their long-standing conflicts, this confrontation was particularly intense.

"Master, although we have more numbers, our opponents are aided byprohibition. It will be difficult for us to win if we continue like this," a silver-haired elder among several Cloud Demon Sect experts standing several miles away from the battle said with concern in his voice.

"Hmph, do I need you to say that? Can't you see it?" The Dark Yin Female Demon was not pleased. "How infuriating! If only I had delayed our attack slightly. Ning Clan is clearly in turmoil internally, yet they still manage to put aside their differences when facing external enemies. We underestimated them."

"Don't blame yourself, Master. In any case, they are destined for disaster this time. Our losses will be greater than anticipated if we continue to assault," the silver-haired elder sighed, offering words of comfort.

There was no way around it; the arrow had been released and could not be recalled. The Master ordered her disciples to fight bravely and stepped forward herself.

As a sect leader, she possessed extraordinary abilities. At the peak of Core Formation Stage, her black ray of light cut through the air, decapitating an early-stage Core Formation Ning Clan elder who was caught off guard.

The head rolled, but its face still showed disbelief. Despite being at the same stage as his opponent, he could not believe that he had been outmatched by this old witch.

Others were greatly alarmed. With the addition of Cloud Demon Sect's reinforcements, the balance of power began to shift in their favor.

After all, only a few top experts from Cloud Demon Sect had been observing the battle, and they were clearly superior to other elders.

Especially the Dark Yin Female Demon, who had already killed two Ning Clan experts within minutes. No one dared to challenge her directly.

"Little wench, how dare you come see me?" The Dark Yin Female Demon's eyes glowed with anger as she spoke.

"Hmph, what are you afraid of? I never expected that after so many years, you would become the leader of Cloud Demon Sect. How could your abilities be enough to lead a group? And who knows if this position was obtained through cunning," the red-robed woman said with a smile, showing no mercy in her words.

"Ha, you little wench still have your sharp tongue. Let's see if I can break every tooth in your mouth and rip out your lips." The Dark Yin Female Demon laughed maniacally.

"Flattery will get you nowhere. We'll see who wins this battle today. Let me show you the power of an old witch."

Before her words were fully spoken, she silently activated her spiritual energy, extending a hand to lightly tap the red light. It trembled and suddenly grew in size, transforming into a long hairpin over a yard in length.

"Hmph, petty tricks!"

The Dark Yin Female Demon sneered as she formed hand seals. The black ray of light flashed several times before its brilliance dimmed, revealing the true form of her treasure—a sword.

However, this sword was bizarrely shaped—three feet long but barely as wide as a chopstick, with countless tiny saw teeth along its blade.

This slender sword seemed fragile and could easily break upon contact, yet it possessed immense power. No one knew what material had been used to forge it.

"Quickly!"

The Dark Yin Female Demon moved her hands rapidly, distorting her already ugly features into an even more grotesque appearance. With a snap of her fingers, the sword transformed, revealing a long, double-headed snake in people's vision. (!)
各位道友请进，有事相求（免费）

First, I wish everyone a happy New Year, with all your wishes fulfilled and a prosperous year ahead. May love be sweet and work go smoothly.

Indeed, this is about my humble request for support. Thank you all for your continuous backing. It's a new week now, and I urgently need your support in the form of recommendation votes to push me up on the ranking list as we did last week. Please consider sending your recommendation votes my way. I specially send my gratitude through Moonlight.

Hearing this, Cold Rain was shocked. He never imagined that his trip to the Demon Cave would bring such an opportunity.

"Are you saying...?" Xiao Dingli's voice was high with excitement, almost audible in his laughter despite his efforts to suppress it.

Just as the dagger was about to pierce Huang Tianyi's heart, Apsara's right hand shot out and grabbed the blade. "Huang Tianyi, did I say you were going to die? What are you doing?" With a strong tug, she wrested the dagger from Huang Tianyi.

"I'll go get a doctor. Don't be afraid; I'm here." She kissed his back before rushing off to call for help.

This was to inform Anran that they had already cleared the area, allowing her to enter without fear of being discovered meeting Huang Hongfei there.

Xiao Dingli arrived with a gust of wind. This time, he did not suppress his powerful and domineering aura; he wanted Feng Wufang to feel his proximity.

When Fourth Brother saw Lady Li unable to console the third prince, he had the nanny take him away. The sight of the child crying made him feel rather down.

Indeed, in Lin Boss's mind flashed the words he used when treating Feng Wufang—words that did not offend her too much, or else he would have offended the current princess and faced the consequences of a full family execution.

The root cause lay here. His parents had advised them, which explained why he knew so much about her and her whereabouts.

Feng Lin was stunned. If creation comes from life, then whose path is this? Is it the Heavenly Path or the Human Path? Could there really be a supreme being in the shadows? Was it the path that ruled everything?

The more he thought, the more Huang Qilin could not accept this reality. His face twisted even more, as if possessed.

Now, Nan Gonghao had arrived on the opposite side of the rumored city wall. He decided to take Feina and others up to the top for a panoramic view and scenic tour.

Unfortunately, just as the old priest stood in front of Anjie, she suddenly kicked him in the face.

"Boom!" Thunder struck Feng Lin's back. Even with his Purple Gold Dragon Scale Armor, his back was severely injured, and all his ribs were broken.

In the office, without Ling Wan and her support, along with Qin Liyang's previous tactics, Meng Xiran decided to give them a long vacation.

Even if deceived, even if abandoned, even if given up on—no matter what happened, he would be willing to die for Amydal when she didn't want to die.

She never liked wasting food. Seeing leftovers thrown away always made her feel regretful, as it reminded her of the time she was so hungry that she had eaten dirt.

Perhaps at this moment, he was extremely resentful of himself, hating that he hadn't led Barcelona to create a miracle and advance to the final of this season's UEFA Champions League.

She recalled how Nan Gongwen used to be treated back then by the Star Martial Alliance.

"Mom, look at you, not human or ghost. If you keep going like this, it will get serious." Fuling pulled her mother into the house, intending to remove the bells from her and take off the yellow paper hat on her head, along with her shimmering Daoist robe adorned with talismans.
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The red-robed beauty's face immediately showed a trace of seriousness. This wasn't just any ordinary transformation ability; it actually integrated the soul essence of a third-stage monster, with a two-headed black snake serving as its spirit.

This was going to be troublesome.

"Scared already, little bitch?" The haughty voice of the Yin Ghost Woman echoed in her ears, filled with deep resentment. A finger pointed out, and the two-headed black snake howled as it rushed forward.

Given the situation, the red-robed beauty naturally couldn't back down. Although the opponent was more troublesome than expected, her ghost jade technique was no joke either. With a bite of her silver teeth, she activated the Yin Soul Pin talisman.

A red light and an ominous black glow clashed once again, but this time with even greater force.

Of course, as the head of the Cloud Ghost Sect and an important figure in the Ning family, they couldn't just rely on one piece of treasure.

The Yin Ghost Woman tapped her waist and summoned another spirit beast. This creature was strange; it had a fox's body, a chimpanzee's head, and six legs that moved like the wind. It could also use earth and wind attributes.

What kind of spirit beast was this? As a core formation stage expert, the red-robed beauty naturally saw many such things but still couldn't recognize it. Surprised, she had to summon a piece of treasure to defend herself, quickly falling on the defensive.

"Little bitch, today is your death sentence!"

The Yin Ghost Woman gloated with a "coquettish laugh," but her voice was as unpleasant as scraping bone with steel. The red-robed beauty clenched her silver teeth and drove all her treasures into battle.

Their fight was intense!

On the surface, the Yin Ghost Woman seemed to be winning, but she was quite surprised inside. Long ago, she had a grudge against Ning Sanfu and had fought him multiple times, ending in a stalemate where neither gained an advantage. They were well acquainted with each other's strengths.

However, thirty years ago, she had another extraordinary experience that greatly increased her cultivation and abilities. Although she hadn't successfully condensed her essence core, she was far above other core formation stage cultivators.

Originally, she thought it would be easy to severely injure this little bitch with her current strength. However, the result was different; Ning Sanfu's retreat was indeed chaotic, but killing him wasn't that simple either.

Brow furrowed, the Yin Ghost Woman exuded an even stronger aura of malice as she prepared to use a powerful secret technique. Suddenly, a flash of fire appeared, and a sound transmission talisman flew over from afar.

The Yin Ghost Woman was taken aback, her face showing some confusion. But as the head of the sect, she naturally had a steady demeanor. She reached out, and the sound transmission talisman flew to her before she could even react.

She sank into it with her divine sense.

"Ah!"

Just seconds later, the Yin Ghost Woman's expression changed dramatically; her face turned from pale to red, looking extremely uncomfortable. Deep in her eyes, there seemed to be a hint of fear.

"Headmistress, what is it?" The silver-haired old man was nearby and saw this scene. He quickly flew forward with a questioning look on his face.

"Order everyone not to linger and retreat; leave the Thunder Yin Mountain." After some hesitation, the Yin Ghost Woman gritted her teeth and gave the order.

"What?" The silver-haired old man was stunned, almost thinking he had heard wrong. Ignoring the hierarchy, he argued: "Headmistress, what are you saying? Although the situation is tough, we're not far from our goal. With a little more effort, we can completely wipe out the Ning family. How can we give up halfway?"

"Shut up and retreat as I command! The opponent has an essence core cultivator, and there are two of them. If my guess is right, we've been tricked this time." The Yin Ghost Woman said unkindly.

In fact, after Lin Xuan and the Corpse Demon left Cangyue Peak, they split into two groups to aid other places. With their current cultivation, it was like a crane among chickens; killing enemies was as easy as cutting melons and chopping cucumbers.

With these two big bosses joining in, the battle turned one-sided. Ning family cultivators fought with increasing vigor while the opponent's morale began to crumble.

After all, for ordinary cultivators, an essence core expert was a force that couldn't be resisted.

Even if there weren't many survivors, someone finally sent out a sound transmission talisman desperately.

Seeing this, the Yin Ghost Woman was both shocked and angry. But she also had doubts; why did they suddenly summon a Corpse Demon elder and bring an essence core friend to help? Could it have been planned from the start?

Perhaps there were traps waiting for them all along.

Thinking of this, she felt a chill run down her spine. If they continued fighting, it might not be the Ning family but the Cloud Ghost Sect that was destroyed.

Although this woman was vicious, she had the decisiveness to act quickly. She ordered everyone to retreat immediately.

Unfortunately, it was too late!

The red-robed beauty, as head of the third branch and a contender for the family seat, was no stranger to strategy. Seeing the panic on the other side after receiving the sound transmission talisman, her mind raced, guessing the contents.

With a slight smile, she called out: "Disciples listen up; our ancestor has arrived nearby. Everyone put in some extra effort and keep them occupied until the ancestor arrives to eliminate these monsters."

The Ning family cultivators responded loudly, their morale boosted.

On the other hand, Cloud Ghost Sect's cultivators didn't know why their headmistress suddenly ordered a retreat but had experienced many battles. They were all cunning and guessed that the situation was not in their favor, so they naturally didn't want to continue fighting.

With one side wanting to leave and the other trying to hold them back, the situation became very delicate.

Ning Sanfu reached out, combed her hair, and from her mouth, a small seal stamp appeared. It grew with the wind, transforming into a large pavilion-sized object that crashed towards the opponent. She also laughed: "Old witch, why did you run? You were so arrogant just now; how could you be scared after such a short time? Sigh, it's no wonder you're like that—weak and afraid of power, always trying to look tough. I wonder if those Cloud Ghost Sect guys are blind for making you their headmistress. They deserve to suffer today as this foolish sect will turn into ashes."

This woman was sharp-tongued, her words even more vicious, aiming to make the Yin Ghost Woman lose her composure.

"Die!"

The Yin Ghost Woman's face contorted as she heard this. Although she knew it was a provocation, she couldn't bear the humiliation. With a look of resentment in her eyes, she spat out a drop of blood.

After leaving her mouth, the blood transformed into a strange bird the size of a fist and flew into one of the opponent's treasures. The two-headed black snake absorbed it, and dark energy surged, with countless strange symbols appearing...
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The sheer force of the attack made it clear that this was no ordinary confrontation. The Dark Yin Demoness had truly set her heart on killing, and without hesitation, she unleashed a forbidden technique.

Sizzle…

The spirit snake transformed into a dragon, and the dual-headed black snake in the dark mist suddenly grew in size, sprouting horns and claws. It was a formidable sight.

Lin轩 stretched out his hand and lightly tapped his storage bag, releasing a streak of green light that shot out.  
It was an emerald jade flute, clear and verdant. Lin轩 had not used this beast soul treasure for quite some time now, and he couldn't help but feel a momentary silence as he thought about the shattered Snowfall Sword.  
He then channeled his power into it.

A green giant python appeared, over ten meters long. With Lin轩's cultivation having reached the Great Success of Demon Infant stage, this treasure was far more powerful than before. The two colossal beasts clashed, and in just a few seconds, the evil dragon was defeated. The Dark Yin Demoness opened her mouth and spat out several drops of crimson blood.

Using such a technique would naturally cause significant damage to her essence energy, but now that it had been destroyed, she suffered even more backlash from the attack.

Seizing the opportunity, Lin轩 attacked again with several green sword lights, forming a line and slicing through the protective barrier. The dragon's fangs added to the pressure, and under the Dark Yin Demoness' despairing gaze, the shield began to crumble.

"Master!"  
The Cloud Ghost Sect disciples were filled with sorrow and anger but mostly fear. As the sect master, she was undoubtedly their strongest fighter. However, even facing a seemingly ordinary young man, she had no chance of fighting back. An old monster at the婴 stage was indeed beyond what they could match in strength.

With the sect master's death, there was no longer any inclination to fight. They scattered and fled for their lives.

...

The aftermath did not require much elaboration. Lin轩 led the Ning family cultivators in pursuit of the fleeing enemies. Despite his efforts, only about twenty lucky ones managed to escape.  
Lin轩 felt no regret; contentment was a virtue, and he knew that it would be impossible to completely destroy such a powerful sect with one battle.

However, this defeat would surely cripple their strength for some time, which would benefit the Ning family in many ways. But these were matters for the future, so there was no need to dwell on them now.

The major battle ended, and several Ning family elders had also perished. The survivors looked relieved as Lin轩 ordered, "This matter is concluded. You go elsewhere to aid in the extermination of those invaders."

"Yes!"

All the cultivators bowed respectfully, showing their obedience.

This was power!

Lin轩 felt a ripple of emotion within him. Since his Demon Infant transformation, he had encountered nothing but smooth sailing and respect from others due to his strength. The benefits were evident.

But this feeling did not make him lose sight of his goals; instead, it fueled his desire for even greater power. With the current battle over, he was preparing to focus on cultivating his essence energy for the upcoming婴 stage.

With that thought in mind, Lin轩 transformed into a streak of light and flew towards another intense battlefield.

...

Several hours later, as the sun began its descent, the continuous fighting finally came to an end. Only scattered skirmishes remained.

The aftermath was gruesome, with bodies strewn everywhere. Most were outsiders, and today should have been a disaster for the Ning family, but Lin轩's intervention had completely changed their fate.

Cloud Ghost Sect suffered heavy losses, including the sect master, Dark Yin Demoness. Above the婴 stage cultivators numbered less than a third, while most of the base-level disciples perished.

The张家 also fared poorly, facing a Corpse Spirit with far more brutal methods despite lower cultivation levels.

The outcome was predictable...

The remaining were independent cultivators and small families who had benefited from Cloud Ghost Sect. Seeing the Ning family's decline, they hoped to take advantage but ended up suffering instead.

For these people, there would be no mercy. They should pay for their choices, though there was no need to chase them down too aggressively; most managed to escape.

After the battle, thousands of Ning family disciples emerged and began cleaning up the battlefield, searching for lost treasures. The high-ranking elders all gathered in the White Tiger Hall.

The Corpse Spirit's reputation soared, and his authority over the Ning family disciples was immense. By his side stood a seemingly ordinary young man dressed in a simple green robe, appearing no more than twenty years old. However, everyone's gaze towards him still carried a sense of reverence; he too was an old monster at the婴 stage.

One could not judge by appearance, but this guy seemed far too young.

Of course, such thoughts were merely whispered and never shown on his face.

"Salutations to the Corpse Spirit! If it weren't for your divine might, our Ning family would have faced unimaginable consequences," Ning Wanshan led the cultivators in a bow and kowtow.

"Enough." The Corpse Spirit waved his hand. "Come meet Lin Daoist; he is an old friend of mine who has also contributed greatly."

"Thank you, Senior Lin for your assistance."

Many Ning family disciples had seen Lin轩's power and knew him to be another婴 stage cultivator. They bowed respectfully.

"This crisis was caused by internal strife within the Ning family. You must remember this lesson," said Lin轩.

"Yes, Master Corpse Spirit, we will not make the same mistake again."

"Very well, with this matter concluded, I shall go out for a wander in the clouds." The Corpse Spirit spoke slowly and saw the worry on everyone's faces. He waved his hand again: "Do not worry; there is no need to persuade me. Although I am leaving, Lin Daoist has agreed to become our guest elder."

Lin轩 then flew towards another intense battlefield.
对不起，请假一天

Sorry, I really feel terrible. My cousin came back from Chengdu today and had a bit too much to drink. I forced myself to write over two thousand characters, but when I read them, they seemed unbearable. I had no choice but to delete them.

I truly feel guilty towards everyone. You all supported me so much by voting for me, yet today I have to take a day off. But life always involves family obligations.

I'm sorry. Today, little brother will rest. Tomorrow, I'll try my best!

And the police told Shun Ning that Cheng Wan Hong died around 10 PM on September 28th—the same night her child had an accident. Even though I felt a bad omen when Yu Minghui answered the phone earlier, hearing this from Xiao Yan confirmed it and made me shudder.

The well-groomed guest with a pleasant face was sitting behind the pearl curtains, gently plucking at the strings of his zither.

Hongli listened silently as she finished speaking. After a long while, he said nothing in response, only noticing the faint blush on her rosy cheeks. He wondered why she had applied makeup today, realizing it was to cover up fingerprints.

"Master requests confidentiality; I'm sorry but this question cannot be answered," Sophia said, eating a spoonful of ice cream without lowering her head, her tone neither humble nor arrogant, as if everything was under control.

With a "pfft," the blade pierced through the ninja's clothes but didn't penetrate the skin. Yuhao immediately turned and punched out.

Su Yi felt her chest tighten with discomfort. She turned around and walked away directly. Qiu Ruo glared at Yun Rou before following closely behind, while Yun Rou pursed her lips and muttered to herself: Did I say something wrong?

Especially during the Spring Festival travel rush, the price of ordinary economy class tickets can be ten times that of hard-seat train tickets and three times that of high-speed rail! Let alone first-class seats, which are at least three times as expensive. This is a price most citizens dare not imagine.

Jiang Yining looked at me blankly and coldly said, "Do we know each other?" He suddenly squeezed out some words.

Everyone on the training field was stunned—whether players, coaches, or other staff. Everyone knew Chris's wrist injury; it had been the topic of discussion in the media and among players this off-season because previous health reports suggested that his right hand might never fully recover.

Even Bai Hu, who usually showed respect to He Lan Yao, remained motionless at such a critical moment, as if watching a spectacle.

Seeing her now brought all past memories flooding back. He followed her dazedly without realizing the sun had already risen or forgetting about Mao Leye's instructions.

If Yingying's words were true, he would feel guilty for life; he could offend and hurt every ghost in the underworld, but he wouldn't care about his reputation or hesitate if it was necessary. But what he feared most was hurting the Ghost Mother.

King Qing shook his head and said, "No, my mother-in-law isn't well either. We should have Mao Yuelian check on her." He glared at Mao Leye with resentment, but Mao Leye looked down at his sheepskin boots without responding. The irony in King Qing's tone was clear, but he didn't want to argue.

"Thanks to the Holy Lord's enlightenment, even though General Ming is of the Partyit tribe, he now has a loyal heart, just not good at expressing it," Meng Guangcheng said.

He and the others, with their reddened eyes, laughed bewilderedly. But since they were all drunk, this handsome man truly was a beautiful sight.

King Qing finally regained his senses and immediately chased after them. However, in such a large courtyard, where could Mao Leye be?

Moreover, Fox Qingping never used a carriage or sedan chair when going to the outer residence; he always walked there to avoid causing trouble for his main wife and concubines if they found out where he was going and started fussing about it. It was quite annoying.
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The crowd was taken aback, then their faces lit up with great joy. Lin Xuan understood that the master intended to step forward.

Though hidden behind the scenes, there were many inconveniences. To better control the Ning family, it would be simplest and more proper for him to take on Elder Keqing's title.

"Salute the elder!" Ning Wanshan bowed in reverence, while others prostrated themselves as well. Lin Xuan, an old monster at the Core Formation stage, naturally held a position of great importance.

"Stand up," Lin Xuan said indifferently with a wave of his hand.

"After I leave, you should manage yourselves. Do not defy Brother Lin's words in any way; what he says is mine. Any disciple within the family has the authority to reward or punish him as they see fit." The Corpse Devil spoke again, but the words left everyone stunned!

"Elder, this..."

Ning Er Master felt somewhat uneasy, but before his sentence was finished, the Corpse Devil turned viciously: "What, little second? Are you questioning me?"

"No..." Intimidated by the Corpse Devil's fierce gaze, Ning Er Master stammered and dared not speak further.

"Elder's wisdom is unparalleled; we will surely serve Senior Lingyun faithfully," said a red-robed beauty, already bowing gracefully. Though she felt a bit alarmed by this order, it mattered little to her as she was no master—Ning Wanshan would bear the brunt of any headaches.

Ning Er Master quickly understood the logic and obediently bowed in submission. The other elders and disciples remained indifferent since their affairs were not directly involved; thus, Lin Xuan smoothly stepped forward and gained control over the Ning family's fate.

...

Having taken control of Lightning Yin Mountain, his first task was to find a new cave dwelling site. Although this place lacked the power of the Corpse Devil's swamp, it still had middle-grade Yin energy veins. Guided by Ning Wanshan, they arrived at a deep valley.

"This is where the Yin vein of Lightning Yin Mountain emerges," Ning Wanshan said.

"Very well." Lin Xuan nodded and released his spirit sense. Soon, he showed satisfaction on his face. It was even better than expected; he should be able to cultivate much faster here.

After Ning Wanshan left, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, sending several dazzling sword lights flying out.

...

Setting up a new cave dwelling site was now routine for him. After several hours, the new place of cultivation was complete. He then retrieved some array flags and set up barriers around it before heading to the living quarters to rest.

...

Time passed like water; three months had elapsed since Lin Xuan took control of Lightning Yin Mountain. During this time, he did not rush his Ning family disciples to find the veins of fire for the Celestial Dust Pill. There were many things he needed to do first—things that could not be delayed.

With his nature, Lin Xuan would not wait for the Ning family's Core Formation energy to recover; he would strike while they were down. The Ning family rested briefly before taking the initiative and launching attacks on both sects' main bases.

The ensuing battle was brutal, but Lin Xuan personally intervened. In the end, he successfully removed two major obstacles.

Following these events, the Ning family's power surged significantly. Although it still fell short of the two giants on Spiral Peak Island, they were now among the top few powerful factions.

Initially, other sects and families in Yin Spirit Plain felt tense, even drawing attention from a few old monsters who had secluded themselves here. However, Lin Xuan understood the wisdom of knowing when to stop; thus, he ultimately did not conflict with them.

A large tree attracts much wind. While Lin Xuan needed the Ning family as his enforcers, they should not be too powerful. He knew his own situation well and did not wish to draw attention until he had formed an Immortal Core.

After all was settled, Lin Xuan finally had time to send Ning family disciples out to scout for suitable veins of fire. The conditions for the Celestial Dust Pill were strict, but the Seven Star Island's clouds far surpassed those in Youzhou; he believed he would eventually find what he needed.

However, this time took much longer than expected.

Three months passed with no results.

Six months later, there was still nothing to report.

Spring came after winter had gone. Lin Xuan spent two years on Lightning Yin Mountain.

To be honest, he felt a bit impatient, but the path of immortality was difficult. He understood that some things could not be forced and did not lose his temper; instead, he ordered more Ning family disciples to search across various islands.

One morning, as usual, Lin Xuan sat in meditation within his cave dwelling. A greenish-blue ghost fire floated before him. The formation of a Core was urgent, so until he received concrete news, he would not waste time. He continued his rigorous cultivation daily.

A small black core floated above his head.

The demon infant opened its mouth and released a thin stream of infant fire that merged with the demon flames.

Initially based on medicinal flames, it had been refined through剧毒 (extremely toxic substances) over time.

Now that Lin Xuan had formed a demon infant, another round of refinement would enhance its power significantly.

After a long while, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and swallowed the greenish-blue ghost fire. The demon infant's face showed signs of fatigue as it flashed away into Lin Xuan's crown.

Opening his eyes, Lin Xuan began to conclude his practice.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. Without warning, his waist pouch opened, sending a dark blue token flying inside.

Lin Xuan was taken aback and showed confusion on his face. However, he reacted quickly, sensing that this magic token from the Demon Obscure Sect had somehow flown out of his pouch.

With a flick of his robe, spiritual energy surged forth, transforming into a giant claw that lunged at the token.

Sizzle...

At almost the same time, a deep blue light burst from it, with several golden symbols the size of fists in its center.

A whirlwind of spiritual energy appeared and actually repelled the green hand.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. Before he could react, the dark blue light enveloped his body.

A powerful and strange suction force pulled at him, not targeting his physical form but his spirit. It seemed to want to extract his three souls and seven spirits.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. Although he did not understand what had happened, he realized that this Demon Obscure Sect token was a trap.

It was just so well-crafted; he had worn it for days without noticing anything amiss.

Mind Control!

The ancient divine art of soul extraction was sealed within.

Having understood the intent of the trap, Lin Xuan's expression became calm. The Demon Obscure Sect indeed harbored ill intentions, but such a thing would not be enough to harm him.
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Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped it on the back of his head. A pair of jade rings appeared in his palm, and a silver light flashed as an aura shield enveloped him.

The soul-drawing divine technique was naturally cut off.

Such a level of spell might be sufficient to deal with a Core Formation cultivator, but Lin Xuan's spirit awareness was still above that of the initial-stage Immortal Infant怪.

A trace of mockery flashed in his eyes. He poured all his essence energy into the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring and snapped out a command: "Break!"

A dazzling silver light shot forth and struck the Elder Order Talisman, shattering it with a crisp tearing sound.

Meanwhile, at Mount Misty Azure, the main hall of Demon Obscure Sect.

In one of the spacious chambers, a robed scholar sat cross-legged. This was the sect's leader, who appeared to be in his thirties but had actually lived for hundreds of years. He was an Immortal Infant stage old monster with extraordinary longevity techniques.

Under him lay a complex array, and twelve small iron beasts floated above his head, each with different shapes and blood-red eyes, looking extremely eerie.

The robed scholar's face was filled with gravity as he continuously changed the array formations, performing some intricate ritual. He seemed to be at a crucial stage.

These iron beasts, though crafted from refined metal, now seemed to come alive, opening their mouths to emit colorful light points. The robed scholar absorbed them into his body one by one.

His aura began to change... becoming stronger.

After a long while, the robed scholar slowly opened his eyes, revealing a hint of joy in his depths. The method recorded in ancient texts was indeed feasible.

He raised both hands to change the spell formation again. However, just as he did so, one of the iron beasts suddenly exploded without warning.

Boom!

The sudden incident caused the robed scholar's face to turn pale with shock. His array flickered and seemed to be affected by the explosion.

Puff...

A stream of blood spewed from his mouth, and his body began to tremble uncontrollably as he fell off the high platform, turning deathly pale.

The stone door outside opened loudly, and a bald old man rushed in. Seeing this scene, he was greatly alarmed and quickly helped the robed scholar up: "Sect Leader, how do you feel? Are you injured?"

"Fine." The robed scholar sighed, his expression filled with desolation. "Unfortunately, decades of effort have been destroyed in an instant. I was just short of advancing to late-stage Immortal Infant."

The bald old man looked around and then fixed his gaze on the broken spirit beast, looking puzzled. He exclaimed: "How could this happen? The soul-drawing technique should be foolproof, but someone's soul wasn't retrieved."

The robed scholar's face was equally troubled. He couldn't figure out what went wrong. Using a cultivator's soul and blood to冲击core stage was a secret of Demon Obscure Sect, but the conditions were extremely strict, not everyone could use it.

He had prepared for this challenge for over a century, expecting no failure... yet this happened...

Where did the mistake occur? Although the Elder Order Talismans were sent through an auction, they had carefully selected buyers who met the criteria.

The only possibility was that the cultivator with the talisman had already formed a core in these few years.

A bitter smile played on his face. Such was fate; what could he say?

At Lingyun Sect, Lin Xuan's chamber.

Looking at the Elder Order Talisman that had turned into a pile of debris, Lin Xuan's expression darkened. Being tricked by someone would never make him happy.

Indeed, it had been dangerous just now. If not for his transformation into a demonic infant, could his soul have been sucked away? It was still uncertain.

He vowed to take revenge.

However, Lin Xuan did not plan to retaliate immediately. Demon Obscure Sect was one of the two major powers on Cloud Sea Island, with countless powerful cultivators and deep roots far surpassing Ning Family's strength.

Engaging them now would be disadvantageous for him. But when his power grew...

If they didn't offend me, I wouldn't offend them; if they offended me, I would destroy their entire family.

Lin Xuan was determined when suddenly he felt something. He raised his head and extended his hand, summoning a gust of wind that swept away the debris on the ground.

Fog swirled, and the禁制 around the chamber temporarily disappeared as a red flash entered.

The light faded to reveal the face of Ning San's wife, not very young but still beautiful.

"Meeting you, Elder."

She looked at Lin Xuan with a pleasing smile and bowed slightly.

"Never mind." Lin Xuan waved his hand indifferently, showing no emotion on his face and not asking why she was there.

Though he had been sequestered in his chamber for years, Lin Xuan wasn't ignorant of external affairs. He cared about Ning Family's matters secretly since he intended to use it as a tool.

Ning San's wife was the head of the family, so Lin Xuan knew much about her. Not only was she not weak, but she had deep scheming abilities. She wouldn’t come here for nothing; today, there must be something important.

"Reporting to you, Elder, we have made some progress regarding the underground fire," she said with a charming smile.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's eyes opened wide as he felt a hint of joy on his face. "Tell me quickly."

Lin Xuan didn't hide his excitement; Ning Family was already in his grasp, and Ning San's wife wouldn’t dare to withhold any information.

She came here for a reward.

"Have you heard of the Elder from Fiery Sun Sect?" she asked with a slight smile.

"Of course." Lin Xuan frowned. He wasn't a newcomer here; Fiery Sun Sect was one of the Nine Great Forces in Cloud Sea, and its reputation was well-known even to low-ranking scattered cultivators.

Could the underground fire he needed be related to this sect?

A trace of doubt flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. This Fiery Sun Sect had been on his radar for a long time!

The sect’s legacy dated back tens of thousands of years, and its name suggested expertise in fire attributes, powerful and straightforward. Its location was indeed along an excellent fire attribute spirit vein with abundant underground fire resources.

However, the conditions to refine Heavenly Dust Pills were not ordinary. The ancient Spirit Medicine Mountain used a clever method to break barriers, reaching terrifying temperatures. Although Fiery Sun Sect's spirit vein was good, it still couldn't meet the requirements...
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Lin Xuan had some doubts, but he also understood that Lady Ning San was too meticulous in her actions to make a mistake. Therefore, he quietly waited for her to continue.

Lady Ning San, with red hair and an elegant appearance, combed her hair before speaking softly. "Elder, the situation is as follows: one of my disciples encountered several cultivators from the Fiery Sun Sect while traveling outside. From their mouths, I learned some information..."

"Cut to the chase," Lin Xuan frowned, slightly impatiently.

"Yes!" Despite bumping into a small obstacle, Lady Ning San's expression did not show any anger; instead, it became even more respectful. "The Fiery Sun Sect recently discovered a fire spirit vein by chance. Although its area is not large, its quality is excellent. It’s said that this place might be the habitat of an ancient qilin."

"What?"

Even with his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan was still taken aback. A qilin was an ancient mythical creature; it was rare to see even in the primordial era, and now, such a being no longer existed within this world.

As a fire spirit beast, the place where a qilin resided would have exceptional underground flames. If this information were true, there was a high possibility of refining the Heavenly Dust Pill.

Of course, many challenges lay ahead. The Fiery Sun Sect was not like other sects; infiltrating it wouldn't be an easy task.

The sect had dozens of old experts at the元婴 stage, and some even belonged to later stages. Although Lin Xuan's powers had greatly increased, once his identity was revealed...

Thinking about this, Lin Xuan felt a bit nervous. But as they say, wealth comes from taking risks. He couldn't afford to let such a useful vein of fire slip through his fingers.

Even if there were many obstacles and dangers, he would still try it out.

With these thoughts racing in his mind, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile: "Ning San, thank you for your efforts."

"Where could I be more worthy? To serve you is the honor and duty of this subordinate," Lady Ning San replied obediently, not taking any credit.

"Yes, but there must be rewards and punishments. Here, take these pills!" Lin Xuan said as he waved his sleeve, sending a small jade bottle flying out.

Lady Ning San quickly accepted it with respect, though disappointment flashed in her eyes. Although she tried to hide it well, Lin Xuan caught the hint.

"Master, this woman is quite cunning," Mo'er said in her mind.

"Noted." Lin Xuan nodded. "She doesn't want any rewards; thus, she can accumulate more merit. Since I took over Ning Family, she has repeatedly shown goodwill, trying to pull me into a position of power as a support. It seems that her ambition for the family head's seat is still strong."

Although Lin Xuan saw through Lady Ning San's intentions, he made no comment. The small Ning Family was not in his sights; as long as they remained loyal to him, it didn't matter who held the position of head.

Of course, so far, Ning Wanshan was the best choice. He had been affected by the Bloodlight Soul-Refining Technique and showed unwavering loyalty. Lin Xuan did not want any complications.

Still, Lady Ning San's efforts in finding this vein of fire were significant; he needed to show his gratitude. "You are now a late-stage condensation core cultivator. These pills should be very beneficial for you," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Lady Ning San's eyes showed thoughtful recognition as she opened the bottle and poured out several blood-red pills.

She sniffed them, her expression turning from shock to joy: "Thank Elder for your generous gift."

This time, it was genuine. The Essence Yang Pills had the potential to break through barriers, and they were of high grade. With this treasure's help, she might advance to a perfect condensation core stage.

The disappointment in her eyes vanished as she respectfully bowed several times before leaving.

"Master, are you really planning to go to the Fiery Sun Sect?" A beautiful girl appeared beside him with a flash of white light.

"Of course," Lin Xuan nodded. Although this mission was risky, he needed to try it out for his peace of mind. Otherwise, waiting here indefinitely would mean no news for who knew how long.

"That's true," Mo'er agreed, "but be careful. During our time on the Ice Fire Island, we made enemies with several old experts from the Immortal Sword Sect. Although your current cultivation level is formidable, you can't underestimate forces like the Sword Obscure Palace."

"I understand and will act with caution," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

...

He then sent out a sound transmission talisman to call Ning Family's leaders and gave them some instructions. After arranging matters, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and left Lei Yin Mountain on the morning of the next day.

Seven-star Island was the only seventh-level island in the Cloud Sea cultivation world, naturally bustling with activity. Although it was called an island, its area was more than a hundred times larger than Youzhou.

Countless sects and families thrived there, among which the Nine Great Forces were the most renowned.

The Immortal Sword Sect, Ten Thousand Ghost Lake, Fiery Sun Sect, Dispersed Spirit Sect...

Each had a formidable reputation. The least experienced had been in existence for tens of thousands of years, with some claims that they dated back to ancient times.

Rooted deeply, these sects had dozens of old experts at the元婴 stage, and there were rumors that occasionally, even separation-stage experts might appear... though those were just rumors.

However, the cultivation world on Seven-star Island was indeed prosperous. Even among independent cultivators, many high-level experts lay hidden.

Thus, while the presence of an old expert at the元婴 stage still commanded respect in Seven-star Island, they could not act with impunity as elsewhere.

Lin Xuan thought over these details as he stood in a grand market on Spin Cave Island. Underfoot was a complex array that allowed direct transportation to Seven-star Island, though it came at a steep price of seven thousand crystals—a number that would make even a late-stage condensation core cultivator wince.

Lin Xuan paid no mind and threw a storage bag to the nearby cultivator before taking over a teleportation talisman from him.

With a dazzling light, Lin Xuan vanished without a trace.

Stone Tiger City was an unremarkable town in the south of Seven-star Island with about ten thousand ordinary residents living there permanently.

Near this city stood Stone Tiger Mountain, stretching for dozens of miles, and on its slopes lay a not-so-poor vein of spirit energy.

Thus, naturally, cultivators settled here, even fighting over the spirit vein. In the end, a couple of daoists won and established their sect in residence.

This was today's Stone Tiger Academy, affiliated with the Confucian Sect. Although unremarkable, it counted as a fourth- or fifth-rate sect on Seven-star Island.
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Fortunately, this place was already in a remote area with little interaction with the outside world. Thus, despite being a small sect, Stone Tiger Academy lived a peaceful and carefree life.

Originally, the Confucian lineage rarely admitted female disciples. However, there weren't many people around, let alone those with spirit roots. To ensure the sect's survival, this rule had been broken over the past millennium, splitting into upper and lower academies.

The lower academy now housed several hundred female disciples, with their head being a cultivator at the Condensation Core stage.

Seven-star Island was indeed different; Stone Tiger Academy was merely a fourth or fifth-rate small sect. In terms of strength, it was on par with second-tier sects in Youzhou's cultivation world.

"Senior Sister, this is early morning practice time. Why are you pulling me out?" A young woman called out from the forest, her voice tinged with dissatisfaction.

"Junior Sister, we've known each other for so long; when has your senior ever wronged you to let you out for something good?" Another voice responded, sounding more composed and slightly older.

"But if I don't do morning practice, Master will punish me by making me face the wall for half a month," the first woman complained. The mention of facing the wall brought a hint of fear in her tone.

They were on the back mountain of Stone Tiger Academy, two women dressed in long robes walking slowly along a forest path. They were around twenty years old, one with a slender figure and wearing a red robe, while the other was shorter and wore a green one.

"Senior Sister, stop teasing me. What's the real reason you brought me out?" The green-robed girl raised her eyebrows in annoyance.

"Well, I wanted to give you a surprise," sighed the woman in red. "But now, Junior Sister, I found a ginseng plant."

"Ginseng?" The green-robed girl was shocked. "Senior Sister, are you joking? Ginseng is just common; it can be bought from pharmacies in the mortal world. Why did you make me miss morning practice for this?"

"For someone so young and impatient, Senior Sister has nothing to tease you about," the woman in red replied with a hint of displeasure at her complaint. "Ordinary ginseng isn't rare, but what if it's over six or seven hundred years old?"

"Six or seven hundred years?" The green-robed girl was suddenly delighted. "Senior Sister, I misunderstood you. Ginseng that old could fetch many crystal stones."

"Yes," the woman in red agreed. "Now, come with me; there’s a protective beast near it—a one-horned python snake."

"One-horned python snake?" The green-robed girl's expression changed to alarm. "That's a first-grade upper-tier monster."

"Don't worry, such beasts are no match for us in a one-on-one fight," the woman in red reassured her. "But with our combined strength, we can easily defeat it."

"Right, that makes sense." The green-robed girl nodded, her anxiety dissipating. For low-ranking cultivators like them, daily expenses were tight. Selling such a precious spirit herb could bring substantial rewards.

Thus, missing morning practice was not a big deal.

The two women quickly used their lightness techniques and hurried off.

That ginseng plant had been there for some time but hadn't been discovered by other cultivators of Stone Tiger Academy. The location was naturally well hidden, taking them nearly half an hour to reach the spot.

Jungle vines were everywhere here, but as cultivators, they could navigate such treacherous terrain with ease. Otherwise, even mortal martial artists would find it difficult.

"Junior Sister, we've arrived. See that rock? That's where the ginseng is growing," the woman in red stopped and pointed excitedly.

"Yes, there’s a cave nearby; that must be the one-horned python snake's lair." The green-robed girl nodded, but her expression was tense. The aura of the monster was stronger than expected—had it already started to advance?

This wasn't good!

But with such valuable treasure in sight, they had no choice but to proceed. They exchanged glances and took out their spiritual artifacts.

A sword and an jade ruler appeared, but from the energy fluctuations, they were merely low-grade items. This was not unusual; a low-ranking cultivator could usually earn only a few crystal stones after a year of effort. Even such a low-grade artifact often cost them decades of savings.

As the saying goes, "A nobleman's home is filled with fine food and wine, while the poor freeze to death on the streets." The disparity in wealth was just as stark in the cultivation world.

The two women focused intently, reciting incantations. Suddenly, a strange phenomenon occurred.

From about seven or eight meters above their heads, a rumbling sound akin to thunder but also like galloping horses echoed. Above them, an intricate array appeared out of nowhere, followed by gusts of wind and numerous bolts of lightning, setting trees ablaze with its immense power.

"What is this?" The two women were stunned as the lightning approached; they quickly retreated, using their spiritual artifacts to protect themselves.

Fortunately, the strange phenomenon didn't last long and soon vanished. A white light flashed, revealing a person from within the array.

The youth had an ordinary appearance but was covered by at least three layers of protective barriers, each thick and shimmering, making it impossible to look directly at him.

Though low-ranking cultivators, the two women weren’t inexperienced. This young man’s display suggested he wasn't just any low-rank cultivator.

With a mental probe, they were even more alarmed; his depth was unfathomable, and no one—not even the head of Stone Tiger Academy—could match this terrifying presence.

So, could he be at the late Condensation Core stage?

Excitement flashed in their eyes but quickly turned to unease. Such an opportunity was rare; whether it brought fortune or misfortune remained uncertain.

The youth’s expression had been serious until he emerged from the array, visibly relieved and letting out a sigh of relief. He then waved his sleeves, making the protective barriers vanish, and the double rings in his hands retracted into his sleeves. Finally, he looked around before landing on them.

"Two ladies, where are we?" he asked slowly.
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"Here is Stone Tiger Mountain, located within the borders of Dongyuan Prefecture," said the robed maiden with a gentle bow, speaking cautiously.

Facing such an esteemed individual, she and her sister felt like ants. She didn't dare to breathe heavily.

"The Dongyuan Prefecture?" The young man frowned, appearing deep in thought as he asked: "Is this still Seven Stars Island?"

"Of course," the two girls nodded together.

Gaining the result he wanted, Lin Xuan finally showed a pleased expression on his face. It was indeed unfortunate that during the teleportation process, an error had occurred. Such a probability was minuscule, but once it happened, one would likely end up in the underworld.

Lin Xuan himself had lost seven of his three souls to such fear at the time. Since entering the cultivation world, he had used teleportation arrays many times without ever encountering this issue.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't wish to sit and wait. Thankfully, his cultivation was not inferior to that of an infant spirit cultivator, and he knew some array knowledge. He exerted all his efforts and finally turned danger into safety.

However, where he had been teleported could not be controlled.

Hearing that it remained within Seven Stars Island's borders, Lin Xuan naturally felt much relieved. Otherwise, he would have needed to expend more effort to return to his destination.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and lightly swept the area nearby. There were nearly a thousand cultivators here, but few experts. The most powerful was at mid-core condensation stage. It seemed that he had entered the territory of some small family or sect. Lin Xuan looked at the two girls in front of him: "Dongyuan Prefecture—this name sounds familiar to me. Is it located in the southern part of Seven Stars Island?"

"Senior is correct," said the green-robed maiden cautiously.

"Hmm, are there any markets nearby?"

"This…" The two girls exchanged glances. After a moment, the taller robed girl opened her lips: "Senior's forgiveness, my sisters have low status and have never left our sect. However, junior heard that seven hundred miles away from here lies a market town, but I'm not sure if it is true."

This girl was quite clever, fearing that any misinformation might lead this senior on a fruitless journey, which she couldn't afford.

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. "Don't worry; whether or not you're correct, I won't blame you. Please tell me the specific location."

The girl didn't hesitate and quickly relayed the market town's whereabouts. Lin Xuan's expression relaxed as his gaze fell on a nearby ginseng plant: "You two came to this remote place for this?"

"Indeed," both girls nodded, feeling a pang of pain in their hearts. The spirit herb had caught the senior's eye. They naturally wouldn't dare contest it and instead showed submissive expressions. "This is an unowned item; my sisters are too poor to claim it. Please enjoy it."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. He knew all too well what was in their hearts.

After all, a few hundred-year-old ginseng wasn't something he would take seriously. How could he be so vulgar as to compete with two juniors?

"You're overthinking this; I have no intention of monopolizing the medicinal herb," Lin Xuan said calmly. "However, there are one or two-grade spirit beasts guarding nearby. With your cultivation, you probably can't subdue them."

"Two-grade beast?" The girls were stunned, their faces showing shock. Although they had sensed the heavy aura in the area, they hadn't expected the single-horned python to have advanced.

A two-grade beast wasn't something she and her sister could handle; it would likely result in their deaths. Both girls' faces showed a sense of relief.

"Senior…" The green-robed girl reacted quickly, showing a pleading expression.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan didn't say much more. He simply stretched out his hand behind them, and the air flashed with light as a green-clawed giant hand appeared, plunging into the rock.

Sizzle…

The stone crumbled like tofu, unable to stop Lin Xuan's spell. A large yellow-bucket-sized python was snatched by the monstrous hand.

About several dozen feet long, it bore bony horns on its forehead.

This naturally was that recently advanced two-grade beast.

The other party didn't want to surrender and struggled fiercely. Seeing this, a hint of ruthlessness flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he sent a lightning bolt about his arm through the green-clawed hand.

A meaty aroma wafted in the air as the terrifying spirit beast was reduced to a plate of cooked food within an instant.

The girls were dumbfounded and even more silent.

"Done. This matter is settled, and this beast will be your gift."

Lin Xuan finished speaking, his figure spinning into a streak of green light that vanished on the horizon. The green hand similarly disintegrated into countless green spirit energies, dispersing in the air.

Leaving so suddenly left the girls in shock, but once they recovered, their remaining emotion was sheer joy.

The beast had been eliminated, and this century-old ginseng was now theirs. There was also that unexpected acquisition of a single-horned python.

This was indeed a real two-grade spirit beast. Although it was dead, its scales and bones could still fetch quite a few crystals.

This good fortune would be enough for their cultivation needs over the next few years.

The girls weren't heartless; even though they knew Lin Xuan had already left far behind, they still knelt devoutly, bowing towards where he disappeared.

By this time, Lin Xuan was already a hundred miles away. As he flew, he chatted with Moon in his mind.

"Master, the teleportation just now was truly dangerous. In all these years, we've faced many storms and tempests, but almost dying during teleportation is something new," said Moon, patting her chest as she spoke with lingering fear.

"Hmm, you're right. This time I was careless. Since the teleportation was in a market town, I didn't carefully inspect the array. Otherwise, such a major flaw wouldn't have occurred. But one misstep teaches us wisdom; this won't happen again," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Hmm, now that we've arrived at Seven Stars Island, what are your plans?"

"Plans?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, then showed a bitter smile. "Frankly speaking, none."

"No?" Moon was surprised. In her mind, Master always used intelligence and strategy, acting only after careful planning.

"This time is different. The Liye Sect's power is too great, and the newly discovered fire vein might be where the qilin resides. Except for the most important elders within the sect, no one else would likely enter. In other words, those cultivating in the fire vein are all old monsters of infant spirit cultivator stage…"

Hearing this, Moon's expression turned grim. Originally, she had wanted to suggest that Master use the Heavenly Demon Illusion术 to sneak inside secretly, but now it seemed like a pipe dream.

In front of so many old monsters, playing an illusion and shape-shifting game was akin to dancing on the edge of a blade. Once discovered, there would be no chance of escape.
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"Then what can we do?" Moon's delicate brows furrowed slightly, but she had no idea how to handle the situation.

Lin Xuan opened his mouth as if to say something, but suddenly a deafening explosion echoed in his ears. Qi surged and a dark cloud appeared before his eyes.

Behind the cloud, there were several streaks of light chasing relentlessly.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with surprise. The cloud looked somewhat familiar.

But he hadn't met many people since coming to Cloud Sea Island, so who could it be?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and began searching.

After a brief scan, a strange expression appeared on his face.

As the saying goes, enemies don’t gather unless they are destined to meet. Lin Xuan never expected that he would run into Master Bitter just as he arrived at Seven Stars Island—his old nemesis.

Back when he was in Jade Profound Sect, he had suffered greatly from this man.

Chased like a chicken and dog.

Of course, one should not judge a book by its cover. With his current cultivation, Lin Xuan didn't need to fear the old monster.

But he didn’t want to meet him head-on; meaningless combat was not something that interested Lin Xuan.

However, the scene before him was somewhat unexpected.

Master Bitter was hidden in the cloud but showed signs of distress, as if severely injured.

This wasn't unusual—Seven Stars Island had many hidden talents. Even old monsters at the元婴 stage could sometimes be outmatched.

What was surprising was that the seven or eight streaks of light chasing him were clearly condensation core cultivators.

Was this a mistake? No matter how many opponents there were, they should not have been able to match an old monster at the元婴 stage.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he released his divine sense again, expanding its range. He still found nothing—no experts hiding nearby.

This delay had brought the pursuers closer.

A smile played on Lin Xuan’s lips. Since the prey had come to him, there was no reason for him to let it go.

He tapped his storage bracelet and took out an jade bottle, swallowing a hidden spirit pill. Then he began to use the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique.

With a series of crackling sounds, he transformed into an old man with a thin face.

Though this technique had a time limit, it could deceive the divine sense of peers. Master Bitter and the seven or eight condensation core cultivators behind him would never notice any flaws.

Lin Xuan was confident about that.

Master Bitter, in his haste, flew closer to the cloud.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan sneered and raised his hand. Several streaks of green sword light appeared above his head.

"Go!"

With a sharp command from Lin Xuan, the sword lights shot towards the cloud like arrows from a powerful bow.

Master Bitter was alarmed. He had been watching behind him but only now noticed that someone was blocking his path. His expression darkened even more.

His mind filled with resentment; he thought of himself as an old monster at the元婴 stage, yet here he was, cornered by several juniors.

But this wasn’t the time to show strength!

With a snort, several demon snakes emerged from the cloud and lunged towards the sword lights.

Puff! Puff! Puff!

The two collided, but the sword lights easily vanquished the demons.

Surprised, Lin Xuan’s expression showed his amazement. Master Bitter's injuries were worse than he had imagined.

But taking advantage of this gap, the demon cloud changed direction and shot off to one side.

However, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him escape. A flash of green light appeared as he blocked the path first.

"Friend, we have no grudge; why do you block me?" came a hoarse voice from within the cloud, filled with pleading.

Master Bitter had already seen Lin Xuan's face and knew they had never met before. The clothing was clearly unrelated to those chasing him—this was strange… Could it be that he was just unlucky today?

This guy inexplicably attacked him; could it be an attempt to kill and steal his treasure?

Master Bitter’s expression was a mix of frustration and amusement. He hadn’t seen such things in years, but since forming his元婴, he had never encountered them.

Technically speaking, only he had ever been the one to rob others; today…

But as the saying goes, when under someone else's roof, one must bow down. Even though Lin Xuan had taken a hidden spirit pill and controlled his cultivation to late-stage condensation core, he couldn’t afford to offend now.

He could only ask politely.

Lin Xuan ignored him, thinking that if this old monster was in trouble, it would be unwise not to take advantage of the situation. He wouldn't hesitate to exploit someone's misfortune.

Seeing no change, Master Bitter gritted his teeth. The cloud churned, and the demonic aura became even denser.

Though the display seemed intimidating, Lin Xuan wasn’t a late-stage condensation core cultivator; he paid it little heed.

When intimidation failed, the cloud flickered and split into three, shooting off in different directions—illusion!

If Master Bitter were at his peak, this might have caused trouble for Lin Xuan. But now, burdened with responsibilities, his cultivation had dropped significantly. With Lin Xuan's powerful divine sense, discerning truth from illusion wasn’t difficult.

With a burst of green light, Lin Xuan ignored the rest and chased after one of the clouds to the left.

He pointed at the sky, and dozens of fireballs the size of heads appeared, crashing down towards the target.

"Impossible! How can you recognize me?" Master Bitter was both shocked and angry, his confidence waning further.

Meanwhile, behind him, the seven or eight streaks of light finally caught up. The lights dimmed as several men and women emerged—various heights and builds, hovering in a fan formation, clearly forming a包围.

Regardless of gender, each one exuded an eerie aura, unmistakably demon sect cultivators.

"Old Bitter, you were hit by Senior Cousin's Heaven-defying Seal after being struck by Master Sun’s Ghostly Demon Fruit. Now, you are at your last gasp; why run? Surrender and we might let you go with minimal suffering if you hand over the treasure," said one man with a black face and round eyes, leading the group as he looked towards the cloud.

"Naive brat! Do you think I am a three-year-old to believe such nonsense? I will not spare your life. You should be afraid that when I recover from my injuries, I will seek revenge," Master Bitter, a true master of his craft, still wore an expression of cruelty despite the situation. He pointed out the flaws in their words coldly.
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"Old monster, you're a quick one. Alright, I won't lie to you in front of the real deal. If you hand over that treasure, we won't go all out and kill you. How about letting your soul reincarnate?" The man with the black face and ringed eyes, who had just been exposed as lying, showed no signs of embarrassment but instead snorted and spoke.

Indeed, his words carried some sincerity, but Master Kǔ was a formidable figure from an earlier era; he couldn't accept such terms. Reincarnation held no guarantee—would he be reborn as a pig or dog? Even if he were still human, the path to immortality remained uncertain.

He sized up his opponents with disdain in his eyes, completely ignoring Lin Xuan. For these unfamiliar cultivators, eliminating Master Kǔ and reclaiming his treasure was their top priority. As for this suddenly appearing old man, though not weak, he stood alone against them, so they paid him little mind.

"How about it, old monster? Have you made up your mind?"

"You youngsters shouldn't be so presumptuous! If you want my life, you'll lose a few teeth!" Seeing that escape was hopeless, a hint of ferocity flashed in Master Kǔ's eyes. Indeed, he had suffered severe injuries, but as the saying goes: even a withered camel is bigger than a horse. A Core Formation cultivator like him couldn't submit meekly; he would fight to his last breath.

Dark clouds surged and then dispersed, revealing the old monster's face. His complexion was pale, his lips were white, and bloodstains marred his chest. The surrounding demonic aura fluctuated wildly, indicating a precarious state of instability.

With a sinister gaze sweeping over the cultivators, he exuded hatred.

Lin Xuan frowned but remained silent, retreating several feet without drawing attention to himself. Although his cultivation had improved greatly, he still intended to stay out of the fray.

The sky grew darker and wind began to stir.

Master Kǔ raised his head, letting out a roar that sounded like a beast's cry. His face turned crimson as a layer of tangible rage appeared on his brows.

"Bad news! The old monster is about to use some secret technique to suppress his injuries. Everyone, don't hesitate—act now!"

Without hesitation, the man with ringed eyes shouted. He extended his hand and tapped his storage bag, sending out two black iron canes.

The others quickly followed suit, raising their own treasures.

Though they lacked the eighteen martial arts weapons, so many Core Formation cultivators together made a formidable display.

Master Kǔ's face turned grave. In his prime, he would have scoffed at these youngsters, but now, severely injured, his strength had dwindled to less than half.

He might truly fall here!

Knowing the danger, Master Kǔ could not afford to hold back and quickly summoned his main treasure.

It was a bone several feet long, surrounded by swirling demonic energy and the eerie cries of vengeful spirits. This冤魂人骨棒was infamous as a great evil.

The cultivators' faces showed fear, but now it was too late—there was no turning back!

"Quickly!"

The man with ringed eyes pointed his finger, and the iron canes glowed, transforming into two black dragons that lunged at Master Kǔ.

"You're asking for death!"

Master Kǔ wouldn't give up so easily. He cast strange magical seals with both hands, causing the冤魂人骨棒to spin wildly. A mass of demonic clouds spread outwards, filled with grotesque ghost heads.

The red eyes in those heads glowed as they opened wide, spewing greenish ghost flames that blocked the dragons formed from the iron canes.

But soon, other cultivators' treasures arrived to join the fray.

With a series of explosions, the volume of the demonic clouds shrank. Clearly, the injured old monster couldn't withstand so many Core Formation cultivators working together.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed but stayed out of it, focusing his divine sense on Master Kǔ's true form.

Suddenly, a thunderous explosion echoed as the demon fire was shattered. The treasures began to attack the ghost heads.

Puff...

Master Kǔ spat blood, his face growing even paler. Suddenly, a cold light flashed, and an unexpected flying knife appeared behind him, plunging into his back.

Caught off guard, Master Kǔ had no time to dodge.

Blood splattered!

The cultivators rejoiced, seizing the opportunity to kill their target. The remaining treasures ruthlessly struck at the old monster's weakened body.

Even severely injured, a Core Formation cultivator was not to be underestimated. Seizing this chance to eliminate him, they showed no mercy.

All the treasures hit their marks, but something strange happened. Master Kǔ's body exploded with a loud pop, turning into a broken talisman.

This sudden change left everyone stunned.

"…No, it's a substitute talisman," the man with ringed eyes was indeed knowledgeable.

A substitute talisman, as its name suggests, is a special type of talisman, second only to treasure talismans in value. Crafting one required at least Core Formation cultivation and mastery-level expertise in talisman techniques. Even then, success rates were abysmally low—only once or twice out of ten attempts.

The materials needed for such a talisman were incredibly precious; failure meant all effort was wasted.

This substitute talisman's rarity could be gauged from its occasional appearance on the market, fetching astronomical prices in crystal… The huge numbers made even Core Formation cultivators wince.

But it was worth every bit of the cost. In critical moments, such a talisman could save one's life.

Master Kǔ had bought this substitute talisman with the intention of using it when needed, but he never imagined that it would be used by several young Core Formation cultivators.

Using the talisman to fend off attacks, his true form had already escaped dozens of feet away. While not far, it was outside their reach.

A wise man doesn't take what is in front of him. Master Kǔ didn't want to tangle with them; revenge could wait for ten years!

The old monster's tactics were impressive, but Lin Xuan stood by, his divine sense already locked onto him. Now was the time to intervene and stop him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a green flame shot out, spiraling in mid-air before transforming into a small snake about as thick as a thumb.

Though unremarkable at first glance, it moved incredibly fast, reaching Master Kǔ's side instantly.

"You…" The old monster was furious. If not for this person blocking him earlier, he might have escaped already. Now that he saw an opportunity to break free, this man helped the obstructing villain—how could one tolerate such insults!

Lin Xuan's divine sense had already locked onto Master Kǔ, and now he acted swiftly to stop him.
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They say that even clay figures have three parts of fiery nature. And Master Pain, being an old monster at the Essence Core stage who had turned from a Buddha to a demon, was naturally prone to outbursts.

Due to his severe injuries, he had no choice but to repeatedly endure the situation. However, this guy before him was clearly overstepping boundaries.

A tiger that doesn't show its strength is truly treated like a sick cat!

A look of disdain flashed across Pain's face as he stretched out his hand and forcefully struck his chest. A stream of essence blood shot out from his mouth.

Once the essence blood separated from his body, it rapidly expanded into a sharp bone spear. The surface was adorned with countless black talisman inscriptions, making it appear extremely mysterious.

"Go!"

A bloody aura surged as this bone spear pierced through the sky like lightning and stabbed towards the opponent.

Lin Xuan's遁光 slightly slowed down; he couldn't underestimate this resentful strike. He stretched out his hand and tapped on a storage bag, instantly producing a shield the size of a palm in his palm.

This shield was made from white bones with an eerie aura. In the center of it, there was a grotesque ghost face.

Three Yin White Bone Shield!

In the battle at the Soggy Ghost Swamp, Lin Xuan had gained quite a bit, such as this shield and the阴阳扇.

A spell hit it, causing the shield to suddenly expand. The ghost face opened its mouth and released a yin wind that enveloped Lin Xuan.

"Hmm!"

Pain's face was filled with surprise. This Three Yin White Bone Shield should belong to some old monster from the Soggy Ghost Swamp. Why had it ended up in this kid's hands? But he didn't have time to ponder these matters; his figure turned, and he tried to escape again.

Unfortunately, it was too late. The demon snake transformed from碧幻幽火 had been lurking nearby and immediately leaped out at the old monster.

Its momentum was like lightning, swiftly arriving in front of the old monster. Pain couldn't avoid it, but he didn't take this insignificant demon fire seriously either.

With a snort, he raised his left hand, which was enveloped by surging demonic energy, and grabbed at the fiery snake.

Lin Xuan's lips curled with mockery. This old monster deserved such misfortune. With severe injuries, his divine sense had also been greatly affected; otherwise, he wouldn't have failed to see the power of this碧幻幽火...

"Ahh!"

Contact between them not only failed to stop the demonic energy but instead intensified it, igniting instantly.

Without any obstruction, the fire snake quickly entered Pain's body.

A piercing scream filled the air as Pain, if at his peak, might have managed to withstand a bit with his own cultivation, but now he turned into a burning figure.

The sudden incident left several Core Formation stage cultivators staring in shock. Lin Xuan didn't pay attention to them; instead, his gaze was fixed on the burning figure.

With a thud, flames burst forth as Pain's body shattered into pieces. However, a black light quickly emerged from the flames.

Despite its speed, Lin Xuan could still see it clearly—it was a tiny figure about two inches in size.

An Essence Core!

Unlike other cultivators, an old monster at the Essence Core stage wasn't considered fallen even if they lost their physical body; they could reincarnate with their Essence Core.

But now, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let him escape.

From his sleeve, a talisman fell into his palm—the Nine Heaven Moon Ring.

The Essence Core's face was filled with malice as it tightly held the storage bag in its hands. With a flash of spiritual light, it strangely teleported several dozen feet away.

Teleportation!

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; this was one of the most troublesome skills for an Essence Core. He immediately summoned his法宝 and threw it out.

This talisman vanished from its original place as well. Soon after, a terrifying and fearful voice rang out. The Essence Core fell from mid-air, with a small ring around its waist.

"Impossible... What kind of treasure is this that can break my teleportation technique!" the Essence Core's face was filled with malice, his eyes full of disbelief.

"Hmph." Lin Xuan had no interest in explaining anything to him. He flicked his wrist; the Nine Heaven Moon Ring emitted a cold light and instantly froze the Essence Core.

He then waved his hand again, bringing it back into his palm.

Dual-attribute talismans were indeed useful. After forming his魔婴, Lin Xuan was gradually beginning to unleash their formidable powers.

With a forceful grip, several sword qi shots emerged, freezing the Essence Core and leaving only the storage bag behind. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan took it in hand.

The entire process happened so quickly that from Pain's Essence Core emerging to being frozen by Lin Xuan, it was just a blink of an eye.

When those cultivators finally reacted, everything had already ended.

Lin Xuan looked at his storage bag with joy on his face. This was an unexpected victory against a powerful enemy, and the storage bag of an Essence Core cultivator would surely bring him great wealth.

Of course, he couldn't take the time to clean up now because those cultivators had stealthily approached and were all eyeing his storage bag greedily.

Lin Xuan frowned; these people relentlessly pursued Pain not just out of orders but also wanted to reclaim some treasure from the old monster's hands.

Now that the storage bag was in his possession, it was no wonder they wouldn't let him go easily.

Unlike Pain, Lin Xuan was fully rested and thus had nothing to fear from those Core Formation stage cultivators.

He floated mid-air with a neutral expression.

Seeing Lin Xuan's fearless attitude, those cultivators were somewhat uncertain. Although the cultivation level he displayed was only late-stage Core Formation, his methods for killing Pain left them feeling uneasy.

Although they outnumbered him, it wasn't wise to rashly engage this strange enemy.

Despite their low cultivation levels, these opponents gave them a sense of profound mystery.

"May I ask your name, friend? I am Lei Bao from the Outer Hall of the Soggy Ghost Lake. Thank you for your assistance," said the ring-eyed cultivator, his voice hoarse as he bowed.

Lin Xuan frowned; this person appeared rough but was actually cunning. By introducing himself, he had clearly revealed his identity.

The Soggy Ghost Lake was one of the Nine Great Forces in the Cloud Sea region. Their actions carried a threatening tone.

Unfortunately for Lin Xuan, it held no use to him.

"I am Li Yaotian, just an ordinary cultivator. I have a grudge with that old Pain, so there's nothing heroic about my actions; it was simply taking advantage of his misfortune," said Lin Xuan with a neutral expression.

"Friend, you jest," Lei Bao's expression froze as he seemed slightly uncomfortable when Lin Xuan spoke so openly.

"Regardless, we are grateful to our fellow cultivators for your assistance."
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"This is unnecessary. It's just a small favor. If there are no other matters, I'll take my leave."

"Wait!" Lei Bao's expression changed as he flashed with light and blocked Lin Xuan's path.

"Why? Do you wish to attack me?" Lin Xuan frowned, his voice slightly cold as he spoke.

"I beg your pardon, but we didn't expect to keep a horse after using it. Before you leave, please hand over the storage bag of Master Ku," said Lei Bao.

"Are you jesting? I killed that old monster; his belongings naturally belong to me. Aren't cultivation world rules understood by all?" Lin Xuan remained calm and defended himself without anger.

"S Brother, there's no need for such a fuss. This old man is out of line, and it would be better if he were eliminated," said a tall, thin monk with a scarred face. A hint of malice flashed in his eyes as he spoke viciously.

Lei Bao hesitated briefly before looking at the old man across from him. The elder still seemed unafraid.

"Junior Brother Zhang, do not be rude. I have my reasons and don't need your interference," Lei Bao sternly reprimanded. Turning to Lin Xuan, he wore a smile: "Brother Li has a point. Let me take the lead. We'll split the treasure in half—half for each of us. However, one round disk is from my Thousand Ghost Lake; you must return it."

"S Brother..."

"How can this be acceptable..."

...

These words caused all the surrounding cultivators to change their expressions dramatically. Master Ku was an old monster at the Core Formation stage, and his wealth was immense. Splitting half of his treasures would mean a significant loss. However, before anyone could speak up, Lei Bao stopped them with a look. It was clear he had great authority among them; although they were displeased, none dared to say more.

"How about it, Brother Li? We've made a big concession. Now, choose," Lei Bao's eyes sparkled as he spoke slowly and clearly.

Lin Xuan smiled. If he were just an ordinary Core Formation cultivator, he would likely have to concede given the台阶. But now...

Hmph. Has anyone ever seen a dog steal from a tiger?

"Sorry, I intercepted this person and killed him. I can't think of any reason to share our spoils with you. Perhaps it's better if the rest of you leave," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"You..." Even though Lei Bao didn't show his emotions, he was now so angry that his dark aura emitted from his body, clearly wanting to attack.

The other cultivators had much less restraint.

"Die!"

The scar-faced monk shouted and released a powerful spell. A few flashes of light shot towards Lin Xuan.

"Attack!"

Lei Bao no longer hesitated after breaking the facade. Although he still felt some trepidation toward Lin Xuan, with eight against one, there was no reason to lose. Besides, that treasure had to be retrieved; otherwise, he would have a hard time explaining it upon returning to his sect.

The other cultivators followed Lei Bao's command and attacked Lin Xuan with sinister grins.

Lin Xuan sighed as he faced this scene. His expression remained calm as he slightly运转法力. Dark magical energy spread like smoke, creating an overwhelming spiritual pressure that enveloped the attackers.

"What... what is this?"

"It can't be!"

"You... you're a Core Formation old monster!"

...

The cultivators' cries echoed, and their faces changed dramatically, especially Lei Bao's. He had underestimated his opponent but never expected him to be a Core Formation old monster.

This was like stirring up a hornet's nest!

Though they had been arrogant when pursuing Master Ku, it was because he was severely injured. With just a few Core Formation cultivators, they wouldn't stand a chance against a Core Formation old monster.

"Senior, please calm down. I failed to recognize your greatness. Please forgive me; you can take the storage bag," Lei Bao's face turned pale as he begged.

"This is unacceptable! We cannot return empty-handed!"

Lei Bao turned and glared at the scar-faced monk. This was sheer foolishness—how could they hope to snatch something from a tiger?

"It's too late!"

Lin Xuan's eyes revealed a coldness. He had no intention of offending Thousand Ghost Lake; the simplest way to keep their secrets was to kill them.

With a wave of his sleeve, several sword lights shot out and struck the nearest cultivators.

Meanwhile, he used another hand to take out an emerald green jade flute from his storage bag.

Lei Bao's face turned pale. It seemed Lin Xuan had no intention of stopping.

"Senior, if you must kill us, Thousand Ghost Lake is not easily provoked. Take whatever you want and spare our lives."

A wise man may make a mistake, but Lei Bao never expected that Lin Xuan would use such ruthless methods because they were from Thousand Ghost Lake; otherwise, it might have been different.

"Ahhh!"

Loud cries of pain echoed as one cultivator near Lin Xuan was sliced through his protective barrier and had blood splatter all over his head.

In just a few moments, someone had already fallen. The remaining cultivators finally lost their courage and began to scatter in panic. Various forms of escape lights flew off in different directions, like beautiful flowers scattered by a celestial maiden.

Lin Xuan ignored them as he remained calm and悬浮在半空。

"Master, are you not going to chase? Otherwise, I'll do it," said Moonlight, appearing before him with a flash of white light. Since Lin Xuan's demonic infant had matured, she rarely participated in battles, but the young girl felt restless.

"You?" Lin Xuan smiled. "A single person can't handle so many Core Formation cultivators."

"I'll deal with Lei Bao; the rest will be left to Master," said Moonlight as she disappeared in a puff of fragrance.

Lin Xuan shook his head. The young girl was indeed eager for battle. He then stretched out his hand and took off a pouch from his waist, throwing it forward and casting a spell on it.

Corpse energy surged, dark winds blew, and the cries of ghosts filled the air as a Core Formation ghost appeared before him.

Lin Xuan's expression turned satisfied as he issued orders through his mind. The ghost's body was soon surrounded by countless crimson blood clouds.
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Goo-goo, the blood mist continued to churn. Then with a loud *bang*, it exploded into a shower of bloody rain. The fragments of flesh reformed and turned into six ghost heads.

This was indeed the miraculous power from the Soul Transformation Incarnation Art!

"Go!"

With Lin Xuan's mental command, the ghost heads dispersed in all directions, chasing after those escaping cultivators from Ten Thousand Ghost Lake. Since he had already torn up their relationship, Lin Xuan naturally didn't allow any fish to escape through the net.

As for himself, he hovered silently in mid-air.

What needed to be done now was just wait for news.

Soon enough, a short while passed as if it were only the time it took to drink a cup of tea. Lei Bao had already shot out tens of miles. The terrifying old monster hadn't chased after him, so he couldn't help but sigh in relief.

However, what should he do next? Losing his treasure and returning to the sect would likely mean facing the Law Enforcement Hall, possibly even having his soul extracted...

Lei Bao's face showed a trace of fear before he shook his head. Now wasn't the time to think about such things; he had to escape as quickly as possible, survival being most important. He could always leave Ten Thousand Ghost Lake and become an independent cultivator.

With myriad thoughts swirling in his mind, he was just about to speed up his flight when he noticed someone blocking his path ahead.

Startled, he immediately summoned his treasures. Only then did he take the time to look closely.

It was a young woman, no more than sixteen or seventeen years old, with an extremely refined and pleasing appearance. However, something strange was that she had no shadow, and her body emitted a heavy aura of阴气 (yīn qì).

A ghost spirit, and at the level of Ghost King!

Though he hadn't seen one before, Lei Bao's suspicion was aroused by the fact that such an opponent would dare to block his path. He didn’t want to get involved but could tell from her appearance that she wasn’t a harmless person.

Just as he was about to speak, Mo'er smiled seductively: "Friend, you’ve come just in time; I've been waiting for you. Can I borrow something?"

"What?" Lei Bao's face showed full of alertness.

"A head!"

Mo'er extended her hand, and the slender fingers were as white as jade. However, a small flag about an inch long was in her palm.

With a slight shake, the banner unfurled like a wind-swept sail, quickly growing to several dozen feet in length and hovering above Mo'er's head.

"You're with that old monster!" Lei Bao gritted his teeth.

"Hmm, you’re right!" Mo'er’s face showed regret. "To oppose Lord Young Master is foolish. I advise you to surrender peacefully; it will be easier on you."

"Little girl, don’t you dare wag your tongue in the wind!"

Lei Bao laughed when he heard this, furious but not showing it. A mere Condensation Core cultivator dared to speak so boldly—wasn't he made of paper?

A spell was cast, and his pair of black iron staves transformed into dragons, lunging at Mo'er.

"Refuse the wine and take the punishment!"

Mo'er remained calm, showing no signs of regret. These fellows were always stubborn until they faced their own death. Well, it was time to test the power of her Soul Beast Flag after long-term seclusion.

With a slight movement of her lips, Mo'er recited obscure incantations from her mouth. Her hands also cast a spell, and a light curtain enveloped the young woman’s body.

The dragon then pounced forward.

Its massive body looked incredibly sturdy as it opened its blood-stained jaws to bite at the light curtain.

Surprised, Lei Bao’s face lit up with joy. The heavy aura of anger appeared on his brows as he poured all his magical energy into the treasure.

Since the opponent had made a mistake, there was no need for him to be polite; he would seize this opportunity to severely injure the enemy and then escape.

Roar!

With Lei Bao’s magical energy support, the dragon became even more fierce. It clawed and bit, desperately trying to break through Mo'er's light curtain.

Unfortunately, it was in vain!

The small flag seemed to be a precious treasure; its light curtain was incredibly resilient. No matter how hard he tried, there were no results.

After a short while, Lei Bao’s face turned slightly pale.

He had exhausted all his efforts, but not only could he not injure the opponent, he couldn’t even break through their defenses. If this continued, when that old monster arrived...

His fate would be miserable!

After a moment of hesitation, he snapped his fingers and transformed the dragon back into black iron staves, flying swiftly back.

"Do you want to run?" Mo'er raised her eyebrows but saw the fiery light all around. Lei Bao’s strength might not be high, but in terms of cunning, he was no less than a first-rate warlord, decisive and resolute. He knew it would be extremely difficult to escape now, so as soon as he retracted his treasures, he also released a large number of talismans.

There weren’t many—only about ten or so—but most were Earth Rank talismans with formidable power. Knowing that this use cost him tens of thousands of crystals, ordinary Condensation Core cultivators would be killed without preparation.

Even if they had good luck and managed to escape in a flurry, Mo'er could take advantage!

This was his secret weapon he had prepared for such moments. He felt heartache using it but suppressed the emotion. Turning around, he intended to flee in another direction.

Unfortunately, he underestimated the complexity of the situation.

Mo'er’s earlier defense wasn’t out of fear; on the contrary, the young girl's strength far exceeded that of her peers. Her actions just now were merely testing the defensive power of her Soul Beast Flag after its upgrade.

Seeing so many Earth Rank talismans heading towards her, a sea of flames appeared above Mo'er’s head. She pointed at the demon flag and released countless阴气 (yīn qì) spreading outwards from her center.

The dark aura formed numerous ghostly images of beasts, dozens in number.

These monsters opened their mouths wide, spewing out countless light waves.

Boom!

They clashed with the fiery sea, creating a dazzling spectacle that dispersed it.

The power was evident.

Lei Bao had just fled several dozen feet when he noticed the change behind him. His face turned pale.

"I’ve told you before; surrender peacefully and you’ll suffer less," Mo'er smiled as she combed her hair, summoning another pair of treasures.

They were two sharp-edged flying knives, crystal clear and translucent.

"Go!"

Mo'er pointed at them, and the twin daggers transformed into dazzling beams of light, slashing fiercely towards him.

Their speed was incomparable to Lei Bao’s escape. His flight was interrupted; he was both angry and frightened as he had to fight back.

The iron staves turned into dragons, while the twin daggers became colorful phoenixes, clashing with each other in a spectacular display.

However, their emotions were opposite. Mo'er wasn’t anxious; she simply treated him as a training target. In short, it was just for fun. But Lei Bao had no time to waste here, gritting his teeth and becoming furious enough to make his nostrils flare.

Filled with fear, he had wasted so much time that the old monster could arrive at any moment.
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In an instant, a sinister look flashed across Lei Bao's eyes as he reached out and struck his storage bag. A lustrous black pill was pulled out.

Lepo Pill!

This was personally refined by the demon sect's master of pills, Ghost Pill Elder. Its effects far surpassed those available in the market for temporarily boosting cultivation.

Valued at tens of thousands of crystal stones, it was a rare commodity with no equivalent on the market. Even an old monster of the元婴 stage would be hard-pressed to obtain one. Lin Xuan had only stumbled upon this treasure by chance and treated it as if it were his life.

But now, he couldn't afford to hesitate any longer. He swallowed the pill, and his aura began to swell dramatically!

Crack! The bones in his body snapped loudly, causing his shirt to tear. Blood vessels appeared on his skin, making him look quite terrifying. This was nothing unusual; within just a few seconds, his cultivation had skyrocketed to the peak of the 凝丹 stage, putting a strain on his body.

He believed that even if he managed to escape this time, he would surely fall ill afterward.

Despite surpassing Yue'er's cultivation, she still wore an air of composure on her face.

Peak Condensation Core Stage?

Hmm, good. This will add some new flavor to the battle.

Her delicate hand extended as she was about to cast another spell when Lin Xuan's voice interrupted: "Really, little girl, stop playing around and finish off your opponent. We need to keep moving."

Lin Xuan remained suspended in mid-air, but his divine sense could perceive everything within a dozen miles. This wasn't difficult for him.

Around his body were six grotesque skulls that looked quite terrifying. The cultivators from the Ten Thousand Ghost Lake had been defeated and only Yue'er's group was left.

With a slight mental command, the six skulls turned into pus-filled blood, recombined, and within seconds, the Corpse Demon of the元婴 stage appeared intact before him.

Lin Xuan grinned. The mysterious nature of this Heaven Corpse Incarnation Art struck him as impressive. The Nine Great Powers of the Cloud Sea truly had a long history, far surpassing ordinary sects. Otherwise, the Heaven Corpse Sect wouldn't have such formidable techniques.

Choosing to eliminate his opponents was the right decision. If word got out and he offended Ten Thousand Ghost Lake, it wouldn't be that easy.

Lin Xuan stored the Corpse Demon in his Spirit Ghost Bag.

Meanwhile, Yue'er followed her master's instructions and quickly put on a serious face. Though she was mischievous, she never went against Lin Xuan's wishes. Her cuteness lay in knowing when to prioritize.

She wasn't arrogant despite being favored. This was why Lin Xuan treated her so well!

Once she became serious, Yue'er no longer used试探性 spells but instead clapped her hands and pointed at the beast soul banner above her head. The aura around it surged dramatically as a series of terrifying beast roars echoed from within. Countless demon souls poured out.

Of course, there were also some scattered cultivator spirits who had perished at Lin Xuan's or Yue'er's hands and were now absorbed into the banner.

The shocking display alarmed Lei Bao, but after assessing their levels, he breathed a sigh of relief.

Most of them were low-grade demon souls!

This was good news for him. However, he wasn't in the mood to fight these spirits. His goal was simply to escape. He muttered something and his black iron cane merged into one piece, absorbing the demonic energy it emitted. Two-headed dragons appeared before his eyes, much larger than before.

"Quickly!"

Yue'er ignored them as she pointed her finger. The demon souls howled and converged mid-air, forming a massive demonic creature that was half-human, half-demon, towering over ten meters tall. It held a curved blade made of condensed dark energy in its hand.

Both parties' techniques seemed formidable, but the battle quickly revealed their disparity. The two-headed dragon fell behind, with each slash forcing it to retreat several steps. Even an onlooker could see how miserable it was.

What's going on?

Lei Bao's mouth hung open as he realized his plan had failed. He had used the Lepo Pill to boost his cultivation and hoped this would overwhelm his opponent, giving him a chance to escape. Instead, things were turning out completely opposite from what he expected.

Had something gone wrong? He couldn't afford to lose against an old monster of the元婴 stage, but this girl was just one of his ghost pets—how could she be so formidable?

His mind filled with frustration, fear, and disappointment...

And as his panic grew, his situation only worsened. Yue'er remained calm, knowing that her master had given orders not to keep Lin Xuan waiting.

Lei Bao had already lost hope and was now in a desperate state. He raised his head and let out a wild roar.

With this roar, the two-headed dragons' bodies suddenly swelled and fragmented into countless pieces. This was his last-ditch effort, sacrificing his命魂 treasure.

This was significant as the demonic creature staggered from the blow.

Yue'er's face paled slightly, as if her mind had been affected.

The moment was ripe; Lei Bao's eyes flashed with a mix of joy and anger before he threw all his resources into creating this loophole.

With an extremely resentful look, he stared at Yue'er. Then, he turned around and began to flee.

Unfortunately, he didn't have the luxury of looking behind him. Yue'er had already stabilized her body; she looked as pristine as jade, with no sign of injury. She had just feigned it.

The saying "near the red, one turns red; near the black, one turns black" held true for Yue'er after spending so many years with Lin Xuan—she was now cunning and deceitful.

Poor Lei Bao, a great hero, fell into this trap.

In an instant, his escape light had shot out tens of meters. Just as he let out a sigh of relief, silver light flashed before him, and two thin-edged throwing knives came from different directions.

The timing was perfect... it was the blind spot when he turned.

This was sudden. By the time he realized it, the knives were only a few feet away from his body. He couldn't dodge in time or even raise his dark energy shield. Lei Bao's soul flew out of his body as he cried for mercy: "Miss..."

But this final plea was cut off as one knife pierced through his chest, shredding his heart to pieces. The other knife circled around his neck and severed his head.

This wasn't over yet. For the enemy, Yue'er inherited her master's philosophy—either do nothing or do it thoroughly. Once she acted, there would be no mercy for them.

She lightly tapped a black thread from the beast soul banner, pulling out the enemy's soul from its decaying body. This was to replenish and increase the power of her demonic treasures slightly.
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After defeating a powerful enemy, Moon casually shot out several fireballs to destroy the remains. This was something she had learned from her young master.

In any case, with all the demons and spirits of Thousand Ghost Lake dead and no witnesses, this incident would not be laid at Lin Xuan's feet.

Once everything was done, the master and servant left the scene immediately without delay. The distance to the market district was only about a hundred miles, and with Lin Xuan’s speed, it took him roughly half an hour to travel that far. However, just as he had flown one-third of the way, his body suddenly slowed down, and he abruptly stopped.

Lin Xuan turned his head, revealing a look of shock on his face. "Young Master, what's wrong?" Moon asked curiously.

Without answering, Lin Xuan quickly took out a Hidden Spirit Pill from his pocket and swallowed it. Then, without further ado, he flew towards a nearby small hill, landed, and concealed his aura, hiding among the trees.

Just as he finished these actions, two dazzling beams of light appeared on the horizon, streaking towards them at incredible speed.

The light faded, revealing two cultivators. One was an old man in black robes with a hunched back and white hair. The other was a middle-aged woman dressed in courtly attire, about thirty years old, with a striking appearance.

Both were experts of the元婴期 (Advanced Spirit Stage).

Such a remote place rarely saw even condensation core cultivators, let alone now having two formidable figures appear out of nowhere, which seemed rather odd.

Lin Xuan carefully concealed his aura. Although they were several miles apart, his keen eyes could see everything clearly.

"Junior Sister Li, what's going on? Just now, the life tokens of eight of our fellow disciples all disappeared. Could something unexpected have happened?" The old man sighed, his expression filled with surprise and suspicion.

"It shouldn't be the case. Old Monster Ku is severely injured; he can only use a fraction of his power. With the strength of our eight junior brothers, they should be able to take him down," the woman in courtly attire said, her expression also troubled as she pondered aloud.

"Could there have been someone aiding them?"

"This… it's highly unlikely. Although Old Monster Ku is an elder of Sword Obscure Sect, this theft was clearly his personal idea. Otherwise, after succeeding, why would he seek refuge at the main hall instead of running away to a distant place?" The woman in courtly attire spoke with a coarse tone despite her good looks.

"Indeed, Sister Li has a point. But if it wasn't Sword Obscure Sect cultivators aiding them, our junior brother Lei and his companions must have failed," the old man nodded, analyzing the situation.

"It is indeed strange. To my knowledge, East Border Province doesn’t have any powerful cultivators; only Stone Tiger Academy stands out in this area."

"Stone Tiger Academy?" The old man was taken aback, showing interest on his face.

"Yes, it's a sect under the Confucian Sect, ranking around fourth or fifth tier. However, there are still some condensation core cultivators within its ranks. If they put all their effort into it, perhaps they could kill Junior Brother Lei, but they have always stayed out of worldly affairs and would never act without reason," the woman in courtly attire said coolly.

"Haha, Sister Li truly has extensive knowledge; this is a lead. Another possibility is that we happened to encounter another Advanced Spirit cultivator passing through here," the old man stroked his beard with a meaningful expression.

"This… it's too coincidental!" The woman in courtly attire raised her eyebrows and shook her head. "Of course, there’s still a possibility. Elder Brother, about one hundred miles west of here is a market district. If any outsiders are Advanced Spirit cultivators, they will most likely go there."

"Very well, then we'll split up to find useful clues. No matter what, that treasure must be retrieved; otherwise, the sect leader's wrath would be unbearable for us," the old man said solemnly.

"Agreed." The woman in courtly attire did not refute but instead showed a hint of fear in her eyes. Then, they transformed into two different-colored streaks of light and disappeared into the distance.

Silence returned to the surroundings.

After a long while.

"Young Master, this time you've stirred up a hornet's nest."

"Who cares? Thousand Ghost Lake doesn't know it was me who did this case," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"That’s true, but this matter seems more complicated than I thought. Otherwise, Thousand Ghost Lake wouldn’t have sent two Advanced Spirit cultivators here."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a thoughtful expression. Although he didn’t know much, from the few words they had exchanged, it seemed that Master Ku acted on his own initiative and secretly entered Thousand Ghost Lake to steal something of great importance.

This angered Thousand Ghost Lake so much that they launched a series of attacks until the unfortunate master met his end.

Moreover, even the sect leader was alarmed. As one of the Nine Great Forces in Cloud Sea, their leader must be an Advanced Spirit cultivator at a late stage. To anger such a person, the treasure must be invaluable.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement. Whether he had stirred up trouble or not, he was sure to have gained something significant.

With that thought, he couldn’t contain his eagerness any longer and quickly flipped open Master Ku’s storage bag with his palm.

He sank his divine sense into it, focusing intently on searching through the contents.

There were too many items to distinguish at once. Lin Xuan frowned and decided to turn over the bag.

A burst of霞光 (fiery light) revealed all the contents inside.

Even with his composure, he couldn’t help swallowing a mouthful of saliva.

Sure enough, an Advanced Spirit cultivator was wealthy. Apart from various colored middle-grade crystal stones numbering in the hundreds, there were several jade boxes and bottles filled with precious herbs.

A stack of earth-grade talismans also caught his eye. Although Lin Xuan’s current cultivation level could easily use earth-grade spells without much effort, instantaneously usable and non-resource-consuming talismans seemed more practical. They might even have life-saving effects in certain situations.

Next came a set of array flags. The stench of blood was evident when he held them, indicating that many living souls had been used to refine this item. It was an extremely evil魔道 (Dark Arts) artifact.

Five Ghost Soul Splitting Array!

Although Lin Xuan was well-versed in the璇玑 Heart Technique, he wasn’t a master of array techniques. Moreover, there were billions of miles between Youzhou and Cloud Sea, making the array arts quite different. Fortunately, the text on the flags made it easier to identify them.

With his dual cultivation of both 正道 (Righteous Path) and 魔道 (Dark Arts), Lin Xuan could easily command this item. However, he decided not to use it immediately as there were many eye-catching treasures nearby.

First was a bone, about a foot long.

Then came a dagger with no remarkable shape.

The last item was the most peculiar; it resembled a dish for fruits and vegetables.
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Looking at these three treasures, Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression.

That inch-long bone was the easiest to identify. In the Cloud Sea Realm of cultivation, it was notorious as an evil object—human bones from冤魂 (Vengeful Ghosts).

This treasure had extraordinary power, but Lin Xuan instinctively felt a sense of disgust. He would never use such a thing himself, but perhaps it would be a good choice for the Corpse Demon.

Although this Vengeful Ghost Bone Staff naturally bore Master Kǔ's mark as a life-bound treasure, with his current cultivation and divine abilities, he could forcibly remove that imprint.

This was not difficult for him.

With his realm elevated, previous problems had been effortlessly resolved. The Cloud Sea Realm was indeed magical, inspiring ceaseless effort.

As for the dagger, while its appearance was unremarkable, Lin Xuan could tell it was an ancient treasure. Its attributes were unclear, but Master Kǔ's collection would surely not be mistaken.

However, this item did not seem particularly remarkable and had not brought about his demise. Therefore, the round plate that Wraith Lake had sought so diligently recently might well be what they were looking for.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, his expression peculiar as he reached out to pick up the plate.

In short, it was unremarkable—neither its shape nor its surface could reveal much in terms of magical power. Its strength equaled that of a middle-grade spiritual artifact.

It looked like something used to hold fruit!

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and tried to project his divine sense into it, but there were no results. A spell cast on the plate did drive it, but its effects were similar to those of a middle-grade spiritual artifact.

"Master, could we have missed something?" Seeing Lin Xuan's efforts in vain, Yue'er kindly suggested.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head firmly. "Yue'er, think about it—Master Kǔ was killed by me, his body reduced to ash and his spirit soul returned to the underworld. He would not leave any treasures behind."

"Actually, Master, you misunderstood my meaning. I meant that this old monster might have entrusted the treasure to someone else for safekeeping," Yue'er corrected.

"That's impossible." Lin Xuan firmly dismissed Yue'er's assumption. "That treasure was stolen by Master Kǔ at great risk from Wraith Lake. He didn't even seek refuge in Sword Obscuring Palace, showing how much he valued it."

"Ah…" Yue'er nodded, acknowledging that the master had indeed analyzed correctly.

"Besides, haven't you seen his state? Wraith Lake sent many experts to relentlessly attack him. He had no chance to hide anything," Lin Xuan continued.

"Master, your point is well made, but I still feel this plate isn't a treasure—it's too ordinary." Yue'er rubbed her forehead and weakly argued.

"Ordinary?" A smile played on the corners of Lin Xuan's mouth. "That's just its surface appearance. While I can't figure out what it does, it’s not some worthless middle-grade spiritual artifact. Wraith Lake went to such lengths—there's a 90% chance they were after this."

"Oh! Master, you have evidence?" Yue'er was immediately intrigued.

Lin Xuan didn’t explain but instead extended his finger, shooting a dazzling sword beam from the tip that struck the plate with force…

A light thud echoed as the plate hit the ground. Lin Xuan bent down to pick it up; its surface remained smooth and unscathed.

"Did you see?" Lin Xuan's expression showed amusement. "If this were truly a middle-grade spiritual artifact, my current power would have destroyed it long ago. But look at this plate—it’s made of something unknown and is so hard. Isn’t that abnormal?"

"Oh!" Yue'er's face lit up with realization, fully trusting the master's judgment. "So what use does this object serve?"

"I don't know," Lin Xuan shrugged. "But Wraith Lake went to such great lengths—afterward, we can certainly gather some information. For now… heh, that’s not something we should worry about."

Lin Xuan was right. The two old monsters of the middle-stage cultivators were still searching nearby. Although he had destroyed their remains, staying here posed significant danger.

Originally, Lin Xuan planned to first visit the market to understand the situation in the Seven Stars Island Realm of cultivation. Then, he would proceed with caution regarding the matter of the earth fire—it was no small affair and couldn’t be rushed. However, this plan now had to be broken. The robed old man had already gone to the market. If Lin Xuan blindly entered again, wouldn't that be incredibly foolish?

Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid of middle-stage cultivators but would expose himself if he were careless.

Therefore, he couldn’t change his appearance; after all, Lin Xuan was naturally unremarkable. He merely suppressed his cultivation to the base stage using敛气 (concealing qi) techniques.

Lin Xuan didn't want to act like a pig eating tiger, but this place was too remote. High-stage cultivators were rare, and lower-stage ones were less likely to attract attention.

Who would notice an apprentice at the灵动期 (Flexible Spirit Stage), even if Wraith Lake's cultivators wanted to reclaim their treasure?

A small shrimp had its advantages, and Lin Xuan was cunning.

Based on his speculation, since they relentlessly pursued Master Kǔ, there might be more than just two old monsters sent. Perhaps a vast net of surveillance covered several thousand miles around.

If he rushed, using his法宝 (magic treasures) to flee quickly, the inevitable result would be suspicion and then a long chase.

Indeed, Lin Xuan's foresight proved correct. As he traveled, he sensed an increase in cultivators nearby, all with highly alert expressions.

Even checkpoints were set up on land and air, screening passing cultivators.

This unexpected and arrogant behavior naturally upset many high-stage cultivators, but no one动手 (took action) because the checkpoint guards revealed their affiliation—Wraith Lake.

Knowing that Seven Stars Island was vast, divided among various major forces, with nine large territories controlled by the Nine Great Sects, and the rest chaotic, Wraith Lake's influence extended to East Border State and its neighboring regions. However, East Border State was too remote, lacking cultivation resources, so Wraith Lake hadn't ventured there.

Here, they were in their territory—where independent cultivators or other sects dared question Wraith Lake’s authority?
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Despite the numerous obstacles, Lin Xuan's cunning and agility ensured that he encountered no significant danger. At this moment, he was piloting a flying sword, a top-grade spiritual artifact, transforming into white streaks of light as it flew eastward.

Indeed, it was truly taxing for Lin Xuan to find himself in such a situation. With his current wealth, if he wanted to acquire a treasure, there were plenty stored in his storage bracelet. However, when it came to spiritual artifacts... after flipping through every pocket on his body, Lin Xuan still found nothing.

Just as he was at a loss, Mo'er handed him a flying sword.

This was an upper-grade spiritual artifact. While its power no longer appealed to the young girl, it was thin like a silk thread and extremely elegant in design. Girls often favored such beauty, so she had never discarded it.

It was precisely because of this that Lin Xuan found himself in a tight spot. As he flew, he carefully released his divine sense.

Throughout his journey, he had been questioned several times. However, with his skill in concealing his qi, even an advanced婴期 (yīngqī) monster would not be able to detect any flaws, let alone the people setting up these checkpoints, who were mostly at the Foundation Establishment stage.

Moreover, no one paid much attention to a mere Flexible Spirit Period novice. Thus, although Lin Xuan encountered some trouble, he managed to avoid significant danger overall, and it was relatively safe in general.

Relieved internally, he thought that with his current speed slightly slower than before, he could be far enough from East Border Province within half a month.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry; after all, the matter of the underground fire would have to be handled gradually. However, as time passed, he noticed something amiss.

According to logic, the more distance he covered, the less stringent the checks should become. But reality was the opposite: Lin Xuan found that the number of Ghost Lake cultivators conducting a thorough search had doubled in just a few days. Furthermore, their ranks included many Condensation Core experts, and within half a day, he encountered five advanced婴期 (yīngqī) monsters.

Although his body wasn't harmed, Lin Xuan was drenched in cold sweat.

Was something wrong? Had Ghost Lake gone mad?

Even if the Cloud Sea's nine major forces were deeply entrenched, this situation suggested that most of their experts might be pouring out to deal with it.

Lin Xuan had experienced many storms but was still taken aback by the current situation. What kind of treasure could have made Ghost Lake so determined not to give up? If he originally felt confident in his plan, now he was somewhat nervous.

After all, there's no such thing as a completely secret matter. If they caught even a hint of it, he would regret it deeply and might struggle to survive in the Cloud Sea cultivation world.

Realizing the severity of the situation, Lin Xuan stopped joking around and began seriously considering how to escape without being detected.

However, misfortune often brings good fortune. He was secretly delighted that by eliminating Old Master Ku, he had likely gained a huge advantage.

Fortune favors the brave, and Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of trouble. Overall, his mood was more positive than negative.

Standing atop the barren mountain, Lin Xuan's expression was thoughtful. Not long ago, he encountered several wandering cultivators who provided him with crucial information. The situation had worsened for him.

Perhaps it was due to not finding any treasure that the Ghost Lake sect leader became enraged. As a ghost cultivator and an advanced expert, this old monster was undoubtedly ruthless.

He issued an order: "Better to err on the side of caution than let one slip."

In other words, they were ready to launch a full-scale attack.

If it had been another sect, such boldness would not have been possible. With this order, they were essentially at war with all the cultivators in East Border Province.

However, Ghost Lake didn't take such matters seriously; with their formidable strength, they could act arrogantly and expect others to submit. This was how the cultivation world operated.

The checkpoints had become much harder to pass through. Unless one could clearly explain their identity, they would be taken to a branch of Ghost Lake for detention before being released.

Lin Xuan's expression showed his dilemma. He had Ning Family's order, but it wasn't clear if the sects on Xi Kong Island would recognize it or not; he was almost certain that he couldn't fool them.

Should he... force an entry?

That would violate his original intentions and bring endless trouble afterward.

Moreover, he heard that many cultivators who defied this strict order ended up losing big.

Lin Xuan wouldn't be so foolish as to take such a risk without assurance. For now, he decided to stay hidden until he found a foolproof plan. Meanwhile, he released his divine sense to gather more information; it might help him in escaping.

"Uncle Senior, must we really stay here? We agreed to deliver the herbs ten days from now. Given this situation, that's definitely a delay. The costs for such delays... " A grumpy voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. He focused his divine sense towards its source.

Though several miles apart, he could clearly see the scene in his mind.

It was a small valley with several large carts parked inside. The carriages were made of special materials, and the beasts pulling them had wings instead of horses.

In front of the carts, bright flags fluttered.

The setup resembled a real-world escort service.

Indeed, in the cultivation world, various goods and materials needed to be traded, and sometimes long-distance transportation was inconvenient for storage devices. Thus, some sects or close-knit groups of wandering cultivators organized such business trips to earn substantial amounts of crystal stones.

One of these was Longfeng Escort Service.

Not long ago, they had taken on a big job, expecting to make a fortune. But things didn't go as planned.

Once the delivery deadline passed, according to routine rules, they would have to compensate double the loss.

Seven or eight cultivators were present, with an elderly man in white robes and a young woman around twenty years old leading them.

The elder was at the early Condensation Core stage, while the woman was merely a Foundation Establishment cultivator.

"Xing'er, what's the point of rushing? Ghost Lake is not something we can offend," sighed the elder, his face showing frustration.

"Hmph. Even if it’s the Cloud Sea's nine major forces, they have no right to be so domineering. They're stopping everyone, even our Longfeng Escort Service, which has connections with their inner sect officials. Why are they making things so difficult?" The young woman blinked, her face full of anger.

It was understandable; while the Ghost Lake sect leader's order allowed those who could prove their identity to pass freely, in practice, they still extorted crystal stones even if one explained their background and affiliation.
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Thus, the cultivators confined in Dongyuan Province naturally complained bitterly. Even if they could explain their identities clearly, being harassed layer by layer, they might not be able to leave even a thousand miles away without going bankrupt.

"Senior Uncle, is there really no other way?" The young woman's face was filled with difficulty.

"Certainly, there are ways," the old man's mouth curled in ridicule. "Unless there’s an Elder of the Immortal Infants from Lake of Ten Thousand Ghosts as a guarantor."

The woman was speechless upon hearing this; clearly, such a method was unreliable. With their cultivation and abilities, how could they possibly curry favor with those high-ranking old monsters?

Lin Xuan heard this and his mind stirred. He retracted his spirit sense.

This disturbance really wasn't small. It seemed that the hope of leaving Dongyuan Province without anyone knowing was rather faint.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a contemplative expression. After a moment, he sighed; it looked like he had to stay here for some time.

After all, such large-scale blockades required an enormous amount of manpower and resources, which couldn't last forever. Instead of finding a way out, it was better to hide in a secret location until the wind died down before leaving, as this would be safer and more reliable.

Having made up his mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He exerted a little force with his feet and slowly sank into the ground.

After sinking several dozen feet, he gradually stopped. Then he concealed his aura, sealed his spirit sense, even stopping almost all signs of heartbeat and breathing—simply put, entering a state of apparent death.

Many people passed through this desolate path, some even being Immortal Infants, but no one noticed anything amiss.

...

Winter turned to spring, and a year passed. Lin Xuan's prediction was correct; as time went on, although the master of Lake of Ten Thousand Ghosts was furious, he couldn't continue to blockade Dongyuan Province indefinitely.

Firstly, so much time had passed with no leads, further investigation would likely be fruitless. Secondly, while this area was within his territory, such a large-scale operation also attracted the attention of other forces in the Cloud Sea. Even conflicts arose between them and Heavenly Corpse Sect, resulting in mutual losses and significant casualties among Core Formation cultivators.

Finally, after more than a year, Dongyuan Province gradually returned to its usual peace.

Lin Xuan didn't know about all this, but judging by his reasoning, the wind should have died down now.

One morning, he quietly emerged from inside the mountain body.

He then cautiously released his spirit sense and began to probe an area of nearly a hundred miles. After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief.

Over such a vast distance, he only faintly sensed several cultivators. It seemed that Lake of Ten Thousand Ghosts had withdrawn its checkpoints, confirming the correctness of his initial choice.

In other words, he was now preliminarily out of danger. Of course, Lin Xuan still didn't plan to stay here for long and immediately transformed into a streak of startling light, vanishing from the sky at breakneck speed.

Though his speed was fast, the light was unremarkable; unless encountering an Immortal Infant, he would likely go unnoticed.

This time, Lin Xuan didn't stop. He traveled day and night, crossing several prefectures in one breath, calculating that he had already covered nearly a million miles from Dongyuan Province. The influence of Lake of Ten Thousand Ghosts was now too distant to reach, so he let out another sigh of relief before resuming his normal speed to prepare for his own affairs.

Of course, during this time, he also took out the round disk several times but after much study, found no results.

It seemed that relying solely on his intelligence would be difficult to decipher its mysteries.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't annoyed. This was not a particularly difficult matter; there were no walls without holes in the world. He could slowly gather information and eventually find some clues... If it didn't work out, he could always capture a high-ranking cultivator from Lake of Ten Thousand Ghosts and use soul probing.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry. In any case, what needed to be resolved first was the matter of Heavenly Dust Pill.

Half a month later, Lin Xuan appeared on the ground of Yan Province.

This region was at the southern end of Seven Stars Island and also one of the hottest places, with temperatures consistently above thirty degrees Celsius, sometimes even breaking fifty.

Such a place naturally wasn't suitable for ordinary people to live in; there were few inhabitants. Apart from some indigenous tribes living deep in the dense forests, only a few large cities could be found.

The hot weather made the vegetation lush, and many insects and snakes lived in the depths of the forest, even occasionally spotting traces of beasts.

This province was also one of the richest in geothermal resources on Seven Stars Island.

There were dozens of fire attribute spirit veins within its borders, naturally attracting numerous sects and families to settle here.

The most famous was undoubtedly Flame Mountain.

This mountain range had peaks stretching hundreds of miles, all composed of various-sized extinct volcanoes. In the midst of these mountains, there were reportedly several large mines producing crystals, iron ore, copper, and other essential materials for cultivation.

Apart from the rich resources, the hundred-mile-long spirit veins here were among the best in quality.

Logically speaking, such a feng shui treasure land should attract countless cultivation sects to vie for it. However, the actual situation was that no one dared to show even the slightest hint of covetousness.

There was nothing else; this mountain range already had its owner—Flame Mountain Sect, one of the nine major forces in Cloud Sea, thriving and flourishing. Who would dare to target their main base? Unless it was a long-lived old man hanging himself, thinking his life was too short.

Actually, not just that mountain, but every cultivation sect in Yan Province had some connection with Flame Mountain Sect. In fact, more than eighty percent were its peripheral forces; otherwise, they would definitely be marginalized.

Knowing oneself and knowing one's enemy—Lin Xuan wanted to take advantage of the chaos, so he naturally needed to gather such information.

At this time, he concealed his cultivation level to Core Formation stage and arrived at a certain market within Yan Province.

It wasn't for buying or selling anything; rather, it was to gather more information. This market was one of Flame Mountain Sect's enterprises, located in a relatively remote area, making its scale only average among the many markets established by the sect.

However, upon entering, Lin Xuan was surprised. There were nine large streets, each wide enough for four horse-drawn carriages to pass side by side, stretching several thousand meters long.

In addition, smaller streets crisscrossed like a spider's web, with countless shops of all sizes.

This market was only considered medium-sized?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be speechless. The largest market in Youzhou Province paled in comparison.

Clearly, the cultivation world in Cloud Sea was thriving.

Of course, Lin Xuan was well-traveled and quickly regained his composure after a moment of surprise as he walked into the market.

There were many cultivators here, bustling about, some even being high-ranking ones. With his ordinary appearance and Core Formation-stage concealment, Lin Xuan naturally didn't attract any attention. He spent several hours walking around the entire market before stopping in front of a two-story wooden structure. (!)
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Guest of Immortals!

Looking at the name of this tea house, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling speechless.

Indeed, it was no coincidence. He remembered a tea house in a certain坊市in Youzhou that bore the same name back then, and he had been just a small Foundation Establishment cultivator at that time.

Now, after a century had passed, his cultivation had greatly improved. Seeing this tea house with the same name in a different place, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a sense of change over the years.

Of course, Lin Xuan was not easily moved by such thoughts. He quickly relaxed and walked into the establishment with a calm expression.

Indeed, the business here was thriving.

Lin Xuan didn’t know that nearby there was a type of spirit tea that, while it could only satisfy one’s palate for high-ranking cultivators, had some Essence Cleansing effects on lower-ranked cultivators.

Thus, it was well-known and many far-traveling cultivators would taste it. The building was only two stories tall but naturally had private rooms. However, as Lin Xuan was disguised as a Foundation Establishment cultivator, he didn’t have the qualifications to enter.

He wasn’t bothered by this. Such tea houses were often in public places where one could easily gather useful information.

Although the business was busy, the service was very attentive. As soon as Lin Xuan entered, a young man who looked like an apprentice greeted him with a smile.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept over and found no trace of magical power on this person; he was just an ordinary mortal. Lin Xuan didn’t show any surprise, for many sects in the Cloud Sea Immortal World valued the world and had many mortals working hard for them.

Although Liyang Sect had a vast influence, it also belonged to such types.

"Immortal Master, please follow me."

"Nod." Lin Xuan nodded and sat down at a window-facing seat. He chose this spot because he overheard several people discussing topics related to the Liyang Sect.

"Ahh, Brother Ma, you came just a bit late. The ten-yearly reception conference of the Liyang Sect has already ended three days ago. Your friend probably missed his chance," said a muscular cultivator with a sigh, his face filled with sympathy and regret.

"Brother Cumei, I was late this time due to unforeseen circumstances on my journey. My second uncle is an outer hall official of the Liyang Sect. Can you ask him for some advice?" The young man next to the muscular one looked like a scholar, dressed in white, appearing quite refined.

As he spoke, he handed over a small package: "These five hundred crystal stones are not meant as a gift, but I hope you won’t mind."

The muscular man’s eyes flashed with greed. But then, as if remembering something, he shook his head. "Brother Ma, we have known each other for so long. If I can help, I wouldn’t hesitate, but the reception conference has already ended. Even my second uncle would be unable to assist. Perhaps Brother should wait another ten years."

The scholar’s face fell in disappointment. After a while, he sighed unwillingly: "Is there truly no room for negotiation?"

"Room?" The muscular man raised his eyebrows. "After the reception period, it is still possible to join the sect. However..."

"Oh, what are the conditions? Brother Cumei can just say them. If I need to make some connections, that’s fine," the scholar in white was overjoyed and quickly spoke up.

"Brother Ma, you must be mistaken. The Liyang Sect is one of the nine major forces in the Cloud Sea Immortal World. Even during the reception conference, the selection process is extremely strict; bribery cannot get you in..."

"So, Brother Cumei’s meaning is?"

"If Brother Ma has some special skills, I can ask my second uncle to help."

"Special skills? What are they?" A look of bewilderment appeared on the scholar's face.

"Hahaha, Brother, how wise you are and then suddenly so foolish. There are a hundred arts in cultivation beyond realm enhancement—alchemical pills, talismans, formations, pest control, tool crafting, and many other miscellaneous skills. The Liyang Sect covers all these areas. If Brother Ma has expertise in any of them, he might be able to get an exception."

The scholar was greatly disappointed after hearing this and remained silent for a long time. As a wandering cultivator, it had been hard enough just to reach the Foundation Establishment stage; he rarely had the energy to pay attention to such matters.

But Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with a glint of interest, and a smile appeared on his lips.

The simplest way to target the Nekel Flame Vein was still to infiltrate the Liyang Sect. Although this wasn’t an absolute solution, it seemed more secure than other methods.

Lin Xuan had been pondering how to enter the sect but didn't expect such good fortune after just a short stroll through the market district.

He could only say that he was lucky and even heaven was helping him.

With his plans in place, Lin Xuan relaxed and sipped on the spirit tea.

Half an hour later, the muscular man and scholar left the tea house. Lin Xuan followed silently behind them without drawing attention to himself.

Their discussion didn’t go well, so they each went their separate ways. Lin Xuan continued following the muscular man.

He did not hide his movements, so he wasn't long in being discovered.

The muscular man’s face darkened slightly, but there was no fear on it. He was a disciple of the Cumei family and an outer hall official of the Liyang Sect in this market district. He believed that nobody would dare to meddle with him here.

Instead of avoiding confrontation, he deliberately walked into a dead end.

Lin Xuan was surprised but pleased by this development. He followed calmly behind.

Finally, they reached a cul-de-sac. The muscular man suddenly turned around and said unhappily: "Why have you been following me? What do you want?"

A hint of killing intent emanated from his body.

"Hahaha, don’t misunderstand; I have no ill intentions. I just need your help with something."

"Help?" The muscular man’s expression froze in surprise. Lin Xuan's response had clearly surprised him: "Do we know each other?"

"No, this is our first meeting. But just now at the Guest of Immortals, I sat next to you," Lin Xuan said with a cheerful smile.

This reminder made the muscular man recall what happened and his expression softened slightly, but he remained vigilant.

"Since we have never met before, why do you want me to help you? Isn’t that too absurd?"

"There’s nothing wrong with it. All under heaven are brothers. I believe you’re a kind-hearted person, and in any case, I won’t make you do this for free," Lin Xuan said, speaking empty words while secretly tapping his storage pouch and taking out several pieces of crystal.

Although the number wasn't large, they were all middle-grade quality. As the saying goes, money can make even ghosts move, and this was also true in the cultivation world. The muscular man’s face lit up as he accepted the crystals, his expression becoming much friendlier: "You’re straightforward. What do you need my help with?"

Lin Xuan continued to speak empty words while secretly taking out some crystal stones from his storage pouch.

Although the number wasn't large, they were all middle-grade quality. As the saying goes, money can make even ghosts move, and this was also true in the cultivation world. The muscular man’s face lit up as he accepted the crystals, his expression becoming much friendlier: "You’re straightforward. What do you need my help with?"
第四卷 七星岛 第六百七十九章 火云峰（求月票）

Lin Xian弟, look, the Fire Cloud Peak is just ahead."

The smooth steps made of green stone snaked and curved. Two men dressed in cultivator attire were slowly walking on them. One had an ordinary appearance; he was Lin Xuan, while the burly man by his side was named Murong Bo.

It had been several hours since they left the market district. Lin Xuan had proposed a story to Murong Bo. Lying was his forte; he could spin a tale so seamlessly that it would seem like truth. He claimed to be an independent cultivator who admired the Radiant Sun Sect and wanted to join, but something had delayed him, causing him to miss the welcoming ceremony.

This explanation was almost identical to what the Ma sect member had said. Murong Bo's expression turned concerned as he suddenly turned back. "Young brother, I can only recommend you. Whether or not you are accepted into the sect is up to you."

"Haha, Brother Murong, don't worry about it. No matter if you pass or fail, I will still pay you with these crystals," Lin Xuan said without hesitation as he took out a wooden box from his storage space and handed it over. He was not bothered by the mere two thousand crystals; he would never be so foolish to default on payment.

"Haha, Brother is too considerate. I have no doubt about your sincerity." Murong Bo accepted the crystals without any reluctance. After scanning them with his divine sense, a genuine smile appeared on his face. He then sent out an audio transmission talisman and after a short while, a red-robed woman flew down from the peak riding a flying sword.

Seeing this woman, Murong Bo was taken aback before he smiled happily. "Dragon Sister, are you on duty today?"

"Yes, Brother is a rare guest. What brings you to our Fire Cloud Peak? Oh, this friend of yours…" The woman's eyes showed some suspicion when she noticed Lin Xuan, but from their conversation, it seemed they had a good relationship.

"Nothing, this Lin Young Brother is my dear friend. He admires the Radiant Sun Sect and wants to join, but due to certain matters, he missed the welcoming ceremony. Luckily, he excels in alchemy," Murong Bo introduced the situation directly.

"Oh, Brother's dear friend, his identity should be fine. But whether or not you can enter the sect is up to the elders' decision." The red-robed woman looked at Lin Xuan and said noncommittally.

"Haha, I understand the rules. I just want Sister to recommend him," Murong Bo replied with a smile.

"Sure thing, it's no trouble at all." The red-robed woman nodded without hesitation. "Brother Murong, why don't you come in for a chat? It's been a while since your last visit. Senior Sister Yan mentioned you the other day."

Her face showed some amusement as she spoke about the senior sister.

"Ah, I have something to attend to. I'll come back another time," Murong Bo said with a smile but his expression turned pale and his lips turned blue. Lin Xuan found this amusing.

After a few more words, they bid each other farewell.

The red-robed woman's expression quickly changed as she looked at Lin Xuan. "Follow me."

Her tone was cold and distant, but Lin Xuan didn't care. He scratched his nose and followed her into the Fire Cloud Peak.

It seemed strange that while outside there were many minor restrictions, once they entered the sect's core area, none of them came into play. Lin Xuan pondered this but didn't dare to ask out loud; such a question would only raise suspicion.

After flying for some time, they finally arrived at a pavilion. It was actually quite large, and Lin Xuan noticed that all the pavilions were connected in one seamless structure, a marvel of craftsmanship.

"This is where our senior brothers cultivate. Just answer their questions truthfully; don't make any noise or move around," the woman said as she turned to Lin Xuan.

"Miss, I understand the importance," Lin Xuan smiled and bowed.

"Hmm." The woman's face showed satisfaction as she cast a divine sense and led him into the left pavilion.

The corridor was long, and they encountered many cultivators. Most were at the foundation stage, but there were also some children in their灵动期 (nimble spirit period). Everyone had serious expressions.

After walking for a while, they met a white-robed female cultivator.

"Senior Ning, is Senior Leng free?" The red-robed woman stepped forward and asked cautiously.

"You shouldn't be here, Dragon Sister. What brings you to the Fire Cloud Peak?" The white-robed female's face showed surprise.

"Sister, you must have misunderstood. I'm on duty today and met Brother Murong…" the red-robed woman explained slowly.

"Oh, that makes sense." The white-robed female sighed in relief as she sized up Lin Xuan: "This friend has a strong cultivation base; he successfully reached the foundation stage at such a young age. Are you really skilled in alchemy?"

She was still skeptical because independent cultivators rarely dabbled in various fields.

"I admit, I've had some fortunate opportunities and learned a bit," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Hmm." The white-robed female nodded. She wasn't as cold towards him as the red-robed woman; this friend's ordinary appearance lacked any pretentiousness, making him seem like an honest and trustworthy cultivator. "Friend Lin, you came at a bad time. Senior Leng is currently in seclusion refining elixirs, so he can't examine you. As foundation-stage cultivators, we don't have the authority to decide."

"Ah?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He thought his luck had been good but now it seemed he had run into a problem.

Refining elixirs? As the head of Spirit Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan knew that some elixirs could be refined in just three or five days, while others might take months or even years.

The two women felt at a loss. They couldn't abandon their duty but also couldn't leave such an unknown cultivator alone in the sect's core area.

Just as they were pondering this, a loud explosion echoed through the air, like something had exploded.

"What happened?" The red-robed woman was startled.

"It must be Senior Leng's refinement room," the white-robed female reacted quickly and disappeared with a flash of light.

The red-robed woman hesitated for a moment before following.

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful but then returned to normal. He followed behind them calmly.

A cave dwelling embedded in the pavilion appeared before their eyes. It felt strange, but Lin Xuan didn't show much interest; there were many peculiar people in the cultivation world, and his broad experience made him unimpressed by such things.

The door of the cave was open, revealing an old man with white hair and a gloomy expression. Beside him lay a broken cauldron, while beneath it burned the fiery veins of the earth.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over the scene but he kept his composure on the surface. He was delighted; the purity of this fire far exceeded that of Spirit Medicine Mountain in the past.

"Senior Leng, what happened?" The red-robed woman couldn't help asking.

But the old man wasn't pleased and gave her a withering look. Seeing this, both women fell silent.

"Strange, where did things go wrong with the Three Yang Soul Refining Elixir? Was it because too much essence was added or not enough of the Reviving Grass?" The old man stroked his beard as he pondered.
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Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill?

Lin Xuan felt a familiar tinge. From the broken cauldron, red and white objects spilled out, discolored and obviously indicating failure in their preparation.

The elder frowned deeply, his mind racing. The two women did not dare to disturb him as they stood respectfully. As for Lin Xuan, he appeared respectful on the surface but his thoughts were whirling inside.

The scene fell into a strange silence.

After a while, the elder finally sighed and withdrew his focus. "Junior Brother Long, you weren't out patrolling; why did you come here?"

"Master Uncle, Senior Cumei recommended this Lin Daoist friend to me. He admires our sect and wishes to join," the red-robed woman bowed respectfully.

"Humph, the recruitment meeting is long over now. Why do you claim he has expertise in alchemy?" The elder's tone was cold as he used his spiritual sense to scan Lin Xuan.

Of course, with his mid-Core Formation cultivation, he couldn't discern anything.

"Junior here meets your esteemed presence. I've long admired your sect and truly wish to join. As for alchemy, I did learn a bit by chance. For instance, this Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill has some insights on its preparation," Lin Xuan stepped forward and bowed respectfully.

"What?" Both women were stunned, as was theLei surname elder, who almost leapt from his seat in disbelief: "You say you've actually prepared this Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill?"

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded calmly, showing no signs of nervousness.

The elder squinted, scrutinizing him once more from head to toe. "Very well. If you can truly prepare such a pill, there will be no issue with your entry. I might even take you as an adopted disciple."

An adopted disciple?

Lin Xuan was speechless but had to feign immense joy on the surface.

"Go down," he said.

The two women bowed and turned to leave.

Not long after, their figures disappeared around a corridor. However, Lin Xuan's powerful spiritual sense picked up their low whispers clearly.

"Junior Sister Long, what is this Lin Daoist's background? He dares to claim he can prepare the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill even though Master Uncle hasn't succeeded."

"Senior Ning, I've already said that Senior Cumei recommended him. I just saw him a bit earlier and don’t know much," the red-robed woman sighed, trying to defend herself.

"Hmm... He seems calm and composed. If he's taken under Master Uncle as an adopted disciple, his future is indeed bright."

There was even a hint of envy in her voice.

It truly didn't seem like empty boasting. If it were said by theLei surname elder, the white-robed woman's face would have shown something different.

"Indeed, though the current elders on the peak aren’t the most powerful, they are favored by the sect leader. I heard our ancestor intended to let him take charge of the Dan Yang Pavilion."

"Junior Sister." The red-robed woman was interrupted before she could finish: "Such unverified rumors should not be spread even among us. If any elder hears about it, we might face serious consequences."

The red-robed woman pursed her lips. The two women quickly walked away.

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful. She had just arrived and the filth on this Fire Cloud Peak was unfamiliar to her. But from snippets of conversation, she could deduce that this elder held significant power, making it advantageous to be his ally.

Of course, Lin Xuan's expression only flashed for a moment; he knew the elder wouldn't notice.

"Can you truly prepare the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill?"

"Yes, I have at least a 70% chance. However..." Lin Xuan paused, showing a hint of difficulty on his face. "What is it?" The elder was eager to know.

Master, being an alchemy master, surely understands the rules. I need a separate room where no one can disturb me, not even you," Lin Xuan's expression showed anxiety as if fearing angering him.

"Of course." The elder waved his hand dismissively: "If you can prepare this pill, all conditions will be met."

This wasn't due to the elder's generosity; he only needed the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill. He didn’t care much about the specific method.

The rarity of this pill meant ordinary cultivators rarely used it. The matter had troubled theLei surname elder for years. It began with his travels to the Dispersed Peace State, where he unexpectedly discovered a descendant in the secular world.

Cultivators are not devoid of emotion; the elder was overjoyed and visited the family. He found one junior with excellent cultivation potential—a Saintly Spirit Root!

Such extraordinary talent was rare among even their nine major sects, and its appearance in ordinary people often led to fierce competition. With a Saintly Spirit Root, one could easily form a foundation or core formation with effort and good fortune.

With a relative related by blood, the elder was delighted. There was no need for discussion; he brought him back to the sect to personally train and nurture.

However, as they say, joy begets misfortune. Perhaps due to his exceptional talent, fate had conspired against him. Soon after, a bolt of lightning struck, leaving the elder stunned.

His junior indeed had a Saintly Spirit Root but was missing one soul fragment.

It is well known that humans have three souls and seven spirits. TheLei surname lady's misfortune might be due to an issue during her past life’s reincarnation.

If she were just meant to be an ordinary person, it wouldn’t matter much. Her relatives hadn't noticed anything different in the last decade or so. But for a cultivator, this was significant.

Missing one soul fragment meant she would have inherent vulnerabilities and a higher risk of going mad. A misstep could lead to irreparable damage.

In other words, she wasn’t suited for the path of immortality.

Thinking about it, the elder cursed loudly. Wasn't fate playing a cruel joke? Such good talent shouldn’t be wasted!

The disappointment was immense, especially with familial ties. The elder refused to give up and focused on ancient texts, searching for solutions from past wisdom.

In the end, after reviewing thousands of volumes, he found hope in an ancient text that offered a possible solution.
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The probability of someone with such an excellent spirit root but missing one魄was indeed a million to one, yet throughout the million-year history of the cultivation world, there had been cases like this.

However, a brilliant senior figure came up with a solution. People lacking a魄were unsuitable for cultivation mainly due to significant deficiencies in soul power and divine awareness. But if the remaining six魄could be continuously refined, they could gradually compensate for these shortcomings.

Fortunately, this high-ranking figure was also an alchemy master. As a result, after decades of effort, the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pills were born.

The name itself suggests that this pill has cultivation effects on the soul and魄.

Seeing this record, Elder Lei was overjoyed, thinking, "Heaven does not abandon those who have no way out; ancient people did not deceive me."

However, things were not as easy as he imagined.

Although these pills were miraculous, they were essentially useless to ordinary people. Over the years, the ancient texts detailing their formula had become incomplete.

Elder Lei, while deeply knowledgeable in alchemy, was still far behind his ancient predecessor. After numerous attempts, he could only roughly identify the ingredients but was still lacking in precise proportions and fire control techniques. Multiple failed attempts left him dejected.

Unexpectedly, this young man named Lin claimed he could refine them.

Given that Lin was just a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, Elder Lei didn't believe it much. But as an old saying goes, "Even if the horse is dead, treat it like a living one." He decided to give him a chance.

Lin Xuan was led into a quiet room by two young disciples.

"Senior, this is where you are. The ancestor said that anything needed can be instructed," the two young disciples, dressed in green robes, respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn't speak but instead surveyed his surroundings. The stone chamber was spacious, about several dozen feet wide, with only some stone tables and chairs. In the center of the room, there was a large hole that seemed bottomless, emitting abundant fire spirit energy.

"Very good, you two step back!"

"Understood!"

The young disciples bowed and left the stone chamber. The door closed behind them. Lin Xuan released his divine sense, then a satisfied expression appeared on his face.

There had been no tampering in the room, but a small禁制was set up to prevent prying eyes.

Lin Xuan remembered seeing the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pills in the records of Spirit Herb Mountain. They were unique and thus left a deep impression. He never expected to use them today.

According to his memory, these pills were extremely difficult to refine with a low success rate. But for him, there was no difficulty; he could simply purify them if they failed.

Just as he was about to start, Mo'er's voice interrupted: "Young Master, I think you are doing something inappropriate today."

"Oh? What is it?"

"If you publicly attempt to refine such an obscure pill, won't that attract the attention of those with ulterior motives?" Mo'er expressed her concern.

"Haha, silly girl. I've thought about this. You didn’t understand one thing," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"What?" Mo'er's face was full of curiosity.

"I came here to target the Qilin Fire Vein. If I pretended to be an unremarkable low-rank disciple, it wouldn't work. So, I deliberately wanted to draw attention from the high-ups of Liyang Sect."

"Why do you need to do this? Wouldn’t it be better for you to join the sect and hide your cultivation level if you want a gift?" Mo'er asked in confusion.

"Silly girl, without hiding my cultivation, my divine techniques could rival an early-stage Core Formation cultivator. Such experts won't refuse me, but they will secretly guard against me from getting close to such core locations as the Qilin Fire Vein."

"So what do you plan to do now?"

"Indeed, I am still a thief who learns by stealth, but at least I'm just a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. The old monsters of Liyang Sect won't take me seriously because such rank cultivators lack the power to cause trouble. By showing some special abilities, like alchemy talent, it might give me a chance to get close," Lin Xuan's plan was not entirely confident but well thought out.

Mo'er nodded, understanding partially but no longer arguing.

Now, he began refining the pills.

All materials were prepared by Elder Lei, even an excellent cauldron.

After verifying everything, Lin Xuan cast a spell and the small cauldron floated up.

This cauldron was slightly larger than his head, with elegant patterns on its surface, indicating it was not ordinary but likely a treasure.

Still inferior to his usual Purple Dragon Cauldron, of course.

Lin Xuan then cast another spell, pointing at the large hole. A burst of intense flames emerged, about as thick as a pea, blindingly bright.

From several feet away, Lin Xuan could feel the temperature rising sharply.

"Not bad. In terms of quality, it's better than the underground fire from Spirit Herb Mountain, but still not enough for refining Celestial Dust Pills. Otherwise, I wouldn't have gone through so much trouble to seek out Qilin Fire Vein," Lin Xuan sighed, his expression a mix of joy and worry.

But he quickly gathered himself, pointed at the cauldron, opened its lid, and added all the precious ingredients.

Lin Xuan didn’t care about order or fire control. As the young master of Spirit Herb Mountain, his theoretical knowledge in alchemy was indeed a masterful one, but practical skills were abysmal.

With Star Sea backing him up, learning this would be pointless; he could just purify it if it failed.

Lin Xuan cast another spell to divide the underground fire into eight thin streams, enveloping the cauldron. He then ignored everything and sat down in meditation.

...

Three days later, a faint medicinal aroma wafted through the air.

Lin Xuan's expression froze as he slowly opened his eyes. He wasn’t unfamiliar with alchemy, so he was puzzled. Generally, if pills were refined incorrectly, they would have a burnt smell or even explode; this scent... usually indicated success!

Raising his hand, Lin Xuan summoned the underground fire, which shrank, and the cauldron floated to him under a green light.
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A pungent medicinal scent wafted out. Looking at the crimson pills inside, Lin Xuan's expression was utterly bizarre.

Had he gone mad? It actually worked!

He knew his own skills all too well. From the very beginning, Lin Xuan had planned to refine the waste pills and then purify them again. But...

But regardless, it was still a good thing. He tapped his storage bag, took out a small jade bottle, and carefully placed the pill inside.

Then he waved his sleeves and stepped out of the quiet room. Lin Xuan called over the attendant who had shown him around to inform the Liren sect's condensation core cultivator named Lei.

...

When the old man heard that the refining was successful, he couldn't help but be delighted. He had only wanted to try it out, not expecting this young man to be as honest as his words.

"Haha, my young friend is truly a genius. Rest assured, I will keep my word. From today on, you are a disciple of Firecloud Peak in the Liren Sect, and I will take you under my wing..."

Lin Xuan's eyes twitched at this. Being a disciple to a condensation core cultivator who was only slightly higher than his foundation establishment stage—this would naturally be considered a great blessing if he were just a tiny foundation establishment cultivator. But now, it felt incredibly awkward.

Though unwilling, for the sake of the Heaven Dust Pill, he had to endure it temporarily.

Fortunately, it was just a nominal enrollment, and he didn't have to do anything for this old man on a daily basis.

With the long-standing problem solved, the old man in his forties with a goatee felt much better. He immediately bestowed several spiritual artifacts upon Lin Xuan as gifts.

The guy's generosity was commendable. One of the flying swords was of upper-grade quality, though to Lin Xuan it was just trash. He still had to act grateful...

"Disciple, since you have taken me as your master, I will not fail you. Choose these cultivation techniques for yourself." The old man said, waving his sleeves and several jade cylinders floated before him.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and pretend to immerse his spirit sense into them. While the cultivation methods were indeed good, they were only suitable for foundation establishment stage cultivators. Lin Xuan had no interest in them and just picked one at random.

"Good. The power of this *Heavenly Flame* technique is fierce and versatile. Once you refine it, its uses will be endless. Practice diligently and come to me if you have any questions." The old man stroked his beard with hope in his eyes.

"Yes!" Lin Xuan had no choice but to nod and pretend to accept the teachings.

"Alright, go down then. This token is for you. Give it to the manager below and he will help you find a suitable place on the mountain's waist to establish your abode."

"Thank Master!"

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully, doing his surface work without showing any emotion despite being taken advantage of by this old man. But he had to admit that the old man was still kind to him.

As Lin Xuan's figure gradually disappeared around a corner, the old man suddenly turned and bowed towards an empty space: "Master, what do you think of this child? Does he have potential for cultivation?"

"It is too early to say. Although he successfully refined the Three Yang Soul Forging Pill, such obscure pills' success depends more on luck than skill. We cannot conclude that he is a genius in alchemy based on this." A flash of green light appeared as an old man with three long beards and about forty years old gradually came into view.

Though he looked much younger from the outside, he was actually an ancient baby-faced powerhouse at the yuan婴 stage. His name was Gu Changfeng, the peak of the Firecloud Peak in the Liren Sect.

He held a dual role as an elder in the sect and was also one of its foremost alchemists.

To become a master in alchemy required immense effort, and only a few managed to reach that level while also attaining yuan婴 stage cultivation.

"Then Master's opinion is that this child cannot be used?"

"No, I just need to observe him carefully." Gu Changfeng stroked his beard. "Zhen Tian, put aside your current tasks for now and properly train this disciple. See if he truly has the talent in alchemy. If he can be of great use, it will save us a lot of trouble."

"Yes!" Lei Zhen Tian nodded, but his expression was hesitant.

"Why are you worried about that secular junior? With the Three Yang Soul Forging Pill out of the way, we no longer need to worry about his cultivation. How about this— I'll take Yin'er as my disciple and personally train her in her cultivation techniques."

"Thank Master."

Lei Zhen Tian was overjoyed. He had only been a nominal disciple of Gu Changfeng before, occasionally receiving some guidance. Even so, it greatly benefited him. Now that Yin'er had this opportunity and with her divine root, she would likely progress much faster than he ever imagined...

"You don't need to thank me. Just do your best."

"Disciple will not disappoint you. But even if Lin Xuan is a promising talent, isn't his foundation establishment stage cultivation too low?"

"It doesn't matter. Refining pills only requires the power of a foundation establishment stage cultivator. Of course, for safety's sake, pay more attention to his cultivation level. We have plenty of time— it should take about two or thirty years and some medicinal stones to train him into a late-stage foundation establishment."

"Disciple understands. I will first test this child's alchemy skills before deciding on how to cultivate him." Lei Zhen Tian said respectfully.

The two then had a private discussion, after which the ancient baby-faced powerhouse vanished.

The old man in his forties also left the stone room.

"Pfft!"

Suddenly, the ground was drilled through as a bee-like creature flew out like a ghost.

They were careless. Due to being in such an important sect area, they didn't even use a soundproof barrier when talking.

Lin Xuan's spirit sense had detected the presence of an ancient baby-faced powerhouse since he entered. He had assumed it was just another ordinary foundation establishment cultivator and hadn't used any advanced qi control techniques.

It was like showing off in front of Master Lu Ban.

Of course, he was startled. Could his identity have been exposed? Why would an ancient baby-faced powerhouse hide here if not to attack?

Fortunately, Lin Xuan didn't strike first. He later found out it was just a false alarm.

But this added many more questions to his mind. Since the other party hadn't discovered his true identity, why did a high-level cultivator secretly observe such a minor foundation establishment cultivator?

The Liren Sect was like a den of tigers and dragons—Lin Xuan couldn't afford to ignore suspicious matters.

So he kept an extra eye out, sending in a young ancient magic insect. Though it was still too young for combat, eavesdropping on information was easy.

Lin Xuan slowly extended his spirit sense.

With the spirit sense inside his body and his eyes closed, he began digesting the information received.

"Young Master, what's wrong? What happened?" Mo'er also showed great curiosity.

"It's nothing. I'm not sure now, but it should be beneficial for me." Lin Xuan said without showing any surprise or joy on his face.
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Lin Xuan was not being unnecessarily mysterious. He had indeed overheard the conversation between Ancient Changfeng and his cheap master, but he only understood a fraction of what they were discussing. It was too early to draw conclusions.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan put the matter aside and transformed into a streak of light, shooting towards the base of the mountain.

Fire Cloud Peak stretched several thousand feet high, roughly divided into three sections.

At the peak, where the most abundant spiritual energy resided, were the residences of the sect leader and several Core Formation Period elders. Only rotating cultivators and direct disciples could enter without prior notification.

For a Foundation Establishment period disciple like Lin Xuan, his dwelling was located on the mountain's midsection. The spiritual energy here paled in comparison to that at the peak but far exceeded what was available at the foot of the mountain for Flexible Spirit Period cultivators.

Lin Xuan remained calm as he piloted his flying sword and spirit artifact. In no time, he reached the midsection.

The view from up there was a breathtaking array of palaces and pavilions, though it fell short in comparison to those atop the peak.

There were many more cultivators here, with over 90% being Foundation Establishment period practitioners. Most turned their heads when they saw Lin Xuan not wearing his sect's attire, but no one approached to investigate.

Lin Xuan rubbed his nose and released his divine sense, scanning the area before he had a clear idea of what was happening. He then flew towards a building on the left side.

It was a tower-like pavilion with wooden structure, only about ten meters tall. A few Flexible Spirit Period cultivators stood outside.

A young man in gray clothes, around twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old, greeted Lin Xuan with a bow. His cultivation level was the highest among the guards.

"Are you here for the Jade Book Pavilion? May I ask if your surname is Lin?" he asked.

"Do I know you?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow.

"Haha, Senior Master Lei has already sent a voice talisman. We are here to await your arrival as per Senior Master Song's instructions," the young man explained meekly.

Lin Xuan nodded and said, "Thank you for your trouble. Lead the way."

"Follow me, please."

Following this man, Lin Xuan entered the tower. After passing through some corridors, he was brought into a larger hall.

"Please have a seat. I will go fetch Senior Master Song," the young man said.

Lin Xuan nodded and looked around. The room was ordinary but clean and tidy, with no unusual features, though it was elegantly arranged.

He didn't wait long before an overweight middle-aged man with a friendly face entered the hall. He greeted Lin Xuan with a smile. "Ah, this must be Younger Brother Lin. You truly have an imposing appearance; you are not one to remain in the mundane world. My name is Song Feng. From now on, we will be fellow cultivators."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smirk at his own appearance. He was quite ordinary and easily lost among a crowd, so such praise for his looks was rare.

Still, Lin Xuan's cunning prevented him from showing any emotion. He acted like an old friend, maintaining a facade of familiarity with Song Feng.

Song Feng secretly sized up Lin Xuan. As the head of the Jade Book Pavilion for many years, he specialized in dealing with Foundation Establishment period cultivators on Fire Cloud Peak, providing them with dwellings and other necessities. This was quite a favorable position.

Over the years, due to his expertise in alchemy, several fellow cultivators had been admitted despite not meeting the usual criteria. However, being taken as a registered disciple by an elder upon joining the sect was extremely rare. Moreover, Senior Master Lei's voice talisman indicated significant importance for Lin Xuan, making it clear that he would have a bright future.

With this in mind, selecting his dwelling was smooth sailing. He was assigned to a secluded small valley with abundant spiritual energy and a tranquil environment.

After lunch, Lin Xuan arrived at the small valley.

Closing his eyes, he extended his divine sense to cover the area. After a moment, Lin Xuan showed satisfaction.

Even his dwelling had been prepared for him.

This wasn't unusual; in a prestigious sect like Fiery Sun Sect, which had existed for countless generations, newly enrolled ordinary cultivators naturally lived in simple stone huts at the foot of the mountain. Only after decades of Foundation Establishment could they choose to build their own dwellings on the midsection.

After a century or so, if one were fortunate enough and met with good fortune, they might become a Core Formation Period cultivator and move into the peak's grand halls.

Thus, these dwellings were passed down through generations without much effort required; all that was needed was some tidying up before moving in.

Lin Xuan paid no attention to the array flags he had been shown. With a wave of his hand, he retrieved several talismans from his collection and arranged them around his dwelling.

With ease, several low-grade arrays soon protected his dwelling without any visible changes.

After everything was set, Lin Xuan took a full hour to inspect it thoroughly.

"Master, are you really going to settle down here for cultivation?" Mo'er asked curiously.

"Stupid girl, impatience gets you nowhere. For the Celestial Dust Pill, we can bide our time," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

He then placed his hand on his forehead and began pondering over the conversation between the old monster and his cheap master. Although the information was limited, he could piece together several clues by carefully sorting through it.

The other party seemed to be preparing a certain type of pill, but his alchemist was severely lacking in talent, which is why they had taken notice of him.

As the young lord of Spirit Herb Mountain, Lin Xuan knew quite a bit about alchemy.

Generally, most pills could be completed by one alchemist. However, ancient texts mentioned that some extremely rare pills required multiple alchemists to work together.

These pills invariably possessed extraordinary effects.

Despite Spirit Herb Mountain's vast collection of pill formulas, none contained specific recipes for such things in the cultivation world. The rarity was evident from this fact alone.

This thought made Lin Xuan feel a strong desire, but he quickly suppressed his greed. His goal of infiltrating Fiery Sun Sect was to use the Qilin Fire Vein to refine the Celestial Dust Pill. For now, focusing on condensing his essence was crucial; any distractions would be detrimental.
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After making his decision, Lin Xuan played the part of a simpleton and earnestly took on the role of a "bowman."

Each day, he kept to himself, meditating as usual, just like an industrious cultivator.

Time passed swiftly. Before long, more than three months had elapsed.

During this period, his cheap senior mentor visited several times but never made an appearance, instead hiding and secretly observing from the sidelines.

This small trick could not fool Lin Xuan's divine sense at all; he merely pretended to be unaware of it.

It wasn't a strange thing. Since the other party was grooming him, they would naturally need to conduct some preliminary investigations first.

Knowing his opponent well, Lin Xuan cooperated in this charade.

Lin Xuan's performance over these three months had pleased Lei Zhen Tian immensely.

Thus, after one hundred days of training, this great cultivator finally arrived at the cave dwelling of his registered disciple. This time, it was a straightforward visit.

Laughing to himself, Lin Xuan put on an expression of respectful fear as he waited outside the entrance for his mentor's arrival.

Lei Zhen Tian spoke kindly and encouraged him before entering the cave. He pretended to point out some difficulties in cultivation.

Lin Xuan remained silent, asking a few random questions. After Lei Zhen Tian explained, Lin Xuan feigned enlightenment and displayed great joy.

This went on for an hour until Lei Zhen Tian finally couldn't hold back: "Disciple, I imagine you are aware that the cultivators of Fire Cloud Peak not only need to focus on their own cultivation but also must study alchemy. That's why it's no surprise that you've learned so much."

"What do you mean? Is this Master Tao, and is he really as described?" Lei Zhen Tian interrupted.

Lin Xuan was momentarily speechless but had to maintain his respectful demeanor: "Yes, the master is tall with a bald head and bare feet. He likes to wear black clothes. His eyes are small like beans, and his nose is hooked."

Lin Xuan spoke in detail, of course, all made up, waiting for Lei Zhen Tian to struggle to recall this description.

Playing the part of his cheap mentor, Lin Xuan couldn't help but play a little prank: "What? It's Master Tao, the Alchemy Sage! Is that really him?"

Lei Zhen Tian stroked his beard and seemed to believe it was true. "You've learned alchemy from Master Tao? That's a great fortune. I wonder why he didn't take you as an apprentice."

"Master, who is this Master Tao? Although I served him for years, I know nothing about him," Lin Xuan wondered aloud. It was too strange that someone he had made up should be so famous.

"He has a quirky personality, and with your current cultivation, it's normal not to have heard of his name," Lei Zhen Tian explained. "Master Tao is a genius in alchemy, known as the Alchemy Sage. No one can match him in the art of alchemy. The Nine Great Forces of the Cloud Sea all want to honor him, but he prefers solitude and refuses any invitations."

"Ah, in the world of cultivation, one cannot help but be influenced by others. He lives freely without worrying about offending anyone," Lin Xuan said with a hint of doubt.

"Heh, disciple, your cultivation is too shallow to understand Master Tao's realm." Lei Zhen Tian sighed. "At late婴后期, he’s a great cultivator. Even though he’s alone, we Nine Great Forces wouldn’t dare offend him."

"Late婴后期, a great cultivator? That's impressive," Lin Xuan was genuinely impressed. He had heard of only the founding master of Spirit Medicine Mountain and Immortal Dust True Man as having reached late婴后期.

Knowing that Lin Xuan had once been taught by Master Tao, Lei Zhen Tian's confidence in him soared. As expected, Lin Xuan did not disappoint with his subsequent questions. Theoretically, he knew alchemy at a master level.

After several hours, Lei Zhen Tian left satisfied.

For the next few days, he would visit Lin Xuan’s cave almost every other day to instruct on cultivation, but mostly to test his alchemical skills. It wasn't just theoretical anymore; sometimes he even brought materials for Lin Xuan to refine.

Starting with simple wash-spirit pills, Lin Xuan did not allow Lei Zhen Tian to watch during the refining process. This was reasonable since any disturbance could lead to failure.

With the blue star sea as a shield, Lin Xuan had no worries about anything going wrong in his secret room.

Of course, he wouldn't always succeed; that would raise suspicion. Occasionally, Lin Xuan would intentionally fail and ask Lei Zhen Tian for guidance before refining again.

In short, while Lin Xuan did not show any earth-shattering abilities, the alchemical talent he displayed was already a source of great joy to Lei Zhen Tian.

This child is indeed a promising candidate!

He secretly reported all this to the old monster with the surname Gu.

With his approval, he began to cultivate Lin Xuan more seriously. Besides teaching him alchemy, he also cared about his progress in cultivation.

After all, they needed several alchemists working together for their mission. If Lin Xuan's cultivation was too low, it could lead to failure.

Calculating the time, there were only twenty years left before the deadline. It wasn't realistic to expect him to condense his essence, but with medicinal stones, reaching late基后期 should be possible.

Lin Xuan knew why his mentor cared so much, though he had to pretend gratitude and appreciation. However, being given base foundation pills every few days was a bit of a mixed feeling. Fortunately, these pills didn't harm him.

Well, think of them as candy!

As time passed, most of the cultivators at Fire Cloud Peak knew Lin Xuan's name. Not just his registered disciples; even some senior disciples were treated differently by Lei Senior Uncle.

Sometimes, rumors spread that he was a descendant from this world. Lin Xuan found these amusing and ignored them.

However, it did have its benefits. Being in the limelight made everything easier for him at Fire Cloud Peak. Even those with real power showed him deference.

Lin Xuan had been at Fire Cloud Peak for ten years now, enduring solitude without complaint. He had reached mid-base foundation stage, which pleased Lei Zhen Tian greatly.

Today was the day to meet his senior ancestor—the only late基期 cultivator in Fire Cloud Peak.

It was said that he had just ended a seclusion and would be pointing out the best among his disciples.

Four males and four females, including Lin Xuan's name.

Lin Xuan felt bored but couldn't refuse such an honor. So, he transformed into a green light and flew to the peak.

The琼楼玉宇 still stood before him, as beautiful as ever.

Over these ten years, Lin Xuan had visited this place several times under Lei Senior Uncle’s favor, so it didn’t feel strange at all.

Few cultivators were around, but each one looked enviously at him.

Lin Xuan ignored them and flew directly to the most magnificent building.

The platform in front was carved from jade.

It was said that this was where his senior ancestor practiced.

Lei Xuan Tian’s figure appeared as he slowly landed on it.

Someone had arrived earlier than him.

A young man, around seventeen or eighteen years old, with a handsome face. He wasn't particularly beautiful but charming.

Lin Xuan's divine sense revealed mid-base foundation stage and the appearance of recent success, his cultivation not yet stable.

Such a low cultivator being summoned here—could this be her?

Surprise flashed across Lin Xuan’s face.
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"Is it Master Lin Xuan?" The woman turned her head and spoke abruptly, a hint of excitement in her expression.

"Indeed. Are you from the Lei family?"

"Haha, Master, your keen eyesight; you guessed my origin right away," the girl combed her hair and suddenly knelt down in a grand bow.

"You needn't do that, my dear." Lin Xuan was taken aback and quickly waved his sleeve to support the girl's delicate body. "I can't accept such courtesy."

"My dear master, I owe all of this to you," the girl said sincerely, her gratitude evident.

Lin Xuan's mind immediately understood the situation but pretended to be clueless. "How could I forget? If it weren't for your success with the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill, how would I have had the chance to embark on the path of cultivation?"

"Master, you saved me from nothingness; you are like a second life to me," the girl said with sincere gratitude.

This woman's identity was clear now: Lei Yining. She was the young lady who possessed a holy spirit root but was missing one soul fragment. After being compensated by ancient rare medicines, she had embarked on the path of immortality and her rapid progress was astonishing. In just ten years, she had successfully established her foundation.

Such speed would place her among the top in even the most talented with a holy spirit root. It was partly due to her own efforts and partly because of guidance from a master. Even if one were an outstanding cultivator at the yuanqin stage, they wouldn't take on a flexible spirit period disciple.

Although Ancient Longfeng only occasionally gave advice, his blessings had made Lei Yining envied by many other cultivators. Her journey was smooth, and she always felt grateful to Lin Xuan for his help, though she couldn't show it due to her seclusion in meditation.

Seeing Lin Xuan now, she naturally treated him with courtesy. "Haha, my dear master, there's no need for such formalities. I merely followed my mentor’s orders when refining the Three Yang Soul Refinement Pill," Lin Xuan smiled lightly, his expression calm and unassuming.

"Regardless, you have done much for me; I will always remember it." Lei Yining said sincerely with no hint of pretense.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. Since entering the path of immortality, he had long been accustomed to scheming and flattery in this harsh world. Most cultivators he met were hypocritical.

Lei Yining was different; she seemed naive and innocent. It wasn't surprising given her sheltered life with a yuanqin stage master and a condensation core stage ancestor. With these powerful figures protecting her, she had no reason to offend anyone, making her position akin to that of a princess in the mortal world.

Thinking back on his own journey filled with hardship, Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Each person's fate was different.

Their conversation continued pleasantly as they exchanged cultivation insights and shared some amusing anecdotes. "Master, I've heard you were once an independent cultivator; surely you have seen many places?" Lei Yining said, her eyes gleaming with envy. Cultivators at the foundation stage usually had various mundane duties, but she, due to her exceptional talent, was strictly confined within her cave for ten years without stepping out of Fire Cloud Peak.

She longed for the adventures and stories told by senior cultivators about their travels outside. Lin Xuan shook his head inwardly; such an innocent girl.

The two figures descended from their light beams swiftly, landing on the jade platform. The man was around twenty-seven or eight, dressed in a white robe with high-crowned hat, looking like a nobleman. His appearance was refined and handsome.

Compared to him, the woman who appeared next seemed dull by contrast. She wore a red dress, her lips like pearls, skin as smooth as water, an absolute beauty of the human world.

Lin Xuan found her face incredibly familiar; he couldn't believe they had met here.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as his gaze turned to the sky. Two astonishing figures caught his attention: one purple and another bright red. The aura emanating from them indicated they were peak foundation stage cultivators.

No wonder! Lin Xuan felt a warning signal in his heart. However, he quickly suppressed his shock; after all, he was a cunning old fox.

The change in expression was quick but not unnoticed by the girl beside him. "Master Lin, you must be seeing Red Sister for the first time; that's why she looks so shocked," Lei Yining sighed softly, with a hint of envy.

Lin Xuan didn't pay attention to this. The two figures descended quickly and landed on the jade platform. The light dimmed, revealing one man and one woman—two cultivators.

The man was slightly older, around twenty-seven or eight, dressed in a white robe with a high-crowned hat, looking like a nobleman. His appearance was refined and handsome. He stood out even more when compared to the woman beside him.

She wore a red dress, her lips like pearls, skin as smooth as water—truly an absolute beauty of the human world.

Lin Xuan recognized her instantly; he couldn't believe they had met here.

The girl who descended from the light beam scanned their faces and was equally shocked. She stepped back, her expression changing. "Red Sister, what's wrong?"

The man with her bowed to greet his seniors but was taken aback by Lei Yining’s reaction.

Lei Yining was also surprised, looking between Lin Xuan and the red-haired woman.

While Lin Xuan's strange expression could be understood, Red Sister was a rare beauty. Even peak foundation stage male cultivators or yuanqin stage elders were often flustered upon seeing her. But her shock at meeting him was inexplicable; had they known each other before?

Lei Yining, though naive, was astute enough to think of many possibilities in an instant.

The handsome man's expression turned grim after his initial shock. He still spoke humbly to the red-robed woman, "Sister, did you know this junior before?"

"No, I've never met him," the red-robed woman said coldly.

"Why..." The white-robed man was still puzzled.
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"Brother Senior, you don't believe in Red Silk's words. What did I do that needs an explanation?" the young lady raised her delicate eyebrows, clearly not pleased.

The expression on her face was visibly displeased.

"Haha, Sister Junior, you must be mistaken. Brother has no such intention; it's just a bit of concern and curiosity," said the man in white, quickly showing a smile to appease her, as if he feared she might get angry.

However, the other party ignored him, his expression extremely cold.

Lin Xuan watched all this from the sidelines with a calm face, but inside, he was like a tempestuous sea.

What a narrow escape!

Back then, when this lady had chased him to the point of desperation and nowhere to run, they met here and now.

Red Silk Immortal! That ancient cultivator from Jade Black Sect. Lin Xuan had fought with her fiercely on Ice Fire Island back then!

Her cultivation level was already at late-stage Core Formation. Why did she pretend to be a simpleton and come to Fiery Sun Sect?

Many questions swirled in Lin Xuan's mind, but he showed no signs of panic. Firstly, his own cultivation had improved immensely; after the demon infant transformed, his abilities were not inferior to ordinary Core Formation cultivators at early-stage. With the help of a Corpse Demon, even if he couldn't defeat this lady, retreating calmly was still possible.

Secondly, Red Silk also concealed her cultivation level and infiltrated Fiery Sun Sect with significant plans. Even if she had a grudge against him, she wouldn't let past efforts go to waste.

Lin Xuan believed that an ancient monster who lived for a million years certainly possessed the patience. After all, anyone but a fool could distinguish priorities.

With this thought, he put aside his worries and stepped forward, pretending to be amiable: "I am Lin Xuan. I have met two senior brothers and sisters here. May I ask your surnames?"

"Indeed, it's junior Brother Lin. This is Red Silk. It’s truly a coincidence that you resemble someone dear to me," said the young lady.

"Oh, how fortunate. Could you tell me what relation this dear friend of yours has with you?" Lin Xuan asked with a smile, as if casually.

"Not much. Back when I was not on the path of immortality, he was my neighbor in the mortal world. He was shallow and dishonest, stealing from others. Later, he was killed by his victim with several knives," Red Silk combed her hair, her words clearly implying more than what she said.

"Oh, that's unfortunate. But this world has many lookalikes, and I am not your neighbor. I have always been honest and straightforward," Lin Xuan blinked, his expression unchanged.

"That’s true. At first glance, Brother seems very honest," Red Silk narrowed her eyes, but the gesture still exuded grace.

...

The two engaged in a verbal battle, secretly exchanging blows. Although they spoke quietly, Lei Yin'er and Chu Xianren were not fools; they could tell that the two recognized each other and harbored deep animosity for some reason.

Chu Xianren was relieved. He had been worried about any conflict with Lin Xuan but now it seemed they weren't on good terms. That was perfect.

After all, he wanted this beautiful junior sister entirely to himself and didn’t want any troublesome rivals.

Although Chu Xianren did not hold Lin Xuan in high regard, having an extra contender made things a bit complicated.

Chu Xianren's identity was no small matter; originally, he had been a late-stage Core Formation cultivator from another peak of Fiery Sun Sect. He moved to Fire Cloud Peak by chance and was immediately smitten with Red Silk Immortal. Since then, he had been infatuated, moving in permanently.

Proximity brings advantage is an eternal truth.

Despite her cold demeanor towards him, Chu Xianren's face was thick as a brick.

Although not blessed with the best spirit root, he advanced to late-stage Foundation Establishment in just seventy years. Such speed among the Nine Great Forces of Cloud Sea was rare indeed.

Chu Xianren certainly had grounds for boasting, but alas, his eyes were blinded by greed; a lowly worm like him could never attract Red Silk Immortal.

If not for her grand plans and fear of drawing attention, Chu Xianren would have already drawn out this annoying fly to extract its soul. How dare it bother him! A hundred deaths couldn't atone...

But encountering Lin Xuan here was unexpected.

This youth's strength should not be underestimated, and he was extremely slick.

This meeting gave her an odd feeling; although she couldn’t pinpoint his exact cultivation level, facing him with such composure warranted suspicion.

It wasn’t the time to break their facade. The four of them chose to pretend amicability.

Lei Yin'er and Chu Xianren exchanged glances, feeling strange but unable to intervene.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan was still engaged in his tug-of-war with Red Silk when the temple door creaked open. A light flashed as a young apprentice emerged, holding a fly whisk. Although only at early-stage Spirit Cultivation, he exuded a divine aura.

"Senior Aunts have arrived. Please follow me into the main hall to meet our ancestor."

"Sure, you lead the way," Lei Yin'er said with a smile.

Lin Xuan and Red Silk exchanged glances, closing their mouths.

Under the apprentice's guidance, they entered the grand hall.

To their surprise, there was another world within. First met was an expansive garden, over a thousand feet in diameter, filled with various exotic flowers and plants, occasionally some spirit beasts could be seen.

"Good heavens, what is that? A six-eared leopard," Lei Yin'er suddenly stopped, her hand covering her mouth as she looked astonished. Just several dozen steps away stood a majestic leopard, but it had six ears, making it a formidable third-stage monster capable of challenging Core Formation cultivators at early-stage.

"Do not be alarmed, this is our ancestor's pet; very docile and harmless," the apprentice turned around with a smile.

Although Lei Yin'er was Chu Xianren’s disciple from ancient times, she had never visited her master's abode. Seeing these creatures described in ancient texts, she was naturally amazed.

Lin Xuan and Red Silk also showed shock, but they were just acting. Hmph, even if it were a third-stage trash monster, the two of them wouldn’t be afraid of a fourth-stage transformed beast either.

Among the four, Chu Xianren appeared most casual. His unique background made him knowledgeable in low-rank disciples.

Following the apprentice through many pavilions and terraces, they spent nearly an hour before finally arriving at a quiet study.

Lin Xuan discreetly released his divine sense, quickly scanning inside. A hint of suspicion flashed across his eyes as he looked up to find Red Silk Immortal staring back. Clearly, she had noticed something amiss too.
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Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine, even the audacious Red Silken Ribbon seemed to harbor a hint of fear in her eyes.

The room was not just occupied by Ancient Longfeng; there was also an old monster at the One-Elementinfant period stage. Moreover, he was... a late-stage cultivator!

As they say, one needn't be afraid of ghosts if one doesn't do anything to provoke them. But Lin Xuan and Red Silken Ribbon had their own plans when they infiltrated this sect.

Thus, he felt uneasy at the moment, fearing that his plot might be discovered by the other party. Why else would a late-stage cultivator come here? And it was just so coincidental that he happened to meet Ancient Longfeng at this moment...

Could this all be a trap?

Lin Xuan's mind raced with possibilities as his throat dried up and his heart pounded. He hadn't felt such tension in a long time.

What should he do... turn back now?

He shook his head, rejecting the idea. Although he had never seen a late-stage cultivator in action, there were many descriptions of their power in ancient texts—enough to make him realize that escaping was almost impossible with his current cultivation level.

Well, better to go into the tiger's den than not at all. Since they were already here, why not take a chance? Perhaps, this old man wasn't after them.

If that was true, fleeing would be the stupidest choice.

Lin Xuan continued his thoughts, secretly eyeing Red Silken Ribbon again. The strange look in her eyes had faded, and she looked calm and composed—just like him.

Lin Xuan felt a bit absurd; he and Red Silken Ribbon were enemies, but they shared a common predicament. If their plan was discovered, they might even have to join forces against an enemy.

"Grandmaster, the four senior disciples have arrived."

"Let them in." The door opened of its own accord, revealing a spacious hall. It was about a hundred feet wide and decorated with various exotic flowers. Ancient paintings adorned the walls.

At the end of the hall stood a fire jade bed, with several cushions placed on it. In the center sat an ordinary-looking old man in gray robes. At first glance, he seemed unremarkable, but upon closer inspection, his aura was extraordinary. Even though Lei Yinyin and Chu Xuanren couldn't discern much, Lin Xuan and Red Silken Ribbon were deeply impressed. His cultivation had reached a state of simplicity and purity—truly an advanced One-Element cultivator.

By the fire jade bed stood a middle-aged man in his forties with three long strands of beard. He exuded a divine aura, none other than Master of Fire Cloud Peak, Ancient Longfeng.

With such a revered identity, he was standing respectfully aside. What kind of mysterious figure could this unassuming old man be?

Regardless of whether they were genuinely shocked or just pretending, the four of them opened their mouths wide in unison, as if forgetting to bow.

Only when Ancient Longfeng coughed lightly did they snap out of it and prostrated themselves: "Junior disciple (disciple) greets Grandmaster (Master)."

"Enough," Ancient Longfeng waved his hand. "Quickly pay your respects to the sect leader."

"Sect leader?"

Lin Xuan and Red Silken Ribbon knew, but Lei Yinyin and Chu Xuanren were genuinely surprised. Although they were among the top disciples of the third generation, they had never seen this sect's top expert.

Even the senior cultivators at the Condensation Core stage hadn't met him either. After all, in the mortal world, Separation Period cultivators only existed in legends; no one knew if there was such a realm or not. Late-stage One-Element cultivators were almost invincible.

There were very few of them, and Li Yan was one of them. He had forgotten his secular name long ago, and people respectfully called him the Flame Sun Sect Leader after he became its leader.

"Salute the sect leader."

The four prostrated themselves again, though Lin Xuan and Red Silken Ribbon were secretly annoyed, unable to help but curse inwardly despite their tension.

"Stand up!"

The Flame Sun Sect Leader had a stern personality, but was quite amiable towards his junior disciples. "You needn't be nervous. The sect leader is visiting the Sky Cloud Peak today and heard that I would meet you. Out of curiosity, he decided to come along as well. With such vast cultivation, even if he offers some guidance, it will be a great fortune for you all—something you can benefit from your entire lives."

Ancient Longfeng stroked his beard and smiled, explaining further. The four disciples clearly looked overly nervous, almost unsteady on their feet.

"Yes!"

They bowed again.

The Flame Sun Sect Leader had already released his divine sense to scan them. Lin Xuan's heart raced as he felt like everything was being seen through. He quickly braced himself, holding his breath and focusing, silently invoking a secret technique from the Nine Heaven Mystical Art to protect his dantian and qiantian. Under no circumstances could they detect any weakness.

In just a few seconds, it seemed like he had fought a battle. His forehead was covered in sweat, but so were everyone else's.

They finally made it through.

The great cultivator withdrew his divine sense without finding anything amiss. Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief, feeling lucky.

Red Silken Ribbon also didn't reveal any weaknesses, which made Lin Xuan look at her with new respect. He didn't know that the cultivation method Red Silken Ribbon had practiced was inherently capable of extraordinary concealment techniques. Otherwise, she wouldn't dare to sneak an attack on a Separation Period senior disciple and nearly succeeded.

To deceive the Flame Sun Sect Leader's detection was easier for her than Lin Xuan.

Of course, neither knew about each other's cultivation secrets, so their admiration only added to their mutual caution.

"Good work. These four disciples have potential. After over a hundred years of seclusion, Fire Cloud Peak has gained some interesting juniors," the Flame Sun Sect Leader said with approval.

"Brother is jesting. While these disciples are excellent, they can't compare to your senior disciples," Ancient Longfeng quicklyhumilityed.

"Haha, Brother needn't be so pretentious. I heard about it when you came here." The Flame Sun Sect Leader was in a good mood and smiled. "Take this young lady, Lei Yinyin. She has only been on the path of immortality for ten years but managed to successfully build her foundation. Her speed is almost as impressive as mine."

"It's nothing special. In the immortal path, it becomes harder to advance the further you go. Faster progress at first doesn't mean much; there were disciples before who started with great talent but ultimately failed to form a core."

"Brother is being overly modest. Lei Yinyin has a Holy Spirit root, so forming a core isn't an issue. However, condensing an infant spirit is much harder. With proper cultivation, she might have hope in a few hundred years. But there's something strange... I noticed her soul power seems slightly weaker than normal. What could be the problem..." The Flame Sun Sect Leader stroked his beard with some hesitation.
第四卷 七星岛 第六百八十八章 大道有情

"Senior Brother truly has keen eyesight. My little disciple is naturally born with one less魄than ordinary people," Ancient Changfeng smiled as he spoke.

"Oh, only three souls and six魄, yet still able to embark on the path of immortality. It seems this girl has unique opportunities."

The Flame Emperor nodded, a mysterious look flashing in his eyes.

"Yes." Ancient Changfeng's face was full of smiles as he recounted Lin Xuan's entry into cultivation.

After listening, the Flame Emperor said nothing, and Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. He didn't want to draw attention from this old monster of later stages; otherwise, whether or not he could fool him would be uncertain.

"Good work. These four disciples each have their merits. Since you've met me, these things will be given to you."

The Flame Emperor waved his sleeves, and a flicker of spiritual light appeared, revealing several spiritual artifacts before them.

As the head of the sect and a late-stage cultivator, he naturally did not act ordinary. These spiritual artifacts were crafted by renowned experts and contained spirit souls within them.

Thus, although they couldn't compare to magical treasures, in top-grade spiritual artifacts, they could still be considered at the pinnacle.

Lin Xuan and Fairy Red Silk naturally didn't care much about this, but the other two were overjoyed. They bowed deeply in gratitude before selecting a piece each to take away.

"Alright, I have more matters to discuss with Senior Brother Ancient. You may go now!"

"Yes!"

The four of them bowed low and left respectfully.

Rainy Sound and Chu Xuanren both looked delighted. Being able to meet a late-stage cultivator was like a dream come true for them.

Lin Xuan had considered eavesdropping, but he knew his own limitations. While his divine consciousness far surpassed that of peers, playing tricks in front of a late-stage cultivator would be suicidal.

He wouldn't do such foolish things; smart people didn't complicate matters without certainty.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

Unlike before, a heavy cloud now hung on his face.

"Master, what should we do?" A flash of white light appeared as Mo'er stepped forward. The little girl's expression was also solemn; she asked worriedly.

Lin Xuan remained silent. Honestly, he felt heavy-hearted too. He hadn't expected that a routine meeting would end up with so many surprises.

Fairy Red Silk was one thing; given his current abilities, even if he wasn't as strong as her, there was no need to worry too much. Besides, she had hidden her strength and entered this place, which meant she also had many concerns. He believed she wouldn’t act rashly.

But the sudden appearance of that cultivator was too perplexing. Was everything that happened today just a coincidence, or did the Flame Emperor deliberately arrange it?

If it was the former, there would be no need to worry; but if it was the latter, his situation would be very dangerous!

Given Lin Xuan's cautious nature, in such a perilous and complex situation, he would have long left if given another choice. But condensing his core was his top priority, and he didn't want to leave easily for the sake of the Qilin Fireline.

As they say, fortune favors the bold. To advance further in cultivation, one had to take risks and make bets.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and silently made up his mind.

He then tapped on his storage bag, taking out two sets of array tools, reinforcing the禁制around his cave dwelling. While it couldn’t be considered impregnable, it could still buy some time against an婴期 monster.

Of course, being in a tiger's den, such measures were largely useless, but better than nothing.

In short, he was just seeking peace of mind.

But Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; he didn't want to risk his life by leaving it in someone else’s hands. Over the next few days, although he continued as usual, showing no signs of unusual behavior, he remained vigilant, fearing any potential ambush from Flame Peak.

Fortunately, this was all unnecessary worry. Three months passed quietly without any incidents.

Lin Xuan's heart finally calmed down.

If the other party truly wanted to act, there would be no need for such delays. It seemed that the cultivator who came last time really just coincidentally appeared; he hadn’t seen through anything about him.

This trial was over, and Lin Xuan became even more cautious in his actions. He stayed mostly indoors, only occasionally venturing out to complete tasks assigned by Thunder Heaven.

One morning, while meditating in his cave dwelling, Lin Xuan suddenly raised an eyebrow as a streak of green light emitted from his body. A sound transmission talisman flew in from outside.

Lin Xuan sank his divine consciousness and transformed the talisman into dust. His expression began to change.

"Master, what's wrong?" Mo'er stood beside him, unable to resist asking.

"Fairy Red Silk wants to meet me," Lin Xuan’s expression returned to its calm demeanor as he spoke slowly.

"What? That mid-stage婴female cultivator? After all these days of no contact, she suddenly wants to meet you for something?" Mo'er frowned and asked in puzzlement.

"I don’t know. But it makes sense that she would want to meet me now after our encounter with the Flame Emperor. She must have been uneasy and stayed hidden for a long time..."

Lin Xuan's prediction was correct; Fairy Red Silk had infiltrated Firecloud Peak with ulterior motives, but seeing the head of Flame Peak frightened her into hiding. Only now did she send him a sound transmission talisman.

"Do you think we should go?" Mo'er, impressed by Fairy Red Silk’s abilities, wasn’t ordinary for a mid-stage婴cultivator.

"Frankly speaking, I don't want to provoke this old monster who has lived for countless years. But since he sent me the sound transmission talisman, I can't just leave. As they say, you can avoid one day but not another. Should we go?"

Mo'er sighed; indeed, it was a dangerous and difficult matter. Fortunately, Master's cultivation had improved so much...

"Master, there’s no need to worry. Whether it’s through fire or water, I will accompany you."

The words carried deep affection. Lin Xuan wasn’t insensitive; he felt grateful. The atmosphere between them became more intimate as they didn't speak but understood each other without words.

What is life and death together? It was contained in their simple words.

They said the path of cultivation was emotionless, but cultivators had to control their emotions. Lin Xuan remained cold-hearted when dealing with enemies, but he was also emotionally invested in some people.

The path of immortality was difficult, but it was fortunate that someone always stood by his side!
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Soon after the sun rose, a faint streak of light quietly departed from Firecloud Peak.

Inside the cloaking light, was a young man with an ordinary appearance. It was none other than Lin Xuan.

With his current cultivation level and the opponent not expecting him to leave, it was easy for him to slip away unnoticed.

It happened that Lei Zhen Tian had just set up a refining pill task yesterday, one of considerable difficulty. Normally, even if everything went smoothly, it would take at least a month for the pills to be completed. In other words, during this period, no one would come to disturb him. Lin Xuan's temporary departure wouldn't attract any attention.

At present, he was still using ordinary cloaking light. While not as slow as a snail, there was nothing particularly noticeable about it. Two hours later, he finally left the range of the Fiery Sun Mountains.

The cloaking light slowed down as Lin Xuan stopped in mid-air and released his divine sense to feel around. Within several dozen miles, there were no cultivators. He smiled with satisfaction before waving his sleeves and retracting his flying sword spiritual artifact underfoot. Then, a green glow enveloped him, and he sped forward at a speed ten times faster than before.

Lin Xuan's full effort made it seem as if he was riding the wind. Several hours later, he had traveled over ten thousand miles and finally landed on a desolate mountain.

This mountain was only a thousand feet high and unremarkable. Its location was also quite remote; there were no traces of cultivators within a thousand miles.

Lin Xuan was very pleased. From his pocket, he took out a transmission talisman and inscribed the location with his divine sense. Then, waving his sleeves, this talisman transformed into a fiery dragon that vanished from sight.

"Master, will Fairy Red Silk come?" Mo'er asked worriedly.

The meeting place had already been agreed upon, but Lin Xuan suddenly made such a breach of contract...

"She will come."

Lin Xuan's lips curled with confidence as he said, "As the saying goes, war is not without deceit. I promised to meet because there was nowhere else to hide, but at least I need to find some way to gain an advantage."

While speaking, Lin Xuan took out several array flags and began setting them up...

Of course, he had no intention of dealing with Fairy Red Silk. This was merely for him to have another escape route.

Lin Xuan always liked to seize the initiative in his actions. As long as it helped achieve his goal, what did it matter if he acted unscrupulously?

A good man does not live a long life; a villain lives on forever. To survive in the cultivation world, one must learn to be despicable.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away, an exquisite woman was sitting cross-legged in mid-air. Her beautiful face showed signs of impatience as two hours had passed since their agreed time, but there was no sign of that cunning boy.

Was he playing with me? Agreeing and then not showing up?

No... It wouldn't be like that. Since he chose to stay at Firecloud Peak, he must know he couldn't escape. Such tricks usually backfire.

Why...

Fairy Red Silk pondered this when suddenly a streak of fire entered her vision—a transmission talisman!

She extended her hand and gently summoned it into her palm. After reading the message with divine sense, she wore a contemptuous smile on her beautiful face: "Changing the meeting location at the last minute? Hmph! Trying to play such tricks; do you think I would take them seriously?"

As the saying goes, confidence comes from skill. With Fairy Red Silk's abilities, she naturally wouldn't consider a mere Condensation Core cultivator insignificant. She transformed into a dazzling streak of light and headed towards the location described in the transmission talisman.

Lin Xuan, after completing his array setup, sat cross-legged on the mountain top to recover his mana. Although he speculated that this woman might not attack him, it was better to be prepared. He began to regulate his breathing to maintain optimal condition.

After a few meals' time, Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes and looked towards an empty space: "Fairy, since you've already come but are hiding, with your abilities, do you really think you can sneak attack me?"

"Uh? You actually managed to pinpoint my location?" A surprised voice entered his ears. Then, a flash of red light appeared before him, revealing a stunningly beautiful young woman.

A powerful spiritual pressure surged towards them...

Lin Xuan couldn't help but reveal a bitter smile. He was immediately given a taste of power upon meeting her.

Although he didn't know what she intended, Lin Xuan had no reason to stand and take punishment. So, he released his own aura without restraint. As mana circulated in his body, an astonishing presence spread outwards from him.

Boom!

They did not actually engage in combat, but their spiritual pressures faced off mid-air.

Instantly, a dense sound like beans being fried filled the air, with continuous cracking and explosions.

Lin Xuan's figure flickered as he was immediately at a disadvantage upon contact. The woman before him had far higher cultivation—Mid-stage Core Formation.

It was natural to be outmatched!

Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic on his face; instead, Fairy Red Silk was surprised beyond words. Honestly, she hadn't intended to eliminate Lin Xuan but merely wanted to give him a taste of power.

After all, this slippery boy had escaped from her hands before, and he needed to understand that it was just sheer luck.

Only by making the boy realize the vast gap in their strength would negotiations go smoothly later on.

The plan seemed sound, but reality left Fairy Red Silk dumbfounded...

Although the opponent was at a disadvantage, his defenses were extremely tight. Moreover, the spiritual pressure he emitted wasn't something a Condensation Core cultivator could possess.

Had this boy already advanced?

Impossible... How long had passed? It wouldn't be that easy to condense an infant spirit!

Fairy Red Silk raised her eyebrows and withdrew her spiritual pressure. Since it didn't meet her expectations, she decided not to waste any more effort.

"Fairy, please," Lin Xuan smiled as he bowed in greeting, as if nothing unpleasant had happened.

Fairy Red Silk released her divine sense and quickly scanned Lin Xuan's body. With her cultivation level and experience, she clearly saw that Lin Xuan was not at the Core Formation stage, but his realm was far above ordinary peak Condensation Core cultivators.

What could this be?

According to the classification of cultivator realms, breaking through the peak of Condensation Core should result in condensing an infant spirit. But what about this cunning boy?

It was no wonder Fairy Red Silk was confused. Although she was a senior elder at Jade Profound Sect and had seen much, the "Devil Infant Technique" originated from ancient practitioners in Youzhou, so she hadn't heard of it before.
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Although puzzled, the woman, as a Senior Cultivator who practices in seclusion, naturally possessed profound scheming. Her expression showed no trace of surprise; instead, she chuckled and spoke: "Haha, it has only been a few years since our last meeting. I didn't expect that Daoist Lin's cultivation had advanced to such an extent. Truly, this is cause for joy."

"Your Highness, you flatter me," Lin Xuan replied with a bow, his face beaming as if they were old friends reuniting. "It was merely a stroke of luck and opportunity."

"Ridiculous excuse," Red Silk naturally did not take such an explanation seriously. After a moment's hesitation, she stared into Lin Xuan’s eyes and spoke slowly: "However, from your cultivation realm, it seems somewhat special; you don't seem to have condensed the essence core."

Bravo!

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a sense of admiration. The other party did not engage in pretense but directly cut straight to the point.

The question was so direct that it left no room for him to be ambiguous. On the surface, Lin Xuan remained calm, but his mind had already raced through countless thoughts. At this moment, he must not show any weakness; otherwise, he might give the other party a false impression. He did not want to fight with her unless absolutely necessary.

Although he wasn’t certain of winning, his chances were almost nonexistent. The key was that no matter who won or lost, he would gain nothing!

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan revealed a sinister smile: "Your Highness has keen eyesight; I indeed am not an Essence Core cultivator."

"Then...?" Although she had her suspicions, his straightforward admission made Red Silk’s Highness feel wary. She could tell that he was acting with confidence.

"I will not hide it from you; my cultivation technique is somewhat special and can be described as taking a different path. Although I have yet to successfully condense the essence core, I believe my abilities won't fall short of ordinary Essence Core cultivators."

Since entering the Daoist path, Lin Xuan had rarely told such "truths" to his enemies; naturally, he was vague about it, making it harder for the other party to discern.

Red Silk was equally cunning and had considered that Lin Xuan might be bluffing. However, no matter how she looked at him, he seemed confident and unafraid.

With a chuckle, she spoke: "Oh, this is indeed rather rare. Perhaps I am too isolated; have you heard of any Condensation Core cultivators who could withstand an Essence Core veteran?"

This woman was not giving up and couldn’t resist taunting him. If he were lying, there would be some hint.

"Oh, Your Highness doesn't believe me? Do you want to test my strength?" Lin Xuan stared into Red Silk’s eyes without showing any weakness.

"I jest, friend; I summoned you here for something important to discuss, not to quarrel with you," Red Silk hesitated. For some reason, she sensed an unusual aura from Lin Xuan... well, how do I put it? He was very hard to deal with, and his danger level far exceeded that of a typical Essence Core cultivator. By inference, if they fought, she might have a chance but would struggle to capture or kill him.

"Since this is the case, please instruct me; if I can accomplish it, I will not refuse," Lin Xuan waved his hand with great generosity.

"Indeed, your understanding and reasonableness are most welcome. Red Silk hopes that we can turn swords into plowshares and make a friend of you." Red Silk’s expression softened as she spoke: "You must know something about my background."

"Correct; Your Highness is an ancient practitioner from the Jade Black Sect, living for millions of years due to some fortunate circumstances."

Hearing this, Red Silk’s Highness revealed a bitter smile. She was an Essence Core cultivator who had been frozen in ice and rendered unconscious; how could she be considered alive? However, she did not need to tell Lin Xuan these details.

"You know enough," said Lin Xuan. "You once entered our sect's treasure vault... well, I won't ask for other things now, but please return the sect’s掌门令符to me."

"掌门令符?" Lin Xuan’s face showed confusion.

"Yes, it is merely an amulet with carvings of birds and beasts on one side and ancient text on the other," Red Silk said calmly. However, Lin Xuan was a seasoned character who caught a hint of excitement in her eyes.

That wasn’t just any ordinary掌门令符; if it were, the Jade Black Sect would have perished long ago. Why would the other party go to such lengths to reclaim it from him?

Lin Xuan’s reaction was swift and accurate. Since this was so, he certainly wouldn't hand it over.

"Your Highness, I have never seen this item," Lin Xuan said in bewilderment.

Red Silk frowned: "Daoist Lin, you just said pleasant words earlier; now you deny it outright. Do you think I am easily deceived?"

"You are wrong to say so, Your Highness. I truly haven't seen it before and wouldn’t lie to you. Besides, how do you know that I have the掌门令符in my possession?" Lin Xuan’s expression was innocent as if he had suffered a grave injustice.

"I...," Red Silk opened her mouth but couldn’t find any evidence. However, she was almost certain that the item was in this young man's hands.

Initially, she thought that with her cultivation level, he would obediently hand it over. But after years of absence, his realm had changed significantly.

In the world of cultivation, strength mattered.

Without confidence to subdue him, the matter became complicated!

Of course, she wouldn’t give up on that treasure.

"Daoist Lin, in truth, there is no need for lies. I advise you to return our sect’s掌门令符to me; it isn't a precious item, but as an old acquaintance's relic, I must reclaim it. If you feel wronged, I can compensate you," Red Silk combed her hair and spoke sincerely.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was not listening!

That such a relic belonged to an old acquaintance meant she had to reclaim it?

Was he treating her like a novice who just stepped out of the cave?

Although Lin Xuan still didn’t know what the amulet’s purpose was, he was certain that it was extraordinary. The so-called掌门令符was identical to the one he found in the stream, with no differences in patterns or designs. This alone raised suspicions.

Despite his repeated studies yielding no results, Lin Xuan would not hand it over. Moreover, Red Silk's Highness’s obvious desire made him even more certain of his suspicions.

Unfortunately, with his current cultivation level, he couldn’t defeat this beautiful woman. Otherwise, Lin Xuan wouldn't mind forcing her to reveal the secret or using soul probing methods to uncover its mysteries.
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Thinking this, Lin Xuan's face was filled with sincerity: "Mistress, I will not shirk any task within my capabilities. However, that jade pendant is truly not in my possession."

"Y-You..."

A layer of resentment appeared on Hong Ling's beautiful face as her voice turned icy cold to the bone: "It seems you are unwilling to turn swords into ploughshares and want to force Hong Ling to take action."

Hmph, threatening me?

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. If he could choose, he certainly didn't want to offend this female cultivator in front of him. But giving up his treasure was impossible; if the other party wanted to break their face, Lin Xuan had no reason to yield or compromise, otherwise, they might think he was weak and easily bullied.

"I advise you to reconsider your actions, Mistress. I truly have no treasures in my possession. You are forcing me into a confrontation," Lin Xuan's expression also turned grim.

"Fine, since that is the case, Hong Ling will test your abilities and see if what you claim is as miraculous as you say."

Hong Ling said this, flicking her sleeves, and a streak of sharp light emerged from her fragrant sleeves, accompanied by a pink mist. The light was barely noticeable, appearing and disappearing in the fog but moved with incredible speed towards Lin Xuan.

This woman truly wasn't ordinary; she made a decisive turn from face to fight.

However, Lin Xuan did not feel surprised. He stretched out his hand and tapped his storage bag, summoning a shield the size of a palm before it.

Dark winds whistled as if the shield was sentient, rotating in front of its master.

The sharp light struck the shield like lightning. Lin Xuan's essence energy flared but he firmly held on to this attack.

"Hmph!"

Hong Ling's voice entered his ears, accompanied by an undertone of disappointment. Although she did not use her full strength, it was still beyond a common condensation core cultivator. The other party had not exaggerated; his cultivation level indeed matched that of an early-stage元婴 cultivator.

This was going to be tricky!

But he must reclaim the treasure.

Hong Ling flicked her sleeves again and summoned the Stabbing Spirit Ring. Although it would be troublesome, if she didn't spare any cost, she could still kill this annoying young man.

Lin Xuan's experience in fighting others was vast; from the woman's expression, he knew that things couldn't end well. This time, they were not just showing off their power but... life or death!

It seemed that the value of that jade pendant was much greater than he had imagined, otherwise Hong Ling wouldn't act so recklessly.

Lin Xuan's heart was a mix of emotions—both joy and worry.

He hadn't expected things to escalate this far, but fortunately, he had left an escape route.

Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, and a round disk appeared in his palm. A spell was cast on it, causing the entire forest to tremble violently.

Dark mists spread everywhere, as if the sky itself was about to collapse.

"Accursed, changing our meeting location—indeed, you want to play tricks," Hong Ling's voice was both shocked and angry. Although she had anticipated this outcome earlier, Lin Xuan's significant increase in cultivation made the situation vastly different from her initial expectations.

Now trapped within an array, fighting against him would be extremely disadvantageous for her.

However, despite her anger, Hong Ling did not fear. She was a woman of great courage; otherwise, how could she have dared to ambush a separation period cultivator?

With a cold snort, several pea-sized treasure beads shot out from her mouth.

They sparkled with different colors.

"Quickly!"

Hong Ling pointed at these small beads, and countless essence energies converged around them, swirling nonstop. Several whirlwinds of over ten feet in diameter suddenly appeared, their presence shocking.

"Hmph, wanting to disperse my dark mists—what a delusion!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly, hinting at some mockery. The techniques of this Hong Ling were not impressive either.

But before he could finish his thoughts, the scene changed dramatically.

Roar!

From that hurricane, an incredibly loud roar came. Then the whirlwinds dispersed to reveal several clouds each as large as an acre, seemingly wanting to contain living creatures within them.

"What is this..." Lin Xuan's face showed surprise, especially strange was how familiar he felt about the scene before him, as if he had seen it somewhere.

But for now, he couldn't recall where.

However, the spiritual pressure from those clouds was immense. Lin Xuan did not dare to take it lightly.

Regardless, he needed to figure out his opponent's true form first.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and cast a spell, causing the dark mists to change. Originally pitch-black like ink, they now turned blood-red, continuously surging towards the center, compressing into a ghastly ghost towering over twenty feet tall.

Lin Xuan nodded satisfactorily; the "Five Ghosts Soul Splitting Formation" he received from Master Gu truly had extraordinary power and should not be underestimated.

Since he couldn't determine his opponent's true strength, Lin Xuan decided to activate the array's restrictions first. The ghost clenched its massive fist and fiercely smashed it into the yellow cloud nearby, regardless of what creature was inside, this strike would force him out.

Bang!

The sound echoed like a dull thunder in his ears, but no monster appeared; instead, the cloud's volume suddenly expanded tenfold.

"Haha," silver laughter rang through Lin Xuan's ears, drawing his attention. Turning around, Hong Ling floated about a hundred feet to his left with a smug smile on her face.

"Lin Daoist, you cannot break my spell. Why don't we shake hands and make peace? If you hand over the sect's token, Hong Ling will still be your friend."

"I appreciate your offer, but I truly have no such item. How can I give it to you?" Lin Xuan sighed, his expression sincere.

He wasn't a fool; with their faces already broken, ending this confrontation was not easy. The other party’s secret technique might seem intimidating, but he didn’t believe that he couldn’t break through it.

The outcome was uncertain, and besides, he still had many tricks up his sleeve.

Hearing this, Hong Ling's expression changed. The other party's determination left no room for compromise; thus, she could only see who had the superior technique.

"You are courting death!"

With a slight anger in her beauty, she still exuded charm. However, the dark mists emanating from her sleeves were deadly.

Lin Xuan frowned and activated his protective essence energy, adding another layer of shielding with the Three Yin White Bone Shield. Only then did he relax as he looked ahead.

After expanding to over ten acres, the cloud stopped growing. The ghost's size was insignificant compared to Lin Xuan; each punch only produced a continuous thumping sound without any effect.

Lin Xuan's expression gradually darkened. This wouldn't work. He crossed his fingers and the blood mists around the ghost changed again...
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Several dozen ghostly bone forks flashed with cold light.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the array disk, and the ghostly bone forks instantly shot out like arrows from a powerful bow, lashing towards the yellow cloud cluster with a fierce wind and thunder.

The ghosts didn't hold back either, opening their blood-stained mouths to reveal sharp fangs as they bit down on another end of the cloud cluster.

A double attack!

If this strange spell couldn't be broken, it would be hard to believe. But at that moment, a deafening roar echoed, and the yellow mist began to churn violently. A strong wind blew through, revealing the true form of the monsters inside.

The creature was enormous, with legs like pillars supporting the sky. The most striking feature was its black, transparent shell in the north, adorned with intricate ancient patterns that seemed like primordial relics from an age long past.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he stared at the monster in disbelief.

Xuanwu!

A legendary spirit beast of legend...

So these must be the others...

Lin Xuan looked around, and what he saw matched his suspicions perfectly. But he wished he hadn't guessed correctly.

To the left was a majestic green dragon over ten meters long. To the right stood a mighty white tiger with piercing eyes that locked onto Lin Xuan's form.

The last one was a flaming phoenix.

Four holy beasts!

Even in the spirit realm, these creatures were dominant monsters. The ones before him weren't their true forms, and Lin Xuan couldn't help grinning as he thought of the trouble this would cause.

This scene was too familiar; he had encountered it once before, during his confrontation with the Sword Immortal Tai Bai in the occupied zone. When the opponent ran out of tricks, they used this spell, which, though incomplete, still caused him significant trouble.

What a coincidence! According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, this divine technique was a closely guarded secret from Bichun Mountain and had nothing to do with the Red Silk Fairy who hailed from Cloud Sea. It was just that their secret techniques were similar in nature.

Unlucky, why did I have to encounter it twice!

Lin Xuan inwardly cursed. As an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator, this divine technique performed by the Red Silk Fairy had no comparison to the Sword Immortal Tai Bai's power.

The opponent didn't hesitate; they clearly wanted his life.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim, but a cold smile played on his lips as he reached into his waistband and brought out a pouch.

Dark winds howled, and a tall figure appeared before the Red Silk Fairy. Standing nearly two meters tall, his appearance was grotesque with a mouth full of sharp fangs, exuding an aura that rivaled even an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator.

"What is this...a spirit demon? Impossible, your cultivation level shouldn't be able to control such terrifying creatures," the Red Silk Fairy exclaimed in shock, her face showing no trace of her previous arrogance.

If it had just been Lin Xuan, she might have still had confidence. But with an early-stage元婴 spirit demon added, things were looking grim!

But now that this was settled, there was no room for negotiation. The Red Silk Fairy's expression quickly turned calm and composed as she extended her hand to her chest and began chanting.

Roar!

The Xuanwu raised its head and let out a deafening roar. From its mouth, a milky white light column shot forth, not too thick, about the width of a meter.

But wherever it passed, all the evil mists were swept away as if encountering an enemy. The ghosts tried to stop them but were easily pierced through their chests.

This light column had a dispelling effect on evil spirits.

Lin Xuan frowned; seeing that the light column was only a few meters from him, he surprisingly retracted his Three Yin White Bone Shield.

The Red Silk Fairy's eyes widened in confusion as she didn't understand what Lin Xuan was doing.

A flash of green light, and all traces of demonic energy vanished. In its place, a solemn figure appeared, with a golden talisman falling onto his palm.

Exhaling a bit of spirit energy, the talisman ignited on its own, and in Lin Xuan's hand, a golden flame materialized.

The flames swayed into a thin golden light curtain that was dazzlingly bright.

Next moment, the milky white light column swept across. Two different colors of spirit energies collided...

Silently, the milky white light dispersed without touching a single hair on Lin Xuan.

"You..."

The Red Silk Fairy's expression showed both anger and disbelief as she couldn't understand how someone from the demonic path could suddenly use Taoist techniques.

How did he manage to reconcile these opposites?

Lin Xuan didn't give her time to think. He sent his divine consciousness to the spirit demon, which opened its mouth, spewing out a torrent of foul gas containing deadly toxins that surged towards the four holy beasts.

Advanced-stage元婴 necromancy was no small feat, and since they weren't true spirit realm holy beasts, Lin Xuan didn't dare be complacent. The flaming phoenix took the brunt of it; its form flickered as if vanishing into thin air. This creature had mastered a concealment technique.

"Mei'er, that monster is yours."

A slender figure appeared before him, and Lin Xuan handed her the array disk. With the禁制 and Beast Soul Flag, Mei'er should be able to hold her own even if she lost.

"Yes!"

She smiled slightly as she waved the magic flag in her hand, quickly vanishing into thin air.

Like the phoenix, she was playing hide-and-seek, but this game was extremely dangerous at present.

On the other side, the spirit demon used its strength alone to engage the remaining three holy beasts in combat.

The white tiger's front paw struck out, creating several strange shadows in mid-air. The spirit demon's expression remained unchanged as it fearlessly lunged forward.

Black energy flashed, dispelling most of the shadow claws. Even those that managed to slip through, the body of an advanced-stage元婴 necromancer was incredibly hard, causing only minor injuries at worst.

But within a blink, the spirit demon had moved close enough, less than a few feet from the white tiger. With a snarl, it raised its arms and stretched out two withered claws, each as sharp as iron hooks.

The white tiger was taken aback; though the secret technique used by the Red Silk Fairy far surpassed that of the Sword Immortal Tai Bai, even without being true spirit realm holy beasts, the white tiger's original form was a transformed beast with some level of intelligence. The heavy presence of foul gas also made it feel somewhat fearful. It couldn't dodge in time.

The white tiger turned its body and extended its front paw forward.

Despite their size difference, it felt like trying to shake a tree with an ant. But the result was completely different; the spirit demon showed no intention of clashing directly with the white tiger. With a flash, it vanished from sight.

Puff!

Blood splattered as one of its claws plunged into the white tiger's forehead.
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A flash of green light, and the Corpse Demon grew in size after landing a successful strike. In an instant, it transformed into a giant towering over ten zhang.

This顶尖 divine technique was one of those found within the Corpse Avatar Art, but naturally, without reaching the婴灵 stage, one could not even begin to practice it.

It was said that with deep cultivation, this technique could grow to be a thousand zhang tall. The Corpse Demon's current knowledge of it was merely a fraction of its true power.

Rumble!

The White Tiger roared into the sky, but its voice sounded more like a mournful cry. With the monster's sudden growth, even its wounds expanded.

"Damnit!"

Red Silk Fairy's pretty face turned pale as she raised her jade hand, a flicker of spiritual light appearing at her fingertips. But Lin Xuan was right beside her; how could he sit idly by while she took action?

With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emerged like a fish from water. Lin Xuan grasped it and poured all his latent power into it.

A clear ringing sound echoed as two completely different spiritual energies formed in his hands—one cold as ice, the other burning fiercely like flames.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan whispered, merging the two spiritual energies. Two monstrous snakes appeared before his eyes.

This snake was over twenty zhang long, larger than the distant Azure Dragon by a considerable margin. Its face was grotesquely ugly with sharp bone horns on its forehead, glaring viciously at the woman in front of it as if ready to devour her...

Red Silk Fairy's expression was beyond ugly; her large eyes filled with disbelief.

"Impossible... How can your treasure be bi-attribute?"

Sometimes ignorance could be bliss, but Red Silk Fairy was no stranger to knowledge. In ancient times, the cultivation world was far more prosperous than now. The Jade Profound Sect had two experts at the Separation Realm.

Though they couldn't transcend the heavenly tribulation and ascend to the Spirit World with the sect's leader and Uncle Li, their treasures were genuine bi-attribute.

This was a sign of advancing to the Separation Realm. Yet this young man wasn't even an婴灵 cultivator; how could he possess such a treasure? It seemed too incredible.

Red Silk Fairy had a feeling that she was doing something foolish. Perhaps from the start, she shouldn't have taken on this young man as an enemy.

But now that things had come to this, there was no choice but to grit her teeth and persevere!

Seeing the two-headed monster snake charge at her, Red Silk Fairy reached for the Spirit Ring above her head. Though his bi-attribute treasure startled her, she knew not to underestimate her own.

Driven by her will, the small bracelet-like treasure began spinning rapidly in mid-air. A dazzling light burst from its center.

磅礴 spiritual energy radiated outward like ripples.

The Corpse Fog was driven away as this light shone as brightly as a sun.

Lin Xuan hummed, his expression grim. Though he didn't know what the other intended to do, he wouldn't sit idly by and let it happen.

Without any action from him, the two-headed monster snake raised its head, opened its blood-red maw, and spat out cold air and flames from different mouths.

In Lin Xuan's hand appeared a small gourd about the size of his fist.

He had held this treasure for some time. It was taken from an unlucky hair披发 cultivator during their encounter with Southern Bright Fire. Though not as powerful as it once was, it still held significant strength.

Lin Xuan raised the gourd into the air; it turned blood-red instantly.

A spell cast, and the gourd's size swelled before splitting into three, forming a row. After some shaking, they transformed into nine smaller versions identical to the first.

This wasn't an illusion or trick. This treasure emitted astonishing spiritual energy, followed by a beam of light from each gourd mouth, converging in a row and heading straight for Red Silk Fairy's chest and abdomen.

Since they were mortal enemies, Lin Xuan wouldn't be so foolish as to spare her.

A hint of viciousness flashed across the girl's face.

"Quickly!"

From her lips came only one word. The light above her flickered, transforming into a beautiful woman's face.

She opened her cherry-red mouth and spat out a web of crimson threads.

Like fine rain, they pierced towards Lin Xuan.

The other's divine technique was equally intricate; it soon collided with the cold air and flames spewed by the monster snake.

Silently, but strangely, both ice and fire spiritual energies seemed to be suppressed when meeting these strange threads. Even the two-headed monster snake's body couldn't withstand such a sharp attack, being pummeled mercilessly.

Meanwhile, the beams of light from the gourds continued their assault on Red Silk Fairy without restraint.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he saw the danger. Injecting force into the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, silver light flashed, and an ice shield appeared before him. Lin Xuan retreated behind it.

Pfft...

The ice shield, pure cold energy, should have been able to withstand ordinary treasures but faced these strange threads, seemed like thin paper, easily shattered.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further as those threads not only attacked fiercely but also chased after him with a life-like tenacity.

This couldn't continue!

A flash of red light appeared again, and a wall of flames separated the two. The threads still pierced through it fearlessly...

Seeing Lin Xuan in such distress, Red Silk Fairy's pretty face finally broke into a smile.

On the other side, the Corpse Demon fought fiercely with the three-headed holy beasts. If it were just the White Tiger, he would have been killed instantly by the lightning-fast strike. However, Azure Dragon and Black Tortoise wouldn't be so foolish to watch. The two monsters' attacks forced the Corpse Demon to temporarily release his prey.

Lin Xuan's command was to delay them.

With魔气 surging, the Corpse Avatar Art was inherently unpredictable. Though the Corpse Demon had only partially mastered it, its power was formidable. Over ten years at the Fiery Sun Sect, he had carefully refined the Vengeful Master's ghost soul bone staff, making it nearly attuned to his will.

Though not as powerful as the original owner, it still allowed him some connection.

Transforming into a giant skeleton, spewing ghost fire.

Under the pressure of the three-headed monsters' attacks, though struggling on both sides, he could still manage to defend himself.

Lin Xuan wasn't worried. The Corpse Demon was valuable but merely a puppet under his control. Facing stronger enemies, even if it fell, it would just be painful for him.

The only thing Lin Xuan cared about was Yue'er. Though she was only at the凝聚丹 stage as a ghost cultivator, her Beast Soul Banner was formidable. With the array disk in her possession, supported by two treasures, facing the Phoenix, the young girl had the upper hand.

She now used禁制 to trap the Phoenix, with the magic banner covering the sky like a large flag. The beast's shadow within it left the Phoenix unable to retaliate.
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Lin Xuan收回目光，望着紧追不舍的火红细丝，眉头微皱。这些细丝如同无形之刃，不断缠绕着他的周身。

“你……”

林Xuan心中暗自冷笑，他已经设下陷阱，等待这一刻的到来。他轻轻一拍储物袋，一面巴掌大的小镜被祭起。他伸出手指遥遥一点，数十颗黑色的光团如同连珠火球般飞向太极图案。

红绫秀眉微皱，但她显然对自己的宝物充满信心，并未阻止。她注入更多的法力，使那太极图案迅速扩大，如同陨石一般砸向林Xuan。

“噗……”

光团率先与太极图案相撞，先是微微一颤，接着后面的如雨点般落下。红绫起初并未感到什么，但很快发现自己与宝物间的心神联系变得异常艰难。

这是怎么回事？

红绫心中疑惑，那太极图案逐渐黯淡，最后竟然还原成玉梳，灵性大失。林Xuan嘴角露出得意的笑容，肩头微抖，一颗核桃大小的银球滑落至掌心。

“缚仙索！”

他打出一道法诀，此球滴溜溜旋转，无数银丝从表面飘散，向着玉梳缠绕而来。

红绫怒不可遏，几乎要气得破口大骂。这小子竟敢动手抢自己的宝物，简直目中无人！

她心中愤恨不已，将神念全力放出，以元婴中期的修为，神识强度非同小可，终于与宝梳联系上了。她运力回夺。

然而林Xuan眼中闪过一抹异色，他布置了这么久的陷阱，鱼儿终于上钩。只见他的掌心多出一张火红色的符篆。

他一扬手，一口精血喷在其上。那符篆无风自燃，化为一团耀眼的火焰，里面隐约可见一把寸许长的小剑。

“疾！”

林Xuan冲其一点指，此剑迎风狂涨，顷刻间已化为三尺青锋，锋利异常。它一闪而逝，从他的身前消失，狠狠斩向红绫仙子。

“符宝！”

这是掌门师叔炼制之物，红绫自然认得，她骇然失色，眼中流露出惊恐。

上当了！

那小子并非真的嚣张，他只是激将法。红绫心中大悔，几乎咬碎银牙。

人不可貌相，海水不可斗量。这小子生就一副老实忠厚的面孔，却狡猾如狐，真是可恶。

自己明明知道不好惹，偏偏还是大意了。

她心中郁闷不已，差之毫厘，谬以千里。失去了先机，只能硬挡符宝的来袭。

红绫叹了口气，表情凝重地向前方的圆环点去。

“疾！”

灵光一闪，接着黯淡，头顶依旧悬浮着那小巧的圆环，一道道灵光从它中心扩散。

隐隐有凤凰鸣叫回翔于九天。

红绫双手做兰花指，不停变幻法诀。突然她张开檀口，喷出一缕暗红色的精气——那是她苦修数百年的本命法力。玉环吸收后，灵光大涨，无数火灵丝上下穿梭，编织成一面盾牌。

接着又是一面……

顷刻之间，竟接连布下了十八面鲜红耀眼的光盾。

这是以法宝之力施展的某种上古秘术，防御力惊人。然而符宝毕竟是离合期修士炼制之物，能否挡住，红绫心中没底。

两人已是绝招尽出，转瞬间就到了分强弱、决生死的地步。

三尺青锋所化的厉芒已劈到眼前。

红光一闪，接着那光盾迅速黯淡，如同玻璃破碎。然而这只是突破了第一道防线，接下来的光盾还有足足十七面。

红光耀眼，灵气冲天，清脆的破裂声接连不断。初看似乎势如破竹，但林Xuan脸上并无喜色。表面顺利，但他暗自吃惊于光盾的防御力，符宝灵力原本就剩下不足三分之一，此刻更是急剧消耗。

林Xuan甚至怀疑能否撑到将所有光盾全都打破，在此之前就先耗尽法力烟消云散了。

没有了符宝固然可惜，那时候红绫仙子也会恨自己入骨。而那光菱盾确实玄妙无比，即使碎裂后也没有就此消失，而是重新分解成条条光线，向着符宝缠绕……

这样一来，更加剧了灵力的消耗。

林Xuan心中不安，红绫忐忑到了极点。此刻她已被逼到绝境，生死难料，正确说是看运气了。

轰！

终于只剩下最后一面盾牌，符宝光芒黯淡至极，两者都已是强弩之末，谁先支撑不住都是正常的。

胜负在此一举，林Xuan与红绫的紧张可想而知。然而就在此时，异变突起。

轰隆！

一声比惊雷大上千万倍的巨响传来，即使以林Xuan和红绫仙子这等修为也被震得脸色发白。远处的月儿身形一晃，似乎受了重伤，直接从半空中坠落。好在下落十余丈后，灵光一闪，重新悬浮起来。

月儿的脸色十分难看，旁边的四圣兽也差不多，歪歪倒倒，就像喝醉了酒一样。相对而言，尸魔要好一些。林Xuan腾不出手去，但还可以发出神念命令他不用管那四头怪物，先保护好月儿再说。

这声音太大、太古怪，林Xuan心中莫名涌起一股毛骨悚然的感觉。显然已不适合再争斗下去了。

林Xuan权衡利弊，抬起头来，挤出一丝笑意：“仙子，再斗下去可就两败俱伤了，我们暂且罢手如何？”
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"Alright, as per your friend's advice," Red Silk Fairy said with a delighted smile. The situation was even more unfavorable for her. After all, this woman, being an intermediate-stage Immortal婴中期修士, had a stronger spirit awareness than Lin Xuan.

At that moment, she felt a strange and terrifying aura, though she didn't know the exact reason, she knew it would be sheer foolishness to continue fighting.

The two exchanged glances. Although they had reached an agreement verbally, they still maintained their vigilance towards each other.

Lin Xuan extended his hand forward, pointing at the immortal sword. The sword's light flickered before dimming and shrinking rapidly within a circle of light, about to revert back into its talisman form.

However, this process was only halfway when the sword suddenly transformed into countless light points, dispersing with the wind...

Lin Xuan froze, his face showing a hint of a bitter smile. After several major battles, the power of his talismans had finally run out.

Despite expecting this result, he still felt a sharp pain in his heart.

But now was not the time to dwell on these matters.

Lin Xuan glanced at Red Silk Fairy and immediately shifted towards her.

She did not try to stop him. Although she believed her strength was superior, the young man's tactics were endless. She had already suffered greatly just now, and it wasn't a good time for combat anyway. As for the mandate token, they would think of another plan later.

"Master!"

Seeing Lin Xuan approach, Yue'er turned to smile at him, but her pale face showed no signs of blood. Clearly, she was injured as well after their fight.

"How do you feel?"

"Not bad," Yue'er smiled slightly, not wanting the master to worry.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and had Yue'er return to his sleeve before storing the Corpse Demon away in his spirit ghost pouch.

Red Silk Fairy performed similar actions. With a wave of her hands, she cast various spells, transforming the Four Sacred Beasts into tiny gemstones which she swallowed.

They did not linger here long. After collecting their remaining talismans and secret techniques, they broke through the void and fled.

Boom!

The terrifying sound echoed again. Fortunately, Lin Xuan was prepared this time. Even with his protective membrane, he still felt a tremor throughout his body, causing his flight to slow down involuntarily.

The originally clear sky suddenly turned dark, with strong winds blowing... No, these were no longer mere winds; the words to describe them eluded Lin Xuan.

Plants were uprooted, and even massive rocks, weighing several hundred catties, were lifted into the air. Fortunately, they were on land; if in the sea, who knew how high the waves would be?

Lin Xuan had seen many things but never experienced such weather. His face was pale as he felt a surge of power within him, preparing to rush out.

Suddenly, another loud sound echoed.

Unlike the clear sky and thunder earlier, this time it was quieter yet more crisp, like cloth being torn...

A black line appeared on the horizon, connecting heaven and earth. Lin Xuan focused his gaze and saw a terrifying vortex with a diameter of several acres, filled with lightning that looked like blue dragons with fierce bodies.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan was startled. With his current cultivation level, he was considered an expert in the cultivation world, but before such a strange scene, he felt how insignificant he was.

With a wave of his sleeve, three Yin White Bone Shields emerged and transformed into a惨白色的 light curtain, enveloping him. Lin Xuan was not satisfied; he consecutively cast several talismans with strong defensive properties, then relaxed as he continued to fly forward at an alarming speed.

Although intrigued by the strange weather, Lin Xuan's cautious nature prevented him from investigating further. Safety came first.

However, just after flying a dozen meters, the bizarre hurricane suddenly changed, turning into a black and blue giant sword along with lightning inside.

It slashed down towards his head.

The sword was at least ten miles long, its power enough to cleave the sky in two.

Though not targeting him, the immense spiritual pressure forced Lin Xuan to stop. He filled the light curtain before him with all his energy.

Red Silk Fairy faced a similar situation. Her beautiful face pale, she raised a cloth talisman and transformed it into a red light curtain, protecting herself within.

"Damn!"

Lin Xuan cursed as he felt his luck was truly terrible. Picking any meeting point at random had led to such an encounter.

Squeak...

The sound of tearing space reached their ears, a seven or eight-mile-long spatial rift appearing before them.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. Even legendary Separation Period cultivators would be far inferior to this one hit. Though they could tear through the void, they couldn't create such terrifying rifts; only higher-stage Profound Transformation期 cultivators might be able to do so.

This was the power of nature!

But Lin Xuan had no time for contemplation. The moment he saw the spatial rift appear, he felt it was very dangerous.

Tearing through the void wasn't a fun activity; a wrong step could lead to death by spatial flow, with no chance of reincarnation.

Lin Xuan didn't want to die mysteriously and thus sped up his flight, though he couldn't help looking back instinctively.

From the narrow, star-like spatial rift, several hundred dark objects were thrown out. Each was enveloped in black aura.

But Lin Xuan's keen eyesight could see clearly: beasts!

Most of them were fearsome creatures above the third stage, even some at the transformation period.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. Even if he wasn't sucked into the rift, being surrounded by these monsters would mean certain death.

His flight sped up, but the towering sword turned towards him and slashed from afar. Lin Xuan was terrified as his soul left his body; this natural force could match the great powers of Profound Transformation期 cultivators. His defenses were like a flea's struggle.

No time to think further, Lin Xuan flew diagonally away, only to find that Red Silk Fairy's situation mirrored his own. She was merely surrounded by countless beasts.

It was somewhat comical; they had been mortal enemies just now but now shared the same fate. Soon, however, Lin Xuan widened his eyes in shock as he saw something unexpected on a calm and steady face.

Damn it, that spatial rift was moving, right behind him.

Meaning if he retreated further, he would be jumping into it himself.

Lin Xuan wasn't stupid; just as he wanted to change direction, several sword waves of over ten meters each rushed towards them.

He had no choice but to either jump into the rift or face certain death at the edge of nature!
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed, his expression grim. There was no time for hesitation now; the terrifying sword energy had already swept towards him.

At a distance of several dozen feet away, the air around them began to distort. Lin Xuan sighed, knowing that staying here meant certain death.

He had no choice but to retreat backward. His only hope lay in sheer luck!

Though Red Silk Immortal was female, she possessed the same level of cultivation and insight as any male cultivator. She too flashed through the space rift, disappearing into it.

The two were now in the same predicament.

Lin Xuan had experienced something similar before when he first arrived at Cloud Sea Cultivation Realm from Yanzhou Province. However, this time was different; the risk was much higher and completely out of his control.

With a troubled expression, Lin Xuan's mind raced with thoughts but came up empty. All he could do now was wait.

The feeling of losing control over his fate was unbearable. Time seemed to be sliced into pieces within the rift, making it impossible for him to gauge how long he had been inside.

He only hoped that he wouldn't get caught in a chaotic space vortex and survive this ordeal. The thought of where he might end up didn't matter much.

Suddenly, violent tremors began outside, causing the strange winds around them to become even more turbulent. Lin Xuan's expression turned pale with dread; was his fate truly sealed here?

Just as he was about to summon his power, the external tremors abruptly stopped, and the winds gradually calmed down.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, pausing in his actions. He cautiously extended his divine sense outside his body.

Sizzle...

The wind ceased, allowing a glimmer of light into his vision. Then, with immense force, he was thrown to the ground. He took a deep breath and his body emitted a burst of vitality before slowly stabilizing.

Even though Lin Xuan had great composure, joy couldn't help but flash across his face. His luck was truly stellar; according to ancient texts, surviving a space rift was a matter of life and death. Yet here he was, unharmed.

Heavenly blessings!

But where exactly was he now?

With this thought, Lin Xuan quickly extended his divine sense in all directions. The first thing that caught his eye was an incredibly beautiful woman.

Her skin was as white as jade, smooth like cream. She was breathtakingly beautiful, but Lin Xuan showed no signs of appreciation; instead, he grew more cautious.

Red Silk Immortal!

She had also safely traversed the space rift. It seemed their good fortune wasn't just his alone.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle bitterly. Despite sharing a life-or-death experience, they didn't share any closeness. Instead, mutual caution prevailed.

Seeing Lin Xuan, Red Silk Immortal was equally surprised. With a flick of her hand, divine light flashed, and an eye-catching bracelet appeared on her chest—exactly the stinging spirit ring that had caused him so much trouble before.

Though this treasure was inferior to the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring in terms of rank, it offered both offense and defense with endless transformations. It was one of the finest treasures in the mortal realm, especially its eighteen-sided shield defense technique which Lin Xuan still remembered vividly.

Although they had agreed to stop fighting before the space rift appeared, the crisis now over, they naturally returned to their adversarial stance.

Lin Xuan felt a headache coming on. While he didn't want to find himself in this predicament again, he also didn't relish continuing the fight. With his location still unknown, Lin Xuan had no mood for meaningless combat.

Looking at the beautiful female cultivator before him, Lin Xuan's mind raced with thoughts. He believed she wouldn't be so reckless; after all, Red Silk Immortal hadn't attacked despite using her treasure.

His prediction was correct.

As they say, a man changes in three days and should be re-evaluated. Red Silk Immortal indeed didn't pay much attention to his mere Condensation Core stage cultivator.

However, after their fight, she no longer dared to underestimate him. Lin Xuan's abilities, strategy, and methods were on par with any early-stage Golden Core cultivator, aided by the Corpse Demon and talismans.

They stared at each other from afar but neither made a move first.

A moment passed like tea being brewed.

"Immortal, we've been fortunate to survive the space rift. Let's not defy fate further; how about we put our past grievances behind us? From now on, let's be allies," Lin Xuan said sincerely.

"Humph!" Red Silk Immortal's expression was cold. She naturally didn't believe a word of what he said—dying just moments ago and suddenly becoming allies. But she also didn't want to continue fighting. With a nod, "Very well, as you say."

With a flick of her finger, the stinging spirit ring emitted divine light before re-entering the young woman's sleeve. The tense atmosphere dissipated.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but his heart relaxed. Thankfully, Red Silk Immortal was someone who understood the bigger picture; dealing with someone as careless would have been troublesome.

Though they still maintained a certain level of vigilance, most of their attention now focused on probing this unfamiliar environment.

They found themselves in an expansive plain with countless undulating mountains far away. At first glance, it seemed similar to Seven Star Island, but closer inspection revealed many peculiarities.

For one, the land was a deep crimson, as if drenched in blood. Nearby grasses, trees, and flowers—everything within sight were plants Lin Xuan had never seen before.
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Just the odd colors weren't enough to worry Lin Xuan; it was those unfamiliar plants that made his expression turn grim.

In Youzhou, he had been the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain and knew more about various exotic flowers than most cultivators at his level. Yet, none of these plants were recognizable to him.

This was truly inconceivable.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan reached out with his hand, pointing downward. A flash of light appeared, and a greenish-blue giant claw emerged, uprooting a small tree by the roadside.

Red Silk Fairy was startled but quickly calmed down, her gaze at the small tree filled with confusion.

The tree stood over ten feet tall, bearing leaves as big as infant palms. However, these leaves were all purple in color and shaped like ghost faces—eyes, nose, mouth, and ears were meticulously detailed, giving a rather terrifying appearance. If it were ordinary people, they might have nightmares at night.

"Little Moon, have you seen this kind of tree before?"

"No," the young girl replied simply, just as her master did. She enjoyed reading extensively in her free time but had never encountered such peculiar plants in any ancient texts.

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more grim. He was fortunate to escape a major crisis, but he felt his current situation might be dire indeed.

Just as he was pondering, sudden light appeared behind him, and Red Silk Fairy transformed into a dazzling streak of light, breaking through the air.

"She's straightforward."

With a sigh, Lin Xuan watched her retreating figure. His expression was complex as he muttered to himself.

If they could cooperate in this strange place, it would be safer for both of them. But he knew such an idea was unrealistic.

After all, humans are emotional beings, and even though his mind was deep, he couldn't remain completely rational when faced with anything. They had just fought a life-and-death battle; now that they could stop, the thought of sincere cooperation seemed absurd.

It was better for them to part ways. Even if they did cooperate, it would likely be superficial, requiring constant vigilance from both sides. It was more comfortable and carefree for him to go alone.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan took off in another direction. The first thing he needed to do now was figure out where he was and then devise a plan to return home as soon as possible.

The Qilin Fire Vein was something Lin Xuan had been determined to obtain. He didn't want his decade-long plans to be for naught.

As he thought, he released his divine sense to search the area. After several meals' worth of time, he still found nothing.

The sky grew darker and the sun set behind the hills...

"Eh, Young Master, it's foggy."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. Unlike Red Silk Fairy, who was alone, at least he had Little Moon by his side, so he didn't feel lonely.

As the girl said, as the night deepened, a faint purple mist drifted in from somewhere and spread through the air.

Most people might have felt some concern about such an eerie color—could it be poisonous? But Lin Xuan wasn't worried. He had practiced碧幻幽火and even swallowed Absolute Poison Pills, though he couldn't claim to be completely immune to poisons. Only a few could harm him.

The mist dispersed quickly and soon enveloped him.

It was harmless, but Lin Xuan's expression turned peculiar.

"Little Moon, do you feel it?"

"Yes, Young Master. In this fog, there is faint妖力. Although not much, it is indeed妖雾."

Moon also expressed some puzzlement.

Jiangyi Fog referred to the presence of妖族. But Lin Xuan had already used his divine sense to check and found no signs of any妖兽 within a hundred miles. The source of this fog was suspicious...

Lin Xuan released his divine sense again but still found nothing.

Sighing, he slowed down and gently landed.

He didn't know where the spatial rift had sent him, but it clearly wasn't a safe place. Everything seemed strange. It was already dark today, and Lin Xuan's cautious nature made him reluctant to continue traveling at night. For cultivators, nights were more dangerous than days. He decided to rest for the night and discuss things in the morning.

There was no suitable terrain to establish a dwelling, but sleeping outdoors wasn't an issue either. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, taking out several array flags, which he and Little Moon carefully set up.

After about half an hour, the sun had completely set behind the hills.

"Little Moon, how are your injuries?"

"I'm fine," the young girl said with a gentle smile, her rosy cheeks restored. She was only shaken by the sound before the fissure appeared and wasn't seriously hurt.

Lin Xuan nodded, then frowned deeply.

"Young Master, don't worry. We've faced many dangers over these years, but we always managed to turn them into safety. This time will be no different."

"Perhaps not so easily," Lin Xuan sighed. "Little Moon, we flew several hundred miles today. Don't you find something very strange?"

"Strange, Young Master? You mean those plants?"

"Not exactly." Lin Xuan shook his head. "While these trees and flowers are oddly shaped, they're not what I'm most worried about."

"So, Young Master is saying..."

"Young girl, you still seem as careless as before," Lin Xuan said with a fond smile. "Didn't you notice that there are too many妖脉on this journey?"

Jiangyi Veins were similar to Spirit Veins and Yin Veins but produced妖气instead of灵气.

While Spirit Veins were rare and fiercely contested by various sects, they sped up cultivation significantly.

Ghost Cultivators favored Yin Veins, which appeared only one-tenth as often as Spirit Veins. Fortunately, Ghost Cultivators were just a branch of the魔道and weren't numerous enough to satisfy their needs.

Even if no Yin Vein was found, Ghost Cultivators could still cultivate on Spirit Veins but with slightly worse results.

Jiangyi Veins, due to abundant妖气, naturally attracted many妖兽.

Lin Xuan had read about such occurrences in ancient texts. However, the scarcity of Jiangyi Veins was astonishing—Spirit Veins were described as rare, while Yin Veins were almost non-existent. As for Jiangyi Veins... if they existed at all, they might be on the brink of extinction.

At least Lin Xuan had been cultivating for nearly a century and hadn't seen any Jiangyi Veins in Youzhou or Cloud Sea of Seven Stars Island.

But just by flying several hundred miles, he saw two small, low-quality Jiangyi Veins. These were indeed genuine Jiangyi Veins!

Combining what he had seen and heard, especially the妖雾in the air now, Lin Xuan had a hunch but couldn't be certain.
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"Master, did you think of something?" Moon's face was filled with anxious concern.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and remained lost in thought. "This...," he said, still deep in contemplation.

"Moon, stop teasing me. People are getting impatient. Are we really in the Demon Realm?"

Lin Xuan froze at her words, a peculiar expression on his face before he burst into laughter: "You little girl, you really do have wild thoughts. Where did you read about such a thing? There is no Demon Realm in this world."

Moon's face turned red as she realized she had spoken without thinking. While the existence of the Demon Realm was widely believed among cultivators and transformed beasts, it had long been proven to be nonsense. Once demon beasts entered the Separation Stage, if they survived the heavenly tribulation, they would ascend to the Spirit World just like humans; there was no such thing as a separate Demon Realm.

"But this place has so many demonic veins," Moon argued, her voice trembling slightly. "Perhaps those senior cultivators made a mistake. Maybe there really is a Demon Realm."

Lin Xuan's smile faded. "Enough, let's not speculate." He said, his expression turning serious. "Moon, do you remember that ancient text we read recently? It mentioned the Three Holy Lands of Cloud Sea."

This reminded Moon, who quickly recalled: "Master, are you talking about Penglai Mountain, Spirit Beast Island, and Wuzheng River—the legendary three holy lands?"

"Exactly," Lin Xuan nodded. "Look at this environment around us. Does it match what's described in the book for Spirit Beast Island?"

Moon focused her divine sense to scan the surroundings. Every mountain, stone, plant, and tree was carefully checked.

After a long time, she turned back to Lin Xuan: "Master, there are some similarities, but I don't think we can be certain this is Spirit Beast Island. After all, we've been here for so long without encountering any demon beasts."

"This is the part that puzzles me," Lin Xuan said with a wry smile before shaking his head. "Enough, it's just a guess. Don't overthink it."

"Mm," Moon responded gently. If she were alone in this strange and eerie place, she would be terrified. But being with Master gave her boundless courage.

She moved gracefully to Lin Xuan's side, snuggling up to him as they sat together. Looking at the young girl's delicate face, Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. He appeared calm on the surface but his mind was racing with thoughts.

Most of these were about the Three Holy Lands.

Speaking of these lands, while most cultivators might never hear of them in their lifetimes, they were widely known amonginfant period experts and transformed beasts. The history traced back nearly a million years.

Penglai Mountain, despite its name, was vast beyond belief—said to cover millions of miles, comparable to a sixth-level island in the Cloud Sea cultivation realm.

Even more astonishingly, the entire mountain was an excellent demonic vein, with qualities surpassing even top-grade veins.

It was truly the best place for cultivation in the mortal world.

Spirit Beast Island was similar. It covered millions of square miles and had countless demonic veins, though their quality varied. Still, middle-grade and above veins were abundant—something that was almost extinct elsewhere, making it highly attractive to demon races.

However, among these three lands, the most mysterious was Wuzheng River. The specific form of this land was poorly described in texts, with only a few speculations. Some said it was an incredibly wide river, others claimed it was actually a small island with a peculiar name. Still, some believed Wuzheng River was a second path between the mortal world and the Netherworld after Yellow Springs.

Various theories abounded, but none could be confirmed.

Wuzheng River did not have demonic veins, but instead had the yellow springs' dark energy permeating everywhere.

Yellow Springs were the most yin substance in the world. Ghost cultivators would find their cultivation efforts greatly enhanced there.

Thus, since ancient times, ancient experts and transformed beasts had gone to great lengths to seek out these legendary lands for easier ascension to the Spirit World.

However, cultivation depended on both effort and luck, which was hard to come by. The more one searched, the less likely success became.

While some did succeed throughout history, it was rare indeed.

These three holy lands moved constantly without any discernible pattern, appearing only occasionally through sheer chance in the mortal world.

They were like fleeting flowers, appearing for a short time and often in very remote locations.

...

Indeed, Lin Xuan had just read an ancient text detailing these three holy lands. This knowledge gave him some assurance now.

But even if this place was confirmed to be Spirit Beast Island, his expression remained strange. If he found himself on Penglai Mountain, it would be a cause for gratitude—using the remaining two or three Celestial Dust Pills, he could easily form an infant spirit.

He could then advance rapidly with the excellent demonic veins.

Even if he ended up in Wuzheng River, at least Moon could quickly form an infant spirit. He could always switch to Xuan Mo Great Method; after all, his Yin and Yang spiritual energies were already perfectly integrated. Rapid advancement as a ghost cultivator would be acceptable.

However, being on Spirit Beast Island was a source of bitter laughter for Lin Xuan. For demon races, it was the best place for cultivation, but not so much for him—useless and dangerous.

The demon beasts here likely far more ferocious than those outside.

Of course, these were just speculations by Lin Xuan. Hoping he had guessed wrong, his brows furrowed as he looked at the purple demonic fog surrounding them.

Turning back, he saw Moon's sweetly sleeping face. Her tranquil expression eased his mind.

After all this time, they had faced many storms together. This would also be overcome.

Worry was useless; rest and recuperation were needed. Tomorrow could handle anydistress. Lin Xuan crossed his legs in a lotus position and began to enter a state of meditation for rest.
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No incidents occurred overnight.

The next morning, as the sun rose, the purple demon mists also dissipated. Although the sky was still somewhat overcast, compared to yesterday, it could be considered a rare good weather day.

After resting for a night, Lin Xuan and Yue'er had recovered their strength. The master and servant retracted the禁制, and the little girl returned to Lin Xuan's sleeve. The young man's body emitted a bright green glow, transforming into a dazzling streak of light that vanished in the distant sky.

Regardless of whether this place was Demon Spirit Island or not, Lin Xuan didn't want to stay here any longer. To leave, he needed more information.

Lin Xuan believed that such a large island must have indigenous inhabitants—whether they were demon beasts or human cultivators, Lin Xuan urgently wanted to contact them.

Of course, considering his cautious nature, Lin Xuan fully extended his divine sense. He didn't want to be ambushed by something unknown.

In just two hours, there was still no收获. If it had been someone else, they might have lost their patience long ago. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and unexcited as he continued to fly at a slow pace.

Suddenly, a brilliant light caught his eye.

Behind the light was a deep purple fog. Amidst the demon mists, an obese monster could be vaguely seen.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan squinted his eyes, revealing a hint of joy on his face. Efforts do not go unrewarded; he finally encountered indigenous inhabitants.

The reason Lin Xuan was so certain was that the cultivator within the light, although ordinary in appearance, dressed differently from the Cloud Sea cultivators—essentially, he had an exotic style.

As for the obese demon beast behind it, at first glance, it resembled a giant ape. It stood tall with two sharp fangs hanging out of its mouth.

Though it looked fierce, Lin Xuan's divine sense revealed that this was merely a second-stage top-grade demon beast—nothing more than a small dish to him.

As for the disheveled cultivator who had fled, he seemed in his forties or early fifties. He had a square face and large ears, with an approximate cultivation level of mid-Basement Establishment stage.

Lin Xuan didn't rush to attack.

Although the battle was already decided, that cultivator wasn't in immediate danger; it would take some time before he faced any life-threatening situation.

"Master, why doesn't that guy use his weapon to escape?" Yue'er asked curiously.

This was also where Lin Xuan felt puzzled. It was common knowledge that while cultivators could use their spiritual energy for flight, they rarely did so because it was slow and extremely energy-consuming without the aid of a spirit artifact or treasure.

But this man, despite being in such a desperate state, still relied on his own spiritual energy to maintain wind control. Could his spirit artifact have broken?

This delay put the middle-aged man's situation in greater danger. A loud roar came from the demon mists as the monster suddenly accelerated, arriving behind him within several breaths. With a fist the size of a vinegar jar, it fiercely struck down.

The middle-aged man was shocked. Red light flashed over his body, and an unbelievable thing happened—he didn't summon any spirit artifact or talisman but resolutely raised his left hand. His originally small arm suddenly grew to three dozen feet in length, covered with countless shimmering scales, resembling the claws of some kind of demon beast.

Sizzle…

Colliding with the giant ape's fist, the middle-aged man's face turned pale as he bled from his lips but managed to catch the attack with his transformed arm.

"Master, did I see it right? Could this guy not be human?" Yue'er exclaimed in her mind, filled with shock.

Lin Xuan was also taken aback but quickly regained his composure: "Hmph. A demon cultivator; I didn't expect him to be a practitioner of the long-extinct demon cultivation."

Yue'er frowned in confusion: "Master, what are you talking about? I've never heard of demon cultivators before."

"I only came across them by chance in an ancient text," Lin Xuan sighed.

In essence, all human cultivators sought one goal—immortality. The path to immortality had been passed down from the ancient times, branching out into various schools based on different interpretations of cultivation.

The most famous were Buddhism, Daoism, Confucianism, and Demon Cultivation.

Apart from these, there was also the witchcraft of the Moon Ink Clan,

And within demon cultivation, there were ghost cultivators…

As for other schools, they had long been forgotten by humanity.

It was said that in ancient times, demon cultivators were the largest force, flourishing immensely and outshining orthodox daoists, buddhists, confucianists, and mages.

"Ah?" Yue'er propped her chin on her hand as she began to imagine.

"Unfortunately, prosperity turned into decline. That false prosperity was but a fleeting moment."

"Why?" The girl asked, puzzled.

"Because it didn't meet its intended purpose," Lin Xuan explained, referring to an ancient text he had read: "The original intention of imitating demon powers was to extend the lifespan of cultivators. For example, ordinary Basement Establishment stage cultivators have a life span of two hundred years. The initial plan for demon cultivators was to double that. But no matter which kind of demon they tried to mimic, all attempts ended in failure. Countless geniuses poured their hearts and souls into it but failed to achieve the goal."

"This is not surprising; lifespan is proportional to cultivation level, a natural law of the universe," Yue'er smiled.

Lin Xuan was stunned. Could it be that true wisdom lies in simplicity? Despite her usually dim-witted appearance, Yue'er had just revealed the truth with one sentence.

This understanding only came to light ten thousand years later when some demon cultivators finally realized it. Was it really that those who are involved are confused while those observing from the outside see clearly?
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Since then, the cultivation sects that imitated妖族 have gradually declined and are now little known.

After listening to Lin Xuan's explanation, Yue'er frowned in thought. However, she quickly lifted her head with a look of不解 on her face as she spoke: "Young Master is wrong. While imitating the power of the beast races didn't extend their lifespans, the decline of cultivators might have other reasons."

"Ah, how so?" Lin Xuan smiled and replied, impressed by the girl's quick thinking and ability to draw inferences.

"This is obvious," Yue'er combed her hair and wore a confident smile. "Although it failed to achieve its original goal, it did create a new path of cultivation distinct from others. It thrived for nearly ten thousand years, beyond just longevity; there must be other benefits. After the hope of extending lifespan was shattered, decline is understandable, but near extinction seems too extreme."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. Yue'er's analysis made sense: "This all stems from the inherent flaws of beast cultivators."

"Flaws? Do their cultivation methods have many weaknesses?"

"No, imitating the power of beasts isn't wrong. In terms of strength, it doesn't fall short of Buddhist, Taoist, Confucian, or demonic techniques. However, there are simply too few beast veins in this world..."

Lin Xuan didn't need to elaborate much; just that one sentence revealed the secret behind the disappearance of beast cultivators. Cultivating beasts required a heavy concentration of beast qi, but human realms had few suitable places for cultivation.

At first, when the sect was newly established and promised extended lifespans, people could endure by increasing their meditation time and taking pills to compensate. After all, base foundation stage cultivators lived for four hundred years—a prospect that was too tempting.

Unfortunately, it was just a beautiful dream. When hope faded, ancient cultivators knew what choices to make; pointless efforts were left to fools only.

As time passed, this once-prosperous sect gradually vanished from the human world.

"Ah, I see." Yue'er nodded in understanding, finally grasping the full story.

That's why it wasn't strange that beast cultivators appeared here. The area seemed to have many beast veins, even ordinary mists contained ample beast qi—perfect for a cultivation paradise.

Meanwhile, as Lin Xuan and Yue'er conversed telepathically, the middle-aged man's situation grew increasingly perilous. His cultivation was only at the mid-base foundation stage; facing a second-tier top-grade monster, he had no chance of defending himself.

Fortunately, his technique wasn't bad, allowing him to hold on for now.

The man was sweating profusely when Lin Xuan approached slowly. He couldn't hide his joy and desperately flew over: "Friend, save me! I am from the Xuanfeng Sect; please help. I will offer a generous reward."

Xuanfeng Sect?

A strange look flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. It was said that the names of beast cultivator sects often reflected the beasts they imitated.

Phoenixes were dominant even in the spirit realm, so could this sect have any connection to ancient spirits like phoenixes?

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan maintained a calm demeanor and flicked his fingers, sending several dazzling sword lights that intercepted the monster. With his power comparable to an婴期 expert, dispatching the beast was easy, but he didn't show off.

As they say, great trees attract much wind; in this unfamiliar place, it was wise to keep some cards up his sleeve. Lin Xuan had already taken a hidden spirit pill and used concealment techniques to make his cultivation appear only mid-condensation stage.

Even so, the giant ape was terrified, trying to flee but finding itself trapped by the sword lights, like a fish in a pot.

The middle-aged man sighed in relief as he slowed down and stopped before Lin Xuan: "Junior Zhou Xueheng. Thank you for saving me."

"It's nothing," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. "A small favor; no need for such formalities."

"Thank you." Zhou Xueheng remained respectfully humble, bowing slightly.

"Do I come from the Beast Spirit Island?" he asked.

Beast Spirit Island!

Though he had guessed as much, hearing it confirmed by the other party made Lin Xuan's expression grim. It was indeed that legendary beast sanctuary.

Still, with his composure, Lin Xuan quickly regained his calm: "Yes."

"Ah, that makes sense; Beast Spirit Island cultivators rarely dress like you," Zhou Xueheng smiled.

"Why so? Does this island often have outsiders?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and asked attentively.

"Of course not. You know well that strictly speaking, Beast Spirit Island is no longer fully part of the human world."

Nodding, Lin Xuan recalled ancient texts mentioning that Penglai Mountain, Beast Spirit Island, and Wuzheng River were special realms between the human and spirit worlds.

"I am only a lowly base foundation cultivator with limited knowledge. But I often read books; according to records, every hundred years or so, Beast Spirit Island rips through space, appearing in the human world. If you're lucky, someone like you might be sucked in."

Lin Xuan couldn't help smiling bitterly at this. A one-in-a-century chance—his luck was truly terrible.

Of course, self-pity wouldn't solve anything; now he needed to think about how to leave.

"If you don't mind, please accompany me back. My cultivation is insignificant, but the Xuanfeng Sect is one of the largest forces on Beast Spirit Island," Zhou Xueheng suggested cautiously.

"Alright." Lin Xuan nodded and agreed.

Given that this was a beast sanctuary, danger lurked everywhere. Although he believed his abilities were formidable, he had no interest in adventuring alone. Joining a sect would be ideal, as higher-stage cultivators might provide clues on how to return.

In moments, Lin Xuan made up his mind.

"Great! I'll lead the way; please try to conceal your aura. We need to pass through the Illusory Swamp ahead, where many high-stage beasts are."

As Zhou Xueheng spoke, he emitted heavy beast qi, and Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned. Beast cultivator techniques were indeed impressive—without careful observation, one might mistake him for a beast.

"Sorry for the confusion," Zhou Xueheng said as he transformed into a cloud of beast qi leading the way. Lin Xuan's own flight became indistinct; while he couldn't mimic beast qi, his concealment techniques were confident enough.

Unless facing a transformation-stage monster, it wouldn't be easy to spot him.

After a scan with his divine sense, Zhou Xueheng was impressed as well. The two quickly vanished into the distant horizon.
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The two soared through the sky, chatting idly as they flew. Zhou Xuehen’s cultivation was not high, but his knowledge was broad, and he went out of his way to flatter Lin Xuan.

After several hours, Lin Xuan gained a good understanding of the妖灵岛.

Of course, Lin Xuan also casually inquired about any means of leaving this place and returning to the mortal world. The other party remained speechless at this point, which did not disappoint Lin Xuan much. He figured that even if there were such methods, he, as a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator, would have no knowledge of them.

It was just something he mentioned casually.

The distance between玄凤门 and here was considerable. They flew for several days, but fortunately, they didn’t encounter any dangers along the way. This was partly due to good fortune, but mostly because Lin Xuan’s divine sense was so powerful that he could always warn them before encountering any妖兽.

Over time, Zhou Xuehen grew immensely respectful and even wished to treat him as a disciple, though Lin Xuan had no interest in taking on such an old student.

One day, they continued their usual journey. After flying for several hours, a towering mountain came into view.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows raised at the thick妖气. This place was indeed an upper-grade妖脉.

"Phew, finally here," Zhou Xuehen sighed with relief and joy on his face. "Senior, look, that's where our玄凤门 main hall is. Do you think this妖脉 quality will do?"

"Not bad!" Lin Xuan nodded. Indeed, the妖脉 stretched for a hundred miles, which meant the strength of玄凤门 was far from weak.

"Your sect’s Sect Elder must have reached the late元婴 stage?" Lin Xuan couldn’t help but probe.

"Haha, senior has keen eyesight. Our Sect Elder is at the peak of mid-stage元婴, just one step away from the later stage," Zhou Xuehen's eyes showed both admiration and respect. He knew his own资质, and condensing an元婴 seemed unattainable… he was already grateful for successfully forming a丹.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a bland smile but said nothing of hollow comfort. Cultivation was about different opportunities for everyone.

"Senior is being modest. Let's continue our journey. I must report back to the sect, and if senior wishes to join, I can recommend you. Of course, if senior prefers not to be constrained, you could also become an honorary elder," Zhou Xuehen introduced enthusiastically.

Lin Xuan nodded without saying much more. The distance of several dozen miles was quickly covered, and a large area of buildings came into view.

There were elegant pavilions and rough stone rooms, forming a small market stretching for several miles!

Though the scale wasn’t grand, it was bustling with activity. Lin Xuan’s divine sense revealed that thousands of cultivators entered and exited constantly.

Most were at the Flexible Spirit stage; only about two or three in ten were Foundation Establishment, and there weren’t any above the Condensation Core stage.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s interest, Zhou Xuehen eagerly explained, "This is set up for lower-stage disciples. There isn't much to offer. If senior wishes to trade items, I can introduce you to a higher-grade market."

"Thank you." Lin Xuan chuckled and remained noncommittal.

Zhou Xuehen understood and stopped talking, leading them through the market in silence.

They flew directly over the market, heading towards a peculiar mountain peak.

Its shape was unique, resembling a human hand standing upright with five fingers of varying lengths and thicknesses. It was truly a marvel of nature.

They approached the shortest thumb-shaped peak.

At the foot of the mountain, Zhou Xuehen’s transformed light speed slowed slightly as he gently landed. Lin Xuan naturally followed suit.

"Sorry, senior, we have officially entered our sect's main gate here. Due to the restrictions in the protective array, you can't use your light speed to reach the top," Zhou Xuehen apologized with a cautious smile.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise at this revelation. The restriction on flying was nothing unusual, but the continuous activation of the protective array was surprising.

Such an array could protect the entire sect and required complex setup tools, consuming large amounts of crystal stones once activated. Thus, unless facing external enemies or a Sect Elder condensing an元婴, it was usually kept idle.

But the other party claimed…

Was there something wrong? Did玄凤门 have so many crystal stones that they wasted them for fun?

Zhou Xuehen was quick-witted and guessed Lin Xuan’s thoughts from his expression. He smiled wryly.

"Senior is mistaken. Although our玄凤门 is a top-notch cultivation force on the妖灵岛, we can't be so wasteful. Keeping the protective array active all year round is out of necessity."

"Why?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Just think about it. This is the妖灵岛. Unlike your mortal world, here, the power of妖兽 far outweighs that of cultivators," Zhou Xuehen explained.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim.

The matter wasn’t unusual when put into perspective.

In the mortal world, whether in幽州or on七星岛的云海, humans and妖族 coexisted. However, the power of cultivators was much greater, so according to the survival of the fittest rule, it was always the cultivators who hunted the妖兽.

Though many lost their lives to妖兽 during this process, overall, it was the cultivators attacking while the妖兽 defended.

But on the妖灵岛, the situation was reversed. The power of the妖族 was overwhelming, making humans like street rats. Being wiped out by the妖族 was not uncommon.

玄凤门已经是此处顶尖势力，但仍无法免俗。说不准什么时候就会被一大群妖兽围攻。

为了以防万一，他们不得不常年保持防护阵法的开启。

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded and his expression returned to normal. His desire to leave this place grew stronger.

The entire Five Fingers Mountain was shrouded in clouds, but with Lin Xuan’s eyesight, he could clearly see a winding stone staircase leading up the mountain, perfectly flat.

At the foot of the mountain stood a large archway, guarded by several cultivators. These were the disciples guarding the main gate.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept over them without much interest; their cultivation was only at the Flexible Spirit stage.

Seeing the two approach, these people recognized Zhou Xuehen and greeted him as Uncle, bending to bow. They then secretly sized up Lin Xuan with strange glances.

"Look at what you’re doing! This is Senior Lin. Bow!" Zhou Xuehen frowned and loudly scolded them before turning back to Lin Xuan with a smile, "Senior don’t mind. These disciples have never left the main gate; they lack etiquette. I’ll discipline them."
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Even Senior Master Lin Xuan, who was already showing great respect to the elder, seemed taken aback by this young man's unusual attire. Several low-ranking cultivators were visibly shocked and kept calling out to Senior Lin with exaggerated deference.

"Enough," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively, a hint of impatience on his face. He had no time for such formalities with these low-ranking cultivators.

"Please, Senior!"

Zhou Xuehen raised both hands and cast a lightness technique upon himself, then took off several dozen feet forward by lightly pushing off the ground.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he emitted a faint green glow from his feet, walking gracefully behind Zhou Xuehen. His sleeves fluttered in the breeze, exuding an air of elegance that left Zhou Xuehen deeply impressed.

On their way, they met several groups of cultivators—some at the Flexible Spirit Period and others at the Foundation Establishment stage—all showing surprise when they saw Lin Xuan. His attire was entirely different from theirs.

After settling down, he would need to change his clothes; otherwise, wherever he went, people would inevitably notice him. This was precisely what Lin Xuan disliked most—being noticed for no reason.

In a world where one's presence could attract unwanted attention, being low-key was the unwritten rule in the cultivation realm.

The mountain was several thousand feet high, but with their speed, it took only about an hour to reach the middle of the mountain.

"This is..." Lin Xuan's face showed a look of shock as he looked at the scene before him.

The fog here had thinned significantly. A massive stone wall appeared in front of them, measuring over a hundred feet in length and width, with a light black color. The surface was smooth, giving an impression like a carefully polished mirror. Lin Xuan's keen eyes could easily discern that this wall wasn't naturally formed but split by a powerful sword strike.

If it were just ordinary rock, Lin Xuan would have been able to break through with his full strength, but the composition of this wall wasn't rock; it was... mother iron.

Though not considered a divine treasure, it was genuine material for crafting magical artifacts. The hardness was unimaginable, and such a large piece being split into two halves with smooth edges suggested that even late-stage cultivators might find it challenging to achieve.

Seeing Lin Xuan's surprised expression, Zhou Xuehen didn't take offense but felt pleased as he explained: "Senior, there's no need for alarm. The remains of this mother iron are the work of our founder, Immortal Phoenix."

"Immortal Phoenix?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, his face showing a hint of strangeness. "Your founder is a woman?"

"Yes, though she is female, her cultivation prowess is beyond compare, shocking heaven and earth. She not only entered the Separation Stage but also successfully passed through the heavenly tribulation before ascending to the Spirit Realm."

"What?" Even with Lin Xuan's composure, his expression couldn't help but show astonishment. Reaching the Separation Stage was a legend even in the Cloud Sea of Seven Stars Island, and no one had reported passing the heavenly tribulation in thousands of years. He never expected it from such a small island...

"Immortal Phoenix practiced the technique 'Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens,' which is said to mimic the divine power of the Spirit Realm's phoenix," Lin Xuan asked eagerly.

"Yes." Zhou Xuehen, eager to please Lin Xuan, shared this information without reservation.

Cultivator techniques varied widely, even more so than ghost arts. They were divided into four levels: ordinary, intermediate, advanced, and supreme. Ordinary techniques mimicked common beasts' abilities, easy to learn but rarely led to condensation core. Intermediate techniques required more effort but offered greater power. If one became an inner sect disciple in Phoenix Sect, they would practice such a technique, with the potential to reach the Condensation Core stage.

Advanced techniques were rare treasures, and even after years of积累, Phoenix Sect only had a few copies. To learn them, you needed either a Saint Spirit Root or a dual-attribute variant root, and approval from at least two Inner Core Elders within the sect.

"So what about supreme techniques?" Lin Xuan was engrossed in listening. If this wasn't exaggerated, such supreme techniques would be even more precious than his Nine Heavens Profound Technique!

"Supreme techniques are unique to our sect—'Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens.' Since our ancestor ascended to the Spirit Realm, no one has met the conditions for practicing it."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan frowned, asking curiously. "Even a Saint Spirit Root doesn't qualify?"

"This isn't about the root's quality; one must be a Phoenix Bloodline body," Zhou Xuehen explained.

"What is a Phoenix Bloodline body?" Lin Xuan, despite his extensive knowledge, had never heard of such a term before.

"Senior should know that phoenixes are divine birds in the Spirit Realm. In ancient times, they might have existed, but now, not even on our island or in the mortal world."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded and continued listening.

"There is another kind of spirit bird whose bloodline is closely related to the phoenix."

"You mean peacock?" Lin Xuan chuckled, his expression slightly puzzled.

"Senior has broad knowledge. A Phoenix Bloodline body is indeed connected to the peacock because this type of body isn't innate but a result of extraordinary events in one's life," Zhou Xuehen continued.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan became increasingly interested as he imagined a beautiful woman. The memories of their past entanglements, from initial enmity to forced cooperation and that fateful kiss, were unforgettable.

He wondered if Peacock Immortal had returned to the Quinei Mountains, continuing her reign over the beasts.

Lost in thought for a moment, Lin Xuan quickly refocused on Zhou Xuehen's narrative: "The Phoenix Bloodline body is rare. The founder of our sect encountered this opportunity due to her extraordinary background."

Lin Xuan felt slightly impatient with the elder's lengthy explanation but continued listening.

"The founding mother of our sect had an unusual life story, not coming from a distinguished cultivation family but a common household. At five years old, she lost both parents in a natural disaster and was later adopted by a Peacock at the Formed Stage," Zhou Xuehen recounted.

"What?" Lin Xuan's ears were filled with countless strange tales since entering the immortal path, but none as absurd as this—wouldn't a powerful formated beast go mad to adopt an ordinary human child?
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(Unable to see clearly) Zhou Xuehen's face showed a slightly embarrassed smile as he slowly spoke, "This matter sounds rather unbelievable, but it is the truth. My sect's ancestor was raised by a magical bird."

Lin Xuan nodded his head and did not say more. The world was vast and full of wonders.

"Does this have anything to do with the body type you mentioned earlier? You said that such a constitution is not innate but acquired through extraordinary circumstances, what does that mean?"

"Hmm, that's right," Zhou Xuehen replied, "This body type is not something one is born with. It requires special cultivation and conditions."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan said, nodding his head. "You mentioned the Nine Heavens Profound Technique earlier. How does this relate to your sect's ancestor?"

Zhou Xuehen continued, "The Nine Heavens Profound Technique was created by the Ninth Heaven Sage. My sect's ancestor once had a profound bond with him."

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically as he realized the connection. "What about the Ninth Heaven Sage? What kind of person is he?"

Zhou Xuehen sighed, "The Ninth Heaven Sage was an extraordinary genius. He created the Nine Heavens Profound Technique and even once had a life-and-death bond with my sect's ancestor."

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he realized the connection between his sect's ancestor and the Ninth Heaven Sage. "So, this means that your sect's ancestor was already at the婴 stage before she became an immortal?"

Zhou Xuehen nodded solemnly. "Yes. At the time, my sect's ancestor was a junior-stage婴 cultivator. To protect her lover, she single-handedly fought off five powerful opponents."

Lin Xuan recalled the scene of that battle. A frail young woman in white robes, wielding a sword, bravely facing down five powerful opponents. It was both awe-inspiring and heartbreaking.

"Miss, the Ninth Heaven Sage is truly despicable," Mo'er's voice echoed in his mind, her face filled with anger.

Lin Xuan nodded. While he did not know how this would affect their future relationship, he could not help but feel that the Ninth Heaven Sage had abandoned his lover at a critical moment, leaving her to face the enemies alone.

"During that battle, my sect's ancestor fought until dawn, using all her strength to hold off five powerful opponents and allow the Ninth Heaven Sage to escape safely. However, she was severely injured, losing both her命法宝 and nearly collapsing from exhaustion."

Zhou Xuehen continued, "The magical bird, my sect's ancestor's adoptive mother, had already reached late-stage transformation. Her power surpassed that of even some后期婴 cultivators. The few opponents who dared to challenge her fled in terror."

After bringing her daughter back to the den, the magical bird tried every method she could think of to heal her injuries. Despite her best efforts, my sect's ancestor was on the brink of collapse after fighting five powerful opponents. Even a late-stage magical bird like her could not save her.

Despite their different natures, the bond between mother and daughter was strong. The magical bird decided to transfer her命灵光 into my sect's ancestor's body, hoping it would save her life.

And indeed, as legend had it, this act saved my sect's ancestor from the brink of death. Under the magical bird's meticulous care, she recovered over several decades and eventually returned to full health.

However, despite her recovery, my sect's ancestor became a different person after that. Her once vibrant personality turned into silence and sorrow.

"Why did they fall out?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

Zhou Xuehen replied, "I do not know the exact reason."

"Then why didn't you?"

"I was just a junior and had no right to speculate," Zhou Xuehen said humbly.

Lin Xuan nodded in understanding. It made sense that my sect's ancestor would have been deeply affected by such an event. The Nine Heavens Profound Technique, created by the Ninth Heaven Sage, required extraordinary talent. But his character was questionable.

Lin Xuan recalled how the Ninth Heaven Sage had taken on a blood debt and yet still managed to find time for his lover. If he did not have a partner, why would Qin Yan's version of the Nine Heavens Profound Technique exist?

The truth behind this mystery finally unfolded before him. All previous doubts were resolved. Lin Xuan could only speculate that the Ninth Heaven Sage was at fault.

But Lin Xuan felt no guilt. He had simply practiced the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, and its creator's actions did not concern him in any way.

"Despite her outward weakness, my sect's ancestor was a very strong-willed woman. After this incident, she hated the Ninth Heaven Sage to the core but refused to let her adoptive mother take revenge on his behalf."

Lin Xuan continued, "She believed that their grudge would be settled by her own hands one day."

"But the Ninth Heaven Sage was an unscrupulous and despicable man. He may have been a genius in cultivation, but his character left much to be desired," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.

Zhou Xuehen smiled, "Indeed, the Nine Heavens Profound Technique is a testament to his talent. My sect's ancestor eventually found her way to the legendary phoenix and began her journey of self-improvement."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. The story made sense, but it also highlighted the Ninth Heaven Sage's flaws. Lin Xuan felt no remorse for practicing the Nine Heavens Profound Technique; its creator's actions were irrelevant to him.

"Despite her outward weakness, my sect's ancestor was a very strong-willed woman. After this incident, she hated the Ninth Heaven Sage to the core but refused to let her adoptive mother take revenge on his behalf."

Lin Xuan continued, "She believed that their grudge would be settled by her own hands one day."

"But the Ninth Heaven Sage was an unscrupulous and despicable man. He may have been a genius in cultivation, but his character left much to be desired," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.

Zhou Xuehen smiled, "Indeed, the Nine Heavens Profound Technique is a testament to his talent. My sect's ancestor eventually found her way to the legendary phoenix and began her journey of self-improvement."
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By this point, there wasn't much more to the secrets.

Xuanfeng Fairy Lady had created the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique with her extraordinary talent and all of her hundred years of effort.

However, according to Lin Xuan's knowledge, Ninth Heaven Profound Respect hadn't been killed by humans; he had simply exhausted his lifespan and passed away in meditation.

As this man said, Xuanfeng Fairy Lady must have entered the Separation and Union Stage, and eventually ascended to the Spirit Realm. It was puzzling why she didn't seek revenge on Ninth Heaven Profound Respect during that time.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't particularly interested in probing these ancient grudges; they had no direct bearing on him.

Instead, what was known as the Phoenix Bloodline Body involved using the inherent spiritual light of a peacock to perform the Grand Circulation within the body. The Essence Cleansing Process gradually transformed his constitution.

As for how to control one's essence energy, there were detailed explanations in the preface of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow when he heard this but kept it subtle enough that Zhou Xuehen didn't notice. After explaining the origin of the stone wall, he led Lin Xuan towards a pavilion not far away.

This was a three-story building about seven or eight zhang tall. Although made of wood, its surface emitted a faint glow, making it seem mysterious.

Lin Xuan gave it several more glances, his expression showing a hint of strange tension, but quickly regained composure as he followed the other person inside.

The interior was spacious with few cultivators present. Zhou Xuehen led Lin Xuan directly to the third floor and, after passing through several winding corridors, they arrived at a large wooden door.

Zhou Xuehen showed respect by gently knocking on it. After about half a cup of tea's time, a creaking sound was heard as the door opened mysteriously.

However, Zhou Xuehen didn't dare to enter without caution and instead moved his lips slightly, seemingly speaking into the interior.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; this wasn't very polite. But despite feeling a bit displeased internally, he maintained a calm and indifferent expression.

"Ah, you've actually come from the outside world as a guest. And you're even a Core Formation Stage expert! Such a rare visitor—please forgive me for not going out to meet you." A rather boisterous voice echoed, and an elderly man with long white hair walked out of the door.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; this person was extremely tall, though he appeared to be in his seventies or eighties based on his appearance. He moved like a dragon and spoke with the voice of a lion—clearly a Core Formation Middle-stage cultivator.

"Junior disciple pays respects to Senior Uncle."

"Enough." The elderly man waved dismissively. His gaze fell upon Lin Xuan: "You must be Fairy Lin. It's rare for us to have guests from outside our island, so it is truly fate that you are here."

"Fate indeed!" Lin Xuan inwardly scoffed but kept a fake smile on his face as he chatted politely.

Zhou Xuehen naturally didn't dare to interrupt. After the two finished speaking, he smiled and apologized.

"Meeting someone is already considered fate. Would Fairy Lin be interested in joining our sect and becoming part of the Xuanfeng Sect?" The elderly man with long white hair invited enthusiastically.

"Thank you for your kind offer," Lin Xuan said hesitantly, "but I would rather return to the mortal world."

"Return to the mortal world? Haha, I understand. But it's unlikely that you will be able to do so at this time." The elderly man stroked his beard; he showed no anger despite being rejected.

"Why not? Is there no way back to the mortal world from Xuanfeng Island?" Lin Xuan frowned, speaking with skepticism.

"Whether or not there is a way is hard to say. There might be, or there might not."

"What do you mean by that, Fairy Lin? Are you trying to tease me?" Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

"Haha, don't get angry. I and you hit it off at first sight; how could I deliberately make things difficult for you? However, returning from the Xuanfeng Island to the mortal world is not impossible but extremely unlikely."

"Oh, I'd like to hear more about this." Lin Xuan's expression softened as he clasped his hands.

"Of course, you know that Xuanfeng Island is a holy land for demons. The strength of the beasts here far surpasses anything in the mortal world..."

Lin Xuan nodded; he had heard Zhou Xuehen mention these things before. Otherwise, there was no need to keep the protective array active with such a large sect.

"Although I haven't seen it myself, they say that there are at least three or four Separation and Union Stage beasts on this island," the elderly man said, his eyes flashing with an enigmatic look.

"Separation and Union Stage beasts?" Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed in shock. "With such terrifying monsters around, why can your sect still"

"Why do you think we humans haven't been completely wiped out yet?"

Lin Xuan nodded; according to what he knew, humans and demons had never been on good terms since ancient times. They constantly fought, but they could coexist because neither side had the absolute power to eliminate the other.

However, on Xuanfeng Island, this balance was clearly broken—there were three or four Transmutation Stage beasts...

"We can still live in peace today because Separation and Union Stage beasts never get involved in conflicts between our two races."

"Oh, why is that?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with interest showing on his face.

"This I'm not sure about. Perhaps after entering the Separation and Union Stage, those monsters focus entirely on how to survive their heavenly tribulations and ascend to the Spirit Realm. They have no interest in conflicts at our level, but this is just a guess. There are more reliable theories: Our senior cultivators once made secret agreements with Separation and Union Stage demons, forcing them not to intervene when we fight."

"Senior Cultivator?" Lin Xuan was taken aback; his expression turned strange.

"We're not from the island originally; our ancestors came from the mortal world. It happened a few million years ago when hopes of extending lifespans were dashed. The cultivation sects declined and were replaced by the Four Great Schools—Buddhism, Daoism, Confucianism, and Magic. People with spiritual roots no longer chose to cultivate; if this trend continues, demon techniques might disappear from the cultivation world in a few thousand years..."

"Although many cultivators have switched sides, the prosperity of cultivation techniques has its reasons beyond just extending lifespans. Even though it was hard to recruit disciples back then, there were still many loyal seniors who persisted."

"But without spiritual roots in the mortal world, cultivating is much harder than with Buddhism, Daoism, Confucianism, and Magic. The decline of the cultivation sect seems irreversible; all four schools are eyeing us hungrily, even wanting to attack us. Just as things seemed dire, five senior cultivators stepped forward."
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"Five top cultivators of the demonic realm?"

"Not bad," said the elderly man with white hair, his face filled with admiration and a hint of envy. "As they say, even a dead worm doesn't rot completely. At that time, although the demonic faction had already begun to decline, it had experienced nearly ten thousand years of prosperity before then. The older generation was full of talent, and among them were those five top cultivators, including our ancestor, Immortal Phoenix. Back then, she had just entered the Separation Stage, but in terms of cultivation, she was the weakest among the five..."

Lin Xuan was speechless upon hearing this, his face showing shock: "If the Immortal has already entered the Separation Stage, yet ranks last among these top five, could it be that the other four are..."

"The friend's guess is correct. The other four are also old-timers at the Separation Stage. Originally, with their cultivation levels, they wouldn't have bothered with human affairs and would have been secluded in the vast wilderness, pondering how to pass through the heavenly tribulation and ascend to the spirit realm. However, when the Buddhist, Daoist, Confucian, and demonic forces joined hands against the demonic faction, these five top cultivators couldn't just sit idly by. They eventually stepped forward..."

Lin Xuan nodded without asking further; the reason was obvious.

Though the path of immortals was arduous and often devoid of emotion, focusing solely on personal gain, there were always exceptions. As humans, it was hard to escape the constraints of society.

Having entered the Separation Stage for at least seven or eight hundred years, these five top cultivators had deep feelings for their demonic lineage. Although they could transcend worldly affairs in daily life, they knew that they had to step forward during such critical moments.

Humans were not gods; achieving complete detachment was incredibly difficult.

"The moment the five top cultivators appeared, the Buddhist, Daoist, Confucian, and demonic forces naturally fell silent. After all, Separation Stage cultivators are mere legends. Even if the other four agreed, could those demons still adhere to their pact?"

Lin Xuan nodded in understanding before a hint of bewilderment crossed his face: "I wanted to know if there was any way out of the Demon Spirit Island, but you've been talking about all sorts of things."

The elderly man with white hair was also shrewd. He knew why Lin Xuan was displeased by the conversation's direction and stroked his beard, a smile playing on his lips: "Friend, no need to be in such a hurry. Your question is closely related to what I just said."

"Oh? Could it be that the way out was left behind by these five great cultivators?"

"The friend is indeed clever; you guessed correctly. After migrating here, the demonic faction naturally clashed with the native demons of Demon Spirit Island. Fortunately, with the five top cultivators in charge, they didn't fall behind. However, there were still Separation Stage monsters among the demons. Luckily, the five high-ranking cultivators had a higher skill level and signed a secret pact at that time, agreeing not to interfere in clan disputes."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's face showed some disbelief: "Even if it is as you say, this has been going on for millions of years. The five great cultivators are long gone. Would those demon beasts still abide by their pact?"

"I'm not sure," the elderly man replied with a hint of confusion. "But in our conflicts with demons, the Separation Stage monsters have never interfered."

"Friend, you've said so much; can you now answer my question?" Lin Xuan spoke with some dissatisfaction. Both Zhou Bloodtrace and this white-haired elder were overly verbose, but they had helped him understand the situation on Demon Spirit Island.

He hadn't expected to learn so many ancient secrets that weren't recorded in any texts. This was indeed a broadening of his horizons.

"Friend, don't worry; there are two methods. One is to enter the Separation Stage and gain the ability to tear through space. Then, returning to the human realm would be no problem."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, but his face showed no anger: "May I ask, what's the other method?"

"The second... hahaha, back then, the five great cultivators left behind a teleportation array that could also tear through space," said the white-haired elder with a sly smile. "But I advise you not to have any illusions; activating this array is just as difficult as entering the Separation Stage."

"Ah?" Lin Xuan perked up: "May I ask, what conditions are needed to activate this teleportation array?"

"It seems like you're determined until you reach the Yellow River," sighed the white-haired elder, his face showing a lack of belief. "Anyway, let me tell you! First, activating this array requires extraordinary spiritual energy, which can only be obtained from top-grade crystals..."

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he interrupted: "That's just one condition. Even if I could obtain such legendary items, I still need to inherit any one of the five great cultivators' teachings."

"Oh? What do you mean by that?" Lin Xuan felt a bit puzzled: "Does activating the array have anything to do with cultivation techniques?"

"Indeed, the teleportation array was set up jointly by the five great cultivators and can only be activated by their direct disciples. The requirements are not high; one just needs to learn part of their cultivation technique. However, according to me, the other four great cultivators were independent practitioners. After so many years, it's impossible to find any of their successors. Therefore, you can only learn our sect's 'Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.' But as your nephew Zhou mentioned, although Immortal Phoenix is our ancestor, no one in our sect has been able to practice her unique secrets for decades. Unless you are a member of the Phoenix lineage..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this revelation and sighed: "It seems leaving Demon Spirit Island won't be easy."

"Not just difficult; it's impossible," said the white-haired elder with a cold laugh. "To be honest, over these years, although few friends have been drawn into the human realm, there are still some. But I've never heard of anyone successfully leaving."

He then changed his expression to one of comfort and spoke gently: "Friend, don't think too much about it. As they say, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. Actually, our Demon Spirit Island has good cultivation resources; why not stay here?"

Seeing Lin Xuan's silence but a slight relaxation on his face, he pressed further: "Our Phoenix Sect is quite powerful; why not consider joining us?"

Although Lin Xuan remained calm externally, internally he was pondering. The other party repeatedly invited him to join with such enthusiasm—was there something sinister behind it?

With his defenses up, Lin Xuan wouldn't easily agree but also didn't want to offend the other party.

A minor condensation-stage cultivator wasn't significant, and given his unfamiliarity with this place, he preferred not to cause trouble.

Smiling slightly, Lin Xuan said: "This... I'm new here; I need some time to consider. Once I decide, I'll give you a response. What do you think?"
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Lin Xuan's words were ambiguous, neither immediately agreeing nor firmly rejecting. The elderly man with white hair felt a slight dissatisfaction but didn't press the matter further.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist wishes to think it over carefully. I fully understand," said the elderly man with a chuckle. "However, Yajing Island is different from the mortal world. It's very difficult for solitary practitioners to survive here. How about this: if you don't want to join our sect right away, you can choose to become an honorary elder of our sect. This way, you won't be bound by rules and can seek protection from our sect when in danger. It’s a win-win situation, what do you think?"

The elderly man rolled his eyes and smiled as he said this.

"Thank you for your kindness, Fellow Daoist. What obligations must I undertake if I become an honorary elder of your sect?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and replied seriously. As the saying goes, there's no such thing as a free lunch, so he wouldn't easily fall into someone else’s trap.

"Don’t worry about that. As an honorary elder, you can enjoy great freedom in daily life. You only need to return when our sect is under attack by beasts, and other than that, you are completely free. You can also use some of our resources like the library and the furnace room. However, I must be frank: honorary elders aren’t true members of our sect, so these resources can only be used at the lowest level, which won't be much help to a Core Formation stage cultivator like yourself."

"Haha, Fellow Daoist, there’s no need for you to persuade me further. I said before that I need time to consider whether to join Xuanfeng Sect," Lin Xuan waved his hand to stop him from continuing.

"Then are you willing to become an honorary elder of our sect?"

"This is natural; your good intentions leave me with no reason to refuse." Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

The elderly man’s face lit up, and he extended his hand. A flash of light appeared as he tapped his storage pouch, revealing a black token in his palm.

This token was about the size of a child’s palm, carved from an unknown type of wood, emitting a faint fragrance that refreshed the mind.

"This is Xuanfeng Sect's honorary elder token. Please keep it."

"Thank you." Lin Xuan accepted without hesitation and chatted idly for a few more minutes before taking his leave.

After leaving the elderly man’s residence, Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious as he thought about the repeated invitations to join the sect. The old man seemed overly enthusiastic, which made him wonder if there was some hidden agenda.

Lin Xuan took out the honorary elder token and scanned it with his mental senses, finding nothing amiss.

"Let it be. I’m just a Core Formation stage cultivator; there’s no need to worry about me. If he really tries anything, he’ll only regret it," Lin Xuan shook his head and decided to put this matter aside for now. The immediate task was to find a way out of the island.

Entering the Separation Stage wasn’t an option as it seemed far beyond reach. He had just transformed into a demonic embryo; he still needed more time before becoming a true Core Formation cultivator.

The only feasible method left was to use the teleportation array.

His feline body wasn't a hindrance, but learning the Nine Heavens Dance would be difficult. Even if he joined Xuanfeng Sect, they wouldn’t hand over top-grade cultivation techniques. If he showed exceptional talent, it could lead to unforeseen consequences or even his demise.

Lin Xuan was well aware of the harshness of the cultivation world. Such treasures were not given away lightly, even if they weren't useful to their current owners.

The only way was... theft.

Of course, this couldn’t be rushed; otherwise, he might end up making a fool of himself.

Moreover, he still needed top-grade crystal stones, and although he had an idea in mind, the success rate was uncertain.

Sighing, Lin Xuan mentally discussed with Moon for a few moments before transforming into a streak of light to fly towards another pavilion several miles away.

This building was also made of wood but was much simpler than the previous one. All those entering and leaving were low-rank cultivators.

This place was where low-rank disciples received their rewards and lower-grade spiritual artifacts after completing miscellaneous tasks, so Lin Xuan’s arrival naturally drew attention.

But he ignored others' surprised glances and walked in confidently.

Soon, a steward came out to greet him. He was an elderly man around sixty years old with a hunched back but vibrant energy.

"Senior, you've visited the Inducing Phoenix Pavilion; what can I do for you?" the elder asked cautiously. Lin Xuan’s cultivation level was beyond comprehension, and his unusual attire made him seem strange, leaving the elder unsure of how to handle him.

"I don’t need to be alarmed; I’m a new honorary elder," said Lin Xuan as he showed the newly acquired token.

The elder's expression softened significantly but became even more respectful. After all, an honorary elder was a position for Core Formation stage cultivators.

"Then it’s Elder Lin, junior has a gift for you." The elder bowed deeply and flatteringly.

He had only reached the Late Spirit Formation stage, so he rarely had the chance to meet such high-ranking experts. If he could gain favor from this esteemed Lin senior, his life would be greatly enriched.

Lin Xuan was astute enough to see through the other’s intentions but maintained a calm expression.

"Elder, what do you need? Just say it. As long as junior can do it, I’ll go to any lengths."

"That's too much," the elder blushed, his act a bit overdone. But he quickly regained composure: "Please speak your mind."

"Alright, first, I need some clothes—simple and not fancy." The attire on Yajing Island was different from that of Cloud Sea. Lin Xuan didn’t want to be the center of attention everywhere; this wasn't in line with his usual low-key approach.

"This is easy. Please rest assured; I’ll send someone to find you a plain green robe. What do you think?"

"Very good," Lin Xuan nodded, pleased. "And another request: as a new honorary elder, I need an epigraphic tube containing detailed information about your sect."

"That can be arranged, but it will take some time. Please wait here; I’ll bring the items to you soon. Xiao Hong, please escort the senior to the VIP lounge and serve him with high-quality tea and pastries," the elderly man instructed a young female cultivator standing beside him.

She was around seventeen or eighteen years old, her aura so thin it seemed she had just entered the sect. She bowed respectfully and led Lin Xuan away.
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The so-called Guest House was, in reality, just a small side room. It was only a few dozen feet wide but had been tastefully decorated with an air of elegance.

"Senior, please have a seat."

Lin Xuan nodded but did not sit as instructed; instead, he stood and examined the paintings hanging on both sides of the wall.

The girl's cultivation level was merely at the Flexible Spirit Period, so she dared not disturb him. After offering him some spirit tea and pastries, she quietly left the room.

Lin Xuan didn't wait long. Just after a meal had passed, the old man himself came to the side room. He carried a silver tray with Lin Xuan's clothes on it.

"Senior, please check if they fit you well?" The old man's face was full of flattery.

Lin Xuan swept his spirit sense over them and nodded. "They do."

He quickly stowed away the jade tube, then walked leisurely down to the foot of the mountain.

Soon, the simple market town came into view. According to Zhou Xueheng, it was set up by the Immortal Phoenix Sect for low-level disciples, mainly providing services for them. There were no items needed by condensation core cultivators here, but Lin Xuan still found some interest in entering it. He wanted to see how a market town on the Demon Spirit Island differed from that of the mortal world.

Lin Xuan had already changed his clothes, so he was no longer conspicuous. Although his cultivation level remained at mid-Condensation Core, much higher than most others, according to the rules of the cultivation world, no one would scan him with their spirit sense unless necessary; it would be considered impolite. Plus, Lin Xuan had an ordinary appearance and looked only in his early twenties, so no one suspected anything.

It had been a long time since he'd visited a market town for low-level cultivators. There weren't many formal shops here—only about a third of the stalls were permanent, while the rest were temporary setups.

They displayed various自制spiritual tools, talismans, and Daoist texts. The sellers shouted loudly, haggling with buyers over prices, often arguing fiercely over just a few pieces of spirit stone. It felt so familiar...

Even with his deep-seated composure, it seemed like a dream. Once upon a time, he was such a low-level cultivator, struggling for every bit of resources.

Time passed quickly; a century had gone by in the blink of an eye. Looking back now, it left him with mixed feelings.

Although this market town didn't have what he needed, just being here and feeling like he'd returned to his past was enough to make Lin Xuan feel that the trip hadn't been in vain.

He looked around, his face breaking into a faint smile. Soon, however, Lin Xuan's eyes lit up with excitement as he noticed something.

The various items sold here had a high proportion of demon beast materials—almost fifty percent—and their values were much lower than those in the Cloud Sea cultivation world. For example, a complete hide from a first-grade fire rat cost about seven to eight pieces of spirit stone in the Cloud Sea, but only three here... at half price.

There was also an incredible variety of species, some even unheard of by Lin Xuan with his extensive knowledge. This discovery thrilled him; these were just temporary stalls. If it were a high-level cultivator's exchange fair, who knew what treasures might be found!

Lin Xuan's steps quickened as he saw the potential. The old saying went that misfortunes may turn out to be blessings in disguise, and indeed, history had proven this true.

Feeling unusually good-spirited, Lin Xuan looked at everything around him with a pleasant eye. After wandering for about an incense stick's time, he stopped in front of a stall.

The stall wasn't large; it displayed some low-level spiritual tools and talismans. However, Lin Xuan's gaze landed on an old book to the left side of the stall.

The cover was somewhat worn, with the title "Summary of Demon Clan Techniques" written in big letters.

"A friend likes this book," said the young woman who owned the stall, her voice sweet and smooth. "It's passed down from my ancestors. I can tell you that we come from a broken-down cultivator family; our ancestors loved collecting strange stories. This book provides brief introductions to various demon clan techniques."

Lin Xuan looked at the girl's attire and was slightly surprised. "You're not an Immortal Phoenix Sect disciple?"

"Of course not," she said, her eyes wide with surprise. "Didn't you know that anyone can set up a stall here for a month by paying just one piece of spirit stone?"

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded and inwardly smirked. The old man must have had his own motives; otherwise, he wouldn't have made up such a story about the ferocity of demon beasts.

Lin Xuan's attention returned to the book. He didn't show any surprise on his face. Before becoming a cultivator, due to weak spirit sense, one could read from jade tubes but couldn't write in them. Therefore, books were not uncommon for recording information.

"Five pieces of spirit stone," the girl said with a sweet and smooth voice. Lin Xuan couldn't help looking up at her. The girl had an innate charm that made her quite attractive despite not being a beauty.

Of course, Lin Xuan was an exception; his cultivation level was too high, and he had a stable mind. Moreover, the few women with whom he had some connection were all beauties.

Lin Xuan's attention returned to the book as he casually flipped through it. "How much?"

"Five pieces of spirit stone," she said sweetly. Lin Xuan looked up at her; she was indeed naturally charming, though not a beauty.

Lin Xuan didn't bother haggling and simply took out five pieces of spirit stone from his storage bag and handed them to her.

"Thank you." The girl beamed as she accepted the payment.

Lin Xuan picked up the old book and continued wandering around.

However, he found no new items in the following time. After all, this market town was for low-level cultivators, so there wasn't much suitable for him.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan felt bored and left the market town.

"Master, what should we do next?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears.

"This..." Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he pondered.

According to logic, when in a new place, one couldn't return immediately, so naturally, one would look for a place to establish a den. However, this was unnecessary; as an Immortal Phoenix Sect guest scholar, he could claim a den with the token. It wouldn't be top-notch, but it would suffice for him to stay.

He transformed into a streak of light and flew towards a nearby mountain peak.

The process went smoothly. In the cultivation world, one's strength mattered, and his mid-Condensation Core cultivation level made the staff members treat him with great respect.

After obtaining the den, Lin Xuan first set up several array flags before taking a good sleep. The next day, he took out the old book from his storage bag and read it with great interest.

He spent the whole day reading until sunset, when he finally closed the book with a relaxed expression on his face. He had found what he was looking for.

Although Zhou Xueheng had also introduced demon techniques, his descriptions were too rough. Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied; after all, to leave the Demon Spirit Island, he needed to learn the Phoenix Dance Nine Skies Technique first. However, the way cultivators of demons differed greatly from those of Daoism, Confucianism, Buddhism, and Taoism. While they could use spiritual tools and talismans, their techniques involved transforming their bodies into demon forms to utilize various strange powers.

Zhou Xueheng had once transformed his right hand into a claw, but Lin Xuan didn't want to end up looking like a monster after learning the technique.

However, he no longer worried. According to the book, while there were countless demon techniques, only ordinary and medium-level ones required transforming one's body. High-level and top-tier techniques were different; they drove spiritual tools just as Daoism, Confucianism, Buddhism, and Taoism did.

Moreover, their effects were better. It was said that after practicing these two techniques, even without transformation, a cultivator could greatly enhance the strength of his body.

Especially with top-tier techniques, one could reach such depths that the body could rival ordinary spiritual tools in hardness.
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For Xin, Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise when he read this. But after the initial shock, there was a sense of relief.

Unlike humans, while妖族 transformed beings would also use talismans and external objects, they placed great emphasis on cultivating their own bodies as well.

Some even trained their natural sharp teeth and claws to an incredible degree, making them capable of breaking through metal and stone like cutting tofu with a knife. They could directly withstand the power of boundary-defining talismans.

Although human bodies were inferior to those of妖族, it wasn't strange that one could match ordinary talismans in hardness by refining their techniques to their utmost depth, even if they fell short of the latter's natural abilities.

Lin Xuan sighed. The path of cultivation was indeed mysterious and unpredictable. Even he himself had only just scratched the surface.

Putting down his book, he noticed it was already late. The sun had set behind the hills. Lin Xuan began to sit cross-legged in meditation. He hadn't properly cultivated for several days, so he needed to catch up on his training.

This place was a prime location for妖脉, but its essence was incredibly thin, unsuitable for cultivators like him. Earlier, he could rely on various spirit herbs and medicinal materials to support his cultivation. Now, he had to depend more on his own efforts.

Lin Xuan wouldn't be bored enough to eavesdrop on two low-ranking disciples, but their situation seemed peculiar. The girl's face was filled with anger while the man next to her looked around 30 years old and handsome, though there was a hint of evil in him.

Rescuing a beauty wasn't Lin Xuan's interest, but he learned from yesterday that she had given him a book. He felt a bit grateful towards her. If she truly needed help, he wouldn't mind lending a hand; it would be just a breath for him.

Not all cultivators were cold-hearted. Sometimes, Lin Xuan did good deeds as well.

"Gold family, you shouldn't bully people too much!" the girl named Ye Ping'er said angrily.

"I'm Miss Ping'er, and your words are unjustified. I have deep feelings for you and hope to become your partner in cultivation," the man stepped forward with a smile on his face, but it was clear he wanted to beat him up.

"Partner in cultivation?" Ye Ping'er's face turned red, adding more charm. Despite not being an absolute beauty, her natural allure was enough to captivate Lin Xuan from afar. He couldn't help but think that this girl was a祸国殃民的尤物, which explained why the man was so infatuated with her.

However, Ye Ping'er quickly vanished and replaced by a determined expression: "Gold family, don't have such foolish thoughts. Even if I marry a pig, I won't be like you!"

Her words were a metaphor, but they showed how much she disliked this man. He had already ruined the purity of many women before being taken under the wing of Kun Nan.

The man named Gold's eyes flashed with anger, but he quickly restrained himself and hardened his tone: "Miss Ping'er, I sincerely want to be your cultivation partner. Why reject me? The Ye family is in decline, you're no longer a prominent lady. As an ordinary cultivator, I have my ancestors' support, and my techniques are about to reach their peak..."

"Stop! Even if the Ye family has declined, Ping'er won't lose her honor by doing such things," Ye Ping'er said firmly.

"You're Kun Nan's heir, so you don't need to use his name to intimidate me. Hmph! Gold family, do you think I'm ignorant of your history? You've been a womanizer since before entering the cultivation path. You've ruined many women and even used them as鼎炉," Ye Ping'er said.

"Ridiculous!" The man named Gold's face turned lecherous: "Since you're not wise, I'll make you my鼎炉."

With that, he revealed his true colors, no longer pretending to be a righteous person. He began to openly admire the girl's beauty.

"Perverse!" Ye Ping'er was both ashamed and angry. She stomped her foot and summoned a few black balls of light from her palm—妖弹术, a初级法术, similar to fireballs in human realms.

Ye Ping'er was only中期灵动, so she couldn't summon more powerful talismans. The small black balls of energy flew towards the man with all her might!

"Ha! A petty trick. You dare defy my will despite your low cultivation level."

The man named Gold sneered and released a black aura. He remained unmoved as his transformed arm suddenly grew larger, muscles bulging.

"Jin transformation technique!" Ye Ping'er was terrified but didn't show it on her face. She pulled out a sharp dagger from her storage bag.

"Ah, a mid-rank灵器, it seems Lady Ye has some good things at hand," the man named Gold said casually, though his expression turned serious. A mid-rank灵器 wasn't something to be taken lightly.

"Quickly!"

Ye Ping'er threw the dagger towards the man, who caught it with his transformed arm. But Lin Xuan, hiding in the shadows, noticed a trick.

Sure enough, as the dagger approached the monstrous arm, several small tentacles suddenly emerged from it, wrapping around the blade like venomous snakes.

For Lin Xuan, this was just another trivial matter, but he marveled at the complexity and mystery of妖修 techniques.

"Ah!" Ye Ping'er screamed. The transformation caught her off guard, and she couldn't change tactics in time. The dagger was trapped by the tentacles.

Ye Ping'er's face turned pale, but she didn't give up. She formed a hand seal and the dagger glowed with妖光, trying to break free.

But the tentacles were incredibly strong and slippery, offering no points for leverage. Despite its sharpness, the dagger was completely trapped.

"Little girl, stop wasting your energy. Come with me, and you'll suffer less," the man named Gold said seductively, though his expression showed he thought himself magnanimous.

"Ugh!"

Ye Ping'er remained unmoved. She flicked her wrist and another talisman appeared, but she didn't release it. Instead, she stuck it to herself, transforming into a green light that broke through the air and flew away.
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"Want to leave?" the man with the surname Jin sneered. "Before this young master, it's just a daydream!"

Before he could finish speaking, his left hand, which had been transformed by demonization, opened up a small hole in its center, and dark mist poured out from it, quickly enveloping the streak of light.

The light faded rapidly. Ye Ping'er's body trembled as she fell from mid-air.

At this point, the young woman finally showed signs of fear, though she didn't want to surrender easily. Her inner power had been trapped by the demon fog, making her limbs weak and powerless. She gritted her teeth to stay standing.

"Is that so? Now you're on my chopping block. If you had followed this young master's wishes back then, it wouldn't have been as hard for you. Are you regretting your decision now?"

"Regret? Pah! Ping'er only regrets not having enough power to kill such a despicable scoundrel!" Despite her fear, the young woman still shouted defiantly.

"That filthy girl, daring to be so bold at the brink of death, humph. With a nature that attracts others, this young master will make you a proper鼎炉," the man with the surname Jin said as he approached with lecherous laughter.

Ye Ping'er's expression was bleak; her eyes filled with despair.

Was she really going to end up here? But even if she wanted to commit suicide now, it would be too late.

Just when things seemed dire, a cold spiritual awareness descended from the sky and enveloped both of them. It felt like being stared down by a snake.

A chill ran down their spines!

The two froze, but their expressions were starkly different.

Ye Ping'er's face lit up with joy; her situation couldn't get any worse than it was now.

But the man with the surname Jin looked grim. He dared not show his anger, yet he knew this terrifying spiritual awareness could only belong to a condensation core cultivator.

Though this person was despicable and shameless, his mind worked quickly. His eyes flashed with an odd light as he put on a servile smile, bowing from afar: "I don't know which esteemed senior has graced us with your presence; please forgive my lack of welcome."

"Words that don't match your intentions, you don't deserve to ask Lin's name," a voice without emotion replied. A few dozen feet away, a faint light appeared, revealing an ordinary-looking young man.

The other looked incredibly young—no more than twenty—but his aura was so powerful it made one feel uneasy.

The man with the surname Jin was taken aback and secretly released his spiritual awareness to scan. His eyes immediately showed extreme fear; indeed, this was a condensation core cultivator.

On the other side, Ye Ping'er's eyes widened in shock as she saw the expression on her face. Wasn't he the friend who had bought books from her at the market yesterday?

So... He was actually a condensation core expert!

The encounter was so extraordinary that the young woman felt everything was unreal, like a dream.

Seeing Lin Xuan's disapproving gaze, drops of sweat formed on the man with the surname Jin's forehead. He forced a smile and bowed: "May I ask your esteemed name? Your late disciple is a student of Elder Kun Nan. If you have any instructions for me, I will do anything..."

This guy was smart; to avoid being at a disadvantage, he brought up his master. However, Lin Xuan's lips curled in a sardonic smile: "Elder Kun Nan... Hmm, what kind of thing is that?"

The man with the surname Jin's expression froze. Though his cultivation wasn't impressive, Elder Kun Nan was a notorious figure in the魔道. No one had ever dared to insult their master like this.

Feeling furious, but not stupid, he put on a servile smile: "You're joking, my teacher is an元婴 cultivator; your powers must have heard of his name."

"Oh, are you threatening me?" Lin Xuan's face showed a nonchalant smile.

"No, I misunderstood..." the man with the surname Jin panicked as he tried to explain. But Lin Xuan wasn't in the mood for explanations and flicked his sleeve. A green sword light shot out.

With such low cultivation, there was no time to react. The sword circled around the man's neck, and a head rolled off into the air. Lin Xuan showed disgust as he turned it into ashes with a fireball.

Then, Lin Xuan glanced at the young woman in front of him; she seemed nervous.

It wasn't surprising—alone with a stranger in such an isolated place, especially when compared to her, he was like an ant. If she suddenly had bad thoughts...

With his intelligence, Lin Xuan guessed her thoughts and shook his head without anger. He formed hand seals and channeled some power into her body.

"Ah..."

Ye Ping'er felt warmth in her dantian as the trapped inner power flowed back through her meridians. Her limbs regained strength.

"Thank you for saving me," Ye Ping'er said, bowing gracefully.

"No need for such formalities; it's a small favor to Lin," Lin Xuan smiled. He had some fondness for this girl—not because of her beauty but due to her good character.

Scanning her with his spiritual awareness, Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

She possessed an ice attribute 异灵根 and a nature that attracted others. Her cultivation potential was outstanding.

Such talent should have been sought after by various sects; it didn't make sense for her to be a wandering cultivator without a master.

But the man with the surname Jin had mentioned she came from a broken-down family, which might explain why she refused other sects.

However, without guidance, cultivating alone was extremely difficult. Lin Xuan felt a kinship with her.

He decided to help again: "Here, take these two bottles of medicinal pills."

Ye Ping'er's face showed surprise. "Esteemed sir, what are you doing?"

"Stupid girl, it's rare for me to do good deeds; these pills will greatly enhance your inner power. With your potential, you should be able to successfully cultivate the foundation in a few years."

"Thank you very much," Ye Ping'er was overjoyed, her grateful eyes glistening as she bowed: "Your kindness, I can only remember it and repay when my cultivation improves..."

Lin Xuan nodded, valuing her more. With his powers, he didn't expect anything in return, but her reaction pleased him.

Most people would talk about repaying in the next life, but such vague promises weren't as sincere as hers...
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After breaking up with Ye Pin'er, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of shocking light and flew back towards the sky. The little incident earlier,

he naturally did not take much notice. His current top priority was to gain more understanding about Jiaoling Island.

As they say, one should always be wary of others. Although the disciples from Xuanfeng Sect were kind to him, Lin Xuan felt that they had their own ulterior motives and thus needed to secretly guard against them.

The journey was uneventful; he did encounter a few妖兽, but they were all weak first or second-tier creatures which he easily eliminated. As for human cultivators, he hadn't run into any in the past three days, suggesting that Jiaoling Island was indeed sparsely populated.

However, what surprised Lin Xuan was seeing several small cities of ordinary people. Each city had a population of around ten thousand or so.

This left him astonished; he never expected such harsh conditions on Jiaoling Island to support human life. Upon inquiry, it turned out that these were descendants of cultivators.

Millions of years ago, the five major妖修 led their followers here. Over time, not all of their offspring possessed cultivation资质, leading to the formation of ordinary cities.

Of course, these cities had some degree of protection from sects or families in the background; otherwise, they would have been wiped out by妖兽 long ago.

In the vicinity of the city, Lin Xuan saw numerous ancient禁制 ruins, with some dating back over a million years—handiwork of ancient cultivators.

A fortnight passed. On this day, as he continued his journey, he had explored nearly one-third of Jiaoling Island's area in recent days. However, he did not venture into famous dangerous areas like the Yohuan Mountains.

Although Lin Xuan once considered it, the legendary ancient teleportation array was said to be deep within that mountain range. After careful consideration, he decided against it due to the numerous妖兽, some of which were at the transmutation stage. Even with his abilities, rashly entering would not yield any benefits.

As they say, one must plan before acting; even if he later sought out the ancient teleportation array, proper preparation was necessary.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brow raised as a faint gray light appeared in the distance.

A cultivator, and quite powerful, already at the condensation core stage.

Although just entering this realm recently, his妖力 was incredibly vigorous. It seemed he had some unique cultivation techniques.

Lin Xuan pondered this as the light suddenly changed direction and flew towards him.

It seemed that person had also discovered his presence. He wondered what his intentions were. Nevertheless, Lin Xuan was not afraid of any ill intentions; he stopped in mid-air with a retracted gray light.

The gray light wasn't noticeable, but it moved swiftly. After a few breaths, the figure came to a stop before him.

The light faded, revealing a tall man wearing a gray robe.

Around forty years old, he had thick eyebrows and large eyes. His physique was like an iron tower; in secular society, he would be a formidable warrior.

His gaze swept over Lin Xuan, but his expression changed. The wild look vanished, replaced by respect and admiration as he clasped his hands together.

"May I ask, friend, are you also heading to the Mangshan Conference?"

"Mangshan Conference?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. "I've never heard of it. What is that thing?"

"Haha, don't joke around," the man said with a smile. "The Mangshan Conference is famous throughout the land. With your cultivation level, how could you possibly ignore it?"

The man's expression turned doubtful.

"I won't hide from you. I am an independent cultivator who followed my mentor into cultivation since childhood. For centuries, I have been潜修 in the mountains. This is my first time venturing out…" Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but spoke with a smooth flow of lies.

"What?" The man's face showed surprise. While it wasn't unheard of for someone to be new despite having condensed their core, such a situation was rare.

Half-believing and half-skeptical, he continued, "That is interesting. My name is Zhang Song; I am also an independent cultivator. Would you like to travel with me to the Mangshan Conference?"

"Of course, it would broaden my horizons," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "But could you explain what this so-called Mangshan Conference is about first?"

"Haha, even if you don't ask, I will clarify." The man waved his hand and spoke openly in a very straightforward manner.

"The Mangshan Conference is our main event on Jiaoling Island. It takes place every ten years, allowing participants to exchange resources and cultivation materials."

"Ah, so it's an exchange fair!"

"Haha, you can say that. But the Mangshan Conference isn't just any ordinary exchange fair."

"Oh, are there special aspects?" Lin Xuan was intrigued by what he heard.

"Of course; otherwise, how could it be considered a major event for all cultivators on Jiaoling Island?"

The man grinned widely. "Firstly, its scale. Although this exchange takes place every ten years and doesn't have a fixed location, the various rare items that appear are far superior to any market in Jiaoling Island. With enough晶石, one can bid on many valuable things. Once, someone is said to have bought a later-stage妖兽's tooth."

Later-stage妖兽's teeth?

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Such monsters' cultivation levels were comparable to late-stage元婴 cultivators. While their fur and bones were extremely rare, hunting them was almost impossible.

Their teeth, if used for forging, could easily produce top-notch treasures with decent craftsmanship and a few additional materials.

Could such things actually be bought?

Even Lin Xuan's stoic expression showed signs of greed.

"Haha, it seems you are interested. But I advise you not to have too high hopes; those items would be fiercely competed for by countless people, often ending up at sky-high prices, something beyond the reach of ordinary independent cultivators," the man said wisely.

"I understand. But hearing what you say, the Mangshan Conference does sound quite appealing." Lin Xuan smiled.

"Indeed, even if we can't afford top-tier materials, we might still find useful items—elixirs, cultivation techniques, and various pieces of information…"

"Oh, can such information be exchanged for晶石?" Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with interest, but his tone remained calm.

"Of course. Every time the Mangshan Conference is held, countless heroes from all over the Five Great Mountains gather. Various secrets and news can also be exchanged. Some even sell their treasure information," the man said.
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Lin Xuan blinked, a hint of doubt appearing on his face.

"Of course, that's possible," he said, "but it rarely happens. Fellow Daoist, you know well enough that in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest is common practice, and killing for treasure isn't considered rare. But when it comes to market transactions, things are different. The Great Mangshan Conference is such a grand event; naturally, no one would dare sell fake news and ruin their reputation."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded. "Do you know if there are any restrictions on participating in the Great Mangshan Conference?"

"There are some, but they're mainly for low-ranking cultivators who must hold an invitation or a special token to enter. For cultivators like us at the Condensation Core stage and above, the conference is open and welcoming," the big man said, looking up at Lin Xuan. "So, Fellow Daoist, would you be interested in joining me to experience it?"

"Thank you for your offer," Lin Xuan smiled. "But why such enthusiasm? Is there another reason?"

"Haha, don't worry about it, Brother Zhang has no ulterior motives. I just think we should travel together; it's safer with a companion."

"Very well, then let me befriend Brother Zhang." Lin Xuan's lips curled into a gentle smile, his expression relaxed.

"Haha, Brother Lin is too polite. You're an intermediate cultivator; I'll need your help on this journey."

The two exchanged pleasantries before transforming into streaks of light and vanishing into the distance.

For the next half month, they traveled in silence, exchanging cultivation insights occasionally. Although condensation core cultivators were no longer a challenge for Lin Xuan, he found it beneficial to learn more about their techniques, as it would help him when handling the "Nine Heavens Dance Art" later on.

Additionally, Lin Xuan asked Zhang Song about the current state of theDemon Spirit Island cultivation world. Since his lie was that he had just left the mountains, he could easily explain his lack of knowledge.

Zhang Song, despite appearing rough, was actually quite eloquent. With no conflicts of interest, he told everything truthfully.

The Xuanfeng Sect's power was indeed formidable; it ranked at the top among all sects and families onDemon Spirit Island.

Other sects and clans were clearly weaker. For instance, the second-ranked Black Dragon Gang had only three or four Core Formation Elders.

Their strength couldn't be compared; in fact, they belonged to entirely different levels!

Unlike the mortal world, conflicts between sects and clans onDemon Spirit Islandwere few. Their main enemies were various monsters, with cultivators being a minority. Many nearby sects formed alliances for mutual defense against monster attacks.

Monster attacks?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he asked, "Do these monsters frequently attack the headquarters of major sects?"

The scene at Wuzhifeng, where the Xuanfeng Sect's protective array was constantly active, came to his mind.

"Indeed," Zhang Song sighed. "There is no pattern to it. Sometimes they might be attacked after three or five years, while other times a century may pass without an attack. The scale varies greatly—ranging from dozens of monsters to thousands."

Many sects and clans had been destroyed by such attacks, even the Ye family was not spared. Poor White Crane Senior Daoist, who was once a great talent, ended up with his lineage cut off...

Zhang Song sighed deeply as he spoke, while Lin Xuan listened in confusion: "What about the Ye family? Who is this White Crane Senior Daoist?"

"Come on, Brother, even though you've been secluded for so long, you should know basic facts. Did your master never mention such common knowledge when you left?" Zhang Song's eyes were filled with suspicion.

"Haha, my teacher was naturally reclusive and didn't like to talk much. He only guided me in cultivation; sometimes he wouldn't even speak a single word all year," Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling embarrassed as he spoke.

"Ah, I see." Zhang Song's eyes flashed with curiosity but dared not ask further. After all, teaching such a skilled cultivator meant that his master was undoubtedly an ancient Core Formation expert—someone whose words should be respected.

Speaking of the Ye family, although it was just a minor clan, its fame was widespread in the cultivation world. Tracing back to history, it could rival the Xuanfeng Sect!

"Ah?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. A minor clan with such influence must have something to do with that so-called White Crane Senior Daoist.

Lin Xuan remained silent, waiting for Zhang Song to continue.

"Do you know about the Five Great Demonic Cultivators?" Zhang Song's voice was deep and weighty.

"You speak of the Xuanfeng Fairy and the other four sages. Though I'm new, I've heard their stories," Lin Xuan said calmly, showing respect for legendary Separation Stage experts. "Could White Crane Senior Daoist... be related to them?"

"Brother Lin is correct. The ancestor of the Ye family was indeed White Crane Senior Daoist. Among the Five Great Demonic Cultivators, only he and the Xuanfeng Fairy passed down their traditions. However, their fates were different. While the Xuanfeng Sect has produced many talents, it never again saw a figure like the Fairy, but it hasn't declined either; it remains the top sect onDemon Spirit Island."

"The Ye family, however, is the lineage of White Crane Senior Daoist. It's said they once rivaled the Xuanfeng Sect for thousands of years. But over time, their power waned, and a few years ago, during an attack by monsters, the entire clan was wiped out, leaving only one survivor."

Zhang Song sighed as he continued: "Speaking of this, it's truly heartbreaking. The Ye family had been struggling for so long that they finally produced a disciple with an extraordinary spiritual root, and she was even the daughter of the patriarch. With proper cultivation, the Ye family might have seen a revival, but..."

Lin Xuan shook his head. The rise and fall of sects were natural; there was nothing strange about it.

According to Zhang Song, the power of independent cultivators onDemon Spirit Islandwas also significant, with many Core Formation experts like Kun Nan Senior Patriarch among them.
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"Kun Nan Senior Patriarch?" Lin Xuan's expression changed.

"How so, friend, have you heard of this person before?"

"No, I just thought the senior’s nickname was rather peculiar. Could he be famous?" Lin Xuan said without showing any emotion.

"Oh!" Zhang Song let out a sigh of relief, though a faint trace of fear lingered on his face as if mentioning that name was a significant taboo. He turned to look around before slowly speaking again.

"Senior Patriarch Kun Nan is a notorious demon king on妖灵 Island. This person's cultivation technique is quite special. Although he is only at the early stage of元婴, his supernatural abilities are unpredictable and mysterious. It’s said that he rivals middle-stage monsters in terms of power. Moreover, he has an extremely cruel nature and is overly protective. Not to mention us latecomers, even major sects dare not provoke him easily. He can be considered one of the most notorious figures in cultivation circles over the past century."

"Ah," Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing no emotion as he secretly thought that killing that man with the surname Jin had inadvertently caused a significant trouble. Of course... Lin Xuan didn't care much.

Firstly, with his current supernatural abilities and the help of Corpse Demon and Yue'er, even if Senior Patriarch Kun Nan came, who would fear whom was still uncertain.

Secondly, the man with the surname Jin had already returned to the Underworld. Among those present, apart from himself, only Ye Ping'er was there. That girl was loyal and righteous; she wouldn't betray him for sure. Even if Senior Patriarch Kun Nan knew his disciple was killed, he couldn't find the culprit, so it would just leave him feeling miserable.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sarcastic smile as he put the matter aside, continuing to chat with the other person about other issues.

...

Half a month passed. A vast mountain range appeared before their eyes, and Zhang Song turned red with excitement; they had finally arrived safely.

It was strange that on this journey, there should have been many monsters, but none were encountered at all!

Without any delay, they reached their destination smoothly.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. The mountains stretched for a hundred miles, towering and majestic, yet no heavy妖气 permeated the area, indicating it wasn't a place of妖脉.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised, but after a moment's thought, he realized that while妖脉 were excellent places for cultivation for both cultivators and demons, hosting such an exchange meeting there would attract too much attention. Perhaps they had only just started, and countless troubles might follow.

Following Zhang Song, the two flew deep into Mount Máng. After half a day, they stopped in front of a tall mountain peak.

This mountain was incredibly majestic with dense vegetation. A thick fog enveloped its body.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found it impossible to enter, suggesting some strange禁制 had been placed upon it.

"Brother Lin, you don't need to waste your efforts. The illusionary array on this mountain is set up by the几位元婴期 seniors in charge of the conference, capable of shielding divine senses."

"Oh, then how do we enter?" Lin Xuan frowned, showing a hint of confusion.

"Don't worry about it; at dawn every day, responsible officials will open the禁制 for latecomers to enter." The big man stroked his beard and spoke with an unshakable voice.

Lin Xuan looked at the sky. It was pitch black around him, and there were still two hours until dawn.

In the cold night deep in the mountains, the biting wind was uncomfortable, but as a cultivator, he didn't mind. Lin Xuan found a clean stone and sat cross-legged to meditate.

Of course, with someone beside him, he wouldn't foolishly practice cultivation. He merely adjusted his breath to recover from the journey's exertion.

Zhang Song showed a trace of surprise but said nothing, sitting cross-legged as well.

Lin Xuan slowly closed his eyes, but secretly released his divine sense, covering an area of several dozen miles. Zhang Song beside him remained unaware.

After about an incense stick’s time, several streaks of light appeared on the horizon. Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over them without much concern; just a few cultivators at the foundation establishment stage.

Soon enough, they landed nearby and saw the two who had arrived earlier, showing no surprise as well. They found a clean spot to rest.

Lin Xuan secretly nodded in approval. It seemed Zhang Song hadn't lied after all.

Over the next two hours, more and more people arrived until there were hundreds of them. Their cultivation levels varied widely—core condensation stage, foundation establishment stage, even some lower-stage flexible spirit period disciples. Lin Xuan was speechless, wondering if they wanted to broaden their horizons or genuinely hoped to find something.

With so many people around, they no longer sat quietly and started getting acquainted, forming small groups based on familiarity.

Some impatient ones even took out their treasures and began trading within these groups.

Lin Xuan's cultivation had recovered enough, so he stopped sitting idly. He moved through the crowd looking for any useful treasures.

Unfortunately, his search was in vain, which wasn't surprising given that only a dozen or so high-stage cultivators above core condensation were present, not all of whom participated in trading. Moreover, the conference hadn’t officially started yet; they wouldn’t reveal their good items now even if they had them.

Those willing to trade naturally offered substandard goods. Lin Xuan didn't bother with them.

Though he found nothing useful, it was better than sitting idly. Lin Xuan continued to move through the crowd, not missing any stalls of lower-stage cultivators either.

Just as he was enjoying himself, Lin Xuan's expression froze. He stopped and released his divine sense, probing towards the northwest entrance from which he had entered earlier.

"Her... she’s also here?" Lin Xuan's face turned serious as he murmured to himself.

"Mistress, who are you talking about?" Yue'er, sleeping in Lin Xuan's mind sea, was startled awake. She stretched and asked lazily.

"You'll know soon," Lin Xuan said while retreating a few steps into the densest part of the crowd. He didn’t want to meet that person. He retracted his divine sense, fearing he might be detected.

Those present had much lower cultivation levels than Lin Xuan but noticed nothing amiss, continuing to chatter or bargain loudly...

After about half an incense stick's time, a bright light suddenly appeared in the distance, followed by a thunderous roar that startled many unprepared people.

"Eh, what is that?"

The cultivators finally raised their heads and released their divine senses towards the light. Their faces turned pale as they realized it was an元婴期 cultivator!

Everyone's face showed shock. Didn't high-stage old monsters have special channels to directly enter the conference?

What shocked them even more was that a yellow streak of lightning, incredibly fast, was pursued by a red trail like a bolt of lightning.

The fleeing light seemed extremely afraid and desperately tried to escape.
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The assembled cultivators were dumbfounded. The yellow light was brimming with vitality, clearly indicating that it contained an Old Monarch of the Spirit婴期 cultivator. Yet such a formidable expert was being pursued so desperately; everyone couldn't help but feel a chill.

Their eyes showed fear as they trembled and looked back at the red streak behind them, wondering if it might be a powerful transformed beast.

Apart from that monster, the cultivators could not think of anything else in this world that could force an Old Monarch of the Spirit to such a pitiful state!

Sizzling...

The sound of cloth tearing reached their ears. A dazzling light beam shot out from the red streak, about as thick as a bowl, and chased after the yellow lightning.

Bang!

A flash of yellow light revealed that the cultivator inside hadn't managed to dodge it. Although his protective spirit light wasn’t shattered, the妖气 around him quickly dimmed.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, taking another step back. The others' expressions were equally grim. A few breaths later, with a chorus of exclamations, the yellow light fell like a meteor and landed in the crowd.

The light faded to reveal an elderly man's face.

With white hair and beard, his skin was as smooth as jade. Wearing a bright yellow Daoist robe, he looked quite ethereal.

But at this moment, his expression was filled with panic, and the red bloodstain on his lips made him look even more shocking.

Despite being in such a state, the妖力 emanating from his body still sent chills down everyone's spine. Indeed, it was an Old Monarch of the Spirit cultivator. Someone in the crowd recognized this old man’s name.

"Yellow Wood True Man!"

"Eh? Isn't that Yellow Wood True Man from Drifting Cloud Cliff?"

"Heavens! I heard he advanced to the Old Monarch stage a hundred years ago. How could it be possible...?"

"Idiot, haven’t you felt the spirit energy in that red streak behind him? It’s even stronger. As they say, there's always someone better outside of people and beyond the heavens. Besides, an early-stage Old Monarch isn't invincible."

"Hush! You’re asking for trouble saying such things about a senior cultivator. Be careful not to lose your life here."

...

Various voices filled their ears, but Yellow Wood True Man had no time to dwell on them. He looked up at the streak of lightning flying towards him with a serious expression.

The red light was incredibly fast and soon landed as well. The people around yelped and scattered like they were startled.

Spirit lights flashed, various protective barriers being raised.

But when the light faded, what emerged wasn’t a terrifying beast but a beautiful female cultivator with exquisite features.

Wearing a red robe that highlighted her fair skin, she was an extremely rare beauty. However, there was a faint煞气 in her eyes.

Red Silk Fairy!

Lin Xuan sighed and quietly slipped into the crowd.

He hadn't expected to encounter this woman here. Lin Xuan didn’t want to meet her; otherwise, he might end up causing trouble again.

Fortunately, there were many cultivators present, and Red Silk Fairy’s attention was mostly focused on the elderly man who had arrived first. She wouldn’t notice his movements.

Her divine sense swept over him briefly before focusing on the old man in the yellow robe. With a flick of her sleeve, she revealed a bright flying dagger.

"Stop!"

Yellow Wood True Man was shocked and quickly raised his protective spirit light: "Woman, you have quite the nerve! You’ve already reached Mount Mau’s holy land; why are you still harassing me? Don’t you fear breaking the rules of this grand assembly and becoming an enemy to the entire cultivation world?"

"What rules? Do you think just spouting nonsense will make me let you go?"

How could Red Silk Fairy be intimidated by anyone? Her jade hand moved slowly but swiftly, lightly pointing forward. The flying dagger trembled, releasing a burst of spirit light that vanished in an instant. In the next moment, it transformed into a streak of red lightning, appearing before the old man.

Yellow Wood True Man was terrified as his face turned pale. His eyes darted around as he opened his mouth and spat out a blood-streak several feet long.

The protective barrier absorbed this, instantly thickening and blocking the descending lightning.

Taking advantage of this moment, the old man reached into his chest and pulled something out, revealing a two-inch-long withered branch in his fingers.

"Quickly!"

The old man pointed at the branch, casting several spells to inject all his妖力 into it. Accompanied by a pungent smell, the withered branch grew to over ten feet, fiercely striking the flying dagger. The two treasures entangled together.

"Huff... huff..."

Heavy breathing like that of an animal filled their ears as the old man began using beast transformation techniques. His eyes turned green, and sharp horns grew from his forehead. Several fangs protruded from his mouth. As these changes occurred, his magical power began to grow wildly!

But Red Silk Fairy remained unmoved, her beautiful face even hinting at a mocking smile. Her jade hand drew a Tai Chi diagram in the air and fiercely struck it down...

Boom!

The surrounding cultivators were dumbfounded. Not only the low-level cultivators of the Spirit Flexibility and Foundation Establishment stages but also those dozen or so Condensation Core cultivators seemed to be petrified. They had never seen such high-level combat before.

Terrified, they hurriedly retreated hundreds of feet away... afraid of being caught in the blast!

"Brother Zhang, who is this red-robed fairy? I’ve never heard of her before!" A voice filled with alarm reached his ears. Lin Xuan turned to see a bald cultivator with an ordinary appearance. He had also advanced to the Condensation Core stage.

"I haven’t seen her either. This truly is strange; this fairy can overpower Yellow Wood True Man, so she must be at least an Old Monarch of the Spirit mid-stage. Her looks are so striking; it doesn’t make sense that she’s not well-known," said the speaker, about thirty years old, wearing a white robe, looking somewhat like a scholar cultivator.

...

Meanwhile, other cultivators around them whispered among themselves. Today's experience was too bizarre for them, and their fearful gazes now carried a hint of excitement.

There were those who envied and feared, but there were also many who took pleasure in the misfortune of others, not just Yellow Wood True Man.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with curiosity. At that moment, a familiar voice reached his ears.

"Brother Lin, perhaps she is like you, a hardworking cultivator."

Lin Xuan turned to see Zhang Song, who had arrived with him. A smile appeared on the corner of his mouth: "Oh? How do you know?"

"This Mount Mau grand assembly is an event in the cultivation world that occurs once every ten years. Countless cultivators participate, and there are inevitably those with grudges against each other. To avoid bloodshed disrupting the harmony of this grand assembly, there are rules stipulating that no fighting can occur within twenty miles regardless of any enmity between both parties. Yellow Wood True Man fled here to seek refuge under these rules. Logically speaking, even if she is an Old Monarch of the Spirit mid-stage cultivator, she shouldn’t ignore the assembly’s regulations unless she too is a hardworking cultivator who doesn’t concern herself with worldly matters," Zhang Song analyzed softly.
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It seemed to validate his words. The dense fog surrounding the mountain peak in front began to churn violently, accompanied by rumbling sounds as a wide passage about several dozen feet wide emerged. It was still not yet dawn, but this intense battle had clearly stirred up the attention of cultivators within the restricted area.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he stared ahead. Several streaks of light flashed into his vision, each with different colors, and they quickly crossed through the restrictions.

The lights dimmed, revealing five men and two women.

Apart from four condensation core stage cultivators standing at the front, three others were all infant spirit stage cultivators, their appearances drawing much attention.

A beautiful woman in black clothes, a one-eyed old man, and in between them was an eight-year-old child.

The woman in black clothes was around twenty-five or six, her appearance only averagely attractive but clearly skilled in charm cultivation; every move of hers exuded alluring grace. Her attire was also extremely daring, exposing large segments of smooth thighs and arms, drawing the attention of many low-grade cultivators who gaped in amazement. However, among the condensation core stage cultivators who knew her true nature, none failed to show fear, lowering their heads deeply.

Black Mamba Lady was greedy for beauty and enjoyed taking advantage of men, excelling at collecting essence. Many young men had met tragic ends after being lured by her. Although not as notorious as Kun Nan the Elder, she was still a feared giant among cultivators.

As for the child in the middle, his reputation was even greater; he ranked first among the three and had already reached the mid-stage of infant spirit stage. His Dao name was White Deer, and he was an elder of the Announcing Spirit Sect.

The one-eyed old man's fame was not prominent, likely a wandering cultivator, but once reaching the infant spirit stage, his strength could not be underestimated.

Their current roles were enforcers at the Mount Mang Conference. Such a rare grand event in the cultivation world required cooperation from major forces to maintain order.

Scanning around, White Deer Child's expression froze: "Two fellow daoists, please stop. This is the sacred land of Mount Mang; how can you violate the rules of the conference?"

Someone had dared to cause trouble here. If it were ordinary cultivators, they would have dealt with them harshly. But as fellow infant spirit stage cultivators, none wished to risk a fight, so White Deer loudly exhorted.

Yellow Wood True Man was relieved. In his current state, he could no longer care about face and showed fear in his expression, shouting loudly: "Is it you, Daoist Friend White Deer? Please hurry and intervene. This madwoman disregards the rules of Mount Mang's sacred land; she doesn't even consider us."

"Hmph!" White Deer Child's expression darkened as a hint of dissatisfaction flashed in his eyes. If he didn't understand that Yellow Wood True Man was trying to drag him into this, it would be hard to believe.

This old man who feared the weak and bullied the strong could wait until later for retribution. Although unwilling to be used by the other party, as an enforcer, he couldn't just watch helplessly as this cunning fellow was killed here. Otherwise, his reputation would suffer severely, and the conference's prestige would face a serious crisis.

"Fair lady, please stop. Listen to old man’s words; otherwise, don’t blame us for being impolite."

"Hmph!"

Red Silk Fairy's eyes flashed with murderous intent as her expression turned grim. As an elder of the Jade Profound Sect, she was proud and met strong resistance head-on. Otherwise, she wouldn't have dared to ambush a condensation core stage senior apprentice in the past.

Threatening me?

Never!

With a flick of her jade hand, several red lights shot out. Instead of stopping, this woman intensified her attack even more.

White Deer Child's expression turned ugly. In front of hundreds of fellow daoists, his reaction was akin to slapping himself.

This could not be tolerated! Although an infant spirit stage cultivator herself, she acted too arrogantly!

"Two fellow daoists, please listen... " He immediately whispered to the other two old men beside him.

Although Red Silk Fairy's temperament was stubborn, she wasn't a fool. With her powerful divine sense, she had heard many of the cultivators' discussions just now. Although only snippets, connecting them revealed that this place seemed to prohibit cultivation battles.

She didn't want trouble but Yellow Wood True Man must die.

Their grievances were simple. After parting ways with Lin Xuan, Red Silk Fairy began exploring ancient secrets in search of a way out. However, she had hit dead ends.

One day, while meditating in an ancient cave, her cultivation method required her infant spirit to leave the body and travel nearby.

After leaving her body, Red Silk Fairy's infant spirit accidentally discovered an ancient beast.

Such beasts were long extinct on this world; they were rare treasures. Though not of high grade, their妖丹 could be refined into a very precious pill that greatly assisted infant spirit stage cultivators in breaking through barriers. Naturally, Red Silk Fairy didn't want to let it go.

It was too late for her to end her cultivation now. With her high skills and boldness, she decided to chase the beast with her infant spirit.

Although just a three-stage妖兽, it excelled at earth and wood遁术. After much effort, Red Silk Fairy finally killed it after chasing it for over a hundred miles.

As this beautiful fairy was happily retrieving its妖丹, Yellow Wood True Man appeared.

This wandering cultivator wasn't a giant evil force but not an upright person either; he secretly practiced several kinds of dark arts.

Seeing the woman's eyes widen... no, he hadn't had any perverted thoughts. One of his dark arts could transform her infant spirit into a substitute puppet, which would be extremely powerful. He was drooling at the thought. However, Yellow Wood True Man himself was only an early-stage cultivator and lacked the strength to kill other old monsters.

Moreover, if this secret technique were exposed, he would become the enemy of all infant spirit stage cultivators.

He sighed in private over this matter. Seeing Red Silk Fairy now, his excitement was obvious as he revealed a sinister expression, wanting to seize her infant spirit.

Considering their cultivation levels, Red Silk Fairy far surpassed an early-stage cultivator while Yellow Wood True Man could not. However, she had only separated from her body and due to her cultivation habits, her infant spirit usually stayed within a hundred feet of her body, so she didn't worry about danger or carrying her main treasure artifact. But now...

The danger was evident. Since entering the daoist path, Red Silk Fairy had never encountered such humiliation. To escape Yellow Wood True Man's grasp, she used all her skills but nearly failed. If not for good fortune and encountering several three-stage top-grade beasts, she would have met a tragic end.

Thankfully, heaven didn't abandon me!

Finally, she escaped danger as her infant spirit returned to her body. Thinking of what had happened, the beautiful female cultivator almost bit through her teeth in anger.

This grudge must be avenged; Yellow Wood True Man was still sulking over the escape of that woman's infant spirit but didn't know Red Silk Fairy had used an ancient secret technique to leave a tracking mark on him...
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After that, there was no need to elaborate further. Red Silk naturally found the scoundrel easily, and the shock on Yellow Wood True Person's face could be imagined.

Seeing the female cultivator with a murderous look on her face, he knew this matter would not end well.

In terms of cultivation, Red Silk was far superior to him. But as a cultivator of beasts, Yellow Wood True Person had some unique techniques in his arsenal, especially those evil arts that were incredibly powerful.

However, after a fierce battle, it wasn't the scoundrel who ultimately fell. Instead, Yellow Wood True Person fled with his hands over his head. However, Red Silk hated this creature so much; how could she let him escape?

As they chased and escaped each other, they entered Mang Mountain. Yellow Wood True Person's hope was simple: after experiencing Red Silk's might, he had already thrown away all pretense of face and hoped that the rules of the grand conference would make his opponents hesitate.

But the result did not go as he wished. First, Red Silk wasn't a cultivator from Beast Spirit Island and knew nothing about the rules of the Mang Mountain Grand Conference. Second, she was extremely proud, unyielding in nature. Even if she had known, she would still kill those who deserved it.

Thus, the situation evolved into what it is now.

Of course, Red Silk wasn't stupid; this place clearly wasn't suitable for lingering.

With a flick of her jade hand, she summoned the Stabbing Spirit Ring, which emitted a shocking aura of essence energy.

"This woman isn't a cultivator of beasts!"

The Deer Boy's eyes flashed with an odd color as he exchanged glances with the other two old monsters. They stepped forward in unison.

Their steps were small but formed a triangular formation that surrounded Red Silk.

Lin Xuan sighed. This woman was too straightforward. If it were him, he would have assessed the situation and put aside his grudges for now, waiting for an opportunity to settle them later!

"Friend Daoist, please stop. Otherwise, don't blame us," the Deer Boy's face turned cold as ice.

"Do not waste time with this madwoman; quickly act. I can barely hold on anymore," a weak voice echoed. Yellow Wood True Person wasn't showing weakness; he was truly at his limits.

Seeing that one more push would send this scoundrel to hell, Red Silk wouldn't let her efforts be in vain. This woman was bold and fearless. She ignored the Deer Boy's warning and flicked her hands. A red glow appeared on her face as she exhaled a mouthful of essence energy.

"Whew..."

The Stabbing Spirit Ring began spinning rapidly, releasing a torrent of essence energy like ripples toward all directions. Even the three婴期 old monsters present couldn't help but change their expressions.

Essence energy formed into a beautiful face.

With its cherry lips, prominent nose, and pointed chin, it was indeed an exquisite beauty's visage.

"What is this treasure?" All cultivators were stunned, even the several old monsters led by Deer Boy. Their expressions turned serious.

Their reactions gave Red Silk valuable time.

"Quickly!"

Red Silk stretched out her hand and lightly tapped the beautiful face in front of her.

In a flash!

Like mirages, that face began to blur before separating into four parts, each encircling Red Silk's waist.

With a delicate tongue, she opened her cherry lips, and countless red thread-like needles shot out.

"You..."

The Deer Boy was stunned as dark clouds gathered on his face. His anger was clear.

It wasn't surprising; with this attack by Fairy Red Silk, not only did it target Yellow Wood True Person but also the other three old monsters.

"Bold!" The Black Mamba Lady was furious, a bold woman indeed, thinking she could confront them all at once as if they were late-stage cultivators.

Though an early-stage婴期, she was used to being domineering. While she wouldn't dare face Fairy Red Silk alone, with four against one, her body exuded intense resentment.

With a wave of her sleeves, dozens of venomous snakes shot out from the long water sleeves, each about as thick as a thumb, their heads raised and tongues flicking, spraying toxic saliva toward the thread-like needles.

The Deer Boy's expression turned grim. He stretched his delicate arm forward, summoning a massive black claw from the凝聚ed beast qi in the sky, which lunged at Fairy Red Silk.

The lone-eyed old man simply extended his hand, tapping on his storage bag to activate a bowl-shaped artifact.

This unremarkable bowl seemed somewhat broken but exuded an air of mystery. With a dark incantation, a bright beam shot out from it and met the thread-like needles.

Almost in an instant, Fairy Red Silk faced attacks from several old monsters. However, this beautiful female cultivator showed no fear. Her face remained resolute as she flicked her hand, sending a vivid red light toward the elderly man ahead.

Yellow Wood True Person was shocked; he hadn't expected such a fierce nature. To eliminate him, she wasn't afraid to fight against others with equal cultivation.

At this critical moment, his eyes flashed with cruelty.

Fortunately, despite the needles' strange attacks, Fairy Red Silk made a mistake by dividing her essence energy to block the other three enforcers. This reduced the pressure on him significantly, even though his power was nearly depleted, he should still be able to hold on.

He clenched his fist and punched his chest, sending several blood arrows out. Yellow Wood True Person's face turned ashen, like a zombie.

With his resentment, even if he managed to escape this time, recovering his strength would take at least decades of seclusion.

Fortunately, the protective barrier had attracted his essence energy, making it glow brightly and abnormally thick.

Seeing this, Yellow Wood True Person finally showed signs of relief.

However, just then, something unexpected happened on the other side.

The venomous snakes summoned by the Black Mamba Lady sprayed their toxins. They seemed to collide with the thread-like needles, but a flash of black light made the toxins pass through effortlessly as if they had disappeared from existence.

The Black Mamba Lady's expression turned呆滞, and so did Deer Boy and the lone-eyed old man. The dark claws formed by beast qi and the yellow beam from the bowl-shaped artifact all landed in empty space...

"Bad, this is an illusion. Yellow Wood Daoist, quickly dodge; all attacks are aimed at you," Deer Boy was also a middle-stage婴期 cultivator with extensive combat experience. After a moment of shock, he realized his trap and shouted loudly to warn her.
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Unfortunately, it was too late. The melodious laughter carried on the wind. Before their eyes, the three beautiful faces of the women vanished.

Red Ribbon extended her delicate fingers and pointed at the only remaining beautiful face in front of her. The fingers lengthened like a snake, reaching out from dozens of feet away within an instant.

"Go!" White Deer Immortal Boy shouted. The green mist surged forward, revealing hundreds of tentacles that looked like emerald jade, each about as thick as a bowl and covered with sharp thorns.

The light screen trembled but quickly returned to its original shape, just like ripples on the surface of a lake after a stone was thrown in.

White Deer Immortal Boy's expression turned pale. How formidable this woman was! The defense of that silk hand talisman was even stronger than he had imagined. But he did not retreat; his determination only grew fiercer as he flicked his fingers, extending more green magical whips from the mist to attack fiercely.

Meanwhile, Black Python Lady's spell was even more bizarre. Her arm stretched out dozens of feet and seemed like a ghostly snake without bones. She twisted mid-air, dodging the light screen and attacking through an opening on the side.

This woman's heart was as venomous as a snake. Her five fingers formed claws and plunged viciously towards Red Ribbon Immortal's abdomen.

The situation was dangerous! The two worked in perfect harmony to block all of Red Ribbon Immortal's escape routes.

Three元婴期 cultivators, acting together, the scene was naturally impressive. Moreover, Red Ribbon had just expended a lot of energy fighting Yellow Pillar Immortal earlier!

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. This proud woman was at her most perilous moment!

However, despite her changed expression, Lin Xuan could sense no fear in her eyes. Could she still have some backup?

He found the situation intriguing. Such battles between元婴 cultivators were rare to see; it would be beneficial to observe.

But then, Lin Xuan's jaw dropped in shock.

Red Ribbon Immortal did not move. Two dull thuds echoed as Black Python Lady's sharp claws pierced her abdomen and the yellow light beam went right through her chest.

"Is this... too easy?"

Lin Xuan was not alone in his surprise; even those who had succeeded looked puzzled. Was it really that simple to defeat an元婴中期 cultivator?

Their thoughts were interrupted by another crack as Red Ribbon Immortal's light screen was breached. Dozens of green magical whips wrapped tightly around the "seriously injured" Red Ribbon Immortal.

White Deer Immortal Boy's face lit up with joy, but he quickly turned alarmed and even fearful: "No good! Quickly dodge; this is a substitution technique!"

"What?" Black Python Lady and the one-eyed old man also froze. They hurriedly retreated.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as Red Ribbon Immortal's body self-destructed, releasing terrifying energy like a tidal wave towards all directions...

Many low-ranking cultivators were incinerated instantly.

The survivors fell silent in realization that they had been fighting元婴期 monsters; the spectacle was not so entertaining after all.

"Master, did Red Ribbon escape?" Moon's voice entered his ears.

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded. Substitution technique was a secret art similar to puppetry. It involved sacrificing a talisman connected to one's mind and spirit as a substitute for oneself in dangerous situations.

Although the creation of such puppets was complex and rare, substitution techniques were simpler but still risky; when destroyed, they would harm the caster to some extent.

Lin Xuan silently extended his divine sense northward. Red Ribbon Immortal had taken advantage of the chaos and withdrawn.

But White Deer Immortal Boy would not let her escape so easily. How could he allow this woman to flee?

With a fierce shout, bat-like wings sprouted from his back.

Jade transformation!

In an instant, his figure vanished, transforming into a streak of brown light that pursued at astonishing speed.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. His speed was impressive; though not as fast as instantaneous teleportation, it far exceeded ordinary元婴 cultivators. Even advanced cultivators might not match him.
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How could this be possible?

Lin Xuan almost doubted his own eyes. However, after repeatedly scanning with his divine sense, he confirmed that the other party's evasion technique was indeed beyond comprehension.

Talents emerge from all walks of life in this world!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and speculated that it might have something to do with the cultivation technique the other party practiced. He wasn't entirely sure, but his guess was very close to the truth. The White Deer Immortal Boy's demon techniques were imitations of an ancient beast called the White Deer.

This deer had wings on its back, and when it appeared before her, red mist poured out, seemingly wanting to envelop her.

The scene was shocking, yet Red Silk didn't take it seriously. However, if she got entangled here, the other two old monsters would catch up soon.

She knew better than anyone that facing three opponents alone was a losing battle. Her expression turned stern as a hint of煞气 flashed in her eyes: "We have no grudge against each other. Do you really want to push me into a corner?"

"Humph! The Holy Land of Mang Mountain forbids private battles. I've already given you an opportunity, but now that you insist on going your own way, if you don't surrender, I might consider asking the elders for another chance," the White Deer Immortal Boy sneered.

"Ha…" Red Silk laughed in anger and frustration: "What big talk! Don’t you fear losing your tongue? If you want to catch me, let’s see what you’ve got."

With a flick of her jade hand, a crystal blade appeared in her palm. The blade was less than half a foot long, crafted from some precious material, gleaming like white jade with fiery red flames dancing on its surface.

"Go!"

Red Silk opened her cherry lips and whispered the word. The blade trembled as the flames inside suddenly exploded into a fireball the size of a head. It fell like a meteorite, striking the opponent hard. Inside the fireball, the icy cold light from the flying knife made one shudder—this was a double attack.

While it wasn't overwhelmingly powerful, it couldn’t be underestimated.

Red Silk had no intention of纠缠 here; she hoped to break through with overwhelming force. However, the White Deer Immortal Boy was cunning as well. He was also an intermediate-stage cultivator and had seen many battles. He wouldn’t fail to notice Red Silk’s intentions.

Running away wasn't easy. Although his abilities were slightly inferior to hers, he could still stall for a little time. Therefore, he had no intention of engaging in a direct confrontation.

He formed hand seals while muttering incantations. The poisonous mist surged and churned, producing numerous illusory images—some were demon whips, others strange things. They didn’t engage the flying knife head-on but followed it like shadows, blocking all possible escape routes.

"Despicable!"

Red Silk was shocked and furious as she poured her energy into the flying knife through their mental link. The fireball grew larger, and the blade’s light became even more glaring. It crashed into the mist, sweeping away the poison fog to reveal a clear night sky. However, soon enough, the deadly miasma reappeared like an epidemic.

The White Deer Immortal Boy's face turned pale; his energy consumption was high, but it didn’t matter. His goal was merely to stall for time.

He believed that the other two old monsters would arrive soon.

But did things really go as he expected?

"Where are we? What is this place?"

Lady Black Python stopped her flight and looked around, her expression filled with suspicion. Just a moment ago, there had been dense forests in front of them, but now it was barren wasteland with cracked earth and endless darkness surrounding them.

This was too strange for an old monster like her to ignore.

"I don’t know, but we seem to be trapped by some kind of禁制," the one-eyed old man crossed his arms behind his back, looking serious.

"Could it be that bratty girl?"

"No. With the White Deer Immortal’s evasion technique, she should have caught up with the red-robed cultivator long ago. She had no time or energy to set this strange禁制."

"If what you say is true, does that mean there are others with her?" Lady Black Python's expression darkened.

"It’s hard to say. We know nothing about her background, so it’s impossible to determine if she came alone," the one-eyed old man analyzed slowly.

"What should we do then?"

Knowing that they might not be alone, Lady Black Python was hesitant. This lustful cultivator was a bully who feared strength and avoided weakness. After witnessing the death of Yellow Wood Immortal, her heart harbored considerable fear for Red Silk.

Fighting three against one wasn’t scary, but with another ally joining in, she had to carefully consider whether this fight should continue.

"What do you think we should do?"

"Let’s not engage in a direct confrontation. First, we need to break this禁制. If things go wrong, we’ll stop," the one-eyed old man said thoughtfully.

He was also a cunning old monster who prioritized self-preservation when the situation turned unfavorable.

"Agreed!" Lady Black Python was pleased with his plan and had no objections.

...

"Master, I didn’t expect them to be so cowardly."

"Hmm. I thought it would take some effort to hold them back, but they were easily caught," Lin Xuan smiled slightly at the corner of his mouth.

While his evasion speed wasn't as fast as the White Deer Immortal’s, he was much faster than an ordinary intermediate-stage cultivator. Therefore, before Lady Black Python and others arrived, he set up the Five Ghosts Soul Splitting Formation.

They didn’t suspect anything and walked right into the formation.

"However, Master, you’re clearly not friends with Red Silk. Why help her escape from two intermediate-stage cultivators?" Yue Er was puzzled. According to what she knew, Master was a lazy hedonist who only helped others for personal gain. Helping Red Silk was very strange.

"There’s nothing special. I just wanted this girl to owe me a favor," Lin Xuan said casually.

"Why?"

"Bratty girl, why are you so curious?" Lin Xuan glanced at Yue Er and laughed, but his voice carried a hint of indulgence as he became more serious: "I’ve been on the path of immortality for over a century. Most people I met were cold-hearted and only helped in exchange for benefits. This isn’t strange; the cultivation world is harsh, and only those with dark hearts can survive. However, this Red Silk… she’s a woman who values her emotions, clear about right and wrong."

"Master, do you have feelings for her?"

"Humbug," Lin Xuan was taken aback and glared at Yue Er fiercely. She might be naive, but her imagination was rich: "I mean that since she’s emotionally clear and values her relationships, I’ll help her once to make her owe me a favor. This way, even if she’s unwilling, she won’t dare to trouble me for the Jade Profound Sect’s order."

"This is called turning enemies into friends. She has strong abilities; I don’t want to fight her to the death. Resolving our conflicts would be better," Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke.
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"Master, are you really sure about this?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. He was quite confident in his ability to discern people's true nature. The Red Silk Spirit Child was extremely proud and would never do something as ungrateful as this.

---

On the other side, the Black Python Lady and the one-eyed elder were trapped by the禁制. Both of them had thoughts of retreating, but their immediate priority was to escape from that strange array.

The Black Python Lady waved her hand, sending several cold stars flying from her fingertips. Though this woman's nature was vicious, she possessed unique abilities as well. She actually practiced a flying needle treasure artifact.

The one-eyed elder raised his eyebrows and cast several spells on the broken bowl in front of him, emitting a bright yellow light.

Boom!

With two元婴 cultivators working together, their attack naturally caused great commotion. However, the array flags Lin Xuan used were crafted by Master Ku. The old monster had turned from Buddha to demon, with an extremely cruel nature. To refine this Five Ghost Soul Splitting Array, he harmed thousands of living beings, directly absorbing their souls into the array flags and utilizing their resentment.

Lin Xuan chose to use this array because it was incredibly powerful. While he wanted to do a favor for Red Silk Fairy Lady, he did not wish to be drawn into disputes, so he used the array to conceal himself. Hiding in the shadows could still achieve the same effect, and Lin Xuan's plan was meticulously crafted.

Upon noticing that they were breaking through the barrier, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand, revealing a round disk in his palm. He cast several spells on it...

"Why can't we dispel this darkness?" The Black Python Lady's expression turned unpleasant as her attack failed to achieve its intended effect.

"Indeed, something is strange," the one-eyed elder muttered.

However, what truly alarmed them was the thick scent of blood that wafted from the surrounding darkness.紧接着, cold winds began to swirl, and a howling sound like that of tortured souls filled their ears.

"Who dares to play tricks on me? Come out here!" The Black Python Lady's face darkened as she realized her senses were limited within this strange禁制. Although not afraid, she was growing impatient.

Bang! Bang!

A loud noise echoed, reminiscent of the footsteps of some savage beast. Five tall and terrifying ghosts appeared in the shadows.

"What are these...?"

The two元婴 cultivators exchanged a look, seeing fear in each other's eyes. They had seen many things but had never heard of such ferocious demons.

Each ghost was over ten meters tall with grotesque faces. However, what shocked them even more were the numerous human faces that appeared on their bodies, from old to young, male to female... Every face displayed an extreme level of pain and suffering...

The anger in the air was so intense it could be heard!

Outside the禁制, Lin Xuan sighed deeply. When he first obtained the Five Ghost Soul Splitting Array, even he was shocked. He cursed Master Ku to hell for creating such a wicked magic artifact. Originally, he had no intention of using it and wanted to destroy the array flags to free the innocent souls.

However, after examining it, Lin Xuan abandoned that idea. This array was crafted using some unknown evil technique; even if he destroyed all the setup tools, the absorbed souls would still suffer endlessly.

Given this, Lin Xuan naturally did not want to do meaningless things. Instead, he found that keeping this array nearby might help these souls. His Nine Heavens Profound Art is a Daoist supreme method that could gradually eliminate the malevolence over time.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided to keep it. The array's power was indeed formidable; it was a beneficial thing for both others and himself.

Facing two元婴 cultivators, Lin Xuan did not take any chances and released all five ghosts together.

The Black Python Lady, though lustful, was not as ruthless as a demon. Seeing so many dead faces made her feel cold inside. The one-eyed elder fared slightly better but had cold sweat on his forehead.

Actually, they were too cautious. Perhaps because of witnessing Red Silk Fairy Lady's abilities and the "companions" she brought, they forgot that they were also元婴 cultivators. Otherwise, with both of them fully exerting their power, even these ferocious ghosts would not withstand the two old monsters for long.

---

Meanwhile, spiritual light flashed wildly as toxic mist spread everywhere. The White Deer Immortal Child and Red Silk Fairy Lady engaged in a fierce battle.

In terms of cultivation, Red Silk Fairy Lady was clearly superior to her opponent in both techniques and treasures. However, she had already fought against the Yellow Wood Monster earlier, though ultimately killing him, it drained much of her energy. Additionally, she had just used the Efficacious Substitute Method, which was slightly inferior to the Puppet Technique as the original artifact's destruction would still harm its true form due to their connection.

These factors gave Red Silk Fairy Lady an advantage, but she repeatedly tried to escape and was always stopped by the White Deer Immortal Child. He was like a bone parasite!

While he did his job well, he began to worry. Why had no companions arrived after such a long time?

Especially alarming was that his spiritual sense could not detect the Black Python Lady or the one-eyed elder. Could something have gone wrong with them?

He was filled with alarm and doubt.

However, he did not intend to retreat as this was on the Holy Land of Mang Mountain. If anything unexpected happened, other Law Enforcement Elders would come soon enough if they were delayed for a while.

Either do nothing or do it thoroughly. He was no loose cultivator but an Elder of the Proclamation Spirit Sect with ties to a sect; he did not want to leave any future troubles behind.

With this thought in mind, a fierce look appeared in his eyes as he opened his mouth and sprayed some essence into his hand-held poison flag, then raised it.

Sss...

Like a banner fluttering in the wind, the flag expanded. After a moment, it grew to an acre's size, covering half the sky. On this poisonous flag was a ferocious dragon over twenty meters long, shining brightly with an extremely terrifying appearance.

This treasure actually contained a spirit, and it should be a poison dragon at the Transformed Period.

Red Silk Fairy Lady's expression turned unpleasant as well. She grew more serious.

This guy is not easy to deal with. If he continues to charge recklessly, I might end up in trouble.
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Shan Ling's heart was also filled with a sense of unease. Why hadn't the other two companions come to her aid, leaving her alone on Self-Island.

But as for herself, she was alone. According to logic, no one would assist her at this moment. "Of course, I don't have time to think about it now. Let's deal with this formidable enemy first."

She waved her sleeves and summoned the Stabbing Spirit Ring, a powerful artifact. A poison-jade dragon of the Form Transformation stage was not something ordinary spells could handle.

How infuriating! Despite having no grudge against her, this old monster kept纠缠不休. Red Ling's temper flared as she decided to take action.

She cast a spell and the Stabbing Spirit Ring began to change once again, revealing the beautiful face of a woman, which appeared before the opponent like a mirage.

The White Deer Immortal Boy felt a chill down his spine. He had already experienced the strange nature of this artifact and did not dare to be careless. The ring's face grew to an acre in size but remained captivating. It opened its lips and spat out large flames.

The poison-jade dragon was no less formidable, spewing red poison that corroded even the fire, melting it mid-air.

However, every time the Stabbing Spirit Ring approached closely, a strange purple light would shoot from the woman's eyes, making the monster hesitant to approach directly.

Overall, they were in a stalemate. Red Ling was both angry and alarmed at this prolonged battle. However, her magical energy had been exhausted, making it impossible for her to quickly defeat the poison-jade dragon within a short time.

The White Deer Immortal Boy's face showed a sinister smile. Perfect! The more spectacular the fight, the longer it would take to attract other enforcers here.

Just as he was pleased with his plan, something unexpected happened. A chill ran down his back, and he felt an ominous presence. Without hesitation, he quickly dodged to one side.

Before he could move three feet, a black flash passed by him, the force of which distorted his protective aura. The flash traveled over ten feet before stopping abruptly—a long spear had appeared from nowhere.

"Damn! Who dared attack me?"

Furious at nearly losing his life, the White Deer Immortal Boy released his divine sense to search while cursing loudly. Meanwhile, the poison-jade dragon stopped its battle with Red Ling and quickly spotted something. Its face turned grim as it pointed forward.

The poison-jade dragon lunged forward, using its powerful claws to strike downward.

"Crack!" The force was so great that it seemed like mountains could be split in half. However, a ghostly fog appeared, revealing another tall humanoid figure. Despite the approaching dragon, this creature showed no fear as its bones shattered and a withered hand clawed upward.

"Zombie!"

As an Immortal of the late-stage, the White Deer Immortal Boy's eyesight was exceptional. Through the thin black fog, he recognized the attacker.

Standing upright at over two meters tall, the figure had a withered face and green hair covering its exposed skin.

It was a creature from the Netherworld, formed by the spirits of dead immortals. Generally, zombies have low magical power, but this zombie had unexpectedly reached the late-stage Immortal level.

Why would he attack me? Could it be related to that red-robed woman?

Red Ling's face showed confusion as she recognized the zombie. If she had fought Lin Xuan before, she knew this creature was summoned by the young man.

But why help her when they were clearly enemies? And what about the other two opponents who hadn't arrived yet—had Lin Xuan stopped them too?

Too many questions left Red Ling rooted to the spot, momentarily forgetting to attack.

"Boom!" A thunderous sound echoed as the zombie's body expanded like a balloon. It was several dozen feet in diameter and disintegrated into a shower of blood upon contact with the dragon, scattering in all directions.

The White Deer Immortal Boy was stunned, his expression filled with shock. He didn't know what to do next.

It wasn't surprising given Lin Xuan's rich experience in magical battles. The first time he faced Ning Clan's ancestor, he had almost suffered a major defeat due to the unpredictable nature of the Corpse Transformation Technique.

Should he chase or not?

The White Deer Immortal Boy was also indecisive. He realized that this zombie was just a puppet and that the opponent must be incredibly powerful to control an Immortal-stage monster.

Even if they weren't late-stage great immortals, their power far exceeded Red Ling's.

The White Deer Immortal Boy wasn't fooling himself; he was merely analyzing logically. However, Lin Xuan's unique experiences made it hard for him to predict the situation correctly.

Finally, he decided not to chase. They were not mortal enemies and didn't need to put themselves in unknown danger.

Disappointed, the White Deer Immortal Boy cursed. He conjured poison fog, sending out vines that tightly bound the dragon before dragging it back into the poison flag.

His face showed effort as sweat dripped from his forehead despite numerous times using infant fire to refine the creature's spirit.

Finally, he managed to withdraw the spirit.

On the other side, through their mental connection, Lin Xuan knew Red Ling had escaped. He sighed in relief; at least his efforts hadn't been wasted.

Rumbling sounds echoed as the light screen trembled nonstop. Despite its ferocity, the Five Ghosts Soul Splitting Formation couldn't withstand the combined attack of two late-stage Immortals.

Lin Xuan didn't want to destroy this precious array tool here.

He stretched out his hand and gently hooked several dozen flags from a nearby acre-sized area. Each was about a foot long but carried a strong scent of blood.

Lin Xuan grabbed them, placed them back on the array plate, and stowed everything in his storage bag.
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The Lady Black Python exuded an aura of demonic power as she faced off against two fierce ghosts. While the array was indeed challenging, it seemed too ambitious to think that they could be trapped so easily. Her initial shock had faded, and now she fought with growing confidence. Although her charm technique proved ineffective, the Lady Black Python gradually gained the upper hand.

She extended a hand, pointing at the venomous fangs as if to strike them. The法宝 trembled and transformed into several points of cold light, piercing towards the ghosts with force.

Though needle-type 法宝 were small in size, their power was not to be underestimated.

The two fierce ghosts she had trapped earlier suddenly disintegrated without warning. Like ice melting away, the bodies of the ghosts, towering over a dozen feet tall, seemed to dissolve into fine sand under the wind's touch, vanishing almost instantly.

A look of bewilderment appeared on the Lady Black Python’s face. Could it be that her opponent was about to unleash another strange technique? She exchanged a wary glance with the one-eyed old man, who revealed a hint of seriousness in his eyes and hesitated to attack rashly.

But soon, she let out a sigh of relief as not only did the fierce ghosts vanish, but the illusory realm around them also faded away. The distant green mountains reappeared before her eyes.

As an元婴期 cultivator, this woman’s experience was vast. She knew that the array had been dispelled by their opponent.

"Comrade Daoist He, how should we proceed?"

"There's no need to discuss it further; is the Great Man still planning on pursuing them?" The one-eyed old man turned his head and revealed a twisted smile.

"I have no such interest. The opponent’s array alone was formidable enough. Their cultivation level likely surpasses that of the red-robed woman."

"Indeed, I don't intend to meddle further. Though being an enforcer brings many benefits during the grand assembly, it's not worth risking so much for a little sweet."

"Since that is the case, let’s meet up with White Deer Daoist. He probably hasn’t gained much either," the Lady Black Python said as she opened her lips.

The one-eyed old man had no objections and both of them began to use their techniques, flying towards the front.

After only a dozen miles, they arrived swiftly.

In mid-air, the White Deer Immortal Child hovered with an extremely grim expression on his face.

The Lady Black Python felt a shock. This ancient monster seemed to have suffered significant losses, despite being at the same cultivation stage as her.

"Daoist White, what happened? Why did you only arrive now?" The White Deer Immortal Child spoke slowly, his voice tinged with coldness.

"I apologize; Daoist He and I were ambushed on our way here. We got trapped in an array," the Lady Black Python sighed and explained.

"Array." The White Deer Immortal Child’s face turned serious. Someone who could control a mid-stage元婴期炼尸, and was adept at array techniques, was unprecedented among the妖灵族. Could it be that this person had broken through to the other side from the human world?

"How so? Did Daoist White also encounter unexpected trouble? Otherwise, with your abilities, the red-robed woman shouldn’t have been able to leave easily," the one-eyed old man said thoughtfully.

"Indeed; I met a mid-stage元婴期尸魔 and couldn't keep up due to my limited resources. That’s why I failed to detain her," the White Deer Immortal Child said with lingering resentment as he recounted his experience.

The two ancient monsters exchanged glances, their hearts filled with shock. They silently sized each other up, unsure of what to do next.

After a full half-hour passed.

"Daoist White Deer, who is that red-robed woman? Have you noticed anything?" the Lady Black Python asked slowly.

"No," the White Deer Immortal Child shook his head and frowned slightly: "I may not claim extensive experience, but mid-stage元婴期 cultivators are familiar to me. However, I’ve never seen this red-robed woman before; she likely came from the human world."

"Indeed, Daoist friend’s words make sense. Based on her abilities, this lady doesn’t seem like a妖修," the one-eyed old man stroked his beard and nodded in agreement.

After discussing for some time, they remained at a loss. Although they didn't say it out loud, they were secretly frustrated; they hadn’t gained any benefits but had instead unwittingly created an enemy.

Meanwhile, several dozen miles away, in a secluded valley.

A flash of light revealed a faint green shadow that gradually became clear, revealing Lin Xuan, a young man with an ordinary appearance.

"Master, they didn't follow."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded and showed a hint of relief on his face. While he often helped Red Silk escape danger, he preferred to avoid trouble. Fortunately, the two ancient monsters were too cautious to pursue him.

Lin Xuan continued to carefully conceal his aura, standing still in place. Soon, countless dark shadows shot from all directions, revealing fist-sized ghost heads that looked eerie.

These ghost heads soon merged into a demonic cloud, which swirled and revealed the towering figure of a corpse demon.

Lin Xuan’s spirit sense scanned the scene, but the corpse demon had suffered some injuries. The poison dragon at the transformation stage was indeed formidable, but...

Lin Xuan's face showed deep contemplation as he formed a hand seal and sealed the corpse demon in his灵鬼袋.

"What should we do now, Master?"

"Of course, we return. We didn’t reveal our presence, so there’s no reason to miss this grand assembly," Lin Xuan said as he transformed into a faint green streak of light that vanished without a trace.

Meanwhile, at the foot of the mountain, hundreds of cultivators still gathered in small groups, discussing with varying expressions. The shocking scene they had just witnessed made them unable to resist speculating and analyzing.

The most common speculation was about Red Silk’s origins, but no one could figure it out.

This chaotic situation worked to Lin Xuan's advantage as his concealment techniques were extremely subtle, allowing him to return to his original spot without being noticed.

In addition to the foreign cultivators, several disciples of the ancient monsters stood in front of the禁制, three men and a woman, all at the凝聚丹期 cultivation stage.

As time passed, they still didn’t see their master returning, and their expressions turned anxious. However, for some reason, none of them moved to search for him.

Lin Xuan observed everyone’s reactions with cold eyes but maintained an indifferent expression on his face.

Time slowly passed until it was nearly dawn. Just as everyone was uncertain about what would happen next, a flash of fire entered their vision—a transmission talisman.

The four凝聚丹期 cultivators’ faces lit up, and the woman in court attire raised her hand to receive the transmission talisman into her palm.

She sank her spirit sense into it.

After a moment, she lifted her head with no visible expression on her face. She bowed to everyone: "I apologize for keeping you waiting. The time has come; please enter Mount Print."
第四卷 七星岛 第七百二十章 美貌侍女

Hum... The cultivators present were taken aback, and began to discuss among themselves. The three Senior Immortals of the Spirit婴期 hadn't returned yet, so it was unknown whether the red-robed cultivator had been captured or managed to escape. They had originally planned to watch the show, but now they found out that this was a private outcome.

"Is it true that none of you wish to enter the mountain? Do you have any connection with the troublemaker just now?" The woman in the palace attire raised an eyebrow and her voice turned cold.

This statement caused the cultivators below to be greatly alarmed, but unusually quiet.

They weren't fools. Hearing the other party's tone, they naturally put aside their desire to watch the show and didn't want to get involved due to this matter.

The White Deer Immortal Child was still okay, but the Black Mamba Lady was a notorious great demon, someone who always sought trouble without any reason.

Thus, after a brief silence, a beam of white light shot out from the crowd.

The light condensed into an old man with a mad face wearing a hemp robe. "I am Xinhuainian, Elder of the Parting Sword Sect. This is an invitation token. Please inspect it to ensure there's no mistake," he said as he tapped his storage bracelet and handed over a palm-sized golden talisman.

Although the Immortal Mountain Conference was held every ten years on Jinneng Island, not everyone could participate. Condensation Core cultivators were unrestricted, but for Foundation Establishment or Flexible Spirit period disciples, they needed an invitation token to attend.

"Of course there's no problem. A high-level cultivator like you is very welcome," the woman in the palace attire smiled sweetly, as if she had nothing to do with the previous incident of killing a person.

"Please go ahead."

Lin Xuan also wore a smile and bowed to her before turning into a clear beam and flying into the restricted area.

Fog swirled around. The path was about ten meters long, and soon Lin Xuan's eyes brightened as he entered an open valley with a large area. Some pavilions and buildings were visible, mostly wooden structures and stone houses built by cultivators using earth techniques.

Standing outside the barrier were over a dozen beautiful female cultivators in their twenties or thirties, all at Flexible Spirit period. By appearance, they seemed to be maidservants.

Not every cultivator who came here could receive such service; only those of high rank would be greeted by these women, making other cultivators envious.

In front of Lin Xuan stood a petite girl around seventeen or eighteen years old. Although she wasn't considered an outstanding beauty, her appearance was quite pleasant and charming.

She bowed to him and said in a soft voice, "Xing'er greets you, welcome to the Immortal Mountain Conference. I am your personal maid, responsible for your daily needs during this period."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan thought for a moment but didn't show any surprise. Such matters were common knowledge; they were used by the conference organizers to please high-level cultivators. These flexible spirit female disciples weren't worth mentioning, but they were all carefully selected virgins, which pleased some lustful cultivators.

Using an ordinary root disciple, if he could attract a high-level cultivator, it would be a huge gain.

Of course, these women weren't forced; their talents were average. If they struggled on their own, they might never succeed in Foundation Establishment, but being taken as a concubine by a high-ranking cultivator and gaining his favor might give them a chance.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface while quickly considering the situation. Although he wasn't a lustful person, this girl's appearance was only average to him. Nevertheless, Lin Xuan didn't reject her offer; since other high-level cultivators could get a maid here, it would be unusual if he were too different.

As for whether this girl might discover his secrets, she was just a flexible spirit disciple and couldn't do that.

Since he wasn't planning to stay in the Immortal Mountain for long, only to buy some rare materials and gather information, Lin Xuan nodded and accepted her offer.

Xing'er's eyes lit up with joy as she respectfully led him to the welcoming pavilion. As a high-ranking cultivator of Condensation Core period, he could have his own beautiful pavilion.

After settling in, Lin Xuan wasn't idle; he instructed the girl to show him around and said that the Immortal Mountain Conference would start in three days. However, before then, some temporary trading markets were often held for early arrivals.

Following Lin Xuan's instructions, the woman named Xing'er nodded and left to gather information on which high-level cultivators were conducting private transactions today.

"Go ahead," Lin Xuan waved his hand as he sat cross-legged on a soft couch.

The young girl bowed and retreated.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense cautiously. He found that there were more than ten Senior Immortals of Spirit婴期, and one had an unusual cultivation technique; he almost got discovered before he could approach.

Fortunately, his reaction was quick!

This place truly hid many talents.

Lin Xuan's mood was complex, a mix of joy and worry. The more high-level cultivators there were, the greater his chances of having good results at the conference. However, for some reason, Lin Xuan felt uneasy since he arrived here, as if something dangerous might happen.

He decided to be more cautious.

Lin Xuan didn't dare to release his divine sense again and simply sat in meditation.

Soon, a knock on the door sounded. "Senior Lin, Xing'er has gathered all the information."

"Come in," Lin Xuan opened his eyes and slowly ended his cultivation.

"Yes." A sweet voice answered as a young woman entered.

"Senior, there are five exchange sessions today, two of which are for Condensation Core period seniors..." The girl spoke clearly and concisely, delivering the information Lin Xuan wanted.

"Good. I'll go check it out. You can stay here," Lin Xuan nodded coldly.

"Do you not want me to accompany you?" The young woman was taken aback, showing a mix of joy and disappointment on her face.

She was still a maiden, unwilling to offer herself to an unknown stranger but knew that her poor talent and lack of support made it difficult for her. Although she joined a sect by chance, she was among the least favored low-level disciples and would likely remain in Flexible Spirit period without any special opportunities.

Thus, she had taken on the role of serving high-level cultivators as a maid, but she still resisted inwardly. Seeing Lin Xuan's disinterest in women, it was unclear whether her feelings were worry or joy.

Lin Xuan noticed her expression and finally smiled: "Miss, there's no need to be so concerned. To walk far on the path of immortality depends mainly on your own efforts rather than seeking protection. I'm not a lustful person, so you don't have to offer yourself. However, during this Immortal Mountain Conference, I might need someone to run errands for me. If you do well, I'll naturally give you some benefits."

The young woman was overjoyed and bowed deeply.

Lin Xuan left the pavilion without looking back.

"Master, why are you so kind today, helping an unrelated low-level disciple?"

"It's unavoidable," Lin Xuan smiled bitterly: "I don't want to have a beautiful female cultivator tempting me by my side for these few days in Immortal Mountain. I can't remain unmoved, and if I act impulsively, it would be disastrous before I condense into an immortal infant."

"Indeed," Mo'er nodded. "Besides, this girl's cultivation level is too low; her appearance doesn't compare to Master's several red-eyed beauties."
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Lin Xuan frowned. Moon's words made sense, but there was something off about them. However, he didn't have the time or mood to ponder it further. According to Jia Zhou’s maidservant, a transaction meeting for condensation core practitioners would be starting soon.

At the Xuanfeng Sect, even a low-level market had piqued Lin Xuan's interest. Here, he was sure to gain much more.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan quickly stepped out.

The street was bustling with cultivators, but most were at the foundation establishment stage. It seemed this so-called invitation wasn't as hard to obtain as one might think.

Xing'er had clearly scouted the location of the transaction meeting. Without much effort, Lin Xuan arrived at a pavilion.

Although it was made of wood, the pavilion was enormous, covering nearly a thousand feet in width. Lin Xuan had seen many strange buildings before and showed no surprise.

The pavilion exuded grandeur. Two cultivators wearing crimson robes stood by the entrance, around thirty years old. They bowed respectfully as Lin Xuan approached. One of them said, "Welcome, Senior, to our master's exchange meeting. According to the rules, you need to pay two hundred crystal stones."

Two hundred crystal stones? Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in surprise. However, since it was a rule, he didn't question it. For him, it was just a drop in the bucket. He reached out and tapped his storage bracelet. A pile of crystal stones appeared before them.

The man scanned with his divine sense; the number was correct. His smile grew more pleasant. "Senior is truly generous. Please come inside. This junior wishes you good luck in finding what you need."

He opened the door warmly, and Lin Xuan stepped in without hesitation.

The two sighed in relief. They wished all cultivators could be as reasonable as this senior. Participating in a private transaction meeting required paying crystal stones, though it was an unwritten rule on Mount Yinshan. Not every condensation core cultivator was so accommodating; those who were obstinate made their guards' lives miserable.

After entering the door, Lin Xuan was led by a child to a spacious hall. He sized up the room, which was about several hundred feet wide and lavishly decorated.

However, there weren't many cultivators present—only around twenty or so.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with disappointment. Nevertheless, as they say, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. Although this transaction meeting wasn't as grand as expected, Lin Xuan had no reason to leave in a huff. He might as well wait and see if there were any unexpected gains.

With such thoughts, Lin Xuan sat silently on a chair without drawing attention.

He released his divine sense and began observing the other cultivators around him.

"Eh?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised in surprise. There were twenty-two cultivators in total, most at the condensation core stage. However, one young woman, about seventeen or eighteen years old, was a foundation establishment cultivator.

She had an ordinary appearance and figure; she could easily be overlooked if thrown into a crowd. Yet among these condensation core experts, her small stature as a foundation establishment cultivator stood out.

Noticing Lin Xuan's gaze, the young woman turned around and glared at him fiercely.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. In the cultivation world, where ranks were strict, a foundation establishment cultivator daring to show their claws to someone like himself—such a thing had never been heard of!

Interest flickered on Lin Xuan’s face as he withdrew his gaze.

"Haha, it seems this is your first time meeting Lady Jinling," a warm voice said. Lin Xuan turned around and saw an elderly man with a fair complexion beside him. He was in his fifties, at the late condensation core stage.

"Indeed, I've been diligently cultivating in my cave for years and only recently ventured out." Lin Xuan gave a slight bow.

"That explains it. Lady Jinling has only just entered the cultivation world; no wonder you don't know her," said the elderly man.

"Oh? Is this girl famous?" Lin Xuan’s expression showed skepticism. A mere foundation establishment cultivator, after all.

"Haha, I can’t say that随意, or else Lady Jinling might take offense and cause me trouble." The elderly man quickly made a gesture and began whispering to him.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan's interest deepened. "Could this girl have some significant background?"

"You're right. Although her cultivation level is only at the foundation establishment stage, she is the direct granddaughter of Old Monster Jin. It’s said that she has an extremely rare pure golden attribute spirit root, which is why the old monster dotes on her immensely," the elderly man whispered slowly, a hint of envy in his expression.

"Pure golden attribute?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose. He was somewhat surprised. It was well known that spirit roots had five-element attributes, with one being dominant, but they often contained some impurities.

Such pure spirit roots were said to be the result of a special mutation, with such low odds as to be almost impossible. While not necessarily superior to divine spirit roots, their power when used for certain specific cultivation techniques was beyond imagination!

As for Old Monster Jin, Lin Xuan wasn't particularly concerned; he guessed it was just an early-stage yuanxian cultivator. With his abilities, there was nothing to fear.

"Given her unique资质, she will eventually enter the condensation core stage. Besides, with such a powerful old monster backing her, even we seniors must give way when encountering her."

"I see," Lin Xuan nodded but didn't place much importance on it.

Another incense stick's worth of time passed before another dozen or so cultivators arrived, bringing the total to twenty-seven. Although still few, it was better than earlier.

After a while, no more new arrivals came. The early-comers grew impatient. A cultivator in a fiery red robe stood up and greeted everyone with a bow: "Welcome all, to Fire Annun's Transaction Meeting. I have the honor of hosting this private transaction today, hoping everyone can find what they need."

He paused, scanning the crowd. "Indeed, fewer people came than expected. Since only twenty or so are here, we won't use an auction format. Each of you bring out your treasures and introduce their functions before exchanging them. Who among you is willing to volunteer first?"

Lin Xuan wouldn’t be the first to act; instead, he released his divine sense to observe the host. Indeed, a condensation core后期 cultivator with immense妖力, but what attribute it was, remained unknown.
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Since this exchange was initiated by Daoist Lei, why don't you start?

Indeed, Daoist Lei's cultivation is profound, and his treasures are likely not ordinary. How about we let you throw the first stone to set the tone.

Ah, yes, Daoist Lei has deep cultivation, so his treasures must be extraordinary as well. Let’s see what you have to offer."

"Exactly, that would be perfect."

The voices of many cultivators echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The robed cultivator had a warm smile on his face and nodded. "Very well. Since all of you hold such high regard for me, I will gladly comply."

As he spoke, he gave a slight bow to the surrounding cultivators and extended his hand. He tapped his storage bag, and a streak of blue light shot out like lightning, blinding everyone.

After a moment, the light subsided, revealing an object about a foot long.

"Hmm, what is this?"

Could it be the bone of a Thunder Eagle?

Such a large segment, and with the claws intact, it would make for excellent material for refining spiritual artifacts.

Most cultivators present were well-versed. Upon seeing the robed cultivator's treasure, their eyes lit up with excitement.

"Daoist friends have keen eyesight; this is indeed a segment of a Thunder Eagle's claw. Since I am throwing in the first stone, I cannot offer too high a price. Any Daoist willing to pay in crystals can take it."

The robed cultivator swept his sleeve and attempted to put the bone back into his bag.

"Wait." A clear voice rang out, and Lin Xuan turned around to see Jin Ling, the woman named so. Indeed, though her appearance was unremarkable, her voice was exceptionally sweet, like a nightingale.

If one only heard her voice without seeing her face, she would be mistaken for a beauty beyond compare.

"Originally, Lady Spirit, why are you so surprised? With treasures bestowed by your ancestor, why should I care about this claw?" Jin Ling glared at him and extended her hand. She tapped her storage bag, and a flash of light appeared, followed by the sound of crystal shuffling into a small mountain in front of her.

Jin Ling's arrogance left Lin Xuan speechless. She disregarded high-ranking cultivators with ease, spending lavishly as if money were nothing. The word 'arrogant' seemed inadequate to describe her.

However, this had nothing to do with Lin Xuan. Nearby, a few condensation core cultivators watched enviously but dared not offend her due to the presence of an old monster behind her.

Lin Xuan shook his head; such a young girl was too ignorant of the world's vastness.

The robed cultivator, after being rebuked, looked displeased. But he hesitated and smiled bitterly. "Lady Spirit jests. If you wish to pay in crystals for this beast material, it is none of my concern."

Lin Xuan’s spirit probe confirmed that the number was correct, so he handed over the Thunder Eagle's claw.

After their transaction, other cultivators had various reactions. After a long while, a burly giant stood up.

His face was covered with stubble, and his appearance resembled a highway robber from the mortal world. His voice was deep and resonant.

"I bring only two grade three demon pills for exchange. I am willing to trade them for crystals; the highest bidder gets it."

Grade three demon pills?

Lin Xuan’s spirit probe confirmed that they were unremarkable, but several cultivators joined in bidding.

As time passed, one by one, cultivators revealed their treasures—beast skins and bones, medicinal pills, talismans, even ancient treasures. Some transactions succeeded, while others failed to attract any interest, leaving the owners feeling embarrassed.

Lin Xuan seized an opportunity and made a small profit; here, various beast materials were more abundant and cheaper than in the mortal world. He would not miss out on anything good.

After twenty people had completed their exchanges, it was Jin Ling's turn.

Though she was only at the condensation core stage, her background was strong enough to deter any contempt from others.

She walked forward confidently, flipped her wrist, and revealed a wooden box in her palm.

The box was made of some unknown wood, pale purple in color, and emitted a rich fragrance.

Lin Xuan’s expression suddenly became strange but quickly returned to normal. He lightly touched his waist pouch with his right hand.

Jin Ling gently opened the lid, revealing a golden egg about the size of a goose's egg.

The surface was adorned with several talismans, adding an air of mystery.

"What is this?"

All the cultivators widened their eyes in surprise. After some time, they all looked puzzled as no one recognized it.

"Hmph!" Jin Ling’s gaze swept across everyone, exuding arrogance: "You are still condensation core cultivators; your knowledge is so shallow."

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had seen arrogance before, but this level of arrogance was unprecedented. This young girl truly believed her patron was a late-stage cultivator and dared to look down on others.

But Lin Xuan remained calm. His interest in the box grew as he touched his waist pouch again.

"May I ask, Lady Spirit, what is this egg?" The robed cultivator, as the initiator of this exchange meeting, could not allow it to continue with no one participating.

This was an egg from a three-headed golden python. As you can see, my ancestor sealed it with talismans and has yet to recognize its master. In exchange for a bottle of condensation core pills, but I must warn that only high-grade ones will do." Jin Ling spoke slowly, her voice clear and pleasant.

"What? A three-headed golden python?" The cultivators present were shocked, their expressions filled with greed. Lin Xuan even heard the sound of saliva dripping from his mouth.

Lin Xuan was also intrigued; he had extensive knowledge but had never heard of a three-headed golden python. This was not surprising given the number and variety of beasts on this island far exceeded those in the mortal world.

However, everyone's reaction indicated that this egg’s value was extraordinary.

"Is there any Daoist willing to exchange?" Her voice became more urgent.

Everyone exchanged glances; who wouldn’t want it? But they needed something she wanted first. Condensation core pills were trivial for late-stage cultivators, but high-grade ones were too much to ask.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with interest as he sat quietly in his chair.

After a while, an old bald man stood up and walked forward: "Lady Spirit, I have a medium-grade pill here and am willing to supplement crystals. Do you wish to exchange?"

"Hmph, a medium-grade pill; do you think my ancestor doesn’t have one? As for the crystals, I don’t need such things." Seeing the old man stand up, Jin Ling’s eyes lit up but turned cold when she saw his disappointment.

The bald old man was rebuffed and looked displeased. He gritted his teeth but retreated without a word.

Jin Ling ignored him, her face still showing hope, but after waiting for a long time, no one came forward. She closed the lid of the box and put it back into her storage bag.

The next exchanges were unremarkable, with no high-grade items appearing. It was Lin Xuan’s turn; he stood up and took out a sword from his storage bag.

This was an ancient treasure, but its quality was poor. Lin Xuan didn’t know who had lost their life to obtain it.

Such things were common for him, so he paid little attention, but they drew the envy of many cultivators. Even weak ancient treasures could not be easily found in ordinary markets.

A bidding frenzy ensued, and a nondescript cultivator eventually won with ten thousand crystals, leaving Lin Xuan with a small profit.

The exchange continued…

After another half hour, when the last person traded away a millennium-old spirit herb for needed materials, this gathering drew to a close.

Some were happy, while others were disappointed. Everyone had some gains or losses, and they left the pavilion in high spirits.

But whether their hearts truly felt that way was unclear.
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Lin Xuan still wore a calm expression as he emerged from the crowd with everyone else. According to Zhao杏儿, there was another meeting for condensation core cultivators today and it should be about to start soon. However, Lin Xuan showed no intention of attending; instead, he seemed tired and headed towards the welcoming pavilion.

By this time, the sky had grown somewhat dark, and fewer cultivators were around.

Lin Xuan continued walking until he arrived at a desolate forest. Quietly, he released his divine sense, finding that there were no other cultivators within several miles. A satisfied look appeared on his face as he formed a hand seal, causing his figure to blur and turn into an inconspicuous streak of light, shooting towards the distant sky.

Meanwhile, after the trading meeting concluded, many cultivators dispersed in different directions. One of them, the Golden Spirit Fairy at Foundation Establishment stage, flew out of the mountain pass.

The Immortal Mountain Conference had officially begun, so not all cultivators resided in the welcoming pavilion. Some preferred to find their own accommodations due to their peculiar dispositions. Old Monster Jin was one such individual who had established a cave dwelling about a hundred miles away from here. The Golden Spirit Fairy returned there after attending the trading meeting.

This arrogant female cultivator now wore a worried expression. Everyone knew that she had been favored by her ancestor and possessed enviable pure attribute spirit roots, but behind the scenes, she suffered greatly.

Indeed, while her spirit root was excellent, it was also an inherently severed meridian body.

A severed meridian body meant that during condensation core formation, one would encounter a massive bottleneck. The success rate of forming a core was less than one percent compared to ordinary cultivators.

It was well known that condensing cores was already difficult for regular cultivators; reducing the odds further by making it only one percent was essentially sealing off her chances of cultivation.

However, if she were extremely lucky and managed to successfully form a core, this body would not hinder her future cultivation in any way.

In short, a severed meridian body was like a chainsaw, but merely locking down the hope of condensation core formation.

When Jin Spirit discovered that she had such a constitution, the disappointment in her heart could be imagined. Old Monster Jin, though an Immortal婴期 cultivator, also lacked a solution.

Could she only remain a minor Foundation Establishment stage cultivator for life? Jin Spirit was unwilling to accept this fate and scoured countless ancient texts until she found a potential solution.

While one's constitution couldn't be changed, increasing the chances of condensation core formation could be achieved through medicinal means. If she had an upper-grade Foundation Establishment Pill to push past the bottleneck, it might offset the disadvantages of her severed meridian body.

In ancient times, there were several such examples.

Finding a solution was supposed to bring joy, but Jin Spirit faced new challenges. Upper-grade Foundation Establishment Pills weren't available for purchase; they were legendary items.

It was known that in the myriad arts of cultivation, alchemy and array formation were considered the most profound. Most pills on the market were lower-grade. However, given her ancestor's status, obtaining middle-grade pills wouldn't be difficult, but upper-grade ones remained out of reach.

Jin Spirit wouldn't give up. Though she was a direct descendant of her ancestor, if she couldn't even complete condensation core formation, naturally, she would not inherit the family legacy. She didn't want to see her ancestor's great achievements fall into the hands of other senior brothers and sisters.

Thus, this female cultivator traveled extensively, appearing in various markets and auctions to seek information on upper-grade Foundation Establishment Pills.

Three years passed with no leads.

Sighing deeply, Jin Spirit consoled herself that the Immortal Mountain Conference had yet to officially begin. It was the largest event in the entire Spirit Beast Island cultivation world, perhaps it would fulfill her wishes. Just as she thought this, Jin Spirit's expression suddenly changed. A heavy cloud of gloom appeared on her brows as her light slowed and stopped.

"Who is hiding there? Get out here," she demanded.

"Hmph, brat, you know nothing about the heavens or earth. A mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator dares to call yourself a fairy! What are you?" A hoarse voice replied, extremely rude. Then, a red light flickered from about ten feet away, and an old bald man materialized strangely.

"Is it you?" Jin Spirit's face turned pale at the insult. She couldn't help but draw in a cold breath. This person was familiar; he was the old condensation core cultivator who had offered middle-grade Foundation Establishment Pills during the trading meeting, trying to exchange them for her eggs of three-headed golden serpents. He had followed her secretly.

"Why did you follow me? What do you intend?"

"Hmph, brat, what else can I say? You insulted me at the trading meeting; how could I let it go? Refusing my hospitality and taking a drink from the well, I want to make sure you understand that in the cultivation world, using someone's power to bully others will lead to severe consequences. Of course, if you're willing to hand over those three-headed golden serpent eggs as an apology, I might spare your life," the bald old man sneered.

"You dare hurt me! My ancestor is..."

Facing the pressure from a condensation core cultivator, Jin Spirit's body trembled with fear, but she refused to admit defeat verbally.

"Hmph, you don't need to threaten me with Old Monster Jin. Yes, I can't afford to offend an Immortal婴期 cultivator. If you stay in the welcoming pavilion where there are many people and eyes, I won't be able to do anything to you. However, reaping what you sow, you came out from the conference grounds. Apart from you, is there anyone else here? I will naturally draw your soul and refine it," the bald old man's face showed satisfaction but became even more ferocious.

Jin Spirit bit her teeth, her expression growing increasingly frightened: "Don't do anything rash. If you want to keep a secret, don't reveal yourself. If you dare harm me, my ancestor won't spare you."

These weak threats meant nothing to the bald old man, who laughed derisively.

"Brat, stop wasting time and give me those three-headed golden serpent eggs. And your storage bag too. You actually spent fifty thousand crystal stones on that thunder eagle bone; spending money like water, it seems Old Monster Jin truly controls a mine, rich beyond measure," the bald old man said as he fixed his gaze on her waist, filled with greed.

Jin Spirit wouldn't comply as she wished. Even if wealth was just an external matter, whether the other party would keep their promise remained uncertain; most likely, they would still draw and refine her soul.

The girl's face alternated between white and pale several times before suddenly flipping her wrist to reveal a golden talisman that transformed into a streak of golden light, breaking through the air as it flew away.
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Old Hu, Old Hu, "Wow, Golden遁符... the bald old man's face showed a hint of surprise. But soon enough, greed and mockery replaced it: "Stinking brat, you really are full of treasures. But did you think that such a small talisman could allow you to escape under my nose?" He sneered as he stretched out his hand, tapping his waist, and a beam of white light shot from a storage bag, circling above before vanishing.

The speed of the treasure was almost instantaneous; it caught up with the transformed girl in an instant. A flash, and the sound of a scream followed, as the golden spirit energy fell to the ground like a bird hit by an arrow.

"Surprisingly, I didn't split you into two halves with my treasure," the bald old man's face showed a thoughtful expression, walking past without caring. He naturally wouldn’t bother with such a small Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

The girl lay unconscious on the ground. Beside her was a shield about the size of a palm—clearly what had saved her from certain death. But prolonging her life in this state would be useless; she would eventually return to the underworld.

The bald old man's face showed a smug smile as he greedily scanned the girl’s waist and reached out for her storage bracelet.

But just then, something unexpected happened. The girl who should have been unconscious opened her eyes, exuding heavy killing intent. The old man's expression changed from surprise to shock, but it was too late.

Golden Spirit Ying opened her lips and spat out a black bead the size of a thumb.

It flew towards the old man with deceptive slowness.

"Golden Monster’s Tremor Lightning," the old man's face showed a grimace, his expression reaching its most terrible state. He had been too careless, forgetting about this terrifying treasure given to disciples by Golden Monster.

A tremor bead was essentially a high-level cultivator’s Heaven Thunder, crafted with palm lightning imprints. While it looked similar, there was one difference: the explosion's power was immense, but if one practiced Golden Monster's unique secret technique, they wouldn't be harmed even at the center of the blast.

The bald old man was both shocked and angry, realizing that the girl had feigned weakness to lure him into a trap. His face showed a hint of rage!

Black light flashed as his bones crackled like popping beans.

Demonification!

Usually, demon bodies were far stronger than humans. The old man wanted to use this divine technique to withstand the attack.

A dazzling white light appeared between them, interspersed with screams and anger. Soon, the light faded, leaving a massive mess, the affected area stretching for over a hundred feet.

The purpose achieved, Golden Spirit Ying no longer pretended to be injured; she stood expressionlessly in place while a monster emerged about seven or eight zhang away. The human head was recognizable as that of the bald old man, but his body had completely demonified, looking like an enormous mantis with hands turned into large, half-zhang-long cleavers.

He hadn’t died?

Golden Spirit Ying’s face showed surprise, quickly replaced by a serious expression.

Although the bald old man still kept a human head, his eyes were clouded and gray, devoid of any vitality.

That was no surprise; he had overused demonification, suffering backlash.

Cultivators imitated demonic techniques, and in battle, they could partially transform their bodies—like turning hands into sharp claws or growing hard shells when attacked. However, this divine technique wasn’t without limits.

If too much of the body transformed at once, it would be like overexerting during cultivation; demon energy would invade the mind, causing one to lose control and become a true monster.

The bald old man had used his demonification extensively to survive the tremor bead. His soul was dead; what remained was just an empty shell.

"Ahhh!" The monster suddenly raised its head, emitting a roar that turned into a dark shadow rushing towards the girl.

Golden Spirit Ying’s brows furrowed but showed no fear—it was just a mindless monster.

She stretched out her hand and summoned a pair of silver hooks from her storage bracelet. Judging by the mana emitted, it should be a top-grade spiritual artifact. However, with a sharp crack, the claw-like limb hacked at the silver hooks, which instantly broke into two pieces.

Despite being completely demonified due to demonic energy, the old man’s cultivation hadn’t weakened. This monster's abilities could rival those of a Core Formation中期 cultivator.

Golden Spirit Ying’s expression changed as she quickly summoned a flying sword and flipped her wrist, taking out a stack of talismans.

Her fingers flicked, turning them into dozens of fireballs the size of heads, which rained down on the monster. Seizing the opportunity when it was busy defending, the girl’s figure darted away in a flash of light.

The choice was right; while Golden Spirit Ying was known as the Multi-Treasure Girl compared to her peers, with only Foundation Establishment stage cultivation, she had no chance against such a terrifying demon.

But escaping wasn’t easy. A black aura emerged from the monster, chasing after her faster than before.

A flash of light, and the monster’s outstretched limb fell like lightning towards the girl.

Bang!

A loud sound echoed as the girl raised an oddly-shaped shield just in time to block the attack, though it was riddled with cracks.

Golden Spirit Ying shivered; she realized that the monster’s limbs were powerful enough to match treasures. Her spiritual artifacts would be no match for this.

Damn, must I die here?

Thoughts raced through her mind, but facing a mindless demon, even her ingenious plans couldn’t be used. Despite losing, Golden Spirit Ying continued to use various talismans and spiritual artifacts in her struggle.

"Master, why don't you help? Can you just watch this girl die?" Moon’s voice entered her ears.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. The Golden Spirit Fairy had indeed run out of tricks; if he didn’t act now, she would surely perish.

Golden Spirit Ying’s face was filled with despair. Unfortunately, she only brought one tremor bead; otherwise, there might have been a chance to escape.

Crack!... A sound that made teeth ache echoed as her shield was finally split in two by the demon. The bright blade light blinded her, leaving just an inch between it and her forehead.
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Golden Spirit was filled with fear. Despite his reluctance, he had no means to counter or resolve the situation and could only watch helplessly as that blade of light approached his forehead.

Just then, a streak of green light suddenly appeared before his eyes, followed by a flash. A clear crackling sound reached his ears, and the demon's front limb was actually pushed aside.

Surviving this close call, the young woman couldn't help but feel both shocked and relieved. She quickly cast an inner refinement method and retreated backward.

The monster didn’t chase after her as it had before because it was being forced into a corner by a bright green light that was several inches long.

Judging from the terrifying spiritual pressure emitted by the Clear Rainbow, this clearly wasn't just a first-grade treasure.

Golden Spirit felt relieved. He extended his hand and tapped his storage bag, summoning another sword-shaped treasure.

The young woman had narrowly escaped death at the hands of this demon earlier, so she naturally harbored resentment. Without hesitation, she took advantage of the situation to add insult to injury.

Of course, the one who acted was Lin Xuan. He didn’t want to shock the world by killing the demon right away; that’s why he hadn’t done it initially.

After a full hour, Lin Xuan finally found an opportunity. A flash of green light appeared, and a large head flew up into the air, with its viscous blood filling the air with a stench.

"Thank you for your assistance," the young woman said as she bowed. Golden Spirit’s eyes swept over Lin Xuan’s face, revealing a hint of suspicion beneath her obedience.

Lin Xuan smiled. She wasn’t stupid; she had just been spoiled by Old Monster Golden before and thus became so arrogant that she disregarded elders. However, after this incident, she seemed to have matured significantly.

Indeed, not bad. If she learned the principle of being低调 from now on, it wouldn't be in vain for her to endure all these hardships today.

Lin Xuan waved his hand nonchalantly. "Young lady, there’s no need to be alarmed; I indeed have something to discuss with you, but I don’t intend to harm you like that old man."

The senior was jesting. If it weren't for your help, I would already be in the underworld. Such a life-saving favor is akin to having parents. What do you want from me?

The young woman’s voice trembled. True enough, it was like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without effort. According to ancient texts, such pills were useless if there weren’t at least several bottles.

"Of course, I still have some." Lin Xuan’s face remained calm as he flipped his hand open, revealing an jade bottle filled with white pills.

Golden Spirit was overjoyed. She quickly reached into her storage belt and handed the light purple wooden box to Lin Xuan, her eyes full of hope.

Lin Xuan opened the lid and took out the golden python egg. He revealed a hint of surprise in his eyes before saying, "These golden pythons are good, but they have no use for me. You might as well take them back."

"What? !" Golden Spirit was stunned, her heart racing. She had finally seen hope of condensing her core; how could she give it up?

"Senior doesn’t want the egg, right? These three golden pythons are..."

"Don't waste your breath," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. Such things were sought after by Core Formation stage cultivators but meant nothing to him, who was on par with a Baby Stage monster.

"Why did you follow me here then?"

Golden Spirit wasn’t stupid; the other party had come all this way for a reason. Not wanting the egg surely had another purpose.

With that thought, she felt relieved and adopted an honest expression. "Senior, just say what you need. If I can do it, I won't refuse."

Lin Xuan ignored her and instead weighed the wooden box in his hand, releasing his spiritual sense to examine it carefully.

Golden Spirit found this strange but didn’t dare speak more.

Could the other party be trying to buy back the egg?

The young woman’s mind flashed with that thought, but she quickly dismissed it as absurd.

The wooden box in Lin Xuan's hands was made from Purple Lotus wood. Although such a rare tree could only be found on their Off-line Peak, it wasn’t considered a divine tree.

There were some faint demonic energies emitted by the wood, and it was harder than ordinary wood, but its main use was as material for lower-grade spirit artifacts. With this senior’s Core Formation stage cultivation, why would he care?

After a full hour, Lin Xuan finally looked up. "Do you have more of the same kind of wood?"

"Of course, there are many." Golden Spirit nodded like a chicken pecking at grain despite her confusion.

"This is Purple Lotus wood. We have plenty on Off-line Gorge," she said.

"Oh?" A hint of joy appeared in Lin Xuan’s eyes. "That's good; this wood has great use for me. You can exchange it with me for the pills."

"There's no problem. Senior, you could even take several thousand if you want."

The young woman was overjoyed and quickly agreed. If sold on the market, a single Purple Lotus tree could fetch at most two crystal stones. As Old Monster Golden’s granddaughter, she could do this: "Senior, shall we go back now?"

Since she had already secured the pills, the Immortal Mountain Conference no longer held any appeal for her.

"That won't work; I still need to buy some things in the market. How about when the conference ends, I’ll naturally head to Off-line Gorge."

Golden Spirit’s eyes flashed with disappointment but didn’t dare insist. She reluctantly looked at the pills in Lin Xuan's hand before turning away: "Alright, I will wait for you in Off-line Gorge. Thank you for your life-saving favor."

"There's no need to thank me; just tell me the location of Off-line Gorge."

"Sure."

Golden Spirit nodded and took out an empty jade tube from her chest, sinking her spiritual sense into it. Since Off-line Gorge was indeed remote, she didn’t suspect anything as she carefully inscribed its location.
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Lin Xuan received the jade cylinder from Jin Ling. After a moment's thought, she took out a sachet from her waist and said to Ying Zhu Wei, "Senior, I came in a hurry this time without bringing any token of identification. However, this sachet is recognized by all disciples of our sect. If you encounter obstacles when visiting Drifting Cloud Valley, just take it out, and the troubles will naturally be resolved."

Lin Xuan nodded and put the sachet into his pocket. "Friend, rest assured. Once I finish here, I'll definitely seek you out."

"Very well, Senior Jin, may your journey be smooth. I will await your return at our sect day and night," Jin Ling replied obediently.

Turning around, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he transformed into a streak of light that flew towards the horizon with incredible speed.

Jin Ling remained standing there for a moment before vanishing in a burst of light, her face filled with joy.

The forest returned to its tranquil state.

"Master, why did you buy a cow and return it? What secrets does this purple lotus wood conceal?"
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Moon's face was filled with curiosity. In her mind, Master was exceptionally shrewd, but this transaction seemed too bizarre.

"Haha, I have my reasons for doing so, but I won't tell you," Lin Xuan said with a smile, his mood apparently good enough to make an unusual joke.

"Master, you're naughty and bullying me. I really am curious." Moon's voice became sweet and playful. Even with Lin Xuan's strong willpower, he couldn't help feeling distracted. However, he silently reminded himself that this girl hadn't practiced charm techniques, so...

"All right, Moon, stop being mischievous. This matter is quite complicated to explain; you'll see later," Lin Xuan quickly said.

People say women are like a steel blade that can cut through bone, but Lin Xuan found his willpower wasn't as strong as he thought.

"Oh!" Fortunately, the girl was obedient and nodded without further whining.

Lin Xuan then focused his mind and suppressed all distractions...

His teleportation technique was naturally swift. After only a short while, he returned to the Welcome Pavilion.

The female cultivator named Xing'er sat on an outer chair, holding a scroll of alchemy techniques in her hand. Seeing Lin Xuan return, she quickly stood up with respect and bowed.

"Oh, you can practice alchemy? Your eyes widened with surprise as you looked at her.

"Senior, I beg your pardon, my abilities are limited to minor arts, but perhaps they could be useful on the path of immortality," Xing'er blushed slightly as she explained.

"Hmm, that's a good idea. A cultivator can learn many skills, and it might help you progress. However, this method is not suitable for low-ranking practitioners in the Flexible Spirit Period." Lin Xuan nodded.

"Yes, Senior, I understand."

Watching the young girl's pitiful expression, Lin Xuan reached into his storage bag and took out two yellowish crystal stones along with several Essence Cleansing Pills. "Your information was helpful today. Here is your reward."

Xing'er was initially stunned but then showed great excitement. She quickly bowed and said, "Thank you, Senior, I will do my best to serve you."

It was no wonder she was so excited. These items were insignificant to Lin Xuan but valuable for her. As a mere servant, she had only done what was expected—providing information about the transaction meeting.

A simple gesture could earn such generous rewards; this senior was indeed magnanimous.

With gratitude in her heart, Xing'er made up her mind to serve Lin Xuan diligently during the Dazhuang Conference. If he were pleased, there might be even greater opportunities and benefits for her.

"Master, you really are stingy, giving only two crystal stones," Moon's voice entered his ears. She was communicating telepathically with him at this moment.

"Stupid girl, what do you know? I'm not running a charity, and I have no relation to this girl. Why should I give her too much? As the saying goes, don't show your wealth. Although she's only a low-ranking Flexible Spirit Period disciple, there's no need for me to appear overly wealthy in front of her. Otherwise, it might attract unnecessary trouble. This reward is just right and will make her more loyal."

"Ah!" Moon nodded and didn't speak again, impressed by Master's way of handling people.

Xing'er was completely unaware of this conversation. She was respectfully speaking some grateful words.

Lin Xuan waved his hand. "Forget it; these are what you deserve. You don't need to thank me. I have something important to do and will be closing myself off for a few days. Don't disturb me until the Dazhuang Conference begins, then notify me."

"Understood." Xing'er bowed again, remembering Lin Xuan's words.

Satisfied with her response, Lin Xuan walked into the inner room of the pavilion. However, he stopped shortly after and turned back to Xing'er.

"Senior, is there anything else you need?" she asked obediently.

Lin Xuan looked at the alchemy scroll in her hand. "Can I borrow this book for a while?"

"Senior, are you asking about this?" Xing'er was surprised, looking puzzled.

"Yes."

"Of course, take it if you need to," she said, quickly handing over the scroll with respect. She wondered why Lin Xuan, such an advanced cultivator, would be interested in such basic alchemy books.

Although confused, she was smart enough not to ask unnecessary questions.

Seeing her bewildered but obedient expression, Lin Xuan smiled and entered the inner room without looking back.

Inside, he closed the door, flipped his wrist, and summoned a green talisman. He activated it, creating a small pavilion suitable for such simple arrangements.

After setting up the restrictions, Lin Xuan scanned the surroundings with his divine sense, then sat on a mat and opened the alchemy scroll, focusing intently.

As Xing'er had said, this was just an introductory book on alchemy. With Lin Xuan's vast knowledge, he understood it easily.

Thus, in no time, he finished reading the entire scroll.

Closing the book, Lin Xuan smiled. As expected, the alchemy techniques of this妖灵 Island were unique and different from those in Youzhou or Seven Stars Island Cloud Sea.

The recipes for low-ranking cultivators mentioned at the end of the scroll were unfamiliar to him, requiring mostly materials from beastly creatures' hides and bones. Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan thought that this was a good lead. Once the Dazhuang Conference began, he would see if he could obtain some alchemy formulas suitable for元婴 cultivators.
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Lin Xuan sat in meditation for a while, put down the pill book in his hand, and then removed a wooden box from his storage bag.

This object was a light purple color and emitted a faint fragrance.

A flash of white light appeared as Moon appeared beside him. The little girl's eyes widened with curiosity on her face.

Lin Xuan carefully examined it for a moment before throwing the wooden box forward and casting a levitation spell.

He then reached into his waistband, took out a pale golden pouch, and cast a technique on its surface.

Immediately, grunts filled the air as a swarm of colorful magic bees flew out from inside the bag.

Though these jade nettle bees were still in their larval stage, they had grown to considerable size, especially with their blood-red eyes, which added an eerie quality to them.

After emerging from the spirit beast pouch, these strange insects became restless. However, Lin Xuan had already completed the process of recognizing ownership over them earlier, so he used his divine consciousness to forcefully suppress the bees.

"Master, it seems that the bees really like that wooden box."

"Noted, Master Mi also noticed," Lin Xuan nodded, and with a slight movement of his divine consciousness, he canceled the restraints on the magic bees.

Buzz!

The swarm instantly resembled a tiny cloud, eagerly flying towards the wooden box. They soon covered its surface in an instant.

Lin Xuan focused intently, a hint of joy appearing in his eyes.

These jade nettle bees' abilities were no small matter; Lin Xuan had personally experienced their power.

Their only drawback was their slow growth and development. Even with blue star sea to extract essence for premature maturity, it would still take at least one or two hundred years before they could be used in combat spells.

This was why the technique of driving away insects was so profound yet rarely practiced; spiritual insects could only be passed down through major sects due to the time-consuming nature of training them. Lin Xuan was no exception!

For several years, he had almost completely set aside the jade nettle bees.

However, during today's trade fair, when Jin Ling presented this box, Lin Xuan could clearly sense that these jade nettle bees became excited and agitated through his divine consciousness.

Lin Xuan was surprised, immediately thinking: Could it be that this wood is beneficial to the growth of jade nettle bees?

Though there wasn't much evidence for such a speculation, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss any clues.

While high-grade pills weren't significant to him, the trade fair had many people around, so he didn't want to draw attention by choosing to find Jin Ling later.

Soon, half a cup of tea passed.

Suddenly, the jade nettle bees dispersed in all directions.

"Hmm, what's this..."

Following Moon's gaze, the box was still there, but its purple color inexplicably vanished, turning it back into ordinary wood.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a flash of white light brought the bees back to his palm.

The surface remained smooth without any signs of damage, yet no longer carried any fragrance.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with his hand, showing a thoughtful expression.

Clearly, there was something in purple lotus wood that the jade nettle bees loved very much.

Of course, whether it could accelerate their growth wasn't certain; he would need to conduct extensive experiments using large amounts of purple lotus wood.

But this discovery alone was enough to make Lin Xuan feel delighted.

With a slight movement of his divine consciousness, he resealed the magic bees back into the spirit beast pouch.

Then, Lin Xuan pulled over a cushion and began sitting in meditation. He hadn't properly practiced for quite some time due to his constant travels.

Though his techniques had improved significantly, Lin Xuan wouldn't slack off.

For the next three days, he focused on refining essence until "bang-bang" knocking sounds reached his ears.

"Senior Lin, are you there? The Imprint Mountain Conference is about to begin."

"Alright, I know."

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and slowly ended his meditation. He then stood up from the cushion and cast a technique to deactivate the wards he had set up.

After completing the trade fair, he would leave this place, so it wasn't necessary for the array talismans to continue operating.

He walked steadily towards the door, which opened automatically. A slender young woman in light clothing was standing respectfully before him.

"Senior, the Imprint Mountain Conference will officially begin an hour from now on at the Heavenly Cloud Square. Do you wish to go alone or have this servant accompany you?"

"I don't need your help," Lin Xuan said with a faint smile.

"Yes." The young woman's face showed disappointment but she didn't dare complain. Instead, she tapped her storage bracelet and handed over an jade cylinder.

"This is a map of the Heavenly Cloud Square and tips for the auction. I hope this will assist you in finding what you need."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was surprised as he took the jade cylinder. He delved into it with his divine sense.

After nearly an hour, Lin Xuan lifted his head to look at the young woman, who now had a different expression on her face.

This little girl's cultivation potential might not be remarkable, but she was very obedient and meticulous. The information in this cylinder was detailed, likely collected over these three days.

Given how much effort went into it, Lin Xuan felt he should show his gratitude.

After some thought, he took out a bottle of pills and about seventy crystal stones from his storage bracelet.

"Thank you for your generous gift."

The young woman was delighted; Lin Xuan was even more generous than she had imagined.

"No need to be so formal," Lin Xuan said calmly before walking out the door. He transformed into a streak of lightning, following the directions in the jade cylinder and heading towards the Heavenly Cloud Square.

Along the way, many cultivators could be seen. Since they were at the Holy Land of Imprint Mountain, they couldn't miss such an event.

From the base to the condensation stage, Lin Xuan even saw severalinfant soul period (yīng líng qí) old monsters. Among them was Lady Black Mamba, whom he had met briefly before. She sat in a flower carriage led by strange beasts, leaning against a young man of about twenty.

Lin Xuan paused and looked at the man for a moment. He was exceptionally handsome, almost to the point of being eerie, but his cultivation stage was only at the base level.

Though a rare beauty, his pale face stood out starkly.

Lin Xuan sighed. Lady Black Mamba's appearance might not be extraordinary, but this young man seemed particularly intoxicated by her charm, clearly ensnared by her seductive techniques.

Weak-willed, pitiful and tragic.

If he fell into the hands of such a notorious demoness, he would become her plaything for replenishing yang energy. In the end, his soul would only return to the netherworld.

Of course, this was irrelevant to Lin Xuan. The cultivation world had no one to punish evil or promote virtue; the old monsters in the infant stage showed indifferent expressions as they passed by.

Low-ranking cultivators, regardless of gender, all kept silent.

This demoness not only enjoyed seducing men but also had a very biased and vicious nature. She especially couldn't stand women who were more beautiful than her, so many female cultivators suffered at her hands.

Just when people were uneasy, the flower carriage suddenly stopped. Lady Black Mamba's gaze swept around before landing on Lin Xuan.
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Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he couldn't help but be shocked. Could this demoness really have come out of himself?

No, that can't be it. Although I helped Fairy Scarlet Silk, I used the array plate and flag, so she never saw me.

Thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan felt uneasy, though he didn’t show any signs on the surface. His gaze was like a venomous snake, making others feel uncomfortable.

How detestable. This Black Mamba Lady wasn't worth his attention, but if this matter were to be exposed, he would become the target of everyone's attacks.

Lin Xuan didn't want to be surrounded by several old monsters with advanced spiritual bodies.

However, at that moment, there was nothing he could do but wait for events to unfold.

Other cultivators also sensed the strange atmosphere and moved away from Lin Xuan. Soon, a wide open space appeared around him.

People's expressions varied—some were surprised, some pitied him, but many took delight in his misfortune. Some high-ranking cultivators who had heard of this demoness’s nature looked puzzled.

It was true that the Black Mamba Lady enjoyed taking men as her partners, but she was very selective. Only exceptionally handsome men could become her guests, and this young man...

Well, he wasn't bad; he had reached the middle stage of condensing essence. However, his appearance was too ordinary—someone who would be easily forgotten in a crowd. Emotionally and logically, there was no way she would take interest in him. Could they have some other connection?

What Lin Xuan found most frustrating was that the handsome man at the Black Mamba Lady’s side looked at him with an intense hatred, as if he were her rival.

Time passed slowly. Lin Xuan became the center of attention. Finally, the voice of the Black Mamba Lady reached his ears: "Dear friend, would you be willing to come into my carriage for a chat?"

"Haha, we have no acquaintance, so it wouldn't be proper!"

Lin Xuan felt relieved when he heard this. If she said such things, it was clear that she hadn’t recognized him. As long as her identity wasn't exposed, others might fear the old demoness, but Lin Xuan didn't care.

"Dear friend, why keep your distance? Would you rather have me come to invite you personally?" The Black Mamba Lady combed her hair and spoke in a gentle voice that contained an underlying threat.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced. Given the situation, he couldn’t fool his way out.

As they say, it's better to be safe than sorry. Let him meet this old demoness.

With this thought, Lin Xuan walked over with a bitter smile.

The handsome man at the base foundation stage was pushed off the carriage and looked furious.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't pay much attention to such insignificant low-ranking disciples. All his focus was on the Black Mamba Lady.

Fortunately, she showed no hostile intentions.

He wouldn’t think that an old demoness would take interest in him.

So what could be her purpose?

For a while, Lin Xuan couldn’t guess. He only kept a careful watch.

The carriage was large. Lin Xuan sat across from the Black Mamba Lady.

"Dear friend, you are young yet so proficient in cultivation. But you're not a cultivator of demons, right?" The Black Mamba Lady’s words were shocking as she directly revealed his identity.

Lin Xuan didn’t show much emotion; an old monster at the advanced spiritual body stage would have this insight.

"Yes, I am indeed a cultivator from the mortal world. It was just a stroke of luck that I ended up here through a spatial rift," Lin Xuan said without hesitation. There was no need to hide anything; if he did, it might raise suspicion and caution.

The Black Mamba Lady nodded with a satisfied smile. The carriage was now surrounded by aprohibition, so they could talk freely. Besides, the other cultivators had also left, fearing that watching this spectacle would anger the notorious old demoness.

"Your Highness summoned me here for a reason. What instructions do you have?" Lin Xuan nervously asked, though he deliberately showed his unease.

"Do not be alarmed; we are not enemies and I won't harm you," the Black Mamba Lady said with a smile. "I want to share something of great benefit with you."

Lin Xuan wasn’t naive. In terms of cunning, those old monsters who had lived for hundreds of years couldn’t match his skills. As they say, when someone is overly friendly, it’s either because they have good intentions or bad ones.

From the Black Mamba Lady's perspective, he was just a condensing essence cultivator. She, an advanced spiritual body cultivator and notorious demon, was being so friendly and respectful—there had to be some ulterior motive.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface: "As a mortal world cultivator, even though I've reached the condensing essence stage, I know something about demons. Have you heard of the Fire Qilin?"

"What?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and his expression turned strange. He had intended to use the qilin’s fire vein to refine pills when he infiltrated the Fiery Sun Sect, but fate had other plans. His encounter with Fairy Scarlet Silk led them both into the Demon Spirit Island.

Without the assistance of the Heaven Dust Pill, condensing an advanced spiritual body seemed distant. Lin Xuan was secretly frustrated. He never expected to hear about the qilin’s fire vein again from this demoness.

Gains and losses, he couldn’t help but feel both surprised and delighted!

"Fire Qilin? I have heard of it; it's said to be an ancient magical beast that has all ascended to the spiritual realm. Could there still be one on Demon Spirit Island?" Lin Xuan struggled to contain his excitement as he asked with a puzzled expression.

"No, I discovered only a relic," the Black Mamba Lady said with regret.

"Oh." Lin Xuan didn’t care; even if it was a young qilin, its power wouldn't be much less than that of an advanced spiritual body cultivator. That would make it hard to deal with. The place where a qilin roamed would have abundant geothermal resources, and he just wanted to borrow them for refining pills.

"Since Your Highness has discovered the Fire Qilin's den, why didn't you go straight there? I am of low cultivation; what can I do to help?" Lin Xuan hesitated before speaking with a tense voice.

"This is because I have my own reasons," the Black Mamba Lady said.
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"Can you tell me, sir?"

"Of course. However, the trade fair is about to begin, and we don't have much time. We'll discuss this matter later after the Yinshan Conference concludes. I will certainly come to visit you then," said the Black Python Lady, looking at the sky.

"Very well." Lin Xuan considered for a moment, his face showing determination before he nodded in agreement.

"You made a wise choice, friend. Once we find the treasure, I won't let you down."

The two reached an initial agreement and were both pleased. Lin Xuan then took his leave with a bow and stepped off the luxurious flower carriage.

"Master, are you really planning to work with that old witch?" Moon's voice entered his ears. She had not dared to speak freely just now because she was still an Incubus Stage cultivator.

"Why not?"

"But she must have ulterior motives."

"I understand," Lin Xuan said confidently: "The Black Python is notorious, so how could she possibly be so benevolent as to share the treasure instead of taking it all? I don't know what twists and turns there are in this matter, but the end result will surely be that she kills me after using me. But what if? With my abilities, can anyone really control me?"

"I know your cultivation is only slightly weaker than hers, so I'm afraid she has other allies."

"Then..." Lin Xuan fell into deep thought. Moon's words were not without merit; a single Black Python Lady was one thing, but if there were other Incubus Stage experts with her, it would be very dangerous.

But he had just obtained news of the Abdominal Phoenix Fire Vein, so how could he possibly give up? "No entry into the tiger's den means no tigers to catch." Back in Youzhou, he was a mere Flexible Spirit Period cultivator who dared to venture deep into the ravine. Now, there was even less reason for him to retreat.

Lin Xuan thought as he transformed into a streak of startling light and flew towards the front with everyone else.

After about two incense sticks' time, an enormous square came into view.

Even though Lin Xuan had traveled many places, this was still something he had never seen before. His vision couldn't even reach its edges; it must be at least several hundred thousand zhang in area...

The square was shrouded in mist and clouds, with strange flowers and exotic plants emitting a refreshing fragrance, making one feel as if they were in a fairyland.

At the center of the square stood an enormous stone pavilion, divided into three levels, towering nearly a hundred zhang high. Many cultivators were entering it continuously.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly, turned, and flew over.

Just as he reached the entrance to the stone pavilion, a young man in gray robes stopped him. The youth was about ten or so years old, his expression respectful, and his cultivation at the Foundation Establishment Stage.

"Greetings, senior. May I ask which level of conference you wish to participate in?"

"Oh, does the trade fair have different levels?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Ha ha, senior jests," the young man said patiently: "As you can see, there are tens of thousands of participants with various cultivation stages this time. It wouldn't be practical to gather them all together, so the trade fair is divided into three levels."

"The lowest level is for Foundation Establishment and Flexible Spirit cultivators, the intermediate level for Condensation Core seniors, and the highest level for Incubus Stage cultivators."

"What? Is it based on cultivation stage? Can I not participate in a higher-level conference?" Lin Xuan was shocked.

"Of course you can. I just mentioned the main groups each conference targets. Wealthy cultivators willing to pay enough crystal stones can advance levels and attend higher conferences. For example, if you are at the Condensation Core stage and wish to join the Incubus Conference, you would need to pay five thousand crystal stones."

"Five thousand crystal stones?" Lin Xuan frowned, his expression turning grim. He didn't care about this but didn't want to appear too ostentatious: "Can it be less?"

"I'm sorry, that's the conference rule."

Lin Xuan sighed and hesitated before acting as if he was extremely reluctant. He handed over the crystal stones.

The young man in gray robes took them and then produced a token from his storage bracelet, respectfully placing it in Lin Xuan's palm.

After receiving it, Lin Xuan used his divine sense to check for any issues and entered the large building without further ado.

Noisy voices filled his ears. Although not as crowded as a sea of people, the scene was still impressive. The Foundation Establishment level conference had started first.

There were thousands of fixed stalls and shops, but Lin Xuan wasn't interested in them; this trade fair's level was too low to have anything valuable.

Nevertheless, he didn't want to give up any possible opportunities. He focused his eyes and released his divine sense, spending a whole teacup's time before opening his eyes again.

He shook his head, disappointed with the lack of success. He walked towards a corner of the grand hall where many teleportation arrays were located.

Lin Xuan approached an empty small-scale teleportation array. The cultivator in charge immediately showed respect upon seeing his cultivation level.

Without saying much, Lin Xuan stood at the center of the array.

The young man flipped out a black storage bracelet and cast a spell on it. In a flash of white light, Lin Xuan vanished.

Afterward, he appeared on the second floor. Although this short-range teleportation still caused slight discomfort, Lin Xuan's cultivation was so high that he barely felt any dizziness... The cultivators on the second floor were fewer but still numbered nearly ten thousand, an impressive sight.

Looking around, it seemed like a regular market, but if one paid closer attention, many surprising details could be noticed.

Firstly, there were numerous shops, almost lining up next to each other. Despite the vast area of the stone pavilion, the shops gave off a sense of overcrowding.

Secondly, the items sold in these shops included talismans, materials, magical treasures, and books.

Of course, the most common were animal bones, hides, and demon cores.

What was astonishing was that regardless of the materials or magical treasures, they were all top-quality. In other words, what was casually displayed for sale here could only be seen in secret markets during auctions.

The dazzling array of goods left Lin Xuan speechless.

It felt as if all cultivators had generously shown off their treasures...
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A burst of red light shot out, directly colliding with the giant tooth's head. The beast was still opening its mouth to bellow when the red light instantly entered through its mouth! However, don't be too happy just yet.

These cultivation items, though of high grade, were equally exorbitantly priced and didn’t offer any cheaper deals compared to those in the Secret Market.

The Immortal Mountain Assembly merely provided a venue for mutual exchange; naturally, no one would foolishly do business at a loss.

Nevertheless, this was enough to impress the cultivators. Previously hard-to-find ancient treasures, demon pills, and rare materials could now be obtained with sufficient crystal stones here.

Haggling voices echoed non-stop as transactions were brisk.

Lin Xuan's face lit up. According to the assembly schedule, the transactions for Core Formation stage cultivators would start in the afternoon. That meant he had ample time of half a day to sift through these treasures.

He walked towards one vendor near him.

This was merely a rudimentary shop, obviously hastily set up, but what it sold was not to be underestimated. There were demon pills and various beast hides, bones—nothing was missing; all from beasts in the third stage.

Lin Xuan spent over ten thousand crystal stones sweeping away all these third-stage beast materials. Whether useful or not didn’t matter; he could easily turn a profit when he returned to the mortal world.

Seizing such an opportunity, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't miss it and eagerly cast his gaze towards other shops selling beast materials.

Of course, Lin Xuan was well aware that even with the pretense of a sect, buying too much would still raise suspicion.

So, he first went to a rest room beside the grand hall. Since most cultivators were participating in transactions, this place was sparsely populated.

Lin Xuan walked into a hidden corner and consumed an Illusory Spirit Pill. He then used the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique to transform into an old man with white hair before returning to the trading hall and walking towards another shop.

He swept away all the beast materials in the same manner, but this time he didn’t use crystal stones; instead, he took out two magical treasures.

Since entering the Immortal Path, Lin Xuan had encountered countless cultivators whom he had killed, so their magical treasures naturally belonged to him. Apart from a few top-tier ones that he kept for himself, the rest were exchanged.

After all, although his crystal stones were plentiful, he planned to save them for the Core Formation stage auction. In the cultivation world, magical treasures were almost as valuable as rare pills, so using magical treasures instead of crystal stones was acceptable.

Lin Xuan again hid in a less crowded room. In just half a day, Lin Xuan's identity kept changing, sweeping through nearly all shops selling beast materials on the second floor like a whirlwind.

As a result, according to the assembly schedule, transactions were supposed to last for three days, but cultivators found they couldn’t buy anything related to third-stage beasts by the end of the first afternoon.

All kinds of materials—skins, bones, teeth, and demon pills—were all sold out.

Was this some kind of mistake? Who had such a large budget? The cultivators were both disappointed and curious. The Immortal Mountain Assembly only took place every ten years, but no one had ever encountered anything like this before.

From the mouths of the shop owners, one could get some clues. However, even after piecing together all the information, it was unclear what the connection was.

The people buying beast materials from these shops were different each time, though they might belong to a single sect or family.

But among the major sects on Demon Spirit Island, only a few had such financial power.

Several major sects on Demon Spirit Island began to suspect each other. However, this was all irrelevant to Lin Xuan. He used his clever strategy to sweep away all the beast materials with a smile on his face.

Speaking of luck, when he bought from one shop, Lin Xuan also obtained an ancient storage bag.

This storage bag was essential for cultivators; even low-stage cultivators in the Spirit Flexibility stage had at least one or two. It was usually considered worthless, but ancient cultivators' storage bags were different. They could hold a hundred times more than current ones. Otherwise, Lin Xuan would have run out of space with all the beast materials he bought.

With time growing late, Lin Xuan walked to another corner of the grand hall. Similar to the first floor, there were several teleportation arrays here, but in smaller numbers.

Lin Xuan approached an idle one; a white-robed old man was guarding it, and his cultivation level had reached Core Formation stage as well.

"Friend, do you have a pass for the Core Formation stage transaction?" Lin Xuan nodded and flipped his wrist to reveal a talisman in his palm.

The old man released his divine sense and confirmed that it wasn't fake. His expression relaxed, and he became more enthusiastic.

"Can I go now?"

Of course, friend, please." Lin Xuan nodded and stepped into the teleportation array without hesitation. The old man muttered something, indicating that this array's activation was more complex than on the second floor.

Finally, white light shone, and Lin Xuan disappeared with a series of buzzing sounds.

"Eh? This is…?" Lin Xuan shook his head, and the slight discomfort vanished. However, when he slowly opened his eyes and saw the scene in front of him, his gaze couldn't help but show surprise.

In an instant, Lin Xuan almost thought he had been teleported to another place.

The top floor of this stone hall was completely different from the previous two floors.

Before him lay a tranquil valley. The valley was vast, stretching endlessly, with a clear small lake that was calm and still.

What a serene and elegant place.

However, Lin Xuan released his divine sense and felt no mana fluctuations from anyprohibition (restrictive spells). This meant these beautiful landscapes were not some illusionary trick.

He remembered seeing a grand stone hall in the square, but inside there was another world. He wondered which force had such large resources or if it might be an ancient cultivator's remains.

Lin Xuan speculated without delving deeper and instead turned his gaze towards the small lake ahead.

The lake was smooth like a mirror, covering about ten thousand mu (an old Chinese unit of area). In its center lay a small island with pavilions and terraces shrouded in fairy mists. Many cultivators could be seen faintly.

Lin Xuan's body emitted green light, transforming into two streaks of lightning that flew over.

Soon he approached the small island. Several divine senses swept across him but quickly retreated. The Lianqi Technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art was incredibly subtle; even late-stage Core Formation cultivators couldn't discern it.

Above the small island, there were obvious restrictions on flying. Lin Xuan landed at the edge and walked along a path made of broken stones to an open space.

The area wasn't large, only several hundred feet in diameter. In front of it, rows of chairs were already filled with cultivators in various robes.

Lin Xuan took a moment to survey them and found about four or five hundred people. About half of them were old monsters at the Core Formation stage. The gathering of so many experts made Lin Xuan feel somewhat pressured. He deeply inhaled several times, calming his nerves.

However, his arrival didn't attract much attention. Although ten thousand crystal stones was a substantial sum, such high-level transactions weren’t common, and many Core Formation cultivators were willing to spend money. Lin Xuan even saw some Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, including the Golden Spirit Fairy.

But that little girl had become more obedient; she sat silently in her chair with her head bowed.

Lin Xuan quietly found a secluded corner and sat down without making a sound.

The transaction hadn't started yet, so Lin Xuan took this time to observe the surrounding cultivators.

There were over two hundred old monsters at the Core Formation stage, likely most of the top cultivators on Demon Spirit Island. Even if Lin Xuan was brave, he wouldn’t dare use his divine sense to scan them; one of these experts might have a special technique that could detect his surveillance.

Even without using his divine sense, deducing their cultivation levels wasn't difficult. These old monsters emitted powerful spiritual pressure for unknown reasons, making Core Formation cultivators avoid them.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he turned to an elderly man with a youthful appearance and white hair.

This person looked at least a hundred years old but still appeared energetic, especially his yellow eyebrows which stood out.

Late-stage Core Formation cultivator!

Lin Xuan was alarmed. He hadn't expected such powerful experts on Demon Spirit Island. The Xuanfeng Sect ranked first among all sects, but the Grand Elder was only late-stage intermediate. Could this person be a wandering cultivator?
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Lin Xuan was taken aback. He couldn't help but give the bald old man several more looks. Shi Fang seemed to sense something and slowly turned his head.

A cold, powerful presence swept over Lin Xuan's body. In an instant, he felt as if he had fallen into a frozen pit, hurriedly entering a state of alert, focusing on his dantian, and lowering his head in fear.

Fortunately, the concealment technique Lin Xuan practiced was truly extraordinary. The bald old man saw that Lin Xuan was a condensation core cultivator and didn't pay much attention to him, merely grunting before turning away.

However, Lin Xuan felt a headache as if something had pricked his识海. He had taken a small loss.

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry inside but kept a fearful expression on his face. One must know when to adapt to the situation. At present, he dared not provoke any late-stage cultivators.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan suddenly got up and left the trading ground.

"Humph! The younger generation nowadays truly doesn't understand etiquette. Elder Brother Yellow Eyebrow has a broad mind; if anyone dares to look at me with such insolence as a condensation core cultivator, I will make them regret it," said an elderly man with a square face in a flattering tone, his expression full of flattery.

"Friend Qi, you speak too highly. Regardless, we are all humans. Besides, considering our status, there's no need to fuss over a junior," replied the bald old patriarch indifferently, though he felt puzzled inside. The cultivator who just passed by had an incredibly powerful presence; even if his attack wasn't fully exerted, it was still formidable.

Indeed, as soon as these words were spoken, many condensation core cultivators showed disappointment on their faces. They hadn’t managed to buy anything they liked in the second-level trading hall and now regretted spending that 5000 crystals for this chance. If only they had known not to waste it.

Of course, none of this affected Lin Xuan. After the old patriarch finished explaining the rules, he didn't leave but instead took out a storage bag, tapping on it to reveal a small, oval object about the size of a goose egg.

"Zz, black iron xuan mother, this is an excellent material for refining artifacts. Legend has it that its hardness ranks among the top twenty in all materials in the human world. It's extremely hard to find and mine. Friend Bai truly has extraordinary means; he managed to get such a large piece," said a voice of envy. Without needing the old stag to introduce it, other cultivators recognized this treasure.

"Hahaha, friend Qi overstates my abilities. I only got lucky. The sharpness of the artifact made from this material is unparalleled. Since I already have the green poison banner, I reluctantly part with this item at a starting price of 50,000 crystals; each bid must be at least 2000."

Fifty thousand?

Many condensation core cultivators sucked in their breaths as their previously enthusiastic gazes turned cold.

However, the old immortals were all very interested. Although everyone had their own innate treasures, buying something for self-defense was still a good idea.

"Sixty thousand!" "Seventy thousand!" Eighty thousand! "No one should try to outbid me; my sky crystal shield needs this material," said the bald man with a square face, who had just flattered the old patriarch.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be speechless. He had said that each bid must increase by 2000 crystals, yet eighty thousand was indeed unreasonable. Other cultivators hesitated and decided to give up.

"Hahaha, friend Qi truly has a big purse. This treasure I found so painstakingly is now yours," the old stag smiled broadly. The price of this item far exceeded his expectations, increasing by nearly 25%.

"Alas, each for himself. If not for my need for this material for my sky crystal shield, I would have hesitated to spend 80,000 crystals." The bald man sighed, looking pained as he walked forward.

Just then, a voice that surprised everyone rang out: "Wait! This should be sold to the junior cultivator. I'll offer 90,000 crystals."

"What?" Everyone was stunned and turned to look at the speaker, who was an unknown condensation core cultivator.

The surprise on their faces was evident. For a condensation core cultivator, 90,000 crystals was not a small sum; most would have to sell everything they owned to gather such a sum.

While it made sense for someone to bid heavily for a top-tier artifact, bidding so much for a refining material seemed extravagant.

Moreover, although the auction was price-driven, condensation core cultivators generally didn't compete with old immortals. Their needs were different, and no one wanted to make an enemy out of such a formidable opponent. Inside the mountains, the old immortals couldn’t act openly, but once the auction ended, buying would be like buying a death warrant.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s actions seemed overly foolish. The bald man's expression darkened as he scanned Lin Xuan and said with a sneer: "Old man offers 92,000 crystals."

"One hundred thousand!" Lin Xuan ignored the old man's expression and boldly bid again without even raising an eyebrow.

"Friend, are you really trying to provoke me? I have already warned you not to outbid me," the old man said.

"Senior, your words are incorrect. An auction is won by the highest bidder. Moreover, my mentor instructed me that if this black iron xuan mother appears, I must secure it." Lin Xuan's expression was calm; he didn't even look at the angry old cultivator.

The old man was taken aback and his anger gradually subsided as a serious expression appeared on his face: "Who is your master?"

"Sorry, my mentor instructed me not to reveal his name," Lin Xuan replied indifferently.

"Well, well." The bald man, though seething with rage, felt some reservations seeing Lin Xuan's boldness. He didn't care about a mere condensation core cultivator but the old monster behind him was formidable; he might not be able to provoke such an opponent.

With his show of bravado and generous use of crystals, Lin Xuan successfully secured the black iron xuan mother. Whether it drew attention from others or not, he didn't care since he had already changed his appearance.

The old stag, on the other hand, was secretly delighted.

The first item sold at such a high price greatly excited the cultivators present and fully engaged their interest.

One by one, more cultivators stepped forward. Various treasures were taken out of their storage bags, with different demands. Some wanted to exchange for specific items while others aimed to buy crystals through an auction.

Different demands led to varied outcomes; all items that exchanged for crystals sold at high prices, with tens or even twenties of thousands of crystals being common. Lin Xuan's earlier generosity didn't seem so extravagant anymore.

Indeed, this was a transaction at the immortals' level—everyone had deep pockets.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel some admiration.

For those who wanted to exchange for items, their success rate was lower. Lin Xuan, having seen many things in his travels, found that the old monsters often requested rare and peculiar materials, many of which he hadn't even heard of.
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Despite not having gained much besides a black iron xuan mother, Lin Xuan felt the trip was worthwhile. After all, only one-third of the auction had taken place; perhaps there were other valuable items worth acquiring.

Another cultivator stepped forward—a bald old man dressed in dark robes. Though unremarkable in appearance, his cultivation level reached the late-stage Inner Core Realm. Everyone's eyes widened as they wondered what precious item this high-ranking expert would bring forth.

However, instead of reaching for his storage bag, he clasped his hands and said, "This old man doesn't have much to offer, but I do have hundreds of thousands of crystal stones. My intention is to trade them for some elixirs that can enhance the Inner Core Realm cultivation. Preferably those that could help break through a bottleneck. If any friend here has such items, please let me know. As for the price, it's not an issue; I will ensure you are satisfied."

What audacity!

The crowd buzzed with discussion, but many sneered at the idea of elixirs to enhance cultivation. With nearly two hundred Inner Core Realm experts present, such items undoubtedly existed. However, they would certainly keep them for personal use and never offer them up.

After all, once one reaches the Inner Core Realm, progress is excruciatingly slow, making the materials rare and the process of refining these elixirs almost impossible. Even master alchemists succeeded less than half the time.

In other words, such items were truly priceless—unavailable in the market or even at secret auctions.

Despite declaring he had hundreds of thousands of crystal stones, no one showed any interest.

The old man's spirits sank, but he persisted, asking several times. Seeing that no one was willing to trade, he reluctantly stepped down.

Next up was a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

Seeing his cultivation level, most Inner Core Realm experts showed disinterest. However, this person surprisingly produced an extremely rare material called "Heavenly Seven Mysteries Elixir." This sparked the interest of the Inner Core Realm cultivators, who fiercely competed for it.

The final bid for the mysterious liquid was a staggering 300,000 crystal stones.

One cannot judge a book by its cover!

When Lin Xuan's turn came, he calmly rose and approached the jade table. He glanced at the crowd below, his face showing a hint of hesitation.

If there were other options, he would not have brought this item out. But seeing so many return empty-handed, Lin Xuan realized that if he could not offer enough temptation, even someone with what he needed wouldn't trade it.

After all, he wanted to acquire something equally extraordinary.

This was risky, but for the sake of returning to the mortal world, he had to take a chance. Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and white light flashed. A jade bottle appeared in his palm.

Elixirs?

Could they be related to cultivation enhancement? Most Inner Core Realm experts lost interest, while mid-stage Condensation Core cultivators became intensely focused.

He uncorked the bottle and poured out a snow-white pill. A faint fragrance wafted into their nostrils.

"An ancient elixir called Longevity Pill. When ingested by a cultivator, it adds one hundred years to your lifespan. In exchange for an upper-grade crystal stone, does anyone here have what I need?"
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Lin Xuan's introduction was brief but seemed to shock everyone into silence.

"Did I hear correctly? This person wants to trade an upper-grade crystal stone for a Longevity Pill?"

"That's right, what kind of nonsense is this Longevity Pill? How can it add years to one’s lifespan? Coming here to deceive people at the Maw Mountain Conference!"

"Don't they think we're fools?"

Most of the mid-stage Condensation Core cultivators jeered. Many others showed a mix of glee and satisfaction. The Maw Mountain Conference valued fairness, and anyone caught selling fake goods would face severe punishment—this included Inner Core Realm experts.

Remember, many years ago, an Inner Core Realm cultivator used a fake black wood shell to deceive people, earning 200,000 crystal stones. However, the fraud was soon discovered. Despite his powerful abilities, especially in concealment techniques, he managed to escape temporarily but was eventually cornered by seven Inner Core Realm enforcers sent by the Maw Mountain Conference. Three months later, he was forced into a desperate situation where both his physical body and Inner Core were destroyed.

Since then, no one dared to challenge the dignity of the Maw Mountain Conference again.

However, the mid-stage Condensation Core cultivators didn't celebrate for long. The Inner Core Realm experts did not show any joy but instead wore serious expressions.

"Longevity Pill? This old man has seen it in ancient texts—it's a treasure from the ancient seclusion sect, Jade Xuan Sect. How could there still be one in this world?"

"That’s right; I heard my master mention it a few hundred years ago. If it is indeed such an elixir, it can add a century to your lifespan," Yellow Eyebrow Patriarch said slowly.

With the confirmation from high-ranking cultivators, many who had doubts now looked eager.

After all, cultivation was about seeking immortality. And on the path of cultivation, time was one's greatest adversary.

Adding a hundred years would significantly increase the chances for mid-stage Condensation Core cultivators to condense their Inner Core. For Inner Core Realm cultivators trying to break through the Separation Realm, even if it wasn't certain, living so long would be worth any effort—especially for those with deeper cultivation who feared death.

The value of a Longevity Pill was evident. Although upper-grade crystal stones were also extraordinary, Lin Xuan believed that anyone possessing one would be willing to trade with him.

Moreover, he had three such pills and knew they didn't work when taken repeatedly.

However, even confirming the Longevity Pill's effectiveness in extending lifespan, it remained uncertain whether his Longevity Pills were genuine ancient elixirs.

Many experienced individuals still showed doubt. As auctioneer White Deer Immortal Child, he couldn’t allow the situation to remain tense indefinitely. He flipped his hand and revealed a talisman, which he launched into the air.
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In no time, a faint whistling sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. A streak of blue lightning shot across the sky at incredible speed, seemingly breaking through the spatial restrictions and flying towards them.

The speed of that light was astonishing; it flashed several times before coming to a stop in front of him. The light dimmed, revealing an old man dressed in a blue robe.

An Incarnate!

From his aura, one could easily tell his cultivation level.

White Deer Immortal Child's face lit up with joy as he stepped forward and gave a bow: "Brother Ding has arrived! Please take a look if this is the legendary ancient medicinal herb, Longevity Pill?"

The other cultivators' faces also showed eager expressions. Although this old man was only at the early Incarnate stage, he was well-known on Spirit Beast Island as an expert in alchemy, especially when it came to ancient elixirs. His appraisal would be highly credible.

Actually, without White Deer Immortal Child's urging, Old Man Ding was already eager and hurried over, appearing before Lin Xuan with a flick of his body.

Lin Xuan hesitated slightly before handing the immortal pill to him. With so many people around, he wouldn't dare swallow it whole.

Holding the medicinal pill, the old man's expression turned serious. He placed the pill near his nose and sniffed it, then a flash of excitement appeared in his eyes.

Next, he flipped his left hand open, revealing a small ball in his palm.

"Herb of Hundred Grasses!"

A knowledgeable old monster below recognized this treasure and couldn't help showing envy on his face.

Old Man Ding used both hands to cast a spell. The Herb of Hundred Grasses emitted a radiant light, casting a colorful aura that enveloped the Longevity Pill.

After what felt like a long tea break,

his expression became increasingly excited. Finally, he let out a deep breath and reluctantly handed back the pill to Lin Xuan: "Indeed, this is truly a Longevity Pill. It can increase one's lifespan."

Boom!

The crowd below immediately stirred.

Hundreds of eyes turned towards Lin Xuan, filled with greed.

This reaction was expected by Lin Xuan, so he maintained his composure and said without expression: "Since Senior has confirmed that the pill I presented is indeed a Longevity Pill, we can proceed to exchange it. Does anyone here have top-grade crystal stones? Just one will suffice to trade for this life-extending pill."

Upon hearing Lin Xuan's words, the commotion subsided as everyone exchanged glances. While they were envious of the Longevity Pill, the thought of top-grade crystal stones was too outrageous.

Even in ancient times, such treasures were rare and hard to come by. Now, it had been thousands of years since anyone heard of them.

Saliva dripped from many mouths, but no one stepped forward.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with disappointment. This place gathered nearly half the top cultivators on Spirit Beast Island. If he couldn't find this item here, his chances of returning to the mortal world would be slim indeed.

"How come no one is willing to exchange?" Lin Xuan muttered.

"Top-grade crystal stones are unavailable, but you can make another request," said someone.

"Yes, don’t mention such an outrageous object. If you lack crystal stones, I'm willing to pay a million of them for your Longevity Pill," a hoarse voice rang out.

This statement drew the attention of all cultivators present. A million crystal stones was astronomical wealth, comparable to half the fortune of a mid-sized sect. This person was truly wealthy and powerful, evoking both envy and jealousy among everyone.

The gaze returned to Lin Xuan, waiting for his decision.

"Thank you for your kind offer, but this item will not be exchanged for anything other than top-grade crystal stones," Lin Xuan's face showed a firm expression, leaving no room for侥幸: lucky chance (hope).

The old monsters were taken aback. Most of them then displayed mixed emotions of joy and worry.

They rejoiced that the Longevity Pill hadn't been traded away but worried about their own prospects given the other party's resolute attitude. Many secretly thought why would a mere Core Formation stage cultivator desire such an outrageous item as top-grade crystal stones.

Many had already made up their minds: if this transaction failed, they would resort to cunning and force once they left the Maw Mountain region, possibly bullying the weak.

A mere Core Formation stage cultivator was easily exploitable. However, there were likely other old monsters with similar thoughts, making it difficult to decide how to snatch the treasure.

Just as all these old monsters harbored ulterior motives, regarding Lin Xuan as a fat lamb, another voice sounded: "Besides top-grade crystal stones, are you really unwilling to exchange this pill? If Old Man takes you in as his disciple and promises to help you form an Incarnate core, would you still refuse?"

The voice was gentle, but the words were heart-stirring. Not only Lin Xuan, but even other old Incarnates fell silent, their eyes filled with a hint of reverence as they looked at the bald man with white hair and youthful features.

Late Incarnate!

This was the second time Lin Xuan had seen one of those legendary great cultivators!

Although all were at the Incarnate stage, there was a vast difference between early, middle, and late stages.

Speaking of this Yellow Eyebrow Immortal, he was also a legendary figure. As the top expert on Spirit Beast Island and the only human great cultivator, yet not an elder from any major sect but a wandering cultivator who preferred solitude.

Even after achieving great accomplishments in his cultivation, countless sects offered generous terms to lure him, but he firmly rejected them all.

Unlike other Incarnates, even if they were reclusive, most had several disciples at their disposal. But this great cultivator never took any apprentices.

Even those with the rarest holy rootqualifications (talent) couldn't catch his eye; it seemed he didn’t care about passing on cultivation techniques but intended to take all his divine skills into the Netherworld upon his death...

Yet, just now, he said he was willing to take Lin Xuan as a disciple and assist in forming an Incarnate core.

Everyone was shocked. The envy of those at Core Formation stage was palpable.

The path to immortality was difficult, and the hope of forming an Incarnate core was almost nonexistent, with only one in several thousand Core Formation cultivators succeeding by chance.

However, with a great cultivator's support, the situation would be different; it could save many detours and make breaking through the bottleneck much easier. While success couldn't be guaranteed at 100%, compared to ordinary people, the chances were already extremely high. Even if failure occurred, being Yellow Eyebrow Immortal’s only disciple was enough to make one envious.

This late-stage great cultivator proposed such favorable terms, indicating his determination to obtain the Longevity Pill. This wasn't surprising given he was over 900 years old and had little time left. Though an extra century wouldn’t reach the Convergence stage, seeing a chance at increased lifespan made him unwilling to give up.

Only Lin Xuan's choice remained uncertain.
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Sure.

---

Should they agree?

The cultivators below were all thinking the same thing. Although they didn't know Lin Xuan's purpose in exchanging for top-grade crystal stones, the hope of condensing an essence core was something ordinary cultivators couldn’t resist.

But...

It seemed that the Elixir of Immortality would fall into the hands of True Monarch Yellow Eyebrow. The old monsters could only silently put aside their greed since late-stage Great Cultivators in this realm were almost equivalent to invincible beings.

How about it, friend? What do you think of my proposal? With my help, at least you have a fifty percent chance of condensing an essence core, said Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch enticingly.

To be honest, Lin Xuan was slightly tempted. Of course, he quickly dismissed the thought. He had too many secrets that couldn't see the light of day. Becoming Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch's disciple would mean certain death for him. His situation was entirely different from ordinary cultivators. Besides, even without the old monsters' help, Lin Xuan believed he could condense his essence core smoothly with the power of Heavenly Dust Pill. The Qilin Fire Veins had already shown some signs.

Lin Xuan didn't speak but various thoughts raced through his mind. However, a straightforward refusal would also be inappropriate since offending late-stage Great Cultivators was no joke.

What a nuisance! He hadn’t expected that such high-level transactions wouldn’t yield any trace of top-grade crystal stones. As he pondered how to politely decline, suddenly, a loud laugh rang in his ears.

The Elixir of Immortality—no wonder there truly is this rare item in the world. This treasure shall be mine.

As soon as the words left his mouth, the sky darkened ominously.

Thunderbolts as thick as an arm danced like silver snakes, dazzling and blinding.

Boom!

The ground trembled. A flash of blue light followed by a loud, clear crack echoed far away.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Clearly, someone had used great divine power to forcibly break the禁制 that enveloped the island. He didn’t know who dared to come and disrupt the Immortal Summit Conference with such audacity.

A dark cloud drifted in from afar...

The White Deer Youth's face turned sour as he turned to his nearby condensation core elders, whispering a few words. The cultivators nodded and transformed into colorful streaks of light, flying forward to investigate.

Something was amiss. Although the aura had been concealed, it wasn’t that of human cultivators. Quickly summon those disciples back; just now, Master Ding identified the Elixir of Immortality, suddenly looking alarmed as he spoke.

However, it was too late. The dark cloud churned and transformed into a strange green color, emitting terrifying demonic energy.

The few condensation core cultivators couldn’t avoid it and were all swallowed by the green demon cloud.

It’s the Poisonous Jiaoshen King! That old monster has come to Immortal Summit? Could the妖族 want to declare war on us? The White Deer Youth stared at the demon cloud, his face turning pale and then red. Not just he, but even the late-stage Great Cultivators present were visibly agitated. Even Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch, a late-stage essence core cultivator, had a serious expression.

Some even had their magical power surging or summoned their primary talismans, ready to act at any moment if provoked.

Haha, friends, there’s no need for such tension. I came here not to stir up trouble but merely to witness the grand event and participate in your human auction.

That green cloud moved so fast; it stopped above the small island almost instantly.

Then, the poisonous mist dispersed, revealing a tall figure of a妖族.

Transformed late-stage!

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. The spiritual pressure emanating from him was shocking, surpassing even that of Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch, a Great Cultivator.

As for his appearance, he had the head of a giant snake and the body of a man, towering at two meters tall with muscles so well-defined it looked incredibly strong.

There were nearly two hundred late-stage Great Cultivators present. However, this fellow ignored them all, walking forward with his head held high.

Even with Lin Xuan's abilities, he was somewhat bowled over by the other’s spiritual pressure, showing a look of fear and caution, afraid that the other might attack him like he did.

Poisonous Jiaoshen King, what do you want?

As a Great Cultivator, Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch couldn’t remain passive. Without moving his feet, he stepped in front of Lin Xuan.

Oh,缩地术 used so skillfully; it seems your efforts to improve after losing to me paid off. How dare you think of challenging me again?

These words caused a commotion among the cultivators below, but no one doubted that Poisonous Jiaoshen King was boasting.

Late-stage transformed creatures naturally had superior abilities compared to their essence core counterparts in the same stage. Although Poisonous Jiaoshen King wasn’t an exotic monster from the wilderness, he could be considered part of the celestial race and thus had a higher spiritual realm than ordinary monsters.

Moreover, even if he were late-stage, there was still a difference between just entering that stage and reaching its peak.

Poisonous Jiaoshen King, I admit I can’t defeat you here, but with so many fellow late-stage cultivators around, do you think you have the strength to face them all alone? Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch’s expression remained calm; he didn’t reveal his thoughts.

Friend Yellow Eyebrow, are you threatening me? Indeed, it's impossible for me to defeat two hundred late-stage cultivators. But here is not a dead end; if I flee, there might still be some hope. If you dare, don't worry about the wrath of all the demons; remember, my Jiaoshen clan’s号召力 on this Demon Spirit Island is unparalleled. Unless you really want to provoke a war between our two races, we humans have no more than a one-in-ten chance.

The cultivators fell silent. Although they didn’t want to admit it, this island was the holy land of the demons; their strength naturally far exceeded that of humans.

Friends, why put on such a cold face? I said I came here only to participate in the auction and have no other intentions.

The cultivators were half-believing, half-doubting. But since he had already spoken thusly, no one would dare provoke this late-stage transformed monster. It was foolish even to think of challenging the Jiaoshen clan.

After a moment's hesitation, Yellow Eyebrow True Monarch’s expression softened.

As for those few condensation core cultivators who were just killed, they were simply unlucky.

Survival of the fittest is the rule in this cultivation realm. Humans killing monsters and high-stage demons slaughtering human cultivators are equally justified.

If you want revenge, first gather your strength; otherwise, it’s like a moth to a flame. Who would pity an overambitious weakling?

The White Deer Youth, as a mid-stage late-stage cultivator, naturally understood this principle. Despite the fact that one of his junior relatives had been among those killed, he gritted his teeth and forced a smile.

Friend, since you came here for the auction, let’s just say welcome to our guest; please take a seat.

However, Poisonous Jiaoshen King's demeanor was arrogant as he ignored his words, walking forward until he stood in front of Lin Xuan.
第四卷 七星岛 第七百三十五章 火属性极品晶石

The oppressive spiritual pressure felt suffocating, and Lin Xuan inwardly cursed. However, he gritted his teeth and forced himself to endure it.

"Good job," the Tyrant Demon King said with a hint of surprise. "A Condensation Core cultivator with such courage—this old king doesn't ask about the origin of this ancient soil medicinal herb. Will you be willing to exchange it with me?"

The Tyrant Demon King's eyes flashed with an unusual color as he spoke softly.

"Friend, what do you mean? Your dragon clan has a much longer lifespan than us cultivators. Besides, this herb may not be useful for your kind. Are you trying to cause trouble?" Huangmei True Man frowned and stepped forward again.

Although he had some respect for the old monster, he wasn't going to give up on the Elixir of Immortality so easily.

"Haha," Huangmei said with a sly smile. "You're mistaken. In a transaction, it's about what each party has that the other needs. There's no such thing as causing trouble. You can't have your cake and eat it too. As for the Elixir of Immortality, while it won't increase our lifespan, I have my own plans. Do you really think I need to explain everything?"

Huangmei True Man was furious but hesitated before continuing: "Tyrant Brother, sharp-tongued as you are, I can't argue with you. If you truly possess a top-grade crystal stone, I won't say another word. But if not..."

"Alright," the Tyrant Demon King agreed.

Seeing how quickly he promised, Huangmei True Man felt uneasy. Could it be...

Impossible. Such an item had long been extinct in the mortal world tens of thousands of years ago. Even if this guy was the head of the dragon clan, he couldn't possibly have such a miraculous treasure.

The two ancient monsters disregarded him and decided on thebelong to;归属 (in a more specific context): affiliation; assignment; attribution of the Elixir of Immortality. Lin Xuan wasn't angry; instead, he felt relieved. This way, he didn't need to make a choice or offend anyone.

Unlike Huangmei True Man, Lin Xuan was very good at reading people's expressions. The old monster didn't seem like someone who would bluff. Perhaps he could bring him an unexpected surprise.

He needed top-grade crystal stones; only then could he return to the mortal world.

The other Core Formation cultivators had also given up their greed and held their breaths, waiting to see who could claim the Elixir of Immortality last.

With everyone's eyes on him, the Tyrant Demon King raised his hand... gently tapping a storage bag at his waist. A flash of silver light appeared in his palm, revealing an egg-sized stone.

Everyone widened their eyes...

But soon, the expressions of the cultivators turned strange.

"Haha," said the Tyrant Demon King with a mocking smile. "Are you making jokes, Tyrant Friend? This is just a common lower-grade fire attribute crystal stone. What do you think it's top-grade?"

Huangmei True Man stroked his beard, his lips curling into a sneer.

"Even as a top-tier figure on Spirit Beast Island, isn't it too presumptuous to make such jokes?" the White Deer Youth laughed. He had just seen this old monster kill his nephew and niece, so he couldn't help but take advantage of the opportunity to get some revenge.

The other ancient monsters also chuckled with glee. For humans, both in reason and emotion, they naturally stood by Huangmei True Man.

"Hmph."

Facing everyone's ridicule, the Tyrant Demon King remained expressionless as he extended his hand towards the crystal stone in his palm. A sword of light shot out from his fingertips and pierced the surface of the stone.

A crack appeared...

At first, it was as thin as a hair, but soon spread like spider webs in all directions.

"Look."

The crack revealed red light flickering before an astonishing amount of spiritual energy burst forth.

Huangmei True Man's expression turned serious. Lin Xuan widened his eyes, his heart racing uncontrollably.

"Piercing..."

As the cracks increased, the crystal stone finally shattered into pieces. A small, fire-red crystal no bigger than a walnut appeared in the Tyrant Demon King's palm.

Despite being several meters apart, Lin Xuan could feel the abundant spiritual energy—it was not only powerful but pure as well.

"What is this?"

Huangmei True Man was stunned; he hadn't expected the other party to actually bring out the legendary top-grade crystal stone.

Everyone else's expressions were equally shocked. This conference had been full of unexpected surprises—things that should have only existed in legends.

Seeing their astonishment, the Tyrant Demon King couldn't help but feel pleased. He turned and glanced at Lin Xuan: "How about it, Tyrant Friend? Will you exchange your top-grade crystal stone with me?"

"Of course," said Lin Xuan, tapping his chin. This matter was significant, so he had to be cautious.

The Tyrant Demon King handed the red crystal stone to him without hesitation. As a Condensation Core cultivator, there was nothing to worry about.

Lin Xuan carefully took it and examined it closely.

This crystal resembled a walnut in shape and size, wrapped in a layer of crimson light. Holding it felt strangely warm.

Despite its small size, the spiritual energy seemed boundless.

Strange things happened as Lin Xuan waved his hands with some magical power. The originally transparent air suddenly rippled like water waves, revealing colorful light points.

As soon as these light points appeared, the crystal stone in Lin Xuan's hand began to tremble. Red light points were absorbed by the crystal stone one after another.

"This can absorb spiritual energy on its own—it truly is a top-grade crystal stone. Good deal," said Lin Xuan with delight as he took out a wooden box and carefully placed the crystal stone inside, then affixed some talismans before putting it away in his storage bag.

The Tyrant Demon King watched but made no attempt to stop him until Lin Xuan finished everything. Only then did he say calmly, "Since you've accepted my crystal stone, what about the Elixir of Immortality?"

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan had already hidden the precious medicinal herb as soon as the unexpected situation arose. Now that his wrist moved, a snow-white ancient soil medicinal herb appeared in his palm.
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Numerous fiery gazes converged upon the scene.

Toxin Serpent King sneered and flicked his fingers. A greenishsunrise glow emerged, sweeping towards the Elixir of Immortality.

However, at this moment, an unexpected change occurred. Deep within Yellow Eyebrow Sage's eyes, a resolve flashed by.

With a wave of his sleeves, a bright yellow light shot out, piercing towards Toxin Serpent King's back.

The situation was sudden, and even late-stage transformed beasts could not react in time; how much less so for him, who had never imagined the other would dare to do such a thing openly.

"You..."

Toxin Serpent King barely managed to utter one word before he was struck by that yellow light, making a muffled sound as he flew several yards away.

Yellow Eyebrow Sage did not waste any time. He raised his head and bellowed at Lin Xuan: "Hand over the Elixir of Immortality!"

Lin Xuan's brows knitted together; he had yet to think of a plan when suddenly, the air around him seemed to solidify. It was as if an invisible restraint bound his form tightly.

Above him appeared a giant yellow hand, seemingly intent on grabbing him and pulling him into its grasp.

Was this what they called the great cultivator's divine power?

Lin Xuan's heart trembled with shock. As an incipient spirit-stage cultivator, he was incomparable to those in their prime or middle stages; it was like comparing apples to oranges.

Even after countless battles, Lin Xuan felt a strange sense of helplessness at this moment. But quickly, he cast aside such cowardly thoughts.

Since the other had already broken his resolve and tried to forcibly snatch the elixir, there was no way he would spare him any mercy. Being grabbed by that giant claw meant certain death or severe injury.

Lin Xuan naturally did not wish to wait for death. Fortunately, the restraint around his body was merely a casual act of Yellow Eyebrow Sage. It could hold ordinary condensation-stage cultivators but posed no threat to himself. At this moment, Lin Xuan paid no heed to concealing his cultivation; he let his inner power flow and prepared to break free from the restriction when suddenly, a beam of light as thick as an arm shot out from beside him, effortlessly piercing through that giant yellow hand.

"Yellow Eyebrow Bum, you dare to attack me. Aren't you afraid of starting a war between humans and demons?" Toxin Serpent King's voice echoed in his ears, icy with anger.

But Yellow Eyebrow Sage ignored it. He moved swiftly, transforming into a yellow cloud as he lunged towards Lin Xuan, determined to snatch the Elixir of Immortality at all costs.

Toxin Serpent King would not let him have his way. With a roar, his figure blurred and vanished from sight.

"Teleportation!"

Yellow Eyebrow Sage's eyes narrowed as he looked at the monster in front of him, his expression twisted with rage.

Everyone knew that teleportation was one of the most mysterious divine powers in the human world. Although late-stage incipient spirit cultivators could touch it, they needed to detach from their bodies and would consume a massive amount of inner energy, rendering it practically useless for practical purposes.

Some even claimed that true teleportation was only within the grasp of those at the realm of separation; what Toxin Serpent King had just demonstrated was merely a simplified version.

But this late-stage transformed beast could not possibly...

Looking at the monster in front of him, Yellow Eyebrow Sage knew his ambush plan had failed. He was both shocked and angry but showed no signs of retreating.

"Seems like you're really not afraid of starting a war between humans and demons," Toxin Serpent King said coolly.

"Hmph, I'm an old man without any followers or disciples; even if the human-demon conflict rages on, what would it matter to me?" Yellow Eyebrow Sage flicked his sleeves. A terrifying aura emanated from him, making his usually ethereal and noble appearance look more like a demonic fiend: "Toxin Serpent King, if you're wise, you'll hand over the Elixir of Immortality to this old man, and I will give you ample compensation. Otherwise..."

"Haha," Yellow Eyebrow Sage's words were cut off by the computer as Toxin Serpent King could not help but laugh loudly: "Old Bum Yellow Eyebrow, if my memory serves correctly, you should be a defeated underling of this king. How dare you threaten me with such bravado?"

"Indeed, I can't defeat you," Yellow Eyebrow Sage said without anger, acknowledging the truth calmly: "But what of it? This Elixir of Immortality is something I must have. As they say, if one dares to sacrifice everything, he can topple an emperor. Toxin Serpent, are you willing to risk your life for mine in exchange for this elixir? If not considering the consequences, at least I could destroy your physical body."

Toxin Serpent King's brows twitched as he fell silent. From Yellow Eyebrow Sage's expression, he could tell that his threats were genuine and that he was determined to get this elixir.

Why?

Logically speaking, an old monster like him should still have over a hundred years of life left. If properly cared for and with minimal physical battles, even living two hundred years would be no problem; why take such a risk...

Knowing his actions had tarnished the reputation of Mount Mang's grand assembly and turned them into eternal enemies of the dragon clan, it was beyond what late-stage cultivators should do...

Unless there were some unavoidable reasons!

Toxin Serpent King's mind raced with thoughts but showed no signs of retreating. Instead, he sneered: "Yellow Eyebrow Sage, you have quite a mouth on you, but in front of this king, your efforts are futile. I've already given the top-grade crystal to this friend; there is no reason for me to hand over the Elixir of Immortality."

He could not retreat.

Not only did he need the Elixir of Immortality himself, but giving up a precious item after such threats would make Toxin Serpent King look ridiculous. The dragon clan might become the laughingstock of the entire Spirit Island.

Even if his head was cut off or blood flowed, this face... must be preserved!

Toxin Serpent King was now in a bind; even if he had to fight to the death with the other, there was no room for retreat.

"Very well," Yellow Eyebrow Sage roared into the sky, his voice like thunder. As he spoke, the pressure of his inner energy rose steadily.

Toxin Serpent King did not back down either. With the face already broken, what else could he be concerned about? Greenish toxins emerged from his body and soon formed a large cloud of green poison, dripping with life.

More strangely, countless black lightning bolts as thick as an arm flickered within it, hidden but ready to strike at any moment, like venomous snakes waiting to bite their targets.

Taking advantage of this distraction, Lin Xuan broke free from the restraint and retreated. The Elixir of Immortality was still in his hand, but both old monsters ignored him, allowing him to slip away.

It wasn't because they were careless; it was simply that late-stage cultivators believed a mere condensation-stage cultivator could not escape their notice. Their immediate goal was to deal with the current threat.

The two exchanged glances, and although the battle had yet to begin in earnest, the air seemed to have frozen.
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The accident that occurred at the trade fair was truly unexpected.

However, several Law Enforcement Officers led by the White Deer Immortal Boy maintained a solemn demeanor. In fact, it wasn't strange to think about it; maintaining the dignity of the Yinshan Conference was important, but making enemies with later-stage cultivators clearly wasn’t a smart choice.

Moreover, even if Yellow Eyebrow Sage had done something wrong, everyone couldn’t possibly stand on the side of the Poisoned Serpent King. Weighing the pros and cons, it made more sense to sit back and watch the conflict unfold.

Since the Law Enforcement Officers held such thoughts, other old monsters who came for the trade naturally wouldn't dare to wade into the muck either. Each one kept a solemn demeanor, with many secretly rejoicing at others' misfortunes. Of course, most people widened their eyes in anticipation; battles of this level were rare and could bring great benefits—perhaps even breakthroughs in cultivation.

Everyone had their own thoughts, and those who focused on Lin Xuan's movements weren't few. As the saying goes, one should seize opportunities when they arise. If the Elixir of Immortality was already in Yellow Eyebrow Sage or Poisoned Serpent King’s hands, they would naturally give up the struggle. However, with this situation, there might still be a chance to take advantage.

Lin Xuan remained vigilant; he had become a desirable target for these old monsters not just because of the Elixir of Immortality but also the top-grade crystal stones. Originally, staying out of the trade fair was safer, but now that two old monsters had broken the rules and others were lured by greed, mutual restraint prevented any immediate actions.

But how long could this temporary balance last?

Lin Xuan didn’t know, but he wasn’t afraid; he too had his own backup plan. He wouldn't be easily manipulated like these people imagined… Hmph, only those who laugh at the end are true victors.

A faint trace of mockery appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he quickly pretended to be scared and cowered in a secluded corner on the left side.

At this moment, the two old monsters finally couldn't hold back. Yellow Eyebrow Sage opened his mouth, and sword beams shot out from it. Each beam was about a foot long, radiating immense spiritual energy. On their surfaces were numerous runes that continuously flowed, exuding an aura of mystery and antiquity.

Lin Xuan counted; there were forty-nine sword beams in total. The pressure each emitted was no less than the顶尖法宝 driven by ordinary late-stage Core Formation cultivators.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Other old monsters' faces turned pale as well. Legends are always legends; they had only seen descriptions of late-stage Core Formation cultivators from ancient texts… Honestly, there were still some doubts, but now seeing is believing; the descriptions in those texts weren't exaggerated at all.

However, Poisoned Serpent King didn’t care. A slightly low voice echoed from the poisonous cloud: "Ha! You’ve made progress, but do you really think that’s enough to harm this king?"

Before he could finish speaking, the poisonous cloud surged and rushed towards Yellow Eyebrow Sage with a loud rumble.

"Quickly!"

Yellow Eyebrow Sage pointed at the sword beams before him. Instantly, like a sudden downpour, the sword beams fiercely pierced the poisonous cloud.

Upon contact, the poisonous cloud was torn apart into shreds. The cultivators were relieved; after all, they were humans and hoped Yellow Eyebrow Sage would win.

But soon, their smiles faded as the poisonous cloud recovered after surging. The previous attack had been in vain… Yellow Eyebrow Sage’s expression darkened. This old monster was even harder to deal with than last time. He flicked his hand, taking out another treasure.

The two later-stage monsters clashed, their residual energy creating whirlwinds that other cultivators couldn't help but retreat from, fearing being drawn into the conflict.

"Ahh!"

Suddenly, a scream pierced the air: "Haha Fourth Elder, you dare to ambush me?"

Lin Xuan turned around and saw a mid-Condensation Core cultivator with a pale face. A fist-sized blood hole marred his chest.

Nearby, a short, unremarkable-looking cultivator was surrounded by surging mana as he held a bloody dagger in his hand, eyes filled with hatred: "Zhang, you rely on your higher cultivation and the Spiral Sect to force my partner into submission. Do you think I would just let that pass?"

"Here at Yinshan Holy Land, you dare break the rules?"

"Humph! For revenge, Haha will willingly meet his end in flames. What do rules matter when they’ve already been broken by two seniors?" The short cultivator roared and raised his hand, the dagger turning into a black beam that slashed towards Zhang.

Zhang’s chest was pierced; he couldn’t muster any mana at this moment. He could only watch helplessly as the black beam flew towards him.

"Capture him."

The White Deer Immortal Boy's face darkened. The two later-stage monsters disregarded Yinshan’s rules, so he gritted his teeth and endured it. But that didn't mean anyone could come here to be disrespectful; there were limits.

"Yes!"

Several mid-Condensation Core Law Enforcement Officers flew towards the short cultivator.

But Fourth Elder Haha was prepared. His grudge against Zhang was deep, but his cultivation and power were far inferior. Coming here wasn’t for trading; he wanted to eliminate his enemy at any cost, even if it meant mutual destruction.

Seeing several Law Enforcement Officers fly towards him, he didn't dodge but instead turned into a streak of light and flew towards Zhang.

The Law Enforcement Officers were furious and chased more quickly. But soon, someone noticed something amiss—Fourth Elder Haha's face was turning red like it would bleed.

Such terrifying spiritual energy fluctuations!

"Bad luck! He’s choosing to self-destruct!"

A white-haired Law Enforcement Officer shouted in shock as he turned his flight path, trying to escape. Unfortunately, it was too late.

A loud explosion echoed, and the white-haired officer saw a bright red light. It felt like being immersed in warm water before his consciousness blurred, and he knew nothing more… Violating Yinshan’s rules meant soul extraction; rather than endure such torment, he would willingly meet his end with his enemy.

This was just an interlude, but several mid-Condensation Core cultivators' deaths were insignificant. However, at this moment, the late-stage Core Formation cultivators here each harbored their own hidden intentions and greed. Mutual restraint kept them silent, but the balance was fragile—like a taut string that could snap at any time.

No one knew when it would break, and Fourth Elder Haha’s actions shattered this delicate equilibrium. An old monster who couldn’t hold back suddenly lunged towards Lin Xuan: "Boy, give me the Elixir of Immortality!"
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Lin Xuan squinted his eyes, a look of trepidation on his face. But in his heart, he began to chuckle at the turn of events.

Despite their target being the Elixir of Immortality in Lin Xuan's hand, the attention of several old cultivators was clearly focused on him, tugging and pulling each other into action.

Suddenly, a burst of spiritual light flashed as several powerful artifacts were summoned by them. Bai Lu Tongzi's face turned pale; he was in trouble. The situation had already spiraled out of control, but this was only the beginning. Soon, other old cultivators couldn't sit idly by and were drawn into the chaos.

Revenge for past grievances, retaliation for past wrongs—some even began to openly rob the Condensation Core cultivators. Of course, those rushing towards Lin Xuan were the most numerous; whether it was the Elixir of Immortality or lower-grade crystal stones, these artifacts were irresistible temptations to them all. "You're courting death," a thunderous voice echoed in their ears. Huangmei Zhenren and the Poisoned Serpent King Bosen could no longer continue their struggle. Both abandoned their opponents and turned towards Lin Xuan.

Bosen's abilities as a late-stage Great Cultivator far surpassed those of ordinary Core Formation cultivators. Several people were sent flying, but with the chaos, everyone wanted to take advantage of the situation. It was not easy for them to get close to Lin Xuan amidst all the distractions.

Artifacts flew through the air, casting powerful spells everywhere. Core Formation cultivators had always held a revered position, but at this moment, they stripped off their facade of righteousness.

Murder, robbery, survival of the fittest—could anyone who had walked the path of cultivation not have experienced the storms and bloodshed? The sound of screams filled their ears as one old cultivator after another fell. But the Condensation Core cultivators participating in the trade fair were already more than half slaughtered.

Who could have expected such an outcome when they spent jade and crystal stones to come here?

Huangmei Zhenren's and Poisoned Serpent King Bosen's abilities were indeed superior, and as Lin Xuan approached within ten paces, he knew it was time. He made a gesture that seemed to mock them, spreading his hand open to reveal the Elixir of Immortality in his palm.

All the old cultivators could see clearly; it was indeed the Elixir of Immortality. Core Formation cultivators continued to activate their artifacts but half their attention was now on Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan picked up a palm and a flash of white light revealed a small jade bottle in his hand. He uncapped it, revealing snow-white pills similar in size to the Elixir of Immortality. He had combined the ancient wonder drug with the others.

"Son, what are you doing?"

Jiao Feng stared wide-eyed at Lin Xuan, but he ignored him and threw the combined pills into the air. Instantly, like pearls falling onto a jade plate, dozens of pills scattered in all directions.

The old cultivators were stunned. Though they were cunning, none had expected this move from Lin Xuan. The differences between the two elixirs were minimal—unless one examined them closely, it was nearly impossible to distinguish the real from the fake with either visual or spiritual perception. However, the Elixir of Immortality was certain; a mere Condensation Core cultivator couldn't fool the eyes of ordinary Core Formation cultivators.

Lin Xuan had considered swapping out the Elixir of Immortality but decided against it after careful thought. Greed brings its own punishment. He still had plenty of Elixirs, and his immediate concern was to leave this dangerous place without risking his life needlessly.

Seeing Lin Xuan scatter the pills, the old cultivators cursed loudly. They didn't know which one was genuine; they could only hope to grab as many as possible for a better chance.

If earlier, the old cultivators still had some reservations and held back, now all pretenses were gone. The situation became explosive chaos.

The more chaotic things got, the easier it was for people to lose their composure. Originally, everyone feared offending Great Cultivators, but now, in pursuit of the elixirs, even Huangmei Zhenren and Poisoned Serpent King Bosen were surrounded by several cultivators.

Even Bai Lu Tongzi, as a conference enforcer, and that Mr. Ding also joined the fray with bloodshot eyes.

The culprit behind all this fled after scattering the pills, transforming into a rainbow and breaking through the air to escape.

Despite everyone's anger towards him, they couldn't bear to intercept or pursue him in their rush for the elixirs.

However, while Lin Xuan successfully exploited the chaos, some Core Formation cultivators remained alert. It was better to catch this hateful boy than risk not knowing which Elixir of Immortality was genuine; he still had a lower-grade Fire-type crystal stone on his person.

But in certain situations, one's actions were beyond their control. An anonymous Core Formation cultivator saw Lin Xuan escape and wanted to chase after him but was intercepted by blinding sword light just as he transformed into a cloud ofsunrise glow.

It turned out that the direction he had chosen coincidentally included two scattered elixirs. Other clever old cultivators encountered similar situations, leaving them frustrated and unable to explain it away.

As an ancient saying goes: chaos allows one to take advantage of confusion. Lin Xuan understood this well but did so reluctantly. If those who caused trouble had followed the conference rules, he wouldn't have needed such effort.

Despite causing a brawl among Core Formation cultivators, Lin Xuan felt no guilt. He acted only in self-defense; it was their greed that brought about their downfall.

Seizing the chaos, Lin Xuan flew towards the teleportation array at top speed.

The air barrier had been broken by Poisoned Serpent King Bosen, which helped Lin Xuan greatly.

His evasion techniques allowed him to cover this short distance swiftly.

As light faded, Lin Xuan stood directly on one of the teleportation arrays.

The pill scramble continued, but several old cultivators managed to break free and were now speeding towards him.

"Ah, I missed it," Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as he cast a spell.

A rumbling sound filled their ears; the teleportation array had activated.

Even the closest of them was still over thirty feet away.

"Not!" they roared in anger, but unless like Poisoned Serpent King Bosen who could use teleportation, it would be too late for them. Even if teleportation worked, whether they could catch up was uncertain. In any case, they were just a step too slow.
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A flash of white light, and Lin Xuan had vanished from his original spot.

In the next moment, he appeared in a level three teleportation array. The trading session was still bustling as usual here; since this third layer was an independent space created by ancient cultivators with great divine techniques, no one outside knew about the shocking incident that just occurred.

"Ah, friend, you've come out."

The cultivator guarding the teleportation array glanced at Lin Xuan, his expression indifferent.

Lin Xuan nodded. Suddenly, a streak of green swordlight shot out from his mouth.

"What are you doing?"

The cultivator was alarmed and hastily retreated. A satisfied look appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he waved his sleeve, sending a patch of greenishsunset glow light flying out.

Rumbling sounds filled the air; seven or eight teleportation arrays were completely destroyed.

Lin Xuan didn't linger but transformed into a streak of startling light, heading to another corner of the grand hall.

That corner led to level one. Several cultivators guarding there noticed the commotion and, in their anger, each activated their treasures. Some even sent out transmission talismans with quick hand gestures.

Lin Xuan had no time to dally here. He extended his arm and slapped his waist, releasing a strange gray-white fog.

In the midst of the fog, an eerie humanoid figure could be vaguely seen. A terrifying aura descended from the sky.

A zombie monster, and it was at the stage of primordial spirit!

The faces of those cultivators showed disbelief as their bodies stiffened involuntarily.

At this level, such a creature wasn't something they could handle.

Lin Xuan had no interest in indiscriminate killing. Seeing that several people were now subdued, he ignored them and directly approached another teleportation array.

A spell was cast; after the white light dissipated, Lin Xuan vanished again.

"What happened? That person was clearly at the condensation core stage, how could they control a primordial spirit?" Several officials gathered together. A gray-haired old man with a shocked expression said, "I don't know, but this person came from level three. Could there have been some unforeseen incident that caused such a change?"

A green-robed cultivator muttered, his gaze involuntarily drawn to the destroyed teleportation arrays.

The others also showed signs of deep thought. The Immortal Mountain Conference had been passed down for tens of thousands of years and was renowned; it shouldn't be something anyone would dare disrupt. But what just happened...

"Friend Crane, will we face any blame from above if we let this person escape?" A square-faced cultivator suddenly expressed some concern.

Everyone's gaze turned to a red-robed old man in the middle—late-stage condensation core, and he was one of the highest-ranking among them. The officials clearly looked up to him as their leader.

"Probably not. Although this person is only at the condensation core stage, they can control primordial spirit zombies. Even if we all died fighting, it wouldn't stop him in the slightest. Above won't be unaware of this logic. Besides, I suspect he's a certain old primordial spirit who has hidden his true strength," the red-robed man stroked his beard and spoke slowly.

No one refuted him; instead, many nodded approvingly. After all, it was too strange for a condensation core cultivator to control a primordial spirit zombie. The other party must be feigning weakness.

"Friend Crane, what have you figured out?" the red-robed man asked his black-faced companion when he seemed lost in thought.

"A while ago, there was a rumor about someone," the black-faced man sighed and hesitated.

"Rumor? You mean..." the red-robed man recalled something.

"Yes. Just before the conference began, a woman in red caused chaos at Immortal Mountain's entrance. With her astonishing mid-stage primordial spirit strength, she killed Old Monster Huang Wood right in front of three enforcers. Even with the combined efforts of Senior White Deer and two other mid-stage primordial spirit enforcers, they couldn't catch her," the black-faced man said grimly.

"Alright, let's put this discussion to rest for now. Regardless of what happened on level three or who that person is, it isn't something we can interfere with. We should wait until the senior primordial spirits arrive before making any decisions." The red-robed man suddenly cut in.

The black-faced man was taken aback but quickly realized something and showed a fearful expression, closing his mouth immediately.

As for Lin Xuan, he had long left the Heavenly Cloud Plaza. The trading session on level one involved only foundation establishment cultivators; no one could stop him here.

Lin Xuan replicated the method, destroying the teleportation arrays. Although repairing such short-range arrays wasn't difficult, it still bought him some time.

The trading session was in chaos! Various transmission talismans flew everywhere, and prohibitions were activated.

Time was limited, so Lin Xuan didn't dally. He opened his full speed, heading towards Immortal Mountain's entrance. Before the news spread completely, he had to leave this place quickly; otherwise, when those old primordial spirits took action, he would face significant trouble.

Fortunately, the streets were filled with panicked cultivators running around like headless flies, so Lin Xuan wasn't noticed much.

Lin Xuan had removed his Heaven Demon Impersonation Technique and quietly restored his original appearance.

Even so, the likelihood of being recognized was greatly reduced. He still planned to leave this sacred Immortal Mountain as soon as possible.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan arrived at the exit. However, a light screen appeared before him.

In front of the screen stood several cultivators— one condensation core and the rest foundation establishment low-ranking disciples.

Seeing a streak of light heading their way, their expressions turned tense.

The light dimmed, revealing an ordinary-looking young man.

Recognizing Lin Xuan's face, it wasn't the same as the one in the wanted transmission talisman. The cultivators breathed a sigh of relief but didn't immediately retrieve their treasures.

The leader was a middle-aged man with a serious demeanor and secretly used secret techniques to check that Lin Xuan's appearance hadn't been changed by illusion spells. He felt even more reassured.

He bowed: "Friend, how do you fare? Do you wish to leave?"

"Indeed, can you be so kind as to let me pass?" Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

"I'm sorry, we just received a decree that someone committed crimes during the trading session and escaped. We are currently searching for them. Before we find him, please stay here for a few days."

"Can this be lenient? I indeed have urgent matters."

"I'm sorry, although your appearance is completely different from the one on the wanted transmission talisman, I dare not defy the decree," the cultivator shook his head, showing an iron-clad impartiality.
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Lin Xuan closed his eyes, a look of contemplation on his face. When he opened them again, an ominous aura emanated from him: "Since you all are unwilling to compromise, don't blame me for being ruthless."

Before the words were fully out of his mouth, he raised his left hand and flicked his fingers, sending several streaks of clear sword light that cut through the air like lightning towards his opponents.

"Are you daring to attack?"

The others were both shocked and angry. The leading cultivator quickly reached out and pointed at a floating treasure in front of him, while the other cultivators also rushed to deploy their spiritual artifacts. Facing such an ordinary condensation core stage cultivator, they were practically asking for death.

Despite the surrounding attacks from multiple cultivators, Lin Xuan remained indifferent. A trace of mockery appeared on his lips; it was now unnecessary to hide his strength any longer.

With a slightoperation of his internal power, a terrifying spiritual pressure spread outwards. Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light, and just the aura alone made several enemies visibly nervous.

"You are an Incarnation Stage expert!" The leading condensation core stage cultivator could not believe what he heard.

Lin Xuan did not respond but slowly raised his left hand.

"Wait, Senior, this is all a misunderstanding. Please let me leave; how dare you stop me?"

"Yes, hold your ground," the other foundation establishment stage cultivators also changed their expressions to one of shock and fear. But it was too late; once Lin Xuan recognized them, he would not let them go.

A true gentleman does not harbor grudges, a man of courage does not fear poison. Lin Xuan would not leave any potential threats behind due to mercy.

With a wave of his sleeve, a large number of sword lights flew out. This time, both the quantity and scale far surpassed what had happened before.

The cultivators were terrified; fighting an Incarnation Stage expert was akin to suicide. They naturally did not want to do such foolish things. At this moment, no one would heed their orders; they all scattered, prioritizing their own survival over anything else.

They fled in every direction, but it wasn't that easy to escape. Lin Xuan cast a spell and the sword lights swept across everyone like a storm.

Loud, agonized screams filled the air as several foundation establishment stage cultivators were instantly obliterated.

Even the sole condensation core stage cultivator was surrounded by seven or eight sword lights, struggling desperately but barely holding on.

"Senior, please have mercy. If you spare my life, I will serve and obey you," the man pleaded with fear in his eyes.

Lin Xuan showed no reaction to this; instead, he poured more spiritual energy into the sword lights.

A crisp breaking sound echoed as the ordinary treasure item finally couldn't withstand the onslaught of so many sword lights and was split in half.

Amidst the blood, a large head flew up, its eyes still wide open, not closed even in death.

Lin Xuan reached out with his hand, and a streak of light shot forth, enveloping the storage bracelet. The corpse was then incinerated by fireballs into ashes.

With his divine sense probing inside, Lin Xuan rubbed his palm, and a white light flew out from the storage bracelet—a palm-sized command talisman. His face lit up as he grabbed it.

Found!

He looked at the screen in front of him. While such a level of restriction could be broken with brute force, that would take too much time.

With this control command talisman, the process would be much faster and easier.

Lin Xuan poured his internal power into the talisman; it trembled in his palm as if alive. This was because the opponent had once consecrated it.

But such a level of difficulty did not pose any challenge to Lin Xuan. With a slight thought, an egg-sized strange flame appeared in his palm.

Bilu Illusory Fire!

The trembling stopped. Utilizing the power of the demonic flames, Lin Xuan erased the divine sense imprint from the command talisman. A red light shot out, and the restriction was lifted.

Relieved, Lin Xuan did not linger any longer; he enveloped his body in green light and quickly left the scene.

Just a short while later, several streaks of colorful lights flew over from afar. The lights faded to reveal several cultivators.

Three men and two women, one of whom Lin Xuan recognized—White Deer Immortal Child—and the remaining four were all Incarnation Stage experts.

This incident was unprecedented in the history of Mount Yinshan; it had even alarmed all the Incarnation Stage enforcers.

Although the bodies had been destroyed by fireballs, the battle scars remained clear.

"There are traces of blood and residual spiritual energy. This kind of damage could only be caused by an Incarnation Stage cultivator," White Deer Immortal Child released his divine sense to carefully scan the area, and he said with a grim face.

"Indeed, the fight seemed to end in an instant. If the enemy was a condensation core stage cultivator, they would not have the strength to kill several disciples so quickly," another woman in red robes nodded in agreement.

"So you think the murderer wasn't that fellow who disrupted the exchange meeting?" A hoarse voice echoed as an old man with a hunchback spoke. His appearance was peculiar; despite being an Incarnation Stage cultivator, he wore tattered clothes, giving him a beggar-like appearance.

"It's hard to say," White Deer Immortal Child showed signs of contemplation on his face and hesitated before mumbling: "He appeared as a condensation core stage cultivator, but now that I think about it, there are many suspicious points. Perhaps he is like us, an Incarnation Stage expert who conceals his cultivation level."

"That's impossible," the woman in red robes covered her mouth with her hand and looked incredulous. "There were nearly two hundred Incarnation Stage experts participating in this exchange meeting, including such a great cultivator as Yellow Eyebrow Sage. How could he deceive so many people?"

"It is not necessarily so; there are so many cultivation methods in the world that it's hard to guarantee none of them are miraculous secrets. Besides, Lady Zhang forgot how the disciples guarding the teleportation array reported," the hunchback old man's expression changed and rebutted with a sinister tone.

"You mean...?" The woman in red robes frowned as she was also intrigued by this: "The disciples said that their opponent could control an Incarnation Stage corpse."

"Indeed, I used the Heart-Searching Technique to confirm they were telling the truth. Lady Zhang, do you think a mere condensation core stage cultivator has the ability to control an Incarnation Stage corpse?"

"Yes, in that case, it might really be the same person. Since this is the case, why are we still standing here? Let's chase him," the woman in red robes said with some urgency.

"Chase? That isn't necessary." The hunchback old man shook his head: "Now that Mount Yinshan has lost its reputation and fallen into chaos, even if we catch this person, it won't help. Besides, as an Incarnation Stage expert concealing his cultivation level, he is likely a senior from some great sect. In such times, there's no need to make enemies."

"Can we just give up?" The woman in red robes said unwillingly.

"In strict terms, the chaos wasn't caused by him; it was due to the precious Longevity Pill. This matter not only involves late-stage Incarnation Stage experts but also resulted in the loss of a top-grade crystal for the Demon King. I'm worried that this will ignite war between humans and monsters,"
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The others' expressions darkened as they listened to the elder's words.

With the chaos caused by Lin Xuan gradually subsiding, it was clear that the Longevity Pill had not ended up in the hands of the Poison Serpent King. The loss of a top-grade crystal stone was undoubtedly frustrating for this old monster.

Although he left after killing two Core Formation Elders in a fit of pique, this matter was far from over. A bad feeling gripped everyone's hearts.

Of course, none of this concerned Lin Xuan. He was already several thousand miles away by now.

Despite the perils of this Mount Mang Gathering, it had yielded many benefits. The top-grade crystal stone had a place to go, and leaving the Spirit Beast Island no longer seemed like an unattainable mirage...

Lin Xuan was determined to obtain the Nine Heavens Dance Phoenix Art, but with his current cultivation level, attempting to steal treasures from the Mystical Phoenix Sect would be sheer folly.

The pressing need was to boost his cultivation and form a true Core Formation.

Smiling as he recalled what the Black Python Lady had said, Lin Xuan thought that she clearly harbored ill intentions. But he wasn't as weak as she imagined; who was the hunter and who was the prey could only be determined at the end.

...

In the Drifting Cloud Valley on the west side of Mount Mang, a small valley covering several hundred acres, unremarkable in size but with an extraordinaryyao pulse that perpetually shrouded itself in light purple mist.

The owner of this valley was notorious on Spirit Beast Island: a lecherous female demon known for her prowess in cultivation enhancement techniques. Though she appeared as a woman, she excelled at such practices and had claimed countless young men's lives.

Despite her wickedness, the lady knew when to hold back and never targeted prominent sects or individuals with backgrounds. Her own Core Formation level was formidable enough that no Core Formation Elders would foolishly try to stop her.

She continued to live in luxury, becoming a nightmare for low-ranking cultivators.

On a normal day, the area around the valley was desolate, and cultivators avoided it at all costs, knowing it was the Black Python Lady's domain.

However, that evening, a streak of light appeared on the horizon of the Drifting Cloud Valley.

The light faded to reveal Lin Xuan, a plain-looking youth.

"Sure enough, it's Lin Xuan," he said with a smile as he looked at the valley shrouded in purple mist.

He had finally arrived. The Black Python Lady had promised to discuss things after the Mount Mang Gathering but had then caused chaos, forcing him to leave early. After waiting for the commotion to subside, he came here, a forbidden place feared by low-ranking cultivators.

Though Lin Xuan despised this woman, he needed to obtain her Phoenix Fire Vein.

Looking down at the valley, the purple mist was clearly toxic. Although Lin Xuan wasn't bothered, rushing in would be unwise.

After a moment's hesitation, he took out a talisman from his storage bracelet and injected his spirit into it. He then tossed it, and the sound transmission talisman transformed into a red light that vanished into the mist.

Less than half an hour later, the mist began to churn violently, revealing a clear path.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he turned away but kept a calm demeanor.

Three beams of light emerged from the path, coalescing into two men and one woman.

The two men were in their twenties, handsome with pale faces that seemed sickly. One was at the initial stage of Core Formation, while the other was mid-stage; both were unremarkable.

The woman was a bit older, around thirty, with an ordinary appearance but clearly skilled in charm techniques, being a Condensation Core cultivator.

Upon appearing, she released her spirit and scanned Lin Xuan. Her eyes widened in surprise when she saw his cultivation level surpassing hers.

"Was it you who sent the sound transmission talisman just now?" The woman's delicate hand waved as she moved gracefully, making her ordinary appearance suddenly more captivating due to her advanced charm techniques.

Unfortunately, they didn't work on him.

"Yes, I am Lin Xuan. I have an old acquaintance with the Black Python Lady and came here to visit," Lin Xuan said, slightly annoyed.

"What?" The woman's face showed surprise at his boldness and disregard for her charm. "Do you really know my teacher?"

"Of course. If you doubt me, just imprint my image on this jade cylinder and ask the lady. It will reveal the truth," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

Seeing no deception in him, the woman's expression turned serious as she took out an empty jade cylinder and injected her spirit into it. After a moment, she sent the message with a thousand-mile transmission technique. The jade cylinder was enveloped by light and flew into the mist.

Lin Xuan didn't have to wait long before he heard a light chuckle: "Haha, Lin Daoist has come. I've been worried about where to look for you since our parting on Mount Mang. I'm glad you came to my humble abode. I am meditating and can't greet you properly. Please follow Xiao Ling to the Blood Python Pavilion."

"Respectfully obeying your command," the woman, having put aside her charm techniques, bowed respectfully toward the valley before turning back to Lin Xuan with a servile expression in her eyes.

She was astonished by this treatment from an Apprentice Formation cultivator by an Elder Formation master. Could it be that this Lin cultivator had significant background?

Though surprised, she understood the wisdom of not asking too many questions and decided to treat him as if he were an Elder Formation cultivator.

She had already taken on a junior'setiquette.

"Master, did the Black Python Lady discover something?" Mo'er asked in puzzlement from within his mind.

Lin Xuan was equally puzzled by her overly polite behavior. Even an infamous demoness wouldn't treat a Condensation Core cultivator so kindly, let alone a respected Elder Formation one.

He shook his head at Mo'er's guess; even a late-stage cultivator couldn't see through hiscollection qi technique, how could the early-stage Black Python Lady?

The woman's excessive politeness must have other motives.

As the saying goes, "To catch a tiger you must enter its den." Despite the Black Python Lady's strange behavior, Lin Xuan would risk it to obtain the Phoenix Fire Vein for his Heaven Dust Pill.

PS: Sorry, I was sick today and managed to write this only after enduring all day. I'll rest today and work harder tomorrow.
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Two male cultivators led the way, while a woman from the Condensation Core stage respectfully accompanied them. The four of them passed through a light purple mist and soared towards the notorious Lvyang Valley.

Outside, there were restrictions in place, so they didn't feel anything unusual. Once inside the valley, a powerful妖力 (Jié) struck their faces. Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised; the quality of this妖脉 (Yāo Mài) seemed to be even better than what the Xuanfeng Sect possessed.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat puzzled. Although the Black Python Lady was not weak, she was ultimately just an individual cultivator, and even on妖灵 Island (Yáolíng Dao), there weren't many high-grade妖脉 (Jié Mài). Yet, she managed to occupy such a prime location all by herself.

The woman noticed Lin Xuan's expression and couldn't help but show a hint of satisfaction, though she didn't explain anything further.

In fact, he didn't need her to elaborate much because he quickly deduced the situation. The quality of this妖脉 (Jié Mài) was indeed good, but its range was too narrow—only spanning several miles.

Given that, Lvyang Valley wasn’t suitable for large sects and families; otherwise, with just a single Black Python Lady, it would be impossible to claim such a prime location.

The sound of devouring echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan lowered his head, but he frowned when he saw the scene before him. Everywhere—on the ground and on tree branches—were colorful snakes. The thickest ones were as thick as a child's arm, slithering everywhere. There had to be at least tens of thousands of them. Lvyang Valley’s reputation was indeed well-deserved.

Of course, such a scene would terrify ordinary people, but as a cultivator, Lin Xuan wasn't bothered by it. Guided by the three cultivators, he flew deeper into the valley.

Suddenly, a layer of red light appeared ahead.

The two Foundation Establishment stage male cultivators instinctively retreated. Seeing Lin Xuan's puzzled expression, the woman quickly explained, "Friend, don’t be alarmed; what lies ahead is the Inner Valley. Without permission from the sect leader, outer-valley disciples are not allowed to enter at will."

Lin Xuan nodded. Each sect had its own rules, and he wouldn't comment on them.

The woman flipped her left hand, revealing a silver token in her palm. A beam of霞光 (Xiáguāng) shot out from the token, causing the light screen to shake before parting to create a passage for two people.

Lin Xuan followed the woman into it.

Inside, the scenery was different.

The environment was elegant and tranquil, with a small mountain in view. Only about a hundred meters high, it appeared delicate and charming, covered in lush greenery, with plants growing abundantly.

At the foot of the mountain, there was a lake. A painted boat rested in its center, measuring around one hundred meters long, two stories tall, adorned with intricate carvings. If you didn't know better, you might think it belonged to a secular royal garden rather than a demoness's residence.

Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly hid his astonishment, regaining his calm demeanor.

"Friend, please take a seat on the painted boat; my teacher will be here shortly," the woman said as she led him forward respectfully.

Lin Xuan nodded and turned his gaze away from the mountain. Although there were no magnificent buildings atop it, the妖气 (Yāoqì) in the valley was the most abundant—clearly the Black Python Lady's true abode.

The lady was still meditating. Lin Xuan couldn't help but speculate about what secret cultivation technique she might be practicing or if she had suffered any injuries during the mountain exchange meeting.

He remembered that the Black Python Lady was also present at the time, just like everyone else, inevitably swept up in the chaos.

Afterward, he heard some rumors. It turned out that only a few元婴 (Yuányīn) old monsters had perished, but many were injured, leading to conflicts between once-friendly sects and leaving everyone worried about potential large-scale retaliation from the demon race.

Of course, these matters didn't concern him, and he felt no guilt. Everything was due to those greedy individuals' greed. Following the woman, Lin Xuan entered the painted boat.

They arrived at a quiet room, which was decorated with great elegance. Several maids in green attire were present.

However, they weren’t considered beautiful; most could only be described as merely pretty. It seemed that the rumors were not unfounded—the Black Python Lady was not only fond of beauty but also disliked female cultivators who were more attractive than herself…

"Friend, you must have traveled far and are surely tired. Please rest here for a while," the woman from the Condensation Core stage said with great sincerity. She then gave a subtle signal, and the green maids bowed gracefully before bringing over some spiritual tea and pastries.

Although cultivators could practice cultivation without eating after entering the Foundation Establishment stage, the pleasure of food was still one of life's pleasures. Therefore, Lin Xuan wasn't surprised by his love for good cuisine.

The number of pastries was limited but incredibly exquisite. The spiritual tea had a color like amber and emitted an invigorating fragrance.

"Please try these," the woman said warmly. "The flowers from this valley are unique, making the flower cakes and Lvyang tea particularly special. Even cultivators can benefit greatly from them."

Lin Xuan took a piece of the flower cake and put it in his mouth; it melted instantly with an excellent taste.

He then sipped some tea, which was initially bitter but transformed into a fiery sensation that flowed to his dantian. It was an experience he had never felt before.

Seeing Lin Xuan eat so freely, the woman from the Condensation Core stage showed mild surprise. After all, her master's reputation was notorious; even元婴 (Yuányīn) old monsters were careful when visiting here. But this guy… She didn't know that Lin Xuan practiced碧幻幽火 (Bìhuàn Yōu Huǒ), and most poisons didn’t affect him. Otherwise, his cautious nature wouldn’t allow such unrestrained eating.

Moreover, he had secretly used his divine sense to scan the area, though she hadn’t noticed.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't eat or drink too much; after a light taste, he put down the tea and pastries.

The maids had already left, leaving only the woman from the Condensation Core stage seated beside him as a guest.

She had many questions but dared not ask anything rash. She merely chatted about trivial matters with a servile smile on her face.

However, Lin Xuan showed no interest; after a few words of polite exchange, he fell silent and closed his eyes to meditate.

Finally, he even closed his eyes and began to regulate his breath. The woman's expression stiffened as anger flashed in her eyes but quickly disappeared. Given that the master held such high regard for this young man, she couldn't treat him like any other Condensation Core stage cultivator.

With this thought, she calmed down and remained silent.

Time passed swiftly, and before they knew it, almost an hour had gone by.

Suddenly, a light step was heard. A woman in black entered the room.
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This woman was around twenty-five to twenty-six years old, tall and slender. Although her appearance wasn't particularly striking, she exuded a natural allure wherever she stood.

Every move she made was filled with charm, indicating that she had mastered some extremely refined cultivation techniques.

Her attire was also very daring, revealing long smooth legs and arms. Her skin was exceptionally fair, like fine white jade.

Seeing this woman, the condensation core stage cultivator's face changed dramatically as she quickly stood up and bowed gracefully.

"Salutations to my revered master."

"Go down!" The Black Mamba Lady waved her hand dismissively.

"Yes!"

The condensation core stage woman nodded, held her breath, and withdrew silently.

Lin Xuan also remained expressionless. A hint of a smile appeared on his lips as he gave the other party a slight bow. "Since our last meeting at Immortal Mountain, your grace has only grown more radiant. Pupil here pays respects."

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Lin need not be so formal. Please take a seat," the Black Mamba Lady said with a calm expression, showing great respect to others.

However, the more she did this, the higher Lin Xuan's vigilance rose in his heart. As the saying goes, when someone acts friendly without reason, they are either a villain or a thief. This woman was not an ordinary cultivator; there must be many hidden reasons behind her sudden change of attitude...

Of course, on the surface, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of abnormality, maintaining a look of being overwhelmed with gratitude.

The two chatted idly for a while before slowly getting to the point.

"On that day at Immortal Mountain, I was fortunate enough to receive your grace and revealed the news about the divine beast Qilin to you. However, I've always been puzzled. If you had such an opportunity, why didn't you go to retrieve the treasure yourself? Instead, you were so generous as to share this secret with me."

"Humph! If I could have retrieved the treasure alone, would I be so generous?" The Black Mamba Lady sighed and revealed a bitter smile.

"Oh, so you're saying that the Qilin has already ascended to the spirit realm long ago, leaving behind only an abandoned cave? Is there any powerful禁制 left?" Lin Xuan scratched his head, looking puzzled.

"Indeed. The Qilin ascended to the spirit realm many tens of thousands of years ago. However, the禁制 in front of its cave is still formidable. To break it, not only do you need three core婴 cultivators working together, but there are also special requirements."

"Special requirements! Could they be related to me?" Lin Xuan's expression changed as he said this.

"Yes, I asked Fellow Daoist whether you were a cultivator from the mortal world," the Black Mamba Lady replied.

"Oh, I remember clearly. I told your grace that I was just fortunate enough to be drawn in by a spatial rift."

"That’s right. To break the禁制, besides needing three core婴 cultivators working together, we also need one condensation core stage cultivator who can provide pure yang spirit energy," the Black Mamba Lady explained.

"So, I see." Lin Xuan nodded.

Although there were many sects in cultivation, different cultivation methods produced spirits with different attributes.

The orthodox path was yang, while the evil path was yin. As for demons and beasts, they naturally had demonic spirit energy running through their bodies.

Finding a condensation core stage cultivator from the orthodox path would be easy on the mortal world, but on Demon Spirit Island, it became extremely rare.

Those who moved here were all demon beast cultivators.

Although there were occasional spatial rifts connecting this island to the mortal world over time, they lasted only briefly, and it was uncertain whether any cultivators would be drawn in.

Moreover, the spatial rifts were incredibly dangerous; most who entered did not survive.

Thus, finding a condensation core stage cultivator who practiced daoist true techniques on Demon Spirit Island was no easy task.

No wonder the Black Mamba Lady treated him so politely.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced for a moment before he understood the situation clearly.

"Your grace, I have one question."

"Speak," this demoness seemed quite relaxed.

"Why would the Qilin's cave require daoist yang spirit energy to break the禁制? After all, it is also part of the demonic race," Lin Xuan asked.

"I don't know about that." The Black Mamba Lady frowned. "But rest assured, I spent years researching this and consulted countless ancient texts. There will be no mistakes."

"Even if we find the treasure, as a mere condensation core stage cultivator, your grace might abandon me once you have what you want. I wouldn't have any means to protect myself." Lin Xuan's face showed some fear.

"Don’t worry, Fellow Daoist. I can swear an oath on my heart demon not to do anything like that," the Black Mamba Lady said with a sincere expression, showing no sign of anger.

Heart demon oath? For ordinary cultivators, I would indeed trust you, but your cultivation is astonishing; a daoist true technique heart demon oath might have little effect on such an advanced core婴 cultivator." Lin Xuan did not give up and shook his head firmly.

"Then what do you suggest?" A hint of anger flashed in the Black Mamba Lady's eyes, but she quickly suppressed it as if thinking of something.

"Fellow Daoist, rest assured. I am no ungrateful person. Even if we find the treasure, I will only take a small share and not make any unreasonable demands. This is just to protect myself," Lin Xuan sighed, showing some fear.

"Never mind, you don’t need to explain. I’m not unreasonable either. Understand that as a condensation core stage cultivator, you have some reservations about working with me. Tell me what it takes for you to trust and follow me into the Qilin’s cave to break its禁制."

"I thank your grace for being so understanding. Pupil here will be bold." Lin Xuan extended his hand and tapped his storage bag, revealing a black and shiny token in his palm.

After some hesitation, he said, "Please place one soul and one spirit into this divine seal card temporarily. I...”

"What audacity! You dare to use the divine seal technique on me!"

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, the Black Mamba Lady was already furious, her expression turning stern as a terrifying spiritual pressure burst forth.

Lin Xuan naturally didn’t care, but he pretended to look panicked for a show. If he didn't appear weak, how could this demoness willingly fall into his trap?

"Your grace, please calm down and listen to me explain. I wouldn’t dare treat you rudely. This suggestion is out of necessity."

"Alright, let’s hear what nonsense you can come up with. If it doesn’t satisfy me, don’t blame me for turning against you," the Black Mamba Lady's expression remained cold.

It was no wonder she was angry; the divine seal technique was notorious in the cultivation world and often used by high-ranking cultivators to place禁制 on their enemies. Yet this young man, just a condensation core stage cultivator, wanted to bind an advanced core婴 like himself.

Was he mad? The Black Mamba Lady was both angry and couldn’t help but laugh at him.
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Lady, there's no need for you to be angry. I have already said that my request is merely a form of self-protection," Lin Xuan swallowed a mouthful of saliva and spoke with some trepidation.

Without waiting for the Black Python Lady to become enraged, Lin Xuan continued quickly: "The Restrictive Spirit Technique indeed is vicious and evil, but as an Incarnation Period cultivator, I would never dare to use what you give me against you. All I want is a talisman for protection."

"Attachment Talisman? Although the Black Python Lady's expression remained angry, her tone had softened slightly.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded, his face filled with fear but still gritted his teeth and continued: "If this Restrictive Spirit Technique is implanted in you, even if you can kill me, it will come at a great cost. In that case, considering the pros and cons, Lady would not want to break the bridge after crossing the river. With my safety assured, I won't have to worry and can fully cooperate with you..."

Hmph, your argument has some merit, but your demands are too excessive. A mere Condensation Core cultivator dares to threaten me. Why should this lady listen to your commands? Now that we're in the Black Python Valley, do you think you still control your own destiny?" The corners of the Black Python Lady's mouth curled with a hint of mockery as she spoke fiercely.

"You are correct, Lady. With your Incarnation Period cultivation, it is indeed easy for you to kill me. But I came here knowing that I would be like taming a tiger. Do you think I have no leverage? At worst, we both perish. If I fall in battle, finding another Condensation Core cultivator who practices Daoist true techniques on this Demon Spirit Island will not be so easy," Lin Xuan said with a quick glance.

"Hmph, you actually dared to threaten me." The Black Python Lady's anger turned into a mocking laugh.

"Threaten? Lady, that is too harsh. Even if the Restrictive Spirit Technique is implanted in me, it won't harm you. Once I find the thief's treasure, as long as you don’t break the bridge after crossing the river, I will return this Restrictive Spirit Talisman to you. There’s no need for us to be enemies; all I seek is a guarantee," Lin Xuan’s face was pale but his eyes were resolute, showing no signs of retreat.

Seeing his firm attitude, the Black Python Lady's expression turned grim and unremarkable. She muttered an ancient and obscure incantation with her jade hand.

After a moment, she opened her lips, and a tiny light ball flew out from her mouth.

A hint of joy flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes as he solemnly formed hand seals. The Restrictive Spirit Talisman emitted black light, and a streak of rainbow light shot out, enveloping the Black Python Lady's soul before returning to the dark token.

The soul was absorbed, and the Black Python Lady’s face turned slightly pale. However, after circulating her inner energy, she quickly appeared indifferent again. She was indeed an Incarnation Period veteran.

Though they hadn’t broken their relationship, it had become rather delicate.

"May I ask when you plan to depart?"

"I have said that three Incarnation cultivators need to work together to break the array. The other two friends are still on their way. You can stay here in peace for now; I will notify you when the time comes," Lin Xuan nodded.

The Black Python Lady then rose and took her leave.

Exiting the painted boat, her smile vanished instantly, replaced by a cold expression like an ice mountain.

She flew to the cave at the top of the hill without further ado. Returning to the cave, she sat cross-legged on a black jade bed and began meditating. Her exposed skin, legs, arms, and abdomen started growing black scales, each about the size of a fingernail.

Her face showed an expression of extreme pain.

After half an hour, the Black Python Lady stopped her practice, drenched in sweat, but with a cold smile in her eyes: "Pity, a mere Condensation Core cultivator dares to restrain me. I will make you regret your birth in this world..."

"Master, I didn't expect that the Black Python Lady really fell into your trap and willingly gave up one soul and one spirit," Yue'er's face was filled with admiration. Master’s ability to deceive people is truly impressive.

"Not surprising, after all, what I said was reasonable. Besides, as an Incarnation cultivator, a mere Restrictive Spirit Technique wouldn't have much effect on her. Of course, if it were in my hands, the situation would be completely different," Lin Xuan smiled.

"Of course, Young Master's abilities are not inferior to that witch, and now you've implanted a restriction on her. This treasure hunt should go smoothly."

"This is uncertain," Lin Xuan shook his head but didn’t look particularly relieved.

"The Black Python Lady also said there were two other Incarnation cultivators going to the Flagstaff Ancient Cave. I have no idea about their abilities..." Before Lin Xuan could finish, he suddenly stood up as if sensing something, and his left hand flicked out, revealing the black Restrictive Spirit Talisman in his palm.

A faint gray-white mist appeared at the center of the token, barely noticeable unless one had a stronger spirit sense than an Incarnation cultivator.

"Master, what's going on?" Yue'er asked curiously.

"It’s nothing. That witch played a small trick. She didn’t want to give up her soul willingly and made some adjustments when she did," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

"Oh, how do we handle this?"

"Don't worry, use the situation to your advantage. The tricks they play can only fool Condensation Core cultivators. As for me..." Lin Xuan smiled sarcastically as he put away the Restrictive Spirit Talisman.

Since it was too early, Lin Xuan wouldn’t alert them. He had no doubt that their disciples were monitoring him in secret.

Time passed quickly. Half a month had already passed since Lin Xuan arrived at the Black Python Valley. One day, while meditating in the painted boat, he suddenly felt a streak of fire flying through the window—a transmission talisman.

---

The next few days, the Black Python Lady did not appear again, and Lin Xuan remained obediently inside the painted boat without venturing out. Although everything seemed calm on the surface, there was undoubtedly someone watching him from afar. Time flew by, and before he knew it, more than half a month had passed since his arrival at the Black Python Valley. One day, while meditating in the painted boat, a streak of fire suddenly shot through the window—a transmission talisman.
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Lin Xuan's expression changed as he slowly opened his eyes. With a flick of his left hand, the flame light fell into his palm.

His spiritual awareness sank in... and after a moment, Lin Xuan slightly tightened his fingers, extinguishing the flame instantly.

"Finally here."

He murmured softly to himself. A green glow enveloped him as he transformed into a streak of lightning, leaving the boat and heading towards an observation pavilion on the mountain top.

The pavilion was small but elegantly designed. Inside, there were two figures chatting happily.

"Is it him?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise, quickly fading away. As they say, enemies make strange bedfellows. Lin Xuan had not expected to meet White Deer Immortal Child again at this place.

According to what he heard, the woman was an elder from Ann Ling Sect, known for her upright character. However, by the way she and Black Mamba Lady were talking so amiably, it seemed they had a deep bond.

But that wasn't strange; cultivators are often cold-hearted and disregard right and wrong. Their actions are driven solely by profit.

After landing his遁光 (flying light), Lin Xuan naturally pretended not to know them as he greeted the two middle-stage元婴期 (baby spirit stage) elders formally.

The Black Mamba Lady smiled warmly, as if no unpleasantness had ever occurred between them. She gestured with a hand in the air, "Friend Daoist, you needn't be so polite. Come, I'll introduce you to an esteemed person. This is the Supreme Elder of Ann Ling Sect, White Deer Venerable."

"Metreetings, Senior!"

Lin Xuan bowed deeply, adopting a look of utmost reverence. It was a normal reaction; middle-stage baby spirit cultivators are rare for ordinary condensation core cultivators.

White Deer Immortal Child nodded, his expression indifferent, revealing nothing about what he was thinking.

Lin Xuan paid no mind. High-ranking cultivators often maintain their dignity, which is perfectly normal. He stood aside, feigning a slightly nervous demeanor.

Time passed slowly.

It seemed not everyone had arrived yet, but as a cultivator, patience was in ample supply. After nearly half a day, the sky grew dark, and it looked like sunset. Suddenly, a large purple cloud drifted over from the horizon.

The cloud was enormous—covering at least several dozen acres, almost completely enveloping Drifting Cloud Valley.

Demon aura surged!

Not just Lin Xuan, but even White Deer Immortal Child's face changed, showing some surprise and anger. "Lady, what is this? Didn't you say there would be one more friend Daoist? Why has Kun Nan Old Demon replaced him?"

The mention of "Kun Nan Old Demon" made Lin Xuan's eyes narrow.

Today was full of coincidences; he hadn’t expected to encounter this old monster himself. A faint smile played on his lips as he recalled Ye Pin’er, a girl with an innate allure who had been one of the Five Demonic Cultivators but now lived in poverty and was bullied by a man named Jin.

Her master seemed to be that so-called Kun Nan Old Patriarch.

Although Lin Xuan didn't care much, out of caution, he had inquired about Kun Nan's background. In short, he was a demon cultivator at the middle-stage baby spirit level with sinister and unpredictable abilities. What left the deepest impression on people was his vicious and cruel personality... While the cultivation world was full of bloodshed, conflicts were usually for profit. This old fellow took pleasure in killing and tormenting the weak.

Not just low-grade cultivators, but even ordinary people wouldn't escape his wrath. His cruelty was so extreme that it bordered on ancient demons, causing shock among many.

He was often called the first demon head of Demon Spirit Island, with fear from him surpassing even the transformed creatures.

As they say, those who do evil will surely reap what they sow. Kun Nan Old Patriarch's unrestrained killing had also drawn some ire from various sects and families.

About a hundred years ago, he went berserk and massacred an entire village of ordinary people, leaving countless corpses scattered everywhere. This incident finally became...

a fuse.

In the eyes of these high-ranking cultivators, a few mortal lives might not matter much, but secular society was the foundation of the cultivation world. If all mortals were wiped out, it would be disastrous for the cultivation world...

So Kun Nan Old Patriarch stirred up public anger and was besieged by numerous cultivators, including several middle-stage baby spirit experts.

Everyone thought he was doomed to die, but his sinister abilities were indeed elusive and difficult to deal with. Though severely injured and nearly destroyed, he managed to escape from the siege.

However, more astonishingly, this old demon didn't disappear; instead, dragging his crippled body, he launched a massive retaliation against the sects that had besieged him.

It was said that he used some secret technique to temporarily suppress his injuries. Then, he targeted low-grade cultivators of those sects.

In just three days, nearly a thousand灵动期 (baby spirit stage) and筑基期 (foundation establishing stage) cultivators were exterminated.

When the secret technique reached its limit and his injuries flared up, he had to sacrifice his crippled body and let the baby spirit escape alone... This incident caused significant losses for those sects. However, when the middle-stage baby spirit elders vented their anger, they also secretly marveled at him.

If he had properly treated his injuries without seeking revenge, his body wouldn't have collapsed. Knowing this outcome, why did he still...

a madman. The vengeful nature of White Deer Immortal Child was truly terrifying.

Like a rabid dog, he would bite before dying.

But those sects lacked such resolve and will to fight Kun Nan Old Demon to the death. They preferred calculating gains and losses, making it clearly a losing business.

So, more than two decades later, when Kun Nan Old Demon successfully possessed another body and regained his full power, these sects no longer organized any attacks on him. It was as if nothing had happened between them; they shook hands in peace.

However, after this incident, although Kun Nan Old Demon remained cruel and bloodthirsty, he did show some restraint. In recent years, there were fewer reports of his actions against mortals.

As the first demon head of Demon Spirit Island, he was a lone wolf. It was surprising that Great Black Mamba had called him here; could there be any underlying issues between them?

White Deer Immortal Child's face darkened with obvious displeasure. "Haha, Venerable needn't be angry. Lady didn't lie on purpose. It's just that Daoist He encountered an unforeseen misfortune, so I had to change my mind and bring in Kun Nan Daoist."

"What? Daoist He is dead?" White Deer Immortal Child was shocked, his face showing disbelief.

"Let's discuss this later. Regardless, Kun Nan Old Demon has arrived, and his cultivation level far exceeds that of Daoist He. With his help, the success rate of our mission will increase significantly. Is it that you are afraid of this old demon?" The Black Mamba Lady smiled lightly as she spoke.
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Despite the treachery and deceit, the four finally set off smoothly. The outer cave's allure was too tempting for even an old monster of the Yuan婴 period to resist, and Kun Nan Old Monarch’s appearance differed from Lin Xuan’s imagination. On the surface, he seemed harmless, almost having a touch of divine and Taoist demeanor. As ancient sages once said, one cannot judge a person by their looks.

Following the lead of Black Mamba Lady, they headed north. It was already the fifteenth day since their departure.

At first, there were no issues, but as time passed, Lin Xuan began to feel some doubts. Not just him; even the other two old monsters of the Yuan婴 period seemed restless after these days.

One evening, as usual, the four收敛ed their light and slowly descended.

Finding the Qilin cave was not a one-day task, so they naturally wouldn't rush on this night. Besides, the妖灵 Island was full of dangers; maintaining ample magical energy was their top priority!

"Madam, I may be overstepping my bounds, but we should consider whether we are taking the wrong path. If we continue north, we will enter the icy desert," the White Deer Immortal Child sat cross-legged and suddenly spoke with some impudence.

"Yes, we came out to seek treasures together as per your request. We should work in unison, yet you have not revealed our destination for so many days. Is this a lack of sincerity?" another middle-aged man clad in brocade chimed in. This was Kun Nan Old Monarch, and his expression had already softened considerably.

Lin Xuan's face flickered with interest as he listened to these words, seemingly recalling something.

The world is vast, full of wonders; who says water and fire can't coexist? The majestic ice volcano appeared in Lin Xuan’s mind. Could it be that...

"Oh, if Immortal Lin seems to believe me now, did you also have a similar experience before?" Black Mamba Lady turned her head, looking somewhat surprised.

"Yes," there was no need to hide this. However, Lin Xuan didn't reveal everything; after some thought, he began explaining the important parts. "Several decades ago, I, as an unaffiliated cultivator in the mortal world, encountered a volcano of ice during my travels..."

"Ice and fire...," the White Deer Immortal Child was visibly moved.

"Yes, this mountain is several thousand feet high, crystal clear and pure, composed entirely of ice that never melts. Yet at its mouth lies a large cave with a diameter of over ten feet. Whenever it's active, it spews out scorching flames and lava," Lin Xuan described in great detail.

The two old monsters stared wide-eyed as he spoke. The world was full of wonders; they naturally believed Black Mamba Lady’s words now.

"So you also found such a place in the icy desert?" Kun Nan Old Monarch's expression had already softened considerably compared to before.

"Yes, it was about seven or eight years ago when I needed an owl's gallbladder for a medicinal formula that could enhance cultivation. You know how rare these things are; even on妖灵 Island, they can only be found in the icy desert at the far north. I had to travel thousands of miles just to find one," Black Mamba Lady explained.

"I searched the entire desert and spent nearly half a year before finally spotting an owl. But that little thing was incredibly slippery. Despite using several divine techniques, it managed to escape me. I didn’t want to give up; I chased after it for three days and nights until I accidentally discovered the Qilin ancient cave..."

"Chasing for three days and nights, did the owl keep running north?" The White Deer Immortal Child suddenly seemed to have an idea, his expression turning uneasy.

"Yes, it seems you guessed right. The Qilin ancient cave is indeed beyond Ice Spirit Peak," Black Mamba Lady frowned slightly, showing a hint of helplessness.

"Why didn’t you say so earlier?"

"Early or late, what difference does it make? Do you think I would back out just because we’re here?" the White Deer Immortal Child glared at her.

"Hmph, if I had said it early, how could you have backed out now?" Black Mamba Lady stared fiercely.

"Well," the White Deer Immortal Child turned green with anger. "What do you want to do? Do you plan on breaking up with me?"

"Enough! We can’t bicker here when we’ve lost all trace of our treasure. Qilin is an ancient spirit beast; its treasures must be extraordinary. We shouldn’t let this opportunity slip through our fingers," Kun Nan Old Monarch roared, his spiritual pressure surging.

The White Deer Immortal Child and Black Mamba Lady were taken aback but gradually regained their composure.

"Alright, White Immortal, I was also kept in the dark. Madam has made a mistake, but let me remind you that if the Qilin ancient cave isn’t north of Ice Spirit Peak, it would have been discovered by other cultivators long ago. As they say, one must enter the tiger’s den to catch its cub. You are an old monster; aren’t you willing to take some risks for a chance like this?"

"Uh," the White Deer Immortal Child was taken aback and his expression turned hesitant.

"White Immortal," Black Mamba Lady hesitated before bowing respectfully, "I apologize for not revealing it earlier. But the area north of Ice Spirit Peak isn’t as dangerous as rumored; otherwise, I would have perished there long ago."

This made sense to the White Deer Immortal Child, who alternated between fear and greed in his eyes. After a while, he finally resolved.

"Alright, I’ll join you for this adventure,"

"Haha, your choice is correct. I believe that whatever treasures we find inside will satisfy you," Black Mamba Lady smiled seductively.

"Hmph, Madam, put away your charms; they don’t work on me. But let me warn you, if you still have any secrets, reveal them now or else be prepared for my wrath next time," the White Deer Immortal Child frowned and hissed.

Black Mamba Lady remained unperturbed by this, her expression sheepish. "Don’t worry; I haven’t hidden anything besides that."

With these words, the three old monsters reached an agreement. Lin Xuan stood silently on one side, listening intently without missing a word. As he heard more, his frown deepened; there seemed to be some hidden agenda.

Only after they agreed did Lin Xuan speak coldly. "Madam, should you also explain what the icy desert and Ice Spirit Peak are? Your tone suggests that crossing that peak would be perilous."

"Have you never heard of the icy desert before, Immortal Lin? You’re right; it’s not a safe place for mortals, but we will protect your safety," Black Mamba Lady turned to him with a light-hearted smile.

"Madam, although I am only at the Neidan stage, this quest is still our seniors’ companion. Please be honest. I trust you; if you had wanted to back out, none of us would have allowed it. So please don’t hide anything more," Lin Xuan spoke sincerely.

"You’re right, he’s not very powerful but has a good mind. I like my juniors with courage and spirit. Madam, tell him everything about the icy desert. There’s no point in hiding anymore; knowing his surroundings will make this young man more cautious and avoid dying unnecessarily," Kun Nan Old Monarch spoke, though his tone was somewhat uncomfortable.

"Alright!" Black Mamba Lady nodded after some thought, then began to narrate to Lin Xuan.

The妖灵 Island, while a special place between the mortal world and the spirit realm, was vast. At its far north lay an uninhabited desert.

It covered about one hundred thousand miles, with extremely cold weather; snowflakes fell day and night throughout the year without interruption.

The harsh climate made it impossible for even cultivators to remain there long-term. However, not all life felt threatened; ice attribute beasts found paradise in this icy wasteland. High-ranking cultivators could only stay briefly but had no problem venturing into the icy desert for a short time. Many people came here to hunt and take the gallbladders of these beasts.

However, once you ventured more than ten thousand miles into the icy desert, there lay Ice Spirit Peak, which even old monsters dared not cross.
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"Ah, what wonders does the Ice Spirit Peak hold? Is it dangerous behind it?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and asked leisurely.

The old monsters present all wore expressions of bitter smiles. Even Black Python Lady swallowed a mouthful of saliva involuntarily.

Actually, not just her, even Kun Nan Old Ancestor, who was fearless in the face of heaven and earth, showed a hint of fear in his eyes.

"Not bad, the Ice Desert Wasteland is merely harsher conditions. High-stage cultivators don't really care about it," Black Python Lady said, but her voice inexplicably dropped at this point.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but mutter to himself, feeling quite surprised. What kind of desolate wilderness could make an婴灵期 monster act so cautiously?

"Never mind, old man here has some资料 on the Ice Spirit Peak's northern side. You can take it yourself."

The White Deer Youth suddenly stretched out his hand and tapped his storage bag before tossing a jade cylinder over to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate; he waved his sleeve and a milky white light霞 shot out, wrapping around the jade cylinder. He slowly sank his spirit into it.

This took only a cup of tea's time, but the three old monsters showed no signs of impatience, just waiting quietly by.

After a long while, Lin Xuan finally recovered his consciousness and slowly raised his head. His expression was equally grim.

The treasure hunt would be more difficult than expected this time around.

Indeed, the northern side of Ice Spirit Peak was an area where strangers were forbidden to enter. Legend had it that in ancient times, many spirit realm cultivators broke through the void due to unknown reasons and arrived here, fighting each other.

The brutal battles lasted for a long time until one side was utterly defeated and returned to the spirit realm.

However, as an ancient battlefield, the environment here had changed significantly. Some people believed it was because of the restrictions set by spirit realm cultivators, but that wasn't important now. After crossing Ice Spirit Peak, all items related to the five elements couldn't be used there.

In simple terms, in that place, any object associated with the five elements—be it talismans or magical treasures—couldn't function.

Even Old Ancestor Kun Nan could only rely on his own spiritual energy and fight with his body.

It was well known that cultivators could traverse heaven and earth, but their half of the divine powers required tools. Without them, they were like a toothless tiger, significantly weakened in power.

In contrast, the northern side of Ice Spirit Peak had an abundance of monsters. Unlike human cultivators, many beasts preferred to fight with their claws and fangs. Even some transformed creatures favored refining their bodies over using magical treasures. Thus, this unique environment didn't affect them much.

This was truly a paradise for the beastfolk; cultivators entering here would find themselves weaker and be easily slaughtered by monsters of the same rank.

After understanding these details, Lin Xuan's expression wasn't particularly pleasant.

As they say, wealth comes from danger. To form an immortal core, one must indeed endure numerous trials.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly, feeling depressed but not considering giving up. He had faced many storms on his journey into cultivation and was no longer afraid of anything.

The old monsters were pleased with Lin Xuan's reaction; he was a bold young man far superior to most condensation core cultivators.

There was nothing more said that night.

The next morning, the group set out again. Given the perilous path ahead, even the old monsters' expressions grew serious. Lin Xuan naturally didn't speak recklessly.

Thus, in silence, they flew faster than before without encountering any hindrances. Three days later, a vast expanse of snow-covered land came into view.

"This is the Ice Desert Wasteland?" Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly as he asked.

"Indeed," Black Python Lady nodded and led the way.

The other three exchanged glances, not daring to slack off, following closely behind.

The weather grew colder. The biting cold wind was unbearable for ordinary mortals in just a cup of tea's time. Although the cultivators had been through countless trials, they still found it hard to endure.

Lin Xuan's brows twitched as he formed hand seals and a faint green light curtain enveloped him, blocking out the frigid winds and low temperatures.

The three old monsters exchanged glances and no longer pretended to be high and mighty; they too activated their qi shields...

After flying for some time, Black Python Lady suddenly slowed her flight, stopping in mid-air. Her expression turned grim as she saw a large grayish-white cloud of monsters on the horizon, rapidly approaching.

"It's ice bats," White Deer Youth said with a hint of disappointment.

"Ice Bats?" Lin Xuan frowned. These creatures were known to exist in the mortal world too, though only as insignificant second-stage beasts. They lived in groups and were extremely combative, daring to provoke even stronger enemies.

They were nightmares for low-rank cultivators, but they didn't care about them. Kun Nan Old Ancestor's eyes flashed with a savage look as he shook his shoulder, expelling large amounts of black energy from his body. After the energy separated from him, it swirled and transformed into a massive monster.

This creature was several dozen feet long, resembling a tiger but with three differently sized heads.

"Go!"

Kun Nan Old Ancestor pointed at the cloud, and the monster charged towards it.

Black Python Lady and White Deer Youth exchanged glances but didn't attack. While ice bats were troublesome beasts, Kun Nan Old Ancestor's power was enough to easily handle them.

The loud crackling sound filled their ears as dozens of giant bats flew out from the cloud. Their fur was white, with wingspans exceeding two meters, sharp teeth and claws. More strangely, their eyes were unusually large and blood red.

Despite being low-rank beasts, they possessed several powerful secret techniques innately. The first few flying in front engaged the three-headed monster in combat. Despite the overwhelming numbers, Kun Nan Old Ancestor's power was formidable. With a swipe of his paws, he tore an ice bat in half. Then, turning his head, a black light column about as thick as his arm shot out from his mouth, piercing another two bats.

However, their同类 didn't scare them; instead, it triggered their ferocity, and they roared fiercely, charging forward together.
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Old Patriarch Kun Nan's brows furrowed with a pleased expression. He flicked his wrist, and a broken fan appeared in his hand.

Several thousand miles still separated them from Ice Spirit Peak, and the Five Elements materials were not restrained. Therefore, the treasure artifacts could still be used.

The fan was about a foot long, completely black. Even with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he couldn't determine what material it was made of.

But clearly, it wasn't an ordinary object!

"Quickly!" Old Patriarch Kun Nan pointed at him. The broken fan opened instantly, emitting dazzling light. A black whirlwind shot out upon a gentle wave.

The first few ice bats in the front were hit head-on by the whirlwind. Their screams echoed as their flesh and blood were consumed by it. Lin Xuan frowned; this old monster's technique seemed to have some resemblance to the Ghost Dao's divine power.

White Deer Taoist also showed concern, his expression more serious than before.

Old Patriarch Kun Nan's face lit up with excitement. He waved his hands, and a series of black whirlwinds emerged from the fan. In no time, dozens of beasts were slaughtered.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist truly has great divine power." The Black Python Lady smiled slightly, her tone awkward as she spoke, seemingly stunned by the other's impressive abilities.

"Just some trivial tricks." Old Patriarch Kun Nan waved his hand, and the broken fan returned to his palm.

After this interlude, they continued on their journey. However, after flying for only twenty miles, Lin Xuan suddenly became alert, turning around to look behind him.

"Daoist Fellow Lin, what's wrong?"

"It seems there are still beasts." Lin Xuan scratched his head, uncertainly speaking.

"Oh?"

The other old monsters stopped and released their divine senses, but found nothing. They all wore expressions of disbelief.

Although this young Lin was not bad, he was merely a condensation core stage cultivator. If they hadn't noticed anything amiss, how could he possibly sense any abnormalities?

"Boy, don't be overly suspicious. We haven't crossed Ice Spirit Peak yet. Even if we encounter transformed beasts, we have enough strength to deal with them. You shouldn't worry so much."

White Deer Taoist's expression turned displeased as a gray mist enveloped him, and he continued flying forward.

The other two old monsters shook their heads and flew away silently, clearly believing that Lin Xuan was overly nervous.

Seeing the others ignore him, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of disappointment. Instead, he quietly reached into his waist pouch and tapped on it.

Silver light flashed, and a bee-like creature appeared before him.

Lin Xuan's lips moved as he whispered a spell. He extended his right index finger, which began to glow after a moment. A thin green light emerged from the tip of his finger, circling Lin Xuan once before darting into the jade-robed bee's head.

Lin Xuan stopped chanting and looked relieved. This was a secret technique; it was as if he had possessed the jade-robed bee. After completing everything, he transformed into a clear streak of light, speeding up to chase after the old monsters.

Meanwhile, the jade-robed bee flapped its wings silently and vanished in the thick snow.

When everyone left, a cloud slowly drifted over from the distant horizon. From the outside, it looked like an ordinary white cloud, emitting no trace of demonic energy.

However, when it dispersed, two humanoid figures were revealed inside.

The one on the left was exceptionally tall, almost three meters high, wearing rough cloth clothing. His face resembled that of a human, but his most striking feature was a long nose and two large, snow-white fangs that protruded from his mouth, each about a foot long.

This appearance, while not definitively identifying him as any particular beast, suggested he had some relation to the ancient mammoth-like elephants of the primeval era. Generally, such creatures were incredibly strong in melee combat, rivaling dragons.

The female on the right was more animalistic than human.

Upon closer inspection, she was indeed alluring, with a slender waist and ample breasts, her skin as white as jade. She wore only a tight bodice that revealed her navel, making her look extremely bold. At first glance, one might think this woman, if not too ugly, would be an extraordinary beauty.

However, upon further inspection, the situation became awkward. Her body was human-like, but her head remained distinctly beastly. Such a combination in transformed beasts was rare.

"Brother Elephant, while ice deserts and wastelands occasionally see humans, three old immortals of cloud essence appearing together is unusual. Could they have found something valuable here?" The female with the tiger head licked her lips, her eyes sparkling with intelligence. They were no less intelligent than humans, and this female had correctly guessed the key to the situation.

"Hmm, three cloud essence immortals are indeed different from ordinary beings. It's possible these guys stumbled upon a treasure without meaning to. However, we don't have time for their affairs now. The Snow Fox clan just gave birth to their princess, who has already sent out invitations. Don't say the Ice Spirit Wasteland; even transformed beasts in other regions are likely to come to congratulate them. There are rumors that the Poison Dragon King of Southern Border and the Eyeless Old Patriarch from the West might personally attend." What a Poison Dragon King or an Eyeless Old Patriarch, they were all late-stage great beasts. Would they really come? Although Snow Fox King is also late-stage, he only had one daughter. How could he mobilize such a large force?

The tiger female couldn't help exclaiming in surprise.

"Hmph, how would you know? The Snow Fox King has several children, but this little princess is different. It's said she was born with three tails."

"What?"

The tiger female was stunned. It was well-known that the strength of foxes depended heavily on their number of tails—three-tailed demon foxes, six-tailed spirit foxes, and nine-tailed celestial fox.

A celestial fox was a creature from the heavenly realm, while in the spiritual realm, a six-tailed spirit fox was already a formidable king. As for the lower world, Snow Fox King, as a late-stage transformed beast, had just grown three tails.

Of course, this didn't mean that the newborn princess had late-stage strength; three tails represented her cultivation potential.

Just like cultivators with different spiritual roots, being born with three tails was far beyond a holy spirit root. It was said that in the spiritual realm, even a six-tailed spirit fox king was only born with three tails.
很重要的通知（免费）

Sorry, recently something happened at home, and I've been busy with it. My mood hasn't been great either, so the updates have been unstable these few days. I apologize to everyone. I thought everything was sorted out yesterday, but today...

Anyway, let's not get into specifics, but today is definitely coming to an end. So please rest assured; starting tomorrow, Little Brother will focus on writing and resume regular updates. For the work I've fallen behind on these few days, if there's time, I'll try my best to make it up. Special apologies for this.

So sometimes, when a ledger can't reveal something, using another method might show the problem?

Even with the Four-Fragmented Fruit in his possession, which allows him to remain immortal and indestructible, the sudden impact was still so severe that it made his meridians feel as if they were about to rupture.

When they were escorted into the Yizhou City courthouse, some of the soldiers were quite dissatisfied. Although today's guests were all close relatives, there were around twenty people present.沫沫's behavior was causing everyone in the Lu family to look embarrassed.

Han Xi Yun tried to avoid it but was directly tackled by Chu Jiang Li, leaving her and the group of black-clothed people caught off guard.

Qin Zhen knew why Guo Sun declined; he himself was a complete failure in life and couldn't even take care of an adopted son.

During this time, Qin Zhen slept at Versailles Palace, taking advantage of the opportunity to thoroughly admire Qinyan's body, which was somewhere between youthful and mature. He took a nice bath and went straight to bed, sleeping until morning.

Last night, after walking for half a day with the help of a sled, they arrived near an automobile in just ten or twenty minutes.

The Ancient Holy Body had a stable dantian as solid as a rock, as hard as divine iron. It required sufficient medicinal pills to open it up.

When he grew old, his luck ran out; for future generations, things became troublesome. After several generations, when he looked around at the young people, eight out of ten were already elders.

However, not far from Ning Fan, none dared to approach him because they sensed an extremely terrifying aura emanating from him.

I took a deep breath and felt the warmth in the gazes behind me, as if I was a squid on a hot iron plate.

My words were interrupted when I turned around. There stood the old man again, holding the Soul-Exposing Lamp at the door, staring at us without expression.

Liu Xuan Xuan directly flew to an enemy's side and raised her long sword, sending massive剑气 towards the evil ghost camp, knocking one of them unconscious.

"Now we're just waiting. My people are trying to gather information; for now, let's not think about it too much. As long as we prepare, we can start dealing with my cousin. We must make sure he can't翻身," Mo Han said viciously.

We walked over to the grave of Old Master Zhao, and there was a large circle of blood around it, along with chewed-up dog fur and broken bones.

When his eyes opened again, the words 'If he's gone, the Heavenly Banner Army will be gone too' reached his ears.

Immediately, the U.S. President transferred three billion dollars to Ye Qing's account. After checking with Silly Girl, Ye Qing confirmed that it had all arrived. If the U.S. President became his slave in the future, wouldn't he have a steady stream of wealth?

Qian An heard this and her heart couldn't take it; she rushed out, got into a car, and headed to City Third Hospital.

Otherwise, if the villagers saw her, she would really be unable to wash away her guilt even by jumping into the Yellow River.

Bailan was still unhappy that Wen Shu returned safely but immediately looked uncomfortable when she touched Jiang Yan.

When the Cloud-Climbing Vine flew down from Yunhe and landed, growing wildly until it became a massive vine with a diameter of tens of millions of kilometers.

She feared losing to an outsider who had no experience in musical performances in public.
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Such a talented and beautiful individual would be rare even in the Spirit Realm, making it a once-in-a-thousand-years occurrence. No wonder King Snow Fox valued her so much; if she could maintain her composure and diligently cultivate after growing up, transforming into a human form would be effortless for her. In fact, with enough luck, she might even pass through the Separation Realm and ascend to the Spirit Realm.

As they say, when the water rises, the boat goes higher. With such a prodigy in their ranks, the Snow Fox Clan's future prosperity is just around the corner...

The female demon's face was filled with shock as her expression remained agitated for quite some time. After about an incense stick’s worth of time had passed, she finally swallowed her saliva and said, "So, we really can't miss this grand gathering of the Snow Fox Clan."

Indeed, even if those human cultivators discover something valuable, we don’t have the luxury to get sidetracked now," the elephant demon nodded, showing a touch of regret.

"Perhaps not. Husband, haven’t you noticed that their route is somewhat peculiar?"

The female demon suddenly spoke with a sinister tone as she furrowed her brows.

"Oh, you mean..." The rough and ugly face of the elephant demon also showed signs of contemplation.

"Yes, they have already traveled over seven thousand li into the icy desert, yet there’s no sign that they intend to turn back. They are still heading north," the female demon said as she patted her chest.

"Could it be that they really plan to cross Ice Spirit Peak? That’s impossible; once inside, they won’t be able to use any of the Five Elements tools, and their strength will suffer a significant hit. How could human cultivators dare take such risks?"

"That may not necessarily be true," said the elephant demon with a hint of excitement fading from his face. "As the saying goes, man for money, bird for food. If there’s enough temptation, they might just risk it. After all, they have three Core Formation Stage cultivators; even without their treasures, their combined strength is formidable."

"But what then?" The elephant demon's expression of excitement gradually subsided.

"Brother, don’t worry, let me explain. We don’t need to wait for them to search for the treasure. If those human cultivators cross Ice Spirit Peak, we can strike immediately. Although they have a numerical advantage, they cannot use their Five Elements treasures. That Core Formation Stage youth is insignificant; with just two of us, we can handle three Core Formation Stage experts. We only need to capture one alive and perform the Soul-Plucking Technique to learn their intentions. This won’t take long, and knowing where the treasure is, we can attend the Snow Fox Clan’s grand gathering first before searching for it."

"Brilliant sister! This plan truly benefits us in both aspects. But there's a condition: they must cross Ice Spirit Peak; otherwise, with just two of us, we won’t be able to handle three Core Formation Stage experts," the elephant demon finally agreed.

"Brother is right. Even if they aren't searching for treasure, it doesn’t matter. For our demonic race, the golden cores and essence bodies of high-stage cultivators are great sources of nourishment; consuming them would significantly boost our cultivation," said the female demon as she licked her lips with a savage glint in her eyes.

"Alright, let’s follow them for a while longer. Based on their route, we can decide whether to act or not." The elephant demon then opened his mouth and expelled countless white demonic mists that enveloped both of them, transforming them back into a cloud. They slowly drifted forward as the snowflakes continued to fall.

Meanwhile, an iridescent jade bee with colorful wings flew up into the air. Lin Xuan’s fragmentary consciousness had already heard their plan and was now heading back to his main body.

However, just after flying for about a li, a stone suddenly moved and rolled several times before transforming into a white lizard-like demon creature, measuring over ten feet in length, exuding icy coldness.

This was a second-stage monster. Although its rank wasn’t high, it had the innate ability to mimic its surroundings, adept at disguising itself as stones to hunt prey. It particularly enjoyed devouring strange insects and was not afraid of the jade bee’s primitive aura; instead, he was delighted.

With an extended tongue, he wrapped around the jade bee before swallowing it whole.

The lizard licked his lips in satisfaction but soon showed signs of pain, rolling on the icy ground as a dark aura appeared on his cheeks. With a final kick, all signs of life vanished.

The jade bee was indeed extremely toxic!

However, this insect also perished; being an immature larva, it was still quite fragile. As they say, plans are made by man but success depends on heaven. Even in the cultivation world, there were many unexpected and random events...

Thus, the jade bee’s demise went unnoticed by the two transformed creatures, yet through sheer luck, both perished together.

Of course,祸兮福所伏,福兮祸所依 (misfortune can turn into fortune, and fortune can turn into misfortune). For Lin Xuan, it was unclear whether this was good or bad. However, one thing was certain: the loss of his fragmentary consciousness was not a pleasant experience for him; he grimaced in pain.

"Comrade Lin, what’s wrong?" The black python lady turned her head and asked with surprise.

"Not much," replied Lin Xuan as he took a deep breath, regaining his composure. "Lin has an old ailment that flares up when exposed to cold environments."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan reached into his storage pouch and pulled out an jade bottle, uncorked it, and swallowed a pill.

The black python lady was half-believing but didn’t press further.

Despite appearing calm on the surface, Lin Xuan’s heart was filled with suspicion. The loss of his fragmentary consciousness indicated some unknown danger. Although he had a bad feeling about it, he didn’t inform the old experts; otherwise, his cultivation level might have been compromised.

As they say,祸兮福所伏 (misfortune can turn into fortune), and as for good fortune, one cannot escape it. For Lin Xuan, the Celestial Dust Pill was worth risking everything.

All he could do was be more cautious on their journey.

After about two hours, their flight slowed down, revealing a massive ice mountain before them.

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but show surprise at this sight. With a rough scan of his divine sense, the mountain turned out to be over ten thousand feet high, and even its midsection was shrouded in misty clouds.
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Despite only hearing the two old monsters mention it, Lin Xuan was no longer surprised by the seemingly natural wonders before him.

What a magnificent peak!

However, there was no time for him to linger in admiration. The Black Mamba Lady waved her hand, transforming into a dazzling streak of light that shot forward.

The White Deer Immortal Boy's eyes flashed with hesitation but he finally stomped his foot and followed closely behind.

Kun Nan the Ancestor then spun around, enveloped by a large cloud of demonic energy as he flew swiftly towards the peak.

Lin Xuan sighed. This was the watershed; once he crossed this peak, he would no longer be able to use the Five Elements treasures, significantly weakening his power. But there was no choice now.

Turning back, Lin Xuan swept his divine sense over the area behind him. His figure grew smaller and eventually vanished into the clouds.

From afar, a grayish fog appeared.

As the mist dispersed, two demons revealed their excited faces.

"Brother, my sister's guess is correct. They are indeed bold enough to attempt crossing the Ice Spirit Peak," said one demon.

"Haha, this is what happens when you sow your own seeds of destruction. We must hurry and catch up. On the other side, there will be many transformed-period cultivators attending the Snow Fox Clan’s gathering. We can't let our prey slip through our fingers," the demon with a snarling expression rubbed his hands together.

The female demon agreed without hesitation. The two monsters merged into a streak of light and flew forward.

Ice Spirit Peak was towering and imposing, an insurmountable barrier for mortals. But as cultivators, they easily reached its other side in no time.

It was still an endless expanse of ice plains. Gazing to the horizon, everything was covered in silver snowflakes falling from the sky.

The snow here had reportedly never stopped for a million years. The ice layer beneath their feet was over ten thousand feet thick and incredibly hard.

Such an environment was ideal for ice attribute demons to cultivate.

The Snow Fox Clan resided deep within these icy plains!

---

Snow foxes might not seem like formidable creatures, but they possessed the bloodline of the ancient Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox. Although it was very thin, this made them no less significant; they were naturally skilled in illusions. The Snow Fox King was a late-stage demon.

Fortunately, according to the Black Mamba Lady, the ancient Qilin cave they sought was remote and hidden, not within the Snow Fox Clan's territory.

Lin Xuan looked at the desolate plains before him with a puzzled expression. During the Primordial Era, many powerful spirit realm cultivators had fought here.

The environment had been damaged due to the intense battles, making it impossible to use Five Elements treasures. But why wasn't he feeling any hindrance?

Could this be a legend in error?

Lin Xuan frowned and couldn’t resist testing his luck. He extended his hand, tapped his storage bag, and summoned a divine sword.

A flash of white light, the sword flew above his head. However, before Lin Xuan could rejoice, he felt his connection to the treasure severed by an unknown force.

The flying sword fell like ordinary iron.

Lin Xuan sighed, picked it up, and re-stowed it in his storage bag.

The four adjusted their breathing and continued forward with caution. They each employed concealment techniques, for if they encountered demons here, things would get complicated quickly.

But after only a short while, behind them, demonic energy surged suddenly. A white cloud appeared on the horizon, racing towards them at incredible speed.

Despite being several miles away, Lin Xuan and his companions couldn’t miss such a commotion.

Kun Nan's face changed as he abruptly halted his flight. Zhou Yan also looked uncertainly back.

"Bad news, transformed-period demons are coming, and there are two of them," the White Deer Immortal Boy clenched his fists, his expression turning pale.

"How is this possible? We just crossed Ice Spirit Peak, yet we've already encountered such a monster. Moreover, it seems they have targeted us. Could it be that we were being watched all along?" The Black Mamba Lady covered her mouth in disbelief and exclaimed.

"Hmph, what good does it do to talk now? Two transformed-period demons; even if they can use their treasures, defeating them won't be easy for us here," Kun Nan the Ancestor said, also at a loss.

What should we do?

---

Staying to fight might not result in defeat but the chances of winning were slim. The longer this dragged on, the more likely other demons would join the fray.

"We can't face them head-on. Let's split up and escape. We'll meet again later," the White Deer Immortal Boy proposed a feasible plan.

"That could work," Kun Nan nodded.

"Hmph, you two friends think it’s so easy. You are all mid-stage cultivators, skilled in evasion; escaping won’t be an issue. But what about me and this Lin boy? Without us, even if you know the location of the Qilin ancient cave, you can't open its door," the Black Mamba Lady retorted.

"What do you suggest?" The White Deer Immortal Boy reluctantly admitted she had a point.

"Splitting up to escape is fine. I’ll take this Lin boy with me, but you two must hold off our pursuers for at least half an hour."

"That…" Both old monsters exchanged glances, their faces showing reluctance.

"Hmph, you two only want the treasures without offering any effort. Remember, we need all four of us to break through the ancient cave’s restrictions. With your abilities, even if you can’t use your treasures, fleeing alone should be enough to keep those transformed-period demons at bay."

No foxes without entering their den. Thinking about the potential benefits, the two mid-stage Immortal Monads finally nodded.

Of course, this was due to their confidence in their evasion skills and belief that they could escape unimpeded.

Seeing them agree, the Black Mamba Lady's expression lit up as she quickly took out an jade tube scroll and hastily drew a crude map inside. "Thank you for your assistance; we will meet here at noon tomorrow."

Throwing the jade tube scroll to the two old monsters, she didn’t waste any time. Her astonishing spiritual energy rose into the sky, transforming into a demonic wind that enveloped Lin Xuan before flying forward.

Throughout this, Lin Xuan remained silent, allowing them to make their arrangements. Being low-key had its advantages; for instance, strong enemies would be left to these old fellows to deal with.

"Hmph, you think you can run!"

Inside the demon cloud, the elephant demon let out a strange roar and unleashed his full speed in flight.

Though reluctant, the two old monsters could only intercept him halfway.
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To stall for time?

The spirit beasts at the Transformed Form stage had already developed intelligence, not inferior to that of humans in terms of intellect. After a brief hesitation between the two beasts, they understood the intentions of these two middle-stage old monsters.

This wouldn't do; their goal was to capture them all at once.

"Dear sister, let me handle these two old fellows. You go after those who got away," said the black python lady.

"Good idea!"

The female beast had no objections. Although she was only in the early Transformed Form stage, here and now, dealing with a Female Immortal of the Core Formation stage and another Condensation Core cultivator posed no problem for her.

With a delicate giggle, the grayish-white cloud split into two halves. One of them turned around and tried to detour around the two old monsters.

Though unwilling, they had promised the black python lady, so they couldn't help but intervene. The elephant beast moved faster.

A look of ferocity appeared in its eyes as it opened its mouth wide, releasing a pitch-black light that shot forward like a flying sword, cutting down towards the White Deer Youth.

Meanwhile, he shifted his body and approached another old monster, swinging its head to reveal an elephant trunk that wrapped around the opponent's neck like a giant snake.

Kun Nan Rock Ancestor was furious. With a cruel smile on his face, his left hand suddenly elongated into a curved blade a yard long as bone marrow exploded in his palm.

Although they couldn't use Five Elements treasures here, as spirit beasts, they could still use techniques that transformed their bodies into spirits.

The White Deer Youth wasn't about to show weakness. He exhaled and shot out a greenish-black mist from his mouth. The cloud was only the size of an egg, coalescing without dispersing, interweaving with the gray light emitted by the elephant beast, creating a balanced standoff.

Despite being outnumbered, the elephant beast remained unscathed. The two Core Formation old monsters were alarmed but couldn't help them. They could only watch as the smaller cloud passed by to chase after the black python lady.

Of course, if they played it for all they were worth, they might still be able to stop her.

But the elephant beast was far more formidable than expected, and with that female spirit beast joining in, a two-on-two fight left them uncertain of their escape.

While treasures were tempting, they weren't worth risking their lives over.

After weighing their options, the two made a pragmatic choice. Whether Black Python Lord or Lin Xuan could escape would depend on their own abilities.

On another side,

Black Python Lady's character was irrelevant for now. As an old Core Formation monster, she moved at incredible speed when fully exerting herself. In just a short time, she had traveled nearly a hundred miles.

Relieved, she wiped the sweat from her forehead, only to be startled by a sharp crackling sound.

"Bad news!"

Black Python Lady's expression changed dramatically as she turned around hurriedly. Far off in the distance, another gray cloud appeared, faster than before.

Damn it! She had agreed to hold them back for two incense sticks' time.

Black Python Lord was both shocked and angry but couldn't curse his companions at this moment. His body shimmered with spiritual energy as he sped up even more.

The icy plains stretched endlessly under the snow-covered sky, with two streaks of different colors flying swiftly in front and behind each other.

You can run? Good luck!

The female spirit beast's face was filled with mockery. As she said, Black Python Lady used all her strength but the gap between them kept narrowing.

Firstly, they couldn't use Five Elements treasures here; relying solely on their spiritual energy for flight was much slower. Secondly, she wasn't alone—she had Lin Xuan by her side, which affected her speed significantly.

Seeing that time was running out, Black Python Lady's eyes flashed with a savage look. She suddenly threw Lin Xuan backward, clearly intending to sacrifice him to save herself.

She had kept the location of the Qilin Ancient Cave secret all along. Even if this treasure hunt failed, she could start over from scratch.

Though unwilling, as an old Core Formation monster, she knew when to make tough decisions. She would leave her life behind but not without resources.

And Lin Xuan was sacrificed like a pawn on the chessboard.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle at his predicament. If he were just a regular Condensation Core cultivator, it would be a hopeless situation.

However, he wasn't surprised. In the world of cultivation, abandoning comrades for personal gain was common practice.

Black Python Lady's intention wasn't merely to slow down their escape; she deliberately threw Lin Xuan towards the cloud to draw some attention and buy herself more time to flee.

This woman had sinister intentions. However, Lin Xuan wouldn't let her have it so easily.

He furrowed his brows as he channeled his magical power, preparing to reveal his true strength.

But the female spirit beast was fast. The cloud flashed, doubling its speed and approaching Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan squinted, showing a surprised expression. Her body looked like that of an ordinary human woman, but her head was that of a man—how bizarre!

The female spirit beast ignored him, pointing at Black Python Lord with a casual flick of her finger before continuing to chase after the black python lady.

While the cultivation essence of a cultivator's Golden Core was valuable, it couldn't compare to an old Core Formation monster. She intended to capture both Black Python Lord and Lin Xuan together.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he didn't dodge but fell into a coma under her spiritual energy.

Hmph, just a Condensation Core cultivator—nothing special.

The female spirit beast's face lit up with satisfaction as she passed by Lin Xuan to chase after Black Python Lady.

Soon, the two streaks of light disappeared in the distance. However, instead of remaining unconscious, Lin Xuan sat up and dispelled the restrictions placed on him.

"Master, what should we do now?" Mo'er's voice echoed in his ears.

"It's simple," said Lin Xuan as he turned into an inconspicuous streak of light, cautiously flying forward.

Black Python Lady's plan to sacrifice a pawn for her own safety had failed. She was both anxious and angry but continued running, hoping to shake off the pursuers. However, this was impossible; the female spirit beast's speed was faster. After some time, the gray cloud finally caught up with her.
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Facing the妖云 that blocked her path, Black Mamba Lady's face turned ashen. Her eyes revealed a hint of panic.

But she was still an advanced元婴 cultivator, and after a brief adjustment of breath, she managed to calm herself down.

At this moment, she must not lose composure. As they say, it is better to be safe than sorry; even if she couldn't command the Five Elements artifacts, she wasn't without any chance of victory.

Looking at the female monster with a leopard's head, Black Mamba Lady sighed. She slightly circulated her qi within and instantly exuded an astonishing spiritual pressure. Her exposed skin, face, neck, and abdomen all sprouted dense scales that were as black as ink.

These scales were only about the size of fingernails, forming a strange armor when they clung together.

The female monster frowned, her expression growing more serious.

"Your ladyship has no grudge against me. Why does this gentleman persist in pressing me?" Black Mamba Lady waved her hand and spoke slowly.

"Humph! Humans are our eternal enemies. We fight each other; do we need a reason?"

"That's true, but whether human or monster, life is precious. I am an advanced元婴 cultivator. Do you really believe that you can surely defeat me? Even if you win, it might not be worth the injuries," Black Mamba Lady tried to use her eloquence to defuse the situation.

However, the demon did not budge. In terms of cultivation level, she was evenly matched with the other party, but here, she had full confidence in winning.

Have you ever seen a lion intimidated by a sheep?

The other party merely wanted to extort something!

Moreover, her realm had reached the early stage of狈阶, and she was just one step away from breakthrough. But the path to immortality was arduous; this small distance proved insurmountable for her, having been stuck at this bottleneck for decades.

For demons, an advanced元婴 cultivator's essence core was a great treasure. If she could consume it, she might break through.

Based on this reason, she had no intention of letting the other party go.

The female monster extended its tongue and licked its lips, revealing a hint of greed in its eyes.

Black Mamba Lady's expression grew even more grim. Having lived for centuries, she had seen many ups and downs; knowing that words would not sway the demon, she decided to strike first.

Raising her slender palm, the black aura condensed around it, surging into a monstrous two-headed mamba about eight or nine feet long. With a vicious snarl, it lunged at the other party.

The female monster showed no respect; with a flick of its hands, a crescent-shaped blade of cold light shot out from her palms.

It was a moonblade!

With a flash, the monstrous snake was split in two.

But the black aura flashed again, and the mamba's corpse revived, transforming into two smaller ones. The female monster was taken aback by this unexpected turn but immediately opened its mouth to spit out a dark red gem about the size of a dragon's eye, emitting a faint fragrance.

Was that a demon core?

Black Mamba Lady's expression changed. She couldn't use the Five Elements artifacts here, but demon cores were part of their essence and thus not restricted.

After centuries of refinement by demons, these cores could rival cultivators'命魂 treasures in power.

No time for the other party to cast spells!

A determined look flashed across Black Mamba Lady's face as she glared at the other party with malice. She pointed her left arm and a burst of swordlight emerged, slicing off her entire left hand at the shoulder.

Blood splattered everywhere, leaving the demon speechless. The other party had actually self-mutilated?

Even an advanced元婴 cultivator like Black Mamba Lady felt excruciating pain as she lost her entire arm.

But this woman didn't hesitate; with her right hand, she drew a strange talisman in mid-air and then gritted her teeth to expel some essence qi.

The talisman absorbed the essence qi and grew larger before vanishing into her severed arm.

"Quickly!"

Black Mamba Lady pointed at her left arm. A series of crackling sounds filled the air as black aura emerged, enveloping the severed hand. Inside, blood and flesh were rapidly changing.

What kind of divine power was this?

The female monster frowned, hesitating to attack for a moment.

Meanwhile, despite losing an arm, Black Mamba Lady's expression became more composed.

She had meticulously planned for this treasure hunt over a long period and deeply understood the dangers here. How could she have no preparation at all?

Indeed, while repelling Five Elements artifacts, she wasn't without tricks. For instance, part of her body could be transformed into monsters through secret techniques.

Such secrets were already known among cultivators of evil paths. Unfortunately, finding a similar technique on this demon spirit island was not easy. Black Mamba Lady had to exert great effort to find a cultivator who had traversed here over a hundred years ago.

This cultivator was only at the foundation stage but was the illegitimate son of a major sect's patriarch and thus learned some excellent techniques. After absorbing him, she used soul probing to extract his knowledge.

With this secret technique in hand, Black Mamba Lady dared to come to this icy plain without hesitation.

Of course, originally, she didn't intend to use it unless absolutely necessary, as self-mutilation was painful. But now, with the demon's core revealed, Black Mamba Lady couldn't hide her strength.

After all, a severed arm versus sex—any fool could see which was more important.

With incantations, Black Mamba Lady continuously infused essence qi into her severed arm until the black aura stopped surging and a monstrous snake emerged, raising its head and staring fiercely at the female monster without backing down.

The female monster's contempt gradually faded. She hadn't expected such an unusual technique; she needed to be more cautious now.

The air became thick with tension as a new battle was about to begin.

Hundreds of feet away, a young man silently hid behind a large ice rock.

It was Lin Xuan!

At this distance, Lin Xuan couldn't make a sound and had already run the Silent Qi Technique to its limit.

"Young Master, are you really not going to intervene?" Yue'er asked curiously.

"Why should I?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer.
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"Perhaps we need to find the Qilin Fire Vein. If Lady Black Mamba perishes, wouldn't that make all our efforts on the Heavenly Dust Pill in vain?" Moon's face showed a look of confusion.

"Stupid girl, I must obtain the Fire Vein, but for now, there’s no need to interfere. When and how much to intervene—these subtleties are naturally clear to me," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Oh!"

Moon had always trusted Lin Xuan. Seeing him so confident, she didn't dare to speak out of turn.

On the other side, Lady Black Mamba finally made her move. After all, this was the domain of beasts and demons; the longer they delayed, the less advantageous it would be for herself. Even if she couldn’t defeat the female demon in front of her, she had to make her suffer a bit so that she might have an opportunity to escape.

Lady Black Mamba stretched out her hand and lightly tapped forward. The silver-horned mamba immediately opened its mouth and spat out a jet of dark black demonic mist. It seemed slow but was actually quick, drifting towards the female demon.

Was it poisonous?

Or did it contain some other divine power?

The leopard-headed female demon frowned and didn't intend to clash head-on. Her figure flashed, and she mysteriously vanished from her original spot.

"What's this?"

Lady Black Mamba's face paled as she realized that Windevasion technique was in play; wasn’t the opponent still a regular transformed beast?

Timefang had actually mastered such an enigmatic divine technique.

Windevasion technique, simply put, was somewhat akin to instant teleportation. While not as refined, it was no small feat—utilizing the power of wind from the Five Elements, one could swiftly move over short distances at speeds that would leave people speechless.

Lady Black Mamba had only heard about this before and couldn't afford to be careless now. With a wave of her jade hand, a layer of pink protective shield appeared around her body.

"Trick!"

A flash of red light revealed a giant bald eagle. Its talons were like iron hooks. The protective shield flickered but finally held off the eagle's attack.

The eagle flapped its wings and sat in mid-air, transforming into the leopard-headed female demon again.

This time, not only Lady Black Mamba, but Lin Xuan himself was left speechless.

More astonishing developments were to come.

The female demon looked at the halted protective shield with a sneer. She raised her head, letting out an angry roar as her body transformed once more.

It had been an eagle just now, and now it had become a massive three-zhang bear. A creature of many transformations!

Lady Black Mamba's face was filled with shock; she felt a bitter taste in her mouth.

The term "creature of many transformations" might be unfamiliar to few today but was renowned in ancient times. Legend had it that a million years ago, there existed a strange beast called Banzhu, which could mimic other beasts, from insignificant demon wolves to celestial dragons and phoenixes.

Today, such creatures no longer roamed the mortal realm.

Could this female demon actually have Banzhu's bloodline?

Lady Black Mamba was taken aback by this thought. If so, things would be much more complicated.

The bear didn't give her time to ponder; it pounced forward, raising its giant palm and striking the protective shield with a forceful blow.

Lady Black Mamba felt a sweet taste in her throat as blood surged through her chest. If she continued like this, she might die for sure.

A determined look flashed across her eyes. She had no choice but to take a risk.

She inputted some of her essence energy into the protective shield while summoning a spirit beast pouch from her waist and firing off a spell with a flick of her fingers.

The bag's mouth opened, and a large cloud of demonic mist emerged.

With a flapping sound, dozens of colorful giant moths flew out. They were about the size of a palm and highly toxic.

"Ah, Drive Object Technique?"

Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face; it seemed Lady Black Mamba had indeed spent considerable effort for this treasure hunt.

Due to Yu Luo Shui, Lin Xuan was familiar with ancient insects, and these colorful poisonous moths, while not particularly ferocious, could rank among the top two hundred in the list of strange creatures.

"Master, I don't understand…" As Lin Xuan pondered, Moon suddenly spoke unexpectedly.

"What's wrong?"

"I've seen Lady Black Mamba’s appearance; this female demon is greedy and likes to indulge herself. Her divine techniques are indeed exceptional, but I’ve never heard that she excels in driving insects."

"Really?" Hearing Moon, Lin Xuan fell into deep thought. It was well known that while the Drive Insect Technique had great power, it wasn’t something one could master overnight; raising strange insects required time.

According to Lady Black Mamba, she discovered the Qilin ancient cave only a few years ago. Where did she get these colorful poisonous moths?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but quickly shook his head. Now wasn't the time for such thoughts.

Lady Black Mamba pointed her finger, and the toxic moths fiercely attacked their opponent. With a flap of its wings, the multicolored poison powder drifted away.

The female demon recognized the threat; she shook her body, enveloping herself in a large cloud of demonic energy, giving up on attacking the protective shield for now.

Taking advantage of this respite, Lady Black Mamba took a deep breath. Guided by her divine consciousness, the silver-horned giant mamba that had transformed from her severed arm darted forward and spat out a fire column as thick as an adult's forearm.

The fire column grew rapidly after leaving its mouth, then began to transform. Flames flashed, and countless red needles appeared in mid-air, dense like raindrops…

Infant Fire Transformed into Needles?

The female demon's eyes showed shock; this was a high-grade Earth-class spell that should only be used by late-stage cultivators. But Lady Black Mamba, using the giant mamba transformed from her severed arm, had actually employed it.

In alarm, she tried to transform into a black tortoise but was already fully occupied by the flying colorful moths.

Puff, puff, puff…

The needles rained down, easily dispersing her protective demonic energy and piercing through the female demon's flesh.

A painful scream echoed in their ears, sharp and full of malice.

"Master, what about this creature of many transformations? This female demon isn't that impressive."

"It’s not strange," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and said slowly. "Banzhu is indeed an ancient beast, but this female demon probably only inherited a very thin bloodline, able to mimic lower-grade beasts at most. Why doesn’t she transform into a dragon?"

Lin Xuan nodded. "But Lady Black Mamba truly deserves praise; despite not using any treasure artifacts, she managed to gain the upper hand with such thorough preparations. Master, do you think she can win?"

"It’s hard to say," Lin Xuan said as he didn't want to make rash judgments before the battle was over.

The Infant Fire Transformed into Needles had inflicted a significant blow on the female demon, but it wasn’t fatal. The giant bear roared and smashed its massive palm, crushing several of the moths to dust.

Then, with a shake of its body, it transformed back into an eagle, using Windevasion technique to escape more than ten feet away.
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The female demon took a deep breath, her face contorted with intense malice.

She had originally thought it would be an easy fight. But the outcome turned out to be far from what she expected. Before she could react, the Black Python Lady struck again.

First to attack were those venomous snakes.

Although she had just killed several of them, the remaining ones still showed no fear of death. The silver-horned python coiled nearby, its tail lashing like a whip. As it opened its mouth, it continuously spewed out clouds of black mist, with faint electric sparks flickering within.

The Black Python Lady was not idle either. Despite having only one arm left, her hand seals changed rapidly as she used the Five Elements Spirit Techniques to attack.

The female demon had already lost the initiative from the start and now found herself floundering under the relentless assault. Her expression turned into a furious rage.

An early-stage Inner Core cultivator in a forbidden area where he couldn't use his法宝, if she lost here, how could she still face this place with her head held high?

She raised her head and let out a roar. A dazzling red light enveloped her body as she transformed into its true form. "Peng" went the sound of impact, revealing a spotted deer demon.

This creature was no more than ten feet long, seemingly smaller than ordinary beasts, but it exuded an astonishing aura of ferocity. Its muscles were incredibly well-developed.

The opponent had revealed its true form.

The Black Python Lady took in a deep breath; her attacks became even more intense.

The other side was nearing the end of their battle.

The White Deer Immortal Boy was covered in blood, his entire half body sliced away by sharp blades. His injuries were severe, though he hadn't perished yet, merely clinging to life.

His eyes were filled with malice. "Old Ancestor Kun Nan, you" You, a human, actually colluded with the demon race?"

Originally, they had been fighting together, but Kun Nan suddenly attacked from behind, catching the White Deer Immortal Boy off guard and severely wounding him. His anger reached its peak.

Even the elephant demon was stunned, its expression bewildered, unable to understand why their enemy would suddenly turn on each other in such a dire situation.

"Humph, who said I'm human!" Kun Nan's lips curled into a sinister smile.

Before he could finish speaking, his shoulder shook, and pure demonic energy burst forth.

The White Deer Immortal Boy's face turned pale as he sensed the purity and weight of that demonic energy. The elephant demon was equally surprised but then became both alarmed and elated.

It was well-known that while there were many sects in the immortal path, all cultivators on Demon Spirit Island were demons.

To cultivate meant imitating the techniques of demons, so their spiritual energy naturally differed greatly from those of orthodox daoists, monks, or scholars.

Demonic energy with its aura was called demonic spirit energy.

However, demon spirit energy was still a form of spiritual energy and fundamentally different from that found on demons.

But what Kun Nan emitted now was pure demonic energy. Could this… really not be human?

No way!

Despite his deep-seated hatred, the White Deer Immortal Boy was more puzzled than anything else. While demons could shed their animal forms to take human shape after reaching the Transformation Stage, it would be impossible for them to deceive his eyes.

Kun Nan had gained fame centuries ago; if he were a demon beast, other Inner Core cultivators would have recognized him long ago.

What was going on?

But Kun Nan didn't bother explaining. With a loud crack of bones, he transformed into a demonic creature.

This demon stood several feet tall and looked extremely strange, with its head taking up half its body. Two large fangs, each over ten feet long, protruded from its mouth, while only one eye was on its forehead.

Clearly not a transformation technique, the monster in front of him seemed to differ slightly from true demons, leaving both the elephant demon and the White Deer Immortal Boy confused about whether Kun Nan was human or demon.

Just as they hesitated, Kun Nan whispered something to the elephant demon. The elephant demon first froze, then burst into joy.

Turning back, it sneered at the White Deer Immortal Boy.

The White Deer Immortal Boy was alarmed. He didn't know what these two demons had discussed, but their plan clearly worked against him.

He couldn't hesitate any longer. With a fierce look, his body suddenly exploded, and an inch-long infant shot out from within.

Self-destructing?

This White Deer Immortal Boy was indeed ruthless. With severe injuries and trapped in the enemy's trap, continuing to fight would only result in defeat with no escape.

The only chance was to abandon himself. As they say, one must give up something to gain something. If he could muster the courage to sacrifice his body and rely on his Inner Core's teleportation technique, he might turn danger into safety.

The White Deer Immortal Boy did just that.

After detaching from his Inner Core, he quickly cast a hand seal and fled several dozen feet away.

But Kun Nan had anticipated this move. The transformed creature opened its mouth and spat out something black in the air, which unfolded into a large flash of light that enveloped the Inner Core.

Panic flashed across the Inner Core's face as it tried to use other techniques to escape but found its spiritual energy completely drained.

"Hmph, useless. My Heavenly Origin Flash specifically counters Inner Core techniques. Once trapped, there is no way out," Kun Nan sneered.

Seeing this scene, the elephant demon's expression finally relaxed.

He believed Kun Nan's words despite the shocking story he had just heard.

Kun Nan's origins were indeed extraordinary. He was obscure until a hundred years ago when he suddenly rose to prominence like a comet and became the top evil force among Demon Spirit Island cultivators, known for his cruelty and wickedness.

In truth, he was a demon soul.

According to Kun Nan himself, in his previous life, he was an intermediate-stage transformed demon who died during a battle, leaving only his demon soul to escape.

After reaching the Transformation Stage, demons' souls could solidify like Inner Cores of cultivators and could also possess others, though under much stricter conditions.

Unlike humans, demons came in many types. The intricacies of possession varied greatly; for instance, if one tried to take over a giant python demon's body, its soul and physical form would likely reject each other...

So, transformed demons only resorted to possession as a last resort, finding it difficult to locate a suitable host. Kun Nan was in such a predicament when he encountered an early-stage human cultivator…
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The saying goes, "In times of need, one turns to any doctor." Kun Nan Senior Immortal's demon soul was already very weak. Desperate, this family actually attempted a soul transfer on the Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

Demon souls merging with human bodies—such cases had happened before, but all ended in failure.

Kun Nan Senior Immortal had no other choice. However, he unexpectedly succeeded in the fusion. The old monster was both surprised and delighted. He originally had a form-changing foundation as his base, so even if he took over the body of a low-rank human cultivator, as long as there was no rejection, it wouldn't be too difficult to completely demonize him within a few hundred years.

After recovering his cultivation, this old monster did not return to the demon race. In his current state, even late-stage cultivators couldn't spot any flaws from afar…

Poor White Deer Immortal, an expert at the One Core Foundation stage, inexplicably perished in this desolate wilderness.

On another side of the battlefield, the fierce battle raged on. At first, the female demon had underestimated her opponent and suffered a few setbacks as a result. But after calming down, she gradually gained the upper hand.

It wasn't strange at all. After all, this place rejected Five Elements treasures, so Lady Black Mamba's preparations were extremely thorough. Whether it was the self-mutilation secret technique or the five-colored poison that took great effort to obtain, compared to her hundreds of years of cultivation in refining magical artifacts, they fell far short.

At most, she could only exert 70% of her strength!

Initially, relying on the opponent's underestimation, she managed to handle things smoothly. But now, she found herself struggling to keep up.

On the other hand, several demons grew bolder with each strike. She used her shape-shifting ability to grow two wings a dozen feet long, making her movements as swift as lightning. Although Wind遁 wasn't instant teleportation, it was no small feat either. In this situation, Lady Black Mamba suffered greatly.

In high-rank cultivators' duels, whether attacking or defending, they relied on the power of their magical artifacts. While they could still release some protective barriers with bare hands, the effects were not good. Either the defense was weak, or it consumed too much mana.

These shortcomings might not be obvious in the short term, but as the battle dragged on, she would inevitably find herself at a disadvantage.

Lady Black Mamba found herself in this predicament. She knew that prolonging the fight was detrimental to her, yet she had no way out. Her brows furrowed with anxiety.

Boom!

After finally releasing a powerful spell and temporarily pushing back the enemy, she saw the demon about to pounce again. Hastily raising her hand, she said, "Hold on! We have no grudge against each other. Fellow Daoist, do you really want to push me so hard?"

"Rubbish," the demon paused, showing some disdain. "Fellow Daoist, don't force me. I've already said that there's no enmity between us. I truly don't want to harm anyone."

"Don't talk nonsense. I'm at my last gasp now. Do you really think I'm just bluffing?"

Lady Black Mamba fell into deep thought. The demon's tone was too firm, and negotiations had broken down. She didn't want to go this far unless absolutely necessary. But now, she had no choice.

Lowering her arm with a determined expression, she said, "Young Master, do you think this female demon is just bluffing?"

"It's hard to say, but from her expression, it seems like she has something up her sleeve," Lin Xuan swallowed and seemed uncertain as well.

To be honest, before, Lin Xuan had thought Lady Black Mamba was a dying locust that wouldn't last long. But now, he felt puzzled.

After all, he could recognize people. He believed this demoness wasn't bluffing!

But the good news for him was that she had a trump card. The best outcome would be mutual destruction, allowing him to benefit.

Lin Xuan's face showed a sly smile as he continued to carefully conceal his aura, chatting with Yue'er in his mind.

However, unlike Lin Xuan's judgment, the demoness's face was filled with disdain. She didn't believe that her opponent had any more tricks up their sleeve… But even so, she wouldn't give them an opportunity to catch their breath. This woman dared to harm her body; she would devour her One Core Foundation stage soul alive!

With a cruel expression, the demoness's wings flicked slightly, and red light flashed as she vanished from sight.

A sharp hiss sounded, and blood splattered. Lady Black Mamba's shoulder wasn't pierced through, but several clear claw marks marred it deeply. The demoness's eyes showed surprise. Why didn't her opponent dodge or even release a protective barrier?

Confused, yet sensing something ominous, she suddenly felt the back of her neck grow cold.

"Could this woman really have a hidden trump card?"

Just as Yue'er had that thought, the demoness's eyes widened in shock. Lady Black Mamba's severed arm suddenly split open, but no blood flowed out. Instead, countless flesh buds began to wriggle, looking grotesque…

"What is this?"

The demoness couldn't help exclaiming in surprise. The flesh buds grew rapidly and soon transformed into thick tentacles.

And the surface of these tentacles had countless backward spines. The pain was unimaginable. Sssshhhh…

Lady Black Mamba's clothes split open, revealing not enticing flesh but a surface covered with demonic energy. A bloody mouth opened to one side, while an arm like a bird claw appeared on another. She looked more like a demon from another world.

The demoness was already stunned, and even the master and servant watching from the sidelines were shocked.

"Young Master, what is this?" Yue'er whispered nervously.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply, focusing his eyes to examine carefully. After half a moment, he sighed, "This Lady Black Mamba is greedy and lustful. I once underestimated her, but I never expected such a ruthless character."

"What are you talking about, Young Master? Stop being vague," Yue'er frowned, looking displeased.

Lin Xuan then explained, "Young Master, what are you saying? Stop playing games."
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"Idiot girl, do you still not understand? The technique Black Butterfly Lady used is similar to the self-mutilation secret art she just discarded." "Self-mutilation secret art?" Moon's eyebrows twitched as a look of confusion appeared in her eyes. "Is it true or false? Young Master, are you saying that this technique is the same as the demon path's method where she abandoned an arm?"

"Indeed, but now she has fully corrupted her entire body. In the short term, although it can significantly boost her strength, the consequences are not trivial. Black Butterfly Lady has truly gambled everything."

The snake demon's face was filled with shock, and its arrogance gradually faded as it became clear that the opponent wasn't using any ordinary power. After transforming into a fully corrupted state, Black Butterfly Lady's presence suddenly surged.

Seeing the tentacles with spines wrapping around her, the snake demon raised its head and let out an angry roar. A red light flashed across its body, and it vanished in a strange manner.

Black Butterfly Lady was taken aback before a sneering smile appeared on her lips. Her entire body had fully transformed into a monstrous form from another world, except for her head.

Dozens of tentacles with spines grew from her left arm, while the right turned into a long curved blade, resembling a mantis's front legs. A ghastly face appeared in her abdomen, filled with sharp teeth and an open maw.

Seeing the snake demon use Wind遁术 again, a black beam shot out of its ghostly mouth.

A loud explosion echoed as several demons tumbled over, their eyes showing signs of surprise. Before they could react, Black Butterfly Lady lunged at them once more.

The demon was furious and no longer retreated, raising both front paws. With a series of "sizzling" sounds, countless claw shadows appeared.

As a transformed creature, her body had been hardened through countless battles. Her claws and teeth were as formidable as the法宝 of an元婴 cultivator. Even mid-stage old monsters dared not face them head-on. However, Black Butterfly Lady showed no fear, charging straight into the claw shadows.

Her body wasn't particularly hard; deep wounds marred her from her lower abdomen to her chest, but she didn’t care. Wounds didn't bleed; instead, countless flesh buds began to move, revealing spiky tentacles in their place. "Young Master, is this woman mad? Even if she wins, her body will collapse under such fighting." Moon's eyes showed a hint of confusion as she watched Black Butterfly Lady.

Black Butterfly Lady seemed like a tiger driven mad, using all-out tactics that would lead to mutual destruction. Her wounds multiplied while the young demon suffered greatly; its beautiful fur was stained red by blood.

"Nothing is strange. I just said that full-body corruption comes with great costs." Costs? Yes, this process is irreversible. In other words, regardless of whether she wins or loses in this battle, Black Butterfly Lady’s body can no longer be used. Her元婴 must find a new host. What does she have to fear?"

Lin Xuan smiled. "That's right. This transformation is irrevocable. Whether she wins or loses, her body will no longer serve her. She has nothing to lose."

"Ah, I see." Moon nodded, understanding dawning on her face. No wonder Black Butterfly Lady had said she didn't want a quick defeat.

The snake demon understood too late, as it was now trapped by dozens of tentacles with spines piercing its skin, causing immense pain.

"Friend, let's stop here."

As the saying goes, fortune favors those who wait. In just a short while, the situation had reversed, and it was the young demon that wanted to end the battle.

"Hmph!"

Black Butterfly Lady laughed, her face filled with malice. She had been pushed to this point by the opponent, yet they wanted to shake hands? Was she a fool?

She said nothing as her spiritual energy surged. The tentacles tightened around the young demon, no matter how much it struggled. The ghostly face opened its mouth and shot out a red tongue that pierced the young demon's abdomen.

Almost simultaneously, the young demon’s front paws suddenly stretched like they had no bones and stabbed into Black Butterfly Lady’s chest, resulting in mutual destruction.

Normally, demon bodies were far stronger than human cultivators', but this time was different. Black Butterfly Lady used ancient demonic techniques, and such injuries only made her frown before she ignored them. She raised the giant bone blade that had once been her right arm.

A flash of light and a spray of blood erupted as Black Butterfly Lady severed both the demon and its young soul in half.

This time, there was a clear winner. A look of joy flashed across Black Butterfly Lady’s face. Before she could react, a beam of light shot out from the blood.

From afar, Lin Xuan saw it clearly—a miniature version of the demon's head clutching a dragon-sized gemstone between its front paws.

Of course, the young soul had escaped with the demon’s essence.

Black Butterfly Lady wouldn’t let her go. She opened her mouth and spat out a black demonic fog that instantly transformed into a large black hand, grabbing at the young soul with surprising speed.

The young souls didn't want to sit idly by; they opened their mouths and released thin strands of their life force.

Though only as thick as a hair, this was their own essence. The young soul's color faded, and it looked exhausted.

"Hmph, useless! A mere fragment of your soul thinks it can escape my sight?" Black Butterfly Lady’s face showed disdain. She spat out more demonic fog, not caring about the power inside since she would soon discard this body anyway.

The black hands didn’t materialize; they blocked all possible escape routes from every direction. The young soul's face finally showed despair.

Disappointment,不甘, and anger...

Initially a hunter, but now the hunted.

But there was no going back in this world. No matter how much the young soul struggled, its fate was sealed. After half a cup of tea, it was caught by a hand made of demonic fog.

Satisfied with her victory, Black Butterfly Lady took out an jade box from her storage bag and placed the young soul inside. She then cast several prohibitive spells before carefully storing the box away.

Black Butterfly Lady sighed. This treasure hunt had ended. Her corrupted body wouldn't last much longer; staying in such a form might affect her元婴's mental state. Just as she was about to withdraw her元婴, she noticed something. "Who is behind that ice rock? Come out!"
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Lin Xuan stood there, stunned. However, he wasn't overly surprised. After all, the distance between them was too close. He had been distracted earlier and now that the battle was over, it made sense for the Black Python Lady to notice him.

"Madam, no need to be angry; it's me."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he slowly emerged from behind the ice rock.

"You..."

Upon seeing Lin Xuan clearly, a hint of surprise flashed across the Black Python Lady’s face. This boy had been sealed by a demon and shouldn't have escaped the binding of a transformed beast. She was taken aback but quickly regained her composure.

"Ah, it's you, Daoist Lin. The treasure hunt has seen many changes; we must end it early. I'll return to my cave. You should take care." The Black Python Lady sighed, her voice filled with reluctance.

"Do you plan to give up?"

"Yes, the current situation makes it impossible to continue searching for treasures."

"I don't think so. Why not tell me where the ancient Qilin Cave is? I still want to try my luck," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"What?" The Black Python Lady was taken aback, her expression turning strange. This boy had guts; he dared to speak to her like this despite their vast difference in cultivation levels.

Her face darkened as she hesitated for a moment before her voice turned icy cold, "If you insist, I won't hear it. You dare covet the treasure? Hmph, what little strength do you have..."

Since the treasure hunt was over, Lin Xuan had no use anymore. If his temper were like hers, he would be eliminated quickly and efficiently. However, now that circumstances were different, she didn’t want to complicate matters.

"Oh, if I must insist, will Madam consider taking action?" Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile. "Madam, don't forget, my soul fragment is still in your hands. Honestly speaking, the ancient Qilin Cave is mine by right. I advise you to tell me willingly; otherwise, you'll suffer the torment of soul refinement."

"Hmph, just like a dragon caught in shallow waters, a tiger in plain sight, threatened by dogs. You watched my battle with the demon for so long and thought that as an exhausted old bow, you could threaten me. Hmph, even if I'm at the Condensation Core stage, I can easily kill you with my remaining essence core. As for the soul-sealing technique, do you really think it will work on me?" The Black Python Lady's anger turned into a bitter laugh.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan didn’t want to waste words. He knew that his strength was what mattered. He stretched out his hand and tapped his storage bag. A flash of light appeared, and an oil-black token flew out.

A spell was cast on it.

The Black Python Lady showed no concern, her face filled with a cold smile.

No effect as expected... "Hmph, Daoist Lin, have you forgotten that this place rejects the Five Elements? How can your soul-sealing token work?"

"Hmph, I’m well aware of that," Lin Xuan didn’t look surprised. Instead, his face showed a cunning grin.

"What, you know, then why..." The Black Python Lady felt uneasy.

"I know that now is not the time for the soul-sealing technique to be effective. All the talk was just to buy some time."

"What?" This time, the Black Python Lady’s face turned pale... She had overlooked something crucial—the limit of her demonified body.

She shouldn’t have been arguing with this Lin boy but should have taken action sooner. Regret flashed across her face as a terrifying aura rose. She raised her hand and transformed it into a bone blade...

Too late!

Lin Xuan’s timing was perfect. Before the Black Python Lady could swing her bone knife, she suddenly showed an expression of unimaginable pain.

Though no attack hit her, wounds appeared on her body... "Ah!" The Black Python Lady raised her head, emitting inhuman sounds.

Despite reluctance, she had to abandon this body. White light flashed as her essence core escaped.

It was a white infant about the size of a thumb, resembling the Black Python Lady down to the smallest detail. Her hands held onto the storage bag, and a faint purple shield enveloped her.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. Even with his combined strength with the Corpse Demon, he was still stronger than the young demon in its transformed state. He wouldn’t fight head-on; with just an essence core left, it was up to him to crush or reshape it as he wished.

With that thought, Lin Xuan revealed his full power. He took a deep breath and an oppressive spiritual pressure rose... "Impossible, you're also at the Essence Core stage." The Black Python Lady’s eyes widened in shock, her face showing fear for the first time.

Even without a body, she wouldn’t be afraid of a mere Condensation Core cultivator. But she never expected him to play the role of the tiger being tricked by a small fish. This turned the situation into an extremely unfavorable one.

With or without the soul-sealing technique, it would be easy to deal with an Essence Core.

The Black Python Lady’s face showed panic as she prepared to use instant teleportation. However, Lin Xuan had anticipated this and wouldn’t let her escape. He flicked his sleeve, sending a beam of light that transformed into a green hand, which grabbed at her.

The cycle of heaven and earth, retribution is certain. The Black Python Lady never imagined that the method she used on the demon soul would be turned against her in an instant.

She didn’t want to give up so easily. She teleported repeatedly, escaping over a hundred meters. But before she could breathe a sigh of relief, a grayish-white gas suddenly appeared ahead.

The gas was about the size of an acre, mixed with eerie winds and an unbearable stench. The Black Python Lady’s keen eyesight immediately identified her opponent.

Corpse Demon!

And it was at the Essence Core stage!

Her heart sank into an icy pit. If only Lin Xuan were alone, she might have a chance to escape. But with this additional opponent...

The Black Python Lady felt almost hopeless.

But as the saying goes, when fish and nets meet, both die. She refused to give up so easily. A determined look flashed in her eyes as she opened her mouth and spat out sword energy.

The sword energy split into two, then four, and soon dozens of sword lights appeared before her, like a thunderstorm, crashing towards the corpse gas.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed. Though without a body, the power of an essence core was formidable. This desperate strike destroyed half of the grayish-white corpse gas.
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Miyin's face showed joy, but quickly turned to shock as the aura in her body surged and transformed into a large net that descended upon her head.

"No!"

Black Snake Lady tried to use instantaneous teleportation again with a flick of her hands. However, she suddenly felt pain in her mind sea, and found that she couldn't summon any mana at all.

Her eyes showed fear as she realized the forbidden soul technique. This was impossible; the place clearly rejected items from the Five Elements, so how could the opponent's secret technique have failed?

But there was no time for her to think about it. Her essence infant had already been ensnared by the net, and she was destined to suffer.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with a smile. From the start, he hadn't implanted the other party's soul imprint into the forbidden soul card; instead, he swallowed it whole. This way, using the forbidden soul technique didn't require any medium at all...

Shifang had been so willing to hand over his soul, which meant he must have some hidden tricks up his sleeve. Lin Xuan naturally kept a wary eye on him and played his cards carefully. The net was poisonous; her essence infant had already fallen into a coma. A smile crept onto Lin Xuan's lips as he grabbed the essence infant.

This demon had committed atrocities, so there was no need for courtesy from him. With a flick of his hand, green light flashed, and he started to use soul extraction techniques...

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan threw the essence infant out of his hands. The ghostly monster's eyes glowed red as it caught the essence infant and swallowed it.

The essence infant was indeed a great source of nourishment for this阴司界monster!

Lin Xuan paid no attention to it, instead playing with his storage bracelet. As an old monster from the essence infant stage, Black Snake Lady had considerable wealth, and Lin Xuan made another fortune.

But he didn't have time to deal with it now; he needed to leave this place quickly. Lin Xuan's divine sense moved slightly, and the ghostly monster returned to his spirit ghost bag. Then, a green glow enveloped him as he sped towards the horizon.

After about a hundred miles, the green light on Lin Xuan's body gradually dimmed as he concealed his aura and slowly flew forward.

Just an hour later, a demon cloud appeared in this area. As the demonic aura dissipated, two monstrous faces emerged.

One had large ears and a nose over a yard long, while the other seemed like an ordinary cultivator but exuded pure demonic energy.

It was undoubtedly Xiang妖 and Kunwu Senior!

"This is where it happened; my younger sister's scent still lingers here," Xiang sniffed, his expression suddenly turning surprised.

He widened his eyes in terror as he saw the remains of Leopard Demon nearby. Black Snake Lady had cut it into two pieces.

At first, he was stunned, then turned to confusion. After about half an hour, he fiercely lunged forward out of grief.

Kunwu Senior's expression was also somewhat bewildered. He knew Black Snake Lady's strength—only at the early essence infant stage—and here she couldn't use items from the Five Elements. How could she defeat a demon in its transformed form?

Could Shifang have allies?

No, this treasure hunt journey was very secretive; only a few people like Zhe Li knew about it. Only that Lin youngster and Black Snake Lady were together.

But an ordinary condensation core cultivator couldn't play any role in essence infant-level battles and could be ignored.

Kunwu Senior couldn't figure out why, so a fierce look flashed across his eyes. "Brother Xiang, grieving won't help; the dead can't come back to life. The urgent task now is to capture that black snake demon woman. We need to avenge our fallen comrade and ensure that the Qilin treasure doesn't fall into human hands."

"Agreed!" Xiang dried his tears. "Brother, you were too hasty; let's go after them and extract their souls and strip their bones."

Before he could finish speaking, he had already released his divine sense but didn't retract it. It seemed the other party had escaped beyond his range of perception.

Xiang was furious as his brows furrowed. He flicked his fingers, and demonic energy surged from his body, shooting out white mists in all directions.

"Quickly!"

Xiang pointed at those white streaks, which twisted into winged snakes that flew off in different directions. Meanwhile, Kunwu Senior stood quietly by.

After about an hour, the flying snakes had thoroughly searched a hundred miles around but found nothing.

Xiang's expression was clear; he was frustrated.

"Brother, don't worry. As they say, you can run from the monk but not the temple. We know our enemy is that black snake demon woman, so we won't fail to avenge her. You said that Snow Fox King has a new princess with three tails; it's been a long time since I've mixed among demons, and such an event shouldn't be missed. Let's go to the Snow Fox tribe for the celebration," Kunwu Senior patted his shoulder and advised in a hoarse voice.

Xiang was reluctant but understood the urgency of the situation. After some hesitation, he agreed with his suggestion.

"Agreed; this is a grand event where many transformed demons from all over will surely come to congratulate us. We can't miss it," Xiang nodded.

The two demons then displayed their powers and turned into different-colored meteors that shot off towards the distant sky.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away in an area of the icy desert plains...

Despite the extreme cold, with everything covered in snow, there was a range of mountains stretching across this place. While the ice plain was barren, these mountains were lush with vibrant life. Despite the harsh weather, flowers bloomed and trees thrived as if it were spring elsewhere.

Various small creatures ran on the soft snow—ordinary snow cats, squirrels, beautiful swans, white tigers, and more. Some rare beasts that even cultivators dreamed of could be found here, but no one dared to venture deep into this place because the Snow Foxes lived there. These fox demons were said to have blood ties to the celestial nine-tailed foxes.

While it was uncertain if this was true, the power of the Snow Fox tribe was undeniable. It was rumored that there were over a dozen transformed demon elders in their clan, and the Snow Fox King was on par with Bieye Senior and Poisoned Serpent King as a late-stage great demon.

In short, among all the demons in the icy desert plains, the Snow Foxes could be considered royalty.

Deep within Flower Mountain, there was a tranquil valley. It covered only a hundred acres but was rarely entered due to its snow fox king's lair.

The cave was spacious and beautiful like an earthly paradise. Inside, a man in white robes was meditating.

He looked no more than thirty, with black hair reaching his waist, yet he exuded a strikingly masculine aura rather than any hint of weakness or femininity.

Suddenly, a burst of fire flew into the cave.

The Snow Fox King waved his hand, and the fire landed in his palm. With a casual scan using divine sense, this late-stage great demon's face turned pale as he suddenly stood up quickly.
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Brow furrowed, the King Snow Fox's figure transformed into a streak of white light and shot towards the direction outside the cave.

A moment later, the妖雾 dissipated, revealing an old man in a black robe standing with his hands clasped respectfully. His face was filled with anxiety as the妖气 emanating from him confirmed that this was indeed a Formed Spirit stage monster.

"Your Excellency, Lord," the old man quickly bowed deeply upon seeing the King Snow Fox.

"Second Brother, you said our daughter Xiao'er has gone missing—what's going on?" The King Snow Fox's expression was extremely displeased; he had no time for pleasantries.

It wasn't hard to understand why. He had just received a message through a talisman that his newborn daughter had gone missing at less than three months old, which naturally caused him immense anger and distress.

"Your Excellency, please don't be angry! The princess has only been missing for several hours," the old man took a deep breath, his face showing a hint of fear.

After about a cup of tea's time,

The King Snow Fox's expression remained full of fury but had finally calmed down. "Summon all the maids serving Xiao'er and extract their souls to refine them. Send out all our experts without sparing any effort; we must find the princess."

The old man nodded, "Your Excellency can rest assured that we will bring her back safely."

"Also, this matter must be kept strictly confidential. Originally, I invited officials from various regions to celebrate Xiao'er's birth, but now, such an incident cannot be known by them," the King Snow Fox instructed with each word.

The old man nodded again, but then his expression turned troubled. "Your Excellency, the grand celebration is only a few days away. If we can't find the princess before that…"

"There will be no 'if.' If I still haven't brought Xiao'er back by then…" The King Snow Fox did not elaborate further, but his cold gaze made the old man shiver in fear.

It was understandable why the King Snow Fox was so angry; not only was this his daughter, but also a prodigy who carried the hopes for the prosperity of the Snow Fox clan.

The King Snow Fox's concern lay here. Even though Xiao'er had wandered off while playing, once other monsters found out…

Human nature is unpredictable, and Formed Spirit stage monsters are no exception. Despite their long journey to celebrate her birth, if they knew this news…

A storm was brewing, and the sudden incident made the entire frozen wasteland extremely tense.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this as he carefully flew northward. Using Soul Scouring techniques, Lin Xuan had already located the location of the Qilin Fire Vein; naturally, he intended to visit it now.

"Master, Lady Black Mamba once said that the ancient restrictions surrounding the Qilin Ancient Cave require three old experts at the Core Formation stage to break. Even if you have Corpse Demon assistance, the number is still insufficient," Yue'er worriedly spoke up.

"Fear not, what's there to be afraid of? Although this witch's cultivation isn't weak, she knows nothing about阵法. Using brute force might require three experts at the Core Formation stage, but can I not think of other methods?" Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"That makes sense; I forgot that you are skilled in various techniques," Yue'er smiled as she patted her chest.

Lin Xuan nodded and was about to speak when suddenly his brow furrowed, his expression changing. He slowed down his light projection and immediately landed behind a large ice rock, hiding his presence.

Less than half an incense stick later, two streaks of lightning-like light flew from behind, one green and the other purple, moving with incredible speed, each carrying immense妖气.

Lin Xuan held his breath as they passed without noticing him. He did not relax his vigilance until after a full meal's time when he emerged from behind the ice rock.

"Yue'er, how many Formed Spirit stage monsters have we encountered?"

"I'm not sure, but there are at least seventeen or eighteen," Yue'er said with a troubled expression.

Lin Xuan fell into deep thought. Although the frozen wasteland was home to numerous monsters, encountering so many in just half a day seemed too strange. It felt as if all the monsters on Spirit Beast Island had gathered here.

Could something significant be about to happen?

Lin Xuan pondered this but focused on refining his Core Formation first. He would not let such thoughts distract him; he only needed to be more cautious during the journey ahead.

Lin Xuan took a hidden spirit pill from his pocket and carefully used Concealment techniques, making his light projection dimmer and harder to detect. His speed also decreased significantly. There was no choice but to remain undetected first.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's luck held; with his spiritual sense comparable to that of a Formed Spirit stage monster, he passed through safely in three days. As he flew further north, the Formed Spirit stage monsters ceased appearing.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief and then emitted a bright green light, flying north at full speed.

After another half day or so, Lin Xuan arrived at the northernmost point. However, the weather here seemed less cold; although snowflakes still fell from the sky, they were much fewer than elsewhere.

"This must be it!"

Lin Xuan looked around and finally smiled in satisfaction. He concealed his light projection and slowly landed on the ground.

"Here?"

Yue'er was surprised. It made sense for a young girl to feel strange; there was only a small hill nearby, barely a hundred feet tall. Although not completely barren, it appeared rather desolate.

Qilin was an ancient monster, yet it chose such a place for its lair, and Lin Xuan did not detect any fire spirit energy…

Lin Xuan naturally noticed the young girl's confusion but did not explain anything. Besides, Qilin's lair was not in that small hill; shaking his head, he walked forward.

After walking about seven or eight steps, Lin Xuan stopped before a large ice rock and stretched out his hand. He patted his waist, and black energy spread as the Corpse Demon appeared before him.

"Go!"

With a light command from Lin Xuan, the Corpse Demon's expression turned fierce. Without hesitation, it walked to beneath the huge ice rock, its hands clasped tightly, lifting it with great force.

A rumbling sound echoed in his ears; this large ice rock weighed several thousand catties, and even a Core Formation stage Corpse Demon struggled slightly.

Lin Xuan used a Strength Spell on him with both hands.

The Corpse Demon roared as it lifted the mountain-like ice rock and tossed it aside.

The ground trembled, but Lin Xuan was more concerned about what lay beneath. After moving the ice rock, a round hole of several feet in diameter was revealed.

This cave was pitch black, hard to see into, but clearly went deep underground.

Yue'er's face lit up with joy. "Master, could this be Qilin's lair?"

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. "More accurately, it should be the entrance to an ancient ruin."
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Entrance?

"Affirmative!" Lin Xuan said as he released his divine sense. However, just a few dozen feet into the cave, it was pushed back. Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly but quickly returned to composure as he sent a mental message to the Corpse Demon. "Go!"

One of the Corpse Demons did not hesitate and transformed into a white cloud of corpse energy, shooting towards the entrance. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan closed his eyes, using his mental connection with the Corpse Demon to sense this ancient cave.

Although Moon was curious, she knew that now was not the time to disturb her master. It took about half an hour before Lin Xuan opened his eyes again.

Actually, Black Mamba Lady had already probed this area, but as they say, "Better safe than sorry." Lin Xuan did not want any unexpected dangers.

With the Corpse Demon leading the way, Lin Xuan felt reassured. There seemed to be no one else who had been here recently. He took his time walking towards the entrance.

Unlike the cold weather above, a warm breeze greeted him as he stepped into the cave. Lin Xuan was pleased; it appeared there were indeed fire veins present here.

Following the stone steps, he walked down step by step.

Surrounded by darkness, Lin Xuan used an illumination spell to see his surroundings clearly.

The stone walls showed no special features, but Lin Xuan carefully examined them nonetheless.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan felt as if he had stepped on something. Looking down, he found a森森white bone and nearby were several skeletons, which looked particularly eerie in this dark environment.

Lin Xuan was not bothered by this; he stopped to examine the bones closely. There were human remains as well as those of a beast—how could there be such things in the cave of a qilin? Lin Xuan pondered.

However, he did not dwell on it for long. These were events from ancient times, and what had happened back then was irrelevant to him. Lin Xuan continued his descent, feeling the temperature rise with each step.

His face broke into a broad smile as the warmth became more noticeable. Although this temperature wasn't significant, Lin Xuan could sense the pure fire essence in the air. There were no doubts about it—there was an upper-grade fire vein here, but it was sealed by some powerful restrictions.

The stone steps were long, and after half an hour, Lin Xuan finally reached the end.

A vast underground cavern appeared before him.

This cave was extremely spacious, covering at least several hundred square feet. It had a domed shape with various-sized stone pillars scattered throughout. On the ground, there were human and beast remains, but now, Lin Xuan paid them no mind as he continued forward.

Soon, he reached the end—a bare rock wall blocked his path. There was nothing beyond it.

However, a smile played on Lin Xuan's lips. Could this mere illusion really stop his eyes?

With a wave of his sleeve, several streaks of green swordlight shot out.

Bang!

A clear sound echoed as red light flashed, repelling the swordlight that Lin Xuan had cast.

Moon was taken aback by this display. Knowing her master’s current power, even such a casual strike could not be underestimated. Could this be the entrance to the qilin's lair?

Her guess was correct, and Lin Xuan's expression grew serious.

This restriction was indeed formidable. After his attack, the illusion was broken, and the rock wall began to shimmer like water. The scene in front of him changed dramatically.

About ten feet ahead, a peculiar building appeared.

It was an elegant wooden pavilion, exquisitely crafted but with an exotic style. That should be the qilin's lair, but it was encased in a fiery protective barrier.

The barrier was thin, yet the emitted spiritual energy was formidable. Black Mamba Lady had not exaggerated—Lin Xuan began to doubt his ability to breach this barrier.

Firstly, he had never encountered such a restriction before. Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder from his pocket and sank his divine sense into it.

Of course, the jade cylinder contained several heart techniques. Lin Xuan was now resorting to desperate measures.

After several hours of searching through these techniques, when Lin Xuan finally lifted his head, he still looked troubled.

"Master, no leads?" Moon asked with concern.

Lin Xuan nodded and forced a bitter smile. "I probably overestimated myself. Although the Heart Techniques are excellent for array formations, they do not cover everything. The current restriction is not mentioned in any of them."

"What should we do then? Should we give up?" Moon's face showed signs of anxiety.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head firmly. "I've finally found a chance to form an embryo. How can I just give up after facing some setbacks?"

"But you also said that this restriction is difficult to break, and the Heart Techniques do not mention it either..."

"Then what? We must find another way." Lin Xuan's expression remained resolute.

With a wave of his left hand, he activated his divine sense. A green flame appeared in his palm.

Green Illusory Fire!

Although Lin Xuan knew through soul probing that brute force could break this restriction, it would require three powerful婴元期old monsters. He was clearly not suited for such an approach and had to find another method.

This restriction was fire-based. Lin Xuan wondered if the Poison Flame he practiced might work. With a green flame dancing in his palm, Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before clenching his fist and pounding his chest. A look of pain flashed across his face as he opened his mouth and spat out a drop of blood.

The blood turned into a cloud of red mist upon leaving his mouth, then seemed to have a life of its own, being absorbed by the flames.

With a whoosh, the Poison Flame grew in size, burning fiercely. From the flames, a small bird about a foot long was born.

The bird flapped its wings and circled above Lin Xuan's head before flying towards the protective barrier.

Pfft... A soft sound echoed as red light filled the area. However, Green Illusory Fire was no less formidable. The green light on the bird intensified, and the two different types of spiritual energy fought fiercely.

Lin Xuan's expression turned tense.

After a moment’s hesitation, he sat cross-legged in place, his eyes fixed on the scene above him. A black infant appeared in the sky above his head.

This infant was less than an inch tall and looked weaker than other元婴, but its features were remarkably similar to Lin Xuan's. The demonic infant opened its mouth and spat out a thin stream of infant fire.

With this help, the Poison Flame finally gained the upper hand, and a crack appeared in the red barrier.

The demonic infant's face showed signs of joy as it carefully observed the situation. As long as the crack widened further, he could use secret methods to enter. However, his excitement lasted only a few seconds before the red flames began to counterattack, engulfing Lin Xuan’s green Illusory Fire.
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"Ah!"

The demon infant felt a sharp pain in its识海, as if pricked by a pointed object. Its connection with the demonic flame's consciousness also became faint.

This sudden sensation caused Lin Xuan's expression to change dramatically. He quickly flashed black light and re-entered his head.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes, looking very serious. Without hesitation, he formed hand seals. The little bird struggled desperately, but the Green Illusion Fiery Flame was something he had spent countless efforts on; naturally, Lin Xuan didn't want it to be absorbed by the demon's restricted power...

However, this effort seemed futile!

Once the restriction was triggered, the counterattack far exceeded what Lin Xuan imagined. Despite his rapid changes in hand seals, the demonic flame still couldn't break free from its confinement.

Lin Xuan's expression grew more anxious.

A flash of white light appeared, and a beautiful young girl stood before Rainfront.

"Little Moon, don't rush," Lin Xuan stopped Little Yaya's impulsive actions. Although her intentions were good, her cultivation was too low; random attacks would only harm herself.

However, this girl's movements reminded Lin Xuan to send his mental command to the Corpse Demon standing beside him.

The corporeal body lacked consciousness and didn't fear anything. Upon receiving its master's instruction, it took a big step forward, red light flashing in its eyes as bone marrow crackled loudly.

Its nails elongated, grayish-white corpse fire flickered around them, then it thrust both sharp claws into the brilliant red light before it.

Splat! Under external force, the protective barrier immediately sent fiery essence power surging towards the Corpse Demon's claws. This reduced the pressure on the Green Illusion Fiery Flame significantly. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a stream of essence qi. The little bird absorbed it and flapped its wings fiercely, finally breaking free from the confinement.

Phew! Lin Xuan let out a deep breath in relief.

How dangerous! The ancient black mamba's restriction was indeed formidable; not only did he fail to break it, but he almost lost his carefully crafted demonic flame. The Green Illusion Fiery Flame re-entered Lin Xuan's palm, and the Corpse Demon roared with pain as its flames began to spread wildly down its arm.

Lin Xuan's expression changed, but at this moment, there was no time for hesitation. While the Green Illusion Fiery Flame was crucial, he didn't want to destroy his hard-won corporeal body here either.

He flicked his sleeves and shot out two streaks of green sword energy, which circled around the Corpse Demon's small arms. He sacrificed one arm to save the other; although it cut off its two arms, it also allowed it to escape from the flames.

After all, this was a corporeal body crafted by Lin Xuan; minor injuries were nothing. With some days of cultivation, new limbs would naturally grow back. Lin Xuan put the Corpse Demon in his spirit ghost bag but looked extremely displeased.

Could he really not break through this restriction?

Lin Xuan wasn't greedy for the treasures in the ancient phoenix cave, but the fire vein was something he had to obtain.

A few setbacks were nothing; after all, he had faced many challenges and storms on his path as a cultivator.

Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged. His personality was very stubborn; once he set his mind on something, he wouldn't stop until it was done.

He took out the Ice Needle Technique again and sank his divine awareness into the restriction. Although there were no explicit mentions of this in front of him, as they say, a stone from another mountain can polish jade. Lin Xuan hoped to gain some inspiration from it.

After staring for several hours, Lin Xuan finally raised his head tiredly, his brows furrowed, still without any clue.

"Master, don't worry!" Little Moon's gentle voice entered his ears, filled with comfort.

Lin Xuan sighed; maybe if he could command a treasure, there would be some hope.

He stretched out his hand and tapped the storage bracelet. Silver light flashed as two small rings circled above his head.

"Eh..."

Lin Xuan was stunned but then became extremely happy. He had only made an unintentional gesture, but it turned out to activate the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

The joy was obvious; perhaps this ancient phoenix cave didn't reject treasures of the five elements?

This discovery wasn't mentioned in the black mamba lady's memories, so that witch wouldn't know either.

A hint of fire flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. He still had confidence in the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring's power and immediately cast a hand seal, pouring his essence qi into it.

Bright light surged as the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring alternated between cold and hot. Countless ice spears appeared in mid-air.

These spears varied in length but were all extremely sharp.

Lin Xuan pointed at them,

"Quick!"

A fresh red flame ignited on the surface of each ice spear. Who said water and fire couldn't coexist? The叠加 of opposite attributes produced terrifying effects.

Lin Xuan didn't hold back, casting several more hand seals. The number of ice spears increased, filling the nearby airspace.

Even with his strong divine awareness, Lin Xuan found it difficult at this moment. He waved his hand downward, and as he did so, these ice spears shot out in beautiful arcs toward the barrier.

This was a full-strength attack after much preparation; even an old monster at late婴中期 would dare not to face it head-on.

As the piercing sound of breaking air came, the red protective barrier seemed to become more vibrant like a sentient being.

Puff! Puff!... The impact sounds continued.

Under the relentless attack from thousands of ice spears, the barrier wavered but showed no signs of breaking. Little Moon grew restless and extended her delicate hand; a small demon banner appeared in her palm as she injected essence qi into it. A hundred or more beast souls flickered as the banner moved under her control.

As Little Moon manipulated them, the beast souls opened their mouths and sprayed out light waves of different colors.

Under Lin Xuan's attack, the barrier seemed weak, but these light waves still couldn't penetrate it.

Continuing like this was futile.

Lin Xuan sighed and finally gave up on his hopeless efforts. He had been too arrogant; now he believed in the black mamba lord's words.

After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and took out several pills from his pocket, restoring his spent essence qi. He was prepared for long-term battles; this restriction wouldn't be broken easily.

Time passed quickly, and three days had already elapsed since Lin Xuan arrived at the ancient cave. During these few days, he tried various methods—treasure attacks, breaking array tools, and both orthodox and heretical secret techniques—but none worked.

Although Lin Xuan's knowledge was extensive, he now felt like a donkey with no tricks left.

"Master, what should we do?"

Little Moon was also anxious but couldn't come up with any ideas. This barrier was too strange; water wouldn't penetrate it, fire couldn't burn through it, and it was incredibly resilient. Little Moon suspected that only a late-stage cultivator could break it by brute force.
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Lin Xuan did not speak, but his eyes flashed with an unusual light as if he was deep in thought. Moon's expression changed slightly when she saw this, and obediently closed her mouth. After a long while, Lin Xuan sighed.

"Master, have you come up with a good idea?!"

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "I carefully considered the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, but it only records several extremely powerful secret arts that require an advanced婴 stage to practice..."

Moon was speechless as she listened. Not only could they not talk about the qilin fire vein, let alone mention the vague middle-stage.

Despite having no leads, Lin Xuan still refused to give up and continued taking out various treasures to attack the protective barrier in front of him.

Several days passed again. Lin Xuan stretched his hand out and tapped on his storage bag. A white light flashed, and a palm-sized token appeared above his head.

"What is this?" Lin Xuan's expression froze as he originally intended to take out the spirit mirror, but due to his haste, he ended up taking out this item instead—this was the Jade Profound Sect's leader's command token. Although it had some minor abilities, it was useless against the current predicament. Just as Lin Xuan wanted to put it away in his chest, he suddenly felt a warm sensation on the surface of the jade token.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a sudden surge of interest and spread out his palm. A vivid red hue appeared on the crystal-clear surface of the jade token.

"Fire Spirit Power!"

Before Lin Xuan could speak, Moon had already leaned over to see and covered her mouth with her hand, her face filled with surprise. "Master, this jade token seems to be reacting with that barrier."

Lin Xuan was equally surprised, staring at the strange treasure in his hands as thoughts raced through his mind. Could this item have some connection with the ancient qilin cave?

Not likely!

One involved the ancient beast of Spirit Island, while the other was related to cloud sea cultivation. The two seemed to have no connection.

However, Lin Xuan quickly stopped his meaningless contemplation and decided that whatever had happened in ancient times was irrelevant. What mattered now was how he could break this prohibition.

With this thought, Lin Xuan extended his hand and lightly tapped it, pouring the purest spirit power into it. The light flickered as the flowers, birds, insects, and fish on its back came to life.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy as he quickly took out another token. This item was similar to the Jade Profound Sect's leader's command token but was something Lin Xuan had obtained in Yanzhou.

He cast a levitation spell.

The two jade tokens immediately floated up.

To be honest, Lin Xuan didn't know how to use them to break this prohibition. What he did now was mostly trial and error. The simplest and most direct method was to inject spirit power.

However, the rate at which it absorbed the spirit power far exceeded his expectations. After a few cups of tea's worth of time passed, Lin Xuan's face turned slightly pale.

His spiritual energy had depleted by nearly 90%, but the two jade tokens seemed bottomless pits.

Lin Xuan couldn't help muttering to himself about whether he was on the right path or not, but since things had come to this point, there was no way he would give up halfway.

After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and revealed an inch-wide jade belt. He didn't know what material it was made from, but many talismans were engraved on its surface, indicating that it wasn't just any ordinary item.

A storage pouch!

This was another treasure Lin Xuan had obtained in the Jade Profound Sect. It could instantly restore a cultivator's depleted spiritual energy, making it an extraordinary and heaven-defying treasure.

However, there were limits to how many times one could use it, so Lin Xuan had always been very careful with it. He reluctantly took out this precious item now.

After a while, Lin Xuan's face turned even paler as his spiritual energy was completely depleted. He quickly put the storage pouch around his waist.

A surge of abundant spirit power rushed into his dantian and flowed through his body. Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he changed hand seals rapidly. The red light from both jade tokens became increasingly bright, shaking violently until they merged into one, with a faint strange humming sound coming out. Lin Xuan was delighted and continued to inject more spiritual energy.

From the red light, several small fish of varying sizes emerged, not exceeding a foot in length. Then came several birds that flew out as well. Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly odd as he reached out his hand and pointed at them.

Seemingly sensing Lin Xuan's mental command, the fish and birds swam towards the light screen and dived into it.

The light screen seemed to ripple like water waves after a stone was thrown in, gradually becoming more intense. Then with a soft pop, the entire protective barrier vanished without a trace.

"Master, we succeeded!"

Moon cheered loudly, her face filled with joy as Lin Xuan's expression mirrored hers. He smiled sincerely, having spent so much effort and finally hitting the right gamble.

Lin Xuan beckoned, and the two jade tokens' light dispersed, returning to his hands. "What is this treasure?" Moon asked curiously.

"I don't know."

Lin Xuan found these two jade tokens somewhat mysterious but had no idea about their origins. Perhaps Fairy Red Silk knew something, but getting clear information from her would be quite difficult.

With many thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan quickly put the matter aside and took a few breaths before stepping towards the building ahead.

Upon reaching the door, Lin Xuan did not immediately push it open; instead, he released his divine sense to survey the structure in front of him first.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise as he continued.

"This pavilion seems to be built with blood jade," Moon said. "Mm."

Blood jade was a material used for refining weapons, though not particularly rare, mostly used for mid-to-low-grade spirit artifacts. But the size of this building left Lin Xuan speechless—what a grand handiwork by an ancient qilin! After carefully examining it, he found no abnormalities and concluded that there were likely no other prohibitions present.

With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light shot out, pushing open the door to the pavilion. However, the scene inside was unclear due to thick white fog, and his divine sense was restricted, bouncing back as soon as it made contact.

Lin Xuan's expression turned alarmed.

He cast a sword qi, but it seemed to dissolve into thin air without leaving any trace. Lin Xuan's face darkened further; he could not afford to give up, but entering recklessly was too dangerous. Reluctantly, he summoned the Corpse Demon again.

"Go!"

Following Lin Xuan's mental command, the Corpse Demon entered the door fearlessly.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, intending to use the Corpse Demon as a guide, but soon his expression turned bewildered—the connection between him and the Corpse Demon was cut off.

What kind of strange spirit fog could have such an effect?

Lin Xuan's doubts grew. But then he gritted his teeth; there was no turning back now. He had to take some risks. Lin Xuan summoned the Nine Heavens Moon Ring, used several defensive talismans consecutively to protect himself, and then entered the door with a confident stride.
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...Dizziness!

As soon as he stepped into the mist, Lin Xuan felt a strange sensation akin to distant teleportation.

However, Lin Xuan knew that he was still in place. This feeling was merely an illusion.

Fortunately, no other attacks were directed at him, and Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. He focused on his dantian, and the discomfort gradually faded away as the surroundings became blurry before becoming clear again.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, but a look of surprise appeared on his face.

He had clearly entered an elegant building made of jade, yet now it seemed like he was in a vast ancient cave. "Young Master!"

Moon also looked puzzled, but Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. This must be some great power of the ancient qilin, not likely to be an illusion. However, what exactly it was, Lin Xuan didn't feel like exploring further.

He began to carefully examine this cave.

The cave was roughly square-shaped, about a hundred feet in each direction, with a narrow passage leading forward. In one corner of the cave, there was a box placed on the ground.

His first task upon arriving here was undoubtedly to find the fire vein, but other treasures were not something Lin Xuan would pass up.

After a moment's hesitation, he stepped towards it.

The box wasn't large, measuring about a foot in length. Its surface was dusty and gray. With a wave of his sleeve, a strong wind blew through, sending dust flying everywhere, revealing the original color of the box.

Iron Mother!

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he realized that this must be an iron mother. Perhaps it had been used to store treasures before its ascension. Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the prospect of obtaining such a rare treasure for refining the Heavenly Dust Pill.

Taking several deep breaths, he finally calmed down.

However, Lin Xuan wouldn't enter rashly. The refinement of the Heavenly Dust Pill wasn't something that could be done overnight. He decided to explore other parts of the cave first.

The practice room was empty, as expected. Before entering the treasure vault, Lin Xuan had already asked the Corpse Demon to scout around and ensure there were no dangers before he entered himself.

Inside, the furnishings were simple. There were three tiers of wooden racks, but it wasn't clear what kind of wood they were made from; despite the passage of time, they hadn't been corroded.

Lin Xuan's interest piqued, but after a thorough inspection, he was disappointed. The wood seemed to have undergone some processing, but Lin Xuan couldn't discern the specific techniques used.

It wasn't surprising. Qilin were ancient beasts that had even ascended to the realm of spirits. While Lin Xuan was no slouch in terms of power, there was still a vast gap between him and such creatures.

Apart from preservation, it seemed they served no other purpose. The wooden racks were empty except for a few pieces of spirit artifacts and an emerald cylinder.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a wry smile.

Perhaps the qilin had indeed stored many treasures here before its ascension, but most likely all valuable items had been taken along.

Spirit artifacts?

They meant nothing to a wealthy individual like Lin Xuan. Nevertheless, out of caution, he still inspected them and found no special uses, then put them away in his storage bag. His storage bag was a treasure itself, far larger than those of other cultivators by several dozen times.

There seemed to be nothing else in the cave.

Lin Xuan felt puzzled. After all, this was the qilin's lair; such discoveries were too meager for a place like this.

Moreover, three ancient treasures had been openly displayed in the main hall, but only a few spirit artifacts remained in the treasure vault.

Something must have been overlooked!

With that thought, Lin Xuan released his divine sense and began to search carefully. However, he found nothing.

A flash of white light revealed Moon's appearance as she joined the search team.

After several cups of tea, Moon called out, "Young Master, look! What is this?"

Hearing Moon's exclamation, Lin Xuan followed her voice. In one corner of the cave, there was a round stone that looked like a ripe apple, roughly the size of his fist. "What?" Lin Xuan didn't see anything unusual about it.

"Use your spirit eye technique, Young Master," Moon suggested with a smile.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Spirit Eye Technique was almost considered an introductory skill for cultivators; its primary use was to enhance vision or penetrate thin mists. He hadn't used it much since his foundation completion.

But there must be a reason why Moon suggested this, so Lin Xuan slowly infused his qi into his eyes.

"Ah?"

The surroundings remained unchanged, but the fist-sized stone emitted a faint white light.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he didn't think about the cause. He wrapped his hand in a layer of spiritual light and grasped the stone.

He lifted it gently; it was immovable. After some thought, Lin Xuan began to rotate his hand left and right.

This time, something useful happened.

With "clicking" sounds, a small hole appeared three feet to the left.

It was clearly an机关 (mechanism). Lin Xuan chuckled. Without any magical restrictions or divine sense detection, it wasn't surprising that he had overlooked this mechanism.

The hole wasn't deep; inside were three jade boxes with seals and inscriptions, suggesting they contained something valuable.

Lin Xuan waved his hand to summon one of the jade boxes, which appeared in his palm. He exhaled a breath of qi, igniting the seal without any wind. Lin Xuan opened it calmly.

A round bead about the size of a dragon's eye appeared before him. "This is...

Lin Xuan was stunned for a moment, then looked puzzled as he brought the bead closer to examine it more closely.

He cast a spell on it.

The spiritual light flickered and then disappeared from the surface of the bead.

Lin Xuan was delighted. He raised his left hand, igniting a green flame on his finger.

The bead remained unharmed by this fire, and Lin Xuan's joy knew no bounds.

It was a妖丹 (yao dan), a precious treasure formed in the body of an evolved monster.

Its value was beyond measure; even at the Immortal Mountain Conference, Lin Xuan hadn't seen such things before. Could there be more in the other jade boxes?

Lin Xuan opened them and indeed found two differently colored yao dans, both from evolved monsters. This was a bountiful harvest. "Young Master, qilin is also a type of monster; why would he collect yao dans?" Moon asked curiously.

"It's not strange," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "For certain ancient beasts, high-grade monster souls can also enhance cultivation."

After carefully searching the treasure room for a while, Lin Xuan found nothing else and then left.

Finally, there was only the Fire Cloud Cave.

Of course, it must contain extremely pure underground fire. Even from outside, Lin Xuan could feel the abundant fire spirit energy in the air.

He took a deep breath and stretched his hand to gently push open the stone door. There was no resistance, and he easily pushed it aside.

A grand hall appeared before him.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he realized this wasn't what he had imagined. The fire spirit energy in the air didn't seem any more abundant. Lin Xuan felt a bit puzzled.

But soon, his attention was drawn to the ground beneath his feet. He stepped on deep black stone that seemed very hard but was covered with many magical restrictions and seals.

Clearly, this was a禁制断 (ban zhi duan)!

Lin Xuan recognized it; he had seen something similar in the Spirit Medicine Mountain Treasure Hall, used by ancient cultivators to gather underground fire. This one was even more complex.

Sure enough, there were extremely rich underground fires below.

For such an ancient array technique, Lin Xuan wasn't about to be careless or reckless. He began to look around; logically, a control disk should be nearby.

Lin Xuan didn't have to search long as the disk was directly above his head. Lin Xuan's body emitted a faint green light and he slowly floated up.

The ancient secret technique was truly amazing; the array disk integrated seamlessly with the array itself, its inscriptions complex yet beautiful.

Lin Xuan carefully studied it...

After about an incense stick's time, he sighed in relief. "Young Master, did you understand?" Moon had also learned some techniques but didn't use them as diligently as Lin Xuan. She was now confused.

"I can't say I understood, but with this array disk, we should be able to control it," Lin Xuan said as he cast a spell on the disk.

However, nothing happened...

Lin Xuan frowned but quickly realized something after looking around. A flash of green light and he was by one side of the hall.

There were nine indentations, each about the size of an egg.

He had been too impatient; he forgot to place the crystals here.

Lin Xuan shook his sleeve and took out nine crystals, placing them in their respective slots before casting another spell. The ground suddenly began to shake violently.
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Clearly, his conjecture was correct. The ancient array of the Bugu had been reactivated by Junzhi Lin Xuan, hovering in mid-air. His face showed evident joy as the temperature around him continued to rise. Even after essence cleansing, his body could barely withstand it. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and summoned the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, finally feeling no discomfort.

A few moments later, he shifted his gaze to the center of the hall. There was a circular stone about a foot in diameter, turning increasingly red.

No doubt, this was the exit of the earth vein fire.

Lin Xuan squinted and observed for a moment before waving his sleeves. A large cloud of white mist appeared mid-air, with a black object within it.

Iron Mother!

More accurately, it was the box Lin Xuan had found in the outer hall.

After summoning this item, Lin Xuan opened his mouth, and the Nine Heavens Bright Tooth Ring shot out. Holding both hands, he emitted rays of spiritual light that enveloped the Iron Mother. Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as his fingers flickered continuously, sending out continuous spells. Despite never having been processed, the Iron Mother was incredibly hard due to its nature as a material for crafting magical artifacts. However, with Lin Xuan's formidable cultivation, he managed to forge it into an animal head.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the animal head, which immediately landed in the center of the hall and fused with the circular stone.

Following this, fresh red earth fire emerged from within.

Lin Xuan felt the temperature. Indeed, as chosen by a Qilin, the fire was extremely pure. While it might not match the infant fire of an婴期 cultivator, it was perfect for alchemy. Even later-stage cultivators would never be able to continuously emit infant fire for forty-nine days without rest.

It should meet the requirements for refining the Heavenly Dust Pill.

After reaching this conclusion, Lin Xuan felt extremely pleased but did not immediately start the refinement process. Instead, he cast a spell to stop the array that gathered the earth fire.

"Master, what are you doing?" Mo'er was taken aback, her face filled with confusion.

"Stupid girl, there's no rush; we have plenty of time. Let's rest well today."

Lin Xuan said as he walked out of the Fire Cloud Cave. He had expended much mana and needed to recuperate.

There was no sitting room here, but as a cultivator, Lin Xuan did not care. He chose an empty place and sat cross-legged.

The night passed quietly.

The next morning, Lin Xuan opened his eyes feeling refreshed. The golden core in his dantian slowly rotated, and the spirit of the demon infant had recovered. Lin Xuan returned to the Fire Cloud Cave.

Everything was as before. After a brief adjustment, he summoned a small tripod cauldron.

Though not large, it was ancient-looking, entirely purple with a carved dragon on its surface that seemed lifelike.

Purple Dragon Tripod!

This was also an excellent treasure in the former Youzhou region, originally belonging to Biyun Mountain but later falling into Lin Xuan's hands. It was said that using this tripod could slightly improve the quality of the pills refined within it.

Next, he stretched out his hand and took several middle-grade crystal stones from his storage bag, replacing those inside the nest.

Lin Xuan did not want the array to run out of mana halfway through refining the Heavenly Dust Pill.

He then cast a levitation spell. The Purple Dragon Tripod emitted a flash of light and slowly stopped above the animal head forged from the Iron Mother.

With a finger snap, several rays of spiritual energy shot towards the top array disk, triggering the禁制. A thumb-thick flame emerged from the mouth of the animal head.

The flames were not much. First, they preheated. Soon, after a cup of tea's time had passed, Lin Xuan opened ten jade boxes in front of him. Inside was a peculiar purple powder with an unpleasant odor...

This was the powder of the Scorpion Devil's spirit pill. Lin Xuan picked up a small amount with his fingernail and hesitated before picking it all up and pouring it into the Purple Dragon Tripod.

In the following moments, Lin Xuan followed suit, adding several ingredients to the tripod while carefully controlling the earth fire, making its strength fluctuate—sometimes enveloping the entire cauldron, other times just preheating its bottom. He continuously cast spells as well.

Though he could refine the Heavenly Dust Pill and purify it if necessary, before that, he had to ensure that several heavenly treasures and earthly treasures fused in the correct proportions according to their ratios.

Time passed slowly. In the formula for the Heavenly Dust Pill, there were some notes left by the ancestor master. Lin Xuan's movements were somewhat awkward but overall, nothing significant went wrong.

Meanwhile, tens of thousands of miles away, inside a mysterious cave, two "people" were whispering secretly.

On the left was a creature with a dragon head and human body, towering at two meters tall. His muscles were tightly coiled even when standing still, exuding an impressive aura.

Beside him was an old man in a Daoist robe, his appearance serene and ethereal, but his eyes were oddly green.

"Poisoned Dragon friend, is your information reliable? Has the young girl of the Snow Fox Clan disappeared?"

"Don't worry, Green-Eyed friend. If I didn't have absolute confidence, why would I invite you here? To plant an agent in the Snow Fox Clan, it took me a lot of effort. Now that it has finally paid off, this information is absolutely reliable."

The voice was raspy, and its owner was none other than the creature with the dragon head. If Lin Xuan were present, he would be alarmed—Poisoned Dragon King, a later-stage great beast.

During his trip to the Mountain of Immortals, Lin Xuan had exchanged premium crystal stones for Longevity Pills from this creature. However, the Longevity Pill eventually fell into the hands of other婴期 cultivators. The Poisoned Dragon King harbored intense hatred towards human cultivators.

The old man in the Daoist robe was Green-Eyed Ancestor Master, and together with Snow Fox Queen, they were the three great beasts that shook Jialing Island. On the surface, their relationship seemed harmonious, but now it appeared to be fraught with hidden tensions.

"Oh, Poisoned Dragon friend, what scheme do you have in mind after sharing this hard-earned information with me?" Green-Eyed Ancestor Master stroked his beard and revealed a cunning smile.

"Hmph. Why bother pretending, Brother Zou? Don't you want to find that little princess?"

"Finding her again means nothing. Do you think Poisoned Dragon friend wants to claim credit from Snow Fox Queen?" Green-Eyed Ancestor Master still wore an innocent expression.
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"碧眼道友，我们相识也有万年了吧？"

"Not bad," replied the Elder with the green eyes, a hint of puzzlement flashing across his face. He was unsure about the purpose behind this sudden statement.

"Since that's the case, why do you keep probing me? Don't you think it's unfair to let the Snow Fox Clan dominate everything?" said the Demon Serpent King with anger in his voice.

The Elder finally fell into deep thought for a moment, lasting as long as a cup of tea.

"Alright, let’s be straightforward. Brother Serpent, what do you intend?"

"There are too many of us. Originally, on this妖灵 Island, we three—myself, the Snow Fox King, and you—were in balance. But now with that little girl with three tails, can we still enjoy our freedom after a thousand years?"

The Elder remained silent for a while, then said under his breath, "Old fox, you're really slick." He continued, "Now that the young princess has gone missing, this is an opportunity we cannot miss. If we could find her..."

"The plan sounds good, but are you not afraid of retaliation from the Snow Fox Clan?"

"Retaliation? Hmph. We’ll do our part in the background. As long as there’s no evidence, what can the Snow Fox King do? Our power is evenly matched; starting a conflict would be bad for everyone. What do you say, Elder Brother, are you interested in joining forces with me?" The Demon Serpent King said with a wicked smile.

"Haha, Brother Serpent, you’re so open about this important matter that I have no reason to refuse. Fine, I’ll instruct my subordinates to secretly search for the girl’s whereabouts."

Hearing this, the Demon Serpent King finally showed satisfaction on his face. "That's right, cooperation will increase our chances of success. In this frozen wasteland, the Snow Fox Clan is like a local power; we can’t match their resources alone."

"But these matters must be left to my subordinates," said Lin Xuan. "We still need to attend the Snow Fox Clan’s gathering."

"Haha, our old friend must be frantic with worry about his daughter's disappearance. But in public, he has to pretend nothing happened. I’m looking forward to seeing that."

The two ancient beings laughed wildly and vanished into the swirling snow.

Storms were brewing on the horizon, but this frozen wasteland was already teeming with hidden currents. However, none of this mattered much to Lin Xuan; what was more important for him now was refining the Heavenly Dust Pill.

Lin Xuan carefully controlled the earth fire, though he had the Blue Star Sea, purifying required waste pills as a base. If he couldn’t perfectly blend all the celestial and terrestrial treasures, there would be no chance of producing even a waste pill. So this wasn't an easy task at all.

Fortunately, after years of practice, Lin Xuan's alchemy skills were not negligible. This level of fusion was nothing to him.

Days passed slowly; forty-nine days went by in the blink of an eye. Today was the day the pill would be completed. However, Lin Xuan’s face showed no joy; he looked tired and anxious.

"Master, what’s wrong? Is it hard to refine this pill?" Moon asked with concern.

Lin Xuan shook his head. With such a strong divine sense, he could control the fire while talking to Moon.

"Why are you so worried then?" the little girl wrinkled her nose.

"It's not that refining the Heavenly Dust Pill is too difficult; it’s just that the temperature of this earth fire isn’t enough," Lin Xuan swallowed and said with a depressed expression.

"What? The earth fire isn't hot enough, Master? Isn't this supposed to be an excellent fire vein?" Moon’s face showed disbelief.

"Ugh!" Lin Xuan sighed. He was frustrated because he had thought the Qilin was from a wild region, so its chosen fire vein should meet the requirements for refining the Heavenly Dust Pill. Yet it still fell short by a small margin.

At first, Lin Xuan didn’t notice any flaws; everything went smoothly in his alchemy process. But as he approached the final fusion stage, he realized that the earth fire’s temperature was insufficient. His frustration was obvious. While good things take time, his experiences were too many.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew complaining wouldn't help. With the critical moment of refining approaching, he didn’t want to fail at this crucial point.

He had to find a way to increase the temperature of the earth fire!

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan slowly closed both eyes, and a flash of spiritual light appeared above his head. The little black baby was serious as it opened its mouth, expelling a thin stream of infant fire.

Since the final steps wouldn’t take long, he decided to use this method to increase the earth fire’s temperature.

Sss…, the black infant fire reached the bottom of the cauldron and quickly began fusing with the earth fire. Lin Xuan carefully controlled it; the flame turned a strange purple color as its temperature increased.

The baby’s expression was very satisfied.

A flash of spiritual light returned to Lin Xuan's body.

Another cup of tea passed, but his expression remained grim. It still wasn’t enough; the temperature was insufficient.

What could be causing this? Lin Xuan didn’t believe that the mountain within the mountain had a higher temperature than the purple flame before him. Was there another hidden factor at play? But the recipe for the Heavenly Dust Pill mentioned nothing about it… His face fell.

If he couldn’t come up with a solution soon, his current attempt would fail. Without perfect fusion of all materials, refining was impossible.

The situation was dire; even Lin Xuan’s composure wavered as he scratched his head frantically.

Having used the infant fire, what else could be used to increase the flame's temperature?

After some time, Lin Xuan suddenly brightened, seemingly remembering something. However, his expression was hesitant, like a chess player unsure of their next move.

Moon was confused; with alchemy being the top priority, did Master have something he couldn’t bear to part with?

"Do you need my help?" the little girl asked tentatively.

Lin Xuan shook his head and finally reached into his storage bag. A bright red object appeared in his hand.

Crystal!

But it was slightly smaller than a regular crystal, shaped like a date kernel. It was wrapped in a layer of crimson light, and holding it felt strangely warm.

Though the piece was small, its蕴含的灵力浩瀚如海。不用说，此物在人界极为稀有，是林轩用长生丹从Demon Serpent King手中换来的。未完待续，
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Lin Xuan hesitated as he held the top-grade crystal stone. The吊懈蜒猴had abundant fire spirit energy, which could easily raise the temperature of the earth flames. But should he really use it? He only had one such crystal stone; collecting another would be nearly impossible. If he used it up here, how would he leave the Spirit Beast Island?

However, the temperature was insufficient, and the Sky Dust Pill couldn't be successfully refined. Lin Xuan found himself in a dilemma.

Even with his deep-seated composure, he didn’t know what to do.

Mwah…

A strange sound entered his ears as Lin Xuan raised his head. He noticed that the Purple Dragon Cauldron was beginning to shake slightly. This couldn't continue.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with determination. He would worry about leaving the Spirit Beast Island later; for now, he must not waste all his previous efforts.

He threw the top-grade crystal stone into mid-air and shot out a sword of light.

Ssssh…

A crack appeared on the surface of the crystal stone, spreading like spider webs before it shattered. A fiery red scene unfolded as the temperature around them suddenly rose sharply. Lin Xuan wasn’t unprepared; he casually waved his sleeves, sending out a cloud of霞雾that enveloped the fire spirit energy from the crystal stone.

"Hey!"

Lin Xuan had expected to encounter some powerful creature, perhaps even an old monster in the form of an infant, and was ready for battle. But seeing the scene before him, he couldn’t help but laugh at his own foolishness.

A small white fox, with two gem-like eyes and a chubby body, stood there, holding a walnut in its front paws, pushing it forward to roll.

Phew, what a scare! It was just this little guy. A warm smile spread across Lin Xuan’s face; girls always liked cute animals like this.

"Come here, little one."

Seeing the suddenly appearing figure of Moonlight, the small fox seemed startled and wary as its eyes darted around.

Lin Xuan didn’t pay much attention to it and slowly approached the small fox. The fox naturally took a few steps back.

"Scared of me?!" Lin Xuan frowned, extending her hand. Her wrist flipped, revealing a silver bottle in her palm.

She uncorked the bottle, releasing an intoxicating fragrance. This was a Perfumed Pill, a type of immortal pill that could greatly enhance a Foundation Establishment cultivator’s magical power and was highly sought after by low-level cultivators.

Lin Xuan couldn’t take it herself, but she had forgotten why she carried it in the first place.

The pill not only increased magical power; its taste was far superior to common sugar pills. The small fox sniffed, clearly showing signs of desire.

"Come here, little one, there’s something delicious for you." Moonlight shook the bottle.

Driven by the fragrance of the immortal pill, the small fox cautiously approached.

Moonlight was overjoyed as she saw the distance between her and the small fox shrink to just a few steps. A flash of white light, and the small thing vanished from its spot. Before Moonlight could react, it felt a ball of spirit energy enveloping the silver bottle, flying away.

How could this be? There was no sign of magical power emanating from the small fox. Was she really tricked?

Thoughts raced through her mind as Moonlight quickly released her divine sense. In a corner of the cave, the small fox was hiding behind a rock.

She had been tricked! Moonlight waved her hand, sending several sword beams flying. Of course, it wasn’t to kill the small fox but to force him out.

However, something unexpected happened. The small fox opened its mouth and shot out a beam of light that easily broke through her sword beams. It then moved swiftly, snatching the silver bottle with its mouth and flew towards the entrance of the cave.

What annoyed Moonlight even more was that it turned around to wink at her, as if taunting her.

"Damn you! You dare mock me."

Moonlight stomped her foot and transformed into a light beam, chasing after the small fox.

This little incident went unnoticed by others.

Meanwhile, about ten million miles away on Flower Mountain, in a mysterious valley, several shaped creatures stood in a spacious cave. The leader was around thirty years old, with long black hair reaching his waist, exuding an air of elegance and refinement. However, his expression was filled with irritation.

"More than half a month has passed, but my daughter is still missing. What are you doing?" the Snow Fox King’s eyes were bloodshot as terrifying spiritual pressure emanated from him.

"Don’t be angry, your Excellency. We have done our best. Give us some more time, and we will bring back Princess Xiao safely," a bald-faced old man smiled nervously. The other shaped creatures also showed signs of fear.

The King’s power was immeasurable, and he had an excellent temperament that hadn’t seen him angry for centuries. This must be his anger reaching its peak.

"Orlan, fifty days have passed; isn’t that enough? But you haven’t found any clues. If anything happens to my daughter…" the Snow Fox King didn’t finish his sentence as no one dared meet his gaze, silently cursing their luck. The bald-faced old man was the only one who even dared speak.

The Snow Fox King indeed had a valid point. He was angry because he had been dealing with a group of fools. Thankfully, he managed to bluff through the gathering and avoided any mistakes.

Could something have happened to Xiao?

A thought flashed in his mind, but he quickly dismissed it.

No, she may be young, but her talent is special, almost rivaling that of a second-grade beast. Besides, this place has passed Ice Spirit Peak; there are no human cultivators here.

Was she captured by some monster?

The Snow Fox Clan was the dominant force in these lands, and Xiao had royal blood. Even stronger beasts would dare not provoke her.

Where could that damn girl have gone? The Snow Fox King rubbed his temples in frustration.

Just as he was about to speak, a beam of light shot into the cave. The light dimmed, revealing a young man around twenty years old.

He had transformed into human form; naturally, he was also at the shaped creature stage. He looked somewhat similar to the Snow Fox King.

"Young Master," several ancient beasts bowed respectfully.

However, the young man frowned deeply, his thoughts elsewhere.

"Why are you here, Jian'er?" the Snow Fox King’s expression changed as he smiled in relief: "Could it be that your sister has some news?"

This was his son, with excellent资质. Over a decade ago, he had advanced to the shaped creature stage, though still far behind his younger sister but still impressive.

"It isn’t about my sister, but she is related. In any case," the young man muttered before speaking incoherently: "Young Master, what did you say…?"

The young man didn’t speak further, just twitched his lips.

"Everyone, leave." The Snow Fox King gestured to the other shaped creatures with a wave of his hand.
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Xī "Yes!"

Although the others were slightly dissatisfied, as old monsters of the Transmutation Phase, they naturally did not show such emotions. They bowed and retreated one by one, leaving only the Snow Fox King and his son in the vast cavern.

"Alright, Jian'er, what exactly happened?"

The young man extended his hand, gently flipping it over to release a layer of soundproof barrier. Seeing his son's cautious demeanor, the Snow Fox King had an ominous feeling in his heart, his expression becoming increasingly serious...

"Dad, these past days, following your instructions, our people have been searching for Little Sister’s whereabouts. Although we haven’t found any leads, something strange has caught our attention."

"What?"

"Recently, many unfamiliar faces suddenly appeared in the Ice Desert Wasteland. Most of them are dragons and beasts from the southern marshes. Some even belong to Transmutation Phase creatures..."

The Snow Fox King frowned upon hearing this. Dragons were no surprise; the master of the southern marsh was none other than the old monster with green eyes. Could these anomalies be related?

Two fellows had sent out a large number of subordinates, acting suspiciously. What could they possibly want to do?

Could it be... A sudden thought flashed through the Snow Fox King’s mind as he realized a possibility. His face turned pale. At this moment, his son's voice came again.

"Father, you’ve also guessed it. I suspect that this incident might have something to do with Little Mò’s disappearance. Could it be that someone has leaked information?"

"That’s impossible! I’ve already ordered strict confidentiality on this matter; no one dares to speak out of turn," the Snow Fox King was both shocked and angry.

"Logically, our people indeed dare not defy your command, but what if there is a traitor..."

The Snow Fox King fell into deep thought, supporting his head with his hand as he pondered. His son’s words had some merit; in this world, nothing could be taken for granted. If a traitor did leak the secret of his daughter's disappearance, it would explain the current situation.

After all, the demons on this island appeared harmonious on the surface but were actually constantly vying for power behind the scenes. He and the Poison Dragon King, the old monster with green eyes, were all powerful late-stage creatures, their strengths comparable, and they could be described as a three-way balance of power.

But Xiang'er's birth had disrupted this equilibrium. With her talent, she would likely enter the Union Stage in just a few hundred years. The Snow Fox Clan was almost certain to dominate. If he were in those old monsters' positions with such an opportunity, he would certainly try to eliminate future threats.

With his deep-seated concerns, the Snow Fox King’s face showed signs of anxiety. His daughter's situation was extremely dangerous.

But he knew that rushing wouldn’t solve anything; it would only make matters worse. He took a deep breath and calmed himself down.

"Jian'er, since you also have suspicions, who is the traitor? Do you have any leads?"

The young man’s face showed difficulty as he shook his head: "Father, I can only guess; there's no evidence, and I don’t know who the traitor could be."

The Snow Fox King did not speak but closed his eyes. Important figures within the clan flashed through his mind— their personalities and past actions for any suspicious behavior, yet still, he found nothing.

This was not surprising. The Poison Dragon King had spent considerable effort to plant spies in the Snow Fox Clan, making it difficult for them to be discovered. Even if a traitor could be identified, it wouldn’t happen overnight.

The Snow Fox King shook his head. Far water cannot quench near fire; this matter must be handled step by step. He needed to find his daughter as soon as possible. Otherwise...

"Long'er, I entrust you with this responsibility. Select reliable individuals and divide into two groups. One will search for your sister’s whereabouts while the other..."

"How?"

"Kill those foreign beasts," said the Snow Fox King with a murderous look.

"What, Father? Isn’t this inappropriate? Aren’t you afraid of triggering a full-scale conflict with the Poison Dragon King and the old green-eyed monster?"

"A man who is kind will be bullied; a horse that is good will be ridden. They have already pushed their luck to our doorstep. Shouldn’t I retaliate? Of course, we can't act openly but must proceed carefully. If they dare to harm you secretly, I’ll show them the power of my fist. As long as there’s no evidence, they won’t dare to break ties with me."

"Yes!"

The young man bowed and retreated.

A storm was brewing; due to that mischievous little fox, the three major forces among the demons were in a delicate situation.

However, the parties involved did not know that Snow Fox Princess Xiang'er had arrived at a place about ten million li away from Fragrant Mountain.

The little girl was having fun. She and Yue’er became good friends; the two girls, one big and one small, got along well. Little Snow Fox enjoyed swallowing various spirit pills, seeing them as candy.

To Yue’er’s surprise, the little snow fox could speak. In the demon world, while they had intelligence, learning human language required reaching the Transmutation Phase...

This amazed Yue’er; from her baby-like voice, she judged that Xiang'er was a newborn.

Even magic wasn’t trivial; such a small creature could rival ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivators.

Unfortunately, she was too young. When Yue’er asked about her origins, the little girl spoke incoherently, leaving Yue’er confused.

However, Snow Fox remembered her name.

"Xiang'er, catch!"

Yue’er flicked her hand, sending a walnut flying to the distance. The little fox’s figure shimmered and turned into a dazzling light beam, leaping high to snatch the walnut in its mouth.

This was their favorite game; though it seemed childish, it was better than waiting alone for Lord Xuanxuan.

Yue’er sighed. Originally, she had estimated that crafting the Heavenly Dust Pill would take forty-nine days. But after Lord Xuanxuan’s actual operation, they found it took much longer.

Now, nearly half a month had passed... Who knew how long before she could see her lord again?

Since the alchemy process was at its critical stage, Yue’er dared not go to the Fiery Cloud Cave to disturb Lin Xuan. Fortunately, with this little fox by her side, Yue’er didn’t feel lonely.

"Big sister, I want candy."

A baby-like voice sounded in her ears as she turned around and saw Little Snow Fox returning with a walnut in its mouth, looking up at her with eager eyes.

"A truly adorable little girl."

Yue’er shook her head but still stretched out her delicate hand. A spirit pill appeared in her palm; although she didn’t have a physical body, relying on her power, she could hold it.

The little snow fox’s eyes lit up as she prepared to swallow the pill. However, Yue’er suddenly frowned and turned her head, sensing something.
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In the fiery cloud wings, Lin Xuan's fingers danced ceaselessly. "Again," he chanted, summoning a technique to shoot out flames from the medicinal path pouchtripod furnace.

After several days of non-stop effort, even with his formidable powers, Lin Xuan looked visibly weary. The intense manipulation of the furnace fire had taken a heavy toll on his divine consciousness.

A few more minutes passed, and thetripod furnace began to tremble. However, this time, instead of panic, Lin Xuan's eyes shone with joy.

He flicked out another sword energy, piercing through the light aura and creating a fist-sized hole. The fire essence power within rushed out like bees from a hive.

Boom!

The flames suddenly surged, enveloping thetripod furnace entirely. However, a faint medicinal fragrance could be detected in the air, tinged with a hint of burnt smoke.

"Done!"

Lin Xuan withdrew his hands and rapidly formed several hand seals before pressing them together, then lightly pointed his index finger forward.

"Quickly!"

A light aura shot out from his sleeve, curling back to retrieve thetripod furnace. The earth fire, now without Lin Xuan's control, gradually diminished until it returned to the magical array.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, wiping sweat from his forehead. This alchemy session had nearly exhausted all of his power.

Despite this, a look of joy appeared on his face as he opened thelid and examined the pills with interest. The black pills numbered over thirty; after purification, they should be sufficient to condense an essence core.

Lin Xuan took out an jade bottle from his storage bracelet and carefully placed the black pills inside. Then, he gripped two crystal stones in each hand, assuming a lotus position. Meanwhile, outside the ancient qilin cave,

Snowflakes continued to fall heavily as a beautiful young woman stood proudly on the snowy ground. At her feet was a fluffy little fox, while several dozen dead beast corpses lay scattered at ten meters away.

Moon extended her delicate fingers and gently flicked them, sending out tiny fireballs that turned the beasts into ashes in an instant.

Just some second-tier monsters—Moon's current cultivation level made their extermination effortless. Yet, for some reason, she felt uneasy.

Recalling the scene just now, the strange expressions on the beasts' faces when they looked at her, could this little fox have a surprising background?

Thoughts swirled in Moon's mind. Having spent so much time with Young Master, she was accustomed to pondering situations. However, lacking information, she couldn't draw any conclusions.

Ugh, damn it! Low-grade monsters can’t use soul-searching techniques; otherwise, I could have easily captured one as a hostage just now.

Moon combed her hair and looked disappointed at the innocent little fox.

This thing was still too young to provide much useful information.

But Moon wasn't overly concerned. She didn't realize that a huge danger was approaching. The mischievous princess had become a prime target, with every move of hers affecting the entire demon race. By staying here, she would inevitably be entangled in Lin Xuan's affairs as well.

Several miles southwest, an uninhabited snowy wasteland howled with cold winds, devoid of any life signs. Suddenly, two brilliant streaks of light appeared mid-air.

Traveling at incredible speed, they flew several thousand meters away in a blink.

"Eh!"

A surprised voice entered their ears. The left streak slowed down and stopped abruptly as the light faded to reveal the monster's face.

Standing over two meters tall with a serpent head and human body, it looked ferocious. However, this wasn't Poison Dragon King; it was an early-stage blue dragon, its scales shimmering with deep azure hues.

The creature stared at several shattered dragon eye-sized gems in its hand, lost in thought.

"Brother Dragon, what's wrong?"

Another streak of light shot out a hundred meters away and circled back to reveal the face of an old man. Wearing gray robes and purple hair cascading down his shoulders, he had a spiral horn a foot long on his forehead, broad mouth, and large nose, giving him a sinister appearance.

"Nothing, my few dispatched low-grade demons just met their end," the blue dragon said as it gripped one of the shattered gems, which crumbled into dust in its hand.

"Their deaths? Could it be the Snow Fox Clan?" The old man frowned.

"What do you mean by that, Snow Fox Clan?" A look of shock flashed across the blue dragon's face.

"Indeed. I received a message from a talisman yesterday; several fellow practitioners have fallen recently, even White Stone Cave's Elder Daoist was killed," the old man said with an unhappy expression.

"What? The elderly Daoist from White Stone Cave? Impossible! He is a transformed demon with formidable powers. Even Blue would stand no chance against him," the old man sighed, his face grave.

"Snow Fox Clan's handiwork? Does that mean our intentions have been discovered?"

"I'm not sure, but it must be for this reason. Anyway, if we are hunting their princess, why should they hesitate to kill us? However, with three major factions entangled in a web of mutual distrust, while maintaining an outward appearance of peace, we need to be cautious."

"Brother Zhu is right. My two subordinates shouldn't have been killed by the Snow Fox Clan," the blue dragon said mysteriously.

"Why not?" The old man showed interest.

"Just now, I spent great effort creating these life-bound gems. Through them, I can easily control my subordinates' fates and receive useful information. Before their deaths, they had found the princess, but those who killed them weren't from the Snow Fox Clan," the blue dragon said slowly.

"What? We already have that girl's whereabouts?"

The old man was elated upon hearing this. Poison Dragon King had promised significant rewards for anyone who captured the princess: "Haha, Blue Brother is indeed formidable. Let’s not wait any longer; time will only bring more trouble. Let's set out."

However, the serpent-headed creature shook its head. "No way."

"Why?" The old man looked puzzled.

"Brother Zhu is impatient. I failed to convey much information due to the urgent situation. They only mentioned their location, about a dozen miles north of here," the blue dragon said.
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North of here by several ten thousand miles, the area was larger, but that didn't matter. It was better than wandering aimlessly like headless flies. With some time, they would surely find the girl." The one-horned elder casually said.

"Brother Zhu is right. Time is short; let's go now to avoid sleeping on our swords and having someone else seize the initiative."

Blue Serpent Elder nodded and transformed into a terrifying aura that surrounded him, turning into a grayish cloud. He sped away over a hundred feet in an instant.

The elder's eyes flashed with cold light as he similarly turned into a streak of lightning and vanished.

The vast wilderness soon fell silent again, snowflakes drifting down as if nothing had happened.

On the other side, Lin Xuan remained seated cross-legged inside the Flame Cloud Cave. His hands were clasped together, his palm empty, holding a Heavenly Dust Pill within it.

After so many years of cultivation, Lin Xuan's mastery over the Blue Star Sea was nearly at the point where he could enter and exit with ease. However, he still didn't take any chances, for such rare pills were too precious to be taken lightly. If purification failed, there would be no place for him to cry.

Fortunately, nothing went wrong. Out of thirty or so spirit herbs, Lin Xuan only wasted two in the process, leaving enough to ensure his condensation core formation.

Of course, this was just speculation; he couldn't say with certainty that it would be completely safe.

"Master."

A sweet voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan turned around and saw Mo'er's beautiful face. "Little girl finally couldn’t stand the boredom and came here to gather information. She happened to catch you finishing the purification of the last Heavenly Dust Pill."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile, but he noticed a small fox crouching beside him.

The little guy seemed visibly frightened when they first met, huddled behind the girl, yet couldn't resist peeking out with half his head. His beautiful eyes constantly shifting made him look incredibly cute.

"Hey, this..." Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he saw the small creature, showing a hint of surprise on his face.

"Master, this is Xiang'er. She's my new friend. Don’t be fooled by her tiny size; she has considerable strength and can even speak," Mo'er said proudly, shifting her body to reveal the little fox in full view.

"Three-tailed妖狐!"

Lin Xuan’s expression turned astonished. His knowledge far exceeded Moer’s innocence, having read many ancient texts on foxes. Three tails meant a powerful late-stage demon beast, yet this small creature had just been born. Her cultivation potential was beyond imagination—perhaps even surpassing those with the Holy Spirit Root.

With proper effort, she would easily reach the transformation stage and ascend to the spirit realm in no time.

Lin Xuan’s envy showed on his face after the initial shock. Where did Moer get such a remarkable little妖狐?

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he naturally wore a warm smile. Little Princess's fear gradually disappeared, taking steps forward until she stopped a few feet from him and said in a baby voice, "Big guy, I want candy."

This nickname froze Lin Xuan’s expression, while Moer couldn’t help laughing.

Over these days of companionship, Moer and Little Princess had hit it off. However, the little troublemaker was quite greedy, having devoured all sorts of spirit pills from Moer's body.

But she heard that this big guy still had many more hidden away, so she came to beg for some candy.

Lin Xuan understood what happened and couldn’t help but laugh. Using spirit pills as bait, he quickly grew familiar with the little妖狐. Although not as close as Moer, their relationship was good enough.

"Master, you treat Xiang'er so well; are you planning to make her your spirit beast?" Moer finally couldn't resist asking after three days of companionship. She knew Master’s character all too well.

"I do want to, but it can’t happen." Lin Xuan sighed with regret on his face.

"Why not?" Moer looked puzzled.

"Stupid girl; you should read more books. The abilities of the fox clan are distinguished by their tail count. Three-tailed妖狐, six-tailed灵狐, nine-tailed天狐—look at this little guy. He’s barely born and already has three tails. In legends, even spirit realm fox kings wouldn’t surpass him in talent. With such a rare birth, he can never sign a contract with humans."

"Oh?" Moer felt disappointed. She wanted to stay with the little fox, but now it seemed unlikely.

"But why are you still treating Xiang'er so well? Giving her all those precious spirit pills as candy?"

Lin Xuan didn’t answer immediately. He had his reasons for doing this.

Though he couldn't make the little fox his spirit beast, befriending her was definitely a win-win situation. With the Heavenly Dust Pill successfully refined and condensation core formation assured, there were no doubts about it. Although the path to immortality remained long, Lin Xuan believed he would eventually enter the Separation Stage and ascend to the spirit realm.

This little妖狐’s potential was extraordinary; in a few hundred years, she would surely ascend to the spirit realm. Even there, with time, she could become a powerful demon king with six tails.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t befriend such promising creatures. A few spirit pills were nothing compared to gaining her trust and friendship, which would bring untold benefits once he ascended to the spirit realm.

Though considering spirit realm matters was too far off now, Lin Xuan’s cunning mind already began laying groundwork...

整理思绪后，林轩向莫儿解释了自己的打算。

“真的吗，少爷，香儿居然这么厉害？”灵界也能成为一方霸主，莫儿实在无法将贪吃的狐狸和这个联系起来。
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Although it seemed impossible, Moon儿 had always trusted Young Master, and thus the little fox's presence in her heart was naturally different.

"Alright, Moon, you may step back."

"Young Master, are you planning to condense your essence core?"

"Yes."

"But here, isn't this a bit dangerous?"

"Foolish girl, don’t worry so much. The Qilin Cave is located in a remote area, making it an ideal place for condensing the essence core."

Hearing Young Master's words, Moon no longer tried to persuade him and bowed respectfully: "Then this servant wishes Young Master success in his endeavors."

After saying that, Moon left with the little fox.

Watching the young girl's figure gradually disappear, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped on his storage bag. Several array flags instantly appeared in his palm.

Although few people ventured here, Lin Xuan was not careless about such a crucial matter. He waved his sleeves, and several array flags flew out to form an octagonal pattern, sinking into the surrounding rock caves.

Next, Lin Xuan summoned his Spirit Ghost Bag, and demonic fog surged. A tall monster appeared in the air. Although the demon's arm had yet to recover from its injuries, it was no ordinary entity. Combined with the Five Demons Soul Splitting Formation, even a transformed creature could withstand some time.

It seemed flawless; unless he was extremely lucky, condensing his essence core should be fine.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in front of an jade box emitting a faint fragrance. Without doubt, it contained the Celestial Dust Pill.

He did not immediately swallow it but instead used Inner Vision to examine the situation within his dantian.

Condensing the essence core was no rush; he needed to first adjust his mind and body to their best state. Unlike ordinary cultivators, Lin Xuan practiced both magic and martial arts and had also mastered the ancient secret technique, Demon Infant Art.

Although the process of condensing a demon infant differed slightly from that of an essence core, there were many aspects they shared, giving him confidence this time around.

Inside his dantian, qi energy spread everywhere. The blue Star Sea rotated slowly, everything appearing so peaceful.

At its center was a baby-sized figure suspended in mid-air, with a solemn expression on its face. Above its head, a golden core the size of a dragon's eye spun slowly.

Lin Xuan remained closed-eyed for several days before finally opening his eyes. His gaze now seemed different from before, a result of temporarily expanding his divine consciousness.

He picked up a white Celestial Dust Pill, slightly smaller than a dragon's eye. This type of pill was refined directly from waste pills; despite its translucent appearance like jade, it was the least effective lower-grade pill.

The pink middle-grade pills were much rarer—twice refining wasn't easy, even with Lin Xuan’s proficiency in using the blue Star Sea. He managed to refine only seven or eight such pills before stopping. The red one, smaller than a pea, was the superior top-grade pill.

It appeared by sheer luck; it could be attributed to good fortune.

Lin Xuan placed the white Celestial Dust Pill into his mouth and swallowed it almost instantly. A gentle warmth spread throughout his body. He did not waste time; his demon infant in the dantian opened its eyes, and a technique was cast on the golden core above.

"…"…

The golden core trembled as thin threads of clear essence emerged and flowed to his limbs.

Lin Xuan remained closed-eyed for several more hours before swallowing another Celestial Dust Pill.

Meanwhile, two demonic clouds shuddered and descended, revealing a blue dragon and an old man in gray robes. However, both old monsters looked tense, holding their breath as they carefully moved forward.

A streak of light appeared southeast, hinting at the presence of a daoist figure with a refined appearance—also a demon, having reached the middle stage of transformation.

This person did not notice the two hidden demons and flew north without hesitation.

"Is it the Seventh Elder of Snow Fox Clan? He's also heading this way. Could they have found that girl?" Blue Dragon said with a frown.

"It’s hard to say, but Zhu believes it is mere coincidence. Regardless, we must act quickly to find the runaway princess," the old man in gray robes said, each word clearly pronounced.

"Agreed." Blue Dragon hesitated for a moment before taking out a bag from his waist and casting a technique on it. Over a hundred strange insects flew out.

About an inch long, they resembled ordinary ants but had transparent wings.

"Brother Lan, you're using fire attribute flying ants in the icy cold here; are you afraid of damaging your cultivation?" The old man in gray robes was surprised.

"It matters not now. Once we find the Snow Fox Clan's princess, the rewards will compensate for any loss."

"That’s good. Searching methodically is too slow. Since Brother Lan has this resolve, I shouldn’t hide anything," the one-horned old monster said and similarly tapped his waist, revealing several firebirds as sharp as spears.

The old monsters cast a few techniques, and the flying insects and firebirds dispersed to search the northern wilderness.

Lin Xuan's seclusion for condensing his essence core had entered its ninth day. Despite having experience from past demon infant transformations, it was still extremely difficult. The young man was drenched in sweat; half of the Celestial Dust Pills were already consumed. Just now, he swallowed that bright red pill.

Inside his dantian, a fire seemed to ignite, and his limbs felt unbearably hot. Lin Xuan's face contorted with pain as he gritted his teeth and endured. Using Inner Vision, the tranquility in his dantian was disrupted; green qi energy formed vortexes, and even the blue Star Sea began to churn. The golden core trembled, and the demon infant’s expression showed a mix of fear and hatred.

However, soon, this expression was replaced by resilience. The demon infant hesitated briefly before opening its mouth, and a thin stream of infant fire emerged from Lin Xuan's body, enveloping the golden core.

It seemed like a refining process or something else entirely.

Lin Xuan’s face grew even more grim; condensing his essence core proved far more difficult than he had imagined. But it didn’t matter; everything was still under his control.

Just as he was thinking this, he suddenly felt a sharp pain in his head and dizziness. However, he did not faint but found himself in an unfamiliar place.

Of course, this was an illusion. Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators, so he knew he had entered a crucial phase for refining the essence core—testing one's heart!
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Outside the ancient lair of the Qilin, Moonlight's mind was elsewhere. Her delicate face was filled with worry. Although she always had faith in her young master, cultivating to form a core was incredibly difficult—could something go wrong?

A thunderous sound echoed through the air as an inexplicable pressure descended from the heavens. Snowflakes froze mid-air, and the aura of essence energy surged towards this area.

Moonlight's expression changed from shock to surprise. The unusual celestial phenomena indicated that her young master had entered a critical phase in his cultivation.

The little fox seemed to sense something too, its large eyes showing signs of fear as it crouched on the ground with its paws covering its head. Moonlight found this amusing.

"Xiang'er, don't be afraid. Your young master is forming his core," she said softly.

Before her words were fully out, the sky transformed dramatically. Silver snakes danced around, creating a hurricane that swept away the snow. The essence energy coalesced into colorful light points, mesmerizing to behold.

The little fox lowered its front paws and looked up curiously, suddenly emitting a soft cry. Its body also glowed with white light, and the light points seemed to be drawn towards her, rushing into the young master's form...

"What is this?"

Moonlight was speechless, unsure if it was good or bad for the little snow fox. She hesitated but decided to observe.

The celestial phenomena continued to expand further away.

Over a thousand miles distant,

"Hey?" Two streaks of light slowed and stopped abruptly—Blue Serpent and the gray-robed old monster.

Two transformed creatures, both showing signs of surprise and uncertainty as they released their spirit insects. Although they couldn't pinpoint the exact location of the snow fox princess, they had narrowed down the search area significantly. The celestial phenomena in the sky surprised them so much that they turned their heads, looking around in confusion.

"Brother Cai, did I see wrong? This seems to be a sign of core formation," said the gray-robed old monster.

Indeed, the old monsters were skeptical. This was north of Ice Spirit Peak, where no human cultivators could bring forth an artifact from the Five Elements. Core formation here had never happened in a million years.

Could they have made a mistake? Or perhaps some extraordinary treasure had appeared?

"Should we go?"

"We might as well. According to the spirit insect's report, the snow fox princess might be in that area."

The two old monsters exchanged glances and used their powers to race towards the distant sky, leaving streaks of light behind.

Amidst the void,

It seemed like the beginning of creation, with a grayish sky and earth. Above, lightning crackled through the air, resembling fierce ancient serpents.

"What is this?"

With his superior awareness and the protection of his demonic embryo, Lin Xuan remained clear-headed despite the mental trials.

However, he realized that his hallucinations were like stepping into an ancient era. Back then, heaven and earth had just separated, and everything was in chaos.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan saw humans at the dawn of civilization, fighting for survival in the vast wilderness, battling nature and ferocious beasts with their meager strength.

Despite their weakness, they persisted, never giving up hope as long as they were strong enough.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed. Something stirred deep within him—wasn't he also like this?

The scenes of his journey to immortality played out before his eyes: the ridicule from fellow students, his relentless efforts despite no visible results...

How similar these humans were to his own struggle. Heaven rewards diligence; one must be unwavering if they wish to succeed.

Years passed as Lin Xuan lost track of time. The wise ancient cultivators gradually discovered how to harness essence energy, marking the beginning of cultivation.

Lin Xuan was so engrossed that he didn't notice a sudden blurring in his vision. When it cleared again, countless ugly creatures appeared before him.

Some had three heads and six arms; others were red-haired and barefoot, their faces fierce...

Could these be ancient demons?

Moonlight's face showed shock as well. More terrifying was the fact that she wasn't just an observer—these demons' eyes glinted with ferocity as they lunged at her.

With his demonic embryo guarding his mind, Lin Xuan knew these were illusions but if his heart was consumed by them, he might not survive and his core would never form.

Determined to act, Lin Xuan rapidly changed hand seals. Multicolored light enveloped him as he confronted the demons.

In the ancient lair, the phenomena grew more astonishing.

The snow had stopped, but the hurricanes intensified. Thunderous sounds echoed, the ground cracked, and massive lightning bolts struck, causing his heart to race.

Moonlight's face was filled with anxiety as she paced back and forth, wringing her hands like an ant in a pot of hot oil.

Splat...

The ground suddenly sank, Moonlight and the little snow fox took off. More essence energy light points appeared in the sky, and a refreshing aroma spread from underground.

"What is this?"

Moonlight recalled ancient texts with a smile on her face. Could it be that her young master had successfully formed his core?

Before she could finish her thought, the essence energy light points converged into a five-colored lotus that slowly rotated. A faint, ancient sound echoed in her ears.

Moonlight was entranced as she watched. The little fox blinked and opened its mouth, emitting a white mist that wrapped around the lotus.

Even more bizarrely, the mist-lotus shrank to half an infant's fist size before being swallowed by the little fox.

In just a blink of an eye, Moonlight was stunned. It was too late to stop it; her young master might be in danger!
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Moonling couldn't sit still any longer. She transformed into a streak of white light and flew into the ancient phoenix cave.

She quietly approached the Firecloud Cave, only to find Lin Xuan sitting cross-legged with his eyes closed. Above him, two infants were playing around.

The one on the left was no more than an inch high, completely black like ink, with piercing eyes. This had to be the魔婴 Lin Xuan had already formed long ago.

The one on the right was slightly taller and seemed stronger, its body as white as snow.

An元婴!

Young Master has succeeded!

Moonling couldn't help feeling elated. Just as she was about to speak, the two infants saw her and exchanged glances before vanishing into Lin Xuan's crown.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes and stood up. His face still showed signs of fatigue from the final heart demon refinement. If not for him holding onto his spiritual platform with the魔婴, it would have been a close call whether he could pass through safely.

But the heart demons he faced seemed different from those recorded in the典葬… Lin Xuan shook his head and decided to think about this later. He smiled at the young woman before him.

After successfully condensing an元婴, Lin Xuan's senses towards external objects had changed. Not only did his spirit awareness increase significantly; even his body underwent a purification process during the process.

His meridians expanded, becoming stronger. Only in this way could he store more灵力.

Both the元婴 and魔婴 returned to his dantian.

"Congratulations, Young Master," she said with a smile.

"Silly girl, we don't need to be formal between us. Now that I'm at late-stage condensation core, let's find a secluded place after leaving the妖灵 Island and cultivate diligently. In no time, I should be able to form an元婴 successfully."

"Mm," Moonling nodded, her beautiful face flushed slightly. Just as she was about to speak, Little Snow Fox ran in front of Lin Xuan and leaped onto his chest, rubbing against him affectionately.

"Uh…"

The master and servant exchanged glances, both looking a bit awkward. Lin Xuan had used pills to make treats for the little fox, but it never showed such intimacy towards him before today. Was she trying to flatter him because he had just formed an元婴?

Moonling found this absurd… although clever, the young fox was too young to understand such schemes, and her talent didn't necessitate them.

Could it be due to the light points she absorbed or the lotus she swallowed at the end of the process? After all, those condensation core omens were related to Young Master in some way.

Moonling didn't delve into this too much; after all, it was a good thing for her to be close to him. She stepped forward and was about to speak when Lin Xuan suddenly frowned.

"Guests are here."

"Guests?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan sighed. He had thought the place was remote, but the noise from his元婴 formation was much louder than he imagined, eventually attracting the attention of the妖族.

Fortunately, the process was successful. Otherwise, it would have been troublesome indeed.

Lin Xuan released his spirit awareness and quickly turned serious.

"Two of them are third-stage transformed creatures."

"All third stage?" Moonling's expression darkened. "They must be drawn by the condensation core omens. Young Master, should we hide?"

Since entering the transformed creature phase, the妖尊 outshone their peers in the元婴 stage by a notch. With two of them here, Moonling didn't think it was wise to confront them.

"It's too late."

Lin Xuan smiled faintly. If he had a choice, he wouldn't want to conflict with the beasts now. His元婴 formation was still fresh and needed time to stabilize. However, they were less than a hundred miles away, making escape not an option.

Still, despite his disappointment, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. He had faced those old monsters before condensing his元婴, and with his current cultivation, he should be able to defeat them even if there were two of them.

On the other side, the two old monsters had also locked onto Lin Xuan.

"Brother Zhu, it's indeed a condensation core omen. It looks like they have succeeded," Blue Serpent收回 its spirit awareness and spoke with a fierce look in his eyes.

"Hmph, this is quite strange. This place is rarely visited by humans or even our race. I wonder which audacious fellow chose this spot for his元婴 formation."

"It's somewhat suspicious, but it benefits us greatly. A cultivator's元婴 is a great tonic; we can divide and consume them," Blue Serpent licked its sharp teeth, the cold glint reflecting off the snow.

"Indeed…" Before he could finish speaking, his expression suddenly changed as a fiery red light point appeared in the distance. After flying closer, it turned out to be a small bird about the size of a sparrow.

The bird circled around the gray-robed old man, chirping loudly.

"What's wrong, Brother Zhu?"

But the old man waved his hand, signaling the monster not to speak.

After a cup of tea, he finally turned back with an expression of joy on his face. "Haha, this is truly a double blessing! A double blessing!" Blue Serpent was confused but didn't continue questioning; he knew his companion would tell him.

"Firebird relayed the news and has found Little Snow Fox's whereabouts."

"Oh, where is she?" Blue Serpent couldn't help feeling elated.

"In the center of the strange phenomenon that just occurred,"

"What? So she must be with the cultivator who formed an元婴."

"It's likely she was captured by him."

"Caught by humans; no wonder we couldn't find her. But this makes things easier. Brother Zhu, it seems our luck is good. We can hit two birds with one stone."

The dragon and serpent laughed loudly as they revealed their true forms and sped away at an even faster pace into the swirling snow.

"Moonling, you won't need to intervene,"

"It's fine; I was born from that slut and her mother."

"Young Master, do you want to fight them alone?"

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded, signaling Moonling to return to his sleeve. Although she felt slightly uncomfortable, she obeyed him.

Then, holding the little fox, he transformed into a streak of green light and flew out of the ancient phoenix cave.

Two streaks of light appeared in his vision as妖气 surged around them. Initially far away, they soon approached him.

The lights faded to reveal two old monsters' faces.

Seeing Lin Xuan's nonchalant demeanor, Blue Serpent couldn't help feeling surprised but quickly turned his attention to the little fox in Lin Xuan's arms.

Sure enough, it was the princess of the Snow Fox tribe!

The gray-robed old man's face showed a cruel expression. He moved and appeared on the other side, positioning himself so that he and Blue Serpent formed a pincer movement around Lin Xuan.
抱歉，请假一天

Dear fellow cultivators, little brother has something to attend to today and will be on leave. Tomorrow I'll make up for it; please continue supporting Huan Yu.

The weather was exceptionally pleasant today, with clear skies and a comfortable temperature. In the city center, the arena was bustling with activity.

"Such a design has existed for years, not something Lord Ling could forge. What else do you have to say?" Wang Yongbo's spiritual energy swept across as he took over the coin cup from Ling Xiao, his expression cold.

"A Technique of Profound Insight: Penetrating Heart!" The voice came from a corner, where many people gathered, drawing Cai'er's curiosity.

Thirty meters away, the one-eyed man lay on the ground, groaning in pain. Li Yundust moved swiftly and arrived beside the one-eyed man within a second.

The sixty-one individuals had all left, going to meet the Aviary Ghost Emperor; only about a hundred cultivators remained scattered throughout the ghost cave, unaware of their future prospects.

Blood Sword Patriarch was still renowned before the傲无常's fame. He was cunning and vicious, ruthless in his methods, even his cultivation techniques were known for being阴险毒辣. It couldn't be denied that Blood Sword Patriarch was a rare genius in martial arts; just by looking at how he created "Blood Siphoning Sword Technique," one could see the extent of his wickedness.

E Xi's expression changed dramatically. In fact, when the anomaly and abyss were broken, he had vaguely guessed it but wasn't entirely sure.

The remaining Sweet Melon Pills couldn't save a second life; the heavily armed man was destroyed by lightning spiders, rendering him nearly defenseless now. The spider's claws pierced his heart, injecting a large amount of digestive fluid into his body before storing him in its storage space.

Three families from the Demon Sect—Wu, Ye, and Liu—had arrived, totaling ten Golden Core cultivators. Among them, Ye Jiequan from the Ye family and Liu Bofan from the Liu family were at the peak of their Golden Core stage, only a step away from condensing their cores.

Those who could kill across multiple cultivation stages were mostly members of major families, possessing high-grade spiritual artifacts, advanced cultivation techniques, and some auxiliary medicines. Only then did they have a chance.

As a result, he became the one-eyed dragon and the captain of Phantom Ship, killing the pirate leader who had cut off his superior's head, making a name for himself in Dadaaryl Sea as a notorious pirate.

Su Jingyu only glanced at it; after all, children were occasionally brought in. She had been here for half a year and didn't find anything particularly unusual.

"Thank you, Mr. Guo Zhe!" Guan Chun politely replied but waited in vain for a response from Guo Tu.

Tian Ling Wood, a fourth-grade spirit wood, was primarily used to make paper that could withstand water and fire, possessing mystical power capable of preserving information for extended periods. It was an excellent material for crafting spiritual talismans.

Silently for a moment, Nan Ganghao couldn't help but sigh, comparing himself to this Reverend Runi, who had it much worse.

Mushangning wanted to reach out to block, instinctively thinking about her injured hand and the potential harm that might come from such a hard block.

Moreover, she was hidden in a corner, an inconspicuous position where she rarely opened the cabinet.

"Headmaster Yu, due to the changes in this competition, the president has decided that as long as your family can place among the top three, you will continue to be part of the outer gate's Five Halls and enjoy corresponding benefits," Zhu Chong gave Yu Longsheng a look, clearly indicating their efforts for the Yu family.

This was Khan Qie's capital in the Western Regions, giving him grounds to gain Han Suo's trust.

Without the protection of the mountain array, relying solely on battle formations against beastly creatures, despite humanity's apparent strength, numbers were still a shortcoming. In just half a minute, roughly a thousand Foundation Establishment cultivators had died, and even ten Golden Core cultivators had self-destructed.
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The opponent's hostility was already evident. Lin Xuan frowned slightly but showed no fear, just the right moment to test his abilities after forming an infant spirit.

With a wave of his sleeve, two small silver rings shot out, their light flashing and spinning above his head.

Two old monster beasts were taken aback, their faces full of surprise as they exchanged glances. Could it be that this place no longer rejected the Five Elements treasures?

Though somewhat unexpected, he did not let it bother him. The opponent was just one individual who had only recently formed an infant spirit… and even if his abilities were formidable, there would still be limits. No matter what, Lin Xuan believed he could control the situation.

The corner of Blue Serpent's mouth curled into a mocking smile as he stretched out his hand, constantly changing his hand seals. A terrifying aura emanated from him like a hurricane, with a howling sound. Blue Serpent suddenly shot up several feet, his eyes bulging and looking fearsome, his nails turning dark black, indicating the presence of剧毒.

Seeing their companion's actions, the old monster beast in gray robes was not about to stand idly by. A fierce light flashed in his eyes as he spat out a red blood ball from his mouth.

A hand seal was cast, and the blood ball expanded into a grotesque ghost head.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, a hint of doubt flashing across his gaze. Was this an odd treasure or some secret technique that he could not recognize?

Though confident in his abilities, Lin Xuan knew these transformed period monsters were no small threat. His expression darkened as he moved to attack first without any visible action.

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring began to tremble rapidly, emitting a startling spiritual light. Dozens of crescent-shaped light blades shot out with the sound of breaking air towards the monstrous serpentine head.

Blue Serpent showed no fear on his face. With a loud roar, he began to move his arms quickly. This was not strange; transformed period monsters could also command treasures but often enhanced their own bodies to become stronger.

His arms were covered in scales, making them difficult to injure with those light blades.

The light blades arrived instantly.

With a crackling sound, Blue Serpent let out a painful roar as blood splattered into the air. The aura around him surged as he moved aside.

His appearance was very disheveled, his arms covered in fine cuts, and his eyes filled with disbelief. He had fought against an infant spirit cultivator before, but their treasure could not harm his arm. But now…

Had something gone wrong? The opponent had just successfully formed an infant spirit.

Lin Xuan did not give him time to ponder. Reaching up, he pointed at the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, forming more light blades, nearly ten times as many as before. Blue Serpent's face showed shock.

The old monster in gray robes was equally surprised. Though Lin Xuan had only tested his abilities lightly, it was clear that he was no ordinary cultivator. His initial contempt had vanished.

Pointing with a hand, the ghost head roared and opened its mouth to spew out a red demonic flame…

But Lin Xuan remained calm. He flickered in place and suddenly disappeared from sight.

The old monster in gray robes's pupils constricted. Instant transmission?

No… not quite.

He quickly released his divine sense to search but found Lin Xuan had appeared three feet to the left.

Nine Heavens Microsteps!

This was a very mysterious secret technique recorded in the Nine Heavens Profound Art, which required an infant spirit stage to practice. After forming his second infant spirit, Lin Xuan had tried it before but failed due to insufficient power. However, he now possessed the exact techniques and could easily perform it as an expert with dual infant spirits.

According to ancient texts, these Nine Heavens Microsteps had their own advantages over instant transmission, offering more complex evasive maneuvers. With this technique, even facing several same-stage cultivators in a siege, one could handle them effortlessly or at least defend themselves effectively.

Lin Xuan's first attempt was indeed beyond comprehension.

He nodded with satisfaction as he vanished again without a trace.

The old monster in gray robes felt his heart sink and quickly took out a dragon-sized gem from his pocket. He raised it high above his head, casting a faint red light shield around himself.

Then he relaxed and began to retrieve other treasures.

But it was too late. Lin Xuan had already appeared behind him. Opening his mouth, a blue sword beam shot out.

Initially thin, the beam grew wildly as it left his mouth, flashing with spiritual light before slashing at the old monster's head.

However, it was blocked by that faint red light shield.

This protective layer looked thin but was incredibly sturdy.

Lin Xuan's accumulated aura proved futile. The opponent was indeed a transformed period monster, but he reacted quickly. Seeing the first attack failed, Lin Xuan immediately extended his left hand, and a green flame the size of an egg appeared in his palm.

Shaking his hand, the flame rapidly expanded before falling like a meteor to land heavily in front of the old monster.

"Pop," the shield was ignited with a light sound. The old monster's face showed shock. What kind of demonic flames were these?

He had cast a protective barrier that could easily block even top-tier treasures, but now it was being slowly corroded away.

The old monster's expression stiffened as a determined look flashed in his eyes. He pounded his chest and let out a low roar.

Crackling sounds echoed as his clothes tore apart, his body rapidly inflating. His sharp horns grew longer and thicker, and a thick gray shell covered his body. Lying on the ground, he transformed into an ugly monster.

"What kind of creature is this?"

Lin Xuan frowned. Though well-read, there were countless types of monsters, most of which he had never seen before.

The monster opened its mouth wide, spewing out large amounts of yellow sand that quickly filled several miles of sky, creating a shadowy appearance.

It seemed the monster wanted to use the sand to extinguish the flames. Lin Xuan's expression remained indifferent as the monster roared, and the sand凝聚成一条黄龙，狠狠地咬向碧幻幽火。
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The sand凝聚而成的蛟龙体型足有七八丈长。它张开大口乱嚼，附近的碧幻幽火已被吞入腹中。

The monster's eyes flashed with a hint of joy, but quickly turned to terror as Lin Xuan suddenly snapped his fingers. The sand dragon froze mid-action, its body turning entirely green before being incinerated in the flames.

"Impossible! What kind of technique is this? You managed to break through my Falling Swallow Divine Sand," the monster shouted with horror. Fear flickered across its ugly face.

Lin Xuan had no interest in answering; he was about to use the碧幻幽火to attack when a space distortion appeared above his head, followed by a loud破空声.

The sky seemed to darken instantly...

Sizzle!

Thunder and lightning crackled as Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. A spatial rift appeared before him.

What kind of power is this? Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. He didn't have time to dodge; he instinctively pointed at the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

His mana poured into the ring like a flood, forming a thick ice wall on which flames burned fiercely. Who said water and fire couldn't coexist? Lin Xuan was now demonstrating this astonishing power.

He had grown more adept in controlling the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring, but his face showed no signs of pride as he waved his sleeves, sending out several dozen talismans.

Though only palm-sized, each one shimmered with auras, clearly non-trivial. They were all middle-grade or higher earth-talismans.

A single spell from Lin Xuan caused the talismans to ignite on their own, forming colored shields that enveloped him.

All this happened in an instant. A light beam shot out of the spatial rift, about the size of a child's arm, twisted and transformed into a curved blade with a miniature sand dragon adorning its hilt, slicing down.

Sizzle...

The flames on the ice wall surged but only slowed the blade for a moment before it shattered through the ice. Lin Xuan was shocked and quickly spat out some blood-laced mana to no avail; the cracks in the ice continued to grow.

But that was enough time. With the talismans forming shields, he had ample time to escape.

His body shimmered as he reactivated Nine Heaven Microstepping.

Lin Xuan's figure vanished from his spot, and the blade tore through the ice and shields. If Lin Xuan had been a second slower, he would have surely perished.

Puff...

The blue dragon spat out a mouthful of blood in disbelief.

It was clear that he had just attempted an ambush.

Seeing Lin Xuan fight the gray-robed elder, the blue dragon knew this man could not be reasoned with. He didn't seem like a newly formed婴, and his power was formidable, even comparable to mid-stage elders...

This made things complicated. Though they outnumbered him, killing such a high-ranking expert would be extremely difficult.

Thus, the blue dragon resorted to a special technique.

It was a secret art of their dragon clan, known by few. He had learned it by chance from an incomplete scroll and never used it before.

Similar to invoking a deity, this technique allowed summoning a fragment of a higher realm's dragon spirit to attack across dimensions.

Its power could rival that of a late-stage婴, something mid-stage experts would find impossible to evade...

But this boy seemed unharmed.

The blue dragon was filled with shock. He wasn't spitting blood from anger; using this secret technique had taken a heavy toll on his body, even for the formidable dragon form.

He was essentially grievously injured.

Lin Xuan, having escaped, was drenched in cold sweat. His gaze turned icy as he reached into his storage bag and pulled out a silver ball.

Bound Immortal Rope!

Lin Xuan activated it; the ball spun, emitting countless fine threads like hair.

The blue dragon hesitated, not daring to delay. With fierce eyes, he waved his hands rapidly, creating numerous blue claw shadows in mid-air.

Though he didn't know what kind of treasure Lin Xuan was using, his claws were powerful enough to crack stone and metal; these silver threads...

However, the blue dragon's eyes widened again as he realized the silver threads were a precious artifact. He found it extremely difficult to break them.

Soon, Bound Immortal Rope covered him entirely. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, revealing another treasure in his palm—a banana fan with runes flowing across its surface.

He grasped it and gently swiped; two monstrous winds emerged, each as thick as a bowl— one black as ink, the other pale like a corpse's fire...

Their power was undeniable.

The blue dragon showed fear. But by then, he couldn't use any more techniques; Bound Immortal Rope had him trapped, and the yin-yang winds left no escape.

A scream echoed as the banana fan's power proved formidable. Otherwise, Lin Xuan wouldn't have spared this treasure to kill so many opponents.

After a moment, the dragon fog cleared, revealing a blue dragon's body ravaged by corrosion. A flash of white light revealed a miniature version of a sand dragon—its soul.

Its eyes filled with malice as it turned and fled in panic.

Lin Xuan was prepared; he wouldn't let this monster escape. With a snap of his fingers, a black infant appeared before the soul.

A blink later, it vanished, reappearing before the dragon's soul.

It was instant teleportation.

It was well-known that transformed creatures had an edge over human experts at their level, but they were vulnerable—once their bodies were destroyed, their souls lacked combat power and could not compare to a婴.

Seeing the black infant, the dragon's soul showed fear. It turned to flee, but it was too late. The demonic infant chuckled, opened its mouth, and spat out a black infant fire that enveloped the soul in an unwilling scream before it vanished into ashes.

The blue dragon's companion had fallen, but the gray-robed elder's monster didn't escape. His opponent was indeed formidable, but he made a foolish mistake by exposing his婴. Lin Xuan only needed to destroy its body...

Lin Xuan mused as he continued his journey.
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A flash of fierce color appeared in his eyes.

The monster lowered its head and rushed forward, soaring through the clouds. He would crush it into powder… but Lin Xuan opened his eyes wide, hands moving rapidly as he formed a hand seal. The green illusory fire reappeared.

Accompanied by complex incantations, it transformed into a fiery snake.

Impossible! The gray-robed elder's monster suddenly widened its eyes in shock. How could the opponent's元婴 still be able to move freely even though it had left the body? Could… he have cultivated a second元婴 with astonishing abilities? Only then could one explain how an infant-stage cultivator was so formidable.

The thought filled the monster with dread, and it quickly spat out a mouthful of dark green demonic energy, colliding with the green illusory fire. However, it was easily devoured.

The monster shuddered; the power of this demon flame was terrifying. But there was no time to think as he let out a low growl, his single horn transforming into a sharp beam and shooting forward.

Although the old monster's true form wasn't a celestial spirit beast, it still possessed some bloodline from primitive monsters. He had refined this horn for countless years, making its power formidable.

The dense explosions filled Lin Xuan’s ears as they fought to a standstill with the green illusory fire.

Lin Xuan felt slightly surprised but quickly returned to his usual expression, a cold smile playing on his lips. He waved his hand.

The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew back before him.

Chill air spread everywhere, several azure ice dragons appearing in mid-air.

On the other side, flames towered skyward as hundreds of fireballs, each the size of a head, spewed out from the clouds.

The scene was awe-inspiring.

Lin Xuan wasn't done. Although the place was remote, it still belonged to the demon beasts. If they delayed too long and more monsters came, things would get dangerous.

Lin Xuan's left hand flipped open.

A gourd appeared in his palm. He cast a spell on it, causing its size to swell and turn bright red. Strange symbols flowed slowly within.

This treasure had been with Lin Xuan for some time, but he finally revealed its full power. A beam of light as thick as an arm shot out, accompanied by flames and sparks. The monster's pupils constricted in fear, opening its mouth to spit out a fist-sized gem.

Demon heart! Although it still retained the form of a demon beast, a human arm grew on its back, pale and soft like that of a newborn infant… yet it gave an eerie feeling.

In the palm of this arm was a small flag. With a gentle shake, fierce winds blew up.

Demonic mists condensed around the monster, revealing countless old men, women, and children weeping sorrowfully… their cries were haunting, making one feel extremely uncomfortable.

And there was something familiar…

"Master, didn't I see right? This treasure looks like the Soul Devouring Flag."

The girl's voice was filled with surprise.

Lin Xuan nodded solemnly. He hadn’t expected a first-stage demon beast to cultivate such demonic techniques and create such an evil artifact.

But this was just Lin Xuan’s limited knowledge. Humans were the lords of all creatures, but any lifeform could cultivate. If humans could mimic the powers of demons, why would it be strange for a first-stage demon beast to learn human spells? Although not exactly like the Soul Devouring Flag, its cultivation method shared many similarities. This old monster had massacred an ordinary town and killed hundreds of cultivators.

Seeing the monster pull out such a demonic artifact, Lin Xuan snorted. He shook his left hand, taking out the Beast Soul Flag. Though it was usually used by Moon Er, as both a daoist and a demon practitioner, he could still fully utilize its power.

Of course, there were also human cultivators confined in the demon flag—enemies of his who had been killed and trapped within.

The monster shuddered with fear; not only did he have two元婴s but was also a daoist and a demon practitioner. This time, he had truly stirred up trouble.

With a low growl, the monster's demonic元婴 shook, releasing hundreds of ghostly souls, hair disheveled as they charged at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan frowned. The beast soul did not back down either, roaring to meet the attack.

As for the ice dragons and fireballs, they were held off by the demon heart’s strange abilities, creating a standoff…

"Looks like this guy's powers are even stronger than that blue dragon."

Lin Xuan muttered under his breath as he turned his wrist. Just as he was about to take out another treasure, he saw the monster turn into a streak of light and dash toward the distant sky.

No way! Lin Xuan froze in shock. This creature had expelled its demon heart and even abandoned its magic flag and horn—very important treasures. He couldn’t believe it would discard them all.

While other items were unimportant, for a demon beast, losing its demon heart was catastrophic; its cultivation level would plummet by more than half, possibly dropping an entire stage. Such consequences were far worse than the destruction of an infant-stage cultivator’s body. Lin Xuan was both shocked and impressed with this old monster.

But this hesitation allowed him to lose over a thousand feet in distance. The speed suggested he had used some secret technique; even if Lin Xuan knew Nine Heaven Microstep, catching up would be no easy feat.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan decided to give up.

Of course, it wasn’t out of compassion but due to practical considerations. Although the monster appeared more powerful now, having killed a first-stage demon beast and chased another away in retreat, he was still unstable after his recent promotion. The white infant’s face showed signs of pain; continuing would risk entering a dangerous state.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t take such risks. Killing that fleeing demon beast wouldn't benefit him much anyway. With the loss of its demon heart, its cultivation level had surely dropped significantly. Whether it could hold its own against a first-stage cultivator was uncertain and posed no threat to Lin Xuan.

With this in mind, he decided to stop.

The old monster, however, didn’t think as much. Terrified, it continued to flee. Without the master’s control, the demon heart, horn, and magic flag all showed signs of weakness. Despite some discomfort, Lin Xuan still had the power to collect these unowned treasures. He cast several spells to do so.
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Explosions of spirit grains erupted as the Frost Serpent Fireball displayed its might. The妖丹 was already teetering on the brink. Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and a tremor rippled through the void. A large green hand materialized before him, reaching down to scoop up the last remnants of black mist.

Piercing… With the final black mist dispelled, the妖丹 was securely trapped.

Lin Xuan then proceeded to follow suit, reclaiming the demon banner and the unicorn that had lost their masters.

"Master, are you alright?" came a concerned voice.

"I'm fine, just a bit tired. We shouldn't linger here."

After saying this, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of green light, enveloping the small fox before shooting off towards the distance. While it was not advisable to engage in combat at present, flying alone posed no significant danger.

Within only an hour, two differently colored beams of light descended from the horizon. After circling around, they revealed two figures.

Both were old monsters of the transformed phase. One on the left looked like a young man and was none other than the Snow Fox Clan's young master. The one on the right was a burly figure with an intimidating appearance, a yellow-faced elder.

After their遁光 landed, both immediately released their divine senses, but to no avail; Lin Xuan had already retreated over a hundred miles away. "Young Master, the signs of condensation indeed occurred here, and there are clear traces of battle. It seems that other demon friends came before us, and they must have been eliminated," the yellow-faced elder said thoughtfully after surveying his surroundings.

The young master nodded, then suddenly narrowed his eyes as he flew towards the ground.

The yellow-faced elder followed closely behind.

The young man squatted down, picking up a strand of white fur about an inch long. It was smooth and still retained faint traces of spirit energy. "This fell from my sister; she must have been here," the young man said with a grim expression.

"Does this mean that Princess has fallen into others' hands?" asked the yellow-faced elder.

"I'm not sure, but it's likely that her fate is dire. Uncle, do you understand what this means?"

The yellow-faced elder fell silent, realizing the consequences. The wrath of their clan leader would be fierce indeed. He shuddered at the thought.

"Young Master, we must rescue Princess immediately; otherwise…" "Hmph, don't waste your breath. I know what to do. Thanks to the lingering spirit energy, it seems that they have only just escaped and won't strike directly against Xiang'er for now. If we act swiftly enough, there's still a chance to save her. Uncle, send out our secret communication talismans immediately; let other transformed phase elders of our clan gather here. We'll search the surroundings from this point," the Snow Fox Clan young master instructed with a calm expression.

"Understood."

The yellow-faced elder hurriedly extended his hand and tapped on his storage bracelet to retrieve several communication talismans.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan continued his flight, covering over a thousand miles without stopping. The endless ice plains stretched out before him.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's face changed as he felt pain in his brows. Having just condensed his essence body, he had prematurely exerted his true energy, causing more trouble than he anticipated.

Lin Xuan quickly took several bottles of pills from his pocket and uncorked them, pouring their contents into his mouth. "Master," Mo'er's concerned voice echoed through the bond. She sensed something amiss with Lin Xuan’s essence body.

"Today I was careless; I shouldn't have fought so soon after condensing my essence body. But don’t worry; such injuries would be fatal to another, but not for me."

Lin Xuan sounded weak but remained calm. "Oh?"

Mo'er knew that Lin Xuan wouldn't exaggerate. Hearing his words, she felt a bit better.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. His divine sense and spiritual power were far superior to those of his peers, and he had plenty of pills to consume. Otherwise, his essence body might have collapsed entirely.

However, misfortune often brings fortune. This experience taught Lin Xuan not to become overconfident in the future. After this ordeal, his character became even more stable.

Lin Xuan glanced at the small snow fox in his arms. The two transformed phase monsters had been drawn here by the signs of condensation, but it was clear they were after this little creature. She must have exceptional资质 beyond her extraordinary talent…

Moreover, although he successfully condensed his essence body this time, the precious crystal stones he had painstakingly collected were now gone. How to leave the Demon Spirit Island became a pressing concern.

Lin Xuan continued to fly for another half day before finally landing in an inconspicuous spot. He had traveled far enough to ensure safety; his divine sense revealed no signs of demon beasts, ordinary animals, or insects.

The cold was intense here. A mere mortal would freeze to death within the blink of an eye.

But to Lin Xuan's satisfaction, it was exactly what he wanted—a place where few people tread.

"Mo'er," "What are your orders?"

A radiant figure appeared before him as Mo'er stepped out from beneath the ice.

"In the ice below this spot, create a cave for me."

Lin Xuan, feeling weak, gave his instructions. He no longer wished to push himself further.

"Yes!"

Mo'er nodded and waved her hands, summoning a pair of twin swords as a magical treasure. Although she had previously done these tasks under Lin Xuan's guidance, she now knew how to do them herself.

With swift movements, Mo'er carved out a cave beneath the ice within an hour. Though simple, it was spacious enough for healing purposes.

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly and entered the cave. Mo'er sealed off the entrance with icy barriers, ensuring no one would notice.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and consumed several Celestial Dust pills, which not only benefited his essence body but also stabilized it.

He then formed two hand seals in front of him and began to refine the medicinal power.

Green light flickered around him as Mo'er watched anxiously. The small snow fox, usually lively, was now obediently curled up.

Using inner vision, Lin Xuan saw his dantian empty. Two essence bodies, one black and one white, sat facing each other, but their appearances were vastly different.

The demon infant was robust and full of vitality, while the newly formed essence body was weak, as if it had just recovered from a severe illness.

Below them lay a green lake, filled with spirit energy that Lin Xuan had cultivated over many years.

Suddenly, ripples appeared on the surface. Water columns rose up, sweeping towards the two essence bodies.

The black demon infant opened its eyes and spat out a ball of infant fire, enveloping the white essence body. Both were struck by the water columns, with pure spirit energy flowing into their bodies.
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Enveloped by black infant fire, the tiny face of the yuan婴 revealed an expression of excruciating pain. But it endured with all its might, while those pure spiritual energies flowed ceaselessly in the two little figures' bodies, adding a touch of eerie to their appearance. This process lasted for a day and night; the yuan婴's demeanor was somewhat listless, but its form had become more stable.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief and did not dare to be careless or negligent. He continued to activate his magical power, refining the yuan婴 within his body. From time to time, he took out pills and swallowed them.

Time passed unnoticed.

Outside, the sky was turbulent with clouds and winds.

In Flower Mountain, in that mysterious small valley, Snow Fox King sat cross-legged. Suddenly, a transmission talisman flew into his cave dwelling.

It was a secret recipe; could it be related to Xiang'er's clues?

Snow Fox King waved his hand, and the firelight immediately fell into his palm. He delved into his spiritual sense, and after a moment, he raised his head with a half-joyful, half-concerned expression on his face.

It seemed that he had no choice but to take action himself. Although his transformation stage was at a late period, once involved, it might even trigger a full conflict across the妖灵 Island. But for his daughter's sake, he could not care about much more.

At the same time, several miles away from Flower Mountain, in some mysterious cave.

This cave was spacious, approximately a thousand feet square. In the center of the cave, there was a high platform with ancient and intricate symbols spread across it, resembling an altar.

On top of the altar, a妖兽 looked listless, surrounded by dense fog. He was gulping heavily.

Below him, two people stood side by side.

To the left was a蛟首 man, standing at over six feet tall, his body covered in tightly packed muscles, even when he stood still, exuding an astonishing aura.

Beside him was an old Daoist with a flowing beard and eyes of an eerie green color.

Poisonous Dragon King "and Green-Eyed Ancestor.

The two ancient monsters changed their hand gestures continuously, channeling their妖力 into the fog.

After nearly two hours, the expressions on both their faces showed signs of fatigue. Poisonous Dragon King suddenly roared loudly and flicked his hand, throwing a dragon eye-sized treasure ball. The妖兽 immediately swallowed it whole.

The妖气 surged, shaking the monster's body violently as it endured immense torment. It writhed painfully on the ground.

After a moment, it transformed into a human form in the midst of the妖fog, exactly the gray-robed old man who had escaped from Lin Xuan.

"Thank you, friends for your rescue," the old man did not get up but instead prostrated himself on the ground and bowed deeply to Poisonous Dragon King and Green-Eyed Ancestor.

"No need to thank me; it was a small effort," Poisonous Dragon King smiled as he returned the bow. Although their power levels differed greatly, from his reaction, it seemed they had a deep bond.

"I will remember your great kindness."

The old man prostrated himself three times before slowly getting up and standing at attention. It was no wonder that he felt grateful; if not for Poisonous Dragon King and Green-Eyed Ancestor's rescue, he would have lost his妖丹, dropping several levels in cultivation, and losing his spiritual intelligence, reverting to a low-grade妖族.

While this outcome was better than death, it still made him shudder with fear. His gratitude became understandable.

"Brother Zhu, what did you encounter that left you in such a state?" Poisonous Dragon King asked after some time, his eyes flashing with anger. Several of his children had perished recently, filling his heart with rage.

"It wasn't the Snow Fox Clan," the gray-robed old man unexpectedly shook his head.

"Not the Snow Fox Clan?"

Even Green-Eyed Ancestor, known for his composure, could not hide his surprise: "How is that possible? Brother Zhu, are you mistaken? I received news that Blue Dragon fell in battle with you. The only ones capable of pushing a transformed妖族 to such an extent on this ice plain would be the Snow Fox Clan."

Poisonous Dragon King nodded, his expression equally puzzled.

"We encountered an enemy—a human cultivator."

"What, a human?" Both old monsters were stunned. Poisonous Dragon King's eyes then filled with deep hatred: "Could it be that bald old bastard Huang Mei?"

It was no wonder he thought so; in this desolate ice plain, refusing to use the Five Elements artifacts, defeating two transformed妖族 alone would require an advanced cultivator of late元婴 stage.

Recalling his lifelong grudge, Poisonous Dragon King naturally gritted his teeth. "Not that old bastard Huang Mei, but a stranger," the gray-robed old man shook his head again.

A series of unexpected events left the two later-stage monsters looking at each other in bewilderment. Could humans have newly promoted some powerful experts capable of defeating them with just one person and without using their treasures? Even an advanced cultivator of mid-元婴 stage would find it impossible.

"Friends, please hear me out," the gray-robed old man showed signs of fear on his face as he slowly recounted the details.

"What, a second yuan婴? Brother Zhu, are you sure about this? I've only seen such things in ancient texts. The cultivation method is said to have been lost long ago in the human world."

Poisonous Dragon King was shocked and alarmed.

"Exactly! And the place where you fought, could it really use Five Elements treasures?"

Green-Eyed Ancestor also shook his head, his eyes filled with mockery. If not for the gray-robed old man's clear and logical speech, he would have thought him insane.

"Friends, you have done me a great favor; I dare not lie to you. The Snow Fox Clan's princess is in that human's hands."

"Oh?"

The two old monsters could not help but pay close attention. Poisonous Dragon King and Green-Eyed Ancestor were delighted as a transmission talisman flew into the cave.

Poisonous Dragon King was taken aback, taking it from his hand: "Brother Jiao, what happened?"

"It seems Brother Zhu's words are true. Just received news that Snow Fox King set out. Although the exact destination is unclear, he headed in the direction you described. The Snow Fox Clan also discovered the girl's whereabouts."

Poisonous Dragon King's eyes flashed as he spoke seriously: "Oh? What do you intend to do?"

"Intend? Hmph. Since our old friend has gone, we can't stay here either. Let's act according to circumstances. If there's an opportunity, we must intercept that little girl and eliminate her."

"Good; it suits me as well. Once we decide to do something, we shouldn't give up halfway. I'll accompany you on this journey, besides, I want to see the cultivator who refined a second yuan婴. His cultivation method might be of some借鉴to us."

Green-Eyed Ancestor agreed readily.
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Outside, the wind surged and clouds swirled. Lin Xuan remained in a cave about a hundredyardabove the ground.

He carefully refined his essence core to stabilize it. Bored with idleness, Moon also sat nearby meditating. The young master had already successfully formed an essence core; he couldn't fall too far behind. As for Little Snow Fox, she was originally lively and active, but lately seemed somewhat tired. Most of the time, she slept soundly.

Initially, Moon was worried, but after a brief inspection, she found that the little one was fine, even with enhanced magical power.

"Xiang'er, if you feel unwell, remember to tell Sister," Moon said with concern.

"No."

The little one shook her head in a cute voice and then closed her beautiful eyes. Unlike humans, some simple cultivation techniques were passed down through their bloodline; they naturally knew them without learning.

At this moment, Little Snow Fox used Inner Vision. In the vast sea of consciousness, it was empty. But now, there was a five-colored lotus slowly rotating.

Themonster/witch/evil spiritforce in her mind was attracted and circled around the colorful lotus, making it look incredibly beautiful.

"What is this?"

Although Little Snow Fox had extraordinary talent, she was still too young to fully understand everything before her. Drowsiness soon overtook her again.

Meanwhile, on the other side, although the three major forces of themonster/witch/evil spiritrace were constantly clashing and even the three great beast spirits were stirred by rumors, they still had some reservations about each other. Unless they actually discovered the princess's whereabouts, they would remain restrained and not break their alliance.

Here in the ice desert, Snow Foxes moved faster than usual.

They arrived at Lin Xuan’s place of essence formation first and found the ancient cave hidden by an illusionary technique.

The Snow Fox King was greatly surprised. They had lived and reproduced here for countless millennia, but they hadn’t expected to find a top-grade fire vein beneath the ice and snow.

Unfortunately, the ancient cave had already been claimed by others; all its treasures were taken away.

However, the Snow Fox King wasn't too heartbroken. In his mind, nothing was more important than his newborn daughter.

Suddenly, a burst of flame flew in—secretly crafted communication talismans.

The Snow Fox King hurried to immerse his consciousness and soon showed signs of joy on his face.

"Father, do you have any news?"

Beside the Snow Fox King stood a young man with a stern expression. He looked no more than twenty but was still at the initial stage of transformation.

"Not bad; there are clues. Jian'er, what you said is correct. A few days ago, an immortal cultivator successfully formed his essence core here and clashed with the subordinates of the Poisoned Dragon King. But in the end, two transformed-stage beast spirits—one died, one was injured..."

"Father," you can't be serious! How could a newly formed human cultivator defeat two transformed-stage beast spirits? "The young man's face showed shock as he refuted it.

"The information is reliable; I received it from my spy. Poisoned Dragon King can buy our traitors, but why can’t I do the same?" A sneer appeared at the corner of the Snow Fox King’s mouth: "By the way, Jian'er, who betrayed us? Do you have any leads?"

"I'm sorry, Father; I don't," the young man shook his head in fear.

The Snow Fox King didn’t get angry. This matter couldn’t be rushed; they had to investigate secretly. But he would find that traitor eventually.

"Father, so my sister is in the hands of that human cultivator?"

"Yes."

The Snow Fox King nodded. "Your sister has royal blood, and even though she's young, it’s impossible for them to make her a spirit beast. We don’t need to worry about that. As an essence core cultivator, they would definitely recognize Xiang'er’s importance and wouldn't harm her easily."

"So my sister is safe for now?"

"Yes," the Snow Fox King said with relief. "But we can't be careless; we must rescue her as soon as possible." With a slight frown, he rubbed his temples. "Search everywhere; that human cultivator formed his essence core here, so there should be some traces. Our top priority is to determine his identity."

The Snow Fox King’s words were still echoing when several colored foxes transformed into streaks of light and rushed towards the ancient cave.

After a moment, a black token floated in front of him.

This token was about the size of a child's palm, carved from an unknown wood that emitted a faint fragrance, making one feel refreshed.

The Snow Fox King’s eyes narrowed. A smile appeared on his face.

"Father, you know who he is?"

"Yes, this is a guest invitation from Xuanfeng Sect," the Snow Fox King said calmly.

Xuanfeng Sect? The young master of the Snow Fox race was stunned; that was the top human cultivation sect onmonster/witch/evil spiritSpirit Island. Their strength couldn’t be underestimated. If his sister were in their hands, things would get complicated.

"Jian'er, send someone to contact them and try to negotiate for her safe return. We can offer them a reward if they do," the Snow Fox King said.

"But Father, humans are cunning. What if they demand too much or refuse to give my sister back? How should we handle it?" The young master of the Snow Fox race asked with concern.

"Refuse their gifts and accept the punishment. If those old Xuanfeng Sect elders don’t understand the situation," I wouldn't mind mobilizing our entire tribe to destroy them, "the Snow Fox King said, exuding a chilling aura.

Lin Xuan still remained in his ice cave, unaware that he had inadvertently lost the Xuanfeng Sect’s guest invitation token. It was nothing unusual; forming an essence core involved immense pain, and Lin Xuan, though far more perceptive than other cultivators of the same level, could occasionally lose focus.

He wasn’t intentional about losing the token, nor did he know that it would bring a storm to the Xuanfeng Sect. Everything was just by chance.

Three months passed unnoticed.

In Lin Xuan’s mind, his dantian had undergone ninety days of refinement. His essence core was now vastly different from before; there were no signs of pain on his little face, and its form had become much more stable.

The crisis was over, and Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief as he slowly ended his cultivation and stood up, stretching his body.

About half an hour later, Moon also opened her eyes with a look of joy. "Young Master, are you better?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded. Although the three-month training period was somewhat short, it had prepared him to face human opponents. This place was hidden but not ideal for cultivation; besides, he still had other matters to attend to.

Lin Xuan turned his gaze towards Little Snow Fox, who curled up in a cute ball, using her tail to cover her head and sleeping soundly.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, feeling puzzled. Since forming his essence core, there seemed to be some invisible connection with this little one, but he couldn’t put his finger on what it was exactly.
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Shaking his head, Lin Xuan temporarily set aside the matter at hand and stretched out a hand. A flicker of black light appeared on his palm as he struck his storage bag, revealing a sharp, glossy horn.

The horn was about a foot long and emitted an eerie妖力.

It was indeed the single horn that had belonged to the gray-robed old man who had fled. Although Lin Xuan couldn't determine its material, it was undoubtedly top-notch material for crafting weapons.

Lin Xuan extended his index finger and slowly pointed at the horn.

A loud crackling sound echoed as a black aura burst from the tip of the horn, protecting its body. Lin Xuan's inner refinement method was actually repelled.

"Interesting!"

Despite the threat, Lin Xuan felt pleased. He waved his sleeves and several bottles and jars emerged, evenly scattered in front of him.

"Mistress, are you planning to refine this treasure?" Mo'er asked curiously.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. Though he possessed many treasures, at this moment, he was tempted by the idea and intended to create a defensive item for himself.

Although the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring had an extremely high quality, its cultivation time was too short, making it slightly lacking in power despite its dual offensive-defensive capabilities.

Lin Xuan planned to refine a powerful weapon using the materials from the妖兽.

He held up a jade cylinder and sank his spiritual awareness into it. This was the Nine Heavens Profound Art, which at the end of this top-tier cultivation technique included methods for refining several treasures, including the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring and the Soul-Shattering Sword of Netherworld.

All were top-grade treasures.

Though the materials in the cylinder didn't mention his horn, with his experience, he didn't need to follow them exactly. A bit of inspiration was enough.

After a full day and night, Lin Xuan finally raised his head, still with his eyes closed as he analyzed and organized various methods for refining treasures in his mind.

After a long while, Lin Xuan sighed deeply.

Seeing that the young master was still lost in thought, Mo'er hesitated but ultimately didn't speak. She gently called over her little fox spirit and led it to an adjacent quiet room, being considerate not to disturb him.

Another cup of tea later, Lin Xuan put down the jade cylinder and cast a levitation spell. The horn floated before his chest.

Lin Xuan then closed his eyes as green light flickered around him. A tiny baby appeared above his head, about an inch high.

The baby was chubby with a face identical to Lin Xuan's. It flexed its fingers like playing the piano and cast inner refinement methods into the horn in front of it.

The entire process lasted for a quarter of an hour. The infant's face showed satisfaction as it opened its mouth, emitting a thin thread of baby fire.

Though delicate, the baby fire spiraled out after leaving the mouth, enveloping the horn. A loud crackling sound echoed as妖气 began to counterattack.

Unfortunately, since it was unowned, the baby fire couldn't be replenished and the妖力 quickly dissipated.

The infant continued burning for about two hours before showing signs of fatigue. A flash of black light revealed another dark, ink-like infant.

Of course, this was a魔婴.

Following the same process, the魔婴 took over the refining work while the infant transformed into a white light and landed on the ground. It waved its hand, sending out a beam of light that picked up an jade bottle, which it opened. After inhaling, the infant swallowed a pink pill and then sat cross-legged to recover his power.

The魔婴 also endured for two hours but showed more signs of fatigue. Although generated earlier than the infant, he was clearly weaker in terms of法力.

With the same scenario, the魔婴 took over the task of taking medicine while the infant continued refining the treasure.

After a day and night, the horn finally began to melt under the baby fire. Its ability to withstand such heat for so long demonstrated its hardness.

Lin Xuan spent another two days before fully transforming the horn into liquid.

With a wave of his sleeves, a purple cauldron appeared as he poured in the thick black liquid.

Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. Two red fire attribute crystal stones appeared in his palm. With a slight effort, they turned to dust, filling the air with intense fire essence.

A refinement method was cast, igniting the red fire. Although there was no earth pulse fire here, the fire attribute crystal stone could serve as a substitute.

The purple dragon cauldron was enveloped by a fiery blast. Lin Xuan then focused on an jade box in front of him.

Opening the lid, he revealed a small oval object about the size of a goose egg.

It was玄铁黑母, and Lin Xuan's face showed seriousness. He had purchased this treasure at great expense during the Mount Mang Conference; it was rare material for crafting weapons, ranking among the top twenty in terms of hardness.

Lin Xuan used baby fire to refine it for several hours before finally cutting off a thumb-sized piece with the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring and tossing it into the cauldron.

After resting briefly, Lin Xuan resumed his efforts. With his spiritual power restored, he added all other materials to the cauldron.

By this time, the crystal stones' flames were insufficient, so both the infant and魔婴 alternately sprayed baby fire.

Refinement and fusion...

After nearly another night, Lin Xuan obtained a round ball slightly larger than an adult's fist. It emitted a faint blue glow.

The various materials had fused together, and Lin Xuan was satisfied with the result as he grasped it in his hand.

Taking a deep breath, the blue star sea slowly rotated, releasing light points along its channels. This mysterious ability not only purified elixirs but also refined materials, though at a much higher difficulty level.

Several days later, the blue ball had shrunk slightly. Lin Xuan sighed with relief as he wiped his forehead. After great effort, he finally managed to purify some impurities. The purification of the Heaven Dust Pill was easier, indicating that although he had advanced to the infant stage, refining materials still required significant effort from the blue star sea.

Perhaps only after entering the Separation or even the Profound Realm and ascending to the Spirit World could the blue star sea be used for refining.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan threw the blue ball into the air. A refinement method was cast as he summoned the Green Illusory Netherworld Fire.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and a loud crackling sound echoed. The green illusory netherworld fire trembled as a bird about a foot long hatched from it.

Lin Xuan continuously infused spiritual power into it. After circling once, the bird's body suddenly grew larger, transforming into a bright green phoenix in an instant.

With its wings flapping, the phoenix flew forward and swallowed the blue ball whole.

Transforming flames into a bird and using this bird as a cauldron for refining treasures was a rare method recorded in the Nine Heavens Profound Art.

Lin Xuan wasn't sure of success but if it worked, the treasure would gain the toxic properties of the Green Illusory Netherworld Fire.
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A month and a half passed unnoticed.

Snow continued to fall like downy feathers. Suddenly, a crack appeared on the ice surface.

Rumbling sounds echoed as a brilliant green light shot up from underground.

The light subsided, revealing a plain-looking young man.

Needless to say, it was Lin Xuan!

He held a pale green sword in his hand. It was about a foot long and radiated with a faint green glow, making anyone who looked at it feel a tingling sensation.

After much effort over the past month, Lin Xuan finally managed to summon this treasure. Although he hadn't tested its power yet, it was undoubtedly formidable, and it carried the attributes of碧幻幽火 (Bì Huàn Yōu Huǒ) — an extremely toxic fire.

Lin Xuan named it "Qīng Huǒ" (Green Fire).

This journey through the icy wasteland had been fraught with difficulties, but the rewards far outweighed his expectations. He not only discovered the ancient cave of Qílán, successfully formed a soul crystal, and acquired numerous treasures, but also his cultivation power had surged significantly in just a few months.

The only regret was that he had consumed all his top-grade crystals; he would need to find another way out of妖灵岛 (Yǎo Líng Dao).

Lin Xuan's mind raced with thoughts. Despite the shortcomings, overall, he felt quite content and even a sense of elation.

After all, in the mortal world, reaching the元婴期 (Yuán Yīn Qī) was already at the pinnacle of cultivation, with lifespans stretching to a thousand years. At just over a hundred years old, he believed that further progress could see him enter the离合期 (Lí Hé Qī), and even transcend his mortal existence.

"Brother, I want candy."

A sweet voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan looked down to find Snow Fox rubbing against his chest. Since forming his soul crystal, the little fox had become much more affectionate. Although Lin Xuan didn't know why, he was naturally delighted by this.

A three-tailed demon fox, its abilities were impressive for a spirit realm princess. As it grew up, its strength would be astonishing. Lin Xuan never intended to rely on her, but such close contact surely had benefits.

Unfortunately, the little fox's potential was too great; she couldn't be bound as his pet. Lin Xuan had been depressed about this for some time.

Shaking his head, he put aside his melancholy and tapped his storage bag. He took out a jade bottle containing several pink pills that emitted a pleasant fragrance. The little creature sniffed them, swallowed them eagerly, then curled up to sleep.

Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile as he felt his aura surge and flew off towards the distance.

Mang Gu was a three-tailed demon beast whose strength rivaled mid-stage condensation core cultivators. Unlike lower-grade demons, Mang Gu had once consumed an unknown spirit fruit, which hadn't allowed him to enter the transformation stage but had awakened his spirit intelligence.

His strength wasn't weak; he had been living a carefree life in the icy wasteland until recently when the peace was shattered by the disappearance of the Snow Fox princess. As a vassal of the Snow Fox King, Mang Gu couldn’t escape the storm that followed.

Fortunately, despite the treachery and intrigue, he hadn't clashed with the Poison Dragon King or the Bìyǎn Lǎozǔ (Bì Eye Senior). Otherwise...

Mang Gu's thoughts were interrupted by a streak of green light. It approached him from afar.

What is this?

Mang Gu released his spiritual sense and immediately grew pale.

A human cultivator, and an advanced-stage one at that!

Although he couldn't use the Five Elements tools here, an old monster of such rank was beyond his strength to contend with. Fear gripped Mang Gu as he transformed into a demon cloud and fled in the opposite direction.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. For some reason, the number of approaching beasts had suddenly decreased. Just as he pondered this, he encountered Mang Gu.

With a glance, Lin Xuan identified him as a Tier 3 middle-stage demon beast with considerable strength but no spirit intelligence.

Running away upon seeing him was an unusual reaction.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile and stretched out his hand. A giant claw materialized in mid-air, about seven or eight feet wide, clenched into a fist and struck down fiercely.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed as Mang Gu’s face turned pale. He took a deep breath, and the demon energy around him surged wildly, forming a black shield to protect himself.

But it was useless. Since forming his元婴 (Yuán Yīn), Lin Xuan's cultivation had soared. This casual strike wasn't something a mere Tier 3 demon could withstand.

The protective barrier shattered as Mang Gu spat out blood. Lin Xuan cast a spell and grabbed the giant claw, capturing Mang Gu alive and binding him tightly.

"Senior, please spare me! Senior, please spare me!"

But Lin Xuan's expression remained indifferent. After years of cultivation, his heart was like steel; he wouldn't show mercy to a demon beast.

He pointed at Mang Gu, causing the latter’s head to ache until it passed out. Lin Xuan then released his spiritual sense and performed a soul-searching technique on him.

After a tea's time, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and shot a sword of energy from it, splitting the demon in two. He took the demon crystal, then casually fired several fireballs that reduced Mang Gu to ashes.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression turned peculiar as he lowered his head in thought.

"Why? Young Master, did you encounter trouble?" Mo Er, seeing the boy's demeanor, was worried.

Lin Xuan shook his head and said nothing. The information he gleaned from Mang Gu’s mind was indeed shocking; it needed to be sorted out carefully.

The greedy little creature turned out to be the Snow Fox princess, while her father was a great demon of no lesser stature than the Poison Dragon King.

She had run away, causing potential bloodshed, but this was irrelevant to Lin Xuan. He merely sighed at the irony.

However, what followed next left him in shock.

He had inadvertently lost the guest scholar token from玄凤门 (Xuán Fèng Mén), leading the Snow Fox King to mistakenly believe his daughter was with them...

This would surely bring a major trouble for the Xuán Fèng Mén.

Lin Xuan shook his head, feeling a twinge of guilt. However, after some thought, he discarded this emotion.

He hadn't meant to cause harm; he had no deep connection with the Xuán Fèng Mén. This was simply bad luck.

Since there was no active malice involved, Lin Xuan felt no need for remorse. Moreover, this situation worked in his favor.

To leave妖灵岛 (Yǎo Líng Dao), he needed to satisfy two conditions: top-grade crystals and the theft of《凤舞九天诀》(Fèng Wǔ Jiǔ Tiān Jué).

Although Lin Xuan had successfully formed a soul crystal, stealing from the Xuán Fèng Mén was still an extremely difficult task. However, if conflict arose between the Snow Fox and them, he might have an opportunity.
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Xuanfeng Sect, Tianjin Peak.

This mountain towered thousands of feet high, towering and steep, piercing the clouds. It was situated above a spring in the妖脉, making it an ideal place for cultivators to practice their arts.

Most of Xuanfeng Sect's elite disciples resided on this peak, with countless small and large cave dwellings scattered about. However, few were qualified to step onto its summit.

Only twenty or so元婴期 elders did.

At the top of the peak was Yuanyang Pavilion, where these old monsters gathered, their expressions solemn as they discussed something important.

Seated in the main position was an elderly man with all-white beard. Though he wasn't young anymore, a sense of elegance permeated his entire being, and his cultivation had reached the中期 stage.

"Brother Wu, has the Grand Elder still not emerged from seclusion? The situation is dire; Snow Fox King and countless beastly creatures have surrounded our sect. If we handle it improperly, the consequences could be unimaginable," said a blue-robed elderly man with an anxious look on his face.

"Do not worry, Brother Qi," replied the white-bearded elder, sighing. "Brother Wu, of course, we understand what entering the元婴后期 stage means for our sect. But this matter cannot wait for someone else to handle."

A woman in a court dress, around thirty years old with a refined appearance, spoke up: "Grand Elder, if he advances to the元婴后期 stage, it would mean everything to our sect. However, we can't let such an important matter be left unattended."

The white-bearded elder's eyes flashed with a hint of resentment. The woman clearly did not respect him as the current sect master. Although he was angry, he understood that this wasn't the time for internal strife and turned his gaze to a forty-year-old man with a horse face: "Brother Comrade, you've been handling negotiations with the Snow Fox Clan several times. Has their attitude remained so firm?"

"Yes," sighed the man with a mix of anger and frustration on his face. "Those beastly creatures are unreasonable; they insist we kidnapped their princess and demand that we hand her over within three days or else."

"How?" asked the woman in the court dress.

"They threaten to completely destroy our Xuanfeng Sect, root and branch," she interjected. "Think about it—our sect has been here for nearly a million years since our ancestor arrived on the Spirit Island. We've weathered countless storms. They want us to be destroyed? What arrogance!"

The other old monsters were equally enraged by this. The room erupted in noise.

"Brother Wu, what should we do if the Grand Elder isn't around?"

"Right. Those beastly creatures are too disrespectful. Although the Snow Fox Clan has many powerful cultivators, our sect is not a soft target to be easily bullied," said the white-bearded elder, frowning as he gestured for silence.

"My fellow disciples and sisters, calm down," he said seriously. "We cannot act on impulse in this matter. True, our sect's legacy spans a million years, and we must respect its strength. But because of that very reason, we need to handle things with the utmost caution. Otherwise, if we destroy the foundation built by our ancestors, how can we face them from beyond?"

The white-bearded elder's expression was grave as he continued.

"Brother Jiang, what evidence does the Snow Fox Clan have for saying their princess is in our hands?" asked the blue-robed man.

"This... " The horse-faced man looked a bit awkward and pulled out a palm-sized token from his storage bag. "This is it; they claim that one of our elders took away their princess while she was at the Ice Desert Wasteland."

The cultivators used their divine senses to examine the order token, and the white-bearded elder frowned as he gently waved his hand, causing the token to land in his palm. He examined it carefully, his face darkening.

"This is absurd; this merely serves as a guest invitation token. The person who possesses it can at most be a Condensation Core cultivator. Such a person would not dare venture into the Ice Desert Wasteland and kidnap Snow Fox Clan's princess. Are we supposed to believe they are fools?" It was no wonder he was so angry; it was common knowledge that deep within the Ice Desert Wasteland, due to ancient conflicts among cultivators, the Five Elements treasures could not be used. Even for them, the old monsters, venturing there alone would be dangerous, let alone abducting Snow Fox Clan's princess.

"Ugh, I told you so; they are trying to pin a crime on us," said the woman in the court dress with a cold voice. "Clearly, it is just an excuse. Their goal is to cause trouble for our sect."

"But Sister, we have no grudge against the Snow Fox Clan. Why would they target us?" The horse-faced man shook his head, clearly unimpressed.

"Hmph, I don't know," he said with a sneer. "Those beastly creatures are vicious and evil; one cannot judge them by normal standards."

The woman in the court dress retorted impatiently. "Alright, you two stop arguing." The white-bearded elder's face showed a hint of anger as an old sect master who had reached the中期 stage. His anger caused the two to fall silent.

"Fellow Disciple Jiang, Fellow Sister Yu, your遁术 are unparalleled; please take this long journey and seek aid from the天河帮, 梨花派, and other allied sects such as the Five Phoenix Saber Sect. We always help each other in times of need; they won't ignore us."

"We will follow your instructions," said a pair of people who appeared to be no more than twenty years old, looking like a couple of cultivation partners.

"Order the activation of all禁制 except for the Protective Great Array. Do not save on crystal stones and move the灵动期 disciples to Tianxuan Peak; their cultivation is too low, and they can only serve as cannon fodder in battle. We cannot harm our sect's foundation. As for the筑基期 and Condensation Core cultivators, recall them all. Everyone must remain vigilant and be ready to respond to any sudden attacks from the Snow Fox Clan."

"Understood!" The old monsters showed solemn expressions and bowed to receive his orders.

"Fellow Disciple Yu, Fellow Sister Ji, your遁术 are extraordinary; please take this long journey and seek aid from the天河帮, 梨花派, and other allied sects such as the Five Phoenix Saber Sect. We always help each other in times of need; they won't ignore us."

"We will follow your instructions," said the pair of people who stepped forward, looking no more than twenty years old, clearly a couple of cultivation partners.
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The old monsters deliberated on some finer details. Despite a few lingering grudges among them, as advanced cultivators of the Core Formation stage, they naturally knew which matters were more pressing.

At this moment, any grievances should be temporarily set aside; otherwise, they would not be able to withstand the Snow Fox Clan's assault.

"Junior Brother Qī, please lead your disciples," the old man with white beard began speaking. Suddenly, a scene that left all the old monsters in shock unfolded before their eyes.

The sky inexplicably darkened, anddemon or妖 (depending on context) winds swept around them. A thunderclap echoed loudly, making everyone wonder if the Snow Fox Clan had already launched an attack.

All the old monsters were taken aback, glancing at each other.

The woman in a palace-style dress reacted the fastest. She swayed her slender waist and transformed into a streak of light, flying out of the pavilion. Soon, she called out with excitement:

"Everyone, don't panic! It's not thedemon or妖 (depending on context) clan attacking; it's Master Elder entering the Core Formation stage."

"What?"

All the old monsters were overjoyed upon hearing this. Various lights flashed as they flew to hover in mid-air.

"The signs are indeed from behind the mountain's cold pond," the old man with white beard said with a smile.

"Haha, now that Master Elder has entered the Core Formation stage, we no longer need to fear the Snow Fox King." The bearded man waved his hand and expressed great joy.

Behind Tianshizhu Peak, there was a small pond of cold water, which was the source of theyao pulse. The Great Elder of Xuanfeng Sect was currently meditating there for his advancement.

It seemed he had indeed lived up to everyone's expectations, becoming the second high-ranking cultivator after Huangmei True Man on Spirit Island.

At the Core Formation stage, one was truly a top-tier existence in the human world. Although it was rumored that this realm also had old monsters of the Separation and Union stage, no one had ever seen them.

The powers of late-stage high-ranking cultivators were far beyond those of initial or middle-stage cultivators; they could be described as worlds apart.

The process of advancing to a later stage was also peculiar. Sometimes it wouldn't cause a chaotic flow of essence energy, while at other times, it would create very intricate celestial phenomena similar to the formation of a Core Formation.

Thus, upon seeing this, everyone knew that the Great Elder had indeed advanced successfully and were naturally overjoyed.

If it were any other time, it might have been fine. But in such an extraordinary moment, adding another high-ranking cultivator meant significant implications for Xuanfeng Sect...

Several dozen streaks of light flew from the horizon, their brilliance fading to reveal dozens of cultivators.

There were men and women of various heights and builds, all slightly surprised, and they were all at the Condensation Core stage.

"Salutations Master, Uncle, and Aunt."

Seeing the two dozen old monsters hovering nearby, the Condensation Core cultivators all changed color. They quickly fell to their knees in obeisance.

"Hmph, this is a forbidden area; how dare you come here?" The old man with white beard frowned, slightly displeased.

"Report to Uncle, it's not that late-stage junior dares to be so bold; we were drawn by the strange phenomena. Now that thedemon or妖 (depending on context) beasts have surrounded our sect, I feared they might attack from behind the mountain," said a middle-aged man in Daoist robes. He looked distinguished but was now too nervous to breathe.

"Hmm." The old man with white beard nodded. His words made sense; he couldn't blame them for acting out of concern for their sect: "Alright. You may rise."

"Thank Uncle." The Condensation Core cultivators bowed and stood up respectfully, standing at attention.

This was the hierarchy in the cultivation world—those who could form a Golden Core were high-ranking cultivators, making thenewbie cultivators look up to them. But facing old monsters of the Core Formation stage, they all behaved like cats.

"May I ask Uncle, what is this strange phenomenon?" The middle-aged man cautiously spoke up, and his companions also listened intently.

"Well, it's a sign of good fortune; Senior Yè has advanced successfully," said the old man with white beard, stroking his beard as he smiled.

"What? Master Elder has entered the Core Formation stage. That means Xuanfeng Sect now has a late-stage Core Formation cultivator." The middle-aged man was taken aback before his face lit up with joy.

"Buzz." The other Condensation Core cultivators understood; in their excitement, they forgot about seniority and began whispering to each other.

The woman in the palace-style dress frowned and coughed lightly: "Silence! What are you all fussing about? What a mess!"

Her stern demeanor intimidated everyone in the sect. They quickly closed their mouths and lowered their heads.

"Now that Master Elder has entered the late-stage Core Formation, it's due to our ancestor’s blessings. Xuanfeng Sect will surely weather this crisis. Afterward, tell your fellow disciples; we must unite to repel the enemy." The woman spoke clearly, her words reaching everyone's ears.

"Respect Uncle's orders," the Condensation Core cultivators bowed and left in a flurry.

In an instant, only old monsters of the Core Formation stage remained.

"Haha, my sister did well. There’s no need to hide this news; it will surely boost our disciples' morale when it spreads." The old man with white beard smiled.

"Senior Brother, while Master Elder's advancement is good, we must be more cautious now that there's a high-ranking cultivator among us. I'm worried the Snow Fox Clan might attack sooner," said the old man.

The old man with white beard nodded gravely: "You're right; this is highly possible. I'll need to make some adjustments in my plans."

"Rain before the storm, as expected by the woman in the palace-style dress."

Xuanfeng Sect was only a dozen miles from its main headquarters, wheredemon or妖 (depending on context) beasts had already set up camp. Besides the Snow Fox Clan, there were many otherdemon or妖 (depending on context) beasts, all of which obeyed the Snow Fox King as the lord of the Ice Desert.

Although they were far apart, the strange phenomena at Tianshizhu Peak were too obvious. On a nearby hill, dozens ofdemon or妖 (depending on context) creatures could be vaguely seen standing in formation.

They were all monsters that had transformed into human form.

Father, what is this strange phenomenon? I sensed an abnormal flow of essence energy; could it be that someone is forming a Core Formation at Xuanfeng Sect right now?" The speaking creature was the Snow Fox Clan's young lord.

It wasn't a sign of forming a Core Formation; rather, someone had advanced to late-stage Core Formation and caused this anomaly in nature. "The Snow Fox King stared intently at the distant phenomena, speaking slowly.

"What? Someone has become a high-ranking cultivator right now? How could such a coincidence happen?" The young lord was shocked, as were the other transformed monsters.

"Hmph, where there's no coincidence, there's no story; anything is possible in this world. Besides, Old Monster Yè had already reached the peak of Core Formation stage two hundred years ago and failed several times to advance further. His success now isn't surprising," said the Snow Fox King.

"What should we do? Now that they have a high-ranking cultivator, it will be more troublesome for us." "Fear not," the Snow Fox King's eyes glinted with resolve: "We'll face whatever comes our way; after all, he is just a late-stage cultivator who has just entered his stage. He won't be my match. Of course, we can't be too complacent. Order everyone to attack immediately while his foundation isn’t yet stable."
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On one side was the First Great Sect of Demon Spirit Island, with a heritage dating back over a million years and countless powerful experts. On the other side was the dominant force in the Ice Desert Wasteland, where countless transformed demons roamed.

In terms of strength, the Snow Fox Queen's faction held an advantage. However, the Xuanfeng Sect could rely on its advantageous terrain for defense. The main protective array had already been activated, and various restrictions sprang up like mushrooms after rain, making it hard to predict who would come out on top.

Nonetheless, both sides were determined to win!

The first wave of attackers were low-grade demons, mostly at the Second Stage, equivalent in power to Foundation Establishment cultivators. However, their numbers were staggering—tens of thousands of them surged from the sky and ground like a tidal wave…

Despite having prepared for this, the disciples of Xuanfeng Sect still gaped in shock. Apart from those with particularly strong mental fortitude, most were trembling so badly that they could barely muster any spiritual energy.

It wasn't because they were cowardly; the sight was truly terrifying.

Within a radius of several dozen miles, demon qi permeated the air and煞气 rose to the heavens. The roars of various demons sounded like thunderbolts slicing through clear skies…

Higher cultivators managed better, but their numbers were few. Foundation Establishment stage disciples, who had fought against demons before, hadn't seen anything like this scene. Occasionally, a few hundred demons would attack, but nothing compared to what they faced now.

Moreover, such large-scale battles required coordination and cooperation, unlike single combat.

Apart from spiritual energy, morale was crucial. Humans simply couldn't match the demons in this aspect.

Before reaching the Transformation Stage, demons had no spiritual intelligence, making them fearless fighters who fought with reckless abandon.

Tang Song had been a disciple of Xuanfeng Sect for over two hundred years and was at the mid-Condensation Core stage. For his age, he had advanced rapidly due to his diligence and perseverance—qualities that made him a formidable figure.

Despite not being a holder of the Sacred Spirit Staff, Tang Song's talent was widely acknowledged by several senior disciples who praised his potential to form an元婴 in the future.

In short, he could be considered a prodigy.

However, this prodigy felt his entire body tremble as he looked at the dense swarm of demons that seemed like a sea of angry waves. The lower-grade disciples beside him were even more shaken.

Tang Song took deep breaths to calm himself. Fortunately, just before this, news had come that the High Elder had successfully advanced to the late stage, which somewhat alleviated the situation.

As he was about to say something to boost morale, a sudden, eerie sensation and fluctuations in spiritual energy caught his attention. A massive red light column appeared before him, about a mile away, towering several dozen feet thick, radiating with vibrant spiritual energy that reached up into the clouds…

This was just the beginning. Accompanied by a long, continuous incantation, another colossal pillar emerged, followed by a third, fourth… Seven giant light columns spread across the area, enveloping Xuanfeng Sect.

"What is this…"

All Foundation Establishment stage cultivators were dumbstruck; this was far from what they had imagined for their protective array. However, soon shock turned to joy as they realized that the array's power was significantly stronger than before.

Morale soared once again.

As a mid-Condensation Core cultivator, Tang Song’s experience vastly exceeded that of his lower-grade disciples. Initially, he felt some surprise at the sight of the light columns, but quickly a spark of insight flashed in his mind.

Could it be the legendary "Xuan Tian Spirit Phoenix Array"?

It was well-known that the main protective array of the sect had been created by Immortal Xuanfeng herself. However, since her ascension to the Spiritual Realm, its effectiveness had diminished significantly. While sufficient for dealing with ordinary foes, it fell far short of its former glory.

The root cause lay in the lack of a direct disciple who could activate the full power of the array. Only those who practiced "Wind Dance Nine Heavens Technique" were eligible. Over the years, no one from Xuanfeng Sect had been a Phoenix lineage body…

By sheer coincidence, Tang Song had heard about this secret from his master. Now, he was both elated and puzzled—could someone in their sect have mastered Wind Dance Nine Heavens Technique?

It must be the High Elder.

No… that couldn't be right. The High Elder, even if they advanced to late stage, wouldn’t have anything to do with Wind Dance Nine Heavens Technique; it required a Phoenix lineage body.

Many were puzzled at this moment, but the truth was beyond their wildest guesses.

Immortal Xuanfeng had been an extraordinary genius, not only in her power but also in foresight. Before ascending to the Spiritual Realm, she had foreseen that Xuanfeng Sect might face decline and knew how harsh the cultivation world could be, especially on Demon Spirit Island where fortune and misfortune were intertwined.

Given the strength of the Xuan Tian Spirit Phoenix Array, it was still insufficient. If someone didn't inherit her teachings, they could only activate its surface-level effects. Facing true enemies would be like pouring water into a cup.

Though cultivators lived simple lives, Immortal Xuanfeng couldn’t help but feel attached to her sect. Thus, this unique woman spent years collecting dozens of precious treasures and crafting a talisman and a pill.

The pill contained a portion of her innate spiritual energy, which could be activated by an Elder if the sect faced dire straits. Even without training in Wind Dance Nine Heavens Technique, they could temporarily unleash the full power of the Xuan Tian Spirit Phoenix Array.

Of course, only one set of the pill and talisman was prepared. Over a million years, Xuanfeng Sect had never used them until now, but it was clear that hiding their true strength wouldn’t suffice anymore.

At the heart of the array stood an elderly man with white hair.

The other Elder Immortals remained inactive for now; this was merely the first wave of attack.

Boom! Seven differently colored light columns pierced the clouds. The ground trembled, and the sky seemed to be punctured by several large holes.

Such a spectacle couldn’t go unnoticed by the demons. However, these were creatures that had yet to develop spiritual intelligence, so they knew no fear. After a brief pause, instead of retreating, they let out deafening roars as if part of an angry sea, charging forward with ferocity.

Whoo—

A strange and heavy sound echoed in his ears. In the sky, clouds gathered, forming a massive cloud mass several hundred acres wide.
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The clouds were low, barely a thousand feet from the ground, pressing down on everyone like a heavy weight. Then, a vivid blue lightning bolt streaked across the sky and struck the demon horde with force.

The struck beasts turned into gray smoke, their souls scattered to the winds, but despite this, the remaining demons did not show any signs of fear; they continued to charge forward fearlessly.

However, this was only the beginning...

The clouds churned ceaselessly. In a blink, over a hundred bolts of lightning as thick as an arm shot out from within.

Before the beasts could be turned into gray smoke, the Xuanfeng Sect cultivators were elated and began to celebrate prematurely.

From afar, a shrill cry of rage and fear pierced the air. The demons raised their heads and unleashed various abilities. Some spat out colorful beams from their mouths, while others summoned their innate demon flames. Still others employed bizarre secret techniques.

Attacks came thick and fast, raining down on the clouds above.

A second-grade demon's spell might not be much, but when thousands of them attacked together, the combined effect was terrifying. Even late-stage元婴 cultivators hesitated to confront such a force head-on.

Boom!

The dull explosion echoed in their ears as the clouds were suddenly shattered.

The cultivators' cheers choked in their throats as they looked around in shock. However, Dan Feng, a Condensation Core expert, remained calm and composed. The Xuanfeng Immortal Phoenix Formation was set up by the ancestor himself; it had a fearsome reputation that wasn't easily broken. This was merely a small test!

The old monsters still lingered on Tianzhu Peak. It was both the center of the Xuanfeng Sect and the core of this formation. After the clouds were shattered, an elderly man with white beard stepped forward, his body radiating fresh vitality.

"Senior Brother, are you alright?"

A woman in a palace-style robe spoke out of concern. Although she had never gotten along well with him, they shared a common enemy now.

"Do not trouble yourself; it's just a minor injury."

The elderly man wiped the blood from the corner of his mouth and rapidly changed hand seals. In front of him, a palm-sized light talisman glowed brightly. This was clearly the treasure of Immortal Phoenix Fairy.

"Quickly!"

With a soft command, the light talisman shimmered and transformed into a small ball of light that spun in mid-air.

Then, the light ball exploded, revealing the light spirit once again but with much dimmer radiance.

The fragments from the explosion did not dissipate; instead, they gathered together. The old man spat out a sword energy and swirled it around his left hand, cutting off two fingers. The blood flowed freely, quickly merging into the light points.

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet...

The light points coalesced into seven tiny figures, each about an inch tall, with extremely fierce appearances.

On another side, taking advantage of the dispersed lightning clouds, the demons rushed forward again. Their speed was astonishing; in a blink, the vanguard had closed the distance to the Xuanfeng Sect cultivators' first line of defense.

Tang Feng stuck out his tongue and licked his dry lips. He reached into his storage pouch and summoned an iron rod as he prepared to rally his disciples to repel the attackers. However, something unexpected happened.

The red light beam closest to them suddenly distorted and began to shake...

What was happening?

Both cultivators and demons were drawn by this strange phenomenon.

A demonic wind swept through, dust filled the air. Suddenly, the light beam exploded, turning crimson like blood.

Large red talisman characters appeared around it, spinning ceaselessly before converging towards the center. The light beam rose up, transforming into a massive blood-red ball with an area of several acres.

Not only were the cultivators stunned, but even the transformation-stage demons exchanged glances.

"Father, what's happening?" said one of the Xuanfeng Sect protectors. "I've seen their formation before; it's clearly different from this."

"That's correct," another demon rumbled. "Twenty years ago, Black Mountain Old Demon led his subordinates to clash with the Xuanfeng Sect. I had a good relationship with him and joined him as a result. I saw their protective formation back then, and it didn't look like this."

This creature was not from the Snow Fox Clan; he was a man with massive muscles on his shoulders, carrying two large axes.

"Nothing is strange here," said Snow Fox King, raising an eyebrow coldly. "The Xuanfeng Sect is one of the human sects, having existed for over a million years. Their ancestor even reached the Separation and Union Realm. It's not unusual to have some hidden treasures."

We don't need to intervene; let's just observe first. After all, there are countless low-grade demons in our Frozen Wasteland. Even if these tens of thousands are completely exterminated, it won't matter.

Other old monsters nodded, showing a deep understanding. Demons had one ability that humans could never match: reproduction. The lower the demon, the higher their reproductive rate. Had they not been bound by an alliance with the Five Cultivation Powers, they would have allowed humans to thrive in their sacred land. But after millions of years, and considering this matter concerns Xiang'er's life, Snow Fox King wouldn't hesitate.

Hmph, everything is the humans' own doing.

No matter what tricks they use, it's just a futile struggle. Unless I get my daughter safely, I won't stop until I destroy the Xuanfeng Sect, even if that means using the demon sea tactic to completely flatten them.

Meanwhile, the light ball was entangled by talisman characters and writhed ceaselessly. Suddenly, like a bird hatching from an egg, a crack appeared at the top. The crack grew larger until the light ball exploded, revealing a massive figure.

Even though Tang Song knew they were friends, he couldn't help but draw in a cold breath. A giant wearing red scales stood before them, towering nearly thirty feet tall with a formidable physique, like a god descending from heaven.

The large talisman characters spun and disappeared into his body. His eyes lit up as he raised fists the size of millstones and struck down with force.

The deafening boom echoed in their ears as the demons' protective barriers shattered like soap bubbles. The monsters hit by the fist turned to bloody pulp.

Chaos ensued; the giant kicked out, sending more creatures flying...

Though low-grade demons lacked intelligence, they could see the gruesome fate of their comrades and began to show fear. In a blink, the advance of the demons slowed down, with the giants clearing paths around them.

This scene unfolded in other places as well. There were seven light beams, each now producing a giant figure. Their appearances and sizes were identical, differing only by the color of their scales.

Despite the vast number of demons, they were temporarily stymied by these seven giants.
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Unfortunately, the good times were short-lived.

After a brief moment of chaos, more helpers emerged from the demon beast camp.

There were fewer in number, but they were all demons of at least the third stage. These fellows, though their spirit intelligence was inferior to that of humans, knew how to coordinate and divide their efforts. Following the command of the Snow Fox King, they transformed into seven streams and attacked the seven giants of different colors.

The demon mist surged, although it didn't completely obscure the sky, it did envelop the entire land in a demonic wind. The disciples of the Immortal Phoenix Sect were chilled to the bone by this scene, and they immediately summoned their treasures, ready to aid the giants at any moment. Driven by high-stage demons, the second-stage monsters seemed to regain their vigor. Some spat out demon flames, others exhaled clouds and mists, while some directly used their teeth and claws to tear into the seven giants with a fierce determination.

Despite being outnumbered, the seven giants were not afraid of the advancing army of demons. They had array formations left by the Immortal Phoenix Sect, which gave them an advantage. The giants pounded their chests and roared in battle.

However, despite their ferocity, the giants gradually fell into a disadvantage. Many disciples of the Immortal Phoenix Sect wanted to help but were stopped by their elders.

They were just spirit remnants, after all; it was not yet time for close combat. They needed to preserve their strength as much as possible. The world of cultivation was harsh and unforgiving, so they had to think more about themselves.

This was a cruel world, and Lin Xuan's heart was as hard as steel.

Of course, the little fox couldn't become his pet; after obtaining the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Scroll, he would still have to send her home. However, how to do it properly needed careful planning. If everything went according to plan, he could trick both the Snow Fox King and the Immortal Phoenix Sect into giving him some benefits.

The key was timing; now was not the moment to hand over the little guy.

Lin Xuan looked at the sleeping Snow Fox, his eyes showing a hint of reluctance. Apart from being greedy for food and sleep, this princess was quite adorable.

Facing the fierce attack by thousands of demon beasts, the seven giants finally couldn't hold on. Although they didn’t fall, half of them were injured with missing limbs.

On Mount Tianjin, the old man’s expression was terrible. The main hall had been attacked countless times in the past, but none could compare to this one. Not only did the high-stage demons lead the charge, but they also disregarded the lives of low-stage demons.

Could their sect really not survive this disaster? The old man turned his head towards the silent valley where Elder Yue was still meditating in the cold spring. This was normal; even though he had succeeded, his realm hadn’t stabilized yet.

"Xiaomei Sister, has Xiashi returned?" The human forces on Demon Spirit Island were weak, and each sect always helped each other. Before this battle, he sent two of his most skilled disciples to seek aid from allied factions using their expertise in concealment techniques. However, so much time had passed without any news.

The woman in the official attire shook her head, making the old man’s expression even more grim.

With a determined look, he decided to use the sect's strongest secret technique. If they couldn’t severely injure those tens of thousands of low-stage demons, their disciples would suffer greatly during this battle.

Taking a deep breath, the old man released an abundant flow of spiritual energy from his body.

"What is this?" The other old monsters were shocked, and some even showed signs of excitement.

This was the true power of the Immortal Phoenix Array Formation. Since its founder ascended to heaven, it had been dormant for centuries, only mentioned in ancient texts. They never expected to see it with their own eyes today.

The old man opened his hands wide, performing an ancient dance-like gesture while muttering incomprehensible incantations that sounded different from the current language, clearly passed down from a time long ago.

After a moment, he closed his eyes.

A baby about an inch in size, resembling him, appeared above his head.

The other elders of the Immortal Phoenix Sect were shocked, their expressions filled with concern. However, no one spoke; they knew not to disturb him at this critical moment.

The infant cried and waved its hands like a butterfly, casting spells continuously... As he moved, the seven giants fighting the demon beasts suddenly changed. Their bodies seemed inflated like overinflated balls, emitting light as they rapidly expanded.

Originally towering over twenty meters high, their size now made them appear even more massive.

The Snow Fox King’s face showed signs of doubt.

Did the other side want to self-destruct? He raised his head and let out a long roar.

Hearing this, the demon beasts retreated like water. However, it was too late...

A lightning bolt seemed to streak across the sky.

Seven giants exploded simultaneously with the colors red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet. The power of their explosion was unimaginable, engulfing almost all the demons in the vicinity.

Of course, the impact wasn’t as severe at a distance, but thousands of nearby demons were reduced to fragments...

The Snow Fox King was furious, but after a moment’s thought, he calmed down. He had plenty of low-stage demons; could this method scare him off? Ha! You must be kidding!

However, things didn't go as expected.

After the seven giants exploded, different colored light balls flew out from their bodies.

Each ball was about the size of a head and contained runes, appearing extraordinary.

Soon, these seven differently colored light balls converged and merged perfectly. A colorful light ball about a meter in diameter appeared mid-air and rapidly expanded, emitting dazzling light... "What is this?" The Snow Fox King’s cold face showed signs of seriousness for the first time; the magical power emitted by that light ball was something he couldn’t ignore.

"King Jiang!" The Snow Fox Prince's expression also turned grim.

Other demon beasts in their transformed forms couldn't help whispering among themselves.

"Hmph, Immortal Phoenix Sect’s founder was a genius. Her sect must be extraordinary. I must have been too careless. But they have treasures; do we not? Our history is much longer than the Immortal Phoenix Sect."

The Snow Fox King snarled before speaking slowly.

"Yes!" A girl with clear eyes nodded and floated out. She was also in her transformed form, at a mid-stage level.

She was actually the Snow Fox’s half-sister from the same father but born earlier; she was the Snow Fox Clan's princess. Her name was Yuanke.

With long hair reaching her waist and bare feet, she looked incredibly charming. After ascending to the sky, Yuanke extended her slender hand and tapped her waist. White light flashed as a small object flew out.

This treasure had an amber color, resembling a tea pot no bigger than a palm. However, appearances can be deceiving; this was indeed a precious item passed down by the Snow Fox Clan for millions of years, with immense power.

However, it could only be used by women and thus always kept in the hands of Princess Snow Fox.

Yuanke flipped her left hand and revealed another small jade box. Opening the lid, a faint green tea aroma filled the air as tender green leaves appeared.

With delicate fingers like spring onions, she carefully picked some leaves, opened the pot, and gently placed them inside. This wasn’t over yet; she took out a piece of ice about the size of an egg.

Performing everything with gentle movements, devoid of any human touch, she opened her mouth and exhaled a pale silver-colored demonic flame to heat the bottom of the pot evenly, like a beautiful maiden preparing tea for guests.

Meanwhile, the colorful light ball spun rapidly, emitting auspicious energy. Soon, a beautiful bird emerged from it, its wings spanning about ten feet.

It radiated a serene aura as it looked around with pride, as if everything was at its feet.

This form and demeanor were beyond human capabilities; only the legendary king of all birds, the divine phoenix of the higher realms!
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Dear fellow cultivators, Rain of Illusions now desperately needs your support votes. Whether you are from the Way of Virtue, the Dark Path, the Buddhist Sects, or the Confucian School, or even the妖灵 Island, please extend a helping hand and give Rain of Illusions some support votes. I will do my best; today, there will be at least 7000 words (note: this does not include the update before midnight, so starting now, there will be at least another 7000 words). Of course, if the results are good...

I closed my eyes and pondered for a moment, then opened them again. Looking at Wu Ershan and the other two, I was filled with battle intent. No matter how the person laid out their plans, I would focus on the present.

Unlike his father's refined demeanor, he was thin but exuded a rugged aura that made it clear he was no ordinary individual.

There were no objections from everyone; this was just an initial regulation, and they still needed to discuss specifics with some leaders from the Quality Inspection Bureau.

She had planned to settle down first before capturing the yin soldiers, but how could she have known they would run away so quickly?

She barely slept soundly. In her dreams, she involuntarily twitched, startled awake, and looked around to see if I was still there.

Yi Miao shuddered as a foreboding thought arose: Could this parrot really be planning to eat someone?

Yan Lingxuan calmed down, threw a piece of treasure to the messenger, then waved him away.

"What's going on?" I looked at the cat's sharp claws, so close to me. What had just happened? I was suddenly filled with dread.

Thanks to the Primordial Energy, his talent was outstanding, and he excelled in memory. He had read many ancient texts and learned much from Ao Guang, gaining knowledge of various strange things.

"Alright, stop making a fuss and listen to Zi Yi explain!" Tianhao Liu feigned calmness.

Princess Kunxing spoke her mind freely; she didn't know the consequences of what she was saying.

In this era, war relied heavily on luck. A plague, rugged terrain, lack of supplies, or even minor factors could lead to defeat.

"Disaster? Brother, will I foresee any disaster in Yanzhou? Any danger to my life?" Dong Zhuo anxiously asked.

The old dean's appearance not only surprised Lu Xia but also the people seated at the table. He had appointed his grandson as a committee member while he himself appeared as a family guard in the audience. But clearly, he did not care about this and sipped tea leisurely.

"Shh, don't talk!" The elderly man quickly covered the child's mouth with his hand, his expression suddenly alert as he scanned the surroundings, as if fearing that some demon might overhear them.

Gentle energy flowed like a warm breeze, surprising even Mo Tian.

After half an hour of discussion, most topics had been addressed. This "interview" was coming to an end.

A voice called out to her, and she followed it. The fog before her seemed layered but did not impede her passage. Suddenly, she saw vibrant rainbow light, so beautiful and dazzling. As she tried to get closer, a figure appeared in front of her.

Left Junlin's words felt like both instructions and commands, making Gu Xianwen uncomfortable, as if Lu Xia was his personal possession.

As the most formidable weapon in the emperor’s hands, he was also one of the continent’s风云-shaking talents alongside Su Mu. He even held the identity originally intended for Su Tong.

The difference between them was simple: when the atmosphere wasn't tense, the latter would subtly probe the police's stance, trying to gather information without being obvious—three words were key, and they needed to be tested.
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The cultivators were initially shocked, but soon they all became wildly elated.

Phoenixes were the kings of birds and held a status equivalent to that of divine dragons. In ancient times, there had been traces of their presence on Earth, but now they had long since ascended to the upper realms.

There was even a legend that phoenixes were scarce in the spirit realm as well, due to their slender population and almost infinite lifespan. Over time, most phoenixes had transcended into immortal birds, while those few remaining in the spirit realm held positions akin to demon kings.

Of course, what stood before them was not an actual phoenix but a fragment of Immortal Phoenix Fairy's soul transformed through some inconceivable secret technique.

However, she was originally a cultivator and possessed divine abilities from the Separation Stage. Thus, this celestial bird's realm was no small matter; it was comparable to late-stage great demon races.

Moreover, she excelled in group attacks.

With one flap of its wings, the phoenix grew larger, with an expansive wingspan of over twenty meters. The terrifying part was that a shocking aura emanated from its body.

King of birds, king of all beasts!

The flying beast demons showed fear on their faces and let out mournful cries, plummeting directly from the sky. Other beast demon races fared no better; they cowered with their claws covering their heads.

The phoenix raised its head again, emitting a sound that echoed like demonic music, causing damage to the beast demons as well. As it flapped its wings, a cascade of fiery rain fell down.

The air temperature rose, giving off an acrid smell.

Especially infuriating for Snow Fox Queen was that the beast demons, under the pressure of the phoenix, did not dare retaliate. Otherwise, with so many ice-type beasts attacking together, even spitting small water balls would have been enough to give this divine bird a good drink.

However, though he was angry, he remained calm. It was now time to see how his daughter performed...

Speaking of Snow Fox Clan's eldest princess, she rarely interacted with the outside world and had always kept a low profile. However, given her mid-stage transformation realm, she likely possessed formidable abilities, especially considering that she held an ancestral treasure from the Snow Fox Clan.

Despite seeing the phoenix wreak havoc, Yuanke's face remained indifferent as if nothing was amiss. She sipped tea with grace, perfectly embodying the tranquility of a maiden.

Half a dozen minutes later, gurgling sounds entered her ears and wisps of white steam began to rise.

Snow Fox Princess's face showed joy. With her left hand, she lifted the teapot and raised her delicate neck, emitting a lustrous glow from its snow-white skin. She seemed unfazed by the heat as she poured the steaming tea into her mouth.

A dazzling silver light burst forth from her body, transforming her into a streak of lightning that approached the phoenix showcasing its divine might.

In an instant, she felt the ancient bird's formidable pressure, but her beautiful face showed no fear. More strangely, despite her strong spirit energy, which was only mid-stage transformation level, what could she rely on?

"Father, will my sister be alright?" Snow Fox Young Master seemed quite anxious as he asked with concern.

Snow Fox King did not speak; a hint of unusual light flashed in his eyes.

On the human side, they were dumbfounded. A mere mid-stage transformed demon race wanted to challenge a divine bird left behind by their ancestor? That was too presumptuous.

Of course, some disciples with unstable minds showed signs of intoxication, as this Snow Fox Clan's eldest princess was undoubtedly an absolute beauty.

Her natural allure made ordinary cultivators swoon even without deliberate effort. This was one of the innate skills of the Snow Fox Clan.

However, the phoenix did not fall for it.

With a fierce look in her eyes, she opened her mouth and spat out a bright flame about half a meter thick, creating an astonishing scene.

Yuanke's face remained indifferent as she suddenly opened her small mouth to spit out a water stream. Then, with her delicate hand acting like a pen, using the mixed tea water imbued with her demon essence as ink, she wrote in mid-air.

"Master, what is she doing?" Moon's curious voice entered his ears.

"I don't know." Lin Xuan also looked puzzled. He considered himself well-traveled, but he had never seen such an item used before.

The world was vast and full of wonders. Lin Xuan could not possibly fathom all the mysteries of the cultivation realm.

However, Lin Xuan felt that perhaps that teapot really wasn't ordinary at all.

Snow Fox Princess's movements were graceful, her posture beautiful to the extreme. Though writing, it exuded a primitive, ancient atmosphere.

Soon, a flash of light appeared, and a large talisman was completed.

With a flick of her hand, the talisman spun around her, forming a white protective barrier that enveloped her.

Though it seemed slow, Yuanke had completed this action in an instant.

The fire column arrived before her.

It was easily deflected.

Snow Fox King sighed with relief. Though unremarkable, this fire's power was comparable to that of a late-stageinfant spirits (immortal embryo) cultivator's strike. His daughter could handle it so easily, indicating she had fully mastered the ancestral treasure.

The phoenix let out an angry cry, fluffing its feathers as her entire body began to burn fiercely, and the spirit pressure surged...

Snow Fox Princess finally showed a serious expression on her face. With a wave of her hand, her figure moved gracefully, and with each flowing motion, golden talismans flew from her fingertips.

As she drank tea after tea, the number of golden talismans grew to dozens, spinning around her.

"Break!"

Yuanke gave a light command as her spirit energy surged, merging with the golden talismans. The brilliance was so intense it couldn't be looked at directly...

The phoenix's body paused, sensing something and hesitating.

Soon, the light dimmed, revealing the young woman's face again. Her complexion was pale, and most of her demon essence had been absorbed by those golden talismans.

She formed hand seals, changing them rapidly. Then, the golden talismans exploded into countless sparks before quickly reuniting.

Several treasures came into view.

"Impossible... That is..."

On Mount Heavenly Strength, the elderly man with white beard, though far away, could see everything through his powerful divine sense. He was in charge of setting up the Immortal Phoenix Array, but now he showed disbelief on his face as he exclaimed:

"Did I see correctly? River Fan, Ten Thousand Methods Ruler, Soul Robbing Banner, Soul Summoning Sword... These shouldn't be legendary treasures from the spirit realm, should they?"

"They are not true spirit realm treasures; it seems to be a tea pot with some strange secret technique that mimics them. They resemble talismans in appearance," the woman in court attire shook her head and analyzed word by word.

"Hmph, even if so, their power cannot be underestimated. This situation is becoming dangerous. Order your disciples to prepare for defense." The elderly man sighed. Snow Fox Clan was one of the three major demon races; whether Immortal Phoenix Sect could withstand this test remained uncertain.
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Phoenix also sensed that the opponent's secret technique was no trivial matter. It seemed a bit hesitant.

The old man with white beard frowned and hurriedly cast several more spells.

Instantly, the Xuan Tian Spirit Phoenix Array was pushed to its limits. The phoenix appeared to gradually lose its senses, its eyes turning blood red as if it had been under the influence of a rage-inducing technique.

A clear ringing sound echoed as the entire body transformed into a massive fireball, plummeting like a meteor and crashing hard onto the opponent.

Yuanke naturally wouldn't sit idly by. With a slight movement of her lips, she recited an ancient and mysterious incantation and extended her delicate fingers towards the precious item before her.

Puff…

The fan unfolded to reveal a landscape painting of mountains and rivers on its surface.

The magical fan shook, causing qi to surge. A mountain peak appeared in everyone's sight, towering over one hundred feet high, standing proudly. Even compared to the phoenix, it seemed somewhat thin.

However, as the king of all birds, she naturally wouldn't fear anything. Seeing a mountain blocking her path, she flapped her wings, and hundreds of fireballs suddenly appeared in the sky, dense like raindrops, crashing down onto the mountain peak with great force.

Princess Snowfox paid no heed to this and extended another finger towards that myriad-of-spells flag.

Another group of three-stage demonic beasts transformed into various streaks of light and flew toward Xuanfeng Sect. There weren't many—only about a hundred or so.

Their appearance changed the course of events, as the originally panicked two-stage demons reorganized their ranks and charged forward like an unstoppable wave.

Though the sect's protective array remained intact, all the qi was concentrated on the phoenix, which had been entangled by Princess Snowfox. It could no longer focus on defending against other demons.

Despite a significant reduction in numbers—still around three to four thousand—the demonic beasts were densely packed, causing a chill down one’s spine.

Tang Song extended his tongue and licked his dry lips before whispering some instructions to his junior disciples. Several red-robed disciples leaped into the air, each taking out a bright red command flag from their storage bags, casting several spells and reciting ancient incantations…

At the same time, other lines of defense within Xuanfeng Sect were also performing similar actions. This wasn't just a solitary battle; mutual cooperation could greatly enhance their strength. Using pre-prepared array flags, they aimed to give these demonic beasts one final heavy blow before they entered.

Soon, various spells formed in the hands of the cultivators: fireballs, light beams, hurricanes, even spirit beasts materialized. It was hard to describe with words.

The demons weren't fools; during their assault on the sect's protective array earlier, they had suffered significant losses. Now, they wouldn’t be so foolish as to take hits again.

With a roar, all the demonic beasts raised their heads and opened their mouths…

Grayish-white demon flames, light beams about an arm’s length in diameter, and colorful poisonous mists spewed out simultaneously.

At the same time, secret techniques from the cultivator side also began to activate. The battle commenced.

Though each spell might not be particularly powerful individually, when combined, they would pose a significant threat even to late-stageinfant period cultivators.

The sky suddenly grew dark, and countless light points could be seen everywhere. Lin Xuan, hiding nearby, couldn't help but change his expression as he retreated several miles further.

Soon, the attacks from both sides began to collide in the middle, producing sounds like popping beans, akin to thousands of galloping horses, though magnified many times over, making them deafening.

Spirals of torn apart qi whirled everywhere. Lin Xuan, who had already formed a凝聚期, paid no mind to this level of intensity. If ordinary humans were present, their bodies would have been turned into ash by the residual effects.

The ground shook, and clouds swirled in the sky; it felt like the end of the world.

It wasn’t strange at all. Although those who initiated the attack were lower-stage cultivators, there were still tens of thousands of demonic beasts involved. This was far beyond a human war.

Lin Xuan felt as if he had returned to the era of the Primordial Era, where humans and demons engaged in fierce battles.

Many secret techniques collided mid-air, but half of them pierced through and fell into the opposing camp.

On the cultivator side, it was slightly better. Humans were more adept at teamwork; several base-stage cultivators could match late-stage凝聚期 cultivators with their array flags. The lower-stage demonic beasts merely raised their protective shields.

Thus, after the first wave of attacks, the casualties among the demons far outnumbered those among the cultivators.

Unfortunately, this good fortune didn't last long. The distance between them was insufficient for Xuanfeng Sect's disciples to launch enough attacks. They could only unleash two waves before the demonic beasts were already at their doorstep.

Facing the dense swarm of monsters, many base-stage cultivators showed signs of fear, not out of cowardice but astonishment. Such a scene had never been seen by them before.

Their combat effectiveness dropped significantly; they hadn't even managed to summon their spirit weapons when they were bitten and decapitated by the demonic beasts. The Xuanfeng Sect's defenses began to waver.

Seeing one of his direct disciples torn apart by the demon's claws, Tang Song’s eyes turned red. As a mid-stage凝聚期 cultivator, he naturally remained calm, but humans had emotions. He wanted to save his apprentice but was caught up in fighting several ferocious demonic beasts.

A white-furred lion with two heads.

A monstrous creature with a dragon head and a cow body, looking somewhat incongruous and even comical.

The last one was a rabbit, but this rabbit was different; it weighed hundreds of pounds, roughly the size of an ox. Its fur was mottled, and on its head was a large "King" mark like that of a tiger.

What kind of monsters were these? As a mid-stage凝聚期 cultivator with broad experience, Tang Song had never heard of such creatures before.

Three heads—each a second-stage top-tier demonic beast. Working together to attack, he couldn't be too careless; who knew what special abilities they might have?

Taking a deep breath and calming his mind, Lin Xuan raised an iron ruler as a magical weapon.

Soon, various explosions echoed in the air, with silver lightning dancing in the sky, making it hard to distinguish who was winning or losing.

...

Similar scenes unfolded at other points of defense.

Initially, when they first encountered the demonic beasts, Xuanfeng Sect did suffer significant losses. But after a brief trial period, the cultivators gradually stabilized their minds.

After all, those who had successfully formed a base-stage body couldn't be idiots; facing such surging demonic beasts, fear wouldn’t solve anything. Remaining calm might offer some hope…

Thus, they began to form teams with close friends and started fighting together.

Roars echoed continuously as both sides were already fighting fiercely. Spirit weapons flew everywhere, blood splattered, and the entire sky seemed dyed a deep red. Every moment saw cultivators or demonic beasts falling.

At this moment, life appeared so fragile.

The battle remained in a stalemate for now.

Lin Xuan straightened his body slowly.

"Master, are you planning to intervene?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded: "With the chaos on the battlefield, it's an excellent opportunity to infiltrate Xuanfeng Sect."

"But the ones fighting are just low-stage beings. The old monsters are still observing; I think we should wait a bit longer for better timing." Yue'er patted her chest and whispered.

"Wait for the old monsters? I'll enter Xuanfeng Sect first and hide, then find the treasure when there's more time."

Yue'er’s face showed a look of disapproval but remained silent as she trusted her master.

Lin Xuan turned his body into a streak of green light and flew into the battlefield.

With his concealment techniques, neither the demonic beasts nor the cultivators in Xuanfeng Sect could detect him at all.

Occasionally, some particularly sensitive spirits might just sense something passing overhead but would find no abnormalities when they looked up.

They were left bewildered but had no time to investigate further as they focused on the battle.

The fight was intense. Coincidentally, Lin Xuan passed by the side of the phoenix and Princess Yuanke, though at a distance of several miles, it wouldn’t have mattered.

What Lin Xuan didn't expect was that while Yuanke failed to notice his concealment, her expression suddenly changed as she sniffed the air. Her beautiful face instantly showed signs of extreme joy.
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Princess Snowfox lost interest in纠缠 with the Phoenix. She even resorted to using a千里传音术, expending great amounts of法力. With a slight movement of her lips, she turned and said something.

Then, she shifted her form, leaving the Phoenix behind as she flew towards the defenses of Xuanfeng Sect.

The sudden turn left both humans and monsters in shock.

Snowfox King, hearing his daughter's transmission, showed extreme joy. He turned around and coldly issued an order: "Shall we attack now?"

The transformed beasts were utterly shocked but dared not question it. They took to the air, brandishing their treasures, and charged towards the front lines.

"Father, did you receive any news about my younger sister?" asked Snowfox Prince.

"Yes, your sister just transmitted that she detected her scent on a certain cultivator's body. Your little sister is most likely in the hands of that person."

"Oh," nodded Snowfox Prince, then his face showed concern: "Shouldn't we assist her? Can she handle it alone?"

"Hmph, you underestimate Riverling. She has already refined our clan’s inheritance treasure and is no less than me in terms of strength. The opponent isn’t a high-ranking cultivator, so there's no way they can escape her grasp. We just need to keep an eye on the old monsters from Xuanfeng Sect and prevent them from interfering with your sister."

Snowfox King moved swiftly, arriving before the Phoenix’s barrier.

He extended his long, white fingers, which seemed harmless but were actually extremely dangerous. With a gentle flick, countless white claw shadows appeared, slicing through the barrier with "sibilant" sounds of breaking air.

The Phoenix was caught off guard and showed fear in its eyes. It wasn’t truly the Queen of All Birds; it was just an illusion created by Xuanfeng Fairy using secret techniques to refine a fragment of her soul into a spirit bird.

A sound like silk tearing filled the air as the barrier began to disintegrate, followed by the Phoenix’s mournful cry. One of its wings was torn apart.

The heavily injured White须老者 spat out blood. To unleash the Nine Heavens Divine Phoenix Formation, both had achieved mental and spiritual unity. Even though their bond wasn’t as strong as his century-old treasure, the destruction of the formation would still severely injure them. "Brother, are you alright?"

"Nothing to worry about; a few minor injuries won't kill me," said the White须老者 with a bitter smile, shaking his head: "Junior brothers and sisters, don’t concern yourselves. The transformed beasts have already moved out. You should also go support them. Otherwise, our junior disciples will be overwhelmed by those old monsters. If we lose this line of defense, the sect’s foundation is in danger."

"Understood," replied the other old monsters with solemn expressions as they prepared to join the battle.

The dressed-up woman was about to transform into a streak of light when the White须老者 called out: "Younger Sister He, wait!"

"What do you need?" asked the woman, slightly surprised as she retracted her lotus feet.

"Snowfox King has already acted. That monster is an advanced beast. My Spirit Phoenix can only hold him for about a quarter of an hour. Once the protective formation falls, none of us will be able to withstand his attack..."

"Why are you telling me this now?" frowned the dressed-up woman.

"I want you to wake up Senior Brother as Master," said the White须老者.

The dressed-up woman hesitated but finally nodded: "Alright, I'll go and awaken Senior Brother."

"Thank you." The White须老者 was delighted.

"You should also take care of yourself," she said before transforming into a streak of light and flying away in the opposite direction towards the back mountain.

Only the White须老者 remained on Tiangjin Peak. He wiped his mouth, his expression turning very serious. No matter what, he had to hold on; the sect couldn’t be destroyed by this disaster.

The sky was blood-red as countless cultivators and monsters fought for their lives. Even from several hundred miles away, one could smell the blood in the air.

On a small unnamed mountain southeast of here, two black-robed cultivators stood side by side on a large stone.

Behind them were thousands more cultivators, with at least two thousand having reached the Foundation Establishment stage and over four hundred at the Condensation Core stage.

Why so many cultivators gathered here was unknown.

After a cup of tea's time, a streak of light flew back from the horizon, revealing a yellow-robed elder who knelt down: "I bow to the two senior masters."

"Enough formalities," said the black-robed man on the right, who wore a high hat and had an unusual appearance. "Did you find any accurate information?"

"Yes, Master, I have clarified the situation. The Snowfox Clan indeed surrounded Xuanfeng Sect’s main hall, but it's far worse than Senior Ancient mentioned. The enemy has already started attacking; there are tens of thousands of low-grade beasts and dozens of transformed monsters. And the Snowfox King himself has taken action. The Heavenly Azure Divine Phoenix Formation has been breached," said the yellow-robed elder respectfully.

"Oh, so this time, the beasts have really come out in full force, unlike before. We don’t necessarily need to get involved," said the man under the hat, supporting his head with his hand and speaking slowly.

"What? Senior Brother, you mean we should ignore them? They already sent Senior Daoist Ancient for help!" The other black-robed man looked about forty years old and had a square face. He shook his head in disagreement.

"Ah, what’s wrong with that?"

"Why else would it matter? Our Five Phoenix Sabers have always supported Xuanfeng Sect. When we were attacked by beasts before, we almost couldn’t hold on. Thanks to the timely arrival of several friends from Xuanfeng Sect, you and I might not be alive today. Now that they’re in trouble, how can we just ignore them?"

"Junior Brother, you're foolish," sighed the man under the hat: "Yes, Xuanfeng Sect has done us a favor, but do you think about it? The last time they came to our aid, it was effortless and safe. But this time, we have to gather most of our elite disciples, which is serious business. We might be dragged into this and end up in ruins."

"Senior Brother, that’s an exaggeration," the square-faced man was startled.

"Hmph, I’m not exaggerating; it's for the sect’s future. Didn’t you hear what Younger Nephew Ge said? Even Snowfox King has taken action. This time, they’re definitely fighting to the death. I heard a rumor that this time, the beasts in the Ice Desert Wasteland came out en masse to find their lost princess. But why Xuanfeng Sect is involved remains unclear. However, it’s almost certain that things won’t end well."

"What do we do then? Just go back?" The square-faced man was also shaken.

"We can't return now. Although the beasts are fierce, Xuanfeng Sect has formidable strength. If they survive this ordeal and we ignore their request for help, how will they treat us?"

"Ah," the square-faced man scratched his head, caught between two choices: "Then what do you suggest, Senior Brother?"

"For now, let’s hold our ground but not return. Wait here for news. If things get really bad and Xuanfeng Sect faces extinction, we can’t just jump into the fire. But if they have any powerful reserves that could help them survive this disaster, we should go," said the man under the hat with a smile.

"Hmm, Senior Brother is indeed wise. Let’s decide like this."

"Younger Nephew Ge, pick more people to gather information and ensure it's accurate and timely."
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Lin Xuan's lips curled into a bitter smile. But the few people present wouldn't be foolish enough to stand there idly. With a wave of his令旗, accompanied by a low incantation, a small patch of purple mist shot out and transformed mid-air into a snake about ten feet thick. Its eyes turned blood red as it fiercely bit at the lotus.

"Hmph!"

Yuanke's eyes narrowed slightly, a faint smile playing on her lips. She pointed with her hand, and beams of spirit light spread outward from the center of the lotus.

The snake's eyes showed signs of pain as its body began to melt like ice under the sun…

What terrifying divine power!

Even if it was those few Purple Robe Condensation Core cultivators, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a bit awed by this Snow Fox Clan’s princess.

Opportunity knocked but once; he had to take advantage of her being trapped and slip away quietly. After applying the flower's juice to his body, he had already masked his scent from Little Snow Fox.

Lin Xuan transformed into an inconspicuous gray-white lightning streak and slowly left.

He flew very slowly, trying to conceal his spirit energy as much as possible. Lin Xuan didn't want anyone to spot him again.

"Master, where's the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Art?"

"I don’t know."

"Well then, should we search the entire main hall of the Azure Phoenix Sect?" Yue'er supported her head with her hand and showed a look of difficulty on her face.

"Ugh, that would be too dumb." Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh. This girl was really cute when she was naive: "The Azure Phoenix Sect is so vast; important places must still have arrays set up. Searching the entire place would be as difficult as climbing a mountain."

"Master, you must have another way. Don’t keep us in suspense!"

"It’s simple—grab someone and use soul-searching techniques." Lin Xuan said calmly.

Yue'er nodded, agreeing that it was indeed a good idea, though slightly cruel. There were no other methods to resolve the current crisis.

Just as he thought this, Lin Xuan's aura dimmed and he landed behind some stone walls.

After a while, a cultivator appeared in his line of sight. He wore Azure Phoenix Sect attire but looked nervous, acting suspiciously.

His cultivation wasn't low; he was at mid-Condensation Core stage.

Finding the needle in the haystack, Lin Xuan quickly released his divine sense. There were no other cultivators nearby. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of surprise as he raised his hand, and a green light shot out silently.

He approached the man from behind, transforming into a giant sword. However, to Lin Xuan’s surprise, the person turned around, spitting out a short fork-shaped treasure that blocked the sword.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan's expression revealed some astonishment. The other party handled it so casually; he didn’t seem like an ordinary Condensation Core cultivator.

Then, Lin Xuan sensed an eerie aura from him.

Extremely refined妖力!

It was well known that although cultivators imitated the powers of beasts, they were still humans and thus had妖灵力in their bodies.

Although it sounded similar to妖力with just one character difference, it was fundamentally different.

"Hmph. The spirit form old monster's fragment soul I met is unlucky."

Lin Xuan coldly snorted, no longer holding back. A green illusory flame shot out and transformed into a fireball the size of his head, crashing down on him.

The cultivator’s face turned pale as he glared at Lin Xuan. Extremely refined妖力spewed from his body, transforming into a large black hand to catch the fireball. The power of the green illusory flame was formidable; even compared to top-grade treasures, it wouldn’t be inferior.

Not only did the妖气not stop the fireball, but it quickly eroded and ignited…

"Ahh!"

A scream filled his ears as the flames rapidly spread over him. He fell down from exhaustion, but a black ray shot out of his body.

Trying to run?

Lin Xuan’s face showed a sneer. With his left hand, he cast a Binding Immortal Ball that spun endlessly, forming a net with countless silver threads, blocking all escape routes.

Then, Lin Xuan grabbed the air and formed a green giant claw, which scooped up the black figure in its palm.

The opponent struggled desperately but to no avail. Just as Lin Xuan was about to use soul-searching techniques on him, a loud explosion filled his ears; it turned out that the black figure had self-destructed.

Lin Xuan froze, his expression turning very unpleasant.

Meanwhile, approximately one hundred miles away, in a small mountain, at its waist, there was a hidden cave where several beast races stood. There were eight of them, and two were at the Spirit Formation stage.

Suddenly, a tiger-headed human monster let out an angry roar, clutching his head with his claws.

"Brother Wang, what happened?" A dark-faced brute beside him asked concernedly.

"My fragment soul was destroyed." The tiger monster’s face showed pain as he said fiercely.

"A fragment soul being destroyed? How is that possible? With your power, the替身shouldn’t have been discovered by Azure Phoenix Sect cultivators. Could it be an old monster of the元婴stage?" The dark-faced brute had two sharp fangs and a very ugly nose; his true form should be some kind of wild boar.

"Yes!" The tiger monster nodded. He took a deep breath, calming down his anger as he looked puzzled: "That guy seemed not to be an Azure Phoenix Sect cultivator. He was hiding in the shadows, searching for something…"

"You mean the other sect’s old monster wanted to take advantage of the chaos?" The dark-faced brute's expression was extremely ugly: "What is their purpose? Could it be that someone else besides us has interest in the妖眼舍利, or did some information leak?"

"Brother Hei, you doubt me; I have always kept my mouth shut," the tiger monster’s eyes flashed with a hint of suspicion as he hurriedly defended himself.

"Haha, Brother Wang, why would I say such a thing? We’ve known each other for ten thousand years. How could I not trust you? But this妖眼舍利is no trivial matter; it is one of the Ten Treasures of the Beast Realm. With it, we can carry an upper-grade妖脉at all times and boost our cultivation at any moment. It benefits both cultivators and us beast races. That’s why we spent decades here, using a fragment soul to steal bodies from cultivators and infiltrate the Azure Phoenix Sect."

"Right." The tiger monster nodded: "Unfortunately, that treasure is too well hidden; despite ten years of effort, we have no leads. Fortunately, with the current crisis at the Azure Phoenix Sect, we can search thoroughly this time. But speaking of which, is Little Princess of the Snow Fox Clan really there? If so, we could…"
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"Don't complicate things," the man with a black face rejected his companion's suggestion. "Our goal is the妖眼舍利, and we have no relation to the Snow Fox Princess."

"Alright!" The tiger-like monster was slightly reluctant but understood that achieving both goals would be difficult. For now, they should focus on obtaining the妖眼舍利.

"By the way, Brother Wang, your substitute body has been destroyed; did the fragment of your soul fall into their hands?" The man with a black face suddenly turned around and spoke seriously.

"Haha, Brother Black, don't worry. I know that revealing the fate is not advisable, so I made sure that the fragment self-destructed."

"That's good." The man with a black face nodded satisfactorily before standing up. "Brother Black, what are you doing..."

"Since another high-ranking cultivator has entered the main hall of the玄凤门, we can't waste any more time here. With the current chaos, it shouldn't be too difficult for us to sneak in."

"Alright, if we can do this ourselves, it will certainly be much faster than relying on a substitute body."

The tiger-like monster also showed approval and then transformed into two streaks of light, flying towards the main hall of the玄凤门.

Lin Xuan had originally planned to find a cultivator to perform soul probing but ended up encountering a pitiful fellow whose soul was taken by an妖族 at the transformation stage. Lin Xuan was speechless as he realized there were other factions here, making the situation more complicated. He must act faster!

Lin Xuan turned and shot into the forest ahead.

Soon, he encountered another condensation core cultivator. Following his previous method, Lin Xuan incapacitated him without warning.

This time, it was a genuine disciple of the玄凤门. Sighing, Lin Xuan placed his hand on the man's head and began soul probing.

After a moment, Lin Xuan withdrew his hand and sent out a fireball to destroy the man.

"Master, how did you fare? Did you find any clues?"

"Yes, but..." Lin Xuan's face was full of contemplation, with a hint of difficulty.

Moon frowned without speaking. After a long while, Lin Xuan sighed in relief as he flew off in a certain direction.

"Master, where is the凤舞九天诀?"

"Hantanchan"

"What is Hantanchan? A restricted area within the玄凤门?" Moon asked curiously.

"That's right," Lin Xuan explained thoughtfully. "It is said that the妖气 there is most abundant, and the Grand Elder of the玄凤门 is currently meditating there. Just recently, he advanced to late-stage元婴."

Lin Xuan was deeply concerned about this. Although he considered himself highly skilled, he was not arrogant. Even though he had successfully formed a dantian, his abilities were still far inferior to those of late-stage cultivators. Attempting to steal from the Grand Elder would be like an old man hanging himself.

The danger was obvious, but Lin Xuan wouldn't give up because obtaining this cultivation technique was necessary for leaving the妖灵岛.

There was no other choice, so despite the difficulty, he had to find a way to overcome it. The path of cultivation was long and arduous; this could be considered one of its tests.

The sound of battle came from afar, yet the stench of blood still permeated the air. Lin Xuan believed that sooner or later, the Grand Elder would leave Hantanchan.

Lin Xuan's prediction proved correct as the woman in a palace outfit arrived at the depths of Hantanchan.

This was one of the most important places within the sect; even the various senior元婴 cultivators couldn't easily enter here.

According to legend, the founding ancestor of their sect, that brilliant and extraordinary woman, successfully ascended to the spirit realm after passing through a heavenly tribulation in this very place.

Recalling this, the woman in the palace outfit couldn't help but show a look of admiration.

Unfortunately, they lacked the power of their ancestors. How could they tolerate these妖beasts causing chaos at their doorstep?

Regardless, they must ensure that their sect survives this great calamity.

As she pondered, the woman arrived before a small hill. Although it was only several dozen feet tall and completely black, it was made of thousand-year-old cold iron. The bottom had been opened with immense power by someone in the past. This used to be the den of Fairy Xuanfeng; now, the Grand Elder was meditating here.

After landing, the woman immediately took out a sound transmission talisman from her bosom and whispered something before sending it into the cave.

Just half a cup of tea later, a loud rumbling echoed in her ears. The妖mist surged, and the entrance to the cave opened.

A powerful spiritual pressure emanated from within. This woman was also an元婴 cultivator but was taken aback by the suddenness, retreating several steps with a flush on her face.

However, the woman's displeasure turned into joy as she took a deep breath, her expression filled with anticipation.

The sound of a dragon's roar echoed from inside the cave, causing the earth to tremble. A streak of light then emerged and landed in front of the woman.

As the light faded, the face of a gray-clothed cultivator was revealed. Though he wore simple attire, his movements exuded an air of nobility. He was indeed the head of the sect, but at first glance, one could see that he appeared to be in his thirties with a weathered look.

He had retained his youth while maintaining maturity and composure; it was clear that he was someone who could rely on for significant matters.

This was the Grand Elder of the玄凤门, the second most powerful human cultivator on妖灵岛, Yue Xianfeng!

"Salute the sect leader."

The woman stepped forward two steps, bowed deeply, and said, "Sister doesn't need to be so formal. Did you hear what the sound transmission talisman said? The Snow Fox Queen has led the Ice Plain妖tribes to besiege us?"

"Sister, such a matter is too important for me to make up; besides, how could I disturb your cultivation if it weren't for a major crisis?" The woman in the palace outfit smiled bitterly. "Why ask me when you can use your divine sense to feel everything?"

Before she finished speaking, a deafening explosion echoed in her ears. A hundred-foot-wide rainbow-colored light column shot up into the sky, as if piercing the heavens.

However, just seconds later, the light column vanished mysteriously, and faint cries of cultivators could still be heard.

Bad news, the玄天灵凤阵 has been breached! Yue Xianfeng's face changed dramatically. The Snow Fox Queen had indeed personally intervened; the elders couldn't stop him. Instantly, he transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the battlefield at lightning speed.

As for Lin Xuan, the clues obtained through soul probing brought him to the edge of Hantanchan. The loud noise from breaking the sect's protective array startled him, followed by a streak of light passing nearby. The spiritual energy contained in it made even Lin Xuan shiver with cold.

Lin Xuan's mind raced. Could this be the legendary cultivator? Before his thoughts were fully formed, the light slowed, and the other party suddenly looked at him.
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The opponent has discovered me?

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with apprehension. Although the Sealing Qi Technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art was incredibly mysterious, even late-stage Great Daoists couldn't be taken for granted. Lin Xuan held his breath and focused intently, using a secret technique to temporarily stop his heartbeat and blood circulation.

Yue Xianfeng's face showed a hint of doubt as that weak spiritual energy fluctuation disappeared. Could it have been just an illusion?

He raised an eyebrow and stretched out his hand, but at this moment, a series of explosions sounded in his ears, mixed with the cries of cultivators. Yue Xianfeng's expression turned angry, and he flashed into a streak of white light, vanishing on the horizon.

Lin Xuan didn't dare to move for a long time before finally exhaling heavily. What a close call!

He wiped away the sweat from his forehead as he slowly emerged from his hiding spot, beginning to survey the surroundings.

This was the core forbidden area of the Profound Phoenix Sect—the Cold Spring.

Theyao pulseBrick with the Demon Eye. Legend had it that the Immortal Fairy Profound Phoenix practiced here a million years ago.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, and after a moment, he showed an odd expression on his face.

He didn't feel any fluctuations from theprohibitive restraint. Could this place be unguarded?

Lin Xuan shook his head; this was impossible. Regardless of how he searched, there were no results.

It seemed he could only proceed with caution. With that thought, Lin Xuan summoned the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield and cautiously entered.

The so-called Cold Spring was actually a deep ravine with a small pool about an acre in size. The surroundings were filled with rugged rocks and numerous trees.

As soon as Lin Xuan stepped into the ravine, he suddenly felt a strange palpitation, his breath becoming uneven. His spiritual energy began to surge through his meridians.

What was happening?

Lin Xuan was startled; this feeling was clearly a precursor to entering ademon realm.

He hadn't been cultivating at all, so why did he feel like this? Lin Xuan hurriedly retreated from the ravine as his spiritual energy fluctuated.

The strange sensation disappeared. Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly grim as he pondered, "Moon, do you have any unusual feelings?"

"No," the girl shook her head.

"Xiang'er, how about you?"

"I'm fine," the little fox yawned, speaking in a baby-like voice.

This was odd. However, Lin Xuan recalled that from his soul-searching, only the Great Elder and a few special individuals could enter this Cold Spring freely; all other late-stageyuan embryocultivators were restricted.

Of course, he didn't have time to delve into it now.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. A surge of abundant spiritual energy erupted from his body as he focused on the essence and slowly entered.

There was still a sense of restlessness, but it could be tolerated. Lin Xuan took out several pills from his pocket; these were usually cultivated to calm the mind. Finally, the strange sensation diminished.

Though it felt uncomfortable, there was no longer any danger.

Lin Xuan gradually approached the Cold Spring.

Meanwhile, snowlight flashed, breaking through dense strands of energy. A purple-robed cultivator was split in two, causing the surrounding attacks to temporarily ease as others looked on with shock.

Princess Yuanke remained spotless, surrounded by several crescent-shaped blade lights that slowly rotated around her. She didn't know what kind of treasure it was, but its power was evident.

The five purple-robed cultivators were unexpectedly tenacious. Seven of them worked together well and used strange banners to set up an array, making their combined strength comparable to ordinary late-stageyuan embryocultivators. Yuanke barely managed to avoid a hit, but in the end, she finally killed the elderly man named Li.

Seven was essential; with the array broken, the remaining four cultivators were alarmed and scattered.

"Hmph, thinking of running away? That's not so easy."

Yuanke pointed at one of the crescent-shaped blade lights and her figure flickered as she chased after it. Blood splattered everywhere as this beautiful demon cultivator was both attractive and ruthless, killing five more in short order. The originally late-stage condensation core cultivator wasn't weak either; he couldn't withstand three strikes from her.

A single flash of the blade split his treasure weapon into two halves, turning him into an easy target. In just half a cup of tea time, only one survivor remained—a short figure who clearly excelled in evasion and was familiar with the terrain, so he hadn't fallen yet.

However, Yuanke wasn't willing to let this happen. It wasn't that she enjoyed killing; it was to prevent him from rallying allies after returning!

She wanted to kill him decisively.

Seeing her relentless pursuit, the sole remaining purple-robed cultivator turned red with fear and ran towards the southern bamboo grove without a clear path.

The bamboo in the grove was peculiar—purple. A breeze blew, causing a rustling sound that sounded like ghostly wails from afar.

This purple bamboo grove was also a forbidden area of their sect, strictly off-limits to ordinary disciples. But for survival's sake, this fellow didn't care about the rules anymore.

Princess Snowfox naturally had no idea and chased in without hesitation.

Despite feeling an uneasy sensation as she entered, she believed that skill made one brave. She paid little heed to it.

Her divine sense locked onto a cultivator several hundred feet ahead. Yuanke raised her slender hand, and a silver thread flew out of her sleeve.

Moving at incredible speed, the blade light swiftly arrived behind the purple-robed cultivator, wrapping around his neck.

"Whoosh," a large head shot up into the air, splattering blood everywhere.

Some of it hit a huge stone, which absorbed the blood. The thick layer of bamboo leaves covering the stone inexplicably fell off.

The stone revealed its true form, with numerous patterns that looked chaotic at first glance but appeared mysterious and ancient upon closer inspection. There was also an indescribable primordial atmosphere.

The blood seemed to trigger something as a layer of red light suddenly emerged from the stone, accompanied by spiritual energy fluctuations…

Yuanke's expression changed; she realized she was in some strange array within this purple bamboo grove. Although unsure of its specific purpose, the beautiful demon cultivator didn't intend to stay here.

Just as she thought about flying away, she suddenly felt her spiritual energy vanish. She cried out and fell from mid-air…
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A shattered crash echoed as Ah E fell onto the ground, her face covered in dust. Fortunately, she was a demon race. If it were a human, she might have already been reduced to ashes.

However, with his power restrained, the expression of this Snow Fox Clan's princess was also somewhat panicked. Suddenly, streaks of purple light burst from those bamboo stalks and enveloped her.

After the light dissipated, Nu Ran had vanished without a trace.

Meanwhile, the demon race and cultivators were engaged in fierce combat. This small disturbance did not draw any attention from either side.

Lin Xuan was now thoroughly searching the entire valley. His expression was rather grim because he found nothing.

Could it be that the intelligence was incorrect?

Even the former Immortal Phoenix Fairy's den, Lin Xuan had visited. However, inside, everything was very simple and plain except for the dense demon aura. There were no special features at all.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless.

After expending such great effort, he still hadn't found any clues about The Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Art. What should he do now?

Moon was also anxious, scratching her head. Although this girl's cultivation wasn't weak, her quick thinking didn't match Lin Xuan's.

A while later, Lin Xuan turned his gaze to the small lake beside him. There was only one place left that hadn’t been searched. Could it be...

However, although this cold spring appeared calm on the surface, Lin Xuan felt some resistance in entering it.

There was an indescribable feeling. Although an婴期 cultivator's power wasn't enough to penetrate the veil of fate, he still didn't want to push his luck.

Lin Xuan began searching slowly.

Outside, the battle raged on. The Immortal Phoenix Sect was clearly at a disadvantage but as an ancient lineage, their底蕴was beyond what ordinary people could imagine. Even though their protective array had been broken, other prohibitions continued to emerge. Leveraging their terrain advantage, they still firmly guarded the main hall.

The Snow Fox King was currently in full swing, with two old monsters of the元婴期 and several dozen condensation period disciples. With the help of阵旗, he couldn't block the opponent's fierce attacks.

The two old monsters were secretly groaning. They had the urge to retreat; if they persisted, they might fall here. The first line could be abandoned, as conditions inside the sect would be slightly better.

"Brother Hu, we should withdraw and use the Heaven Wielder’s Immortal Sealing Array later," said a long-bearded elder. A faint trace of blood was visible at the corner of his mouth; he had clearly been injured.

"Agreed!" another old man nodded. His condition was equally dire. As for the other condensation period disciples, they were more than eager to retreat after receiving the transmission. Several of their companions had already fallen in the previous battle and couldn't bear facing this formidable opponent any longer.

"Alright, follow my command and withdraw! Retreat!" The long-bearded elder issued a solemn order through his transmission. Although several condensation period disciples would be killed, there was no perfect solution to such matters.

Various streaks of light flashed as cultivators scattered in all directions. The fastest were naturally the two old monsters of the元婴期. With reduced pressure, the Snow Fox King sneered and didn't hesitate to attack the slower condensation period disciples.

To his surprise, he didn’t attempt to kill them; those insignificant creatures weren't worth his time.

Instead, he moved swiftly and cast a shortcut spell.

A flash of white light appeared as he blocked the long-bearded elder's path. He reached out and suddenly a silver-white giant claw appeared from mid-air, grabbing downward with tremendous force.

The long-bearded elder’s face turned pale as he quickly spat out an orange-yellow wooden ruler.

A trace of mockery flashed in the Snow Fox King's eyes as the claw collided with the wooden ruler. The long-bearded elder's treasure couldn't withstand it; countless cracks appeared and shattered into fragments, scattering across space.

This was the power of a later-stage demon race. The long-bearded elder grimaced; it was too late to dodge. His body fell under his opponent’s control.

However, this person had successfully cultivated an元婴, showing he was decisive. A baby with a similar appearance crawled out from his skull.

In the infant's hand was a small sword. He hastily cast a spell and vanished into the distance.

Instant teleportation!

If it were a common transformed demon race, they wouldn't be able to catch up. However, how could the Snow Fox King be treated as an ordinary one? With a cold laugh, he took out a pouch-like treasure from his chest and unleashed it.

Demon mists surged as a large net appeared in mid-air. The infant's face showed fear; he realized he was caught inside.

Suddenly, a brilliant sword energy slashed through the air, creating a crackling sound as a fissure appeared.

The infant was overjoyed and quickly teleported away. A familiar face appeared before him.

"Senior Brother!"

Seeing this person, he visibly relaxed, knowing his life was safe now.

Meanwhile, the Snow Fox King's eyes narrowed into a serious expression but remained calm: "I believe you are the Immortal Phoenix Sect’s Senior Elder. I have long admired your name."

"Yes, it is me, Yue. I have long admired the Snow Fox King's name. However, we haven't had the chance to meet. Our sect has no grudge against yours. Why do you persist in such a manner?"

"Indeed, there is no grudge between us. As long as Senior Friend Yue hands over his daughter, I will immediately stop," said the Snow Fox King calmly.

"I have never seen your princess. I believe our disciples would also not kidnap her. Are you mistaken or enticed by some bandits?" Yue Xiangfeng spoke politely despite his intense anger.

The situation was unfavorable; continuing to fight wouldn't be beneficial. He hoped to clarify the matter and resolve this feud.

Unfortunately, the Snow Fox King only sneered in response.

If it were someone else missing, they might have been able to negotiate, but Shang'er was different. She was not only his own flesh and blood but also the hope of their race on Demon Spirit Island.

Born with three tails, even a demon king in the spirit realm would be envious. How could he not take her seriously?

However, at this moment, he was also puzzled.

According to logic, they had already engaged in battle; the opponent wasn't foolish and should have handed over Shang'er after weighing the pros and cons.

But they still stubbornly refused.

Unless... Shang'er really wasn’t in their hands...

The Snow Fox King shook his head. No, that couldn’t be right. Ah Er had clearly smelled her sister's scent just now; otherwise, she wouldn't have run away so urgently.

Another possibility existed, but the Snow Fox King dared not and didn't want to think about it—his daughter might already have been killed by them.

With this thought, a heavy aura of resentment emanated from his body as he gritted his teeth: "I won’t listen to your empty words. Hand over my daughter if you know what’s good for you; otherwise..."

"How so?"

"I will massacre the Immortal Phoenix Sect and extract your souls."

"Oh? I look forward to it, but don't think you have such power," Yue Xiangfeng was also furious inside. His sect had already investigated and found no one who had seen that dogp princess of his. The other side was clearly being unreasonable.

As the saying goes, even a clay figure has three sparks of anger. He was an advanced cultivator in the后期stage; how could he be easily bullied by demon beasts?

The saying went: "Words are meaningless when not to your liking." Initially, he wanted to resolve this matter but found their behavior too unreasonable.

With his hopes dashed, Yue Xiangfeng flicked his sleeves and summoned two treasures. One was a flying sword, the other an iron ring.

Though they didn't look impressive, great cultivators' tools certainly had many secrets within them.

He then activated his power, exuding a divine aura. A heavy spiritual pressure descended from the heavens.

Even though he tried to focus, the area around him of several thousand feet was affected. Cultivators were fine, but demon races all showed signs of alarm and their movements became sluggish. In this moment’s hesitation, many were already killed.

Mostly low-level demon races, but the Snow Fox King's expression wasn't pleasant either. With a cold snort, he released a powerful pressure that made everyone feel as if they weighed a thousand pounds.

When the city gate is on fire, even fish in the pond are affected. Both sides' leaders were engaged in combat; nearby demons and cultivators all showed fear and retreated.

Suddenly, an open space was cleared around them.

Compared to the Snow Fox King's elegant demeanor, Yue Xiangfeng appeared calm on the surface but was actually somewhat nervous. He had only recently entered the后期stage and hadn't fully stabilized his realm. The opponent was a renowned demon race with thousands of years of experience; their combat skills far surpassed his own.
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Of course. Despite his reservations, Lin Xuan wouldn't back down. As the mainstay of the Xuanfeng Sect, he coldly snorted and formed a hand seal, shaking his hands slightly before lightly pointing them forward.

The black iron ring trembled as it ignited a cluster of ghost flames.

The flames flickered intermittently, resembling a demon dancing, eventually transforming into an ugly ghost head with a green face and sharp teeth, its tongue hanging out. It was terrifying to behold.

What kind of divine power is this?

Snow Fox King was also taken aback. The opponent was the Great Elder of Xuanfeng Sect, naturally a cultivator, but the spells he cast seemed similar to those used by demon cultivators in the mortal world.

However, as an ancient monster with over ten thousand years of experience, his expression quickly returned to calm. He didn't rush to attack; instead, he observed the situation first.

The ghost head opened its blood-red mouth and sucked in before expelling a thick cloud of black mist.

Numerous dark shadows flitted within the mist, producing a buzzing sound.

It's demon insects!

These insects looked unremarkable at first glance, resembling butterflies. However, their mandibles were incredibly sharp, exuding an eerie primitive aura.

Devouring Demon Butterfly!

Snow Fox King exclaimed in shock. This late-stage transformed monster was visibly shaken:

"Impossible. These demons were eradicated by our ancestors over a hundred thousand years ago; there are none left on Spirit Island. Where did you get them?"

Indeed, the demon's reaction was understandable. Over a hundred thousand years ago, Devouring Demon Butterflies caused chaos on Spirit Island, resulting in heavy losses among the monsters. It was said that several ancient immortals were eventually forced to intervene and exterminate these insects.

Snow Fox King had not yet been born during this calamity, but his clan's records detailed it vividly, leaving a lasting impression.

The Devouring Demon Butterfly wasn't originally from Spirit Island; instead, they came through a spatial rift. The insect cultivator was only at the Core Formation stage, but he was a prodigy who dedicated his life to breeding new demon insects.

While this individual didn’t gain much recognition during his lifetime, after his death, the new type of demon insect caused significant trouble for the island's monsters.

The Devouring Demon Butterfly posed little threat to human cultivators but naturally loved devouring pure monster energy. According to records, not only were the adult butterflies exterminated, but their eggs had also been destroyed. How could this be? Furthermore, these insects were notoriously difficult to tame. Even the insect cultivator who bred them couldn’t make them recognize a master.

How did this Great Elder of Xuanfeng Sect manage it?

岳弦峰 chuckled lightly and saw his opponent's eyes filled with fear, which boosted his confidence. He cast another spell, causing the other side’s immortal sword to glow brightly as if an extra sun had appeared in the sky.

Whizzing sounds entered his ears as silver-white threads appeared in the air.

Transforming swords into threads!

Snow Fox King narrowed his eyes, showing a hint of surprise. This was merely a technique used by sword cultivators and not a particularly remarkable secret art. What did he intend to do?

But soon, he realized he had underestimated him.

The threads in the sky trembled and transformed into silver snakes about as thick as fingers but several feet long, looking extremely strange.

"Truly worthy of an Inner Alchemy后期 cultivator. Even newly promoted major cultivators shouldn't be complacent."

Snow Fox King's surprise gradually faded, replaced by a mocking smile:

"Indeed impressive, but do you think this is enough to defeat me?"

Without any visible action, he seemed to take a step forward and then shook his shoulder, transforming into three identical Snow Fox Kings.

"What is this? Not an avatar technique. Avatar techniques aren't so refined."

Fang Xianfeng was taken aback. Before he could react, the opponent transformed again, nine times over, revealing even more astonishing secrets.

Nine Snow Fox Kings not only looked identical in size and appearance but also had indistinguishable spiritual pressure. This divine power was unheard of.

Then, the nine Snow Fox Kings each waved their sleeves and revealed different treasures.

Swords, spears, swords, and a silver net, precious gems… all were top-grade artifacts with formidable power.

Despite the ongoing battle, both cultivators and monsters occasionally glanced this way.

Even without formal combat, such a grand display was already enough to draw attention. The lower-ranked beings weren't fools; they quietly retreated, not wanting to be caught in the crossfire.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan carefully searched the cold pool, unwilling to miss any suspicious clues. After a while, he still had no luck.

Lin Xuan wasn’t discouraged and flew towards another area.

Suddenly, a large stone came into view.

The stone appeared grayish but upon closer inspection, revealed intricate patterns that seemed ancient and mysterious.

Especially at the center, it resembled a Taoist Taiji diagram but with subtle differences.

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan turned and landed in front of the stone. Unlike ordinary cultivators, Lin Xuan had diverse knowledge and recognized this wasn't an ordinary stone; those patterns looked like some kind of ancient array.

He carefully examined it for a long time without finding any clues. The design was too ancient and didn’t match anything in his璇玑心得.

Moon also frowned as she pondered but her talent in阵法 was good, yet she was lazy and hadn't studied as much as Lin Xuan, so she couldn’t discern the intricacies either.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and gently touched it. He felt a warm sensation but found nothing else.

To be honest, Lin Xuan wasn’t entirely sure this stone had anything to do with Phoenix Dance Nine Skies Technique, but it was the only suspicious thing he found in the cold pool, so he needed to study it thoroughly.

However, just as he did, an eerie feeling came from behind him.

Lin Xuan frowned and instinctively leaped high.

"Crack!"

A massive shadow struck where he had stood. Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he identified the object before him, unable to contain his shock.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was surprised because it was too unbelievable!

Before him was a giant monster that looked like an octopus from the sea, with an enormous body. Its tentacles were so thick that three people could barely wrap their arms around them.

However, on its back, there was a turtle-like shell, and its eyes were cold and evil, making one feel uncomfortable just by staring at it.

Was this a mysterious monster?

What shocked Lin Xuan the most was the creature's massive size. Yet, it emitted no aura or spiritual fluctuations, which explained why he hadn’t noticed it until it was close to him.
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The禁区 of Xuan Feng Sect actually harbored a妖族. It was nothing short of a joke to say so, but the reality was right in front of Lin Xuan, leaving no room for him to doubt it.

He extended his tongue and licked his dry lips. Despite the absence of oppressive pressure from the opponent, the feeling he got was far more dangerous than facing an婴灵 (Incarnate Spirit) monster.

The元婴 (Incarnate Spirit) and 魔婴 (Demon Soul) in his dantian also woke up automatically. Their little faces showed a serious expression; they wouldn't continue entering meditation.

This… could it be an ancient beast?

Ancient beasts, as the name suggests, referred to monsters from the primordial era. Originally, these creatures didn’t belong to the妖族 (Demon Race) and thus couldn’t advance in cultivation.

However, by chance, some of them had ingested ancient spirit fruits or experienced unknown changes, extending their lifespans immensely.

They could easily live for millions of years.

As the saying went: old age brings wisdom, even animals were no exception. Although ancient beasts couldn't cultivate like demon beasts, they became incredibly powerful after existing in this world for such a long time.

Legends about ancient beasts weren’t unique to Xuan Feng Sect; Lin Xuan had heard similar tales before. His cultivation was far beyond that of ordinary Incarnate Spirits, and the sword beam he condensed was already comparable to an average treasure. It made sense that the beast’s skin was tough enough to withstand such attacks.

The defense was truly astonishing. Lin Xuan knew he was facing a formidable opponent.

With this in mind, he no longer hesitated to reveal his treasures. Just as he was about to summon them, a dark shadow struck from above.

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat, but he didn't show any signs of panic. He moved swiftly and cast the Nine Heaven Microstep.

This secret technique was formidable; though it couldn’t match the Demonic Transcendence Technique, it was still highly effective for dodging.

"Snap!" The dark shadow missed its target and landed on the ground instead.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. However, his relief turned to tension as more tentacles followed closely behind. Despite their large size, these creatures were surprisingly agile and difficult to deal with.

For a moment, Lin Xuan moved like a candle in the wind, dodging through the dark shadows. Although he wasn’t hit, it looked incredibly dangerous. The sound of something breaking echoed around him as lines appeared on the ground. Lin Xuan quickly retreated to avoid being caught under that peculiar stone.

However, before his thoughts could fully form, one of the tentacles struck the stone. Lin Xuan was startled, showing a mix of shock and anger. It seemed that the more he feared something, the more it would appear. But as he looked around, his expression changed to one of immense joy.

The stone hadn’t been broken; in fact, not even a scratch remained on its surface. This stone must be far harder than any treasure.

It appeared this creature indeed had secrets.

Just as Lin Xuan was pondering these thoughts, the dark shadows flashed again, and several tentacles attacked from all sides, blocking his every escape route. Even with the Nine Heaven Microstep or instantaneous teleportation, it would be useless in such a situation.

But Lin Xuan remained calm. He flicked his left hand, and a shield appeared in his palm, the size of a palm.

Made of white bones, this shield had a grotesque face in the middle, giving off an eerie aura.

Lin Xuan cast a spell on it, and the shield expanded. The face opened its mouth, releasing a stream of dark wind that enveloped him.

Three Yin White Bone Shield!

This was one of the top defensive treasures of the Old Demon of the Ten Thousand Ghost Lake, stolen by his disciple and eventually falling into Lin Xuan's hands.

The spell was completed in an instant as the tentacles struck the shield. A sound like bones cracking echoed, and a fine crack appeared on the surface of the shield.

Lin Xuan was thrown back.

What a terrifying creature! After flying several dozen feet away, he stabilized his body.

This ancient beast had astonishing defense and incredible strength. In terms of power, it might even surpass an Incarnate Spirit from the middle stage.

If not for him, any initial-stage cultivator would have been easily defeated by this monster.

His chest felt heavy with blood and qi surging, and a killing intent emerged. He didn’t have time to engage in a prolonged battle with a monster.

He flicked his sleeve, and a sword flew out. It was only about a foot long but emitted a faint green glow that made the air feel cold.

This was a treasure Lin Xuan had spent much effort refining after successfully cultivating his Incarnate Spirit.

The name of this sword was Qing Huo (Green Fire). Although its potential couldn’t match the Nine Heaven Moon Ring, it excelled in attack and now far surpassed any innate treasure.

As more tentacles approached, Lin Xuan dodged using the Nine Heaven Microstep while casting a spell with his left hand on the sword.

"Go!" With a light command, Qing Huo transformed into a sharp beam that slashed at the approaching tentacle.

A tearing sound echoed as if something extremely hard was being torn apart. A black aura erupted from the tentacle, but it quickly broke under the sword’s attack and fell to the ground with a slash.

Blood splattered, but Lin Xuan knew he could handle this. He secretly cast another spell and recited an obscure incantation. The green glow intensified as the sword grew larger.

Great Sword Technique!

This was a great power that only Incarnate Spirits could wield.

The sound of thunder filled his ears as one tentacle was severed from the ancient beast’s body.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction; all the effort he had put into refining this treasure hadn’t been in vain. After successfully striking, he continued to slash at the opponent with the sword.

However, the monster quickly retreated into its shell. It resembled a squid but had a hard shell on its back, making it look peculiar.

Puff! The sound of something breaking echoed as Qing Huo failed to completely destroy the shell, though it left an indelible mark.

Lin Xuan frowned and cast several more spells. The sword’s green glow intensified, and its size continued to grow.

The monster felt threatened and poked out its head from the shell, spewing a thick black ink that made the surrounding water murky.

It seemed like it was trying to disrupt his vision.

Not only did Lin Xuan's eyes become useless, but his divine sense’s range also contracted. This wasn’t the worst; he felt dizzy as if being poisoned.

A green flame burst out from around him.

Green Illusory Mist Flame!

This demonic fire contained剧毒 (toxicity).

After its release, the dizziness gradually subsided, and Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. Poisoning was indeed effective.

Sounds came from his side, and he quickly infused power into the Three Yin White Bone Shield. The grotesque face opened its mouth again, releasing more dark winds.

Puff… Sounds echoed as Lin Xuan couldn’t identify the attacks, but they didn’t break through the shield’s defenses.

He then opened his mouth to release the Nine Heaven Moon Ring, which spun and revealed several ice serpents and fire dragons that charged at the opponent.

The squid-like creature narrowed its eyes, sensing the threat. It let out a low growl as the remaining tentacles fought against the ice serpents and fire dragons like giant snakes.

From its mouth, it spat out strange water bubble-like heads with strong corrosive power, eliminating most of the ice serpents and fire dragons in no time.

What was this?

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with surprise but didn’t dwell on it. The Nine Heaven Moon Ring only revealed some of its power, and its purpose was merely to draw the monster's attention.

The sword had grown to several dozen feet long, pushing Lin Xuan to the limits of his Incarnate Spirit cultivation. An Incarnate Spirit from the middle stage would be no different.

"Go!" With immense pressure, Lin Xuan pointed at the sword. The green fire descended upon the squid-like creature.

Seeing this, the creature realized it was in trouble and tried to flee but was too late. It quickly retreated into its shell.

The sound of thunder filled his ears as the ancient beast was completely engulfed by a sea of spiritual light. Despite the hardness of the shell, Lin Xuan’s powerful treasure had caused cracks to appear.
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Initially, it appeared as a single point before rapidly expanding like spider silk. It then collapsed with a loud crackle, and the Green Flame Sword descended.

In the bloodlight, the monster was split in two, but quickly, its body reverted to a thick tentacle.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with surprise; he hadn't expected this ancient beast to possess a similar ability to the Demonic Substitution Technique used by cultivators to survive a tribulation.

The Substitution Technique involved transforming part of one’s body into a puppet that could shield the true form in critical moments.

Despite his amazement, Lin Xuan had no intention of letting the creature escape. He flicked his sleeve and another treasure flew out—a Golden Chain.

This artifact was raised above his head, spinning rapidly as thousands of silver threads shot out, blocking the path of the squid monster.

Then, the Green Dragon and Ice Serpent leaped forward to tear at it, causing the ancient beast to howl in pain.

Now completely surrounded with no escape, a massive pressure from the Green Flame Sword descended once more.

The squid's screams were ear-splitting; nearby water turned blood red. This troublesome creature finally met its end.

Phew, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as he stowed away his treasure and returned the Green Flame Sword to its normal size.

The Greatsword technique was very draining on one’s mana. If not for his superior cultivation level compared to ordinary cultivators, it might not have been possible.

Examining the monster's remains, Lin Xuan extended a hand and conjured a green-gloved hand with his mana. After rummaging through them, he found a large round ball.

Sure enough, this was the ancient beast’s inner core.

The core was pitch black, emitting an eerie glow and carrying a faint stench of malice.

However, Lin Xuan did not show any disgust; instead, he seemed pleased. With his keen eye, he could tell that this inner core contained potent toxins, which would significantly enhance the power of the Green Illusory Fire.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag to retrieve a small bottle. Opening it, a green light shot out and enveloped the inner core before vanishing inside.

Next, Lin Xuan moved back to the large stone and examined it closely again.

This time, he noticed something peculiar: much of the squid monster's blood had been absorbed by the stone, which now glowed with a layer of crimson light. The mana fluctuations...

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; it seemed like he had found what he was looking for without much effort. Could the blood activate this mysterious array?

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan’s joy did not last long as the blood glow quickly faded away, vanishing in an instant.

His heart sank. Had the array been destroyed?

Lin Xuan shook his head; although the stone had been hit by the squid monster, it showed no signs of damage.

So, what could be causing this? Perhaps the amount of blood was insufficient or the ancient beast's blood did not meet the requirements.

Though he wasn’t certain, Lin Xuan decided to try. He opened his mouth and expelled a green sword energy, wrapping his wrist around it to cut a deep wound. Fresh red blood gushed out, seeping into the stone.

It was quickly absorbed, causing the stone to glow crimson more intensely than before.

Lin Xuan’s face brightened; he took a talisman from his pocket and applied it to the wound, stopping the bleeding instantly.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression soon turned grim as he realized that all of his mana had vanished. The protective barrier also failed, and the frigid water encased him in an icy embrace.

A series of purple light rays shot out from the stone like ropes, binding himself. His mana was restricted, causing a dizzying sensation to overwhelm him.

It felt terrible; it was akin to experiencing long-distance teleportation! Within the purple light, Lin Xuan vanished...

His vision blurred momentarily before clearing up. He heard the sound of rushing wind and realized he was plummeting at an alarming speed. If this continued, he would surely be reduced to a bloody pulp.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan’s eyes betrayed a hint of panic. Fortunately, his mana began to recover as if by magic.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan quickly activated the technique for escaping light and surrounded himself in green luminescence, hovering mid-air.

The danger was over; Lin Xuan relaxed slightly and released his divine sense to survey the surroundings.

To his surprise, he found himself in an unknown space. The divine sense here was very restricted, losing its effect beyond seven or eight feet from his body. It was far less comfortable than using his eyes.

Moreover, a thick gray fog surrounded him, sticky and filled with demonic energy. Lin Xuan had read about such conditions only in ancient texts; they were usually associated with top-grade spirit veins.

Could this be...? Lin Xuan felt a bit astonished.

Forming a demon vein required far more stringent conditions than a spirit vein, even on the elite Demon Spirit Island, where only the best could form one.

However, Lin Xuan did not show any joy; he was no cultivator and thus had no use for such a vein. His first priority was to find the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

Nevertheless, this place was significant and likely related to Fairy Xi Feng. The technique might be hidden here.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan began searching carefully despite the restrictions on his divine sense.

Lin Xuan did not rush; after all, good things come to those who wait.

Apart from the heavy demonic aura and restricted divine senses, this place was no different from the outside world. There were mountains, water, and even some refined iron.

"Hey!"

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he noticed a bat-like creature on the ground. It was much larger than an ordinary one, with a head size of two.

Lin Xuan couldn’t identify it but could tell that it had just died; its blood hadn’t congealed yet.

What troubled Lin Xuan were the wounds on its body—smooth and deep, clearly not caused by claws or teeth. They seemed to have been made by a sword-like artifact.

Could there be other cultivators in this place besides himself?

Were they from Xi Feng Sect, or some other group?

For some reason, Lin Xuan felt uneasy; this space was far more complex than it appeared and might harbor unknown dangers.
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Of course. Lin Xuan was not afraid either. With his current spiritual essence, even a mid-stage Dragonling Immortal could be defeated if he fought carefully enough; there should be no major issues.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan continued to fly forward slowly but deliberately concealed his aura this time.

Soon, another monster's corpse came into view. This one resembled an alligator, with skin that was strangely blue and had not been dead for long. Lin Xuan touched it, finding the body still warm.

Damn, if he hadn't been restricted by the spiritual essence of the steel, he would have easily discerned what happened, avoiding this confusion entirely.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were filled with resentment as his vigilance increased. Due to the妖雾, objects more than a dozen feet away were hard to see, which was quite uncomfortable.

After flying for a while, the number of corpses increased. Soon, another monster appeared in his sight.

"This looks..."

Surprise flashed across Lin Xuan's face, and his expression grew serious.

Moon also felt somewhat familiar.

This was a creature that looked like a human but had red skin, resembling fresh blood with an odd sheen. The most striking feature was the several-inch-long horns on its forehead.

A demon!

Lin Xuan recognized it immediately because he had encountered one before—a mid-stage Condensation Core demon. It took him great effort to finally defeat it, so his impression was very deep.

Speaking of demons, while the term "妖" and "魔" differ by only a character, they belong to entirely different races. In ancient times, humans and demons once joined forces to battle the demons and nearly exterminated them. One never expected to find any here.

Lin Xuan's expression grew serious as he flew for another few minutes. Another demon corpse appeared in his sight.

It was a two-headed monster, towering seven or eight zhang high with wide mouths and sharp teeth. Its body was covered in fine scales. Judging from the lingering demonic aura, it was an early-stage Condensation Core demon.

Even though Lin Xuan was daring, a shadow of danger clouded his brows.

"Master," Moon opened her mouth to say something but stopped when Lin Xuan waved his hand and listened intently.

With his spiritual essence restricted by steel and thick fog obscuring his vision, his ears were the only sense unaffected.

A faint roar and the sound of explosions reached his ears from directly ahead, as if someone was engaged in a fierce battle.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before quietly flying past. Although he tried to lower his speed to avoid detection, the seven or eight li distance still passed quickly.

The demon fog thinned, revealing a large expanse of clear sky. The swirling demonic and demon force revealed a familiar figure—Snow Fox Clan's princess.

Seeing this woman, Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. Why would she be here?

She was undoubtedly an exquisite beauty; after entering the transformation stage, foxes were already beautiful, but as a princess, her appearance was even more striking.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't concerned with that. His focus was on the opponent who was fiercely battling Warm River—a demon of roughly human height.

Although it was small for its kind, its cultivation was formidable; it too was at the Condensation Core stage.

Lin Xuan had seen Warm River's abilities before—she once clashed with a phoenix, though the bird used secret methods to transform. The power was still considerable, especially considering that Lin Xuan didn't know what the teapot she used was, but it likely wasn’t from this world.

The secret technique was so intricate that even Lin Xuan admitted defeat. If Snow Fox Princess unleashed it, she should easily be able to kill the demon in front of them, yet for some reason, she did not use it.

Nevertheless, this woman was a mid-stage transformed demon and still had the upper hand. Victory would likely come soon.

Since they were enemies, Lin Xuan had no intention of intervening. He sat back and watched the battle unfold.

Using his concealment technique to hide in the shadows, he thought that even with his composure, there might be a moment when he miscalculated. After all, humans are not gods and can make mistakes.

"Big Sister," a clear voice entered his ears as Little Snow Fox emerged from her spirit beast bag, blinking groggily and seeing her close family member.

Lin Xuan was shocked, but it was too late to stop her. Although the girl's voice wasn't loud, Warm River, being a demon, had much better hearing than humans.

Finding what she was looking for after so long, it felt like a bolt of lightning on a clear day to Warm River.

With the entire clan mobilized in battle with the Xuanfeng Sect, they were searching for this mischievous dead girl. After such a long time without news, Warm River had worried that her sister might have perished.

Hearing her voice now filled her with joy. Even facing a powerful demon, Warm River instinctively turned to see a young man's ordinary face, his expression full of disappointment—Lin Xuan himself, holding the fluffy Little Snow Fox in his arms.

Seeing her big sister after so long, Shang'er was excited, raising her paws... "As if waving."

This dead girl! Warm River couldn't help but spit. While she caused chaos for the entire clan, she enjoyed herself.

As for that human cultivator, Warm River didn’t pay much attention to him. With his spiritual essence restricted by steel, she couldn’t gauge his cultivation level. There weren’t many male-focused techniques with anti-aging effects, so he was likely at most a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

Warm River imagined it all one-sidedly. As long as the demon was defeated, rescuing her sister from this man wouldn’t be difficult.

However, she overestimated the situation and made a grave mistake by losing focus in battle. Seeing Warm River turn around, how could the demon miss such an opportunity?

It opened its mouth and spat out a black demonic aura that coalesced into a short spear-shaped treasure.

"Quickly dodge," Little Fox's cry reached his ears, but it was too late to avoid it. Warm River barely managed to shift her body, dodging the critical area.

The spear pierced through her collarbone, but she wasn’t in immediate danger; still, she suffered significant injuries.

With its first attack successful, the demon laughed maniacally as demonic aura surged around it, desperately attacking.

In an instant, the situation reversed. Warm River had to take a defensive stance. Her beautiful body was enveloped by a bright white light...

Brother, quickly save my sister. Shang'er, though mischievous, understood the urgency and turned back with a pitiful look at Lin Xuan.
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Lin Xuan's principle was to act only when there was a benefit, so he wouldn't have acted on the pitiful look from Xiao'er.

Instead, his mind quickly analyzed the situation.

This woman was the Snow Fox Clan’s Crown Princess. However, this identity meant nothing to Lin Xuan; he had no plans to reside permanently in Spirit Island and thus didn’t need to waste effort building good relations with the Snow Fox Clan.

But she was also Xiao'er's older sister, a relationship that couldn't be ignored.

Although Lin Xuan had just entered the Immortalinfant period, he still felt some confidence about ascending to the Spirit Realm. After all, he was young and could consume Longevity Pills to live for nearly a thousand years.

Xiao'er’s talent meant she would easily pass through the heavenly tribulation as well. Even if Lin Xuan never relied on anyone, being close with a future Spirit Realm demon king certainly had its benefits.

Others might think Lin Xuan was thinking too far ahead, but that's what foresight is for. With no distant worries, one should seize any opportunity. This was why Lin Xuan had always pampered Little Snow Fox; of course, her cuteness also played a role.

Their relationship was already very close, especially after the successful formation of an infant soul. The little guy inexplicably became more attached to him, but their bond wasn't unbreakable. If he failed to save his sister’s life, it would taint the intimacy they had built with Xiao'er.

This was something Lin Xuan didn’t want.

Moreover, this place was incredibly mysterious, and ancient demons kept appearing one after another. Although his cultivation wasn't weak, he felt somewhat isolated. With the Snow Fox Crown Princess by his side, their safety would greatly increase.

Even if they found some treasure here, as a demon, she wouldn’t compete with him for the Nine Heavenly Dances Technique.

Lin Xuan’s mind quickly weighed the pros and cons. There was no harm in saving this Snow Fox Crown Princess. With that thought, he no longer hesitated. His sleeve fluttered, releasing several streaks of green sword energy which fiercely attacked the demon.

The demon had already noticed Lin Xuan but, due to his restraints on consciousness, initially didn’t take him seriously. It was only when the green sword energy struck that its face changed dramatically. With two demonic arms wrapping around its chest, a layer of dark black protective shield erupted, enveloping it.

Pfft, pfft, pfft—though unable to break through the shield, this allowed Yuanke to free her hands. She slightly moved her body and stopped the bleeding with a bit of effort before casting a sidelong glance at Lin Xuan.

The opponent was an old demon in the Immortalinfant period.

And Xiao'er had called him… Brother?

Of course, these thoughts flashed through her mind only briefly after she learned from experience not to be too distracted.

Mainly focusing on the demon, several crescent-shaped magical treasures rotated around her body. The shape of this treasure was peculiar, like a curved blade of the moon without a handle, with some strange patterns that seemed like talismans but were unrecognizable to Lin Xuan.

Having just been ambushed by the demon and injured, Yuanke’s beautiful eyes filled with hatred as she pointed a white finger forward, uttering one word: "Quick!"

Six bright crescent-shaped blades, like meteors, fiercely slashed towards the demon. Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help smiling.

Although he had acted, he didn’t intend to use all his strength. He flicked his left hand and a green jade flute appeared in his palm—this was a treasure from the Beast Soul.

To be honest, Lin Xuan already felt that this treasure’s power was somewhat weak, but using it now would allow him to hide its true potential.

He activated it, injecting some mana into it. A giant python as thick as a water barrel emerged, wriggling and spewing out poisonous mist towards the demon.

Facing two opponents, the demon immediately became flustered, showing signs of fear in its eyes. Lin Xuan quickly moved to block it from escaping.

Then, with a flick of his fingers, several streaks of sword energy were released.

Working together, their combined power should be enough to kill the demon. However, Lin Xuan was too optimistic. Demons and human cultivators were different; demons were much fiercer than most races. Seeing the dire situation, the demon raised its head and roared loudly.

Its body instantly grew to over ten meters tall. Although its cultivation hadn’t increased, the amount of demonic energy had significantly boosted.

These demonic energies enveloped it, forming a massive protective shield. On the surface of this shield, numerous long and short tentacles emerged, writhing like snakes, causing Lin Xuan’s scalp to tingle.

Both Yuanke's crescent blades and Lin Xuan's Beast Soul treasure, as well as his sword energy, could tear apart these tentacles but quickly reformed. Clearly, it had become aattrition war.

Lin Xuan didn’t have the patience to prolong this battle. The longer it went on, the more he feared other demons might appear. Frowning, he was about to summon the Green Flame Sword when he realized he couldn’t hide its true power anymore.

However, Yuanke beat him to it. This Snow Fox Clan’s Crown Princess stretched her jade arm and waved gracefully, resembling a dance from an ancient era.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan retracted his hand; if someone else wanted to take the lead, he wouldn't mind saving some strength.

A light ball was summoned by this woman, not a treasure but purely composed of demonic energy, about the size of a dragon’s eye. Although it contained strong demonic energy, its small size left Lin Xuan puzzled.

But his confusion didn’t last long as Yuanke's movements caused the light ball to suddenly expand to several meters in diameter, hanging in mid-air like a sun.

This secret technique was clearly formidable; after using it, the Snow Fox Crown Princess’s demonic aura weakened significantly, her face turning pale.

"Quick!"

With her left hand swinging downward, an ear-piercing sound echoed. The light ball shattered into countless crescent-shaped blades of varying sizes and numbers—hundreds of them, like a flood rushing towards the demon.

Lin Xuan watched in horror; if he hadn’t prepared for this attack, it would have been difficult to defend against such a powerful assault.

The tentacles couldn't withstand the violent attacks, being destroyed without regenerating. The demonic energy was shattered, revealing the demon’s terrified face. Lin Xuan wouldn’t miss an opportunity like this; the giant python transformed from his Beast Soul treasure charged forward. At the same time, he flipped his hand and retrieved the Binding Immortal Rope.
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"Ah!"

The shrill scream pierced his ears. The demon had already been decapitated, but a black shadow darted out amidst the blood. It was a small demon.

Of course, this was naturally Xi's demonic infant.

Did you want to escape?

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he prepared for it with a golden chain, weaving silver threads into a net that ensnared the demonic infant.

The other's face showed fear. A black flame spewed from its mouth, and the silver threads began to melt.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. This demon was far more troublesome than expected. He cast several spells with his hands, spraying purple mist onto the silver net.

The demonic infant passed out.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he waved a hand, sending the net back into his palm.

There was no need to be polite towards demons. Lin Xuan began to use soul probing techniques.

This place was too strange; it seemed like a separate space created by great divine power. Was there any connection with Fairy Xi Feng?

However, what troubled Lin Xuan most was why so many demons were here.

Of course, finding clues about the Nine Heavens Dance would be perfect.

But soon, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

His soul probing technique had always been unstoppable before, but this time, he couldn't get any useful information at all.

The other’s mind was empty… something Lin Xuan hadn’t encountered on a cultivator before.

Could demons be more special?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered.

But just then, an ominous sign appeared. "Brother, sister, what are you doing?"

"Brother?" Hearing this again, Nuan Ah's expression turned awkward as she scolded: "Shaxier, why are you calling out? This guy is a human cultivator; not of our kind, so don’t be so friendly to him."

Unfortunately, Little Snow Fox was too young and had little concept of her own race. She couldn't understand the reasoning behind this.

In her pure heart, whoever was nice to her should be treated warmly… especially after she felt comfortable and safe by Lin Xuan’s side when she ate that lotus flower in the ice desert.

She began to narrate: "Brother isn’t a bad guy; he often gives me food. Once, some demon beasts wanted to catch me, but it was Brother who protected me."

Lin Xuan listened calmly, feeling slightly puzzled. He hadn't seen Shaxier tell such a complete story before.

Could… "Did Moon teach you?" Lin Xuan asked in his mind.

"Mmm," the girl nodded with a hint of satisfaction on her face: "I knew this Snow Fox princess wouldn’t give up, and Master isn’t suitable to offend her. So I taught Shaxier some words. She’s young but has a good memory; she didn’t mess it up."

"Oh, when did you teach her?" Lin Xuan was curious.

"Just now," the girl said, "when you were fighting with that demon beast."

"Ah, so that's why." Lin Xuan nodded. The battle had been intense, and he hadn't noticed before.

Since Moon’s words were true, this speech naturally added some embellishments. Nuan Ah Princess wouldn’t fully believe it but her hostility was reduced.

She waved a hand, gathering the six moon-shaped blades back. "I’m sorry, I acted rashly just now. Please forgive me."

"Of course, of course. Ignorance is no sin," Lin Xuan said with a smile. He was still angry but there was no point in continuing this fight. He waved his hand and appeared very magnanimous.

"As my sister says, she has been taken care of by you these days. We will remember this kindness."

This Snow Fox was indeed an evolved demon; how long had it lived? It could flip its face like a book. The conflict seemed to never have happened.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t a good guy either. He was extremely cunning and balanced the situation, maintaining harmony with the other party.

"Remembering this is just empty talk," Lin Xuan thought as he considered how to gain some real benefits. But before he could do so, Nuan Ah spoke: "After we leave here, Father will surely reward you. Now… can I take my sister back."

Since she had made a promise, what else was there for Lin Xuan to say? Besides, in this situation, it wasn’t appropriate to keep Little Snow Fox in his spirit beast bag.

"Of course, Princess, let your sisters reunite," he said as he handed her over. But Shaxier didn't want to: "No, brother’s embrace is more comfortable."

A white shadow darted back.

Lin Xuan was stunned, but Nuan Ah's expression was strange. How could this be? Why did Little Snow Fox have such a strong attachment to him? Could he have cast some spell on her?

Considering this, Nuan Ah's face turned grim again.

Of course, it was just speculation, and she wouldn't immediately turn hostile.

"Stop playing," Nuan Ah waved her hand, sending the mischievous Shaxier back with a white light. She hugged her and input demon energy into her body without any issues.

Nuan Ah sighed in relief but was even more surprised. Why did Shaxier have such a strong connection to him? Could there be some past life bond between them?

The idea of reincarnation had existed since ancient times, but it was so mysterious that even the top-tier beings on this world felt vague and couldn't understand.

Shaxier's strong connection could only be explained by this theory.

Although it was just his speculation, Nuan Ah Princess looked much gentler at him now.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what she was thinking. Seeing her hostility fade, he was pleased. "Why did you come here?"

"Still to chase after you," she replied.

"Chase me?" Lin Xuan's expression changed. "Yes, since you showed no malice towards Shaxier, why not send her back? Why make us worry and fight with Fairy Xi Feng’s sect?"

Nuan Ah retorted angrily: "Isn’t it because you have a grudge against our sect and want to use me as a tool for revenge?"

"Haha, Princess has such rich imagination. I’m no member of your sect, but I can be considered an honorary elder. How could there be any grudge?"

"But why…?" Nuan Ah didn’t doubt his identity since they had already assumed Shaxier was here because she found the honorary elder token he dropped. Such a thing couldn't be forged.

"Why not tell the truth? A big fight with Fairy Xi Feng’s sect isn’t good either."

"Princess misunderstood me, I don’t know this girl is your princess; Shaxier hasn’t said anything…"

Lin Xuan's words were half-true. Shaxier hadn't mentioned her identity, but Lin Xuan had already used soul probing on a unfortunate demon and knew everything.

Nuan Ah nodded. Shaxier was young and wouldn’t flaunt her status.

Although Nuan Ah was smart, she couldn’t lie as easily as Lin Xuan; he won in terms of cunning.

"Princess, you haven’t answered my question about how you came here?"

"I was looking for Shaxier, so I chased after you. I killed several remaining cultivators and chased one when I ended up in a purple bamboo forest."

"Oh?" Hearing this, Lin Xuan’s expression changed as it matched his own experience. What was the connection between the cold pool and the purple bamboo forest? Where was this mysterious space?

Lin Xuan was smart but had too few clues to make sense of things.

"Princess, what did you encounter here?"

"Nothing; you saw everything," Nuan Ah retorted angrily.

"I see." Lin Xuan nodded. Still no useful information. But soon, he focused on the demonic infant again, thinking that his soul probing hadn't worked but Nuan Ah was a demon. Maybe she had some special techniques.

Hearing this, Nuan Ah didn’t refuse: "Okay, I’ll try…"

She cast a spell and wrapped the demonic infant in silver light.
大家都进来一下，很重要（免费）

When drafting another leave request, Xiao Di felt extremely anxious and depressed. It was currently the May Day period with double points for votes, and Huan Yu was practically at a loss for words. But there was no way around it; things had unfolded this way...

Yesterday was a holiday, and the family had some social engagements that couldn't be avoided. So, he went to an agritourism place. Unfortunately, he ended up getting heatstroke, feeling dizzy and disoriented. Although he forced himself to write a chapter today, after finishing it, he felt it wasn't satisfactory.

The long tunnel was bright, with no dust on the night明珠s embedded in the stone walls, not even on the ground, as if someone had cleaned the room every day.

As a genetic warrior and one from the Western cultivation system, he knew very well how terrifying the Eastern world could be.

Yao shrugged helplessly and then smiled at the壮汉. "Forget about Li Brother for now, Lei Brother. Let's find somewhere to practice our skills properly."

He didn't choose Xu You's suggestion but instead headed straight for Chang'an. He was also wary of Liu Qi's troops advancing from behind to attack him in conjunction with Cao Cao.

The man's voice was unusually loud; even without deliberately speaking, the vibrations could be felt in his cup of wine, and everyone in the building heard it. Even Zang Xijie became attentive, listening intently.

This gray crystal was actually a black hole stone within the dimensional cage. Although this black hole stone didn't look impressive at first glance, Qin Ming noticed that it had undergone some new changes from before.

Lu Junyi nodded when Qian Yang said so and took out the box, opening it to reveal the neatly arranged herbs inside.

Mu Yun Cheng was overjoyed, about to use his flying sword to descend, but he saw a familiar figure pacing back and forth at the village entrance.

He forced a smile as he turned away. If she had known how unreliable this cunning sprite would be, she would have made better plans.

Moreover, Zhou Yu, Zhuge Jin, Lu Su, Huang Gai, and others understood that the Han army wouldn't give up; they would continue to advance from the Three Rivers Mouth. Therefore, it was still necessary to prepare defenses in advance.

"But I can't abandon my body refinement or Jiang Family Spirit Cultivation," Jiang He replied stubbornly, feeling very uneasy inside.

"Ash's aura is unstable, not much different from Wang Lie's. It seems he forcibly broke through to the martial artist realm using some secret technique." Su Yi was still shocked when Ash explained.

"Bear Sparrow" seemed to have heard the most terrifying word; his eyes immediately flickered.

"It has already rusted together completely, so there's no choice but to break it!" Gu Hua looked at this door. If Ye Feng's perception was correct, then this door should be integrated with the six green-sunken divine copper walls inside.

However, Su Wuzhi was shrewd and recognized Lin Yu as a real person. He smiled and gestured for Lei Yang, who showed signs of surprise in his eyes, rushing over.

While making arrangements, Zhou Kang didn't fully believe that everyone in the forward city had died, but he knew what happened afterward. If not for the emperor personally sending a petition to spare Zhu Fengchun from execution at Huaiyi Prefecture's south gate, they would have been executed there and then.

Avi himself took out his chosen weapon before leaving—the knight's tempered sword. The blade wasn't particularly long, but after tempering, it was of excellent quality for a knight's sword, making it light to wield, suitable for mounted combat.

Joan didn't know if the others had noticed this issue; now wasn't the time for them to communicate.

Although Bai San was injured, he wasn't severely affected. After all, his sealing technique had partially nullified the other's seal. If Li Tian Tong himself had released it, Bai San would have died directly. Unfortunately, not only was the seal cast by a Foundation Establishment cultivator but also not the strongest one; clearly, it had been compressed.
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Chapter 801 - Demon and Devil Qi Black Hole

After the incident, Yu Ying slowly opened her eyes, her face showing signs of distress. She shook her head dejectedly: "No, his mind is completely empty, and my secret technique cannot probe it."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan frowned as he realized that demons and devils were indeed formidable. This was going to be more troublesome than expected. He would need to think of another plan if he wanted to understand the mysterious space.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan did not destroy the demon infant but tightly wrapped it with a Binding Immortal Rope. Then, he flicked his sleeve and an jade box flew out. Opening the lid, he placed the demon infant inside before attaching a restriction talisman on it with a snap.

Yu River observed this silently, her brows slightly furrowed.

Together, they continued their exploration of this mysterious space.

Although Yu River did not want to travel with humans by choice, she understood that having an additional companion in such a strange location would be safer.

Strange as it was, neither of them encountered any danger. Not only were there no demons or monsters, but even ordinary animals were nowhere to be seen. However, Lin Xuan remained vigilant because the denser the demonic fog became, the closer they were getting to the heart of the demon vein.

As the eldest princess of the Snow Fox Clan, Yu River had extensive experience and was now also showing signs of concern on her face.

"Someone has already been here, and the array has been activated!" A hoarse voice spoke, filled with shock and anger. The speaker was a monster with a tiger's body.

"It can't be true. This is the forbidden ground of the Divine Phoenix Sect. Only the Great Elder or other advanced cultivators are allowed to enter. Moreover, Mount Yue Xian does not even know how to activate this array," another large man with a black face shook his head and said.

"Hmph. It's uncertain. The Divine Phoenix Sect faces extinction; who knows if someone accidentally stumbled upon it. After all, the array can be activated by a cultivator's blood."

"Now is not the time for such discussions. Let's hurry inside. Years ago, we happened to discover the abandoned lair of White Crane Senior Immortal and obtained his remaining talisman. This mysterious space exists, and its demonic eyerelics cannot fall into others' hands. There are also remnants of Fairy Divine Phoenix," the black-faced man licked his lips greedily.

"This is understandable, but Brother Black, don't you find this strange?" The tiger monster's eyes rolled, and the "King" character on his forehead deeply furrowed.

"Oh, what is it, friend?"

"Not at all. It seems that Brother Black has also thought of this. According to White Crane Senior Immortal's writings, there was a rare demon vein here. Such a paradise should have attracted any cultivator, but they chose not to use it and instead joined forces to create an array with countless precious materials, sealing it away. Could there be some unknown danger inside?"

"Hmph. I don't know either. We both discovered the writings together; perhaps it explained why, but the latter part is missing. Brother King, are you hesitant because of this? Do you want to back out?" The black-faced man frowned and said with a touch of dissatisfaction.

"Back out? You jest. Although I am not the Sage with Green Eyes or the Snow Fox King, I have lived for thousands of years as an evolved demon. What kind of storms haven't I seen? How could I not understand that wealth lies in danger? If I were afraid, I wouldn't be here," the tiger monster snorted, his eyes flashing with anger.

"Haha. Brother King, don't take it to heart; this was just a joke. Let's hurry inside."

Though still irked, the tiger monster could not refuse as they had formed a bond and needed to work together to find treasures.

He took a deep breath, calmed himself down, and with his fingers glowing with cold light, he scooped up one of the cultivators lying on the ground. By appearance, this person was from the Divine Phoenix Sect, around thirty years old, already unconscious, a faint greenish aura covering his face—clearly under some restriction.

The tiger monster's cruelty knew no bounds; with a slight squeeze, he crushed the man's head, blood and brain matter splattering out, enveloped by demonic fog before falling onto the giant stone.

The blood seeped in, and the surface of the stone glowed red. Spirit energy fluctuations wrapped them in silver threads, vanishing without a trace shortly after.

"What is this?" The eldest princess of the Snow Fox Clan covered her mouth with her hand, her face showing shock.

Lin Xuan's expression was similar; directly above their heads, there was a massive "black hole" about seven to eight zhang in diameter. It was bottomless and emitted an extremely dense demonic aura.

"Wrong. Not just demonic qi, but seems like it's a strange mixture of demon and devil qi," Yu River raised her eyebrows and slowly said.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded his head, looking at the black hole with a grim expression.

Speaking of this black hole, he had indeed seen such things in ancient texts, similar to spatial rifts but less advanced. The specific conditions for their formation were unclear; the records were vague, and it was his first time seeing one.

After thoroughly searching the space, the only thing they found was this black hole, likely where the mystery lay.

However, exploring it wasn't easy because their divine senses were sealed. They could only enter personally. However, the dense demonic and devil qi made Lin Xuan and Yu River hesitate; rushing in recklessly would be too dangerous.

"Any ideas, Daoist Friend Lin?"

"This..." Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he pondered. Suddenly, something unexpected happened. The demonic qi surged, forming countless creatures.

The dark feathers and unpleasant calls stirred the heart and mind—these were ravens all made of demonic qi.

"Not good. Demon qi materialized!"

Lin Xuan had heard about this before; in top-grade spirit veins, after a long period of time, the dense spirit energy could manifest into tangible spirit birds and beasts. The same applied to demon and devil qi.

Although these creatures weren't particularly powerful, as long as there was enough demonic qi, they could regenerate after being killed, almost immortal. Soon, several ravens formed and flew towards them. Lin Xuan waved his hand, sending several green sword auras that easily cut down the opponents.

However, more ravens soon attacked, and on Yu River's side, she was surrounded by hundreds of demonic ravens. Although there was no immediate danger, it was annoying. (To be continued)
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Chapter 801 - Strange Statues

Lin Xuan pointed his finger. No magical treasure appeared, but the magpies before him suddenly exploded and died.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no joy because the dark energy had not disappeared; instead, it was quickly sucked into a black hole, and more magpies soon reappeared in his line of sight.

Sure enough, as recorded in the Codex, these monsters were almost indestructible.

Having confirmed this, Lin Xuan naturally did not intend to waste any more time here.

A blue light shone brightly on him as he activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. Then, with a flick of his left hand, a small flame about the size of an egg leapt from his palm.

Bizarre Illusory Fire!

Lin Xuan cast a spell and the flame suddenly grew larger, instantly recoiling to envelop him, merging with the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield.

Several magpies attacked but were turned into ash by the dark flames.

Xue Fox's face changed. What kind of divine power was this? It seemed even more formidable than her own Dark Ice Demon Fire. Before she could finish that thought, Lin Xuan had transformed into a streak of green light and flown into the black hole.

The Snow Fox Princess hesitated; rushing in so recklessly was too dangerous. But she couldn't afford to waste any more time here; it would only be a futile expenditure of magical energy.

With this in mind, Xue Fox finally made up her mind and extended her jade hand, forming a magical seal. A brilliant white light appeared as the six crescent-shaped magical treasures reappeared before her and began spinning. Any magpies that approached were cut in half. Then she too transformed into a streak of green light, flying into the black hole.

Lin Xuan had taken the lead. Although the black hole wasn't like a spatial rift, its dangers were no less severe. As soon as he entered, Lin Xuan was enveloped by thousands of magpies. Fortunately, the Bizarre Illusory Fire contained potent toxins that even these dark energy-formed monsters couldn't resist. Lin Xuan finally regained his composure and calm.

However, in the next moment, Lin Xuan found himself surrounded by endless darkness where both his mental sense and vision were incapacitated.

Lin Xuan frowned but remained composed, flying in a certain direction with a handful of talismans at the ready for critical moments.

Flying at a moderate speed, he soon heard a rumbling sound. His face changed as he injected magical energy into one of the talismans. A flash of fire appeared, and several large flaming birds emerged.

These were middle-grade earth-typed talismans with formidable power; without his success in cultivating to the Immortal婴 stage, activating them wouldn't have been easy.

The three flaming birds spread their wings and charged forward. Following a series of crackling sounds, Lin Xuan saw that the attackers turned out to be numerous mag snakes, each over ten feet thick and ferocious as they reared up and spat tongues, all formed by dark energy.

Flaming Birds clashed with the Mag Snakes!

However, in less than half an hour, these monsters devoured them.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened. These were formidable creatures; it was uncertain if Bizarre Illusory Fire could withstand them.

It seemed he would have to use the Nine Heavens Moon Ring. Just as Lin Xuan prepared to summon this treasure, a voice from Mo'er entered his ears: "Young Master, I have an idea. Since these are formed by dark energy, perhaps we can try using cultivation techniques."

Lin Xuan's mind stirred; there was some merit in her suggestion, worth trying. With a mental command, he converted his essence to Yin Spirit Energy and withdrew the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. Instead, another grayish-white protective barrier appeared.

Simultaneously, with a flick of his left hand, Lin Xuan summoned the Beast Soul Banner, enveloping himself in dark mist. The mag snakes hesitated, no longer attacking.

It seemed they had guessed right.

Lin Xuan felt relieved and immediately released his mental sense. After a moment, he was surrounded by blue light as he flew southeast on his own.

The surroundings remained empty, but the demonic fog had thinned considerably. Soon, a palace came into view.

This palace's design differed from that of the mortal world; it was constructed with an unknown black stone, towering and imposing in its grandeur.

In front of the palace stood a vast square, about a thousand feet wide.

"Young Master, why are there so many statues?" Mo'er's curious voice echoed in his mind as Lin Xuan slowed his flight and landed.

Indeed, scattered across this square were hundreds of statues, large and small, each with unique poses. This reminded Lin Xuan of the scene he had seen at the ruins of the Green Leaf Mountain Immortal Mine; there was a striking resemblance.

However, the number here far exceeded that.

Lin Xuan fell silent, feeling a mysterious and eerie atmosphere in this place.

Taking a step towards one of the statues closest to him, it stood nearly two meters tall. It depicted a robust male cultivator with a bald head and bare feet, shouting fiercely while holding a ring-shaped treasure, also carved from stone.

But as Lin Xuan looked at it, he felt an odd sensation again.

In what way?

The craftsmanship of the statue seemed too perfect, lifelike in every detail—action, expression, even the most overlooked details were meticulously rendered. It was almost perfect.

Originally, perfection was a good thing.

But these statues here seemed overly so, as if facing a lifeless, soulless figure, no, it should be a stone man.

Unconsciously, Lin Xuan's face clouded over as he slowly approached another statue.

This was a female cultivator in her twenties, one hand raised high, preparing to take off with a streak of light.

Lin Xuan noticed her eyes; despite being carved from stone, fear could still be seen within them.

This made the strange feeling in his heart even stronger.

A larger statue nearby stood over seven or eight meters tall. It had sharp horns on its head and wings on its back—clearly an evolved demon race. Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he wandered around. The statues depicted humans and demons, each lifelike with expressions of shock and fear that sent shivers down one's spine.

"Young Master, where is this place? Why are there so many strange statues?" Mo'er also sounded uneasy.

"Foolish girl, do you really think these are just statues?" Lin Xuan's tone was grave.

"Young Master, you mean..."

(To be continued)
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Chapter 802: True Demon Hall of Seven Stars Island

If I'm not mistaken, this statue originally depicted Ancient Cultivator Ten and thedemon race's "Little Eight" being petrified by a great divine technique used by their family. Lin Xuan's expression was grave as he slowly spoke.

Petrification? Impossible! Moon said, unable to contain her surprise: Although there are similar petrification techniques in the Demon Sect, they are extremely difficult and profound. Young Master has also studied them; besides the stringent cultivation conditions, even if one masters it, they can't use it easily.

Indeed so! Lin Xuan nodded. The True Scripture of Profound Demons mentions such techniques. He had once carefully pondered over them in his leisure time, but each word was deeply profound. Even at his Core Formation stage, mastering it was no easy task. Weighing the pros and cons, he decided to temporarily abandon it.

But Moon, don't forget, how did cultivators of evil originally come about? Lin Xuan suddenly spoke with a hint of meaning.

Not because the Dao path is difficult; ancient sages sought shortcuts, Moon stammered out an explanation.

Of course not. Lin Xuan shook his head. When he first entered the cultivation world, he too believed this. However, as his realm improved, his horizons broadened, and he came across more ancient texts. He realized that such claims were mere rumors.

Similar to cultivators of beasts, these so-called techniques of evil are essentially imitations by ancient immortals of demonic powers. After countless generations of refinement, they differ greatly from their original forms, but tracing back their origins, they all stem from this.

So it is.

Moon nodded: Then Young Master means

Isn't petrification technique difficult for humans to master? But demons and monsters probably find it much easier. These cultivators and beasts might have all perished at the hands of an ancient demon.

No way! To annihilate so many humans and beasts, even a Core Formation stage demon would struggle. Unless the opponent is a senior expert from the Separation Realm, Moon exclaimed.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally grim.

I didn't expect this search for the Nine Heavens Dance Art to be so difficult!

But he had already experienced such perilous situations many times before. Taking a deep breath, he calmed his tense and frustrated emotions.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and began to survey the palace in front of him. However, upon touching the door, it was repelled; there must be an array of restraints on its surface.

Frowning slightly, Lin Xuan muttered lowly. After about a cup of tea's time, the Snow Fox princess finally arrived.

Unlike Lin Xuan’s composed demeanor, this beautiful demon cultivator, though at mid-Shaped Formation stage, looked rather disheveled. She couldn’t perform demonic techniques and had suffered greatly when passing through the black hole, being attacked by countless demons.

This woman was a shrewd individual; seeing so many statues, she furrowed her brows, appearing deeply troubled as well. Clearly, she too had noticed something amiss.

The atmosphere grew tense.

"What is that palace?" The woman finally spoke after a moment.

"I'm not sure either. Would you like to join me in attempting to enter it?"

Of course, otherwise we would be stuck here, the Snow Fox princess replied.

Lin Xuan nodded with satisfaction and transformed into a streak of light, flying forward.

Warm River hesitated for a moment before transforming into a white demonic cloud and following closely behind, soon arriving at the palace entrance.

From close up, this structure appeared even more magnificent. The door alone was over ten meters high, adorned with a plaque in flowing script that Lin Xuan couldn’t read.

True Demon Hall! Warm River’s voice slowly reached his ears.

How so? Princess recognizes such writing?

Yes, friend must be familiar too. Our race has much longer lifespans than human cultivators of the same stage, thus our clan's texts are better preserved. I once learned this demon script; though not fluent, it is still recognizable to me, Warm River explained as she combed her hair.

Indeed demonic script. Then does your clan’s texts mention the origin of this place?

No. Warm River shook her head: While there are some records about demons in our clan's texts, I've never seen anything like this before. If it were mentioned, how could I accidentally be teleported here?

Mmm. Lin Xuan nodded; she had no reason to lie. He turned his gaze back to the door.

The door was dark and made of an unknown metal, emitting a faint gray light that easily blocked divine senses.

Warm River extended her hand, gently waving it downward. A white blade of light flashed as it struck the door with a sizzling sound.

Spirit light flickered; demon energy surged. The Snow Fox princess's attack was formidable but was deflected by the gray light.

Huh?

Surprised, she showed signs of anger. As a mid-Shaped Formation stage cultivator, she couldn't even open this door—too embarrassing!

Her eyes glinted with determination as six crescent-shaped blade lights reappeared and slashed forward in unison. The blade lights were dazzling; they alternated, continuously striking the gray light which shimmered but didn’t break.

After a cup of tea's time, the door remained towering as before. Warm River, unable to save face, was about to use other secret techniques when Lin Xuan’s voice reached her ears: Princess, please be patient. Let me try, shall we?

You? Warm River’s expression showed surprise; he was only an early Core Formation stage cultivator—what could he possibly do?

Indeed, she looked at Lin Xuan, knowing that demon cultivators were already superior to human Core Formation stage cultivators after entering the Shaped Formation realm. She had reached mid-Shaped Formation.

If I can't break through this barrier, how could this boy?

Brother, let me try; he's very powerful. A childish voice entered her ears. The speaker was Little Snow Fox.

Though she didn’t believe her sister’s words, Warm River stopped and stepped back to the side. She was curious about what this young man could do.

Lin Xuan remained silent as his divine sense activated, channeling Yin-Yang Techniques, releasing a torrent of demonic energy.

What is this?

Warm River covered her mouth with surprise. She had fought alongside Lin Xuan against that Core Formation stage demon; the youth's cultivation was pure Daoist techniques—how did it suddenly turn into a demonic cultivator?

Impossible! Good and evil are incompatible; no one can practice both, Warm River thought.

Her eyes flashed with interest as she dismissed any slight contempt for Lin Xuan. (To be continued)
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Lin Xuan paid no heed. With his left hand, he flicked and a small black flag appeared in the palm of his hand. As expected, it was indeed the Beast Soul Banner.

A spell was cast upon it.

The banner instantly grew larger, soon reaching several dozen feet high. The dark aura seemed to spread out like tentacles from its surface, enveloping the entire door.

A sharp sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as he moved his eyes slightly and grabbed the magic banner with one hand. The mist dispersed, revealing the door once more before him, while that layer of grayish禁制 had vanished.

Nian Ya's face showed a look of surprise. She had just personally broken this barrier; it was no easy feat to destroy such a powerful禁制. Yet Lin Xuan managed to do so with ease. This boy truly wasn't an ordinary元婴期 cultivator; one mustn't underestimate him… Of course, Du Nv merely felt cautious in her heart since they were allies rather than enemies. Moreover, the more powerful Lin Xuan's abilities were, the better it would be for their escape.

"Princess, let's go!"

As he spoke, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and a sword energy shot out from the door without the禁制 protecting it.

The door immediately creaked open…

Meanwhile, on the other side,

Using the array of the Purple Bamboo Grove, those two transformed creatures also arrived at this mysterious space. However, instead of entering through the black hole, they flew in the opposite direction.

They kept turning their heads to look around as if searching for something. "Brother Black, is it nearby?" "Yes, you must have seen the handwriting of White Crane Sage; there should be a teleportation array here that can directly enter the True Demon Hall."

The big man with a black face frowned and spoke in this manner.

"Why are there no traces around? "

"Well… I'm not sure. Perhaps the five demon cultivators from back then tampered with it, after all, the handwriting is incomplete, and many things were inferred by us. But there must be a teleportation array nearby."

As he said this, a glint of sharpness flashed in his eyes as his figure darted towards the left lower direction.

A pile of scattered stones appeared before him, but nothing else was visible. The tiger monster's expression showed some confusion, but he didn't say anything.

The big man with black face reached out and patted his waist, summoning a small crystal ball about the size of a dragon eye. "Breaking Illusion Pearl, when did you get this treasure, Brother Black?" The tiger monster's expression was filled with surprise.

"Breaking Illusion Pearl: as its name suggests, it is a special magical artifact used to break through illusionary禁制. It’s extremely difficult to forge and thus has no market value in the marketplace."

"Haha, I got lucky. I noticed some slight fluctuations of mana here; the teleportation array must be hidden by an illusion."

After saying this, he threw the Breaking Illusion Pearl at the ground. Red light flashed, and a strange phenomenon like ripples appeared before his eyes. The scene became blurry, revealing a well-preserved ancient-looking teleportation array.

This was quite different from ordinary ones; it clearly dated back to long ago. The two transformed creatures' faces lit up as they began inspecting without delay.

The array was intact, and around it were several hollow nests. The tiger monster's face brightened as he took out a middle-grade crystal stone from his chest and carefully placed it on the surface.

Both demons then stood in the center of the teleportation array, casting a spell upon it. White light flashed, and they vanished without a trace.

"What is this?" Nian He gasped with her hand over her mouth. Even Lin Xuan, who was usually composed, was taken aback by what lay behind the door.

This was a grand hall, vast in size, measuring thousands of feet across. It was littered with countless corpses, their shapes bizarre and unlike any humans or demons; they were ancient demon creatures that had long since gone extinct. Lin Xuan roughly estimated there to be at least several hundred such creatures.

"So many demon remnants…" Even though the corpses were lifeless, Nian He's scalp tingled with fear. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan pondered what could have happened here.

Outside, cultivators and demons were petrified, but inside this grand hall lay so many demon creature remains. Could it be that during ancient times… "Eh?"

A surprised voice entered his ears as he turned around to see Nian He standing beside a demon corpse with an odd expression on her face. "Princess, do you have any thoughts?" Lin Xuan walked over slowly and saw the demon towering at several dozen feet high, with three heads and six arms, extremely ferocious in appearance. Judging by its form, it was at least an元婴期 cultivator, yet this formidable creature was sealed within a large blue ice block, showing signs of terror on its face.

Lin Xuan had extensive experience in combat, allowing him to deduce that the demon must have been defeated in one fell swoop.

To be able to kill such a powerful demon so quickly, it could only mean a Separation Period expert from the top five demon cultivators. "Not the top five!" Nian He shook her head firmly.

"Oh, princess, what do you know?" Lin Xuan asked with interest.

"This blue ice is from my Snow Fox clan's Mystic Ice Demon Fire."

"Mystic Ice Demon Fire? " "Yes, this is a secret technique of our clan. Both I and my father have practiced it. However, judging by the coldness emitted by this blue ice, the senior who used it must have reached the Separation Period to be able to cultivate up to its seventh level."

Nian He's eyes filled with admiration as she spoke.

"Oh, nobles also have Separation Period experts?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"Indeed, my friend, could you forget that this is Demon Spirit Island and that our Snow Fox clan rules the icy wastelands? Although our top expert is Father, who has reached the late Transformed Form stage, in our history, how could we not have had Separation Period experts?"

Lin Xuan nodded. For instance, Shang Er, a girl, was almost certain to enter the Separation Period after several hundred years.

Our clan's history has seen several dozen ancestors reach the Separation Period, but the most famous should be Senior Elder Tian Lun.

"Tian Lun Senior Elder?" "Mm," Nian He nodded and suddenly her expression changed as she fell into deep thought: "Speaking of it, Senior Elder Tian Lun was from the same era as your human top five demon cultivators."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan became increasingly interested. He released his divine sense to search through the grand hall but quickly found something unusual. Although he couldn't accurately determine the demons' cultivation levels from their corpses, given the sheer number, it was significant.

However, these creatures seemed not to have undergone any tough battles; most were killed instantly.

To possess such power, they must be Separation Period experts, and there weren’t just one or two of them."

Lin Xuan's imagination ran wild. Could it be that during ancient times, humans and demons had joined forces to battle the demon creatures here?

And both sides' top existences had participated in this conflict?
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What terrifying monster could have made these ancient experts so serious, forcing them to team up and fight?

This thought left Lin Xuan's face pale with dread. Yuanke's expression was similar; as the great princess of the Snow Fox Clan, she had a sharp mind and naturally understood what Lin Xuan feared.

The two exchanged glances, seeing fear in each other’s eyes!

Lin Xuan even regretted coming here. If he had known that seeking out the Nine Heavens Phoenix Technique would lead to such a predicament, it might have been better not to get involved at all and find another way.

But once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. Even if they weren't after the technique, just wanting to leave this place required them to push forward despite their fears.

Fortunately, it had been millions of years since then, so that terrifying monster should be gone. However, Lin Xuan still harbored a bad feeling and looked at Nuhe with a shared glance. A passage appeared before their eyes.

It was very wide; more than a hundred people could walk side by side without issue. Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and found nothing amiss, so he slowly walked forward.

Nuhe hesitated for a moment before following closely behind.

"Master, I never thought that in ancient times, humans and demons on this island would have joined forces," Yue'er said slowly in his mind.

"Hmm, it is somewhat unexpected. But upon careful consideration, there's nothing strange about it; it makes sense."

"Oh, Master, why do you say so?" Yue'er felt puzzled.

"Girl, can't you remember when we first arrived at the Azure Phoenix Sect? We heard a Condensation Stage cultivator introduce the secrets of ancient times," Lin Xuan had a blank expression on his face, but he was actually thinking deeply.

"What does Master mean..."

"According to that person, there were always Separation Period demon beasts on Demon Spirit Island, but they hid themselves. On the human side, apart from the Five Great Demon Clans like Azure Phoenix Fairy, no one else reached this stage in ancient times. Logically speaking, if demons wanted to exterminate cultivators, it wouldn't be easy, but it wasn't impossible either. Yet, there were occasional conflicts between the two races, and those Separation Period monsters never took action. Don’t you find that strange?"

"Yes, it is quite unusual. Although the Five Demon Cultivators once had an agreement with Separation Period demons, times change, so even if they didn't follow through, it wouldn't matter. However, these demons strictly adhere to their rules. In a world where the strong prey on the weak, I don’t believe they would be so narrow-minded as to let a million-year-old pact bind them. There must be another reason," Yue'er rolled her eyes and analyzed deeply.

"Good point!" Lin Xuan was genuinely impressed. "The old Yue'er used to just be a simple girl, but now she knows how to think." Unless there were other secrets between humans and demons, like a common enemy. This mysterious space seal in the Azure Phoenix Sect's forbidden grounds is already quite surprising...

Of course, these were merely Lin Xuan’s speculations; few people knew what had truly happened in ancient times.

Outside, at the main hall of the Azure Phoenix Sect, the battle was reaching its climax. The cultivators' defenses had been breached, as the demon forces were far stronger. After such a long struggle, the Azure Phoenix Sect was completely on the defensive.

Several Core Formation Elders had fallen.

Countless Disciples from the Condensation and Foundation Establishment stages had died.

The remaining few could only retreat deeper into the main hall, relying on their terrain for defense.

While it wasn't quite a complete rout, describing the situation as dire would be accurate.

If this continued, the Azure Phoenix Sect would inevitably perish.

Yue Xianfeng was both shocked and angry. Even he, a great cultivator, faced a difficult situation. After all, his recent advancement to later stages had been too quick; his realm hadn't stabilized yet. With the help of the Devouring Demon Butterfly, he still fell far short compared to the Snow Fox King, who had long dominated Demon Spirit Island.

The gap was clear and obvious.

He could only struggle for now.

"Ahh!"

Another惨叫声 entered his ears as a bloodied man with a horse face was split in two.

"Fu Fu's brother?"

Yue Xianfeng’s spirit sense swept over the scene, making his expression even worse. The Core Formation soul had just escaped from the corpse when a demon with a green face and sharp teeth intercepted it and swallowed the soul whole.

Yue Xianfeng's eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as mocking laughter echoed in his ears: "Friend Daoist Yue, don't worry about others. If you're sensible, hand over my daughter. Otherwise..."

Although he said this, the Snow Fox King didn’t stop his actions. He was still using his Azure Heaven Transformation Technique. Nine Snow Fox Kings opened their mouths and simultaneously spat out a deep blue flame.

Azure Ice Demon Fire!

With his transformation stage abilities, he had advanced to the fifth level of this secret technique. Yue Xianfeng had just suffered greatly; now, he dared not face it head-on. He moved swiftly, retreating.

"Hmph,缩地术 (Zhuo Dì Shù), do you think that works in front of me?"

The Snow Fox King sneered as two transformations blocked the path and ruthlessly smashed their法宝 (Baofang) down.

Flames burst forth, Yue Xianfeng's chest filled with blood, his throat turning sweet. He spat out a mouthful of blood.

Seizing the opportunity, the Snow Fox King unleashed all his demon energy into his法宝 (Baofang), creating dense sword and blade shadows. Other法宝s also gained significant power as they attacked him together.

The nine Snow Fox Kings blocked all escape routes; Yue Xianfeng had nowhere to go but to struggle on.

Under these circumstances, this newly advanced great cultivator's fall was only a matter of time.

Yue Xianfeng groaned inwardly. But at this moment, his sect was completely on the defensive, and his fellow disciples could barely defend themselves; who would help him?

Of course, he didn't want to wait for death either. He gritted his teeth and fought back, but it was all in vain. The Snow Fox King's face showed a cruel smile: "Friend Daoist Yue, still unwilling to hand over my daughter?"

Yue Xianfeng had said this many times; he had never seen the nobility’s princesses before. The Snow Fox King's face flashed with a sinister look: "Given your stubbornness, I will take you down. As for Shang'er's whereabouts..."

"Shh," Yue Xianfeng's immortal sword was split in two by a sudden red light that streaked from afar and flew to the Snow Fox King.

The light faded, revealing an jade token.

This token shimmered with a mysterious aura.

Seeing this object, the Snow Fox King's expression changed dramatically, showing a mix of worry and joy, surprise.
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Wanli Talisman!

As a late-stage transformed spirit, Snow Fox King naturally recognized this item at once.

That was no wonder his expression was so vivid. After all, while the function of this treasure was similar to that of a sound transmission talisman, its value and rarity were incomparable.

Each piece was worth tens of thousands of crystal stones, and it was extremely difficult to refine. Even the secret sound transmission talismans used by major sects fell far short in comparison.

There were even rumors saying that this treasure was actually from the Spirit Realm, something only a senior monster could forge.

A hint of hesitation flashed across Snow Fox King's face as he waved his hand and the jade talisman landed in his palm. He then sank his divine sense into it.

"Aaah!"

Just half a cup of tea later, Snow Fox King lifted his head, his face turning from pale to flushed, looking rather strange.

He even began gritting his teeth!

Finally, with a sigh, he stopped the attack and withdrew his hand.

Yue Xianfeng got a brief respite but looked bewildered and wary. He could see that if the opponent exerted just a little more effort, he would be killed. Why did this old monster suddenly stop attacking?

"Senior Fellow Yue, I have one more question: Did you really not kidnap my beloved daughter?"

"How many times do I need to tell you? Your sect and ours are not at odds; why should we do something that is both difficult and unprofitable? Everything was just a misunderstanding."

"Well then, I will believe you for now."

Yue Xianfeng frowned but did not relax his vigilance. They had already come this far, and the opponent's sudden move seemed too suspicious.

However, Snow Fox King said nothing more. He waved his sleeves, and thousands of flames shot out. Yue Xianfeng was taken aback; the other party used the divine sense transformation technique to transmit sound. With his abilities, it would not be difficult for him to probe. The old monster ordered the spirits to stop attacking.

This old monster did not seem to be playing tricks… Despite his doubts, Yue Xianfeng could not miss such a good opportunity and hesitated before using secret techniques to order his disciples to cease their attacks as well.

The air still lingered with a thick scent of blood, but the sounds of battle and explosions gradually subsided.

"Senior Fellow Yue, your sect is the direct disciple of Fairy Xuanfeng. As the Great Elder, how much do you know about the great calamity that occurred a million years ago?" Snow Fox King raised his eyebrows and spoke in a calm voice.

"A million years ago's great calamity?" Yue Xianfeng was taken aback and lowered his head to think for a moment before hesitantly saying, "Are you referring to those demons and monsters?"

"Correct. It seems that you do indeed know about it," Snow Fox King's face showed satisfaction.

"But didn't your two clans' elders jointly exterminate them?"

"Why, is our sect's records like that?" Thunder Fox King frowned in surprise.

"It can't be said so easily; sigh, forget it. I will not hide from you. Ourscripture repository was destroyed over a hundred thousand years ago, and many important texts were lost. Therefore, the situation of that battle with demons and monsters is unclear to me as well, even though I am the Great Elder. It's all speculation," Yue Xianfeng sighed and spoke in this manner.

"Then it turns out so. Please examine this Wanli Talisman; everything will become clear." Snow Fox King raised his hand, and a white light shot out—just like that Wanli Talisman.

Yue Xianfeng hesitated for a moment before using his divine sense to conjure a large hand to grasp the talisman. After just one glance, he changed color: "This is an artifact from Elder Tianmu; he hasn't been involved in worldly affairs for a long time."

Elder Tianmu was the only late-stage transformed spirit on Spirit Beast Island. Although Yue Xianfeng was human, he did not show any disrespect to him.

However, this old monster had long retired to seclusion in deep mountains and valleys, focusing on his cultivation to overcome the Three Nines Lesser Heavenly Tribulation. Regardless of human or monster affairs, he never intervened.

It must be Elder Tianmu who issued the Wanli Talisman; no wonder Snow Fox King stopped attacking.

Yue Xianfeng was surprised and carefully sank his divine sense into it.

After a moment, he raised his head with an expression of disbelief: "Impossible. A million years ago, humans had five great cultivators, while your spirits were at the height of their power. There were four late-stage transformed spirits among them. These nine high-ranking experts could not completely exterminate those demons and monsters; instead, they sealed them away."

Hmph, that's not impossible. Elder Tianmu clearly stated in the jade talisman that the ancient demon, Ao Luo, had unique abilities. Moreover, the situation was special at the time, so the nine senior experts chose to seal it together. However, after all these years, with the erosion of the Heart Corroding Array, their souls should have long been extinguished. Yet, for some reason, someone must have entered that sealed space. Could it be a cultivator from your sect?

Snow Fox King spoke with ill intent: "Your words are inappropriate; I have already said that even I don't know these ancient secrets. Even though the Cold Talk Grove and Purple Bamboo Forest are restricted areas of our sect, I do not know they are entrances to the sealed space for demons. How could other cultivators?"

Who would it be? Elder Tianmu only knew because he had an awareness bead; otherwise, he wouldn't have known someone entered that forbidden area. According to him, every generation's late-stage transformed spirit was responsible for guarding this place. Originally, human cultivators were the same. Unfortunately, after so many years, no other late-stage experts emerged except for those five demon cultivators.

Snow Fox King's lips curled with a hint of mockery as he said: "Why talk about these things now? Since Elder Tianmu has issued an edict, and this matter is significant, let us go together to see!"

Although Yue Xianfeng spoke like this, his mind was filled with absurdity. They were still in the middle of mortal combat just now; suddenly, they had to cooperate…

"However, after this incident, you must not continue troubling my Xuanfeng Sect."

"Do not worry; I am no one who breaks promises," Snow Fox King patted his chest and assured him. However, a glint flashed in his eyes.

Although the matter of demons was serious, Shang'er's safety could not be taken lightly. Yuanke had already followed her sister's lead, but why did she still have no news?

If there was no connection between her disappearance and Xuanfeng Sect, it would be fine. But if there was, what difference would it make to turn against them after the fact? The cultivation world cared nothing for righteousness or morality.

Despite these thoughts, Snow Fox King ordered the spirits to temporarily withdraw. He had to do some surface work. Yue Xianfeng breathed a sigh of relief; this old fox was extremely cunning and would not relax his vigilance even with a little kindness from the other side. He quietly used the thousand-mile sound transmission technique to instruct several fellow disciples before flying towards the back mountain of the main hall with Snow Fox King.
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"Senior Brother Wu, what's going on? Why did those demon tribes suddenly retreat? The Grand Elder actually flew away with the Snow Fox King. Could something have happened in between?" spoke the female cultivator dressed in court attire. Although she had not fallen, she clearly suffered a significant setback, her face filled with confusion.

"Who knows for sure? Senior Brother merely conveyed instructions to us to be cautious and vigilant against the surrounding demons. He didn't say much else. However, based on my estimation, something unexpected must have happened," said the white-bearded old cultivator, shaking his head in a state of bewilderment. What had just transpired was indeed rather suspicious.

"Hmph. Guarding against the demons—does this mean we're going to let our blood feud with the Xuanfeng Sect go?" The court-dressed woman spoke with reluctance.

The other old cultivators also showed signs of displeasure. The Ice Plain demon tribe inexplicably attacked, killing many of their elite disciples. Naturally, they were not pleased.

The white-bearded old cultivator sighed. Compared to his fellow junior brothers and sisters, he was more mature and prudent. He was equally enraged by the sect's plight but understood that in the cultivation world, it was a matter of survival of the fittest. Without sufficient strength, seeking revenge would be nothing but empty talk.

If they could cease hostilities, it would be the best outcome for their sect. The Xuanfeng Sect now needed rest and recuperation; otherwise, further weakening might lead to defeat by other sects' forces.

"Order all disciples to remain vigilant against the demons but avoid starting a war," the white-bearded old cultivator instructed with a serious expression.

"Senior..."

"Do you not receive the edict?"

"Yes!"

Seeing the old cultivator's stern face, the court-dressed woman stomped her foot and finally joined the other old cultivators in transmitting the orders.

In fact, it was even more chaotic among the demons. After all, they were completely on top; with a little more time, they could eradicate the Xuanfeng Sect entirely. Why did their Great King stop?

"Young Master, as they say, if you cut down grass but don't remove its roots, it will grow again. We have already formed an unbreakable blood feud with the Xuanfeng Sect; we cannot give up so easily," said one of the old demons.

"Yes, humans are cunning. How can we know where our young princess is without completely exterminating them?" another demon agreed.

"Besides, the taste of a cultivator's essence is quite delightful. We've already reached this point; I don't want to let it go," said yet another transformed demon, licking his lips viciously.

The Snow Fox Young Master frowned as he listened coldly to the old demons' clamor. He did not understand why his father had stopped hostilities but trusted that there was a reason behind his decision.

"Do not argue anymore. No one is allowed to act without my father's command."

"Young Master..."

"Stop talking!" The young man waved his hand, his face filled with resolve.

The old demons showed signs of displeasure but eventually retreated.

---

On the other side,

A flash of white light appeared in a dilapidated room as the tiger-like creature and the black-faced brute emerged. As transformed demons, they were extremely cautious; almost immediately after teleporting, they activated their respective treasures.

Although the likelihood was low, they feared being caught off guard by potential ambushes, so they first completed their own defenses.

Nothing happened, and the surroundings were eerily quiet. The two old demons relaxed slightly before releasing their divine senses to examine the area more closely.

Their room was only a few dozen feet wide, empty except for a thick layer of dust covering the teleportation array on the floor.

The faces of both demons showed signs of surprise as they hesitated and then pushed open the door.

"What is this..."

Seeing the scenery outside the room, the two demons exchanged glances, their eyes betraying their shock.

Outside was an unusually vast hall. From where they stood, it seemed boundless, stretching for countless thousands of feet in every direction.

Only ancient great powers could construct such magnificent buildings; even as transformed demons, they were somewhat awestruck by its size and grandeur.

In addition to the sheer scale, this hall also gave a sense of decay. The ground was clearly made of very hard stone but was pitted and uneven. Some large pits had diameters of several dozen feet, their depths unknown, creating an eerie feeling.

"Brother Black, is it really here?" asked the tiger-like creature as he turned his head, showing some doubt.

"Yes, according to the handwriting of White Crane Senior Immortal, that ancient Avora demon should be sealed in this place. You can feel how dense the demonic aura is here; back then, it was precisely such treasures like the Eye of Demonhood that allowed us to set up an array to seal him," said the black-faced brute.

"Will taking these treasures revive the demon?" The tiger-like creature grew concerned.

"Don't worry about it. Avora demon was indeed formidable a million years ago, far surpassing ordinary Separation Realm cultivators in power. But that was a million years ago. After countless years of erosion and soul corruption by the array, his essence should have long been exhausted. All that remains is a mere shell; what do we have to fear?" Hearing this, the tiger-like creature nodded, feeling relieved.

At the same time, his greed grew as it was rumored that several Separation Realm elders had left behind numerous precious treasures to suppress this demon.

The two demons began searching.

---

Although the hall was vast, with their transformed demon's divine senses, the search wasn't difficult. Soon enough, they found something. The two demons' forms shifted into two different-colored streaks of light, shooting towards the southeast corner of the hall.

"What is this?"

In another room, Lin Xuan picked up a black stone from the ground and examined it closely, his face showing signs of doubt.

The size was similar to that of a crystal, but its texture was entirely different. The demonic energy within was profound.

With Lin Xuan's vast knowledge, he had never seen anything like this in ancient texts.

"This should be demonite," Warmke's melodious voice entered his ears.

"Demonite?" Lin Xuan frowned: "What is that?"

"Do you know about the concept of planes? Fellow cultivator," Warmke suddenly asked, her question unrelated to the previous conversation.

"I've heard a little. Our mortal realm is merely one of many planes with lower levels. The heavens and spirit realms above are not mentioned, but even the monsters in the lower plane, Netherworld, are far more formidable than those here."

Lin Xuan's thoughts drifted back to Qinzhou as he spoke. The creatures that had emerged from a mere spatial rift had caused chaos throughout the entire Qinzhou cultivation world.

He wondered how things were there now?

In truth, Lin Xuan still harbored some affection for Spirit Medicine Mountain.

And Taiyan and Ouyang Qinxin—had the two ladies successfully condensed their essences into immortals?

Then another beautiful face appeared in his mind. This woman was not human; after entering the transformed demon stage, she had shed her avian form to become an unparalleled beauty.

That breathtaking kiss seemed like it happened just yesterday. Looking back on the past, Lin Xuan fell into a momentary daze.
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"Friend Lin, what's wrong with you?" Yuan Ke's face showed a look of surprise. He had just asked a few questions on the interface; his expression was too strange.

"No." Lin Xuan shook his head. His mind shifted, and his expression returned to its usual blank state. Although Yuan Ke felt something was off, she didn't say much more.

He收回 his gaze and started playing with the demon stone in his hand again.

"Friend's words are correct; there is just one thing missing."

"One thing missing? Could there be other interfaces?" Lin Xuan frowned and slowly said, "Indeed. Otherwise, how did those demons and monsters come from elsewhere during ancient times?"

"Princess says so. Don't they not originate from the human realm?" Lin Xuan rolled his eyes, showing a look of surprise.

"Of course not. Besides the three realms you just mentioned, there is also a demon realm that stands on par with the spirit realm."

"The demon realm?" Lin Xuan had indeed heard this for the first time; it was never mentioned in any ancient texts he knew.

"Princess, please elaborate."

"I'm not very clear about it either. However, our clan's ancient texts do have some records. The demon realm has existed since ancient times, filled with monstrous creatures of bizarre shapes and immense power. It is said that the higher-ranking beings there are no less powerful than the great cultivators in the spirit realm."

"Oh?" Lin Mang was taken aback.

After a moment's thought, he suddenly asked, "If what Princess says is true, and the demon realm is on par with the spirit realm as an upper-level interface, shouldn't we human realm cultivators also be able to ascend to the demon realm after reaching the Separation Stage?"

"Indeed. That would be natural," Yuan Ke nodded. "And there are many benefits to ascending to the demon realm."

"Benefits?"

"Cultivators at the Separation Stage need to pass through a minor heavenly tribulation when ascending to the spirit realm, but there's no need for that when ascending to the demon realm. Regardless of whether you're a cultivator or a demon, as long as you reach the Separation Stage and use the technique to shatter the void, you can directly open a passage into the demon realm."

"Oh, so it's that easy. Are there any other restrictions? For example, must one be a cultivator of darkness?" Lin Xuan scratched his head, surprised.

"No, this has nothing to do with cultivation techniques. Whether you're a Taoist, Buddhist, or we demons, ascending to the demon realm is just as simple."

"Princess's words might not be entirely truthful. If that were true, there wouldn't be any Separation Stage cultivators in the human realm anymore."

It was well-known that cultivation was solely for immortality; to achieve this goal, cultivators would do anything.

This was why those old monsters at the Separation Stage, even if they had no chance of passing the heavenly tribulation, would still try their luck. If one could ascend without going through a tribulation, becoming a demon or a monster wouldn't matter much to them.

"Friend Lin, don't be in such a hurry; I haven't finished yet."

"Oh, it's Lin who is impatient. Please explain further," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Ascending to the demon realm doesn't require passing through a tribulation, but there is another extremely difficult test: after entering that realm, one will undergo a body-penetrating demonic essence."

"Demonic essence penetration?"

"Yes, it can be considered an extremely rigorous essence cleansing and refinement technique. Only those who endure it will become demons. However, most Separation Stage cultivators often perish in the process; thus, the danger is comparable to that of passing through a tribulation," Yuan Ke explained with a serious expression.

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded. This made sense; cultivation was inherently against nature, and there couldn't be any shortcuts.

"But what happens after successfully enduring demonic essence penetration? Do all demons look monstrous?"

"Not necessarily. Demons come in many forms, some of which are almost human."

"What about this demon stone?" Lin Xuan held the object in his hand, puzzled.

"It's an item from the demon realm; its function is similar to that of a crystal stone in our world."

"Cystal stone? Is it really that concentrated with demonic essence?" Lin Xuan said doubtfully.

"Of course not. This item looks like something brought from above the heavens. In terms of value, it might even rival the legendary top-grade crystal stones," Yuan Ke said.

"What, top-grade crystal stones?" Even Lin Xuan, known for his composure, was taken aback.

He looked at the object in his hand and lowered his head to ponder.

"Is something wrong with this item, Friend Lin?" Yuan Ke's jade hand gently brushed against the demon stone, which was enveloped by demonic energy and flew over to him.

"Why me?" Lin Xuan showed a look of surprise.

"Yes, although this item is precious, as a demon, I don't have much use for it. You once saved Shang'er; this demon stone will be a small token of gratitude," she said with a smile.

She was indeed generous. A hint of strangeness flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes, but the treasure was undoubtedly significant, so he happily accepted and put the two demon stones away.

Then they searched the room for more items but found none. So, they left the room to find another area where two transformed-stage demons approached a sacrificial altar.

The term "sacrificial altar" wasn't entirely accurate; it looked like an intricate array, ancient and grand, about a thousand feet wide.

At each corner of this array were four white tower-like structures made of huge stones. On top of these towers lay monstrous beasts: the Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise, all gazing at the center of the array with fierce expressions.

"This must be the Xuan Tian Four Divine Beasts Array?" the tiger demon muttered.

"Indeed. Only such a mysterious array could contain the ancient demon Jialuo, then slowly erode his essence through corruption," the dark-faced man examined the front and suddenly changed color, exclaiming in alarm: "It's bad."

"Brother Black, what happened?" The tiger demon was taken aback.

"The array has been broken."

"Broken?"

"Yes." The dark-faced man released his divine sense and nervously scanned around as if afraid that Jialuo would suddenly revive. His words were not entirely unfounded; the eyes of the four beasts atop the white towers appeared lifeless.

"Brother Black, don't be alarmed. Even if this array fails, what does it matter? The ancient demon Jialuo, no matter how glorious, is a monster from over a million years ago and must have long vanished," the tiger demon said indifferently.

"Hmm, your words make sense. Let's quickly find the demonic eye relic."

As they spoke, they used their light to enter the interior of the array. In front of them was dense demon fog, but suddenly, a shadow entered their line of sight.

The dark-faced man felt a chill and flicked his sleeves, sending out a gust of wind that dispersed the air around him.

"What... is this? Could it be the legendary ancient demon Jialuo?" The tiger demon's face turned pale as he realized what they were looking at.
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The mist cleared, revealing a complete figure before the eyes of the twodemonessed/witch/goddess, depending on context creatures.

However, both of these transformed-stage monsters wore puzzled expressions.

"Brother Black, didn't I see it correctly? This guy is really the legendary Huan Luo Gu Devil?" The tiger monster scratched his head, looking full of doubt.

"It should be correct. After all these years, the devil aura is still so strong. Besides the Separation Stage Huan Luo Gu Devils, what other monsters could be sealed in an array?" The dark-faced man muttered, though he felt a bit absurd about it.

The two had received White Crane Senior's letter, which naturally mentioned that catastrophe from a million years ago... Although they didn't know the origin of the demons and devils, countless souls were destroyed.

Otherwise, the demon race wouldn’t have joined forces with humans.

It was said that in the final battle, five demon cultivators and four Separation Stage demon elders fought against Huan Luo Gu Devil. They had a significant advantage but couldn't completely eliminate it. In the end, they could only seal this monster.

This clearly showed how astonishing its strength was.

In their minds, they already had an image of the Huan Luo Gu Devil: towering over dozens of feet, with a green face and sharp teeth, six arms, covered in hard scales, looking extremely terrifying. "…But it's not as impressive as hearing about it!

The devil before them was just a middle-level monk, bald and barefoot, wearing a black robe, holding a rosary, seemingly praying. Could this be the Huan Luo Gu Devil who brought such great calamity to the Spirit Island?

Did I misunderstand something?"

Both monsters widened their eyes, but the thickening devil aura around them was terrifying, clearly indicating that this creature was indeed a devil.

Swallowing saliva, they gradually recovered from shock, regardless of how the Huan Luo Gu Devil looked. Their goal here was to find treasure.

Where would the demon eye relic be?

According to the letter, this treasure should be at the center of the array.

The two quickly searched with their divine senses but found nothing. However, after a moment, the dark-faced man's gaze fell on Huan Luo Gu Devil’s feet.

"Brother Black, what did you see?" The tiger monster was stunned and followed his gaze.

Under the monk-like ancient devil, there was a black lotus platform.

This lotus platform was a common item in Buddhist sects, but this one was black with flowing dark light, appearing quite extraordinary.

Although they didn’t find the demon eye relic, this lotus platform itself was an extremely precious magical treasure.

The dark-faced man swallowed again and walked over greedily.

The tiger monster frowned but wasn't willing to fall behind. Huan Luo Gu Devil could stir such a bloodbath due not only to its outstanding cultivation but also many rare treasures.

Soon, they approached the monk-like figure.

From close up, this guy had a somewhat benevolent appearance. As the saying goes: "One can’t judge a book by its cover."

"What kind of devil treasure is this black lotus?"

"I don't know either. The rosary in his hand has such thick devil aura; it must be another treasure. How about we each take one?" the dark-faced man suggested.

"Okay!" The tiger monster quickly agreed, "But I want that black lotus."

"You want the black lotus?"

"Yes."

"Alright!"

After hesitating for a moment, he finally nodded in agreement.

Both monsters then cast their techniques to collect the treasures.

The dark-faced man muttered and an ink-black light shot out from his sleeve, aiming at the rosary.

The tiger monster frowned and didn't want to fall behind either. He too used his telekinetic power to retrieve the treasure.

Devil aura surged but nothing happened; both treasures remained unmoved.

Both monsters were stunned, their expressions awkward as they tried various secret techniques but still couldn’t collect the treasures…

"Brother Black, what's going on?"

"You ask me? I don't know. The other party is a Separation Stage devil, so naturally, it’s somewhat strange," the dark-faced man said, walking closer to examine.

"Could we need to drip blood into it? I read in some ancient texts that many magical weapons require blood to recognize their masters."

"Oh?" The dark-faced man stopped and looked thoughtful. However, the tiger monster didn't think much of it. He opened his mouth and spat out a black ray, which cut a deep wound on his wrist. Blood dripped down.

The blood fell onto the lotus platform, causing intense dark light to flash before vanishing into it.

A thick devil aura emerged.

Kukuku…

A faint sound entered their ears as if Huan Luo Gu Devil's eyelids moved but then returned to silence.

Was this an illusion?

The tiger monster felt uneasy but quickly replaced his unease with greed when he saw the black lotus platform.

He cast a spell and muttered, and the lotus platform indeed began to move slightly, making him extremely happy.

Excitedly, he took another step forward.

It seems we’ve succeeded in collecting the treasure.

However, fortune brings misfortune. At this moment, something unexpected happened.

A black shadow suddenly pounced like a venomous snake had been waiting for a long time.

Due to its speed, it couldn’t be seen clearly. The tiger monster was shocked and could only shout loudly as he raised his shield.

Sss…

A light sound entered their ears; the shield seemed as fragile as paper and easily broke. A pained expression appeared on the tiger monster's face as a black whip pierced through him from behind, revealing it to be Huan Luo Gu Devil’s tail, about the size of an arm, terrifyingly grotesque.

But the tiger monster was still a transformed-stage demon; such injuries weren’t enough to kill him. He quickly cast another secret technique.

However, too late…

Countless black threads emerged from the tail, like tiny needles piercing into the tiger monster's body.

Whee…

A sound that made their teeth ache came as the tiger monster’s body rapidly shrunk. His flesh and blood were being absorbed by Huan Luo Gu Devil.

Not just his flesh and blood but even his devil aura and bones. In a blink of an eye, the tiger monster was completely devoured by Huan Luo Gu Devil from soul to essence.

"Is this some kind of devil technique?"

The dark-faced man was terrified after witnessing this strange scene and instinctively slapped himself on the back of his head.

Several streaks of gray light flew out from his mouth.

They quickly grew into several gray bone knives, about a dozen feet long, which slashed at the devil creature’s face.

Huan Luo Gu Devil had already opened its eyes but didn’t seem to have moved. A red protective barrier appeared.

This barrier was unremarkable, but the dark-faced man's expression changed dramatically: "Eh? This is the exclusive technique of Xuan Feng Sect! You can't be Huan Luo Gu Devil?"

The end.
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"Hmph!" The monk's lips curled into a sneer. He raised his left hand, and dark magic energy surged out like ink. Within the magic energy, faint black light flickered. Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be several black talisman symbols, each about the size of a fist, swirling continuously with an air of mystery.

The big man with a black face paled as he felt an inexplicable sense of dread.

What kind of monster is this guy? If he's a demon or fiend, why does he know the exclusive secret technique of Xuanfeng Sect? If he isn't a demon, how did he end up trapped here?

The Heavenly Four-Spirit Array had been destroyed. Could it be that he was involved in some way?

In any case, this guy couldn't be fought head-on!

With these thoughts, the big man's heart harbored an intention to retreat.

After all, the fate of a tiger monster lay before his eyes. Although treasures were tempting, one must live long enough to enjoy them.

His eyes flashed with determination as he summoned another treasure. Several round talismans about the size of dragon eyes began spinning and transformed into several wind dragons, which pounced on the strange demon.

Meanwhile, he turned into a streak of light and retreated backward.

A strange laugh echoed in his ears.

"Ha-ha! Trying to run? Too naive. This Sovereign is trapped in this ancient fiend's body for ten thousand years now. I finally got a fat lamb as an offering; how could I let you escape? Be wise, and submit to my consumption!" The voice was hoarse and unpleasant, like the clash of metal. The big man's heart grew even more fearful.

Ten thousand years ago?

According to White Crane Elder's writings, wasn't that great calamity a million years ago? Could this guy not be Kala Ancient Fiend?

Unfortunately, he didn't have much time to ponder. Magic energy surged from the dark black fog, and several claw shadows shot out suddenly.

In an instant, they vanished from their original positions before appearing right in front of him. The big man's expression changed dramatically as he tapped his storage bag without hesitation, summoning a black iron shield.

The shield was peculiarly shaped, resembling a turtle shell from the outside.

Simultaneously, he cast a spell, and the bone blades and wind dragons' attacks grew more intense, slashing fiercely at their opponent.

However, the black-robed monk seemed to ignore them. Magic energy surged out of his body and poured into the red shield.

A whistling sound filled his ears as the shield turned purple-black.

"Crack!" The bone blade struck it, but the shield wasn't broken; instead, a burst of dark magic energy spread along the blade, corrupting the flesh!

The big man's heart raced. Although he hadn't participated in the great battle a million years ago, he had heard about this famous magical technique.

It was said that high-ranking demons could easily destroy a cultivator’s treasure by infusing their magic energy into it.

Without his handy tools, even an Elder Immortal would be at mercy, let alone ordinary cultivators. The bone blade emitted a mournful cry as soon as it touched the magic energy, developing countless cracks before breaking apart completely.

The wind dragons were similarly affected; they had been fierce and aggressive but disintegrated upon contact with the dark magic energy. The ancient fiend's power was indeed formidable. The big man was so terrified that he poured all his demonic strength into the shield.

Claw shadows struck it viciously.

A sound like tearing flesh filled the air, but the shield remained unbroken.

The big man breathed a sigh of relief. This shield had been crafted from the shell of a three-rank top-grade turtle demon and refined with several rare materials; its defensive power was formidable indeed.

Although he had escaped this peril, the big man didn't believe he could contend with this monster that seemed both demon and not. He flashed away and continued to transform into a streak of light as he fled.

The corner of the "Kala Ancient Fiend's" mouth curled in ridicule. His hands suddenly clutched together, forming a ball in mid-air, and muttered some strange incantation. Countless dark magic energy began coalescing behind him, and numerous ice crystals appeared in the air.

"Go!" With this light whisper from the demon, the ice crystals trembled and shot forward like thousands of arrows, screaming toward his direction.

Due to their sheer number, they covered a dozen feet around him. The big man had no place to hide as he turned pale. He could only huddle behind the turtle shield.

"Crack!" "Crack!" sounds echoed continuously in his ears. His face paled further; the shield began cracking.

If he stayed here any longer, he would be doomed.

Fleeing was dangerous but offered a chance!

In an instant, he made up his mind and raised his head with a roar. His body suddenly grew larger, rising by three feet, tearing apart his clothes as his skin hardened like iron. Veins bulged, fangs elongated, lips curled into a snarl, transforming him into a standing wild boar.

He opened his mouth and spat out a stream of blood, swiftly drawing a talisman with his hand. A red flash appeared; the blood transformed into two wings that sprouted behind him. The demon's speed suddenly increased dramatically.

Kala Ancient Fiend's eyes flashed with an odd color but showed no intention to chase. Instead, he raised his hand and formed claws, reaching out as if grasping something in mid-air.

Though the hall was large, the pig demon’s secret technique was formidable. As it approached the door, the big man felt immense relief. Just escape through here, and he should be safe.

However, at this moment, an unexpected change occurred. A crack appeared three feet ahead of him, and several black shadows shot out from within.

Too close to dodge.

Those black shadows pierced his body; his muscle-hardening technique was useless. But with a "Bang!" the corpse transformed into an arm.

"Oh, Substitute Body Transcendence Talisman! I didn't expect the demon race to have similar powers as my sect. Do you think this can escape my clutches?" The black-robed monk cackled. Dark magic energy surged around him, and suddenly, countless heads sprouted from his bald head.

No, not heads; they were thin, thick fingers, each about a third the size of a thumb, looking terrifying. At the end of each finger was a small mouth with miniature demonic fangs inside.

Though the techniques of a cultivator were bizarre and evil, compared to true demons, they paled in comparison.

The pig demon barely had time to relax after escaping one danger when he saw countless snake-like attacks converging on him from all directions.

Too many and too close; unless he could teleport, there was no way to dodge them.

Terrified beyond measure, the demon reached into his waistband and consecutively summoned several talismans. They transformed into colorful light orbs that shielded him.
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This demon's abilities were no small feat. Seven or eight precious treasures completely shielded his form, making it impervious to water and oil.

However, the ancient demon "Kala" paid him no heed; those terrifying tentacles continued their assault.

A burst of spiritual light and a surge of demonic energy seemed to repel the tide of filth. The moment the treasures and tentacles touched, the brilliance faded, and the essence qi was lost.

The pig demon's face turned pale as goosebumps rose all over his body.

With life hanging by a thread, he dared not conserve his true essence; with a wide gape, another stream of blood spewed out. Unfortunately, before he could act, the tentacles had already pushed aside the treasures and lunged at him.

"No..."

The pig demon let out a terrified scream, unwilling to wait for death, but that brief moment was enough only to set up his qi shield.

Such low-grade spells were easily torn apart; the mouths of those tentacles viciously bit into his flesh.

Then they began to suck.

The pig demon tried to struggle, but all his demonic power seemed to vanish, and his blood and flesh flowed into the ancient demon's body.

In no time, he completely disappeared without a trace, as if he had never existed.

The grand hall returned to its tranquil state. The only change was that the black-robed monk's skin became fuller and more vibrant, no longer lifeless like a statue.

All the demonic energy was absorbed into his body, and those grotesque tentacles vanished. From afar, it appeared as if he were an imposing Buddhist master again.

However, soon after, the air above his head shimmered, revealing a baby about an inch long.

Anyuan baby!

Yet strangely, thisyuan baby's appearance differed from Kala's ancient demon; it looked like a handsome scholar instead.

If a high-ranking cultivator of the Xuanfeng Sect were present at that moment, they would be stunned and speechless. The appearance of thisyuan baby was identical to one of their former patriarchs—Tianshou Zhenren!

Tianshou Zhenren!

This Tianshou Zhenren was renowned throughout the Xuanfeng Sect. He was considered the second most outstanding cultivator after the founding matriarch, Xuanfeng Immortal.

He was the third-generation patriarch of the Xuanfeng Sect and a late-stageyuan baby powerhouse, believed to have one foot in the realm of separation. Although he ultimately did not fully advance due to various reasons, his abilities far surpassed those of other late-stageyuan baby cultivators.

In the past, he had single-handedly defeated two demon kings and was considered the strongest cultivator below the realm of separation.

However, this legendary figure mysteriously disappeared at the age of 950.

The respected patriarch who terrified the demons on Demon Spirit Island vanished without a trace. There were no signs before his disappearance.

After this incident, not only did the Xuanfeng Sect but the entire demon spirit island's cultivation community was thrown into chaos. The sect dispatched tens of thousands of disciples to search everywhere, but there were no leads.

Rumors spread...

Even it was said that an ancient demon from the realm of separation, who had long withdrawn from the world, secretly killed this outstanding Xuanfeng Sect patriarch out of fear he would strengthen human forces after advancing.

Although this theory lacked evidence, many believed it to be true. After all, even if the four major demon kings joined forces, they could not have possibly killed Tianshou Zhenren. Despite the uproar, there was no concrete proof, and the strength of the demons in this area made them bolder.

The Xuanfeng Sect dared not confront those ancient demons, so the matter was left unresolved.

This became a mystery in the demon spirit island's cultivation community, deeply impacting the sect. Tianshou Zhenren's portrait still hangs in the ancestral hall and if hisyuan baby were to appear here, hidden within this ancient demon's body, it would surely cause a stir among the disciples.

The young lady'syuan baby now floated three feet above the monk, surrounded by swirling demonic energy, with tiny runes entering and exiting her body. It was incredibly mysterious.

After a long while, she suddenly stopped casting spells, the demonic energy vanished completely, and her eyes slowly opened.

"Freedom? Not necessarily. Although we used two transformed demon cultivators as sacrificial offerings to temporarily escape this ancient demon's body, you shouldn't forget that we've been trapped here for ten thousand years. Even though Kala'syuan spirit had long dissipated, the demonic energy in his body has long since merged with ours. We can no longer possess another body, and being out of this body for too long will cause ouryuan baby to disintegrate," a woman's voice suddenly entered her ears, sweet and gentle, yet there was no one else in the hall.

As she spoke, Tianshou Zhenren's chest suddenly became blurry, revealing a face.

With delicate eyebrows, phoenix-like eyes, a straight nose, and lips painted red, it was an incredibly beautiful appearance.

Her portrait hung in the ancestral hall as well. She was named Fang Yi, an intermediate-stageyuan baby female cultivator from ten thousand years ago, Tianshou Zhenren's co-cultivator.

The couple disappeared together, but since Fang Yi's abilities were weaker compared to her husband, the impact of their disappearance was less significant.

However, not only did they appear, but it seemed that Fang Yi had merged with her husband'syuan baby. Although this beautiful face was charming, it gave a chill down one's spine.

Sister Yi, I must admit, I have wronged you. If it weren't for my impending death and the few decades of life left to me, I wouldn't have sought refuge in this ancient demon's body out of desperation, causing us both to be trapped here as living dead for ten thousand years," theyuan baby sighed, filled with regret.

"Don't say that, Sister. Although I still had three hundred more years of life back then, choosing to die alongside you was my own choice. Besides, so many years have passed; even though it's been hard being a living dead, if we hadn't done this, your talents would never have allowed you to ascend to the higher realms. Now that you're here, it's all for the best," the woman shook her head and comforted him.
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"Yi Sister, don't try to persuade me. Indeed, I have wronged you. Back then, I thought myself a genius and mastered several ancient techniques that had long been lost. I believed it would be easy to take over the demon's body, but little did I know that although the ancient demon's soul was destroyed, the residual demonic energy in its body was so strong that it nearly consumed me instead. In the end, I could only watch helplessly as your essence core was corroded." Tianxiu True Man sighed, his voice filled with regret.

"Brother, don't say such things. The corruption of your essence core is due to my own weak cultivation; it has nothing to do with you. Besides, if not for your timely assistance and transferring my soul into your body at the last moment, I would have been irreversibly lost. In this situation, I am already very content," the woman smiled gently, speaking in a calm tone.

"But without a physical form, how can you move freely?" "That's fine, we are one as husband and wife. Although I have lost my freedom, I will never be separated from you. Gains and losses, what more could I possibly regret?" The woman spoke with deep affection.

"Yi Sister!" Tianxiu True Man was deeply moved and struggled to speak. After a long pause, he said, "Although the last attempt failed due to my lack of foresight, over these ten thousand years, I have devised another plan. You see, we still have a chance to merge with this demon's body."

"Oh, Brother, you mean that we can try again?" The woman was surprised.

"Indeed, this method is based on all the knowledge I've acquired and the secrets of the Demon Path I've studied. Although I haven't had the opportunity to test it, it will surely work," Tianxiu True Man said with confidence in his voice.

"Really?" The woman still seemed uncertain.

"Don't worry; I won't fail again. However, this secret method requires a lot of sacrificial items. The higher the rank of the cultivator or monster soul, the more effective they are. Unfortunately, we have been trapped here for so long that we couldn't move freely to obtain such items," the man sighed, explaining with some resignation.

"Ah, I see. Even if we absorb these two transformed monsters, this demon's body can only recover slightly and at most exert one-tenth of its former power. With such strength, it would be impossible to break through the Heaven-sealing Demon Array or escape from this sealed space," the woman frowned worriedly.

"Don't worry, Yi Sister. The Heaven-sealing Demon Array is formidable, but you mustn't forget that I was once the sect's patriarch and have studied the immortal Phoenixfairy maiden's texts countless times. This array has weaknesses; with a few more souls to devour, we can break through it," Tianxiu True Man said confidently.

"But where are we supposed to find cultivator souls here?" the woman asked despondently.

"Oh, don't worry about that. Just now, I searched their minds and found out that someone else had entered this sealed space before them, and they were of considerable cultivation," Tianxiu True Man explained calmly.

"Good news! If we devour them, we might be able to break through the Heaven-sealing Demon Array. Honestly, I don't want to stay in this confined space any longer." The woman sighed, revealing her true intentions.

"Don't worry; after waiting for ten thousand years, we can finally leave here. I won't give up. Once out of here, I will be free to seek sacrificial items. When we truly merge with the demon's body, even those reclusive ancient experts won't stand a chance. Then, we can break through the void and ascend to the upper realm," Tianxiu True Man said excitedly, his essence core glowing with anticipation.

The woman frowned: "Upper realm? Brother, do you mean the Demon Realm?" "Of course." The man's expression froze for a moment before he smiled bitterly as if remembering something. "Yi Sister, I know you are still attached to the Spirit Realm, but our souls have been corrupted by demonic energy. It is impossible for us to ascend there; the two realms are fundamentally incompatible and hostile towards each other. High-ranking beings from both sides can break through the void, and demons have attacked the Spirit Realm on a large scale before. If we were to ascend, powerful cultivators might destroy us," she apologized.

"Don't worry about it; you and I don't need to apologize to each other. Yi Sister, you shouldn't overthink this. We've been cultivating for so long just to seek immortality. As long as that goal is achieved, whether we become immortal or demonic doesn't matter. You have been misled by ancient texts; the Demon Realm might not be inferior to the Spirit Realm," the man consoled her.

"Really?" "Yes, once we ascend to the upper realm, I will help you recreate your essence core and transfer my soul into it. Then, I'll take over another demon's body, allowing you to be reborn," he said.

"Recreating an essence core? How is that possible?" The woman was shocked.

Cultivators could at most discard their physical bodies, but once the essence core was abandoned, there were no known cases of it being revived.

"Don't worry; this isn't possible here, but both the Spirit Realm and Demon Realm are upper realms with secret techniques beyond our comprehension. Although the ancient demon's soul was destroyed, its body still contains some memories. The Demon Realm can indeed recreate an essence core if the three souls and seven spirits remain intact. You fit that condition perfectly; I will ensure your rebirth. Then, we can be a couple of immortal or demonic partners," he said.

"Thank you, Brother," she smiled in relief.

"Haha, it's my duty. Let's go devour those intruders who entered this sealed space." A trace of malevolent energy flashed across his essence core as he formed hand seals and re-entered the ancient demon's body.

After a few breaths, the ancient demon opened his eyes; his irises were an eerie purple color. Due to long inactivity, his hand gestures were clumsy, like those of an infant learning to walk. However, soon enough, large amounts of demonic energy surged out and enveloped him, turning him into a black streak that vanished.
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"Here we are..."

In the midst of the radiant light, Lin Xuan immediately released his divine consciousness and carefully summoned the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield to guard against any unknown dangers.

Yue Kuo hovered beside him. The expression on her face was similar.

To be honest, they were both quite unlucky. After entering this mysterious building, they cautiously searched for an exit.

Finally, in a not-so-large room, they found the teleportation array.

Lin Xuan and Yue Kuo naturally felt overjoyed. Although they didn't know where this array led, it seemed like it might take them out.

Besides, with no other options at this point, they had to give it a try regardless of success or failure.

Fortunately, although the array was old, it hadn't been damaged. So, they installed crystal stones and stood on it together.

A spell was cast, and both vanished in the radiant light.

"It seems we haven't escaped that mysterious space."

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression darkening.

It seemed they had left the massive building, but everything around them remained dimly gray. Apart from scattered rocks and weeds, there was nothing else. The aura of evil was particularly strong, indicating that they were still in that mysterious space.

Yue Kuo turned her head to look around. A hint of suspicion flashed across her beautiful eyes as she asked Lin Daoist: "Did you feel it?"

"What?" Lin Xuan frowned, slightly surprised.

Throughout their journey, although humans and demons followed different paths, they had supported each other, making their relationship more harmonious. At least Yue Kuo no longer harbored any suspicions towards him. Little Fragrance was in the boy's arms, and for some reason, she seemed to be closer to Lin Xuan than her sister.

"The aura here is incredibly strong, almost beyond comprehension. The rest of this space can't compare. Do you know what it means?" Yue Kuo frowned and slowly spoke.

"Princess, are you saying..." Lin Xuan quickly understood: "This must be the source of a demon vein?"

"That's right," she nodded. "Only then would it make sense." With a smile, she said, "Let's go check it out. If it is indeed the source, perhaps there will be an exit."

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before replying with a quick glance: "Alright."

Yue Kuo naturally had no objections. Thus, they transformed into different colored streaks of light and flew towards the front.

At the same time, Snow Fox King and Yue Yanxian also arrived in this mysterious space through the purple bamboo forest and successfully passed through the black hole.

After all, both were late-stage cultivators, so the demons formed from the dark energy posed little threat to them.

Upon arriving at the square, they saw countless statues. Both the human and demon faces showed shock.

"Stone petrification technique. It can petrify so many cultivators and demons in one go. This Luo Gu魔 must be incredibly terrifying," Yue Yanxian muttered, a hint of fear flashing in his eyes.

Brother Yue is wrong. While that Jialuo ancient demon's power is formidable, he is still at the Separation Stage. How could he possibly eliminate our predecessors from both races instantaneously? "The Snow Fox King shook his head and spoke disbelievingly.

"Before your eyes..."

"I don't know, but there must be other reasons for this. A petrification technique that can instantly petrify hundreds of cultivators and demons requires a Cave Profound期 ancient demon at the very least."

"Cave Profound period? How is that possible? Demons of such a level are lords in their own domains above. Even with spatial rifts, they would never be able to cross into our lower realm due to the realm's power," Yue Yanxian said, his face turning pale.

The physical body of a Cave Profound demon couldn't possibly come here, but its soul fragment might still be able to descend. Let's not dwell on this; it was something from over a million years ago and had nothing to do with us. We just need to confirm if anyone else has intruded," the Snow Fox King said.

Before he could finish speaking, his expression suddenly froze.

Yue Yanxian frowned and followed his gaze.

Then, the human cultivator who had just advanced shouted: "Not good, the gate is open! It seems someone really did enter. What should we do?"

"Of course, we must stop him," the Snow Fox King said with a grim expression. "Although it's been so long, Luo Gu's soul might have decayed to nothingness. But if something goes wrong, that wouldn't be good."

Lin Xuan looked at the object before him, his face filled with shock as he murmured: "What is this?"

He was in a mountain cave, but its vast area was shrouded in gray demon fog, slightly blocking his divine consciousness.

"I'm not sure, but this must be the source of an upper-grade demon vein. The aura here is so strong that my abilities seem to increase," Yue Kuo said excitedly beside him.

"Princess, don't get too excited. Can you tell me what this ancient tree in front of us is?" Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he asked.

Just a few dozen feet away from them stood an enormous ancient tree. Lin Xuan had seen many things since entering the cultivation world, but he had never encountered such a massive tree—over a hundred zhang tall with lush branches and leaves. More bizarrely, this tree emitted a strong aura of evil.

Yue Kuo raised her head, her eyes flashing as Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness to examine the tree carefully.

"Eh?"

Lin Xuan suddenly frowned, his body emitting intense green light as he flew upwards. Yue Kuo hesitated before following him.

After climbing more than fifty zhang, Lin Xuan stopped and looked at the giant tree in silence.

On the trunk of this giant tree was a face, lifelike with every detail present—eyes, ears, nose, and mouth. What caught Lin Xuan's attention most was the forehead, which had something embedded within it.

About the size of a fist, neither made of gold nor jade, though grayish in appearance, it gave off an eerie yet beautiful aura, containing unimaginable demonic power.

Lin Xuan was greatly impressed. Although he couldn't recognize it, this clearly seemed to be a precious treasure.

"Jade Eye舍利? Could this be the legendary Jade Eye舍利?" A soft voice came from behind.

Lin Xuan turned around and saw Yue Kuo covering her mouth with her hand, her expression filled with disbelief.

"What is a Jade Eye舍利?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

Yue Kuo's heart raced as she looked at him. She had overreacted just now. After a moment of hesitation, she didn't immediately explain.

A soft voice continued: "Brother, I've heard about the Jade Eye舍利. It is one of the ten treasures in the demon realm. With it, you can carry an upper-grade demon vein with you at all times, enhancing your cultivation whenever and wherever. It benefits both cultivators and demons greatly. I once heard my father mention it."
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Xiang'er!

To her surprise, Sister was so quick with her words. Warmhe's expression turned a bit unnatural as she tried to stop him but it was too late.

"Ah, such a magical item indeed? Is that true?" Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes slightly, showing a hint of disbelief on his face.

"I'm not sure about this. I've never seen a demon eye relic before, but thecanonical texts indeed records it so; there should be no mistake." Warmhe smiled nervously as she spoke.

Denying it now would be useless. She glared at her sister sharply and adjusted herself, pretending to be unconcerned.

"Ah!" Lin Xuan nodded, remaining noncommittal.

A layer of green light enveloped him as he continued flying towards the tree's top.

How could such a precious item not interest them?

Snowfox Princess' elegant face showed a hint of surprise.

However, this woman was quite clever. After some hesitation, she didn't immediately reach for the treasure but transformed into a streak of light and flew upwards as well.

The tree was over a hundred feet tall with leaves so dense that it covered a vast area. Lin Xuan released his divine sense to carefully examine the tree, suddenly noticing something unusual in its eyes.

"Is there anything you notice, friend?" Warmhe had been watching Lin Xuan's actions and asked gently when she saw this.

"Noticed? This friend thinks of something similar but am not entirely sure." "Oh, Princess, we each get one fruit. How about that?" Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke.

"Ah," Warmhe hesitated on her face, although the treasure was rare, who knew what would happen after consuming it?

"Why so hesitant? Are you afraid of having bad luck and dropping a level after eating this fruit?" "Yes." Warmhe nodded. There was no need to hide; she had just reached mid-stage transformation and didn't want to revert to a three-stage fox.

After all, drinking heart magic fruit could save one from over a hundred years of cultivation if lucky, but if unlucky, it would drop several levels.

Considering the pros and cons, better not take the risk!

"Princess is indeed cautious. But if this friend can ensure that after consuming the fruit, only your cultivation will increase without any level drop, what do you say in return?" Lin Xuan suddenly spoke unexpectedly.

"What? This is impossible; drinking heart magic fruit's effects are uncontrollable." Warmhe was taken aback by Lin Xuan's words and looked suspiciously at him.

"Really, there’s nothing impossible. Jinneng Island is secluded, Princess wouldn't know that over the years we've refined this into a demonic fate pill to remove its negative aspects. Consuming it will save you from over a hundred years of cultivation." Lin Xuan confidently said.

"Really?" "Yes, I would never deceive you, Princess." "Alright, considering you saved my sister's life, deal!" Warmhe nodded. She was just being polite; she wouldn't lose anything significant. The demon eye relic was rare but equivalent to a portable upper-gradedemonic vein, which didn’t significantly aid her cultivation.

"Then the demonic fate pill really has these benefits?" "This friend would never deceive you." "Alright, for saving my sister's life, we have a deal!" Warmhe nodded. She was just being polite; she wouldn't lose anything significant. The demon eye relic was rare but equivalent to a portable upper-gradedemonic vein, which didn’t significantly aid her cultivation.

"Good, this friend agrees." Lin Xuan agreed without surprise. He would do the same in her position. After all, the cultivation world doesn't value righteousness; she had every right to be cautious.

Seeing Lin Xuan's willingness, Warmhe smiled: "Alright, after this matter, you will always be a friend of our Snowfox Clan." Lin Xuan nodded and transformed into a streak of light towards the left. Warmhe followed closely.

They were in a mountain area, so it didn't take Lin Xuan much effort to find a large mountain before him.

He stretched his hand out and flicked his fingers, several green beams appearing.

These beams quickly grew to a dozen feet long and fiercely struck the mountain wall.

To refine the pill, he needed to establish a temporary cave. No, just a simple cave would do. Lin Xuan was familiar with this process; it took him only half an hour to complete the task.

Watching from the side, Warmhe's expression showed admiration. This wasn't an ordinary mountain but a sand mine vein. After mining, even crafting magical tools could be considered. The hardness far exceeded that of regular stones. Lin Xuan merely used his sword energy, slicing through it like cutting tofu. His power was far beyond most early-stageyuan embryo experts.

Recalling the powers he had shown along the way, the dual cultivation in both magic and daoism made her feel a sense of fear. Her last shred of hope and doubt was extinguished.

Although she believed she could match Lin Xuan in combat, winning would be difficult. In this treacherous environment, turning against each other wasn't wise.

Forget it; the demon eye relic had little use for her. It was just a bonus. Better not complicate things further.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but observed Warmhe's subtle expressions closely.

A smile crept onto his lips as he felt satisfaction.

She had already submitted.

The cultivation world valued strength; if she only offered benefits, Warmhe wouldn't have given up the demon eye relic for free.

He needed to make her wary.

From what he saw, it seemed like he was right in his gamble. After carving out the cave, Lin Xuan retracted his sword light and flipped his left hand, revealing several array flags in his palm.

Lin Xuan cast a spell, and these array flags sank into the ground. Demonic creatures surged, covering the entire cave.

Five Ghost Soul Splitting Array!

Trust but verify; Lin Xuan didn't want this Snowfox Princess to change her mind during his pill refinement.

He transformed into a streak of light and flew into the mist.

Warmhe frowned slightly. Not only did he practice both magic and daoism, refine pills, and even know array techniques. Such talents were rare among humans.
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"Master, what is this魔缘丹? I've never heard of it before," Mo Yu frowned and asked curiously.

Lin Xuan was seated cross-legged in a cave. Besides setting up the Five Ghost Soul Splitting Formation, he had also placed several layers of restrictions to prevent any unwanted intruders. After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan summoned the Corpse Demon using his divine consciousness.

Although the Corpse Demon’s arms were destroyed during their time in the Qilin Ancient Cave and hadn't been repaired yet, it could still unleash considerable power in critical moments.

Only after completing these preparations did Lin Xuan speak slowly: "Stupid girl, of course she wouldn’t have heard of魔元丹 because I was just lying to her."

"Wh-What? You lied to her?" Mo Yu's expression changed dramatically. "No way, Master. How could you tell the Snow Fox Princess that? Are you going to break your word?"

"No, of course not," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Breaking my word would be pointless. I don't need to do that. You see, this蚀心魔桃 can only be consumed by one person at a time; consuming more won’t help. Mo Yu doesn’t have a body, so if she had taken it, I could have hidden the treasure for her."

"Thank you, Master," Mo Yu's delicate face showed gratitude and a hint of blush.

"While the魔缘丹 is fake, I didn't deceive the Snow Fox Princess about its effects," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully. "You forgot about the blue Star Sea, right? After consuming this fruit, one’s cultivation might drop because it contains some harmful substance. We just need to purify it."

"Ah, that makes sense. But Master, you haven’t seen this before. This is probably speculation. Are you really sure?" Mo Yu still sounded a bit worried.

"Yes, as Muyi said, I did guess, but I'm confident about it," Lin Xuan said with confidence. He then waved his sleeve and a light beam shot out, revealing the蚀心魔桃.

Lin Xuan examined it with his divine sense before holding it in his palm and closing his eyes. The blue Star Sea began to circulate...

He was already familiar with purification techniques, so he had high hopes this time.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. The fruit had shrunk to half its original size and turned a strange purple color. Next to it were piles of black powder—these must be the cause for the cultivation drop.

Lin Xuan considered discarding these useless items but decided against it after a moment's thought. He took out an jade box from his waistband, carefully placing the purified impurities inside.

Since this fruit could make cultivators lose their cultivation levels, it might have many uses in the future—far more sinister than any poison.

Lin Xuan smiled. After resting for a bit, he began purifying another蚀心魔桃.

Jiake stood at the entrance of the cave, her beautiful face showing some concern.

Could the魔缘丹 be successfully refined?

She was now somewhat anxious.

Suddenly, the demon fog in front started to shake. Jiake raised her head and saw that the fog had parted to reveal a passage about ten feet wide.

A flash of white light, Lin Xuan flew in front of them.

"How did it go?" Jiake moved gracefully, showing some eagerness on her face.

"Ha ha, Princess, don’t worry. I fulfilled my mission," Lin Xuan said as he threw an purple fruit to her.

"What is this?"

Jiake examined the fruit carefully but frowned, looking puzzled.

It was understandable; a purified demon fruit didn't look like a spiritual pill at all.

"Do not doubt it, Muyi will know if I lied."

"Really?"

"Yes!" Lin Xuan's face showed genuine sincerity.

"But you can’t keep this for too long. You must consume it within half a month or its effects will be greatly reduced," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he explained to her.

Jiake still had some doubts, but she couldn't test anything now and didn't think the other party would dare deceive her; otherwise, the Snow Fox Clan wouldn’t suffer in silence.

She nodded and took out an jade box from her chest. She placed the fruit inside and then attached two restriction talismans to it.

"Can I take the treasure now?"

"You may proceed," Jiake said with a smile. "Thank you, Princess."

Lin Xuan bowed and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the ancient tree. Seeing his figure, Jiake hesitated but finally sighed and followed silently.

If it were just an ordinary early-stage Immortal Body cultivator, she might have broken her word, but Lin Xuan's displayed power made her wary. It was better not to create unnecessary complications.

Soon they flew to a height of over fifty feet. The face on the tree reappeared. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a light beam shot out, transforming into a ten-foot-long green hand with hooked fingers, reaching for the demon eye舍利.

However, the face on the tree opened its mouth and spat out an umber beam, slicing at the green hand.

Lin Xuan didn’t show any surprise. All living things could cultivate, but plants were particularly difficult. This ancient tree had existed for countless millennia; it was not strange that its spirit awareness had developed.

With a flick of his fingers, a sword energy shot out, deflecting the umber beam. The green hand continued to grab fiercely.

Swoosh, vines flew from somewhere and formed a net in front of the green hand. Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he finally showed some ferocity on his face.

He opened his mouth and spat out a green flame.

The fire turned into a small bird about a foot long with wings that flapped forward.

Trees feared fire, especially since Lin Xuan’s poison flames were no joke. Upon contact, the vines retreated like they had met their match.

But the tree didn’t give up. A black light ball shot out from its trunk and rapidly expanded into a wind dragon.

"I know you have developed your spirit awareness and can understand human speech. Give me the demon eye舍利 willingly; I will not harm you because of your cultivation efforts."

Before Lin Xuan could finish, a sharp beam flew from his sleeve, slicing the wind dragon in half.

Green Fire Sword!

In terms of offensive power, this treasure was even stronger than the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

The ancient tree showed fear and didn’t want to纠缠 with Lin Xuan. The green hand swooped down, grasping the demon eye舍利 firmly.
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Lin Xuan's face lit up as he flicked his wrist, and the large green hand transformed into a little boy, carrying the treasure in front of him.

The object was roughly the size of a fist. It wasn't made of metal or jade; although it appeared dull gray, it exuded an eerie yet beautiful aura that contained unbelievable妖力. Even top-grade crystal stones couldn’t compare to this.

It was indeed one of the Ten Treasures of the Demon Realm.

Demon veins in the human world were rare and hard to come by. If he could carry such a treasure with him, his cultivation of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique would be much more efficient. Lin Xuan felt elated but kept a poker face as he carefully placed it inside an jade box from his storage bracelet.

His attention was mostly focused on the Snow Fox Princess behind him. Seeing no signs of movement from her, he breathed a sigh of relief. After all, turning hostile now would be bad for everyone involved.

Carefully placing the jade box in his storage belt, Lin Xuan turned to the princess: "Princess, let's continue searching for an exit and explore this space further. There might be more gains."

"Agreed," Nu He said without hesitation. "Let’s start by searching around here; we can split up."

Before she could finish speaking, a series of explosions echoed in their ears. The ground trembled, and the air grew unusually chaotic.

Both Lin Xuan and Nu He were taken aback, looking at each other with surprise.

Could there be another cultivator here?

"It might also be demons or monsters," Nu He said after some thought. "I was attacked by one before entering this black hole."

"Regardless, let’s check it out; we might find a way to leave." Lin Xuan pondered for a moment and spoke seriously.

"Agreed, but be careful. It would be best if you conceal your aura. We can try finding the exit first, or at least avoid unnecessary conflicts," Nu He said with a frown.

Lin Xuan had no objections; in fact, he was quite impressed by her caution.

He then flicked his hands and used a technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art to conceal his aura. His presence became almost undetectable, even masking his heartbeat and blood flow.

"Brother Lin has great abilities."

Nu He’s face showed surprise as she secretly rejoiced that she hadn’t acted earlier. The young man had endless tricks up his sleeve.

After a light chuckle, Nu He first placed her sister in the spirit beast pouch on her waist before opening her mouth to emit a stream of energy that wrapped around her body, vanishing from sight.

The Snow Fox Clan was naturally adept at illusion techniques; hiding their form was nothing new for her.

A faint black aura enveloped Lin Xuan, blending seamlessly with the demon fog. Together, they flew towards the source of the spiritual energy fluctuations.

Meanwhile, in a vast hall, dark magic clouds swirled and formed a pitch-black demonic cloud. Inside it, a figure flickered—Ga Luo’s ancient demon spirit possessing Master Tianxiu.

With a smug expression, Ga Luo's head was adorned with numerous snake-like tentacles that had already clamped onto the body of an cultivator. By appearance, this was none other than the current patriarch of the Xuanfeng Sect, Yue Xianfeng!

It seemed fate was against Master Yue; after separating from Snow Fox Princess to search independently, he found himself ambushed by Ga Luo’s ancient demon spirit.

As a late-stage元婴 cultivator, Yue Xianfeng had formidable power. However, before entering this place, he had fought the Snow Fox Princess and exhausted most of his energy, leaving him with little time to recover. His mental state was also affected, making it easier for the demon to attack.

Despite being at a disadvantage, Master Yue’s abilities still far surpassed those of two early-stage transformed demons. At the critical moment, he managed to escape using his元婴 technique.

Ga Luo wouldn’t let this opportunity slip. The demonic cloud swirled and formed several dozen-meter-long dragons that viciously attacked Master Yue's元婴.

The元婴's face was filled with hatred as it spat out a green bead the size of a millet grain, which grew rapidly into a dazzling light.

Unlike earlier-stage cultivators, late-stage元婴 were more solid. Even without their bodies, they could still exert significant power.

Master Yue’s anger and disappointment at being ambushed by an opponent he couldn’t see were palpable.

With gritted teeth, he drove his treasure towards the demon.

The magic energy transformed into dragons didn't back down, lunging fiercely. Almost as soon as they touched, the demonic dragons gained the upper hand.

The元婴's expression darkened as it saw its body being absorbed by those tentacles without a trace left behind.

"Consuming flesh and blood—could you be Ga Luo’s ancient demon spirit?" Master Yue suddenly exclaimed, his face changing dramatically.

According to their sect’s records, only one demon enjoyed consuming cultivators' bodies—the most vicious Ga Luo. "Oh, do you know me?" the ancient demon asked with a sinister tone. "Your abilities are not weak; you must be an advanced-stage cultivator. Hmph, Xuanfeng Sect's patriarch—how many generations have passed? If I didn’t need your元婴 for my current needs, I might consider sparing you. But now" hmpf, boy, it’s your bad luck."

Before he could finish, a stream of pure demonic energy shot out.

The dragon became even more fierce and quickly shattered the green bead into pieces.

"What did you say?"

Confusion flashed in Master Yue's eyes as he wondered if the demon was trying to confuse him. Suddenly, his treasure vanished, and he panicked without further thought, using瞬移 techniques to disappear from sight.

"Instant transmission?" Ga Luo’s eyes narrowed as he shot out a dark light with his left hand. The元婴 appeared, full of fear: "Impossible—your instant transmission can be broken."

"Hmph, what a joke of an instant transmission; you’re only using a simplified version. True instantaneous teleportation is a secret technique that only upper realm cultivators can master. I may not be fully integrated yet, but breaking your pseudo-instant transmission is easy," the ancient demon sneered.

"Body, integration? Are you not truly Ga Luo’s ancient demon spirit?" Master Yue's expression changed dramatically as he asked.
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"Hmph. Whether I am the ancient demon Garo or not, what difference does it make to you? If you know your place, stop resisting and let me consume you. You'll suffer less that way. After all, there's no escaping my presence, so why waste effort on a futile struggle?"

The arrogant voice pierced his ears, causing pain. Poor Yue Xianfeng's physical body had been completely devoured and merged into the demon aura. The mist churned as it was absorbed by the figure, revealing Garo's full form.

Fear flashed across the young dantian's face; even the last shred of hope was extinguished. Indeed, this was that legendary strange monster. His appearance matched exactly what was recorded in ancient texts.

It was said that originally he had been a cultivator from the Buddhist sect. After entering the Separation Stage and failing to obtain a treasure for his cultivation, he shattered the void before his lifespan ended, arriving in the demon realm. The demon aura seeped into his body like shackles. Countless eons later, human cultivators and demons allied to fight against the demons, who suffered a crushing defeat. However, they were not content with this, using bizarre secret methods to summon some of their kin from higher realms. Garo was one of them.

These demons scattered across various regions, engaging in fierce battles with ancient cultivators. This demon just happened to land on Spirit Beast Island.

Initially, the demon's strength gave the beastfolk a slight edge, but with the addition of powerful cultivators like Fairy Xuanfeng and others from the Separation Stage, he was outnumbered and eventually sealed away in this mysterious space.

The young dantian quickly processed these thoughts. Despite any powers he might have had, it was clear that he couldn't match him now. Weighing his options, fleeing seemed the safer choice.

After all, without a physical body, he could not unleash the power of a late-stage dantian cultivator.

With this in mind, the young dantian's small hand flicked and a golden talisman was summoned. A puff of refined essence was sprayed onto it. The talisman ignited on its own, sending out a beam of light.

The light swirled before forming an illusory figure six feet tall, handsome, and resembling a sword-wielding scholar. "This..."

Garo's expression froze in surprise as he stopped moving.

The young dantian was overjoyed, quickly casting his spell to transform into a streak of lightning, retreating backward. Having been tricked once before, he didn't dare use instant teleportation but the speed of his retreat far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators.

This talisman was an heirloom passed down through generations and should be able to hold off this demon for a moment.

In just one breath, the dantian had retreated over a hundred feet. Garo did not react with shock or anger; instead, he sighed dejectedly.

At his age of ten thousand years, there wasn't much that could move him. However, the scene before him was too unique to ignore. Even as his heart remained calm and unflappable, it began to stir.

"Who would have thought that one day my avatar talisman would be used against me," Garo muttered.

If you looked closely, the scholar figure hovering in mid-air bore a striking resemblance to True Immortal Tianxiu's dantian. It was as if carved from the same mold.

This talisman had been crafted by him himself. When True Immortal Tianxiu's lifespan neared its end, he didn't want to die peacefully. He brought his companion and secretly arrived in this space, planning to merge with Garo's body.

The matter remained highly secretive; he did not inform any of his fellow cultivators. However, before coming here, he left some clues for Fairy Xuanfeng's sect.

Though cultivators were often cold-hearted, spending nearly a thousand years in one place would inevitably leave emotional ties. Concerned about potential threats to the sect if he disappeared, he split off a fragment of his divine essence and created several avatar talismans.

Each talisman could only exist for as long as incense burned but could unleash up to 70% of his peak power, far surpassing ordinary late-stage cultivators.

Three such talismans were created; they had indeed saved Fairy Xuanfeng's sect in critical moments. The last one was the one he just used.

Garo's lips curled in a sneer. If it were any other late-stage cultivator of equal power, it would be difficult to deal with. After all, this demon body could only unleash 10% of his full power.

But using himself against himself—A flash of white light, and True Immortal Tianxiu's dantian escaped the demon body.

Opening his mouth, a beam of refined essence shot out, enveloping the illusory figure. It didn't resist; instead, it disintegrated under the beam, leaving only a tiny glowing dot.

The young dantian swallowed the dot without hesitation. This was his spirit fragment and would not resist its true self.

With a chuckle, he transformed back into a streak of light, entering Garo's crown. The demon's eyes snapped open.

Yue Xianfeng's dantian had already fled far away, but it seemed he wasn't in any hurry. Demon aura surged around him as his body became increasingly indistinct, transforming into a thin black thread that shot forward at an incredible speed.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan and Nanhe followed the energy fluctuations and arrived nearby. Seeing the streak of light approaching, they exchanged glances and quickly hid behind a large rock.

Unknown what was happening, caution was warranted.

Soon, the streak of light drew near. Lin Xuan didn't want to alert the demon by using his divine sense, so he concentrated on enhancing his spiritual energy in his eyes.

"Hmm?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise as the streak revealed a young dantian, pale and plump.

This was unexpected.

But upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan's face changed dramatically.

Compared to his own, this dantian appeared much stronger. The skin was not only smooth but also emitted an ethereal glow, indicating great stability—something only late-stage cultivators possessed.

If the opponent were a powerful cultivator, how could he end up like this? Lin Xuan and Nanhe exchanged glances, both showing shock on their faces.

What should they do?

They held their breaths.

Suddenly, a thin black line shot from behind. Initially distant, it quickly intercepted the streak of light.

Initially appearing as a fine thread, the line suddenly expanded, revealing a figure with a bald head and bare feet, standing atop a black lotus platform, holding a rosary. It was clearly a cultivator from the Buddhist sect.

Lin Xuan frowned, feeling increasingly perplexed. He quietly released a fragment of his divine essence to probe this stranger...

Lin Xuan was cautious, using only a light sweep with his divine sense. However, Garo's reaction was incredibly sensitive; he turned his head and looked in their direction.
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"Unladylike!"

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. He hadn't expected to be observed by the other party in such a manner. Without hesitation, he flashed away and retreated to the side.

Yuhua, as the Snow Fox Princess, was also an astute individual. She took a few light steps and similarly moved quickly to retreat to one side.

Boom!

Almost simultaneously with their retreat, a strange object about the thickness of an arm emerged from beneath Lin Xuan's feet, resembling a whip.

How close we came!

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath as he focused his gaze. The object extended from behind the black-robed monk and appeared like his tail.

This guy is also a demon or monster, Lin Xuan instantly judged. His entire body was enveloped in a faint green glow as he opened Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.

Yuhua didn't dally either. With a flick of her jade hand, six crescent-shaped light blades emerged from her body and slowly rotated around. This was also an offensive-defensive artifact.

"Oh, an early-stage Immortal Cultivator and a mid-stage transformed beast. Excellent! It seems that the high-ranking existence that intruded this space is more than I imagined. After consuming you both, I should be able to break through the Heaven's Sealed Demonic Array and leave this sealed area," Grolu Ancient Demon licked his lips with a cold smile on his face.

"Consuming our Immortal Nuclei?"

Lin Xuan frowned as suspicion arose in his heart.

"My friend, be cautious. This demon not only devours souls but also fuses the bodies of cultivators. My body was eaten by him, and this demon's escape technique is unique. You two shouldn't even think about escaping. Let's join forces and fight this guy," the Immortal Nucleus's eyes flickered as he slowly spoke. The venom in his voice made Lin Xuan turn his head.

"Who are you?"

"I am Elder Master Yue Xianfeng of the Azure Phoenix Sect."

Could this be the great cultivator I met by the Cold Pond?

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was secretly pondering. Fighting demons together? What a joke! Although he didn't know how the body of the leader of the Azure Phoenix Sect was destroyed, he could see from this demon's abilities that it wasn't an easy task.

Lin Xuan was not weak, nor would he take unnecessary risks. Fighting such a demon wouldn't bring any benefits; are you stupid?

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't say these things out loud. Instead, his face showed righteous indignation: "Eradicating demons and upholding the Dao is our duty. I naturally cannot shirk this responsibility."

Yuhua's expression changed as she listened. Having spent so much time with Lin Xuan, she knew that this young man was far more cunning than she had imagined.

The other party must have some ulterior motive.

She didn't want to fight the demon either but found it difficult to escape alone.

Taking a few light steps, she stood beside Lin Xuan.

The Immortal Nucleus's heart leaped with joy. If it were him, he might struggle to escape from the demon's hands. But now, there were two "fools" here to help.

Unfortunately, this great cultivator underestimated things too much. Although his abilities fell far short of Lin Xuan's, in terms of cunning... well, human calculations against mine, who knows which side would win. Besides, the other party was merely an early-stage Immortal Nucleus.

Lin Xuan turned around and focused on the black-robed monk.

The other party had a kind face but was surrounded by demon energy. The feeling it gave him was vastly different from previous demons, especially mysterious because he couldn't determine its cultivation stage... Could this guy be at the Separation Stage?

Lin Xuan shivered with cold thoughts. However, quickly shaking his head, he dismissed such an idea. No, although he had never seen a Separation Stage monster before, it was likely much stronger than this one.

If that were true, the Azure Phoenix Sect's Immortal Nucleus wouldn't be able to escape either.

Relieved, Lin Xuan didn't slacken his vigilance. With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out and spun around him, enveloped in a layer of silver light.

"Hmm, this is a dual-attribute treasure?"

Grolu Ancient Demon's face showed surprise as he looked at Lin Xuan with a serious gaze mixed with some astonishment: "Such a magical artifact can only be found in the Upper Heavens. Where did you get it from?"

Yue Xianfeng and Yuhua, both experienced, were equally surprised by Grolu's words!

Dual-attribute treasure?

Did this guy really think he was just an early-stage Immortal Cultivator? Regardless, they had no time to delve into such details. The battle was about to begin, and the most dangerous enemy now was the ancient demon.

The Immortal Nucleus rolled his eyes and opened his mouth, spitting out a stream of green light that grew as it spread, transforming into a three-foot-long sword of light. Later-stage cultivators were different; even without their bodies, they still possessed awe-inspiring magical power.

Grolu Ancient Demon didn't care. The other party was merely food to him. A sneer appeared on his lips, and he made no move but began to release intense demon energy around him, lunging towards Lin Xuan with fangs bared.

What kind of ability is this?

Lin Xuan frowned as he extended a finger without hesitation. The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring trembled, emitting a ringing sound as bright light burst forth, revealing several fire dragons and ice serpents.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan's mind moved, and the fire dragons and ice serpents lunged forward. Soon, they clashed, with dense explosions echoing in his ears. Although the demon fog was fierce, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring's power could not be underestimated; the fire dragons and ice serpents gained the upper hand.

However, Grolu Ancient Demon didn't show any surprise on his face. A spell was cast, and the demon fog quickly coalesced in the center, becoming denser until a ghostly face materialized, covering half an acre, looking terrifying.

The ghostly face opened its mouth, revealing sharp teeth as grayish-white demonic wind spewed out. Rolling and retracting, it enveloped one of the fire dragons and pulled it back into its mouth.

But with a series of chomps, the demon swallowed the dragon whole.

Lin Xuan was no stranger to such things but had never encountered this brutal technique before. Before he could react, another ice serpent was devoured by the demon.

Frowning, Lin Xuan waved his hands urgently and recited obscure incantations:

"Combine!"

As he moved, the remaining fire dragons and ice serpents gathered together, starting to merge. The dazzling light made everyone turn their heads.

Grolu Ancient Demon's expression finally changed. This was merely an early-stage Immortal Cultivator with a dual-attribute treasure. Not only could he overcome water and fire incompatibility but also perform such feats... this was troublesome!

He didn't wait for Lin Xuan to cast his secret technique. He pointed his finger, and the ghostly face opened its mouth, spewing out a large stream of grayish-white demonic wind, much thicker than before, rushing forward.

But a loud boom echoed in his ears as bright light burst forth. A silver dragon emerged from the light ball, stretching nearly twenty feet long with two heads and four legs. Just a low growl sent the demonic wind scattering.
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Gala Gu Mo's face showed a trace of surprise as the silver dragon turned its head and shot out two greenish-blue light columns, each about ten feet thick. These columns crashed towards the demon with immense force.

On the other side, Nuan He was not idle either. She had also discerned that this demon’s cultivation was no joke, so she did not want it to take them one by one. With a flick of her sleeves, the six crescent-shaped light blades instantly grew larger, from just a foot in diameter to over thirty feet, rushing towards the demon from different angles.

Yue Xianfeng's元婴 exhaled a stream of refined essence at the greenish-blue light before him and lightly tapped it with his small hand. The light elongated and then grew even more, transforming into a full moon.

Countless tiny light points emerged from the center of this moon, densely packed like hailstones. Instantly, the sound of breaking through the air filled the space...

Though they couldn't be said to use their full power, the three of them were putting up quite a fight.

Gala Gu Mo's face darkened as he sniffed and his eyes flashed with hatred. With both hands waving, more light points shot out from the moon.

This demon was furious at having his physical body destroyed by this ancient demon.

Nuan He was equally unwilling to lose. As the Snow Fox Princess, she was a very proud woman. Facing three opponents, she had been suppressed right after meeting them, which was too embarrassing for her.

She extended her slender finger and pointed it at the distant light blades.

The six light blades attacked like a storm of wind and rain but soon broke free from the skeletons'纠缠 and shot up into the sky, gathering together to form one object.

A peculiar base-level magical artifact appeared in the air.

At first glance, it somewhat resembled a silver flower, radiating with spiritual light. However, its petals were sharp as blades, giving off an eerie feeling.

This was Nuan He's true命 magical artifact!

She waved her sleeves and unleashed immense demonic power. The silver flower trembled and shot forward.

The skeleton in front tried to dodge but was too late. From head to jaw, it was split into two halves, and the ghostly flames in its eye sockets dimmed.

Nuan He was delighted and continued to attack with several more spells. The silver flower flashed again, appearing before another skeleton and slicing it in half as well.

The demon blinked and looked at Nuan He with an icy expression. This Snow Fox creature was only a mid-stage transformed being, yet the magical artifact she wielded was truly formidable. Could her identity be special?

A large eye suddenly appeared on his forehead, about the size of a baby's fist, with a grayish-white pupil. It stared at Nuan He as if inquisitively.

"Hmph, it’s the Snow Fox clan! There seems to be some inherited bloodline from their ancestors. Could she be the current Snow Fox Queen?" the demon muttered.

Nuan He was alarmed and confused. The other could actually identify her true form. What kind of secret power was this?

But after a blink, the strange eye closed again; it seemed that such powers were not easily usable.

"Snow Fox clan? Hmph! Why are you here? Do you think those few treasures can break my demonic pearls? I'm really naive."

Before he could finish speaking, Gala Gu Mo waved his hands and muttered an odd talisman. Spell after spell was cast...

Strange things happened.

The several split skeletons were wrapped in demonic energy and recombined, merging into one larger ghost head. This ghost head was terrifying, about the size of a small house, with exposed fangs and black spines densely covering its face and back.

These spines varied in length from half a foot to over ten feet, utterly frightening.

"Go!"

With the demon's mental command, the ghost head charged towards Nuan He’s magical artifact.

A sound like scraping metal on ceramic echoed, not quite like iron clashing. Instead, it sounded more like a knife being dragged across porcelain.

The silver flower was incredibly sharp and had already shown its prowess, but the ghost head used its teeth to bite down on this treasure with immense force. The Snow Fox Princess's face changed.

Nuan He continuously poured demonic power into her magical artifact, but it seemed stuck in place as if fused with the ghost head. More terrifyingly, countless dark mists began emanating from the ghost’s mouth and spreading towards Nuan He’s silver flower.

Was he trying to corrupt his own treasure?

Nuan He was alarmed and showed signs of panic. It wasn't just about losing her magical artifact; she had spent a lot of effort in its creation.

But now, it was too late to retrieve it.

A dark expression appeared on Nuan He’s face as she hesitated for a moment before pulling out an odd-looking teapot-like magical artifact from her chest.

This artifact was dark red and only the size of a palm. A light of agility flowed out.

Gala Gu Mo rolled his eyes, looking serious: "This is the Snow Fox clan's inheritance treasure. How did she manage to control this Xuan Qing Pot?"

Nuan He raised an eyebrow. The other knew about this artifact?

The Snow Fox Princess felt uneasy but was not alone in facing this demon. Seeing that the silver dragon’s light column had been blocked, Lin Xuan looked slightly surprised but quickly calmed down.

He took a deep breath and changed his spell, shooting two differently colored light columns from the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring into the silver dragon's head.

Though only about an arm's length thick, they contained immense spiritual energy. They shot into the silver dragon’s head with a whoosh.

The silver dragon's face showed signs of pain as its body rolled and exploded in a series of cracking sounds. It began to transform.

In the mist, a monstrous creature with a human torso and two heads could be vaguely seen, its four legs now arms. Its entire body was covered in silvery scales, charging towards the Buddha.

Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. He flipped his left hand and a greenish-crimson jade flute appeared in his palm. It spun around before transforming into a giant snake as thick as a water barrel.

A beast soul treasure!

Though it might not be particularly powerful to Lin Xuan, it could still provide some support for the attack. The giant snake charged towards the Buddha from the side.

Yue Xianfeng's actions were limited due to his loss of physical form. As an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator, he had lost most of his treasures after losing his body. However, as a former sect leader, his eyesight was excellent. He prepared to hide and wait for an opportunity to attack.

Facing the approaching silver dragon, the Buddha used the secret technique of the Buddha's Divine Palm once again. The silver dragon did not back down, swinging its four arms with a loud crackling sound. Numerous claw shadows appeared in mid-air, clashing with the Buddha's Divine Palm.

Boom!

The explosion echoed as the real Buddha’s power was only a fraction of the true demon's abilities. The claws were no less formidable, and Lin Xuan relaxed slightly.

Meanwhile, Nuan He began casting her secret technique. With a flick of her sleeves, a small jade box flew out.

Opening the lid revealed a faint green tea aroma. There was barely any tea left.

Nuan He hesitated as not only did she have little tea but also this technique greatly consumed her body's energy. She had just used it recently and should rest for at least half a year. But now, she couldn't afford to wait; no matter what, she wouldn’t let her magical artifact be destroyed.

Gala Gu Mo wasn't foolish enough to wait for the three of them to attack. With a cold snort, his figure flickered as he split into three identical demons, following closely behind the three of them.

What was this?

A technique of transformation?

No, Lin Xuan shook his head; it seemed more like the legendary body external manifestation technique. But he didn't have time to analyze it further because one of the middle demons had already charged towards him in an instant.
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Panic flashed across Zhang Yu's face as he opened his mouth and a green flame shot out.

"Humph, Infant Fire? Do you think this ordinary trick can stop me?" the ancient demon sneered. His right hand slashed through the air, enveloped in thick demonic energy, and aimed diagonally at Lin Xuan, ignoring that Infant Fire completely.

Overconfidence would come with a price. Lin Xuan's demonic flames were far from ordinary. The moment his refined demonic energy came into contact with the green ghostly flame, it ignited like paper. He felt a mix of shock and fear; this wasn't just an ordinary Infant Fire—it contained剧毒, actually corroding even his demonic essence.

Furious, the ancient demon's face darkened as he clenched his jaw. Before he could use another technique, Lin Xuan wouldn't let him. With a downward diagonal slash from his left hand, a streak of green light shot out from his sleeve and struck with surprising speed. A loud tearing sound echoed in the air as a large head flew up into the sky. The ancient demon was defeated, but his remains were indistinct, re-forming into black demonic fog—merely an alternative avatar.

The fog tried to retreat, but Lin Xuan wasn't about to let it go. With a swift wave of his left hand, he pointed forward urgently. The small green ghostly flame expanded dramatically, enveloping the demon in a dazzling green light.

A few dozen feet away, the main body of Kala ancient demon turned pale as well. The凝聚化身的魔气 was part of her true essence; she wasn't willing to give it up easily. With wide eyes and a loud shout, he condensed his demonic energy into a one-foot-tall, bizarre-looking demon that struggled against the demonic flames.

"Hmph, dreaming too much!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he opened his mouth, spitting out a stream of essence blood. The demonic flames absorbed it, instantly intensifying like fuel on fire, rapidly growing in size.

Green chains of flame materialized and tightly bound the demon. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's side rumbled. A beautiful maiden appeared from thin air.

The ancient demon was taken aback, surprised by another enemy hiding nearby who had evaded his divine sense detection.

Of course, this woman was Mo'er. After appearing, she didn't say a word but waved her jade hand to summon a black banner.

Several spells cast, the banner swelled and turned pitch-black, revealing a large void within the demonic energy.

Demonic arts?

Kala ancient demon was shocked. No… there was also strong ghostly energy inside. Could this woman be a阴魂体?

Before he could finish his thought, thousands of black threads flew out from the void, enveloping the tiny demon and pulling it into the banner.

Using poison to counter poison!

The ancient demon's face turned ashen with rage. He had always corrupted others' treasures, but now his true essence was being absorbed by a demonic artifact.

This was intolerable!

It was an insult, but Mo'er didn't wait for him to react. With a giggle, she transformed into a white light and flew into Lin Xuan's sleeve.

Although Mo'er's powers were formidable, such battles were too dangerous. It was time to take advantage of the situation.

This demonic energy was no ordinary matter; it would greatly enhance the power of the Beast Soul Banner after being refined.

The ancient demon was furious, his expression filled with hatred as he watched Lin Xuan. However, his enemies weren't just this hateful youth.

Yuanke faced off against another ancient demon avatar. The Snow Fox Princess was about to use her inherited treasures and couldn't afford any distractions.

As the avatar approached, she waved a embroidered handkerchief…

A flash of light enveloped the handkerchief as it transformed into a colorful祥云, which enveloped her. Pure demonic energy surged from within. The ancient demon's avatar pounced, reciting "Amitabha" before his body swelled to the size of an angry golden Buddha, raising his massive fist and striking downward.

Pang! The cloud shook but failed to withstand the blow. The ancient demon avatar roared, swinging his fists like a drum, trying to break through…

Let's see how long it can hold out.

The Snow Fox Princess wouldn't stand idly by; her handkerchief was merely buying time. In just a few breaths, the cloud was shattered.

In the mist, Yuanke's face showed signs of regret as this ancient treasure had been with her for centuries and now was destroyed. She felt a mix of sadness.

But the ancient demon avatar ignored these emotions. After breaking through her defenses, his massive fist aimed at the Snow Fox Princess's head.

Only a few feet apart, Yuanke showed no sign of retreat or fear. In front of her floated a large golden talisman.

"That is—"

The ancient demon saw it and recoiled in fear. He hesitated to halt the avatar's attack but was too late.

Yuanke raised her chin, her lips forming one word: "破!"

A loud tearing sound as the golden talisman shattered into countless light points. At the same time, Yuanke's demonic energy dimmed slightly, and she paled. But no one noticed these details; the light points had captured their attention, entering the ancient demon avatar's body.

Soon, a layer of golden light enveloped him, and his demonic energy rapidly dissipated with no resistance.

The ancient demon roared in fury. Two out of three avatars were destroyed, but these youngsters dared to be so bold! He wouldn't let them go unpunished.

With a cruel smile, black demonic energy surged. The skulls made from念珠 gnashed and glowed red as they intertwined with the demonic energy, their ferocity skyrocketing. They charged at the Snow Fox Princess, spewing ghostly flames.

Yuanke's eyes flashed as she picked up a teapot with her fingers. She lifted her neck and opened her mouth, pouring out a green water stream…

She then clapped her hands and sprayed more tea from her lips, using her fingers as a pen to write in the air with the mixed demonic energy of the tea.

The girl's handwriting was swift and elegant, creating dozens of golden talismans instantly.

Radiant light shone brilliantly.

"破!"

She pointed at those runes. In the霞光, the golden talismans combined and transformed into several armored warriors.
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Each of them stood eight feet tall, towering and imposing. They held various weapons such as swords, spears, and daggers in their hands.

Lin Xuan's brows involuntarily arched. This was the second time he had witnessed Snow Fox Princess using a传承秘术 (Inherited Secret Technique). It was vastly different from her solo battle against the Phoenix, yet equally awe-inspiring.

He couldn't help but feel amazed at how powerful that玄清壶 (Clear and Pure Vase) must be. Even with his deep-seated composure, he couldn't hide his eagerness, a bit dazzled by its potential.

However, Lin Xuan quickly put aside such thoughts. With the enemy on high alert, it wasn't the time to indulge in greed.

After trapping Warmke, the ancient demon focused most of its attention on Lin Xuan. Now, it intended to take them down one by one. Although this young man was only at the early stage of元婴期 (Incubation Core Stage), his treasures and techniques were formidable. As long as he could eliminate this young man, the other two would be no match.

The ancient demon's plan seemed sound. Despite Warmke possessing inherited treasures, he still found the unassuming youth to be the most troublesome. As for Yue Xianfeng, a high-ranking cultivator without his physical body, what trouble could he possibly cause?

Seeing the ancient demon's fierce gaze fixed on him, Lin Xuan, with extensive experience in battling others, discerned the situation from its demeanor.

He inwardly cursed and ranted, but unwilling to wait for death, opened his mouth and spat out the碧幻幽火 (Illusory Green Flame).

However, it wasn't a simple attack against the ancient demon. Instead, it flew towards the short sword Qinghuo, which hovered in front of him. A different reading experience.

This sword's offensive power was formidable, and Lin Xuan intended to use it as a breakthrough from the front.

When he first consecrated this treasure, he had used this demonic flame, making them naturally blend seamlessly together.

The blade was wrapped in the greenish-black flames, looking ominous.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth, a look of fierce determination crossing his face. He shouted like thunder and pointed at the sword.

At the same time, a flicker of light appeared as the Qinghuo Sword vanished from its original position.

Then it inexplicably materialized in front of the ancient demon, shining brightly before slashing down with all its might.

Though only an inch-long short sword, that strike seemed to cleave through the heavens and divide the ancient demon into two halves.

However, Lin Xuan's face did not show any joy. Instead, he quickly moved his body, performing the Nine Heavens Microstep Technique, floating several feet away.

The ancient demon was no easy target to destroy. The one Lin Xuan had just killed was merely a residual image left behind by him.

This fellow's cultivation level was truly formidable. He must have secretly employed the Golden Cicada Shell Evasion technique, and Lin Xuan's divine sense had been deceived.

Fortunately, his combat experience was rich enough for him to promptly activate the Nine Heavens Microstep Technique. A thick black shadow pierced through where he had stood, revealing that the ancient demon Galar had hidden its tail underground and snuck up from behind to attack.

How dangerous!

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath.

This cunning demon was indeed extremely vicious, almost falling into his trap.

"Ah?" An astonished voice entered his ears. The ancient demon rolled its eyes with an expression of surprise on its face. His attack had been dodged, and the concealment technique he just used was no less than teleportation in terms of speed. Did they have any idea what they were dealing with? A condensation core cultivator at the early stage shouldn't be so troublesome.

However, the ancient demon's initial surprise quickly turned to joy as his expression became calm.

It didn't matter how formidable the opponent was; he would never escape from his grasp. The more extraordinary his techniques, the more essence and life force were stored in his body and spirit core.

With this thought, the ancient demon extended its tongue, licking its lips with a greedy look.

Lin Xuan felt a bit uneasy. This was an unprecedented formidable enemy. He must be cautious; any mistake could result in his demise here.

Recalling this, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a shield about the size of a palm flew out before him. Made from white bones, it had a grotesque face at its center, exuding an eerie aura.

It spun around Lin Xuan's body.

However, even with this, Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied. The Qinghuo Sword flew back and was grasped in his hand. The碧幻幽火 (Illusory Green Flame) burned fiercely as he flipped his right hand and took out a stack of talismans.

This young man had many treasures indeed.

The ancient demon Galar frowned, unwilling to continue wasting energy, as it would be detrimental for the subsequent breaking of the Heavenly罡伏魔阵 (Heavenly Firmament Demonic Suppression Array).

A fight was inevitable!

With this thought, he waved his hands, and a layer of illusory images appeared. Behind him, faint light resembling Buddha's radiance flickered, but it was gray-black, obviously corrupted by demonic energy.

Then the ancient demon opened its mouth and roared loudly.

A black sound wave shot out from its mouth!

It didn't need to be said; this was the ultimate power of the Buddhist Lion Roar.

Lin Xuan felt a strange sensation. He had never faced a high-ranking practitioner of the Buddhist sect before, yet his first encounter with their divine techniques was on this demon.

However, that thought flashed through his mind briefly as he focused on the battle.

He pointed at it and cast a spell, causing the Three Yin White Bone Shield to suddenly expand. The grotesque face opened its mouth, emitting a cold wind that enveloped Lin Xuan.

The sound wave silently approached!

Lin Xuan felt a sharp pain in his head as if struck by a heavy hammer, his body feeling light-headed, and his magical energy failing to rise. He was alarmed, realizing the Buddhist Lion Roar could almost bypass the defenses of even a treasure.

This situation was dire; he lost his initial advantage with just this one strike. The ancient demon's lips curled into a sinister smile as it vanished from its original position on a black lotus platform.

Danger!

Even though his divine sense couldn't pinpoint the demon's whereabouts, Lin Xuan knew it must be closing in to launch a devastating attack.

With his body almost devoid of magical energy, he could not even consider setting up any defenses. He was trapped in a desperate situation.

For an ordinary Incubation Core cultivator, their downfall would be certain. However, Lin Xuan wasn't easily defeated.

In the next instant, Galar appeared three feet away from Lin Xuan. With a hand reaching out, it transformed into a black demonic claw with sharp nails that flashed with cold light as they aimed for his heart.

Lin Xuan's body was still numb, but he could still mobilize some divine essence to shout:

"Quickly!"

His waist pouch suddenly opened, releasing countless gray-white corpse qi. A figure emerged, revealing the Corpse Demon.

Its fangs were exposed, and its body was thin and withered—clearly a Corpse Demon.

Unfortunately, it had lost both arms after the destruction of the Qilin Ancient Cave. Lin Xuan hadn't had time to repair them, so he didn't intend to use this demon for battle. However, in times of crisis, there were no other considerations.

The Corpse Demon roared loudly and bravely stood before its master.
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Puff! The demon arm pierced through the corpse's chest. The Corpse Demon shuddered in agony, but this monster from the Netherworld was no pushover. Instead of retreating, it gritted its teeth and rubbed its body forward, opening its mouth wide to bite hard at the ancient demon’s neck.

"Ahh!"

The Ancient Demon was both shocked and furious. He never expected such a result. With his left hand, he flicked out, sending a flash of demonic light into the corpse's shoulder.

A series of loud bangs echoed as the Corpse Demon’s body, though tough like steel, could not withstand it and crumpled.

The demon’s eyes turned blood-red, but he showed no interest in fusing with this zombie. With a flick of his arm, he sent the severely injured corpse flying away.

With life or death hanging in the balance, the Ancient Demon lunged at Lin Xuan as if he had just walked through the gates of hell. Tianxiu Immortal, a formidable figure, naturally did not want to engage this terrifying enemy head-on and instead chose to flee when the opportunity arose.

Unfortunately for Lin Xuan, he was far from an ordinary cultivator. Though still struggling to regain his breath, he could now muster some power.

With his right hand, he flicked out two sheets of red paper talismans, infusing them with mana as they burst into flames. Two creatures appeared in the light: one a bird and the other a snake.

The Ancient Demon’s face darkened. A mid-stage transformed demon and an early-stage cultivator were not formidable on their own, but together they proved far more troublesome than expected.

Should he unleash his True Soul from the demon body? While that would greatly enhance his power, capturing both of them was certain. However, such a move would corrupt his true soul even further, risking the loss of his mind.

Should he take this risk? Tianxiu Immortal pondered deeply, caught between two difficult choices.

Seeing no immediate attack from the demon, Lin Xuan’s gaze flickered as he ceased provoking it and instead extended his divine sense to find a safe escape route.

Lady Yuan also showed similar signs of unease, appearing to fight with the golden-armored warrior while secretly searching for an exit.

She knew this demon was not one to be easily fought head-on. The storm clouds were gathering, and the scene fell into a brief silence.

Suddenly, the Ancient Demon turned his head left and roared: "Boy, do you want to run?"

A black beam of demonic energy shot out from his mouth, targeting an unremarkable corner.

With a loud thud, Lin Xuan’s true soul reappeared, disoriented and fearful. His instant teleportation had been disrupted once again.

Strictly speaking, this was just a simplified version of the technique.

Yue Xianfeng was anxious; he had lost his physical body and could only rely on his true soul, which lacked strength. Seeing that both Lin Xuan and Lady Yuan had caught the demon’s attention, he intended to escape but ended up making things worse.

Frustration filled him.

But he would not sit idly by. As the Ancient Demon lunged at him, a look of malice flashed across his true soul's face as he waved his hands and expelled a ball of essence energy. He quickly cast a spell and shouted: "Quick!"

The essence energy flickered, then grew like a storm, and from it emerged a bird half a foot long.

Lin Xuan mounted the bird without hesitation and flew off at an astonishing speed.

The sudden change caught even the Ancient Demon off guard. With a sneer, he raised his left hand, sending countless demonic energies into the air that formed a dense net, descending upon Lin Xuan.

Running was not so easy!

Lin Xuan’s true soul’s expression tightened as it reluctantly opened its mouth to release two streaks of pure green energy, slicing forward like swords. The demonic net, though tough, was torn open by these attacks, allowing the true soul to escape on the bird.

The Ancient Demon roared with anger and chased after Lin Xuan. This was a late-stage cultivator’s true soul—a precious resource for him. He could not let it go so easily.

He opened his mouth and spat out two black balls that reeked of blood. These balls wriggled, transforming into three-headed demonic snakes.

Lin Xuan frowned; such demonized creatures were no match for him. The Ancient Demon’s goal was to keep them both occupied.

Lin Xuan did not fall for it. With a wave of his sleeve, he produced two red talismans and infused them with mana. Two creatures appeared in the light: beast souls.

These talismans had been rare for Lin Xuan; at his current level, they seemed more like a burden than a boon. But now, in this situation, they were perfect.

Though these three-stage beast souls could not defeat the demonized creature, they should buy them some time.

This was payback with interest.

Lady Yuan’s thoughts mirrored Lin Xuan's. A strange expression crossed her face as she cast another spell, and the golden-armored warrior advanced to surround the three-headed demonic snakes.

Lin Xuan’s green light flared, and he sped off towards the distance—now was his best chance to escape.

As for Lady Yuan, she also fled in a different direction.

In times of crisis, partners become rivals. They were only temporary allies, and in such critical moments, abandoning one's companion to save oneself made perfect sense.

The Ancient Demon’s expression darkened further as he chased after Yue Xianfeng’s true soul without hesitation.

These two were indeed cunning, but within this confined space, they could not escape his grasp. One step at a time; there was no need for haste.

Lin Xuan, though unaware of the demon's sinister smile, knew that this opportunity was rare. He pushed his mana to its limits and fled forward.

Green light flickered as he darted away, covering over ten miles in moments.

"Master, where are you planning to run? This confined space offers no escape," Moon’s anxious voice entered Lin Xuan's ears.

"I know."

"Why then do you flee? Joining forces with the Snow Fox Princess might still offer a chance. Doing this now makes it easier for us to be defeated one by one," Moon's face was filled with confusion.

"Stupid girl, too naive. Do you really think we can unite our efforts and stand against that demon?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"How could that be? Master, you and Lady Yuan were clearly evenly matched just now, even slightly ahead."

Moon covered her mouth in shock, looking very puzzled.

"It’s hard to explain, but I feel the demon has not used all its strength. Staying here means certain death; fleeing might offer a chance," Lin Xuan said.

With that, he no longer talked to Moon and prepared to find a place to conceal his aura, hoping to use the收敛术to slip past unnoticed.

Yue Xianfeng was not so lucky. His cleverness backfired as he found himself in a desperate situation after fleeing first.

Though he had used secret techniques to transform into a flying bird, which required immense mana consumption, Tianxiu Immortal, an elder from the Azure Phoenix Sect, was no stranger to such spells and quickly caught up with him.

With his true soul’s face filled with despair, Yue Xianfeng spat out more essence blood that entered the bird's head. The bird cried out loudly as its speed increased by a third.

Yue Xianfeng’s eyes showed pain; he had lost too much of his true essence, and his body felt unstable.

"Boy, don’t waste your efforts. Surrender to me willingly or face the torment of soul refinement."

The Ancient Demon's threatening voice echoed in Yue Xianfeng's ears as he slashed forward with his right hand, creating a wave of demonic energy that formed winged snakes to swarm around the true soul.
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The ancient demon clapped his hands to his chest, and a monstrous arm, over ten feet thick, suddenly appeared in mid-air. It reached into the hurricane.

A rumbling sound echoed as Kalar the ancient demon rushed closer. Countless thread-like tentacles shot out from atop his head.

Yue Xianfeng was shocked. His body had been lost this way, so he naturally didn't dare to be careless. However, now that all his treasures were exhausted, he was at a dead end.

With no other choice, he gritted his teeth and charged forward with reckless determination.

The corner of the ancient demon's mouth curled up in contempt as he roared: "Amitabha!"

From his blood-filled maw, an invisible sound wave emerged—Lion's Roar, a secret technique from the Buddhist sect.

This move had even caused Lin Xuan trouble.

If Yue Xianfeng possessed the **, with his great cultivator's power, he might not have feared. But now, it was like a tiger falling into a farmer's trap.

The baby yin-yang spirit held its head in both hands as its face twisted. With a "gur" sound, it tumbled off the immortal bird. The thread-like tentacles quickly bound his limbs and feet.

At this point, Yue Xianfeng knew he was doomed. His little face filled with venom: "Demon, you treated me like this; one day, I'll get my revenge."

"Revenge?" the ancient demon rolled his eyes. "Little guy, did you go mad from cultivation? Saying such childish words. Survival of the fittest is the iron law in the cultivation world. You were a late-stage baby yin-yang spirit, didn't you walk this path with blood on your hands?"

"Submit to me and merge with my essence. You won't have another chance at reincarnation."

The ancient demon sneered as he stuffed the baby yin-yang spirit into his mouth, savoring it with a satisfied expression.

"Haha, indeed, not愧 you're a late-stage cultivator. The taste of this baby yin-yang spirit is far beyond that of two early-stage demons. Its essence is rich; it's greatly beneficial to me."

The ancient demon rolled his eyes and emitted a torrent of demonic energy. His face showed cruelty as he swallowed the immortal bird wrapped in flying snakes.

No need for curiosity, for this bird was凝聚 from the baby yin-yang spirit’s true essence. The ancient demon wouldn't let it go.

He licked his lips with satisfaction before closing his eyes and continuously calculating.

In just a few breaths, he raised his head with joy, revealing a sly smile. He turned and a large cloud of demonic fog surged out. It flashed several times before disappearing.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had arrived at the entrance of a canyon, an ideal place to avoid the ancient demon due to its remote location.

Lin Xuan was about to use his敛气 technique when he suddenly raised his eyebrows, his expression changing as if he had noticed something.

He emitted a bright green light and quickly retreated.

However, nearby everything seemed calm. Apart from some rocks and trees, there were no other objects.

"Friend, you've been watching me for so long; are you still not going to show yourself?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and spoke in a neutral tone.

His body was filled with spiritual energy, on high alert.

"Interesting. You're just an early-stage cultivator, yet you managed to spot my presence."

A man's light laughter entered his ears. A white flash revealed a tall figure about seven or eight feet away from Lin Xuan.

"You..."

Lin Xuan's expression grew serious. The man was in his thirties, clearly male with long black hair reaching his waist. However, he looked anything but effeminate; instead, he was extremely graceful.

A faint layer of demonic mist surrounded him.

"Ah, it’s Snow Fox, one of the three demon kings. I apologize for my rudeness," Lin Xuan bowed and smiled warmly.

"Oh, you know me?" Snow Fox's expression showed surprise.

"No, we've never met before, but your daughter and I just teamed up," Lin Xuan suddenly coughed as if recalling something.

"What? You saw Yuhe?"

Snow Fox was overjoyed. This place was too strange, and he hadn't heard from his daughter for a long time. He had been worried. But now, not only the eldest princess, but also Princess Xiang were together with her sister.

However, upon hearing this news, Snow Fox fell silent, his expression half-believing and half-doubting.

"Do not worry; I would never lie to you. I just don't know how the two princesses are doing now," Lin Xuan's face was sincere as he sighed.

"What? Could they be in danger?" Snow Fox was moved by concern for his daughter.

"Indeed, there’s a very powerful ancient demon here. My wife and I just fought him together," Lin Xuan briefly explained but deliberately omitted the news about the玄凤 sect leader.

"An ancient demon?"

Snow Fox's expression darkened. Could it be that monster mentioned in the transmission scroll—Kalar?

No, if it were Kalar, his daughter and this young man wouldn't have a chance to escape; it must be another demon.

Just as Snow Fox was about to ask more questions, he suddenly narrowed his eyes and looked ahead.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan quickly took defensive stances. However, he saw nothing unusual. His divine sense might be superior to other cultivators of the same stage, but compared to late-stage monsters, there was still a gap.

He waved his sleeve and summoned the Three Yin White Bone Shield again; it seemed the ancient demon had followed him here.

"Kukuku, I didn't expect another late-stage demon. Are you Snow Fox?"

A hoarse voice entered his ears as a black shadow appeared before him. The bald monk had intended to attack from the side but now openly appeared after being discovered.

The ancient demon was also mixed with joy and worry. This demon seemed harder to deal with than Yue Xianfeng, but if he could devour it, breaking through the Heavenly罡伏魔阵 should be within his grasp.

"Are you Kalar the ancient demon?"

Snow Fox's expression was as grim as ever. The demon’s appearance matched the description in the texts; back then, he had once faced nine Separation and Union stage experts.

At that moment, Snow Fox almost lost control of his limbs.

But quickly, he regained composure.

The demonic monster before him didn't give him a terrifying feeling. Thinking about how much time had passed—perhaps even millions of years—the power of Kalar the ancient demon might have diminished significantly!

With this thought, Snow Fox's face returned to its lazy smile as he extended his hand and snapped it at his waist, summoning a sword-like treasure.

Demonic energy surged, forming a shield in front of him.

"Master, aren't you going to run?" Moon asked curiously from within Lin Xuan’s mind.

"Why bother? With this late-stage demon, the outcome is uncertain. Why should I continue running away?"
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Luo Gumi's expression turned extremely grim. He sneered, "Looks like you two want to make a last stand."

"Monster, what did you do to my daughter?" the Snow Fox King said coldly.

"Daughter? Oh, you mean that girl just now. Don't worry, she is still alive. But after dealing with you both, I'll naturally find her. Stop struggling, and all of you will become my food."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of disdain. This demon's abilities were indeed formidable, but such arrogance was perhaps too much to claim. With a wave of his sleeves, dozens of low-grade earth-level talismans flew out, transforming into rolling thunder and fire, heading towards the ancient demon.

The ancient demon's face showed a hint of surprise.

These were all mid-grade earth-level talismans. Each one was worth several thousand crystal stones, yet Lin Xuan seemed to be throwing them away like they were worthless. This was truly unexpected.

He didn't know that Lin Xuan, despite his other shortcomings, had amassed such wealth that it left even fellow cultivators in awe. Even the ancient experts of the Separation Stage who had long withdrawn from the world might fall short. A few thousand crystal stones meant nothing to Lin Xuan.

Wealth could indeed kill people. Facing so much thunder and fire, the ancient demon could only temporarily avoid them.

Wrapped in demonic fog, a black light flashed under his feet as he vanished without a trace.

It wasn't instantaneous teleportation, but this subtle form of concealment still made Lin Xuan frown deeply, feeling very troublesome. Fortunately, there was a formidable ally beside him.

The Snow Fox King narrowed his eyes and stretched out his hand, grabbing the knife-shaped treasure in his palm.

With a flick, he swung it diagonally downward.

Despite its slow movement, it gave an impression of immense force.

A blade of light with a diameter of about ten feet appeared before him.

It flashed once, then disappeared.

紧接着，古魔惊怒的声音传来。林轩左侧约十余丈远处，灵光乌芒一阵闪烁，那僧人模样的古魔跌跌撞撞地后退了几步，他的隐身术被破去了。

不同于岳弦峰，雪狐王已晋升后期近千年，在盛名之下无虚士。这一出手，就让古魔吃了一点不小的苦头。

他的僧袍破了，胸前出现了一个两尺多长的伤口，从胸至腹，颇为恐怖。然而更加诡异的是，竟然没有一滴血流出，里面反而有无数魔气和肉芽不停蠕动着。

雪狐王挑了挑眉，脸上露出淡淡之色，心中却暗自松了一口气。果然不出自己所料，经过数百万年的消磨，迦罗古魔的神通已不多了，自己大有机会获胜。

“哼，居然能伤我，阁下的神通倒确实不错。既然如此，我也不能再藏着掖着，就让你们看看我的真正实力好了。”古魔看了看伤口，缓缓抬起头，狞笑着开口。

什么？真正实力！难道他刚才与自己三人斗法的时候，并没有用真身？

林轩的表情一愕，脸色有些难看。

但很快又恢复了木然。对方说得煞有其事，但是真假谁又能分辨清楚，十有八九是虚言恫吓。

自己又不是吓大的。

雪狐王的表情更加阴沉。这位活了几千年的冰漠荒原霸主，根本不是几句言语就能撼动心神的。

迦罗古魔见两人表情，自然知道他们不信，也不多言，冷笑三声，两手合拢，高宣了一句：“阿弥陀佛！”

话音未落，璀璨的佛光已经出现在他的身后。

然而那佛光却是黑色的，并且隐隐有一些怪物在里面不停蠕动着。

僧人的脸上露出痛苦之色，青筋凸起。他高高扬起了头颅，一股浓郁的魔气从身上冒出。

这股魔气与先前明显不同，里面竟有一股浓浓的腥臭味。

林轩眉头大皱。看来对方真有后手，他自然不会傻等此魔变身成功。袖袍一拂，那尺许长的短剑飞掠而出，林轩张开口，喷出一团碧绿色的幽火，两者再次完美融合。

随后林轩屈指一弹，那短剑颤动着向前斩去，令人膛目结舌。

而林轩还不满足。左手猛的一拍腰间，巴掌大小的宝扇飞了出来。

迎风就涨，林轩握住了扇柄。

宝扇直径足有丈许，表面符文清晰可见。林轩毫不犹豫地注入法力。

“疾！”

林轩轻喝一声，狠狠将此宝向前扇去。

一阵怪异的声音传入耳中。

两股阴阳怪风飞了出来，皆有碗口粗细。一道漆黑如墨的魔气距离尚远就隐隐散出一股腥臭之气，另一道则是惨白的，颜色仿佛尸火，让人一看就觉得极不舒服。

不用说，威力自是非同小可。

另一边，雪狐王也没有闲着。

他对迦罗古魔的了解比林轩多得多，心中自然更为忌惮。当然不可能傻等对方施展神通。

身形一闪，雪狐王已一分为三。

接着再闪，九个雪狐王出现在面前。

这并非幻术，而是他苦修多年的不传之秘。

面对迦罗古魔，这位后期的大妖也不敢藏拙，一开始就想全力以赴。

九个雪狐王各伸手，分别得到了不同的法宝。刀枪剑戟各不相同，但每一样都不是凡物。

一声厉喝，向着古魔打去。

古魔的变身尚未成功，自然也不打算和两人硬碰。一道法诀打出，脚下的莲台顿时发生变化。

原本此宝是由某种未知美玉雕刻而成，此时却仿佛活了过来。

变成一朵黑色的莲花，缓缓绽放，与之伴随的是浓郁的血腥气息传入鼻端。

这是什么魔功？

林轩眉头一皱，随后便听见古魔一声大喝。以那莲花为中心，一圈黑色的波纹荡漾开来。

波纹之中，更有一些蠕动的魔物出现，但身形模糊，看不清楚。

林轩的表情越凝重。这时，青火剑终于攻到了。

挡在前方的魔物足有三丈高，身材魁梧，太阳穴两侧生有像牛一样的尖角。

手中拿着一根狼牙棒，狠狠朝着青火剑撼上。

轰！

灵光四射，魔气翻涌。此魔物力大无穷，但融合碧幻幽火的宝剑非同小可，此魔物身形颤抖，被劈得倒退了几步。
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Lin Xuan did not feel elated. Instead, a hint of surprise flashed across his face before his expression turned grim. However, this was merely an avatar formed from the demon essence; it could actually block the full power of the Green Flame Sword.

This was somewhat troublesome. Lin Xuan began to reconsider whether he should immediately make a run for it.

The next attack came from the Yin-Yang Deviant Wind released by the Banana Treasure Fan. However, this too proved ineffective as a small, dexterous demon creature blocked it with its shield.

At the back of the formation was the Great Block Clan's Snow Fox King.

Seeing that Lin Xuan’s attacks were ineffective, he remained unperturbed. The nine avatars raised their hands simultaneously and surrounded the ancient demon, then unleashed theirtreasure法器with great force.

A thunderous sound echoed in his ears. The Snow Fox King’s attack seemed straightforward but was incredibly powerful; the demons in front of him crumbled like paper, either losing their heads or being split in half from the brow to the chin.

Lin Xuan sighed, having witnessed for a second time the power of a high-ranking cultivator. Indeed, it far exceeded his own capabilities. He felt a great sense of caution.

After a moment’s hesitation, he recalled the Green Flame Sword and instead summoned the Nine Heaven Moon Ring.

At this moment, the ancient demon let out a mix of shock and anger as the Snow Fox King had successfully penetrated the center of the black lotus after defeating several demons.

The demon fog suddenly erupted like a hive that had been disturbed. The intensity was unprecedented, with demonic energy surging everywhere. Clearly, the Snow Fox King was also giving his all.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in surprise as he realized this outcome. He originally thought that even if there could be a decisive battle, it would take some time and likely turn into a long and arduous struggle.

Instead, from the start, one of the three Great Demons, the old Snow Fox, had engaged in a head-on confrontation—perhaps more accurately described as a desperate fight.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with an unusual light, lost in thought.

"Master, this is our chance. We can slip away."

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Let's see how things unfold first."

"All right."

Although Mo Er felt somewhat puzzled, she always obeyed her master’s commands and did not argue further.

Rumbling sounds continued to reach his ears. Within half a cup of tea, two loud roars echoed from the demon fog—Snow Fox King and the ancient demon. Both voices were filled with pain, but it was unclear who had emerged victorious.

Lin Xuan held the Nine Heaven Moon Ring in his palm; even with his composure, he couldn't help showing signs of tension as he released his divine sense to its full extent.

Simultaneously, a white hurricane formed in mid-air, gently sweeping away the demon essence and dispersing it on both sides.

The scene before him became clear once again. Lin Xuan looked and was taken aback by what he saw.

First came the Snow Fox King, who appeared extremely disheveled. He had been reduced to his most vulnerable state; his secret techniques were broken, and all nine avatars vanished. Most terrifyingly, only half of his body remained, cut in two from the waist down.

His face was pale as paper, with a small talisman on his abdomen trying to stop the bleeding while he trembled in agony.

Lin Xuan felt a chill run through him; an advanced demon had been grievously injured in just one exchange. If it were him, things would be even worse. Could this be the end for him today?

He hadn't expected the ancient demon to speak the truth about its power after using genuine techniques. Lin Xuan regretted not following Mo Er’s advice and making a run for it when the two were fighting.

Despite his fear, Lin Xuan was far from an ordinary cultivator. He took a deep breath and forced himself to suppress his unease—panic would only worsen his situation.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, casting several spells in quick succession. The Nine Heaven Moon Ring began to emit a whistling sound as numerous ring shadows appeared around him.

Each was different; some were the size of a bracelet, others as large as a meter in diameter, with varying colors—sky blue and fiery red, reflecting the dual nature of this treasure.

After calming down, Lin Xuan looked towards the ancient demon again. His eyes widened in shock.

This was the true form of a demon.

His monk robe was completely torn, revealing his upper body. However, what he showed was not human; his height had increased to over three meters.

Countless thin tentacles grew from his bald head, each resembling living demon snakes that writhed and moved.

A sharp horn protruded from his forehead, extending a foot in length, covered with countless electric sparks.

The most repulsive part was his chest and abdomen. A woman’s face had appeared there, though it was quite beautiful, giving an eerie feeling.

This form was slightly different from the original Gara Ancient Demon; after fusing with Tianxiu couple, they naturally influenced each other, leading to some changes.

Despite its terrifying appearance, Lin Xuan, having been a cultivator for so long, had seen many monsters. What truly frightened him was the demon essence becoming more substantial and dense on the ancient demon’s body.

From an aura perspective, this demon already surpassed high-ranking cultivators.

No wonder he could severely injure the Snow Fox King.

Of course, as one of the three Great Demons, this ice desert lord wasn’t just a show. The Gara Ancient Demon was also grievously injured; large holes had been opened in his abdomen and chest, bigger than bowls.

However, no blood flowed out; the demon essence and flesh were constantly repairing themselves. Such injuries would be catastrophic for a cultivator, but the ancient demon seemed indifferent.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered as he looked at his right hand. The thick demon arm had transformed into a curved blade, about ten feet long. His left hand was covered in scales, forming an ugly claw.

The Snow Fox King’s gaze was filled with malice; he underestimated this demon and ended up in such a state. He raised his left hand, sending out countless green lightballs from his sleeve. After a moment of blurriness, each ball transformed into a sharp-beaked bird.

With a flap of its wings, the birds swarmed towards the ancient demon!

Meanwhile, the Snow Fox King turned into a white streak and flew downward to where his half-cut body lay.

Although such injuries were terrifying, he still had a way to join his two halves. For a Great Demon, this was not an insurmountable problem.

However, the ancient demon would not let him succeed. With a wide grin, dense demon essence surged like a hurricane. The birds didn’t stop the attack; instead, they were easily devoured by the ancient demon.
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Then, he raised his demonic arm.

"Zhis zhis," the piercing sound of breaking air entered Lin Xuan's ears as countless black shadows emerged, densely packed together and flying forward with astonishing speed.

Their target was precisely the head of Snow Fox King. Naturally, he wouldn't let this powerful demon escape. In its full display of demonic energy, it posed an extremely dangerous threat to Tianxiu Huang. A slip could result in his essence body being assimilated by this ancient demon's corpse.

A fight must be initiated; otherwise, the consequences would be dire.

To his surprise, his secret technique had failed to stop them at all. The Snow Fox King's face turned pale as he realized it was too late to dodge. A burst of green light emerged from his mouth, transforming into a dazzling beam that appeared several feet in front of him.

Sizzle.

The shadowy claws fiercely struck down.

The light flickered and easily tore open a crack over a yard long. The shadows slipped through the breach.

Could he also fall?

Snow Fox King's mind flashed with this thought as he regretted his decision to transform into an ancient demon. He should have known that such power would make him more aggressive.

With a howl, the ancient demon transformed into a faint green figure and vanished.

Lin Xuan felt a chill in his heart; his divine sense no longer detected any trace of it. This concealment technique was even better than Nine Heaven Mystical Art.

No wonder these demons from the higher realms were so formidable!

Now, Lin Xuan couldn't help but focus on Snow Fox King's predicament. His hands formed a ball and several divine techniques were cast.

The Nine Heaven Moon Ring trembled as several ice walls appeared in front of him. The surface of the ice walls was covered with flames.

This was an all-purpose treasure, and facing such a terrifying demon, Lin Xuan could only hope for the best without seeking glory.

However, Snow Fox King's situation did not look good. A flash of black light revealed that the ancient demon had appeared in front of the Great Demon King.

"Is this... Teleportation?" Lin Xuan squinted his eyes. Compared to an essence body's technique, it seemed even more mysterious and powerful.

Despite physical limitations, the ancient demon's power far exceeded that of a late-stage cultivator. He could even use some techniques from the separation stage.

Snow Fox King's face turned pale as he gritted his teeth, revealing a long spear with ancient inscriptions on its surface. After spitting out a mouthful of blood, the spear glowed with an eerie red color and was swung downward, creating several crescent-shaped slashes.

"What is this?" The ancient demon showed surprise. These crescent slashes were not ordinary sword lights; space itself seemed to distort slightly.

Although it couldn't tear through space, it shouldn't be underestimated. This spear was a rare ancient treasure with spatial properties.

Such an attack could not be ignored. Space distortion might disrupt his teleportation.

The ancient demon flicked its tongue and licked the corner of its mouth. It didn’t choose to retreat; after fully releasing demonic energy, Tianxiu Zhenren's essence body had already been affected.

Perhaps he hadn't noticed, but it was more aggressive than before.

With a howl, the ancient demon released a torrent of pure demonic energy that condensed into ten curved blades, each about a foot long, resembling cow horns.

Several flashes of black shadows revealed that the demon used its tentacles to swing these blades. The blade shadows clashed with Snow Fox King.

The sound of sharp impacts echoed as neither side gained an advantage in this short time. However, Lin Xuan knew that Snow Fox King's defeat was inevitable due to his severe injuries.

"Master, now is our chance! Escape while they are occupied!" Mo'er's voice entered his ears, but Lin Xuan remained unmoved. The girl underestimated the situation.

Escape?

It wouldn't be so easy. With the ancient demon's displayed power, he might have a slim chance outside, but in this confined space, even if he temporarily escaped, he would eventually fall.

Now it wasn’t just life or death; with another person, he might have given up hope long ago, but Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered as he continued to think calmly.

His left hand was hidden in his sleeve, secretly holding an jade box.

He couldn't fight directly; onlyoutwit means "to outwit" or "to take by strategy." In a broader context, it can also refer to "wisely obtaining" something. Given the term's usage, here is the translation: (wisdom) could save him. This item might bring a glimmer of hope.

Lin Xuan waited patiently while deliberately showing fear on his face.

The ancient demon didn’t suspect anything. It did indeed focus some divine sense to monitor Lin Xuan’s movements, and seeing this expression, it assumed he was frightened out of his wits, feeling pleased with itself.

Hmph, no matter how powerful, he was still just a first-stage cultivator. After their earlier battle, he had tasted some bitterness from Lin Xuan. Now, seeing the young man's stunned reaction, he felt a strange satisfaction.

But it couldn't continue like this; Tianxiu Zhenren could feel demonic energy gradually invading his essence body. With a fierce expression, he surged forward.

Snow Fox King was terrified and no longer had any reservations. Another mouthful of blood was spat out, the spear’s surface turning even more eerie red.

His face showed intense hatred. Even if he escaped this time, his cultivation level would likely drop.

With a heavy heart, he swung his ancient treasure, creating a crescent light blade over seven feet long. Sizzle, space was actually torn open, though only a few centimeters long, it was indeed breaking the void.

This was a technique that even separation-stage cultivators could perform. Snow Fox King's resentful strike, combined with his spatial attribute treasure, nearly succeeded.

The ancient demon let out a long howl as all its tentacles stood straight. Several black blades began to merge into one giant black curved blade, slicing at the red crescent light blade with a serious expression.

Boom!

Demonic energy and magical power clashed, expanding like an inflated balloon, bursting in all directions.

Residual spiritual energy formed a storm that forced Snow Fox King to release a protective barrier. Only then did he relax his eyes and look around.

But soon, he widened his eyes as the ancient demon ignored the violent airflow and charged forward, reaching him in an instant.

"You...!" Snow Fox King was speechless as he tried to resist but found his magical power had vanished.

It wasn't surprising; although he was a late-stage demon, severe injuries and consecutive use of secret techniques left him nearly drained of energy.

This was a good opportunity. The ancient demon wouldn’t miss it. A black shadow flashed as its tail pierced Snow Fox King's heart.

Finally, this troublesome enemy was eliminated. The ancient demon showed satisfaction but suddenly raised an eyebrow, sensing something and turned his head.

A green light descended from above.

Lin Xuan had attacked from the side when the ancient demon was distracted by its victory.

"Achilles' heel!"

The ancient demon sneered as it used a transformed demonic claw to catch the green fire sword. The purple scales glowed with demonic light, their hardness shocking.

Failing to stop him, Lin Xuan quickly vanished. The ancient demon didn’t pursue; this youth would be his prey sooner or later. He had no idea what secret technique he used, as Snow Fox King's soul couldn't escape its body.

He decided to enjoy the demon’s flesh first.

Lin Xuan seemed a frightened bird, rushing into Snow Fox King's embrace before using Nine Heaven Microsteps to disappear elsewhere.

Lin Xuan's panicked appearance satisfied the ancient demon. However, at that moment, Lin Xuan had secretly opened his sleeve and applied black powder from an jade box onto Snow Fox King’s wounds.

This was refined essence of demonic peach, more toxic than any poison. After ingestion, it would almost certainly cause a sudden drop in cultivation level.

This was his only hope!

He just didn’t know how long the process would take. Lin Xuan felt anxious but was relieved that the ancient demon hadn't noticed his actions and consumed Snow Fox King's half-body.

Satisfied, he licked his tongue and waved his hand, releasing a cloud of demonic fog to wrap Snow Fox King’s fallen feet and swallow them whole.
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In just a moment, the Sovereign Demon had already returned to the underworld.

Lin Xuan's face showed a serious expression. Without saying a word, he clasped his hands together and the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emitted a burst of spiritual light, transforming into a blue light screen. However, there were countless fist-sized flame talismans swirling on its surface.

Lin Xuan was not satisfied with this. Green flames erupted from his mouth and quickly merged into the light screen. Then he waved his sleeves, and the Three Yin White Bone Shield flew out, spinning rapidly. The ghost face array at the center of the shield devoured, spewing out pitch-black yin wind that enveloped Lin Xuan's figure.

Next, he raised his hand and summoned dozens of talismans. Multicolored spiritual light flickered; all of them were mid-grade earth-stage talismans. It wasn't a time to be frugal now. Lin Xuan used every defensive technique at his disposal since the opponent had already ingested those toxic powders, leaving him with little time.

To be honest, Lin Xuan was also somewhat intimidated by the opponent's cultivation level, which had surpassed the peak of the yuanxian stage. So he could only focus on full defense, hoping to hold out for a moment longer.

Seeing Lin Xuan's actions, the ancient demon's face showed a trace of surprise as well. He hadn't seen such "wasteful" tactics from this earth-stage demon before.

However, his expression quickly turned sinister and vicious. This approach indeed caused him some trouble, but ultimately it was futile. The only benefit was to prolong his survival for a little longer.

The ancient demon raised his left hand, and an eight-to-seven-meter-long grayish-green demonic arm appeared in mid-air. Only the five fingers were pitch-black with obvious toxins. Then, with a flash of ferocity in his eyes, that demonic arm fiercely reached down.

Lin Xuan's goal was to buy time by holding firm and waiting for an opportunity to change tactics. But he wouldn't just wait passively; he flipped his left hand and activated the Beast Soul Treasure, which flew out beyond the protective barrier, swelling into a grotesque giant python, fearlessly confronting the demonic arm.

Sizzle.

The two collided with a thunderous impact. The demonic arm quickly gained the upper hand, seizing the python's vital point. Lin Xuan's heart tightened as he changed his inner refinement method. The python struggled desperately, suddenly releasing seven to eight bolts of lightning from its body. Then Lin Xuan felt that his spiritual connection with the treasure was severed.

His face turned even more serious. Although he knew the opponent was formidable, he never expected it to be this powerful. This jade flute was a top-grade ancient treasure, but it had been destroyed in just one exchange. Lin Xuan felt a bitter taste in his mouth but could only grit his teeth and endure. The python was torn into two segments as the demonic arm pierced through with overwhelming might.

The protective barrier barely held for a breath before being breached. Lin Xuan's face darkened further.

He waved his sleeves, and a small mirror about the size of his palm flew out. Its ancient design was simple yet elegant. He poured in a large amount of spiritual energy.

No need to say; it was the Soul Capturing Mirror, an ancient treasure! The mirror emitted spiritual light, and several fist-sized spirit birds flew out from within. "Go!" Lin Xuan softly commanded. Those little birds swarmed towards the demonic arm.

"You brat, you can't escape your fate of being devoured by this Sovereign," the ancient demon laughed widely as he raised his right hand. From his elbow, it had transformed into a huge curved blade. He swung down with force, and dark spiritual energy surged, creating an astonishing blade light that sliced through several layers.

Sizzle…

The sound of a cloth tearing filled Lin Xuan's ears as the protective barriers were broken one after another before he managed to dissipate the blade light.

On the other side, the demonic arm followed closely, piercing through three layers of protection. However, the Soul Capturing Mirror's power was formidable; it flickered and then completely dissipated.

The ancient demon's face showed a look of surprise as his figure blurred and vanished.

In an instant, he rushed forward, swinging his curved blade repeatedly. Spiritual light flickered, breaking layer after layer of protective barriers.

Drops of sweat formed on Lin Xuan's forehead. This couldn't continue; the toxic powders hadn't taken effect yet, and he needed to find a way to buy some more time.

After hesitating for a moment, Lin Xuan took out several array flags from his pocket. He cast several inner refinement methods, sending those array flags flying in all directions. Soon they disappeared without a trace. Dark yin winds rose, the sky darkened, and an intense stench of blood permeated the air.

"What is this…" The ancient demon was stunned, stopping his actions. A ghostly evil creature, this brat knew so much, but such tactics were like showing off before a master.

With a fierce roar, he opened his mouth wide, drawing in the surrounding yin energy into his abdomen, enjoying it greedily as if feasting on it.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed. Several thoughts flashed through his mind. On the surface, he showed surprise and fear, but secretly, he reached into the pocket at his waist. He pulled out several strange insects—Jade Net Bees!

In ancient times, these were also very formidable insects, though not yet mature enough for combat use. However, their bodies contained potent toxins.

Although Lin Xuan didn't believe that poisons could restrain the ancient demon, they might still have some effect and perhaps even accelerate the effects of the Erosion Heart Peach Powder.

With his divine sense activated, those jade net bees exploded into powder, mixing with the yin winds.

To avoid the ancient demon noticing his actions, Lin Xuan used inner refinement methods to summon a ghostly wailing sound. Five towering figures appeared around them.

Each was over ten meters tall, with green faces and terrifying features. To buy more time from the ancient demon, Lin Xuan also summoned the Five Ghosts Soul Splitting Array.

A shocking怨气 rose into the sky as the five ghosts charged at the ancient demon, each holding a different weapon—sword, spear, halberd, or saber.

The ancient demon was indeed attracted by this. However, he showed no fear and spun around. In the sea of dark spiritual energy, his figure grew larger, becoming like a giant.

With a flash from his curved blade, he split one of the fierce ghosts in two. The other demonic arm plunged down easily, piercing another ghost's chest and abdomen.

As for the mouth, it spewed out black demonic flames that burned the remaining three ghosts to flee in terror.

Lin Xuan felt his heart tremble. The Five Ghosts Soul Splitting Array was formidable; it had once trapped Black Mamba Lady and other primordial cultivators for several cups of tea. But facing this guy… It explained why Yue Xianfeng and Snow Fox King had both fallen to him, unable to utilize the Erosion Heart Peach Powder…

Lin Xuan shook his head. Thinking about these now was useless; he could only do his best and leave the rest to fate. After eliminating the five ghosts, the ancient demon continued opening his mouth wide, devouring the remaining yin energy as a great nourishment.
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Watching all of this unfold, Lin Xuan was naturally pleased. He had already done everything he could; now it was just a matter of holding on as long as possible.

Every moment counted.

The ancient demon did not know what Lin Xuan was thinking. After inhaling the Yin energy, the demon let out a roar and tossed a string of beads into the air. The beads were cracked with numerous fissures; this treasure had been used by Jiaoke before, but under the surging demonic aura, it began to rapidly repair itself, transforming into a ghastly skull with hollow eyes that spewed green flames, lunging towards Lin Xuan.

At the same time, Princess Snowfox and her sister had long since fled far away. Speaking of which, their luck was indeed excellent; if the ancient demon had devoured the元婴 of Yao Xianfeng first, they would have been in grave danger! Suddenly, a flash of white light stopped the dazzling crimson light, which then dimmed as a beautiful woman's face appeared.

Jiaoke placed her hand on her chest, her face pale. For some reason, she suddenly felt extremely uncomfortable.

As if a disaster had struck…

The beauty's delicate brows furrowed. As a demon fox pursuing the path of the Dao, though she could not predict the future, sometimes premonitions proved incredibly accurate. Jiaoke couldn't help but look alarmed.

Her first thought was the ancient demon. She hurriedly released her divine sense, only to find that everything around her was calm; the monster hadn’t pursued her.

"How is Sister?" Xiang'er poked out from the girl's embrace and blinked. "Nothing." Jiaoke shook her head. Perhaps she had been overly worried. Now wasn't the time for idle thoughts; they needed to quickly find a way out.

On the other side, the battle was raging fiercely. Although Lin Xuan had deployed dozens of Earth-stage protective talismans at great cost, he was clearly outmatched against this demon, which was even more formidable than late-stage cultivators.

In just under an incense stick's time, those talismans had completely shattered into multiple layers of light barriers.

Lin Xuan’s expression was a sight to behold.

Why hadn’t the impurities been dispelled? Had his calculations been wrong?

"Boy, die!"

The ancient demon’s sinister laughter echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. With a swift motion, he slashed out with black blade energy, and the skulls surrounded him, attempting to block all escape routes.

Lin Xuan was alarmed. Though he boasted superior powers compared to his peers, he dared not engage this demon directly.

He moved swiftly, already employing Nine Heavens Microstep. Simultaneously, a finger shot forward, igniting ghostly white flames on the Three Yin Bone Shield, which charged headlong at the blade energy.

The lights flickered as the blade energy easily cleaved the shield in two.

However, despite the ancient demon’s ferocity, destroying the Three Yin Bone Shield had given Lin Xuan some breathing room. He vanished from his original spot and retreated several dozen feet.

But just as he reappeared, the Gara Ancient Demon’s divine sense locked onto him. With a snort, countless demonic energies surged out, coalescing into a monstrous hand over ten meters long, which clenched into a fist and struck Lin Xuan from afar…

Before the fist even reached him, Lin Xuan felt its terrifying momentum! Desperate to avoid it, he was also spurred by his fierce courage. He poured all his mana into the light barrier before him.

It seemed like a thunderclap; the light barrier flickered wildly as the red symbols dimmed. Lin Xuan felt an immense force hit him, sending him flying and spitting out blood mid-air.

"Ah?"

The ancient demon’s face showed surprise; the other hadn’t been killed by the blast. But he sneered, his tentacles suddenly elongating to pierce Lin Xuan.

Snowfox’s death was still vivid in Lin Xuan’s mind; he dared not let those strange tentacles ensnare him. Taking a deep breath, he spat out some of his blood and waved his hands urgently, casting a secret technique from the Profound Demon Sect. His blood transformed into a crimson light barrier.

He wasn’t sure if it could protect him, but he was already despairing. Why hadn’t the medicine taken effect?

Was this really the end for him?

Just as Lin Xuan was pondering this, the ancient demon’s face suddenly showed pain. More bizarrely, his demonic aura rapidly weakened…

What was happening? The ancient demon was stunned, his expression aghast, and the tentacle attacks slowed down. Seizing the opportunity, Lin Xuan emitted a blinding green light and quickly retreated to the side. He tapped his storage bag, pulling out several medicine bottles, uncorked them, and poured their contents into his mouth.

These were all elixirs he had collected over time; they were highly effective at least in temporarily stabilizing his injuries.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes, his expression grave as he looked towards the ancient demon. The demonic aura was rapidly dissipating. Lin Xuan didn’t rush to attack but cautiously retreated another dozen feet.

Inside the ancient demon’s body, Immortal Tianxiu’s元婴 was in agony. After absorbing two late-stage cultivators and a demon, his元婴 and demonic body’s repulsion had significantly decreased. However, due to this, the impurities from the heart-rotten peach had unknowingly seeped into his元婴.

He panicked as he realized his realm was dropping.

As for the venom of the Jade Luo bee, it catalyzed the process.

"Ah!"

The ancient demon raised its head and let out a sharp, painful roar. Suddenly, a baby about an inch tall appeared above its head.

Its demonic body rapidly shrunk back to a monk’s form; its aura diminished drastically.

"Master, you succeeded," Moer's voice was filled with joy. This battle had been the most perilous since entering the cultivation world. Just now, both of them thought they would die here, but unexpectedly, that toxic impurity really worked.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded, his gaze drawn to the元婴. The appearance of this figure was completely different from the ancient demon; it looked like a handsome young scholar in miniature.

It couldn’t be the ancient demon! Who could he possibly be…

Unlike Lin Xuan’s elation, Immortal Tianxiu was in shock and confusion. He didn't know why his realm had suddenly dropped. Although he hadn’t succeeded in entering the Separation Stage, compared to other peak late-stage元婴 cultivators, his mana was more refined. Now, however, he inexplicably dropped two levels, becoming an early-stage元婴.

With such a drop, he no longer had the strength to control the ancient demon’s body; if not careful, he might even be devoured by it. Desperate, he retreated his元婴 and found himself in dire straits.

Why was this happening?

Even as a formidable figure like Immortal Tianxiu, he didn’t know what to do with such an unexpected turn of events.
第四卷 七星岛 第八百二十八章 双元婴的好处

The situation had reversed, and Lin Xuan didn't waste time pondering it. He first immobilized the opponent, leaving the resolution to later.

A sneer curled at the corner of his mouth as he waved his hand, sending a large patch of greenish霞light flying towards the元婴. The魔躯's eyes were closed, appearing lifeless, so there was no need to worry about him anymore.

Seeing Lin Xuan act, Tianxiu True Man finally regained his senses from his daze. With the situation turning perilous for him, he had no time to linger.

With a fierce glare at Lin Xuan, Tianxiu True Man cast a spell and vanished from sight.

Instant teleportation?

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he was well aware of such techniques used by元婴s.

A flash of green light revealed an infant-like figure on his crown. His physical body remained suspended in place.

Following this, Lin Xuan's元婴 cast a spell to teleport and chase after Tianxiu True Man.

Tianxiu True Man didn't turn back but the scene played out clearly in his mind through his divine sense. He almost thought he was seeing things—why would someone with such an advantageous situation still retreat by manifesting their元婴? Several thoughts raced through his head, and he suspected Lin Xuan of having ulterior motives. However, since the元婴 had separated from its body, it was a chance he couldn't afford to miss.

A look of fierce determination flashed in Tianxiu True Man's eyes as he opened his mouth, releasing a small green sword that grew larger with the wind and slashed at Lin Xuan's pursuing元婴.

Faced with this attack, Lin Xuan's元婴 was taken aback. He quickly spread his hands, spinning like a wheel, sending out streaks of green霞light to counter the sword. Due to the suddenness, he could only defend for now.

Tianxiu True Man rejoiced and used instant teleportation again, but this time not to escape, but to target Lin Xuan's physical body.

Though he didn't understand why that boy wanted to manifest his元婴, it was a golden opportunity. He intended to take the initiative and possess Lin Xuan's body. With two quick flashes, he arrived in front of Lin Xuan's physical form.

Tianxiu True Man felt smug as he turned around, giving Lin Xuan an evil grin, planning to deal with him later.

He then cast his hands, forming a sharp beam that was about to enter the body when Lin Xuan's physical form suddenly moved. His right hand shot out, fingers curling into claws, and in mid-air, a green monster hand appeared, grasping the streak of light.

Tianxiu True Man's元婴 was filled with shock: "No… impossible! You manifested your元婴; why can your body still move?"

He turned to see that Lin Xuan's元婴 was still battling his treasure. His confusion deepened. "Hmph, who said a元婴 separated from its body couldn't move? Haven't you heard of the dual元婴 technique?" Lin Xuan's physical form smiled.

"What, dual元婴? Impossible! Even in the upper realms, that is an extremely rare secret art known by few people. How could you… " Tianxiu True Man protested.

Lin Xuan chuckled and didn't bother to explain anything. He flicked his fingers, sending a sword energy beam to scatter the opponent's treasure. Lin Xuan's元婴 returned to its body, re-entering it. He had merely tested the waters with this small trick.

Manifesting his元婴 allowed him to relax his guard, and Lin Xuan guessed Tianxiu True Man would try to possess his body next. With ease, he trapped the opponent in his hands. While Qian is indeed wise, Lin Xuan wasn't claiming supremacy in scheming; he was just very skilled.

Tianxiu True Man struggled desperately, but with his cultivation reduced to early-stage元婴 and only having an元婴 body left, his efforts were futile. Lin Xuan sighed in relief, finally escaping danger… He glanced at the元婴 before him, many questions arising in his mind.

Lin Xuan wasn't going to be polite. Opening his mouth, a green霞light beam shot out, causing Tianxiu True Man's face to show fear. However, there was nowhere for him to hide as he was enveloped by it. His consciousness began to fade, and Lin Xuan started the soul probing technique.

After about an hour, Lin Xuan raised his head with a smile on his face, though filled with more emotions than joy. "I never expected this guy to be the former master of Xuanfeng Sect, once hailed as second only to the founder."

"Indeed," Mo'er murmured. "But he's too ruthless for his own good. He's an alumnus and yet doesn't spare Yueyan Peak; does he not realize that such actions will severely impact the sect?"

"Hmph, there’s nothing strange about it." Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. "Selfishness is inherent in cultivators, and they go to any lengths for eternal life. He was trapped inside an ancient demon for ten thousand years with a woman named Fangtian; his mindset has long been twisted. To escape this confined space, he would have毫不犹豫地 destroyed the Xuanfeng Sect."

"True," Mo'er nodded. The couple had gone mad and could do anything.

Lin Xuan didn't continue discussing the topic with Mo'er since he wasn't a disciple of Xuanfeng Sect and had no interest in meddling. Instead, he stretched out his hand, tapping on his storage bag to retrieve an empty玉筒简. Plunging his divine sense into it, he began to copy the contents.

During the soul probing, Lin Xuan had gained much knowledge, including the complete version of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens technique.

It wasn't strange; Tianxiu True Man was a master cultivator who hadn't possessed a phoenix lineage but still studied his ancestor's techniques in hopes of finding an alternative path. Though he failed, he memorized the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens technique. For Lin Xuan, it was an unexpected windfall.

Though cultivators have better memories than ordinary people, recording it on the玉筒简 was more secure. After a moment, Lin Xuan looked up and placed the玉筒简 back into his storage bag.

He then opened his mouth again, sending out a green剑芒 that split Tianxiu True Man's元婴 in two. Unsatisfied, he immediately summoned the Green Illusory Inferno to reduce him to ashes…

Lin Xuan then waved his hand, retrieving two treasures: a one-meter-long spear and a string of black beads.

These were the treasures used by the Snow Fox King and the ancient demon; Lin Xuan had seen them in battle. Their power was formidable, far surpassing ordinary ancient treasures.
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This battle cost Lin Xuan quite a few treasures. He decided to put them in his storage bag without hesitation. His gaze then fell on the platform under the ancient demon's body.

However, Lin Xuan dared not use this item. After soul-searching through Tianxiu True Man, he learned that it was brought from the Upper Realm and could only be controlled by true demonic bodies; otherwise, using it would result in a backlash of demonic essence. Moreover, with the thinness of the demon aura in this world, its effectiveness on the platform was limited.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan did not want to waste these treasures. After some hesitation, he took out an jade box from his pocket and put the platform inside. Then, he stuck several dozen restriction talismans on it!

"Now that we don't need them for now, their value in the future is uncertain," he muttered.

"Master, what should we do with this ancient demon's body?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears.

"This…" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and lowered his head to ponder.

To be honest, such a powerful ancient demon's body would have some use. However, Lin Xuan was not willing to take risks. Although the soul of Kala Ancient Demon had vanished, the demonic aura within his body remained thick; even late-stage cultivators' essence cores could be corroded by it. Otherwise, there might still be some use.

Sighing, Lin Xuan summoned his Green Illusory Fire Sword and first circled around, removing one of the ancient demon's arms before hacking and slashing to completely destroy its body.

Back in the days when Kala Ancient Demon was alive, even nine high-stage cultivators could only seal it with their combined efforts. Now that its soul had been destroyed, leaving just an empty shell, Lin Xuan destroying it wasn't a big deal. As for those two arms, Lin Xuan had other plans.

When they were in the Qilin Ancient Cave, the demon's arm was destroyed, and no suitable replacement could be found. Now… "Master, didn't you say that we shouldn't worry about the demonic aura on its body? It won't cause any problems after being possessed by a corpse demon," Mo'er asked.

"Relax, the main source of the demonic aura is in his body. The arms have only a little, so they won't cause significant issues. A corpse demon can easily refine and suppress them." Lin Xuan shook his head confidently. "Moreover, once these two demonic arms are attached, the corpse demon's abilities will increase significantly."

With that said, he flicked his left hand, and the Green Illusory Fire Sword flew out, incinerating the ancient demon's remains into ash.

After completing this task, Lin Xuan's green light flared as he flew back along the same path.

Not long after, he arrived at the location where Yuanke and Yueyan had joined forces. The corpse demon lay on its back with a hole about the size of a bowl in its chest. It appeared to have already perished, but Lin Xuan knew it was merely severely injured.

A spell was cast, and the lizard was stored in his Spirit Ghost Bag before he flew off in another direction.

Unlike the previous confusion, Lin Xuan had learned from soul-searching how to leave this sealed space using the techniques of Tianxiu True Man. It didn't take long; half an hour later, he arrived at a hidden cave. Although it was called a cave, its area was vast, covering thousands of feet.

"Master, do you have any confidence in breaking that Heaven罡伏魔阵?" Mo'er asked with concern.

Of course not," Lin Xuan shook his head.

"What should we do then?"

The young girl's face was filled with anxiety. "It doesn't matter; worrying won't solve the problem. Let's go and see, and think of a solution later." Lin Xuan seemed very relaxed. If all else failed, he would have to cultivate here.

As he spoke, he entered the cave and stopped his light travel. Flying in here was like asking for trouble; Lin Xuan didn't want to trigger any restrictions. Inside the cave, some huge stones were scattered about.

However, the most prominent were nine columns with a diameter of ten feet each, carved from an unknown type of white jade, emitting a faint glow. A pale white light screen appeared before his eyes. Could this be the Heaven罡伏魔阵? In the center of the light screen was a triangular platform, and on top of it lay a teleportation array.

Clearly, to enter, one must first break through this light screen. Through soul-searching, Lin Xuan knew that even with Kala Ancient Demon's incredible abilities, breaking it wasn't easy. Lin Xuan frowned, pondered for a while, and decided to give it a try.

He stretched out his hand and flicked his fingers, releasing several sword qi that grew in size like a storm, forming a giant sword over seven feet long. He slashed forward with them.

It was as if the mud cow had entered the sea; no waves were stirred.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. Although he didn't use all of his strength, this attack was merely a test, and its power was formidable. Even condensation core late-stage cultivators wouldn't dare to withstand it. The light screen showed no reaction at all, making the defense seem too powerful.

Even if he used all his treasures, they might not be much help.

However, Lin Xuan would not give up so easily. His character was inherently tenacious; otherwise, he wouldn't have achieved such strength and power now.

What's difficult?

One step at a time, there must be a way to overcome it.

With bare hands ineffective, Lin Xuan summoned his Green Illusory Fire Sword and then spat out a flame line onto the blade. The Green Illusory Fire Sword merged with this treasure, making its power far greater than simply adding them together. Lin Xuan poured in his mana without hesitation. With a sharp command, "Quickly!" he pointed at the sword.

The divine sword transformed into a streak of light and slashed forward. This attack's power was far beyond the previous test.

The pale white light screen seemed to react; inside, the demon aura surged, forming a massive fist that fiercely clashed with the Green Illusory Fire Sword. A爆裂声 filled his ears as the Green Illusory Fire Sword was forcefully sent back.

Dark clouds gathered between Lin Xuan's brows as he exhaled heavily. The Heaven罡伏魔阵's counterattack seemed to be even more powerful than the ancient demon's abilities.

Lin Xuan fell silent, realizing that with his current cultivation, it would be impossible to break this ancient restriction. "It must have been set by an old monster of the Separation Stage!"

Lin Xuan shook his head and smiled bitterly. The situation was more complex than he had imagined. Even if he were a newly initiated cultivator, let alone advancing two stages to late-stage essence core, it might not work.

"Master, what should we do?" Mo'er also realized the severity of the situation: "We can't force our way through; could we use knowledge of array techniques to break this annoying restriction?"

Lin Xuan shook his head. The girl's idea was too naive. Array technique knowledge? Over the years, he had indeed delved into the璇玑心得, but even though the璇玑散人was a prodigy, he was only a condensation core stage cultivator; how could he break an ancient restriction set by a Separation Stage old monster?

It seemed that after leaving, he needed to collect higher-level array technique books. Lin Xuan sighed, but this problem before him was indeed challenging.
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Thinking of this choice, even Lin Xuan's composure couldn't hide the dark expression on his face.

Although this place was a top-gradedemon vein, the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was indeed suitable for cultivation. Moreover, he had the innate spirit light left by Fairy Peacock in his body, but other cultivation resources were scarce. Even if Lin Xuan could endure loneliness, it would be impossible to advance to the Separation Stage without enough essence pills.

Therefore, leaving was a necessary choice.

But how should he leave?

Through soul probing, Lin Xuan knew that breaking through the HeavenGāngfúmózhè (Pronunciation only as it is a proper noun) was the only way out. He felt like he had fallen into a dead end.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan calmed his mood. Anxiety wouldn't solve anything; what he needed now was calmness.

Time passed slowly, and three days later, Lin Xuan still found himself at a loss. However, he wasn't overly anxious. Even if it took him decades or centuries to leave this place, it would be considered fortunate.

Lin Xuan continued to frown in thought.

Suddenly, his expression changed as he revealed an eerie smile. His cultivation technique began to flow within him, and with a flick of his hands, his figure became hazy, and his aura grew faint. He had hidden himself for half a tea time when a slender figure appeared at the entrance.

It was Princess Jinko, holding a three-tailed snow fox in her arms.

Seeing it was this woman, Lin Xuan's expression relaxed. He thought he had encountered another powerful ancient demon. As they say, one bad experience can make you wary for years. The battle from just now left an indelible impression on him.

He didn't expect that Jinko had also found this hidden cave.

"Princess, it’s been a while."

"Who?"

The sudden voice startled Jinko, and she raised her jade hand, transforming a silk-bound treasure into a protective barrier. It seemed the snow fox princess was now as jumpy as a frightened bird.

Turning around, Lin Xuan revealed a kind smile to her.

"You?" Jinko's expression showed some surprise.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. "To see you again, I am truly delighted."

"Friend, you are safe and sound; it seems you didn't encounter any ancient demons."

"Yes." Lin Xuan lied without blushing or panting. As the saying goes, better not to add to one's troubles. Revealing that the snow fox king had been killed would only complicate matters. Naturally, he wouldn't do such a foolish thing.

"How should we leave from here? Do you have any idea?"

Lin Xuan sighed bitterly. "There is a way out through the teleportation array, but there's a restriction protecting it."

"Then why not break it?" Jinko asked simply.

"It sounds easy, but this HeavenGāngfúmózhè (Pronunciation only as it is a proper noun) was set up by ancient Separation Stage experts. If I could easily break it, why would I be standing here?" Lin Xuan retorted irritably.

"What?"

Jinko's face showed a mix of suspicion as she waved her hand, and six crescent moon-shaped talismans flew out, rotating around her side.

Lin Xuan observed silently; it was better to let Jinko try for herself. Although he remained skeptical about his words, the spiritual energy emanating from the protective barrier was formidable, and Jinko didn't dare take it lightly.

Opening her lips slightly, she recited an ancient and obscure incantation while changing hand seals. The six crescent moon-shaped talismans merged into a ten-foot-long light saber that appeared in mid-air.

"Quickly!"

Jinko pointed at the barrier, and the light saber flew forward with a whooshing sound. Its power was not to be underestimated, but Lin Xuan knew it would be futile. He stood there emotionlessly.

Sure enough, before the saber could strike, the nine white marble pillars trembled violently, emitting a "wuhu" humming noise as spiritual energy gathered and transformed into an oddly shaped staff that smashed into the light saber.

The impact was terrible, but silent. The light saber flew back, and Jinko's face turned pale. This restriction was even more formidable than she had said.

"Are you alright, friend?"

"I'm fine!" Jinko took a deep breath to calm her chaotic spirit energy. Her delicate brows furrowed. "What should we do? Even if we work together, we can't break this restriction."

I understand," Lin Xuan said with a bitter smile. "That's why I've been thinking of ways, but I haven't made any progress yet."

"Let's not rush; we need to think it through." Jinko, the snow fox princess, quickly calmed down and became more amiable towards Lin Xuan. They needed to work together if they wanted to leave.

Lin Xuan nodded and whispered with Jinko.

The three-tailed snow fox took this opportunity to slip out of her sister's embrace, blinking her big eyes as she curiously looked around.

Little Fragrance was too young to understand the adults' worries. She stretched lazily before wandering nearby.

"Little Sister, don't go far."

"I know," the little snow fox answered in a babyish voice. But children always do what they say and not what they mean. Seeing her brother and sister engrossed in their discussion, she quietly slipped past them.

The pale light screen was so beautiful!

Fragrance didn't know any danger and innocently rushed through it.

Just as Lin Xuan looked up, his expression changed dramatically. It was too late to stop her; Jinko's face turned pale when she saw Fragrance scream in terror.

Both of them had experienced the HeavenGāngfúmózhè (Pronunciation only as it is a proper noun)'s power firsthand. With Fragrance's small frame, she would be reduced to pieces instantly!

Lin Xuan couldn't bear to close his eyes any longer.

Although he had killed countless cultivators and demons with his hands, this little snow fox was particularly endearing, evoking a sense of sorrow in him.

"Brother, Sister, what are you doing?"

Fragrance had already passed through the light screen. Her sister's scream startled her, causing her tail to stand on end.

She’s fine!

Lin Xuan and Jinko were initially surprised but then exchanged glances.

How could this happen? When Fragrance passed through the light screen, it didn't trigger the HeavenGāngfúmózhè (Pronunciation only as it is a proper noun)'s counterattack.

Could there be a secret here?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced. After a moment, determination flashed in his eyes as he stepped towards the light screen.

"What are you doing?" Jinko was startled.

"Since Fragrance can pass safely, we should be able to too. Perhaps by calming our spirit energy, we won't trigger any counterattack," Lin Xuan sighed and explained his reasoning.

"Mistress, that's not right; if it were so simple, the ancient demon would have left long ago instead of devouring soul cores everywhere," Yue'er frowned in disagreement.
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The demon, could this array only be effective against demons and monsters? This was a bold guess. Attempting it recklessly would certainly involve some risk. However, cultivation itself is about defying the heavens; there's nothing wrong with taking on some risks. After all, they couldn't really be trapped here!

Lin Xuan weighed his options briefly before resuming his steps forward. His body had completely transformed into yang spirit energy, even the demonic embryo in his dantian was holding its breath and seemingly entering a state of apparent death.

Soon, that pale white light screen was within reach.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, gritted his teeth, and slowly raised his right hand...

To avoid being counterattacked, he did not use any defensive techniques.

His hand had already reached inside. It felt warm, as if bathed in sunlight.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; his guess was correct. As long as there was no hostility and it wasn't a demon or monster, this Heaven's Will Demon Suppression Array would not counterattack. He originally thought it would be an unsolvable problem, but it turned out to be so simple. It was all thanks to Little Snow Fox; otherwise, he would never have discovered this secret.

"Princess, we can come in now. Pay attention and try to hold your breath as much as possible; don't use any mana defenses," Lin Xuan said.

Lady Jiake nodded. Seeing Lin Xuan's actions, she understood his intentions. Without any悬念, Lady Jiake also entered the light screen. The Heaven's Will Demon Suppression Array was designed to contain demons and monsters, so humans and demon races could easily pass through as long as they didn't attack.

Jiake then held her sister in her arms. Although Shang'er had made a significant contribution, such reckless behavior truly frightened her. This mischievous little girl. Lin Xuan raised his head and looked towards the high platform above; the teleportation array was there.

"Friend Lin, are you really certain we can leave from here?"

"Yes, I picked up Lady Xuanfeng's letter on my way. It says that this array will allow us to exit this enclosed space," Lin Xuan said seriously. With his deep-seated nature, lying easily came naturally.

"That's great!" Jiake's face was filled with joy: "Let's get started then; the ancient demon might catch up soon."

Jiake did not know that her father had perished and that the ancient demon had been killed by Lin Xuan.

"Okay!"

Lin Xuan nodded. His entire body shone with a green light as he flew towards the high platform. The Heaven's Will Demon Suppression Array was designed to counter external attacks, so using mana inside would not trigger any backlash from the restrictions.

The teleportation array above wasn't large but had an ancient and intricate design. With Lin Xuan's knowledge, he could only understand a little of it. Although it was old, it seemed intact. Lin Xuan flipped his left hand, revealing several crystal stones about the size of eggs in his palm. He placed these around the teleportation array with ease. After taking a deep breath, he cast a spell. A whistling sound entered his ears as a dazzling five-colored light screen lit up. Lin Xuan was overjoyed and quickly stepped onto it.

Lady Jiake naturally wouldn't stand there dumbfounded; without waiting for Lin Xuan's signal, she hurried to the center of the teleportation array.

The five-colored glow became increasingly bright, enveloping them as their figures gradually blurred before disappearing.

"Where are we..."

After the teleportation was complete, Lin Xuan turned around to survey his surroundings. Everywhere were towering ancient trees; he had arrived in a strange forest. Jiake also turned her head and looked around, showing signs of surprise on her face.

"How did you know where we are now, Princess?" Lin Xuan asked.

Jiake nodded. There was nothing to hide: "We've actually been teleported to the Mystic Illusion Forest."

Mystic Illusion Forest?

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised; indeed, it was no coincidence that this forest was said to contain a teleportation array capable of returning one to the human world, as established by the five great cultivators many years ago.

Of course, this wasn't a place for the faint-hearted. The Eye-Beast Ancestor, one of the three demon kings, had set up his lair here, and countless other high-ranking demons were also present. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he pondered.

"Friend Lin, since we've already left, let's part ways here. Your great kindness in rescuing my sister will never be forgotten by our clan; if you have the time, please come to the Snow Fox Desert and we'll certainly welcome you with open arms."

Princess Jiake spoke respectfully.

"It is too kind of you," Lin Xuan smiled. "I also like Shang'er; saving her was just a matter of effort."

Regardless, Friend Lin would be our clan's esteemed guest in the future. Besides rescuing his sister, Jiake herself felt grateful to Lin Xuan. She raised her hand and a golden light flew towards him.

Lin Xuan nonchalantly caught it; it was an order talisman made from some brilliant metal with a vividly depicted snow fox engraving on it.

"I bid you farewell."

Jiake bowed respectfully, transforming into a streak of lightning that vanished into the sky at incredible speed.

Watching her figure, Lin Xuan sighed. The Snow Fox King had fallen in that mysterious space, but Jiake's cultivation was formidable; with this clan's inheritance treasure in hand, becoming the new leader should be no problem.

However, after this battle, the Xuanfeng Sect lost most of its elite members, and the Great Elder had also perished at the hands of the ancient demon. The title of the top sect on Demon Spirit Island would likely be taken by another faction.

Lin Xuan shook his head; he didn't dwell further. The cultivation world was a ruthless place where survival of the fittest was common; it had nothing to do with him. This experience was also the riskiest in his journey towards immortality, but the rewards were immense.

He began to release his divine sense, covering an area within a hundred miles.

His luck was indeed good; there were many beasts in this Mystic Illusion Forest, but none of them seemed formidable nearby. Instead, he discovered a suitable place. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and broke through the air.

After a cup of tea's time, he arrived at a secluded valley.

A mountain peak about several hundred feet high stood before him, with a waterfall cascading down from above, creating an awe-inspiring sight.

The sound of rushing water reached his ears. More impressively, behind the waterfall was a spacious cave, making it unnecessary for Lin Xuan to do anything; this was a ready-made lair. Water Curtain Cave!

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew inside. He released his sword energy, which he then slightly modified before being satisfied. He took out several sets of array flags from his pocket and set them up around the area with ease.

The end.
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First, a beautiful young girl appeared before him. Lin Xuan was about to retreat into seclusion with Qishan, so Nì the little girl naturally wouldn't be idle either. Her main task would be to guard Lin Xuan.

Those purified powders could make ancient demons drop in their cultivation levels, so the remaining fruits should have effects that improve one's cultivation. He could take them without worry.

Lin Xuan gave a brief instruction to Yue'er and then went into his training room.

The place was rather simple, but cultivators didn't care much about such things.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and took a moment to regulate his breath. Once he reached the peak of his mental and spiritual state, he stretched out his hand and tapped on his storage bag. A jade box the size of a palm flew out from inside.

Opening the lid, a purple fruit came into view, half the size of the蚀心魔桃 that grew on trees.

Lin Xuan held it in his hands to examine it.

Then he raised his head and swallowed it down.

But something was wrong. He had already purified harmful impurities, yet this result still occurred. Lin Xuan felt both angry and alarmed.

They say even a wise man can make one mistake. Although Lin Xuan was meticulous, he made one...

The蚀心魔桃 was known for its powerful effects, and after purification, the medicinal properties became even more intense.

If he had an advanced中期元婴 cultivation level or even a peak middle-stage元婴, swallowing this fruit wouldn't be a problem. However, although his abilities far surpassed those of his peers, Lin Xuan remained only at the initial stage of cultivation.

Swallowing such a fruit after purification naturally led to no good outcome.

Lin Xuan had no time to ponder the reasons and could only rely on both元婴 working together to try and control the situation.

Otherwise, the consequences would be unimaginable.

Lin Xuan inwardly groaned. The dangers he encountered during his cultivation journey were too many.

But complaining was useless; he gritted his teeth and endured it.

And this seclusion lasted for three years.

For cultivators, that wasn't a long time.

However, outside the cultivation world, things were turbulent.

Yue Xianfeng had fallen, the Snow Fox King had disappeared, and although the Ice Desert Wasteland and the玄凤门 had stopped their conflicts, the entire妖灵岛 was already in turmoil.

On the human side, matters were not discussed here.

The demon race was about to start self-destructive battles.

Although Nanhe became the new Ice Plain Lord and his cultivation level surged to mid-transformation peak, he still fell short compared to the Poison Serpent King and the Beige-eyed Ancestor. Moreover, during their battle with the玄凤门, many of his people were injured.

Originally, the three races had a balance, but now the Ice Desert Wasteland's strength was clearly inadequate.

As they say, when it rains, it pours. The Snow Fox Clan was in decline, yet they had something that made the other two demon races wary—Xiang'er, the little girl.

Although she was loved by all and could easily advance to the Separation stage after a few centuries, her extraordinary talent meant that she would soon be beyond anyone's reach.

The danger must be eliminated before it blossoms.

In another way of saying it, seize the opportunity while he is sick!

Both the Poison Serpent King and the Beige-eyed Ancestor were ruthless individuals who wouldn't miss such an opportunity. They joined forces to attack the Ice Desert Wasteland.

With strong forces attacking weak ones, the outcome seemed predetermined.

The Ice Desert Wasteland was in a state of panic as even some mid-transformation ancient monsters were terrified.

Faced with this situation, Nanhe did not retreat. The Snow Fox Clan had been around for over a million years and had seen many dangers.

Without her father, she would

Face the challenge; that was her final decision. Although the Beige-eyed Ancestor and Poison Serpent King sent a transmission scroll to ask her to hand over Xiang'er in exchange for peace!

But this was impossible. How could Nanhe, who valued honor, agree to use her sister as leverage just to survive?

The mobilization order had been issued, and countless demons gathered from the Ice Desert Wasteland. Humans were also restless, preparing for a massive catastrophe on妖灵岛.

However, at the moment when both sides were ready to engage, something unexpected happened.

A demon cloud drifted in from afar, moving slowly but quickly approaching above the heads of all the demons.

As the mist dispersed, an old man with a thin frame and slightly hazy eyes revealed himself.

The Poison Serpent King and Beige-eyed Ancestor were stunned when they saw him, immediately bowing down respectfully as if he was a god.

Most mid-transformation ancient monsters were confused but some recognized him, showing extreme respect.

Soon, the rumor spread among all the demons that this unassuming old man was none other than Tianmu, the only Separation stage expert on妖灵岛, who had been revered for tens of thousands of years.

Seeing this legendary ancestor, these fierce demon cultivators behaved like rabbits.

But why would an ancient Separation stage expert, who hadn't ventured out in ten thousand years to practice deep in the mountains and forests, suddenly come here?

The Poison Serpent King and Beige-eyed Ancestor hurriedly asked respectfully for his reason.

After a low conversation, their faces changed dramatically. Tianmu ordered them to withdraw from the conflict.

If not for him being busy with his cultivation at that critical moment, he wouldn't have notified the Snow Fox King to seal off space to investigate the ancient demons.

And he would not have perished.

The Snow Fox King was still alive, and the Poison Serpent and Beige-eyed Ancestor wouldn't be bullying this orphan girl. This incident started because of him, so Tianmu couldn't stay out of it. Although they didn't interfere in daily matters, causing such a situation made him feel guilty.

Withdrawal, the Poison Serpent King and Beige-eyed Ancestor were unwilling but dared not defy Tianmu.

After all, he was an ancient Separation stage expert revered as a god by all demons. If angered, he could easily kill them with a wave of his hand.

Considering the pros and cons, they reluctantly accepted this order.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest; such a Separation stage existence could change the order on妖灵岛.

Thus, due to Tianmu's intervention, a major disaster was avoided. The Snow Fox Clan gained precious time for recuperation.

In the Mystic Forest,

Yue'er sat idly in her cave, three years having passed since the master retreated into seclusion. The purification of the蚀心魔桃 wasn't going well, and Yue'er felt anxious.

But she didn't dare rush in. Breaking through a bottleneck was most忌disturbing.

"Nothing should be wrong," Yue'er consoled herself. "The master has faced many storms; could danger surpass what he encountered with the ancient demons?"

After some time, her expression suddenly changed as she turned and flew out without hesitation.

The scenery remained unchanged, but a green arc streaked from afar.

Moving slowly but quickly approaching, it emitted a powerful demonic aura.

Mid-transformation!

Yue'er's face was pale. When choosing this cave, the master had considered many options. Although located in the Mystic Forest, few demon beasts frequented here, and Yue'er only encountered some low-level monsters over the past three years.

She hadn't expected to encounter a mid-transformation demon today.

This was troublesome.

Her strength was clear; she was only at the late-stage凝聚丹 stage now. While far stronger than her peers, facing such a monster,

Yue'er's face lost all color but she didn't retreat. She had to ensure the master's safety no matter what. Being disturbed could lead to a dangerous situation.

Using concealment techniques, Yue'er hid quietly.

Unable to fight directly, she would have to use intelligence. Compared to before, she was smarter now.

Hopefully, that demon just passed by.

But clearly, it wasn't so simple.

The green arc circled and landed in front of the waterfall, its light fading as an old man's face revealed itself.

At first glance, he had a Taoist demeanor, but his forehead bore two goat-like horns. His eyes were green, giving him a captivating presence.

After landing, the Green Sage immediately fixed his gaze on the waterfall, narrowing his eyes with a hint of煞气.

Yue'er inwardly groaned. Although the master didn't set up any illusions, it was obvious that this mid-transformation ancient monster could see through them with his spiritual perception.
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After a careful assessment, the demon's face showed a hint of ferocity. It stretched out its hand and struck its head, sending a streak of black light from its mouth. The light hovered in front of it, forming what appeared to be an obsidian-colored jade bowl.

Moon儿 frowned. Such obscure treasures were rare but incredibly powerful; this demon was likely more formidable than she had imagined. The old green man cast a spell.

Several dark pearls the size of dragon eyes emerged from the bowl, emitting faint sparks as they flew towards the waterfall like a curtain of water.

Without warning, a light screen appeared in front of the waterfall, with traces of demonic energy swirling. Unfortunately, it wasn't a Five Ghosts Soul Splitting Formation; otherwise, controlled by Moon儿, it might have been able to engage this early-stage transformed monster.

This was merely a defensive禁制. The five black pearls struck it, causing light to flash wildly. Although they didn’t break through, the screen began to wobble dangerously. No, not yet!

Moon儿's face showed a determined expression as she flicked her sleeves and sent out a short sword half a foot long, which transformed into a silver streak and slashed at the demon.

She was aiming for a surprise attack, hoping to severely injure it.

At the same time, she flipped her wrist, revealing several talismans. She exhaled a breath of essence energy onto them, and several fire serpents, each about ten feet long, appeared.

Moon儿 closed her eyes but continued to move her hands rapidly, forming complex hand seals while muttering obscure incantations under her breath.

"Pain!"

She extended her fingers forward.

The five fire serpents intertwined and began to devour each other... no, more accurately, they were fusing together.

Then a large red fire dragon appeared in the sky, about as thick as a bucket and ten feet long.

A transformation talisman!

The old green demon's face showed surprise. He hadn't expected anyone to attack him from the side, and this transformation talisman was an extremely rare middle-grade treasure. Even transformed creatures wouldn’t dare underestimate it.

As for the origin of these talismans, there was a legend in the spirit realm about a carp turning into a dragon, symbolizing leaping over the Dragon Gate. Its power was immense. Later, some cultivators from the spirit realm broke through the void and revealed how to make such talismans. However, they were too complex, with many materials that weren't available or had long since disappeared in this world. The demon spirit island also had clever individuals who, after research, found substitutes for these powerful heavenly-grade talismans. While dragons couldn’t be transformed into, strong creatures could turn into dragons.

Where did Moon儿 get such valuable talismans? She owed it to the Snow Fox King. When Lin Xuan defeated an ancient demon, he only picked out the best treasures; the Snow Fox King's and Mount Yueyan’s storage bags were entrusted to her for safekeeping. Although she lacked some magical artifacts, Lin Xuan wouldn’t treat her poorly. The transformation talisman was exactly what she needed, a last resort.

Facing this early-stage transformed monster, Moon儿 couldn't afford to be complacent; a surprise attack could severely injure it, making the rest of the battle much easier.

However, the green demon cultivator was also a brave and combative figure with extensive experience. Despite the sudden turn of events, he didn’t rush. He pointed at the jade bowl, and light flickered as numerous black pearls shot out.

Then, he waved his hand over his waist, sending out a shield about the size of a palm. The light flickered, resembling Lin Xuan's ancient spirit shield in some ways.

But on the surface of the shield, there were countless strange patterns, like dragon scales.

Hmph, while the transformation talisman is good, it might not be enough to break through my black iron dragon armor.

The old green man’s face showed a hint of anger as he clapped his hands together.

Boom!

Continuous explosions echoed. The silver streak dimmed as the double-edged sword fell from mid-air, its essence energy severely damaged.

The fire dragon wasn’t much affected; it collided with the shield and bit and clawed at it, but to no avail. A middle-grade treasure like this was easily blocked by the shield.

The surprise attack had failed. The old green man’s face showed a sneer as he summoned another treasure—a rhombus-shaped mace. It struck the fire dragon with a loud sound, its power formidable.

Moon儿's expression darkened. She hadn’t expected her surprise attack to be ineffective; it seemed this demon was much stronger than other creatures of the same rank. What should she do? The old green man didn’t rush to attack but instead narrowed his eyes and sized up this unexpected enemy—a young girl with bright eyes and a pretty face, exuding an eerie aura.

"Interesting, I never expected it to be a yin spirit at the condensation core stage," the old man muttered, clearly delighted. He scrutinized Moon儿 as if she were a precious treasure, his face filled with greed.

This gaze made Moon儿 uncomfortable; although she didn’t know what the old man’s intentions were, they certainly weren’t benevolent. The young girl clenched her lips and flipped her hand, summoning a palm-sized demon banner from the black aura. It was undoubtedly the beast soul banner.

After refining it with essence fire and absorbing the spirits of cultivators defeated by Lin Xuan, its power had grown immensely. Although it didn’t match the life-bound treasures used by the extreme evil demon lord, its strength wouldn’t be far off. The old green man’s expression changed as he looked at Moon儿 and her Water Curtain Cave府.

He seemed to be deep in thought. Perhaps the owner of this place was no weaker than him. Why hadn’t he come out? This reason wasn't hard to guess; it was likely because he had reached a crucial stage of cultivation that couldn’t be disturbed. With this thought, his courage grew: "Little girl, you dare defy me. Surrender and I might spare your life."

Moon儿 snorted at these words. Even though the old man was an early-stage transformed creature, she wouldn’t retreat for her master. The longer she could stall, the better; it had been three years—had the heart-wrenching peach still not been refined?

She exhaled a breath of essence energy, and the beast soul banner expanded into a black cloud about ten feet in diameter, filled with the sounds of wailing ghosts. The old green man frowned. A mere condensation core stage yin spirit shouldn’t have such power.

But being one rank higher, he had no fear. He muttered an incantation and suddenly grew larger, his shirt tearing as his muscles hardened into iron. His right arm became thick and long, over ten feet in length, appearing extremely disproportionate. Demon transformation!

Moon儿 sighed. Compared to the same rank yuanxian (immortal embryo) elders, higher-rank monsters were more troublesome; they could use treasures and their bodies with great power.
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Han Er was stout, and that year his arms had a greenish tinge with patches of black, making him look like he had been carved by some ancient talisman.

With his five fingers tightly clenched into a fist, he struck the demon cloud from afar.

There were no dazzling light beams; instead, it was an attack similar to sound waves that couldn't be seen or touched. Using divine consciousness, one could sense its general outline.

Several spells were quickly cast!

The demon cloud churned, and countless ghostly souls merged into a large ghost head, which opened its bloody mouth to spit out a black lightning ball.

However, just after it flew for several dozen feet, it seemed to hit an invisible wall, changing direction and shooting towards the sky.

Then, that ghost head was struck by something powerful, emitting mournful cries as it turned into nothingness.

Moon Er couldn't help retreating a few steps. Although she had seen many such ancient monsters with the young master, personal combat was rare. Indeed, a transformed demon race was beyond her capabilities.

She quickly pointed at the fire dragon, making it return to her side. She didn’t seek glory but safety; directly confronting the opponent was foolish.

"Hmph, do you think this will allow you to survive by any means necessary?"

The old green man clasped his hands and started rotating a black jade bowl without any extra movements. More black lightning balls spewed out.

They charged towards Moon Er.

His strange arm wasn’t idle either. With five fingers curled into claws, he lightly grabbed, sending piercing sounds through the air. The claw beams were enough to make one’s heart race.

Moon Er wouldn't sit idly by.

She cast a spell and the fire dragon opened its mouth, spewing out a fiery pillar about ten feet thick. Meanwhile, the wailing in the demon cloud grew more mournful.

Just as they seemed ready for another clash, a flash of green appeared beside Moon Er, revealing Lin Xuan.

In fact, he had already ended his seclusion before the attack began but deliberately didn't show himself to see how Moon Er’s abilities had changed over three years. He also wanted to check if she had been lazy.

Although facing an ancient transformed demon, with him by her side, Moon Er wouldn’t be at a disadvantage.

The young girl hadn’t disappointed him; both her cunning and magical power were far superior now. But the demon shouldn't be underestimated—it likely had some bloodline from a savage beast. Since Moon Er was only in the condensation core stage, Lin Xuan didn’t dare let her take any more risks.

"Master!"

Moon Er first froze, then her expression turned狂 joy (ecstatic). The black mist condensed back into the Beast Soul Flag.

The old green man’s attacks continued fiercely.

"Master be careful!"

Moon Er grew anxious. However, Lin Xuan wasn't bothered. He flicked his sleeves and dozens of sword qi flew out, slicing through the air.

Their attacks clashed, evenly matched, dissipating in the air.

But the old green man was shocked. His face showed fear; although he didn’t use all his strength, he hadn’t held back either. The opponent merely waved his sleeve casually, effortlessly matching him in power without even using any treasures.

Who was stronger or weaker was obvious.

The demon’s heart chilled as he took a deep breath and scanned Lin Xuan with divine consciousness.

There was no need for Lin Xuan to hide his strength; his dantian and meridians were filled with abundant magical energy.

"Advanced Stage of the Essence Body!"

The old green man expected this result, so he wasn’t overly alarmed. Although victory was out of reach, escaping should be possible.

This bold young man dared to act recklessly in the Illusory Forest. Once his friends gathered, they would come and extract his soul and peel him alive.

With a fierce thought, he turned into a green streak and shot towards the sky.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him escape so easily.

"Friend, why rush? Since you’re here, how about staying for a while?"

Before the words left his mouth, a banana-shaped treasure fan appeared in his palm. He waved it lightly, sending out two different-colored dark winds from within.

Both were as thick as bowls and swept past with a whoosh.

With a flash, they enveloped the green streak, moving at an incredible speed.

Inside, the demon’s cries of pain echoed. He hadn’t expected Lin Xuan to act so swiftly; caught off guard, he fell into a trap.

But this transformed demon was formidable, his powers unmatched. His demonic energy surged, breaking free from the dark winds.

Half his body was charred and blackened as if it had been thrown into a fire pit. The anger on his face was terrifying.

"Fine, fine, when a tiger isn’t fierce, you really think I’m a sick cat? Let me show you some real power."

Before he could finish speaking, he raised his giant right hand and struck downwards with all his might.

Bang!

Lin Xuan didn’t want to engage in direct combat. He used Nine Heaven Microstep and appeared ten feet away.

The punch missed but left a large hole on the ground, deep and dark, indicating its power was comparable to that of top-tier treasures.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s move, the demon was equally alarmed. What kind of secret technique could be so close to instant teleportation?

Feeling fear in his heart, he knew there was no chance of victory.

He started thinking about retreating again.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to delay here either. He flicked his wrist and the green fire sword emerged, vanishing before reappearing in front of the demon.

It slashed down, but a small black shield met it head-on.

A clear clash echoed as Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. The power of the green fire sword was formidable; its destructive force surpassed even the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

Even if he couldn’t break through the shield, he should have severely injured the opponent.

But not a single scratch appeared.

Lin Xuan was first surprised, then his expression turned to joy. He liked this shield and the idea of killing and taking it became overwhelming.

The old green man glared at Lin Xuan resentfully as he struck again, black lightning forming in mid-air.

"Good, you’re experienced; no wonder you’re a bold demon," Lin Xuan nodded, extending his right hand and pulling out a bag from his waist. He waved the bag, and it opened to release a swirling aura of corpse energy.

However, this corpse energy was heavily infused with demonic essence, grayish-white tinged with black. A tall monster appeared before him.
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Compared to before, Lin Xuan had grown much stronger. Although his cultivation level remained at the Initial Stage of Spirit Formation, the difference in his appearance was evident. His hands were now fully connected, and his fingernails shimmered with a dark black light.

Over these three years, Lin Xuan had endured great hardship. The Heart-Piercing Devil Peach's effects were already potent, but after purification, they became even more fierce and domineering. If not for Lin Xuan’s far purer cultivation than that of his peers and the fact that he was a dual infant cultivator, he would have likely perished from the blast.

The process had been arduous, but Lin Xuan finally endured it and reaped unexpected benefits. The potent effects also brought their own advantages; originally, he had only recently formed an元婴, and Spirit Formation at this stage was far more challenging than previous stages. With the Heart-Piercing Devil Peach as support, he could be content with advancing to the early peak.

Those who could form a Spirit Core were usually resilient individuals with good Spirit Roots. However, most Spirit Formation cultivators lingered in the initial stage and found it difficult to progress further.

The path of Immortal cultivation was arduous, becoming even more brutal at the Spirit Formation stage. After fully refining the medicinal effects, Lin Xuan found himself a mid-stage cultivator, which brought him great joy.

He did not open his seclusion but instead refined the newly acquired treasures. Whether it was the long spear with spatial abilities or the black beads, they were extraordinary items that would prove useful in the future. Lin Xuan naturally intended to refine them thoroughly using his infant fire.

After completing the refinement of the treasure, Lin Xuan began to transform the Corpse Devil. Although the Corpse Devil had been severely injured during its time in the sealed space, as a creature from the Netherworld Realm, it had an extraordinary recovery rate. After more than two years of recuperation, it was no longer in danger.

Lin Xuan then extracted the ancient devil's arm and used secret techniques to combine it with the Corpse Devil’s body.

This process was not easy; although just a single arm, its demonic nature was formidable. Lin Xuan spent considerable effort before finally ensuring that both parties ceased rejecting each other.

Three years of seclusion were but a blink in time for cultivators. However, Lin Xuan's cultivation and puppet combat power had significantly increased.

Releasing the Corpse Devil now allowed him to test the new demonic arm’s effectiveness.

Lin Xuan subtly moved his divine sense, and the corpse aura surged before rushing forward toward the Green Elder.

The demon beast showed a trace of fear; he actually had an infant spirit puppet as an ally. This battle was over.

If he didn't quickly retreat, he might die here.

With this thought, he leaped towards the Corpse Devil, hearing a series of crackling sounds. His already thick right arm grew even larger.

With a loud sound, it slammed forward.

The Corpse Devil showed no fear and raised its head to roar. Without using any treasure, it also punched out with one fist.

The Green Elder was stunned but then rejoiced. It was well known that zombies had infinite strength, but he possessed the bloodline of some primitive beast. His right fist, after a thousand years of cultivation, was far more powerful than ordinary top-grade法宝.

This guy wanted to punch him; it was like an old man hanging from a noose—screaming for his life!

After disposing of this Corpse Devil and breaking through the encirclement, he thought viciously. His magical power had increased by three points.

The Corpse Devil's right hand seemed disproportionate compared to its body, giving a strange impression as if an infant was fighting with a giant.

With a loud bang, demon energy and corpse mist exploded outward, followed by the sound of bones breaking.

The demon beast’s face turned red, and it spat out a mouthful of blood.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed satisfaction. It was no wonder that this body belonged to the ancient devil; these fists truly had immense power.

With his left hand, he waved, summoning the Green Fire Sword, which transformed into a silver beam, cutting toward the opponent.

Although severely injured, the Green Elder did not wish to wait for death and quickly poured all its demonic energy into the black golden dragon shield in front of it.

This treasure’s defensive capabilities were unparalleled. However, Lin Xuan had now advanced to mid-stage Spirit Formation; a mere initial stage demon could hardly withstand him.

Seeing the Green Fire Sword approaching the shield, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and the silver beam suddenly changed direction, drawing an arc around behind him.

The Green Elder was alarmed but too late to dodge. It was decapitated in half.

However, as a demon, it naturally wouldn’t die so easily. Lin Xuan knew this well; he flicked his finger again, sending out a green flame from between his fingers.

It immediately enveloped the elder’s remains.

Green Illusory Fiery Flame!

Although Lin Xuan had no time to further refine this technique, its power had increased after advancing to mid-stage.

This unfortunate demon was beyond salvation. A white light shot out of his body.

Of course, it was the demon soul trying to escape.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a mocking smile; with his depth, he certainly wouldn’t leave any future threats behind.

With his right hand forming claws, he gently grabbed below, and the aura around him rippled. A large hand appeared mid-air.

The demon soul was also alert; seeing the situation worsening, it turned and managed to dodge through the gap in Lin Xuan’s fingers.

However, Yue'er wasn’t idle either; she waved her jade hand, sending out countless demonic mists from the Beast Soul Flag, forming thousands of black threads that covered the entire sky.

The demon soul had no place to hide and was finally sucked in.

Lin Xuan then used a gesture to retract both the Green Illusory Fiery Flame and the immortal sword into his body. The remains of the demon beast were reduced to ashes, leaving only a small infant-sized demonic nucleus enveloped by a faint green light, floating mid-air.

For cultivators, this was an extraordinary treasure that could not be easily obtained.

Lin Xuan took out an jade box from his pocket and carefully stored it away.

He then extended his left hand, gently hooking the shield that had lost its owner. The power of this item was evident to Lin Xuan, and he was now in need of defensive treasures; thus, he was extremely pleased.

He grasped it tightly, examining it closely.

Soon, Lin Xuan’s expression changed wildly.

This treasure used black gold as its main ingredient, incorporating scales from a mid-stage transformed dragon, meticulously refined,

No wonder it could easily withstand the Green Fire Sword.

In the mortal world, this would be top-tier defensive treasure. He had truly found a gem.

Lin Xuan happily stored the shield away.

"Congratulations, Young Master, on advancing to mid-stage Spirit Formation," Yue'er’s face was full of joy.

"Silly girl, what formalities now?"

Lin Xuan hurriedly reached out to help her up but instead pierced through her body. A look of sadness appeared on the young lady's face.

"Silly girl, don’t worry; once we leave the Demon Spirit Island, I will do everything in my power to assist you in forming your Spirit Core. If it succeeds,重塑躯体 is not a dream," Lin Xuan smiled.

"Thank you, Young Master!"

Yue'er was overjoyed and bowed again. Then, she seemed to think of something, two red clouds quietly rising.
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Ancient towering trees were abundant, but the mountain forests often harbored venomous snakes and fierce beasts. Occasionally, one could even encounter legendary cultivators...

Thus, in nearby human settlements, there were always people who admired the ways of immortals entering the mountains, hoping to be taken under the tutelage of those earth-bound deities. Immortality was an irresistible temptation for anyone.

However, over centuries, few succeeded. Most died at the mouths of beasts or perished in toxic swamps. The path to immortality wasn't as easy as it seemed. In reality, there weren’t many cultivation sects on Li Mountain.

Yet, deep within its heart lay a幽深峡谷 named Lixian Gorge, perpetually shrouded by gray demonic fog.

This valley was located in a remote area but had a reputation that echoed throughout the spirit island’s cultivation world.

The master of this valley was an old monster at mid-stage元婴.

Though his name had been forgotten, his metallic nature-based cultivation technique was unparalleled, almost invincible to weapons and magic.

It was said that decades ago, he had bet with a mid-stage transformed beast, facing it head-on without any defensive talismans or other magical artifacts. He took three hits but emerged victorious, winning several rare treasures while barely sustaining injuries.

Such formidable defense was unmatched even by mid-stage turtle beasts.

His reputation soared, and there were whispers that his strength rivaled that of a great cultivator like Yellow Brow Immortal.

While exaggerated, it was clear how powerful this old monster was—far beyond ordinary mid-stage cultivators.

On this day, a streak of green light appeared before Li Mountain. As the light faded, a plain-looking young man emerged.

Sure enough, it was Lin Xuan!

He had already run through his thoughts about the old metal monster in his mind. However, he wasn’t here to challenge him; instead, he wanted to find one of his junior disciples—a mid-stage Golden Spirit cultivator.

Back when they met on Mount Mangshan, Lin Xuan had promised to use a high-grade base foundation pill to exchange for a rare tree called Purple Lotus Tree.

While such trees were insignificant in the hands of other cultivators, they could significantly accelerate the maturation process for the Jade Beehive. He wouldn’t let this opportunity slip away and planned to collect them extensively.

Originally, he had agreed with Golden Spirit that after the Mount Mangshan conference, he would visit Lixian Gorge. However, due to various events in the Ice Desert Wasteland, he was delayed until now...

Lin Xuan reached out and tapped his waist. A green jade cylinder flew out. He sank his spirit into it.

Lixian Gorge was remote, and even many mid-stage cultivators didn’t know its exact location. This jade cylinder had been given to him by Golden Spirit.

After a quarter of an hour, Lin Xuan looked up, transformed into a streak of green light, and vanished into the dense forests of Li Mountain.

With his current elusiveness techniques, he wouldn't need more than a moment to arrive at Lixian Gorge.

Lin Xuan didn’t suppress his aura. As a mid-stage元婴 cultivator, he no longer needed to tread carefully like before.

Looking down at the gray demonic fog surrounding the valley, Lin Xuan’s expression changed slightly.

The禁制 had been activated, but why were there no disciples patrolling nearby? This was different from what Golden Spirit had described. Had something strange happened here?

Lin Xuan lowered his head and pondered.

However, soon his expression returned to normal. He came here to exchange for the Purple Lotus Tree; what had happened in Lixian Gorge was none of his concern.

With a smile on his face, he flicked his fingers, sending a light ray into the fog.

Inside the light ray was a small sachet, Golden Spirit’s personal item. Most disciples recognized it.

Lin Xuan waited for just a moment before the demonic fog began to churn violently, revealing a passage about ten feet wide.

Several cultivators flew out from inside. Three men and two women—familiar faces to Lin Xuan, none other than the mid-stage Golden Spirit cultivator.

"Senior, you finally came! We thought you might..."

The light faded as Golden Spirit arrived before Lin Xuan with a joyful expression. It was understandable; they had agreed that after the Mount Mangshan conference, he would come here, but it had been years without any news. She feared he had broken his promise or met an untimely end.

Seeing him now, she was overjoyed. High-grade pills were almost supernatural, and obtaining them through other means was extremely difficult.

"Haha, I’ve kept you waiting. Over the past few years, I encountered some unexpected events," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Senior, please don’t say such things. Please come inside."

Before Golden Spirit could finish speaking, an odd expression appeared on her face. For some reason, she felt that this senior was different from their last meeting, but she couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was.

Could he have advanced to late-stage condensation core in just a few years? Golden Spirit wondered, though it seemed impolite, she couldn’t help feeling curious and used her spirit sense to secretly scan Lin Xuan.

Upon seeing him, she was taken aback. Her expression grew even more peculiar.

Impossible. When she last saw this senior, he was only at mid-stage condensation core despite his unique abilities. How could he have become a mid-stage元婴 in just a few years?

Even if an immortal descended to the mortal world, it wouldn’t be possible to advance so quickly.

Moved by her curiosity, she ignored propriety and scanned him several more times with her spirit sense.

Indeed, he was at mid-stage元婴!

"Senior, there’s no need for alarm. Back then, I had special reasons that led me to conceal my cultivation," Lin Xuan shook his head, speaking calmly.

"Senior, please don’t say such things. I can’t bear the honor of being called so; just call me by my name."

Golden Spirit’s expression turned reverent as she hurriedly bowed. As a peer at mid-stage元婴, she dared not be disrespectful.

The other four disciples also changed their expressions and quickly bowed to greet him.

"Enough, no need for such formalities. Lead the way!"

"Yes!"

Seeing this easy-going senior, several low-ranking cultivators, including Golden Spirit, breathed a sigh of relief. Just as they were about to guide him into the valley, Lin Xuan abruptly stopped walking.

His eyes narrowed as he turned to look behind. A faint yellow streak appeared in his vision. The feeling and power...

It seemed like an advanced mid-stage元婴 cultivator.
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He didn't dare to ask what was going on and turned his head to look back.

The faint yellow light moved incredibly fast, arriving before them in the blink of an eye. It transformed into a shimmering cloud, revealing a large figure that could be vaguely seen inside.

The others couldn't see clearly, but the aura this person emitted made their hearts race. Although they couldn't determine his exact cultivation level, it seemed to surpass Lin Xuan's. Could he be a peak middle-stage cultivator? The group felt a chill down their spines.

They muttered in their minds but showed an extremely respectful demeanor on the surface; they didn’t dare to anger such a powerful old monster. Lin Xuan raised his fist slightly and said, "I am Lin Xuan. I have come to meet Yellow Brow Daoist."

The cloud swirled, dissipating into mist, revealing a tall elderly man with a youthful appearance, clearly over a hundred years old but still vigorous. His yellow eyebrows were particularly striking. An advanced婴后期 cultivator! Without saying more, it was undoubtedly the Yellow Brow True Man.

He glanced at Lin Xuan and showed some surprise on his face. This person seemed very young and unfamiliar. Could he be a newly promoted婴中期 cultivator? No… He had already reached middle-stage cultivation, so by deduction, he must be a hardworking cultivator who recently emerged from seclusion.

In fact, the Yellow Brow True Man had once met Lin Xuan before, but back then, Lin Xuan was just a young condensation core stage cultivator. Naturally, he wouldn't connect him with this middle-stage婴期 old monster in front of him.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's appearance was ordinary; someone who could easily blend into the crowd and be forgotten. Therefore, it was perfectly normal for him to have no impression. "Daoist, you're too polite. Please forgive my poor eyesight. I don't know which sect you belong to or where your hometown is," he said with a smile.

"Ha ha, I am just a free-roaming cultivator without any affiliation."

"That's fortunate. I also enjoy freedom. Could it be that you came here to assist Old Monster Jin?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in confusion: "Daoist, what are you talking about? I have never met Brother Jin before. How could I possibly help him? I am here because I know one of his disciples and want to exchange some items."

"Ah, I see." The Yellow Brow True Man's expression relaxed. "I misunderstood; I thought you were a helper invited by Old Monster Jin." Lin Xuan shook his head with a smile.

The Yellow Brow True Man was not well-intentioned. It seemed he had a grudge against the old monster. However, Lin Xuan wouldn't be foolish to inquire about it. He didn’t want to get entangled in unnecessary trouble. As long as he obtained the purple lotus wood, he could leave this place.

Meanwhile, Jin Ling and several other low-ranking disciples listened with troubled faces but did not dare to speak out. Instead, they discreetly sent out a sound transmission talisman.

Such small actions were naturally unnoticed by the Yellow Brow True Man, who pretended to be unaware of it. As a high-ranking cultivator, he had no interest in dealing with middle-stage foundation establishment cultivators.

In just a few moments, a soothing voice echoed from within the valley: "It is indeed Yellow Brow Daoist. I thought you would only visit our Drifting Cloud Valley after two or three months. You seem quite impatient. And this Lin Daoist, I heard that you know Ling'er; please go to the Azure Seal Pavilion and wait for me. I will come out to meet you."

Lin Xuan had no objections, and the Yellow Brow True Man showed a nonchalant attitude as well. Led by several middle-stage cultivators, they entered the Drifting Cloud Valley.

Inside, it was spacious with elegant pavilions and terraces adorned with exotic flowers and plants. Rare birds and beasts occasionally caught their eyes. Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and looked around with interest. Suddenly, a large expanse of trees came into view. These were purple in color and emitted a faint fragrance.

Of course, they were the purple lotus wood he was looking for.

Seeing Lin Xuan stop, the Yellow Brow True Man was surprised and asked: "Why? Have you never seen this kind of tree before? It is indeed unique to Drifting Cloud Valley. However, it has little practical use except for some lower-grade spirit artifacts. Do you have any interest in it?"

"Of course not. I am just surprised by the color of these trees," Lin Xuan replied with a calm expression. He wouldn’t reveal his true intentions so easily. The Yellow Brow True Man was half-believing and half-doubting but didn't press further.

Led by several middle-stage cultivators, they were brought to a pavilion halfway up the mountain. The others retreated, while Jin Ling stood anxiously nearby.

The Yellow Brow True Man chatted casually with Lin Xuan, probing his background without revealing much himself. After about a cup of tea's time, a brilliant golden light appeared deep within the valley and flew swiftly towards them. Lin Xuan didn't speak; he narrowed his eyes. Soon, the golden light landed in the pavilion, revealing a middle-aged cultivator.

He was around forty years old, towering with a bald head and bare feet. His arms were as thick as a man's thigh, covered in fat, making him look like a living mountain of flesh. This was the famous Old Monster Jin, and Lin Xuan’s expression changed.

This appearance was completely different from what he had imagined.

The Yellow Brow True Man also raised his head with an unfriendly expression, scrutinizing the other person. Seeing the faint golden aura on his skin, his face grew serious: "You have reached the fifth layer of Golden玄Internal Armor Technique. It seems you have fully refined that advanced stage turtle's heart."

"Indeed, if you had come a few days earlier, I might have left something for you. But now… You’ve wasted your trip," Old Monster Jin said with a strange smile. He showed no fear in the face of an advanced cultivator’s anger.

Lin Xuan raised his fist and said, "Brother Jin, any grudges between the two of you can be resolved on your own. I came here to exchange some items with Miss Lingling. Can you allow me to leave?"

Old Monster Jin turned around and looked at Lin Xuan: "This Daoist looks unfamiliar, but Ling'er has already told me about your matters. There's no problem. As long as you help me eliminate that Yellow Brow old bastard, I can give you all the purple lotus wood you want. Even this valley’s master will offer a substantial reward."

The Yellow Brow True Man's eyes flashed with anger, but he remained calm and composed despite his irritation.
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I have no connection with you. I came here merely to trade something with Fairy Golden Spirit. You two can fight if you wish, but don't drag me into it; I'm not interested in this." Lin Xuan gave them a strange look. This old monster of gold had come out of nowhere. Purple Lotus Wood wasn’t such a precious treasure, yet he actually wanted to involve me in fighting an old monster from the later stage.

"Friend, don't be so sure about that just now; listen to my terms first." The old monster of gold was neither angry nor impatient with Lin Xuan's reaction, as if it had anticipated this response.

"Hmph. Golden fellow, are you really out of your mind? Do you truly believe you can handle me? Don’t you know that the difference between middle and late stages is like heaven and earth in terms of strength? It would be a mere gesture for me to kill you." Yellow Eyebrow Sage was so furious he laughed. Although he had some grudges with this old monster, it wasn't a matter of life or death. He originally came here just to find an opportunity to extort a major treasure. Yet, the other party was unexpectedly arrogant and even sought help in front of him, leaving him speechless with laughter. His beard started trembling.

"Friend Lin, I know it’s difficult for you to decide now, but please observe from the sidelines when I fight this old thief Yellow Eyebrow. If you think you can assist me and ultimately kill the old bastard, my promise will be valid and I’ll give you a satisfactory reward." The old monster of gold suddenly lowered his voice, whispering something into Lin Xuan's ear.

Lin Xuan originally had an expression of disbelief, but he suddenly raised his head. His eyes flashed with sharp light, though they quickly calmed down. All these were seen by Yellow Eyebrow Sage, who felt a strange unease in his heart.

Although he didn’t know what conditions the other party offered, that Lin fellow clearly seemed to be tempted!

Of course, even if the other party was really hot-headed, two middle-stage cultivators weren't something he would take lightly. He had already used his divine sense to carefully check and found no formidable restrictions around here.

However, why did they want his life? Yellow Eyebrow Sage felt puzzled despite his anger. The grudges between them seemed trivial.

But he didn’t intend to delve deeper. A fierce look flashed in his eyes as he raised his left hand. A blue sword emerged from his sleeve and slashed down with great force.

Seven or eight streaks of sword energy appeared mid-air, rushing towards the target like thunderbolts.

The old monster of gold squinted his eyes. His reaction was swift; he took a breath, and a layer of light surfaced on his body, swirling like a golden bodhisattva.

But this wasn’t a Buddhist cultivation technique but some strange demon power!

When those seven or eight sword energies struck, the sound of 'puff puff puff' entered Lin Xuan's ears. The old monster was sent flying but remained unharmed.

Lin Xuan was somewhat impressed. Indeed, it’s true that there are no false heroes under a great name. An attack from an advanced-stage cultivator, even just sword energy, far exceeded the power of ordinary ancient treasures.

The hardness of this old monster's body might be much greater than that of most transformed animals.

However, Lin Xuan still didn't move. Although the terms offered were tempting, he knew better about the terrifying strength of a high-ranking cultivator.

Although both Kalara Ancient Demon and other demons had fallen to his hands, it was due to luck rather than true power. He didn’t really believe he could defeat or kill them.

Even with his advancement to middle-stage and the assistance of an upgraded Corpse Demon, Lin Xuan estimated that if he fought a high-ranking cultivator, he would at most be able to retreat unharmed.

Defeating him was impossible, let alone killing. Even adding this old monster, it was just wishful thinking. Therefore, he naturally wouldn’t provoke such a powerful enemy without reason.

However, Lin Xuan was also curious. He hadn't revealed any traps around either. This old monster of gold didn’t seem like an idiot but why did he confidently claim to be able to handle high-ranking cultivators?

Seeing that the two had started fighting, Lin Xuan decided to sit back and watch. He would wait and see before acting; it should bring some benefits.

Seeing his attack was ineffective, Yellow Eyebrow Sage wasn’t angry either. It was just a test. While the other party could block sword energy, they couldn't withstand the actual body of the treasure.

Yellow Eyebrow Sage pointed at him with one finger, and the immortal sword turned into a blue light, slashing towards his neck. The old monster of gold didn’t dare to take it head-on; he moved to the left side instead.

The blue light missed its target but was a sentient treasure. It traced a beautiful arc and flew back.

This time, it came with even greater force. The old monster of gold couldn’t dodge in time. His eyes flashed with ferocity as he raised his right arm without taking any defensive treasures.

Suddenly, golden light alternated with blue light; the immortal sword collided with his arm, producing a series of 'clang' sounds.

The old monster's arm was thicker than a human thigh and his cultivation method was special, but the immortal sword still cut it off.

However, its momentum slowed down. The old monster took this opportunity to dodge.

And there was no blood oozing from his severed arm.

With his left hand, he grabbed the broken arm and touched the wound; it healed easily.

Lin Xuan was greatly impressed by such a power. Even those with healing bodies couldn’t match him in terms of ability.

However, even this wasn’t enough to face high-ranking cultivators.

A cold smile appeared on Yellow Eyebrow Sage's face as he prepared to act. Just then, the old monster of gold stretched out his hand and patted his waist. A talisman floated before him.

This talisman was peculiar; half black and half white. Apart from countless deep symbols, it also had a strange pattern drawn on its surface.

Under the moonlight by an old well, under the feet of a beautiful woman, lay a skeleton.

The style was beautiful but terrifying.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted involuntarily.

He seemed to have seen this before but couldn’t recall where. He frowned and struggled hard to remember.

The old monster of gold opened his mouth and spat out blood. The blood seeped into the talisman, which ignited on its own. From the flames, a woman about an inch tall flew out along with the skeleton, just like in the picture.

She circled once before entering his crown.

A painful expression appeared on the old monster's face but quickly turned into a surge of power.

Above the sky, countless light points of qi gathered, each about the size of a finger. They rushed into his body one after another.

This scene left Yellow Eyebrow Sage speechless, while Lin Xuan had a sudden flash of insight in his mind. He remembered; this talisman was called Red Powder Skeleton and wasn’t from this world but a treasure from the demon sect of the Spirit Realm.
第四卷 七星岛 第八百三十九章 左右逢源

In Lin Xuan's mind, the memory of this record stirred. He recalled it.

The effect of this magic talisman was similar to some pills in the human world that could temporarily boost cultivation, but its specific effects were much better.

It allowed one to advance an entire cultivation stage within a short period. For example, a late-stage Golden Core cultivator like Old Golden Monster could, after using this magic talisman, draw upon the essence qi from the surrounding天地灵气, and unleash powers comparable to those of a late-stage Great Sage.

Of course, such power wasn't gained without cost; using these trickster items in the魔道 would result in severe consequences. Human world pills typically only consumed some true essence, which could be replenished by seclusion cultivation. However, using this Red Powder Skull Talisman required sacrificing one's lifespan as a price.

Moreover, its usage was restricted to cultivators above the Golden Core stage; each use cost about a quarter of their total lifespan. This meant that Old Golden Monster would lose at least two hundred and fifty years of his life.

The information about this magic talisman in the Spirit World flashed through Lin Xuan's mind, making him wince. He knew that cultivators sought immortality to avoid death, especially those with higher ranks who valued their lifespans more than anything else. Hence, during the Great Assembly on Mount Mang, Yellow Eyebrow True Man had defied all norms by forcibly taking the Longevity Pill from Lin Xuan, despite already paying with crystal stones.

This pill could only add a hundred years to one's lifespan, yet it had triggered a massive confrontation among over a hundred late-stage Golden Core cultivators. The importance of lifespans to high-ranking cultivators was evident...

---

The Red Powder Skull Talisman was rare in the Spirit World and was rarely used unless absolutely necessary. Lin Xuan was curious about what grudge Old Golden Monster had with his opponent, especially given Yellow Eyebrow True Man's bewildered expression.

Yellow Eyebrow True Man, a Great Sage, had extensive knowledge. Although his reaction was slightly slower than Lin Xuan's, he eventually recognized the Red Powder Skull Talisman and turned pale. "Old Golden Monster, have you gone mad? We may have some grudges, but they're not to the point of no return. There must be a way to resolve them. Why would you use such a talisman? Do you really want both of us to perish?"

"Hmph, Old Yellow Eyebrow, stop wasting my time. My dual cultivation partner died at your hands; how can I endure this humiliation without seeking revenge? With my current condition, there's no point in living for another few hundred years. Fortunately, I obtained this Spirit World magic talisman and will die alongside you."

"Ridiculous, when did I kill your dual cultivation partner?" Yellow Eyebrow True Man was both shocked and angry.

"You naturally don't remember it, so there's no need to explain. Just accept your fate!" Old Golden Monster roared.

In the brief moment, he completed the essence qi infusion; his already large body grew even thicker. More strangely, golden characters appeared on his skin, each about the size of an infant's fist, exuding a primeval aura. From the spiritual pressure, he was no less formidable than a late-stage Great Sage.

Then, with a roar, a golden light shot out and transformed into a hand over ten feet long, which clenched into a fist and struck at his opponent.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. What kind of treasure is this?

No, it wasn't a magical artifact but more like some secret technique. This golden hand was purely composed of true essence and qi.

Lin Xuan couldn't help being amazed. Old Golden Monster had such an unusual power. Meanwhile, a voice whispered in his ear: "Friend Lin, I'm sure you heard my offer. Once I use this talisman, my lifespan will be nearly exhausted. I am determined to die. If you can help me kill Yellow Eyebrow True Man, not only will the Purple Lotus Wood be yours, but all the wealth I've accumulated over centuries will also be passed on to you. You are a wandering cultivator; after I pass away, this Drifting Cloud Valley will belong to you, including my hundreds of disciples and servants. What do you think of these terms?"

Lin Xuan felt his lips twitch as he considered. While the master of Drifting Cloud Valley didn't matter much to him, Old Golden Monster's accumulated wealth was undoubtedly substantial.

Moreover, according to his original plan, after collecting enough Purple Lotus Wood, he intended to find a quiet place to practice the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance. This Drifting Cloud Valley seemed perfect for that purpose.

He really had hit the jackpot. Although Great Sages were hard to deal with, Old Golden Monster's use of the Red Powder Skull Talisman meant his strength was roughly equal to his opponent. Lin Xuan could assist without much effort.

However, despite his intrigue, Lin Xuan didn't immediately agree. As he pondered, Yellow Eyebrow True Man's deep voice continued: "Friend Lin, we have no grudges; don't be swayed by that Golden fellow's enticements. Even though he used the Red Powder Skull Talisman, his strength gained from essence qi infusion is far inferior to mine as a Great Sage. Even if you team up with him, it would be impossible to kill me. Once I escape, the consequences will be dire for both of us. I don't need anything from Brother Lin; just stay neutral. Afterward, I'll reward you handsomely. Besides some crystal stones and treasures, I've accumulated quite a bit over the years. I can also share my cultivation insights, which took me countless years to acquire. They will greatly aid your practice, and perhaps even help you advance to late-stage."

Lin Xuan listened silently, his expression unchanged. He showed no signs of agreement or disagreement. Now that he was in high demand, both sides were trying to leverage him as the only variable.

While Old Golden Monster had hundreds of disciples in Drifting Cloud Valley, their highest ranks were mid-stage Condensation Core cultivators, who could offer little help in this battle.

It seemed unfortunate for Old Golden Monster. To lure Yellow Eyebrow True Man into a trap, he deliberately feuded with him and stole an important demon fruit from his disciple. He knew the old monster wouldn't give up but estimated that it would take at least half a year before Yellow Eyebrow came to Drifting Cloud Valley seeking revenge. Originally, he planned to invite several fellow cultivators of similar rank for a surprise ambush, using the Red Powder Skull Talisman to ensure success. However, human plans often fail against divine will; Yellow Eyebrow True Man arrived months earlier than expected, leaving Old Golden Monster with no allies and forced to make this deal.
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Seeing the golden giant figure, Yellow Eyebrow True Man narrowed his eyes and extended a finger to point at the blue immortal sword hovering above him.

A凤鸣-like sound echoed in his ears. From the sword, a stream of blue light surged out, like waves of the sea rushing towards the opponent with ferocity.

The golden hand was not going to back down either; it swelled as if caught by the wind and grew to over ten zhang, plunging straight at the other party.

Essence energy radiated everywhere. The mere pressure from their contact sent the pavilion flying.

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of surprise. This residual force wasn't much for him, but it proved that the Red Powder Skull Talisman was indeed a rare item in the Spirit Realm, belonging to the Demon Sects. After using it, the Golden Monster actually managed to withstand blows from late-stage cultivators without falling behind.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he made up his mind. However, he didn't rush into action; instead, he continued to watch the battle unfold.

The previous moves were merely试探性的. Seeing that the other party could match him evenly, Yellow Eyebrow True Man's expression turned grim.

This guy is hard to deal with!

He didn't plan on a direct confrontation and had already decided to leave.

But the Golden Monster, after all his efforts, wouldn't let him escape so easily. With a loud shout, a faint golden glow erupted from his body surface. The mysterious symbols on his skin seemed to come alive, flowing with an ancient aura.

Yellow Eyebrow True Man sucked in a cold breath; clearly, using the Red Powder Skull Talisman not only boosted the other party's cultivation level to that of late-stage cultivators but also made him proficient in the Golden玄内甲功 at the seventh layer.

With such hard bones and muscles akin to those of advanced turtles, even top-grade treasures would find it difficult to harm him. Moreover, his strength was boundless; this secret technique was a supreme martial art for close combat!

The Golden Monster transformed into a golden streak and rushed towards the other party.

Yellow Eyebrow True Man frowned as he suddenly struck his chest. A series of sword beams shot out from his mouth, each about a foot long, radiating immense essence energy. On the surface of these beams were numerous small symbols that kept flowing, filled with an ancient aura.

Lin Xuan counted them; there were forty-nine beams in total. The pressure emitted by each one was no less than that of ordinary late-stage cultivators' top-grade treasures.

Although Yellow Eyebrow True Man was somewhat shameless, he was indeed a great cultivator famous for hundreds of years. His first move already showed his extraordinary strength.

"Quickly!"

He extended a finger towards the front.

The sword beams flashed and split into three, instantly transforming into over a hundred, forming a wall of swords before him like a copper wall.

Lin Xuan estimated that even the Three Demon Kings wouldn't dare to charge through.

However, the Golden Monster was determined to die fighting. He didn't fear mutual destruction; with a sneer, he plunged headfirst into the sword net.

Instantly, golden light burst everywhere, and the symbols exploded like popping beans.

Crackling sounds filled his ears, and there seemed to be lightning weaving through them. The sword beams struck the Golden Monster like a storm, but his defense was truly astonishing. Such terrifying attacks would destroy even top-grade defensive treasures, yet he showed no concern.

Of course, he did get injured; hundreds of cuts appeared all over him, but they quickly healed due to this technique's self-recovery ability.

Seeing that the other party was about to break through the sword net, Yellow Eyebrow True Man's face turned black. He flicked his sleeves and a fist-sized stone flew out.

The stone was dark and unremarkable in appearance. However, when a spell was cast upon it, its volume rapidly increased. In just a few breaths, it grew to resemble a small mountain.

A large shadow fell, making the air chill. It weighed at least several hundred thousand pounds. Even if the Golden Monster didn't dodge, he would surely be badly injured by such an attack.

The Golden Monster was shocked and naturally wouldn't dare to take the hit. He quickly formed hand seals, dancing like a butterfly, causing the surrounding essence energy to surge violently. A colossal hand appeared above him.

This hand was enormous, with a diameter of several zhang, like a pillar supporting the sky, holding up this mountain while he himself vanished in a flash and arrived before Yellow Eyebrow True Man swiftly.

He struck with both fists, like a martial artist, using "Drums and Gongs Resounding," aiming for the other party's temple.

Yellow Eyebrow True Man was in danger, but he didn't show any urgency. He recited a spell and vanished from his original spot.

This… teleportation? The Golden Monster was stunned.

Lin Xuan shook his head; this was clearly a technique that only late-stage cultivators could master—缩地术.

Although Lin Xuan's cultivation level matched the Golden Monster, his vision far surpassed him.

"How about that, Mr. Jin? Do you really think using the Red Powder Skull Talisman can make you match me on equal terms? Too naive. Although this item is rare in the Spirit Realm, it merely accelerates your growth. Even if your cultivation and essence energy reach late-stage levels, could you learn all those secret techniques that only high-ranking cultivators know without studying them? And controlling essence energy takes time to master. So, you can never be my opponent, Fellow Daoist Lin. What should I do now? You must have a clear idea," Yellow Eyebrow True Man spoke with an air of arrogance.

"I naturally know how to choose. I will certainly make Fellow Daoist satisfied," Lin Xuan smiled slyly.

Without further ado, he pulled out a short sword from his sleeves and transformed it into a green beam, slashing at the other party with great force.

The attack was not loud, but it emitted an essence pressure that made one's heart palpitate. The Golden Monster's face turned pale; he never expected such an outcome after all his efforts.

He naturally wouldn't sit idly by. His eyes glinted as he raised both hands to block Lin Xuan's attack…

The Green Fire Sword was only a dozen feet away from him. Suddenly, a cunning smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he moved his left hand swiftly.

As the green fire sword's light became more dazzling, it vanished from its original spot.

In the next moment, space distorted, and the sword suddenly appeared above Yellow Eyebrow True Man's head, striking down fiercely.

"You…"

The sudden attack shocked Yellow Eyebrow True Man. The Golden Monster, on the other hand, looked both surprised and delighted.

Lin Xuan paid no heed; he poured all his essence energy into the Green Fire Sword. Either do it or don't; with a choice made, he showed no hesitation.
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Mang Yi's eyes widened as Huangmei Zhenren remained unperturbed. He stretched out his hand, and a shield appeared in front of him, shaped like a rhombus.

Meanwhile, the young man glared at Lin Xuan with malice, flicking his fingers slightly. A portion of the sword beams split off, raining down on Lin Xuan as if it were a storm.

This brat is not wise enough to know when to stop; let's eliminate him first since he has weaker cultivation, and then deal with that old demon after he absorbs the spirit essence.

Lin Xuan had vast experience in magical battles. His pupils constricted as he understood Huangmei Zhenren's intentions clearly. He showed no fear on his face while continuing to pour mana into the Green Flame Sword. A shield about the size of a palm flew out from his sleeve, emitting flashes of light and looking quite impressive.

On the surface of the shield were countless strange patterns, resembling scales of a dragon. The Black Dragon Armor Shield was a treasure Lin Xuan had just obtained, but its defensive power far exceeded that of the Green Flame Sword. It sliced through the purple shield, which whirled around to block it. However, a flash of green light shattered the shield into two halves.

Huangmei Zhenren's expression turned pale with shock. He never expected this sword to be so sharp; he was too late to dodge and had half an arm cut off by a slash.

"You dare destroy my body!"

The powerful cultivator's face contorted in pain, his expression even more hideous as he gritted his teeth and poured more mana into the sword beams.

He wanted to kill Lin Xuan here, but that was easier said than done. The Black Dragon Armor Shield transformed into a light curtain, enveloping Lin Xuan's body.

The surface of the light curtain had round disks that glowed and flickered, emitting a heavy aura of demonic energy.

The sword beams struck, producing crackling sounds as they hit the light curtain, but it merely shook without showing any signs of breaking apart.

Huangmei Zhenren was greatly alarmed. Although he hadn't used his full strength, Lin Xuan was only at the middle-stage cultivator level and had managed to block his attack so effortlessly.

The old demon was overjoyed and dashed forward again.

Huangmei Zhenren couldn't withstand such a direct assault; this young man possessed powerful martial arts techniques that made him an opponent in close combat. He immediately used the Shrink Ground Technique.

Lin Xuan sneered as he opened his mouth, spitting out a long spear-like weapon with ancient design and flickering black light—Snowfox King's treasure.

After three years of seclusion, Lin Xuan had refined this weapon using Baby Fire, now able to wield it freely. He swung it downward forcefully.

A dazzling beam of energy appeared, slicing through the air...

Boom!

The sky nearby darkened as if twisted.

This spear was a rare spatial treasure, but as an early-stage middle-stage cultivator, Lin Xuan struggled to use it effectively. It couldn't shatter space, but distorting it was within his capability.

While this technique didn't seem particularly useful at first glance, it could counter techniques like Teleportation and Shrink Ground Technique.

Huangmei Zhenren was caught off guard and suffered significantly. His secret technique was broken as he reappeared in the same spot.

If only Lin Xuan were fighting alone, this wouldn't matter much, but with the old demon involved, the situation changed drastically.

Unable to escape, the old demon pounced eagerly.

As he approached, he clapped his hands together, and a golden fist appeared mid-air. He clenched his fingers tightly and punched forward at lightning speed.

Huangmei Zhenren had no choice but to strike his chest with his palm, spitting out a blood arrow.

The blood merged with the spiritual light in front of him, forming a crimson light curtain. The fist then struck hard.

A deafening roar echoed as the old demon's cultivation technique was not only defensive but also incredibly powerful. This punch could match even top-grade treasures.

Though Huangmei Zhenren was an advanced cultivator, he couldn't withstand this blow. The crimson light curtain flickered and shattered with a loud noise.

However, it had bought some time.

Huangmei Zhenren didn't dare use the Shrink Ground Technique again but instead emitted yellow light from his body as he flew to another side.

Lin Xuan sighed deeply. This fellow wasn't wrong; the old demon's strength was indeed enhanced by using the Red Powder Skull Talisman, forcing external spirit essence into his body. But such a cleverly acquired power couldn't be fully utilized in battle.

After all, his control over spirit energy and his insights were still at the middle-stage level, and many secret techniques hadn't been cultivated. He was merely an outer-strong but inner-weak powerful cultivator.

However, Lin Xuan didn't think he had made a mistake in his choice of allies. After careful consideration, he chose who to support based on more than just the temptation offered.

Empty promises were easy for anyone to make; it mattered whether they could be fulfilled.

Using that demon talisman, the old demon's days were clearly numbered. His promise seemed genuine. But Huangmei Zhenren was another story. The cultivation world had no sense of righteousness or morality. If Lin Xuan helped him win, the other might turn on him as easily as flipping a page in a book.

Then not only would he have difficulty obtaining any benefits but also risk his life. Lin Xuan didn't like leaving his fate to others' hands.

Moreover, after eliminating Huangmei Zhenren, the storage bag wouldn't belong to anyone else; its treasures and crystals were for him to take as he pleased.

Helping the weak and fighting the strong was a wise choice now. Lin Xuan wouldn't let Huangmei Zhenren escape. He flipped his left hand and a ball of flame appeared in his palm—greenish, slightly larger than an egg.

Then a firebird emerged from it.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the old demon as the bird flapped its wings fearlessly towards him.

Still unsatisfied, Lin Xuan took out another treasure from his waist with his right hand—the Banana Leaf Fan. He flicked it, and two different colored Yin-Yang winds appeared.

Huangmei Zhenren was furious. This mid-stage cultivator was too despicable. He reached out to grab a bag from his waist, summoning a red light that emerged.

The red light was striking but revealed itself as a giant snake, over a yard long. The body of this golden-antlered fire serpent was covered in bright flames, and its golden horns were particularly noticeable.

Golden Horned Fire Serpent—Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The spirit bird transformed from Green Illusionary Flames had already flown away but was swallowed by the old demon.

Although a three-stage creature, it was an exotic beast that could devour various demonic flames. As for those Yin-Yang winds, Huangmei Zhenren didn't pay much attention and simply activated his protective spiritual light before charging forward...
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This Yellow Eyebrow True Man was somewhat overconfident.

It wasn't surprising. Although he had suffered greatly at Lin Xuan's hands, deep down, he believed it was due to the opponent's formidable treasures and techniques rather than his own inadequacies. He didn’t place much importance on other abilities.

After all, there was only a superficial difference between middle and late-stage cultivators, but their actual strength was incomparable. He simply did not take Lin Xuan seriously.

The Golden Horned Fire Serpent was the true adversary!

Vice-Abbot Yellow Eyebrow’s thoughts were correct; however, Lin Xuan was no ordinary peer-level cultivator.

That Banana Fan was indeed a top-grade treasure! Otherwise, why would he have kept it for himself?

Two strange winds of different colors didn’t seem particularly impressive at first glance. But as they approached within several feet from the Yellow Eyebrow True Man, a burst of light suddenly appeared, transforming into one black and one white dragon.

Simultaneously, an aura of ferocity emerged. The Yellow Eyebrow True Man was shocked; it was too late to dodge now. His protective spiritual light alone couldn’t withstand the tearing of two vicious dragons.

But he was no ordinary cultivator with a reputation spanning hundreds of years. He couldn't sit idly by. Taking a deep breath, a flame as thick as his arm shot out from him.

This was the primordial fire he had cultivated for countless years.

Immediately after, it transformed into a blazing curtain in front of the two dragons.

Crackling sounds filled the air as both dragons entered the fiery curtain and were instantly reduced to nothingness. However, the Yellow Eyebrow True Man’s expression was not much better. This wasn’t ordinary primordial fire; there was still some essence blood and true energy within it, which gave it such terrifying power.

The great cultivator’s heart relaxed as he prepared to fly away. Suddenly, something unimaginable happened. The golden horned fire serpent let out a mournful cry before writhing in pain mid-air. The flames on its body turned an eerie green, and the bird-like creature burst forth from its belly.

"How is this possible? Although this beast’s rank isn’t high, it naturally possesses spells to counter various demonic flames. Even during his battle with Snow Fox King, it had significant effects. This guy..."

Just as he thought this, a spirit bird transformed from the碧幻幽火 rushed towards him. There was nowhere to hide; reluctantly, the Yellow Eyebrow True Man pushed forward with all his might. Of course, his entire palm was enveloped in thick spiritual light.

The two collided, sparks flying everywhere. The spiritual light on his hand was quickly eroded! Pain flashed across his face.

He grunted as he prepared to use another technique. But the碧幻幽火 suddenly expanded wildly and enveloped him entirely.

The Yellow Eyebrow True Man was both shocked and enraged; his body froze momentarily. This delay allowed the Golden Horned Old Monster, who didn’t miss a beat, to rush forward.

He waved his hands, changing hand seals rapidly. Then he opened his mouth and shot out a golden beam.

Lin Xuan could see that it was a sword about half a foot long. Instead of attacking, it circled around the Golden Horned Old Monster’s arm before severing part of his forearm.

Self-mutilation technique!

Such abilities were usually formidable.

Of course, cultivators wouldn’t easily use them; the cost was too high. But since the Golden Horned Old Monster didn’t hesitate to sacrifice his lifespan, this body wasn’t worth much.

After using a red powder skull talisman, he wouldn’t live long anyway.

Next, the Golden Horned Old Monster spat out a mouthful of essence blood and wrapped it around the severed arm. The two quickly fused together, releasing an overwhelming aura of ferocity.

In the bloodlight, the severed arm transformed into a strange-looking treasure. At first glance, it resembled a war club, but upon closer inspection, a bright axe blade was embedded on its surface.

The Golden Horned Old Monster held this treasure with one hand and rushed forward. With his right hand, he swung down viciously.

Still trapped by the碧幻幽火, the Yellow Eyebrow True Man couldn’t escape. Seeing this, he was utterly terrified.

There was no place to hide!

But he didn’t disappoint as a ruthless character. Under the influence of ferocity, his cheeks bulged, and his spiritual energy surged wildly.

"This is... not good!"

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed in fear. Two old monsters wanted to fight to the death; he had no interest in being caught in the crossfire.

He immediately poured all his magical power into the Bird Golden Dragon Shield and used Nine Heavens Microstep, retreating at a breathtaking speed.

This technique was only slightly inferior to teleportation. With a flick of his mind, Lin Xuan was already over a hundred feet away.

Rumbling sounds came from behind as he saw no way to avoid it. The Yellow Eyebrow True Man self-destructed his body. A great cultivator’s spiritual energy was formidable; even the Golden Horned Old Monster's extremely defensive technique couldn’t withstand it. Countless red threads pierced through his body like arrows.

Lin Xuan sighed. Without his assistance, the Golden Horned Old Monster would never have been a match for the Yellow Eyebrow True Man. But this mutual destruction outcome was most advantageous to him.

A smile appeared on his lips.

鹬蚌相争，渔翁得利. Lin Xuan wasn’t cold-hearted; he had no grudge against these old monsters.

Then, from the bloodlight, a baby ghost emerged, about an inch in size.

The Yellow Eyebrow True Man didn’t want to die so easily. If he found a suitable body, he could still possess it.

This was truly like trying to steal chickens but losing your own hands! Was that old monster’s announcement of releasing a powerful treasure just to lure him into the trap?

Total nonsense!

He thought bitterly as he glared at Lin Xuan with venomous eyes. Then he used teleportation.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him escape. He took out another space technique treasure and waved it, breaking through his opponent’s spell.

The baby ghost stumbled out, finally showing fear on its face. Beside it was a desiccated monster.

Corpse Demon!

Lin Xuan had secretly released this creature to ambush the Yellow Eyebrow True Man’s baby ghost.

The demon opened its mouth, spewing out pale flames. Then it waved its hands, creating countless claw shadows in mid-air. Lin Xuan also activated his divine consciousness, transforming the碧幻幽火 into tiny threads of fire like a net, falling down from above.

The baby ghost was greatly alarmed; he couldn’t withstand these attacks. A determined look appeared on his small face as his entire body became transparent and vanished instantly.

What secret technique is this? Lin Xuan was puzzled. However, the Corpse Demon moved strangely. It wasn't controlled by him but acted instinctively. Its hands extended, and several tentacles emerged from its demon arms.
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Lin Xuan's brows rose, a look of surprise appearing on his face. [Full Text Reading] The tentacles reminded him of the strange secret arts of the ancient demon Ga Luo. Fortunately, the true demonic essence on the demon arm was very thin and far from reaching the point where it could devour its master. Lin Xuan felt relieved.

As long as he used them cautiously, there shouldn't be any mistakes. Instead, they would add to the abilities of the Corpse Demon's divine techniques.

Those tentacles flew towards an empty space in unison, curling and retracting, revealing the元婴 once more. The face was filled with shock: "Impossible, how could you penetrate my hidden technique?"

After all, such concealment techniques consumed a lot of one’s life essence and were not easily used. But once used, even old monsters at the Separation Stage might find it hard to detect.

Despite its terrifying appearance, this Corpse Demon was only at the early stage of元婴. According to reason, Lin Xuan should have no chance of seeing through it.

Lin Xuan had no time to explain; with a slight movement of his spiritual sense, the Corpse Demon stuffed the元婴 into its mouth and began chewing wildly before swallowing it down. A satisfied look appeared on its face. For an entity from the Netherworld, a cultivator’s元婴 was a great tonic.

Next, Lin Xuan reached out and a storage bag flew up from the ground. Although Huang Mei True Man had no sect or family, as a high-ranking cultivator, he must have collected many treasures over his lifetime.

Lin Xuan licked his tongue; this time, another windfall awaited him.

Of course, it was too early to check what exactly was inside.

After completing all of that, Lin Xuan slowly turned around and looked at the other old monster lying on the ground. He could no longer move. Huang Mei True Man’s final attack had been formidable, and the effects of the Red Fen Skull Talisman had worn off.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before walking three feet in front of him. "Do you have any serious injuries?"

"Thank Lin Daoist for your concern; I am at my last breath." Blood dripped from the corner of Golden Monster’s mouth, but his expression was peaceful and happy as he thanked Lin Xuan: "This time, it was all thanks to your help that I could avenge my great loss. Rest assured, I will pass on in no time now. I won’t break my promise to you; henceforth, you are the master of Offline Gorge. Whether it’s Purple Lotus Wood or any other treasure, you can take what you want."

After saying this, he reached out and struggled to pat his waist. Two beams of light flew from a storage bag.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and grabbed a jade cylinder and an intricately carved black token.

"This token is the identity token of the Valley Master. It not only controls the禁制 within Offline Gorge but also has the effect of suppressing one’s divine consciousness, including Jin Ling. All cultivators in this valley, before they entered, had to hand over their soul and spirit to me. With this order token, you naturally become their master. The jade cylinder contains a map that will help you find hidden caves where I’ve stored my treasures."

Lin Xuan frowned upon hearing this, silently sighing. Golden Monster was indeed not a good person; he had used禁神术 on his disciples and apprentices. Jin Ling was his blood relative.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t a novice in the cultivation world. Such matters were common knowledge, so he quickly returned to normal.

After checking the jade cylinder and token without finding any tampering, he safely put them away.

"How does Golden Brother feel now? Do you need further assistance for your injuries?" Lin Xuan suddenly asked with a smile.

"Thank you for your kindness, but I have lived for over seven hundred years. After using the Red Fen Skull Talisman, my lifespan is already limited. Now that I’ve suffered severe injuries, there’s no point in prolonging this. It would be better to immediately dissolve and preserve my divine consciousness, increasing my chances of reincarnation," Golden Monster seemed to have planned this well, speaking calmly.

"Hmm, makes sense. Since that’s the case, I won’t persuade you further; please proceed as you wish." Lin Xuan nodded in agreement.

Golden Monster laughed loudly,勉强 sat up straight and recited a spell with one hand. He then forcefully slapped his chest, causing golden light to shine brightly. His body gradually became transparent, first his skin, then flesh and bones, until he vanished before Lin Xuan’s eyes.

Only a few tattered clothes remained, fluttering on the ground.

Lin Xuan sighed. These two were once formidable figures but had fallen so easily. The path of immortality was truly arduous; one misstep could lead to eternal damnation.

Lin Xuan casually fired several fireballs, burning away any bloodstains. Then he reached out and took Golden Monster’s storage bag without hesitation.

---

Three days later.

"Young Master, look at these Purple Lotus Woods. Do they still serve your purpose?"

After Golden Monster's demise, Lin Xuan had become the master of Offline Gorge with ease, holding the禁神令符 and his mid-stage元婴. He easily became the master of Offline Gorge without any resistance.

Now, accompanied by Jin Ling, he stood in a large patch of purple forest.

The lush greenery filled Lin Xuan’s face with joy; he could feel the magic insects in his spiritual beast bag stirring.

The Jade Luo Bee should be able to hasten their ripening. This would add another useful divine technique to his arsenal.

Beside him was a young woman, about seventeen or eighteen years old. She wasn’t beautiful but was still cute and obedient—Jin Ling, the Fairy of Golden Ling.

Of course, she now wore an extremely respectful expression, far from her arrogant behavior when they first met on Mount Mangshan. This was normal; Lin Xuan’s current strength had vastly improved, and he had inherited the position of Valley Master.

"Miss Jin, there's no need for such formalities; we already know each other well. Just treat me as before."

"You jest, Young Master. I dare not be so impudent," Jin Ling was startled and quickly bowed respectfully.

Lin Xuan shook his head and didn’t press the matter. In the cultivation world, strength was supreme. If he were too polite, it would only make these juniors nervous.

"These Purple Lotus Woods are good; have someone cut some and send them to my cave."

"Understood!" Jin Ling nodded, then showed a hesitant expression.

"What else do you need to say?"

"Young Master, I..."

Seeing her stammering, Lin Xuan understood. He quickly flipped his left hand and an exquisite white bottle appeared in his palm: "Even though I am now the master of Offline Gorge, I won’t break my promise. Take this superior筑基丹 and consume it if you need to push through your cultivation bottleneck."

The风云阅读网m.
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这段文字主要描述了主角林轩在妖灵岛上的一系列行动和思考。以下是主要内容总结：

1. **与金灵的对话**：林轩与金灵进行了交谈，让其管理离线峡，并承诺会帮助她凝丹。

2. **对金灵的安排**：林轩认为金灵虽然有权力欲望，但不会背叛他，因此让她负责管理离线峡是合理的安排。

3. **进入金老怪藏宝之地**：林轩通过傀儡术和禁制令符进入了金老怪留下的密室，并获得了大量的高阶晶石和其他珍贵物品。

4. **修炼凤舞九天决**：林轩在获得大量资源后，开始专心修炼凤舞九天决，并计划催熟魔蜂以备不时之需。

5. **安排后续事务**：林轩还让月儿和尸魔继续修行，并布置了傀儡来照顾魔蜂的生长环境。

6. **思考未来**：林轩对未来的修炼有了更清晰的规划，包括炼制战甲等事宜。

整个章节展示了主角在获得大量资源后的冷静处理能力和长远计划。
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A few days later, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room, his eyes tightly shut. A faint green aura enveloped him as he rapidly changed hand seals on his fingers. His face showed a hint of pain.

If there were cultivators nearby at this moment and they used Inner Vision, they would see countless golden threads as thin as silk moving ceaselessly through Lin Xuan's meridians.

In the dantian, besides the demonic embryo and primordial spirit embryo, there was now a golden light ball about the size of an egg. It rotated rapidly, sending out numerous golden threads that entered Lin Xuan’s body to transform his constitution. The method for transforming the Fengpao into its essence form in the jade cylinder had several variations. If one merely wanted success, it wasn't particularly difficult; even a Foundation Establishment cultivator could accomplish this with the aid of the Peacock's innate spirit light.

One only needed to evenly disperse the spirit light into his meridians.

However, although simple, such a method would result in a constitution that could practice the Fengwu Jiu Tian Art. Overall, it was too basic for Lin Xuan’s ambitions. Unless he merely wanted to learn the entry-level divine techniques and leave the Spirit Beast Island, he wouldn't waste this opportunity. So, he chose an extremely difficult method: refining his innate spirit light, then gradually expanding and transforming his meridians. Although troublesome and painful, it would result in a constitution of extraordinary quality, making the practice of Fengwu Jiu Tian Art easier.

At the beginning, Fairy Xuanfeng repeatedly warned that two conditions were necessary to use this method: reaching the Primordial Spirit Stage and having an extremely resilient mind capable of enduring what most people couldn't. The pain of meridian transformation was so intense that even ordinary Primordial Spirit cultivators could not bear it.

Lin Xuan met both requirements. He had already faced the trials of Drifting Cloud Valley when he was in the Flexible Spirit Period, making this current test trivial by comparison.

Time flew like an arrow; a month finally passed. In the evening as the sun set, Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes and took a deep breath before standing up, maintaining the One Origin and One Unity state.

Reflecting on his experiences over the past month, Lin Xuan felt somewhat shaken. The transformation of his constitution was far more painful than he had imagined. While enduring it, he also needed to guide the innate spirit light through his body, nearly causing him to make mistakes several times. Although he ultimately succeeded, the experience was terrifying.

He couldn't help but admire Fairy Xuanfeng even more. As a man, he found it difficult to endure; imagine her, a frail woman, using the same method back then. Lin Xuan felt an admiration for her.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and slowly brought it before his eyes. At first glance, there seemed to be no difference. However, after being refined by the Peacock's innate spirit light, both his meridians and muscles had become much stronger. The effect of this Inner Refinement was far superior to any regular or demonic cultivation techniques. Now he could finally practice Fengwu Jiu Tian Art.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry. After bathing and resting for several days, he returned to the training room.

During this period, he carefully studied this mysterious spirit beast technique again.

Fengwu Jiu Tian Art was divided into nine levels. The first four were suitable for Primordial Spirit cultivators, while the latter belonged to the Separation and Union Stage.

Given his current stage, theoretically, he could refine up to the second level. Once perfected, he might even condense a spirit core. However, he didn't have that much time. According to Fairy Xuanfeng, it would take about sixty or seventy years.

Lin Xuan was eager to return home.

Fortunately, activating the teleportation array only required basic knowledge. Still, he decided to practice the first level before proceeding further.

He had already seen a wide range of cultivation techniques and methods, so understanding this spirit beast technique wasn't difficult. He quickly grasped the first set of hand seals.

Lin Xuan then flicked his sleeve, and an jade box flew out. With a slight finger tap, he opened it to reveal a fist-sized treasure.

Neither made of metal nor jade, its surface was covered in a grayish gas, emitting an unbelievable amount of spirit energy that even top-grade crystal stones couldn't match.

This was undoubtedly the Spirit Eye舍利.

Although Line峡 already had good spirit veins, using this treasure would naturally enhance his cultivation. Why not?

Lin Xuan recited the entrance hand seals in his mind and sat cross-legged. He began body refinement with both hands forming various hand seals.

Meanwhile, Golden Spirit managed all affairs of Line峡. Lin Xuan focused intently, so time passed quickly.

A year went by; his cave remained tightly closed.

Two years later, there was still no sign of activity.

After more than a decade, a five-colored祥云 suddenly appeared above Line峡, accompanied by the faint sound of phoenix calls.

The cloud light flickered, and in plain sight, it transformed into a phoenix. It let out a long cry as it circled over Line峡 before vanishing into the mountain wall.

Above that peak was where Golden Monster’s cave lay, now occupied by Lin Xuan.

This significant event surprised the cultivators of Line峡. As they whispered among themselves, a golden flash landed on the lawn in front.

The light dispersed to reveal a woman dressed in golden palace attire.

Though not particularly beautiful, she exuded an air of grace and dignity that made the cultivators show respect.

Of course, it was Fairy Jinling, whom Lin Xuan had granted significant authority.

Over these years, her decisions were firm and decisive, making her quite extraordinary. With the help of Lin Xuan’s spirit pills, she finally broke through the Meridian Blockage barrier and successfully condensed a golden core about a year ago.
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The sight before him left Jin Ling's face aghast. However, the woman was quite shrewd and immediately ordered the cultivators to disperse. After a moment of hesitation, she slowly made her way towards Lin Xuan’s abode.

"Congratulations, young master. You've managed to complete the first level of Lü Feng Wu Jiu in just fifteen years."

In the practice room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged. A miniature rainbow phoenix hovered above his head, dancing and fluttering. His face was filled with joy; his progress had indeed been much faster than anticipated.

The妖眼舍利had played a significant role here. Over these years, he had consumed countless pills, almost depleting the supply of spirit pills he had previously refined.

At this point, while not enough to form a demon core, Lin Xuan could feel substantial changes in his body. The effects of the经文洗髓were far beyond those of both Taoist and demonic techniques. His cultivation akin to that of a beast was now showing initial results—his Nine Heavens Microstep technique had gained significant power, though still not as swift as teleportation.

His physical strength had also increased slightly, allowing him to withstand some low-grade spells without any defensive measures.

Compared to the old怪兽, he was far behind but already outmatched ordinary元婴 cultivators.

Lin Xuan rose from his seat. The miniature rainbow phoenix vanished into his body through his crown.

Using inner vision, one could now see a slight change in the color of his spiritual energy. Initially, it had been a mixture of green and black, but now there was a faint silver hue, although very subtle!

Turning to look at the beautiful young woman beside him, Yue'er had not disappointed—she had finally broken through and entered the realm of core formation.

Though not yet solidified, this was still a significant advancement.

Next, Lin Xuan recalled the Corpse Demon. This creature had been diligently practicing 天尸化身诀for years, with its元婴 already fully digested but unable to advance further.

Lin Xuan wasn't disappointed; immortality is difficult, and breaking through realms isn't easy. While his demon energy hadn't progressed much, he now possessed several extremely powerful secret techniques.

One must be content with such results.

Finally, Lin Xuan arrived at the insect room where he kept the demon bees.

Though he had been in seclusion for many years, he occasionally checked on the insects during breaks from meditation. Initially, 紫莲木had shown significant effects, but after three years, the玉罗蜂had grown significantly and molted like a snake, surprising Lin Xuan with its newfound ferocity.

However, starting from the twelfth year, the催熟作用 had decreased dramatically and ceased altogether.

Opening the stone door with a wave of his sleeve, he heard buzzing sounds as a purple cloud of insects swarmed towards him. Initially alarmed, Lin Xuan quickly regained composure; the玉罗蜂had recognized him and posed no threat.

He picked up one of the demon insects, noticing it had grown slightly larger than before. He could feel the primordial force emanating from it.

The 紫莲木was now ineffective in its effects, having consumed much of its vitality.

Lin Xuan sighed; the驱虫术 was indeed one of the most difficult skills to master among a hundred techniques. The玉罗蜂required immense effort to reach maturity.

However, while far from ideal, they were no longer mere larvae and could potentially aid him in battle—adding another technique to his arsenal.

With this thought, he summoned his spirit beast pouch and used his divine awareness to store the insect cloud within it.

A transmission talisman flew towards him.

Scanning it with his divine sense, Lin Xuan saw that Jin Ling had come to visit upon hearing of his emergence from seclusion.

Lin Xuan smiled. This woman had done well over these years; he activated a barrier and invited Jin Ling to wait in the main hall.

Afterward, he recalled the Corpse Demon into his spirit ghost pouch before calmly heading to meet her.

The meeting lasted half a day.

Lin Xuan suddenly announced that he was going on an extended journey, handing Jin Ling a禁神令符. Transforming into a streak of green light, he vanished without a trace.

The cultivators in离线峡were shocked but dared not oppose him.

"Young master, Golden Monster left such a vast domain behind; are you really willing to discard it like trash?"

"Even if I didn't want to leave, could I stay here indefinitely?" Lin Xuan shook his head with a bitter smile. "For humans, this isn't an ideal place for cultivation. With the妖眼舍利, returning to the human world allows me to easily practice Lü Feng Wu Jiu."

"That's true, but why go through such trouble? Why not enslave Jin Ling and implant the Bloodlight Soul Refinement Technique on her? Isn't that redundant? Do you plan to return to this demon island?" Yue'er asked with a hint of confusion.

"I won’t be returning. However, don’t underestimate Jin Ling; she has a pure golden attribute spirit root, superior even to the Holy Spirit Root. The original blockage is now lifted, and her future prospects are limitless."

"Are you saying that not only will she succeed in forming an infant body but also break through the Separation Realm and ascend to the higher realms?" Yue'er's face showed doubt.

"Haha, the probability of such a thing happening is very low. However, anything is possible; it’s always wise to have some backup," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"True, having more leverage is beneficial. If she truly ascends in a thousand years, the Bloodlight Soul Refinement Technique will ensure her submission to me. Storing this for later could bring great benefits, but the odds are too low."

"I don’t care; I’m just trying it out. It won’t cost me anything," Lin Xuan said with a sly smile.

If he hadn't planted the Bloodlight Soul Refinement Technique, he wouldn’t have handed over the禁神令符 so freely and given her several treasures.

With many magical artifacts at his disposal, he might as well use them to win hearts. The art of ruling involves both kindness and severity; Jin Ling felt both gratitude and fear towards him.

Whether they would meet again was uncertain, but leaving some leverage never hurt.
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Even the old monsters of the Core Spirit Stage would never dare to tread lightly on this ground.

Especially in the Yohuan Mountains, the outer regions were covered by thick forests, not particularly dangerous. However, once one entered the inner areas, the number of beastly creatures was countless. Even without encountering Formed Spirit stage monsters, the dangers were heart-stirring enough.

Moreover, the old patriarch with emerald eyes, a monster king among the three major beast kings, also resided here. Due to his early experiences, this old monster harbored an intense hatred for humans.

The range of the entire mountain was vast and extensive, stretching over hundreds of thousands of miles. As one moved deeper into it, the surroundings became increasingly gloomy, with even demon clouds pressing down from above.

In recent decades, there had hardly been any trace of human activity. However, this morning, a dimming light streak flew in from afar. The light faded, revealing an ordinary-looking young man. Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder box from his chest and sank his spirit awareness into it.

After closing himself off for so many years, he had long instructed the disciples of Liuyan Gorge to gather information on the Yohuan Mountains. Although Jin Ling was surprised, she obediently carried out his instructions without hesitation.

Just as the saying goes, "One can make a ghost push a millstone," this adage is equally applicable in the cultivation world. It's unknown how that girl used her methods to bribe a Formed Spirit stage monster with ten thousand crystal stones and other precious items, obtaining an extremely detailed map from him.

The map not only showed the distribution of beastly tribes within the Yohuan Mountains but also highlighted specific precautions one should take. With this item in hand, Lin Xuan's journey was undoubtedly greatly facilitated, even though part of the Water Curtain Cave used to be located within these mountains. Strictly speaking, that area was merely the outer forest and not particularly dangerous. Even so, Lin Xuan had encountered Formed Spirit stage monsters there.

Thus, although his cultivation had significantly improved, he remained cautious. After all, two fists cannot defeat four hands, and Lin Xuan knew that in single combat, he was far from a match for the great beast tribes!

Although both the ancient demon Gahar and the Yellow Eyebrow Sage had perished at his hands, he did not dare to become overly arrogant due to luck or other factors.

Lin Xuan placed the jade cylinder box back into his chest. He formed hand seals, and a faint silver light flickered over him. His aura began to change.

A pure妖力 surged forth, enveloping his body.

This was a secret technique recorded in the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art.

It must be known that as a cultivator imitating beast powers, although he could mimic the abilities of beasts, the spirit energy and true beastly power were fundamentally different. His human identity would be obvious to anyone.

The仙子 Xuanfeng had created this ability with the effect of "stealing heaven's light and changing its color." After converting his spirit energy into beastly energy, it was almost indistinguishable from the real thing.

In other words, Lin Xuan now posed as a Formed Spirit stage monster. As long as he did not encounter the emerald-eyed old patriarch or some particularly powerful monsters, he should be able to move freely in the Yohuan Mountains without any trouble.

This was more mysterious than the敛气 technique from the Nine Heavens Technique, and it was indeed an excellent cultivation art. Even though Lin Xuan had only mastered the first level perfectly, he already felt many benefits. Following that, Lin Xuan confidently flew deeper into the Yohuan Mountains.

Surprisingly, things went much more smoothly than expected. Although he couldn't say he moved freely everywhere, as a "middle-stage Formed Spirit," he naturally wouldn't encounter any trouble in this area. Lower-grade beastly creatures dared not provoke him; even if they did, they would lower their heads and show signs of reverence.

As for higher-grade monsters, none were encountered.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. According to logic, the number of Formed Spirit stage beings here should be greater than those in the Ice Desert Wasteland. However, Lin Xuan had no time to delve into this further; his goal was merely to find an ancient teleportation array and leave this place.

It was best not to create unnecessary complications.

Although everything went smoothly, Lin Xuan remained cautious. The map provided by the Formed Spirit stage monster did not specify the exact location of the teleportation array, so he had to search for it himself.

Three months passed in a blink.

Lin Xuan had already searched through half of the Yohuan Mountains.

On this day, he arrived at the foot of a mountain cliff. The mountain was not tall and only covered an area of about one hundred feet in diameter. It stood alone, looking unremarkable.

Lin Xuan came to this place due to events that occurred two weeks ago.

The secret technique from the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art allowed him to impersonate a beast, but using it required expending some spiritual energy.

Thus, Lin Xuan couldn't maintain its operation continuously and occasionally needed to rest. Of course, he always chose particularly safe locations for such moments.

But as the saying goes, "A hundred precautions may fail once." On this day, before he sat down to meditate, his spirit awareness had swept over the area but failed to detect a three-eyed blue wolf hiding nearby.

This was a mutated beast with low rank and mediocre abilities. However, it possessed the innate talent of concealing its aura. Due to his unimpeded journey so far, Lin Xuan became overly careless, only vaguely scanning the area without thorough searching, thus missing this wolf.

The result was obvious: when he stopped using the secret technique, the three-eyed blue wolf realized he wasn't a beast and immediately pounced viciously.

Surprised, Lin Xuan had to release a sword energy at random, striking the wolf so hard that it disintegrated. A demon soul flew out from the remains.

Lin Xuan was stunned, feeling greatly surprised. This was merely a second-stage blue wolf equivalent to a Foundation Establishment cultivator; how could it have such strength?

It must be known that in terms of soul energy, beasts were inferior to humans. Only after reaching the Formed Spirit stage could their souls solidify and escape like an infant's. Low-grade beastly creatures' souls could leave their bodies but would vanish instantly, making it impossible for them to travel over a hundred feet.

Despite his shock, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let him escape. He immediately used Nine Heaven Microstep, which, after the enhancement from Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, was nearly as fast as teleportation. Thus, he quickly chased after and used spiritual energy to conjure a large green hand, capturing the wolf's soul in his palm.

It was a tiny wolf about the size of a thumb, with fear evident in its eyes. Judging by this, it seemed that its spirit intelligence had already awakened.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show great interest. According to common sense, only Formed Spirit stage beasts could awaken their spirit intelligence. However, some lower-grade beastly creatures might also partially awaken due to bloodline or extraordinary circumstances before reaching the fourth level.

Note: Here "partially" means not fully awakened; their intelligence still couldn't match humans in full capacity. Such beasts were no ordinary matter. Looking at the wolf's soul in his hand, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation.

He then released his spirit awareness and began to perform a soul probing technique...
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It's often said that when you search for something with great effort, it turns out to be right under your nose. And indeed, Lin Xuan found some peculiarities in the memory of this demon wolf. Even though these were mentioned by the妖族 in their form, they weren't noted on the map.

He wasn’t sure if the map was incomplete or if the demon had intentionally omitted them. Regardless, he didn’t delve too deeply into the reasons; after all, the map had already brought him tangible benefits worth more than tens of thousands of crystal stones and rare materials. Lin Xuan felt quite satisfied with this.

According to their proximity, he began exploring these suspicious locations one by one. He had already visited a forest and a lake before.

To his surprise, he did find some traces of ancient cultivators in the forest and at the lake, but nothing else.

Looking at the small hill in front of him, Lin Xuan sighed. This wasn’t the last suspicious location; however, the remaining two were only about tens of miles from the eyesore’s lair. If the teleportation array was indeed there, it would be difficult to leave without being noticed.

Shaking his head, he put this aside for now and hoped that the gods would favor him enough for the array to be hidden in this hill.

With a deep breath, Lin Xuan released his divine sense, covering an area of over a hundred miles. He only found some low-grade demon tribes, but he was no longer careless after the last lesson. He scanned several times before opening his eyes slowly.

Reaching out, he summoned several array flags from his storage bracelet and pointed at one with a greenish-black array pattern. The flag transformed into a beam of light, slicing through the ground. A vast mountain peak was reduced to rubble in an instant.

But there was nothing. Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of contemplation as he suddenly reached out and pulled from his waist a yellowish-brown talisman. Without any wind, it ignited and enveloped him in a pale yellow light.

He then moved to the spot where the mountain once stood, sinking into the ground at its center.

Though not particularly skilled with earth magic, Lin Xuan used an earth-transcending talisman for this purpose.

The darkness below was pitch-black. As a cultivator, he wasn’t affected by it; his main tool was his divine sense.

At first, there were no results. But Lin Xuan didn’t rush. He descended several hundred meters before a hard stone blocked his path. The earth-transcending technique couldn’t penetrate through it, and the stone seemed to contain iron ore.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he activated his Green Fire Sword. A sizzling sound echoed in his ears, and the deep black stone crumbled like tofu under his blade.

Suddenly, a wide opening appeared, revealing a milky white light. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but smile; it seemed he had found the right place. Without hesitation, he flew forward into a large cavern. After landing, he began to look around, examining the scene carefully.

The cavern was vast and elliptical in shape, with fist-sized night pearls embedded on its walls, emitting that milky white light.

But what caught Lin Xuan’s attention wasn’t these pearls; it was the teleportation array at the center of the cavern. The design was ancient, surrounded by five stone statues, each about human size.

Four males and one female, their forms lifelike, carved with divine craftsmanship.

"Master, could this be the Five Great Cultivators?" Moon’s voice echoed in his mind.

"It should be correct," Lin Xuan replied. "While I haven’t seen them myself, the descriptions in Tianxiu Immortal’s memory are quite similar to that of the former Xuanfeng Ancestor."

The statue on the left was a beautiful young girl, her appearance so exquisite it seemed almost alive despite being made of stone.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced as he remembered the final part of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. Without hesitation, he first paid his respects to the statues before walking toward the central teleportation array.

This place was so hidden that no one had ever ventured here for millions of years, ensuring its pristine condition. However, since it could break through space and time, it must be incredibly complex. Despite his deep study of the璇玑心得, Lin Xuan couldn’t decipher much now.

But he wasn’t discouraged; he would gradually learn more about arrays in the future. He scanned the array with his eyes, noticing a small groove where a crystal was supposed to be installed.

From his pocket, he took out a box and opened it to reveal a black stone the size of an egg. Dark magic energy emanated from it. This was an upper realm item, reputedly worth more than top-grade crystals.

Lin Xuan felt uneasy: could this infernal stone really activate the teleportation array?

He had no confidence in it. During his condensation process, he had used up a top-grade crystal to increase the temperature of the earth fire. Such treasures were rare and hard to find again on such a small island like妖灵岛.

With nothing left but desperation, Lin Xuan decided to give it a try. If this infernal stone failed, he didn’t know what to do next.

After securing the stone in place, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began casting spells, emitting a dense demonic aura from his body...

Behind him, a colorful phoenix appeared as described in the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

Activating the array required only basic knowledge. Lin Xuan didn’t need to go through much trouble.

With a phoenix-like call echoing in his ears, the statue of the Xuanfeng Immortal’s eyes glowed with divine light. She raised her arms and began casting spells, creating a series of runes on the ground.

Lin Xuan felt no surprise; this was described at the end of the technique.

The material used for these statues wasn’t ordinary stone but rare soft jade, allowing them to move freely. The five demon cultivators each left part of their soul here, enabling them to sense descendants carrying on their legacy.

Xuanfeng Immortal looked at Lin Xuan and raised her arms like a butterfly, casting spells that created a series of runes in the air.

A whistling sound filled his ears as he felt some urgency. Could the array be activated?

As rune symbols began glowing on the ground, dark magic energy powered them, making the cave seem eerie.

Soon, several thick black snakes appeared and tore at the void... sizzling sounds echoed as space distorted around them. Lin Xuan’s expression became strange; this was different from what was described in the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. Could it be due to using infernal stones?

Regardless, he didn’t care now. As the space distortion grew more intense, only tiny cracks appeared. This narrow gap wouldn’t allow him through.

Lin Xuan frowned and reached out with his left hand, pulling a long, ancient-looking halberd from his waist.

This was the spatial magic weapon.

He grasped it and poured all his magical energy into it. A layer of greenish-black light enveloped the halberd, with some silver threads mixed in.

It looked mysterious and ancient.

Lin Xuan swung the halberd fiercely downward...

As if tearing through fabric, a crescent-shaped blade appeared, slicing the distorted space.

Even with this top-grade treasure, Lin Xuan couldn’t break through the void. However, the area was already torn apart by the black snakes. This became the final straw.

The light expanded and contracted, breaking through the space.

A circular crack over ten feet wide appeared in his vision, revealing a dark abyss.

Lin Xuan’s face was a mix of worry and relief as he prepared to enter.

"Master, are you really going in?" Moon’s voice echoed with fear.

"I wouldn’t stay here," Lin Xuan said calmly. "I’ve finally opened this space rift; I don’t want to waste it."

With these words, he activated his Nine Heavens Divine Shield, which flew out and formed a red-blue light barrier before him. Then, he took out the Black Gold Dragon Armor.

After using several powerful treasures, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and entered the rift.
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Lin Xuan wasn't the first time entering a spatial rift, but compared to his previous experience, this one seemed even more perilous. Just thinking about it made him shudder with fear. If not for his advancement to late-stage元婴 and some good luck, he would have perished in that chaotic space.

Relieved, Lin Xuan looked around the small valley. His limbs were numb, almost unable to move, and his mana was nearly depleted...

"Young Master, are you alright?"

A flash of white light revealed a beautiful maiden before him.

Protected by Lin Xuan, she hadn't suffered much, appearing well-rested.

"Don't worry, I just overused my mana. A short rest will restore me; there's no need to be concerned."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag, and two crystal stones and a jade bottle flew out. Opening the bottle, Lin Xuan drank the pills inside while holding a crystal stone in each hand, beginning to meditate cross-legged.

Meanwhile, Moon continued to guard him.

Time passed quietly. Soon after the sun set behind the hills, Lin Xuan remained motionless. The loss was greater than he had anticipated; it would take more than just a few days to recover.

But Lin Xuan wasn't anxious. He had plenty of time to restore his mana. Three days later, Lin Xuan stood up, looking refreshed and energetic. "Moon, you've worked hard."

The maiden smiled. "Young Master, what are you saying? It's my duty to protect you."

Lin Xuan nodded without speaking, closing his eyes as he released his divine sense to scan the surroundings.

After leaving the妖灵 Island and returning to the mortal world, this realm was vast. The former Zhao State had long since fragmented into many regions.

Born in Yanzhou, Lin Xuan later became the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain in Youzhou, hoping to achieve great things. However, the invasion by阴魂 forced him to seek out ancient teleportation arrays and travel far away to Cloud Sea Seven Stars Island.

Now, he had broken through the spatial rift and returned to this world, but he didn't know where he was sent.

Unlike his previous travels, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid or nervous. Having advanced to late-stage元婴, with superior divine energy and mana compared to peers, even facing powerful elders wouldn't be a problem. As they say, skill gives one courage; though Lin Xuan didn't dare claim mastery over the world, he certainly wasn't scared of anything.

But first, he needed to understand his current environment. If there were any human settlements nearby, that would be ideal.

Indeed, his luck was good. About two hundred miles away, he detected a large number of living beings, indicating many humans resided there.

Lin Xuan retracted his divine sense and opened his eyes. He emitted a faint green light, wrapping Moon as he vanished into the sky at high speed.

With his current cultivation, two hundred miles was nothing; soon, a small city came into view.

Not large in scale, Lin Xuan estimated it had around twenty to thirty thousand inhabitants—a far cry from the massive cities he saw in Cloud Sea. However, the buildings were well-planned and lush.

Lin Xuan didn't draw attention as he slowly descended about twenty miles away and walked forward.

He wasn't in a hurry; he might as well enjoy the scenery.

The road was wide enough for three or four carriages to pass side by side. Along the way, Lin Xuan saw many merchants but didn't approach them to chat, planning to gather information once he reached the city.

After about half an hour, a small tea shop caught his eye. Several tables were set up on the roadside; with the hot weather, many people had stopped for rest.

As a cultivator, Lin Xuan was naturally not tired from walking. However, after some hesitation, he approached an empty table and ordered a pot of clear tea and some snacks to savor.

After a day filled with bloodshed, Lin Xuan, though mentally resilient, felt somewhat weary. Now that he had arrived in the mortal world, he decided to take a break and relax for a while.

The tea was simple, and the food wasn't particularly delicious, but Lin Xuan enjoyed it thoroughly.

About fifteen minutes later, the sound of hooves and voices filled the air as a large merchant caravan approached from the front. The caravans were numerous, with hundreds of horses pulling them. Each carriage was made of fine nanmu wood; the noise continued until they stopped in front of the tea shop.

Rich or noble, it seemed to be a wealthy merchant.

However, for Lin Xuan, an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator, even a businessman wouldn't be worth his attention. But when he saw this caravan, he exclaimed, "Young Master, there are cultivators here."

Moon's divine sense was also strong; she could feel the presence as well.

"Indeed, their cultivation is negligible, just at the Flexible Spirit stage, but even low-ranking cultivators view mortals as ants and rarely interact with the mundane world. This is rather unusual," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully, rubbing his chin.

But Lin Xuan didn't delve deeper; encountering a cultivator so soon was beneficial to him in every way.

Lin Xuan continued sipping his tea while releasing another divine sense to observe the caravan.

The most magnificent carriage opened, and a man and woman stepped out. The man had white hair and appeared to be around sixty or seventy years old, while the woman looked no more than twenty, strikingly beautiful.

"Grandpa, go slowly!"

The woman helped the elderly man down; Lin Xuan's gaze fell on her. This was indeed the Flexible Spirit cultivator, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but look relieved—this girl must be a relative of the merchant, explaining why she mixed with mortals.

He could ask her for information about this place later.

Just as he thought this, an elderly steward in his thirteenth year approached. The other tables were full, leaving only Lin Xuan's unoccupied table, which was the best spot.

"Sir, our master needs this table; these silver coins are a compensation," the steward was polite, placing a large ingot of gold before him.

Though generous, Lin Xuan remained unmoved. The steward's expression fell as he prepared to speak when the Flexible Spirit cultivator helped the elderly man walk over.

Afraid of trouble, Lin Xuan had already concealed his aura; this woman couldn't detect anything amiss. However, upon seeing Lin Xuan's ordinary appearance, the old man suddenly changed, trembling with excitement.
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"Is it Master Lin? Could you be?"

The elderly man's face flushed, clearly in a state of excitement. Lin Xuan felt somewhat puzzled. As an Inner Alchemy Stage cultivator, he had the ability to remember things vividly, but this old man seemed to have no trace of such memories...

Of course, as just a mere mortal, Lin Xuan didn't need to be overly cautious:

"I indeed bear the surname Lin. May I ask who you are?"

"Indeed, Master Lin! How wonderful, after all these years, I've been wanting to thank you for saving my life," said the old man, pushing away his granddaughter and bowing down before Lin Xuan.

"Master."

"Patron."

The others were dumbfounded, their eyes wide with shock. Even the other customers in the tea shop turned their attention towards this scene—after all, an elderly gentleman dressed in fine attire kneeling to a young man of around twenty was indeed rather strange.

Instantly, murmurs filled the air. The old man frowned and waved his hand behind him.

The steward, though surprised, reacted swiftly, immediately taking out silver coins to drive away the other customers and secure this small tea shop for themselves.

"Please rise, Master Lin! I have no kinship with you; such a grand gesture is too much," said Lin Xuan, raising an eyebrow. He had searched his mind thoroughly but found no trace of this person. This was indeed rather strange—perhaps the old man had mistaken him?

"No, no, of course! Of course, Master! I must kneel before you. Do you remember Zhang Youfu from the Silver Coin Village?" said the old man with utmost respect.

"Poor Zhang Youfu?"

The name brought to mind a memory for Lin Xuan. How could he forget? If it weren't for that ordinary merchant patron, he wouldn’t have received the ancient jade cylinder and been transported to Seven Stars Isle.

But over sixty years had passed, and at more than one hundred and fifty years old, Zhang Youfu was no longer a cultivator; he must be long gone. Could this person...

Seeing Lin Xuan's thoughtful expression, Zhang Changsheng couldn't help but feel elated as he knelt again respectfully: "I am the male twin from that miraculous recovery back then. My family has been worshipping your immortal longevity tablet for these years, and I never thought to see my savior in this lifetime. This is heaven's favor; please visit our humble abode."

"Grandpa, what are you saying? This man saved both of us!" the beautiful young woman approached with a doubtful look on her face. Unlike the others in the caravan, she was indeed a cultivator, though only at the Flexible Spirit Stage. She had already released her spirit sense and secretly scanned Lin Xuan, finding no signs of any spiritual energy whatsoever—she didn't seem like an ally.

"Shadow, don’t be impolite; quickly bow to Master Lin," scolded the old man, afraid his granddaughter might offend this savior and senior cultivator out of youthful ignorance.

"Yes!"

Zhang Xiaoying was a filial granddaughter. Seeing her grandfather's displeased expression, she didn't dare say anything more as she stepped forward, respectfully bowing before Lin Xuan.

"You needn’t be so formal," said Lin Xuan, lifting his hand in a gesture of dismissal. His face remained calm and composed, but he was genuinely surprised.

Could this be such good luck? Had he broken through the Void and returned to Youzhou?

After all, back then, he had left due to the overwhelming presence of evil spirits; he didn’t want to get dragged into chaos. But times had changed, and his current cultivation level made him invincible in Youzhou.

The Ghost Emperor was no longer a concern—returning here would be fine.

Lin Xuan's mind raced with these thoughts. Yet seeing the prosperity around him, it seemed the threat of evil spirits had been lifted. This was unexpected—he remembered that before he teleported away, the combined forces of Good and Evil were evenly matched against the evil spirits. He had thought at least another two or three hundred years would pass in chaos.

Of course, these thoughts could wait. Lin Xuan had already gathered enough information from their brief conversation to be pleased. He could take his time to learn more.

With a smile on his face, he looked at the old man respectfully standing beside him: "No need for such formality—sit down!"

"No, no, I dare not sit with Master," said Zhang Changsheng, waving his hands repeatedly while secretly envying Lin Xuan. As an ignorant child, this Lin cultivator had already been a formidable figure; after so many years, he still seemed like a young man of twenty or so—how old was he really?

"Enough! You’ve already said we are fated to meet. No need for such formalities—sit!" said Lin Xuan, frowning.

"Yes," seeing Lin Xuan's displeased expression, Zhang Changsheng didn't dare refuse any longer and sat down with his granddaughter's help.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan sighed: "Your body still seems unwell."

"Ahem, ahem. I must admit, Master, you know as well that my sister and I were born weak and sickly, suffering from the Nine Yin Absolute Pulse syndrome. Although your benevolence saved us from an early death, we’ve relied on medicine all these years," said the old man with a hint of resignation, lifting his head to gaze hopefully at Lin Xuan.

Father had told him that this Master was a great cultivator, far beyond any lowly cultivators like Shadow. If he could grant some spiritual medicines...

Lin Xuan understood what he wanted and smiled: "To heal your body, it’s just a matter of effort. I can even ensure you live to be over a hundred without illness."

"Master with such great abilities—could you be from the Spirit Medicine Palace?"

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, the old man couldn't help but show excitement. However, before he could speak, the beautiful young woman's surprised voice interrupted.

Lin Xuan frowned: "Spirit Medicine Palace? I’ve never heard of it; when did Youzhou get such a cultivation sect?"

From its name, it seemed to specialize in alchemy, yet only one place in Youzhou was known for this—Spirit Medicine Mountain. Since the Zhang family lived here, they must be from Youzhou. But with over sixty years having passed, there shouldn’t have been such a significant change in the cultivation world. Moreover, these mortals' attire differed greatly from what he remembered. Lin Xuan's doubts grew as he pondered these inconsistencies.
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"Ah, Senior, you haven't even heard of the Liyi Medicine Palace," Zhang Xiaoying couldn't help but show a hint of suspicion on her face.

Although this young man looked exactly like the portrait in their family shrine, she still doubted whether they had encountered someone pretending to be a benefactor.

"These past few decades, I've been sequestered deep in the mountains, and it's been over six or seven decades. Therefore, my knowledge of external affairs is rather limited. Please enlighten me with your detailed explanations," Lin Xuan said calmly on his face, but an overwhelming spiritual pressure suddenly emanated from him.

Of course, he hadn't used all his strength, and the pressure was only a fleeting moment.

Zhang Xiaoying was greatly alarmed. Just now, she felt like a tiny boat in a stormy sea or a prey caught by a venomous snake, with no room for resistance at all.

She understood that this man before her was indeed an extraordinary cultivator with powers far beyond hers. He had merely used secret techniques to conceal his aura.

Immediately, her expression turned extremely respectful. Such a master could not possibly be someone pretending to be a benefactor. Although the reasons he gave were likely fabricated, she naturally wouldn't dare expose him or delve too deeply into it.

However, hadn’t he heard of Liyi Medicine Palace? This was somewhat strange.

"Having been out of the world for so long, I know little about Youzhou and the cultivation realm. Just tell me what’s important, and if it satisfies me, I will naturally give you some benefits. After all, we do have a certain connection," Lin Xuan took a sip of tea and spoke calmly.

"Senior, your words are too kind. You saved my grandfather's life; even without any benefits, how could late辈 dare to hide anything?"

Zhang Xiaoying was overjoyed as she spoke with trembling lips. This senior’s generosity was indeed beyond her imagination.

She was merely a mid-stage Spirit Flexibility cultivator, and although she was favored by her mentors, the highest-grade spirit artifact she used was still just a low-grade one.

To have such an exquisite item—seeing it or even thinking about it was impossible for her.

Even if she succeeded in foundation establishment someday and continued using it until the false core realm, there would be no problem.

Her mentor did not possess such a good spirit artifact either. Zhang Xiaoying could only feel both surprised and delighted.

Lin Xuan smiled without saying anything. He wasn’t generous or had any special regard for her; rather, his wealth was too substantial to find even something slightly inferior.

In Lin Xuan's storage bag were various jade scrolls, medicinal pills, treasures, and probably more than a hundred magical artifacts. The rest were rare materials from the Demon Spirit Island.

For low-stage cultivators, spirit artifacts were invaluable, but for Lin Xuan, they would only be picked up if absolutely necessary.

He brought a few out because of his deep-seated prudence. Considering that he might need to conceal his cultivation level in the future, he couldn’t pretend to be a Spirit Flexibility or foundation establishment cultivator and still use magical artifacts. Hence, he reluctantly carried a few with him, all of which were top-grade spirit artifacts—something already considered trash by Lin Xuan.

The grandfather and granddaughter received valuable treasures, their gratitude was obvious, and they showed extreme respect towards Lin Xuan.

"Senior, what do you wish to know? I may have low cultivation, but I often go out for the sect's affairs, so my information is quite reliable."

"Hmm, then Senior doesn't mind. Let me ask first—Is this still Youzhou? Why are people’s clothing styles different from those of six or seven decades ago? And what about Liyi Medicine Palace? I’ve never heard of it before," Lin Xuan said with a hint of surprise.

The grandfather and granddaughter exchanged glances, both showing strange expressions. Zhang Xiaoying knew that Lin Xuan's claim to be sequestered was just an excuse; otherwise, no one from Youzhou would not know about the great upheaval three decades ago.

Of course, this senior didn’t want to reveal the reason for his silence, so they naturally wouldn't rashly inquire.

Not mentioning how Lin Xuan had done them a favor, such a high-level cultivator couldn’t be offended. Better to avoid trouble than create it. They began explaining to Lin Xuan in earnest.

"Around six or seven decades ago, the forces of正and魔were united against the阴魂," Lin Xuan nodded, his thoughts drifting back to those turbulent times when half of Youzhou was occupied by阴魂. The fallen regions were completely wiped out, and countless cultivation sects perished at the hands of the阴魂.

Even he himself had been pursued by the Heavenly Ghost Emperor several times, nearly losing his life.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a strange light; that guy shouldn’t be encountered again. Otherwise... he would let him experience what it meant to have no way out—neither alive nor dead.

"Later on?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"Haha, isn't this obvious? With your intelligence, you must have guessed. Originally, the forces of正and魔were evenly matched, and the阴魂 were an alien race with extremely brutal methods that threatened human survival in Youzhou. Therefore, the two sides had to unite against them, but they were always wary of each other, fearing that their efforts would be wasted, only for the other side to gain the upper hand."

"Now that the Extreme Demon Emperor has fallen, the正道 naturally won't let this opportunity slip away. With the major魔heads fighting among themselves, the sects are already disintegrating without external attacks. Thus, the阴魂 have become the biggest beneficiaries, as both sides were busy fighting each other, giving them an opening to advance."

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but sneer at this. The three pillars of the 正道 had all been元婴 cultivators; these old monsters who lived for hundreds of years should understand the principle that when a hawk and a frog fight, it’s the fisherman who benefits. Yet they still fought fiercely, truly foolish.

Cultivation was about seeking immortality—what use were large sects? Especially during this invasion by阴魂, they were wise in one moment and foolish in another. No wonder their cultivation levels remained stuck at the early元婴 stage.

"Based on what you said, it seems unfavorable for humans back then. But now people are living peacefully, and the阴魂 have retreated. This proves that cultivators ultimately won. What happened during this period?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and slowly voiced his doubts.

"You're truly perceptive, Senior. We did indeed win in the end. This all started with the great upheaval three decades ago," the young woman's voice echoed softly.
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Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with an unusual color, and his expression immediately turned focused. He sensed that the answers to his doubts might be in what was about to come, and that Youzhou would no longer be as it had been.

"Mi, say."

The girl suddenly spoke out of turn, asking, "Uncle Senior, how well do you understand the concept of the interface?"

Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he couldn't help but feel taken aback. His expression turned grim.

"I don’t mean to offend, young lady. I have no disrespect or intention to jest. However, what’s about to happen is closely related to the interface. Since you’ve been in seclusion for over six decades, it's likely that you’re not well-versed on later developments regarding interfaces. That’s why I’m bold enough to ask," Zhang Xiaoying quickly explained as she noticed Lin Xuan’s expression.

"Ah, I see. You have a point." Lin Xuan regained his calm demeanor and spoke softly. However, inside, he felt like the ocean was crashing against the shore. This great change in the world seemed to be tied to interfaces, which could indeed be something of utmost importance that ordinary people couldn’t fathom.

He began to explain about the interface: "Of course I understand what an interface is. In our human realm, it’s just one of many lower-level interfaces. The heavenly realms and spirit realms are higher up, but even in the lower realms like the Netherworld, monsters are far more formidable than those in our world. The creatures that once wreaked havoc on Youzhou came from that very realm."

Lin Xuan paused here without mentioning the Demon Dominion Realm, as this was a low-level cultivator and discussing too much with her wouldn’t be meaningful.

"Uncle Senior is correct. However, all of that happened long ago," Zhang Xiaoying said after taking a sip of tea, "and I doubt you know about it. There are actually nine human realms in total."

Lin Xuan was startled. "Nine human realms? Really?"

"Yes, as you said, the heavenly and spirit realms are higher-level interfaces, vast and unique. But lower realms like ours and the Netherworld are different. According to what I’ve learned, this is now a consensus among cultivators. There are nine human realms in total, symbolizing unity through numbers, while there are six Netherworlds, each corresponding to one of the Six Realms of Rebirth," Zhang Xiaoying explained slowly.

Lin Xuan was speechless. Such a shocking secret had come from the mouth of a low-level flexible spirit cultivator, and it seemed that this belief had become common knowledge in the cultivation world.

Damn, when did he fall behind? Lin Xuan thought self-deprecatingly but kept his composure: "Even if what you say is true, how does it relate to the great changes thirty years ago? And how were the spirits driven back?"

"I don’t mind rushing to explain," Zhang Xiaoying said as she smoothed her hair that had been disheveled by the wind. "Since the Great Demon Sovereign passed away, the demonic path split and was suppressed by the righteous path. The situation grew worse, but this also weakened human strength. They could no longer withstand the spirits. When a few old-timers with high cultivation levels finally reacted, it was too late. Four-fifths of Youzhou were occupied, leaving them to survive in a corner."

Lin Xuan sneered. This was reaping what they had sown: "What happened next?"

"Thirty years have passed, and the population of Youzhou has dwindled by ten percent. The spirits grew stronger as their power increased. With each other’s decline, it seemed that even temporary safety was unattainable. But at this critical moment, something very strange occurred," said the girl.

Suddenly, Zhang Changsheng, who had been smiling and twirling his beard, spoke up: "Let me continue from here, young lady. This girl hadn’t yet been born back then. Although I’ve read about it in ancient texts, my firsthand experience is more valuable."

"Oh, old man, you saw it with your own eyes. Please explain," Lin Xuan said.

"Your grace, I wouldn’t dare be called that. You are much older than me. Just call me Changsheng." Zhang Yuenwai shook his head repeatedly and looked very nervous.

"All right, then just get to the point."

"Uncle Senior must know that our family is a descendant of ancient cultivators. Before Shadowling appeared, no one could cultivate anymore, but we still had considerable wealth. When spirits wreaked havoc, innocent lives were destroyed. To avoid disaster, my family moved to the vicinity of Thundercloud Manor and narrowly escaped. But the situation was very dangerous, and it all changed thirty years ago. I remember clearly; on the ninth day of the first lunar month, around noon, the sky inexplicably turned dark. At first, we thought spirits had attacked nearby, which made us fear. Later, we realized it was just a false alarm. That day’s celestial phenomena were terrifying. The entire sky seemed to be torn apart, revealing an enormous hole that stretched for countless miles. Of course, we couldn’t see so far, but the feeling was as if the whole world had vanished."

Lin Xuan was speechless. With his experience, he knew this must have been a spatial rift. But could there really be such a terrifying spatial rift stretching across millions of miles? Even Separation and Union Realm cultivators breaking through to the void couldn’t possibly cause such a commotion.

Lin Xuan found it hard to believe. Still, an ordinary old man who hadn't witnessed this firsthand would never have the nerve to fabricate such a story. So, his rational mind told him that this must be true.

Yet, this was too shocking. Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he couldn’t help but feel astonished.

The old man sighed: "Even the Sage Master found this story astonishing. I can only imagine how surprised I was. Not just me; all life in Youzhou witnessed this moment. Everyone was dumbfounded. It’s said that several places where sages were battling spirits and ghosts stopped when they saw this unprecedented phenomenon, looking up at the sky. But by then, there was no sky to see. All one could see was a vast expanse of white."
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"Then what happened?" Lin Xuan forgot to drink his tea, looking very surprised as he spoke.

"The rest," the elder repeated slowly, his eyes blank as if lost in thought.

Lin Xuan frowned but ultimately didn't press further, instead waiting quietly by his side.

It took a full cup of tea before the elder finally continued speaking. "… I am just an ordinary person, unlike the Immortal Masters who can traverse heaven and earth. The scene you described earlier was like the end of the world to me; all I could think about was dying, dying. This time, I might be shattered into pieces, not sure if there would even be a next life. Just as I was lost in these thoughts, the sky after the break grew brighter and brighter. At that moment, I was completely stunned and forgot about time passing, not knowing how long had passed until suddenly, a deafening roar entered my ears, like a bolt of lightning on a clear day, no, even louder than that. Then, I saw something enormous emerge from the hole."

Though he couldn't see clearly, there seemed to be mountains, rivers, and trees, as if it were a large continent, but only the tip of an iceberg was revealed.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows upon hearing this. First, Zhang Xiaoying asked him whether he knew about the concept of planes, then pointed out that the human world had nine such places. Could it be

"Seems like you've already guessed, Senior. Thirty years ago, when the heavens and earth underwent a great change, a passage was opened between our human world and another unknown one, allowing part of its large continent to traverse over here," Zhang Xiaoying quickly explained, noticing Lin Xuan's frown.

Although he had suspected it, hearing it confirmed by Lin Xuan himself still left him surprised. Wasn't this good news? But compared to the Seven Star Island Cloud Sea, the resources in this world seemed too sparse. If the twelve states were connected, his future cultivation would be greatly aided.

"No, Senior, you're mistaken," the girl shook her head and said with a strange expression. "Mistaken?"

"Yes, for example, among these states, Jiuzhou is much larger than Chongzhou. The ten states that traversed over are each far greater in size compared to the old Jiuzhou, even the smallest one is several times bigger than Jiuzhou's original size. As for Tianzhou and Yunzhou, a single state alone can cover seventy or eighty Jiuzhous."

Lin Xuan was taken aback; this was indeed unexpected. In his mind, the Seven Star Island Cloud Sea was already vast, but the combined twelve states might be even more expansive.

"Then what about cultivation levels in Jiuzhou?"

"Their cultivation levels are naturally far beyond those of the old Jiuzhou. Even the smallest state has countless cities and tens of billions of ordinary people. With such a large base, those with spiritual roots, though rare, still form an impressive number," the girl sighed. "For instance, before, Biyun Mountain was already one of the Three Major Daoist Powers, and even with only Yuanqi mid-stage cultivation, Extreme Devil Sovereign could dominate all others, earning the title of Jiuzhou's top figure. But now, with the scale of the twelve states in Tianyun, the three major sects of Jiuzhou can barely be considered middle-tier, and even mid-stage Yuanqi cultivators are impressive but not truly at the peak level. In those first-rate great sects, there are always late-stage high-ranking cultivators."

Lin Xuan closed his eyes to digest this information. Indeed, the twelve states in Tianyun were significant, possibly surpassing the Seven Star Island Cloud Sea. With his current cultivation, he wouldn't face any major issues unless he encountered a late-stage powerhouse.

"Moreover, the structure of the cultivation world here is slightly different from before," the girl continued slowly. "As the saying goes, if you take someone's money, you must help them out. Lin Xuan gave her an excellent spirit artifact, and she was eager to share all she knew.

"Oh, a difference in structure—what does that mean?"

"Senior, I'm sure you know that cultivation has a long history, with many schools of thought explored by your predecessors. The most famous are the Daoist, Evil Sect, Confucianism, and Buddhism."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding her point. "You want to say that in Tianyun's twelve states, the Buddhist sect and Confucianism have significant power and can challenge the Daoist and Evil Sects?"

"Exactly," Lin Xuan smiled. This was similar to the situation on Seven Star Island.

"But there's more," the girl smiled mysteriously. "Apart from the four major schools—Daoist, Evil Sect, Buddhism, and Confucianism—there is a fifth force in Tianyun's twelve states that can challenge them: the cultivators of beasts."

"What?" Lin Xuan was shocked. While he understood the situation on Seven Star Island, he had just returned from Beast Spirit Island, where he knew all about beast cultivators. The human world didn't have any beast lines, or this major school wouldn't have disappeared and moved to Beast Spirit Island.

Wait a minute, Lin Xuan suddenly realized something. This so-called Tianyun's twelve states, apart from Jiuzhou and Chongzhou, the other ten states had traversed over from another realm. Zhang Xiaoying said there were nine human worlds in total; here, beast lines were extremely rare, but perhaps they were common in the other human worlds, making it understandable why beast cultivators thrived.

Interesting, Lin Xuan smiled. This was good news for him.

Lin Xuan asked about other matters as well, and the girl answered with great enthusiasm, speaking without reserve.

Time passed slowly, but the Zhang family ancestor showed no signs of impatience. He served respectfully by his side until he noticed it was late. Lin Xuan had a clear understanding of Tianyun's twelve states' situation and felt satisfied. He looked at Zhang Xiaoying.

She was smart and quick-witted, but her cultivation talent was average. Without a master to guide her, she might not have reached the Foundation Establishment stage easily. With his current realm, Lin Xuan could see that she had encountered a bottleneck in her cultivation.

"Miss, you are currently at the early Spirit Flowing stage?"

"Yes, Senior, your vision is sharp," Zhang Xiaoying said respectfully after sensing Lin Xuan's spiritual pressure. She felt certain he was a condensation core cultivator without a doubt.

She seemed pleased that he might be willing to guide her and adopted a submissive expression.

"How long have you been on the path of immortality? Who is your master?"

"I am an outer disciple of Xuan Pavilion, having met my benefactor at age nine."

Xuan Pavilion, Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. He hadn't heard of it; it must be either a new rising force or a branch from one of the other ten states.

But he wasn't interested in such trivial matters now. "At nine years old, you started cultivation. I guess your body is just eighteen. Reaching early Spirit Flowing stage after nine years—becoming Foundation Establishment won't be easy."

"Please, Senior, instruct me," she quickly knelt down.

"If you trust me, recite the techniques for me to understand and then give some guidance."

"Yes." She immediately recited a water attribute technique. Although it didn't match what Lin Xuan had learned, with his mid-Yuanqi stage, he easily understood it after just one read-through. A few casual suggestions helped Zhang Xiaoying gain clarity, making her even more grateful to him.

After about an incense stick's time, Lin Xuan stood up. "That's enough. I can only give you so much guidance. Tell me the location of nearby markets and we'll part ways."

"If Senior wants to go to the market, is there anything specific you need? We don't have to separate," Zhang Xiaoying smiled.

"Why do you say that?" Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes.
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"Up ahead in the city of Qingyang, there's a marketplace," said the young lady with a charming smile.

"What?" Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. "This city isn't where mortals dwell; how could it possibly have a market for cultivators mixed among them?"

"There's nothing impossible about that. This city is situated at a strategic location and is very prosperous, with convenient transportation. My mentor told me that Second Pavilion Master personally ordered the establishment of this marketplace after inspecting it. Of course, there are illusions to protect it; not even lower-grade cultivators can enter without our sect's token."

"Oh, so your sect really has formidable strength?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Senior, you're too kind. But in Yanzhou specifically, the Pavilion of Clear Sky is indeed the largest merchant alliance. Our business spans the entire region and even extends to neighboring prefectures."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's expression changed. "So your sect is a merchant alliance? Then what about the Seven Sins Heaven? Has it declined?"

"Senior said correctly. The Seven Sins Heaven allied with the Phantom Soul, so they naturally wouldn't have a good outcome. They've long scattered like monkeys without a tree to cling to, becoming mere dust in history."

"So that's how it is," Lin Xuan nodded, his eyes flashing with an odd light as he pondered something.

"Immortal Master, if you don’t mind, let me take you to my humble courtyard for rest. Tomorrow morning, I'll send Ying'er to show you around the marketplace," said Zhang Yinxing, speaking with great sincerity and hope in her face.

"That sounds good. Then I’ll trouble you one more night." Lin Xuan thought for a moment before nodding.

"You're too polite, Senior. I can't bear it; you are our esteemed guest, and we would beg for such an honor to have you visit my humble abode."

Seeing Lin Xuan's agreement, Zhang Yinxing was overjoyed. She quickly ordered someone to notify the city and make arrangements, then offered him a fine carriage.

No need to elaborate on the details; in any case, this was a rare comfort for Lin Xuan after years of hardship in cultivation. Of course, with his deep-seated composure, he wouldn't truly miss anything; compared to immortality, enjoyment was but fleeting.

...

Nothing happened overnight.

The next morning, as soon as the sun rose, Lin Xuan and Zhang Yinxing left their courtyard and headed towards the western part of Qingyang City. The sky was still early, but many residents had already started their day, though not in a bustling manner.

The streets were wide and smooth, capable of accommodating three four-wheeled carriages side by side. Most shops on both sides were open, especially the restaurants where various aromas of dishes wafted out from time to time.

Quiet and peaceful, mortals worked hard for their survival while cultivators struggled in bloodshed. Lin Xuan was momentarily moved as he walked along, his mind wandering.

"Senior, what's wrong?"

"Nothing," Lin Xuan said, his expression returning to normal. A slight smile appeared on his lips, tinged with self-deprecation. It seemed that his cultivation of temperament still needed improvement; he would have to be more cautious in the future.

Following Zhang Yinxing's winding path, they finally entered a less crowded street where houses were low and dilapidated, unremarkable. Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged as he guessed this was where the marketplace was set up.

After walking for a while, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. Although the place was enchanted with illusions, his divine sense could easily penetrate such barriers.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't reveal anything and Zhang Yinxing stopped, reaching into her storage pouch. She took out a white jade pendant in one hand.

With a flick of her wrist, a red light shot forth, instantly blurring the surroundings. A passage about ten feet wide appeared before them.

"Senior, please!"

Lin Xuan nodded and stepped into it without hesitation. The young lady followed closely behind.

With his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan didn't need to scan; everything was clear in his mind. The marketplace wasn’t large, with streets only a few hundred meters long but very spacious. Although the buildings were wooden, their craftsmanship was unique, especially one that exuded an imposing aura.

However, there were far more cultivators on the street than expected—hundreds of them. This small marketplace seemed to be doing exceptionally well.

Lin Xuan even saw several Core Formation Stage cultivators, all strangers whom he didn't recognize. They wore unfamiliar attire.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan realized that only a few decades had passed since he left Yanzhou, yet it felt like the world had changed so much.

He wondered if his old acquaintances were still safe.

"Senior, this marketplace is run by our sect, but only the largest shop in the middle belongs to the Pavilion of Clear Sky. Do you want to see it?" Zhang Yinxing suddenly spoke softly.

"Sure!"

Lin Xuan nodded. He wasn't necessarily looking for something specific; the marketplace was a gathering place for cultivators, and he could glean some information from its offerings. While Zhang Yinxing had provided useful insights, her low cultivation level meant she only knew basic details. Lin Xuan wanted to learn more about deeper secrets.

The shop was called Clear Wind Pavilion, a three-story wooden building. Upon entering, Lin Xuan saw a vast hall filled with various items: divine artifacts, jade scrolls, talismans, and all kinds of materials.

"Senior, what do you need?" A young attendant in green clothes approached him. Lin Xuan's divine sense revealed that he was just a mortal.

He then noticed the young lady standing respectfully beside him, her face showing surprise. "Miss Zhang, are you here too?"

"Little Six, is my master here?"

"Celestial Lady Cao has left three days ago and isn't back yet. Old Master Xue is here."

"Oh, Old Master Xue is... he's a mortal but greatly admired by the two Pavilion Masters. The Pavilion of Clear Sky wouldn’t have reached its current scale without his contributions. Moreover, he has unique insights into cultivating spirit herbs; you should meet him even if your cultivation is profound."

"Oh, there are such figures. I must meet them," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Following the young attendant, they went to the third floor where the atmosphere was fresh and elegant. Before they could settle in, an elderly man with white hair and eyebrows walked by.

"Oh, Ying'er, when did you arrive? You didn't notify me; if I had known earlier, I would have seen your master, Celestial Lady Cao, who has returned to the main hall according to the Great Pavilion Master's orders..."

The old man's voice was like a thunderclap. But before he could finish speaking, he saw Lin Xuan standing beside him and his expression changed dramatically, showing surprise, confusion, and then anger.
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, a hint of surprise flickering across his face. This person exuded no trace of power fluctuations; he was undoubtedly an ordinary mortal. Yet, the man seemed to recognize Lin Xuan.

However, Lin Xuan had no recollection of him at all. Could it be that he had enemies in the secular world? Why did this guy look so angry?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but he said nothing.

Old Master Xue's eyes flashed as he scrutinized Lin Xuan from head to toe again. Suddenly, he raised a teacup and smashed it onto the ground with a heavy thud.

Shards of porcelain scattered everywhere, and the clear sound of shattering echoed far away…

Then, purple, white, golden, and green light flared up, and four cultivators appeared before them—three men and one woman. All were at the Foundation Establishment stage, with the highest being a man in scholar's attire wearing a white robe, already at the False Core stage, around thirty years old.

Though their attire varied, each had a small symbol of Drifting Cloud Valley embroidered on their sleeves, clearly indicating they belonged to the same sect.

Venerable of Lin Xuan Pavilion!

Despite not having high cultivation, these four cultivators showed respect towards Old Master Xue and stood in a formation around Lin Xuan, subtly encircling him.

"Sir, what is your intention?" Lin Xuan naturally didn't care about a few Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. However, he couldn't help feeling somewhat surprised. He had been away from Youzhou for over six decades; logically, these people should have no grudge against him.

"Yes, Old Master Xue, Lin Xiannv is my ancestor's benefactor. She is generous and righteous. Why are you doing this? Did I offend you?" Suddenly, Zhang Xiaoying was frightened into silence as she raised her head anxiously.

Old Master Xue tightly stared at Lin Xuan, his tone turning hostile: "Are you the person from Heavenly Destiny Firmament? Are you going to reveal your true form or let us deal with it?"

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He knew that Old Master Xue had mistaken him for someone else. A smile played on his lips as he saw Lin Xuan's nonchalance.

Seeing this, Old Master Xue's anger intensified. With a wave of his hand, "Take him down."

The four Foundation Establishment stage cultivators stepped forward in unison. Since Lin Xuan used the method to conceal his aura, they couldn't determine his cultivation level. But with four against one, there was nothing to fear as each raised their spiritual artifacts.

Lin Xuan sighed. He had no interest in playing around with low-ranking cultivators. Instantly, a stream of powerful essence energy spread outwards from within him, followed by an oppressive aura.

"Whoa…" The Foundation Establishment stage cultivators' faces turned pale as they stumbled backward. Even their spiritual artifacts fell to the ground uncontrollably.

"It can't be… you're a Core Formation stage senior!" The man in white robes stared intently at Lin Xuan, his face changing drastically.

"What? Core Formation stage?"

Old Master Xue was also taken aback, his expression fluctuating between fear and relief. Zhang Xiaoying covered her mouth in shock; she had known that this benefactor's cultivation wasn't weak but never imagined he would be a Core Formation stage expert.

She seemed to be in a dream, filled with admiration.

Lin Xuan swept his sleeve, sending out a beam of light. The four Foundation Establishment stage cultivators and Zhang Xiaoying felt dizzy and immediately lost consciousness.

Old Master Xue's expression turned even paler.

"Rest assured, I only placed a sleep restriction on them. They will be fine. Sir, can you explain why you attacked me the moment you saw me?" Lin Xuan took a sip of tea from the teapot and spoke calmly.

Old Master Xue continued to scrutinize his face, his fear gradually fading into excitement and enthusiasm. Suddenly, he knelt down, bowing like a pestle: "I humbly welcome our young master's return, forgive my rudeness."

"What? Young master?"

Lin Xuan had expected someone to beg for mercy but was still surprised by the sudden change in attitude. The language used further puzzled him.

Could this person be related to Lingyun Sect?

"Please rise. Why do you call me young master? Did we meet before?" Lin Xuan asked doubtfully.

"I apologize, sir. I have never seen your true form before, but I often saw your portraits in the two masters' lairs. That's why I recognized you," Old Master Xue bowed again and stood up respectfully.

"What masters, portraits? Please take your time to explain."

"Haha, it's no wonder you don't remember. You've been missing for over six decades. The two masters have been searching for news of you but in vain. Do you still recall Ying'er and Liu Xin?"

"What? Liu Xin, Ying'er… those two girls…" Lin Xuan rubbed his chin, surprised.

"Your guess is correct. Back on Nine Dragons Mountain, you purchased a Benevolence Hall and entrusted it to the two masters. Today's Drifting Cloud Valley has grown from that," the old man said respectfully.

Lin Xuan was speechless. In his memory, Benevolence Hall had been just a small shop, acquired merely as a place for the two girls to stay. He had left many treasures behind and instructed them to collect waste pills and elixir formulas but hadn't given it much thought.

But in just six or seven decades, Drifting Cloud Valley had become Youzhou's largest commercial alliance. How could such rapid growth be possible? And what about those two girls?

Lin Xuan was puzzled, but his expression remained calm. Old Master Xue's admiration for his composure only increased.

"Why did you recognize me as the young master when you were so angry just now?" Lin Xuan asked calmly after a moment of thought.

"Please forgive my anger, sir. Your sudden appearance caught me off guard; I feared it was a plot by Heavenly Destiny Firmament."

"Heavenly Destiny Firmament?" Lin Xuan frowned. "What is that?"

"It's our competitor, another major commercial alliance in Youzhou. Although their strength doesn't match ours, rumors say their sect leader has some connection to the Great Elder of Life Medicine Palace. They've been eating away at our business lately," Old Master Xue said with a bitter expression.

"Life Medicine Palace?"

Lin Xuan had heard this name twice and was curious but didn't delve further. After all, he was just dealing with an ordinary mortal; he could gather more information from Ying'er and Liu Xin later.

"Why did you doubt me earlier but now recognize me as the young master?" Lin Xuan asked sardonically.

"Ahem, ahem, I was hasty before. Although Heavenly Destiny Firmament has some strength, they don't have any Core Formation stage experts. Your appearance is similar to that of the young master, so I dared to conclude that you are the person the two masters have been longing for…"
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Simultaneously, in Drifting Cloud Valley, several ten thousand miles away from the current location. In the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, Chong Province could only be ranked at the very bottom. Although it was called a province, its area and population were far less than other provinces, let alone its spiritual veins and cultivation resources; outsiders rarely gave it a second glance.

Thus, after the two major planes merged, while Gusu still had some external forces that remained active, Gu Province seemed to have been completely forgotten. Only some insignificant sects and families lingered on.

When Lin Xuan first embarked on the path of immortality, Drifting Cloud Valley was located in Chong Province. However, after the invasion by evil spirits, Chong Province fell entirely, with all its human inhabitants slaughtered, leaving few survivors among the cultivators who mostly moved to Gu Province. This included Drifting Cloud Valley.

Now that times had changed, evil spirits were rarely seen in the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces. Although Chong Province was not considered important by most cultivators, it still saw some migration of commoners over the past decades. After years of recuperation and recovery, it began to flourish once again.

In the former headquarters of Drifting Cloud Valley, new pavilions and terraces were built. Cultivators could be seen entering and exiting frequently since this place had a relatively good spiritual vein for Chong Province.

However, with the passage of time and changes in people, Drifting Cloud Valley was no longer dominated by Lin Xuan.

Of course, the two young ladies chose to establish their headquarters here not because of Lin Xuan. After all, they knew little about his background and origin, so they were unaware that he had once cultivated here.

Everything was just a coincidence. Establishing their headquarters in Chong Province was meant to avoid drawing attention; it was like how Benevolence Hall had operated under the radar before.

In the depths of Inner Azure, there were two closely connected cave dwellings. Regular disciples would never dare to enter without permission, as they housed the two Pavilion Masters: Li Ying'er and Liu Xin.

To the eyes of the lower-ranking disciples, these two women were somewhat mysterious. Although their cultivation level was only at the False Core stage, they controlled the prestigious Baxuan Pavilion that dominated a region.

Although the sect primarily focused on managing affairs, its organizational structure differed significantly from ordinary sects, yet it still had dozens of Condensation Core experts.

The cultivation levels of the two Pavilion Masters were clearly inferior. Why could they command these Condensation Core cultivators? After all, in the cutthroat world of cultivation, this was a very strange situation.

Ordinary disciples were filled with curiosity and naturally held their two masters in even higher regard.

However, things weren't as easy as they seemed. In Li Ying'er's cave dwelling, two young ladies sat facing each other.

The one on the left had an oval face; she wasn't particularly beautiful but was charming. Compared to when she first met Lin Xuan decades ago, she now exuded a more mature and steady demeanor.

She frowned slightly as she spoke: "Senior Sister, we just received news that the Celestial Fortune Ship has taken over our business with the Du Family again. Moreover, they dispatched disciples to secretly attack our market in Qiankang City, causing the deaths of several dozen disciples."

"Oh, did they dare do this?" Li Ying'er replied slowly. This woman was always shrewd and had become even more refined after years of experience; she remained unperturbed despite hearing such important news.

"Yes, Senior Sister. We have thoroughly investigated it. Although the other party used disguises and refused to take responsibility, there's no doubt that they are members of the Celestial Fortune Ship," Liu Xin said with a fierce expression: "Our Baxuan Pavilion is deeply rooted in Gu Province; our opponents cannot compete with us, so they resorted to these underhanded tactics. Senior Sister, we must not tolerate them or else they will become even more arrogant."

Li Ying'er frowned and remained silent for a long time before sighing softly.

"Senior Sister, why? Are you afraid of the Celestial Fortune Ship? Although their sect leader has some connection with Liuyao Palace, do we have to endure this humiliation? We've seen our fair share of storms! There have been many who plotted against us over these years. Moreover, Baxuan Pavilion's predecessor was left by Young Master," Liu Xin said, frowning in dissatisfaction.

"Junior Sister, you misunderstand. How could I be afraid of the Celestial Fortune Ship? And how could I give up what we've built so hard?" Li Ying'er shook her head and spoke with a hint of reproach.

"But why then?"

"The Celestial Fortune Ship may not be weak, but they are only relying on their connection to Liuyao Palace; it's like a fox borrowing the tiger's might. Such petty people, how could I fear them? However,"...

"Then what?"

"Junior Sister, have you seen our Baxuan Pavilion's crisis? It's not from outside, but within."

"Senior Sister means…" Liu Xin also understood and murmured.

"In those days, although Young Master bought Benevolence Hall, it allowed us to find a place. But why did such a small shop grow into what it is today?"

"...I naturally know," after the evil spirits were eradicated, the Seven Extremes Heaven collapsed, but major sects suffered heavy losses and focused on recuperation and replenishing new disciples; they didn't pay much attention to market businesses, which gave us an opportunity. Second, although Old Xue was a mere mortal, he managed things well, with Biyun Mountain secretly supporting us, so we could grow so quickly," Liu Xin recalled, then her face showed a strange expression: "It's also somewhat peculiar; what kind of treasure is that Sacred Essence Order? Young Master left it to me and said I could ask for help from Biyun Mountain if in trouble. Back then, I was still uncertain about it, but it turned out to be very useful. Over the past decades, whenever Baxuan Pavilion faced difficulties, they always went all out to assist us. Remember that incident ten years ago when Senior Immortal Taixi personally came here? Young Master clearly originated from Lingyao Mountain; why would Biyun Mountain give him such special treatment?"

"I don't know who to ask," Li Ying'er sighed: "After so many years, we've sent so many people to find out about Young Master, but he remains silent. This is too strange."

Li Ying'er seemed touched by her thoughts and sighed: "I hope we can meet Young Master again someday; if he were here, perhaps we wouldn't face such difficulties.

"Indeed, although Biyun Mountain has always been supportive, since the move to Cloudseed seven years ago, everything depends on us," Liu Xin said.
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The烦恼 of Ying'er was precisely these issues. Previously, with the support from Bichun Mountain, they had been able to fully display their strength without any reservations. The Lingyun Pavilion served as a merchant alliance, and high-level cultivators were not necessary in large numbers. However, over the years, they had joined dozens of Core Formation Stage cultivators.

The two women, although they had experienced some extraordinary events, still lacked sufficient cultivation time. Currently, they were merely at the False Core stage.

In the world of cultivation, survival of the fittest prevailed, and this Pavilion Master naturally struggled to maintain his position. Previously, there had been people with covetous intentions, but they were eliminated by Senior Daoist Tai Xu using powerful means.

Only now did others realize that the two Pavilion Masters had a powerful Core Formation Stage expert backing them up.

However, all good things must come to an end. Seven years ago, Bichun Mountain suddenly relocated its entire sect and established a new headquarters in Yunzhou. This left Ying'er and Rixin without any support from their former allies, as ambitious Core Formation Stage elders within the sect began to stir again.

Internal and external threats!

While Tianyuan Airlines posed a significant threat, the internal strife was even more pressing for Ying'er.

Although the other party had not yet acted, the crisis was already beginning to manifest.

What should they do?

Lixin fell into deep thought. She was no longer that simple girl from long ago; though her appearance remained unchanged, she had matured significantly over the years. This heavy burden could not be placed solely on Senior Sister.

However, resolving such a dilemma was not easy. Just as the two women were worrying, a burst of flame suddenly flew into their cave.

Ying'er's delicate brows furrowed slightly as her hand reached out, and the flame gently landed in her palm.

It was a transmission talisman!

The young woman sank her divine sense into it.

Soon, she lifted her head, her face filled with surprise and disbelief.

"Senior Sister, what is it?"

Lixin was startled. She knew Senior Sister well; she had always been clever and perceptive. After years of trials, she had become more mature, though not unshakable. What could have happened?

"The young master has returned."

"What?!"

Lixin suddenly stood up straight, almost thinking her ears were playing tricks on her: "Senior Sister, what did you just say?"

"Old Master Xue sent this message. The young master is already back in Youzhou and currently in Qingyang City."

"Really?"

"It's true; how could I possibly joke about such matters?" Ying'er was also visibly excited, the dark clouds clearing from her face.

"Senior Sister, then what are we waiting for? Let's go to Youzhou to pay our respects to the young master."

"No need. The transmission talisman said that the young master will come to the headquarters soon and asked us to wait here."

"Oh!"

Although Lixin yearned to see Lin Xuan immediately, she obediently nodded when he instructed them to wait.

Three days later.

"Is this the Lingyun Pavilion?" Lin Xuan looked at the scenery before him with a calm expression on his face, but in his heart, he felt a sense of change over time.

A hundred years had passed, yet the scenes from long ago seemed as vivid as ever.

Lin Xuan never expected things to be so coincidental. The two young girls had chosen to set up their Pavilion at the former headquarters of Drifting Cloud Valley.

Although many years had passed and they had endured the trials of the Soul Devouring Demons, the mountain remained the same, and the valley was unchanged. However, people were different.

Even if Drifting Cloud Valley had moved, even if it still existed here, disciples would have changed generations. The faces from long ago, even if they managed to reach Core Formation, their lifespans would be drawing to a close.

Lin Xuan's mind wandered back to the image of a graceful and ethereal woman.

Qin Yan, I wonder how she is now?

Her talent was extraordinary; when he was in Youzhou, she had been preparing to condense her golden core. After so many years, her cultivation should not be weak. But what stage has she reached?

"Young Master."

The respectful voice broke Lin Xuan's thoughts as he looked up and saw Zhang Xiaoying standing obediently behind him. Originally, Old Master Xue also intended to travel with them, but the market in Qingyang City had just secured a large order, so he could not leave. He was left to manage things there.

Lin Xuan, accustomed to working低调, did not notify the two girls when he arrived at Drifting Cloud Valley's entrance. However, their movements caught the attention of a patrol team of cultivators. Zhang Xiaoying flew over and whispered something to them.

The man's face showed surprise as he looked up towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back, his expression utterly calm, yet a powerful aura of spiritual energy permeated his body. The man was only at the Peak of the Spirit Cultivation Stage, so he could not discern Lin Xuan's true cultivation level but sensed that it far exceeded those of the elders. His face turned pale as he quickly pulled out a transmission talisman and whispered something before transforming into a burst of flame and flying into the valley.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly; instead of rushing to meet them, he maintained his composed demeanor, seemingly deep in thought.

After about half an hour, celestial music filled the air, and countless beams of light shot from within the valley.

At the forefront were dozens of female cultivators, divided into two rows of twelve each. They were all around seventeen or eighteen years old, with clear and beautiful features, each holding a palace lantern in their hands.

They moved gracefully as if descending to earth from heaven.

Behind them, phoenixes called out, and countless rare birds and beasts also sang and danced, their beauty dazzling the eye, having been trained by high-level cultivators.

The light grew brighter. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and released his divine sense forward, finding over a hundred Core Formation Stage cultivators.

However, what caught everyone's attention were the two women in the middle, surrounded by several Core Formation Stage cultivators, clearly distinct from the others.

Of course, they were the two Pavilion Masters.

After so many years apart, their appearances remained unchanged, but their demeanor had changed significantly. Honestly, when he bought Bai Sheng Hall, it was just a whim; Lin Xuan never imagined that these two girls would grow into such powerful forces.

And this grand welcome, Lin Xuan found somewhat uncomfortable. It did not align with his usual low-key approach, but he understood Ying'er and Rixin's intentions and did not show any displeasure.

Seeing the young master standing before them, both women were extremely excited. Tears welled up in Rixin's eyes, while Ying'er, though more calculating, also had an unstable breathing pattern.

They then exchanged glances and transformed into two streaks of light, flying over to him together.

"Servants bowing to the young master!"

Before so many people, the two women knelt gracefully and paid their respects to Lin Xuan with a grand courtesy.

"Call me by my name," Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, showing some emotion on his face. Although they had signed a master-servant blood pact, it was private between them. Now that they were in positions of power, they showed no hesitation, and even Lin Xuan's stoic nature was moved by their sincerity.
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!!!!! Master Pavilion!

The others were in a state of shock. The two women had not yet revealed Lin Xuan's identity, only saying they were going to meet a distinguished guest. But no one expected such a result.

Many people thought their eyes must have played tricks on them and looked around bewilderedly. However, the same expressions of astonishment could be seen among their companions, indicating that they had not been mistaken. What was this young man's background? Why were these two masters so respectful to him?

After everyone was stunned, Kang did not release his mental awareness outwardly. After a sweep, his expression changed dramatically. It turned out he was an Incarnation of the Essence Core Stage. Could it be that the old monster was actually the true Grand Master of Bai Xuan Pavilion?

Lower-grade cultivators aside, those Condensation Core stage elders and attendants were mostly aware. Over these years, Bai Xuan Pavilion had been able to thrive so swiftly, thanks not only to the two masters' management but also due to a powerful hidden force supporting them.

Who exactly that force was, they did not know for sure. Now it seemed likely that this old monster before their eyes was indeed the culprit.

However, he was too young. Could it be that his cultivation method had some anti-aging effects?

After the initial shock wore off, most of these Mu cultivators showed signs of joy on their faces. They were merely a part of Bai Xuan Pavilion's forces or, more accurately, the two women's direct lineages. The others with ulterior motives resided elsewhere.

"Enough formalities, get up!"

Although this made Lin Xuan feel warm inside, he only displayed a calm smile and lightly gestured for them to rise.

The two women obediently got up.

Liu Xin did not speak but nodded repeatedly.

With his extensive experience and keen eyesight, Lin Xuan could see that the girls' words were sincere. His expression softened as he nodded. "These past years have been hard on both of you."

"Master, you are too modest. Though I am no match for a master, I understand the importance of gratitude. If it weren't for your rescue, we would have long been devoured by the Blood Demon and had no chance at rebirth or our current positions. No matter who we are, in front of Master, we will always be humble servants."

Liu Xin did not speak but nodded repeatedly.

Lin Xuan's face turned even more amiable as he agreed. "These past years have been hard on both of you."

"Everything is due to your grace. If it weren't for the many treasures you bestowed upon us, especially that Sacred Essence Token, Bai Xuan Pavilion would not be in its current state," Ying'er smiled and did not take credit.

"A Sacred Essence Token? So, Bai Xuan Pavilion's support comes from Mount Bieyun?"

"Yes, even Supreme Void Immortal once personally intervened. That is why we could thrive without worry. Unfortunately, several years ago, the entire sect of Mount Bieyun moved to Yunzhou, setting up a new headquarters there," Liu Xin interjected obediently.

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. He had visited Mount Bieyun before; its spiritual veins were not bad. Why would they abandon it? Was it voluntary or due to some unknown reasons? Lin Xuan pondered deeply.

Of course, Mount Bieyun was merely repaying an old debt. His interest in the sect mainly stemmed from Ouyang Qinxin.

After all, when he was still a low-grade cultivator, she had shown him much kindness. He did not have many friends, and Ouyang Immortal Lady certainly counted as one, albeit a rather ambiguous one.

Returning to Youzhou, he wondered how this lady was doing now. Had her cultivation advanced further? However, speaking of it, Ouyang's talent was already quite good; compared to the Sacred Spirit Root, she was only slightly inferior. He did not need to worry much about that.

"Master, what are you thinking? If there is any information we can provide, just ask," Ying'er smiled and spoke.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Originally, he had intended to inquire about Elder Ouyang from Mount Bieyun, but hearing the girls' words, for some reason, he felt a bit embarrassed and did not want to continue.

Forget it. He had returned to Youzhou; he could take his time learning about old acquaintances.

Thus, Lin Xuan cleared his throat. "Nothing much. Do you know why Mount Bieyun moved?"

"I do not know, Master. The other party kept their plans secret until the last minute and just left without a word," Ying'er said helplessly.

Lin Xuan nodded.

"Master, where have you been for these years? I and my senior sister searched everywhere but found no information about it," Liu Xin hesitated before finally asking out of curiosity.

"I was... "

If anyone else had asked this question, Lin Xuan would not have revealed the truth; he might have lied to cover up. But these two girls had signed a master-servant blood pact with him, and they could never betray him in this life or the next. Besides, it wasn't something too shameful to share. So, Lin Xuan summarized some key points briefly.

Despite his light-hearted tone, the two women were still stunned. Master's experiences were rich; he might not be unparalleled, but among all cultivators over millions of years, few could match him. No wonder he had advanced to the Incarnation Stage at such a young age.

"Congratulations, Master! Congratulations, Master! At just over 150 years old, you have reached this realm. I believe your ascension to the Spirit Realm is imminent," the two women exchanged glances and bowed together.

"Stand up, no need for so many formalities. I accept your good wishes." Lin Xuan laughed at them. "Speaking of which, we're not bad ourselves. Having been away for just six or seven decades, I've already reached the peak of Foundation Establishment. I believe it won't be long before I form my essence core."

However, upon hearing this, their expressions turned pale simultaneously.

"What's wrong?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows in curiosity when he noticed.

"Nothing, but our humble servant is not very intelligent and may disappoint Master," Ying'er sighed deeply.

"Why do you say that? Did something go wrong during the formation of your essence core?"

"You were right. I believe you remember from when we were at the occupied sect headquarters; you checked our talents back then. Our abilities are truly ordinary, and being able to reach Foundation Establishment was a stroke of luck," Ying'er continued.

"Master, if it weren't for your medicinal pills and treasures, we would have long been nothing but bones in the grave. However, even with those aids, our innate talent cannot be changed."
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The cultivation went relatively smoothly. After all, there was a vast array of cultivation resources available to him, and the pills were not lacking either. Even when facing obstacles like the bottle cap, he could rely on his medicinal power to push through.

There must be a servant for every master. In this case, the two women's cultivation methods bore some resemblance to Lin Xuan’s. Within just six or seven decades, they had sealed their condensation cores at the peak stage.

Originally, everything was going smoothly, and both Yin'er and Liu Xin believed that they could successfully form a golden core. However, they overlooked one crucial point: the path of immortals is fraught with difficulties, especially when breaking through each major cultivation stage, which can be incredibly challenging.

While the base foundation period allowed for a smooth progression with medicinal power, it did not mean that forming a golden core would also be easy. The differences between these stages were vast and incomparable.

Although Lin Xuan had instructed them to acquire many ancient pill formulas over the years, they still faced significant challenges in actually refining those pills. Even if they managed to refine some, the increase in their chances of successfully forming a golden core was limited. According to typical statistics, only one or two out of every hundred base foundation peak cultivators could achieve this.

Despite the efforts of Lin Xuan and his resources, after several attempts, the two women were still unable to advance. Combining their research from ancient texts, they realized that their chances of successfully forming a golden core in this lifetime were slim indeed.

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan smiled slightly. "It's merely about condensing a golden core. Rest assured, with my assistance, you will definitely achieve your goal."

"What?" The two women were taken aback, and their expressions quickly turned to disbelief. They were no longer the naive young girls they once were; forming a golden core was not that simple. Even if Lin Xuan were an infant spirit cultivator, he could only use limited techniques.

Unless he was willing to expend his own true essence qi to perform the Great Divine Cleansing Technique from the Book of Changes for them, it would be more feasible. However, this secret technique was not something ordinary cultivators could easily perform; even an infant spirit elder might suffer severe injuries or drop in cultivation stage.

Would Lin Xuan really do such a thing? The two women exchanged glances, their eyes filled with suspicion.

Of course, Lin Xuan had no intention of harming himself to benefit others. Besides, he didn’t need to. With his vast resources, forming a golden core was merely child’s play for him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a small jade bottle appeared before the two women.

Opening the lid, two snow-white pills were revealed inside.

Celestial Dust Pills! On妖灵 Island, Lin Xuan had spent considerable time refining an entire batch. Although he used many to form his own infant spirit, some still remained.

These pills were no ordinary ones; their effects almost bordered on divine. Back then, even without a spirit root, he could successfully form a golden core by relying solely on his cultivation base.

The two women’s abilities might be inferior compared to his past self, but they were far better than him in many ways. Hence, Lin Xuan confidently made such claims.

Of course, it was also due to their unwavering loyalty that he dared to show them this extraordinary treasure. Such a divine-grade item could easily spark a storm in the cultivation world if casually displayed. He himself had few left and wouldn’t reveal them so easily.

"Do you recognize these pills?" Lin Xuan asked with a smile.

Yin'er and Liu Xin each extended their hands, picked up one pill, and examined it closely. As the masters of 飘云阁, they possessed excellent eyesight, but they could not discern anything.

However, just from the fragrance alone, they knew how precious these pills were.

"Miss Yin, I am clumsy; please enlighten me," Yin'er brought the pill to her lips and licked it with her tongue.

Instantly, a cool energy rose from her dantian. What wondrous medicinal power!

"We have heard of this before. Do you remember the Celestial Dust Pills?" Lin Xuan calmly asked.

"What? Celestial Dust Pills?" The two women were startled and exclaimed in unison.

They had come from Spirit Herb Mountain… even if they weren’t disciples, any cultivator from 原幽州 would surely have heard of the name. This pill once caused a great storm, even involving the Extreme Demon Sovereign. Back then, that old demon was known as the first person of the region.

It was said that this spirit herb had incredible divine effects; almost all base foundation peak cultivators who consumed it could successfully form a golden core.

"Master, is this… really Celestial Dust Pills?" Liu Xin weakly asked, her face turning pale. Asking such a question was too disrespectful to Master.

Lin Xuan paid no mind. He knew she was just overwhelmed by the revelation. A warm smile spread across his face: "Rest assured, I wouldn’t offer fake items. With this pill, we will definitely achieve golden core perfection."

Seeing Lin Xuan’s certainty, the two women relaxed and bowed respectfully to each other.

Joy filled their hearts; they admired their master even more. Being able to obtain such a divine item meant following Master was the right choice.

Although the two women had already been loyal to him, this further strengthened their devotion. After all, people have desires, and despite the blood pact, their loyalty stemmed from gratitude for his past kindness.

If Lin Xuan had merely demanded everything from them upon returning, they might not have betrayed him but would certainly harbor resentment, acting with hidden hostility.

However, he didn’t do that. He treated them kindly in private, never treating them as mere servants to be summoned at will. Moreover, on their first meeting, he gave such a heartwarming gift.

Their gratitude was immense; they wished to sacrifice themselves for Lin Xuan. They believed that even if the contract were dissolved, they would remain loyal to him throughout eternity.

Balancing rewards and punishments is the way to rule subordinates. With his deep understanding of human nature, Lin Xuan naturally grasped these principles well.

Moreover, these two girls had potential worth cultivating. Despite their accustomed survival-of-the-fittest mentality in the cultivation world, they were often bathed in bloodshed. Lin Xuan was always generous with his own kind.

Carefully storing the spirit herbs, seeing a chance to form a golden core made both women’s eyes gleam. After about a cup of tea, Yin'er regained her composure: "Thank you for your generous gift, Master. I have one more request."

"Go on," Lin Xuan spoke generously.

"Since Bi's death, no one has taken the initiative to help us. Now, with the Heavenly Destiny Vessel constantly pressuring and many condensation core elders harboring envy, my sister and I are low in cultivation. Please assist us."

"Do you want me to take direct action?" Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, a faint smile playing on his lips.
第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十章 叛逆

"Could it be that Young Master has another plan?" 6 Ying'er's eyes flashed with a hint of surprise.

"In terms of internal troubles, I heard from Old Master Xue in Qingyang City. It’s just some minor condensation core cultivators; there’s no need for me to intervene. Once we form our dantian, we can handle it ourselves."

The two women were taken aback and their expressions turned somewhat strange. After a moment, Liu Xin finally spoke hesitantly: "Young Master, you are overestimating us. Although you have bestowed spirit pills upon us, even if I and my senior sister manage to advance smoothly, we will only be at the initial stage of condensation core. Those who covet our position might already be late-stage cultivators. How could two of us possibly be their match?"

"Don't worry; everything is in my hands. We don’t need to think too much about it. Just focus on seclusion and cultivation," Lin Xuan waved his hand, speaking with confidence.

Though the two women were puzzled, they dared not probe further. They respectfully bowed and retreated.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away from Drifting Cloud Valley.

The mountains were dotted with cultivators in uniform attire moving between pavilions and terraces. This was a branch of the Azurepavilion Pavilion within Youzhou territory, and it was also the largest one. Its scale was no less impressive than its main hall, even boasting more high-ranking experts.

There were at least thirty condensation core stage cultivators among them.

In an imposing hall, the Azurepavilion Pavilion elders sat in order. Atop was a tall man dressed in purple robes, his appearance formidable and his cultivation level not weak either—already at late-stage condensation core. He was the tallest of all present.

However, his expression was grim as he listened intently to the report from below. Other elders occasionally turned their heads to whisper with those around them, each with a different look but mostly showing concern.

After nearly an hour, the disciple in yellow robes retreated. The hall was left only with high-ranking condensation core cultivators.

Half of Azurepavilion Pavilion's strength had gathered here, yet they were now discussing matters that went against their principles.

"Everyone has heard the news. Do any of you have a good solution?" the man in purple robes raised his head, his eyes like lightning as he scanned around before speaking in a low voice.

"Brother Ma, if this is true, it’s quite troublesome. Although those two girls are only at foundation establishment stage, with an infant core expert supporting them, we would surely be outmatched even together. We need to consider our options carefully," said an elder with white hair and eyebrows, his expression grave.

"Humph, Brother Zhou, why boost their morale while deflating ours? We’re well aware that the two girls have a powerful backer. Over the years, they’ve kept quiet, but we’ve secretly gathered information, uncovering everything. The support comes from Cloudy Mountain’s cultivators, even the old fellow Taixiu has made an appearance. Before, we couldn’t do anything, but now that Cloudy Mountain has moved away, I don’t believe they can find another infant core expert so quickly," said a man in black with a scar on his left cheek, snorting dismissively.

"Agreed. I also support Master Sima’s words. It’s not easy to find an infant core backer; the two pavilions are likely just bluffing and putting on a show. As long as we arrange things cleverly, it won’t be hard to deceive us."

"Yes, yes, I agree with you."

"Still, the two girls have been in charge of Azurepavilion Pavilion for so many years; we should still be cautious."

"Brother Zhou, are you too timid? When doing big things, there’s no need to worry about much. Fear of wolves and tigers will only lead to nothing," said the man with white hair and eyebrows, glaring at his scarred companion.

"I… " The man with white hair and eyebrows was furious, staring hard at the scarred cultivator beside him: "I merely advised everyone to be cautious and deliberate so as not to end up in a ditch!"

The scarred man did not back down. Just as he was about to speak again, the man in purple robes coughed and waved his hand: "Brother Zhou is prudent; his concerns are well-founded. As Brother Zhou said, we can’t be too cautious when doing big things. According to my judgment, the two pavilion leaders are likely just using a feint. They want to scare us. There’s no need to worry."

The scarred man was pleased with himself, but the man with white hair and eyebrows suddenly stood up, bowing: "Brother Ma, this matter cannot be taken lightly. As they say, one wrong move can ruin everything. We must have full confidence before we rebel; if that news is true and those girls are backed by an infant core expert, our actions will lead to disaster."

The scarred man smirked, about to mock him, but the man in purple robes glared at him and spoke slowly: "Brother Zhou, I know you’ve considered everything. But I can say this with confidence because I have a plan. Even if they bring an infant core expert, I have ways to deal with him."

"What?"

The hall erupted into a commotion before falling silent again. Everyone exchanged glances, unsure but intrigued. Although their side now held the upper hand in Azurepavilion Pavilion, an infant core expert was a completely different matter; even together, they would have no chance of victory. But everyone understood that this man’s cultivation and cunning were profound; he wouldn’t make such a move without confidence. What hidden secret did he possess?

"Brother Ma, do you also have a backup plan? Tell us," the scarred man spoke with flattery.

"Don’t we remember that the two pavilion leaders are not just troubled by us but also by the Heavenly Destiny Vessel?" said the man in purple robes with a sinister smile.

"What! The Heavenly Destiny Vessel; don’t you want to cooperate with them? This is absolutely unacceptable!" the man with white hair and eyebrows changed his expression, exclaiming in alarm.

"Why not?"

"Leading wolves into our den. The Heavenly Destiny Vessel’s ambitions have eaten away at our business over these years. We’ve had many conflicts, and their contradictions are irreconcilable. Cooperating with them would only bring more trouble," the elder said in shock.

"Yes, Brother Liang, we need to deliberate carefully."

"My nephew is held by the Heavenly Destiny Vessel; I’m sworn enemies with them. How can I cooperate with such a tiger? This time, all other elders expressed strong opposition, even the scarred man hesitated and closed his mouth tightly.

It wasn’t because they were loyal to Azurepavilion Pavilion but because the rebellion was aimed at gaining more power and benefits. If the Heavenly Destiny Vessel took over their business, it would directly harm them.
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"Rest assured, my fellow cultivators, how could I not know the ambitions of the Heavenly Destiny Boat? My cooperation with them is for a reason," Dai Wen in his purple robe spoke confidently, showing no surprise at their reactions.

"Brother Ma, please speak." The white-browed elder licked his tongue and slowly opened his mouth, while others showed attentive expressions.

"As everyone knows, we have conflicts with the Heavenly Destiny Boat in our business dealings, but few of you are aware that they have already allied themselves with the Departure Medicine Palace. They've become a branch faction of their organization in Youzhou."

"What?"

The purple-robed Dai Wen's words caused all the condensation core cultivators to change color dramatically. "Impossible! The Departure Medicine Palace is one of the seven major sects in the Sky Cloud Twelve Provinces, with depths that can't be fathomed. It's said there are two or three late-stage元婴 cultivators among them, and countless other experts within its walls. Although they have conflicts with the Heavenly Destiny Boat, it was due to the fact that their sect leader once studied at the Departure Medicine Palace. I've heard he is merely an ordinary inner door disciple. As a pillar of the cultivation world, how could such a minor sect like the Heavenly Destiny Boat be of any interest to them?" The white-browed elder exclaimed.

"Brother Zhou's words are correct. However, my news is absolutely true. The Departure Medicine Palace's main headquarters is far in Yunzhou, and they don't pay attention to places like ours. But this time, they sent a late-stage元婴 cultivator as a branch faction leader. The excitement of the elders can be imagined. With the Departure Medicine Palace as our backing, we'll be able to walk freely in Youzhou."

"Brother Ma, do you really think they agreed? We could join?" The scarred cultivator excitedly said.

"Indeed, just eliminate those two girls and use the branch faction as a gift for their visit," the purple-robed Dai Wen nodded without hesitation.

The other cultivators felt a bit of pain at the thought of losing the considerable wealth accumulated by the branch faction over the years. But after a moment's consideration, they reasoned that since none of them would become the headmaster anyway, it was no harm to do this as a favor. They all nodded in agreement.

"Very well, if everyone has no objections, then we'll settle on this." The purple-robed Dai Wen narrowed his eyes, a hint of satisfaction flashing in his pupils.

The Departure Medicine Palace's reputation would allow them to act freely in Youzhou and obtain medicinal treasures effortlessly. Even the prospect of condensing an元婴 was possible.

Not only did they plan to use the branch faction for rebellion, but Lin Xuan had arrived at the back of Piao Yun Valley alone.

A slanted path appeared before him.

Though it seemed endless, a faint memory flashed across Lin Xuan's face. He had been born here and knew every inch of Piao Yun Valley well, especially the Refining Heart Path. It was here that he had endured great hardships and taken his first solid steps in cultivation.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly as he slowly descended. Even though this place had undergone many changes, it seemed unchanged to him. He knew little about the Refining Heart Path but understood that its abundant energy allowed for rapid cultivation within.

According to Piao Yun Valley's elders, it was discovered around three thousand years ago and believed to be left by ancient cultivators. The deeper one ventured, the more terrifying the illusions became. Even the former master of Piao Yun Valley could not fully penetrate it after about a hundred meters before retreating in defeat.

The other cultivators were puzzled but found that the illusions served as mental training for low-stage cultivators. Lin Xuan had endured and gained much from them back then, though his cultivation level was too low to appreciate their full power now.

Lin Xuan stepped into the path, his expression turning interested when he noticed the flames suddenly parting before him.

As he walked further, the flames grew thicker, and a meter-high fire sprouted from the ground. The scene transformed into a fiery inferno.

But Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile. He remembered enduring great hardships back then. Now... as an元婴 cultivator, these minor illusions posed no threat to him.

Without casting any protective barriers, he walked through the flames unbothered. As his footsteps moved, the flames parted automatically, creating a path for him.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and showed interest. This was different from ordinary illusions.

He closed his eyes, releasing his divine sense to search around. But after some time, he found nothing. The restrictions seemed interconnected, making it impossible to discern their nature from outside.

A faint smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he continued forward.

Soon, the scenery changed again, and the flames vanished, replaced by a vast icy world. A thousand miles of ice, a thousand miles of snow, with fierce winds cutting like knives.

But Lin Xuan felt nothing; his cultivation level was too high to be affected by this restriction.

Instead, a warm feeling welled up in him as he recalled the frozen desert plains. He wondered how the mischievous little snow fox was doing now.

Though Lin Xuan wasn't worried, the Snow Fox Queen had passed away, but Aikuo's breadth of mind and demeanor would make her an excellent leader. Even if she fell short of her father in cultivation, the Heart Erosion Peach and the inheritance treasure would allow her to withstand great beasts. With her care, Fragrance would grow strong.

With a warm smile on his lips, Lin Xuan walked through the snowstorm when suddenly, fierce winds howled, turning into countless ice daggers that flashed with cold light, rushing towards him.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and extended his hand, lightly tapping it. No visible magical treasures appeared as the ice daggers shattered inexplicably. He continued on unimpeded.

The next illusion was the Underworld. Ghosts and spirits surrounded him, countless vengeful souls laughing wildly as they lunged at him.

Back then, this had been where his Refining Heart Path ended. Further progress was beyond human endurance, even for Lin Xuan's resilient mind.

He remembered being torn apart by myriad ghosts, the excruciating pain. But now...

As countless vengeful souls rushed towards him, Lin Xuan merely grunted. His sudden burst of energy created a shockwave that spread outwards, causing all the ghostly figures to panic and disintegrate like bubbles.

Not only did the ghosts vanish, but even the restrictions themselves paused due to Lin Xuan's shocking cultivation level. But he narrowed his eyes, showing a hint of seriousness instead.
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Shout of Shadow Illusion, the surrounding poison and corruption did not decrease as expected. Instead, they became more intense.

There was something interesting about this, Lin Xuan thought for the first time he saw such a wondrous illusionary restriction. Although he had come here before, his cultivation level back then was too low to appreciate its subtleties.

Now standing still, he waited quietly for the gathering of阴气. Soon enough, a huge ghost face appeared in his line of sight.

The green-skinned and fanged face was extremely terrifying, emitting a formidable spiritual pressure that wasn't inferior to an Incubus cultivator.

"Master," Mo'er in his识海 also felt surprised. She couldn’t believe such a monster would appear in the tiny Drifting Cloud Valley. The oppressive aura seemed real; could this ghost face really be part of the illusion?

It must be, for it was a test of one's willpower, a heart demon.

Mo'er quickly made her judgment. However, while she was taken aback by the ancient restriction’s power, Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious. As the monster approached, he waved his hand and a silver light flashed out, releasing a small仙剑.

The ghost face was alarmed, spitting out green ghost flames from its mouth which formed a curtain to block the青火剑.

"Armchair warrior!"

Lin Xuan had no time for such a creature. With a cold snort, he poured his spiritual energy into the sword like a flood.

Suddenly, the silver light intensified, and the sword’s glow became tangible. Lin Xuan didn’t stop there; with his left hand, he flicked out an egg-sized ball of dark green flames. The light flickered as it transformed into a thick green snake that darted towards the monster.

However, the ghost face was not sufficiently alert, focusing most of its energy on the glaring青火剑.

After chewing loudly, a blackish-green cloud of阴气 erupted from its mouth. The curtain shimmered and became denser.

Bang!

The青火剑 descended, silver light flashing wildly as it unleashed a torrent of malevolent energy. The curtain began to waver, startling the ghost face. It hadn’t expected such a fierce attack; even with his Incubus-like abilities, he was already at a disadvantage after just one strike.

Red eyes flashed with fear, and it seemed like the creature wanted to retreat. But just then, a soft sound echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as碧幻幽火 silently circled around him, piercing through the curtain where it was weakest.

The ghost face was alarmed but too late; a small green snake darted past the ghost flames that had transformed into a green snake and entered its mouth.

Lin Xuan smiled smugly. The result surpassed his expectations. The ghost face showed extreme fear as it opened its mouth, emitting an ominous cry, either begging for mercy or trying to convey something else.

With his composure, Lin Xuan didn’t have any sympathy. Activating the spell,碧幻幽火 began to wreak havoc inside the ghost face.

In just a moment, the green flames enveloped the creature from within outwards, and in its agony, it turned into ash.

The entire process took only half an incense stick’s time. After advancing, Lin Xuan’s abilities were indeed extraordinary; with a mere gesture, he had destroyed almost an Incubus-level monster.

Only after the battle ended did Mo'er realize what had happened, staring dumbfounded for a long while before finally speaking: "Master, this isn’t supposed to be an illusion. Was that monster real?"

"Of course it was."

Lin Xuan’s eyes revealed a hint of mockery as he looked forward with admiration: "I used to have such low cultivation that I couldn't understand the secrets of the Heart Refinement Path. It turns out I can actually see ancient traces left by Incubus cultivators."

"Ancient traces?"

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded, beginning to explain in detail. "Is this just a simple illusionary array? No, it’s more than that; it’s a composite array surpassing even the most powerful禁制 arrays. Even during ancient times, few could understand and construct such an array. Those who did were revered as great masters."

"Master, what is a composite array exactly?" Mo'er was intrigued.

Lin Xuan didn’t hold back, starting to explain to the young girl.

In essence, a composite array is simply combining two arrays into one, enhancing each other’s power. The principle is simple, but executing it is incredibly difficult. One must fit both arrays within a single set of阵旗 without them conflicting. Achieving such integration requires great skill and effort.

However, once successful, the combined power was formidable. For instance, the simplest八卦array and 三才array are merely entry-level in terms of complexity. They can only trap low-level灵动期 disciples. Even newly established Incubus cultivators could easily break both arrays. But when these two basic arrays were combined, they could kill a mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator. This was the power of叠加.

Hearing Lin Xuan’s example, Mo'er was impressed. It truly was an awe-inspiring technique.

"Master, then this array we are in now is a composite one?" The girl asked hesitantly.

"Yes, and it combines an illusionary array with a ghostly killing array."

Lin Xuan’s face showed seriousness. This ancient cultivator was indeed cunning; all along, he had been trapped in illusions. Even when burned or stabbed by ice blades, or torn apart by countless spirits, the pain felt real but only caused temporary unconsciousness without any actual harm.

Thus, even the most experienced cultivators relaxed their guard, unaware that these were merely deceptive baits. As the intruder’s vigilance gradually decreased, a terrifying ghost face suddenly appeared. Following the previous illusion of ghosts, it was natural for the intruder to ignore this new threat.

With no defenses up, the ghost face could strike with ease. Even an Incubus cultivator would be severely injured in such a situation. Then, using the illusionary array to confuse and the killing array as the main attack, the enemy would be annihilated.

What cunning machinations! What a devious design!

Recalling his experience, Lin Xuan shuddered. He hadn’t actually figured out this clever restriction; he just happened to be cautious enough that even in illusions, no danger could approach him, leading to an accidental victory over the ghost face.
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Despite the numerous dangers lurking around, Lin Xuan's face showed no sign of retreating. After all, he was no longer what he used to be. As a middle-stage婴灵 cultivator, he had every confidence in his ability to protect himself.

As the saying goes: "Prosperity and wealth come from danger." Why would that ancient array master set such a powerful禁制 here? Lin Xuan was extremely curious about this. Perhaps there were some extraordinary opportunities waiting for him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and slowly walked deeper into the Heart Refinement Path. However, he did not dare to be overly confident after his previous experience. He activated the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield, holding two talismans in his left hand while keeping his right hand hidden inside his sleeve, intertwined with a green flame patch.

Soon, an eerie and bizarre illusory realm appeared before his eyes, containing various deadly traps.

Lin Xuan walked into it without any fear.

Spiritual light flickered. He soon vanished into a strange light.

After several hours, Lin Xuan finally reached the end of the Heart Refinement Path. A round cave about twenty meters in diameter came into view.

The walls were dark and seemed not to be ordinary stone but contained some refined iron within. However, what caught his attention was a corpse of a cultivator right in front, near the wall. His clothes had long since decayed, leaving only a few scattered bones.

"Master. Could this be that ancient array master?" Mo'er's voice echoed in his mind.

Lin Xuan did not respond but showed a serious expression. The experience he just went through was far from easy. Although no ghost-like creatures as formidable as before appeared, various clever traps and attacks were still层出不穷. With the help of the illusory realm, if it weren't for his superior cultivation and divine treasures, he might not have made it here.

The ability to set such a powerful composite array indicated that this corpse's owner was no simple person. Lin Xuan had to be cautious; he didn’t want to end up in a ditch.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan patted his waist, releasing the Corpse Spirit of middle-stage婴灵.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the front. The Corpse Spirit’s eyes glowed red as it stepped forward without hesitation. Upon reaching the corpse's side, it found nothing unexpected.

The Corpse Spirit waved its hand, and a black magical light shot out from its fingers, enveloping the corpse and the surrounding area. Lin Xuan closed his eyes, using his mental connection to begin searching.

Soon he had some results. A loud sound echoed as the ground split open, revealing a small storage bag. The Corpse Spirit grabbed it lightly, shaking it, and a burst of light spread out.

A pile of treasures appeared on the ground.

One ancient sword, its design simple yet elegant.

Two jade bottles, likely filled with ancient spiritual pills.

Then there were two jade cylinders, possibly containing those mysterious ancient array techniques.

For most people, finding such ancient cultivator's treasures would be an extreme joy. However, Lin Xuan remained calm and opened the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield again.

"Master, aren't you being too cautious?" Mo'er’s face showed a hint of disbelief. They had already found the treasure; could there still be any danger?

Lin Xuan smiled but said nothing. The Corpse Spirit grabbed the treasures with both hands. Suddenly, strange light flashed over several items, and they exploded in a loud boom.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan was alarmed as he shook his shoulder, activating the Nine Heaven Microstep technique. A faint shadow passed by, and he vanished from sight. Since practicing the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, this secret method almost matched teleportation. In just a breath of time, Lin Xuan retreated over a hundred meters before hearing the thunderous explosion.

Smoke filled the air, blocking his vision, but it couldn't stop their mental connection.

At that moment, although Lin Xuan quickly ordered the Corpse Spirit to throw out the treasures and emit large amounts of Corpse Qi for protection, it was still too late.

Lin Xuan waved his left hand, and a strong wind swept past. The scene in front changed entirely; cracks spread across the walls, and rocks fell down, as if the cave was about to collapse.

Frowning, Lin Xuan summoned a yellow talisman, which flashed with spiritual light before sinking into the wall, repairing the cracks. This was an earth-based petrification technique; he didn't want it to collapse immediately.

Next, his gaze fell on the Corpse Spirit, lying half-dead on the ground, covered in wounds. Large holes were carved into its chest and abdomen, with foul Corpse Blood flowing out.

Fortunately, this was a monster from the阴司 realm; if it had been an ordinary cultivator of the same stage, he would have perished long ago.

Mo'er secretly whistled, growing more impressed by Lin Xuan. Indeed, being overly cautious never hurt anyone. This ancient cultivator was too cunning. The illusory realm already contained a ghostly killing array that could easily kill middle-stage婴灵 cultivators. After going through so much hardship to reach here and finally find the treasures, who would have thought it was all a trap?

Even for a cultivator with great depth, upon finding treasure, he would inevitably let his guard down due to joy. But at this moment, Lin Xuan set a trap to attack, leaving no room for escape.

What heavy scheming! What a cunning plan. Lin Xuan felt extremely wary of this ancient array master. This was the most cunning person he had ever encountered in his cultivation journey. Fortunately, he was already dead; otherwise, he might have been outmatched in intelligence.

Lin Xuan thought with some relief.

Then, with his right hand, he released the Spirit Bag and summoned a magical mist to reseal the Corpse Spirit inside.

Fortunately, this puppet monster had led the way. Otherwise, using his methods, although they wouldn't lead to his demise, it would still be a tough ordeal.

Although the Corpse Spirit was severely injured, with the strength of monsters from the阴司 realm, after some time, he should recover completely.

However, Lin Xuan now had no treasures to show for his efforts. This ancient cultivator was indeed cunning and vicious, but setting such elaborate traps indicated that there must be something valuable left behind.

And it would likely be significant; otherwise, why go through all the trouble? If just to harm others, it wouldn’t make sense.

Most cultivators are extremely selfish, but without any benefit, no one would willingly harm themselves.

So where could this guy have hidden his treasure?

Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered as he released his divine consciousness and began a thorough search of every corner in the cave.
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A moment passed, akin to the time it takes to brew a cup of tea. Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched as he fixed his gaze on the ancient cultivator’s remains.

The explosive force from just now was formidable. The already disheveled bones shattered instantly, yet the head remained intact without any cracks.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with doubt. He rubbed his forehead and lowered his head in deep thought.

After a while, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, releasing a green flame that enveloped the ancient cultivator's skull. A crackling sound filled the air as the skeleton was soon reduced to an orb about the size of a dragon’s eye.

The gemstone was dark red and shimmered with a faint light, indicating its non-trivial nature.

With his recent experience in mind, Lin Xuan did not take any chances. He raised his right hand and cast several spells. The gemstone absorbed them without any unusual changes, allowing Lin Xuan to relax as he stepped forward to retrieve it.

"Master, what is this?"

"I'm not sure, but I suspect it resembles the Jade Cylinder," Lin Xuan said while releasing his divine sense into the gemstone.

It seemed like he had entered a state of meditation. After several hours, Lin Xuan finally lifted his head with a look of joy on his face.

"Master, does this record the ancient cultivator's array techniques?" Mo'er’s curious voice echoed in his ears.

"Yes," Lin Xuan carefully stored the gemstone: "The owner of these remains was an extraordinary cultivator from ancient times. He not only reached the Yuan婴 stage but also excelled in array techniques. The knowledge contained within this gem is what he learned throughout his life. While the front part of the technique isn't exaggerated, the back part, the璇玑心得, can be beneficial for cultivation."

"Congratulations, Master," Mo'er’s voice was sweet yet tinged with doubt: "But are there no other收获?"

"Don’t be silly; I’m not lacking anything. This array book is already priceless treasure." Lin Xuan chuckled and shook his head. Although he said this, he still released his divine sense to search thoroughly before slowly making his way back.

Time passed like water, and soon a month had gone by since Lin Xuan arrived at Drifting Cloud Valley.

Since obtaining the *Heavenly Core Array Scripture* on the Heart Refinement Path, he had been studying within his cave, but his understanding was limited due to the short time. Despite being proficient in the璇玑心得, the knowledge contained within this gemstone was much more complex and difficult.

The composite array intrigued Lin Xuan the most, though he could only understand a fraction of it at present. He wasn’t in a rush; as an Yuan婴 cultivator with nearly a thousand years left, he had plenty of time to study these miscellaneous techniques.

On that morning, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in his cave, holding the gemstone. However, he spent little time delving into its contents, mostly frowning in thought. The information was too profound and complex; every word was deep and mysterious. Without his existing knowledge of arrays, it would be nearly impossible to comprehend.

However, this only made him more excited. It proved that what was recorded within was extraordinary.

Lin Xuan supported his chin with his hand as he pondered deeply. Suddenly, a flicker in his brow raised his head, and a smile appeared on his face.

With his left hand, he placed the gemstone into his storage bracelet before transforming into a streak of light and exiting the cave.

Suspended mid-air, his gaze turned towards the back mountain of Drifting Cloud Valley.

The previously clear sky suddenly darkened with inexplicable风云. Dark clouds gathered overhead, and thunder rumbled...

Lin Xuan’s lips curved into a smile; these two girls hadn’t disappointed him. The signs of condensation were coming earlier than expected.

Soon after Lin Xuan appeared, multicolored light flared up in Drifting Cloud Valley as other cultivators felt the unusual fluctuations in the air, emerging from their caves with expressions of astonishment.

The clouds grew thicker, and lightning flashed across the sky like silver snakes. Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed slightly as he noticed something peculiar.

"Master, did I misunderstand? I actually sensed two energy vortexes. Could Ying'er and Liu Xin both be condensing their golden cores at the same time?" Mo'er’s surprised voice echoed in his ears.

"Yes, this is indeed a coincidence."

Lin Xuan smiled contentedly; it explained why the signs of condensation were larger than usual—both girls had successfully condensed their golden cores simultaneously.

The other cultivators reacted similarly. The lower-ranking ones were at a loss, while the elders and deities cast reverent glances towards Lin Xuan.

Previously, the two Pavilion Masters, Xi Xuanyi, attempted to condense their cores but failed every time. Despite having aid from pills, their innate abilities were slightly lacking.

But now... both had succeeded simultaneously.

The elders weren’t fools; they wouldn’t believe it was a coincidence!

Although neither girl had explicitly revealed Lin Xuan’s identity, their respect for him bordered on servitude. He likely wasn’t an ordinary Yuan婴 cultivator, or even the most powerful old monster would not easily assist in such a feat.

With his strong divine sense, Lin Xuan observed everyone's reactions and felt pleased but kept no emotion on his face. He merely raised his head to watch the磅礴 energy from behind the mountain.

Boom!

The dark clouds churned as thunder rumbled, and large raindrops fell. However, after a moment, they transformed into hailstones. The signs of two cultivators condensing their cores were significant; anyone within dozens of miles could feel them. Fortunately, it was in the remote region of Yanzhou, where few cultivators returned after being cleansed by阴魂. If this had happened elsewhere, it would have attracted much attention.

The entire process lasted for an hour before the hail stopped and the clouds dispersed, clearing the sky. A rainbow appeared on the horizon.

Next, a pleasant laugh came from behind the mountain. The voice was soft but clear, followed by two streaks of red and white light appearing in his line of sight.

They flashed a few times before reaching him.

The light faded to reveal the faces of two young women.

They were still the same people, with unchanged features, yet their demeanor was entirely different from before.
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Of course, naturally it was Lin Xuan and the two girls, Ying'er and Liu Xin, who greeted him with gratitude when they saw him. Both of them bowed down: "Thank you, Young Master."

"Enough," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. "Let's go to my cave later."

After he finished speaking, Lin Xuan's figure flashed and disappeared from the spot.

Although their conversation was brief, the Condensation Core elders present were all hundreds of years old, so they naturally picked up on some hints from it.

---

It seemed that the two Pavilion Masters could form a Condensation Core because of this old monster named Lin. They couldn't help but secretly ponder how to curry favor in the future. But their hearts were filled with joy; with such a powerful support, those traitors who harbored ill intentions no longer posed any threat. Both girls were direct descendants of the Yan family and remained in Drifting Cloud Valley. Thus, they went up together to congratulate the two Pavilion Masters half an hour later.

Their faces still showed joy as they had successfully formed a Condensation Core. Although their realms hadn't stabilized yet, it was already vastly different from that of Foundation Establishment cultivators. Not only did their essence energy capacity and comprehension improve, but their lifespans also doubled or even tripled.

Hence, when they saw Lin Xuan, they immediately knelt down to thank him profusely; the gratitude in their hearts was obvious.

Lin Xuan smiled and chatted casually with the two girls for a while. Seeing that it was getting late, he gradually turned the conversation to the main topic.

"Master, now that you've returned to Pavilion Baxuan, and we have also successfully formed Condensation Cores, the time is ripe to take action against those traitors."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. "But actions must be well-planned before they are taken. Do we know enough about what's happening?"

"Yes, Elder Qi received a message from an external disciple three days ago," Ying'er said with a slight frown. Originally, she thought that everything would be resolved once Master returned, but now there were unexpected complications.

"Divine Medicine Palace, I've never heard of it before. Could its strength not be weak?" Lin Xuan raised his head and looked at her. He had just arrived in Youzhou when Zhang Xiaoying mentioned this sect's name, but he hadn't delved into it further. Now, he naturally felt curious.

"Far from being weak, their strength is immeasurable. Divine Medicine Palace ranks among the seven major sects of the Twelve Cloud Provinces," Liu Xin interjected.

"Hmm, tell me more."

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed; he had seen much in his time and wasn't easily intimidated by the mention of the Seven Major Sects.

"Indeed! There are two or three late-stage Core Formation cultivators alone," Ying'er said as she began to recount what happened at Divine Medicine Palace. "And they seem to be allied with Liuyao Palace..."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise, and he frowned deeply in thought.

The two girls didn't dare breathe; they waited quietly by his side.

However, to their surprise, Lin Xuan quickly raised his head, his expression devoid of worry: "It's just that Divine Medicine Palace is backing them up. Don't worry, I'll handle this. You only need to clean out those traitors."

"What?"

The two girls covered their mouths in shock; although Master was incredibly powerful, he spoke too lightly about such a matter.

Divine Medicine Palace! Even if Master were at the late stage, he would never dare confront such a formidable entity... unless it was one of the legendary Separation Core old monsters.

But they didn't dare argue. The look on their faces clearly showed their disagreement.

"Alright, let's not discuss this for now. Now that we've successfully formed Condensation Cores, have you thought about what cultivation techniques to practice next?"

Unlike Lin Xuan’s cultivation techniques such as the Profound Demon True Scripture and Nine Heavens Profound Technique, most cultivation techniques were only suitable for one major realm. For example, they practiced different techniques during the Flexible Spirit Period, after Foundation Establishment, and again after forming a Condensation Core.

"Yes, we've thought about it," the two girls smiled at each other as they took out jade cylinders from their sleeves. As Pavilion Masters of Baxuan Pavilion, obtaining some Condensation Core cultivation techniques wasn't particularly difficult.

Lin Xuan didn't show any surprise; a light cloud of energy flew out and enveloped the two jade cylinders as his spiritual sense delved into them...

Understood.

With his cultivation and experience, he could tell that although their chosen techniques were different from his own, they were indeed upper-grade. After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head and frowned slightly.

"Master, what's wrong? Do you think we've made the wrong choice?"

Liu Xin spoke nervously, while Ying'er's face showed confusion as well. They had spent years obtaining these techniques at great cost; although they couldn't compare to some sects' secret teachings, they were undoubtedly treasures. Why did Master look so unsatisfied?

"If only considering the matter objectively, those two cultivation techniques are indeed good," Lin Xuan said slowly while playing with the jade cylinder in his hand. "They already qualify as upper-grade and are passed down by major sects to their most promising disciples..."

"Yes, Master, if that's the case, is there anything wrong with us practicing them?" Ying'er became more puzzled after hearing what Lin Xuan had said.

"Hmph, everything has its pros and cons. These two upper-grade techniques have immense power when practiced; compared to peers of the same realm, they are clearly a notch above," Lin Xuan frowned as he spoke. "Given our资质, it's unlikely that we can advance further after practicing them." He continued, "If we choose such techniques, do you hope to stop at this stage on the path to immortality?"

Hearing what Lin Xuan said, both girls' faces showed a look of understanding. After a moment, Ying'er spoke up: "Master is jesting; we know our own capabilities. Without your Heavenly Dust Pill, we wouldn't even be able to form Condensation Cores. After entering that realm, cultivation becomes much more difficult. We probably won't make any further progress. So it's better to pursue powerful techniques and hope to outshine our peers."
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Sixxin said, "Leilei's considerations were correct. Although our abilities are only average, we managed to enter the Condensation Core Stage. However, without special good fortune, it will be difficult for us to make further progress in this life."

"Attaining Daoism is arduous; the increase of one’s cultivation power after entering the Condensation Core Stage is much slower compared to the Foundation Establishment period."

Given that, why not pursue powerful secret techniques? That would be the best choice. However, Lin Xuan's face showed a disapproving expression. What was lacking in ability wasn't an issue; he remembered back when even his Spirit Root had been non-existent, yet he still managed to advance.

"Ahem, my dear girls, what’s a mid-stage Condensation Core? As long as you two put in the effort and I support you, at least it will be late stage. Although Daoism is incredibly difficult, there are also countless possibilities for change. If some good fortune comes your way over these next few hundred years, you might have a chance to form an Immortal Core."

The two girls stared with wide eyes, their expressions full of shock. Who wouldn't want to go further on the path of Daoism? Not only would each major advancement in cultivation power be immense, but one's lifespan would also increase dramatically.

Despite this, reaching such a stage was no easy feat. Immortal Core Elders were almost at the pinnacle of existence within this realm. Even among the two girls and their peers with ordinary Spirit Roots, few could reach such heights.

The two girls naturally did not dare to hope for more.

But the young master said...

If it had been anyone else, they wouldn't have bothered with such formalities. After all, there was already a blood pact between them, making betrayal impossible. However, forced obedience and voluntary loyalty were worlds apart.

These two girls were indeed good; properly training them would make for very useful assistants. Hence, Lin Xuan first helped them form their Golden Core and then made this promise to fully secure their hearts.

"Alright, no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, aformless force lifting the two girls up. They hurriedly stood but remained respectfully by his side.

"Young Master, according to your advice, what techniques should we practice?" Leilei's voice echoed softly.

"Yes, everything will follow Young Master’s instructions," Leilei also spoke obediently.

"Let me think."

Lin Xuan fell into deep thought. After a moment, he extended his right hand and gently patted his waist. A white light flashed, revealing an emerald greenJade Maiden Seven Heart Techniquesscroll in front of him.

"You two should take a look first."

The girls took the scroll and simultaneously sank their consciousness within it. After a while, they raised their heads with strange expressions on their faces.

"Young Master, this..." Leilei seemed to want to say something but hesitated, unsure of what to speak.

"Haha, just speak your mind; I am not one to be easily angered or pleased. Even if you make a mistake, I won’t blame you." Lin Xuan wore a gentle smile on his face: "Do you think this 'Emperor's Seven Hearts Quick Method' is too low in grade? The techniques and powers described are so insignificant?"

"Yes," the two girls nodded, waiting for Lin Xuan to explain.

"Indeed. In terms of grade, I gave you both only a mid-grade technique, far inferior to what you’ve collected yourselves. However, this technique has one advantage."

"Oh, please Young Master explain." Leilei’s face showed interest, and so did Rixin's.

"An old saying goes: 'What is lost in the east can be gained in the west.' Although the power of this Emulator's Seven Hearts Quick Method isn’t as strong, its cultivation progress is incredibly fast. Moreover, it is much easier to break through barriers compared to other techniques. If you want to travel far on the Daoist path and form an Immortal Core, practicing this technique would be perfect."

"Ah, so that’s how it is." The two girls turned from worry to joy: "We will follow Young Master's instructions, but..."

"Oh, what else do you have in mind? Speak up," Lin Xuan raised his head, his gaze falling on the egg-shaped girl.

"Young Master, although this Emulator's Seven Hearts Quick Method is excellent, my Spirit Root and my sister’s are different. She has a Water attribute, while I have a Metal one. Can we really practice the same technique?" Rixin curiously asked.

"Don’t worry about it; you can," Lin Xuan nodded.

In truth, although he said this, there was some doubt in his heart. He had long forgotten where he got this Emulator's Seven Hearts Quick Method from. After all, countless cultivators had died at his hands, and countless storage bags were searched. Who knew which unlucky soul it belonged to?

However, Lin Xuan did study this technique during his free time. Although it appeared as a mid-grade technique on the surface, there were some peculiarities.

Firstly, its power progression was too fast. While low-grade techniques are generally easier to advance in compared to high-grade ones, this rate seemed excessive.

Secondly, it wasn’t restricted by Spirit Root attributes. It was well-known that Spirit Roots came in five types: Metal, Wood, Water, Fire, and Earth. Each cultivator had a different attribute, and their techniques had to match accordingly.

Of course, there were exceptions like the Nine Heavens Profound Technique—Demon's Essence, which could be practiced by any Spirit Root. But this was a privilege of top-grade techniques.

Other grades couldn’t do that.

However, The Emulator's Seven Hearts Quick Method was an exception. Lin Xuan examined it from all angles; it appeared to be only a mid-grade technique, slightly below even. Yet, it allowed practitioners with any type of Spirit Root attribute to practice it.

Why was this so? Even with his extensive knowledge, he couldn’t figure out the reason.

However, one thing was certain: The Emulator's Seven Hearts Quick Method was extraordinary. He picked it out specifically for them because "good things shouldn’t be shared." Although practicing this technique would result in weaker powers compared to peers of the same grade, Lin Xuan found this problem trivial.

Weak techniques could be compensated with better artifacts.

After all, in a fight between cultivators, equipment mattered more than secret techniques and abilities. And that was precisely where Lin Xuan excelled—his wealth of treasures was immense; even Core Formation period elders would be amazed by the number of artifacts in his storage bags, numbering over a thousand.

"Now that you’ve formed your Golden Cores, have you thought about what kind of artifacts to practice?" Lin Xuan asked slowly.

"Yes, but we haven’t decided yet. As long as they are powerful enough," Rixin spoke bashfully. Artifacts and Spirit Weapons were entirely different; the materials required were extremely precious. Although their status as leaders of the Exalted Pavilion made it easier for them to gather such resources, they couldn’t hope for top-notch artifacts.

Firstly, some materials were too precious—crystals were rare, and even if there was a crystal, it might be unaffordable. Secondly, better artifacts were harder to forge; even if forged successfully, operating them wasn’t easy. The two girls understood their limitations well and didn’t want to overreach.

"Since you haven't decided yet, I'll give you some protective artifacts that are far superior to what you could make yourselves."

Lin Xuan smiled and waved his sleeve, a faint light flashing as several pieces of soft, glowing artifacts flew towards Rixin.

There was also an jade umbrella.

The sword’s color was amber, yet it emitted a golden glow. The surface had faint inscriptions, indicating its extraordinary nature.

Rixin's eyes widened: "Young Master, what is this?"

"This amber-colored sword uses ten-thousand-year-old pine resin combined with refined Xuan crystal essence and several other precious materials, carefully crafted. In terms of power, it would be sufficient for an Immortal Core cultivator to use. It’s a top-grade artifact; I’ve erased the previous owner's mark using Green Illusory Fire. Once you perform some rituals, you can unleash considerable powers. Over time, with proper cultivation and Danfire nurturing, you’ll become more adept. This sword will be your main artifact."

After finishing his explanation, Lin Xuan turned to the blade: "I forgot its name, but regardless of materials or power, it’s an excellent artifact. A single item is insufficient; this can serve as a supplement for the amber-colored sword."

"Then there's this jade umbrella. It was crafted from ten-thousand-year-old soft jade and is incredibly sturdy. Its defensive capabilities far exceed those of ordinary artifacts. With this protection, even if you face opponents with much greater cultivation power, you’ll still be safe."

As Lin Xuan spoke slowly, the two girls were already staring in shock. Although he had mentioned giving them artifacts, they thought it would just be a simple common one. They never imagined that...
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It must be known that法宝are different from灵器. In the cultivation world, they are much rarer than spiritual artifacts, and their value far exceeds that of ordinary techniques.

Indeed, only one in ten thousand cultivators can condense a core, but some small sects don't even have any 法宝at all.

This alone shows how rare they are.

However, to the young master's eyes, they seemed as common as cabbage. He casually handed out three precious treasures and each was of utmost value.

For a moment, Liu Xin felt like she was in a dream, so excited that she couldn't control herself.

It took half a cup of tea for her to regain her senses, then she gratefully bowed down to Lin Xuan.

"None of this is necessary!"

Lin Xuan waved his hand. For him, these items were merely a drop in the ocean and not worth mentioning. Placed in his storage bag, they would just gather dust anyway. Naturally, he wanted to give the two girls some good equipment.

Although 6 Ying'er didn't speak, her eyes seemed to be brimming with tears as she looked at Lin Xuan with hopeful eyes.

One could not show favoritism; after all, compared to Liu Xin, 6 Ying'er might offer greater assistance. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and took out a few more treasures.

A piece of silk cloth, a small, delicate bracelet, and a red ribbon about a foot long appeared before their eyes.

Although the two girls were to practice the same technique, each item was intended for 6 Ying'er's protection.

With these treasures, they could at least ensure that she could retreat safely if they couldn't defeat an opponent.

"Enough. These are not many items; you should keep them well. With these 法宝, their abilities can be greatly enhanced, and even a level jump challenge might become possible."

"Thank you, young master..." The two girls bowed again, feeling an immense gratitude towards Lin Xuan. Was there such a generous owner in the world?

"Enough of this formalities. As long as you both work hard and don't disappoint my intentions, go back now!"

"Yes!"

The two girls lowered their heads obediently and left the cave after hearing his words.

"Young master, with their abilities, do they really have a chance to condense an infant core?" A charming girl appeared before him in a flash of white light.

"It's hard to say. In the cultivation world, nothing is certain; it depends on their luck. Of course, I will properly cultivate them within my means," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Hmm. Speaking of which, I never expected 6 Ying'er and Liu Xin to achieve such success. With so many benefits promised by you, they are already loyal. If they can condense an infant core successfully, it would be a great help for you in the future," Yue Ruo said.

"Indeed. This place is no longer the former Youzhou; there are numerous sects and countless experts here. Having more capable assistants will greatly benefit us in the long run." Lin Xuan nodded in agreement.

"But what about the internal troubles of Baxue Pavilion? Those rebellious cultivators at the core stage are not a threat, but we can't afford to provoke Liuyao Palace. After all, they have several powerful experts among them," Yue Ruo said with a worried expression.

"Don't overcomplicate things. Although Liuyao Palace is strong, its main base is in Yunzhou. According to Ying'er, the area of Yunzhou alone could be dozens of Youzous combined. The differences in cultivation resources are beyond comparison. Here, compared to their main base, it's just a wilderness. Such a powerful sect hasn't shown interest in Youzhou for decades; why would they suddenly establish a branch here?" Lin Xuan stood up and walked around the cave.

"Could it be due to the Tianyuan Scroll? Ying'er said that its founder once belonged to Liuyao Palace."

Indeed, Ying'er had mentioned this, but he didn't hear clearly. That guy was just an Inner Sect disciple who later established his own sect. Perhaps out of old favors, Liuyao Palace might allow him to use their name temporarily. But a mere core cultivator like that wouldn't be taken seriously by such a powerful sect; they certainly wouldn't interfere in Baxue Pavilion's affairs.

"Why don't you have any ideas?" Yue Ruo asked.

"I'm not sure," Lin Xuan stopped and sighed. "With so little information, it's hard to analyze anything useful. However, one thing is certain: even if Youzhou does establish a branch here, Liuyao Palace wouldn't care much. Even if we conflict with them and they are at a disadvantage, would the high-ranking elder of Liuyao Palace, an advanced-stage cultivator, come all the way to this wilderness? Such cultivators won't be indifferent, but they won't easily intervene over trivial matters."

"Young master's analysis is sound," Yue Ruo was greatly impressed by Lin Xuan's reasoning. "What about your plans?"

"Plans? We don't need them now." Lin Xuan said with a surprising statement that left the girl speechless. "After fighting on Jialeilin Island, I'm tired of it. Now we have an opportunity to rest."

"But," Yue Ruo was about to object when she noticed the mischievous look on Lin Xuan's face and realized he was just joking.

She couldn't help but feel both embarrassed and angry, pouting.

The master and servant laughed together, while 6 Ying'er and Liu Xin were overjoyed with their new treasures. They immediately began meditating to stabilize their newly condensed cores and follow Lin Xuan's instructions to cultivate the new 法宝with danfire.

Originally, these items had marks from their previous owners, but Lin Xuan used the mysterious power of Bihuigyou Fire to erase them.

Now, they were truly his own. The two girls only needed a little ritual to make them fully theirs.

Three months passed in an instant.

One morning, three streaks of light left the飘云谷 at high speed and vanished into the sky.

While the two girls were meditating, Lin Xuan hadn't been idle; he had rewarded several loyal disciples with 法宝. Each cultivator received a treasure, but they weren't as valuable as those given to 6 Ying'er and Liu Xin. Nevertheless, it still made them extremely happy, bowing in gratitude.

For the lower-stage cultivators at the base of Baxue Pavilion, Lin Xuan rewarded them based on their abilities and contributions. Although there were hundreds of them, his wealth was vast enough that such rewards were just a drop in the ocean. Most of these rewards were crystals, talismans, or low-grade spiritual artifacts taken directly from the pavilion's storerooms.

In total, Lin Xuan's generous rewards brought joy to the entire飘云谷, significantly boosting loyalty and morale.

After nearly a hundred days of meditation, their cultivation levels remained stable. The 法宝they received had been properly cultivated, though they couldn't yet use them with full mastery, but they could still unleash considerable power.

With time running out, Lin Xuan couldn't stay in the飘云谷 forever. After consulting with the two girls, he decided to eliminate the traitors.

Due to Liuyao Palace's involvement, 6 Ying'er and Liu Xin were a bit uneasy, but they didn't say anything; everything would be decided by the young master.

With the two girls accompanying him, Lin Xuan couldn't use his full speed. However, Youzhou was not far from Yunzhou, so it only took a few days for them to arrive at their destination.

The mountain was vast and rugged, stretching about a hundred miles in circumference. Although Lin Xuan came from Youzhou, he had never heard of this place before. After Ying'er's introduction, they learned that it was called Jiaoyang Mountain.

From the sky, with his powerful divine sense as an advanced-stage cultivator, Lin Xuan naturally encompassed the entire mountain. Indeed, it resembled a giant snake crawling on its belly, and the name "Jiaoyang" fit perfectly.

Inside Jiaoyang Mountain lay the main base of Liuyao Palace.

To resolve internal issues, they first needed to remove their external support. Thus, Lin Xuan came here but didn't rush into the mountain recklessly. He needed to think carefully; even if Liuyao Palace wasn't paying much attention to this wilderness, it still had a branch here. Therefore, he couldn't be too careless and shouldn't just storm in with bloodshed. The exact approach would depend on the situation.
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About twenty miles west of Angle Python Mountain, there stood a small but bustling city. The place was densely populated with numerous inns and taverns, particularly one named Drunken Immortal Pavilion on the western side.

The inn was famous for its self-brewed aged wine, rare delicacies, and even rumors suggested that some celestial immortals had once visited to enjoy the local wines. While such claims were considered too absurd by most people, they still drew a steady stream of guests willing to pay a premium price for the exquisite food.

Li Si, who had worked as an innkeeper here for seven or eight years, had grown into a sturdy young man from a boy. Though he was just an ordinary servant, his good looks and frugal lifestyle had earned him some savings. With the New Year approaching in a few days, he was planning to ask a matchmaker in Dong Village to help him find a wife.

As the saying goes, "A man should marry when he's grown, and a woman should get married too." He was at an age where he couldn't resist the idea of having a warm-hearted wife who understood his feelings. Lately, he had been caught staring at young beautiful female guests more than usual.

The day was still early, with few customers upstairs. Suddenly, three figures entered Li Si's line of sight: one man and two women. They didn't seem to be over twenty years old. The man seemed indifferent as the two women stood respectfully beside him.

"Sit down, why are you standing?" Lin Xuan glanced at the two women.

"We dare not sit," they replied humbly. "We will serve Master."

"Just because I'm your master doesn't mean we need to be overly formal. Sit if you want." Lin Xuan said coolly.

The two women, understanding his tone, bowed and took their seats beside him.

Lin Xuan, despite being a cultivator who could survive without food or drink, did not refuse the pleasure of good food and wine. The taste was indeed delightful, and he smiled contentedly after several bites.

However, the two women seemed less enthusiastic than Lin Xuan. They watched him eat heartily while Rong Xin and Yu Ying'er hesitated to speak.

"Why aren't you eating?"

"We came here to deal with the threat from Heaven Destiny Boat. An Inner Party Agent has informed us that an Incarnation Stage elder from Li Yehuang Palace has been appointed as the leader of this branch in Youzhou, currently based in Angle Python Mountain. Why are you so relaxed about it?" Rong Xin held her wine cup but couldn't bring herself to drink, wondering why their master was not worried despite the imminent danger.

"I don't need to worry; I can handle it," Lin Xuan smiled. "Relax, I have my own plans for this city."

"But…" Rong Xin wanted to say more when Yu Ying'er stopped her: "Sister, let's just follow Master's lead. If he is so confident, we should trust him."

Yu Ying'er then stood up and filled Lin Xuan's cup with a smile. "Master, I toast to you."

She raised the cup and drank it in one go.

Lin Xuan appreciated her composure and turned to Rong Xin: "Little girl, learn from Sister Yu. A great leader must first keep his emotions under control."

"Ah!" Rong Xin, who had been a Second Pavilion Leader for many years, nodded thoughtfully and began serving Lin Xuan as well.

Delicious wine and beautiful women, after so much bloodshed in the cultivation world, this was a rare chance to relax. After enjoying his meal, he took the two women on a tour of the city and stayed at Drunken Immortal Pavilion for the night.

The next day, they repeated their activities. For several days, Lin Xuan indulged himself in the pleasures of the city.

On the seventh day, while Yu Ying'er remained calm, Rong Xin's face was full of worry but she didn't dare to ask questions. Lin Xuan did not explain his reasons.

In fact, he wasn't just enjoying himself; there were two main reasons for this behavior.

Firstly, he wanted to gather intelligence. As the saying goes, "Know your enemy and know yourself, and you can fight a hundred battles without disaster." With only him alone, he didn't need to worry about Li Yehuang Palace, but with three powerful cultivators, even if he couldn't defeat them, escaping was still possible. Even if he could wipe out the Heaven Destiny Boat, what could they do? They would just watch helplessly.

However, now things were different. Lin Xuan didn't want to destroy Baxuan Pavilion. With twelve states in the sky and cloud region, he needed a force that would completely obey him.

Expanding against the Heaven Destiny Boat was also about making it stronger; he couldn't risk a direct confrontation with Li Yehuang Palace.

The arrival of an Incarnation Stage elder from Li Yehuang Palace was unexpected. Did they really want to establish a branch in Youzhou?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure, so he needed more information. The best way was to capture one of their disciples and use soul probing techniques. Going directly to the main hall would be too risky.

He had heard from Drunken Immortal Pavilion that others might doubt it, but Lin Xuan knew for certain that this was true. While cultivators could survive without food or drink, many still craved worldly pleasures.

Even if it turned out to be false, here was the only place where ordinary people lived near Angle Python Mountain. The Heaven Destiny Boat's cultivators would surely come to buy supplies regularly. He just needed to wait for them like a rabbit waiting by a tree stump.

But there were other reasons too.

Lin Xuan had already reached the middle stage of condensation, thanks to the magic fruit Heart Eater Peach. It took him only three years from initial to middle stage, which was unprecedented and unmatched.

While rapid advancement was good, it also brought its own risks. Everything has a downside; his foundation might not be as solid, and his mindset had started to lag behind.

The immediate effects were not yet visible, but if left unchecked, they could become significant problems in the future.

In other words, Lin Xuan needed to strengthen his mind.

But this "strengthening" was different from when he first entered the realm of immortals. For someone with such a powerful consciousness, it wouldn't be as effective.

After much consideration, Lin Xuan finally decided on a path: indulgence in the world.

It sounded absurd, but worldly pleasures were the easiest way to weaken one's willpower. He would first immerse himself in the secular world, accepting all temptations before retreating into seclusion for rigorous cultivation. The stark contrast between the two could test even the strongest wills, like someone who had grown accustomed to fine food suddenly forced to eat only plain vegetables.

Lin Xuan was willing to endure this hardship; as long as he persisted, his mind would surely improve.

This was also part of the difficulties in cultivating immortality.

Of course, seven days were not enough. On this day, Lin Xuan realized that his target had appeared.

Despite indulging himself for several days, he had subtly extended his divine sense throughout the city. With his formidable cultivation, every move and action of everyone in the city was under his control.

He sensed a few cultivators entering the city, none weak. One was at the middle stage of foundation establishment, while the other two were low-grade灵动期disciples. It seemed they weren't just there for pleasure; they had ulterior motives.

"Uncle Fang, this is Zhuangyang City. Although it's inhabited by ordinary people, Drunken Immortal Pavilion truly offers exquisite delicacies. Try some and you'll be satisfied."

The three cultivators were now in civilian attire. The middle-aged man was thin and dark-skinned, while the two on either side were much taller and more muscular, but their faces showed servile expressions. It was the thinner man who carefully spoke.

"Hmph, as cultivators, we should strive for hard work rather than indulge in pleasure."

The thin man dismissed this with a wave of his hand, though his eyes kept darting around, not just at the restaurants but also at the women nearby.

"Yes, yes," said the other cultivator, eager to please. The identity of this Fang cultivator was significant; he was at the foundation establishment stage and had blood ties to the newly arrived elder from Li Yehuang Palace, though many generations separated them. He was still a respected descendant in the secular world, and even the various condensation-stage elders treated him kindly. These low-ranking disciples naturally tried their best to curry favor.

It was fortunate that this Fang cultivator had high cultivation but was also frivolous and greedy for food and women. The two灵动期disciples were former wealthy young men before entering the realm of immortals, so they catered to his preferences. PS: Today's extra update, three chapters totaling 2000 words.
第五卷 天云十二州 第八百六十九章 潜入

! Lin Xuan found himself in the city of Flying Cloud Pavilion. Sure enough, he arrived at Drunken Immortal Hall. He called out Yong Zan and enjoyed some wine until the sun set behind the hills, when a satisfied smile appeared on his face as he staggered down.

Lin Xuan's lips curled up slightly, full of mockery. Unlike him who was trying to refine his mind, these fellows were truly indulging in pleasure. As cultivators, they were沉迷于尘世，他们的仙道之路恐怕也就止步于此了。

Lin Xuan and the two women followed silently from behind.

Their cultivation levels were too weak for them to be noticed by anyone.

As they approached Zhuo Yang City's outskirts, just a few miles away from Horned Viper Mountain, the area became sparsely populated.

"Alright, let’s go to Máng? Dòng Xún, Yíng Sī Jí Lián Mí."

"Yes," the young woman bowed and transformed into a streak of red light, flying forward.

Lin Xuan was not worried. Although Ying'er had only recently formed her essence core, she could still easily handle three low-grade cultivators with ease.

Sure enough, just half a cup of tea later, a beam of light swept over, revealing the three unfortunate fellows before Lin Xuan.

Their eyes were closed, unconscious.

Lin Xuan was not going to be polite. He extended his right hand and pressed it against the forehead of the thin man. A faint glow appeared as he began to perform Soul Searching Technique.

After a moment, he retracted his hand, flicked his fingers, and several flashes of fire turned the three cultivators into ash, as if they had never existed in this world.

Lin Xuan placed his hand on his forehead, showing deep thought.

Speaking of luck, it was indeed good; he obtained more information than expected.

This Bó Fú man was actually a junior disciple of Elder Lingyao Palace. From his memories, Lin Xuan learned many useful insider details.

Although the specifics were not clear, that old monster named Fang seemed to have a poor standing at the main hall of Lingyao Palace and had even fallen out with the Grand Elder, thus being relegated here in this wilderness.

In other words, Lingyao Palace did not place much importance on Youzhou. Setting up a branch here was merely for accommodating this Fang fellow.

After all, he was still an Incubus Stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he quickly pondered. If that were the case, dealing with Heavenly Destiny Vessel would be relatively easy; as long as he did not go too far, Lingyao Palace would remain indifferent.

No wonder that old Fang had made such a promise to absorb Baixuan Pavilion. He knew his situation was dire and wanted to expand his influence.

"Ying'er, Xin'er."

"Yes, Master," the two women stepped forward in quick steps.

"Go back to Flying Cloud Pavilion and wait for my instructions."

"What? Master, are you going alone into Heavenly Destiny Vessel's main hall? That’s too dangerous." Liu Xin was alarmed and immediately objected without hesitation.

"Yes, Master. Although we have low cultivation levels, we can still help," Ying'er tried to remain calm but also disapproved of Lin Xuan's plan.

"Don't worry; I know what I'm doing. A single Heavenly Destiny Vessel cannot hold me down?" Lin Xuan said coolly.

"But," Liu Xin wanted to explain further when Lin Xuan's expression turned stern: "What, do you want to defy my orders?"

"I wouldn’t dare."

Seeing Lin Xuan’s anger, Ying'er quickly pulled her sister-in-law back. "Master, please be careful. We will wait for you at the inn in Drunken Immortal Hall."

Ying'er bowed and Liu Xin flew away with a radiant glow.

Lin Xuan nodded. While her cultivation was not impressive, she had already shown decisiveness akin to a sect leader. With proper training, she would surely become his trusted aide.

However, Liu Xin's loyalty was commendable but lacked the necessary experience. She fell short compared to Ying'er.

But now was not the time for such considerations. Lin Xuan concealed his aura and transformed into a dimming streak of light, flying towards Horned Viper Mountain. With his abilities, even an Incubus Stage cultivator would find it extremely difficult to detect him.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan arrived at a small valley that appeared unremarkable on the surface but was actually enchanted with illusions and restrictions.

He frowned slightly before swallowing a Concealment Pill and then using Heavenly Demon Mimicry Technique to transform into the thin man. Although he could have forced his way in, Lin Xuan did not want to alert anyone. After learning the information through Soul Searching Technique, he had other plans.

To subdue an enemy without fighting was the best strategy. Lin Xuan did not wish to easily make enemies with Lingyao Palace.

After transforming, although his attire was different, he still carried the Fang cultivator's token as a sign of identity. Thus, he easily infiltrated the depths of Heavenly Destiny Vessel’s main hall.

On his way, he encountered several other cultivators who showed him respect, indicating that this fellow had indeed made a name for himself here.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan followed the path westward into an uninhabited valley. The area was desolate but rich with abundant qi. According to Fang's memories, the old monster resided here.

To shoot an arrow, one must first aim at the horse; to capture a thief, one must first catch their king. Since Lingyao Palace had no intention of involving Youzhou, Lin Xuan only needed to intimidate this person, and all problems would be resolved.

After about a stick of incense time, a barren mountain wall appeared before his eyes.

This was still an illusion. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a beam of light shot out, entering the stone wall. Suddenly, the rock began to ripple like water as he entered.

The interior was different.

There were mountains and waters, very serene. Although the old monster had been sent here, he seemed to enjoy himself.

Lin Xuan's lips curled up slightly as he prepared to release his divine sense when a faint voice sounded in his ears: "Who dares to擅自闯入老夫的居所?"

Was he discovered?

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but quickly regained composure. This was the other party’s territory; even with his precautions, some unknown restrictions might still detect him. He had no intention of ambushing, and while his opponent's cultivation level was formidable, it was only at the Incubus Stage, not something to fear.

Lin Xuan wiped his face, removing Heavenly Demon Mimicry Technique but keeping his aura concealed. He looked like a low-grade cultivator.

He raised his head, and a dazzling light appeared before him. It flashed and came closer until the light faded, revealing an old man's appearance.

The old man was about seventy years old with long white hair and a large hooked nose. After seeing Lin Xuan’s face, he showed surprise: "You" it is you."）, to be continued...
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Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. The old monster had an unusual appearance, and he clearly did not recognize Lin Xuan. When had they met before?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered but still could not recall anything. This was rather strange.

"Hey, didn't you already condense your essence core? How have you become a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator now? Are you really Lin Xuan?"

The old monster's eyes flashed as if something bizarre had just occurred to him, and he suddenly exclaimed in surprise.

Lin Xuan frowned, his expression blank. He was genuinely shocked inside. As an Incubus Nurturer, he could recall everything effortlessly. But this person truly hadn't seen him before; this matter was indeed very strange.

With a cold snort, Lin Xuan no longer concealed his aura. His magical energy slightly circulated, instantly spreading an astonishing presence.

Fang Xinhe's face changed dramatically: "What? You've actually advanced to Incubus中期! Are you the former Lord of Lingyun Sect?"

This guy mentioned Lingyun Sect. Lin Wua's expression shifted.

Speaking of which, since returning to Youzhou, Lin Xuan naturally inquired about the state of Lingyun Sect. However, the result shocked him greatly.

Lingyun Sect was no longer in Youzhou.

It was said that after the transmigration through the outer world, not long afterward, Lingyun Sect relocated its entire sect to Yunchuan.

In the Cloudy Sky's Twelve Provinces, while Yunzhou wasn't the most prominent, it ranked second. There were countless famous and powerful sects there. What prospects could Lingyun Sect have in moving there?

Cui? Ordinary cultivators could see through this easily. Senior Taoist Tongyu was cunning; couldn't he be aware that something must lie behind this? Could Lingyun Sect have joined Liyao Palace? Lin Xuan pondered.

He had heard Ying'er mention that while Liyao Palace ranked among the Seven Great Sects of Cloudy Sky's Twelve Provinces, it also originated from alchemy. However, other techniques and abilities were numerous there as well, with several high-ranking cultivators.

If Lingyun Sect was absorbed by them, it wouldn't be too surprising.

In that case, this person might recognize him.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan guessed wrong; when he asked the question, the other party denied it outright.

"Why do you recognize me?" Lin Xuan frowned and asked with a puzzled expression.

"Hmph!" Fang said unintentionally. He had seen your portrait in the Lord's residence."

"Lord?" Lin Xuan became more confused. How could he possibly know the so-called Lord of Liyao Palace? Shouldn't this person be from another world?

"Little Sword, don't you remember?"

"What! Is it him?"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had heard Zhang Xiaoying recount that event—the Great Demon Tyrant's fall and the decline of the demon sect, as well as Little Sword's disappearance. Although he believed Little Sword hadn't perished, he never imagined this guy would become the Lord of Liyao Palace.

Everyone has their own fate; it seems good fortune isn't just for me.

Lin Xuan frowned. He had come here not to reminisce but to showcase his strength and deter this guy from targeting Baixuan Pavilion. However, now, a murderous intent stirred within him...

If he left this person alive, the news of his return would surely reach Little Sword's ears.

Though they appeared friendly on the surface, it was hard to say whether he was an ally or foe.

Since entering the immortal path, few people could make Lin Xuan wary. Little Sword fit that description; his cunning and composure were nearly equal to his own.

After all these years, even if he hadn't succeeded in cultivating into an Incubus, his cultivation must be formidable! With Liyao Palace behind him, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel cautious.

At least for Baixuan Pavilion, he didn't want the news to leak out.

With murderous intent surging within, yet a kind smile on his face: "Indeed. Little Sword has become the Lord of the palace. Perhaps you've taken Senior Grandmaster as your teacher? This is truly great news. I am like brothers with him; perhaps we can meet and catch up another day."

Fang Xinhe didn't suspect anything. He had only seen Lin Xuan's portrait in Little Sword's residence, but he was unsure of the exact relationship between them. They must have a deep bond.

While Little Sword wasn't Senior Grandmaster's only disciple, he was highly favored. His demotion to this place was due to his discord with Senior Grandmaster. If he could get this person to mediate and speak well for him in front of their teacher, he might still have a chance to return to the main hall.

Though he had considered expanding branches, it was out of necessity. Who would willingly stay in such an uninhabited wilderness?

With that thought, his heart warmed, and he temporarily forgot why Lin Xuan had come here "Haha, indeed you are Friend Daoist. Let's go to my residence; we have much to discuss," Fang Xinhe invited warmly.

"Good idea. I came to Jiaomang Mountain with important matters to discuss with you," Lin Xuan nodded and said as if nothing was amiss.

Fang Xinhe's vigilance decreased further, his face showing a gentle smile. He led the way toward his residence.

Lin Xuan smiled faintly, his body emitting a bright green light as he followed.

His residence was nestled in a small hill by the lake, hidden and unassuming from the outside but harboring deadly traps within—a formidable禁制.

Fang Xinhe tapped his waist, revealing a token in his palm. A white light flashed, dissipating the mist around them.

Lin Xuan entered without hesitation.

Inside, it was spacious and elegantly decorated, more luxurious than any royal mansion. Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with surprise; this person enjoyed luxury yet managed to condense an Incubus—quite a rare feat indeed.

"Brother Lin, what do you think of my residence?"

"Not bad. If it were your grave, you'd die content," Lin Xuan curled his lips up slightly and suddenly spoke in a calm tone.

"What did you say?"

Fang Xinhe was taken aback but hadn't reacted yet when a brilliant green light suddenly exploded before him, slicing down like lightning.

Fang Xinhe's face changed dramatically; he hadn't expected the other to turn hostile so quickly. At a distance of several feet, there wasn't enough time to dodge. But as an Incubus Nurturer, his abilities weren't weak. Facing this crisis, he didn't panic but opened his mouth and expelled a stream of infant fire.

It suddenly expanded, forming a bright wall of flames.

At the same time, he moved back quickly, hoping to gain some time to retreat.

His reaction was swift, yet futile. A sneer played at Lin Xuan's lips as the green sword continued its attack, the light on it becoming even more dazzling.
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Sizzle.

Blood splashed, and a faint scream reached his ears. While the essence infant's innate fire was formidable, it paled in comparison to the attack from the Green Flame Sword. It seemed too weak.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had already advanced to mid-stage, and this was an intentional ambush. Although Old Monster Fang侥幸 is already in English as "侥幸" or "by chance" escaped death, he lost his left shoulder and a limb.

Instantly, blood splattered across half of his body.

He was both shocked and angry, the intense pain nearly sending him into unconsciousness.

"You—"

His gaze towards Lin Xuan turned full of malice, but Lin Xuan paid no heed. With a flick of his left hand, several sword lights shot out, charging towards the opponent with thunderous force.

Despite the excruciating pain, Fang Xinhé still did not wish to perish. He勉强 can be translated as勉强 in English, but more commonly as勉强 in the sense of "勉强 do sth" which means "to勉强 do something" or "to do something reluctantly" extended his right hand and activated a peculiar artifact.

The shape of this artifact was strange, resembling a real-world zongzi, about the size of a fist. Upon release, it emitted a dazzling yellow light that grew as it caught the wind, quickly swelling into something as large as a thousand-pound stone.

Lin Xuan paused, his expression slightly surprised. He poured more mana into the Green Flame Sword. Boom!

The two artifacts clashed with a resounding boom. The zongzi was shattered, splitting in half. A flash of light revealed countless rice-like white objects inside.

Each one was about the size of a fist and emitted a faint glow.

Suddenly, a sharp sound pierced his ears as these rice-like objects rained down like hailstones or arrows, raining down on Lin Xuan with relentless force.

Turning defense into offense!

Lin Xuan underestimated Fang Xinhé. After stopping the bleeding from his wounds, he transformed into a white light and fled backward.

He did not expect such an attack to turn the tide but hoped it would at least give him time to escape.

Unfortunately, he had underestimated Lin Xuan's capabilities. Lin Xuan was no ordinary mid-stage essence infant, and his combat experience was unparalleled.

Seeing the rice-like objects transform into white light points flying towards him, Lin Xuan did not panic; instead, he vanished from his original spot.

This was undoubtedly Nine Heavens Step Secret Technique combined with the first layer of Phoenix Dance Nine Skies. It was no less effective than instantaneous teleportation.

The attack missed, but Lin Xuan appeared before Fang Xinhé. Seeing the latter's face filled with shock, Lin Xuan merely flicked his left hand, and a green flame shot out from his sleeve, entering his waist.

"Ahh!"

Fang Xinhé let out an agonizing scream. The Green Illusory Fire was extremely toxic; even late-stage cultivators would suffer greatly upon being hit, let alone this old monster who was only at the early stage.

His entire lower body melted in the flames as the eerie green fire rapidly spread upward, reaching his chest and abdomen. Fang Xinhé's face showed extreme despair as his essence infant emerged from his skull with a flash of light.

Though he hated Lin Xuan to the core, he did not dare look back. After his essence infant left its body, it instantly used instantaneous teleportation, vanishing in an instant.

This guy was indeed brave! Unfortunately, he faced Lin Xuan.

The youth stretched out his hand, and a long spear with an ancient design appeared in his palm. Clearly, this wasn't something ordinary.

Injecting mana into the spear, Lin Xuan swung it forcefully towards the front.

A green light flashed as this artifact had incredible spatial abilities. Though not enough to tear through space, it was easy to interfere with instantaneous teleportation.

About twenty meters ahead of Lin Xuan's left side, the air rippled and distorted before the essence infant appeared, staggering and falling down.

His face showed shock but more disbelief. Essence infants were hard to kill because they could instantly teleport if their bodies were destroyed.

Now that this life-saving technique had been broken, it was easy to imagine how ugly his expression would be.

Confused for a moment, he quickly regained composure and hurriedly cast a spell, vanishing again with another instantaneous teleportation.

"Useless efforts!"

Lin Xuan's face showed mockery as he sighed. With his right hand, he swung the spear again while taking off his spirit ghost bag with his left hand.

White corpse qipervadeed through the cave, and the Corpse Demon reappeared before him.

However, compared to before, it seemed extremely weak; its injuries from Heart Refinement Path had not fully healed.

The essence infant tumbled out once more. The Corpse Demon raised its arm, accompanied by a series of cracking sounds as its black claws stretched out, their nails glinting with bird-like light. It grabbed the essence infant, which could no longer escape.

"Friend, spare me! I have no grudge against you..."

Lin Xuan laughed at the essence infant's plea. Grudges? In the cultivation world, people killed each other without any reason; it was only because he knew too much that this mattered. Besides, since they had already started fighting, there was no reason to show mercy.

Lin Xuan remained unmoved as red light flickered in the Corpse Demon's eyes. It retracted its arm and stuffed the essence infant into its mouth. For the Corpse Demon, this was a great nourishment that could aid in healing.

The entire battle, though complex, took less than half an hour.

Since it happened inside Old Monster Fang’s lair, no one outside knew of the significant changes at the main hall.

Lin Xuan naturally did not overlook his opponent's storage bag. He then released his divine sense to search thoroughly and found some valuable items. Though not abundant, a mid-stage essence infant's wealth was still considerable.

Silently, Lin Xuan used Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique again, transforming into that Fangsurname man, walking confidently out of the main hall of Tianyuan Boat.

"Master, if we've already killed Old Monster Fang, why not completely destroy Tianyuan Boat?" Moon’s puzzled voice echoed in his ears.

"Foolish girl, do you think I am soft-hearted?" Lin Xuan smiled. "If I could easily remove this thorn, would I hesitate? But now... it's too early to do so."

"Why?" Moon grew more curious.

"Everyone knows that Tianyuan Boat and Bayuan Pavilion are not on good terms. If I destroy the main hall of Tianyuan Boat, everyone will suspect us," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"But if we killed Old Monster Fang, wouldn't the Medicine Palace think differently?"

"They might, but in this situation, they can't be sure. When Old Monster Fang was in Yunzhou, did he not have any enemies? Losing his main hall and being murdered is perfectly normal. At least, the Medicine Palace won't suspect us. Besides, this guy doesn't get along with the Senior Elder, so the Medicine Palace might not genuinely seek revenge for him."

Moon found Lin Xuan's analysis reasonable. Indeed, her master was more thorough.

While talking to Moon, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and left Jiaobanyan Mountain in less than an hour, returning to Fuyang City.
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Ten days later, in a valley approximately 100,000 li away from Drifting Cloud Valley, this was the border region where green mountains and lush forests stretched endlessly. However, there were no other remarkable features.

The entire mountain was shrouded in thick mist throughout the year.

However, few people knew that this place was actually the branch sect of the Venerable Pavilion within Youzhou territory—a branch with the largest scale. In terms of the strength and size of its cultivators, it even surpassed the main hall by a considerable margin.

In the cultivation world, there were no rules of morality or righteousness; only the law of survival of the fittest applied. Although Yun Man Tong had once received assistance from Ying'er when he was in dire straits, this man harbored no gratitude and instead coveted the position of Pavilion Master for himself.

How could a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator be content to rank below two juniors?

After years of covert operations, he had gathered many ungrateful individuals like himself, planning a rebellion for a long time.

Everything seemed to be going smoothly until his strength far surpassed that of the two Pavilion Masters by nearly double. Although there were still some disciples loyal to Ying'er and Liu Xin, including several late-stage Condensation Core cultivators, the balance had clearly tilted in his favor.

However, fate did not favor traitors.

Just as he was about to make a move, an enigmatic Immortal婴 cultivator arrived at Drifting Cloud Valley. Although his identity remained unclear, it was evident that he had some connection with the two females.

This was troublesome. An Immortal婴 cultivator possessed unpredictable and astonishing abilities, far beyond what these people could handle. But he would not give up; how could so much preparation be in vain? If two lowly individuals could ally themselves, why couldn't he?

Thus, he extended a friendly hand to his long-standing enemy. The support behind the Tiansheng Vessel was the Liyao Palace, and they had even dispatched an Immortal婴 period Elder, sufficient to deal with that mysterious figure. Yun Man Tong's calculations were precise.

Of course, circumstances had changed, and now he couldn't risk alarming them. He decided to delay his plans for a few months.

However, things did not go as planned.

Although most cultivators in Drifting Cloud Valley remained loyal to the two females, he had long since planted spies within, making it easy to gather internal information.

But what came back was uncertain. The two females had successfully advanced and become late-stage Condensation Core cultivators.

How was that possible? The difficulty of forming a condensation core was well-known.

While Ying'er and Liu Xin had both reached the Foundation Establishment stage several years ago, seemingly just one step away from becoming Condensation Core cultivators, cultivators knew that this line was an insurmountable barrier. A hair's breadth could make all the difference.

They had attempted it before but failed every time.

Though they hadn't given up, collecting some useful pills over the years wouldn't have much effect. Whether or not they could form a condensation core depended largely on their innate talent, and with their spirit roots, both were likely to remain at this stage for life.

Of course, nothing was absolute; it wasn't impossible that they might still have a chance, but only if they had extraordinary luck.

If just one of them had succeeded, there would be some credibility. But two? It was sheer folly to believe in such a scenario.

This was Yun Man Tong's first reaction upon receiving the intelligence.

Impossible! However, as he gradually calmed down and thought about it, he realized that although this seemed too absurd, his spy was one of his close disciples.

Logically, there should be no false reports from him.

So… could it really be true?

He continued to frown in deep thought. Suddenly, a glimmer of inspiration flashed through his mind as the furrowed brows gradually relaxed, and a hint of joy appeared in his eyes.

He finally found an explanation: ordinary cultivators could form condensation cores with some luck.

After all, that person was an Immortal婴 cultivator; if he were willing to expend great amounts of true essence to use the secret art of Essence Cleansing from Yi Jing, there would be a seven or eight in ten chance.

But would he really do so?

That secret technique almost defied nature. After its use, even without dropping his cultivation stage, the old monster would surely suffer severe injuries.

But only this could explain everything. Yun Man Tong's intelligence was not weak, but he couldn't guess that Lin Xuan had the Heaven Dust Pill—a treasure that could drive the entire cultivation world mad.

After all, while the two Pavilion Masters were not breathtaking beauties, they were still considered exceptional by any standard. Perhaps the old monster was a lecher and might take them as concubines.

Yun Man Tong's mind raced with these thoughts, his heart suddenly at ease.

Though an Immortal婴 cultivator, such a lustful nature made him easy to deal with. Moreover, after suffering severe injuries, he would be no match for the Elder from Liyao Palace.

As for their advancement, Yun Man Tong paid it little heed; two late-stage Condensation Core cultivators at best, and their cultivation stages might not even stabilize in such a short time. What was there to fear?

Yun Man Tong continued to think one-sidedly.

Of course, this didn't mean he could rest easy.

Another matter weighed heavily on his mind.

Initially, he only wanted to take control of the Venerable Pavilion, but after interacting with the Tiansheng Vessel, he realized that their long-standing enemy had been absorbed by the Liyao Palace.

Compared to the towering Liyao Palace, he was just an ant and couldn't match it. So, he went along with it, using the Venerable Pavilion as a gift for his audience with the Liyao Palace in exchange for the opportunity to join.

Everything had been settled, but now he relied on Senior Fang to deal with the Immortal婴 cultivator behind the two females. However, why was there no word from the envoy who left five days ago?

Had something gone wrong?

Yun Man Tong felt uneasy as he pondered this.

"Where has Xiao Qi gone?" in the spacious hall, Yun Man Tong muttered.

"Are you looking for your favored disciple?"

A pleasant voice echoed, familiar to his ears. Yun Man Tong's face suddenly changed; he lifted his head sharply and shouted, "Who is it? What are you doing here?"

Though his voice was loud, there was a hint of fear beneath the bravado. This hall was deep within the branch sect, protected by numerous restrictions, yet someone had entered silently.

Could it be an Immortal婴 cultivator?

His face turned pale as he thought this. However, a slender and graceful figure slowly emerged from the darkness, tall with prominent eyebrows and eyes, dressed in green palace attire, exuding an air of elegance like a celestial maiden. But Yun Man Tong's pupils narrowed, his expression one of shock: "Is it me?"

"Hmph, such an attitude before the Pavilion Master; it seems you can't wait to rebel," Ying'er adjusted her hair and spoke with a voice that carried both fear and amusement.

"Hmph." Yun Man Tong did not refute. At this point, he had no choice but to tear off his mask. But why could she enter so silently?

He was surprised and released his divine sense to scan the area. Suddenly, his eyes narrowed as his voice turned icy with anger: "What's in your hand? Why do you have Xiao Qi's spirit weapon?"
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You talk about this? Six Ying'er raised her hand, revealing a silver hook an inch long in the palm of her hand. She spoke calmly, "This person seems to be Master Ma's disciple. However, he has been lingering near Jiaobanyan Mountain and is suspected of treason. I simply dealt with him."

You...

Ma Yintong was furious; his opponent had completely disregarded him. But he restrained himself from making a move. Could the old monster at the Core Formation stage have come?

Seeing that his gaze was wandering, Six Ying'er knew exactly what he intended. She wore a hint of disdain on her face: "Don't worry. Dealing with you is enough for this princess; there's no need for Young Master to intervene."

"Is that so?"

A sneer appeared on Ma Yintong's face. He had used secret techniques to sweep the area and found no one else nearby. With such a situation, he wouldn’t be polite. Although Six Ying'er’s arrival was somewhat suspicious, he should seize this opportunity to eliminate her first. As long as this girl was dead, Liu Xin's brainless brat would be nothing to fear.

With that thought in mind, Ma Yintong no longer hesitated and stretched out his hand, striking his waist and summoning a one-yard-long greatsword.

Not only was the sword a heavy weapon with an astonishing length, but its entire blade also emitted a faint purple glow. It clearly contained剧毒!

Indeed, to forge such a fearsome tool, he had almost spent half his life's savings. He had gone through numerous dangerous expeditions just to find materials and had carefully refined it using ancient methods for over a century.

Its power was formidable; although far from the level of an old monster at Core Formation stage, with this treasure, he could easily overpower opponents in the same rank. Dealing with a newly formed core cultivator wouldn't be much trouble either.

Ma Yintong thought one-sidedly as he infused his magical energy into the artifact. The surface of the purple-blooded sword now shone with a crimson glow and slashed fiercely at Six Ying'er.

The wind from the strike was powerful, but the young woman showed no fear. With her left hand, she extended it to reveal a delicate bracelet on her snow-white wrist.

The bracelet was also white in color, but its surface contained some faint green patterns, giving it an ancient appearance as it spun outwards. Green light erupted and met the purple-blooded sword head-on.

Ma Yintong was slightly taken aback; he hadn’t expected his opponent to actually dare to confront him directly. Had this girl taken leave of her senses? But there wasn't much time for such thoughts now. He needed to kill her first.

He crossed his hands and a fierce demonic aura poured from the purple-blooded sword, making the emerald green bracelet seem even more fragile in comparison.

But Six Ying'er showed no fear. She was not alone; Lin Xuan was hiding in the shadows. Originally, after removing their ally, she would simply suppress the traitor with ease. But Lin Xuan didn't want to go on a killing spree. He wasn’t soft-hearted; he had deeper considerations.

After all, among the rebels in this branch sect, more than half of Baxuan Pavilion's strength was at stake. If they were all eliminated, the two girls' decades of hard work would be severely damaged. This was not what Lin Xuan wanted to see.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed, and such a rebellion by these fellows wasn't unusual. After careful consideration, Lin Xuan decided to only eliminate the worst offenders while giving others an opportunity.

Initially, the two girls had hoped for Young Master's intervention, but after much thought, Lin Xuan shook his head. He wouldn’t stay long at Baxuan Pavilion and needed to raise their status by demonstrating his power.

Otherwise, when he left, those with ill intentions would become bolder. Such a scenario was something Lin Xuan wouldn't want to repeat.

He let the two girls handle the traitors themselves, using their strength to deter ambitious fellows and make it clear that even without allies, the two Pavilion Masters were not easily provoked.

However, when Lin Xuan revealed his plan, the two girls stared in shock. It was no wonder; they had only just condensed their cores, while Ma Yintong had been at the late-stage Core Formation for a century. How could she compare to him? However, Lin Xuan had considered everything and wouldn't put them in unnecessary danger.

Although their cultivation levels were insufficient, they could use artifacts to compensate. Nevertheless, the difference between early and late stages was too great, and what the two girls practiced wasn’t as powerful as his top-tier techniques; defeating Ma Yintong would be nearly impossible.

But remember, Lin Xuan had Moer with him—a young girl who was still in the Core Formation stage and hadn't yet gained a physical body. In the ghostly arts, there was a technique called possession.

As its name suggested, this technique could allow Moer to possess their bodies. However, it came with strict conditions; both parties must be willing to cooperate for it to work.

Moreover, there was a time limit—no more than two hours. Otherwise, whether it was Moer or the soul being possessed, they would vanish in a puff of smoke.

Due to the laws of heaven and earth, each ghost could only use such a technique three times in their lifetime, even if all conditions were met.

When Lin Xuan saw this rule back in the Xuanmofang Sect, he and Moer had both been speechless. Although they didn't know who created this possession technique, it seemed quite useless. They never imagined that it would be so helpful now.

Unlike the two girls who had just condensed their cores, Moer was a ghost cultivator at the peak of Core Formation stage, with far superior techniques and secret arts compared to her peers. Even facing an old monster at Core Formation stage, she could engage in a deadly struggle. Eliminating one late-stage traitor would be easy.

However, using Six Ying'er's body, Moer’s power would be somewhat diminished, and the artifact wouldn't work as smoothly. But against Ma Yintong, she still had the upper hand.

The purple-blooded sword clashed with the emerald green bracelet.

The blood blade's demonic aura was immense, but it couldn’t withstand that tiny bit of green light. Upon contact, the bracelet seemed to have a counter-effect and forced the blood blade into retreat. "How is this possible?"

Ma Yintong was shocked; he almost thought his eyes were playing tricks on him. But as an advanced Core Formation cultivator, he quickly recovered. He poured all his magical energy into the blood sword in desperation.

Six Ying'er’s face showed a faint smile, but it wasn’t like their earlier conversation. Now that they were fighting, Moer was controlling her body.

While using the bracelet wasn't convenient, she had no choice. Moer extended her finger and the bracelet began to spin, emitting waves of light that dimmed the blood on the sword. Ma Yintong found himself flustered as he struggled to keep up.

At this moment, a commotion reached their ears, followed by flashes of light. Countless cultivators rushed into the hall, drawn by the power fluctuations from the two women's battle.
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The din of voices filled the air as the assembled cultivators were taken aback upon clearly seeing what was happening inside the grand hall. How could Ying'er possibly be here?

Although she still nominally held the position of Master at the Drifting Cloud Pavilion, with both sides having already broken their facade, didn't she understand that venturing alone into danger was foolish?

While low-ranking cultivators were not considered, the elders in the Condensation Core stage were restless. Their gazes turned cold, but no one made a move first. These were old monsters who had lived for centuries and would naturally avoid being the first to act rashly; they needed to gather more information.

After all, there was still an Incarnation Stage cultivator behind their opponent. Could he have arrived here as well?

These thoughts caused fear to flash across the faces of the Condensation Core cultivators as they released their divine sense and searched around.

"Haha, no need to look further. With your puny abilities, do you think you can find me?" A clear voice echoed through the hall. Suddenly, a corner that had been empty flickered with a burst of spiritual light, revealing two figures.

At the forefront was a young man in a simple green robe, medium build, and unremarkable appearance. However, he exuded an aura that made one's heart tremble with power.

Of course, it was Lin Xuan.

Despite having prepared for this, the cultivators' faces changed dramatically upon sensing his Incarnation Stage presence. Anger mingled with fear as they realized their predicament.

Lin Xuan crossed his arms and stood calmly in place, unaffected by the others who were now hesitating or scheming.

He directed his gaze towards where the two combatants were locked in battle.

Ma Yutong was more anxious than anyone else. As a traitor, he knew that they would never let him go.

The situation was already unfavorable. The Heaven Destiny Vessel had shown no signs of movement while their opponent had breached their stronghold. A single misstep could mean total failure. Now, the only thing to do was to find a way to escape and seek help from the elder at the Departure Medicine Palace on the Heaven Destiny Vessel.

Ma Yutong's thoughts raced as he considered his options. However, before he could finish his train of thought, his face changed dramatically. After a fierce battle with that strange bracelet, his Blood Demon Sword had lost much of its luster and was now covered in fine cracks...

This was his life-bound treasure, something he had spent countless efforts to consecrate. Ma Yutong felt immense pain and rage.

Reaching into his storage bag, he summoned a small, fist-sized bead.

Surprisingly, this bead was sealed with a talisman, as if it were being held down by some force.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but a hint of amusement played on his face.

Liu Xin also sensed the difference and her expression turned serious.

Ma Yutong reached out without hesitation to peel off the talisman.

A thick cloud of ghostly mist erupted, with shrill screams echoing inside. A stench of blood and savagery spread around them.

"Blood Demon Pearl!"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. He hadn't expected anyone to have such a fearsome treasure.

A Blood Demon was indeed a monster from the Netherworld, requiring a Ghost King-level entity. It needed to be subdued by a cultivator using their divine techniques and then refined through secret methods. The process was similar to refining a weapon but far more perilous.

Despite the strange nature of this Blood Demon, it required its master to feed it with essence blood every few days to suppress its violent nature.

Though rare, many desired such a powerful treasure. Lin Xuan hadn't expected Ma Yutong to have such an item.

This Blood Demon had been obtained decades ago when ghosts were rampant. After refining it according to secret methods, he had endured much hardship but also gained the upper hand over numerous enemies. He considered it his trump card and final defense.

The situation was too sudden, with Ying'er's power far exceeding expectations and an Incarnation Stage cultivator present. Thus, he summoned the Blood Demon again.

He didn't hope for a comeback but intended to put Ying'er in danger. The Incarnation Stage elder would surely intervene, allowing him to escape.

Though this meant destroying his treasure, compared to his life, it was insignificant.

In truth, Ma Yutong was a formidable foe, a true master of the battlefield. Unfortunately, he had become Lin Xuan's opponent.

Moreover, things might not go as he planned.

The ghostly mist enveloped an area of several dozen feet, obscuring Ying'er's form. However, she showed no fear and even seemed slightly pleased.

Blood Demon—any cultivator of similar rank would be hard-pressed to deal with such a creature. But being a ghost, trained in ghostly techniques, this was a rare treasure that the young girl had long sought but never found. Now, someone was offering it for free; how could she not be delighted?

Moreover, the ghostly mist concealed her form from the spectators' divine senses, allowing her to use her own treasures without restraint.

"Such...!"

Ma Yutong's eyes widened in shock. He too practiced ghostly techniques and recognized the intense negative energy of this treasure as something a ghost cultivator would train for—similar to the Demon Sovereign's Ten Thousand Souls Treasure.

But Ying'er wasn't practicing orthodox Daoist techniques, yet she had some connection with ghostly methods. What was going on?

Ma Yutong's eyes widened in fear and regret. If only he hadn't betrayed his path...

However, as a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator, he quickly pushed aside such thoughts. It was too late to change anything now.

A cruel expression crossed his face as he opened his mouth and spat out a sword of light, severing his left hand. Blood gushed profusely. He applied a talisman to the wound before throwing the severed limb to the Blood Demon.

Even ghostly beings could be used for sustenance.

The Blood Demon's eyes glowed red as it bit down on the severed limb, chewing and swallowing it whole.

Roar!

Its aura began to swell, growing horns like a goat. Its eyes flashed with vicious ferocity, and the negative energy seemed tangible.

Ying'er remained calm despite the danger. Closing her eyes, she performed two hand seals while chanting an incomprehensible incantation that sounded like a song or a whisper...

Opening her eyes, she pointed at the Blood Demon.

The Beast Soul Flag rapidly grew until it was over a yard in size.

Then, the surface of the flag rippled like water, revealing a deep hole filled with dense negative energy.

Seeing this, the Blood Demon hesitated, showing confusion on its face.

For such a ghostly monster, the most appealing place was one rich in negative energy. That's why Ma Yutong had created that bead as a dwelling for the Blood Demon. However, while the bead contained some negative energy, it paled in comparison to the myriad souls within the Beast Soul Flag.

The dark Yin energy emanating from the flag was like a drunkard encountering fine wine; its allure was undeniable.
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Ma Yun Tong's face turned gloomy as he saw the scene. He never imagined that his opponent had such a trump card, one capable of temporarily suppressing even the blood vampire's ferocity.

His heart was in turmoil, and a hint of hesitation flashed across his eyes before being replaced by ruthless resolve. He pounded his chest and opened his mouth, releasing a blood sword. The sword carried a faint golden hue, indicating that he had infused it with the power from his cultivation over a hundred years. His complexion turned as pale as paper; even if he managed to escape this time, his cultivation would surely regress by decades.

However, there was no time for such considerations now. He could only spare his life at any cost. The blood sword exploded after leaving his mouth and was quickly inhaled by the vampire. The confusion in Ma Yun Tong's eyes vanished as his aura surged again. Mo Er hummed, not expecting this old monster to be so resolute. She would have to put more effort into handling him.

She retracted her jade arms, crossed them over her chest, and formed a lotus position with her index finger and thumb. Spell after spell was cast... Boom! The spirit soul banner became hazy, followed by a dark cloud of ghostly aura hovering in the air. From this cloud emerged another ghost creature, with two heads and four legs, its appearance extremely fierce. Its aura surpassed that of the vampire, even more powerful.

This was no ordinary ghost; it was formed from myriad souls. Over the years, the spirit soul banner had absorbed not only beast spirits but also the souls of those Lin Xuan had killed. Although their numbers couldn't match those of the Extreme Demon Sovereign's treasures, their quality far surpassed them. Mo Er used secret techniques to temporarily combine these ghostly souls and spirits, creating this terrifying creature.

Mo Er injected her power into the red silk ribbon, which transformed into a venomous snake. Its eyes glowed with red light as it spat out a burst of霞光, enveloping Ma Yun Tong in its poisonous embrace.

The sensation was pleasant, but Ma Yun Tong's face turned pale. "Not good, there’s poison," he held his breath and tried to retreat, but it was too late; his strength failed him. His heart raced with panic, but he refused to give up. He clenched his fists tightly, muscles bulging as he attempted to expel the toxins from within. However, Mo Er wouldn't give him that chance. The snake's body grew longer and wrapped around him in an instant.

Meanwhile, the vampire fought fiercely against the two-headed ghost creature. Mo Er frowned slightly, waving her hand and casting another spell. The spirit soul cloud from the spirit soul banner spun around the two heads. The vampire paused but made no other moves; he felt comfortable with the dark yin energy emanating from the cloud.

Mo Er's face lit up as she saw that the vampire had trapped himself. "Since you've tied yourself in this web, there’s nothing left to be polite about." She cast another spell, and the ghostly cloud descended, enveloping both creatures. Their eerie cries filled the air as the vampire struggled but was too late. With a loud 'bang,' the ghost creature exploded into numerous strange arms, dragging the vampire into the cloud.

Soon, his screams grew fainter until they were swallowed by the cloud. The cloud then transformed back into a demon sail and returned to Mo Er's hand. The ghostly mist dissipated as the battle ended. Even the low-ranking disciples were pale with fear; the elders of the condensation stage were equally shocked. They feared Lin Xuan, but this high-stage cultivator didn't touch a single finger. The newly promoted Grand Master had truly rejected Ma Yun Tong.

Seeing such power firsthand, no one dared to doubt it. Lin Xuan's plan was perfect, and Mo Er's actions made the others realize their insignificance. Fear replaced any lingering resentment as they understood that in cultivation, strength was everything.

Lin Xuan's scheme worked flawlessly; he wouldn't allow anyone a chance at侥幸. For evil, there could be no tolerance. He had seen enough bloodshed to know he couldn't be merciful. He watched Mo Er, who nodded and extended her hand. A faint green flame appeared in her palm as she pointed it.

"You... what are you doing?" Ma Yun Tong, a formidable figure, was visibly shaken. "If you want to betray the Xuan Pavilion, have you considered your fate if you fail? Soul extraction is already lenient for you," Mo Er said calmly.

Others gulped, their fear evident. The agony of soul extraction alone would be unbearable, and they might lose any chance at reincarnation.

"Devil woman... are you afraid of retribution?"

"Hmph, retribution? If not for my sister and me saving your life, you would have perished long ago. After recovering from your injuries, you repaid our kindness with malice, plotting against the Xuan Pavilion. How can a traitor like you speak of heaven's justice?"

Mo Er continued without hesitation as the green fireball entered Ma Yun Tong’s body, and his agonized screams echoed.

Lin Xuan had set this trap to deter any future betrayal. Liu Rui showed some reluctance but didn't question his master's decision. The soul extraction was painful enough for others to look away in disgust.

Two beams of light shot out from the hall; Lin Xuan saw a white-bearded elder and a scarred black-faced cultivator. These were Ma Yun Tong’s trusted allies, and they knew the situation was dire. They tried to escape.

"Where do you two friends think you're going?" Lin Xuan's face twisted into a sinister smile as he raised his left hand. Two sword qi streaks shot out from his sleeves, swiftly pursuing them. The other cultivators watched in anticipation but saw something terrifying instead.

As Lin Xuan’s sword qi approached, the elder and scarred man didn't sit idly by. They activated their talismans and protective treasures while reciting incantations. Their light became more intense, but it couldn’t outpace Lin Xuan's sword qi. The two collided with a 'puff' sound; both treasures were pushed away, and the sword qi split into two parts, one wrapping around the treasures, the other slicing through their light.

Despite their talismans, they looked like paper dolls, eyes wide in shock. Two massive heads shot up as if from nowhere. The others’ faces turned pale with fear; even though Lin Xuan was an advanced-stage cultivator, his single strike had killed two condensation stage cultivators without using any treasures. This power was too shocking.

Previously, some still harbored hopes of luck, but now those thoughts vanished. The Grand Master’s power surpassed Ma Yun Tong's, and with this old monster as a helper, they had no chance. Recognizing the situation, they begged for mercy, though it felt shameful.

A soft "Please" echoed as an orange-robed cultivator knelt: "Two grandmasters, spare my life. I was blinded by greed and followed Ma Yun Tong's treacherous plans. It’s my fault; please forgive me."

He bowed low, but his demeanor betrayed him as a condensation stage cultivator. However, this wasn't surprising; even cultivators feared death more than ordinary people.
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Someone led the way, and the others immediately forgot their pride. They all knelt down with a thud.

The two women looked somewhat surprised, but Lin Xuan was confident. He had anticipated this result from the start.

Without leaders, and with enemies far stronger than expected, they could only beg for mercy.

However, Lin Xuan did not speak; he wanted to see how the two women would handle the situation.

A look of confusion flashed across Liu Xin's face, but Lu Ying'er quickly stood up. At this moment, Yue'er had returned control over her body to this woman.

"Do you wish to submit yourselves again?"

"Yes, yes."

The crowd knelt and bowed like mad. The yellow-robed cultivator who had first begged for mercy was more composed: "Mistresses, please be kind. We were arrogant before, not knowing the power of your divine abilities. From now on, we will never rebel again."

Though this was a plea mixed with flattery, it was his sincere words. The reason people harbored doubts earlier was that these two women were only at the Foundation Establishment stage.

Subjugated by juniors, their hearts could not help but feel aggrieved!

Now that both women had successfully condensed their cores and displayed astonishing divine abilities, everyone was genuinely willing to submit after being shocked.

Lu Ying'er remained silent. The cultivators felt increasingly nervous. Someone secretly glanced at Lin Xuan's expression, only to find him expressionless, clearly leaving it up to the two women to handle.

After a cup of tea's worth of time, Yue'er also left Lu Ying'er's body and returned to Lin Xuan.

"Master, I think this is not appropriate."

A short while later, Yue'er quietly separated from Lu Ying'er's body and came back to Lin Xuan. "Inappropriate, what do you mean?" Lin Xuan opened his eyes with a look of confusion on his face.

"If we simply forgive these traitors like this, what if they pretend to comply? According to my servant, at the very least, some form of禁神术 should be applied to them."

"Stupid girl, have I not thought about it?" Lin Xuan smiled. "While 禁神术 is effective, you also need to consider that there are so many traitors. Low-level cultivators aside, there are dozens of Elders at the Condensation Core stage. With our current abilities, trying to suppress the souls of so many peers would be too much for us.

Trying to do this勉强施为would harm our bodies and could backfire at any moment. Besides, even if it were possible, I don't approve."

"Why not?" Yue'er looked puzzled.

"Think about it; while 禁神术 can subdue them, wouldn't the Elders still harbor resentment? Though they won't rebel again, their actions in the future will definitely be perfunctory."

"Master has a point. But what if they have second thoughts later..."

"Do not worry. While I cannot guarantee it, this possibility is unlikely. The fate of those like Ma Yun Tong serves as a warning. You also displayed divine abilities sufficient to kill an advanced Condensation Core cultivator. These fellows don't know the trick, and their hearts must be filled with fear. As long as they're not idiots, they won't take such risks."

"I hope so!" Yue'er nodded but still felt some unease.

Lin Xuan did not stay in the branch sect for long; three days later, he called the two women back to him.

"What? Master, are you leaving?" Liu Xin's face turned pale as she spoke.

"Indeed. With this matter concluded here, what am I staying for? Naturally, I will travel around," Lin Xuan said calmly.

Although he held great power in the Baxuan Pavilion, Lin Xuan was not greedy for such a life. Too much ease would dull his mind. He had some matters to attend to.

"I understand; the small Baxuan Pavilion cannot keep you. However, since you just returned, there's no need to rush off so quickly. Why not stay a bit longer?" Lu Ying'er's face showed a hint of reluctance.

"Haha, why are you both making such faces? Although I am leaving, it is not a life-and-death separation. I will merely travel around for a while; if time permits, I will come back to visit," Lin Xuan said as he sipped his tea with a calm expression.

Liu Xin wanted to speak again, but Lu Ying'er pulled her sleeve. With this woman's intelligence, she could see that Master had made up his mind. Further persuasion would be meaningless.

She extended her hand and tapped her storage bag. In her palm appeared a token and an emerald green cylinder.

"Master, with your divine abilities reaching the heavens, you probably won't take much interest in ordinary things. But please keep these two treasures."

"Oh, what are these?" Lin Xuan's face showed interest.

"This token is the Baxuan Pavilion's seal of authority. Seeing it is like seeing the Master himself. Although you are an Incarnation Stage cultivator, there might be a time when it could prove useful," Lu Ying'er said slowly: "As for this emerald cylinder... I accidentally found an ancient elixir formula."

"An ancient elixir formula?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched.

"Yes, the formula comes from that other world. It is said to have been left behind by ancient cultivators. If it can be refined, it will greatly enhance Incarnation Stage cultivators' abilities, far surpassing similar elixirs."

"Oh, really?" Even with his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy. Although he had several formulas to increase the abilities of Incarnation Stage cultivators, their effects were negligible after mid-stage. Lin Xuan was worried about this matter and hoped to find new elixirs during his travels. He didn't expect Lu Ying'er to present him with these treasures before he even left!

Though Lin Xuan did not spend much time with the girls, he knew she was usually very steady. Since she dared to say such a thing, it must be well-founded.

He happily accepted the two treasures. Regarding the令符, Lin Xuan was slightly anxious as he pressed the emerald cylinder against his forehead and sank into his divine sense...

After a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan lifted his head with a smile on his face.

Sure enough, it was good.

The formula described in this document is for a nine-turn妙心丹.

From its description, Lu Ying'er indeed did not exaggerate. The benefits to Incarnation Stage cultivators far surpassed ordinary elixirs.

However, the formula was rather unusual.

Born in Spirit Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan was very familiar with alchemy techniques.

Previously, he had only encountered two types of formulas: one using various exotic flowers and plants as main ingredients, supplemented by some heavenly treasures.

The other used妖兽内丹 or bones and fur as raw materials.

These two formulas were unrelated but each had its own merits.

However, this formula was entirely different. It included both celestial herbs and妖兽materials.

When Lin Xuan first saw this, he was somewhat puzzled. Would there be conflicts? Previously, attempts by Spirit Medicine Mountain's ancestors to combine these ingredients had proven incompatible.

But as he continued reading, he marveled at the skill of the alchemist. Apart from main ingredients, several auxiliary materials were mentioned. As long as they were added in the correct proportions, no conflicts would arise.

This person's alchemy skills had reached a peak, comparable to those of Heavenly Dust Ancestor and possibly even surpassing them.

However, while this elixir was excellent, its required materials were extremely rare heavenly treasures that had long since disappeared from this world.

But Lin Xuan did not show much concern. He had just returned from the Spirit Beast Island where there were many more types of妖兽than in the mortal realm. At the Mabang Conference, he had collected all the necessary materials.

Originally, it was for their cheapness; he intended to make a fortune when he returned home. Little did he know that he would unintentionally have several needed beast organs and bones in his storage bag.

What remained missing were some rare herbs, though they were also hard to come by. Lin Xuan believed he could eventually gather them.

With this thought, he happily stored the emerald cylinder away.

"Thank you for your heart." Lin Xuan's face showed approval.

"Master, I am but doing my duty," Lu Ying'er lowered her head and spoke submissively.

Lin Xuan would not take advantage of their gifts. He was always generous with his own people. From his storage bag, he took out several treasures: two jade bottles, a stack of talismans, and an emerald cylinder.

"I know your status has changed, so you won't lack for elixirs during cultivation. But the ones I personally refined are far superior to those collected from outside. Use them when you hit bottlenecks; they will yield unexpected results," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Thank you, Master." The two women were delighted. Elixirs that could break through bottlenecks were far more valuable than those that merely increased abilities.
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"Regarding this jade tube, it's some of my cultivation insights. It should be quite useful for your condensation core stage practitioners. I also have a few talismans that I've been crafting in my free time; they might help you when facing stronger opponents."

"Thank you, Young Master," the two women said with great gratitude, once again bowing gracefully.

After bidding farewell to the two women, Lin Xuan did not linger and transformed into a dazzling green streak, leaving the branch sect of the Drifting Cloud Valley Pavilion at incredible speed.

With his current cultivation level, Lin Xuan's遁光 was naturally swift. Occasionally, he encountered cultivators along the way, who all wisely kept their distance.

Although they couldn't accurately gauge his cultivation, such resplendent light usually indicated a condensation core stage cultivator or higher. Despite the prosperity of the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud, to outsiders like these cultivators, Gusu was merely a barren land. Few sects ventured here, and reaching the condensation core stage was already considered an extraordinary feat.

Lin Xuan traveled at breakneck speed, pausing only occasionally for rest. Three days later, a range of undulating mountains finally came into view.

Looking at the towering peaks, Lin Xuan's face broke into a faint smile, tinged with nostalgia.

Sixty years had passed since he left Gusu. He never expected to return here one day, much less after advancing to the middle stage of元婴.

Lin Xuan harbored a special sentiment towards Spirit Medicine Mountain. Although Master Tongyu had taken him in for ulterior motives, he still had a place to call home.

Throughout his time there, Spirit Medicine Mountain treated him well. As the young master, Lin Xuan still missed the people and things here deeply.

Unfortunately, times change. In these decades, Gusu underwent significant upheavals, and Spirit Medicine Mountain relocated en masse.

Lin Xuan learned this from Fang Xinhe but couldn't fathom why. While Yunzhou was a renowned cultivation圣地 with abundant resources, it also had numerous major sects. Despite Master Tongyu's uncertain strength, his cunning was well-known. Why would he move there?

Revisiting the place, Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense. Although he kept his emotions in check, he couldn't help showing surprise.

"Young Master, what…?"

Moon rarely saw Lin Xuan's face turn pale, so she was alarmed and peered out. But Lin Xuan didn't speak; instead, he transformed into a green streak and headed towards Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Was this still the former alchemy holy land?

Lin Xuan closed his eyes as he gazed at the scene before him. The main stronghold of Spirit Medicine Mountain had been built in a volcanic region, but these volcanoes hadn’t erupted for thousands of years. Abundant geothermal resources were perfect for refining elixirs.

Even the mysterious inner mountain contained temperatures rivaling those of the Great Fire Vein.

But now, Spirit Medicine Mountain was a desolate landscape, with ravines and cracks everywhere. Molten lava oozed from some places…

Lin Xuan frowned but then let out a relieved expression: "No wonder they moved away. After an eruption, not only are there no longer any excellent geothermal resources, the very spirit veins have been damaged."

Though he spoke aloud, this still seemed strange. He wondered if the volcanic eruption was merely coincidental or had other hidden reasons.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and pondered silently.

Suddenly, a flicker of interest appeared on his face: "Strange, there are actually cultivators nearby. Perhaps some disciples from Spirit Medicine Mountain, unwilling to leave their homeland, stayed here."

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of green light, heading towards the source of the spiritual energy fluctuations.

This place was only about fifty miles from the former main stronghold. Soon, he saw a small mountain peak with a length of spirit vein at its base. Although it had broken, somehow, a new spring had formed, though only faintly emitting spiritual energy.

Of course, this was far too low-grade for any major sect or even minor ones to care about.

The presence of cultivators here likely meant they were insignificant figures. Lin Xuan's expression turned disappointed.

But as the saying goes, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. Since he had arrived, Lin Xuan intended to investigate the situation.

He saw some buildings and a faint light barrier at the foot of the mountain. Without doubt, it was some kind of禁制.

Such a weak array, Lin Xuan could easily break with a flick of his wrist. As an元婴 cultivator, he wouldn't be bored enough to bully weaker opponents.

Lin Xuan subtly released his aura.

Instantly, a spiritual pressure enveloped the area. Though he didn’t exert himself fully and had deliberately concealed it, his presence was still too strong for these minor cultivators to withstand.

The sky darkened, and a sudden gust of wind arose. Plants and trees swayed violently.

Thud! Thud!

Several low-level disciples fell to the ground. Two beams of light then appeared, one after another, flying towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan had already retracted his spiritual pressure and stood with his hands behind his back. To his surprise, two young cultivators arrived— a boy and a girl, both around seventeen or eighteen years old.

Their cultivation levels were even lower, merely at the灵动 stage! Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be speechless. He had released his aura to attract the highest-level cultivator here, but instead, he got two children.

What do these youngsters know? There was no point in wasting time with them.

Lin Xuan scanned both of them. The boy looked sturdy and honest, while the girl's face was mischievous, her dark eyes drawing attention.

The two looked uneasy as they stared at Lin Xuan. This guy is so young, yet his cultivation level is beyond comprehension. Father can't even compare to him. Could he be a condensation core stage cultivator?

If that’s the case, we must handle this carefully; otherwise, it could bring disaster upon our family.

The boy was about to speak when Lin Xuan waved his hand: "Where's your father? Have him come see me."

"Senior, my father is out on business. The affairs here are managed by us siblings," the boy said respectfully.

"Just you…" Lin Xuan muttered, wondering if this family was too small for two low-level cultivators to handle matters.

Sighing, he intended to ask a few casual questions when suddenly his eyes narrowed. A yellow streak appeared in his line of sight.

"Father has returned." The girl's joy was evident. Lin Xuan was taken aback; he had few acquaintances in Gusu, so how did he meet another here?
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That shocking虹 light was swift. It arrived before Lin Xuan in just half a cup of tea's time, the radiance fading to reveal the face of an older man.

Around forty years old, he was sturdy and vibrant.

Though his face bore signs of沧桑, Lin Xuan found him familiar.

After appraising Lin Xuan for a moment, the middle-aged man showed surprise on his face. He stammered, "You, you are..."

"Senior Brother Ma, it's been a century since we last met. How have you been?" Lin Xuan smiled faintly and spoke softly.

"You're really Younger Brother Lin?"

Though he had guessed as much, the middle-aged man still hesitated to recognize him.

"It's just me. I didn't expect to see Senior Brother Ma again," Lin Xuan said with a touch of emotion in his voice.

His name was Ma Tianxiong. He used to be an cultivator from Drifting Cloud Valley. Although they hadn’t met often, there had been some acquaintances between them.

"Younger Brother Lin, you've advanced to the Immortal Core stage?" Ma Tianxiong’s expression was one of shock as he swept his spirit over Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan smiled lightly.

Ma Tianxiong's expression remained in awe. After a while, he sighed and said, "A few decades ago, I heard from someone that you... no, Senior, became the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain. I thought it was just hearsay, but to find out it’s true is quite shocking."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding his intentions. He shook his head, "I like traveling alone and don't take well to having disciples by my side..."

The siblings’ eyes showed a hint of disappointment as Ma Tianxiong remained silent.

"But since you are an old acquaintance's descendant, I can give them some benefits," Lin Xuan said unexpectedly. He waved his sleeve, and a streak of green light shot out from it, enveloping the siblings. Ma Tianxiong was alarmed, "Senior, what are you doing?"

Lin Xuan smiled slightly as he shook his hand, and the green light vanished without a trace. The siblings were confused but showed no signs of distress.

Lin Xuan frowned in thought before flipping his left hand open to reveal a white jade scroll in his palm. "I just checked their spiritual energy flow. It seems they are practicing quite ordinary techniques."

"Senior, I apologize for this. My martial arts knowledge is not suitable for children. They learned from their grandfather and the method isn't very good," Ma Tianxiong's face lit up as he spoke honestly.

"Hmm, take this *Xingyin Jue* scroll. Though it’s only a middle-stage technique, it will be much better than what they were learning before. It is also well-suited to their spiritual roots." Lin Xuan shook his hand, and the jade scroll floated forward with a gentle glow.

Ma Tianxiong was delighted as he took the scroll, "Thank you for your generous gift. Since you've traveled so far, would you like to come to my humble abode?"

"That sounds good. I have some matters to discuss with you."

Lin Xuan did not decline. Ma Tianxiong led the way while the siblings hurried ahead to prepare.

They were brought to a spacious pavilion where Lin Xuan was seated on the main seat, and the young woman named Ma Lan served him tea.

"Senior Brother Ma, you didn’t come from Drifting Cloud Valley. When did you establish your own family?" Lin Xuan sipped some tea that tasted quite good and spoke without showing his surprise.

"Ah!" Ma Tianxiong sighed with a wistful look on his face, "Senior, you don't know the truth. Drifting Cloud Valley has long since disintegrated."

"What do you mean?" Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he was shocked, "A few decades ago, I heard that while the ghostly calamity devastated all of Ganzhou, many sects and families were not heavily affected. Drifting Cloud Valley relocated to Youzhou, so how could it have disintegrated?"

"I didn't know you knew so much," Ma Tianxiong’s face showed a hint of surprise, "But those reports are outdated. The sect did indeed move to Youzhou, but we couldn’t escape the calamity. Before the celestial anomalies, ghosts were already dominant everywhere. Even in Youzhou, only a few large sects survived while others perished."

"What about the survivors?" Lin Xuan frowned as he asked.

"Ah," Ma Tianxiong’s face grew more gloomy. He shook his head, "None. Remember that time when thousands of ghosts attacked our main hall? There were seven or eight ghost kings among them. The patriarch and other elders died in battle. Only a few managed to escape..."

"What about Qin Yan... did she survive?" Lin Xuan’s voice trembled slightly.

"Senior, are you referring to Senior Auntie Qin?"

"Auntie Qin?" Lin Xuan was taken aback before he realized that it had been over ten years since he last saw Xu Jia and heard that Qin Yan was in seclusion preparing for her golden core. "Senior, if you ask about others, I might not know, but it’s a coincidence. At the time, I was fighting fiercely when I saw Senior Auntie Qin battling three厉ghosts."

"Three厉ghosts? The opponent outnumbered them?" Lin Xuan grew more worried.

"Yes, back then, despite being only at the early stage of condensing a golden core, Senior Auntie Qin’s abilities were unpredictable. She could hold her own against the patriarch and other elders. Countless ghosts perished under her hands, so two ghost kings and one late-stage厉ghost began to attack her."

"How did it end?" Lin Xuan was relieved when he heard that there weren’t three ghost kings.

"Indeed... Senior Auntie Qin finally defeated a ghost king, but our battle elsewhere ended in defeat. The patriarch died, and we had to escape," Ma Tianxiong said with relief at the news of fewer ghost kings.

"So, did Qin Yan make it out?"

"Yes, with her abilities, she wanted to leave, so those ghost kings couldn't stop her. But I was unlucky and nearly fell into the hands of a厉ghost. If not for my father-in-law's rescue, I would have perished," Ma Tianxiong said with lingering fear.

"Have you heard from Auntie Qin since?"

"No." Ma Tianxiong shook his head, his face showing a hint of ambiguity. Qin Yan was known as the Fairy in the Clouds and was exceptionally beautiful. Many disciples admired her at Drifting Cloud Valley, including this Lin Senior.

"I don't have any news about Auntie Qin, but with her abilities and potential, she could definitely join a large sect. I believe..."

Lin Xuan nodded; it made sense that Qin Yan would likely rejoin a major sect after such an event.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan sighed. Drifting Cloud Valley had been his starting point in cultivation, yet its fate was so different now.
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This woman was clearly unharmed, so Lin Xuan put his worries aside for now.

As for why Master Ma Tianxiong had married into a small family and brought his disciples to settle here, Lin Xuan wasn't particularly interested. He chatted casually before taking his leave with a bow.

"I have other matters to attend to; I can’t linger here. Let's meet again by chance."

After speaking, Lin Xuan didn’t wait for the other party’s invitation but transformed into a streak of lightning and vanished without a trace.

Master Ma Tianxong was left speechless, his face showing regret. After all, an Incorporeal Stage cultivator wasn't something he could casually encounter at his level.

However, one must be content with what they have. After a moment, he took the jade cylinder from his son and sank his spirit into it...

Meanwhile, after Lin Xuan left Spirit Medicine Mountain, he flew like a bolt of lightning towards the heart of Youzhou.

His chosen direction was rather peculiar; not only did he not encounter any cultivators along the way, but even ordinary people were few and far between.

By the time the sun began to set, a barren mountain range came into view. Lin Xuan’s expression brightened as his flight speed increased further.

This mountain stood about two thousand meters high, with sparse vegetation. Occasionally, one could see the bones of animals by the roadside, giving off an eerie and sinister atmosphere.

"Master, this place... we seem to have been here before," a beam of light flashed, and Mo'er appeared in front of him.

"That’s right, don’t you remember Master Yin Ghost?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"Of course, I remember Master Yin Ghost. Back then, you once intercepted and attacked him on my behalf when seeking cultivation techniques. Why are we here?"

"To prepare for condensing the Incorporeal Core," Lin Xuan said with a hint of anticipation.

"Condensing the Incorporeal Core?" Mo'er asked hesitantly.

"Yes." Lin Xuan’s face showed hope: "Back on Demon Spirit Island, I had already reached the peak of Condensation Core. These days, my cultivation energy has hit a wall. Since that's the case, we should try to advance further and see if there's any chance of successfully condensing the Incorporeal Core."

"But Mo'er doesn’t have much confidence," Mo'er’s face showed some anxiety.

"I understand. After all, you are an incorporeal spirit, unable to use pills for assistance. But don't worry; I will do my best to help you." Lin Xuan smiled reassuringly.

"Alright, then let me give it a try." Mo'er nodded as she looked into Lin Xuan’s eyes.

Lin Xuan had revisited this place because there were few Yin veins in the mortal world, and this location just happened to have one. He intended to establish a temporary abode here with the help of the Yin energy, increasing Mo'er's chances of successfully condensing her Incorporeal Core.

After finishing his conversation with Mo'er, Lin Xuan transformed into another streak of lightning and flew deeper into the mountain range.

Soon, he arrived at a valley where the source of the Yin vein was located.

Lin Xuan released his spirit...

There was nothing to be seen; not even in this hundred-mile radius were there any humans or animals. Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. The quietness here would be best for Mo'er.

He raised his left hand, and his sleeve fluttered as several sword lights emerged, growing larger with the wind, and fiercely struck the opposite mountain wall...

A loud rumbling filled the air as Lin Xuan was well-versed in establishing a cave dwelling. In no time, he had a satisfactory residence.

Next, he retrieved an array of flags and arranged them around the area. The entire process took only half an hour.

Lin Xuan led Mo'er into the cave.

Unlike their previous solitary seclusion for cultivation, this time Lin Xuan was specifically helping Mo'er condense her Incorporeal Core, so they only set up a practice room.

Entering the room, Mo'er’s delicate hands flipped as she retrieved the Beast Soul Flag.

Initially, he had thought that after defeating Ma Yun Tong, there wouldn’t be any trouble. However, it turned out that the opponent had actually raised blood ghosts, fierce and formidable creatures.

Unfortunately, this fellow put in a lot of effort only to end up helping others. The blood ghost fell into Mo'er’s hands.

Unlike ordinary incorporeal spirits, this was a genuine monster from the Netherworld Realm, far more vicious than regular厉鬼.

Therefore, simply storing it in the Beast Soul Flag wasn’t enough; she needed to first perform a ritual to recognize her as its master. Otherwise, there might be retaliation. Before attempting to condense the Incorporeal Core, Mo'er planned to handle this matter first.

Lin Xuan nodded, agreeing with her decision. Although the Demonic Sovereign of Extreme Evil was only an Incorporeal中期 cultivator, the profound and intricate Netherworldly Great Dao was indeed a powerful technique.

Inside the text were potent treasures, such as the Beast Soul Flag, which could contain myriad souls. While it wasn’t quite on par with Lin Xuan’s Nine Heaven Moon Ring in quality, it was still not to be underestimated.

Mo'er’s delicate hands moved, and the Beast Soul Flag floated above her head. Then she murmured a few incantations, causing the flag to spin wildly as dark energy surged forth. Within this energy, a blood-red figure flickered.

Standing over a meter tall with sharp teeth and horns on its forehead, it was unmistakably a blood ghost.

The moment it appeared, a nauseating stench filled the stone chamber. But Lin Xuan wasn’t bothered; Mo'er being an incorporeal spirit meant she had nothing to fear.

Netherworldly monsters were naturally fierce and vicious, and as one of the best in its category, the blood ghost was impatient after being confined for so long. As soon as it emerged, it snarled and lunged at them, wanting to tear them apart.

Mo'er raised her eyebrows and cast a spell with both hands towards her chest. The blood ghost immediately fell to the ground, writhing in agony.

Its limbs and torso were bound by a thick black chain, which only Mo'er could release without it escaping.

The chain was about as thick as a thumb and was formed from countless incorporeal spirits, carrying a heavy aura of malice. Despite its formidable powers, the blood ghost struggled to break free.

Mo'er raised her hand, and in her palm appeared an empty talisman. She then opened her lips and exhaled a stream of essence energy, using her finger as a pen to draw on the talisman.

It was strange; although the essence energy wasn’t condensed, it was still intangible. But for some reason, Mo'er’s secret technique caused the essence energy to imprint itself onto the blank talisman like ink.

Lin Xuan nodded beside him. Mo'er had indeed not been lazy in mastering this technique of transforming energy into form. At the Condensation Core Stage, her cultivation energy had reached a high level.

Although Lin Xuan could easily reclaim the blood ghost with his Incorporeal中期 cultivation, he deliberately watched from the sidelines to cultivate Mo'er’s abilities and independence.

In just a few breaths, Mo'er completed the talisman. Her face showed seriousness as she cast a spell, sending the talisman flying towards the blood ghost’s head.

Although the blood ghost wasn’t intelligent, it instinctively sensed danger and struggled to dodge. Mo'er then activated the restrictions within the Ten Thousand Soul Chain without hesitation.
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The blood ghost, though vicious and cruel, shuddered in pain as it could not escape. A trail of blood light transformed from the script characters into its head...

Moon's face showed a hint of joy before quickly vanishing, her expression growing more serious. Her hands moved like butterflies, casting spells rapidly. Numerous strange symbols appeared on the surface of the blood ghost.

Initially, the blood ghost struggled and roared incessantly. However, as time passed, the vicious aura on its face gradually faded, and it began to look respectful and obedient. The exorcism spell had started taking effect.

Though simple in theory, Moon spent nearly an hour carefully explaining every detail of the process to Lin Xuan. Whenever the girl had questions, they would discuss them thoroughly. Condensing a yin essence core was no small feat; both Lin Xuan and Moon were meticulous about it. The better prepared they were now, the higher their chances of success.

This matter could not be rushed. Half a year passed in a blink.

One morning, just as the sun rose, everything seemed calm when suddenly, a loud noise echoed through the sky, like a bolt from the blue. A thick layer of dark aura enveloped an area of several dozen miles around. The howling wind was terrifying, and within that dark aura, countless ghostly spirits could be vaguely seen dancing in the breeze, each with a twisted grin on their faces.

Unlike human cultivators who condense yin essence cores, Moon was indeed a genuine yin spirit cultivator. This exorcism omen appeared somewhat unpredictable. The young woman sat cross-legged, her entire body enveloped by a layer of dark aura like ink. The aura surged and flickered with black symbols. Lin Xuan stood beside her, his brows furrowed in worry.

Though the process was dramatic, it was actually quite complex.

Two hours had passed, but there were still no signs of any changes to the golden core.

Without forming a protective cocoon from the essence pills, how could the yin essence core be born?

Without the aid of essence pills, this attempt was too勉强 can be translated as "勉强" which means勉强ing or reluctantly in English. (strained).

Lin Xuan sighed as black aura flashed across his face. He appeared more ghastly and sinister. Having learned the xuanmao technique himself, he now hoped to lend a helping hand.

With both hands clasped behind him, Lin Xuan released an overwhelming amount of essence energy from his body. Despite its dark nature, it was pure and unadulterated.

Lin Xuan spared no effort for Moon, even using his own primordial true essence. With his mid-stage yin essence core cultivation, the essence energy was formidable. He slowly infused his true essence into the girl's body through a secret technique.

Meanwhile, about two hundred miles away, a group of cultivators flew silently. At their head was an old man and a middle-aged man dressed in black. Both were at mid-stage yin essence core cultivation. The rest ranged from foundation establishment to mid-stage yin essence core, all silent and tense.

Suddenly, the two men's light trails condensed, their expressions turning serious.

"Second Senior Brother, there is such heavy dark aura ahead. Could it be an anomaly treasure appearing?" The middle-aged man narrowed his eyes, revealing a hint of greed.

"This omen indeed seems significant, but perhaps it’s just some high-ranking ghost cultivator practicing forbidden techniques," the old man shook his head, his voice hoarse as he spoke.

"Hmph, Senior Brother is overthinking. This Yanzhou region is merely a wilderness; there are no high-ranking cultivators hiding here. After that great yin spirit calamity ten years ago, only a few old monsters left and they went to other regions. There's nothing but low-grade cultivators here," the middle-aged man said dismissively.

The old man remained silent for a moment before speaking slowly: "Regardless of what it is, we must not cause any trouble since we were sent on this mission."

"Senior Brother, there’s no need to worry. Not even this small Yanzhou region has anyone we should fear. If we encounter an old yin essence core cultivator, we can show our identity and I doubt he would dare offend us of the Lingyun Sect," said a slick-looking man.

The old man seemed tempted but frowned as he considered his options: "Second Senior Brother, such a terrifying omen suggests that if it's an anomaly treasure, it must be something extraordinary. We've had this chance for centuries, and we should not miss it."

"But the incident in Kuinei Mountains..."

"Senior Brother, don't worry. I know what’s at stake. The distance to the center of the omen is only a few hundred miles. With our swift travel techniques, we can retrieve the treasure without much time. We can leave orders for our disciples to wait here and join us later," said the middle-aged man.

"Very well!" The old man finally succumbed to temptation and nodded. "We must act quickly. Several elders have already entered Kuinei Mountains. If we don't arrive in time..."

"Just let it be, Senior Brother. I know too well what awaits me if I delay the sect leader's business. Don’t worry; I will make sure to reach Kuinei Mountains on time," said the middle-aged man.

The old man's expression relaxed as he heard the assurance. Turning his head, he became stern again: "Wait here for us no matter what happens."

"Yes!" The foundation establishment cultivators quickly bowed in respect.

Then, the two men transformed into streaks of gray and white light, flying swiftly towards the area with the most intense dark aura.

The Lingyun Sect was a formidable force, on par with the Liyao Palace, ranking among the seven major sects. It was also one of the most mysterious forces due to its disciples being mostly yin essence core cultivators. Some even claimed that it accepted monsters from the ghost realm, including the Ghost Emperor and Ghost King.

Though these were just rumors, no one had confirmed their veracity.

The Lingyun Sect, with its formidable strength, was a significant force in the world of cultivation.
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As time passed, the celestial omens grew more intense. The howling of the dark wind became louder and more ferocious. By noon, a vast area of tens of miles around was plunged into darkness, so thick that one could not see their own hand.

Innumerable阴气 rushed towards the desolate mountain, causing the ground to tremble violently. Sand and stones flew everywhere, and the entire area was filled with dark winds and corpse stench...

Lin Xuan sighed deeply. His face showed no joy; instead, his brows were furrowed even deeper.

After about a quarter of an incense stick's time had passed, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped his true void output, but the ghostly mist enveloping the young girl began to churn violently. Various runes flickered and then vanished.

Next, like a whale drinking water, the ghostly mist was drawn into the girl’s body. The black aura dissipated, revealing Mo’er's face.

Her face remained as beautiful as ever, but her brows were etched with fatigue. She had failed to form an infant spirit core, and disappointment filled her expression.

She cast a glance at Lin Xuan before lowering her chin.

"Alright, little miss, there’s no need to be so downcast. The path of immortals is perilous, and forming an infant spirit core is even more difficult. It's normal to fail once; let’s just consider it experience for the future," Lin Xuan smiled, not reproaching Mo’er but instead offering words of encouragement.

"It was my fault."

"Come now, I’ve already told you not to worry about it. There are people coming this way."

Lin Xuan suddenly looked surprised and raised his head to gaze at the sky on his left.

Mo’er turned her head as well, but saw nothing unusual. She then released her spiritual sense and felt two streams of energy rapidly approaching them.

Condensation core cultivators!

"Master, someone is coming," Mo’er said.

Indeed, Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed in surprise. "Correct. And they are ghost cultivators."

To be honest, the presence of several ghost cultivators was not unexpected given the size of the celestial omen Mo’er had just summoned, which covered a radius of dozens of miles. However, it was somewhat unusual for ghost cultivators to appear here.

After all, the path of ghosts was merely one branch of the cultivation sects, and few chose this path. Even fewer were experts in it.

The former Great Demon Sovereign had reached the late infant spirit stage, but apart from him, there weren’t many experts in the ghost path within the demon sect.

Since that great land beyond the sky had traversed through, not only was Yanzhou declining, but even the cultivation world of Youzhou was waning. The resources for cultivation were too scarce compared to other states and regions, causing many sects and families to move far away.

In such a situation, two ghost cultivators appeared in this desolate place, both at the condensation core stage. This was indeed strange.

However, if it had been any other time, Lin Xuan, with his cautious nature, would have quietly retreated, avoiding unnecessary trouble. He didn’t want to get involved in random troubles out of curiosity.

But now, as an infant spirit mid-stage cultivator, he no longer needed to be overly cautious. After a moment’s thought, the master and servant did not retreat but instead concealed their aura.

After a short while, two streaks of light appeared before them—gray and white, with a faintly eerie quality. They moved swiftly and arrived at the top of the desolate mountain in just an incense stick's time.

The concealment lights stopped, revealing a middle-aged cultivator and a plump old man.

Of course, they were the two ghost cultivators from Linghun Valley.

"Hmm, judging by this scene, it doesn’t seem like there’s any extraordinary treasure. Perhaps we misjudged," said the middle-aged man, frowning as he looked at the gradually weakening dark aura and spoke with a displeased expression.

"Humph, my brother has always said that since we have important matters to attend to, we should avoid unnecessary complications. If you insist on staying, now that there are no treasures, let’s just return," sighed the plump old man, his voice tinged with resentment.

"Wait, we’ve come this far, so why rush? Although the celestial omen is about to disappear, such an anomaly must have a reason behind it. Even if there are no treasures, something else might be present. It would be a pity to leave now," the middle-aged man shook his head and spoke with disdain.

"Junior brother, don’t meddle…" The old man felt uneasy just being here, as it made him feel uncomfortable.

Before he could finish speaking, a faint voice echoed in their ears: "The friend you mentioned is correct. Since we’ve come this far, there’s no need to rush off. We should clarify some matters."

The voice was ethereal and seemed to come from an unknown direction. The two condensation core cultivators were startled and quickly placed their hands on their storage bags, showing a wary expression.

They simultaneously released their spiritual senses to search the surroundings, but Lin Xuan’s concealment techniques were too subtle for these two minor condensation core cultivators to discern. Their efforts were in vain.

"Who are you? Hiding like this; if you have any guts, show yourself," said the middle-aged man, his face pale with saliva dripping from his mouth.

He then raised a triangular shield and it rapidly expanded, blocking him.

The plump old man did something similar, taking out a gray sword from his storage bag.

"Humph, clearly your cultivation level is too low to penetrate my movements. A mere junior dare to argue here?" The mocking voice entered their ears as two figures appeared ten feet away on the left side of them.

A young man in a green robe, unremarkable and unassuming, stood beside him. Ten beautiful girls surrounded him, each with a radiant smile that almost blinded one’s eyes.

However, when the plump cultivator saw this pair, his face changed dramatically.

"You… you are an infant spirit stage cultivator?"

Although Lin Xuan concealed his spiritual power, the pressure he exerted was formidable and not something a condensation core cultivator could possess. Moreover, as a disciple of Linghun Valley, he knew everything about the underworld realm. He immediately recognized that the young girl before him, despite her beauty, was nothing but a spirit body.

"Humph, your eyes are sharp; it seems you’re not from some minor sect either. I will report your sect to you. Lin Xuan has many acquaintances, and perhaps we know each other’s seniors," said Lin Xuan with a faint smile.

Of course, this was all nonsense, but his intention was to probe their identities further.

The plump man seemed more mature and cautious; upon hearing Lin Xuan's words, he showed some hesitation in his eyes. However, the middle-aged man spoke quickly: "We are both officials of Linghun Valley. We offer our respects to you, sir. Please give us any instructions, and we will do our best."

"What? Linghun Valley?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. He wasn’t just a newcomer; in recent days, he had learned much about the Twelve States from Baixuan Pavilion. Linghun Valley was one of the seven major sects, with enough power to rival Liyao Palace. There were over ten infant spirit stage cultivators within their sect, and even some late-stage experts.

Their main hall was in Yunzhou, so why would they be here in this desolate place?

Lin Xuan’s mind was filled with many questions, but his expression softened.

The two condensation core cultivators had been watching him closely. They exchanged glances and breathed a sigh of relief, feeling fortunate that their sect was indeed famous enough to make an infant spirit stage cultivator take notice.

The middle-aged man smiled, while the plump old man still felt uneasy. He bowed deeply: "Sir, if you have any further instructions, I will not dare to refuse."

"Good, those are your words," Lin Xuan smiled.

The plump old man was taken aback; he had only intended a polite response, but now it seemed the other party truly wanted him to comply. He inwardly groaned but faced an infant spirit stage cultivator and couldn’t afford to break his word. Reluctantly, he said: "To serve you is my honor, but I fear my low power might cause trouble..."

"Don't worry; this task will be within your capabilities," Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows.

Before the plump old man could finish speaking, Lin Xuan extended his right hand and flicked his fingers. Two sword lights shot out, expanding as they met the wind to form a dozen feet in length, like a mountain pressing down on them, cutting towards both of them with force.

To be honest, he had no grudge against Linghun Valley, but their appearance here was too strange. Although it wasn’t likely targeting Baixuan Pavilion, for safety’s sake, it was better to investigate further.

However, Lin Xuan knew that if he asked politely, the other party wouldn’t cooperate and would use lies as an excuse. Given this, it might be better to directly use soul probing techniques. After all, in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed, and Lin Xuan was not one to show mercy or hesitation.
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In the blink of an eye, Lin Xuan had gone from a kind-faced man to someone who could turn his face as cold as ice. Two condensation core cultivators naturally reacted with shock and fear. After seeing the dazzling sword light, their expressions turned into a mix of rage and terror.

Anger and fear mingled together, but they certainly wouldn't sit idly by. The short, plump elder's complexion was ashen, but after a moment’s hesitation, he extended his right hand, sending out a black aura that entered Shao Huaishan's body. A grotesque ghost face appeared on the surface of his immortal sword.

Then, the aura surged skyward...

"Treasure of Fierce Spirit?" Lin Xuan said with some surprise. The so-called treasure of fierce spirit was akin to an entity spirit, but instead of containing a beast’s soul, it sealed the spirits of fallen cultivators.

It was rumored that such treasures were even more powerful than ordinary entity spirits, but only ghost cultivators could wield them.

After the elder's finger struck out, he transformed into a streak of light and fled backward at incredible speed. Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing some approval. The man had risked his own life support to escape, which was indeed commendable.

Unfortunately, it was all in vain! Seeing that the treasure of fierce spirit couldn't withstand his sword attack, Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, and a green aura enveloped Mo Huaishan as he shot forward.

Two days later, a vast mountain came into view. Lin Xuan slowed down and stopped mid-air.

Before him was the Qinyin Mountains, one of the two most perilous regions in Youzhou alongside the Ten Thousand Great Mountains. Even cultivators would hesitate to enter this place without good reason.

In the case of the Qinyin Mountains, while the outer areas had been explored by many, they were mostly safe for low-rank disciples and base condensation core cultivators who could avoid dangerous beasts. They could hunt and gather resources like bones and furs from various creatures, which often fetched some crystals.

However, this wasn't a place of safety. Many cultivators fell victim to the dangers within each year, becoming food for the beasts. The law of the jungle was evident in these woods.

Beyond the outer areas, after crossing a significant mountain, no one had ventured into the inner regions. Even groups of base condensation core cultivators usually ended up as prey. Legend said that countless denizens of the fourth stage and above dwelled within those dense forests, requiring at least an advanced condensation core to navigate safely.

Yet, in thousands of years, few advanced condensation core cultivators dared to enter. They weren’t looking for trouble; unless they had a divine-grade treasure, no one would willingly challenge the denizens of the fourth stage and above.

It was known that creatures below the third stage couldn't match their peers, but those at the fourth stage usually outmatched even advanced condensation core cultivators in terms of intelligence and strength.

Moreover, humans and beasts didn’t get along. Although there were no deep-seated grudges, if one side gained an upper hand, they would mercilessly wipe out any invaders.

However, exceptions existed. The Mo Yue tribe could reside in the inner regions because their ancestors had some unresolved issues with higher-stage beasts.

Nevertheless, even so, they couldn't venture outside their territory without risking attacks from those beasts.

Fortunately, the Qinyin Mountains were vast, and after a defeat, the Mo Yue tribe’s population was small. The territories allocated to them were sufficient for their survival and reproduction.

Due to this unique environment, the region wasn’t affected by the ghostly calamity that swept through Youzhou.

If all the beasts in these woods emerged, they would likely surpass the native cultivators of Youzhou in strength.

Lin Xuan knew he had to enter differently from before. Back then, he had accidentally entered through a teleportation array, but now, he needed to use his own abilities to sneak in. If discovered, it wouldn’t be a big issue; beasts were naturally fierce, but they likely wouldn’t provoke an advanced condensation core cultivator like himself.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan transformed into a faint streak of gray light and delved deeper.

Though his concealment technique slowed him down, he also avoided many troubles.

Lin Xuan didn't know that at this moment, some 10,000 miles away, inside another entrance to the Qinyin Mountains, in an unremarkable grove, dozens of black-robed cultivators gathered. Each one exuded a heavy aura; all were ghost cultivators.

Among them were condensation core and base condensation core cultivators, but three stood out with their imposing presence—advanced condensation core cultivators.

On the left was a woman in imperial attire, though her clothes remained black. Her appearance was decent enough, not beautiful, but her eyes were blood red, with an eerie light flickering within them. Just looking at her could make one shiver.

Beside her stood a bald man in animal skin and painted face, resembling some primitive tribe’s savage. Yet his cultivation level surpassed that of the bizarrely dressed woman—advanced condensation core stage.

The last person was completely different; he appeared to be around forty years old with three long strands of beard, looking extremely refined. Wearing a white scholar's robe, he seemed like someone preparing for an imperial examination.

He had a gentle demeanor and was the most human-like among all the cultivators present.

But as the saying goes, one shouldn't judge a book by its cover. While others exuded a heavy aura from practicing ghost techniques, this seemingly human-like figure was actually a monster from the Netherworld.

However, his cultivation level was too high; he had condensed his spirit to form a new physical body.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would recognize him and be furious. He had nearly died several times at the hands of this monster, who was...
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Brother Qiu. What's going on with Master Li and his disciples? It has already been half an hour since we were supposed to meet up, yet they are still nowhere to be seen. Could it be that we have to wait here for them as senior masters?” The woman in a palace-style robe looked at the sky impatiently.

"Um... " The bald man's face showed some embarrassment: "They should have arrived by now. Perhaps something delayed them on their way?"

"Hmph, delay. This mission was personally given by the sect leader. Two low-ranking condensation core cultivators, could they possibly not give it their all and do something else?"

"Haha. Sister, you misunderstand my meaning. I meant to say that Master Li and his disciples might have encountered danger, which forced them to be delayed," said the bald man, despite being one of the three old monsters with the highest cultivation, he seemed to have a slight fear of the woman in the palace robe.

"Danger?" The woman's eyebrows raised as if she wanted to say more. But昊天鬼帝 suddenly chuckled and spoke: "Fair Lady Jade Immortal, we haven't seen any phoenixes so far. We need to wait until the mission is completed before discussing rewards."

The two old monsters exchanged glances, then the bald man followed them.

Seeing the elders leave, the other ghost cultivators didn’t dare delay and entered the Qinyin Mountains one by one.

In the vast forest, only昊天鬼帝 was left alone.

His face no longer showed any smile; it had become extremely gloomy.

During the Great Calamity in Youzhou, their ghosts had already gained an overwhelming advantage, and the extermination of humans seemed inevitable. However, human calculations were outmatched by heaven's will. Just as the cultivators in Youzhou were about to run out of strength, a great anomaly began, and a group from another human world mysteriously appeared and merged with Youzhou.

Although this place was considered resource-poor by them, they couldn’t just watch as ghosts wreaked havoc on their own kind. So, under the leadership of seven major forces, various sects and families sent cultivators to aid in the extermination of ghosts. Although most were merely showings of strength, there were still dozens of婴灵 (immortal embryo) cultivators participating. The disparity in power meant that the ghosts had no chance of resistance.

Two ghost lords died on the spot.

Although妙天鬼帝 didn’t perish immediately, he was severely injured and managed to escape using a strange teleportation technique. However, several other infant immortals pursued him relentlessly, making his situation dire.

Of the four ghost emperors, only昊天 escaped safely.

This wasn’t because he had the highest cultivation; rather, he was cunning and ruthless. Seeing that the situation was hopeless, he immediately used flattery to trick the other three ghost emperors into becoming cannon fodder while he made a clean getaway.

However, danger still loomed...

With even a ghost emperor falling, the other ghosts scattered like birds fleeing from a cat. Humans understood the principle of eradicating evil completely and sent cultivators to hunt down the ghosts. Although昊天’s powers were formidable, he had several close calls with infant immortals.

This was unacceptable; he needed a place to hide.

But now that ghosts were everywhere, where could he find shelter?昊天 turned his gaze towards the厉魂谷 (Valley of Soulless).

As one of the seven major sects, the厉魂谷’s strength was unquestionable. The key was that it was a ghost sect—human cultivators who practiced ghost techniques.

However, while humans were welcome, the sect also accepted monsters from the阴司界 (Underworld Realm), and even had a ghost emperor among its members.

Other sects might have complaints, but given the strength of the厉魂谷, no one dared to provoke it.

After all, regardless of whether they were Taoists, Buddhists, or Confucians, they merely practiced different cultivation techniques. What righteousness or virtue was there in doing something that wasn’t beneficial?

昊天鬼帝 after much hardship finally arrived in Yunzhou and joined the厉魂谷. However, his situation here was far from satisfactory. Not only did he not receive any respect from the infant immortals, but even the ghost emperors within the sect looked down on him.

A defeated general cannot speak of bravery. Anger welled up in昊天's heart, but his face remained impassive. Small-mindedness can ruin great plans. With his cunning, he buried all insults deep in his mind and waited for this opportunity to arise. The elder was about to breakthrough into the realm of union, needing a condensation core phoenix’s essence as an aid, but it couldn’t be found.

Recalling his encounter with the Phoenix Immortal during the chaos in Youzhou, he devised a two-pronged plan: to seek revenge and gain access to the Qinyin Mountains without using her token.

A sinister smile played on his lips. He transformed into a grayish-white light and vanished into the forest.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan, though aware of several infant immortals in the厉魂谷 through soul-searching techniques, didn’t know their intentions or that his old rival, Elder Great Heaven, was also among them.

He had already ventured deep into the Qinyin Mountains for thousands of miles and entered unexplored regions. His transformed light flickered, becoming darker as he fully activated his concealment technique. However, this slowed him down.

It didn’t matter; over sixty years had passed, so Lin Xuan wasn’t in a rush. Although he was now an intermediate infant immortal, he still needed to be cautious here.

"Master, I remember that the fairy gave you an amulet last time and said it would protect you from condensation core beasts," Mo'er asked curiously.

"I know this, but back then, I didn’t want to rely on her protection. Now that I’m a full infant immortal, do I still need her token to visit old friends? Without it, the small Qinyin Mountains are no obstacle for me," Lin Xuan said with a slight arrogance.

"Master, that’s not what I meant. But..."

Mo'er was curious; she knew Lin Xuan well enough to understand his character—always acting in self-interest and avoiding unnecessary trouble. Using such a clumsy method when it could be easier contradicted his usual approach, so Mo'er scrutinized him closely.

Silent as the grave, Lin Xuan didn’t reveal what he was thinking. Despite his casual words, he wasn’t careless. After a moment’s hesitation, he slowed down and stopped. He then formed hand seals and continuously waved them, creating a shimmering silver light that enveloped him.

This was a secret technique from the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance, which could mimic condensation core beasts. However, it required significant spiritual energy, so Lin Xuan hadn’t intended to use it. But soon after entering unexplored areas, he encountered several groups of three-stage beasts in just an hour’s time.

Despite their low rank, this made him more cautious. He wasn’t afraid of these small creatures but realized that the Qinyin Mountains had far more beasts than expected, making his attempt to sneak in more difficult. Many beasts possessed strange abilities that could potentially detect his spells.

Thus, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and used the secret technique from the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance. This method was safer.

Transforming into a condensation core beast, Lin Xuan encountered no obstacles as he moved through the mountains for several days until he reached the heart of the Qinyin Mountains.

Logically, there should be more beasts here, but instead, lower-tier creatures were gradually disappearing.

Lin Xuan felt relieved; he knew he had finally arrived at the territory of the Moony Clan.
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Revisiting the old place, Lin Xuan's mood was different. Last time, he had no choice but to infiltrate the Mo Yue Clan, and fortunately, after much hardship, he managed to gain a lot of benefits. Besides mastering the secret technique of the Azure Illusionary Flame, he also cultivated his Spirit Root. Otherwise, with all those pills he ingested, it was still uncertain whether he could reach this level in cultivation.

This time, however, it was to fulfill a promise made to the Immortal Demon Supreme Lord. Lin Xuan admired few people in his life, and this reverse-fate-level witch counted as one of them.

Recalling the past, he had condensed his Golden Core at just over twenty years old. The speed was astonishing, leaving many speechless. Later, during his training in Youzhou, he took pleasure in settling scores. Eventually, he provoked the True Immortal of Azure Cloud Mountain to intervene.

At that time, the Immortal Demon Supreme Lord was only at the Condensation Core stage. Yet, facing a powerful Incarnation Stage expert, he remained unafraid and engaged in battle for several days until both were severely injured.

Such matters would be hard to believe, but even though Lin Xuan could challenge an Incarnation Stage cultivator when his Golden Core was fully matured, it wasn't due to any extraordinary abilities. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have stood a chance against such powerful opponents, despite their similar cultivation levels, as the difference in power and techniques was vast.

A small margin made all the difference; challenging higher ranks was not unheard of but required careful planning. Lin Xuan sank his divine consciousness into the jade scroll, and an elaborate map instantly appeared in his mind.

Unlike the Qin Clan in Youzhou, Mo Yue was a nomadic tribe that scattered across various tribes. Even after fleeing to the Ku Yin Mountains, this custom remained unchanged. With their territory vast enough for survival, only about one hundred thousand people lived here, making it neither too crowded nor sparse.

Numerous tribes were scattered throughout this region, with the Poplar Tribe having over ten thousand inhabitants. In Youzhou, that number was insignificant, but in Mo Yue, it was a medium-sized tribe. The recent ghostly calamity had not affected them, and after years of recuperation, there were now more than a hundred witches.

To the west and north, two other tribes with populations of about fifty thousand and seventy thousand respectively also existed. Despite being from different tribes, they had lived side by side for many years, forming good relations among themselves.

In their trading area, various goods were exchanged, and over time, a market began to form. While most businesses targeted ordinary people, there were several shops catering specifically to witches, similar to the markets of cultivators.

It was not unusual in Mo Yue that witches lived alongside ordinary people, so the integration between the market and the bazaar made sense. The largest among these was the Poplar Residence.

One morning, as the sun rose, many shops had yet to open when a voice filled with anger and shock echoed from within the Poplar Residence. Its volume was so loud that it could be heard several dozen meters away.

Many people looked surprised and approached the residence. Soon after, several witches arrived, causing others to disperse. But news quickly spread that the Poplar Residence had been burgled last night.

People exchanged glances, almost thinking they were hearing things. After all, a Condensation Core witch was stationed in this market every night, sleeping right at the Poplar Residence. According to one of the witches, he heard nothing unusual. How could this be? Only three Incarnation Stage witches, who were the leaders of their tribes, had such abilities.

But why would they risk their reputations for petty theft?

Fortunately, the stolen items weren’t many: a simple witch’s robe, a few unimportant jade scrolls, and some rare herbs. The only thing that mattered was the value of those herbs.

Despite this, the witches were still surprised by the audacity of the thief. If they had entered, why didn't they steal everything? Regardless, no clues were found, so the matter was left unresolved.

Meanwhile, about twenty miles away from the Poplar Residence market, in a secluded forest, a young man dressed as a witch held an jade scroll and sank his divine consciousness into it.

Although he wore a witch’s robe, his features and physique clearly belonged to Lin Xuan. While eliminating the mixed-matter old ancestor shouldn’t be too difficult, Lin Xuan wouldn't rashly enter their stronghold. After all, that guy outsmarted the Immortal Demon Supreme Lord; his intelligence was formidable. Against such cunning opponents, even with an advantage in strength, one must remain cautious.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided to impersonate a low-rank witch and sneak into their territory undetected. This required a disguise and some jade scrolls for information gathering on Mo Yue’s changes over the past decades.

Initially, it was just a casual idea, but seeing the contents of the scroll shocked him. Fortunately, he had taken this scroll; otherwise, he might have faced difficulties due to Mo Yue's changes.

Recalling his last visit, when the mixed-matter old ancestor was only an Incarnation Stage witch, now there were two new ones: Yun Feng from the Rainbow Ring Tribe and Miao Youfairy maiden from the Silver Phoenix Tribe. Both had been famous witches in Mo Yue’s past. Lin Xuan had seen them at a witchcraft conference.

The Rainbow Ring and Silver Phoenix tribes ranked second only to the Azure Moon Tribe. Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, pondering. Although they were peak Condensation Core witches back then, condensing an Incarnation Core was much harder than expected. Could their rapid advancement be due to some extraordinary circumstances?

After a while, Lin Xuan shook his head. What did it matter if they had such opportunities? It didn’t concern him.

His purpose here was to use the mixed-matter old ancestor’s essence as blood sacrifice. While three Incarnation Stage witches were formidable, he wouldn't engage them directly. He could wait for an opportunity to strike and eliminate the mixed-matter old ancestor before escaping.

With a sinister smile on his face, Lin Xuan returned the jade scroll to his storage bag and flew towards Ku Yin City at high speed. Since he was impersonating a low-rank witch, he moved slowly, planning to act according to circumstances. He wasn't in a hurry.

In Ku Yin City, the Heaven Star Palace served as the mixed-matter old ancestor’s residence. Indeed, most high-rank witches likely lived here too. However, Yun Feng and Miao Youfairy maiden, though present, spent most of their time in their own tribes rather than this palace.

This was normal; while relations among witches were generally harmonious compared to cultivators, there was still competition. The mixed-matter old ancestor’s betrayal of his senior brother proved that. Since the advancement of two new Incarnation Stage witches a decade ago, ordinary witches and common people in Mo Yue rejoiced, believing it was divine favor. However, some high-rank figures noticed a subtle change in relations among the three tribes.

Logically, Ku Yin Tribe was the largest, but Rainbow Ring and Silver Phoenix could not compare. Yun Feng and Miao Youfairy maiden had just advanced, stabilizing their Incarnation Core, making them unable to compete with the mixed-matter old ancestor at his peak stage. However, they were previously romantically involved, and now that both were Incarnates, they had become dual cultivation partners.
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Brothers in heart, their strength can cut through anything! The couple worked together. Although they had only recently advanced, the Ancestral Demon Sovereign felt a significant threat. Both parties maintained an appearance of harmony while secretly engaging in constant covert struggles. However, things were not yet at a breaking point.

Thus, Yunfeng and Miao You naturally did not reside in the Quyue City.

Both sides maintained a fragile balance.

However, this balance was fragile and would become increasingly unfavorable to the Ancestral Demon Sovereign over time.

After all, he was an isolated figure. Although he had some loyal followers, they were at most at the Condensation Core stage, making them useless in conflicts against the婴灵 Stage. As their cultivation stabilized, the scales of advantage began tilting towards the other party.

To regain the upper hand, he had two options: one was to break through his bottleneck and advance successfully, thereby facing only two initial-stage cultivators with a mid-stage cultivation level, ensuring victory without doubt.

The second option was to seek help. As long as there was another cultivator of the same level secretly assisting him, defeating Yunfeng and Miao You would not be too difficult using his divine powers.

However, the first option seemed unlikely in the short term.

Cultivation was hard work, especially towards the end. The Ancestral Demon Sovereign had condensed his婴灵 over several hundred years. Despite much effort, he reached the initial stage's peak but got stuck at a bottleneck for ten years without progress. He couldn't blame anyone else.

"Brother, there is no need to explain. Since it was the old monster Black Tiger who personally came here, your disturbance during my seclusion isn't wrong. I don’t hold any grudge against you," he waved his hand dismissively.

"Thank you, Master!" The black-robed demon smiled in relief.

He then led the Ancestral Demon Sovereign to a guest room. The room was small but elegantly furnished with flowers on the windowsill and paintings hanging on the walls, giving it an air of refinement.

Inside sat a high-stage demon with an impatient expression.

This creature stood unusually tall, over two meters in height if he stood up. He had long ears and green eyes, his black hair messy and unkempt. Despite his ugly appearance, his demeanor was extremely fierce, making one frown upon seeing him.

Despite the presence of two demons serving them, they kept their distance from this demon.

"What's with that old fellow Ancestral Demon? What a big show! I've been here for half an hour, and he still hasn't shown up. If he doesn’t come out soon, I’ll burn your Starlight Palace," the demon said while savagely eating roasted chicken.

"Please calm down, Senior. My master…" one of the demons wiped his forehead with sweat and smiled apologetically. Before he could finish speaking, a cold voice interrupted: "Hmph! Black Tiger friend is truly imposing and intimidating. But just waiting for an old man for a moment has you so worked up? Although the Starlight Palace can’t match your Black Tiger Cave, it’s still my ancestor's legacy. You can't burn it at will."

The words had barely left his mouth when a tall demon appeared before them. It was none other than Ancestral Demon. The two mid-stage cultivators sighed in relief and quietly retreated.

Ancestral Demon Sovereign scanned the demon with his eyes, raising an eyebrow with a look of shock mixed with envy: "When did you advance to the middle stage? This is truly something to be rejoiced."

"Spit it out," the Black Tiger Demon spat. His action stunned Ancestral Demon Sovereign, who looked surprised.

"What are you saying? Although we humans and demons have different paths, pursuing immortality is the same for both of us. Every step in cultivation brings us closer to that goal. What could be more joyous than advancing to the middle stage of transformation?"

Ancestral Demon Sovereign's soothing words did not bring much comfort to Black Tiger Demon. He sighed with a sense of melancholy: "What use is advancement? Even if I can truly achieve immortality, she still doesn’t show me any respect."

"贱人?" Ancestral Demon Sovereign was utterly confused but, as an astute and cunning individual, he guessed the demon's expression indicated something. However, his mind was filled with absurdity: "Could this old demon have fallen in love?"

The two had known each other for a century, both not being good people. Their so-called friendship was merely mutual exploitation. Hearing Black Tiger Demon’s rambling, Ancestral Demon Sovereign's eyes narrowed as an eerie light flickered in his eyes before quickly vanishing.

"Old friend, tell me what happened and see if I can help," he said warmly.

"To the west of here, about ten million miles away, there is a mountain called Cangming. Have you heard of it?"

"Cangming Mountain?" Ancestral Demon Sovereign frowned as he thought deeply before slowly replying: "I haven’t been there, but our clan’s records mention it. It's said to be dangerous with countless ravines and gorges in the Quyue Mountains. Apart from demons, many unknown dangers lurk there. Why did you suddenly bring up this place?"

"Humph! Cangming Mountain is indeed perilous, but not as described," Black Tiger Demon frowned.

"Transformation-stage demon? So, the demon veins of Cangming Mountain are also good. Then, why did you get into a conflict with its ruler?" Ancestral Demon Sovereign asked, his eyes moving.

"It wasn’t a conflict." Black Tiger Demon shook his head: "I fell in love with its ruler."

"Ah?" Despite his guesses, Ancestral Demon Sovereign’s face showed shock. "Could the other party be female?"

"Yes, it's a mid-stage transformation-stage peacock. She is breathtakingly beautiful, and I did fall for her," Black Tiger Demon explained.

He recounted his story, which was indeed coincidental. His territory was far from Cangming Mountain. However, during an excursion, he encountered the Fairy Peacock returning from Youzhou.

Upon seeing her, Black Tiger Demon was immediately struck dumb with admiration, bowing before her and starting a persistent pursuit to become her dual cultivation partner.

Unfortunately, despite his persistence, Fairy Peacock showed no interest, rejecting him outright.

However, the stubborn demon didn’t give up. He continued pestering her until she finally had to use divine powers to drive him away. In those ten years, Fairy Peacock advanced to mid-stage while he remained at the initial stage's peak. The outcome was clear: he lost.

Despite her dislike for him, Fairy Peacock spared his life out of respect as a fellow demon.

With no other choice, Black Tiger Demon could only return dejectedly.

But he wasn’t giving up. As a demon with considerable strength, he lacked the agility to change his fate easily. He believed that Fairy Peacock rejected him because she felt he was not powerful enough, inferior to her in cultivation.

If he advanced to mid-stage, perhaps she would reconsider.

With this one-sided hope, he began secluding himself for intensive cultivation.

His sole goal was to break through the bottleneck.

According to common sense, this should have been extremely difficult. Otherwise, Ancestral Demon Sovereign wouldn’t be stuck at a bottleneck.

But as the saying goes, fools sometimes have good luck. Perhaps it was his good fortune that he succeeded in advancing after only sixty years.

After entering the mid-stage, his joy was evident. Once his cultivation stabilized, he returned to Cangming Mountain hoping for success this time. However, from start to finish, it was all a one-sided hope. Fairy Peacock had no feelings for him and would never agree to marry him. They ended up in a heated argument before finally resorting to combat.

As both mid-stage demons, with Fairy Peacock having advanced ten years earlier and possessing the bloodline of a celestial bird, the outcome was predictable: Black Tiger Demon fled in defeat once again.

After hearing the story, Ancestral Demon Sovereign was stunned. He felt elated, looking down on this demon who wasted his time on trivial matters instead of focusing on cultivation. As a high-stage cultivator, he should have been dedicated to seeking immortality rather than engaging in such nonsense. Such creatures were nothing but fools.

However, upon reflection, the foolishness of the tiger demon allowed him to break through and advance to mid-stage transformation. Yet Ancestral Demon Sovereign was stuck at this stage despite his single-minded pursuit of the Way. It was utterly unjust.

Jealousy flashed in his eyes, yet he maintained a facade: "Brother, what do you want from me? I can’t persuade Fairy Peacock to change her mind."
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"I know you can't persuade Fairy Peacock, but I still need your help. Please don't be stingy with your friends; I will certainly reward you handsomely."

"Oh, what do you need me to do?" the Primordial Monarch's face showed a hint of suspicion.

Could outsiders possibly interfere in matters of love?

"Informant, have you heard about a special pill called 'Harmony Pill'? Just by letting one drop of blood and recognizing it as your master, then giving it to someone of the opposite sex, that person will fall in love with you unconditionally. Is this true?"

"How do you know?" The Primordial Monarch was taken aback, lifting his head suddenly. Although Harmony Pill might be useless to him, it was a highly secretive matter within the Moon Shadow Clan, known by very few. This old monster's information network must be impeccable; could one of his subordinates have betrayed him?

The Primordial Monarch frowned in thought.

"I don't need you to doubt me. I just happened to hear about this news. Since there is no falsehood here, please give me a pill."

"It wouldn't hurt to give it to you. However, even if you obtain the item and can't defeat Fairy Peacock, it will still be useless," the Primordial Monarch said with rolling eyes.

"I've already considered this. I alone am not enough, but if we work together, defeating Fairy Peacock is no longer impossible."

"What? You want me to help you?"

"Of course. As they say, save a man and save him all the way; send a Buddha to the West. Since you gave me the Harmony Pill, why should I hesitate to lend a hand once?"

"But, it's not that simple. Fairy Peacock is a mid-stage transformed creature, with celestial bird bloodline, and has some connection to the divine phoenix of the Upper Realm. Her strength is beyond measure; why would I want to make an enemy out of such a formidable opponent?"

"Your words are wrong. After taking the Harmony Pill, Fairy Peacock will become my dual cultivation partner. She won't resent past events, so where's your enemy?"

"What if we fail? I've said that the mid-stage transformed creature's abilities are extraordinary; what if we don't succeed?" The Primordial Monarch shook his head like a rattle, clearly disbelieving.

"We won't. Since I asked for your help, I have full confidence and will never fail. Although I can't defeat her, our Black Tiger Clan is also an exotic beast with comparable abilities. With your assistance, we'll definitely capture that girl," the Black Tiger Demon King said confidently, patting his chest.

Even if what you say is true, what price do you offer for me to help? Capturing a mid-stage transformed celestial bird and bringing it alive—this isn't an easy task at all."

The Primordial Monarch spoke slowly.

"Haha. I agree with your terms; rest assured, I'm straightforward. You helped me greatly, so how could I not reward you in return? Once this succeeds, you'll be my trusted friend. No matter what hardships come our way, I won't flinch," the Black Tiger Demon King said enthusiastically.

"But, your words sound good, but empty promises mean nothing to me. I want tangible benefits for my help; no need to waste words on guarantees," the Primordial Monarch replied.

"What? You don't trust me?"

Anger flashed across the Black Tiger Demon King's face, but after looking at his opponent, he lowered his head: "Alright, as you say, what do you need from me?"

"Don't worry; I have no big appetite. Since you're willing to help me take on Fairy Peacock, I only need your assistance once."

"Oh, the Moon Shadow Clan isn't isolated. Could there be enemies here in Holy Yin Mountains?" The Black Tiger Demon King was surprised and asked curiously.

"It's simple: I want the lives of the two senior elders, Rainbow Ring and Silver Phoenix," the Primordial Monarch said with a sinister expression.

"What? You're not from the same clan, and witches are forbidden to kill each other, right?" The Black Tiger Demon King was startled, hesitantly speaking. He almost thought his opponent was joking until he saw the murderous look in the Primordial Monarch's eyes.

"I don't care about your clan; just tell me if you agree with this condition."

"Of course not," the corners of the Black Tiger Demon King's mouth curled into a cruel smile. Although he was simple-minded, as a mid-stage transformed creature, he was also ruthless and callous. A few lives were nothing; as long as Fairy Peacock favored him, even if the Primordial Monarch slaughtered his own clan, it wouldn't matter to him.

"I can agree with you, but first, capture Fairy Peacock for me."

"Why, shouldn't we fulfill my condition first? We're close to Rainbow Ring's territory," the Primordial Monarch frowned.

"Humph! You are so ruthless; even willing to kill your own clan's Incarnate Witch. I'm not sure if I can trust you!" The Black Tiger Demon King wasn't a fool; his fear of the Primordial Monarch's methods made him wary, so he couldn't afford to be careless.

Hearing these unmasked words, the Primordial Monarch laughed bitterly. What could he say? He nodded: "Alright, as you wish."

"Let's not waste time and get moving," the Black Tiger Demon King rubbed his hands excitedly, his eyes glowing red.

"Humph! Why so eager? Wait until I take the Harmony Pill first," the Primordial Monarch said.

The Black Tiger Demon King, despite his thick skin, blushed slightly. He chuckled awkwardly, scratching his head with his right hand.

The Primordial Monarch remained calm on the surface but inwardly cursed him a fool. With a wave of his sleeve, a flame flew out—clearly a sound transmission talisman.

Just after a meal's time, an Incarnate Witch respectfully brought a box. Opening it, inside was an jade bowl with a pink pill the size of a lychee.

This was Harmony Pill.

The origin of this item had its own story and even involved demons and monsters.

In ancient times, Qin Clan, Moon Shadow Clan, and even demons lived in Youzhou. Of course, there were alsomonster race (yao zue).

Later, an Incarnate Witch alchemist from the Moon Shadow Clan encountered a female demon while searching for celestial herbs. They fought over a precious herb, leading to a fierce battle.

As they say, no fighting, no friendship. The Incarnate Witch eventually fell in love with the female demon he had fought against. Demons could be grotesque or beautiful like humans; among them, there were indeed some stunning beauties.

This female demon was one of those beautiful ones.
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Unfortunately, a flower's intention meets no water's. Poor Senior Moon Ink, just a one-sided affection. The female demoness showed no gratitude and even harbored murderous intentions when entangled by him.

Thankfully, the senior's supernatural abilities were formidable enough to save his life; he did not perish.

Though his cultivation had reached the Spirit婴期, his nature was stubborn, and he was hopelessly in love. After recovering from his injuries, instead of using his wisdom sword to sever emotional ties, he became even more ensnared by them.

However, he wasn't stupid. He understood that pursuing such a path would lead nowhere. What should he do?

To be honest, apart from his infatuation, this senior's talent was truly unparalleled in the realm of cultivation arts.

Not only had he reached the Spirit婴期, but his expertise in alchemy was also profound.

In the myriad skills of cultivation, alchemy itself is incredibly mysterious. Many spirit pills have effects that are almost miraculous. Could a pill be created to make someone fall madly in love with him?

This was a bold idea, sounding absurd at first glance. But after over a century of painstaking research, a pill called "Harmony Pill" finally came into being.

With this item, the senior finally fulfilled his wish, embracing the beauty and living together as lovers with the female demoness.

Although this pill was miraculous, in the eyes of ordinary cultivators, it was merely a useless trifle. Cultivate to live forever—why would anyone seek out such a partner through alchemy?

After countless years of refinement, despite only one Harmony Pill surviving, Primordial Essence Patriarch did not care and easily handed it over.

However, in the eyes of Black Tiger Demon King, this pill held immense value. He carefully wrapped the Harmony Pill in a silk cloth, treating it as if it were more precious than any elixir that could enhance power or break through barriers.

Primordial Essence Patriarch couldn't help but inwardly curse him as "foolish." However, on the surface, he was very enthusiastic. Although he looked down upon Black Tiger's attachment to worldly matters, the demon was a mid-stage transformed creature and someone he needed to use against his own kind.

After securing the Harmony Pill, Black Tiger scratched his head: "Thank you, friend, for your great assistance. I will never forget this favor. Let us go to Mount Cangming without delay."

"Agreed!" Primordial Essence Patriarch nodded, not further delaying their mission to capture Fairy Peacock and return.

The two old monsters quickly agreed. Primordial Essence Patriarch summoned several confidants, gave them brief instructions, then took off with Black Tiger Demon King, each displaying their prowess as they transformed into streaks of light that soared into the sky.

---

Meanwhile, half a day later, a faintly gray light descended before the gates of Mo Month City. The figure emerged from the concealment, revealing a young man dressed in a witch's attire—Lin Xuan.

Looking at the city before him, Lin Xuan sighed. Compared to decades ago, the scenery had barely changed; the Moon Ink Clan was merely surviving on the brink, but living here among these mountains could be considered an idyllic existence.

At least that terrible spirit calamity hadn't affected this place.

Observing the bustling commoners going about their lives for survival, who could say that cultivators pursuing immortality were necessarily happier?

Nevertheless, choosing such a difficult path was his own decision. Lin Xuan shook his head, dispelling any weak thoughts. Even if it meant nothing more than a chance at immortality, it was still a form of happiness.

After all, only cultivators could control their fate.

Lin Xuan stepped into the city.

Even in all of Youzhou, this city's scale was among the smallest, constructed from massive logs that were each over a hundred miles long and wide. The sight was awe-inspiring.

The giant trees used to build the city were all over a thousand years old, extremely hard, and their defensive capabilities rivaled stone. The streets were broad, bustling with people, more prosperous than on his last visit.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he casually observed his surroundings, but he did not linger; instead, he headed straight to the center of Mo Month City.

A well-constructed city greeted him.

This was the hub of the Holy Moon Sect. Apart from a few tribal leaders and nobles, only witches resided here.

With a casual display of his abilities, Lin Xuan easily entered this place.

Fewer people were inside; though Mo Month was the most prosperous tribe of the Moon Ink Clan, there were only about seven hundred witches living here, with some preferring to live outside the city.

However, Lin Xuan had no intention of socializing. He used his concealment technique and quietly slipped into Tianxing Palace.

Extending his divine sense, Lin Xuan searched within the palace. After a moment, he raised an eyebrow in puzzlement.

There was no sign of Spirit婴期 energy fluctuations. Could it be that Primordial Essence Patriarch wasn't here?

Not so lucky!

Lin Xuan frowned. He had endured much to reach this deep into the Dark Mountains; he didn't want to return empty-handed.

It seemed he needed to find someone who knew more about the situation.

His expression darkened, but he did not indiscriminately kill anyone. After encountering several witches, Lin Xuan let them go, as their highest cultivation was only at the Foundation Establishment stage—impossible for them to know any insider information.

A moment later, a tall and slender figure appeared in the garden ahead.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed into a smile. It was an elderly man with a red face whom he had met before; his cultivation had reached late Spirit丹期, and he was Primordial Essence Patriarch's favored disciple who once chaired the Witchcraft Conference.

Given that he was one of the old monster's confidants, Lin Xuan believed he would know about his whereabouts. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, sending a sword energy streaking forward.

The green light flashed as it slashed directly at the man’s chest.

The elderly man froze, his expression changing wildly. He opened his mouth and spat out a black bead.

However, Lin Xuan had no interest in prolonging this; he used Nine Heaven Microstep to silently approach from behind, then flicked his fingers, sending a thread of spirit energy into the man's head.

The old man felt dizzy as golden stars flashed before his eyes. He fainted and fell to the ground.

From start to finish, it took only an instant. Lin Xuan’s abilities were clearly superior to those of his peers; attacking a late Spirit丹期 cultivator was like using a bull to kill a chicken.

No one in Tianxing Palace noticed anything amiss. Then, Lin Xuan reached out and gently touched the man's head.

After a moment, he withdrew his hand with a strange expression on his face. He flicked his fingers again, and the old man turned into a cloud of ash in the flames.
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"What kind of devil is that black tiger demon king? What could Old Tyrant Huan Yuan possibly want with him?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a hint of contemplation. Although the Condensation Core stage witch was one of Old Tyrant Huan Yuan's favored disciples, she knew little about this matter; he hadn't obtained any useful clues.

Moreover, he didn't know that Phoenix Princess would be in danger.

"Master, since the old villain isn't here, what should we do?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears with a touch of helplessness.

"What else can we do? Let's first check on Divine King Hundred Poison's condition."

Lin Xuan was not one to forget his roots. Although he had done business with Divine King Hundred Poison in the past, exchanging what they needed from each other, he had benefited greatly from the Green Illusion Profound Fire technique.

In fact, it could be said that Lin Xuan had gotten the better end of the deal. Now that he was at the late-stage Immortal Core stage, he no longer had any qualms about the Moon Ink Clan. Therefore, he wanted to save Divine King Hundred Poison.

After all, he was a one-time emperor who defied heaven; being locked up in a dungeon alive and dead was too pitiful.

With this thought, Lin Xuan went straight to the dungeon without hesitation.

Using his concealment techniques, the Heavenly Star Mountain Immortal Clan wouldn't know that an old Immortal Core stage monster had quietly visited.

Approximately half an hour later, a faint streak of light left Month City and flew southeast. No one knew that an old Immortal Core stage monster had silently paid a visit to this place.

Meanwhile, about two hundred miles west of the Cangming Mountain.

The area was still mountainous with dense vegetation. Even ancient trees over a thousand years old were not uncommon.

This region was already within Phoenix Princess's territory, but it was just on the outer edge.

The inhabitants here weren't powerful monsters; instead, they mostly consisted of ordinary venomous insects and beasts without any妖力.

For example, in that tall grass, there was a large yellow snake about as thick as a bucket.

Although not a monster race, it had scales all over its body. Its strength was formidable; even a thousand-pound boulder could be easily wrapped into powder.

Pulverizing tigers and leopards was child's play for this giant snake.

At the moment, this giant snake was staring at two prey in front of it. Despite having no emotions, there was a hint of fear in its eyes. It didn't dare move or even try to attack them.

Although snakes lacked intelligence, their instincts made them feel that these two were extremely dangerous.

They were just a man and a woman.

The man looked about twenty years old with an exceptionally handsome face. However, the fish-like wrinkles around his eyes indicated he was much older than he appeared. His eyes were full of沧桑.

Next to him walked a middle-aged woman in red clothes. She seemed slightly older but still had a voluptuous figure and a beauty that rivaled young girls.

Both exuded an aura that stirred the heart.

Cloud Peak and Profound Mystic Immortal!

After their Immortal Core stage condensation, they had become partners in cultivation and were inseparable. However, he didn't know why they weren't staying at their tribe but came to Cangming Mountain for some reason.

Could it be related to Phoenix Princess?

"Mrs., is it true that there's a mid-stage transformed monster living here who happens to be your close friend?" The two seemed not in a hurry and were chatting softly. "Yes, how could I deceive my lord," replied Profound Mystic Immortal with a gentle smile, showing the good relationship between them.

"Oh, why didn't you tell me before?"

"It's been just half a year since I met Phoenix Princess. At that time, you were in seclusion and didn't know anything."

"Then how did you meet her?" Cloud Peak showed interest.

"Well, there isn't much to it. Phoenix Princess needed Red Ring Grass for her cultivation pills, and this herb, although not rare, was only found in a few places within the mountain range. The closest source was near our tribe. We hit it off immediately and became close friends."

"Ha ha, you and her becoming close friends might have been more about making friends than genuine compatibility," Cloud Peak said with a sly look.

"Indeed, my lord, I had intentions of befriending Phoenix Princess because she is a mid-stage transformed monster. Her cultivation is formidable; even if it's just the two of us or Old Tyrant Huan Yuan, she would be far superior."

"Mrs., your words are correct. Although we have more people, Old Tyrant Huan Yuan has been at the Immortal Core stage for hundreds of years and is now near the peak. He might break through soon. With his vicious nature, he will definitely eliminate us. If you truly have a good relationship with Phoenix Princess, I can ask her to help," Cloud Peak nodded happily.

"Likewise, but..." Profound Mystic Immortal combed her hair, hesitating to speak further.

"What is it, Mrs.? In front of my simple-minded husband, there's nothing to hide."

"Husband, since we both became Immortal Core stage, Old Tyrant Huan Yuan has indeed treated us as thorns in his eyes. However, fundamentally, we are still Moon Ink Clan witches. According to the ancestral rules passed down by our ancestors, it is forbidden to kill each other. Could he really dare defy public opinion and harm us?"

"Husband, you're naive. What does the ancestral rule matter? Old Tyrant Huan Yuan doesn't care at all. He has a strong desire for power. To secure his position as the Great Elder, he wouldn't hesitate to do anything. That's why he killed Divine King Hundred Poison," Cloud Peak said with a cold smile.

"Really? You're saying that Old Tyrant Huan Yuan killed Divine King Hundred Poison? This is impossible; he died from a failed Immortal Core condensation and went mad!" Profound Mystic Immortal was shocked, her face showing surprise.

"Hmph. The rumors are true, but who says the truth wasn't tampered with? You must have seen Divine King Hundred Poison when you were young. That was an extraordinary genius; in our Moon Ink Clan, there hasn't been anyone like him for millions of years," Cloud Peak said coldly.

Profound Mystic Immortal nodded. When she was young, she had once met Divine King Hundred Poison and heard countless stories about him. They were all marvelously told but true. For example, he managed to condense a Golden Core in just over two decades after starting his cultivation journey. In the Moon Ink Clan or even throughout the entire Profound State, there hadn't been anyone like him before.

"Mrs., I thought so too. But how can you be sure that it wasn't Old Tyrant Huan Yuan who killed him?" Cloud Peak's face turned grim as he pointed out.

This was obvious; they were once fellow disciples. After the previous Great Elder died, he passed his position to Divine King Hundred Poison. As Old Tyrant Huan Yuan was his senior brother and harbored great resentment, he had been biding his time due to his inferior cultivation. With Divine King Hundred Poison's death, he became the biggest beneficiary; otherwise, how could he become the Alliance Great Elder?

"But what if my words are just speculation? What if it wasn't him?" Profound Mystic Immortal still hesitated.

"Hmph. Even if I was wrong, it's better than not being prepared and getting ambushed. After all, as the saying goes: 'One should never have a heart to harm others but always be wary of being harmed.' Although our Moon Ink Clan avoids conflict with the world, Old Tyrant Huan Yuan is definitely no good person. I don't want us to die from an ambush after so much effort," Cloud Peak said with a frown.

"Moreover, I know that Old Tyrant Huan Yuan has a good relationship with the black tiger demon king. Therefore, Mrs., finding strong support this time is a blessing for us. We must befriend Phoenix Princess and even flatter her if necessary; it doesn't matter if we give some treasures."

"I understand, my lord. I will make sure to do so. Otherwise, why would I bring you here to meet her?" Profound Mystic Immortal said confidently.
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"Perfect," Cloud Peak nodded, his face showing a hint of joy. Just as he was about to speak, his brows suddenly twitched, and his expression turned grim.

"Mister, what's wrong?" Mysterious Profound Fairy was taken aback by the sudden change in his demeanor. Her delicate eyebrows furrowed as she turned her gaze towards the left side.

Several streaks of lightning-like light appeared intermittently, swiftly flying towards them.

"How can this be? This is deep within the Yin Mountain Range; why are there so many cultivators here? No good, several peers of ours are present inside. Furthermore, one of them is an advanced old monster."

Cloud Peak's expression changed dramatically. Such a situation had never occurred in tens of thousands of years. These people coming here must be targeting their clan.

His thoughts raced as he exchanged glances with his wife. Their figures became ethereal and indistinct.

With the enemy being stronger, it would not bode well if they were discovered now. They decided to hide and observe before taking any action.

Within less than half an hour, dozens of cultivators arrived above them. There were a total of thirty or more people, with three advanced old monsters among them. The rest were mostly core formation stage disciples, their appearance rather ragged, many injured.

This was not surprising.

The Yin Mountain Range was one of the two forbidden regions in Jiuyou Province, home to countless monsters and beasts. Despite having three advanced old monsters as guardians, they still encountered numerous dangers along the way.

Over a dozen cultivators had fallen, mostly at the core formation stage.

Although it wasn't an easy journey, arriving at the Cangming Mountain Range was not without its challenges.

As they neared their destination, Heavenly Ghost Emperor's lips curled into a sinister smile. The Peacock Fairy would serve as his stepping stone; obtaining her inner core would earn him favor from the sect leader and settle old scores.

This mission seemed complex on the surface but had the advantage of addressing two issues at once.

Heavenly Ghost Emperor’s thoughts were dark when suddenly, his brows twitched again, his gaze falling upon the forest below.

As a monster of the Underworld, his abilities were formidable. He had penetrated the concealment techniques of two sorcerers.

"How, Brother Heavenly, did you spot something?" The bald man's light slowed as he stopped alongside him.

"Nothing much, just surprised to encounter two peers here," Heavenly Ghost Emperor said with a faint smile that gave off an eerie feeling.

"Oh, is that so?"

The black-robed woman flew over. Her eyes, already different from those of ordinary people, now glowed with a blood-red hue as she looked down.

"Bad news!"

Cloud Peak and Mysterious Profound Fairy heard the conversation clearly without using any sound transmission techniques. They knew their presence had been exposed.

The situation was not good. One of the three advanced old monsters was none other than Heavenly Ghost. During Jiuyou Province's great turmoil, he had once come to the Mo Yue Clan with intentions of forming an alliance. However, due to a series of events, they ended up as enemies and engaged in battle.

At that time, neither of them had reached their current stage, so they hadn't met Heavenly Ghost. Nevertheless, they had seen his displays of power, which were truly formidable.

The Mo Yue Clan's entire city was locked down, but this cunning ghost emperor managed to escape.

Although many years had passed, both sides clearly remained enemies.

The couple stood side by side, their expressions alert and wary.

The cultivators from the厉魂 Valley had formed a small circle around them. For these people, encountering two advanced old monsters here was an unexpected turn of events.

Could they be related to the Peacock Fairy?

The bald man and the black-robed woman exchanged glances, their expressions not very friendly. They did not want any complications.

Just as they were pondering, Heavenly Ghost Emperor suddenly laughed heartily: "Ha ha, it's been decades since we last met. I'm glad that you two have successfully condensed your cores; congratulations."

"How so, Brother Daoist Heavenly? You and these two are old acquaintances?" The bald man was taken aback, showing a look of surprise.

"Yes, we had a brief encounter once."

"Are they friends of yours? Then," the bald man's brows furrowed. This would be tricky.

"In that case, although I have some connection with this couple, personal matters cannot compare to the sect's affairs. The Mo Yue Clan is just a short distance from Cangming Mountain. Their appearance here suggests they know the Peacock Fairy. For the sake of the sect leader's interests, you two do not need to hesitate. If we must eliminate them, I will have no qualms," Heavenly Ghost Emperor sighed and spoke with a tone that left everyone speechless.

This guy was truly cunning and ruthless.

He had no connection with Cloud Peak or Mysterious Profound Fairy; they were natural enemies. Heavenly Ghost Emperor was wicked and vengeful, always seeking revenge for past grievances.

Now seeing two sorcerers, he wanted to eliminate them immediately.

He deliberately switched the conversation, pretending to have a good relationship with these two, but willingly sacrificing friends for the sect leader's orders.

The bald man and the black-robed woman held high positions in the厉魂 Valley as inner hall elders. They didn't understand the situation fully and believed Heavenly Ghost was sincere about his loyalty to their sect. Seeing him so devoted, they softened their expressions significantly.

Heavenly Ghost Emperor observed this with satisfaction. This matter would surely reach the ears of the sect leader, boosting his standing within the sect.

Eliminating enemies could bring benefits. He was indeed too cunning.

"Ha ha, it's rare for Brother Heavenly to be so magnanimous. Since that is the case, let's work together. After returning to Cloud Province, I will certainly recommend your efforts to the sect leader."

The bald man's face contorted into a sinister smile. This mission required utmost precision as the sect leader had repeatedly emphasized their importance. The saying "better to err and kill than to let one slip" applied here. He originally intended to eliminate the two sorcerers.

Both parties agreed readily, but the black-robed woman acted first. Her eyes glowed with a red light, and her sleeves fluttered as a pair of silver hooks shot out.

A foot-long length, exuding a thick aura of blood, they were undoubtedly a highly dangerous weapon made from an unknown material.

"Ha ha, Sister really is impatient."

The bald man chuckled, scratching his head. A three-meter-long wolf's tooth club appeared behind him, black mist swirling around it with sharp points gleaming darkly.

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended.

Cloud Peak and Mysterious Profound Fairy turned pale at the scene, cursing Heavenly Ghost Emperor for his dishonorable tactics. However, explaining now would be futile. Their immediate priority was to find a way out; given their numerical disadvantage, they had no chance of winning in a direct confrontation.
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In such a situation, they knew that the people in Li Gui Valley would not be any less eager to act.

The Heaven Ghost Emperor's treacherous plan was temporarily set aside.

The other two old monsters' actions were out of fear that their movements might be exposed and allow the Fairy Peacock to escape. Under no circumstances would he let those two sorcerers go free.

A woman in a palace-style robe cast a spell, making the bloody aura on the silver hook more intense, almost nauseating. It transformed into giant snakes as thick as arms, spitting blood mist at the two sorcerers.

The bald man let out a long roar, and his staff behind him swelled with the storm's force. Originally threeyardmeasurelong, it grew to be as thick as a thousand-year-old tree under his secret technique's influence, wielding powerful winds as he swept it towards the two sorcerers.

Seeing that their companions had already acted, the Heaven Ghost Emperor naturally wouldn't sit idle. A gleam of satisfaction flashed in his eyes as he raised his left hand, and large patches of dark mist flew out from his sleeves to form a grotesque ghost claw. With a fierce cry, it lashed down at the two.

The three old monsters' combined efforts put Yun Feng's couple under severe pressure. Although they were also Incubus Sorcerers in the Incubus Stage, they had only just ascended.

But now, there was no way to avoid it; they could only fight to their death.

Yun Feng's face was extremely pale as he took a deep breath and stretched out his hand, patting his waist. A flash of red light appeared, and he raised a small banner flag in his hand.

His hands moved with countless spells, and the banner flag suddenly grew several feet wide, flapping in the wind. The surface glowed with red light but had a strange black aura intertwined, making it look extremely eerie.

Yun Feng grabbed this banner, feeling his wife's magical treasure. Miao You Fairy was initially stunned but then showed signs of worry on her face. Sky Blue, updating...

In the center of that banner flag, there was a colorful venomous insect. At first glance, it looked like a spider, yet upon closer inspection, it seemed quite different from ordinary spiders. The palace-style woman's pupils constricted as she felt somewhat familiar with it but couldn't recall exactly.

This area was deep within the Holy Yin Mountains, where all around were birds, beasts, and venomous insects. The magical pressure from the old monsters made even the creatures tremble in fear. However, when Yun Feng took out that banner flag, nearby beasts seemed to be terrified by something, using their strength to leap away frantically.

Meanwhile, the palace-style woman's treasure had already flown before her. These silver hooks were crafted with extremely cold blood silver and enhanced with heavenly treasures. They also contained the soul of some ancient savage snakes, making them incredibly powerful.

Now they transformed into two giant snakes.

Yun Feng's face was slightly pale but his gaze was icy. He held the silver hooks tightly and muttered a spell. Instantly, dark red demonic clouds appeared, enveloping both him and his wife.

The snakes recoiled in fear, and through their mental connection, the palace-style woman felt the ancient snake soul's dread. Sky Blue, updating...

How could this be?

She had never encountered such a situation before.

Fortunately, she wasn't alone; the bald man and the Heaven Ghost Emperor's attacks arrived simultaneously. The massive staff crashed into the blood clouds with the force of a mountain falling.

The dark ghost claw was not to be outdone, though its impact was much smaller but more vicious, plunging like an arrow.

Unfortunately, all their efforts were in vain.

Such terrifying attacks produced no results at all.

Both Yun Feng and Miao You Fairy's expressions turned grim.

What a strange secret technique! What kind of treasure could have such extraordinary abilities?

The palace-style woman saw that her treasure had failed to work and extended her hand, pointing with a finger. The snakes twisted back into silver hooks.

Their surface glowed with red light but was much less powerful than the demonic clouds below. A strange glow appeared in her eyes again.

"Hmph, trying to run?"

Her voice was cold as she moved her left hand slightly, and two beams of cold light shot forward.

"Eh?"

A surprised sound entered their ears. About seven or eightyardmeasureaway on the left, a green light flashed, revealing the figures of the two sorcerers. Sky Blue, updating...

Miao You Fairy tightly clasped her chest as she commanded a flying sword to block the silver hooks. Unfortunately, just upon contact, they were left in disarray; their cultivation was clearly much lower than that of the other party.

"It's impossible! Our Azure Feather Heavenly Escape Talisman is an artifact passed down from the Upper Realm, and even late-stage Incubus cultivators might not be able to decipher it..." Yun Feng's expression turned agitated with a hint of panic.

Hmph, this palace has Blood Demon Eyes and can see through all illusions. Yet such extraordinary treasures are actually in the hands of two small Incubus Sorcerers at the initial stage! Is that banner flag containing the soul of a demoness?" The palace-style woman spoke coldly, her tone shocking to hear.

Yun Feng and Miao You Fairy exchanged glances, their faces turning deathly pale.

It seemed like they had been hit right in the heart by Fang's words.

To be honest, although their talents were also quite good, allowing them to successfully form Incubus bodies with some luck, things began several years ago. Before their dual cultivation, they already had mutual affection. They once agreed to go out and search for medicinal herbs to refine a spirit pill.

However, the medicinal herbs were hard to find, so they had no choice but to enter the territory of the Mo Yue Clan.

Despite their utmost caution, danger still came their way, encountering a group of long-armed three-eared apes. Several of them were at the third stage.

These beasts were territorial and fierce, making it difficult for the two to fight back. They could only retreat while fighting. In the end, they ended up in an ancient cultivator's cave by chance.

The identity of this ancient cultivator was no small matter; he had come from a shattered spiritual realm. Yun Feng and Miao You were overjoyed as they searched thoroughly in the cave and found significant treasures.

They obtained two bottles of medicinal herbs, a banner flag, and a talisman.

What kind of medicinal herbs these two didn't know, but their effects might be slightly inferior to those of Heavenly Dust Pills. With their much better talents, they managed to form Incubus bodies after consuming the herbs and meditating.

Speaking of that banner flag, as it was brought from the spiritual realm by a cultivator, its value couldn't be understated. According to an elder's writings, not only did it contain the soul of a demoness but also had the ability to change one’s position. Although this spatial technique wasn’t particularly impressive among spiritual realm artifacts, in this world, it could still produce astonishing effects.

Unfortunately, the demoness was extremely toxic and violent, so there were warnings that unless their cultivation reached late-stage Incubus, they should not use this artifact recklessly; otherwise, they would be poisoned by its toxicity and might even drop a cultivation stage.

However, with such a powerful artifact, they could defeat the Primordial Ancestor.

But now the situation was urgent, so Yun Feng had no choice but to take out the banner flag.
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"What, junior sister, you say the banner flag contains the soul of a Dragon Spider?"

The bald giant's face was filled with shock. Then his eyes showed unrestrained greed. The Ghost Emperor of the Vast Heaven had a similar expression; this cunning old monster was equally awestruck, though he concealed it more than the former.

Dragon Sister, savage strange insects—legend has it that they possess the bloodline of true dragons from the upper realms. But whether or not this is true can no longer be determined!

However, Dragon Sister's power isn't a sham. It's well-known that驱物术, though immensely powerful, requires at least thousands of poisonous insects to secure victory. Yet even with just one Dragon Spider, once it recognizes its master, it greatly assists in battle. There are rumors that a fully matured Dragon Sister can match the abilities of late-stage元婴 cultivators.

Of course, such creatures are hard to find, and even if found, they're difficult to domesticate. The more powerful the poison insect, the harder it is to cultivate them to maturity.

But those were ancient times. A million years have passed since then; Dragon Spiders long ago vanished from human sight.

Though only the soul of this creature was imprisoned in the banner flag before them, it was undoubtedly a rare treasure.

The three old monsters weren't interested in its origin but all wanted to seize it for themselves.

"Hmm."

A sinister smile appeared at the Ghost Emperor's lips. He had intended to hold back some strength, but now he discarded that thought. With his left hand, ghostly energy surged forth, and after a moment of swirling, a gray-white bone spear materialized in mid-air.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but the Ghost Emperor's treasure was not something to be underestimated. This spear was crafted by sacrificing dozens of Condensation Core cultivators with some form of ghostly ritual, their souls sealed within. Their intense rage gave this weapon immense power.

"Quick!"

The Ghost Emperor extended his hand and lightly pointed it forward. With his keen eyesight, he saw that the strange banner flag contained Dragon Sister's soul, as well as a spatial ability, allowing for translocation.

But that was irrelevant; while such abilities seemed miraculous to lower-stage cultivators, they were inferior to instantaneous teleportation in the eyes of these late-stage元婴 monsters. Now that it had been exposed, there would be ways to neutralize it.

---

Meanwhile, two unfortunate Moon Clan cultivators were also alarmed and angry.

In addition to the pills and banner flag, they found a talisman in an ancient cave—a Sky Diving Talisman from the Azure Feather sect. Although the senior mentioned in his writings said this was merely a substandard product that hadn't been fully refined, its effects far surpassed ordinary earth-grade talismans. Even late-stage元婴 cultivators would find it hard to discern.

Seeing they were outnumbered, the couple reluctantly used this magical talisman, hoping to escape unnoticed. However, their calculations failed; the black-robed female cultivator had mastered some strange secret techniques and easily saw through them.

Thus, the talisman was wasted, and they found themselves under attack from three old monsters. The Condensation Core cultivators didn't join in but each displayed their treasures, eager to participate.

The situation for the two witches was dire.

---

On the other side, the Hundred Flowers Valley.

This area was deep within the Cangming Mountains, part of the domain directly governed by Fairy Peacock.

Only a dozen miles from her residence, it was forbidden territory. Without permission from Fairy Peacock, no nearby beasts dared enter this place.

However, at noon that day, two unremarkable streaks of light descended in front of the Hundred Flowers Valley.

The lights faded to reveal a human and a beast. It was undoubtedly Primordial One-Source Ancestor and Black Tiger.

Both looked tired, which wasn't surprising since their goal was to capture Fairy Peacock alive. They had planned an ambush and taken great care not to encounter other beasts as they stealthily entered her domain.

Yet the Cangming Mountains were filled with various three-stage superior-grade beasts, and the deeper one went, the higher the level of the creatures. Many were late-stage three-stage beasts. The two wanted to sneak in undetected, but it was incredibly difficult.

Fortunately, Black Tiger was a beast himself and a lord, so he had been plotting this for some time with the talisman leading the way. They finally arrived at the Hundred Flowers Valley without conflict.

"Does Fairy Peacock visit this valley every fifth day of the month?" Primordial One-Source Ancestor pondered aloud as he looked ahead.

"Yes, to pursue her, I've learned everything about her habits. Besides meditation and cultivation, she always comes here for a stroll on certain days." Black Tiger patted his chest confidently.

"Oh, why does Fairy Peacock favor this valley so much? Is there something special about it?" Primordial One-Source Ancestor's voice showed interest.

"Not really, but the scenery in the Hundred Flowers Valley is breathtaking. Fairy Peacock has also planted several rare herbs here, which she visits often."

"Rare herbs from outside?" Primordial One-Source Ancestor was surprised and his face revealed a hint of greed.

Black Tiger, the Beast King, didn't mind this. Instead, he laughed and said, "Friend, are you interested in those herbs? No problem, these are small matters. In return for helping me capture Fairy Peacock, you can take all the herbs here."

This man was shameless; he treated Fairy Peacock's herbs as his own. Primordial One-Source Ancestor smiled: "Since that’s the case, let's set up an ambush here. When Fairy Peacock arrives, we'll catch her by surprise."

"Agreed!" Black Tiger naturally agreed, grinning widely.

However, Primordial One-Source Ancestor was much more cunning. After surveying his surroundings, he looked thoughtful.

"Friend, what’s the matter?"

"While we have your help, Fairy Peacock is a mid-stage transformed beast with the bloodline of a celestial bird. Her cultivation is formidable; capturing her alive won't be easy." Primordial One-Source Ancestor said slowly.

"How can that be? We've come this far, and you don’t want to back out now?" Black Tiger's face turned red, looking uneasy.

"Haha, I didn’t mean it that way. Since I promised to help, how could I go back on my word? If we set up another禁制 here, capturing Fairy Peacock will be easier." Primordial One-Source Ancestor remained calm and explained his plan.
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It turned out that was just my overthinking and wrongly blaming you, Brother Fellow. I hope Brother Huanyuan doesn't mind," said the Black Tiger Devil King in a daze as his anger vanished, replaced by an expression of great joy.

Huanyuan Senior Patriarch waved his hand; with his profound wisdom, such a minor matter was naturally not worth worrying about. He swept his sleeves and several differently colored array flags shot out.

The surface inscriptions flickered, but they were quite different from the ones Lin Xuan had seen before, clearly belonging to the Moonshade Clan’s unique witchcraft.

Huanyuan Senior Patriarch moved his hands in a strange and ancient manner, casting several spells. The array flags trembled and then disappeared into the surrounding rocks.

A black protective barrier appeared, with dark magic swirling inside and thunder rumbling. However, the Black Tiger Devil King's expression showed confusion; this array’s effects were too obvious, even for a Fairy Phoenix to be deceived by it. There was no stealth value at all.

But Huanyuan Senior Patriarch had a confident look on his face. He flipped his left hand, and a green talisman appeared in his palm before he flicked his fingers. The talisman burst into flames without wind, exploding with a loud bang to form five green light spheres that sank into the dark magic.

The dark magic dissipated as scenery reappeared. The Black Tiger Devil King released his divine sense, scanning around carefully and then showing shock: "Brother Huanyuan has great power; this array is entirely different from what I’ve seen before. There’s no trace of essence energy. It would be the perfect tool for an ambush, and even with that Fairy Phoenix’s divine awareness, she’d likely be deceived."

"Haha, Fellow Daoist flatters me. This array was passed down by my ancestors; it does have some mysterious properties. However, its power isn’t enough to deal with mid-stage demon races," Huanyuan Senior Patriarch said with a smile.

"It doesn’t matter. As long as we can distract Fairy Phoenix and keep her occupied, the rest is up to us two working together to capture her," the Black Tiger Devil King replied confidently.

The Fairy Phoenix and Miao You Fairy tried several times but failed each time. The array flag’s transposition technique was broken, leaving them nearly cornered.

Swoosh,

A blood trail flashed as the Silver Hook of the Palace Lady was deflected back. Cloud Peak's body exposed a weakness in front of him. The Heavenly Ghost Emperor narrowed his eyes and wouldn't miss this opportunity; his bone spear shot forward like a venomous snake.

"Wife, be careful!"

Miao You Fairy was alarmed, flying to block the attack for her husband. However, the bald giant’s sinister laughter echoed as he struck Miao You Fairy with his fang staff.

The mid-stage cultivator's power and offensive nature made Miao You Fairy fearful; she couldn't withstand it directly, so she retreated.

Wife!

Dust flew as the fang staff hit the ground, creating a deep pit. Cloud Peak finally had no strength to dodge the attack from the Heavenly Ghost Emperor, only managing to sidestep slightly.

His protective essence energy was like paper-thin and pierced through. Although his vital points weren’t hit, his left arm was stabbed through.

A wine cup-sized hole appeared!

For an Inner Core cultivator, such injuries were trivial, but this fang staff contained essence qi from a dead body, making the wound extremely dangerous.

Black gas spread like snakes, rapidly poisoning the area. Cloud Peak was alarmed; wherever it touched, skin dried up instantly—more so than even a corpse’s poison.

This fang staff was terrifying!

However, he was an Inner Core cultivator and highly intelligent. He took a deep breath and directed his essence energy to his left arm.

He managed to suppress the black gas. But with enemies surrounding him, he had no time to expel the ghostly qi. A cruel look appeared on his face as he opened his mouth and shot out a sword light that wrapped around his injured arm before severing it.

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor’s eyes widened in surprise; despite his superior power, the opponent was ruthless enough not to be underestimated.

More troublesome than expected.

But since he was trapped by this heavenly net, even with wings, he couldn’t escape.

With these thoughts, a cruel and evil smile appeared on the Heavenly Ghost Emperor's face. Miao You Fairy frantically attacked, her sword strikes fierce and relentless. The bald giant, despite his superior power, was caught off guard and had to temporarily retreat.

Miao You Fairy quickly returned to Cloud Peak’s side: "Husband, you

"I’m fine; don’t worry." Cloud Peak waved his hand, but Miao You Fairy's face turned strange as she heard her husband’s voice in her mind: "My dear, I'm surrounded. It will be difficult for me to escape safely, but if only one of us tries to flee, there might still be a chance. Soon, I’ll summon Dragon Sister’s soul to distract the three old monsters while you take advantage and run."

"How can this be? We must die together," Miao You Fairy said anxiously.

Cloud Peak was genuinely moved; he knew she was pregnant: "If both of us died, what would happen to our tribe? Huanyuan Senior Patriarch will surely annex it. Besides"

His face softened as he caressed his wife's cheek: "I know you're carrying our child."

"But,"

"Stop talking. For the sake of our people and our child, we must survive." Cloud Peak took a deep breath, pulled out a pill from his chest, and swallowed it.

The blood stopped flowing in his wounds, and his essence energy recovered significantly.

This drink-to-stop-blood-bleeding pill was extremely powerful; while it allowed him to recover essence energy quickly, the cost was severe. He might suffer serious injuries or even drop in cultivation level.

But he didn't care about that now as he retrieved the Dragon Soul Tent from his storage space and gripped the remaining right arm tightly before spitting out a drop of blood.

Puff,

The blood arrow landed on the center of the array flag, instantly absorbed by the strange dragon spider pattern.

Rumble, an ear-piercing sound echoed. The sky inexplicably darkened as a blood mist rose from the array flag and formed a red cloud that swirled above Cloud Peak's head.

"Bad luck; he’s summoning Dragon Sister’s soul. We must act now to prevent him from completing his secret technique," the Palace Lady said, her face changing dramatically.

Pushing Miao You Fairy aside, Cloud Peak’s eyes bulged with extreme anger as he grabbed the array flag in front of him.

Strange things happened; black gas emerged from the magical flag and wrapped around his right arm like tentacles.

His skin dried up, but veins stood out prominently. The sight was grotesque, while Miao You Fairy's tears flowed.

The senior’s handwriting was clear: although this flag wasn’t a magic treasure, due to the dragon spider being an ancient creature with strong ghostly qi, it could only be controlled by Inner Core cultivators at minimum. Lesser techniques like transposition might work, but even then, only if one were a great cultivator.

Otherwise, attempting to control Dragon Sister’s soul would result in severe backlash and a tragic fate.

Cloud Peak knew the warning from his senior, but he sacrificed himself to protect Miao You Fairy by feeding her ghostly qi with his own flesh. This temporarily suppressed the backlash, but at what cost?

Miao You Fairy was heartbroken; she wanted to die alongside him. But as an Inner Core witch, if she did this, it would be a waste of his efforts and a shame in the afterlife.

She gritted her teeth and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards Cangao Mountain’s direction.
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Flower Valley.

Two ancient monsters had set up a trap and hid in the dense forest, concealing their qi to wait for their prey.

The green mountains stood tall, with lush grasses underfoot. Looking around, one could see that the entire valley was tranquil and beautiful, yet who would have thought it harbored icy danger.

A human and a demon arrived at this place, setting up their trap for several hours. As the sun began to set in the west, a streak of light finally entered their line of sight.

The Black Tiger Demon King's face lit up with joy, but after a moment, his expression turned somewhat strange. This streak of light was grayish and different from the usual遁光of Fairy Phoenix. Could it be that another cultivator or demon had accidentally arrived here?

Thinking this, the Black Tiger couldn't help but feel uneasy, sending a glance to Huan Yuan Senior Immortal as if seeking reassurance, though he felt an ominous premonition.

Although the streak of light was unremarkable, its speed was incredibly fast. After a moment, it landed about a hundred feet away from the two.

The light faded, revealing a plain-looking young man—Lin Xuan himself.

At this moment, Lin Xuan did not hide his cultivation; his divine light shone brightly, and his essence energy surged. The two ancient monsters' faces changed dramatically.

Although they had guessed that the arrival was not Fairy Phoenix, they were still taken aback by how high the other's cultivation was—mid-stage婴灵. This would be troublesome.

What was the other’s intention? Was it a coincidence or related to Fairy Phoenix?

The Black Tiger Demon King and Huan Yuan Senior Immortal exchanged glances, momentarily speechless.

After some hesitation, they decided not to make any noise for now, waiting to see how things unfolded before making a decision.

The two ancient monsters thought like this. If the other was just passing by, that would be best. But if he were here for a visit or acquaintance, they preferred to hold off on their plans.

After all, they had some self-awareness. With Fairy Phoenix having such a powerful ally, capturing and subduing her might not be possible. Even in battle, their side could suffer losses.

The Black Tiger Demon King, though lustful, understood the importance of prudence. He wouldn't risk his life over a momentary impulse here.

---

They didn’t want any complications, but Lin Xuan had too powerful a divine sense and was skilled in array techniques. Despite Huan Yuan Senior Immortal’s intricate restrictions, Lin Xuan could still detect some signs.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he scanned the dense forest to his left, revealing the two hidden ancient monsters.

The human and demon were taken aback by Lin Xuan's actions. Had they been discovered?

"Surprised to find two peers here," Lin Xuan said in a calm voice, his body emitting a faint green light as he turned towards the forest. "Why hide? Are you planning to ambush me?"

Although their divine senses were sharp, they couldn't hear him clearly.

A gentle breeze blew, but the area remained silent.

Lin Xuan sighed and furrowed his brows: "You are in the forest; do you really want to fight?"

Before he could finish speaking, a powerful essence energy burst from Lin Xuan's body. If there was any disagreement, he wouldn't hold back.

It happened by chance that Lin Xuan had come to Mount Cangming and ended up on the same path as Huan Yuan Senior Immortal. He didn’t know the exact location of Fairy Phoenix’s cave but stumbled upon Flower Valley by accident.

"Friend, don't rush," the Black Tiger Demon King said, sighing with frustration. "We are here for a reason."

He had expected to capture and subdue Fairy Phoenix, but this unexpected turn of events left him speechless. If not for their proximity to her cave in Cangming Mountain, he would have struck first.

Huan Yuan Senior Immortal's eyes flickered as his thoughts were more complex than the Black Tiger Demon King’s. With an early-stage婴灵 capable of entering Quinyan Mountains, what was his purpose?

Thirty years ago, despite the cosmic anomalies, Quinyan Mountains had been minimally affected. Few cultivators from Youzhou or outsiders ventured there.

This person not only broke through their restrictions but also possessed such high cultivation. Huan Yuan Senior Immortal felt a great sense of caution, fearing that he might be after the Mo Yue Clan.

With these concerns in mind, the two ancient monsters slowly emerged from the forest.

Seeing Lin Xuan's face clearly, his pupils constricted. He had never expected to encounter Huan Yuan Senior Immortal here.

---

Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged despite his inner excitement. Decades ago, though he had impersonated a shaman and stayed in Quiyue City for several days, back then, he was just a minor figure, so Huan Yuan Senior Immortal had no memory of him.

"Master, what should we do? We've run into an enemy here. He seems to have a Formed Spirit demon as an ally; shall we fight?" Mo'er's voice echoed in his ears. The young girl was unsure about their next move.

"What do you think?" Lin Xuan smiled slightly: "Just two early-stage ancient monsters. With my abilities, I can handle them alone or with Mo'er and the Corpse Demon."

"True," Mo'er nodded. Although she hadn’t successfully formed a body, her powers were far beyond those of her peers. Even if they couldn't defeat an early-stage Formed Spirit demon, they could stall for some time. Plus, there was the mid-stage Corpse Demon. But…

Mo'er's thoughts raced as she seemed to be thinking about something.

"Master, what is it? Speak your mind; don’t hesitate in front of me."

"If we fight and win, that’s fine," Mo'er said hesitantly. "But if they are friends with Fairy Phoenix, how can we be sure?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but chuckled: "Why not? If I’m on good terms with her, does that mean I should extend the same courtesy to her friends? There's no such thing as benevolence in the cultivation world. We each do our own calculations. Even if Huan Yuan Senior Immortal is a friend of Fairy Phoenix, for that secret technique, I would still extract his soul and refine it."

After hearing this analysis, Mo'er nodded. Still, she was hesitant: "What if..."

Lin Xuan's face turned into a cold smile: "Even if we guess wrong and they are friends with her, what then? If Huan Yuan Senior Immortal is truly her friend, I would still extract his soul for that secret technique."
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Lin Xuan had already decided to act, but his face instead wore a kind smile. "Isn't this friend of the Profound Primordial Way? I have something to request from you."

"What? Requesting something? You recognize me?"

Lin Xuan's words were too unexpected for even the Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial to remain unperturbed, as his expression showed clear surprise.

After all, he had spent over a hundred years in the Profound Yin Mountains and did not recall ever meeting an intermediate-stage Immortal Core cultivator before now.

"Haha, about a century ago, I met you briefly. But judging by your current situation, it seems like you don't remember," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a nonchalant smile on his face.

Suddenly, he realized that this was just idle chitchat to distract the other party and lower their guard.

"A century ago?" The Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial frowned as he recalled. Indeed, back then, he had traveled through Youzhou. However, it had been too long since then, and Lin Xuan's ordinary appearance made it hard for him to recall anything specific.

Listening to the conversation, the Tiger King's anger gradually dissipated. Despite his boldness in front of the Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial, he was actually quite wary of Phoenix Fairy. Though both were intermediate cultivators on paper, Phoenix Fairy had transformed thanks to the Divine Yang Spirit Pill Lin Xuan provided, making her a late-stage Formed Core cultivator. On the other hand, the Tiger King had just reached his intermediate stage, leaving them with some distance between them.

Though not worlds apart, it was still something that could not be ignored.

Even if he had the Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial's help, Lin Xuan wasn't sure if he could capture Phoenix Fairy alive. However, if another intermediate-stage Immortal Core cultivator joined their side...

The Tiger King's eyes darted as he schemed.

Seeing his words effectively relax the two ancient beings, Lin Xuan was overjoyed. He flicked his sleeves and several green sword qi shot out, growing to a yard in length before slashing wildly around them.

The Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial was taken aback, realizing he had been tricked. Anger and shock mixed as he reached up and tapped the air above him, summoning a golden shield that formed into a radiant golden aura, shielding him from the incoming sword qi.

Though the Tiger King was lustful, his Formed Core stage allowed for faster reactions. He didn't even use any treasures but instead let hisevil spirit气息 surge like tentacles, fearlessly grabbing at the green sword qi.

Boom!

The explosive sound filled their ears as essence energy burst forth. Though both ancient beings suffered a bit, they were unharmed. They rejoiced privately until their expressions changed dramatically.

Especially the Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial, who turned pale with anger. The array flags were crafted by an ancestor of the Moon Clan, though not incredibly powerful, they were perfect for ambushes. In his earlier days as a pre-Immortal Core cultivator, he had used this treasure to kill many higher-stage cultivators and cherished it greatly. Yet now, it was destroyed without him even using it.

This caused immense pain in his heart.

Though Lin Xuan did not care about the Tiger King or the Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial, if they set up a restriction, he would still have some reservations. After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan used words to distract them before delivering a thunderous strike that shattered their array.

This tore away any pretense of civility.

The Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial did not speak as he formed an odd hand seal. Essence energy surged from his body, emitting dazzling golden light. He rose like the sun.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed in approval. The Moon Clan’s witchcraft was indeed formidable and unique.

However, it didn't matter to him.

After all, the other party’s realm was only at the peak of pre-Immortal Core, while Lin Xuan had faced high-stage cultivators and even the ancient demon Kala.

Lin Xuan flipped his wrist, and the Yin-Yang Treasure Fan appeared in his palm. He waved it lightly, revealing two streams of yin-yang wind that twisted into a thick double-headed snake. Opening its blood-red mouth, it lunged forward.

The Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial’s expression turned solemn as he chanted an odd incantation. The witchcraft flames were no ordinary fire; they were even more powerful than the infant fists of most Immortal Core cultivators. Lin Xuan frowned, underestimating his opponent. He extended his hand with a serious look.

Roar!

The double-headed snake raised its head and let out a piercing cry. Suddenly, something strange happened. Painful expressions appeared in the snake's eyes as large scales rapidly grew on its body. Its horn split into two.

This was no longer a snake; it had transformed into a dragon.

Facing the barrage of fireballs, the Yin-Yang Demon Dragon did not fall behind. Opening its mouth, it spat out two huge light waves.

Black and white!

Lin Xuan looked satisfied as he threw the Yin-Yang Treasure Fan, which turned into a streak of lightning that entered the dragon's body.

The Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial and Lin Xuan were already in full combat mode. Lin Xuan had no reason to be idle. The Tiger King was filled with resentment and anger, pounding his chest as he let out a deafening roar from his throat.

Hisevil spirit气息 surged, far more condensed than expected, enveloping him like a tidal wave. Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised; this situation seemed unusual. Could the Tiger King have some bloodline of a savage beast?

Just as he pondered this, theevil spirit气息 solidified into black scales that covered his body except for two bright red eyes.

Jade Armor ofevil spirit气息?

Lin Xuan frowned; this was going to be tricky. This armor was different from what Lin Xuan wanted to forge—it was a natural ability of rare beasts like the indestructible body, making it extremely difficult to deal with. Beasts with such abilities were often more formidable than their peers.

Lin Xuan's target was the Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial, so he didn't want to engage this Formed Core cultivator directly. After a moment’s hesitation, Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and summoned the Spirit Ghost Bag. He cast a spell on it, and dark winds surged as the Corpse Demon rushed out.

The Sage Ancestor of Profound Primordial's eyes widened in surprise; he never expected such a powerful Corpse Demon to be controlled by the other party. He began to lose heart.

Meanwhile, the Tiger King was far more impulsive and reckless. Though equally surprised, he showed no fear as he let out an eerie roar and rushed forward.

This brute didn't even use his treasures but instead clenched his fist, producing a series of crackling sounds. In theevil spirit气息, his arm suddenly elongated and struck the Corpse Demon's face with great force.
第五卷 天云十二州 第八百九十五章 梵天巫火

The red light in the demon's eyes flickered, and it naturally wasn't afraid of anything. It raised its right hand, forming a fist. Dark black demonic energy surged as another powerful punch came flying over.

This monster, originally had immense strength. After connecting with Kalaogu's arm, its power was even more formidable. A strange color flashed in the Black Tiger Demon King's eyes, and his demon aura was surging. The punch's power increased by several notches.

Bang!

The thunderous sound echoed into Lin Xuan's ears as air currents scattered everywhere, covering a hundred feet around with smoke, creating an astonishing scene.

Ding ding ding...

The Black Tiger Demon King stumbled back seven or eight steps before managing to stand firm. His eyes widened in shock: "Impossible! How can such a mere元婴级别的 corpse demon withstand my direct confrontation?"

It was no wonder the Black Tiger was surprised. After all, while demons could open their spirit intelligence and transform into human form at the fourth stage, their cultivation path still differed significantly from humans.

For most妖族, there were two choices: one was to continue refining their own demonic bodies until they became incredibly strong, able to withstand powerful magical artifacts without falling behind.

The other option was similar to humans—finding various rare treasures and minerals to forge devastating spells.

The Black Tiger belonged to the latter category. Although not a heavenly spirit race, it had bloodline ties to wild beasts. Its demonic body was already extremely formidable after advancing to mid-stage transformation, and with its natural talent for armor, its power naturally surpassed others.

Don't underestimate those small fists; one punch could shatter even a mountain. Yet against such a minor corpse demon, he still fell behind.

Is this right?

The Black Tiger was shocked but also furious. He raised his head and roared loudly, his punches like wind and rain, pounding fiercely at the opponent.

The corpse demon wasn't weak either; its eyes turned blood red as its demonic arm grew to several times its size, making its body look extremely unbalanced yet more ferocious. It met the blows head-on.

Two元婴级别的 monsters began their close combat. Each punch shook the ground, sending stone fragments flying, and trees seemed like paper. It was as if two savage giants were fighting each other.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's battle with Grandmaster Hua Yuan had reached its most dangerous point.

Originally, Lin Xuan hadn't taken this guy seriously; his cultivation stage was slightly lower than Lin Xuan's, so capturing him alive wouldn't be too difficult. However, he had been overly confident this time.

Grandmaster Hua Yuan's talent couldn't compare to the Hundred Poison Sage Lord, but it was still rare. The Muramoon tribe's witchcraft did have some unique secrets. Although he hadn't broken through his bottleneck to mid-stage cultivation, the several secret techniques he practiced were extremely powerful.

For example, this Heaven-Burning Witch Flame could devour all things. Lin Xuan used his transformation technique to command the Yin-Yang Demon Serpent, but it was still struggling slightly.

Facing the countless fireballs, the demon serpent desperately spat out black and white Yin winds, barely holding on.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he remained calm. He flipped his left hand, a green flame about the size of an egg appearing in his palm.

It then grew rapidly...

Lin Xuan raised his left hand, and that ball of fire floated above his head, spinning nonstop. Countless thin flames separated from it, like threads weaving into a large net.

Grandmaster Hua Yuan's expression changed dramatically as his pupils constricted; he looked like he had seen a ghost: "No, impossible! This is the Green Illusion Mystic Flame. How could you know our tribe's secret technique?"

It was no wonder this old monster was so shocked. Back then, when he secretly plotted against his younger brother, he hadn't killed the Hundred Poison Sage Lord on the spot but instead quietly imprisoned him to seek out the whereabouts of the Muramoon tribe's treasures.

Although the origin of that technique wasn't clear, it was almost certainly brought down from the upper realms and extremely powerful. He had once seen the Hundred Poison Sage Lord use the Green Illusion Mystic Flame.

Its subtlety and profundity made him envious. But the Hundred Poison Sage Lord hated him to the core and wouldn't reveal anything about the technique. Moreover, his soul probing technique was ineffective on him...

Over these centuries, Grandmaster Hua Yuan had spared no effort but ultimately failed; the Hundred Poison Sage Lord was incredibly stubborn and refused to give any information even under torture.

Due to failing to condense an元婴, over a decade ago, the Hundred Poison Sage Lord finally exhausted his lifespan. With his death, Grandmaster Hua Yuan gradually lost interest in seeking out the tribe's treasures.

But he never expected to see the Green Illusion Mystic Flame on this foreign cultivator today. Grandmaster Hua Yuan was greatly surprised but then became both happy and worried.

He was overjoyed that the technique hadn't been lost, but naturally, the worry was simple: his opponent was a mid-stage元婴, an old monster. If he couldn't defeat him, how could he force him to hand over the technique?

Seeing Lin Xuan as difficult to deal with, Grandmaster Hua Yuan had already considered retreating. But now seeing the Green Illusion Mystic Flame, he became reluctant again.

It was no wonder; after all, this treasure had been his lifelong obsession for centuries. How could he easily give up on that desire?

Watching the changes in Lin Xuan's expression, with his deep scheming, naturally guessed what Grandmaster Hua Yuan was thinking. A sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth as his divine consciousness moved; the Green Illusion Mystic Flame transformed into a large net and flew forward.

Suddenly, it passed through the Yin-Yang Demon Serpent, and countless fireballs struck it.

However, strangely, there wasn't even a sound. Although Heaven-Burning Witch Flame could devour all things, compared to the Green Illusion Mystic Flame, it was still inferior. It was absorbed by that net.

"Impossible!"

Grandmaster Hua Yuan's expression changed dramatically; the demon flames' power turned out to be far more terrifying than he imagined. He felt both envious and resentful as his face grew even grimmer.

He pointed a finger, and a peculiar-looking magical artifact appeared before him.

Neither sword nor spear, it looked extremely bizarre.

Lin Xuan wasn't weak either; he raised his left hand, and a sharp light emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

Green Fire!

In fact, although Lin Xuan had many magical artifacts, the one with the greatest offensive power was this Green Fire Sword. Even the Nine Heavens Moon Ring could only compare.

Of course, the Nine Heavens Moon Ring was a dual-element artifact and had both defensive and offensive effects. If facing a difficult opponent, its role would be far greater than that of the Green Fire Sword.

However, Grandmaster Hua Yuan's cultivation stage was still slightly lower than Lin Xuan's, so using the Green Fire Sword against him was perfect.

Lin Xuan clasped his hands together; the Green Fire surged and grew to about a丈 long. It fiercely slashed at the opponent.

Grandmaster Hua Yuan hurriedly manipulated that peculiar magical artifact to meet it.

A green light flashed, followed by a mournful sound as the artifact was split in two.

"Impossible!" Grandmaster Hua Yuan's expression changed dramatically; he spat out blood, his complexion turning very sallow.
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However, during the refinement of his innate soul technique, he did not use much precious material. After hundreds of years of cultivation under the nurturing flames, it had become extremely sharp and also came with several strange incantations. If the opponent was not careful, they would be injured by these secret techniques.

Previously, relying on this treasure, even when facing peers, he often managed to gain an advantage and remain invincible. He did not expect that this time, the treasure had no effect at all before being mysteriously destroyed.

The Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence was shocked and angered. Given his connection with the treasure through his soul, he was caught off guard and suffered a severe blow.

Lin Xuan watched everything unfold, his face showing icy hatred. Seizing the opportunity when his enemy was weak, Lin Xuan would not show mercy to his enemies.

With one finger strike, the Green Flame Sword's momentum increased even more as it fiercely stabbed towards the opponent.

The Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence took a sharp breath and quickly reached out, tapping his waist. A flash of light appeared before him, and a white,森然 shield materialized in front of him.

Made from beast bones, this shield was terrifyingly fierce but had extremely strong defensive capabilities. It clashed with the Green Flame Sword, its surface showing several cracks.

"Not bad, not bad."

Lin Xuan did not get angry; instead, he clapped his hands lightly: "You are indeed the Great Elder of the Moon Shadow Clan. You do have some treasures on you. But do you think a few items can escape my family's hands?"

Before the words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness. The Green Flame Sword flashed and retreated several feet before fiercely stabbing at the opponent.

The Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence was already terrified, only able to manipulate that white bone shield to block attacks temporarily.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan had many tricks up his sleeve, not just the Green Flame Sword.

With a flick of his fingers, he cast a spell into the Yin-Yang Demon Jie.

This jie raised its head and once again emitted the heart-stopping black and white阴风 from its blood-filled maw.

Lin Xuan did not stop there. With his left hand, a small gourd appeared in his palm.

"Rise!"

Lin Xuan threw this treasure towards his head, palms clasped together as he cast another spell. The gourd emitted a bright light, turning red and growing significantly larger before splitting into three parts, releasing shocking amounts of essence qi.

"An ancient treasure!"

The Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence's pupils constricted. He had experienced the pain of an ancient treasure in the幽州 when he was at the same cultivation stage. Those relics from prehistoric times were all extraordinary, making it impossible for him to win regardless of his higher rank and wealth.

Despite his reluctance, as a formidable figure, he forcefully suppressed any thoughts of reclaiming the treasure. For now, there was no chance of getting it back; he would have to find another way later.

With this in mind, he did not hesitate. He reached out and tapped his waist several times, summoning a series of eight different magical treasures.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat puzzled by the abundance of treasures but their faint light indicated they were of lower quality, even some failed products.

What use could such items have? Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he showed signs of confusion on his face.

The Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence's expression was solemn as he muttered obscure incantations. Under his spell, the magical treasures exploded one after another.

Bright lights filled the air, and the fragments scattered like miniature meteors.

Lin Xuan's face changed. He no longer focused on attacking with his magical treasures but instead summoned the Black Iron Dragon Armor Shield to protect himself.

The Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence showed regret in his eyes but did not delay. He transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the horizon.

This old monster, seeing the situation worsening, abandoned his friends."

There was nothing surprising about this; cultivators were inherently selfish.

The explosion of eight magical treasures was incredibly powerful. Even if an advanced middle-stage immortals could survive, they would still be injured to some extent. However, Lin Xuan's divine perception clearly outmatched those of the same cultivation stage, allowing him to remain calm despite such a sneak attack.

After the echoes faded, Lin Xuan looked in the direction the Great Ancestor of Mixed Essence fled, his brows slightly raised with a hint of mockery on his lips.

This old monster was indeed impressive. To escape, he could discard so many treasures without hesitation. Knowing that even low-grade magical treasures were far more valuable than spiritual artifacts, several together would be no small sum; it seemed the other party really did not mind losing them."

Clever as he was, all of his efforts were in vain. Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness and quickly locked onto the Great Ancestor's aura.

His body enveloped in green light, he transformed into a streak of light to chase after him.

On the ground, only the Corpse Demon and the Black Tiger King continued their fierce battle, exchanging blows that sent sand flying.

What was strange was that this place was only twenty miles from the Peacock's lair. The battle was so intense, yet the lord of Cangming Mountain showed no signs of presence.

Was she just not in her lair or had something else happened?

On the other side,

The quiet forest lay in ruins as Cloud Peak fell to the ground. His appearance was pitiful; his flesh and blood withered like a desiccated corpse dug up from a grave.

Dragon Sister was an exotic creature from the wilderness, too violent. The senior clearly stated that unless there were the divine powers of an advanced middle-stage immortal, one could not control Dragon Sister's spirit within the banner.

To protect his wife's escape, Cloud Peak had no choice but to ignore this warning. If he did not summon the sister's soul, how could he possibly match three old monsters at the same cultivation stage?

He used his essence blood to suppress Dragon Sister's soul, which was akin to drinking poison to quench thirst. In less than an hour, his entire essence blood had been drained by ten percent. He felt as if he were.

If a condensation period cultivator, he would have already perished. Although he managed to survive, it was only by苟延残喘 (barely hanging on).

Without the replenishment of essence blood, Dragon Sister's soul no longer obeyed his commands and returned to the banner.

The three old monsters staggered as they landed.

They had also suffered significant losses earlier. The spider soul's power far exceeded their imagination; even if it was not at the level of a late-stage cultivator, its strength was comparable. If time dragged on, who would win remained uncertain.

Their eyes grew hotter as they looked at that banner.

This really was a lucky find!

They glanced at the lying down witch. She posed no threat now. The woman in courtly attire hesitated for a moment before slowly walking over.
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Yun Feng gritted his teeth, trying to support his body. However, he felt numb all over, making it incredibly difficult for him even to move a muscle.

"Stop being so stubborn. In your current state, you can't even stop us; let alone escape. A mere novice cultivator dares to control the soul of Dragon Sister and ends up like this—consider yourself lucky," said the woman in court attire with a cold smile, her voice icy to the extreme.

"Sister, why are you talking to him? We can't afford to let that scumbag get away," grumbled the bald man, clearly impatient.

"Good luck. I have matters to attend to now. Otherwise, I would make sure you experience the agony of soul extraction," said the woman in court attire, her voice still icy.

Before he could say another word, she raised her left hand, and a blood ray shot out from her sleeve, slicing off Yun Feng's head with a swift motion.

She then formed some hand seals, and a light霞 rolled over, creating an eerie infant floating mid-air. The infant's appearance matched Yun Feng’s.

Unlike the active soul that had escaped, this infant appeared pale and weak, unable to even lift his arm.

The woman in court attire slapped her waist, and a small jade bottle flew out, hovering before her chest as she opened it. Inside, faint cries of an angry spirit could be heard.

Yun Feng's face turned pale; during the battle, he had noticed that these three were using both strange treasures and unique techniques, making them likely practitioners of ghost cultivation.

Being in their hands would often result in a more tragic fate than death itself.

Judging by their actions, they seemed to want to use his soul for something.

The infant's eyes filled with fear as he took a deep breath and勉强 lifted his left hand towards his head.

"Hmph. Wanting to commit suicide is not that easy; your life or death is now out of your hands!"

The woman in court attire snorted, her jade hand pointing forward. With a pop, a black light flew out from the bottle, wrapping around the soul before being sucked back inside.

Satisfied with this outcome, she closed her hands and sealed the bottle. Although the backlash from Dragon Sister's soul had weakened him greatly, his soul force was still far beyond that of ordinary cultivators.

As a ghost cultivator, such good material would not be discarded by this woman.

The three old monsters' eyes all fell on the small banner.

They had just witnessed its power firsthand; each one naturally coveted it.

While the bald man was slightly superior in cultivation compared to his two companions, he seemed somewhat hesitant towards the woman in court attire for some reason.

Heavenly Ghost Emperor also swallowed his saliva but, considering his position within Li Hai Valley, knew that he could not snatch the banner. Since he couldn't get it, Heavenly Ghost Emperor's eyes darted around, and he began to think of other plans.

"Two fellow daoists, this banner is no ordinary treasure. In my humble opinion, we should present it to the sect master; what do you say?" said Heavenly Ghost Emperor, stroking his beard with a carefree expression.

"Hmph, if you can't get your hands on something, neither will I. And presenting it to the sect master means more benefits for us when we return," Heavenly Ghost Emperor's proposal was indeed the best choice for him.

"Presenting it to the sect master?"

The bald man froze, his expression turning unpleasant, and the woman in court attire’s steps also stiffened.

"Is something wrong? Do you not agree?" asked Heavenly Ghost Emperor calmly.

"Haha, fellow daoist, what are you talking about? This treasure is incredibly powerful; of course, it should be presented to our venerable sect master. Sister, do you agree?"

"Yes, yes!" Although the woman in court attire was cold-hearted, her expression showed a hint of fear when mentioning the sect master. Despite her reluctance, she had no choice but to reluctantly agree with his suggestion, hating Heavenly Ghost Emperor deeply.

"Since that is the case, this banner will be temporarily kept by me until we return and present it to our venerable sect master."

Heavenly Ghost Emperor's deep scheming could not miss their resentment. However, he ignored it as a light rolled out, snatching up the banner.

With this mission completed, his status within the sect would surely rise; there was no need to care about two inner hall elders.

His reasoning was so convincing that even if they were unhappy, they dared not show it on the surface.

Of the four former ghost emperors, only Heavenly Ghost Emperor had lived a carefree life. This result did not come from his high cultivation but rather his cunning and intelligence, always preferring to think before acting.

This trait somewhat resembled Lin Xuan's.

"Alright, this matter is over; we can't afford to delay any longer. We mustn't let that woman escape; otherwise, if the Fairy Peacock is alerted, things will go south," said the bald man, his expression emotionless as he spoke.

"We need to focus on extracting the inner core of the Peacock first. If this fails, we won’t have the face to see our sect master again no matter what treasures we obtain," agreed Heavenly Ghost Emperor.

"Since that is so, why waste words? Hurry up and move!"

The woman in court attire did not bother with a good mood; she transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the front.

The bald man and Heavenly Ghost Emperor exchanged glances before each displaying their abilities and diving into the dense forest.

The other cultivators were even more hesitant, but they didn't follow closely. Instead, they circled from both sides to surround them, as there weren’t just one Peacock Lord in Cangming Mountain; numerous low-grade beasts also roamed around. Their task was to block these lower-level creatures so that the three elders could focus on their mission.

After Yun Feng had blocked the enemy with all his might, Misty Profound Fairy’s light sped through the clouds towards her own domain. She did not flee to Moon Ink Clan but instead headed for Peacock's lair.

After all, there was no other active soul in the clan except for that old guy, Huan Yuan.

Huan Yuan had always been at odds with her and her husband; in such a situation, he would be more than happy to see them suffer rather than offer any help.

Now she could only hope. Peacock was an intermediate-stage transformed creature, far stronger than herself. If she could get her aid, there might still be a chance for her husband.

This woman had lived several hundred years and quickly calmed down from the initial panic. She took out a secret communication talisman from her chest and poured in her energy. The talisman turned into a fiery streak that flew towards Cangming Mountain's main peak.

After a moment’s hesitation, she decided to return along the same path, sending a distress signal. Once Peacock appeared, she must help her husband; Yun Feng alone could not withstand three old monsters.

Although this would put her in danger, their deep bond made it impossible for her to abandon him and run away.
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Couple birds in the same forest, when disaster strikes, each flies away. Yet, there is still human affection in this harsh cultivation world. To save his beloved wife, Yunfeng was willing to feed spider souls with his flesh and blood. Miao Youxian did not choose to live alone either; after sending out a sound transmission talisman, she returned to look for her husband.

Unfortunately, it was too late.

She had flown only a few miles when she collided head-on with a woman in court attire. The latter was overjoyed and worried that they might be too late, but instead, the other party jumped into a trap by herself.

What could be said now?

Enemies meeting each other turn red in the face; both parties unleashed their full power, fighting fiercely together. In just an instant, two more old monsters arrived, leaving Miao Youxian in a desperate situation. The thought of three old monsters arriving made her heart race with fear—would her husband dare to think about it?

A streak of light cut through the sky, speeding like wind and darting forward. Suddenly, the light condensed into the appearance of a young woman. From the surface, she appeared to be in her early twenties, with long, black hair that reached down to her waist. She wore a green dress, her figure curvy and graceful, making her look like an absolute beauty.

Despite her youth, this woman possessed formidable妖力, nearly reaching a level that was shocking to behold, surpassing even the Black Tiger Demon King. With such cultivation, there weren’t many in the Dao Qu Yin Mountains who could match her; naturally, she was the Peacock Immortal.

At this moment, she frowned slightly, appearing both bewildered and enraged.

As a transformed creature, her divine awareness was undoubtedly powerful. The battle between an元婴级别的 cultivator was no small matter either. Although they were separated by several dozen miles, she could sense the intense fluctuations in the air. Who dared to cause trouble on Cangming Mountain?

Peacock Immortal was both shocked and angry; she didn’t even consider this lord as worthy of her attention. Such incidents hadn’t occurred for centuries—did these fellows really think they could bully her just because she was kind?

In truth, Peacock Immortal had always been a quick-tempered person, understandable given that she was a celestial bird with pride. She looked down on humans and other transformed creatures from the start, considering them mere dung and grass compared to divine spirits. This description fit Peacock Immortal perfectly.

Any disagreement would result in a fight; even among transformed creatures, few dared to provoke this Cangming Mountain lord. However, things had changed mysteriously several decades ago.

After advancing to mid-stage transformation, Peacock Immortal went on a tour of Youzhou. Upon her return, although her cultivation level had inexplicably increased significantly, her temperament had completely transformed as well.

She remained proud but no longer quick-tempered; she rarely fought to the death in battle unless there was a real grudge. Otherwise, if it were any other time, the Black Tiger Demon King would have been cut into pieces long ago. As for why this beautiful female cultivator suddenly became so refined and ladylike, nobody could explain—except Fresh Blossom Daoist.

In fact, the incident was purely coincidental. By chance, through Drifting Cloud Valley, Huan Yuan, and Lin Xuan, all had come to find Peacock Immortal. Fresh Blossom added: including Miao Youxian and her husband.

However, over a dozen days ago, Peacock Immortal had left on her own to gather some spirit herbs for alchemy. The herbs weren’t hard to find, but she estimated it would take at least two or three months before returning. To her surprise, the necessary herbs were gathered in just a few days.

Peacock Immortal was overjoyed and set out immediately. Otherwise, any old monster of元婴级别, whether with good intentions or bad, would have run in vain. It wasn’t clear whose luck it was.

Originally, Peacock Immortal had found the spirit medicines early on, her mood extremely good. However, she never dreamed that someone would cause trouble at her doorstep. This was intolerable; did these fellows really think she had given up killing?

With a surge of妖力, a cold aura emanated from Peacock Immortal’s body.

Though she was angry, she wasn’t the reckless person she used to be. The ones causing trouble were all old monsters of元婴级别, and although her powers were formidable, she was alone and vulnerable. Falling into a trap would be disastrous; it was better to be cautious.

With this in mind, Peacock Immortal stretched out her jade arms, changing hand gestures rapidly. A five-colored light enveloped her body.

Then, the figure of the young woman blurred, vanishing without a trace.

She had used an invisibility technique, surpassing even the Nine Heavens Profound Technique. She also concealed her妖气, carefully flying towards the distant area.

Though she slowed down due to the invisibility technique, as a mid-stage transformed creature and a celestial bird, she was naturally gifted for flight. The distance of several dozen miles was covered in an instant.

Fortunately, Peacock Immortal arrived just in time. Facing the attacks from three old monsters, Miao Youxian couldn’t hold on much longer; after only a few exchanges, she suffered severe injuries.

Just as Peacock Immortal arrived, she saw the bald giant using his fang staff to strike, and Miao Youxian barely managed to block with her sword. However, she was knocked back into mid-air, opening her mouth to spit out a blood arrow.

The woman in court attire, seeing this, flashed an aura of murderous intent; she wouldn’t hold back but instead manipulated the silver hook to pierce her abdomen. With such a strange and powerful artifact, Miao Youxian’s death was certain if it hit—she might not even be able to escape as an元婴.

Moreover, the timing was impeccable—the moment her power was dispersed by the strike, she couldn’t defend herself. Miao Youxian cried out in alarm, biting her teeth; her only hope was to escape her元婴 first. At this critical moment, Peacock Immortal’s voice reached her ears: "Sister, don't panic, I'll help you."

Miao Youxian did indeed have some personal motives for approaching Peacock Immortal, but in truth, the two women were quite compatible. With so few reaching元婴级别 among humans and transformed creatures alike, Peacock Immortal had few friends; Miao Youxian just happened to be one of them. Even though she didn’t understand the situation fully, she couldn’t watch helplessly as blood splattered outside her home. Emotionally and logically, Peacock Immortal couldn’t stay out of it. Moreover, with three against one, the others were shameless.

Seeing Miao Youxian unable to dodge, Peacock Immortal extended her left hand, flicking her index finger. A five-colored sword energy shot forth.

With a hiss, the sword energy was swift and precise, intercepting the silver hook.

Seizing this opportunity, Miao Youxian rejoiced and retreated, standing side by side with Peacock Immortal.

As their enemies were about to be defeated, a troublesome figure suddenly appeared. The woman in court attire’s expression changed, her face darkening as she prepared for the next battle.
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"It's you."

The peacock's keen eyes darted, and upon seeing the Heavenly Emperor of Ghosts, she immediately became highly alert. A surging aura of killing intent enveloped her entire body.

"Indeed, it is I. It has been over a dozen years since our last meeting in Youzhou. Your grace remains as enchanting as ever; this is truly delightful," the Heavenly Emperor of Ghosts said as he slowly approached with a gentle smile on his face. However, behind that facade, he had already sealed off their escape routes.

"What? She's the Fairy Peacock?"

The bald man was taken aback and then burst into joyous laughter. He had originally feared that they might slip away if the other party received news of them, but now it seemed as though he had unwittingly walked right into his own trap.

The woman in court attire also changed from anger to delight. The three old monsters formed a triangular formation, subtly encircling the two women. "How is my husband? What did you do to him?"

Miaoyou Fairy's voice entered their ears just as the peacock quickly threw her hand out, saving her from falling. However, this only made her more worried about Yunfeng.

"Your husband, that ungrateful fellow, tried to stop the tide with his bare hands and has been drawn by my soul and essence, leaving him no chance of reincarnation," the woman in court attire laughed wildly as she spoke. The vicious words sent shivers down everyone's spine.

Miaoyou Fairy heard this and felt a wave of darkness before her eyes. The other party's words were like sharp arrows, piercing her heart with every word.

Being drawn by soul and essence without any chance of reincarnation—this was already the most tragic outcome for cultivators; there could be no more pitiful an ending than that.

"Why? We have no grudge against each other..." Miaoyou Fairy struggled to stand steady as she spoke, her face contorted with anger. Her lips were bleeding from biting them so hard.

"Why?" he sneered. "You are a primordial spirit cultivator; why ask such childish questions? The path of cultivation is fraught with obstacles. Being drawn by soul and essence isn't strange at all. This palace wants someone to be unable to seek life or death, so what need for any reason? I am the butcher, you are the fish. This is exactly what this palace wishes to do, and what can you do about it?"

These words enraged Miaoyou Fairy even more than her blood could tell. The peacock also turned a deep red with anger. Although she had always regarded human lives as grass before, she was far less cruel than this woman.

After all, while cultivators might lack morals, they still followed some basic rules unless there was an unbreakable enmity. Drawing the soul and essence of enemies was considered too extreme; it could easily provoke public outrage.

But the woman in court attire paid no heed to these concerns. Although she was only at the early stage of primordial spirit cultivation, her status within the sect far exceeded that of other cultivators of the same rank due to certain special reasons. With such a powerful stronghold like Li Hai Valley backing her, she had nothing to fear...

Miaoyou Fairy was furious and hated this woman with all her heart. She was about to unleash her法宝 but was stopped by the peacock's hand: "Sister, don't rush. This is just one-sided talk. Even if Yunfeng friend isn't a match for them, his primordial spirit can use the secret technique of instantaneous teleportation and escape easily. They may be trying to confuse us."

Miaoyou Fairy felt somewhat relieved upon hearing this. The three old monsters from Li Hai Valley sneered with amusement; as the saying went, "the longer the night, the more dreams one has." Since the main character had already arrived, they didn't need to hold back.

The Heavenly Emperor of Ghosts was the first to act. He shook his shoulder, and black aura coalesced into a white bone snake about ten meters long, with two semi-transparent wings on its back.

"Go!"

With a flick of his finger, the snake raised its head high and darted forward like lightning. Meanwhile, the woman in court attire clasped her hands before her chest, and her treasure flew up above her head, spinning and whirling while emitting strange noises.

A blood-red hurricane suddenly appeared around her body, with faint cries of vengeful spirits echoing inside, piercingly sad.

The area for several miles was filled with an eerie and terrifying atmosphere.

The bald man then formed a bizarre hand seal and kept waving his hands. Spell after spell was infused into the wolf's club.

Roar! The ground trembled as this treasure transformed into a monstrous creature over ten meters long, neither lion nor tiger, covered in scales, grotesquely fierce.

A powerful spiritual pressure enveloped the surrounding area.

Miaoyou Fairy turned pale and realized that the three old monsters hadn't used their true strength when they fought her earlier. Otherwise, she might not have escaped safely to this point.

The peacock's face was now white with a look of no longer dismissing the enemy as easily. The opponents were much harder to deal with than expected; both in terms of cultivation and treasures, they outperformed other cultivators of the same rank by a notch.

Could they be from one of the Seven Great Forces?

After all, even at the same level, due to different cultivation techniques and treasures, there could still be significant differences in strength between cultivators.

This was why Miaoyou Fairy had her suspicions.

She scanned the scene and saw that the three old monsters' spiritual awareness firmly held them in place. A cold smile appeared on her lips: "It seems your friends came here mainly for me."

"Haha, indeed, you are clever. As long as you obediently spit out your demon core, we can still spare your life," the Heavenly Emperor of Ghosts said with a sinister grin.

Unlike human cultivators' primordial spirits, after losing their inner cores, shape-shifters would merely have their cultivation plummet without dying.

"Indeed, as long as you hand over your inner core, this palace will not draw your soul and essence. I'll take you in as a spirit beast," the woman in court attire's arrogant voice echoed amidst the blood-red hurricane.

The Heavenly Emperor of Ghosts frowned with an air of dissatisfaction on his face.

But the peacock was already laughing inwardly: "Very well, very well, very well. No one has ever dared to talk to this fairy like you before. Taking me as a spirit beast? Even late-stage primordial spirit cultivators dare not look down upon this fairy so much. Just because..."

"How about that?" the woman in court attire showed no signs of hesitation or retreat.

"Nothing, don't you enjoy drawing souls and essences? Soon, I'll make it happen for you."

Before her words had even finished, the peacock's figure turned into a streak of five-colored light, vanishing without a trace.

In an instant, the woman in court attire's shocked and angry voice was heard, as if she had taken some minor damage.

The Heavenly Emperor of Ghosts was startled and quickly focused his gaze forward. He kept hearing popping sounds. About ten meters to his left, demon energy surged while ghostly mists retreated.

Clearly, this round of battle saw the peacock taking the upper hand.

He exchanged a glance with the bald man, both feeling somewhat alarmed. Despite being surrounded, she could move freely; how terrifying her concealment technique was!

Especially for the Heavenly Emperor, who felt an immense sense of awe. The last time they had fought, she had just entered the middle stage. How could she have reached the peak realm in such a short period?

After all, at this level, advancing even one rank was incredibly difficult. Did Miaoyou Fairy have some extraordinary experience?
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The Demon Emperor was envious and jealous, but he didn't let that stop him. With a slight movement of his divine consciousness, the white-boned demon snake's form flashed as it lunged towards the colorful light emitted by the Fairy Peacock.

Meanwhile, he stretched out his hand, fingers curling slightly, and a series of whistling sounds filled the air. Dozens of claw shadows appeared, like sharp rays, shooting towards the battlefield.

This old monster wasn't satisfied; he summoned that white bone spear as well, conjuring dark winds mixed with the wails of vengeful spirits. The sheer malice in the air made one shudder just by looking at it.

Due to the insult from the robed female cultivator, Fairy Peacock was currently engaged in a fierce battle. Initially, she had indeed been dominant thanks to her mysterious evasive technique, but the outcome afterward left her impressed.

It was unclear what kind of cultivation technique that woman practiced; an early-stage元婴 cultivator's abilities were far superior to those of a mid-stage old monster.

Although not as formidable as herself, it would be impossible to eliminate this opponent in such a short time. Especially concerning her eyes, which flickered with red light—after initially taking some hits, she could now perceive her evasive technique, which was too strange.

Fairy Peacock took a deep breath and calmed down from her anger. Despite the other's arrogance and shamelessness, their cultivation was not to be underestimated.

At this moment, the昊天 Demon Emperor's attack arrived in unison, with an astonishing momentum that left no room for retreat. Fairy Peacock couldn't help but grow angry; it seemed the other truly wanted her life.

Although she had cultivated herself much since returning from Youzhou, as a proud Heavenly Spirit race, "no one provokes me, and I don't provoke others," so Fairy Peacock would not be courteous.

A hint of killing intent flashed in her eyes. Fairy Peacock bit her pearl-like teeth and opened her mouth to spray out a stream of blood.

The blood didn’t disperse after leaving her mouth but gathered into a fist-sized light ball, which glowed fiercely.

Then, like an egg hatching, a one-foot-long peacock emerged from the ball, singing loudly. However, its feathers were blood red.

With a flap of its wings, it flew towards the white-boned demon snake.

Given their size difference, it should have been easy to determine the outcome in an instant. But something strange happened; the over ten-meter-long white-boned demon snake showed signs of fear in its eyes. The blood-red peacock's wings flapped, sending countless small flames like raindrops towards the demon snake.

Although it seemed slow at first, the white-boned demon snake couldn’t sit idly by. It opened its blood-filled mouth and released dark ghostly energy.

The dense black smoke was as thick as ink, causing sand to fly and plants to wither, as if something had sucked away their vitality.

But the blood-red peacock showed no fear; those small flames collided with the ghostly fog.

There were no sounds at first, but a faint crackling sound could be heard. Despite the ghostly fog's might, it was broken by the tiny flames. Without hesitation, the blood-red peacock dove into the remaining ghostly fog...

Seeing this scene, the昊天 Demon Emperor couldn't help but pause, his face showing a mix of shame and anger.

But his attack wasn’t limited to that; although the white-boned demon snake had been broken, there were still those claw shadows. However, he underestimated Fairy Peacock once again.

Despite her appearance as a beautiful young woman, her true form was a transformed creature with immense strength far beyond ordinary human cultivators. Facing those claws capable of splitting stone and tearing metal, Fairy Peacock showed no fear; a hint of confidence played on her lips as she swayed her slender waist to turn around.

Her jade hand blocked in front of her chest before swiftly inserting itself into the myriad claw shadows with lightning speed.

Fairy Peacock's fingers were long and delicate, like spring onions, and her skin seemed so thin it could be pierced. However, those claws failed to even scratch her a single bit; instead, they turned to nothingness wherever her hand passed.

"Screeeech—"

The昊天 Demon Emperor sucked in his breath. He remembered the battle with Fairy Peacock back in Youzhou; although their power was close at that time, why was there such a huge gap now?

The昊天 Demon Emperor was greatly alarmed and slowed down his movements. Originally, he had intended to summon the bone spear, but now he quietly retreated.

Since her cultivation had improved so much, it wasn't necessary for him to rush in and fight head-on. Besides, this mission involved more than just himself; let those two fools go and fight Fairy Peacock to their deaths.

The three from厉魂 Valley each harbored ulterior motives, and the昊天 Demon Emperor was now thinking of his own interests.

However, despite his two failed attacks, he had managed to draw Fairy Peacock's attention.

The robed woman felt the pressure decrease and couldn't help but show a look of extreme joy. Her cultivation technique was extraordinary; although it contained significant flaws, its power was immense, making her comparable to a cultivator one realm higher during combat.

She also benefited from good fortune, having once had an encounter with the sect leader, though she never became his concubine and was still well-cared for within the sect. This gave her a骄狂 personality, looking down on all but late-stage cultivators.

As the saying goes: "Evil will eventually be punished." Overconfidence would lead to disaster; she had already suffered significant losses at Fairy Peacock's hands. If it were just one-on-one combat, she would have died on the spot. Fortunately, with three against one, the昊天 Demon Emperor's attack successfully broke the siege.

To be honest, this woman was indeed powerful, but in terms of cunning, she couldn't compare to the Demon Emperor. The enemy shouldn't be underestimated; the昊天 Demon Emperor retreated and planned to avoid a direct confrontation.

However, after being defeated, the robed female cultivator's anger boiled over. Her eyes glinted with ferocity; she had never experienced such humiliation before. Determined to capture Fairy Peacock alive and extract her soul, she began casting spells with both hands.

A blood-red hurricane suddenly intensified, darkening the sky as black clouds gathered overhead. From within the hurricane, came a mournful wailing of ghosts.

"$$; How many souls have you sacrificed?" Fairy Peacock raised an eyebrow, looking displeased.

"I can't remember exactly, but at least ten thousand, including both human and cultivator souls."

Fairy Peacock was greatly impressed, not just by the sheer number of souls, but also by how this woman had incorporated them into her body. Using her flesh as a container was a secret technique in the ghost path, though it carried immense risks. A single mistake could result in being devoured by countless spirits, but its power far exceeded that of ordinary soul-based magical treasures.
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This woman was playing with fire, but she seemed to have a firm grasp on the situation. She clasped her hands in front of her chest and suddenly, from within the hurricane, white bones appeared, accompanied by an eerie sound as if the opponent was approaching.

Countless vicious souls enveloped the Fairy Peacock, creating quite a commotion.

Meanwhile, the bald man rushed forward. The monster that wasn't a lion nor its original form opened its mouth wide and spat out a light wave with a diameter of about ten feet.

Heavenly Ghost Emperor Hou Tian frowned. He didn’t want to clash directly with the Fairy Peacock but being left behind would be too conspicuous. So, he turned his gaze towards Miao You.

On the other side, two streaks of light raced like lightning, one from Lin Xuan and another from the monster.

"Old monster, where are you going?" a pleasant voice echoed as a beautiful young woman appeared in front of them. She wore white robes and was barefoot, standing mid-air with an ethereal appearance that seemed to belong to a celestial being. However, her staff emitted magical energy, clearly Mo'er.

"Get out of the way!"

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor looked like a dog who had lost its tail, his face contorted in anger as he saw Mo'er’s cultivation was only at late Condensation Core stage. He was furious; it was like a tiger falling into a pit—how dare this inferior being take advantage?

With his remaining right arm, he swept forward, and an enormous black hand materialized mid-air with sharp claws, reaching out to grab the young woman.

The hate-filled strike from the Incarnate Witch was formidable. However, Mo'er wasn’t just any ordinary cultivator; she had seen Ga Luo ancient magic and had faced similar Incarnates before.

Despite the menacing appearance of the black hand, Mo'er showed no fear.

She rubbed her hands together, and the banner transformed into a cloud of lotus flowers enveloping her body. Thunder rumbled as countless tentacles, like whips or snakes, reached out to entangle the black hand.

After absorbing numerous enemy souls, the banner's power had grown significantly, but it was still just a manifestation of pure magical energy.

Mo'er didn’t seek glory; she only wanted to survive. She had come here merely to delay her opponent. The Heavenly Ghost Emperor’s attack failed as the Green Illusory Fire Sword caught up from behind.

The old monster was shocked and revealed his bone shield again.

Bang!

Shards fell, but this time he miscalculated. Although it had once blocked the Green Illusory Fire, it wasn’t intact; numerous cracks marred its surface. Moreover, the short sword’s surface was covered with Green Illusory Fire, making their combined power astonishingly powerful.

With a mournful cry, the shield shattered into a pile of bones as the Green Illusory Fire Sword flashed past and appeared behind the Heavenly Ghost Emperor.

Time seemed to stop as his expression froze. A faint bloodline appeared from his brow to his abdomen. Blood gushed out, splitting his body in half.

Blood mist spread as he revealed a terrified look with lingering malice. However, he was too scared to even glance at Lin Xuan. He flicked his fingers, and the magical energy flashed before vanishing without a trace.

High-level Incarnates were hard to kill because they could instantly teleport after detaching their bodies. Although he had suffered greatly under Lin Xuan’s hands, he still planned to seek revenge through possession.

Unfortunately, this opportunity would never come.

Seeing the Incarnate retreat, Lin Xuan shook his shoulders, emitting a bright green light as he used the Nine Heaven Micro Steps’ power, not much slower than the opponent. He extended his left hand and a long, ancient halberd appeared in his palm.

Lin Xuan gripped it tightly, injected magical energy into it, raised it over his head, and swung it downward.

Green light flashed, revealing a spatial ability that, though unable to tear through the void, could interfere with instantaneous teleportation.

About twenty meters ahead of Lin Xuan, air rippled as if disturbed by waves. The Incarnate appeared unsteadily.

The Heavenly Ghost Emperor’s face was filled with terror; how did his opponent break through the Teleportation Technique?

This delay allowed Lin Xuan to use Nine Heaven Micro Steps to arrive just three feet away from him.

The old monster raised his head, a mad look in his eyes as a layer of eerie red light appeared on his Incarnate body.

Bad luck, he wanted to self-destruct!

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. He quickly formed hand seals and opened his mouth, spitting out a green glow different from the ordinary soul energy—this was his true essence, incredibly powerful. It enveloped the Incarnate.

He couldn’t let it self-destruct; otherwise, all his efforts would be in vain.

With his left hand, he produced a small jade bottle that appeared in his palm.

He pulled out the stopper and pointed at the green glow, transforming into a sharp beam that flew into the bottle.

After sealing the bottle, Lin Xuan quickly took out a Restriction Talisman to wrap it. He finally looked satisfied as he carefully placed the jade bottle in his waistband.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan noticed distant thunderous noises, indicating that the Corpse Demon and Black Tiger Devil were also engaged in fierce combat.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the area before landing on a dense forest to the left. "Several fellow cultivators, you’ve been watching for so long; have you had enough? Do you need me to intervene?"
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Lin Xuan slowly turned his body, his voice cold and piercing. A faint hint of murderous intent could be seen on his face. The mountain breeze blew past, but there was no sound.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further. Just a few junior disciples dared to play tricks here! His right hand slightly raised, and he flicked his fingers. A streak of green sword energy appeared, swiftly piercing the dense forest.

"Ahh!"

A terrified male voice accompanied by immense pain echoed from within. "Senior, please don't act rashly. I'll come out."

Following this, a series of rustling sounds could be heard as three figures emerged into view.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as his spiritual sense swept over them. One was a middle-aged man in his thirties with a weathered face and deep-set wrinkles around the corners of his eyes, indicating he wasn't young at all.

The cultivation level didn't seem difficult; he had reached the Condensation Core中期 stage.

As for the two youths behind him, they were no more than twenty years old. Their expressions were lifelike, clearly twins, but their cultivation was only at the Foundation Establishment stage.

"You hid here to harm me, Lin?"

The middle-aged man's face changed dramatically as he quickly lowered his head and smiled apologetically. "Senior, you must be mistaken. I have no audacity to offend you; everything is a misunderstanding."

"Hmph, empty talk. This Qimen Range is forbidden territory for cultivators. How could three of you possibly reach here? What are your intentions? Speak clearly or else..." Lin Xuan's face turned icy cold as he spoke, his words filled with threats.

The middle-aged man stammered, "Senior, please spare my life! I don't know how I ended up here. I'm just a common cultivator from an ordinary family. We discovered an ancient cultivation cave and came to search for treasures. Unfortunately, we triggered a禁制 and were inexplicably transported here."

Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly. Sometimes, honest lies could be convincing, especially when he had similar experiences.

"Indeed." Lin Xuan nodded but slowly closed his eyes, lost in thought.

"Senior, can we leave now?" The middle-aged cultivator cautiously asked.

"Fine." Since they were unfortunate accidents, Lin Xuan didn't want to make things difficult for them. He waved his hand.

The three men were overjoyed and quickly bowed before turning to fly away.

However, just as the young man on the left turned around, Lin Xuan's gaze fell upon a peculiar pattern inside his sleeve.

A beautiful woman was depicted, but she was seated atop a skeleton. This pattern wasn't unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; he had seen it on two ghost cultivators during Moon's failed condensation. The sight enraged him.

It seemed the cultivation world was filled with survival of the fittest and constant bloodshed. One truly couldn't have any feminine thoughts if they wanted to survive here.

If not for his desire to avoid unnecessary killings, Lin Xuan wouldn't have been deceived. After capturing them, he could have used soul probing to understand everything.

Lin Xuan thought self-deprecatingly, reminding himself that even as an advanced Condensation Core cultivator, one couldn't be careless.

What good did being merciful do? He didn't care if they were innocent or not; the cultivation world was a jungle. Better to err on the side of caution and not let such mistakes happen again.

"Stop." Although Lin Xuan was furious, his voice remained calm.

"Senior, what more can I do?" The three cultivators froze as the middle-aged man's body stiffened further. He struggled with his inner turmoil but finally turned around. Escaping from an advanced Condensation Core cultivator seemed impossible.

"There's nothing else. I've changed my mind and want to spare your lives." Lin Xuan spoke casually, raising his right hand. Dozens of sword energies emerged from his sleeve; dealing with such cultivators didn't require any treasures.

"Senior, you—"

The three men were shocked as they had just been relieved of their predicament but now faced a new one. They couldn't fathom where things went wrong, but it was too late to beg for mercy.

A sinister glint flashed in the middle-aged man's eyes. He reached behind his head and spat out a black divine sword.

The moment the sword left his mouth, he transformed into an avian form, merging with the sword as they shot forward.

Though the twins were his nephews, this was no time to care about family ties.

Seeing the middle-aged man leave, the two Foundation Establishment cultivators were both shocked and angry. They knew their chances of survival were slim but didn't want to wait for death. They quickly summoned their spiritual artifacts.

But it was all in vain; Lin Xuan cut them down with one swift motion, body and treasure alike.

As for the escaping individual, Lin Xuan didn't pursue him. A mere Condensation Core cultivator could be captured by Moon willingly.

The little girl had been cooped up in his sleeve long enough; she needed to move around. Such enemies were perfect practice material.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and sat cross-legged. For some reason, he felt an ominous premonition. To prepare, he swallowed a few medicinal pills.

After about a cup of tea's time, Moon brought the unconscious middle-aged man over. They had taken more time to capture him alive.
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百零三章 碧蚕蛊

Lin Xuan nodded. Although Moon did not successfully form an infant, her cultivation had increased significantly.

Just moments ago, he narrowly avoided being tricked. Now that Lin Xuan was no longer in a mood to be polite, his hands lightly clasped as he began to use Soul Searching Technique.

In just half a cup of tea time, Lin Xuan's head tilted slightly and his face turned grim. Then with a forceful grip on his fingers, flames erupted, reducing the person to ashes. "Young Master, what happened?" Moon's face showed some curiosity.

Lin Xuan did not speak but instead closed his eyes. A flash of spiritual light passed through his body as he fully released his immensely powerful divine consciousness...

With the cultivation of an Incubus, Lin Xuan could cover a range of about one hundred miles if he deliberately extended his divine sense. His divine consciousness was much stronger, covering around two hundred miles with some fuzziness but still allowing him to roughly feel any movement or disturbance. Although he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was, the slightest change would be clear.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan sensed intense fluctuations of essence energy in the southwest direction, about two hundred miles away—precisely the outer regions of Cangming Mountain.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply and did not hesitate to release a torrent of green light. He wrapped Moon with it, turning into a streak of green light that broke through the air and flew off.

"Young Master, what exactly happened? You can tell me now," Moon's curiosity grew as she thought.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and began to narrate to her like he would a young maiden. These fellows turned out to be cultivators from Li Hai Valley.

Before this, Lin Xuan had already exterminated two ghost cultivators of the sect through Soul Searching Technique. He also knew they were planning to accompany several elders into Quinyun Mountain.

At that time, although Lin Xuan was curious, he did not take it seriously. After all, better to avoid trouble than seek it out. Li Hai Valley was one of the seven major sects in the Twelve Provinces under Heavenly Cloud, with countless powerful experts, including two or three late-stage old monsters. Although Lin Xuan had formidable abilities, he would not provoke such a force.

He had already forgotten about this matter when he encountered cultivators from Li Hai Valley again at Cangming Mountain, acting suspiciously. The results of Soul Searching further alarmed him.

Their goal was to hunt down Fairy Peacock and take herdemon pill.

Though the details were unclear, as just a Condensation Core stage cultivator, Lin Xuan did not know much about their intentions. But this news was enough to make Lin Xuan take notice—his friend, Peacock, could certainly be considered one… albeit an acquaintance made through mutual combat.

Moreover, he had benefited significantly from her without even realizing it. Without her injecting her essence light into his body, he would still have been trapped on the Spirit Beast Island. He always regarded Peacock as a red-haired confidante.

Hearing that she was in danger, Lin Xuan naturally could not sit idly by.

From Soul Searching, Lin Xuan learned that there were more than just minor minions involved; three Incubus experts had appeared.

One of them he knew very well—Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor! What a coincidence. The thought of this old bastard made Lin Xuan's teeth itch with anger. In Youzhou Province, he almost perished several times at his hands due to insufficient strength back then.

Back then, it was merely a source of silent frustration. But as the saying goes, "Thirty years east, thirty years west." Over sixty years later, after much hardship, Lin Xuan had reaped rich rewards—successfully forming an infant and advancing from the late stage to the middle stage due to consuming the Heart-Devouring Demon Peach.

Such opportunities were rare, but not non-existent. The initial stage of Incubus cultivation was extremely slow, while Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor still lingered in the early stage.

Given his nature, Lin Xuan would naturally not let this hateful old fellow go easily. At the same time, he could help Peacock out, killing two birds with one stone. There was no need for him to hesitate over such matters.

As for Black Tiger Demon King, Lin Xuan did not rush to deal with him. Although the Corpse Spirit realm was slightly lower, after receiving an ancient demon's arm, it should still be able to hold its own in close combat.

Dark winds ravaged and demonic energy surged, leaving no trace of flying creatures or beasts within a dozen miles. The battle between several Incubus experts had already frightened off all the lesser beings who could run away.

Hearing that her husband was being soul-robbed, one can imagine the pain in Miao You's heart. Filled with vengeance, she fought desperately, using not only her own innate treasure but also a dark green poison flag.

There were many schools of cultivation techniques, and witchcraft had survived to this day due to its unique advantages, especially in the use of poisons.

Inside that banner was a poisonous mist called Green Silkworm Pupa. Unfortunately, it was still immature. However, Miao You did not care at this moment as she sought revenge for her husband. The dark green fog revealed countless transparent-winged silkworms.

The Ghost Emperor was taken aback. He had only intended to avoid a direct confrontation with Peacock, but he now realized that this woman was no pushover either. Green Silkworm Pupa—this could be troublesome.

This was one of the ancient strange insects. Although it ranked far below Jade Net Weaver Bees, it was still quite troublesome. Fortunately, it was not fully mature...

The Ghost Emperor took a deep breath and released three small skulls. Each about the size of his fist, they were crystal clear and did not look menacing but rather like artistic skull bones! Miao You's face turned pale as she was an Incubus expert who had spent most of her time in Quinyun Mountain. She had read numerous ancient texts.

Her ancestors had also fought against yin ghosts before, and these crystal skull bones were extremely powerful treasures with rare materials for their creation. How could a mere early-stage Ghost Emperor gather the necessary components? Although Miao You was puzzled, she did not have time to think about it. After the Ghost Emperor released the crystal skulls, he immediately cast a spell with both hands.

A white light shone from each skull's empty eye sockets, cold and devoid of warmth! Simultaneously, their bodies grew larger, chomping wildly before suddenly opening wide, releasing three pure white flames from different directions.

Unlike ordinary ghost fire, these white flames, though emitted by the skulls, did not carry any aura. They collided with the dark green fog with a hiss. The Green Silkworm Pupa, originally a fierce poison in the primeval wilderness, was frozen upon contact with this strange flame.
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Crystal White Bone Fire

Miao You Fairy's delicate body trembled as she reluctantly took a step back. She hadn't expected the opponent to be wielding something more than just an ordinary crystal skull; it could even control such extreme cold属性魔炎.

Cold and poison complement each other, but if her Green Silkworm蛊 had already matured, perhaps she wouldn’t have feared much. However, now...

She was being thoroughly outmatched.

Though Miao You Fairy was angry in her heart, she knew that with the opponent having such a treasure, she likely had no chance of victory.

Unable to resist, she stretched out her jade hand and touched her small abdomen. Her husband was already an immortal; she must live on for him, leaving behind his flesh and blood so that one day she could seek revenge.

Seeing the other party showing signs of fear, Heavenly Ghost Emperor felt immensely triumphant. With a boisterous laugh, he waved his sleeves, commanding the crystal skull to fiercely attack its opponent...

In just a moment, it became perilously close. Miao You Fairy gritted her teeth and her face turned pale. She was merely eking out a survival.

On another side,

Pheasant Fairy's situation didn't seem as difficult.

Yi faced two sides of attack but still managed with ease. The pheasant's法宝 were incredibly strange—five colorful feathers, vivid in color, almost like plucked from her own tail.

Indeed, they had been taken from her tail. Beast creatures' fur and bones could be used to forge such treasures. Pheasant Fairy couldn't self-mutilate, but the feathers on her tail possessed immense power, especially since they were connected by blood, making them easier to wield.

She flicked her wrist, and five colorful rays of light emerged from her crest feather.

Though the myriad spirits were fierce, they seemed to fear this light. As soon as they touched it, they melted like ice in sunlight, vanishing without a trace.

What an odd power!

The female cultivator in traditional attire was furious. She had used her body as a vessel for holding vengeful souls, and its power was immense. She hadn't encountered an intermediate-stage元婴 monster before, but now she faced one. She never expected this.

In just a few exchanges, thousands of spirits were lost. The woman felt heartache to the extreme.

With a sharp cry, she summoned her silver hook treasure, which streaked with blood, aiming at Pheasant Fairy.

Pheasant Fairy gracefully sidestepped and flicked her feathers again, releasing another burst of colorful light.

This time, the five colors separated into a monstrous hand eight or so feet long. With its fingers spread wide, it gripped the bloody silver hook.

The bald man wasn't idle either. His toothed staff was tightly entwined with the blood-colored pheasant's talons. Despite their vastly different sizes, both were evenly matched in power, roaring and fighting fiercely.

As an intermediate cultivator, the bald man had more than one treasure. He took out a golden hoop saber and aimed straight for Pheasant Fairy’s head.

The saber transformed into a golden light that illuminated half of the sky. However, Pheasant Fairy responded with her feathers, releasing countless tiny swords in front of her. Though each sword's power was insignificant, together they made it difficult for the golden hoop saber to move.

The bald man's face darkened. What kind of cultivation technique did his opponent practice? Combined with that strange treasure, it seemed capable of endless transformations.

This wasn't good.

Knowing he was an intermediate cultivator and his sister was a beginner but had unique abilities, they were evenly matched in strength. Normally, Pheasant Fairy, as a celestial spirit race, would have no chance against two opponents. But...

Even if Heavenly Ghost joined them later, defeating the opponent might still be possible, but capturing her alive seemed impossible.

Was this mission to fail?

Thinking of the consequences of failure, the bald man's face showed an unexpected fear.

What should he do?

Just as he was panicking, a cry pierced his ears. He turned and saw the traditional attire cultivator’s left shoulder bleeding profusely; one arm had vanished.

Seeing this, the bald man's face grew even darker.

"…Dare to injure my limbs?"

The traditional attire cultivator, with her hair disheveled, looked horrific with bloodstains on her usually pretty face. Her eyes were wide with hatred.

"Hmph," Pheasant Fairy said disdainfully. In a life-or-death battle, why say such childish words? Did she think he would be lenient?

She flicked her fingers and raised one feather, opening her lips to release pure demonic energy.

A white glow enveloped the feather, initially gentle but soon becoming glaringly bright. The feather vanished, replaced by a transparent white sword with cold light flashing.

"Go!"

Pheasant Fairy pointed at this treasure, and the sword circled before shooting out as a white beam towards the enemy.

Facing two intermediate cultivators' attacks, Pheasant Fairy not only defended but also launched an attack. Over these decades, she must have had some unique experiences to grow so quickly.

Seeing the divine sword approach, the traditional attire cultivator's expression grew more venomous. She flicked her fingers like playing a lute and released another flying sword treasure.

But this was a black sword with an odd stench, hard to imagine a woman using such a weapon.

However, don't underestimate it; it had been immersed in the blood pool of the sect for thousands of years, imbued with malevolent energy that could taint others' treasures.

The pheasant's feather-sword became less agile when it touched the saber.

Pheasant Fairy frowned and opened her mouth. A small round bead about a thumb size flew out, enveloped by a thin mist—clearly her true essence.

Was this a demon core? No, he was already an intermediate-stage cultivator; how could such a tiny core exist?

The traditional attire cultivator and the bald man exchanged glances, both puzzled. The size of the demon core was similar to that of a second-stage beast, too strange.

Both were bewildered.

A flash of insight appeared in the traditional attire cultivator's mind—could it be that her opponent had two demon cores?

Such a thing was rare but not impossible; for example, their sect’s leader practiced a reverse-natural technique with dual元婴s.

Among beasts, there were wise and intelligent ones who created the power of dual demon cores.
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This explained why the peacock was so difficult to deal with, managing to hold off two opponents.

That made things a bit tricky!

The bald man frowned deeply. The Heavenly Ghost Emperor let out a sharp intake of breath and his eyes darted around, unsure what he was planning.

Miaoyou Fairy was both surprised and delighted. Although she and the peacock were close friends, she never imagined that this proud female demon cultivator would have such powerful spells at her disposal.

Heaven's will be with me; if she’s here, maybe I can avenge my husband.

Miaoyou gritted her teeth, taking out several pills from her bosom and holding up a few talismans in the other hand. The silver light shone brightly, clearly valuable treasures.

This woman had already revealed her most powerful techniques. No matter what, she must keep Wu Da Ghost’s attention. She hoped that Fairy Peacock could take care of the two old monsters first.

To be honest, this plan wasn’t wrong. But things rarely went as smoothly as intended. As the peacock spat out a demon pill and waved its hands, clearly preparing to use some extremely powerful secret technique, the woman in court attire’s eyes flashed with an odd light as she slowly extended her hand, palm facing down.

A small jade box slid out of her sleeve. It was sealed with a restriction talisman, but even so, there was a terrifying aura emanating from it. She didn’t know what lay inside this magical and evil object.

The woman in court attire hesitated for a moment before taking the treasure out. Previously, the sect leader had secretly given her these items, repeatedly warning her not to use them unless absolutely necessary.

This treasure was extremely rare and could only be used once—something even great cultivators would find hard to come by.

While grateful, she felt that the sect leader was being overly cautious. A mid-stage transformed peacock wasn’t something she couldn’t handle on her own, especially with two allies. With their help, she was sure she could easily take it down.

But things turned out differently than expected; she even lost an arm in the process. Calming herself from shock and anger, she decided to curb her arrogance.

The world is full of talented people; one cannot underestimate heroes.

Though reluctant, she took out the treasure given by the sect leader.

Feeling the ominous aura, the peacock’s eyes narrowed as a serious expression appeared on her face. For some reason, she felt uneasy and even a bit panicked, as if being targeted by an enemy.

The peacock took a deep breath to calm herself. The threat came from that jade box; this treasure was no small matter. She couldn’t let it be used easily.

With that thought, the peacock’s delicate hand flicked, causing the remaining four feathers to tremble. Five-colored rainbow light shot out, forming five swords of varying lengths, some just an inch long and others several feet. Counting them roughly, there were thousands, creating a shocking scene.

"Quickly!"

The peacock extended her delicate hand, lightly pointing at one finger. Instantly, the colorful energy swords turned into a fierce rain, transforming into chilling rays that pierced towards their targets.

If it had been just the woman in court attire alone, she would have struggled to defend herself and couldn’t afford to use that treasure again. But the bald man wouldn’t stand by idly.

Despite his rough appearance, he was no fool; after all, he had managed to form a wuxing body, living for hundreds of years as an old monster. He wasn’t a simpleton.

Though he didn’t know what his companion was using, his sister-in-law’s status in the sect was significant. Though they weren’t officially married, their relationship was ambiguous and she often surprised him with unexpected good fortune.

Given that Fairy Peacock was treating this like a major battle, he naturally wanted to help her fend off the attack. As thousands of sword energies approached, the bald man puffed his cheeks, releasing several black rays from his mouth.

The dark light flickered as small shields appeared, their shapes peculiar and incomplete.

He formed a strange gesture with both hands in front of him, stacking the shields which quickly fused into a black turtle shell.

The surface of the shell glowed with talisman inscriptions, indicating that it was not only made from good materials but also specially treated by its owner.

The peacock’s pupils constricted. She too noticed this and realized how significant it was. With her delicate hand, she recited an ancient incantation.

The sword energies paused as they split into two streams. The left side of the rainbow light converged in the middle, fusing together to form a ten-foot-long five-colored saber. Meanwhile, the right side of the light turned with apparent intelligence and avoided the shields.

The bald man’s face was filled with surprise; despite his own powerful techniques, he found it astonishing how precisely they were controlled. His supernatural abilities far exceeded what he had anticipated.

Seeing half of the rainbow light pass through the shield, he couldn’t do anything as that massive sword energy descended fiercely.

Faced with danger, he focused on protecting himself and poured all his magical power into the strange turtle shell.

The two collided with a dull thud, but the bald man’s face turned pale. While he could defend himself, helping the woman in court attire was clearly beyond his capabilities.

A refined figure suddenly stepped forward to block the attack.

Three long beards, a strikingly handsome appearance—Heavenly Ghost Emperor!

With a wave of his sleeves, eerie ghost cries and dark mists formed into thick arms, wrapping around or hitting the energy saber as it transformed into a light saber.

Heavenly Ghost Emperor’s actions weren’t just for fellow sect members; he was a cunning fox. By blocking the attack on the woman in court attire, there were deeper reasons behind his move.

Although this task involved three people, he had initially proposed it and would surely benefit from its success. While Linghun Valley had many malevolent spirits, seeking refuge during his fall had left him in an awkward position; despite having the power of a wuxing body, he wasn’t valued enough to be heavily relied upon.

Thus, no matter what, this task must succeed. Initially, seeing that Fairy Peacock was difficult to handle, he could have tried to sneak out or avoid it. But now, if he stayed behind, the mission might fail. Heavenly Ghost Emperor weighed his options and flew forward to block the attack.
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Qi Shuangnian pressed her hands together in front of her chest, and her fingers spread out layer by layer. It was as if she were a lotus flower unfolding its petals. Although it was only a small portion of the spirit sword, there were still two thousand of them. If another cultivator at the early婴灵期 stage tried to block this, they would likely fail.

However, the power of Heavenly God Ghost Emperor’s abilities truly could not be underestimated. The dark wind and ghostly mist emanating from him seemed endless. As soon as a hand was destroyed by the spirit sword, it quickly regenerated under the support of the ghostly fog.

The palace-dressed female cultivator let out a sigh of relief, revealing an evil smile on her face. She took advantage of this moment to open her mouth and shoot out a green flame.

This was the baby fire she had cultivated for a hundred years, its power far from trivial. The prohibition seals on the jade box were instantly turned into ashes.

Then she flicked her finger, opening the lid of the box gently.

A round pearl about the size of a fist appeared.

It was semi-transparent and looked like amber, but it released an astonishingly fierce aura.

Inside the sphere, a creature resembling a soul moved ceaselessly, with sharp teeth and claws, trying to break free from its restraints.

The female cultivator spat out a strand of fierce light around her wrist. Blood began to drip down.

All this blood seeped into the amber-like sphere and was absorbed by it.

Heavenly God Ghost Emperor's eyes narrowed as he recognized this technique. It involved condensing the soul and transforming it, something he had experienced when he advanced to the婴灵期 stage.

However, that process took several days of effort. Here, in just a few breaths, the creature completed its transformation. How was that possible? Could its realm be even higher than expected?

Heavenly God Ghost Emperor gasped as the appearance of the monster entered his view. It was terrifying and bizarre to an extreme: human face, tiger paws, wide mouth with sharp white fangs, long tail with dark spines, and a body covered in long fur.

Even the bald man was shocked. As a cultivator at the early婴灵期 stage, he had seen many things, but such a strange monster was unheard of, not something this world should have.

"Pray!"

The Fairy Peacock掩 her mouth in shock, fear evident on her face: "No, it's impossible! This is one of the Four Evils. These are creatures from the higher realms. How could you possibly possess its soul?"

"Hmph, Fellow Daoist truly deserves to be called a demon for recognizing this immediately. As for why our sect leader possesses such a treasure, I don't know either. However, although it's a fragment of a divine beast from the upper realm, it is sufficient to deal with you. You're not that powerful, right? You even cut off my arm. If I don't extract your soul and spirit, I can never let this go," the palace-dressed woman said venomously.

"What? This is Pray?" Heavenly God Ghost Emperor exclaimed in surprise despite his composure.

He had heard of this monster's name. Legend spoke of four spirits and four evils: Phoenix, True Dragon, Qilin, and Ao; and Chaos, Pienchi, Xuanwu, and Pray.

These were enemies, each with incredible powers. Even in the spirit realm, they were considered top-tier beings.

Although it was just a fragment of its soul, its appearance here was too strange for comfort.

Could it be that an upper realm cultivator brought it down?

Heavenly God Ghost Emperor’s mind raced as he thought about this possibility. Even for ordinary cultivators, there was no chance to see the Four Evils, and Pray was particularly vicious. It would have long since devoured any cultivator who encountered it.

However, someone had managed to obtain a fragment of its soul, indicating that they were a high-ranking existence in the upper realm. Why would such a powerful expert come down here?

Heavenly God Ghost Emperor’s thoughts raced but quickly dismissed them. Such secrets should not be tainted by him; knowing about this could endanger his life.

A "咯咯咯" sound of laughter echoed as the palace-dressed woman regained her arrogance: "Go, devour that wench alive and spit out the demon's essence and soul."

However, Pray remained motionless.

The palace-dressed woman frowned and cast a spell with one hand: "Didn't you hear what I said? Go and devour that wench for me."

"Commanding me?" Pray turned its head and spoke in human language.

Seeing her displeased expression, the palace-dressed woman was taken aback. Her face contorted into an uneasy look: "Impossible! I have already placed a blood curse on you, so you should obey my command. How dare you defy it?"

"Hmph, what blood curse? It's merely a temporary low-level seal using essence and blood as a medium.

Forget it; although I am only a fragment of its soul, such things can't bind the true form," Pray said in a deep voice, with red light emanating from its large eyes.

The palace-dressed woman grew increasingly panicked. Seeing Pray advancing towards her, she stammered: "You—what are you going to do? You were sealed within that talisman, but I freed you. How can you repay me by betraying me?"

"Repay me? A joke! Don't you know I am one of the Four Evils in the spirit realm? Fine, since you did have a favor for me, let me eat you as repayment," Pray said, opening its mouth and emitting a raucous laugh.

Simultaneously, it stomped its foot, sending out a red light that formed a crescent moon about two feet wide. The crescent moon carried the force of a strong wind and struck the woman's head with great ferocity.

The palace-dressed woman was shocked and bit her teeth in response. She quickly summoned her silver hook treasure to defend herself.
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After the silver hook was released, it suddenly swelled. However, with a "zhen" sound, it met the crescent moon and split into two halves upon contact, falling to the ground.

The face of the woman in court robes turned pale as she clutched her chest, her brows tightly furrowed in pain.

This was her life-bound treasure. She had used many rare materials during its creation, yet it was so easily destroyed.

In a panic, she tried to dodge but a sudden pain struck her head as if hit by a heavy hammer. She let out a painful groan.

Meanwhile, the crescent moon had already sliced close enough to cleave her from her brow to navel in two halves.

Blood splattered everywhere, an unspeakable sight.

A baby no bigger than a village emerged from above her head, fearful and slightly confused as if it couldn't accept its body being destroyed so easily.

This delay allowed the shadowy figure to extend its tail to over a hundred feet, wrapping around her. The creature's face revealed satisfaction as it sized up the others.

The Peacock Immortal was not mentioned. Upon recognizing Zhu Maogu, his face turned deathly pale. The Four Spirits and Four Fiends were enemies, but now they all abandoned their fight in fear of the upper realm fiend.

Miao You Immortal's expression remained calm; her weaker body emitted a fierce aura that made even the other powerful immortals hesitate. They turned to self-preservation instead.

The ghost emperor's gaze swept over them before landing on the peacock's face.

"Good, good, you were able to read The Records of Heaven and Earth, weren't you? Peacock, this clan is related to the phoenixes. In the upper realm, that bird injured me and my descendants, so I'll take revenge now. Since you have a phoenix bloodline, it's just bad luck for you. Don't worry, I will consume both your body and soul."

Before her words were finished, Zhu Maogu transformed into a bloody whirlwind, chasing the peacock.

Seeing this, the bald man was overjoyed and quickly summoned his golden-threaded ring blade, merging with it to form a startling streak of light that flew forward. The ghost emperor raised an eyebrow; he turned into a dark cloud following behind the bald man.

"Where do you think you're going? Have you obtained permission from your lord?"

Zhu Maogu's hoarse voice echoed as the bloody whirlwind suddenly abandoned the peacock, chasing after the other two instead.

The bald man's face changed. The black cloud was as expected; a blood mist spewed out, enveloping his figure. A piercing sound followed, and the bald man found himself surrounded by it.

On the ghost emperor's face, an expression of extreme rage appeared as he waved his sleeves, releasing a swarm of ghostly mists that formed into a long black claw, reaching for the bald man.

"Ghost Emperor Zhu, what are you doing?"

The bald man was both shocked and angry. He didn't understand why the Ghost Emperor acted so strangely despite being infuriated to the point of spitting blood, he had no choice but to channel his power, emitting a fierce fire snake that attacked the ghost claw.

However, this slowed him down, allowing the bloody whirlwind to approach. The bald man's face turned pale as he finally understood; Zhu Maogu was using him as a pawn to temporarily hold off the fiend.

Damn it!

The bald man's eyes bulged in fury, wishing he could tear the Ghost Emperor apart. But with his fate hanging by a thread, he had no choice but to do as requested or face certain death.

Seeing the bloody whirlwind approaching, the bald man couldn't escape. However, witnessing his sister's plight, he didn't dare attack; instead, he raised his hand and the strange turtle shell transformed into a black curtain, protecting him.

Taking advantage of this moment, the ghost emperor's dark cloud became extremely thin, like a beam of light, flying forward.

This old man was incredibly cunning, but as one of the Four Fiends, he wasn't easily fooled. A large ball of light flew out from the whirlwind, chasing Zhu Maogu into the clouds.

Facing the black curtain, Zhu Maogu seemed to ignore it, allowing the bloody whirlwind to envelop him completely.

The sky turned blood red as the scene unfolded. Within a short time, piercing screams filled the air.

Despite their vast difference in strength, an advanced middle-stage Immortal couldn't last half a cup of tea under the fiend's power, which was too unbelievable.

The bloody whirlwind exploded with a "puff," and the fiend's body reformed. Its large mouth moved as if it was still chewing, displaying extreme satisfaction on its face.

With narrowed eyes, it seemed extremely pleased.

"Since you two didn't escape, that's smart. If you cooperate, I won't make things too difficult for you." Zhu Maogu's aura intensified as he turned to the others and said, "Hmph, escaping is useless; with my phoenix bloodline, you can't let me go."

"How so? Are you really not going to resist?" Zhu Maogu's ugly face showed a surprised smile. Even his laughter was repulsive.

"Is that what you think?" The peacock smiled as well: "Although my phoenix blood is very thin, I am still a celestial bird and the king of all birds in this realm. Will I bow down to you?"

Before he could finish, the peacock closed her eyes and extended her delicate fingers like white lotus stems, forming strange hand seals that seemed to dance.

Wings appeared behind her as she used an ancient ritual, chanting incomprehensible words with a primitive and savage tone.

This secret technique was familiar; the peacock had used it before, but this time, it was just a resemblance. She couldn't use the power of Great Vairocana again within a century or risk dying.

She was using another secret technique that would increase her strength in the short term without relying on Great Vairocana's power.

However, she knew she would be severely injured afterward.

In this life-or-death situation, there was no time for hesitation.

Despite his cruelty and viciousness, Zhu Maogu was also extremely arrogant. His true form was formidable in the upper realm; he wouldn't stoop to attacking from below.

Seeing the peacock use her secret technique, the fiend showed no fear but a curious expression as it waited quietly nearby.

Miao You Immortal was ignored. She hesitated for a moment before deciding not to run away. Staying near the peacock seemed safer.

Moreover, with her husband dead and alone, she had nothing to lose. Even if she returned alive, she couldn't expect mercy from Grandmaster Ancestral Deity. It would be better to take a chance and fight together with the peacock; this experience might convince the peacock to support her in the future.

Her delicate hands moved continuously as if dancing or performing an ancient ritual, while she chanted incomprehensible words. A multicolored aura enveloped her body.

However, Zhu Maogu turned his head. He saw a streak of light flying towards him, seemingly sensing his presence but continuing to approach.

What creature dared to be so bold?
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Qi energy swirled towards the Fairy Phoenix. The beautiful female demon cultivator still had her eyes closed, but a fine crack appeared in the middle of her smooth forehead.

Third Eye!

And it was emerald green, clear like a pond’s water, giving off an eerie magical aura when one looked at it.

"Not bad, not bad. Apart from a little Phoenix inheritance, My own Pheasant bloodline is so pure and true—such talent. Even among the demon race in the Spirit Realm, this isn’t weak either. Eating that monkey will be far more beneficial than those two cultivators we just encountered."

Diaoji was taken aback but quickly showed signs of great joy instead.

The Fairy Phoenix snorted coldly as her demonic energy radiated out, and she actually condensed a thin layer of colorful battle armor.

Similar to the Black Tiger Demon King’s talent, but this armor was much more beautiful. It wrapped around her delicate figure, making her even more alluring.

Miaoyou’s eyes widened in shock. She had known this friend for over a year, yet she never knew her abilities were so astonishing. But Cunfu remained unconcerned.

These demon beasts from the Upper Realm turned their heads and stared intently at the distant streak of light.

The two women noticed it too, showing surprised expressions on their faces. Who could be so bold as to face such a place filled with malevolent energy?

That streak of light was still far away, but even from this distance, they could sense its aura brimming with qi. Clearly, an Incarnation Stage powerhouse was approaching.

This small Cangming Mountain hosted such a gathering today, bringing together many top-tier existences from this world.

"Eh?" The Fairy Phoenix gasped in surprise, her face showing a strange expression. This streak of light smelled familiar; it seemed like—

No, impossible. She had once inquired about him outside the Yin Mountains over sixty years ago. After parting ways with her not long after, he disappeared mysteriously and never reappeared in Youzhou.

Even no one knew if he was alive or dead. How could he possibly have advanced to Incarnation Stage so quickly?

The Fairy Phoenix sighed deeply, even though danger loomed, she couldn’t help feeling a sense of melancholy.

Because this unexpected guest delayed the impending battle for a little while.

That streak of light, although far away, moved incredibly fast and soon arrived before them. Its radiance faded to reveal a young man in a green robe.

"Bang… Lin Xuan!"

The Fairy Phoenix covered her mouth with her hand, her face filled with shock: "It really is you."

She felt as if she was dreaming. They had only been apart for less than a century, and he not only successfully condensed his Incarnation but also reached the middle stage—this was too unbelievable.

The Fairy Phoenix’s expression first showed confusion before turning to joy, but quickly darkened again.

She wasn’t unwilling to see Lin Xuan; if it were any other time, she would have been overjoyed. But now, this was not a good time at all.

Although having an extra ally from selfishness could be beneficial, the Fairy Phoenix didn’t want to drag Lin Xuan into danger.

She couldn’t help her lips moving but no sound came out. The Fairy Phoenix used telepathy: "Hurry and leave. Why are you here? That monster is Cunfu."

Pray?

Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered with surprise. He was much more calculating than the Fairy Phoenix.

Before arriving, Lin Xuan had sensed the unusual changes in the qi and the malevolent aura, comparable to that of the ancient demon on Demon Spirit Island. How could he not be cautious?

Seeing the Fairy Phoenix unharmed, he was overjoyed but now wasn’t the time for farewells. Most of his attention remained focused on the monster before him.

Fierce and terrifying… Lin Xuan felt a familiar sensation.

But where had he seen it? He couldn’t recall anything specific.

Until the Fairy Phoenix revealed the truth by calling out Cunfu’s name, Lin Xuan suddenly realized with shock.

That wasn’t one of the Four Evils of the Spirit Realm—Pangu, Chundun, and others. Its magical abilities rivaled those of a true phoenix or dragon.

Compared to his peers, Lin Xuan had faced many trials and was extremely bold. But now, he couldn’t help but take a deep breath, feeling weak all over.

Such beings weren’t something he could challenge. In fact, compared to them, he felt like an ant.

Lin Xuan’s face turned slightly green.

But despite his fear, he remained composed. He quickly thought of the oddity. While those above Separation Stage had the power to tear through space and time, each realm had its own unique laws, making it impossible to come and go at will.

The stronger a being was, the greater the interdimensional force they faced when crossing into lower realms. Thus, theoretically, only a fragment of an Incarnation or higher could visit such low realms, even then, they would be restricted in various ways.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt reassured. Cunfu, as one of the Four Evils, truly rivaled dragons and phoenixes. Although he didn’t know his exact stage, it was definitely beyond Separation Stage.

In other words, before him was at most a fragment of an Incarnation’s soul. If that were the case, there was no need to be overly fearful.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his expression returning to calm as he scanned around for any more dangers.

"Hmph, you let it escape? That won’t be so easy. Since you’re here, think about leaving—leave your Incarnation behind first," the low and hoarse voice echoed in his ears.

"What?" The Fairy Phoenix’s face turned red: "Did you hear my telepathic message?"

"Hmph, what does a mere telepathy matter? As a fragment of the true self, my mental power far surpasses yours. If you’re wise, let me consume you. Otherwise—"

"Are you out of your mind? Why should we surrender? If you have the guts to capture Lin, then do it. Talking bravely doesn’t make one a hero; in a real fight, maybe it’s you who will be killed," Lin Xuan sneered with a cold voice.

"Very well." Cunfu laughed wildly: "A mere middle-stage Incarnation dares to be so bold. In the Upper Realm, I’ve consumed countless Separation and Incarnation Stage cultivators."

"I fully believe that your true self has such power, but what’s so praiseworthy about a fragment of a soul? Now, an Incarnation Stage expert is here. Don’t say you can eat him; you couldn’t even escape," Lin Xuan said with great malice.

"You—" Cunfu was speechless, his body trembling in anger as his long fur stood on end. As one of the Four Evils, he had never been subjected to such insults before. His eyes turned bloodshot, and he was thoroughly enraged.
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The two women stared in shock, Lin Xuan was indeed too bold. The Peacock and the Mysterious Profound Fairy exchanged a glance, their expressions filled with alarm.

Though Lin Xuan appeared nonchalant on the surface, he was actually quite vigilant inside. He did this not for mere show; as per ancient texts, Tiaomu, one of the Four Fiends in the Spirit Realm, was known for its fierce temper. By angering it first, a fight might be slightly easier.

Seeing the opponent make a move to pounce, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. A fireball the size of a head appeared, shimmering with green light and extremely peculiar.

"Green Illusion Profound Fire!"

The Mysterious Profound Fairy gasped in surprise. She recognized this top-secret technique from her own clan's legends. Her expression was a mix of shock and confusion—could it be that he is also a witch? Why had she never seen such a technique before?

Tiaomu's eyes flashed with ferocity, seemingly not taking the strange magical flames seriously. Lin Xuan frowned and reached into his waistband, pulling out a shield about the size of a palm.

The surface glinted with dark light, its ancient patterns resembling dragon scales.

Of course, it was the Black Dragon Armor Shield.

Tiaomu was one of the Four Fiends in the Spirit Realm. Although this was just a fragmentary soul, it had the patience to wait. However, after being provoked by Lin Xuan's words, it no longer had the patience and suddenly emitted a vicious aura. Red light flashed as it vanished from sight.

Teleportation!

Lin Xuan was startled; indeed, it was the Fiend of the previous term, capable of using this advanced technique despite only being at the same level as an Incarnation Stage cultivator in terms of spiritual energy quantity.

This wasn't a simplified version; though not quite reaching true teleportation, it was extremely close.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and flicked his right hand with magical light. Without hesitation, he pushed the Mysterious Profound Fairy away, while simultaneously vanishing using Nine Heavens Microsteps.

The opponent's target was him, so Lin Xuan didn't want to let the Mysterious Profound Fairy suffer collateral damage.

Although the teleportation technique was incredibly powerful, his secret arts were no less formidable. While Nine Heavens Microsteps might be slightly inferior compared to true teleportation, after practicing the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, they were nearly on par.

This was the benefit of extensive knowledge; while it required more time and effort, many techniques could stack their effects.

A faint hissing sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as space rumbled. Tiaomu appeared where he had stood just moments ago but missed with its claws.

The opponent had escaped! Tiaomu's ugly face showed a hint of surprise; the other party actually knew such an advanced secret technique, not teleportation, yet it was almost on par.

It released its divine sense to lock onto Lin Xuan's aura. The detestable youth appeared about thirty feet away from his left side.

Spatial techniques? Even Incarnation Stage late-stage cultivators could only master the lowest-level缩地术 (teleportation). This guy had some interest, but it was all in vain before him.

Tiaomu's face showed a wicked and cold smile as he opened his mouth to roar. However, no sound emerged.

Lin Xuan's expression changed; he quickly formed hand seals, holding the One元守一 (concentrating on the origin). His body glowed with magical light as divine sense converged into a loud shout that radiated outward.

A visible, intangible force swept out from him...

Pliiiip!

The sound of breaking air filled Lin Xuan's ears. About three feet in front of him, the force exploded.

This time, Tiaomu was truly alarmed; his ambush had been seen through.

Divine sense attacks were invisible and intangible. That woman in a palace robe had easily destroyed her body after receiving one hit.

How could an Incarnation Stage cultivator be so formidable?

Tiaomu didn't know that Lin Xuan's battle experience was incredibly rich, far surpassing any same-stage opponent.

On the妖灵 Island, he had fought the Ancient Demon and experienced the Buddha Sect's Lion Roar Technique firsthand. The techniques used by this beast were similar to those of the Ancient Demon.

With his deep-seated wisdom, after tasting one bitter lesson, Lin Xuan remembered it well; there would be no more mistakes.

The ambush failed, Tiaomu's eyes glinted with ferocity as he vanished again. Although Nine Heavens Microsteps was intricate, it still fell short compared to true teleportation. Escaping from his hands was nothing but a dream.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and guessed the other party's malicious thoughts. However, there was no hint of panic on his face.

With a wave of his sleeve, he threw out a long spear with ancient designs.

He infused it with magical energy and swung it down fiercely.

Puff!

A dull sound echoed as dazzling green light flashed. The air twenty feet in front of Lin Xuan became blurry as the beast stumbled out.

Tiaomu was truly alarmed; not only could his ambush be seen through, but even teleportation had failed.

He was stunned—after a million years, he hadn't heard of any Incarnation Stage cultivator being this formidable. Was it because he was too isolated before?

Tiaomu was confused, and such an opportunity couldn't be missed by Lin Xuan. He raised his left hand, and the Green Illusion Profound Fire spun through the air, exploding into a snake about as thick as a forearm that pounced towards the opponent.

The two began their battle, almost like lightning-fast exchanges. To their astonishment, Lin Xuan seemed to be slightly on top.

The two women exchanged glances, their expressions filled with shock and surprise, especially the Mysterious Profound Fairy. Sixty years ago, she had tangled with Lin Xuan; how much power did this youth possess was clear.

For cultivators, decades were merely a blink of an eye, enough to just form a foundation, but he had managed to condense his spirit essence into an Incarnation Stage and even reached the middle stage. This alone was already incredible, let alone the shocking power of his techniques.

Tiaomu's abilities were witnessed by both women; regardless of the woman in palace robes or the bald man, they weren't weaklings. However, against this beast, none lasted a single round, but Lin Xuan repeatedly deflected their attacks and even turned defense into offense...

The two exchanged glances, feeling a mix of joy and surprise. They decided to hold back and not interfere for now.

Especially the Mysterious Profound Fairy; whether human or demon, regardless of her gentle or cold nature, there was always some romantic side. She had thought she would surely perish today but Lin Xuan appeared, using incredible techniques to battle Tiaomu. Was this fate's arrangement?

The danger wasn't over yet, but the Mysterious Profound Fairy's gaze seemed a bit hazy.

Teleportation failed, and in an instant, the Green Illusion Profound Fire approached. Tiaomu was furious; however, he didn't take the snake seriously, opening his mouth to emit black fog.

The fog swirled as a huge eagle with wingspan of over ten feet appeared before them. Its claws were hooked, and it was wrapped in eerie dark lightning, lunging at the fire snake.

An eagle fighting a snake made sense, but both were illusions created by secret techniques; their strength depended on the power of their own techniques.

Though Tiaomu was fierce, that black fog was just something it spat out. The Green Illusion Profound Fire was different—it was the clan's top-secret technique from ancient times, passed down through generations.

Lin Xuan had practiced this since condensing his essence and never stopped taking detox pills to refine such a strange fire.

Day after day, year after year.

Though far from reaching its peak, it was formidable enough not to be underestimated.

It was clear who was stronger. As the eagle's claws approached, the fire snake paid no heed but instead extended its tongue to counterattack.

They finally collided.

The eagle let out a mournful cry as its claws failed to penetrate the fire snake. Instead, a green flame line ignited along them, instantly engulfing the eagle...
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The snake’s tail whipped back, and the fire python completely wrapped itself around the giant eagle. It reformed into a ball of fiery essence, which enveloped it. The碧幻幽火 was incredibly toxic, and its inherent spiritual energy far surpassed ordinary infant fires.

In just an instant, the giant eagle was reduced to ashes. The snake then took shape in the flames and lunged at the target once more.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm; although he had taken advantage of his opponent's overconfidence to gain a slight edge, he knew that as one of the Four Evils, this monster wasn’t easily dealt with.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light emerged from it.

Though only an inch long, it contained astonishing spiritual energy. Lin Xuan flicked his finger, and the Green Fire Sword instantly slashed towards the target.

Together with the碧幻幽火, they formed a two-pronged attack.

Pheasant and the Mysterious Pure Fairy were delighted; this was the perfect moment to join forces and eliminate the enemy. Although their cultivation levels fell short of Lin Xuan’s, as Yuan婴 cultivators, they could make swift and decisive decisions, even in their feminine forms.

The Pheasant flicked her jade hand, sending a small, ornate ring flying towards the target. The ring transformed into a protective shield that enveloped her delicate features, leaving only her bright eyes visible.

Mysterious Pure Fairy was the weakest of the three, but as a Mo Yan witch, she excelled in using poisons. Her face changed slightly as she pulled out an elixir from her chest and swallowed it.

Lin Xuan paid no attention; he had already taken the Extreme Poison Pill before, and with all the spiritual pills he consumed regularly, ordinary toxins were nothing to worry about.

However, poison was merely a side effect. The true goal of the attack was to destroy their precious treasures.

Lin Xuan’s reaction was swift; both the碧幻幽火 and the Green Fire Sword were devoured by the blood-red light. The other two women fared no better.

Mysterious Pure Fairy clutched her chest, nearly spitting out a mouthful of blood as the connection with her Mo Yan sword's spirit essence was severed. Her precious treasure had been destroyed.

The Pheasant’s condition was slightly better; however, the ring fell from her head, cracked and discolored. Despite this, she showed no joy on her face. In the demon’s blood light, the碧幻幽火 and Green Fire Sword combined in a strange way, with green light emanating from the sword, effectively blocking the secret technique's attack.

The light dimmed slightly but not enough to matter.

Lin Xuan’s spiritual perception detected this, and the Green Fire Sword flew back to him, circling his body once more.

The demon was taken aback. Was this truly a mid-stage cultivator? Even late-stage cultivators found it difficult to have such powerful treasures and endless abilities. This made things quite challenging.

He had initially thought that capturing them would be easy, but now it seemed he might need some effort after all.

Those two women were no threat; though the Pheasant’s strength increased slightly in her transformed form, only this strange young man was a formidable opponent. His abilities were too unpredictable.

But it didn’t matter. The stronger his opponent's powers, the more true元婴 essence they contained, which would be beneficial to him.

The demon, despite its short temper, had a conscious soul fragment. It snorted loudly: "You are indeed no ordinary cultivator; you might even advance to the Separation Stage in the future. But meeting me is your bad luck. Although it will take some effort, you cannot escape your fate of destruction."

Before he could finish speaking, a layer of pain appeared on his face as demonic and vicious energy enveloped him once more.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened; with a hand gesture, the Nine Heavens Moon Ring trembled violently, emitting countless ring shadows that disappeared into an empty space.

"Hey?"

A flash of red light revealed a figure in mid-air. The person waved their hands, and numerous crescent moons appeared, clashing with the ring shadows.

They effortlessly blocked the attack from the Nine Heavens Moon Ring. This individual was truly formidable; Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes to observe him better.

Standing nearly two meters tall, he had a slender yet well-proportioned figure. His thick red hair reached his waist and partially obscured his face. From afar, he looked like an elegant man.

However, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted: "The demon?"

"Hmph."

The person spoke, their voice extremely unpleasant. With a wave of their hand, the face was revealed. While Lin Xuan remained relatively calm, the two women gasped in horror; it wasn’t that this face was more ugly, but it looked exactly like when it was on the monster’s body.

But everyone thought: originally, the demon’s body was already ugly, so adding a human face didn’t seem out of place. Now, with his human form and monstrous face, he looked terrifying from head to toe.

"You… you turned into a human?"

Mysterious Pure Fairy trembled slightly before realizing she had asked an obvious question; at the transformation stage, demons could shed their beastly forms and take on human shapes. The exact level of this demon was unclear, but transforming into a human was easy.

The two women looked forward again, seeing the monster’s form in the blood mist. It seemed the demon used an external manifestation technique to draw their attention before attacking from the shadows.

The demon’s concealment techniques were incredibly complex; Lin Xuan had somehow seen through them. If he had just attacked them…

Both women shuddered with fear and asked themselves if they could handle it without Lin Xuan's strength. They quickly summoned their defensive treasures, hoping to gain some comfort even if they didn’t work.

The ambush failed, and the demon’s expression was naturally unpleasant. It raised its head and looked at the two rings circling above Lin Xuan: "This is a dual-natured treasure; only found in the Spirit Realm. Could you be from a lineage of cultivators who crossed over here or inherited something from your family?"

"Crossed over?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise. The spiritual energy and resources in the Spirit Realm were much denser than in the mortal world, making it easier for cultivators to achieve ascension. Why would upper realm cultivators cross over? Was there a secret behind this?

The demon sneered: "If you are from a lineage that crossed over here or inherited something from your family, then we have some interesting things to discuss."
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Xuan's mind was filled with confusion. Of course, he also knew that Wen Zhi would not answer him directly. The other person was glaring at Xuan with a fierce expression, while the two women did not seem to care much.

The outcome was now a fight to the death.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and reached out his hand, taking off a pouch from around his waist and casting it into the air. Immediately, a buzzing sound filled the air as thousands of strange insects flew out from the spiritual beast bag. They looked like bees but had intricate patterns on their bodies, appearing purplish-red in color, with blood-red light emanating from their eyes.

Although the Jade Luo Bee was not yet fully mature, it could now be used for combat after Lin Xuan's careful cultivation.

This was also the first time Lin Xuan had summoned such strange insects. Although he had used them before, they were just for reconnaissance purposes.

Zaoji’s pupils constricted as he recognized the Jade Luo Bees. These rare insects seemed to be uncommon in the spirit realm. A mere初级 cultivator like him,

Fortunately, these were still larvae and not mature adults. Otherwise, with such a large number of them, even his main body would not fear them, but his split soul would surely flee.

Lin Xuan was fully aware of Zaoji’s formidable power and did not wait for the other to attack first.

With a slight mental projection, he sent out a buzzing sound into his ears. Thousands of Jade Luo Bees transformed into a purple-red cloud of insects, swarming towards their target.

Zaoji's expression changed as dense fur suddenly grew on his skin. Then, with a flash of magic, the fur turned into sharp bone spines.

"Bad!"

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and several talisman scripts flew out, setting up barriers in front of the insect cloud. The Jade Luo Bees then spread out to the sides.

A piercing sound echoed as it was indeed as expected. Zaoji's lips curled into a snarl as he arched his body like a thousand arrows shooting from a bow. The bone spines turned into arrow rain, covering half the sky.

Although Lin Xuan had already cast several defensive talismans, they only delayed the attack slightly before being shattered. The Jade Luo Bees spread out, but it was too late. Clanging sounds filled the air as over a hundred of them were pierced through.

As fierce creatures from the wilderness, the Jade Luo Bees were not just known for their venom; their vitality was also astonishing. Some even had their heads pierced but still did not die, instead becoming more ferocious and charging at Zaoji.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw many of the bone spines still in his line of sight. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emitted a flash of light, forming a thick ice wall before him. The Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield also turned into a barrier. With this double-layered protection, even an attack from a late-stage junior cultivator could be blocked.

However, a painful cry echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan turned to see the Wondrous Void Fairy Lady holding her shoulder; she seemed to have taken some minor injury. The Peacock was not affected much as she was already at mid-stage transformation and had formidable magical armor that made her eager to help Lin Xuan.

While this battle raged on, several thousand miles away in a desolate swamp near the Cangming Mountain, the Heavenly Ghost Emperor was also in dire straits.

This wretched creature was cunning and vicious. To escape, he resorted to attacking his fellow cultivator, making the bald giant bear the blame. Unfortunately, Zaoji, as one of the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm, was not easily fooled; a light ball shot out from him.

Originally, the Ghost Emperor did not take it seriously but found himself unable to shake off this ball. Eventually, it transformed into a monstrous creature resembling Zaoji. Clearly, he had used the clone technique.

This was different from puppet substitutes and required true high-ranking existence in the Spirit Realm. In simple terms, it resembled a second-stage junior cultivator.

In other words, this could be considered as one of Zaoji's split souls, albeit much weaker than the main soul. Apart from that, there were no significant differences between them; they were essentially one and the same or independent entities.

Even if the main split soul fighting Lin Xuan was destroyed, this weak split soul would continue to exist, growing stronger through cultivation and devouring cultivator souls until it replaced the original.

Unfortunately, no one knew the secrets behind this. Moreover, why had Zaoji expended so much effort to bring a split soul here, even risking severe damage to his essence?

Zaoji chased after the Ghost Emperor, who now possessed only half of the main split soul's power but still managed to catch up with him.

Lin Xuan owed the Ghost Emperor for this. When Zaoji appeared, it was actually a combination of the weak and strong split souls, making him incredibly powerful. With just one strike, he had killed two junior cultivators from the Liuhun Valley.

When fighting Lin Xuan, the weaker split soul had already gone after the Ghost Emperor, so what faced Lin Xuan now was a weakened Zaoji. Otherwise, it was uncertain whether they could have traded blows and inflicted significant damage for many rounds.

The Ghost Emperor could not escape; he had no choice but to fight with one of Zaoji's weaker split souls. Speaking of this old man, his cunning and power were formidable. With the Crystal Skull as a powerful artifact, although he still couldn't defeat him, he managed to hold on for quite some time.

A flash of light appeared, splattering purple blood everywhere. The Ghost Emperor's face contorted in pain as one of his arms separated from his body.

Painfully, the Ghost Emperor grabbed his severed arm but had no time to use a restoration technique. He stuffed it into his storage bag instead.

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry; he couldn't even defeat a split soul. Was this really the end for him today?

No, I can't die here! The Ghost Emperor's expression was filled with ferocity as he hesitated before tapping his storage bag to retrieve a talisman script.

At first glance, apart from being slightly more colorful than ordinary talismans, there seemed to be no significant differences. The only difference was that ordinary talismans had text inscribed on one side, while this one had it on both sides.

The front bore strange patterns that resembled birds, beasts, and insects but were somewhat ambiguous. On the back, there was ancient script that even the Ghost Emperor could not read.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be alarmed; the patterns and text on these talismans seemed to match those on his two mysterious jade pendants.

One had been obtained from the Xiuye Creek in Youzhou, likely left behind by the Nine Heavens Profound Technique's master. The other came from Cloud Sea Island, belonging to the ancient sect, Jade Xuan Sect, and was the order leader’s command talisman that caused the Peacock Fairy to be hostile towards him.

These jade pendants had also provided Lin Xuan with significant assistance, but he was unsure of their exact nature now.

The Ghost Emperor looked at this talisman script in his hand with reluctance. This treasure along with the crystal skull were passed down by ancient predecessors from the Shadow Valley. Legend said they originated from the upper realm and were originally managed by the Four Ghost Emperors. Thirty years ago, during a cosmic anomaly, Liutian and Xiantian died on the spot, while Miaotian disappeared without a trace. The Ghost Emperor naturally did not hesitate to seize these treasures and join the Liuhun Valley.

Although he was unsure of this talisman's nature, it had been one of three such powerful ones passed down through generations. Even late-stage junior cultivators could be severely injured by them, let alone those at the separation stage.
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Lin Xuan's face changed dramatically as he scrutinized the ghostly object that the Wudi Zhi Wu (Midday Ghost Emperor) was wearing. "Impossible, how could a mere lower realm tooth infant possibly possess a True Heaven Nine Spirit Talisman?"

"True Heaven Nine Spirit Talisman?"

The Midday Ghost Emperor had never heard of it before. This treasure was indeed an inheritance from some remote and desolate valley, but its true name was long forgotten. The monster in front of him recognized the talisman; he must be a spirit realm entity.

Though the ghost emperor harbored some suspicion, now was not the time to investigate further. A spell shot out, causing the True Heaven Nine Spirit Talisman to emit a golden glow and transform into a golden light that blocked the soul fragment's path.

The strange fish body inside the talisman expanded, releasing a storm of spiritual energy that spread in all directions. The sky darkened as nearby spiritual qi was consumed by this tempest.

Lin Xuan was alarmed. Although it wasn't the original True Heaven Nine Spirit Talisman, its power was formidable enough to overwhelm his soul fragment. His body was pulled into the raging spiritual energy.

After releasing the talisman, the Midday Ghost Emperor retreated several miles away to avoid being caught in the backlash. Even from such a distance, his defensive spells continued to emit a constant hum of fear.

This spirit realm divine talisman was indeed no trivial matter. It seemed he could not exaggerate when claiming it could destroy a Separation Period cultivator.

After about a tea-cup's worth of time, the smoke gradually dissipated and the sky cleared, but the ghost's soul fragment had vanished without a trace.

---

On another side,

Lin Xuan faced a much more formidable spirit entity. He didn't have a True Heaven Nine Spirit Talisman to rely on, so he was engaged in a fierce battle.

Despite this, Lin Xuan's cultivation and secret techniques were formidable. With the assistance of Fairy Peacock, they managed to hold their own against each other, trading blows evenly.

The ghost entity grew furious. Though its essence had been suppressed for some time and it hadn't fully recovered, it couldn't even subdue a mere late-stage Inner Core cultivator; this was too much of an affront to its pride. As the most violent of the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm, its eyes glinted with malice as a layer of blood-red aura enveloped its body.

This entity was wild and reckless, willing to risk damaging its life essence to kill Lin Xuan here and now.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed; his battle experience told him what the ghost intended. There was no escape.

The ghost possessed teleportation abilities, so fleeing wasn't an option. The only outcome of normal combat would be mutual destruction.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan became even more determined.

A green jade belt floated out from his sleeve. This ancient-looking item had been obtained from the Jade Profound Sect, but he hadn't used it before because it was limited and could replenish his spent mana when worn around the waist.

Facing the ghost entity, Lin Xuan revealed all his treasures. His left hand held a long spear with spatial abilities, while his right hand grasped an ancient mirror.

The Soul Capturing Mirror couldn't be directly used against enemies but had excellent auxiliary effects. Additionally, the Binding Immortal Ball spun in his chest.

With the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, the Green Flame Sword, Yin-Yang Silk Fan, and the small phoenix with its ever-changing green flames, along with a large insect cloud above him and a black iron dragon shield for defense, Lin Xuan's surroundings were filled with powerful treasures.

Not only did his two female companions gape in amazement, but even the ghost entity stared wide-eyed. This young man's assets were truly enviable.

After all, magical treasures were rare, and most Inner Core cultivators had just a few precious ancient artifacts. Lin Xuan, however, could casually deploy items that shone brightly, clearly top-grade treasures.

The ghost entity's expression darkened as its murderous intent intensified. No matter how many talismans he possessed, a mere Inner Core cultivator couldn't withstand his powerful secret techniques.

A black blood spurted out and was carried away by the wind. The ghost entity extended a finger, but at that moment, it suddenly let out a loud roar, clutching its head in pain as all the malevolent aura around it dissipated.

"What's this?" Lin Xuan's expression froze for a moment before his eyes sharpened.

In just an instant, several thoughts flashed through his mind. Initially, he suspected the ghost was setting up a trap, feigning weakness to lure him in.

But quickly, Lin Xuan ruled out that possibility; the entity's malevolent aura had indeed weakened rapidly. If it was trying to lure him, it would be too bold.

With unparalleled experience in battle, Lin Xuan made his decision despite not knowing what had happened. Such a good opportunity couldn't be missed, even if there was a trap, he would take the risk.

Entering the tiger's den was necessary. With this resolve, Lin Xuan's spiritual energy surged forth, and his divine consciousness divided into several streams to control each magical treasure.

In battle, having too many treasures wasn't always beneficial; lower-grade items could burden one's divine awareness. Lin Xuan had already gambled everything, as he couldn't command so many treasures without the additional effects of the Azure Sea Purification that enhanced his divine awareness beyond his peers.

But it was extremely strenuous. His mind ached like needles were pricking him. Another cultivator would have given up long ago, but Lin Xuan's willpower was unbreakable as he gritted his teeth and launched frenzied attacks.

Feeling the owner's resolve, the insect cloud transformed into a swarm of bees that buzzed loudly, rushing forward. Following closely were the Green Illusory Fire phoenix, whose wingspan expanded to over ten feet after a brief struggle in the air.
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Suspecting that the祷机 might have set a trap, Lin Xuan had no choice but to take his chances.

The peacock extended her delicate hand, her fingers trembling like blooming lotus petals. Her lips parted slightly as she recited an ancient and mysterious incantation.

Behind her, a colorful祥云 floated into view, spinning rapidly with auspicious energy. A clear call echoed, followed by the emergence of a pair of green claws from within the祥云, each measuring over ten feet in diameter. The true form of this bird was unimaginably vast.

The peacock's brows furrowed tightly, clearly struggling.

"Quickly!"

She extended a slender finger and slowly pointed it forward.

The giant claws trembled and appeared before the祷机 with the speed of teleportation, their tips like hooks, crackling with electricity as they lunged towards the creature’s head.

This woman had spared no effort, using her most potent technique.

Miaoyou Fairy was in a similar situation; despite being the weakest among the three, she still contributed what strength she could. After all, she was an元婴 cultivator.

Her innate treasure had been destroyed, but Miaoyou still had the碧蚕盅, another fierce creature from the primordial wilderness, though not as powerful as the玉罗蜂.

The prayer beast was already weakened when a purple blood droplet formed in its head after hundreds of玉罗蜂 exploded upon Lin Xuan's command. The corrosive liquid seeped into the brain and body, causing the entire creature to die.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief but noticed a dark beam shooting out from the remains, barely visible yet incredibly fast. It seemed this was a form of escape technique, much like teleportation.

Lin Xuan was alarmed; his expression turned grim as he realized that even in this world, the upper realm's spirits were formidable. The prayer beast’s residual soul managed to escape despite its severe injuries.

Although the prayer beast had suffered significant damage, it hadn't been completely eradicated. This would be a persistent threat.

Lin Xuan remained silent, his eyes flashing with determination as he pondered what to do next.

"Thank you for saving me, Lin friend," Miaoyou said sweetly, bowing gracefully.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, turning around with surprise. Their relationship had been close; she had even tried to protect him earlier. Why did she now seem distant?

Although Lin Xuan was clever and resourceful, he rarely interacted with women. His wife Moer understood his thoughts better, but Miaoyou’s husband was already dead.

Miaoyou, recognizing the situation, quickly bowed in respect. Despite her sorrow over her husband's death, she couldn't help but notice the peacock’s complex emotions.

Lin Xuan, though perceptive, was confused by the sudden change. He scratched his head, looking puzzled.

As they conversed, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed something and frowned slightly.

"Two fairies, I must attend to some matters."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew forward.

Miaoyou and the peacock were surprised, exchanging glances. They followed him in different colored lights out of curiosity.

Lin Xuan's journey took only half an hour, and soon he returned to the Hundred Flowers Valley.

The sight before him was grim; not just the small valley but even the nearby mountains had been flattened. The prayer beast and black tiger were both元婴 cultivators with immense strength, capable of causing such destruction.

Ignoring the black tiger for now, Lin Xuan noticed its desperate attempts to flee using a金遁符.

Lin Xuan's movements were swift; he vanished in an instant, his Nine Heaven Microsteps being much faster than simple teleportation. He flicked his sleeves, releasing several green sword energy beams that grew to over ten feet as they struck the black tiger.

The black tiger was shocked by how quickly Lin Xuan had intercepted him but managed to block the sword with a punch, revealing the toughness of its magical armor.

Enraged, Lin Xuan ordered the prayer beast to attack while he released thousands of玉罗蜂 from his belt pouch. The purple swarm descended upon the black tiger, and Lin Xuan unleashed green flames at its head.

A burst of light accompanied by faint cries echoed as the black tiger fell dead.

Unlike a cultivator, this was an化形妖族, whose skin and bones were excellent materials for cultivation. Lin Xuan took note of a jade box that had fallen from the remains, drawing his attention.
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十四章 郎情妾意

The jade box was hidden tightly in the black tiger's chest, undoubtedly a very important item. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly as he showed some interest.

With a flick of his fingers, a beam of light shot out and flew over to him, bringing the jade box before him.

Opening the lid, inside was an jade bowl containing a pill about the size of a longan. A sweet fragrance wafted out...

Lin Xuan had been born in Spirit Herb Mountain, so he was naturally familiar with alchemy techniques. However, this pill's appearance and color were unfamiliar to him; he didn't know what its effects might be.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan put it away in his storage bag for further analysis at a later time.

Footsteps approached, and without turning around, Lin Xuan knew that Peacock had arrived behind him. As a celestial spirit race, this woman not only exuded unparalleled beauty but also emitted an elusive fragrance.

Peacock sighed as she looked at the corpse before her.

"How so? Do you know this fellow?" Lin Xuan frowned and asked.

"Yes, I've met him and even fought with him," Peacock replied indifferently, subtly indicating that she had no connection to the tiger.

"I suspected as much. Although he is a demon race like us, if he were your friend, he wouldn't have set such a trap here with the Primordial One," Lin Xuan said while sitting down.

"What? The Primordial One?" Miao You's voice echoed in his ears, surprised at the news. With her husband dead and now fearing this man, she was shocked to learn that he had arrived on Cold Mist Mountain as well.

"Indeed, the Primordial One and the black tiger set a trap here but both have been eliminated by me. Do not worry," Lin Xuan said, knowing Miao You's enmity with the Cloudy Water Clan and thus not needing to hide anything.

"The Primordial One is dead at your hands?"

Miao You was stunned, her eyes wide with shock and joy. She had seen Lin Xuan's power; even compared to a late-stage Golden Core cultivator, he was on par. Killing the Primordial One was merely a matter of effort for him.

The woman felt deeply grateful and knelt before Lin Xuan.

"I do not need such formalities. I only avenged my friend," Lin Xuan's light laughter echoed in her ears.

"Avenging your friend, could it be that one of your friends fell to the Primordial One?"

"Yes, this person is familiar to you as well. It was the witch known as the Hundred Toxin Sage from the Moon Ink Clan."

"What? The Hundred Toxin Sage?"

Miao You's expression turned alarmed but she soon realized Lin Xuan wasn't lying. This mid-stage Golden Core cultivator had used Green Illusion Mystic Fire, which must be a technique passed down by the Hundred Toxin Sage.

Seeing her shocked reaction, Lin Xuan smiled. He revealed this secret for his own reasons. Moon Ink Clan witches had their unique cultivation system and excelled in cultivating various poisons. His jade lotus bees were not yet mature; perhaps the Moon Ink Clan had some method to hasten their growth.

Lin Xuan didn't want to forcefully take anything, so he revealed his connection with the Hundred Toxin Sage, offering his gratitude for killing the Primordial One. The other would surely hand over any precious texts from within their clan.

Miao You was indeed grateful and repeatedly thanked Lin Xuan.

After tidying up the black tiger's corpse, Lin Xuan and the two women flew towards Peacock's lair.

As the lord of this region for ten thousand miles, Peacock's lair was built at the center of Grief Sea Mountain. The environment was elegant with picturesque scenery, and the aura of spiritual energy wasn't weak either. For demons, a demon vein was perfect, but such treasures were rare in the mortal world.

Unlike ordinary cultivators' secluded abodes, Peacock's lair was more refined, almost like a princess's chamber. However, she didn't immediately entertain guests; instead, they each went to their own quiet rooms to meditate after the arduous battle. Each of them had some injuries.

Although Miao You's powers were weakest, as a late-stage Golden Core cultivator who had lived for hundreds of years, her eyes were clear and sharp. Lin Xuan's origins might be unclear, but he was clearly close to Peacock. If she stayed here, it would make her too uncomfortable.

Moreover, with the Primordial One dead, only one mid-stage Golden Core witch remained in their clan. She needed to return to take charge of matters.

Thus, without waiting for her injuries to heal, she left a handwritten note and didn't bother greeting Lin Xuan or Peacock before returning to the Moon Ink Clan.

As for Lin Xuan, he wasn't in a hurry to leave. He and Peacock were neither enemies nor foes; they could be described as soulmates since their parting on Spirit Herb Mountain over sixty years ago. There was much to discuss.

Peacock's attitude towards Lin Xuan was also intriguing.

In truth, it was simple.

Back then, they had many grievances but ended up becoming good friends after a fight. As an arrogant celestial spirit race, Peacock didn't have many friends, and among the opposite sex, only Lin Xuan stood out.

The relationship between men and women was hard to define—friendship or love. She wouldn't have invited Lin Xuan to Grief Sea Mountain back then if she weren't fond of him.

However, her feelings were new, so at that time, she wasn't quite sure herself. Worried about his safety, she had invited him anyway.

But Lin Xuan didn't appreciate it; as a man, he couldn't rely on a woman's protection.

Lin Xuan chose a more difficult path of cultivation with unwavering determination. Fortunately, the heavens rewarded diligence. Despite the hardships in Cloudy Sea and Demon Spirit Island, his life was like a flickering candle.

However, Lin Xuan's resolve to pursue Dao was unshakable; no matter how dire the situation, he never considered giving up. With his cunning, persistence, and indomitable will, coupled with some luck, he eventually turned danger into safety and reached mid-stage Golden Core.

When Tug of War descended this time, Peacock faced unprecedented peril. The Primordial One was one of the Four Evils in the Spirit Realm and a natural enemy to their clan. She thought she would fall here but was saved by Lin Xuan at the most dangerous moment with nearly equal power to a Golden Core cultivator.

Though Peacock didn't say anything, her gratitude was immense. Even strong women wished for a warm and safe shoulder to lean on. Now that Lin Xuan had grown from a mere condensation period cultivator, his broad chest was enough for her to rely on.

Peacock offered herself to him, but Lin Xuan felt nothing in return; his heart was deep like the sea, but he lacked courage.

This was something neither girl nor boy asked others to do. Despite their intimate evenings, Lin Xuan didn't dare step into Peacock's chamber at night, finding it more terrifying than Tug of War's den. Peacock felt both embarrassed and frustrated, so she came up with a plan after months...
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One evening, the Fairy Peacock personally prepared a lavish feast in the kitchen. Although they had reached such a cultivation level, naturally, they could dispense with food and medicine long ago. However, occasionally indulging their taste buds was also a joy of life.

Cultivation, cultivation—more than just sitting and enduring hardships.

That night, the moonlight was hazy, and with the beautiful company of a beauty, it was a feast for the eyes. Lin Xuan couldn't help but indulge himself heartily.

Seeing him eat so contentedly, Fairy Peacock was also delighted. A smile appeared on her thin lips, which seemed somewhat eerie under the moonlight. However, Lin Xuan didn’t notice; no matter how cunning he might be, he wouldn’t think that Fairy Peacock would secretly plot against him now.

Fairy Peacock flipped her hand, and a silver wine pot materialized in her palm. She leaned forward, pouring amber-colored wine into Lin Xuan’s cup before him.

Immediately, the air was filled with a pleasant aroma as a pure alcohol scent permeated the spacious stone room.

Lin Xuan took a breath. "Fine wine. Why aren’t you drinking it too?"

"Brother Lin, just enjoy your taste. This wine is brewed using an ancient secret method by our Peacock clan. It takes over a hundred years to produce such a pot. It’s not advisable to drink much on a daily basis. I had this last three days ago, so try some. Besides its rich flavor, it also has the effect of strengthening one's body."

Lin Xuan was startled. His mind raced with thoughts. Was Fairy Peacock poisoning him?

Impossible!

He might be overconfident in his ability to recognize people, but he trusted her sincerity from earlier. Even if there were poison, his cultivation included the碧幻幽火(Bi Huan You Huo), making it unlikely for him to fall ill.

Lin Xuan was puzzled as his body felt unbearably hot. Sometimes, mental resilience could be a double-edged sword. Here he was, like an idiot, unable to take advantage of the beautiful woman in front of him, while he tried to endure the overwhelming desire.

Sure enough, Fairy Peacock had intentions for Lin Xuan. She was initially delighted but then found his subsequent behavior amusing. He seemed more cunning than a log in other areas but utterly naive here.

Fairy Peacock sighed softly. Lin Xuan’s tenacity was admirable; it explained why he had advanced to the中期(Mid-Innocence) stage so quickly. However, judging by how things were going, she doubted they would consummate their relationship tonight.

Well, well, this troublesome person must have owed him something in a past life.

Under the hazy moonlight, Fairy Peacock looked like a blooming flower. Her rosy cheeks blushed as her eyes sparkled with desire. She gently removed her robe…

Lin Xuan was inexperienced and thus emotionally dull, but he wasn’t a fool. In this situation, it was clear what was happening.

Fairy Peacock had taken the first step. With his feelings for her, there was no point in being coy anymore.

Lin Xuan’s hand caressed Fairy Peacock’s skin, which felt soft as jade. He transformed into a green light, wrapping around her delicate figure and heading straight to her chamber.

The moon slowly climbed up the branches. This night would surely be beautiful and enchanting…

A single encounter with Lin Xuan, who appeared ordinary on the surface, was actually an中期(Mid-Innocence) cultivator. Fairy Peacock, though seemingly gentle, had the bloodline of a celestial bird. As lovers, their bodies were well-equipped to handle such experiences, making it like honey and oil, lasting all night.

By the time the sky began to lighten, with dawn on the horizon, Lin Xuan and Fairy Peacock reluctantly parted ways.

"Fairy," Lin Xuan said.

"Why are you calling me that now?" Fairy Peacock leaned against his chest, giving him a playful look.

"What should I call you then?" Lin Xuan scratched his head. He really didn’t know her name.

"In our clan, we’re different from humans. I have no father or mother; I hatched from an egg and named myself Aiyi (meaning 'precious' in Chinese). Only you know this."

"Alright, I’ll call you that," Lin Xuan said as he gently stroked her back. He didn’t notice the hint of sadness in her eyes.

"But what about the future?"

"What did you say?"

"I didn’t say anything." Fairy Peacock shook her head and propped herself up to look into his eyes. Her gaze was earnest. "My lord, Aiyi has one request: I hope that a thousand years from now, you won’t forget me."

"That’s ridiculous! Of course, I’ll be with you!" Lin Xuan frowned in confusion.

"Of course, we will always be together. There is no reincarnation or afterlife; eternal life means never separating," Fairy Peacock murmured.

"Haha, that’s natural. Although the path to immortality is difficult, as long as we work hard, we’ll surely ascend to the higher realms," Lin Xuan said confidently. He was young and Fairy Peacock had an endless lifespan, making it possible for her to advance to the离合期(Lihe Period).

Women were often sentimental. As Lin Xuan thought this, he didn’t fully appreciate Aiyi’s deeper meaning.

Fairy Peacock leaned into his embrace again as Lin Xuan wrapped his arms around her waist and headed towards her chamber. However, at that moment, something unexpected happened…

The once gentle Fairy Peacock suddenly burst with powerful妖力(Yao Li), pressing both of her breasts against Lin Xuan's chest. Her long fingers danced, emitting faint electric sparks.

"What are you doing?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. It wasn’t because he wasn’t vigilant; it’s just that even a golden immortals in the higher realms wouldn't expect their wife to suddenly attack them after making such heartfelt vows and enjoying intimate moments together.

Lin Xuan tried to summon his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, but it was too late. Fairy Peacock had used some secret technique to immobilize him, both her magical power and mobility were restricted.

"Why are you doing this?" he asked, bewildered that he had fallen into such a trap by his wife.

Fairy Peacock sighed softly, gently helping Lin Xuan lie down and covering him with the blanket. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. "I’m sorry, my lord. Aiyi didn’t mean to offend you. I have to leave for now, but I was afraid you might try to stop me, so…"

Lin Xuan was stunned. His expression turned strange: “Leave? Why? Don’t you want to stay with me forever?”

"Of course not, my lord," Fairy Peacock said softly. "If Aiyi didn’t love you, how could I have offered myself to you? It’s precisely because of this that I must leave for now."

"Why?" Lin Xuan was increasingly confused.

"Because humans and demons are different paths."

"What does that mean? You’re already in the化形期(Hua Xing Period) where you can transform into human form. Besides, last night, I didn’t feel any difference from a human woman. It felt… comfortable."

Fairy Peacock’s face turned red as she heard Lin Xuan say this. Even though they were in her chamber, he was being too open.

"Are you really going to leave me?"

"Not because of me, but because I have no choice," Fairy Peacock said with a sigh. "Besides, it will only be temporary."

"What’s the deal then?"

"Fairy, as an中期(Mid-Innocence) cultivator, you should know that when we demons reach the fourth stage, we are called化形期(Hua Xing Period). We can shed our animal forms and take human shapes, but not completely."

"Completely? What do you mean?" Lin Xuan frowned. He hadn’t seen any tail or feathers on her.

"It’s not about that; it’s that there is still primordial妖气(Yao Qi) lingering in us."

"What is this primordial妖气(Yao Qi)? I’ve never heard of such a thing before," Lin Xuan said, genuinely curious.

"I can’t explain exactly what it is, but with this, demons and humans cannot truly unite. When I serve you here, it will cause significant harm to you."

Lin Xuan was stunned. "Are you serious? Then last night…"

"It’s fine now; I’m still a virgin. In six hours, the阴(Yin) energy can block the primordial妖气(Yao Qi). But after those six hours, my Yin energy is gone, and if I serve you again, it will be very detrimental to you."

"So, you’re leaving?"

"Correct. If I stay, even knowing it’s harmful, one day we might resist our desires and try again, which would harm you," Fairy Peacock said.

Lin Xuan remained silent. He had never heard of such a thing before, but he trusted Fairy Peacock wouldn’t lie to him. The human-demon divide meant so many trials for dual cultivation? Lin Xuan sighed. "You mentioned we can only be apart temporarily. When will we be able to stay together?"
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"Unless I can achieve enlightenment and truly dispel the chaotic demon energy within my body," sighed Fairy Peacock.

"That refers to..." Lin Xuan's brows furrowed, feeling a faint sense of unease in his heart.

"Demon Profound Stage. As long as either you or I break through the Separation Realm and reach Demon Profound Stage, there will be no problem; we can stay together forever."

"What? Demon Profound?" Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he was still taken aback. He was only an intermediate-stage Immortal Nurturing Soul cultivator now, two stages away from the Demon Profound realm. Wasn't that something for after ascending to the Spirit Realm?

"Mm." Fairy Peacock smoothed her hair, revealing a look of reluctance on her face as she slowly explained, "I don’t want to leave you either, but according to ancient texts, this chaotic demon energy seems to be related to the laws of heaven and earth. The Separation Realm is just the initial glimpse of the Dao; true dispelling can only happen at Demon Profound Stage."

Lin Xuan remained silent for a while before slowly speaking up, "Is there no other way? You know, I have many abilities, and I practice the Nine Heavens Dance Technique. Can't it be transformed into demon spirit energy?"

"That won’t work," Fairy Peacock’s delicate brows knitted together. "Demon cultivators only mimic the powers of demons; fundamentally, they are still humans. This chaotic demon energy involves the laws of heaven and earth, which can’t be easily overlooked."

"So why must you leave me? As long as we don’t engage in intimate activities, shouldn’t it be fine?"

Lin Xuan said anxiously.

"Why would I say such a thing? Even if we manage to resist tasting the forbidden fruit, constant companionship will inevitably lead to suppressing our desires. This is not the right path; an accidental fall into demonic thoughts could harm your cultivation and delay your advancement."

Lin Xuan’s face darkened. She was indeed correct, but what about reaching Demon Profound Stage?

He wasn’t a person who dwelled on such matters. Fairy Peacock had clearly stated that temporary separation would lead to permanent reunion.

"Can either of us reach Demon Profound Stage?" Lin Xuan regained his composure and spoke slowly, "Yes, if I can achieve the sixth level, I will completely shed my demon form and dispel the chaotic demon energy within me. If you advance first, with your Demon Profound realm cultivation, this chaotic demon energy won’t affect you."

After saying this, Fairy Peacock leaned down and kissed Lin Xuan’s face: "My lord, I have explained the reason clearly. As long as you remember me in your heart, we will reunite someday."

With a look of reluctance on her face, she quickly replaced it with resolve. She turned and transformed into a streak of five-colored light, circling briefly before flying out of the dwelling.

Lin Xuan watched helplessly. Although he was reluctant, he couldn’t move due to the restrictions placed within him. Fairy Peacock’s words were reasonable; even if he could, there seemed no reason for him to stop her.

After two hours, Lin Xuan’s body shimmered with green light and he sat up with a bitter smile. The restrictions imposed by Yuanyuan were indeed difficult to remove. With her intermediate-stage transformation abilities, she must be several miles away now.

Lin Xuan felt depressed. He had just experienced the joy of male and female love, only to have to separate again. A sense of emptiness filled his heart; he needed to hone his mind further...

But he wasn’t an ordinary person. His confusion gradually faded. What did Demon Profound Stage matter? Without a spirit root, he was still at this stage. The path to immortality was arduous, but someday he would succeed.

Green light surged around Lin Xuan’s body as he transformed into a streak of startling brilliance and broke through the sky.

Soon, the outline of Quanyue City appeared before his eyes.

This was the largest city of the Moon Ink Clan. After being defeated by the Qin sect cultivators, although the Moon Ink Clan had suffered heavy losses in population, they still divided into dozens of small tribes within the Quinyan Mountains. The most populous tribe was naturally the Quanyue Tribe.

Both the Profound Origin Ancestor and the Hundred Poison Divine Sage originated from this tribe. They controlled vast resources for cultivation and fertile lands, unmatched by other small tribes.

Survival of the fittest; those with strength could seize better things. This jungle law applied to both secular society and the world of cultivators.

The Profound Origin Ancestor was already dead, and Miao You became the only intermediate-stage witch. She had been the Silver Phoenix Tribe’s Elder before, so Quanyue City naturally belonged to her and her tribe together.

In just a few months, this mighty city changed hands.

Lin Xuan felt some regret. The decline of the Quanyue Tribe was partly due to him. However, Lin Xuan didn’t feel guilty; he used concealment techniques to sneak in quietly.

Of course, his intention wasn’t to do anything bad but to meet Miao You Fairy.

After all, his appearance as a cultivator was too conspicuous, so he had to enter the city secretly.

The Starry Sky Palace came into view. Lin Xuan suppressed his spells and transformed into a streak of green light landing in front.

Su Luo was an intermediate-stage witch from the Silver Phoenix Tribe, having practiced for over 150 years. Although his talent was good, his current cultivation level was only mid-stage with less than fifty years left before his life ended without hope of condensing a golden core.

However, he was still happy recently. With the Profound Origin Ancestor’s demise, Silver Phoenix had become the largest tribe in the Moon Ink Clan. The city’s spiritual energy here was much better than their former Silver Phoenix Mountain, and they received double the crystal stone offerings every month.

Thinking of this, Su Luo sighed. If he had such conditions back then, he might have a chance to condense his golden core. It was too late now, but the tribe would surely thrive; his son was preparing for base formation. With the saved medicinal pills and crystal stones, he should have no problem.

He couldn’t condense his golden core, but his son’s hope was enough to soothe his old heart. All of this was thanks to Miao You Fairy.

Without the Elder’s protection, where would they have such good cultivation conditions?

So being chosen as a guard for Starry Sky Palace, although it delayed his cultivation, he felt honored and didn’t harbor any resentment. He even looked forward to possibly hearing lectures from the Fairy herself...

Just as Su Luo was thinking this, a streak of light descended about ten feet away.

The light faded, revealing a young man in green robes.

"This attire... not a witch, could it be a cultivator from the Qin sect?" Su Luo’s gaze swept over him and his heart skipped a beat.

He quickly extended his hand, palm holding a bell-shaped talisman used for alarms. But before he could use it, an overwhelming and terrifying spiritual pressure spread out around them...
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An Incarnation of the Essence!

Su Luo's face turned pale.

Originally, with his cultivation level, he wouldn't be able to discern Lin Xuan's realm. But a few days ago, by chance, he had met Fairy Miao You at this place.

The terrifying spiritual pressure from her made him shiver all over.

And the person in front of him seemed even more terrifying than Fairy Miao You.

Without hesitation, it was clear that the other party was an Incarnation of the Essence. Perhaps even a middle-stage one. Su Luo's forehead was covered with beads of sweat as he thought this.

The man was quite clever. Although witches despised cultivators to their core, such beings were not something he could offend.

As they say, a wise man doesn't take advantage of others' weaknesses. He hurriedly bowed respectfully: "Junior Su Luo from the Star Palace. What can I do for you, Senior?"

Lin Xuan smiled and said calmly, "I'm just visiting an old friend. Nothing more."

Su Luo's expression turned even worse as he heard this. After all, the Silver Phoenix Tribe had only moved here a month ago. Could it be that the other party was here to see Fairy Miao You?

Behind him were several people, both men and women, but each of them had a high cultivation level at least mid-stage Essence Condensation.

Fairy Miao You's ethereal light flashed as she flew alone in front of Lin Xuan. She bowed gracefully: "It is indeed you, Daoist Friend. I apologize for not coming to greet you properly. Please do not mind."

"Daoist Friend, are you really in seclusion? Why would you come here personally?" Lin Xuan smiled and held his fist.

"I am indeed in seclusion, but since Brother Lin saved my life, it's inappropriate of me to be so careless. That's why I came personally," Fairy Miao You explained as she tidied her hair.

"Daoist Friend, please don't mention it. By the way, where is Phoenix Sister? She didn't come with you?"

"She said she wanted to go on a trip and has already left Mount Cangmíng." Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of disappointment but quickly hid it away.

"Ah, I see," Fairy Miao You did not doubt. "Daoist Friend, since you have arrived here as our honored guest, please come in and we can chat more."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan had no objections and was led by Fairy Miao You into the most important building of the witches.

The witches they encountered along the way were numerous, but seeing a Spring Tribe cultivator enter so boldly, their faces showed astonishment. However, when they saw Fairy Miao You leading the way respectfully, they dared not object or ask questions. Of course, behind the scenes, whispers and speculations were inevitable.

Such low-level cultivators couldn't use sound transmission to eavesdrop on Lin Xuan's strong spiritual awareness. But he wouldn't waste his time doing such trivial things.

After a while, Fairy Miao You brought Lin Xuan to an elegant garden filled with blooming flowers. The air was thick with exotic fragrances.

"Ah, Dragon Snake Grass, Purple Stem泽兰, and Heavenly Net香. I didn't think these rare herbs still existed here," Lin Xuan said in surprise.

He had visited the Star Palace before, but there wasn't a garden like this. Could it be that after the Silver Phoenix Tribe took over, they renovated and replanted?

Of course, he wouldn't reveal his suspicions to anyone.

"Daoist Friend, you truly have extensive knowledge," Fairy Miao You's expression showed surprise. She knew those herbs contained potent poisons, and according to her understanding, the Spring Tribe cultivators had little expertise in using poisons.

"I beg your pardon," Lin Xuan said casually.

They walked through a few clusters of flowers and arrived at a pavilion. The table and chairs were made from some unknown soft jade.

Taking their seats, Fairy Miao You personally brewed a special tea for Lin Xuan: "Daoist Friend, try this. This is a secret brew of the Moon Shadow Clan; only Incarnations of the Essence can drink it."

"Why?" Lin Xuan was surprised and showed interest on his face.

"Because this tea contains not just medicinal herbs but also several toxic plants," Fairy Miao You explained patiently.

"Toxic plants?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. "Could they enhance cultivation?"

"No, that's not the case." Fairy Miao You shook her head. "While this tea doesn't increase one's spiritual energy, it does strengthen the body. Unfortunately, its toxicity is too strong for cultivators below Incarnation of the Essence."

"Oh, I want to try it then."

Lin Xuan picked up the cup and drank it without hesitation.

A stream of fiery energy flowed into his dantian and slowly spread throughout his body. He felt refreshed and elated. Lin Xuan bowed: "Fairy Miao You, I have a request. Would you be willing to share the recipe with me?"

"Daoist Friend, please don't mention it. If not for you, Fairy Miao You would already be a meal in that beast's stomach. I can't express my gratitude enough. What do you want?" Fairy Miao You said emotionally.

"It's nothing much. I just think this tea is delicious and wonder if you'd be willing to share the recipe with me," Lin Xuan smiled.

"Ah, Daoist Friend, it's not that simple. Although I'm reluctant, these toxic plants in the tea are too potent for even us Incarnations of the Essence to consume frequently." Fairy Miao You shook her head and quickly explained.

"It doesn't matter. I have my own plan. Fairy Miao You, you only need to agree or refuse," Lin Xuan said confidently.

Fairy Miao You was secretly surprised. She could only drink a few cups of this Poison Dragon Tea in a year as an Incarnation of the Essence. Hearing his tone, it seemed he wanted to consume large amounts, which was unbelievable.

After all, her cultivation level was far inferior to Lin Xuan's, but witches were experts in using poisons. Since she had been exposed to various toxins since childhood, she believed her anti-toxin abilities weren't weaker than the other party's.

Had she underestimated him?

Fairy Miao You couldn't blame herself for this. Although she knew Lin Xuan used Green Illusion Fiery Mist and understood its power, she hadn't personally practiced it. Therefore, she didn't know that he even dared to take Detoxifying Pills; a small Poison Dragon Tea was nothing.

It had only benefits with no side effects.

"Why not? Fairy Miao You hasn't decided yet," Lin Xuan showed some impatience on his face.

"Ha ha, I'm just surprised. Daoist Friend, since you have such great abilities, there's no need for me to worry. Although this recipe is a secret, since Brother Lin saved my life, I won't hide anything from you. There's no need for exchange; take it," Fairy Miao You said as she moved her eyes.

Compared to his abilities, the Poison Dragon Tea recipe was insignificant.

After speaking, Fairy Miao You stretched out her hand and tapped her waist, taking out an empty jade scroll. She immersed her spiritual awareness in it...

Soon, she smiled and handed the jade scroll to Lin Xuan: "Daoist Friend, the recipe is inside."
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十八章 空间裂缝的秘密

"Sorry, but I need to clarify a few points. You mentioned that the space rift can also serve as an independent small space. Could you explain more about this? Also, why would a treasure hall be built in such a space?"

The scene continues with Lin Xuan and Miao You discussing the nature of the space rifts and their uses.

"Indeed, apart from connecting two different planes, sometimes a space rift can also exist as an independent small space," Miao You said, her eyes twinkling with intrigue. "This is where things get interesting. The treasure hall in such a space would be extremely valuable because it could not be easily accessed by outsiders."

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression serious. "I see. So the treasure hall can serve as both a secret hideout and a place to store treasures. But why build it inside a space rift? Wouldn't that make it harder to access?"

Miao You smiled enigmatically. "That's because of the unique properties of these space rifts. They are not easily detected by outsiders, making them perfect for storing valuable items without fear of theft."

Lin Xuan thought for a moment and then said, "I understand. But why would you build such a treasure hall in a space rift? Wouldn't it be easier to just keep the treasures in a regular place?"

Miao You explained, "The key is that these space rifts are not easily detected by outsiders. They can serve as a safe haven for valuable items and also act as a trap for enemies. If an enemy enters this space, they would find it difficult to escape."

Lin Xuan nodded thoughtfully. "That makes sense. But how do you ensure the safety of such a treasure hall?"

Miao You replied, "The treasure hall is built with special materials that can withstand the harsh conditions inside the space rift. Moreover, there are certain magical barriers and traps set up to prevent unauthorized access."

Lin Xuan continued, "But what about the risk of being trapped in the space rift? Wouldn't it be dangerous?"

Miao You smiled reassuringly. "That's why we have specific methods to seal off the space rifts. We can control the entrance and exit, ensuring that only those with the proper knowledge can enter."

Lin Xuan nodded, satisfied with her explanation. "Alright, I understand now. Thank you for your insights."

Miao You bowed slightly and said, "You're welcome. Let's continue our exploration of this space rift."

The two then entered the space rift together. The transition was smooth, but Lin Xuan still felt a slight unease as they moved through the dimensional barrier.

Upon entering, they found themselves in a small space that looked like a collection of several medium-sized cave dwellings. The area was dimly lit and filled with various sizes of rocks. There were no signs of vegetation or any other life forms. The air was thin, almost unbreathable, making the environment harsh.

Despite this, Lin Xuan's divine sense wasn't restricted, allowing him to easily locate a wooden building in the center of the space. It stood about seven to eight zhang (about 23-26 feet) tall and had three levels. The structure was unremarkable, neither grand nor elegant, but it was made of ironwood that seemed to have been aged for at least several hundred years.

Miao You said, "Please follow me." She led the way through the space rift, and Lin Xuan followed closely behind, his body emitting a faint green glow as he moved.

The interior of the building was dimly lit by ancient lanterns. The air was thick with the scent of old books and scrolls. Lin Xuan's eyes scanned the room, taking in the numerous bookshelves filled with ancient texts and magical tomes.

"Welcome to our treasure hall," Miao You said, her voice filled with pride. "These are some of the most valuable and rarest texts in existence."

Lin Xuan nodded, his interest piqued. "Indeed, these books could be invaluable for any aspiring cultivator or scholar. But why keep them here? Wouldn't it be safer to store them elsewhere?"

Miao You explained, "The space rift provides a unique layer of protection. It's not easily detected by outsiders, making it an ideal place to store rare and valuable items. Additionally, the magical barriers we've set up ensure that only those with the proper knowledge can access these treasures."

Lin Xuan nodded in understanding. "I see. This is indeed a clever use of space rifts."

Miao You smiled, pleased with his appreciation. "Thank you for your insight. Let's explore further and see what other treasures we might find."
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百一十九章 重游碧云山

In a distant region, a faint light streaked through the sky and approached from afar. As it neared, the light faded to reveal a young man with an ordinary appearance. In front of him was a vast mountain range that stretched endlessly, shrouded in mist, exuding a grand aura.

This mountain was well-known in Youzhou, stretching for eight hundred miles from west to east. From above, it resembled a giant dragon lying down, its main peak towering at five thousand meters high, perpetually veiled by green mist, earning the name "Tongyun Mountain." It used to be one of the top sects in Youzhou.

Lin Xuan sighed as he gazed upon the mountain range. Memories flooded his mind. When he first arrived at Biyun Mountain, he was just a Foundation Establishment cultivator. That time, he met Fairy Ouyang, the graceful and beautiful woman.

Unlike with Peacock, their relationship had been good from the start; they even joined forces to repel enemies on multiple occasions. However, the world changes, and though the mountains still stood, the sect that had thrived for countless years had moved to Yunzhou.

Lin Xuan was puzzled by this move. The migration of Lingyao Mountain was due to damage to its geothermal resources, making it impossible to refine elixirs or cultivate there. But why would Biyun Mountain leave such a prime location?

He shook his head and released his divine sense. Soon, he detected many cultivators around the former main peak of Biyun Mountain. Lin Xuan showed no surprise on his face.

In Youzhou, this place was an excellent cultivation site. With Biyun Mountain's departure, other sects would surely vie for control here.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan suddenly frowned and his expression turned grim as he heard a voice from beside him.

"What's wrong, Young Master?" Mo'er asked.

"It's nothing," Lin Xuan said calmly. "I didn't expect to encounter such a coincidence with two major factions fighting over this place."

Mo'er was lively and curious. She immediately released her divine sense and saw intense fluctuations of energy in the distance. Indeed, there were cultivators engaged in battle.

The young woman smiled and licked her lips before transforming into an inconspicuous streak of light, flying towards Biyun Mountain's main peak with great speed and stealth.

Lin Xuan shook his head; Mo'er was too eager to join the fray. He followed closely behind, his body glowing with a faint green light.

Within minutes, they arrived at the main peak of Biyun Mountain. The light dimmed as Lin Xuan stopped beside Mo'er. The protective array had been destroyed, and corpses lay scattered around, along with uprooted trees.

The fallen cultivators wore different clothes, indicating that they belonged to various sects.

Could it be a joint effort from several sects to drive out the occupiers of Biyun Mountain?

Lin Xuan frowned as he noticed this. He didn't waste time and continued forward. With the protective array destroyed, his task was made easier. If not for this, he would have had to fight his way in silently.

This was a troublesome situation. Lin Xuan originally planned to use Biyun Mountain's geothermal resources for cultivation. This journey through Kuina Range had been fruitful, and many things needed digestion. He hoped to find a quiet place but instead encountered the conflict between several sects.

During the last凝聚期大会，林轩曾来过碧云山一次。虽然时间已经非常久远，但修仙者博闻强记，大致路线仍在他脑海中。

他没费多大工夫就来到了闻名遐迩的“云海”。亭台楼阁、鸟语花香，与记忆中的一模一样。碧云山经过万年的经营，景色如人间仙境一般美丽。

然而在这美丽的云海上方，数千名修士正各自祭出法宝对峙着。在他们中间，还有十几具尸体，空气中弥漫着浓浓的血腥之气。

但林轩并不在意。双方人数虽多，却没有高手。

内侧的修士身穿黄色道袍，统一服饰，显然是某个门派的修士，队伍整齐，大约有一千多人。

而对面的敌人则有两三千人，穿着杂乱，僧俗道都有，灵气波动正邪混杂，显然是一股联合起来的力量。其中以筑基期修士居多，还有一小半灵动期低阶修士，至于高阶存在双方都差不多，凝丹期修士各有十余名。

就幽州来说，这种实力也算可观……虽然还不及两个丫头创立的拜轩阁。

“屠老三，你们几个家伙是不是吃了豹子胆？凭你们这几个小门派就想从本门手里图谋碧云山。”从那些黄衣修士中走出一名儒雅男子，大约四十岁左右，长披肩，虽然已步入中年，但依旧风度翩翩。

而此人不仅相貌出众，修为也不弱，竟是凝丹后期的修仙者，在这两群人中算是顶尖高手了。

“哼，郑大门主，你不用在这儿摆显。不错，在你眼中，我屠老三和我们海石帮都不算什么，但这一次，我们可是七家联手，你以为凭天璇门一派就是我们的对手么？”

从另一群修士中走出一名穿着马褂的修仙者，此人不仅打扮奇特身材矮小，却壮实到了极处，竟是凝丹中期的修仙者。

儒雅男子剑眉一挑，隐隐闪过一丝怒意：“好，既然如此，那就手底下见真章。一群乌合之众就想打败我天璇门么？”

“等等。”名叫屠老三的修士却摆了摆手。

“怎么，你怕了？”儒雅男子嘴角露出讥讽之色。

“哼，我怕什么，只是不希望我们双方弟子无端丧命罢了。我只问一句郑大门主，阁下虽然在幽州闯下了好大的名头，但你敢与穷老前辈作对么？”屠老三神秘一笑。

“什么，穷老怪？”

儒雅男子一愣，表情阴沉下来：“不错，正是他老人家。否则你以为我们几个门派正邪不同，会轻易联合在一起吗？是因为我们全部效命于老前辈，奉他为共同的太上长老，抢下碧云山就是他老人家亲口传下的法谕。”

屠老三拍了拍胸脯，底气十足：“你若不信，半个时辰后即知。当然，现在开战也可以。承认我们七派联手稍弱，但弟子死伤多了，穷老前辈会不高兴的。”

“少爷，那穷老怪是什么人物？”莫儿好奇地问道。

“我怎么清楚？离开幽州这么久，上次也没听盈儿她们说起过，不是本土新晋级的元婴修士，而是从其他州跑过来的。”林轩不在意地说。后期大修士不可能参与这种争斗，至于中期同阶的存在与元婴初期的修士，以他现在的修为又岂会在乎？

见对方如此嚣张，儒雅男子大怒，但穷老怪显然是让他忌惮的存在。犹豫片刻后，他咬牙忍气道：“好，半个时辰后再等如何？如果你骗我……”

天璇门这边的凝丹期修士也面露忧色。林轩的目光扫过他们，最终停留在一名女子身上。
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十章 穷老怪

The pig-foot's lips curled slightly upward. Truly, one meets old friends in unexpected places; he didn’t have many friends in Youzhou.

He hadn't expected to run into so many acquaintances upon his return. It was indeed a bit of luck.

Originally, Lin Xuan had planned to sit back and watch the conflict between two factions. However, with this woman involved, it felt awkward for him to remain idle.

Still, he didn’t rush to reveal himself; instead, he decided to observe the so-called "poor old monster" first.

"The senior brother, is the opponent just bluffing? The poor old monster! His reputation precedes him. But he usually likes to act alone. How could he become the joint Grand Elder of several sects?" The woman took a few steps forward and slowly approached them.

She appeared to be around twenty years old, with a plump figure but a cute, innocent face that was far from breathtakingly beautiful. However, she exuded an unusual charm.

Ding Yin hadn’t seen her in decades, and this woman had matured significantly. Lin Xuan recalled some of his interactions with the Xu siblings; he remembered that Ding’s character wasn't particularly remarkable. He never expected her to succeed in condensing her essence.

"This is hard to say. The poor old monster isn’t originally from Youzhou. They say he is both cruel and lustful. During his time in Qingzhou, he captured many beautiful female cultivators and took advantage of them. Eventually, several major sects and families teamed up to hunt him down. He was forced to flee here," the refined man gritted his teeth as he spoke.

"Can someone of his level escape from a group of peers?" Ding Yin’s face showed surprise.

"Yes, this old monster has unique abilities. If it really is him, our Tiexuan Sect won’t be able to withstand him…"

"The senior brother, are you saying we have no choice but to leave Biyun Mountain? We sent hundreds of disciples to fight for this cultivation site just a decade ago… and now, we might have to abandon it so soon," Ding Yin’s face paled. Her tone revealed a hint of reluctance.

"Ying Sister, how foolish. Have you forgotten that the cultivation world is a place where the strong prey on the weak? The poor old monster isn’t someone to be trifled with. If he opposes us, our Tiexuan Sect will surely suffer heavy losses. I don’t want to admit it either, but this is only the worst-case scenario. After all, we can’t trust his words alone; Old Three and others might just be bluffing."

Ding Yin nodded, but her expression didn't ease much. The other cultivators were similarly unconcerned, and half an hour passed quickly.

The so-called poor old monster still hadn’t arrived.

Tiexuan Sect’s cultivators were overjoyed. The refined man laughed loudly and stepped forward, "Old Three, you dare to deceive the sect master! Do you think I’m a three-year-old child? Time has passed; what do you have to say now?"

"…," Old Three’s face was filled with surprise as well. How could the poor old monster still not be here? Perhaps he had some business to attend to, which wasn’t good.

Lin Xuan didn't pay attention to the commotion and turned his head toward the southeast.

His spiritual sense was much stronger than others. About a hundred miles away, a brilliant streak of light was rapidly approaching. From the fluctuation in essence energy, it seemed to be an early-stage Immortal婴 cultivator. If he wasn’t mistaken, this should be the so-called poor old monster.

"Zheng, don’t be too proud; the poor old monster will arrive soon. If you dare to attack us, Tiexuan Sect will suffer heavy losses," Old Three spoke with a stern expression.

"Is that so?"

The refined man’s lips curled in mockery. As the head of a sect, he had experienced many hardships and wouldn’t take lightly what this opponent said.

He flicked his sleeves, and a pure white immortal sword flew out.

The temperature around them dropped sharply; this treasure was an extremely rare ice attribute artifact.

"Enough talk! I’ll kill you first to see how the poor old monster will react."

"Is that so? A small sect like Tiexuan dares to look down on me. Let’s see what kind of power this Zheng fellow has," a deep, authoritative voice echoed in his ears.

A black hand materialized several feet in front of the refined man, with claws extending and lunging toward his head.

The situation suddenly changed. Apart from Lin Xuan and his master, the other cultivators were alarmed. The refined man’s face turned pale as he saw the hand heading for him. He quickly formed a seal and expelled an extremely pure essence energy.

The immortal sword absorbed it and grew larger, slicing through the air with icy force toward the black hand.

Lin Xuan shook his head, showing pity on the refined man.

A loud explosion echoed in their ears. The attack from the immortal sword not only failed but was grabbed by the black hand.

The refined man retreated several steps, his face turning blood-red, clearly injured.

"Senior brother!" Ding Yin gasped, her expression filled with anxiety.

In the distance, a purple-red cloud drifted over, and as the mist cleared, a cultivator’s face emerged.

This is the poor old monster? Lin Xuan was taken aback.

He had seen many things in his life but hadn’t encountered someone so ugly. With triangular eyes, a red nose, protruding teeth, messy hair, and a hunched back, he looked like a beggar. Such a person could be an early-stage Immortal, but the lack of taste in clothing was hard to overlook.

Clearly, this person’s personality must be extremely peculiar.

After the old monster appeared, the reactions of both sides were vastly different. The group led by Old Three rejoiced, while Tiexuan Sect’s side looked at each other with extreme distress.

They hadn’t expected such an early-stage Immortal to back up their opponent.

"Who just looked down on me?" the poor old monster turned and glared.

"The senior was mistaken; I…" The refined man couldn’t breathe as his法宝was still restrained. He tried to say something conciliatory, but before he could finish, the old monster’s face twisted into a vicious smile. He activated a secret technique, and the black hand immediately clenched its fingers.

"Senior, please spare me!"

The refined man was shocked and quickly formed seals with both hands, but it was useless. The immortal sword couldn’t break free from the restraint and even developed cracks on its surface. With a mournful sound, an excellent treasure shattered into pieces.

"Spit out…."

A mouthful of blood spewed forth as his life essence was severely damaged by losing his main treasure.

He was both shocked and angry but didn’t show any dissatisfaction on his face. The old monster’s cruelty was well-known.

"If the senior wants Biyun Mountain, our Tiexuan Sect can’t afford to be unwise; we’ll move out," he said with a forced smile.

"Hmph, it’s easy for you to say. In front of me, do you think you can just leave?"
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十一章 报应好快

The refined-looking man's expression darkened. As the saying goes, killing is just a head tap to the ground; while the Immortal Core Sect Tianxuan couldn't be provoked, they were not soft targets either.

A desperate dog would jump over the wall. Overstepping boundaries too much wouldn’t have good outcomes.

The Tianxuan sect cultivators all had angry expressions on their faces. Hadn’t they already given up Biyun Mountain? Some impatient ones had already taken out their treasures, ready to fight to the death with this old monster if necessary.

The poor old monster watched everything with a smile of mockery at the corners of his mouth as killing intent surged around him.

Support came from behind; Tu Laosan and others were confident. They stepped forward in a black mass. The atmosphere seemed even more tense than before.

"Senior, please calm down. My senior brother offended you just now, and I will represent him to apologize to you here. If Senior sees Biyun Mountain as something valuable, we will give it up; why must you push so hard?" Xu Yilan moved gracefully forward with a缓和的 tone.

As women were outnumbered three to one, and an old monster of the Yuan Qi stage had joined their side, they had no chance in battle. They might even face total annihilation.

At this moment, she needed to remain calm as a woman.

"Esteemed senior, you must be the famous Miss Yulin. Yes, your words are very wise. If you wish to let Tianxuan Sect off, that is fine; just agree to one condition of mine."

"Senior, please listen carefully.

"It's simple. I heard that you and this Mr. Zheng are partners in cultivation, and you have a daughter. That’s her great fortune, something others can’t even ask for. Why don't you recognize your kindness?" Old Man Tu Laosan sneered with a mocking tone.

Dugu and Xu Yilan exchanged venomous glances at the cowardly scoundrel.

Who knew about the poor old monster's vicious and lustful nature? He would take advantage of female cultivators, and marrying him might mean being used as a cauldron.

Even if they were willing to be concubines, they wouldn’t accept such an old and ugly face. Although Dugu was only at the Yuan Qi stage, his appearance was horrifyingly grotesque, and their daughter couldn't possibly be given away like that.

They couldn't agree, but clearly, the other side wasn't going to give up easily. What could they do?

Just as they were lost in thought, a cold voice rang out: "I've seen shameless people before, but I’ve never seen someone so lacking in face. Moon, what do you think of this guy? Is he trash?"

"Master has spoken wisely; the maidservant also finds that old shameless thing disgusting and unpleasant," another light laugh echoed, filled with mockery.

The voice came suddenly, surprising everyone as they exchanged glances.

The poor old monster’s face turned pale. He released his divine sense to scan the source of the sound but found nothing. This made him both furious and fearful.

"Who dares to mock me? Don’t you fear being crushed into powder?" he snarled with murderous intent.

"Powdered to death? With your puny cultivation, hahaha. I haven't heard such an interesting joke in a long time," the clear voice returned, even more bizarre and unpredictable, making it impossible to pinpoint its direction.

"Come out if you have any guts; hiding like this isn’t what a hero should do."

"I don't dare call myself a hero, but at least I’m not one of those bullies who use their power to bully others. And failing to locate my whereabouts only proves that your cultivation is insufficient for someone as insignificant as yourself," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Before the words were fully spoken, a flash of green light appeared in an open space, revealing two figures: a man and a woman, both no older than their early twenties. The girl especially looked younger, her skin as white as jade, slender yet curvaceous, with a face that was strikingly beautiful. A stunning beauty.

Many people were stunned, but the poor old monster’s pupils constricted as he focused on the young man beside him.

Although slightly larger in appearance, the youth was equally astonishingly youthful. Wearing an evening blue robe, his ordinary looks belied the overwhelming spiritual pressure emanating from his body.

中期元婴!

The poor old monster's face turned pale. There shouldn’t be any other old monsters of the Yuan Qi stage in Youzhou besides the Supreme Elder of Leiyun Manor. How did this mysterious expert suddenly appear?

Lin Xuan’s appearance surprised and delighted the Tianxuan sect cultivators, even though they didn't recognize him. He clearly wasn't an enemy.

Only Xu Yilan's gaze swept over Lin Xuan as she exclaimed in surprise: "You, you are Brother Lin!"

"Ha ha, I never expected Miss Yulin to recognize me," Lin Xuan smiled.

"After so many years, your appearance hasn’t changed at all, Brother Lin. I didn't dare to recognize you either; I can hardly believe it now that you've not only condensed an Immortal Core but also become a mid-stage cultivator in such a short time. Miss Yulin felt as if she was dreaming, marveling at the shocking cultivation of this person.

"This isn’t anything special. I’ve also successfully condensed a Dan Pill; how is your brother?" Lin Xuan’s mood was naturally good after unexpectedly meeting an old friend. Although the poor old monster was also at the Yuan Qi stage, he wasn't someone who could be easily intimidated by Lin Xuan, who dared to face even the Soul Splitting Realm. He chatted casually.

"Brother," Xu Yilan's expression turned somber: "Over a hundred years ago, during the celestial anomalies, the Yin Spirit was driven out by the combined efforts of twelve states' cultivators. My brother just condensed his Dan Pill and hadn't stabilized yet when he encountered a mid-stage Ghost King on his way. To protect me, he"

Lin Xuan sighed. Xu Xi had once been the top disciple of Tian Shan Sect, with far superior talent to Lin Xuan himself. He couldn’t believe that someone who lived for over a hundred years was gone.

He was generous and righteous, but

"Dead are the dead; Miss Xu, you should grieve less," said Lin Xuan.

"You're welcome, Senior. I have one more request," Xu Yilan suddenly bowed deeply before Lin Xuan in a grand manner.

"Don't be so formal. Do you wish me to intervene to resolve this crisis?"

"I don’t dare ask Senior to fight an equal opponent; I only hope that Senior will spare my daughter and allow us to offer some compensation, Master," Xu Yilan said pitifully.

Lin Xuan nodded inwardly. This woman was smart. According to common sense, this was the best solution.

After all, an Immortal Core cultivator couldn’t be easily provoked; even if the poor old monster retreated today, he might still seek revenge in the future.

Lin Xuan smiled but didn't speak yet when the rough voice of the poor old monster interrupted: "Forget it. You Tianxuan Sect has no good things to offer; considering this friend's favor, I won’t take your daughter. Quickly pack up and leave."

Xu Yilan was overjoyed and about to agree when Lin Xuan stopped her with a wave.

"Senior speaks easily, but do you think yourself an important figure? Do you ask for my permission before staying in Biyun Mountain?"

"Do you intend to fight on their behalf?" the poor old monster’s expression turned furious.

"Not exactly. Biyun Mountain was once the residence of Lin Xuan's former red-haired friend; I just don’t like this kind of guy wanting to take over," said Lin Xuan, raising his head with a mocking smile and an even more arrogant expression.

The words caused the cultivators present to gasp in surprise. This mysterious Yuan Qi stage expert clearly didn't consider the poor old monster important.

Was there any grudge between them?

Facing Lin Xuan's challenge, the poor old monster remained calm. In his memory, he had never met this person before; such fearless behavior suggested that he might indeed have extraordinary abilities.

He was beginning to feel a retreat, as even an ordinary mid-stage cultivator wasn't something he could easily contend with. A wise man doesn’t fight what they can’t win.

Alright, since you also see Biyun Mountain as valuable, I’ll give it up for now. After some hesitation, the poor old monster finally spoke weakly and turned to leave.

"Wait a moment; I didn't say you could go. In front of me, whether to stay or leave is not your choice."

The cold words echoed in his ears. He had just said this to the Tianxuan Sect leader, but now it was coming back to him.
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百二十二章 五龙玺

The moment the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and flicked his fingers. A streak of green light shot out from between his fingers, expanding as it met the wind, transforming into a sword of light that flashed before reaching the opponent's head.

The old miser was shocked, his face showing signs of rage. He opened his mouth and spat out a beam of black light, which turned into a layer of dark cloud-like light shield, colliding with the sword of light.

Qi energy exploded!

The old miser took several steps back, his expression dark with anger and fear. His opponent's casual strike had such terrifying power.

"Friend, what is your intention? I am willing to abandon my风水宝地, why do you still force me to act?"

"How surprising, friend, did you feel shocked just now? Before I appeared, your arrogance was no less than mine," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"What do you want?" the old miser said, each word clearly pronounced.

"Nothing, only wanting to ask you to reincarnate. Otherwise, if I let you go today, you might come back and seek revenge on Xu Family's little sister another day. I like to finish what I start; I don't wish to save someone and bring them trouble."

Lin Xuan's words moved not just Xu Ying but the entire Tiexuan Sect.

The old miser was enraged and shocked. Clearly, he had no regard for him. He was already a hot-tempered person, now so angry that it seemed like he might vomit blood: "Fine, fine, since stepping into the cultivation world, no one has dared to treat me with such contempt. I didn't want to make enemies with you, but your arrogance is too much. Let's see how powerful your abilities are."

A sinister look flashed across his face as the old miser reached out and tapped his waist, summoning a treasure.

Square-shaped and golden in color, it looked like an imperial seal used by secular emperors. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel surprised.

This was quite a rare treasure.

"Let you see my Five Dragon Seal."

"Humph!"

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows; he had no interest in dealing with a初级修真者. A Five Dragon Seal, just an ordinary ancient artifact.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Green Fire Sword emerged, driven by his spiritual awareness, transforming into a sharp light that slashed down fiercely.

The old miser wasn't weak either, casting a spell.

The Five Dragon Seal spun and emitted some clouds, enveloping the Green Fire Sword.

"Trivial trick…" Lin Xuan's expression changed as he spoke. The mental link between him and the Green Fire Sword was significantly weakened, though not completely severed.

This was strange!

Could it be that he had misjudged? That Five Dragon Seal wasn't a common treasure?

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he formed hand seals. The dimming light of the Green Fire Sword became radiant again, and the sharp light broke free from the clouds.

"Impossible!"

The old miser was shocked, his face showing signs of seeing a ghost. This Five Dragon Seal wasn't just an ordinary treasure; it had been obtained by him accidentally when he entered an ancient emperor's tomb a hundred years ago.

In this world, there was only one vast state called Zhao during the ancient times, while in the other dimension where Lin Xuan had come from, many kingdoms were constantly at war.

King Hongyuan was a famous ruler of ancient times. In that world, he could command the elements and have countless skilled warriors under his command.

It is said that when he grew old, seeking immortality, he learned about cultivators in this world. He poured all his resources into collecting spirit herbs and treasures.

But to a cultivator, no matter how high his status in the mortal realm, it was insignificant. Only low-rank cultivators who saw no hope of advancement would seek him out for wealth and comfort. Condensation Core stage and above cultivators never cared about mere mortal emperors.

The old miser had entered King Hongyuan's tomb a hundred years ago when he had already successfully condensed his essence core. Initially, he was disappointed by the ordinary treasures and waste pills there.

But when he opened King Hongyuan's coffin, he found that the imperial seal was used as a burial item.

This wasn't something he had collected later; it was an artifact he had known about long before becoming a cultivator.

Its origin was unknown.

It likely came from even more ancient times.

With his eyes of an元婴中期cultivator, Lin Xuan immediately realized that this wasn't just any imperial seal. It was an artifact crafted by ancient cultivators.

He hesitated not and put it in his pocket. After a test, he was both amazed and delighted; the power of this treasure far exceeded expectations.

Engraved on its surface were five vivid dragons, from which came its name.

Other abilities aside, the clouds emitted from the Five Dragon Seal could block a cultivator's spiritual awareness, preventing them from controlling their treasures. This allowed him to escape his peers' pursuit in Qingzhou, otherwise, he would have likely perished.

This ability had worked repeatedly before; he hadn't encountered an元婴中期cultivator for whom it didn't work. Why did it fail now?

It was impossible unless a later-stage cultivator with sufficient spiritual awareness could break the seal's constraints. But his opponent was clearly mid-stage.

Although there were exceptions in the cultivation world, such as those with extraordinary innate abilities or special cultivation methods, the difference between an中期and后期cultivator was like heaven and earth. Since ancient times, no mid-stage monster had ever been able to match a later-stage cultivator's spiritual awareness.

Lin Xuan was also surprised; he never expected that a mere初级cultivator would have such a treasure. His eyes narrowed as his expression showed clear signs of interest.

To be honest, not many things could catch his eye. It was just bad luck for the old miser.

Lin Xuan didn't summon any other treasures but instead used Nine Heavens Micro-step.

He stepped diagonally and disappeared from his original spot.

"What...?"

The old miser was shocked. This person had a notorious reputation, with enemies everywhere. He quickly raised his left hand to summon an orange-yellow wooden shield that turned into a yellow light barrier in front of him.

Lin Xuan appeared almost nose-to-nose with the old miser as spiritual energy flashed.

The old miser was speechless; what kind of secret technique was this? It was nearly comparable to teleportation. Could it be shrinking earth power... no, that required later-stage cultivators and seemed slightly inferior compared to his own.

Lin Xuan didn't give him time to think. He extended his right hand and lightly pressed against the old miser's chest.
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Xiao Xuanxuan's move this time did not employ any treasure artifacts or dazzling secret techniques. His entire palm was enveloped in a layer of emerald green flames, showing no extraordinary features.

Old Scrooge was taken aback; his expression naturally revealed some surprise. However, at this moment, he dared not underestimate Lin Xuan even slightly. A sinister look flashed across his eyes as he opened his mouth and spat out a bolt of lightning about the size of an arm. It attached itself to the yellow light curtain.

Lin Xuan paid it no heed and pressed his palm onto it anyway.

Old Scrooge was overjoyed, thinking that since Lin Xuan's Blood-Sucking Heavenly Thunder had such immense power, this opponent must be so arrogant as to think he could lose an arm. However, in the next moment, his eyes widened in shock. Sweet Mr. Xuanyin

Not only did the thunder not work, but even the ancient treasure's light curtain seemed like paper, easily pierced through by Lin Xuan... The Green Illusory Fiery Flame was incredibly powerful; even late-stage cultivators would find it difficult to resist, let alone someone with such a minor technique.

Old Scrooge's gaze was filled with terror. However, at this moment, there was no way he could escape. Lin Xuan's palm had already pressed down on his chest.

With a loud explosion, Old Scrooge did not feel any pain; instead, he turned into a green fireball and let out a painful scream. But before that, Lin Xuan had already taken the opportunity to send him off by using a piece of paper with a golden escape technique and an illusionary effect.

"Good move, but even such minor tricks can't save you," Lin Xuan sneered.

He waved his sleeves, sending out a green sword energy that circled around the second shadow on his left side. Blood splattered everywhere as a large head rolled off like a watermelon.

Helping someone is like delivering a Buddha to the West; Lin Xuan had no qualms about cutting down Old Scrooge. The rest was obvious: from Tianxuan Sect's sect master to ordinary disciples of the灵动期, all felt grateful towards Lin Xuan. The entire cloud mountain rang with expressions of gratitude.

An hour later, two streaks of light landed behind the main peak of Green Cloud Mountain. The air here was more concentrated than on the front mountain; the radiance dimmed as a man revealed his appearance.

The man was Lin Xuan, and the woman was Dixin, the wife of the sect master of Tianxuan Sect.

Since this was an old place for him, after killing Old Scrooge, he did not leave immediately. He had gathered many treasures in the Jiuyin Mountains and planned to stay here to practice his newly acquired techniques and treasure artifacts.

In the grand hall, Lin Xuan casually revealed his intention of staying here. The entire Tianxuan Sect was overjoyed at this news.

Apart from the great favor he had done for them, having an Immortal cultivator living here would be beneficial; they no longer needed to worry about other forces coveting their place.

Since Dixin and Lin Xuan were old friends, she took on the responsibility of hosting him.

"Senior Lin, this is where the Green Cloud Mountain's spirit veins spring forth. The air here is the most concentrated. In the past, Senior Taixiu's cave was located here. If you do not mind, you can settle down temporarily and I will make it a forbidden area for my disciples to disturb your cultivation," Dixin spoke respectfully.

Though they had some acquaintance before, their current statuses were vastly different; she did not dare to treat him as an equal or show any disrespect.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. This place was indeed an excellent place for cultivation with air ten times more concentrated than the front mountain. The environment was serene and filled with ancient trees.

"Good. I will establish a cave here, thank you, Little Sister Dixin."

"You are too kind," Dixin said humbly. "If it weren't for your timely assistance, our sect would not only lose its place to cultivate but also risk losing my daughter to that Old Scrooge." Thinking of this, she shuddered with gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

"I have already told you, it is a small matter; no need to mention it. At least we are related, so I will not abandon someone in such dire straits," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively and continued: "There's another thing I want to ask."

"Senior, please speak your mind."

"There isn't much, but do you know why the Green Cloud Mountain moved from here to Yunzhou?"

"I am sorry, Senior, but I truly don't know." Dixin lowered her head with an apologetic look. Lin Xuan did not blame her.

After all, for a sect or family, the main base was always the most important place, and there must be significant reasons behind such a move; ordinary disciples would rarely know about it. Lin Xuan asked this out of a chance to learn more.

So Dixin's lack of knowledge was normal, and he wasn't disappointed.

"Then do you know anything about Ouyang Qinxin?"

"Do you mean Senior Ouyang?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. "How is she doing recently?"

"She and I are not familiar; I have only heard some legends." Dixin hesitated before answering honestly.

"Legends, could something have happened to her?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows furrowed as he asked anxiously.

"No, that’s not the case," Dixin was smart enough to realize that this Senior Lin cared deeply about Ouyang. Her face turned awkward; she quickly lowered her head: "Senior Ouyang is well. The rumors are because roughly ten years ago, she advanced to the peak of condensation phase and is now over two hundred and twenty years old. Such a cultivation speed makes even those with divine roots seem inferior. Therefore, there are many rumors that the Green Cloud Mountain will soon have another Immortal cultivator as an elder."

"What? Ouyang has already reached the peak of the condensation phase," Lin Xuan was stunned; he felt both surprised and delighted. He had only met her not long ago when she was just entering the condensation phase, but in less than a hundred years, reaching the peak of that stage would be considered extraordinary. This was even more impressive than his own expectations.

Of course, he did not include himself or Yue'er's cultivation speed; after all, they had experienced so many strange and dangerous situations throughout history, making it hard to find anyone who could compare with them.

Lin Xuan asked a few more questions, and Dixin spoke without reserve. Half an hour passed before Lin Xuan nodded: "Alright, you can go down now."

"Yes." Dixin turned around but suddenly remembered something. "By the way, Senior..."

"What is it?" Lin Xuan frowned, slightly annoyed as he wanted to rest in peace.

"The Green Cloud Mountain moved to Yunzhou, so I don't know about Senior Ouyang's recent situation, but her cave is still well preserved. Would you like to see it?" Dixin smiled subtly.

"Do you mean that the cave is still used by someone?"

Lin Xuan was surprised; after all, Ouyang Qinxin had a high status in the Green Cloud Mountain, and the area where her cave was located should have been quite good. Why would Tianxuan Sect leave such a place idle?

"Senior, you don't know that our sect has thousands of cultivators, but compared to the past, we are still lacking. Especially those above the condensation phase; there are only about ten or so. The Green Cloud Mountain's spirit veins are too large for us, so not only Ouyang Senior, but some good spirit veins have also been left idle," Dixin explained.

Lin Xuan nodded without showing any surprise. In the cultivation world, resources were tied to power, and these good places would rather be left empty than given to a Foundation Establishment cultivator; otherwise, it would disrupt the hierarchy of seniority.

Clearly, they had guessed their close relationship with Ouyang Qinxin. Since that was the case, Lin Xuan did not pretend: "Alright, I will go see."

"I will lead you," Dixin said obediently.

"No need, just give me the location and I can find it myself."

Dixin nodded and took out a blank jade tube from her pocket, pressing it to her forehead. Her divine sense quickly lifted as she respectfully handed the jade tube to Lin Xuan: "Senior, everything is inside."
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Compared to the previous year, this woman had matured significantly. After handing over a jade slip to Lin Xuan, she bid farewell.

Lin Xuan held the item in his hand and showed some contemplative expression on his face. He did not immediately head for Ouyang’s cave dwelling but planned to tidy up first.

After all, although this was just a temporary residence, he estimated that he would have to stay here for several years.

The cave dwelling didn’t need to be newly created; Tai Xu Zhenren had left behind his former abode. He could simply make some minor adjustments.

Lin Shenqi transformed into a streak of green light and flew toward the front.

This wouldn’t take long, as Lin Xuan began setting up array flags around him after half a day. Although Xu Yin said that she would set this entire area within tens of miles as a restricted zone, Lin Xuan naturally left some back-up measures in place.

Soon, the array activated and a faint mist spread out, enveloping an area of tens of miles. From the outside, there was nothing to see, but even condensation core cultivators wouldn’t be able to easily exit once they entered.

However, Lin Xuan’s face did not show any satisfaction. For his current realm, the array he had set up was still too weak. He needed to take some time and carefully study the Heavenly Essence Array Book from Heart Refinement Path.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan returned to the cave dwelling and decided to get a good rest.

At the same time, on the main peak of Bichun Mountain, in a spirit-infused cave dwelling.

"Junior sister, Mi has returned. Has Senior Lin settled down well?" The speaker was the headmaster of Tianxuan Sect, that refined-looking condensation core cultivator.

Lin Xuan had helped them significantly, but now they were bothering him again. This headmaster seemed to lack gratitude.

Although Xu Yin was more composed compared to her husband, she knew that it wouldn’t be wise to force Lin Xuan’s hand. He had already done much for them, and people should be content with what they have.

The headmaster of the sect, after a moment's thought, realized his mistake. If he invited Lin Xuan without due consideration, he might anger him. That would be counterproductive.

"Junior sister, how does Senior Lin feel about this? We can’t know for sure, but at least we can do something."

"What do you mean by 'do something'?" Xu Yin asked in surprise.

"I will issue a decree. All disciples should treat Senior Lin as if the sect head himself were present. Each ordinary elder should receive ten times their usual offerings, and whatever requests he makes should be fulfilled to the best of our abilities," the refined-looking man said with hope on his face.

If they could get such a powerful expert to join their ranks, Tianxuan Sect would surely dominate Youzhou.

"This can’t happen." Xu Yin shook her head. "Even if Senior Lin is the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, or even if he’s just a wandering immortal, given his power, he wouldn’t be interested in our small sect."

Compared to her husband, Xu Yin was more level-headed. She knew that forcing the issue would not yield good results. Lin Xuan had already done much for them, and it was better to be content.

"Master of the sect sent so many gifts but didn’t give any instructions?" Lin Xuan asked as he examined a command talisman in his hand.

"No, Master said nothing. He just told me to deliver these items to your cave dwelling," said a young man in his twenties, standing respectfully before Lin Xuan. He was at the base of the foundation stage.

This situation seemed rather strange.

The next morning, as soon as Lin Xuan woke up, he received a sound transmission talisman from Tianxuan Sect’s headmaster, saying that someone had come to visit him with something important.

Lin Xuan felt a bit displeased. He had just helped them so much, and now they were bothering him again. This so-called sect head seemed to lack gratitude.

But considering Xu Yin's face, Lin Xuan still removed the restrictions and let this person in.

To his surprise, it turned out to be a base-stage cultivator named Ding Sun. The man was clearly surprised, but even if he had used a clone technique, he would not have been considered as respectful as a foundation stage elder.

The base-stage cultivator seemed very nervous. He first performed a grand bow before presenting a storage bag and the command talisman.

Although this command talisman wasn’t a sign of the sect head’s authority, it was said to allow the holder to freely mobilize resources within the sect.

As Lin Xuan scanned the storage bag with his divine sense, he was surprised to find over twenty million pieces of crystal inside.

While such an amount wouldn’t be significant for Lin Xuan, this clearly indicated that the sect had brought out a considerable portion of its savings.

This kind of treatment could only be enjoyed by a supreme elder.

However, they didn’t mention anything in return.

Lin Xuan’s face remained calm as he nodded approvingly. This headmaster of Tianxuan Sect truly was an impressive figure.

"Alright, you can go now!"

"Yes!"

The base-stage cultivator bowed again before retreating respectfully.

A flash of white light appeared, and a young woman stood before Lin Xuan.

"Master, do you really want to accept these gifts?"

Lin Xuan smiled. "What’s the point in refusing someone’s gift? Someone sent us something, so we might as well take it."

"But gratuitous kindness is often either a sign of ulterior motives or deception," Yue’er frowned. "If they’re not doing this out of genuine goodwill, then clearly they want me to become their supreme elder."

"I know."

"Then why do you still accept them? Don’t you fear that someone might take advantage of it?" Yue’er said in a disapproving tone.

"Silly girl, who said I don’t want to be their supreme elder?"

"What? Master, are you joking? You’re considering this small sect. Do you really plan on staying here and not going to Yunzhou?" Yue’er was shocked.

"Who said I would stay here?" Lin Xuan smiled. "That’s why I’m willing to take over the sect."

"Why don’t you go join a larger sect in another state with your power? With your abilities, even if you went to one of the Seven Great Sects, they would surely treat you with great respect," Yue’er said in confusion.

"Respect?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. "Silly girl, do I look like someone who follows orders? While I could join other sects, each has dozens of senior cultivators, even late-stage experts. It’s better to have full control than to be constantly constrained."

"That makes sense," Yue’er blushed as she realized her mistake and quickly tried to rectify it.

Lin Xuan smiled and continued. "In any case, this is just a concept I’m considering. How far we can go with it remains uncertain. For now, let’s focus on refining our cultivation methods here and some of the treasures. Then, we’ll head to Yunzhou where the cultivation scene is more prosperous. Perhaps there are ways to help me condense my essence core without relying on elixirs."

"Thank you, Master."

Yue’er hugged Lin Xuan gratefully but passed through him. She felt a bit sad that she didn’t have a physical body.

Lin Xuan shook his head and took out the storage bag, refilling it with the crystals he had taken out. If not for buying some ancient storage bags during the Spirit Beast Island’s gathering, which had much larger capacity than those on the market, he wouldn’t know where to store all his treasures.

Even so, there was still limited space in the storage bag. He would need to find better ones when they arrived in Yunzhou.

Lin Xuan examined the command talisman and transformed into a streak of green light before flying out of the cave dwelling.
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"Is this where Ou Yang's cave dwelling is?"

Surveying the plants and trees before him, Lin Xuan's face showed a touch of nostalgia. The scenery was picturesque, but the beauty had moved far away to Yunzhou.

Since no one lived here, there were naturally no restrictions in front of the cave dwelling. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and the stone door creaked open.

Lin Xuan stepped inside slowly.

Half an hour later, he left the place.

On the surface, what he did seemed meaningless, yielding no tangible gains. Yet, it was far from that. Lin Xuan had always gotten along well with Ou Yang Qinxin; she could be considered his bosom friend.

His visit to Ou Yang's cave dwelling was actually to hone his heart and mind. After all, compared to other cultivators of the same rank, he had progressed too quickly. This could easily lead to an unstable Dao heart. Therefore, Lin Xuan constantly sought opportunities to temper his heart and mind.

Gazing at things reminded him of people, especially a bosom friend, making it an excellent method.

Returning to his own cave dwelling, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, breathing deeply, and tried to calm his agitated thoughts. The image of Ou Yang's graceful appearance and charming smile flashed through his mind as he wondered where she was now. Sighing, he cleared his mind and focused on the core of his being.

Though he had advanced to the middle stage of Immortal婴中期, Lin Xuan continued his rigorous cultivation practices without any letup.

After three rounds of grand circulation, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped a storage bracelet. A treasure was summoned before him.

Square in shape, golden in color, it was an exquisite jade. Without saying, this was the Five-Headed Seal he had seized from the Old Monster.

Lin Xuan had personally experienced its power; it could suppress cultivators' treasures and block their connection with their owners. Even if other abilities were not considered, just that feat alone was astonishing.

Lin Xuan reached out, and the Five-Headed Seal descended to his hand. He examined it closely.

The surface was smooth, emitting a faint glow, but Lin Xuan could not determine its material. What drew attention was the vividly carved five dragons on one side of the seal.

Hesitating for a moment, Lin Xuan conjured a ball of light in his palm and tried to control the Five-Headed Seal as he would with an ordinary treasure.

Next, he cast a spell, and the seal indeed spun around, emitting a large amount of "Young Master, it's done."

Moonie, with her chin propped up on her hand, looked pleased.

But Lin Xuan shook his head. He had successfully controlled the seal, but for some reason, he felt something was amiss.

Frowning, Lin Xuan tapped his waist and released a Corpse Demon.

Then, he used the Five-Headed Seal to strike at the demon's head. The demon's eyes flashed with ferocity as it spat out a long, black spear.

A stream of dark light clashed with golden light in mid-air, but the Five-Headed Seal did not use its cloud technique and seemed on par with the demon's treasure.

On the surface, this was unremarkable, for the Five-Headed Seal's combined power was already extraordinary. However, Lin Xuan's frown deepened as he pondered.

After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and summoned a sword, Qinghu Sword. The seal's light began to dim, and Lin Xuan retracted its spirit essence.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the seal with one finger, and the divine sword fiercely slashed towards it. Moonie opened her mouth, "Young Master..."

A burst of light shot out, and Qinghu Sword flew back.

Lin Xuan's face showed a flash of joy as he approached the Five-Headed Seal.

"Sure enough..."

"Young Master, what did you find?"

"Inspect!"

Following Lin Xuan's finger, Moonie looked at the seal. The place where it had been cut by the Qinghu Sword remained smooth and unblemished, not even a trace of damage was visible.

"How is this possible?"

Moonie exclaimed in surprise. Young Master clearly abandoned control over the Five-Headed Seal; without any spiritual energy input, no matter how precious the treasure, it could not unleash any power. The Qinghu Sword's sharpness was unmatched, and under such circumstances, even a rare Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring would have been severely damaged.

The Five-Headed Seal was too hard.

"Not just hard."

Lin Xuan waved his hand as if to forestall what Moonie wanted to say. A small ball of fire appeared in his left hand and turned into a flame line, enveloping the seal. However, it only made the seal appear greenish without any other effect.

Lin Xuan's invincible demonic flames seemed to have become ordinary flames.

Next, Lin Xuan tried various methods but found no success with either precious treasures or subtle techniques against this strange jade seal.

Lin Xuan's expression was a bit peculiar, but his joy outweighed his slight disappointment. Clearly, the treasure's value far exceeded his imagination.

Unfortunately, he still had no clue about it.

After some thought, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and two silver beams shot out, swirling before him. These were his precious命宝, which he had spent countless efforts refining.

These double rings used a large amount of rare materials, including the Southern Bright Fire and ten-thousand-year-old snow crystal, but their power remained unremarkable.

One reason was that they were newly refined and had not been sufficiently cultivated in his dantian. Another was that his cultivation level was insufficient to unleash the seal's true power.

For example, a heavy hammer weighing two or three hundred pounds could be devastating on a battlefield, killing those who touched it and maiming those who merely brushed against it.

But it depended on who wielded it.

If wielded by an immensely strong warrior, the weapon and user would complement each other perfectly, giving them unparalleled strength.

However, if used by someone with slightly less strength, they could barely lift the hammer and struggle to move it. The power of heavy weapons could not be unleashed.

Lin Xuan was in this situation. Previously, his low cultivation level limited him to merely using a fraction of the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring's power. Now, having advanced to the middle stage, especially after practicing the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, his body had significantly strengthened. Using this treasure now yielded much greater effects.

Lin Xuan held one ring in each hand and poured all his spiritual energy into them. Then, he raised both hands high before bringing them down simultaneously.

Suddenly, two crescent-shaped light blades appeared in his vision.

Though unremarkable at first glance, the space seemed to emit a sizzling sound as if it was being torn apart. However, Lin Xuan had not practiced spatial techniques, and Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring was not a treasure with similar properties; this effect merely arose from the immense power of these light blades.

However, Lin Xuan was not satisfied. He waved his hands and shouted, "Combine!"

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded as the two light blades merged into one. They were different colors—one blue and the other red—representing opposite elements.

It is said that water and fire do not mix, but when opposite attributes of spiritual energy fused together, their combined power was even more formidable.
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Two light blades merged into a silvery-white blade, emitting a powerful spiritual pressure. Moonlight couldn't help retreating slightly as she revealed a look of shock on her face.

*sizzle*

The silver blade flashed and sliced towards the mysterious jade seal, causing a dazzling silver glow to burst forth with faint ripples of air. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes involuntarily.

Such a terrifying attack; Lin Xuan estimated that he wouldn't be able to withstand it easily. However, when the spiritual light disappeared, the Five-Dragon Seal remained intact without any cracks.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel astonished by this result. He waved his hand and the treasure returned to his palm, a look of joy on his face.

Although Lin Xuan still had no clear idea about the origin of this treasure, one thing was certain: it was definitely something from the Upper Realm. And likely not an ordinary item; even in the Spirit Realm, such things would be considered significant.

He really did get lucky this time.

Since he couldn't figure out its purpose for now, Lin Xuan carefully stored the treasure away. Compared to the vast world of Great Six Continents, Youzhou was just a wilderness. He decided to check ancient texts upon arriving at Yunzhou, which was equivalent to about sixty or seventy Youzhous combined.

A simple gesture and an old-fashioned jade cylinder flew out from his sleeve.

This was the treasure he received from Immortal King Hundred Poisons. It supposedly contained various magical techniques, with Bi Phantasmal Fire being just one of them.

Recalling the power of Immortal Flame, Lin Xuan's expression revealed a hint of eagerness despite his composure. With the Yuan婴 of Primordial Origin in hand, he could finally remove the restrictions on this cylinder.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and a chubby baby appeared on his crown, about an inch in size, clearly much stronger than before.

Originally, when the Yuan婴 separated from its body, the physical form couldn't move. However, as Lin Xuan was a dual-Yuan holder with another demon Yuan婴 residing in his dantian, he wasn't bound by this restriction.

The Yuan婴 sat cross-legged with a solemn expression on its face after it appeared.

Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and a small jade bottle appeared, covered with talismans.

With a flick of his fingers, the talisman fell off, and the lid opened. A black beam shot out from inside.

"Still trying to run?" Lin Xuan sneered as he raised his left hand, sending dozens of sword lights, each about an inch long, slicing through the black beam with lightning speed.

The black light dispersed, falling from mid-air, revealing a pale old Yuan婴.

Needless to say, it was Primordial Origin's Elder!

His face was full of malice, but his aura was extremely weak. This wasn't surprising; anyone's Yuan婴 would suffer significant damage after being confined for so long.

Lin Xuan activated his divine sense, and a green hand appeared in mid-air, grabbing the Yuan婴.

"Why are you doing this? I have no grudge against you. Why treat me like this?" Primordial Origin was greatly surprised to see Lin Xuan's physical form still capable of casting spells after his Yuan婴 separated. Could it be that this was the legendary second Yuan technique? No wonder he possessed such immense power.

"Grudge or not, we indeed had no disputes," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"If that’s so, why make things difficult for me? If you let me go, I can offer you many benefits. Just say a few hundred thousand crystal stones," Primordial Origin hesitated and showed hope on his face.

"Crystal stones? No need for those; several hundred thousand are not worth my attention. Besides, did I ever promise to release you?"

"You said we had no grudges?" Primordial Origin felt uneasy.

"We have no enmity, but I was entrusted by someone, and I always keep my promises."

"Who is the person who entrusted you?"

"Hmph, since you're about to die, why do you care?" Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with cold light. The Yuan婴 in his head formed a hand gesture, emitting a green glow that enveloped Primordial Origin.

"You..."

Primordial Origin was shocked and could not escape. He was struck by the lightning-green beam and fainted.

"Do not blame me; I did nothing compared to your treacherous methods back then."

Lin Xuan's body flickered with black light, his appearance becoming ghastly. Since he intended to blood-cultivate this opponent, using daoist techniques would be more reliable.

Two hours later, Lin Xuan played with the jade cylinder in his hand. Compared to before, the restrictions had been removed. Primordial Origin's Yuan婴 was long gone, reduced to ashes. The outcome of blood-cultivation was no better than soul-drawing.

Lin Xuan placed the cylinder on his forehead and slowly sank his divine sense into it, eager to see what magical techniques were inside.

There were no obstacles, and a cultivation method appeared before him.

However, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he quickly scanned through it. There was only one secret technique recorded here. How could that be? Immortal King Hundred Poisons had clearly said this treasure, though incomplete from the Upper Realm, contained several techniques. Was he lying?

Lin Xuan's face turned somewhat gloomy.

But then something came to mind, and his body flickered with spiritual light as he concentrated his divine sense.

More text entered his mind, but unlike the previous secret technique, these were very blurry and impossible to decipher, let alone practice them.

However, Lin Xuan's expression relaxed significantly. He gently placed the cylinder down.

Such occurrences in the cultivation world were common; many sects' advanced techniques often had similar issues—blurry text that could only be seen when one's divine sense met certain requirements.

Lin Xuan played with the jade cylinder, his face showing shock.

He was now an intermediate Yuan婴 cultivator, and his divine sense was much stronger than those of his peers. Even compared to late-stage great cultivators, the difference would be minimal.

Yet he still couldn't read it; did that mean only peak later-stage or even Separation Realm monsters could decipher these techniques?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a strange expression, unsure if this should be considered good or bad for him.

But Lin Xuan didn't dwell on it. He focused on understanding the clear technique first. He placed the cylinder back on his forehead and began reading each word carefully.

Although this cultivation method was relatively simple compared to the hidden parts, Lin Xuan still found it difficult to read. It took him a full fortnight just to comprehend it.
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After placing the jade cylinder down, Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with his palm. A look of contemplation appeared on his face.

"Young Master, why are you not satisfied with the technique recorded in this jade cylinder?" Moonly opened her eyes as well. The little girl had just finished meditating.

"It's not that," Lin Xuan shook his head and muttered softly. "In terms of power, this secret technique is far beyond the碧幻幽火. Even now, with my current abilities, I might be able to kill an元婴后期 cultivator."

"Why so strong then? Why does Young Master look displeased?" Moonly's expression turned very strange.

Lin Xuan fell into silence and pondered.

The secret technique recorded in the jade cylinder was called "True Spirit One Strike." It supposedly mimicked a divine beast’s power from some upper realm.

At Lin Xuan's current stage, it wasn't too difficult to practice. The power was impressive, but there was one drawback...

This secret technique required compressing almost 90% of his spiritual energy and then releasing it in one go. While it couldn’t be said to destroy the heavens or annihilate the earth, an元婴后期 cultivator would definitely not dare to face it head-on.

The power was indeed great, but after using it, only about a tenth of his spiritual energy remained. If he wiped out all enemies, that might be fine, but if there were any condensation core stage cultivators left, he himself could find himself in danger.

At the end of the secret technique, it clearly stated this was a last resort and should not be used casually.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned pale with exhaustion. He had left Biyun Mountain and secretly tested the technique in an abandoned area. The power was so great that it left him speechless. Later-stage cultivators might be able to dodge it, but if they faced it head-on, there would be no chance for them to escape even an元婴.

However, using True Spirit One Strike made Lin Xuan extremely weak, almost to the point of fainting. Fortunately, this place was far from any habitation, and he didn’t need his crystal stones to recover. He began meditating with two crystals in each hand.

While the元婴 stage was enviable, after exhausting his spiritual energy, it took him several days to replenish it. Previously, as a灵动期 cultivator, he could do this within an hour, but now that he had improved his absorption of heavenly and earthly qi, it still took several days.

Of course, this was because he hadn’t taken any suitable medicinal pills. The techniques left by the玄凤仙子 were powerful, but they focused more on physical cultivation rather than spiritual energy circulation.

The pills Lin Xuan had previously consumed didn't have much effect. The only one that showed significant results was the毒龙茶 from the妙幽仙子, but the herbs required to make it were hard to come by, and he had nothing in his possession.

With his current abilities, the progress was incredibly slow, just a waste of time.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with determination as he made up his mind.

At the main peak of Biyun Mountain, Fairy Cloud Pavilion, Fang Ear was an intermediate灵动期 cultivator. His cultivation level was negligible, and like other low-ranking cultivators, he had to do miscellaneous tasks every month in addition to training.

Today's task was to clean the square in front of the Fairy Cloud Pavilion. He had been working for the whole morning, feeling sore all over, but only half done.

Sighing, he lamented why his sect didn’t accept ordinary people as outer door disciples like other factions. Then at least, he would be a cultivator and wouldn't have to do this menial task.

Though he was deeply aggrieved, he couldn't rest; otherwise, he would lose a crystal stone.

For Lin Xuan, a single crystal stone on the ground wasn’t worth even looking at, but for these low-ranking disciples, it was invaluable. Fang Ear’s monthly stipend amounted to only three crystal stones, and if he lost any due to his duties, he might cry out of despair.

With his broom in hand, just as he was about to continue sweeping, three streaks of green light appeared before him.

Almost instantly, the trio stood before him. It was a plain-looking young man, but Fang Ear’s eyes widened.

"You are Senior Lin?" Fang Ear felt his words stuttering out.

"Oh, you know me?" Lin Xuan found it strange. After all, he was just an intermediate灵动期 cultivator.

"During the Cloud Sea battle last time, our sect mobilized everyone, and I hid behind and saw Senior from afar," Fang Ear trembled with excitement but also fear. An元婴 period senior! For a newbie like him, this was almost like meeting a god.

Especially touching to him was that while his condensation core stage seniors were all arrogant, this Lin Xuan senior was kind and gentle, actually talking to him calmly.

Fang Ear’s heart raced with excitement. How could Lin Xuan not understand the journey he had taken? In just one hundred years, his status had changed so much. It truly made him feel a myriad of emotions.

"Senior, if there's anything I can do for you, I will go to any lengths," Fang Ear said excitedly.

Lin Xuan smiled. He didn’t need a low-ranking disciple to go through fire and water. Just as he was about to speak, a streak of shocking light descended before them. It was a female cultivator in white robes: "Fang Junior Disciple, why are you lingering here? And this friend,"

Before she could finish speaking, her voice abruptly stopped. She covered her mouth with her hand and looked incredulous. Bowing gracefully, she said, "It's really Senior Lin. I must have been too careless to recognize you just now; it’s truly a great offense."

"It doesn't matter." The master of your sect is in the Fairy Cloud Pavilion. I will send a transmission talisman for him to come and greet you," the female cultivator spoke obediently.

"Leave that to me, bring the way." Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Yes."

The woman bowed again and flew forward first.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t want to make a big fuss, news of his arrival quickly spread among the other members. Except for two elders who were in their deathbeds and couldn't come out, everyone else came to greet him. This included the sect master and his wife, as well as a young woman by Xu Yin’s side. She was tall and beautiful, clearly more attractive than her mother.

No wonder the old miser had coveted this girl.

After some pleasantries, they led Lin Xuan to the living room.

But Lin Xuan frowned. He disliked having too many people around and asked other elders to temporarily leave. Everyone was surprised but didn’t dare show any displeasure as they left one by one. The grand hall was now empty except for the sect master, his wife, and that strikingly beautiful young woman.

Your esteemed guest has come with something important. Please tell us what you need," the refined man said respectfully.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t in the mood to beat around the bush: "Master Zheng, you gave me a huge gift of 200,000 crystal stones and even a life-and-death order talisman. Not just any guest would be treated this way. Do you intend for me to become your senior elder?"

His straightforward approach surprised the refined man, who stammered: "Senior, don’t misunderstand. I know that in your eyes, our sect is insignificant. I wouldn’t dare have such a bold thought. Those gifts were just"

"Your words are not sincere," Lin Xuan frowned. "Besides, you haven't asked me; how do you know I’m not willing to become the senior elder of Tiexuan Sect?"
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"Senior, you're not joking with me, right!" The refined-looking man was stunned, his face displaying a look of utter joy.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and said, "Hmph. Do you think I'm too bored to find amusement in this? That's why I came to chat with you?"

The refined-looking man apologized, saying, "Senior, please forgive me. I am just overjoyed."

Although the man’s cultivation level was not mentioned, as the head of a sect, he could be considered one of the most brilliant individuals. However, at this moment, his joy had him speaking incoherently.

It wasn't surprising; in the cultivation world, strength was supreme. The addition of an Incorporeal Soul cultivator meant a lot for their sect. Moreover, Lin Xuan's abilities were clearly superior to ordinary middle-stage experts, and with him as a support, they could easily sweep through Youzhou Province.

Xu Yin also showed signs of surprise on her face; this was not the character she remembered from Lin Xuan. Regardless, there was more joy than anything else.

"Uncle Senior, I will immediately gather the sect members to hold a grand ceremony for your joining," said the refined-looking man with a clear and clever change in his words.

Lin Xuan shook his head continuously; he hated all these formalities. Eternal life was his goal, and such pomp and circumstance were useless.

"Just keep it simple. There's no need for an official ceremony. Just inform the sect members casually."

"But Senior,"

"Why not listen to my instructions now that I've just joined?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, slightly dissatisfied.

Calling himself "old man" made Lin Xuan feel strange, but as the Supreme Elder, he had to maintain a certain demeanor.

Although in actual age, he was probably much younger than this Zheng Damao before him.

"I must have misunderstood, Uncle Senior. I wouldn't dare refuse your orders," the refined-looking man said nervously upon seeing Lin Xuan's displeasure and quickly offered a smile.

Lin Xuan nodded, finally showing satisfaction. "By the way, there is another matter to discuss with you. I am not just the Supreme Elder of Tianxuan Sect; Baixuan Pavilion also follows my instructions. Later, I will give you an important token. You can send someone to Drifting Cloud Valley to contact Lingling and ensure good cooperation between our two families."

"Yes, Uncle Senior," the refined-looking man said with a delighted expression. He had heard of Baixuan Pavilion; it was the largest business alliance in Youzhou Province. Although its structure differed significantly from that of other sects, its strength was formidable. With both parties working together, their influence would be even greater.

In present-day Youzhou Province, due to the fall of the Extreme Demon Sovereign, the demonic path had declined. The Spirit Herb Mountain and Azure Cloud Mountain had also moved far away to Yunzhou Province. Although various forces in Youzhou Province remained complex, only the Thundercloud Manor and One-Line Gorge were left as major powers.

Tianxuan Sect had risen quickly but still lacked a solid foundation compared to the former orthodox pillars of power. However, with Lin Xuan's addition and mutual support from Baixuan Pavilion, they could match them in strength, if not surpass them slightly.

The thought made the refined-looking man feel elated as he scratched his head in joy. He showed even greater respect for Lin Xuan.

After chatting briefly with Xu Yin and her husband, Lin Xuan's gaze fell on a young girl beside them: "This is your daughter?"

"Grandmaster, I bow."

The girl was obedient; she didn't need her parents' instructions to approach and bow gracefully. She also secretly observed from the corner of her eyes.

She felt extremely grateful towards Lin Xuan, with some curiosity as well. Not only did he look young for his age, but it was said that his actual age was close to her mother's. How could she have condensed an Incorporeal Soul so quickly?

"Indeed, this is my daughter. Her name is Xuan."

Lin Xuan remained silent, but his eyes narrowed as he closely examined the girl.

This seemed a bit inappropriate; Zheng Xuan's face turned red, and Xu Yin and her husband were surprised but didn't dare to speak out of turn.

"Do you often encounter bottlenecks during your daughter’s cultivation, causing slow progress?" Lin Xuan withdrew his gaze and spoke in a calm tone.

"Yes, could it be that Senior noticed something? Please enlighten me on the path for my daughter," Xu Yin and her husband exchanged glances and quickly knelt down, their eyes red with emotion.

It wasn't surprising; although cultivators cared less about family ties than ordinary people, who wouldn’t love their own daughters. They had only one child between them.

Speaking of Zheng Xuan's cultivation journey, it was indeed arduous. Soon after her birth, the couple had conducted a test on her. Although she didn’t have a Saint Spirit Root or an Abnormal Spirit Root, her talent was excellent. Logically, her early progress should have been smooth sailing due to their rich family background and her father’s status as the head of his sect.

With such good conditions, after only a dozen years in cultivation, she should at least have reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period or even be close to the Foundation Establishment stage.

However, starting from the age of five, Zheng Xuan often encountered bottlenecks, and they were peculiar ones. Even with her parents’ Incorporeal Soul-stage cultivation, it was a mystery.

After bumping into many obstacles and consuming large amounts of spirit medicines, she now only had Flexible Spirit Middle-stage cultivation. This was too strange.

"Extend your hand."

"Yes!"

Zheng Xuan blushed but obediently extended her right hand, her fingers as delicate as spring onions, offering them to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan tightly grasped it and slightly circulated his magical power. A highly refined spirit energy flowed into the girl’s dantian and spread throughout her body. Xu Yin and her husband held their breaths, waiting quietly.

After a long while, Lin Xuan released his hand.

"Indeed as I suspected."

"What did you discover, Senior? Could it be that there is something wrong with my daughter's cultivation method?" Xu Yin anxiously asked.

"The cultivation method is fine. It’s your beloved daughter’s own constitution issue."

"Constitutional issues? That can't be right. Although Xuan isn’t outstanding, her Spirit Root quality should still be quite good," said Xu Yin.

"Hmph, did I say she had a poor constitution? This girl has a variant spirit root with Yin Realm attributes, far superior to you and your husband. Even compared to Saint Spirit Roots, the difference is negligible. But for most people, such a spirit root would bring more trouble than benefits," Lin Xuan shook his head and sighed.

Xu Yin and her husband were as if they had fallen into a fog. If not for Lin Xuan being an Incorporeal Soul cultivator, they almost couldn't help but loudly refute him. They had checked; their daughter wasn’t an Abnormal Spirit Root.

Why did Lin Xuan insist that she was both an Abnormal Spirit Root and one with never-heard-of Yin Realm attributes?

How could the phrase "trouble rather than benefits" be interpreted? The couple were drenched in cold sweat, feeling extremely tense.

"Hmph. Variants of spirit roots with Yin Realm attributes have been rare since the Primordial Era. You’ve never heard of them before; what’s so surprising?" Lin Xuan calmly explained as if he had anticipated their doubts.

"Please enlighten us, Senior."

"Junior Xu, when you married this girl, did you encounter particularly powerful Yin Realm monsters, such as Ghost King or even Ghost Emperor?"
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Xu Yindai furrowed her brows, lost in memories. "Indeed: when Xuan'er was with me, we once narrowly met the Supreme Demon Emperor on a narrow path."

"What? Yin'er, why didn't you ever tell me this?" Before Lin Xuan could speak, the refined man was already visibly shocked.

"Brother Senior, what difference would telling you make? It would just worry you for nothing. I'm fine too," Xu Yindai turned around and said with a smile.

"How did it happen back then?"

Lin Xuan also showed a surprised expression. The four Supreme Demon Emperors had caused chaos in Youzhou, but later, after the cosmic anomaly, another realm's cultivators intervened to defeat the ghosts, though not entirely exterminate them.

"Let alone other minor characters, regarding the four Supreme Demon Emperors, Li Hai and Xuan Tian died on the spot. Haotian, that cunning old fox, escaped without a trace and even joined the厉魂 Valley in the end," Lin Xuan said. "His cultivation is nothing to me, but his deep scheming nature makes one shudder."

There was also the妙天 Supreme Demon Emperor, the only woman among them. Lin Xuan had never met her; it was rumored that she mysteriously disappeared during the great battle.

Some said she had perished, while others claimed she was quietly lurking somewhere. Over time, people forgot about these once formidable emperors.

Unexpectedly, Xu Yindai mentioned the妙天's whereabouts. Although Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, he felt a bit intrigued inside.

"That happened eighteen years ago. I was with Xuan'er at that time. The appearance of the Supreme Demon Emperor was terrifying," Xu Yindai said, her face showing signs of fear. "The four Supreme Demon Emperors ruled Youzhou back then, and their appearances were recorded in the Bamboo Tube. When she appeared, I thought I would die."

"Then what happened?" Lin Xuan remained calm.

"The Supreme Demon Emperor's eyes were closed; it was unclear if she was sleeping or unconscious. But I didn't dare to attack her and wanted to quietly leave. However, at that moment, her voice suddenly entered my ears," Xu Yindai said, shuddering as she recalled the scene. "Why should you rush away? If you came here, why not stay?"

"I was terrified and had no choice but to use a treasure to attack her. She seemed weak and struggled to move, but when she raised her hand, a ghostly claw appeared, confiscating my treasure and using some strange technique to immobilize me," Xu Yindai said.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he listened. His knowledge was much higher than that of the two condensation period cultivators present. From what his companion described, it seemed the妙天 Supreme Demon Emperor wasn't severely injured but rather experiencing a backlash from her cultivation.

Moreover, she seemed to have advanced beyond the initial stage of cultivation.

"Junior Sister, how did things proceed?" The refined man looked nervous. Even though his wife was fine, imagining that scene made him shudder.

"I don't know what happened after that. She flicked out a light and I fainted. When I woke up, there was no trace of the Supreme Demon Emperor, and I wasn't harmed at all," Xu Yindai said with a pained expression. This strange incident had troubled her for over ten years.

"This is impossible, but even though I know my wife won't lie, I can't believe it," the refined man said, his eyes showing disbelief.

"There's nothing impossible about this; this confirms my guess," Lin Xuan said coldly after taking a sip of tea. "Senior Brother, do you know what happened?"

"It's not hard to guess. The Supreme Demon Emperor has already reached her limit and is in a dangerous state. She used the last bit of her power to seal me but couldn't possess my body," Lin Xuan explained.

"Why did I wake up without the Supreme Demon Emperor? Even if she can't possess me, shouldn't she have harmed me with her remaining strength?" Xu Yindai asked confusedly.

"Thankfully, your daughter has a hand in this."

"Xuan'er?"

"Yes. If not for being pregnant and having you, the Supreme Demon Emperor wouldn't have spared you," Lin Xuan said.

"Senior Brother, I still don't understand."

"Not yet? The situation is clear: the Supreme Demon Emperor's power was exhausted, so she couldn’t possess me, but if left like this, she would soon die. Thus, she had to use a传承融合 technique," Lin Xuan explained.

"A传承融合 technique?"

"Yes, it’s an ancient and rare technique that only advanced cultivators can perform. She decomposed her essence and transferred part of it into your body."

This revelation made Xu Yindai and her husband pale. Zheng Xuan was even unable to stand: "Senior Ancestor, are you saying that Xuan'er is... the reincarnation of the Supreme Demon Emperor?"

"Not exactly," Lin Xuan said, looking at the trembling girl. "The concept of reincarnation has existed since ancient times but is too vague and ethereal. The Supreme Demon Emperor was only an Incorporeal Stage cultivator; she couldn’t alter the laws of nature. This传承融合 technique is similar to passing on cultivation knowledge, transferring some memories and energy features into your body."

"But I'm still the Supreme Demon Emperor," Zheng Xuan fell to the ground in despair.

Lin Xuan remained silent: "I don't understand this secret technique either; it’s just something I read about. But it's different from reincarnation. The connection between you and the Supreme Demon Emperor is hard to determine, but remember that you are still you."

"Indeed, Xuan'er, no matter if she is the Supreme Demon Emperor or not, she is my beloved daughter," Xu Yindai said, her heart aching as she saw her daughter's pale face. She quickly approached and helped her up.

"Yes, Xuan'er, regardless of your connection to the Supreme Demon Emperor, you are still our flesh and blood. Even if there is some link, it’s from another life," the refined man added, comforting his wife.

Hearing what their parents said, the girl's expression improved slightly as she hugged her mother and cried.

"Senior Brother, you said that Xuan'er has a Yin realm attribute spirit root due to the Supreme Demon Emperor's传承融合 technique?" The refined man regained his composure, showing his mastery of the situation.

"That’s correct," Lin Xuan nodded. "Such a spirit root is rare and must be related to powerful ghosts."

"What should we do? Can Xuan'er still cultivate with this spirit root?"

"It’s nonsense. I told you earlier that such a spirit root may bring misfortune, but its quality is comparable to the Holy Spirit Root," Lin Xuan said.

"How can it be so? Please explain further, Senior Brother."

"This spirit root is excellent, but requires high standards for cultivation methods. If chosen correctly, progress will be swift; otherwise, even with spiritual medicines, you might face setbacks and limited achievements," Lin Xuan explained slowly.

"Then what cultivation method should Xuan'er practice?" Xu Yindai asked anxiously. As a mother, she couldn't help but care about her daughter's fate.

"You two are so confused. After all this, do you still not understand? A spirit root with Yin realm attributes can only be cultivated through the Ghost Dao path," Lin Xuan said. "Due to the heavy Yin energy in her body, ordinary Ghost Dao techniques won’t work; she needs very advanced ones."

"Ghost Dao cultivation methods?" The couple looked confused and then exchanged glances. They practiced orthodox Taoist techniques but weren't opposed to their daughter's ghost cultivation. However, finding such high-level techniques was challenging.

Compared to other schools, the number of cultivators who specialized in ghosts was already sparse. For ordinary techniques, as a sect leader, they might be able to gather them, but for advanced ones...

But Lin Xuan had pointed out a clear path: "Thank you, Senior Brother."

"Do you have any way to help this girl find an appropriate cultivation method?" Lin Xuan asked with raised eyebrows.

"I don’t, Senior Brother," the refined man said with a bitter smile. "High-level Ghost Dao techniques are even rarer than ancient treasures. I can only do my best and leave it to fate. Hopefully, Xuan'er will have good fortune."

His voice choked up as he spoke. If they couldn't find the right technique, his daughter might struggle to reach the condensation stage, and her lifespan would be limited to less than a century.

"Don’t worry," Lin Xuan said comfortingly. "I know someone who excels in Ghost Dao techniques and can serve as this girl's teacher."

"Who is that person?" Xu Yindai asked eagerly.
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The path twisted and turned, bringing a surge of joy to the couple. They exchanged glances, quickly bowing in gratitude. "Thank you, Uncle Senior for your kindness. May I ask where you are? Would you be willing to take my daughter under your wing?"

"Far away as it may seem, you see me right here."

The man with a refined appearance was equally bewildered but dared not speak further.

A flash of white light appeared before them, revealing a beautiful young girl.

Moon's face showed apprehension. The master would have her take this little girl under his wing... How should she go about it? Moon had no idea how to proceed, yet found the prospect intriguing and amusing.

She extended a delicate finger, supporting her chin as she scrutinized Zheng Xuan with a bright gaze.

When Moon first appeared, Duyin and his wife were startled. This woman was stunningly beautiful but exuded an intense阴气, clearly not of human descent. Could she be a remnant of a yin spirit?

Her cultivation level was extraordinary, already at the peak of the Condensation Core Stage.

The couple restrained themselves from making any moves, knowing that Lin Xuan had summoned her and thus her identity was secure.

"Moon has followed me for many years, mastering顶尖秘术of the ghost path. She is more than capable of being Xuan's master. Do you agree?" Lin Xuan smiled inwardly as he pretended to be serious.

"My uncle jests. If Lady Moon deigns to accept my daughter, it would be our family's fortune. We dare not be picky," Duyin said humbly, instructing Zheng Xuan to bow before her master.

"Very well!" Zheng Xuan, despite being a ghost spirit, felt an inexplicable affinity towards the master. She bowed gracefully: "Disciple greets Master."

"Mmm, please rise." Moon straightened herself, hands behind her back, trying to appear regal. However, this only made others chuckle, including Lin Xuan and Duyin.

Moon's first apprenticeship was a bit awkward, but she generously presented several items as gifts: two jade bottles, a silk handkerchief, and five small flying knives.

The bottles contained pills to enhance the cultivation of flexible spirit period disciples. Zheng Xuan didn't need these, but Moon offered superior-grade pills for her first time as a master, showing her generosity.

Duyin and his wife were surprised by this display. Even low-grade pills at that level could fetch high prices in the market. Two such bottles... only a powerful cultivator would be so generous.

"Looks can be deceiving," Lin Xuan thought with a chuckle. Moon really knew how to use his belongings to win over her disciple's heart, or simply show off.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the Immortal Cloud Pavilion and returned to his cave dwelling.

The negotiation had been highly satisfactory. Before leaving, he listed items for the Tiannv Sect disciples to find poisonous herbs. While Fawu Jiuyan Decree focused on physical training in its lower levels, with his aid from the Jiaoyan Jade, Zheng Xuan lacked suitable pills to advance further.

Although not as effective as expected, Poison Dragon Tea had some benefits.

"Why did you ask me to take Zheng Xuan under my wing? If I fail to teach her well, won't it tarnish your reputation?" Moon's voice was weak but sincere. She had enjoyed showing off earlier but now felt anxious.

"Don't be silly. With my peak Condensation Core cultivation, teaching a novice is easy," Lin Xuan laughed reassuringly.

"I'm afraid I might not do well."

"You won't. Zheng Xuan has good potential and part of the Miao Tian Ghost Emperor's legacy. She will progress rapidly in the Profound Yin Art. A little guidance from me should suffice. Besides, if I can't teach her, there's still me," Lin Xuan added.

"Hmm, Master, thank you for your help." Moon smiled widely, relieved. "But why did you take such action?"

"Because Tiannv Sect is different from Bayan Pavilion. Yin'er and Liu Xin are loyal to me, so even if I leave, they will work hard. But with the Tiannv Sect, it's just a business arrangement. I can't stay here long, and my influence as Supreme Elder would diminish over time."

"I see. So you're doing this for the benefit of the sect," Moon said thoughtfully.

"Exactly. While we value emotions less than mortals, people are still human. By showing favor and offering benefits, their loyalty will naturally increase. But that's not enough. Taking Zheng Xuan under my wing binds our interests more closely. She is also a good candidate for a capable assistant."

"I understand. I'll be a good master," Moon said with determination.

"Good. I'll watch from the side to see how you teach your disciple." Lin Xuan smiled.

"Stop teasing me, Master," Moon blushed but was pleased by the thought of being called a teacher. Her smile widened as her eyes crinkled in delight.

Lin Xuan was speechless. While Moon's cultivation was impressive, he wondered what kind of master she would make.

The pair continued their conversation and meditation, knowing that success on the path to immortality required hard work.
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The years passed slowly in the mountains, and for cultivators like Lin Xuan, time seemed to fly even faster. In just a decade, many things had changed.

Most of his time was spent meditating and refining himself. The rare medicinal herbs required for Toxic Dragon Tea were not easy to come by, but the Tiangxian Sect spared no effort in gathering them, and soon they were delivered to Lin Xuan's hands...

With the aid of the spirit tea and the assistance of the Jade Eye, Lin Xuan’s progress with the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was much smoother than before. Though it remained challenging, he had made significant improvements.

This technique mimicked a phoenix’s divine powers, though difficult to master, offered endless possibilities. Lin Xuan practiced diligently, hoping to reach the second layer of perfection soon so that he could condense his demon core within himself.

Meanwhile, Mo Er continued teaching her apprentices. Initially, the young girl was apprehensive but found it much simpler than expected. As a peak Condensation Core cultivator herself, she had an unparalleled understanding and perspective. Her apprentice, being at the Flexible Spirit Period, found teaching her quite easy.

Moreover, as Lin Xuan said, Mo Er’s Yin attribute spirit root made other cultivation techniques challenging, yet excelled in ghostly secret arts, making progress much easier for her.

Zheng Xuan could not help but smile when thinking of her teacher. In a world where the weak were preyed upon by the strong and strict hierarchies prevailed, Mo Er treated her like a close friend rather than a superior. They were both mentor and confidante!

Despite her respect for Mo Er, Zheng Xuan was curious about Lin Xuan’s past. According to her mother, he had once been the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, a formidable figure in Youzhou, only to mysteriously vanish and return as an advancedinfant period cultivator.

Zheng Xuan often tried to learn more from Mo Er but found that she kept many things to herself, especially regarding Lin Xuan. She would feign ignorance when pressed for answers, using her position as a master’s apprentice to maintain a distance.

Despite the lack of explanation, Zheng Xuan felt content with the way things were. Over these ten years, Mo Er had led a comfortable life, though she was frustrated that she still hadn’t formed an infant core. While she didn’t care about her power, the lack of a physical body was disheartening.

Her mother had assured her that this would come in time when they reached Yunzhou.

Just as Zheng Xuan was musing on these thoughts, Mo Er arrived at the cave entrance with her apprentice.

Suddenly, the sky darkened inexplicably. Aevil windarose from nowhere, and thick clouds gathered overhead like a storm. Lightning flashed through the clouds, resembling dancing silver snakes that sent shivers down one’s spine.

"Master, what is this?" Zheng Xuan exclaimed, frightened by the ominous scene.

Mo Er, however, was elated. This could only mean that Lin Xuan had finally reached the second layer of perfection in his Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique and was about to form a demon core!

Without further ado, Mo Er flew towards the center of the anomaly, her body glowing with green light. Zheng Xuan, still shaken by the scene, reluctantly followed.

The unusual spectacle drew attention from other cultivators at Tiangxian Sect. They all looked up in surprise as several colorful beams of light approached from a distance. The figures revealed were all peak Condensation Core and above, including the sect’s leaders.

Even these powerful figures were puzzled by what was happening. Theevil windwas one thing, but the strange phenomenon resembled the signs before an infant core formation, yet Lin Xuan had already reached the middleinfant period.

"Brother Senior, could it be a demon beast?" Xu Yin asked hesitantly.

"It’s impossible," the refined man shook his head. "What demon would dare to disturb this place? And we haven’t heard that Master Lin keeps any spirit beasts."

"Regardless, let's first disperse the lower-ranking disciples. There are too many people gathered here," said a young man in Daoist robes, who seemed unremarkable both in appearance and demeanor.

The refined man nodded in agreement and issued an order: all cultivators below peak Condensation Core were forbidden to enter the back mountain area. The low-ranking disciples complied without hesitation, retreating through their light beams.

Only a dozen people remained in the sky, all high-ranking members of Tiangxian Sect.

"Xuan'er, why are you still here? I told the lower-ranking disciples to retreat," the refined man frowned and addressed a beautiful young woman. As sect leader, he should set an example. His daughter staying here was embarrassing.

"Haha, I came with Master."

Zheng Xuan grinned, using Mo Er as a shield. "Ah, Fairy Mo has arrived. Where is she?"

Over ten years had passed, and everyone at Tiangxian Sect knew that Mo Er was Lin Xuan’s servant. No one dared to disrespect her due to her high cultivation level.

Once, when the sect faced formidable opponents who were not yetinfant period but were in a falseinfant period state, they managed to defeat two of them despite their combined strength. The sect leader himself had been injured by one of them.

Seeing no way out, Tiangxian Sect sent for help from Lin Xuan’s senior elder. However, he was indifferent and instead dispatched Mo Er, who was bored and wanted some action.

Though the others were displeased with this arrangement, they couldn’t openly criticize it. Discussing the sect leader’s affairs would only bring trouble.

After all, they had provided him with abundant offerings and sought out rare materials for years, yet he remained aloof during times of crisis. His behavior was indeed questionable.

Despite Mo Er being a peak Condensation Core cultivator herself, she was still just a servant. How could she possibly defeat the famous demon heads from Youzhou?

The outcome of the battle left everyone speechless. The so-called demon heads were defeated easily by Mo Er and her powerful techniques. In Mo Er’s eyes, they were mere trash.

After the battle, Tiangxian Sect’s respect for Mo Er grew immensely. Their hierarchy revered strength, and it was clear that Lin Xuan treated her like a precious treasure rather than a servant. This led to much speculation about their relationship.

Despite this, no one dared to gossip or discuss the sect leader’s affairs, as it would only bring trouble upon themselves.
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Chuan said that Yue Xian had also arrived. The cultivators present focused their divine sense to gather the spoils, and about a hundred feet away from them, a beautiful maiden was floating in mid-air.

"Yue Xian, what's going on?" asked the refined man with a frown, showing some concern.

"It's nothing, Young Master is currently practicing some secret technique. You don't need to stay here; just go about your business," Yue'er said, keeping the secret of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens to herself.

"Yes."

The refined man was still uncertain but did not dare to pry further as he saw Yue'er's displeased expression. In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme, and with Yue'er's formidable power, she had already gained a reputation in Youzhou over the years. Many people knew of a beautiful young girl named Ying Ling who was said to be the first cultivator at the Core Formation stage, earning her the title of Yue Xian.

The refined man, as head of his sect and an astute figure, noticed that Yue'er had given them an implicit dismissal. There must be some hidden matter involved, so he subtly gestured to his fellow disciples who dispersed, each using their own abilities to depart for distant places.

"Xuan'er, let's go."

"Master." Zheng Xuan was taken aback and showed reluctance on her face.

"Why not listen to your master?" Yue'er, though she often pampered the girl, could be stern when necessary.

"I dare not."

Seeing Master truly angry, Zheng Xuan quickly bowed gracefully. She then glanced at the raging demon wind before transforming into a dazzling light that soared towards the sky.

Boom!

Lightning split the heavens, and the continuous thundering echoed in their ears as the sky grew darker.

Dark clouds gathered like ink, and rain began to fall. Initially gentle, it soon turned into a heavy downpour. Yue'er's expression darkened further.

Young Master seems to be having an extremely difficult time forming his demon core this time around.

After a while, the rain inexplicably stopped, the clouds dissipated, and the sun reappeared with a smile.

In their cave dwelling, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and slowly opened his eyes. He raised his right hand, and a layer of purplish-red glow appeared on his skin, looking extremely strange.

Lin Xuan sighed. After circulating his essence force within his body, that purplish-red glow vanished completely.

Just one step short, but in the end, he still failed to form a demon core.

Disappointment showed on Lin Xuan's face, but he quickly regained composure. The path of immortality was fraught with difficulties; failing once wasn't a big deal. After ten years of consuming Toxin Dragon Tea, its medicinal power had weakened significantly. He would have to seek out other spirit herbs in the future.

Scanning his surroundings, Yue'er smiled slightly: "Silly girl, why stand outside? Come inside!"

Hearing Young Master's call, Yue'er hesitated not and transformed into a dazzling light that flew inside.

Seeing Lin Xuan sitting cross-legged, Yue'er gently walked over. "Young Master, really?"

"It's nothing; just forming a demon core. I'll definitely succeed next time," Lin Xuan said with a calm smile. "But we've been in Azure Cloud Mountain for ten years and should leave."

"Are you leaving now?"

"Yes, my cultivation has hit a bottleneck here. Staying won't help. The cultivation world of Youzhou is still too desolate. We naturally need to venture out."

"Oh, where are you planning to go?"

"We don't need to say it; we'll head for the place where the winds and clouds meet. How about Yunzhou?"

The servant had no objections; Young Master's decision was final.

Although Yue'er was already well-known, she still behaved obediently in front of Lin Xuan.

"Alright, we will leave in a month. I'll go back toorganize some notes for Zheng Xuan before we depart. As her master, I must fulfill my responsibilities," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

The servant understood.

Half an hour later, Yue'er left. Besides the cultivation techniques, she needed to prepare some notes as well. She would have to rely on herself after leaving, so during this last bit of time, she should at least do her duty as a master.

Indeed, compared to most cultivators, Yue'er was much more conscientious.

After bidding farewell to the young servant, Lin Xuan entered the insect room.

Previously, from the ancient texts of the Mo Yue Clan, Lin Xuan found a method. By feeding with top-grade crystal stones, he could mature this insect.

It seemed like there was a solution, but it amounted to nothing.

Top-grade crystal stones were divine treasures, invaluable even in the higher realms. Using them to feed magical insects—wasn't that just a joke?

Lin Xuan was also frustrated. But an idea popped into his mind. The ancient texts stated that top-grade crystal stones were used to mature demonic insects because the Jade Luo Bee enjoyed devouring pure essence qi without any impurities.

Lower-grade spirit stones contained too many impurities, making them ineffective for maturing these insects.

The Blue Star Sea was perfect for purifying essence qi.

Over the years in Azure Cloud Mountain, Lin Xuan had also experimented with purifying top-grade crystal stones during his free time.

Of course, what came out wasn't true top-grade crystal stones; only the essence within was somewhat pure.

Initially, he used middle-grade crystal stones. Now that he was at the Core Formation stage, his mastery of the Blue Star Sea was unparalleled. However, after countless attempts over several days, all ended in failure.

The root cause was that middle-grade crystal stones were too low in grade; it was a futile effort to purify their essence to top-grade standards.

Reluctantly, Lin Xuan had to use high-grade crystal stones.

According to the market price, one high-grade crystal stone could be exchanged for ten thousand ordinary ones.

But theoretically only. The more concentrated and useful the essence in the crystal stone was, the less likely someone would exchange a high-grade one for thousands of low-grade ones.

At underground auctions, even if you offered twice or three times the price, others might not swap them.

High-grade crystal stones were rare treasures, though not entirely out of reach.

Despite his wealth, Lin Xuan still felt a pang. Fortunately, this time he succeeded in purification.

However, after refining, a fist-sized crystal stone shrank to about the size of a fingernail.

While the essence was indeed concentrated, it was far too small for feeding a demon insect like the Jade Luo Bee. Even if he spent his entire fortune, it might not be enough.

Giving up felt unsatisfactory, leaving him in a dilemma.

After much consideration, Lin Xuan finally made an inevitable choice: mature one Jade Luo Bee first to test its full potential and see if it was worth the effort.

If satisfactory, he would look for other methods; otherwise, he would abandon the idea.

Originally, ten years wouldn't be enough, but with a single demon bee, he could use many crystal stones to accelerate its maturation. Now that they were leaving, it was time to see the results.
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Lin Xuan pondered, his divine consciousness flickering. A purple shadow flashed, and a massive demon mountain appeared before him. After several years of careful feeding, although the creature was not fully matured, its body length had approached a foot, and its patterns on the surface had changed, resembling some mysterious runes.

Red light shone from both eyes as a primitive wilderness aura surged forth.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the demon bee landed on his shoulder. Having already recognized him during incubation, there was no need to worry about any backlash.

After examining this creature for a moment, Lin Xuan continued on his way.

In the city of Mianshi, he arrived in the southern part of Yunzhou. The city was known for its freedom and openness, with various sects and outsiders gathering here. The city had several large markets, and daily transactions amounted to at least tens of millions of spirit stones.

This was a huge piece of pie that should have attracted the attention of major sects, but Mianshi's unique location made it particularly valuable. It lay at the intersection between three powerful forces: the Lingpo Palace, Wanhun Valley, and the Spirit Manipulation Sect. These were ancient superpowers, part of the Twelve Cloud States' Seven Great Forces, with immense resources.

The three powers had formed a balance of power, none willing to let any other take over Mianshi. The city's freedom was well-known, and its ruler was rumored to be an advanced late-stage Immortal Core cultivator.

Mianshi Pavilion was one of the important buildings in Mianshi City. It housed complex teleportation arrays from ancient times that could instantly transport people across thousands of miles. Outside Yunzhou and Yanzhou, each of the Twelve Cloud States had several such arrays for inter-state communication.

These arrays were expensive to use; it cost tens of thousands of spirit stones just to travel between neighboring states. Lin Xuan paid 70,000 spirit stones to teleport from Jingzhou to Mianshi.

At a local inn, Ma Teng, an early-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator, was meditating when his round disk suddenly lit up. Startled, he opened his eyes and saw a golden ring about the size of a finger. "Someone is teleporting from Jingzhou," he exclaimed. "Who could be so wealthy?"

Ma Teng quickly activated the array's defenses to prevent any potential danger. Once the barriers were down, a golden light appeared in the largest teleportation circle, accompanied by faint arcs.

Curious, Ma Teng watched as a common-looking youth emerged. Wearing simple green robes, he exuded an aura of latent spiritual energy that was hard to discern. However, his night pearl-like artifact lit up with silvery light—indicating an advanced middle-stage Immortal Core cultivator.

"Welcome to Mianshi City," Ma Teng said humbly. "I welcome you."

Lin Xuan replied coolly, "Mianshi City? I've finally arrived in Yunzhou."

"Yes, this is the southern part of Yunzhou's Ningxi Prefecture," Ma Teng explained, eager for any favor.

"Master, we're here!" Mo'er's voice echoed with excitement. Lin Xuan had been away from Biyun Mountain for over a year now. After eliminating the leaders of Xianxian Gorge and Leye Manor, he had headed south into Jingzhou territory.

Lin Xuan was glad to be in Yunzhou, but found nothing of interest after exploring the region for nearly a year. The city's prosperity and advanced cultivation resources were impressive compared to the primitive regions like Biyun Mountain. However, the treasures that caught his eye were beyond what could be found in Jingzhou.

Deciding to stick to his original plan, Lin Xuan decided to head back to Yunzhou. But this time, he made a mistake. He had forgotten about the teleportation arrays while focusing on other matters of the Twelve Cloud States.

Using flight, he crossed through a notorious dangerous area known for its abundance of monsters and lack of human presence. Despite his confidence in Fanceng Nine Heavens Technique, Lin Xuan was ambushed by an advanced-stage transformed creature with special abilities.

A fierce battle ensued, but Lin Xuan emerged victorious. However, the creature used a mysterious technique to spread word about their encounter. This triggered a swarm of monsters pursuing Lin Xuan.

While he could easily defeat any single opponent, the sheer number of enemies made it difficult for him to escape unscathed. He managed to evade the danger and leave the area, but was left shaken by his experience.

He wondered if there were no means of travel between the Twelve Cloud States. After considering this impossible, Lin Xuan inquired at a local market.

To his dismay, he realized that his pride had led him to overlook such an important detail. The 70,000 spirit stones seemed like a large sum, but for Lin Xuan, it was trivial. He paid the fee and teleported into Mianshi City.

Upon arriving in Yunzhou, Lin Xuan was pleased. Using his divine sense to scan the area, he found more cultivators than expected. "Why are there so many cultivators here?" he wondered aloud.

Ma Teng, a shrewd individual assigned to Mianshi Pavilion, quickly explained that this was one of the three major cultivation cities in Yunzhou, hence the abundance of fellow cultivators.
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The Immortal True Virtue turned the merchant's neck, placed the treasures from the round plate into his storage space, and then walked out with a grand air. The clerks were somewhat puzzled but no one dared to ask an old man of the Condensation Core realm for any reason. Other customers were even less likely to speak up.

"Master Young Master, this guy wants to frame you! Don't let him go!" Seeing Lin Xuan not moving, Yue'er grew anxious.

"Can't fight here," Lin Xuan shook his head. He had almost witnessed the entire process and understood the other party's intentions. But Lin Xuan did not want to attract attention.

Stopping that person was easy, but Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of forces were behind him. If he acted here, he would definitely be exposed, which was not a wise choice for a smart person. Before fully understanding the situation, according to his principle, Lin Xuan naturally remained in the shadows.

"But then he will escape."

"Don't worry, he can't run away." A glint of confidence flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he said confidently.

Then he stretched out his hand and summoned the demon embryo back into its body. Lin Xuan walked out at a leisurely pace; he was not in a hurry. He had already quietly left a mark on that person just now, and with his divine sense, it would be easy to track him down.

Meanwhile, on the other side...

After breaking the merchant's neck, True Virtue Immortal turned around and walked out of the shop with the treasures from the round plate in his storage space. The clerks were somewhat puzzled but no one dared to ask an old man of the Condensation Core realm for any reason. Other customers were even less likely to speak up.

"Master Young Master, this guy is trying to frame you! Don't let him go!" Seeing Lin Xuan not moving, Yue'er grew anxious.

"Can't fight here," Lin Xuan shook his head. He had almost witnessed the entire process and understood the other party's intentions. But Lin Xuan did not want to attract attention.

Stopping that person was easy, but Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of forces were behind him. If he acted here, he would definitely be exposed, which was not a wise choice for a smart person. Before fully understanding the situation, according to his principle, Lin Xuan naturally remained in the shadows.

"But then he will escape."

"Don't worry, he can't run away." A glint of confidence flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he said confidently.

Then he stretched out his hand and summoned the demon embryo back into its body. Lin Xuan walked out at a leisurely pace; he was not in a hurry. He had already quietly left a mark on that person just now, and with his divine sense, it would be easy to track him down.
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After Lin Xuan left Qingshi City, he flew for several thousand miles before landing at D遁光 Mountain. His speed slowed down as a series of crackling sounds echoed around him, and a black aura appeared on his face.

His figure suddenly shrank by an inch or so, the black aura dispersing to reveal a completely different appearance. The once youthful-looking elder transformed into a middle-aged man in his forties.

A smug smile played at the corners of his mouth. Even if those old monsters in the city hadn't noticed anything amiss, it was too late now. This blackened situation could not only frame Tongyu but also become an opportunity for his sect to gain ground.

Just as he thought this, a strange sound came from his waist pouch, causing him to frown and stiffen slightly.

He slowly turned his head to look at some empty space: "Which one of you dares to follow me secretly?"

"Not bad, not bad. A mere初级 cultivator managed to spot my movements. What kind of spirit beast is in your waist pouch? It's quite intriguing."

A light chuckle entered his ears as the air around him rippled like water waves. From about a hundred feet away, a figure gradually became clearer.

With his hand resting on his chin, he wore an expression of utmost cunning and calculation.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. Although defeating a初级 cultivator was no challenge for him, his cautious nature prevented any hint of his identity from slipping out.

The world was vast, full of wonders. His recent concealment technique had been seen through by some unknown spirit beast. He didn't know if the other party possessed any special abilities and might spread his information before dying.

Despite not knowing what this fellow's plot was, Lin Xuan knew he wasn't a lone wanderer.

In summary, Lin Xuan's actions were truly flawless.

The figure suddenly found himself in a difficult situation. The man before him appeared to be only in his twenties but was clearly an中期 cultivator who had lived for hundreds of years. His scheming was far deeper than expected, and he revealed no information.

This matter seemed strange. Although the cultivation world in Yunzhou was flourishing, the existence of an中期 cultivator meant they were among the top beings on this plane.

Moreover, once an元婴凝聚, the path to cultivation became increasingly difficult. Most old monsters were stuck at初级 stages.

中期 cultivators were rare and formidable figures, even in Yunzhou, but should not be unknown.

Unless he was from another region.

But that didn't make sense either. Why would a cultivator from another region risk this muddied waters? If it was about extorting money, his earlier actions had already revealed his intentions, yet the other party showed no interest.

Since he was meddling, there must be a deep connection with Lingyao Mountain. However, they had only moved here twenty or so years ago, and he had heard nothing of their connections with any中期 cultivators.

Unless it was an old acquaintance from Youzhou, but that region was desolate, home to only one unlucky fellow called the Extreme Demon Sovereign.

He felt a headache coming on; this person's identity was like a fog, leaving no clues.

As his thoughts raced, the man's expression turned completely grim: "You really want to oppose me. I advise you not to get involved in this muddied waters. Condensing an元婴 is difficult, don't risk your life."

Lin Xuan felt slightly surprised. The old monster before him was only初级 but spoke with such authority. Could he have some backing?

However, his divine sense had swept the area and found no hidden dangers. This was strange.

"Are you threatening me?"

"Not really a threat, just as the saying goes: sweep your own doorstep, don't meddle in others' affairs," the man said viciously.

"The friend is right." Lin Xuan nodded approvingly without angering. "I agree, but..."

"What?"

"This matter isn't trivial for me, so you can go... die!"

Before he could finish speaking, a wave of killing intent surged from him like a flood. His sleeves flapped as dozens of sword qi, each over ten feet long, struck the man's head with the force of a mountain collapsing.

The man was both surprised and angered. He had thought Lin Xuan would be swayed by his words but was now faced with an unexpected attack.

This cunning old monster pretended to lower his guard just to reduce his vigilance.

Lin Xuan's sudden attack, though lacking in magical treasures, still dealt a significant blow. A初级 cultivator might suffer severe injuries under such surprise.

However, the man showed no fear and didn't retreat or dodge. He raised both hands, and a series of illusory movements revealed several claw-like attacks.

"Is this...?" Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he looked surprised.

A sharp crackling sound filled his ears as sword qi clashed with the opposing force, sending out shockwaves that shattered rocks and dimmed the sky. The first round ended in a stalemate.

Lin Xuan put away his playful expression, his gaze turning serious as he stared at his opponent.

"Unexpectedly, I also made a mistake. You're not one of us cultivators but an advanced spirit monster."

The man's sleeves fluttered in the wind, revealing black arms that had quickly withered and dried. Blue veins bulged, and his fingernails extended to an inch long, glowing with poison.

This wasn't a cultivator at all; it was clearly a魔尸.

"Youngster, if you don't want my hospitality, you'll face the Eighteen Layers of Hell."

The man's voice became hoarse as he opened his mouth wide. His eyes bulged red, and with crackling sounds, his outer robe tore apart. His flesh dried up, and inch-long black fangs appeared, shocking and terrifying.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He felt uneasy for some reason.

Logically, a魔尸, though stronger than its peers, was only初级 to him. Why did he feel so uncomfortable?

Moreover, the other party showed no fear of his中期 cultivator status, proving that his intuition wasn't misplaced.

Lin Xuan was puzzled but quickly calmed down. What could he be afraid of? He had fought against ancient demons and Goulu, and whatever this opponent had, it would only end in self-destruction.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with strange light as he flipped his left hand, releasing a thick fire line from his sleeve.

It was like lightning, arriving at the opponent's face. His right hand wasn't idle either; he flicked his fingers and the Green Fire Sword fiercely slashed towards the enemy.

Such an attack would have left even an中期 cultivator scrambling for breath, but the初级魔尸 showed no fear. A fierce look appeared in its eyes as it opened its mouth to spit out a ghastly white ball of fire, transforming into a head-sized fireball that approached Lin Xuan's Fiery Inflames.

The two balls of flame collided with a loud explosion. Although the Green Illusion Mystic Fire was powerful, the ghastly fire didn't vanish but turned into a grotesque snake, stubbornly resisting.

"Surprise?"

Lin Xuan felt slightly surprised; this魔尸 indeed had something up its sleeve. Otherwise, how could it withstand his Fiery Inflames with only初级 cultivation?

Lin Xuan didn't know that the魔尸 was even more shocked inside. The Three Shocking Fireballs were famous in Yunzhou and would make even an元婴 cultivator tremble if they saw them. Although their current situation limited their full power, a mere中期 cultivator could dominate.

What kind of cultivation technique did he practice? This made both parties wary. However, the Green Fire Sword didn't hesitate; it fiercely slashed at the enemy's head like lightning.

The ghastly snake in the魔尸's eyes showed fierce determination as it raised its hands and struck his mouth twice with his fangs, shocking Lin Xuan. Was he self-mutilating before using a technique?

To Lin Xuan's surprise, the two fangs fell from the man's mouth.
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百三十七章 超级幻术符

A thunderous explosion echoed into Lin Xuan's ears. His body trembled slightly, while the demonic corpse staggered backward several steps, a look of shock on its face.

How could this be? Although he wasn't using his true form, just the second spirit essence injected into the puppet, his cultivation shouldn’t be much weaker than that of an intermediate cultivator, right?

This demonic corpse had been meticulously refined and was once a prominent婴灵 cultivator in his lifetime. The second spirit essence had also reached its peak, though it couldn't match the heavenly powers of the second infant form, combining with several bizarre techniques from阴司界 made its power formidable.

Confident in this puppet's abilities, Lin Xuan had sent him out alone to execute a task. After all, he was currently cultivating an advanced demonic technique and couldn’t leave his cave for now.

He hadn't faced many battles against intermediate婴灵 elders within the sect, even if he sometimes lost, but rarely fell behind. Why was this different?

Lin Xuan didn't dwell on it. Once combat began, he focused solely on victory, pushing aside all distractions.

This demonic corpse truly stood out, but blocking him was a dream.

A sneer curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips as he formed a hand seal with his left hand and sent forth a divine念力. The Green Flame Sword suddenly attacked like a storm, stabbing wildly at the opponent.

The fangs barely managed to block it, but the corpse’s aura grew increasingly thick.

Fear flickered in the demonic corpse’s eyes. If the true form were here, dealing with this brat would be easy. But just a spirit essence puppet—win or lose was already clear.

He became more puzzled. The young man's powers clearly surpassed those of his peers by a notch. Could he be from another state? Otherwise, a cultivator wouldn't have such strength after rigorous training.

"Boy, if you insist on meddling, stop now and I’ll spare you for your efforts. If not, you'll face my wrath today," the demonic corpse snarled.

Threats?

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. Despite the other's intimidating tone, he had no intention of backing down.

"Friend, it would be better to focus on your own fate rather than waste words. Surrender now and I might spare you a life," Lin Xuan retorted.

"Is this guy really stupid? His mouth is sharp, but can just a few threats scare us into submission?" Mo'er’s voice entered his ears. The young girl was getting annoyed.

"I have no idea. Such an opponent is rare." Lin Xuan didn’t need to say he had met the wrong person. Since entering the immortal path, he had faced many twists and dangers. He doubted there were more ancient figures before him.

He had even fought against Primordial Beings like Zhubi and Jialuo. This guy’s backing, no matter how strong, couldn't be that impressive.

Besides, if he stopped now, would the other really agree to a truce?

Lin Xuan didn’t trust such empty promises. He preferred to control his own destiny.

Since he had started, there was only one principle: either do it or do it properly. There were no second chances once an arrow is loosed.

And in the mortal world, Lin Xuan didn’t fear anyone.

Even if powerful cultivators later on couldn't defeat him, could they stop him from running?

Of course, among the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud, this region’s cultivation scene was the most prosperous. Legends spoke of ancient figures at the Separation Stage.

While he couldn’t provoke such beings, Lin Xuan didn’t believe the other would be involved in such schemes.

Not all Separation Stage figures avoided secular affairs, but they were rare.

Even if they did intervene, their powers wouldn't need to be hidden. In absolute strength, any plot was useless. The old patriarch of Jiaoli Island had single-handedly resolved conflicts between three demon tribes.

Otherwise, the future for Snow Fox Queen and new Ice Desert Beast Lord would indeed be bleak.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced with these thoughts as a cold smile formed on his lips. Just as he was about to use another technique, the demonic corpse acted first.

Though it was just a puppet of the second spirit essence, it had the same power as its true form. This old monster was cunning.

Seeing that threats were ineffective, he began to plan an escape. The puppet’s cultivation wasn’t easy; he didn’t want it destroyed here.

The demonic corpse raised his arm and summoned a talisman. Two fire dragons flew out, their spiritual pressure not inferior to that of a transformed creature.

Was this the beast soul talisman?

And was it sealing the spirit essence of a fourth-stage monster?

Lin Xuan was shocked. He had seen such things before, but they were rare indeed.

The other’s wealth and generosity were evident. Lin Xuan’s attention was drawn away as his attacks weakened slightly.

The demonic corpse rejoiced, forming hand seals to send the ghost fire snake and fangs back to him.

Lin Xuan's experience in magical battles quickly detected something amiss. The opponent seemed to be trying to escape, but that would be too easy.

He raised an eyebrow and released a large wave of sword energy from his sleeves, targeting the two dragons. He didn’t expect such attacks to defeat fourth-stage monsters, only hoping to stall them so he could intercept the demonic corpse.

However, what happened next surprised him greatly.

The sword energy cut through both dragons effortlessly, vanishing into nothingness. These weren't fourth-stage monster souls; they were just illusions.

Lin Xuan was duped once again, but his face showed more surprise than anger. He knew his own abilities best.

Due to the blue star sea’s purification process, which also strengthened his divine consciousness, he was an intermediate cultivator, yet his divine awareness rivaled that of late-stage cultivators.

But just now, he had been deceived… The dragons’ forms and spiritual pressure were so real, almost indistinguishable from reality.

What powerful illusion.

Lin Xuan marveled at the skill. Cloud State truly lived up to its reputation as a cultivation holy land. He might find what he was looking for here after all. Thus, Lin Xuan felt relieved rather than worried.
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Using an illusion, the demon corpse successfully caught Lin Xuan's attention.

The demon corpse was also feeling a sharp pain in his heart, despite being a significant figure, such low-grade talismans were still hard to come by.

A trace of resentment flashed across his eyes as he rapidly conjured several strange hand seals with his hands. Then, he spat out a fist-sized black blood that quickly fused with the corpse qi and formed an odd Taiji symbol before vanishing into his forehead.

His aura instantly surged.

But instead of lingering to fight, he lightly moved one step to the left and vanished without a trace.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Was this... Shrink Earth Technique?

Impossible!

While it was only a basic spatial technique, even an Immortal Foundation cultivator could not perform such a feat.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, realizing just how extraordinary this creature was.

If it were merely a mid-stage cultivator, he would indeed have no choice but to watch him escape. But for himself...

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips; the other party was simply showing off in front of an expert.

With a wave of his sleeves, an ancient-looking spear shot out as Lin Xuan grasped it with one hand and injected mana without hesitation before swinging it fiercely forward.

A green light flashed. This treasure had incredible spatial abilities that could not shatter the void but made it difficult to use Shrink Earth Technique.

The air rippled, and the demon corpse stumbled into view.

Lin Xuan's figure flickered as he deployed Nine Heavens Microsteps, moving several steps before reaching his opponent.

The demon corpse was greatly alarmed.

His gaze at Lin Xuan became somewhat uncertain. Although there were many cultivators of various ages present, all had reached the Immortal Core stage.

"Companions, have you not yet come to a conclusion? If this matter drags on, it will be very detrimental to our city," an old man with white hair and rosy cheeks spoke slowly in a white robe.

His cultivation was also formidable; he was an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator. His eyes emitted divine light as his mana was exceptionally pure, though still short of breaking through, one could say that he had already taken the first step into the late stage.

"Senior Elder, this matter is clear-cut. The Spirit Medicine Mountain and Liuyao Palace have never gotten along well. True Feathers Immortal attacked their shops, so what does our city have to do with it? We only need to inform both parties," a lazy voice said. The speaker was a lecherous-looking cultivator in his fifties.

The old man frowned but did not speak.

"Brother Huang, you speak lightly. True Feathers Immortal attacked shops; he is the head of a sect. Unless he's out of his mind, and despite their discord, Spirit Medicine Mountain has much weaker power and always tolerates them. How could they possibly do such a thing?" A red-robed beauty shook her head.

"Then what? Even if Spirit Medicine Mountain was wrongfully accused, it is still their matter, not ours," the lecherous cultivator sneered.

"Namaste, Brother Huang says this has nothing to do with our city. I disagree," a monk in a large red robe spoke kindly. Cloud Province was a place of cultivation, where Taoists, demons, and even mages thrived, and there were significant potential for monsters as well.

"Oh, Master, what is your insight?" Although his words had been refuted, the Huang cultivator showed great respect; this monk's cultivation must be formidable.

"The old monk also believes that the one who attacked the shops was not the head of Spirit Medicine Mountain but a fake. However, they acted swiftly and cleanly, even with an inside man who killed the law enforcers responsible for patrolling the market without warning, allowing them to escape safely," the monk said.

"Master's words are correct. But if we can see through their ruse, the old monster of Liuyao Palace is not stupid. This matter should be resolved easily," the Huang cultivator stroked his beard and looked surprised.

"How could it be so easy? What is Liuyao Palace? One of the seven major forces in the Twelve States since ancient times, a powerful sect that has dominated for millennia. How can such a huge entity suffer such a loss? Even if they know it's fake, they would have to explain to their disciples and cannot let Spirit Medicine Mountain off easily. This is unrelated to us, but we must not forget: whoever the culprit is, Bai Feng Tang was robbed in our city, losing many goods and even killing the shopkeeper. They also pay us enough crystals each year..."

"Master's meaning is that Liuyao Palace will use this incident as leverage against our city?" The senior elder was visibly moved. His eyes shone as he turned his head to the left.

"Correct. Otherwise, a single law enforcer killed would be nothing. What does Spirit Medicine Mountain and Liuyao Palace have to do with us?" The monk's face was grave: "Do not forget that although our city is strong, it can only exist due to the balance between three major sects. If we were not in such a delicate equilibrium, we would already be absorbed."

All the elders fell silent; his words made sense.

"Then, according to Master, who did this?" The senior elder spoke slowly and clearly.

"I am unsure." The monk shook his head: "The Spirit Cultivation Sect, Linghun Valley, or Liuyao Palace—any of them could be responsible..."

"Master, I heard you correctly. This shop was owned by Liuyao Palace; would they rob themselves?" The Huang cultivator's face showed surprise.

"Humph! What is impossible? A feigned defeat has not been unheard of among us. Perhaps Liuyao Palace merely needs an excuse and might do so. Of course, the other two major forces might also try to take advantage of the situation, as the Gate of Devils will open in fifty years..."

At these words, everyone's faces changed—excitement mingled with fear—but no one dared to speak further. The monk continued speaking, shifting from the topic of the Gate of Devils: "Besides the three major forces, there might be other sects trying to take advantage as well. Even within our city, there are enemies, some old monsters among solitary cultivators who cannot handle us and thus devised this wicked plan."

The monk's cold laughter echoed.

"Master's analysis is very reasonable. If so, this matter not only endangers Spirit Medicine Mountain but also our city. What should we do?" The senior elder spoke humbly, seeking advice.

"This... " The monk frowned: "To resolve the crisis, finding the true culprit would be best. However, since they escaped and are old monsters of Immortal Core stage, capturing them is almost impossible. We can only inform Spirit Medicine Mountain and Liuyao Palace and wait for their demands. As long as they are not unreasonable, we should comply temporarily."

"But what if they demand more?" This time, the red-robed female cultivator spoke.

"More demands would be difficult. Although we have been in a tight spot among major sects' surveillance, we have secretly developed some strength; compared to hundreds of years ago, it is not as easy for them to manipulate us. The few old monsters of Liuyao Palace are no fools, and with the other two forces restraining them, they will not go too far. Of course, specifics can be unpredictable, but inaction is always a good strategy," the monk said.
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Master Rú spoke, "There's reason in this. I need to report it and consult with him before making a decision. Let everyone disperse first."

The others had no objections and were about to rise from their seats when suddenly, the sound of hurried footsteps reached their ears: "Elder, according to the array monitoring, there is a huge fluctuation of spiritual energy approximately seven thousand miles southwest of this city. It should be two Core Formation Realm beings engaging in battle. How should we proceed? Please instruct, Elder."

The禁制大阵 of Hào Shí City was passed down from ancient times and not only had immense power but could also roughly monitor the spiritual energy within a ten-thousand-mile radius around the city.

Of course, the farther away, the more vague the results. However, Core Formation Realm cultivators, though unable to control the primordial qi of heaven and earth, possessed tremendous strength like moving mountains and overturning seas. Even from several thousand miles away, their reactions were very clear.

Normally, they wouldn't bother with such trivial matters, but just recently, a murder had occurred in this city...

The动手者 was exactly a Core Formation Realm old monster. The cultivator responsible for the array didn't dare delay and immediately reported the matter to the elders.

"Seven thousand miles southwest, isn't that the desolate wasteland of scattered stones?" asked the Great Elder, stroking his beard with a hint of surprise in his eyes.

"Could it be that fake one was intercepted by someone else?" A soft voice echoed, with the red-robed female cultivator's face filled with excitement.

"It shouldn't be so coincidental," the Great Elder shook his head but then showed a determined look: "Regardless, under such circumstances, we cannot afford to miss any trace. If we can truly find that troublemaker, the crisis of our city will be resolved. Wise Master, please take this trip for us."

"Namaste, in order for my Hào Shí City to continue prospering, I am willing to do so," the monk did not hesitate and showed a compassionate expression.

"Your Highness has profound cultivation, but you are still somewhat weak on your own. Let me accompany you," the red-robed female cultivator volunteered.

"Thank you, Master Mò."

"Haha, Lady Mò's Black Silkworm Art is unique. With Wise Master joining forces, we should be able to handle even late-stage old monsters for a while. I am at ease with this," the Great Elder's face was filled with joy.

Although Hào Shí City was merely a loose alliance, everyone's fate was closely tied to the city's well-being. Hence, in times of danger, everyone would offer advice and strategies, making their unity no less than that of sects or clans.

The monk and red-robed female cultivator nodded and each used their abilities to fly out of the hall.

As they watched them disappear, the Great Elder turned back: "My fellow daoists, I will head to the Lord's seclusion place. Please check your subordinates to see if any spies have infiltrated. The incident with Young Master Zhāng cannot happen again."

"Respectfully following your instructions."

The elders bowed and dispersed. In the vast hall, only the white-robed elder remained. He sighed and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the northern mountains of the city.

"What is this?"

Seeing the monster before him, even Lin Xuan, known for his composure, could not help being shocked. Although he knew from what the other had said that he would use some strange secret technique, he did not expect it to turn into such a creature!

At present, the Corpse Demon was over ten meters tall, exuding an overwhelming aura of ferocity. He hunched his back and bulging muscles could be seen in his arms. On his back were several bone spines of varying lengths, but even the smallest one was thicker than Lin Xuan's arm and measured over ten feet long, appearing terrifying.

Originally, a zombie might look scary due to its withered muscles, but his current form was truly chilling.

This wasn't just about the body size increasing; the sheer amount of Corpse Qi emanating from him had already surpassed Lin Xuan's spiritual energy.

However, his realm remained at the early Core Formation stage.

No need for curiosity. As cultivators advanced in their realms, the quantity of spiritual energy did indeed increase, but more importantly, it was about the quality and some understanding of certain principles.

Of course, under normal circumstances, a mid-Core Formation Realm cultivator's spiritual energy would definitely exceed that of an early-stage one, but there were always exceptions. For instance, using some strange secret techniques, while the quality could not be enhanced, the quantity of spiritual energy might surpass those of higher realms.

Even in the upper realm, there were some extraordinary methods where even the quality could temporarily change. Lin Xuan had once encountered a golden old monster's red powder skull talisman that forcibly elevated his realm to late Core Formation.

But it wasn't perfect; compared to the great cultivators who advanced, he still lacked certain insights, so he couldn't defeat the opponent. If not for Lin Xuan's help, the outcome of that battle would have been entirely different.

However, this monster was different. While the quality could not be increased, the quantity had reached a level that was astonishing and far beyond what Lin Xuan had heard about from魔道秘术 before.

It was nearly on par with late-stage great cultivators.

If it were a human cultivator, he wouldn't need Lin Xuan to act; such madness would likely result in his spiritual energy exploding and causing him to die.

But the situation for a炼尸 was different.

After all, zombies could be artificially created by ghost dao experts using certain conditions or through complex secret techniques along with array materials.

The term "炼尸" came from this practice.

And due to differences in the original corpse, the rarity of materials used, and the expertise of the ghost dao expert, the power of such artificial zombies varied greatly.

Take this魔尸 for example; his back was a significant figure. Before being refined into a zombie, he had been a Core Formation Realm cultivator's physical body, and several rare materials were used in its creation. The quality of this炼尸 could not be doubted.

Thus, despite the Corpse Qi quantity approaching that of great cultivators, there were no signs of collapse.

Of course, it could only sustain for a few hours; after that, this炼尸 would inevitably fail.

But what did it matter? They couldn't escape anyway. It was better to die together with previous enemies.

Regarding the second元神 technique, while it paled in comparison to the second Core Formation Realm, there were still some advantages.

A cultivator who had dual Core Formation Realm abilities, if their second Core Formation Realm was destroyed, the main body would not be greatly affected. However, recondensing a new one would be extremely difficult, almost impossible.

On the other hand, destroying the second元神, while the main body would suffer some essence energy damage, could easily recover with proper cultivation and then attempt to cultivate another second元神, though it wouldn't be easy.
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Chapter 941

The people present exchanged glances, eyes wide with shock. Master Great Strength was indeed even stronger than they had anticipated.

"Master, this..." The red-robed woman hesitated to speak as her expression suddenly froze.

The monk also turned his head, narrowing his eyes and looking towards the left side.

Could it be that they were being observed by someone? Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but quickly relaxed. Theqi collection technique in Nine Heavens Profound Technique was incredibly subtle; how could it be easily discerned?

What if...

Since he hadn't released his spirit consciousness, what had happened remained unknown to him. He could only wait and see.

Another few minutes passed.

A streak of startling light appeared on the horizon far away.

That aura, that essence energy—it felt familiar to Lin Xuan. It was another cultivator at the same level as himself—Immortal.

The small stone wasteland, due to its sparse essence energy, rarely saw people. However, this time, it had gathered many powerful experts.

After the light subsided, a bald old man with a youthful face emerged. Wearing loose robes, he looked like a divine being. Even Lin Xuan, who was usually composed, almost popped out of his eyes in surprise.

This face was all too familiar; they had just met earlier.

His master, Immortal True Feather!

Moon's voice echoed in his mind. The girl obviously lacked the composure of her young lord, her expression filled with shock and doubt.

The expressions of the red-robed woman and the monk were similar as well. They couldn't have imagined encountering the leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain here.

"Master Wise and Scholarly, and Lady Ink, both of you are also present. Could it be that you were attracted by the unusual essence energy fluctuations just now?" Immortal True Feather smiled kindly and greeted them.

"Lord Young Master, is this guy a fake?" Moon couldn't help but ask after her initial shock subsided.

Lin Xuan shook his head with a bitter smile: "I wish he was. But..."

"What, Lord Young Master? You think he's really Master Wise and Scholarly?"

"Yeah, I'm not one hundred percent sure, but there's about seven or eight out of ten chances."

Although Lin Xuan had left Spirit Medicine Mountain over seventy years ago, his memory at this level allowed him to recall faces and mannerisms almost perfectly. The person before him matched the memories in every detail.

It was very likely that it was his master, but why would he be here? Was it a coincidence or someone luring him?

Lin Xuan's mind raced with questions, but no answers came to him.

"Something wrong?"

Immortal True Feather didn't know what had happened. It was indeed coincidental; after moving Spirit Medicine Mountain to Cloud Province, despite the presence of many major sects, they quickly established themselves due to their excellent alchemy skills.

Although there were conflicts with Spirit Medicine Palace, it wasn't significant. With his abilities, resolving minor crises wouldn't be difficult.

Thus, in this narrow space, Spirit Medicine Mountain gradually grew stronger.

Everything was moving towards a positive direction.

A few days ago, he had come here for something and only just finished today. He needed a certain spirit herb to refine a new type of pill recently.

Although the herb wasn't a rare treasure, its growth conditions were extremely strict, found in only a few places, including some small mountains around this wasteland.

Immortal True Feather came to gather it but felt an intense essence energy fluctuation as he searched. It was clearly two cultivators at the same level—both at the Immortal stage—clashing.

Immortal True Feather couldn't help feeling suspicious; after all, at their level, they often used their power in the cultivation world to bully lower-stage cultivators but rarely fought each other.

The path of Dao was difficult, and condensing an immortal body even more so. Although few could advance beyond this stage, even those stuck in the Immortal stage lived for a thousand years.

So much time allowed them enough leisure; Immortal cultivators often feared death more than their juniors, and within the human world, there were almost no threats to them except from peers.

Thus, although there were no rules or regulations, an unspoken understanding had formed among Immortal cultivators: unless for a special reason, they rarely fought.

Of course, if it involved something like a heavenly treasure or divine pill, they would fight to the death.

Immortal True Feather understood this situation well. So when he felt that massive essence energy fluctuation, he immediately thought of taking advantage of the chaos.

Could there be any precious treasures in the stone wasteland?

If so, naturally, he couldn't miss out on such an opportunity.

When both old monsters were exhausted, he would step in as a beneficiary.

To be honest, Immortal True Feather's plan wasn't wrong. His cunning was evident; even Lin Xuan admired his ingenuity. However, this time, the luck of the leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain was truly

He had no idea what had happened throughout, but the expressions of the two old monsters had already alerted Immortal True Feather.

After all, this leader of Spirit Medicine Mountain was a versatile figure who knew how to make friends. Although he hadn't been in Cloud Province for long, he had already made many connections, especially with Elder Red Stone and Master Wise. They had met several times before, but why were they acting so suspiciously now?

The two elders exchanged glances. The red-robed woman moved swiftly and stood behind Immortal True Feather.

"Two fellow daoists, what is your intention?" Immortal True Feather narrowed his eyes as his sleeves billowed with essence energy.

"There's nothing; just come back to Red Stone City if you're willing to surrender," the red-robed woman said coldly.

"Why go back to Red Stone City?" Immortal True Feather looked displeased. His mind raced, trying to figure out why they were targeting him. The situation was clearly dire—facing two Immortal cultivators, and Master Wise had already advanced to mid-stage a century ago. The black silkworm cultivation of the ink-robed woman was also formidable; he might not be able to defeat her in single combat. What should he do?

Meanwhile, Elder Red Stone and the other elders were equally puzzled. In Hoshan Pavilion, they had guessed that this matter wasn't related to Spirit Medicine Mountain but someone stirring up trouble. Master Wise's analysis was thorough, but how could they explain it now?

Immortal True Feather was indeed here; they had interacted with him several times, so they could easily distinguish between a real and fake.

It couldn't be a coincidence.

Regardless, since they encountered the main person here, they wouldn't let them go lightly.

The two elders exchanged glances. The red-robed woman moved swiftly and stood behind Immortal True Feather.

"Two fellow daoists, what is your intention?" Immortal True Feather's eyes narrowed as his sleeves billowed with essence energy.

"There’s nothing; just come back to Red Stone City if you're willing to surrender," the red-robed woman said coldly.
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"Great Sage Amitabha, Master Tongyu. I advise you to surrender peacefully. With Sister Mo and me working together, there's no way you can escape," the monk bowed with a compassionate expression on his face, but the words he spoke were ones that Master Tongyu could not accept.

"That may not be the case."

Master Tongyu snorted coldly. The situation was clearly beyond redemption; the danger was immense. But no matter what, he would never surrender. He flicked his sleeves and a large burst of light rushed out towards the two elders of皓石城.

Inside the light, faint whistling sounds echoed, as if carrying some kind of treasure.

"Great Sage Amitabha, you insist on going your own way. I can only take my leave now," the monk's voice suddenly turned to surprise. Red light flashed within the light, and countless fine red threads shot out like cow hair, shooting towards him. At the same time, a sweet fragrance wafted into his nose, causing his face to change dramatically as he let out an astonished cry.

"Divine Fragrance Divine Needles Talisman. I never expected you to be the buyer of that underground trade fair's final item half a year ago. The treasure from Senior Immortal Shenfu has fallen into your hands."

The monk was both surprised and angry, his image as a high-ranking monk crumbling. Master Tongyu would not waste any time on idle chatter; even in a one-on-one fight, he might not be the match for either of them. Fighting against multiple opponents would only make matters worse.

Thus, without hesitation, he took out his most precious treasure and unleashed the Divine Fragrance Divine Needles Talisman, which had cost him tens of thousands of spirit stones to obtain.

This talisman was a relic from over ten thousand years ago, a creation of Senior Immortal Shenfu. Although Shenfu was only an early-stage元婴 cultivator, he was well-known among high-ranking cultivators in the Twelve Cloud States despite his long death.

It is widely known that compared to magical treasures and spirit artifacts, talismans have a significant advantage: they are simple to use and require minimal spirit energy. However, everything has its drawbacks.

While talismans are excellent tools, their creation can be extremely complex, especially for higher-grade ones. Lower-grade talismans only need basic paper and fewer steps, making them easier to produce with a higher success rate.

Thus, in the early and foundation stages of cultivation, talismans were widely used.

However, once cultivators condensed into golden cores, they rarely used talismans because high-grade talismans required materials like beastskin, which were hard to come by and had an extremely low success rate. Sometimes, one might need to try twenty or thirty times before succeeding.

Despite their power, the price was astronomical.

At the early-stage元婴 stage, it was even more so.

Therefore, high-ranking cultivators seldom used talismans because they were too expensive. It would be cheaper and more practical to buy a magical treasure or other cultivation materials with such vast amounts of spirit stones.

However, there are always exceptions, and Senior Immortal Shenfu was one of them. He possessed extraordinary talent in the field of talismans; his skills were unparalleled, even shocking.

During his foundation stage, he was already well-known as a master of talismans. Later, due to good fortune, he obtained an ancient technique for creating talismans from a cultivator of old. After mastering this art, his creations surpassed those of any other, producing various extremely powerful and mysterious talismans.

Everyone knows that once a cultivator reaches the early-stage元婴 stage, their cultivation becomes immensely difficult. The difference in strength between initial and late-stage cultivators is immeasurable; a late-stage cultivator could easily defeat an early-stage元婴 cultivator with minimal effort.

This was true from the era of洪美 onwards.

However, Senior Immortal Shenfu broke this precedent. He had no magical treasures but used talismans in battle, using his initial-stage cultivation to face two powerful opponents without falling behind.

At that time, he might not have been considered the top cultivator in Yunzhou, but apart from a few ancient immortals who remained aloof from worldly affairs, he was indeed formidable and rarely faced any rivals.

Unfortunately, Senior Immortal Shenfu's nature was cold and distant; he never took on apprentices. Thus, his unparalleled skill in creating talismans faded with the passage of time.

Of course, it could be argued that if someone had taken over his legacy, they might have learned to create those powerful talismans, but their success rate would remain unchanged. Achieving such power through talismans was nothing more than a dream; the powerful talismans were still in the process of being created when he went bankrupt.

In ancient times, the Divine Fragrance Divine Needles Talisman was renowned and much favored by Senior Immortal Shenfu for its unique power. However, it had been passed down secretly, with only a few remaining intact after so many years.

This particular talisman was merely a defective item, but its power remained formidable. Seeing Master Tongyu summon the talisman, the two elders of皓石城 were shocked and alarmed. The monk clasped his hands in front of him and loudly proclaimed: "Great Sage Amitabha."

Then, his large red robe flew to his body, transforming into a red light curtain with golden ripples emanating from its surface—a defensive treasure.

However, the Divine Fragrance Divine Needles Talisman was too well-known. Although his own robe was also an extraordinary treasure, the monk still feared he might not be able to withstand it and retreated as a streak of light.

The woman in red similarly hurriedly summoned a defensive treasure, then dodged out of harm's way. Unlike the monk, she waved her other hand, grabbing a spirit beast pouch from her waist. A monstrous figure began to take shape as demonic energy surged forth.

"Hisss..."

The monster opened its mouth and shot out countless threads like a net, covering Master Tongyu with it from above.

This sudden change caught Master Tongyu off guard. Originally, he had intended to use the talisman to escape, but now he was forced to fight. He returned to Lingyao Mountain's main base first before devising a strategy.

In any case, he could not be captured alive at this moment.

His plan seemed sound, but he did not expect the Mo woman to have such a powerful pet. Master Tongyu's expression darkened as he dared not let that net cover him. He waved his large sleeves and a fiery sword flew out.

The sword was enveloped in flames, slicing through the net with an intimidating temperature.

Lin Xuan hid underground, nodding in approval at this scene. Compared to his master's strength in Youzhou, it had clearly improved significantly, even though he remained in the initial stage. This single strike already displayed extraordinary power.

A tearing sound echoed as the net was indeed torn apart, but Master Tongyu was momentarily halted. The monk and the woman in red closed in again.

"Hmph, Divine Fragrance Divine Needles Talisman, what a grand name for such a trivial thing."

A smirk appeared on the woman's lips. Although her treasure trembled under attack, those red threads could not penetrate her defenses.

It seemed somewhat unworthy of its reputation!

Master Tongyu smiled bitterly. The talisman was not ineffective; it just lacked sufficient power.

Speaking of Senior Immortal Shenfu, he truly was a genius. It is well-known that while talismans are simple and effective tools, their major drawback is that they are one-time use items. No matter how precious the talisman, once used, it would be discarded.

Legends suggest that some talismans in the Spirit Realm could be reused if their power had not been fully released. However, such technology did not exist in the human world.

After years of research, Senior Immortal Shenfu managed to break this bottleneck and developed several reusable spirit talismans, one of which was the Divine Fragrance Divine Needles Talisman.

When Master Tongyu summoned this talisman, its power had already been reduced by half. A few months ago, he encountered a mid-stage化形妖兽 with some primitive bloodline, making it far more formidable than ordinary creatures of the same stage.

With just his treasures, Master Tongyu could not have won against the beast, so he reluctantly summoned this talisman. Although he managed to kill the creature, its power was almost completely depleted.

Thus, the current situation arose; otherwise, he might have had a chance to escape.
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Now, Lin Xuan had wasted the last bit of power from the spirit talisman, yet still failed to escape. "Abbot Tongyu, why must we resort to such desperate measures? We are merely dao friends; how could I possibly do something like this in a marketplace?" Abbot Tongyu sighed deeply.

"Monk, it's not that we don't trust you," said the Wise Master with folded hands. "But your appearance here in the wasteland of broken stones is too suspicious. Please return to the city so that we can clear up the truth."

Abbot Tongyu remained silent. Although he was only at the early stage of Spirit Core, his cunning was impressive enough to make Lin Xuan admire him. How could he possibly trust others with his fate?

"Devil's Oath?"

For low-ranking cultivators, this oath had some deterrent effect, but for those like them, a little maneuvering would be sufficient to break free from any constraints.

Moreover, what did loyalty matter to a cultivator? The Wise Master may seem kind and benevolent, but how many lives had he taken in his pursuit of enlightenment?

"Argh!"

The giant silkworm raised its massive head and spat out a greenish-black liquid. Abbot Tongyu didn't dare to intercept it directly; instead, he dodged to the side.

However, a black hook came down from above.

Abbot Tongyu's expression turned grim. Could this be his end here?

"Argh!"

The red-robed woman was surprised by his swift reaction. While their cooperation made this move seem unremarkable, it could still severely injure an opponent unexpectedly. Abbot Tongyu's response was even faster than she had anticipated.

Despite the secret technique, intercepting her treasure wasn't easy. She poured more power into it.

This blow would leave a lasting impression on Abbot Tongyu.

However, this wasn't his greatest danger. Another mid-stage Spirit Core expert from the Buddhist sect had silently approached him from behind.

"Arise, Buddha!"

The Wise Master's body was aglow with spiritual energy as he didn't use any treasure but instead pointed at a bead and struck Abbot Tongyu's back.

Great Golden Fists!

The head of Lingyao Mountain was shocked. Although he was a Daoist cultivator, as an advanced Spirit Core expert, how could he not be familiar with Buddhist techniques?

Buddhist cultivation differed greatly from other schools; it involved both spiritual and physical refinement. Different experts had different focuses.

Of course, their method of body refinement was unique and distinct from that of the monster cultivators. Therefore, in addition to treasures, there were many powerful attacks.

The most famous was naturally the Buddha's Palm.

In addition, Dragon Claws and Great Golden Fists were also formidable. In terms of power, they didn't fall short of treasures.

The Wise Master was one of the top experts in Hoshishi City. He had profound knowledge of both treasures and body refinement techniques. With this surprise attack, Abbot Tongyu found himself in a very dangerous situation. He could barely withstand the red-robed woman's assault, let alone deal with the threat behind him.

Sweat dripped from his forehead as he faced a dilemma: either retreat his Spirit Core or wait to be killed.

Retreating his Spirit Core seemed like the best choice, but giving up his body was far from easy. After all, soul possession was limited by cosmic laws and could only target weaker souls.

Moreover, recovering after soul possession required years of seclusion even with medicinal aid. With the current situation being a conspiracy against them, how could he afford to rest?

In reality, it was just two choices, but both seemed like dead ends.

Abbot Tongyu's mind raced as he still couldn't decide what to do. Just when things looked dire, a loud explosion echoed in his ears.

Dust and debris erupted from the ground below, flying towards Abbot Tongyu. A heavy stench of death spread everywhere. The Wise Master's pupils constricted; was this a spirit demon?

And an advanced one at that.

Could Lingyao Mountain have hidden allies?

Despite his shock, he couldn't hesitate as the situation demanded action. With a roar, he poured out immense Buddhist energy. His palm struck with even greater force, as if it could tear through mountains.

However, the spirit demon was not afraid. Its eyes turned blood-red, and a loud crack echoed in his ears. Its right arm suddenly grew larger, and it struck back.

"Devil's spawn, you're asking for death!"

The Wise Master was delighted despite the danger. He knew zombies were incredibly powerful but to dare confront his Great Golden Fists with their own strength... he wondered when Lingyao Mountain had allied with Liuhun Valley. After all, this was an advanced spirit demon.

Lin Xuan sighed. If it were Kala Ancient Demon, the monk would have been reduced to a shadow of his former self. The zombie could only hold its arm but couldn't use it effectively.

However, now wasn't the time for contemplation. Lin Xuan's divine sense urged the spirit demon forward.

The monk wouldn't dare confront again; he snorted and struck his head, revealing a staff a dozen feet long.

Lin Xuan noticed intricate patterns at the top of the staff, indicating that it was no ordinary Buddhist treasure but still incredibly powerful.

The monk raised his hands in front of him, changing hand seals. The staff shook, creating countless shadowy images that descended upon the spirit demon's head with great force.

The spirit demon paused as its writhing corpse released a white object, resembling an animal's leg bone. This was Kulu Master's life treasure, filled with intense rage, perfect for the spirit demon to use.

With a flash, it created countless staff shadows that responded to the monk's staff.

One was a Buddhist treasure, and the other a demonic weapon of great evil. They complemented each other well.

However, in terms of power and spiritual energy, the spirit demon clearly fell short compared to his opponent. The Power of Heavenly Corpse Incarnation could still be formidable, but as a demonic creature, it had thick skin and no fear. It was impossible for the Wise Master to defeat him quickly.

Suddenly, Abbot Tongyu was surprised by unexpected help. With both enemies distracted, he breathed a sigh of relief.

Just when he was contemplating his next move, an unfamiliar voice echoed in his ears: "Abbot Tongyu, you go first. I'll handle these two."

Despite his calm exterior, Abbot Tongyu was genuinely startled. The speaker wasn't the spirit demon; could there be other cultivators here? But why hadn't his divine sense detected them? This concealment technique of theirs was too mysterious.
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Tao Xuan calculated the time, it was about half an hour. As a cultivator of the婴 stage, Tao Yun should have fled far away by now.

There was no need for him to stay here any longer; after all, this place was too close to the city of Hao Shi. If several old monsters of the婴 stage were to be attracted here, he would end up in trouble. Tao Xuan's principle when handling matters was never to put himself in danger unless absolutely necessary.

He raised his hands and changed hand seals like a butterfly, creating a series of illusions. He whispered incantations with his lips slightly parted.

The woman in red robes and the wise monk were both secretly alarmed. At this moment, they were no longer fighting against Lin Xuan and the ghostly monster; instead, they were engaged in a two-on-two battle.

That炼 corpse at the婴 stage was still manageable, but before them stood someone whose power was off the charts. Both the monk and the woman had suffered some of his blows without fully understanding who he was.

They tried to break through the black fog with their divine senses, but were always repelled by his mental force. Even when they joined forces, it didn't work.

This left them somewhat alarmed. Despite being only a middle-stage cultivator, his mental power was stronger than the combined efforts of their divine senses.

Seeing Lin Xuan's actions now, the attacks below would be formidable indeed. It would be foolish to directly confront him; after all, Tao Yun had also fled. The person before them seemed much more troublesome. They had no interest in fighting to the death with him.

With similar thoughts, they both withdrew and didn't plan to face his full force head-on. This exactly suited Lin Xuan's intentions.

The spell was complete, and he raised his right hand slowly and solemnly, pointing it forward. Instantly, ghostly wails filled the air as sharp sword energy accompanied hundreds of skeletal ghost shadows that surged towards them.
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Time ticked on, and the atmosphere around the area turned eerie. Lin Xuan practiced both daoist arts and demonic techniques. Although he mostly used daoist methods in his daily life, his current use of demonic secret arts still held considerable power.

The two elders from Li Shi City did not want to force their way; they retreated about a hundred meters away and then activated their protective talismans.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed as his spirit perception called the Corpse Demon back. He then emitted a green glow, transforming into a streak of light that pierced through the sky.

The two did not interfere. They were preoccupied with the ghostly skeletons纠缠, and Lin Xuan's formidable strength also intimidated them.

Though there was no concrete evidence, both felt an inexplicable sense that their opponent had been in control. The recent duel seemed to have been a test rather than a full-scale battle.

Chasing after him would not yield any advantage, so they decided to give up on the pursuit.

Seeing Lin Xuan's figure disappear, the red-robed woman's expression was grim. Turning around, she noticed the wise monk with a contemplative look and couldn't help but ask, "Master, could you have some idea about that person's identity?"

"Yes, I do." The wise monk sighed.

"Oh, then tell me," the red-robed woman's anger turned to interest.

"Actually, this person is someone the lady should know. Don’t you think his cultivation technique seems familiar?"

"You mean..." The red-robed woman was taken aback and then showed a contemplative expression on her face.

"This individual is a demon cultivator, but his abilities are clearly different from those of the old monsters in Lingyun Valley. He bears a striking resemblance to Little Sword Tian."

"Master mentioned this, and I recall those ghostly skeletons did indeed resemble the powers described in Profound Yin Scriptures. But how could that be? Little Sword Tian is the Young Master of Liuyao Palace, and he has never been on good terms with Spirit Herb Mountain. He didn’t even take advantage when our realms attacked him. How could he possibly help us now? Moreover, the guy who just left was an old monster at mid-stage元婴, but I believe Little Sword Tian only became a junior stage元婴 several years ago," the red-robed woman stammered, clearly skeptical.

"Your ladyship is correct; there must be some hidden reason," the wise monk frowned. This incident was complex and certainly not in favor of their city.

"We should leave this for now. We’ll discuss it later when we return to the city." The red-robed woman had no objections as they each used their abilities to head back to Li Shi City.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away on a remote mountain, Lin Xuan was thinking about his next move. He had always been loyal and grateful for his roots, but he wasn't willing to risk his life just yet. After all, he was cautious by nature.

"Should we return to Spirit Herb Mountain?" the young girl asked with concern.

"Not necessarily," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a thoughtful expression. "Let’s see how things develop. If I can help Spirit Herb Mountain, I won’t hesitate, but if the enemy is too strong, I’ll have to stay out of it."

Lin Xuan thought about the hardships he had endured on his path and knew that his life was precious. The young girl sighed in relief when she heard this.

"Thankfully, you think like a wise man," she said.

"I just don’t want to draw too much attention," Lin Xuan nodded and transformed into a streak of light. He circled the city from afar before heading towards Li Shi City.

By evening, he saw the massive city again.

From a distance, it seemed normal, but Lin Xuan could sense an unusual aura in the air. A smile crept onto his face as these guys were indeed cautious. They had partially activated their sect's protective array after this incident.

Lin Xuan did not hide his cultivation and flashed past the entrance. In the past, he could enter freely, but now there were additional restrictions and several cultivators guarding the entrance, including a Law Enforcer at the peak of base stage元婴.

Every entering cultivator had to be checked. Upon seeing Lin Xuan's arrival, everyone was in an uproar. His mid-stage元婴 cultivation was too shocking; as soon as he appeared, all nearby cultivators turned pale with emotions ranging from surprise and envy to fear.

People who were previously queuing for entry now stepped aside. Who would wait for a mid-stage元婴 monster?

Lin Xuan did not hesitate and walked up to the Law Enforcer of Li Shi City, who greeted him respectfully: "Greetings, senior. May I ask your name and sect?"

"Ha! What's my surname or given name? Do you think I need to explain that?" Lin Xuan frowned and spoke with an air of age.

"I apologize, senior, but this city just experienced a major incident, so..." The Law Enforcer explained with a smile. Most mid-stage元婴 cultivators were eccentric, so he did not dare be careless.

"Ah, I see. Well, I won't argue with you. I’m an itinerant cultivator from another state. You wouldn’t recognize me anyway. I want to settle here," Lin Xuan spoke arrogantly.

On the surface, his behavior seemed foolish, but he had a purpose.

"Yes, yes, senior, please take this jade token and mark your blood on it. It’s an order from the elders," the Law Enforcer handed over a small jade token with a smile.

Lin Xuan nodded and entered the city unobtrusively.

"Lord, did you act too boldly?" The young girl's voice echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan was known for his low-key approach; acting so openly now could attract unnecessary attention.

"Don't worry, I’m not hiding my cultivation. A mid-stage元婴 cultivator thinks that being low-key won’t draw attention, but I have my reasons," Lin Xuan explained.

"Oh." The young girl said no more, trusting in Lin Xuan's strategy.

Lin Xuan looked around; the number of cultivators on the streets seemed to have decreased, but there were more Law Enforcers and patrol officers patrolling. Suspicious cultivators were occasionally stopped for questioning. However, no one dared to provoke him.

In the realm of cultivation, might is right. Lin Xuan saw a patrol team approaching and stepped forward, blocking their path.

The cultivators were startled, showing fearful expressions, but the old man remained calm and bowed deeply: "Greetings, senior. What can I do for you?"

This was an elder at the peak of base stage元婴, though his cultivation level was not high, he seemed quite intelligent.

"Nothing in particular. This city is vast; are there any good spirit veins available to outsiders? I’m from another state and want to settle here," Lin Xuan nodded and spoke calmly.

"Of course, welcome! Li Shi City is a haven for itinerant cultivators. All spirit veins can be rented with crystals. You just need to register at that office," the old man smiled warmly.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and transformed into a streak of light, flying away.

The aerial restrictions only affected the area around the city; once inside, they were not an issue.

With his cultivation level, even outside the city, those restrictions would have no effect on him.

Lin Xuan estimated that Spirit Herb Mountain was still under suspicion, but he believed the conflict had not escalated to a critical point yet. He planned to find temporary accommodations in Li Shi City first.

Following the old man's instructions, Lin Xuan soon saw a beautiful building appear before his eyes.
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There were also many cultivators coming and going, making the place seem very busy.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and quickly pinpointed the building he wanted to find. He transformed into a streak of green light and entered a magnificent hall.

Although Wushishi City was currently turbulent, most cultivators didn't care much about it. And since this was a famous cultivation圣地, people came here constantly in search of their own caves.

Upon entering the hall, hundreds of cultivators were immediately visible. Behind the walls was an enormous array disk that slowly rotated, projecting a nearly lifelike scroll depicting mountains and rivers—likely a map of Wushishi City's surroundings, with bright dots marking potential cave sites.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows in interest. But soon, a cultivator wearing an officer’s uniform approached: "Greetings, senior. May I ask if you are looking for a permanent residence here and seeking a cave?"

"Indeed, do you have any good locations?" Lin Xuan said with a cold expression.

"Yes, yes! Senior, your presence is highly welcome in our city. Please follow me to the third floor," the officer said joyfully.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and followed him.

On the second level, there were dozens of cultivators all at the Condensation Core stage. The foremost was an elderly man wearing a law enforcement official’s attire, standing before a stone table where other cultivators were bidding on various items.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show surprise in his eyes.

"Haha, senior, this is your first time visiting our city, right? These cultivators are auctioning off caves," the guide explained with a chuckle.

"Auctioning off caves?"

"Yes. I believe you know that most of us here are free-lancers. For outsiders who wish to reside in the city, there are three ways to obtain a cave."

"Oh, tell me more." Lin Xuan said with interest.

"The first is what you saw below—basically, cultivators at the Foundation Establishment stage don't need top-notch locations. The city has plenty of caves available around it. They can choose their spots and pay in crystal stones for temporary use, usually for thirty to fifty years depending on the quality of the surrounding qi."

"Hmm, that's not too expensive."

"That is indeed the case," the guide said with a slight smile, proud of his city: "Wushishi City is a sanctuary for free-lancers. We understand that compared to sect members, your financial resources are thinner. Thus, while our cave offerings are of high quality, their prices are among the lowest in all of Yanzhou. Moreover, if some of you truly need it, we can recommend tasks that will allow you to use a cave for free."

Lin Xuan was impressed by this and began to understand why Wushishi City could survive amidst the three major forces. It wasn't just about mutual checks and balances; his own strength was considerable too. Otherwise, if only the fat profits were at stake, the three factions might have reached an agreement to divide him.

In matters like renting caves, while they saved on crystal stones, it won them the approval of free-lancers from other regions. They wouldn't scatter in times of danger but would provide support. A Foundation Establishment cultivator wasn’t much, but if there were tens of thousands, even the three major sects would have to think twice.

"What about the second method?" Lin Xuan asked with a raised eyebrow.

"The second is what you are seeing now—suitable for Condensation Core stage cultivators. After forming their golden cores, they become high-ranking cultivators. The city naturally provides caves with better qi, but not just any location can be chosen; it’s an auction, and the highest bidder wins," the guide explained cautiously.

"Even those at the Condensation Core stage have to bid? What about us, at the Core Formation stage?" Lin Xuan said with a slightly grim face.

"This, I am unaware of. When you reach the third floor, the elders will explain it to you."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and remained silent as they ascended to the third level.

This layer was much larger but far less bustling than the previous two levels.

In the small living room, only a few people were present. But Lin Xuan couldn't help but take in a deep breath of cool air; all of them were Core Formation stage cultivators.

There were men and women, five in total.

Upon their arrival, these individuals naturally cast their gazes over him as well.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained blank, his magical power not concealed at all.

The others couldn't help but be greatly alarmed. They hadn’t expected this unremarkable young man to be a Core Formation stage expert.

But soon, their expressions calmed down. While there weren’t many anti-aging techniques suitable for men, they did exist.

It was normal for strangers to size each other up, and Lin Xuan didn't recognize these five powerful figures either. However, when one of them cast his gaze over him, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, and both the infant in his dantian and the demonic infant in his core opened their eyes simultaneously.

A sense of extreme danger.

Lin Xuan was startled but kept a composed exterior. He gave a slight bow to the five before sitting down on an empty chair.

Then he began to casually observe them.

One female cultivator with white hair, extremely old with wrinkles crisscrossing her face. Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling slightly surprised—her appearance should not be so aged even without anti-aging techniques. Could it have something to do with the powers she practiced?

A Taoist carrying a wooden comb.

Two monks who seemed like brothers.

These few individuals, despite their striking appearances and attire, drew his attention. However, Lin Xuan’s apprehension was precisely directed at the last person.

He was a cultivator in his forties, with a square face and large ears, exuding righteousness. Yet, for some reason, Lin Xuan felt that extreme danger emanating from him.

Moreover, there was something familiar about it, as if he had encountered this man before. But the face and body were entirely unfamiliar—could it be an illusion?

The other party had hidden his true appearance.

Especially perplexing to Lin Xuan was that while the infant in his dantian was slightly better off, the demonic infant within his core trembled slightly.

How could that be? Back then, even facing the ancient demon Garo and the spirit fragments of Jinchu, he hadn’t experienced such a situation.
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Lin Xuan kept a wary eye, but his gaze lingered little on the others. His eyes settled into a calm state as he sat and nourished his spirit.

The others naturally didn't speak up either; these old monsters at the Incarnation Stage were all extremely cunning, harboring some degree of caution towards their peers. They remained expressionless, not uttering a word.

After about a tea-cup's worth of time passed, faint footsteps reached Lin Xuan’s ears, and he sensed the presence of an Incarnation Stage spirit power before opening his eyes to look toward the staircase.

Before him was a bald man. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly; as they say, enemies meet by chance. It turned out to be the Buddhist cultivator who had just fought with the Corpse Demon.

Surprise! But Lin Xuan quickly regained composure. He knew his abilities well enough that the other party couldn't possibly recognize him.

His face remained expressionless, as if he had never met this person before. Lin Xuan sat calmly in his chair.

With both wisdom and martial cultivation, his powers were not weak, and with a sharp mind, he held considerable power within Wòshí City. The Vague Spirit Pavilion was a major position, and it fell to him to manage it.

"Namaste, venerable monk. I have something urgent to attend to; please bear with my friend for a moment," said the wise monk with a smile, his hands folded in greeting.

Lin Xuan and others naturally stood up to return the courtesy. Among the six of them were two middle-stage cultivators. The wise monk was both surprised and delighted as he scanned Lin Xuan and the middle-aged man before him without showing any unusual reaction. Moon He finally relaxed; it seemed this guy hadn't recognized Young Master.

"Are all of you here to reside in our city?"

"Yes, otherwise why would we be here?" said a woman with white hair, her voice hoarse as she spoke.

"The venerable and my junior heard that your city has excellent spiritual veins. There are no restrictions on us free cultivators, which is why I came from Jiānzhou all the way," said a gray-robed monk who appeared to be in his thirties but sounded very old.

"Turns out you two are from Jiānzhou. Brother, I apologize for my oversight. Indeed, our city welcomes everyone with open arms and offers great support to outsiders. If you wish to reside here permanently, it would be an excellent choice. Let me show you some suitable caves."

He waved his sleeve, and a palm-sized round disk flew out, spinning rapidly before emitting green light that formed some mountain landscapes.

Similar to what Lin Xuan had seen in the first layer, but much more vivid. There were also glowing points indicating where one could establish a cave.

All Incarnation Stage cultivators' attention was drawn by this.

"How do you find it? Not boasting, but these are all high-grade spiritual veins with abundant spirit energy, which would greatly benefit your cultivation," said the wise monk with a smile.

"Indeed. I've chosen this place. Now, how much does it cost?" asked the woman with wrinkles on her face, pointing toward a low mountain peak in the southeast.

"That's Xiao Yun Peak, Madam. Your keen eye! Although the spirit energy here is not the strongest, there is somedemonessed/witch/goddess, depending on contextpower mixed in, which would suit you well."

"Can you tell me what kind of cultivation technique I practice?" The old woman's eyes widened, her expression turning very unpleasant.

"Haha, Madam Hè, you jest. Back when you were still a Waste Pill Stage cultivator, you made quite a name for yourself. Even though you disappeared for some time, it was said that you received true teachings from the Old Monstrous Leaf. Your appearance has changed so much; I suspect your cultivation of the Withered Leaf Divine Technique is related. Although this technique is orthodox, its power is formidable, and there's a close connection todemonessed/witch/goddess, depending on contextcultivators," said the monk, his face unchanged.

"Ah, you know my background? Thank you for your good intentions, but at my age, I'm used to going solo and have no interest in joining any faction," said the old woman with a frown, showing no interest.

"Ashamed, everyone has their own aspirations. I won't force it, but it's truly regrettable if Madam declines. Not only can you use the cave for free and save on crystal stones, but as an outsider here, you should understand that our city is loosely allied. Even if you become a senior, there would be little administrative work; offerings wouldn't decrease," said the wise monk with some unease.

"Oh, there's such benefits? Free use of caves, offerings, and no involvement in mundane affairs?" Lin Xuan interjected with interest.

"This... it’s not that you can completely avoid mundane tasks. Compared to the elders of major sects, this is much more relaxed. You can ignore minor matters unless our city faces real danger," said the wise monk, looking a bit taken aback as Lin Xuan volunteered, catching him off guard. To prevent spies from infiltrating, only local cultivators could hold significant positions. He had invited the old woman because he knew her well.

He didn't expect her to decline but instead piqued another's interest. The old woman refused but hesitated at the last moment; she was an Incarnation Stage middle-stage cultivator and joining would bring great benefits to Wòshí City. Besides, such high-ranking experts were unlikely to be spies.

After all, even with the three major forces, there weren't many named Incarnate monsters they hadn’t thoroughly investigated.

Of course, he couldn't be certain she had no hidden motives, but given Wòshí City's strength, it shouldn't be too difficult to uncover her background.

With this thought, a smile formed on his lips: "So, friend, you want to join our city?"

"Yes, I'm a free cultivator and used to going solo. After forming my Incarnation, some sects tried to recruit me, but I dislike being bound, so I turned them down. Hearing that your city values freedom..."

"Haha, we welcome such skilled experts with open arms. Where did you come from originally?"

"I’m not a resident of Cloud Province; I came from Green Province," said Lin Xuan with a smile.

Before he finished speaking, another loud voice echoed: "Since joining the city brings many benefits, I'll join as well."
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Phantom Sun Mountain was located west of Mantis Stone City, about a million miles away. It was one of the famous Fire Veins.

The new main hall of Spirit Medicine Mountain was situated here.

Not only did the place have abundant underground fire resources, but it also had quite decent spiritual energy. Originally belonging to a cultivation family, it had been coveted by Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Thus, there was some competition, which wasn't surprising in the world of cultivators where survival of the fittest reigned supreme—killing and robbing, or competing over veins and mines, were common occurrences.

Although Yunzhou was a holy land for cultivation with overall higher levels than Youzhou, it was rife with small sects and families, more numerous than mushrooms after rain.

The family that had occupied Phantom Sun Mountain was merely an average-sized cultivation clan. Although they had several peak Core Formation cultivators, their strength paled in comparison to the two Senior Immortals of Spirit Medicine Mountain.

Knowing their power was inadequate, yet unwilling to give up a land passed down for ten generations, the family elders rejected Spirit Medicine Mountain's suggestion to leave.

Their boldness stemmed from some advantages. First, they had operated here for countless millennia, deeply rooted and with formidable protective arrays. Second, although Spirit Medicine Mountain had Senior Immortals, they were outsiders, while this clan had some local connections.

In short, they had the advantage of timing, location, and support. Thus, they decided to take a gamble.

But Master Xu Yingsheng was a cunning character. Once he realized Phantom Sun Mountain's importance, he knew he must seize it. He had anticipated every possible scenario.

The outcome of their struggle was predictable: while the protective arrays did provide some defense, expected reinforcements never arrived. They had been bought off by Spirit Medicine Mountain with medicinal pills. Consequently, the family that once controlled Phantom Sun Mountain was now under threat from both sides.

"What a tricky situation, Brother," Xu Yingsheng said. "Although it's clear someone is framing you, our sect has long been at odds with Spirit Medicine Palace. They might exploit this to their advantage."

"Indeed, Old Devil Jia has coveted us for a long time. He won't miss such an opportunity. Moreover…" Master Xu Yingsheng smiled bitterly as he continued: "I happened to be in the rubble field and even fought against the two elders of Mantis Stone City. This makes it harder to clear my name."

"Still, we can't blame you; it's just a coincidence," Xu Yingsheng sighed, trying to comfort his comrade.

"But others won't see it that way. Although Mantis Stone City and Spirit Medicine Palace haven't acted yet, they definitely won't let us off the hook."

"What do you suggest, Brother?" While Xu Yingsheng was the top cultivator of Spirit Medicine Mountain in terms of cultivation level, his intelligence couldn't match Master Xu Yingsheng's.

"Things have reached this point. Explanation is futile…" Master Xu Yingsheng looked contemplative and spoke slowly: "Let's ask for aid from the Spirit Control Sect."

"But Brother," Master Xu Yingsheng frowned, "Spirit Medicine Palace wants to eliminate our sect. The Spirit Control Sect isn't any better; although we have a good relationship with them, it's merely mutual exploitation. They're just as bad as Spirit Medicine Palace. Seeking their help now would be like inviting wolves into the fold."

"What do you suggest then?"

"Let me think…" Master Xu Yingsheng tapped his knee with his finger for a long time before his eyes hardened: "We must take a risk and stir up trouble…." He lowered his voice, using secret transmission.

"What? Brother, this is too bold. If we're discovered, our sect will be the target of everyone's anger!" Xu Yingsheng was shocked, rarely losing composure as an Intermediate Stage Senior Immortal.

"Hmph, if not now, when? As they say, fortune and misfortune come from danger! To resolve crises, sometimes one must take risks," Master Xu Yingsheng's face contorted into a sinister grin.

"Alright, but we must carefully select the disciples for this task. There can be no room for error." Xu Yingsheng's expression was grim as he finally sighed in agreement with his comrade.

Although it was a risky move, if executed well, it might indeed help resolve their crisis.

"This is natural; I'll personally choose them."

In the following months, southern Yunzhou, centered around Mantis Stone City, became unstable. A series of major events unfolded.

Master Xu Yingsheng's robbery of shops in Mantis Stone City, though efforts were made to suppress the news, still spread, causing a stir.

The shop was operated by Spirit Medicine Palace; Master Xu Yingsheng had such nerve! However, some dismissed it as absurd and suspected someone was framing him.

But their debate didn't last long. More shocking events followed.

First, several properties of the Spirit Control Sect were attacked, resulting in dozens of low-level disciples' deaths. Survivors reported that attackers wore clothes with Spirit Medicine Palace's insignia.

Spirit Medicine Palace denied it; they hadn't done anything. Even if there was a dispute between the two sects, attacking dozens of灵动期 disciples wouldn't make sense.

Nonetheless, relations between the two major sects became tense.

That afternoon, another small family allied with Phantom Soul Valley was also wiped out. Although this family had only a dozen members, they were still protected by Phantom Soul Valley. As the saying went, "Even a dog's owner matters."

This act didn't harm Phantom Soul Valley's strength but was like slapping them in the face.

The bodies were destroyed by fire bombs, leaving no clues at the scene. However, someone claimed that Spirit Control Sect cultivators had been seen nearby before the incident.

Considering the three major sects' animosity and lack of unity, everyone began to speculate.

And this was just the beginning.

Over the next few days, attacks on personnel or properties of Spirit Medicine Palace and Mantis Stone City occurred frequently.

Not only did these events affect them; several other sects within a million miles radius were also targeted. The identities of the attackers remained unclear.

Phantom Sun Mountain, Phantom Soul Valley, Spirit Medicine Palace, and Mantis Stone City seemed to be the culprits, as if they were retaliating against each other, leading to chaos. However, closer analysis revealed that all attacks shared a common trait: their targets were low-level cultivators. So far, no peak Core Formation cultivator had been injured, explaining why these attacks succeeded.

The situation was complex, but every sect in southern Yunzhou felt threatened. Suspicion and distrust spread everywhere.

With these events as background, Master Xu Yingsheng's shop robbery didn't seem so significant anymore. Most people began to believe he was indeed framed.

Spirit Medicine Mountain breathed a sigh of relief.

Lin Xuan heard the news and marveled at it.

Unlike other sects, although Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure, he was about 70% certain that this was his mentor's doing—using poison to counter poison, employing risky strategies to resolve crises. Lin Xuan felt pleased.

Although he didn't have much attachment to Spirit Medicine Mountain, as it was where he once trained, he still wanted to help the sect out of its crisis without needing to take any action himself. He found this development quite convenient; originally, he had returned to Mantis Stone City to aid Spirit Medicine Mountain, but now, staying here seemed like a good idea.

Apart from the good spiritual vein, the city was bustling with cultivators, offering various valuable items. Although Lin Xuan had only been in Yunzhou for a few days, he felt lost and decided to stay put, waiting for opportunities.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't idle; his first task was to try condensing a demon core again. Success would increase his strength slightly, allowing him to continue practicing Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

However, before that, Lin Xuan planned to do one more thing: eliminate the Fang cultivator.

During his time at Spirit Soul Pavilion, he had felt an extremely dangerous presence from this person. Moreover, they had chosen a cave near his own, clearly harboring ill intentions.

Although there hadn't been any suspicious actions recently, Lin Xuan still felt uneasy. As the saying went, "A bed is not safe when someone else sleeps in it." He needed to remove this threat to focus on cultivation.
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Gan Qing could not act rashly near the cave dwelling. It would attract too much attention from the heavens. The other party's minor actions were likely driven by the same thought.

This matter couldn't be rushed; either it was done or it wasn’t, and if so, it had to succeed at once.

Lin Xuan patiently waited.

Of course, during this time, he wouldn’t be idle. Although he dared not close his eyes for a life-and-death test, he could still meditate and practice. Lin Xuan took out the Heaven Essence Array Book and began reading in detail.

The complex array described within was incredibly intricate, and Lin Xuan quickly became engrossed.

Of course, mastering such techniques wasn’t something that could be achieved overnight. Lin Xuan started with the simplest ones first.

In the炼器室 (Alchemy Workshop).

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, with various materials placed in front of him—mostly玄晶铁母 (Cosmic Crystal Iron Core), none of which were rare treasures.

What he was trying to refine now was the Three Talents Eight Trigrams Array. As its name suggested, it combined the basic Three Talents Array and the Eight Trigrams Array.

According to the array book, once successfully refined, its power could surpass that of a medium-grade array technique by a notch.

Although such grade of setup tools were of little help to his current stage of cultivation—婴灵期 (Incubation Spirit Stage)—they served well for practice.

The myriad arts of cultivation, the path of arrays was profound. Lin Xuan certainly didn’t claim to be an expert but had spent decades studying and refining his skills, which gave him some insights. Even when he refined a medium-grade array flag before, he only failed three or four times at most.

However, this time, while exploring the Heaven Essence Array Book, even a simple Three Talents Eight Trigrams Array took Lin Xuan over seven days to fail nearly 20 times.

If it were someone else, they might have grown impatient by now. But Lin Xuan was naturally tenacious. As the saying goes, good things come after much effort; this little difficulty meant nothing. He had spent three years in the Incubation Spirit Stage before.

Lin Xuan wasn’t anxious but secretly delighted. The more challenging it was, the better it demonstrated the power of complex arrays.

Once he thoroughly understood this book, it would undoubtedly benefit his cultivation path immensely.

Since the Cosmic Crystal Iron Core didn’t cost much in crystal stones, he wouldn’t mind failing repeatedly.

With that thought, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped his storage bag. The Heaven Essence Array Book appeared as his spiritual sense delved into it.

Lianzhī…

Lin Xuan put down the jade cylinder and cast another spell. A piece of metal about the size of an infant’s fist flew to him, still emitting a dark luster.

This was the Iron Core.

Most spirit artifacts required this substance, though Lin Xuan had long lost interest in it. However, for refining array flags now, he needed it.

Speaking of setup tools, like spiritual artifacts and magical treasures, the more powerful they were, the rarer their materials. This also highlighted the benefits of complex arrays.

For example, combining two high-grade arrays could yield a power comparable to ancient forbidden arrays.

While there was ongoing research on such arrays, the materials required for them were incredibly rare. Even ordinary array mages would find it hard to gather them with support from major sects. But gathering the materials needed for two high-grade arrays was much easier.

This alone made Lin Xuan envious.

Of course, these thoughts were too intangible now. He hadn’t even figured out how to make a simple Three Talents Eight Trigrams Array.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan shook his head and cast aside the distractions. He opened his mouth, and a fine flame emerged—his long-practiced infant fire—which easily melted the Iron Core.

Next, he flicked his sleeves, and a burst of light flew out, transforming into two greenish hands.

Unlike the strange claws used in combat, these hands were delicate and graceful, especially their fingers, which were incredibly nimble.

One hand caught the molten Iron Core, spreading it flat on its palm. The other hand flexed its fingers, either tapping or picking at it as if kneading dough.

In less than a cup of tea, a short rod about half a foot long and thinner than his little finger appeared in front of him.

Lin Xuan nodded. He then slowly raised his left hand, and fine spiritual energy shot out from the tip of his fingers, striking the Iron Core-turned-short-rod.

Some seemingly simple yet somewhat arcane patterns emerged on its surface.

Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely serious; this step was crucial and difficult in array flag refinement. Most failures stopped here, so he could not afford to be careless.

This carving required great precision; even a small mistake would render all his efforts futile.

After over half an hour, Lin Xuan finally exhaled. Diligence paid off; despite failing 18 times before, this time was successful.

Next, Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense moved slightly, and the jade box in front of him automatically opened to reveal a strange blue thread.

"Quick."

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and those threads flew into the air, weaving about. Soon, a palm-sized small flag appeared in his sight.

Lin Xuan cast several spells,

Thus, after countless efforts, the first array flag for the Three Talents Eight Trigrams Array was finally completed.

Lin Xuan’s face was filled with joy.

On the surface, it seemed unremarkable, but its impact was profound. It wasn’t inferior to mastering astonishing techniques like the Green Illusion Profound Fire; because this flag's successful creation meant Lin Xuan had opened the door to complex arrays.

Although just at the beginning, this skill would significantly aid his survival in the cultivation world.

Previously, Senior Immortal Tongyǔ could repel two powerful cultivators with mere talismans. The power of complex arrays was undoubtedly stronger than those mysterious talismans.

Lin Xuan toyed with the array flag in his hand, a relieved smile on his lips. Suddenly, his expression changed as he stood up and put away the items on the ground before slowly walking outside.

The cave dwelling door opened, revealing several layers of light shields.

Lin Xuan had his defenses fully activated; he wasn’t negligent at all. A flame was blocked by one of them.

A transmission talisman.

Lin Xuan felt slightly surprised. Although he was a named elder in Hoshí City, it was merely for external display and intimidation. Lin Xuan knew that for an unknown cultivator like him, the other party wouldn’t trust him much, so they wouldn’t assign any tasks either.

Suddenly receiving a transmission talisman—what could be going on?

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with curiosity. After Immortal Tongyǔ took his risky move, the crisis at Spirit Medicine Mountain was resolved, but the entire southern part of Cloud Province remained turbulent. It wasn’t strange for fires to break out here and there.

Lin Xuan tapped his storage bag and took out several tokens, then deactivated the defenses as the flame flew into his palm. His spiritual sense delved in.

"Surprisingly, nothing was said; they just asked me to attend a meeting. That’s rather unusual," Lin Xuan mumbled to himself before transforming into a streak of light heading towards Hoshí City.
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An hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at the Vast Smoke Pavilion. After presenting his identity token, he was respectfully led in by a beautiful female cultivator of the Condensation Core stage.

Lin Xuan looked around at the magnificent building. This was the first time he had come to one of the city’s important places, so he naturally felt a bit curious.

"Ha ha, Daoist friend Lin has arrived. Please have a seat."

A kind voice greeted him, and turning his head, Lin Xuan saw an elderly man in white robes with a youthful appearance and a crane-like figure.

His cultivation was also not weak; he was actually a late-stage Core Formation cultivator. His eyes flickered with divine light as he opened and closed them. Although his realm had yet to break through, it could be said that one foot was already in the later stage.

Although Lin Xuan hadn’t met him before, from his cultivation alone, he could easily deduce the identity of this person.

"Grand Elder," Lin Xuan greeted with a bow.

"Haha, there’s no need for such formalities. Please sit down."

The old man stroked his beard and smiled slightly.

Originally, he was quite displeased about the clever monk taking matters into his own hands without permission. However, after observing him for these few days, this person had indeed shown no unusual actions, and his identity had been confirmed.

Although his origins were mysterious, he was definitely not a cultivator from Yunzhou. This alone was enough to make him a suitable outsider, with no reason to harm the city.

Lin Xuan nodded and sat down on a chair. A maidservant promptly served him some fragrant tea. Taking a sip, Lin Xuan found it quite good, but his purpose for coming wasn’t just to drink: "Grand Elder, may I ask..."

"Daoist friend, there’s no need to rush. Once Daoist Fang arrives, I will tell you both," the old man said with a smile.

"Daoist Fang?" Lin Xuan’s heart skipped a beat as he caught a glimpse of something unusual in his eyes. Could it be that same Daoist Fang who had joined the city?

The Daoist Fang smiled and continued: "Both of your intentions are commendable, so I will come straight to the point. In the southern part of this city lies Yunling Mountain, which stretches for miles and has quite a bit of qi. Although it’s not suitable for establishing a cave dwelling, there are many rare flowers and strange plants, as well as some beasts that reproduce there. The strongest among them is no more than the third stage."

"Both of you should know that this city is a gathering place for scattered cultivators. Apart from those assigned to specific duties who receive some offerings annually, other cultivators must find their own resources for cultivation. Thus, many Core Formation and Foundation Establishment cultivators venture there every year," Lin Xuan nodded in agreement.

This wasn’t strange at all; for cultivators, the most important thing after seclusion was finding various heavenly treasures and earthly materials.

After all, cultivation resources were just as crucial to them as spiritual roots. Back when he was young, his资质 had been abysmal, but with the help of medicinal pills, his cultivation had still progressed smoothly.

Scattered cultivators had no tree to take shelter under, so they could only seek out various heavenly treasures and earthly materials on their own.

"Although Yunling Mountain doesn’t have any extremely rare treasures, it’s abundant in ordinary spiritual herbs. The beasts there are mostly of low levels, making it a fruitful place for lower-stage cultivators. However, not long ago, strange fog suddenly appeared, and all the Daoists who entered vanished without a trace. Initially, the fog emerged from a small hill but has since spread to cover half of Yunling Mountain."

"Have any city officials investigated this?" Lin Xuan asked.

Of course there had been. The Grand Elder shook his head with a bitter smile: "Initially, we didn’t pay much attention when someone reported it because such toxic mists are not uncommon in spiritual mountains. However, things became strange later on. Even if the fog contained powerful creatures, hundreds of cultivators shouldn’t have all perished; no survivors returned. So, we sent a five-person team of enforcers led by Master Nephew Ma, who was at late-stage Core Formation. But after less than an hour, their life talismans shattered."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Life talismans were special magical tools that could establish a connection once recognized. If the owner perished, the talisman would shatter as well.

"Grand Elder, you called us here for," Lin Xuan said with a frown, somewhat displeased.

Although Daoist Fang didn’t say anything, his face turned grim.

After all, although they weren’t sure what was in the fog, its danger was evident.

As an honorary grand elder of White Stone City, Lin Xuan wasn’t unwilling to lend a hand, but he had one condition: it needed to be relatively easy. The strange fog had already claimed hundreds of lives, and Lin Xuan didn’t have much interest in investigating further.

Seeing their expressions, the Grand Elder knew what they were thinking. He sighed: "I know this mission is dangerous, but none of the deceased cultivators reached beyond Core Formation stage. Their abilities can’t compare to yours. If you two work together, there shouldn’t be any major issues. Of course, I won’t let you go for nothing. If this task is completed within a century and unless the city faces a life-and-death crisis, both of you will be able to enjoy your offerings without handling any mundane affairs."

"Ah?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; it was a good offer, but he wouldn’t agree easily.

Daoist Fang remained silent, his expression cold.

The Grand Elder was annoyed. A few embarrassed expressions flashed across his face before quickly fading: "If the two of you think this condition isn’t enough, feel free to make more requests. As long as they are within our capabilities, the city will do its best to fulfill them."

This was exactly what Lin Xuan had been waiting for.

Since the demon infant隐患 hadn’t been completely resolved, his current focus was on the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. The last time he tried condensing a demonic core, it failed because the Poison Dragon Tea no longer worked on him. Lin Xuan urgently needed new body-building pills to assist with his cultivation.

Over these days, he had already visited White Stone City several times—fairs, underground auctions, and rare treasures were plentiful, but there weren’t any suitable for his needs.

Seeing this as an opportunity, Lin Xuan was ready to make a big request: "Daoist friend, I don’t have many requirements. I just need some body-building pills that are beneficial to Core Formation cultivators. If you can provide two or three, I won’t mind going on this mission."

The white-robed old man looked surprised: "Did I hear correctly? Daoist friend really wants a Core Formation stage body-building pill formula?"

It was indeed strange; although there were many schools of cultivation, most focused on magical power and magical treasures. Only those who cultivated beasts or some Buddhist sects would exercise their bodies. Although Lin Xuan’s abilities hadn’t been seen before, the qi fluctuations revealed him to be a genuine Daoist. He had never heard that Daoist cultivators practiced body-building.

"What you need is for your own reasons," Lin Xuan said again with a hint of dissatisfaction through his mind.

"There’s no problem; we can provide several pill formulas. Of course, they are not available now, but I will give them to you upon your return," the old man promised.

"Very well." Lin Xuan agreed without hesitation. He trusted that the old man wouldn’t break his word: "Daoist friend, if this is so straightforward, I’ll take on this mission."

Although the changes in Yunling Mountain were likely significant, taking a risk for the sake of pill formulas was worth it. After experiencing many storms, Lin Xuan didn’t believe he would be caught off guard.

The real concern was his teammate. This was also an opportunity to eliminate him. If something happened in the fog, no one would suspect anything, and the excuse was perfect.

With the隐患 removed, he could return with the pill formulas and continue his cultivation. Such a win-win situation was hard to refuse, so Lin Xuan agreed generously.

The old man nodded satisfactorily: "Daoist Fang, what do you need?"
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Lin Xuan hesitated slightly. With his nearly peerless divine consciousness and the secret techniques he had learned, it was not impossible for him to eavesdrop on their conversation even if they were using sound transmission threads. However, after considering, he decided against it.

After all, he didn't know anything about Fang's background, and that old monster wasn't someone one could easily deal with. If Fang somehow detected his attempt at eavesdropping, it would be a case of making things worse by trying to improve them.

He decided not to take the risk. After all, this time, he had prepared to eliminate the Fang guy anyway. If there was an opportunity, he would use Soul-Pricking Technique on him.

With his curiosity fading, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to rest. A meal's worth of time passed by.

"Senior Elder Hai, since you've agreed to our request, I have no choice but to go around and check the area," a clear voice said with evident joy.

"I won't break my promise; I will fulfill your commitment when I return. But I wonder when you two plan to depart."

"It doesn't matter to me. You can leave whenever you want."

"Since that's the case, why don't we make it today? Let's set off now," proposed the man named Fang.

"Very well." Lin Xuan nodded in agreement with a very agreeable expression.

"Friends, your actions are swift and decisive. I wish you a safe journey and hope to see both of you return soon."

With the Elder Hai's words, Lin Xuan left the Hailian Pavilion and flew towards Yunling Mountain alongside the man named Fang.

Their cultivation levels were so high that their light formations moved incredibly fast. In just half a day, they arrived at a vast mountain range stretching for miles in every direction. The landscape was lush with abundant spiritual energy.

"This is it," Lin Xuan said with surprise as he looked at the mountains before him. He had expected this place to be deserted, but there were still many cultivators coming and going.

"According to my map, this should be Yunling Mountain." The man named Fang observed his surroundings with a similar expression of Lin Xuan's.

Although they each harbored their own intentions, on the journey so far, they had been quite amiable. They hadn't revealed any hostility that might make Fang alert and suspicious.

Lin Xuan thought to himself, both of them were cunning individuals who could be dangerous if provoked. Although he believed this was Yunling Mountain now, for safety's sake, they decided to ask others for confirmation.

With his eyes closed, Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness and quickly located a few cultivators nearby.

His figure flashed into a streak of light as it flew towards the left side.

Meanwhile, the man named Fang, who had remained in place, wore an aura of righteousness that vanished, replaced by a hint of malice: "Back then, you ruined my plans in Youzhou. I never thought we would meet again in Yunzhou. This is fate's way of saying your luck has run out."

Lin Xuan was surprised to find this old man was the Blood Demon Sovereign and Red Silk Fairy from ancient times.

This person had a unique demonic technique that involved fusing his body with that of a beast, becoming half-human and half-beast.

After some reason, he had been sealed for a million years. When he woke up, unable to move, he used the Soul-Infusion Technique as bait to lure two condensation period elders from Lingyao Mountain into a deal where they would use low-ranking cultivators as blood sacrifices in exchange for restoring his power.

However, Lin Xuan had discovered and killed them both.

Later, when Tian Xiaojian accidentally entered his lair, he was caught by the Extreme Demon Sovereign. The two old monsters had come to an agreement—using each other's strengths.

The Extreme Demon Sovereign could be considered a genius from ancient times, but the Blood Demon lived for a million years, known for his cruelty and cunning that rivaled even the Nine-Tailed Fox.

After some scheming, he fell into the Blood Demon's trap. However, this man was more shameless; he had even collaborated with the Soul Phantom. If not for him, the Extreme Demon Sovereign might have been able to avoid it.

Though they hadn't met in person, Lin Xuan knew what he looked like through the two Lingyao Mountain elders who were controlled by this old man. On that day, when they met again at the Spiritless Temple, Lin Xuan was startled.

After a hundred years, he remembered the Blood Demon had been just a condensation period cultivator back then. Now, however, he was an advanced Soul-Infusion Stage.

Was it possible? This guy's level of advancement was unheard of. Could this be a Golden Immortal reborn?

The Blood Demon was initially not planning to seek revenge on Lin Xuan; after all, the latter had become much stronger than before and didn't need such an enemy.

Despite his bloodthirsty nature, the Blood Demon Sovereign knew how to assess situations.

However, something happened that changed his mind.

It turned out that Lin Xuan's Soul-Infusion Technique was obtained by prying into the minds of two traitors after he had killed them. The techniques those traitors possessed were taught by the Blood Demon himself.

On the surface, it seemed the Blood Demon Sovereign offered these unique techniques to buy their loyalty since his body couldn't move and he needed large amounts of cultivators' flesh to restore his strength.

However, there was more to it than that.

In ancient times, this man was a notorious demon who had no qualms about anything. After practicing the bizarre technique that fused human and beast bodies, he became half-human and half-beast. Consuming other cultivators' golden cores and Soul-Infusion Stage bodies greatly benefited him as an evolved creature.

However, true spiritual elixirs weren't just Soul-Infusion Stages; they were the Spirit Infusion Technique's fully matured spirit-infused entities.

This was a strange point. The spirit-infused entity was merely a clever workaround with lesser powers compared to a true Soul-Infusion Stage. Why did it have such significant benefits? The reason remained unknown.

So, he had deceived those traitors by telling them to practice the Spirit Infusion Technique; his intentions were as simple as planting spiritual elixirs. Even if they didn't die at Lin Xuan's hands, once their spirit-infused entities formed, they would surely be consumed and devoured alive by the Blood Demon.

After the world-altering changes, he had come to Yunzhou and lured several condensation period cultivators into practicing the Spirit Infusion Technique. However, only a few managed to form spirit-infused entities, and all of them eventually died at his hands.

The Blood Demon found this method too time-consuming and labor-intensive compared to seeking other spiritual elixirs with less effort.

However, meeting Lin Xuan brought him great joy.

Though he had never practiced the Spirit Infusion Technique himself, he was sensitive to the effects it had on beasts. This guy not only had a mid-stage Soul-Infusion Stage but also a fully matured spirit-infused entity.

For him, this was an irresistible temptation. A simple spirit-infused entity already greatly benefited him, and the technique clearly stated that one needed both a soul-infusion stage and spirit-infused entity to be the best candidate for such a spiritual elixir.

This elixir had no benefits for other cultivators but would have almost unimaginable effects on his half-human, half-beast form. He was stuck at mid-stage Soul-Infusion Stage for a long time, and eating this elixir could definitely advance him to the Great Immortal stage.

The thought of it was so tempting that Lin Xuan was like an elixir for him.

After all, candidates with both soul-infusions were rare; yin-yang energy couldn't coexist in cultivators' bodies. It was said that one needed a secret technique called Yin-Yang Technique to solve this problem.

However, even during ancient times, few cultivators knew the Yin-Yang Technique, and those who did were almost all powerful. The Blood Demon himself wasn't proficient in it either.

Over these years, he had heard that neither Youzhou nor his newly arrived world had ever heard of the Yin-Yang Technique; it seemed to have long been lost.

This elixir required both a soul-infusion stage and spirit-infused entity from the same person. After losing hope when the Yin-Yang Technique was lost, he never expected this.

Now, it was an unexpected windfall. Killing this guy would allow him to advance to Great Immortal.

Such an opportunity couldn't be missed, but he knew he shouldn't act rashly. The man before him wasn't a soft target; not only was he at the same cultivation stage as himself, but he also had both soul-infusions and spirit-infused entities.

Although his spirit-infused entity might not match that of a true Soul-Infusion Stage cultivator in power, their combined strength couldn't be underestimated.

Still, given his higher cultivation level and the powerful techniques and evil artifacts he possessed, he believed he could still have a chance against this guy even if it was a mid-stage Soul-Infusion Stage.

This old man's patience was legendary; he joined Stone City despite not knowing the reason but to make things easier for himself.

He waited until Lin Xuan arrived before joining, hoping to avoid unnecessary conflicts with other Soul-Infusion Stage cultivators around them. However, this time, they were alone, and the opportunity had finally come into his hands.
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Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator. He had seen through countless plots and schemes in his lifetime, even if he didn't know the identity of the Fang cultivator who was a blood demon, he had long noticed this old man.

Both sides were scheming against each other, but on the surface, they appeared to be getting along perfectly well.

Lin Xuan went off to ask for directions. A flash of light later, several cultivators suddenly appeared before him. There were both men and women, with varying levels of cultivation, all at the Foundation Establishment stage.

They flew slowly, constantly chatting among themselves. When Lin Xuan suddenly appeared in front of them, their expressions changed dramatically. The more impatient ones immediately reached out to summon a spiritual artifact.

Lin Xuan paid no attention as an incredibly powerful pressure emanated from his body. Several cultivators felt their bodies weaken and almost tumbled down from the sky.

Fortunately, this pressure dissipated quickly, but they were already drenched in sweat.

"Senior, please instruct us," said an old man with a full head of wrinkles, bowing deeply as he approached Lin Xuan. "We are the Seven Companions of Cloud Mountain. Please tell us what you need."

With his late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivation, the old man couldn't perceive Lin Xuan's true strength.

However, that pressure was not from someone at the Condensation Core stage; it must be one of those legendary Infant Soul cultivators, thought the old man with a look of fear and extreme respect on his face.

"Is this Mount Yunling?"

"Yes," the old man nodded, slightly surprised. "Why such an obvious question? I heard that strange mists appeared in the mountains recently, none of which returned alive. It's extremely dangerous. How can you still dare to come here with your low cultivation?"

The old man sighed. "Senior, you see, we are all rootless cultivators without any sects or clans protecting us. Our power is weak, and we earn very little in a year. The Yunling Mountain has many spirit herbs, which is our only source of sustenance. As long as we don't enter the strange mists, there shouldn't be much danger."

Lin Xuan nodded. Although he was now one of the top cultivators in the human world, he had once been a small cultivator and understood the hardships of being a rootless cultivator.

"Alright,"

Lin Xuan's expression suddenly changed as if something unexpected occurred to him. He had just used his divine sense to scan the area and sensed nearly a thousand cultivators nearby.

Even without the strange mists, there shouldn't have been so many cultivators here. Yunling Mountain was indeed a good place for low-stage cultivators, but there were other places like Stone City with better resources.

The presence of these cultivators indicated that something was amiss.

"You're lying."

A small Foundation Establishment cultivator dared to deceive him?

Lin Xuan's face flashed with a trace ofevil spirit气息. The old man, despite his low cultivation, was cunning and immediately understood he had been caught in a lie. Without hesitation, he knelt down and begged for mercy.

"Senior, please don't be angry," the old man said hurriedly. "I will tell you the real reason."

"No need."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. "I didn't want to kill anyone, but you forced my hand."

With a cold voice, a beam of light shot out from his finger and transformed into a green hand.

It grabbed the old man's head.

Although Mo Nian was unwilling to die, he had no chance against such a small Foundation Establishment cultivator. Lin Xuan then began to use soul manipulation techniques.

Lin Xuan didn't need to be heartless; after all, he had given them a chance.

If this guy had been honest, maybe he would have given him some crystals as compensation. But playing tricks on him was asking for trouble.

Soon, Lin Xuan got the result he wanted. The green hand turned into flames, and the old man fainted completely. Six others witnessed it all, trembling in fear.

No one dared to intervene; they had sworn to stick together through thick and thin, but who would take such a vow seriously?

"Go," Lin Xuan's voice was calm. He wasn't a cruel killer; he only punished the old man for lying. The other six cultivators remained silent as Lin Xuan didn't blame them.

"Senior, you really forgive us?" said a scholar-like man in his twenties.

The others were both shocked and relieved but mostly fearful.

"Hmph, do I need to deceive you all?" Lin Xuan's face darkened. "Do you want to stay here?"

The cold words sent shockwaves through the six cultivators. They didn't dare to say anything more and scattered quickly.

"Should we let them go? This is an old grudge. Are you afraid they might seek revenge one day?"

Stupid girl, while compassion for enemies can prevent future troubles, it depends on the situation. A few Foundation Establishment cultivators are nothing; I don't think they will ever have the qualifications to seek revenge.

That's true," Mo Yue nodded. She had been overly worried. Even if these guys managed to reach the Infant Soul stage, it would take many years, and she and her master were likely already in the Spirit Realm by then.

Thinking of the Spirit Realm made Mo Yue think about Xiao Xue Fox. How was that little guy doing? If he met him again, his cultivation might even surpass hers. She had to work harder.

Mo Yue's thoughts turned as the seven companions of Cloud Mountain faced new trouble.

Moyan used to be a penniless scholar who failed many times in exams. He accidentally obtained a shallow cultivation technique from a fortune-telling book and eventually embarked on the path of cultivation.

He encountered many hardships but managed to successfully establish his Foundation. If he were still in Kuizhou, he might have lived a carefree life, but in Yunzhou, there were too many powerful cultivators and numerous major sects. A lone Foundation Establishment cultivator was insignificant.

Frequently bullied, Moyan eventually befriended several other rootless cultivators and formed the Seven Companions of Cloud Mountain to look out for each other, improving their situation somewhat, but it remained difficult.

His greatest wish in this life was to condense his essence.

With that, he wouldn't have to worry about being bullied as a rootless cultivator. He could even marry into an average family and rise to prominence.

However, the reality was harsh.

Recently, Moyan heard of strange mists appearing on Yunling Mountain, which had many treasures. According to reliable information, these were remnants of ancient cultivators' sites that had been sealed in the mountains but reappeared after the seals failed.

There were medicinal pills, treasure artifacts, cultivation techniques, and rare materials that had long vanished. If he could obtain just a little bit, his cultivation resources would no longer be an issue, giving him hope to condense his essence.

Knowing how difficult it was for him to snatch these treasures, Moyan still couldn't resist the temptation of such valuable rewards. He decided to take a risk with his seven brothers and see if they could succeed.

Prosperity comes from taking risks; this principle applied in cultivation as well.

However, when he arrived at Yunling Mountain, he was surprised. He thought there wouldn't be many cultivators here due to the strange mists, but it seemed more than before. Had the news leaked out?

The seven brothers exchanged glances, their faces dark with worry.

Fortunately, they used their divine senses and found that most of them were low-stage cultivators—Foundation Establishment or even some at the Spirit Flowing stage. There were few Condensation Core experts, which was a relief. If this situation persisted, they still had a chance to obtain treasures as long as the gap wasn't too large; luck played an important role.

But their hopes were dashed when another Infant Soul cultivator appeared and started looking for them. These old monsters would never let them get any of the treasures.

Fortunately, Moyan didn't know about the secret yet, so he took a risky step by not revealing it but ended up in a disastrous situation.

Now that he had saved his life, what should he do? Alone and weak, should he still go for the treasure?

Moyan hesitated. Suddenly, his eyes glinted with malice. "I can't just return empty-handed. There are still many Spirit Flowing stage disciples here. Even if this guy is poorer than me, killing him might yield a few crystals."

Remember that Stone City was a hub for rootless cultivators and had rules against random killings or taking treasures without permission; otherwise, severe punishments would be imposed.

High-stage cultivators didn't care much about such rules, but they still constrained low-stage cultivators.

However, in Yunling Mountain, with so many mixed characters, who would know if he killed this person?

Moyan thought fiercely and quickly identified his target. A young man wearing a white robe, around twenty years old, with sharp eyes and a handsome face, looked like someone from a noble family.

But his cultivation was only at the late Spirit Flowing stage.

"Hmph, must be a disciple from a clan with poor spiritual roots."

Moyan was delighted. This guy had low cultivation but a wealthy background; robbing him would yield substantial gains.

He used his divine sense to scan the area and found no one else nearby. He licked his lips as he slowly approached.
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The scene unfolds with Mo Nian, who was attempting to rob a young man named Tian Xiaojian. Tian Xiaojian, holding a magic pen and inkstone in his possession, had arrived at Hua Shi City not long ago. He was currently sitting on the ground, when he suddenly heard strange clouds rising from Yun Ling Mountain.

Mo Nian, who was attempting to rob him, was a base-level cultivator. His eyes widened as he saw Tian Xiaojian's magic pen and inkstone. Without hesitation, Mo Nian tried to snatch them away but was met with a swift response from the young man.

Tian Xiaojian, aware of Mo Nian’s intentions, immediately reacted. He flicked his sleeves, releasing a deep dark aura that enveloped the magic pen known as 'Huo Mo Pen'. The pen instantly melted under this pressure.

Mo Nian was shocked and frightened, realizing he had made a grave mistake. He quickly knelt down and begged for mercy: "Senior, please spare my life! I did not mean to offend you; I just didn't know that so many cultivators of the Yuan Xin stage would be in Yun Ling Mountain."

Tian Xiaojian paused for a moment before slowly retracting his hand. He replied, "You say there are other cultivators of the Yuan Xin stage here?"

Mo Nian was taken aback by this question and quickly explained, "I did not mean to offend you; I just didn't know that so many cultivators of the Yuan Xin stage would be in Yun Ling Mountain."

Tian Xiaojian smiled faintly. He knew Mo Nian had underestimated him, but he decided to let it slide for now.

Meanwhile, back at the main hall, the Elder of Li Yue Sect was pleased with Tian Xiaojian's initiative and allowed him to go out to investigate further. Tian Xiaojian understood that this mission would not only help him gain recognition within the sect but also provide an opportunity to hone his mental fortitude.

As for Mo Nian, he had underestimated Tian Xiaojian’s abilities and paid a heavy price for it. The young man was now left trembling in fear as he begged for forgiveness.

The passage ends with a postscript congratulating a fellow reader, Zilun Moonlight, on their progress in cultivation and expressing the author's continued efforts to improve.
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"Seven, just now I almost lost my life to that wind," Mo Nianxun said, spitting out saliva. He spoke with a lingering sense of fear.

"Oh?" Tiao Xiaojian supported his chin with his hand and showed interest on his face.

Mo Nian exhaled in relief as he hurriedly tried to recount his experience, hoping the old monster before him would be pleased and spare him.

Unfortunately, this was just his delusion. A mocking expression curled at the corner of Tiao Xiaojian's mouth. "Mo, I have no interest in listening to your chatter here. Can't you recall your own soul?"

Mo Nian was greatly alarmed; his face lost all its color despite knowing that his chances were slim. He reached into his waistband and took out a soil-dodging talisman. This was an item he had bought with years of savings, though he didn’t want to part with it.

Tiao Xiaojian watched him with a smile, showing no intention of stopping him.

Mo Nian, puzzled yet elated, revealed the talisman.

A faint sound reached his ears as if the effect of his talisman had been nullified. A terrifying monster appeared before his eyes.

The creature was over ten feet tall, exuding dense阴气, and its appearance was bizarre. At first glance, it seemed to be a combination of a bear, a lion, a dragon, and Ma Ya.

"Ghost Beast," Mo Nian's voice trembled as he nearly fainted in fear. "Are you from Li Hai Valley?"

A ghost beast, by name, is a monster from the阴司界, but unlike the妖族 in this world, no matter how powerful a ghost beast may be, it lacks spirit intelligence.

However, through certain secret techniques, they can be tamed by阴魂 or ghost dao cultivators. Of course, as the master, their realm must be at least equal to that of the ghost beast, and preferably superior.

Taming a peer-level ghost beast is extremely difficult. The ghost beast before Tiao Xiaojian was an early-stage wu yin, lacking spirit intelligence but more formidable than its transformed stage counterparts.

Apart from its own divine abilities, it had a天赋to break magical techniques; all earth-grade or lower spells were ineffective in front of it, and those above had some resistance.

In the face of this ghost beast, the soil-dodging talisman turned into a piece of paper.

Tiao Xiaojian watched his opponent's shocked expression, licked his lips, and cast a spell to envelop the unfortunate creature with dark energy, preparing to perform soul recall.

However, in just moments, his face no longer showed amusement; instead, it revealed surprise and seriousness, even to the point of being ugly. After a long while, he retracted his power, and Mo Nian had already fallen unconscious, swallowed by the ghost beast's skin and bones.

The monster belched, its ugly face showing satisfaction as it returned to Tiao Xiaojian’s waistband spirit bag.

Lin Xuan is still alive, and has even formed a core. "Tiao Xiaojian crossed his arms with a gloomy expression on his face.

Fortunately, Mo Nian's cultivation was too low for him to discern Lin Xuan's specific realm; otherwise, Tiao Xiaojian would have had an even more expressive reaction. However, this young master of the Liyao Palace wasn't an ordinary person, and his expression quickly returned to normal.

So what if he has formed a core? Does that mean I am truly inferior to him?

Originally, he intended to enter this strange fog to investigate. Now that his old friend was here, there was no reason not to go.

As for the ancient cultivator sites and treasures in Mo Nian's memory, Tiao Xiaojian didn't pay much attention.

If there were really ancient relics, it wouldn't be known by a lowly foundation establishment cultivator; someone must have deliberately spread this news with some ulterior motive.

They say that boldness comes from skill. Although Tiao Xiaojian and Lin Xuan's personalities are slightly different, if placed in the same situation, Lin Xuan would not take unnecessary risks, but this young master of the Liyao Palace enjoys thrilling experiences; otherwise, he wouldn't have gone to Mount Tianmu to destroy a spirit channel.

Therefore, despite suspecting there might be a plot, Tiao Xiaojian had no intention of retreating. Riches come from taking risks. This was distinctly different from Lin Xuan's cautious approach.

Haha, big brother Lin, let your little brother meet you again."

Tiao Xiaojian smiled slightly as an ominous light flashed in his eyes before he transformed into a faint streak of light and flew deep into Yunling Mountain.

Meanwhile, on the other side of Cloud Ridge,

Although this mountain wasn't particularly wide, it stretched for a thousand miles. The entrance was not just one.

Several condensation core cultivators were whispering to each other.

"Is it really an ancient cultivator site? I heard that hundreds of cultivators have been swallowed by that strange fog; among them are also some of us condensation core cultivators," the speaker, about ten years old, had a rather ordinary appearance.

"Humph. You should know where this information comes from; there shouldn't be any problems. If you're afraid and don’t want to go in, Zhou will not force you. What’s the point?" A rough voice came with some dissatisfaction.

"Brother, don’t get angry. I didn’t say I wouldn’t go; I just asked," the previous speaker's expression stiffened as he quickly tried to appease him.

"All right, it's all family; there’s no need for such a big fuss. We still have to cooperate well later." This time, a young woman spoke.

"Right, Brother, you were too anxious just now." The rough man hurriedly apologized.

Initially, most of the low-level cultivators who came here were from the灵动期 and foundation establishment stage, but as time passed, more high-ranking cultivators joined.

Over a hundred condensation core cultivators had entered this place so far. This was only the beginning; even an early-stage wu yin appeared.

These fellows seemed much smarter, showing hesitation on their faces, half-believing the information before entering the white fog. Among them were Wise Master and that Ink Fairy. Originally, this dangerous mission was given to Lin Xuan and Blood Demon, but after they left, the senior elder received a message through an audio talisman from another channel.

Ancient cultivator relics...

He quickly sent two more people. Although Lin Xuan and Blood Demon were also senior elders of their sect, they had only joined recently, and Stone City didn’t treat them as insiders.

With danger, he could send them; even if the truth was uncertain, it wouldn't be trusted.

（To be continued）
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Storms and clouds gathered, with all sorts of characters mingling.

Despite the doubts in his heart, many cultivators continued to arrive one after another as they believed that the ancient immortal’s treasure was no small matter. Some thought there might be a conspiracy, but what did it matter? Cultivation was inherently perilous, and high-ranking cultivators had all come through blood and sweat.

Even if the ancient immortals’ treasure wasn’t real, with so many fellow practitioners entering, they could still take advantage of the situation to kill for treasures. Such thoughts weren't limited to just a few; an ominous atmosphere seemed to permeate the air.

Outside Yunling Mountain, on a small, unremarkable mountain peak.

Atop the mountain stood two figures, one slightly younger than Lin Xuan, around seventeen or eighteen years old, with skin as white as jade. His eyebrows and hair were like winter snow, his demeanor calm and peaceful. If the elders of Stone City saw him, they would be shocked—this was their revered city lord.

Why should North Void True Monarch come out of seclusion to Yunling Mountain?

The person next to him was even more shocking. He was shrouded in a black aura, with features that seemed different from those of humans. His aura was particularly similar to that of the ancient demon Kala.

His identity remained a mystery, but his cultivation had reached late-stage元婴.

With his eyes closed, he secretly released his divine sense and after a moment, a satisfied expression appeared on his face: "Not bad, not bad. There are at least ten thousand cultivators who have come to Yunling Mountain seeking their deaths. With so many sacrificial offerings, our plan will definitely succeed."

"But among these people, there are more than seven or eight high-ranking cultivators in the late-stage元婴 phase. More might follow behind them. Shouldn’t we be cautious?"

"Of course not," the figure with the black aura chuckled. "If you weren't a half-demon, I wouldn’t trust you to collaborate."

North Void True Monarch frowned but quickly regained his composure: "But I didn’t expect there to still be demons and monsters in Yunzhou after all these years."

"Hmph, what’s so strange about that? In ancient times, we were indeed severely injured by the ancient immortals. But saying we were completely exterminated is an exaggeration. It’s just that here on this mortal plane, we can’t match you humans, so we had to endure and recover in those remote lands. After a million years, it's perfectly normal for us to have thousands of clans."

"What do you mean by 'this mortal plane'?" North Void True Monarch frowned, showing signs of suspicion.

"Is something wrong? With your powers, shouldn’t you be familiar with the concept of planes? You should know that there are three major planes—Heavenly Realm, Spirit Realm, and Ancient Demon Realm. Each is vast and unique. But mortal realms, which number nine, follow a pattern of 9x9, converging into one," the demon said lightly.

"I understand this. So what?"

"This is obvious: in about four out of the nine mortal planes, humans and demons are dominant, while our demon clans have been completely wiped out. In another plane, there’s a three-way balance with more bloodshed than others. As for the remaining four..."

"How so?" North Void True Monarch was surprised despite his growing intuition.

"Exactly as I said: in those four planes, our demon clans are strong, while your human and demon clans are merely surviving," the demon said excitedly.

"You’re serious?"

"Why would I lie to you? As a demon, I won’t break my word to you." The figure with the black aura waved his hand firmly. "This opportunity came by chance. Our clan has always wanted to connect with our counterparts in the upper realms, but it took a million years to succeed. Unexpectedly, the Demon Sovereign used great power to contact us and passed down this Ten Thousand Soul Blood Refinement Great Formation. Once activated, it can neutralize the boundary force, allowing the Demon Sovereign’s spirit fragment to descend."

"You and I are both late-stage元婴. The Demon Sovereign promised that if we succeed, he will take us back to the upper realms. The cultivation resources in the Ancient Demon Realm far surpass those on this mortal plane. With your and my abilities, it would be extremely difficult for us to advance beyond the Separation Stage here. But there…," the demon's face lit up with excitement.

"You are a demon, so you have no worries when entering our realm. However, I heard that even at the Separation Stage, flying to our realm requires transforming into demons through demonic essence induction, which is extremely harsh and can be fatal for most. As a late-stage元婴, how could I possibly survive?"

"Don’t worry about it," the demon comforted him earnestly. "Our clan has strict rules. If you help me achieve great success this time, why would the Demon Sovereign ignore us? Once we reach the upper realms, with the Demon Sovereign personally overseeing, you will be completely safe."

"I don’t doubt your sincerity, but such a guarantee is insufficient for something so critical," North Void True Monarch replied cunningly. He wouldn't trust verbal promises; he might face betrayal.

"What do you suggest?" the demon was displeased.

"It’s simple: sign a life-and-death pact with me. I will have no reservations and will fully assist you." North Void True Monarch stepped forward, his voice firm.

"A life-and-death pact? That sounds too extreme," the demon was taken aback.

A life-and-death pact is an ancient mysterious agreement akin to a master-servant blood oath. Both parties must enter willingly without any hesitation.

Once signed, there are no benefits; its sole purpose is to bind two lives together. If one party dies, the other will also mysteriously perish due to cosmic laws, regardless of whether they were harmed or not.

Such an agreement was rarely used because it benefited neither party. However, for North Void True Monarch, this was perfect. By signing this pact, he wouldn’t fear betrayal.

Facing the demon's anger, his expression remained warm: "What’s there to be afraid of? This pact can always be rescinded once we reach the upper realms. If I succeed in my body induction and become a fellow clan member, we can dissolve the pact afterward. You said the Demon Sovereign would protect us; with no danger involved, what do you have to fear?"

The demon remained silent, his eyes flashing with intent. For an instant, murderous intent leaked out uncontrollably. But North Void True Monarch ignored it, smiling even more warmly.

After a long moment of staring, the demon’s anger suddenly vanished, and he smiled: "You’re right; I’m genuinely willing to cooperate. If you still have doubts, we can sign the pact."

"Thank you for your understanding," North Void True Monarch said with a laugh. "Rest assured, I will do my utmost to ensure the Demon Sovereign’s spirit fragment descends successfully." He was overjoyed and quickly added: "But there's one thing that has puzzled me. The Demon Sovereign is an upper realm entity; why would he come here? Could it be preparing another invasion like in ancient times?"

"Of course not," the demon shook his head. "A million years ago, our clans invaded this mortal plane due to a special reason that weakened the boundary force. This allowed many demons and monsters to descend into the lower realms. Such events only happened a few times over billions of years; it’s impossible for another invasion to occur."
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"I'm not sure about that either," the demon shook his head, a look of confusion in his eyes. "The Great Demon Ancestor didn't say anything, but he did reveal some other important clues."

"Other important clues?" True Monarch North Void's eyes lit up with interest.

"That's right. Besides our Holy Realm's Great Demon Ancestor, the high-ranking existences of the Spirit Realm's Human and Beast races also have similar intentions. It is said that one of the Four Evils, Diao Ji, has already succeeded."

"What?" True Monarch North Void was greatly alarmed. He had naturally heard of Zhenhang's reputation for ferocity; it was rare to find someone in the Spirit Realm who dared to provoke such a fierce beast. Why would he be thrown into the lower realm?

North Void Monarch fell silent, his heart filled with shock. Knowing too many secrets could be detrimental, so he decided not to pry further.

This Yunling Mountain was a massive conspiracy, but unfortunately, cultivators were unaware of it. As time passed, more and more people entered the mountain.

Even the Inner Core Elders from the three major forces had quietly appeared.

At this moment, Lin Xuan and Blood Demon, who had arrived earlier, had already entered the depths of the mountains.

Both men were shrewd and naturally noticed something strange, but they ignored it as they each harbored their own plans.

About half an hour later, their遁光 slowed down, and they stopped.

Ahead was that peculiar cloud mist, slowly expanding outward. Most of Yunling Mountain had already been engulfed by this strange fog.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense.

However, his face soon turned grim. This fog had a limiting effect on divine senses; even with his powerful divine sense, he could only detect the situation within about ten miles.

Lin Xuan licked his lips. Knowing that in terms of divine senses alone, he was confident enough to outmatch any great cultivator, the reduced detection range made him wonder what other cultivators would be like.

Not mentioning the Foundation Establishment stage, it might even be impossible for Core Formation stage cultivators to sense their surroundings. In this fog, they could only rely on their eyes, and if danger loomed...

Lin Xuan frowned deeply. This place was full of hidden dangers; ancient cultivator relics were not something he would worry about.

"Master, are you really planning to enter? I can't help but feel a bad omen," Mo'er weakly spoke in his mind, clearly showing some fear.

"It's too late now; how could we give up halfway. Besides, it wouldn't be right to report back without checking things out first." Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface as he mentally communicated with Mo'er.

"Master, you must be careful of that guy beside us. If danger arises, he will definitely take advantage," Mo'er said.

"I know this well; we both have our own intentions. If he falls into peril first, would I not do the same?"

In cultivation circles, what mattered was results, not righteousness or morality. Foolish people followed principles of fairness, but cunning cultivators often took advantage of others' misfortunes. Lin Xuan was no stranger to this.

His own abilities aside, Mo'er and Corpse Demon were his allies. Even if the opponent was a great cultivator, he wasn't necessarily afraid. After all, he was only at the middle stage of cultivation.

The fog was dangerous, but it was also the best place to eliminate this guy without being noticed.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan showed no hostility on his face; instead, he wore a friendly smile: "Brother Fang, this fog seems to limit divine senses. Entering like this might not be appropriate."

Speaking in a conciliatory tone as if treating the other party as an ally.

"Friend's words are correct. There is nothing to fear. We are both middle-stage cultivators; there shouldn't be many threats within the human realm." Blood Demon wore an air of arrogance on his face: "How about I lead the way?"

Before he finished speaking, he flashed into the fog.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but narrow his eyes in surprise. He knew this old man had ill intentions toward him, yet now he was offering to clear a path for them. Flying ahead was the most dangerous position.

If the other party were genuinely well-intentioned, Lin Xuan would never believe it.

What did the other party intend?

Although clever, human reasoning has its limits; at this moment, Lin Xuan couldn't guess their intentions.

Forget it; be cautious!

Besides, he might have some trump cards in his hand. When they encountered that demon corpse's spirit fragment, a divine beast had revealed his hidden movements.

Lin Xuan was surprised and killed the creature. The divine beast naturally took no mercy and was absorbed into him.

Upon returning home, he found it to be a妖兽 called Illusory Spirit Bird.

Lin Xuan was both shocked and delighted. Although this bird's rank was only second-tier, its strength was equivalent to a newly established Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. However, the bird had an extraordinary talent; it was extremely sensitive to fluctuations in essence energy.

It must be known that concealment techniques merely aimed to minimize one’s own essence energy fluctuations. Even with powerful secret arts, they could be more thoroughly concealed when inactive. But once spells were cast, even low-level ones would inevitably leak some essence energy.

Cultivator's divine senses might not detect it, but Illusory Spirit Bird definitely could sense it—this was why Lin Xuan’s hidden cultivation hadn't been detected in the marketplace but had exposed itself during pursuit.

Illusory Spirit Bird's talent was very useful. In ancient times, it was one of the most favored divine beasts by ancient cultivators.

Unfortunately, this bird was rare and hard to find, making its price astronomical even when occasionally appearing.

In modern times, it had long been extinct.

The fourth elder of Lixuan Valley obtained this bird purely by chance, cherishing it immensely. This time, he valued the blame on True Immortal Tongyu so much that he planned well, allowing his spirit puppet to bring it out.

However, the result was like a lamb entering a tiger's den; the treasure ended up in Lin Xuan’s hands.

It should be known that Illusory Spirit Bird was one of the few妖beasts that could only be tamed but not claimed as a master.

Taming such birds was simple. They were very greedy and enjoyed various divine pills, making them unaffordable for most cultivators. As for Lin Xuan...

He had plenty of丹药 and generously offered them as bird food, turning Illusory Spirit Bird into one of his pets.

With this bird, he wouldn't fear ambushes from enemies.

Although it wasn't a complete solution, Lin Xuan believed that with his abilities, any danger could be handled.

Without entering the tiger's den, how could one catch a tiger? A smile played on Lin Xuan’s lips as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew into the fog. (To be continued)
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百五十八章 互相偷袭

Entering the area, everything turned white before his eyes. His divine sense couldn't reach far either. Lin Xuan's pace naturally slowed down.

The man named Fang had vanished without a trace. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, feeling puzzled.

Could he be so eager to turn hostile? Considering this guy’s abnormal behavior, it was indeed possible. But why would he choose such an environment? Could "Fang" have cultivated a rare spiritual eye technique that allowed him to remain unaffected by the fog?

Although just speculation, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be careless. He quickly activated his Nine Heaven Spirit Shield and placed several talismans in his left palm. In critical moments, these were more useful than treasures.

Moon also widened her beautiful eyes. Although the girl's cultivation was much lower, having another person around could always be beneficial.

Fortunately, the fog only restricted divine senses; it didn't have other peculiarities. But Lin Xuan remained cautious, making his escape light and barely visible to avoid ambushes.

Half an hour passed in a blink.

Lin Xuan’s aura vanished as he landed on the ground. Despite the surrounding fog, his astonishing divine sense allowed him to vaguely perceive that this was a valley of considerable width, with a stream running through it.

On the other side of the valley, the fog grew denser, with some dark energy lingering within. Lin Xuan wouldn't dare enter such an area rashly.

Supporting his chin in thought, Lin Xuan's face showed deep contemplation.

Suddenly, he narrowed his eyes and looked to his left, sensing something.

About a hundred feet ahead, there was a black object. His divine sense detected it but couldn’t make out what exactly it was.

Lin Xuan flashed past as if taking only a light step, moving with incredible speed.

A corpse!

It belonged to a male cultivator who had died in a horrifying manner; his blood seemed to have been completely drained by something. A hole the size of a fist was centered on his chest.

His eyes remained wide open, showing both shock and anger, along with a hint of confusion. It appeared he didn't understand what had attacked him.

From his attire, this was a wandering cultivator. To his left lay a short sword.

Although Lin Xuan considered it merely an ordinary treasure crafted from thousand-year-old copper, such items weren’t powerful enough to be much.

But notice, even if it were trash, it would still be a treasure. In other words, the person before him should be a Golden Core cultivator who had entered the higher stages of cultivation.

Still, his injuries suggested that not only was his blood drained but he died instantly without any signs of struggle around him.

By common sense, those capable of killing a Condensation Core existence so quickly were few and far between. Only元婴期 cultivators could achieve such feats.

Could it be one of the old monsters?

Most people would likely think so.

But Lin Xuan didn't believe that. Looking at the large hole in his chest, he remained silent for a moment.

After a while, he raised his head and stared at an empty space to his left: "Friend Daoist Fang, since you've come, why hide and sneak around? We should cooperate this time. Come over and let's examine how this person died."

Mmm...

The mountain breeze blew, but the surroundings were eerily silent as a strange atmosphere spread.

Lin Xuan slowly stood straight, his face grave with a mocking smile at the corners of his mouth: "Why not come out? Are you still dreaming of ambushing me?"

"How did you see through it?"

After a while, a cold voice echoed. Red light flashed, and an outline gradually became clearer in the fog.

Around forty years old, broad-faced with large ears, he was indeed the man named Fang. However, compared to before, his body exuded a nauseating amount of dark energy.

Clearly, this was Blood Sovereign. His appearance was truly disconcerting at that moment.

As an evil entity from ancient times, his cultivation method was highly unusual and almost insane. He had fused himself with the bodies of beasts, transforming into a half-human, half-beast creature. Despite this, his powers far surpassed ordinary元婴中期 cultivators.

Especially the beast he had fused with possessed spiritual eyes. Although it would still be affected by the fog to some extent, compared to Lin Xuan, it was clearly at an advantage.

With such favorable conditions, the old monster proposed leading the way and entering first, intending to hide in the shadows and ambush Lin Xuan.

Although that young man had sensed something amiss, he still believed in his success.

He never expected his hiding place to be discovered.

How did he see through it? Could this Lin guy have some unknown trump card?

His inner demon was somewhat surprised by these thoughts.

"Regardless of how you saw through it, do you think I would openly tell you under such circumstances? However, I am curious. We've never met before and have no grudges. Why insist on making enemies with me?" Lin Xuan stared at his face, speaking slowly.

"You say we have no grudges, but that's not necessarily true. Back in the occupied area, if you hadn't killed Cao Yue and Zhou Mian, I wouldn't have ended up under the hands of Extreme Evil Sovereign. Enduring humiliation."

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan’s face changed wildly as he gasped: "What? You're Blood Sovereign, still alive?"

Back then, before killing those traitors, Lin Xuan had used Soul Tugging to know everything about Blood Sovereign.

While naturally not afraid, he couldn't help feeling some fear towards this notorious evil entity from ancient times. Back then, the cultivation world was more prosperous; both secret arts and treasures were far superior to today's standards.

Lin Xuan’s face turned gloomy.

"Then you are indeed Blood Sovereign. Correct, we do have some grudges. But with time passing, I am no longer a Condensation Core cultivator. Do you think it's worth making enemies over trivial matters?" Lin Xuan said calmly, seemingly trying to ease the tension between them.

"Humph." Seeing him show weakness, Blood Sovereign’s face flashed with a cruel smile before he suddenly changed his expression and turned around. With a flick of his left hand, large black dark energy shot out from his sleeves, transforming into a giant python that lunged forward.

"Buzz!"

Red light flashed as a massive magical bee appeared beside Blood Sovereign, about ten feet away.

With a body nearly a foot long, its surface patterns were extremely mysterious. It was the one Lin Xuan had spent great effort to mature. Knowing his intention to kill him, how could he care about the reasons? He said these words only to distract and secretly release the Jade Net Bee for an ambush.
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Lin Xuan’s face showed a trace of regret. Without hesitation, he flicked his sleeve and a brilliant green light shot out, slicing towards the opponent's head.

Of course, it was Green Flame Saber.

With the other hand, he wasn’t idle. He grabbed from his waist and threw up the Spirit Ghost Bag into the air.

The bag opened, emitting a stench of rotting flesh. A black light flashed, revealing a withered, tall figure.

"Corpse Refinement?"

The Blood Demon Sovereign’s voice was hoarse as his face darkened further: "And it's an Incubus?!"

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. The Green Flame Saber slashed fiercely downward. The Blood Demon naturally wouldn’t wait to be hit. He opened his mouth and spat out a black, ink-like demonic energy that twisted into a shield above his head.

Lin Xuan was pleased rather than alarmed. The opponent had been too overconfident. Even if he were only an Incubus中期, there was no way he could withstand the Green Flame Saber without any defenses.

This wasn’t just a regular treasure!

Since the opponent had made such a mistake, Lin Xuan intended to make him pay.

With Lin Xuan’s mental command, the green light grew even more brilliant, expanding to over a meter long and colliding fiercely with the shield of demonic energy.

Piercing

Qi surged, leaving a chaotic scene. The Blood Demon's chest churned with blood and qi.

What astonishing power!

Not only had this kid advanced rapidly, but his treasures were also so sharp?

The Blood Demon was equally taken aback.

Their first round of combat seemed to be evenly matched, but they both muttered silently in their minds.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no fear. With strong enemies, he couldn’t afford to be complacent. In this perilous region, he had no time for a drawn-out battle. The Moon Ridge was full of dangers; fighting was the best choice.

With that thought, Lin Xuan subtly activated his mental awareness. The Corpse Demon’s face showed fierce determination. He didn’t know fear. With a loud cracking sound, he charged towards his opponent.

"Little Moon, come out. But be careful and only attack from behind me," Lin Xuan’s face showed cunning. It was his principle to bully the weak. Little Moon hadn’t managed to form an embryo yet, but with the Beast Soul Banner, her abilities weren’t weak.

The Blood Demon never imagined he wasn’t alone; it was a master-servant team working together, plus the Puppet Corpse Demon, three against one.

"Alright."

Little Moon had been itching for this. Since Young Master formed his embryo successfully, she rarely got to participate in battles anymore.

After all, there was such a huge gap between Incubus and Incubus中期. Young Master feared her making a mistake that could put him in danger,

Lin Xuan’s concern and care were deeply etched in Little Moon's heart, but she often complained about being useless, becoming a burden to Young Master. Now that she could help, Little Moon was overjoyed.

"Remember, just stay behind me; don’t get close to the old guy," Lin Xuan earnestly instructed.

"Yes, my lady remembers." Little Moon obediently nodded, her innocent face then flipping as a black banner appeared in her palm.

With closed eyes, Little Moon cast a spell.

On the other side, the Blood Demon Sovereign’s eyes widened with anger. He glared at Lin Xuan with venomous hatred. He considered himself cunning enough to fall prey to such a plot. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have met his tragic end at the hands of the Four Ghost Emperors.

But this kid was only how old? How could he be so ruthless and cunning from the start, seeing through his intentions, pretending to be innocent while secretly luring him into a trap?

An Incubus中期 and an Incubus女鬼. The Blood Demon licked his lips as he glanced at the constantly battling Spirit Net Bee. This was a powerful demon insect in ancient times; how could he not recognize it? Thankfully, it wasn’t fully matured, and there was only one. Otherwise, just this creature alone would have killed him.

Angry and alarmed, but the Blood Demon Sovereign was a formidable demon who had mastered unique techniques. He believed his abilities were on par with those of a Great Sage. Although this kid was extremely cunning, he wasn’t afraid either.

Of course, if it were only for some minor grudge from the lost territory, he wouldn’t have bothered with such a terrifying enemy. It wasn’t worth it!

But Lin Xuan was a holder of two embryos, making him an incomparable temptation. As long as there was any hope, he wouldn’t give up.

Moreover, the Blood Demon Sovereign believed that even against three opponents, he still had a chance to win.

"Hmph, good. A mere Incubus中期 cultivator has grown so quickly. This is beyond my expectations. It will be no easy task to deal with you. But it’s fine. Each transformation drains me of considerable energy, but the benefits of your death outweigh that loss. You’ll see the supreme demonic power of this Sovereign." The Blood Demon’s face was filled with ferocity as the Corpse Demon stood three meters away, his black arm extending and delivering a fierce punch.

The Other didn’t dodge; only black demonic energy enveloped him.

Boom!

The punch seemed to hit nothing. This demonic fog had the effect of teleportation. Lin Xuan frowned deeply. Spatial techniques involved cosmic laws and could only be mastered after reaching the Separation Realm. The opponent was an Incubus中期, so

Could this also be a unique ability of ancient cultivators?

Lin Xuan frowned as he flicked his sleeve to retrieve the spear. He wouldn’t give the Other time to transform. With infused mana, he slashed fiercely forward.

A silver crescent moon shot from the top of the spear, though only a foot in diameter, it was dazzling. What was even more shocking was that wherever it went, air ripples appeared, like twisted wrinkles.

It moved slowly but quickly approached the black cloud formed by demonic energy.

The Blood Demon seemed to notice something amiss and tried to drift away, but the Corpse Demon was already watching from the side. As an Incubus中期 cultivator, he could only grasp some spatial techniques superficially.

Standing still allowed him to use teleportation to dodge attacks, but this wasn’t invincible. It consumed a lot of mana, and once moving, the technique lost its effect,

High-level combatants moved like lightning; there was no time for hesitation. The light wave already sliced through the demonic cloud. (To be continued)
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Not to mention the mountains teeming with deadly traps, Lin Xuan was engaged in a fierce battle against the demon. Ya Shi Ming had reached a critical stage.

Especially so for the Corpse Demon, who was now at his most perilous point.

But as an automaton monster, he knew no fear and only faithfully executed Lin Xuan's commands, tightly binding his opponent.

The Blood Demon was both shocked and furious. He didn't have the patience to纠缠 with a炼尸, especially when there were other formidable enemies eyeing him from the side.

A fierce expression flashed across his face as he opened his mouth, expelling a stream of dark magic aura that transformed into a black demon blade, which he hurled at the Corpse Demon's head.

The Corpse Demon was no less dauntless. Opening its blood-filled maw, it spat out an odd-looking treasure from within, which rapidly grew in size, resembling human thigh bones with their sinister energy, clashing with the demon blade.

On the surface, they seemed evenly matched, but the Corpse Demon's realm was still inferior to that of its opponent.

When the two treasures collided, a powerful force surged through the Corpse Demon from within, causing it to open its mouth and spit out a purple-red corpse blood.

Despite being injured, the Corpse Demon showed no concern, continuing to fiercely纠缠 with its foe.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was not idle either. With his left hand, he flicked out a green flame slightly larger than an egg—his long-practiced Dark Flame.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it, and the Dark Flame seemed to come alive, merging with the Green Fire Sword. The sword's surface glowed a ghastly green, while the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring spun rapidly, emitting countless spiritual lights, revealing several ice serpents and fire dragons before him.

Though these illusions couldn't match true transformed beasts, they were no less formidable than peak third-stage creatures. They excelled in close combat; once they got near an opponent, even a Core Formation powerhouse would be hard-pressed to deal with them.

On the other side, Mo Yue had already summoned the Beast Soul Banner, and dark mists surged forth as ghostly wails echoed. Several large skull heads appeared.

Each was about the size of a small room, with female ghosts seated atop each one, their hair disheveled and sharp nails protruding from their fingertips.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be taken aback. What kind of divine technique was this?

It seemed that even though she hadn't succeeded in forming an infant soul, Little Missy wasn't idle either; she had been secretly practicing many secret techniques.

But he had never heard her mention it before—was she planning to give him a surprise?

A smile crept across Lin Xuan's lips. But now was not the time for questions. With a wave of his sleeves, the Green Fire Sword flashed out and slashed with renewed vigor, combining with the Dark Flame this time. The opponent would surely suffer greatly if they tried using the same method again.

Following closely behind were the ice serpents and fire dragons, along with the female ghost skulls emerging from the Beast Soul Banner, creating a formidable spectacle.

The Blood Demon's eyes showed signs of fear but quickly turned to ferocity as he realized his tail couldn't escape. With a swift motion, he severed it himself.

A warrior cutting off his own arm—such self-sacrifice was expected of an ancient demon survivor. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and sighed inwardly. Unfortunately, the Corpse Demon raised its hand, flinging the scorpion tail away with force. It then exhaled dark magic aura, manipulating a bone staff to strike at him.

Though freed from the binds, it was too late for him to dodge or cast spells calmly. The Blood Demon's eyes filled with hatred as he faced this crisis, his fear vanishing and replaced by madness.

How could one endure such humiliation!

The old demon had once been a dominant ruler; how often had he been cornered like this by a young whippersnapper? Now the hunter had become prey, and his ferocity surged.

Opening its blood-filled maw, it expelled all remaining dark magic aura without reserve. A demonic curtain appeared before him.

But the Blood Demon was far from done. He extended his fist and struck his chest with force.

The thudding sound echoed in Lin Xuan's ears like a drumbeat. True power meant being merciless to one’s enemies but equally harsh on oneself when necessary.

With no holds barred, the Blood Demon尊者 battered himself until he saw stars. His throat felt sweet as blood gushed out of his mouth in spurts.

A normal cultivator would have fainted from such blood loss, but the Blood Demon's cultivation method had long fused with that of a beast, leaving him unscathed.

Of course, he would suffer greatly afterward, but at this moment, he couldn't care less.

The essence of his blood quickly merged with the dark magic aura, turning it into an eerie purple-black color.

A surge of energy transformed it into a thick light curtain, covered in spiky tendrils.

What kind of demonic technique was this?

Lin Xuan frowned deeply. Though wary, he couldn't afford to stop attacking. He poured more spiritual power into the Green Fire Sword.

The sword's momentum increased, its intense light forming long trails that looked like falling meteors.

"Whoosh!"

The old demon spat out a burst of dark magic aura which merged with the light curtain, igniting dozens of thick tendrils black as night.

Lin Xuan remained calm. He knew this dark fire couldn't match his Green Illusory Mystic Flame, and trying to counter it with fire was futile.

Sizzling!

With a fierce slash from the Green Fire Sword, Lin Xuan launched his first attack, aiming to breach the opponent's defenses.

The intense light clashed with the Dark Flame, beginning their mutual destruction.

In just an instant, the outcome became clear. The Green Illusory Mystic Flame spread across the sword, enveloping the tendrils while the black magic aura began to retreat.

"What kind of demonic technique is this? It's so powerful that even my Corpse Dark Flame can't withstand it."

The Blood Demon's face was filled with shock as he widened his eyes in disbelief.

Indeed, the old demon had been unlucky. If he had practiced any other type of dark fire, perhaps he wouldn't have retreated so quickly.

But Corpse Fire, by its name, contained剧毒, and matched Lin Xuan's Green Illusory Mystic Flame in nature. This wasn't about losing; it was about being devoured by the enemy's poison.

The Blood Demon realized this too late, feeling immense pain as he couldn't retract his tendrils. They were also terrified of the Green Illusory Mystic Flame, only enduring the attacks under the old demon's command.

Despite their numbers, the Green Fire Sword struggled to break through their defenses but eventually succeeded with the combined assault from the Corpse Demon's bone staff and the fire dragons and ice serpents.

The light curtain was finally shattered by a barrage of divine treasures.
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Boom!

A dull thunderous sound entered his ears. The purple-red light screen flickered and trembled, but Zhan Bao's demonic essence was no ordinary matter. Moreover, the old demon had expended a large amount of blood to use a very powerful secret technique.

Although it was wobbling, it managed to hold on.

The Blood Demon's heart eased slightly, but then he showed an expression of biting his teeth in anger, wishing that Lin Xuan would be torn into pieces. However, when he raised his head, he saw Lin Xuan take a step to the left and his figure became blurry before vanishing completely from sight.

What was this?

Instant teleportation technique?

The old demon's face showed an expression of absolute shock. How could it be possible? Instant teleportation belonged to spatial power techniques, even late-stage元婴 cultivators couldn't master it. Why...

But there wasn't time for him to ponder further at the moment. The old demon vaguely felt that he had done a foolish thing, stealing chickens and losing rice. Fighting this young man might end up with his own death.

Although the elixirs refined by twin元婴s were tempting, one needed to have life to enjoy them.

He already harbored thoughts of retreat.

However, he still took out a treasure first to protect himself.

The plan was good, but it was too late.

Having used previous attacks to hold back the old demon's main精力 for half his time, Lin Xuan employed Nine Heavens Micro-Step and had already arrived within three feet of him.

With a flip of his hand, another egg-sized flame leaped out.

The Azure Illusionary Mystic Flame that Lin Xuan had cultivated for so many years wouldn't just be the greenish-blue flame he used before; it enveloped his entire palm, with some mysterious talismanic inscriptions flickering into existence. This wasn't related to poison flames; instead, Lin Xuan had activated Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. Although condensing a demon core hadn't succeeded yet, at least he was now on the second layer. Alone, it couldn't pose a threat to this old monster, but combined with Azure Illusionary Mystic Flame...

Pfft! Before the old demon could even summon his treasure, Lin Xuan's palm had already touched his protective spiritual light, producing a clear, crisp shattering sound. That blackish-black light shield didn't provide any resistance and shattered like a water bubble.

Bang!

Lin Xuan's palm firmly struck his chest, but it failed to penetrate; the fish-scale-like armor on his body blocked it.

"Eh?" Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but not panicked. A mocking smile appeared at the corner of his mouth as the Azure Illusionary Mystic Flame detached from his hand and snaked towards the old demon, enveloping him with a howl of agony piercing his ears.

Although he had cultivated demonic techniques, this old monster's body strength rivaled that of a same-stage妖族. However, the剧毒 and corrosive nature of the Azure Illusionary Mystic Flame still made him suffer intensely, causing black light to flicker across his body as his demonic essence surged wildly. He continuously used several secret techniques but found no success; instead, the demon fire burned even more fiercely.

Lin Xuan observed coldly without intending to attack further, not out of mercy, but to capture and subdue the old monster's元婴 alive.

After all, the Blood Demon was an ancient cultivator who knew many secrets that even major sects couldn't compare to. Such a figure shouldn't be wasted.

Capturing his元婴, he would use soul searching techniques, which would surely prove beneficial. Lin Xuan still had Demon Infant Technique; while demon infants were good, they couldn't be upgraded, leading to an imbalance in his yin-yang spiritual energy. Although it hadn't exploded yet, this was a significant隐患.

His method of cultivating the demon infant came from Zhou Mian and his wife. He didn't know if the old monster had any hidden tricks up his sleeve; thus, he needed to search for his soul to verify and find a solution.

The old demon's eyes were filled with venomous looks. Unlike other元婴 cultivators, many of his techniques required this half-human, half-demon body to be used. So although he could possess another entity, he didn't want to give up the half-demon form that took so much effort to cultivate.

But human strength has its limits; the power of Azure Illusionary Mystic Flame was too strong. If it were a Separation Period existence, there might still be a chance to escape, but for him... forget about it.

In less than half an hour, despair appeared in the old demon's eyes.

Black light flashed, and a one-inch infant appeared above his head.

Unlike other元婴s, this infant was entirely black, with a colorful scorpion pattern on his chest. It looked extremely strange.

Nervously glancing at Lin Xuan, the infant's small hand cast spells and its figure split into seven parts, fleeing in different directions.

Each one was lifelike, and Lin Xuan couldn't tell if they were illusions.

And the old demon didn't use instant teleportation; he seemed to be wary of Lin Xuan's long spear treasure.

"Want to leave? Not so easy!"

Lin Xuan cast a spell towards the nine-moon ring above his head. A dazzling light appeared, and countless crescent moons, each about the size of a palm, surrounded it.

"Quickly!"

Driven by Lin Xuan's mental commands, these crescents spread outwards with astonishing speed, quickly enveloping the seven元婴s before mercilessly cutting them down.

Pfft...

Six of the元婴s were powerless and turned to nothingness. Only one in the middle showed a look of venom on its small face as it cast spells, its figure becoming blurry and vanishing from sight within the light blades' encirclement.

This effect could only be instant teleportation.

However, Lin Xuan was unperturbed; instead, a cold smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

Unbeknownst to him, he held that long spear in his left hand. Without hesitation, he swung it downward.

From over ten feet away, space distorted as the元婴 stumbled into view.

Almost simultaneously, a flash of light appeared above his head, and a green monster claw emerged, snatching him and holding him tightly in its palm.

"You... what do you want?" The Blood Demon's eyes were filled with panic. He couldn't have imagined that things would end up this way.

"Friend, how about it? If I fall into your hands, what will you do to me?" Lin Xuan smiled pleasantly, but the元婴 felt a chill run down its spine.

"Please spare my life; you should forgive me..." The old demon was cunning. Seeing that he couldn't escape, he shamelessly begged for mercy.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't moved. It would be foolish to deal with a tiger. Looking around, he saw the perilous surroundings of Yunling Mountain and decided not to perform soul searching here. With a wave of his sleeve, a green霞shot out, transforming into fine ropes that tightly bound him. Then, Lin Xuan took an jade box, placed the old demon's元婴 inside, and affixed seventeen or eighteen禁制符咒!

Such strict confinement; even if it was the Blood Demon or a Separation Period old monster's元婴, whether they could escape was still uncertain.
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Femu Xuan placed the jade food in his waist pouch and stowed it away in a storage bag. Only then did he walk forward.

After the yuanxian spirit left its body, the old demon's physical form could no longer withstand the碧幻幽火, disintegrating in the terrifying flames.

However, before that happened, Yue'er had already taken out the storage bag. Due to their master-servant contract, the碧幻幽火 would not harm her.

Looking at the little girl, Lin Xuan turned his left hand over and a string of beads appeared in his palm.

"Yue'er, take this."

"Master, what is it?" The young girl felt familiar with it but couldn't quite remember.

"Silly girl, this is a treasure from the ancient demon Jialuo. I'm giving it to you now."

Lin Xuan smiled. He was always generous towards his own people, and in his heart, Yue'er's status was particularly special.

The path of immortals can be lonely, but fortunately, there's someone by my side who never leaves me. I can share all my secrets with this little girl without any qualms.

Previously, due to his cultivation level, Lin Xuan had only sensed a hint of danger. Of course, he wasn't afraid, but the rest of the journey would require more caution.

Just as he was thinking this, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a movement at the corner of his eye and turned his head sharply.

Wu,

The mountain breeze blew past, revealing gray-black stone walls that were extremely steep. Below these walls, there were only a few trees, with nothing else in sight. Could I have misjudged the danger? Lin Xuan scratched his head.

He had clearly sensed something dangerous.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense. Although it was heavily affected by the fog, he could still cover the entire valley.

There was no issue.

Lin Xuan shook his head, puzzled. Since there was nothing to gain, he reluctantly gave up. Estimating the time, it would take at most one incense stick for Yue'er to finish refining the beads. So Lin Xuan turned around and walked back slowly.

At this moment, the tree on the far left of the trees below suddenly moved, its trunk transforming into a ghost face.

With greenish-black skin and sharp teeth, it looked terrifying.

Its eyes suddenly opened, showing gray-white pupils that were cold and devoid of any warmth. Then, it opened its mouth wide, revealing a red tongue like an arrow, which shot towards Lin Xuan from over ten feet away.

It was precise and deadly, aiming for his heart. If hit, although he wouldn't die, the impact would surely destroy him.

The mountain breeze blew, rustling the leaves. But now, it carried a different kind of cruelty.

Moreover, this ghost face's attack was extremely sharp but didn't carry any mana, making it even harder to detect.

In an instant, the tongue was only half a foot away from the young man. Lin Xuan still hadn't noticed as excitement flashed in the eyes of the ghost face. If he could suck the blood of an yuanxian cultivator, his chances of advancing would be greatly increased.

Puh,

It seemed to have hit, but no blood came out. Lin Xuan's figure blurred before vanishing completely with a gust of wind.

That was just a secret technique creating an illusion. It had reached such a level that it could deceive the eye.

The tree spirit was shocked and then showed extreme fear on its face. Puh, it pulled its roots from the ground, emitting a faint glow as it transformed into a black shadow.

"Now you want to run? Too late!"

Green light flashed, and Lin Xuan appeared in front of the ghost face.

The black shadow didn't dare fight and immediately turned back towards the other end.

Unfortunately, this was futile. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, releasing dozens of sword qi from his sleeves that grew with the wind to several feet long.

"Go!"

With a flick of his finger, those sharp sword qi like a storm rushed forward.

The tree spirit had nowhere to hide and its ghost face expression turned even more terrified as it heard the cracking sounds. The branches seemed to transform into black weapons, appearing in Lin Xuan's vision.

These looked nothing like human-made weapons; they were twisted by demon energy, making them look extremely strange. They collided with the green sword qi.

There was no doubt about it; these sword qi, though not using any treasures and just casually released, were far beyond what a condan period tree spirit could withstand.

With an ear-piercing scream, all those strange weapons were cut down, falling to the ground and reverting to ordinary branches.

In front of Lin Xuan stood only a bare tree. All its leaves had been stripped away, causing it to shudder in pain. Dark green sap oozed from the wounds, appearing very thick—perhaps this was its blood.

"Master, what is that?"

Yue'er's voice reached his ears. The young girl had already finished refining the beads and looked at the monster with surprise on her face.

Could it be a spirit tree?

After all, while all things can cultivate, for plants, it’s extremely difficult. They need to absorb lunar essence for countless eons, along with other very strict conditions.

Following Master for so long, Yue'er had only seen one spirit peach tree. Could this be the same?

No, Yue'er shook her head. Spirit trees absorb solar and lunar essences, generating vast and righteous spiritual energy, somewhat similar to orthodox daoists. But this monster was clearly full of demon energy.

Although its origin remained unclear, it was clear that it was an enemy of Master. Yue'er wasn't going to be polite; with the help of the zombie spirit, they blocked the path. She played with the beads in her hand, ready to test the power of this treasure.

The tree spirit had shown fear at first but became calm after seeing Yue'er and the zombie spirit.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, showing some doubt.

Then he remembered something and his face turned grim as he activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. A divine sense was also sent out.

The zombie spirit didn't hesitate; it immediately blocked Yue'er's path.

Almost simultaneously, a shocking demon energy burst from within the tree spirit’s body, its ghost face expression turning extremely painful with bloodshot eyes and intense anger in its center.

Boom!

It sounded like a thunderclap. The entire area was enveloped by the violent energy, far beyond ordinary spiritual power. It was like a snake devouring ice, rapidly melting away.

But even so, it took half a cup of tea for the surroundings to finally calm down.

The zombie spirit didn't have Lin Xuan's abilities; its protective zombie energy had been broken. However, unlike cultivators, refined zombies were incredibly strong and their defensive capabilities rivaled those of same-level monsters. Although they sustained some injuries, they weren’t seriously harmed.

With the tree spirit’s protection, Yue'er was completely unharmed.

"Master, what is that?" The young girl's curious voice reached his ears. She still had her impatient nature from before.

"A tree demon," Lin Xuan's face showed a serious expression.

While "tree spirit" and "tree demon" only differed by one character, they were entirely different creatures. A tree spirit referred to trees absorbing solar and lunar essences and becoming sentient, capable of cultivation.

A tree demon was a type of demon, not plants at all, just appearing similar in form.

Lin Xuan had read far more ancient texts than his peers but most information about demons came from when he searched the soul of Tianxiu the Immortal Sage to obtain the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique on Jiaoling Island.

It was said that unlike other races, demon forms could be incredibly diverse—ranging from handsome humans to uglier monsters than yin-spirits. Some were even bizarrely shaped like trees, rocks, or even rivers in ancient times, with those who approached being devoured without knowing the truth.

However, Lin Xuan also knew that demons in Yunzhou should have been extinct long ago. This tree demon before him was either a survivor from an earlier time or...
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If it was the first scenario, there would be nothing to worry about. But if it were the latter, the dangers hidden in Yunling Mountain might be far greater than he imagined.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim as he pondered this.

Turning around and walking away was the most rational choice. However, Lin Xuan was no longer the cautious low-ranking cultivator of old. At mid-stage元婴, though not invincible, his existence posed a significant threat to few in the mortal world. Besides, these were merely speculations; there might still be extraordinary treasures waiting to emerge.

Prosperity lies in danger, and Lin Xuan, despite his cautious nature, was not one to shy away from risk when necessary. Cowards seldom achieve much on the path of immortality, and they could even leave behind lingering demons. With this thought, Lin Xuan made up his mind.

He retracted the Corpse Demon and Moonling obediently flew back into his sleeve. Lin Xuan's ethereal light crossed over the valley and entered the denser mist ahead.

Everything became blurry as the range of his spiritual sense was further compressed. Lin Xuan frowned deeply, snorted coldly, and poured all his magical energy into his eyes.

Even low-ranking cultivators would have learned the Spirit Eye Technique, but in this situation, such a basic technique was insufficient. After a slight hesitation, Lin Xuan did not immediately destroy the strange mouth. Instead, he cast a spell, uprooted another small tree, and slowly flew it forward.

Soon, Lin Xuan reached his conclusion: as long as he kept more than three feet away from these mouths, they would not attack him. A sardonic smile played on his lips as he activated the Ten Thousand Li Spirit Shield and slowly moved forward.

Panjin was a mid-stage凝聚丹 cultivator who had just turned 300 years old. Despite being male, his cultivation method included anti-aging effects, so he still looked handsome with rosy cheeks and smooth skin, exuding an air of elegance in every movement.

He was known as the Jade-faced Youth, famous for his charm among female cultivators.

However, appearances were deceiving. A century ago, when Panjin had just condensed his golden core, he fell deeply in love with a woman who was only at the foundation stage. She was incredibly beautiful, a true goddess of beauty and grace.

When Panjin shared his joy after condensing his golden core, hoping to marry her for mutual cultivation, she rejected him without hesitation. Panjin was shocked and angered but persisted.

Eventually, she revealed that she had been saved by the Toxic Dragon Ancestor while out. The old monster fell in love with her beauty and proposed marriage despite his ugly appearance. Panjin was horrified; such a creature could never be worthy of his idealized immortal lady. Moreover, as a concubine!

Despite his shock, he asked if she was forced into it. He vowed to abandon everything for her, promising to run away together to the wilderness.

But her response shattered all hopes. She said that she had willingly agreed; even with the old monster's ugly appearance and low status, she would be a concubine but gain much more from his protection. With an elder Immortal at her side, she could achieve higher cultivation and improve her social standing. Could he offer her such benefits?

Panjin was speechless. His mediocre talent and lack of affiliation made it impossible for him to help her.

The news that ancient cultivator ruins existed in Yunling Mountain brought joy to Panjin's heart. In the distant past, the cultivation world was far more prosperous than now, with miraculous elixirs and medicines. If he could find a relic, his golden core might become an immortal core.

Greed was the best motivation; he had long forgotten about the hundreds of cultivators who had perished here.

Looking at the river before him, Panjin's expression wavered. He had traveled many miles into Yunling Mountain and encountered several dangers. Had it not been for his luck, he might already be in the afterlife.

Recently, he had even seen Firecloud Dao Ren's corpse. The other was a wandering cultivator who had once collaborated with him to seek treasures. Though their skills were similar, Panjin knew that his abilities fell far short of Firecloud's. Yet, the other lay alone, unburied.

The harsh reality finally sobered Panjin. However, after a moment’s hesitation, he decided to continue forward, doubling his vigilance.

This river was about thirty meters wide. As an ordinary cultivator, he could easily fly over it, but here, there were anti-air restrictions. If he used the Wind Control Technique, he would be weighed down by ten thousand pounds of magical energy.

Panjin tried several times before deciding to abandon this method. He licked his lips, his expression grim as he considered wading through the river.

He tested the water depth and found it was only waist-deep. But what other dangers might lurk here? Thinking of Firecloud's corpse, Panjin became even more cautious.

After a moment’s hesitation, he summoned his法宝, which resembled an animal tooth. With a spell, it grew to a foot in length and struck the river surface.

Puff! A water splash rose high, but after settling, nothing remained.

Panjin's face brightened as he cast another spell. The river was not swift, and there were no fish or shrimp. He nodded, then carefully stepped into the water, maintaining vigilance to retreat immediately if anything went wrong.

After confirming safety, Panjin cautiously moved deeper into the river.
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Initially, everything went smoothly. Pan Jin easily reached the center of the river where the mist was slightly thinner and one could faintly see the outlines of plants.

Pan Jin's heart leaped with joy.

However, just then, a strange sound entered his ears—a harsh, unpleasant noise that sounded like teeth grinding.

Pan Jin froze, instinctively lowering his head.

His expression changed dramatically!

Unbeknownst to him, the waist-deep river around him had transformed into a grotesque mouth filled with sharp fangs, ready to bite down fiercely.

"Aaah!"

Despair etched across Pan Jin's face as it was too late to dodge. The mouth closed, and he vanished in a spray of blood...

Soon, the surface of the river returned to calm, as if nothing had happened.

On another mountain several miles away, magical artifacts and spiritual weapons flew amidst a dozen cultivators who looked panicked. Their opponents were strange-looking monsters—some with three heads and six arms, others with grotesque faces in their chests, one even covered in various-sized eyes that made one feel uneasy.

Despite being only condensation core-stage monsters, they possessed far greater power than their peers. The battle ended quickly as all human cultivators perished, but the monsters did not stop there; they proceeded to extract souls and refine them for eternity.

Pan Jin prepared to return home after reporting his discovery of these monsters in Lushi City. He wondered how the Elder had collected his body-building pills.

As he thought this, a smile played on his lips. With a conspiracy at play, he no longer intended to stay out of it.

Just as he was about to turn and fly away, a battle cry reached his ears. Turning around, he saw a flash of light several hundred feet to the left, even through the mist. The opponents were clearly powerful cultivators.

Pan Jin hesitated briefly before concealing his aura, making his presence almost invisible, and flying past them.

There were two men and one woman, all at early condensation core stage. They were not fighting monsters but each other, with two of the men working together to attack the woman.

Pan Jin frowned but did not find it strange; in this world, there was no moral code, and bullying the weak was commonplace.

The two men, though different in build, wore similar attire, indicating they belonged to the same sect. Whether their conflict with the woman was due to a grudge or merely greed for her treasure remained unclear.

Pan Jin smirked without considering helping them; heroically saving a damsel in distress was a young man's fantasy, and he had no interest in getting involved.

As Pan Jin prepared to leave, the woman's next action surprised him into stopping.

Faced with two cultivators' attack, she appeared desperate. She bit her lip, reached for her waist, and produced a golden lyre from her embrace.

Pan Jin's eyes narrowed as he saw the familiar item. "This seems like something an old friend would have!"

The woman held the golden lyre close to her chest and gently plucked it, producing beautiful music that filled the air, soothing yet laced with deadly intent.

"Sound Wave Art!"

A smile of nostalgia appeared on Pan Jin's face as golden notes flowed from her fingertips, countering the enemy's magical weapons bravely.

Boom!

The sound echoed, temporarily dispersing the mist. Pan Jin took advantage and no longer concealed his aura, appearing before the three combatants with a greenish glow.

Relatively closer to the two men, both cultivators were shocked. Despite their restricted senses, they could feel the powerful spiritual pressure emanating from this seemingly young man, who was clearly an advanced soul-seer—possibly even mid-stage.

Their faces showed shock as they abandoned attacking the woman and rushed towards Pan Jin, bowing deeply: "Junior of Soul Valley Gorge pays respects to Senior."

"Soul Valley Gorge?" Pan Jin's lips curled in a sneer. What were the odds? If these two belonged to another sect, he might have spared them, but they came from Soul Valley Gorge.

What was there to say?

The oldvast heaven had allied with their faction.

Not long ago, they sent someone to Quinyan Mountain to steal the phoenix fairy's monster essence.

Who was this phoenix fairy? His wife.

Pan Jin was not one to be lenient on his enemies. He hated Soul Valley Gorge and had been waiting for an opportunity to settle scores.

With these two in his hands, Pan Jin would not hesitate to extract their souls and seal them forever.

"Are you from Soul Valley Gorge?" he asked.

"No," the two thought Pan Jin was wary of their identity, feeling relieved. "Our master is..."

"I don't care who your master is. You both will die today, and I'll extract your souls for eternity."

Pan Jin's face changed as quickly as a book being flipped; from a gentle smile to a statement that left the two speechless.

"Senior, you're joking," they stammered.

They were still processing this, but it made sense. With no grudge against these monsters, Pan Jin would not go so far as to extract their souls.

"You think I'm joking?" Pan Jin's lips curled in a mocking smile. "Too bad; I never lie. You'll see."

Before they could react, he flicked his fingers, releasing dozens of sword lights from his fingertips.

The two men's faces paled as they realized the old monster meant business.

Pan Jin's actions were shocking, but they did not sit idly by. They activated their own magical artifacts and reached into their robes to retrieve escape talismans.

But it was a futile attempt. Even if they were only condensation core-stage cultivators, Pan Jin wanted them dead; there would be no chance for them to escape.

Flashes of light surrounded the two men's magical artifacts, which soon emitted cries as they were torn apart by the sword lights.

The mental connection severed, their faces turned pale. Despite having talismans on their bodies, their movements slowed slightly.

Two sword lights did not target their magical artifacts but circled around them and flew to their front. Their protective spiritual light was useless, easily shredded like paper as their heads were launched into the air.

Pan Jin did not stop there. He waved his sleeve, sending a greenish aura that wrapped around their bodies, forcibly pulling out their souls.

He then struck his waist and took out an jade bottle, stuffing their souls inside. With this done, he would use their souls to refine Beast Soul Flag.

No one could say Pan Jin was heartless; in the cultivation world, such leniency would lead to a quick death. These two had wronged him.

Letting them be from Soul Valley Gorge was enough of a punishment.

The grudge againstvast heaven's ghost emperor ran deep, and he had nearly died at that old monster's hands several times. Their last attempt on the phoenix fairy...

Hmph, what did they say?

If you don't offend me, I won't offend you; if you do, I will... destroy your entire family.

One day, he would remove Soul Valley Gorge from the cultivation world of Tianyun Twelve States and extract souls from high-ranking cultivators. It would be both revenge and a boon—refining so many souls would likely upgrade Beast Soul Flag significantly.

Pan Jin was eagerly looking forward to it.

A win-win situation; why not?

Of course, this could not happen immediately; he needed sufficient strength before acting. Otherwise, it would only lead to his death.

In short, plan first, then act.

After preparing everything, Pan Jin turned back. Despite the complexity of what just happened, it took him only a moment from killing two cultivators to extracting their souls.

He then leaned on his hand and leisurely observed the woman before him with interest.
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The northern girl, though only in her late teens or early twenties by appearance, was not a beauty to make the nation weep. Yet she was extraordinarily beautiful, exuding an aura of refined elegance.

Lin Xuan nodded, his face breaking into a smile.

However, Wu Yun'er was so frightened that she trembled all over. Just moments ago, Lin Xuan had been smiling amiably at the two Soul Valley cultivators, making them feel like they were basking in spring breezes. But now he was extracting their souls and refining their spirits with ruthless efficiency.

The harshness of his methods left a chill down one's spine!

Looking at him now, her gaze was filled with an intriguing meaning.

Could it be...

Wu Yun'er knew she wasn't unattractive. So she began to daydream.

She had heard that some old monsters in the元婴 stage often forcibly took young and beautiful female cultivators as their鼎炉.

Thinking of the terrifying life described, poor Wu Yun'er was on the verge of fainting. But her master was a great figure, so according to the saying "a teacher's disciple is like him," she forced herself not to run away, knowing that would only anger this old monster.

A sweet smile spread across her face as she said, "I come from Yunzhou and entered my master’s door twenty years ago with my skills. By then, I was already at the后期筑基 stage."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded. This explained why she could condense a golden core in such a short time—less than a century since entering the immortal path.

Though her资质was good, it couldn't compare to someone like the Hundred Poison Divine Monarch, who was a natural freak.

Moreover, her Sound Wave Skill wasn't fully mastered, which is why she had resorted to other treasures when facing an attack earlier.

"Is Qinxin well?" Lin Xuan's expression softened with concern.

Hearing this, Wu Yun'er pondered deeply. This Lin senior must have a good relationship with her master; otherwise, he wouldn’t call her "Qinxin."

She nodded respectfully, "My master is well."

"Ah, then how is Qinxin’s cultivation? Has she condensed an元婴?"

When Lin Xuan first arrived in Yunzhou, Ying'er had told him that over the past few decades, talent was scarce. Qinxin was a top-notch expert, at the peak of the condensation stage and preparing to form an元婴.

Lin Xuan didn't know if she had any immortal pills or elixirs, but with her资质, there was about a 30% chance of success even without them.

Don’t underestimate that 30%. In the condensation realm, only one in ten thousand could successfully form an元婴. That was already a very high success rate.

"Yes, my master is now one of our sect's senior elders, at the初期元婴 stage."

"Ah," Lin Xuan nodded with a hint of joy on his face. He had intended to ask more about Qinxin’s condition but realized that this place was full of danger and not an ideal location for conversation.

He glanced at the female cultivator in front of him, "You are also here to seek treasures. Fine, as your master's disciple, I can't ignore you. Let's go together."

"Senior, if you're leaving, don’t you want to find ancient immortal relics?" Wu Yun'er looked puzzled.

"Hmph, what ancient immortal relics? It’s all a trap," Lin Xuan shook his head, "Wu..."

"You are my master's old friend, so just call me Yun'er," the girl said obediently.

"Alright!" Lin Xuan didn't care about titles. "You've encountered many dangers on your journey here. If I'm not mistaken, this place is a trap set by demons and monsters. There are no ancient immortal relics."

The girl looked confused but said, "I don’t understand what you're saying, but there really are ancient immortal relics here."

"Really?"

"Yes, just now, I found a bottle of medicinal pills," she hesitated before reaching into her waistband and showing the jade bottle.

Lin Xuan's face showed contemplation. He was sure this place was a trap set by demons and monsters, so how could he explain the medicinal pill in Yun'er’s hand?

Was it a decoy?

No, Lin Xuan shook his head. The situation didn't seem to fit that theory.

Or perhaps there really were ancient immortal relics here, as the rumors said? It sounded absurd, but as they say, "No coincidence is without its charm," and this wasn’t impossible.

"Master, should we go back?" Mo'er's voice came through.

"No."

Lin Xuan smiled. He had initially planned to return home to avoid falling into a trap, but now with the promise of treasure, it was worth taking the risk.

Demons weren't any stronger than the ancient demon Karo from above?

"Good, good, since there are treasures, I'll join in for some fun."

"Great, Yun'er will gladly serve you," Wu Yun'er said obediently.

"You're smart, but if we find treasure, won’t it all be taken by me?" Lin Xuan smiled wryly.

"I jest, senior. You are my master's old friend, and I should call you uncle. How could you neglect your nephew? Besides, you saved me, so taking the treasures is only fair," she said with a charming smile.

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had faced many cunning and crafty people in his immortal path, but this girl’s eloquence was unparalleled.

No wonder her资质was average—Qinxin never took disciples, yet she learned the Sound Wave Skill from her. It must be because of her sharp tongue and flattering skills.

Despite knowing it was an attempt to win favor, those two words "uncle" made Lin Xuan feel comfortable.

But he didn’t show it on his face. "Alright, we don't have time for idle chatter now. This place is full of danger. With treasure involved, let's hurry. I’ve never been to Yunling Mountain before, so you lead the way."

"What me?" Wu Yun'er looked surprised.

"Relax, just show the way. If there’s danger, I'll protect you," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Yes, disciple will follow your instructions," she nodded obediently as red light flashed around her and she carefully flew ahead.

Uncle, this girl really has a smooth tongue, Lin Xuan thought with a slight smile. He followed behind, the two figures disappearing into the red fog.

A hundred miles away, the former evil master, now the beloved disciple of the Medicine Palace’s senior elder, clever and cunning Tian Xiaojian, encountered trouble.
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After the Cloud Ridge Mountain, Fourth Sword Path stumbled along with numerous dangers.

However, whether it was traps or prohibitions, or even demons and monsters, any that appeared here could only be exterminated. With Tian Xiaojian's current strength, they posed no threat to him naturally.

But this cunning fellow also noticed something amiss in the area.

Originally, he had come here out of curiosity after hearing that Lin Xuan had advanced to the Immortal Core stage. Now, he was unwilling to continue risking his life.

After a moment’s hesitation, Tian Xiaojian decided to return via the same path.

Although surrounded by mist, Tian Xiaojian had already used secret techniques to mark the way when they arrived.

Returning along the original path would be much safer.

However, Tian Xiaojian's magical light was not particularly swift. He quietly summoned several protective treasures as he had seen too many corpses of cultivators on his journey.

Although he possessed formidable divine powers, he did not dare to be careless.

"Hey, Fourth Senior Sister is here too? I really should have greeted you properly," Tian Xiaojian said with a kind smile at the corner of his mouth. However, there was an evil glint in his eyes.

This woman was also a disciple of the Great Elder of Liuyao Sect. She and he were supposed to be fellow students, but secretly, she regarded him as a thorn in her eye.

If it weren't for his alertness just now, even if she hadn’t fallen, she would have been severely injured.

"Senior Sister, how did you find me?" The woman's face was filled with venom. However, combined with her seductive skills, it had an irresistible allure to men.

"Tsk, Senior Sister, that’s a good question. But do I really need to tell you anything?" Tian Xiaojian sneered as he spoke. Her seduction had no effect on him at all.

He waved his hand and the immortal sword, which emitted flashes of demonic light, flew before him. It was the soul-infused treasure weapon he had painstakingly crafted—Yuanming Shuixin Sword.

"Very well, very well, Junior Brother, you are indeed impressive. But today, you won’t be leaving alive," the woman said as she stretched her hand and tapped her waist. A banner flag appeared in her hands.

Her master always favored this young man and even had thoughts of passing down his legacy to him. This was something that the few senior disciples who entered first could not bear to see.

However, at the main hall with so many people around and under Master’s protection, they dared not act rashly. But now...

The Cloud Ridge Mountain was fraught with danger, and countless cultivators had perished here. It was an ideal place to eliminate this Junior Brother without leaving any traces behind.

This woman originally intended to use her shadow puppet to attack secretly, saving herself a lot of effort. However, she lost the soul-infused puppet to him.

She was both shocked and angry, so she decided to act alone now.

"Oh, Senior Sister wants to kill me? Can I escort you to the netherworld?" Tian Xiaojian said calmly as he stretched his hand forward and shouted, "Quickly!"

The soul-infused sword flashed, and layer upon layer of ghostly shadows appeared like a tide, rushing towards the hurricane.

On another peak.

A young man in a green robe stood arrogantly. Countless green sword qi danced around him, creating an awe-inspiring scene.

Behind him was a beautiful maiden who wielded a short sword-like treasure. The green light flickered, but it lacked the ease and comfort of the youth's.

Around them, numerous strange beasts flew about. They looked like eyeballs the size of heads with bat-like wings, appearing bizarrely.

Wu Yun'er, though an Immortal Core cultivator, had come from a cultivation family and later became a disciple of Ouyang Qinxin. She was well-versed in knowledge due to her family's heritage. But before her eyes were creatures she had never heard of or seen.

From those eyeballs, black beams of light could be emitted, powerful enough to match the full power of a Foundation Establishment中期 cultivator.

If there were just a few, Wu Yun'er might have been able to withstand them, but with thousands, it would be impossible for her to fight back.

However, Master Lin did not seem strained at all.

Along the way, Lin Xuan had already displayed countless astonishing abilities—demons and monsters, traps, prohibitions, and other unnamed dangers. He effortlessly defused them one by one.

Wu Yun'er was familiar with the divine powers of an Immortal Core cultivator; she earned the nickname "Charming Fairy" for her sweet tongue, which made her a favorite of Master Ouyang Qinxin. She had even attended an Immortal Core-level trade fair and seen two senior Immortal Core cultivators sparring.

But compared to this Lin Master, they were in different leagues.

Was this Senior Brother actually a Great Cultivator pretending to be only at the middle stage?

Wu Yun'er was not surprised by his thoughts. After all, with her Immortal Core cultivation, she could only sense that he was an Immortal Core cultivator but couldn't determine his exact level.

Throughout their journey, Lin Xuan had displayed numerous divine powers, but now, those green sword qi seemed to be casually released without using any treasure. Yet, they were even stronger than her Xuanqing Sword.

Her master's old friend, yet the region of Youzhou was supposed to be a wilderness; how could there be such powerful cultivators?

Wu Yun'er felt curious but looked at Lin Xuan with more respect.

A blood rain fell, but it was all blocked by a green light curtain. Lin Xuan expanded the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield’s range, protecting Wu Yun'er as well. It wouldn’t be dangerous for her.

Although the sword qi was sharp, there were too many monsters. After nearly an hour, they were finally all exterminated.

Lin Xuan retracted his hand and stared at the corpses in silence.

"Senior Brother, are these the demons you mentioned?" Wu Yun'er’s weak voice entered his ears, as if she feared disturbing him.

"Humph, demons aren’t that weak. These are just ordinary beasts that have been corrupted by evil," Lin Xuan said with a sneer.

Although they were low-grade demonic creatures, their sheer numbers made them almost certain death for cultivators below the Immortal Core stage.

This was an extremely formidable checkpoint; it seemed they were close to the central area.

"What? Ordinary beasts corrupted by evil?" Wu Yun'er was stunned. Her face showed disbelief.

"Senior Brother, are you saying this is a lie?"

"No need to be afraid, I’m not that kind of person," Lin Xuan said with a gentle smile. Wu Yun'er blushed as she had been caught off guard. Most old Immortal Core cultivators were temperamental, but this Senior Brother was just like Master Ouyang—gentle and amiable. No wonder they were good friends.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what the girl was thinking. He flicked his finger, and a green glow shot out. It rolled over a corpse nearby, extracting a dark black bead. Then he muttered some words and cast another spell. The corpse glowed and changed shape.

Lin Xuan remained calm, but Wu Yun'er couldn't help staring wide-eyed, her hand covering her mouth as she stammered: "No, no way, this, this"
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That ugly, flesh-winged giant eye had transformed into a bat.

And there was no sign of any magical fluctuations; it wasn't a demon but just an ordinary bat from the mortal world.

Wu Yun'er couldn't help staring in shock. The transformation was too shocking to comprehend.

"Senior Uncle, what's going on?" the young girl asked with curiosity, standing still.

"It's nothing. Those ancient demons and monsters have secret techniques that can turn ordinary creatures into their minions," Lin Xuan said calmly.

He then swept his sleeve, sending a large patch of greenish霞light flying over to those monster corpses… wrapping around them. Each corpse could yield a small black bead.

Afterward, all the monsters turned into bats.

Lin Xuan reached out and tapped on his storage pouch, taking out an jade box. He placed these demonic beads inside and affixed several prohibitive talismans on it.

"Senior Uncle, what are you going to do with those?" Wu Yun'er's face paled as she thought of the ugly monsters.

"It's nothing."

Lin Xuan didn't want to elaborate further. These demon beads were extraordinary treasures, but only demons that had reached late-stage元婴 and mastered true demonic qi could command them. Although he himself didn’t meet these requirements, he decided to keep them just in case they might be useful later.

Wu Yun'er was observant and quickly refrained from asking more questions.

Lin Xuan surveyed the surroundings.

Everything before him was different; there were no longer those annoying mists, allowing his divine sense to move freely.

However, Lin Xuan’s face didn’t show any joy. Instead, it grew more serious.

Before his eyes stretched a vast expanse of land. The journey had been slow but long enough that he estimated they must have traveled at least tens of thousands of miles. Wu Yun'er couldn't possibly know the distance, but she fully trusted Lin Xuan’s judgment as her senior uncle.

"What are we in?" she asked with a worried expression.

"I don’t know exactly," Lin Xuan said, "but it's most likely an independent space."

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he recalled his past experiences. He had once encountered something similar on Seven Star Island, when he visited the mysterious ice volcano and ended up at the main hall of Jade Profound Sect. As a hidden ancient sect, their location was indeed in an independent space.

This time, however, they hadn’t used any teleportation. They seemed to have arrived here naturally.

Could there be a secret entrance that connected this place with Yun Ling Mountain?

But he had felt no such sensation when entering.

Lin Xuan shook his head. Although he prided himself on his abilities rivaling those of great cultivators, he knew that there were still many mysteries in this world.

He reminded himself not to become complacent just because he was now at the late-stage元婴; even experts could fall into traps.

Considering the prosperity of Cloud Province’s cultivation realm and the presence of hidden ancient immortals, Lin Xuan wasn’t anything special compared to them.

The dangers of the cultivation world were real, so being cautious was wise.

"Senior Uncle, if this is a space created by demons, walking further would be more dangerous. Why don't we…" Wu Yun'er carefully worded her next sentence, knowing she had to be tactful not to make him doubt his abilities.

"Don’t worry," Lin Xuan said with confidence, "as I predicted, the demons have set traps but this place isn’t one of them."

"Then what is it?" Wu Yun'er asked, turning from fear to hope as her face lit up.

"It’s an ancient cultivator's site," he said, looking around with a meaningful expression.

"Really?" she asked excitedly.

"Don't get too excited. Although this place might be an ancient cultivator's site, the dangers are still significant compared to the traps set by demons." Lin Xuan observed their surroundings and continued, "There’s no need for concern; as long as I’m here, you won’t fall."

"Thank you, Senior Uncle," Wu Yun'er said with a smile, but she didn't relax. A red light flashed around her body, and she followed closely behind Lin Xuan.

Their speed was slow, given the extremely powerful restrictions that usually guarded ancient cultivator sites. Rushing would be suicidal.

Sure enough, less than ten miles in, a red cloud suddenly surged up from above their heads, spewing out a long beam of light that aimed directly at them.

The other clouds hadn’t shown any signs earlier, but why this one?

Wu Yun'er’s face showed shock. There was no time to dodge; the beam was too fast, and all she saw was red.

But just as it struck, a flash of green enveloped her, shielding her from the attack. Although Lin Xuan had already activated his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, he couldn’t fully defend against such an assault. If another late-stage元婴 cultivator faced this, they might survive but surely wouldn't come out unscathed.

However, Lin Xuan knew many secret techniques. With a slight shake of his shoulder, he stepped aside and vanished from sight.

Nine Heavens Microstep, combined with the cultivation technique passed down by Fairy Azure Phoenix, was almost as effective as teleportation.

Lin Xuan dodged the attack with Wu Yun'er just in time. He then shot out a sharp sword energy that pierced through the red cloud.

There was only a faint sound but no visible effect; the sword energy seemed to vanish like water into the sea.

Lin Xuan released Wu Yun'er, his face growing serious. Even though he had used a casual strike, it could match the power of a condensation period cultivator’s treasure. The cloud showed no signs of damage, which was too strange.

Without demonic qi, not a demon—what kind of monster was this?

"Master, I think I know what it is," Mo'er's voice entered his ears with some hesitation.

"What?" Lin Xuan replied without hesitation.

"It might be a劫cloud."

Mo'er’s tone sounded very uncertain. But that still startled Lin Xuan: "What? A劫cloud?"

"Yes." Mo'er sighed, "Since my last failed condensation attempt, the gap between me and Master has widened. I rarely help in battles now, so I’ve been reading more ancient texts to gain knowledge for you."

Mo'er's soft voice echoed in his ears. If it were any other time, Lin Xuan would have comforted her, but he was stunned by Mo'er’s theory.

A劫cloud, or a shortened term for heavenly tribulation clouds.

It was common knowledge that after reaching the Separation period, cultivators could glimpse the secrets of spatial techniques and tear through space to ascend to the Spirit Realm.

However, ancient immortals who had reached the Separation period never dared to do so easily. They continued cultivating, aiming to reach the pinnacle of the Separation period while collecting various treasures.

Despite knowing that the resources and qi in the higher realms were far superior to those on Earth, they chose not to risk it because breaking through space would trigger a minor heavenly tribulation—a force beyond imagination.

For a cultivator at the early-stage Separation, there was a 100% chance of being destroyed. For mid-stage Separation, with powerful treasures, about 30% could survive the tribulation. If they could reach late-stage Separation, their chances of safe ascension would be over 90%.

And the entity that released minor heavenly tribulations was the劫cloud.
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How pitiful a creature could end up here?

"Little Moon, did we misunderstand? Shouldn't the劫云only appear when cultivators reach the Lihe stage and ascend?" Lin Xuan spoke slowly.

"I wish it were a mistake too. But judging by the scene before us, I'm about 70% sure."

The girl sighed softly, her voice tinged with helplessness.

"I know what Master wants to say, but according to ancient records, this is possible. You know, apart from late-stage Lihe cultivators, those in early and mid-stages have a hard time surviving the劫. Most are consumed by heavenly tribulation. Depending on their cultivation level, they can only withstand different durations. This is why there's still so much spiritual energy left in the劫cloud."

"Generally, when tribulation cultivators fall, over time, the劫cloud dissipates. The released spiritual energy transforms the area into a good source of spiritual veins."

"Ahh?" Lin Xuan was greatly surprised; he had no idea some spiritual veins could form this way.

"But the laws of nature are the most fascinating. Sometimes, due to unforeseen circumstances, the劫cloud doesn't disperse but instead gradually becomes sentient..."

"Spiritualized?" Lin Xuan, despite his extensive experience, had never heard of such a phenomenon before.

It was well known that there were five elements in heaven and earth: metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. This corresponded to the attributes of cultivators' spiritual roots and their cultivation methods.

Similarly, heavenly tribulations also followed this pattern. Among all heavenly tribulations, those with fire or metal attributes—especially lightning from metal tribulations—were the most terrifying. Even late-stage Lihe cultivators could fall if they encountered such tribulations without powerful treasures to rely on.

Although there wasn't much spiritual energy left in the劫cloud, it had become a sentient monster. Lin Xuan couldn't afford to underestimate it.

"Little Moon, step back. This battle is beyond your help; just be careful not to get caught up," Lin Xuan said without looking back, his divine sense locked onto the monster.

"Yes, Master."

Wu Yun'er, though unaware of what a human-faced centipede was, understood that she couldn't handle it alone and quickly retreated. She then raised a talisman-shaped artifact to protect herself before turning her gaze forward.

Knowing how formidable the human-faced centipede was, Lin Xuan wasn't going to be polite. As the saying went, "strike first if you can; suffer later."

He flicked his sleeves, sending out a greenish flame that quickly grew to about a foot in diameter and crashed towards the monster.

This was none other than the poisonous fire he had cultivated for nearly a century.

Although the five elements were interdependent, when they shared the same attribute, the stronger force would prevail. Lin Xuan was confident in his Green Illusory Mystic Fire, hoping it could counter the monster's flames.

Withdrawing and probing, he flicked his fingers, sending out several different-colored magical seals. Vast spiritual energy poured into the talisman.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan extended a finger and slowly pointed it forward. A green glow flowed from the short sword, releasing dazzling light that formed an outline of a bird before appearing in his vision.

Sharp teeth and claws exuded immense pressure.

Of course, this was transformation magic.

Although there were no trapped beast souls in the Green Fire Sword, Lin Xuan's abilities allowed him to easily transform it into an animal form.

The bird spread its wings like an arrow from a bow, transforming into a green streak that flew towards the monster.

But the Green Illusory Mystic Fire was struggling and retreating.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he lightly tapped his left hand. A green fireball flashed, exploding with a loud boom, pushing back the heavenly tribulation flames slightly. Seizing this moment, the monster quickly broke free from its stalemate and flew towards Lin Xuan.

The human-faced centipede sneered, unwilling to give up. It transformed into dozens of fiery serpents about an inch thick that followed closely behind.

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he extended his hand, flicking his fingers rapidly. A series of green sword qi appeared, growing to over a yard in length and fiercely slashing at the flames.

However, these fire serpents ignored them, turning into vapor upon contact with the green sword qi.

Lin Xuan had only intended to stall but found it impossible; the heavenly tribulation flames were far more powerful than he imagined.

Desperate, Lin Xuan reached for his waist and pulled out over a dozen high-grade talismans.

Unlike other元婴 cultivators, Lin Xuan placed great importance on these talismans because they could be used without expending his own spiritual energy, making them incredibly useful. However, their high cost was also a drawback.

Each of the talismans in his hand could fetch several thousand crystal stones at the market, and with over ten, he could buy decent-quality artifacts.

Even low-stage cultivators wouldn't dare use such talismans.

But Lin Xuan didn't care; every time he visited a bustling market, he would acquire various high-grade talismans. His wealth allowed him to afford them, and his previous experiences had shown the benefits of these talismans.

The crystal stones were expensive, but compared to his life, they were insignificant. Lin Xuan knew which was more important and wasn't stingy when necessary.

He flicked his left hand, summoning the talismans that shone brightly in the light. Dozens of snow-white monkeys appeared in the aura.

Temperatures dropped as he used water attribute talismans to counter the fire.

The white monkeys condensed from cold energy, immediately transforming into streaks of white light that charged towards the heavenly tribulation flames.

Puffing sounds echoed as they collided with the fiery serpents, vaporizing the white monkeys. Though futile, these talismans were worth nearly ten thousand crystal stones each.

This slowed down the pursuit speed of the heavenly tribulation flames enough.

The Green Illusory Mystic Fire and the transformed bird met in mid-air, merging into a single entity as Lin Xuan rapidly changed his magical seals.

The bird grew larger, its feathers glowing with greenish poison flames. It let out a piercing cry before diving back towards the fiery serpents.

In the sky, dozens of fire snakes clashed with the green-flamed bird, their claws and beaks tearing at each other as flames flickered.

With the combined power of the Green Fire Sword and the Green Illusory Mystic Fire, they finally managed to repel the heavenly tribulation flames. The battle was evenly matched.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. With so little spiritual energy left in the劫cloud, it was hard to imagine how terrifying a true Heavenly Tribulation would be—flames raining down from all directions with various other attacks...
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With a critical strike, the flames were blocked. The face of the human-faced centipede flashed with an expression of anger.

Peng Zhang's face was strikingly beautiful, with features that could easily pass for those of a stunning woman. However, paired with its grotesque body, it was terrifying to behold.

"Vivis," the creature opened its mouth slightly, and hundreds of red threads shot out.

The threads were as thick as a hair and about three inches long, resembling human needles in appearance. Each needle contained an intense fire essence that made Lin Xuan hesitate; he did not dare to stand his ground to meet the attack directly.

He quickly stepped to the left, his figure blurring before vanishing from sight.

The Nine Heavens Micro-step was too subtle and could easily dodge the opponent's attacks.

"Sssshh..."

The human-faced centipede seemed enraged. Its bones cracked loudly as its body changed. The three pairs of centipede legs near its face twisted together, transforming into a pair of human arms without hands. From the elbows down, they were giant black bone blades that resembled sickles.

The two bone blades crossed and slashed forward with great force.

Sssshh...

About ten feet away from the centipede, the air blurred as Lin Xuan appeared, stumbling and falling.

Several threads danced in the air; his face was a picture of horror. This monster had mastered spatial techniques akin to those of Snow Fox King's lance, though not enough to tear through reality. The Nine Heavens Micro-step was useless against it.

If he hadn't practiced Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, he would have been decapitated by now; only a few threads were severed.

First, the green illusory flames had been defeated, and then the Nine Heavens Micro-step lost its effectiveness.

This guy before him appeared to be an intermediate婴期 cultivator, but his threat was no less than that of a late-stage ancient monster.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and wiped the blood from his mouth. A bitter smile played on his lips, but his resolve remained unshaken.

Thinking about why the劫cloud had appeared here—evidence that an ancient intermediate婴期 cultivator had failed to pass through their trials—made him feel hot all over.

The danger and difficulty were now insignificant; he would do whatever it took to eliminate this monster born from the劫cloud's intelligence.

"Sssshh..."

The human-faced centipede's sound echoed again, showing some confusion. A mere intermediate婴期 cultivator was causing trouble.

A greedy expression appeared on its face as it realized that devouring this human might bring significant benefits.

It brought its arms together, and the bone blades clashed softly before crossing again to slash down with great force.

Sssshh...

The power was even greater than before. Two black-red flames streaked through the air like meteors, heading for Lin Xuan.

Dodge, but it was too late; such a technique could break through the Nine Heavens Micro-step's instant teleportation. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, a mocking smile playing on his lips.

He flipped his left hand and a long, ancient-looking lance appeared in mid-air, radiating with spiritual light as mana poured into it like a dam breaking.

He grasped it and swung it down fiercely.

A silver crescent moon, over a yard wide, met the black-red flames head-on.

Boom!

The deafening impact echoed. Then, something astonishing happened: the silver light intertwined with the black-red flames until they tore through the space around them, creating an inch-long crack about a finger wide.

Yes, it was a crack—a spatial rift!

This meant that space had been torn apart.

Though the centipede's remaining spiritual energy equated to an intermediate婴期 cultivator, its existence represented some form of cosmic law. At full strength, it could kill even a late-stage ancient monster, making it highly formidable.

After becoming intelligent, it could grasp some spatial techniques, which was not surprising.

Lin Xuan's lance had come from Snow Fox King's treasure and carried spatial abilities inherited from the snow fox ancestors in ancient times. However, due to his low cultivation level, he could only use it to break through instant teleportation.

Both were merely basic spatial spells, but when they collided, their combined efforts inadvertently tore space apart.

Though the crack was only a palm-sized opening, accidentally colliding with it would result in certain death.

This unexpected outcome left Lin Xuan stunned. The creature's attack continued.

Again, bone blades slashed down, emitting heart-stopping black-red flames.

Lin Xuan snorted, not backing down as he swung his lance, the silver crescent moon meeting the attack head-on.

Rumble, rumble... explosions echoed continuously in the air, creating more spatial rifts with each clash. They looked like mouths opening and closing, but accidentally colliding with them would likely result in the destruction of an intermediate婴期 cultivator's body.

Across the distance, Wu Yun'er's face was pale. This battle challenged her limits of imagination.

Though this girl came from a scholarly family, having learned under Ou Yang Qinxin, she had originally come from a significant cultivation clan where ancestors had been late-stage cultivators. Their techniques and methods were well-preserved.

But their descendants could not match the achievements of their forebears; none had managed to condense an intermediate婴期 soul core.

This was why they had moved to Cloud State's Bieyun Mountain, ceding their former spiritual veins to Bieyun Sect as a base. The original veins were vast, and after the family's decline, they lacked people to use them, making it better to form alliances with powerful factions rather than risk being forcibly displaced.

As one of Bieyun Mountain's senior elders, Ou Yang Qinxin had taken her in not just because she was sweet-tongued.

Wu Family might have declined, but as a clan that once produced late-stage cultivators, they possessed many ancient texts and records. Wu Yun'er loved reading, so her knowledge was extensive.

Following Ou Yang Qinxin, she had witnessed several intermediate婴期 cultivator battles, yet compared to this one, she suddenly felt that the old monsters' techniques that amazed her before seemed trivial.

What kind of monster was it? And was Senior Lin really an intermediate婴期 cultivator? How did they manage to create a spatial rift like in legends? (To be continued)
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Eryi'er掩住嘴，俏脸上满是惊讶！煮，武云儿的身影在那古怪云雾中闪动，已经退后了一百余丈远。

This kind of battle, once involved, would definitely result in his body being shattered. Unlike the previous encounter with Xi Xian, facing this terrifying human-faced centipede, even Master Lin might not be able to come to her aid in time if something went wrong.

Lin Xuan did not turn back, but there was no strange fog here. With his powerful divine consciousness, he could clearly sense every move that Wu Yuer made.

Nodding slightly, this girl was indeed impressive. He intended to use the Five Dragon Talisman to block the human-faced centipede’s spells because of its incredible hardness, surpassing even the Black Iron Dragon Armor Shield.

To his surprise, the monster from the劫cloud seemed to be greatly afraid of it. Although he did not know why, such a good opportunity was not one to miss. He flicked his sleeve and the Nine Heaven Moon Ring flew out.

Extending a finger, Lin Xuan lightly pointed forward.

The two rings flashed with silver light, forming ring shadows in mid-air… "Quickly!"

With a light command from Lin Xuan, those illusions rushed like a storm towards the human-faced centipede.

In normal circumstances, such an attack would be sharp and hard to dodge for a creature of the human-faced centipede’s power. However, now that it was trapped by the Five Color Clouds, its movements were significantly slower.

Struggling, it could not keep up, and several ring shadows landed on it, temporarily restraining it.

Lin Xuan reached out his hand and took out the Spirit Ghost Bag from his waist. A large amount of black fog poured out, revealing a tall, thin monster.

Initially, Lin Xuan did not summon the Corpse Demon because the human-faced centipede was too powerful. He didn’t want to risk destroying his newly made Incorporeal Stage puppet so easily.

However, now that the situation had changed and the opponent was restrained, calling out the Corpse Demon would be like beating a drowning man.

The Corpse Demon appeared with its two magical arms extending, producing cracking sounds as it wrapped itself into a large bone knife.

With a flash of movement, the Corpse Demon transformed into a black cloud and flew swiftly towards the human-faced centipede. The monster showed fear but did not want to give up. It opened its mouth and spat out a ball of fire, but it was too weak. The Corpse Demon easily dodged.

Then, with a swing of the bone knife, it slashed at the head of the centipede.

Splat,

The head of the giant centipede shot up into the air, spraying blood that stank and turned red upon contact with the ground, melting the hard rock.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as he prepared to fly over. Suddenly, from the monster’s body, a fist-sized ball of fire flew out.

It was a bright red color, though small, it contained fire spirit power that made Lin Xuan frown and take notice. The feeling was beyond anything in the mortal world.

This was the essence of heavenly tribulation flames.

And it had already reached a sentient state, comparable to an immortal’s infant stage.

That flame flashed and tried to flee towards the horizon.

Lin Xuan would not let this go. However, he was too far away. He roared!

The Corpse Demon’s arms returned to their original form as they pounded his chest, causing black fog to burst out from its body, covering a dozen feet around it, including that sentient heavenly tribulation flame.

Although the fire did not break free, the corners of the Corpse Demon’s mouth bled. Lin Xuan was pleased and used Nine Heaven Microsteps to move closer.

Flicking his sleeve, he released a large amount of green light, forming a green protective barrier around the flame essence.

That flame flashed again, trying to collide with it once more.

Lin Xuan’s face turned pale as he felt a powerful force approaching.

He coldly snorted and raised his left hand, releasing more cloud fog from the Five Dragon Talisman that enveloped the monster.

The heavenly tribulation flames, now sentient, were in great distress. They tried to escape but were trapped by Lin Xuan and the Corpse Demon.

Finally, the Five Color Clouds wrapped around the centipede, slowing its movements significantly.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile as he grabbed his hands together, releasing more cloud fog from the Five Dragon Talisman that enveloped it layer by layer. It formed a ball about a foot in diameter.

Lin Xuan reached out and caught the ball with his palm.

Seeing this Five Color Cloud Ball, even Lin Xuan’s composure could not hide his excitement. This was a heavenly tribulation flame capable of killing an Incorporeal Stage cultivator. If he could refine it into his demonic flames…

That would greatly increase their power. With such a technique, he might be able to stand up against a Great Cultivator without falling behind.

Not only did this mean he had found valuable treasure here, but the sentient heavenly tribulation flame alone was worth the trip.

Lin Xuan licked his lips and took out a large jade box from his storage bag. He opened it and placed the cloud ball inside.

He then took several Restriction Talismans, affixed them, and happily stored everything in his storage bag.

This was indeed a great harvest. However, refining this heavenly tribulation flame would require much effort and time. But that could wait until he returned home to research further.

"Congratulations, Master!"

A sweet voice entered his ears as Wu Yuer flew over after the battle ended.

The girl’s eyes were filled with admiration, though she did not know what Lin Xuan had taken away, it was clearly no ordinary treasure. Her expression was also extremely respectful; this Master Lin’s power was almost on par with a late-stage Incorporeal Stage cultivator.

Wu Yuer’s confidence in this mission greatly increased.

Lin Xuan turned and saw the girl standing respectfully. A smile appeared on his lips: "That monster, though it is from a tribulation cloud, has absorbed years of solar and lunar essence, already having a physical body. Although its appearance is ugly, as material, it surpasses ordinary Incorporeal Stage monsters. These things are not very useful to me, so I can pick some up."

"Thank you, Master!"

Wu Yuer’s face showed great joy as she bowed gracefully and flew towards the centipede’s remains.

Lin Xuan smiled. Actually, that statement was half true. The body of the human-faced centipede could be sold for many crystals in the market, but he had to share some with others.

After all, this girl was also Qinxin’s disciple, not an outsider. He couldn’t let her think that he was too stingy as a senior.

That would make it awkward when meeting Qinxin again.

Moreover, killing the human-faced centipede meant obtaining the most precious heavenly tribulation flames. The remaining monster bodies were far less valuable.

With Lin Xuan’s vast wealth, this wasn’t something to worry about.

Wu Yuer was also a clever and talented girl who understood that Lin Xuan was giving her a favor, greatly appreciating him.

While Lin Xuan had just killed his opponent, on another mountain peak many miles away, Tian Xiaojian was still fighting fiercely with his senior.

However, the red-robed woman’s face no longer showed arrogance; instead, it was filled with anger and fear.

The hurricane clashed with countless ghostly shadows, but clearly, the hurricane was already struggling. Then a flash of light appeared as her banner had been cut in half by the Soul Shattering Sword of Netherworld. Tian Xiaojian appeared before her.

"Impossible! You are only at the early-stage Incorporeal Stage, how can you have such power?" The woman raised her head, her face showing signs of madness.

The hunter became prey; she never expected Tian Xiaojian to be so formidable.

PS: Sorry for today's delay. I really had something important to deal with, and this is the only chapter for today. I will make up for it tomorrow. Sorry! (To be continued)
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"Is this...?"

Despite not being as erudite as Lin Xuan, Tian Xiaojian had some knowledge of array formation and alchemy from his experiences. As an Incarnation Stage cultivator and the young master of Liyao Sect, he was quite familiar with various techniques. The obvious teleportation array wouldn't have escaped his notice.

However, this array was different from any he had encountered before. Although he didn't know where it led, Tian Xiaojian wasn't interested in being dragged into it.

Dark magic energy surged through his body as his speed increased. But it was too late.

A blood-red light column shot up, enveloping Tian Xiaojian. When the light dissipated, he disappeared without a trace, leaving only that lonely mountain peak behind, as if nothing had happened.

This strange experience wasn't limited to just the unlucky young master of Liyao Sect.

In an unknown valley, a white-browed monk named Huichong was carefully flying. He was also at the Incarnation Stage and a master from Haishi City.

Suddenly, a hurricane appeared out of nowhere. Huichong was alarmed but quickly recited "Amitabha", enveloping himself in a layer of Buddha light. The hurricane wasn't particularly fierce, so he believed his protective Buddha light could repel it.

However, the expression on his face changed as he felt an unfamiliar sensation - like being inside a teleportation array.

After the hurricane dissipated, Huichong also vanished without a trace.

In a seemingly ordinary forest, two cultivators were facing each other from afar. The one on the left was about forty years old with an unremarkable appearance but was at the Incarnation Stage, his strength not to be underestimated. On the right stood a short and stout red elder with peculiar features; it was hard to tell how old he was.

Both had hostile expressions.

Clearly, they were enemies who had run into each other by chance in Cloud Ridge Mountain. However, their expressions suggested mutual caution, so neither attacked immediately.

"Old monster..." The man with the unremarkable appearance was about to speak when his feet sank into a swamp of mud.

He was alarmed and tried to fly up while looking around suspiciously, fearing an ambush. But he found himself in the same predicament as the other person.

Relieved, he focused on escaping but was surprised to find that this strange swamp had infinite suction.

Angry at being unable to release his treasure, his body was enveloped by a layer of white light - the sensation of teleportation...

Almost simultaneously, most of the Incarnation Stage old monsters who entered Cloud Ridge Mountain encountered such bizarre incidents. The lower-stage cultivators continued to fall, and more people in the fog realized it was all part of a conspiracy. But it was too late for them to leave.

Most had entered deeper into the mountain range, hoping to find another way out but facing even greater dangers ahead. This was all part of the demons' plot - wouldn't they let these humans who were so easily deceived go?

Tian Xiaojian's misfortune aside, Lin Xuan's luck was much better. After eliminating the monster that had taken form from the divine cloud, he returned with Wu Yun'er to search for ancient cultivator treasures.

If his guess was correct, in ancient times, there should have been a powerful Separation Stage cultivator who tried to ascend to the Spirit Realm and failed here. If no one else came before him, his treasure should be scattered nearby.

This thought brought excitement to Lin Xuan's face despite his usual composure. An old monster at that level - he had never encountered such an existence. What would it leave behind? He couldn't imagine but merely thinking about it was thrilling.

Even in the Yu Xuan Sect, he had obtained a talisman treasure which still lingered in his memory for its power. The true treasures left by this ancient monster would be even more terrifying.

Despite being excited, Lin Xuan remained cautious. He didn't know what other dangers might await after that divine cloud. He didn't want to end up like the proverbial man who drowned in a ditch while enjoying himself on a boat.

Wu Yun'er was also obedient, following closely behind him. Although she had successfully condensed her golden core outside, she still felt too weak here.

Treasures were tempting, but one needed to live to enjoy them. She cherished his life as well.

They searched the area for some time without finding anything. This wasn't surprising; while the human-faced centipede appeared in this place, it didn't necessarily mean that the ancient cultivator had passed through here. After all, divine clouds were sentient and wouldn't remain stationary; they would wander around. Lin Xuan's thorough search was to avoid missing any clues.

Since there was no收获, he slowed down and stopped.

Lin Xuan then closed his eyes and slowly released his spiritual sense in all directions. With his powerful spiritual sense, a hundred miles could be covered. This independent space wouldn't be too large either.

Wu Yun'er stood beside him, her mouth tightly shut, not daring to make any noise.

After half a cup of tea passed, Lin Xuan opened his eyes with a thoughtful expression.
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Lin Xuan rested his hand on his forehead, seemingly pondering something.

Wu Yun'er held her breath. After a full cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped in a blue glow, wrapping the girl inside.

"Senior Uncle," Wu Yun'er was taken aback and then blushed slightly.

"The path ahead is too perilous. Even if you follow closely by my side, I might not be able to handle all of it." Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he spoke lightly.

In truth, he had considered leaving Wu Yun'er behind, but this independent space was too mysterious. Although it appeared peaceful now, there could still be dangers lurking around the corner.

After all, she was a disciple of Qinxin, and Lin Xuan naturally couldn't just leave her to fend for herself.

"Thank you, Senior Uncle!"

Wu Yun'er expressed great gratitude, secretly guessing that this senior uncle had an unusually close relationship with his master. Otherwise, why would he take such good care of her?

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of blue light, but he flew slowly. From here, the distant horizon was covered by a range of undulating mountains stretching in all directions.

These mountains were not lush and green; most were grayish-black rock formations. Although there wasn't complete barrenness, only some low shrubs dotted the landscape.

"Master, how can such an inhospitable environment be chosen for a senior like Gu Xiuxiu to undergo tribulation?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears, filled with curiosity.

"I have no idea," Lin Xuan shook his head and revealed a look of helplessness. Even he wasn't feeling particularly cheerful in the presence of this situation.

What alarmed him most was that he had just used his divine sense to scan over the area, yet such a large creature hadn't registered any trace at all.

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. He vaguely sensed that this terrifying beast might be even more troublesome than the human-faced scorpion.

Treasured items were indeed not easy to obtain; obtaining an item for a Separation Stage cultivator was like navigating through a thorny path.

Lin Xuan sighed but didn't let go of such a great opportunity. "This isn't a demon creature, but an ancient beast."

"An ancient beast?" The girl's eyebrows raised in surprise; she hadn't heard of it before.

"Hmph, in any case, it's much more troublesome than the demon race. Yun'er (calling you so close...), run far away when we encounter this battle. Don't get involved." Lin Xuan's face was grave but his tone returned to calm. No matter what, he had to obtain that Separation Stage cultivator’s treasure.

"Yes," the girl nodded obediently: "Senior Uncle, don’t worry. Although I can't help much, I won’t drag you down."

Lin Xuan showed satisfaction on his face and didn't say more. Just as he was about to summon a magical artifact, Mo'er's voice entered his ears: "Master, wait a moment."

"Why?" Lin Xuan was taken aback but stopped moving.

"Although this creature is terrifying, it might not be our enemy," she continued.

"You mean..." Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of contemplation.

He closed his eyes and focused on sensing the surroundings. After a brief moment, he opened them again: "Correct. This creature indeed doesn’t have any hostile intent."

"Indeed, Master, perhaps we can avoid conflict and quietly pass through," Mo'er suggested from her heart.

Since she hadn't managed to form an infant spirit core successfully, facing this opponent was beyond her help. However, Mo'er didn't want to idle around; instead, she read more books and thought harder, hoping to play the role of Lin Xuan's strategist.

Whether it worked or not, Lin Xuan felt warm knowing her intentions.

To be honest, Mo'er’s suggestion had a significant allure this time.

Lin Xuan had encountered ancient beasts before. On the demon spirit island at the main hall of Xuanfeng Sect, he faced an ancient beast octopus in that lake water and was engaged in a tough battle.

Although his current abilities were far superior to what they used to be, having advanced to mid-stage, this creature was still much more terrifying than the octopus. Lin Xuan wasn't sure if he had a chance of victory.

Instead of confronting head-on, it clearly wasn’t a wise choice for a strategist.

Could they find a way around? Lin Xuan looked around and shook his head. The terrain here was peculiar; there were numerous spatial vortexes on both sides that moved rapidly.

Spatial vortices were far more terrifying than spatial rifts. Even if the rift was large, one might not necessarily die upon entering it.

But with a spatial vortex, once inside, one would face chaotic space currents. It wasn’t just him; even an ancient beast of late Separation Stage had only a 10% chance of survival.

In other words, they could only cross over the lake surface. But this creature was in the water, and trying to pass by without being attacked seemed impossible.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply as he pondered. After a full meal's worth of time, he gritted his teeth with determination.

Well then, fortune favors those who dare to take risks. To obtain such treasure, it’s worth taking this chance. I’ll just have to take that risk.

On the side, Wu Yun'er showed surprise on her face. Why had Senior Uncle been talking to himself earlier as if consulting someone? But there were no other cultivators around besides herself.

She was curious but didn’t dare ask more in such a tense moment.

At the same time, she sighed inwardly. Since forming an infant spirit core, she had become somewhat arrogant and overconfident. If it weren't for Senior Uncle Lin, she might have already perished during this quest. She vowed to be much more cautious from now on and never take such reckless actions again.

"Yun'er," Lin Xuan's voice entered her ears.

"Senior Uncle," Wu Yun'er quickly adopted a solemn and respectful expression: "Please instruct."

"I will give you two choices now."

"Choices?" The girl was taken aback, showing surprise on her face.

"Indeed. This journey to find the treasure is fraught with danger. I want to quietly pass through this ancient beast's side. If discovered, it could lead to great peril. In other words, I might not be able to protect you properly, so here are your two options: one, continue staying by my side and searching for the treasure together, but there’s no guarantee of safety; or two, return along the same path to where we encountered the tribulation clouds earlier, waiting for me. If I find the treasure, I will naturally come back for you, but it's important to understand that while that place is currently safe, whether dangers might arise later, I can't make any guarantees," Lin Xuan spoke slowly.

"Yun'er follows Senior Uncle," the girl said without hesitation.

"Really? You should consider carefully. Although both choices are dangerous, returning seems slightly safer for you," Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face and continued speaking.

"Yun'er has decided to follow Senior Uncle; there's no need to think about it."

The girl was very certain. Throughout the journey, she had seen Lin Xuan’s prowess multiple times. Even as a mid-stage infant spirit core cultivator, he relied on extraordinary abilities and treasures, making his true combat power comparable to that of a Great Cultivator. If such a master still couldn’t protect her, it meant fate was against them. Wu Yun'er had no objections.

The second option seemed safer but the independent space was too mysterious; any unexpected danger could easily crush a Condensation Stage cultivator like herself into insignificance.

Therefore, she felt following Lin Xuan would be much safer.

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment. Since the girl had made her choice, he didn't have much to say. He extended his hand and tapped his storage bag, taking out an jade bottle. After uncorking it, he poured out a snow-white spirit pill inside.

"This is a Conceal Spirit Pill; it can suppress your spiritual energy. I will teach you a set of incantations; remember them well."

Lin Xuan finished speaking as he mouthed the words to transmit the Nine Heavens Profound Technique's敛气术 (Lian Qi术) to her.

Firstly, this technique would be useful when passing through the ancient beast’s side. Secondly, while the secret technique of suppressing qi was effective, it wasn’t a particularly significant secret; as Qinxin’s disciple, she could learn it without much difficulty.

"Thank you, Senior Uncle!"

Wu Yun'er quickly memorized the incantations. As a Condensation Stage cultivator, this set of techniques were even within reach for a灵动期 (Dong Ling Qi) disciple. She didn’t need Lin Xuan to explain; she soon mastered it and swallowed the Conceal Spirit Pill, suppressing her aura to an almost imperceptible level.

Lin Xuan nodded with satisfaction on his face. He then looked at the distant ancient beast, knowing that safely passing through would be a significant test.
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Since the decision had been made, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He swept his sleeves and first re-drew the golden dragon black armor shield in his storage bag. This was to avoid drawing attention; neither the protective barrier nor any defensive treasures could be activated.

Once discovered, he would be completely exposed to the ancient beast's attacks.

Next, Lin Xuan took out a spirit印灵丹 and swallowed it. He practiced the technique of reining in his qi.

His aura became faint, and a grayish light enveloped Wu Yun'er, flickering before both of them vanished.

Lin Xuan licked his tongue and glanced at the ancient beast far away. Compared to its massive size, he was like an ant. Hopefully, it wouldn't notice him for now.

Then Lin Xuan transformed into a shadowy figure and slowly flew over.

Wu Yun'er held her breath; she had never encountered such terrifying creatures before.

Lin Xuan flew very slowly, taking nearly the time of a cup of tea to reach the ancient beast's front.

Upon close inspection, this creature was even more shocking.

Although no qi fluctuations were felt from it, ancient beasts differed from demons and could not advance in cultivation. However, their lifespans were incredibly long—living for millions of years was effortless.

As they say, "Old age brings wisdom," and animals are the same. In this world, there had been tales of old monsters at the Separation Stage being killed by ancient beasts.

Of course, this one wasn't as formidable; otherwise, Lin Xuan would never dare to take such a risk with any treasure's temptation.

But if discovered, the situation could be dire. Thus, Lin Xuan was not careless, slowing his light and reducing the emitted qi to a minimum.

At the same time, he held several talismans in his hand; although he feared the exposure of his qi, he couldn't take out his treasures, but the talismans posed no issue.

After some time, Lin Xuan's distance from the creature grew shorter. About a hundred paces away, the beast still hadn't noticed him, and Lin Xuan felt a surge of hope.

It seemed this gamble had paid off; perhaps he could pass safely.

As he thought this, the ancient beast suddenly turned its head, with a hint of ferocity in its eyes. It opened its mouth, and a column of fire shot out.

This fire column transformed into a spear as it left the mouth, hurtling towards Lin Xuan with the force of an arrow from a bowstring.

Lin Xuan was startled; he no longer cared about concealing his form. He swept his sleeves, and several talismans flew out, forming colorful light screens.

Then, Lin Xuan used Nine Heaven Microsteps, vanishing from sight.

Puff puff puff—sounds echoed in his ears as the layers of light screens were like paper-thin, failing to block the fire spear. Lin Xuan's face turned pale; these were middle-grade earth-tier defensive talismans. Even with several used together, they could only delay an old monster at the元婴期 for a moment. This ancient beast was much more formidable than he had imagined.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as his hand reached for his storage bag. However, his gaze swept forward, and his hand paused in surprise.

Sizzle…

The red water parted, revealing a huge fish-like monster emerging from within.

Indeed, it was a fish-like creature.

Not only was its body enormous, but its appearance was terrifying with sharp teeth and long, sharp spines on its back.

Facing the fire spear, the fish-like creature opened its mouth. A powerful aura spread out, causing Lin Xuan to swallow hard. Wu Yun'er's expression was even more understandable.

A visible invisible object burst from his mouth, colliding mid-air with the fire spear, creating a loud explosion that stirred the entire lake. The lava surged into massive waves, but Lin Xuan smiled and retreated.

The ancient beast's attack wasn't aimed at him.

Lin Xuan remained vigilant, observing the actions of these two monsters.

Roar!

Seeing his attack blocked, the ancient beast clearly became enraged, extending its long tongue like a venomous snake and lunging towards the opponent.

Despite its massive size, it moved with surprising agility. The fish-like creature didn't back down; it lowered its head, and the spines on its back shot out.

In an instant, waves crashed across the lake as the ancient beast and fish-like creature engaged in a fierce battle. Their attack methods were vastly different from those of cultivators, yet their power was no less than that of an old monster at late元婴期.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered, seemingly pondering something.

"Is it, young master, you want to sit back and let someone else do the work?" Yu'er's voice entered his ears. Having spent so many years with Lin Xuan, she naturally guessed his thoughts accurately.

Lin Xuan didn't speak but nodded after a long silence, transforming into a streak of light and flying away.

According to an old saying, "A man's greed is never satisfied." Not long ago, he still thought about safely passing through. But the appearance of another fish-like creature made Lin Xuan, as Mo'er said, consider taking advantage of the situation.

After all, their powers were roughly equal; even if one won and the other lost, both would be severely injured.

Eliminating a heavily wounded monster with his abilities wouldn't be difficult. However, after considering it, he abandoned this tempting idea.

Although the ancient beast's bones and hide were excellent cultivation materials, they paled in comparison to relics left by old monsters at the Separation Stage.

Moreover, this lava lake was too mysterious; both creatures could evade his divine sense searches. Who knew what other similar creatures might lurk within these waters?

Lin Xuan decided against it, thinking that even without other monsters, the final attack from these two would be extremely sharp and potentially fatal.

Ancient beasts and fish-like creatures also noticed Lin Xuan but didn't care about this small figure; they continued their fierce battle.

Although the lava lake was vast, with his mid-元婴 level evasion techniques, it wouldn't take long. After a meal's worth of time, he finally leaped across.

However, as he looked at the scene before him, Lin Xuan's expression was even more vibrant than earlier.

Clouds drifted lazily in the sky.

But among these clouds, several stood out with their striking colors—red, green, blue, yellow, and black. Lin Xuan counted them; there were seven in total. These clouds were different, containing qi that startled him. If his guess was correct, they were all remnants of Separation Stage cultivators' tribulation clouds.

Lin Xuan felt a chill. The previous person-faced centipede had already left him struggling to cope. If these tribulation clouds also became sentient...
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Lin Xuan looked at Jieyun愁, while on the other side, Tianniao Xiao Jian wore a similar expression of gloom. At this moment, he was exploring an independent space.

However, there were no ancient treasures here; everything was pitch black. The rocks, the sky, and even the weeds on the ground were all dark as ink.

Although the strange fog that restricted his spirit sense had dissipated, the魔气here was incredibly thick. For cultivators of evil, this place would be an excellent place for cultivation. However, Tianniao Xiao Jian's face showed no signs of joy; he knew from experience that such a place could not possibly be anything good.

With a wave of his sleeve, a black copper shield flew out and transformed into a light curtain, enveloping Tianniao Xiao Jian. He then slowly explored this strange independent space...

In the depths of Yunling Mountain, there was a mysterious cave.

True Monarch Beidou and that late-stage元婴妖魔were having a slow conversation.

"Of the cultivators who entered here, ten out of every hundred have already died. Can we activate the array now?"

"Haha, Brother Daoist Beidou, don't worry so much. With the soul of the Demon Sovereign's avatar descending, there can be no room for error. Just wait a bit longer; once all the other cultivators are dead, our chances will increase," the demon's deep voice echoed in his ears, with an air of smugness.

"Besides, to activate the array, we need several元婴 souls. Those old monsters are still alive."

"Hmph, they were already teleported to a separate space prepared for the Demon Sovereign's arrival. Moreover, you said earlier that I would be rewarded handsomely if this succeeded. I don't want all my efforts to go to waste," Beidou Monarch said.

"Rest assured, there is no way he could have left without being noticed. This Yunling Mountain is filled with our eyes and ears; even a late-stage元婴 cultivator couldn't leave silently," the demon's face was grim but his confidence remained unshaken.

"Why would they...?"

"I don't know either, but I've sent someone to look for him. He's only an intermediate-stage元婴, so he won't cause any trouble,"...

Lin Xuan didn't realize that his disappearance had caused quite a stir among the demons. Looking at the dark clouds before him, his expression was gloomy.

"Auntie Senior..." Wu Yun'er spoke weakly.

"What is it?" Lin Xuan turned around, his face showing signs of impatience due to his bad mood.

"Are you worried that these clouds might turn into terrifying human-faced scorpions like the one we just encountered," Wu Yun'er said cautiously.

"Hmph. They might not be human-faced scorpions. The attributes of these clouds are different, and no matter what form they take, it will be hard to deal with them," Lin Xuan said coldly.

Lin Xuan's mood was extremely bad. Although he had faced many dangers while searching for treasures before, the current situation seemed too outlandish.

He almost wanted to give up but was unwilling to leave just yet.

Wu Yun'er, with her refined and gentle nature, could understand Lin Xuan's state of mind. After a moment’s thought, she cautiously said, "Auntie Senior, are you worried that these clouds might be sentient? If they aren't, do you think you can pass through safely?"

"There shouldn't be any problem," Lin Xuan replied. The remaining spiritual energy in the few clouds was already scarce; even if they released some due to instability, he should be able to handle it with his strength.

"Then we can proceed."

"Why would you have a solution?" Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. Although Wu Yun'er was not weak, intermediate-stage condensation period cultivators in this strange independent space were like ants. She had come up with a solution?

"Yes, Auntie Senior. We just need to try and see if these puppets are truly sentient. Then we can decide our next move," Wu Yun'er said with a smile.

"Hmph, how do you plan on doing that? If two or three clouds become sentient, I'll be surrounded and have no place to run," Lin Xuan said irritably.

"Wu Yun'er is not so bold as to suggest such a risky move. Auntie Senior, it's just an idea," Wu Yun'er quickly waved her hands in panic.

"What do you mean..."

Lin Xuan, with his deep-seated cunning, showed some curiosity. He didn't believe that she would volunteer for the task. Even if he went, his meager abilities wouldn’t be enough to handle even a single cloud, let alone multiple ones.

"Please look," Wu Yun'er extended her hand and took out a storage bag from her waist. She waved it in front of her body.

With a flick of her fingers, she cast a spell on the bag. The mouth opened, revealing several figures in the mist.

"What are these..."

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he showed surprise. In front of him were creatures with fish-like bodies.

No, not monsters; Lin Xuan quickly recognized them as puppets, roughly at the late-stage灵动 stage.

"Where did you get these puppets? Puppetry should have long been lost," Lin Xuan asked doubtfully.

"Puppetry has never truly disappeared!" Wu Yun'er's expression was even more surprised. "Although puppetry isn't widely known among cultivators, it is not a rare skill. Occasionally, high-level puppets can be bought at underground trading fairs. Why are you saying such a thing?"

Lin Xuan felt a bit awkward; while puppetry had indeed been lost in the mortal world, it was still possible here since they came from another human realm.

Nodding, Lin Xuan didn't explain further. Wu Yun'er, though puzzled, did not dare to ask more.

"Did you buy these puppets at the market?"

"No, my ancestors were skilled in this art, and I learned a bit. These are mine, but I've failed many times and wasted a lot of crystals," Wu Yun'er sighed. She used to be passionate about puppetry, but she lacked talent for it, and making puppets required too much crystal. Her family was long gone, so she couldn't afford such extravagance.

"I see. Lin Xuan smiled in relief. "You want these puppets to scout the way."

"Indeed," the girl nodded. "These puppets have weak abilities but can still be used for scouting. Auntie Senior said that even if the clouds become sentient, their intelligence is still inferior to humans and they will attack. This way, we can decide our next move."

"Good idea. You're quite clever." Lin Xuan's face finally showed a smile. "If three or four clouds do turn out to be sentient, although the treasure might seem tempting, we won't have the means to enjoy it. We'll just leave. But if there are no sentient clouds, Auntie Senior will find a way through this place. Once we find the treasure..."

Lin Xuan didn't finish his sentence as he saw Wu Yun'er's expectant expression. He smiled and said, "Girl, let me be honest with you. This ancient cultivator’s relic is not ordinary; it belongs to a Separation Stage cultivator. It won’t benefit you, so I won’t share it with you."

Wu Yun'er was taken aback but still showed respect on her face.

Lin Xuan smiled again: "Yun'er, don't be disappointed. Auntie Senior is not stingy. Although the Separation Stage relic won't be yours, I will certainly reward you in other ways to ensure that you are delighted."
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Wu Yun'er bowed gracefully, a look of joy on her face. Without saying much more, she raised a slender hand and extended a single white finger, gently pointing forward with a soft command: "Quickly!"

The few puppet fish-like creatures emitted a flash of light and slowly flew toward the front.

It was moving very slowly!

First, these puppets' cultivation levels were too low. Second, their purpose was to scout ahead, so there was no need for them to fly too fast.

Lin Xuan's face turned serious as his spirit sense followed the puppets, while he exhaled and inhaled, preparing to retreat if necessary. After all, he knew his own limitations; even though his abilities were superior to those of his peers, facing a few human-faced scorpions would be challenging. Moreover, these劫clouds weren't entirely fire-based, so it was uncertain whether the creatures they produced could be defeated by the Five Dragon Talisman.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not slacken in his vigilance as time passed. The puppets had already approached the area where the劫clouds were distributed, and Wu Yun'er became increasingly anxious. As a cultivator who had just condensed her golden core, she had never experienced such a situation before.

Suddenly, a yellow light beam descended from one of the劫clouds, reducing the last puppet to ashes.

Wu Yun'er's face paled, but Lin Xuan supported his chin with his hand and wore an expression that was half-hopeful and half-worried. He was relieved that none of these seven or eight劫clouds were sentient, so he wouldn't have to worry about encountering terrifying human-faced scorpions again. However, the lack of sentience made them all the more unpredictable; any slight fluctuation in spiritual energy would trigger an attack.

These were heavenly tribulations!

While not exactly the full force of a heavenly tribulation, they still contained significant spiritual energy. Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered his options, carefully weighing his choices.

Wu Yun'er stood obediently by, refraining from interrupting Lin Xuan's thoughts.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and exhaled. While dangerous, these non-sentient劫clouds were not as threatening compared to sentient monsters. With his abilities, he could handle them with caution.

"Yun'er, follow me closely later. Do not stray more than three steps from my side. Understand?"

"Yes, Master," Wu Yun'er bit her teeth and nodded, though she was a little scared but still complied.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he waved his sleeves to summon the Black Iron Dragon Shield. The shield spun around them, forming a golden light screen that enveloped both of their bodies.

Several faint, large-sized talismans were visible on the surface of the light screen, adding an air of mystique.

Next, Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, and the Five Dragon Talisman emerged. This treasure could counter human-faced scorpions; he wondered if it would be effective against these劫clouds.

Regardless, he wouldn't let this talisman go to waste. Even without its full effectiveness, its hardness would suffice for repelling some of the attacks from the劫clouds.

The Five Dragon Talisman floated three feet above Lin Xuan's head under a colorful light screen.

Lin Xuan glanced at the treasure and turned his palms. In his left palm appeared several talismans, while in his right sleeve was a small sword that he held lightly.

Although not using all of his abilities, Lin Xuan had already summoned multiple treasures to prepare for the upcoming attacks.

He licked his tongue as an eerie light flashed in his eyes, and he transformed into a streak of lightning, slowly flying forward.

Wu Yun'er hurriedly followed without summoning any treasure. As a mere Condensation Stage cultivator, she could not withstand even her full abilities; thus, she relied on Lin Xuan's protection.

Despite the slow pace, it did not take long for Lin Xuan to reach the first劫cloud. It was a pale yellow cloud with metallic properties, about a li in diameter.

Lin Xuan felt that there was little spiritual energy left inside but still could not afford any carelessness.

Sure enough, just as he approached, his emitted spiritual energy fluctuations seemed to trigger something strange. Lin Xuan's heart tightened as he felt himself being locked onto by some unknown force.

It was an indescribable feeling, somewhat like a spirit sense but with clear differences; it was impossible to escape, leaving him feeling powerless. Could this be the heavenly tribulation?

Lin Xuan had read ancient texts on cultivation, though there were few mentions of heavenly tribulations. According to those records, when one faced them, they would be locked in place and could only endure. This explained why Separation Stage cultivators often perished during ascension; after all, they confronted the laws of heaven.

However, while this劫cloud's spiritual energy was minimal, it still had characteristics of a heavenly tribulation.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he saw a yellow light beam descend from the劫cloud. The first puppet had been destroyed by such an attack, but now the beam contained more powerful spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and shot out the Qinghu Sword, which was already prepared for this moment.

The sword transformed into a dazzling green beam that struck the light column with force.

The impact of their collision reverberated outward, causing the劫cloud to churn violently. Thunderous sounds echoed as faint flashes of light appeared within, and an oppressive aura burst forth.

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. While he had blocked the attack, the shockwave caused by the collision spread outwards, agitating the劫cloud further.
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Perilous劫 could not be avoided. This was a law of the heavens, and rashly trying to escape would only make matters worse. Just now, he had already made one mistake; Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't repeat another foolish act.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's light vanished as he descended.

Fortunately, the remaining essence energy in this劫cloud was not much. With his strength, he should be able to endure it without too much difficulty.

Though he thought thus, Lin Xuan showed no sign of contempt on his face. He waved his sleeves and several talismans were already summoned, igniting by themselves to form multiple layers of bright red light barriers.

These were all middle-grade earth attribute defensive talismans. The five elements complement each other and oppose one another; this劫cloud was metallic in nature, so it was naturally afraid of fire.

Wu Yun'er's expression showed surprise as she recognized these high-grade talismans, even if she had never used them before. Master Lin was indeed generous, casually throwing away tens of thousands of crystal stones without a second thought. After all, though most元婴 cultivators were wealthy, such magnanimous people were few and far between.

Thunderclap!

The sound of a lightning bolt struck the sky entered his ears. Although Lin Xuan's movements were swift, the劫cloud had already begun its attack as soon as he summoned the talismans.

From within the cloud layer, numerous beams of light as thick as an arm descended. Lin Xuan roughly counted them and found there to be dozens.

They quickly came into contact with the first layer of barrier.

Those high-grade talismans that could withstand a blow from an元婴 cultivator shattered like soap bubbles. Though the five elements complement each other, this劫cloud's power was simply too great.

Of course, after passing through this barrier, those beams of light became noticeably dimmer.

Next, another layer of light barrier formed in front of him as the second talisman transformed into it.

It continued to break through like a force of nature; even the second barrier was torn apart like cloth.

Thus, none of the several talismans Lin Xuan summoned had any effect and were all broken through one after another.

Wu Yun'er's face turned pale. But Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface. This was just the beginning; the energy from the劫cloud's attack had already been weakened by half.

Looking at the light beams that fell, he formed hand seals and moved his hands like a butterfly, continuously casting several spells in succession.

The Black Golden Dragon Shield appeared again, expanding to cover several dozen feet before hovering above their heads.

On the surface of the shield,拳头-sized talisman inscriptions faintly appeared.

Light beams fell upon it.

The shield trembled violently.

However, this treasure's defensive power was formidable; even the Three Yin White Bone Shield from the past paled in comparison. This attack, though fierce, was already at its last strength. The Black Golden Dragon Shield naturally blocked the attacks without much difficulty.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief but his expression quickly turned serious again.

For this was only the beginning.

Without weakening the barriers, fireballs about a foot in diameter fell from the cloud layer. Their color was deeper than the light beams, indicating that they contained even more essence energy.

Bang!

The light balls rained down on the shield like hailstones.

Lin Xuan held his hands out and continuously injected essence energy into it.

But the shield's shaking grew larger; it seemed to be struggling to hold them back.

With a grim expression, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a green flame.

As this碧幻幽火 met the treasure shield, it immediately burst into flames.

This fire was incomparably powerful, naturally devouring much of the metallic attacks.

The Black Golden Dragon Shield finally stopped groaning. It should be able to withstand the attack without too much difficulty.

But Lin Xuan was not satisfied; continuing like this would waste time and consume essence energy. He did not want to linger here any longer.

Though he wasn't a Separation Period cultivator, there was still little essence energy left in the劫cloud, less than one percent of its full strength.

Could such a weak attack stop him?

This劫cloud could not compare to that man-faced centipede from earlier.

With this thought, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and two silver rings flew out. They spun around his chest like a dragonfly.

Lin Xuan poured all his essence energy into them...

Then he extended his hand forward with a serious expression.

The Nine Heavens Moon Ring rotated faster and faster, countless ring shadows appearing before it.

As the ring shadows converged in the middle, they continued to spin. A white hurricane appeared before him.

"Quickly."

With Lin Xuan's light command, the hurricane seemed alive as it turned around, bypassing the Black Golden Dragon Shield and crashing into the center of the劫cloud.

**!** ! **!**

Essence energy exploded everywhere.

The essence energy in the劫cloud was completely detonated. However, this hurricane was formidable; one could see numerous light beams scattered across the sky, with immense spiritual pressure pouring out.

Within a few miles, the area was enveloped by the energy released from the劫cloud.

It looked extremely dangerous, but it was actually quite the opposite.

Originally, the劫cloud had kept Lin Xuan and Wu Yun'er in check. Now, however, it was attacking indiscriminately.

The range expanded, making it seem terrifying, but the pressure on Lin Xuan had greatly decreased.

The Black Golden Dragon Shield did not expend much effort to block the attacks aimed at them.

After half a cup of tea's time, all the energy from the劫cloud had been released. A breeze blew over and the cloud layer gradually faded until it dissipated with the wind...

Wu Yun'er's face was filled with admiration, tinged with a hint of envy. When would she be able to become such a powerful cultivator?

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, frowning as if pondering something deeply.

Although this treasure hunt had been fraught with danger and difficult steps, the收获were not small.

Just from what happened just now, although it was far from the true Ninefold Minor Heaven劫, its power was only one percent of that. But since it was a heavenly劫, it contained the laws of heaven and earth, though weak, they were exactly the same as those in a true heavenly劫.

This opportunity seemed unlucky, but actually had great benefits after experiencing it once. Lin Xuan's heart suddenly opened up, his face showing intense joy.

He stretched out his hand; a ball of green light appeared in his palm.

The essence energy was incredibly pure. Compared to other cultivators at the same stage, not only did Lin Xuan have more divine treasures and spells, but his essence energy was also much purer.

Lin Xuan placed his hand before him, the essence energy flickering as if constantly changing. After a while, he shook his hand; the light vanished.

"Master, what are you doing?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears. Wu Yun'er didn't say anything,

"Just contemplating the laws of heaven and earth." Lin Xuan said indifferently, his tone calm and peaceful, but...
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"What on earth—Heavenly and Earthly Laws?"

Moon's pretty face showed signs of surprise. "Young Master, are you joking with me?"

Heavenly and Earthly Laws were extremely profound and mysterious things; even in the Spirit Realm, only those true top-tier existences, the old monsters at the Separation and Union Stage, could grasp a bit of them.

Although Young Master was formidable, he was ultimately just an intermediate-stage Core Formation cultivator who had yet to break through to the later stages. How could he possibly understand Heavenly and Earthly Laws?

It wasn't surprising that the young girl looked bewildered.

"There's nothing. The劫云is naturally born from Heaven and Earth, so it contains inherent laws. Just now, I gained a bit of insight while defending against it." Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke. "Of course, it doesn't amount to truly mastering them; it was just a touch on the surface."

"Surface?"

"Yes, but don't underestimate it. After all, this is something only Separation and Union Stage cultivators can master. By feeling it ahead of time, not only will my cultivation be greatly beneficial in the future, but I've also gained some strength."

"Really? Just by thinking about it, you could enhance your power?"

"Mm." Lin Xuan nodded. "Although the amount of spiritual energy within me hasn't changed since before, through that bit of insight into Heavenly and Earthly Laws, my techniques are now more refined."

"Oh!" Moon, though still a bit confused, understood that Young Master wouldn't deceive her. She smiled brightly: "Congratulations, Young Master."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan's light slowed again, coming to a stop once more. A few miles ahead, another劫云blocked his path.

This cloud was green, indicating it was of the Water Attribute.

Not far from this劫云were several other clouds with different attributes.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed deeply.

Unlike the metallic劫cloud he had faced earlier, that one had been solitary.

But these clouds were close together, and if he wasn't careful, they might all be triggered simultaneously, leading to a combined attack.

The thought of multiple劫clouds made Lin Xuan shudder. Could he withstand such an assault?

---

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian was still trapped in that eerie independent space.

However, besides him and Wise Monk Hui Cong, several new companions had joined them:

A short, red old man.
A lady with silver hair, looking aged.
And a middle-aged man in black who appeared refined.

All of these were mysteriously transported here; they were all Core Formation cultivators without exception. Tian Xiaojian and Wise Monk Hui Cong encountered them while searching for an exit.

Cultivators able to form cores are invariably cunning and have had various strange experiences. The bizarre nature of everything before them suggested that they were being tricked, the ancient immortal treasure merely a trap.

Thus, they quickly decided to cooperate; after all, more people meant greater strength.

With five Core Formation cultivators working together, in theory, they could dominate the human world. Yet, despite so much time passing, there was no progress. The space seemed endless…

"This place is too strange. We've been flying in one direction for an entire hour, but it's still just black. There's no change in scenery, and we can't see any end," the short red old man frowned deeply, as if speaking to himself.

"It does seem peculiar. Although ancient times had great sages who could create such independent spaces, they required some level of Heaven-defying treasures, and these spaces were usually not too large. But look at this…" Hui Cong's expression showed a hint of doubt when he finished his sentence.

Such a vast independent space would make sense in the Spirit Realm but seemed impossible in the human world.

"Friend, you have a point. I've been wondering if we're trapped in some illusionary array, flying in one direction while actually circling around," said the lady with white hair.

"What illusionary array could fool our consciousnesses?" The refined-looking middle-aged man's face showed disdain.

"Comrade Friend Sun, your words are incorrect. There are many talented people in this world; even though we have some skill, we're far from being able to dominate everything. Otherwise, we wouldn't have been tricked and transported here," Hui Cong said with a palms-together gesture.

Although the middle-aged man was still不服, he was an intermediate-stage cultivator, one rank higher than himself. After a moment's hesitation, he decided not to argue further.

"Mr. Tian, you are a high disciple of Elder Grandmaster Liuyao Palace; your knowledge is vast. Do you have any insightful ideas?"

Hui Cong turned his head as they discussed. Tian Xiaojian stood silently with a gloomy expression.

"Haha, Master, that's too kind. Little Jian is still a novice and far from the level of these friends. I believe what you say makes sense; we might indeed be trapped in an illusionary array," Tian Xiaojian blinked, his sinister expression vanishing. Hui Cong almost thought he had misjudged him.

"Mm, if everyone agrees, then let's find a way to break through the illusionary array. I don't want to continue aimlessly flying like this."

"Mrs. Qi said it well. But Comrade Sun has no expertise in阵法, so I can do nothing but watch as my fellow friends display their prowess," the refined-looking middle-aged man sneered.

He still didn't believe that any illusionary array could fool his consciousness. Although he was alone and outnumbered, he couldn't argue, but his tone carried a hint of mockery.

"Sun Comrade, what does this mean?" The old woman's temper flared at these words; her face twisted with fury as her eyes glinted with menace.

"I meant nothing by it. I only said that I can't break the array."

"You—"

"Enough, enough! Fellow friends, in times like these, we should work together. Why quarrel over such a trivial matter?" Hui Cong quickly intervened to smooth things over.

Among the five, he was the intermediate-stage cultivator and thus naturally had the highest spiritual energy, becoming a temporary leader.

The old woman and middle-aged man exchanged glares but said no more. Tian Xiaojian stood by coldly, a hint of mockery playing on his lips.

Such a fool was also a Core Formation cultivator; it could only be due to luck. But that didn't matter; foolish people were useful cannon fodder in critical moments.
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Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief, while Wu Yun'er's fair face turned even paler. For the young cultivator facing the mountain net and the small condensation core stage peril, this was truly an unforgettable terrifying experience.

Fortunately, the final day劫 did not descend upon them. Lin Xuan glanced back; since they had left the range of the storm cloud, he naturally wouldn't waste time. His body emitted a bright green light as he rolled up Wu Yun'er and soared towards the horizon.

The surrounding mountains remained undisturbed, but this time there was no danger encountered—quite unusual indeed. However, Lin Xuan did not relax his vigilance; he released his immensely powerful divine sense outwards.

As time passed, the temperature rose steadily. The sparse low shrubs on the mountain had been scorched to a crisp, and the sky turned an eerie crimson hue.

At such temperatures, ordinary mortals would be unable to withstand it, but as a cultivator, Lin Xuan was naturally unconcerned. His protective spirit light remained cool, effectively shielding him from the searing heat.

In just a short while—about a cup of tea's time—Lin Xuan had flown nearly a hundred miles.

The temperature here was even more alarming. The ground had turned fiery red and resembled molten rock. Dark crimson clouds swirled in the sky, accompanied by rumbling sounds like distant thunder.

"Uncle Senior—" Wu Yun'er's face paled as she involuntarily recalled their recent ordeal. Lin Xuan remained calm; although these clouds looked strange, they had nothing to do with the storm cloud. For low-ranking cultivators, this might be troublesome, but for his own divine abilities, it was something he could ignore.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a streak of green light shot out, rapidly expanding into a white hurricane that pushed away the clouds.

Continuing on his journey, Lin Xuan soon spotted a towering mountain peak in the distance. Although the surrounding mountains were rugged, this particular peak did not stand out much. However, Lin Xuan's face brightened; he had found what he was looking for.

Lin Xuan slowed down and stopped.

As they say,沧海桑田—though it had been countless millennia since the ancient cultivator faced his tribulation, the landscape here had completely changed. But the Ninefold Minor Heaven Tribulation was no small matter, so Lin Xuan could still find some clues here.

That's right!

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense to search meticulously in the vicinity.

"Master, what exactly are you looking for? Since the senior failed the tribulation, shouldn't all the treasures have been destroyed?" Mo'er's curious voice entered his ears.

"It’s not certain. Although this ancient cultivator would use all their abilities against a tribulation, it doesn’t mean everything was destroyed." Lin Xuan shook his head. "Based on my speculation, at most ten percent might be lost, so some should remain. Besides, even if they were completely destroyed, these are treasures from the Separation and Union stage—residual fragments would still have great value."

"Ah!" Mo'er nodded, thinking it over; Master had a point. Not all treasures were suitable for tribulation. Some powerful artifacts might be useless against a heavenly tribulation, making them more likely to remain intact.

Though the young girl was still uncertain, she didn't dare disturb Master at this moment.

Lin Xuan concentrated his divine sense and searched meticulously within a radius of over ten miles—both artifacts and fragments should be scattered here.

After a short while, Lin Xuan's face brightened. He shook his sleeve, releasing dozens of green sword qi that grew to several feet in length and slashed forward.

The hard rock crumbled like tofu under the sword qi, followed by the deep red soil. This was similar to clearing out a cave but much easier.

Soon, a large hole was carved into the mountain waist.

Wu Yun'er watched curiously; her divine sense couldn't detect any treasures hidden within the mountain.

After some time, a glimmer of light entered Lin Xuan's sight, and his face brightened. He shook his sleeve again, and those green sword qi vanished without a trace.

Then, he raised another hand, forming a claw in mid-air and gently grabbed at the newly carved cave.

Green spirit light emerged, coalescing into a monstrous claw several feet long, which plunged into the mountain hole.

Puff! Puff! Puff!

Fragments of stone fell like rain. Through his divine sense, Lin Xuan clearly felt he had grasped something, but it was struggling to break free from the giant claw.

Lin Xuan was not alarmed; so many years later, the spirit remained intact—certainly a non-trivial treasure.

He wouldn't let the sword escape. With both hands, he injected more magical power and then the green light flashed as the giant claw retracted.

What he held was a broken sword, with only a few inches of blade remaining. The remnants of the blade were covered in fine cracks, giving the impression it could break at any moment.

Yet, this unassuming broken sword proved difficult to contain, especially without its master.

It was hard to imagine how formidable this sword must have been when fully intact, driven by an ancient Separation and Union stage monster.

Lin Xuan's gaze was completely drawn to this treasure. He summoned the monstrous claw, which transformed into a streak of green light enveloping the broken sword before landing in his palm.

Holding the broken sword, Lin Xuan felt its spirit tenaciously trying to break free from his grasp. Lin Xuan wouldn't let it succeed; he took a deep breath and finally managed to calm its agitation.

Lin Xuan examined the sword closely. Despite his extensive experience, he couldn't determine what material this sword was made of—no clues at all.

"Mo'er, do you recognize it?"

"I'm sorry, Master, I don’t know either," Mo'er shook her head. This material was very peculiar; even hearing about it was rare.

Lin Xuan extended a finger and touched the blade, producing an ancient sound. Despite its cracked surface, this treasure remained extremely hard.

Even though Lin Xuan hadn't tested it himself, he felt that even Qinghu Sword or Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring would struggle to sever such a broken sword.

What kind of treasure was this?

Lin Xuan was deeply puzzled. While he had never seen the abilities of Separation and Union stage cultivators, his own innate treasures should not be so extraordinary.

How could one describe this? It didn't seem like an ordinary artifact at all.
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However, there was no effect. Although the broken sword was full of spiritual energy, Lin Xuan still couldn't drive it.

This further proved that the sword wasn't a common ancient treasure.

After all, even with his own life essence imprint not yet removed from the item, trying to inject mana into it wouldn't result in such a lack of response as now.

But Lin Xuan was not discouraged. After all, he couldn't expect to come up with anything significant within this short time. Knowing that the sword was something extraordinary was enough for him.

Lin Xuan reached out his hand and tapped on his storage bag. A small box appeared before him. He placed the broken sword inside it and affixed several prohibitive talismans, then felt satisfied as he closed his eyes again to continue releasing his divine consciousness. Since he had found the right place, there must be more than just this broken sword here.

Wuyun'er's face showed a hint of envy, but she knew her own cultivation was not enough for such treasures left by an ancient monster. She decided to be content with what they had and asked curiously, "What did you notice?"

"Nothing wrong," Lin Xuan said, "but these broken treasures still have some residual mana fluctuations, especially at the torn edges, which are clearly similar to the attack I experienced from the劫cloud."

"What's so strange about that? It just means these treasures were destroyed by a heavenly tribulation." Wuyun'er replied.

"But this broken sword also had traces of a heavenly tribulation, but it was mainly on its surface. The torn edges showed no such signs," Lin Xuan observed carefully and slowly said.

"Little Miss didn't notice that either," Wuyun'er frowned slightly. "You suspect the sword was originally broken."

Wuyun'er's eyes widened in surprise. If this sword had been damaged before the tribulation, it would be even more valuable than she thought. After all, heavenly tribulations could destroy even a cultivator's life essence treasure, yet this broken sword still retained plenty of spiritual energy.

This speculation made Lin Xuan excited. The effort was indeed worth it.

Lin Xuan continued to release his divine consciousness and search meticulously. He didn't want to miss any potential treasures.

However, there were no more finds this time. It seemed that the only treasures nearby had been found.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan expanded the range of his divine consciousness by double.

Even if it was common sense that heavenly tribulations wouldn't cover too wide an area and treasures should be scattered within ten miles or so, sometimes there could be unexpected situations. Since he was here, Lin Xuan decided to search thoroughly.

Lin Xuan continued to radiate his divine consciousness in all directions...

After several rounds, the range of his divine consciousness covered a radius of about eighty li. While it could still expand further, it would not make much sense as treasures couldn't possibly fall that far away.

Lin Xuan shook his head and was just about to retract his divine consciousness when he suddenly noticed something on one side and focused his attention there instead.

After a while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes with an odd expression. "Master, did you find another treasure?"

Wuyun'er's face lit up in excitement. "What is it? Tell me."

"It’s not a treasure but something interesting," Lin Xuan murmured to himself as if explaining to Wuyun'er or to himself.

"What could that be?" Wuyun'er was curious and eager, her expression full of anticipation: "Master, tell me."

"I can't say now. We'll have to see."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly. He wasn’t intentionally keeping it a secret; after all, what he had seen with his divine consciousness was just the surface. What important things lay hidden underneath were still unclear.

After finishing his sentence, Lin Xuan looked down at Wuyun'er who was meditating. He flashed over to her side.

"Master!"

Wuyun'er quickly stood up and showed respect. Here, she couldn't perform the full Great Heaven Circulation. She just did some minor breathing exercises to recover her divine consciousness and mana, which could be interrupted without any side effects.

Lin Xuan didn’t say much as he pointed ahead. A streak of light shot forward like a shooting star. Wuyun'er was initially stunned but quickly followed closely, puzzled by the sudden change in direction after they had already found where the ancient cultivator's tribulation had taken place.

On another side,

Boom!

Mana surged and spiritual lights flickered. The sky seemed to be a dragon-like treasure sword, with five Immortal Core cultivators working together, creating quite an impressive scene. However, their method of breaking through the illusionary array was rather crude.

After nearly two hours of continuous attacks, they finally saw results. Several cracks appeared in the sky, like a shattered porcelain vase.

But the sky seemed to be even more mysterious with these cracks.

Master Shrewd's face showed joy. "Friends, let’s put in some more effort. This illusionary array can't hold on much longer and is about to collapse."

"Alright," the others agreed.

With their faces showing similar determination, they poured more mana into the treasures. The most prominent was Master Shrewd's coiled dragon staff, transforming into a red dragon over ten meters long, biting and clawing with fireballs shooting from its mouth.

The old woman also had considerable power. She used her龙头cane, which though unformed, seemed to come alive as it could spit out pitch-black lightning flames.

The red old man and the arrogant middle-aged man each had their own treasures too.

Tian Xiaojian kept his abilities hidden but still drove a large slab of treasure with significant power. It had grown to house-sized and was falling down with a thunderous sound, comparable in strength to Master Shrewd's coiled dragon staff.

However, the others looked down on it. This slab belonged to heavy treasure, powerful yet slow, not favored by high-ranking cultivators as it could consume mana without hitting anyone.

Everyone agreed that this young master of Liyao Palace was a flashy but empty pretender.

Still young, he wasn’t something to fear.

Tian Xiaojian paid no mind and continued driving the clumsy slab treasure forward. More cracks appeared in the sky like spider webs, covering the entire expanse with fine lines. The creaking sounds were uncomfortable, as if something black was falling from above.

After a while, a deafening explosion echoed through the space, shaking the ground violently. Several Immortal Core cultivators barely noticed it but ordinary people would have fallen down.

The sky had completely shattered, and everything else turned black—rocks, trees, weeds, even mountains—all turning to sand like mirages or torn paintings vanishing before their eyes.
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He had arrived at the base of a small hill.

This hill was no more than a hundred feet high and quite gentle, barely deserving to be called a mountain peak. It might as well be described as a raised mound, completely unremarkable.

The temperature here was slightly lower, but vegetation was still extremely sparse. Apart from occasional gusts of warm wind, there wasn't even the slightest hint of spiritual energy fluctuations.

"Young Master, why are we here?"

Wu Yun'er was puzzled but didn't speak up. However, Mo'er, being more straightforward, naturally asked what she thought, without any qualms as a servant.

Lin Xuan smiled but didn’t explain anything. He slowly raised his right hand and shot out a sword light that sliced into the air in front of him with a loud crack.

A deafening sound echoed through his ears. Where there had been nothing before, a yellow glow flashed by, nullifying Lin Xuan's sword light.

"An array!"

This time, even Wu Yun'er noticed something amiss. In this desolate area, why would an array be present? And it seemed rather significant.

"I don’t know, but since the array is so well protected, there must be some secrets we shouldn't reveal," Lin Xuan said with a smile. If his speculation was correct, it was almost certain to be related to that old monster who had just gone through a tribulation.

He felt extremely excited, but he remained calm as a matter of fact. The immediate priority was to find a way to break this array.

With a wave of his sleeve, several more sword qi streaked out.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t trying to forcefully break the array; that would be the most inefficient method. It would take time and effort, and he wouldn't do such labor unless absolutely necessary.

A yellow glow flashed again, stopping the sword light once more.

Lin Xuan had already sent out a powerful divine sense earlier to capture the moment of the energy collision.

"Young Master, did you find anything?"

"It's an earth attribute array!"

Lin Xuan sighed and lightly furrowed his brows. Among the five elements, earth was the most defensive. This would be tricky unless he could find its weakness, which wouldn't be easy in a day or two.

He stretched out his hand and took something strange from his waistband.

It looked somewhat like an array flag, but it was known that array tools came as sets—there were usually three flags, needing to work with an array disk. Lin Xuan taking just one flag seemed odd.

A spell was cast, and the treasure was released.

Lin Xuan wasn’t trying to break the array with this; he merely wanted to continue probing.

On another side,

Tian Xiaojian and his companions finally escaped from that illusory realm but were still confined in a strange space. They searched for an exit.

Suddenly, their light forms slowed as they looked cautiously ahead.

About a hundred feet away, there stood a peculiar structure resembling a gateway. It stood alone, creating a sense of eeriness.

The five exchanged glances but couldn’t just stay here.

"Let's go," the wise monk said. "We should check it out; maybe it’s related to the exit."

But his voice carried a hint of doubt.

"The master is right. With all of us working together, we can challenge even great cultivators. What do we have to fear?" The old woman spoke in a hoarse voice but sounded like she was encouraging herself.

"Red Elder agrees!"

The elderly man nodded repeatedly. Only Tian Xiaojian remained silent, his eyes darting as he pondered what the young man might be planning.

Since no one objected, they flew over together.

Behind the gateway, thick fog appeared. Lady Qie frowned and stretched out her wrinkled right hand, emitting a light glow that transformed into a fierce wind dragon, which swallowed all the fog.

This was possible because the fog was ordinary; if it were the secret fog from Yunling Mountain, this spell would have no effect.

After the fog dissipated, ruins appeared before their eyes. The style suggested they dated back to an extremely long time—over a million years ago. However, even with the old monsters’ divine senses scanning over them, their attention was drawn elsewhere.

This turned out to be a dilapidated herb garden.

Inside, there were still many cultivator skeletons.

They even discovered a long trench that went deep beyond sight, clearly cut by swords or other magical weapons.

Probing with his divine sense, they felt the depth of the trench. Both Wise and Silver Elder’s faces showed shock.

They knew they couldn’t do this; to cause such destruction, one would need at least an advanced婴 cultivator.

But what shocked them even more was that around the skeletons, battle scars were evident. Could all those who died here be advanced婴 cultivators?

Although they themselves were of similar rank and Yunzhou was known as a holy land for cultivation, seeing nearly a hundred advanced婴 cultivators fighting each other and being buried in the same place still seemed unbelievable.

Initially, Tian Xiaojian’s face showed shock too. But looking at the skeletons, his expression suddenly became strange.
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The Five Elements interact in a cycle of generation and suppression. Feeling the overwhelming force of wood spirit energy, the earth attribute body technique naturally wouldn't sit idly by. A layer of yellow light surged up, retaliating like a venomous snake.

Lin Xuan spotted an opening and flicked his sleeves, sending several more spells flying out.

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flashed, and several ice serpents and fire dragons suddenly appeared from the other side, attempting to breach the array's defenses.

However, this ancient prohibition was no small matter. The dim yellow light flickered again, accompanied by a haze of yellowish fog. Before their eyes, several monstrous human-snake creatures emerged, each over ten meters long, quickly colliding with the ice serpents and fire dragons.

The battle remained tense; the array hadn't been broken through yet.

Lin Xuan was not in a hurry. This was only just beginning. The more difficult this array was to deal with, the more it proved that what he was protecting was of great importance. To obtain the treasure, one would naturally need to exert more effort. There was no such thing as an easy gain in leisure street.

The moon quietly watched from the side. Assisting in breaking the array was necessary, but it hadn't actually arrived yet...

"What is this?"

As advanced cultivators at the婴 stage, these old monsters were all well-traveled individuals. However, upon seeing the scene before them, they couldn't help showing surprise on their faces.

Before them lay a ruin with knife and axe marks everywhere, and several skeletons lay nearby. The number of cultivators who had died in this area was significantly higher than elsewhere.

But what caught everyone's attention were the plants beneath the once-short wall. One plant stood out, no more than a foot tall, but its fruit was luminous.

This was a fruit about the size of a dragon eye, with several different light hues emanating from its surface, appearing incredibly mysterious and far beyond ordinary comprehension.

"Colorless Fluorescent Fruit!" The red elder exclaimed in surprise. His ugly face showed unbridled joy.

"What? Is this really that kind of spirit fruit?" The refined middle-aged man was visibly moved. He was one of the least scheming among the old monsters, almost ready to dance with joy.

Master Wise opened his eyes wide and stared intently at the plant before him. After a while, he slowly spoke: "It matches the description in ancient texts—shape, color, and even the scent emitted all match. It should be the legendary Colorless Fluorescent Fruit."

"We are fortunate indeed; this seems to be an unexpected blessing. Perhaps it wasn't a conspiracy but just a coincidence that we were drawn into this mysterious space," said Lady Chei.

"Lady Chei has a point. The Five-Colored Fluorescent Fruit is a divine treasure, and according to legend, it should have been extinct long ago. It can only be consumed raw; otherwise, its effects would disappear. I wonder if the rumors are true," muttered the red elder.

"The ancient texts say so, but this fruit, though it must be consumed raw, has effects far beyond ordinary spirit pills. For us at the婴 stage, it could increase our strength by a hundred years and help in breaking through barriers," said Master Wise with excitement. He was already an advanced-stage cultivator; with this fruit's aid, he might even break through to the Great Sage realm after decades of seclusion.

If he truly became an advanced-stage cultivator, he would be able to go anywhere in the world, no longer needing the protection of皓石 City. His previous few enemies wouldn't matter much either.

Unlike the four old monsters who were overjoyed, Tian Xiaojian frowned slightly; something about this was too strange.

"Can you all really be sure that this is the legendary fruit? You might have made a mistake."

"Don't worry, I still have some discernment," Master Wise said with a smile.

"Young man, if you're afraid to take it, just give me your share," the refined middle-aged man said greedily.

"Sure." To everyone's surprise, Tian Xiaojian nodded. The refined middle-aged man was taken aback; he had only said this in jest. Was there really such a thing as an easy windfall?

The others were also stunned. Master Wise coughed dryly: "Master Tian, this fruit is a divine treasure. Are you sure about your decision?"

"Humph, a divine treasure? I don't think so. Don't all of you feel that our luck has been too good to encounter the legendary fruit here? Maybe it's a trap set by someone else to lure us in," said Tian Xiaojian with a cold smile.

Hearing this, the faces of the old monsters showed some hesitation.

But soon, greed prevailed...

"A trap? Impossible. This clearly used to be an ancient medicinal garden, and the items inside are highly valuable; otherwise, there wouldn't have been so many婴 cultivators fighting here. It was obviously for the sake of the spirit herbs," said the red elder, scratching his head uncertainly.

"Why hasn't this Five-Colored Fluorescent Fruit been taken?"

"It's obvious—it wasn't ripe back then," said the refined middle-aged man dismissively.

"Indeed, Comrade Sun has a point."

Master Wise nodded in agreement. The silver-haired woman also approved with a nod on her face.

"Well, Master Tian is being cautious and doesn't want this fruit. We won't force him. But what about the remaining fruit? How should we divide it?" said the red elder, clearly eager to obtain such a divine treasure.

"This is indeed difficult. There are five Five-Colored Fluorescent Fruits in total—originally one for each of us. Now that Master Tian has given up his share, there's an extra one. According to my knowledge, these spirit herbs must be consumed immediately after being picked and cannot be divided; otherwise, the medicinal properties would diminish," said the silver-haired woman, her face showing clear greed.

"There's no problem. I only said I wouldn't consume it, but this fruit should still belong to me. If anyone wants it, they can buy it with crystal stones," Tian Xiaojian smiled. His depth of scheming ensured that he would not make a loss.

"Indeed, that suggestion is good," Master Wise nodded. The others, though harboring ulterior motives, couldn't think of a better solution and began bidding. In the end, Master Wise, an advanced-stage cultivator with a higher value, bought the fruit from Tian Xiaojian for 500,000 crystal stones.

The amount seemed staggering, but in the market, it would likely be much more. Of course, this was impossible; once picked, the fruit had to be consumed immediately. Master Wise patted his waist and took out a box about a foot long from his storage bag. The colorful light inside dazzled the eyes—filled with high-grade crystal stones, which were all he had saved up over his lifetime. He showed no reluctance on his face; he felt this transaction was definitely worth it.
第五卷 天云十二州 第九百八十八章 傻瓜

The sword had always concealed its true strength, so even after being drawn into this mysterious space, they were still under the other party's surveillance. However, Tian Xiaojian, despite his quick thinking, did not show any remarkable prowess in terms of power. The demons and monsters naturally underestimated him.

紧接着, grayish-white demonic flames enveloped the Thunder Pearl, causing the demon to relax slightly. Just as he was about to use another secret technique, an unusual fluctuation appeared in his识海.

"Bad news!"

The demon's expression changed dramatically, and without hesitation, it turned around, releasing a surge of demonic energy that formed a sharp top and flat bottom shield, blocking its path.

That Thunder Pearl had already exploded, spreading a bloody stench. Black-red lightning flames swept away the demonic flames, quickly enveloping the demon as well.

From afar, Tian Xiaojian's expression remained extremely tense, showing no signs of relaxation. He formed an odd hand seal with his hands, and the Xie Yingguo suddenly ignited without wind, transforming into a black flame that merged into his body.

Pain flashed across Tian Xiaojian's face as he was enveloped in black light, forming a rainbow streak through the air.

The sharp sound entered his ears. The lightning bolt was astonishing, its speed not inferior to that of an advanced-stage cultivator.

After about half a cup of tea, the explosive sounds gradually subsided.

A flash of black light revealed the demon's form again as it became clearer. With its divine sense released, it quickly locked onto Tian Xiaojian.

In such a short time, he had run nearly a hundred miles away. It seems I underestimated you," the demon said with surprise on his face, then laughed maliciously: "But this mere initial-stage cultivator, to have such a powerful method of escape, must be using some secret technique. It won't last long."

Tian Xiaojian's eyes flashed with determination but did not immediately act. He first wanted to test which type of divine technique the monster was proficient in.

Roar!

The pangolin opened its blood-filled mouth and let out a menacing roar. Tian Xiaojian frowned, sensing something amiss.

After evolving into their human forms, demons could gain intelligence and shed their monstrous appearances. But why did this one...

Just as he thought this, the demon's aura flickered, enveloped by grayish fog for a moment before dissipating to reveal a man.

Tian Xiaojian looked at his attire in surprise.

This was a thin man with black-gray hair reaching down to his waist but looking like a chicken coop. He wore short-sleeved leather armor, making him look like an idiot.

However, the fluctuations of divine energy around him were indeed from an advanced-stage demon. Tian Xiaojian swallowed hard and decided to test this first.

"Friend, you have slain..."

Tian Xiaojian gave a bow. Before he could finish speaking, the other party's face turned ferocious. Tian Xiaojian was startled and prepared to use his treasures but stopped when he saw no attack coming. Instead, it bared its teeth menacingly, spitting saliva.

Indeed, it was spitting saliva, with no trace of divine energy fluctuations. Not only was Tian Xiaojian stunned, but the two girls standing far away also sensed something amiss.

They did not dare to approach.

After spitting for a while, the demon laughed foolishly.

"Master, could this guy be an idiot?" Mo'er's voice came, filled with doubt.

This was exactly what Tian Xiaojian thought. Advanced-stage demons were nearly top-tier beings in this world. Tian Xiaojian had encountered such old beasts before; they were all imposing. If it were a normal one, would it do something so out of character?

Could it be that he is truly insane? A madman, Tian Xiaojian began to ponder.

Although there was no record of such cases in the classics, it did not mean it had never happened. Perhaps during its evolution into an advanced-stage demon, a mistake occurred, preventing the successful opening of intelligence.

Thinking this, although Tian Xiaojian remained vigilant, he felt relieved. Faced with an advanced-stage demon, even with a zombie, self-preservation was no issue, but victory was not easy.

But if it were an idiot, Tian Xiaojian had a 100% chance of success. Such a creature might not have treasures, and its spells would be chaotic. Despite his strength, he did not need to worry about it.

Victory was certain, but Tian Xiaojian did not want to act.

An idiot? But this is an advanced-stage demon. If he could subdue him...

Tian Xiaojian had already experienced the benefits of a zombie puppet. With another servant like that, his strength would skyrocket.

This was a bold idea and a great temptation.

Even with Tian Xiaojian's composure, the thought of having an advanced-stage demon to command made him smile.

But how to subdue it?

Its hostility was intense; although it did not attack immediately, it kept spitting saliva and roaring. The demonic and foolish expression made Tian Xiaojian laugh and cry.

Knowing his master's thoughts, Mo'er also felt a bit helpless. She supported her chin in thought.

Tian Xiaojian, though clever and adaptable, had never encountered such a situation before. He could only take it one step at a time. The most pressing need was to eliminate the demon's hostility.

Tian Xiaojian began to conceal his aura and put away the Black Gold Dragon Shield. Although this was risky, for the sake of benefits, he was willing to take that risk.

Of course, he remained extremely vigilant, always ready to use Heavenly Step if necessary.

Fortunately, this decision proved correct. After Tian Xiaojian concealed his aura, the pangolin stopped its menacing behavior and started laughing foolishly.

Tian Xiaojian sighed in relief as he cautiously approached.

As he got closer, the pangolin issued a warning sound, opening its mouth to emit dazzling blue light.

Tian Xiaojian had already experienced this earlier. He quickly stepped left, appearing ten meters away.

The blue light missed and did not chase after him like before.

The demon, now in human form, laughed foolishly again.

Tian Xiaojian rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression.

"Let's keep our distance," he instructed the two girls. Then, cautiously advancing closer, as long as it was not too close, there would be no problem. Within ten meters of the cave entrance, an attack would come.

After several tests, Tian Xiaojian knew that this insane advanced-stage demon was likely a pet spirit beast kept by the senior cultivator.

It wasn't unusual; some demons evolved slowly but lived long lives. During his adventure in Yu Xuan Sect, Tian Xiaojian had encountered one such case. This pangolin should be similar.

"A guardian spirit beast, this is troublesome," Tian Xiaojian murmured to himself. But he did not intend to give up and must subdue this demon.

On the other side,

The sky was extremely dark, surrounded by undulating mountains. A sharp sound of breaking air came, followed by the appearance of the lightning bolt streak that had transformed into Tian Xiaojian.

His face was slightly pale. Although he had once escaped from danger, this time it was extremely perilous.

If an advanced-stage cultivator were here, Tian Xiaojian would have no trouble shaking him off. However, the demon could freely use the shortcut technique, something he never expected.

Several times, he narrowly avoided being caught. If not for his various survival techniques, he might already be in the netherworld now.

But this was unsustainable.

Tian Xiaojian was arrogant; with his treasures and divine techniques, he could easily defeat an intermediate-stage cultivator. But against advanced-stage beings, it was uncertain. Moreover, demons were much more formidable than ordinary cultivators.

Damn!

He should not have come here out of curiosity to seek Lin's whereabouts. Otherwise, this would never have happened—neither gaining any benefits nor being chased like a stray dog.

More strangely, where had Lin gone? He could not have perished in Cloud Ridge Mountain. Why was he not sent into that independent space?

This clearly targeted advanced-stage cultivators; why did Lin escape it? The thought made Tian Xiaojian feel increasingly uneasy.

But he was a decisive person and quickly shook his head. Now was not the time to think about this. The demon was closing in, and he did not want to die so easily. He had no choice but to use one method.

Sighing, a hint of reluctance flashed across Tian Xiaojian's eyes as he took off a certain pocket from his waist.
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Field Xiao Jian's face showed a serious expression as he muttered under his breath, sending out a spell.

The bag opened, and countless ghostly mists spread out. A figure could be vaguely seen inside.

It was another Field Xiao Jian.

Not only did the features match perfectly, but even their aura was identical!

However, his eyes were dim and lifeless, like a living corpse.

Field Xiao Jian sighed, reaching up to touch his head. A light ball appeared before him.

This light ball had a diameter of about an inch, with a small figure inside, resembling Field Xiao Jian's features.

Second Second Soul!

Back when the Great Demon Sovereign was alive, he was proficient in this technique. As his beloved disciple, Field Xiao Jian naturally practiced it too.

The power of this technique did not need to be said; although inferior to a second soul embryo, it was still incredibly profound and mysterious.

And the corpse body prepared for him had also been carefully considered. Originally, Field Xiao Jian planned to merge with the corpse body after his Second Soul matured, refining it into an external manifestation.

However, he could no longer wait now.

With a wave of his sleeve, that light ball vanished from above the other Field Xiao Jian's head.

Then, this incarnation's gaze became more lively.

Field Xiao Jian reached out and patted his waist. A silver talisman appeared, which he pressed onto the corpse body.

The corpse body's aura immediately surged, while Field Xiao Jian's own aura remained unchanged. He extended a hand to grab it.

A green light flashed as a thick layer of green energy enveloped his right hand, seizing that silver talisman. The creature struggled fiercely, and a hint of rage appeared on Field Xiao Jian's face before he tightened his grip. A faint rumble could be heard in his ears, and the silver light finally stopped moving.

The broken sword appeared before him.

Field Xiao Jian had taken it out for a reason.

It was likely that this creature was the guardian spirit of an ancient cultivator from the Separation Stage, although times had changed, he should still have some memory of the master's treasures.

Indeed, upon seeing the sword, the armadillo-like figure froze, showing signs of deep thought on its face.

Useful!

Field Xiao Jian was delighted and immediately poured his cultivation force into the broken sword.

Of course, this treasure was no ordinary item. Field Xiao Jian did not have enough strength to control it now, but forcibly driving his cultivation force would at least allow him to project some aura.

A faint humming sound filled his ears as the sword's surface emitted a shimmering light. The creature trembled and showed signs of fear.

This result was even better than he had anticipated.

It seemed that although this creature had advanced to its late Transmutation Stage, it still harbored fear for its former master. Of course, this was due to the spirit intelligence not being fully awakened; otherwise, how could it be afraid of a mere inanimate object?

Field Xiao Jian cautiously walked forward.

This time, the armadillo did not attack but instead followed Field Xiao Jian's approach with increasing fear on its face.

When they were only about a dozen feet apart, he suddenly shouted and crouched down, holding his head. Perhaps this creature had once suffered from this sword before; otherwise, it should not be so afraid of such an item even if it was the master's treasure.

Field Xiao Jian thought to himself but did not miss this opportunity. With a wave of his sleeve, a swarm of ghostly mists rushed out and enveloped the creature.

The creature instinctively tried to struggle, but Field Xiao Jian turned pale. His late Transmutation Stage strength was no joke, but he had a trump card: he handed the broken sword in front of it.

The armadillo trembled again, becoming docile. Seizing this moment, Field Xiao Jian continuously changed his spells with his left hand while muttering incantations under his breath. The ghostly mists flashed and entered the creature's body.

Field Xiao Jian breathed a sigh of relief, sealed the broken sword in another box, and put it back in his storage bag.

"Master, is everything done?"

"Yes, I've already cast the spirit suppression technique on him."

"What? Spirit Suppression Technique?" Yue Er was stunned. Her expression turned tense again: "Master, did you just say that? The spirit suppression technique does have a wide range of uses and good effects, but this creature is in its late Transmutation Stage; what effect can such a restriction have?"

"Don't worry, I've thought about it. He's at his late Transmutation Stage, but remember, his spirit intelligence hasn't fully awakened yet. It will only fight based on instinct. In this situation, do you think he can break free from the spirit suppression technique?" Field Xiao Jian smiled, appearing confident.

"…But why not use a more powerful restriction? That would be safer."

"A more powerful restriction could trigger stronger backlash." Field Xiao Jian chuckled: "Rest assured, I know what I'm doing. For this creature, the spirit suppression technique is sufficient."

After saying that, he reached out and took an elixir bottle from his storage bag.

Opening the lid, a fragrant aroma filled the air.

"What's this?" Yue Er sniffed, her expression strange.

Field Xiao Jian casually handed the elixir bottle to the armadillo.

This was a Fragrant Grass Pill. It could increase the cultivation force of Foundation Establishment cultivators. For Field Xiao Jian now, it was insignificant, but its taste was extraordinary.

Although he had already cast the spirit suppression technique, Field Xiao Jian still planned to give the creature some benefits to make control easier.

Sure enough, after eating the pill, the armadillo danced with joy and laughed at him.

"Guard the entrance."

Field Xiao Jian issued a command through his mental projection. Then, he led the two women into the cave.

On the other side, Field Xiao Jian's flight slowed as he stopped. There was no more path ahead; this was the end of the independent space.

But how to get out remained unclear.

Field Xiao Jian scratched his head, showing a thoughtful expression on his face. However, there was no extra time for him to think now. The message from his Second Soul indicated that in at most half an hour, he would be caught by the demon.

The spirit puppet was only at the Condensation Stage and had used secret techniques to run so fast, but it was now at its limits. It would not stand a chance against the demon even if pursued further.

Time was running out for him.

Field Xiao Jian took out a talisman from his pocket with some reluctance.

This trip to Cloud Ridge Mountain had yielded no results, and he had used up many of his hard-earned treasures over the years. But there were no other choices now.

It was a green talisman that looked unremarkable and even slightly broken, missing a corner at the bottom left.

However, Field Xiao Jian was very reluctant to use it.

This was an ancient boundary-breaking talisman, whose crafting method had long been lost. Even if it was a substandard item, it still had value in the market. He had spent much effort obtaining this item.

A boundary-breaking talisman, as its name suggested, possessed spatial abilities.

Of course, it did not refer to breaking the barrier between the human world and the spirit realm; such wonders did not exist in the cultivation world.

Boundary-breaking meant breaking restrictions. If trapped within an array, even a primordial ancient prohibition array, using this talisman would allow one to escape safely.

This effect was already impressive and could be used on independent spaces as well. Field Xiao Jian examined his hand-held talisman before throwing it into the air.

A green light flashed, and a piercing ray of green light appeared in front of him.

Sizzle… A crack appeared in the sky as if the entire heavens had shaken.

However, the independent space did not break open. But Field Xiao Jian's expression showed relief as he activated the Netherworld Shatter.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away, an advanced-stage demon hovered mid-air with a look of shock and anger on its face. He had spent much effort to catch up with that annoying creature, only to easily cut off his head; it was just a fake.

How infuriating! He had been deceived.

The demon's expression showed a mix of shock and rage as a massive surge of spiritual energy came from afar. His face froze before he turned around abruptly.
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How could it be possible? A mere初级灵婴期 cultivator actually managed to shake this plane.

In the dark light, the demon's brows furrowed deeply as a look of shock appeared in his eyes.

It seems I underestimated Lord Lingyun Palace’s young master. He is far from an ordinary initial-stage cultivator.

He cannot let him escape!

With that thought, a trace of viciousness flashed across the demon's face before he transformed into a streak of lightning and vanished into the sky.

Boom!

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian's expression was also grim. His second元神 had already perished, so it was certain that his opponent would be rushing over with full force.

Speed must be fast; otherwise, the results will be unimaginable.

He did not want to face a后期灵婴 cultivator. Tian Xiaojian stopped holding back and used the Ghostly Heart Shattering Sword, casting numerous ghostly shadows. He fiercely tried to tear open the crack, but this process was not easy.

Although the crack was expanding gradually, the speed was too slow.

Tian Xiaojian gritted his teeth, threw away all distractions, and focused solely on manipulating his法宝.

In no time, a meal's worth of time had passed.

Suddenly, Tian Xiaojian shook his hand and released his神识. He could sense that demon, so it meant the opponent was less than a hundred miles away.

Tian Xiaojian's face turned slightly green.

A hundred miles for a后期 existence is merely a blink of an eye.

He looked at the gap; he still couldn't squeeze through it.

It seemed some sacrifice would be necessary.

Determined, Tian Xiaojian reached out and patted his chest, spitting out a blood mist.

The blood mist was quickly absorbed by the Ghostly Heart Shattering Sword.

The sword body turned red as a bloody stench spread around…

"Nai!"

Tian Xiaojian extended his finger, his expression heavy, pointing forward.

The Ghostly Heart Shattering Sword flashed, and a ferocious ghost face appeared on its surface. Although it was fleeting, the fierce aura made one shiver with fear.

He pointed ahead.

Then, this sword moved slowly but heavily towards him in a single slash.

Though slow, a pillar of light stretched from heaven to earth.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as if the surrounding primordial energy had been stirred.

Boom!

The ground trembled, and the crack was finally torn open. A one-meter-wide gap appeared before Tian Xiaojian's eyes. He felt a surge of joy but quickly turned serious because the demon was only ten miles away. Without hesitation, he squeezed through the crack.

As there was no attack, the spatial rift rapidly closed.

"Damn it!"

The demon’s figure appeared in the distance. Seeing his prey escape at the last moment from the trap, he could not help feeling both shocked and angry. He raised his hand and fiercely slashed forward, a black crescent moon blade appearing.

However, it was too late; the crack had already vanished. The blade's power was great but insufficient to break through space.

"Damn!

The demon was furious. A初级灵婴 cultivator escaping from him three times in a row was unimaginable. He almost wanted to explode with rage.

Suddenly, he turned his body and stared intently at the left side. Raising his hand, a wave of dark magic energy appeared.

Friend, if you are upset, what should we do? Why vent your anger on me?

A sigh echoed in Tian Xiaojian's ears as a milky white light appeared, fearlessly facing the后期 demon’s attack and instantly turning all the knife lights into nothingness.

"It is you!"

The demon's eyes narrowed. The figure before him was indeed Northern Wu True Monarch.

"Not wrong at all, it is precisely this old man."

"Why did you come here?" The demon's face returned to its normal color; he was a后期 existence and would not let the other party laugh at him.

"Nothing much, I was idle in Cloud Ridge Mountain. It’s better to help my friend than to do nothing."

Northern Wu True Monarch spoke.

"You are indeed considerate." The demon nodded, showing gratitude on his face, though his heart was far from it.

"Now that this slippery youth has escaped, what do you plan to do?"

"This is obvious; although the four Immortalless cultivators' souls can serve as a medium to activate the array, we cannot allow any variables. We must chase after him and extract his soul," the demon said fiercely.

"Agreed!"

Northern Wu True Monarch nodded. He did not want the Demon Ancestor's descent to fail. With a wave of his sleeves, a white light flew out, forming a short sword with an unusual design and significant fluctuations in spiritual energy. Of course, this was not his life-bound treasure.

The demon opened its mouth, emitting gray light—a black steel fork. The two后期 elders then operated their respective treasures, fiercely striking the void ahead.

Lin Xuan's initial impression of the cave dwelling of the Separation Period cultivator was much larger than he had imagined. This was Lin Xuan’s first feeling after using his神识 to explore. He let the two girls walk behind him, though the possibility was small, he feared hidden restrictions might be present.

Lin Xuan searched through one stone room after another. The initial few did not yield much, but after nearly half an hour, only one last stone room remained unexplored.

"Master, this final room can't also be empty?"

Moon's heart felt uneasy, while Lin Xuan was more optimistic: "Don’t worry; it won’t be."

"Why not?"

"Stupid girl, think about it. If there were no treasures in the cave dwelling, why would that ancient cultivator leave such a powerful array around? It’s like adding insult to injury," Lin Xuan said.

"Mmm, you’re right." Moon nodded, acknowledging her master's greater foresight.

However, while he spoke, Lin Xuan was not entirely calm. There were certainly treasures, but what kind and how many remained uncertain.

After all his efforts, Lin Xuan naturally hoped for a satisfactory收获.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan pushed the stone door. Accompanied by rumbling sounds, he entered the last quiet room.

The area was small, only about seven to eight meters square. Some luminescent gems were embedded in the stone walls. With his神念 sweeping over everything, all items became clear at once.

There wasn't much; just three boxes near the corner of the stone wall, and they looked dull with no standout features.

However, Lin Xuan's face revealed a hint of joy. The fewer the items, the more likely it was that some were high-quality treasures. More did not necessarily mean better. Lin Xuan was now looking forward to what this Separation Period senior would leave behind for him.
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Dry Slowly aged and went over, Jin took down the left-year-old piece. It was only about a foot long.

The surface was covered in dust, looking rather dusty.

Lin Xuan brushed his sleeves and opened it up. Five crystal stones as large as eggs came into view, but they were not particularly eye-catching.

"What is this?" Moon's face showed confusion as well.

It turned out to be a round crystal. The released spiritual energy from it was only that of a low-grade crystal stone. Such things could still count as treasures for Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, but in Lin Xuan’s eyes and those of his young master, they were completely useless.

A First Stage Separation cultivator actually left such an item behind in their cave dwelling—it was too embarrassing.

Lin Xuan felt a bit surprised, but quickly showed a thoughtful expression.

This crystal seemed familiar to him.

Lin Xuan pondered as he took a green one into his palm. It gave off warmth. The spiritual energy was similar to that of a mid-grade crystal stone, but with Lin Xuan’s powerful divine sense, he could feel it wasn’t just an illusion.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had a hunch.

After a moment's hesitation, he extended a finger and lightly struck the crystal in his palm. A sword light shot out from his fingertip and stabbed into the surface of that crystal.

A crack appeared…

Initially only as large as the tip of his finger, but soon it spread wider. It was enough to accommodate them both.

This place seemed to still be an independent space.

Looking around, the mountain peaks extended endlessly in all directions. Strange clouds with multicolored hues floated in the sky, creating a strange atmosphere.

This could not possibly be Cloud Ridge Mountain.

Field Little Sword's face turned slightly green.

Even though he had consumed his second consciousness and broken boundary talisman, couldn't he escape from the demon's lair?

A hint of disappointment appeared on Field Little Sword’s face. But as soon as he recovered from this soft emotion, he regained his calm composure.

Although his path to cultivation was full of hardships, he would not easily fall. He would definitely find a way out of this predicament.

It didn’t matter if it wasn't Cloud Ridge Mountain; just think of another way to get out.

Even though he no longer had the broken boundary talisman, he could still find an exit with his treasure.

Field Little Sword closed his eyes and released his divine sense. His face showed a look of surprise after some effort.

How is this possible?

He felt that there was a vast lake several miles away.

The terrain here was peculiar. He should go check it out; maybe there would be clues to an exit.

Field Little Sword transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the place he had just identified.

On the other side, Lin Xuan finally opened the second wooden box—a small ring slightly smaller than the first one.

Inside was empty with no treasures. Lin Xuan's face couldn't help but show disappointment.

"Master, isn’t this already taken?" Moon’s weak voice reached his ears.

"Nonsense, if someone had come here, the array would have been destroyed long ago," Lin Xuan said. "Besides, a giant pangolin is an advanced-stage demon cultivator with opened divine intelligence. Although it might make some mistakes, it still has the duty to guard this cave dwelling and protect its master's remains. Even a low-grade treasure wouldn’t easily enter."

"Mmm, Master, you’re right, but why would there be nothing inside?"

"Could there be an inner layer?" Wu Yun'er proposed.

Lin Xuan’s heart stirred; this was indeed possible. He released his divine sense, but found no results. This wasn't surprising as some wood did have the effect of blocking divine senses.

Lin Xuan tightened his fingers and carefully split the wooden box. A talisman fell out.

Lin Xuan's eyes were quick, snatching it into his palm.

Lin Xuan squinted. It appeared to be a talisman, but was vastly different from ordinary ones. Not only was the material of the paper very special, but the spiritual energy fluctuations were astonishing as well.

Apart from countless profound inscriptions, there was also a needle about an inch long drawn in the center.

Lifelike!

Lin Xuan recognized it with just one glance and couldn't help feeling elated.

"Treasure Talisman!"

Moon exclaimed, her face full of joy.

"What? Is this what people call a treasure talisman?" Wu Yun'er's eyes sparkled as she spoke. This experience on Cloud Ridge Mountain had greatly strengthened her psychological resilience. She had experienced too many dangers and faced numerous legendary treasures.

An excellent crystal stone, a treasure talisman—anyone could stir up a storm in the cultivation world with either one. Although she was just hearing about them, she hadn't expected to see them herself. Even an Immortal Stage cultivator might not have such good fortune.

Although she felt a bit envious, she knew that her current Condensation Core stage couldn’t possibly own such treasures. Moreover, Master Lin wouldn’t give it to her either, so she quickly suppressed any such thoughts and only showed a few faint traces of admiration.

Noticing the fluctuations in her heart, Lin Xuan nodded. Many cultivators fell due to greed, but Wu Yun'er’s current understanding was quite good. This would make her cultivation path much smoother.

Lin Xuan thought this way before focusing his attention back on the talisman.

Unlike what he had obtained at Jade Profound Sect, this treasure talisman seemed to be a water attribute item.

Although cultivators could have dual attributes after reaching Separation Stage, most still used single-attribute treasures. However, don’t underestimate them.

The power of single-attribute treasures was no less formidable, especially for flying needles, which were rare and even more mysterious when used in combat.

Lin Xuan’s gaze fell on the last box.

Boom!

The ground trembled as two late-stage Immortal Stage existences joined forces. Although they didn’t have a broken boundary talisman, their brute strength finally broke through that independent space, creating a crack wide enough for them to pass through.

True Monarch of Northern Void and the demon exchanged glances before flying into the entrance one after another.

"What is this?"

Seeing the unfamiliar scenery, True Monarch of Northern Void’s face showed shock. The same went for the demon; he hadn’t expected that outside was still an independent space.

The two old monsters looked at each other, their gazes falling on those multicolored clouds in the distance.

"This is the aura of a heavenly tribulation. That black well's demon had extremely broad knowledge and recognized the origin of the tribulation clouds right away," True Monarch of Northern Void said.

"What? A heavenly tribulation? Are you sure?" True Monarch of Northern Void’s composure was shocked as he stared wide-eyed. He hadn’t expected that his prophecy would come true, originally just using the demon's treasure to lure cultivators into a trap. But it turned out there really were some.

"Since there are tribulation clouds, the other party must have failed their tribulation and left something behind," True Monarch of Northern Void licked his lips, showing greed in his eyes.

"I don’t know for sure, but let’s check."

"Why? Don't you want to catch Field Little Sword?"

"Nonsense, that brat is definitely here. I won’t let him escape. Also, Brother Northern Void, do you remember the late-stage Immortal who entered Cloud Ridge Mountain and disappeared mysteriously? I couldn’t find any clues no matter how hard I searched."

"Are you saying he’s also here?"

"He must be. I’ll use my divine sense to search again," Lin Xuan said with a smile. (To be continued)
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. The moment the stone sound fell silent, the demon in the black rice only closed its eyes and emitted a powerful divine sense. Northern Void True Monarch stood still on his spot; although he was also an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator due to his innate talent, the demon's divine sense was far stronger than that of human or demon races.

Both parties were still in harmony at this moment, so there was no need for him to show off.

Soon enough, half a tea cup’s time passed. The demon opened its eyes and revealed a look of surprise and suspicion on its face.

"How about it, friend? Did you sense anything?"

"There's no trace of that boy; perhaps he is far away. He might have used the Conceal Qi Technique to hide his presence," the demon said with deliberate words.

"What? Impossible! Besides us, there are still high-ranking cultivators here. Your subordinates didn't say that the missing person was only a mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator?" Northern Void True Monarch's expression turned grave as he spoke.

"When did I say they were high-ranking cultivators?"

"You just said..."

"The other party is indeed an advanced-stage Immortal Core, but it’s from the demon race."

"Demon race? That's even more impossible. In Cloud Ridge Mountain, there are only low-grade demons; we haven't seen any transformed demons enter this mountain," Northern Void True Monarch argued.

"What if he was here all along?" The demon's face showed a strange expression.

"Friend, you mean..."

"I suspect that it might be an ancient water daoist who has already reached the mid-stage. He’s not some high-ranking elder from a major sect; he is a free-living cultivator," Lin Xuan said with astonishment.

Without support from any sect, reaching this stage was truly remarkable for such a senior water daoist.

Of course, there were even more extraordinary cases that Lin Xuan had seen. For instance, the Hundred Toxin Divine Monarch of the Ink Moon Clan...

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan felt a hint of regret.

Apart from the introduction at the beginning, most of the content in the jade tube was about this senior's cultivation techniques.

The techniques left behind by high-ranking cultivators were naturally top-notch. This was an advanced-stage water attribute technique.

Unfortunately, for Lin Xuan, it wasn't very useful.

He had already practiced enough different methods; besides, the Powerful Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique's power far surpassed this Water Essence True Scripture.

Although he found it tempting, Lin Xuan knew that trying to learn too much at once would only lead to mistakes. Therefore, he wouldn’t do such a foolish thing.

However, the jade tube did not disappoint him. The last part of the text, though brief, was invaluable for an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator: cultivation insights!

These were the insights from a high-ranking cultivator who had successfully transcended the realm of separation and union. For Lin Xuan, every word felt like a gem; if he could understand them, it would save him much trouble.

The text detailed what to pay attention to when advancing from mid-stage to late-stage Immortal Core, even how to break through to the Separation and Concealment Realm...

Just the value of this jade tube alone was not inferior to that of the talismans. Lin Xuan's heart filled with joy, but his expression remained steady; it was a form of tempering his mind.

"Master, I have something I don't understand," Yue'er raised her delicate nose and withdrew her divine sense from the jade tube. Unlike Lin Xuan, she looked puzzled.

"What?" Lin Xuan was also curious. He didn’t see anything amiss.

"The senior water daoist clearly said that he had only about a hundred years left after his tribulation. If he couldn't ascend to the higher realms, he would have to reincarnate. But even if he ascended to the Spirit Realm, wouldn’t his lifespan still be limited to two thousand years as an advanced-stage separation and union cultivator? In the Spirit Realm, although resources are better, and the primordial qi is thicker, could a mere hundred years enable him to advance from mid-stage to the Separation and Concealment Realm?"

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed in surprise. Yue'er had hit the nail on the head; he hadn’t thought about this before.

Cultivators sought longevity, but achieving true immortality was incredibly difficult. According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, even if one advanced from one realm to another, their lifespan would still be limited. Whether it was the separation and union realm or the Separation and Concealment Realm, even a cultivator who had reached the final realm—transcendence—would only have a finite lifespan unless they had read all nine great tribulations.

Even if this senior water daoist had many years left, wouldn’t he still reincarnate after ascending to the Spirit Realm?

Why did he wait until his situation was urgent before attempting the tribulation?

Lin Xuan didn't believe that he would waste his time. Could there be some hidden secret in a cultivator's lifespan?

He had never seen such information in any ancient texts, but it must have a reason.

Lin Xuan pondered deeply, but without any clear answers.

"Master, forget about it; maybe this mystery will be revealed once you advance to the separation and union realm," Yue'er said understandingly when she saw Lin Xuan’s frown.

Her words were meant as consolation, but hearing them made Lin Xuan realize that there might indeed be a significant secret at the separation and union realm.

With everything falling into place, if he could one day advance to this realm, perhaps these questions would indeed be resolved as Yue'er suggested. Why worry about something irrelevant now?

A smile formed on Lin Xuan's lips as he cast away his worries. With a flip of his hand, he took out the second jade tube.

This was the last treasure left by the senior water daoist; what could it contain?

The收获已经大大超出了他的预料，但宝物总是多多益善。林某满怀希望地将神识沉入其中……
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Lin Xuan's brows furrowed with a heavy cloud as his expression grew more serious.

"Master, what should we do now?"

"I admit, I'm not sure either," Lin Xuan said with a bitter smile. If they were in another location, he would have an 80% chance of escaping even against two late-stage monsters. But here, in this isolated space...

The danger was obvious; if they couldn't find the exit soon, they'd be caught eventually.

"Let's not talk about it now. We'll think of a plan on the way. I don't want to get trapped here."

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and darted out of the cave entrance. The monster in the form of an armadillo still stood guard faithfully, grinning foolishly as he saw Lin Xuan emerge.

Lin Xuan sighed. This late-stage monster was indeed a challenge, but with its low intelligence, it could only fight head-on without any strategic thinking, greatly diminishing its effectiveness. If not for this, his situation would have been much better.

However, if this armadillo hadn't been so stupid, he wouldn't have been able to capture it.

Lin Xuan shook his head. There was no time to waste here. He reached out and took a storage bracelet from his belt, focusing his mental energy on the strange stone pillars in front of him.

The mountain ahead loomed ominously, but its appearance wasn’t impressive at first glance. However, Lin Xuan, who excelled in阵法, immediately noticed something different about the many stone columns at the base of the mountain.

Should he continue running or stop to investigate these strange stones?

Lin Xuan quickly made his decision and slowed down, stopping mid-flight.

After all, he was slower than them, so eventually, they would catch up. But maybe these pillars held a clue on how to leave this isolated space.

He focused his mental energy and began studying the stone columns.

Meanwhile, below the lava lake:

"What is that?"

Tian Xiaojian had reached the bright spot. If Lin Xuan were here, he'd be shocked. There were many stone columns scattered around, but unlike those at the base of the mountain, there was a teleportation array in one of them.

Indeed, it was a teleportation array, albeit crude and hastily set up by someone in a hurry.

Tian Xiaojian's expression was cautious as he released his mental energy. He had learned from past experiences on this trip that carelessness could lead to traps.

Lin Xuan was also studying the stone columns but with much more urgency. Two late-stage monsters were chasing him, and seventy or so miles wasn't a small distance in their speed.

His anxiety was palpable.

Under such circumstances, it was nearly impossible to decipher the secrets of these stones quickly.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he looked up.

A black shadow appeared over a hundred feet away.

"Impossible. How did he get here so fast..." Lin Xuan’s words were cut off as he realized the other party had used the 缩地术 (shrinking earth technique).

Of course, this must be the monster who arrived first.

As the saying goes, once bitten by a snake, one fears even ropes for ten years. After several attempts to escape, Tian Xiaojian no longer underestimated those with lower cultivation levels.

Their chase was normal until Lin Xuan suddenly stopped, which made him wary... Could that boy have already found a way out of this isolated space?

Though it was just speculation, he couldn't afford any complacency and immediately left Northwind Trueman behind. He used the 缩地术 to close the distance in an instant.

Amidst the black light, Lin Xuan could vaguely see the monstrous form of the monster. Without stopping, he continued using the technique, his figure blurring until he was only seven or eight feet away from Lin Xuan. A dark claw emerged from the swirling magical energy.

Surprise attack!

In the world of cultivation, there were no rules about seniority; monsters were ruthless and focused solely on results. If a sneak attack could kill this guy in one move, it would be a welcome opportunity for him.

Indeed, any late-stage cultivator would be severely injured by such an attack.

The difference between mid-stage and late-stage was vast, and with the added advantage of surprise, the monster had a significant edge.

But Lin Xuan wasn't just another mid-stage cultivator.

Despite the unexpected appearance of the monster, he remained calm at the critical moment.

This situation was indeed dangerous, but it didn’t compare to his most perilous moments on the path to immortality. Fear was useless; staying composed and reacting calmly was crucial.

Seeing the monster pounce fiercely, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and a long, ancient-looking spear appeared. He grabbed it and swung it down with force.

A flash of green light rippled through the air as the ghostly claw hadn't even reached out when the monster stumbled into view. The Snow Fox King's spear could nullify even instant teleportation; what was this 缩地术?

The monster’s expression showed surprise, but Lin Xuan didn’t give him time to think. He waved his sleeve and another bright green light shot forth.

Of course, it was Green Fire!

He unleashed a storm of fire, aiming for the monster's head.

At the same time, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a thick green flame that exploded into a bird-like creature with sharp beak and claws. It streaked like a bright meteor towards the monster’s face in an instant.

Unsatisfied, he reached down and summoned the storage bracelet containing the Armored Armadillo spirit beast.

Roar!

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above.

化形后期!

And at the peak of its power, the monster couldn’t help but turn pale. The hunter had become the hunted; originally, he wanted to ambush Lin Xuan, but this guy was even more cunning and his abilities were astonishing. In an instant, the situation reversed. Lin Xuan remained unscathed while the monster suffered a severe setback.

PS: Tonight, I'll update as soon as possible. Thank you all for your催更 votes; it motivates me to write faster!
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Xuan couldn't say that his powers were fully unleashed in one fell swoop, but the brief encounter was still a testament to his abilities. He didn’t expect to be able to kill late-stage demons, but even just incapacitating them would greatly benefit him.

In short, he had to take things as they came.

With the pressure of spirit energy, a giant pangolin over seven feet long appeared in the sky.

This demon took on its beast form since its spiritual intelligence was still not fully awakened. Using this form allowed it to better unleash its full strength against an opponent.

Opening its bloodstained maw, it spewed out a torrent of demonic fog that surged like waves towards the demons.

Though he didn’t know what kind of spell it was, the attack from a late-stage demon was no small matter.

The demon’s face turned ashen. He was nearly driven mad by the situation; he hadn’t expected to fall into an opponent’s trap after rushing here.

"Brat, you’re asking for it!"

With Xuan and the demon exchanging blows at breakneck speed, their battle concluded in a flash. Both sought to outmaneuver each other with swift and concise moves.

Meanwhile, the demonic fog spewed by the giant pangolin began to converge.

Unknown to them, the fog contained some strange spell that caused the demon’s body to move more slowly. The fog then coalesced into a massive fang.

No, not quite. It was indeed just one fang, but it was over seven feet long and looked terrifyingly sharp.

It seemed like the pangolin intended to bite the demon in half.

Xuan remained silent, not attacking from the side, but his body was aglow with spirit energy. This suggested that the opponent would likely use a compression technique. He needed to find an opening first.

Using his spear, he would break through this defense. Unlike before when he was rushed, he should be able to incapacitate the demon now.

Xuan didn’t just possess strength; he had extensive experience in magical combat. However, on the battlefield, everything could change in a heartbeat.

Suddenly, the demonic fog closed its mouth and the demon was split into two halves. The black light around it dissipated, revealing Xuan’s opponent's face.

Pale green skin with sharp teeth, it looked terrifying from head to toe. His eyes were lifeless, filled with不甘and pain.

Had he won so easily?

Xuan couldn’t help but feel momentarily stunned.

No...

Despite the demon's body still radiating a powerful aura, Xuan found it hard to believe that such an easy victory was possible.

It must be a trap!

Without hesitation, Xuan cast a spell. The black metal armor shield transformed into a curtain, enveloping his body. The light on its surface flickered with countless runes, indicating the formidable defensive capabilities of this shield.

A sound of iron scraping filled his ears as the demon’s aura suddenly appeared behind him. It curled up and struck down with a bone spike.

The light on the shield flashed wildly, though it wasn’t broken, a massive force surged towards Xuan's throat. He felt a bitter taste in his mouth but didn't dare look back. Instead, he used Nine Heaven Micro Step while the fiery sword pierced the enemy.

The demon didn’t want to let him go, intending to follow like a persistent pest. However, the fiery sword was no ordinary weapon, so it had to turn around and defend itself.

Xuan retreated over a hundred feet before finally regaining his composure.

However, as he looked back, he couldn’t help but be surprised. He thought he had only suffered minor losses, yet this demon seemed even more battered than him.

Not only was its arm severed, but Xuan knew it wasn’t from his sword. Could it be...

Recalling the strange nature of their earlier battle, Xuan deduced that the demon had self-mutilated to use a substitute body for a trial by ordeal.

A substitute body for a trial by ordeal involved using magical techniques to transform part of its body into a puppet. When the main body dodged an attack, this puppet would take the hit.

But just now, he could have easily avoided the pangolin’s attack, yet it had deliberately used such forbidden techniques to trick him and launch a surprise strike.

What a terrifying tactic! For victory, even his own kind was willing to be so ruthless. Demons truly were a mad race, using any means necessary for victory.

Xuan felt both chilled and reminded himself to be more cautious against this formidable opponent.

Realizing Xuan had uncovered the deception, the demon erupted in fury. Although Xuan appeared to have suffered minor losses, he lost an arm. In reality, it was worse than losing a battle.

Pfft! A green snake with a grayish-white aura writhed in pain as a bird over a foot long tore through its belly and burst into green flames, engulfing the demon.

The demon’s face changed. What kind of fire could devour his evil aura?

His expression turned serious; this opponent was no ordinary one. Although not an advanced cultivator, he was still formidable.

Roar!

The giant pangolin returned to Xuan's side.

After a brief and perilous encounter, both parties once again faced off.

Meanwhile, Wu Yun’er transformed into a streak of light and quickly flew away. She didn’t know where she should go; what seemed safe might not be.

At the late-stage cultivator level, she was respected by many, but here, everything felt fragile.

Her life hung in the balance.

However, for some reason, she felt an inexplicable excitement.

Following her master, she had seen much, but this experience far surpassed anything before.

The劫clouds and Lin Senior’s divine aura almost on par with a late-stage cultivator. Her heart was filled with admiration and envy for his treasures.

If only one day, she could become such a powerful cultivator...

Her breathing quickened as she suddenly paused, her excitement vanishing. She looked back uncertainly.

Indeed, something was following from afar, its aura thick and strong.

No, it couldn’t be late-stage monsters; they would have already caught up by now. It must be a puppet body.

Wu Yun’er’s analysis was correct, but she wasn’t relieved. Her spirit energy flared as she transformed into a streak of light and sped forward, doubling her speed from before.

Having concealed herself earlier, it was better to fully escape now that she had been discovered.

Among peers, Wu Yun’er's speed was decent, but compared to the pursuing cloud, she seemed less capable. Like Lin Xuan’s earlier encounter with the molten trail, being caught was inevitable.

At this moment, Tian Xiaoxi felt much more at ease. The lava barrier shielded his divine sense, so he hadn’t been discovered by the two old monsters. He stood before a large stone pillar.

The crude teleportation array in the center of the pillar attracted his attention.

However, Tian Xiaoxi was hesitant to act rashly. In Cloud Ridge Mountain, he had suffered much. Unlike Lin Xuan who mastered alchemy and arrays among other techniques, Tian Xiaoxi wasn’t weak but lacked experience with miscellaneous arts.

Frowning, he pondered the complexity of this situation. This couldn’t just be a simple teleportation array; what secrets lay within these stone pillars?

Suddenly, Tian Xiaoxi raised his head, his expression turning serious. Although his divine sense was restricted by the strange lava lake, it extended much farther than that of ordinary cultivators.

The surrounding lava trembled as if something massive had passed through quickly.

Tian Xiaoxi’s face grew tense. Though he hadn’t summoned the Shadowheart Sword, a faint aura of demonic energy surrounded him.

"What is this?"

After about half a cup of tea, Tian Xiaoxi finally identified the massive entity and couldn't help but shout in surprise.
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Dear fellow cultivators, although Phantom Rain doesn't write very quickly, you should have noticed that the updates for *The Hundred Refinements* have sped up recently. Of course, this is not just due to my efforts; your encouragement has also played a significant role.
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I felt both pain and weakness, and when my anxiety got the better of me, I almost fainted.

On the main battlefield, looking at Zero Eight's calm demeanor as he showed no signs of wanting to take a break, even though Fang called out his army, it was clear what their intentions were. So, I decided not to call them out.

However, just as Third Brother opened the door, he happened to meet Big Brother who was about to knock on the door. A slight pause later, both understood each other's intentions.

Their gazes were fixed on Xia Chuxue's unparalleled beauty, which perfectly matched her portrait from a few days ago.

Perhaps Baby's actions gave Zhan Xiangsi strength; she loosened her clenched right hand and decided to look forward, letting go of the past.

Cui Yirou's appearance seemed to disrupt this tranquility, not fitting in with the atmosphere here at all.

Even if the chances were slim, she still had to try. How could one know unless they tried? What if... what if...

With these thoughts, Cui Yirou contacted Tian Bo and arranged a meeting with the bureau chief to discuss it specifically.

"Chen Chen's boyfriend is problematic, but he won't confess anything. I hope you can help me analyze his thoughts using your painting technique," Yang Yiye's voice was urgent.

Looking at the brightly decorated奈何桥 (Bridge of Sighs), An Ran felt as if a hundred prairie dogs were racing through her heart.

Her heart tightened; she bit her lip and slowly turned to run away. Just as she did, hot tears streamed down her face, and she ran back to her dormitory in a panic, sobbing uncontrollably until she fell ill. She didn't tell anyone about this—not even Yue Niang knew.

"Don't worry; no bombs will fall here today," the red-haired man leisurely sat on a chair, crossing his legs and smoking a cigarette.

At that moment, one of the elevator doors in the law firm suddenly opened, and a large black travel bag fell into the elevator from above. A figure dressed entirely in black then jumped down from the ceiling, followed by unfolding a folding stool and placing it in the middle of the elevator. He was well-equipped indeed.

If he had the ghostly aura enhancement, Phantom Rain wouldn't be afraid of him at all. However, since this city wasn't within the ghostly realm, and the other party had human reinforcements, the situation was extremely unfavorable for him.

He naturally understood that once Emperor Qin Shi Huang reclaimed his own belongings, it would be a terrifying outcome.

With narrowed eyes, Cold Miyan's fists clenched as he prepared to drag the person on the bed down and beat them. Suddenly, a loud wailing cry came from the bed, causing Cold Miyan's bare feet to twitch. The angry expression on his face instantly turned strange.

Ding Yifan nodded; Lu Qichang was indeed a good friend. Since Ding Yifan provided a batch of new walkie-talkies, he had been taking care of the Wan Zai Anti-Black Gang.

Empress Wu Zetian has always been a focal point for the intelligence department of Great Jin, especially after she became the number one figure in public. Therefore, there was already ample information on her; what was needed now was to organize it.

After eliminating all impossible factors, even if the remaining possibilities seemed incredible, they were still the truth.

Ghost Liang revealed his sharp claws and directly collided with Ghost, sending Ghost flying into the surrounding walls, causing sparks to fly.
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Before his eyes was a large snake.

No. Not quite, that was merely the monster's head. Its body resembled an elephant seal but was incredibly huge, about as big as a small mountain.

Field Xiao-jian had seen many things in his travels, yet he'd never encountered such a monstrous creature before. Every step they took caused the lake surface to tremble with volcanic activity.

Although no spiritual energy emanated from its body, there was an eerie aura that permeated the area.

Field Xiao-jian involuntarily swallowed hard.

"Friend, we have no grudge against each other. Why must you be my enemy?" Field Xiao-jian spoke slowly.

"No grudge? That's true, but our animosity dates back to ancient times. We've been enemies and killed each other for ages; do we need a reason…" the demon lord replied coldly.

"True enough, but at our level of cultivation, no one would risk their lives without gain. Why are you pressing me so?" Field Xiao-jian frowned, unimpressed.

"Fine, if you insist on being straightforward, I'll take your soul and spirit directly." The demon lord grinned, his eyes gleaming with greed as he prepared to strike.

"What is this ancient cultivator's treasure?"

Field Xiao-jian couldn't possibly hand over a treasure he had just acquired. His acting skills were top-notch.

"Since you're unwilling to cooperate, then be it. I'll use Soul-Extraction."

A sinister expression flashed across the demon lord's face as he prepared to strike. A dazzling light appeared before him, and an outline of a figure emerged.

"What is this?"

Field Xiao-jian reacted swiftly. He wasn't sure what the enemy was up to, but there was no harm in playing it safe.

He sent out a divine thought, causing his earth armor to sink into the ground and hide using Earth Concealment.

The demon lord paused, his gray eyes revealing a familiar aura.

Soon, the light faded, revealing a young man in a brocade robe with an jade belt.

Field Xiao-jian!

Even Field Xiao-jian's composure couldn't hide his shock. He had heard that Field Xiao-jian became the Young Master of Liuye Palace and was doing well, but he hadn’t expected to meet him under such circumstances.

However, compared to Lin Xuan, Field Xiao-jian looked even more surprised. The original purpose of this trip to Yunling Mountain was to seek information about Lin Xuan, only to find himself in a worse situation.

Despite their surprise and confusion, they were not ordinary cultivators; there was still a formidable enemy before them.

Lin Xuan appeared beside Field Xiao-jian, and the two became allies. "Brother!"

Field Xiao-jian called out warmly. Both of them were cunning enough to understand that they needed each other's help.

They quickly agreed to team up against their common enemy.

The demon lord’s face twisted into a sinister grin. He wondered what the True Monarch of Northern Void was doing, always wanting him and his opponent to fight to the death. Perhaps he could use this situation to turn the tables.

Logically, they were still cooperating, so he wouldn’t do such a thing.

Despite his doubts, the demon lord wasn't overly fearful. He noticed that the earth armor was in its late form but seemed to have some issues with its spiritual intelligence, making it not much of a threat.

With a burst of demonic light, he lunged forward.

It wasn't instantaneous teleportation; after witnessing Lin Xuan's powerful techniques, he knew better. But his speed was still incredibly fast.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and raised his Fire Sword, striking with great force.

The demon lord let out a long howl as his figure blurred, then transformed into six separate figures.

Their appearance, physique, and even the refinement of their spiritual energy were identical to the demon's original form. He must have used some secret technique.

Six differenttreasureappeared in each of their hands: a sword, spear, saber, halberd, whip, and ring.

The six figures scattered, attacking Lin Xuan and Field Xiao-jian from all sides.

Originally, they had been two against one, but now the situation was more complex.

"What secret technique is this? Is it an illusion?"

Lin Xuan's mind raced. However, he quickly realized something was amiss.

There were three demons in front of him and on both sides, but Lin Xuan couldn't tell which ones were real or fake.

Recalling his time on the Demon Spirit Island, Snow Fox had also used a clone technique, though not as precise as this one.

Though only speculation, Lin Xuan didn’t dare to test it out.

He flicked his sleeve and the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flew out. Countless ring shadows appeared, forming a white mist that enveloped him.

This move could both attack and defend simultaneously.

Field Xiao-jian was also caught in a similarflank attack.

A look of confusion flashed across his eyes as he used the Soul-Devouring Saber to create multiple shadow clones, clashing head-on!

It was too late to dodge now.

Boom!

The loud explosion echoed. This time, Lin Xuan and Field Xiao-jian's strengths became apparent. Both were surrounded by three demon clones.

On Lin Xuan’s side, the battle was evenly matched. The white mist repelled the attacks.

Field Xiao-jian, however, was in a much worse position. Although his Soul-Devouring Saber remained intact, its light flickered and almost vanished. His face was pale; he had taken some internal injuries.

"Ah."

The demon lord was even more surprised. He used a technique called "Six-tooth Clone Technique." The spiritual pressure was fake, but each clone’s strength could match an advanced-stage middle-period cultivator.

Lin Xuan's ability to withstand it wasn’t surprising since he had already tested its power and found it comparable to a high-ranking cultivator.

But the young Field Xiao-jian, only at the early stage of cultivation, had managed to hold off three peak middle-period existences.

The demon lord’s expression darkened. Even without the ancient cultivator's treasure, he intended to eliminate both of them. With this strength, if they advanced to late-stage middle-period cultivators…

Danger must be eliminated before it grew. Humans and demons could not coexist.

On another side,

Wu Yun'er slowed her flight and stopped as a cloud formation blocked her path. She had no way out. The young woman’s face was pale, but she forced herself to remain calm. With Senior Lin Master occupied, survival depended on her alone.

Fortunately, the demon cloud wasn’t as terrifying; it seemed only at the condensation stage.

Biting her lip, Wu Yun'er flicked her sleeve and revealed a small crystal sword.

It appeared almost translucent, crafted from some kind of precious material.

Although she was under Ouyang Qinxin’s tutelage, she had only been practicing for twenty years. Even if she wasn’t as skilled in Sound Wave Technique, she usually relied on other methods.

The demon cloud condensed and seemed to be sucked into its body, revealing a terrifying creature.

It had a wide mouth with sharp teeth, eyes the size of copper bells, and two curved horns resembling those of a goat.

Its tongue was constantly dripping red saliva, making it look both disgusting and terrifying.

Wu Yun'er had never encountered such a demon before; her heart raced with fear.

But fear was useless. She forced herself to point at its neck. The crystal sword’s light flashed, but the creature ignored it, dispelling the sword energy with a casual wave of its hand.

Wu Yun'er was greatly alarmed and used divine thoughts to control the sword, aiming for the demon's neck. It failed to pierce, but the actual weapon wasn’t so easily dealt with.

But as the monster opened its mouth, a black aura shot out, enveloping the sword and rendering it powerless.

The monster then moved swiftly, approaching Wu Yun'er’s head, extending its claws to grab her.

A condensation-stage cultivator was reduced to nothing. As Wu Yun'er seemed about to perish, a light column descended from the sky.
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This arrogant monster was easily pierced through, and the evil qi dissipated, vanishing into nothingness.

Surviving a near-death situation, Wu Yun'er's face was filled with gratitude as she bowed respectfully towards the nearby white clouds.

"Thank you for saving my life..." she said.

However, inside her, there was a tumult of emotions like a stormy sea. How could another婴期 old monster appear? And he seemed to be even more formidable than Senior Lin.

Despite her inner turmoil, she showed no signs of weakness on the surface.

"Saving your life is not certain..."

A low voice echoed from within the white clouds, filled with ill intent.

Wu Yun'er's face turned pale. But before she could dodge, a demon wind emerged from the clouds and knocked her out despite her protective spirit light.

The clouds dispersed to reveal a man in a scholar’s robe, about seventeen or eighteen years old, slightly younger than Lin Xuan. His skin was as white as jade, but his eyebrows and hair were like winter snow.

This was the Northern Void Old Monster who had deceived Stone City's lord. Although he cooperated with demons, he wasn't entirely loyal to them.

The appearance of a treasure belonging to an 离合期 cultivator in this independent space stirred his greedy desire for it.

Using the secret technique of shrinking distance, the demon first intercepted the old man at the middle婴期 stage. But Northern Void True Monarch quietly changed his flight direction.

As they say, when one is weak, one must appear strong; and vice versa. He suspected that the other party might have lured him to leave their treasure with the girl at the 凝丹期 stage.

Following behind, he easily destroyed the demon's avatar and then captured Wu Yun'er.

With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light flew out, snatching her storage bracelet from her waist.

Upon probing with his divine sense, he frowned. There was no treasure here.

Was it because his calculations were wrong, or had this woman hidden the treasure elsewhere?

Northern Void True Monarch's eyes flashed with cruelty as he considered using soul-searching techniques. But suddenly, his expression froze as he looked at Wu Yun'er’s right hand.

A small white flower-like mark was visible on her wrist near her palm—bright red like blood!

"Correct, only the direct descendants of the Wu family would have this mark."

Northern Void True Monarch sighed, his cruel expression fading.

Cultivators were often cold-hearted, and Northern Void True Monarch was no exception. But even a bad person had good moments.

He was one such instance! Due to his half-human, half-demon body, he suffered much in the cultivation world before meeting Wu family ancestors who saved him and taught him techniques. Without that encounter, he would not have achieved such high cultivation today.

Gratitude is due where it’s owed. With over a thousand years of memories, Northern Void True Monarch had only one person to thank for his good fortune.

Thus, the young Wu was even more precious. He did not intend to harm her but could not let go of the treasure either.

Soul-searching would be easiest, but it would damage his divine consciousness significantly. It didn’t matter; as a后期婴期 cultivator, he had no trouble with such minor issues.

With another wave of his sleeve, a beam of light enveloped Wu Yun'er’s body. Despite still being unconscious, she sat up mysteriously.

Northern Void True Monarch smiled satisfactorily and used the technique to induce dreams.

Inducing dreams was akin to hypnotism but much more advanced, capable of extracting any information he desired from her.

"Who is that middle婴期 cultivator?"

"Senior Lin..." Wu Yun'er spoke listlessly. "Senior Lin?" Northern Void True Monarch froze, his expression turning grim. "Did you obtain the treasure of an ancient 离合期 cultivator? Where did you hide it?"

Meanwhile, the demon and Lin Xuan were engaged in a fierce battle with Little Sword.

These two youngsters had indeed impressed him. One was middle婴期 and the other early婴期, yet their abilities and treasures were formidable. Using his Sixfold Body Technique, each avatar possessed top-tier middle婴期 powers, but even six against two could not defeat them.

Another round of combat dispersed as the six avatars converged, revealing a后期婴期 demon.

Lin Xuan was unharmed, slightly gaining an upper hand, while Little Sword spat out blood.

"Are you alright?"

To be honest, Lin Xuan didn’t care if Little Sword lived or died, but he didn’t want to lose such a powerful ally. As he pondered whether to summon the Corpse Demon for assistance, Little Sword raised his sleeve and wiped away the blood from his mouth.

"Thank you, Brother. I can still hold on."

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed. Though they had only interacted a few times, he knew that this young man wasn’t one to care about appearances. Could he have another hidden trick up his sleeve?

As these thoughts raced through his mind, Little Sword spoke.

"Brother, it seems the demon has another companion. While he’s distracted, let’s work together and eliminate him first."

Little Sword was furious because both his second soul and external avatar had been destroyed by this demon.

"Don’t be so presumptuous!" Lin Xuan didn’t have time to respond as the demon laughed wildly. "You brat! With just you two, you think you can kill me? Watch as I torture your souls!"

Little Sword did not refute the demon’s taunts; it would take a fight to determine who was right.

He felt conflicted. Initially shocked by Lin Xuan's middle婴期 status, he hadn’t envied him much back then. Ordinary middle婴期 cultivators were far from his match. But this collaboration had shown him that Lin Xuan’s abilities surpassed those of even same-stage opponents.
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Frustrating!

In Youzhou, it was like this. This Lin Xuan always outshone him. Initially, he thought his unique fortune after the celestial anomalies would help him catch up, but to his dismay, he still fell behind.

Field Sword Xiao Jian felt both envious and jealous. However, from another perspective, he felt relieved. The stronger Lin Xuan became against later-stage monsters, the better it was for Field Sword. Fortunately, he had a trump card of his own.

A flash of fury appeared in Field Sword's eyes as he reached out, pulling a spirit beast bag from his waist. A spell was cast upon it.

Zzzt…

The bag's mouth suddenly opened wide, releasing a dense cloud of dark qi that quickly expanded to cover an area of several hundred feet around them.

"What is this?"

The monster's face showed surprise. Amidst the swirling dark qi, a monstrous figure could be vaguely seen, emitting a powerful spirit pressure at the infant stage.

Field Sword's hands moved like butterflies as he waved them. The creature finally emerged from the mist, towering over ten feet tall and looking incredibly grotesque. It resembled a combination of bear, lion, dragon, and horse, exuding an aura of viciousness.

"Ghost Beast!"

Both Lin Xuan and the monster were well-versed in such matters, recognizing the creature immediately but reacting differently.

Lin Xuan was surprised by this secret technique. He had never heard of cultivators fusing with their spirit beasts like Kui Nang did.

Unlike Lin Xuan's astonishment, the monster's expression turned serious as it no longer wore a mocking look.

"Fusion Spirit Technique! Didn't this art disappear long ago in ancient times?"

The cultivation arts were vast and varied. Legend had it that some cultivators specialized in taming beasts during ancient times.

These people generally lacked exceptional talent and struggled to achieve much through conventional means, so they turned to external methods like training spirit beasts for combat.

However, the technique soon fell into decline as their low power level made them unable to match Kui Nang's powerful beasts.

Despite this, they still managed some useful achievements. The most potent was the Fusion Spirit Technique.

As its name suggested, it involved fusing with a spirit beast, boosting one’s strength through叠加.

While enticing, not all beasts could be fused; conditions were extremely strict and required regular feeding of one's essence blood. Failure to do so might result in backlash.

In short, this technique had many restrictions but once mastered, its power was formidable, often allowing for a jump in cultivation stage.

For example, Field Sword, who had only recently formed his spirit infant, now appeared mid-stage with the potential to reach late mid-stage, surpassing Lin Xuan slightly.

Feeling Field Sword's sudden surge of power, the monster’s eyes darted around. He glanced at him and then looked at Lin Xuan, his expression turning serious.

These two guys, along with that pangolin, might not be easy opponents!

The situation had reversed, but soon their expressions changed again.

The monster heaved a sigh of relief while Lin Xuan and Field Sword were both shocked and angry. Another late-stage transformed creature was approaching from the other side. They knew it wasn’t City Lord Wu Yuner but recognized an enemy nonetheless.

Lin Xuan sighed and sent out a mental command to the pangolin, instructing him to intercept first. After all, this was also a late-stage monster, so their levels were comparable.

Though its mind hadn't fully awakened yet, a little delay wouldn't be too much of an issue with some minor distractions.

The pangolin used earth遁 techniques, but Field Sword's spiritual awareness easily detected the massive spirit energy. A look of surprise flashed across his face as he glanced at Lin Xuan before focusing on their formidable opponent.

He raised his right hand and gripped the Darkheart Sword of the Netherworld.

Opening his mouth, a jet of dark qi resembling ink was released.

Wu!

It sounded like a thousand ghosts crying. The sky suddenly swirled with dark winds, forming a vortex from which countless skeletons flew out, numbering in the thousands.

"What is this?"

Field Sword's cultivation came from the Dark Magic Art. This ghost technique wasn't just Mo Er’s primary cultivation method but one Lin Xuan had also practiced. He was familiar with his opponent’s various strange abilities and felt a bit surprised.

This Field Sword must no longer be the extreme demon lord of old.

Soul-Stealing Technique!

"Quickly!"

Field Sword's expression turned serious as he pointed forward, causing the skeletons to rearrange themselves in an orderly fashion.

The dark winds howled as a massive ghost head over thirty feet wide appeared. Upon closer inspection, it was composed of tightly packed skeletons, sending shivers down one’s spine.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. Facing such a formidable opponent, he no longer hid his true strength. With Field Sword's power, Lin Xuan might actually be able to defeat the monster if he used all his abilities.

Knowing that the pangolin couldn’t last long, Lin Xuan closed both hands and retrieved the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring from his pocket. This action caught everyone’s attention.

Field Sword didn't say anything; dealing with a smart ally was easy. He knew Lin Xuan wouldn’t do anything to hinder him.

Indeed, Lin Xuan's left hand flicked open, revealing a talisman in his palm.

A shockwave of spirit energy spread out from it.

"What is this?"

The monster widened its eyes as it spat out the words with gritted teeth: "Treasure Talisman!"

Field Sword blinked and stared intently at the treasure Lin Xuan held. Only a Separation Stage cultivator could craft such a talisman.

For a moment, Field Sword felt disheartened. He believed his treasures were already far beyond those of ordinary peers, but Lin Xuan once again outmatched him.

Was he destined to fall short?

A wave of powerlessness washed over him, but Field Sword quickly pushed it aside and focused on dealing with the immediate threat.

For Lin Xuan, they had never been at odds. Time was still on his side; the winner would be the last one standing. Field Sword wasn’t someone who easily gave up.

On the other side, using Dream Induction Techniques, Northern Void True Monarch obtained clues from Wu Yuner. The young Lin indeed managed to obtain a treasure from an old Separation Stage cultivator.

Thus, he rushed over without delay, fearing that if he lingered too long, the monster might kill his opponents and take the treasures for himself.

Late-stage cultivators could use earth遁 techniques to travel vast distances in mere moments. However, just as he was halfway there, his expression froze as he stopped mid-air.

He raised his hand, sending a beam of light over ten feet wide crashing into the ground.

Boom!

Dust rose as immense spirit pressure descended from the sky. A massive shadow appeared, opening its mouth to unleash waves of monster winds like an ocean tide towards their opponent.

Northern Void True Monarch snorted and moved aside before turning his gaze towards them.

A pangolin appeared in front of him, the transformed creature they had sensed earlier.

Northern Void True Monarch frowned, slightly puzzled. Why didn’t the other transform into human form? At this level, most preferred to exist as humans.

"Friend,

Since both were late-stage opponents, he planned to use words rather than actions, preparing to gather intelligence first.

Seeing Lin Xuan take out a talisman, the late-stage monster no longer hesitated. If these two young ones unleashed all their abilities, it wouldn’t be easy for him to handle them.

A sinister look crossed his face: "Good, good! I didn't expect mere youngsters like you to force me to use my true power. You'll regret this."

Before he could finish, the sound of cracking bones filled the air as his body suddenly grew larger.

Standing at twenty feet tall, it looked like a mountain.

Great Transformation!

Both Lin Xuan and Field Sword recognized this technique. Indeed, such secret arts were easily performed by late-stage old monsters.

Rumble!

The monster suddenly raised its head and let out a roar. Though the sound was intangible, it felt solid as it shot towards them.
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Mu Xuan's brows furrowed. His face turned grim as he prepared a counterattack, almost like a Buddhist "roar." However, it was much more fierce and domineering than the typical roar. It would be foolish to directly confront such an attack.

His figure flashed, and Lin Xuan had already used Nine Heavens Microstep to retreat, simultaneously casting a spell in front of him. The Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield spun around, once again forming a light barrier before his face.

Tian Xiaojian's reaction was not slow either. A ball of dark wind surged out, enveloping his figure and retreating as well. Although he didn't match Lin Xuan's speed, he was only slightly slower.

No one knew what kind of bizarre escape technique this was, but it wasn't mentioned in the True Scripture of Profound Yin.

However, a cruel smile appeared on the demon's lips. This type of attack based on sound waves could be ignored by ordinary defenses.

Moreover, he had already seen Lin Xuan's Nine Heavens Microstep and wouldn't let him escape so easily.

The two demonic arms closed in between them, creating an inexplicable situation where the air suddenly became stagnant. Although there was nothing around, Lin Xuan felt as if a weight of ten thousand catties pressed down on his body.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's face turned pale, and his figure staggered into mid-air. His bones cracked loudly, as if they were about to be crushed by the immense force.

If not for Lin Xuan's cultivation in Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, which made him stronger than most human cultivators, he would have suffered serious injuries.

Sure enough, this was a demon. Its abilities were unpredictable and hard to guard against.

Lin Xuan wouldn't sit idly by; his body emitted a bright aura of essence energy, countering the terrifying force.

Although this technique's power was only useful for catching off-guard Core Formation stage cultivators, once they reacted, they could use their protective essence light to neutralize it.

However, this slight delay allowed the invisible sound waves to shoot through. The light barrier formed by the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield didn't block them and passed right through.

Lin Xuan's face turned green. He concentrated his divine sense outward, emitting it as a last resort.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't skilled in Buddhist Lion Roar techniques, he had heard of such secret arts. Their power mainly depended on the strength of one's divine sense.

So, although this was his only option, it wasn't entirely wrong.

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian faced a similar situation. Although he didn't have as diverse a skillset as Lin Xuan and hadn't learned top-grade techniques from elite cultivators, his body had become incredibly strong after fusing with ghost beasts. Thus, he only broke through their escape technique without suffering any injuries.

Facing the invisible sound waves, Tian Xiaojian also emitted his divine sense outward.

A cruel expression appeared on the demon's face.

The divine senses clashed!

They must knock these two boys out cold. If that fails, at least they can make them momentarily lose focus.

That would be enough time!

The demon thought viciously as three invisible objects collided in mid-air. However, this didn't result in the outcome the demon had imagined. Although Lin Xuan's divine sense wasn't as strong as a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, it was close to his level. With Tian Xiaojian's support, they were nearly evenly matched.

"Hey?"

An astonished voice rang out.

Tian Xiaojian's face turned pale but quickly returned to normal. The Ghostheart Sword pointed forward, and the giant ghost head composed of thousands of skulls opened its blood-filled mouth, spewing dark winds.

Green light flickered within the dark winds, as if some monster lurked inside.

Although a late-stage demon, it dared not underestimate them at this moment. Its eyes rolled, and several towering demonic figures appeared behind him.

Swooshing sounds filled his ears as he plunged into the dark mist.

Tian Xiaojian's face turned even paler. A spell was cast, shattering the ghost head. Countless skulls reappeared before him.

After chewing rapidly, they all spat out grayish-black demon flames.

A single skull wouldn't have been much, but with thousands of them spraying together, their combined power was formidable. The entire sky turned gray and white, pressing down on the demon.

The demon's eyes glinted as he used a Substitute Body technique to absorb his injuries from the previous battle. Now, with a loud roar, countless flesh buds began to grow rapidly at his shoulders.

A flash of demonic light appeared, revealing a long sword over ten feet in length, burning with black flames.

With a solemn expression, it slashed forward.

A black blade emerged, initially only as thick as a forearm but quickly growing larger. In an instant, it seemed to cover the entire sky.

It clashed with the demon flames spewed by the skulls.

Silently, all the demon flames were swallowed up.

The blade became even more lustrous and black, slicing forward.

"Magic Treasure!"

Tian Xiaojian, who had seen many things, was shocked.

A magic treasure was a magical artifact used by demons. Demons generally preferred to use their fists or bone blades in combat rather than secret arts. Only a few possessed magic treasures due to the rarity of materials and the difficulty of crafting them. Once created, they were far more powerful than any ordinary treasure.

Even late-stage demons might not have magic treasures.

It was said that the initial method of creation came from the ancient demon realm.

Tian Xiaojian's original offensive move wasn't out of good intentions but to buy time for Lin Xuan. However, he had inadvertently brought trouble upon himself by using his talisman artifacts.

Seeing the terrifying blade slice towards him, his face turned ashen.

On the other side, Northern Void True Monarch's face was equally pale. As the lord of Hoshishi City, not only was he exceptionally powerful but also shrewd.

Originally, knowing oneself and one's enemy led to victory in a hundred battles. He wanted to use words to uncover the enemy's weaknesses, but the Armored Pangolin's intelligence had started to fail. His actions were like offering a blind man a seductive glance.

No matter how he asked, the Armored Pangolin didn't answer.

Before this battle, Lin Xuan had ordered him to stall for time. So when the enemy didn't attack, the Armored Pangolin stayed by his side in silence.

However, Northern Void True Monarch found these actions somewhat "mysterious." Was there a hidden plot?

Northern Void True Monarch hesitated, not daring to act rashly.

After all, demon abilities were superior to those of ordinary cultivators at their level. This one might be an old monster from the Separation stage protecting its spirit beast, which would make things even more dangerous.

PS: There was a power outage this afternoon; sorry for any inconvenience. (To be continued)
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Tian Xiaojian was caught in a crisis, and Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t let him suffer alone. Whether they were allies or enemies for now didn’t matter; with Lin Xuan’s deep scheming mind, he certainly wouldn’t allow the demons to take them down one by one.

Opening his mouth, a glob of fresh blood spewed out.

The blood mist was quickly absorbed by the talisman treasure. Following that, a flash of light appeared, and the talisman ignited on its own, producing a blue beam of light before him.

A spiritual pressure descended from the heavens. In the center of the beam, the talisman script flickered in and out, with the most eye-catching feature being an inch-long needle-shaped magical treasure.

The temperature around them rapidly dropped; this treasure had a cold ice nature.

Next, Lin Xuan felt his mana surging like a dam breaking, rushing towards that blue beam of light.

If it were anyone else, they would likely be shocked and alarmed. But Lin Xuan was not one to hesitate; he immediately channeled more mana into the talisman treasure, making the number of blue threads seem to increase slightly.

In an instant, a burst of sound echoed, and the rate at which the demon’s aura disintegrated doubled, retreating further back...

The demon's eyes bulged with fury as his aura began to crack. Not only had he failed to gain anything from this mission; he had even damaged his treasure.

How could it be!

With a flick of his sleeve, the long spear shot out, and Lin Xuan grabbed it tightly before slashing down fiercely. A flash of green light—however, the old demon did not fall but instead revealed a severed arm.

A Substitute Body for Transmigration. Even with Lin Xuan's scheming mind, he couldn’t help widening his eyes in surprise. The demon had already cut off its hand and was now willing to sacrifice the last one as well. What was it trying to do?

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine.

"Boy, you’ve pushed me to this point. Very well, I’ll use this body..."

He wouldn’t even spare your souls.

A venomous voice echoed in their ears, followed by ripples in the space as the demon’s figure appeared, only a few dozen feet away from Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian.

Both were greatly alarmed; they couldn’t retrieve their talisman treasures in time. Lin Xuan reached into his waistband, and the Green Fire Sword reappeared, slicing towards the opposite side with the force of a thunderbolt.

Tian Xiaojian’s reaction was swift as well; he opened his mouth, and a golden ray shot out, forming a brick-like shape that grew to house size before slamming forward.

Despite losing an arm, they couldn’t afford any complacency. The two magical treasures approaching them did not dodge but instead revealed a mocking expression on the demon's lips.

With a whoosh, the demon’s body burst into rolling inferno... no, it was his entire body that ignited.

In the blink of an eye, the giant demonic figure turned to ashes, black flames burning half the sky and enveloping Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian.

However, the old demon wasn’t planning on dying with them. In the flames, a red ball glowed—a remnant of its essence.

"Boy, you can rest assured; my self-sacrificing inferno can even burn away your souls. So don’t expect to reincarnate," the demon laughed madly.

Lin Xuan frowned. He had never faced such an insane opponent before—someone who would destroy their own body just to kill them. While higher-stage existences could possess others, the new body wouldn’t be as good as their original one due to the constraints of cosmic laws.

The flames surged fiercely, leaving no place for him to hide. Despite being enveloped in fire, Lin Xuan maintained a calm expression. Panicking was useless; he channeled another spell, and the Golden Dragon Shield reappeared as a light screen, protecting him once more.

Lin Xuan had full confidence in this shield’s defense. Although the demon’s desperate magic was formidable, it could still withstand for some time. He had plenty of time to plan his escape.

However, Lin Xuan found himself overly optimistic. The self-sacrificing inferno was much stronger than he anticipated; as soon as it touched him, the light screen began flashing wildly, teetering on the brink of collapse.

Lin Xuan was shocked and immediately channeled all his mana into the shield, stabilizing it once more.

But Lin Xuan’s expression did not improve. At this rate, his internal mana would be exhausted in just a few minutes. Even with a Storage Bag to recover, it wouldn’t help much.

What should he do?

For the first time, Lin Xuan felt that his fall was imminent—even more so than when facing Kala Ancient Demon.

Actually, it wasn’t surprising. Self-sacrificing inferno had been famous in ancient times; an early-stage ancient demon once used this technique to kill a late-stage cultivator.

Now, with a later-stage demon using it, its power could only be imagined.

"You’ve resorted to such self-destructive secret techniques just to kill us. Even if you win, what benefit does that bring to you?" Tian Xiaojian was both shocked and angry as he spoke coldly.

"Hmph, self-sacrifice? I wouldn’t use it regularly, but now that the demon progenitor’s essence has successfully descended into my body, I will be reborn with a much stronger form. What difference does losing this body make?" The demon’s essence sneered, exuding an arrogant demeanor.

"Demipower of the Demon Progenitor?" Lin Xuan was stunned but didn’t take it seriously. In his current perilous situation, escaping was his top priority; overthinking would be useless.

Tian Xiaojian was even more dangerous than Lin Xuan. Although he had reached late-stage Immortal Core after using the Soul Fusion Technique, his defensive magical treasures were clearly inferior to the Golden Dragon Shield. Thus, in the same amount of time, he consumed more mana.

On another side,

North True Lord’s expression changed as he used a later-stage cultivator’s divine sense to cover a hundred miles easily. However, at such a distance, all he could feel was a vague presence; he couldn’t discern what exactly had happened.

Observing the faint black figure in the distance, North True Lord showed a thoughtful look and decided not to linger any longer.

With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light shot out from his sleeve, hovering before him. It turned out to be a book with an ancient style but only a dozen or so pages. Such treasures were rare.

The giant anteater’s eyes flashed with caution; even though it hadn’t successfully awakened its spirit intelligence, as a late-stage transformed creature, it could sense danger instinctively.

Opening its blood-filled mouth, it shot out dozens of light beams...
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Ten Sit stood a distance apart. In an instant, their eyes met. Both Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian had plenty of experience fighting enemies alone, so they quickly found a默契 means "默契" and translates to "understanding" or "harmony" in the context of teamwork or relationships. (harmony) between them as their shields overlapped.

Pfft,

A soft sound entered their ears, causing Lin Xuan's expression to change. Tian Xiaojian’s face was similar, both showing extreme surprise because their demonic flames had unexpectedly fused together.

Outside the tricolor yin ice fire, an additional layer of green appeared, turning it into a quadruple-colored flame.

Crackling sounds echoed as the flames grew with the storm. The舍身魔火 translates to "Self-Sacrifice Demon Fire" (self-sacrifice demon fire) that had been aggressively advancing now seemed to back away like frogs encountering snakes.

The demonic entity's元婴 translates to "Primordial Core" (soul leaving body) expression changed, and it flashed a fierce look in its eyes. It formed hand seals, muttering incantations, and suddenly emitted an illusory shadow from its body.

This shadow spiraled into a giant ghost face over ten meters long, opening its blood-stained mouth to release black-red demonic winds.

True demon qi!

Lin Xuan frowned. True demon qi was vastly different from ordinary demon qi; it was akin to a cultivator's primordial true essence. It shouldn't be used lightly as it couldn't easily be replenished through simple meditation.

Though Lin Xuan hadn’t had the chance to use his secret technique, he now had no time for deep analysis. With his power restored, he formed hand seals and prepared to unleash another hidden move: 真灵一击 translates to "True Spirit One Strike" (true spirit strike). This technique mimicked divine beasts' powers from the upper realms, compressing nearly all of one's spiritual energy before releasing it. While not capable of destroying heaven or earth, it could certainly kill an advanced-stage cultivator.

However, the surprise element was crucial; otherwise, those old monsters would easily avoid it.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and cast several more hand seals.

Boom!

The flames surged, forming a colorful cloud over their heads. The cold and toxic energy combined as a fist of nearly eight meters appeared, formed by the fusion of both demonic flames.

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian shouted in unison. The fist struck with force, but its size was insignificant compared to the giant palm of舍身魔炎 translates to "Self-Sacrifice Demon Flame" (self-sacrifice demon fire).

Despite their smaller size, the combined power of their attacks far exceeded expectations. The fist clashed with the palm, sending countless demonic energies surging forth, attempting to overwhelm the quadruple-colored light. However, something strange happened; despite the overwhelming demonic energy, it felt like a dog chasing a bamboo basket—each attempt was shattered by the four-color light. The giant demon hand quickly disintegrated into black flames.

The result surpassed their expectations, and both Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian were overjoyed. They cast several more hand seals, causing the fist to transform into a crystal-clear firebird with swirling colors, appearing almost magical.

With a flap of its wings, it dove into the remaining demon flames.

Then, like a whale drinking water, the rest of the demonic energy was absorbed into its body.

The碧幻幽火 translates to "Emerald Illusory Mystic Flame" (green illusory dark fire) combined with tricolor yin ice fire became even more powerful after their fusion.

"How is that possible?"

The demonic entity's元婴 translates to "Primordial Core" (soul leaving body) widened its eyes in disbelief. Suddenly, it turned pale as the firebird devoured all of its flames and lunged at him.

The old demon was already terrified; he had never heard of such powerful flames. Even at his peak, he might not have been able to withstand them, let alone now that he only had a soul left.

Logically speaking, human realms shouldn't possess such divine flames. However, the old demon didn’t have time to ponder this as he transformed into a bloody streak and fled toward the horizon.

The situation instantly reversed; Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian were delighted. With their cunning, they wouldn’t let the demon escape. Their power surged, causing the firebird’s speed to increase significantly. It outmaneuvered the demon and swallowed its soul.

Meanwhile, True Monarch of Beihen's scroll weapon was formidable. Despite being half-human, half-demon, he practiced top-notch Confucian arts. The armadillo lacked any weapons or tactics, repeatedly falling victim to the cunning Demon City Lord. If not for its earth-based defenses, it would have already perished.

"Haha."

True Monarch of Beihen's lips curled into a sinister smile. Although his opponent was foolish, he was still an advanced-stage demon with valuable materials like bones and fur. He prepared to unleash more powerful techniques when suddenly his expression froze in disbelief as he looked toward the distance.

"Did I sense that incorrectly? That guy really got killed?"

True Monarch of Beihen was shocked; demons were far stronger than humans, and even against an advanced-stage demon, he had little chance. Yet, this opponent had been defeated by two middle-stage soul cultivators.

He extended his divine senses but confirmed the truth. True Monarch of Beihen fell silent in thought.

After a moment, he sighed, waving his sleeves to summon a green aura that returned his treasure and flew toward the distant sky.

While the treasures of a Separation and Union realm were tempting, they required survival skills too. He didn’t know what had happened but acknowledged the death of the advanced-stage demon. Even if he couldn't defeat it, he wouldn't be its match either.

True Monarch of Beihen was a thousand-year-old monster; knowing when to take or reject temptation showed his judgment.

The armadillo didn’t chase after them as per its master’s orders. With a flash of light, it returned to the ground and burrowed into the earth.

After much effort, they had finally eliminated an advanced-stage demon soul. Even Lin Xuan felt like he had escaped death.

However, instead of relaxing, his eyes narrowed as he turned to the young cultivator beside him.

Tian Xiaojian’s expression was similar; their cold, unfeeling gazes met in mid-air, clearly showing mutual hostility.

But soon, both laughed and became affectionate, like old friends who had just reunited after a long time apart.

The tension and hostility seemed like mere illusions.

"Brother, it's been over a century since we last met. I didn't expect you to progress so quickly; you've reached middle-stage soul cultivator. I'm truly ashamed of my own abilities." Tian Xiaojian bowed deeply with an overly warm expression.

"It’s nothing, brother. Without you, I might not have survived either. We help each other; it's too much to thank me," Lin Xuan responded happily, his face full of sincere smiles.

"Indeed, we are brothers; there's no need for such formalities." Tian Xiaojian nodded repeatedly, speaking in a particularly flattering manner.

"You're right, we should consider ourselves brothers. It doesn't matter if it was mutual help or not," Lin Xuan agreed with a smile.

The overly flattery made Mo'er shiver with disgust. While this wasn’t ideal, both the young master and Tian Xiaojian were shamelessly opportunistic.

But this was reality in the cultivation world; to survive, one needed strength and cunning.

"Brother, it's been over a century since we last met. You've progressed so quickly that you're now middle-stage soul cultivator. I'm truly envious," Tian Xiaojian added with genuine admiration.
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"Brother, you're being too modest," Tian Xiaojian scratched his head with a look of honesty. The two then exchanged tales of their postparting experiences, mostly half-truths and seven parts truth, though they made some minor adjustments to key points.

On the surface, it appeared that they were getting along well.

"By the way, Lingyun Mountain has also relocated to Yunzhou. Brother, you're now an Immortalinfant stage cultivator. Do you still intend to return?" Tian Xiaojian asked as if offhand.

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Back then, I took on Master Tongyuguan only for a place to stay. Now that my dantian has formed successfully, the world is open to me. Why should I go back?"

"Haha, Brother, you're right. Lingyun Mountain is just a minor sect with no real benefit to cultivation. If you find our Lingyun Mansion appealing due to your admiration for my status, perhaps I can recommend you to my master," Tian Xiaojian smiled, his eyes gleaming with eagerness as he made the proposal.

Lin Xuan's expression turned envious. "Young lady, don't underestimate the heroes of this world; fortune favors not just us. The power of Tianxia Twelve Provinces is indeed remarkable. I've never encountered any magic flames before, and these can rival the Bi Phan Youhui Fire, even surpassing it."

The two flames combined into a formidable force, their power increasing exponentially in later-stage cultivators.

"Unfortunately, Brother Tian Xiaojian has also benefited from this," Lin Xuan sighed. "We must be content with what we have. I'll swallow the Bi Phan Youhui Fire and store away my treasures."

Lin Xuan looked up at the Bi Phan Youhui Fire floating in midair. It had turned a darker color due to absorbing the Shedding Self Magic Flame.

"Unfortunately, Brother Tian Xiaojian has also benefited from this," Lin Xuan sighed. "We must be content with what we have. I'll swallow the Bi Phan Youhui Fire and store away my treasures."

Lin Xuan's green light intensified as he transformed into a streak of lightning heading towards the sky.

The scene was eerily quiet.

"Rrrr..."

The wind blew, seemingly without any issues.

After about an hour, the space began to shimmer like water. A trace of dark energy appeared in midair, growing from a fingernail-sized dot to several feet wide before coalescing into the demon's dantian, which was smaller and much weaker than before.

"Good luck!"

Demon Mao Shiyi had a look of survival as he realized that his special cultivation method might have led him to an irreversible fate. He never expected to be defeated by two juniors after ruling the world for so long.

He vowed revenge, vowing to make them pay a thousandfold in the future.

"Brother, your powers are indeed formidable. I thought you were dead."

The calm voice made Demon Mao Shiyi's eyes widen as he withdrew several dozen feet away before turning around with caution.

Standing before him was an 18-year-old youth who was not Lin Xuan or Tian Xiaojian but the cunning Lord of Jili City.

Anger flashed across the demon's face. If it weren't for this fellow's betrayal, they could have crushed those two juniors long ago and avoided their current misfortune.

Despite his anger, he forced a smile, knowing that he was in no position to offend him now.

"Friend, you came at just the right time. How did you know I didn't perish?" the demon laughed dryly.

"You are an advanced cultivator with poor memory. Did you forget our life-and-death pact? Just now, your aura disappeared, and it scared me half to death," Northern Void True Monarch said calmly.

The demon was stunned, his heart relieved. He had forgotten about this detail, and the situation had turned in his favor.

"Friend, I apologize for my oversight. I fell victim to two juniors, so please assist me in stabilizing my dantian. You wouldn't want anything to happen to me," the demon said with a sly smile.

"Haha, of course…" Northern Void True Monarch smiled, but his eyes revealed hidden intent as he raised his hand and gently brushed it over the demon. He seemed to be transferring power to stabilize the demon's dantian.

However, the demon's pupils constricted in shock. "What are you doing?"

With little magic left, he gritted his teeth and tried to use a spell to teleport away but was too late. A transparent giant claw appeared silently and grabbed him.

The tip of the claw shot out several threads that pierced the demon's head and abdomen. The demon convulsed as the last bit of true energy in his body dissipated.

"Friend, why are you betraying me? We have a life-and-death pact; if I die, so will you," the demon said with desperation.

"Hmph, I'm well aware of that. Rest assured, you won't die. You'll just be fused with me, and our pact will no longer apply."

"Fused?" The demon's eyes showed extreme fear. "Fusion is just a euphemism; in reality, you're going to devour my dantian, and we'll become one."

"Devouring you is merely a means to an end. You don't want the Demon Sovereign to descend. You used magic to lure us into ascending?" The demon's face showed panic as he stammered.

"Hmph, I can activate thearray formation without your help. Let the Demon Sovereign descend smoothly," Northern Void True Monarch said coldly.

"What? That's impossible! That array is our clan's highest secret; only you and…" the demon's voice cut off abruptly.

"Hmph, traitors appearing in a clan isn't strange. I can betray both human and demon clans to help you. In the Demon Clan, are all members loyal to you? As long as there's enough benefit…" Northern Void True Monarch left the rest unsaid but made his intentions clear.
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Lian Ying's eyes were filled with venom. Wei Qing had reached such an extent that begging for mercy only brought more contempt from Hu Feng, but how hateful it was to纵横 the world and end up being deceived by a tiger, ending his life in despair.

North Void True Lord's lips curled into a cruel smile as he waved his sleeves, transforming the crystal clear giant claw into a beam of light. It enveloped the demon infant before flying back to his body.

A gray light flashed across North Void’s face as he transformed into an eerie half-human, half-demon appearance. He opened his blood-stained mouth and swallowed the core soul, his eyes glowing with blood for a moment before returning to normal after a long while.

He extended his tongue and licked his lips, laughing long and hard: "Not bad, not bad. Although I didn't get the treasure of an immortal in the Separation and Union stage, this收获 is still worth the trip."

Then he transformed into a streak of shocking light and flew up to the sky.

Lin Xuan slowed down his遁光 and stopped, looking at the unconscious girl below with a frown.

"From the looks of it, she seems to have encountered danger and was controlled by someone. Yet, she is still alive. This is rather strange," Lin Xuan said as he looked at her.

"Uncle."

Lian Ying's face turned pale as she knelt down: "Yun'er dares not deceive Uncle. What I just said was the truth."

"Alright, get up."

Lin Xuan sighed; this matter was indeed unusual. As Lian Ying spoke, he secretly used a secret technique to sense her heart.

Although this method wasn't one hundred percent accurate, it was close enough that Yun'er likely hadn’t lied.

Of course, he did this because of their connection. If it were an unknown person, he would have directly searched for the soul, which would be simpler and more efficient.

Though Lin Xuan had gone through many hardships, he wasn't a heartless man.

He could be ruthless to enemies but was always lenient with acquaintances unless absolutely necessary. He wasn’t a killer by nature, nor did he indulge in unnecessary violence.

"Thank you, Uncle."

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression soften, Lian Ying slowly stood up, though her face still showed some unease.

"Who is that old monster? Did you see him clearly?"

"I'm sorry, Uncle. His cultivation was too high. Yun'er couldn't resist and fell into a coma after one exchange," the girl said nervously.

Lin Xuan nodded; he had only asked out of curiosity. Logically speaking, a late-stage cultivator would have no trouble subduing a condensation core stage cultivator, let alone notice his appearance.

Lin Xuan fell silent, this matter was indeed strange.

He could be certain that the old monster was a demon's accomplice, but why did he spare Lian Ying? Could there be some connection between them?

"Uncle, I can't figure out either. My ancestor of the Lian family had a core soul in the late stage, but it has long since declined. Later, I became his disciple, and to say something disrespectful, even my master is only at the early stage of the core soul. There's no way he could have any connection with a late-stage cultivator," Lian Ying said.

"Alright, you don't need to explain. I believe you didn't lie." Lin Xuan waved his hand: "In any case, surviving is still fortunate. We shouldn't overthink it."

"Thank you, Uncle."

Lian Ying was clearly relieved and smiled.

"Uncle, what should we do now?"

"This goes without saying; we need to find the exit and leave this place," Lin Xuan said with a frown.

"Do you have any clues, Uncle?"

"There are no clues. But we originally appeared in Cloud Ridge Mountains for some reason, and there was no teleportation involved." Lin Xuan pondered as he spoke.

"Uncle means that the place where we first appeared might have a secret exit connected to Cloud Ridge Mountain?"

Lin Xuan turned his head and looked at Lian Ying. He had seen many junior cultivators; among them, those with both excellent roots and sharp minds were rare. Unfortunately, he didn't seek disciples, so this girl was still an option.

"Uncle, what's wrong?" Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Lian Ying became nervous again.

"Nothing," Lin Xuan shook his head as he transformed into a streak of shocking light and flew towards the distance.

"Oh." Although Mo'er felt slightly disappointed, she remained obedient. If her master didn't want to say anything more, she wouldn't keep asking.

In the direction Lin Xuan looked, about a hundred miles away, a faint glow appeared in the air as a scroll-like treasure floated above it, emitting countless sword beams that struck somewhere in space.

Beside it hung a young man with long white hair reaching his waist. It was none other than the cunning City Master Hao Shi.

Suddenly, he turned his head and looked towards Lin Xuan's direction, his eyes flashing with greed and struggle.

"That mid-stage cultivator who obtained the treasure. He separated from Tian Xiaojian?"

North Void True Lord muttered to himself as he thought of the Separation and Union stage cultivator’s treasure. His heart burned with desire, but after a moment of hesitation, he gave up on his greed.

The lesson was fresh in his mind—the tragic fate of that late-stage demon!

Although this mid-stage cultivator worked together with Tian Xiaojian, the power of the Palace Young Master was indeed formidable, yet it wasn't extraordinary.

Thus, the demon's miserable end likely stemmed from the mid-stage cultivator’s divine techniques being too powerful.

It was no wonder North Void True Lord made such assumptions; he hadn’t witnessed their battle firsthand and naturally undervalued Tian Xiaojian, attributing all the credit to Lin Xuan.

With his heart burning with desire, but not daring to act rashly, he said: "Forget it. This trip has already brought many benefits. One must know when to be content. The pressing matter is to bring the demon ancestor's soul into this world."

Though treasures were tempting, they paled in comparison to the allure of ascending to the higher realms.

Thinking about this, he gritted his teeth and forcefully pushed away such thoughts. His hands trembled as he cast spell after spell.

The scroll-like treasure flashed and turned a page before the sword beams dissipated, replaced by dark claws that shot out more sharply than light.

Below an unremarkable mountain stood a handsome but sinister-looking young man.

Tian Xiaojian!

At his feet lay a skeleton, long dead.

Ancient immortal's remains!

But Tian Xiaojian found no treasures here; even his storage bag was nowhere to be seen!

Frustratingly, he had wasted this trip for nothing.

This Cloud Ridge Mountain journey had cost him dearly with minimal gains.

No, Tian Xiaojian suddenly noticed the peculiar posture of the left hand on the skeleton. The four fingers were tightly clenched, and the lone finger seemed to point at something.
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On the peak of a mountain, a young man in a blue robe stood arrogantly. Beside him was a beautiful maiden. Under their feet lay several bat corpses, and the air carried an odor of decay.

"Is this it?"

"Yes, Master Uncle, Cloudling did not misremember. When we first entered the independent space, we encountered some demonized creatures that you later killed, turning them into bats," the maiden said respectfully.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. According to his speculation, the entrance connected with Yun Ling Mountain should be nearby.

He closed his eyes and slowly released his divine sense.

This area was filled with many peaks of varying heights, stretching endlessly in all directions. There were no other notable things besides these.

Lin Xuan frowned. This was indeed peculiar; logically speaking, if there was an entry point, he should feel the fluctuations of essence energy nearby. But nothing unusual was present.

"Master Uncle, you don't need to rush. We can search slowly and surely find some clues," Wuyun'er said understandingly.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. The girl had a point; there was no reason to panic. With his abilities, he wouldn’t get trapped in this independent space forever.

Little Swordfield crouched down. The direction the remains pointed seemed odd indeed.

Could it be...

This young master of Liyao Palace was a genius. Once he found clues, he would not let them go. He shook his shoulders, and a blackish aura rushed out, flying towards the direction indicated by the bones.

Rumbling sounds echoed as fragments of stone fell like rain before him. A darkened mountain wall appeared, about ten feet wide.

"Mother of Iron!"

With Little Swordfield's experience, he easily recognized what was in front of him. To him, this wasn't much, but it could be used for the crafting of magical treasures.

However, Little Swordfield’s interest lay elsewhere—there were inscriptions on the mother iron. But he did not rejoice at the discovery because he couldn’t read those characters; they seemed to belong to an ancient demon race.

He walked closer step by step.

Sizzle,

A flash of light appeared, and a one-foot-long spatial rift emerged. True Monarch North Void was delighted and waved his hands, intensifying his attack. The talons from the scroll-like treasure became even more sharp.

After another meal’s time, the spatial rift gradually widened until it could accommodate a person. True Monarch North Void was overjoyed and transformed into a white ray of light, flying inside.

The interior was vastly different; it was the independent space where Little Swordfield and others were initially trapped. True Monarch North Void identified the direction and flew towards the altar.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan continued his search but found no clues. His expression darkened as time had passed for so long. Whether it was Wushishi City or other cultivation forces in the vicinity, they would have noticed something amiss with Yun Ling Mountain. If he hadn’t guessed wrong, all the cultivators who entered were likely dead. As one of the few survivors, Lin Xuan didn't want to get involved.

He needed to leave as soon as possible.

But that so-called passage was too hidden; searching for it felt like looking for a needle in a haystack.

It seemed he had no choice but to try this method.

Lin Xuan reached out and took off the spiritual beast pouch from his waist. He cast a spell on it, and a buzzing sound entered his ears as an oval cluster of purple-red insects appeared, covering several square feet.

Wuyun'er's eyes widened in surprise.

Her admiration for Lin Xuan was beyond words; this Lin Master Uncle had given her too many shocks along the way.

While he didn’t mention his magical abilities, as a mid-stage cultivator, he managed to escape from two late-stage monsters. This alone was enough to leave one speechless. Now, he had also summoned so many savage insects.

"Jade Net Bees!"

"What? Do you recognize this insect?" Lin Xuan's expression froze; it seemed the Cloud Region cultivators had such refined eyesight?

"Yes, Master Uncle." Wuyun'er nodded sincerely: "Cloudling has seen them before, but not as many as you. Each one is larger in size."

"Oh, where are they?" Lin Xuan was elated. He had been troubled by how to mature these insects. If Wuyun'er could provide a clue, it would be like finding a needle in a haystack.

"That happened about seven or eight years ago at the market in Ye Family's establishment. Two senior cultivators of the late stage were arguing over some treasure and started fighting. One of them released several jade net bees. Someone called out that they were powerful savage insects, so Cloudling remembered it," the maiden explained.

"Can you tell me about the insect controller?" Lin Xuan couldn't help showing interest despite his composure.

"I don’t know him personally, but I heard from someone that he was an inner hall elder of Spirit Control Sect. But I’m not sure if that’s true." The girl hesitated, clearly unsure.

"Spirit Control Sect..."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. It was one of the seven major sects in Cloud Region. In terms of strength, it surpassed Wushishi City and Liuyun Valley, on par with Liyao Palace.

From its name alone, one could tell that the sect excelled in spirit beast control and insect driving techniques. Lin Xuan had once thought about whether such a sect might have methods to mature jade net bees.

Now, he got a more definitive answer from Wuyun'er.

It seemed there was an opportunity to visit Spirit Control Sect.

Of course, it wasn’t possible now; at least not until he successfully condensed his demon core and possibly advanced to the late stage. Even if he offered treasures in exchange, the sect might not reveal their secret techniques. Then, he would have to resort to both open and covert means. With so many high-ranking experts in Spirit Control Sect, several of them were late-stage cultivators. If his strength wasn’t strong enough, he could easily fall.

So either he wouldn't go or be fully prepared.

Lin Xuan thought this over before putting the matter aside. There was a priority to things; for now, he needed to find a way out of this independent space.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan gave a light command, and the terrifying insect cloud above his head churned. It then shot out several streaks of purple-red light in all directions, quickly vanishing.

Wuyun'er's face showed surprise, but she didn't ask any questions.

After another meal’s time, Lin Xuan suddenly moved, and several jade net bees inexplicably disappeared. But he hadn’t felt any battle. Could it be...

A look of joy appeared on his face as he flashed forward. Wuyun'er was taken aback and hurried to follow him. Soon, they arrived in front of an unremarkable stone.
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Lin Xuan's expression turned grave. The few Jade Net Bees that had just vanished must have disappeared from this spot.

These spirit insects, having already claimed a master, would lose contact with their owner. There were only two possibilities: either they had perished or the spatial force was blocking them.

Based on the current situation, it seemed to be the latter. The secret exit should indeed be nearby. Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his immensely powerful divine consciousness once more.

A moment later, he opened his eyes with a strange expression, having found nothing. This was somewhat unexpected.

After a brief thought, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his hand and flicked his fingers, sending wave after wave of sword light out from between them. The sword lights expanded as they met the wind, quickly growing to several dozen feet in length.

"Go!"

With a slight command from Lin Xuan, the hundreds of sword lights seemed like a fierce storm, slashing wildly in all directions. However, they appeared scattered and aimless...

Rock fragments split apart like rain, though merely sword energy, their power was still greater than that of an ordinary condensation core cultivator.

Looking at the scene before him, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. After enduring countless hardships, they had finally returned to Cloud Ridge Mountain, and that strange mist had vanished without a trace.

Wearing a delighted expression, Wu Yun'er's face was filled with joy. For her, this truly felt like escaping from the brink of death.

If not for Master Lin's timely appearance, she would have perished long ago. Her gaze towards Lin Xuan was now full of gratitude.

However, they could only consider themselves temporarily safe. With so many cultivators buried in the mountain, major factions wouldn't ignore them. Lin Xuan didn't want to be dragged into any more trouble.

With that thought in mind, a layer of green light enveloped Wu Yun'er as Lin Xuan's figure dimmed and sped towards the outside.

There were no obstacles on their way. After two hours, Lin Xuan had arrived at a place over ten thousand miles southwest of Cloud Ridge Mountain. He chose an inconspicuous spot to land.

This was a small hill, with no one around within a hundred miles. "Alright, this should be safe enough for us to part ways here," said Lin Xuan coolly.

"What? Master, you're leaving already? You haven't seen your master in years; shouldn't we go see him?" Wu Yun'er was surprised and tried to persuade him.

"I can't stay, I have other matters. If Qinxin is safe, we'll meet again when the opportunity arises," said Lin Xuan.

"Oh!" A flash of understanding passed through Wu Yun'er's eyes, but she obediently remained silent.

Lin Xuan glanced at her and waved his sleeve. A layer of spiritual light flashed, and several pieces of treasure with a gentle glow flew in front of Wu Yun'er.

"Master, what are you doing?" Wu Yun'er was taken aback, her expression showing surprise.

"I took the risk to accompany you on this adventure; I'll give you some benefits as compensation."

"Master, that's too kind. If not for your protection, I would have perished long ago. I'm already grateful, how could I ask for more of your possessions," Wu Yun'er quickly declined.

"Alright then, if I've given them to you, there's no reason to take them back. Take these."

Lin Xuan smiled and said so. Unlike his peers, Lin Xuan was extremely wealthy, and he wasn't just doing this out of courtesy for Ou Yang.

Wu Yun'er, with her exceptional talent and temperament, would have been an excellent disciple if not for his unpredictable movements. Lin Xuan actually considered taking her on as a disciple.

Now, it was time to give her some benefits. "Thank you, Master!"

Wu Yun'er expressed deep gratitude and performed a respectful bow before looking at the treasures Lin Xuan had given her.

There weren't many items.

One ancient shield, an ornate hairpin, and several jade bottles.

The ancient shield was dark yellow in color, with faint traces of spirit energy emanating from it. It seemed to be a treasure sealed by a spirit entity.

The hairpin looked simple but Wu Yun'er guessed its power wouldn't be weak.

"These two are ancient treasures; I've already removed the marks inside. After some light ritualization, you can use them."

Ancient treasures?

Wu Yun'er was stunned by Lin Xuan's generosity. Ancient treasures were rare items left behind by ancient cultivators and were cherished even by ordinary late-stage Core Formation cultivators.

Yet Master Lin had given her two such treasures in one go.

With these treasures, if she could refine the Sound Wave Technique to perfection, she might have a chance against an advanced condensation core cultivator.

Wu Yun'er was overjoyed and quickly bowed again.

"Thank you, Master. I'll do anything for you," she said resolutely.

However, before her words were finished, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers slightly, sending a beam of light into Wu Yun'er's forehead.

The sudden action left Wu Yun'er unable to react as she lost consciousness and fell to the ground.

"Master, what are you doing?"

A flash of white light appeared, revealing a beautiful young woman. Her face was filled with confusion; just now everything had been fine, but suddenly she seemed like she wanted to do something improper?

Seeing Mo Er's expression, Lin Xuan smiled. Master and servant had shared many moments together, so he could easily guess her thoughts.

"Diegirl, what were you thinking? I'm trying to alter your memory," said Lin Xuan with a scolding tone.

"Alter memories?" Realizing she misunderstood Lin Xuan, Mo Er blushed but quickly became curious.

"Yes, during this trip to Cloud Ridge Mountain, we obtained the treasures of an advanced Core Formation cultivator. If it gets out, I'll become the target of everyone's attention. So..."

"But I don't think Yun'er will betray you," Mo Er was puzzled.

"I believe she won't either, but if she accidentally slips up or something unexpected happens, altering her memory is necessary to ensure safety."

Although Lin Xuan appreciated Mo Er, he wouldn't hesitate in such matters. Altering memories wouldn't harm her either.

Better safe than sorry, thought Lin Xuan as he lifted Wu Yun'er and lightly pressed his right hand on her head. He began altering her memories. The other items were changed to treasures of a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, ensuring that if she accidentally revealed anything, it wouldn't attract attention.

To break this seal, Wu Yun'er would need to reach late-stage Core Formation herself, which was far beyond Lin Xuan's current strength.

By then, he would almost certainly be in the Spirit Realm. Even if she remembered, it wouldn't matter much.

After a moment, Lin Xuan stood up and wiped sweat from his forehead. Altering memories wasn't an easy task; one wrong move could harm her divine consciousness. Luckily, everything went smoothly, and Wu Yun'er would soon regain consciousness. Lin Xuan checked the area within a hundred miles and found it safe before transforming into a streak of light that vanished into the sky.
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Lin Xuan did not return to White Stone City. Instead, he used his light to fly towards the northern part of Yunzhou.

Although according to their agreement, the other party was supposed to find several body refinement elixir formulas as payment for exploring Cloud Ridge Mountain, Lin Xuan found that the experience at Cloud Ridge Mountain greatly exceeded his expectations.

The events involved the machinations of demons and monsters, though Lin Xuan did not know what exactly they were. However, he believed that very few cultivators would survive such a situation. Once this news spread, the cultivation forces around would be greatly shaken. Lin Xuan didn't want to get caught up in any more turmoil. Instead, his current收获 was already substantial enough. He could collect body refinement elixir formulas gradually.

Lin Xuan wouldn't foolishly put himself into danger.

His estimate was correct. As they say, a paper cannot cover fire. Although the three major forces were entangled and reacted slowly to the strange events at Cloud Ridge Mountain, news eventually spread after several days.

Thousands of cultivators who entered Cloud Ridge Mountain did not survive, including over 300 high-ranking cultivators above the condensation core stage, even with a few元婴 cultivators among them.

No one knew what had happened... The entire cultivation world was in an uproar.

Not only were the three major sects and White Stone City shaken, but Yunzhou as a whole was also on edge. After all, such a tragic incident hadn't occurred for a million years.

Remember that元婴 cultivators possessed earth-shaking power; mountains could be moved and seas filled, yet so many experts died under mysterious circumstances.

Among them were many renowned figures, like the Wise Master of White Stone City and Old Monster Sun. Even two disciples of the Grand Elder of Life Medicine Palace had fallen here in succession.

The woman was not mentioned, but Tian Xiaojian, though only recently formed his essence, was designated as the sect's junior master, causing a great stir.

Old Demon Jia was furious and even sent his fourth disciple to Cloud Ridge Mountain to investigate. The Fourth Elder of this sect was also an existence at the late-stage元婴 realm, a terrifying figure.

Although the Lingyun Sect and Liuhun Valley had no元婴 experts die, over ten condensation core disciples from these sects perished. This matter was too strange, with reports that powerful cultivators were sent to Cloud Ridge Mountain as well.

However, in terms of losses, White Stone City suffered the most. The Wise Master, along with a black-robed woman, had fallen, and since Cloud Ridge Mountain was under their jurisdiction, the entire White Stone City was in an uproar. Only after the True Monarch North Mysterious personally intervened did the people's hearts finally calm down.

Unlike the three major forces, White Stone City only had one powerful cultivator as its lord, so he personally took action to seek a proper explanation for his fallen comrades.

The situation in southern Yunzhou was tense but not yet at the point of grass and trees causing alarm. However, major sects and cultivation families quietly reduced their manpower and activated protective arrays.

Solo cultivators were on edge, either hiding in their caves or fleeing elsewhere.

Storm clouds gathered, with some daring and lawless cultivators setting up ambushes along key routes from southern Yunzhou to other regions, ready to commit murder for treasure.

Blood and gore filled the air as Yunzhou entered a state of tension unseen in a thousand years.

A month later, at Life Medicine Palace's main hall, which was also one of the seven major sects and a holy land for alchemy, an elderly man with a youthful appearance and white hair sat cross-legged. His expression was kind and peaceful.

This was indeed the Grand Elder who had shaken the twelve states of Tianyun for centuries. Though his body refinement techniques were unparalleled, he was also ruthless and cunning, earning him the nickname Old Demon Jia.

With a sudden movement, his eyes opened, and a flickering figure entered the hall.

It was a middle-aged scholar with an ordinary appearance but formidable cultivation that left people awestruck; another late-stage元婴 cultivator.

"Brother, how did your investigation of Cloud Ridge Mountain go? Could it be a plot by Liuhun Valley and Lingyun Sect?" Old Demon Jia mused.

"This is hard to say, but I found some clues there. Brother, do you recognize these things?" The Fourth Elder's words had not yet ended when he raised his left hand, and a storage bag floated over with light.

"Here—"

Even though Old Demon Jia was at the peak of late-stage元婴 cultivation, his spiritual sense detected something unusual in the storage bag, causing him to suddenly change expression.

Yin Soul Mountain. This was one of Yunzhou's famous Yin veins and also Liuhun Valley's main hall.

In the depths of Yin Soul Mountain, a dark-colored cold spring lay shrouded in thick mist, with countless阴气 permeating the area.

Amidst the fog, an unclothed cultivator could be vaguely seen meditating, drawing in immense amounts of阴气 into his body.

Suddenly, a black light flew over. It was a grayish-white Life Medicine Palace storage bag.

The unclothed cultivator reached out and obediently caught the storage bag with his hand.

"Hmph, it's related to demons and monsters. A million years ago, they weren't completely eradicated during that great battle; why are these fellows suddenly so bold, making such earth-shaking moves?"

Silent for a moment, he sent a gray light out of his hand. Clearly, this was something important.

Outside the cold spring, several dozen cultivators stood with their hands clasped. The leaders were all at the late-stage元婴 realm. The gray light flashed and landed in the palm of the leader's cultivator.

He examined it and then gave some instructions to his subordinates. Immediately, Liuhun Valley cultivators scattered in all directions.

Mountain Beast Peak. This was Lingyun Sect's main hall.

In a seemingly ordinary study room, an elegant middle-aged woman sat cross-legged with a serene expression. Her spiritual pressure was equally astonishing; she didn't fall short of Old Demon Jia from Life Medicine Palace.

She seemed to be meditating on something.

After a moment, the woman stood up and picked up a cup of tea. However, her gaze fell upon the table where countless ants had formed four strange characters—Gate of Devils.

"Could this Cloud Ridge Mountain incident have anything to do with this?" The middle-aged woman's voice was light but seemed to carry an underlying meaning that reached his ears.

In a mountain near White Stone City.

"Not bad, not bad. Although the demonic aura here is far weaker than in Upper World, it's sufficient for my cultivation."

Two cultivators stood still, one of whom was a young man with snow-white hair—North Mysterious Monarch. The other was an 87-year-old child, at the early-stage元婴 realm. However, North Mysterious Monarch, this powerful cultivator, bowed and showed great respect, which seemed extremely odd.

What had happened in Cloud Ridge Mountain remained unclear. Despite not all cultivators surviving as outsiders speculated, Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian did not appear. Wu Yun'er was incredibly intelligent, but she kept the details of her journey a secret.
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The rumors of cultivation circles were rampant, but he naturally wouldn't bother to explain anything.

After all, he was a lone wolf. Even if the cultivation world erupted into bloodshed and chaos, it would have nothing to do with him.

He was no longer that weak cultivator who could be easily manipulated by others; with his current cultivation and abilities, plus the assistance of a earth mole spirit demon, even facing Lin Xuan, he had confidence in winning.

Moreover, his trip to Cloud Ridge Mountain had brought too many benefits. After digesting these advantages, his strength would surely improve further.

What needed to be done now was to find an appropriate place for cultivation.

Of course, the distance from Li Shi City and the three major forces should be kept as far as possible.

And that wasn't a difficult task either.

Unlike the barbarian lands of Youzhou, Yunzhou was vast, almost equivalent to seventy or eighty Youzhou regions combined.

Moreover, the resources here were abundant, making it not particularly hard to find a quiet place for cultivation.

A month later, a streak of light appeared over Longnan County in Yunzhou.

Although Longnan was only one county, its area was still slightly larger than that of Youzhou.

Lin Xuan chose this place primarily because there weren't any major sects or families here. The Seven Great Forces had not touched it either.

There were many reasons for this. Firstly, Longnan was remote and rarely interacted with the outside world. Secondly, in terms of spiritual veins and cultivation resources, it was slightly inferior to other counties in Yunzhou.

In short, the Seven Great Sects didn't pay much attention to it.

However, the lack of resources was relative; compared to Youzhou, Longnan wasn't as bad at all.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he scanned his surroundings. He couldn't help but show surprise on his face.

Strange things happened every year, and this year seemed particularly frequent.

Was there such a thing in the cultivation world?

Lin Xuan had seen many strange things, yet what was before him still left him quite shocked, almost making him think he had misunderstood something.

Several beggars were squatting by the roadside. Indeed, they were beggars.

The market was protected by an illusionary array, and all those who entered were cultivators. In other words, these beggars were also practitioners.

Of course, they were vastly different from ordinary beggars in the mortal world; they dressed neatly, and their faces showed no signs of hunger. They weren't asking for silver coins but...

Lin Xuan looked at one of the beggars on his left.

He was about twenty years old, with cultivation roughly at the late stage of vitality. He blushed when he met Lin Xuan's gaze, hesitated for a moment, and finally stammered, "Senior, could you give me a few crystals? Please."

"Uh..." Lin Xuan scratched his head, unsure how to respond: "As a cultivator, why are you doing such begging?"

Although Lin Xuan's current cultivation was formidable, he had also started from low-ranking cultivators and understood the hardships of the vitality stage. But this situation seemed too extreme.

"I didn't know about your background, but I am a wandering cultivator..."

"Of course, I understand that as a wandering cultivator, you can find ways to earn crystals. Why do such begging?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows in puzzlement.

"I don't want to," the young man said with a depressed expression; this was too embarrassing.

"Oh, is there something you're not saying? Feel free to share. If it satisfies me, I'll give you several crystals as a reward."

Lin Xuan wasn't interested in many things, but this one caught his attention.

"My abilities are poor, and my fate has been determined by chance. I've never found a sect willing to accept me," the young man sighed and began narrating his story.

Lin Xuan nodded; such situations were common in the cultivation world and not particularly surprising.

"Senior knows that to advance further in cultivation, one must practice diligently and seek various resources. About a hundred miles from here lies Clear Source Forest, where low-grade monsters live. Occasionally, we can find spiritual herbs if we're lucky. This is our hunting ground for low-ranking wandering cultivators. Although many friends have died here, most still manage to gain some meager cultivation resources through adventures. But..."

"What happened?"

"Recently, a Hidden Swan Sect established its headquarters in this area and claimed Clear Source Forest as their territory, forbidding us from entering to hunt monsters or dig spiritual herbs. At the time, everyone was outraged, but that Hidden Swan Sect had formidable strength; they boasted dozens of condensation core cultivators and even two old patriarchs at the foundation core stage. We couldn't offend them, yet we lost our means of survival..."

The young man's expression turned resentful as he spoke.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a playful look on his face. With two old patriarchs, although not a major force in Yunzhou, they could be considered a mid-tier second-rate sect.

It was strange that such a sect would suddenly claim a forest suitable for vitality stage cultivators to take risks.

This must have been due to some hidden treasure in the forest.

Although it was just speculation, Lin Xuan had confidence that this was likely the case.

A little intrigued but quickly shook his head. The benefits from Cloud Ridge Mountain were already plentiful and hadn't been fully digested yet.

Moreover, such minor treasures of second-tier sects might not interest him either; only these unfortunate vitality stage wandering cultivators suffered as a result.

Of course, in the cultivation world where the strong prey on the weak, this was normal. Lin Xuan wouldn't be foolish enough to stick his neck out and become some kind of savior.

"Even if Clear Source Forest is taken over, are there no other places suitable for your adventures?"

"There are a few places nearby with monsters and spiritual herbs, but they require foundation core cultivators or higher to enter. With my current abilities, going there would be suicide..." the young man said dejectedly.

Since this issue only affected low-ranking wandering cultivators, the nearby sects and families all turned a blind eye to Hidden Swan Sect's dominance. No one was willing to take up their cause.

Lin Xuan frowned.

"Why don't you work as an apprentice in the shops of the market? You could earn some crystals that way or simply leave this place?"

As cultivators, begging was too shameful.

"I want to, but those shops are run by nearby sects and families. They recruit their own disciples for apprenticeships. It's like letting the fat water flow into the fields; there's no chance for a wandering cultivator like me. As for leaving, it's just wishful thinking. From here to other places, there are some dangerous areas. Foundation core cultivators might be able to pass safely, but we low-ranking cultivators would surely become monster food," he said with a depressed expression, showing signs of fear.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling speechless; it seemed that Hidden Swan Sect had truly cornered these unfortunate wandering cultivators into a corner. However, the disparity in strength was too great for them to dare speak out.

"So you beg?"

"We have no choice but to do this," the young man said, bowing and asking Lin Xuan for crystals.

"Friend, there's no need." Lin Xuan sighed; although he was ruthless towards his enemies, he wasn't heartless. Despite being lazy about getting involved in trivial matters, he couldn't help feeling compassion for these low-ranking cultivators.

He extended his hand and tapped his storage bag, revealing several crystals. "Thank you, thank you, senior!"

The young man's face lit up with joy; originally, he had thought Lin Xuan was only a foundation core cultivator who might be sympathetic but couldn't afford much more than two or three crystals. He didn't expect to receive seven.

He hadn't earned such a large amount of crystals even after risking his life in Clear Source Forest. His face showed genuine happiness as he bowed deeply and thanked Lin Xuan.
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No need for such formalities.

Lin Xuan handed the crystal stone to the young man and shook his head, then strode forward. The other beggars looked on with envy, but as cultivators, they were different from ordinary people; no one dared to rush up and surround Lin Xuan.

Being able to beg here was due to the kindheartedness of the market owners, who had set rules beforehand: regardless of whether it was begging for pills or crystal stones, none could harass the cultivators inside. They could only wait and see if anyone would come forward voluntarily; otherwise, they might be driven out.

Lin Xuan walked down the street, passing by more beggars along the way. The shops indeed had little to offer, mostly suitable for Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, with only a few treasures available.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't disappointed; this was expected. At the end of the long street, there was a pavilion with a large "Tea" sign prominently displayed. A smile curled at the corners of his lips as he slowly approached it.

Suddenly, his pace slowed as he turned to look left. A group of cultivators had gathered in an inconspicuous corner. Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised; there were indeed many unusual things happening here. It was known that most cultivators were cold and rarely gathered to watch spectacles together. He continued walking.

Though this deviated from his usual style, Lin Xuan didn't believe he would encounter any risks in such a small market, as he was now one of the top existences in the mortal realm.

Several people stood around, mostly Foundation Establishment stage or higher cultivators, some familiar faces whispering and discussing something.

Lin Xuan frowned but inconspicuously squeezed his way through. What met his eyes was a beautiful young female cultivator, about seventeen or eighteen years old. Though not an absolute beauty, she was cute and likable. However, her face was filled with sorrow, tears welling up. In front of her stood a sign: "Sell myself to save my father!"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle; first beggars, now something akin to selling oneself for one's father in the secular world—this market was truly beyond words!

"Senior brothers and sisters, my father has been injured by a yajiang beast and is poisoned by the Qingtuo Luo flower. His life hangs by a thread. Please show compassion; if any of you can save him, I will do anything to repay your kindness." The girl looked anxious, appearing pitiful.

"Qingtuo Luo flower?"

The cultivators gathered for the spectacle gasped in shock. Lin Xuan frowned as well. For him, this poison was negligible, but for condensation core stage and below cultivators, it could be fatal within three days even with special cultivation techniques.

No wonder everyone was so afraid of it.

Many who were lusting after the girl's beauty also began to back off; they had no confidence in dealing with the Qingtuo Luo flower poison.

The girl's face turned desperate. If she hadn't prepared a spirit pill for her father, he wouldn’t have taken such risks. Now that her father was about to fall, as his daughter, she could do nothing.

"Will you be my co-cultivator if I can save your father from the poison?" A hoarse voice rang out, causing everyone's faces to show surprise. Lin Xuan turned to look.

A bald head monk stood before them, around twenty years old, but his appearance was grotesque: short and fat with a large nose, big ears, one eye larger than the other, and a crooked mouth full of yellow teeth. His cultivation level was only mid-Flexible Spirit stage, lower even than the girl.

The cultivators were taken aback and burst into laughter.

"Kid, you dare to claim you can cure the Qingtuo Luo flower poison with just Flexible Spirit stage cultivation? You're lying without blinking!"

"Yeah, don't be so greedy. Doing this is too unscrupulous."

The mocking voices filled their ears, but the bald head monk ignored them. He reached into his waistband and pulled out a small box about the size of his palm.

Opening the lid revealed a pill as big as a dragon eye, pure white with a sweet fragrance.

Laughter abruptly stopped as everyone's eyes widened in shock.

"Is this… I didn’t see wrong! Little Primordial Yuan Pill!"

"It can't be. This is a precious medicine for元婴 cultivators; how could it end up in the hands of a Flexible Spirit stage disciple?"

"It doesn’t look fake, but could this kid really have such good luck?"

Inhaling sounds filled the air as most of the onlookers showed greedy looks, though none dared to act rashly.

The Little Primordial Yuan Pill was legendary for its healing properties and was indispensable in treating Qingtuo Luo flower poisoning.

"Alright, will you be my co-cultivator? Just sign this servant contract, and I’ll give you the Little Primordial Yuan Pill," the bald head monk said, looking at the girl’s beautiful face.

"I…" Xiaohou Lan was stunned, her delicate face showing inner struggle. Between her father's agonizing expression and the ugly face of the bald head monk, it was a cruel choice for such a young woman.

"Come on, you just swore to be a filial daughter earlier. No one here can save your father except me," the bald head monk said with a sinister look, threateningly.

"I… I agree with you." Xiaohou Lan, a very filial daughter, gritted her teeth and finally agreed.

"Good, let's not waste time. With so many senior brothers and sisters around, I’ll place this restriction on you, then take the Little Primordial Yuan Pill to save your father," the bald head monk said smugly.

Xiaohou Lan sighed, forming hand seals. The servant contract was one of the most severe and unequal agreements; it could only be signed if she willingly agreed without any resistance. Otherwise, an元婴 cultivator couldn’t force her. Just thinking about it made tears blur her vision.

"Wait…" At that moment, a cold voice echoed in their ears, followed by a plain-looking figure entering the scene.
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Lin Xuan! The scene was full of twists, and the onlookers were taken aback. Many of them wore smirks of glee.

The bald-headed monk's face darkened as he turned to Lin Xuan, glaring at him fiercely: "Friend, what is your intention? Are you trying to cause trouble?"

Although Lin Xuan had used the Sealing Qi Technique, his displayed cultivation level was equivalent to a Foundation Establishment cultivator. This young disciple of the Flexible Spirit Period dared to act so boldly?

"Even if I wanted to cause trouble, what could you do about it?"

Lin Xuan's usual demeanor wouldn't have been this arrogant. But as an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, he would be foolish not to take precautions against a mere Flexible Spirit period disciple.

"You…" The bald-headed monk was furious but his eyes darted around before he sneered: "I traded fairly with this woman. There are no tricks here. If you want to cause trouble, can you also remove the poison from the Qiantuo Luo flower?"

He figured that if Lin Xuan had taken an interest in the beautiful maiden who sold herself to save her father, he wouldn't be able to resist the temptation and would lack the ability to neutralize the poison.

After all, the Lesser Primordial Pill was a miraculous medicinal for healing injuries. He had obtained it by chance, so others couldn't expect similar luck.

Unfortunately for him, Lin Xuan was playing the fool and didn't bother explaining. With a wave of his sleeves, an jade bottle flew out and landed in the maiden's hands: "These pills are for you."

Xiaohou Lan was stunned but instinctively took the bottle. She opened it to reveal a small green pill.

"This… is Nine Transformations Green Leaf Pill!" A late Foundation Establishment cultivator sucked in his breath, exclaiming: "What? Brother Ma, did I hear that right? You're giving away Nine Transformations Green Leaf Pills?"

These were legendary medicinal for healing injuries. But compared to the Lesser Primordial Pill, they were insignificant.

Though not rare, such pills were always sought after by Core Formation cultivators.

This woman wasn't bad-looking but was merely cute and charming. With this fortune, she could buy several low-grade female cultivators who were more attractive than her in the marketplace. Many of the onlookers looked at Lin Xuan as if he was a fool.

"Senior, what is your intention?"

Xiaohou Lan glanced at Lin Xuan. Seeing his kind expression, she bowed and said: "Thank you for your concern, Senior. My father's poison has been neutralized thanks to your medicinal pill."

"Why are you still here after the poison has been removed?"

I will serve by your side as a servant."

Lin Xuan's keen eyes could see through people; he knew that her words were sincere and without any pretense.

He was taken aback, studying her from head to toe.

Cultivators were often cold-hearted, always looking for ways to gain at others' expense. It was rare to find someone who would repay a favor. He had just encountered such a person.

If he hadn't concealed his cultivation level, as an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, it wouldn't be strange if female cultivators approached him. But now, in the eyes of outsiders, he was only at the Foundation Establishment stage...

Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Have you thought about this? Will you serve me for life?" Lin Xuan's gaze turned lustful as he sized her up. Of course, his intention was to test her resolve.

Xiaohou Lan blushed but nodded.

She was a special cultivator. Her father had been a failed scholar who eventually stumbled upon the path of cultivation and managed to reach Foundation Establishment. He then fell in love with a Foundation Establishment woman, and they married.

Though lowly in the cultivation world, her family lived happily together. But their good fortune didn't last long; Xiaohou Lan's mother died from an encounter with beasts shortly after she was born. Her father raised her single-handedly, teaching her both cultivation techniques and how to read and understand the world.

Her father remained a bookish man despite his years in the cultivation world. He rarely interacted with other cultivators due to his long residence in seclusion. His teachings always emphasized repaying kindness.

Xiaohou Lan was inexperienced but had taken her father's words to heart, coming to repay him after healing his poison.

Lin Xuan didn't know the full story and found himself amused. He scanned Xiaohou Lan with a cold gaze; he preferred solitude and wouldn't have bothered with servants unless accompanied by Mo'er.

But she seemed sincere, so Lin Xuan felt pity for her and decided to give her some benefits.

"Come here, give me your hand."

Xiaohou Lan blushed but slowly approached. She raised her pale wrist.

Lin Xuan grasped it, sensing the nature of her spiritual root to choose a suitable cultivation technique.

He injected a tiny amount of his power into Xiaohou Lan's body.

But after half a cup of tea had passed, Lin Xuan suddenly changed expression.

"Impossible." He exclaimed in shock.

"Senior, what happened?"

Xiaohou Lan was initially shy but now she was startled.

Lin Xuan didn't speak; instead, he pulled her into his embrace and wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her tightly.

"Senior… why…?"

In the marketplace, Lin Xuan had given away medicinal pills without expecting anything in return. His high moral character impressed Xiaohou Lan, but how could she believe that he was suddenly acting like a hypocrite?

She was both terrified and confused as she struggled. But Lin Xuan's strength was formidable; she couldn't move an inch.

Her face showed fear, but soon she relaxed. He wasn't being lecherous; his other arm held her wrist to facilitate the flow of power into her meridians and dantian.

After a meal's time, Lin Xuan released her, and Xiaohou Lan stood up, looking at him uncertainly.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply, his expression more strange than hers. He muttered under his breath: "How is this possible? How is this possible?"

Xiaohou Lan strained to hear as he seemed to repeat the same phrase.

"Senior, what's wrong with you?"

At first, Lin Xuan's actions had frightened her, but upon reflection, she realized that he showed no malice or lewd intentions. He was just acting strangely.

Her fear diminished, replaced by confusion and curiosity.

"How long have you been cultivating? What stage are you at now?" Lin Xuan asked, his tone filled with authority.

"You're the master, why are you doing this? This girl is only a late Flexible Spirit cultivator; I could tell right away," Mo'er couldn't help but speak up. She was just as confused by Lin Xuan's actions.

Lin Xuan's expression remained in shock. He shouldn't have reacted so strongly even against an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, let alone someone at the Foundation Establishment stage.
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This girl is truly no simple matter!

Lin Xuan originally probed her spirit root while also conducting an inner vision of the woman's dantian.

From a surface-level perspective, she indeed appeared to be at the Flexible Spirit Period. However, Lin Xuan's divine sense was comparable to that of a late-stage婴期 cultivator, and inadvertently he discovered something strange. Deep within this woman's dantian, there was a portion of essence qi hidden away.

Though not much in quantity, its purity was astonishing. At least Lin Xuan himself admitted he fell far short; even later-stage Great Cultivators would likely be unable to match it. Although Lin Xuan had never seen the old monster at the Separation and Union Period, whether someone could have such pure essence qi was still questionable. How was this possible? The opponent clearly only a minor Flexible Spirit Period cultivator.

Lin Xuan, who had seen many things in his time, found this situation unprecedented. He couldn't figure it out...

So he conducted another examination and discovered that the woman's mind sea contained more than just three souls. Lin Xuan felt rather perplexed about her constitution; his mood wasn't good at all.

"I don't like killing, but you two clearly aren't good people. If you want to die, I'll do you a favor by sending your souls into reincarnation."

With a运转 of his cultivation technique within his body, an astonishing amount of essence qi spread out. At this moment, he no longer bothered hiding his cultivation.

The two unfortunate individuals were dumbfounded; they never dreamed that the person they wanted to rob was an婴期 cultivator. Their faces turned pale as they heard a thud, which was the blood-curdling scream of the bald-headed man who had fainted from fear and kneeled before Lin Xuan.

"Senior, how about you repeat what you said just now?" Lin Xuan's lips curled with mockery.

"Senior, this is all a misunderstanding. Everything is a misunderstanding. We are blind as dogs; we didn't know of your astonishing cultivation level, so we would never have dared to offend." The Bloodlight Ancestor reacted faster and began knocking his head against Lin Xuan in submission, hating the bald-headed man even more for dragging him into this mess.

"Blind eye? Do you think there's such a thing as an easy way out?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

The Bloodlight Ancestor's eyes flashed with anger. He spat out a ray of fierce light that turned out to be a blood dagger, about a foot long. However, the opponent didn't intend to attack Lin Xuan; he had no such胆量 against an old monster at the婴期 stage.

With a twist, a large head flew up into the sky. The bald-headed man never imagined dying so humiliatingly in his own sect's hands.

"Senior, this brat offended you. I've already killed him. Can I leave now?" The Bloodlight Ancestor's face still showed a sinister grin as he turned to Lin Xuan and forced on a smile that only made him look even more evil.

Xiaohoulan was dumbfounded. She had been in the cultivation world for over a decade, but most of her time was spent with her father deep in the mountains. She never imagined that sect members could kill each other without any reservations.

As for this senior, he was an old monster at the婴期 stage. Everything that happened today was challenging Xiaohoulan's sanity.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm despite his surprise. This guy was even more ruthless than expected, but Lin Xuan wouldn't let him off so easily!

With a wave of his sleeves, a green sword flew out and slashed down towards the opponent’s head with force.

"Senior, spare me!"

The Bloodlight Ancestor was terrified; his face turned ashen. He quickly formed hand seals to control that blood dagger. The blood dagger seemed paper-thin and shattered into two pieces under Lin Xuan's slash, falling from the sky in debris.

Lin Xuan’s abilities were almost on par with a late-stage婴期 cultivator. Even though it was a sword beam, its power far exceeded that of an ordinary凝聚丹期 cultivator's treasure, which was no match for such a灵器.

The opponent tried to dodge but was too late; another head flew up...

A sea of blood followed as Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and shot two fireballs from his fingertips, reducing their bodies to ashes.

Xiaohoulan’s face turned pale. Lin Xuan shook his head and was about to speak when suddenly he focused his gaze and turned to look left.

He couldn’t help but laugh at the situation; today had been quite eventful. He hadn't expected such a sequence of events in this seemingly insignificant wilderness, let alone an old monster at the婴期 stage.

Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, but didn’t want to stay here to cause more trouble. His body was enveloped by green light as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew off towards the sky.

With his evasion techniques, it wouldn't be difficult for Lin Xuan to shake off an early-stage婴期 cultivator; in no time, they were over a hundred miles away.

Releasing his divine sense, the opponent didn’t pursue. Lin Xuan’s expression relaxed as he stopped the light.

"Senior, why are you here at Clear Source Forest?" A curious voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned and saw that the girl's face was filled with respect, cautiously speaking.

Xiaohoulan felt uneasy; she hadn't expected this senior to have such an astonishing cultivation level. Her previous words might be too presumptuous for someone as high-ranking as a婴期 cultivator. How could he possibly want her, a clumsy junior, as his attendant?

But recalling Lin Xuan's strange gaze earlier, Xiaohoulan felt puzzled. This girl was inexperienced in the world but seemed rather clever. Could there still be some secret that would surprise an old monster at the婴期 stage?

This thought made her uneasy.

This is Clear Source Forest; so, should Hidden Swan Sect also be nearby?

Recalling what the beggar cultivator had said in the market, Lin Xuan was surprised to release his divine sense. The forest ahead indeed extended vast distances, but he quickly put it out of mind.

Turning back, he looked at Xiaohoulan.

"How long have you been on the path to immortality? Tell me everything about your background."

Lin Xuan spoke slowly, but his tone left no room for doubt.

Xiaohoulan was taken aback; why did this senior care about such matters? But there was nothing to hide. She opened her lips and her voice entered Lin Xuan's ears: "Senior, I began cultivation at the age of five and have been on the path to immortality for twelve years. My father is..."

She spoke for several hours, during which Lin Xuan repeatedly asked her questions. No matter how he looked at it, this girl’s background was unremarkable; both her parents were mere grassroots cultivators with no outstanding achievements in their cultivation journey. Yet, a minor Flexible Spirit Period disciple should not possess essence qi as pure and refined as that of an old monster at the Separation and Union Period.

This was inconceivable!

And what about those sleeping souls within her body?

Lin Xuan grew more curious by the minute; there must be some unknown secret hidden here...

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan raised his hand again and grasped Xiaohoulan’s wrists. Her face turned red, but this time she neither struggled nor feared; instead, she was curious. She couldn't figure out why an early-stage Flexible Spirit Period disciple would intrigue such a high-ranking existence.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes as he used his immensely powerful divine sense to probe into the girl's mind sea. Having nearly been sucked in before, Lin Xuan proceeded cautiously.

A minor Flexible Spirit Period disciple’s mind sea wasn’t vast; with little effort, Lin Xuan found the sleeping soul.

An odd feeling.

Though still asleep, Lin Xuan sensed that this soul was more powerful than him.

But it wasn't a case of possession by some monster or high-ranking cultivator. Although they shared one origin, their strength levels were vastly different, yet clearly intertwined—like two souls in one body.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised.

This was clearly not the secret technique of the second soul; it was much more advanced. After hesitating for a moment, Lin Xuan’s divine sense cautiously probed towards that sleeping soul...
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With a deep breath, Lin Xuan bowed to the familiar yet unfamiliar girl. "Latecomer Lin Xuan pays his respects to the Fairy."

Thirty years could flow east and then west, but at this moment, Lin Xuan was treating Lady Hua Hou as a junior.

Lady Hua Hou did not show any signs of surprise on her face; instead, she seemed almost indifferent. After turning her head, her gaze swept over Lin Xuan, as if he were an insignificant pawn. Finally, she sighed and said, "You are named Lin Xuan?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's expression did not reveal any anger after being belittled. With his deep understanding, he had already guessed that this lady was closely related to the upper realm and might be a significant figure in the Spirit Realm.

"Indeed, from your expression, you have probably figured out my identity. I am not someone who repays evil with evil. Considering that you saved me before, I will give you two choices," Lady Hua Hou's voice remained unchanged but carried more coldness and arrogance.

"Two choices?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, sensing something was off.

"Yes, the first is to serve as my vassal." "Serve a master?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly gloomy. However, Lady Hua Hou ignored his reaction: "Yes, and it must be done through a blood pact."

Lin Xuan fell silent for a moment before asking, "What is your second choice, Fairy?"

Although Lin Xuan's expression was calm, his hand had already clenched into a fist.

Lady Hua Hou noticed this and sighed. "A smart guy, but you have already guessed it. The second option is obvious."

"Your words are beyond me, Master," Lin Xuan's heart raced, but he still spoke confidently.

"If I say something, I will not retract it. Think carefully." Lady Hua Hou seemed agitated as she said, "If it were not for another version of myself who begged on your behalf and told you that you were a good person, you would never have had the chance to meet me."

"Another self?" Although Lin Xuan guessed some parts, his expression was still strange. "May I ask, is this really Lady Hua from just now?"

"I am naturally her, and she is also me; otherwise, what do you think I am? An astral body possession? With my status, why would I possess a mere Spirit Realm cultivator? Tell me, I am an upper realm cultivator who must come to the lower realm for some special reason. However, in ancient times, even if one could break through space, only cultivators from the lower realm could ascend to the upper realm. Regardless of whether it is the Spirit Realm or the Demon Realm, no matter how great your existence, you cannot return to the lower realm," Lady Hua Hou said with a frustrated tone.

Lin Xuan was speechless; he couldn't imagine what level of cultivator this lady might be.

"Why do you have two souls?" Lin Xuan hesitantly asked.

"Ha?" Lady Hua Hou's face turned pale, showing signs of embarrassment. "What is so strange about having two souls? Although I am not an immortal, I once deceived the spatial laws and reincarnated while sealing my memories and strength. When crossing space, one must confront the boundary force; with my strength, it was nothing to me at that time. However, as a soul body without a physical form, I suffered significant injuries. After reincarnation, my soul fell into a deep sleep for recovery. Without soul control, how could I not have become a living dead? Therefore, I used secret techniques to split out another soul."

"Another soul?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and said with some emotion.

"Do you fear the backlash of your second soul, Fairy?" Lin Xuan scratched his head; this explanation completely overturned his previous understanding of cultivating souls.

"Hmph, she is me, and I am her. What is there to fear? They are one entity. Can a mere junior understand my cultivation techniques?"

"Of course," Lin Xuan laughed naively. Since he successfully formed an essence body, no one had ever treated him as an old man in front of him. However, this woman definitely had that right.

"Fairy..."

"Enough with the chatter. Consider what I said." Lady Hua Hou's expression turned serious; her patience was at its limit.

"Can Fairy not give me a third choice and let me leave?"

Lin Xuan smiled bitterly. If she said so, once words were spoken, they could not be retracted, but he knew very well what the other option was.

"I have already told you that I am not cruel or bloodthirsty. You did do me a favor, but I came to this lower realm with great effort and even reincarnated for a mission. No mistakes can happen. If you are willing to serve as my vassal, everything will be fine," Lady Hua Hou said smugly.

"But..." Lin Xuan hesitated to refuse outright, but his expression was clear.

"Hmph, I only have this patience because the other version of me begged on your behalf. This is my last chance. Boy, do you think I would like to take a servant? Tell you the truth, countless powerful beings in the upper realm beg for the honor of serving me, and I look at them with disdain. Serving as my vassal, do you think it's a loss? This is an opportunity that many wish for but cannot obtain," Lady Hua Hou raised her eyebrows and impatiently pointed out.

Lin Xuan was stunned; this woman's tone was outrageous. What could be her status in the Spirit Realm?

"Master, she isn't bluffing, right?" Yue'er also seemed speechless as she whispered in Lin Xuan's mind.

"No."

Lin Xuan shook his head. He could distinguish between truth and falsehood. From her words and demeanor, he had long known that this lady was a significant figure in the Spirit Realm but did not expect it to be so extreme.

However, Lin Xuan was certain that she was neither lying nor exaggerating.

"If I serve as your vassal, can I advance to the realm of separation?" Lin Xuan asked weakly.

"Hmph, what is the realm of separation? With my help, ascending to the Spirit Realm is guaranteed," Lady Hua Hou said with a proud expression.

"But..."

"Of course, I have methods to ensure you safely pass through. Will you serve as my vassal now?" Lady Hua Hou smiled smugly.

Lin Xuan fell silent; if it were anyone else, he would not need to consider this matter.

Why did one cultivate? To achieve immortality.

Each level of cultivation brought a significant increase in lifespan.

However, the later stages became increasingly difficult. There were few Essence Body cultivators left, and the realm of separation was rare throughout the entire world.

Even reaching that stage meant facing the heavenly tribulation, which countless separation-stage cultivators had fallen to over history.

Now, with the guarantee of ascending to the Spirit Realm, even without being a servant, other cultivators would vie for it.

But Lin Xuan was different; while immortality was his goal, he also did not want to give up freedom. Servitude? What kind of joke?

From an ordinary person without spiritual roots, Lin Xuan had experienced too many hardships and challenges on the path to cultivation. He believed that even without help, he could ascend to the Spirit Realm.

Why should he be a servant when he didn't need anyone's help? Believing in himself, Lin Xuan was confident that he could achieve immortality through his own efforts.
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Lin Xuan stared at the fair face of the young lady, and finally spoke.

"What?" Xiaohou Lan almost thought she had heard wrong. Then her brows furrowed: "Do you think those words were a lie from me?"

"No…" Lin Xuan shook his head. "Junior believes that Lady Fairy's every word is true; there can be no falsehood."

"Why then?"

Xiaohou Lan was also taken aback. There were cultivators who could resist such temptation.

"Nothing, I just don't wish to." Lin Xuan clasped his hands in his sleeves as the fabric of his robe billowed slightly with the wind: "I am used to wandering freely like a wild cloud and do not enjoy being bound. Even if following Lady Fairy can lead to ascending to the Spirit Realm, that is not what I seek."

Xiaohou Lan's expression softened somewhat. She hadn't expected there to be such a principled cultivator in this world, but her voice remained icy: "What about your second choice? You should know it by now. Do you think I am just an Incorporeal Soul at the moment and cannot kill you?"

"It is hard to say…" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer: "If Lady Fairy were in full strength, perhaps she would see me as nothing more than an ant. But now, with only part of her seal lifted, she is merely at the middle stage of Incorporeal Soul. In terms of power, we are on par."

Xiaohou Lan was utterly surprised by how cunning and bold he was, turning against her faster than flipping a book.

Before she could blink, the Green Fire Sword had already slashed right in front of her face.

But she held no treasures in her hands.

To avoid breaking the laws of the cosmos, she had come to this world in a soul state. Apart from the bracelet used to break through space, she could not bring any other treasure.

Before waking up, Xiaohou Lan was merely a minor cultivator at the Springy Stage with nothing but a Spirit Artifact flying sword.

But how could a new moon fairy like her ignore such a weapon?

However, despite this, Xiaohou Lan showed no fear in facing the Green Fire Sword.

Her slender fingers extended and drew a circle in front of her as gently as if she were drawing on paper. Her movements were slow but precise. When she finished, the swiftly approaching Green Fire Sword did not reach her face.

"This is—"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed, his expression turning grave. He had seen many things beyond what most cultivators could comprehend. The young lady must have used the laws of the cosmos to distort time.

Although her realm was at Incorporeal Soul, she was a great divine being with vast knowledge and experience in techniques and spells. However, limited by her current realm and spirit power, she could only perform superficial magic.

But one should not underestimate her! She had reincarnated as a whole soul, unlike the fragmentary souls like Zhuo Wu.

Lin Xuan warned himself, but his face showed no trace of satisfaction. Given her limitations, she could at most follow the laws of the cosmos but would never be able to reverse them. In other words, the time she could cut was limited.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan's spirit power surged out, making the Green Fire Sword even more urgent as it finally pierced through the distortion and slashed downward.

But for Xiaohou Lan, who had just enough time, her lips curved into a smile. "Quick!"

A flash of light appeared, transforming the circle she drew earlier into a shield that caught the Green Fire Sword.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted… Transformation Technique? No, it was different.

As an Incorporeal Soul cultivator, Lin Xuan could use his spells to transform his treasures into dragons and tigers. He could also condense spirit power into flying swords or shields. The techniques were similar but not the same.

He could feel the difference, but he wasn't sure exactly how it worked. Such a use of spirit power was closely related to one's realm even without involving cosmic laws.

But Lin Xuan was not afraid. The Green Fire Sword slashed down fiercely.

The light flashed as the shield easily deflected it. Xiaohou Lan's expression showed surprise; this strength wasn't something an Incorporeal Soul cultivator could wield.

Could the power of these human world cultivators be stronger than their counterparts in the Spirit Realm?

No, she shook her head. Although she had just woken up from a long slumber, after merging with another soul, Xiaohou Lan had received all her memories over the past seventeen years.

Although limited by her realm, she was weaker than the same-stage cultivators in the Spirit Realm.

This made sense; the Spirit Realm not only offered abundant cultivation resources but also more advanced techniques that humans couldn't match.

So this person must be an anomaly.

Xiaohou Lan's expression returned to its normal calm as she raised her hand and lightly tapped it upward.

A wondrous thing happened. The shield glowed, transforming into a net that enveloped the Green Fire Sword.

Lin Xuan's face changed; he quickly formed seals with his hands. The Green Fire Sword's light intensified in an attempt to break free, but the net was too strong, and Lin Xuan's expression darkened further. Clearly, she wasn't just boasting.

These years hadn't been wasted; his techniques had improved significantly.

Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered as a pair of silver rings flew out, spinning around him.

"Water and fire dual attributes?" Xiaohou Lan's face showed surprise again. The five elements interacted in complex ways, but such treasures were rare even in the Spirit Realm. She hadn't expected an Incorporeal Soul cultivator from another world…

But her astonishment didn't last long as she wasn't about to wait for a beating. Her body exuded a chilling aura.

She opened and closed her hands in a lotus pose, a graceful yet ancient posture, ready to cast some powerful spell.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he shot a spell at the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring in front of him.

The dazzling light spread out like ripples. One by one, ring shadows appeared.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and the rings converged into a white hurricane that advanced toward her.

"Hmph, mere trickery!"

Xiaohou Lan's face showed disdain as she cast numerous profound symbols before her body.

With a spell, those flowers transformed into roses, peonies, moonflowers, chrysanthemums, and water lilies—each more beautiful than the last.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised; he had never heard of such spells. But with his experience, he remained calm. He could always adapt to any situation.

Two dragons emerged from the white hurricane, each about seven or eight zhang long. One shimmered in blue light while the other burned fiercely as they charged at her.

Xiaohou Lan's movements were still ancient and graceful. A spell shot out, shattering the flowers into petals that filled the air with a refreshing scent.

"Poison!"

Lin Xuan's face changed dramatically; he waved his sleeves to summon the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield, which spun around him like a light screen.

"Hmph, useless! Do you think human world treasures can block my Fragrant Flower Array? Although it requires special treasures and I am now short on spirit power, I can only muster one percent of its original strength. But an Incorporeal Soul cultivator cannot withstand it." Xiaohou Lan giggled.
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Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly grim.

With a cold snort, his mana surged out in waves. The howling sound of the hurricane filled his ears as its volume swelled dramatically. Ice crystals and flames flickered on its surface, as if it was pressing down heavily upon its opponent.

However, the New Moon Fairy paid no heed to this. Her divine technique that combined both attack and defense was well-known in the Spirit Realm, even though its current power had diminished to less than one percent of its former strength. It would be absurd for a mortal cultivator to break through it.

With a slight flick of his finger, several petals flashed into existence. Their volume increased dramatically until they formed light spheres about the size of a person's head, crashing down like thunderbolts into the hurricane.

The ice dragon and fire dragon were the first to face this assault. Despite their considerable size, these light spheres seemed insignificant. However, upon contact, both the ice dragon and fire dragon appeared to meet their match, vanishing into nothingness.

Lin Xuan's expression changed drastically. More surprisingly, his golden dragon armor shield failed to provide any protection; a stronger scent wafted towards him, clouding his senses.

The taste was pleasant, evoking an almost ethereal feeling. But with it came a gradual loss of consciousness. Lin Xuan's surrounding spirit light rapidly faded as he fell into a coma from the air.

Without its master controlling it, several treasures floated alone in midair.

A smile played on the New Moon Fairy’s lips as she waved her jade hand. The petals turned into light points and re-entered her body. She then gathered her spirit light and slowly descended.

"You are not bad either," she murmured. "Too bad you were too stubborn. If you had submitted to me, this wouldn't have happened. But now that you've made your choice, you must bear the consequences. Rest assured, for saving my soul once, I will let your spirit reincarnate."

Suddenly, an unexpected change occurred.

A sharp tearing sound filled her ears as she felt a surge of powerful mana behind her.

Startled, she turned around in horror.

Blinding green light streaked past at lightning speed, no more than several dozen feet away from her.

Of course, it was the Green Flame Sword!

This sword had broken free from its binding array and slashed viciously towards her from behind.

Its speed and power were clearly superior to before. The New Moon Fairy’s expression showed surprise as she wondered if the opponent had intentionally held back earlier.

No, he must have been unconscious… how could this be?

These thoughts flashed through her mind, but she didn’t have time for such contemplation now.

Her jade face turned into a flash of brilliance and shot out diagonally at incredible speed. However, several strands of hair still fluttered as the Green Flame Sword narrowly missed her.

The New Moon Fairy’s face paled. In the Spirit Realm, her own strength was formidable with her father’s protection. Even those higher in cultivation dared not offend such a renowned figure like herself… otherwise, they would court disaster.

She had been pampered since childhood and treated as royalty. Even among demons, she was always treated with respect.

For others, their path to cultivation was fraught with danger, but for her, it was filled with endless opportunities. With her exceptional Spirit Root and every treasure earned through hard work, she had faced no real peril.

But just now, she narrowly escaped death. Such an experience was unprecedented for the New Moon Fairy.

However, in a battle of wits, one could not afford to be distracted. Suddenly, Lin Xuan was right beside her.

He did not fight with brute force; from the start, he had no intention of engaging this woman head-on.

After all, his eyes were sharp. From the moment she attacked, he knew that her divine technique far surpassed that of her animated clone. Even though her seal had just been lifted and she was only at the middle stage of Unborn, Lin Xuan was almost certain that with the help of a Corpse Demon and a Pangolin, he would surely lose.

Moreover, this battle seemed inexplicable; he had no reason to be drawn into it. Thus, he had no intention of engaging in a direct confrontation.

The best option would have been to slip away unnoticed, but escaping was not that easy. Lin Xuan’s eyes were sharp and quickly realized that this woman wasn’t as helpless as she appeared!

Indeed, the New Moon Fairy was telling the truth; she was a major figure in the Spirit Realm with good reason for arrogance.

But unlike him, who had clawed his way up through hard work, she came from a noble family.

For someone like Lin Xuan, every treasure and cultivation technique required effort to acquire. The struggle was part of daily life.

Moreover, Lin Xuan’s opportunities were unique; he had faced more challenges than most of his peers.

The New Moon Fairy, on the other hand, must be from a prominent family. Even minor matters like cultivation techniques or powerful materials could be handled with just a word.

Of course, Lin Xuan believed she had taken risks before, but in reality, she was always well-protected.

Thus, her divine technique, eyesight, and understanding of the laws of nature were all extraordinary. However, her combat experience was still at a beginner level.

Lin Xuan suspected that this time, she had secretly come to the mortal realm without permission; otherwise, why would she want to eliminate him?

With this in mind, Lin Xuan carefully set up a trap for her.

The Green Flame Sword’s first attack used only 70% of its power but was still shocking. The opponent didn’t notice anything amiss.

Lin Xuan deliberately allowed it to fall into the opponent's domain, reserving a backup plan.

Of course, what use would that be now? Battles were unpredictable, and no matter how experienced Lin Xuan was, he couldn't foresee everything.

However, his luck had been good this time. The opponent unleashed the Hundred Flowers Scenting Array.

To be fair, Lin Xuan’s outward demeanor remained calm, but internally, he was quite alarmed. This array was different from those set by阵盘 and阵旗; it shared similarities with a sword formation, designed for multiple or even dozens of cultivators to engage in combat. The power of such an array could only be imagined.

But the New Moon Fairy’s cultivation technique was unknown, yet she managed to set up such a terrifying array on her own. Lin Xuan felt a chill; although he didn’t know the exact workings within, he knew that facing such a powerful array would be daunting.
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Lin Xuan pondered his escape strategy, and it just so happened that the first wave of attacks came from the fragrance emitted by Shao Petal. While this aroma seemed to soothe the mind, in reality, it was something that could send one's soul flying.

Poisons from flowers were also feared in the Spirit Realm.

However, Lin Xuan had cultivated the Azure Illusion Profound Fire, which itself was an absolute antidote and provided excellent immunity against various toxic techniques.

Of course, Princess New Moon was a major figure in the Spirit Realm. According to logic, even her should be able to withstand the Azure Illusion Profound Fire. However, since she was only at the Core Formation Stage now, her "Floral Fragrance Array" was barely one percent of its full power, significantly weakening the toxin effects and leaving them little more than superficial abilities.

Although Lin Xuan felt a slight discomfort, he didn't think this level of control would be enough to subdue him.

Lin Xuan struck hard at Princess New Moon's abdomen with his Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. Despite her Core Formation Stage status, she bent over from the impact.

Not idle, Lin Xuan cast one禁制: prohibition, restriction after another, binding and cutting off her Spirit Energy.

With a dozen or so consecutive restrictions in place, even an advanced Core Formation cultivator would be helpless. But Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied. After a moment of hesitation, he reached into his waistband and pulled out an jade box. Opening the lid, several golden talismans appeared.

Lin Xuan stuck these onto Princess New Moon's body. The talismans flashed and transformed into large golden runes that sank into her flesh.

In just a blink of an eye, all this was done. Despite being a respected figure in the Upper Realm, Princess New Moon had never experienced such pain before.

In combat between cultivators, it was usually secret techniques and magical artifacts. Yet, Lin Xuan used them freely, making him stand out even more.

With her abdomen bound by the Profound Rope, Princess New Moon's face turned green with rage as Lin Xuan waved his hands, casting one restriction after another.

"Princess, you needn't entertain any侥幸: lucky chance," Lin Xuan said coldly. "Locked in by my treasures and subjected to seventeen or eight consecutive restrictions, along with soul-sealing talismans, if you can still break free, I might as well self-destruct."

"How do you plan on handling me?" Princess New Moon asked indifferently.

"Princess, don't delude yourself," Lin Xuan sneered. "I saved your life, but you tried to kill me just now."

Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

"You accuse me of repaying an act of kindness with malice? I gave you a chance." Princess New Moon retorted.

"Chance, serving as your vassal?" Lin Xuan sneered. "Perhaps in the Upper Realm, your status is indeed formidable, but many cultivators would beg to be your servants. But remember, everyone has their choices. My goal is to advance to the Separation Stage and ascend to the Upper Realm for eternal life. I have my principles; freedom means everything to me. Otherwise, what's the point of immortality? I won't kneel before anyone, let alone serve you."

"Hmph, you are indeed a clever person, no wonder you caught me," Princess New Moon said with a sly look.

"Why do you say that?" Lin Xuan's voice grew colder.

"You don't need to pretend anymore. You've restrained me, but I must be annoyed and unsure how to handle it. You can't just kill me with one sword."

"Princess, are you so confident? Do you really think I am a gentleman who wouldn't harm an innocent?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as cold killing intent emerged.

However, Princess New Moon was not afraid: "Whether or not you are a gentleman is unknown to me. But if you want to kill, why waste words? You can take my head with one sword now, but I'm sure you won't."

"Why?" Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but his heart felt ominous.

"Because I said so. Before we turned against each other, our conversation was clear in your mind. I didn't exaggerate; I secretly came to the Lower Realm. But my father left a mark on my soul. Even though I concealed it with secret techniques, if you kill me, he will know and send relentless pursuit from the Spirit Realm."

"Hmph, Princess, you said that after the change in the laws of nature, Upper Realm cultivators could no longer come to our world," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"I did say that, but usually. I'm here now, aren't I? Moreover, if my father gets angry, do you think mere heavenly laws can restrain him? He might descend with full power for his only daughter. Would he hesitate?" Princess New Moon gloated.

Lin Xuan fell silent, then rolled his eyes: "Is it too much to ask that you reverse the laws of nature and forcefully come down here? Are you exaggerating?"

"Hmph, my father's abilities are beyond your comprehension as a Core Formation cultivator. Believe or not, if he gets angry, he could exterminate all life in this world. Even without him coming, his subordinates will relentlessly pursue us."

Lin Xuan fell silent, realizing the truth.

He hadn't killed her because he might have tampered with her soul; if he did, news would spread to the Spirit Realm immediately.

Though Lin Xuan didn't master such techniques, he had seen them in ancient texts. Thus, he resorted to multiple restrictions.

Originally, his plan was to use threats and deception to turn the tables and make Princess New Moon a non-threat while gaining many benefits.

But he miscalculated.

Princess New Moon, raised in luxury, lacked combat experience, falling for her own trap. However, she was very clever, not foolish, seeing through his reluctance to kill her. This made it difficult to use threats or inducements.

Lin Xuan frowned and fell silent.

"Lin Daoist, let's make a deal," Princess New Moon said sweetly.

"What?" Lin Xuan said impatiently.

"If you release me, I promise not to oppose you further. We can turn enemies into friends. What do you say?"

"Hmph, are you calling me a fool?"

In terms of cunning, although young, Lin Xuan had outsmarted many ancient monsters in his journey through cultivation and was far from being fooled by such schemes.

Ps: How will Lin Xuan handle this?
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Proverb has it, words are not enough to prove anything.

Should I release her?

In the cultivation world, there's no talk of righteousness. Breaking a promise for personal gain is as common as turning over a page in a book. Once my power recovers and I change my mind, wouldn't that be like lifting a rock only to drop it on my own feet?

Lin Xuan was wary of this woman’s abilities; if she wasn’t deceiving him, he would have no chance of subduing her. After being hit once, the other party must be extremely cautious. If they were to face off again, the outcome might well shift in their favor.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't do such a foolish thing.

"Is it that you don’t trust me?" New Moon Fairy said indignantly.

"I just don't want to take any risks."

"Can't I swear on my honor?"

"A vow? " Lin Xuan smiled. "Fairy, aren’t you also a cultivator? Don’t you think this is a bit childish? Vows mean nothing to us; they hold no real binding power."

"Why not we make a deal?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and said with a smile.

"Oh, you have a solution, good. As long as you release me, I can offer some benefits in return." New Moon Princess nodded and began speaking.

"Let’s say you serve me as your master, and we sign a master-servant blood pact. Then, once I set you free, you won’t need to worry about any harm from you."

"Bang!"

New Moon Princess didn't explode with anger but instead smiled sweetly.

This surprised Lin Xuan; he couldn't believe his eyes: "Fairy, did you hear me clearly? I said a master-servant blood pact, where you serve and I am the master."

"I understand. Now that I’m your captive, of course, I will serve you as my master."

New Moon Princess smiled sweetly, but her eyes held a hint of cunning.

"Master, what are you waiting for? This girl is audacious and ungrateful; she should be made to suffer. Signing the contract would solve this." Yue'er said indignantly in his mind.

"It’s not that easy. I suspect there might be some trickery involved," Lin Xuan mused.

"Tricks, impossible! A master-servant blood pact is irreversible once signed. Her fate will be in your hands; how could she possibly play tricks?" Yue'er retorted.

"It's hard to say." Lin Xuan’s expression was serious: "Yue'er, if I were in her position and caught but didn’t dare kill, would I easily submit?"

"Of course not," the little girl replied without hesitation. But then said, "You must be thinking of this now. She clearly has leverage over me yet submits so readily, even signing such an unequal master-servant blood pact. If there’s no trickery here, who would believe it!"

"This... " Yue'er fell silent; indeed, the matter was too suspicious.

"But ancient texts say that a master-servant blood pact is unbreakable."

"I know this, but books can be wrong. The most powerful beings in our world are at most at the Separation Stage, far inferior to those above us. What’s so strange about some errors?"

"Master, your meaning is that even if we sign a master-servant blood pact, she might still have some secret technique to break it?"

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded.

"But what if she’s just bluffing?"

"It's impossible, but I don’t want to take the risk. Besides, I can tell whether her words are true or false. If she tries to deceive me, she’ll be back in cultivation for centuries."

"What should we do then?"

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered. New Moon Princess’s voice sweetly echoed in his ears: "Why, you’re willing to serve me as your master but now change your mind?"

Lin Xuan was at a loss; this woman's status was too high, and she truly seemed constrained by it. He couldn’t kill her, nor could he continue holding her captive indefinitely. Now that even the contract wouldn't bind her, how should he proceed?

Suddenly, an idea flashed through his mind. Lin Xuan’s expression turned hesitant but soon became firm.

In times of urgency, a great leader doesn’t worry about small details. For someone like him seeking to cultivate, some things couldn’t be bound by mundane conventions.

Besides, she forced this upon me; I can't think of any better solution. With a wave of his sleeve, a crystal box flew out. The lid opened, revealing a pink pill the size of a dragon eye—Affection Pill! Lin Xuan had obtained it from the Black Tiger Demon King.

With just a drop of blood to confirm ownership and given to an opposite sex, the other would fall in love with him unconditionally. He knew its effects well; he once used it on Primordial Essence Ancestor.

The Black Fox Demon Queen originally coveted the beauty of the Peacock Fairy, but Lin Xuan ruined her plans. The Affection Pill ended up in his hands.

Originally, Lin Xuan had never intended to use it, but now, with no other options, he had no choice.

"Master, do you really want... " Yue'er gasped, her face showing a mix of emotions.

"I don’t want to, but I can't think of any other solution."

Lin Xuan scratched his head. This New Moon Princess was of exalted status and not the kind to be easily swayed by good deeds. He had saved her life, yet she wanted to turn on him and even offend her further. Killing her wasn’t an option; releasing her would only make her more hostile.

Desperate, Lin Xuan had no choice but to use the Affection Pill.

Still, he was uneasy. Even a master-servant blood pact hadn't worked on her, so it was uncertain whether the Affection Pill would succeed.

He decided to give it a try; better to risk it than be stuck with no solution.

Seeing Lin Xuan take out a pill, New Moon Fairy was taken aback and then wore a sneer. She wasn’t worried because she had special cultivation methods that made her immune to most poisons. The other party couldn't make her submit by poisoning her; he would be wasting his time.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious as he closed his eyes, recalling the method of making the pill recognize him. He then opened his mouth and spat out a green light, which gently circled to cut a small wound on his finger. The blood fell into the pill.

"What is he doing?" New Moon Fairy showed surprise; though she knew many powerful techniques, she had never delved into alchemy, as her status allowed her easy access to rare medicines.

Lin Xuan’s hands moved rapidly with hand seals, muttering incantations under his breath. More blood turned into talismans and entered the pill.

"Quickly!"

With a finger pointing, the pill emitted a red light but quickly returned to normal. Surprisingly, despite absorbing so much blood, its color remained unchanged, still pink.

The pill slowly fell into Lin Xuan’s palm.

Lin Xuan smiled as he turned toward New Moon Fairy.
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"What do you intend to do?"

New Moon Fairy, despite her pride, was not completely unintelligent. At this moment, she felt a faint sense of unease.

"There's nothing. I merely changed my mind; just now, it was only a jest. Your status is beyond compare, and I dare not make a master-servant blood pact with you," Lin Xuan said calmly as he slowly spoke.

"Then... are you going to release me?" New Moon Fairy raised her eyebrows, probing.

"Yes, once you take this pill, I will immediately lift the restrictions on your body."

"Really?"

"Hmm. As you yourself said, your father is a great figure in the Spirit Realm; if I were to kill you, it would be disastrous for me. Besides, we have no grudge against each other. All I seek is self-preservation..."

"Very well, I will take this medicine."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, New Moon Fairy's voice reached his ears. This left him in shock; all the prepared words he had were now useless. This woman was truly bold and daring, not even asking about the effects of the pill.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and a patch of light flew out from his sleeve, holding the dragon-eye-sized spirit pill before New Moon Fairy.

A hint of hesitation flashed in the girl's eyes but quickly cleared as her cultivation technique was extremely profound. How could a mere human world pill affect her? She swallowed it whole.

"How about now, friend, should you release my restrictions..."

Before she finished speaking, a painful expression suddenly appeared on New Moon Fairy's face. Her features twisted, and she tightly furrowed her brows. If not for the Binding Spirit Rope binding her in place, she might have rolled around on the ground.

"Master, what is wrong with her?" Mo'er's curious voice entered Lin Xuan's ears.

"I don't know."

Lin Xuan shook his head. The Harmonizing Pill was passed down from the ancient era of the Moon Clan; only its effects were described in the Jade Cylinder Scroll. As for the process, only heaven knew.

Lin Xuan frowned and took a step back. At this moment, it wasn't appropriate to do anything; he lacked emotional intelligence when dealing with such matters. Moreover, the current scene was unusual.

Mo'er's heart was even more troubled, harboring resentment. She would not come up with any ideas at all.

The scene became very peculiar as Lin Xuan hesitated and took a few steps forward but didn't know how to speak. His emotional intelligence was slightly lacking when dealing with women.

"Senior, I am sorry," said a soft voice in his ear.

"Senior, I am sorry?" Lin Xuan froze, his expression turning strange.

Erm... even if New Moon Fairy falls for me, she can't call me senior; after all, an Incubus-stage cultivator is a formidable old monster in the human world. But to her, he was insignificant.

Was it...

"Senior, I truly offended you just now."

Sure enough, it was Xiaohou Lan. Her tone carried a hint of sorrow, but Lin Xuan didn't notice at first; he was still stunned.

How could this happen?

But unexpectedly, this was the result!

It seemed that the Harmonizing Pill hadn't worked as intended. New Moon Fairy had not shown any signs of affection for him, but another soul within her had awakened and taken control of her body.

"How is New Moon Fairy now?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, asking with concern.

She wasn't just idle; she was worried that the woman who had been so fierce towards him might suddenly awaken.

"Senior, are you referring to the other me?"

"The other me?"

"Yes. Just now, New Moon mentioned to Senior that we are one and the same, even though there are two souls. Essentially, I am also New Moon Fairy, just her gentle side," Xiaohou Lan explained.

"But I don't understand..." Lin Xuan scratched his head. This was different from the second soul technique in the human world; both Incubus-stage and Embryo-stage souls had a primary and secondary relationship. If the main Incubus (without a soul) could control the other, but if the main Incubus' soul suffered significant damage or coincidentally gained great power, it might reverse and cause severe backlash.

But why did the upper realm technique allow both souls to partially interact?

Lin Xuan was puzzled as Xiaohou Lan explained: "Actually, I am not entirely sure. Although my body is now controlled by **, I also obtained some memories from New Moon, but they are incomplete. I know that the two souls are indeed one. Essentially, I am also New Moon Fairy, just her gentle side. The fierce me who was just being mean to Senior... is also New Moon Fairy, just more indulgent..."

Xiaohou Lan's explanation was unclear, but Lin Xuan, despite his low emotional intelligence, understood the situation.

As they say, there is always a dark side to every light; darkness and light are essentially one.

Similarly, humans have multiple personalities. Sometimes they are brave, sometimes timid. A virtuous wife might not be perfect; she too has her darker sides. Similarly, a woman who is spoiled might also show gentleness at times.

Humans are inherently contradictory beings, even Spirit Realm cultivators cannot escape this.

Xiaohou Lan and New Moon Fairy were the same person, representing different aspects of her personality.

On the surface, it seemed extreme, but it was actually related to her two distinct life experiences.

In the Spirit Realm, New Moon Fairy's father was a great figure. As his only daughter, she received countless favors from birth; people fawned over her at every turn. She could almost have everything she wanted. Her path to cultivation was smooth, and rare pills and treasures were easily obtained with just a word.

Although she did go out for trials, there was no danger; bodyguards always followed her in secret. Moreover, most high-ranking figures from other clans knew of her background, so they would not offend her even if they didn't like her.

Growing up under such conditions, it was understandable that she became arrogant and self-centered. Otherwise, it would be strange.

Xiaohou Lan, although reincarnated as New Moon Fairy, had secretly come to the human world without her father's knowledge. Although this girl's cultivation was impressive, her soul body struggled against the power of another realm. After being born again, she needed rest and recuperation, so she used secret techniques to split into a second soul.

This was Xiaohou Lan!

Essentially, she was New Moon Fairy, but her growth experience was much harder. Her mother had passed away early, and her father was only an Incubus-stage cultivator with no clan or sect. For the past dozen years, they lived alone in the mountains.

As the saying goes, poverty breeds virtue; without the glory of the Spirit Realm, this New Moon Fairy grew up like a simple girl from a poor family, gentle and kind, even slightly timid. She was pitifully lovable.

The two souls were one person, but due to their different growth environments, they had vastly different personalities.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead; he finally understood the whole situation.

Since Xiaohou Lan was before him, there was no danger for him. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a patch of green light flew out, the silver chain detaching from the girl's body. It then transformed into threads, reformed into a ball, and disappeared into his storage bag.

Of course, this wasn't over. Lin Xuan used hand gestures to cast several spells, lifting all restrictions on her body. Several large-sized talismans flew out, transforming back into golden talismans that soon burned away in the air.

Lin Xuan sighed, showing a look of pity. The soul pacifying talismans were hard-won and obtained by chance; acquiring them again would be difficult.

"Thank you, senior!"

Xiaohou Lan stretched her slightly numb limbs and bowed sincerely.

"You needn't be so formal," Lin Xuan smiled wryly.

"Now that you are also an Incubus-stage cultivator, your cultivation will surely surpass mine when we return to the Spirit Realm. I cannot accept this title," he said.
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"Alright..."

"Friend, there's no need to be polite. You've already said that you're the New Moon Fairy. If I must address you as a junior, then so be it."

Lin Xuan chuckled and said, "Big Brother Lin..."

Lady Xiaohou Lan hesitated for a moment, her face turning slightly red. She finally nodded in agreement but was still unsure about how to address him.

"If you don't mind, call me Big Brother," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Big... Big Brother."

Lady Xiaohou Lan seemed quite pleased and shyly bowed before Lin Xuan.

"Good sister."

Lin Xuan helped her up and smiled. "I have few friends, so it's good to gain another like you as my younger sister."

He then looked somewhat awkward. "Technically speaking, as the big brother, I should give a gift upon meeting, but my wealth is far from yours. So, let me just make an exception here."

"Big... Big Brother, there's no need for such formalities. It's wonderful to meet you," Lady Xiaohou Lan said, her head lowered with a hint of shyness.

Lin Xuan, who was not very emotionally intelligent, couldn't see the subtle difference in her demeanor.

The Harmonizing Elixir had some effect on Lady Xiaohou Lan, allowing her temporary control over her body and also making this spirit soul more inclined towards him. The New Moon Fairy's cultivation method was special; it made her immune to most poisons from the mortal world. However, while not a poison, the Harmonizing Elixir still had an impact, though not enough for Lady Xiaohou Lan to fall in love with Lin Xuan. At least she now had some positive feelings towards him.

Otherwise, if Lady Xiaohou Lan were just as gentle and kind-hearted as she seemed, it would be impossible for her to call Lin Xuan "Big Brother" so affectionately after being a princess from a noble family, not a poor cultivator in the mortal world.

However, at this moment, she was still thinking about other things. The effect of the Harmonizing Elixir was limited to just one spirit soul; the other New Moon Princess hated Lin Xuan with every fiber of her being and wished to tear him apart. So, while both were princesses, their attitudes towards him were vastly different. Whether it would be good or bad luck for Lin Xuan remained uncertain.

Lin Xuan didn't know about this yet. For now, the immediate threat was over. He waved his sleeves, and a light aura shot out to reveal a clean stone platform. He sat down on the ground, followed by Lady Xiaohou Lan who hesitated slightly before sitting beside him.

"Now, let's have a proper conversation," Lin Xuan said.

"Of course, Big Brother. You can ask me anything," Lady Xiaohou Lan replied, smoothing her hair.

"That's... that's strange," she added, looking somewhat puzzled.

"You're not sure if there are any secrets you shouldn't reveal?" Lin Xuan understood and gently suggested, but he also intended to use this as a way to probe further.

"No, Big Brother. I didn't mean to keep anything from you. It's just... I'm not entirely certain," Lady Xiaohou Lan shook her head with a smile.

"How can that be? You said the two souls are one entity and have merged. How could you not know why you came here?" Lin Xuan looked doubtful.

"It is true, Big Sister. Although we share memories from our time in the Spirit Realm, my soul has been separate for too short a period to fully recall everything. My mind only has a vague notion of something called 'Devil's Gate.'"

"Devil's Gate? I'm confused," Lin Xuan said, nodding.

"It doesn't matter; we can find out more later."

Seeing that Lin Xuan was lost in thought, Lady Xiaohou Lan patiently waited by his side. After some time, he finally spoke again.

"By the way, Little Sister, there's something I need to ask you," Lin Xuan said, scratching his head.

"What is it, Big Brother?"

"In the Upper Realm, what exactly is your status? Who is your uncle?" Lin Xuan asked genuinely curious.

When facing the New Moon Fairy earlier, she had been so arrogant that he wondered who her father could be.

"This... this..."

Lady Xiaohou Lan blushed and blamed herself for being too overconfident.

"Is it something you can't remember?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"Not exactly. I was just too proud under my father's protection," Lady Xiaohou Lan said, feeling a bit embarrassed.

"Don't worry about it; that wasn't your fault."

"Thank you, Big Brother for understanding, but... I mean, the two of us are one soul now, so there is no difference between us." Lady Xiaohou Lan blushed and fidgeted.

Lin Xuan was speechless. He knew this already, but seeing her standing there, graceful and charming, it was hard to imagine her as someone arrogant and unreasonable like the New Moon Fairy.

"Ahem," Lin Xuan cleared his throat, feeling a bit awkward. Lady Xiaohou Lan played with her clothes, looking like a demure maiden.

"Alright, Little Sister, I know you're one person." Lin Xuan scratched his head. "But tell me, who is your uncle?"

"This... this..."

Lady Xiaohou Lan hesitated again.

Lin Xuan was starting to get frustrated. "Little Sister, don't be shy. If you think I'll laugh at you, it's not like we're strangers."

"Big Brother," Lady Xiaohou Lan blushed. "Please don't say that. Just tell me what you know."

"Alright, I'm all ears."

"My father has a unique status in the Spirit Realm. Big Brother, let me ask you first. What is your ultimate goal after so many hardships and entering the path of immortality?" Lady Xiaohou Lan began.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, his expression turning strange. She had asked about her father's identity, but now she wanted to know his goals?
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Nature itself seeks immortality," Lin Xuan said, despite his doubts.

"Big Brother Shao knows how to achieve eternal life?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as he wore a serious expression. "Brother, I heard that the path of immortals is difficult and divided into eight stages: Flexible Spirit, Foundation Establishment, Core Condensation, Essence Body, Separation, Profound Void, and Transcendence. After reaching the pinnacle of the last stage, one must endure nine tribulations. If they can survive them, they will ascend to the realm of true immortals. Sister, could it be that the rumors are incorrect? Is it not possible to achieve eternal life this way?"

"Actually, the rumors aren't wrong. It's just that becoming an immortal is much more difficult than imagined. Even without considering the Nine Tribulations, their power is so formidable that they can destroy heaven and earth. Even if one survives them, there's no guarantee of ascending to the realm of true immortals," Xiaohou Lan sighed, speaking with a voice full of awe.

"Surviving the tribulation still doesn't lead to becoming an immortal?" Lin Xuan was dumbfounded, his expression turning extremely alarmed. This differed from what he had read in ancient texts, but after experiencing numerous changes, Lin Xuan knew that mortal realm cultivators often lacked understanding due to their lower realms. Even if they got things wrong, it wasn't unusual.

He remained silent and continued listening as Xiaohou Lan spoke further.

"My father is a prime example. Ten thousand years ago, he reached the late stage of tribulation, then faced the Nine Tribulations. Although it was terrifying, he managed to survive them. However, my father did not ascend to the realm of true immortals," she said, her voice tinged with sadness as if mourning for her father.

"Why is that?" Lin Xuan spoke urgently, such secrets were not usually shared casually.

"I don't know; Father never told me. Perhaps it's because I am too low in rank and couldn't understand even if he did."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded, a smile playing on his lips. "So Uncle is actually a late-stage tribulation survivor. No wonder Princess New Moon is so arrogant. With her status, she would likely be untouchable even in the Spirit Realm."

"You are wrong again," Xiaohou Lan smiled.

"I'm wrong…" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Yes, Father did not ascend to the realm of immortals but managed to survive the Nine Tribulations. Through the Essence Cleansing Method, his power fundamentally changed from spirit energy to immortal essence."

"Immortal essence… So Uncle…"

"Correct. Strictly speaking, my father is no longer considered a cultivator. For beings like him, there's a new term in the Spirit Realm: Immortal Wandering Soul."

"Of course, such existences are rare in the Spirit Realm, but not just Father. They are like mortal realm Separation Stage cultivators, transcending worldly affairs and striving to ascend to the realm of immortals. Generally, they do not interfere with mundane disputes. However, due to Uncle's status, even other races respect me greatly, allowing me to maintain my arrogant personality. Big Brother, I apologize," Xiaohou Lan said as she stood up and bowed to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan did not reach out to help her; despite his composure, he was momentarily stunned. Princess New Moon turned out to be the daughter of an Immortal Wandering Soul, which was much more noble than he had imagined.

Fortunately, control over her body had returned to Xiaohou Lan, or…

Lin Xuan shuddered at the thought.

"Whim"

Suddenly, a sound entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned around and found Xiaohou Lan clutching her head with pain on her face.

"Sister, what's wrong?" Lin Xuan was alarmed. A bad feeling arose in his mind.

Fortunately, after only half a cup of tea had passed, the pain on her face disappeared, but she looked extremely serious: "Big Brother, I'm afraid I can't stay with you for now."

"Why? Could it be…"

"Yes, as you guessed, the other soul is much stronger. It was temporarily suppressed by your medicinal pill's power and fell into a coma. But she has awakened. Although the effects of the medicine are still strong, I can no longer hold her back for long. I fear that if she regains control of my body, it could be harmful to you. Therefore, I must leave quickly. Big Brother, we will meet again."

Xiaohou Lan finished speaking in a hurry and did not linger. Her body was enveloped in red light as she flew away.

Lin Xuan's expression turned dark as he watched her figure disappear.

After some hesitation, he did not immediately leave the place. Run? Sister didn't say for how long she could suppress the other soul. If it were to regain control soon and he hadn't left the area where she could sense him, that would be counterproductive…

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped on a storage bag, causing a jade cylinder to fly out. It ignited without wind and turned into a yellow light that entered Lin Xuan's body.

Earth遁符! Lin Xuan sank underground into the earth. He descended several miles before practicing敛气术.

Although this wasn't guaranteed to be completely safe, it was much better than fleeing blindly. As the saying goes, "Warfare is not without deceit; the most dangerous places can also be the safest." Even if Princess New Moon regained control of her body, she would never guess that he dared to stay in place.

At a distance of over a million miles away,

The sky was somewhat dim as one looked out at the endless, undulating mountains. Cloud Province was a sacred land for cultivators, its area equivalent to several dozen You Provinces combined. Besides human cultivators, the妖族 were also very prosperous.

This Black Canyon Ridge was where a certain妖族 gathered. There were countless low-rank妖s, and many at the Transformed Stage as well. Normally, few mortal realm cultivators dared to come here, but on this peak of an abandoned mountain, stood a young man in fine robes, his appearance handsome and youthful, though he appeared no more than twenty years old. His cultivation had reached the early Essence Body stage.

Tian Xiaojian!

Everyone has their own fate. During his adventures in Cloud Ridge Mountain, Lin Xuan gained many benefits, but this Young Master of Liuyao Palace was extremely unlucky, not only failing to gain anything but losing several precious items.

However, when he left, he discovered the remains of an ancient cultivator and ventured into a transmission array. This time, heaven did not play tricks on him; Tian Xiaojian indeed found the cave of an ancient cultivator after much effort. He had gained quite a bit, but just as he was about to leave, he realized that he was in the territory of the妖族.

And it so happened that several Transformed Stage妖s were also searching for treasures and caught him off guard.
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Three demon races, all at the中期 Transformation Phase,

Their faces were filled with murderous intent! Tian Xiaojian's mouth quivered slightly; this time, things really didn't look good. Although he was confident that three mid-Transformation Period demon races wouldn't be able to defeat him, if they couldn't, he still had complete confidence in escaping. However, the location was deep within demon territory, and leaving Black Canyon Ridge wasn't an easy task.

The three ancient beasts indeed did not take Tian Xiaojian seriously; a mere初级元婴 cultivator could be easily killed. They would first devour him alive before extracting his soul to refine it. The taste of being without an infant must be quite delightful for a cultivator.

"Attack!"

A demon with leopard spots on its face, but a one-foot-long horn growing from its head, shouted loudly. A yellow light shot out from his mouth, and the other two demons also revealed their treasures.

As the combined attack seemed imminent, Tian Xiaojian sneered coldly as ghostly mists surged forth like ink. The impending battle suddenly took an unexpected turn...

Although it was evening, the sun had not yet set, but the sky suddenly turned dark. A faint light appeared a thousand feet away, initially only the size of a palm, but gradually growing clearer.

Two figures emerged from the space rift and the ancient array. At first, they were blurry, but as time passed, their outlines became more distinct: one man and one woman, both cultivators.

The man was around forty years old, dressed in Daoist robes, with an elegant appearance that suggested he was a transcendent being. The woman, on the other hand, appeared younger, perhaps twenty or so, her features neither beautiful nor ugly but rather average. She wore a green dress that emphasized her slender figure.

With the two cultivators appearing, the surrounding anomalies gradually subsided, and both the space rift and the ancient array vanished. The three demons cautiously flew over; their presence of power left them in awe. Indeed, they were higher realm cultivators from the Upper Realm.

"Salute your senior! It is a great fortune to meet a spirit realm cultivator. If you have any instructions for us, we will do our utmost and not disappoint," said the leopard-spotted demon with a sycophantic smile, his demeanor completely different from when he faced Tian Xiaojian earlier.

The female cultivator of the Separation Realm looked over the three demons: "It's quite fortunate that I met you three friends just as we arrived in the lower realm. We do have some matters to request your assistance with."

"Please speak," said the three demons, delighted by their newfound hope.

Although they were driven by greed, they still harbored some unease. Now it seemed their worries were unfounded.

"We are new here and don't know much about this place..."

"This is easy; tell us what you need to know, and we will speak without reservation," said the female cultivator. "If you do not mind, please accompany us to our abode for a chat."

The green-haired cultivator quickly agreed, thinking that he had an excellent opportunity to curry favor with a Separation Realm cultivator from the spirit realm.

Just as he was relishing his good fortune, the voice of the female cultivator rang out: "No need for such trouble. Just let us use your lives to search your minds, and it will be much simpler."

She raised her slender hand, and a fine purple light shot out, transforming into a pair of sharp bone claws that lunged at the three demons.

"Ah-!"

The three demons, who had been smiling just moments ago, were now in shock. They could not dodge in time; the Separation Realm cultivator's abilities far surpassed their own.

In the world of cultivation, each realm brought about significant power increases, making the difference between realms akin to that between heaven and earth.

Two of the demons fell under the control of the bone claws, but the leopard-spotted demon, due to his innate talents, reacted much faster. He used a strange evasive technique and retreated quickly.

"Run? Do you think you can escape?"

A sneer appeared on the woman's lips as she lightly flicked her finger, sending a thin purple light flying towards the leopard-spotted demon's chest.

The demon's flight slowed, eventually stopping completely, trapped in mid-air. His belly began to swell, not just his belly but also his head and limbs, growing larger like an overinflated balloon until it burst into bloody fragments.

Although Cloud Province was a holy land for cultivation, mid-Transformation demons were still considered local overlords. However, facing this spirit realm female cultivator from another realm, they seemed as helpless as infants, unable to do anything in return.

The woman then waved her hand, and the bone claws returned. She tossed one demon to her companion before both of them used soul-searching techniques. This was the simplest way to understand the world.

In just a short time, the two cultivators' hands glowed, and the remaining demons disintegrated into ash.

Half a tea cup had passed since they arrived in the human realm, but something strange happened: their spiritual energy rapidly weakened, causing them to drop from Separation Realm to late-stage Core Formation, mid-stage Core Formation, and finally early-stage Core Formation. They did not use any敛气 techniques, indicating that they were not hiding their strength.

"Looks like the rumors are true; since a hundred thousand years ago when the laws of heaven and earth changed, coming here always comes with great costs," said the elegantly dressed man.

"Hmph, what's the big deal? Our cultivation will drop temporarily but can be restored once we return to the spirit realm. And as long as we complete our tasks, the generous rewards will ensure our thousands of years of cultivation without worry," replied the woman dismissively.

"True enough, but in this human realm, we can only use Core Formation power. Even if I train, my strength would max out at late-stage Core Formation, which is a bit troublesome."

"I understand. Fortunately, other intruders from our realm will also face similar restraints, so there's no need to worry too much," said the woman, her brows furrowing and then relaxing.

"However, why did that thing appear in the human realm? Did we get the wrong information?"

"I don't know, but since my superior gave such instructions, and even ancient demons are involved, it must be true based on rumors," replied the woman after some thought.

"Hmm. But our primary task aside from seizing that thing is to find the princess as soon as possible. If anything happens to Princess Xin Yue, both of us will face eternal damnation."

At this point, fear appeared on the man's face.

The woman nodded in agreement, her expression turning serious.

"By the way, besides those three demons, another human cultivator seemed to have witnessed our arrival. Should we eliminate him as well?"

"It's better not to complicate things. You managed to easily defeat the three mid-Transformation demons because you were still using Separation Realm abilities when crossing realms. Now that we are Core Formation, although various secret techniques might be beyond this realm's cultivators, they're on the same level. Moreover, Black Canyon Ridge seems to have many late-stage Transformation demons, so making too much noise could attract their attention, and even us might face some trouble," said the man after considering.
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In the scene at Black Canyon Ridge, Lin Xuan was not clear. At this moment, he still obediently stayed deep underground.

Soon enough, a familiar aura was indeed sensed, extremely violent and rampant. Without saying, it naturally belonged to the newly moon fairy who had been driven half-crazy by him.

It seemed that the control over her body had returned to this woman's hands.

Lin Xuan held his breath and focused intently, fully exerting his敛气术 (Conceal Qi Technique).

However, whether he could deceive it was uncertain. The powers of spirit realm cultivators were too profound.

Fortunately, the new moon did not dream that Lin Xuan would dare to stay here; she did not thoroughly search nearby but instead extended her divine consciousness as far as possible, with no收获 (gains). She could only leave with a face full of indignation.

Lin Xuan secretly exhaled in relief but did not immediately leave. Instead, he waited for several more days until everything was safe before quietly emerging from the soil.

The sky was clear and blue; what a fine day it was. Lin Xuan sighed, his lips curling into a wry smile.

This experience had truly been extraordinary—gaining a little sister while making an enemy, and both turned out to be the same person. The unpredictability of this world was such that one could never tell whether it would bring fortune or misfortune. But Lin Xuan, not an ordinary cultivator, quickly put the matter aside and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying into the forest ahead.

This forest was lush and expansive, but there were no formidable monsters; most of the beasts were at the first level. Clear Source Forest!

Originally, it had been a place for low-level scattered cultivators to take risks, but now it was occupied by the Hidden Swan Sect. Lin Xuan learned this information from the market. At first, he felt somewhat puzzled.

Although the Hidden Swan Sect wasn't a major sect or family, it did have two婴期 (Yin Qi Stage) cultivators, and their strength could not be underestimated. It was inexplicable that they would suddenly go after a forest suitable for Flexible Spirit Period cultivators; there must be something fishy going on.

After all, this didn't make sense—there had to be some treasure emerging.

But at the time, Lin Xuan did not want to complicate matters further.

Now that he was here, of course, it made no sense to ignore and leave without a reason.

Lin Xuan concealed his aura and quietly flew deeper into the forest.

Along the way, there were many checkpoints. Hundreds of cultivators patrolled through the forest, and some禁制 (prohibitions) scattered around.

The precautions were stringent, but they were far from enough to stop Lin Xuan. His遁光 (disguised light) was faint and ethereal, like a ghostly presence weaving through the forest.

"Master, what do you think they are looking for?" Moon asked curiously.

"I don't know," Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Why not just capture one of them to perform soul searching?"

"I thought about it too. But now we've only encountered Foundation Establishment cultivators; their cultivation levels are low, and they can hardly reveal any secrets. Even if we were to search their souls, we'd need higher-level ones," Moon nodded in agreement. Master truly was a master, considering things more thoroughly than I could in the blink of an eye. A suitable target appeared before his eyes.

It was a young cultivator around thirty years old but with considerable strength, already at the middle stage of Core Formation. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he quietly approached. The other seemed to be patrolling and did not notice any immediate danger approaching.

As the two were only about ten feet apart, Lin Xuan saw that faint figure, his eyes widening in shock. But it was too late to hide. He extended his hand, lightly tapping, and a thread of green light shot out from his fingertips, entering this person's forehead. The person felt dizzy and fell to the ground with a thud.

Then, the air beside him shimmered as a plain-looking young man gradually appeared.

Lin Xuan looked at the unconscious cultivator, a hint of mockery playing on his lips. He swept his sleeve, lifting the body with a light of radiance. Lin Xuan placed his hand above the top of the head and began to perform soul searching...

It took nearly a cup of tea's time before Lin Xuan released his hand, firing several fireballs. A look of contemplation appeared on his face.

"How is it, Master? Do you know what happened?"

"I'm not sure. Although this cultivator has a relatively low position in the Hidden Swan Sect, this matter is very secretive. They were just following orders to search for an jade token. As for the use of that jade token, those two old ghosts didn't say anything," "Jade token? Could it be some ancient treasure left behind by ancient cultivators?"

"This is hard to determine..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish his sentence, he suddenly raised his head and narrowed his eyes, looking towards the distance.

About fifty miles to the left front appeared massive fluctuations in spiritual energy. One, two... three, as if several old monsters were fighting each other.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel elated—could that jade token have already surfaced? His body was enveloped in a bright green light, then the radiance dimmed, and he transformed into an inconspicuous streak of lightning, flying towards the location where spiritual energy was rampant.

With his current powers, covering tens of miles was no more than an instant. Only a vast clearing had been cut through the dense forest as three old monsters stood facing each other at a distance. All were at the early stage of Yin Qi, with one on the left side, about fifty years old, wearing a Daoist robe and having only one arm. A gourd was slung over his back.

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. It was well-known that cultivators' treasures could either be stored within their bodies or placed in storage bags. Few items couldn't change or shrink but were immensely powerful; they were said to be a very special type of ancient treasure, with lost methods of crafting long ago.

The other two old monsters had peculiar appearances—one bald and fat like a pig, the other an elderly woman with whitish hair and wrinkles as numerous as tree bark, looking as if she would collapse at any moment.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows but did not immediately reveal himself. Instead, he quietly hid behind some inconspicuous bushes.

"Hermit friend, regardless of anything else, you have some connection with us two. If you hand over the Deva Jade Token now, we will never trouble you. Otherwise, do you think you can escape from our Hidden Swan Sect's tight encirclement by yourself?" The elderly woman spoke slowly but clearly, though her tone was mild, the threat was evident.

"Handing over the jade token is as easy for you two to say. This Deva Jade Token has no owner; whoever finds it gets it. Why can't I search here in Clear Source Forest? The old man raised his eyebrows and spoke forcefully, "Fine, fine. Since you insist on going your own way, don't blame us for not considering the friendship between friends.

Before the bald old man could finish speaking, he transformed into a streak of lightning and rushed forward. Despite being fat like a pig, his movements were far more agile than those of his peers. A series of cracking sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears as his pupils constricted—the bald old man was actually an immortal cultivator.
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Cloudzhou was a holy land for cultivation. The prosperity of the cultivation world far exceeded that of other places in the human realm, and Lin Xuan had heard about it before. Apart from the orthodox, evil, scholar, and Buddhist sects, there were also cultivators who practiced with beasts here. He never expected it to be real.

The bald man's arm had become abnormally thick and large, with countless wriggling flesh tendrils on its surface. With a fierce punch, he struck at his opponent.

A blue light appeared, and the punch carried an aroma of sweetness.

Poisonous!

The Daoist’s expression changed abruptly, and the old woman on the other side also made her move.

She originally held a yellow wooden cane in her palm. She threw it into the air, and the cane emitted a dazzling light, transforming into a ghost face that gnashed its teeth, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Those red sand grains shimmered with spiritual energy, making them formidable. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; these sands were peculiar. The Nine Heaven Microstep could not be used within their midst. He raised his right hand and shot out dozens of green sword qi, slicing into the sand, but it was like a stone thrown into water...

Lin Xuan frowned. It seemed he had been too arrogant. Even an early-stage Immortal Core cultivator had come through blood and sweat. These old fellows couldn’t be underestimated; after all, they could condense their essence to form an Immortal Core, which meant they must have extraordinary abilities.

Lin Xuan slapped his head and spat out the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

On the other side, Daoist Heilian let out a sigh of relief as the red sand grains gathered into a ball about a dozen feet in diameter, enveloping the enemy.

This precious gourd was obtained from an ancient ruins site. Its power was immense; even if his opponent were an early-stage Immortal Core cultivator, once ensnared by this Blood Soul Divine Sand, half of their life would be gone, let alone escaping it.

A cruel look flashed in the Daoist's eyes as he rapidly cast several spells with both hands. The ball began to spin, emitting red light that glowed vividly like blood was about to spill out.

He then flipped his wrist and a crystal-clear flying knife appeared, which he flicked into the sandball.

Before he could revel in his success, a thunderous boom echoed in his ears.

The sandball trembled and shattered. A white hurricane emerged, pressing towards him.

Impossible! My Blood Soul Divine Sand...

The Daoist's face turned pale, but he reacted quickly as well. He slapped his waist, and an oval shield appeared.

He then punched his chest, spewing out a mouthful of blood. The shield absorbed the blood, emitting a fierce aura that made it grow larger and red. It protected him, and the Daoist’s expression relaxed slightly. He waved his sleeves, and two short spears flew out, transforming into two dozen-foot-long dragons.

"Trivial tricks!"

Lin Xuan ignored such attacks as the Nine Heaven Microstep had already broken through the gourd's power. Lin Xuan flashed again, appearing before Daoist Heilian.

This should be a magical weapon made from beast materials, but it couldn’t stop him.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and an image of a phoenix appeared behind him. It then vanished mysteriously, but his aura changed slightly.

He raised his right hand, forming a palm into a sword. A green flame appeared, enveloping his entire hand. Lin Xuan’s right hand fell fiercely.

It was as if he had used his bare hands to strike the turtle shield.

A tearing sound entered his ears as spiritual energy intersected. The turtle shield emitted a mournful cry and developed countless cracks before shattering into several pieces.

Impossible!

Daoist Heilian's eyes widened in shock. Wasn’t this cultivator an beast cultivator? Even if it were a mid-stage transformed beast, he couldn't destroy this Blood Turtle Shield with his bare hands.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t give him time to ponder. The Nine Heaven Microstep was cast again, and he appeared before Daoist Heilian.

There was no escape for the terrified Daoist.

"Friend, stop! I'll give you that jade pendant."

Too late.

Lin Xuan smirked. They had reached this point in their battle; unless he was feeling generous, he wouldn't spare his opponent.

While speaking, Lin Xuan’s hand didn’t stop as it cut towards the other's chest. The protective spiritual light of an Immortal Core cultivator was formidable, but before Lin Xuan, it was like paper. His right hand pierced through the left side of the other's chest, but no blood flowed out. A flash of Green Illusory Flame turned his body into ash, except for the Immortal Core that escaped in time.

It was a tiny figure about an inch tall, with features identical to Daoist Heilian’s, fear etched on its face. Without hesitation, it used instant teleportation, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him escape.

As they say, wild fires can be extinguished by spring breezes, and in the cultivation world, one either doesn't do something or does it thoroughly—rooting out the problem completely.

Lin Xuan was already familiar with dealing with Immortal Core instant teleportation. He grasped the snow fox king’s spear and swung it lightly, sending the other flying through midair.

His expression became even more terrified as a green hand appeared above his head, grabbing him.

Lin Xuan shook his right hand; the Green Illusory Flame vanished. He reached out and grabbed the opponent's storage bag with his palm.

The entire process seemed complex but took only a few breaths. The two old beasts from Hidden Crane Sect were entangled by the Green Fire Sword, leaving them heartbroken.

While treasures could be tempting, this mysterious cultivator was clearly beyond their abilities to contend with.

They decided it was unwise to stay and fled in different directions after exchanging glances.

Lin Xuan frowned. While he didn’t want to kill innocents indiscriminately, just a short while ago, he had offended the new moon princess from the Spirit Realm. If they told others about his whereabouts...

Fate is cruel.

Lin Xuan reached out and took two pouches, raising them above his head.

The mouths of the pouches opened, and the Corpse Demon and Pangolin emerged. Lin Xuan sent them telepathic commands.

The Pangolin, though unable to open its mind, was a late-stage transformed beast; killing an early-stage Immortal Core cultivator shouldn’t be difficult. As for the Corpse Demon, while its realm matched that of the enemy, with its magical arms assisting, victory seemed certain.

Lin Xuan wasn't worried about their escape and focused on the scene before him. He delved into his storage bag using his spiritual sense.

As an Immortal Core cultivator, he naturally had a good fortune, but Lin Xuan’s attention didn’t linger on the法宝and crystals; instead, he took out a jade pendant.

About the size of a palm, it was black and looked like jade, though Lin Xuan couldn't identify which type.

Clearly, this must be the Deva Jade Pendant. Its front side featured an extremely fierce ghost face, while two tiny ancient characters beside it read "Deva."

Its backside had many strange patterns, but the most prominent were numbers.

"Fifty."

Lin Xuan scratched his head; what did that mean?

It didn’t matter if he couldn't understand. He looked at the captured Immortal Core and smiled smugly.

PS: Sorry for the delay today due to family matters.
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Lin Xuan's smile was gentle, devoid of any malevolent aura. However, the元婴inside showed signs of terror and tried to cry out for help. Lin Xuan, naturally not a merciful person, ignored it and raised his right hand, pointing with one finger as he performed soul-searching techniques... The元婴immediately lost consciousness.

After nearly a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan sighed in relief before the元婴tumbled to the ground at his feet. "Young Master, how did it go? Do you know what this jade token is for?"

"Indeed, this is a token to enter the Netherworld Gate." "The Netherworld Gate?"

Few people knew exactly what lay inside. Some ancient texts hinted at its contents, but only heaven could determine if they were true or false.

It was said that anyone who entered and survived would gain great benefits. Several late-stage元婴 cultivators even advanced to the Separation Stage not long after. Others found elixirs that could extend their lifespan or powerful spells beyond imagination.

Such information was enough to drive a cultivator mad, but the dangers of the Netherworld Gate were equally daunting. Dozens of cultivators entered each time, yet only a few survived.

Most fell, including many late-stage元婴 cultivators.

Recalling what he had learned from soul-searching, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed tightly. It was said that there were two Netherworld Gates, not just for the mortal realm but also in the Underworld Realm. This meant that those entering included monsters and demons from the Underworld—ferocious and terrifying beings. No wonder the Netherworld Gate had become so perilous.

Lin Xuan toyed with the jade token in his hand, his expression still somewhat strange.

The Netherworld Gate opened every nine thousand years, and its contents were indeed tempting to mortal realm cultivators. But for celestial realm cultivators, it held little allure. New Moon's identity was significant; why had she come down here? And what about Zhen Wu...

Lin Xuan shook his head, still many questions swirling in his mind. However, he quickly dismissed them for now, leaving the matter to be addressed later. The pressing issue at hand was to leave this place and find a suitable location to cultivate. His journey through Cloud Ridge Mountain had yielded numerous benefits; he would digest those first.

Just as Lin Xuan was thinking this, the Corpse Demon and Pangolin returned to his side one in front of the other.

The two elders from Hidden Swan Sect were dead. Of course, Lin Xuan did not hesitate to pocket their storage bags. He then transformed into a streak of startling light and flew forward.

Clear Source Forest was indeed vast. It took another half day for Lin Xuan to finally leave it.

He continued his journey without stopping, still facing no further dangers. Even though New Moon hated him to the bone, her hatred meant nothing in Cloud Province's immense expanse; finding him would be as futile as a dreamer's wish.

After several days, Lin Xuan arrived at the depths of Longnan. Although it was only one prefecture, its area was roughly equivalent to Youzhou.

Due to the absence of major forces, numerous medium-sized sects and families were scattered here. With more power came greater complexity; bloodshed and violence were rampant, far exceeding other regions. Without a dominant great sect to suppress them, murder and looting were commonplace.

When he first left Clear Source Forest, things had been relatively peaceful. However, in the depths of Longnan, Lin Xuan was robbed seven or eight times in just a few days. Although those who dared to rob him met their end, Lin Xuan grew weary of it. Eventually, even Moonling found it tiresome and refrained from intervening.

Unable to bear it any longer, Lin Xuan slightly relaxed his aura, no longer disguising himself as a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator but instead controlling his realm at the Condensation Core Stage. This made him more noticeable, but he was less likely to be targeted by suspicious individuals while traveling in the wilderness.

Snowy Dusk Manor was located in the western part of Longnan. Besides the famous Snowy Dusk Mountain, there were several miles of spirit veins within a ten-thousand-li radius. It was also where most cultivators in Longnan resided.

This was Lin Xuan's destination; he planned to find a suitable spirit mountain here and cultivate properly.

However, it wasn't as simple as it sounded. Although the spirit veins here were numerous and well-distributed, even the better ones had been claimed by various sects and families. The slightly inferior ones fell into the hands of solitary cultivators.

Lin Xuan did not wish to forcefully seize them; that would attract too much attention.

After some hesitation, he decided to first visit nearby markets.

Apart from purchasing items, markets were also the most reliable sources for information.

Lin Xuan slowed his ethereal light and stopped. He then closed his eyes and released his extremely powerful divine consciousness.

A moment later, a smile appeared on his face. Although Lin Xuan's cultivation level was not mentioned, his divine sense was slightly better than that of late-stage元婴 cultivators. Within two hundred miles, he could pinpoint any living being's whereabouts. Beyond that, it depended on what he sensed; markets were bustling with many cultivators, making the area sensitive to spiritual fluctuations. Lin Xuan could detect them within a thousand li.

With the market's location confirmed, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of startling light and flew towards his left.

The market wasn't far away. After a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan arrived at it. It was quite large, with nine intersecting streets and hundreds of shops. Although Longnan was considered a remote region in Cloud Province, Snowy Dusk Manor had numerous cultivators gathered here, making the Condensation Core Stage less conspicuous.

Lin Xuan did not rush to inquire about spirit lands upon entering; instead, he moved between various shops, observing and buying items. Cultivation didn't require immediate attention.

In half a day, Lin Xuan shook his head without finding anything useful. However, there was no disappointment on his face as he gathered information from conversations with the shopkeepers.

Snowy Dusk Manor had over fifty sects and families, among which the largest was Snowy Dusk Sect, boasting four late-stage元婴 cultivators who controlled the best spirit veins of Snowy Dusk Mountain. They had been in existence for tens of thousands of years.

Apart from them, there were seven other sects with late-stage元婴 monsters, while the rest were negligible. Lin Xuan stored these intelligence reports in his mind before entering a nearby pharmacy.

In addition to common elixirs, various types of medicinal herbs were available inside. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's gaze fell on an unremarkable spirit herb.
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Show me that spirit herb. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with an unusual color, but his expression quickly returned to normal. "Eh... eleven one eleven is!!"

The shopkeeper was around forty years old and seemed somewhat surprised when he heard Lin Xuan’s instructions. However, as a condensation core cultivator, he naturally did not dare to be careless. He hurriedly took down the box from the third shelf of the counter and respectfully handed it over to Lin Xuan.

Inside, he had some doubts. Although this five-century-old ginseng was of good quality, its allure was still somewhat tempting for a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. But now that the other party had already reached the Golden Core realm, what use did they have for such low-grade spirit herbs?

Of course, these thoughts were just his inner monologue; he would never dare to voice them even if given the chance.

Lin Xuan took over the ginseng and a hint of unusual light flashed in his eyes. His luck was good; he had found the rare snow yuan参 at this small shop.

Moon's eyes widened as she recognized the herb from ancient texts.

Snow Yuan 参, the main ingredient for refining the "Nine Elemental Heart-Protecting Pill," was also extremely difficult to find despite its existence in the mortal realm. Although it still existed, its quantity was scarce.

The Nine Elemental Heart-Protecting Pill had a narrow range of application but was invaluable for late-stage元婴 cultivators because its sole function was to aid breakthroughs from middle-stage to late-stage 元婴. Lin Xuan had lingered at the middle stage for quite some time due to his unconventional path, which involved consuming the Corrupting Heart Demon Peach. This made his advancement simple but also brought hidden risks such as the inability of his魔婴 to advance.

With his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan did not show any unusual expression despite his joy. He weighed the spirit herb in his hand and asked, "How much?"

"Three hundred crystal stones," the shopkeeper said casually. Five-century-old ginseng was worth that amount. Lin Xuan nodded and took out three middle-grade crystal stones from his storage bag.

"Thank you, senior."

The shopkeeper was delighted while Lin Xuan remained expressionless as he placed the snow yuan参 in an ornate jade box and put it back into his storage bag. After leaving this place, he planned to affix some禁制符咒 to prevent any loss of medicinal potency.

Lin Xuan turned to leave but a slender figure caught his eye. His pupils constricted, his body stiffened as the元婴 in his core opened its eyes. However, the shopkeeper's scolding voice reached his ears: "What are you doing here? This is not a charity clinic."

Lin Xuan frowned but did not show any signs of surprise on his face as he sized up the woman before him.

She was an 18-year-old female cultivator with a slender and delicate figure. Her appearance, though not ugly, was rather plain, with dark skin and several sickly-looking features. She had only reached the middle stage of灵动.

The girl looked at Lin Xuan but quickly lowered her head, appearing pitiful: "Boss, please be kind. My poison wound is getting worse. Please give me a drop of Green Blood Pill!"

"There's no such thing; I run a pharmacy, not a charity clinic. A single Green Blood Pill costs twenty crystal stones. Open your mouth and ask for it if you want one." The shopkeeper’s tone was different from his previous flattery towards Lin Xuan as he faced this pitiful-looking woman.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he hesitated, finally speaking slowly: "Boss, what exactly is going on?"

"Senior, don't pay attention to this mysterious woman. She is a wandering cultivator with no real strength. She was foolish enough to hunt beasts and got poisoned without any crystal stones for treatment. Now she's coming here to beg for one," the shopkeeper said angrily.

Lin Xuan sighed: "Shopkeeper, that’s not right."

"Is it not?" The shopkeeper was taken aback but did not dare show any dissatisfaction towards Lin Xuan.

"I agree; in the ways of immortals, everyone can encounter danger. It's reasonable to help each other. I will cover those twenty crystal stones for this young lady and you can give her a Green Blood Pill."

"Of course, senior, you truly have the demeanor of an immortal," the shopkeeper praised him while inwardly disapproving his actions.

Lin Xuan took the Green Blood Pill and handed it to the girl. "What's your name?"

"Dream Ruyan." A good name for a foolish person.

The reaction between Lin Xuan and the shopkeeper towards this name was vastly different. Lin Xuan sighed, people who wanted to die were hard to stop; this guy was too reckless.

Lin Xuan left the store without showing any unusual expression, walking around leisurely before buying some items suitable for condensation core cultivators. He then left the market area.

His face suddenly lost its ease as he adopted a serious expression and looked around cautiously but did not release his divine sense freely. After confirming there were no suspicious signs, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in green light as he flew towards the distance.

However, his speed was still not very fast; it took him several hundred miles before he revealed his true strength and opened up full-speed flight, constantly changing directions until noon when he stopped at an unremarkable mountain peak.

Lin Xuan then released a powerful divine sense and expanded it to search thoroughly. After some time, he sighed in relief: "Thankfully, no one has followed."

"Master, what are you afraid of?" Moon was confused by Lin Xuan’s actions but had matured significantly compared to before, so she waited until now to speak.

"It must be Miss Ruyan," Lin Xuan said.

"What? Master, you can't be serious. That cultivator is only at the middle stage of灵动 and calls herself a fairy. How could she possibly follow us here?" "Moon, I don’t understand; that woman was not an ordinary middle-stage cultivator."

Lin Xuan sighed and explained: "I mean she concealed her true strength. Even if it’s a late-stage 元婴 cultivator, you shouldn’t be so alarmed. Could it be..."

"Indeed, I thought of this too. Although I’m just guessing, my sense is probably correct. When I first saw that woman, I felt a chill down my spine. Even though she was from the upper realm and only at the 元婴 stage now, she still couldn’t give me such pressure. The only one who could have given me this feeling would be someone from the Separation stage."

"Master, are you sure it’s not just an illusion?"

Moon had always trusted Lin Xuan but showed some doubt this time.

"Why? Think about it; although there are many powerful old monsters in Yunzhou, why would a cultivator of that level waste their time asking for low-grade medicinal pills when they should be focusing on passing the heavenly tribulation to ascend to the upper realm?"

Lin Xuan scratched his head, equally puzzled. Late-stage 元婴 cultivators could indeed act in the mortal realm but usually focused on ascending without involving themselves in worldly matters.

The scene Miss Ruyan had acted out was indeed unusual... Could he have been wrong?

Lin Xuan shook his head; he trusted his spirit sense and knew it wasn’t a mistake. But what did the other party’s true intentions entail? He couldn't figure it out.

A bitter smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he thought about Lounan, which shouldn't be the most backward place in Yunzhou, where even major powers didn't bother. How could he first encounter a wandering fairy and then a Separation stage cultivator? He just wanted to fight a solitary cultivator but found it so difficult.

Lin Xuan sighed but knew complaining was useless; he decided to meditate to recover his energy.
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Half an hour later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and regained a composed demeanor. Since he hadn't engaged in combat, the loss of cultivation essence was minimal, and soon he returned to his peak state.

Turning around, this place appeared to be quite remote, with few people venturing here within a hundred miles. Unfortunately, there wasn’t any spirit vein, but it would still make for an excellent choice if one wanted to cultivate here. Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before rising from the ground and flying towards a nearby small mountain.

"Master, do you plan on establishing a cave dwelling here?" Mo'er's delicate face showed surprise.

"Why not?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"You must think this through carefully; it’s an area where spirit energy is scarce," she replied.

"I understand. But what difference does that make? I didn’t say I would stay here for long. I just need to absorb the benefits from my travels in Cloud Ridge Mountain."

After experiencing numerous changes, Lin Xuan ultimately abandoned his initial quest for a territory. After all, cultivating one's strength wasn't something that could be achieved overnight. His recent journey through Cloud Ridge Mountain had yielded many benefits, and he was particularly satisfied with the broken sword he obtained; it was an artifact of supreme power if he could control it well enough to face Princess Crescent Moon again.

Hearing this, Mo'er nodded and didn’t say anything more. Lin Xuan then stretched out his hand and flicked his fingers several times, causing a few streaks of green light to appear. The lights rapidly grew in size and fiercely sliced forward. Establishing a cave dwelling was something Lin Xuan had done many times before; it took only half a cup of tea for him to complete the task.

Although the cave was somewhat simple, it was spacious enough. Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he tapped his storage pouch, taking out an array of flags.

After setting up these flags and commanding the Corpse Demon and the Armored Pangolin to guard them, Lin Xuan began to perform a soul probing technique...

A cup of tea later, Lin Xuan retracted his hand with a slight frown. "What’s wrong, Master? Didn’t you find any method for the Magic Embryo to advance?"

"Yes... but..." Lin Xuan hesitated.

"Really? Then why are you so worried?" Mo'er asked, her face showing concern.

Lin Xuan sighed softly; she didn't understand the complexity of the Magic Embryo Technique. The original creator was a genius, but his spirit root wasn’t particularly good. Since there was no hope for condensing an actual embryo, he had devised this substitute technique. A Magic Embryo existed between a true embryo and a physical one, so advancing it? Forget about it.

Initially, the Magic Embryo Technique had been passed down through many high-ranking cultivators before its flaws became apparent—no advancement possible. Clever individuals attempted to refine the techniques, hoping that the Magic Embryos could become similar to actual second embryos.

The process was fraught with difficulties, but after countless predecessors’ explorations, there were some tangible results. However, it wasn’t easy; the transformation required a complex process involving medicinal stones and a special array. First, he had to take a Transcendence Pill, then set up an array to re-cultivate the Magic Embryo over eighty-one days.

Although this seemed short, it was incredibly arduous. Every moment felt like walking on a hot blade or being plunged into boiling oil. Even veteran spirit cultivators found it difficult to endure; one needed extraordinary willpower.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed briefly but quickly returned to normal. After all these years of cultivation, he had endured enough hardships. Drawing out the soul and refining it was nothing compared to what he had already gone through. "Heaven wants to give a great responsibility to someone, so it must first test their resolve," he said.

Next came the formula for the Transcendence Pill. The ingredients were rare but not impossible to find; with some time, he could definitely obtain them.

Many ancient cultivators managed these two steps. After all, reaching the spirit embryo stage required a strong mind and body. Compared to the benefits this technique would bring, enduring some hardship was nothing.

However, only three individuals in history had successfully transformed their Magic Embryos due to the need for setting up an array during the refinement process.

The array wasn’t complicated, but its activation conditions were extremely stringent; it required two top-grade crystal stones.

Top-grade crystal stones were rare even in the spirit realm. Cultivation resources on Earth were insufficient, and even veteran spirit cultivators might not have them, let alone two. This was a tall order.

However, fate seemed to favor Lin Xuan; he had obtained five such stones from an ancient cultivator’s cave dwelling in Cloud Ridge Mountain. For him, this difficulty could be easily bypassed.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped his storage pouch, taking out an empty jade scroll. He recorded the information gleaned during the soul probing on it. Although cultivators had excellent memories, he still wrote down everything for added security.

If nothing went wrong, the隐患 of not being able to upgrade the Magic Embryo could be resolved. According to the ancient cultivators, although refining a Magic Embryo was arduous, its benefits were significant. The refined Magic Embryo Technique’s power did not fall short of that of a second spirit embryo and might even surpass it.

"Mo'er," Lin Xuan called out.

"Mmm?" A bright light appeared, revealing a charming young woman.

"Master, what do you need?"

"You don’t have to say anything; we already know. Extract the essence of the Blood Demon and seal it in the Beast Soul Flag. As for this spirit embryo, it’s beneficial for the Corpse Demon. Let it eat it," Lin Xuan instructed.

"Yes," Mo'er nodded and used a green light to encase the Blood Demon's spirit embryo. She then walked out of the training room.

Lin Xuan looked at her retreating figure with a hint of pity in his eyes: "Mo'er… Master, do you have any other instructions?"

The young woman stopped walking and smiled sweetly. "Silly girl, stop forcing a smile; I know your mood hasn’t been good since failing to condense the embryo. Don’t worry; once this matter is resolved, even if it means going to heaven or hell, I will find a way to help you condense an embryo."
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Moon's delicate form trembled slightly, but she didn't speak. She and Lin Xuan were名义ly master and servant, yet they relied on each other deeply. What the young master had done for her, little Moon remembered every detail and felt grateful; calling it out would be awkward.

Something must have crossed her mind, as Moon's pretty face turned a bit red before she quickened her pace and left the training room. "Did I say something wrong?"

Lin Xuan was thoroughly confused by Moon's actions. While he was clever in battle, dealing with matters of the heart made him seem like an awkward duck.

Yet, that last blush on Moon's face lingered in Lin Xuan's mind, echoing endlessly and leaving a lasting impression.

It took Lin Xuan nearly a cup of tea to calm his agitated thoughts. He then retrieved an jade box from his storage bag. This box was much larger than the one he had used for storing the Blood Demon Core, with several talismans affixed to it. Looking at this item, Lin Xuan's face showed seriousness.

He lowered his head and thought for a moment before suddenly shaking his sleeve, causing a precious object to fly out. It was a square-shaped artifact—the Five Dragon Seal ancient treasure.

Lin Xuan still wasn't sure what exactly this artifact was, but its partial abilities were already proving invaluable. He suspected it might be an All-Powerful Treasure, though the Separation and Union Sage had clearly stated that such treasures required corresponding techniques to activate. The Five Dragon Seal didn't match this criterion, so Lin Xuan dismissed the idea.

Sighing, he decided to put this aside for now and focus on the jade box in front of him.

It contained heavenly tribulation flames, which Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be careless about. He carefully removed the restrictions, revealing a round ball about a foot in diameter. The five-colored mist was still swirling, as it had been expelled by the Five Dragon Seal. Even with his composure, Lin Xuan felt a bit nervous.

The next step was to refine this fire and merge it with the Azure Illusion Profound Flame. If successful, the combined power of these flames would be incredible.

During their last joint battle, Tian Xiaojian had seemed to use Longevity Fire techniques, and the three-colored玄冰火left a deep impression on Lin Xuan. Since he had first formed the Azure Illusion Profound Flame in his condensation core stage, no one had ever posed a challenge until now. The tribulation flames managed to outshine his demonic fire.

Indeed, one mustn’t underestimate heroes from all over the world. This was a significant shock for Lin Xuan, but as long as he successfully fused with the heavenly tribulation flames, he would surely overpower his opponent.

Lin Xuan silently pondered this, his expression growing more serious. After a moment, he pointed his right hand forward.

A flame darted out from his fingertip, like an electric arc, wrapping around it and shooting towards the mist ball. The ball flickered as the five-colored clouds slowly dissipated.

A thunderous sound echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as he felt the restrictions loosen. The heavenly tribulation flames struggled desperately.

Having been trapped for so long without losing its spirit awareness, Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly regained his composure. While this made it harder to subdue, a successful fusion would yield greater power.

As the five-colored mist ball began to crack, Lin Xuan used another spell from the Five Dragon Seal, causing more clouds to pour out and surround the struggling flames.

The tribulation fire roared in anger, transforming into a thumb-thick centipede. Its head remained human-like, making it extremely eerie. "No use struggling; you're trapped here," Lin Xuan said with a smile at the corner of his mouth.

Despite this, the tribulation fire refused to surrender, though smaller than before, its temper was still fierce. It spat out a bright flame column despite its size.

Though thin, the power was undeniable. But facing the five-colored clouds, it seemed to meet its match, as if swallowed by a stone, making no waves at all.

Lin Xuan raised his left hand and fired another spell, more clouds pouring from the Five Dragon Seal to surround the tribulation fire once again.

The centipede roared in anger and charged forward but was bounced back. It didn’t give up, continuing its frenzied assault...

"Looks like my guess was right; this tribulation fire’s spirit awareness hasn't been completely extinguished, but it's down to a level of a first or second-grade beast. Otherwise, it wouldn't have fallen for such a trap," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Over the next few days, he continued to use the Five Dragon Seal to release clouds and repeatedly agitate the tribulation fire. Time passed without him noticing; three days had gone by when he looked at the tribulation fire's centipede form in the training room. It appeared much weaker than before.

Lin Xuan fired another spell, causing the five-colored clouds to part like a path for the centipede. If it had human-like intelligence, it would have recognized this as a trap, but it didn’t hesitate and darted out.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan silently cast a spell, summoning a fist-sized flame that appeared before him. The azure light flashed as the fire exploded on his chest, sending a bird about a foot long soaring towards the centipede.

The tribulation fire was surprised but found its retreat path blocked by the five-colored clouds. The bird opened its mouth and swallowed the tribulation fire without hesitation.

Refining flames with flames; before this, Lin Xuan had used the Five Dragon Seal to drain most of the tribulation fire's energy, making the process slightly easier. Otherwise, he wasn’t sure if he could succeed just using Azure Illusion Profound Flame.

With a loud sound, the bird reformed into a fist-sized flame ball with a dragon eye-sized white core flickering inside. Lin Xuan closed his eyes; the true refining process had only just begun.

Above him, a baby about an inch in size floated out, extending its small, delicate hands and casting spells. A series of five-colored spells were directed at the flames.

Despite this, the center’s white flame continued to agitate. The infant's face darkened as it spat out a greenish light—its life essence. This caused the infant’s complexion to pale, but the Azure Illusion Profound Flame surged.

With one growing and the other diminishing, the tribulation fire finally calmed down.
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### 第二章 碧幻幽火

月儿再次溜进了密室。尽管不能与少爷说话，但她还是满足地看着少爷在旁边忙碌。她蜷缩在角落里，像一只慵懒的小猫，睡得很香。

突然，少女睫毛动了一下，仿佛感觉到什么，缓缓从地上爬起。林轩正盘膝而坐，碧幻幽火依旧悬浮在他头顶的上空。与两年前不同的是，此火焰的颜色已深邃到了极处，看上去就像绿色的宝石一般。尽管只有鸡蛋大小，却散发出一股令人畏惧的力量。

月儿的娇躯竟有些不自觉地发抖，她能感觉到这种力量如同后期大修士的灵压一样强大。然而，魔火不该有灵压。林轩也不清楚这是什么，但他知道，融合了天劫之火后，碧幻幽火非常强大，甚至比自己原先预想的还要强大得多。

元婴再次在头顶浮现而出，张开小嘴，冲那碧绿色的火焰喷出一道青蒙蒙的光柱。碧幻幽火飞速旋转起来，竟形成了一拳头大小的火焰漩涡。随后，其中心最后一缕炙白色的火焰一闪，终于消匿不见。至此，天劫之火已被完全融合，与林轩的魔炎合为一体。

“疾！”

林轩冲那火焰漩涡一点指，碧光中，魔炎一阵扭曲，伴随着清亮的鸣叫声，一尺许长的鸟儿冲天而起，出现在了视线里。月儿好奇的声音传入耳朵：“少爷，这就是新的碧幻幽火。”

“嗯。”林轩点了点头，脸上毫不掩饰地露出了欣喜之色。

“不知道威力如何？”

“试试不就了解了。”

林轩微笑着说，随后袖袍一拂，一面黄橙橙的盾牌飞掠而出。此盾他也不知道是从哪个倒霉修士的储物袋中所得，但防御力还是蛮可以的。林轩一道法诀打出，此盾灵光一闪，不仅自己变大，还放出一道黄蒙蒙的云霞，如此一来，防御力自然提升了不少。

“去！”

受林轩神念驱使，小鸟翅膀一扇，毫不迟疑地撞入了那黄色的云霞里面。有如纸糊，接着那盾牌竟然开始融化了。“这……”月儿瞠目结舌，连林轩这魔炎的主人都不由露出了骇然之色。

这是不是也太夸张了？须知此盾自己虽然看不上，但平心而言，也是一不错的防御类法宝。注意，是防御类，也就是说，还是很耐打的，可连它都撑不上一个回合，如果遇见的是刀剑类的进攻法宝结果就可想而知了。毕竟论坚硬程度，进攻法宝是远远比不上盾牌的。

融合天劫之火后的威力，比自己想象的还要大得多。

林轩脸上满是喜色，他相信有了此火，不要尸魔与穿山甲相助，对上元婴后期的大修仙者，单打独斗，自己未必就没有取胜的希望了。田小剑的三色玄冰火虽威力无穷，但碰上这脱胎换骨后的碧幻幽火……哼哼，林轩嘴角边流露出一丝高深莫测的笑容。

盾牌化为了凡铁，那黄色的云霞也被扫荡一空，小鸟翅膀一扇，重新回到了林轩的身前。月儿看得满是羡慕，小丫头也想修炼自己的魔炎，可惜炼碧幻幽火必须配合服食绝毒丹，而自己连身体也没有，怎么能够吃东西呢？

“唉！”月儿叹了口气，不过小脸上很快又流露出几分好奇：“少爷，我觉得碧幻幽火除了威力暴增以外，似乎还有一些不同。”

“嗯，你也发现了。”林轩点点头，脸上流露出几分赞许。与以前相比，月儿聪明了许多，不再是那胸大无脑的小家伙。“确实，与天劫之火完美融合后，碧幻幽火已繁衍出一点灵智。”

“少爷是说，此火像那化形期妖族，已将灵智开启？”月儿满脸惊异。

“废话，当然不是。化形期妖族的聪明程度足以与人类相比，而此火虽然有了一点灵识，但也就与一阶的妖兽差不多。”林轩没好气地说。

“哦。”月儿点了点头，不好意思地吐吐舌头：“不过……”

“又怎么了？”

“少爷，我是说如果，如果此火一直进化下去，有没有可能凝聚化形，最后灵智甚至可以与人类相比？”月儿提出了一个很有意义的问题。

“这……”林轩挠了挠头，他还真没有想过。理论上是可能的，万物皆可修仙。所谓的万物生灵，不仅仅是指鸟兽虫鱼、花草树木，火焰石头甚至是流水泥土都在此列。只不过从古至今，还真没听说过火焰进化出人类智慧来的。

不过这个问题，林轩也没有多想下去，毕竟对于自己没有太多实际的意义。虽然两年来朝夕相处，但却不能说话，于是主仆二人很是亲热地聊起了一些别的事情。

### 第三章 修仙者的恐惧

外面的幻阵运转如故，从外表上看，依旧是一座不起眼的荒山。一切都很祥和，已经很久没有人到附近来过了。突然，远处天边出现了几个光点，隐隐有不弱的灵气波动。又过片刻，那些光点渐渐清晰起来，有如风驰电掣，向着这边飞掠而来。

四男一女，竟然全都是凝丹期。在这陇南之地，平心来说，也算神通不弱。但每一人的脸上，全都露出恐惧以极的神色。五人所穿服饰相同，看起来应该是同一门派的修仙者。而在他们后面，约二十余里之处，有一朵云彩正不紧不慢地跟着。五人快，他也快；五人慢，他速度稍减，看上去就仿佛猫戏老鼠一般。

“几位师兄，这次的大祸是我一个人闯下来的，就让我一个人面对好了，你们快逃吧，回到宗门以后，让爹娘替我报仇。”说话的，是唯一的一名女修。此女仿佛刚刚凝丹未久，但看上去却年轻以极，只有十七八岁年纪，而且长得娇小玲珑，虽非绝色美女，但不知为何，却很能引起男人的征服欲。

“朱师妹，你胡说八道什么？我们一起出来自然也要一起回去。身为同门岂能丢下你？何况你身后的那个老家伙最是贪淫好色，落在他的手里，你知道会是什么下场么？”五人中为首的是一矮胖老者，满脸厉色地开口了。

“可……”

“快走！那老怪物身上有伤未必就能追上我们。何况我们五名凝丹修士聚在一起，好歹也有一拼之力。若是分开走只会被他各个击破，一个也别想活。”老者的表情狰狞到了极处。那少女不敢再多说，五人咬咬牙，所化的惊虹顿时又快了一分。

其他几名男修没有开口，但表情都有些郁闷。从内心来说，修仙者大多是自私的家伙。那少女自己闯的祸，自己承担，他们求之不得，可表面上却不敢这么说。因为这位朱倩如，朱师妹的父亲不仅是元婴修士还是本派宗主，平时最疼爱的就是这个女儿了。如果她出了什么事，自己几人的下场可想而知，逐出师门都是轻的，弄不好还会被抽魂炼魄。

但想想背后那追来的老怪物，几人的表情还是有些怨毒。“都是善良惹的祸！”众所周知，修仙界弱肉强食，到处都是腥风血雨。人一旦踏上仙途，谁不是在互相算计？至少林轩就是这么走过来的。可凡事总有例外，比如这位名叫朱倩如的少女就很善良、很纯真……
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The Infant Soul's face showed a satisfied expression as it returned to Lin Xuan’s dantian. Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes, and his fingers moved like playing a piano, forming one after another hand seals in the air. The technique was extremely profound, exuding an aura of magical power. The practice room was unusually quiet, with only the swirling green flames visible. Time passed quickly; it seemed as if years had flown by. It was said that cultivation did not have time, but the secret chamber’s door remained closed for two years.

During this period, there were indeed cultivators passing nearby, but Lin Xuan's set of illusions made it difficult for those below the Infant Soul stage to detect anything. Thus, they did not come to disturb him. Little Moon had visited a few times, but she was very considerate and always entered quietly.

On this day, Little Moon sneaked in again. Although she could not speak with her master, watching him was enough of a satisfaction for her. Being by her master’s side made her feel safe and happy. She curled up like a cat in the corner of the secret chamber, sleeping lazily. Suddenly, her eyelashes twitched as if sensing something, and she slowly got up from the ground.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, with the green flames still hovering above his head. However, unlike two years ago, this flame had become incredibly deep, resembling a green gemstone.

Though only the size of an egg, it emitted a powerful aura that made Little Moon’s body tremble involuntarily. It was like facing the spiritual pressure of a late-stage cultivator.

Clearly, the flames should not have any spiritual pressure. What exactly was this? Lin Xuan did not know for sure, but he understood that fusing with heavenly tribulation fire had greatly enhanced the green flames. In fact, it seemed even more powerful than he had anticipated.

The Infant Soul stage returned to its original form as the green flames swirled around it. Little Moon gaped in amazement, and even Lin Xuan, the master of these flames, showed a look of shock. Was this too exaggerated?

Although this shield was not up to his standards, he had to admit that it was still quite effective for defense. After all, its defensive capabilities were significantly improved with the yellow cloud-like aura.

"Go!"

Driven by Lin Xuan’s mental command, the bird flapped its wings and crashed into the yellow cloud. It seemed as if made of paper, and the shield began to melt.

This... Little Moon was speechless, even Lin Xuan, the master of these flames, showed a look of shock.

Was this too exaggerated? Although he did not like this shield much, it was still quite effective for defense. However, with just one strike, it could barely withstand an attack; imagine what would happen if they encountered sword or spear attacks.

The power after fusing with heavenly tribulation fire far exceeded his expectations. Lin Xuan’s face showed a smile of satisfaction. He believed that even without the aid of Corpse Spirit and Pangolin, he might have a chance against late-stage Infant Soul cultivators in a one-on-one fight.

Field Sword Xiaojian's tricolor ice flames were powerful, but they could not match these transformed green flames... Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a sly smile.

The shield turned into ordinary iron, and the yellow cloud-like aura was swept away. The bird flew back to Lin Xuan’s side.

Little Moon looked envious. She wanted to cultivate her own flames, but she could only take in the Absorbing Poison Pill to refine these green flames; how could she eat without a body? "Sigh!" Little Moon sighed, then quickly showed interest: "Master, I feel that the green flames have not just increased in power; there seems to be something different."

"Hmm, I noticed too," Lin Xuan nodded with approval. Compared to before, Little Moon had become much smarter and was no longer that brainless girl: "Indeed, after fusing perfectly with heavenly tribulation fire, the green flames have developed some intelligence."

"Master means that this flame is like a transformed beast, has it?" Little Moon’s face showed surprise.

Of course not. The intelligence of transformed beasts could match humans; while this flame had some spiritual awareness, it was only on par with first-stage monsters," Lin Xuan said impatiently.

"Oh." Little Moon nodded and sheepishly stuck out her tongue: "But..."

"What is it?"

"Master, I mean if this flame continues to evolve, will it be possible for it to form a shape? And could its intelligence eventually match that of humans?" Little Moon asked an interesting question.

This... Lin Xuan scratched his head; he hadn’t thought about it before. In theory, anything could become immortal.

The term "living beings" wasn't limited to birds, beasts, insects, fish, plants, or even flames and stones; even flowing mud and soil were included.

However, no one had ever heard of a flame evolving into human intelligence throughout history. Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on it too much since it held little practical significance for him. Although they had been together for two years, they couldn’t speak to each other, so the master and servant chatted about other things comfortably.

Outside, the illusions continued as usual; from the outside, it looked like an unremarkable mountain. Everything was peaceful, with no one coming around for a long time.

Suddenly, several light points appeared on the horizon, emitting faint spiritual energy fluctuations. After some time, these light points became clearer and rushed towards them at high speed. There were four men and one woman, all in the Condensation Core stage.

In Longnan region, they could be considered quite powerful, but their faces showed extreme fear. They wore similar attire, suggesting that they belonged to the same sect.

Behind them, about twenty miles away, a cloud was following at a steady pace. The five of them moved faster, and so did the cloud; it slowed down when they slowed down, making them look like cats playing with mice.

"Senior brothers, this disaster is my own doing, let me face it alone. You should escape quickly and seek revenge from our sect after returning home." The speaker was the only female cultivator among them.

She seemed to have just condensed her core, but she looked incredibly young—only about fifteen years old—and petite. Though not a beauty, something about her stirred men’s desire for conquest.

"Junior Sister Zhu, you are talking nonsense. We came out together, so we must return together. As fellow sect members, how can we abandon each other? Besides, the old pervert behind us is greedy and lustful; if he gets his hands on me, do you know what will happen?"

The leader was a short, fat elderly man with an angry expression.

"But..."

"Quickly leave! That old monster has injuries and may not be able to catch up. With five of us in the Condensation Core stage together, we can at least put up some resistance; if we split up, he will break each one of us individually, none of you will survive."

The elderly man’s expression was extremely fierce. The girl did not dare say more and the five of them bit their teeth, making the light even faster.

The other male cultivators remained silent but looked somewhat depressed. Most cultivators were selfish; they would be overjoyed if this girl faced the consequences alone. However, on the surface, they could not say so.

Because Zhu Qianru’s father was an Infant Soul stage cultivator and the sect’s current patriarch, he doted on her. If anything happened to her, their fate would be unimaginable—expulsion from the sect at best, soul extraction at worst.

Thinking of that pursuing old monster, their expressions showed resentment. It was all because of kindness!

It was well-known in the cultivation world that survival of the fittest prevailed; everywhere was filled with bloodshed and strife. The Longnan region was even more intense.

Once a person embarked on the path to immortality, everyone was calculating for themselves. At least Lin Xuan had done so. However, there were always exceptions—like this girl named Zhu Qianru, who was kind and innocent. Such a personality might be suitable in the secular world, where she could grow up to be an excellent wife and mother.

However, in the cultivation world, such a character would not survive.

Fortunately for Zhu Qianru, her parents were both Infant Soul stage cultivators, with her father being a mid-stage practitioner and the current patriarch of Snowy Dawn Sect.

In Yunzhou, Snowy Dawn Sect might not be considered a major sect, but it was still a considerable force within ten thousand miles.

With her parents doting on her, Zhu Qianru had never known hardship or heard of bloodshed since childhood. Her nature was good; she did not develop an arrogant personality but remained kind and innocent.

In the sect, this was advantageous as no one would dare to harm the patriarch’s darling. However, in the cultivation world, where things were harsh, it became a curse for her gentle and pure character.
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Her parents were overjoyed. This time, they specially allowed her to accompany several senior brothers on a mission with the intention of letting their daughter gain some experience. Although they doted on her, they also understood that without refinement, jade could not become a fine object.

Of course, the task was not dangerous, and four Core Formation Stage disciples were sent along for added security. However, things still went awry during the journey.

The reason? Zhu Qianru had caused quite a commotion by inadvertently walking into a hidden valley. Out of curiosity, she ventured deeper into it on her own initiative.

As a result, she encountered an activation mechanism.

Could there be fellow cultivators here?

Although this was Zhu Qianru's first time leaving Snow Concealment Mountain, she knew the rules of the cultivation world and realized that rashly entering could lead to complications. Thus, she prepared to leave when suddenly, a faint moan reached her ears.

Curiosity got the better of her as she hesitated for a moment before heading towards the source of the sound.

What she found was a handsome scholar, approximately thirty years old, lying on the ground in obvious pain, with black qi emanating from his brows.

"Fire entering the spirit!" Zhu Qianru, who was at the Core Formation Stage, immediately recognized that this person had suffered from improper cultivation methods leading to true essence reversal.

Although he hadn't perished, his condition was critical. A typical cultivator would have seen it as a gift and taken advantage of the situation, but Zhu Qianru did not. This kind-hearted young woman, who had always been protected by her parents since childhood and had never experienced the harshness of the world, did not take this opportunity to kill or steal.

Instead, she took out a pill from her pocket. Since it was unknown what level of cultivator he was, but given that her mother's Heart Refinement Pill could regulate qi and calm breathing, it might be useful for true essence reversal.

After feeding him the pill, Zhu Qianru silently left.

Thinking the matter was settled, she did not expect to suddenly be pursued by this scholar several hours later. His cultivation level was astonishing, having nearly died from true essence reversal but now standing at the One Core Formation Stage—a formidable old monster.

Zhu Qianru was both surprised and delighted, feeling that good people indeed had good rewards.

However, this kind-hearted cultivator seemed to be overjoyed too soon. Upon seeing his face, the Senior Brother almost fell off his flying cloud platform in shock.

The Flower-Plucking Evil Demon!

From his nickname alone, one could tell how he behaved. He enjoyed taking advantage of female cultivators and was notorious for turning them into cauldrons for his pleasure, often even targeting beautiful mortal women. Since his debut, he had harmed hundreds of female cultivators.

Moreover, the old demon was not only lustful but also cruel and vicious, always seeking revenge on those who wronged him.

According to legend, when young, he was an orphan with no one to rely on, becoming a beggar out of necessity. Once, while fighting for food against wild dogs, he was severely injured. He would have died had it not been for a cultivator passing by and saving his life with a pill. Recognizing the boy's potential, this cultivator took him in and imparted all his knowledge.

Most people would be grateful to their mentors, but this man plotted to steal his master’s treasures, even poisoning the tea of those who had helped him. At that time, he was at the early Core Formation Stage while his teacher was a late-stage Core Formation. The gap between them was significant, but the poison was powerful enough to kill the unfortunate cultivator.

Despite being despised by others, this man’s cultivation talent was undeniable. After centuries of hard work, he successfully formed a core and began doing even more evil deeds. He turned beautiful female cultivators into cauldrons, offending many major sects and being ambushed by several peers.

The Flower-Plucking Evil Demon managed to escape with his life but had to be more cautious afterward. However, as the saying goes, a dog can't change its nature, and he continued doing evil deeds secretly.

This time, the old demon wanted to break through the One Core Formation Stage due to insufficient power and some urgency, leading to true essence reversal and fire entering the spirit. His condition was dire, but Zhu Qianru's well-intentioned actions inadvertently saved him.

The man, a prime example of an evil person, did not show gratitude. Instead, he coveted his benefactor’s beauty and wanted to kidnap Zhu Qianru for his own use.

Although still recovering from the true essence reversal, his powers were not fully restored. However, even in this state, several Core Formation cultivators could not withstand him. They had no choice but to flee, but as time passed, their distance from the old demon grew smaller.

The round-faced elder's face was a deep shade of green. He was the only one among the five at the late-stage Core Formation Stage. If anything happened to his junior sister…

He did not dare to think about it further.

But how could they possibly defeat the Flower-Plucking Evil Demon with their current abilities?

After a moment, the round-faced elder gritted his teeth and made up his mind.

"Senior brothers, junior sister, we won't run anymore."

"What? Not running? Are you suggesting that we stay here to die?" The red-clothed cultivator spoke first.

"Hmph. Running is just asking for death. Junior sister mentioned that the old monster nearly died from true essence reversal. Haven’t you noticed how his aura has been strengthening over time? Now, with his strength not fully recovered, we might still have a chance to fight back. If we keep running…"

Before the round-faced elder could finish, the other cultivators present understood his meaning.

"Senior Brother, what do you suggest we do?" The red-clothed cultivator raised an eyebrow and asked.

"Running is just leading to death. Let’s take a risk instead. There's a desolate mountain ahead with steep terrain. We can use our advantage in location to fight the old monster together. With five of us, we might have a chance." The round-faced elder licked his lips as he said this, his face darkening.

"But he is at the One Core Formation Stage…"

"So what? Do you have any better ideas?"

"Alright, let’s follow Senior Brother's advice. Whether we live or die, it will be decided here," another cultivator with a thick brow and large eyes agreed, gritting his teeth.
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The others had no objections and immediately vanished in a flash of light, landing on the left side of the barren mountain.

Five people did not stand in a row but instead arranged themselves according to the Five Elements and Eight Trigrams. Clearly, they had rehearsed how to work together against an enemy during their time at the sect.

However, none of them showed any signs of relief; after all, what was facing them were Core Formation stage cultivators—renowned for their notorious cruelty.

The old man leading them could not say with certainty whether he and his companions would survive. He said, “Don’t be afraid. The old monster has just gone out of control and hasn’t fully recovered yet. If we work together, as long as we are careful enough, there’s still a chance to win.”

Just after a moment passed, a cloud about an acre in size appeared before their eyes.

It kept surging, with the sound of thunder faintly audible, creating quite a shockwave. The five people's faces grew paler, especially Zhu Qianru, whose body even trembled slightly—whether out of fear or nervousness was hard to tell.

"Don't be afraid. The old monster is just starting to recover and hasn’t fully regained his strength yet. With the five of us working together, as long as we are careful enough, there’s still a chance to win," said the plump man with a faint smile on his lips.

The voice from the cloud was not unpleasant but carried an air of ferocity and ruthlessness: "I love nothing more than repaying kindness with cruelty. Don’t you know that if it weren't for this girl, I would have already gone out of control? So, she will be mycauldron tripod furnace, just as she saved me, a great sinner. Hahaha..."

The triumphant laughter from the cloud made several Snowy Mist Sect cultivators exchange glances. While it wasn’t uncommon in the cultivation world to repay kindness with cruelty, such behavior was still considered shameful and was usually kept hidden.

Zhu Qianru felt particularly regretful, blaming herself for her naivety that had led to this disaster. Could she survive together with her fellow disciples?

"Senior, I know your power is profound, but you should have noticed that we are all—"

"Hmph! What does it matter? The Snowy Mist Sect isn’t weak; however, as a lone wolf, do you think you can threaten me?" the voice from the cloud grew colder and seemed to be filled with rage. "You’re just a bunch of brats who don’t know when to back down."

"Senior, we have no intention of being disrespectful. We merely want to remind you that Zhu Qianru is the beloved daughter of Sect Master Senior. If you take her away, it will be an irreconcilable conflict between our sects. Even as a Core Formation cultivator, I hope you’ll think twice," said the plump man, trying both hard and soft tactics.

"What? This girl is Zhu Old Monster’s daughter?" the voice from the cloud paused for a moment before continuing.

"Indeed." The plump man's heart leaped with hope. Perhaps he could use his sister-in-law's identity to escape this crisis. Although the old monster was evil, he wasn’t stupid; involving their sect in such a conflict would be foolish.

Before he could breathe a sigh of relief, laughter rang out: "Haha! I’ve really hit the jackpot. Her father is an Intermediate Core Formation cultivator. If she were on Snowy Mist Mountain, I wouldn’t dare touch her. But it’s her bad luck to be Zhu Old Monster’s daughter; using her as mycauldron tripod furnace will bring me great satisfaction."

"Are you afraid of becoming our mortal enemy?" the old man's face turned pale.

"What are you afraid of? Originally, I planned to let you off if you cooperated, but now—"

"?"

"Of course, I’ll destroy all of you and take this girl away. There will be no witnesses," said the voice from the cloud arrogantly.

The cloud surged, and a young man in his teens appeared. He had an attractive face, but there was a sinister aura around him.

It was Flower Withering Old Monster.

"Attack!"

This old monster turned out to be even more vicious than legends suggested. At this point, begging for mercy was useless; they could only fight back.

The plump man shouted and raised his hands, pointing his index finger and thumb forward with the hoe-shaped weapon glowing in golden light. The other cultivators did not hesitate either, and a dazzling display of magical lights surrounded Flower Withering Old Monster.

"You’re just a fly trying to stop a cart!"

Flower Withering Old Monster showed no fear on his face. He didn't even take out any more weapons; instead, he stretched both hands outward in a grand gesture, pushing forward slowly.

Boom! A black flame appeared and transformed into several monstrous beasts that fought against the cultivators' magical weapons without hesitation.

The old monster stood with folded arms, looking proud, but his eyes kept glancing at Zhu Qianru’s beautiful figure.

"Girlie, I advise you to surrender. You can suffer less if you do. As for the rest of you, if you cooperate, quickly end your lives; otherwise, once captured by me, expect severe torture," Flower Withering Old Monster's arrogant voice echoed in their ears.

The Snowy Mist Sect cultivators were both shocked and angry as they unleashed all their abilities. However, the gap between Core Formation and Condensation Core stages was too great to bridge easily. Only a few like Immortal King of Toxicity or Lin Xuan himself could dare face an old monster at that stage.

"Master, why don’t you help? Otherwise, let this servant deal with that old guy."

Moon's voice came through, filled with righteous indignation. Although there weren't many good people in the cultivation world, such a clearly evil character was rare indeed.

"Don’t worry; we’ll see what happens," said Lin Xuan, hiding behind a large stone nearby. His concealment techniques were so advanced that even two Condensation Core cultivators and Flower Withering Old Monster himself failed to detect any abnormalities.

There is always someone stronger! After some time of fighting, the old monster grew impatient. Despite his casual tone, he was secretly worried about Zhu Qianru’s identity. Her mother-in-law was a Core Formation stage cultivator, with her sect as a powerful backer—far from what he himself could claim to be.

If this news leaked out…

Although they were in a remote area, it wasn’t impossible that someone would pass by. He decided to act quickly before things got worse. With a mouthful of yellow light, he released a knife-shaped magical weapon about a foot long with a faint glow on its surface.

"Ha! Since you’ve been unlucky enough to fall into my hands and want more suffering, I’ll make your wish come true."

The sight alarmed the five people, especially the plump man. They had thought that their combined strength might give them a chance, but they were now realizing just how formidable Core Formation cultivators could be.

Before he could think further, Flower Withering Old Monster released his magical weapon. With a snap, it cut through the hoe-shaped weapon in half.

The destruction of his life’s treasure sent the plump man into shock; his face turned ashen, and blood spewed out.

Flower Withering Old Monster then waved his hand, emitting black-red demonic energy, and another Condensation Core cultivator was hit, coughing up blood.

The remaining two were terrified. They quickly retracted their weapons and began fighting defensively, no longer daring to attack.

"Sorry, senior brothers, it’s all my fault."

Zhu Qianru's face showed a trace of sadness as she pulled out a small dagger from her sleeve. She tightly grasped it and slashed across her white neck without hesitation.

Rather than falling into the hands of this monster, becoming hiscauldron tripod furnace, leading to a life worse than death, she preferred to end her own life. Unfortunately, her parents were unaware of everything that had happened here, leaving no one to seek revenge for her.

"Junior sister, don’t!" the plump man was shocked, but it was too late. Flower Withering Old Monster's lips curled into a sneer: "Want to die? There’s no such luck. Once in my hands, whether you live or die is up to me."
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The words had barely fallen from his lips when Master Zhi pointed out, and Zhu Qianru's movements suddenly froze. The spell of suppression cast by Jian You subtly immobilized her, leaving her unable to move a single finger.

"Haha, little beauty, how could I bear to kill you? Such heavenly fragrance and national color, wouldn't that be a waste of such treasures? You'll still obediently serve as my cauldron."

Master Zhi's smug laughter echoed in Zhu Qianru's ears. She felt a chill run from the top of her head down to her feet, tears welling up in her eyes, wishing for death but unable to move even one finger.

The short and plump elder was both shocked and angry. How could he bear to watch his junior sister humiliated? But their strength gap was too great; not only couldn't he save her, but he himself was struggling to survive.

A sinister glint flashed in the eyes of Flower Withering Demon. He had no intention of lingering here any longer. Just as he was about to deal a decisive blow and eliminate the four people, a cold laugh entered his ears.

The voice wasn’t loud, yet Master Zhi's expression froze. Impossible. There were other cultivators nearby; how could they have deceived his spiritual sense? Could it be—

He turned sharply around.

His gaze swept across the area, no longer showing any trace of smugness but instead an intense seriousness: "Who are you, daring to play tricks in front of this old man?"

"Your cultivation is so weak that you can't even penetrate my hiding place. How dare you talk big here?" Lin Xuan sighed and slowly stepped out from behind the large rock.

"Advanced Core Formation!"

Flower Withering Demon's expression was ugly as he sensed the spiritual energy emanating from Lin Xuan. But this guy, although greedy and lustful, was also a ruthless one. He didn't retreat but instead showed an unpleasant look: "Friend, you're lurking on the side, what are your intentions? Are you trying to meddle in my affairs?"

"Me lurking on the side?" Lin Xuan laughed dryly. "You’re calling me a thief for catching a thief. You disturbed this old man's seclusion and now blame it on me, the master. What logic is that?"

"What, these are your disciples' abode?"

Hearing what Lin Xuan said, the expression of Flower Withering Demon turned to surprise and shock. The area was spiritually thin; even an Advanced Core Formation cultivator wouldn't find it worthwhile. But he quickly changed his mind and didn’t expose Lin Xuan's "lie." Instead, he smiled: "That makes sense. I must have been too hasty. Allow me to apologize and take these little fellows away."

Theseveral Snow Mirage Sect cultivators who had initially rejoiced at Lin Xuan’s appearance now looked pale as paper. After all, they were strangers to this mysterious youth; how could he possibly risk a fight with his peers for their sake?

Better to stay out of it and mind one's own business. Even if one saw injustice, did one expect cultivators to be narrow-minded?

Eternal life was the ultimate goal; no one would venture into danger without reason. Engaging in combat with peers was undoubtedly a risky affair.

Flower Withering Demon sneered as he turned his head. He dared not dally any longer, about to unleash his wrath when Lin Xuan's lazy voice echoed: "Hold on, when did I say you were allowed to harm them here?"

This statement caused the Condensation Core cultivators to exchange glances, their faces filled with shock and joy. Flower Withering Demon’s heart sank as he slowly turned around: "What are your intentions, friend?"

"What intentions? Can't you understand? I've decided to protect these little fellows?" Lin Xuan raised his chin and said coldly.

"Are you familiar with them?"

"Huh, of course not."

"Then they're friends from Snow Mirage Sect?"

"I don’t need to guess. What Snow Mirage Sect? This old man has never heard of it and doesn't care about it."

"Why are you opposing me then?" Flower Withering Demon’s lips curled into a strange smile: "Did you also fall for that Zhu girl?"

Lin Xuan was momentarily speechless, unable to respond. This old demon really thought everyone was as lustful as him.

Before Lin Xuan could retort, a charming young lady appeared in mid-air. This was truly heavenly beauty; although Zhu Qianru was beautiful, she couldn’t compare to Yue'er’s grace and charm.

But the little girl's actions now were anything but demure. She raised her delicate hand and pointed at Flower Withering Demon: "You old pervert, a man who repays kindness with malice, how can you think ill of our master? Our master is a good person; he wouldn’t bully men or women. He’s just meddling because he doesn't like you. Soon, I'll extract your soul and make you understand the price for being evil."

Lin Xuan was speechless. Having spent nearly two hundred years with Yue'er, she had always been charming and gentle. He never imagined she would be so violent.

In truth, it wasn’t surprising.

Firstly, what Flower Withering Demon did was outrageous even in the cultivation world; he deserved to be struck by lightning.

Secondly, this old demon brought up a sensitive topic, saying that their master had taken an interest in Zhu. Although Lin Xuan knew it was nonsense, Yue'er’s heart still harbored some resentment.

Hmph. I’m prettier than you.

The master isn’t like that.

Without waiting for Lin Xuan to speak, the little girl stepped forward and berated Flower Withering Demon harshly.

Looking at Yue'er's stunning beauty, the old demon’s eyes were filled with admiration before a hint of pity showed. He was just a wraith after all.

He took a deep breath, forcing his gaze away from Yue'er’s charming face to focus on their opponent: "Do you really want to provoke me?"

"Can’t you guess? Do you think I’m here for fun, joking around with you?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and sneered.

"Fine. Since you have a friend's backing, I'll give you the courtesy of letting them go."

Flower Withering Demon’s expression changed rapidly but soon said something that surprised everyone: he wasn’t foolish; his opponent was an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, and even the wraith girl had late-stage Condensation Core cultivation. With Snow Mirage Sect's people involved, a fight would be hopeless for him, possibly ending in a severe defeat.

Actually, Flower Withering Demon overestimated himself somewhat, not knowing Lin Xuan’s true strength.

He couldn’t gain what he wanted but lost something valuable. Although he didn't say it aloud, his heart was filled with resentment as he transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the sky.

Sizzle…

A piercing sound entered their ears as a green sword energy slashed at him.

Flower Withering Demon roared in anger, raising his hand to send out a shield that blocked the sword energy. He stared at Lin Xuan and said with deliberate words: "What are your intentions? I’ve already given you enough face; why do you still want to provoke me?"
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"Can't pass?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a cold glint. "In the cultivation world, it's eat or be eaten. In my eyes, Fellow Daoist is just meat on a chopping block. Whether you live or die, do you still think you have any say in the matter?"

This arrogance made Old Demon Flower's teeth clatter loudly from anger. However, this old monster was also cunning and did not immediately react. Instead, he scrutinized Lin Xuan with wary eyes.

"I have no grudge against you; could it be that Fellow Daoist really wants to take up their cause? My cultivation is slightly inferior to yours, but if pushed to the brink, I can still match you in mutual destruction."

Old Demon Flower gritted his teeth as he spoke. His words were both soft and hard. However, Lin Xuan was no ordinary mid-stage cultivator; a hint of amusement appeared on his lips. "Oh? Then Fellow Daoist, allow me to ask you a question."

"What?"

"Do you have spiritual talismans passed down from the Upper Realm that can instantly boost your cultivation to late-stage Immortal Core?"

"No."

Old Demon Flower was taken aback by this sudden and confusing statement. "Hmph, I suppose so. Since that is the case, Fellow Daoist can rest assured in death. Rest easy; I will extract your soul and refine it, ensuring you have no chance of reincarnation." Lin Xuan twitched his whiskers, a cold smile playing on his lips.

This matter could not be settled easily.

Old Demon Flower's face was clouded with gloom as he reached back to his head and summoned the strange pair of scissors again.

Facing this mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator, he did not dare to be overly complacent. He crossed his hands and muttered incantations before flicking his fingers, sending a blood-red mist shooting out from his fingertips into the scissors.

Lin Xuan ignored Old Demon Flower's actions, crossing his arms behind his back as he stood in mid-air with an air of arrogance.

Seeing Lin Xuan's audacity, Old Demon Flower was not angry but rather pleased. His incantations grew more urgent. Suddenly, he bit his tongue and spat out a strange light ball the size of a fist, writhing ceaselessly as if something alive were imprisoned within it.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with growing interest. This old monster had committed countless atrocities yet still lived freely; indeed, he must have some formidable tricks up his sleeve.

"Quickly!"

With Old Demon Flower's finger pointing, the scissors twisted and emitted a burst of spiritual light, transforming into a two-foot-long crocodile.

The crocodile swallowed the strange light ball enveloping Old Demon Flower's essence blood. A crackling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears as the crocodile grew to over ten feet long, emitting fierce and violent light.

This was not just shape-shifting; it contained the soul of a beast, likely at an early-stage transformation phase.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Old Demon Flower's triumphant laughter echoed in his ears: "Your realm is one step higher than mine, what of it? The crocodile's powers can rival those of an early-stage transformed dragon, and with me as well, we are two against one. Do you think Fellow Daoist has a chance? If you're wise, quickly make way and hand over the younger generations. We have no grudge; why fight this meaningless battle?"

The faces of several Snowy Dawn Sect cultivators showed fear once more. However, Lin Xuan paid no heed to Old Demon Flower's threats. Even if it were a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator, he had confidence in facing him head-on. A mere early-stage cultivator was even better; he could test the upgraded power of the Azure Illusionary Fiery Flame.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, and a crackling green flame appeared on his fingertips.

Lin Xuan slowly extended his finger toward Old Demon Flower. Surprised and angry, Old Demon Flower cast a spell, and the giant crocodile emitted fierce demonic energy, colliding with the Azure Illusionary Fiery Flame.

The disparity in size made Old Demon Flower dismiss the small flames as insignificant. However, something astonishing happened.

The tiny flame suddenly burst into roaring flames, engulfing the ten-foot-long demon crocodile. The creature, which rivaled early-stage transformed beasts, did not struggle; it simply turned to ashes.

Impossible!

Old Demon Flower rubbed his eyes. Even late-stage Great Cultivators' infant fires could not be so terrifying.

The old monster's face paled as he flipped his hand and summoned a black ghost fork. A spell struck the fork, sending a sharp ray of dark light toward Lin Xuan's shoulder.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and flicked his finger, sending another thin flame streaking out.

The ghost fork melted instantly upon contact with the flames.

Once was perhaps coincidental; twice...

Old Demon Flower's face lost all color as he finally understood that Fellow Daoist was no ordinary mid-stage cultivator. Even without considering other abilities, this demonic fire alone made him unable to withstand it.

Old Demon Flower shuddered in fear but knew that being afraid would be useless. He waved his hands nonstop, and countless black-red demonic energies surged from his body, accompanied by the eerie cries of several beasts.

Lin Xuan ignored them. The new Azure Illusionary Fiery Flame's power had not disappointed him; a mere early-stage cultivator had no defenses against it.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand, revealing a flame the size of an egg in his palm that burst into flames, forming a green fire serpent.

"Go!"

With Lin Xuan's mental command, the serpent opened its blood-filled mouth and darted into the demonic fog before him. Soon, angry roars echoed from within, though obscured by the fog, Lin Xuan could sense them clearly with his powerful divine awareness.

Old Demon Flower had practiced some unknown technique to transform several three-stage beasts into demonic corpses, their power surpassing that of when they were alive. With their ferocity and lack of fear, even Immortal Core cultivators would find them troublesome. Now, the Azure Illusionary Fiery Flame, though not claiming to burn everything, was still awe-inspiring in its power. The demonic corpses were easily reduced to ashes upon contact.

The fire serpent swished its tail, igniting the surrounding demonic energy and rapidly spreading toward Old Demon Flower.

Old Demon Flower's face turned ashen. He knew things were dire. With a resentful glance at Lin Xuan, he touched his crown, and an infant with a similar appearance floated above him.

This old man had some chivalrous spirit; knowing full well that escaping was impossible, he gritted his teeth and abandoned his body. After all, relying on the Immortal Core's teleportation technique would make escape much easier.

An infantile voice issued from the small mouth of the Immortal Core as a black bead shot out into Old Demon Flower's forehead. His fleshly body convulsed violently; its bones cracked as it transformed into a creature with two horns, a green face, and sharp teeth.

Though the Immortal Core was already retired, its aura surged to mid-stage.

Moreover, its spiritual energy had turned into demonic energy, unlike those of cultivators who practiced magic. It resembled the demons and monsters he encountered in some strange way.
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Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, a look of surprise appearing on his face. Unlike ordinary cultivators, he was not only proficient in orthodox techniques from the Daoist sects but also had knowledge of various esoteric and strange magical arts.

The term "cultivating evil" wasn't just about imitating demon powers; there were deep connections between them as well. Some magical arts reportedly involved summoning upper realm demonic energy to transform one's body, creating a bizarre and powerful mutation. He hadn't expected an early-stage婴灵 cultivator like this to possess such a technique that was nearly lost.

By transforming his flesh into that of a demon or beast, then using his元婴 to vanish in a strange manner, the old Flower Withering Demon wasn't a fool. He knew that even this transformed form wouldn't be enough to defeat the mysterious cultivator before him. His only goal was to gain some time to escape.

Lin Xuan sighed softly. With a flick of his divine consciousness, the giant green illusory fire snake lunged towards the demon's body. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, and an ancient-looking halberd appeared in his palm.

A flash of green light later, the元婴 tumbled through the air, its face filled with fear: "Impossible! You broke through instantaneous teleportation?"

Then a shrill scream echoed as it came from the demon's body. Despite using secret techniques to summon demonic energy into his flesh, he still couldn't withstand the blow from the green illusory fire.

The元婴's complexion turned slightly green. A terrible thought crossed his mind: this old monster had done nothing but evil in his life, and now he was finally receiving his just desserts at Lin Xuan's hands.

Several cultivators stared wide-eyed with a mix of awe and fear, but they didn't dare interfere. After everything, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he prepared to break through the void and fly away.

Since the lair had been exposed, there was no point in staying here. Although eliminating them would be easy for him, Lin Xuan wasn't a man of bloodshed; these cultivators hadn't wronged him. He wouldn't kill them over such trivial matters.

"Senior, please wait!"

Seeing Lin Xuan about to leave, Zhu Qianru grew anxious and quickly spoke: "Miss, what else do you need?"

Lin Xuan turned around and looked at the young woman. Just as he had caught the old Flower Withering Demon, he had inadvertently used soul probing techniques, gaining a clear understanding of their mutual grievances. He felt some goodwill towards her; after all, such kind-hearted cultivators were rare these days.

"Senior, you have done us great favors and saved my several brothers' lives. If you don't mind, please come to our sect as a guest. My parents will be grateful," Zhu Qianru bowed gracefully with a sincere expression on her face.

"I'm not interested in going to Snow Misting Mountain. I still have things to attend to." Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. He had acted out of frustration towards the old Flower Withering Demon and also wanted to test the upgraded power of his green illusory fire. His wealth would easily cover such a small repayment.

With that said, he was about to break through the void when a delicate voice interrupted: "Senior, are you an outsider cultivator?"

"What do you want?" Lin Xuan's expression froze as his gaze became sharper.

"Do not be alarmed, miss; I have no ill intentions. It is just a guess based on your abilities. If you were from Longnan, my parents would have mentioned it," Zhu Qianru explained.

"Friend, what are you trying to say?" Lin Xuan's face showed signs of impatience. This girl really had no sense of propriety; she must still be thinking about causing trouble after her recent setback.

Lin Xuan wasn't interested in chatting with these late-stage丹田 cultivators and his expression grew increasingly unfriendly.

"Junior sister, senior has things to attend to," the stout old man interjected, warning. Although he had some experience, he knew that Lin Xuan was not a strange old man; it would be better to avoid provoking an infantile cultivator.

If they angered him, his wrath could easily destroy them. However, Zhu Qianru, as the sect's daughter, was too naive and spoiled by her parents and uncles and aunts. Her advice fell on deaf ears, and she continued: "Senior, do not be angry; I am only trying to tell you something that will interest you."

Lin Xuan floated in mid-air, looking at the confident expression of the young woman. It couldn't hurt to hear what she had to say.

"Next month's third day, we are hosting a major transaction event for infantile cultivators. Almost all high-ranking cultivators from Longnan will be present, except those currently closing their life and death gates. Do you have any interest?"

"An infantile cultivator transaction gathering that brings together the top cultivators of Longnan?"

"Yes, there will be many treasures that can't be found in the markets. Would senior like to come and take a look?" Zhu Qianru said earnestly.

"Hmm, since it's an exchange event among peers for treasures, I have no reason not to go. Please lead me," Lin Xuan nodded with a smile after some thought.

"Senior, you are too kind; this is nothing compared to your life-saving favor." Zhu Qianru lowered her head and spoke respectfully.

The other cultivators also breathed a sigh of relief. They were secretly glad that they might be able to cultivate good relations with this infantile cultivator, which would bring great benefits. This time, their little sister had not only avoided causing trouble but had even achieved significant success.

Although they couldn't determine Lin Xuan's strength due to his high cultivation stage, the ease with which he killed the old Flower Withering Demon suggested that he was formidable, possibly a late-stage cultivator rather than an ordinary one. The stout old man became more respectful as he thought about this.

There wasn't much else to say, so the five of them led Lin Xuan respectfully while he followed behind as a faint green streak. They asked his name and other details; there was no need for him to hide anything, and the other cultivators were smart enough not to ask such taboo questions.

From their mouths, Lin Xuan learned much about Longnan's region. He had heard some information before but now knew it in more detail. Hearing that over a hundred infantile cultivators would be attending this transaction event at Snow Misting Mountain, Lin Xuan was surprised; was this really exaggerated?

After all, Longnan was just one prefecture and known for its barrenness. The fact that there were so many infantile cultivators here made Cloud Province live up to its reputation as a cultivation paradise.

However, considering the vast area of the prefecture and the large number of people, it wasn't surprising. Although only one in a million became an infantile cultivator, with such a huge base, there would still be quite a few. The majority were still灵动期 disciples, followed by late-stage筑基 cultivators...

After hearing this, Lin Xuan felt relieved. He learned more from the other Snow Misting Mountain disciples who, eager to please him, spoke freely and without reservation. This greatly benefited Lin Xuan; especially when he heard that there was a pair of infantile cultivator brothers in Longnan skilled in body cultivation, his eyes narrowed with a faint smile.

He might be able to obtain suitable body cultivation formulas from them if he had enough spirit herbs. With such a formula, condensing a demon core would become much more likely.

Late-stage婴儿 wasn't something that could be achieved overnight, but once the demon core was successfully condensed, his cultivation level would still increase dramatically.
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Several days passed without any unexpected incidents, and Lin Xuan's journey was smooth. After continuous flights for several days, a solitary mountain peak came into view.

The mountain towered to an unimaginable height, its entire surface covered in sparkling ice and snow. Under the noon sun, it reflected a spectrum of colors, making it appear exceptionally beautiful and majestic.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of surprise. With his experience, even if this mountain were ten times higher, it would still be nothing extraordinary to him.

Although they were still far away, Lin Xuan could make out the scenery on the mountain with his keen eyesight. Apart from some ice crystal-like buildings, there were also numerous plants growing amidst the snow and ice. Some of them were exceptionally tall, showing no fear towards the biting cold that stung their skin.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. Although extremely cold regions were not suitable for the survival of animals and plants, there were still some heavenly spirit herbs that thrived in such harsh environments. These herbs had unique medicinal properties, making them highly effective for body cultivation. It seemed he had indeed come to the right place. Of course, the grand market where high-ranking cultivators from all over Longnan gathered was also something Lin Xuan looked forward to.

After all, items of such rarity could only be found at such an event, and items needed by Core Formation stage cultivators were usually only available in the hands of their peers.

A few moments later, they were no more than ten miles from Snow Dusk Mountain. The plump elder's voice reached Lin Xuan's ears with a hint of humility: "Senior, please wait a moment while I send out a transmission talisman to summon our seniors to greet you."

"No need," Lin Xuan shook his head. He did not appreciate pomp and ceremony that held no real meaning.

"Senior, there is no need for your refusal; this is the proper thing to do. Not only are you an advanced Core Formation cultivator, but you also saved my daughter's life. My parents should treat you as a guest," Zhu Qianru said with a slight smile on her face, clearly sincere in her words.

The others also bowed repeatedly, grateful for Lin Xuan's rescue despite their cold demeanor as cultivators. Not everyone was like Old Flower-Flaying Devil, who was a scoundrel.

Seeing the sincerity of their expressions, Lin Xuan sighed and let them continue. When he finally agreed, the plump elder was overjoyed. He reached into his robe and took out a transmission talisman, sinking his spirit force into it. After a moment, he flicked his wrist, and the talisman transformed into a fiery dragon flying ahead.

Lin Xuan and his companions naturally stopped, floating in mid-air quietly. Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his immensely powerful spirit sense. Indeed, more than fifty Core Formation cultivators were on Snow Dusk Mountain. It was the third day of the lunar month, and most of those attending the market had already arrived.

Of course, Lin Xuan's spirit sense only swept past without lingering; these old monsters could not detect it. Otherwise, they would have been shocked to think that advanced Core Formation cultivators were present.

After about half an hour, three dazzling beams shot down from Snow Dusk Mountain. The spiritual pressure was considerable, especially the one at the front, who was a Core Formation cultivator.

The ten-mile distance was covered in an instant. The brightest beam sped forward and stopped before them with a flash of light revealing a young man in his teens, handsome but with faint wrinkles around his eyes, indicating he wasn't as youthful as he appeared.

"Salutations, Uncle Ji."

Several members from the Dusk Mountain sect bowed respectfully, except for Zhu Qianru who seemed more casual: "Uncle, why aren't my parents here? Lin Senior saved me, and I owe him a debt of gratitude."

"That brat, she has no shame. The moment we left home, she caused trouble. Anyone can save strangers; how dare she get involved with Old Flower-Flaying Devil…" From the transmission talisman, it was clear that the Ji cultivator had already heard the story and scolded her without being too harsh.

"Uncle Ji, why didn't my parents come? At least they should not neglect Lin Senior," Zhu Qianru said, her voice trembling with unease.

Ji Xiansheng sighed. The girl was indeed outspoken. However, in front of outsiders, he couldn't scold her: "Stop talking nonsense. The sect leaders are not on the mountain; if you had come here, they would have been overjoyed and wouldn't have treated you with any disrespect."

"Parents out?" Ji Xiansheng said slowly.

"Yes, the sect leaders went to Yun City to welcome a distinguished guest," he explained, adding that there was no need to hide anything.

"Yun City?" Lin Xuan frowned. Although he had only been in Longnan for a short time, he knew of this place and its location. It was over ten million miles away from Snow Dusk Mountain, far outside the sect's territory. Traveling such a distance just to welcome guests—what kind of face would that be? Could it possibly be an advanced Core Formation cultivator?

Lin Xuan was surprised but relieved when Zhu Qianru asked this question: "Not a high-ranking cultivator. In fact, he only recently condensed his core, but in terms of status, he is incredibly respected and no less than an advanced Core Formation cultivator."

"Master, could it be Little Sword?" Yue'er's voice echoed.

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. With such a short time after condensing his core, the boy had an exalted status. It was hard not to think of him as Little Sword.

In fact, since they had teamed up to kill demons and monsters, that boy had been eager to leave ever since. Lin Xuan knew this well; he feared any harm might come to the boy...

Thinking about it, he shook his head. He had worked with Little Sword a few times, but their relationship was complex and hard to define—rival or ally? It was difficult to say.

Although Lin Xuan was surprised by how quickly Little Sword had grown, he never thought of killing him for this reason.

If one did not offend me, I would not offend them. After all, they had never fallen out, and his rapid progress was nothing to worry about. Lin Xuan believed he could control the boy; there were countless geniuses in the cultivation world, so he couldn't indiscriminately kill innocent people...

Such actions were not a precaution but a sign of lack of confidence, which would only leave him with lingering doubts.

"Uncle Ji, please stop teasing. Who exactly are my parents welcoming?" Zhu Qianru asked again.

Ji Xiansheng sighed. The girl was indeed blunt. However, in front of outsiders, he couldn't scold her: "Don't talk nonsense. The sect leaders aren't on the mountain; if you had come here, they would have been overjoyed and wouldn't have treated you with any disrespect."

"Parents out?" Zhu Qianru asked again.

"Yes, the sect leaders went to Yun City to welcome a distinguished guest," Ji Xiansheng said slowly. There was no need to hide anything.

"Yun City?" Lin Xuan frowned. Although he had only been in Longnan for a short time, he knew of this place and its location. It was over ten million miles away from Snow Dusk Mountain, far outside the sect's territory. Traveling such a distance just to welcome guests—what kind of face would that be? Could it possibly be an advanced Core Formation cultivator?

Lin Xuan was surprised but relieved when Zhu Qianru asked this question: "Not a high-ranking cultivator. In fact, he only recently condensed his core, but in terms of status, he is incredibly respected and no less than an advanced Core Formation cultivator."

"Master, could it be Little Sword?" Yue'er's voice echoed.

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. With such a short time after condensing his core, the boy had an exalted status. It was hard not to think of him as Little Sword.

In fact, since they had teamed up to kill demons and monsters, that boy had been eager to leave ever since. Lin Xuan knew this well; he feared any harm might come to the boy...

Thinking about it, he shook his head. He had worked with Little Sword a few times, but their relationship was complex and hard to define—rival or ally? It was difficult to say.

Although Lin Xuan was surprised by how quickly Little Sword had grown, he never thought of killing him for this reason.

If one did not offend me, I would not offend them. After all, they had never fallen out, and his rapid progress was nothing to worry about. Lin Xuan believed he could control the boy; there were countless geniuses in the cultivation world, so he couldn't indiscriminately kill innocent people...

Such actions were not a precaution but a sign of lack of confidence, which would only leave him with lingering doubts.

"Uncle Ji, please stop teasing. Who exactly are my parents welcoming?" Zhu Qianru asked again.

Ji Xiansheng sighed. The girl was indeed blunt. However, in front of outsiders, he couldn't scold her: "Don't talk nonsense. The sect leaders aren't on the mountain; if you had come here, they would have been overjoyed and wouldn't have treated you with any disrespect."

"Parents out?" Zhu Qianru asked again.

"Yes, the sect leaders went to Yun City to welcome a distinguished guest," Ji Xiansheng said slowly. There was no need to hide anything.

"Cloud Fairy from the Sky Pavilion," Ji Xiansheng finally revealed.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十四章 天涯海阁，离合之威

Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he was taken aback by the name. His expression changed dramatically: "Tianya Hai Pavilion, Cloud State Fairy?"

"Not bad," Ji Xuansheng replied, his face showing a strange look. "Do you know her, Brother Lin?"

Of course not, but hearing Tianya Hai Pavilion made him feel somewhat shaken. The region of Longnan was remote, and the Seven Great Sects did not interfere there. Why would that Cloud State Fairy come here?

Lin Xuan frowned as he spoke, knowing that his entanglement with Qin Yan wouldn't be foolishly publicized.

But after the initial surprise, a question arose in his mind: Could this Cloud State Fairy really be an old acquaintance? Or was it just a coincidence of names?

Indeed, Lin Xuan had reason to doubt. Although Qin Yan's talent was rare, reaching the婴期 stage so quickly still seemed too miraculous. Moreover, Tianya Hai Pavilion was one of the most mysterious sects among the Seven Great Sects.

Legend had it that their sect resided on a mystical island in the ocean. Strictly speaking, they were not part of Cloud State's territory and belonged to overseas sects instead.

Tianya Hai Pavilion had been passed down from ancient times; women only could enter, and even with excellent 灵根资质, men would never be accepted.

The pavilion was filled with beautiful women, and the island contained various treasures. Some rare 灵物 were not found on the mainland either.

With these three elements—beautiful women, medicinal herbs, and treasures—the pavilion naturally attracted many powerful forces.

Even Tianya Hai Pavilion, as one of the Seven Great Sects, wasn't immune to such attention.

Lin Xuan learned about this battle from a scroll. The entire Cloud State cultivation community was well aware of it. At the time, not only did the eighty-one sects and families involved think conquering the island would be easy, but even those who didn’t participate believed that Tianya Hai Pavilion was doomed to fall.

However, as they say, things are unpredictable. What was expected to be a fierce battle ended much sooner than anyone imagined. The outcome? The alliance suffered a crushing defeat.

In fact, it wasn't just a loss; the entire army was annihilated. Only a few dozen escaped, all of them at the 灵动期 or 基础期 level. No one above the 凝丹期, including old monsters in the 元婴期, survived.

This outcome caused quite a stir in Cloud State. Everyone wondered what happened to the fairy island that led to such a disaster.

The few who managed to escape were too frightened to speak much. The cultivators naturally wouldn't let it go. Since these unfortunate souls had become wandering cultivators, there was no need for courtesy; they were captured and subjected to soul-retrieval techniques.

But after searching the minds of those curious cultivators, their jaws dropped in shock. The battle had been far from what anyone expected: Tianya Hai Pavilion hadn't retreated behind its protective array but instead launched a full-scale assault on the invaders.

The alliance was stunned but also overjoyed. With the island's defenses so formidable, even breaking through would be costly. To actually come out and fight was sheer madness.

A few cautious individuals sensed something amiss, but the allure of beauty and treasure quickly overshadowed their concerns. As one of the Seven Great Sects, Tianya Hai Pavilion undoubtedly had formidable strength; among its members were dozens of 元婴期 cultivators.

From a high-end combat perspective, they were on par with the alliance. However, there were only three in the后期 stage, while the alliance had eight.

These five extra cultivators could turn the tide and decide the battle's outcome. Moreover, the alliance had far more 凝丹期 and 基础期 cultivators than their opponents.

Everything seemed certain until they realized something was wrong: Three powerful cultivators, including the sect master of Tianya Hai Pavilion, were respectfully escorting a young woman.

She wore a white dress, like a fairy fallen from the heavens. Unfortunately, she had half her face covered by an odd shawl, making it impossible to discern her appearance with their divine sense.

Despite this, even with one side of her face, she was breathtakingly beautiful, undoubtedly a peerless beauty.

Many disciples were drooling, but they noticed that the old monsters in their ranks were trembling. In their eyes, this wasn't a beautiful woman; it was a terrifying snake.

Even the eight后期 cultivators looked pale.

Some clever individuals began to feel uneasy: Could this be true?

Just then, a voice like celestial music echoed: "Good, very good. Eighty-one upstart villains and some lowly demons dared to plot against Tianya Hai Pavilion, daring to look at me with such disrespect. Nv Ci'er, my nephew."

"Yes, Aunt," another woman in green robes quickly bowed, her face filled with respect.

Many recognized this cultivator named Cui Xue, the sect master of Tianya Hai Pavilion and a renowned senior cultivator in Cloud State. If she called him aunt, could this beautiful woman be...

A late-stage cultivator!

Cold sweat poured down their faces. Some reckless individuals showed disbelieving expressions.

How could such luck happen? Late-stage monsters were mere legends on the mortal world; perhaps it was just a feint by the enemy!

Everyone had hopes of survival, but the old monsters could feel the profound power within the woman's body—only a late-stage cultivator could possess such strength.

Despite the difference in cultivation stages, saying "a hair’s breadth makes a mile" was true. Late-stage cultivators could harness the primordial energy of the universe, making them incomparably stronger than their counterparts.

The path to immortality was arduous, and the eight cultivation stages were clearly defined. While some 元婴期 cultivators might defeat late-stage ones with extraordinary techniques or powerful treasures, it was still a dream for most.

However, defeating a late-stage cultivator was impossible for an后期 cultivator. Such records didn’t exist in history.

Several old monsters began to lose heart, and the celestial music continued: "Since they want to die, let's not be merciful. No captives; all souls will be extracted and their bodies destroyed. Those who dare attack Tianya Hai Pavilion must accept eternal damnation."

"Yes, Aunt," Cui Xue bowed respectfully before retreating to give orders to her disciples.

The ensuing battle was one-sided. Eight powerful cultivators attacked the masked woman, but in mere moments, she used strange techniques to freeze them into ice sculptures and shatter them. With no chance of escape for even 元婴期 cultivators, the alliance's hopes were crushed.

With those who were stronger already dead, the remaining old monsters knew fleeing was their only option. However, it was too late; the Tianya Hai Pavilion women had joined the battle, and the outcome was clear: one side fought with unshakable resolve while the other panicked to escape.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十五章 离合期是分水岭（6000字）

这段文字描述了主角林轩在前往雪暝山参加交易会的过程中遇到的一些事情。以下是对情节和人物关系的简要分析：

1. **背景介绍**：故事发生在陇南地区，这里是一个较为偏远的地方，高阶修士不多，大修士更是罕见。

2. **主要角色**：
   - **林轩**：主角，元婴中期修仙者，从外地来参加交易会。
   - **姬玄生**：雪暝山长老，负责迎接林轩。
   - **姜氏双雄**：一对修妖者，元婴中期修为，擅长分进合击。

3. **情节发展**：
   - 林轩在前往雪暝山的路上遇到了两位中期修士，通过他们的对话得知这对兄弟是姜氏双雄，并且他们有特殊的能力和背景。
   - 姬玄生向林轩介绍了雪暝山的一些情况，包括其历史和建筑特色（由天月水晶修建）。

4. **重要信息**：
   - 天月水晶：一种极为罕见的修仙材料，普通天月水晶坚硬且水火不侵；极品天月水晶则是寒属性法宝的上佳修炼材料。
   - 姜氏双雄：擅长分进合击，有特殊神通（模仿鹰类飞禽），曾在与大妖族战斗中成功逃脱。

5. **人物关系**：
   - 林轩和姜氏双雄初次见面，双方都显得礼貌而谨慎。
   - 姬玄生对林轩的身份感到好奇，并向他介绍了雪暝山的一些情况。

6. **情节推进**：通过与姜氏双雄的对话，增加了故事中关于修仙材料（天月水晶）和特殊神通的信息，为后续可能的情节发展埋下了伏笔。同时，也展示了主角林轩对修仙世界的了解和他在交易会上的地位。

这段文字主要通过对话和描述推进了故事情节，并且引入了一些重要的背景信息，为后续情节的发展做了铺垫。
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十六章 意外访客

"Oh, Lin friend..."

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows twitched as he reached out and grabbed at the air. A flicker of flame fell into his palm. He sank his spirit sense into it.

After a moment, he raised his head with an odd expression, but after some thought, he slowly walked out of the building.

It turned out that several old immortals had come to visit him. This was quite intriguing for Lin Xuan. Even if it wasn't Longnan County, in all of Cloud State, he didn't know many people. What were these few old immortals' intentions?

Although he was a bit doubtful, since they had already arrived, there was no point in refusing them entry. After all, the exchange meeting would be held soon, so Lin Xuan wouldn't need to train for a few days.

His pavilion was covered by a faint blue light. With a flick of his hands, a spell entered it and the light parted like curtains on either side.

Lin Xuan stepped out quickly with a smile as he clasped his fists together in greeting: "I was just meditating quietly. I apologize for keeping you waiting."

The red-robed elder smiled and said, "Friend, there's no need to be so polite. We are the ones who came uninvited, so please don't mind us."

"This is very kind of you," Lin Xuan said.

"Please rise, Lady Huayu, we have a lot to discuss." The round-faced master, Round-Through, smiled as he spoke.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and apologized: "I'm sorry. I was careless. Please come in."

The several old immortals entered the pavilion amicably one after another.

After taking their seats, they asked about the matter at hand, and Lin Xuan finally understood what had happened.

In fact, it was a case of planting a seed by accident!

Originally, these three immortals were all enemies of the Flower Withering Old Devil. For example, Lady Huayu originally had an elder sister who was much less fortunate in terms of cultivation opportunities and talent. She only managed to condense her essence at the Dan Foundation stage.

One day, while out, she was captured by the Flower Withering Old Devil and used as a cauldron for his debaucheries...

When Lady Huayu found out, she was both shocked and angry. She immediately went to confront him, but being only an early-stage Immortal, she could only defend herself. The idea of killing the old devil was sheer folly, so instead, she suffered a minor setback and had to retreat.

Later, when she gathered her friends, the Flower Withering Old Devil had already vanished without a trace, leaving behind several female cultivators who were severely mistreated and on the brink of death.

Among them was her elder sister.

As for Master Round-Through and the red-robed elder, they also had family members killed by the old devil.

"The Flower Withering brute has committed countless atrocities. However, in terms of power, he is indeed a top-tier expert among early-stage Immortals. Additionally, he excels in several mysterious techniques, so we have always been unable to deal with him. It's truly heaven's will that he met his end at the hands of Lin friend," said the red-robed elder, bowing respectfully.

However, Lin Xuan noticed something strange about their expressions.

In fact, they had only revealed half of their intentions.

According to the Snowy Mist Sect disciples, the Flower Withering Old Devil didn't even last a few rounds against this mysterious cultivator named Lin. He was killed with minimal effort.

This news filled them with joy and shock at the same time. After all, the Flower Withering Old Devil had been able to remain free for so long due to his exceptional abilities. Even if he wasn't on par with late-stage Immortals, escaping in a one-on-one situation was definitely possible.

Could it be that this Lin cultivator practiced some extraordinary cultivation technique and his power was comparable to a late-stage Immortal?

Their visit also had the intention of making friends.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know the full story, he kept a low profile as his principle. He wouldn't reveal his true strength and instead spoke modestly.

"Friend, there's no need for such politeness," said the red-robed elder, sipping some tea. "I heard that when you killed the old devil, you didn't even use your treasure."

The other two immortals smiled, but their bodies stiffened in an instant. Lin Xuan's spirit sense far exceeded theirs, and he couldn't help but feel a stir of interest as he lightly tapped on the wooden table: "That is indeed true."

"Then it can be said that your power is comparable to a late-stage Immortal," exclaimed one of them.

The other two immortals also showed signs of reverence. Although they were all early-stage Immortals, their later stages were worlds apart from middle and early stages; otherwise, the term "late-stage Immortal" wouldn't exist.

"Although it is true, there has been a lot of exaggeration about my abilities. The techniques I practice are not extraordinary, and that's why I was able to easily kill the old devil. He had just recently experienced a setback in his cultivation," Lin Xuan waved his hand as he revealed the truth behind Zhu Qianyu and the Flower Withering Old Devil.

"Ah, I see." Their expressions of reverence gradually faded. They seemed to believe what Lin Xuan said.

"Regardless, you have done us a great favor. If there is anything we can do in return, please let me know," said the red-robed elder with sincerity as he clasped his fists together.

Lin Xuan thanked them and then exchanged cultivation insights with the three immortals before they left.

With a smile, Lin Xuan saw them off and, without their notice, a flicker of light flew out from his sleeve. It was the Jade Net Bee. He didn't believe that these three had come purely to express gratitude or get to know him.

They must have other intentions. He had already attached a thread of spirit sense to the jade net bee and secretly followed them.

Better safe than sorry, he thought as he sent the bees on their way.

"Friend Daoist Ma... that Lin..." After leaving the pavilion by several miles, Lady Huayu said with a pout.

The red-robed elder interrupted her: "Let's discuss it when we get back."
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零三十九章 元婴后期傀儡

Xuan's mind raced as he focused on the two figures before him.

It was a robed old man, his spirit force profound. His every move and gesture suggested he was no less powerful than an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, yet something peculiar stood out—though surging with boundless spiritual energy, he seemed devoid of any life essence.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly.

Puppetry!

In Youzhou, even in the Seven Star Black Cloud Sea, puppetry had long been lost. Lin Xuan had never seen it before, at least not to his knowledge.

But here in Yunzhou, things were different. The cultivation world was thriving, and from Wu Yun'er, Lin Xuan knew that puppetry still lingered.

Yet this was too much of an exaggeration.

Condensation Core-grade puppets were already difficult to create successfully. Those of the Advanced Core Formation stage were virtually unattainable, let alone those of a Great Sage's rank—Lin Xuan had never heard of such things before.

But here one stood.

The robed old man who was battling Qin Yan and others seemed no different from ordinary cultivators at first glance. But upon closer inspection, his entire body was crafted from various rare materials.

His puppet identity was clear; that’s why he lacked any life essence.

Given the craftsmanship involved in such a puppet, it was evident that every detail—from its expressions to its movements—was meticulously designed.

With a wave of his left hand, one of his palms instantly transformed into a dazzling silver hue.

He then swept back and conjured a large silver net out of thin air.

Pfft, pfft,

The light columns emitted by the Qian brothers seemed to have no effect on the puppet. They were like water entering an ocean.

The brothers' faces changed as the puppet darted forward.

In an instant, it was right in front of them.

Their expressions turned frantic. Despite their years of experience, they managed not to panic. Qian Er moved behind his brother and supported him with both hands while Qian Da's face showed a fierce expression, causing his aura to surge dramatically.

Though he hadn't reached the Advanced Core Formation stage, the difference was minimal. With wide eyes, his right arm suddenly grew to an enormous size—about five feet long—and looked extremely unbalanced but packed with immense power.

His palm covered in purple-red lightning, he clenched his fist and delivered a powerful punch towards their heads.

This fighting style was different from ordinary cultivators since the brothers were demonic beings. The puppet paid no heed or simply ignored them as if they weren't worth considering. With a flash of silver light, its right fist also struck with equal force.

Boom!

A dazzling display of spiritual energy enveloped all three figures. The vast wave of spiritual power radiated outward in every direction.

Qin Yan took a step back, feeling slightly puzzled. The puppet's target was clearly her, yet it had suddenly engaged the Qian brothers.

But regardless, she felt relieved. Though she seemed to have enough reserves for now, taking on most of the puppet’s attacks alone was extremely taxing. After all, she was only an Early Core Formation cultivator at best.

She took a moment to recover.

Qin Yan's expression relaxed slightly. This was natural; despite her exceptional talent, most of her time had been spent in seclusion within the sect, lacking experience compared to Lin Xuan.

The Cloud Fairy adjusted her breathing and focused on calming her chaotic spiritual energy. The Qian brothers' abilities were formidable, so for now, the puppet would likely ignore her.

This was correct until a thin black mist crept towards her.

It moved slowly but with great urgency, incredibly stealthy. It even managed to deceive Lin Xuan's divine sense, coming within ten feet of the young woman before coalescing into a figure.

A robed beauty appeared.

No, she had no aura; she was also a puppet.

Though only at an Early Core Formation stage, her skill in concealment was impressive.

This was a cunning plan. The later-stage puppet attracted attention while this initial one struck opportunistically. With the later-stage puppet engaged with the Qian brothers and Qin Yan relaxed, now was the perfect moment.

These puppets were not just lifeless objects; their combat experience far surpassed ordinary cultivators, especially in timing.

Lin Xuan appeared, blocking her path.

Though the beauty's escape technique was incredibly intricate, as a puppet, she had unparalleled stealth. She managed to deceive Lin Xuan’s divine sense entirely.

But with his vast experience, he reacted swiftly. With a flash of movement, he deployed Nine Heavens Microstep and stood in front of Qin Yan just in time.

He pushed her away and raised a green flame towards the puppet.

Sizzle,

The Green Illusory Flame burned everything. The small Early Core Formation puppet turned to ash, its face filled with terror as it retreated frantically.

However, Lin Xuan did not pursue; his expression was peculiar. He had rushed to save Qin Yan, but in his haste, he seemed to have accidentally touched something he shouldn’t have.

Suddenly, a black mist approached her again. It moved slowly but with great urgency, incredibly stealthy. Even Lin Xuan's divine sense failed to detect it. Soon, the distance between them was only ten feet.

The mist condensed into a figure—a robed beauty.

No, she had no aura; she was also a puppet.

Though at an Early Core Formation stage, her skill in concealment was impressive.

This was a cunning plan. The later-stage puppet attracted attention while this initial one struck opportunistically. With the later-stage puppet engaged with the Qian brothers and Qin Yan relaxed, now was the perfect moment.

These puppets were not just lifeless objects; their combat experience far surpassed ordinary cultivators, especially in timing.

Lin Xuan appeared, blocking her path.

Though the beauty's escape technique was incredibly intricate, as a puppet, she had unparalleled stealth. She managed to deceive Lin Xuan’s divine sense entirely.

But with his vast experience, he reacted swiftly. With a flash of movement, he deployed Nine Heavens Microstep and stood in front of Qin Yan just in time.

He pushed her away and raised a green flame towards the puppet.

Sizzle,

The Green Illusory Flame burned everything. The small Early Core Formation puppet turned to ash, its face filled with terror as it retreated frantically.

However, Lin Xuan did not pursue; his expression was peculiar. He had rushed to save Qin Yan but in his haste, he seemed to have accidentally touched something he shouldn’t have.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零四十章 秦妍的惊讶

Femu Xuan raised the curtain, and despite its impressive elasticity, it still hung limply. The image of that armored figure remained in his mind.

Lin Xuan naturally knew what he had encountered; though it was an accident, he couldn't help feeling a bit embarrassed.

Two hundred years apart, they were meeting like this.

On another side, Qin Yan bit her pearl-like teeth, her beautiful face flushed with anger and embarrassment. She was grateful for his life-saving act but felt that he had been too hasty. Whether it was intentional or not, a woman's body isn't something to be touched lightly.

But since he saved her, turning hostile would be like repaying kindness with malice.

The Cloud Fairy was clever, but she seemed dazed at the moment; such an incident was unprecedented for her.

Lin Xuan sighed. He couldn’t keep this standoff going any longer and slowly turned his body around. "Senior Sister Qin."

"It's you!"

Recognizing Lin Xuan’s face, Qin Yan covered her mouth with her hand, exclaiming in surprise. Her expression was a mix of shock, confusion, disbelief, and joy, but there was also an underlying hint of incomprehension.

The anger had faded, replaced by more redness on her cheeks.

An intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator!

Qin Yan released her spirit sense to scrutinize Lin Xuan from top to bottom several times, still unable to believe it: "You… You are really Junior Brother Lin?"

"Of course."

Lin Xuan smiled, his face showing a hint of joy as well. Two hundred years had passed, and Qin Yan hadn't forgotten him.

A wave of inexplicable happiness filled his heart. Just as he was about to speak, Qin Yan's expression suddenly changed: "Be careful!"

Though she didn’t need to remind him, Lin Xuan could sense someone sneaking up behind him. It was the woman in a palace-style robe. Her arms had been destroyed by the Green Illusory Fire, but as a puppet, she wouldn't be intimidated.

Seeing Lin Xuan facing away from her, she quietly approached and attacked.

The puppet's concealment technique was indeed incredibly sophisticated, but Lin Xuan and Qin Yan were not on the same level in terms of combat experience.

Though the woman was beautiful, Lin Xuan didn’t let his guard down. An intermediate-stage元婴 existence dared to sneak attack him.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows furrowed as he seemed to shift slightly. With a sharp crack, her left foot turned into a curved blade and swept towards his waist.

It cut through the illusion, but that was just an illusion. Lin Xuan used Nine Heavens Microsteps to arrive behind the puppet. Opening his mouth, he spat out a green flame, which landed harshly on its body.

Boom!

This time, it wasn’t just two severed arms; her entire body was engulfed in raging demonic flames. The puppet struggled desperately but to no avail. In an instant, she vanished from existence.

With a single movement, Lin Xuan had eliminated an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator. Qin Yan’s eyes widened in surprise.

"You… You are really Junior Brother Lin?"

In Drifting Cloud Valley, they hadn’t interacted much; more accurately, they barely exchanged words. Qin Yan's most vivid memory of Lin Xuan was when they teamed up to fight the Fire Spirit Sect Master during their stream leap.

Back then, the sect master was only at late Foundation Establishment stage and had a hidden ailment that limited his strength to half. Even so, he pushed them into a corner.

Now, times had changed, and two hundred years had passed.

Though this time wasn’t long, for cultivators, it felt like an instant.

Although it was exaggerated, her cultivation talent was clear; she was no weaker than the Holy Spirit Root, and Nine Heavens Profound Technique’s power was boundless. After Drifting Cloud Sect's destruction, she came to Cloud Province alone.

By chance, she joined the Far Horizon Pavilion and was favored by her teacher. Her luck had been extraordinary, bordering on unparalleled.

Even the sect master rarely received guidance from his mentor.

But she could always seek advice whenever she wanted.

With such unique opportunities, Qin Yan condensed an intermediate-stage元婴 at just over two hundred years old. Such a pace was rare; even surpassing her teacher, making her a once-in-a-thousand-years genius.

Yet here…

Qin Yan couldn’t believe what she saw.

Lin Xuan, though he had amazed her with his flight during their stream leap, still fell short compared to herself. She heard that he lacked a Spirit Root. How could he achieve such accomplishments?

While the increase in power was understandable for those at the Flexible Spirit stage, it was easier said than done on the path of immortals. Even without a Spirit Root, if one were lucky enough to consume celestial treasures, significant growth wasn’t out of the question.

But lacking even a Spirit Root, how could he reach such a level and surpass her? Intermediate-stage元婴, this was unbelievable.

Meeting an old acquaintance, Qin Yan felt joy but also many questions. In Cloud Fairy’s heart, Lin Xuan should have passed away long ago; she never expected him to be alive.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. Though his emotional intelligence was low, he could tell that her expression had nothing to do with "meeting after becoming intermediate-stage元婴 and sharing a bed on the full moon."

It didn’t seem like she had changed her mind either. Perhaps the transmission talisman wasn’t hers, but her voice,

Countless doubts swirled in his mind, but now was not the time for questions. Too many people were around, and such matters should be discussed privately.

Lin Xuan thought to himself: "Senior Sister Qin, you haven't changed."

His face showed no signs of discomfort as he turned away awkwardly: "Senior Sister, let's deal with our enemies first; we can catch up later."

"Alright."

Qin Yan nodded. She didn’t bring up the awkwardness but found that Cloud Fairy’s bashful beauty was more enchanting than her usual purity.

Lin Xuan couldn't help stealing glances, only to be scolded mentally by Yue'er, who pouted higher and higher, suggesting she would make a good oil drum.

On another side, Zhu Tianyun and his wife joined the attack on the later-stage puppet.

Qian family’s dual cultivation was formidable; while Qin Yan couldn’t match her in solo combat, together with her brother, they outmatched Cloud Fairy.

Four intermediate-stage cultivators, all skilled in coordinated attacks, the puppet, though comparable to a late-stage cultivator, could no longer gain an advantage.

The battle was evenly matched!

Explosive sounds filled their ears.

Then Lin Xuan and Qin Yan joined the fray. This weakened the later-stage puppet, causing its eyes to spin wildly as it struggled to hold its ground.
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Lin Xuan did not exert his full strength. After all, besides Qin Yan, there were also the Qiang family's Yao Xiong and the couple from Snow Musing Sect present. Lin Xuan had always been a低调 person.

Just now, the Azure Illusionary Flame had already attracted enough attention. Now, Lin Xuan chose to play it safe by merely summoning out the Green Fire Sword. Although its power was not trivial, Qin Yan's treasure weapon clashed with it in perfect harmony.

A beauty like jade, Lin Xuan fell short in appearance compared to her. But his every move exuded a sense of elegance and grace. Side by side, they complemented each other perfectly, making them seem like the ideal couple.

With time passing, two hundred years had gone by, and they were once again working together to repel an enemy. Both had advanced to the Spirit婴 stage in cultivation, but their enemies were far more formidable than those from before.

The puppet was still at the late Spirit婴 stage, not a match for six people working together, but eliminating it would also be no easy task. Of course, if Lin Xuan had given his all, that would have been another matter entirely.

However, as time passed, their situation gradually improved. Eventually, they could defeat their enemies by persisting in this manner.

Lin Xuan was not in a hurry. While he controlled the Green Fire Sword to attack, he kept an eye on the woman beside him.

The flush had yet to leave Qin Yan's face, and it seemed she noticed Lin Xuan staring at her. Her eyebrows slightly arched, and there was an indescribable mix of embarrassment and anger in her expression, but there was also a hint of joy.

Lady of the Clouds did not show favoritism towards men, but for Lin Xuan, there were some differences. First, they had once been fellow students at Drifting Cloud Valley, sharing more than just camaraderie; it was a reminder of their shared past. Second, Lin Xuan had saved her twice.

Although Qin Yan was not a woman who would forget kindness, she was slightly angry about his earlier recklessness. Yet for some reason, she did not feel as upset as she should have been. She found herself confused by this feeling; if it had been another man touching her chest just now, even with the same intentions, she might have turned him down.

Why did he seem so special?

Qin Yan was genuinely puzzled. There seemed to be some kind of connection between them, but their interactions were few and far between. It was too strange.

Lady of the Clouds frowned as she pondered this.

Disliking how they kept exchanging glances, Mo'er pouted higher until she finally lay down to sleep. But she couldn't fall asleep either.

Sighing inwardly, the little girl vowed to work harder in her cultivation. Meanwhile, the puppet's situation grew more perilous. A flash of green light, Lin Xuan used his divine sword to strike fiercely. The puppet crossed its arms over its head as a defense.

However, other cultivators were watching hungrily nearby. The Qiang brothers clasped their left hands together in an ancient posture, and the surging spiritual energy from both of them surged out. Their right fists, each enlarged by several times, rained down on the puppet like hailstones.

In terms of power, they could rival top-grade ancient treasures. Zhu Wuyun's couple did not sit idle either; after exchanging glances, they charged forward to beat a fallen foe.

The Nine Heavens Ice Fire Silk transformed into a ten-meter-long dragon. It was not a transformation technique; within the treasure, there was an imprisoned spirit of a Transformation stage jiangshi.

Although the puppet had been crafted from rare materials, its body surface was already scarred and battered. But it showed no fear, emitting spiritual light as it stubbornly withstood six old monsters at the Spirit婴 stage.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed; something seemed off about this situation. There was a hint of intrigue.

Regardless of who was behind it, such a puppet was not merely a lifeless tool but would make choices based on the battle situation. With the current unfavorable circumstances, he could easily escape. Why did he choose to stay and fight?

His doubts caused Lin Xuan to shift his gaze away from Qin Yan's beauty. However, he would not be swayed by such allure; for some reason, a sense of unease lingered in his heart.

Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness... already surpassing those at the late Spirit婴 stage in strength. He felt that the spiritual energy emanating from the puppet was becoming increasingly wild and chaotic. Could it be...

Without further thought, Lin Xuan stretched out his monkey-like arms to embrace Qin Yan's slender waist. His body surged with spiritual energy as he moved gracefully, employing Nine Heavens Microstep.

Caught in Lin Xuan's embrace, Qin Yan's face turned a deep red, and she was greatly angered. Although she felt something special towards him, she could not allow such liberties. Just as she tried to struggle, Lin Xuan's sharp command reached her ears.

Her movements stopped abruptly; her body stiffened, and her beautiful eyes filled with confusion... Was he really saying what he said?

Before the thought was fully formed, Qin Yan found herself several dozen meters away. Instant teleportation?

Although it could not compare to her master’s spatial abilities, it seemed to outshine later-stage cultivators' shrinking techniques.

This younger brother Lin must be a mid-Spirit婴 cultivator?

Due to his excessive force, Qin Yan was almost tightly embraced by Lin Xuan, with her delicate face pressed against his chest.

It felt firm and broad...

Her peripheral vision also fell on Lin Xuan's face. To tell the truth, his appearance was extremely ordinary, easily lost in a crowd, but paired with his expression, Qin Yan found it comforting and safe.

What is wrong with me?

Qin Yan suddenly regained her composure. Lin Xuan did not know that the girl in his arms had her thoughts swirling. Her body was surging with spiritual energy as she continuously used Nine Heavens Microstep to retreat several thousand meters away.

The green-robed old man's expression turned grim, and he pursued them using a strange evasive technique, only slightly slower than Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed deeply; his expression grew more serious. The other Spirit婴 stage monsters also looked extremely displeased. Although they did not know if what Lin Xuan said was true or false, no one dared to test it, fleeing like frightened birds.

Seeing the puppet following closely, Lin Xuan's face turned pale with anger and confusion. At this moment, he had no time for playing safe; his sleeves fluttered, releasing dozens of sword energy beams.

They grew in size as they met the wind, each reaching several dozen meters long. Although not a treasure weapon, their power was formidable when used to full capacity by Lin Xuan. His goal was to block the enemy's advance.

The dozens of sword energies surged like waves, attacking the opponent with great ferocity. However, the puppet had rich combat experience and seemed to have seen through Lin Xuan's intentions; its speed did not decrease but increased slightly more. The air crackled with friction sounds.

And within his body, the spiritual energy became increasingly wild and chaotic, reaching a critical point before self-destruction.

Damned it! It seems escape is impossible!

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry, feeling even more confused. A late Spirit婴 puppet was worth its weight in gold, but Qin Yan was only at the initial stage of cultivation. Which villainous figure had spent so much to risk everything?
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Although he didn't know the full story, it was clear that there had to be a grand conspiracy at play. The force capable of using late-stage puppets couldn’t be much weaker than the Heavenly Sea Pavilion. Lin Xuan would never have agreed to get involved in such murky waters under normal circumstances.

But Qin Yan’s relationship with him was different. Despite the mysterious properties of the sound-emitting talisman, Lin Xuan couldn't abandon Fairy Cloudy Mist. He gritted his teeth and had no choice but to take a risk.

Lin Xuan continued to perform Nine Heaven Microsteps while drawing out the long spear he had obtained from Snowfox King. He infused force into it and swung it down with all his might.

Although he didn’t know what kind of strange power the opponent was using, the fact that they could barely keep up with his Nine Heaven Microsteps suggested some spatial manipulation was involved.

A flash of green light appeared, and a bright crescent moon emerged.

Puff! About thirty feet in front of Lin Xuan, the air twisted, revealing the puppet’s form.

His eyes widened in surprise as he saw that it was clearly a lifeless object, yet its aura was no different from a real person's.

Lin Xuan didn’t have time to dwell on this. Green light flashed across his body, and he retreated another hundred feet.

The puppet’s expression grew more desperate. Lin Xuan snapped his fingers, and the Nine Heaven Moon Ring flew out.

"What is this..."

Although Qin Yan had never seen it before, their shared cultivation base allowed them to sense each other's presence.

Lin Xuan threw the Nine Heaven Moon Ring into the silk wall. Despite being two separate treasures, they seemed to merge seamlessly, as if they were one. Lin Xuan’s body flashed, and he opened his arms, embracing Qin Yan tightly.

He wrapped his arm around her waist, pressing his chest against her back. At this moment, it wasn’t about taking advantage or anything; the Nine Heaven Mysteries had a joint technique that, when used simultaneously by two people, would greatly enhance their power. It was like the Jiang family’s dual combat techniques, which far outmatched two late-stage middle-period cultivators.

The same principle applied to the Nine Heaven Mysteries. The only drawback was that it required intimate contact; their internal energy had to merge for it to work.

This was unavoidable since the Nine Heaven Mysteries were created when Lin Xuan and Fairy Phoenix were just starting their cultivation together, filled with tender moments.

Lin Xuan didn’t think he was wrong in doing this. Even if they were dual cultivation partners, they should still have some secrets between them. Besides, his relationship with Qin Yan wasn't at that level yet; the future remained uncertain.

As Qin Yan pointed her finger, their treasures emitted a dazzling light, and huge runes appeared on the ice-fire wall.

The oppressive spiritual pressure rose to the sky but was soon overwhelmed by the devastating explosion.

An attack from a late-stage cultivator might not be able to open heaven and earth, but its power was still astonishing. It could topple mountains and reverse rivers without any exaggeration.

The self-destruct’s power was even more formidable. The puppet had deliberately compressed the range, adding three-tenths of its destructive force.

They were about a hundred feet away from the explosion's center, so the spiritual pressure had somewhat weakened. However, the earth-stage and above defensive talismans shattered like bubbles.

Layer by layer...

In an instant, the treasures purchased with hundreds of thousands of jades turned to nothingness.

Of course, it wasn’t entirely wasted; their power was significantly reduced. Then came the black dragon armor shield's defense.

This treasure’s defensive capabilities were formidable. Late-stage cultivators' attacks weren't uncommon, but this one only lasted less than a breath before emitting a mournful sound and breaking apart as well.

Only a palm-sized shield remained, falling from mid-air with cracks all over its surface, devoid of spiritual energy. Although the black dragon armor wasn’t completely destroyed, it would need proper worship to be restored.

Innumerable spiritual energy hurricanes finally reached the last layer of protection.

Lin Xuan held Qin Yan tightly; her face flushed red. But at this moment, both were focused on blocking the explosion.

Rumble!

A deafening roar echoed in their ears, like a monster from ancient times. Then, an unbelievable transformation occurred: the chaotic spiritual energy suddenly converged into a monstrous creature made of spiritual energy.

The creature was enormous, towering over a hundred feet high, resembling a small mountain.

It had the body of a lion and the head of a bull but was far more terrifying than their combination. Lin Xuan’s face paled as he exclaimed in shock: "Impossible! The puppet has already self-destructed; how can these residual spiritual energies still form a monster?"

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive experience, had never heard of such a thing.

Could it be an old monster from the merging stage?

Why would he target a late-stage cultivator and not act himself? Why send two puppets instead?

Countless questions swirled in Lin Xuan’s mind. But he didn’t have time to ponder them as the creature raised its paw, striking down on them with the force of Mount Tai!

Unlike the puppet, this purely spiritual energy monster could only exist for a short while, like a fleeting flower, but due to fully releasing its spiritual energy, it surpassed late-stage cultivators in power.

Lin Xuan and Qin Yan’s expressions were grim. They gritted their teeth and held on tightly, each raising their hands and sending out hand seals towards the creature. The Nine Heaven Mysteries were at their peak...
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The beast's eyes flashed with a fierce light as it let out a thunderous roar, its claws suddenly sharpened to six-tenths of their original size. The claws were now over dozens of feet in length and looked incredibly menacing. Lin Xuan and Qin Yan seemed like tiny ants.

There was no way to avoid the attack. The giant claw descended with the weight of a mountain.

Facing such a terrifying assault, Qin Yan's face turned pale as despair washed over her heart. But Lin Xuan did not give up. Since entering the cultivation world, he had experienced too much bloodshed and turmoil. Although the danger was greater now, it wasn't something to be overly concerned about!

His body surged with boundless magical power as Lin Xuan's hand seals changed rapidly.

Qin Yan bit her pearl-like teeth, occasionally catching a glimpse of Lin Xuan's expression. His ordinary face brought comfort.

Especially his eyes—bold and resolute! Something seemed to stir within her heart.

For a moment, Qin Yan felt a sense of shame.

He had been dragged into this dangerous place to save her. He was still fighting, so how could she give up?

Boom!

In the sky, lightning pierced through the heavens as several Core Formation Realm existences clashed. The sky turned completely dark, with bitter winds and hail falling over an area of a hundred miles.

Qin Yan combed her hair and opened her cherry lips to recite a mysterious and obscure incantation:

"Senior Brother, should we really leave like this? Leaving that Cloud Fairy behind without considering her safety. If the people from the Sky's Edge Pavilion find out, they might bring great misfortune upon our sect."

A woman in her thirties with a worried expression spoke up. Her features resembled Zhu Qianru’s.

"There's no way around it. The battle has surpassed what we can control. A Core Formation late-stage puppet self-destructing—no matter if we stay or not, the outcome won't change," Zhu Tianyun sighed. "The Sky's Edge Pavilion won’t be unreasonable."

"Reason? When has the cultivation world ever been swayed by reason? It’s all about who has the stronger fist. Even if they know it was unavoidable, Qin Yan's identity is special. Her master is a senior monster of the Separation and Union stage. To appease the Elder Grandmaster's anger, the Sky's Edge Pavilion might use us as a scapegoat," said the woman in red with her pearl-like teeth biting down.

Zhu Tianyun sighed. Although he didn’t want to admit it, his wife had a point. He had hoped to please the Sky's Edge Pavilion but ended up making things worse.

If only that Cloud Fairy could have survived.

But he knew this was impossible; such an explosion would reduce even a Core Formation late-stage cultivator to ashes.

With the incantation, Qin Yan’s complexion turned even paler. Then, a tempting red glow appeared as her slender hands lifted and grabbed Lin Xuan's hand. Her fingers interlocked, and a spell shot out from their palms into the top of his magical artifact.

The ice-fire wall flickered, emitting brilliant golden light amidst crackling sounds. The beast’s claws pressed down with force.

Sizzle…

A sound so sharp that it made one’s teeth ache echoed as lightning bolts wrapped around the claws, each about a foot in diameter.

But these were black lightning bolts.

They transformed into countless electric snakes, biting at the ice-fire wall.

Any other artifact would have been destroyed instantly. But could the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring and Ice-Fire Brocade compare to ordinary treasures?

A flash of spiritual light appeared as hundreds of ring shadows and tiny dragons emerged, entangling with the electric snakes. In the sky, spiritual energy surged, but for the monster, this was just the beginning.

Roar!

The beast raised its head and let out a roar. The sound waves caused the ground to tremble. Its massive claws finally made contact with the ice-fire wall.

Puff…

Qin Yan immediately spat out blood as Lin Xuan’s bones creaked under the immense pressure.

This final layer of defense was formidable, but the monster's pressure was too great, far exceeding his expectations.

Although the opponent could only exist for a few moments, he might be crushed to dust before that happened.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as he slowly raised his right hand. Now he had his last trump card—True Spirit Strike!

Qin Yan's condition worsened further. Although Lin Xuan had blocked about seventy percent of the attack, the Cloud Fairy was only at the Core Formation early stage and hadn't learned any beast cultivation techniques. The previous strike already caused internal injuries.

But now, Qin Yan’s face no longer showed fear.

Her courage seemed to stem from Lin Xuan's efforts.

She would not give up until the very end.

With her pearl-like teeth biting down, Qin Yan seemed to have made a decision. Her two slender hands clapped together, and a pinkish fog emerged from her body.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised but had no time to delve deeper at this moment.

He moved swiftly beside Qin Yan.

To perform True Spirit Strike, they couldn't stay so close anymore. His hands danced in the air as countless ring shadows appeared, resembling a thousand-handed Guanyin.

Then, his spiritual energy surged into both palms, draining almost every drop from his body and reaching all the way to his dantian and meridians.

His mind went blank as he felt dizzy from the depletion of his magical power. This move was incredibly powerful but required a high level of mental and spiritual focus to execute.

Concentrating his spiritual energy, Lin Xuan clasped his hands in front of him with a solemn expression.

His body’s spiritual energy condensed into a small ball about the size of an egg. Inside this ball, there was a tiger no more than three inches long.

Majestic!

This True Spirit Strike mimicked a secret technique from a divine beast in the spirit realm.

The identity of that divine beast became clear—White Tiger, alongside Phoenix and True Dragon.

Sizzle…

Without their support, the ice-fire wall finally gave way, cracking like spider silk. It shattered into countless pieces as two silver rings and a ribbon-like artifact appeared but were dimly glowing.

Clearly, they had suffered some damage, but it wasn’t severe. With proper cultivation, they could recover.

With no more barriers, the beast’s claws slammed down on their heads from afar, causing the surrounding air to seem frozen. The immense spiritual pressure made breathing difficult.

Lin Xuan's eyes turned fierce as he raised his hands above his head and shouted: "Break!"

The light ball that gathered all his magical power shattered, and a miniature white tiger roared out, rapidly growing in size. Soon it was over three feet long, though still smaller than the beast’s claws, its presence was formidable. It charged forward with an angry roar.
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Boom! Boom!

The ground split open, forming cracks over a hundred meters long and deep beyond measure. The mountains within dozens of miles also suffered the tremors, collapsing under the thick clouds of dust.

Before the True Spirit's strike met with the demon beast’s claws, the shockwave was already so powerful...

It was terrifying beyond words!

Even the four Inner Alchemy cultivators within a hundred miles were shaken; even the Ice Heart Sect’s Elder Ma could not help but show signs of alarm. Although they were five hundred miles away, the clash of their spiritual energy was too intense.

"Is this really an Inner Alchemy cultivator? Could it be that there's a late-stage cultivator in battle?"

"Humph! Late-stage Inner Alchemy? Brother Cao is mistaken."

"What do you mean by that, Brother Chen?" The white-haired cultivator asked with surprise on his face. Despite his short stature, he was one of the few middle-stage cultivators present and had superior spiritual awareness.

"I am no expert, but I have seen a Great Master in action. Although they are far stronger than us, their power is still less impressive compared to what we see now. Therefore, it cannot be an Inner Alchemy cultivator," the short old monster spoke slowly, his face grave.

"Late-stage cultivators could not do this either, Brother Chen means…" The beautiful-faced female cultivator was shocked.

"Humph! What legend? Five hundred years ago, the Heavenly Border Pavilion easily destroyed eighty-one allied sects; eight Great Masters perished, and thousands of cultivators died. It was the first female cultivator from Yunzhou, Lady Ruyan, who dealt with them effortlessly," she said.

The name of Lady Ruyan was not widely known, as high-stage monsters had long since transcended worldly fame and fortune. Although the Heavenly Border Pavilion’s female cultivators did not deliberately hide her identity, they certainly would not spread it far and wide.

Moreover, Lady Ruyan only fought once, so few knew about her.

But now, everyone was more concerned with the presence of a high-stage cultivator nearby.

And they were currently in battle!

It was no longer surprising that this was the case. The surging spiritual energy had surpassed late-stage Inner Alchemy, and naturally, people thought of higher-stage cultivators.

After all, the abilities of high-stage cultivators were unknown to most, only rumors and misunderstandings.

"High-stage cultivator, will we be affected?" The female cultivator's lips moved slightly. "It’s hard to say, but Lady Ruyan easily defeated Great Masters, so her power is beyond measure. It might affect us within five hundred miles. Regardless of the possibility, I don’t plan on staying," said the short old monster.

"How, Brother Chen, are you planning to leave?"

"Right, we came here for trade and exchange. The fair can happen anytime; it’s not worth risking our lives just for a transaction."

His words resonated with the other old monsters. Although Inner Alchemy cultivator exchanges were rare, they occasionally happened. It was not worth such an adventure.

The old monsters exchanged glances, each displaying their own powers and flying away in opposite directions from where Lin Xuan was located.

Snowy Dawn Sect’s disciples looked at each other, no one daring to stop them. They too felt panic as the Inner Alchemy cultivators had fled; how could they stay here waiting for death? Whispers filled the air, but if not for their elders watching, some might have run away.

However, a sense of panic spread uncontrollably.

The灵动期 and 筑基期 cultivators did not need to be said. Even the 凝丹期 cultivators showed signs of fear.

Several Inner Alchemy elders frowned deeply as they gathered together in whispers.

"Senior Brother, what do you think?" The white-haired elder asked, his demeanor steady but still a pillar of the sect.

Ji Xuansheng frowned and pondered. With the sect leaders absent, he had to handle all matters, never expecting such a difficult situation.

"Senior Brother, according to Sister Xiao’s opinion, we should avoid this too. That Mysterious Daoist friend not only has superior cultivation but is also well-known for his extensive knowledge. Besides, you saw the anomaly in nature; it doesn’t seem like caused by late-stage cultivators. If our sect gets involved…" The female cultivator spoke, about twenty-seven or eight years old.

"Senior Sister means if, but this is our sect’s foundation," the white-haired elder frowned and said, "Our ancestors' legacy cannot be abandoned so easily."

"I never said we should go to Snowy Dawn Sect. I just suggested that disciples temporarily avoid danger. If everyone dies, what use is there in talking about the legacy?" The female cultivator's face showed anger as she spoke.

This Lu guy only called me junior uncle two months ago and now dares to argue with me after just becoming an Inner Alchemy cultivator.

But this was inevitable; a cultivator’s seniority was indeed linked to their strength. However, those who had completed the拜师大礼 were exceptions… "But…" The newly promoted Lu elder did not back down.

"Alright, junior brother and sister, your points are valid. Let's stop arguing. How about you two lead the disciples and find a safe distance away? I will stay here," Ji Xuansheng sighed and interrupted them.

"What, Senior Brother, do you want to stay?"

"Yes, Sister Liu’s words make sense. If everyone dies, what use is there in talking about legacy. And your point, Lu junior brother, makes sense too. Snowy Dawn Sect has been rooted here for thousands of years; we can't carry all the treasures and classics away quickly. Someone must remain," Ji Xuansheng said.

"But…" The Lu elder’s eyes showed a complex emotion. Although cultivators were driven by self-interest, not everyone was heartless. Growing up in the sect, he still had some sense of belonging. He gritted his teeth: "Senior Brother, why don’t you and Senior Sister take the disciples and leave? I will stay here with a few disciples."

"Lu junior brother, you are only about three hundred years old!" Ji Xuansheng suddenly said.

"Hmm," the white-haired elder was taken aback and nodded.

"That’s right. Although your appearance makes you seem much older, it is due to cultivation methods. In terms of lifespan, I cannot compare with you. Unless there's a miraculous opportunity, I am stuck in the early stages for sure. But you have hope to advance to middle-stage. For Snowy Dawn Sect, you are more useful than me, so I will stay," Ji Xuansheng said seriously.

The Lu elder was deeply moved, but Ji Xuansheng’s expression turned grave: "No need to say more. Before leaving, let me take over as sect leader. Do you want to defy the order?"

"Senior Brother, take care!"

Seeing that Ji Xuansheng had made up his mind, the Lu elder sighed and bowed to him with the female cultivator. They then called their disciples; time was pressing, so they could not gather everything. Thousands of disciples rushed into the sky.

On the other side, those in battle were not high-stage cultivators, but this strike’s power was indeed comparable.

The True Spirit Strike mimicked a secret technique from the White Tiger. It drained all of Lin Xuan's spiritual energy, leaving him in pain despite having a Storage Spirit Belt.

Lin Xuan’s bones creaked as he struggled to hold on. If not for his practice of the Body Refinement Technique from Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens, his bones might have shattered.

Rumble!

Blood trickled from Lin Xuan's eyes, nose, and mouth, but he still fought desperately. The White Tiger head finally pushed back the lightning fire.

But it fell again, showing some weakness.

Moon and the Armadillo could not help; when Lin Xuan used True Spirit Strike, it was based on Nine Heavens Profound Technique. To intervene, their spiritual energy nature must be the same, or it would trigger a simultaneous explosion of White Tiger and lightning fire.

The only one who could help was the Cloud Fairy, also practicing Nine Heavens Profound Technique.
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VQiyan certainly wouldn't sit idly by. Actually, from the moment the ice and fire wall shattered, she had been standing alongside Lin Xuan to face it head-on.

They died together, and for her, Lin Xuan was truly someone she was grateful to. He had saved her multiple times; without him, she would have long since met a miserable end.

However, Lin Xuan's move came too quickly. The power of his True Spirit Strike left Qin Yan almost speechless. This wasn’t just an advanced-stage cultivator; even late-stage cultivators couldn't match it. Compared to her master’s ordinary strike, the power was nearly identical.

This Lin Xi, who had once been considered a fool in Drifting Cloud Valley, had reached such an incredible realm of cultivation.

But how could that be? Cultivation wasn’t just about effort; one's innate talent mattered as well. If she remembered correctly, Lin Xuan seemed to lack a spirit root...

Of course, this was not the time to delve into it further. Seeing Lin Xuan’s energy nearly depleted, Qin Yan finally snapped out of her daze.

The young lady bit her lip and removed the hairpin from her head, letting her long, flowing hair cascade down like a waterfall, reaching her waist. Her face, already beautiful, was even more stunning with its ethereal beauty.

She raised a delicate hand, fingers slightly trembling as she recited an incantation. The air around her seemed to pulse with energy.

"Look at this," Qin Yan covered her mouth in surprise, her eyes wide. This Lin Xi had left too many shocking impressions—both his abilities and treasures were beyond comprehension.

Hearing the young lady’s exclamation, Lin Xuan turned to look at the beautiful yet refined Senior Sister Qin. His expression was equally complex.

On the other side of the scene, about a hundred miles away, Zhu Tianyun and his wife, along with the Qiang brothers, stood in shock. The explosion they had just witnessed far exceeded their wildest imaginations.

As advanced-stage cultivators, they were already top-tier figures in the mortal world, respected wherever they went. But now, feeling the overwhelming surge of power, they felt insignificant.

After a long moment, Zhu Tianyun said, "Senior Brother, should we go and check?"

"Go?" his wife asked with a sly tongue lick.

"Yes, it’s important to see how things turned out. I wonder if that Cloud Fairy is still alive."

The Qiang brothers exchanged glances; their expressions were not much better. They had only regretted their curiosity and meddling. But it was too late now.

With a reluctant nod, they agreed. The advanced-stage puppet’s self-destruction meant no more danger for them this time.

Four figures then emitted a burst of spiritual light, each displaying their unique abilities as they flew towards the scene.

The hundred-mile distance was covered in an instant.

As the dust settled, Zhu Tianyun raised his spirit sense to investigate. His face showed immense surprise when he scanned the area.

His wife and the Qiang brothers also released their own spirit senses, and all four were left speechless by what they saw.

"Big Brother, I didn’t see it wrong. That Lin Daoist and Cloud Fairy are still alive," Qiang Er said with a shocked expression.

"I feel like I’m going mad too, but my spirit sense confirmed it." Qiang Da’s expression was similar. The two brothers had experienced much in the mortal world over centuries, but nothing could compare to this explosion. Even from a hundred miles away, they felt its impact. Nearby mountains crumbled as if struck by a powerful force; even late-stage cultivators and formidable beasts would have been reduced to ashes.

Why were they unharmed?

It was the only explanation that made sense.

Zhu Tianyun’s couple looked even more surprised. Initially, they were equally shocked, but soon their expressions turned into boundless joy.

They didn’t care about why Lin Xuan and Qin Yan survived; what mattered was that Qin Yan wasn’t dead. The tiny Snow Mite Sect couldn’t withstand the wrath of the vast Skyward Pavilion; it wouldn’t even need a late-stage cultivator to level them.

Survival of the fittest, they had no grounds for complaint. Other forces in the cultivation world would not intervene on behalf of the Snow Mite Sect either.

"Junior Sister," Zhu Tianyun said with a smile as he clasped his wife’s hand.

"Senior Brother."

They couldn’t help smiling as well and entered the dust cloud without further ado, followed by the Qiang brothers out of curiosity.

Two figures emerged from the scene. Lin Xuan and Qin Yan were covered in blood but floated mid-air in a meditative pose.

They seemed unharmed, which relieved Zhu Tianyun. He didn’t dare approach them; instead, he stood respectfully. After a moment, Qiang Da and Qiang Er flew over, also remaining silent as they observed the scene.

Their eyes kept scanning the area. What was the secret behind their survival?

Time passed slowly. Soon, after about an hour, Lin Xuan and Qin Yan opened their eyes and got up.

"Ha ha, thank you for waiting. I was tending to my injuries just now; please forgive any oversight," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he bowed slightly.

"Ha ha, Lin Daoist is too kind. It’s only fitting that we should be grateful," Zhu Tianyun replied with exaggerated politeness, already knowing the young man's name and his apparent rescue of their daughter.

Lin Xuan then chatted briefly with them, while Qin Yan stood beside him in silence, as if leaving it to him to handle things. The others were surprised by this.

Though the battle had been intense, they had heard their titles: Senior Sister and Junior Brother.

The four old cultivators couldn’t help feeling puzzled. Qin Yan came from Skyward Pavilion; wasn’t that sect exclusive to female disciples?

Of course, these matters involved others' privacy, so though they were curious, they didn't immediately inquire. Instead, what truly interested them was another matter.

After exchanging glances, Zhu Tianyun spoke up: "Cloud Fairy, Lin Daoist, this question might be impolite, but the power of that advanced-stage puppet’s self-destruction was too astonishing. How did you manage to turn danger into safety?"
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Four old monsters were taken aback. Could this matter have something to do with Qin Yan? Although she came from the天涯海阁, she was only an early-stage cultivator, and neither the Qian family duo nor Zhu Tianyun's couple thought that Qin Yan could withstand such a terrifying explosion.

Of course, they wouldn't speak out recklessly; all four of them were curious about the truth behind this matter. They exchanged glances, showing a listening demeanor.

"That puppet’s cultivation is also clear to you friends. Its power nearly matches that of an advanced-stage cultivator. The force of the explosion doesn’t need to be said. How could we possibly stop it with just two people? It was only because my mentor passed by here earlier and saved us," Qin Yan said, explaining.

"What do you mean? You are saying that the venerable Zhang Elder from your sect, the first female cultivator in Yunzhou, is nearby?" Zhu Tianyun’s voice trembled as he spoke.

The other three had similar expressions. Although they were all advanced-stage cultivators, compared to Lady Xiayan, they were insignificant.

At the Separation and Union stage, one truly becomes invincible!

Why would such old monsters, who should be quietly cultivating in their sects to find a way to cross the heavenly tribulation and enter the spirit realm, come to this desolate place like Longnan?

The four old monsters did not suspect anything. One, they never thought that two people could survive. Two, given the terrifying explosion just now, only an advanced-stage cultivator might be able to withstand it. This explanation made sense.

Zhu Tianyun, as the sect leader, was extremely anxious. He exchanged glances with the red-robed beautiful woman before flying towards the peak of the mountain.

Their beloved daughter and disciples were there; he couldn’t bear for anything to happen to them.

"Lin friend, Qin Immortal, would you like to come see?" The Qian family duo had a close relationship with Snowy Dawn Sect. They wouldn’t ignore this situation.

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. Was it related to the attack on Qin Yan?

The four of them sped up and caught up soon.

Soon enough, they arrived at the peak where Zhu Tianyun was talking to an elderly Daoist in his forties. Several condensation-stage cultivators stood by respectfully.

Lin Xuan recognized this Daoist; he was named Ji Xiansheng.

After a brief reunion, both felt relieved that their sect was fine and had just temporarily evacuated due to the recent battle.

"Junior Brother Ji, you’ve worked hard," Zhu Tianyun patted the shoulder of the Daoist. "It’s nothing. I grew up in Snowy Dawn Sect. Protecting our ancestral foundation is my duty. Now that the danger has passed, but all the cultivators here have left to attend the exchange meeting."

Ji Xiansheng looked a bit troubled at this point.

Zhu Tianyun couldn’t help but laugh. The explosion was indeed terrifying. If it wasn't their sect headquarters, he would have made the same choice. Which advanced-stage cultivator wouldn’t be cautious and avoid danger? However, with everyone leaving, the carefully planned exchange meeting had been ruined, which left a bitter taste in his mouth.

But as the head of the sect, he still had some grace: "Forget it. Everyone is safe, that’s what matters. Junior Brother Ji, please ask your fellow Daoist Lu and Sister Liu to bring our disciples back."

"Alright, I’ll handle this…" Ji Xiansheng didn’t hesitate and led several loyal disciples away.

"Zhu friend, since the exchange meeting failed, there's no point in my staying here. I'll take my leave," Lin Xuan said as he floated forward after Zhu Tianyun had settled his sect matters.

Qin Yan followed behind without speaking, clearly planning to travel with him.

"Haha, why do you have such a rush? I heard that you killed the old demon and saved Zhu Qianru and her disciples. If not for your timely arrival, my wife and I would be in danger as well. Since we’re here, there’s no need to leave so quickly. If you don’t mind our simple hospitality, please stay for a while," Zhu Tianyun turned around and bowed deeply.

Everyone was stunned. Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he was taken aback.

"Master, is there still such a thing as free lunch in heaven?" Mo'er’s curious voice entered his ears. The first thought of the young girl was that there must be some ulterior motive. Even if Lin Xuan had saved Zhu Qianru and helped just now, they didn’t need to be thanked so much.

"Except for a few special ones, you can freely browse our sect's records," Zhu Tianyun said with an unusually warm smile. "How could this feel like a dream?"

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he sized up the Snowy Dawn Sect leader. The other remained calm.

"You are too kind. If I must leave now, it would seem unreasonable of me. Very well, I’ll stay for a few days," Lin Xuan smiled and said politely.

"Haha, you’re too polite. Forget about staying with us; treat our sect as your own home." Zhu Tianyun was overjoyed and spoke with exaggerated politeness. He then turned to Qin Yan: "Immortal Qin, please also stay. Although we can’t compare to the天涯海阁, if you have any interest in browsing our records, I won’t stop you."

"Alright, since the sect leader is so sincere, this lady will stay for a few days," Qin Yan glanced at the young man beside her and didn’t refuse.

Zhu Tianyun was delighted. He knew the Qian family duo well and didn’t need to force them to stay. He personally escorted Lin Xuan and Qin Yan to the guesthouse.

An hour later, he returned to his cave dwelling only to find the red-robed beautiful woman waiting with an unhappy expression.

"Mrs. Tianyun, what’s wrong?"

"What do you mean by wanting to keep that Lin boy? You don’t have to make such outrageous promises. Our sect's records are passed down from our ancestors; how could they be handed over to a stranger?" The red-robed beautiful woman said with an unhappy expression. As the sect leader, she couldn’t openly argue in front of outsiders but felt his actions were too hasty.

"Haha, Sister, you’re upset about this? Let me ask you: what do you think of that Lin boy’s cultivation abilities?" Zhu Tianyun spoke mysteriously.

"What do you mean by this? Are you doubting Immortal Qin's words and thinking it was the Lin boy who stopped the terrifying explosion?" The red-robed beautiful woman was taken aback, her expression turning suspicious.

"I’m not suspicious, Brother. I didn’t doubt Lady Xiayan; that was an advanced-stage puppet’s self-destruct. We witnessed its power with our own eyes. It couldn’t have been stopped by a mid-stage cultivator," Zhu Tianyun laughed.

"Then why did you ask about his cultivation? I didn’t notice during the intense battle."

"I didn’t notice either, but I did pay attention to some things. Besides that advanced-stage puppet, there was another adept at concealment who attacked Qin Yan. Lin Xuan saved Lady Xiayan in a critical situation," Zhu Tianyun described the scene slowly and clearly.

"What? Instant teleportation, and those green flames? Just as you said, they were terrifying?" The red-robed beautiful woman’s expression showed shock. If it weren’t for her husband speaking, she wouldn’t have believed such a powerful technique could be used by an advanced-stage cultivator.

"Of course, only my wife and I would exaggerate," Zhu Tianyun laughed. "Although we don’t know about the other abilities of that Lin friend, just his instant teleportation and those terrifying green flames are enough to make us mid-stage cultivators retreat. Even against late-stage cultivators, he might have a chance to fight or escape."
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"Brother Senior, why did he try to persuade him?"

"Indeed. Qin Yan once called him Junior Brother, meaning that his age is similar to Fairy Cloudy Mist's. And we all know that Qin Yan is only about two hundred years old now. She has already surpassed her master in condensing the yuan婴 core and becoming a junior cultivator. This Lin fellow, however, has advanced to the middle stage, with divine powers even comparable to Great Cultivators. How his future achievements will unfold, my husband need not elaborate further. Sister Senior, do you think I have done anything wrong by doing this?"

Mrs. Zhu Tianyun smiled lightly. "Of course not. It's just that you misunderstood Brother Senior. Based on your speculation, Lin Junior must have advanced to the late yuan婴 stage. In a few hundred years, he might even step into the Separation of Yin and Yang realm. Cultivating such an old monster would bring countless benefits to our sect. This small sacrifice is nothing."

Mrs. Zhu's rosy face turned from anger to delight as she looked at her husband with admiration.

Moreover, this person had a special relationship with Fairy Cloudy Mist. Qin Yan came from the Far Horizon Pavilion and was usually indifferent towards men. However, when together with Lin Xuan, her demeanor was completely different. Cultivating with Lin Xuan naturally won her Fairy Cloudy Mist's favor."

"Brother Senior and Sister Senior, do they know each other well? Otherwise, shouldn't we secretly investigate?"

Mrs. Zhu's eyes sparkled as women always had a keen sense of curiosity.

"Of course not. If I didn't have confidence, would I come here to take this risk? Originally, I planned to act quietly during the trade fair when there were many people around, but that was too risky. Now, with heaven's help, we've lured Snowy Mist Pavilion's disciples away. We must move quickly," said the short Lin cultivator with a look of excitement on his face.

The female cultivator did not speak, but her eyes revealed a hint of greed, making her usually pretty face appear more menacing.

Snowy Mist Pavilion was just a solitary peak. They were currently at some hidden position near the middle of the mountain, so they had to be extremely cautious. The short Lin cultivator held a compass-shaped magical tool in his hand and checked the surroundings as he walked. Suddenly, he exclaimed with joy: "It's here."

"Here?"

The other two stopped walking. In front of them was just a bare rock wall, nothing else. Their eyes showed some suspicion.

Ignoring their doubts, the short cultivator dashed forward and stood before the rock wall. He checked his magical tool and then tapped it in an unusual order.

Clicks sounded as a large hole about ten feet wide appeared before them, dark and deep. With the keen eyes of veteran Great Cultivators, they could see clearly inside.

The three exchanged glances, their faces showing intense joy. They had indeed found the right place. Each of them then used their divine powers to fly into it one after another.

Those on top of the mountain were unaware of what was happening below. In a quiet room with elegant surroundings, Qin Yan was meditating. She had been severely injured this time but had recovered thanks to various medicinal herbs from the Far Horizon Pavilion she brought along. It was now midnight, and the moon hung quietly in the branches outside. The birds chirped, and the events of the day seemed like a distant memory.

However, Fairy Cloudy Mist's heartstrings, as calm as an ancient well, stirred with a new presence.

Qin Yan sighed and slowly stood up. She would not be able to meditate tonight.

She pushed open the window in her quiet room but suddenly noticed something and flew out gracefully. It was like a fairy descending from heaven.

Her residence was naturally in the VIP building, which was independent and protected by simple禁制. There was no need to worry about being spied on.

Outside the blue light screen, a flame circled.

A transmission talisman! A smile appeared at the corner of Qin Yan's lips as she extended her finger. The light screen split open, and the transmission talisman flew in like a sentient entity, circling around the young woman.

Qin Yan injected her divine sense into it.

As expected, it was indeed from that person.

"…! …● Cloudy Mist Fairy looked up at the sky. It was midnight now. He wanted to meet her at this hour…

She felt somewhat uneasy. If anyone else had asked, she would have ignored them, but Junior Brother Lin...

"Very well. I owe him a debt of gratitude; it wouldn't be polite to refuse," Qin Yan muttered to herself, which sounded like an excuse for the appointment.

A flush appeared on her face.

Though Fairy Cloudy Mist was beautiful, she lacked vitality. Qin Yan looked more alluring than usual tonight.

This was truly a breathtaking beauty.

She glanced at the transmission talisman in her hand and found herself using concealment techniques. It was late under the full moon, and a male and female meeting secretly made her feel uneasy.

Poor Qin Yan had no idea that Lin Xuan did not think much about it. He had been involved in many intrigues and schemes, with countless old monsters falling to his hands. His intelligence was beyond doubt.

However, IQ and emotional intelligence were different things. In terms of emotions, Lin Xuan seemed like a fool.

After all, he had only met Fairy Cloudy Mist once, and it was due to her being forced into the situation. With Moonling, he was always casual. How could Lin Xuan know what to pay attention to when with female cultivators?

For example, inviting Qin Yan at midnight was extremely inappropriate, but Lin Xuan did not feel it that way. He chose this time because he guessed that Qin Yan's injuries and power should have just recovered.

Lin Xuan felt pleased with himself for considering others' feelings, but he had no idea that Qin Yan was rushing to the appointment due to his late-night message, her heart racing in anticipation.

Of course, doing so did not mean that Qin Yan liked Lin Xuan.

A Fairy Cloudy Mist of such prestige would never be shallow-minded.

It couldn't be love at first sight.

However, there was certainly a good impression.

Just like two hundred years ago when a young man saved her from a dire situation in Stream Leap Canyon.

The same held true today.

Was this just coincidence or some divine sign?

Qin Yan, now an early-stage Great Cultivator, differed from Lin Xiao Jian and others who struggled with fate. Their motto was "I control my destiny," not caring about heaven. Qin Yan's path was simpler—mainly due to her资质 and opportunities. She believed in fate.

Although the memories of two hundred years ago were somewhat blurred, today's events were crystal clear. Junior Brother Lin had given her more than just a life-saving favor; he had left countless impressions.

According to what she knew, Lin Xuan lacked a灵根, yet his cultivation stage was now ahead of hers by one level, and his divine powers were off the charts.

Qin Yan's experiences were vast, but outside her master, she had never seen such a high-level cultivator. Even several late-stage Great Cultivators were inferior to Lin Xuan. At least the final blow he delivered had almost matched that of a Separation realm cultivator.

Incredible! Fairy Cloudy Mist was proud and unyielding. Even her master praised her for her brilliance, with an uncertain future...

But there was always someone better. For this Junior Brother Lin, she truly could not help but admire him.

Gratitude, surprise, admiration—these feelings easily transformed into good will over time.

Otherwise, Qin Yan would not have come to this midnight rendezvous just because of a life-saving favor.

Although still in the early stage, her cultivation technique, Nine Heavens Mystical Art's敛气术, was so subtle that no one could detect her. After a short while, she arrived at the back of the mountain.

There was a dense forest here, rarely visited by people. At this late hour, there was even less chance of someone intruding. Lin Xuan had chosen his location carefully.

While it wasn't entirely wrong, he hadn't considered that inviting a female cultivator so late in the night could be inappropriate and choosing such a secluded place made it seem suspiciously ill-intentioned.

Qin Yan's eyebrows slightly furrowed as she suspected her benefactor might have ulterior motives...

But as an old adage went: "Do not harbor evil intentions, but always be wary of others." Although Qin Yan had experienced little in the world of cultivation, she was no novice.

A hint of hesitation appeared on Qin Yan's face. She wanted to believe Lin Xuan had good intentions, but the secluded location and the soundproof禁制 made her suspicious.
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Qin Yan's expression was hesitant. After a moment of deliberation, she finally bit her lip and flashed a determined look before darting into the forest.

In the end, she chose to trust Lin Xuan.

Although human hearts are unpredictable, she felt that Lin Xuan had no ill intentions towards her. The forest in front of them was dense with towering trees, some reaching over twenty or thirty zhang in height—plants usually found only in cold regions.

Entering the forest, moonlight was blocked out. But as a cultivator, Qin Yan didn't need to worry about losing sight of the path.

After a short while, she spotted an open space on the snow-covered ground where a young man with an ordinary appearance was sitting cross-legged.

It was Lin Xuan without a doubt.

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Qin Yan felt relieved. She knew that her earlier concerns were unnecessary, but still had some doubts about why he would meet her in such a secluded place at this hour of the night.

"Two hundred years have passed since we last met, and you still look as radiant as ever. Truly a cause for celebration," Lin Xuan said, his tone not too low to avoid sounding insincere.

Qin Yan smiled slightly: "Your words are too kind, Sister. Compared to you, I am but insignificant."

"Where could that be?" Lin Xuan humbly replied, though he kept a calm expression as he secretly observed Qin Yan's reaction.

This beautiful woman of the Cloud Fairy Sect had a somewhat blushed face, but her demeanor was still composed and graceful.

How should he begin?

Lin Xuan’s mind raced. The first thing he wanted to clarify after seeing Qin Yan again was the origin of that transmission talisman.

---

After their meeting at the core of cultivation, they would share the moonlight for mutual refinement!

While this promise was delightful, it seemed too sudden and out of place when considered carefully. Was there any connection with Qin Yan?

Only this woman could unravel the mystery. However, Lin Xuan wasn’t so foolish as to directly ask.

The best approach was to hint at it indirectly. As he pondered his words, Qin Yan spoke first: "Sister, if I remember correctly, you said that during our time in Drifting Cloud Valley, you didn't have a spirit root. How did you manage to cultivate so quickly?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious, but he kept a nonchalant face. He was no fool; he had prepared his response.

The secret of the Blue Star Sea couldn’t be revealed, but Lin Xuan wasn’t the naive Spirit Flexible Period cultivator he used to be. With broadened horizons, his excuse was flawless.

"Without a spirit root, Sister, do you think that's possible?" Lin Xuan smirked, his expression half-smiling and half-teasing.

"I find it strange too," Qin Yan said with a frown. "But the people who tested my spirit root back then were clearly incompetent."

"They were just too low in cultivation to recognize such treasures. I've heard that Sister resides at the Edge of the Sky Pavilion, where one's experiences are invaluable. Back then, Drifting Cloud Valley was merely a minor sect with its founder only at the Condensation Core stage. The person who tested my spirit root was but a Foundation Establishment cultivator. How could they possibly make such an error?" Lin Xuan’s expression showed disdain, and his words were dripping with sarcasm. He had endured countless taunts from fellow disciples and elders in Drifting Cloud Valley over the years.

Qin Yan wasn’t easily fooled. She frowned and said thoughtfully: "You're right, Sister. For us now, Drifting Cloud Valley is indeed insignificant. But testing a spirit root doesn't require complex techniques; even a Foundation Establishment cultivator wouldn't make such an error."

"Is it that I can't be trusted?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Not at all," Qin Yan said with a smile. "I just find this curious. If you don’t want to say, I wouldn’t dare force the issue."

"In fact, there’s nothing secret about it. Have you heard of the Bitter Spirit Root?" Lin Xuan softened his expression and began speaking.

"Bitter Spirit Root? That peculiar constitution that appears as if without a spirit root but can surpass even the Holy Spirit Root with enough effort?" Qin Yan exclaimed in surprise.

"Correct," Lin Xuan said, pleased with her knowledge.

The tale of Bitter Spirit Root was fabricated by him, but it perfectly explained his sudden rise in cultivation. Qin Yan didn’t suspect anything; instead, she looked at him with admiration. According to ancient legends, achieving the effects of a Bitter Spirit Root required immense hardship that ordinary people couldn't fathom.

It wasn’t surprising that this younger brother could advance to the Advanced Core stage. Over these two hundred years, he must have faced countless trials and tribulations.

With her doubts resolved, Qin Yan’s expression towards Lin Xuan became warmer. They strolled through the forest, sharing their experiences with each other.

The beauty of a woman like Qin Yan was captivating, but Lin Xuan remained unfazed. The path to immortality was fraught with difficulties; nothing could sway his resolve for eternal life, not even the enchanting cloud fairy.

His expression remained calm and composed as he spoke, while some experiences needed to be concealed were easily lied about.

Qin Yan’s smile was charming, but she also kept an eye on Lin Xuan's demeanor. She knew her beauty well; few men could resist it. But this younger brother had a clear gaze.

Qin Yan bit her lip and smiled with satisfaction.

An hour passed without them noticing. It was time to make his request. Otherwise, they would never get to the point if he kept dragging it out.

"Sister, there's something I need to ask you. Please be honest."

"What is it?" Qin Yan’s eyes showed confusion as she noticed Lin Xuan's serious expression. She too became solemn when she realized that this late-night transmission and meeting in such a secluded place might not just be for nostalgia.

"Back then, during our trip through the Stream Leaping Gorge, do you remember that incident?" Lin Xuan hesitated but pressed on.

Of course, Qin Yan remembered. "That was fortunate. If it weren't for your rescue, I would have perished and wouldn’t even have obtained the Nine Heavens Profound Skill."

"It was just a coincidence," Lin Xuan said with a reassuring smile. "You don’t need to worry about it. After we parted ways..."

[The text ends here]
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After their separation? Qin Yan raised her eyebrows, a strange expression in her eyes. "Yes… after our separation, Senior Sis, did you…?" Lin Xuan stammered. This wasn't due to his low emotional intelligence; the matter was indeed rather difficult to bring up.

"Junior Brother, what are you trying to say?"

"Hmm, it's that transmission talisman we used before we parted ways… It's related to the transmission reeds."

Lin Xuan wiped a bead of sweat from his forehead. He blurted out without much thought, and he was sure that among all the beings in the mortal realm, only the old monsters at the separation stage could make him feel so humiliated. Tai Yan was also somewhat surprised as she tried to recall.

Though cultivators had excellent memories, two hundred years was a long time. "Transmission talisman…?" Tai Yan suddenly let out a light sigh, her face quickly covered with a blush. "Do you remember the transmission talisman?"

Lin Xuan nodded eagerly, his hands rubbing together in excitement. "Sure."

Tai Yan nodded as well, her voice so soft it sounded like a mosquito's buzz. Seeing her reaction, Lin Xuan secretly muttered to himself, wondering if that transmission talisman was indeed sent by Senior Sis Tai Yan.

But something didn't add up. If she really planned to cultivate with Xi Ji after refining her essence, why did they show no signs of this when they first met? Could the Cloud Fairy truly be so shallow and offer herself in exchange for a single joint battle against enemies?

The idea made Lin Xuan feel ridiculous. Impossible! But if it wasn't her who sent it, what could explain the clear memory that returned to his mind?

Back then, during their journey through Xi Yueravine, he almost fell into the hands of the Fire Spirit Sect's sect leader. Later, they joined forces against enemies and were blessed with good fortune, obtaining an ancient treasure sought after by the Fire Spirit Sect.

But Lin Xuan had no intention of returning to the Cloud Valley. To avoid revealing his whereabouts, he forced her to swear a heart demon vow, which was both coercive and persuasive.

Thinking about their past grievances, Tai Yan didn't harbor any resentment; instead, she smiled faintly.

She understood Lin Xuan's actions—making a grand debut and possessing an ancient treasure could easily bring about his downfall. The cultivation world was a dog-eat-dog place, and the Cloud Valley would not hesitate to clear him out as a traitor.

With time passing, Tai Yan no longer dwelled on those trivial matters from two hundred years ago. After swearing the heart demon vow, they went their separate ways. But just after flying for a short while, a fiery light chased them down from behind. It was the transmission talisman!

Tai Yan was naturally shocked but didn't think much of it and injected her divine sense into it.

The message inside left Tai Yan speechless. Lin Xuan's voice said he had great admiration for her but couldn't divert his attention until his path to enlightenment was complete. He hoped they could cultivate together after refining their essence. Tai Yan was stunned.

Even though she had countless admirers in the Cloud Valley, no one dared to be so direct. Could this junior brother of Lin be a hopeless romantic? They hardly spoke and only joined forces once to repel enemies, yet he suddenly wanted her to offer herself. And it was even more absurd that they were supposed to do this after refining their essence.

At that time, both of them had just entered the cultivation world and were in one of the poorest regions, Yanzhou. Even a mid-stage foundation consolidation cultivator could easily defeat them. An old monster at the refinement stage was unimaginable.

Refinement? Lin Xuan truly had grand ambitions. Tai Yan couldn't help but laugh or cry, but she didn't take it seriously either. Despite finding it absurd, she eventually found an explanation after much thought.

Either Lin Xuan was crazy, or he felt that the heart demon vow wasn't secure enough; talking about cultivating together after refining their essence was just a way to get closer and not reveal his secrets…

Regardless, this was the first time a man had confessed to her. Tai Yan often recalled those years of longing in her heart.

As time passed, she grew immensely powerful, and the cultivation world saw many changes. The invasion by yin ghosts led to the fall of Yanzhou, and though they moved to Youzhou, it eventually fell to Ghost King's hands. With her divine abilities from Nine Heavens Xuan Gong, she broke through the encirclement and arrived at the Skyward Sea Pavilion after the cosmic upheaval.

There, she met Fairy Rou Yan and became a disciple of an old monster female cultivator, joining the Skyward Sea Pavilion. Her cultivation journey was smooth thereafter. With her master's help, she advanced to the refinement stage. It seemed simple, but two hundred years had passed since then.

Memories from the past were like smoke. Although she hadn't reached the pinnacle of the mortal realm, she was still a figure that inspired awe.

Though she gained much, there were also losses.

The Cloud Valley no longer existed. Her former comrades and friends had all turned to dust. Even if they hadn't fallen, without refining their essence into golden cores, their lifespans would be short.

Cultivators were inherently solitary, and these past memories were long buried in her heart.

Unexpectedly, she met Junior Brother Lin this time.

Like during Xi Yueravine, he seemed to always come just when needed. In truth, though Tai Yan hadn't forgotten him, she no longer considered him alive in her heart.

Though the Cloud Valley had moved to Yunzhou, Lin Xuan was usually low-key, and she didn't hear of any rumors about his identity as the Spirit Mountain Young Master or his interactions with Ma Tianxiong and Xu Jia. Actually, Tai Yan hadn't paid much attention when Lin Xuan's cultivation skyrocketed during their time in Xi Yueravine. She thought he just had good luck and consumed some heavenly treasures.

Though they didn't interact often, she knew that Lin Xuan lacked a spiritual root. Mortals could cultivate, but without the properqualifications, foundation consolidation was impossible. Two hundred years later, he must have long since passed away. The proposal of cultivation together had been forgotten, so when they finally met after such a long time, it seemed odd for him to bring it up now.

Lin Xuan didn't know about the misunderstandings and didn't realize that Tai Yan once received his transmission reed message. Looking at her expression, he was confused. "Could she be shy?"

Not understanding girls' thoughts, Lin Xuan asked the moon for advice. After all, they were both females; surely, she would understand.

But after calling out for a long time without receiving any response, the usually obedient Moon didn't bother with him at that moment.
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Qin Yan's face was flushed, and as he glanced around, a faint hint of resentment could be detected. However, Lin Xuan had no idea about the sequence of events or that both of them had received transmission talismans in each other’s names.

There were many twists and turns to this situation, but it would be hard to explain everything right away.

On a night with a full moon, the two strolled through the forest. The atmosphere was enchanting yet tinged with an odd sense of unease.

At the same time, deep within the mountain.

Three婴期 old monsters each displayed their prowess. Ghoulish winds howled, and sword energy surged. The light from the禁制 array had dimmed significantly, appearing as if it might collapse at any moment.

The sound of explosions continued to reach their ears. After a short while, a flash of light appeared, and the light screen suddenly brightened strangely.

The three were not alarmed but rather delighted, each stepping up their attacks. This was merely a last flicker before the禁制 broke completely.

The light screen trembled like a small boat in a storm, eventually splitting into two halves. A roughly oval-shaped passage appeared before them.

"Let's go; we don't know what challenges lie ahead," said Chen Feng, whose figure was short and stocky, leading the way at the forefront of the three.

The elderly white-haired cultivator and the fair-faced female cultivator exchanged a glance and hurriedly followed behind.

This passage was noticeably wider than the previous one, with a diameter over three zhang (about 10 feet), but it wasn't long. In no time, they reached its end.

"Could we have taken the wrong path?" asked the fair-faced female cultivator as she looked at the dark mountain wall before them.

Of course not," Chen Feng said, extending his hand and tapping his waist to retrieve a compass-shaped treasure. He cast a spell on it.

A series of multicolored light rings flashed, followed by a series of clicks. The surface layer of the mountain wall peeled off, revealing an odd pattern.

Not...a pattern.

More like several paintings.

The first painting depicted a vast and desolate wilderness. Various strange plants grew there, unlike anything in the mortal realm.

For instance, the tree closest to them had faces on every leaf, grotesquely ugly, resembling tiny demonic faces.

Bones littered the ground everywhere. The three old monsters were all元婴期 cultivators who had weathered countless battles, but for some reason, they felt a chill down their spines.

"What is this?" exclaimed the female cultivator.

The other two old monsters remained silent, instead focusing on the second painting beside them.

This painting was even more bizarre and starkly different from the first. Mountains were clear and waters serene, with elegant pavilions. The scene was completely unlike the previous one's eerie horror. A young girl of about seventeen or eighteen was playing a zither in a small and exquisite pavilion.

It looked like an earthly paradise.

The girl had astonishing beauty, comparable to that of a celestial maiden, making her breathtakingly beautiful.

Then came the third painting.

Still the same beautiful girl, surrounded by vast mountains. Despite being a painting, it somehow conveyed an overwhelming sense of阴气. She wore a pure white dress and floated in mid-air with bare feet, like a fairy descending from heaven. Yet, ghostly flames danced around her.

In front of her, countless creatures fell to their knees in droves—thousands upon thousands.

Among them were some that looked human-like but many more with green faces and fangs, even giants over a hundred zhang tall.

But they clearly weren't monsters or demons.

"Could these be great yin ghosts?" said the white cultivator named Cao Ming.

"Great yin ghosts. Are you saying these are creatures from the阴司界?" the female cultivator's face turned pale.

"Based on my estimation, these fellows' abilities can’t be underestimated. The ones that look like us humans might be ghost emperors above the元婴期. And those giant goblins over there are easy to identify; adult monsters of this kind could challenge Separation Realm cultivators," said the old man, licking his dry lips.

"Ah, I didn't realize Brother Cao had such extensive knowledge," the short cultivator said with some surprise.

"Old man’s abilities may not match yours, but due to certain unique experiences, my understanding of the阴司界 is more than that of ordinary people." The old man seemed lost in thought, sighing softly.

Hearing this, both were somewhat surprised. But at the moment, they had no time for such matters.

"Based on what you said, the description before us does indeed seem to be from the阴司界," said the female cultivator. "But who is this girl? She seems so frail yet commands such respect and fear from these great yin ghosts?"

"This... I have no idea. Lady Liu has likely heard of the concept of different worlds. The阴司界 consists of six realms, which are lower-level worlds like ours but vast and mysterious. High-ranking beings can match the power of the灵界 or the 古魔界. This girl’s beauty is unmatched, but she's probably a high-ranking existence in the 阴司界," said Chen Feng, scratching his head.

The three then turned their gaze away from the paintings. If Lin Xuan were present, he would be speechless with astonishment.

For the girl who commanded countless great yin ghosts, he knew her very well—indeed, she seemed to have been a constant presence in his mind for two hundred years, never separating from him.

Her eyes, eyebrows, nose, and slender yet curvaceous figure were so familiar as if they were reflections of each other. The only difference was their demeanor and aura.

Moonling was the innocent girl he adored, delicate and pitiable.

But the girl in the painting exuded a cold and regal presence that was different from Princess Xin Yue’s domineering attitude.

Although Princess Xin Yue herself was also quite powerful, she could roam freely in the 灵界 due to her father's influence. Few dared to provoke an immortal, so everyone gave her some leeway as long as she didn't cause too much trouble.

This girl, however, had a celestial beauty and exuded a regal aura that seemed to command the world.

Who was she? What was her connection to Moonling?

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan wasn’t there. The three old monsters quickly looked away from the paintings, except for the old man who lingered a bit longer.

The girl’s chin slightly raised as if gazing into the distance. On the horizon, green flames flickered faintly...

Chen Feng was not concerned with such details; his mission was to find the legendary treasure. His gaze swept across the wall until it landed on a circular object at the junction of the three paintings.
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"Exactly this!"

The Chen surname cultivator was overjoyed, and he quickly placed the compass artifact on the ground. Following that, a low growl escaped his mouth as his spiritual energy surged out in waves. The old man with white hair also turned to look, his eyes filled with intense interest just like the female cultivator's.

In no time at all, the sound of cracking echoed through their ears. The entire mountain wall began to tremble, and the three mysterious paintings split open, falling down. A large hole appeared before them, but their gazes passed over it to rest on a nearby hall. "Is this... the altar?" the old man with white hair swallowed hard, his voice slightly hoarse as he spoke. "Correct," the Chen surname cultivator's eyes were filled with狂喜 translates to狂喜 (still in Chinese, as it's a loanword often kept in its original form in English) but can be translated as frenzied joy or狂喜 (kuángxǐ) (ecstatic joy): "The Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure we're looking for is right here."

"What? The Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure?" the female cultivator was taken aback and immediately grew wary. "Friend Daoist Chen, what do you mean by this? You said there's an ancient Separation-Union period cultivator's remains in the depths of Snowy Obscurity Mountain. How has it turned into something called Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure now?"

"Haha, Lady Fairy Liu, don't get angry. It was just a small error in my intelligence report. But I won't let you two Daoists work for nothing," the short Chen surname cultivator said smugly, trying to soothe them.

"What intelligence error? The female cultivator named Liu Mei wasn't so easily fooled, but hearing his explanation made her anger subside somewhat. "Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure, I've never heard of such a thing before. Could you enlighten us?" the old man with white hair sighed.

"Alright, in the upper realms, occasionally some incredibly powerful treasures are forged that far exceed ordinary artifacts in their abilities. These are called divine treasures and are sought after by high-ranking cultivators. Similarly, there are similar treasures in the Netherworld Realm, which are known as Mingen Treasures among the great demons," the cultivator said nonchalantly.

"So this Mountain River Fan..."

"About 40,000 years ago, the Imperial Spirit Sect went through a low point. There were only seven or eight old monsters of Separation-Union period in the sect, and there was just one late-stage cultivator who had recently advanced," the cultivator continued.

To be honest, such power would have been formidable even among other sects, but with the Twelve Cloudy Skies Great Sects' reputation, it seemed somewhat undeserved.

They say a tall tree attracts much wind, and the Imperial Spirit Sect had many enemies due to its expansion in the past. Now that they were weakened, other sects and families naturally wanted to take advantage of their situation.

With three late-stage cultivators as formidable foes, the Imperial Spirit Sect faced extinction. But eventually, it managed to survive.

The reason for its survival was largely due to its deepdepth of cultural or historical background (foundations) and the Mountain River Fan's contributions.

Its power was difficult to describe. Those who had seen it were all dead now, but according to legend, anyone from low-stage cultivators to old monsters of Separation-Union period showed unmistakable fear when they saw it. Even top-notch ancient treasures paled in comparison to its power!

It had already transcended the realm of ordinary magical artifacts.

Indeed, if it wasn't for its extraordinary nature, how would the Imperial Spirit Sect have treated it as a divine treasure that could not be used lightly? Hearing this sudden revelation, both of them gasped in surprise. "Could it be that this Mountain River Fan is what you call the Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure?" Liu Mei asked tentatively.

"Of course not. The Mountain River Fan is merely a copy of a magical artifact, how can it compare to an actual Mingen Treasure?" the Chen surname cultivator shook his head and revealed a mysterious smile on his face. "What Mingen Treasure or divine treasure? Brother Chen, stop teasing us and let's listen," the old man with white hair sighed.

"Alright, in the upper realms, occasionally some incredibly powerful treasures are forged that far exceed ordinary artifacts in their abilities. These are called divine treasures and are sought after by high-ranking cultivators. Similarly, there are similar treasures in the Netherworld Realm, which are known as Mingen Treasures among the great demons," this cultivator said nonchalantly.

"So this Mountain River Fan..."

"In the ancient era of chaos, many upper realm cultivators would break through the void to come to our world. Although we don't know their true intentions, these powerful cultivators often bestowed incredible treasures and techniques upon us. Some even brought divine treasures from the upper realms. The Mountain River Fan was forged by an old cultivator of the Imperial Spirit Sect based on a certain divine treasure," the cultivator continued.

"Even a copy is so formidable. According to Brother Chen, the Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure is similar to a divine treasure. So what we see here..." Liu Mei's face showed clear shock and her greedy eyes were obvious. "Correct. This item before us is genuine. It was forged by high-ranking existences in the Netherworld Realm, not copied by cultivators from our world," the Chen surname cultivator patted his chest to confirm their guess.

The female cultivator couldn't help but show joy on her face, while the other old monster was much more cunning. "Brother Cheng, if the Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure is truly as powerful as you say, ancient cultivators should have fought over it, why would they seal it in Snowy Obscurity Mountain? Also, although the restrictions along the way are formidable, a single Daoist could break them with some effort. Why drag us two along? Although I've known Brother Chen for hundreds of years, if I were in your position, I wouldn't reveal this information and definitely would try to seize the treasure privately," the old man with white hair said darkly, revealing his doubts without any reservations.

"Haha, Friend Daoist Cheng, you speak frankly. It seems you think I'm harboring sinister intentions. Alright, let me tell you the truth. I was browsing in the market and accidentally discovered an ancient jade scroll. There were no restrictions on it, and ordinary people couldn't probe its secrets with their consciousness. Out of curiosity, I bought it. Later, after much effort, I finally managed to remove the restrictions,"

"From that jade scroll, I learned that there was a Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure sealed in Snowy Obscurity Mountain. It is said to have been used by a significant figure from ancient times in the Netherworld Realm. As for why it's sealed here, I'm not sure; the jade scroll didn't say anything. But considering what happened back then, any issues should have long since been resolved after a million years,"

"Why drag us two along? Of course, Brother Chen isn't being selfless. At the end of taking the treasure, we need three Separation-Union period cultivators to succeed. Do you still have any questions?" The Chen surname cultivator's expression turned somewhat depressed at the end. If possible, he would want to take it all for himself.

The old man and female cultivator exchanged glances. This explanation seemed reasonable.

"Haha, no need to apologize. It seems we misunderstood your intentions. Although the Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure is incredibly valuable, there's only one of them. With three of us here, how do you plan to divide it?" The old man licked his lips and stared at the person in front of him.

"Hmph, this is simple. Such a powerful treasure as the Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure would bring about our downfall if we were to possess it. Even those ancient Separation-Union period monsters who don't interfere with worldly affairs might be tempted to intervene," he said before finishing his sentence.

Before he could finish, the other two also changed their expressions and nodded in agreement. If such a powerful treasure truly existed, it would indeed bring misfortune: "So Brother Chen is saying..."

"Hmph, this is simple. In about half a year, the Cloudy Skies Trade Fair will begin. This is an event that occurs only once every century. Not just our Yunzhou, but other regions and even overseas sects like the Heavenly Sea Pavilion would participate. At the auction, we'll sell it to various factions who will surely fight for it. Crystals, medicinal herbs, materials—how many resources can we exchange for this?" The Chen surname cultivator said with a smug expression.

This...

The other two were also so excited that their faces turned red. The Mountain River Fan was already the Imperial Spirit Sect's treasure, and the true Xuan Tian Mingen Treasure... it would definitely be worth an astronomical price! What they could exchange for it would ensure they wouldn't have to worry about resources in future cultivation months.

"However, I must say upfront that this information is entirely from me. To be fair, you two didn't contribute much, so when we sell the items, I'll take 60%, and each of you will get 20%," the Chen surname cultivator said seriously.

"Alright." The old man with white hair nodded. "I have no objections."

To their surprise, both companions agreed readily. One, the other's argument was reasonable; two, in the cultivation world, it was about strength. He was mid-stage while they were early-stage, so working together wouldn't be a problem for survival purposes. But if a fight broke out, they would definitely lose, and 20% wasn't bad considering there was no danger during this treasure hunt.

Content with their agreement, the Chen surname cultivator smiled satisfactorily: "Alright, let's settle on this. We should act quickly before any misfortune befalls us. If Snowy Obscurity Mountain cultivators discover our presence, it could backfire."
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The elderly man and the female cultivator naturally had no objections, and the three of them walked into the hall ahead in sequence.

This hall was extremely spacious, measuring over a hundred feet in width. The walls were embedded with hundreds of night明珠s, but as advanced元婴期 cultivators, they naturally did not care about such mundane treasures. Their gazes all fell on the small altar at the center of the hall. Though called an altar, it was actually extremely strange. Some large bronze vessels were scattered around, each in a different shape!

There were cauldrons, pots, and some odd-looking objects shaped like water jars, but every one of them was enormous, with green ghost flames burning inside, adding a layer of eerie color to the hall.

At the center of these vessels, there floated an jade box about a foot long. Phantom阴力 seemed to emanate from within, forming a light year.

In the center of this light screen was a non-human monster, towering over three dozen feet tall, with muscles so strong they were almost grotesque. It had three heads and four arms, with spines protruding from its back. Its vital areas were all encased in scales, looking extremely fierce and vicious.

"What is this? A transformed demon race?" The three expressions turned surprised. The female cultivator could not help but let out a shocked exclamation. She was well-traveled, but had never heard of such terrifying creatures before.

"It's not a demon race; it's a demon fiend." Chen cultivator sucked in a cold breath, his expression grave. Though there was only one word difference, it meant something entirely different.

"Demon fiend?"

The elderly man and the female cultivator's faces turned ashen. As advanced元婴期 cultivators, they naturally had some knowledge of ancient demon fiends' legends.

"It can't be possible; the demon race should have been eradicated by ancient cultivators long ago," the fair-faced female cultivator frowned, looking incredulous.

"Correct, humans and demons cannot coexist. Even if this altar was passed down from ancient times, why would an ancient cultivator not kill it with a single sword strike? Instead, he went to great lengths to suppress it here?" White elderly man stroked his beard, showing some surprise on his face as well.

Of course, he said this not out of concern that the demon fiend might resurrect and bring calamity upon the world. Cultivators were all selfish; as long as they could gain enough benefits, bringing a storm to the mortal realm was nothing to hesitate over—just like "kill my dao friend, but don't kill me."

What worried White elderly man was that without the suppression of the dark treasure, the demon fiend would immediately resurrect. They three would be right in its path and face immense danger.

After all, the dark treasure could rival the supreme dark treasure; using it to suppress such a powerful creature was beyond imagination. Though they did not know its exact realm, killing them with three元婴 cultivators should not be difficult.

The other two also thought of this, their expressions equally grim. Hadn't they labored for nothing in vain? Although they could not come up with an immediate solution, no one suggested leaving. The eyes of the three old monsters were burning hot.

About a joss stick's worth of time passed before Chen cultivator spoke first: "Two dao friends, as the saying goes, wealth and honor can be sought even at great risk. From ancient times to now, this demon has been sealed for over a million years. Even if it had possessed extraordinary abilities back then, it should have weakened greatly by now. There's nothing to fear; I don't want to leave empty-handed."

"Hmm, I agree with you," the female cultivator said, her expression also grim.

Only White elderly man frowned but ultimately greed won out: "Alright, I support taking the treasure."

The three agreed, but they did not act immediately. Though they said so, their hearts were filled with trepidation towards that four-armed monster. To condense an元婴 required not only quality and opportunity but also cunning. Before taking the treasure, they naturally needed to prepare some defenses as a fallback.

Unfortunately, they had no array tools on them, but given his vast abilities, setting up some restrictions was not difficult. Though it might not work against such powerful creatures, it was better than nothing. They then sat in meditation for a moment, restoring their energy to peak levels. Then the three took out their respective treasures and stared intently at the light screen.

Chen cultivator finally decided to act after licking his lips. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had returned to the VIP building.

He crossed his legs in the room but did not meditate; instead, a look of confusion appeared on his face. This meeting with Qian Yan had not clarified anything; it left him even more puzzled.

When he mentioned the sound transmission talisman, Qian Yan blushed and did not deny it, indicating that there was indeed something to it. But it seemed different from what he expected. Lin Xuan vaguely felt that there might be some strange element in her shyness.

He did not mention cultivation together; Lin Xuan had a thin face when it came to such topics, being a beginner on the romantic front. He naturally did not feel comfortable bringing it up.

Besides, although Cloud Fairy was beautiful, longevity was his top priority. His curiosity about the sound transmission talisman stemmed more from interest than a desire to be with her. Of course, he could not say that there were no such thoughts; having such a beauty by his side would certainly be nice. In any case, everything should follow its natural course!

Before parting ways, they agreed to travel together through the Cloud Region in the future.

However, Lin Xuan did not plan on doing so for now. He had many things to handle. After condensing demon essence, he needed to find a way to help Yue'er cultivate her元婴. Although he felt fond of Qian Yan, his closest companion was still this mischievous girl.

The path of immortality was arduous; the master and servant relied on each other for support. Minds might be unpredictable, but only in front of Yue'er could Lin Xuan freely reveal all his secrets without hesitation.

Yue'er was invaluable. As for Qian Yan, although Lin Xuan had feelings for her, whether they would cultivate together remained to be seen. Thinking about it now was useless; they had already agreed to travel together in the future.

Lin Xuan spread out his palm, and a gentle jade talisman lay quietly on his palm.

This was the token Qian Yan gave him. The Sky Sea Pavilion did not accept male disciples and rejected any male cultivators who intruded, with lethal force if necessary. With this jade talisman, Lin Xuan could visit her at the Sky Sea Pavilion.

Cloud Fairy had also succumbed to her desires, but whether she would walk alongside Lin Xuan remained to be seen.

Postscript: Demon fiend, hahaha. Some friends might complain about repetitive content, but don't worry; just wait for Huan Yu's next chapter with its divine thunder, hehe.
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A sharp hiss sounded, and to the surprise of the three old monsters, the greenish-black flying knife wielded by Chen Feng easily broke through the light barrier in front of him. The demon appeared before them without any hindrance, looking even more sinister and evil. However, what reassured the three was that the demon's eyes were still tightly shut. Could it be... This monster’s lifespan really had run out? Their hearts filled with joy, they dared not become too careless despite this. "Hurry!" The man of Chen family pointed his finger at the treasure in front of him. That greenish-black flying knife flashed and turned into a sharp ray that fiercely slashed at the demon's neck. A light clink sounded as the flying knife was easily deflected, causing the man of Chen family’s face to change, and his pupils to constrict slightly. However, he soon grunted, and the flying knife turned in mid-air, slashing at the demon's lower abdomen. This time, there was no obstruction, and with a trail of purple-black blood, the flying knife began to merge into each other. "Hurry!" The man of Chen family pointed his finger again, and those flying balls of fire flashed before turning into an arm. This arm was chubby and plump, looking like that of an infant, but it was greenish-black with a hint of eeriness. In its palm, there was a small command flag. The man of Chen family was overjoyed; this matched the description in the jade tube scroll word for word. He quickly cast a spell, and as the arm waved the flag, a cold wind emerged from it and flew towards the nearby jade box. That jade box was enveloped by a layer of purple light. Unlike the barrier they had broken earlier, although this layer was only the size of a head, it was extremely resilient, with countless runes faintly visible on its surface. They tried using their treasures to bombard it but found that not only did it fail to work, but it also bounced back and damaged their treasures slightly. The three old monsters were greatly alarmed; their faces turned pale as they realized the barrier could injure a treasure. Such a thing had never happened before, so of course, they knew they couldn’t break through it. Thus, Chen Feng abandoned his sneaky idea and followed the method in the jade tube scroll to retrieve the treasure. As that cold wind touched the light barrier, it wasn't reflected but instead merged into it, weakening the barrier slightly. The man of Chen family didn’t waste any time; he waved his hands frantically. With each movement, more cold winds emerged from the command flag… After about a meal’s worth of time, a sharp hiss sounded as that light barrier shattered like a water bubble. The three sighed in relief and their expressions turned extremely hot. "Two Daoist friends, I will take this Xuan Tian Mengl Treasure; you have no objections!" After a moment, the man of Chen family slowly spoke up, releasing a layer of spiritual pressure from his body. Of course, there were no objections, but before the treasure was auctioned off, he and Fairy Li would follow Master Chen all the way. "Of course not, but before we hand over the treasure to you, I will make sure that it is properly sealed." The old man nodded, a cunning smile on his lips. "That's right; this is exactly what Lady Li wanted to say," said the female cultivator named Fairy Li as she stepped forward and opened her mouth slightly. "What? Do our two Daoist friends still fear me taking the treasure with me?" Master Chen’s voice turned cold as he spoke. "Master Chen, straightforward people don’t speak in veiled terms; we have been acquainted for a hundred years, but in front of such a precious treasure, what little friendship do you think matters? I wonder what Lady Li is thinking, but old man I absolutely cannot trust you." The old man raised his eyebrows and didn’t leave any room for face. "Hmph, Master Cao is straightforward; let’s get this over with. If we make it clear now, no one will have any ulterior motives. You can follow me if you want, but the Xuan Tian Mengl Treasure must be kept by me." The man of Chen family snorted coldly and had reached this point where he tore off all pretenses. "No way; if you use the Xuan Tian Mengl Treasure to attack us…" Fairy Li shook her head, disagreeing with his proposal. As a middle-stage cultivator, she could barely maintain balance when facing him and the old man together. If the other party took control of the treasure, they might lose their lives. "Hmph, Lady Fairy’s good intentions are just in vain; even ordinary ancient treasures require cultivation to be used. Do you think Xuan Tian Mengl Treasure can be easily controlled? With two Daoist friends following me, I don’t have the strength or willpower," the man of Chen family sneered sarcastically. This made sense as well; as middle-stage cultivators, they naturally had extensive experience and wouldn’t believe that one could use a legendary treasure just by holding it in their hands. After some hesitation, both agreed. The man of Chen family sneered and advanced with pride, stretching out his hand to grab the jade box. It was somewhat cold, but there were no other feelings. "Master Daoist, quickly open it and take a look; I have lived for over seven hundred years, but I’ve never seen such a treasure before. Although we will eventually auction it off, let me enjoy my eyes," said the old man greedily as he approached. Fairy Li’s reaction was similar; just thinking of Xuan Tian Mengl Treasure made her body feel hot all over. For such a request, Master Chen had no reason to refuse, and besides, he too was curious about this legendary treasure. He lightly dragged the jade box with one hand while trying to open its lid with his other. However, at that moment, something unexpected happened. The hall they were in suddenly shook violently; the extent of the shaking left them speechless. Massive stones weighing thousands of catties began to fall from above. This place deep within the mountain had inexplicably collapsed. What was going on? The three old monsters were taken aback and felt surprised, but there was no fear. If ordinary people encountered this situation, they would be buried alive, but with their spiritual energy shields open, they remained as steady as a rock. And that strange tremor came and went quickly; after just a few breaths, it calmed down. The three found themselves in a closed stone cave much smaller than the previous hall, only twenty feet wide. "What’s going on?" The old man turned his head to look around, his expression somewhat odd as he spoke. "I’m not sure either, but we seem to be buried alive inside this mountain wall now," Fairy Li said with her eyes flashing. "Buried? Master Fairy is joking; a few rocks and dirt can’t trap us cultivators. We were careful when coming here, afraid of waking up Snow Mire Sect. Now that the treasure has been obtained, even if some old monsters from Snow Mire Sect discover us, it won’t be a problem. If we fight them, they might not be our match, but they can’t stop us," said Master Chen dismissively as he waved his sleeves. The flying knife transformed into a sharp ray and slashed at the mountain wall. Even if it was an old monster’s treasure, or even a spirit-moving disciple’s spirit tool, it could easily shatter a ten-thousand catties rock, but something astonishing happened; when the flying knife struck the stone wall, there were no effects except for a faint white trace left behind. How is this possible? The three were dumbfounded and almost suspected that their eyes had gone wrong. A powerful strike from an old-stage cultivator couldn’t shatter a common rock? Could it be… Their faces turned pale as they quickly flew forward to examine the stone walls around them. "No veins," "Just ordinary rocks; how is this possible? Why are these rocks so hard?" Fairy Li gathered her spiritual energy in her hand and tried to poke at the mountain wall, but there were no effects either. The three exchanged glances, their expressions extremely ugly as a bad feeling rose from behind them. Could Xuan Tian Mengl Treasure not be used to suppress demons? Were there other strange things hidden within Snow Mire Mountain?
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Only continue to stay here!

The same thought flashed through the minds of the three.

Liu Mei waved her jade hand, and a talisman shaped like an ivory comb appeared. She intended to attack the mountain wall with the other two, but just as they were about to do so, something unexpected happened...

Their feet suddenly split apart in a strange manner, producing a creaking sound. Several tongues shot out from the cracks.

Indeed, those were tongues! But they were pitch-black like ink and clearly made of some kind of rock.

Like venomous snakes, they swept towards the three old monsters.

"Bad luck!"

Although Liu Mei was only at the early stage of Immortal Core Formation, she possessed a Yin attribute Spirit Root. Her cultivation method focused on lightness and agility, giving her better perception and reaction than other cultivators of the same rank. She immediately sensed something amiss when the ground split open, and with a quick turn, moved to the side.

Thud! The tongue missed her and, due to its momentum, collided with the mountain wall beside them.

The entire rock cave trembled as this attack exerted tens of thousands of pounds of force. Could her Qi Shield withstand it?

Thinking about being entangled, even though she was a cultivator who had seen many deaths, Liu Mei's face paled and her body began to shiver.

Eaten! Such a death method left one feeling cold all over. And more terrifyingly, as an Immortal Core Formation cultivator, she didn't recognize what kind of enemy they faced—human, monster, or demon?

Unknown dangers were the most frightening!

The expression on the other cultivators was similar. The two old monsters flew closer, back-to-back, their initial enmity forgotten in the face of common danger.

Working together might offer a chance for survival; going solo would only lead to quicker deaths.

At this critical moment, past grudges were irrelevant.

Both felt a strong sense of crisis. In the outside world, Immortal Core Formation cultivators were revered like mountains. But here, in the heart of Snowy Morn Mountain, they felt like prey for snakes.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was meditating in his room.

He had temporarily set aside the matter of the transmission talisman to focus on cultivation. He was performing the Great Heavenly Cycle within his body when suddenly—

His face changed abruptly as he paused his meditation. A flash of light enveloped him, and without standing up, he moved to one side while still sitting in a lotus position.

A sound like astuffythunderclap echoed in his ears. The pavilion he was in disintegrated into dust, the outer protective barrier failing completely as if made of paper.

This attack came silently, very mysterious. Lin Xuan's face darkened further. He didn't linger but flew up to over a hundred feet high, activating Nine Heaven Spirit Shield before looking down with a somber expression.

The entire Snowy Morn Sect's main hall was reduced to rubble, and the cries of pain echoed everywhere. Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling shaken by this sudden and bizarre attack.

The culprits were stone pillars that emerged from the ground without warning. These pillars resembled sharp teeth of beasts, each with its own length and size, ranging from a few feet to over ten feet long.

They covered the entire mountain peak, destroying all buildings in Snowy Morn Mountain.

"What is this? A thorn attack?"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan was surprised. From appearances, it did resemble one.

But that couldn't be! Thorns were merely a basic earth technique, easily used by even early-stage Spirit Formation cultivators. How could they have such terrifying power?

Yellow electric arcs wrapped around the stone pillars, leaping and bouncing with abundant spiritual energy.

Who had attacked him?

Lin Xuan was shocked to find no trace of his old friend's presence.

Despite his surprise, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of panic. Facing unknown dangers required calmness. He released his divine sense, searching for both the enemy and Qin Yan’s whereabouts.

He had seen the Cloud Fairy's abilities before; though inferior to his own, she could still match an Immortal Core Formation cultivator. It was reasonable to assume she would be fine, but this attack was a surprise ambush. Seeing her would give him peace of mind.

Soon he found what he was looking for—seven streaks of light appeared in his vision: the twin Qiang brothers, Zhu Tianyun and his wife, and several other old monsters. Qin Yan stood not far away from him.

It seemed she had sensed Lin Xuan's search as well. The Cloud Fairy nodded, while the faces of the Snowy Morn sect’s old monsters turned an even deeper shade of green.

Though they were unharmed, the sudden attack had reduced their main hall to rubble. Only a few hundred out of thousands of disciples managed to escape.

Most died in this attack!

Among them were several Core Formation Stage cultivators! This sect, though not as powerful as others in Longnan region, had just suffered an inexplicable demise. In spite of their grief and anger, the survivors were deeply frightened by the unknown technique used.

The attack covered a vast area with only one strike, possibly beyond even a Great Sage’s abilities.

Could it be a legendary Separation Stage cultivator?

This thought made them uneasy. Zhu Tianyun was the sect's headmaster; although self-centered, he still had some principles.

He grew up here and couldn't abandon his sect like a coward. "Who dares to attack this sect? Come out and fight me in the open! Hiding behind shadows, you're nothing!"

With no further hesitation, two sharp rays shot from the ground, one targeting his head and the other his abdomen, piercing towards him.

Zhu Tianyun's face darkened but he remained calm. He had anticipated such a result while cursing loudly.

He flicked his sleeves, and a small blood-red shield flew out, spinning to grow to over ten feet in diameter before turning into a layer of red light that enveloped the owner.

Puff! Puff!

Two soft sounds echoed as the red light shield deflected the attacks.

Despite the distance, Lin Xuan could see clearly. They were those sharp stone pillars.

Even if the attack wasn't from the thorn technique, how did they fly to hurt people? He had sensed spiritual energy fluctuations coming from underground.

Lin Xuan's divine sense extended again into the rock layers.

After a few moments, he frowned and opened his eyes, supporting his forehead with his hand. His expression was both surprised and puzzled.

"Something strange happened, Sister Senior. I can't say for sure."

Kun Yan’s face showed surprise as she asked, "Can’t say?"

"Yes, this attack is very mysterious. Just now, I did find something but it's too strange to be certain," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, speaking slowly.

"Ugh, you really should just speak clearly. You're not a fortune teller; why are you being so vague?" Kun Yan stomped her foot and pouted.

Indeed, the Cloud Fairy’s beauty was ethereal and captivating. Her slight anger only added to her charm.

Lin Xuan felt refreshed but now wasn't the time for admiring beauty.

Lin Xuan wore a wry smile: "Sister Senior, I misunderstood you. I'm not being mysterious; it's just... this situation is hard to explain. It’s best we avoid getting involved and leave quickly."
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Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised. "Senior Sister, why are you speaking so harshly? It wasn't a flight; I have no connection with Snow Miasma Sect and it’s not worth getting involved in their troubles."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and said indifferently, "Hmm."

Kong Yan hesitated for a moment before nodding in agreement. Although she didn’t match Lin Xuan's experiences, the Cloud Fairy was also a very intelligent woman. Her junior was right; they had only met by chance with Snow Miasma Sect, and it would be foolish to risk their lives for them.

Kong Yan naturally knew what to do. The two of them exchanged glances and were about to leave when a sudden rumbling sound came from beneath their feet.

The noise sounded like the galloping of ten thousand horses, akin to the ancient giant’s war drum. As cultivators at the Core Formation stage, both felt dizzy. The remaining Snow Miasma Sect disciples fared even worse; those at the Condensation Core stage managed to hold themselves up勉强, but those at the Foundation Establishment stage lost control of their cultivation energy and fell from mid-air.

The entire mountain top was covered with sharp, fang-like protrusions. This resulted in dozens more cultivators being killed. The few old monsters of Snow Miasma Sect had faces that were terrifying to behold; they were close to losing their composure.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew increasingly serious as he suddenly grabbed Kong Yan's small hand and said, "Let’s go!"

Meanwhile, deep within the mountain, two other Core Formation stage cultivators were filled with fear. They moved about frantically, each summoning their treasures to entangle ten black shadows in front of them.

These black shadows turned out to be giant tongues, each several dozen feet long. Despite being made of stone, they were surprisingly agile.

Even more terrifying was the fact that cracks resembling mouths had opened up on all sides and above the ground, opening and closing with teeth glinting ominously.

The cave where they stood was no more than twenty丈 wide, but there were ten giant tongues. Both Liuyue and Chen Xian cultivators panted heavily, their faces filled with fear.

What shocked the two old monsters even more was that these giant tongues were incredibly hard and not at all affected by their法宝 attacks.

If this continued, they would eventually meet the same fate as their companions. Chen Xian’s expression was slightly better; Liuyue was a woman and nearly fainted from fear. If only she had known it wouldn’t be worth seeking treasure! There are no regrets in cultivation!

"Who are you? If we must die, don't let us become fools," Chen Xian shouted with wide eyes, a hint of madness in her gaze.

How terrifying; as Core Formation stage cultivators, they were forced to the brink of life and death without knowing who their opponent was. Could it be one of those newly awakened demons?

Impossible. The enemy had been shattered into pieces and even his remains had been reduced to ashes by infant fire. Not only demons but even true immortals would not have survived such a fate.

What kind of terrifying creature could this be?

"Hmph, two little human children, you don't need to struggle anymore. This is the hardest part of my body; it’s impossible for mere Core Formation stage cultivators like you to break through. If you want to avoid more pain, stop resisting and let me eat you."

A deep voice echoed in their ears, its content even more shocking. Liuyue stumbled, nearly struck by one of the giant tongues. She and Chen Xian exchanged glances, their faces filled with disbelief.

They were clearly inside the mountain; how could they be inside a monster’s body? This was too absurd.

On another side, Lin Xuan grabbed Kong Yan's hand, causing her to blush. However, she soon noticed his serious expression. The Cloud Fairy also adopted a solemn look.

Both of them emitted a burst of spiritual light and flew towards the northern horizon together.

Their techniques were similar, and their combined御风术 had an added effect.

Although it wasn’t as fast as teleportation, they could still travel several miles in an instant.

However, several sharp rays shot out from beneath their feet, blocking their path.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned slightly angry. He didn't want to engage in a direct confrontation and stretched his ape-like arm to embrace Kong Yan, using Nine Heaven Stepping Technique.

The Cloud Fairy had also learned this technique, but the enhanced version of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens was almost as fast as teleportation.

All the sharp rays missed their target.

"Eh!"

A surprised sound came from beneath their feet, similar to a thunderclap.

Then, spiritual light erupted, and over a hundred sharp rays shot towards them.

So many?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he had sealed off all their escape routes. Reluctantly, the two of them retreated to a distance.

"What kind of monster is this?" Kong Yan covered her mouth with her hand, her face filled with surprise.

Lin Xuan's expression was even more difficult. He hadn’t expected his suspicions to be true.

Since they couldn't leave, they had no choice but to prepare for battle. The remaining cultivators slowly gathered together.

In addition to Lin Xuan and Kong Yan, there were two Qiang brothers and over thirty Snow Miasma Sect cultivators, including five Core Formation stage old monsters, the rest being Condensation Core stage cultivators.

Considering their combined strength, there were nine Core Formation stage cultivators alone. This was no small matter. However, they faced an unimaginable monster.

Rumble!

The thunderous explosion continued, Lin Xuan’s expression slightly better than others who looked terrified as if facing a ghost.

"Thunderbolt!" "Impossible!"

"My lord, I… didn’t see it wrong; Snow Miasma Mountain is actually alive."

Zhu Wuyun's anger disappeared, replaced by disbelief. He stared at the massive figure before him in shock. Over ten thousand feet tall, they were like ants before an elephant, even smaller.

Snow Miasma Mountain, like a sentient monster, slowly stood up. Roar!

With a loud shout, rocks fell like rain. Near the mountain top, eyes and ears became visible.

Another thunderous explosion followed, more rocks falling as hands and feet extended. A giant in the shape of a mountain appeared before everyone.

There was no spiritual pressure from this figure, but its imposing stature made one’s knees tremble. Although Lin Xuan had anticipated some of it, his face turned pale. The others were even more frightened.

Although all things could be cultivated, for stones to become sentient was theoretically possible, but a mountain of such height becoming a monster was unheard of.

Especially for the remaining Snow Miasma Sect cultivators; they couldn’t believe their eyes. Their sect had been established here for over a million years, and now the spiritual mountain had turned into a monster, destroying their main hall. This was too absurd!

A strange laugh echoed in their ears: "Haha! A million years have passed, finally a fool has untied me. If you are wise cultivators, don’t resist; just let me devour you."
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The giant monster, despite its immense size and seemingly formidable strength, appeared to be somewhat weakened. Its power seemed to rely on consuming the life essence of cultivators, which it had not fully recovered yet.

Lin Xuan explained his analysis: "From what we can see, the monster's strength hasn't returned completely. It needs to consume more cultivator's life force to replenish its energy."

Qian Yan nodded in agreement with Lin Xuan’s assessment. "Indeed, if this is true, then working together against it would be our best strategy."

Hearing their plan, Qian brothers also joined the battle. The four of them faced off against the giant monster.

The creature sneered and said, "Four tiny insects, do you dare to come for me?"

Although the monster was enormous in size, its intelligence was comparable to that of humans. It had devised a strategy to take down each opponent individually but paid no attention to the Qian brothers from start to finish.

However, it kept some of its divine sense focused on their movements, unwilling to let them escape. The life essence of cultivators' cores were extremely nourishing for the monster; consuming one could provide enough energy to support a thousand ordinary cultivators.

Seeing the four recognizing its trap and preparing to fight, the giant monster was both surprised and angry but not afraid. It opened its enormous hand and struck towards the four with a force that seemed to shake the heavens.

The monstrous palm's power surged as it approached. The Qian brothers, feeling fear in their hearts, quickly used their divine speed to evade the attack. Qian Yan swiftly moved using Nine Heavens Micro-step, but her eyes widened when she saw Lin Xuan still standing his ground.

"Brother!" she called out anxiously, not understanding why he remained motionless.

The giant monster was surprised by this, but more excited than afraid. Since its opponent had come to challenge it, the monster would not hesitate to deal with them harshly.

With a deafening roar, the palm struck with immense force, generating shockwaves that shook the air. Although it didn't use any magical power, the strength of the blow was comparable to several hundred thousand pounds.

Despite this formidable attack, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He flicked his sleeve and released a short sword about a foot long. The monster sneered, thinking such a small weapon would be useless against its powerful fist.

But as the giant hand struck with even more force, Lin Xuan chanted, "Quick!" A brilliant light burst from the Qinghu Sword, which rapidly grew to over seventy feet in length.

The monstrous sword technique!

All cultivators were stunned. For high-ranking cultivators, making their法宝grow and extend was not considered a profound power. However, this size was close to its limit, requiring immense divine sense and magical energy to control.

Lin Xuan's Qianhu Sword grew rapidly, overwhelming the monster's hand with its sheer force. The giant hand seemed as soft as tofu, easily being torn apart by the sword. It then sliced towards the mountain peak, likely targeting the monster’s head.

"Brother, I'm not dreaming, right? Could Xiao Lin's divine sense be comparable to a late-stage cultivator?" Qian Er exclaimed in shock.

Qian Da was speechless, realizing that their opponent was far more formidable than they had imagined. Just this monstrous sword technique alone could cause immense destruction.

With a deafening roar, the giant hand and the sword clashed. The monster's hand seemed as soft as tofu, easily being torn apart by the sword. It then sliced towards the mountain peak, likely targeting the monster’s head.

"Impossible!" Zhu Wuyun's eyes widened in shock. He had suffered greatly from the monster and knew its terrifying power.

From a rational perspective, a magical weapon should be able to cut through stone like tofu, but after reviving, this giant monster seemed to have enhanced its hardness significantly. His full strength only managed to create a small pit on the monster's body.

However, Lin Xuan’s sword could easily tear apart the monster's hand and still had enough power for another strike. Was he really at the same cultivation stage as him? Even among great cultivators, few could achieve such feats.

Zhu Wuyun was shocked but focused on the battle. The more powerful his allies were, the better it would be for him since there was no conflict of interest between them.

With a roar, Zhu Wuyun injected magical energy into his golden hook, seizing this rare opportunity.

The other cultivators also realized what was happening and began to use their most potent abilities, ready to deal severe blows to the monster.

Lin Xuan remained calm despite the success in cutting off one of the monster's hands. His target was the head, which would be a critical strike for any creature. Although he still had thoughts of escape, he wouldn't hesitate if given an opportunity to kill this monster.

The giant monster did not expect such a weak-looking youth to have such formidable strength. It had easily cut off one of its hands without much effort. While it could regenerate, the energy consumption was immense. But now wasn’t the time for anger; the sword was already heading towards his eyes.

With a roar, the giant monster suddenly spat out a long tongue, which was also made of extremely hard stone. This tongue was different from other parts of its body and could resist magical attacks.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he tried to change tactics but found it difficult due to the size of his sword. Although his divine sense was strong enough to control such a large weapon, it wasn't as nimble as before.

The tongue wrapped around the sword, preventing it from cutting through. The giant monster laughed and attempted to drag Lin Xuan into its mouth.

Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce but didn’t use any spells; fighting this monster in strength was futile. He transformed into a streak of green light and charged directly at the monster’s tongue with bare hands.
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"Lin brother, come back quickly."

Zhū Wúyún's expression turned grim. After their recent exchange of blows, he knew the giant monster was terrifying. Even if this person’s secret technique could match an advanced-stage cultivator with a yuanqi body, such reckless advancement was too dangerous.

Of course, his urgency wasn't due to any deep bond with Lin Xuan; it was simply that they were now fighting together and didn’t want anyone to go in unprepared and die needlessly.

The Qīng family's two top experts also sighed. This Lin friend had formidable abilities, but his combat experience was too shallow. The wisest approach against such a massive creature should be to hide from afar and engage in distant attacks; getting too close would increase the pressure significantly.

Among everyone present, only Qín Yán held an unusual view. She knew Lin Xuan much better than anyone else. Her younger brother was cunning and shrewd, always seeking advantage without taking risks. If he had no confidence, how could he charge forward so recklessly?

Watching that streak of lightning, Qín Yán hardly hesitated. Her body glowed with a flash of spirit light as she used the Nine Heavens Microstep to catch up from behind.

Although Lin Xuan was in danger, his powerful spiritual awareness allowed him to sense every movement around him. Seeing Qín Yán follow, Lin Xuan felt a warmth in his heart.

However, there wasn't time for such emotions at this moment. With a loud shout, he activated the spell within his body, and his speed suddenly increased.

In an instant, he arrived before the giant monster's tongue.

The black stone was vastly different from the rest of its body. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, while the monster’s face showed extreme joy.

The Qīng family loathed Lin Xuan to the core; a mere mid-stage yuanqi cultivator had destroyed his hand. They wouldn’t be satisfied until he was ground into powder.

"Keh keh, boy, no need for futile resistance. Do you think my tongue can be harmed by just another mid-stage yuanqi cultivator?"

The giant monster attacked while laughing wildly, something that impressed Lin Xuan. However, it boasted about the hardness of its tongue…

Indeed, even the green fire couldn’t penetrate it. Among his treasures, only the broken sword might cut through.

No matter how fierce this creature was, it wouldn’t dare to directly confront a divine treasure.

Unfortunately, such grade treasures weren’t easily usable; they required special ritual techniques and the Grand Treasure Art to activate.

Lin Xuan’s seclusion period had been too short for him to learn these. However, his knowledge was extensive beyond just magical artifacts. He also possessed hidden secret techniques.

This fire technique was formidable, but its cultivation was perilous, with few practitioners. Facing seven or eight tentacles, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed as he spun in place. Several green flames shot out from his sleeves and hit the tentacles accurately.

Puff

A soft sound echoed as the tentacles, unharmed by even magical artifacts, were enveloped in a layer of green fire. Although they didn’t turn to ashes, numerous cracks appeared on their surface.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, several sword qi flickering. In an instant, those tentacles turned into fragments and fell like shattered stones.

Without delay, Lin Xuan’s body flashed with blue light as he used the Nine Heavens Microstep to instantly arrive at the giant tongue.

His hands moved nonstop, completing countless gestures in a moment. With a puff of his cheeks, a thick green flame shot out, turning into a firebird a foot long mid-air.

Though this technique’s power was admirable, its cultivation was arduous, with few practitioners. Facing these creatures now,

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the green firebird, which spread its wings and turned into a green streak, diving towards the monster's tongue.

The terrifying demonic flames spread outward. Just as before, creaking sounds filled the air as the green fire sword cut through the cracked rocks.

Successfully escaping, the giant monster retreated a step, his face full of pain. Unlike his hand, which could be restored with magic, this mysterious black stone was his core and couldn’t regenerate once damaged.

Initially, it had been the hardest material; even ordinary magical artifacts couldn’t harm it. But he hadn’t expected the flames to be so domineering.

Fortunately, he had retracted early enough, but a third of his tongue was now gone. The giant monster trembled in pain and hated the young man who had injured him to such an extent.

Roar!

With a loud shout, countless massive stones split from the monster’s body, each weighing tens or even hundreds of thousands of catties. A white mist emerged from its mouth, enveloping these stones.

Crackles filled the air as those stones transformed into various rock beasts, some large and others small, all emitting intense ferocity and rushing towards Lin Xuan.

What are these? Lin Xuan’s brows rose. Although he didn’t recognize them, they resembled mechanical puppets. He wondered about their power before Qín Yán acted faster. Seeing the young woman form hand gestures, Nine Heavens Ice Fire Silk appeared in a myriad of forms and rushed to the front.

Red light flashed as two strange beasts were split into halves. The silk unfolded like a sharp blade, not inferior to flying knives or swords.

Qín Yán’s slender fingers pointed at another stone creature, which the treasure coiled around, breaking it into fragments with its strength.

Balancing attack and defense, Qín Yán’s techniques were already formidable; paired with the Nine Heavens Ice Fire Silk, a top-grade magical artifact, most stone creatures couldn’t withstand her three strikes.

However, more stone creatures emerged from the white mist.

Lin Xuan’s brows rose as he reached out to encircle the young woman's waist. Qín Yán stiffened slightly but soon relaxed again; they had already teleported away from their original spot.

This situation clearly wasn't favorable for prolonged engagement. Lin Xuan moved several times and arrived at the mountain’s midsection.

"Junior brother, what are you doing?" Qín Yán’s eyes showed surprise.

(To be continued) 16977小游戏每天更新好玩的小游戏，等你来发现！
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零五十八章 音波攻击

Fabei Ke didn't have time to explain. Countless stone monsters were chasing from behind. The Snow Clearing Sect cultivators and the twin Qian brothers weren’t idle either; the giant monster couldn’t spare more energy to deal with them.

But there were nearly a thousand stone monsters in front of them.

“Senior Sister, Mi Xian can help block the enemies for me. It should take just a few breaths.”

“No, too many stone monsters. I might not be able to handle it alone,” Qin Yan bit her lips, showing a hint of difficulty on her pretty face.

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. With Qin Yan’s cultivation and abilities, this was indeed tricky.

It wasn’t the time to hide their strength now.

He stretched out his hand, plucking two pouches from his waist.

Bang!

A thick fog of rotting corpses surged forth, accompanied by an unbearable stench. A tall and thin figure appeared before them.

Emaciated and with sunken eyes, blackened nails.

A Corpse Demon!

Qin Yan covered her mouth in shock, her eyes wide with surprise. The Cloudy Sky Immortal wasn’t afraid; she was here to protect Lin Xuan from the stone monsters.

Every time a monster managed to escape, this woman would clean it up efficiently and thoroughly. From these details, one could see that she was meticulous.

Despite the large number of stone monsters, none could get close to Lin Xuan. After half an hour had passed, Snow Clearing Mountain sensed something amiss but didn’t know what to do. Just as they were about to make a move, Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes and cast a spell. A green fire whirled above him before it crashed down towards the left side of the mountain.

Although this sword didn't use a massive technique, its power was still formidable.

Boom!

A bare rock wall split open, revealing a large hole over a yard in diameter that went deep into the earth.

"That's where we go."

Lin Xuan said with joy. "Senior Sister, follow me."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and entered the strange cave.

Qin Yan followed without hesitation. The giant monster and Corpse Demon, two monsters at the rear, fought their way in as well.

The entrance was only about a yard wide, more than enough for humans but too small for most stone monsters. Even those smaller ones that forced their way through became cannon fodder.

In the distance, the Snow Clearing Sect cultivators and the twin Qian brothers were stunned. The two of them had entered the body of the monsters! What were they planning?

But there was no time to think about it further.

The giant monster couldn’t do much with Lin Xuan and Qin Yan, so it vented its anger on them instead. After black rocks were destroyed, they didn't regenerate. The left hand that was cut off by the green fire sword grew back as the giant monster roared and charged towards them.

There was no place to hide. The others gritted their teeth and braced themselves. Although this monster had no mana fluctuations, each punch weighed several million pounds. Even an婴期 cultivator wouldn't dare face it.

"Stop fighting head-on; use guerrilla tactics. Focus your法宝 on the face," Zhu Tianyun instructed.

"Yes!"

The Snow Clearing Sect disciples didn’t complain as the twin Qian brothers followed orders. After all, their relationship wasn’t bad, and they were just trying to retreat safely.

Various colored streaks of light flashed in the sky like flying fireflies. This guerrilla tactic was indeed effective; although the giant monster wasn't clumsy, its massive size made it less agile than cultivators.

It dodged the head first before using its法宝 to attack the top of the mountain. The giant monster wouldn’t wait for an attack as well. It grew many flexible stone columns from its face, like snakes, to block the incoming法宝.

These weren't black rocks; they were ordinary enhanced stones that could be shattered by法宝.

Seeing how the giant monster protected its face, this was definitely a weak point. The cultivators rejoiced and intensified their attacks.

This monster wasn’t invincible either.

Just as this thought crossed his mind, the monster suddenly opened its mouth and roared.

Visible sound waves formed whirlwinds that swept across them.

This move resembled the Buddhist Lion's Roar but with a different technique.

The sound was so powerful that it turned into a fierce gale. The two Condensation Core cultivators in front were caught off guard, unable to use their法宝 in time. One old man retreated while the other used a defensive talisman, which ignited and formed a white protective barrier.

Their efforts were futile.

A tearing sound echoed as the white barrier was torn apart. Blood mist filled the air; the old man was decapitated mid-air.

Even a初级 earth-grade defensive talisman failed to protect them.

The beautiful female cultivator’s face paled, her hands forming spells and spewing blood. Her speed increased significantly after absorbing the遁光.

According to common sense, sound waves couldn’t catch up with Condensation Core cultivators, but this giant monster’s roar had transformed into a gale. Its speed was incredible, and the female cultivator barely retreated twenty yards before being beheaded.

"Senior Sister!"

Zhu Qianru’s eyes widened as tears streamed down her face. The beautiful female cultivator and she were good friends, yet they died right in front of her. Was this heaven’s way of destroying Snow Clearing Sect?

"Don’t get too emotional!" Zhu Tianyun held his daughter’s arm; if he didn’t act carefully, everyone might be wiped out.

The other cultivators retreated another hundred yards, no longer daring to attack.

But the giant monster stretched its arms and grabbed the bodies of the two cultivators, stuffing them into its mouth.

With a wide opening and closing, it seemed that the aura it emitted had intensified. Zhu Tianyun’s face darkened; this monster was indeed replenishing its energy by devouring cultivator flesh.

Thinking about the thousands of fallen disciples, Zhu Tianyun’s face showed rage. He didn’t want to leave but knew they couldn’t escape either.

The two sides were once again at a stalemate. The giant monster shook its body and separated countless rocks from it. Then, it spat out white mist that enveloped these rocks.

Even the remaining several婴期 cultivators were shocked; this scene was familiar. The rocks bathed in the white mist could transform into机关傀儡-like monsters.

Although each one wasn’t strong individually, their numbers made them formidable. With these small monsters helping, they weren’t a match for the giant monster.

The old monster even felt uneasy, and the remaining twenty Condensation Core cultivators were even more so. Although they were angry about their fallen comrades, as selfish cultivators, they would rather take risks to avenge them. But continuing this fight meant certain destruction.

Many started looking around for escape routes.

This scene was clear to the other婴期 cultivators, but Zhu Tianyun sighed without stopping anyone. Escape wasn’t that easy; the giant monster wouldn’t let them go.

If someone did manage to escape, he would be delighted as it would leave a seed of their sect behind. (To be continued) To know what happens next, please log in and read more chapters. Support the author!
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At the same time, Lin Xuan and Qin Yan had entered deep into the mountain's interior. Throughout their journey, he was constantly worried about encountering danger, but thinking that they were inside a monster’s body, Qin Yan’s delicate face turned pale.

Though strange things happened in the cultivation world, the sight of a towering giant monster still left them with an unreal feeling as if they were dreaming.

"Junior brother, what are you planning? Don't you want to defeat this monster from within its body?" Qin Yan bit her pearl-like teeth and couldn’t help speaking up.

"Defeat?" Lin Xuan shook his head. "That’s easier said than done. This creature is too large, and it has a self-healing ability..."

"What then are your plans?"

"Don't you remember that the monster mentioned someone had freed Kua1 from its bindings? And this passage in front of us was clearly carved by human hands," Lin Xuan said as he looked around. The walls were adorned with countless white stones, emitting faint and cold light.

"Are you saying that someone entered through here to remove the seal?" Qin Yan’s expression turned thoughtful.

"No—"

Just as Lin Xuan wanted to say more, the narrow passage came to an end, and a bright light appeared before them. Ahead was a cave about twenty to thirty feet in size.

The walls were uneven, and on the left side, there was another passage that looked like it had been carved by giant hands. Lin Xuan and Qin Yan approached cautiously.

Suddenly, they heard a groan from within the mountain. It sounded like someone was injured or struggling for breath. They followed the sound to find Qian Er lying on the ground with his leg bleeding severely.

Qian Er’s eyes opened wide, but there was no regret in his expression. He and his brother had grown up together since childhood, sharing everything, their bond unbreakable by ordinary people.

Fortunately, even for an Immortal Core cultivator, death of the physical body did not mean the end of existence.

Qian Er smiled, reaching out to touch his crown. A small infant appeared above him.

With a quick hand gesture, he used Instant Transmission and entered his brother’s body.

This was not possession; it was more like a temporary transfer of consciousness.

However, this seemed to defy common sense in the cultivation world. Only secret techniques involving the second Immortal Core could achieve such a state where two cores shared one body. But apart from that, it was impossible, even for twins.

Despite the monster’s clumsy appearance and seemingly infinite lifespan, its vast knowledge made it stop as it realized what was happening to Qian Er's corpse.

After his younger brother’s consciousness entered his body, Qian Da did not hesitate. He waved his hands like a butterfly, then used a powerful spell.

With a loud bang, Qian Er’s corpse turned into a cloud of blood that quickly coalesced into an armor-like form and was worn by Qian Da.

Qian Da's eyes turned blood red as a fierce aura emanated from him. With the enhancement from this armor, his cultivation level surged to late-stage Immortal Core.

The armor itself was peculiar, with four wings on its back.

Blood Flame Demon Armor! The monster’s face showed signs of fear.

In the world of cultivation arts, there were techniques for making armor, but it was far more difficult than crafting ordinary treasures. Even in ancient times, such knowledge had been lost long ago, and now it was almost extinct even in the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, or Netherworld.

However, the power of this armor was undeniable, offering a significant boost to one’s strength that surpassed most other treasures.

In response to the decline of armoring techniques, some powerful demons and monsters had developed substitutes.

They created spells that could simulate the effects of magical armor.

But such spells required a medium to take shape. This Blood Flame Demon Armor was created by a powerful demon progenitor in the Demon Realm.

The Blood Flame Demon Progenitor was famous among upper-level existences in the Demon Realm, but he nearly perished during a war with the Spirit Realm, barely avoiding death.

In truth, this demon had been unlucky. His strength matched that of his counterpart from the Spirit Realm, even slightly surpassing him. The former held an omnipotent treasure, and so did the latter as an upper-level demon progenitor. However, the Eastlight Celestial Lord held a magical armor that had grown to its ultimate form.

The Blood Flame Demon Progenitor ultimately died on the spot but managed to survive. Afterward, he reflected deeply, realizing that the crafting techniques in the Demon Realm were inferior compared to those in the Spirit Realm. He failed to find anything comparable to the Blood Flame Demon Armor.

Instead, using his dark and evil magic, he created this technique with blood as a medium.

Although this Blood Flame Demon Armor was powerful, it could only be used once and did not compare to magical armors that could be used repeatedly without limit.

In truth, it wasn’t real Blood Flame Demon Armor. It had been created by a powerful demon cultivator who failed many times in trying to communicate with the Blood Flame Demon Progenitor. He eventually succeeded due to sheer luck and received some guidance from the demon, creating this technique.

Over time, it fell into the hands of the Qian brothers. Compared to true Blood Flame Demon Armor, it was merely a pale imitation, offering only a fraction of its power.

The two brothers had no other relatives and were not evil cultivators, so they had never used such techniques before. Rather than letting Qian Er’s corpse be devoured by their enemies, they decided to use it as a medium to enhance their own strength.

This was a simple logic.

Wearing the Blood Flame Demon Armor increased his power far beyond what he expected. Qian Da was elated and suddenly vanished from sight with a flap of his four wings.

Instant Transmission! No… not exactly instant transmission.

Ordinary Immortal Core cultivators, including Lin Xuan’s Nine Heavens Step technique, could only move up to twenty feet at most in one go.

This time, he appeared over seventy feet away. Although it didn’t match the speed of a Separation Period cultivator's Breakthrough Void Flash, it was still shocking.

The monster was startled and hesitated whether to intervene, feeling deep fear towards Blood Flame Demon Armor.

Qian Da did not know what the monster was thinking but seized this opportunity. He injected his energy into his wings and quickly vanished into the distance.

At that moment, the brothers had escaped first. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan and Qin Yan were approaching the giant’s stomach in the mountain’s depths.

The path was full of twists and turns, and the hidden spirit stones restricted their senses but did not deter them.

Sealing this monster?

Lin Xuan never considered it seriously. From the start, he had been cautious, knowing that while this creature was terrifying, escaping would be no problem.

He stayed to obtain treasures.

After all, a treasure capable of sealing such a massive entity must be extraordinary. Moreover, Moer felt a mysterious connection with something in the mountain’s depths.

Two hundred years ago, they met Moer in Youzhou. How could she have any connection with this place?

Lin Xuan first thought that it was just a mistake by his little girl.

But Moer shook her head. The feeling was clear, as if something important was calling to her. After a moment’s hesitation, she pleaded with Lin Xuan to take her there.

He wanted to see and perhaps retrieve the object.

Without enough benefits, he wouldn’t risk it, especially since they had to enter the mountain that had become a monster.

Although Lin Xuan coveted the treasures, he wasn’t willing to go so far. But in matters related to Moer, he would not hesitate over gains or losses. He might even dare to face an old monster from the Separation Period for her sake.
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The two of them had reached the end of the passage.

Ahead, there was no path. However, the color of the mountain wall was different from before, appearing pitch black like ink.

Qin Yan raised her slender hand and flicked her fingers slightly, sending a streak of green sword energy shooting out. It struck the mountain wall with a hiss but left not even a trace.

The young girl's expression changed as she felt the hardness of it. Even the Nine Heavens Ice Fire Silk might be no match for this. Qin Yan couldn't help but feel more admiration for Lin Xuan.

The Fairy in the Cloud silently stepped back.

Lin Xuan's face remained calm, though a flicker of intent flashed through his mind. "Master Lingyun, is it here?" Moon's eyes were somewhat dazed.

"$$; Certain?"

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan didn't say anything more. He flipped his hands and a fireball slowly appeared before him. Initially the size of an egg, it soon grew to a foot in diameter.

A strange aura emanated from above.

Qin Yan involuntarily shivered as fear flashed in her eyes. Although she didn’t know what kind of flames these were, their power far exceeded ordinary元婴 cultivators' magic flames.

This thing might truly be capable of annihilating Great Daoists.

Qin Yan had a clearer understanding of Lin Xuan's abilities. He didn't intend to hide his strength from her. A spell was cast, and with a pleasant ringing sound, a firebird about a foot long shot up into the air, immediately diving towards the pitch-black mountain wall.

Green flames spread visibly across the wall as countless cracks appeared on what seemed like an impenetrable surface.

Qin Yan pointed at her finger, sending another streak of green sword energy out…

A rumbling sound filled their ears as rocks fell. The black mountain wall indeed collapsed as expected. A giant monster that had been fighting with Xue Mingmen cultivators suddenly stopped, its face full of pain.

"Kun, what's wrong?" Zhu Tianyun was taken aback. But the old monster reacted quickly. Although the Qiang brothers were gone, Lin Xuan and Fairy in the Cloud were still inside the giant monster’s body.

Perhaps… although it was just a guess, he wouldn’t miss such an opportunity. He poured his mana into Shu Yuegu, rallied his disciples, and fought desperately against the giant monster.

Lin Xuan didn't know how the battle outside was going. He frowned deeply as he looked at the broken mountain wall. A black hall appeared, about twenty feet in diameter.

Cracks a yard long crisscrossed on all sides of the mountain walls, including above and below, making it look like the mouth of some monster.

There were also countless wriggling black tongues, chasing something.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept over them, revealing two tiny元婴, full of fear as they used instant teleportation to flee.

Due to their small size and the subtlety of their movement, those tongues couldn’t catch them. However, this proved that both had already perished in their physical forms. Fortunately, they had heeded Old Master Cumei's warning to escape their元婴 in time.

Now, exhausted from using instant teleportation, which was quite draining, they were almost at the end of their strength.

Despair filled them as they thought they were doomed. But suddenly, the mountain wall collapsed strangely. The two were overjoyed and didn’t hesitate to fly out.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile. He waved his sleeve, sending a beam of light enveloping both of them.

"You—"

The man named Chen was shocked and angry. Lin Xuan didn't give them time to explain anything. Spell after spell was cast, trapping their元婴.

Then he took out an jade box, stuffing the two small creatures inside.

"Brother, you—"

Qin Yan was stunned, her face filled with surprise. How could they attack fellow human cultivators'元婴? These guys had lifted the giant monster’s seal for personal gain; death wouldn’t suffice.

But there were other reasons behind his actions.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the stone chamber ahead. The tongues seemed to sense his threat and wriggled but didn't dare to advance.

A faint smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he flashed a layer of green light, opening the Nine Heavens Qi Shield. The bird transformed from碧幻幽火 swooped in with a sizzling sound, adding a layer of strange poison flames to the protective barrier.

Lin Xuan walked in slowly.

The tongues that had previously made three元婴 cultivators flee in terror retreated. Wherever he went, evil forces parted.

Qin Yan stared at his back, her eyes flashing with an unknown light.

With Fairy in the Cloud's intelligence, she clearly guessed Lin Xuan’s purpose for entering the mountain and kept it a secret from her.

But she wasn’t an ordinary woman; she didn't get angry but secretly approved.

If Lin Xuan were some纨绔子弟 who couldn't even remember his own name when faced with a beautiful woman, she wouldn't have noticed him. Such a lackluster person was not worthy of being her dual cultivation partner.

With courage and strategy, outstanding strength, and the ability to remain clear-headed in front of beauty, Qin Yan found Lin Xuan satisfactory.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what Fairy in the Cloud was thinking. He had reached the corner at the back of the cave where a jade box lay on the ground.

A foot long, it contained the object that had given Moon a strange sense.

He picked it up and put it into his storage bag. There wasn't time to deal with it now.

They retraced their steps.

This time, they moved quickly but still took about an hour. To their surprise, almost all of Xue Mingmen’s cultivators were wiped out.

The Condensation Core period cultivators didn’t need to be mentioned; two元婴 cultivators had also perished.

Only Zhu Tianyun and his wife, Ji Xuansheng, along with the terrified young girl—Zhu Qianru—remained.

Of course, it was Zhu Qianru. Thanks to her parents' desperate protection, she survived but was injured in multiple places.

Seeing Lin Xuan and Qin Yan return safely, Zhu Tianyun’s face lit up. With only one arm left, he didn’t want revenge anymore; he knew that no matter how hard he fought, he couldn't match the giant monster.

"Friend Daoist Lin, what do you think of a deal?" Zhu Tianyun said slowly.

"A deal?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback and sighed: "Brother Zhu, are you thinking…?"

"Haha, yes. My wife and I don’t mind dying, but we can't leave our daughter behind. Please take care of her as a reward; we will fight the giant monster to give you time to escape."

"Taking Lady Qianru away isn’t an issue, but only for leaving this dangerous area. Lin doesn’t accept disciples or have maids," Lin Xuan saw the pleading in their eyes but couldn't do everything.

Zhu Tianyun hesitated and looked at his daughter worriedly. His daughter’s Golden Core had already formed; she was a powerful cultivator, but her innocence made it hard for her to survive without care.
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Lin Xuan's gaze was resolute. Zhu Tianyun understood in his heart that this was a great divine power cultivator! He dared not wait for the right price; wanting him to take care of his daughter was almost an impossible task.

Zhu Tianyun was sweating profusely as he anxiously listened, when Qin Yan’s voice suddenly reached his ears: "Friend, don't trouble your junior brother. Don’t worry about your beloved daughter either. This girl will be returned to the Skyward Sea Pavilion by me. Please allow one senior sister to take her under her wing."

"Thank you, fairy. Such a great favor and kindness! My husband and I swear we will do anything for you in our next life, and we will certainly repay your kindness with the jade ring."

Zhu Tianyun and the red-robed beautiful woman exchanged glances, their faces filled with joy. Asking Lin Xuan to take care of his daughter was a last resort; they never imagined that Qianru could be admitted into the Skyward Sea Pavilion. Among the seven major forces, this sect had one of the strictest admission policies, almost reaching a level of madness.

Although there were cases where someone brought their skills and joined a sect, it was extremely rare over millions of years. Their daughter’s talent was good, but she was far from meeting such stringent requirements.

However, Fairy Cloudy Sky spoke up.

This girl held a significant position in the Skyward Sea Pavilion and her beauty and elegance were unmatched by ordinary women. Her presence alone made Zhu Tianyun and his companions feel as if they had encountered heavenly fairies descending to Earth.

The three cultivators dressed simply continued their cautious journey along the rugged path, all in their early twenties with only mid-stage vitality. Their cultivation levels were negligible—mid-stage vitality was all they could manage.

They seemed to be here for medicinal herbs, given their low cultivation levels; even a single-grade monster would pose significant danger to them.

At this moment, the three cultivators were on high alert, fearing any lurking monsters might emerge from the dense forest. They also searched around in hopes of finding valuable medicinal herbs.

"Eh, reed grass," the slender teenage girl exclaimed with joy as she ran towards the front.

"Haha, it's still Sister Three who is meticulous. These few strands of reed grass were hidden within the shrubs and their aura was blocked, making them hard to find," the large man in gray tattered clothes scratched his head, also showing great happiness on his face.

"One strand of reed grass can be exchanged for three low-grade crystal stones at the market. Even if we don't find other valuable herbs today, this harvest is still significant," the tall and thin young man dressed as a scholar smiled.

For an婴期 cultivator, spending tens of thousands of crystal stones in one go was no big deal, but for a vitality-stage disciple living on the bottom tier, even a few crystal stones could bring great joy.

Cultivation required not only hard work and opportunities but also vast resources. In essence, it meant burning through money.

"Alright, let's quickly pick these reed grasses. The path to the main road isn't far. If other cultivators pass by later, we might run into trouble."

"Yes, Brother."

The girl combed her hair as she was about to pluck a few medicinal herbs when she suddenly looked up with surprise and whispered.

"Sister Three, what's wrong?"

The two male cultivators also followed her gaze and saw two streaks of light approaching from the distance, like meteors, speeding towards them.

"Good heavens, how fast."

"Even if it’s Senior Shen’s wind manipulation technique, he probably can’t match this speed. Could it be an丹期 cultivator?"

The large man muttered to himself. The "Senior Shen" he referred to was named Shen Hong, a late-stage foundation establishment cultivator and the head of a minor sect controlling approximately two thousand miles of territory. He was one of the most powerful cultivators in the area.

For these three vitality-stage wanderers, reaching the foundation establishment stage seemed unattainable, let alone the high-ranking Dan期 cultivators they had never seen before. This wasn't strange; although Yunzhou was a cultivation holy land with dozens of婴期 cultivators from each major sect, their proportion in the entire cultivation world was insignificant. The largest group were always the low-rank vitality-stage cultivators at the bottom.

Their faces showed both surprise and joy as those two streaks of light approached them, hovering above their heads.

The light dimmed to reveal two women and a man.

They were once again stunned, almost believing that heavenly fairies had descended. Fairy Cloudy Sky was naturally beautiful but her ethereal demeanor made her seem like no ordinary woman from the mundane world.

Of course, they didn’t pay attention to the few junior cultivators around them.

"Junior Brother Lin, I’m very happy to meet you this time. Originally, with nothing on my hands, I planned to travel with you as a companion. However, since Senior instructed me, I can only temporarily leave. Do you have a place of residence? If so, I will visit your place whenever I am free."

Qin Yan sighed and said softly. Given Fairy Cloudy Sky’s personality, expressing such feelings towards Lin Xuan indicated she had developed some good feelings for him.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was not very emotionally intelligent and didn’t pick up on the underlying meaning: "This… my residence is unpredictable, so Senior Sister might not find me. Besides, I’ve been quite busy recently and don’t have much time to accompany you."

"Is this fool either pretending to be stupid or naive? Even if he’s really busy, there’s no need to say such things," Qin Yan’s expression froze as she couldn’t help stomping her foot in frustration. Fortunately, after several interactions, she had a vague understanding that Lin Xuan was like a wooden block when it came to emotions, unlike his cunning and cleverness during battles.

Did I say something wrong?

Although Lin Xuan's emotional intelligence was abysmal, he was excellent at reading people’s expressions. He noticed Qin Yan’s displeasure and scratched his head innocently.

His pitiful expression made Fairy Cloudy Sky unable to vent her anger. She sighed deeply and wondered if she had somehow offended this little boy in a past life.

Taking a deep breath, she calmed down and smiled: "Junior Brother Lin, it doesn’t matter that you’re busy now. When you have free time, come visit me at the Skyward Sea Pavilion. I gave you the command token last night; make sure to keep it well."

"Alright, Senior Sister, I will definitely visit when I have time," Lin Xuan finally said something sensible. If Fairy Cloudy Sky had been as emotionally intelligent, she would have been annoyed and liked him less for his low emotional intelligence.

"Good. We’ll meet again sometime. I’ll wait for you in the sect." After saying this, Qin Yan’s body was enveloped by a burst of green light, transforming into a streak of light that carried Qianru who was still unconscious towards the distance.

Lin Xuan watched Qin Yan's back and his expression turned thoughtful. While he had developed some good feelings for Fairy Cloudy Sky, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let emotions interfere with his cultivation.

If he could eventually become an immortal, he would be able to stay by the side of someone he loved forever, no matter how long it took.

However, as a cultivator, one’s lifespan was limited. An婴期 cultivator could only live for a thousand years before their fate dictated they reincarnate and suffer again. In the next life, even the possibility of entering the immortal path would be uncertain, let alone being reborn as a pig or dog.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan decided not to think about these matters for now. At least temporarily, he wouldn’t visit Fairy Cloudy Sky until he became a major cultivator.

Lin Xuan’s eyes were closed when they opened again, the confusion had vanished, replaced by calm and composure. He glanced at the three cultivators below and his aura dimmed as it landed before them.

It was fortunate that their escape went smoothly after handing over Qianru to be taken care of. Zhu Tianyun and Ji Xiansheng began a life-or-death attack on the giant monster, which was now occupied and couldn’t spare any attention.

If Lin Xuan had been less confident, he might have faced some risks in escaping. But with their current situation, it went smoothly, but they knew that the three of them would eventually fall.

They continued their relentless assault without stopping, originally planning to fly further away. However, a ten-thousand-mile token suddenly appeared.

It was from the first female cultivator of Yunzhou.

Since Senior summoned her, Qin Yan reluctantly had to temporarily part ways with Lin Xuan.

Although there was no visible spiritual pressure on him now, the three vitality-stage cultivators felt their breathing becoming difficult. They took a deep breath and bowed: "Please show respect to our senior. What instructions do you have for us? We will certainly do our best."
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Where are we now? Lin Xuan said expressionlessly.

After he had managed to keep the enemy at a distance, making several turns in between, he was now unsure of his location.

This is the Mist Concealing Canyon," the large man swallowed hard. He had never been so close to an upper-stage cultivator before.

He secretly used his divine sense to scan Lin Xuan's body, but found nothing, no trace of cultivation foundation or power flow. This made him even more respectful; this person was undoubtedly a condensation core stage cultivator and above.

"Is this the Mist Concealing Canyon?" Lin Xuan frowned. The name sounded unfamiliar, and he had no recollection of it. Could he have flown out of the Longnan region without realizing?

That's impossible!

Lin Xuan quickly dismissed that thought. Although Longnan was only one prefecture, its size could rival Youzhou. It wouldn't be possible to cross such a distance in just a short while.

"Do you have an epigraphic scroll? The kind that introduces local customs and culture?" Lin Xuan frowned and spoke slowly.

"Well..." the large man looked uneasy. He was merely a penniless wandering cultivator; he couldn’t afford such luxuries, using his crystals to buy spirit pills instead. If he wanted a map, he would have to buy a paper one from any nearby town.

But he dared not take it out. After all, if the scroll revealed that they were in Mist Concealing City, it was far from populated and only had some worthless spiritual materials controlled by a minor sect called Hundred Insect Gang. The gang's leader was merely at late Foundation Establishment stage, indicating how weak this region’s cultivation world was, even worse than Yanzhou.

Upon learning this, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to leave. He intended to find an appropriate place to establish his abode.

"Master, are you afraid the giant monster will come back?" Yue'er spoke softly, as it was only a few tens of thousands of miles from Snowy Morn Mountain.

"Don't be silly. That monster has been sealed for so long; it needs to consume cultivators' blood and meat to recover its essence energy. It’s not my enemy, why would it chase me here?" Lin Xuan said with a dismissive look on his face. "If I'm correct, after the sect's defeat at Snowy Morn Mountain, they will surely travel great distances to cultivation-rich areas rather than stay in this remote Longnan region."

"Master has a point," Yue'er agreed, but added, "Even so, we don't need to stay here. Within two thousand li, there isn’t even a condensation core cultivator. Master is looking for body strengthening pills; it’s impossible that such items would be found in this place."

"Hmm..." Lin Xuan nodded.

"What? Master has the confidence to condense a demon core?" Yue'er was stunned and overjoyed at the same time.

In truth, Lin Xuan himself was surprised. One of his goals when he arrived in Yunzhou was to seek out opportunities, but after all these years, he hadn’t managed to find any body strengthening pill formulas despite various delays.

But even with so many distractions, Lin Xuan never slackened in his cultivation. Whenever he had free time, he would meditate and study the divine techniques from Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Scripture. With his demon eye relic always by his side, he had accumulated a lot over time.

He estimated that he could condense a demon core; if it failed, he could still look for formulas later.

Hearing this, Yue'er didn’t argue. The master and servant happily searched for an appropriate place to establish their abode.

This Mist Concealing Canyon was perfect—about a hundred miles wide with enough seclusion. Although the nearby junior cultivators would come to gather medicinal herbs, they were too weak; setting up a false array could deter them.

Soon, Lin Xuan found a suitable location—a mountain peak over a hundred feet high with a small lake beside it. The scenery was serene and tranquil, originally home to a second-stage snake demon. In this Mist Concealing Canyon, its strength wasn’t negligible, but encountering him and his servant was just bad luck for the snake.

Yue'er had been itching to fight; she easily overpowered the poor snake, reducing it to ashes.

Then Lin Xuan released sword energy to establish his abode. This task was familiar to him, and in no time, a spacious and bright cave appeared before his eyes.

Although simple, it was sufficient for cultivation.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away from the Mist Concealing Canyon, on an unremarkable hilltop.

The hill was barren with no spiritual energy, but three young women stood there. One of them, about seventeen or eighteen years old, had her eyes closed and seemed to have fainted—Zhū Qiàn.

Another woman was slightly older, breathtakingly beautiful, with a face that could make the world weep. Her cultivation level was impressive; she was an early Essence Formation cultivator.

Of course, this was Cloud Fairy.

However, at this moment, this proud lady’s expression was respectful as she bowed to another woman.

"Master, you summoned me from afar using a ten-thousand li talisman. What is the matter?" Qin Yán spoke cautiously. Although her master usually treated her with affection, there was anger on her face now.

Could it be that Master Xīn had become too close to Lin Disciple, and this made her angry? Cloud Fairy’s heart felt uneasy as she pondered this.

"Nothing. I summoned you here just to have you kill someone," the woman said nonchalantly.

"Kill?" Qin Yán's hand trembled; she became even more anxious, her voice trembling slightly: "I... don't know who Master wants me to kill."

"Bai Fengdāo’s young master, Chen Bǎo," Rúyàn Fairy gritted her teeth, full of hatred on her face.

Not Lin Disciple?

Cloud Fairy felt a wave of relief. She was then greatly curious about Bai Fengdāo; she had never heard of it before.

Who was this Chen Bǎo that could provoke such anger from the master?

But what shocked Qin Yán most was the master’s appearance—she almost didn’t recognize her at first.

Few young cultivators in the world had seen Rúyàn Fairy, but high-stage cultivators knew her reputation well. She was the top female cultivator of Cloud Peak; there was no exaggeration to it. Five hundred years ago, she personally exterminated tens of thousands of cultivators attacking Tianya Hǎigé, with eight late Essence Formation stage cultivators among them.

Qin Yán knew that not only was her master extremely powerful but also had a beauty comparable to hers—slightly less attractive features, but better figure and skin.

However, the woman before her looked no more than seventeen or eighteen years old, slender, but very frail with a sickly appearance. Her features were unremarkable; she wasn’t ugly, but if someone said she was beautiful, few would agree.

Her cultivation level had dropped to junior stage.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be shocked. He had seen this Rúyàn Fairy before—the weak female cultivator begging for Blood of the Azure Dragon pills in the market district.

Why would such a high-stage cultivator from Tianya Hǎigé, one of Cloud Peak’s top cultivators, dress as a lowly wandering cultivator and wander around?

"Yán, that Bai Fengdāo's young master dared to touch me. Go and exterminate their sect; leave not a single soul alive. All the sect members will have their souls extracted," Rúyàn Fairy said with a murderous expression.

Although it was just a touch, for a high-stage cultivator like her, such an affront was intolerable.

Seeing her disciple’s strange look, Rúyàn Fairy seemed to misunderstand: "Don’t worry. Bai Fengdāo is only a minor sect; they have two condensation core stage cultivators at most. With my power, exterminating them would be easy."

"Master, it's not that you are unwell," Qin Yán hesitated.

"Of course not. I’m fine. Even if dozens of Essence Formation cultivators came now, I could easily kill them all," Rúyàn Fairy said arrogantly.

"Why do you have to dress like this and suffer the lowly cultivators' disrespect?" Qin Yán was utterly confused. In her mind, Master was noble and beautiful, acting with great decorum, but this time...
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Lady Ruyan sighed, a hint of depression on her face. As the Supreme Elder of the Far Horizon Pavilion, she was accustomed to giving orders and being respected by even late-stage元婴 cultivators. Yet, in recent months, she had endured more indignities than she could count.

This year, Lady Ruyan was already 1500 years old. Even when she first embarked on her cultivation journey, due to her noble birth and exceptional qualities, she had never truly faced hardship. However, the past few months had been a different story. She had been treated like an ant by low-rank cultivators, enduring countless grievances.

Lady Ruyan was 1500 years old this year, but even when she first stepped onto the path of cultivation, her noble birth and excellent qualities meant she hadn't faced much hardship. However, in recent months, she had been treated like an ant by low-rank cultivators, enduring countless grievances.

If it weren't for the matter of ascending to the higher realms, she might have destroyed all of Yanzhou Region with her anger long ago.

Seeing the odd expression on Qin Yan's face, Lady Ruyan sighed lightly. "Yan'er, your cultivation is still too shallow; explaining this to you won’t help. The destruction caused by that monster could lead to countless cultivators' deaths, but what does it matter to us?"

"Teacher, but... how many people will die if no one stops him? Cultivators might fall on the journey."

"Stupid girl, do we care about how many people die?"

"Teacher..."

"Lantern, remember this. Cultivation is a rebellion against heaven; you must endure countless hardships and not show any mercy or rashness. My killing that monster isn't significant, but doing so won’t benefit me in the slightest. That monster will likely leave Yanzhou Region soon, and other old monsters will deal with it."

"Other old monsters... Teacher, are there other late-stage cultivators besides you in this Cloud Province?" Qin Yan asked, her face filled with surprise.

"Of course, though their numbers are few. Especially that old man from the Hope Tower, who is said to be close to entering the late stage of separation." Lady Ruyan sighed deeply. Her talent was excellent, but she was merely the top female cultivator and not the strongest late-stage cultivator.

These matters didn't need to be explained in detail to her apprentice; a few hints were enough.

"Teacher, what about this Qianru friend?" Qin Yan hesitated, looking pleadingly at Lady Ruyan.

"Hmph. Her abilities are average, but I'll make an exception for her parents' love and bring her back to the Far Horizon Pavilion. We can find an elder to take her in." Lady Ruyan said thoughtfully.

"Thank you, Teacher," Qin Yan was overjoyed, quickly bowing deeply.

Lady Ruyan continued, "That Hundred Phoenix Blade is two hundred miles southwest from here. Kill them all; that brat dared to flirt with this fairy and made such a mistake. The sect will no longer be passed down."

"Yes!"

Qin Yan's heart raced as she obediently followed the order. She then shot off in a burst of green light towards the southwest.

In Hidden Canyon, Lin Xuan was unaware of his apprentice's conversation. He had just moved into his newly opened cave dwelling with Moon. While condensing a demon core was his top priority, he still wasn't in a rush.

Lin Xuan reached into his storage bag and pulled out an ancient-looking jade box no more than a foot long. He had ventured deep into the mountain to obtain this item.

Moon emerged from her识海, staring at the jade box with confusion on her face.

"Have you remembered anything?" Lin Xuan asked gravely. How could a piece of treasure from another world be related to Moon?

"No," Moon said, sticking out her tongue. "It's just a feeling; it feels familiar."

Moon reached for the box, but Lin Xuan stopped her.

"Wait."

"Master, what is it?" Moon turned, looking confused.

"Silly girl, don't act on impulse based on feelings. We need to understand this first."

Lin Xuan then tapped his waist and pulled out another jade box, this one square and about the size of a palm with an封印贴ed on its lid.

He opened the lid to reveal two pale元婴 lying inside, barely alive.

These were clearly Liu Mei and that Chen cultivator's元婴.

"Friend, we have no grudge; please release me. I will repay you."

The Chen cultivator's eyes flashed with malice but quickly masked it, speaking earnestly.

Liu Mei was still in the early stage, and her元婴 was even weaker, but she managed to sit up and beg weakly.

Lin Xuan wasn't a soft-hearted person; these two had released the monster for personal gain without any redeeming qualities.

A mocking smile played on Lin Xuan's lips. "Repayment? No need. But you both are somewhat useful to me."

"What... what do you want to do?" The Chen cultivator, sensing Lin Xuan’s ominous tone, grew panicked but was too weak to even use瞬移 or遁光 escape.

Lin Xuan didn't say anything more. He rolled up his sleeve and tossed Liu Mei's元婴 to Moon. Then he used Soul Profiling on both of them.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, a strange expression on his face. He had only wanted to know what was in the jade box.

The answer was clear:

Xuantian Minguang Treasure!

Lin Xuan's heart sank as he realized that the three mysterious paintings in the other party’s memory had completely distracted him from this discovery. The girl in the paintings looked so much like Moon, almost identical except for her demeanor.

Could there be a connection between them?

A bad feeling arose within Lin Xuan; compared to Moon, this treasure was insignificant.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed deeply, his expression darkening.

"Master, what’s wrong?" A gentle voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan looked up and saw Moon squatting beside him, concern in her eyes.

"Lantern," Lin Xuan gently pulled her into his arms, though he didn't hold on tightly. The girl, lacking a body, snuggled close to him. Time seemed to pause for a while.

"Moon."

"Hmm?"

"Don’t leave me."

"Master, what did you say? Why would I leave you?" Moon was confused, wondering where this came from.

Her reaction surprised Lin Xuan: "Did you not see those strange paintings when I searched her memories?"

They had all gone to find the treasure together.

"Yes..."

"Why then?" Lin Xuan grew more puzzled. If they saw such strange paintings, why didn't Moon show any signs of recognition?

Could she know something about it?

"I don’t know," Moon seemed to guess what Lin Xuan was thinking and leaned her head against his chest. "I have no idea why those three paintings appeared or what connection the girl in them has with me. But I do know this: I am who I am, and for my entire life, I will stay by your side, whether you become a deity or a demon."

Moon's voice was soft but firm. Lin Xuan didn't say anything more; he gently held her close.

"Good Moon, don’t worry. Even if true deities come, I won’t let them take you away from me."

Lin Xuan spoke softly but with a hint of resolve in his eyes. Who dared do that? He would kill gods and demons alike to protect her.

This soul search had unexpectedly drawn them closer. Although Lin Xuan was emotionally low, he understood clearly: no one could separate him from Moon.

"Alright, Master. As the saying goes, it’s not without reason that things happen by chance. Maybe I have nothing to do with that girl in the paintings; you’re just overthinking. The Xuantian Minguang Treasure feels familiar to me. Let's open the jade box and see what we have." Moon liked being held by Lin Xuan but felt empty without a body. She wished she could condense her元婴.

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded, hoping so. Although this matter was strange, he couldn't keep worrying about it indefinitely. He temporarily set it aside and focused on the jade box again.
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Through the encounter, Lin Xuan and Yue Er had gained significant insights. The initial small area of restricted land that Lin Xuan set up seemed too narrow to Yue Er, but he explained that it was sufficient for their needs.

Lin Xuan chuckled at his own self-deprecating thoughts as he recalled the vast number of lives he had taken since entering the immortal path. He wasn't a killer by nature; the harsh reality of the cultivation world forced him to either kill or be killed. After enduring so much blood and sweat, Lin Xuan could no longer call himself good-hearted.

However, he did still try his best not to harm others unless it was necessary for his own benefit. For instance, when helping latecomers or old acquaintances, he would often provide some benefits. Lin Xuan never held back in such matters. The fact that he had claimed this territory and restricted access within a ten-mile radius showed his good intentions.

The discovery of the Moon Illusion Sword was indeed a significant find for them. Yue Er's initial hesitation to use the sword out of fear of hurting Lin Xuan quickly turned into full commitment after realizing there was no danger. They sparred for nearly half an hour, and Yue Er asked, "Do you think my power with this sword is impressive?"

Lin Xuan thought for a moment before replying, "Yes, based on what I've observed, your combat strength should be equivalent to that of an advanced-stage Inner Core Realm cultivator."

Yue Er was both amazed and delighted. She had never imagined her power could reach such heights. The rarity of a condensation realm cultivator challenging an inner core realm expert, let alone Lin Xuan himself, made this discovery even more remarkable.

Lin Xuan's gaze hardened as he decided that no one would be able to separate Yue Er from him. His expression softened towards her, and she didn't question his thoughts. She was filled with joy at the thought of finally being able to assist Lin Xuan in his battles.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan noticed Yue Er's flushed face and asked, "What's wrong, Yue Er? You seem a bit red."

Yue Er, caught off guard by her blush, stammered, "N-nothing. I just... got a bit tired from the sparring."

Lin Xuan didn't notice her embarrassment as he continued to examine her, but his concern was genuine.

The discovery of the Moon Illusion Sword had proven that it was indeed more precious than the Heavenly Dao Treasure. Lin Xuan's initial doubts about Yue Er's identity were now firmly dispelled. He knew she could help him in his battles and that their bond would only grow stronger with this newfound power.
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Chapter 5: The Formation of the Fifth Color Qi

After a hundred years, Lin Xuan finally succeeded in forming his fifth color qi. He opened his eyes and smiled with relief. This was indeed much more smooth than last time.

In the realm of consciousness, after the phoenix was enveloped by the light ball, it became calm again. On this day, a tearing sound echoed, as if a piece of silk had been torn. The light ball then disintegrated into strands of qi and returned to the lower lake.

The transformed phoenix, now in five colors corresponding to the five elements—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth—emerged from the cocoon. Its body rapidly expanded like an inflated balloon, and both the spirit infant and the demon infant showed fear as they retreated far away.

With a loud "bang," the phoenix's body exploded into five-colored qi, returning to the lower lake. Only a dragon eye-sized demonic pill remained in mid-air.

Unlike a golden core, this demonic pill was also of five colors.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes and smiled calmly. It had taken nearly a hundred years, but it went much more smoothly than expected. He successfully formed a fifth color qi.

This was a fourth-grade demonic pill, with power comparable to an infant immortal. Moreover, the changes did not stop here.

Lin Xuan retracted his consciousness into his dantian and found that in addition to the dragon eye-sized demonic pill, the original green-colored lake of qi had transformed into five colors.

This unexpected change puzzled Lin Xuan. The "Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens" technique did not mention it.

After withdrawing his consciousness, he rested his chin on his hand with a thoughtful expression.

A short while later, he flicked his fingers and a green sword light appeared. Green represented wood.

Then, he lightly tapped another finger, and fiery red sword qi entered his vision.

"Aha," Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy: "The five elements—gold, water, fire, earth—are now complete."

When Lin Xuan first embarked on the path of immortality, he lacked a spirit root. He advanced by swallowing large amounts of medicinal substances like eating food.

Without a spirit root, he could freely manipulate the Five Elements techniques.

Later, after consuming the Moon Clan's holy fruit, he finally condensed an intermediate-level spirit root—wood.

Therefore, his cultivation techniques focused on wood elements, and his sword qi was green.

Of course, he could still use the golden, water, fire, and earth techniques, but they were clearly inferior in power.

This time, after forming a fifth color qi, although his spirit root remained unchanged, his qi had mysteriously transformed into all five elements.

The "Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens" technique did not mention this situation.

Could it be because of the杂乱的修炼方式，同时修行正魔妖三道，从而产生了意想不到的变化？

Lin Xuan was not alarmed by this unexpected change. After all, an infant immortal was already a remarkable existence. Facing problems, he had the ability to solve them on his own.

Although this change was strange, it clearly boded well for him.

With a wave of his sleeve, five-colored sword qi flew out, significantly more powerful than before, resembling the peacock's five-color light.

As the phoenix was the king of all birds, it naturally could control the Five Elements qi at will.

The Xuan Feng Immortal Lady had advanced to the Separation Stage but still regretted not being able to do so until she ascended to the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan pondered deeply for a long time before taking a deep breath. Although he was originally created by the "Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens" technique, with this five-colored qi, perhaps he would be more suitable for cultivation and could surpass his teacher in the future.
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After successfully condensing his demon core, Lin轩 decided to leave the Hidden Mist Valley with Yue'er. They turned into a streak of shocking light and flew eastward.

"Master, where are we going now?" Yue'er asked.

"I don't know." Lin轩 replied nonchalantly.

"What? You don't know?" Yue'er was stunned, her expression turning very strange.

"Yes, there's no specific goal for now. We'll go wherever is bustling. Since I've successfully condensed my demon core, the next step is to gather the ingredients for the condensation pill. But this isn't urgent; it will take some time to improve my cultivation." Lin轩 explained with a smile.

"Then what do you most want to do?" Yue'er hesitated before asking.

"Of course, I want to help you successfully condense your demon core," Lin轩 said earnestly. "After all, once you succeed, your strength will skyrocket. With the Xuan Yin Treasure Box, no one can underestimate us. Together, we can go anywhere in the world except for the Separation and Union Realm cultivators. Even if it's Princess Xin Yue, I won't be afraid."

Lin轩 spoke excitedly, but Yue'er remained silent, her lips pouting up high. Sighing, Lin轩 said, "I really want you to succeed in condensing your demon core."

Yue'er's face lit up with joy, but Lin轩 was clueless and nodded his head. "Of course! Once my precious Yue'er successfully condenses her demon core, her strength will soar, and combined with the Xuan Yin Treasure Box, no one can underestimate us. With you by my side, I can go anywhere in the world except for Separation and Union Realm cultivators. Even Princess Xin Yue won't be a match for me."

Lin轩 spoke enthusiastically, but Yue'er remained silent, her lips pouting up high. Sighing, she said, "Master, why are you so eager for my success?"

Lin轩 didn't understand and nodded his head. "Of course! Once my precious Yue'er successfully condenses her demon core, her strength will soar, and combined with the Xuan Yin Treasure Box, no one can underestimate us. With you by my side, I can go anywhere in the world except for Separation and Union Realm cultivators. Even if it's Princess Xin Yue, I won't be afraid of her."

Lin轩 spoke excitedly, but Yue'er remained silent, her lips pouting up high. Sighing, she said, "Master, why are you so eager for my success?"

Lin轩 didn't understand and nodded his head. "Of course! Once my precious Yue'er successfully condenses her demon core, her strength will soar, and combined with the Xuan Yin Treasure Box, no one can underestimate us. With you by my side, I can go anywhere in the world except for Separation and Union Realm cultivators. Even if it's Princess Xin Yue, I won't be afraid of her."

Lin轩 spoke excitedly, but Yue'er remained silent, her lips pouting up high.

Lin轩 decided to first gather information from various markets over several years before venturing into the厉魂 Valley, where there were rumors that some powerful monsters resided. However, he was hesitant and didn't want to do so unless absolutely necessary.

After three days of flying, Lin轩 saw a plain with ruins scattered across it. He continued his flight, but Yue'er noticed something strange.

"Master, we've seen nine ruined cities in the past few days," Yue'er said worriedly.

Lin轩 nodded, his expression turning grim as he realized that no one had survived these attacks. "This place is devoid of life; there are only some stray dogs and crows scavenging for food."

After a few more days, Lin轩 encountered other cultivators who were also hunting the monster. He decided to follow them, hoping to gather useful information.

One day, he met a middle-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator named Liu Bing who was following him out of curiosity. After some conversation, Lin轩 learned that many other cultivators had joined the hunt for the monster.

Lin轩 continued his flight, gathering more and more information about the monster's movements and the efforts to defeat it.
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"Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, Heavenly Ingenuity Gate?" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly as a hint of surprise appeared on his face. "Could it be that these are the Seven Great Forces?"

"That's correct," the young cultivator nodded. "This giant monster is unknown to us whether it belongs to an alien race or a demon. Since its appearance, countless commoners and even cultivators have fallen victim—billions of lives lost. If left unchecked, this would be a disaster for all of Cloud Province, especially concerning how its power grows with each cultivator it devours. In just a few years, there might not be anyone capable of stopping it. Therefore, the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Heavenly Ingenuity Gate have convened to seek assistance from fellow daoists in hopes of eliminating this menace."

Lin Xuan remained silent, deep in thought.

The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, as its name suggests, is the largest Buddhist sect among the Twelve Cloud States, boasting formidable strength. Apart from the abbot, elders from the Arhat Hall and Bodhi Institute are also late-stage婴期 cultivators.

Though they usually remain inconspicuous, rumors circulate that in a competition of power, the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect could outshine all others, ranking at the top among the Seven Great Forces. However, these are merely rumors. As the saying goes, no wind without a wave; it's likely that this sect houses many Separation Stage cultivators.

In contrast, the Heavenly Ingenuity Gate ranks lower in the Seven Great Forces but is the most mysterious. The techniques they practice are diverse—ranging from alchemy to weapon crafting and array formation—but their most famous skill is puppetry.

Lower-grade puppets aside, high-grade condensation core puppets are highly sought after in the Secret Market. Even late-stage婴期 cultivators sometimes purchase them for self-defense. While they may not be useful in everyday life, a determined puppet could alter the outcome of a battle against an equal opponent.

As for higher-grade infant puppets, it's rumored that the Heavenly Ingenuity Gate can also create such powerful constructs, but the materials and high-grade crystals required are astronomical, making them too expensive to sell in public markets. In short, they're valuable but not easily available.

Recalling his encounter with an infant后期 puppet that attacked Qin Yan, Lin Xuan couldn't help but think of the Heavenly Ingenuity Gate as a prime suspect for creating such terrifying constructs. However, he didn't believe it was them responsible.

For one, there's no conflict of interest between the two sects, and even though Qin Yan is merely an early-stage婴期 cultivator, her unique status as the first female cultivator in Cloud Province would surely spark intense conflict if anything happened to her. The Heavenly Ingenuity Gate wouldn't do such a foolish thing.

Most likely, someone was framing them. Qian Yan understood this too; otherwise, relations between the two sects would be at an all-time low.

Though Lin Xuan had anticipated that the giant monster's rampage would become a thorn in the side of cultivators, he didn't expect it to attract the attention of the Seven Great Forces. With the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Heavenly Ingenuity Gate rallying forces from across the land, this monster might not fare well. "That makes sense!"

Lin Xuan glanced at the oily-looking cultivator. "Since you provided useful information, I won't make things difficult for you. I advise your daoist friend to leave as soon as possible. Some conflicts are best avoided. With that said, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew forward.

"Senior!"

The unnamed cultivator hesitated, standing still. After about half an hour, he finally gritted his teeth and turned back towards the original location. Although curious to see the outcome of the battle, he agreed with the senior's words; as a mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, he lacked self-defense capabilities. It wouldn't be worth risking his life for such entertainment.

Over the next few days, Lin Xuan encountered more cultivators, some even late-stage婴期. Among them were many Condensation Core and Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, blending in without drawing attention.

One morning, while traveling, he heard a commotion. Far off, colorful flashes of light streaked towards the front. "Hurry! The monster is surrounded by Cloud Stream Manor. It's said that many late-stage婴期 seniors have rushed there."

"Is this true?"

"It must be," another cultivator replied. "The leader of this mission is the abbot of the Arhat Hall from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, a late-stage婴期 monk named Kongsyan. With his intervention, that monster will surely meet its end regardless of how formidable it may seem."

"Humph! That's not certain," another cultivator interjected. "I heard several late-stage婴期 were killed by this giant monster before. Even if Kongsyan personally intervenes..."

The man stopped mid-sentence, fear evident on his face. He remembered that Kongsyan was one of the highest-ranking elders in the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect; it wouldn't be wise to comment lightly. If these words reached the wrong ears, the saying "misfortune from one's mouth" would come true.

However, Lin Xuan, hidden in the crowd, heard every word clearly. The giant monster had indeed been surrounded by cultivators. This was interesting. He muttered under his breath and continued flying forward.

Cloud Stream Manor was only a few hundred miles away. Though he didn't push himself to the limit, it took him just a moment to reach the location.

The area was bustling with over ten thousand cultivators, many of whom were late-stage婴期. Among them stood an elderly monk, his white beard and hair contrasting sharply against his benevolent face—yet he was a formidable late-stage婴期 cultivator, one of the most powerful Lin Xuan had ever seen. His eyes widened.

If they fought alone, he wouldn't have full confidence in victory. A name carries its reputation; indeed, the abbot of the Arhat Hall from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was no ordinary figure.

The giant monster was surrounded by cultivators, and their conflict was irreconcilable. With a surge of spiritual energy, massive stones rained down like hail as both sides engaged in combat!

Lin Xuan hid among the crowd, casually releasing an ordinary flying sword without drawing attention.

Unlike his previous encounter with the giant monster, this time its aura had fully recovered, reaching late-stage婴期. Its innate abilities gave it a fighting power far beyond that of ordinary human cultivators.

Its towering figure could generate powerful gales with each step. While those above Condensation Core stage managed to survive, lower-ranking cultivators who lingered out of curiosity were almost instantly killed, like vegetables being sliced in half.
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Continuous screams of agony filled the air, but no matter how rampant the giant monster was, it couldn't possibly withstand a direct confrontation with all the Immortal Warriors present. After all, there were nearly a hundred old monsters at the peak of the Inner Core Stage.

Apart from the Hall of Arhats in the Thousand Buddha Sect, another cultivator caught everyone's attention. This person stood less than three feet tall, with rosy lips and white teeth, looking like a young boy.

However, his actions were extremely vicious. He was also an old monster at the late Inner Core Stage, accompanied by a puppet tiger demon that was over threeyard long, with wings on its back. Its abilities could be compared to those of a初级 (this term is already in English) Shape-Shifter. Lin Xuan didn't recognize him but guessed he should be from the Heavenlyclever/crafty/qiǎo (the character "巧" can have multiple meanings depending on context) Sect.

With these two working together, their combined strength surpassed that of the giant monster. Moreover, there were nearly a hundred old monsters, and even if some lower-stage cultivators joined in for numbers, they could still serve a purpose.

The giant monster attempted to flee several times but was forced back each time. Seeing no hope, this creature's eyes flashed with madness as it began indiscriminately slaughtering the lower-stage cultivators. Screams echoed everywhere, and even the old monsters couldn't help getting angry.

Each cultivator displayed their abilities, causing the sky to change color.

After a few hours, amidst the unwilling roar of anger, the giant monster finally fell. The remaining cultivators ignored the treasures scattered around them.

"Ha ha, fellow Inner Core cultivators, your noble and upright conduct in eradicating evil without seeking rewards is admirable. Other cultivators may have empty pockets, so there's no need to be too polite," the Thousand Buddha Sect monk declared with a smile. The young disciple, Lei Yin, didn't say much but sneered inwardly.

The surrounding cultivators stirred, their breathing gradually becoming heavier, but still, no one moved.

Empty words were easy to speak, but in the cutthroat world of cultivation, most people had originally hoped to wait for the Inner Core cultivators to take the lion's share and then pick up what was left. They didn't expect these old monsters to pretend to be noble and let others take the treasures.

This unexpected windfall made them hesitate; no one wanted to be the first to step forward. After a few minutes, someone finally stepped out of the crowd.

Standing at two meters tall but with negligible cultivation, he was around twenty years old, looking rather simple-minded. His name was Zhang Dazhu, originally just an ordinary peasant boy who had stumbled upon the path of cultivation by chance. Despite his mediocre talents and status as a scattered cultivator, he had only managed to reach the late Fluttering Spirit Stage after seven or eight years of effort.

Hearing about the mountain monster, he happened to be nearby and came to join in the commotion out of curiosity. The fierce battle left him stunned but fortunately unharmed due to his good fortune.

Seeing the bright treasures before him, Zhang Dazhu's heart ached with desire. He had been in cultivation for so long without acquiring any decent treasure. His entire fortune consisted of just some talismans, though he felt uncomfortable about the situation, he couldn't resist.

This person was straightforward and quickly ran forward to kneel three times before an old Inner Core cultivator floating mid-air: "Thank you, Senior."

Then he stood up and rushed towards a large stone. He pulled out something from its cracks—a flying knife that looked unremarkable but had high quality, being a SuperiorHao Artifact.

The old Inner Core cultivators didn't intervene.

It seemed these fellows were genuinely willing to give up the benefits before them.

With someone already taking an early lead, no one wanted to be left behind. Thousands of cultivators turned into streaks of light and rushed towards the giant pile of rubble. Greed was their priority; they didn't even bother thanking those old monsters.

Seeing the chaos, the Thousand Buddha Sect monk frowned: "Fellow cultivators, there are many treasures here. The first to arrive gets them. Don't damage our harmony. If anyone tries to take something, don't blame me for not holding back."

"Hmph, what a hypocritical monk," Lin Xuan thought as he arrived to observe and gather information. His wealth wouldn't make him care about such trash, but he had disguised himself as a Condensation Core cultivator to avoid drawing attention. He followed the crowd into the rubble.

"Master, you said something? I think Master Thousand Buddha has a kind face and benevolent demeanor based on his words and actions."

"Hmph, a virtuous monk, an Inner Core Stage cultivator at the late stage, thinks he hasn't experienced the harsh realities of cultivation. He's only letting go of these treasures because they're beneath him. 'First come, first served,' but no one is allowed to take them. On the surface, it seems like compassion, but in reality, he's sowing discord," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Master, I don't understand."

"Stupid girl, think about it. The jungle law has always been part of cultivation since ancient times. He pretends to be good so that whoever gets the treasure is entitled to it. If a Fluttering Spirit cultivator were lucky enough to find a talisman and an Inner Core cultivator was nearby, what would happen? With this monk's influence, no one dares to take anything, but once he leaves..."

"If he doesn't say 'first come, first served' and allows everyone to grab them, lower-stage cultivators will hesitate and won't touch the valuable treasures. Meanwhile, Inner Core cultivators wouldn't bother with small artifacts, creating a tacit agreement that avoids conflicts. The Thousand Buddha monk's actions gain him a reputation for compassion while secretly causing chaos. What cunning!"

Hearing this, Yue'er felt a chill. She never imagined such a kind-faced high monk could be so vicious. Even the old Inner Core cultivators had deep scheming.

Unfortunately, clever people like Lin Xuan were rare. Even if there were any, it wouldn't help much since revealing the monk's plot would only invite criticism for having small-minded thoughts about virtuous people. Who dared offend an Inner Core Stage cultivator from the Thousand Buddha Sect?

Lin Xuan naturally didn't care but saw no benefit in stirring up trouble. The monk's scheme was indeed vicious, but who could blame the lower-stage cultivators' greed? Strength preserved wealth; a rookie relying on a powerful cultivator to take on Inner Core cultivators for a treasure wasn't smart.

Formlessness is form, and form is formlessness. Greed brought its own downfall. These crystals weren't treasures; they were death warrants.

Lin Xuan's face showed a sneer as he observed the chaos. His mind raced: The Thousand Buddha Sect was powerful, but this monk was cunning. As a high-ranking cultivator, why would he stir up trouble among lower-stage cultivators? It made no sense to him.

However, soon Lin Xuan laughed silently. Why think so much about it? He had no conflict with the Thousand Buddha Sect; whether they were plotting or not didn't matter to him.

With this thought, he felt relieved and released his divine senses to survey the scene. Idle hands were better busy. He wanted to see how many treasures the giant monster had swallowed.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan's pupils suddenly constricted as he stared at a piece of rubble over a hundred feet away. His heart raced. Moon Crystal! It was an exquisite Moon Crystal!

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show extreme joy on his face. Ordinary Moon Crystals were useless, even used to build houses by the Snowy Dawn Sect. But this exquisite Moon Crystal could rival South Bright Separation Fire, a miraculous cold attribute.

He hadn't seen one in two hundred years, but quickly he felt a greedy gaze. The Thousand Buddha Sect monk had also discovered this treasure.
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Buddha!

The old monk's figure flashed, and he cast a teleportation spell to pass through the crack where the crystal was revealed.

Lin Xuan didn't want to conflict with him, but there were no good reasons to let such treasures go. With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out, intercepting the crystal before it could be taken by the other party.

This was a precious item about the size of a fist, purple-red in color and intricately carved, exquisitely beautiful!

The monk's face turned ashen at this sight. But quickly, he regained his composure and asked Lin Xuan with a solemn expression: "Buddha! Master, may I have your crystal? It would be greatly appreciated."

"Master, you want this?"

Lin Xuan played with the item in his hand, his mind racing. The best course of action was to avoid conflict if possible. "As a junior disciple, I will follow your wishes," he said.

The monk's face lit up at this. He loved making a name for himself and would rather not have the reputation of breaking his word spread around. With a bow, he said with compassion: "This item is rare but merely ordinary alchemical material. You could find it useless after obtaining it. My nephew's cultivation technique requires such an item, which I cannot acquire at this moment. If you are willing to part with it, I will offer 3,000 crystal stones for its acquisition."

Three thousand crystal stones?

This old monk was really shameless!

Lin Xuan thought of Gai Yi, but the monk's words had another purpose—to test whether the crystal was worth only three thousand crystal stones. Most other late-stage元婴 cultivators closed their eyes and began to meditate.

"Master, I appreciate your kindness. If you insist, I will gladly give it to you. However,"

"How about that?" The monk frowned, sensing something amiss.

Lin Xuan sighed with a bitter smile on his face: "A comrade of mine was injured by a strange insect. After searching through ancient texts, I found a solution, but the pills required this crystal."

Lin Xuan wasn't easily fooled. He was good at lying without blinking. The monk liked making a name for himself and wouldn't dare to bully him in front of thousands of fellow cultivators.

The corner of the monk's mouth twitched. A late-stage condensation core cultivator dared to lie to him about using this crystal for alchemy, something he would have gladly torn apart alive if given the chance. But his pride still stood firm.

"Buddha! I understand now. Saving a life is better than building seven levels of pagodas. I shouldn't be competing with you, but my nephew truly needs it. Let's go together and see if I can save your comrade. Then you can give me the crystal. This way, we both get what we want," the monk said with a compassionate expression.

Everyone around him showed respectful looks. Even an advanced late-stage cultivator wouldn't reason with a mere condensation core cultivator; they would just take it and be done with it.

They say this master is benevolent and can save countless lives, so the rumors are true.

Of course, many others were skeptical. The expression on Leiyin's face was filled with mockery. This old monk was truly foolish—what use was a reputation when eternal life mattered most?

"Master, your consideration is thorough. I dare not refuse," Lin Xuan said with a mocking smile on his face, but with the utmost respect: "I will follow you."

"Friend Leiyin, please stay here to oversee things while I go away for a moment."

The monk raised his head and gave instructions before separating from Lin Xuan, each of them manifesting their power as two different colored streaks of light heading into the sky.

After a short while, the surroundings became increasingly desolate. The monk's face was filled with joy; this place seemed perfect for their plan.

Although he was shameless, as an advanced late-stage cultivator, he didn't consider it a sneak attack on a mere condensation core cultivator.

"Buddha! What do you think of these surroundings?"

"Not bad, but too lonely. I don't want to be buried here. If you wish to kill and take the treasure, you must have misjudged me," Lin Xuan slowed his light and stopped with a smile on his face. He showed no fear despite being an advanced late-stage cultivator.

"What?" The monk's expression froze as he turned pale. His eyes widened in alarm, and he immediately released his powerful divine sense.

"Relax, there are no ambushes here. I am just a lone cultivator who has never met you before. How could I possibly set up an ambush for someone like you?"

"What did you mean by that?" The monk's expression grew even darker. There was indeed no trace of any other cultivators within two hundred miles, but how dare such a lowly condensation core cultivator be so bold in his presence? What could he have?

"You must think I am mad. You know this crystal is an item that defies the heavens. Don't you want to take me to a desolate place and kill me for it?" Lin Xuan said, and as he spoke, a green light enveloped him, exuding an awe-inspiring aura.

Late-stage middle-stage?

The monk was stunned but his expression softened. He feared the possibility of hidden traps from the other party, but if it were just a late-stage middle-stage cultivator, he wouldn't have cared.

However, the other's concealment technique was too mysterious and had deceived him.

"Hmph, you are also an advanced late-stage cultivator. But do you think you can match me? Hand over the moon crystal, and I might spare your life," the monk said viciously, having already torn off his facade of false compassion.

"Spare my life? What a big mouth! Do you still want that treasure even after risking death?" Lin Xuan sneered.

"What?" The monk burst into laughter: "Friend, are you insane? Don't you know there is a huge difference between middle-stage and advanced late-stage cultivators? You dare to be so arrogant in front of me. Very well, if you don't want to live, I will send you to the Avici Hell!"

After saying this, he clasped his hands together, emitting a faint golden light. A powerful spiritual pressure descended from the sky; as a monk of the Thousand Buddha Sect's Arhat Hall, he practiced the Diamond Sutra to Subdue Demons.

Despite his questionable character, his cultivation power was far beyond anything Lin Xuan had ever seen before.

The overwhelming spiritual pressure chilled him to the bone. Those with lower cultivation levels might even tremble in fear, but Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. With a wave of his sleeve, he drew out a short green sword.

(Not enough votes for recommendation today, fellow cultivators! Please support me, thank you.)
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十章 后期修士间的差距

"Glory to Amitabha, let this old monk test your divine powers!"

Abbot Kongsuan clasped his hands together. Despite his emaciated figure, his voice was as resonant as a bell. His thumb moved slightly, and the beads in his palm began to glow brighter, emanating an increasingly powerful aura.

After successfully condensing a demon core, Lin Xuan's strength had taken another leap. Although he might not fear a late-stage cultivator on his own, he would not underestimate anyone either. The opponent was a seat of the Hall of Arhats in the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect, a renowned cultivator with hundreds of years of experience.

Lin Xuan formed hand seals and the green fire sword flashed, conjuring countless sword shadows that surged like raging waves towards his foe.

"Glory to Amitabha, what sin. Your divine powers indeed surpass those of an ordinary late-stage cultivator, but you underestimate this old monk at your peril. Facing a barrage of sword qi, Abbot Kongsuan did not dodge or evade; he merely focused on reciting scriptures."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. He didn't believe the other was simply overconfident. Could it be...

Though he had his suspicions, once an attack was launched, Lin Xuan showed no hesitation. His hands clenched, and the green fire sword glowed more brightly as he thrust forward.

Silent and unseen, without any visible light or aura, the blow struck with tremendous force.

Abbot Kongsuan dared not underestimate him either. His divine sense focused entirely on Lin Xuan, his face showing shock.

A burst of five-colored Buddha light appeared, splitting Abbot Kongsuan's body in half as if he were being decapitated.

But this was far from over. A thunderous explosion echoed, and a mountain several miles away was ravaged by falling rocks. The entire peak was sliced off, leaving behind a jagged cliff. A strong wind blew, causing the thousand-foot-high mountain to collapse.

Lin Xuan was startled but thrilled. Although the divine treasure consumed a lot of his power, its destructive force was impressive. One strike could level a mountain over a hundred feet tall. If he had obtained this treasure earlier, slaying the giant monster would have been much easier! But there was no time for such thoughts now.

As Lin Xuan lowered his right hand, he quickly stepped to the left. With this movement, he vanished from sight.

A brick-shaped talisman fell from above, creating a deep crater on impact.

Lin Xuan pointed at the green fire sword and sent it flying into the void. It collided with several streaks of golden light.

Abbot Kongsuan's figure appeared in his line of sight. Unlike his majestic appearance earlier, he now wore an expression of malevolence. One of his arms was severed at the elbow.

The divine treasure's attack had not been completely dodged. Desperate, Abbot Kongsuan used a similar technique to the daoist "Substitute Body for Tribulation" to protect himself.

Watching Lin Xuan with hatred, he suddenly laughed maniacally. "No wonder you, an early-stage cultivator, did not take this old monk seriously. You actually possess a divine treasure! Well well, even if I lost my arm, it was worth it to obtain such a precious item."

Before his words were finished, Abbot Kongsuan flipped his hand and loudly recited "Glory to Amitabha." A powerful aura burst forth, intertwining the five-colored Buddha light into a statue of Buddha.

No... not Buddha. It was an angry Vajra instead.

Standing ten feet tall, it loomed ominously as Abbot Kongsuan cast a spell, conjuring hundreds of hands. The entire sky turned golden, and the sun was obscured by the divine palm!

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed. This was one of the ancient Buddhist techniques to subdue demons. Its power could rival top-tier magical artifacts, and combining it with hundreds of palms would make even a late-stage cultivator hesitate.

Abbot Kongsuan's abilities did not end there. He flicked his sleeve, and a fiery staff flew out, growing larger as it descended upon Lin Xuan. The shadow was heavy like a mountain, and the sound of Buddhist chants echoed in his ears.

Behind him appeared a round talisman with eighteen Buddha images on its surface. Was this the Great Compassion Golden Wheel?

No... not quite. Lin Xuan frowned. Although he knew little about Buddhist artifacts, what he saw was clearly not the legendary Great Compassion Golden Wheel. At best, it was an imitation that had been poorly crafted.

Regardless, Lin Xuan did not underestimate it. The Great Compassion Golden Wheel was a holy relic of the Buddhist sect with the power to create the world.

Lin Xuan tapped his waist and summoned the Black Iron Dragon Shield, which spun rapidly, forming a golden light barrier around him.

He then injected more power into the broken sword, slashing downward. Unlike before, this time it was accompanied by a myriad of sword qi that struck the Vajra with force.

Clanging sounds echoed as the divine palms clashed with the sword qi.

On one side was the ancient Buddhist technique to subdue demons, and on the other, a legendary artifact from the spirit realm. The ground trembled, and clouds were blown away within a hundred miles.

Lin Xuan had no time to watch the outcome. Abbot Kongsuan's staff transformed into a giant bird that struck the light barrier. Despite its strength, the Black Iron Dragon Shield could withstand such attacks due to his Vajra Unbreakable Body cultivation.

Lin Xuan sighed. He had underestimated this Buddhist cultivator's power.

He thought he would be invincible in late-stage cultivators with a divine treasure like this, but it turned out differently.

Even as an advanced late-stage cultivator, the difference in strength was significant. The main hall master of the Mystic Phoenix Sect and the Yellow Eyebrow Immortal aside, even that late-stage monster from Cloud Ridge Mountain might have been slightly weaker than Abbot Kongsuan.

The Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect ranked among the seven major forces, likely closer to reality than rumors suggested.

Lin Xuan sighed. Abbot Kongsuan was enraged and shocked. Despite having a divine treasure, he was only an early-stage cultivator. The lost arm was due to the suddenness of the attack; he wasn't just any late-stage cultivator.

As an Arhat seat, he had practiced under the Bodhi Tree, his divine powers second only to the abbot and another senior. He once single-handedly killed five late-stage cultivators, including one late-stage and two early-stage ones.

The divine treasure was a defective item, and at his level, its power would be minimal. Yet, the Vajra Buddha was still defeated by sword qi.

His own Vajra Buddha, created with great effort, was pockmarked by the sword qi, leaving behind a black bead in mid-air.

Fortunately, the remaining sword qi was merely a feeble attack. With his Vajra Unbreakable Body cultivation, he could ignore such attacks.

Lin Xuan sighed again. The divine treasure's power was impressive, but it consumed too much of his energy for an early-stage cultivator to use continuously. It was better suited for surprise attacks, as enemies with prepared defenses would easily dodge its strikes.

Abbot Kongsuan, cunning and experienced, saw Lin Xuan stop using the divine treasure. He paused before snarling: "Is your power running out? If you surrender now, this old monk will show great mercy and allow you to reincarnate. Otherwise..."

"Old fool, don't be afraid of wind blowing your tongue. Just say you want to draw my soul for cultivation. Unfortunately, with such trivial daoist abilities, it's impossible."
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十一章 围攻大修士

Oil the lips with a mocking smile, Linpavilion's mouth curled into a sneer. "Impervious Body of the Buddha, not bad. But just taking hits without retaliating, how long can you last?"

After receiving his master's command, the Armored Pangolin burst out laughing and charged forward, completely fearless despite having suffered from the Buddha's Wrath. With orders to beat up a fallen foe, he had no qualms about attacking.

The monk's face turned an even deeper shade of green as he recited a Buddhist incantation, his skin turning a pale golden hue. This was the secret technique of the Thousand-Buddha Impervious Body, rumored to be able to make one invincible in battle. With his third-stage cultivation, it could withstand blows comparable to those from magical artifacts.

Though he didn't expect to stop an Armored Pangolin, the Armored Pangolin's attack had already exhausted all his tricks. The monk gritted his teeth and recited another incantation, causing his skin to glow golden once more.

Crashing fists rained down on the monk like hailstones. The Buddha's Wrath was no match for the relentless assault of the Armored Pangolin. After dozens of punches, the Impervious Body lost its effectiveness, and the monk staggered back, blood trickling from his mouth.

Linpavilion couldn't help but smirk. "Impervious Body, huh? But just taking hits without retaliating, how long can you last?"

The monk's face turned a deep green as he realized that he was in serious trouble. He had underestimated his opponents and now faced the wrath of both his master and an unexpected ally.

With a final burst of energy, Linpavilion and his companion unleashed their full power, overwhelming the monk with sheer force. The Armored Pangolin continued to pummel the monk, leaving him no room to dodge or retaliate.

The monk's face contorted in agony as he struggled to maintain his stance against the relentless assault. With a final burst of energy, he managed to summon a magical artifact, but it was too late. The combined power of Linpavilion and his companion had already overwhelmed him.

In the end, the monk fell to the ground, defeated. His attempts at resistance had been futile in the face of such overwhelming force.

Linpavilion and his companion stood over their fallen foe, victorious. They had faced a formidable opponent but emerged triumphant through sheer determination and skill.

The events unfolded quickly, but the battle had left both Linpavilion and his companion exhausted. The Armored Pangolin's relentless assault and Linpavilion's strategic use of power had secured their victory against all odds.

With the monk defeated, they could finally rest and recover from their ordeal.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十二章 金身元婴

Abbot Kōngxuàn was both shocked and angry. He never expected to be forced into such a dire situation where he could not evade his opponent’s attacks but had to passively endure the beatings. Even with his Golden Body Invincible Technique, it would ultimately fail to save him from perishing.

His eyes were filled with venom as he spat out, "Boy, you remember this. One day, I will extract your soul and refine it." Just as he finished speaking, a flash of Buddha light appeared above his head, revealing an infant about the size of an inch.

However, unlike ordinary元婴s, this one was covered in a golden hue, and despite its anger on its tiny face, it still exuded a sense of solemnity. Lin Xuan could not help but be stunned as an ancient legend flashed through his mind.

Among the myriad sects—Daoist, Buddhist, Confucian, and Taoist—their techniques varied greatly in focus. Daoist secret arts were endlessly changeable, while the魔宗 excelled with their mysterious and intricate methods. The Confucian school was known for its righteous energy. As for the Buddhist sect, Lin Xuan knew little about it, but the fact that the Thousand Buddha Sect stood alone at the head of the seven major sects suggested a unique advantage in their techniques.

Specifically regarding元婴-related secret arts, both 正道 and 魔宗 had top-tier methods to cultivate second元婴s. Their power was well-known, but the Buddhist sect lacked such techniques. However, this did not mean they were weaker in other aspects.

Legends spoke of high-ranking monks from the Buddhist sect who could refine their bodies to be even more formidable than magical treasures, and even cultivate an Arhat Golden Body using secret arts. Such元婴s would retain much of their power after retirement, making them a formidable opponent.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he realized that while this particular元婴 had not yet achieved the full Arhat Golden Body, it was still formidable. Abbot Kōngxuàn, having abandoned his physical body, did not intend to continue fighting Lin Xuan head-on. He held a Buddhist bead in his hand, and with a flash of multicolored light, he vanished from sight.

Once the元婴 separated from its body, it became useless. The golden robe could no longer withstand the attack as it lost its magical support, immediately being enveloped by碧幻幽火, disintegrating into nothingness under the terrifying flames.

Lin Xuan’s sleeve swept out, and an ancient-looking long spear flew towards his opponent.

As he swung downward, a green light entered his vision. The air rippled like water waves…

But what shocked him was that the opponent’s teleportation had not been disrupted. A Buddhist mantra appeared in front of them.

It read “Kǒng,” but Lin Xuan did not know its meaning as he was unfamiliar with Buddhist scriptures. However, it managed to nullify the spear’s power. This was something he had never encountered since acquiring this treasure. His face darkened as he realized he could not let his opponent escape; otherwise, there would be endless trouble.

His figure moved swiftly, and he unleashed Nine Heaven Microsteps.

However, the Golden Body元婴’s evasion techniques were clearly superior to ordinary ones. A golden light and a green light flickered back and forth, increasing the distance between them. Damn it! Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry as his sleeve swept out again, sending dozens of sword energy streaks towards the opponent.

The piercing sounds of breaking air filled his ears, but they were still slightly slower than the元婴’s teleportation.

But Lin Xuan did not give up; he continued to chase after them relentlessly.

In a blink, it was time for lunch. Lin Xuan returned to the original spot, his face ashen with anger, showing no sign of joy from defeating a major cultivator. He had failed to notice that the opponent had escaped.

This incident truly caused significant trouble. The destruction of the Arhat Hall by the Thousand Buddha Sect would not be overlooked. "Young Master, what should we do?" Moon’s soft voice entered his ears, filled with worry.

"Humph, fear nothing," Lin Xuan was also displeased but knew that wallowing in self-pity was useless. If the enemy sought revenge, he could not avoid it.

"Didn’t we run from powerful enemies before and survive? What can a Thousand Buddha Sect do to me?" Lin Xuan confidently declared.

"Hmm, that’s true," Moon seemed reassured by his confidence and smiled softly. However, she did not dare linger in the area for long as her sleeve swept out, sending a streak of霞光 into the sky, transforming into a green monster hand that took away the monk’s storage bag.

Lin Xuan then pointed at the Green Fire Sword, and with a dazzling light, he sliced the monk’s body into seventeen or eighteen pieces. A few fireballs emerged, reducing them to ashes.

He would not hold back; he had made an enemy of the Thousand Buddha Sect. He would have to be more cautious when encountering monks in the future.

Lin Xuan’s spirit senses activated as Pangolin and Corpse Demon returned to his spirit beast bag. Then, he transformed into a streak of lightning, flying towards the distant sky.

With all his evasion techniques fully deployed, Lin Xuan raced through the air without any slackening. He turned several corners along the way, encountering several cultivators who, sensing the presence of an元婴, hurriedly retreated with pale faces.

Normally, Lin Xuan would not harm such minor cultivators, but he had just made a significant enemy with the Thousand Buddha Sect. If his whereabouts were exposed, it could bring endless trouble. After battling Abbot Kōngxuàn, Lin Xuan realized that while his strength was formidable, it was far from enough to dominate the world.

He could not guarantee victory over even an old monster of the Separation Stage or a late-stage元婴 cultivator.

The saying goes: "A petty person is not a true gentleman; one must be ruthless to be a real man." Lin Xuan would not indiscriminately kill, but hesitating now might bring great harm.

It was their bad luck that several dozen people became the ghosts of his hands.

Meanwhile, Abbot Kōngxuàn’s escape did not go unnoticed. Just two or three hours later, numerous cultivators arrived at the scene where he had fought Lin Xuan, both monks and laypeople tracking him down.

The Thousand Buddha Sect was one of the seven major sects, and their influence extended to this area. Besides the monks, there were many affiliated sects and families that supported them.

Abbot Kōngxuàn had already spread the news. Although he lost to Lin Xuan, he did not admit defeat; his opponent might be stronger than a mid-stage cultivator but was far from capable of killing him outright. He just needed more people to surround and attack him. Revenge must be taken by extracting that boy’s soul and refining it.

The fact that Kōngxuàn could force the monk to abandon his physical body indicated formidable strength on the enemy's part. However, with a generous reward, there were always brave souls willing to provide such information.

Countless cultivators dispersed, searching for Lin Xuan’s whereabouts. If he did not silence those who knew of his path, his trail would have already been exposed.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十三章 佛经与心境

Lin Xuan's caution proved effective. With his evasion techniques, three days later, he was already a million miles away. Although Venerable Empty Gaze was filled with hatred, he could do nothing but sigh helplessly without finding Lin Xuan.

This was an uninhabited wasteland where not even animals could be seen for a hundred li. At the top of an unremarkable small hill stood a typical cultivator. It had to be Lin Xuan.

He held a transparent and exquisite treasure in his hands, the Heavenly Moon Crystal. This crystal was rare in the mortal world, but due to its value, Lin Xuan felt it difficult to judge whether it was worth the conflict with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. However, since he already had it, he did not regret his decision.

With his divine abilities, he could travel anywhere in the world, unless facing a powerful immortal of the Separation and Union stage. Even if faced with two or three high-ranking cultivators, he could easily escape if he couldn't defeat them. Moreover, Venerable Empty Gaze's storage bracelet had also fallen into his hands.

This fellow, as the head of the Arhat Hall, was extremely wealthy. He possessed hundreds of high-grade crystal stones, a staggering fortune.

In addition to these treasures, there were several Buddhist artifacts such as the Zen staff that could transform into a great phoenix and its powerful effects, and over a dozen bottles of pills!

Lin Xuan sniffed them, his face lighting up with joy. In his past life, he was the young master of Spirit Herb Mountain, so even if he wasn't familiar with Buddhist pills, he could still judge their properties accurately. They were all suitable for yin-yang essence pills and had high grades. Unfortunately, there were no pill formulas. But Lin Xuan was content with this harvest. Furthermore, he found several scrolls in the storage bracelet.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped as the Vajra Invincible Body Divine Skill seemed quite impressive. However, it wasn't necessarily useful for him since he wasn't a Buddhist cultivator.

"Simple, these dozen scrolls are unique copies handwritten by senior monks, with notes of their insights. They might be considered treasures, but they have nothing to do with us," Lin Xuan explained.

"Oh, so they're still useless to us. Since I'm not a Buddhist cultivator, what use can we make of these scriptures?" Moon Like said dejectedly.

"This isn't certain." Lin Xuan's face showed an eerie expression.

"Why?" the girl asked in confusion.

Lin Xuan fell into deep thought. It was indeed an unexpected bonus. He wasn't sure if it would work as intended.

It was well known that compared to his peers, not only did Lin Xuan pursue more knowledge and practice with great speed, but he also benefited greatly from the Blue Star Sea, which provided him with substantial elixirs.

In just over two hundred years, he reached the peak of middle-stage yin-yang essence. While he couldn't claim to be unparalleled, his predecessors were few.

However, this rapid progress had its downsides. His mental cultivation lagged behind his divine abilities. Lin Xuan was aware of this problem and tried to find opportunities to strengthen himself, but he hadn't found a good solution yet—his mind was unstable!

While it didn’t show any immediate harm, it could lead to accidents during practice and make the breakthrough to the Separation and Union stage much more difficult. It was like a hidden snake that constantly threatened his path of cultivation.

Lin Xuan had thought of a crude idea: wait until he became a high-ranking cultivator, then take a break from cultivation and immerse himself in secular life, experiencing joy, anger, sorrow, and happiness to gradually hone his mind until it matched his realm. However, this was not a good plan; descending into the mundane world would mean enduring hardships.

But for Lin Xuan, enduring such hardships was nothing. Even if he had to endure the pain of being cut and stabbed, he wouldn't flinch. The real challenge lay in experiencing joy, anger, sorrow, and happiness to hone his mind. In other words, starting from the lowest position, he would have to accept any abuse without retaliation.

The mental torture was far worse than physical pain. Imagine how strong one's willpower must be for a yin-yang essence cultivator to endure such humiliation in the mortal world!

Lin Xuan had always been confident about his mental fortitude, but he wasn't sure if he could reach that level. Therefore, unless absolutely necessary, he didn’t plan on using such harsh methods.

Over the years, he had read many ancient texts, but there were few records of this issue. After all, only a few people defied nature; most cultivators' progress matched their spiritual roots. If one’s talent was good enough, even rapid advancement wouldn't lead to instability in the mind.

Cao Xiaojian and Qin Yan were such cases, so they had reached yin-yang essence in two hundred years without any mental issues.

Only those who advanced through unconventional methods faced this problem. For example, Lin Xuan himself; he didn’t even have a spiritual root at first but managed to condense one after consuming the sacred fruit of the Moon Clan, reaching middle-grade (8).

His spiritual root was inferior to ordinary ones and far less than that of geniuses like Qin Yan or Tian Xiaojian. However, Lin Xuan advanced more quickly because he could treat elixirs as candy.

However, excessive consumption of pills led to a mismatch between his talent and cultivation speed, causing instability in the mind. Such cases were rare.

It wasn't necessarily due to consuming spirit herbs; rapid advancement through other extraordinary opportunities could also lead to mental instability. Meanwhile, far away, in a low-grade cultivator's trading market, people came and went.

"Come quickly, everyone! Corpse Bone Grass is a poison, but with the right auxiliary materials, it can be transformed into pills that enhance our yin-yang essence cultivation."

"A novice of middle-stage foundation consolidation crafted this flaming saber. It cuts hair and is incredibly sharp, and it comes with fireball attacks. It’s an excellent tool for assassinations, robberies, and conflicts among your fellow daoists," a young Daoist's call drew many spectators.

Although cultivators were known to be ruthless, killing and robbing weren't considered significant matters. However, publicly boasting about such private activities showed great courage.

Dream Like Yan combed her hair, a smile playing on her lips. This formidable figure could make the Cloud Province tremble with just a stomp of her feet was now dressed in plain blue robes, looking frail and vulnerable.

Her cultivation had been concealed to mid-stage yin-yang essence, and she used secret methods to hide her prominent features; her skin was dark, making her unremarkable. She tidied up the small stall in front of her.

She sighed inwardly. While she too possessed a sacred spiritual root, it paled in comparison to her disciples. After all, those who successfully condensed yin-yang essence were mostly sacred spiritual root holders; they weren't special.

This type of spiritual root was fast during cultivation but lost its advantage after condensing yin-yang essence. Many middle-stage yin-yang essence cultivators existed, and reaching the Separation and Union stage was even more difficult.

Still, she was better off than those people in terms of talent, but her achievements were due to extraordinary opportunities. Unlike Lin Xuan's pill-taking, hers was a case of rapid advancement through unconventional means.

At first, Dream Like Yan was overjoyed as the top female cultivator of Cloud Province and looked down on everyone else. Even the other ancient immortals, except for the Pavilion of Ling Ting Lou, didn't intimidate her.

Due to that opportunity, she had advanced quickly even in the Separation and Union stage, reaching its peak but unable to cross over due to insufficient mental fortitude, nearly leading to a mental breakdown.

Dream Like Yan reflected on her recent experiences, feeling like crying. As the top female cultivator of Cloud Province, she had once killed thousands of cultivators in one go, even defeating eight high-ranking cultivators within half an hour. That was glorious and respected.

But now, she had to endure hardships. She, the Supreme Elder of Heavenly Pavilion, was called around by foundation consolidation or yin-yang essence disciples, enduring insults while suppressing her anger for mental cultivation.

Dream Like Yan was so frustrated that she wanted to lash out. The humiliation tasted bitter, making her wish to challenge Ling Ting Lou instead, even if it meant losing; at least it would be better than the current depression.

But for breakthrough and eternal life, she had to endure.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十四章 望亭楼

Young Master, it seems you've encountered a lengthy passage from an ancient text. Here's a summary of the key points:

1. **Characters and Settings:**
   - **松风书院 (Sōngfēng Academy):** A major force in the Twelve Cloud States, primarily composed of Confucian disciples.
   - **望亭楼 (Wàng Tíngliú):** The oldest and most experienced Confucian master, having lived for over 2500 years. He has a unique method to extend his lifespan through a special fruit called 忘忧果 (Wàngyōu Guǒ).
   - **万佛宗 (Wànfó Sect):** A powerful sect with two high-ranking members who are also Confucian masters.

2. **Plot Summary:**
   - **松风书院的如嫣仙子 (Rú Yān Fairy of Sōngfēng Academy) sent a message to 望亭楼 (Wàng Tíngliú), asking him to host the Three Clouds Fair, but with conditions.**
     - She demands payment in high-quality crystal stones if she agrees.
   - **望亭楼 (Wàng Tíngliú) decided to delegate this task to a monk from 万佛宗 (Wànfó Sect).** 
     - He chose a monk named 慧通 (Huìtōng), who had previously lost to Wàng Tíngliú in a bet.
   - **慧通 (Huìtōng) was reluctant but agreed due to the pressure from his superior.**
     - He feared that refusing would result in severe punishment from Wàng Tíngliú.

3. **Key Points:**
   - The Three Clouds Fair is an important event held every three hundred years, attracting many powerful figures and valuable treasures.
   - Wàng Tíngliu's unique method of extending his lifespan through 忘忧果 (Wàngyōu Guǒ) has allowed him to remain active in the mortal world for over 2500 years.
   - The conflict between Wàng Tíngliu and Huìtōng stems from a previous bet, where Huìtōng lost and now owes several rare items.

4. **Conflict:**
   - Huìtōng is reluctant to go because he fears the consequences of refusing, but he ultimately agrees due to the pressure.
   - The passage also mentions that Huìtōng's meat body was destroyed by a mid-stage Immortal, and they are discussing how to handle this situation.

This summary provides an overview of the main characters, their relationships, and the ongoing conflict. If you need more detailed information or specific parts explained further, please let me know!
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零七十六章 人族与妖族的协议

Half a month later, Lin Xuan arrived at an endless plain. He dressed as a ascetic and used Qi Control to conceal his cultivation level to the early Core Formation stage.

His skin was also coated with some medicine, making him look dark. Since it wasn't an illusion, he had nothing to worry about in terms of revealing anything.

The plain before him stretched for thousands of miles, almost equivalent to a county's land area. It was lush and fertile, but few people lived there.

Cloud Province was a holy place for cultivation, yet the strength of both human and monster races was terrifying. Over millennia, they had fought several major battles, with constant skirmishes in between.

Overall, it was a balanced situation where humans and monsters couldn't completely dominate each other. It was difficult to gain an upper hand, as the land was divided among them.

This plain before him served as a buffer zone between their territories, so no one dared to live there.

However, with the upcoming Heavenly Cloud Trade Fair every three hundred years, both human and monster races had flooded in. The entire plain was now filled with all sorts of people, and daily battles were common. A Core Formation stage ascetic like Lin Xuan wasn't particularly noticeable. He was relieved that his disguise hadn’t exposed him yet.

As time passed, Lin Xuan found fewer fellow cultivators around. It made sense; they wouldn't think he would dress as an ascetic after offending the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and fleeing to remote areas or even leaving Cloud Province altogether.

Although the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect had hidden some facts, it was clear that he was a middle-stage Core Formation cultivator. Thus, only fellow core formation experts dared to be so bold, while lower-level cultivators would never dare to act this way due to their fear of punishment.

The danger seemed to have passed for now, as long as he remained cautious about his identity.

Since he had dressed up as a monk, he naturally wanted to look the part. Between his travels, Lin Xuan would read scriptures and recite them aloud, which made him even less noticeable.

He was overjoyed when he realized that the scriptures could regulate his mind. His intuition hadn't been wrong; perhaps he wouldn’t need to endure hardships in the secular world. Lin Xuan was delighted and spent more time studying the scriptures each day.

"Going at this pace, I should be able to reach Xuan Yuan City in three days."

With ample time, Lin Xuan didn't rush his journey. Every evening after the sun set, he would find a place to meditate and study the scriptures. He wouldn’t let his studies suffer just because he was on the road.

If one wanted to outshine others, they had to put in more effort. If he were at the Separation stage, he would have already gone to the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and destroyed it; why bother pretending to be an ascetic?

After completing three Grand Circulation cycles, Lin Xuan was holding a scripture when his brow twitched. He stood up abruptly.

"Master, what's wrong?" The little girl had been dozing off but was startled by Lin Xuan’s sudden movement.

"There are two people flying towards us, and they're extremely powerful. Both are Core Formation stage." Lin Xuan said with a worried expression. Had he been discovered?

"What should we do? Should we avoid them?" Yue'er grew tense.

"No, let's wait to see if they just pass by," Lin Xuan said as he released his immensely powerful divine sense to monitor the movements of these two old monsters.

After a moment, Lin Xuan’s expression turned strange.

"Master, what did you find?"

Yue'er was curious but limited in her divine sense due to not having successfully formed an embryo yet. The other person was still over a hundred miles away, so she had no choice but to ask Lin Xuan.

"They're probably not targeting me. Those two seem to be chasing each other. The one running is at the early Core Formation stage, while the one pursuing him is a mid-stage transformed beast," Lin Xuan said with an odd expression.

"Mid-stage transformed beast? Master, did I hear you correctly? During the Heavenly Cloud Trade Fair, humans and monsters have a pact to ban private fights, right?" Yue'er was surprised.

This was done to ensure the smooth running of the trade fair. If there were no such agreement, both races would fight upon meeting, making it impossible for any trades to take place and potentially sparking another war between them.

Of course, while low-level beings fought, higher-ups would look the other way, as those deaths wouldn’t affect the overall situation. However, Core Formation cultivators and mid-stage transformed beasts couldn't engage in combat under any circumstances, even if they had an eternal enmity.

After all, ten out of ten Core Formation cultivators were likely to be some sect’s elders, while mid-stage transformed beasts would also be cave lords or masters. Such beings often had friends at the same stage, and a fight could easily escalate.

Lin Xuan knew why Yue'er was surprised; this situation was indeed peculiar. They weren’t far from Xuan Yuan City, so these two old fellows didn't fear the enforcers? Since Lin Xuan had come here, he naturally knew some details about the Heavenly Cloud Trade Fair.

It was said that during the trade period, both sides would each send dozens of Core Formation cultivators as enforcers, including five high-ranking experts and five late-stage transformed beasts.

There were even rumors that due to the involvement of two races, every time the fair convened, there would be two long-retired Separation stage existences—one a human elder and another a fifth-stage transformed beast—sitting in the shadows.

Of course, this was just hearsay from the market. The truth remained unclear to ordinary cultivators.

However, over millennia, there had rarely been fights among Core Formation cultivators during the trade fair.

Who would dare openly violate the agreement? Those caught by enforcers wouldn’t have a good outcome; even high-ranking sect members or deeply rooted transformed beasts faced severe punishment—ranging from废除修真 (destruction of cultivation) to soul refinement. Thus, few dared to test their luck.

Lin Xuan was also puzzled about which two individuals were so bold. However, he suppressed his curiosity since he was still wanted by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and meddling in others' affairs wasn’t wise.

Since it had nothing to do with him, Lin Xuan resumed his meditative posture but still kept his divine sense out, monitoring the movements of these old fellows.

As time passed, they drew closer. Suddenly, Lin Xuan let out a light exclamation, his expression becoming uncertain.

"Master, what's wrong?" Yue'er asked, puzzled by Lin Xuan’s sudden startle today.

"That person seems familiar," Lin Xuan said with deliberate words.

"What? Could it be that Master recognizes him?"

"Yes, he is the former Tyrannical Young Lord."
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"Is it Little Sword Tian?" Moon said, her expression showing an incredible amount of surprise.

"Not wrong. It's him."

Lin Xuan nodded his head. The distance between them was now about a hundred miles, and with Lin Xuan’s powerful divine sense, he could clearly feel Tian Xiaojian’s aura.

He hadn’t expected to encounter Little Sword Tian here. Despite Lin Xuan’s deep-seated composure, there was still a hint of surprise in his expression.

"Master, should we go see him?" Moon's voice entered his ears.

"It..."

Lin Xuan hesitated as well. According to reason, he was currently in danger and shouldn’t be meddling with trivial matters. But the fact that Little Sword Tian had appeared here piqued his curiosity.

The Cloud Heaven Trade Fair gathered many experts. This boy was the Young Master of the Separation Medicine Palace, so it wasn't unusual for him to appear nearby.

However, if the Law Enforcement Officer were to be drawn here, his situation would be dire.

With this in mind, he quickly treated his injuries and turned into a faint streak of light, swiftly leaving the area.

...

Just after a short while, several colorful flashes appeared from afar. They flew over at high speed, arriving at the spot where Little Sword Tian had stood not long ago.

The light condensed, revealing several figures.

Four men and two women, all at the Yuan婴 stage... but no, three of them were human cultivators, while the other three were transformed beasts.

However, their attire was quite similar, especially the golden small sword embroidered on their chests and sleeves.

Law Enforcement Officers from Xuan Yuan City!

And they were the highest-ranking ones.

High-ranking experts like these didn't handle general order maintenance. Their sole task was to stop and punish those who dared to violate the alliance by privately engaging in combat between the two races.

"Hmph, it seems the胜负 has been decided. The boy who survived must have already fled," said a man around thirty years old, dressed in black, exuding an icy aura of coldness and killing intent.

"The lingering chaotic energy here suggests he hasn't left for long. We might still catch up with him if we chase after him," another cultivator, dressed like a scholar, analyzed with a solemn expression.

"Friend Daoist Chen has a point. Let little sister try to see if she can find his trail."

A petite woman spoke next. She looked very cute but was not human; two pairs of transparent dragonfly-like wings adorned her back.

"Haha, Daoist Chen has forgotten about the divine lady. Although you are only at the initial stage of transformation, due to your innate talent, your divine sense is almost on par with late-stage cultivators," the scholar smiled and expressed admiration. Unlike humans, there were many types of transformed beasts, each possessing unique abilities.

For example, this woman's divine sense was so powerful that it was terrifying. It was precisely these talents that allowed transformed beasts to steadily outshine human Yuan婴 cultivators after reaching their transformation stage.

Hearing the admiring tone in his voice, the transformed beast woman beamed with pride before closing her eyes and slowly releasing her divine awareness.

After a few breaths, she opened her eyes, showing a strange expression.

"What's wrong? No收获?"

"Uh-huh," the woman nodded shyly. "That boy is very cunning and skilled in concealment techniques. He must have hidden somewhere."

"How can we deal with this?" Several old experts fell silent.

After a long while,

"Since we can't find him, let’s just consider it non-existent for now." The scholar slowly spoke.

The others (transformed beasts) hesitated but ultimately nodded and left together.

...

A hundred miles away, a figure emerged from the ground. Little Sword Tian wiped his forehead with sweat. That transformed beast's divine sense was incredibly strong; he almost revealed his trail.

This action triggered pain in his injuries, causing Little Sword Tian to wince as he took out several pills to consume, gradually recovering.

Recalling his past misfortunes, this Young Master of the Separation Medicine Palace sighed.

Misfortune is a single word.

After parting ways with Lin Xuan on Cloud Ridge Mountain, he discovered ancient cultivator remains and冒险 entered a teleportation array. After much effort, he indeed found an ancient cultivator’s cave and gained many benefits. However, when it was time to leave, he realized he had inadvertently entered the transformed beast's territory.

Unluckily, several transformed beasts came looking for treasure and caught him right in the middle of his search.

A mere human cultivator, those three transformed beasts naturally wanted to kill and rob him. But they unexpectedly encountered two Void-Breaking cultivators from the Spirit Realm.

Little Sword Tian was clever and alert; he immediately evaded them. However, the three transformed beasts were eliminated by the Spirit Realm cultivators.

Although he had temporarily escaped danger, he still found himself in the transformed beast's territory, at a very deep location. Even with full-speed travel, it would take two to three months before he could return to human territory.

Little Sword Tian, though not weak, didn’t dare be so brazen. The transformed beasts wouldn't care about his identity; even if his master came, they might kill him first.

After all, while the two races weren’t exactly at odds, one side would certainly take advantage of an isolated individual to strike.

Thus, he carefully concealed his trail, wanting to quickly return to human territory. At first, everything went smoothly. Little Sword Tian was clever and cautious, able to conceal his aura well. Even when encountering transformed beasts, they were either avoided or swiftly eliminated.

Although this slowed down his journey, it was relatively safe. With a year or two, he should be able to return to human territory.

However, halfway through the journey, he encountered a huge problem.

Little Sword Tian accidentally discovered several rare medicinal herbs on a cliff edge that could be used to refine breakthrough pills.

It’s important to note that breaking through bottlenecks and enhancing mana stones are different. The former requires almost impossible ingredients, making them scarce in the market.

Seeing this opportunity right before his eyes, Little Sword Tian naturally wouldn’t let it go. However, during the process of gathering herbs, he encountered a transformed beast at the initial stage of transformation.

The transformed beast managed to evade detection by Little Sword Tian’s divine sense, causing him great alarm. But as an initial-stage transformed beast, Little Sword Tian didn't take it seriously.

He immediately harbored murderous intent; revealing his trail here would bring significant trouble.

However, the female transformed beast saw Little Sword Tian's handsome appearance and became infatuated.

She was well-known in the transformed beast world for her insatiable lust. Her cultivation techniques were evil and cruel, often capturing human male cultivators to indulge in their essence, only to kill them later.

Moreover, she particularly favored handsome men; her cultivation stage wasn’t as important. In human cultivation methods, many suitable for female cultivators had anti-aging effects, but few did so for males.

Thus, many young-looking Yuan婴 female cultivators existed, while male cultivators were often old and feeble. This transformed beast woman wouldn't bother with old men; her victims were usually low-ranking cultivators.

She called herself the Fairy Lady of Dizi Bug, while other transformed beasts referred to her as the Dizi Bug Whore.

At this encounter, the Fairy Lady of Dizi Bug was utterly captivated by Little Sword Tian's handsome and graceful appearance. She wanted to capture him back to her cave for her own pleasure.

However, Little Sword Tian wasn’t easily defeated; he didn't take an initial-stage transformed beast seriously. However, after their battle, Little Sword Tian was shocked. The opponent’s abilities were mysterious and beyond comparison with other transformed beasts of the same stage.

They fought fiercely until dawn, with Little Sword Tian using all his techniques, even resorting to merging essence and three-colored divine ice fire, barely gaining an upper hand.

In a critical moment, this woman produced a magical treasure shaped like a hairbrush. Its power was unimaginable.

Little Sword Tian used every trick in the book but was still captured alive.

First, he was injured by the magical treasure, then his mana was sealed with a strange mist by the transformed beast lady.

Little Sword Tian's face paled, but he refused to submit. The Fairy Lady of Dizi Bug’s triumphant laughter echoed in his ears: "Cute young man, stop struggling; you’re quite impressive. Among my peers at your stage, no one can match me, yet you forced me to use a replica divine treasure."
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"Counterfeit spirit treasures?"

Field Xiaojian's face showed a hint of surprise. Clearly, he had never heard of such things before. The female demon did not bother to explain and directly took her back into her cave.

However, this time, Fairy Dizi Bug did not rush to absorb his essence. Although she enjoyed male company, she was not completely devoid of emotion. Previously, those cultivators were merely toys for her to play with, but now she had genuinely taken a liking to Field Xiaojian. After all, compared to Lin Xuan's ordinary appearance, Xiaojian was extremely handsome and charming, a true绝世美男 (peerless beauty). Fairy Dizi Bug found herself increasingly fond of him.

Moreover, the other party was at the Yuan婴 stage, making it perfect for her to form a dual cultivation partner with.

However, Xiaojian was not willing to agree. Fortunately, this wanton demoness truly liked him, so there was no need to force his submission.

She would keep him locked up for a year or two; he wouldn't submit to her lecherous power anyway.

In this way, Field Xiaojian managed to avoid being controlled by the female demon, but he still couldn't escape daily harassment.

The proud and arrogant young master of the Liuyao Sect found himself in a difficult situation. He didn't dare think about it, but from the perspective of a high-ranking cultivator, his position as the young master of the Liuyao Sect was worthless.

Field Xiaojian did not know if there were any high-ranking elders at the Liuyao Sect, and even if there were, they would never risk conflict with an equal for him. Cultivators always weighed their gains against their losses; he was just a pawn that could be discarded at will. If anyone else encountered such misfortune, they would likely be terrified to death or even collapse.

But who was Field Xiaojian?

His deep scheming impressed Lin Xuan as well, and he was the only peer in his class whom Lin Xuan admired. There was no point in being afraid; the best course of action was to escape quickly.

He did not want to be subjected to soul extraction or essence refinement. He still hoped to ascend to the Upper Realm.

High-ranking existence? So what if I can't defeat them, young master could still hide.

Thus, this fellow decided to thoroughly plunder Fairy Dizi Bug's cave. To his surprise, he found countless treasures.

As the granddaughter of Nine-Headed Elder, this demoness was incredibly wealthy. Especially her jade comb; through soul extraction, Field Xiaojian discovered that it was a replica of an All-Powerful Spirit Treasure, with astonishing power. It had originally belonged to Nine-Headed Elder, and she had only borrowed it for some playtime.

Now, it had fallen into his hands, and he had no intention of returning it.

Killing her granddaughter, Nine-Headed Elder would be more than eager to tear him apart. Even if he returned the treasure, they would not let him go easily.

One offense was enough to create an unbreakable enmity; two offenses were the same as one.

Field Xiaojian understood this clearly. Overall, he and Lin Xuan belonged to the same kind of people: either do nothing or do it thoroughly.

He did not even spare her corpse. As a transformed creature, these were excellent materials for cultivation.

After digging through every inch of the cave, Field Xiaojian began his escape.

This time, he was lucky; perhaps heaven was finally playing with him. At Nine-Headed Elder's place, there was indeed a soul weapon of the granddaughter, but that old monster was in the middle of intense cultivation and had entered a state of apparent death. It wasn't until two months later that he learned his granddaughter had been killed.

The old man was furious, (8(8but before he could leave his seclusion, he still couldn't. As a transformed creature, he naturally wouldn't be alone; he sent countless subordinates to hunt down the murderer and issued a bounty for anyone who could avenge his granddaughter.

News of this spread throughout the demon realm, causing a frenzy. If one could become Nine-Headed Elder's disciple, it would bring numerous benefits.

Thus, Field Xiaojian was caught in a relentless pursuit.

Recalling past events, a bitter smile appeared on his face. In such circumstances, he dared not return to the Liuyao Sect; the wrath of a high-ranking demon creature could be formidable, and his sect might sell him out.

Although this possibility only existed at 50%, Field Xiaojian did not like having his fate controlled by others.

He had to rely on himself for everything. In fact, he and Lin Xuan were similar in their experiences; now they were both in the same boat.

Nine-Headed Elder was too powerful to fight; unless he could also advance to high-ranking status, he would be a target like a street rat.

Field Xiaojian thought bitterly. Old man, you wait! One day, I will reclaim my dignity from you and make you pay for your humiliation. A strange look flashed in his eyes as Field Xiaojian transformed into an inconspicuous streak of light and flew away.

Lin Xuan was unaware that someone else shared the same misfortune. Field Xiaojian's story quickly faded from his mind. After disguising himself as a wandering monk, he had not been exposed for two days. He was only about a hundred miles from Xuan Yuan City when the Sky Cloud Trading Fair took place within the city.

However, it would still be another fortnight before the fair began; non-important individuals were not allowed to enter until then.

Nevertheless, many humans and demons had already gathered around, eagerly awaiting the event. They wouldn't just sit idle during this time.

On his journey, Lin Xuan saw several scattered markets organized by early-arriving cultivators and demons. Although crude, they offered many valuable items for those who could afford it.

Especially for low-ranking cultivators, there was no level restriction once the fair began, but entering the city would cost three thousand crystals.

Such expensive tickets might be unaffordable even for condensation core cultivators who were down on their luck, let alone lower-ranked cultivators.

So they came here to broaden their horizons and hope to find what they needed in these temporary markets.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he continued his journey. These days without conflict, he had the leisure to gather useful information while traveling.

Suddenly, his speed slowed, and a small market appeared before him. It was modestly sized and poorly constructed.

Most of the transactions were between灵动期 (nimble essence) and筑基期 (foundation establishing) cultivators; there were only a few condensation core cultivators, and no high-ranking old monsters could be seen at all.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. The main pursuers were his peers, while low-ranking cultivators might not even know what he looked like.

He should be safe here.

Taking a break, Lin Xuan walked towards a tea house in the market.

As he walked, he kept an eye on everything around him.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as a hint of surprise flashed across his eyes. However, his expression remained calm and composed; only his heartbeat quickened slightly.

"Young master, what is it? Did you spot any enemies?" Yue'er asked anxiously.

"No," Lin Xuan glanced in that direction but did not linger.

A young woman dressed in blue caught his eye. Her appearance was unremarkable, and her cultivation was mediocre, yet she left a deep impression on him. On the day at Longnan Prefecture's market, this woman had begged a pharmacy owner for an antidote pill with desperate tears, but he remained indifferent, refusing to help and even mocking her.

Lin Xuan intervened out of sympathy, but for a moment, his feelings towards her were terrifying; it was as if she faced a high-ranking existence.

Knowing that Lin Xuan was now at the middle Yuan婴 stage, and his abilities could match those of great cultivators without falling behind, such an impression could only mean one thing: a high-ranking cultivator!

However, such impressions lasted only for a moment. Later, Lin Xuan also considered whether it might be due to occasional errors by low-ranking cultivators.

For a long time, he believed this judgment and found his escape from the market laughable.

Thinking about it, it was illogical; if she were a high-ranking old monster, why would she hide her cultivation and endure such suffering?

However, circumstances changed. His experience on Xue Ming Mountain rekindled his doubts.

From Ji Xuansheng's mouth, Lin Xuan learned that five hundred years ago in the vast expanse of the sky and sea, eighty-one families of sects had joined forces with some suspicious wandering cultivators to destroy the Tianya Haike Sect. However, they ended up attracting a high-ranking old monster from within their target.

After a fierce battle, the alliance was expelled from the cultivation realm, and Fairy Ruyan displayed her prowess, becoming renowned as the first female cultivator of Yunzhou.

If his memory served him correctly, he had asked that poor woman in the market about her name; she said it was Meng Ruyan. Could this be a coincidence?
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Lin Xuan frowned and陷入了 deep thought. After a moment's hesitation, he stepped towards Meng Ruoyan. He wasn't sure if this woman was Chun Yan’s teacher, but since they had met, it was worth giving it a try.

To be honest, Lin Xuan didn’t want to provoke an alchemy cultivator of the Separation Stage. If things went wrong, he might put himself in danger. However, the situation was special now. He and the Thousand Buddha Sect had already formed a deep enmity; those bald monks wouldn't let him off easily.

As one of the seven major forces in the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, unless Lin Xuan advanced to the Separation Stage, he couldn’t possibly defeat them. But breaking through that stage was no easy task; it would take several hundred years just to think about it. What should he do during this time? Should he become a street rat or hide in some remote and uninhabited place?

Neither of these options seemed good.

But if he could establish a connection with an old monster at the Separation Stage, that might change everything.

At least it would make him more cautious.

Lin Xuan weighed the pros and cons as he approached. Meng Ruoyan was tending to her small stall, displaying only a few pieces of low-grade spirit artifacts, which were both in poor condition and of very low quality. In addition, there were some herbs that weren’t worth much either.

Lin Xuan’s expression stiffened; his doubts began to resurface.

Could it be he had overthought this?

Even cultivators could share the same name.

"Master, what would you like to buy? Although I don't have many items, everything here is of excellent quality and reasonable price," Meng Ruoyan said as she smiled.

"This...?" Lin Xuan scanned the item with his eyes. He showed a hint of surprise on his face.

"I won’t hide it from you. Although I am in dire straits now, my ancestors once produced an alchemy cultivator at the Core Formation Stage. This human skin mask is passed down from our forefathers and is extremely mysterious. You can try it," Meng Ruoyan lied confidently.

This item was something she had obtained through a bet, using seventy-seven different materials to concoct it, almost completely blocking any form of divine sense detection. Unless an old monster at the Separation Stage stood face-to-face with someone wearing this mask, even a high-ranking cultivator wouldn’t be able to spot anything amiss.

Meng Ruoyan didn't know that Lin Xuan had a deep connection with his apprentice. However, she liked this young man and was not surprised by her decision. Over the past few months, Fairy Meng Ruoyan had been forced to suppress her cultivation to hone her heart and endure hardships in the mortal world.

In the competitive world of cultivators, one needed strength, appearance, and connections. Her current state—without any of these—meant she was constantly facing difficulties and bullying. She had seen the ugliness of human nature firsthand, but Lin Xuan was the only person who had ever extended a helping hand to her. The gratitude in Fairy Meng Ruoyan’s heart made her hesitate no longer as she handed over this ingeniously crafted mask.

Lin Xuan recognized its value immediately. He smiled with pleasure as he placed it into his storage bag. Then, he flipped his left palm and revealed several items glowing with spiritual light.

"Master, what are you doing?" Fairy Meng Ruoyan frowned.

"I have already given the mask to repay your kindness from before," she said. "If you give me more treasures now, I would be seen as ungrateful."

Lin Xuan smiled apologetically. "My lady, I understand your concerns. However, this mask is a family heirloom and has extraordinary powers. Although I only helped with a small matter last time, using such valuable items to repay you would be too generous of me."

Fairy Meng Ruoyan blushed slightly. This young man had good character but was rather blunt.

"Moreover, my finances are not abundant. Please accept this gift from me. These spirit pills are suitable for your current stage and should help you advance to the late Formative Stage. There are also some spirit artifacts that can serve as self-defense tools," Lin Xuan said sincerely.

Fairy Meng Ruoyan couldn’t help but laugh at his earnestness. Despite her gratitude, she accepted the gifts with a grateful smile. "Since Master says so, I will accept your kindness."

"Please don't be so formal, my lady. I feel an instant connection when I see you, and we can treat each other as equals in the future. If you like, call me big brother, and I’ll call you little sister," Lin Xuan suggested shamelessly.

This... Meng Ruoyan was truly stunned. This "Master Lin" seemed to be quite generous. In the world of cultivators, seniority was based on cultivation stages; a condensation-stage cultivator would never look down upon a formative-stage disciple, yet this person...

She felt moved by his sincerity.

He really did care about her. Fairy Meng Ruoyan hadn’t considered that he might have figured out her true identity as an alchemy cultivator of the Separation Stage. Her sealing technique was so advanced that even high-ranking cultivators couldn't detect anything through divine senses.

"Master, this is inappropriate; I am just a lowly formative-stage cultivator..." "My lady, why be so formal? We have already formed such a bond from our first meeting. What’s the harm in being informal?" Lin Xuan said with disappointment on his face.

"Big brother, then little sister will take good care of you," Meng Ruoyan bowed gracefully and smiled happily. This wasn’t an act; she felt her heart had just broken through another layer due to this gratitude.

Fairy Meng Ruoyan was both surprised and delighted. It turned out that cultivating one’s heart didn't necessarily require suffering. Life itself—its joys, sorrows, and everything in between—could help refine the heart. Her previous method might not have been the best approach, but it wasn’t entirely without merit.

"Since you are my big brother now, this is a token of appreciation."

Lin Xuan took out thirty pieces of medium-grade spirit stones from his storage bag. "Ruoyan, if you wish to participate in the Heavenly Cloud Trade Fair here, even if you can't afford anything else, it’s still worth gaining some experience. These spirit stones are just for you; don’t hesitate to take them."

"Thank you, big brother," Meng Ruoyan nodded and accepted the spirit stones gracefully. She understood that she needed to fully immerse herself in this role.

Previously, although she had suppressed her cultivation and endured hardships in the mortal world, she still considered herself the top female cultivator of Yun Zhou. This approach didn’t align with her current situation; it was like trying to cultivate while out of sync with her surroundings.

The correct method was to fully enter into this role, no longer seeing herself as a Separation Stage cultivator but rather just a lowly disciple. That’s why she called him "big brother" so naturally and sincerely.

In Fairy Meng Ruoyan's heart, Lin Xuan had earned her gratitude. Although he might have stumbled upon the right path by chance, his actions helped her find a faster way to refine her heart.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan and Meng Ruoyan parted ways; they each had their own tasks to attend to and couldn’t travel together.

"Master, is this really Fairy Meng Ruoyan of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion?" Yue'er was still in shock after facing what she thought might be a Separation Stage cultivator. "I’m not sure," Lin Xuan said with a hint of confusion on his face.

"What do you mean? You’re not sure? She didn’t give away that mysterious mask, which even high-ranking cultivators couldn’t detect any flaws in. How could a formative-stage disciple have such an item?" Yue'er asked, puzzled.

"It’s hard to say; maybe it really is as she explained—passed down from her ancestors," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"And you treated her so well, giving her spirit stones and gifts, even calling each other big brother and little sister." Yue'er continued.

"Who cares? I don’t know if she’s Fairy Meng Ruoyan; it could be or not. Regardless of the truth, I’m not at a disadvantage," Lin Xuan said with an enigmatic smile. With his deep understanding, he always acted after careful consideration.

"Oh, how so?" Yue'er asked curiously.

"Simple, think about it. If she is Fairy Meng Ruoyan, pretending to be unaware of her identity greatly increased our bond, and the benefits are obvious. Even if she’s not, I haven’t lost anything; just accepting a little sister for such a mask isn’t much of a loss."
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The young lady, Zheng Xuan, was filled with anxiety and worry. She had originally been unable to do anything about it, but one day while at a teahouse, she heard by chance that there had been an infant-level battle nearby, several old monsters were killed, and the killer might be the person on the wanted list.

This kind of talk among practitioners was just gossip after meals, hard to verify. But when Zheng Xuan heard that her mentor might be in danger nearby, she could no longer hold back. She knew that Senior Master Huang would not allow her to act alone, so she secretly left.

In a way, this girl acted like a brave calf, but despite being impulsive, she was also quite clever. She knew that openly asking about Lin Xuan's whereabouts might attract suspicion from those with ulterior motives. Therefore, every day she roamed around the nearby markets, especially teahouses, where information could be gathered.

To be honest, this method wasn't bad, but Zheng Xuan had overlooked one detail: her age and beauty. Although she was not old, she certainly deserved to be called beautiful. Back in Bixun Mountain, the old monster had forced Dugu Yin's couple to marry their daughter as a concubine because of her beauty.

In this place, with all kinds of people around, she was just a single female cultivator at the early stage of foundation consolidation, and naturally attracted the attention of those with evil intentions.

Three villains followed her for several days, finding that she had no elders accompanying her. They decided to take advantage of the situation and picked an unoccupied location.

The three bad guys were two middle-stage Foundation Consolidation cultivators and one late-stage Foundation Consolidation cultivator. With their strength, capturing a first-stage Foundation Consolidation female was easy.

They wanted to take this beautiful girl for themselves, but they thought that selling her to higher-level cultivators as acauldron tripod furnace might bring in tens of thousands of spiritual stones.

Although Zheng Xuan was at the Foundation Consolidation stage, she had been well taken care of by her parents and Senior Master Huang. Her experience was still shallow. She was caught unawares by these three bad guys.

The pervert revealed his fangs, expecting Zheng Xuan to submit without resistance. However, he forgot that her mentor was a remarkable figure. Lin Xuan and Yue Er always treated their belongings as if they were their own. His things naturally belonged to them.

Yue Er had rummaged through the storage bag when she left last time, sending many treasures to Zheng Xuan, including several talismans. Therefore, although her cultivation level was weak, she was indeed a multi-talented girl.

Of course, due to the difference in strength and numbers, they couldn't defeat these bad guys, but escaping wasn't an issue for her. The three were caught off guard, but it wouldn't be right to let the cooked duck fly away. Moreover, Zheng Xuan's endless treasures caused them much trouble, making them even more determined to capture her.

Firstly, their greed drove them to hope to obtain Zheng Xuan's storage bag; secondly, with such a wealthy background, she was almost certainly a descendant of an old monster. If they let her escape and provoked revenge, they would be in grave danger.

Therefore, they changed their minds: capturing her alive was best, enjoy first, then eliminate the threat. If that failed, they must ensure her death to avoid future troubles.

Despite Zheng Xuan's efforts, the three villains continued to pursue her like maggots.

And it just so happened that after spending countless efforts in the market without finding any clues about Lin Xuan, she met him at a critical moment of danger.

Upon understanding the situation, Lin Xuan frowned and said, "Xuan'er, we are too reckless. In this area, many people are waiting to rob and take advantage of others. Even condensation realm cultivators lack the ability to protect themselves."

"Senior Master, it was Xuan's impulsiveness. I will never do such a thing again," the young lady stood with her hands tied, her expression sincere as she obediently accepted the lesson.
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Lin Xuan sighed and said, "I can't figure it out either. The easiest explanation would be that he's after her beauty, but she isn't that beautiful."

"Then why did he say something about a '同类'?" Mo'er asked curiously.

"A同类? He must mean the same kind of spirit," Lin Xuan replied, his expression turning strange as he thought about it. Mo'er was a ghost, and if she said "同类", it could only refer to creatures from the阴司界. But Lin Xuan couldn't see any signs that this man wasn't human.

He had experienced the snowworm mountain incident before, and Mo'er's identity was still shrouded in mystery. Although he didn't say anything, he never forgot about her identity. That was why he worked so hard to strengthen his power. One day, it might bring trouble, but only by becoming stronger could he protect himself and his beloved girl.

After a while, Lin Xuan looked around and found that the scenery had become more desolate. The grass on the ground was withered yellow, and occasionally some low shrubs could be seen.

"Friend, do you have no end? Even if you want to kill someone and take their treasure, there's no one here to disturb us," Lin Xuan said impatiently.

The man changed his flight path and stopped. He looked relaxed as he said, "It seems that Brother understands the situation. You know very well that I just want to kill and take something. From the beginning, you didn't plan on giving up this girl."

Lin Xuan smiled. Today's incident was indeed interesting. If he could really defeat a peer in combat, it would be quite amusing.

After all, although many元婴期 cultivators had died at Lin Xuan's hands, that was due to his extraordinary power and not a standard for comparison. In the cultivation world, most元婴期 cultivators didn't die from fighting; they mostly expired naturally after their lifespan ended.

Each元婴期 cultivator possessed hidden techniques, and low-rank cultivators couldn't pose an effective threat. Between peers, if you couldn't defeat them, there was usually a way to escape.

Only later-stage cultivators with the goal of breaking through to离合期 had the ability to kill an元婴期 cultivator, but such individuals were few and far between.

Between mid-rank and mid-rank cultivators, defeating one wasn't difficult, but killing them was almost impossible. This man was interesting.

Lin Xuan smiled and said, "Let's be straightforward. This girl is the daughter of my old friend, and also a descendant of mine. I will not hide anything. If you want her so badly, it's beyond me."

The man still wore a pleasant expression as he said, "I understand. We can't negotiate this matter. Since there's no room for negotiation, we'll have to settle this with our hands."

"Before we start, I'd like to ask one question," Lin Xuan said.

"Why do you need her so badly?"

"Yes, that's the reason." Lin Xuan nodded. "I will not tell you why. I have a bad habit of making my enemies confused."

"Then it's your own fault. I think you're a decent person and didn't plan to kill you. Since you insist on this soul-searching torture, don't blame me for being ruthless," Lin Xuan said with a light tone.

"Oh, so you also like to search souls after killing someone? It was nice meeting you. We are still friends. Unfortunately, I have my eyes set on her, and since you won't let go, we can only find somewhere else to drink together." The man sighed, his face filled with regret.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be speechless. He had seen many things in his life, but such an interesting opponent was something he had never encountered before.

Interesting. Lin Xuan put away his contempt and began to carefully observe this strange cultivator.
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Rural scholars in the cultivation world were not unfamiliar to Lin Xuan. During his time on Cloud Sea Island, he had even once killed two elders of the Vast Righteous Sect.

But those two fellows were merely at the Condensation Core Stage; their magical artifacts and secret techniques did not stand out much, making them insufficient as a basis for evaluation.

Rural scholars could trace back to ancient times and form their own sect. Of course, there was something mysterious and extraordinary about it.

Although Lin Xuan had never fought against a senior rural scholar, he still had some understanding of the sect. Apart from cultivation techniques, rural scholars also relied on an odd substance called Vast Righteous Qi. Described as odd because Vast Righteous Qi did not arise through meditation or cultivation; even ordinary commoners and scholars could have it.

Rural scholars were known for their scholarly pursuits. The more profound one understood ancient texts, the purer and denser their Vast Righteous Qi would be.

Thus, rural scholar Immortal Souls were invariably well-versed in classical literature.

Advanced-stage Immortal Souls, if placed in secular society, could even pass the imperial examination with ease.

With Vast Righteous Qi as a guide, combined with one's own essence energy, the techniques of rural scholars often outperformed those of other sects at the same cultivation stage.

However, due to the extensive time required for scholarly pursuits, their advancement was more challenging. The process was complex and required not only matching essence energy but also reaching a certain level of Vast Righteous Qi.

Moreover, the techniques of the rural scholars were intricate and divided into six categories: "Calligraphy," "Music," "Chariotry," "Cultivation," "Divination," and "Arts." Among these, "Calligraphy" was the most profound. Techniques related to it were all top-tier and incomparably powerful.

This old monster first used a mental attack with the Music technique, then defended against my sword energy using Calligraphy's defensive method.

Mastering two techniques simultaneously was already no small feat; considering that Calligraphy had the greatest power, it was no wonder he was so arrogant, not taking peers lightly.

However, relying solely on these two techniques to defeat me seemed too much like a dream.

Just as Lin Xuan thought this, the scholar made another move. He wrote "Break" in the sky with his brush and ink.

Break?

What did that mean? Lin Xuan was taken aback, feeling somewhat surprised. What followed was even more perplexing.

The scholar extended his hand, tapped a storage bag, and over a dozen crystal stones appeared before him.

Lin Xuan's combat experience was undoubtedly rich, but at this moment, he was left speechless. This action was too baffling.

They had just started their confrontation; why did he take out these crystals? He hadn't consumed much essence energy, so there was no need to absorb the inner energy from them for recovery.

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan's nature wouldn't allow him to wait passively. He opened his hands and performed several ancient movements.

Lin Xuan didn't pull out any magical artifacts but now, even without one, his techniques surpassed those of peers. This was a perfect opportunity to test the power of his Five Elements Techniques under the influence of Baby Pill One.

Essence energy surged, green light flickered, and several strange beasts appeared before him.

The most eye-catching was a giant snake with a body as thick as a yellow barrel. Its tongue flicked in and out, and its scales glimmered faintly.

To the left of the giant snake, there stood a monstrous creature with the body of a scorpion and the head of a lion, its tail raised high, creating an eerie image.

On the right was a fat white worm that looked somewhat familiar, like a magnified silkworm.

This...

The scholar's expression changed as well. With his powerful divine sense, he could easily distinguish that these beasts were not conjured from demonic souls but genuine Five Elements Techniques.

This was too incredible; using essence energy to create monsters comparable to early-stage transformed creatures was truly shocking.

Was the opponent a senior cultivator?

No, even if later-stage cultivators concealed their aura, once they started fighting, their true cultivation stage would be revealed. This guy was indeed at the Immortal Soul Stage.

Cloud Province was undoubtedly a place of cultivation, with many experts gathered here. After the scholar's initial shock, he actually showed some excitement: "Such power, could the opponent come from the Spirit Manipulation Sect?"

"Spirit Manipulation Sect?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback as his thoughts raced. It seemed that his use of Nine Heavens Profound Technique's 'Imitation Beast' had caused a misunderstanding.

This technique was one of several powerful abilities recorded at the end of the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, significantly different from ordinary Five Elements Techniques.

It was said that after reaching its peak, it could summon various creatures with essence energy as an inducement. Of course, they were only similar in appearance but don't underestimate their power; they could be comparable to newly transformed early-stage demonic beasts.

This heaven-defying technique could only be practiced by later-stage cultivators. Lin Xuan had previously been unable to do so due to the presence of a demon embryo within him, but after successfully condensing his demon core, he was finally on par with later-stage cultivators in terms of essence energy depth.

Now that it worked, he could only summon three beasts.

The opponent believed him to be from the Spirit Manipulation Sect. Lin Xuan's thoughts flashed; instead of denying it, he laughed arrogantly: "Correct, I am indeed an Enforcement Elder of the Spirit Manipulation Sect. What, do you fear? If you kneel and apologize to me, I might just let you off!"

"Humph! The Spirit Manipulation Sect, one of the seven major forces. In ancient times, in my ancestral family's eyes, it was nothing special; mere dogs crawling at our feet. It's only regrettable that things have changed, these traitors..."

The scholar not only didn't show any signs of fear but also had no trace of caution in his eyes. Instead, a fierce light flickered in them as he spoke words that left Lin Xuan speechless.

What traitors, what Luo Family? The tone and manner of the opponent seemed to be filled with hatred for the seven major forces, showing great disdain.

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan didn't intend to ask the other party for clarification. After all, once the battle ended, he would only need to capture him alive and search his soul to find out everything.
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"Xin. What a big mouth. He actually doesn't take our Spirit Control Sect seriously. Is this guy really that powerful, or is he just boasting?" Lin Xuan felt somewhat strange but since he was pretending to be a cultivator of the Spirit Control Sect, he had to keep up the act.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, a spell flew out. The three monstrous beasts roared in unison and fiercely lunged at their opponent.

Though it was formed by condensed spiritual energy, each one's strength could match that of an early-stage transformed beast. With these three working together, they were already enough to make ordinary middle-stage old monsters turn pale. However, the scholar ignored them as if they were nothing, even showing a hint of mockery on his lips.

He tapped his head and several sword beams shot out from his mouth, accurately striking the crystal stones in front of him.

A sharp crack echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as cracks appeared. Then, over ten crystal stones exploded simultaneously, sending countless green sparks into the sky.

These weren't just any ordinary crystals; they were high-grade ones that dazzled with their brilliance. The spiritual energy contained within was released all at once and shouldn't be underestimated.

The scholar then held a feather pen and pointed to the "Break" character he had just written.

Wu...

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as what happened before his eyes left him speechless. All the spiritual energy that had dispersed from the crystal stones rushed into the word "Break."

This situation was unfamiliar to Lin Xuan, but it made him shiver with fear and even gave him a strong urge to flee.

"Absorb the essence of heaven and earth, transforming it into an offensive move!"

In ancient texts, Lin Xuan had read about this. It referred specifically to cultivators at the Separation Stage, who were completely different from before, capable of controlling the surrounding heavenly energies for their own use.

"Young Master, this guy must be a powerful old monster at the Separation Stage," Moon's voice trembled as she spoke, her reaction much faster than usual now.

Lin Xuan was drenched in sweat. However, after hesitating slightly, he shook his head: "No, he is definitely just an Infant Soul cultivator."

"Why? This method of absorbing spiritual energy can only be done by Separation Stage cultivators," Moon argued fearfully, her face full of doubt.

"It does resemble what's described in the ancient texts. But true Separation Stage cultivators absorb heavenly energies from their surroundings, while this guy shatters the crystals and then sucks them up. At first glance, it may seem similar, but the difficulty is incomparable. You see, heavenly energies are everywhere, but they're extremely sparse in ordinary environments. Only a Separation Stage cultivator can use great divine power to absorb and utilize them. High-grade crystals have very concentrated spiritual energy, making absorption much easier," Lin Xuan explained slowly, though it sounded more like muttering.

"Ah, I see." Moon nodded her head. After Young Master's analysis, it made sense.

However, Lin Xuan's expression remained grim. Although the opponent's fighting style was far from that of a Separation Stage cultivator, it wasn't trivial either; it was a very dangerous secret technique.

If his guess was correct, this must have been created by some exceptionally brilliant senior cultivators based on the techniques of Separation Stage cultivators.

This kind of attack consumed almost no spiritual energy from the user. As long as he had enough crystals, he could continue fighting indefinitely.

The only description that fit was "棘手" (tough).

Lin Xuan was very curious about the scholar's background. Such a refined technique couldn't be possessed by an ordinary sect or family; it required collective efforts over many generations. And his brief words revealed his hatred for the Seven Great Forces, indicating he had a significant background.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer underestimated his opponent. He didn't want to end up shipwrecked in a ditch.

With another wave of his sleeve robe, the Green Fire Sword flew out. Lin Xuan was prepared to give it his all and take down this troublesome guy first.

After absorbing a large amount of spiritual energy, the "Break" character changed. A loud crack echoed as countless palm-sized wind blades appeared before them.

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath; there were over ten thousand of them.

"Quickly!"

The scholar softly uttered these words.

All the wind blades rushed like a storm towards the three monstrous beasts.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly, sending out a divine sense. Although the monsters were fierce, they weren't凝聚妖魂 (condensed spirit beasts), so he had to control their movements for them to unleash their powers.

The giant snake opened its mouth and spat out a gray light column, which exploded loudly as it met the incoming wind blades. Spiritual lights flashed while the scorpion-lion monster roared, sending out visible sound waves that resembled the Buddhist Lion's Roar technique.

As for the giant silkworm-like creature, it shot out countless fine threads from its mouth, enveloping itself in a white cocoon. A flash of white light and it fearlessly crashed into the wind blades.

To be honest, the Illusion Beast Technique was no small feat. The three monsters all unleashed extraordinary powers, but facing tens of thousands of wind blades, they were still outmatched. Whether it was the light column, sound waves, or silkworm cocoons, they could only neutralize a small portion before being enveloped by the remaining wind blades.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the roar of the monsters echoed. After withstanding the attack from the wind blades, their spiritual lights dimmed significantly and gradually vanished into thin air.

"Friend, your magical techniques are impressive, but it seems that creating these monsters consumes a lot of spiritual energy. How much true essence do you have left to create more?" The scholar smiled, his eyes full of malice. Lin Xuan's heart raced; the opponent really hated the Spirit Control Sect.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan didn't waste any more words with him. While the Illusion Beast Technique was powerful, it easily depleted his spiritual energy. Since the enemy was troublesome, using a treasure to counter would save him more spiritual energy.

He cast another spell.

The Green Fire Sword flashed and transformed into a sharp beam, slicing towards the opponent.

Although this technique mimicking Separation Stage cultivators was extremely mysterious, there were still flaws. The scholar had to write, break crystals, and absorb spiritual energy; although it seemed seamless, the overall casting time was much slower than usual.

He could cast two Five Elements spells or use a treasure twice while he cast one of these techniques.

Since Lin Xuan had already tested him, now that he saw his weakness, he wouldn't give him enough time to cast another spell.

The Green Fire Sword moved swiftly like lightning and soon cut in front of the opponent. However, the scholar's expression remained unchanged. The inkstone's spiritual light flashed as it rapidly grew larger, acting like a shield. With a loud thud, the Green Fire Sword struck it.

This sword was incredibly sharp; it easily sliced through ordinary treasures. But with a muffled sound, the inkstone showed no cracks at all.
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Femu Xuan's face turned pale. The sound of the scholar's wild laughter had already reached his ears. With a swift flick of his hand, he flipped it towards the front. The inkstone flipped over, spilling its ink onto the surface of the Qinghu Sword.

A strange fragrance instantly permeated the air. Lin Xuan was adept at碧幻幽火 (Bizarre Illusory Fiery Mist), so he wasn't afraid of poison. However, the spiritual light on the surface of the Qinghu Sword rapidly dimmed, and its connection with his divine sense became fainter.

"Ghostly煞 Yin Ink!" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he muttered to himself, showing a hint of surprise on his face.

He hadn't expected the other party to possess such a precious item. Ghostly煞 Yin Ink was well-known in the阴司界 (Netherworld Realm). It was said that it was made by collecting evil souls and resentful spirits, mixed with extremely yin substances from heaven and earth, then refined through very special methods.

This substance was both extremely yin and cold. If a cultivator touched even a tiny bit of it, they would be poisoned. However, the most terrifying aspect was its corrupting influence on any treasure that came into contact with it.

Any treasure that touched this would lose much of its spiritual essence and power dramatically decrease.

It was said that in ancient times, a powerful ghost from the Netherworld Realm had crossed through spatial rifts to this place. Its Ghostly煞 Yin Ink caused cultivators great distress.

Later, several high-ranking元婴 (Incubus) stage cultivators, one level above Lin Xuan, attacked together and finally eliminated it. However, the reputation of Ghostly煞 Yin Ink made cultivators wary; it was a first-rate evil item in the world.

How could such an item from the Netherworld Realm appear in the hands of a human cultivator?

Lin Xuan's expression became very serious at that moment.

Could this person have any connection with ghosts?

"Master, it is your own carelessness. They've already said that there are traces of同类 (same kind) energy on his body," Yue'er sighed, her expression tinged with reproach.

"It's my fault." Lin Xuan nodded. Recently, as his cultivation improved, he had become a bit arrogant. He paid more attention to high-ranking cultivators and barely regarded early and middle-stage Incubus stage cultivators. This was wrong; after all, few cultivators who could form an Incubus were ordinary people. Just because he had good fortune and unique abilities didn't mean the other party couldn't have them too.

Cultivation was fraught with danger at every step. One mustn't be careless.

Lin Xuan reminded himself as the light from the Qinghu Sword dimmed further. Seizing the last chance to maintain contact, Lin Xuan quickly retracted it.

The sword's surface was now dull, and some black mist lingered. He injected his mana into it, but its absorption rate had significantly slowed down. It seemed he would need a thorough ritual to restore it.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand and stored the sword in his storage bag.

Meanwhile, on the scholar's face, a sinister smile appeared as he wrote three 'fire' characters in the sky with his brush. Then, he tapped his storage bag, sending out dozens of crystal stones.

They were all high-grade ones, which Lin Xuan couldn't help but be surprised by. This person's wealth was far beyond that of ordinary cultivators.

Controlling three characters at once seemed to strain the scholar, as his face turned pale and a blood arrow shot out. The blood quickly merged with the spiritual light in the crystal stones before being absorbed into the three 'fire' characters.

A fierce wind arose from nowhere, making the sky seem darker. A cluster of ghostly flames surrounded the scholar's body on all sides, each about the size of a fist but numbering in the tens of thousands.

Lin Xuan was also taken aback, feeling his scalp tingle. But this was only the beginning. The scholar's expression turned sinister as he suddenly took a deep breath and began moving his hands wildly. Cold and eerie mist emerged from his body, filled with ghostly howls that sounded incredibly mournful.

Yue'er had spoken correctly; it seemed this strange scholar indeed had some connection to ghosts.

Rituals, ghosts, this was truly peculiar.

Unknown origins of this odd scholar, but Lin Xuan no longer held any contempt for him.

The ghostly mist enveloped the scholar's body. The wails of vengeful spirits filled his ears, and something even more bizarre occurred.

"Quick!"

With a stern expression, the scholar pointed at the air. Countless ghostly flames began to coalesce into a ten-meter-tall phantom figure in mid-air.

It was a grotesque demon with prominent horns on its head, wings gently flapping behind it. Its eyes were as large as copper bells and had an eerie purple-red hue, their pupils long and slender. Both hands and feet bore black nails that emitted a heart-stirring aura.

The ghost let out a roar like a whale sucking in water, swallowing all the surrounding ghostly mist. The sound of bones breaking filled his ears as the phantom figure began to solidify.

Puff...

The scholar coughed up another mouthful of blood, his face turning pale as death but with excitement on it: "How is it? My Blood Soul True Demon Skill has only reached its third layer, but by utilizing spiritual stones and treasures, I summoned a holy ghost's essence. This demon's cultivation is already not inferior to high-ranking cultivators. Friend, you're too late to regret now. Rest assured, I won't kill your body slowly after destroying it; I will bind your Incubus and gradually extract your soul."

The scholar laughed maniacally.

"You are clearly a cultivator of the Confucian sect, yet why do you know ghostly techniques? Moreover, the cold aura emanating from your body suggests that you're not entirely human. Could there be a bloodline connection with ghosts in the Netherworld Realm?" Lin Xuan stared into his eyes and spoke slowly.

The scholar's laughter abruptly stopped as he showed curiosity on his face. A cold laugh echoed in Lin Xuan's ears: "Friend, your thoughts are indeed sharp; you can see that I combined Confucian sect techniques with Netherworld Realm powers. However, you still cannot guess my identity. It seems that after all these years, the Seven Great Forces have completely forgotten our Luo family."

"What Luo family? What Luo family?" Lin Xuan only pretended to be an Elder of the Spirit Manipulation Sect and had no idea what he was referring to. Still, from his few words, Lin Xuan could tell this person came from a distinguished background and seemed to have a grudge with the Seven Great Sects.

"Let it go; if you remember our Tianzhou Luo family, people would certainly send assassins after us every year. How could we recover? Now, although our family's strength is only one-tenth of its peak, we've managed to preserve our lineage. As the dominant power in the Twelve States of Heavenly Cloud, our bloodline inherited some of the Netherworld Realm's Six Kings' powers, including the Heaven-Defying Bright King, allowing us to use some Netherworld Realm techniques," the scholar sneered as he spoke, his face radiating a hint of pride.

Lin Xuan didn't understand any of this. What were the Netherworld Realm's Six Kings? He had never heard of them before; after all, compared to the Spirit and Demon Realms, cultivators knew little about the Netherworld Realm. However, Lin Xuan敏锐ly caught another clue: Tianzhou! (to be continued)
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The space blurred, and Nine Heaven Microsteps were no less impressive than teleportation. Lin Xuan appeared more than twenty meters away. Theprimordial infant (yuan xing) of the cultivator was visibly alarmed, quickly forming a hand seal to try and escape. However, Lin Xuan had already prepared for this and pulled out his long halberd, swinging it fiercely downward.

A flash of green light, and the scholar'sprimordial infant appeared in mid-air, stumbling and falling.

"Impossible… Ten… Ten…" The scholar’s face turned pale as he tried to speak but was cut off. Above his head, a flash of green light appeared. A strange claw emerged, effortlessly scooping up theprimordial infant into its palm.

The scholar was both shocked and angry; theresentful poison (yuan duo) look on the small face of theprimordial infant quickly turned to determination. The cultivator's body began to glow with spiritual energy as he coldly said from the side, "Do you want to self-destruct? Too late."

Lin Xuan raised his left hand slightly, sending a dozen strands of green silk shooting out between his fingers like lightning, piercing the scholar’s brow, abdomen, and other vital points. The light in theprimordial infant's eyes dimmed.

Previously, due to carelessness, Lin Xuan had allowed the Empty Gaze Monk'sprimordial infant to escape. He was now determined not to make that mistake again. Self-destruction? Not a chance.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and the strange hand transformed into a green light ball, enveloping theprimordial infant as it slowly flew over. Once in his palm, Lin Xuan immediately used his soul-searching technique.

After a moment, he raised his hand, sending the light ball to the left side. The scholar's disciples were all cultivators with extraordinary abilities.

It was well known that so-called Saintly Spiritual Roots meant no bottlenecks when forming a golden core (jin dan). In other words, they could ensure successful formation of a golden core. This was already enviable; after all, only one or two out of a thousand Foundation Establishment cultivators were lucky enough to have such an experience.

Forming a core indicated entering the ranks of high-ranking cultivators with lifespans reaching four hundred years. There were three types of Celestial Spiritual Roots: Saintly ones, Lower-grade ones that ensured successful formation of a spiritual embryo (jing dan), and Middle-grade ones that prevented bottlenecks when advancing to Great Cultivator.

Upper-grade Celestial Spiritual Roots were the most impressive; they claimed that with diligent cultivation and good fortune, there was about a one-third chance of advancing to the Separation Realm. Don't underestimate this one-third; in the mortal world, only a few Separation Realm cultivators existed.

However, Lin Xuan had tasted the Saintly Fruit from the Moon Clan and still managed to form a core despite his ordinary spiritual root. Everyone's fortune was different, but having good roots meant a smoother path.

In the mysterious family, almost every core disciple was a high-ranking cultivator. The ratio of high-ranking cultivators was astonishing. In other clans or sects, one out of ten thousand low-rank cultivators might become anprimordial infant (yuan xing) cultivator, but in the Luo Family, it was five to one.

This meant that only one-sixth of the core disciples were low-rank cultivators; the rest were all high-ranking cultivators. Even more terrifyingly, there were several Separation Realm elders, with the Grand Elder being a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator. This family had ruled over the Twelve Cloud States for a million years, but like all things, it eventually declined.

About 150,000 years ago, the Luo Family experienced a generation gap, though it was relative. The number ofprimordial infant (yuan xing) cultivators remained in the hundreds, but Separation Realm elders were reduced to just two.

During this period, the Seven Powers, led by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, flourished, leading to a power struggle. Despite their victory, the Seven Powers suffered significant losses. The Luo Family's main stronghold was razed to the ground, but they never found what they sought.

The reason for the Luo Family’s dominance lay in their exceptional genetic inheritance; they were descendants of the Heavenly Saber Bright King from the Netherworld Realm.

The Heavenly Saber Bright King was little known among mortal cultivators but famous in the Netherworld Realm. Although not a true immortal, his lifespan reached millions of years. His strength surpassed even the Transcendence Realm cultivators and was on par with the Moon Princess's father.

Why an earthly family would be connected to such a great demon ghost remained a mystery. Even for the Luo Family, it was unclear why they were descendants of the Heavenly Saber Bright King.

The Seven Powers failed to find the desired treasure but understood the reason through soul-searching. No wonder Luo Family cultivators could practice Confucian techniques and still perform secret arts that shocked even ghost cultivators.

Driven by this, the Seven Powers did not spare the two Separation Realm elders; they were also killed in large numbers along with theprimordial infant (yuan xing) cultivators. Only a few low-rank cultivators remained. However, the Seven Powers didn’t stop there.

Despite their efforts, some escaped. Initially, the Seven Powers were tense but over time, as millions of years passed, the Luo Family finally faded into history.

Even the Seven Powers had forgotten about it; after all, times change. The current Seven Great Sects were not like those from before and now ruled the Twelve Cloud States. Combined, their power was no greater than the peak strength of the Luo Family.

The battle involved all states and prefectures but hit Tianzhou hardest since that was where the main base of the Luo Family was located.

Tianzhou was a unique existence; its area was incredibly small, even smaller than Yanzhou where the Cloud Valley was situated. One thousand of them could not match Yunzhou in size.

Despite its small size, Tianzhou had abundant cultivation resources with numerous spiritual lands and countless treasures. If there were any places in the mortal world that resembled the spirit realm, it would be Tianzhou.

During ancient times, almost all of this state was dominated by the Luo Family; even other clans or sects were few and far between, completely dependent on them.
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North was once a renowned cultivation paradise, yet it had almost been completely destroyed during the great battle.

Especially during the siege of Luo Family's main hall, seven major sects and their affiliated forces mobilized tens of thousands of cultivators, all of whom were Core Formation Stage experts. There were nearly a thousand Core Formation Period cultivators alone, along with seven veterans from the Separation and Union Realm, making it an elite force.

At this time, Luo Family was like a candle in the wind, but still had over three hundred Core Formation cultivators, as well as two veteran patriarchs. The main hall's prohibitions were numerous, and the protective array possessed immense power.

The final battle was horrific; half of Tianzhou was destroyed, and the remaining parts saw the essence qi become extremely thin, no longer suitable for various spirit herbs to grow.

In other words, this once-desired cultivation paradise had turned into something similar to Yanzhou. Ordinary people could still live there, but cultivators had abandoned it.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, his mind swirling with thoughts as he digested the information. However, a hint of doubt remained on his face.

Why would this scholar come to the Sky Cloud Trade Fair?

Soul searching did yield some clues; after so many years of essence qi recovery, although Luo Family could not compare to its heyday, it was still formidable. The family already had dozens of Core Formation cultivators and veteran patriarchs.

Of course, such strength meant that even if the seven major forces joined hands, they would still be stronger than them.

But Elder Li did not plan on a direct confrontation.

Times have changed; revenge could only be sought through wisdom. Not just this scholar, but most of the family's elite had arrived here, hinting at some grand scheme, though Lin Xuan was unsure what it was.

Part of the scholar's memory was sealed, and soul searching proved ineffective.

Most likely, such power belonged to Luo Family’s veteran patriarch from the Separation and Union Realm.

Though he did not know their intentions, Lin Xuan did not worry much. After all, Luo Family targeted the seven major forces; as long as he did not get involved, it was fine with him.

Whether a conspiracy or open warfare, the power struggles in the cultivation world had nothing to do with him.

In fact, Lin Xuan even felt some schadenfreude; if only the monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect were wiped out.

"Master, what did you discover after soul searching?" asked Mo'er, her voice curious as she appeared beside him.

Lin Xuan smiled and decided not to hide anything from this girl. He organized his thoughts and began narrating in detail. Zheng Ban listened intently, his ears perked up by such a secretive matter. The thought of a thousand Core Formation cultivators clashing sent shivers down their spines.

After about an hour, Mo'er's eyes closed as she was the most curious girl; listening to stories was always enjoyable for her.

"Master, there is one thing you didn't mention. This guy is from Luo Family, but why did he capture Zheng Ban?"

"Yes, his disciple is only a small Foundation Establishment cultivator. How could an Essence Formation being take such interest in him," Zheng Wen also expressed some confusion. If not for the Patriarch, she would have faced eternal damnation. She felt immense gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

"Actually, it's not uncommon; he wanted to use Zheng Ban as a furnacecauldron."

"Furnacecauldron?"

The two girls were shocked and embarrassed, thinking Luo Family deserved such treatment. They were truly despicable people.

However, they did not know that the scholar usually did not practice yin-yang cultivation techniques. It was just that Zheng Ban's situation was special; her mother had conceived her during a meeting with the Wondrous Heaven Ghost Emperor.

At the time, the Wondrous Heaven was in a state of madness but refused to enter the cycle of rebirth. Therefore, he performed a technique to merge their essences. Zheng Ban could be seen as a new life for Wondrous Heaven, though she was also an independent person. However, she possessed a yin spirit root.

Other high-ranking cultivators might not have valued her, but for Luo Family's descendants who had inherited the Heavenly Saber Bright King, she held endless appeal.

To them, Zheng Ban was like a miraculous elixir; through cultivation, they could greatly enhance their own strength.

That was why such an incident occurred.

Unfortunately, the scholar’s luck was poor. He happened to encounter Lin Xuan, a protective and powerful cultivator. His plot not only failed but also cost him his life.

"Zheng Ban, Luo Family is not just one person; other old monsters have arrived nearby. You must not venture out recklessly or invite disaster," Lin Xuan looked at the girl beside him with a serious expression.

"Yes, Patriarch."

Having experienced what happened earlier, Zheng Ban was filled with fear and quickly bowed her head in respect.

Lin Xuan nodded, then put away the pangolin and Corpse Demon into his storage bracelet. He flicked his fingers, and several fireballs appeared, reducing the scholar's corpse and nearby traces to ashes.

Mo'er returned to Lin Xuan’s sleeve as he emitted a bright light, wrapping Zheng Ban before flying towards Tiger Resting City.

This time was smooth; Lin Xuan changed gates and paid two hundred crystals to enter this mighty city.

However, he did not know that killing the scholar had caused a significant commotion within Luo Family.

Several thousand miles away from Tiger Resting City, in a remote cave deep inside an unremarkable mountain, an old man dressed in gray robes was meditating. He looked around sixty years old and appeared quite young, his demeanor calm. There was no sign of essence qi fluctuations on him; he seemed like an ordinary mortal.

Around the old man were several cultivators, both male and female, of various ages, all Core Formation Stage experts. The one with the lowest rank was a middle-aged man in white robes, who ranked second to the patriarch, being an advanced Core Formation cultivator.

"Hao Zicong, have you arranged everything for our family's young members?"

"Don't worry, Patriarch. All of our women and children under ten years old were sent to Youzhou. Although the essence qi there is thin, it’s a remote wilderness where the seven major forces cannot reach, making it very secure," replied the middle-aged man.

"Good job; we might not be able to restore Luo Family's former glory, but at least we won't have to hide like rats in the street. After the seven major sects were severely weakened, we could challenge them on equal terms. If this fails, even if all of us perish, our women and children will ensure that Luo Family can rise again after a thousand years," continued Lin Xuan.
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Fang Xiu nodded repeatedly, his eyes aglow with determination. "You've been through so much hardship in these years, hiding from others. They have already suffered enough."

"Only the old patriarch," said the man in white robes named Zicoshu hesitantly.

"How so?" The gray-robed elder turned to him, his eyes flashing with sharpness.

Their gazes met, and even though the man was a late-stage元婴 cultivator, he couldn't help breaking out in cold sweat. He quickly lowered his head. "Old patriarch, forgive me. I just have some doubts—does the city of Xuanxu really contain that kind of thing?"

"Hmph, as old man has said before, this information came from the ancestral records of the Luo family. It's vague and incomplete, but it took a lot of effort to decipher. There were signs a hundred years ago, but I secretly verified it for so long that it was absolutely foolproof," the gray-robed elder said calmly. His face showed no anger; this matter concerned the rise and fall of the Luo family, and his nephews' concerns were understandable.

Hearing such a definitive answer from the old patriarch, the Luo family elders were all delighted. Just as they were about to speak, a man dressed in white robes stepped forward. "Young master, you are safe. It's wonderful."

"Come inside and sit down," said Lin Xuan with a smile. After years apart, Landy still looked beautiful, but her cultivation hadn't changed much. This was not surprising; after entering the condensation core stage, one's progress naturally slowed.

Landy obediently led him to a pavilion in the courtyard. "Young master, you needn't be so formal here. There are no outsiders."

"Thank you," Landy replied with a smile as she sat down opposite Lin Xuan.

A small tea table was placed between them. Landy personally brewed some spirit tea and offered it to him. "Please enjoy this tea. It may not be rare, but it can help alleviate fatigue."

Lin Xuan nodded and took a sip. The taste was indeed good; while it didn't enhance his magical power, it did replenish his physical energy. "Haha, your illusion technique is truly amazing. No wonder the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect couldn't do anything about you," Landy said with admiration in her eyes.

She hadn't asked about how Lin Xuan had become enemies with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect; as a subordinate, she shouldn't pry into her master's secrets. She handled this well.

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly but didn't plan to hide anything. This woman was bound by a blood pact and would never betray him in this life. He briefly explained their conflict with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Landy's face showed surprise as she listened intently.

Later-stage old monsters had powers far beyond those of middle-stage cultivators, and the other party being a seat of the Buddha Hall of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was undoubtedly much stronger than peers.

Young master is simply too powerful!

In the cultivation world, strength ruled. Landy already admired young master greatly; this feeling only deepened now.

"This is just a minor matter. No need to be surprised," said Lin Xuan curiously. "Why did you come here from Youzhou? What's your true purpose?"

"I apologize, Young Master," Landy lowered her head, speaking hesitantly. This was something she had done on her own initiative.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan wasn't surprised; he seemed to have anticipated this. He rubbed his forehead and looked at her with a playful expression: "You wanted to establish a branch here? If I'm not mistaken, you've performed quite well in Youzhou, which is why you're thinking of expanding further."

"Young master's wisdom astounds me," Landy was both surprised and admiring. Only she and a few senior figures knew the true purpose of their visit; none of the disciples, including Zheng Wei, had ever spoken about it. Lin Xuan had anticipated this, showing that his intelligence matched his cultivation speed.

Lucky for her, she remained loyal to Lin Xuan without any second thoughts. If she had lied just now, Landy felt a shiver down her spine.

She took a deep breath and calmed herself before narrating the events since their separation.

It turned out that Youzhou was almost entirely under the control of the Xuanxu Pavilion, with no other forces able to challenge it.

This wasn't surprising. With the fall of the Extreme Demon Patriarch, the Spirit Medicine Mountain and Azure Cloud Mountain had left, leaving only two powerful local factions: the One Line Canyon and Thunder Cloud Manor.

However, before Lin Xuan left Youzhou, he paid visits to both, killing their late-stage元婴 elders and eliminating several condensation core cultivators as well. He was eradicating potential threats in their infancy.

Lin Xuan was clearing a path for his subordinates' forces. As a result, the balance of power had shifted, with the Xuanxu Pavilion surpassing One Line Canyon and Thunder Cloud Manor.

Moreover, both factions now revered Lin Xuan as their leader, making it easier to coordinate and cooperate. The two major elders were dead, leaving the position of patriarch vacant. Without external enemies, internal strife was inevitable.

Thus, Landy took advantage of this situation, teaming up with the Heavenly Surge Sect to set a trap that eliminated the main forces of both factions. Some surrendered while others fled.

Youzhou was an untamed land, and other states' cultivators didn't care about it much. Taking full advantage, Landy expanded her influence greatly. Now, the entire Youzhou cultivation scene bowed to the Xuanxu Pavilion, making them a major force there.

However, compared to the Cloud State, the Xuanxu Pavilion was still only fourth-rate at best. Although they had many cultivators and hundreds of condensation core existences, without any late-stage元婴s, their numbers were just cannon fodder.

Lin Xuan placed his hand on the table and tapped it gently as he looked at Landy. "Landy, you might have forgotten one reason for coming here."

Their eyes met, and Landy felt her heart race as if everything in her mind was exposed. She quickly knelt down. "Young master, forgive me. I did have a personal motive—Youzhou is an untamed land with resources that can't compare to the Cloud State. My abilities are limited; staying there would mean no chance of condensation for my entire life. But here in the Cloud State, even if it's slim, there might be some hope."

"There's no need to apologize," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "Who doesn't want their cultivation to progress? You're right. Both you and Xin'er have mediocre abilities. If you stayed in Youzhou, even with the support of the Xuanxu Pavilion, you wouldn't have any chance at condensation. Moving here is indeed a smart choice."

"Thank you, Young Master," Landy was overjoyed, her face filled with gratitude as she bowed deeply.

"But Landy, don't be too optimistic. The Cloud State isn't comparable to Youzhou. I'm under the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's warrant, so I can't offer any help. Our relationship must remain secret; you must rely on yourself to establish a foothold and advance—every step will be fraught with difficulties."

The next day: "That... that, Hundred Refinements is about to fall off the recommendation list again," said Huan Yu in despair. "If any fellow cultivators have spare recommendation votes, please support me. Thank you." (To be continued)
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千零八十九章 亭楼的忧虑

, Thank you, Young Master, for reminding me. What you said is clear in my heart; I will never let it happen to Wing Ao Lin. I also know that Yunzhou is full of hidden talents and treasures, so leaving Xin'er in Youzhou ensures her safety even if she remains the dominant force there."

The young lady's face was filled with respect, but her tone was firm as she spoke.

"Mmm," Lin Xuan nodded. "It’s good to have a psychological preparation for difficulties. In any case, safety is paramount. Even though I can’t provide overt protection, I can still intervene in secret if there’s an actual major danger. If the branch temple is destroyed, it’s fine; I don't want anything to happen to Ying'er."

Lin Xuan smiled softly. He was cold and ruthless when facing enemies but always protected his own people. This was why Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin had remained loyal for a century not just because of their blood pact.

"It's true, Young Master," Lu Ying'er said gratefully.

"Additionally, coming here must be to attend the Sky Cloud Trade Fair that opens in half a month."

"Mmm," Lu Ying'er nodded. "Actually, I received an invitation."

"An invitation?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and looked puzzled.

Lu Ying'er smiled and began to explain: "It seems Young Master is not very familiar with the history of the Sky Cloud Trade Fair."

"Oh, tell me about it," Lin Xuan's face showed interest. He had only heard rumors along his journey; he knew little about the specifics.

"The Sky Cloud Trade Fair supposedly started in ancient times. Initially, it was initiated by a mysterious family,"

Lin Xuan felt a chill as he heard this. Could it be that the ancestor of Luo Family from Tianzhou?

"Young Master, what’s wrong?" Lu Ying'er asked with concern.

"Nothing, continue."

"Oh." Despite her curiosity, Lu Ying'er obediently continued to narrate what she knew.

Meanwhile, thousands of miles away in a scenic mountain, an immortal sat cross-legged. Beside him stood an elderly man with completely white hair. Although he was old, his face remained youthful and rosy. Wearing a simple green robe, he exuded elegance. Though his power was concealed, it still left people awestruck; he was an advanced-stage Immortal.

If any other immortals had been present, they would have drawn in their breaths in surprise because the old man was known as "Qinglian Hermit." His cultivation and status were beyond description.

He was the head of Songfeng Academy.

Though Songfeng Academy sounded unremarkable from its name, it ranked among the seven major forces in Yunzhou. It was filled with powerful immortals, mostly from the Confucian sects.

One could say that if Qinglian Hermit stamped his foot, the twelve states of Sky Cloud would tremble. Yet this revered figure stood respectfully before a sitting immortal who was the Supreme Elder of Wating Pavilion, an advanced-stage cultivator and the top expert in the twelve states.

"Senior Uncle has long withdrawn from worldly affairs; why did you summon me here?" Qinglian Hermit felt uneasy but remained silent as the Supreme Elder continued his meditation.

After about half an hour, Wating Pavilion opened his eyes, a fireball appearing in the sky—a message delivered by a flying sword.

Wating Pavilion reached out and the fireball circled before landing in his palm. He delved into it with his spiritual sense.

"Indeed," Wating Pavilion stroked his beard thoughtfully.

"Senior Uncle, what instructions do you have?" Qinglian Hermit couldn't resist asking.

"I received a message recently that a Luo Family cultivator appeared near Xuan City." Wating Pavilion seemed to be both answering and speaking to himself.

"Which Luo Family?"

"Of course, the Tianzhou Luo Family. Who else would deserve my attention?" Wating Pavilion raised his eyebrows, clearly unimpressed.

"Spare me your disrespect, disciple is foolish," Qinglian Hermit quickly bowed repeatedly, though he was puzzled: "The Tianzhou Luo Family was already eradicated by our seven sects long ago; how could there be any survivors?"

"Hmph. Eradication isn’t that easy. Although they haven’t shown themselves for years, it doesn’t mean the Luo Family’s bloodline has vanished," Wating Pavilion said.

"Senior Uncle is right. Even if there are survivors from the Luo Family, what’s the big deal? Our seven sects’ power far surpasses that of ancient times; a few Luo Family cultivators won’t cause much trouble." Qinglian Hermit disagreed but still wore a respectful expression.

"But things aren’t as simple as you think," Wating Pavilion said. "Do you know how the Sky Cloud Trade Fair originated?"

"I, I don't know, please enlighten me," the disciple hesitated.

"The Sky Cloud Trade Fair began in ancient times and was initially called by the Luo Family’s ancestors. It gathered forces from all states, but every time there were unexpected incidents that resulted in many cultivators’ deaths."

"How is this possible? Could it be a plot by the Luo Family?" Qinglian Hermit exclaimed.

"I don’t know for sure; there are no ancient texts to describe it. Surviving cultivators kept silent, and too much time has passed, so I can’t say what happened," Wating Pavilion said slowly. "After our seven sects eradicated the Luo Family, the trade fair tradition was preserved but never had such tragedies again."

"According to Senior Uncle, the initial Sky Cloud Trade Fair could have been a plot by the Luo Family. Now that their disciples are appearing, you’re worried

"Yes, even if there are survivors from the Luo Family, they won’t cause much trouble. The Sky Cloud Trade Fair has always taken place in Xuan City since ancient times; maybe there’s something hidden there," Wating Pavilion said.

"But Senior Uncle, please allow me to speak freely. After so many years, why would the Luo Family suddenly appear? Could it be that our intelligence is wrong and it’s actually from another sect?" Qinglian Hermit pondered.

"Hmph, I’ve considered this; besides the Venerable of Ten Thousand Buddhist Sects and Fairy Ruyan from the Far Horizon Pavilion, I asked her to investigate. She just sent a message via flying sword, confirming the identity of the Luo Family cultivators," Wating Pavilion said confidently.

"What? Fairy Ruyan is here too. Please ask her to capture some Luo Family disciples and use soul-piercing techniques to uncover their plot," Qinglian Hermit was delighted.

"Stupid, do you think the head of the Luo Family is a fool? They wouldn’t reveal their plans to everyone in the family." Wating Pavilion said irritably. (To be continued)
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"Master, what's wrong with you?" After two hundred years of风雨同舟 in this world full of尔虞我诈, he and her were the only ones who could share their innermost thoughts. They had long developed a telepathic connection, as if they could sense his doubts.

Moonlight suddenly placed a slender finger by her lips, signaling him to be quiet. He stopped talking, looking at her in surprise. She raised her head, her beautiful eyes filled with astonishing colors.

Moonlight was already倾国倾城, but she looked even more beautiful now. Her expression was serious. "Master, do you really think I'm just a silly girl? Since I saw those three strange paintings on Snow Clearing Mountain, these thoughts have been in my mind. For some time, I was very confused about who I am and why the Yin Yang Treasure Box, which even you couldn't control, chose me."

"Third painting?"

"Yes, there's a young woman in white clothes barefoot. But before her, countless demons and ghosts are crawling on their knees. Although we know little about the阴司界, some of these monsters should be familiar to you from ancient texts. As an adult, they might have reached the洞玄期, but for that woman, they seemed like mere pawns. I'm also curious about my past identity," Moonlight's soft voice filled his ears.

"You?" Lin Xuan was shocked and his face changed dramatically as he said, "Yes, it's me, Master. Although I don't know what happened to me, the young girl in that painting is definitely me. This is certain."

"Before, you were…" Feeling the fear in her heart, Lin Xuan sighed softly and hugged her waist with his hand. Even though they couldn't really embrace, this gesture seemed to make Moonlight feel more at ease. She smiled: "I don't know."

"You don't know?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Yes," Moonlight nodded, a look of confusion appearing in her eyes again. "I only know that the girl in the painting is me, but my memories haven't returned yet. I don't know what happened before. Master, sometimes I'm also curious. Maybe I was sealed with power and memory, or maybe I am some great figure reincarnated. You saw the last picture too; the green flame at the horizon clearly indicates danger. Perhaps it was then that I became who I am now."

"Yes, I think so too," Lin Xuan said slowly. "Although the flames were in the painting, they felt like they could devour everything, and no law could stop them." "I admit, Moonlight, I also felt confused at times, but I've come to terms with it."

"Come to terms?"

"Yes, whether my past was great or not, even if I had endless life, what difference does it make now? Even though I'm glad that this happened, otherwise, how could I meet you, Master?"

As she spoke, a hint of shyness appeared in Moonlight's eyes and her cheeks turned red. She then did something Lin Xuan never expected—she leaned forward and gently placed her hands on his neck, pressing her lips against his.

Did this count as a kiss?

A loud sound echoed in Lin Xuan's mind. The girl in his arms was so beautiful and adorable that even though their lips couldn't truly touch due to Moonlight not having a body, he felt dizzy and almost unable to breathe.

Moonlight's face turned red too. She held the position for a moment before lifting her head with a shy and bold expression. "Master, do you know? No matter what great figure I was in my past life, I'm even more grateful for this life because I love you. As long as I can be by your side, eternal life is meaningless to me; danger is nothing compared to you."

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock, still not fully recovering from the kiss. He was stunned by the beauty and boldness of Moonlight's declaration.

Even if Lin Xuan were a wooden statue, he would have been deeply moved. In reality, he had long loved this girl deep down inside.

A person might be emotionally intelligent on the outside, but their heart is always the most genuine.

Did he love Moonlight?

Of course, nothing could compare to the beauty and cuteness of his daughter in his arms.

Seeing her with such deep affection, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a surge of inspiration. He gently embraced her, as if holding onto the most precious thing in the world: "Moonlight, I also love you. If not for you, even eternal life would be meaningless."

"Really, Master?" Moonlight was both surprised and delighted, but then she looked worried again. "But… my identity might not be so simple. Perhaps one day, it will bring danger to you."

Seeing her anxious and pitiful expression, a豪气 rose in Lin Xuan's heart: "Silly girl, have I ever been afraid of danger for two hundred years? Cultivation is inherently against the heavens. I'm just an ordinary person without even a spiritual root, not qualified to seek eternal life. But fate gave me this extraordinary treasure, perhaps as a sign that I should protect you."

Moonlight's eyes were filled with tears at these words. Such affection made her heart melt. She looked at him tenderly and said: "Master, the path of immortality is full of obstacles, but Moonlight will always be by your side.

"Really?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a playful smile. In this warm and romantic moment, his emotional intelligence finally awakened. "Moonlight, you really will stay with me. Actually, I'm not afraid of any danger except one thing?"

"What are you worried about? The little girl was nervous too, wondering what could be an obstacle to her and Master's eternal companionship.

"Other difficulties, I can overcome them. But I fear that one day Moonlight might unlock the封印 or recover your memories, no longer considering me a small cultivator, even turning against me."

PS: In this chapter, Moonlight has confessed her feelings. Fellow Daoists must have enjoyed it. Please give Phantom Rain some support with recommendations! (To be continued)
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"Master, may I ask for one favor?" Moonlight said softly.

"Come on, you're not my guest. Just say it!" I chuckled.

"That inkstone, can I have it?" she asked hesitantly.

I laughed and said, "What a small thing! If you want it, take it."

"Thank you, Master."

Although I had guessed that he wouldn't refuse, hearing him agree made her very happy. She raised her delicate hand and cast a spell to make the inkstone fly over.

After carefully examining the object, some information appeared in my mind.

"This is made from a black blood crystal jade that doesn't melt for ten thousand years."

"Black blood crystal jade?" I was surprised. This material was extremely unfamiliar; it seemed like I had never heard of it before.

"Yes, this black blood crystal jade is very rare in the Ghost Realm. It's produced in an extremely cold and dark pool where all the air is filled with resentment and blood. After countless years of accumulation and various coincidences, only a few can be formed, making them one of the most yin and impure objects in the world. Therefore, this inkstone can collect the yin winds and resentments from the world to form ghostly black smoke." Moonlight explained.

"Then it's rare in the Ghost Realm as well," I nodded. "According to you, this should be a precious object that doesn't belong in the human realm. It seems like due to the influence of that Heavenly Fiend Ming Wang, only a dominant immortal cultivator left his bloodline here."

"I don't know why. Who knows what happened back then?" Moonlight said slowly.

I was curious but there were too few clues before me. I didn’t want to spend more brainpower on it and stretched out my hand to retrieve the short sword.

Looking at this treasure, I sighed and frowned slightly. Although the impurities had been removed, the sword's spirit hadn't returned yet. It would take a thorough ritual to restore its original glory.

Checking the time, the moon was already high in the sky.

I pulled another mat over and sat cross-legged on it. Then I touched my crown, and a dazzling green flame emerged from my head.

This wasn’t the Green Flame of Fiendish Origin; this was the Baby Fire.

The power of the Fiendish Flame couldn't be used to refine treasures.

The Baby Fire quickly enveloped the immortal sword, causing it to burn fiercely.

Time passed slowly. The baby fire in my hands flickered continuously without any hesitation, which had both advantages and disadvantages. On one hand, it greatly increased the power of the Baby Fire, shortening the time needed for refining; on the other hand, using so much energy violated the principle of conserving resources. An immortal at this stage could barely last long.

Of course, I did this for a reason. Because I wasn't an ordinary immortal cultivator. Two hours later, my baby fire showed signs of fatigue, and a black baby appeared, emitting dark baby fire to take over his work. The first baby then returned to my dantian to meditate and recover.

This was the advantage of having two babies. However, this experience wasn't limited to just that.

The realm of the Fiendish Baby was much easier to maintain. After only a few hours, it began to show signs of fatigue. At this moment, the first baby hadn’t fully recovered. Surprisingly, a round bead the size of a dragon’s eye appeared above his head.

Ademon pill!

Then, a pale golden flame enveloped the immortal sword, and the Fiendish Baby retreated into my dantian.

In this way, the two babies alternated, and by the time the sky began to lighten, the Green Flame Sword had regained its former glory.

Considering it took only one night, if left to a peer, it would have taken at least three days of non-stop work.

Moreover, I did this not just for saving time. Another benefit was that using such a method to emit baby fire could also be an exercise for the baby and thedemon pill.

Meanwhile, Moonlight wasn’t idle either.

She held onto the treasure, and sure enough, as she had said, some ghostly black smoke appeared in the inkstone. Of course, it was very little, not even one-tenth of a drop.

But this proved that the fragmented memories in her mind weren't wrong; indeed, this object was made from black blood crystal jade.

"Is something on your mind?" I opened my eyes and asked with concern.

"No," she shook her head. "With you here, it's fine. Why bother thinking about such things? Just let things take their course."

Hearing that, I was very impressed. Moonlight seemed more carefree than me. If we were in each other’s positions, I probably wouldn’t be as adaptable as her.

"Then what were you thinking about while staying here all night?" I asked curiously.

"I was thinking about my cultivation method," she replied unexpectedly.

"Master, just now, I said that the ghostly black smoke is a treasure of the Ghost Realm and can pollute treasures. But against high-level beings, it's not very useful. In the past, I might have used this as a foundation to cultivate an extremely powerful technique, but I forgot how to do it. After thinking all night, I still haven't figured anything out," she said with some disappointment.

I laughed silently and said, "This girl is really cute. She actually did such things at midnight."

"Why are you laughing?" Moonlight was confused.

"Come on, even if I don’t know what you were in your past life, from the scroll, it seems like you’re a very powerful being. So many demons and ghosts obeyed you, so close to becoming an immortal. Such terrifying realms are light-years away from here. Even if you remember how to cultivate this technique, you can't learn it now."

"You're right," she scratched her head with embarrassment. "I'm really stupid."

Indeed, in the fragmented memories, that was one of my top techniques. If I could use it now, I would be invincible in the human realm. As I said, even if I remembered the cultivation method, I wouldn't be able to learn it until reaching a certain level.

"But," I hesitated again. "Moonlight, after inhaling ghostly black smoke, you can control it, which is also an extremely powerful technique."

"Let me try," she said and sat cross-legged, closing her beautiful eyes. I looked at the cute face of my servant with love and anticipation.

She closed herself in meditation for ten days.

Surprisingly, everything went smoothly. Moonlight didn't know how to control the ghostly black smoke; she had to figure it out on her own sometimes, discussing with me occasionally.

In the first few days, there was no progress. The ghostly black smoke that fought against the Green Flame of Fiendish Origin clearly had a spirit, but after entering Moonlight's palm, it seemed to disappear into thin air, leaving no trace. After searching for hours, she found nothing and gave up temporarily.

Then the master and servant turned their attention to the inkstone.

Could Moonlight refine this object and control the ghostly black smoke it produced?

Of course, that part of the ghostly black smoke hadn't become spirit yet, but if she could manipulate it, it would still be able to pollute an enemy's treasure.
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Moonlight cast a spell, and the inkstone slowly floated. Then, the little girl opened her mouth and exhaled a thin, pale purple flame. This inkstone was likely an ancient relic; it could be driven if its mark of the scholar was erased.

It sounded simple, but actually controlling it wasn't as easy as imagined. The Luo family disciple killed by Lin Xuan was a mid-stage婴中期 cultivator. His mark wouldn’t be so easily removed.

Moonlight was only at the condensation core stage. Still, Lin Xuan wouldn’t sit idly by; he would help her if necessary. But something strange happened. When the pill fire hit the surface of the inkstone, it didn't repel but wrapped around it effortlessly. Was this really that simple?

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Even with his cultivation, capturing such a treasure wouldn’t be easy without some obstacles. Moonlight, however, handled it as if it were nothing. Could her original identity have something to do with this?

Surprised, Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with an unusual light, but now wasn't the time for inquiries. The little girl waved her delicate hand, casting spell after spell. The inkstone shimmered and shrank rapidly until its size was only that of a fingernail. It zipped into the center of the young girl's brow.

Lin Xuan stood still in shock. After all, the little girl hadn’t successfully condensed an infant core yet; she could only show a mere illusion. How could this inkstone be contained? This already went beyond Lin Xuan’s understanding. Was it related to higher cultivation levels?

"Moonlight, are you okay?" "I'm fine." The corners of her mouth curled into a smile.

"What about the inkstone—" "I don't know either, but…" As if she anticipated his question, Moonlight raised her hand and flipped it over, revealing an ancient-looking inkstone with a flash. It then retracted back into her palm. Clearly, she had already integrated this treasure, able to control it freely.

"Can you handle the ghostly煞阴 ink—" "Yes, but I can only use a small portion of its power. Each time after usage, it takes several days to recover." The young girl said with a smile.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan's face lit up. This technique’s power was almost on par with his Azure Illusionary Flame. With the help of the Yin True Treasure Box, if Moonlight successfully condensed an infant core and put forth all her effort, she might be able to match him in battle.

This was undoubtedly good news, but from another perspective, it was a challenge. He needed to work harder. The Celestial Cloud Trade Fair had brought together various factions, likely yielding many heavenly treasures. Besides helping Moonlight find methods for condensing an infant core, he also needed to gather materials for the Transcendence Pill to eliminate the risk of his demonic infant not upgrading. Then, he could plan a way to advance to higher stages.

Time flew by, and another few days passed. Lin Xuan and Moonlight remained in the study, practicing without leaving the pavilion.

Lin Xuan was meditating on the Azure Illusionary Flame, while Moonlight sat cross-legged. She raised her delicate hand, placing it beside her abdomen. A small black bead hovered in her palm, emitting a strange aroma.

No doubt, it was the ghostly煞阴 ink!

This was the most yin and impure substance in the world, something Lin Xuan wouldn’t dare touch. But for Moonlight, it seemed harmless. She gently rotated the bead before slowly absorbing it into her body.

With this item, even without the Yin True Treasure Box, Moonlight could likely match an infant core cultivator. Any treasure would be ineffective against ghostly煞阴 ink; if absorbed into the body, it was hard to remove, requiring the use of infant fire and spiritual energy to gradually purify it. In ancient times, when yin spirits invaded the mortal realm, even heavenly realm cultivators from the lower realms suffered greatly.

Despite her current cultivation level, Moonlight could only use a small portion of the ghostly煞阴 ink’s power, but it was significant and shouldn’t be underestimated.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in meditation when he suddenly heard a knock on the door. His brows twitched as he opened his eyes. A streak of green light flew out from his sleeve to disable the restrictions.

"Master, it's me." A sweet voice entered his ears.

"Ying'er, no need for formalities, come in."

With permission granted, the door was pushed open, and a young girl stepped in gracefully.

"What is it?"

"The trade fair starts today. You forgot."

"Oh!" Lin Xuan nodded, his face calm but with a hint of excitement: "I know."

"Master, I will also participate. Do you have any instructions? Is there anything you need me to collect?" Lu Ying'er's cultivation level aside, she was very thoughtful.

"Yes." Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and patted his waist, taking out an jade cylinder. He tossed it into the young girl’s palm: "If you see these things, don’t hesitate about the price; buy them first. Of course, try not to attract too much attention. Do you have enough crystal stones?"

Lu Ying'er nodded and sank her spirit sense in, revealing a look of surprise on her face: "So many?"

"Indeed," Lin Xuan had already made a list, including various heavenly treasures and earthly rarities, mostly materials for different types of pills. The Celestial Cloud Trade Fair was rare; he wanted to gather as much as possible.

Actually, the items for Lu Ying'er were relatively easier to find. While they were rare, they weren’t eye-catching wonders. After all, she was only at the condensation core stage. Baixuan Pavilion had considerable influence in Youzhou but was merely fourth or fifth-rate in Yunzhou. Attracting attention would bring trouble.

"Rest assured, I will do my best. As for the crystal stones, since Ying'er wants to establish a branch in Yunzhou, she brought plenty of wealth with her. Although Youzhou is poor, Baixuan Pavilion’s hundred-year accumulation still has some foundation," the young girl bowed and spoke respectfully.

Lin Xuan nodded. This was one advantage of having a sect; he could mobilize large amounts of crystal stones and manpower without personally handling everything. He could dominate more resources while saving time for cultivation.

"Be careful." As he said this, Lin Xuan extended his hand, casting a sword light that appeared at the tip of his finger. A small cut formed, and blood dripped down but was enveloped by spiritual energy to form a tiny, round bead the size of a soybean.

Blood-red with a green glow, it looked eerie. Lin Xuan held it in his hand and passed it to Lu Ying'er.
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"Is this..."

Lin Ying'er respectfully took the item, but her expression was somewhat strange. However, she did not ask any questions; the young master would certainly explain everything.

"This pearl is formed from my essence and magical power. In other words, it bears my mark. Although the Heavenly Cloud Fair occurs every three hundred years, with representatives of human and demon races gathering here, it's a chaotic scene beyond description. Even though there are enforcers, I believe they won't be enough to maintain order. If you encounter any danger, you can break this pearl; within two hundred miles, I will sense your distress."

"Thank you, young master!"

Lin Ying'er was overjoyed and respectfully bowed down. This was different from how Lin Xuan treated other cultivators—instead of merely commanding them, he also took care of their needs. Unlike some old monsters at the婴灵 stage who treated their disciples like beasts or even slaves.

"Alright, you can go now."

"Yes!"

As Lin Xuan watched Ying'er's figure disappear, his left hand flicked and a delicate mask appeared. It was clearly a gift from Meng Ruyan. Without this item, participating in the Heavenly Cloud Fair would have been troublesome; after all, with great rewards, there were many who sought to please the old monsters of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. The Beggar's Wandering attire might easily be recognized in crowded places.

But now that he had this mask, unless he met a Separation Stage cultivator face-to-face, he wouldn't have to worry about anything.

After putting on the mask, Lin Xuan crossed his hands and formed seals. His body was bathed in flickering spiritual light as cracking sounds filled his ears; he had already reached the second level of perfection with Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, so changing his appearance wasn't difficult.

He grew three inches taller and then adjusted his face after the transformation. Looking at himself in a mirror, Lin Xuan found that he looked like a beautiful young woman, quite attractive given his original handsome features.

If it were someone with an ordinary appearance, such as Lin Xuan, attempting to disguise themselves would have been easily exposed.

This was understandable since Meng Ruyan had gifted him this item. Poor Tian Xiaojian, who had no such luxury, found himself in a dire situation. His face was grim as the "girl" in the mirror followed with a light scowl.

He was indeed unlucky; by chance, he offended the Nine-Headed Ancestor and ended up drawing the soul of his most beloved granddaughter. The grudge was deep, but if it were just an ordinary demon race, his status as the Young Master of Liuyao Palace would have protected him. However, the Nine-Headed Demon, a Separation Stage beast with a fearsome reputation, made such conflicts unworthy. His Liuyao Palace might hand him over to the Nine-Headed Ancestor for some benefits.

This was the harsh reality of the cultivation world—no matter how much one valued their title as Young Master, it could be discarded when faced with enough threats and rewards.

Only strength mattered. Every cultivator who had ascended to the heavens had treaded a path paved with corpses, overcoming countless obstacles to reach their current status.

Tian Xiaojian was no less cunning than Lin Xuan; he understood these principles well. He didn't dare return to Liuyao Palace and intended to find an uninhabited place for cultivation. If he reached the Separation Stage one day, he would no longer fear the Nine-Headed Ancestor's threats.

However, the path was not easy. Ancient history had shown that few could reach this stage. Although Tian Xiaojian was intelligent and ambitious, his mind remained clear. Moreover, cultivation required more than just a strong root; various elixirs were also essential. Hiding in an uninhabited place wouldn't help him advance.

What should he do?

Shape-shifting was something Tian Xiaojian knew well, but encountering powerful high-stage cultivators might expose him.

If he didn't change his appearance, it would be easier to be recognized.

Tian Xiaojian seemed trapped. However, this clever man eventually found a solution: cross-dressing!

While it sounded absurd, it was effective. First, the other party wouldn't expect such a move; secondly, since no magic was used for the disguise, he didn't need to worry about being detected by powerful high-stage cultivators.

Although it would hurt his pride, for the path of immortality, he would endure.

With this good method in hand, Tian Xiaojian decided to take the plunge. He wouldn't miss the Heavenly Cloud Fair and prepared himself to attend.

His current cultivation coincided with an opportunity; since he couldn't return to Liuyao Palace, he needed to collect his own elixirs. The items available at the fair would be useful.

After much effort, Tian Xiaojian finally completed his disguise. He looked like a beautiful young woman, quite attractive given his original good looks.

If it were someone with an ordinary appearance, such as Lin Xuan, attempting to cross-dress would have been easily exposed.

Of course, their circumstances differed; Lin Xuan had Meng Ruyan's gift, while poor Tian Xiaojian was on his own. He had to go through many trials and tribulations to avoid being recognized by the old monsters. After that, he transformed into a streak of green light and soared towards the sky.

---

Meanwhile, after leaving Tiger Lair City, Lin Xuan didn't fly too high; there were more cultivators along the way, and he didn't want to attract attention.

The Heavenly Cloud Fair had opened today, but various sects and families had already moved into the city of Tiger Lair three days ago. As major forces both bought and sold items at the fair, Bai Xuan Pavilion also rented a stall. Many people had gone there early.

Lin Ying'er was establishing a branch here with many capable hands to sell goods, so the headmaster didn't need to be present. Thus, she stayed in Tiger Lair City until just now when she reminded Lin Xuan that the fair had opened.

In other words, most of the humans and demons he encountered along the way were scattered cultivators, but their cultivation levels were exceptionally high—mostly at the Condensation Core Stage, with some at the Incarnation Stage. The low-level cultivators wouldn't stand out since the entrance fee to Tiger Lair City was three thousand crystals—a sum that could bankrupt many lower-stage cultivators.

Of course, there weren't only low-level cultivators; members of powerful families or core disciples from major sects might also attend for a glimpse of this grand event. After all, it happened every three hundred years, and even just to observe would broaden one's horizons.

However, the Heavenly Cloud Fair didn't encompass all the power in the cultivation world. For example, the Far Horizon Pavilion was isolated on an island with abundant resources, making them largely self-sufficient. They preferred exchanging goods with other overseas sects rather than inland cultivators. Despite being one of the seven major forces, they hadn't participated in this grand event for three hundred years.

But appearances were deceiving.

Not far from Tiger Lair City, a faint green light streaked through the air. Inside was a slender female cultivator with an ordinary appearance and dark skin; her cultivation level was even lower—中期 of the Agile Stage.

Meng Ruyan originally had no intention of attending this fair but reconsidered when she saw the three thousand crystals Lin Xuan had given her before leaving. Last time, encountering him had broken through her mental barriers, so perhaps there would be another opportunity for a stroke of luck.

She didn't take much interest in the Heavenly Cloud Fair; it was just something to pass the time.

On the other side,

A black-clothed cultivator and an elegantly dressed woman were flying together. They looked like a couple practicing cultivation together.

They were close but still careful, communicating telepathically.

"Seventh Sister, have we arranged things well ahead? I heard not only did Third Young Master perish, but Little Black also vanished mysteriously. Could our plan already be exposed?" the black-clothed man was uneasy.

"Fifth Brother, it's too late to be afraid now. Our ancestor has prepared for this for a century; there is no room for retreat. If we succeed, we won't have to hide like rats in the street anymore. Third Young Master and Little Black may have encountered some issues, but that doesn't matter. We still don't fully understand our ancestor's plan, and even if they searched our minds, it would only reveal that we returned from the Luo family..." The woman was a decisive person; her tone showed no signs of retreat.

"Relax, everything is under control," the man said with relief. As more cultivators appeared around them, he didn't dare speak again. If any old monster had particularly strong divine sense and overheard their conversation, it would be disastrous!
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Lin Xian felt a bit puzzled as he rode in the carriage. The city of Linxian seemed to have some mysterious puzzles hidden within it.

Moon'er had once mentioned that she had a familiar feeling about this place, but she hadn't been here before. Could there be any connection with the Netherworld Realm?

Lin Xian's thoughts were interrupted by the sight of many carriages on the road. The passengers in these carriages included some Core Formation Stage cultivators. After about half an hour, a commotion caught his attention, and he saw several cultivators gathered around.

It was clear that a conflict had broken out. Lin Xian frowned slightly but didn't pay much attention to it at first, assuming it was just a common dispute. However, as he scanned the scene with his divine sense, his frown deepened.

"Where is she?"

The figure in question was none other than the flamboyant cultivator who had been riding in an open carriage earlier. He now stood blocking the road, smirking maliciously. Behind him were several beautiful women, giving off a grand aura.

On the opposite side of the conflict was just one woman, about 17 or 18 years old. She wasn't a breathtaking beauty, but she was exceptionally graceful and exuded an air of refinement. This young lady was only at the Condensation Core Stage and looked visibly scared.

The scene reminded Lin Xian of a common scenario in secular society—arrogant rich boys bullying women.

Without hesitation, the Core Formation cultivator spoke: "If I take good care of you, that's your luck. Come back with me, and I'll ensure your successful condensation."

Lin Xian raised an eyebrow at this audacious statement. Could this be a descendant of a Separation Stage elder? Otherwise, what right did such a Core Formation cultivator have to make such claims?

The woman politely declined: "Thank you for your kindness, but my appearance is too plain, and I don't deserve such good fortune."

Her words struck the man as strange. He had used condensation as leverage before, knowing how difficult it was to reach the divine realm. Cultivators would do anything—soul or body—to achieve this goal.

"Master, you promised me that I could condense. Why have you taken an interest in this woman now?"

The other women around him started arguing for his attention, causing the surrounding cultivators to stare in amazement. Lin Xian's face also showed a hint of amusement.

The situation was indeed complicated. The flamboyant man was only at the Core Formation Stage and wasn't worth considering. However, given the arrogant demeanor of the other party, he might be a descendant of a Separation Stage elder, likely one with close ties.

Lin Xian didn't want to get involved but recognized the woman as Wu Yun'er. Regardless of her being Ou Yang Qinxin's disciple or their shared experiences in Cloud Ridge Mountain, Lin Xian couldn't ignore this situation entirely.

Just when he was hesitating, a calm voice interrupted: "What nonsense about the Flower Master? How dare you bully women and men on such a clear day! Get lost if you know what's good for you."

A young man dressed in a green robe appeared in the middle of the crowd. He looked no more than 20 years old but was actually at the Core Formation Stage.

"Who is this voice?" Wu Yun'er was stunned, her face lighting up with joy. However, when she saw Lin Xian's unfamiliar appearance, she hesitated again. But quickly, a smile returned to her face as she bit her lip without speaking.

It was Senior Apprentice Brother Lin! As a Condensation Core cultivator, this woman had heard of the Wanfo Sect's pursuit order by chance.

She was worried about Lin Xian and was relieved to see him at such a critical moment. Tears welled up in her eyes not just because someone had come to her aid but also because she finally met her family after the disaster on Mount Bixun and Wu Family.

The woman was most concerned about her master's safety, fearing that if she were taken away, there would be no way to find medicinal herbs for his healing. As a mere Condensation Core cultivator, this task was beyond her capabilities, but she had no choice. Since joining the sect, her master had treated her well, and she was the only disciple in his lineage. Seeing Senior Apprentice Brother Lin gave her hope that he would not abandon her master.

Someone was interfering with their affairs, which surprised the flamboyant man. His divine sense swept over Lin Xian, revealing a Core Formation cultivator. He showed fear but quickly hid it: "Friend, who are you? Your cultivation is impressive, but do you know I am the beloved disciple of Flower Master? The master is a Separation Stage cultivator. Do you want to bring trouble upon yourself?"

Lin Xian's face showed a hint of amusement as he replied, "Bringing trouble? That's intriguing. What exactly is this so-called Flower Master?"
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"Aunt Senior, a calamity struck. Biyun Mountain no longer exists; the Wu family has fallen to ruin... Aunt Senior, Aunt Senior..."

"Qinxin, what happened?" Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he read Wu Yun'er's face and realized something grave had occurred. However, he never expected it to be so severe—Biyun Mountain had suffered a complete annihilation! How could this be?

"Aunt Senior was poisoned by an unusual toxin; she is now in a coma with her life hanging in the balance. If no antidote can be found within a year..."

"One year?" Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief upon hearing this. So, Qinxin would not face immediate danger.

"Yun'er, what exactly happened? Piece by piece, tell me. How could Biyun Mountain have been destroyed, and who is the mastermind behind it?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned angry as he spoke. Although he was a man of no principle, he was also someone who valued his grudges. Even though he had not maintained close ties with Qinxin, he still received much care from Biyun Mountain when he left Youzhou and joined the Eagle Nest Pavilion. He owed them a debt. Now that they were facing such a calamity, it would be unjust for him to remain indifferent.

"Tell me who did this. I will make sure justice is served," Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with resolve as he spoke.

"Revenge?" Wu Yun'er's eyes filled with hatred. Her family had met the same fate—most of her fellow disciples were killed, and several senior immortals perished. Only Qinxin managed to escape by sheer luck. She was not about to risk it again; moreover, her mentor would be overjoyed upon hearing this news.

Without delay, Wu Yun'er flew towards Biyun Mountain's main headquarters with a heavy heart.

Indeed, she had been fortunate. If she had returned directly to the main headquarters, she might have been captured or killed by the enemy.

Two days later, as she was about to reach her destination, she stopped at a bustling market. She did not plan on buying anything but needed some rest and a bath. Female cultivators were generally more particular about cleanliness; without water-based spells, they had to bathe like ordinary people. The market also offered inns for such purposes.

In the midst of this, Wu Yun'er overheard a shocking rumor that nearly sent her into despair—Biyun Mountain had suffered complete annihilation. Ninety percent of its disciples were killed on the spot, and among the several Immortal Elders, only Qinxin managed to escape by sheer luck. The rest, including Taixi True Man, perished, with their immortal bodies taken by the enemy.

How could this be? She had left the sect not long ago; how did Biyun Mountain suffer such a calamity out of nowhere? What about her family? Although there were no direct ties between Wu Family and Biyun Mountain, they shared close relations. The two main headquarters were adjacent to each other. If Biyun Mountain fell, it was impossible for the Wu Family to escape unscathed.

If any ordinary woman heard this news, she would be in a state of shock. But as a cultivator of her level, Wu Yun'er was more perceptive and mature after her recent adventures with Lin Xuan on Mount Yunling. Panic was useless; the first priority was to gather accurate information.

Yun'er was not far from the main headquarters. To avoid being recognized by any potential enemies, she ran into a secluded area. She rolled in a muddy puddle, soiling herself thoroughly and disheveling her hair and clothes, effectively hiding her identity. Although she usually kept clean, danger forced her to take such drastic measures.

Lin Xuan had taught her how to gather Qi inwardly, making her appear like an ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivator from afar.

After several days of searching and gathering information in the market, Wu Yun'er finally understood the full extent of what happened. Biyun Mountain's calamity stemmed from its possession of valuable treasures. The common saying "a man without sin is a man with a hidden vice" applied here—without sufficient strength to protect such wealth, they inevitably attracted robbers.

The incident began several months ago when Taixi True Man and Qinxin discovered an ancient map leading to a senior cultivator's cave. They took their disciples along but encountered another group of cultivators.

Wu Family's disciples!

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this revelation: "Wu Family, a cultivation clan—could they be stronger than Biyun Mountain?"

"No, although the other party had an Immortal Elder, they could not match us. However, those fellows coveted the treasures and tried to forcibly take them. The battle ended with the death of Wu Family's True Man, and his disciples scattered like birds. This incident should have been resolved, but Aunt Senior and Taixi Master were unaware that they inadvertently caused a disaster."

Wu Yun'er sighed as she continued her story: "Although the Wu Family is only an average-sized clan, it turns out that the deceased True Man had deep connections with the Wanshou Sect. He was one of their lay disciples. Upon learning this, the Wanshou Sect immediately sent people to take charge, accusing Biyun Mountain of killing innocents and demanding justice for their disciples."

"Rubbish!" Lin Xuan interrupted her angrily: "Those hypocritical monks are nothing but self-serving. They claim to be upholding righteousness, but they only care about seizing treasures. If any of their disciples were harmed, they would become public enemies. Protecting one's own is not as simple; it’s just an excuse."

Seeing Lin Xuan's angry expression, Wu Yun'er was taken aback. However, she quickly remembered the notorious pursuit order: "Master Senior said correctly. Those monks only seek treasures under the guise of righteousness."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. He despised hypocrites—those who preached virtue but acted otherwise.

The battle was fierce; despite sending a few powerful experts, Biyun Mountain could not withstand the Wanshou Sect's onslaught. The sect's cultivators were different from ordinary monks—they claimed compassion but fought with ruthless efficiency. All disciples of both clans suffered, including Wu Family. Taixi True Man and Qingyi Senior Immortal perished in battle. Qinxin was fortunate to escape using her sound wave techniques against the sect's lion roar.

"How did you find Aunt Senior?" Lin Xuan asked.

"We had a secret signal for communication. Upon receiving news of Aunt Senior, I searched diligently until I found the message carved on a rock," Wu Yun'er replied.

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly; such methods were primitive but effective as they lacked detectable magical fluctuations.
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Yun'er narrated in a gentle tone, recounting the hardships she had endured. She met her mentor again at a remote mountain after Meng Ri, but not with the joy of a reunion. Songyang Qinxin's injuries were more severe than expected; she was an intermediate-stage Immortal Core cultivator, and the force of her palm contained剧毒. At that time, Qinxin could barely hold on, yet in order to evade the pursuit of the Thousand Buddha Sect’s monks, she had no choice but to use a secret technique to forcefully activate her true essence. While this temporarily suppressed her injuries, it was akin to drinking poison to quench thirst. The剧毒 not only entered her internal organs but also affected her Immortal Core.

"What?" Lin Xuan's expression turned pale at these words: "The poison has spread into the Immortal Core?"

"Yes, Master Uncle, that is what my mentor said."

Lin Xuan’s face darkened further; the situation was more perilous than anticipated. It was well known that cultivators who advanced to the Immortal Core stage rarely met their end because such experts had transcended physical constraints and could survive even if their bodies perished, with their Immortal Cores remaining.

This effectively gave these ancient monsters an extra life. However, while the Immortal Core offered boundless power and allowed for the use of great divine techniques, it was also extremely fragile. Any severe poison would cause significant damage to one's cultivation and might even drop them back to the Condensation Core stage.

"Ah, what should we do?" The young woman’s face turned pale with concern.

"Don't worry; I will handle this matter," Lin Xuan said confidently. "Yun'er, go back to Qinxin and take good care of her. In no less than three months, but not more than half a year, I will bring the antidote."

"Thank you, Master Uncle." Yun'er’s face was filled with gratitude as she bowed respectfully.

"By the way, where is Qinxin now?"

"In Snow Tower City."

Snow Tower City? Lin Xuan paused, his expression uncertain. "It's normal that you haven't heard of it; it's a human city far from here, and there are no nearby Spirit Channels, so few cultivators visit. Your mentor should be safe there."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. Yun'er was right; hiding in the mundane world would be their best choice.

"Now, how did you come to this place..."

Yun'er replied, "To find a way to save my mentor from the poison. After my mentor fell ill, I sought medical advice everywhere and once received guidance from an elder who said that several rare herbs were needed to refine a Spirit Pill. However, I couldn't find all of them, so I came here hoping for luck."

Yun'er's expression relaxed as she spoke. "Thank you, Master Uncle!"

Lin Xuan nodded and asked, "Can you bring me the recipe for the Spirit Pill that can remove the poison?"

"Of course, Master Uncle!" Yun'er quickly took out a green jade cylinder from her waist.

Lin Xuan delved into his divine sense to examine it: "Humble herb, heart-cleansing stone, venomous dragon参, and inscribed spirit flower..."

His expression darkened. "Master Uncle, what's wrong? Is there something wrong with the recipe?"

"It’s not necessarily wrong; this method is too aggressive. Even if we can remove the poison, Qinxin will suffer significant damage to her cultivation and might even drop back to the Condensation Core stage."

"Ah, what should we do?" The young woman's face turned pale.

"Don't worry; I'll handle it. Yun'er, return to Qinxin and take good care of her. In no less than three months but not more than half a year, I will bring the antidote. During this time, you must remain hidden."

"Thank you, Master Uncle." Yun'er took out an empty jade cylinder and delved into it.

After a moment, she respectfully handed the cylinder to Lin Xuan: "Master Uncle, Snow Tower City's location and my contact with our mentor are written here. Please be careful; I will wait for you from afar."

"Thank you," Lin Xuan nodded.

The two parted ways after this exchange. As he watched Yun'er’s figure disappear, Lin Xuan sighed. He never expected the Green Cloud Mountain to end up in such a predicament. Songyang was poisoned but it didn't matter; he would find a solution that wouldn’t cause her cultivation to plummet.

"Master, the Thousand Buddha Sect is too despicable," Moer's voice came from behind him, filled with indignation. The young girl hated hypocrites who killed and stole while preaching righteousness: "Unfortunately, their power is beyond our reach."

"Hmph, who said I can't provoke them?" Lin Xuan retorted.

"But they have Intermediate-stage cultivators," Moer reminded him nervously, fearing he might act impulsively.

"Hmph, what of it? An Intermediate-stage old monster?" Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a sneer. "While I am currently no match for the Thousand Buddha Sect, Moer, do you think I don’t have a chance to advance to that stage?"

"Of course, Master, we agreed to be together forever. Even if it takes years, I believe you will ascend to become a True Immortal one day," the young girl said with a smile.

This was quite flattering...

Lin Xuan blushed; he was only an intermediate-stage Immortal Core cultivator and had no idea how many trials lay ahead before reaching the heavens or even ascending to the Spirit Realm. "Moer, let’s get back on track. Once I successfully refine the Transcendence Pill, I will remove the constraints of my demonic infant and close myself off for a few decades. Advancing to late-stage Immortal Core should be possible. In time, I will reach that stage too. By then, the Thousand Buddha Sect—hmm..."

Lin Xuan didn’t say more, but Moer understood his character well; he was truly angry this time.

The Thousand Buddha Sect originated from ancient times and was among the strongest in the Seven Clans. However, Lin Xuan’s abilities far exceeded those of his peers. While he might have been cautious as an Immortal Core cultivator, once he advanced to Intermediate-stage, he might not hesitate to take on the Thousand Buddha Sect alone.

However, this matter couldn’t be rushed; there were still many issues to address. Qinxin's injuries were severe but wouldn't pose a threat in the short term. Lin Xuan continued towards the market selling ghost cultivator items without delay.

Moer’s cultivation was also urgent, and he didn't want to disappoint her again. Moreover, she would need to gather information for Qinxin’s antidote, which wasn’t contradictory with their current goals.

The distance wasn’t far, so Lin Xuan didn’t request a beast carriage. He transformed his aura using Yin-Yang Techniques as he entered the ghost cultivator market, making himself less conspicuous.

Despite the unexpected nature of this place, Lin Xuan walked in without hesitation. However, he had to pay two middle-grade crystal stones at the entrance before entering.

Lin Xuan frowned but paid and stepped inside. The buildings were strange and eerie, resembling various grotesque sculptures of ghosts and demons, though they were oversized. Entering them felt like stepping into a ghost’s stomach. Even as a ghost cultivator market, it was unnecessarily dark and ominous. These ghostly sculptures looked ancient, so why did the ancient cultivators build such places?

Lin Xuan felt a strange pressure; there must be something hidden here. However, he took a deep breath to calm his mind. He had too many things to do now and no time to ponder ancient mysteries.

This market was small compared to others, with only one street that could be seen from the entrance, containing about a hundred shops in total. Despite this, there were quite a few people, and each shop seemed prosperous. Lin Xuan’s divine sense revealed several intermediate-stage ghost cultivators named Yun'er.

Each of them looked ominous, dressed strangely. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as he turned to look at the entrance of the market...
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That was an elderly man dressed in fine robes, who appeared to be at least seventy years old. Yet his skin was as white as jade and he exuded a transcendent aura, almost like a celestial being had descended from the heavens. There was nothing eerie or terrifying about him, but for some reason, he found himself among the ghost cultivators' market.

Not just Lin Xuan, but most of the other cultivators around also showed surprise on their faces. However, as soon as they detected his presence with their spiritual senses, they quickly lowered their heads and hurriedly left.

Advanced Core Formation!

This person was actually a great cultivator.

Such an existence, aside from those aloof Separation Period elders who didn't concern themselves with worldly affairs, were already at the pinnacle of human existence. Many of them had strange temperaments, so no one dared to say anything; otherwise, they might end up in trouble. Lin Xuan also turned his gaze away, maintaining a calm expression on his face, but his heart began to beat faster.

"Master, what's wrong?" Little Eyebrow's curious voice entered his ears. While others might find a great cultivator impressive, Master shouldn't care much about it. "Moon, do you think this person looks familiar?"

"Ah?" Moon was taken aback and frowned as she tried to recall. Her pretty face showed confusion: "No way, I have no impression of him at all. We haven't met before, Master, are you mistaken?"

"I'm not talking about his appearance but the aura and cultivation power. It feels very familiar; we must have crossed paths before," Lin Xuan slowly spoke.

"Master, the opponent is an advanced Core Formation cultivator. Such a formidable foe, even if we've fought before, it should leave a deep impression on us. But I really can't remember anything about this," Moon said with a strange expression.

While Lin Xuan and his servant were quietly discussing using their spiritual senses, the elderly man's gaze swept around as well. When he saw Lin Xuan, his pupils constricted slightly, but he also showed signs of confusion. It felt familiar, but how could it be a ghost cultivator? And his appearance was different; this couldn't be that person.

"I know who this is, Moon," Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he searched through his memory and finally found a clue.

"Really, Master, you remember him?"

"Yes. Can you recall the impostor pretending to be my master?" Lin Xuan said slowly.

"The one who impersonated Tong Yu, framing Lingyao Mountain for false charges. You mean that second spirit essence… Moon sniffed Little Yao's nose after being reminded by Lin Xuan: "It does have a resemblance. So, that puppet was controlled by this guy? Wait, Corpse Qi. Master, he’s not a human cultivator but a living corpse."

"Living corpse?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and his expression changed dramatically: "No way, Moon, I didn't sense it."

"I'm not sure, but perhaps due to my heightened sensitivity to阴司monsters, this guy is definitely a living corpse. I won’t be mistaken, Master, you need to be careful," Moon firmly said.

If it were the old Moon from before, her warning might not have been taken seriously; she was just a Core Formation ghost cultivator after all, and couldn't possibly possess such powers. But now, with his knowledge of her past, he knew that she occasionally had scattered memories and could regain some abilities. A living corpse—indeed, he needed to be cautious.

The term sounded terrifying, but it simply referred to a spirit-awakened zombie in another name. In the cultivation world, zombies could awaken spirits through two main methods: natural awakening or being awakened by cultivators.

Natural awakening was extremely strict and beneficial for the zombie itself; once reaching a certain level of cultivation, it would gain spiritual intelligence, similar to how beasts enter their transformed forms but easier. A Core Formation zombie would possess rudimentary spiritual awareness, and after entering the Condensation Core stage, its intelligence would be comparable to humans.

Such zombies were called living corpses, with complete self-awareness, unlike those controlled by cultivators that resembled puppets.

However, while terrifying, living corpses were rare due to the strict conditions for natural awakening. Even if they appeared, they often fell victim to cultivation sects or ghost cultivators who would erase their spiritual consciousness and use them as puppet minions. For instance, Lin Xuan's storage bag contained a magic corpse.

To ordinary people, living corpses were terrifying, but in the eyes of ghost dao cultivators, they were like delicacies; erasing their spiritual consciousness made them useful without the time and effort required to cultivate one’s own zombie.

Some ghost dao cultivators even went so far as to establish lairs in graveyards with heavy阴气to wait for living corpses to appear. In such cases, few living corpses managed to survive, let alone reach the Core Formation stage.

The guy before him was a great cultivator, and due to his natural abilities, he was not only incredibly strong but also extremely hard to harm. He wasn't even afraid of ordinary magical treasures.

Fortunately, it seemed that the old man hadn’t recognized him yet.

Otherwise, despite his lack of fear, dealing with such a formidable opponent would be troublesome.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and tried to appear more calm and composed. He wanted to slip away, but at that moment, something he didn't want to see happened. The old man's voice reached his ears: "Friend ahead, please stop. I have something to say."

"Damnit, did I really get exposed? How is it possible?" Lin Xuan was both angry and surprised, but he stopped in his tracks as his mind raced for a way out.

Even if the opponent knew he had killed his second spirit essence, they wouldn't think that he was Lin Xuan from the execution order. The immediate priority was to deal with this guy decisively without drawing attention from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Otherwise, while a great cultivator wasn’t something to be feared, exposing himself would mean facing the wrath of bald monks and making escape difficult.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan stopped walking, but what happened next was beyond his expectations. The old man's figure flashed as he approached, showing no intention of stopping; instead, he moved past him quickly.

Lin Xuan was taken aback: "Misunderstanding? Did you call me?"

Curious, he raised his head to look up.

A very familiar "pretty face" appeared in front of his eyes.

"Who is this…" Despite Lin Xuan's composure, he almost couldn't suppress a gasp. The person before him was someone he had met only a few times, but Lin Xuan knew him too well; among the peers, this was the only one who intimidated him—Field Sword, Little Field Sword, and Tian Xiaojian. He… how could he be dressed in women's clothes.

Lin Xuan blinked hard to make sure his eyes weren't deceiving him. Even if it turned into ashes, he would recognize her; indeed, it was Tian Xiaojian.
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Pang Pang was a bit surprised, but since he had reached this point, naturally, he wasn't in a hurry to leave. He would just observe and see what happened.

"Friend, please drink this spirit tea; its taste is quite good. I noticed you haven’t touched it, so perhaps you are afraid that our store might poison the customers."

"I jest, friend,"

Even if doing such things was incredibly foolish in Xuan Yuan City, and even if there were poisons, Pang Pang wasn't particularly concerned about them. He picked up the tea and took a sip. A chill entered his abdomen; indeed, this spirit tea suited ghost cultivators.

Not long after, only half an incense stick later, a maidservant arrived in the hall. She carried a tray with many things on it, but they were covered by a red cloth, making them seem mysterious.

With his divine sense, Pang Pang could easily discern what was inside, but since the other party wanted to introduce everything anyway, he didn't bother asking about it.

The maidservant moved gracefully and knelt before the two of them. She raised the tray high above her head.

"Brother Lin, please look at this; these are the small gifts I prepared for you. They should dispel your doubts," said Luo Tiancheng as he stretched out his hand to remove the red cloth.

The items inside the tray came into view.

The most noticeable was a white jade tube. The rest were miscellaneous herbs. Pang Pang roughly counted them and found there were over twenty kinds. While they weren't exceptionally rare, their price wasn't cheap either; these items were worth about fifty thousand crystals.

"What is your intention, Brother Luo? I am an Incarnation Stage cultivator and don’t lack this amount of crystals. Do you think that I would agree to your terms just because you offered me such things?" Pang Pang frowned slightly as he spoke.

"Friend, there’s no need for you to misunderstand. How could I have such thoughts? Just take a look at the jade tube; it will explain my intentions," Luo Tiancheng said hurriedly and with a bitter smile.

"Is that so?"

Pang Pang's gaze sharpened. Without any action from him, the jade tube flew out automatically. He then sank his divine sense into it.

The words appeared in his mind like a row of characters.

This was actually a group of elixir formulas.

However, they were different from ordinary ones.

After being refined, these elixirs weren’t meant to be consumed; instead, they were used for bathing.

Bathing!

These elixirs would be mixed and refined into something called "Xuan Yin Ming Liquid." Although condensation-stage ghosts didn't have a body, they could bathe in Xuan Yin Ming Liquid. When heated during the bath, the medicinal power could directly enter their essence soul.

In other words, the effects were similar to consuming elixirs.

After retracting his divine sense, Pang Pang couldn’t help but show a hint of joy on his face. With his keen eyes and experience, he naturally understood that this method was feasible.

"Is that so? Now you should be able to believe what I said," Luo Tiancheng stroked his beard with satisfaction.

"Yes, Xuan Yin Ming Liquid is indeed very useful, but it isn’t enough for my ghost pet to condense her essence," Pang Pang said slowly.

"Of course, wanting to condense one’s essence isn't easy. Not only does the ghost pet need exceptionalqualifications and be at the Condensation Stage, but the required ingredients are far beyond Xuan Yin Ming Liquid," Luo Tiancheng paused deliberately, observing Pang Pang's reaction before continuing: "The specific items needed, we have them in our store. However, as I said earlier, unless you agree to assist me, this item isn't for sale."

"Oh, so Brother Luo is trying to extort me?"

"Brother Lin, don’t take it seriously; I don’t want to offend you or extort anything from you. We are doing business here, and both parties need to agree. There’s no such thing as forcing a deal. Besides, the item isn't in this store either, so there's no point in thinking about other ways. If you assist me in retrieving it, we will give it away for free. Rest assured, Brother, I guarantee that during the process of obtaining the treasure, neither you nor your ghost pet will suffer any harm."

"Then Brother Luo thinks I have no choice but to agree," Pang Pang remained silent for a moment before his tone softened.

Luo Tiancheng couldn’t help showing an expression of great joy: "Haha, this is indeed the best choice. We both have our own needs in this matter; cooperation benefits us both. There’s nothing to hesitate about. However, before that, I need to see your ghost pet and ensure it meets my requirements."

"Alright,"

Since he had already made a decision, Pang Pang naturally didn’t refuse. He stood up, pretending to chant some words while making hand gestures he couldn't understand himself. Then, pointing forward: "Quickly."

Suddenly, the air was filled with cold winds mixed with chilling screams. Amidst the thick fog ofyin energy, a female ghost slowly appeared.

She had messy hair, hooked fingers, and an enormous blood-filled mouth. She looked terrifying but also somewhat like a madwoman. Moonlight could also use the Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique, and at her level, it was enough to deceive Incarnation Stage cultivators; of course, there were still limitations on its effectiveness.

Pang Pang's lips twitched slightly. This girl had changed her appearance significantly, but she didn’t show her true form. Why did she make such a terrifying appearance? He was even startled by his own reaction.
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, Second Pass's petite girl had undergone a significant transformation in appearance. However, her cultivation did not decrease at all. Luo Zhaogui released his divine consciousness and swept the area with it, revealing an excited expression on his face as he said happily, "Very good. Very good. At the peak of the Condensation Core stage, just right for our needs. With your assistance this time, we are sure to succeed in obtaining the treasures. Rest assured, I will honor my promise and fulfill all my commitments after this."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. He then lightly brushed his sleeves, sending a spell flying out. The area around it was like ice melting away as the moon returned to its place within his sleeve.

Both parties took what they needed, despite having other intentions, but on the surface, they were both pleased and resumed their smiles as they sat down again.

"Brother Lin, do you still have any items for sale at this establishment? As a valued guest of mine, I will certainly try my best to meet your needs. The prices will be heavily discounted," Luo Tiancheng said with great generosity.

With his deep understanding, Lin Xuan knew the true purpose behind Luo's attempts to please him, but he was not going to turn down such an offer when it was presented.

"Haha, you are indeed generous. I shall accept your kind offer. I do need a few more materials," Lin Xuan said as he took out a jade cylinder.

This transaction coincided with the Heavenly Cloud Trade Fair, where rare treasures were gathered. Lin Xuan had planned to visit all the markets in the city and even participate in underground auctions, but now it seemed like an unexpected windfall.

He would take what he needed, no matter how much there was. This visit to the Blood Vampire Market proved to be highly rewarding.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan left the market area. His storage bag contained not only the formula for Yin Ming Liquid but also enough ingredients to brew five batches of High-Quality Heart-Birth Pills. With 500 pills and a further refinement in Blue Starlight Sea, these would sustain the petite girl's cultivation for several years.

Luo Tiancheng said that they did not need to rush with the treasure hunt; he needed more preparations and planned to contact Lin Xuan three months later.

Three months was neither too long nor too short. The Heavenly Cloud Trade Fair happened once every three hundred years, so it would take more than a few days to complete all transactions. At this point, only half of the fair had passed, making it the busiest time with the most people around.

"Master, don't you think there's something fishy about Luo Tiancheng?" The petite girl's voice echoed in his ears, indicating her growing intellect.

"Hmm, he is overeager and keeps assuring us that everything is safe. I believe he is using us as cannon fodder," Lin Xuan said with a hand to his forehead.

"Oh, what should we do then?" The petite girl sounded alarmed.

"Don't be silly, what are you afraid of? He wants to use me; why shouldn't we use him too? In two hundred years, I've never lost in any cooperation," Lin Xuan said with a sly smile.

"That's true. Those who humiliate others will eventually face humiliation themselves. This Luo must have bitten off more than he can chew trying to scheme against my master," the petite girl said, patting her chest. However, she soon looked worried again: "But Master, I still have one doubt. Did that guy really have the means to help me form a core? If he was planning to use us from the start, then"

"Maybe, but I can't guarantee it," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully. "However, with his possession of Yin Ming Liquid, he might not be lying. Of course, we shouldn't rely solely on him and should look for other clues. If all else fails, we'll have to take a chance and cooperate with him."

The master and servant continued their conversation as they walked away.

Meanwhile, several miles away, in the depths of an unremarkable mountain, a hidden cave.

Luo Family's patriarch sat cross-legged; his plot had already begun. Several disciples had infiltrated the city, but he was still hiding to avoid alerting the Seven Factions.

"Zicong, how are your plans progressing? Have they been successful?" Luo Family's patriarch asked with a clear voice.

"They have proceeded as instructed, without any errors, and the Seven Factions show no signs of unusual activity," said a man in white robes, about forty years old, an advanced Core Formation cultivator, slightly weaker than the patriarch.

"What do you mean by that?" Luo Tiande opened his eyes. He had prepared this plan for a century, risking all of Luo Family's elite forces; failure would be catastrophic.

"The execution of the plan has been flawless," the man said, "but as instructed, nine female ghosts are needed for the ritual, and they must have reached the peak of the Condensation Core stage."

"Why, after so much time, haven't you gathered them yet?" Luo Tiande's face showed a hint of cruelty. A terrifying spiritual pressure rose up. The white-robed man, also an advanced Core Formation cultivator, appeared very weak before the Separation and Union expert. He took several steps back in fear as he knelt down: "Grandfather, it is not due to my incompetence. The number of spirits in Yunzhou is limited, and the requirements are too stringent. Only those at the peak of the Condensation Core stage will do. It's impossible to find any lower or higher. I have instructed subordinates to search thoroughly, but we only found eight."

"Rubbish! I don't want your excuses. The success of this plan is crucial for our family's future. Fortunately, one more is missing. Regardless of the methods you use, three months from now, you must bring it together," Luo Tiande said without further explanation.

The white-robed man shivered in fear at his stern tone. Before he could agree, a fiery light shot into the cave.

It was a transmission talisman!

And it had been encrypted.

Encryption meant that there were special restrictions on the transmission talisman; if it fell into the wrong hands, it would automatically turn to ashes.

Such encryption required unique techniques and materials, making them far more expensive than ordinary transmission talismans.

Luo Family's patriarch's eyes glinted as he picked up the talisman. After a divine scan, Luo Tiande was delighted and laughed loudly: "After searching for so long, it turns out that we found what we needed without much effort. It seems fate is aiding us. Zicong, you don't need to find the last female ghost spirit; I have leads from Tiancheng."

"Grandfather, really?" The white-robed man was stunned and overjoyed.

"Yes, but you must speed up with your other plans. No more mistakes," Luo Tiande's eyes shone with determination.

"I understand, Grandfather. This matters to our family's fate; I will not slack off," the white-robed man said as he bowed deeply.

"Good. Work hard and do well. Once things are completed, we won't have to hide like a rat in the street anymore. At that time, those who contribute will be rewarded. My lifespan is limited, but Zicong, you will become the new patriarch of our family."

"What are you saying, Grandfather? With your Separation and Union stage cultivation, another four or five hundred years should not be an issue," the white-robed man said, his face changing dramatically.

"Haha, with a 2000-year lifespan at the Separation and Union stage, that wasn't wrong. Without this plot, I could have lived even longer, but for our family's future"

"What are you talking about, Grandfather?" The other elders also looked uneasy. Although Luo Family had recovered some strength after a period of rest, it still lagged behind the Seven Factions. Even if one faction acted alone, their power would surpass that of Luo Family. In such circumstances, the patriarch was their pillar; they were shocked to hear him speak like this.
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In the grand hall. Lin Xuan was unaware of what was happening at this moment. He was casually strolling around Xianlai Continent, where there were thousands upon thousands of shops and stalls. From this alone, one could see how vast the city's area must be.

Lin Xuan was amazed by the ancient cultivators' abilities. Building such a massive city in present-day Yunzhou would not have been easy. However, what surprised him was that the city was heavily drenched with阴气 (yin qi). The architectural style and the prohibitions inscribed on them seemed to be closely linked to阴司鬼物 (yinshi ghostly creatures).

Lin Xuan wondered what secrets lay within this place but had many things he needed to handle. He did not have the time or energy to get involved in such matters.

After about a stick of incense, Lin Xuan arrived at another market entrance. After paying the entry fee with crystal stones, he stepped into the market.

Several hours later, as Lin Xuan emerged from the market, his face showed a hint of a bitter smile. Unlike his previous good luck, this time, he had wasted his efforts and did not acquire anything useful.

However, Lin Xuan was not discouraged; there were still plenty of opportunities.

He called for a carriage and flew to another market.

Time passed quickly. As the sun set behind the hills, the stars began to twinkle in the sky over Xianlai City. Cultivators had extraordinary stamina, so most shops remained open at night as well.

"Young Master, do we continue our tour?" Mo'er's voice reached his ears. Despite a long day, they had made considerable progress. However, their goal was far from achieved.

Lin Xuan did not need much persuasion. "No, I prefer solitude. Arrange for me a secluded pavilion."

The official in charge of law enforcement, who was about mid-stage condensation realm, looked surprised. Such an event attracted many veteran cultivators to gather and make friends, even those without a sect. This request seemed out of the ordinary.

"Is there something wrong with my conditions?" Lin Xuan's expression turned cold.

"No, no, Young Master, please do not misunderstand. I will arrange it immediately," the official hurriedly said, his face turning pale.

Lin Xuan nodded and then softened his expression. The official quickly arranged everything in a short while, completing all formalities within a cup of tea.

The price was steep; staying in such a pavilion for one day cost a hundred crystal stones. But with Lin Xuan's wealth, he did not mind.

"Little Qing, lead this senior to the pavilion," the official instructed his attendant. Then, turning to Lin Xuan, he added, "Any requests, just tell her, and she will obey your orders."

Lin Xuan nodded without comment, his expression unchanged.

Little Qing was a pretty girl but only at mid-stage灵动 (duling) realm with poor资质 (zhiqi). Her attire indicated that she belonged to some minor sect. In the competitive world of cultivation, such people were often overlooked and even used as cannon fodder. From a certain perspective, they might not be much better than common cultivators.

Recalling his past experiences, Lin Xuan sighed but was more lenient towards Little Qing compared to the official: "Lead the way."

"Understood!"

Little Qing nodded and quickly bowed.

A quarter of an hour passed, yet they had not reached their chosen residence. Instead of anger, Lin Xuan felt satisfied; the further away, the better for him.

Actually, Bai Xuan Pavilion had its own accommodations within the market district, though their strength was negligible as they were invited guests. However, Lin Xuan did not intend to interact much with them. While Muyu's mask was excellent and no one could identify him so far, it did not mean he would remain undiscovered.

If his identity were exposed, he might escape alone, but involving Bai Xuan Pavilion would endanger Ying'er and others. Lin Xuan always considered every detail carefully.

As they walked, Lin Xuan pondered. Little Qing led the way while Lin Xuan lagged slightly behind. No other cultivators were nearby.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he stepped forward, grabbing Little Qing in a tight embrace. Startled, her body stiffened. Such a beautiful woman with such low cultivation was meant to serve veteran cultivators and had no choice but to submit to their will.

The disparity between them was too great; even if she were used as a鼎炉 (dinglu), it would be beneficial. She was willing, but why did he rush?

"Stay still!"

Lin Xuan's voice entered her mind. Little Qing froze, realizing that Lin Xuan merely held her tightly without any improper intentions.

Little Qing was surprised but not stupid. She relaxed and leaned against Lin Xuan.

A dozen paces away, a young woman emerged from the pavilion, about seventeen or eighteen years old. Though not an absolute beauty, she was charming.

Despite being younger than Little Qing, this girl had reached mid-stage veteran cultivator realm!

However, that alone did not concern Lin Xuan; the problem was that she was no ordinary human cultivator but a princess of the Spirit Realm with two souls: New Moon Fairy!

Although Muyu had said that the mask was extraordinary and could only be recognized by an old monster in the separation stage, logically, at mid-stage New Moon's realm should not pose much danger. However, Lin Xuan did not take any risks; her realm was on par with his, and Spirit Realm secrets were beyond his comprehension. If she recognized him here...

Lin Xuan shuddered to think of the consequences.

Their last encounter had been a lucky break for Lin Xuan. New Moon would not make the same mistake again.

Of course, he did not fear her; after all, he had successfully condensed and could use the Heavenly Through Treasure. In these days, New Moon's strength must have increased significantly compared to when she was just absorbing spirit energy.

In a real fight, it was hard to say who would win. However, the bounty from the Ten Thousand Sects made him a desirable target.

Lin Xuan did not want to take any risks!

"Young Master, are you sure that girl is New Moon?" Mo'er noticed something amiss and decided to ask for reassurance without showing jealousy.

"Of course."

Lin Xuan said in his mind. The situation with the New Moon Fairy was unique; she had two souls within her body.

As a wandering immortal's daughter, New Moon was spoiled and unreasonable. If he did not dismember her after their meeting, she would never rest.

The other soul, Huao Lan, grew up on the human world. While she shared the same identity as New Moon in essence, due to her unique realm, Huao Lan was kind and gentle, grateful towards him, even calling him 'big brother.'

If it were Huao Lan, he would not be afraid.

However, Lin Xuan was certain that at this moment, it was definitely New Moon's soul dominating. The two souls had different personalities and thus different demeanors.

They met unexpectedly on the road; there was no time to avoid them. So, Lin Xuan pretended to be a lecherous man, hoping to bluff his way through.

His choice proved correct. New Moon's gaze flickered as she recognized him. She looked at the woman he held and showed disgust.

She did not care about this lecher; she could not imagine that he was the one who had caused her so much trouble.

Frowning slightly, she vanished into the night using lightness techniques.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief, setting Little Qing down.

What a close call!

He never expected New Moon to come here either.

"Young Master, this girl's soul is dominant. How about Huao Lan?" Mo'er's worried voice reached his ears.

"Don't worry; Huao Lan said that she and New Moon are just different in personality. The two souls are one entity. She must be awake now but cannot control her body," Lin Xuan reassured her.
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"Oh! Mei'er nodded, which made her feel more at ease. After walking for another quarter hour, Lin Xuan finally saw a pavilion. The structure was ancient and built from bamboo."

"Of course, unlike the common green bamboo, this sword bamboo was much harder than steel. Better quality ones could even be used to refine treasures. Outside the pavilion, there was a layer of light screen that was quite thick but would prevent most prying eyes," Xiao Qing spread her hands, and an jade token slid down from her sleeve.

"Raise your left hand slightly; a green light will emit from it. Then the light screen will flicker, revealing a passage about a yard wide." With these words, Lin Xuan entered the pavilion with Xiao Qing following behind him. "Senior, are you satisfied?"

The girl's expression was respectful as she asked. "Not bad."

Lin Xuan nodded. The place was secluded and the structure of the pavilion was also excellent; it would be an ideal resting spot.

"By the way, do you have any further instructions?" Xiao Qing blushed slightly but bravely puffed out her chest.

Life is about fighting for what one desires. She never thought she'd catch the eye of a Core Formation Immortal, but even if she had to serve as a cauldron, there were still many benefits. At least, base foundation cultivation wouldn't be an issue.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't a lecher. He sighed and raised his hand, sending out a beam of light. The girl's face showed shock before she fainted with a thud.

"Master, are you really going to..."

"Hush, I'm not that kind of person," Lin Xuan said irritably.

"Haha, my lady is just joking. I know; you're planning on erasing her memories."

"Exactly."

Lin Xuan sighed at the unconscious girl and decided he could give her some crystals as compensation later. He then cast a spell to erase her memories with his hands crossed in a seal.

After making sure everything was ready, Lin Xuan placed the girl on a bed in one of the guest rooms before leaving the pavilion and looking at the light screen ahead. With a wave of his sleeve, several array flags flew out.

"Pain!"

With a single finger from Lin Xuan, the array flags turned into shadows and evenly spread around the pavilion. Lin Xuan nodded contentedly; although it was unlikely that the main committee in Xuan Yuan City would tamper with this, using his own array flags was better. He then flashed to the second floor of the pavilion.

There were training rooms here, bright and spacious. Although it was nighttime, a small pearl the size of a fist hung in the center of the room, emitting soft light. "Master, what are you planning?" Mei'er's voice echoed.

"Didn't I just tell you to prepare bathwater for me?"

"Bathwater? Oh, Xuan Yin Ming Liquid," Mei'er said, covering her mouth as she laughed softly.

"I'll go to sleep first; training requires rest and recovery. Master, please call me when it's time." With that, Mei'er yawned and lay down on the bed. "This girl!"

Lin Xuan was at a loss for words. In the past, Mei'er would have stayed with him, but since their heartfelt confession of love, although they acted as usual, there seemed to be some changes.

She had gone to sleep while he prepared her bathwater.

Lin Xuan scratched his head and looked troubled. He didn't know that Mei'er was not asleep; she opened one eye and peeked out, then pouted unhappily: "Master is such a blockhead. I wanted you to comfort me. When refining the Xuan Yin Ming Liquid, I hoped you would stay by my side. Stupid, don't you understand?"

Girls always love sweet words, and Mei'er was no exception.

Lin Xuan didn't think much of it and sat cross-legged on a mat, beginning to rest and recover his strength. He had not engaged in any physical combat during the day, so his energy was sufficient. A few minutes later, he had fully recovered.

He then waved his sleeve and an ancient-looking cauldron flew out. It was adorned with carvings of dragons, indicating its high quality; it must be the Purple Dragon Cauldron.

Lin Xuan sighed as he looked at the precious item in front of him. He had received this cauldron from Qinxin to treat Taixiang True Man, but now his beloved was in danger. From tomorrow on, he would need to think about how to detoxify her. Although it wouldn't be dangerous for a year, being poisoned by the Heavenly Spider Parasite could be extremely painful.

He shook his head and waved his sleeve again, summoning a tray filled with various medicinal ingredients needed for refining Xuan Yin Ming Liquid. The method of refining this liquid was quite different from ordinary pills; one solid, the other liquid. Lin Xuan flipped his wrist to reveal an jade tube, sinking his spirit into it.

Inside the jade tube were detailed instructions on the formula and process for refining Xuan Yin Ming Liquid. Lin Xuan read each word carefully, ensuring no mistakes would be made. He had little natural talent in alchemy but could use the Blue Star Sea's purification if he failed.

Over these two hundred years, he had refined countless elixirs, and practice makes perfect. His alchemical skills were far beyond those of ordinary alchemists.

The process for refining Xuan Yin Ming Liquid was relatively simple; it was not much harder than refining base foundation cultivation pills.

Relieved, Lin Xuan continued his work. He needed water, but he had forgotten to get some. It wasn't his fault since he hadn't used water when refining other elixirs from the Spirit Formation stage to Core Formation stage. The ingredients usually contained enough moisture for general use. But now, he was preparing a liquid; how could there be no water?

Just as Lin Xuan was about to retrieve it, he noticed something. Mei'er seemed to be sleeping, but her eyes were moving beneath her eyelids. Could she...

Although Lin Xuan still had some woodenness in his heart, after Mei'er's confession, he was much better than before.

"Mei'er, I forgot the water. Can you go get it for me?" "Sure!"

The girl opened her eyes and said: "Master, I'll fetch it right away."

For Mei'er, being able to do something with Lin Xuan meant happiness. Seeing her figure disappear, Lin Xuan smiled, then appeared calm.

In this chaotic world of the mortal realm, in this heartless cultivation world, she was his harbor. With Mei'er by his side, he felt good!

Soon, Mei'er returned with water. She secretly glanced at the young man beside her before flying back to her sleeve. Lin Xuan's voice came: "Mei'er, stay here and accompany me."

"Okay."

At first, Mei'er was surprised but then nodded vigorously, snuggling up to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan looked at the girl in his arms; as she had no body, their closeness did not affect his alchemy. He added water to the cauldron and opened his mouth, emitting a baby fire.

With a whoosh, the fire enveloped the cauldron. Under the light, Mei'er appeared more beautiful and adorable. Lin Xuan focused on refining the Xuan Yin Ming Liquid.
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With his alchemy skills, the process was not difficult. About half an hour later, a faint fragrance drifted into Lin Xuan's nose.

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up with joy as he waved his sleeves and a cold gust of wind shot out. With a whoosh, it enveloped the cauldron, extinguishing the infant fire within.

The cauldron slowly floated to a stop in front of him at three feet away. The lid was opened, revealing a clear, transparent liquid that had a slight blue tinge, resembling beautiful seawater.

Lin Xuan picked up an jade cylinder beside him and sank his spirit into it. After a moment, he raised his head with a satisfied expression on his face.

The object before him matched the description in every detail—color, form, and scent. It was indeed the perfect Yin Bright Liquid.

"Little Moon, when you take your bath later, add this to some clear water and heat it with alchemical fire. Let the steam envelop your body and see how it works. Tell me about it afterward."

"F***."

Little Moon nodded. This was her first time bathing without a physical body, and she found it quite amusing.

Lin Xuan retreated to another room nearby. He sat cross-legged on a mat, running his spirit energy through twelve cycles of the heavenly cycle. However, for some reason, he felt distracted, especially as faint sounds of water reached his ears. The little girl was still humming a song, and Lin Xuan almost couldn't resist sending out his consciousness...

Fortunately, his willpower far surpassed that of most cultivators in his rank, and he managed to refrain from doing anything inappropriate. In fact, this test was akin to refining the heart, if not more so.

After some idle chatter, Lin Xuan's heartbeat finally calmed down as Little Moon transformed into a beam of white light and returned to him. He left the pavilion and continued his leisurely stroll through the market, acquiring useful heavenly treasures and earthly gems.

Time passed quickly, and nine days had already elapsed. Lin Xuan's footsteps covered every corner of the City of Xuanyuan. The Sky Cloud Trading Fair indeed lived up to its reputation; although he didn't acquire everything he wanted, his收获还是令人满意的。

然而，林轩的眉头依旧紧锁。一是天蛛蛊毒，尽管他跑遍了无数店铺，仍未找到破解的方法。琴心在远处苦苦守候，自己却毫无进展。

每当想到这里，林轩就感到焦急如焚。

该怎么办呢？

“少爷，要不我们去找一个万佛宗的和尚试试。”

小月的声音传入他的耳中。这句话本无错，想要解铃还须系铃人，但实际操作起来却有难度。

万佛宗源自上古时期，门内功法数不胜数，并非人人都修炼有毒功。随便抓一个和尚，肯定找不到解毒之策，甚至可能打草惊蛇。

轩辕城高手如云，说不定还有离合期的老怪物。尽管林轩自信神通不凡，也不敢轻易冒险。

至少现在还没到那个地步，琴心虽然会受些苦楚，但性命没有大碍。自己不用操之过急，慢慢总会想到解决的办法。

心中如此安慰自己，林轩深吸了一口气，平复了有些浮躁的心情。

除了蛊毒，另一让林轩担忧的是魔婴身上的隐患。不能升级会导致体内阴阳灵力的不稳。

好在通过搜魂血魔，林轩已经找到了解决的方法。只需服用转婴丹，化开药力后，再用特殊阵法重新祭炼魔婴。

这个过程需要九九八十一天，随后就可以消除隐患，让魔婴变成真正的第二无婴的存在……

这九天来，林轩已收集了几乎所有的转婴丹原料，不多不少，就差一味夏孤草。

夏孤草听起来没什么特别之处，但在人界几乎绝迹。不仅能够炼制转婴丹，甚至对离合期的老怪物也有很大用途，可见其珍稀程度。

普通店铺自然是想也别想的。自己寻找的话，不知道要花费多少工夫。林轩没有时间慢慢搜寻荒山大泽，唯一有希望的地方就是即将召开的大拍卖会了。

众所周知，拍卖会属于秘市交易，里面物品的珍贵程度远非明面上的店铺可比。

天云交易会高手云集，各方势力带来了无数异宝，在这里，虽然不是什么东西都能找到，但一些逆天的珍稀之物也是有可能出现的。

在交易会开幕后的第九天，第一次拍卖会在万众期待中如期举行。当然，并不是任何人都可以进入，否则会场也装不下。

门票自然不便宜，高达五万晶石。

如果用来购买材料，几乎可以炼制出一件品质稍次的法宝。

修为也有要求，元婴中期。

换句话说，元婴初期的老怪物以及刚刚化形的妖族都被挡在门外了。

林轩不由暗暗咂舌。要知道，即便云州是修真圣地，元婴修士的比例也非常低，其中绝大部分被禁锢在初期。

而妖族那边的情况也是一样。

如果是普通的秘市交易，就算规模较大的那种，有两三名元婴老怪参加已颇为不错，这里却将初期的老怪全部挡驾了。

天云交易会果然不愧是三百年的盛举。没有亲眼目睹，很难想象它的繁荣程度。

不过感慨归感慨，作为中期修仙者，林轩自然有资格参加。此刻他手里拿着一个碧绿色的玉筒，根据里面的路线指引，叫来一辆兽车，向轩辕城中心驶去。

很快，一座城市映入眼帘。

这是一座城中城，让林轩想起了幽州的墨月族。当然，规模不能相提并论。

眼前的这座城市同样大得离谱，城墙足有百里左右。如果放在外面，它也是一座巨城，但仅占据了轩辕中心的一小部分。

人比人，气死人，这城市一比，面积也不可同日而语。

尤其引人注目的是，在城门口的执法使共有十余人之多，其中领头的是两名化形中期的妖族和一名无婴中期的修仙者。

这种等级的存在放在其他地方，可以说是霸主，如今却大材小用，派来维持秩序，守门之用。

从另一个侧面也反映出拍卖会的重要性。当然，这并非故意炫耀，而是不得不这么做。入场条件是五万晶石和元婴中期修为，但不少初期的老怪物也想参加这次盛事。

如果执法使修为低了，修仙界的弱肉强食，恐怕立马就会出乱子。

其实两名中期的存在想要控制场面多少都有些勉为其难。

林轩来到城门口时，就看见那里围了一圈修仙者，粗略一数，足有近三十人之多，全部是元婴级（化形期）的老怪物。

“同样是元婴期，为什么我就不能进去？门票五万一张不是吗？少爷我愿出三倍的晶石。”

有些嚣张的声音传入耳中。林轩嘴角露出一丝笑意，看来即便是元婴级存在中也不乏纨绔子弟。

这没什么好奇怪的，这种情况虽然不多见，但确实客观存在，比如各大宗门家族的少主之类的人物。

那些家伙可能本身天资不高，又有大量的修仙资源可以调用，从筑基到结婴一直都在门派中待着，除了修炼几乎没吃过苦，更不用说出去冒险了。

这样的纨绔子弟一般来说比普通人更加嚣张跋扈。毕竟他们本身的修为不弱，个个都是目空一切的。

五万晶石的门票已经贵得离谱，这家伙连眼都不眨就愿意出三倍的价格，果然是败家到极点的人物。

林轩嘴角露出一丝笑容，下了兽车后加快脚步，看热闹也不怕。除了围观的修仙者，那纨绔子弟乘坐一辆华丽的马车，确实是马，只不过比世俗的多了一对雪白的羽翼，看上去漂亮无比。

那纨绔子弟大约二十岁左右，不知道是修炼功法有驻颜效果还是服食了别的灵丹妙药。
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However, what caught everyone's attention were the two powerful figures beside him—twin elders with white hair and identical appearances. The difference lay in their attire: one wore a black robe while the other’s robes resembled snow.

With two mid-stage elders guarding them on either side, it was no wonder they dared to be so arrogant!

It didn't need saying that this young man's identity was of utmost importance; he must have a powerful sect or family backing him. The early-stage elder monsters watching from the sidelines all showed signs of excitement. Normally, they were looked up to wherever they went, but now they couldn’t even enter a small auction house. Their disappointment was palpable.

Though unwilling, these wise and cunning elders knew that the Elder Council in Xuan Yuan City wasn't easily provoked; it was jointly managed by seven major sects and prominent妖族forces.

They could only vent their frustrations inwardly. Now, if someone stepped up to help them, they would be overjoyed. If this spoiled young man truly disrupted the rules, then perhaps he offered an opportunity for them as well.

As time passed, more early-stage elder monsters rushed to the scene, whether human or妖族, all showing signs of excitement. Seeing so many people supporting him, the spoiled young man named Zhang Xu became even more smug: "I am Zhang Xu, the Young Master of the Ten Thousand Spirits Sect in Qingzhou. If you want to let me in, I'll pay triple the crystal stones."

To everyone's surprise, facing such a crowd of powerful cultivators, the enforcers still maintained their composure. The two leading elders even shouted in unison: "What did you say?"

Zhang Xu was both shocked and angry. The Ten Thousand Spirits Sect was a formidable force in Qingzhou; they usually treated mid-stage元婴cultivators with respect.

In his fury, he acted without thinking, the arrogance of a spoiled young man flaring up as he waved his sleeve, sending out a blue immortal sword which slashed forward. "Young Master!" His guards were horrified and too late to stop him.

The妖族enforcer's eyes narrowed, a cruel killing intent flashing in them. He was a golden蛟, one of the toughest. Without dodging, he charged right at it.

Raising his arm, there was a sharp clang as golden light intertwined with blue. The sword was deflected by his left arm, and his right hand swiftly extended, easily piercing through the opponent's abdomen. "Young Master!"

The two guards from the Ten Thousand Spirits Sect were shocked, but their faces turned even more pale when the golden蛟 pulled out its claws, revealing an imprisoned元婴 inside. "Return our Young Master to us."

They hesitated, unwilling to risk it but also too scared to intervene. The other elder monsters collectively froze in shock; they had never expected such a swift and decisive action.

"Ten Thousand Spirits Sect—one of the five major sects in Qingzhou. There is an后期元婴cultivator within, likely his father. But what does that matter? In Qingzhou, you can act with impunity, but here, it's worthless. I was born in the Golden蛟Valley," the golden蛟 sneered as he held the captured元婴.

The crowd of onlookers gasped, although they couldn't confirm it, this was one of the妖族holy places. Legend had it that there was a蛟dragon over ten thousand years old within the valley, at the stage of separation from form and essence.

"Indeed, I know you've grown accustomed to your freedom, but you must understand that Xuan Yuan City is not where you can be so arrogant. My name is Gong Sun Ke, currently serving as an Inner Hall Elder in the Heavenly Craft Sect," the human enforcer stood alongside the蛟.

The faces of the onlookers shifted from white to red, and after the initial shock, they began to understand the gravity of the situation. An early-stage元婴 was impressive elsewhere, but here, the leaders were superpowers—former Fairy Yan could single-handedly destroy thousands of cultivators. In others' eyes, they were mere ants.

While an auction might offer good things, it wasn't worth risking their lives for. The enforcers understood the need to deter others, but the situation was in their favor. They dispersed like birds and beasts.

Only two cultivators from the Ten Thousand Spirits Sect remained. The elder in black robes bowed: "Taoist Brother, this is my Young Master's fault. Please return his元婴to us; our sect will be eternally grateful."

The golden蛟 hesitated but didn't want to make enemies. After all, his father was a powerful cultivator.

With a flick of his hand, the元婴 transformed into golden light and returned to the guard’s body. Zhang Xu's physical form inexplicably vanished. However, this spoiled young man showed no anger; only fear.

Lin Xuan stood aside, watching everything unfold. Originally just an interesting spectacle, but now his expression turned grim: "Young Master, what's wrong?"

Moon's curious voice entered his ears. "Moon, we've stepped into a tiger's den."

Lin Xuan sighed and replied in his mind to the little girl’s question. "How so?"

The young girl was puzzled.

"Even the entrance is such a scene of bloodshed; imagine how heavily guarded the venue must be. Only mid-stage元婴cultivators are allowed entry. Such transactions might reveal unimaginable treasures. If my identity is exposed…"

"Moon, that mask can't even be seen through by后期元婴cultivators," Moon smiled.

"Later-stage cultivators can’t see it, but separation-stage elders' consciousnesses can…

"Young Master, you mean separation-stage elders could also participate in such transactions?" Moon's surprised voice echoed.

"I'm not sure, but the situation suggests it’s possible."

"What do we do then? Should we give up?"

"No. Apart from this level of auction, there's no other place to find Xia Gucao. For a转婴pill, even dragon-tiger dens are worth entering," Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination.
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The auction hall was bustling with energy. Everyone's attention was on the stage where a young woman named Snow White stood, gracefully welcoming them.

"Welcome to the Cold Palace Auction Hall. I am Snow White, and it is my honor to host this auction."

Snow White waved her hand, and a small door opened. Several maids stepped out, each carrying a tray covered with red cloths. Lin Xuan's gaze flickered as he sensed that his probing of their minds had been rejected.

He retracted his mind probe, not wanting to draw unnecessary attention. He would wait for Snow White to reveal the items later.

Snow White took the first maid's tray and began her introduction without removing the red cloth. "The first item up for auction is an ancient treasure recently unearthed in Qingxian County of Bingzhou."

"An ancient treasure?" The old monsters around him looked disappointed. For ordinary cultivators, ancient treasures might be rare, but to them, they were not something special.

With their advanced cultivation levels and significant status within their sects or as independent experts, these ancient treasures held little allure for them. Snow White's smile did not change as she continued her introduction. She removed the red cloth, revealing a one-foot-long curved dagger.

"This is the Mother Soul Hook, an ancient treasure unearthed half a year ago in Qingxian County of Bingzhou. It was forged from black iron and other precious materials, making it extremely durable for earth attribute cultivation techniques."

The bidding began immediately. "400,000!" "500,000!"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire the atmosphere. The first item had already created such a heated scene.

Many monsters from the demon realm also participated in the bidding, as they too could benefit greatly from this Mother Soul Hook. In the end, it was sold for 800,000 crystals to an unknown bidder.

Snow White's expression turned satisfied. The second maid stepped forward and revealed another item. "This is a black stone, about the size of a fist."

"This is the Heavenly Black Metal, an excellent material for forging weapons. It weighs over a thousand pounds and has extremely hard texture," Snow White said slowly. "The starting bid is 500,000 crystals."

Many people gasped in surprise. This was their first time hearing about the Heavenly Black Metal. They didn't dare to make random bids.

Silence fell upon the hall as no one dared to bid at such a high price.

"Is there no one who recognizes this item?" Snow White's eyes swept over the crowd, her lips curling into a sneer. "Since no one wants it, I will take 500,000 crystals."

Lin Xuan was surprised; an auctioneer could sell their own items? This seemed a bit excessive.

Several enforcers were present around the hall to maintain order but did not intervene. The silence continued as many old monsters discussed among themselves.

"Who said this item couldn't be sold?" A clear voice suddenly interrupted, "50,000 crystals is too little for such a large piece of Heavenly Black Metal! Snow White, you are truly calculating. I will bid 1 million."

Everyone turned to see a middle-aged cultivator in his forties.

"Ah, it's the headmaster of Tianyuan Sect from Xu Zhou," Snow White said with a hint of resentment, "Your generosity is impressive; your reputation is well-deserved."

The man smiled and nodded. "Ha, Snow White, you flatter me. If I didn't have urgent needs, I wouldn't bid on this Heavenly Black Metal."

Lin Xuan was impressed by the man's wealth. He had always considered himself wealthy but now realized he might be a bit narrow-minded.

As time passed, more valuable items were auctioned off, often causing fierce competition between human and demon cultivators. However, not all auctions were successful; an ancient chest containing the "Red Heaven Scroll" was one such item. The Red Heaven Immortal was well-known among many present as a powerful independent expert who had once defeated the senior elder of the Spirit Manipulation Sect.

Despite its value, it failed to sell due to the high price tag of 3 million crystals. Cultivators at this level would not trade their current cultivation techniques for something new unless absolutely necessary.

The maids rotated through several rounds, each bringing out different items. Some were auctioned by independent experts who brought their own treasures to be sold.

Lin Xuan remained silent, waiting in the corner until he saw an item that could benefit him or his companions.

"An In-Child Period Ghost Emperor Core, starting bid 1 million crystals," Snow White announced.

The bidding began again. "1 million!" "2 million!"

Despite the high price, Lin Xuan knew this was a rare opportunity to obtain such a powerful core and decided to participate in the bidding.

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he watched the competition intensify. He had underestimated his own wealth but now realized it might be insufficient for some of these items.
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Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes, as if he had just woken up from a drowsy state.

Snow White gently brushed her hand, and another red cloth on the tray was lifted. There was only one object underneath: a black round pearl about the size of a dragon's eye.

"Dear fellow cultivators, you must be familiar with the fact that yin ghosts are ethereal beings. However, after advancing to the Spirit婴 stage, they can create new bodies. The ghost emperor before us is an advanced-stage spirit婴 entity. Such existence might not be considered rare in the Netherworld Realm, but here it's extremely precious. Moreover, yin ghosts and spirits have unique abilities, making their extermination no easy task. The inner core of a late-stage ghost emperor is a rare treasure worth one million crystal stones."

Lin Xuan stared at the object on the tray, his eyes flickering with an unusual light.

This unexpected turn of events was not something he had anticipated.

The inner core of a ghost emperor wasn't part of his original objective. It made sense to continue keeping a low profile for now.

However, Lin Xuan couldn't bear to give up. The green flame phoenix armor was just one material short.

Once in a village, always in a village. Although he might eventually find the inner core of a ghost emperor, late-stage ones were definitely out of the question.

The rarer the materials, the greater the power of the resulting treasure armor.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he weighed his options. Before he could decide, another bid was heard: "I'll offer one hundred and five thousand crystal stones." An old man with white hair spoke.

But before he could finish, a loud voice interrupted from beside him: "Haha! I've been searching for the inner core of a late-stage ghost emperor for many years. No one is allowed to snatch it. This item is mine, at one hundred and twenty thousand."

Despite the wealth of cultivators in the Cold Palace, hearing such generous bidding made everyone take a sharp intake of breath.

The old man's tone was extremely arrogant, declaring that no one should dare compete with him for this treasure.

"An advanced-stage spirit婴 cultivator with a ghost face birthmark on his forehead. Could it be Elder Grandmaster Leye Soul Valley?"

"Indeed, it is Old Monster Gong Sun. Who else would dare to act so arrogantly?"

"But there are more than one powerful cultivators here."

"You know nothing. Among the late-stage cultivators, there's a difference in strength. Not only does he belong to the Seven Great Sects' Leye Soul Valley, but his own abilities are formidable. Do you think just any advanced-stage spirit婴 cultivator can match him?"

"Really?!"

"Believe it or not, this old monster has killed more than one late-stage cultivator."

Lin Xuan's brows raised slightly. The matter with Elder Grandmaster Leye Soul Valley was indeed complicated, but he wasn't afraid of Old Monster Gong Sun.

Before he could react, another bid came: "Haha! Brother Gong Sun truly exudes power and might. But this item is also useful for me, Mo Xuesong. Otherwise, I wouldn't have offered it to a fellow cultivator. Now, let's see who can seize the opportunity. Three hundred and twenty-five thousand crystal stones."

After discovering Old Monster Gong Sun's identity, ghost cultivators who had intended to bid on this item retreated due to their lack of financial resources or fear of offending Leye Soul Valley.

Old Monster Gong Sun looked around with a fierce expression: as expected, despite having the same strength, his status and abilities made him stand out. He seemed to be the target of much discussion.

Seeing the rare treasure about to become his, Old Monster Gong Sun was surprised by the next bid: "Five hundred thousand crystal stones!"

"Six hundred thousand!"

"Seven hundred thousand!"

"Eight hundred thousand!"

The surrounding cultivators were stunned as they watched the price climb higher and higher.

After a cup of tea's worth of time, the two had pushed the price to one million three hundred thousand crystal stones.

"Master, do we still want it?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears.

"Hmph. Why not? One million three hundred thousand crystal stones isn't something I can't afford. Besides, their rivalry is just for show; the inner core of a late-stage ghost emperor is indeed worth this much," Lin Xuan said in his mind to Mo'er and then out loud: "Three hundred and fifty thousand!"

The room fell silent.

It was initially thought that it would be a contest between Elder Grandmaster Leye Soul Valley and the Master of Heavenly Skill. But now, an unexpected guest had entered the fray.

This person's bid was huge—adding half a million crystal stones in one go.

Daring to snatch food from two tigers' mouths?

The audacity of this person was shocking.

Everyone's gaze focused on Lin Xuan, but no one recognized him.

No, there were two pairs of eyes that did recognize him.

One belonged to Fairy Ruyan. Since arriving in the City of Xuanyuan, she wanted to see what treasures would appear at the auction.

As the original owner of this mask, her recognition was natural.

The other pair came as a shock, followed by deep hatred: "We finally found him after all our efforts."

New Moon Fairy bit her lip. Lin Xuan had guessed correctly; this powerful figure from the Spirit Realm, though his power was restrained due to cosmic rules, still possessed formidable abilities that made this mask useless.

While New Moon could be unreasonable and domineering, she wasn't ignorant of worldly matters. Acting here would not be appropriate. Once he was in her sights, there was no escaping like last time.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense was far superior to his peers. When New Moon looked at him, Lin Xuan felt it too and turned to meet her gaze.

Their eyes met, but Lin Xuan quickly averted his gaze.

"Master, what should we do?" Mo'er's anxious voice entered his ears.

"There's nothing to worry about," Lin Xuan remained calm: "If this woman is here and can see through the mask, I'll have to buy nothing. Otherwise, when items like Xia Guocao appear later, she will spot me."

"Master, are you not afraid?"

"Fear won't help. Besides, in the mortal realm, this woman cannot fully utilize her late-stage abilities. I don't want to fight New Moon, but that doesn't mean I'm afraid of her," Lin Xuan said slowly.

His bid attracted Old Monster Gong Sun and the Master of Heavenly Skill. The other cultivators assumed the young man would be unlucky, but when Old Monster Gong Sun laughed loudly after a moment: "Friend Mo, if we continue bidding like this, it's hard to determine a winner. Why don't we both give in for now? Let's pass the item on to our fellow cultivator and part ways amicably."

"Agreed," the Master of Heavenly Skill hesitated but agreed. Although the inner core was useful, Mo Xuesong knew Old Monster Gong Sun wouldn't yield. It was better to accept his offer: "Very well, this item will be given to that fellow cultivator."

The two old monsters reached an agreement, and other cultivators were surprised. Many ghost cultivators regretted not bidding earlier; one million three hundred thousand crystal stones for a late-stage ghost emperor's inner core wasn't cheap, but the item was rare enough that its price could rise further.

For example, in the same auction hundreds of years ago, it had sold for five million crystal stones.

From this perspective, Lin Xuan had already gained an advantage. However, no one else dared to bid again; Old Monster Gong Sun and Mo Xuesong both said they would pass on the item, so getting involved wouldn't be wise. (To be continued)
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In the age-old adage, when two river clams fight, a fisherman benefits. The two old monsters were vying for supremacy, but in the end, they ended up making Lin Xuan the beneficiary. He managed to secure the ghost emperor's inner core with a price of three million and five hundred thousand crystal stones.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but flash an excited look at this treasure as he examined it. Once he had some free time, he could refine the Azure Flame Qilin Armor.

Although his identity was exposed, it wasn’t much; just the New Moon Manifestation. This goddess was quite impressive, but her cunning paled in comparison to his own. Lin Xuan was confident that he could extricate himself from this situation.

The other old monsters were envious as well, but as the auction progressed, many rare treasures emerged, diverting everyone's attention away from Lin Xuan.

Indeed, this secret market transaction not only attracted a gathering of high-ranking experts but also featured most of the items up for auction as extraordinary artifacts. While it couldn’t be said that such wonders didn't exist elsewhere, the sheer number of them gathered here was truly remarkable, especially considering how bidding on these items pushed the atmosphere to its peak.

A late-stage puppet! Puppetry is part of the hundred arts in cultivation, but it’s incredibly complex and even surpasses alchemy and crafting. According to Lin Xuan, only a few sects were proficient in this art, with the most famous being the Heavenly巧 Sect. While their abilities fell short when compared to the likes of the Soul Valley or Spirit Cultivation Sects, they still managed to rank among the Seven Great Sects through puppetry.

Take that Mr. Black Pine for instance; he was also at late-stage Immortal Core, but his magical treasures and artifacts were clearly inferior to those of the Soul Valley Elder.

However, in a real confrontation, it wasn’t certain who would emerge victorious because of the late-stage puppets aiding him. The combined strength might match that of Mr. Black Pine, making them evenly matched.

The puppetry artistry of the Heavenly巧 Sect was evident, but even they had only managed to create mid-stage late Immortal Core puppets.

Late-stage puppets required not just advanced materials but also a high level of refining techniques. The Heavenly巧 Sect attempted this but failed every time.

Such grade puppets were only mentioned in ancient texts and rumored to have been created by great cultivators from the distant past.

But before his eyes stood a brand new puppet, suggesting that someone might have reached the pinnacle of puppetry mastery.

The most shocked was undoubtedly the sect leader of the Heavenly巧 Sect. He knew firsthand how difficult it was to create late-stage puppets and immediately asked, "May I ask, Master White, where did you obtain this puppet?"

"Master Black Pine's question is indeed challenging," replied Bai Xue slowly, her face showing no signs of fear. As a special agent, she wasn't afraid of offending the sect leader.

"Yes, it was my oversight." Mr. Black Pine, a true genius, though furious in his heart, showed no outward sign. As the sect leader, he knew that the convention allowed high-stage experts to secretly participate, and rules could not be broken. So, he reluctantly sat down.

"Master, do you plan to bid on this puppet?" Lin Xuan shook his head. Late-stage puppets were tempting, but they were merely a bonus for him. He needed his funds where it mattered more; Xia Gucao's whereabouts had been lost, and he didn’t want to draw too much attention.

As he thought this, the bidding began. The late-stage puppet was the most rare item so far, and the bidding scene was intense.

The human and demon races, major factions, all participated in the competition. In the end, Mr. Black Pine secured it for nine million eight hundred thousand crystal stones. He intended to take it back for research.

Surprisingly, Elder Public孙 didn’t challenge him; last time they had personal grievances, but this puppet’s value to his sect was clear. If he tried to sabotage it, it might lead to a conflict between the two major sects.

The transactions continued, and more valuable items emerged. Compared to the late-stage puppets, the jade pendants were less impressive, so the bidding scene cooled down.

Time passed unnoticed, and several hours had gone by. Seeing that only a few items remained in the auction, Lin Xuan grew anxious despite his composure.

Without Xia Gucao, securing the ghost emperor's inner core was still a significant gain. But as the saying went, priorities were crucial; compared to the Azure Flame Qilin Armor, turning-stage pills were more urgent.

Though he thought this, Lin Xuan didn’t show it on his face, instead focusing intently on the auction stage.

Only three trays remained, and another red cloth was lifted. A clear, emerald green plant appeared before him.

Unremarkable at first glance, it looked like an ordinary wild grass by the roadside. But Lin Xuan’s eyes gleamed with recognition as he released his divine sense. Yes, this was exactly what he needed; finally, he had found it.

"Xia Gucao, can be used to refine medicinal pills. This treasure doesn’t require crystal stones but can be exchanged for rare materials," Bai Xue's voice wasn't loud, but she used a very peculiar technique, making the words clear in everyone’s ears.

Before her words were finished, a chorus of disapproval erupted.

"Master White, your description was too brief!"

"Yes, you only mentioned that it could be used to refine pills. But what kind of pill? What are its properties? At least tell us something more."

"And exchanging for rare materials is too trivial. You didn’t specify what we should bring. How can we know if this Xia Gucao isn't worthless?"

"Exactly! Who knows if this Xia Gucao is trash, and the people auctioning it might be fraudsters," some even used mocking tones.

"I'm sorry, fellow cultivators, the description of Xia Gucao is limited to what I’ve said. Its properties and what kind of pills can be refined are unclear," as the auctioneer for the secret market transaction, Bai Xue was accustomed to various situations. Facing the crowd's agitation, she remained calm.

However, once explained, the disapproval grew louder. Accusations of fraud filled the air, with many old monsters openly cursing the person auctioning Xia Gucao.

"Fellow cultivators, I advise you to be more cautious in your words. As they say,祸from the mouth comes out. Although I don’t know what Xia Gucao is, the seller isn't a fraud. With his permission, I can reveal his identity; this senior is the Pavilion Tower. I believe both human and demon races should have heard of this senior's reputation," he said.
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When the system spoke, it was as if a bolt of lightning had struck Lin Xuan. He had never imagined that there would be such an unexpected twist in this auction.

The auctioneer's voice suddenly paused, and then a new voice echoed through the hall: "Wait!"

Before Lin Xuan could react, a figure materialized from the air above the stage—a monk wearing a red robe. The sound of his chanting reverberated throughout the entire hall as he appeared.

"Glory to Buddha!" The monk's voice was soft, but it carried an echo that filled the great hall with its resonance.

The audience gasped in unison. "Oh my!"

"Who could have hidden here?"

Looking at the yellow-faced monk with a scar on his face, both human and demon races were filled with exclamations of surprise. It wasn't hard to understand why—among those who had participated in the auction were all post-crown cultivators above the infant stage, revered by others as they were. There were over forty high-ranking cultivators (or powerful demons) present, and such a grand assembly of experts could have someone hiding among them, sneaking past their senses? It was truly inconceivable.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his face turning pale with fear. This figure was none other than an old monster from the Separation Stage. Lin Xuan had never been so close to such a being before. Although he still harbored some doubts about Dreaming Beauty, when facing her, he only felt the presence of a Spirit Stage cultivator. But this old man was indeed a genuine Separation Stage cultivator. Just his spiritual pressure alone was terrifying.

Lin Xuan's heart sank as the worst-case scenario became reality—there were truly Separation Stage monsters here, and one of them was even a monk! Could it be the Supreme Elder of the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect? What should he do?

Giving up Xia Guocao for an infant pill was important, but his life was more precious. Lin Xuan silently weighed the pros and cons in his heart.

However, just as he was about to make a decision, he felt the sharp gaze of Master Huitong. Although it didn't linger long, Lin Xuan's heart began to drum with fear—this meant that the other party had already seen through his true appearance.

Lin Xuan did not know that although Master Huitong appeared calm on the surface, his mind was in turmoil. He recognized this mask; there were only a few such masks in the Sky Craft Sect. How could it be in Lin Xuan's hands?

Could this young man have any connection to Dreaming Beauty? This would cause some trouble. Among all Separation Stage monsters, Dreaming Beauty was the most unreasonable and protective of her own interests.

But Tianya Haige had male disciples, right? Master Huitong felt both frustrated and surprised. Although he wasn't afraid of Dreaming Beauty, such a sudden change in attitude was not worth it. Moreover, there seemed to be an outstanding debt between Wang Tinglou and Dreaming Beauty, which made him biased towards her. This was something that needed careful consideration.

In any case, this matter required long-term planning. He couldn't act rashly until he knew the relationship between Lin Xuan and Dreaming Beauty.

Master Huitong thought to himself as the old monsters around them were left speechless. Although Dreaming Beauty's achievements were legendary, no one had actually seen her in action. But before their eyes was a genuine Separation Stage cultivator.

Was this some kind of joke? First, Wang Tinglou, the top cultivator of the Twelve Cloud States, participated in the auction; now, a Separation Stage monster appeared personally at the scene.

"Grandfather," said Snow White, her voice trembling. "Why are you here?"

"Why not?" Master Huitong showed his displeasure. "Isn't it allowed for me to buy something I like?"

Snow White quickly shook her head. According to the agreement between the major forces, Separation Stage cultivators were only supposed to remain in the background and intervene in special situations. But as a mere post-crown cultivator, she had no right to criticize him—wouldn't that be like an old man hanging himself by trying to commit suicide?

The other participants remained silent, their eyes filled with envy. Reaching Separation Stage meant hope for ascending to the Spiritual Realm, which was truly the beginning of eternal life.

Xia Guocao was about to fall into the hands of Bar Sin, but Master Huitong's sudden appearance prevented it. However, he didn't dare make a sound. The Elder of Liulian Valley was naturally arrogant and domineering in other situations, but faced with Separation Stage monsters, his arrogance was meaningless.

He forced a smile: "Since Uncle Huitong has taken an interest in this treasure, I will not contest it. Please accept it."

Master Huitong said slowly, "Nephew, you are wise. Xia Guocao is indeed useful to me; otherwise, I wouldn't have competed with you over such a minor matter. As White Niece mentioned earlier, Wang Tinglou seemed willing to trade too. I also have two liang of Taiyi Gold Essence here. Let's use this as the exchange condition."

In fact, Master Huitong had offered the same price as Bar Sin, but his higher cultivation level forced the other party to back down. This was the reality of the cultivation world—without power, nothing could be said.

Snow White's voice echoed: "Master Huitong has bid the highest price, trading two liang of Taiyi Gold Essence for Xia Guocao."

However, she did not ask if anyone else had bid higher. She knew that no fool would dare to block a Separation Stage monster's path.

But this time, her guess was wrong. A lazy voice suddenly echoed: "Miss White, what kind of auction is this? The bidding hasn't ended yet. Who said someone with a higher price couldn't get Xia Guocao?"

Everyone in the hall gasped in shock. Was there really someone so fearless? Could another Separation Stage monster have joined the competition?

However, when they looked in that direction, their hopes were dashed—there was an unfamiliar young cultivator. Not only had he not reached Separation Stage, but his cultivation level was at most mid-stage.

Everyone was stunned and began whispering to each other. This person must be very brave—or perhaps he was just tired of living.

Of course, some people reacted differently. Dreaming Beauty raised her eyebrows, a strange expression appearing on her face: "My brother really dares to do such things. It's fun."

New Moon frowned, showing both joy and concern. (To be continued)
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, Lin Xian was delighted as he put Xia Guocao in his bag. Although it didn't disappoint him, the danger wasn't over yet; that bald monk wouldn't let him go easily. How could he escape?

Lin Xian remained calm on the surface but started deep in thought after returning to his seat.

With his current abilities, even if faced with attacks from two or three Great Daoists, he had a ten percent chance of escaping successfully. However, against an Immortal Stage cultivator, it was completely different. Lin Xian, while cultivating, liked reading various books and knew that the Immortal Stage marked a watershed in the path to cultivation. After advancing to this realm, one could mobilize primordial energy from heaven and earth, which was entirely different from previous combat methods.

Otherwise, during the battle at the Heavenly Edge Pavilion, it would have been impossible for that first female cultivator of Yunzhou to single-handedly kill tens of thousands of cultivators.

Eight late-stage Immortal Stage cultivators wouldn't last even a cup of tea in her hands.

Of course, different stages had their own differences. If he could eliminate the隐患of his demonic embryo and advance to a Great Daoist, using the divine artifact, True Soul Fire, and the true soul strike together might allow him to contend with an Immortal Stage cultivator for some time. However, now...

Facing that bald monk, he was certain of death, and escaping was nothing but a dream.

Even though Lin Xian had many strategies, due to the vast difference in strength, he couldn't think of any way to escape.

Unless... there was help!

And this helper shouldn't be too weak. They should be at his level so that together they might have a chance to escape from that bald monk's hands.

But where could he find such a powerful helper?

Although Mo'er had the Xuan Yin Treasure Box, she hadn't successfully formed an embryo yet, and even with Ghostly Black Ink added, her strength was only equivalent to a late-stage Immortal Stage cultivator. Perhaps slightly stronger, but still far inferior to middle-stage cultivators, unable to help him.

Lin Xian's eyes closed as he quietly released his divine sense to scan the surroundings. Suddenly, his eyebrows twitched, and he opened his eyes with a sudden look of clarity. A figure appeared in his mind from afar.

Princess New Moon!

She had indeed come to participate in this trade fair.

Was it just out of interest or for some other purpose?

Her cultivation stage was the same as his—middle-stage Immortal Stage—but as a scattered immortals' daughter, her techniques were extremely profound and far surpassed ordinary Great Daoists. If they joined forces, perhaps they could escape from that bald monk's hands.
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A fellow cultivator, you wish to bid on this item," Snow White's face was filled with shock as she looked at the old monster named Huo Ming. This kid must not know how to write 'death.'

"Indeed, I do want to place a bid."

Lin Xuan ignored everyone's astonishment. Xia Gucao was his target, and he had already been recognized by the other party. With his identity exposed, Lin Xuan decided to go all in; even if he didn't come forward, would that monk stop?

After all, they were mortal enemies at this point—what else did he have to lose?

Huitong was furious inside. He had originally hesitated due to the mask, but now, this kid dared to meddle with a sacred site.

However, as an old monster of the Separation and Union stage, he had deep reserves. His expression remained calm: "Oh, you also wish to compete for it. What precious treasure do you plan on using? Could it be more valuable than my Taiyi Golden Essence?"

His tone contained a hint of mockery. Even among divine treasures, Taiyi Golden Essence was considered one of the top.

Even if this kid wanted to cause trouble, what could an early-stagemiddle-stage Infant Stage cultivator possibly offer? Overestimating oneself!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and flipped his wrist. A white light flashed, and a jade bottle appeared in his palm.

He uncorked it, revealing a snow-white pill inside, emitting a faint fragrance.

Elixir of Immortality!

The old monsters were stunned, then many of them showed disdainful expressions.

"Did I hear right? Just one spirit pill!"

"This kid must be crazy. Taiyi Golden Essence is still considered top-grade treasure material even in the Spirit Realm. How could it possibly compare to a mere pill?"

"Exactly! Could eating this make him ascend to heaven during the day?"

"He's no wonder to challenge senior cultivators of the Separation and Union stage—his mind must be messed up."

Various discussions spread, but Lin Xuan ignored them. These fellows were only flattering Huitong out of fear.

Cultivators despised weakness and feared power. Their faces could be thicker than city walls; if they could win favor from an old monster of the Separation and Union stage, the benefits would be countless.

Lin Xuan didn't let these words bother him. He continued: "The pills I present do not have the ability to ascend during the day, but they are no ordinary items. After a cultivator consumes them, their lifespan can increase by a hundred years."

"What?"

Lin Xuan's words caused a commotion among both cultivators and monsters. Everyone was shocked.

Cultivation cultivation—tracing back its roots, wasn't it all about achieving immortality? Even knowing the path would be filled with hardships and that the hope of ascending might be as elusive as a mirage, countless wise men still pursued it.

For an early-stagemiddle-stage Infant Stage cultivator or even one at the Separation and Union stage, a hundred years was merely a blink of an eye.

But don't underestimate this—those who had higher cultivation levels feared death more. An extra hundred years might just give them a chance to break through their barriers.

Even Huitong's face showed greed as he stared at Lin Xuan's pill.

Increase lifespan?

Could it be the legendary ancient wonder, the Elixir of Immortality?

Gulp!

The entire Hall of Immortality echoed with many swallowing sounds. Even if they didn't know for sure, just the name "Elixir of Immortality" made these old monsters' faces turn wild with excitement—no divine treasure could compare to a pill that increased lifespan.

Lin Xuan was delighted. He sighed softly; in the secret realm of Yuxuan Sect, he had obtained three Elixirs of Immortality.

He was willing to offer such a precious item because nothing else matched Taiyi Golden Essence's value. Watingtinglou was no small matter—it belonged to an advanced-stage Separation and Union cultivator who would never take ordinary things lightly.

Secondly, with treasures like the Blue Star Sea, he didn't need any more spirit herbs; his cultivation speed was faster than that of a prodigy, so before his lifespan ran out, he could definitely advance.

In other words, to these old monsters, the Elixir of Immortality was invaluable. But for him, it was practically useless.

Since this was the case, he might as well use it in exchange for something better.

Lin Xuan scanned the entire room; indeed, the old monsters were all early-stagemiddle-stage Infant Stage cultivators. After their initial shock wore off, they quickly regained composure.

The only question now: Was the strange cultivator's Elixir of Immortality genuine?

If so, Taiyi Golden Essence couldn't compare. Even though Huitong was at the Separation and Union stage, he likely wouldn't have anything better to offer.

If not, the consequences were his own; but judging by this man's calm demeanor, he didn't seem like a fraud.

Unexpectedly, this auction had become quite exciting. An old monster of the Separation and Union stage had Elixirs of Immortality—items that defied natural laws and could increase one's lifespan. They all appeared now.

Even without purchasing anything, just watching this spectacle made it worthwhile.

Snow White's voice then reached his ears: "If you don't mind, please come over for a chat. I need to verify if the Elixir of Immortality is genuine."

"Of course not."

Lin Xuan nodded and ignored Huitong's pale face as he floated towards Snow White with a faint green glow.

Arriving before her, Lin Xuan glanced at this woman; indeed, there were some fine silver scales behind her ears. Her spirit fluctuations were different from those of humans—there was a subtle aura of beastly energy within them. Despite hosting the auction, she might be more powerful than many cultivators present.

"Please examine it."

Lin Xuan openly tossed the Elixir of Immortality to her; in broad daylight, there was no fear of trickery. He was just surprised that this woman herself might be a verifier.

Snow White carefully took it and examined it with utmost caution. In ancient times, the Elixir of Immortality rarely appeared, always causing bloodshed. Even if one knew its ingredients were rare, gathering over a hundred precious herbs required immense luck. The difficulty in crafting it was mind-boggling; even master alchemists had less than a 1% success rate.

Clearly, this was an incredibly valuable item!

Snow White held the pill and blew gently on it. A green light appeared, swirling around the pill, making it spin. Snow White stared intently.

Lin Xuan was also surprised—what kind of verification method was this? But he didn't speak; cultivation was vast and profound. He had seen many strange techniques but wasn't surprised by this one.
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"Good. The Longevity Pill is indeed real, and consuming it can increase one's lifespan by a century or so," Snow White exhaled, her lips slightly parting as she spoke in a clear voice that reached everyone present.

Silence!

Subsequently, the old monster's face was filled with intense excitement. The妖族 had better luck; they possessed longer lifespans compared to humans. Even at the元婴 stage, human cultivators could only live for eight hundred to one thousand years.

This single immortal pill could add a century or so to one’s lifespan, making it an enormous temptation indeed. Even Dream Ruoyan from afar wore an envious expression on her face; Lin Xuan actually possessed such a treasure.

"How about this? The value of the Longevity Pill should not be inferior to that of Taiyi Gold Essence. I wonder if Master Huìtōng has any other treasures. Otherwise, these herbs will belong to me," Lin Xuan looked at the Separation Stage cultivator from afar and spoke calmly without any fear. Even if the opponent wished to tear him apart, they could not make a move in the Cold Moon Palace.

"Hmph, Friend really has good luck; even the Longevity Pill is within your grasp. I have no such miraculous treasures in my possession. In that case, this auction is yours," Huìtōng's eyes twitched as he flashed an intense hatred on his face. As Lin Xuan had guessed, even though he was at the Separation Stage, he could not act openly. Although every person present had done similar things like killing and stealing treasures, it could not be shown in public.

Even if one’s back was dirty, appearances still needed to be maintained as a gentleman.

The exchange ended, and Lin Xuan happily stored Xia Gucao into his storage bracelet, finally living up to expectations. However, the problem of how to escape remained.

Unless… there was help!

And this helper could not be weak; he should be at the same level as himself. Working together, they might have a chance to escape Huìtōng's clutches. But where would he find such a powerful ally?

Although Mo'er had the玄阴宝盒, she had yet to successfully form an embryo and her strength was only equivalent to that of an early-stage元婴 cultivator at most, perhaps slightly stronger. However, compared to mid-stage cultivators, she fell short significantly and could not help him much.

Lin Xuan's eyes were tightly shut as he quietly released his divine sense to scan the surroundings. Suddenly, a flicker in his brow caught his attention, and he opened his eyes with a sharp gaze. A figure appeared before his mind’s eye.

Princess Crescent Moon!

Sure enough, she had come to participate in this trading fair.

Was it just out of curiosity or for some other purpose?

Her cultivation stage was the same as his—mid-stage元婴. However, as the daughter of an Immortal, her techniques were extremely profound and far surpassed ordinary high-stage cultivators. If they could work together, perhaps she could help him escape Huìtōng.

Lin Xuan thought to himself.

However, a new problem arose that left him scratching his head. This Crescent Moon Fairy desperately wanted to tear him apart. If he fell into danger, it would be enough if she did not take advantage of the situation; how could she possibly offer help? It was akin to dreaming.

Sighing, Lin Xuan knew such thoughts were mere fantasies. At that moment, a familiar voice reached his ears: "Brother Lin!"

"What's this?"

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before showing disbelief. Xia Houlan?

Impossible?

Although there were two souls in Crescent Moon’s body, the spoiled princess was clearly much stronger. Xia Houlan had always been suppressed; how could she have awakened now?

Was it heaven answering his prayers?

A mocking smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips. Cultivation meant defying nature and using human power to break free from the constraints of birth, aging, sickness, and death.

In simpler terms, it was challenging fate itself. Therefore, cultivators only trusted themselves; what about heaven? All nonsense!

There was no response from heaven either.

Despite his shock, Lin Xuan showed no outward signs as he replied: "It's me, brother!" The response confirmed that he had not heard wrong. Crescent Moon would never be so gentle and refined.

"Controlling this body is wonderful. I've always been worried about being bullied by the spoiled princess," Lin Xuan said excitedly.

"Why would she do that? Brother, as I’ve said before, we are essentially the same person despite our different personalities. How could she bully me; it's like bullying myself," Xia Houlan smiled weakly.

"How did you regain control of your body?" Lin Xuan was very concerned about this issue. If his younger sister could suppress the spoiled princess’s soul, he would have one less formidable enemy and gain a female ally with obvious benefits.

"I don't know. Since separating from you, Crescent Moon and I have alternated controlling this body," Xia Houlan said.

"Alternating?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, his expression strange.

"Why does this happen? I don’t understand. But Crescent Moon's soul is indeed much stronger than mine. So each day, I can control for only two of the twelve hours before just now regaining control and greeting you," Xia Houlan’s face turned slightly red as she spoke. She was grateful to Lin Xuan and had taken the Harmonizing Pill, although its effects on her were not complete. Regardless, she developed a vague fondness for him.

"Brother, I’m glad nothing happened to you. Seeing that Wanfosi Sect's bounty notice made us very worried," Xia Houlan said.

"Crescent Moon is worried about me?" Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise; had he misunderstood?

Xia Houlan lowered her head and weakly spoke: "Brother, don’t blame me. Crescent Moon is worried because she fears those monks will kill you, preventing her from avenging herself."

"I see," Lin Xuan laughed in relief.

"Indeed, I’ve advised her but to no avail. Brother, would you blame me?"

"Stupid girl, although we are the same person, in my heart, you are Xia Houlan and Crescent Moon is Crescent Moon; they are completely different. Even if we are enemies, how could I dislike my adorable little sister?" Lin Xuan’s words were not empty promises because his upbringing made him see Xia Houlan as a gentle girl, someone to be pitied.

"Right, Sister, I have one more question for you,"

"Sister, I say everything without reservation."

"Since we separated, how much stronger are your abilities now? Have they increased significantly?" Lin Xuan wanted to assess her strength. If she was too weak compared to Crescent Moon, he would not risk involving her.

"I can control the body with a hundred percent effort, just like Crescent Moon. After years of integration and refinement, apart from our different personalities, my soul power is stronger than yours. I inherited all the experience in fighting against humans in the Spirit Realm, so regardless of who controls the body, we can still exert full strength," Xia Houlan said.

"Then!"

Lin Xuan was elated; it was truly a case of finding a way out when all seemed lost. This luck was indeed good. Lin Xuan calmed himself and spoke through his thoughts: "Sister, would you help me? However, I must warn you that this task is dangerous to life. You can choose whether or not to do it."

"Why should brother say such things? Without Sister, I would have perished long ago. At that time, I wouldn’t even flinch," Xia Houlan said resolutely.

"Good sister, thank you for your help."

"You’re welcome, just give me the order,"

"Yes." Lin Xuan explained his current situation briefly: "Sister, with your help, my chances of escaping this Separation Stage monster are over seventy percent."

"Oh!" Xia Houlan nodded. She had fully integrated Crescent Moon’s memories. Compared to her former self in the upper realm, the Separation Stage was not impressive, but here it was indeed terrifying; they could mobilize primordial energy and were entirely different from元婴 cultivators.

Indeed dangerous!

But looking at Brother Lin, Xia Houlan couldn’t ignore him: "If Sister doesn’t remember wrongly, your abilities should still be above those of ordinary high-stage cultivators. Working together, we will definitely escape."

[To be continued]
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While the two were quietly discussing, the auction continued. The final item on the list was now the last centerpiece treasure, and all the old monsters present could not help but show signs of anticipation. After all, this secret market transaction had seen unexpected items like puppet bodies at the late-stage婴灵 stage and eternal pills appear. What would the final item be? It was easy to imagine everyone's expectations.

Snow White's face lit up with a faint smile as she clapped her hands. The last maidservant took a step forward, knelt down, and raised a tray over her head.

The old monsters held their breaths, even Huitong the monk, Ruyan the fairy lady, and the Nine-Headed Ancestor, three experts at the Separation stage, showed interest in the proceedings. Although they were highly esteemed, they rarely got involved in specific affairs, so what would appear during the auction was unclear to them.

Snow White raised her slender hand, lifting the red cloth covering the tray. A square jade box about a foot long and wide appeared before everyone's eyes.

The surface of the box was adorned with several禁制符箓 of gold and silver, emitting an aura that indicated its extraordinary nature.

封灵符!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed signs of surprise. Not just him; all the old monsters present were well-traveled. Cheers erupted as many recognized this famous talisman.

This was a Heaven-grade spirit talisman, a rare item indeed. The excitement on their faces grew even more intense as they wondered what treasure it would be used to seal.

Snow White said nothing but quickly调动了现场的气氛。

Her satisfied expression turned into a graceful gesture as she took the jade box in her hand. She then flicked her fingers and conjured several seals, causing black light to swirl before pointing forward with a serious look.

A beam of treasure light shot out, and the封灵符 ignited on its own but did not turn to ash; instead, it appeared mysteriously in Snow White's palm.

As a Heaven-grade spirit talisman, this item could be reused. Although its light dimmed, it could still be used as long as there was enough essence energy left inside.

Snow White held the jade box and exhaled a breath of refined qi, which opened the lid with a "bang." A dazzling aura shot out from within.

The light was about the size of an egg, beautiful and brilliant, with colors ranging from red to orange, yellow, green, blue, purple, and more. The light kept changing, releasing a strange pressure that made even the three Separation-stage experts wide-eyed. The others were even more stunned.

However, after just a few moments, the light dimmed, revealing a black dot in the center. Black mist quickly spread around it, enveloping the egg-sized object. A low growl came from within, followed by an eerie wail...

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's powers nearly faltered upon hearing that growl, and the others were equally shocked. Although all participants were experts at the late-stage婴灵 stage or above, their faces turned pale and they felt dizzy.

Of course, it was only a momentary shock. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and运转 his inner refinement method, quickly dispelling any discomfort.

The other old monsters showed similar reactions, first stunned but then filled with excitement as they realized the true nature of this item. Despite their full release of divine sense, they were easily repelled by the black mist. What kind of treasure was this?

Snow White was extremely satisfied with such a reaction and muttered some incantations before casting several more seals. The black light disappeared, revealing the true form of the item.

It was an oval-shaped object, pitch-black like ink, roughly the size of an egg—a beast's egg.

Though it appeared ordinary from the outside, the earlier anomalies lingered in everyone's minds, so no one showed any signs of contempt as they waited for Snow White to explain.

"This treasure has just been unearthed and was appraised by our city elders. It is a beast's egg passed down from ancient times, sealed due to certain special circumstances," Snow White said slowly.

"An ancient beast's egg? Could it be some kind of妖族? Could you, White friend, elaborate?"

"Yes." This request was reasonable, so Snow White did not refuse: "This isn't just any妖族. It is the Nine-Heads..."

Before she could finish, a commotion erupted below.

"What? Nine-Heads? Did I hear that correctly?"

"Bluffing! This can't be possible."

"Yes, how could there be an ancient beast's egg in this lowly plane of existence?"

...

The cultivators whispered among themselves, expressing their doubts. Although the items appraised by the elders of Xuan Yuan City had never been wrong before, they still did not believe it.

Because such a claim was too outrageous!

Nine-Heads was no ordinary妖族; he was a famous ghost beast from the阴司界, far beyond what humans could imagine in terms of strength. It was said that even facing true dragons and phoenixes from the spirit realm, Nine-Heads would not back down but fight to a standstill.

According to legend, Nine-Heads was a water and fire monster capable of spewing water and flames. Its cries sounded like an infant's wails, but one must never be deceived by its voice; it was a powerful illusion that directly attacked the divine sense, potentially stealing souls.

In response to everyone's doubts, Snow White's face still held a faint smile as if she had anticipated such reactions. She opened her lips and her悦耳的声音 echoed throughout the hall.

"Dear friends, there is no need for alarm. Xuan Yuan City has never sold fake items in its auctions. This is not the real Nine-Heads' egg; it's merely a fragment of its soul that was severely injured, transformed into a cocoon to form this beast's egg."

This revelation caused another round of gasps from the old monsters.

If it were just a fragment of the soul, it would be highly plausible. After all, in ancient times, both spirit realm cultivators and powerful entities from the阴司界 often shattered the void to enter the human plane.

After Nine-Heads' soul fragment was severely injured, it could not return home but had to cocoon itself. At this initial stage, its injuries would recover more easily, though why it remained in a coma until now was unknown.

"This Nine-Heads' soul fragment egg is still very weak, but the injury has fully healed and is about to hatch. That's why we used封灵符to seal it. If any of you purchase it and drip blood to claim ownership, there will be... well, I don't need to say more."

As Snow White finished speaking, the breathing around her grew heavier. Although just a soul fragment, Nine-Heads' true form could rival true dragons and phoenixes. Once fully grown, its strength would not fall short of Separation-stage experts. The significance of obtaining such an item was clear to everyone.

Of course, not all cultivators were blinded by greed; among the many old monsters present, there were always those with keen minds. Such a powerful tool as this Nine-Heads' egg could be used as a weapon or kept for personal use. Logically, such treasures could not be measured in crystals.

A subtle suspicion of a conspiracy began to arise...
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, With what thoughts did Second Pipe hold himself as the final and most important auction began. Snow White鄂 whispered into his ear: "This item has a starting bid of thirty million crystal stones!"

A gasp echoed in his ears. Although he knew this treasure was no ordinary one, thirty million crystal stones still deterred many old monsters.

Not that they didn't want it; the price was just too exorbitant!

It could be anticipated that the final bidding would involve some powerful forces and sects competing against each other, making it almost impossible for an individual to obtain this egg. It was highly likely that it would become a legacy spirit beast of one of those sects.

"What's going on? Who in the world decided to put this up for auction? Although it is only a fragment of its soul, he must not be unaware that Jiuyin was once his pet," Old Nine-Headed Snake was both shocked and angry.

"I don't know either, but someone from the Jiewengang Pavilion with such authority could only be an old monster within our妖族. Only the Pavilion of Expectant Vision is likely to have made this decision." Venerable Wisdom's frown deepened as he spoke slowly.

"Correct, only those two old monsters in their twilight years would possess such authority. However, I know about Wangzhang Dragon King. He has been sealed for a hundred years and will not come out, so this matter is unrelated to our妖族. It must be the Pavilion of Expectant Vision. He truly lost his mind. Back when he provoked the Underworld Realm, he fought with a true immortal envoy. Although they ended up in utter disaster, it's said that none of the immortals got off lightly—especially the one who died."

"Enough," Venerable Wisdom was both shocked and angry, cutting off her words mid-sentence. "We must consider the bigger picture."

The intense bidding had already begun on stage.

Not only did some hidden events from long ago involve a war between the Spirit Realm and the Underworld Realm, but even the True Immortal Realm was somewhat involved. Afterward, all information was sealed away. The Luo family knew of these matters due to their connection with Venerable Brightness of the Fiery Star.

In the family's ancient records—these scattered notes later revealed that some parts were in the hands of the seven major forces. Only Separation and Union Realm experts could access them, but somehow, they dragged our妖族 into it as well.

Ordinary Incubus cultivators knew nothing about this, so their only interest was in the power and abilities on offer, leading to intense bidding.

Thirty million crystal stones was an astronomical figure. Not just the seven major sects or similar forces from our妖族, but even other states and first-rate sects could afford it after decades of accumulation.

In the stifling atmosphere, the price kept rising. "Three hundred and one million."

"Three hundred and two million."

"Fifty million!"

Within a short time, the price nearly doubled.

Not only did the old monsters around him exclaim in surprise, but even Lin Xuan was shocked as he widened his eyes. No matter how rich an individual might be, they could not compete with sects. Even without a wanted notice, he had nothing to worry about and would still lose to those major sects.

To be honest, Lin Xuan really wanted to stay here and see who the final winner of this shocking auction would be, but reality was unforgiving. No matter how curious he was, his own safety took precedence over everything else.

Lin Xuan turned his head and glanced at a certain妖族 from afar. At present, it wasn't wise to plot against Blood Dragon Pill; he already had some clues and could think of ways later. The most pressing task now was to safely leave this place.

"Little sister, are you ready?" Lin Xuan whispered.

"Yes," Xiaohou Lan nodded without hesitation.

"We'll meet at the northern gate of轩辕城 in a bit. We need to act quickly because Venerable Wisdom said that his dominance over my body can only last for two hours." Lin Xuan thought for a moment and spoke accordingly. He speculated that Venerable Wisdom, even if he wanted to make a move, wouldn't do it within the city of轩辕城.

After all, as an elder from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, a high-ranking monk, he would have to consider his actions' impact. Therefore, he would choose a remote and uninhabited place.

Lin Xuan did not leave with Xiaohou Lan; this was to mislead her into underestimating his strength. They would meet at the northern gate after she left. Against an old monster of Separation and Union Realm, brute force wouldn't work, so he needed to use his wits.

After finishing a brief discussion with Xiaohou Lan, Lin Xuan stood up and walked towards the exit of the hall with a calm expression.

He attracted many curious glances; someone actually left at this time. Especially since he had just snatched Xiaohu Grass from Venerable Wisdom's grasp, it was even more noticeable.

In contrast, when Xiaohou Lan rose from her seat on the other side and left, she only drew a few brief glances before no one paid attention again. There were many Incubus cultivators of middle-stage in the hall, and since this woman hadn't bought anything, everyone naturally ignored her.

Unfavorable gazes swept over him, but Lin Xuan ignored them. These people weren't a match for his ambitions; he only feared Venerable Wisdom's bald thief. However, from beginning to end, Lin Xuan never turned around.

After leaving the auction hall, Lin Xuan emitted a green glow all over his body. The inner city did not have any airspace restrictions, but as soon as he passed through the walls and entered the main city of轩辕城, he felt a powerful force descend upon him from above.

These airspace restrictions were far more formidable than those elsewhere, capable of restraining ordinary middle-stage Incubus cultivators. However, Lin Xuan's strength was far beyond that of his peers. He took a deep breath, and a flash of spiritual light enveloped him, producing crackling sounds in his ears as he broke free from the invisible shackles. His green glow remained unimpeded, leaving a trail of sparks in the sky.

Instantly, exclamations filled the air. At this moment, only those with special artifacts could defy these restrictions; everyone else relied on their strength to fly.

"Good heavens! This senior is only middle-stage, how can he break free from the restraint?"

"It's impossible. I'm also a middle-stage cultivator, why can't I fly?"

Various voices echoed in his ears, and some middle-stage Incubus cultivators who hadn't participated in the auction tried to mimic him but were instantly pressed back down by a powerful force.

Lin Xuan thus attracted even more astonished gazes.

Strictly speaking, his actions had already violated the rules of the auction. However, in the realm of cultivation, survival was the law. He merely flew and did not cause any disturbance; which enforcer would dare to stop such an old monster with power comparable to a high-ranking cultivator?

On the other side, Xiaohou Lan also drew similar exclamations from onlookers.

The main city of轩辕城 was vast, but Lin Xuan quickly reached the northern gate. He slowed his遁光 and released his divine sense, soon receiving a young girl's voice in his mind.

Indeed, he truly deserved to be called a powerful cultivator of the Spirit Realm. Even as middle-stage Incubus cultivators, her evasion techniques were slightly faster than his. From this, one could infer that other abilities might also be formidable.
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After meeting with Xiaohou Hui, the two did not linger but instead merged into the old world's coordination. They streaked away towards the distance.

Although they had never worked together before, both were no ordinary cultivators. Their speed of escape far surpassed that of even lower-ranked cultivators and even some late-stage cultivators from major sects.

After flying over a thousand miles without spotting any enemies, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel surprised. Could that bald monk really be planning to let me go?

That made no sense; the thief from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was known for his grudge, and he had just been outbid at the auction for Xia Guocao.

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan's speed increased even more. Regardless of what the other party planned, escaping as far away as possible seemed to be safer.

Meanwhile, the auction continued with great fervor. Although it was merely a fragment of Nineheaded Snake’s soul cocoon, its allure was still beyond measure for major sects. The current bidding price had already approached one billion.

This set a record; the Heaven Cloud Trading Fair had never seen such an exorbitant price for any treasure since ancient times.

However, the two Separation and Union stage experts remained calm. No one could take this Nineheaded Snake’s egg away from them.

"Nine-headed friend, I have something to request."

"What is it?" The long-eared, green-eyed beast turned its head, showing a hint of surprise in its eyes.

"While you are temporarily in charge here, I need to attend to some personal matters and wish to leave."

"Because that boy who stole Xia Guocao?"

"Yes!" Huìtōng's face showed a sinister smile. "With your abilities, you should have already seen through his disguise. This boy not only offended me but also injured my nephew, Kōngxuán."

"Hmph, of course I know this child is the target on the bounty list. But don't you find that mask familiar?"

"Are you saying it was from Mèngrúyàn?"

"Yes, Master, you have indeed noticed," Huìtōng said with a smile. "Mèngrúyàn has a close relationship with this boy. If you kill him, won’t Mèngrúyàn come after us?"

Nine-headed Patriarch smiled slyly and said, "That’s the kind of trouble between cultivators. Why should I get involved?"

"You are being too formal, Nine-headed," Huìtōng said unhappily. "What matters to humans or demons at our level? We have been friends for hundreds of years."

"But Mèngrúyàn is not someone you can easily deal with. Why would I risk making a deep grudge over nothing?" Nine-headed Patriarch still refused, reminding Huìtōng that favors were only given in exchange for benefits.

"Ridiculous, I just want you to delay Mèngrúyàn; I am not asking you to fight her," Huìtōng said. "Fine, as an old monster, you are miserly and won’t even do a small favor. But recently, I have had some good fortune and obtained several Phoenix Fruit."

"What? Phoenix Fruit? That has no benefit for our sect but is very useful for me. How many?" Nine-headed Patriarch was surprised, his face showing great joy.

"Not many, if you help me, I will give you two of them," Huìtōng said.

"Two are too few; Mèngrúyàn is not easy to handle. At least three are needed."

"Fine, three then, but at least, you must keep her occupied for an hour." Huìtōng agreed after a moment's thought.

"Why such a long time? A mere mid-stage婴中期 cultivator can be killed in seconds," Nine-headed Patriarch frowned and said.

"Hmph, what do you know. This boy is not just any mid-stage cultivator; otherwise, how could he have killed my nephew Kōngxuán alone?"

"How so? Even if it’s a late-stage婴后期 cultivator, to us, they are mere ants. Mèngrúyàn once wiped out eight late-stage cultivators in half an hour by herself. The old bald monk, you might be cautious, but aren’t you being overly timid," Nine-headed Patriarch sneered.

"Namaste, mind your own business. I will give you three Phoenix Fruits and keep Mèngrúyàn occupied for an hour. Fair trade, no cheating. Do you agree?"

Seeing Huìtōng's anger, Nine-headed Patriarch smiled again: "I have no idea what you are thinking, but deal is done."

Lin Xuan was unaware of the events at the auction. After a while, Xiaohou Lan’s voice reached his ears.

"Brother, we were lucky; Master Huìtōng won’t be chasing us. We are already more than ten thousand miles from Xuanyuan City. Even Separation and Union cultivators wouldn’t have such powerful awareness at this distance."

"That may be true, but it feels too suspicious," Lin Xuan said, puzzled.

"Who knows? Maybe that old bald monk encountered something else and couldn't spare the time."

Before Xiaohou Lan could finish speaking, her face suddenly paled. Her speed slowed down as she stopped abruptly.

"Sister, what’s wrong?"

Xiaohou Lan didn’t speak but turned to look at a nearby mountain peak: "Master Huìtōng, your whereabouts are now exposed; why hide? Come out and show yourself."

"What? Master Huìtōng has caught up?" Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. Following the girl’s gaze, he saw a tall, graceful mountain.

Could it be that Huìtōng was hiding inside?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found nothing. However, he didn’t doubt Xiaohou Lan; she was from the Spirit Realm and had some unexpected abilities.

"How, Master, are you still not coming out? Do you want to wait for me to attack or do a Separation and Union cultivator actually plan to ambush us?" Xiaohou Lan said coldly. Although her personality was gentle and virtuous, it depended on who she was talking to. After merging with the Spirit Realm’s memories, although she wasn’t as arrogant as New Moon, her words were sharper.

"Namaste, a formidable female practitioner. My无形佛隐 is hard for even same-stage cultivators to see through. How did you find me?"

A distortion appeared in front of the small mountain, and golden spiritual light emerged. A bald monk wearing a large red robe appeared before them.

His face was pale, his appearance withered, and there was a scar on his face—certainly Huìtōng.

To be continued... (未完待续)
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Lady Xiaohou Lan did not speak, her brows slightly furrowed. If it were in the Spirit Realm, a mere Separation Period cultivator would not be worth her attention. However, after breaking through the void and being trapped by the laws of this world—now that she was only at the middle-stage Core Formation stage, things had taken a turn for the worse. She did not have much confidence in facing off against the other party but there were no other options available to her.

"Miss, you do not wish to answer me; it does not matter. Elder Brother will not cause any trouble and can leave on his own…" Huìtōng clasped his palms together, a compassionate expression appearing on his face. Of course, he said this merely to divide the enemy. He did not hold an ordinary Core Formation cultivator in much regard, but for some reason, facing this woman made him feel uneasy. After weighing the pros and cons, Huìtōng spoke these words.

"Thank you for your kindness, Miss, I will accept it. However, as a token of my gratitude, let me accompany Brother Lin on his departure," Xiaohou Lan said with a firm look in her eyes. She took a few steps forward and stood beside Lin Xuan.

"The lady’s sense of honor is admirable, but I advise you to think carefully. Two ordinary Core Formation cultivators challenging an elder like myself is like a fly trying to stop a cart." Huìtōng did not get angry; instead, he said with a cold smile, "Is that so? Then tell me, how can I be sure of your promise of ascending to the Spirit Realm and avoiding the same fate?"

Xiaohou Lan’s patience was wearing thin. With one move, Lin Xuan’s expression changed dramatically. The monk merely flicked his fingers, and the clear sky instantly turned overcast. A strong wind blew, stirring up the surrounding primordial energy.

Around Huìtōng, countless tiny light points appeared, each about the size of a finger, all in a pale yellow hue, indicating that he was primarily using earth-type primordial energy.

At this point, cultivators’ bodies functioned like containers for manipulating and transforming primordial energy. They did not rely solely on their own stored magical power; they often used it to attack by drawing upon the surrounding primordial energy.

The degree of transformation and the amount drawn were proportional to one’s cultivation stage and the quality of their cultivation method. The more refined the technique, the more pure and abundant the primordial energy could be extracted from the surroundings.

Moreover, this was also limited by the environment. For example, Mèng Rúyan practiced the Cloudy Snowfall Technique, a water-type cultivation method. In the sea or lake, she could unleash her full power, but in sandy areas, even a Separation Period cultivator would find it difficult to summon water primordial energy.

However, with increased cultivation, such limitations gradually diminished. Similarly, Separation Period cultivators also used talismans and magical treasures.

The use of primordial energy was about efficiency. The most terrifying aspect for Separation Period cultivators lay in their understanding of natural laws.

Lin Xuan had that feeling now; time seemed to slow down. Those light points rapidly coalesced into over a hundred golden hands, each about seven or eight zhang long.

Lin Xuan involuntarily sucked in his breath. Such transformation techniques were within the capabilities of any Core Formation cultivator. For instance, he often transformed his spirit energy into green arms. But having over a hundred at once was truly astonishing; they could crush him to dust with one strike. Lin Xuan’s face turned ashen.

He flicked his sleeves, and two magical treasures flew out. One was the Black Gold Dragon Shield, which instantly transformed into a golden light curtain that enveloped him. The light curtain shimmered, indicating its non-trivial nature.

The other was a short sword, no more than a foot long but radiating with a bluish-green glow—clearly it was Qinghu Fire. Lin Xuan’s expression turned grave as he cast a spell.

The sword grew to over ten zhang in length and transformed into a dragon. However, without the soul of a beast, it merely resembled one. Nevertheless, given the power of the Qinghu Sword, it should not be underestimated.

Huìtōng paid no heed, his face filled with mockery. Even if he were to kill an advanced cultivator, it would still be extremely easy for him. This boy was overestimating himself. "Amitabha!"

With a Buddhist invocation, the hundred golden hands surged towards both of them.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he showed no fear on his face. As the arms approached, he suddenly moved his shoulder as if taking a step and vanished from sight.

"Instant teleportation?"

Huìtōng was taken aback, his expression filled with surprise. He did not expect an ordinary middle-stage Core Formation cultivator to be able to master such a mysterious spatial technique. Lin Xuan had just deployed the shield, thinking he would take the brunt of the attack, but it turned out that Huìtōng had been tricked. Facing a Separation Period cultivator, brute force was suicide; Lin Xuan chose to use his intelligence and strength.

Using Nine Heaven Stepping, he evaded the enemy’s attack range. A flash of green light later, Lin Xuan appeared beside Huìtōng on his left, only about a hundred zhang apart.

Lin Xuan moved swiftly forward.

The dragon-shaped sword transformed into a green fire dragon, which fiercely lunged at him.

On the other side, Lady Xiaohou Lan was also not in danger. She had inherited New Moon’s memories and understood Separation Period cultivators’ combat methods. Her choice mirrored Lin Xuan’s; direct confrontation would be foolish. A faint glow appeared on her body as she flawlessly used the WindArt of Evasion.

"Hmph, are Separation Period cultivators so formidable? If it were in the Upper Realm, I wouldn’t even spare them a glance," the young woman said with a raised hand. A simple-looking immortal sword emerged from her sleeve like a fish swimming out of water. Although she could not bring Spirit Realm treasures through the void, she had not been idle over these years. This sword was a replica of her trueLife Treasure in the Upper Realm.

However, since many materials were unavailable here, she used substitutes. While its power fell short of her trueLife Treasure, it was clearly superior to any low-grade treasures from the mortal realm. The magic lay in the crafting technique and the small arrays carved on its surface.

Lady Xiaohou Lan extended her delicate fingers, casting hand seals rapidly before pointing forward. A clear sound echoed as countless talisman characters appeared around the immortal sword, drawing primordial energy together.

A smug smile played on her lips; although limited by her cultivation stage, she could not directly command primordial energy but could do so through her magical treasures and the Spirit Realm arrays carved upon them.

After all, in terms of mindset and understanding of natural laws, even this bald monk was no match for her. Huìtōng’s eyes widened with disbelief as he said, "I told you before; I am a cultivator from the Spirit Realm."

Lady Xiaohou Lan pointed at him, and the immortal sword sliced towards him.

"Rubbish! Do you think I’m afraid of you? Since ancient times, Spirit Realm cultivators cannot break through the void to come down here," Huìtōng said with an air of disdain but did not underestimate her. He flicked his hand behind his head and a wooden fish about a foot long flew out. Countless light points rushed in, followed by two magical treasures colliding with each other.

"Bang!"

The sound was like lightning splitting the sky or the earth cracking open, shocking to behold. Lin Xuan’s heart raced; the rumors were not exaggerated. No wonder eight great cultivators could only hold off Mèng Rúyan for less than a cup of tea.

The power of these magical treasures increased dramatically when infused with primordial energy. The collision between the immortal sword and wooden fish created ripples that flattened entire mountains.

Even though ordinary Core Formation cultivators could achieve this, it was merely the residual effects of their magical treasures. It was said that high-stage cultivators had the ability to move mountains and overturn seas, but such abilities were greatly exaggerated. However, when these magical treasures were infused with primordial energy, their power surged, turning everything into reality.

The nearby mountains crumbled as each sword strike or wooden fish attack left deep cracks in the ground, invisible to the eye. The entire area sank…
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Grim winds howled, and the sun and moon lost their light. Within a hundred miles around, the primordial energy of heaven and earth seemed unusually abnormal.

Huitong Monk was both shocked and angry. This woman was clearly an Immortal Nurturer at the Core Formation stage, yet she could still wield the laws of the universe. On the other side, Lin Xuan wasn't idle either. With a large amount of magical power injected, the ferocious dragon transformed from his Green Fire Sword had already lunged forward to face its opponent.

"Southwestern Buddha!"

A golden light shot out from Huitong Monk's sleeve and spiraled into a Buddhist wheel, radiating divine light as it met the Green Fire Sword.

Crack!

The sound of trees being snapped by fierce winds entered his ears. The Green Fire Sword was pushed back to its original form, flying back like a meteor.

Though this sword's attack was invincible in most cases, facing an Alchemy Foundation stage opponent was different.

"Hmm?"

A look of surprise flashed across Huitong Monk's face. This divine wheel's golden light was incredibly powerful; even if it collided with thetreasureof an Immortal Nurturer at a later stage, its essence would surely be lost. How could this sword be so resilient?

Though his attack had been thwarted, Lin Xuan wasn't panicking. He knew his own strength well enough. Alchemy Foundation stage monsters weren’t that easy to deal with.

Even if he teamed up with Xiahou Lan, their combined power was still a step below. Slowly engaging in battle wouldn't work; the only option was to seize the moment and strike with lightning speed before escaping swiftly.

With this thought, Lin Xuan once again employed Nine Heaven Microsteps, moving several steps forward until he was close enough to his opponent.

He then raised his hand, and a series of whistling sounds echoed as dozens of sword energies shot out like fish swimming through the air, cutting down on the opponent with ferocity.

"Die!"

Huitong Monk's face showed a sinister smile. He didn't dodge but instead extended his hand in the air, causing ripples to appear in the space around him. Numerous yellow threads appeared out of thin air, twisting and entangling Lin Xuan’s sword energies like the hair of a demon.

Huitong Monk then took a step forward, using his Shrink Earth technique, drastically reducing the distance between them to just three meters.

Lin Xuan was too late to escape at this point. A hint of panic flashed in his eyes.

"Brat, you can go to hell!"

Huitong Monk smirked and raised his left hand, striking Lin Xuan's chest with a gentle yet powerful palm covered in five-colored divine light.

The Secret Transmission of the Buddha—Buddha’s Divine Palm!

Lin Xuan had seen this technique before. However, it was entirely different when performed by an Alchemy Foundation stage cultivator.

If this strike hit, it would be certain death. Even his Core Formation might not have time to escape.

"Brother!"

Xiahou Lan was shocked and alarmed but too far away for her talismans to reach Lin Xuan in time.

The monk's face remained serene. This brat had decent strength, but he had overestimated him earlier. He believed this brat wouldn't survive this palm strike.

However, at that moment, the panic in Lin Xuan’s eyes vanished. Indeed, while his current strength was far inferior to an Alchemy Foundation stage cultivator, his combat experience was unparalleled. Compared to Wating Pavilion, he might even be more skilled.

Though he had only lived for two hundred years and had faced countless dangers, Lin Xuan couldn't recall how many enemies he had fought since starting on the path of immortality.

To use a powerful tactic, one must first place oneself in peril. Everything that happened just now was part of his strategy to lure the opponent.

Buddha’s Divine Palm?

For most cultivators, such close proximity would lead to certain doom even for later-stage practitioners.

But Lin Xuan wasn't like them; he had learned a myriad of techniques and was not afraid of close combat. He practiced the Nine Heaven Dance Art.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as his bones cracked loudly in his ears.

With a clear cry of a phoenix, his right arm inexplicably grew larger, shimmering with silver light.

It was Jiahua—Transformation into a Beast!

Though techniques like the Nine Heaven Dance didn’t require transforming into a beast form when used, it wasn't impossible. If Lin Xuan had mastered the Nine Heaven Dance to its peak, even without transformation, his movements would be awe-inspiring. But he hadn't reached that level yet, so he resorted to Jiahua.

overwhelming demonic power surged forth, and Huitong Monk's face showed a look of surprise. This brat used orthodox techniques all along; how could he still be a cultivator who practiced magic?

But his shock was brief. He thought this would allow him to counterattack. How naive! Even if it were just an ordinary cultivator, let alone the true transformed beasts, they couldn't withstand his Buddha’s Divine Palm.

He understood this, and Lin Xuan knew as well. Although successfully condensing a demon core had greatly boosted his strength, it was still insufficient to face Alchemy Foundation stage monsters.

The gap in their cultivation stages was too great, but Lin Xuan had his reasons for doing so.

With another deep breath, a green flame appeared in his palm.

This was the ultimate technique that Lin Xuan relied on: Green Illusory Mystic Fire. After merging with heavenly tribulation flames, its power became incredibly sharp.

Lin Xuan's entire arm was enveloped by blazing demonic flames as he clenched his fist and punched towards his opponent.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in his ears as divine light exploded in all directions. When their fists met, Lin Xuan felt an overwhelming force spreading from his palm throughout his body…

Stars danced before his eyes as his bones, skin, even his organs seemed to be crushed.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he shouted loudly. Pure magical power surged from his dantian and circulated through his meridians, finally resisting the immense force.

How powerful!

Huitong Monk was indeed an Alchemy Foundation stage monster; Green Illusory Mystic Fire had only nullified eighty percent of its power. The remaining twenty percent was almost too much for his dual cores and single core to handle, especially since his sister had distracted him during the Buddha’s Divine Palm.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. An Alchemy Foundation stage cultivator was far more formidable than legends described. If he hadn't been careful, he might have perished today.

As Lin Xuan sighed, he didn’t know that Huitong Monk was even more shaken.

Dong Ruyan had single-handedly killed eight late-stage cultivators and easily defeated most Core Formation stage ones.

Huitong Monk's strength was slightly inferior to the top female cultivator of Yunzhou but not by much. How could he struggle so much against two mid-stage cultivators?

Green Illusory Mystic Fire wasn't just negating Buddha’s Divine Palm; after blocking his opponent, Lin Xuan immediately employed Nine Heaven Microsteps and retreated. The green flame transformed into a demonic snake, biting Huitong Monk's nose with ferocity.
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The illusory flames of the two phantasms moved at an incredible speed, swiftly closing in on Face Wisdom. He took a deep breath and reached out his hand, striking his head. A purple flame erupted from his mouth.

Though he hadn't practiced any special fire techniques, as a Separation Stage cultivator, the power of his innate infant fire was formidable.

After the purple infant fire left his mouth, it transformed into a fiery dragon, colliding with the green illusory flames in midair. Upon contact, the flames intertwined and fiercely tried to devour each other. The sky alternated between an eerie purple and a beautiful green, but soon, the green illusory flames gained the upper hand, pushing back the Buddhist flames.

No Gathering!

Face Wisdom's expression changed wildly. However, Lin Xuan wouldn't give him time to think. Although he had some extraordinary divine abilities and treasures, his cultivation stage and power were far behind those of a Separation Stage expert.

If they engaged in a direct confrontation with his divine treasure, it would be difficult for the old monk to escape. On the other side, Xiahou Lan's eyes flashed with surprise. Her big brother still had such items; after all, even on the upper realms, divine treasures were non-trivial. She herself was an Immortal daughter and likely possessed more than one.

Xiahou Lan extended her delicate hand, continuously changing her gestures. Golden runes began to appear before her.

Unlike human realm runes, these pale golden runes seemed ancient and profound, almost beyond comprehension.

These are the texts of the Ancient Spirit Realm? Face Wisdom's focus was originally on Lin Xuan, but as those runes appeared, a strange force spread outwards.

He turned his head to look. Upon seeing this, his expression changed dramatically.

The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect had been passed down for millions of years. In ancient times, when the world hadn't undergone such great changes, spirit realm cultivators often broke through space and entered the human realm due to various reasons.

Thus, the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's scripture hall contained remnants of ancient spirit realm cultivators, including these ancient runes.

Unfortunately, only a few were broken and incomplete, making it impossible to fully understand. However, after generations of research by the elders, they concluded that no matter what these ancient runes were used for—arrays, talismans, or other divine abilities—their power far exceeded anything in the human realm.

Seeing the golden text surrounding Xiahou Lan's body, Face Wisdom's face turned ashen. The proposal she had once made echoed in his mind. Could it be that she wasn't just boasting? Was she truly a great divine cultivator from the spirit realm?

Impossible. A million years ago, after the war between the spirit realm and the阴司realm, due to its intensity, several realms were destroyed. Although this realm survived, certain heavenly laws had been permanently altered. Another theory was that the actions of the 阴司realm were too outrageous, even though his soul and essence were scattered, he swore revenge, causing true immortals to secretly tamper with the laws of heaven.

These were merely rumors, but one thing was certain: after that incident, no cultivators from the upper realms broke through space to enter this realm.

This was why Face Wisdom thought Xiahou Lan was just boasting. But now, seeing those ancient spirit realm runes, his confidence waned significantly.

Lin Xuan didn't know these secrets and had already seen similar divine abilities during his fight with New Moon. His face showed no signs of surprise as he saw Face Wisdom's attention diverted to his sister. He raised his right hand high, then swung it forward with a serious expression.

Swoosh!

A dazzling sword energy appeared, ten zhang long, majestic and imposing. Unlike regular sword energies, countless runes flowed on its surface, faintly visible.

These runes were similar to those Xiahou Lan had used.

Not good!

Face Wisdom's face turned pale as the divine treasure's power made him shudder. He raised his left hand quickly, casting a spell towards the front.

The golden bowl transformed into nine orbs and formed a light curtain together.

Meanwhile, he stepped to the side, attempting to use the缩小术.

Wanting to run? Not so easy.

Lin Xuan had waited for this moment, forcing Face Wisdom to confront his divine treasure's powerful attack. He didn't allow him to escape. With a flick of his hand, the Snow Fox King's spear flew out.

With his right hand still holding the divine treasure, he used his left hand to grasp the spear and swung it downward forcefully.

Space around Face Wisdom distorted. But this time, Lin Xuan miscalculated. The monk seemed to sense something and reached forward, stabilizing the space fluctuations.

Although the spear could nullify teleportation effects, as a Separation Stage expert, Face Wisdom had glimpsed some of the heavenly laws. The spear's effect was lost.

His figure began to blur, about to vanish from his spot. Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. He had planned for so long, but it seemed he had been outwitted. Even with a divine treasure, if it couldn't hit him, there would be no point in using it.

However, a light laugh entered his ears as Xiahou Lan wasn't idle during the attack. As she moved, those profound runes transformed into beautiful flowers—roses, peonies, gardenias, and saffron daffodils.

They competed for beauty!

Quickly!

Xiahou Lan pointed at them, and the flower lights flashed before shattering into petals that enveloped the monk.

Flower Fragrance Array!

New Moon had used it before. Xiahou Lan's version was identical.

The array contained heavenly laws, nullifying the monk's缩小术.

The fragrance of the flowers permeated his senses. As a Separation Stage cultivator, most toxins in the human realm didn't affect him, but this one directly caused his infant spirit in the dantian to open its eyes with fear.

Perhaps she was truly from the spirit realm, Face Wisdom thought, unwillingly acknowledging it.

But now, he had no time for such thoughts. His缩小术 failed, and he had to face the terrifying attack of Lin Xuan's divine treasure.

The dazzling sword energy made him shudder as well.

Taking a deep breath, he cast a spell at the golden bowl.

Many texts erupted from within.

These were not runes but words.

When combined, they formed the Golden Net Sutra. The sutra embedded itself into the light curtain, followed by Buddhist chants appearing out of nowhere.

The entire process took only an instant before the dazzling sword energy struck.

Upon contact, there was no sound or sight.

A deafening explosion echoed far away.

Not far from Xuan Yuan City in the suburbs, a man and woman stood facing each other.

The woman wore a green dress; her figure was slender, but her face was plain. Her cultivation stage was only at the Condensation Core Stage.

In front of her stood a long-eared, emerald-eyed demon, whose exact cultivation stage wasn't mentioned. From his appearance alone, he was clearly an Incarnation Stage demon.

However, she showed no fear when facing him.

"Old Nine-Headed, you trapped me with the Xuan Tian Eight Trigram Talisman at the request of that bald monk, Face Wisdom," Dream Ruyan's face was filled with anger. "What did he give you in return?"

Haha, why should a fairy be angry? It has been at least two hundred years since our last meeting. I merely wanted to invite you for tea, but it seems we were misunderstood.

Hmph, do you need the Xuan Tian Eight Trigram Talisman to drink tea? Nine-Headed, stop being so cheeky. Are you trying to fool me?

Dream Ruyan's expression grew more and more difficult, nearing a state of rage.

Haha, my old friend couldn't grace us with his presence, so I had to use some tricks. But your divine abilities have improved so rapidly in two hundred years that it makes me envious. The Xuan Tian Eight Trigram Talisman, such an extraordinary item, took you only half a day to escape from.

Despite the smile on Nine-Headed's face, there was a hint of fear in his eyes as he spoke slowly.

PS: Dream Ruyan said, "Sis is here for your votes! I'm at the Separation Stage, so please help me out with some support!" (To be continued)
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Clear the way!

Lady Ruyan did not have time to纠缠 with her opponent. Huìtōng left under an excuse, while Jiǔtóu held onto her, making his intentions clear: he wanted to do something detrimental to Lin Xuan! Originally, this matter had nothing to do with her, and Lady Ruyan could simply turn a blind eye. However, she was different from other old monsters; her character was straightforward and bold—reckless yet genuine.

When Lin Xuan helped her in Lǒngnán Prefecture not long ago, he taught her how to seek breakthroughs in the heart realm. Lin Xuan did not know her identity, and his actions were all unconscious. Yet, she had indeed reaped great benefits from him.

Especially during their last encounter, when facing a more flexible spirit period version of himself, he showed no aversion, calling her "Little Sister," which made Ruyan feel very warm. The loneliness of the immortal path was well-known: there is an old saying that high places are not without coldness. For a disunited cultivator, this was even truer.

For this reason, Lady Ruyan could not bring herself to let Lin Xuan die. Although she did not want to be enemies with the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect, saving one person would give Huìtōng enough face.

"Ha ha, why rush, my lady? It's been a century since we last met; can't you chat more with an old friend?" Jiǔtóu still wore his mischievous smile, looking nothing like an old monster of the disunited realm. He was more of a lecher.

Of course, he did not do this out of idle curiosity but to buy as much time as possible by using such tactics. Lady Ruyan's character was straightforward, but as a disunited cultivator, she was far from foolish. Her brows furrowed, her expression turning grim. "Are you going to let me or not?"

Jiǔtóu the old monster tried to talk his way out, but Lady Ruyan had no patience for him anymore. She raised her slender hand, and a powerful spiritual pressure descended from the sky without warning.

The wind blew…

Despite the clear weather, it suddenly started raining lightly. The raindrops coalesced into a vortex several dozen feet in diameter, emitting a burst of spiritual light. "Quick!"

With Lady Ruyan's command, the vortex expanded to cover half the sky, producing thunderous rumbles from within.

Though this was not an ocean or lake, with her cultivation, she could still gather abundant water essence energy. Falling Cloud Snowflake Technique!

"$$; Already at the peak of initial disunited realm?

Jiǔtóu's expression changed as his playful smile vanished. He reached behind his head and spat out a round pearl about the size of a dragon's eye.

The pearl was golden, with countless tiny talisman inscriptions visible on its surface, making it seem incredibly mysterious.

Under his spell, the spiritual light surged, forming an enormous monster's shadow. It was over a hundred feet long, with a ferocious appearance and nine heads—a giant snake. "Demon essence, you actually turned it into a self-possessed treasure?" Lady Ruyan was taken aback, her expression filled with surprise.

It was well-known that for high-grade beasts, the demon essence's importance was akin to an immortal's primordial spirit, which would be attached to their body and protected carefully. Jiǔtóu had turned it into a treasure, though he did not know why, but its power must have been formidable.

What benefit did Huìtōng the bald monk give him? Even if he acted, he must stop her.

Lady Ruyan was surprised inside but showed an even more determined expression. This woman was tough on the outside and soft on the inside; she always preferred to be weak.

She flicked her sleeves, making the vortex buzz louder as a water dragon shot out from within. It split into three in mid-air, then nine… Each dragon was over twenty feet long, with different shapes, surrounding a beautiful young woman. When facing an equal opponent and exerting full force, she revealed her true form.

She still wore her evening green robes, but her appearance was breathtakingly beautiful. While perhaps slightly inferior to her disciple, Cloud Fairy, in terms of facial features, she was undoubtedly a beauty who could make even the most powerful men swoon.

Especially her figure, slender and well-proportioned, with skin as smooth and white as an infant's, enhanced by the surrounding water essence, making her irresistibly alluring.

A human and a demon, two disunited realm beings stood facing each other. A great battle was about to erupt when suddenly, a deafening roar echoed in their ears. The ground trembled, and space shook violently.

Lady Ruyan had already raised her arm, ready to attack, but this sudden change made her expression falter, and she paused mid-action.

Jiǔtóu's face mirrored hers, slightly surprised as he turned his head. However, there was nothing visible except the massive sound.

Still, as a disunited realm cultivator, she could sense the extremely violent energy fluctuations in the world. Could it be… "Get lost!"

Lady Ruyan froze for a moment before showing surprise and anxiety on her face, even letting out an expletive. Her figure blurred, and she seemed to have cast some secret technique, vanishing from her spot and reappearing several thousand feet away. Spatial prowess, far beyond teleportation. Lin Xuan's Nine Heaven Microstep was even more inconceivable.

Jiǔtóu hesitated for a moment; he could see that Lady Ruyan had gone berserk. He did not know what relation the young man and her had but knew that if he did not back down, she might fight to the death with him.

He felt justified in his actions towards Huìtōng the bald monk. Lady Ruyan's character was clear; she was always reckless. Lychee fruit was good, but he did not want to make a mortal enemy of her for that reason.

On the other side, Lin Xuan could not afford any concealment against a disunited realm cultivator. He consecutively unleashed several great powers before seizing his opportunity to raise the Heaven-piercing treasure.

Huìtōng did not want to face it head-on but was forced by Xiaohoulan's Hundred Flowers Fragrant Array, which shattered his teleportation technique. The brilliant sword energy collided with the light screen that revealed scriptures.

Silently, for half a cup of tea, there was no sound until a shocking rumble arose, shaking the entire space. One side was the dazzling sword light, while the other was golden Buddha light. They intertwined, seeming to be in deadlock. Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as his expression darkened.

Truly, this old monster was formidable; he managed to block the attack of the Heaven-piercing treasure. He had never faced such a direct challenge before with that artifact…

Huìtōng did not fare well either; sweat dripped from his forehead as he was both shocked and enraged by an ordinary primordial spirit cultivator bringing him to this point.

However, his eyes burned hotter as he looked at the Heaven-piercing treasure's light, full of madness.
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Lin Xuan reached out his hand and tapped on a storage pouch. A bright green light shone as he retrieved an ancient-looking belt, which he then wrapped around his waist.

His face was slightly pale. Although the battle had been brief, facing a Separation Period opponent required him to exert all his strength in every strike, thus consuming considerable amounts of mana. Especially with the Heaven-Breaking Sword from the Primordial Treasure, that seemingly simple stroke had drained away much of his spirit energy. However, after putting on the storage belt, his depleted mana was instantly replenished.

Lin Xuan looked up and gazed at the intersecting sword beams and Buddhist light before him. The blow from the Heaven-Breaking Sword was no small matter; though Hui Tong was a Separation Period cultivator, her remaining mana was also quite limited. This was precisely the perfect moment for Lin Xuan.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan changed his hand seals rapidly. Behind him, countless arm-shaped shadows appeared, resembling the Thousand-Armed Guanyin from Buddhism. It was clear that Lin Xuan was using a secret technique he had learned from the Moon Clan. True Spirit Strike was unparalleled in power; even the Green Illusion Fiery Flame could not compare.

On the other side, Xiaohou Lan was not idle either. She clasped her index and thumb together, raised them high above her head, then swayed her waist as if dancing. However, an ancient incantation emerged from her mouth. As she moved, the petals gathered to form a large flower. With a sharp "斩" (cut), all the sword beams converged into a powerful wave, pressing forward.

Creaks and groans filled Lin Xuan's ears as golden Buddhist light flickered, almost collapsing. Hui Tong's face turned wild with hatred, and he pounded his chest, spewing out a stream of blood that dissolved into a blood mist in mid-air. The chanting grew louder, pushing back the wave.

Hui Tong was indeed an old monster of the Separation Period, surpassing even the peak-stage婴后期 cultivators. However, Lin Xuan still had True Spirit Strike to rely on.

His newly replenished mana rushed to his palms, forming a luminous sphere that began to crack. The white tiger roared and claws emerged from within. The figure rapidly grew larger as it broke through the sphere, lunging at the light barrier. "Lan'er, run!"

After using True Spirit Strike, Lin Xuan's mana was completely drained. Although his storage pouch could be used repeatedly, there wasn't time for him to recover.

A determined expression flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he tapped on his storage pouch again. An jade bottle flew out, and after removing the stopper, he downed all the pills inside in one go. This "Return to Origin Powder" was a technique from the Demon Sect, different from the mana replenishment provided by the storage belt. He used it to stimulate latent abilities to quickly restore his mana.

Though similar to the Demonic Disintegration Technique, its effects were impressive but left him severely weakened afterward. However, with True Spirit Strike, he could only buy some time for escape. The opponent was far stronger than expected.

If he had known this, after leaving Xuan Yuan City, he should have hidden somewhere and waited. But that... might not have been enough to evade the other's divine sense. Now, Lin Xuan couldn't think of a better plan, so he could only try his luck.

Hearing Lin Xuan's call, Xiaohou Lan sighed slightly. If she had advanced to the peak-stage婴后期 and refined some powerful talismans, she might not fear this old monk. But now, even with her brother's help, they still couldn't match their opponent.

Escape was equally hopeless, but there were no other options. Xiaohou Lan looked at Lin Xuan before transforming into a streak of light and flying toward the distant mountains. "Brother, have you thought of an escape plan?"

"No, our only hope is to hide somewhere. I know some methods to conceal my presence; perhaps it can fool his divine sense!" Lin Xuan sighed. "Little Sister, I didn't realize Separation Period cultivators were so formidable. However, we should be able to delay him for at least a quarter of an hour. Let's go. Since we can't defeat both of us together, let's try to escape separately. That bald monk is after me; he won't chase you."

"No way, I promised to help, and I won't abandon my promise. Besides, this life was saved by Brother, so if we die, we'll die together," Xiaohou Lan shook her head, her expression resolute.

"Rubbish, you're a scattered immortal's daughter; your life is precious. Come on, let's go. Together, it will be easier to be detected, and I've already faced many dangers. We might still escape," Lin Xuan, though cold toward his enemies, was sincere with his friends. Xiaohou Lan had done enough for him.

"Still..." Xiaohou Lan wanted to say more when she suddenly recalled Hui Tong's venomous look just now. She changed her mind and said, "Alright, Brother, take care of yourself." With that, she redirected her light and sped toward the horizon without waiting for Lin Xuan's reply.

The sudden 180-degree turn surprised Lin Xuan momentarily, but he knew escape was his priority. He felt relieved that Xiaohou Lan would run away; at least someone would avenge him if he died.

Spitting out saliva, Lin Xuan changed his mind. Why be so消极? The situation was dangerous, but he had faced higher cultivators before.

He couldn't die. If he did, someone would mourn for him.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and transformed into a streak of light that plummeted into the dense forest.

After flying for a short while, Lin Xuan calculated it was about time to act. He condensed his mana, sank underground, and practiced concealment techniques. His mana and even his heartbeat slowed considerably, but he couldn't be sure if it would work against a Separation Period cultivator's divine sense and powerful secret arts.

To be honest, Lin Xuan didn't like relying on luck for his safety, but there was no choice; the opponent's power was too great. At most, he might have a chance with peak-stage cultivation, but now, it was impossible to think about such things.

Meanwhile, after Xiaohou Lan left, she flew in the opposite direction of Lin Xuan. In her pouch, she took out a sound transmission talisman and sank her divine sense into it.

Soon, she raised her head as the talisman transformed into a fiery light that flew toward where Hui Tong was fighting.

"From the situation, that bald monk should believe I'm from the Spirit Realm. If I threaten him, he'll likely chase me since compared to my brother, our enmity poses a greater threat," Xiaohou Lan muttered to herself.

Unlike Xin Yue, this woman had endured much hardship and valued gratitude deeply. Although the Combined Life Pills didn't work as expected, they did create some attachment in her towards Lin Xuan, leading to such self-sacrificing behavior.

On another mountain about ten million miles away, a black-robed cultivator with his hands behind his back sensed the fluctuations of the surrounding energy. His brows furrowed; this was Luo Family's patriarch.

A few hundred miles away, two cultivators were flying toward them—a man in his forties and a woman in her twenties, both peak-stage婴中期. Despite their similar cultivation levels, they exuded an odd aura that seemed to surpass even the same-stage cultivators...
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"Blood Spirit, you think Gong Wei is still in the annex?!" The man with an ancient and elegant appearance looked around, his voice slow as he spoke.

"Rest assured. Although due to the laws of the cosmos, our cultivation will drop significantly when we break through the void, I am one of the princess's sword attendants. Naturally, there are methods that can help us locate her whereabouts," the woman nodded confidently.

"That's good. Even though this time we came down with the task of seizing something, the most important thing is to find the princess. The fluctuations in essence energy just now prove that a Separation Stage cultivator has appeared here. If the princess is nearby, it might not bode well," the man said, his expression turning anxious.

The woman's face turned ashen at these words. If anything happened to the new moon, both of them would be doomed for eternity. As for this world, they likely couldn't withstand the wrath of their superior. Hopefully, those cultivators from the lower realms wouldn't do something foolish.

They must find the princess quickly. Although constrained by the laws of the cosmos, with three people working together, they weren't afraid of a common Separation Stage cultivator.

The woman's expression changed as she slowed her light form. "Blood Spirit, what is it?" The man was taken aback and showed some surprise on his face.

Without replying, the woman opened her mouth and expelled a stream of qi that spiraled into a ball. She then cut her thumb and dripped several drops of blood onto it. With several hand gestures, the ball turned blood red and shot off towards the distance with a whoosh.

Her face lit up with joy: "Right! The princess is not far from us now. Let's go!"

On the other side, where Lin Xuan and his companions had fought before,

The sun and moon were obscured by darkness, and black dust floated above. The ground was scarred like it had been trampled by some ancient beast, with deep, endless trenches crisscrossing everywhere. Within a twenty-li radius, all the mountains had collapsed into piles of rubble. This entire area resembled a shattered landscape.

Roar!

A dull rumble came from underground, revealing a large hole where Hui Tong had stood. The circular opening was about seven zhang in diameter and went deep beyond sight. A bright light suddenly appeared at the bottom, drawing essence energy from the surrounding space.

From this opening, an enormous beam of light shot up into the sky, containing a terrifying amount of spiritual power that made one's heart race. The dust in the air was blown away, and the space twisted, splitting open a crack. The beam entered it.

This wasn't breaking through the void, but the sheer force of the spiritual energy was enough to be shocking.

"Huff, huff!"

Breathing sounds reached their ears as golden light flashed from the opening, revealing Hui Tong's figure. He looked nothing like the Separation Stage cultivator standing at the peak of this world; he appeared utterly disheveled.

His robe had vanished, and his monk's robes were in tatters, making him look more like a beggar by the city gate than a high-ranking monk.

Despite still having formidable spiritual pressure, it was much weaker than before. His face was filled with hatred.

Since advancing to Separation Stage, no one except those few old-timers had ever made him feel so humiliated.

Feeling depressed and scared at the same time, he thought that just now had been too close. That Lin Xuan, an early-stage Essence Body cultivator, could have such terrifying strength was frightening. If he were to advance to Separation Stage one day,

Hui Tong didn't dare to think about it. If that happened, would the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect still exist? He should never have provoked this formidable enemy.

But now, it was too late to regret. He had to eliminate him before he grew stronger and threaten his existence.

Boy, do you think you can escape the Buddha's palm?

Hui Tong's eyes flashed with a glint as his killing intent burst forth. He was about to release his divine sense to locate Lin Xuan when a fiery light appeared in his vision.

A sound transmission talisman?

Hui Tong was taken aback.

He reached out and caught the sound transmission talisman, sinking his divine sense into it. Soon, he raised his head with a look of hesitation on his face.

Of course, this must be Xiaohou Lan's work.

"Looks like this girl is indeed from the spirit realm. This trouble will be immense."

Hui Tong scoffed at the idea that the sound transmission talisman was from an Immortal, but after the cosmic anomalies, someone who could still break through the void must be a formidable existence in the spirit realm as well.

Compared to Lin Xuan, this girl posed a greater threat. Just like her first words, even if he ascended to the higher realms, he would face the danger of his soul and body being scattered.

Weighing the pros and cons, Hui Tong released his divine sense, quickly locking onto Xiaohou Lan's whereabouts. This girl had not hidden her aura at all, trying to lead away a powerful enemy for her brother.

Hui Tong was taken aback but then showed a cruel expression. In the cultivation world, the weak were preyed upon by the strong. As an existence from the higher realms, this girl doing such self-sacrificing deeds was incredibly foolish.

If you want to die, I'll make it happen. Even if you're formidable in the higher realms now, you're still at the Essence Body stage.

Moreover, capturing her and using soul probing techniques might yield countless benefits.

With that thought, Hui Tong cast aside Lin Xuan's threat, spun around, and transformed into a streak of golden light, flying towards Xiaohou Lan's location.

On another small hill about ten thousand li away,

Two people stood facing each other on the peak. The left person was a stunning beauty in her early twenties, with an absolutely breathtaking appearance and figure that made one drool. Her smooth, fair skin emitted a faint fragrance, not from rouge but from her natural aroma.

Lady Meng Ruoyan!

The right person was an old man in gray robes who looked to be in his sixties, appearing spirited. What was more bizarre was the absence of any spiritual energy fluctuations on him, making him seem like an ordinary mortal.

However, Lady Meng Ruoyan felt as if she were facing a formidable enemy. How could there still be another Separation Stage cultivator here?

In the entire Twelve States of the Heavens and Clouds, the combined number of human and demon Separation Stage existences was only a handful, all interconnected. Why didn't she recognize this person.

Could it be someone who just recently advanced or a hermit in the deep mountains and forests?

Lady Meng Ruoyan did not think about Luo Family's involvement. Although she had been tasked by Wangting Lou to capture one of their disciples, that person's cultivation was low, unable to access core secrets, and didn't even know there was an old Separation Stage ancestor in his family.

It was precisely because of this reason that Lady Meng Ruoyan did not take Luo Family's plot seriously. Otherwise, she might have refused Wangting Lou's request for help. If the Luo Family truly turned things around, it would be bad news for the Heavenly Sea Pavilion.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十章 林轩的意气

"Who is this foil friend, why did he block my path?" Lady Meng Ruyan's delicate brows furrowed as she spoke.

The Patriarch of the Luo family did not immediately respond. His face was calm, but his heart was like a tumultuous sea.

Though he had never seen this woman in person, he naturally recognized her. The Luo family vowed revenge, and over these years, through various channels, he had kept an eye on the high-ranking figures from the Seven Sects.

He did not expect to encounter the Supreme Elder of the Sky Sea Pavilion here. If Lady Meng Ruyan was here, then it meant that the chaotic fluctuations in the primordial energy were not caused by her. There must be another Separation and Union stage powerhouse nearby—this was not good news at all.

His eyes darted as he pondered his next move. A voice with a pleasant but fiery tone entered his ears: "Why are you silent, friend? Aren't you also one of the Buddha Sect's bald monks who want to stop me?"

The Patriarch of the Luo family froze, his mind racing, and the words on his lips retreated.

After years of observation, he realized that the Seven Sects were not as united as they had been a million years ago. This made sense; back then, their common enemy was the Tianzhou Luo family.

Now, with the Luo family decimated, the Seven Sects were the top existence in the mortal realm. They cherished their lives and would never engage in reckless combat against peers. But what about Lady Meng Ruyan? She seemed to have no recognition of him but charged forward with a murderous intent.

She must be mad!

I didn't even claim her as my wife; why is she trying to kill me?

The Patriarch of the Luo family was both shocked and angry, but then he became ecstatic. Lady Meng Ruyan's intense reaction meant that if he could detain her, would the Buddha Sect and Sky Sea Pavilion become mortal enemies?

With a deep breath, he extended his hand, tapped his head, and a fan flew out from his mouth.

Only an inch long, it rapidly expanded under a spell.

"Madam, I was entrusted with this task. Regardless of what happens, I will not let anything bad happen to Master Huitong," the Patriarch said with righteous indignation as he pointed at the fan.

The surface of the fan bore a vivid image of a great phoenix—sharp talons and beak, red eyes.

"Quickly!"

With a spell from the Patriarch, an eagle's cry echoed. The great phoenix vanished inside the fan, but the sky suddenly darkened.

Not because of changing weather; sunlight was blocked by a large bird hovering above them.

The body of this bird was enormous—wingspan over a hundred zhang, resembling a mountain in size. A storm emerged with each flap of its wings.

A divine treasure!

Lady Meng Ruyan's eyes flashed with surprise. This great phoenix was no ordinary entity; even an Incarnation Stage cultivator would be terrified. But as a Separation and Union stage powerhouse, she had nothing to fear.

So what?

It was just a spell that allowed the beast's soul to absorb primordial energy and manifest this power.

A snow-like green sword and its shadow merged, turning into a green tidal wave aimed at the great phoenix's head.

The eagle's cry echoed in his ears. The great phoenix did not wait for punishment; it grabbed downward with its talons, and lightning spheres appeared on the surface of the eagle's claws.

Each sphere was over seven zhang in diameter, charging towards the Green Shadow Snow Sword's fierce light.

Two Separation and Union stage existences, one trying to save someone while the other harbored sinister intentions. The battle raged fiercely, far more intense than when Master Huitong fought Xiaohou Lan earlier.

Fortunately, they were in a remote area; if this had happened in Xuan Yuan City, it would have caused chaos.

The outcome of their battle was uncertain, but elsewhere, Lin Xuan emerged from the ground.

His expression was grim. Initially, he had hidden, but as time passed, something seemed off to him. Even though his recondite energy technique was subtle and Master Huitong couldn't sense it, his divine sense should have swept over the area. Yet after so long, Lin Xuan felt nothing.

In other words, Master Huitong didn't follow up on him.

Where did he go?

With his cunning and experience, Lin Xuan deduced that Sister Xiao Mei must be leading Master Huitong away to save herself. He could not leave her in danger.

Though the mortal world was a dog-eat-dog place where everyone was selfish, selling out loved ones for survival wasn't an option for him.

Facing enemies, he could be more ruthless and heartless than other cultivators, but when it came to his family and friends, Lin Xuan always protected them.

Even if the path of immortality was difficult, one must have principles. Without a basic sense of right and wrong, what was the point of achieving immortality?

Two hundred years of bloodshed had made him cunning and mature, but he clung to this moral compass.

So when he faced the peril in Yin Mountain, despite the great danger, he still went without hesitation to save Phoenix. Even with the Four Evils, he didn't retreat.

And even though it had been a century since his last meeting with Senior Sister Qin, she was in trouble now, and Lin Xuan extended his hand again.

Even for Little Moon's apprentice, Lin Xuan protected her. Who said that the path of immortality must be without emotion?

Xiaohou Lan had risked herself to save him; how could he not help her?

To other old monsters, this might seem foolish, but Lin Xuan had his own principles!

Unfortunately, Xiao Mei and Little Moon shared a body, so if it was just the spoiled princess in danger, Lin Xuan would have taken advantage of the situation.

Thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan released his divine sense. But there were no results.

His divine perception far surpassed that of other peers, but he could only detect Sister Xiao Mei and Master Huitong beyond three hundred miles. They must be past this range.

What now?

Lin Xuan paced anxiously, but soon calmed down. Panicking wouldn't help; after a moment's thought, he deduced the sequence of events. When faced with problems, one had to think creatively.

Sister Xiao Mei must have intentionally drawn Master Huitong away from him.

She wanted him to escape safely and would do her best to keep the monk far away.

He had fled southeast earlier; Sister Xiao Mei likely chose northwest.

This was just Lin Xuan's speculation, but in the absence of divine perception, this was his best choice.

Let's hope he didn't make a mistake.

Lin Xuan silently prayed as green light enveloped him. He flew towards the northwest.

"Sorry, Moon, I will have to take more risks with you."

"Master, if I keep saying sorry, I'll get angry," Little Moon's voice echoed in his ears.

"Why?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Don't apologize; Moon said she would be by your side no matter what choice you make." Little Moon spoke softly but with deep emotion: "Besides, I like this master—emotional and righteous. Cruel to enemies, kind to friends."

"Ouch!"

Before her words were finished, a sudden cry of pain filled the air as her face contorted in agony.

"What's wrong, Moon?" Lin Xuan was alarmed and asked with concern.

"I don't know; some memories are surfacing in my mind, but they're blurry. I can't tell what they contain, only that it seems like I had a similar life before." Little Moon muttered, her words jumbled.

"Similar to me in this lifetime?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and frowned.

"I didn't express myself clearly; I meant that my personality from the past is very much like yours. For loved ones and friends, you can be reckless. In the past, I might have acted impulsively, doing something earth-shattering, but I can't remember," Little Moon said slowly.

"Oh." Lin Xuan nodded: "If you can't recall it, forget about it; don't force yourself."

"I understand; what happened in my past doesn't matter to me." Little Moon nodded obediently and added silently: "As long as I'm with Master this lifetime."

Seeing the pain on her face fade, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. Green light flashed around him, and his speed increased dramatically before he disappeared into the horizon.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十一章 随机传送符与隐秘

In the sky, lightning flashed continuously. Despite it being a clear day, snowflakes as large as goose feathers kept falling.

Dream Ruyan and the Luo Family Patriarch were engaged in fierce combat.

Actually, if considering their true strength, that old monster of the Luo family might be slightly stronger. Although both were at the peak of the early stage of the Separation Realm, he possessed the bloodline of the Heavenly Saber Bright King. Even though this lineage had become extremely thin after so many generations, its power was still formidable.

After all, the Six Kings of the阴司界were comparable to Immortals.

Of course, there were exceptions. In that great battle a million years ago, the阴司界had been unstoppable, and the Lingxuan Realm was thoroughly defeated. It was only because of certain special circumstances that True Immortals had intervened.

In fact, the two realms had fought before, but this time it seemed different. With such a terrifying expert present, the阴司界should have already won long ago.

It seemed as if the Sixth King had always been restrained, not out of restraint, but intentionally giving the Lingxuan Realm breathing room and waiting for the True Immortal realm to intervene.

However, in the final battle at the Northern Pole Spirit Light Palace, neither the other Five Kings of the阴司界nor the human and demon races from the Lingxuan Realm had the qualifications to enter.

They only knew that the formidable ruler of the阴司界had perished, with three True Immortals dying or severely injured.

Only the two severely wounded True Immortals knew the truth, but they were extremely reluctant to reveal it...

The ancient events aside, the strength of the Heavenly Saber Bright King could be compared to Dream Ruyan's father. By inheriting his true blood, the Luo Family Patriarch naturally had an edge over Dream Ruyan, but he couldn't use all his power.

Firstly, his goal wasn't to kill Dream Ruyan; although there was a difference in strength between them, it wasn't that significant. If he used all his abilities, he might defeat her, but killing her would be wishful thinking.

Knowing this was impossible, he wouldn't do such a foolish thing. The Luo Family Patriarch's plan was to provoke conflict between the Thousand Buddha Sect and the Sea of Heaven Pavilion, making them enemies.

To achieve this, his identity must remain hidden; otherwise, all his efforts would be in vain.

Thus, although he was slightly stronger than Dream Ruyan, he found himself constrained. In the sky, snowflakes danced wildly, and a green figure caught everyone's attention - it was Dream Ruyan's treasure. The Luo Family Patriarch struggled to keep up, appearing extremely disheveled.

However, in the short term, he managed to hold her down; it would be almost impossible for her to escape anytime soon.

Damn!

Dream Ruyan was both shocked and angry. As a Separation Realm cultivator who had lived over a thousand years, she couldn't possibly be as shallow-minded as that.

Her gaze gradually filled with confusion.

The Luo Family Patriarch struggled but kept an eye on Dream Ruyan's expression. Seeing her reaction, his heart sank; it was clear that she had begun to suspect something. Continuing to delay would only be detrimental.

After all, he had managed to gain the time of Master Hui Tong for so long. Surely, that bald monk should have achieved his goal by now.

With this thought, he laughed loudly: "Immortal, don't be angry. I've completed my task as instructed by Master Hui Tong; farewell!"

Before his words were finished, his folding fan pointed forward, and a black light flashed. A shield materialized from the gathering of primordial energy, towering dozens of feet high. Although Dream Ruyan unleashed countless sword shadows that seemed to swallow mountains and rivers, she could only tear through it momentarily. This gave him some time.

The Luo Family Patriarch transformed into a streak of lightning, flying far away into the distance.

If she wanted to stop him, Dream Ruyan could have intercepted him as well, but at this moment, she had no mood for纠缠. After retracting her treasure, she immediately closed her eyes and began searching for Lin Xuan's whereabouts.

Unexpectedly, Lin Xuan was also in intense combat with someone else right now.

Originally, after realizing his sister's plan, he wanted to meet up with her and face any danger together. As a man of principles, he couldn't let one girl risk herself while he escaped safely.

Although the path of immortality was perilous, he still had some sense of right and wrong as a man.

What did it matter if this old monster from the Separation Realm was at the peak stage? If he provoked him enough, they would fight to the death.

Lin Xuan had just opened his full speed when he suddenly encountered several monks on his path.

Three bald monks were all from the Thousand Buddha Sect and were long-term figures of the late-stage Immortal realm—two in the early stage and one in the mid-stage, with another being a late-stage old monster.

It was obvious that they had come to help Master Hui Tong.

Enemies meeting face-to-face always became even more hostile. The two sides immediately engaged in battle.

At first, the three monks didn't know who Lin Xuan was, but upon seeing his power, one of the late-stage bald monk suddenly shouted.

Narrow roads make enemies; that scoundrel turned out to be the instigator of all this conflict—the Abbot of the Arhat Hall, Kongsan. That old guy had used the Thousand Buddha Sect's influence after escaping as an Immortal to find a suitable body for him soon after.

Just when he had completed his possession and arrived in Xuan Yuan City with two fellow disciples, sensing the presence of their senior elder, Master Hui Tong, he rushed over to help. Unfortunately, he ran into Lin Xuan again.

If it weren't for this bald monk's attempt to kill and steal treasure, he wouldn't have been forced to flee like a dog. His sister would not be in such an uncertain state; he didn't know if she was still with Master Hui Tong.

Lin Xuan had many enemies throughout his life, but few made him as angry as Kongsan. For the guy who destroyed his body, Lin Xuan wished to tear out his soul and bones and possess another body. Although the new body was decent, it was still inferior compared to his original one due to the laws of nature.

Both sides unleashed their full power; although Lin Xuan tried to conserve his energy, he didn't use any treasure treasures but summoned the Corpse Demon, Pangolin, and Yue'er instead.

With the Jade Lotus Bee re-summoned, it was now three against one. The numerical advantage had completely shifted in his favor.

On a distant horizon, Xiaohuang Lan's face was filled with anxiety: "Bloodling, hurry up! That bald monk Hui Tong is less than twenty miles away."

"Princess, don't worry. This random teleportation scroll isn't of high quality and has some damage; its activation speed will be slower," the man with a refined appearance said with a respectful smile.

Before his words were finished, they saw a streak of lightning appear in the distance sky.
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Everyone knows that the Underworld has two volumes: the Yang volume records the destinies of all living beings in the world, while the Yin volume records their命格 and lifespans.

Yue Miao entered the space alone, sitting by a wooden house, lost in thought. Senior Apprentice Brother still needs to help her cultivate, but if she causes him to fail his cultivation, wouldn't that make her feel guilty for life?

Of course, Zhou Yunsheng was well aware of this. The intelligence network within Guanhai has never failed since the time of the previous emperor, let alone something like this. Yelv Qi wanted to plant people in Guanhai? That was nothing but a pipe dream.

Southwind Jin was not Southwind Sheng's son, right? Yes, that son should have been highly regarded by Southwind Sheng, but reality left both of them sighing.

Yemeng moved slightly without stopping her. Qin Yaoshi had feelings; having such long iron wire inserted into her tail would surely cause pain.

After a while of talking, Gu Sinan took the pulse of Ninghe. She hadn't been needled for these few months, but she had been taking medicine. He wasn't sure how well she was doing.

Hegelin Linglin wanted to continue speaking with Qin Shuoyue, but the other party kept walking away until they disappeared from her sight.

"Fine, I can just eat beef and not pepper. You can pick all the peppers out for me," Gu Sheng's request was almost unreasonable.

After pulling at the quilt without success, she opened her eyes to meet a pair of dark purple eyes, which frightened her into jumping off the bed onto the ground.

Ten thousand top-grade spirit stones could buy an eighth-stage illusion beast! When did the emperor become so generous?

At this moment, those three peak Law Art practitioners from Hanrain Sect finally reacted. Seeing their young master's palm being blasted apart, they were shocked and quickly moved to surround Mo Ning.

She told him about Xu Han and her adoptive parents, including everything she knew about Fang Young Master's condition—nothing was left out.

However, considering Qian Sen's age, she ultimately swallowed her complaint and said nothing. Qian Sen was the pillar of the research institute; it couldn't afford to make him angry and die.

Old Man Jin’s father was the second eldest in his family, clever but lazy. According to local people, he was called "floating without substance." He didn’t want to do farm work and wanted to learn the craftsmanship skills from his ancestors. In the future, if he could escape to a place south of the border where no foreign tribes ruled, he would join textile大户s专门 for their offerings.

"You're saying we have an insider with the Lin family? Brother Long, are you suggesting there's a traitor in our house?" Jin Rouyue was greatly surprised and found it hard to believe.

The large screen directly facing the captain’s command deck showed images of the Langya Fleet. At this moment, the fleet had already set off, entering the waters outside Pearl Harbor under the leadership of the flagship "Flying Henan People," attempting to block the Seattle fleet sent to open up a route to Pearl Harbor.

Now, those who were treated like slaves and the Ming citizens who openly spoke about the Great Scholar's idle talk had completely different lives.

Upon hearing Duan Lingtian’s words, Cui Bing’s delicate body trembled slightly again, even feeling touched inside.

A total of ten levels in a 5th-level array tower, with the first level being the functional hall. From the second level onwards, each level was equipped with a teleportation array.

Yan Yang was somewhat worriedly looking at Cang Haohan. She understood the feeling of being rejected by someone she loved but was grateful for Qin Mengdie’s actions.

"Old Mò, you destroyed another table," Old Sun sighed helplessly to the elder.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十二章 梦如嫣的心思

夏侯兰眉头微皱，冷声道：“你这离合期修士，居然被区区二阶妖兽所伤？真是笑话！”

慧通怒目圆睁，声音沙哑地回应道：“你们这些来自灵界的家伙，到底有何底牌，竟然能将我逼入如此境地？”

百阖轻笑一声，缓缓说道：“离合期修士的肉身，确实不易被毁。但你这伤势，却是显而易见的。看来，我们之间的确有不为人知的秘密。”

血灵冷笑道：“别再装蒜了！你的肉身已经被毁，这是无法掩饰的事实。现在，你只能乖乖交出公主，否则……”

慧通眼中闪过一丝绝望，但他还是强撑着道：“你们休想得逞！我还有办法救回公主！”

夏侯兰冷冷地打断他的话：“少做白日梦了！公主已经不在这里，我们只是路过此地。你若不交出公主，就别怪我们手下无情。”

慧通眼中露出了疯狂的神色，他突然大笑起来，声音中充满了绝望与愤怒：“哈哈，你们以为这样就能得逞？笑话！公主还在我的手中，我不会让她落入你们之手！”

百阖沉声道：“既然如此，那我们就不得不动用最后的手段了。”

话音未落，几道光芒从四面八方汇聚而来，将慧通团团围住。夏侯兰等人眼中闪过一丝狠色，显然已做好了战斗准备。

慧通见状，心中一凛，但他依然不肯屈服：“你们……休想！”

然而，随着一声巨响，一道强大的波动从他身上爆发而出，周围的修士纷纷后退，但最终还是被那股力量逼得无法再动。慧通的身上开始散发出淡淡的金光，似乎在进行着某种特殊的法术。

夏侯兰等人见状，心中一紧，但他们依然没有放弃，继续施加压力：“你已经无路可逃了！”

慧通的声音越来越弱，但他的眼中依旧闪烁着不屈的光芒。最终，在一阵剧烈的波动之后，他缓缓倒下，身体化作了一团金光，消失在原地。

夏侯兰等人面面相觑，心中都明白，这场战斗并没有结束。他们需要尽快找到公主，才能彻底解决这个棘手的问题。

与此同时，林轩已经飞到了琴心所在的幽州城外。他心中暗自思量着下一步的行动：先去探望琴心，缓解她的痛苦；然后再寻找合适的时机，获取血蛟丹，为武云儿结婴做准备。

林轩化作一道惊虹，向着远处飞去。不久后，梦如嫣的身影出现在他的身旁，两人相视一笑，似乎达成了某种默契。

接下来的日子里，林轩将全力以赴，为武云儿的未来而努力。他知道，只有不断提升自己的实力，才能在未来的战斗中占据主动。
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十三章 阿修罗王

You asked for a translation and explanation of the provided Chinese text. Here is an English version along with some context:

---

The passage describes Lin Xuan's perilous journey after his confrontation with the Summer Family, including his struggle to escape and recover from the effects of the Yuan Return Pill.

Lin Xuan had used the Yuan Return Pill, a powerful but dangerous magical substance, which caused severe side effects. After a series of intense battles and escapes, he finally found a safe place to rest. However, due to the lingering effects of the pill, Lin Xuan fainted from exhaustion and pain.

Moon, his attendant, was extremely worried about him. She had never seen her master in such a state before. Moon tried to use her inner vision technique to examine Lin Xuan's condition but found that he was suffering greatly from the side effects of the Yuan Return Pill.

Lin Xuan's two spirit cores were unconscious, and his demon core had stopped rotating. The residual magical energy in his body was causing damage to his meridians and physical form. Moon realized that she could do little to help him without more powerful healing techniques or a higher-ranking practitioner.

Suddenly, an unusual object appeared before her - the Xuan Yin Treasure Box. This item only responded to Moon's touch despite being too powerful for Lin Xuan to control. When Moon grasped it, the box transformed into a small sword that emitted a brilliant light and revealed a tiny figure within.

This figure was none other than Lin Xuan's past self from his previous life as a demon lord in the Netherworld. The young version of Lin Xuan expressed joy at seeing Moon again after so many years and thanked her for bringing him back to this world.

---

The text delves into themes of perseverance, the challenges of spiritual growth, and the complex relationships between past and present selves. It also touches on magical concepts like spirit cores, demon cores, and the effects of powerful magical substances.

Moon's discovery of Lin Xuan's previous life adds depth to their relationship and hints at a larger narrative involving reincarnation and the struggles of maintaining one's identity across lifetimes.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百二十四章 仙府奇珍

"Serena, what are you thinking about?"

"I'm not thinking about anything. Little Peach, have you told me yet what I am?"

"I? Of course, you're not a ghost. But I'm not from the Ghost Realm either."

"That's strange," Serena said curiously. "You just mentioned that all ghosts belong to the Ghost Realm. If you are my servant, why aren't you from there?"

"Serena, don't say such things. All of this is because those shameless immortals caused it. The sooner we can make them pay for their crimes, the better," Little Peach said with righteous indignation.

"Ahem... Ahem..." Serena's delicate face showed a hint of guilt as she watched Little Peach speaking so passionately on her behalf. In truth, she hadn't thought about much. Although the other party claimed to be the Queen of Hell, Serena had no memory of it. Her happiness was simple—just being with Lord Xuan and living together peacefully. The idea of seeking revenge against immortals made her feel a bit scared; she didn't have that kind of courage.

Was I really the Queen of Hell? Could Little Peach be mistaken?

Serena didn't dare to say anything, as Lord Xuan's fate still hung in the balance, and it was this girl who had come out. If she wasn't the person Little Peach said she was, would this girl just abandon her?

It was understandable why Serena thought that way. Although there were some omens after seeing those three pictures on Snowy Mysterious Mountain, this news was too shocking.

The Queen of Hell, the ruler of a world, who had led her subordinates to massacre the Spirit Realm and even dared to challenge true immortals... Could I be so powerful?

Poor Serena had always hidden under Lord Xuan's protection. These things were not only unimaginable but also made her feel scared just thinking about them.

"Serena, what are you thinking?"

"Not anything, Little Peach. You haven't told me yet what I am."

"I? I'm not a ghost; rather, it's your favorite treasure," Little Peach said with a smile.

"What, you're the spirit of an artifact?" This answer surprised Serena so much that she was taken aback.

"No, I'm the Xuan Yin Treasure Box..." Little Peach said dejectedly. "The spirit of an artifact? How could I be such a low-level thing?"

"Xuan Yin Treasure Box, are you saying my treasure has become sentient?"

"Yes, with your abilities, any artifacts you use must be extraordinary treasures from the immortal realm. Compared to them, so-called supreme divine treasures and dark heavenly treasures are nothing. One of the characteristics of these extraordinary treasures is that they can become sentient, possessing human-like bodies and fully awakening their intelligence."

Although theoretically all things could cultivate immortality, in reality, whether for humans or beasts, they were living beings. As for trees and flowers, they could absorb primordial energy from heaven and earth, but becoming sentient and cultivating immortality was extremely difficult.

Apart from animals and plants, other objects like stones and rivers almost couldn't become sentient. Even Snowy Mysterious Mountain, a place where the Iron Fist Clan lived, was just a mountain in form; it was actually a special form of an animal.

In essence, extraordinary treasures were nothing more than the most advanced法宝made from the finest materials. Such lifeless objects could actually become sentient and transform into Little Peach, this vivacious beauty.

Serena was amazed but didn't dwell on it. After all, immortals were still too distant for her now; many things that true immortals did were beyond her comprehension.

"You say I'm the Queen of Hell. Me...?" Serena looked at the small girl in front of her with a guilty expression: "Then why did I invade the Spirit Realm and fight those true immortals during my previous life?"

"I don't know about that," Little Peach said helplessly.

"What, you're not even my servant? Did you also lose your memory?" Serena was shocked. "Your situation can't be called amnesia; rather, a part of your memories has been sealed." Who did it? The true immortals?"

"No, it's you."

"Me?" Serena stared in shock: "I... how could I have done such things?"

"I don't know the exact reason, but I guess that when you met those three true immortals at the Northern Spirit Light Palace, you might have already guessed the outcome and prepared accordingly. As your innate treasure, I was sealed with part of my memories and hidden in a safe place. Perhaps this was for the afterlife," Little Peach said slowly.

Of course, some parts of her explanation were based on speculation.

"Can't your memory be recovered?" Serena felt apologetic.

"Not necessarily. How could you really harm me? Your seal is clever. Since I am your innate treasure and our auras are related, you have a significant influence on me. As your power grows, the seal on my memories will gradually lift. If you knew about this enmity with true immortals now, it might not be beneficial," Little Peach said.
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"Little Tangerine, according to your words, after I successfully condense my essence and form a core, the body I create will be different from this one?"

"Yes," Little Tangerine nodded. "Your current body is actually formed by gathering spiritual energy, so it's not affected by the seal. But once you advance to the Essence Condensation stage, the body you create will be real flesh and blood, naturally won't be as beautiful as now. It should look similar to your usual virtual image."

"Oh, that's good." Yue Er let out a sigh of relief. Although she comforted herself, she was really afraid that she would become too beautiful and scare the young master half to death. This wasn't just a joke; the beauty of the Arrogant King was like a fatal move.

"Don't worry, little miss. Once your strength recovers, your beautiful appearance will naturally return," Little Tangerine comforted Yue Er without knowing what she was thinking.

"Ah." Yue Er smiled but didn't explain further. At this moment, Little Tangerine suddenly cried out in alarm, holding her head as her expression turned extremely painful.

"Little Tangerine, what's wrong?" Although the servant girl appeared a bit strange, she had been helping Yue Er all along and their connection made Yue Er feel close to her despite knowing her for only a short time. Seeing Little Tangerine's distressed expression, Yue Er felt worried.

"I'm just about to exhaust my essence energy," Little Tangerine forced a smile on her face. "Essence energy exhaustion?" Yue Er was stunned and showed an expression of confusion.

"The secret technique I used is from the Upper Heavens. My current strength is too weak; using it once will exhaust all my essence energy." Little Tangerine struggled to speak as her body became more transparent, giving the impression that she would disintegrate at any moment.

"What should we do?" Yue Er was worried and asked anxiously. The servant girl hadn't mentioned that obtaining a physical body would cause such significant harm.

"Don't worry, little miss. I said before that my true form is the Yin Yang Treasure Box. As long as it's safe, I will never die. Exhausting essence energy only makes me temporarily fall into a deep sleep," Little Tangerine explained.

"Ah, so that's how it is." Yue Er let out a sigh of relief and reassured her: "Little Tangerine, I understand your intentions correctly."

"Oh? The Yin Yang Treasure Box is yours. Why are you protecting me? Just use it well. Although my current abilities are limited, as a treasure from the Heavenly Mansion, even if true immortals or powerful demons try their best, they won't be able to harm my true form in the slightest. Use it freely."

"Ah!" Yue Er nodded and laughed: "Little Tangerine, after exhausting your essence energy, you will fall into another deep sleep. When can I wake up? I still have many questions that need answers."

"I don't know." Little Tangerine replied.

"You also don't know?"

"Yes, the human realm's essence energy is thin, and I'm not sure how long it will take to replenish. The time required is proportional to your strength; as you improve, my recovery speed will increase," Little Tangerine said with a hint of regret on her face. After millions of years, she had finally seen the young master again but would soon have to leave.

"Ah, so that's how it is." Yue Er smiled and reassured her: "Little Tangerine, I'll strive to train hard and wake you up as soon as possible."

Gripping her fist, Yue Er felt a bit embarrassed. "Mm, with your talent, of course. Little Tangerine, I'm looking forward to the day when we kill our way into the Heavenly Realm together, settling this grudge that's lasted for millions of years..." Little Tangerine struggled to speak before her entire body disintegrated and turned into points of starlight, being absorbed by the Yin Yang Treasure Box and falling back into a deep sleep.

Yue Er's eyes were blurry as she felt confused. Killing their way into the Heavenly Realm? Just thinking about it made her shiver. The Arrogant King still felt like a dream to her. She just wanted to be with the young master forever, without any grand goals.

Looking at the unconscious youth on the ground, Yue Er's face softened as she realized that she wasn't wearing anything. Her cheeks turned red like ripe apples.

But in such a hurry, where could she find clothes? Moreover, Little Tangerine had said this body can only exist for a short time. Saving him was more important than feeling shy.

With that thought, Yue Er's delicate hands waved, and the ghostly ink-like ghost energy surged out to cover her body. She then took a gentle step forward and approached Lin Xuan.

She gently lifted him up and let him lean against her chest. Although they were very close, this was their first true embrace since Yue Er didn't have a physical form.

Yue Er felt a flutter but had no time to savor the feeling as Lin Xuan remained unconscious with an extremely painful expression on his face. The effects of the Return Essence Powder continued to erode his body, even affecting the Twin Core Pill. If not for Lin Xuan's cultivation in the Nine Heavens Dance technique, which made him as strong as a demon, he might have already disintegrated.

"Young Master! Don't worry, I'll save you," the little girl whispered softly. At this moment, she had recovered about 90% of her appearance, making even the most beautiful woman seem insignificant in comparison. Her beauty was enough to bewitch all gods and buddhas in the Three Realms. Any woman before her would have to bow down.

Leaning against such a woman without clothes, it was a pity that Lin Xuan was unconscious; he only got what he deserved while she felt nothing.

"Young Master!"

Yue Er gently kissed his lips with a soft moan, her breaths quickened as she no longer cared about shyness. Following Little Tangerine's instructions, she summoned the immortal spirit energy and blew it into Lin Xuan's mouth.

But this wasn't over yet; Lin Xuan was still unconscious. Yue Er needed to help him dissipate the effects of the Return Essence Powder and repair his damaged essence core and meridians.

Although they maintained a kiss-like posture on the surface, in reality, they were treating his injuries. Yue Er used her inner vision technique and guided her spiritual energy into Lin Xuan's dantian.

The vast sea of qi was even worse than before; after resting for some time, the spiritual energy had slightly recovered but was still wandering aimlessly like a vicious snake, counter-attacking its master.

Lin Xuan's demon core and essence core were in a coma, with the demon pill dimming significantly. Upon closer inspection, there was even a crack appearing on it.

Yue Er carefully examined Lin Xuan's sea of qi with her spiritual energy, causing her delicate eyebrows to furrow slightly. She didn't dare delay any longer and quickly guided the immortal spirit energy into his meridians and essence core.

Although this tiny light point was only as big as a grain of rice, its rank far surpassed that of the current realm's spiritual energy.

The chaotic spiritual energy that had been wandering around suddenly stopped, as if encountering an enemy. It instinctively feared the immortal spirit energy of the Arrogant King.

"Sure enough, it works."

Yue Er was overjoyed. She wasn't worried about Little Tangerine lying to her but was afraid she might have made a mistake in her judgment. If she couldn't save Lin Xuan, she would be at a loss what to do.

Concentrating her mind, Yue Er carefully guided the tiny amount of immortal spirit energy to nourish and repair Lin Xuan's meridians and essence core, gradually collecting the chaotic spiritual energy into his dry sea of qi. Time passed slowly; in just a short while, it had been an entire tea break.

Although only a little time had passed, Yue Er was drenched in sweat from helping Lin Xuan restore his meridians and body with immortal spirit energy to counteract the effects of the Return Essence Powder. It was indeed a mentally exhausting task.

But she succeeded at last. Little Tangerine's method was incredibly ingenious. Yue Er wiped her forehead with a hand, only to be surprised by the sight of her left hand slowly becoming transparent and disappearing—this body could only exist for a short time after all.

Yue Er smiled bitterly as tears of reluctance and embarrassment welled up in her eyes. Just before she lost consciousness, she thought about giving Lin Xuan a quick kiss.

Thinking this, her heart raced as she lowered her head quietly and stealthily. However, fate was not kind; just then, Lin Xuan's eyelids fluttered open weakly.

Yue Er gasped in alarm, caught red-handed with the stolen kiss. Panicked, she raised her remaining hand to cover herself. Since Lin Xuan couldn't move his power at all, he was as helpless as a common person. Yue Er used too much force, and Lin Xuan flew out like a thrown ball, crashing into the mountain wall and half of him sinking in.

Yue Er's face turned red with embarrassment as she realized that her hand had accidentally covered herself.
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Moonlight continued, recounting the events in a detailed manner:

Lin Xiaoyuan remained unconscious for three days. Moonlight was somewhat worried but relieved that his face appeared calm. The sitting meditation had indeed lasted longer than usual, and Lin Xiaoyuan's mana had fully recovered; his body also showed no significant issues.

However, he found something peculiar within himself. After replenishing his mana, his realm mysteriously increased by a level, with signs of imminent breakthrough. How could this be?

Lin Xiaoyuan was momentarily stunned before feeling both anxious and excited. The path to immortality was difficult; who wouldn't be delighted at the prospect of becoming a powerful cultivator? Although he had gathered materials for refining the Transcendence Pill, he still needed to address the隐患of the demon embryo.

If he were to advance now,

Lin Xiaoyuan felt uneasy but realized that his mana fluctuations had reached their peak. If he suppressed it, he would miss the opportunity to enter the late-stage realm.

Knowing this was a rare chance, Lin Xiaoyuan hesitated for a moment before making a decision: he would attempt to breakthrough!

Although the demon embryo隐患remained, he had already mastered the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique at its second-layer perfection and successfully condensed a妖丹.

While weaker than a twin embryo, this妖丹 could still help balance yin and yang mana. Based on Lin Xiaoyuan's estimation, even if he entered the late-stage realm, his mana balance should remain stable for several months.

Of course, this was just speculation, but Lin Xiaoyuan wouldn't let such an opportunity pass.

Otherwise, following a routine path would mean waiting until who knew when to refine the Transcendence Pill and eliminate the demon embryo隐患before attempting another breakthrough.

Breaking through required many precious elixirs, which alone would keep him busy. Additionally, he needed to return to Xuan Yuan City in three months for Moonlight's condensation, where Venerable Huì Tong was likely still present, though not necessarily seeking him out.

Ordinary late-stage cultivators couldn't match up against old monsters of the Separation Realm, but with his mana and abilities, it would be different.

Lin Xiaoyuan didn't have much confidence in defeating Venerable Huì Tong, but if he succeeded, escaping from him should still be possible.

In conclusion, weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xiaoyuan decided to take a chance. Even if his estimation was wrong and mana balance could become disrupted, the risk was worth taking.

They say that those who survive great calamities are destined for good fortune. Although he didn't know what had happened during his unconsciousness, this opportunity must be seized.

Thus, Lin Xiaoyuan attempted to breakthrough into the late-stage realm, also known as a Great Cultivator. This title reflected his new status but was still inferior to old monsters of the Separation Realm.

However, in the world, there were only a few Separation Realm cultivators, especially among humans and demons. In Yunzhou, where cultivation was considered sacred, it was even more rare.

In other places like Seven-star Island's Cloud Sea, which covered vast areas, Separation Realm cultivators were mere legends.

For millions of years, perhaps even longer in the ancient era, old monsters of the Separation Realm rarely involved themselves in secular matters, focusing solely on cultivation.

Ascension was their only temptation. If they could reach the Spirit Realm and achieve immortality, it might no longer be a dream...

Venerable Huì Tong's intervention seemed coincidental. He had lost his Vairocana Dharmakaya to Lin Xiaoyuan, who was highly regarded by Huì Tong as one of his prized disciples.

As an old monster of the Separation Realm, he wouldn't seek revenge but would not let this opportunity pass either. Moreover, at the auction, Lin Xiaoyuan had stolen a valuable item from him, causing significant embarrassment.

This was intolerable, and Venerable Huì Tong wanted to capture Lin Xiaoyuan. Unfortunately, this young man proved far more cunning than he anticipated, leading to unforeseen developments that left Huì Tong unprepared.

Regardless of these special circumstances, late-stage realm cultivators in the mortal world were already at the top tier. They could walk with ease and authority.

However, even in Yunzhou, late-stage realm cultivators were rare.

Those who successfully condensed an元婴were already envied; those with exceptional talent often remained stuck in the early stages, while only a small fraction advanced to mid-stage. Late-stage realm cultivators among old monsters of the Separation Realm were virtually nonexistent—each was a prominent figure.

The difficulty was obvious: even with excellent talent, one still needed elixirs for support. Some major sects would exhaust their accumulated resources in an attempt to cultivate a late-stage realm cultivator. Success was far from guaranteed.

Originally, Lin Xiaoyuan planned to eliminate the demon embryo隐患and then focus on breaking through to the late stage. However, he had prepared some breakthrough pills and intended to purify the Azure Star Sea completely into upper-grade elixirs.

With these elixirs, he could have broken through the bottleneck. But now, due to this unexpected opportunity, he didn't even possess a single pill for breaking through to the late stage.

Lin Xiaoyuan was about to enter the late-stage realm and needed support from precious elixirs.

Please give some recommendation votes to encourage Little Lin!
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Lin Xuan looked at her. Her beautiful face was filled with anxiety. It had been a whole month.

According to the rules, Young Master's spiritual power should have recovered long ago. But he remained motionless like this.

How could that be?

Especially three days ago, not only did his spiritual energy fluctuations disappear completely, but his heartbeat slowed down and his breathing became faint. He gave off an almost dead-like feeling.

Young Master had said there was no major issue. Could it be that when I repaired his meridians, something went wrong? Yue'er felt both anxious and self-blaming.

She tried to use Inner Vision on Lin Xuan but failed. Around Young Master's body, there seemed to be no spiritual energy fluctuations, yet for some reason, a mysterious force protected him, preventing her from entering.

What happened to him?

Yue'er wished she could wake up Little Tao to ask clearly, but the girl was already in deep sleep and wouldn't respond even if called out loud.

She also dared not use a more intense method to wake Lin Xuan. After all, she didn't know what was happening inside his body. If he was practicing some strange technique, being disturbed might lead him astray.

Thus, waiting became the only choice. But it felt like an eternity.

Speaking of which, it truly tested Little Tao's patience. This time, Lin Xuan's opportunity came unusually, and he didn't even bother to notify her before attempting a breakthrough. Opportunities were fleeting.

Moreover, other cultivators usually showed some signs when advancing, such as natural anomalies or five-colored spiritual lights. But this time, Lin Xuan seemed to have fallen into a deep sleep.

Of course, his situation was different inside, but Yue'er didn't know that.

Anxiously waiting, on the morning of the thirtieth day, poor Yue'er almost shed tears when she suddenly heard Lin Xuan's eyes open without any warning.

"Young Master?"

Yue'er froze, rubbed her eyes, and still feared she had seen wrong. But there was a familiar face smiling at her.

Overwhelming joy filled her heart. At this moment, nothing mattered anymore. Eternal life or Asura King—she threw all that aside; only being with him brought happiness.

A gust of wind entered her ears as Yue'er fiercely hugged Lin Xuan. Even though she couldn't touch his body, the closeness still made her feel content. Her cheeks were stained with tears, and a smile of joy curved her lips.

"Sorry!"

Yue'er's genuine expression filled Lin Xuan with guilt and compassion. Though she hadn't spoken yet, he knew from her trembling frame how much she had worried during these days.

Lin Xuan gently wrapped his hand around her slender waist. Even though they couldn't touch, the feeling was still delightful.

Hugging tightly, Yue'er rested her head on his chest. If possible, she wished time would stop there forever.

Of course, this was just a wish. In the world of cultivation, one's fate was often beyond their control. The path to immortality required constant strength and perseverance through hardships.

It wasn't easy to become an immortal; long life demanded countless trials.

After a long while, Yue'er finally raised her head, scanning Lin Xuan's face. Her lingering affection suddenly vanished, replaced by shock.

"Young Master, how—"

"You've advanced to the late-stage, right?" Lin Xuan smiled.

Yue'er nodded in surprise, her cherry lips wide open. She hadn't noticed it when she was so excited; how did Young Master mysteriously advance to the late-stage of the Essence Core?

She must have been mistaken!

Actually, Lin Xuan himself was somewhat confused. This opportunity came too strangely. Although he had resolved to seize it, due to sudden circumstances, he didn't have any auxiliary pills. He wasn't sure about his chances.

In short, he just wanted not to miss this chance and tried it out of curiosity.

According to Lin Xuan's thoughts, even if it worked, the journey would be full of trials, taking a hundred days or so.

However, the result left him speechless. The process was too smooth, making him doubt how difficult advancing to the late-stage truly was. He had read about it in ancient texts, but it felt easier than his foundation stage.

He couldn't figure out why!

Although he encountered bottlenecks midway, a mysterious force helped him easily break through them. But when Lin Xuan tried to trace its source, he found no clues. After the breakthrough, that mysterious power vanished.

Lin Xuan didn't know that it was due to Yue'er's divine energy; although minimal, it was part of Asura King's essence. After eliminating the effects of Return to Origin Powder, some remained, giving him signs of advancement.

Fortunately, he hadn't hesitated and seized this opportunity. Otherwise, in a few days, that extra divine energy would dissipate, as his current cultivation level couldn't store such high-grade divine power for long.

"Ah, I see."

Hearing Lin Xuan's description, Yue'er felt sweetly relieved. It was her unintentional help to Young Master. Of course, she wouldn't reveal this secret; otherwise, the lie about Asura King would be exposed.

"Young Master, you are now a Great Cultivator, but the隐患of the demon infant hasn't been resolved yet. Is there any danger?" The little girl asked anxiously after her joy.

"Don't worry. With the help of Demon Nourishing Pill, spiritual energy won't go out of balance for some time. But if it lasts too long, we can't predict," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Then what should we do? Should I immediately refine the Transcendence Infant Pill?"

"No." Lin Xuan shook his head. He didn't plan to stay here; after all, the distance from here to Xuan Yuan City was only tens of thousands of miles—still too close.

Breaking through the late-stage bottleneck was unavoidable due to the fleeting opportunity. But eliminating the demon infant's隐患wasn't urgent. Lin Xuan didn't want to take any risks again.

Although he had a chance against Huìtōng with his current strength, he couldn't be disturbed when refining the Transcendence Infant Pill.

This risk was unnecessary.

Hearing this, Yue'er nodded: "Then what does Young Master plan to do now?"

"Well," Lin Xuan thought for a moment. The first priority was for Yue'er to form an essence core, but there were still two months before their agreed time with Luo Tiancheng. He could check on Qīn Xin's injuries in the meantime.

Although Yun'er had said her life was safe for now, Lin Xuan felt uneasy. Back in Youzhou, Qīn Xin had helped him a lot; he didn't want anything to happen to her.
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Xuanbing County was located in the northern part of Qiyun State. In terms of area, it paled in comparison to Lin Xuan's former jurisdiction, Jiurixinlan. It could be considered one of the least prosperous counties among the seventy-two in the state.

However, despite its small size, this county was incredibly rich and fertile, with numerous mountains and rivers. The population numbered in the billions, both commoners and cultivators alike. The Heavenly Skill Sect's headquarters was located here.

For ordinary people, seeing cultivators soaring through the clouds was a rare sight indeed. After all, in the bustling mortal world, cultivators were like ants to most people. Even low-ranking disciples of the Flexible Spirit Stage rarely ventured into the mundane world unless absolutely necessary.

Xuelou City was the second largest city in Xuanbing County. However, it was situated far from any major spiritual veins, making it a rare place for cultivators to appear. That morning, as the sun began to rise, a streak of lightning flew towards the city from afar.

The speed was astonishing; at first, it was barely visible on the horizon. In an instant, it was less than twenty miles away from Xuelou City's northern gate. The light dissipated, revealing a young man. It was Lin Xuan without a doubt.

"Master, is this Xuelou City?"

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded as he looked at the grand structure before him. While it couldn't compare to the圣地of Xuanxian in terms of splendor, its bustling atmosphere was undeniable. The early morning had people bustling about their daily lives, much like cultivators battling through life and death.

But would immortality truly bring happiness?

Xue'er felt a sense of melancholy as she pondered this. According to Xiao Tao, her previous life had been that of a ruler, with power rivaling true immortals. Yet, even the Arhat King had met his end in the cycle of rebirth.

What was the point of all this?

These thoughts led Xue'er to sigh deeply.

"Why are you so down?" Lin Xuan could sense her mood and asked curiously.

"Master, I'm wondering if our path as cultivators is truly the right choice."

"Why? Only by becoming an immortal can one live forever. If we cannot achieve immortality, how can I be with you forever?" Lin Xuan's resolve was unshakable despite his different emotional state from Xue'er.

"But what about true immortals? Can they really do as they please?" Xue'er said sadly.

"Xue'er, what’s the matter? Is there something bothering you?" Lin Xuan noticed that Yangtou had been in a low mood lately.

"I'm just feeling reflective," Xue'er hesitated to reveal her true identity.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't press further. He cared deeply for her and didn't want to force her to speak if she was hiding something.

"Don't worry, Xue'er. I'll protect you. No one will harm you."

"But what if we become true immortals?" Xue'er said weakly.

"True immortals? What a strange thought," Lin Xuan was taken aback. "Why are you thinking so far ahead? But my resolve remains unchanged." He continued firmly, "Stupid girl, don't overthink it. Even if we become true immortals, no one can take you from me. I'll make sure the heavens bleed someday."

"Really?"

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded solemnly.

"Thank you, Master," Xue'er's spirits lifted as she felt a sense of relief. She had been pondering Xiao Tao's fate, but now it seemed like a burden she could carry with her no matter what lay ahead.

In Lin Xuan's mind, Xue'er said seriously, "Master, don't worry. No matter who I become in the future, before you, I'll always be your little servant."

Lin Xuan didn't understand fully but decided not to pry further. He focused on flying forward.

Soon, he arrived at the southern part of Xuelou City, a residential area for the wealthy. It was vast but comprised individual households. The bustling sounds of people disappeared as he entered.

The elegant surroundings were indeed an excellent place to hide.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

He frowned soon after; there weren't any cultivators here, so why did several powerful figures appear in front? Two at the Condensation Core Stage and seven or eight at the Foundation Establishment Stage.

Could they be from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect?

Did Qinyin's identity get exposed?

No, Lin Xuan shook his head. With his current abilities, he could sense even subtle fluctuations of spiritual energy. Their cultivation methods were different from those of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, and no one had made a move.

He didn't know if they were friends or foes but decided not to act rashly. He flew past them silently. Soon, he arrived at an elegant courtyard where several cultivators stood facing each other.

On one side were two young women whose faces Lin Xuan recognized well.

Wuxun was aside; the girl on her left looked around twenty-eight years old and had a striking beauty.

Most cultivation methods suitable for females included anti-aging effects, but Qinyin's Sound Wave Technique was particularly effective. She appeared slightly younger than Xue'er due to its exceptional results.

Two hundred years had passed without any change in appearance. The only difference from her memory was that Qinyin's face was pale, giving her a frail and sickly look.

The former Immortal Lady Qiongxin, though petite, exuded an aura of grandeur. Even during the battle with the White Crane Immortal, despite being at a disadvantage, she had shown admirable courage.

Now, poisoned by a venomous spider's charm, she appeared weak and her cultivation level was only at the early Condensation Core stage.

This wasn't hiding; it was the result of the venom's erosion. However, there was no need to worry too much. Her元婴was still intact, in a state of apparent death but not disintegrated. With detoxification and some cultivation, her abilities would return fully.

Apart from this master-disciple pair, several other cultivators stood on the opposite side.

Leading them were two Condensation Core cultivators, one at an early stage and another mid-stage. Behind them were seven Foundation Establishment disciples.

"Two Immortal Ladies, what do you think? If my Master, the Venom Dragon Venerable, accepts us as his wives, we'll be family. I must call you sisters-in-law; I wouldn't dare offend you," said the mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator. He looked around thirty and was handsome but had a pair of flirtatious eyes that were quite annoying.

Wuxun inwardly groaned. Xuelou City rarely saw the presence of cultivators, so her Master's severe injuries forced her to occasionally travel to distant markets for medicinal herbs.

She hadn't faced any issues before, but this time, she was caught by a lecherous man who had made advances. She had managed to escape without fighting him, as she didn't want to draw attention. Now, they were still under the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's wanted list.

Discretion was their only option.

But now, he and his companions followed her, making it impossible for them to leave quietly with their Master.

What was even more unbearable was that after insulting her, this man had the nerve to suggest she marry the Venom Dragon Venerable along with her Master.

Even in a world where everything depended on strength, such words were an insult. Qinyin, if not poisoned, might have been stronger than that so-called Venerable with her Sound Wave Technique.

It was like a tiger being bullied by a dog. The situation for the master-disciple pair was indeed perilous.

Wuxun held her Master's hand to prevent her from getting angry. Poisoned by the spider charm, any further fighting would worsen her condition.

With the enemy stronger and them weaker, a clever plan was needed. How could they escape gracefully? Wuxun's eyes darted around but couldn't think of an immediate solution.
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Two hundred years later, their first time alone together, Lin Xian didn't know what to say. He felt a bit awkward and ended up just drinking his tea in silence.

Ouyang Qinxin glanced at Lin Xian. Seeing the silly look on his face, she couldn't help but smile slightly. Then she sighed softly.

"Why are you so nervous? Are you feeling unwell from the poison?" Lin Xian put down his teacup and spoke anxiously.

"No, it's just... I haven't seen you for two hundred years," Ouyang Qinxin said with a wistful expression. "It feels like we're strangers again."

Lin Xian felt a warmth in his heart as he looked at her. He took a deep breath and said, "Qinxin, I've missed you so much these past two hundred years. You were always by my side during the hard times, and now that we're together again, I want to make sure you know how important you are to me."

Ouyang Qinxin's eyes softened as she listened to him. "Lin Xian, I've also missed you. You were like a brother to me, always by my side through thick and thin. But now that we're together again, let's not waste any more time. We should spend every moment we have."

Lin Xian nodded in agreement. He understood how she felt. They had been separated for so long, and now they could finally be together.

"Qinxin, I promise to protect you with my life," Lin Xian said earnestly. "No matter what happens, I'll always be by your side. You're the most important person in my life."

Ouyang Qinxin smiled warmly at him. "Thank you, Lin Xian. That means a lot to me. Let's make the most of this time together and create memories that will last forever."

Lin Xian felt his heart swell with emotion as he held Ouyang Qinxin close. They shared a tender kiss, their lips meeting in a sweet embrace.

After they broke apart, Lin Xian said, "Qinxin, I want to make sure you're comfortable here. You deserve the best, and I'll do everything I can to ensure that."

Ouyang Qinxin nodded, feeling touched by his words. "Thank you, Lin Xian. I'm happy to be with you again."

As they sat together in silence, enjoying each other's company, a sense of contentment washed over them.

Lin Xian looked at Ouyang Qinxin and said, "Qinxin, there are so many things I want to show you and do for you. Let's start by exploring this beautiful place we're in."

Ouyang Qinxin smiled and nodded. "I'm looking forward to it, Lin Xian. You've given me a second chance at life, and I'll cherish every moment with you."

Lin Xian felt a surge of love and gratitude for her. He knew that their journey together would be filled with challenges, but he was determined to face them side by side.

As they continued to enjoy each other's company, the world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them in this moment of pure happiness and love.
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这段文字主要描述了主角林轩为了帮助月儿结婴而面临的困境和决策过程。以下是主要内容总结：

1. **背景设定**：林轩面临阴阳灵力失衡的问题，需要通过炼制转婴丹来解决，并在祭炼过程中选择缩短时间以确保月儿能及时结婴。

2. **关键问题**：由于与罗天成的约定，林轩必须在有限的时间内完成任务。如果按照常规方法完成祭炼过程，会错过取宝的机会；而采用缩短时间的方法则存在失败的风险。

3. **决策过程**：
   - 林轩决定冒险选择缩短时间的方法来确保月儿能够结婴。
   - 他向月儿撒谎，表示自己没事，并承诺会成功。
   - 向武云儿解释情况并安排她照顾琴心，以减轻自己的负担。

4. **后续行动**：
   - 林轩准备炼制转婴丹所需的材料和布置阵法。
   - 通过传音符与武云儿沟通，确保她在自己闭关期间能够照顾好琴心。

5. **情感描写**：林轩和月儿之间的深厚感情被多次提及，强调了他们相互扶持的重要性。这种关系使得他们在面对困难时更加坚定和支持彼此。

这段文字展示了主角在修仙世界中的复杂决策过程以及他与重要人物之间的情感纽带。
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Master Tenth Senior, how could you have so many medicinal herbs and pills? You seem to be planning on leaving soon, but why are you still staying here to train Wu Yun'er?

These days, Lin Xuan would occasionally give her some guidance in his spare time.

As a late-stage元婴 cultivator with extensive knowledge, it was no effort for him to instruct a young condensation core stage cultivator like Wu Yun'er.

Every word from Lin Xuan sounded like precious advice to Wu Yun'er’s ears. Her many doubts and confusions were all resolved instantly.

Thus, she truly couldn't bear to part ways with this senior. With such a powerful mentor, her cultivation prospects seemed much brighter.

Although Lin Xuan sighed at the thought of the past two hundred years, he quickly regained his composure. He reached into his storage pouch and took out various small bottles and jade boxes, totaling dozens in number.

These were the raw materials needed to refine the Transcendence Pill.

The most precious was undoubtedly Xia Gucao, but the others were also valuable items.

Through Soul Searcher Blood Demon Supreme, Lin Xuan knew that refining a Transcendence Pill was extremely difficult. Even for a Pill Dao master, the chances of success were slim. But with his Blue Star Sea, he didn't care about such trifles. Whether it succeeded or failed, the outcome meant nothing to him.

With a wave of his sleeves, a streak of green light shot out and transformed into an arm-like appendage. Lin Xuan lifted the lid of the cauldron and several jade boxes flew up in front of him, each containing different materials: noxious powders, small bones, and a bright red medicinal herb.

He poured everything into the cauldron and then blew into his cheeks to release a thin stream of infant fire. Although only as thick as a finger, it quickly ignited when it came into contact with the Purple Dragon Cauldron, enveloping the small cauldron in flames.

Lin Xuan began refining the pill.

Just after a cup of tea had passed, he added several more ingredients to the Purple Dragon Cauldron. This speed was much faster than ancient records suggested. Lin Xuan didn't have time to adjust the fire; he would simply purify and refine it later. As time passed, what should have taken two days turned into just three hours.

He increased the intensity of the infant fire by several multiples, causing it to be refined quickly. Unfortunately, the result was a pill with a burnt smell.

Opening the lid, Lin Xuan retrieved a black pill about the size of an infant's fist, emitting a dark luster.

"Master, is this the Transcendence Pill?"

Moonlight peeked out from behind her.

"Mm," Lin Xuan nodded. He rubbed his hand over the pill and showed a hint of joy on his face. Without resting, he sat cross-legged and began to mobilize his Blue Star Sea.

The path of cultivation was arduous and difficult. Lin Xuan had reached this point through both opportunity and effort.

Purifying waste pills had been something he had practiced since the灵动 stage, making him extremely proficient at it now. As his cultivation improved, so too did the scale of his Blue Star Sea, growing in tandem with his realm and power.

Although he couldn't find a clear connection between them, Lin Xuan decided to set that aside for now.

The starlight within his body flowed slowly, gathering points of light along his meridians before entering the medicinal pill.

Within an hour, a pile of black powder appeared in front of him as the Transcendence Pill turned dark red and became significantly smaller. The noxious smell was gone, replaced by a pleasant aroma.

Lin Xuan's face showed great satisfaction; this taste and color matched what Blood Demon had remembered. His Blue Star Sea truly worked wonders.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied. Looking at the pill in his hand, he lowered his head in contemplation: could it be further refined?

Although removing the demon infant隐患 was sufficient with this Transcendence Pill, he only had forty-nine days to re-cultivate the demon infant.

This would come with some risk.

If the quality of the Transcendence Pill improved, its effects would also improve. With strong medicinal power supporting him, the next step in cultivating the demon infant should be easier.

Although this was just speculation, it seemed highly likely. Although refining such specialized medicinal pills was difficult, Lin Xuan, as a late-stage元婴 cultivator with his vast Blue Star Sea, had considerable confidence.

Without hesitation, he clasped his hands and placed the Transcendence Pill back in his palm. Drawing in a breath, he began to mobilize the light points within him.

This time, it took much longer—about two hours.

When Lin Xuan opened his eyes again, the remaining right hand revealed that the pill had shrunk to the size of a dragon's eye and turned bright red, almost blinding. The fragrance permeated the entire room, far more intense than before.

Lin Xuan smiled contentedly. This taste and color matched what Blood Demon had remembered. His Blue Star Sea truly worked wonders.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied yet. He first packed away the remaining materials, then took out some other ingredients.

To remove the demon infant隐患, one needed to consume the Transcendence Pill and also use an array of forces to re-cultivate it.

How should he set up the array? Through Soul Searcher techniques, Lin Xuan had a clear idea. For ordinary late-stage元婴 cultivators, there might be some difficulty. But his knowledge was too diverse; The Playful Heart had been thoroughly studied, and while The Heavenly Dao Array Book was complex, its array mastery far surpassed that of an ordinary array master.

With swift hand movements, Lin Xuan cast a series of spells. In just a cup of tea's time, the small array took shape.

Although it was somewhat crude, practical was enough for him. He released his divine sense to check and found no mistakes.

Lin Xuan then reached out and tapped on his storage pouch, bringing two jade boxes the size of fists into view.

Unlike the previous material containers, these boxes were clearly more refined materials—thousand-year-old black jade, though not extremely rare, was an important material for寒属性法器.

Both boxes had inscribed talismans on their surfaces to prevent energy leakage.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and a sword-like energy shot towards the left box. The talisman burned away instantly, opening the lid. A small green crystal appeared, emitting a startling wood element aura.

Exquisite Crystal!

Following suit, Lin Xuan opened the other box, revealing another crystal of similar size but with an earth attribute.

Lin Xuan sighed, showing reluctance and confusion. Exquisite crystals were rare even in the Spirit Realm, let alone on the mortal realm where their scarcity was evident.

In his two hundred years as a cultivator, he had seen countless treasures, yet exquisite crystals remained scarce.

It seemed fate had smiled upon him when he entered an independent space in Cloud Ridge Mountain and obtained the treasure left by a Separation Realm cultivator.

He now possessed one of each attribute's Exquisite Crystal: wood, fire, water, earth, and metal. Otherwise, he would have been at a loss.

However, Lin Xuan remained reluctant, puzzled as to why it took two Exquisite Crystals for such a small array when only one was needed to return from the demon island to the mortal realm.
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Lin Xuan was left pondering a question that puzzled him. However, at this moment, he naturally had no mood to worry about anything.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, two top-grade crystal stones emitted a dazzling light and flew into the array.

Everything was ready now.

The next crucial step was to take the spirit pill and use the array to refine the demon infant once more. Once the隐患 were removed, not only would his cultivation be smooth sailing, but his strength would also increase slightly.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and finally swallowed that bright red transmigration pill. He then quickly sat cross-legged, placing both hands on his knees.

The essence energy within him began to circulate as it started to refine the transmigration pill. Soon, a warm sensation spread through his body. Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless, but his eyes were filled with gravity.

From his fingertips, colorful magical runes shot out. The black and white Taiji symbol at the demon infant's feet glowed faintly and began to rotate slowly. Countless silver needles appeared, followed by a piercing sound as the demon infant was completely pierced all over.

Outside the array, Lin Xuan's body trembled violently. While it looked like he was being pricked with silver needles, the pain for his spirit infant was magnified a thousandfold compared to a normal cultivator.

What seemed like climbing a mountain of knives or descending into a sea of fire paled in comparison. Lin Xuan's willpower was incredibly strong, but even so, his face contorted from the pain. This was just the beginning of refining the demon infant.

The greater the harvest, the greater the sacrifice. The path to immortality was inherently against nature. Refining the demon infant would be painful, as it was a shortcut, but if successful, it would bring countless benefits to Lin Xuan.

The demon infant could advance in rank.

Lin Xuan had confidence that he could elevate him to late-stage spirit infant.

With two late-stage spirit infants, his strength wouldn't simply be twice that of two ordinary cultivators. At that time, Lin Xuan would truly have the confidence to challenge a senior from the Separation realm. While his magical power might still fall short slightly, with his superior techniques and treasures compared to his peers, killing Wise Enlightenment Monk wasn't impossible.

Thinking about the grudge between them and the Thousand Buddha Sect, enduring this hardship was nothing.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and endured another magical rune. The Nine Palaces symbol also lit up, emitting a sharp force that transformed into razor-sharp blades.

Seeing this, Wu Yun'er felt a chill run down her spine. She turned away, unable to bear the sight of her master suffering. Although she understood it was necessary, like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, even though painful, the rewards would be greater after enduring it.

On the other side,

While Lin Xuan was undergoing this arduous training, in another building within the same courtyard, an elegant young woman stood by the window.

Though not breathtakingly beautiful, her youthful appearance and alluring figure made Lady Ouyang a true beauty of her generation.

Moreover, she was currently poisoned, making her pale face even more pitiful.

Beside her stood Wu Yun'er with a mischievous look on her face.

"Master, do you think Senior Uncle will be alright?" Wu Yun'er looked towards the distant building, her expression filled with concern as she spoke.

When the array activated and released abundant essence energy, it was only about seven or eight zhang away. They could feel the fluctuations, so they came to the window.

Even though she gazed out, it was all for naught. Lin Xuan had set up an array to block their view, making it impossible to see anything.

"I don't know either." Lady Ouyang sighed softly, her eyes filled with anxiety as well.

"Neither do you? Then Senior Uncle's reasons for seclusion haven't been mentioned to Master?" Wu Yun'er was clearly surprised.

Lady Ouyang shook her head. Lin Xuan acted like his experiences—mysterious and unpredictable, leaving people guessing.

However, upon reflection, there were signs of this. That day when they talked, Lin Xuan suddenly showed signs of pain on his face before quickly recovering. This was likely related to his seclusion.

Without saying anything, it might be because he didn't want her to worry. But this fool, how could he not know that such a vague situation would make her even more anxious?

Lady Ouyang pondered this but wouldn't show any signs of unease on her face. Yun'er was too mischievous; if she noticed anything amiss, it would be awkward.

She looked at the distant building deeply and felt worried as well. Although she didn't know why Lin Xuan secluded himself, becoming a major cultivator in two hundred years was cause for celebration. However, the rapid advancement concealed many hidden dangers, and there was nothing she could do to help him. She only hoped he wouldn't be harmed.

Just then, Lady Ouyang's body trembled as black qi appeared on her cheeks. The spider venom from the Heavenly Spider Vessel was complex and had become more frequent in recent days.

Seeing this, Wu Yun'er quickly helped her sit down and took out several small jade bottles.

Looking at the pills in her master's hand, Lady Ouyang's eyes widened with surprise: "These were given to Brother Lin."

"Yes, before Senior Uncle secluded himself, he once summoned me for a meeting and bestowed countless spirit pills that can counteract the剧毒 within Master." Wu Yun'er replied obediently. She then smiled: "Sometimes Senior Uncle may seem wooden, but deep down, he's quite considerate."

"Rubbish," Lady Ouyang glared at the young woman beside her.

She coughed repeatedly. Seeing this, Wu Yun'er stopped talking and quickly served her master by taking the spirit pills Lin Xuan left behind. Time passed swiftly for cultivators; dozens of days felt like a blink of an eye.

But for Lin Xuan, these past few years had been like a hellish ordeal. The previous Heart Refinement Path—experiencing fiery mountains or enduring ten-thousand-year-old ice—had all paled in comparison to this experience.

The spirit infant was the foundation of a cultivator; the pain was tenfold that of the body. While he knew what to expect, experiencing it firsthand was entirely different.

Lin Xuan's willpower was beyond doubt. After being mocked and excluded by the Moon Sect for three years while lingering in the early stage of agility, he never gave up but instead refined his heart.

This was a worthy testament to his indomitable spirit. However, this time, he almost couldn't hold on. To be honest, these dozens of days had left Lin Xuan somewhat confused about how he managed to endure it.

The pain pushed him to the brink of his endurance, but no matter what, he always persevered.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes and shot out another magical rune. The sound grew louder until it finally subsided, and the essence energy around him dimmed. With the refinement complete, he naturally needed to terminate the array.

Looking at the two top-grade crystal stones in front of him, their colors had significantly faded. It was clear that the essence energy inside them was nearly depleted. This reflected the trials Lin Xuan endured; the two crystal stones were ultimately used to refine the demon infant.
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, The spirit of the demon infant was weak and the amount of essence qi it had wasn't much. But the top-grade crystal stones were indeed different from ordinary ones. After some hesitation, Lin Xuan still put them away in his storage bag.

The array stopped, and the spiritual light and mist dispersed, revealing the face of the refined demon infant after its hundredfold refinement.

Compared to before, it had clearly grown stronger, though its body was still as black as ink. The crimson runes that used to cover it were no longer visible.

Opening his eyes, a faint glint of brilliance could be seen within them, and his realm had reached the peak of the initial stage.

Don't underestimate this; it's an unexpected joy, making Lin Xuan extremely happy.

The demon infant was a cleverly obtained item. Its original realm was between the元婴期 (Yīnyīngqí) and the top of the 凝丹期 (Níndānqí), a special existence in itself.

Not only had he eliminated its隐患, but Lin Xuan didn't need to hide anything. He recounted the details of what happened.

Balancing both good and evil cultivation techniques, this secret technique was no less powerful than the second元婴. The two women's mouths widened as they listened, almost thinking that Lin Xuan was exaggerating his abilities.

"Brother Lin, you practice the orthodox sect’s arts but also know how to control corpses, which is a dark art. This explains everything."

"Yes, the dual元婴 technique finally makes sense to me. When Master Sister was still at the中期 (Zhōngqī) of the元婴 stage during our time on Cloud Ridge Mountain, why could her powers catch up with those of major cultivators?"

The admiration on Wu Yun'er's face deepened as she finally understood a long-standing mystery.

Lin Xuan and the two women chatted for a while. Then, Wu Yun'er suddenly said softly, "Master Brother, there is something I want to say but am not sure if it’s appropriate."

"What is it?"

"Master recently has been suffering from poison attacks more frequently. If this continues, it won't be good. Do you think..."

"Don't worry; I have a lead on the antidote for Sister Qinxin's poison. I will fetch it for her. But now isn't the right time, so don't rush."

"Ah, that makes sense."

Wu Yun'er breathed a sigh of relief, while Qinxin remained silent. Great kindness doesn't require gratitude; but with Lin Xuan’s current abilities, repaying such kindness seemed to be limited to one method. Thinking about it, her face turned slightly red, hoping no one noticed.

"Speaking of which, this time my retreat was shorter than expected. This extra free time can be used for something else. Wu Yun'er, I have heard that the monks from the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect are still at the former headquarters of Bìyún Mountain," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.

"Master Brother wants to take revenge on us; that’s great! I indeed heard about this. Although it's been several months, those monks haven't left."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was surprised by this unexpected news: "They didn’t leave? Is there something they want?"

"I’m not sure," Wu Yun'er said apologetically.

"It doesn’t matter; knowing they are still there is enough. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a sharp look. He and the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect had an unbreakable enmity, but as one of the Seven Great Sects, his current strength was far from enough to take on their main headquarters.

However, destroying one of their branches would be satisfying. Moreover, this could also avenge Qinxin and Bìyún Mountain, achieving two goals at once.

Wu Yun'er was excited, but Qinxin's expression was mixed with uncertainty. After some hesitation, she finally said, "Thank you for your kindness, Brother Lin, but the rise and fall of cultivation sects is normal. Every year, many families lose their lineages. You don’t need to offend the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect because of us."

"Master," Wu Yun'er was stunned, and so was Lin Xuan. But after some thought, he understood why Qinxin said this: she was thinking about his safety in Yunzhou, where major cultivators were still too powerful to attract such a sect.

Lady Ranyan’s legend was known to Qinxin; she didn’t want Lin Xuan to be targeted by such an old monster.

Unfortunately for Qinxin, Lin Xuan had no other choice. After all the changes he experienced, his enmity with the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect was unbreakable. It would either be him or them.

"Qin, I understand your kindness, but there is a history of grudges between us. So you don’t need to persuade me," Lin Xuan said slowly, his eyes filled with a hint of killing intent.

Lin Xuan and the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect had an unbreakable enmity; he would eventually extract their souls and spirits one by one.
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"Brother Lin has also had enmity with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect," Qinxin said, her face filled with unease.

"How so? I'm not quite clear on that," Lin Xuan was equally taken aback and looked at Wu Yun'er standing beside him.

"It's because Master was poisoned by the Heaven Spider Vessel, his injuries are already severe. Therefore, Yun'er dares to conceal the matter of the pursuit order." Wu Yun'er's face turned pale as she bowed gracefully and spoke in a weak voice.

"Don't be silly, there's no need for you to apologize. Your consideration is thorough, doing this is very right."

Lin Xuan raised his hand to gently support her, a beam of light shot out, lifting her up. Explaining the situation to Qinxin was unnecessary; she already knew that their enmity with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect ran deep.

Since they were already at loggerheads, there was no question about offending or not offending each other. Therefore, when Lin Xuan expressed his intention to wipe out one of the sect's branches, Qinxian didn't object anymore but sighed softly, looking somewhat desolate.

"Qinxin, what is it?"

Qinxin remained silent and instead rose gracefully, bowing towards Lin Xuan. Lin Xuan hurriedly tried to support her, but she showed no intention of rising: "This bow is due; I thank Brother Lin for avenging the Green Cloud Mountain. Qinxian has nothing to offer in return, only representing my deceased fellow disciples and the Wu family's souls to pay you a visit, expressing gratitude."

"Qinxian, why are you doing this? When I was not in Youzhou, I received your sect's care; reciprocity is expected. Besides, we already had enmity with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect," Lin Xuan said as he stepped aside and didn't want to accept Qinxin's bow.

Wu Yun'er knelt down beside him, her face no longer mischievous or playful, her eyes slightly red as she spoke in a choked voice: "Master was right; Uncle Senior's great kindness is deeply ingrained. Since you don't wish to receive Master's bow, I am a junior and represent the souls of my deceased family members, offering several bows, which is reasonable."

As she spoke, she bowed deeply.

This left Lin Xuan at a loss for words. Having been involved in intrigue since entering the immortal path, he had seen many such situations, but this was his first time encountering one like this, and he didn't know how to handle it.

However, Wu Yun'er's words were correct; these bows were indeed due. Since she was junior, Lin Xuan accepted them without hesitation.

What surprised him, however, was that while the prospect of revenge brought joy to Yun'er, Qinxin's delicate eyebrows were tightly furrowed.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan felt a surge: "Yun'er, I have something to discuss with Master. You should step aside."

"Alright," Wu Yun'er nodded obediently and moved gracefully out of the pavilion.

"Qinxian, you have something on your mind; would you like to share?"

"Hmm." Qinxin lowered her head, a bitter smile on her face: "I grew up in the Green Cloud Mountain."

Lin Xuan placed his hand on the stone table without speaking. He guessed the reason and waited for Qinxin to continue.

"Qinxian entered at seven years old and has stayed here ever since; it's been over three hundred years now. From Youzhou to here, I've seen many ups and downs of various sects, but never did I think that our own sect would be brutally massacred. In that battle, apart from a few disciples outside and the main hall members who fought to their deaths, there was no mercy for the elderly, women, or children. They even didn't spare ordinary people from the Wu family; blood flowed like rivers. Only Qinxian managed to escape."

Lin Xuan sighed: "The immortal world is indeed such, survival of the fittest. Qinxian, you shouldn't be too upset about it."

"I know, but as a senior elder of this sect, I can't personally take revenge on those monks; I really..." Qinxin's usually strong personality was overcome with emotion as she spoke.

Among immortal cultivators, there were indeed many who treated their sects merely as trees to lean on. But not everyone was like that; for Qinxian, growing up in the Green Cloud Mountain for three hundred years, a person couldn't help but develop some feelings. She really wanted to extract and purify those monks' souls, but unfortunately, it was due to the Heaven Spider Vessel poison."

Lin Xuan's face showed deep contemplation: "Actually, temporarily suppressing the poison by using the same poison might be possible in the short term."

"What? Really?" Qinxian, originally just feeling nostalgic, was surprised to hear such good news from Lin Xuan.

"There is a method, but..." Lin Xuan scratched his head, his expression turning strange.

"But it involves some risks. Qinxian doesn't mind; I hope Brother Lin can help me," Qinxian's face showed determination.

"The risk isn't that high, but..." Lin Xuan hesitated as he spoke.

Seeing him fidgeting, Qinxian grew impatient: "No risk? Then what else is the issue? Brother Lin, don't keep me in suspense; tell me."

"This... this." Lin Xuan stammered. He really didn't want to say it and didn't want Qinxian to think he was taking advantage.

Although Qinxian was a clever woman, she had no idea of his predicament. Hearing the chance for revenge, this little fool deliberately teased her: "Brother Lin, are you asking me to beg you?"

"Of course not," Lin Xuan quickly shook his head. "Qinxian, don't misunderstand; I indeed have some difficulties with this matter. It's like this."

Lin Xuan clenched his teeth and decided to take the plunge.

"I've cultivated a profound technique called Green Illusion Mystic Fire, which is extremely toxic. Therefore, there are significant amounts of toxins in my body as well. If we use the method of attacking poison with poison, I should be able to temporarily suppress the Heaven Spider Vessel poison. This way, you can recover your cultivation for now."

"That sounds good.

"Qinxian, listen carefully; this detoxification method is different from what you might think. It requires direct skin contact. You must remove your outer clothing and let me massage key points on your neck, thighs, and abdomen with my true essence mixed with the toxic Green Illusion Mystic Fire to suppress the Heaven Spider Vessel poison."

"Remove your outer clothing? Just wear your undergarments?" Qinxian's face turned red as she heard Lin Xuan say that skin contact was necessary. The mere thought of it made her unable to lift her head.

Lin Xuan felt awkward too; although it was for healing, the cultivation world didn't have such strict etiquette rules. However, since he and Qinxian weren't partners in cultivation, this method seemed a bit excessive.

Facing an old monster like Lin Xuan, he never frowned, but now his heart raced. In just half a cup of tea time, it felt more agonizing than refining a demonic infant.

"Qinxian, I apologize; my intentions are not to be frivolous. Just forget what I said."

Lin Xuan spoke weakly and stood up, wanting to flee with his hands over his head.

But as he stepped out of the pavilion, a trembling voice greeted him: "Brother Lin... if you do that, can you truly suppress the poison and allow me temporary recovery?"

"Of course," Lin Xuan nodded. His heart raced but was confident in Green Illusion Mystic Fire.

"Well, alright; thank you for your trouble."

Qinxian's face turned even more tense and shy. She didn't understand what she was doing or why she agreed. Was it because of her position as the senior elder of the Green Cloud Mountain wanting to personally avenge her fellow disciples? Or something else? In any case, she awkwardly agreed.

"Oh..."

Lin Xuan reacted no better; he turned around and looked at Qinxian's flushed face. Although she was over three hundred years old, her appearance was that of a young maiden, and her figure was alluring.

Just as Qinxian lifted her head, their eyes met, like startled butterflies, scattering in different directions.

With the decision made, if he broke his word, it would be even more awkward. Qinxian gritted her teeth and walked towards the nearby pavilion.

In a quiet room, they sat cross-legged.

Qinxian looked at Lin Xuan, biting her teeth as she removed her outer clothing.

She was left in only her undergarments, revealing her fair skin and delicate shoulders. Qinxian closed her eyes, her face showing both shame and fear: "Brother Lin, you... go ahead!"
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Lin Xuan's face was as smooth and flawless as jade, but his heart was tense. "※"

Though he had lived for over two hundred years, a cultivator’s age wasn’t calculated the same way as that of an ordinary person. In simple terms, he was still a young man in the prime of his life.

Clearly, it was not appropriate to take advantage of someone else's misfortune.

Lin Xuan's breathing was slightly hurried. He quickly closed his eyes and allowed his essence qi to circulate within him before suppressing any impure thoughts.

After reopening his eyes, Lin Xuan stretched out a hand. The碧幻幽火appeared in the palm of his hand.

Of course, he couldn't use such dark flames to touch Ouyang Qinxin's body. With the power of the碧幻幽火, even an alchemy cultivator without proper precautions could suffer severe damage. However, Lin Xuan wouldn’t waste this opportunity. He would integrate the remaining essence into his碧幻幽火, which would certainly enhance its potency.

Both sat in meditation, one focusing on restoring their essence qi while the other refined the碧幻幽火.

After two hours, they opened their eyes almost simultaneously. They exchanged a knowing smile.

However, Lin Xuan scratched his nose and his gaze became awkwardly heated. Ouyang Qinxin also realized something was amiss and quickly called out as she forgot to put on her clothes first.

She reached for her clothes, and the light flickered before some clouds of霞雾appeared between them. Ouyang Qinxin hurriedly dressed herself.

Two days later,

Fengye County, by area, ranked among the top five in Yunzhou’s seventy-two counties. Although it belonged to the northern region along with Xuanbing County, the distance between them was over seven million miles.

This difference also highlighted how vast Yunzhou was compared to the more primitive Youzhou.

The weather varied greatly; while Xuanbing County was just entering autumn, Fengye had already entered winter early.

A fierce north wind howled like a knife slicing through the face. Snowflakes as large as goose feathers fell from the sky. Suddenly, several streaks of green light appeared in the vast expanse above.

The lights dimmed and revealed two men and one woman's faces.

Unlike the thickly dressed ordinary people, both women wore light dresses that fluttered like celestial maidens.

The man had an unremarkable appearance and was dressed in a thin green robe.

"Senior Master Lin, we have arrived at the border of Kunlang City. About ten thousand miles ahead is Hongyun Valley, where our sect's former main hall used to be," Wuyun'er respectfully spoke up, unable to help glancing at her companion on her left. Her master had been poisoned by a Heavenly Spider and was in a prolonged state of illness. Her cultivation level had almost matched that of the other girl, but she couldn't fight anyone. Master Lin's secret technique seemed to have temporarily restored her abilities. Wuyun'er admired him immensely.

She wondered if it was just her imagination, but her master looked at Master Lin with an odd gaze these past few days.

Wuyun'er shook her head and decided not to think about it for now; revenge was the most important thing right now. The mere thought of killing those monks made her tremble with excitement.

It wasn't that Wuyun'er enjoyed killing, but the deep-seated grudge against the Green Cloud Mountain and the entire Wu family weighed heavily on her. She was the only survivor of the Wu clan.

Unlike cultivator families or sects, which were linked by bloodlines, ordinary people also made up a significant portion of their members. Even these harmless civilians had not been spared by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, including the elderly and women and children. This was intolerable, and Wuyun'er longed to take revenge.

Although there were only three of them, Lin Xuan's abilities were well-known to her. As long as they didn't encounter an alchemy cultivator at that stage, they would be invincible.

"Senior Master, should we hide our tracks?"

"No need to hide," said Lin Xuan, turning his head to look at the young woman in court attire beside him: "Qinxin, are you alright?"

Although he had used the剧毒 from the碧幻幽火to temporarily restore her cultivation level, it was their first time doing so. Lin Xuan was worried about any unforeseen issues.

Ouyang Qinxin closed her eyes and checked her essence qi internally before smiling sweetly: "Brother Lin, don’t worry; I’m fine."

Since Ouyang Qinxin’s body showed no signs of trouble, Lin Xuan led the two women to a secluded spot for their rest. After traveling over seven million miles, even he had expended much of his essence qi.

Among the three, Wuyun'er was in the best condition since Lin Xuan carried her during their flight. Otherwise, it would have taken several days with that girl’s speed.

Lin Xuan took out two crystal stones and held them in his hands to restore his essence qi.

After half an hour, he opened his eyes. Ouyang Qinxin was still meditating. Lin Xuan sighed; perhaps they should find a灵舟法宝for long-distance travel in the future.

Yunzhou’s vastness far exceeded Youzhou's, and even if he didn’t rest, it would take considerable time to fly from its northernmost point to its southernmost tip.

Moreover, there were some sects on the other side of the sea, such as the天涯海阁. The wider the distance between islands, the more necessary it was to find a flying treasure.

After waiting for about an hour, Ouyang Qinxin’s essence qi had fully recovered. Thus, they resumed their journey toward Hongyun Valley.

The ten thousand miles seemed like nothing in an instant.

Looking at the valley before them, Lin Xuan nodded. Not only was the environment serene and full of life, but it was also a prime location for a cultivation site. The aura here was twice as dense as that on Green Cloud Mountain.

Yunzhou truly was a holy land for cultivators; he wondered what the seven major sects’ main halls would be like.

Just as Lin Xuan thought this, two streaks of lightning pierced through the sky, moving at an incredible speed. In an instant, they arrived before him.

The lights dimmed to reveal one man and one woman.

Their appearances were unremarkable, both in their early twenties.

"Are these not monks? Could it be from the Wei family?"

Lin Xuan thought to himself, recalling that Wuyun'er had mentioned how the Green Cloud Mountain’s destruction was due to a conflict with a Wei family disciple during their treasure hunt. Although they emerged victorious and killed the only remaining old master of the Wei family, this incident led them to attract the attention of the massive Ten Thousand Buddha Sect.

Although the Wei family was not well-known, it had deep connections with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. The fallen old master of the Wei family was a lay disciple of the sect, though his cultivation level wasn’t on par with Lin Xuan’s. However, in terms of seniority, he could be considered a peer to the bald monk, as both were at the alchemy cultivator stage.

Seeing two junior cultivators, Lin Xuan paid them no mind.

Although there was no concept of bullying weaker opponents in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan had no interest in dealing with such low-level cultivators.

However, they seemed eager. Wei Xuefeng, the man, shouted loudly: "Three fellow daoists from which sect are you? Don’t you know that this is our Wei family’s main hall? Intruders will die!"

A young bull doesn't fear tigers; with their old master having fallen and gaining a powerful ally in the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, the Wei family was now proud. Even minor sects and families within ten thousand miles bowed to them. The high-ranking cultivators of the Wei family understood how to act appropriately, but these youngsters didn’t know when to be cautious. Furthermore, their elders had been busy with a significant matter since the destruction of Green Cloud Mountain; after the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect’s experts hadn't returned to their temples, many more senior daoists arrived.

In other words, the experts were preoccupied and couldn’t manage the younger cultivators, who now acted as if they were above everyone else.
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After finishing his words, Wei Xuefeng released his spirit sense to scan the three people in front of him.

Lin Xuan and the two women naturally did not hide anything. Today, they had come here with a purpose—to get even. Whether it was the monk from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect or the cultivators from the Wei family, none would be spared. The hidden strength of Yin Mao's cultivation became meaningless in this situation.

Wei Xuefeng's expression immediately turned interesting upon hearing this.

Sweat dripped down his forehead as he feared that his cover might have been blown and nervously released his spirit sense again.

The young girl wearing a yellow dress on the right was at the initial stage of condensing essence. This already made him wary, but it wasn't much of an issue. After all, while cultivators at the condensing essence stage were high-ranking, they wouldn't dare harm a disciple from their own family.

But what about the two behind?

He couldn't gauge their strength; spirit sense scans were useless, so there was only one possibility left.

The remaining two men and woman were old immortals of the late condensing essence stage.

Wei Xuefeng had no choice but to act. He first struck his head, releasing a red flying sword from his mouth, which he viciously aimed at Wu Yun'er. Then, he transformed into a streak of light and quickly flew towards the valley.

Indeed, his speed was impressive. In dire situations, one's potential seemed to naturally surge forth. This applied not only to ordinary mortals but also to cultivators.

Wei Xuefeng had only one thought: enter the valley where there were protective sect formations. If he could delay them for a moment, perhaps he would have a chance of escaping.

The idea was good, but it was in vain.

Wu Yun'er's talent and abilities had almost made Lin Xuan consider taking her as an apprentice. Her potential was undeniable. If just a single condensing essence cultivator managed to escape his sight, Lin Xuan might regret not having better eyesight.

Of course, this was impossible.

A faint smile appeared on Wu Yun'er's face as she waved her hand. A flying sword emerged from her sleeve, thin as a cicada's wing and no more than a foot long.

Even with Lin Xuan's sharp eye, it wasn't much of a treasure, but for cultivators at the condensing essence stage, it was a rare find.

Although Wu Yun'er had learned under Ouyang Qinxin, she was originally from a cultivation family. In other words, she had come to learn with her skills already in hand.

Dealing with a condensing essence cultivator didn't require just sound wave techniques.

The cicada wing sword transformed into a streak of light and almost instantly flew behind Wei Xuefeng. The Wu family disciple was about to separate from his body when a purple light flashed, sending the cicada wing sword flying away.

Seeing this, Wu Yun'er's figure wavered slightly. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, finding it interesting that high-ranking cultivators had already been alerted so quickly.

"Which friend has come to visit? Why are you killing my Wu family disciples without cause?" a loud voice rang out, accompanied by seven streaks of light.

There were monks and Wu family cultivators, as well as the lowly monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. They were all here for an old man in his fifties, a late-stage condensing essence cultivator. No wonder he had an advantage over Wu Yun'er right off the bat.

"Auntie, hurry and run! These are the remnants of the Cloudy Mountain who escaped. Quickly notify the high-ranking monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect; only they can defeat these old immortals," Wei Xuefeng's heart pounded as he shouted after narrowly avoiding a sword strike.

"Remnants of Cloudy Mountain?" The old man in his fifties was taken aback and showed signs of fear. "Could it be Ouyang Qinxin? No, that can't be. She was poisoned by the Sky Spider venom; even if she's not dead, she should be immobile. How could she possibly return here?"

However, despite his words, his aura had already weakened. The battle with Cloudy Mountain hadn't ended well, but Ouyang Qinxin left a deep impression on them all. Her sound wave techniques were terrifying; whether in single combat or group attacks, they were horrifyingly powerful and even defeated a senior monk from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. If not for Senior Monk Kongsuo's cultivation of the Sky Spider venom's mystic technique, more disciples would have fallen under her hands.

Despite being poisoned by the Sky Spider venom, she managed to escape. This alone showed that this woman was incredibly powerful.

Thus, despite his words, he didn't hesitate and immediately started running away.

The others were in a similar state; even if Ouyang Qinxin's poison hadn't healed, no condensing essence cultivator could defeat her.

"Qinxin, I never thought you would be so famous."

Lin Xuan turned around with a teasing smile. Ouyang Qinxin blushed and glared at Lin Xuan angrily. This bad guy still laughed at her even after reaching the late-stage of the old immortal realm.

A beautiful woman's light anger was nothing to Lin Xuan, who flicked his sleeves and released dozens of sword qi that grew in size as they flew towards their target.

Even a few condensing essence cultivators couldn't easily intercept this随手一击. Of course, it referred to those at the early stage.

Cries filled the air as several unfortunate souls fell, their元神 being shredded by the sword light.

Only one person was an exception—the old man in his fifties. But he wasn't powerful; rather, Lin Xuan had shown mercy.

As the saying goes, know your enemy and yourself, and you will never be defeated. Why would a monk from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect stay here? Lin Xuan found this intriguing.

With a flick of his fingers, another light flashed out, transforming into a green hand that grabbed the old man.

The old man was terrified as tears streamed down his face. He tried to struggle but failed; with Lin Xuan's current power, even a late-stage condensing essence cultivator couldn't move once captured by the light hand.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began searching the old man's mind.

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and released a fireball. The old man turned to ash.

"Uncle, what do you think?" Wu Yun'er asked anxiously.

But Lin Xuan didn't answer her; instead, he turned towards the left: "Qinxin, I have a question for you."

"Brother Lin, please speak freely. There's no need for such formalities with me."

"I remember Yun'er mentioned that Cloudy Mountain was an ancient immortal's site. After finding the treasure and encountering Wu family disciples on their way back, you and Senior Void Friend were two old immortals. But there was only one Wu family disciple at your level. Logically, it should have been clear who was stronger, but they still tried to forcibly take the treasure. I can't figure out why the Wu family patriarch would be so desperate and even attract the attention of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. On the surface, it's about avenging their family disciples, but anyone with eyes knows that they're after the treasure," Lin Xuan said slowly, his face showing curiosity.

"Uh..."

"Why are you hesitant? Do you have something to hide or find it inconvenient to tell Brother Lin?"

"Of course not." Ouyang Qinxin's expression showed signs of anxiety. "Brother Lin, don't misunderstand me; I wouldn't have any reason to lie to you. It's just that the treasure is a mystery, and I'm not entirely clear about its nature."

"You're also unclear?" Lin Xuan believed Ouyang Qinxin wouldn't deceive him, but this matter was indeed strange. After all, Cloudy Mountain only had three old immortals at the late-stage of the old immortal realm; as one of the highest-ranking figures in the sect, how could she not know?

"This is true," a faint smile appeared on Ouyang Qinxin's face. "The treasure map was accidentally obtained by Senior Void. We followed it and found an ancient immortal's site, but there was nothing inside. After searching, we only found a stone box."
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"Isn't that the case? You didn't manage to open it, right?"

"Not exactly."

Ouyang Qinxin sighed slightly. "Although Biyun Mountain is a minor force, we shouldn’t have had trouble opening a box. But what happened after opening it left us even more surprised."

"Oh, tell me about it," Lin Xuan couldn't help but show some interest as he heard this.

"The inside was a shield, black and unremarkable..." Ouyang Ying began to narrate the secret that brought disaster to Biyun Mountain. "Initially, my two senior brothers and I thought it was an ancient treasure, but after infusing it with spiritual energy, there was no reaction at all; we couldn’t control it."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a hint of contemplation on his face. He had some suspicions, but he needed to see for himself before confirming.

However, Qinxin's words didn't clear the doubts in his heart. Through soul searching, they gained clues and occupied Red Cloud Valley. On the surface, it became Wei Family’s main base, but actually, the bald monks from Vajra Sect hadn’t left; instead, more advanced cultivators had arrived.

They seemed to have some secret, though the old man was only a Condensation Core stage cultivator, so he couldn't possibly know the core secrets.

Interesting!

Lin Xuan's lips curled with amusement. With his deep-seated wisdom, he wouldn't waste time thinking here. He would just extract their souls and spirits; the truth would come to light naturally.

"Senior Uncle!"

At this moment, a sweet voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned around. "Wuyun'er, why let them go?"

"Don’t worry, I have my reasons," he said with a mocking smile as he rolled up his sleeves. A torrent of sword energy surged out. He had used the same method to deal with Condensation Core cultivators earlier; now, he wanted to see if he could kill an Incarnation Stage cultivator just by relying on spiritual energy alone.

Lin Xuan's motivation wasn't just arrogance; he wanted to assess his own strength comprehensively. After all, no matter how extraordinary his cultivation was, he couldn’t summon the power of heaven and earth. He needed a clear understanding of himself for better confrontation with Incarnation Stage cultivators in the future.

Despite fewer threats now, Lin Xuan still didn't dare be careless. It was this cautious nature that allowed him to survive the tumultuous world of cultivation.

The sword energy clashed against the storm, and screams filled his ears. However, both Ouyang Qinxin and another bald monk raised their own treasures.

They fought while retreating, each losing an arm but managed to escape into the valley.

"Senior Uncle, why let them go?" Wuyun'er asked with some puzzlement.

"Don’t worry, I have my reasons," Lin Xuan said. He then led the two girls back towards Red Cloud Valley.

But they couldn't enter; having alerted the enemy, the sect’s protective array was activated.

A golden light curtain appeared, with solemn Buddha statues inside.

"Oh, is it the Heavenly Warrant Arhat Formation?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing some surprise. This name was unfamiliar to Wuyun'er, but Ouyang Qinxin's face turned pale: "What? The Heavenly Warrant Arhat Formation? How could that be possible, Brother Lin? Are you mistaken?"

"In the field of formations, it’s vast and deep, but I still have some research. I’m confident I won’t mistake," he said.

"But how is that possible? The Heavenly Warrant Arhat Formation is a famous formation from the Vajra Sect. It's said to require rare materials and be extremely difficult to construct. Its power can kill major cultivators, worth millions of crystals. Wei Family is just an average-sized clan; they couldn’t afford such luxury. Even if they have some connection with the Vajra Sect, those bald monks wouldn’t support them," Ouyang Qinxin muttered.

"Normally, it’s impossible, but if there are treasures that interest them here, maybe they would do this," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.

The power was indeed formidable. It claimed to be able to kill late-stage cultivators. Although he wasn't sure about the exaggeration in the rumors, he didn’t believe Qin could truly stop him.

Ouyang Qinxin was stunned and followed closely behind; she didn’t want Lin Xuan to risk himself alone.

Wuyun'er had more faith in her senior uncle and followed without hesitation.

Lin Xuan plunged into the light curtain, feeling like jumping into water. His movements were somewhat hindered, and his spiritual energy became more sluggish.

He frowned as this seemed like an interference restriction; he wasn’t sure of its exact mechanism, but ordinary cultivators would have their cultivation power significantly reduced once inside, only able to use about 70% of their full strength.

Lin Xuan glanced at the solemn Buddha statues. He believed that this formation could indeed kill late-stage cultivators.

But it was different for him.

He inhaled deeply; his eyes turned a faint silver.

A phoenix cry echoed in his ears as he activated the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Formation, reinforcing his physical body and meridians. Not only did he practice both Taoist and Buddhist cultivation, but he also mastered top-tier妖修secrets. Although his knowledge was shallow, the power of the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Formation could remove the restrictions on his spiritual energy.

This method had no effect on him.

Facing a charging Buddha, a short sword emerged from his sleeve.

It was clearly Green Fire!

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan pointed at it with one finger. The Green Fire Sword flashed, leaving a long tail of flame that cut through the air like a meteor, slashing fiercely at the Buddha.

A flash of light, and the Buddha split in two. After advancing to Incarnation Stage later, his法宝's power had increased significantly compared to before.

If Lin Xuan from several months ago faced this Buddha, he might still defeat it but wouldn’t be as easy or dare to rush into the Heavenly Warrant Arhat Formation so recklessly.

This formation was different from personal array disks and flags; it used crystals as energy sources, continuously attacking without end.

One Buddha was decapitated, but more charged in from all directions.

Lin Xuan faced them fearlessly. He waved his sleeves, and a black gold dragon shield flew out. However, he didn’t use this treasure for himself but turned into a light curtain to protect Qinxin and Wuyun'er behind him.

For Lin Xuan himself, he held two crescent-shaped treasures in both hands.

Of course, they were the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

Speaking of this treasure, Lin Xuan had access to high-grade materials like Heavenly Crystal. Its rarity was no less than South Star Separating Fire. It was because of Qin that he fell out with the monk named Wuxian.

If he could add this treasure to the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring and re-cultivate it, water and fire would merge, significantly enhancing his命魂treasure’s quality.

Unfortunately, time was short; Moer’s condensation was the top priority. Any conflicts had to be put aside for now so that she could have a body sooner.

But even with this, as a dual-element treasure, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring's power was formidable. Lin Xuan combined Qins in front of him, and spiritual light flickered, alternating between cold and heat. Ice Dragons and Fire Dragons appeared in the air, attacking the surrounding Buddhas.

Qinxin and Wuyun'er watched from behind but couldn’t help much; Lin Xuan displayed astonishing power, single-handedly facing a famous Vajra Sect formation.

Wuyun'er's cultivation was still shallow, so she didn't see the difficulty.

But Ouyang Qinxin was stunned. Each Buddha’s strength equaled that of an Incarnation Stage cultivator. More terrifyingly, they were driven by spiritual energy from crystals; in other words, they could never be killed. Even if one Buddha was destroyed, as long as the formation wasn’t broken, more would continue to appear. Moreover, their power increased when combined, making it incredibly formidable.

In such a fearsome killing formation, Lin Xuan moved with ease, not fully unleashing his full power.

The saying goes that seeing is believing; although Wuyun'er had heard about Lin Xuan's great powers before, she still didn’t expect him to be at this level.

No wonder he could kill Wuxian in the void.

"Master, what’s wrong?"

"Oh."

Hearing her disciple calling out, Qinxin snapped back to reality. She deeply looked at Lin Xuan ahead and saw a hint of admiration in her eyes. A blush appeared on her face; beauty loves heroes.

Men didn’t have to be handsome but had to be talented.

Of course, Ouyang’s blushing might be due to other reasons since she hadn't spoken about it, and no one knew the exact reason.

She extended her hand and pulled Wuyun'er into her遁光. The opportunity was precious; they needed to quickly escape from the Heavenly Warrant Arhat Formation.
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Lin Xuan's brow furrowed as he watched the scene before him. A thousand-handed Buddha, split in half by a green flame sword from forehead to abdomen, reappeared almost instantly with a golden light.

His expression turned somewhat displeased. The rumors were true; this HeavenDharmaraja Array was indeed difficult to break through. He didn't have time to dawdle here.

Lin Xuan reached out and tapped his storage bag. A broken sword flew out.

It looked unremarkable, even slightly damaged with cracks covering its surface, but it emitted a heart-stirring aura of power.

Of course, this was the Heaven-reaching Treasure. Lin Xuan grasped it and circulated his essence force within himself, injecting a vast amount into the sword.

Previously, he had used this treasure to break through enemies, but now there seemed to be less essence force being absorbed.

Lin Xuan estimated that only one-seventh of his essence force was taken away.

In other words, although he couldn't use it freely anymore, he didn't need to wait until the most critical moment. As a trump card, this sword would have more versatile uses.

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring and green flame were both put away as seventeen or eighteen Buddhas rushed forward.

"Uncle Senior," "Brother Lin."

Even Wu Yun'er couldn't discern the mystery within; Lin Xuan was indeed too confident.

With just over ten feet separating them, for beings of this level, it was a matter of an instant.

Lin Xuan's face showed no fear as he waved his hand. The three Buddhas disappeared in a flash.

"Shell white!" Wu Yun'er turned to look around, and even Qinxin's face was filled with shock. All the illusions created by spiritual energy—Buddhas and golden barriers—had vanished without a trace. They were back in their familiar valley; in other words, the HeavenDharmaraja Array had been broken.

As they say, "seeing is believing." Even after witnessing the breaking of the array, Qinxin still felt like she was dreaming.

That one strike's power was truly astonishing. It had carved a grotesque trench into the ground that seemed bottomless. A small mountain on the left, which stood two or three hundred feet high, now lay in ruins, reduced to scattered stones. This was just the aftermath of his sword's impact.

It was unimaginable what kind of treasure this was—or rather, it shouldn't exist in the mortal world.

Now Qinxin believed Lin Xuan's words more than ever; even facing a Separation Period expert, if he couldn't defeat them, he could still ensure their safe retreat.

Lin Xuan didn’t turn around but his powerful divine sense naturally picked up on the two women’s gazes. He coughed lightly and said, "Qinxin, Yun'er, let's go."

"Ah!"

Wu Yun'er nodded obediently, and Qinxin had no objections either. The three of them emitted a bright green light as they displayed their abilities, flying towards the inner valley. With the protective array broken, even minor restrictions were no longer a concern.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm, but his apprentices and disciples exuded killing intent.

Revisiting an old place, yet the Green Cloud Mountain had turned to dust; these two were almost the only survivors. The bald monks didn't spare even the elderly or women and children.

While secular Buddhism preached compassion, in the world of cultivation, it was merely a path to longevity.

Blood debts must be repaid with blood.

Lin Xuan sighed slightly, fearing any mishap for the two women, and hurried after them. Soon, his eyes narrowed as he paused, somewhat surprised.

Qinxin and her apprentices also sensed something, slowing down their light forms as countless points of light appeared on the horizon.
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Master Uncle, did I see correctly?

Wu Yun'er covered her mouth with her hand, her face filled with shock. Ouyang Qinxin's expression was similar on the side, although they all knew that Red Cloud Valley had been taken over by the Wei Family after its fall and became their new main base. They hadn't expected there to be so many cultivators here.

A rough count showed that more than ten thousand beams of遁光 (flying light) were approaching them. Of course, apart from the disciples of the Wei Family, a large portion were bald monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect.

Over ninety percent were low-grade disciples in the Flexible Spirit and Foundation Establishment periods. Such an aggressive stance was indeed somewhat strange.

What could their opponents be planning?

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. Was it to drain his mana?

His guess was already very close to the truth, but there was still something that puzzled him. Both he and Qinxin were at the Incubated Soul stage; relying on numbers would certainly drain their mana, but wouldn't the old monsters from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect be afraid of a backlash from below? After all, such behavior for low-grade disciples was akin to suicide.

Everyone's life could only happen once. Even an Incubated Soul stage monster couldn't force so many enemies to face certain death.

Over these two hundred years, Lin Xuan had faced countless dangers and battles, with hundreds of cultivators falling at his hands.

---

However, from the surface, there were indeed a lot, but for the purpose of refining treasures, it was still far from enough.

For example, back when Extreme Demon Tyrant collected souls to refine this treasure, he gathered ten thousand souls in one go. That number was just the beginning; over the years, that old monster had killed millions of冤魂 (wrongfully dead souls) for the refinement process.

Mountains of corpses and rivers of blood, but those were only human souls. In ancient Youzhou, there weren't even a million cultivators.

Thus, the Ten Thousand Soul Banner was clearly more powerful than the treasure Moon'er held.

This rain was an opportunity for Lin Xuan; with over ten thousand enemies in front of him, since it was either life or death, he wouldn't hold back. Although this number wasn't as impressive as Extreme Demon Tyrant's collection, these weren't ordinary human souls but cultivators.

Even low-grade disciples at the Flexible Spirit stage had soul qualities that were several levels higher than humans.

With all these gathered together, Lin Xuan was more than willing to welcome it. To drain his mana...

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he pulled out a small bag about the size of a palm.

He reached for it and took it from his waistband with his right hand, raising it slightly before placing it on top of his head.

The mouth of the bag opened wide, revealing a purple-red flash inside.

Zzzz...

A heart-stirring sound entered their ears. Following that, an odd purple-red wind spun around Lin Xuan's head.

It obscured the sky and covered an area of several dozen acres.

"What... this..."

Not only were the cultivators far away stunned, but even Moon'er and Qinxin behind him looked shocked on their faces.

Moon'er was temporarily set aside; Ouyang, at least at the Incubated Soul stage, had experienced many storms. But she had never seen such a magnificent swarm of insects before.

It covered the sky, with at least seven or eight thousand in number.

They were creatures she had never seen before, resembling yellow bees but three times larger, roughly the size of an infant's fist.

Their bodies were adorned with purple-red patterns, and their wings produced a heart-stirring buzzing sound when they flapped.

If there was just one, it wouldn't be much to worry about. But with tens of thousands gathered together, the two women felt a cold sweat.

Of course, these were the strange insects Lin Xuan had raised for years.

And he had only unleashed half of them now. These insects grew extremely slowly but reproduced quickly. Although Lin Xuan hadn't found an effective method to accelerate their growth (feeding top-grade crystal stones was too expensive; even a cultivator at the Loose Immortal stage couldn't afford it), he never gave up. Even if they weren't fully mature, with such numbers, they were still formidable enough as a force against low-grade cultivators.

Facing this sky-obscuring swarm of insects, the beams of flying light from their opponents clearly slowed down. The low-grade disciples looked at each other in confusion; although they didn't know what kind of insect it was, its appearance alone gave them an ominous feeling.

"Brothers, there's no need to be afraid. Although the驱虫术 (insect repelling technique) is powerful, it takes hundreds of insects to deal with a cultivator. With so many of us, we have nothing to fear," a bald monk in gray robes shouted, using his divine hearing ability to communicate over great distances. He had a fierce appearance and was roughly at the Condensed Core middle stage.

"Brother said correctly; what are we afraid of with such numbers?"

"Charge! Whoever beheads Lin Xuan or Ouyang Qinxin can join the Venerable Buddha's seat and receive a reward of one million crystal stones. Let's give it our all."

"Prosperity comes from danger, go!"

The shouts echoed everywhere; originally hesitant Wei Family disciples and Ten Thousand Buddha Sect monks now had burning eyes. If they were in normal times, they wouldn't dare face Incubated Soul cultivators, but those two rewards were incomparably tempting.

Low-grade disciples at the Flexible Spirit stage didn't need to be mentioned; even Foundation Establishment cultivators with a few thousand crystal stones would consider themselves wealthy. One million was a dream that couldn't be imagined, enough to solve their worries about medicinal materials for life.

The Venerable Buddha of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect had such an exalted status and power; joining his sect meant a high possibility of Incubating Souls.

Such a chance to rise to prominence, who would miss it? Even if they risked their lives, they would still give it a try.

"Charge!"

As expected by a saying: great rewards bring brave men. Over ten thousand cultivators each unleashed their treasures; although most were灵器 (magical artifacts), the sheer number was astonishing.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at the sky, and with his divine consciousness guiding it, a buzzing sound erupted as the purple-red insect cloud rushed towards the opponents.

On one side were ten thousand cultivators, while on the other, there were seven or eight times more magical insects. Who would win was now unclear.

However, Lin Xuan was confident. His divine abilities were clear to him; although the玉罗蜂 (Jade Silk Bee) wasn't fully mature and couldn't match high-grade cultivators, it excelled in dealing with large numbers of low-grade cultivators.

Indeed, the驱虫术 (insect repelling technique) relied on numbers. Normally, at least a hundred times more magical insects were needed to deal with an ordinary cultivator. But the玉罗蜂 was different; as one of the top-ranked creatures in the Realm of Human Magical Insects, it possessed unique toxins that wouldn't put them at a disadvantage against these small fellows.

Boom!

The two sides collided. The magical insects didn't gather together; they would become easy targets if they did. The insect cloud swerved away, forcing each opponent to fight individually.

"Master Uncle..." Wu Yun'er was speechless as she watched Lin Xuan with his hands behind his back and a relaxed demeanor. Ouyang Qinxin blinked her eyes, looking at Lin Xuan's back with a complex expression.

The more one put in, the more they would get. Although Lin Xuan looked glorious now, it could be inferred that he had faced countless dangers over these two hundred years and endured much hardship...

Ouyang's eyes flashed with complexity. However, Lin Xuan didn't notice; even with his divine consciousness and after blood sealing to master so many jade silk bees, it wasn't easy for him.

Lin Xuan didn't want to lose too many magical insects in this battle; that would be a waste. So although he appeared relaxed, he was fully focused on the fight.

Magic light flashed continuously, explosions erupted, and cries of pain echoed. Unexpectedly, from the start, this battle tilted heavily towards one side.

Back when the Jade Silk Bees were young, they had even given Lin Xuan trouble. Although not yet mature, they still showed the ferocity of wild creatures.

They flew up and down, their small size making them agile. They chose very tricky attack angles.

Foundation Establishment cultivators fared better, but for those at the Flexible Spirit stage, they originally possessed low-grade magical artifacts, and their control was immature. Not only did they fail to hit the jade silk bees, but they were instead targeted by the venomous stingers of the opponents.

Although it wasn't a fatal poison, with their meager cultivation, they couldn't suppress the toxins. In an instant, they trembled and fell from the sky...

About fifty percent of the ten thousand cultivators were at the Flexible Spirit stage; in other words, just by making contact, half of the opposing forces' combat strength was lost numerically.
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Continuous sounds of screams reached his ears, falling to their deaths under the venomous stings of the Jade Lotus Bee.

Of course, not all these cultivators were utterly helpless. Quite a number already possessed high-grade spiritual artifacts.

Fa Wen was an external affairs disciple at the Bodhi Hall of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Although he was only at the middle stage of Foundation Establishment, as a cultivator from one of the Seven Great Forces, his abilities were not to be underestimated. The round bowl in his hand was also a low-grade spiritual artifact.

Seeing a grotesque-looking Jade Lotus Bee flying towards him, Fa Yuan's face turned grave. After all, the screams still echoed in his ears; he couldn't afford any carelessness.

He clapped his hands together and shot out a Buddhist light. The round bowl expanded as if it were being inflated by the wind, emitting a golden glow that enveloped his body. Although this spiritual artifact was unremarkable, it had both offensive and defensive capabilities.

Without seeking glory but avoiding blame, he first secured his own safety.

Next, Fa Wen stretched out his hand and struck his head with a loud snap. A visible sound wave shot out from his mouth.

Lion's Roar! This wasn't an extraordinary secret technique in the Buddhist sect; anyone could learn it after successfully establishing their foundation. However, the effectiveness varied greatly depending on the cultivator's level of mastery. Many low-rank cultivators had been killed by these bees, and this one was indeed terrifying with its agility and seemingly endless life force.

Even if cut into two halves or even decapitated, a severely injured bee could still survive for half an hour before dying. Moreover, in such a state, it became more frenzied, fighting to the death.

With fear and不甘, the "talented" young man from the Wei family felt his body go numb as if his mana had been stripped away.

On another side, a one-eyed monk spat flames, enveloping the bees that attacked him. He was already at the late stage of Foundation Establishment, and his innate true fire was quite mysterious, having killed many peers before. These magical insects were indeed terrifying with their agility and life force, but being burned to ashes meant they couldn't attack him. A smirk appeared on his face.

Pang! A light sound echoed as the Jade Lotus Bee chose to self-destruct within the monk's flames. Its body turned into a small pool of purple liquid that shot out and hit the monk’s head.

"Ahh!"

The one-eyed monk let out a loud cry before falling from the sky, and similar scenes continued. Both Wei family members and monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect were dying in large numbers.

Looking at this chaotic sky, only about several hundred condensation period cultivators could protect themselves. Their abilities varied greatly, but their numbers were too few to change the outcome of the battle.

Each faced a swarm of bees rather than just one, so they couldn't afford any carelessness.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a faint smile. Although it had been less than half an hour since the fight began, there was no longer any suspense about who would win. It was time to collect souls; once they were his enemies, Lin Xuan wouldn’t give them another chance at reincarnation.

"Mei'er."

"Mm, Young Master, I understand."

A beam of white light shot out from Lin Xuan's sleeve, followed by a beautiful girl appearing in the air with a fragrant breeze.

Ouyang and her apprentice didn't find this strange. Both knew that Lin Xuan had a ghost pet, but their reactions were different. Qinxin nodded at Mei'er; they hadn’t seen each other for two hundred years. Wu Yun'er’s face showed both respect and fear.

This girl's sixth sense was much stronger than most people's. During the last independent space encounter, she had sensed Mei'er's extraordinary nature. Now her sensitivity was even more pronounced.

Although she couldn't explain why, Lin Senior Master also gave her this feeling. Wu Yun'er quietly hid behind her master.

"Yun'er, what’s wrong?" Ouyang Qinxin frowned, puzzled by her apprentice's reaction.

"It’s... nothing."

Wu Yun'er wasn’t trying to hide anything; she just didn't know how to start. Her intelligence told her that Lin Senior Master was very fond of Miss Mei'er, so she dared not invent any lies.

"Nothing?" These words didn't match her expression, and Ouyang knew she was lying but had no time to press further at the moment.

After Mei'er appeared, she looked at the chaotic sky, then stretched out a slender hand. A black banner materialized in her palm.

It was the Beast Soul Banner, this treasure.

At the sight of so many cultivators' souls, Mei'er licked her lips. With a flick of her hand, a spell flew from her fingers.

Boom! The sound of thunder echoed as the Beast Soul Banner, which had been only the size of a palm, rapidly expanded.

Soon, the sky darkened as if the banner was floating above him, blocking out sunlight. The banner unfurled like a black cloud, covering an area of several dozen acres.

Mei'er's face turned pale; performing such a large-scale spell wasn't entirely familiar to her, but collecting so many souls required it.

Her expression turned serious as she slowly floated, wearing white robes and bare feet, looking like the most beautiful flower. However, a chilling aura surrounded her, even emitting eerie howls from within.

Despite this, her beauty remained unmarred; instead, there was an alluring allure that could captivate anyone. Who said only celestial maidens in the heavenly realms were the most beautiful? Ghost girls in the netherworld had irresistible power.

"Quick!"

Mei'er extended a slender finger and pointed it forward. As she whispered, ghostly mists on the banner began to churn.

A massive vortex appeared before their eyes, right on the surface of the banner.

It was about seven or eight zhang (about 20 feet) in diameter. Although not shocking, this scene was certainly significant. However, the cultivators below were too busy fighting off the countless Jade Lotus Bees that attacked them; they couldn’t care less about anything else.

With a heavy reward came brave warriors, but even with more rewards, one needed to survive to enjoy them. Poor low-rank cultivators who had been tricked into becoming cannon fodder were on the brink of collapse.

However, Lin Xuan showed no pity. It wasn't because he was heartless; these fellows deserved it. They had killed ordinary people from the Wu family and even spared neither the elderly nor women and children. When they raised their knives, they should have expected such a retribution.

Thinking that just being part of one of the Seven Great Forces meant they could do as they pleased, Lin Xuan wasn’t buying into it. Killers would be killed too; there was no room for leniency towards these bad guys.

A piercing cry echoed from the massive vortex, and a ghost head emerged—green-faced with sharp teeth, a ghastly creature from the netherworld.

Apart from its head, two ghost hands covered in green scales protruded. A terrifying aura rose into the air.

"Is this a Great Spirit Ghost?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, his expression showing surprise.

"Yes," Mei'er's sweet voice replied: "This ghost is formed by condensing souls within the Beast Soul Banner; its cultivation level is extraordinary, but unfortunately, there are not enough souls to form a full body."

As Mei'er spoke, the Great Spirit Ghost fully emerged from the vortex. Indeed, as she said, it only had half of its body, with the lower abdomen still incomplete due to insufficient soul energy.

Despite this, the ghost was about seven or eight zhang tall. After emerging from the vortex, its grotesque face showed excitement before opening its mouth and spitting out streams of dark wind.

The faces of the Wei family disciples and Ten Thousand Buddha Sect cultivators turned pale with fear, but these winds didn't attack them; instead, they were drawn towards the corpses on the ground, pulling out various-sized light balls. These were undoubtedly human souls.

The Great Spirit Ghost opened its mouth and swallowed all of them into its belly.

At this moment, about two thousand cultivators remained. Watching this scene, their faces were as pale as death. The enemy was too ruthless; they didn’t even spare the souls.

Many trembled with fear, desperately trying to escape.

Meanwhile, the two women behind Lin Xuan finally acted. They weren't just here for a show; they wanted revenge.

If they didn’t personally kill some beasts, how could they honor their deceased fellow daoists?

Ouyang Qinxin extended her hand, and golden light revealed an ancient artifact in her palm.

Seven-stringed zither! Now she would let them see the power of her sound technique.
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Ouyang extended her right hand, her fingers slender and graceful. In terms of appearance, she was slightly more beautiful than Phoenix and Qin Yan, but the allure of a beauty did not solely lie in her face; Ouyang's delicate hands were undoubtedly the most beautiful among all the women present.

Her ten long, white fingers seemed like spring onions just emerged from water. As for that seven-stringed zither, it was crafted from an unknown material, exquisite and small. Ouyang held it with her left hand while her right hand gently placed its jade-like fingers on the strings.

The beautiful notes immediately filled the air, akin to the sound of tinkling spring water, so enchanting they made one want to close their eyes. One need not necessarily see blood to kill; Ouyang's Sound Wave Technique could shatter souls and spirits with its gentle yet powerful melody, subtly luring them into the netherworld.

Unlike other secret techniques, Sound Wave Technique was a unique divine power that proved equally formidable in both solo combat and group attacks. The few low-ranking monks who had been used as cannon fodder now found themselves no match for Ouyang's technique; their bodies were torn apart by the sound waves, disintegrated into light points, and vanished with the cold winds of the ghostly mists.

In the depths of the inner valley, a balding old monk with white eyebrows was visibly agitated. His face was kind but his heart was as vicious as a snake's. The scheme to use low-ranking disciples as cannon fodder was his idea. He had intended to drain Ouyang and Lin Xuan’s power until they were exhausted before reaping the benefits himself.

However, things did not go as planned. The spells that Lin Xuan knew proved even more terrifying than expected; he unleashed countless poisonous insects, wiping out all low-ranking monks who had been used as cannon fodder. His cunning plan backfired, and now, Old Kindness was both angry and frightened to lead several high-ranking monks into the fray.

Enemies meeting face-to-face always ignite a fierce rivalry. These high-ranking monks were indeed the true culprits behind Biyun Mountain's downfall.

Ouyang and Wu Yun'er had stopped their actions but their eyes held nothing but hatred. Moon, however, paid no heed to the monks, continuing to control the giant ghostly figure to collect the souls of the cultivators. For the Beast Soul Flag, this was a great opportunity that could not be missed.

After the first round, Old Kindness had already suffered losses. Now, only a dozen or so disciples remained alive. He paid no mind to their fates and his gaze towards Lin Xuan was filled with seriousness. His junior Brother Kongseng was right; this boy had indeed advanced to late-stage Immortal Infant.

His eyes then shifted to Ouyang's beautiful face, a hint of surprise in them. How could she be unharmed after being poisoned by the Heaven Spider Pheromone? This was too inconceivable...

While Old Kindness did not wish to engage Lin Xuan directly, given their superior power, he had no choice but to confront him. Their plan's success now rested on this moment. The true reason for eliminating Biyun Mountain was not to avenge Wei Family’s ancestor; that was merely an excuse. They had other ulterior motives.

With the fate of everything hanging in the balance, Old Kindness knew that if he failed to stop Lin Xuan, his two senior mentors would be furious and he would have no good outcome. On the contrary, if he could block Lin Xuan and allow Brother Kongming to retrieve the treasure, he would earn significant merit.

Prosperity comes from taking risks; even with their superior numbers, they might still stand a chance against a high-ranking cultivator like Lin Xuan.

Old Kindness said with pity in his voice: "Three benefactors, your indiscriminate killing will one day bring about retribution. You cannot ignore the harmony of heaven and earth."

Lin Xuan and the two women exchanged glances, feeling utterly speechless. They had never encountered someone so shamelessly immoral; they had not shown any mercy during the destruction of Biyun Mountain.

Lin Xuan did not have the mood to argue with him about "harmony." What nonsense was that? Cultivators were inherently defying heaven and earth's laws. With enough strength, he could disregard them all. What was harmony?

"Old monk, you needn't flatter me here. Lin and I are enemies; today, everyone will die, and their souls will be tortured to prevent any chance of rebirth," Lin Xuan said coldly with a mocking smile.

"You brat, don't talk nonsense. Advancing to late-stage Immortal Infant means nothing; I have never feared anyone. Who will draw whose soul? Let's see who wins this round," Old Kindness did not even get the chance to speak before another loud voice interrupted him. The speaker was a fat monk wearing a loose robe, revealing his dark chest.

Ouyang’s eyebrows rose as cold light flashed in her eyes: "Old Wild, you still haven't avenged your grudge against me. Let me test your abilities."

This fat monk was the old monster who had cultivated Toxic Palm Technique. Ouyang's severe condition was due to being poisoned by his Heaven Spider Pheromone.

"Ouyang Immortal?" Old Wild’s eyes roamed over her body, burning with desire: "I didn’t expect you to still be alive after being poisoned by the Buddha's Heaven Spider Pheromone. This is strange; let me take you down and strip your clothes to study where the mistake lies."

Before he could finish his sentence, his pupils suddenly contracted as Lin Xuan appeared before him in a flash of yellow light. Old Wild was startled, momentarily unable to react.

Was it Shrink Earth Technique?

No, he had seen several late-stage monks use this technique; though powerful, none were as absurd as what he saw now.

There was no time for contemplation; the cold gaze from Lin Xuan made Old Wild shiver with fear. He tried to retreat but was slapped by Lin Xuan's right hand.

"Snap!"

The sound was crisp and clear. With his late-stage Immortal Infant cultivation and the Fierce Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique that enhanced his body, this slap carried immense force.

Old Wild flew like a kite, spitting blood and missing all his left teeth. His face swelled to resemble a pig’s head.

Lin Xuan was furious at Old Wild's audacity in suggesting he undress Ouyang. However, he had held back; if he used the Green Illusionary Flame, Old Wild would have been incinerated long ago.

Despite his leniency, Lin Xuan was more curious about what secrets lay behind Biyun Mountain’s fall. "Ouyang, I’ll deal with Old Wild while you handle the other monks."

"Alright," Ouyang nodded without hesitation; she had no objections. The monk's words were just to gain an advantage.

"Wu Yun'er, Master Uncle." Hearing Lin Xuan call her name, Wu Yun'er quickly came to his side.

"In this battle, you can't help much. Be careful and stay near Moon; she will protect you if there is any danger," Lin Xuan advised gently.

"Thank you for your concern, Cloud knows what to do and won’t hold us back."

Wu Yun'er replied obediently but was puzzled. Why could Miss Moon, a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator, protect her in an Immortal Infant-level battle?

However, she did not ask more; the girl's unique sixth sense had long sensed Moon’s power and status. Although she couldn’t explain it, she felt that her intuition was correct.

Meanwhile, several high-ranking monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect were both frightened and angry. They could see that Lin Xuan would easily kill Old Wild if he wished to; their initial confidence in using numbers for a fight had now waned.
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The bald thief monks exchanged glances. Although the situation had reached this point, naturally, there was still a chance for a turn of events.

Empty Mercy gritted his teeth and a fierce look flashed in his eyes: "Brother disciples, work together. With our numbers, we cannot allow him to break us one by one."

"Agreed," said another monk, "as long as everyone is united, we might not lose."

"Humph! What can a Great Cultivator do? I don't believe that brat really has three heads and six arms."

The other elder monsters, though showing fear on their faces, quickly replaced it with a fierce look. This was now a fight to the death; they were all Core Formation stage cultivators, so there could be no holding back.

Six of them stood side by side and each raised their long-held treasures.

Golden light flashed: staves, robes, and prayer beads—various items appeared.

Lin Xuan still had his hands behind his back. If the six of them were all Core Formation stage cultivators with such coordination, even a late-stage cultivator would hesitate. But Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face.

He reached into his waistband, summoning a treasure.

Square-shaped and golden in color, it looked like an imperial seal but was far more splendid.

This treasure was not common; it came from the Old Devil's Five Dragon Seal. Lin Xuan cast a spell at it.

The Five Dragon Seal spun, emitting colorful clouds that enveloped Lin Xuan.

The bald monks were taken aback. What was he doing? But there wasn't time to think about it as they each poured their cultivation energy into their treasures.

Bang!

The staff transformed into a dark green dragon, its eyes flashing with cold light, diving into the cloud.

The other treasures also became more prominent and darted into the clouds from different directions.

"Uncle!"

Wu Yun'er watched from afar, her face paling. Although she knew Lin Xuan's cultivation was formidable—perhaps even beyond his peers—she still felt some concern seeing him attacked by six Core Formation stage cultivators.

Moon did not care; she knew her master's strength well enough to handle these bald monks with one hand.

She cast a spell, continuing to manipulate the Giant Spirit Ghost to suck souls. This time, it was a bountiful harvest. Unlike ordinary treasures, this Beast Soul Flag grew stronger as more resentful and violent spirits were absorbed.

The six treasures entered the clouds, and the elder monks' faces turned ecstatic.

This brat is too arrogant! He thinks he can withstand our combined attacks just because he's a Great Cultivator?

Even if they couldn't reduce him to powder, they should be able to severely injure him.

In their eyes, Lin Xuan was young but had quickly advanced. They assumed his combat experience was inferior to theirs. However, they were completely wrong about this.

Was Lin Xuan inexperienced in combat?

Hardly. He had experienced a lifetime of peril, and the dangers he faced could only be compared to Little Sword's journey.

Of course, Lin Xuan had better luck, but his combat experience was unparalleled. He still hadn't fully understood what the Five Dragon Seal was capable of, but one thing was clear: the clouds blocked their divine sense.

The faces of the elder monks quickly froze as they turned from ecstasy to shock.

Impossible! How could we lose our connection with the treasures?

Without Lin Xuan's control, the treasures posed no threat. He raised his right hand and cast a spell.

A green hand appeared out of nowhere, grabbing the dark green dragon by the neck.

The dragon struggled fiercely. Lin Xuan tightened his grip, and the dragon let out a mournful cry before shrinking back into its staff form.

The other treasures met similar fates, all being taken by Lin Xuan.

Though the clouds obscured their vision, the bald monks could still sense everything through their divine senses, their faces turning pale with shock.

They had never heard of such an occurrence. Even late-stage cultivators couldn't forcefully seize another's treasure.

What was this cloud?

Now they understood that they had underestimated this Lin youngster. His strength was beyond their sect's Four Great Beasts; it was unfathomable.
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Fear gripped them, and they even had thoughts of retreating.

Although returning to the temple would surely result in punishment, compared to that, his own life was more important!

However, Lin Xuan wouldn't let them escape. He had promised to avenge Bìyún Mountain and the Wu family. After seizing their six treasures, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a one-foot-long immortal sword appeared mid-air. It was Qinghu Fire! The few bald monks' faces turned ashen with shock. Without waiting for them to react, Lin Xuan cast a spell forward. The Qinghu Sword Spirit shone brightly, transforming into a dazzling light beam that slashed fiercely towards the front.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn't idle. He shook his shoulder and took a step to the left at an accelerated pace, causing space to ripple like waves. His figure flickered, vanishing without a trace. "Hurry and retreat!"

Kongci shouted in horror. He had just witnessed the marvel of Lin Xuan's Nine Heaven Stepping Technique. At this moment, he dared not be careless.

This senior monk from the Law Hall of Thousand Buddha Sect finally made his decision. It wasn't because they were cowardly; it was simply that their opponent was too powerful. Attacking with a mere pebble against a boulder was both futile and foolish to an extreme.

With the mountains still standing, there was no fear of losing one's life. Lin Xuan took out an jade box and temporarily imprisoned the two monks' souls before vanishing into the distance skyward. After a few breaths, in some place a hundred miles away.

A dazzling light beam shot through the air. Amidst the streaks of light, a tall and slender cultivator flew, wearing gray cloth monk robes with no outstanding features. His Dharma name was Kongru, who looked back nervously as he flew. He finally believed that Senior Kongxi's physical body was in Lin Xuan's hands.

As an elder from Thousand Buddha Sect, he had seen several late-stageinfant essence cultivators, but those with such extraordinary abilities were few and far between. Among the Four Great Dharmapalas, only the Grandmaster could match them. How did that boy train? Kongru was envious yet jealous, but quickly dismissed these thoughts. The most important thing now was to escape.

With his power, he increased the speed of the light beam. A sharp crackling sound pierced his ears.

Kongru's face turned pale as he saw a figure appear ten feet in front of him, blocking his retreat path. His face paled like paper. He opened his mouth, but Lin Xuan paid no attention and flicked his sleeve, releasing dozens of sword qi that darted towards the old monk. Trapped from all sides, Kongru could only grit his teeth and summon a treasure to defend himself.

Lin Xuan continued to release sword qi.

After advancing to late-stage cultivators, his mental power had greatly increased, allowing him to control twice as many sword qi compared to before.

The entire sky was filled with green sword qi, weaving through the air. Kongru groaned in despair, beads of sweat forming on his forehead. Soon, the sound of cloth tearing reached his ears; he was decapitated by chaotic sword strikes. With Lin Xuan guarding one side, his soul couldn't escape.

Lin Xuan silently imprisoned it and closed his eyes, releasing his mental power to locate another Thousand Buddha Sect cultivator.

After a moment, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, sending a fireball from his fingertips that turned the corpse into ash. Adding the two killed earlier, this was the fifth old monster he had eliminated. In other words, out of his six opponents, only Kongci remained.

Over such a long time, if they had escaped, it would have been over ten thousand miles away, and his mental power couldn't sense them anymore. However, Lin Xuan sent an jade spider bee to follow silently behind. His opponent's attempt to shake him off was nothing but a daydream.

Lin Xuan's prediction proved correct. In the wilderness southwest of some mountains, the light beam slowed down and slowly descended.

The face of an old man with white mustache and eyebrows emerged. He wore a large red robe. It was none other than the senior monk from the Law Hall of Thousand Buddha Sect. After looking back nervously, his expression relaxed. "From here to Red Cloud Valley is at least ten thousand miles. Even if it's a late-stage cultivator, they couldn't possibly find me."

He had cunningly changed directions multiple times while fleeing. "I wonder if any of my fellow disciples managed to escape that boy's clutches." Kongci sighed.

As for the sect's plans in Red Cloud Valley, but what could he do even if he discovered it? The Grandmaster was overseeing the entire plan with the Four Great Dharmapalas' senior monk Kōming.

Kōming had greater abilities than Kōxi and held a treasure from Bìyún Mountain. Whether they would win or lose against Lin Xuan remained uncertain.

However, during the time of taking the treasures, he mustn't disturb them; otherwise, with Kōming as their backbone, they wouldn't be in such a desperate state.
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Ying Hai was mulling over various thoughts when Kongsi suddenly moved. He extended his right hand, and a ray of light shot out.

A "tsk" sound entered Ying Hai's ears as he saw an indistinct purple-red demon bee appear to the left side several feet away.

"This is..."

Kongsi's expression turned wild with shock. Of course, he remembered the demonic insects Lin Xuan controlled; it was the insect cloud that had foiled his plans. Otherwise, even if Lin Xuan were incredibly powerful, facing thousands of low-grade cultivators would have drained all his essence energy.

As a demon bee from the wilderness, Kongsi naturally wouldn't be content to be trapped by divine light. He fiercely struggled, but as an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator, such a small demon insect couldn't possibly escape his grasp.

However, this big monk showed no signs of panic. Instead, his face turned pale. The appearance of Lin Xuan's demonic insects meant he was in grave danger. Despite knowing he wouldn't be able to withstand it, Kongsi didn't want to sit idly by and wait for death. He flipped his hands and extended them before him, pushing out with a force akin to the waves of a mountain collapsing.

Instantly, golden light shone brightly as immense essence energy gathered in front of him. Three "Buddha" characters appeared one after another in mid-air, forming a line and heading towards Lin Xuan.

In an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator, this old monk had supreme power that could dominate all others. This final strike, which condensed his entire life's strength, was something even a great cultivator wouldn't dare underestimate.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted but showed no signs of retreating. His demon core spun rapidly as the Nine Heavens Dance Skill flowed through his meridians. Then he raised his right hand and struck forward with a palm strike.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew his own abilities well. Although the Nine Heavens Dance was a top-tier cultivation technique for demons, it wasn't yet at its peak; in fact, he had only just started learning it. Thus, greenish-black flames appeared on his hand.

With this demonic flame's assistance, Lin Xuan felt confident.

In an instant, their powers clashed mid-air. Golden light and greenish-black flames shone brightly, but soon the majestic divine light dimmed as the upgraded Green Illusion Flame was too powerful for even a late-stage离合 cultivator to withstand. As Kongsi was only at an intermediate-stage元婴, how could he truly resist?

His face showed fear as he saw his desperate strike broken so easily by Lin Xuan. He couldn't even escape; that palm landed on his left shoulder.

A bitter smile appeared on his lips as the power of the demonic flame was fresh in his mind. Would he be reduced to ashes like this?

Despair filled him as he closed his eyes, not lacking courage but realizing the gap between them was too vast.

Sure enough, his guess was correct; the Green Illusion Flame enveloped his body while Lin Xuan left his essence soul untouched.

With an unkind smile on his face, Kongsi's essence soul trembled. He didn't choose to flee instead, opting to self-destruct with both hands clutched together.

Even if he died, it was better than falling into the enemy's hands.

This man was indeed a formidable figure, making such decisive choices. However, it was too late; Lin Xuan had already killed so many intermediate-stage元婴 cultivators that his reaction time wasn't a surprise to him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a greenish light shot out and transformed into a giant hand, restraining Kongsi's essence soul.

"Xia Yin, you can kill but not humiliate. How cruel—aren’t you afraid of retribution?" Kongsis' essence soul was filled with fear as he spoke.

"Retribution?" Lin Xuan paused, revealing a mocking smile: "Master, if you believe in this, ask yourself. As cultivators, we fight the heavens. If strong enough, these laws can be rewritten by us. If there were truly retribution, wouldn’t you and your fellow monks have spared Biyun Mountain and the Wu family?"

Kongsis' expression froze as he was left speechless. He had never believed in such a thing himself.

Now that things had reached this point, begging for mercy was useless. He closed his eyes, adopting an attitude of indifference to life and death.

Lin Xuan ignored him and began using soul probing techniques on Kongsis' essence soul.

Why did the monks from the Thousand Buddha Temple remain at Red Cloud Valley? Lin Xuan had always found this mysterious. Now that he had a chance to find out, he wouldn't miss it.

A moment later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. Even with his composure, a hint of joy appeared on his face; Biyun Mountain actually had such treasures. This was indeed a great收获.

However, soon after, his expression turned grave as the results from soul probing revealed that Red Cloud Valley still housed another intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator. His power and abilities were even greater than Kongsis'.

Nevertheless, retrieving the treasure couldn't be delayed; that's why he hadn't shown himself yet.

Calculating the time, it was likely that this old monster had already taken out the treasure. Qinxin was in Red Cloud Valley too; he hoped they wouldn't run into each other.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan felt a chill. He stuffed Kongsis' essence soul into his chest and then emitted greenish light as he rushed towards Red Cloud Valley at top speed.

A distance of ten thousand miles would be unimaginable in the mundane world but was nothing to a cultivator like Lin Xuan.

Soon, he returned to his original position.

"Young Master."

"Auntie."

Two soft calls entered his ears. Ying Hai breathed a sigh of relief; it seemed everything went smoothly.

In Qinxin's hands, she played with that tiny banner flag. The giant ghost had been retracted, and the aura around this treasure was clearly more sinister than before.

Of course, absorbing souls was just the first step. Proper worship would be needed to unleash its full power.

Lin Xuan smiled at the two girls but paused as his brows furrowed, sensing something. A golden light flashed, and Kongsis' head was taken off by a monk. An essence soul frantically tried to escape.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't let that happen. He used Nine Heavens Microstep to block the essence soul's path.

This old monk had been too hesitant; if he had abandoned his body during Lin Xuan's absence and used instantaneous teleportation, Qinxin would have stopped him. But due to his attachment to his physical form, he ended up with a scattered spirit.

The path of cultivation was fraught with dangers, showing that mental resolve was just as important as essence energy.

Since returning, this weak intermediate-stage cultivator had no chance against Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan used soul probing techniques on him too. However, the purpose was different; Qinxin had been injured by Kongsis, so he needed to check if he had antidotes for the spider venom.

Qinxin remained silent as she stood beside them.

A moment later, "Brother Lin, how did it go?"

"Nothing," Lin Xuan shook his head. He didn't have high hopes anyway; the spider venom was too unique, and even cultivators had a slim chance of having an antidote.

Ou Yang's expression turned somber.

"Don’t worry, Qinxin. I actually have some clues for the antidote. This guy just checked if there was an easier method," Lin Xuan smiled and consoled her.

"Hmm." Ou Yang nodded: "Then thank you, Brother Lin."

"Ha ha, what's so formal? It’s my duty."

"By the way, Brother Lin, how did your chase of those monks go? Did anyone escape?" Ou Yang's eyes twinkled as she changed the subject.

"Naturally not," a hint of satisfaction appeared on Lin Xuan's face: "With my current abilities, dealing with several intermediate-stage元婴 cultivators is no problem."

"Auntie, what should we do now?" Wu Yun'er couldn't help but interject.

While elders spoke, she had no right to participate. However, Ou Yang favored this disciple, and Lin Xuan didn’t act like an elder either.

"Now," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a mysterious expression: "There are other things to be done."
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West of Drifting Cloud Valley, Cier's spiritual essence was relatively thin, but the area was vast. The land was lush and verdant, with a small lake covering several acres.

Glimpses of elegant pavilions and terraces could be seen from afar. Unlike cultivation families or sects, these families were bound by blood relations. While male and female cultivators could combine to have children with some chance of possessing a spirit root, it was still relatively rare. Therefore, every cultivation family, regardless of its size, had numerous ordinary people living within.

Though in theory one could cultivate without a spirit root, over millennia, apart from Lin Xuan, most commoners struggled to reach the Flexible Spirit Period and gained no additional lifespan benefits. Hence, few were willing to endure such hardships.

As a mid-sized cultivation family, Wei Family had around 3000 cultivators but far more ordinary people—about 20,000 in total. This disparity was due to the two-tiered system among cultivators. Cultivation stages ranged from Flexible Spirit to Transcending Tribulation, with significant increases in lifespan at each stage.

The primary motivation for cultivation was the desire to become immortal. However, achieving this path was challenging. Only a few exceptional individuals or those with immense perseverance could succeed amidst the harsh trials.

Most cultivators preferred to indulge in pleasures rather than strive for advancement. The promise of 1 million crystals and joining the sect’s patriarch offered an unparalleled temptation. Just by decapitating Lin Xuan or Ouyang Qinxin, they would gain immortality.

The old Immortal Sage from the Wei Family frowned as he surveyed the scene before him—pavilions, terraces, waterfalls, and numerous young women. This did not resemble a cultivator’s dwelling but rather a secular palace. How could this be?

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling shocked.

He knew little about cultivation families, but Wu Yuner sighed. These were the standard models—Wei Family included. All ordinary people had been slaughtered by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Wei Family.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s curiosity, she stepped forward to explain. "That's how it is."

Lin Xuan scratched his nose as a woman in her late twenties or early thirties emerged from among the ordinary people. Wearing a red dress, her appearance was strikingly beautiful. Noting her movements, there was no spiritual energy fluctuation; she wasn't a cultivator. However, her muscle strength, flexibility, and agility far exceeded those of ordinary humans.

Strange power flowed through her meridians but not magic. It appeared to be secular martial arts qi. She was a martial artist.

Lin Xuan’s prediction was correct. Zhao Ying, known as Red Shadow侠, had a legendary reputation in the secular world for both her beauty and martial prowess. Many young men were smitten by her years ago.

However, she vanished mysteriously afterward, leaving many admirers heartbroken. No one knew that five years earlier, Zhao Ying encountered the Three Vast Demons while handling an unimportant matter.

Red Shadow侠 was skilled in martial arts but still fell short against the demons. With a numerical disadvantage, she was subdued. The demons did not kill her; they were cruel and lustful, and they wouldn't waste such a beauty.

Terrified, Zhao Ying couldn’t even commit suicide despite being rendered unconscious. In that moment of crisis, an immortal descended from the heavens.

It was one of Wei Family’s cultivators, though his cultivation level was low, hovering near the initial stage of foundation consolidation. He easily subdued several martial artists with fireballs.

For a cultivator, it was merely a basic spell, but for Zhao Ying, it was breathtaking. She had heard tales of immortals in her travels and was surprised to be saved by one at such a critical moment.

Driven by gratitude and admiration, she married the Wei Family cultivator. Now, facing another crisis, she knew that immortals were beyond their reach. The two women and man before her could easily eliminate all Wei Family cultivators, making their power evident.

She understood that in an immortal’s eyes, ordinary people were insignificant. Their lives or deaths were but a thought to them. As Red Shadow侠, she had no chance of resistance. However, compared to others, Zhao Ying was more fearless due to her years of wandering and facing danger.

Even ants seek survival. She didn’t want to die without fighting back.

Thus, she moved gracefully toward the three, bowed deeply, and spoke with utmost respect: "Ordinary woman Zhao Ying bows before these three immortals. We are just ordinary people without spirit roots. Please accept our gratitude for your great kindness and spare us. I will ensure that we honor you in perpetuity."

The sound of countless knees hitting the ground filled his ears as thousands of ordinary people fell to their knees, begging for mercy.

Most were young women, making a grand spectacle. Lin Xuan sighed; he was ruthless but not cruel by nature. The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect’s monks and Wei Family cultivators could harm old, weak, or female civilians, but such acts were beyond his capacity.

Not out of compassion but because these people posed no threat, ordinary humans and cultivators belonged to entirely different worlds. Even if some harbored hatred, they couldn’t seek revenge against him. He didn't want to create more suffering.
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Lin Xuan... whether the opponent was male or female did not matter. In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed. If one had a spirit root based on the Zou You Spell, even if it were a young maiden, Lin Xuan would have no hesitation and definitely kill to ensure there was no chance for revenge.

However, humans were different. Lin Xuan did not wish to engage in senseless killings; such actions brought no benefit.

He had intended to give everyone a chance at survival. However, before coming here, Lin Xuan had promised Wu Yun'er that he would seek vengeance for the Wu family, even though he had broken his promise. The girl would not complain, but Lin Xuan's character was not so domineering; after some thought, he decided to let her make the decision.

"Yun'er, whether these people live or die is up to your master. I will not interfere," Lin Xuan said with his hands behind his back as he spoke.

Wu Yun'er turned around without saying anything, but her curiosity was evident on her face.

"Because the other party is busy gathering treasures." Lin Xuan replied calmly.

"Gathering treasures?" Ouyang Qinyin was taken aback. Her delicate eyebrows furrowed in confusion: "Is that really true? If there were a late-stage元婴 cultivator, why didn't he reveal himself during the battle?"

She glanced at the young man beside her. "Master Lin, although your cultivation is unparalleled, with so many opponents, if one of them held back an old monster, we would not have been able to win as easily."

Wu Yun'er turned around without speaking but her curiosity was clear on her face.

"Because the other party is busy gathering treasures." Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Gathering treasures?" Ouyang Qinyin was taken aback. A thoughtful expression appeared on her face. She had always been curious about this, as the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect ranked among the seven major forces in the Tianyun Twelve States and was far from the Bichun Mountain's level. Even if they were allied with a cultivator family from Bichun Mountain, there was no reason for them to stay after their conflict.

There must be some ulterior motive behind this...

But what kind of treasure could be found in Red Cloud Valley?

Moving the cultivation headquarters here from Youzhou had taken more than a dozen years. If there were any treasures, they would have noticed by now.

"Yes," Wu Yun'er couldn't help but interject. "The Wu family has been living and thriving here for even longer, yet no one has ever mentioned anything."

"I'm not sure about the specifics, but I believe the news of the treasure is accurate. The order to massacre Bichun Mountain was personally given by two late-stage Separation Realm cultivators," Lin Xuan muttered.

"What? Late-stage Separation Realm cultivators?"

Wu Yun'er didn't say anything as Ouyang Qinyin, an early-stage元婴 cultivator, was naturally surprised by the news. Five hundred years had passed since the battle at Tianhai Pavilion, and people still shuddered when they mentioned late-stage Separation Realm cultivators.

Such old monsters were almost omnipotent in the human world, seeking only to ascend to the heavens. Two such powerful figures being the senior elders of Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was a significant matter indeed.

"Ouyang, I know you are saddened by this news," Lin Xuan said with a sigh. "But since it has happened, worrying won't change anything. So, let's go back to Snow Tower City."

"Thank you, Master Lin. I understand. Now that we have avenged our fellow cultivators in the afterlife, they can rest in peace. However, living at Bichun Mountain for so long and now being without a home with Yun'er, it makes me sad," Ouyang Qinyin said.

"Without a home?" Lin Xuan was intrigued by her words but hesitated to say more. It was too early; he would wait until he had the Blood Dragon Pill in hand and could help Ouyang Qinyin remove the poison before discussing this further.

Although Red Cloud Valley was known as such, its actual size was vast, stretching for over a hundred miles with mountains and lakes hidden deep within. As Lin Xuan chatted with the two girls, he released his divine sense to search around.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan's speed slowed down as he stopped.

In front of them stood a small hill about a hundred meters high, lush and green but unremarkable. They had encountered many similar hills on their journey.

Lin Xuan turned around and scanned the area with his eyes before confirming that this was indeed the place. Although it was the Bodhi Temple's Empty Bright who was in charge of gathering treasures, he and the other senior cultivators must have visited here before.

"Yun'er," Lin Xuan said softly.

"Master," a sweet voice replied, filled with respect.

"I've thought about it, and I think we should leave this place and return to Snow Tower City. The enemies we will face are not ordinary monks but one of the Four Golden Nets of Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Qinyin can still defend herself, but your cultivation is too shallow," Lin Xuan said.

"But Master, you have powers that surpass those of even a senior cultivator. How could I be in danger?" Wu Yun'er was taken aback and asked curiously.

"If it were just an ordinary late-stage cultivator, I would take him down with little effort. However, Empty Bright still has another treasure, the one we took from Bichun Mountain," Lin Xuan said.

"Master Lin means that small shield we couldn't control?" Ouyang Qinyin couldn't help but interject.

"Yes, through the information obtained by soul probing, I suspect what kind of treasure it is. Defeating Empty Bright won't be easy if my guess is correct," Lin Xuan muttered.

"What kind of treasure? Stop teasing me!" Ouyang Qinyin stamped her foot in frustration.

"Divine Treasure!"

"Divine Treasure?"

Ouyang was taken aback, and Wu Yun'er's expression was one of confusion. In the Cloud Ridge Mountain independent space, she had seen a Divine Treasure before, but Lin Xuan had modified her memory to be more cautious.

"What is a Divine Treasure?" Ouyang Qinyin asked, even though she was an early-stage元婴 cultivator and had never heard of it.

"It's hard to explain. It can be considered one of the ancient treasures, but its power is incomparable. The broken sword I used to break through the valley entrance was a Divine Treasure," Lin Xuan scratched his head and said.

Ouyang Qinyin was stunned. The Heavenly Wielder Array had been so difficult to break, yet it was easily shattered by Lin Xuan's sword, which was only a defective item...

This revelation left her speechless.

Lin Xuan thought differently. While a late-stage cultivator with a Divine Treasure would be formidable and a strong opponent, from another angle, killing him would turn that treasure into his own possession.

With the Broken Friend already in hand, adding a defensive shield would make for a powerful combination. Facing a Separation Realm cultivator again, he would have a fighting chance.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but look at the young woman beside him. Although the treasure had originally been obtained by Bichun Mountain, that sect was now extinct, leaving only Ouyang Qinyin and her master.

Even though Yun'er was junior, their relationship was different. If she agreed, he would have no objections to owning this treasure.

"Yun'er, you understand now. The enemy is difficult to deal with. If we truly fight, Master won't be able to protect everyone completely. So, return to Snow Tower City and wait for us obediently," Lin Xuan said.
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Master, Senior Apprentice Brother, take good care. Cloud Ji takes his leave.

Wu Yun'er hesitated for a moment before giving a graceful bow to the two. Then he turned into a streak of shocking light and shot towards the distant sky.

In just a few breaths, he had vanished without a trace.

"Qinxin, we should go down as well," Lin Xuan turned his head and said slowly.

"Mm." Ouyang Qinxin did not object. Although the enemy was an advanced婴期 cultivator, with Master Lin here, victory seemed certain.

The two retracted their遁光 and landed in front of that small mountain.

From a distance, this mountain looked unremarkable. Ouyang released her spirit sense, but found no issues. A hint of doubt appeared on her face: "Brother Lin, you say there would be treasures here that even the formidable Separation Period monsters would find interesting?"

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan nodded and said, "Qinxin, don't misunderstand me. I didn't mean anything like that." He was taken aback and quickly tried to explain.

While his feelings had improved over time, they were still far from sufficient; he couldn't fathom the thoughts of this young woman in front of him.

Back when they were in Youzhou, Ouyang could be considered Lin Xuan's bosom friend. After hearing about his mysterious disappearance, she even secretly mourned for a long time.

But the world of cultivation was full of surprises. Two hundred years had passed, and although Ouyang Qinxin hadn't forgotten him, deep down in her heart, she thought he had already been buried somewhere unknown.

This wasn't unusual in the world of cultivation; everywhere was filled with bloodshed, and countless cultivators perished daily. In such a cutthroat competition, cultivators struggled towards immortality.

Not only were individual cultivators at risk, but even prominent sects could vanish into thin air. The vicissitudes of life and the coldness of human relations in the world of cultivation far exceeded those in the mortal realm.

Ouyang understood these truths, so although she was saddened by Lin Xuan's supposed death, she still had to continue her cultivation.

Two hundred years had passed, and with some fortunate coincidences, she finally advanced to the婴期 stage. The changes in the world allowed not only the elimination of ghostly threats but also revealed a vast new realm of cultivation to her.

Only now did Ouyang realize that her previous life was merely a pitiful frog at the bottom of a well. After much deliberation, she eventually settled in Yunzhou and established herself there. The three major powers from Youzhou were mere second-rate sects here.

However, whether it was her two senior brothers or Ouyang herself, they did not regret their choices; for in Yunzhou, they had more opportunities.

Unfortunately, their ambitions remained unfulfilled when the disaster struck. Suddenly, the entire Green Cloud Mountain turned to ashes, leaving only a few survivors.

Ouyang felt helpless!

Although she was a strong-willed woman by nature, her experiences with Lin Xuan were different. Back in the Green Cloud Mountains, he had faced much ridicule. Later, on Spirit Herb Mountain, although his position as a noble young master seemed prestigious, there were no trustworthy people around him.

He had always been alone.

In recent years, aside from relying on Mo'er, he was essentially like an independent cultivator.

Ouyang, however, grew up in the Green Cloud Mountains. She experienced foundation establishment, condensation of essence, and cultivation to the婴期 stage with deep affection for her sect. Suddenly becoming a wandering cultivator left her feeling lost.

Moreover, she had been poisoned severely and bore a grudge against her sect.

Just when she was at her wit's end, Lin Xuan, who had supposedly "died," reappeared. His powers had surged to an incredible extent, almost rivaling those of Separation Period cultivators.

He searched for antidotes for her poison and avenged his fellow sect members.

Although these actions seemed trivial to Lin Xuan, he did them without much thought. However, Ouyang's feelings were different; a timely gift could easily win the favor of women. Since they had been close friends before, in Ouyang's heart, she felt more affection for him now.

Indeed, she liked Lin Xuan.

If there was no such feeling, although the world of cultivation wasn't as rigidly bound by etiquette as the mortal realm, men and women still didn't interact closely. How could she undress in front of Lin Xuan and let him touch her skin?

Even for healing purposes, it would be impossible.

However, despite her affection, Ouyang also had concerns.

Lin Xuan was too powerful!

Although she had advanced to the婴期 stage as well, there was a vast difference between them.

For another woman, this might not matter; they might even secretly rejoice at having a strong partner for support in such a harsh world.

But Ouyang wasn't that kind of woman. She admired Lin Xuan and felt grateful, but most importantly, she genuinely liked him. She wanted to be with him as soulmates rather than seek reliance.

If they were to become dual cultivation partners, she hoped to face the challenges of the immortal path together instead of becoming a burden on her partner.

However, compared to him, her cultivation was too low. Ouyang had been struggling with this doubt when Lin Xuan suggested returning to Snow City. Her reaction was naturally stronger.

"Qinxin, I have no such intention; I'm just worried," Lin Xuan rubbed his nose and didn't understand why Ouyang was so angry.

But he didn't have the time or mood to think about it further. He frowned at the dark wind blowing from the ancient cave and opened the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield before leaping down.

Ouyang exhaled in relief. Her initial sensitivity wasn't intentional; it was just an instinctive reaction. Thankfully, Lin Xuan hadn't taken offense. A smile played on her lips as she also leaped into the ancient cave.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles west of Red Cloud Valley.

Two streaks of shocking light were flying at incredible speed towards this location.

On one side, a white-haired old man with an air of immortality was piloting the streak. His cultivation level was formidable, advanced婴期.

Cloud State might be a holy land for cultivation, but there weren't many high-ranking cultivators. This person's identity was no less significant; he was the second elder of the Heavenly Luck Sect.

On the other side, a female cultivator with her face covered by a veil was piloting another streak. Although her appearance was hidden, her figure was incredibly alluring, and she had reached the middle婴期 stage.

"Senior Brother, is your information correct? Is that thing in Red Cloud Valley?" The female cultivator turned her head and said anxiously.

"Haha, it's definitely there. We've been searching for over a century; if we get our hands on it, not only will Uncle be delighted, but perhaps even the two of us can benefit," the old man couldn't help licking his lips with greed evident in his words.

"But I heard that Red Cloud Valley was originally the main base of a small sect called Green Cloud Mountain. Just recently, there were conflicts between this sect and the outer forces of the Thousand Buddha Sect, and they were completely wiped out by those monks," the female cultivator expressed some concern.

"Most likely it is so." The advanced婴期 elder's face turned gloomy upon hearing this.

"What should we do? Aren't we going to clash with the Thousand Buddha Sect?"
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"Conflict, what of it? That thing has no reason to yield. Though the Thousand Buddha Sect is formidable, Zhuo Monthang is one of the Seven Great Powers as well. Even if a conflict arises, they may not dare to break their facade," the elder said, his eyes flashing with a fierce look.

"That's true, but we are few and weak. Little Sister fears being outnumbered," the masked woman nodded, then spoke with some concern.

"I understand that! However, it is too late to inform our sect now. If we delay any further, the treasure will fall into the Thousand Buddha Sect’s hands. I can only act as circumstances dictate. Besides," the elder hesitated slightly before continuing. Although there were no cultivators within a hundred miles of Fang Mother, he subtly used his voice transmission technique.

"What? The Sect Master lent that treasure to Second Elder when we left?" the masked female cultivator was stunned. Her eyes then lit up with excitement: "If so, we might have enough strength to challenge them."

"Little Sister is right. As long as we obtain the treasure, Uncle will be overjoyed and give us rewards without my need to say anything further," the other side, Lin Xuan did not know about this additional formidable competitor. At that moment, he and Qinyin had entered the strange cave.

Inside was even stronger阴风 than before.

If it were a mere mortal, just touching it would send their soul flying apart. Even for cultivators with slightly lower cultivation levels, there was an 80% chance they couldn't withstand it.

Fortunately, both of them were at the元婴 stage, and their protective spiritual light was incredibly thick. However, Ouyang Qinyin's delicate brows furrowed deeply.

"Brother Lin, you have extensive knowledge; have you ever heard of such fierce阴风? It feels like I've entered the netherworld," she said with a worried look.

"It does seem unusual," Lin Xuan did not speak. A white light flashed, and Yue'er flew out from his sleeve: "This is different from ordinary阴风. There seems to be deep resentment mixed in. And there's an indescribable aura of evil." Yue'er supported her chin with her hand, but strangely, the阴wind avoided her as if it didn't dare offend her.

Lin Xuan knew that little girl had a significant background and wasn't surprised by this. Ouyang Qinyin's beautiful eyes showed a hint of surprise as she looked at the little girl before speaking gently: "Little Sister Yue'er, you say there is resentment and evil in these winds?"

"Indeed," Yue'er nodded. "This place feels very strange. Young Master and Sister please be careful."

After saying this, Yue'er's face showed signs of fatigue. Since Little Tangerine appeared, she had been feeling drowsy lately. She turned and flew back into Lin Xuan's sleeve.

Lin Xuan and Ouyang exchanged glances but didn't dare to be careless even without Yue'er's warning. The ancient cave entrance was only a dozen feet wide, yet it was incredibly deep. Moreover, the阴wind restricted their spiritual awareness; even Lin Xuan could only sense for several hundred feet.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan held several talismans in his hand and emitted a bright green light, flying forward. Ouyang naturally did not hesitate as well, her hands brushing out a purple aura that tightly followed Lin Xuan.

At the same time, the two from Tiandiao Sect arrived at Red Cloud Valley.

Initially, they moved cautiously, wanting to sneak inside undetected.

But after scanning with their spiritual awareness, their expressions turned strange.

"Senior Brother, did I see correctly? There's no one in this valley," the masked woman turned her head and spoke incredulously.

"Could it be that they have already obtained the treasure?" The late-stage元婴 elder's face was as dark as a storm cloud.

"It shouldn't be. I heard the Thousand Buddha Sect’s bloodbath at Biquan Stop was to avenge Wei Family," the masked female cultivator thought for a moment and said, "That makes sense. Even if they take the treasure, Wei Family won’t easily give up this good source of spiritual energy."

"Indeed, Little Sister has a point. We can only enter and see what’s happening," the elder nodded.

He then formed hand seals, his body enveloped in a flickering light until he was left as a faint shadow that would be hard to notice without deliberate attention. He was not only a late-stage元婴 cultivator but also extremely cunning; being cautious always paid off.

The female cultivator nodded, though she wasn't an expert in concealment techniques and showed signs of difficulty. The elder noticed this and patted his waist, taking out a dark green talisman.

"Thank you, Senior Brother."

The woman was overjoyed, quickly grabbing the spirit talisman and injecting her spiritual energy into it. A green flame burst from her palm and spread rapidly. However, she showed no pain on her face; instead, her figure gradually became hazy as they carefully entered Red Cloud Valley.

On another side,

A blue and purple streak of light flew slowly in this eerie cave. Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinyin did not dare to be careless here.

"Brother Lin, don't you find it strange? This阴wind is so peculiar, yet we've flown for such a long time without encountering any danger," Ouyang Qinyin frowned as she spoke. "Indeed, this doesn’t follow the usual pattern. So, we must be more cautious."

Lin Xuan's face was filled with gravity. Since he entered the immortal path, he had experienced far more hardships and twists than his peers, so his experience was rich.

"Indeed, Lady," Ouyang was about to speak when a thunderous boom echoed in their ears. Lin Xuan was alarmed, brushing his sleeve and emitting a dazzling green light that formed a protective barrier before them.

While the Five Elements spells were less powerful than magic treasures, they could be cast much faster. As a great cultivator like Lin Xuan, he almost reached the point of casting by will alone.

He then turned to see what had happened. The disturbance came from a rock wall over a hundred feet away.

The stone exploded without warning, revealing a large hole with a diameter of seven or eight dozen feet.

Dark and bottomless, Lin Xuan released his spiritual awareness, only to feel it sucked in. His face changed as he realized he couldn't retrieve the lost thread of his spiritual awareness and decisively abandoned it.

Better to lose a pawn than the whole game!

Given his powerful spirit perception, such minor losses could be recovered with a few days of meditation.

"Brother Lin, did you see that!" Ouyang asked worriedly.

Lin Xuan shook his head.

Screams filled their ears as several black streaks flew out from the strange hole. Lin Xuan's protective barrier was merely a storage spell and easily torn apart.

Fortunately, both were at the元婴 stage, quick on their feet. They retreated to either side with no harm done!
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However, this was just the beginning of a shocking turn of events!

The two narrowly dodged the light arc, but before their bodies could stabilize, an eerie suction force suddenly surged out from the bottomless pit.

"Whoosh!" The scattered stones and that strange cold wind all seemed to find an outlet, being sucked into the deep hole. Was this a spatial vortex? Lin Xuan was taken aback; he had only heard of such things before.

By its name, it was something even more troublesome than a spatial rift. It formed gradually from the collapse of a space node.

While a spatial rift could be terrifying but not fatal if one didn't collide with it head-on, a vortex was different—it continuously released formidable suction forces.

Plants, trees, rocks—even light—would all be consumed within a certain range by this force, involving spatial laws. Even as an advanced cultivator, Lin Xuan's expression turned pale at the thought.

He was only about a hundred feet away from the vortex and suddenly felt a powerful suction force that seemed to want to swallow him whole.

Of course, Lin Xuan couldn't sit idly by. With a loud shout, his body flashed with green light, and a vivid green flame appeared on his surface.

This was none other than the Fiendish Flame he had cultivated for years!

Under the influence of the Illusory Green Grief Flame, a black iron dragon shield appeared in a flash, enveloping him in a golden light curtain.

While the defensive power of a treasure far exceeded that of a spell, Lin Xuan knew he needed to prepare. He gritted his teeth and transformed into a streak of green light, flying towards the terrifying vortex.

Accompanied by the howling cold wind, Lin Xuan's entire body was gradually swallowed. The surroundings turned void.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense fully.

Though the situation was dangerous, he might have faced similar experiences before. During his encounter with Red Silk Fairy on Cloud Sea Island, both of them had been sucked into a spatial rift.

That time, it ended in near-death, but they were transported to Phantom Spirit Island. Could this time be any different?

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with doubt, but his nature wouldn't allow him to sit idly by. He searched for Lady Ouyang Qin while keeping an eye out for potential dangers.

Despite the apparent calmness, the vortex was teeming with lethal threats, and Lin Xuan couldn't afford any complacency.

However, his divine sense was also severely restricted here. No matter how hard he tried, finding Lady Ouyang Qin seemed like a futile dream.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he hesitated for a moment before tentatively using the Wind Manipulation Technique. But this action seemed to have stirred something.

A grayish wind dragon suddenly appeared in the surroundings and rushed towards Lin Xuan with a roar.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, but it was too late to dodge. He poured all his magical power into the black iron dragon shield.

In an instant, he was swallowed whole.

Although the defense of the black iron dragon shield wasn't breached, a strange sound entered his ears, haunting and captivating. Even with his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan couldn't resist it and fainted.

The wind dragon also mysteriously vanished without a trace.

Lin Xuan floated alone in this void for an unknown duration. Suddenly, a faint light appeared ahead. A massive force pushed him out.

"Young Master! Young Master!"

Soft, tender calls entered his ears as he gradually regained consciousness. With concern and anxiety, Lin Xuan's awareness returned.

His head still felt dizzy, but when he opened his eyes, he saw an inky blackness.

The sky was dark, the ground was dark, even some strange-looking weeds were pitch-black.

"Where am I..."

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before quickly regaining clarity. The scene of what had happened flashed through his mind, and the black iron dragon shield lay quietly at his feet.

It seemed he had been fortunate; he hadn't perished in the spatial vortex.

A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he checked his body—his magical energy was full, and he hadn't suffered any injuries.

Seeing Young Master awake, Yue'er's expression turned to one of happiness. She silently hovered nearby.

The little girl, with her white clothes and bare feet, stood out beautifully in this dark world.

"Yue'er, I made you worry."

"Don't say that, we're not strangers. As long as I see you safe, it's enough for me," Yue'er said softly.

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded, then a strange expression appeared on his face: "Yue'er, did you wake up before me?"

"Yes, after leaving the spatial vortex, I woke up. You, however, were unconscious for over ten days. At first, I was scared, but your condition has been getting better each day," Yue'er said, counting her fingers.

"What? I was unconscious for more than ten days?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, his expression showing disbelief: "Yue'er, did you make a mistake?"

"How could a cultivator not know the passage of time?" Yue'er puffed out her chest and spoke with great confidence.

Lin Xuan fell silent, his face darkening to an extreme degree.

"Young Master, what's wrong?" Concerned, Yue'er's pretty face showed worry.

Looking at the innocent expression on the little girl, Lin Xuan didn't know how to explain it.

"Yue'er, I'm sorry." After a long while, Lin Xuan slowly spoke, his voice filled with regret.

"What happened?" Yue'er was taken aback. She looked confused, wondering if Young Master had been unconscious for so long that he might have lost his mind and was apologizing to her.

Indeed, such an outcome was beyond what Lin Xuan expected.

Because the time it took to eliminate the fiendish embryo hazard was much shorter than anticipated, he had come to Red Cloud Valley to deal with the bald monks of Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Later, through soul probing, he unexpectedly learned about a treasure that even old monsters in the Separation Stage coveted. Such an opportunity was too good for Lin Xuan to pass up.

Based on his speculation, taking the treasure wouldn't take long.

However, after entering the spatial vortex, he had been unconscious for over ten days. Calculating the time, it seemed he had missed his appointment with the shop owner.

As a result, Yue'er's condensation would have to be delayed again.

Lin Xuan felt immense guilt towards the little girl.

Hearing Lin Xuan explain everything, Yue'er's pretty face broke into a faint smile: "Young Master, don't worry about it. I won't blame you."

"I know you wouldn't blame me, but delaying your condensation makes me feel guilty," Lin Xuan sighed, still unable to forgive himself.

"Young Master, do... do you really want me to condense?" The little girl's voice was strange as she lowered her head and fiddled with the corners of her clothes, her face turning red: "Yes, that's of course what I want."

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was too self-blaming to notice the odd expression on the nearby girl.

However, his nature knew better than to dwell on his misery. The regret in his eyes gradually turned into determination: "Yue'er, don't worry. I promise you, once we get out of here, I'll immediately find a way for your condensation. Next time, no matter what happens, I won't care; everything will wait until you form your primary spirit."

"Okay." Yue'er nodded vigorously. Seeing Young Master so concerned about her, the little girl's heart felt like it was filled with honey. After some hesitation, she spoke up: "Actually, Young Master, don't blame yourself either. Maybe we won't have to search far; Yue'er... Yue'er might be able to condense my primary spirit soon?"

"What are you saying?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and couldn't help but look surprised.

"No." Yue'er quickly shook her head: "I was just rambling, Young Master. Don't take it seriously."

Lin Xuan fell silent again, his expression darkening further.
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The major sects were now on equal footing, and after a hundred years of cultivation and rest, it was not impossible for them to regain their former glory. The patriarch of the Luo family's eyes glowed with a hint of madness.

Below, the婴期 elders exchanged glances, both looking confused.

"Grandfather, what is Deva Blood? Could it be more precious than the Heavenly Treasure?" A robed cultivator licked his tongue and asked in surprise.

"Hmph, I have already said that our Luo family could become the dominant sect of the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud because we inherited the bloodline of the Celestial Tyrant King. However, after millions of years of reproduction, this bloodline has become very thin. Otherwise, our family would have recovered its vitality long ago. This Deva Blood is a drop from the blood of the Aru Shura King left in the mortal realm during ancient times."

"A single drop?" Luo Zisu raised her head, a look of confusion appearing in her eyes. "Grandfather, I've heard of the Aru Shura King; he was indeed formidable, but his strength was only on par with that of the Celestial Tyrant King. Can one drop of his blood really bring our family back to its former glory?"

"Little Zisu, you're wrong," the Luo family patriarch rubbed his forehead and said mysteriously.

"Wrong?"

"Yes, the Aru Shura King who left this Deva Blood is not like her ancestors. Legend has it that she was exceptionally intelligent and powerful, on par with a true immortal. Originally, the Netherworld was divided into six realms, each with its own ruler, but they did not subordinate to one another. However, she took control of them all."

"Then what about the remaining half drop of Deva Blood?" A thin old man asked.

"Old Seven, you truly have no backbone. I said that I would not shortchange those who risked their lives for treasure. The remaining half drop, I will take half, and the last quarter will be diluted with spiritual essence based on your performance in obtaining the treasure. Those who are lazy or unwilling to put in effort will receive less," the patriarch paused, but everyone understood.

Of course, many questions remained. In the cultivation world, status was determined by strength, so they had no objections to the patriarch's share. However, with only a quarter drop left and more than ten people sharing it, would that be useful?

Among all present, Luo Zisu was favored, so she hesitantly asked her question.

"Rest assured, although there is little Deva Blood left, its power comes from divine energy. The effects on the body are incomparable to any spiritual elixirs or medicines. For instance, Zi Cong, you were already a late-stage cultivator; with good fortune and effort, you might even advance to the Separation Realm," the patriarch said.

"Grandfather, is that really possible?" The robed cultivator's face lit up in joy.

"It is natural. Otherwise, it would take at least a thousand years for our family to regain its glory through branching out. Our hopes lie with you all. Zi Cong has a chance to advance to the Separation Realm; as long as you're not too foolish, advancing to the late-stage of the Spirit Stage should be within reach."

Everyone inhaled deeply and then looked excited. After all, cultivators were inherently selfish, so using family revival to motivate them was far less effective than tangible benefits. The patriarch nodded satisfactorily, his private desires even more pronounced.

He would keep a quarter drop for himself; it wouldn't matter much if he didn't become the top expert in the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud, but eternal life was at stake. "Alright, everyone understands my purpose. Time is pressing, and we can't afford to dawdle here. The nine ghost girls are ready, so let's begin."

The patriarch finished speaking and suddenly rose from his seat, transforming into a streak of light that flew out of the temporary cave. He headed towards Xuan Yuan City.

Other old cultivators exchanged glances and followed him.

On another side,

Lin Xuan encountered trouble. Before him were numerous ghosts numbering nearly a hundred, each with different appearances. They lunged at him with claws bared.

"Die!"

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he waved his sleeves, releasing countless sword lights like fish swimming through the water. The spiritual light flashed, and it fiercely clashed with the ghosts.

Cries of pain echoed, and soon all the ghosts were slaughtered.

Though there were many ghosts, the leaders were equivalent to condensation realm cultivators, while the rest were only at the foundation stage. Even if their numbers doubled, Lin Xuan could easily handle them.

"Master," a white light flashed as Yue'er appeared before him: "Do you not think this place is..."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. "The number of阴脉 is excessive. Throughout my journey, I've encountered numerous阴脉, which, as their name suggests, are akin to spiritual veins and妖脉, capable of generating dense阴气.

This greatly benefits ghost cultivators in advancing.

However, the number on this side of the world is scarce; it's a rare item. Legend has it that only in the Netherworld do these阴脉 exist in such abundance."

Lin Xuan was one hundred percent certain that although he had been sucked into a spatial vortex, this place was not the legendary Netherworld.

The Netherworld was on par with the spiritual realm; if he were there, he would encounter higher-grade entities. But apart from the Netherworld, where else could have such abundant阴脉?

A cultivator might wonder endlessly, but Lin Xuan had a special experience. He and his master exchanged glances and almost said in unison: "The Indeterminate River."

"Master, are you thinking the same thing?"

"Yes. After our experience on the Spirit Beast Island, how could I forget? From ancient times, there were three holy lands: Penglai Mountain, Spirit Beast Island, and this Indeterminate River," Lin Xuan said as he released his spiritual sense to search for useful clues.

"Master, regarding the three holy lands, shouldn't they be related to Seven Star Island's Cloud Sea?" Yue'er had her own thoughts but couldn't help showing a hint of doubt on her face.

"Foolish girl, who said that the three holy lands must belong to Seven Star Island and its cloud sea? We only saw records there. Don't forget; Spirit Beast Island is elusive, existing between the spiritual realm and mortal world," Lin Xuan explained thoughtfully.

"I understand what you mean, Master. By analogy, you're saying this Indeterminate River lies between the mortal world and the Netherworld. Therefore, by chance, one could enter from any place in the mortal world."

"Exactly, that's how it should be."

Lin Xuan chatted with Yue'er while his mind churned with thoughts.

The information about the three holy lands appeared in his mind.

He had already visited Spirit Beast Island and knew its layout well. He really missed Xiao Xue Fox; her talent was astonishing, and he wondered if she was still as obedient now that decades had passed. Of course, she needed to reach the transformation stage for that, but with three tails, she might not be too lazy.

As for Penglai Mountain, it was rich in spiritual energy comparable to the spiritual realm, a cultivation paradise for mortal humans. The mountain's name was fitting; its size was incredible, reportedly covering millions of miles, not far behind Youzhou Province.

However, among the three holy lands, Indeterminate River was the most mysterious. While the other two were described in ancient texts to some extent, Indeterminate River was only mentioned once with no clear description or specific form. Only a few ancient cultivators' speculations were listed.

Some said it was an extremely wide river, others claimed it was actually an island with a peculiar name. Still, another suggested that the Indeterminate River might be a palace of one of the six kings in the Netherworld...

Of course, none of these speculations had solid evidence to support them. Spirit Beast Island and Penglai Mountain were visited by cultivators, but no one had ever ventured into Indeterminate River, though it was possible that they never returned.
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Lin Xuan opened his eyes, his face turning grave. If he and Yue'er had not arrived at the Wudong River here, the danger would be much greater.

Although both were from one of the Three Holy Lands, this place was different from the Spirit Bird. There would be many powerful yin spirits and ghostly creatures here. He must find Qinxin quickly; even as an early-stage元婴 cultivator, she could still fall into extreme danger if he didn't.

Thinking thus, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of anxiety. Yue'er returned to his sleeve, and Lin Xuan emitted a green glow, flying forward.

Somewhere far from here, Ouyang Qinxin slowly opened her eyes. Her delicate features revealed a look of confusion.

"Am I still alive?"

Ouyang clearly remembered the moment she was swallowed by the vortex. As an early-stage元婴 cultivator, even though her knowledge wasn't as extensive as Lin Xuan's, she had read about space vortices in ancient texts. At that time, she truly believed she was dead.

Unlike Lin Xuan, after entering the vortex, her consciousness became unclear until she finally regained it at Chapter 1.

There was nothing strange about this.

Considering their cultivation levels, Ouyang and Lin Xuan were vastly different, especially in terms of divine awareness. Thus, she naturally woke up later than he did.

Closing her eyes, Ouyang released her divine consciousness to understand the situation better before deciding how to proceed.

After about a cup of tea's time,

"Why is the yin energy so thick here? There are two small yin veins within a hundred miles. Could this be the Underworld?" Ouyang murmured doubtfully.

However, she quickly dismissed that idea.

Even though space vortices could tear through reality and drop her into the Underworld, it was uncertain if they were still in the Heavenly Clouds' Twelve States.

Thinking of this, Ouyang's expression turned grim. Her spider venom hadn't been completely removed; Lin Xuan had only temporarily suppressed it with his massage using the Azure Illusionary Fire. If she stayed too long, the venom could resurface at any moment. She must leave quickly.

What should she do?

Although not panicking, Ouyang felt some anxiety.

However, misfortune followed her as a piercing scream reached her ears.

The girl suddenly raised her head and saw numerous ghostly creatures appearing before her eyes.

In Youzhou, they had experienced the yin spirit calamity. Even though Ouyang hadn't formed an embryo at that time, she often faced fierce ghosts due to her importance in Biyun Mountain.

However, the ghosts and demons appearing now were even more terrifying, with a greater variety of types. Ouyang roughly counted about a hundred, including one early-stage元婴 cultivator.

Even without the spider venom, facing so many ghostly creatures alone would not give her much hope for victory. Moreover, she hadn't figured out where they were yet. She didn't want to engage in battle with them rashly.

Without hesitation, Ouyang's body was enveloped by a purple glow as she flew forward at incredible speed.

She felt somewhat relieved that she had already woken up; otherwise, if she encountered these ghosts while still unconscious...

At the same time,

A red light flashed. A small ghost, only a few inches tall with horns on its head, was gutted but no internal organs fell out, instantly turning into yin energy.

"Senior Brother, we've been in this ancient cave for over ten days without finding any clues except these ghosts. Don't you find it strange?" The speaker was a black-robed female cultivator whose face was obscured by a veil.

As she spoke, her hands formed hand seals, and the fiery sword flashed several times, slicing more small ghosts into halves.

"Indeed, this is strange. Red Cloud Valley has no bald monks from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, and there are clear signs of battle. Even the Heavenly Wuxing Formation was broken. Who could have dared to provoke the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect so brazenly?" A bearded elder nodded in agreement. He was the second senior of Tianqiao Sect.

"Senior Brother, what strong enemy came to the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect is none of our concern. I'm saying this cave is too strange. How can we find the trace of that treasure you mentioned? Who knows if it's here."

The veiled female cultivator gritted her teeth in dissatisfaction with her senior brother's sidetracking.

They naturally entered the strange cave, but unlike Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin, they hadn't encountered space vortices. However, as they delved deeper into the cave, many yin spirits emerged, posing no threat to their early-stage元婴 cultivation levels but causing them endless headaches due to their unending appearance.

Most importantly, after ten days in this cave, other than being harassed by ghosts, they had made no progress. This left the veiled female cultivator quite impatient.

"Sister, you're wrong. The person who provoked the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect almost certainly entered the cave as well. They might have the same goal. So figuring out their identity would be highly beneficial."

As he spoke, the elder flicked his fingers, and a blue lightning bolt shot from them. After swirling, it transformed into a ten-foot-long electric dragon that swept away all the ghosts with thunderous sounds.

A great cultivator's move was truly different.

"Sister, don't complain. The deeper this cave is to explore, the more benefits it brings me."

"What do you mean?" A strange look appeared in the veiled female cultivator's eyes.

"Think about it. The first two groups arrived before us. If there weren't so many anomalies here, their treasures would have been taken long ago. How could we get a chance?"

"Senior Brother, that makes sense. But what should we do now?"

"What to do? We must continue searching. If they find the treasure first, we'll ambush and steal it," the elder said viciously.

Before he finished speaking, there was a loud bang.

Both of them turned around. A large hole about ten feet in diameter suddenly appeared on the stone wall, some hundred feet away from them.

The bottom seemed to be endless, with an awe-inspiring suction force emanating from it.

"Space vortex."

The elder was terrified and quickly formed hand seals. Lightning flickered across his body as he used a rare lightning attribute cultivation technique.

As a great cultivator, his strength wasn't weak. Despite beads of sweat on his forehead, he managed to resist the suction force. However, the veiled female cultivator fared worse; she was sucked into the vortex with a whoosh.
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The old abbot raised his head and looked at the blood-colored moon in the sky, as if it were a small boat with two sharp ends. His eyes narrowed slightly.

This search for treasure had greatly exceeded his expectations. Initially, he thought that by chance, there was an ancient cultivation sect's site cave in Red Cloud Valley, and while other treasures might be of no consequence to the Thousand Buddha Sect, they must obtain several medicinal pills because according to intelligence reports, these pills were a unique secret passed down through generations, with effects so extraordinary as to increase one’s lifespan by three hundred years.

Recalling how Lin Xuan had outshone all at the auction in the City of Xuanyuan with his Longevity Pill and successfully exchanged it for Xia Guocao from Sky Cloud's First Master, the thought of adding three hundred more years of life was too tempting.

However, to avoid drawing too much attention, the two senior elders of the Thousand Buddha Sect did not want to personally take on this mission. After careful consideration, they entrusted it to Qiming.

Even with so many Thousand Buddha Sect cultivators scattered around Red Cloud Valley, some sects and forces began to suspect their presence, but as long as no attention was drawn from the old monsters in the Separation Realm, none dared to provoke them.

But Lin Xuan's unexpected appearance had thrown a wrench into their plans.

After entering the ancient cave, Qiming searched around and felt puzzled. Was this truly an ancient alchemy sect’s site? Why were there so many ghostly creatures everywhere?

His encounter with Lin Xuan was somewhat different. He accidentally stepped into an invisible spatial crack and was inexplicably transported here.

Qiming was both surprised and angry. After exploring, he discovered that he might have arrived at the legendary River of Indeterminate. His knowledge had expanded over time; he had read about some clues related to the Three Holy Lands in ancient texts. He had merely laughed it off back then, but now...

Although Qiming felt depressed, he was not fearful. With his abilities, even the most ethereal and elusive Holy Land of Indeterminate River would be no obstacle for him.

However, a broken stone tablet with inscriptions caught his attention. The text was ancient and obscure, but Master Qiming's extensive knowledge allowed him to recognize it. On this tablet, he discovered a significant secret.

Raising his head, Qiming looked at the blood-colored moon in the sky, his face contorting with emotion for a long time before suddenly reaching out and snapping his fingers. A small, non-precious stone appeared in his hand, about half the size of a palm. This was the fragment of the broken tablet.

Lowering his head, Qiming's expression turned serious as he murmured: "Is there really the palace of the Arrogant King of Asuras on that blood-colored moon?"

He knew little about ancient secrets and had no idea that the most beautiful woman in the world, the Asura Queen, once wreaked havoc on the Spirit Realm. He was unaware of the secret of Mo Er, who single-handedly fought three True Immortals with indomitable spirit.

These were all unknown to Qiming. The Asura King he knew was a distorted description, merely the ruler of the Netherworld Interface, roughly equivalent in strength to the Tyrant of Heaven and Earth. Even so, it was enough. The six kings of the Netherworld should be at the level of Immortals, so what treasures could his palace leave behind?

According to the tablet's text, one had to wait until the moon was full before entering the palace. Calculating time, there were still over twenty days left.

It didn't matter; he would wait here.

As the saying goes: "What is lost in the east can be gained in the west." The immortal pill that could increase lifespan was indeed remarkable, but perhaps there were other surprises within the palace. Qiming turned his wrist and placed the stone tablet back into his storage bag before turning to return to the cave.

Meanwhile, a group from the Luo family had arrived near the City of Xuanyuan. They were meditating in a forest when suddenly, the head of the Luo family clan seemed to sense something and slowly opened his eyes. He raised his right hand, causing the air about twenty meters in front of him to shimmer strangely.

There was an invisible禁制 around this area, even for an Immortal Stage cultivator who could release their divine essence.

As the air shimmered, a crack appeared in the禁制's纹路. A "whoosh" sound entered his ears as a fire dragon flew inside. It was a传音符, but it had been specially prepared to be more valuable than ordinary ones and even surpassing those from ten thousand miles away.

Of course, this still couldn't compare to flying swords for sending messages, but one shouldn't forget that only Separation Realm cultivators could master such abilities; ordinary cultivators would never have the chance.

The special feature of the specially prepared传音符 was its speed and distance. While it was slightly inferior to those from ten thousand miles away in terms of range, it had another unique advantage: secrecy. It was difficult to destroy and only required a specific password or code for decoding. Even if it fell into someone else's hands by accident, the information would not be leaked.

Of course, nothing could ever be completely secure; the quality of the specially prepared传音符 varied, offering different levels of confidentiality.

In any case, as long as one was an old monster with unparalleled cultivation and expertise in crafting talismans, they could still ensure the safety of their information.

This message came from a disciple潜伏 within the City of Xuanyuan. The Luo family group had meditated here to restore their energy but also waited for internal intelligence updates.

The head of the Luo family clan drew a circle with his left hand and tapped on the传音符, turning it purple before slowly sinking his divine essence into it. After about a cup of tea's time, the head of the Luo family clan raised his head, his face showing deep thought.

"Senior Patriarch, is there any change?" asked Luo Zicong. The other cultivators were also concerned; they had already understood the benefits of the Deva God Blood and would spare no effort to break through their current cultivation stage if necessary.

"There are some changes. This matter has indeed exceeded my expectations," said the head of the Luo family clan.
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Zombie Devil!

Of course, it wasn't a cultivation technique crafted by a cultivator. Instead, it was naturally formed from the corpse's spirit.

Observing the golden light around Yang欧阳's body, his eyes narrowed slightly as he showed signs of caution.

Dharma form?

This was somewhat surprising. Generally speaking, only Buddhist cultivators or demons and monsters would have similar divine transformations.

Although this woman’s Sound Wave Technique was peculiar, it should belong to the orthodox Taoist sect.

The zombie devil was shocked but naturally grew more wary in his eyes. He didn't dare let her continue. A sharp roar echoed, followed by a sound of bones breaking. His clothes were torn apart as he suddenly grew an inch taller. His zombie fur turned a sickly red, and an unbearable stench filled the air.

Then, with a single hand raised, countless claw-like shadows appeared three feet in front of the young woman.

The sound symbols that came at her were like paper-thin, easily torn apart by his technique. Although this zombie was despicable and cunning, its divine abilities were truly commendable. At least among early-stage元婴 cultivators, it stood out.

However, Yang欧阳 still kept her eyes closed as if unaware of the danger. The zombie devil was momentarily stunned before being replaced with a look of frenzied malice. With a surge of power, his claws became more urgent,

Just as they were about to pierce the young woman's body, she suddenly opened her eyes. The golden light behind her also surged, brighter than the sun.

The golden and noble light,

Like spring snow meeting sunlight, those claw-like shadows seemed to be swallowed by bubbles, failing to have any effect.

The zombie devil was stunned, but this was just the beginning. Amongst the golden light, faint silhouettes could be seen—Yang欧阳’s dharma form.

Three heads and six arms, no, not quite. The number far exceeded that as the golden light faded away. Behind Yang欧阳 appeared numerous overlapping figures.

Those eyes, those eyebrows, that nose—it was like Yang's shadow, plus her own body, making a total of nine heads and eighteen arms.

The spiritual pressure on the young woman seemed to have surged to an early-stage元婴 level.

What secret technique is this?

The zombie devil was shocked. Even the low-grade ghostly creatures around him felt uneasy, stopping their howls and no longer daring to attack.

A faint fear appeared in his eyes as he stared at the young woman enveloped by golden light.

---

Nine heads and eighteen arms—this dharma form was indeed terrifying!

Yang欧阳 didn't have time for idle thoughts. She was performing a secret technique from the end of the Sound Wave Technique scroll. Although this divine ability could be practiced by early-stage元婴 cultivators, it greatly benefited them with refining effects. However, it clearly stated that only cultivation could be done, not used to harm others.

Once activated, nine heads and eighteen arms would place immense strain on a cultivator’s body and spirit. While boosting strength, they would also suffer severe damage.

A minor illness at best; in the worst case, collapse and death.

But Yang欧阳 had no time for such considerations. With nowhere else to turn, she decided to die alongside her enemies rather than be devoured by them.

A young man’s face flashed through her mind.

Though he wasn’t handsome, even ordinary, Yang欧阳 loved his warm smile that lingered at the corners of his lips.

If only I could see him again.

A tear rolled down her crystal cheek.

In this moment, she was filled with reluctance but also wished Lin Xuan well on his cultivation journey.

She sighed deeply and then cast a spell.

Golden light surged once more. Various musical instruments appeared in the hands of the dharma forms—ancient zithers, jade flutes, lutes, and oboes.

Adding her seven-stringed qin, there were nine altogether.

"Want to take my life? Fine, let you see 'The Nine Heavens Soul Capturing Melody'!"

With a light flick of her jade fingers on the strings, the dharma forms moved. Golden sound waves spread out, and the melody was beautiful—more enchanting than any she had played before. It seemed to dance with one's soul.

The ghosts’ eyes showed confusion as their murderous intent gradually dissipated.

Even the zombie devil couldn’t escape this fate despite being an early-stage元婴 monster. In front of The Nine Heavens Soul Capturing Melody, he appeared dazed.

"Ah."

After half a cup of tea, Yang欧阳 suddenly clutched her chest.

Already weakened by the spider venom and now using such a technique that strained both body and spirit, she trembled as her face turned deathly pale.

A light cough stopped her from playing the seven-stringed qin. The dharma forms and the main figure synchronized, pausing 'The Nine Heavens Soul Capturing Melody.'

"Ugh..."

The low-grade ghostly creatures remained expressionless, but the early-stage元婴 zombie devil suddenly jolted awake with shock.

He didn’t hesitate, shifting his form and fleeing into the distance, leaving behind a stench of decay.

Yang欧阳’s face was still filled with pain. But seeing this scene, she gritted her teeth, forcing herself to gather power as her slender fingers resumed playing the strings.

The soul-drawing music resounded once more.

Unlike before, which merely confused their minds, this time the primary instrument was the lute. Resounding sounds filled the air, brimming with resolve and determination.

In sync with the melody’s changes, golden sound waves shot out from her fingertips, forming arcs of light that scattered in all directions.

Rumbling echoed in Yang欧阳's ears.

The golden arcs, though colored differently, resembled wind blades but were far more powerful. The surrounding ghostly creatures were sliced to pieces as if made of paper.

Knowing the difference between human and ghostly bodies, some ghosts had a hardness that even demons found astonishing. It took several strikes from a magical weapon to cut through them.

But these golden sound waves were so fragile it was unimaginable.

The power of 'The Nine Heavens Soul Capturing Melody' was evident.

Not only could they cleave through anything but also moved with such speed and ferocity that they almost instantly reached the zombie devil's face.

The monster was startled, suddenly slapping his head. A black, fist-sized bead shot out.

Zombie Pearl!

When humans or demons reach a certain stage, their bodies can condense into an infant-like entity called an essence for humans or a zombie pearl for zombies.

Most zombies would form a small, fist-sized bead instead.

By common sense, monsters that formed essence infants were stronger, but zombie pearls had their benefits—similar to magical weapons since they were part of the zombie’s body and easier to communicate with mentally.
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Unlucky as it was, the spirits' pearls before him were rather plain in terms of their beauty but exceptionally powerful.

Having witnessed the formidable power of Nine Heavens Soul-Sucking Melody, how could the spirit demon dare to underestimate them?

Seeing the golden light and red eyes, he opened his mouth again and spat out a black spirit blood.

The stench was overwhelming, yet it was quickly absorbed by the spirit pearls.

Then this treasure flashed, casting an eerie light in front of the spirit demon.

It was purplish-red with some strange symbols flickering on its surface.

One could tell that its defensive power was formidable. The spirit demon was also confident; he knew his own abilities well. This layer of light would be no problem to withstand even a mid-stage top-grade cultivator's attack. Although the woman's appearance might seem bizarre, she was merely an initial stage cultivator after all.

Just as this thought flashed through his mind, that golden arc already fiercely struck over, tearing through the protective membrane formed by the spirit pearls, sending a sound like silk being torn into the ears.

刺咖…

It was just as fragile as paper.

"No, it's impossible!"

The monster widened its eyes in shock, but it was too late to dodge. The girl had already changed her appearance. Moon quickly transformed and appeared beside Lin Xuan, looking both concerned and puzzled at his pale face.

Just a moment ago, he seemed fine; how did he suddenly turn like this?

Lin Xuan didn't speak. His expression was grim. Just moments before, he inexplicably felt a sense of panic and shortness of breath. He couldn't put it into words; as if something terrible was about to happen.

This feeling came without any warning, but Lin Xuan wasn't careless. Although cultivators couldn't predict the future, their powerful spiritual awareness often gave them premonitions that were quite accurate.

Could Qinxin have encountered danger?

Lin Xuan's mind raced. The Unfathomable River was one of the Three Holy Lands and notoriously mysterious. While he hadn't met any particularly formidable ghosts or spirits on his journey, it didn't mean they weren't lurking around.

What worried Lin Xuan more was the taint from the spider cocoon. Calculating the time, it seemed to be getting harder to suppress.

How could he help Qinxin?

He knew better than to panic; after all, he wasn't an ordinary cultivator. In times of danger, a calm mind was crucial for solving problems.

Although the Unfathomable River hadn't been fully explored, its area was likely smaller than Phantom Island. Searching alone would be difficult.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and pulled two pouches from his waistband. Inside were two figures: a giant armadillo and a spirit demon.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and sent forth a mental probe. The monsters responded with fierce roars and silly laughter as they each displayed their abilities before shooting off in different directions.

Next, Lin Xuan summoned the beast pouch, and buzzing sounds filled the air.

"Go!"

With a pointed finger from Lin Xuan, the insect cloud shattered into over a hundred streaks of purple light that soon vanished into the sky.

Although the Jade Luo Bee had already recognized him as its master, Lin Xuan's control over insects wasn't particularly impressive. With tens of thousands of these creatures, they could only be dispersed into one hundred groups; otherwise, controlling each bee to fly in different directions would consume too much spiritual energy.

But even so, with the help of the giant armadillo, spirit demon, and a hundred insect clouds of varying sizes, finding Qinxin became significantly easier.

Lin Xuan's eyes softened as he hovered in place. Waiting was the best choice at this moment.

After about a cup of tea's time passed, Lin Xuan's expression changed, showing signs of joy.

"Master, did you find Lady Qinxin?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded. Moon transformed into white light and returned to his sleeve without waiting for instructions.

Then, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew at incredible speed towards the direction of Qinxin.

Finally receiving news about Qinxin, Lin Xuan had no time to waste. His遁光 was pushed to its limit; although it couldn't be said that he reached his destination instantly, it only took a few breaths.

The scene before him was vast and desolate, with signs of battle still visible around the area.

Lin Xuan saw the unconscious girl immediately.

A white dress stood out starkly against the black surroundings. A faint trace of blood could be seen at the corner of her mouth.

Lin Xuan's expression turned anxious as he slowed his flight and began to use Nine Heavens Micro-Step, causing his figure to blur before appearing beside Qinxin.

She was a beauty like jade, but a layer of alarming black aura covered her face. It seemed she was in great pain even while unconscious. Lin Xuan's heart ached as he saw this.

It wasn't just the spider cocoon taint…

Seeing that Qinxin's life hung by a thread, Lin Xuan didn't care about propriety and approached her.

He grabbed her small hand, feeling it was icy cold, almost like a dead person's hand.

Lin Xuan transmitted spiritual energy through his palm. He wanted to protect her heart meridian while also checking the state of her body.

"Master, how badly is Lady Qinxin injured?"

Moon spoke softly beside him, admitting that she felt slightly jealous seeing Lin Xuan half-hugging Lady Qinxin. However, unlike the ruthless King of Yama from his past life, Moon's personality was now quite gentle. She also cared about Lady Qinxin and was worried.

But her hopes were dashed by a sigh.

Lin Xuan's expression was terrible.

Moon could sense Master's disappointment and sadness; had he…

The girl felt something wasn't right too.

Could Lady Qinxin be so injured that even Master couldn't help?

Moon's guess was correct.

Using his spiritual energy to probe, Lin Xuan discovered a result beyond his wildest expectations.

Lady Qinxin's injuries were far more severe than just the spider cocoon taint. Her physical body and essence had almost reached their breaking point.

In short, it was beyond saving.

As an essence-stage cultivator, if her physical body was gone, she could still possess a new one, but if even her essence was collapsing, it would be akin to soul scattering. Moreover, Lin Xuan was surprised to find that Lady Qinxin had no external injuries; the cause of her current condition was likely due to using some forbidden secret technique.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan couldn't help turning his head around and seeing the remnants of intense battle still visible everywhere.

Qinxin must have known the consequences of using such a forbidden power. She probably had no choice but to make such an all-or-nothing decision.

If only I could have met her sooner.

Lin Xuan felt extremely guilty.

Unfortunately, regret and frustration were useless now.

"Master, is Lady Qinxin really beyond saving?" Moon's weak voice echoed in his ears, as if she understood his pain.

"Nine out of ten chances."

Lin Xuan grimaced. While he was truly helpless, he couldn't just watch as Lady Qinxin died.

No, even without hoping for it himself, he had to try.

He might as well treat a dead horse as a live one.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth; he wouldn't give up.

"Moon, I need your help with something."

"I'll do whatever you ask, Master. There's no need to be so formal."

"I will try to heal Qinxin. You guard me for a while; this place is unsafe and might have ghosts. But we can't delay treating her injuries; there isn't enough time to find a safe location now."

"Master, don't worry."

Moon puffed out her chest with confidence as she nodded. "Yama once said that I was the ruler of the underworld in my past life. If this place is the Unfathomable River, it must be filled with ghosts and spirits. As King of Yama, can I fear them?"
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Moonflower's confidence was evident, and Lin Xuan finally showed a hint of joy on his face. He then quickly embraced Ouyang Qinxin with both hands, enveloping her in a layer of green light as he flew towards the left.

The little girl also turned around and followed closely behind.

Soon, a small hill appeared before them. It wasn't particularly large but was graceful and towering. Lin Xuan held Ouyang's delicate body tightly with one hand while reaching out with his other to summon several sword lights from his sleeves. He was already well-versed in establishing a cave dwelling, so he only needed a temporary place to rest. With a flick of his fingers, the green light shimmered and completed the process almost instantly.

Lin Xuan then took out an array flag set and handed it to Moonflower.

With the restrictions from the array flags and her own formidable abilities, coupled with the mysterious Xuan Yin Treasure Box, Moonflower should be able to hold her own against any monster except those of a high cultivator level. Moreover, since Pangxiang and the Corpse Demon had been instructed by his divine consciousness to return here, Lin Xuan was not overly concerned about Ouyang's injuries.

With his composure intact, he transformed into a streak of lightning and entered the newly created cave dwelling.

Boom!

As Moonflower watched the stone door slowly close, her smile gradually faded. First, it had been Fairy Peacock, now this Ouyang sister...

Her young master was always sincere towards her; perhaps... she just felt too much emotion for him.

Just then, a flash of light appeared as the Xuan Yin Treasure Box floated out. Moonflower quickly grabbed it and, with her mana infused into it, a crescent-shaped short sword appeared in her palm. The design was exquisite, exuding an enchanting aura that made one's heart race.

However, this was only the beginning. A dazzling light then emerged from the sharp blade, radiating hues of red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and purple like a precious wheel, shimmering as it slowly rose into the air.

In the light, a figure gradually appeared, standing just one foot tall but with beautiful features.

It was Moonflower's servant Xiao Tiao.

Unlike her master, Xiao Tiao had been pampered to an extreme by King Asura in their past life. Although he was decisive and strict, he treated her like a sister rather than a mere servant. This wasn't surprising since Xiao Tiao herself was a divine treasure from the fairy palace, and any cultivator or true immortal would cherish such a precious item.

Seeing Xiao Tiao's angry expression, Moonflower's eyes widened in confusion: "What's wrong? Why are you saying you were woken up by anger?"

"Miss," Xiao Tiao was extremely indignant. She stomped her foot and said, "You mustn't forget that I am King Asura, ruler of the Netherworld. Even those cultivators who have passed through tribulation would only look up to me. The last time you said you were fond of that idiot, I found it absurd, but..."

Xiao Tiao was so angry she didn't know what to say. King Asura was a true monarch with power comparable to a true immortal and unmatched beauty as the first beauty in the world (though Nine-tailed Fox and King Asura were equally beautiful, people had their biases; even divine treasures couldn't escape this. In Xiao Tiao's heart, her master was invincible, and Nine-tailed Fox... well, she wasn't even worthy to be a shoe for Miss). That idiot had mediocre looks and资质平庸, yet he still dared to act like a philanderer, making Miss so sad...

If only her strength hadn't been restored, Xiao Tiao would have dragged Lin Xuan here and extracted his soul. No, that was too lenient; she wanted him to experience her Corroding Soul Devouring Fire. Such a person deserved severe torment.

Xiao Tiao had come to defend Miss's honor. Moonflower smiled faintly: "Xiao Tiao, I know you're protecting me, but from now on, don't call my young master an idiot."

"Miss," Xiao Tiao was indignant, "how can you still speak for him after he treated you so badly?"

"He has been very good to me." Moonflower replied with a smile.

"Good? !"

Xiao Tiao's eyes widened in disbelief. "Miss, are you joking? He brought ten beauties into the stone chamber and had you guard it while he was inside..."

Her anger grew as she spoke, recalling that in their past life, she had admired Miss so much that her presence could be felt from the spirit realm to the mortal world, even reaching the ancient demon realm. But seeing Miss, they were all awestruck.

Sniffing, Moonflower said, "You little wench, don't say such nonsense. My young master hasn't..."

Her voice trailed off as she blushed and fiddled with her clothes, unable to speak.

Xiao Tiao couldn't help but laugh at the sight of Miss's "crush" expression. Despite her frustration, she admired Lin Xuan for his ability to charm Miss so deeply despite such poor conditions.

Since Moonflower had warned her not to harm Lin Xuan, Xiao Tiao dared not act on her anger, but she still couldn't let it go. She would just have to wait until she regained some of her strength and then secretly beat him up a few times for his sake.

With this thought, the young beauty's lips curled into a sinister smile: "Xiao Tiao, what are you thinking about?"

"Nothing."

As she spoke, Xiao Tiao sneakily glanced at the "King Asura." Fortunately, Miss didn't seem to have noticed her lie.

She couldn't let Miss know that she was secretly plotting revenge on Lin Xuan.

After their conversation, Xiao Tiao knew that this bad guy called Lin Xuan held a significant place in Miss's heart.

"Oh," Moonflower didn't notice Xiao Tiao's insincerity and then frowned as she thought.

"What is it, Miss? Are you thinking about the unfaithful man again?" Xiao Tiao asked.

"You little wench, I said he's very good; don't call him that." Moonflower spat out, but her face was full of a smile. She knew changing someone's impression wasn't easy, as long as Xiao Tiao didn't harbor any resentment towards Lin Xuan: "Alright, then let me be frank."

"Miss, please speak your mind. I am listening attentively."

"Considering the time, I've been on this path for two hundred years. Although my body is a spirit form and cannot consume medicinal pills to aid my cultivation, I have always progressed quickly. Why has it become so difficult to condense an infant soul?"

Moonflower had also discussed this with Lin Xuan. While she did face some challenges during her condensation stage, overall, the process was smooth. Even Lin Xuan himself was amazed by her progress and once joked that he might be overtaken soon.

Despite being a joke, it highlighted how quickly Moonflower had progressed.

Why was it so difficult to form an infant soul?

At the peak of the Condensation Stage, it took decades.

The rarity of infant souls wasn't an excuse. Before knowing her past identity, Moonflower could have used this as an excuse, but now it clearly didn't work. As a monarch and true immortal equivalent, even with her memory sealed and appearance altered by the fall, she should be exceptionally beautiful.
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Taking pills to aid cultivation ultimately leads to the condensation of the元婴.

Surely, as the Lord of the阴司, I am not inferior to that昊天?

This thought clearly contradicted common sense. What mystery lay in between?

This question had been lingering in Yue'er's mind for a long time, but she couldn't tell Young Master about it because revealing A Shuyu Wang’s identity would expose him.

Now that Xiao Tao finally woke up from her slumber, Yue'er naturally wanted to ask her questions.

"This indeed goes against common sense," Xiao Tao put away her playful expression. "According to what I know, among all the A Shuyu Kings, Miss has the best资质."

"Wait, you're talking about历代A Shuyu Kings?" Yue'er's face showed a strange expression:

"Could it be that even such an existence as A Shuyu King would eventually exhaust their lifespan?"

"Yes, in that sense. However, strictly speaking, only half of this is true," Xiao Tao said with a smile.

"Half?" Yue'er's expression became more curious: "Xiao Tao, tell me about the upper realms. I can't remember anything."

"Yes, Miss, I will be frank. Even though you don’t remember your past, since you’ve embarked on cultivation, you should understand what the ultimate goal of cultivation is," Xiao Tao said with a smile.

"The purpose of cultivation is to achieve immortality," Yue'er blurted out. This phrase was often repeated by Young Master, and so her tone mirrored his slightly.

"Miss has spoken well. Now, how can one achieve immortality?" Xiao Tao asked.

"Xiao Tao, why are you asking such common questions? It’s naturally passing the Nine Nines Heavenly Tribulation to ascend to the Immortal Realm," Yue'er said impatiently.

"Auntie knows Miss will say that, but it is actually incorrect," Xiao Tao replied.

"This…?" Yue'er was speechless. She had indeed discussed this with Young Master before. When they were at Cloud Ridge Mountain, she had somehow entered a separate space where the ruins of an A Shuyu period cultivator’s abode appeared. According to the water element senior's will, he only had one hundred years left and had barely managed to pass his tribulation, ending in failure.

"Xiao Tao, stop teasing. What secret is this?" Yue'er became increasingly curious.

"Miss, I know that cultivators progress from the灵动期 all the way up to becoming a True Immortal, experiencing three minor heavenly tribulations, six middle heavenly tribulations, and finally the Nine Nines Heavenly Tribulation for ascension. However, in the upper realms, there is also an元气之劫," Xiao Tao sighed. It seemed Miss's memory was completely sealed; she had no recollection of such basic knowledge.

"What is this元气之劫?" Yue'er remained enthusiastic.

"Haha, I’ll give you a hint. Can’t Miss guess from the name?"

"Um." Yue'er tapped her chin with an index finger: "Is it related to the relationship between heaven and earth's energy?"

"Correct, Miss is indeed smart," Xiao Tao smiled. However, Yue'er blushed because Young Master often said she was big-chested and dumb.

Xiao Tao didn't notice Yue'er’s expression and continued: "The元气之劫is somewhat similar to a heavenly tribulation but closely related to the energy of heaven and earth. Let me give an example. If a cultivator in the upper realms reaches A Shuyu period with their lifespan exhausted, they won’t situate themselves like in the mortal realm. In the upper realms, when one’s remaining lifespan is only ten percent, they will face the元气之劫. Its power rivals that of heavenly tribulations, but if a cultivator can withstand it, they gain significant benefits…" Xiao Tao said mysteriously.

"Benefits?"

"Yes, successfully passing the元气之劫will cause the remaining energy from heaven and earth to forge their body. This effect is incomparable to any other chance; it will add twice as much lifespan to the cultivator."

"Twice as much?" Yue'er covered her mouth in surprise.

"Exactly," Xiao Tao nodded: "The amount of added lifespan is closely related to a cultivator’s own cultivation level. For example, an A Shuyu period cultivator has two thousand years of lifespan; if they successfully pass the tribulation, their lifespan will increase by another two thousand years. A Dounxuan period cultivator has four thousand years; similarly, after passing, it adds four thousand more years. By this logic…

"Ah, I see," Yue'er nodded with understanding. However, a new question arose in her mind: "Xiao Tao, what if an A Shuyu period cultivator successfully passes the first元气之劫and gains two thousand years of lifespan but still cannot advance to Dounxuan? What then?"

"Then they will face their second元气之劫," Xiao Tao smiled. "However, this second tribulation is much more powerful and harder to pass."

"Of course, if he can truly pass it, yet still fails to advance, there could be a third, fourth…"

Yue'er finally understood that theoretically, A Shuyu period cultivators had indeed touched the threshold of immortality. However, in reality, each元气之劫became increasingly powerful, and no matter how powerful their abilities were, they would eventually face the inevitable outcome of soul destruction.

"By the way, Xiao Tao, you mentioned that this happens to cultivators in the upper realms. Why can’t such cultivators in the mortal realm experience the元气之劫?" Yue'er asked.

"Because the energy from heaven and earth in the mortal realm is too thin to form an元气之劫," Xiao Tao said dismissively.

"Oh." Yue'er nodded, finally understanding why there were历代A Shuyu Kings: "Then what about me? How many times have I passed the元气之劫?"

"Haha, Miss doesn’t need to worry."

"I don’t?" Yue'er was surprised.

"Of course. Although you didn’t ascend to the Immortal Realm due to certain reasons, in terms of power, you are no less than those True Immortals; long ago, you could already change the laws of heaven and earth, and your body runs with immortal energy. In other words, you have freed yourself from the constraints of lifespan, so why would you need to endure the suffering of the元气之劫?"

"So, in my previous life, I was able to live as long as heaven and earth?" Yue'er sighed, looking slightly sad.

After circling around for a while, they finally returned to the original question.

"This…?" Xiao Tao was also puzzled. She flew into Yue'er's embrace. Although Miss didn’t have a physical body, due to their connected energy channels, regardless of Yue'er’s form, Xiao Tao could easily touch her.

"What are you doing, girl?" Yue'er asked in surprise.

"I’m checking your cultivation status."

Xiao Tao recited incantations while crossing her hands and performing hand seals. Yue'er didn’t dare move as she waited for the results. After about a quarter of an hour, Xiao Tao left Yue'er’s embrace.

The little girl combed her hair and looked thoughtful: "Xiao Tao, did you find anything?" Yue'er asked anxiously.
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"Ah," Xiao Tao nodded. Her pretty face then showed a look of indignation: "It was those True Immortals who interfered."

"True Immortals interfered?" Yue'er was stunned, her pretty face full of bewilderment.

"It's true. Those shameless fellows from the Celestial Realm were afraid that Miss would seek revenge and thus went through great lengths to prevent your reincarnation. They even tampered with the laws of this world, trying to stop you from being reborn. Although their plan ultimately failed, it still had some impact on your soul," Xiao Tao said angrily, her words filled with hatred for the True Immortals. This girl was loyal and devoted.

"Impact? How serious is that?"

Yue'er couldn't help but feel tense at this news.

"It's hard to say..." Xiao Tao's face showed a hint of difficulty.

"Not easy to say?"

"Yes." Xiao Tao nodded: "Miss, although your current abilities are excellent, they still fall short compared to your past life. But that doesn't matter; once the seals are lifted, you will naturally return to your original brilliance as King Asura. However, before that, cultivation will present some challenges."

"Challenges? Are you talking about mental breakdowns?"

Xiao Tao's face showed a mix of amusement and exasperation: "I forgot; Miss has her memories sealed. This river, the Unfixed River, is significant to you because it was your abode in the mortal realm."

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan frowned deeply as he found the situation with Qinxin much more complicated than he had anticipated.

The spider venom had completely taken effect. Previously, since Ou Yang was an Incarnation Stage cultivator, her injuries could be somewhat suppressed by her cultivation level. But now, she was severely injured and seemed to have lost most of her power.

In simple terms, this situation wasn't much better than that of a commoner who had been poisoned. Yet, she had fallen victim to such a terrifying poison.

Thus, Lin Xuan's left hand tightly held Ou Yang's jade palm, using his true essence to suppress the poison from spreading throughout her body...

However, this was not the worst part.

What troubled Lin Xuan more than the spider venom was that he had no idea what secret technique Ou Yang used. Both her physical body and Incarnation were clearly struggling, showing signs of imminent collapse.

While it might be manageable for a physical body, if her Incarnation disintegrated, even with True Immortals present, there would be nothing they could do.

What should he do?

Although Lin Xuan wasn't panicking, concern was certainly affecting his judgment.

Don’t panic; urgency won’t solve the problem. Lin Xuan told himself to focus on alleviating the spider venom first.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan reached out and patted his waist.

A shimmer of light appeared before him as a jade bottle floated into view.

He unscrewed the cap and poured out a small pill about the size of a dragon eye.

Its fragrance filled his nostrils, making him feel refreshed and at ease.

Lin Xuan smiled. He had only refined three such pills in nine days.

The name of this elixir was not widely known among cultivators today, but it was famous during ancient times.

As everyone knew, the most precious elixirs in cultivation were those that could reverse fate and extend life. After them came those that helped with breakthroughs.

Next, more rare but commonly used were power-enhancing elixirs.

However, there were many other types of elixirs involved in alchemy, such as healing injuries or even regenerating severed limbs...

Overall, these were considered healing elixirs. In the secular world, they couldn’t bring back the dead, but they were highly sought after by common people. For cultivators, however, these healing elixirs were far less important compared to those that enhanced cultivation.

But there were exceptions, like the Nine-Days Rejuvenation Pill, which had another name: Three-Day Lifesaving Powder.

The name itself explained its effects; as long as one was still alive after taking it, they would be safe for three days. Of course, this safety meant only that death could be avoided, but it provided an extra three days to seek medical help.

Back in ancient times, the Nine-Days Rejuvenation Pill was highly renowned, and its ingredients were extremely rare. Even ordinary cultivators couldn’t afford them, let alone late Incarnation Stage experts.

Lin Xuan happened upon this formula by chance when he was sorting through his storage bag one day. He had no idea where it came from; perhaps he inherited it after killing a unlucky cultivator.

After understanding the effects of this elixir, Lin Xuan became very interested. Although he possessed powers equivalent to those of higher-stage cultivators, who knew when he might be severely injured?

Overall, it was always better to prepare for such situations in the cultivation world.

However, after much effort, Lin Xuan had only managed to refine three of these elixirs.

Now they were exactly what he needed.

Lin Xuan gently lifted the girl and placed her half-sitting on his lap.

Ou Yang's eyes remained tightly shut, her face as pale as paper; she was still unconscious.

Giving a drug to an unconscious person in the secular world would be extremely difficult. But for cultivators, it was nothing.

Lin Xuan cast a spell and the pill floated in mid-air, enveloped by a layer of light. He then placed his hand on Ou Yang's chest and slowly infused her with his power.

Although she remained unconscious, her lips moved slightly as the Nine-Days Rejuvenation Pill slid down her throat along the esophagus.

Lin Xuan's frown eased slightly; he saw hope in his eyes. This elixir was famous for its effects back then, so it wouldn't be a lie. In three days, Qinxin should be fine.

But danger wasn’t over yet; just delayed by a few days.

Lin Xuan couldn’t bear to watch Qinxin die. He only wanted to save her. But what could he do?

He had no idea and could only focus on removing the poison first.

His sleeves fluttered, and a sword of light shot out, illuminating the cave as it carved out a stone bed.

Lin Xuan carried Qinxin over and laid her down gently.

The method to expel toxins was similar to what he had done in Snow Tower City. He needed to remove her outer clothing and massage specific acupoints using his true essence mixed with the strange poison from the Green Illusion Mystic Fire, which could temporarily suppress the spider venom.

He swallowed hard as his hands trembled. Even facing Hu Tongseng, he hadn’t felt this nervous before.

Although they had already experienced it once, that time Qinxin had taken off her clothes on her own.

Now, in a situation where both were alone and she was unconscious, Lin Xuan felt extremely anxious as he needed to take off her outer clothing.

He had never undressed a girl before. With Peacock, although he initiated it, his initial actions were hesitant and awkward.

Hell, what was he thinking? He was here for the sake of saving Qinxin.

Lin Xuan silently recited "Southwest Buddha" in his mind, taking deep breaths to calm himself. His heart still raced, but he carefully lifted Ou Yang's back and slowly removed her outer clothing.

Only her undergarments remained as she revealed her fair skin and the delicate curve of her back. The scene was eerily similar to their previous encounter.

Back then, both were embarrassed; Lin Xuan had no courage to look more closely. Now that Qinxin was unconscious, he couldn’t help but gaze at her a bit longer.

The result was that his eyes almost wouldn't move.

Ou Yang was undoubtedly beautiful, though not as stunning as Qin Yan or Yue'er. Her beauty was undeniable; her youthful appearance due to the anti-aging technique made her look even more charming with her curvy figure...

Lin Xuan’s distraction was understandable, but he quickly regained his composure and felt a bit guilty for his actions, which were meant to heal Qinxin.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百六十章 黄泉之城

Rescuing someone is urgent, and in theimmortal heroworld, there are no formalities like in the mortal world. However, to expel the venomous spider's poison from Qinxin, most of her acupoints must be touched, which made Lin Xuan feel awkward.

But as the saying goes, once a bow is drawn, it cannot be unstrung. Although Lin Xuan was uneasy, he had no choice but to continue with the task at hand. The embarrassment was unimaginable, yet it was filled with an irresistible charm. The beauty was like jade, completely naked, but Lin Xuan could not divert his attention; now, it was about healing her.

This test surpassed even the trials of refining the heart in the past. Heaven knows how much willpower Lin Xuan used to avoid any improper actions.

It's easy to say one is a gentleman or an animal, but experiencing it firsthand is harder than battling a high-level monster and going through fiery and knife-filled trials. Beauty tests men's willpower more than anything else.

The line between a gentleman and an animal is thin. While healing Qinxin, Lin Xuan was constantly waging war within himself. However, reason ultimately prevailed. Lin Xuan wasn't just any cultivator; his mind was far stronger than that of most people his age. He didn't care about being a gentleman or not, but he definitely wouldn't take advantage of someone in distress.

Lin Xuan did not want Qinxin to look down on him for anything. The concept of "fish water" meant that even if it were a mutual cultivation, both parties had to be willing and consenting.
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Red-haired skull, able to resist the allure of beauty, Lin Xuan's heart rose another level without him even realizing it.

This would greatly benefit his future cultivation.

Of course, what Lin Xuan was most concerned about now was how seriously Qin Xin had been injured.

He placed his hand on the girl’s abdomen and slowly infused his spiritual energy into her dantian. Then he circulated the energy through her meridians. After about a cup of tea's time, satisfaction spread across Lin Xuan's face.

It wasn't for nothing that he had endured so much hardship; the rampant spider venom finally subsided.

However, this was just the first step. The poison had been temporarily alleviated, but what about the injuries?

The Nine Heavens Return to Origin Pills could only ensure her safety for three days.

Once those three days were over, Qin Xin’s physical body and essence would collapse beyond salvation.

With Lin Xuan's vast experience, he was unsure of which secret technique she had used, making it impossible for him to treat the injuries effectively.

Sighing, Lin Xuan felt like a pot of boiling water on a stove—desperate.偶然 glancing down, his gaze fell upon her inviting shoulders and fair skin. His face flushed as he realized he had been so focused that he forgot about her injuries.

Indeed, Lin Xuan jumped out of the spatial vortex. In his memory, it was clear he could resist its suction; there was only one reason for this action… to save himself.

He knew the danger of a spatial vortex well, and at that moment, his eyes felt a bit sore, unsure if it was from joy or gratitude—or both.

A sense of happiness seemed to fill him, making him forget about his injuries. Originally, he had been severely injured, but now, all those concerns were cast aside.

Life and death were forgotten.

For cultivators, longevity was the most important thing, right? Perhaps, but for Lin Xuan, he hoped Qin Xin would be by his side.

Otherwise, even if there was a chance of immortality, it would be lonely without her.

Immortal I desire, dual cultivation I also desire. Who said fish and bear's paw could not both be had? Cultivation is the path that defies heaven.

But at this moment, Lin Xuan certainly didn't think about all that. He was happy to see Qin Xin alive again after thinking she was dead. Now, cradling her in his arms, he felt a small sense of happiness. He wanted to close his eyes and enjoy this rare tranquility but noticed something odd.

Not just that his clothes were disheveled; it seemed he wasn't even wearing an undergarment. His face turned red as he saw the blush spread across her cheeks, ears, and neck.

Lin Xuan, who was already feeling awkward, stammered, "Qin Xin, that… that's not what I meant. I did this to…"

Poor Lin Xuan, who had lived for over two hundred years, had seen all sorts of battles but couldn't find the words now. He was so flustered he couldn’t even speak. If he could choose, he would rather face an old monster from the Separation and Union stage; at least then, if he lost, he could run away.

But now, it seemed impossible to act like a ostrich.

Seeing himself completely naked, Qin Xin’s heart raced. However, Lin Xuan's clumsy reaction somewhat alleviated her embarrassment.

How could she not understand him? He might not be a gentleman, but he definitely had the desire and lacked the courage.

He wouldn’t dare take advantage of her.

"Brother Lin, you don't need to explain. I know; you were trying to heal my injuries."

Lin Xuan sighed in relief as he saw Qin Xin's understanding. His face brightened: "Qin Xin is right. The spider venom has spread throughout my body. To suppress it again, I had to use the Green Illusory Mystic Fire and perform a full-body massage…"

But Lin Xuan’s voice abruptly stopped. He wished he could slap himself; he should have kept his mouth shut.

This only made things worse.

Damn! Hearing him, Qin Xin's pretty face turned as red as a cooked lobster. They both fell silent, the atmosphere becoming increasingly awkward.

In the vast stone room, even a needle dropping would be audible. After about fifteen minutes of silence, it was Qin Xin who broke it.

Of course, with her intelligence, she wouldn't bring up such an embarrassing topic: "Brother Lin, I used the Lesser Luo Tian Dharmic Form. Originally, I thought I was doomed to die, even without being poisoned by the spider venom; my physical body and essence would collapse anyway. What method did you use to stabilize my injuries?"

"Nine Heavens Return to Origin Pills," Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief when he saw Qin Xin wasn't pursuing this matter further. However, his expression turned grim: "But although these pills are rare, they can only ensure safety for three days."

"Three days?"

"Yes, after those three days, even I would be helpless to save you," Lin Xuan said. "That's why we need to stabilize your injuries as quickly as possible, Qin Xin. What was the Lesser Luo Tian Dharmic Form? It must have been that technique that caused this."

Qin Xin nodded and smiled bitterly: "The Lesser Luo Tian Dharmic Form is a Daoist cultivation method. I can't explain it in detail right now, but similar techniques exist among the Buddhist sects, ancient demons, and monsters—such as the Golden Body Dharmic Form of the Buddhist sect, the Supreme Heavenly Demon Dharmic Form of the ancient demons, and the Xuan Qing Extreme Monster Dharmic Form of the monsters."

Lin Xuan nodded. He had seen detailed descriptions of such techniques in ancient texts; they were essentially virtual shadows that could be used as a second consciousness when fighting.

While the second consciousness required considerable effort to re-cultivate and might affect his divine sense, the Dharmic Form was more practical because it only consumed spiritual energy without much impact on one’s essence.

However, such secret techniques existed in all sects except the Confucian school. They were recorded in ancient texts but considered heavenly techniques that were rare even among cultivators.

He hadn’t expected to find a record of the Lesser Luo Tian Dharmic Form at the end of the Sound Wave Technique.

Youmu was truly a place full of hidden talents, with his Azure Star Sea, Nine Heavens Profound Power, and the Heavenly Array Book in the Heart Cultivation Path. Now, Qin Xin had brought up the Lesser Luo Tian Dharmic Form again.

This place might have been desolate now but could have been significant during ancient times.

Lin Xuan pondered this, but it wasn’t the time to dwell on such matters. "Qin Xin, why haven't I heard of this before?"

"Brother Lin, it's not that I deliberately concealed it; it can only be practiced and not used by an婴期 cultivator. It has no effect in battle, so I didn't mention it," Qin Xin explained with a bitter smile.

"There are techniques that can only be practiced but not used? Such a thing exists?" Lin Xuan was stunned, his expression turning strange.

"Indeed. Practicing this technique strengthens both the essence and physical body, which is beneficial. However, the Lesser Luo Tian Dharmic Form, while imitating others, is far more powerful than ordinary Dharmic Forms. When used, it manifests nine heads and eighteen arms, placing a heavy burden on an婴期 cultivator," Qin Xin's voice grew softer as her face darkened.

Lin Xuan nodded, finally understanding why Qin Xin had been so severely injured. As the saying goes, every coin has two sides; while Dharmic Forms were better for combat than second consciousnesses, each manifestation placed a burden on the practitioner’s essence.
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Moreover, the more powerful the Dharmic Form, the greater the strain on the original body. Of course, in addition to the strength of the Dharmic Form, its quantity also played a proportional role.

Nineteen heads and eighteen arms—this meant that Qinxin had summoned eight Dharmic Forms from her Heart Refinement Method. She was only an early-stage Immortal Nurturer; it would be strange if her body and spirit were not on the brink of collapse. "Originally, this technique could only be performed by a Separation Stage cultivator, but due to the urgent situation at hand, my lady," Lin Xuan nodded, his expression showing a moment of understanding. The burden on his body and spirit was too heavy; in other words, he had not lost much of his True Primordial Essence. Although the root cause was clear, finding an effective solution would be no easy task.

True Primordial Essence, as its name suggests, is something closely related to a cultivator's life, but it does not equate to ordinary spiritual energy. For example, when facing a powerful opponent in combat, spitting out a mouthful of blood could greatly enhance one’s power. The so-called 'blood' contained True Primordial Essence. Its uses were obvious.

However, under such circumstances, the loss was minimal; although it would harm his spirit energy, he could recover through medicine and meditation. But for Qinxin, her True Primordial Essence had been depleted by ten percent or more.

In this situation, even with miraculous medicines, recovery would be futile. Her fate awaited her demise.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced as he quickly understood the implications. His expression grew increasingly grim. Previously, he was unsure of how to proceed, but now that he found the root cause, he felt even more lost.

Could I just watch helplessly?

Man can conquer nature, yet Lin Xuan felt a sense of despair. He nodded, feeling somewhat awkward about speaking, but he truly had no impure intentions; his sole concern was her injuries. With this in mind, his expression became more open and honest.

Sometimes, there wasn’t much time for lengthy emotional exchanges: "Qinxin, the reason your body and spirit are on the brink of collapse is due to a significant loss of True Primordial Essence. If we can replenish it quickly, your injuries won't be as severe."

"This I understand," Qinxin said with a frown. "But True Primordial Essence differs from ordinary spiritual energy; how could it possibly be replenished in such a short time? Even if we were in the Spirit Realm, there wouldn’t be any miraculous medicines like this."

"Medicines may not exist, but perhaps there are other solutions," Lin Xuan said slowly, his expression showing some amusement. "What?" Qinxin asked in surprise.

"Dual cultivation!" At the same time, on another side of the room, the Patriarch of the Luo family’s robes flapped as Dharmic Form spells shot out from his fingertips, targeting the miniature version of the Netherworld at the center of the stone chamber. This Separation Stage elder had a serious expression; normally, such sacrificial altars required multiple cultivators to activate, but with the Luo family in decline and only one Separation Stage cultivator left, he was reluctantly putting his life on the line.

Fortunately, he had been planning this for over a century for the greater good. Even if it meant losing some spirit energy, he could still manage. He waved his hands while muttering ancient incantations. Soon, a huge ghostly figure appeared behind him—a Dharmic Form spell no one knew about. The ghost was over ten feet tall with sharp fangs and a wide mouth. It had a third eye in the center of its forehead, with an eerie silvery-white pupil. Two curved horns on its head resembled those of a goat.

Its body was covered in strange symbols that no one could decipher but added to its mysterious aura. Despite being just a Dharmic Form, other cultivators felt uncomfortable when it appeared. Even Luo Zico, an advanced-stage Immortal Nurturer, lowered his head upon contact with the ghostly form.

The Patriarch of the Luo family ignored the feelings of the younger generations and spat out a black ray from his mouth. It wrapped around his left hand before cutting off one of his thumbs. The ghost’s three eyes turned as it lunged forward, biting down on the severed finger. A crunching sound filled the air as both skin and bone were swallowed whole. Satisfied with its meal, the ghastly face showed extreme content.

The cold snort from the Patriarch of the Luo family reached his ears. The ghostly figure flashed again, appearing above the stone platform. With a loud explosion, it turned into a cloud of blood. Something strange happened; the buildings in the Netherworld, which had been carved to resemble ghosts and monsters, suddenly seemed alive as they opened their mouths wide, greedily swallowing the blood.

The stone chamber was filled with other Separation Stage cultivators, all in shock. The entire city of Netherworld was covered in a heart-stirring crimson hue. About a hundred miles away, the Xuan Tian Cloud Trading Fair continued to thrive. This grand event occurred every three centuries and lasted for several months.

The twelve states under the Xuan Tian Clouds were home to various sects and families, even those reclusive cultivators who secluded themselves in the vast wilderness. Many came out of curiosity, hoping to find valuable treasures. While it was uncertain if they would find exactly what they needed, there were always unique wonders to discover. Even if nothing was purchased, simply observing could be rewarding.

After all, such a large-scale event didn’t come around often. For high-stage cultivators, meeting advanced-stage Immortal Nurturers was rare; normally, it required great fortune. However, in Xuan Tian City, they were everywhere. If one was lucky, even late-stage cultivators might be encountered on the streets.

This wasn’t just a human affair; the妖族 (Yaozhul) also found joy in it. Although the two races didn’t hate each other, opportunities to exchange treasures rarely arose. Certain high-stage cultivators eagerly sought after certain items produced by the Yaozhul that were hard to obtain otherwise. Such good fortune was not to be missed.

For transformed-stage Yaozhul, there were many valuable treasures on offer from humans as well. In a sense, both races complemented each other. The prosperity of the Xuan Tian Cloud Trading Fair was evident.

At this time, half the event had passed, and the crowd was at its peak. More than 300,000 cultivators were in Xuan Tian City, including Yaozhul.

Mu Bu Fan was a reclusive cultivator who was now over two hundred years old. He started cultivating from the age of five and had reached the late-stage Condensation Core Stage after so many years. Although his talent wasn’t exceptional compared to prodigies, he had achieved remarkable progress. His cultivation method, The Nurturing Primordial Spirit Technique, was easy to advance in, but his combat techniques were lacking.

Facing an ordinary mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator would likely result in a humiliating retreat. But that didn’t matter. As the saying goes: "To gain something, one must give up something." He knew his own limitations; pursuing powerful techniques without the necessary lifespan would be futile. It was better to focus on simpler but easier-to-advance methods.

Choosing between fish and bear’s paw was a wise decision. This allowed him to reach the late-stage Condensation Core in about a hundred years less than usual. Coincidentally, the Xuan Tian Cloud Trading Fair was taking place. He came here to prepare for condensing his spirit core, having already gathered several medicinal herbs; he just needed to find the Scarlet Flowering Grass to complete the process.

Then, he would seek out an area with abundant spiritual energy… Mu Bu Fan was daydreaming about this when the ground suddenly began to shake without warning. An earthquake?

Mu Bu Fan was taken aback, his expression growing strange. Earthquakes were terrifying for ordinary people, but as a cultivator in Xuan Tian City protected by禁制大阵 (protection arrays), an earthquake was impossible.

This was absurd!

Though puzzled, Mu Bu Fan’s cautious nature prompted him to activate a small iron plate from his storage pouch. Unremarkable, yet it was a powerful ancient treasure with excellent defensive capabilities. A Dharmic Form spell was cast, and the iron plate glowed before transforming into a grayish light curtain that enveloped his body. Only then did he relax, raising his head to look ahead.

What he saw left him wide-eyed in shock. The ground wasn’t the only thing shaking; buildings around him seemed to come alive as well.
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Mu Bufan felt a chill run down his spine as he recognized the eerie structures. He had heard from his uncle that these were called Stone Ghost Techniques, a branch of puppetry arts. However, this was clearly not ordinary puppetry; it belonged to the realm of ghost techniques!

The pure black light column shooting up into the sky seemed ominous. The thick, suffocating dark energy emanating from it made even the late-stage Immortal Nurturer feel uncomfortable. Lower-level cultivators were in a worse state, with many of them melting away as if struck by an unknown force.

More and more ghostly figures began to materialize from the light column, their forms varying in size from infants' fists to over ten zhang (about 30 feet). These ghosts swarmed towards the human and demon tribes, causing a cacophony of screams.

Mu Bufan's expression changed as he saw one of these red-faced ghosts approaching. He gritted his teeth and released his long-cultivated flying sword. The light flashed, splitting the ghost in two with ease. However, before he could breathe a sigh of relief, three more ghosts appeared, attacking him from different directions.

The source of this threat was the giant black light column. It continuously emitted dark energy, replenishing the number of ghosts that were being killed. This endless supply of ghosts made even the late-stage Immortal Nurturers feel overwhelmed.

Mu Bufan's face showed a mix of fear and determination as he cast a spell to summon ghostly birds from his mirror. These birds, with their eerie green flames, began circling around him, attacking the surrounding ghosts. The situation was dire; even the late-stage Immortal Nurturer felt like they couldn't handle all these attacks.

The sound of breaking silk filled the air as Mu Bufan's mirror flashed again and more ghostly birds emerged. These birds grew in size rapidly, their green flames engulfing everything in their path. The sight was terrifying, with thousands of ghosts converging on the human and demon tribes.

Mu Bufan knew that this was no ordinary attack; it was a plan meticulously orchestrated by the Luo family. He had to find out what they were planning next.
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Fire Spirit, you're a phoenix rising from the ashes. Let's break down this narrative into digestible parts:

1. **Characters and Setting:**
   - **Land of Fire**: A world filled with magic and danger.
   - **Main Characters**:
     - **Ling Xian**: A powerful cultivator who has returned to his hometown, the City of Flames.
     - **Dream Ruyan**: A mysterious figure who appears in the city.
     - **Tian Xiaojian**: Another powerful cultivator who encounters various challenges.

2. **Plot Summary:**
   - The City of Flames is in chaos as a result of an unknown force causing strange phenomena and conflicts among cultivators.
   - Ling Xian, Dream Ruyan, and Tian Xiaojian all realize the situation is dangerous and decide to leave the city quickly.
   - Various characters face different challenges:
     - **Dream Ruyan** encounters kidnappers who underestimate her power.
     - **Tian Xiaojian** faces a group of perverts who also underestimates his strength.

3. **Key Events:**
   - Ling Xian, Dream Ruyan, and Tian Xiaojian all decide to leave the city due to the chaotic situation and potential dangers.
   - The narrative highlights the greed and fear among the cultivators, with many choosing to stay despite the risks.
   - The true mastermind behind the chaos is revealed as a powerful figure from the Luo Family.

4. **Conflict and Resolution:**
   - Ling Xian, Dream Ruyan, and Tian Xiaojian each handle their situations differently:
     - Ling Xian uses his power to quickly leave the city.
     - Dream Ruyan faces kidnappers but manages to escape.
     - Tian Xiaojian deals with perverts and shows his strength.

5. **Background and Motivation:**
   - The narrative hints at a larger plot involving the Luo Family, who are orchestrating events in the City of Flames for their own gain.
   - Ling Xian's actions are driven by both self-preservation and concern for others, especially Dream Ruyan.

6. **Next Steps:**
   - The story sets up potential conflicts between the main characters and the Luo Family.
   - Ling Xian, Dream Ruyan, and Tian Xiaojian will likely face more challenges as they navigate their way out of the city and towards a clearer understanding of the situation.

Would you like to continue with the narrative or explore specific aspects in more detail?
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Qian, what did you say? The river Wei is my palace?" Yue'er's delicate face was filled with surprise. She turned her head and looked around, then released her divine sense to scan the area within a hundred miles. Everything was empty, even the occasional plants or grasses were strangely deformed.

"Could this really be my palace?"

Yue'er's eyebrows tightened in worry. According to Xiao Tiao's words, King Asura was the ruler of a world, so why would his palace be in such an abandoned place?

Right, Nianzhuang, Asura, those ghostly souls and demons were ugly and fierce, right? Could it be that the Nianzhuang realm is also as desolate and terrifying as this place?

In her previous life, Xiao Tiao was Yue'er's innate treasure. Although they weren't heart-to-heart, she could vaguely sense what Miss was worried about from seeing her frown.

"Miss, you're wrong. The Nianzhuang realm may be called the Yellow Springs and the Underworld by people, but it does indeed have the legendary scorching mountains and boiling pots. However, not every place in this realm is eerie," Xiao Tiao said with a smile on her face, relieved.

"Ah, Xiao Tiao, please tell me more."

Yue'er's face lit up as she felt a sense of relief. She didn't want to live in such a dark and terrifying environment.

"The Miss should know that the Nianzhuang realm has six regions, each governed by one of the Six Kings. Of course, all people ultimately obey the Miss's command, but during normal times, the rights of the Six Kings are quite significant. Therefore, some areas are indeed eerie, while the region where the Miss resides is similar to the Spirit Realm, especially the Asura realm," Xiao Tiao explained.

"Then what is the Asura realm?"

Yue'er asked curiously.

"Well, this isn't easy to explain," Xiao Tiao said with her chin resting on her hand. "Let me give you an analogy. If Miss rules that region like a secular kingdom, then the Asura realm would be its capital."

"Then what's different from other regions?"

"There's no need to say it. The Asura realm has the best yin veins in the entire Nianzhuang realm, and the scenery is beyond beautiful. Even the Spirit Realm rarely compares. I haven't been to the Fairyland, but I imagine it would be similar."

Xiao Tiao turned her head and looked around. "Actually, the Wu Ding River wasn't like this before. Miss, do you know that there was another name for it?"

"Of course not," Yue'er replied.

"Celestial Palace."

"Celestial Palace, what a nice name. Is there any special meaning?" Yue'er asked with interest on her face.

"No special meaning, but in the other palace, Miss collected many treasures. Unfortunately, after you were reborn and supported by true immortals, the Nianzhuang army turned from victory to defeat and fled back to the Nianzhuang realm. The Celestial Palace, which was your residence on Earth, was also looted. Originally, it was very beautiful, but now it's in such a state of decline," Xiao Tiao said with a despondent expression.

"However, there's no need to worry. Back then, Miss left something behind here and placed heavy seals on it. True immortals might be able to unlock it, but they didn't come here, so the minor spirits in the Spirit Realm couldn't figure out its secrets. However, with time passing, if I'm not mistaken, those seals have a time limit and should now be ineffective. Miss can go retrieve her treasure," Xiao Tiao said.

"Oh, what kind of treasure?" Yue'er asked with interest. Since it was something she left behind, there was no need to hesitate. Even if she couldn't use it temporarily, giving it to the young master would be good.

The little girl thought happily.
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"What is Deva Blood?"

"Haha, simply put, it's a drop of blood left behind from your previous life."

"A drop of blood? What use could that be?" Mo'er was stunned and couldn't help showing disappointment on her face.

"Miss, don’t forget, in your previous life, you were comparable to a true immortal. The spiritual force contained within this blood is rich and far beyond ordinary treasures. If you obtain this drop of blood, forming an infant spirit core should be no problem."

"Really?" Mo'er was originally not very interested but became wildly excited after hearing that. For her, nothing could compare to the allure of condensing a spirit core.

The growth in divine power is secondary; what matters is that I can reshape my body. Mo'er's gaze turned somewhat hazy.

"Little Tao, do you know where this blood is?"

"Naturally, Miss, I will tell you," the maid puffed out her chest and said with confidence:

"Miss, if I may say, that blood is..." At the same time, more than a hundred miles away from Xuan Yuan City.

In the hidden underground cave.

It had been several hours since the enemy appeared in Xuan Yuan City. The sun was setting, and the sky gradually darkened.

On the high stone platform in the central chamber of the stone room, the model of Xuan Yuan City still stood properly. Dark energy permeated the air, while many of the light points representing the two races' cultivators had already vanished.

"Haha, it's about time. With over ten thousand dead cultivators, their blood and essence can be used to strengthen this place. The more, the better," said the old man as he watched the scene with a slight narrowing of his eyes. A massive battle was taking place involving hundreds of thousands of cultivators and demons. Even if one had not witnessed it firsthand, no one could imagine such a spectacle.

It couldn't be described in words!

A battle on this scale hadn’t been seen since the ancient times when the Seven Great Sects joined forces to besiege the Luo Family's main hall millions of years ago.

Roaring and shouting filled the air. Although the sun had set, various divine techniques' light illuminated the surroundings as if it were daytime.

Slowing down slightly, the old man stopped about seven or eight miles from the city gate. Then he waved his sleeve, sending a secret communication talisman flying out.

Within less than a cup of tea's time, several streaks of light appeared and arrived at the location shortly after.

"Salutations to the old master."

There were seven people in total, all late-stage婴期 cultivators. Their appearance was peculiar—short boys no more than three feet tall. They weren't dwarves but looked like children around seven or eight years old.

They wore red cloth diapers adorned with carp patterns and had golden necklaces hanging from their necks. The chubby hands and ankles jingled as they moved, resembling the scattered wealth child in folk paintings. However, this was a late-stage婴后期 cultivator.

As the saying goes: you can't judge a book by its cover; nor can you measure the sea with a dipper.

Despite their plump and adorable appearance, these boys were known for their viciousness. The Blood Luo Boy had killed thousands of cultivators over hundreds of years in his hands.

Nevertheless, seeing the old master, the Blood Luo Boy did not show any arrogance but bowed respectfully.

"Enough, Third Brother. No need to be so formal. Our plan's success is due to your efforts," said the old man with a pleasant smile.

"Thank you for the praise, Master. Everything went smoothly because of your meticulous planning. We merely ran errands."

The Blood Luo Boy did not take credit and flattered him well. "Hm, have the low-rank cultivators in the city been safely evacuated?"

"They are safe, Master. After filling the阵眼 with crystals, I arranged for my disciples to evacuate. It's been a whole day, but they should be tens of millions of miles from Xuan Yuan City."

"Good, that’s reassuring. Although our plan was well-thought-out, the leaders of the Seven Great Sects are not fools. They might have guessed it was us behind this. Low-rank disciples may lack combat power, but they are the seeds for our family's prosperity. We must ensure their safety. As long as we succeed in taking the treasures, we won't need to worry about retaliation from the sects," said the old man, stroking his beard with satisfaction.

After meeting up with the Blood Luo Boy, there were over twenty people in the group—most of the family's elite. With no retreat left, the old man was not afraid of anything.

Either they succeeded and brought prosperity back to the Luo Family, or they would be hunted down by the Seven Great Sects again. The situation could be even worse; after this incident, the demons wouldn't spare them either.

But what did it matter? Rather than being a street rat, they might as well take a chance.

He was tired of hiding and had high hopes for advancing to late-stage合后期 with Deva Blood, making his ascension to the spiritual realm more likely. While the family's welfare wasn’t an excuse, the old man’s personal desires were equally strong.

After all, the purpose of cultivation is longevity; he wouldn't let such a good opportunity slip away.

"Poison!"

The old man waved his hand and led his disciples towards the city. However, at this moment, a doubtful voice entered his ears: "Master, won’t we be attacked by those spirits and buildings when we enter?"

"Ninth Girl, don’t worry about it. This Yellow Springs array was activated by me. I had prepared for such an eventuality. The city was built by the Heavenly Saber Bright King in ancient times, and our bodies carry his bloodline. Although diluted, it should protect us from the attacks of these ghostly spirits."

"Oh, I see."

The other Luo Family cultivators also breathed a sigh of relief. They followed the old man into the city.

For some reason, the old monster temporarily suppressed his aura, appearing only as a late-stage婴中期 cultivator.

Entering the city, they didn't linger on the way but directly headed to the center where there was a massive building that served as the city hall but was actually the gateway to the Unnamed River.

The cries of pain continued. Despite the bloodshed and carnage everywhere, neither humans nor demons were fools; no one would dare provoke this mysterious group of cultivators.

Twenty old monsters in late-stage婴期 could scare anyone to death.

Some even began speculating that the elders of Xuan Yuan City might send reinforcements. After all, the Sky Cloud Trading Fair was organized by representatives from the Seven Great Sects and a few powerful demon factions.

Such an incident would certainly prompt them to dispatch elite disciples to suppress it.

In other words, the chaos couldn’t last long; they had little time left for killing and looting.

Thinking this way, those clever fellows didn't stop but became even more frenzied in their pursuit of treasures.

As Qing Lian Scholar said, these young men are not worth plotting with. It was the greed of cultivators that allowed the Luo Family's plot to unfold.

Despite the impending disaster, they continued without stopping.

Not all cultivators made such choices.

A late-stage化形 beast sensed something amiss.

This creature had a human body covered in golden scales and enveloped by a ball of intense flames.

Fire Dragon King!

He was currently surrounded by several cultivators.

As the saying goes: man for money, bird for food. With enough temptation, even sheep can turn into tigers.

Normally, this group would never dare to provoke a late-stage化形 beast, but the treasures before them were worth millions of crystals. Thus, one sect's disciple was blinded by greed.

The Fire Dragon King couldn’t help but laugh and cry at the same time. A mere early-stage婴期 cultivator plus several condensation core stage disciples dared to challenge him; they had no idea what death meant.

Since he wanted them to die, there was no question of sparing them. However, the sword array did have some tricks. The Fire Dragon King didn’t want to waste his time and directly catalyzed his demon power, transforming into a half-human, half-demon form.

Jade dragons were celestial spirits, and this late-stage化形 beast had refined its body for countless years, making it as hard as a magical treasure.

Since he wasn't afraid of their attacks, he simply broke the sword array with a few movements.

The dozen or so condensation core stage cultivators didn’t even understand what happened before they were engulfed by demon flames and vanished to the underworld.
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A gray-robed elder's face turned pale in shock. He had just woken up from his greed, wishing he could slap himself. How could he be so blinded by profit to provoke a late-stage妖族?

Isn't this asking for death?

But it was too late to regret now. The Fire Serpent King turned his head and revealed a cold smile.

His figure blurred before vanishing completely.

It had to be the缩小地术.

Though not as fast as teleportation, he had just glimpsed the secrets of spatial power.

The gray-robed elder was shocked. He spat out some fresh blood, which flashed in the wind and formed a layer of bloody light that enveloped his body.

In the next moment, the Fire Serpent King approached. With a flick of his right hand, the light transformed into sharp claws of a serpent dragon.

He struck forward with all his might!

The sound of tearing silk filled his ears as the defenses he had set up were like paper against such power.

The serpentine claw pierced through, blood splattering, creating a gaping hole in the elder's chest.

What was even more terrifying was that he couldn't even manage to escape with his元婴. He was trapped by the Fire Serpent King’s妖力.

"Friend,"

The young元婴 on the elder’s face showed signs of distress as it spoke. "Why add a 'small' character?"

"Because the true 黄泉路 leads to the Netherworld, while this one leads to the palace of the Arhats. Now, no more idle talk, follow the plan and move!"

The gray-robed elder finished speaking and his figure condensed before descending from midair. The other Luo family disciples followed quickly.

At a certain secluded residence by the Indeterminate River, a couple was in their wedding chamber, engaging in passionate activities for an entire day and night.

Heavenly conscience, Lin Xuan wasn't lingering over women; even as an advanced元婴 cultivator, he was exhausted. Fortunately, 凤舞九天诀 was a top-tier cultivation technique that strengthened his body, but it still left him feeling like he had fought a late-stage old monster.

The reason for this was twofold: one, Qinxin's injuries were worse than expected; two, using dual cultivation to replenish her innate essence took much longer than anticipated. Thankfully, his efforts weren't in vain, as his beloved wife was finally saved from the brink of death.

Now that Ou Yang Fairy had fully recovered from her injuries—aside from poisoning and essence loss—Lin Xuan felt a bit pale after such exertion.

"Lord, are you alright?"

Ou Yang leaned against Lin Xuan's chest, looking content. She no longer felt embarrassed; they were already so intimate for the night. "I need to meditate."

Lin Xuan’s eyes had regained clarity. Though dual cultivation was delightful, he wouldn’t get lost in it. He had been cultivating for years with the goal of achieving immortality.

"Alright, let me help you dress."

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Ou Yang didn't feel any disappointment; instead, she smiled warmly. "When two hearts are truly meant to be together, what does it matter if they're apart?"

She hoped her chosen partner wouldn’t just dally but would strive for ascension and spend less time on moonlit nights. She needed to focus on cultivating.

"Ha! This isn't necessary."

Though they were dual cultivation partners, Lin Xuan didn’t like having a woman dress him. With a wave of his sleeve, he transformed into a new green robe.

He then extended his hand and tapped his waist, causing several jade bottles to fly out from his storage bag.

With the dual infant and pill in his body, he wasn't too concerned about essence loss, but in this strange Indeterminate River, he wanted to recover as quickly as possible. He had a bad feeling that he shouldn’t be complacent.

He swallowed various medicinal pills and sat cross-legged, fingers forming seals on his knees as he began meditating to restore his power.

"Lord, why haven't you come out yet?"

Outside the cave, a beautiful girl with a melancholic expression waited by the entrance. She had been waiting for nearly two days.

She looked around, realizing that this place was once her palace a million years ago.

That drop of blood must be hers.

With determination, she clenched her fists and turned to look at the cave behind her, sighing softly. "Lord is good in everything, but he's too sentimental."

This was undoubtedly an advantage, but Lord knew so many beautiful female cultivators.

As a result, she couldn't help feeling resentful.

She had secretly used her powers to peek inside when she wasn’t bothered by waiting.

Her face flushed with excitement and a hint of resentment.

"Lord, this heartless radish."

Though she said it, she couldn’t be angry. After two hundred years, she had always relied on Lord for everything. His care was boundless; every time she felt resentful, he would remind her of his kindness.

Not only did the little girl not get upset, but she was relieved that Xiao Tao had fallen asleep again. If she were awake, with her fiery personality, things might have gotten out of hand.

"Lord, this heartless radish."

Though she said it, she couldn’t be angry. After two hundred years, she had always relied on Lord for everything. His care was boundless; every time she felt resentful, he would remind her of his kindness.

Not only did the little girl not get upset, but she was relieved that Xiao Tao had fallen asleep again. If she were awake, with her fiery personality, things might have gotten out of hand.

"Phew!"

Just as she was thinking this, a loud rumbling sound echoed in the cave entrance. The door slowly opened.

"Lord!"

The girl turned to see Lin Xuan’s familiar face, feeling a bit awkward. She knew his feelings and was worried about causing trouble with Ou Yang.

Fortunately, her smile remained unchanged. "Phew," Lin Xuan relaxed, his anxious expression vanishing completely.

Ou Yang watched this scene but didn’t feel jealous; she already knew Qinxin's feelings for Moonlight and understood their master-servant relationship was more like a parent-child bond to Lin Xuan.

To be honest, even though they had dual cultivation ties, Ou Yang’s importance in his heart couldn't match the little girl’s. After all, two hundred years of companionship made her inseparable from him.

Thus, she didn’t harbor any resentment towards Moonlight and instead wanted to maintain a harmonious relationship with Lin Xuan for their happiness together.

Unlike ordinary women who might be jealous or competitive, Ou Yang had lived for over three centuries and understood the importance of harmony in relationships.

"If I treat her well, I believe she will do the same."

Seeing Moonlight embrace Lin Xuan, Ou Yang’s face remained serene as she waited by his side.

After a while, Lin Xuan realized he had been neglecting Ou Yang during their conversation with the little girl and felt guilty.

Though Qinxin was now his partner, he should introduce her properly. However, he found himself tongue-tied.

His strategic mind worked well in battle but struggled with words now.

"Lord, please leave for a moment so I can talk to Moonlight," Ou Yang understood Lin Xuan’s discomfort and kindly suggested.

"But"

"Don’t worry, Lord. Would I bully poor Moonlight?"

Since Qinxin had brought this up, Lin Xuan couldn't stay any longer. He trusted Ou Yang's intelligence; she wouldn’t mistreat Moonlight.

"Alright." Lin Xuan nodded and transformed into a streak of light, flying away to the distant sky.
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On the other side, Luo Jia Qunxuan only mentioned entering the Xuan Yuan Pavilion. However, before his eyes stood a group of old monsters who were all staring in disbelief and shock.

It was no wonder they were stunned. Although this pavilion was the largest structure in Xuan Yuan City, with its grandeur, it was still made from huge stones. How could there be mountains and rivers inside? It felt like he had stepped into a small thousand-world realm.

Unlike everyone else's expressions of astonishment, the old patriarch of Luo Family wore a satisfied look on his face. Although the ancient texts were incomplete, their records indeed matched; this pavilion was an independent space created by powerful demons to conceal the entrance to River Wuzheng.

However, after a brief moment of excitement, his expression turned grim. This journey had been too smooth. Where could that nine-headed old monster have gone?

According to logic, he should be facing two late-stage cultivators among the Luo Family members. But there was something else.

"Brother Pavilion Tower, your worries were not in vain. I must admit my carelessness earlier. The Luo Family of Tianzhou has risen from the ashes," a man with green eyes and long ears said from about a hundred feet away amidst a cluster of rocks. He was known for his fondness for women, the nine-headed old monster.

"Their strength is not to be underestimated. Those twenty people are all late-stage cultivators, two even being late-stage experts." Another elderly man with youthful features also spoke in a serious tone.

"Two late-stage experts? Hmm, there's more."

"What? Could it be that there's another late-stage cultivator among them? Why didn't I notice him?" the Lotus Master asked in surprise.

"Not an ordinary late-stage cultivator, but one of my peers," the nine-headed old monster said dismissively.

"Another peer? That means they're at the stage of Separation and Union?"

The Lotus Master's face turned pale. "Is it possible? The Luo Family of Tianzhou has remnants, but after years of pressure from our Seven Sects, they've been like rats in a market—barely surviving. How could they produce a cultivator at the stage of Separation and Union?"

"Ha! Younger cousin Lotus, have you forgotten how the Luo Family rose to prominence like a comet? They had the bloodline of Heavenly Saber Ming Wang. Although their lineage is now very diluted, it still gives them better cultivation potential than ordinary cultivators. Occasionally producing a prodigy who reaches Separation and Union isn't so unusual," the nine-headed old monster said.

"Indeed."

The Lotus Master was speechless but had to admit that the nine-headed old monster's words were not exaggerated. The Luo Family of Tianzhou always produced prodigies, even if they were in decline.

"How should we proceed now, Elder?"

Although the Lotus Master held a high position, in the world of cultivators, strength ruled. He respectfully listened as the nine-headed old monster spoke.

"Proceed? The Luo Family must have been scheming for a long time. What do you think is their ultimate goal?" the nine-headed old monster asked with a smile.

"I don't know, but it's not just about revenge. They must be after something significant," the Lotus Master said after some thought.

"Hmm, your analysis makes sense. This incident in Xuan Yuan City has involved all twelve states of Tianyun. The culprit will soon become a household name. Not only are the Seven Great Sects against them, but the entire cultivator world will see them as a thorn in their side."

"Taking such a reckless action, that Luo Family old monster must be either insane or plotting something big," the nine-headed old monster said.

The Lotus Master's face showed signs of anxiety. If the Luo Family were to rise again, it would directly impact the Seven Great Sects.

"Elder, what should we do? We need to stop them," the Lotus Master said anxiously.

"Stop them? Just you and me?" a sneer appeared on the nine-headed old monster's lips. "The Luo Family old monster's power is not inferior to mine. In a short time, it would be impossible for us to determine who wins. Unless Younger cousin Lotus has confidence in facing the remaining Luo Family members alone."

"Haha, that's impossible," the Lotus Master replied, shaking his head and laughing bitterly. "Although as the head of a sect, his power far exceeds ordinary late-stage cultivators, he entered the realm of full maturity nearly a century ago. Facing nearly twenty late-stage cultivators alone is like an old man hanging himself—suicide."

"Unfortunately, Master Wisdom isn't here."

"Hmph, don't mention that guy." The nine-headed old monster's face darkened when talking about Wisdom. It was no wonder he was upset; back then, he had agreed to hold off Dream Ruyan for Wisdom so he could kill Lin Xuan.

Now, he had inadvertently offended the fiery first female cultivator of Yunzhou and hadn't even seen a single Lychee fruit.

A few days ago, he had seen half of Wisdom's body in a nearby cave.

He didn't know if that old monster was alive or dead. His fall wouldn't matter much, but it would be a waste for him to work so hard only to offend Dream Ruyan.

The taste of losing something and gaining nothing was truly unpleasant.

However, the doubts among them made the nine-headed old monster feel uneasy.

Wisdom was at the stage of Separation and Union, far beyond ordinary late-stage cultivators. He couldn't believe he would fall to Lin Xuan's hands.

What was going on here?

Initially, he had no idea, but seeing the Luo Family's lineup now, he had some guesses.

Such thoughts made him more cautious. Past mistakes should be remembered for future lessons. Wisdom was likely defeated by the Luo Family; he needed to be more careful and avoid making the same mistake as that old monster.

"Elder, what should we do? We can't just sit and wait."

The Lotus Master spoke anxiously. Although their forces were vastly different, knowing there was a conspiracy made waiting unbearable. Unfortunately, his senior wasn't present, so even with his late-stage power, he couldn't single-handedly eliminate the Luo Family members.

"Hmph, don't panic, Younger cousin. I never said we should just wait."

The nine-headed old monster's lips curved into a smile as he narrowed his eyes and turned to look at something.

The Lotus Master was surprised and quickly released his divine sense. His brows furrowed with mixed emotions, sensing something.

After only a few moments, a streak of fiery light appeared in the distance, hidden yet visible. It moved fast but deliberately concealed its aura.

"Fire Dragon King!"

Without doubt, it was the Fire Dragon King who had been following them.

Unlike the Lotus Master's reaction, the nine-headed old monster's face showed joy. Normally, he wouldn't have cared about a late-stage fire dragon, but now, it could be useful.

With this thought, he revealed his presence and waved his sleeves, sending a green light into the sky.

The Fire Dragon King had been cautious, sensing that many powerful late-stage cultivators were present. He feared exposure.

Suddenly feeling the rising demonic aura, the Fire Dragon King was alarmed, thinking they might have fallen into an ambush. His flight slowed as he looked around with caution.

As a late-stage transformed creature, his divine sense was formidable. Without any attempt to hide, he quickly identified the human and dragon duo.

"Friends, urgent recommendation votes are needed!" The author of this story, Huan Yu, urgently requested support from readers on various platforms. He explained that while competing for monthly tickets with other authors was intense, he only wanted free daily recommendations that would keep refreshing in everyone's accounts. He pleaded with the readers to help him rise up.
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Jiashen relaxed, the逼光 receding as he slowly descended to the ground.

"Junior, I've come to pay my respects to the Ancestor."

"No need for such formalities. This old man has known that old devil dragon of the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley for over a thousand years..."

"Haha, Senior is correct. My ancestor often speaks of you," Fire Serpent Jiashen said with a sycophantic smile as he praised the elder. He then bowed to Qinglian Hermit.

Though the human and demon races had long-standing grievances—taking each other's essence cores, swallowing demonic pills—it was merely superficial.

In truth, their various factions were intertwined for mutual benefit. Without such cooperation, they wouldn't have joined forces against ancient demons in the first place.

Unlike his earlier flattery towards Jiashen, Qinglian Hermit was a major sect leader, and Jiashen also held a high rank. They naturally greeted each other as equals.

After some pleasantries, they quickly got down to business. "Junior, why have you come here?"

"I've found a group of mysterious cultivators with suspicious behavior, so I came to report," Lin Xuan replied.

"Could these mysterious cultivators be the remnants of Luo Family?" Qinglian Hermit's brows furrowed.

"Luo Family remnants?" Jiashen was momentarily taken aback. He hadn't fully grasped what was being said.

Qinglian Hermit quickly explained his encounter with Jiashen, and Jiashen nodded. "I see."

Jiashen's expression darkened. With his abilities, even if he didn't fully understand the situation, he had heard of Luo Family's involvement. He hadn't expected them to resurface, which was troublesome.

Though Jiashen wasn't a good guy, he still wanted to exploit this opportunity for personal gain. After all, Luo Family's bold move must have some grand plan behind it, even if Lin Xuan didn't know the specifics.

The three understood each other's intentions without needing to say anything explicitly. They respected the old monster and wouldn't dare offend him.

A united front was beneficial for everyone. The old demon could take the meat while they got a taste of the broth.

Besides, luck was unpredictable. Even though Jiashen far outmatched them in power, there might be an unexpected opportunity to seize a treasure.

They also thwarted Luo Family's plans, which benefited their sect and themselves. Why not cooperate?

The three quickly formed a small but formidable alliance. "Junior, since we're all on the same page, let’s follow the remnants of Luo Family secretly. We’ll act according to my signals."

"Leave everything to Senior," Lin Xuan said.

"Agreed, success will require your assistance, Senior. I'll follow your instructions," Lin Xuan replied.

Jiashen nodded approvingly and gestured for them to follow him as he produced a small, seemingly insignificant object from his waist—a灵舟 (spirit boat).

"This is an old treasure of mine. Though it has limited use, its concealment abilities are formidable. As long as we use敛气术 (concealment techniques), even that old devil dragon should be unable to detect us," Jiashen said as he stepped onto the spirit boat.

Fire Serpent and Qinglian Hermit were pleased and followed suit. The spirit boat's red glow faded, leaving only a faint shadow that shot towards the horizon.

Meanwhile, by the Indeterminate River, Lin Xuan was restless. "Why did we talk for so long?"

He spoke to himself, though he trusted Qinxin wouldn't harm Yue'er. Still, their absence had him worried. He couldn't help but feel anxious.

If he wanted, he could use his divine sense to eavesdrop on them without being detected, but he decided against it. It wasn’t out of fear that they might notice; his abilities allowed for stealthy observation. However, respect was important in human interactions.

He waited, taking a deep breath to calm himself. But the worry persisted. Concern could cloud judgment.

Facing powerful enemies didn't scare Lin Xuan, but caring about someone close to him sometimes made him lose focus. It wasn’t lack of maturity or resilience; it was just that everyone had emotions.

The path of immortality was lonely and difficult. Thus, he cherished those around him more when dealing with enemies.

Lin Xuan sighed as he thought of Peacock. Where was Aiyuan now?

His thoughts wandered until two streaks of light appeared before his eyes. He looked up to see Yue'er and Qinxin approaching.

They greeted him warmly. "Master," "Young Master."

The truth was, Qinxin had spoken candidly with her about their feelings, treating her like a cherished sister.

However, Yue'er still felt uncomfortable. No girl liked sharing her love, especially after their intimate moment. She felt a twinge of jealousy.

What should she do? After reincarnating, Yue'er wasn't the ruthless阴司主 (阴司 ruler). If it were her past life, she would have faced dire consequences for being unfaithful.

The idea of the eighteen hells in the underworld was no exaggeration. The Asura King despised infidelity.

But this time, things were different. Yue'er felt a genuine affection for Lin Xuan. Without him, everything felt gray. Longevity and immortality meant nothing.

Moreover, Qinxin had said that if not for his intervention, she would have perished long ago...

Yue'er wasn't heartless; she understood Lin Xuan's loyalty was due to chance. Knowing this, Yue'er didn’t blame him. She also saw Qinxin’s attempts at flattery and knew it wouldn’t be right to reject her.

Given the situation, rejecting her outright would only make things worse for Lin Xuan.

Yue'er loved Lin Xuan deeply and didn't want to see him suffer. Her kindness was genuine.

Thus, she called Qinxin "sister" without hesitation.

Of course, it wasn’t easy. Acceptance took time.

Lin Xuan sighed, understanding Yue'er’s feelings. He felt both guilty and heartbroken.

Such a good girl deserved his utmost care. He also looked at Qinxin apologetically; being long-term faithful to so many women was painful.

Qinxin silently sighed but didn’t show it. She had lived for over three centuries, understanding human emotions well. In Lin Xuan’s heart, Yue'er held an irreplaceable position.

Given her own actions, there was no point in competing with her sister. She wanted to help instead.

Lin Xuan knew this was the best outcome. He could only cherish those around him now.

"Master, we're at the Indeterminate River. I'm fine now," Yue'er said, aligning with Lin Xuan’s plan. The area was more desolate and dangerous than the previous spirit island, making it unwise to stay longer.

As they spoke, Lin Xuan surveyed their surroundings. Such a space should have been expected.
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"Kitty, I have a request to make," Lin Xuan suddenly spoke slowly.

"What are you saying, my lord? You shouldn't be so formal with me," said Wang Yu'ge, her face turning red. She couldn't help but recall the absurd scene during his healing, which was all because of this technique. However, she quickly suppressed her embarrassment: "Of course, if you want to learn it, there's no problem."

This ability was recorded at the end of the Sound Wave Skill, and in truth, it was a secret that shouldn't be passed down within their sect. But with the passage of time, the rules had long lost their meaning on White Cloud Mountain, which now only had herself and Yun'er left. How could she refuse her lord's request?
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Raindrops were impressive, and Er Xi Qing said softly, "Friend Light-Three has donated another seven hundred. Mirage Rain doesn't know how to express gratitude." She could only work hard to repay everyone's support. Honestly speaking, because of some personal matters, Mirage Rain had been busy as a bee lately. But what could she do in the face of such generous support?

There were so many raindrops that were Mirage Rain’s honor. Everyone’s support had brought her to this point. Her creed was to be grateful. Thank you all for today.

They had never seen anything like this battle before, but they didn’t know whose attack it belonged to.

Her expression changed as suddenly as a Peking Opera performance, instantly transforming from a fierce look into one of gentleness.

Jiang Ming took the cup and inspected it; its effect was only slightly better than ordinary spirit water.

“You’d better go back with us quietly if you don’t want to get hurt. This web isn’t something you can escape from just by your current strength,” the middle-aged man warned, seemingly understanding my thoughts.

As time dragged on, finally, Master Su Tong Wang of the Life Gate Sect, who was responsible for guarding the Heavenly Foundation Sect, arrived with a group of elite disciples.

Downstairs in front of the Imperial Capital Hotel, there were over a thousand companies and enterprises that had cooperated with the Li Family. They all hoped to curry favor by taking this opportunity.

The man didn’t dare argue with Lin Qianqian. Chen Feng watched from the side, finding Lin Qianqian’s life very satisfying; she could befriend anyone—red or black.

Everyone was dumbfounded, including Dominant Absolute, the two leaders, human great cultivators, array masters, Pure Yang True Man, and the young man.

There were no spider webs, as not every planet with living beings had spiders. Moreover, given Xuan Academy’s resources and techniques, even a fly might be hard to find, let alone a spider.

Liang Xiao was still reeling from Jiang Ming's harsh treatment earlier. Many people were waiting to see his humiliation. However, Liang En did not pursue the matter.

Song Nan smiled brightly, while the man beside Rulong gently rubbed her head, showing obvious affection.

By the end, it had become a dense cluster of insects. Due to their bodies being crimson red, they appeared like fresh flesh from afar, causing chills down one's spine.

Liu Jin Feng shook his head; on the surface, he seemed unbothered by this. In reality, he had guessed something and learned through Ami’s initial clumsy behavior that she had been living it up in the Zhou Li family over these years.

Despite many guests coming to congratulate them, and it being summer, everyone felt a chill down their spines, as if there was a vengeful eye watching them silently from above.

Shen Qing shook her head, trying not to panic. Since Qi Siqi’s appearance, she had been uneasy. Could Li Jian have done this?

After all, even if it wasn’t the best place, it was still an inexhaustible source of merit. Its hell realm also aligned with their Western faith.

Yi Ya Yi subtly gestured to those around him; Heavenly Sect shook his head. Although Great Monk had bravely resisted a force that could move mountains, his divine sea was crystal clear without any signs of cultivation—this was undeniable.

"Senior Brother Cao, not only are you quick-tongued, but your feet are also swift," someone said beside him, causing laughter to ripple through the crowd again.

Afraid of being blamed by the court after escaping, they had boldly spread rumors that there were half a million troops from the Ice Orchid Barbarians entering. This rumor directly led several cities to surrender without fighting. The five thousand Ice Orchid soldiers moved like they were in an empty space, their hooves pointing straight at Jin Feng’s Imperial Capital, Jade Dew City.

Just as I was about to go comfort them, Fat Man pointed fearfully behind me with a trembling hand.
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Lin Xian felt somewhat surprised as he scanned the surroundings. He had originally thought that besides himself and Qinyin, only the Vajra Hall's seat of the Bodhi Seat would be here in the Indeterminate River. Unexpectedly, what met his eyes was an old man.

The stranger’s face was unfamiliar; there was no trace of recognition, but he had reached late-stage Immortal Nurturing. Where did this person come from?

Lin Xian felt a shock as he thought about it. Although the target wasn’t what he expected, his intent to kill remained unchanged. He didn't know the other party's purpose, and for Qinyin’s successful cultivation, the Mephistopheles Divine Blood must be obtained. There was no room for leniency.

Without hesitation, Lin Xian landed behind a large stone about a thousand feet away and hid himself.

This person was none other than the Elder Monster of Tianqiao Sect, Jiang Laozhuang.

The same sect fighting each other—this masked cultivator, although also a ruthless figure, chose to self-destruct when she saw that there was no hope. She preferred to die rather than let the other party have it easy.

However, as an Immortal Nurturing late-stage cultivator, Jiang Laozhuang’s abilities were truly formidable. He managed to escape with his life by promptly using defensive treasures, but he still suffered some injuries. The old monster was both angry and upset. Since the masked woman had chosen self-destruction, even her physical body and soul were completely annihilated.

After feeling depressed, Jiang Laozhuang decided to give up. Fortunately, his injuries weren’t severe. He wanted to find a secluded place for a brief rest but unexpectedly encountered numerous ghosts and spirits attacking him from the river.

They were truly reckless! Although there were many of them, he was an Immortal Nurturing late-stage cultivator. Jiang Laozhuang’s face showed anger as he waved his sleeves and sent out a blue light that transformed into a giant hand with sparks flashing on its surface. It seemed that the old monster practiced a lightning attribute cultivation technique.

However, those low-grade ghosts ignored him and continued their frenzied attacks.

Lin Xian frowned slightly, feeling somewhat puzzled. He sensed something was amiss…

But he couldn’t put his finger on exactly what it was.

"Master, why are there no high-stage ghostly entities in this area?"

Moon’s voice entered his ears. The young girl’s words reminded Lin Xian that according to common sense, such a large number of spirits should be controlled by high-stage ghosts.

Lin Xian’s thoughts raced as he quietly released his divine sense…

Not far ahead, Jiang Laozhuang cast a spell and two giant hands attacked the ghostly entities.

Although the spirits seemed fierce, their strength was worlds apart. Even with such a large number, they couldn’t make up for this significant gap. Howls of ghosts filled the air, and in no time, nearly a thousand ghosts were completely crushed into powder.

The surroundings fell silent again.

Lin Xian felt something was amiss, so he didn’t rush to act but planned to observe before deciding his next move. Unexpectedly, Jiang Laozhuang turned around.

"Friend, you’ve been watching from the side for so long; why not reveal yourself? Are you really waiting for me to make the first move?"

He had discovered him?

Lin Xian was momentarily stunned, then a faint smile appeared on his lips. It seemed he had underestimated himself. He relied too much on his extensive experience and superior cultivation and magical power compared to other cultivators of the same stage. But he didn’t realize that reaching late-stage Immortal Nurturing required enduring countless trials and tribulations. Not many possessed hidden techniques, so one shouldn’t underestimate heroes from all over the world.

Since his presence had been discovered, hiding further was meaningless. Although surprised by Jiang Laozhuang’s ability to spot him, Lin Xian wasn’t afraid. He floated into the air as green light enveloped him.

"Is it you?"

Upon seeing Lin Xian's face clearly, Jiang Laozhuang showed obvious surprise on his face. Lin Xian didn't feel surprised by this; the Vajra Hall’s pursuit order hadn't been withdrawn yet, and there weren’t many Immortal Nurturing cultivators in Yunzhou who wouldn’t recognize him.

"You… how did you end up here?"

Jiang Laozhuang released his divine sense and scanned Lin Xian. His expression turned extremely ugly as he realized that the other party had advanced to late-stage Immortal Nurturing.

"Why should I tell you?"

"Fine, indeed a proud young man. But when the Vajra Hall issued the pursuit order, you were still in middle-stage Immortal Nurturing. Although it’s unclear how you managed to advance so quickly, this time can’t be too long," Jiang Laozhuang said coldly.

"Then what?" Lin Xian replied coldly.

"What then?" Jiang Laozhuang's face showed a sinister expression: "Even though we are both late-stage cultivators, I have been in late-stage Immortal Nurturing for over a hundred years. You haven’t stabilized your realm and think you can match me. Once I take your head, the Vajra Hall will surely reward me generously."

This old monster could kill his fellow sectmate, Jiang Laozhuang was undoubtedly ruthless. Seeing Lin Xian, he had already developed a killing intent; it wasn't just because of the pursuit order but to compete for this place's treasures.

He didn’t know that this was the Indeterminate River or heard about the Mephistopheles Divine Blood. But by chance, he received news that the Vajra Hall occupied Red Cloud Valley and had valuable treasures. Unfortunately, this fellow still didn't realize that he had already entered another space through the spatial vortex.

As one of the Four Greats of the Vajra Hall, Qingxuan couldn’t defeat a middle-stage Immortal Nurturing cultivator and lost his physical body in the process. Such a loss to his reputation was naturally not mentioned in the pursuit order; instead, he found an excuse to cover it up.

Otherwise, knowing Lin Xian’s abilities were so extraordinary, Jiang Laozhuang wouldn’t dare challenge him even if he had treasures on him. After all, the path of cultivation was fraught with difficulties. From a beginner at the灵动期 (flexible period) stage to a dominant late-stage Immortal Nurturing cultivator, who didn't bully the weak and fear the powerful? Challenging someone stronger than you would be foolish unless your mind had been kicked by a donkey.
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"Oh, you want to kill me."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. He had come here as the hunter. But in others' eyes, he was instead seen as a weak and easily preyed-upon target.

"Indeed, friend, your age is not great yet, but you've advanced to the Spiritinfancy period, truly impressive. With time, you might even reach the Separation stage. Too bad I met you," said Old Monster Jiang with a cruel expression on his face. This guy was not only vicious in his thoughts but also envious by nature. He had always boasted about his spirit root being nonpareil, yet he encountered Lin Xuan, this heaven-defying figure.

Although the cultivation technique had an anti-aging effect and it was hard to tell his exact age, he was undoubtedly much younger than when Lin Xuan reached the late stage of Foundation Establishment.

Old Monster Jiang felt both envious and jealous, with a perverse sense of satisfaction. The thought of being able to kill a potential Separation-stage genius made him extremely excited.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed tightly. He didn't know what the old monster was thinking, but his expression alone was enough to make Lin Xuan feel nauseous. At mid-stage cultivator, he had already destroyed Kōngxuán's essence core. Now that he had just reached late Foundation Establishment, how could this old monster underestimate him?

"Surprise!" Jiang Family elder was taken aback as the power of the treasure far exceeded his expectations. Lin Xuan had advanced to the Spiritinfancy period not long ago and still possessed formidable abilities.

He couldn't be too complacent!

With a puff, he exhaled a stream of essence energy. The azure cloth emitted a vivid blue light and transformed into a thick wall of water, about seven or eight zhang high.

"Surprise?"

Lin Xuan was no stranger to the world, but he had never heard of such an ancient treasure with this ability. Indeed, the world was vast, filled with talented individuals. He couldn't underestimate heroes from all corners of it.

After the wall appeared, Lin Xuan and the elder were separated by a river.

Though surprised, Lin Xuan didn't stop. Instead, he poured more magical power into the Azure Flame Sword.

The azure light became increasingly glaring as it slashed through the water wall.

"Ow..."

A muffled sound entered his ears. The resistance from the sword blade was immense. Although the momentum wasn't completely halted, for every inch it advanced after a meter, the resistance doubled.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but mutter to himself that this treasure was even more mysterious than he had imagined. But he wouldn't give up easily.

With just one treasure, how could anyone think they could block his Azure Flame?

The old monster would regret it!

In such circumstances, apart from testing the quality of the treasure, it was also a test of their magical power. The old man thought he had him cornered since Lin Xuan had only recently advanced to late Foundation Establishment and hadn't fully stabilized his realm. He believed there was no comparison between them.

From the perspective of ordinary cultivators, every late-stage cultivator in the Yunzhōu region possessed earth-shaking abilities. But once they entered this realm, they realized how far apart they were.

Not only did the late stage differ from the Great Perfection stage; even among those at the same late stage, a small sect with good fortune could produce a high-ranking cultivator who would dominate their territory. However, compared to the seven major sects' peers, it was worlds apart.

Apart from realm, many factors determined a cultivator's strength: the quality of magical treasures, the power of cultivation techniques, even one's wealth might influence the outcome.

Millions of crystal stones could kill someone. Even if facing late-stage cultivators, an initial-stage cultivator equipped with numerous Heaven Rank talismans and millions of crystal stones had a chance to defeat them.

The old monster was looking down on Lin Xuan because he had just advanced, but Lin Xuan's situation was special. He wasn't like ordinary cultivators. In the past month, his realm hadn't fully stabilized, which was exactly what Old Monster Jiang had anticipated. However, as a dual-Spirit婴儿 cultivator with an additional demon core in his body, Lin Xuan's magical power was more substantial than even late-stage Great Perfection.

The old monster was merely showing off before the master door.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. He raised both hands and flicked out several magical incantations.

Boom!

With Lin Xuan's actions,磅礴的精神压力 descended from the sky. Since they had already broken their facade to fight, there was no need for him to hide anything. Magical power surged like tidal waves from his body.

"Impossible!"

The old monster exclaimed in shock. He never expected such a result. How could someone who just advanced to late stage have such terrifying magical pressure and power?

It was known that magical pressure was an aura, but it differed from the aura of martial artists. It involved the release of magical power.

For same-stage cultivators, releasing magical pressure generally had little effect.

However, for low-stage cultivators facing high-stage ones, being under their magical pressure felt uncomfortable. Those with a firm mind might be fine, but those who were weaker in character could even have their strength affected.

Thus, few dared to challenge higher stages in the cultivation world; it was difficult as one word suggested—hard.

But he and Lin Xuan were at the same stage. Following common sense, there should be no significant effect from magical pressure. If anything, he would be stronger.

Why did this situation arise?

He had always hunted geese but got pecked in the eye by one. Could it be that the person before him wasn't Lin Xuan but a hidden Separation-stage old monster pretending to be someone else?

For a moment, Old Monster Jiang even entertained such an idea.

It wasn't his fault; at this moment, although Lin Xuan's magical pressure was still far from his uncle's level, it had already surpassed that of a Great Perfection cultivator. It shouldn't have been the realm of Spirit婴儿.

Panic and unease were common among higher-stage cultivators, but Old Monster Jiang wasn't just another pretender. He had advanced to late stage for real.

Taking a deep breath, he managed to suppress his nervousness.

The other party was not a Separation-stage cultivator; otherwise, why would they be slowly wearing each other down? A full attack could severely injure him even if it couldn't kill him.

"Could you have mastered dual-Spirit婴儿 secret techniques?" Old Monster Jiang asked with a green face.

This old man wasn't just living. After his brief panic, he had guessed something close to the truth.

But Lin Xuan was not interested in explaining. At this moment, chatting would only waste time. Killing him was what Lin Xuan hoped for.

Lin Xuan raised both hands and flicked out several more magical incantations as he shouted: "Quickly."

A flash of light erupted. The Azure Flame Sword's aura burst forth, becoming as brilliant as the sun in the water wall.

Crack!

The water wall seemed like a torn cloth; despite the increased resistance for every inch it advanced, under Lin Xuan's full effort, the sword sliced through the water and struck the old monster's face with force.

Old Monster Jiang's expression was almost as ghastly as that of a corpse. He knew this "Water Cloud Silk" treasure had been obtained after much hardship and good fortune.

Although its quality couldn't match those of the Heaven-defying treasures, it was still among the best in ancient treasures left by senior cultivators.

Even his uncle praised it, saying he could withstand an attack from a Separation-stage cultivator if driven by him.

Of course, that referred to ordinary ones.

But a Separation-stage old monster could summon heaven and earth's essence at will; even a casual strike was formidable, indicating the wall's defense was astonishing. With this treasure, facing same-stage opponents, he could easily gain an upper hand. Even against sect leaders, he had a chance of victory. But it was unexpected that this nameless young man broke through so effortlessly.
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The old monster was both enraged and frightened, his heart already retreating.

This old monster was a bully who feared strength but bullied the weak; seeing Lin Xuan as hard to handle, he had already started thinking about retreating.

But how could it be so easy for him to leave? After piercing through that strange water wall, the Qinghu Sword rushed like lightning and fiercely slashed at his neck.

The light was dazzling, and the momentum unstoppable. As an advanced元婴 cultivator, Jiang Old Monster's back felt a chill down his spine.

Facing a hard hit, he raised both hands, gripping them in reverse as electric sparks flashed across his body, vanishing without a trace.

It was undoubtedly the teleportation technique of a high-stage cultivator.

Though not as instantaneous as instant travel, it had given him an initial glimpse into spatial techniques.

Unfortunately, before Lin Xuan, this was mere showboating.

Seeing his target disappear, Lin Xuan remained calm and collected. He flipped his left hand, revealing an ancient-looking spear in the palm of his hand.

He grasped it and swung it down as if casually.

The sound of clashing echoed in his ears, but to no effect.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. What could this be? With a flick of his left hand, a greenish light shot out.

It transformed into a tornado that instantly dispersed the fog, revealing a figure that wasn't made of metal or jade. Despite its head being severed, its limbs continued to move.

"Puppet."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Could this be a cultivator from Tianqiao Sect?

Frustrating!

At the same time, several miles away, a streak of light raced through the air. Inside was an old man of towering height.

Jiang Old Monster was muttering curses under his breath. He had thought it would be easy prey but found himself kicking against a hard surface. He had never seen such a formidable元婴 cultivator before; with identical levels, he felt as if he couldn't even defend himself.

Even the sect master was far less powerful than him. Recalling how Qinghu's attack had been like a bamboo splitting open, he still shuddered at the memory.

The water cloud cloth didn't work either, but fortunately, he had brought a puppet from an元婴 cultivator.

These were crafted from various rare materials and were incredibly hard. Despite being cut off its head by one sword, it had given him some time to escape.

He clutched his chest as blood continued to seep out. His mana was also failing; this was due to the Qinghu Sword's injury, though not fatal.

Still not out of danger, Jiang Old Monster couldn't afford any slack and even ignored his injuries. He summoned all his mana to use the fastest possible concealment technique.

"Master, aren't you going to chase after him?"

A beautiful young girl appeared in a flash of white light before him, barefoot with an incomparable beauty that could make anyone's heart race—Moon.

Knowing Master Lin's style for two hundred years, she knew he would either do nothing or completely annihilate the enemy. This half-hearted approach was extremely rare.

"I want to chase too, but" Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head left and said, "Friend, you've been watching for so long; why not show yourself? I enjoy seeing others struggle while reaping the benefits myself. It seems our interests are similar, but it's no longer a possibility."

"What? Is there someone else here?" Moon was startled.

She looked around frantically but saw nothing.

A cold wind blew, and the only sound was the flowing of the river, which seemed peaceful and serene.

Lin Xuan sighed, "Looks like you're a donkey; pulling doesn't work, pushing retreats. You won't show yourself if I don't give you some pain."

He flipped his left hand again, revealing a green flame the size of an egg in his palm.

Though small, it exuded immense pressure that made one's eyes widen. Lin Xuan shook his hand, and from the tip of the flame, a bird about a foot long emerged.

With a spread of its wings, it darted towards the river over a hundred feet away and plunged into the water with a whoosh.

According to the basic principles of the Five Elements, water could extinguish fire. However, in this world, the Green Illusory Profound Fire could burn anything; how could ordinary mundane water put out such flames?

Once it reached the surface, a thunderous roar echoed as the once calm river suddenly churned into massive waves.

In the midst of the waves, a terrifying monster appeared.

With eight tentacles, it swung them up and down. Each was thicker than a yellow bucket, and its huge head resembled an octopus from the sea but had distinct human features.

A demon?

No, analyzing the lingering阴气, there could be no doubt—it was undoubtedly a ghost beast from the阴司 realm.

These things were even more troublesome than demons; judging by their appearance, they seemed to have some form of intelligence. Could this be the one who controlled those low-grade ghostly creatures to attack the cultivator from Tianqiao Sect? What was its purpose?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he considered these possibilities. However, delving deeper wouldn't yield much.

The Green Illusory Profound Fire transformed into a bird and swooped down. The ghost beast showed fear in its eyes, its fangs exposed as it spat out a foul-smelling black liquid.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; was it poison?

To his surprise, the bird ignored it, even showing signs of joy, bravely charging forward.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the black liquid was devoured by the bird. It then crashed into the monster, enveloping its entire body in green flames and emitting a deafening scream.

In less than half an hour, the monster was reduced to ashes.

After advancing, Lin Xuan's new abilities were indeed formidable, but his face showed no joy; instead, he frowned slightly.

The monster before him was terrifying, but it wasn't the real thing. Just a manifestation.

A mere ghost beast actually knew how to manifest an external body. Setting aside its strength for now, its intelligence had clearly awakened.

The Unfathomable River truly posed dangers everywhere. Getting the Deva's Blood wouldn't be as easy as he thought.

"Master, are you alright?" Moon's weak voice echoed in his ears.

"Haha, I'm fine."

Lin Xuan looked up at her and smiled affectionately. What was a danger to him? He couldn't let precious Moon delay her cultivation any longer; no matter what awaited on the path ahead, he would face it head-on—kill gods if they stood in his way, slay demons if they dared.

Making this decision, Lin Xuan felt relieved as he waved his hand. The bird transformed from the Green Illusory Profound Fire flew back to him.

Looking at the creature in his palm, Lin Xuan smiled strangely. While the Green Illusory Profound Fire was indeed powerful and domineering, it was merely a type of demon fire. After fusing with heavenly tribulation flames, he found that it seemed to have some consciousness.

How could one describe it?

It was like a spirit!

While similar to the intelligence of a beast, the difficulty was incomparable since its essence was just flame.

But there was nothing strange about this; during his time in the independent space, the tribulation clouds were already sentient and could even transform into human-faced centipedes. After being killed, he fused their essence with the Green Illusory Profound Fire, giving it a hint of consciousness.

This must be how it happened.

Although Lin Xuan hadn't expected such changes, he wasn't worried since this was undoubtedly good news.

Not only did he train diligently but also read extensively. He remembered that some ancient texts mentioned that the divine flames of great cultivators in the spirit realm were incredibly powerful and often had self-awareness.

This wasn't just a technique; it was categorized as a unique form of spiritual pet.

Unlike ordinary pets, which could die, even if they signed a blood pact with their master, there was always a chance of betrayal. But since the spirit technique originated from his own mana, there would be no betrayal—so long as he didn't perish, this entity would never die.

Moreover, once its intelligence awakened, the power would increase significantly.

Thus, seeing the Green Illusory Profound Fire gain some consciousness made him extremely happy.

Of course, there was still a slight concern. This change might have been due to fusing with heavenly tribulation flames, theoretically posing a risk of backlash. But as long as he remained cautious, it shouldn't be an issue.

With these thoughts in mind, the Green Illusory Profound Fire re-entered his body.
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After tasting the elixir, Lin Xuan turned his head, losing control over leaving. His head was severed, but even though the limbs continued to move, they posed no threat.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment. A mere early-stage Immortal婴 at this level wasn't much use to him, especially one that had been damaged. However, if he discarded it, it would be a waste.

Well, perhaps there might be future uses. With this thought, Lin Xuan reached into his belt and took out an jade box. He then cast a spell, wrapping the puppet in green mist before shrinking it and putting it inside the box. The severed head was also picked up and placed carefully, with several prohibitive talismans affixed.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan turned his head again. His gaze fell on a black stone a few dozen feet away, where a piece of silk had been laid flat at its top.

This was the defensive treasure left behind by Old Monster Jiang.

The opponent had escaped hastily and thus left it behind on the ground.

How formidable this treasure's abilities were, Lin Xuan already knew firsthand. Among ancient treasures, it was undoubtedly one of the best, far surpassing his own Black Gold Dragon Shield. Before now, he hadn't seen anything that could use softness to counter hardness.

If not for his refined essence being several levels higher than Old Monster Jiang, and even with the advantage of the purple flames, he wouldn't have been able to fully extend his arm into it.

"Good. Good."

Lin Xuan withdrew his hand, watching as the water wall flickered and returned to its silk form.

Lin Xuan examined this treasure again. If a regular defensive treasure were turned into a light screen, and he extended his arm through it, even if not destroyed, its spirit would be greatly damaged. But that piece of silk still emitted a blue glow, showing its vitality.

In other words, the treasure could use softness to counter hardness, offering astonishing defense, and seemed almost indestructible.

If not for being unable to control it with the Profound Treasure Technique, Lin Xuan might have included this item in his Primordial Sky Treasures.

But even if it was slightly inferior, it far surpassed ordinary treasures.

Of course, that didn't mean he couldn't destroy it. But at least it wasn't afraid of normal attacks.

With such a treasure, combined with the Black Gold Dragon Shield, facing an old monster from the Separation Realm would give Lin Xuan more confidence.

Perhaps, it wouldn't necessarily be about running away if defeated.

Of course, his chances of victory were still slim. But there was a possibility to fight and see what happened. The situation could only be decided after actual combat.

Lin Xuan's thoughts drifted as he suddenly noticed something. A faint purple light appeared before him, and Lin Xuan smiled.

After a moment, the light faded, revealing a beautiful woman’s face.

"Master"

Qin Xin scanned Lin Xuan, seeing his good condition and no bloodstains on his clothes, she sighed in relief.

Although she knew her husband's power far exceeded that of other peak cultivators, the saying went: "A name is not without its worth." Qiong Ming was a seat of the Pure Enlightenment Temple and one of the Four Great Beasts of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. She had killed many peak cultivators before.

"Has Master already eliminated that guy?"

Qin Xin's eyes showed some doubt. The battle ended too quickly, and although there were traces of magical battles nearby, if two peak cultivators fought, they shouldn't have caused much destruction unless it was a one-hit kill.

But this clearly wasn't possible!

"Not Qiong Ming, but a cultivator from the Heaven's Skill Sect named Lin Xuan."

Lin Xuan sighed as he slowly spoke.

"Heaven's Skill Sect?" Ouyang was taken aback. "When did they get involved?"

"I don’t know. I originally intended to let that guy escape. With us not finding an exit for so long, it proves leaving the River of No Certainty isn't easy. If my guess is correct, our search might be futile."

"Futile? Why do you say this?" Ouyang's eyes showed confusion.

"Qin Xin, I think the exit to the River of No Certainty could be within the palace itself." Lin Xuan looked up at the blood-red moon that still hung high in the sky.

"This..."

Ouyang was taken aback. After thinking about it, her husband’s words made sense. This possibility wasn't small.

"Moreover, his appearance here isn’t just by chance. I saw that old monster's expression; he definitely has other plans." Lin Xuan continued slowly.

"Purposes? Could his goal also be to seize the Deva Blood?"

"I’m not sure, but wouldn’t that be better?" Lin Xuan smiled after hearing Ouyang’s analysis. "In that case, I will eventually meet him again. This time, he escaped by luck. Next time, there won't be such good fortune."

"By killing this old monster in the River of No Certainty, no news would spread, and how could we possibly make enemies with Heaven's Skill Sect?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"Yes, that makes sense," Ouyang’s expression relaxed after hearing Lin Xuan. "What should we do now?"

"We still have over ten days until the full moon. Since we know there will be a struggle for the treasures, it would be best to set up a temporary dwelling here and rest."

"Hmm"

Ouyang nodded in agreement with her husband’s plan. With no objections, they transformed into a streak of light and went off to find a suitable place to rest.

On another side,

Old Monster Jiang had suffered greatly at Lin Xuan's hands, fleeing without any delay like a frightened bird. Now, he was several thousand miles away.

"Phew!"

Finally, he took a deep breath as his concealment spell faded, slowly descending to the ground. After such a long escape, even if that kid’s power was supreme, he wouldn’t be able to find him here. He had turned danger into safety and no longer needed to hide.

He covered his chest with his hand, blood still seeping out from between his fingers. Even for cultivators, excessive bleeding could lead to death. He needed to treat his injuries first.

Looking around, he noticed a range of undulating mountains in the distance, with black stones and some strange plants growing sparsely at their base. At the foot of the mountain was a deep lake that remained calm.

Everything seemed fine.

Releasing his divine sense, there were no signs of powerful spirit energy or阴气 nearby. In other words, it was safe here.

Relieved, he found a clean stone by the lake and sat down to check his injuries.

The right chest had been pierced by purple flames, completely perforating one lung. He didn’t know what material this sword was made from; not only was it incredibly sharp but also carried an eerie power that prevented easy healing. Otherwise, with his peak cultivator’s cultivation, he could have stopped the bleeding just by circulating his essence.

After a moment of hesitation, he reached into his belt and took out some bottles and jars, swallowing the medicinal herbs inside before applying a blood-stopping talisman to the wound.

A cool sensation spread through him. Old Monster Jiang relaxed as he closed his eyes and sat cross-legged, beginning to focus on healing his injuries and restoring his essence.

After a moment, he frowned suddenly, opening his eyes wide. Black mist had appeared around him at some point.

Upon closer inspection, these mists seemed similar to ordinary阴雾, but they were noticeably thicker.

PS: I will keep my promise. Fellow Daoists, do you still have any recommendation votes? Phantom Rain respectfully requests. (To be continued) Fastest update.
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A faint sweetness lingered in the air, though it was so subtle that one would barely notice without careful attention. However, Old Monster Qiang's expression changed abruptly. This thing is poisonous!

Almost at the same time, the ghostly mists began to stir and thicken, resembling ink from a squid rather than mist. They enveloped him with a powerful force.

Unlike ordinary beast spirits, this spirit-infused power carried an overwhelming stench of death. As a late-stage Great Cultivator, Old Monster Qiang's extensive experience made his pupils constrict. He knew he was facing the legendary ghost beasts.

The crisis arose suddenly, but despite the gloom on his face, Old Monster Qiang remained calm. With a wave of his sleeves, an ancient-looking immortal sword shot out. Its blade flashed with green light, encased in electric blue arcs. "Quickly!"

Old Monster Qiang pointed at the beast with his finger, and a thick bolt of lightning leapt from the sword. After somersaulting, it transformed into a miniature dragon, its claws slashing through the ghostly mists.

According to theory, a雷属性法术 should excel against ghostly entities, but Old Monster Qiang's purple lightning sword proved exceptionally powerful. However, his efforts were in vain as the ghostly mists continued to close around him, their faces morphing and emitting a faint sweetness.

The sheer size of the beast was terrifying, resembling a small mountain. The oppressive pressure made Old Monster Qiang's scalp tingle. He gritted his teeth, ignoring his chest injury, and spat out a stream of blood which exploded into a cloud. The immortal sword absorbed it like a whale drinking water. Then, with dazzling electric light, the sword surged forward, slicing through the ghostly mists.

Despite this, Old Monster Qiang did not relax but felt an eerie sense of dread. He quickly used his earth-reducing technique and vanished from sight. A loud noise echoed as one of the beast's tentacles struck the ground, causing cracks to spread across it.

The terrifying power left Old Monster Qiang pale as a sheet of paper. He raised his head to gaze at the monstrous entity with immense power.

His pupils contracted as he felt something was amiss. "You… you're not a ghost beast!"

"Hmph, little fellow, you have some discernment. If you cooperate and let me devour you, I won't need to waste energy on these spirits. This place hasn't seen human cultivators in over a million years. But eating them can't advance my form. You, however, are different. Consuming your essence will allow me to take on a human appearance."

The octopus-like creature's voice echoed with laughter. Its intelligence was nearly equal to humans, and it boasted of devouring an advanced-stage cultivator.

Old Monster Qiang ignored his shock and anger, staring intently at the beast. The aura it emitted was different from that of spirits or beasts but still caused a sense of dread. "You're not part of the beast race nor a ghost, yet your aura resembles both. What are you?"

The creature's face revealed a mocking smile as it shot out a black light column.

No… it wasn't a light column; it was ink. But without any stench, it carried an eerie sweetness.

Its appearance and taste were similar to the previous ghostly mists, but its power far surpassed them. Despite being a late-stage Great Cultivator, Old Monster Qiang's expression showed fear. There was nowhere to hide as he braced himself for impact.

Meanwhile, dark energy surged from the ground, revealing an intricate八卦pattern. After eliminating the ghostly trees, the Nine-Headed Ancestor knew his identity had been exposed and decided not to hide further. He led Fire Dragon King and Green Lotus Hermit towards the Ro family's array.

"What is this?"

Fire Dragon King was stunned by the sight of numerous spirits and the flickering八卦patterns.

It was no wonder he was confused; these two elements were supposed to be mutually exclusive.

In ancient times, complex arrays were renowned but had long disappeared from cultivation circles. The array disks and flags belonged to the Ro family's ancestors, which Fire Dragon King hadn't heard about before.

Actually, the same went for the Nine-Headed Ancestor. He was puzzled as well, but there was no time to ponder further.

The Ro family had set up this array with a goal in mind, likely to retrieve valuable treasures…

Thinking of it, the three felt a surge of excitement and began breaking the array without hesitation.

Fire Dragon King's body transformed into its true form, revealing a red dragon over twenty meters long. It opened its mouth, spewing dazzling fire columns that lit up the sky. The ghostly entities were swept away.

The fire from an advanced-stage beast was already formidable, but this one was a fire属性dragon with innate abilities. Its flames could not burn everything, but few humans could withstand them.

Green Lotus Hermit also acted swiftly, releasing a scroll with ancient designs. It was his true treasure, composed of bamboo strips rather than paper. "Quickly!"

With a flick of his hand, Green Lotus Hermit cast a spell, and the scroll opened slowly in mid-air.

However, there were no words on it; instead, it depicted various tigers.

Tigers!

Realistic depictions of different tiger species—standing, sitting, hunting, playing. Counting them, over a hundred tigers appeared, each exuding immense power.

In the mortal world, tigers were known as kings of beasts. Even in the cultivation realm, tiger spirits were not considered divine beings but were famous for their bravery.

From a practical standpoint, Green Lotus Hermit's "Hundred Tiger King Scroll" was unremarkable; it used ten-thousand-year-old spirit bamboo to forge his life essence weapon and collected tiger souls using secret techniques. The process mirrored that of crafting an immortal soul artifact.

However, most treasures required only one spirit guardian, as multiple spirits could harm the item's purity or even disrupt its magical energy.

But this Hundred Tiger King Scroll was unique. Born from the hidden secrets of the Sky Cloud Twelve States' top expert, it had taken immense effort to create. Few knew its power, but even the Nine-Headed Ancestor had praised it privately.

As Green Lotus Hermit infused his power, a green glow emanated, enveloped by mist that spread outwards, covering an area of several meters. The roar of tigers echoed as the light condensed into fierce tiger spirits, rushing in all directions.

The Nine-Headed Ancestor raised his hand without taking out any treasure, but the surrounding energy began to swirl and form giant arcs over a dozen meters long, which struck forward with immense force.

Despite its complexity, the array's power was awe-inspiring. In just an instant, it seemed on the verge of collapse under the combined assault of three powerful beings.

Crackling noises filled the air as Old Ro family's expression darkened, but he didn't call out for urgency. The array casters knew they had no time to waste.

Around the giant compass, nine black columns rose up, casting ominous shadows.
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Darkness like ink permeated from the nine luminous columns, with a faint howl of a厉 ghost echoing through.

The monks maintaining the central array each held a small black flag in their hands, gently shaking them. None were anything but Core Formation cultivators, yet at this moment, their faces were as pale as corpses due to the exhaustion of their essence energy.

However, they could not afford to wait any longer; just by opening the path to the Indeterminate River, they would earn their merit. Once they obtained the Deva Blood, there would naturally be rewards for them.

As per the old ancestor's words, advancing to Great Sage was no big deal. Such temptation before one’s eyes—any fool wouldn't try!

Although there were nine monks maintaining the central array, the main figure was Blood Red Child. After a few more moments, he opened his eyes and raised his hands high.

Seeing this gesture, the other cultivators seemed to receive a command as they each cast a spell, their flags floating up and entering one of the luminous columns.

The howling wind grew even stronger, the luminous columns expanding significantly, doubling in size. Electric arcs danced on the surface of the columns, crackling incessantly...

Something even more eerie happened; a grotesque ghost face appeared on the surface of the compass-shaped stone.

Not only did it have sharp fangs and tusks, but it had six pairs of eyes that glowed with red light, spreading an aura of bloodiness.

Blood Red Child's face was filled with joy. He stretched out his pale arm, reaching into his waistband to summon a spirit ghost bag.

With a wave of his hand, a sword of light shot forth, slicing through the bag and tearing it open. In the misty ghostly atmosphere, several graceful figures appeared.

All were young women in their twenties, with clear and beautiful faces, but without bodies. They resembled Moonlight, being Core Formation stage ghost spirits.

Though their cultivation was not low, facing a Core Formation cultivator, they had no chance to fight back. Captured by the Luo family, they served as blood sacrifices to open the path to the Indeterminate River.

The fate of these ghost women was unclear, but seeing this terrifying and eerie scene, they screamed in fear, scattering in all directions.

However, such efforts were futile. With so many Core Formation cultivators surrounding them, including the Luo family's old ancestor at the Separation stage, if just a few Core Formation ghost women managed to escape, they might as well buy tofu and end their lives.

"Want to run?"

Blood Red Child's small face twisted into a grotesque expression: "Why bother? It will only make things worse. In my hands, you'll be eaten obediently." He raised his right hand, pointing it forward.

A ghostly hand materialized in the air, grabbing one of the ghost women and passing her to the ghost face on the compass stone.

Despite its grotesque appearance, the ghost face now showed excitement as it opened its mouth, spewing a blood ray that wrapped around the woman's waist, pulling her back into its mouth. It chewed loudly, enjoying the soul essence despite being an incorporeal entity.

Seeing this terrifying scene, the other ghost women were terrified to their core, desperately trying to escape, but in vain. The nine black luminous columns formed a large circle, making it impossible for them to leave.

Their screams and fear were useless; in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest applied. Only strength could decide one's fate. The Core Formation ghost women, caught by a Core Formation cultivator, had no chance to fight back. Within moments, they all became food for the ghost face.

The blood sacrifice was completed, Blood Red Child's face filled with joy. He cast a spell forward and waved his hands while reciting ancient incantations. Then he extended his hand and drew an invisible talisman in front of him. The talisman was about the size of a fist, appearing very strange. It fluttered as it entered the ghost face's forehead.

The ghost face's satisfaction quickly vanished; instead, only pain remained. Its face twisted, its mouth opening wider. Surrounding air blurred into a space crack several feet in diameter.

"Great! Just what I needed!"

Not just other cultivators but even the Luo family's old ancestor couldn't help showing excitement. But before he could finish his sentence, a thunderous sound echoed through the air.

Just as it was crucial, that composite branch broke down. The terrifying spiritual pressure rose to the heavens.

The nine heads were at the Separation stage, and the remaining one cultivator and one monster were all late-stage Core Formation cultivators. With their power, they ranked among the top experts even in the Great Sage realm. Their combined spiritual pressure was suffocating.

"Damn it!" the Luo family's old ancestor was both angry and alarmed. If only he had acted a bit earlier...

A tiny error could lead to a huge mistake. But now, there was no use feeling depressed. This old man was decisive: "Quickly go; I'll hold them off."

With a wave of his sleeve, the sea of dark energy surrounding them condensed into his hands. He shook his shoulder, and the dark energy transformed into a skeletal dragon over a hundred feet long. Even compared to Fire Serpent King's true form, it was insignificant.

Of course, a cultivator’s strength wasn't measured by size; what mattered was that he could effortlessly summon such powerful spells using surrounding cosmic energy. This was the biggest difference between Separation and Core Formation stage cultivators.

If just Fire Serpent King and Green Lotus Hermit were here, their abilities would have easily blocked them. But with nine heads present, they weren't there to watch; this old monster raised his hands as well, gathering cosmic energy around him, which transformed into surging demonic power.

A giant silvery-gray worm crawled in the grayish-black fog. Yes, it was a worm, but its size surpassed that of the skeletal dragon.

Its mouth opened, spewing out greenish-black demon flames.

Seeing the Luo family's old monster blocked by Nine-Headed Old Monarch, Fire Serpent King and Green Lotus Hermit exchanged glances, their essence energy flaring up as they circled around to attack from both sides.

How could the Luo family's old ancestor let them get through: "Youngsters, with me here, you can't pass; it’s suicide!" He waved his sleeve, and two black short swords flew out.

Fire Serpent King and Green Lotus Hermit had no choice but to stop. Placed in another situation, they might have been formidable dominions, but facing a Separation stage old monster, they couldn’t afford any complacency.
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Fire蛟 King let out a roar of anger, his eyes flashing with intense light. He stretched out his hand and struck the top of his head suddenly, sending a fine thread-like treasure flying from his mouth.

Despite its thinness, it was incredibly long!

"Primordial Sword Fiber!"

The patriarch of the Luo family was stunned, his face growing serious as well. This secret technique bore some resemblance to turning swords into threads, but its power far exceeded that of the former method. The earlier one condensed sword energy into fibers, which could add sharpness, but it wasn't particularly impressive. However, this latter technique transformed a divine sword's essence directly into threads.

Fire蛟 King swung his hands and cast several spells in quick succession, red light flashing as thread-like swords rolled out like waves towards the black short sword ahead.

On the other side, Qinglian Hermit was equally cautious, shaking his hands to summon the Hundred Tiger Beast King floating in mid-air. The demonic tigers inside opened their blood-stained mouths and spat out streaks of blood-colored light, which coalesced into a thirteen-foot-long steel whip as they whizzed through the air.

If it were two against one, Fire蛟 King and Qinglian Hermit would be far from capable enough to match an alchemy cultivator at the Separation Stage. However, with the distraction provided by the Nine-Headed Beast Patriarch, their pressure was not too great.

After blocking the opponent's attacks, the human and beast did not hesitate further, emitting intense light as they tried to bypass them. "You young scoundrels, seeking death!"

The patriarch of the Luo family was enraged, but his nine-headed beast companion wasn't idle either. He quickly summoned a defensive treasure.

In the eyes of the Luo family patriarch, a trace of regret flashed before being replaced by determination. The brief exchange had taken only an instant, but he used it to delay their pursuers while allowing himself to retreat.

He clutched his hands together and employed the缩地术 (shrinking earth technique) with far more finesse than an Incarnation Stage cultivator could manage. A flash of green light enveloped him as he appeared near the spatial rift, then dove headfirst into it.

Boom!

The deafening explosion echoed in their ears. The self-destructing avatar's power was formidable. The Nine-Headed Beast Patriarch was both shocked and angry—wouldn't they watch helplessly as the other party calmly escape?

Having spent so much effort to open this spatial rift, there must be treasures on the other side. He had to risk expending some of his essence to chase after them.

The Nine-Headed Beast Patriarch clasped his hands together, and countless light points condensed from the primordial energy of heaven and earth into his body. Opening his mouth, he spat out a white, crystalline thread that transformed him into a giant cocoon as he charged forward with intense light.

With someone leading the way, Qinglian Hermit and Fire蛟 King were not idle either. They each summoned their defensive treasures and followed closely behind the cocoon.

However, the spatial rift was continuously shrinking. It was likely that the Luo family patriarch had tampered with it after entering.

The sound of a tapestry tearing filled their ears as they, as Separation Stage monsters, glimpsed some of the secrets of spatial techniques. A snow-white demon saber shot out from the cocoon and slashed at the rift.

The originally narrow crack was forcibly widened again. The Nine-Headed Beast Patriarch hesitated for a moment; this would make the rift less stable than before, increasing the risks if they entered it.

But his hesitation was quickly replaced by greed. The Luo family had made such an all-out gamble—what could be at stake must be significant. Perhaps the mysterious family once dominated Yunzhou, and maybe there were treasures inside that could help him ascend to the Spirit Realm.

With these thoughts in mind, the cocoon flashed with light as it retracted the demon saber and plunged into the spatial rift.

Qinglian Hermit and Fire蛟 King had similar ideas and followed closely behind.

In the Indeterminate River, someone had already arrived first. However, fortune was not always kind—take the old monster of Tianqiao Sect for example. He had turned against his fellow sect members and had to kill his senior disciple sister himself. Although he seemed unconcerned on the surface, he felt a bit depressed inside.

After that, he met Lin Xuan on the road and intended to take advantage of him being new to his Separation Stage to eliminate the隐患 (hidden dangers) and snatch some treasures. Even a newly promoted cultivator was no slouch.

But fate had turned against him; he became the prey instead. Lin Xuan owned two infant souls and a pill, so even without using other techniques, just a green fire sword was enough to beat him into submission. The Water Cloud Silk was taken, and he sustained injuries as well. Fortunately, Old Monster Jiang saw the situation early and managed to escape by sacrificing an Incarnation Stage puppet.

But this wasn't over yet. From the start, this terrifying octopus had been watching him. Its power far exceeded his imagination.

If he hadn't been injured, with Water Cloud Silk and puppets in hand, perhaps he could have fought back. But now… he was completely defenseless.

What shocked Old Monster Jiang most was that he didn't know what kind of monster it was. Unlike a demon or ghost, there were some differences, which left him feeling extremely frustrated. Now, the issue wasn't about winning or losing; he was about to perish. Damn it!

Old Monster Jiang's body was covered in numerous small holes as the octopus's ink had strong corrosive and toxic effects. He couldn't continue like this.

Though unwilling, facing such a crisis, Old Monster Jiang made a difficult choice. A tiny baby appeared above his head.

When indecision leads to disaster, he decided to abandon his physical body. With the right tools, there was always hope.

Old Monster Jiang made the correct decision, but escaping proved far more challenging than imagined.

The octopus's face was ugly and twisted as it curled its lips in derision. A tentacle extended out, snatching Old Monster Jiang's abandoned body.

Puff, puff, loud sounds echoed as numerous suction cups on the tentacle extended fine, needle-like tubes that pierced through his body.

His flesh rapidly withered away, even bones were absorbed by this strange creature.

The infant's Incarnation Stage face was filled with fear. He quickly cast a spell and attempted to teleport away.

Though his Incarnation Stage had become much more stable after promotion, he could still unleash powerful techniques without a physical body. But he knew the monster well enough to only think of escaping smoothly. A flash of light, and he disappeared from his original spot, reappearing several dozen feet away.

But the octopus was not in a hurry. It spat out black ink, which turned into a net that covered an area of several acres. Teleportation? Do you think you can escape under my watchful eye?

This octopus wasn't a demon or ghost; it was an ancient beast, having lived in the Indeterminate River for a million years.

Though powerful, ancient beasts were different from demons and human cultivators—they couldn't survive without food, no matter how strong. What could there be in this river? Only yin souls and ghosts. The ancient beast had no choice but to consume them.

Over time, it gradually evolved, so Old Monster Jiang's body now possessed both yin energy and demon qi, appearing as a creature that defied description. However, its spirit intelligence was successfully awakened, allowing it to control low-grade yin souls.

Innumerable years ago, the octopus sensed it could advance but needed an Incarnation Stage cultivator's soul. But this area had been abandoned since the last invasion by the Spirit Realm forces. The only exit led to the palace of the Asura King, which was still protected by his residual divine energy.

To enter, he would need to shed his beast form and transform into a human first, but that required advancement. Thus, it became a vicious cycle.
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This bottleneck had been vexing him for tens of thousands of years, and no matter how hard he tried, it remained unbreakable. The octopus monster's frustration was understandable. Fortunately, there was always a way out; an alchemist appeared on the Unfixed River.

Still at the late-stage Core Formation stage, this was akin to heaven-sent fortune for him. By devouring his essence body, he could advance in cultivation.

Of course, high-ranking cultivators were not easily dealt with. The ancient beast initially planned to use low-grade ghostly entities to gradually drain his life force before striking when the opportunity arose... Lin Xuan's appearance changed their plans, but ultimately, it still led to his desired outcome.

Witnessing his physical body being devoured by the monster, Old Monster Jiang's shock and anger were evident. The small face of Little Wu showed fear as he used the Instantaneous Teleportation technique repeatedly.

Generally speaking, Core Formation cultivators rarely fell in battle because they could use instantaneous teleportation to escape after their essence bodies left the physical realm.

However, when misfortune strikes, even drinking cold water can be a challenge. The mutated ancient beast was one of those rare cases.

The black ink shot out by the monster transformed into a large net that covered several acres, trapping the Core Formation essence body. A tearing sound entered his ears; not only did this net contain corrosive properties but also deadly toxins.

Pain flashed across the small face of the Core Formation cultivator as he was quickly ensnared and bound. "Friend..."

Old Monster Jiang opened his mouth, seemingly wanting to say something, but stopped abruptly after just two words. His lifelong wish had finally come true, so why should he listen to his trembling? He opened his blood-filled maw and swallowed the essence body whole.

After a series of chewing motions, an ugly face revealed extreme satisfaction before vanishing into the raging waves and reappearing in that mysterious small island.

On another side,

A dozen days remained until the full moon night. Lin Xuan speculated that the exit was likely located within the palace of King Asura.

Since this was the case, he didn't want to wander aimlessly along the Unfixed River. There were many ghostly entities here; he might accidentally encounter a higher-stage existence.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, but senseless battles wouldn't bring any benefits. Given his "no profit, no work" attitude, such foolishness was out of the question.

After consulting with the two women, they decided to find a temporary cave and rest for the remaining few days, recharging their energy. After all, obtaining that treasure required more than just luck; it would be far from easy.

"Master, what do you think about this place?"

A clear voice entered his ears. Although Qian Heart had returned to Lin Xuan's sleeve, she still released her divine sense and quickly found a suitable location.

Lin Xuan turned his head, looking amused. "What is it, Master? Is there something wrong with that place?"

"Stupid girl, from the quality of the Yin Meridian, that place is indeed an excellent choice. But our current goal is merely to find temporary shelter; we're not planning on staying here long-term. The better the Yin Meridian quality, the more likely it will attract ghostly entities, which would only cause trouble for us," Lin Xuan said.

"Oh!" Qian Heart nodded, a bashful smile appearing on her pretty face as she realized her oversight.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't say anything harsh. He adored this girl and found her occasional lapses endearing.

Continuing their flight, about half an hour later, Lin Xuan finally stopped his遁光, revealing a small valley before him.

There was nothing remarkable about it, but what Lin Xuan valued was its ordinariness. The surrounding area had relatively weak阴气, with no Yin Meridian present.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and sensed the surroundings; indeed, there were no ghostly entities nearby.

"Qian Heart, how do you feel?" "Haha, my lord's decision is final; we don't need to ask me."

Lin Xuan nodded. He slightly activated his life force, and several sword-like energy beams emerged from his sleeves, growing as they met the wind until they were several meters long.

"Nai!"

Lin Xuan calmly pointed forward. For establishing a cave, he was well-versed. In just half an hour, a spacious and bright cave appeared before him.

Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied; he extended his hand and tapped his waist, revealing several colorful array flags floating in front of him. Although it was temporary shelter, they had already checked that there were no powerful ghostly entities nearby. However, barriers needed to be set up as a precaution. As the saying goes, better safe than sorry. Lin Xuan's path to immortality owed much to his meticulous nature; such caution was invaluable in the cultivation world.

As he moved, the array flags evenly spread throughout the valley. A layer of阴雾 rose from them, enveloping several miles around.

Within the mist, ghostly roars could be heard, all simulated by spells. Over the years, Lin Xuan had read extensively on the Array Scripture, and his expertise in arrays was far beyond that of many others.

Ou Yang's pretty face showed surprise. It was well-known that most cultivators specialized in one art; their longevity might surpass ordinary people, but advancing to a higher stage was still challenging. With so much time spent on cultivation, there wasn't enough left for anything else... Her husband truly was an exception.

It was no wonder; with the Blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan could treat various elixirs like candy. Otherwise, even using Moon Clan's spiritual medicines to refine his root would not have allowed such rapid advancement. Cultivation required effort and resources.

"Qian Heart, what is it?" Noticing his wife's strange expression, Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"No," Ou Yang shook her head. "Hmm."

Lin Xuan was puzzled but didn't press further. Even as bedfellows, they had their secrets. He paid no mind to these and stepped into the cave with a bright green light.

Ou Yang followed without hesitation. The cave contained several separate stone rooms; Lin Xuan and Ou Yang did not share them. While cultivator couples appeared similar to ordinary married couples on the surface, there were subtle differences.

They didn't have much time for intimacy; they would wait until their immortality was assured before spending romantic moments together. Otherwise, a century later, they would be nothing but bones. So after setting up their cave, they focused on cultivation separately.
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Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in a comfortable room, his eyes closed. He formed two mudras with his hands and placed them on his knees. His breathing was deep and long, and a faint green light surrounded him.

After a while, he took a slow breath, revealing a smile on his ordinary yet resolute face.

Just after adjusting his breath and meditating, Lin Xuan used Inner Vision to examine his entire body's meridians. In his dantian, two infants were sitting cross-legged, with the dragon-eye-sized demon nucleus floating above them.

Everything was fine; no issues at all. He felt a sense of relief.

The broken sword floated in front of him, its surface shimmering with a subtle glow, and some mysterious symbols could be faintly seen on the blade.

Lin Xuan reached out to grasp it. The symbols flashed and entered his body.

A layer of silver light enveloped his right hand as he injected more power into the artifact, making the process smoother.

After comprehending the second level of the 'Comprehensive Treasure Decree,' using this artifact would no longer drain nearly half of his spiritual energy at once. Its power had also increased significantly compared to before.

Lin Xuan's face remained calm, but he felt extremely pleased. He could now use it more confidently without relying on it as a last resort against Separation Period cultivators.

He wiped the sweat from his forehead; time was pressing, and he hadn't slept at all during this period. Still, he didn't regret the effort.

"Little Moon!" Lin Xuan softly called out, but there was no response.

He was taken aback as he withdrew his consciousness inward to find that she was sound asleep in his识海. He had worked so hard and quickly grasped the second level of the Comprehensive Treasure Decree just for her sake. She, on the other hand, left him alone while she slept.

Although Lin Xuan complained a bit, he didn't blame her; after all, he adored this little girl.

"Little Moon!"

He called out again, and the young girl finally opened her eyes, looking drowsy. Her beauty made his heart skip a beat.

"Master, what is it?" she yawned and said in a sleepy voice.

"There are some things I need to ask you."

"Mmm, Master, speak," she replied.

"Little Moon, does the Auros King's palace exist in the sky? We can only enter during the full moon." Lin Xuan asked thoughtfully.

"Yes, that is correct. Little Peach told me so when we first met; it was just a relay of information."

"How will we get there on the night of the full moon?"

Moon's expression changed as she realized he hadn't been informed about this detail. She had forgotten to ask Little Peach about it.

Lin Xuan, who knew Moon well after spending so much time with her, noticed something was amiss: "Little Moon, don't tell me you didn't know either?"

"I'm sorry, Master. I really… " Moon pouted and blushed.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless; he had always been meticulous in his planning, considering every angle before acting. Yet, this little girl's actions were often confusing.

However, it was too late to blame her now. Lin Xuan sighed and comforted her gently: "Alright, Little Moon, don't worry. Since we can only enter on the night of the full moon, there will likely be some signs or omens. We'll find a way."

"Mmm," Moon nodded, looking affectionate. Master was always so considerate.

Lin Xuan continued meditating but now focused on maintaining his energy and spirit for the upcoming full moon. Time passed unnoticed.

A faint sound entered his ears, followed by an aroma that caught his attention. Lin Xuan opened his eyes to see Ouyang standing at the entrance of the room. Their gazes met, and both smiled slightly.

"Qin Xin, how do you feel? Is your body alright?" Lin Xuan asked with concern.

"Don't worry, my lord. I'm fine; my energy is restored, and all injuries have healed," Ouyang said with a gentle smile on her face.

"Mmm, that's good."

"By the way, tonight is the night of the full moon. We should be able to see the moon soon. How will we get to the Auros King's palace? Has Little Moon told you anything?"

"This… I'll know when the time comes," Lin Xuan hesitated but didn't mention that Moon was also unaware. He didn't want to hurt her feelings.

Ouyang didn't press further and followed him into the cave. There was no day or night in the river, but it was now around moonrise. The sky was dark as a canvas, and soon enough, a blood-red full moon appeared before their eyes.

Large and round, the moon's crimson hue carried an aura of bloodiness.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and released his divine sense to examine the moon more closely. He could see some vague structures on its surface.

The Auros King's palace might be there; he didn't know where Moon had gotten this information from, but as long as it was accurate, that was all that mattered.

However, how to get up there required some thought. As Lin Xuan pondered, the ground suddenly began to tremble without any warning. His expression changed as he raised his hand and summoned the Black Dragon Armor Shield, creating a light barrier around him and Qin Xin.

"Ah, what is that?"

Lin Xuan turned to see several beams of light descending from the moon, one of which landed near them, enveloping a mountain peak.

Pieces of stone fell like rain. The beam seemed to have an irresistible force pulling it towards the blood-red moon.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but then became excited. Clearly, this beam had the ability to guide them into the Auros King's palace.

Postscript: There will be another chapter tonight. This one is a bit平淡, so I'll remove some unnecessary details and focus on the main plot—stealing the treasure from the Auros King's palace.
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To ensure Moon's condensation core formation, the Deva Blood must be obtained. Lin Xuan showed no hesitation on his face as a layer of green light enveloped him. He even didn't bother to summon his wife by his side and wrapped her up like a beam of light before flying towards it.

The distance was about a hundred miles, but for Lin Xuan at this point, with full-speed teleportation, it was just an instant.

Soon, he arrived in front of the light column.

Lin Xuan did not remove the Black Iron Dragon Armor Shield. Instead, he summoned several defensive treasures to protect himself and Qinyin before entering the light column.

After entering, Lin Xuan felt no discomfort and let out a sigh of relief. However, at that moment, an unfamiliar sense of dizziness suddenly came over his mind, similar to teleportation.

Lin Xuan was stunned and could not react in time as the light column condensed around him, making him and Ouyang Qinyin disappear. The mountain peak they had just been sucked into crashed down with a loud noise, sending stones raining down. After Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinyin vanished, the light column also disappeared.

Several thousand miles away, Luo Family's Patriarch was both shocked and angry, but more so, he could not believe it: "Impossible, there are other cultivators in this Indefinite River besides us?" "Could it be that Old Beast with Nine Heads and Fire Dragon King followed us here too?" The face of the Blood Red Child was also extremely ugly as he fiercely spoke. To be honest, his words were somewhat impolite, but at this moment, who cared about such trivial matters? "Forget all that, let's enter the light column first. Under no circumstances should we allow others to take away the Deva Blood." The Patriarch of the Luo Family's eyes glowed with ferocity as he spoke.

After saying this, his figure flashed and flew towards another light column several miles away. The other Luo Family cultivators followed closely behind him.

Blood was needed for everyone's benefit; they did not want to go through all that trouble only to have someone else take the treasure at the end of their efforts.

Man plans, but Heaven disposes. In the cultivation world, effort and luck are both important. Unfortunately, the Luo Family was unaware that more than just Lin Xuan and Ouyang had entered the Indefinite River before them. Although not everyone knew about the palace of the Deva King, they all flew towards nearby light columns.

---

The former Deva King, though a woman, could command the Six Realms of the Netherworld; she was undoubtedly a formidable ruler. The drop of divine essence blood left by her would surely cause another terrifying bloodshed in this Indefinite River after a million years.

Not just the Luo Family disciples present, but every cultivator here did not know what lay ahead. At that moment, Lin Xuan found himself appearing in a place bathed in brilliant white light.

Fortunately, it was not long-distance teleportation; he only felt slightly dizzy. After circulating his essence energy, the discomfort vanished without a trace. Ouyang's body was soft and warm in his arms as her nose caught an aromatic breeze. "Qinyin, are you alright?" "My lady is fine."

Ouyang was no weakling; she had been an婴灵 cultivator for three hundred years and had faced many trials. Lin Xuan nodded, gently releasing his hand before examining the surroundings. He found himself in a small magical array.

Circular in shape with a diameter of only a few feet, it was carved entirely from white jade, adorned with intricate patterns that were both beautiful and detailed. With Lin Xuan's understanding of arrays, he could not discern any clues about its purpose.

Logically speaking, they had been teleported here; this should be the teleportation array. However, things in the Netherworld differed slightly from those on the mortal world. For some reason, Lin Xuan felt that there was more to it than just short-distance transportation.

The inscriptions were too complex for mere short-distance transport; there must be other secrets hidden within. Lin Xuan frowned and pondered.

"Lord, what are you looking at?" Ouyang's sweet voice entered his ears with concern on her face.

Lin Xuan snapped back to reality as he had no time to dawdle. Although the array was small, its complexity far exceeded even the records in the Heavenly Dao Array Book.

Without decades of study, finding any clues would be a waste of time. He ignored this thought and felt a bit reluctant.

After hesitating for a moment, Lin Xuan reached into his belt and took out an empty jade cylinder. Then, following the intricate array pattern, he inscribed it within.

"Lord, you have some knowledge about arrays; do you think this is useful?" Ouyang Qinyin asked in surprise.

"I understand something about array techniques, but whether or not it's useful, I'm not sure. It's just a precaution," Lin Xuan said slowly.

---

In his spare time, Lin Xuan enjoyed reading various books, so he had some knowledge of the Netherworld. Although he did not know how great Moon's past was, he knew that the Deva King was one of the Six Kings of the Netherworld mentioned in legends.

Her power was formidable; even on the Spirit Realm, few cultivators could match her. The use of arrays surely contained many secrets.

After completing the inscription, Lin Xuan began to examine his surroundings. Unlike what he had imagined, this environment was not dangerous at all. Green mountains and clear waters entered his eyes, truly a picturesque scene.

Lin Xuan felt surprised; the Deva King should be a powerful existence in the Netherworld. According to logic,阴魂鬼物should be eerie and terrifying, but here it resembled an earthly paradise.

"Lord, there's such dense essence energy." "Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded, his expression growing more astonished: "I've never seen such quality of spirit veins on the mortal world before. Why would Deva not prefer to cultivate in阴脉?"

As he spoke, Lin Xuan did not notice that every time he mentioned 'Deva', Moon's face showed signs of unease.

The young girl tightly gripped her hands, clearly conflicted. Although this time, Master had not asked anything, after the incident with Deva Blood, she should no longer hide her past identity from him. But... how could she tell Master?

Moon pondered anxiously as Lin Xuan did not notice her expression and closed his eyes to release his divine sense. Soon, he found a收获.

"Directly ahead is a palace in ruins; that must be the Deva King's palace." "Mm, the Deva Blood should be inside; let's go," Ouyang smiled and nodded.

The two then displayed their cultivation techniques, transforming into streaks of light and flew towards the front.

After about half an hour, a massive mountain peak came into view, towering at ten thousand feet high. Clouds dotted its waist as this blood-red moon was merely a small world.

At the top of the mountain, amidst the clouds, some pavilions and buildings could be faintly seen, though they were in ruins, still exuding an awe-inspiring aura.
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Well, suddenly I don't know how to start. Fellow Daoists, please support Huanyu! It's the weekend, so please give Bailian more votes, thank you O(∩_∩)O~

"Subordinate General reporting!" At this moment, Xue Wanche rushed over, dismounted his horse, and then bowed deeply towards Li Xiuning.

"There are too many uncontrollable factors; it's hard to handle. The key is that we can't coordinate properly!" Another advisor also clearly expressed their stance.

Ye Shanghan only turned away from Chen Man after hearing Mu Mian speak, but as soon as Chen Man turned back and waved goodbye, he started grinning foolishly again, completely ignoring Mu Mian's huffing.

With over a thousand bottles of pills, totaling one hundred forty-five varieties, many names were unfamiliar. He should ask Liang Qing to look them up; she would know.

Since gaining the divine body, Wang Ling had never felt hungry and believed he could go without eating for several days. Since Ziyan wasn't sitting, neither was he hungry, so it was best not to bother.

As soon as they clashed, Zhong Wei realized that this corporal had no intention of fighting seriously. Not only did he dodge and run, but he also performed cat rolls and eagle flips, clearly avoiding direct confrontation with Zhong Wei.

Sword Qín: It plays a significant role in strengthening bones, delaying aging, boosting immunity, repairing the heart and lungs, improving blood vessel circulation, and regulating the nervous system.

Seeing how their teammates and coach treated them so poorly, Lan Duo and Qiu Deming also looked helpless. They followed their teammates onto the field to avoid being despised.

"Asha, why are you out here? You weren't supposed to be at your boyfriend's house?" I heard the wind blowing and feared she might get sick, so I hurriedly asked.

The main force was nearly a million li away from them. The six Martial Emperors were only about one hundred thousand li distant.

Following Shen Mingzhu’s advice, they said that Shen Hui had secretly plotted with others to seize Chicken Peak Mountain. They didn’t know that the third master had been killed when their plot was exposed, and Shen Hui received punishment as a result.

Since she became a general, she told Han Mengze not to manage other army affairs; she wouldn't take on any responsibilities or attend morning court.

Ice Tiantian’s icy sword force surged out from the blade under the push of soul energy, like waves.

So Shen Mingzhu didn’t hold much grudge against Emperor Qin. If he didn’t trust her, she wouldn’t help him either.

"Let's go outside and identify these herbs," Niu Jing said as he pulled Du Xiaoli into the courtyard.

Sure enough, the emperor was quite pleased with her performance, so he had the plans collected and then spoke of their departure for the next day.

"What is she doing?" The guards behind saw Du Xiaoli's actions and took a deep breath.

"Is Taoist Grandmaster Tangniu a powerful existence in the outer universe?" Liu Chao couldn't help but ask out of curiosity. Since Taoist Grandmaster Tangniu was his future teacher, he naturally hoped for him to be super strong.

Shen Mingzhu and胭脂、碧云 were discussing matters when they saw him come over; everyone laughed.

The emperor and others changed their attire, reconvened the assembly, and had someone urge the troops to hurry to the Shexiang residence to summon Shen Can.

Looking at the "Forbidden Mountain" mentioned by the Daoist root, Nuoda tightened his cloak as his thoughts flew elsewhere.

When Shen Fan and Old Yuan returned to their cave dwelling, the fat ones had already awakened from their meditation.

Seeing Auntie and Grandma's difficulty, Xu Ying couldn't say much. She didn’t have much say in this matter because she hadn’t experienced that era.

The Wai family members rushed out, laughed loudly when they saw a high-ranking person, as they didn't regard Lin Tian at all. They thought he was just there for entertainment.
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Unfazed by the strange occurrences, Lin轩 and the other cultivators from Tianzhou Luo Family, as well as the others who had entered the moon, were still just a few steps onto the jade stone stairs. They were far away from the palace, but here, there inexplicably appeared unexpected guests.

His body shone with an odd glow, producing peculiar sounds as he approached. Soon, the entity stopped at the entrance of the palace, several feet away, where stood the intact pavilion—the bedroom of the Aruru Kingdom's queen. However, this creature did not dare to cross the invisible boundary any further.

If there were other creatures here, even cultivators of the Separation Formation realm would be stunned because that entity turned out to be a suit of armor.

Although somewhat damaged, it was clear that originally, it had been an extremely luxurious piece of armor. The peculiar thing was that inside this armor, there was no one. It seemed as though the armor itself had come alive.

No, not exactly empty; inside, dark and thick with阴气, there were three souls and seven spirits. It appeared that a human cultivator who had died used some method to transform into a ghost cultivator and used this suit of armor as his place of rest.

This armor could attach to the essence soul of a cultivator, so it was not ordinary; it was likely passed down from ancient times.

Looking at the building before him, where the eyes should have been on the armor, light shone out with a blood-red glow. A hint of infinite greed could be seen.

A million years had passed, and I've been trapped here for a million years. If not for devouring the Mo Luo fruit and transforming into an extremely yin ghost entity, I would long ago have scattered my soul to the heavens. But I became neither human nor ghost, existing as a living dead person for so long. Ha, this 'fatal trap' once killed a cultivator of the Separation Formation realm from the Spirit Realm. Back then, I was ignorant and rash, accidentally learning about the legend of Aruru Kingdom. For the remaining few hundred years of my life, I searched for the River Without Stopping to try to obtain the secret treasures of Aruru Kingdom. In the end, I gained nothing but ended up in this miserable situation.

The entity muttered these words with a mournful and bitter tone, as if it was recounting its own history.

"However, there's no need to worry; no matter how powerful the restrictions are, they can't withstand the passage of time. Soon, the bedroom of Aruru Kingdom will reappear in this world. As long as I obtain the secret treasures, even condensing my soul and gathering my essence wouldn't be difficult, let alone ascending to the Spirit Realm."

After saying these words, the suit of armor suddenly raised its hand, shooting out a beam of light about the size of an arm. A sharp sound echoed, and this beam of light twisted into a black dragon with two wings, which fiercely attacked the bedroom of Aruru Kingdom.

With great momentum, it had not yet approached within three feet when a layer of pinkish light suddenly appeared around that area. The black dragon crashed into it but was easily devoured by the light screen. A crackling sound followed, and a golden lightning bolt shot out from inside.

However, after being trapped here for a million years, this suit of armor naturally knew the intricacies of these restrictions. At the moment when it released the beam of light, it quickly retreated, leaving behind a large pit where it had stood.

The attack was ineffective, but the suit of armor did not show any signs of dissatisfaction; instead, it nodded with joy: "Good, this restriction is weakening rapidly. It won't be long before I can open the bedroom."

Just as he finished speaking, a clear and melodious sound suddenly entered his ears, like the ringing of wind chimes. However, the suit of armor's expression changed, and red light shone from its eyes.

"Impossible!"

He let out an angry cry, then flashed to the southeast corner of the palace with the speed of the wind.

There was still a restriction on empty space here, but after using his light body technique, he wasn't much slower than flying. He knew this entire palace very well and arrived at his destination in just a few turns.

The ruins were extremely dilapidated, giving off an impression that it had been abandoned for a long time. In fact, it was indeed so. However, the suit of armor ignored all of this. With a wave of its left hand, a gust of阴wind flew out and blew away the broken jade stones and agate to one side. Then, a broken mirror appeared in front of his eyes.

---

The passage continues with more details about the suit of armor's actions and the environment around it.
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The mirror artifact in front of the armor monster was emitting a flickering light, and it held a round plate-shaped object in its hand. Spell after spell was cast onto it, with sounds of gritted teeth occasionally heard, full of deep regret.

"Damned, most of the restrictions on this 'Sakra' character have been broken by the spirit realm cultivators. Even if some can self-repair, their power is only a fraction of what they used to be. How could they withstand just a few human world cultivators?"

The scene in the mirror kept changing as he cast spells, showing information about several waves of intruders. On the round plate, there were several bright lines leading to this peak building. At the end of each line, there were different numbers of moving light points. These lines represented the jade steps. Every small section had a black shadow-like thing. When other groups approached these shadows, the armor monster would cast spells to activate them, but he did not do anything extra for Lin Xuan's path.

Of course, this was not out of kindness. His gaze on Lin Xuan was filled with greed.

This little guy actually held the Nine Heavens Moon Ring. So his cultivation method could be easily deduced. The armor monster wished for him to arrive at the palace as soon as possible and would not set any obstacles in his way.

If it weren't for some special reason preventing him from leaving this peak, he would have gone down to find Lin Xuan himself.

"Little guy, hurry up, I'm waiting," the monster's voice was hoarse like a night owl but sounded full of triumph.

Suddenly, his pupils constricted and his gaze showed anxiety and regret: "Not good. That kid is in front of that array. Damn it, why did he choose this path? I can't control that array even if it's just an advanced stage cultivator. Can he really pass?"

The armor monster's eyes flickered as he had finally gotten a golden opportunity but now seemed to be in vain.

He silently prayed for Lin Xuan to survive.

Lin Xuan and Ouyang did not know anyone was "concerned" about him, nor did they know what kind of traps lay ahead. They had been walking on the jade steps for nearly half an hour, yet nothing had happened. Even this pre-storm calm seemed out of place.

Could it be that taking the Sakra's blood wouldn't encounter any danger?

[Note: The term "Sakra" is a transliteration from Sanskrit, referring to a deity in Hinduism and Buddhism.]
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Apologies, but I need to get back home. Phantom Rain knows she was wrong; a lot has happened over these past two days. I only managed a few hours of sleep last night and am feeling rather groggy. I can't write right now, so I'm taking the day off.

Rest assured, this is truly my last day off. I've already returned home, and there's nothing to worry about tomorrow. So from tomorrow onwards, I will definitely try harder. I apologize once again to all of you.

T跋xue stepped out onto the street, walking aimlessly. His senior brother He Liang followed closely behind her, but she didn't notice him due to her mood.

They had always been like this; he was patient and consistently made sacrifices for her. She had become spoiled by his care, developing a bad temper and lacking patience. So, it must be her fault. She wasn't worth his continued efforts.

Fortunately, just as he was about to give up, the messenger from the Governor's Mansion provided him with an excuse to extricate himself.

Thus, one of the tasks for today is to try using his spirit soul to suppress Lu Yu’s mastery over breathing and body regulation techniques.

Lu Yu picked up a rope, found its end, and then located a roughly one-foot-long, two-inch-thick sturdy branch nearby. He tied one end of the rope around the center of the branch, slung the entire bundle across his body, and observed the cliff face to recall previous climbing points.

With everything in place, Wang Chen seemed as if nothing had happened, nodding and smiling at Chen Xue Li. She returned a smile, though their relationship was too close for them to be overly obvious in class.

"Regardless of anything else, we must try this first. If it doesn't work, we can retreat. This is our last mobile force; we cannot afford any losses here!" Niu Cun Jie said as he concluded his instructions.

Of course, this included Ferurong, who had helped poison the food. Upon receiving Princess Ji Lan's message, Ferurong found Jia Zuo that night and they prepared to depart from the Mop Stick Tribe towards the Huns Kingdom immediately.

An hour later, An Zi was well-fed and satiated when a lightning bolt suddenly struck five meters ahead of him, creating a shallow crater.

"Silence means agreement?" The Fourth Prince said with a slight smile, clearly indicating that if she didn't respond, he would consider it an acceptance. He could now proceed to deal with her.

"So terrifying?" Tu Ming couldn't believe what his senses were telling him. A mere rotten branch had caused such a drastic change; what kind of branch was this?

Snap! Snap! A five-meter-long leather whip lashed across Mu Feng's flesh, producing a series of loud cracks.

As Yan Yuncheng appeared on the mountain peak, Daoist Wu Nongyuan waited at the end of the green stone steps with a look of grievance.

This demoralized Gao Gan and his companions. They had set up traps in the fishing village because Autumn Dao Ren was not good at fighting. After prolonged combat without success, they began to consider retreating.

Upon reaching deeper into the palace grounds where he separated from Jian Yunfei and others, Chen Xiao waved his hand.

Bang! A thunderous sound echoed as their collision produced a dazzling light. Surging energy surged in all directions, causing spatial collapse and fragments of void to explode. The surrounding mountains were blasted into clouds of dust by the terrifying energy shockwave.

Lu Shanmin said helplessly, "You're so smart; can't you see it? Sea Eagle was deliberately luring you in, and you fell for his trap."

Wu Chu pointed his sword at An Yanxian, and eight swords turned to face her simultaneously.

However, he failed to notice that on the other side of the sky bridge, a pair of blood-red eyes were watching him from atop an office building.

"Y-y-you are... who are you!" The leading soldier stepped back several paces upon seeing Qiu Zifeng's injuries and said.

Outside, over a hundred cultivators formed a large trigram array with their flying swords moving in unison, casting bright sword trails that dazzled the eyes. As they changed formations, fierce winds and distant thunder rumbled through the air, changing the very colors of heaven and earth.
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Lin Xuan climbed up the jade stone steps while looking around. Although his divine consciousness was restricted by some kind ofprohibition, he could still use Inner Vision to see every detail within a hundred feet.

Indeed, this area felt unnaturally quiet.

Lin Xuan firmly believed that obtaining the Deva Blood would not be without any obstacles. Thus, despite the lack of danger in these past half an hour, his vigilance did not slacken at all. Suddenly, he stopped walking as thin mist began to appear around him.

The mist was very light and sparse but slightly obstructed his vision; even with Inner Vision, he could only see about thirty feet clearly. Over these two hundred years, Lin Xuan had faced countless perils, and the mist seemed somewhat off. He felt inexplicably agitated. Was danger finally going to appear? Could it be aprohibition or something else?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered. Although his heart was filled with unease, the Deva Blood was crucial for Mo Er's condensation. No matter what, he had to get it. With this in mind, he gritted his teeth and decided to increase his vigilance.

After another half an hour of walking, the jade stone steps came to an end, revealing a spacious square before him.

The square was circular with a diameter of about a thousand feet, paved with jade stones. Nine huge cauldrons were placed around its perimeter. Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment and approached one that was not far from him.

This cauldron was as tall as three stories, majestic and crafted entirely out of jade. Dragons and phoenixes were carved on the surface along with some intricate patterns.

"Why such large cauldrons in this square? They can't just be decorative," Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

"Me too," said Ouyang Qinxin standing beside him, her face showing a mix of confusion.

"We should check other areas," Lin Xuan suggested and started walking along the edge of the square toward the front. Soon, he arrived at another cauldron. It was still huge but had different carvings on its surface – no dragons or phoenixes, just a monster with a human face and tiger legs, sporting long tusks and a long tail.

"Wild Man!" Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he recognized the creature.

"How do you know this monster?" his wife asked curiously.

"It is one of the Four Foes in the Spirit Realm," Lin Xuan replied bitterly. He had encountered this creature before when it had taken over part of its soul during their battle in Ku Yin Mountain. He wondered how it was faring now.

Considering that this place was a secondary palace of the Deva King, there should be totems representing ghosts from the Netherworld, but these creatures – dragons, phoenixes, Wild Man, and others – were all from the Spirit Realm. Could these cauldrons have some connection with the Spirit Realm? Why would they be placed here?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as one question after another surfaced.

He walked to the next cauldron.

It was similar to the previous two but had a creature carved on its surface that resembled a deer, with a single horn and scales covering its body.

"Qilin!" Lin Xuan said, recognizing this legendary beast known for its power comparable to true dragons and phoenixes.

Lin Xuan continued walking.

The next cauldron featured Xi Wang (a tortoise), Hua Xia (chaos), Qiong Ji (a strange creature), and Taotie (a monster).

Four Spirits and Four Foes!

Though they were enemies who often clashed, these creatures were all from the Spirit Realm. There was only one more cauldron left.

Lin Xuan's face showed a heavy burden as he walked past it. This cauldron was much taller than the others, standing at seven feet high. Its jade surface shimmered with an elegant green hue. The carvings on its surface were even more exquisite – in a lush valley, a white fox with a slender body and a long tail.

Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression. As a human, why did he feel such admiration for this fox?

"Such beauty!"

A voice of praise entered his ears as Lin Xuan turned to see Ouyang Qinxin staring at the carved image of the immortal fox.

"Do you think she is beautiful?" Lin Xuan scratched his head and asked curiously.

"Yes, I never imagined a fox could be so stunning," replied Ouyang.

"This isn't just an ordinary immortal fox. Look behind her." Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Behind her?" Ouyang turned to look and saw that the fox's hindquarters had nine tails, each fluffy and majestic.

"A Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox?" Ouyang exclaimed in surprise.

In legends, three-tailed demons, six-tailed spirits, and nine-tailed heavenly foxes were considered powerful entities in the Spirit Realm.

"Indeed, it is a Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox," Lin Xuan said slowly. The records mentioned this, but his knowledge was more detailed. He had heard from Little Sister Xiaohou Lan that the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was one of the three great demon kings in the Spirit Realm.

There were many demon kings in the Spirit Realm, but these three were the kings among kings, on par with Xiaohou Lan's father – a scattered immortal. How could this statue be here?

Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings. Apart from the nine cauldrons, the square was empty, yet his unease grew stronger.

"Master, maybe we should leave quickly," Mo Er's voice entered his ears.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement with his little girl's plan and walked toward the center of the square, where another set of stone steps led up.

"Eh, what is this?" Lin Xuan stopped as he noticed a large magical array at the center of the square.

The array was intricate, resembling a teleportation array but clearly different upon closer inspection. "My lord, why did you stop? I feel uncomfortable here; let's leave quickly," Ouyang said softly and continued walking without stopping.

Suddenly, an overwhelming amount of divine energy shot up into the air as the patterns on the array glowed brightly, accompanied by a rumbling sound.

Ouyang was shocked, her expression turning extremely grim. Without hesitation, she transformed into a streak of light and retreated backward but it was too late; she had already been ensnared in the array, colliding with an adjacent barrier before being bounced back.
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Ouyang Qinxin was trapped in the magical array, and Lin Xuan's expression turned pale without hesitation. He waved his sleeves, and a streak of greenish-blue light shot out. It was about a foot long but emitted dazzling spiritual light, sending a terrifying aura skyward.

A sharp sound echoed as Ouyang Qinxin’s Green Fire Sword struck the light barrier. Among Lin Xuan's treasures, this sword ranked just below the supreme divine treasure in terms of offensive power. With all his might, its destructive force was formidable indeed.

However, the light barrier shimmered and deflected the green fire away, making the attack ineffective. Soon, a buzzing sound filled the air as a milky-white glow enveloped everything. After a momentary flicker, it settled down, and Ouyang Qinxin’s figure vanished from the eastern magical array.

"Qinxin!"

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry, his face contorted with rage. He flashed through the Nine Heaven Microsteps, like a whirlwind, rushing into the magical array. Concern can cloud judgment; Lin Xuan was now furious beyond measure.

Moonlight flashed her reassuring smile as she said, "Young Master, don't worry. It's just teleportation. Ouyang Sister might not be in danger."

Indeed, the Aśura King’s mansion was too mysterious for comfort. Qinxin was only at the early stage of cultivation and had just recovered from severe injuries with lingering toxins in her body. How could she remain calm?

"Still... it's useless to rush," Lin Xuan nodded, agreeing with Moonlight. He took a deep breath, forcing himself to suppress his agitation.

He surveyed the magical array around him. Compared to other cultivators, Lin Xuan’s knowledge was extensive, and he had studiedarray technique quite deeply. However, this particular array was incomprehensible. It wasn't like any ordinary teleportation array; it likely served multiple purposes.

Lin Xuan ignored all that for now. He just wanted to know where Qinxin had been teleported. After a moment of hesitation, he saw nine grooves evenly distributed around the magical array and reached out with his sleeves. A streak of green light emerged, snatching a small stone and examining it carefully. It was a high-grade crystal but faintly luminescent, indicating that its spiritual energy had long been depleted.

Lin Xuan’s face showed deep thought as he took several high-grade crystals from his storage bag and placed them in the grooves. Meanwhile, Ouyang Qinxin, enveloped by white light, teleported to an unfamiliar location.

Though her abilities were far inferior to Lin Xuan's, she was still a cultivator of the earlyyuan baby stage, having faced many trials over three hundred years. Despite the strange incident, she remained composed and prepared for combat.

However, around her, everything was quiet; no enemies surrounded her.

Ouyang Qinxin exhaled in relief as she looked around. The scene before her was a white cave with thick ice covering the walls. The only exit stood tall like a pillar, suggesting she was trapped in an icy prison.

She frowned, realizing she had been sent to this place unexpectedly. She wouldn't sit idly by; her golden seven-stringed zither appeared in her arms as she gently plucked its strings. A golden light wave shot out and struck the iron pillar with force.

A soft thud echoed as Ouyang Qinxin’s sound cultivation was no joke, comparable to any supreme technique. The rusted pillar reflected the golden light wave back despite its appearance.

Qinxin frowned as she played more notes, creating a three-foot-long bird in mid-air. With sharp beak and claws, it pecked at the iron pillar but failed to break through.

Lin Xuan had placed the crystals and cast another spell. This time, he heard buzzing sounds, indicating the array was activated. He leaped onto the platform with joy.

However, instead of teleportation, a milky-white glow flashed, revealing no change in position. Instead, thick ghostly fog emerged from beneath the magical array. The grayish-white fog was sticky, and Lin Xuan quickly opened his Nine Heaven Spirit Shield. A sibilant sound echoed as the fog seemed to erode the shield.

Lin Xuan’s face paled as a deep growl reverberated from underground. He stumbled, realizing that even the growling had an effect on his mind, similar to Qinxin's sound cultivation. Could there be some terrifying monster beneath this array?

"Young Master, look!"

Moonlight’s panicked voice reached him just as he turned to see a cauldron glowing brightly. The carved patterns of the mythical creatures—especially the qilin—glowed with vibrant light, almost alive.

Lin Xuan turned his head; similar scenes played out in other cauldrons: the four sacred beasts and the nine-tailed fox, each emitting spiritual light from their carvings. These weren't ordinary engravings but contained the divine consciousness of true celestial creatures.

Before he could fully process this, the lid of one cauldron opened, and a beam of light shot out. Above him, a qilin appeared, though just an illusion. Nevertheless, it emitted a terrifying aura.

The lids of the other cauldrons flew open in succession. In moments, golden dragons, colorful phoenixes, chaos beasts, and the nine-tailed fox of the holy beast appeared, all floating in mid-air.
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Two powerful spiritual pressures surged out, and Lin Xuan's face couldn't help but show a look of shock. Although the Sky Fox was not mentioned, as one of the Three Great Demon Kings in the Spirit Realm, its strength could match that of an Loose Immortal.

The other four spirits and four ferocious beasts were no small matter either. Ordinary strongholds of the Spirit Realm would only end up fleeing if they encountered these creatures.

Of course, what appeared here was not the true form but merely a faint spirit essence. Nevertheless, it was still formidable. The monster trapped under this array required the efforts of all nine sacred beasts in the Spirit Realm to subdue.

Roar!

The thunderous voice echoed once again into his ears, like the cries of countless souls from the netherworld. Even Lin Xuan felt his heart tremble, and he quickly took a deep breath. The flow of his inner refinement method within his body slowly dispelled that discomfort.

This place was not suitable for lingering any longer, and Lin Xuan quickly made his judgment.

Although he still worried about his beloved wife, the idea of using the teleportation array to retrieve her seemed impossible now.

Despite his concerns, Lin Xuan wasn't someone who would panic. He injected more spiritual energy into the Heavenly Array Artifact. However, at this moment, a sudden commotion occurred. From deep within the central square, there was an earth-shaking rumble. The entire space trembled as if it had been struck.

More intense than an earthquake, Lin Xuan almost lost his balance and stumbled.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan turned his head in shock. He saw the nine-headed sacred beasts in the sky extending their necks to let out long cries, emitting a powerful spiritual pressure that surged towards the central array of the square as if it had substance.

The combined efforts of these nine beasts were trying to suppress the monster beneath the ground.

Lin Xuan's face turned extremely ugly. He injected more spiritual energy into the Heavenly Array Artifact. However, at this moment, a loud explosion rang out, and the central array of the square actually collapsed.

Roar! As if the souls trapped in the netherworld had broken free from their bonds, endless ghostly mists spread out, exuding pressure everywhere. Lin Xuan couldn't help pausing his actions; it was too late to run now.

He narrowed his eyes and channeled spiritual energy into his eyes, trying to discern the massive creature before him.

It resembled a dragon but wasn't quite one. At first glance, it looked like a fusion of a dragon and a qilin, with two wings on its back and a colossal body. It had nine heads, each head also strange, not quite a jiao or snake.

"Nine-headed Fiend!"

Lin Xuan's voice seemed to be in a daze as he knew little about this great ghost beast but had seen it in ancient texts.

This was one of the most terrifying beasts in the Netherworld Realm. Legend said that it could devour water and spit fire, with each head able to cast different spells. Its strength even surpassed true dragons and phoenixes.

Of course, what he saw wasn't the Nine-headed Fiend's true form but merely a fragmentary spirit essence.

Thus, the Sky Fox with nine tails and the four spirits and four ferocious beasts were here to suppress this great ghost beast, which made sense.

Roar!

After breaking free, the Nine-headed Fiend let out long cries from all nine heads, sounding like infant cries. Unlike when it was underground, these sounds didn't seem as terrifying, but Lin Xuan felt his heart and mind shaken. The sound of this great ghost beast could directly attack one's divine consciousness. He quickly took a deep breath and activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, feeling somewhat better.

The sacred beasts in the sky were on high alert, but the Nine-headed Fiend's eyes flashed with disdain. These nine shadowy figures were merely a trace of divine power transmitted across realms, having lost much of their strength after millions of years. Compared to his fragmentary essence, they couldn't even be mentioned in the same breath.

The Nine-headed Fiend raised its head and spat out a thick cloud of ghostly mists from its blood-stained mouth. The mist enveloped all nine sacred beasts, including the Sky Fox. Pain flashed across the fox's eyes as it flicked its nine tails, releasing a burst of five-colored light that blocked the ghostly mists. However, another head of the Nine-headed Fiend spat out grayish-white flames.

These flames didn't look impressive but were like arrows, easily piercing through the five-colored light and transforming into a demon serpent that bit viciously at the fox's neck.

Pang!

The sound of shattering echoed as the largest cauldron suddenly cracked. The initial crack was only a foot long but rapidly spread like spider webs until the mighty cauldron turned into a pile of shattered jade.

Meanwhile, the Sky Fox's shadow in mid-air quickly dimmed and vanished.

With the disappearance of the Sky Fox's shadow, the other four spirits and ferocious beasts were even more vulnerable. Under the dual attacks of ghostly mists and demon flames, they melted like ice under the sun.

The cauldrons around the square shattered one after another.

"Master, what should we do?" Mo'er's voice echoed in his ears, tinged with a hint of fear. The Nine-headed Fiend fragmentary essence was too terrifying; even compared to the previous Primal Realm cultivators, it was like a small witch seeing a great witch.

"I don't know either."

Lin Xuan shook his head and smiled bitterly. He never expected to encounter a legendary ghost beast in this place. He licked his lips as he realized that even with his hundred battles, he now felt some tension.

The Nine-headed Fiend turned its heads towards the tiny creature before it. In terms of presence, this guy wasn't inferior to a Primal Realm cultivator at all.

Suddenly, the Nine-headed Fiend raised its head, and Lin Xuan's expression grew even more tense. He waved his sleeves, and the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield flew out, transforming into a dazzling light curtain that protected him.

At this moment, Lin Xuan was somewhat grateful that Qinxin had been teleported away; otherwise, facing the Nine-headed Fiend fragmentary essence, he wasn't sure if he could protect himself, let alone his beloved wife.

A light wave shot out from the Nine-headed Fiend's mouth. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and prepared to use the Nine Heavens Microstep, but since he had already summoned the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield, he wouldn't forcefully endure the attack; the best choice was always evasion.

Pang!

An eerie thing happened as that light wave flew mid-air, suddenly vanishing. Spatial Technique!

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed and quickly moved away without thinking. However, he noticed from the corner of his eye that when this spatial technique was used, the Nine-headed Fiend's appearance visibly weakened. Clearly, although this light wave had formidable power, it was too much for a fragmentary essence to handle and couldn't be used recklessly.

However, Lin Xuan's expression turned puzzled in an instant because that light wave didn't appear; it seemed to vanish into thin air. What could this mean? Was the Nine-headed Fiend not attacking him?

Lin Xuan was greatly perplexed but his sense of alertness remained unchanged.

Meanwhile, at the ethereal Arrogant Deva Palace,

the armored monster's eyes flashed with red light. In front of it was a small and delicate array, with a broken mirror placed on an jade pedestal in the center.

The image on the mirror showed Lin Xuan's square.

Pang!

The air to the left suddenly shimmered like water waves before a light wave about a foot wide appeared from within.

The armored monster was greatly alarmed but it was too late. The light wave sliced through the mirror with lightning speed.

A shattering sound echoed as the already broken mirror turned into a pile of shards.

"Damnit!"

The armored monster was both shocked and angry. He had been too careless. The Nine-headed Fiend, known for its ghostly prowess, was the pet favored by the Arrogant Deva King. This was merely a fragmentary essence that had been suppressed for a million years, yet it still possessed such strength to reveal his prying.

His face turned extremely gloomy; without this mirror, he couldn't track the movements of outsiders or activate or deactivate restrictions.

In other words, he could only leave things to fate!

This situation was something he hadn't anticipated.

What should he do now?

The armored monster hesitated for a moment but it was someone who could pick up and put down. At this point, sulking and regretting wouldn't help. Regardless of the outcome, he would not let the long-awaited Deva Blood fall into others' hands.

It was too bad about that ordinary-looking fellow; he practiced the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, which was an opportunity sent by heaven for him. Now it had fallen into the Nine-headed Fiend's mouth.

The armored monster didn't believe Lin Xuan could survive. Although he had advanced to late-stage Spirit Core Realm, compared to the Nine-headed Fiend fragmentary essence, he clearly wasn't on the same level; his only fate would be soul and body dispersal.

He shook his head, filled with regret but helpless. Heaven's will was so. Fortunately, there was still Deva Blood; as long as he obtained this treasure, he could condense his spirit and gather his essence to regain new vitality. (To be continued)
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Lin Xuan held the Heaven-piercing灵宝 in his hand, but he dared not act rashly. The infantless spirit, though only a fragment of its soul, felt more formidable than Huichong from the Thousand Buddha Sect. If it were any other place, Lin Xuan wouldn't be too fearful; if he couldn't fight, running away was always an option.

However, trapped in this small square, surrounded by unbreakable light barriers and oppressive禁制, escape wasn't a viable choice. Lin Xuan's face showed a mix of bitter laughter as he thought, "Could trying to communicate with the beast work?"

"Senior?"

Lin Xuan gave a slight bow, though such a greeting seemed strange. He couldn’t think of any other way to address it. However, Jiuying ignored him, opening its mouth in one head and spitting out gray-white flames, shocking and angering Lin Xuan. It seemed the monster truly considered him insignificant.

Jiuying was also known as the Water-Fire Beast. Although it could control different powers with each of its nine heads, the ghostly fire it spat was no trivial matter. Lin Xuan didn't dare be careless; his figure flashed, vanishing from sight. Despite the禁制 on the air, Jiuying's Nine Heavens Fiery Step allowed him to still perform the technique smoothly.

A glow appeared as he materialized to the left of the beast. Then, with a wave of his sleeve, two silver rings flew out. Grasping one in each hand, Lin Xuan poured his essence force into them without hesitation. Boom!

Several fierce fire serpents and ice dragons appeared mid-air, each about ten meters long, lunging at their opponent.

Though these were merely试探, with Lin Xuan's late-stage元婴 essence force, they couldn't be underestimated. After years of cultivating the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, its power had grown significantly.

The fire serpents and ice dragons emitted a dazzling light, moving like a storm. They surrounded Jiuying in an instant, spraying ice or spitting flames, or even using their claws to attack. Some even swung their tails, opening wide mouths to bite the beast.

Even a late-stage transformed creature would be hard-pressed against such attacks, but Jiuying ignored them, showing no signs of dodging. It merely raised its head and emitted a strange howl that sounded like an infant's cry. A bizarre scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan didn't see any visible sound waves, but the ice dragon's body was covered in cracks. With a loud rumble, it shattered into various-sized pieces.

The fire serpents fared no better, being similarly destroyed by the shockwave. In comparison to Ouyang Qinxin’s音波功, Jiuying's howl was like a mere ant compared to an elephant.

This kind of sound-based spell was indiscriminate within a certain range and Lin Xuan, though slightly far away, couldn't escape unscathed. However, he had already activated his Black Gold Dragon Shield, so the damage wasn’t significant.

With ease, he broke through Jiuying's spells. The infant’s eyes showed a hint of cruelty. Without any action from牯, a black ghostly claw suddenly appeared.

This claw was over ten meters long, with dried and shriveled flesh, darkened by阴气. Its five fingers were sharp and long, their nails gleaming with an eerie coldness.

What kind of spell is this? Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, but there wasn’t time to think about it now. He flicked his right hand, and the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flew out, hovering in front of his chest as a series of light flashes appeared, almost like phoenix calls.

Lin Xuan had already put away the Heaven-piercing灵宝. He raised both hands, moving like a butterfly, casting spells rapidly. An ice wall appeared before him, five fingers wide and strange blue flames condensed on it. Ice and Fire! The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring was originally a dual-element treasure, but this ice wall was just the beginning.

Lin Xuan continued pouring his essence force in, causing the light to flash wildly as another flaming ice wall appeared. He didn’t stop there; a third followed. Though the process seemed complex, it took only an instant. This technique was like following a cat’s paw.

He had once seen Red Silk Fairy use this method, combining her法宝 with essence force to instantly create eighteen shields. The strength of such defense was truly astonishing.

This was Red Silk Fairy's secret technique, and Lin Xuan wasn’t clear on the inner workings. However, his knowledge was already complex, and his vision after becoming a great cultivator was extraordinary. After performing this secret technique, it looked quite realistic.

Nine shields lined up in front of him, along with the last Black Gold Dragon Shield barrier. He believed that even if an alchemy period cultivator attacked next, there would be no problem.

Jiuying's strange cry echoed again as its ghostly claw suddenly expanded by a meter or so, with nails over a foot long, emitting black smoke. Without hesitation, it pierced the first ice wall.

A flash of light, and the ice wall dimmed instantly. The flames on it didn’t harm the ghostly claw at all; cracks spread across the ice wall before it shattered into pieces.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as this terrifying attack far exceeded his initial expectations.

Fortunately, he had only broken through the first line of defense. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and a greenish-blue flame leaped out from his palm.

Turning around, a sharp beaked bird formed in the flames with a clear sound.

Puff puff puff...

While Lin Xuan was casting spells, the ghostly claw didn’t pause. With its malevolent aura, it broke through eight ice walls in an instant. Only one remained when Lin Xuan’s face darkened. He flicked his right hand again, and the greenish-blue flame transformed into a demon python, lunging at the beast.

Relieved, he raised his right hand again, casting another spell that turned into a demon python, which fiercely attacked the monster.
说一说幻雨最近的生活状况（免费）

I've been writing for quite a few years now, and all along, I never considered myself a speed writer. But I always thought of myself as a diligent author. For the past few months, my updates have been consistently stable—almost every day at 5000 words, with occasional bursts. With everyone's support, while *Bai Lian* might not be a top-tier novel, it has achieved some small successes. I am grateful to all of you. Thank you.

However, recently, the updates have become unstable. The reasons are clear to some of my fellow daoists and mystics, but others may still be in the dark. Let me explain now.

Well, I admit openly—I'm in a long-distance relationship. My partner is from the same city as me, but she works elsewhere. She just got back home recently.

We hadn't seen each other for half a year, communicating mostly through voice talismans. Now that she's here, how could I not spend some time with her?

The day before yesterday, at around four in the afternoon, Ling Lou sent me a voice message on my phone while I was out shopping with my girlfriend. When I answered, my Mandarin wasn't good enough for Ling Lou to understand clearly, and I nearly burst into tears. Haha, she often teases me about my poor Mandarin skills too.

To be honest, my girlfriend also enjoys reading and fully understands and supports me in writing. She encourages me to focus on my work. But from both a personal and logical standpoint, how could I leave her behind? Work is important, but so is my girlfriend.

Actually, spending time with her won't take long. In just a few days, she'll start a new job, and then I can return to my regular update schedule.

So, please understand and support me for the next few days. There might be some delays, but once my partner starts working, I will resume my usual updates. To be honest, even though last month's performance was good, I also wanted to continue improving. The truth is, I'm more anxious about the hiatus than anyone else.

That's it.

It's also weekend again. I won't hide from you—my girlfriend has to start working tomorrow, so I'll try my best to spend time with her. Tomorrow morning… actually today (it's already past noon), we're planning a date. So, I'm taking another day off. Of course, if she gets back early, I might write a little more. If it's too late, I'll have to take the day off again.

In this situation, I still ask for your support and recommendations. It makes me feel a bit embarrassed, but I really don't want *Bai Lian*'s performance to drop too quickly. Otherwise, catching up when I resume updates will be much harder. So, if you have any recommendations, please give them. Let's aim to stand on the top of the仙侠分类榜.

Thank you for your support, everyone. Right now, I'm really at a loss what to do. Haha, as a writer, it's truly exhausting because there are no holidays in 365 days. Everyone has their own personal matters after all.

Rest assured, I will work hard and update *Bai Lian* more frequently once the Double Cultivation Festival is over. In these next few days, I'll try my best to keep up with it.

Finally, one last request for recommendations.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十七章 九幽黑水

At the scene, Lin Xuan was being chased by terrifying wind blades. In just a few breaths, he had already used Nine Heaven Micro-step to move seventeen or eighteen times but still couldn't escape them. Without the Nine Yin's control, these wind blades could actually track their targets on their own! How infuriating!

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and several sword lights shot out. Although it was a simple spell that gathered spiritual energy, with his cultivation and power, each sword light was powerful enough to match an initial-stage Immortal Core cultivator's life-protection treasure.

Clang clang clang...

The impact sounds echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, but he was greatly disappointed as the sharp sword lights were like paper against these wind blades. They shattered into pieces without any blocking effect at all.

With no other choice, Lin Xuan had to use Nine Heaven Micro-step again. As soon as he moved away, a wind blade cut through where he stood. Could this only be blocked by directly facing it?

Lin Xuan’s mind raced. Continuously dodging wouldn’t end well; the longer it took, the more disadvantageous it would become. He gritted his teeth and his expression became determined.

He flicked his sleeves again, and a silk handkerchief flew out. It looked like something a woman might use, but in reality, Lin Xuan had snatched it from Old Freak of Heavenly Craft Sect. Although the scent was somewhat heavy, what mattered was its power.

Lin Xuan personally tested the defensive capabilities of this Water Cloud Silk. Its defense was no weaker than that of Bird Golden Dragon Armor Shield. Since he couldn’t dodge, there was only one way: to face and withstand it head-on.

He clenched his jaw and exhaled a mouthful of essence energy. After absorbing it, the Water Cloud Silk emitted a vibrant blue light, forming a thick water wall in front of him.

This process seemed complicated but actually took just an instant.

Puff puff puff...

A muffled sound echoed as the wind blades followed closely behind, cutting into the water wall. Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. He wouldn’t merely set up defenses; he waved his hands and cast spell after spell.

The water wall became increasingly dense, and the speed of the wind blades inside was significantly reduced.

However, it still couldn't withstand them. Soon, several wind blades shot out, piercing through the Water Cloud Silk. Although they didn’t completely break it, their size had clearly diminished, indicating that their remaining power was minimal. Bang!

The impact sound came again as the Black Golden Dragon Armor Shield also blocked this residual attack without any悬念.

Turning danger into safety, but Lin Xuan’s face showed no hint of joy. When facing the Pillar of Evil's soul fragment, he was only at the middle-stage Immortal Core, yet it seemed effortless. However, that single strike by Nine Yin had left him in such a wretched state.

This guy was indeed stronger than Huì Tōng of Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Lin Xuan’s mind already began to plot how to escape.

After all, continuing this fight wouldn’t be beneficial, but escaping wasn’t easy either. While thinking about it, he raised his head and saw the scene before him, which froze his expression.

The Nine Heaven Moon Ring transformed into a white hurricane, absorbing his essence energy and further evolving into a blood-colored flying dragon over a hundred feet long.

Opening its mouth, it emitted a powerful light column that could even create a hole in the mountain. However, Nine Yin didn’t dodge; instead, he seemed confident about the fish bladder-shaped shield before him.

A thunderous sound echoed as the surface of the fish-scale-like barrier appeared with countless spider-web-like cracks. Although it was somewhat disheveled, it still managed to block the light column. Then, Nine Yin’s tail swayed, and those cracks miraculously healed.

At the middle-stage Immortal Core level, one could utilize the primordial energy from the universe, greatly conserving internal magical power.

Lin Xuan’s expression became extremely grim as a part of the black water turned into mist and entered the wind dragon.

Silently, Lin Xuan suddenly felt something. The Nine Heaven Moon Ring was his life-protection treasure; he sensed that this treasure seemed somewhat less responsive now.

It appeared to be tainted by something, though not as much as Yin Qi Ghost Ink, but its primordial energy was continuously flowing out… "Not good!"

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and the hurricane dispersed. Two ancient round rings flew back, their surfaces slightly faded.

On the other side, the remaining black water transformed into a dozen-foot-long hundred-legged centipede, tearing at the demon snake that had evolved from the Green Illusion Netherworld Fire.

If it were the previous Green Illusion Netherworld Fire, perhaps it would have only ended in defeat. However, after merging with heavenly tribulation fire, its power significantly increased. Clearly, the beast was more ferocious than the centipede, as this black water was merely a soul fragment of Nine Yin.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief and stored the Nine Heaven Moon Ring in his dantian. Although it had been tainted slightly, there was no major issue; after some refinement, he could remove the traces left by the black water on the ring.

The Nine Heaven Moon Ring was at a disadvantage while Green Illusion Netherworld Fire won by a small margin. Overall, they were evenly matched in their battle with the terrifying black water. Above his head, the hundred-foot-long sword of transformed green fire clashed with the ghost claw that emerged from the vortex.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. Could this be the legendary divine descent technique?

It was well-known that some great魔道 cultivators could practice special magic arts to borrow ancient demons' demonic energy across dimensions temporarily, greatly enhancing their power in a short time.

However, the divine descent technique was even more advanced, allowing one to directly split space and summon celestial existences.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what kind of monster that single-nosed long-nosed demon was, but it seemed non-trivial. The hundred-foot-long sword of transformed green fire clearly couldn't withstand touching the ghost claw, emitting a mournful wail.

A vicious expression flashed in the demon’s eyes as he clenched his fingers, seemingly wanting to use some evil secret technique to destroy this precious item before him.
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Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast, and from the expression on Li Hai’s face, it wasn't hard to guess what he intended. His eyes narrowed slightly as a hint of anger flashed across his face. Destroying the green flame wouldn’t be that easy.

Lin Xuan snorted coldly, his face darkening. He flicked his left hand, and an ancient-looking short sword appeared out of thin air. It was no more than a foot long, its surface covered with cracks. This treasure turned out to be nothing but a defective item.

However, a powerful aura spread around him, enveloping the entire square. The ghostly figure above didn’t need mentioning; Jiuyin’s face finally showed a serious expression.

Even if this divine treasure was rare in the Upper Heavens, its power remained formidable even when broken. "Humph!"

With Lin Xuan's low voice, a green glow surrounded his body as he poured mana into it. Numerous runes, each about the size of a fist, appeared on the blade’s surface.

These runes were profound and ancient, vastly different from those in the human world. They spun and flickered, seemingly alive, drilling into Lin Xuan's body. A layer of silver light enveloped his hand, making the injection of mana smoother than before.

Unlike when he used this treasure previously, after advancing to a Great Immortal, Lin Xuan had unlocked the second level of the Through Treasure Art. Not only did its power increase significantly, but it consumed less mana compared to before.

In short, since his palm was now wrapped in silver scales, it seemed capable of absorbing surrounding primordial energy from the world. Such a divine ability should be within the realm of Separation and Union Realm cultivators, but with the aid of the Through Heaven Divine Treasure, he felt a taste of it early on.

Though still vague about specific details, such an early understanding of the next realm was highly beneficial for future breakthroughs. This could be considered a pleasant surprise.

With one successful strike, Lin Xuan didn’t linger in place but instead moved swiftly, deploying the Nine Heavens Step, appearing several dozen feet away.

Jiuyin was far more formidable than that ghostly figure. As he left, the area where he stood was immediately invaded by grayish-white demonic flames. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, his face showing no signs of surprise or alarm as he turned and struck again.

This time, he poured in even more mana. The silver sword aura wasn’t silent anymore; it seemed like a long rainbow piercing the sky. Blue lightning enveloped the sword’s edge, along with countless runes. More terrifyingly, a giant Taiji pattern could be vaguely seen behind it… Before the sword reached its target, it already exuded an overwhelming destructive force. The surrounding primordial energy of the world seemed to have been cut by each strike.

Although this Jiuyin was just a fragment of its essence from millions of years ago, its strength still rivaled that of Separation and Union Realm cultivators.

Lin Xuan had few encounters with such old monsters, and only Huìtōng had truly fought against one. However, Jiuyin’s fragmentary soul was much more troublesome.

Though he hadn’t yet unleashed all his divine abilities, after a series of exchanges, Lin Xuan could clearly gauge the other party's strength. The chances of winning were slim; the only hope lay in the Through Heaven Divine Treasure!

Thus, this strike left no room for holding back. The dazzling sword aura seemed capable of splitting heaven and earth.

Such an overwhelming final attack couldn’t be ignored by Jiuyin. It raised its nine heads high. Roar! Different sounds emerged from each of the blood-red mouths—some like infant cries, others like the collective wails of spirits, some like tiger roars or dragon’s breath, even the sound of fierce winds…

Legend had it that in the Netherworld, Jiuyin was Arūroh’s favorite divine pet. Each head possessed unique divine abilities.

It could swallow water and spew fire; others emitted ghostly mists that corroded bones, invisible sound waves that carved marks in space… All nine abilities converged to meet the cold sword aura.

A deafening explosion echoed, with multicolored light flaring between Lin Xuan and Jiuyin. As an advanced late-stage Immortal Core cultivator, Lin Xuan was formidable even in the human world, but the sheer force of their clash left him almost gasping for breath.

There were no means to escape; the area was under a ban on flying. The sound of cracking echoed as Lin Xuan’s feet sank into the hard stone, nearly reaching his knees. There was no retreat!

The sword aura and Jiuyin's divine abilities still clashed in mid-air. Lin Xuan’s right arm glowed with runes as he poured all his mana into the divine treasure.

Primordial energy from around them surged, visible as countless light points that entered his right arm. The Through Heaven Divine Treasure could absorb primordial energy, but compared to Jiuyin's fragmentary soul, it was like a small witch seeing a great one. Lin Xuan was only at an Immortal Core stage; he hadn’t yet reached the realm of Separation and Union.

Jiuyin absorbed much faster than him, making this stalemate highly disadvantageous for Lin Xuan. He didn’t expect Jiuyin to even block his divine treasure’s power, which meant certain defeat in the end.

Lin Xuan was anxious but had no plan. This damned ban on flying… If not for the strange items at Arūroh’s residence, he could have escaped by now.

Lin Xuan's face turned extremely grim as this outcome far exceeded his expectations. There was no room for trickery; it was like a martial artist comparing inner strength—see who can last longer against the other. A clear winner and loser must be determined.

In between them stood an eerie light ball, half silver and half black as night. Runes flashed on its surface, though those in the silver part were profound and majestic, clearly from a genuine Taoist supreme secret technique.

The black part’s runes seemed written with blood, each stroke dripping with it, filled with resentment.

Lin Xuan poured his mana into the divine treasure while thinking furiously about how to escape. Despite their different realms, Jiuyin could absorb primordial energy much faster. Even if he had plenty of spirit medicines and a storage talisman, they would eventually be exhausted.

"Master, why don’t I help?"

Moon’s voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, but he shook his head. He needed external assistance, but the situation was too dangerous for Moon, who was only at the Condensation Core stage. Even if she touched any of Jiuyin’s divine abilities, it would be a fatal outcome.

"Master, this can’t go on…" Moon was equally anxious. Xiao Tao had said that her palace had been destroyed by spirit realm cultivators, so why were there still so many restrictions and monsters lingering?

Lin Xuan didn't know what was going through Moon's mind. At this moment, he needed external help. While all his mana was used for the Through Heaven Divine Treasure, he could still summon the Corpse Spirit Bag.

He hadn’t released the armadillo or the corpse spirit because they were too weak against Jiuyin. But now, with him involved, they could be used to deal a final blow. Perhaps this would be the straw that broke the camel’s back, giving him a chance to turn defeat into victory. With these thoughts, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and flicked his left hand, summoning two pouches.

The Corpse Spirit Aura and demonic wind exuded an Immortal Core Realm presence, but here they were just a small boat in the vast sea. The entire square was enveloped by their clash’s primordial energy.

Facing this monster, both the corpse spirit and armadillo showed fear on their faces, though one was a puppet and the other a fool. Their instincts sensed Jiuyin's power.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan’s face darkened further as he issued commands through his spiritual sense. The armadillo and corpse spirit had been sealed with blood oaths. Under repeated urging from their master’s spells, their eyes turned red, exuding an aura of savagery. Roar!

The corpse spirit roared loudly, the sound echoing in Lin Xuan's ears as its fangs protruded, skin becoming increasingly dry and pale. A white sword appeared in the grayish-white mist before his eyes. To be continued...
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千一百八十九章 生与死的瞬间

That treasure was about seven to eight zhang long, resembling a large animal's thigh bone. The surface was wrapped in malevolent qi; its power could not be underestimated. Roar!

The Corpse Devil let out a loud roar and opened his mouth, spewing out a foul-smelling corpse blood that contained dark green venom. This blood was immediately absorbed by the treasure, followed by the sound of cracking bones as it transformed into a white bone demon snake, which spat out toxic mists toward the Nine-headed Serpent.

On the other side, the Pangolin's eyes glinted with ferocity, and he formed hand seals. His body rapidly grew in size amidst surging demonic winds, revealing a monstrous creature several zhang long. He had transformed into his true form.

As a late-stage transformed beast, the Pangolin's presence was formidable indeed. Its body was covered by thick scales, its gaping mouth with razor-sharp teeth like gleaming knives. It was not inferior to a dragon in appearance; it might even be slightly superior. Roar!

The sound echoed through the wilderness, causing yellow light to flicker in mid-air and nearby soil to levitate, forming sharp stone spears.

This was an earth attribute spell, specifically a high-grade one. In terms of power, it would not fall short of ordinary treasures; in fact, it might even surpass them.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he nodded. However, with the situation at hand, delving into details would be futile. The priority was to deal with this crisis.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind, but it was too late. With the Nine-headed Serpent's power surging, everything before him instantly reversed.

The monster flicked its tail, sending countless flying daggers into the sky. These projectiles fearlessly clashed with the stone spears and white bone demon snake, their clashing sounds easily nullifying the Pangolin and Corpse Devil's attacks.

Following this, the daggers took control, swarming toward the two monsters. Amidst demonic qi and dark winds, two blood mists could be vaguely seen...

Through spiritual awareness, Lin Xuan knew that the Pangolin and Corpse Devil had not perished but were severely injured. However, he was too preoccupied with his own dire situation to worry about them.

After the Nine-headed Serpent's power surged, the balance between him and the beast was shattered. The silver light on the surface of the ball of light dwindled to a small portion before completely turning black. It then crashed toward Lin Xuan. "Ah!"

Moon cried out in alarm as Lin Xuan's face turned pale with shock. This ball of light was the result of a clash between the Nine-headed Serpent and a supreme divine treasure.

Even an old monster at the Separation Stage would not be able to withstand its power; could he really perish here?

Drops of sweat formed on his forehead as Lin Xuan had faced countless trials since entering the immortal path, but none compared to this. However, he was far from giving up. Defense alone wouldn't work, so Lin Xuan activated Nine Heavens Micro-step.

Avoid!

Lin Xuan didn't want to disintegrate here, but stepping forward only made his face whiter. The Nine Heavens Micro-step had lost its effect; could it be due to the energy interference with spatial laws?

Lin Xuan's face showed a bitter smile as the ball of light collided with his first layer of defense. The blue water wall was solid and heavy, repelling ordinary treasures' attacks. However, now it seemed paper-thin, breaking apart with a 'sibilant' sound.

Lin Xuan's eyes twitched; the ball of light was only twenty zhang away from him. He tried Nine Heavens Micro-step again but to no avail.

Despair filled Lin Xuan as he had nowhere else to hide. A determined look flashed in his eyes, and past scenes played before his mind.

He never thought that after so long a struggle with fate, he would die here. In the moment of impending death, his last feelings were not sorrow or fear but concern and reluctance. The immortal world was harsh, but there was something more precious to him than life. Moon...

With her simple nature, could she take care of herself if she were alone? Even though falling meant certain death, Lin Xuan didn't want Moon to die with him.

Love her; give her happiness. In the final moment, Lin Xuan removed all his defenses, as they had no use now. He would die anyway, but he wanted to save some energy for Moon's sake. His sleeves fluttered, and an ancient-looking long spear flew out.

Lin Xuan grabbed it, pouring his remaining power into it. Bloodshot veins appeared in his face; this was the result of overexertion. Lin Xuan had also used a secret technique to temporarily boost his cultivation.

The immense power entered the spear instantly as Lin Xuan shouted and swung it forward. Sibilant...

A sound so sharp that it made one's teeth ache. The left side of the void twisted as Lin Xuan struck, slicing through space. This involved spatial laws, something only a Separation Stage cultivator could master.

By normal standards, an Incubus-stage cultivator couldn't touch such power. But Lin Xuan was no ordinary peer; this long spear from Snow Fox Queen was truly remarkable, with spatial effects. With all his might, he finally tore open a gap in the space.

Escaping wasn't possible; such a small gap wouldn't allow him to squeeze through. Even though Incubus-stage cultivators could separate their essence from their bodies, they were still not fully solidified. Without the body's protection, entering the spatial gap would be certain death. But Moon could go through it.

A white light flashed as Lin Xuan forcibly pulled out Moon, his face filled with tenderness. In this life-or-death moment, there was no fear in his eyes; only deep concern and love: "Girl, the immortal path is long; I can't accompany you. Promise to take care of yourself."

With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan enveloped Moon with residual power. This protective barrier would keep her safer in the spatial gap: "Promise me, live well." He then pushed Moon into the space gap.

"No!"

A heart-wrenching cry echoed as Moon's tears rolled down her face; she couldn't abandon him.

Without you, what use is immortality?

Is eternal life worth it if I can't be by your side?

Moon didn't want anything else. She didn't wish to become an immortal or the Demon King; she just wanted to stay by his side forever, sharing hardships and falling into the netherworld together. No matter the future, as long as she held his hand, even through fiery mountains, she wouldn't feel pain but only a gentle, happy smile.

In that moment of being pushed out, Moon's face showed determination. A silver light shone as a crescent-shaped short sword appeared in her hands, less than a zhang long and exquisitely crafted with gemstones embedded at the grip. The inscriptions on it were unknown to Lin Xuan.

With a wave of her hand, the silver light blinded as she tore through his protective barrier.

"Moon..."

Lin Xuan was shocked and anxious as Moon threw herself into his arms: "Master, I love you. I don't want to live alone in this world; I'd rather die with you."

Though Lin Xuan had long known her feelings, hearing those three words from her mouth for the first time moved him deeply.

In that final moment, both were about to disintegrate. Moon no longer cared and buried herself in Lin Xuan's embrace. In life or death, she was not afraid; her eyes soft with happiness and tenderness.

"Stupid girl!"

Lin Xuan was both angry and touched but it was too late now. This scene that seemed complex took place instantaneously under the immense pressure of the ball of light.

Lin Xuan held Moon tightly, struggling was useless. Turning around, he used his body as a shield to protect her, even though he knew it was futile.

P.S.: Haha, this seems a bit too emotional. Fantasy Rain requests more recommendations! On_no laughs~ To be continued. If you want to know what happens next, please log in and read the full chapter to support the author and enjoylegitimate reading！
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The light ball was as dark as ink, radiating an intimidating spiritual pressure that approached Lin Xuan.

Seven or eight zhang away, the ferocious magical power contained within it made breathing difficult for Lin Xuan. He was a late-stage Core Formation cultivator; even if it were the top expert in Yunzhou, Master Wangting Lou, he wouldn't dare to withstand such an attack. This time, there seemed to be no hope of survival.

Lin Xuan sighed. With his current condition, there was nothing he could do but hold Moon tightly. Just as they were about to fall, something unexpected happened. The Nine-Headed Serpent's eyes widened in shock as it stared at Moon's face. Aaah!

Suddenly, the Nine-Headed Serpent let out a long howl and vanished in an instant. It reappeared right before Lin Xuan and Moon.

At this moment, the Nine-Heaven Step technique had lost its effect. However, even though it was still in the Separation stage, the Nine-Headed Serpent could still use Instant Teleportation. Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise; what did the other party want to do? Wasn't he and Moon already trapped? There was no point in such an action.

Lin Xuan's mind raced as the Nine-Headed Serpent blocked his path, almost making him think that it wanted to shield him. This was too absurd. He had just fought with the Nine-Headed Serpent, wanting to kill each other; now, it was sacrificing itself for him?

This...

Lin Xuan was left speechless. Such a thing would be unbelievable even if someone else said it. However, reality was what it was. The dark light ball collided with the Nine-Headed Serpent's body, and the runes flashed. This massive creature was completely engulfed by intense light.

Its body, like ice thrown into fire, rapidly melted away. However, the Nine-Headed Serpent showed no signs of pain; instead, it turned its head, revealing a look of contentment in its eyes.

Lin Xuan's mind went blank. Everything that happened seemed too out of place. But there was no time to think about it now. With the Nine-Headed Serpent shielding them, Lin Xuan could withstand the explosion's aftermath. However, the residual force from the blast was formidable. The light shield formed by the Black Gold Dragon Armor kept flickering as Lin Xuan pulled out several Earth-grade defensive talismans, creating more shields to alleviate some of the pressure.

The explosion didn't last long, but it felt excruciating for Lin Xuan. Finally, after the storm passed, he let out a deep breath.

Surviving by a thread, Lin Xuan himself had given up hope. His current survival was purely due to luck. He couldn't fathom why the Nine-Headed Serpent would do such an absurd thing. Lin Xuan's brows furrowed; even with his depth of wisdom, he could find no clue.

"Master, I'm sorry!" A weak voice entered his ears. Turning around, Lin Xuan saw Moon's face filled with guilt. He was taken aback but then smiled wryly: "Silly girl, why are you apologizing to me? To obtain the Asura God Blood, it was my duty. Besides, we're fine now."

"No... I'm not referring to that." Moon lowered her head, unsure where to place her small hands: "I meant there were some things I shouldn't have kept from you."

As a ruler of the Netherworld in his past life and having a blood feud with True Immortals, this secret was too shocking. Moon was a quiet girl who always tried not to scare Lin Xuan away. However, after the dangerous situation they faced together, she felt both guilty and happy. How could she continue hiding it?

The time for honesty had come. Despite her unease, she really didn't want to hide anything from Lin Xuan.

"Master, I know why Nine-Headed Serpent acted that way." Moon sighed softly, knowing that if she hadn't known the Nine-Headed Serpent's soul fragment could recognize her in this life, she should have revealed herself earlier and avoided such a grueling battle. "Do you understand?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but then showed a thoughtful expression as he recalled the scene. The Nine-Headed Serpent had indeed seen Moon's face before making that strange move. But what connection could there be between the Netherworld's great demon and Moon? This was something Lin Xuan couldn't figure out.

Seeing Master's confusion, Moon bit her pearly teeth and began to slowly tell him about her past...

Meanwhile, on top of the mountain at Asura King's palace,

After being ravaged by Spirit Realm cultivators, this place had become a ruin. However, new walls were added recently due to a battle that just occurred.

It was coincidental that the ancient octopus and Wanshou Sect's Emptiness Clarity arrived almost simultaneously. Although they chose different paths, their arrival inevitably led to conflict.

After an initial shock, both started fighting fiercely.

The ancient octopus didn't need to be said; it had already killed a late-stage Core Formation cultivator in the Indeterminate River. With such confidence against its opponent, it had devoured the old monster's blood and soul, greatly enhancing its strength.

However, Emptiness Clarity wasn't weak either. There were levels of Great Perfection among Great Cultivators, and he was at that level. Moreover, he possessed a treasure from White Cloud Mountain with defensive properties, significantly boosting his abilities.

A fierce battle raged until the sky turned dark. In the end, Emptiness Clarity emerged victorious, killing the ancient octopus. However, the opponent's strength was formidable; despite the protection of a supreme divine treasure, he still suffered some injuries and nearly exhausted his magical power.

Surveying the ruined palace, Emptiness Clarity hesitated but didn't immediately enter. He couldn't know what kind of powerful restrictions lay inside.

To be safe, he decided to recover his magical energy first. Poor Master was unaware that a pair of red eyes in a dark corner of the ruins was watching him intently. To be continued... For more updates on the story, please log in and support the author!
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After Little Moon's detailed narration, even Lin Xuan, with his deep composure, couldn't help showing a look of surprise on his face.

Although he knew that the little girl had hidden something in Wu Ding River, Lin Xuan never imagined it would be such a shocking revelation. The Lord of the Netherworld, a million years ago, had caused blood to flow like rivers across the Spirit Realm, even leading to the fall of True Immortals. Lin Xuan was left speechless and struggling to digest this information.

"Little Moon, are you joking?" Lin Xuan swallowed hard, though he knew in his heart that she wouldn't lie.

"Master, I know this is terrifying news. When I first heard it, I felt lost and helpless. Will you no longer want me?"

The young girl spoke softly, her delicate face filled with anxiety. The name Asura represented too many grudges and debts. She truly feared Lin Xuan would retreat. After all, facing True Immortals required far more courage than calmly accepting one's fate.

For cultivators, soul dispersal was not the most terrifying outcome; some powerful immortals had a thousand ways to torment their enemies until they couldn't even think of death.

The eternal suffering was what truly frightened people.

Lin Xuan thought about these issues in an instant. The path of Immortality was difficult; who wouldn't wish for a carefree life? His creed was to avoid trouble and danger.

Even facing True Immortals, a mid-stage Separation cultivator could easily crush him.

Lin Xuan's expression turned gloomy as he instinctively disliked complications.

"Little Moon, I'm sorry." Little Moon's face was streaked with tears. "After leaving here, I'll go. I won't burden you."

Her words were filled with sincerity and concern for Lin Xuan. She had many grudges from her past life, but she feared they might endanger him.

"Lin Xuan, my presence could indeed be a threat to you. Although I don't know why I attacked the Spirit Realm in my previous life, so many people have offended me that Little Moon probably won't end well."

"That's nonsense," Lin Xuan said angrily, though "Lin Xuan" made his heart ache.

Although he had never treated her like a servant and instead pampered her as if she were a precious treasure, their relationship remained formal. This was the first time they felt so close.

Little Moon spoke little but her gaze and expressions showed how deeply she loved him.

Love didn't always need to be expressed every day.

Lin Xuan smiled. "Little Moon, we've been together for two hundred years. You know my character well—yes, I hate trouble and avoid danger, but as Master, I never shy away from challenges. Everyone has something they treasure deeply. For me, that's you."

"Master," Little Moon was so moved she could barely speak. Her eyes were like a gentle sea, melting him with her love.

Lin Xuan tightened his left arm around her and stroked the silky black hair on her head, though he couldn't truly touch. The warmth remained.

"For you, I won't fear facing True Immortals. If one day I can reach that realm, I'll take you to the Heavenly Realm to avenge our past grievances," Lin Xuan's voice was gentle yet tinged with resolve.

"But Master, the path of Immortality is long. It might take many years before we achieve it. If my identity is exposed during this time, there will be no place for us in the Three Realms. Death isn't scary, but I don't want to burden you."

"Ridiculous," Lin Xuan interrupted. "Before knowing this secret, for two hundred years, we were inseparable. How could your identity be so easily exposed? Even if that day comes, would I really let you suffer alone while I bear the mental torment? Even if captured by True Immortals, we'll share our suffering together. That's a form of happiness."

"Lin Xuan," Little Moon called him for the second time, her voice filled with sweetness. For a woman, finding such an attentive lover was enough.

The broken square was destroyed by the recent battle, but a sweet atmosphere lingered between them.

After a while, Little Moon looked at the young girl's beautiful face and said, "Master, what else are you worried about?"

"Of course, I'm worried about you. My precious Little Moon is the reincarnation of Asura King. Her cultivation and powers rival True Immortals, yet she signed a master-servant contract with me. I fear that one day, when you unlock your memories, you might become Lord of the Netherworld, and the first to kill would be this small cultivator who dared to challenge divine authority."

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he joked, but his heart was secretly amused. His supposed concerns were just a playful tease with his beloved Little Moon. He couldn't help wondering how she would react if she knew the truth.

"Master, tell me," Little Moon asked curiously.

"I'm worried about you. I never expected my precious Little Moon to be Asura King's reincarnation. Her cultivation and powers rival True Immortals, yet we signed a master-servant contract. I fear that one day when you unlock your memories, you might become Lord of the Netherworld, and the first to kill would be this small cultivator who dared to challenge divine authority."

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he joked, but his heart was secretly amused. His supposed concerns were just a playful tease with his beloved Little Moon.

"Master," Little Moon nodded obediently. As long as Master had no reservations about her, she didn't care about the throne of Asura King. She was happiest serving him by laying out bedding and warming his bed.

Once she could form an元婴and gain a body, she would still warm Lin Xuan's bed.

Thinking this made Little Moon's face flush with embarrassment.

"Little Moon, what's wrong? Did you get hurt in the explosion?" Lin Xuan was surprised, then worried.

"No, I'm fine!" Seeing Master ask, Little Moon blushed even more. "I'm not uncomfortable, Master. Can your power recover soon? We've been here too long."

In a moment of inspiration, Little Moon, despite her usual obedience, skillfully changed the subject to avoid revealing her true feelings. She successfully shifted the conversation.

Lin Xuan was stunned by her reminder. He quickly recalled that other cultivators had entered Asura Palace besides him. They couldn't afford to waste time. If they took any treasures from the palace, he would have nowhere to cry.

With a serious expression, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and several precious items appeared in the green light.

The most eye-catching was an ancient-looking belt that could instantly recover power. He didn't use it often, but now with urgency, he put on the storage belt around his waist without hesitation.

磅礴的法力涌入身体，从丹田延伸到四肢经脉，很快林轩就恢复了枯竭的法力。

除了这个宝物，还有一些玉瓶悬浮在他面前。里面装着各种各样的灵丹。

虽然法力已经恢复，但刚才的大战还是让他受了些伤，神识也消耗很大。他拔开瓶塞，将五颜六色的灵丹倒入嘴里，随后盘膝而坐。仅仅半盏茶的时间，林轩就恢复了最佳状态。
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The other half was in a similar situation to Lin Xuan, meditating at the Bodhi Hall of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. He had endured countless hardships and finally arrived at the palace of Asura King, only to run into an ancient octopus beast on his way.

Both parties were after the same treasure, so they immediately clashed without much talk.

In terms of cultivation level alone, the ancient octopus beast was slightly superior. However, Huitong had a supreme divine treasure in his possession.

Such grade treasures are rare even in the Spirit Realm and have long disappeared from the mortal world. Even an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator could not fully utilize its power, but just a small part of it would significantly boost their cultivation level. Thus, the beast fell, but Huitong's spiritual energy was also nearly depleted.

The Asura King’s palace lay ahead, but he did not rush in immediately; instead, he planned to recover his strength first.

Otherwise, encountering formidable restrictions could be difficult to handle. Of course, Huitong had this leisurely attitude because he was unaware of other cultivators nearby, including those at the Separation stage. Otherwise, the monk would have rushed to retrieve the treasure first.

The mountain breeze blew past, making everything seem peaceful and serene. However, an unexpected change occurred without any warning.

Kokoko—

A faint sound entered his ears as a black aura shot out from the armor like a venomous snake, targeting the seated monk.

Although Huitong was meditating in a lotus position, an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator’s divine sense was incredibly sharp. He suddenly opened his eyes and shifted slightly, sleeves fluttering to reveal a five-colored Buddha light. A thick barrier appeared before him.

Huitong's reaction was swift, but it was still too late. The black aura moved extremely fast and soon reached his face, tearing through the protective shield and entering his body.

"Ahh!" Huitong clasped his head as if enduring immense pain.

If other cultivators were present, they would instantly recognize what he was going through; however, Huitong was an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator. Still, Asura King was much stronger.

After falling, he had advanced to the Separation stage despite lacking a physical body for cultivation. His divine sense was still far superior to Huitong's.

Heavy breathing filled his ears as the agonizing cries gradually subsided. He had already absorbed the other’s Immortal Core and taken over Huitong's body.

However, this was not yet finished. A series of cracking sounds echoed in his ears, followed by a strong light enveloping him.

Amidst the bright light, a deafening roar could be heard. Then, centered around him, a powerful spiritual pressure surged out. The pressure contained vibrant five-colored light, indicating an abundance of Buddha power within.

The path to immortality was arduous and divided into several schools since ancient times: Taoism, Buddhism, Confucianism, and the righteous and demonic paths, along with cultivators of monsters.

Each school aimed for longevity but had different views on cultivation. None could be said to be stronger than the others; they were always in a balanced state.

The methods used by monster cultivators might not be inferior to those of Taoists, Confucians, Buddhists, and demons, but due to the scarcity of monster lines in the mortal world, their schools did not flourish as much.

Due to differing views, the spiritual energies cultivated by these five schools varied greatly. For example, Confucian disciples possessed extremely powerful righteous energy, while the attributes of Taoist and demonic energies were diametrically opposed, like water and fire that could not coexist.

Lin Xuan was unique; he had once practiced Yin-Yang techniques. Otherwise, his dual cultivation in righteousness and darkness would have led to conflicts between their energies, potentially causing serious harm or even death.

Huitong, as the head of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's Bodhi Hall, naturally cultivated extremely pure Buddhist arts. Asura King had created his own school, though he drew from various sources, it ultimately followed the Taoist lineage.

If not for necessity, Huitong would have preferred to avoid possessing this old monk’s body and had to painstakingly convert the Buddha attributes in the other's spiritual energy into Daoist power.

He continuously waved his hands, casting spell after spell. As time passed, the five-colored Buddha light gradually dimmed, replaced by genuine Taoist energy.

This process took about an hour. Then, as the light faded, Huitong’s appearance changed significantly.

Originally, Huitong had white hair and a youthful appearance despite being tall and robust. Now, his height remained unchanged, but he looked noticeably thinner. Most astonishingly, wrinkles vanished from his face, replaced by a handsome young man.

His fingers were delicate, and as a man, this person was too feminine in appearance. The scar on his head had transformed into flowing hair that reached down to his waist.

This was the true form of Asura King. Unlike Lin Xuan, he was incredibly handsome back then. It was precisely because he cherished his appearance that his Nine Heavens Profound Technique had such anti-aging effects.

"Hmm, not bad. Although this old monk is a bit aged, there's still abundant vitality in his body. Converting the spiritual energy from Buddha to Taoist has gone smoothly, though it’s still somewhat mixed. I should be able to recover about eighty percent of my former strength," Asura King said with satisfaction after examining his hands.

"Hahaha—"

He laughed wildly, but before he could finish, footsteps sounded in his ears. Asura King froze, his pupils constricting.

As the saying goes, joy can lead to misfortune. He had become too complacent due to a successful possession and forgotten that divine energy was almost useless here. Only when the footsteps reached him did he realize that a group of cultivators had arrived.

Asura King was both shocked and angry; there were over ten people, including the advanced-stage gray-robed elder from Luo Family. Of course, they were the cultivators from Tianzhou Luo Family, including their patriarch. They now numbered only twelve.

Luo Family's luck was not much better than Lin Xuan’s. Although they did not encounter something as bizarre as a Nine-Headed Serpent fragment, in the last restriction, they faced hundreds of ghost soldiers and even some advanced-stage Immortal Core beings. Moreover, they worked well together, resulting in significant losses.

Even Luo Zicong and Blood Luo Child, two advanced-stage cultivators, were not unscathed. Apart from their patriarch, everyone had minor injuries.
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This time, the Luo Family had sent their elite forces to retrieve the Deva Blood. They hadn't expected to lose nearly half of their men in the process. The expressions on everyone's faces were naturally grim. However, the palace of the King of Avici was finally within sight.

The Luo Family cultivators didn’t have time to relax as they encountered the Nine Heavens Profound Lord head-on. Someone had beaten them here first.

The head ancestor of the Luo Family was taken aback. A terrifying aura emanated from his body. He sized up the young man before him with some confusion.

It turned out to be a cultivator at the same level as himself, but there hadn’t been any mention of such a figure in the Cloud Province’s Separation and Union practitioners. Although his divine sense was sealed, he was confident that he could still recognize whether someone had changed their appearance or not. This was somewhat strange.

After all, though the Cloud Province was a holy land for cultivation, only a few Separation and Union cultivators existed. Could it be an ascetic practitioner or one who had just advanced?

Various thoughts flashed through his mind, but he didn’t have the time to discern them. Since both sides were here, they would inevitably clash. Originally, he wanted to use the禁制to eliminate these outsiders one by one, but fate was against him as the array was disrupted by the Nine-headed Naga.

The Nine Heavens Profound Lord’s frustration was evident. Reluctantly, he had to settle for a secondary plan: take over another body, recover his strength, and then cleverly set up a trap so that these outsiders would turn on each other, allowing him to reap the benefits.

Utilizing his familiarity with the environment, he designed some minor禁制. He originally had a 70% chance of succeeding, but after all his efforts, it ended in a half-baked outcome due to his overconfidence and failure to properly use his treasure.

The Nine Heavens Profound Lord’s anger was palpable as he didn’t have any choice but to use the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. If Lin Xuan were here, he would recognize this technique immediately; it was one of his favorites. However, since the Nine Heavens Profound Lord had advanced to the Separation and Union realm, he knew this technique even better than Lin Xuan.

The Nine Heavens Spirit Shield appeared thin but smooth like a layer of oil. Regardless of the attacks from the other元婴cultivators, the Nine Heavens Profound Lord simply summoned a staff and transformed it into a fire dragon to meet Luo Family’s head ancestor's long spear. Boom!

The clash echoed in their ears as the three treasures chased each other mid-air. In terms of strength, the Nine Heavens Profound Lord was clearly superior. After all, he had been an emperor in ancient times, and his own creation gave him a significant advantage over Luo Family’s head ancestor. However, with one against many, and his treasures not cooperating, this first round ended in a stalemate.

The Luo Family cultivators' treasures began to glow brightly as they struck the opponent.

Surprisingly, the opponent didn’t dodge; instead, the Luo Family cultivators were taken aback by their shock.

However, quickly turning to joy, they had seen clearly that the opponent hadn't used any defensive treasure. He had merely hastily activated his protective barrier.

Although the Spirit Shield was a practical technique and one of the most basic in the Five Elements School, even a灵动初期cultivator could learn it. Its advantage lay in its quick activation but lacked significant defense.

The Luo Family cultivators’ confusion was understandable; the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield and the Spirit Shield were entirely different, yet their surfaces appeared almost identical, making them easy to confuse.

Despite being at the Separation and Union realm, the opponent only used such a weak defensive technique. How could he possibly defend against so many attacks? Even if he couldn’t kill him, he could severely injure him...

However, before this thought was fully formed, the Luo Family cultivators noticed something amiss. Except for two powerful treasures, all other long spears and swords slid off the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield’s surface.

The barrier seemed to be coated with butter; the power of any attack on it was only a fraction of its usual strength. Such a technique wasn’t something Lin Xuan could use either; he had only gradually discovered this after advancing to the Separation and Union realm.

After being reinforced, the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield’s defensive capabilities were formidable, far surpassing ordinary top-tier treasures.

Of course, not all attacks could be immune in such a clever way. The Deva Child's skull rushed forward, first spraying pink fog from its loud cry.

These were highly toxic!

However, it was ineffective; the toxins couldn’t penetrate the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield’s barrier. The Deva Child raised his eyebrows and revealed a fierce expression on his innocent face. With both hands, he cast an odd诀into the center of one of the skulls. Red light flashed as it entered the skull's forehead.

The monster seemed to be stimulated, letting out a roar before its grayish-white glow suddenly increased in size. Its mouth opened wide and bit down, swallowing the smaller skull on its left side.

This unexpected change stunned even Luo Family’s cultivators.

Although the cultivation world had many bizarre techniques, this was too exaggerated.

Speaking of the Deva Child, he was also a special existence within the Luo Family, with a completely different set of cultivation techniques. His cruelty and wickedness made him an unpopular figure among the Luo Family’s cultivators. The giantized skull wasn’t satisfied; it turned its body and swallowed the other skull on its right side as well. Then, it began to gnaw at them.

"Hahaha..."

The Deva Child opened his mouth and shot out a sharp beam of light that circled around his left hand, cutting off two thumbs. The beam exploded into blood mist, which seemed alive as it flew toward the skull.

The skull was delighted and swallowed it without hesitation. A grayish-white glow enveloped its body, and continuous cracking sounds echoed inside.

This process, though complex when described, took only a moment to complete. As the grayish-white glow dissipated, the skull before them had changed significantly. It no longer just had one head but now possessed a complete skeleton.

Unlike the earlier blood-red and violent appearance, using such an eerie technique, the skeleton was completely free of any violence, its surface as white as jade, looking neither terrifying nor frightening, almost like an artwork.

The skull then extended its hands, reached into its waist, and pulled out two ribs. With a flash of light, it transformed them into two short swords about a foot long. Unremarkable, but with both hands clasped together, it fiercely slashed down.

This didn’t seem like a powerful technique, yet the astonishingly defensive Nine Heavens Spirit Shield produced a series of cracking sounds.

The Nine Heavens Profound Lord’s expression changed; this move seemed familiar.

However, he had no time to ponder further. If they were fighting alone, an ordinary late-stage元婴cultivator couldn’t break through his defense. But now, most of his energy was focused on clashing with Luo Family’s head ancestor, giving the young man a chance.

With so many opponents, brute force wasn’t a wise choice. A fierce look flashed in the Nine Heavens Profound Lord's eyes as he sidestepped to the left. He wanted to use the Nine Steps of the Phoenix.

To be honest, this technique was inferior to instantaneous teleportation. Lin Xuan’s Nine Steps of the Phoenix had been enhanced by the Dance of the Phoenix Nine Skies Technique, but the Nine Heavens Profound Lord wasn’t as well-versed in cultivation techniques as Lin Xuan. However, being a Separation and Union cultivator, this secret technique was far more refined than Lin Xuan’s.
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A strange celestial phenomenon suddenly appeared, leaving the members of the Luo Family in shock. However, they quickly recovered their composure as soon as they noticed that the formidable enemy had retreated without a fight. They let out a sigh of relief but also felt some unease. No one dared to chase after them alone and all turned to look at the gray-haired elder.

"Let's go!"

The thoughts in the mind of the head of the Luo Family were racing, but there was no time for him to dwell on it as his enemy had retreated. He was worried that the blood of the Deva King might be in the hands of the enemy. Although this was just a possibility, its success or failure would determine the fate and prosperity of the Luo Family. Thus, he transformed into a streak of lightning and rushed towards the inner chambers.

The members of the Luo Family did not hesitate to follow their ancestor's lead. With the head of the family taking the lead, they all unleashed their powers and flew towards the ruins.

Silence soon settled over the place as the mountain breeze blew past. The strange phenomena continued but only left behind broken stones and the marks of swords and axes on the pillars. No one knew what had happened here—first possession, then conflict with the members of the Luo Family...

Meanwhile, in a certain section of jade steps, a plain-looking young man was seated cross-legged while an exceptionally beautiful girl gazed at him tenderly.

Of course, this was Lord Lin and his servant Moon.

Moon's eyes were filled with a sense of daze. She felt extremely happy. The identity of the Deva King was indeed invaluable but to her, it seemed like a heavy stone that had been pressing on her for these days, making it hard for her to breathe.

She did not fear the retaliation from true immortals; what she feared most was if Lord Lin would abandon her.

Now, all those worries were unnecessary. Lord Lin was willing to be with her forever and ever, even if they had to fight against the heavens. Even if they fell into the netherworld together and endured eternal torment, as long as they were by each other's side, it was happiness.

Hearing this, Moon felt deeply moved. She no longer desired anything else after Lord Lin showed such care for her. Although their future path remained uncertain, she would not be afraid anymore with Lord Lin beside her. True immortals? What could be more terrifying in the world?

"Deva King..."

Moon's lips slightly parted as she murmured softly. According to Xiao Tao, this was her secondary residence. Could obtaining that drop of blood from her past life truly lead to successful cultivation and formation of a baby soul?

Her mind raced with various thoughts. A deafening thunderclap echoed in the air, causing Moon to look up. She saw silver snakes dancing across the sky as thick lightning cut through the sky, accompanied by wind and thunder.

Lord Lin slowly opened his eyes. Such an extraordinary scene could not be ignored.

"Lord Lin, you've woken up," Moon said with a delighted expression on her face, although she had called him "Brother Lin Xuan" earlier when she was moved. However, the girl's skin was thin and she could no longer bring herself to say it after that.

"Hmm." Lord Lin nodded but did not notice the thoughts in the girl's mind. The scene before them was too astonishing—more powerful than the formation of a baby soul. Could there be some extraordinary treasure about to appear?

Lord Lin pondered this, naturally thinking of the blood of the Deva King.

With these thoughts, he could no longer bear to sit still and immediately stood up. With his energy fully recovered and injuries not a significant issue anymore, Lord Lin estimated that he should now possess around 90% of his usual power.

He could not continue to linger here.

"Hmm?"

After standing up, Lord Lin suddenly exclaimed in surprise. Moon blinked her eyes, looking puzzled as she asked, "Lord Lin, what's wrong?"

"The seal seems to have been lifted; I can detach my divine consciousness now."

Lord Lin's face showed signs of joy. For cultivators, the divine consciousness was far more important than physical senses. He had never experienced his divine consciousness being completely sealed before, and it felt like a blind and deaf person—extremely uncomfortable.

"Oh."

Moon nodded in confusion. As this place was her secondary residence from her past life, the seal here did not affect her much.

Lord Lin took a deep breath and slowly released his divine consciousness.

It wasn't that the seal had been completely lifted; he could only extend it to about twenty miles.

However, Lord Lin was already satisfied. He noticed something subtle—over time, the range of his divine consciousness seemed to be gradually expanding. In other words, the seal here was not removed in one go but weakened step by step.

"This is quite interesting."

Lord Lin rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression. However, he did not have much time for contemplation at this moment. The blood of the Deva King must not fall into others' hands; it related to Moon's successful cultivation and formation of a baby soul.

After listening to what the girl had said, Lord Lin knew that her obstacle was due to the true immortals altering the laws of nature on purpose.

Apart from the drop of blood from her past life, there was no way to break this curse. In other words, it was a case where failure was not an option.

Moreover, Lord Lin was curious about what would happen if Moon, as the reincarnation of the Deva King, inherited that drop of blood and progressed to the stage of an immortals—would anything unusual occur?

With these thoughts, determination flashed in his eyes. He could no longer afford to linger here. Turning around, he looked at the armadillo and the corpse demon.

The intense battle earlier, especially the final strike, had left both creatures severely injured. Their bodies were almost unrecognizable, with numerous wounds, some of which were bleeding profusely. If it was a cultivator, they would have died or their physical body would have perished without any doubt.

However, as demons from the Netherworld, although unable to move, these injuries were not enough to be fatal and only required rest before they could recover.

Lord Lin sighed and reached into his waist pouches. Black light flashed as he sealed both creatures inside them. He had no urgent need for their recovery at this moment.

After completing everything, Lord Lin scanned the square again but found that the final strike was too violent; the Nine-Headed Serpent had completely transformed to nothingness, leaving behind not even its inner core.

Otherwise, the essence of the demon ghost beast would have been beneficial. Speaking of which, he really felt like he had fought in a daze. If he knew earlier that this creature was Moon's spirit pet, he should have let her appear from the start and spared them such a grueling battle. The water cloud silk treasure obtained from Old Monster Qiang was destroyed without any success.

The only emotion he could describe was frustration. However, Lord Lin did not go completely empty-handed; through his confrontation with the soul fragment of a Separated Soul at the stage of an immortal, Lord Lin had gained some understanding of his own strength.

In summary, he should be considered to have just entered the realm of immortals. If he pushed himself to the limit, he could slightly improve but still fall short compared to the top tier of the early stage of immortals.

This was already quite remarkable; after all, it was rare for cultivators to challenge those above their own level.
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Silver serpents danced through the air, and thunder rumbled ominously. As time passed, the strange phenomena in the sky did not diminish; instead, they grew more violent.

Especially at the apex of the sky above, countless dark clouds gathered, swirling and churning to form a massive vortex over a hundred feet wide. It was particularly eye-catching. "Moon, let's go," Lin Xuan didn't want to delay any longer. Such an eerie spectacle was almost certainly related to some extraordinary treasure.

The young girl nodded obediently, transforming into a streak of white light and flying back into his sleeve. Then, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in green light as he shot towards the peak with incredible speed.

Since the appearance of this phenomenon, the barriers at the Asura King's villa had weakened considerably. Not only could one’s spirit sense leave freely, but the restrictions on the sky were gradually losing their effectiveness. Although there was still a powerful force hindering his flight, Lin Xuan, with his current cultivation, managed to take off with enough effort. It would be much faster than walking up the stone steps.

Seeing that the Asura God Blood's emergence was imminent and that other cultivators had entered this place, Lin Xuan didn't want to let anyone else gain an advantage. He flew towards the palace atop the mountain with all his might.

The mountain towered over a myriad of feet, and the winding stone steps extended deep into the clouds. With barriers blocking the way, it would be extremely difficult to climb by foot. But flying was different; in just half a cup of tea's time, he could see the outlines of buildings ahead. Lin Xuan’s body slowed as his遁光敛去, landing on the ground.

Before him lay the Asura King's palace. He couldn't afford to be careless and wander around recklessly, even though he was anxious. Flying here would be too dangerous. Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan slowly released his spirit sense. What appeared before him were ruins.

The buildings were in disrepair, but Lin Xuan didn’t show any surprise on his face. He had already heard from Moon that several million years ago, the Spirit Realm’s army had ransacked this place, and it was only because of special restrictions that the Asura God Blood survived. Another thunderous sound echoed, but this time, it wasn't coming from the strange phenomena in the sky.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes abruptly, a look of shock on his face. Separation Period cultivators! And not just one! How could this be possible?

Although Lin Xuan knew that other cultivators had entered the Asura King's villa, he never imagined their cultivation levels would be so high. Even in Yunzhou, with both human and demon races included, how many Separation Period cultivators were there?

His expression turned from calm to agitated.

But fear or retreat was not an option. He had already faced the Nine-headed Serpent’s soul fragment earlier, giving him a rough estimate of his own strength. While he couldn’t match those ancient monsters, their difference wasn't significant.

The thunderous sounds continued, indicating that these cultivators were not together and were fighting each other. As long as he was clever enough, there might be an opportunity to seize the Asura God Blood amidst the chaos.

What of it if they were Separation Period cultivators? The Asura God Blood was crucial for Moon’s cultivation. Lin Xuan had no choice but to fight anyone who dared contest him. Besides, his own abilities weren’t weak either.

As he thought this, Lin Xuan used the lightness technique, his body floating as he flew towards areas of strong energy fluctuations. If his calculations were correct, the Asura God Blood should be here.

Lin Xuan didn't deliberately conceal his aura because at the top of this giant mountain, there were many powerful cultivators. There were three Separation Period cultivators, and in addition to them, there were three late-Incubation cultivators along with a fire dragon of late-Formed Body stage. The remaining elders from the Luo family who survived were all mid-Incubation.

Such an array was terrifying. While Lin Xuan’s recondite qi technique was incredibly subtle, in front of so many ancient monsters, it would be useless. It was better to go boldly rather than risk being seen and attacked.

Being open about his presence might not attract attention; after all, he was alone and weak compared to those old beasts, who wouldn’t pay him much mind.

Feigning weakness, waiting for the right moment, then seizing the Asura God Blood amidst the chaos.

Lin Xuan continued to use the lightness technique while pondering his strategy. And surprisingly, this path proved unusually smooth; there were no barriers in the ruined palace.

When the Spirit Realm’s army ransacked the Asura King's villa, the palace was a primary target, and its intricate array had been destroyed by powerful beings from the Spirit Realm. Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at the center of the palace, which was much larger than other areas.

More astonishingly, there stood an intact building with no signs of damage or decay. Around it was a layer of pink light. Was the Asura God Blood inside?

Lin Xuan scanned the area, his brows slightly raised, his expression stoic. But in his eyes, a hint of shock flickered. There were over twenty cultivators nearby. Their法宝flew and their灵光shone as they fought fiercely.

His gaze first landed on three figures at the front.

The most eye-catching battle involved an old man in gray robes, a demon with green eyes, and a young man dressed in monk’s robes but with a handsome face.

Of course, these were the three Separation Period cultivators.

The Asura King's patriarch was the angriest. He had prepared for a hundred years, only to see so many unexpected changes.

Not just the mysterious Separation Period cultivator, but even the Nine-headed Serpent’s patriarch had arrived at the Asura King's villa, making the situation unpredictable.

Securing the Asura God Blood would be extremely difficult now.

But he wouldn’t give up.

Another cultivator appeared. The Asura King's patriarch turned to Lin Xuan, his spirit sense sweeping over him but quickly turning indifferent. A mere late-Incubation cultivator wasn't worth his attention; only those of the same rank could make him wary.

The Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign had a similar expression, but another ancient monster reacted differently.

Seeing Lin Xuan, the Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign almost couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Impossible! That boy should be dead. How did he escape from the Nine-headed Serpent’s mouth?

Knowing that the Nine-headed Serpent was the Asura King's spirit pet, even a soul fragment under immense pressure for millions of years still possessed formidable power. Even facing him would have been challenging. He never imagined Lin Xuan could escape.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he had noticed the strange look in the demon boy’s eyes but couldn’t understand why. They hadn't met before, so why did he react this way? Could the other party have seen through his strength?

Impossible. Even a Separation Period cultivator wouldn’t possess such extraordinary abilities.

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan didn’t have time to delve deeper. Regardless of what the other party thought, as long as he remained cautious, everything would be fine. To be continued...
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A faint crackle of air broke the silence, and a burst of light illuminated the scene. The chaotic battle among cultivators was so intense that such a subtle sound could easily be drowned out.

Lin Xuan, however, was no ordinary cultivator; he was an advanced婴后期 cultivator with exceptionally strong divine sense, far surpassing his peers. His brows furrowed slightly as he sensed someone attempting to sneak up on him. With a flick of his sleeve, a dazzling green blade darted out and slashed at the void.

A flash of red light followed, and a fiery sword was intercepted mid-air. Lin Xuan did not summon the green flames; instead, he wanted to sow confusion among the opponents, hoping that by lowering their guard, he could seize an opportunity to snatch the Deva Blood.

Lin Xuan decided to act as if he were just playing along. He threw out a jade-green flying knife and turned his head to look at the attacker. His expression changed slightly when he saw who it was—a young woman in black robes with a striking appearance, her cultivation level reaching the middle stage of婴期. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan pointed his hand forward, and the green blade shot towards the opponent.

Rozi Su was alarmed; she could not face a high-ranking cultivator's wrath alone. She quickly cast a spell, summoning a black silk scarf that transformed into a dark light barrier as she retreated swiftly.

If Lin Xuan had truly intended to kill her, Rozi Su’s fate would have been clear. However, he did not wish to do so; instead, he faced two opponents with ease by using his skills in combat.

Clashing sounds echoed as the green blade's glow dimmed. Rozi Su breathed a sigh of relief and waved her hands, casting several spells to recall her own divine treasure for a dual battle against Lin Xuan and the man in black robes.

Lin Xuan flicked his right hand, sending out a wind blade a dozen feet wide. The woman in black hurriedly summoned a defensive talisman. Both sides engaged in continuous clashes...

From the battlefield, it seemed that Lin Xuan was just another high-ranking cultivator, evenly matched with two middle-stage cultivators. Only the Nine Heaven Mystical Sovereign noticed something unusual.

Lin Xuan's expression remained serious as he observed the scene around him. He considered how to exploit the situation by playing along with his opponents. Suddenly, a sudden change occurred; the head of Rozi’s family waved his sleeve, and a massive spear descended like lightning towards the pink light barrier.

Rozi’s patriarch was so frustrated by all the competitors that he acted impulsively. The Nine Heaven Mystical Sovereign smirked but did not intervene. Even the妖族 with large ears and green eyes seemed to take no action.

Breaking through the barrier didn't guarantee the acquisition of the treasure; it was better to act decisively. A high-ranking cultivator's full attack was formidable. With a roar, the spear rebounded from the light barrier.

Rozi’s patriarch was taken aback but quickly responded by casting a golden shield that deflected the spear. The other two opponents did not seize this opportunity as their advantage was insufficient to defeat him. The three resumed their stalemate.

Lin Xuan observed all of this and pondered how he could exploit the situation. He continued his battle with Rozi Su, inching closer to the intact building in the center. His movements were subtle enough to avoid arousing suspicion from other cultivators. After about a quarter-hour, Lin Xuan finally approached the undamaged structure.

This was a two-story pavilion, elegant and small, unlike any human architecture. With only two dozen feet left to the light barrier, Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but his heart leaped with joy. Just as he was about to call out to Mo Er, a chilling sensation washed over him.

"Boy, what do you want?"

A strange voice echoed in his ears, and the Nine Heaven Mystical Sovereign smirked. With a flick of his sleeve, dozens of green sword energy shot towards Lin Xuan from all directions.

Lin Xuan's acting skills were impressive; even the high-ranking cultivators present, including Rozi’s patriarch and the five-stage妖族, could not discern any flaws in his performance. They had all been deceived into thinking that he was just an advanced婴后期 cultivator with mediocre treasures, barely worth considering.

If only it were just these opponents, Lin Xuan's plan would have succeeded. However, the Nine Heaven Mystical Sovereign had been closely watching him. He knew that Lin Xuan practiced the Nine Heaven Mystical Technique and its creator. The power of this technique was well-known to the Nine Heaven Mystical Sovereign.

How could someone not defeat a middle-stage cultivator? Lin Xuan must have some hidden agenda, so he carefully observed every move of his opponents during their standoff with him. Although he couldn't figure out how Lin Xuan had escaped from the nine婴, he did not underestimate him in any way.

Despite not believing that Lin Xuan could break through the barrier, caution was always wise. That's why he stopped Lin Xuan from approaching the building.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he realized what was happening. Although many cultivators used spiritual energy to form sword energy, each technique had its unique application. How could he not recognize the Nine Heaven Mystical Technique? Was there anyone else in the human realm who mastered this technique besides himself and Qin Yan?

Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not slow down. With a flick of his sleeve, two silver rings shot out, their silvery glow forming an ice wall. The Moonlight Ring could be both offensive and defensive.

"Mo Er, hurry," Lin Xuan called out as he cast another spell from his sleeve. A beam of light emerged, revealing a beautiful young woman who hesitated to leave her master alone.
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Lin Xian felt a sense of urgency. His plan to avoid direct conflict and use guerrilla tactics was no longer viable. Now, the only option left was to engage in a head-on battle.

In his hand, he flicked out a dazzling light, revealing a piece of broken sword embedded with powerful pressure. He immediately grasped it, pouring his mana into it. A series of rune symbols appeared on the blade and started rotating before vanishing into Lin Xian's body. His palm was enveloped in silvery light, and scales began to appear.

Lin Xian's expression turned cold as he decisively thrust the sword downward.

Boom!

The entire mountain seemed to tremble slightly as a brilliant sword energy shot out, surging toward the surrounding cultivators' treasures.

At the forefront of the charge were over a hundred demon tigers. The White Tiger Beast King Scroll owned by Qing Lian Ji was indeed an extraordinary treasure, but in the face of the Primordial Treasure, it was insignificant.

A flash of silver light revealed that the first dozen or so had already been devoured by the brilliant spiritual radiance. Qing Lian Ji's heart tightened as he shouted "No!" and transformed into a streak of light, retreating rapidly while waving his hands to retrieve his treasure.

The White Tiger Beast King Scroll was a hundred years' worth of effort for him; he couldn't bear to see it destroyed in this mountain.

Similarly, the reaction of the Fire Dragon King was almost identical. In shock, he wished he could slap himself. If only he had known, why would he have used such a large transformation? He wanted to be the target!

However, regret was useless. A determined expression appeared on his face as he opened his mouth and spat out a black object resembling the shell of some kind of turtle-like monster. Then, with a loud shout, his body emitteddemonic aura, igniting by itself.

Despite being enveloped in this strange fire, his expression did not show any pain. The fire expanded and contracted, transforming into a red scale armor. The entire process took only an instant before he was also devoured by the brilliant sword light.

Even cultivators of Qing Lian Ji's and Fire Dragon King's level appeared quite disheveled. The rest of the Luo Family disciples were even worse; one after another, their treasures could not avoid being swallowed by the sword light.

Lu Zi Chu's face showed shock as she watched her flying sword turn to nothingness in the silver light. This was a treasure that had been with her since birth, and she couldn't help but spit out a mouthful of blood, turning pale as paper.

The power of one strike could change heaven and earth. Although no one among the twelve cultivators of the late-stage Inner Alchemy realm perished, they were all injured to some degree.

Lin Xian's eyes flickered with thought. With his mana, he could have mercilessly beaten them while they were down, but after a moment's consideration, he did not do so. His purpose was merely to delay time.

If he had shown such strength, the several old-stage Inner Alchemy cultivators would have noticed him again, especially Luo Family Elder. If he killed his descendants, the other party would definitely come for revenge.

Wouldn't that make all his efforts of shifting blame in vain?

Lin Xian refused to do anything that would undermine himself.

Therefore, after a single strike, Lin Xian retracted the Primordial Treasure and slightly circulated his mana within him, making it appear as if he had suffered severe injuries. The silver sword light, though terrifying, only lasted for several seconds before completely disappearing from existence, leaving all cultivators in utter disarray.

Especially Fire Dragon King, who, despite setting up two layers of defense, became a perfect target due to the large transformation. His scales were now broken, and his entire body emitted a burnt smell.

As a Confucian cultivator, Qing Lian Ji was always very focused on cultivating his qi, keeping his emotions in check. However, he could not help but curse loudly at this moment.

He had lost more than half of his hundred demon tigers, and the remaining ones were severely injured. Although their treasures remained intact, they were almost useless now. He felt like his heart was bleeding.

In contrast, Blood Red Child was in the best condition. This guy was cruel and vicious, having been the first to use his treasure against Lin Xian.

However, back then, Lin Xian used Green Fire.

Due to that battle, he happened to be on the left side of Lin Xian, avoiding the direct attack from the sword light. Although there were some residual effects, with his Inner Alchemy realm cultivation, nothing serious had happened to him.
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第18章 交锋
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三百万字感言，谢谢各位道友（免费）

unconsciously, "Three Hundred Refinements" has already reached three hundred thousand words. If it weren't for Tingle and Hengwu Zhi'er's reminder, I wouldn't have noticed myself. ~ Soaring Dream Novels, .com

Sigh, reflecting on the journey over this past year, Fantu felt a mix of emotions. Not only in reality, but even online, "Three Hundred Refinements" has faced its share of ups and downs.

To reach this point, it relies on the unwavering support from all fellow daoists. While that phrase sounds familiar, it's not just empty flattery; it's a heartfelt truth.

When I first uploaded "Three Hundred Refinements," the fear and trepidation were overwhelming, along with those initial pitiful subscriptions that nearly broke my spirit. But I gritted my teeth and held on.

I remember a song: "Without going through the storm, how can you see the rainbow?" With everyone's support, I've walked this path step by step.

I will never forget all of you daoists. Honestly, in my heart, you've become like family and friends. When it's been a while since we last met, I miss your comments on the review section so much that I went to call Rabbbit yesterday and tried to recruit Sun Xianjiu today. Every time I see everyone there, it feels warm and cozy.

Writing this book has brought me many friends, even though they are far away, we feel close. Tingle, Milk Dragon, and the mighty Moonleader of an allianceLei, Rabbbit, Sunni, Sixty-Winged Frost Centipede...

This is just a small part; there are so many more.

Last month, due to Ouyang Qinxin's influence, "Three Hundred Refinements" saw its subscriptions drop. I felt lost and uncertain. But as soon as I mentioned it, many daoists generously tipped me, filling the screen with red messages. I was deeply moved. It wasn't just about the money; what mattered most was feeling everyone's concern. Who says there are no true friends in cyberspace? That moment really touched me.

Speaking of "Three Hundred Refinements," I want to express my special gratitude to two individuals: Tingle and Milk Dragon. Truly, I've never seen such responsible deputy moderators. To be honest, a significant portion of the book's current popularity is due to their efforts.

Here, Fantu says thank you.

Tingle, Milk Dragon, your hard work has been appreciated.

"Three Hundred Refinements" has made some progress so far, though it still lags behind the best sellers. This isn't a sign of humility; I genuinely can't compare to the great masters.

But I will strive harder.

Despite having a girlfriend now, rest assured that unless there are special circumstances, I will continue to update regularly and unleash my full potential when needed.

Rabbbit once said she would always be by my side until "Three Hundred Refinements" reaches the divine realm. While I can't claim to reach divinity, I promise to take this book further.

With so many wonderful books flooding the market, Fantu believes that with your continued support, "Three Hundred Refinements" will leave its mark.

Let's work together; Fantu will do his best to write a better "Three Hundred Refinements." Please continue to support me and my fellow daoists. Thank you all.
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The first round of combat was evenly matched. Lin Xuan, relying on the power of the Heavenly Through Treasure, had a slight edge. However, he did not dare to be careless; his opponent was at the Separation Stage. What made matters worse was that his enemy wasn't just Old Patriarch Luo alone.

He didn’t know if Moer had succeeded in retrieving the treasure or whether she was currently fusing with Divine Blood. Lin Xuan wasn’t sure of the specifics, but one thing was certain: before Little Miss came out, he must hold his ground. After enduring so many trials and tribulations, Lin Xuan did not want to see all his efforts come to naught at the last moment.

The silver light engulfed Old Patriarch Luo, but the other cultivators were not idle. Nine Heaven Profound Sovereign had suffered greatly from Lin Xuan’s attacks; his eyes glinted with a fierce light as he yearned to devour this annoying young man alive and raw. With a flash of movement, he launched himself at Lin Xuan using the Nine Heavens Microstep.

Lin Xuan's face was clouded with worry, but behind him lay the Asura King’s Bedchamber—meaning there was no retreat; only a path of hard confrontation remained.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan injected more power into the Heavenly Through Treasure and leaped down without hesitation.

Another dazzling sword energy…

Ten feet long, the surface shimmered with runes.

Unlike Old Patriarch Luo's reaction, Nine Heaven Profound Sovereign did not choose to meet it head-on. With a flash of movement, his figure became hazy.

Clearly, he was trying to dodge.

But that wasn’t so easy; Lin Xuan had also cultivated the Nine Heavens Profound Art and could roughly guess what the other would do.

Every time he used the Heavenly Through Treasure, his power consumption was significant. There was no way he could afford to waste it.

With a flick of his left hand, an ancient-looking long spear appeared, interrupting Nine Heaven Profound Sovereign’s Microstep.

Nine Heaven Profound Sovereign was both surprised and angry. First, he had sliced through the illusory light column, then this strange treasure item. Wasn’t there a mix-up? Spatial techniques were the most complex and difficult to use; yet, he had been broken twice in succession.

As that silver sword energy approached, Old Patriarch Nine Heaven’s eyes showed signs of fear.

In fact, among the three Separation Stage cultivators, he was the one with the highest cultivation. However, his disadvantage lay in having just taken over a body and lacking any suitable treasures.

But worry couldn’t solve the current problem. With a loud roar, Nine Heaven Profound Sovereign spread his arms wide, adopting an ancient posture. As creaking sounds reached Lin Xuan’s ears, his right hand suddenly swelled up. Lin Xuan was equally alarmed…Sorcery? No, he quickly shook his head.

Unlike the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens cultivation technique, it seemed more like a giant spell cast by Fire Dragon King, but much deeper and more profound.

Moreover, the opponent only enlarged part of his body; through devouring primordial energy from the heavens and earth, his right arm had grown to ten feet long, resembling a giant’s limb. His skin turned black, with a lustrous sheen as if forged from steel.

"Klak!"

Nine Heaven Profound Sovereign roared loudly, raising his fist like an iron tower and smashing it down on the dazzling silver light. This old fellow was using his flesh-and-blood body to clash with the Heavenly Through Treasure; his ferocity was beyond description. Lin Xuan’s face turned pale.

For an Incarnation Stage cultivator, the Heavenly Through Treasure could be considered a powerful weapon—nobody dared to directly confront it. However, Separation Stage monsters were different; though they found it hard to handle, they could still withstand full force attacks. The question was how long he could sustain such power-draining treasures.

Lin Xuan had no confidence in this either, only gritting his teeth and enduring the strain. Over the past two centuries, Lin Xuan had faced countless trials, but never before had things been so perilous. He could run away if he couldn’t fight back, but now there was no retreat; all he could do was pray that Moer would come out soon.

Lin Xuan inwardly groaned as his vision blurred and a faint trickle of blood appeared at the corner of his mouth. His dantian felt like it was being torn apart, but he gritted his teeth to endure. Raising his hand again, another sword emerged.

"Damn!"

Old Patriarch Nine Heads was furious; this boy seemed fearless. He didn’t believe that a late-stage Incarnation could block three Separation Stage cultivators with the Heavenly Through Treasure. Opening his mouth, a square-shaped treasure flew out and grew as it met the wind, quickly expanding to the size of a small mountain—a type ofHeaven-Flipping Seal-class artifact—smashing down on the silver light.

Runes flickered, and terrifying explosions echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. Alone against three Separation Stage cultivators, he looked formidable from the outside, but the hidden struggles were only known to him. In an instant, his power had already been halved.

He had many medicinal treasures and magical items on his person, but only the Storage Belt could quickly recover his energy. However, it had already been used in his fight with Nine Heads, so its effects would be negligible for now.

In short, Lin Xuan was drinking poison to quench thirst; realistically, he stood little chance against any Separation Stage cultivator. His current display of prowess relied entirely on the Heavenly Through Treasure and his disregard for power consumption.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained resolute, but deep down, he was as anxious as a trapped ant. If this continued, when his power dwindled to nothing, he would be like a fish on a chopping block, with no control over his fate. Where was Moer? Why wasn’t she coming out?

Lin Xuan was both angry and anxious, but before the thought could fully form, a figure appeared in his line of sight—Old Patriarch Luo. With two other formidable opponents sharing the burden, he finally broke through the dazzling sword light.

"Brat, die!"

He bared his teeth at Lin Xuan, waving his sleeve to send out a crystal dagger that slashed towards the young man’s throat. To be continued... For more chapters and support the author, please log in!「「Corpse Keeper
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This blade was no more than an inch long, thin as a cicada's wing. At first glance, it seemed like a toy in the hands of a child, but its surface was wrapped in a terrifying aura that sent chills down one’s spine.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. It would be foolish to directly engage with such formidable opponents. He flashed his body and tried to dodge to the side. However, at this moment, Elder Ma also rushed over.

He had long harbored hatred for Lin Xuan, so he wouldn't let him go easily. With a flick of his sleeves, a streak of green light shot out, spinning around before transforming into withered claws that plunged towards Lin Xuan's abdomen...

Now caught between two enemies, Lin Xuan found himself in an awkward situation. The danger was obvious; both were Separation Realm cultivators, and there was nowhere to hide.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale as his body ached from the strain of his depleted mana. This weakened state was evident to all the spectators, many of whom saw him as on the verge of collapse.

Taking advantage now would be the perfect moment.

While some were tempted, none dared to act. Lin Xuan’s audacity and strength far exceeded expectations, daring to face three Separation Realm existences single-handedly. The other元婴 cultivators, especially Luo Zisou, felt wary.

Luo Zisou, the only beautiful female elder in the Luo family, looked pale as she recalled her previous battle with Lin Xuan. If he hadn't been acting, one hand could have easily killed her. Despite everyone's belief that Lin Xuan was on his last legs, no one dared to attack him.

The green light flickered as a妖族 with two large ears appeared before Lin Xuan—Nine-Headed Ancestor. At only seven or eight dozen feet away, he grinned and lunged at Lin Xuan like a hurricane.

For an Incarnation Realm cultivator, this young man was exceptionally strong, even more so after acquiring the Heaven-defying treasure. However, his mana reserves were nearly depleted, leaving him with nothing to fear.

By killing him and seizing the Heaven-defying treasure, he could secure significant benefits regardless of who claimed the blood of the Deva God later. The effort would be worthwhile.

Lin Xuan's body ached as if torn apart in mid-air; this was the result of mana exhaustion. With no other options, he gritted his teeth and raised his right hand, flicking out a stack of talismans.

There were dozens of them. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves to summon these talismans, then launched them forward. Despite having little mana left, activating the talismans was still possible. The colorful lights flashed as the talismans ignited on their own.

These Earth-grade Upper-Grade talismans contained earth, water, fire, wood, and metal, with each one worth thousands of crystals. However, they were merely one-time use items, their power obvious. While such attacks wouldn't impress Separation Realm elders, a large number could be quite formidable, even for the Nine-Headed Ancestor.

As ice dragons and giant trees appeared along with yellowish light columns, various attacks rained down like a storm. The Nine-Headed Ancestor's expression turned grim as he retreated to avoid the onslaught.

Direct confrontation was unwise.

Lin Xuan managed to turn danger into safety but also revealed his weakened state by relying on talismans.

Blood Luo Child's eyes glowed with malice, and his body emitted a fierce aura. He lunged at Lin Xuan, seizing this opportunity as he had done before.

If he could extract the soul of this young man and seize the Heaven-defying treasure, the benefits would be immense, likely earning him heavy rewards from the Ancestors.

How despicable!

Lin Xuan's eyes blazed with anger. Was he really about to fall?

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan reached into his waistband, revealing a bag of something and hurling it at Blood Luo Child.

Blood Luo Child was taken aback as the bag opened, releasing thousands of jade-robed bees that swarmed together like a purple cloud, rushing towards their enemies. "Drive away the insects?"

Blood Luo Child's face showed shock. Greed often led to disaster; even though his lifespan was longer than ordinary people, the arduous path of cultivation left him no room for distractions. How old could this young man be, yet he possessed such formidable abilities.

Blood Luo Child envied and resented Lin Xuan. Though he didn't recognize these magical bees, their primitive aura made him cautious. He cast a net-like treasure, which had been refined from the silk of a certain Shaped Realm demon spider. It was highly effective against various insects; once caught in it, they couldn’t escape.

Black light flashed as the insect cloud was enveloped by the net.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted but he remained calm. The breeding of jade-robed bees had always been challenging, and while they could be used for combat now, their immaturity meant they wouldn't stop powerful cultivators. At least, basic insect repelling spells wouldn’t work. Fortunately, these bees had another trait.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Despite having little mana left, he could command the demons with his divine sense. Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as thousands of jade-robed bees exploded one by one. Blood Luo Child's face showed shock; instead of using the venom from the spider web to neutralize the insects, they had detonated on their own.

What was happening?

Blood Luo Child was stunned and felt uneasy. Lin Xuan didn't give him time to think as more jade-robed bees joined in the explosion.

In a short while, the net-like treasure was shattered by the explosions. Black-red liquid rained down from above onto Blood Luo Child.

The fluid left behind by the exploding jade-robed bees contained potent toxins and corrosive effects, making them formidable for combat.

Though Lin Xuan felt some regret at losing so many toxic insects, he had no choice but to endure. He needed to survive this crisis first.

Every moment was precious; even if Mo'er couldn't retrieve the treasure now, they wouldn’t have a chance to escape. But as long as it wasn’t absolutely necessary, Lin Xuan wouldn’t give up, regardless of how formidable his enemies were or how little mana he had left.

"Ah!"

A scream echoed as Blood Luo Child's defensive treasures failed to protect him from the purple-red liquid, which penetrated the light barrier and dripped onto his body. The corrosive effect was unbearable; Blood Luo Child cried out in agony, though he hadn’t fallen yet, his face would be ruined.

An Incarnation Realm cultivator wasn't easily defeated. Lin Xuan’s surprise attack worked this time but wouldn’t again. He had pushed a formidable opponent to the brink once more.

Before Lin Xuan could catch his breath, intense pain struck him as two light columns pierced his abdomen and right chest. Such injuries would have killed an ordinary person; even Lin Xuan couldn’t move after being hit by the pinkish light barrier behind him, coughing up blood uncontrollably.

Three Separation Realm elders appeared before him simultaneously, their eyes glowing with anger. A mere Incarnation Realm cultivator had pushed them to such a state.

Now, Lin Xuan was truly on his last legs. To be continued...
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Lin Xuan felt a mix of emotions as he looked up and met the gaze of the girl in mid-air. Was she still his beloved Moon? This moment brought him immense fear, even more so than when he nearly perished just now.

He didn't care about the Ahrimans; what he feared was losing that cute, clumsy little girl forever. Even if she couldn't do anything well and would always need his protection, Lin Xuan found it a kind of happiness to pamper her.

But the Ahriman who ruled the Netherworld was clearly not like Moon. Would he lose this little girl? His mind raced with thoughts as he heard a cry from the beautiful girl, who looked anxious and rushed towards him: "Young Master, what's wrong? Are you alright?"

Seeing Lin Xuan covered in blood, Moon felt heartache and tears welled up in her eyes.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. It wasn't Ahriman but his beloved Moon. "I'm fine, Young Master won't die."

Despite the pain in his eyes, he tried to comfort her: "How can you get us out? My death is nothing, but I can't bear to see you perish here."

"Ha! I thought it was Ahriman, just a worthless piece of trash. I've been worrying for nothing," the raspy voice said with arrogance.

Moon turned around and saw a handsome young man with an almost demonic appearance. The newly revealed scroll had made the Nine Heavens Immortal uneasy about Wu Ding River. Although he knew less than the Luo family, he was familiar with some of that ancient history. The scene reminded him that Moon might be Ahriman's reincarnation, even though her current manifestation only showed a Condensation Stage cultivator.

The girl's actions were too clumsy for an Ahriman. How could she call a human 'Young Master' and address the Netherworld Lord? And how could she fight against a Core Formation cultivator?

"Little girl, don't be reckless. If you have a chance, escape first. Only by living can you avenge me."

Moon knew Lin Xuan's feelings for her deeply. She felt touched as she said: "Young Master, please rest. This time, let Moon protect you."

A gentle smile appeared on the young girl's face as her hands gently brushed over Lin Xuan. Miraculously, not only did the bleeding stop, but new flesh began to grow rapidly, healing his wounds faster than any medicinal herb could.

Lin Xuan was surprised by this development. When had she acquired such powers? Moon smiled warmly at him and turned away: "Did you hurt our Young Master?"

"No, I will extract his soul later," the Nine Heavens Immortal said with a greedy look on his face. Unfortunately, he was just a ghost without a body, so he couldn't use her as a cauldron.

Moon felt uncomfortable under that gaze and was furious at him for hurting Lin Xuan. "You can die now."

The Nine Heavens Immortal was stunned but then laughed loudly: "Little girl, are you crazy? You're scaring yourself. If you want to die, I'll make it happen." The other two old monsters remained silent.

The Luo family elder didn't speak, while the nine-headed monster had a stronger spirit sense and felt something was amiss. He decided to test this situation. Their thoughts were different, but fate seemed to bring them together in an unspoken agreement.

The nine-headed monster's face turned sinister as he prepared to cast some strange secret technique. However, something inexplicable happened—earthly primordial energy couldn't be gathered. His expression changed to one of shock: "In my residence, Wu Ding River, do you think I'll let you control the earth's primordial energy?"

Moon's lips curled in a mocking smile as she faced Lin Xuan differently than before. She was proud and strong-willed, but even the kindest person had their limits.

"Why your residence?" The Nine Heavens Immortal was both angry and surprised. "You're lying! This servant wants to scare me. Do you think I'm Ahriman?"

Moon raised her hand without any extra movements, and a silver crescent moon appeared before his eyes. It looked like a wind blade but he couldn't move, torn in two.

PS: Moon can't possibly be Ahrimans now; don't get carried away or you'll get shocked later!
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Following this, a silver light flashed. The broken corpse ignited on its own and turned to ashes in an instant. A collective intake of breath echoed as everyone was stunned. The Nine Heavens Xuan Zun was indeed a Separation Period cultivator, yet he had been utterly defeated without any resistance. Could the woman before them truly be the Arhats' Queen? However, upon scanning her with his divine sense, her cultivation level was only at Core Formation Stage—this was too unbelievable!

The two ancient elders exchanged glances, their faces filled with fear. The other Spirit婴 cultivators were even more speechless; such a result was beyond their wildest dreams. After enduring countless hardships, they had expected the ultimate disaster instead.

"Ahh!"

A cry of shock entered Lin Xuan's ears as one of the Luo Family elders could no longer bear it and turned into a streak of light, fleeing down the mountain with all his might. However, such an action was incredibly foolish at this moment.

Moonlight was gentle and obedient before Lin Xuan, but to others, she was anything but. Her jade hand rose slowly toward them. The escaping cultivator's flight abruptly halted as he realized that the spiritual energy within him no longer obeyed his will. This wasn't the worst part.

His body inflated like a balloon, growing larger and rounder without warning until it burst with a loud pop, sending blood everywhere. Clearly, this was not voluntary; anyone could see that.

Silence reigned as even the Luo Family patriarch's face turned pale. His body trembled uncontrollably.

In the mortal realm, he was one of the strongest beings, accustomed to life and death. But at this moment, his resolve wavered. This was merely a delaying tactic.

The victor would be the last one standing; even if he had to beg for forgiveness, it mattered not. The ancient elder's mind churned with dark thoughts as he scanned Moonlight. He quickly masked his expression and looked away. His suspicions were confirmed: the silver light around this girl was much dimmer than before.

Thus, the ancient elder began to speculate that this girl hadn't inherited any of the Arhats' Queen's powers or even refined the Demon Blood. The white light column must have been a remnant of her power left behind in this world by chance and somehow infused into the girl's body.

However, such power would diminish over time, possibly vanishing completely with the passage of years.

In other words, this girl's current "ferocity" was merely borrowing from the Arhats' Queen's residual strength. If he could stall until that power vanished...

She was just a Core Formation Stage ghost girl; dealing with her wouldn't be difficult. He also had the unrefined Demon Blood to exploit. The Luo Family patriarch's heart burned with anticipation, but his expression remained one of fear and panic as he plotted how to deal with Moonlight.

Unlike the cunning Luo Family patriarch, the other Spirit婴 cultivators were not easily intimidated. Despite their formidable abilities, they dared not harbor any侥幸psychology; after all, she had effortlessly killed a Separation Period monster. How could they still entertain such thoughts?

The Luo Family patriarch's gaze fell on his nephews and nieces, a hint of malice flashing in his eyes. Great achievements require no small details; as long as he gained enough benefits for the family, what did it matter? "Zi Cong."

As one of the two later-stage cultivators, Luo Zicong was second only to the patriarch due to his bloodthirsty and cunning nature, making him a clear choice for the next patriarch.

After enduring many trials to obtain Demon Blood, they had finally reached this outcome. Could it be that their fate truly lay in the hands of heaven?

Just as he pondered, the patriarch's voice entered his ears. Luo Zicong was taken aback and turned back with suspicion. "Do not move; I am using a secret technique to speak with you and all our disciples. This method is related to bloodline, so even if that girl has strong divine sense, she cannot eavesdrop."

Not just Luo Zicong; the remaining eight Luo Family disciples heard their patriarch's voice as well.

"Remember when I had each of you take a spirit pill?"

Luo Zicong nodded slowly. He remembered it clearly; the pills were wrapped in wax and remained within his body after ingestion.

He was puzzled at the time, asking what purpose this served. The patriarch smiled but did not answer, promising that there would be a reason later.

Though he didn't understand, Luo Zicong still took them. He dared not defy the patriarch's orders, and all elders had taken them; it was impossible for the patriarch to harm everyone.

"This spirit pill contains a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk."

"Ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk?"

Everyone nearly gasped in shock despite their efforts to conceal it. This legendary substance could only be found with difficulty even in the Spirit Realm, and it was said that just one drop could restore a cultivator's depleted spiritual energy. How did the patriarch have such a treasure?

And yet, he had given them this freely beforehand?

Despite their astonishment, they couldn't continue to question him now. The patriarch's voice continued: "This quest for treasures didn't go as planned, but I left a contingency plan. After all these battles, your spiritual energy is nearly depleted. Follow my instructions and break the wax pill, then consume the spirit milk; you will regain full strength."

"The woman before us is terrifying, but no matter what, I cannot let any of you die here. Otherwise, the Luo Family's lineage in Tianzhou would truly be extinguished. After consuming the spirit milk, run for your lives. I will use our family's secret technique to stop her; even if we can't defeat her, we should be able to buy some time."

The patriarch spoke with a sense of righteousness.

The elders were stunned but moved by his words. They knew what the secret technique entailed—burning one's life force for power, resulting in death and soul scattering. But now that they had a chance at survival, everyone was filled with excitement.

Their previous disdain and resentment toward the patriarch vanished, replaced by admiration and gratitude.

Unfortunately, none of them noticed the smug and mocking look in the Luo Family patriarch's eyes.

Most cultivators were selfish, but there were exceptions like Lin Xuan and Moonlight. The patriarch, however, had no such intentions.

Moonlight was unaware of his machinations as she stared intently at the Nine-Headed Elder. Master said that the demon pill would be useful; she must obtain it. It seemed she hadn't given Lin Xuan a gift in two hundred years, and Moonlight didn't want to disappoint him.
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The words of the master and servant duo seemed to treat him as a fish on a chopping board, subject to any slaughter. The Nine-Headed Elder Patriarch naturally felt furious at this. As an entity from the Separation and Union Realm, when had he ever endured such humiliation? However, despite his anger, after witnessing Little Moon's abilities, he dared not be careless.

With a flick of his sleeves,磅礴的妖力汹涌而出。

Having seen the fate of the Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign, this old fellow wisely refrained from invoking天地元气. Indeed, the power within his body could be freely controlled, which greatly relieved him.

Clicks and pops filled his ears as his clothes were torn apart by the force, his form swelling to become a massive nine-headed snake.

Over a hundred feet long, its body was dark and glossy, with scales shimmering with light. Though it was a snake, its imposing presence made even dragons seem like ants in comparison. A fifth-stage妖族, this was his true form.

A large, luminous ball hung above the nine heads, casting an ominous aura. Summon!

With a flick of its tail and a wide opening of its mouth, it spat out nine light columns as thick as buckets. These columns suddenly split into smaller snakes mid-air.

Each snake was no more than a foot long but numbered in the tens of thousands, densely packed together.

The massive snake's presence visibly weakened, indicating that this secret technique wasn't easily performed. Hmph!

Little Moon paid no mind to it; despite being somewhat weak by nature, she seemed unbothered under the silver glow. The Elder Patriarch of Luo Family was correct—through spirit force induction, Little Moon indeed obtained some of her past life's power, but unlike Princess New Moon, this power was one-time and wouldn't affect her personality or strength. Unfortunately, using it reduced its availability.

Thus, while Little Moon appeared to be in the Condensation Core Stage, the Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign met a humiliating defeat at her hands. With a sneer, she raised her left hand and pointed forward. "Break!"

Her lips slightly parted as she uttered a single word: "Break!" The surrounding sky suddenly changed; after the strange phenomena disappeared, it had been clear skies, but now, it turned strangely gloomy.

Dark clouds gathered, and snowflakes like goose feathers began to fall from the sky.

A blue light flashed, freezing countless魔snakes in ice.

Everyone was stunned. What kind of power was this?

Separation and Union Realm cultivators could initially manipulate天地元气, but only with their own cultivation techniques. For example, Elder Grandmaster of Tiansha Hailou Temple, Dream Ruyan, practiced the Drifting Cloud Snowfall Technique, a top-tier water attribute technique that could control water元气, especially in seas or lakes. However, she couldn't manipulate other elements.

When Little Moon pointed her hand, a faint silver glow appeared before freezing the魔snakes. The silver glow was of an undefined nature—neither earth, wood, fire, water, nor metal. It seemed to transcend the Five Elements. Could it be that this was legendary divine power?

The large snake's expression turned extremely ugly; he guessed right. Although the power left by the Deva King was only a fraction of its former glory, its nature was indeed divine, not bound by the Five Elements but able to control them.

"Little Moon, don't delay, fight!"

Although Lin Xuan couldn't move, his eyesight remained sharp. In terms of depth, he wasn’t inferior to the Elder Patriarch of Luo Family. Although Little Moon was in an advantageous position, her气势was weakening, and the silver glow around her body grew darker. Lin Xuan sensed something amiss but didn’t have time to think further; a fight decision was always right.

"Oh!" Little Moon was puzzled but obeyed her lord’s words. She changed her hand seals and prepared to unleash another killer technique.

The Elder Patriarch of Luo Family also transmitted a message to his descendants: "Everyone break the wax pills, take in the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. I’ll try my best to block this girl; you should escape as quickly as possible."

"Thank you, Elder!"

All cultivators shouted loudly. There was no need for further concealment. They broke their wax pills, and a black liquid appeared.

"What is this?"

Luo Zishu was surprised. As an元婴期cultivator, her knowledge was extensive; she had never seen ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk before, but the descriptions in books were clear—white and packed with astonishing spiritual energy.

However, the liquid that melted from the wax pills was pitch black like ink and emitted an uncomfortable aura. Could it be that the Elder Patriarch was deceiving her?

This thought flashed through Luo Zishu's mind as she had no time to think further. The liquid quickly entered her dantian and spread throughout her body via spiritual energy.

Luo Zishu’s eyes showed a hint of panic, but soon were replaced by blood-red. A violent aura rose from within; she touched her head, her originally elegant face twisted in pain. Puff! Puff! Puff!

From behind her back, bat-like wings grew. The changes didn’t stop there—her nails elongated, her pupils turned purple, and her exposed skin developed countless strange patterns.

These patterns were intricate and resembled talismans to some extent.

The changes weren't limited to Luo Zishu; the other seven Luo Family cultivators, including two late-stage元婴期masters, also suffered intense pain. Their clothes were torn as their forms changed in various ways.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he felt a familiar sensation. Was this demonization?

No, it was different from that of demons and monsters, resembling certain厉ghosts from the阴司界.

The Elder Patriarch of Luo Family's eyes showed madness. This "Return to Ancestral Pill" was a secret passed down by the Luo Family but had only been used twice in their history, including this time.

During its first use, it was during a critical moment for the Luo Family when seven major sects besieged their main hall. Faced with overwhelming odds, many experts took the Return to Ancestral Pill.

As the name suggested, the pill could awaken their bloodline power. The Luo Family were descendants of the Celestial Defiler King; although their lineage had thinned over time, they could still transform into阴司ghosts. After transformation, their strength would significantly increase. However, there was no free lunch—while their strength could be boosted, the cost was high.

Even late-stage元婴期masters could only maintain this form for a short while, an incense stick’s worth of time, before exploding and dying.
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First, the scene describes Lin Xuan's victory over the old monster from the Luo Family and the two powerful figures, Fire Dragon King and Qing Lian Scholar. Afterward, it details how Lin Xuan and Mo Er handled their situation by using a "test of loyalty" to eliminate these powerful opponents.

Lin Xuan then uses his recovered power to recover from his injuries and prepares for Mo Er's assistance in refining the Arrogant God Blood he obtained. He asks Mo Er if she is alright, as she has used up her inherited strength. After receiving reassurance that she is fine, Lin Xuan instructs her to guard him while he meditates.

Lin Xuan then begins a process of internal viewing and refining the medicinal power within his dantian (energy core). Over several hours, his complexion improves significantly, but it takes three days for him to fully recover. During this time, Mo Er remains by his side, watching over him with concern.

Suddenly, an earthquake shakes the area, and Lin Xuan wakes up from his meditation. He explains that he has recovered enough to leave the Arrogant God Palace and find a place to rest and heal. He also mentions that after refining the Arrogant God Blood, he can create a new body for himself.

The scene ends with an ominous rumbling sound indicating potential danger. Lin Xuan decides it's time to leave the area and seek a quiet location for healing and Mo Er's cultivation.

Summary:
- Lin Xuan uses Mo Er’s help to eliminate powerful opponents.
- He recovers his strength through meditation and refining medicinal power.
- He prepares to leave the Arrogant God Palace and find a place for recovery and cultivation.
- An ominous rumbling suggests potential danger, prompting Lin Xuan to prepare to depart.
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From the distant horizon, a five-colored light pillar shot up into the sky, connecting heaven and earth with an astonishing display. The surrounding天地元气 began to swirl in response, as if summoned by this phenomenon, rushing towards the light pillar. In just a few breaths, the concentration of 阴气 around them significantly weakened.

Lin Xuan had seen many things during his travels, but such a sudden change still left him slightly surprised. What could have caused it? Should he go and investigate?

His pupils constricted as his expression fluctuated between surprise and determination.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan sighed. This trip had already achieved its intended purpose, and with his cautious nature, he was reluctant to continue any further.

But Qinxin was nowhere to be found after being teleported away; could that strange light pillar have anything to do with her disappearance?

Lin Xuan wasn't a lecherous rogue; since they were now husband and wife, he wouldn’t ignore Qinxin. He would not leave the Wuding River until he had found his beloved.

"Only one way is left," Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he looked around at the remains of the unfortunate cultivators. Among them were three powerful 离合期 experts, while even the weakest was an 元婴中期 cultivator.

The strength of a cultivator generally correlated with their wealth and status. Collectively, these powerful individuals had accumulated quite a fortune that could rival a major sect, though not as much as the Seven Great Sects.

In terms of crystal stones, it would be worth millions. Lin Xuan first collected the nine snake heads, then his gaze fell on an enormous block of ice nearby. Inside was a hundred-meter-long giant snake. It wouldn’t be easy to fit this in his storage bag.

With a wave of his sleeves, a sword qi shot out and struck the ice with a flash of light. A loud "bang" echoed, but no cracks appeared.

Lin Xuan frowned. "Moon, this ice is too hard. Can you try melting it?"

Moon hesitated before speaking. The silver glow on her body had vanished, and the power from the Arrogant King was barely perceptible. She wasn’t sure if she could melt the ice.

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded. His keen eyesight revealed that Moon’s remaining 罗神力 was almost depleted but since they shared a source, it made sense to try.

A sweet fragrance wafted as Moon approached the giant block of ice and extended her delicate hand. She gently touched the surface, taking a deep breath. A faint silver light flickered before the ice began to melt rapidly. "Success!" Moon sighed in relief. Her body no longer contained any Arrogant King’s power.

Soon, the headless snake appeared before them. Its scales were like armor, and despite being a snake, it exuded an aura more terrifying than that of a 火蛟王. It was indeed a 五阶妖族.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened with desire; he had never seen such precious materials for crafting before.

With a wave of his sleeves, several colorful spells were cast, shrinking the snake corpse and storing it in his storage bag.

The process was much easier for the 火蛟王. As a 九转妖修, its body would revert to its original form according to natural law. It transformed into a massive red dragon over twenty meters long. Lin Xuan quickly added this to his collection.

Closing his eyes, he used his divine sense to scan the area carefully before releasing fireballs to destroy the corpses. Even though no one could come here, he destroyed them for safety’s sake. With his meticulous nature, any oversight would be unacceptable.

After completing these tasks, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the five-colored light pillar. "Young Master, what do you think that is?" Moon asked with wide eyes, her face filled with curiosity.

"I have no idea," Lin Xuan smiled bitterly. "Little girl, as the reincarnation of the Arrogant King, could you not recall anything about this place?"

"Um..." Moon scratched her head awkwardly. "I truly don’t know. My memories from my past life haven’t returned at all; otherwise, how could I have hidden it from Young Master?"

Suddenly, a burst of spiritual energy illuminated their surroundings as the five-colored light pillar vanished without warning. The surrounding 阴气 calmed down, making it seem like nothing had happened.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious as he slowed his flight. "This is strange."

"Should we go check?" Moon asked anxiously.

"It's worth a try," Lin Xuan hesitated but decided to investigate further since they were already here.

After some time, Lin Xuan found himself in front of an enormous altar covered with intricate patterns that seemed like a complex array. Despite his expertise and studies, he couldn’t understand it at all.

A sudden explosion shook the ground as the massive array collapsed. "What’s happening?"

Lin Xuan was startled but quickly activated his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield to protect himself from any unknown dangers. Fortunately, nothing untoward occurred, and Lin Xuan relaxed after a moment.

The entire altar had turned into dust, irreparable. "Huh? What is that?"

Using his divine sense, he noticed something familiar on the ground—a beautiful green bracelet made of rare jade. This was one of Qinxin’s accessories; could she have been here before?

Lin Xuan’s expression fluctuated as he closed his eyes and released his divine sense to no avail. There were no traces of Qinxin within a hundred miles.

Recalling the five-colored light pillar, Lin Xuan frowned with growing unease. "Young Master, don’t worry. Qinxin...sister might have been here, but she won't be there."

Moon, who had some jealousy towards Qinxin, comforted Lin Xuan. She didn’t want to see him anxious.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and tried to calm himself. He knew that panicking wouldn’t help. It was just a bracelet; nothing serious could have happened to Qinxin.

After surveying the area, he found something valuable in the center of the altar—a few feet-high jade platform. Lin Xuan’s expression brightened as he approached it.

The patterns on top were even more intricate, and Lin Xuan didn’t dare study them deeply. However, one thing was certain: this was the most crucial part of the array. He found a piece of cloth there, left by Qinxin.

"Could this be related to teleportation?" Lin Xuan thought. But it was just speculation; he couldn’t be sure.

Suddenly, a soft sigh echoed through the air. "You foolish fellow, stop wasting time. I know where that woman went."

"Who?"

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as someone silently approached him.
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"Xiao Tao, you've woken up?"

Lin Xuan's face was filled with a cautious expression. However, Mo'er was overjoyed and exclaimed in surprise. She then swept her sleeves and a peculiar treasure flew out. It had to be the Yin-Yang Treasure Box.

Mo'er reached out and grasped it. As she infused her magical power into it, a crescent-shaped short sword appeared in her palm, its surface shimmering with captivating spiritual energy.

However, this was just the beginning. A radiant ball of light emerged from the sharp edge of the sword, displaying all the colors of the rainbow—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet. It seemed like a magical wheel, changing color like a precious gem before slowly rising into the air. Within this light, a figure gradually took shape, standing only one foot tall but with beautiful facial features.

Seeing this strange sight, Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned, then his frown relaxed. He had already known Xiao Tao's existence when Mo'er revealed her identity. Unlike spirit artifacts, this girl was naturally born from the spiritual mansion’s treasures after they were infused with life energy. Although Lin Xuan was well-traveled, he couldn't help but show a hint of curiosity in his eyes.

But Xiao Tao gave him a big white eye: "You're that ungrateful Lin Xuan?"

"Ahem...ahem..."

Lin Xuan was at a loss for words. He had expected her to be more aggressive, but she seemed to have softened. "How about you just keep quiet? You’re such a pig; how could you possibly win the favor of my lady? It’s your own fault if you don’t cherish it and continue to act like a third-rate admirer."

"Miss, I'm here for your good," Xiao Tao pouted, looking very aggrieved.

"I don't want you to treat me so well. Quickly, go apologize to my lord. Otherwise, I won't talk to you anymore." Mo'er's face turned serious as she spoke.

Xiao Tao's face showed a mix of difficulty and determination. Although she was fiery like a chili pepper, she knew better than to ignore her mistress’s words. But apologizing to that Lin guy? She was reluctant.

"Alright, alright, there's no need for apologies. Just make sure this girl doesn't talk so much in the future."

Lin Xuan smiled and tried to mediate. He wasn’t too angry but didn't want to argue with a little girl either. After all, he did owe Mo'er an apology. Xiao Tao had been loyal and protective of her.

This was Lin Xuan’s nature—cold and ruthless towards enemies, but forgiving towards his own people. Although the girl's words were sharp, she was still Moer’s life companion from another life. He treated her as one of his own.

"Sorry, my lord. I should have been more careful in training you," Mo'er said with relief on her beautiful face.

"No need for apologies. We’re friends now." Lin Xuan waved his hand and turned to the other young girl: "Xiao Tao, tell me—do you know where Qinxin is? Are you willing to share that information?"

Initially, Xiao Tao had wanted to use this as a way to challenge Lin Xuan, but she was surprised by how easygoing he was. She had insulted him, and instead of getting angry, he seemed to be helping her.

"Fine, I'll let him off this time. If that Lin guy ever bullies my lady again, I’ll make sure he gets a pig’s head," Xiao Tao said with an indifferent expression.

"Do you mean the woman named Qinxin?" "Of course, I know where she is—she was teleported away."

"Teleported away?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but didn't show it. This confirmed his suspicions: "Where did she go? Do you know the destination of this teleportation?"

"I do know, but will you still bully my lady if that happens?" Xiao Tao changed the subject back to her original question.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh. He had no intention of bullying Moer; he loved her deeply.

"Xiao Tao, don't say such things. I treat you well," Mo'er said with a hint of embarrassment on her face as she tried to defend Lin Xuan.

"Xiao Tao, please tell me. I'm also very curious."

Regardless of what the girl was thinking, since Moer had spoken up, Xiao Tao couldn’t continue to dodge: "It’s like this—Qinxin must have accidentally triggered aprohibition and was teleported to the Spirit Realm."

"What? The Spirit Realm?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He wasn't sure if he heard correctly or if Xiao Tao was just making things up.

"Xiao Tao, don’t joke around. How could Qixin be sent to the Spirit Realm? That’s too far-fetched," Mo'er's face showed disbelief as well. This joke was too big.

"Miss, I wouldn’t dare lie to you. The woman really did get teleported to the Spirit Realm," Xiao Tao frowned and spoke seriously.

Lin Xuan had many strange experiences, but this one was truly extraordinary. He wasn't sure if he believed it either.

"Can Qixin actually reach the Spirit Realm without facing any tribulations?"

"Please, a mere minor tribulation of the Nine Nines? It’s nothing to worry about. This array was set up by my lady herself back then. With her power, even the laws of heaven and earth could be used for me. A minor tribulation is just a drop in the bucket; there's no need to worry," Xiao Tao said with disdain on her face, comparing Lin Xuan to a frog at the bottom of a well.

Mo'er was also confused: "That... did I really have such power back then?"

"Of course, my lady is the ruler of the Underworld. Even true immortals are nothing compared to that," Xiao Tao exaggerated slightly in her statement. In her mind, her mistress was always the best.

"So Qixin really ascended to the Spirit Realm?" Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Yes, she had good luck. The sacrificial altar originally had an array protecting it, similar to the one guarding my lady’s chambers. Even a scattered immortal couldn’t break through it, but just now, the array automatically deactivated. She must have entered by accident and inadvertently triggered the teleportation," Lin Xuan said.
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Xuan nodded. "So, this could be considered a stroke of luck for Qinxin."

After understanding the entire situation, Lin Xuan's heart was filled with mixed emotions—more joy than sorrow.

Just getting one wife in hand, and now she had to be separated by two worlds again.

"Young Master, don't worry. You'll definitely see each other again someday," Mo'er said weakly, unable to bear seeing Lin Xuan sad.

"Don't be silly, I'm fine."

Lin Xuan looked at the young girl with affection: "What's there to be sad about? I should be happy."

"Happy?" Mo'er was taken aback and a look of confusion appeared on her face.

"Yes, throughout history, cultivators practice breathing exercises and meditations just for the sake of ascending to the Spirit Realm. Qinxin has gained from misfortune; it's not much time apart. Shouldn't I be happy for her?"

Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke these heartfelt words. Although Lin Xuan had the intellect of a higher-stage cultivator, being separated by two worlds was indeed depressing.

However, upon careful consideration, this situation offered many benefits. The Spirit Realm was rich in resources and easier to cultivate than the mortal world. To be honest, among his three women, Lin Xuan originally most worried about Ouyang Qinxin.

After all, Mo'er was the Queen of the Netherworld in her past life, so she had a reason for setting up this teleportation array.

"Little peach, why did the Queen of the Netherworld set up this teleportation array here?" Lin Xuan asked, puzzled.

"Why did I do it in my previous life?" Mo'er's face also showed confusion.

"I don't know either."

"Neither does she?"

"Yes. Little peach said that some of her memories were sealed, so many things are beyond her recall. She only knows this teleportation array is one-time use," Xiao Tiao said with a hint of frustration.

Lin Xuan suddenly understood and wondered why the array collapsed when he fell; it was indeed one-time use. It was a pity, as using it to travel to the Spirit Realm would have saved him hundreds of years of cultivation.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead in thought while Xiao Tiao's voice echoed: "Mr. Lin, you must be loyal and take good care of our miss. Otherwise, next time we meet, I won't spare your tiny spirit cultivator."

If this had happened in ancient times, such talk wouldn't have been considered boasting. As the Queen of the Netherworld's favorite treasure, Xiao Tiao indeed possessed that strength. However, with the passage of time and changes in the world, most of her power was sealed.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh at being threatened again, though he wasn't going to argue with a small spirit cultivator over it.

Turning around, he saw Xiao Tiao's figure disappear as she used her remaining strength.

"Where did she go?" Lin Xuan asked in surprise.

Xiao Tiao explained that due to the sealing of her power, she mostly slept. "When will she wake up?"

"I don't know either. Every time she wakes up, there are no signs," Mo'er said slowly, a hint of curiosity on her face. "Young Master, what's wrong? Are you looking for her for something else?"

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded. "Now that the matter is settled, we naturally need to leave Wu Ding River. But where is the exit? I originally wanted to ask her, but she fell asleep again."

"Then it must be here," Mo'er said with a smile. "We'll find our way out ourselves; although it's troublesome, we will eventually figure something out."

Lin Xuan had no choice and had to search with Xiao Tiao.

Fortunately, all the enemies were dead, so there should be no danger in Wu Ding River.

Time was of the essence, so Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of green light and began searching nearby. If he wasn't mistaken, the exit of Wu Ding River should be near this palace.

After several hours:

A streak of green light stopped at the peak of Netherworld Mountain. Lin Xuan's face was filled with gloom; the independent space wasn't large, but after thorough searching, there seemed to be nothing. Had he misjudged? Was the exit not here?

"No," Lin Xuan shook his head and looked towards the ruins on the mountain top. The sight before him were remnants of a once magnificent palace that had been ravaged by Spirit Realm armies millions of years ago. Recently, he had fought with those ancient monsters, and now all buildings were in ruins.

Lin Xuan's gaze fell to the center of the ruins.

This was where the Queen of the Netherworld liked to sleep. The Netherworld Blood was originally hidden here, a place that Spirit Realm cultivators never ventured into.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's eyes moved and slowly focused on the ground.

Sweeping his sleeves, a streak of green light flew out, clearing away the rubble.

The broken ground revealed beautiful jade tiles, but there were no obvious signs of damage.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and a sword energy appeared, splitting open the jade. A deep cave opened before him.

Lin Xuan's face remained calm on the outside, but he was delighted inside. As they say, it's like finding a needle in a haystack—unexpectedly easy to find. The ancients didn't deceive me; this must be the exit.

Opening Nine Heavens Spirit Shield, Lin Xuan slowly descended.

He released his divine sense fully, although according to common sense, there shouldn't be any dangerous restrictions here. Better safe than sorry.

However, he was surprised when he landed and found it extremely deep. After a long time, he still couldn't see the bottom of the cave. Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

The surroundings were pitch black, and his divine sense lost its effect.

After some time, a blue light suddenly appeared before him.

Lin Xuan focused on the cave and saw a pool of blue liquid at the bottom, emitting an eerie aura that he couldn't identify.

"Young Master, is this the exit?" Mo'er's voice echoed in his ears.

"Yes," Lin Xuan smiled bitterly. This girl was indeed the Lord of the Netherworld; she had made the exit so ominous.

"We should go inside."

However, at the last moment, Lin Xuan hesitated. He wasn't unwilling to leave Wu Ding River but worried about where this exit led. Mo'er was the Lord of the Netherworld in her past life, and if it led to the Netherworld's underworld, he would be in trouble.

Knowing that among all realms, the Netherworld was the most mysterious and unsuitable for human habitation, Lin Xuan felt a bitter taste in his mouth. However, with no other choice, he had to take a chance. Wu Ding River was already abandoned; he couldn't stay here forever.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan extended his hand and activated the Black Dragon Armor Shield around him.

Though it looked slightly dimmer than before, after fighting those ancient monsters, this treasure's spirit had diminished significantly. To restore its former glory would require finding a quiet place for proper cultivation.

Despite still feeling anxious, Lin Xuan decided to take the risk. He clenched his teeth and charged towards the blue light.

Pfft...

It felt like jumping into icy water; it was extremely cold. Even the Black Dragon Armor Shield couldn't withstand it. Lin Xuan took a deep breath as green flames rose up, dispelling the chill.

Bright blue light enveloped him, and he left the place in an instant.

Though different from teleportation, Lin Xuan wasn't sure of the exact difference. He shook his head and began to examine his surroundings.

He was in a valley filled with birdsong and blooming flowers.

The mountains on both sides were towering, and the valley was full of colorful flowers; it was quite pleasant.

"It's not the Netherworld."

After clearly seeing the scenery around him, Lin Xuan sighed in relief. His heart returned to his chest. Although Mo'er had mentioned that there might be beautiful places in the Netherworld, such places were rare. In other words, he was still likely in the mortal world.

Of course, if it was Yunzhou, that would be even better.
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Lin Xuan looked around and found nothing amiss. He then closed his eyes, releasing a powerful divine consciousness. As an advanced婴期 cultivator, his divine sense was far superior to that of his peers, even those at the early stage of 离合. Within a five-hundred-mile radius, every blade of grass and tree could not escape his notice. If he expanded his range to one thousand miles, although the scenes would be somewhat blurry, he could still sense something.

After about half a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes. "Young Master, how did it go? Did you find anything?" Mo'er asked curiously beside him.

"Ah, we were quite lucky. This place is undoubtedly the human world, and there are many cultivators within an eight-hundred-mile radius. If my guess is correct, there should be a small market district here," Lin Xuan turned his head with a hint of joy in his voice. "This is too good."

Mo'er patted her chest, showing genuine happiness on her face. Although she was the ruler of阴司 in her past life, she didn't want to be sent to the netherworld. "Where are we then? Are we still within the Twelve Provinces of Tianyun?"

"I have no idea; let's ask around," Lin Xuan smiled and said. Then, a green glow enveloped his body as Mo'er was wrapped up and flown towards the small market district.

For an ordinary person, traveling eight hundred miles would take several months, but as a 高婴期 cultivator, with his swift遁光, it took only an instant to reach the destination.

The market was set in a majestic mountain. A spirit vein meandered through the area, indicating that this market district was likely established by some sect or cultivation family.

Lin Xuan didn't want to cause a stir and used the technique of concealing his aura, making his cultivation appear around the中期 stage of 凝丹. After all, advanced婴期 cultivators were rare even in such a cultivation holy land as 云州. Lin Xuan's approach was not to create a commotion; being low-key was his principle.

Generally, market districts could also serve as places for gathering information besides trading. Lin Xuan wanted to know where he was exactly.

Surrounding the market district, thick fog lingered. However, such shallow illusions and restrictions had no effect on Lin Xuan. With a wave of his sleeve, a clear path appeared before him. He entered it.

The scene brightened as he stepped in, revealing a lush green valley. It resembled the place where he had just been with some similarities.

The area was vast, covering at least a thousand mu, with pavilions and buildings scattered like pearls on jade. Hundreds of cultivators were bustling about; most were at the 基础 stage, with only a few in the 凝丹 stage. Lin Xuan's entrance caused a stir. Although he had concealed his aura, his cultivation was still impressive for this era.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he realized that he should have hidden more of his abilities. However, it wasn't a mistake; after all, he was just gathering information. He scanned the area and quickly locked onto a two-story building.

It was made entirely of wood, with a flagpole outside bearing a prominent "Tea" character in flowing script. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he approached.

The first-floor hall had more than ten people, all at the 灵动 stage. He couldn't gather any useful information from them. Without hesitation, he walked up to the second floor.

"Senior, there are seats by the window here. What would you like to drink?" The attendant was also a cultivator; his divine sense swept over Lin Xuan, revealing its depth as he showed surprise on his face and greeted him warmly. "A pot of spirit tea, plus some delicate snacks," Lin Xuan waved his hand nonchalantly.

"Very well, senior, please wait a moment. It will be right away." The attendant bowed and then left respectfully.

For someone like Lin Xuan, he was naturally not careless. Soon enough, the spirit tea and snacks were brought to him. He sipped and savored it leisurely while his divine sense spread throughout the second floor. Apart from the five cultivators in the hall, there were a few private rooms.

A faint blue light shielded the outside of these private rooms, preventing eavesdropping. Unfortunately for Lin Xuan, this barrier was meaningless; only those with high status could enter the private rooms. Perhaps he could get useful information from them.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed green as his divine sense silently entered one of the private rooms.

"Recently, the strange events in Xuan City have claimed nearly ten thousand lives among both human and demon races. Even the fallen advanced婴级 experts are countless. It has been a million years since such a disaster struck our Twelve Provinces," a pale-faced middle-aged man sighed. His expression seemed to carry a hint of excitement.

Most cultivators were emotionally detached, turning others' pain into their own topics for conversation. They remained aloof when it didn't concern them but envied advanced婴级 experts. Hearing about the other's fall naturally brought some joy.

"Brother Ma is right. I wonder what happened in Xuan City that led to such a loss of ten thousand cultivators? Could it be a massive battle between human and demon races?" A young man in his twenties said with a hint of glee.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped as he heard this. Even with his composure, an expression of great joy spread across his face. Who said that fortune never comes twice? He hadn't been sent to the netherworld and was still within the Twelve Provinces of Tianyun; this was too good.

After all, while the spirit world and ancient魔界 were different, there were nine human worlds in total. Although Lin Xuan could go anywhere with his power, he had many people he cared about in these provinces. He didn't want to leave them behind.

His heart filled with joy, Lin Xuan continued to listen attentively. He was unaware of the changes in Xuan City but knew that even the fall of a veteran at 无定河 would cause a commotion. He wanted to know how things stood outside.

"Exactly what happened during the Spirit Market? We small fry don't know much, but it's said that several old monsters from the Seven Great Sects and demon races have joined forces to suppress news," one cultivator said.

"Humph, Brother Ma is mistaken. This incident involves twenty provinces; how could such information be suppressed so easily? Although there are many rumors circulating, both human and demon races are indeed on high alert. Just a few days ago, several major sects were involved in fierce battles. I even heard that the head of the Sōngfēng Academy has fallen, and the senior elder of their sect has appeared. The Senior Elder of the Wàngtíng Tower is said to be the top expert among the Twelve Provinces…"
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An hour later, Lin Xuan left the market district. His expression was neither surprised nor happy, but he felt extremely satisfied. He had obtained the information he wanted without any trouble; his luck seemed to be on his side as he hadn't been transported to another plane.

As for the turmoil in Yunzhou, Lin Xuan didn’t place much importance on it. After all, he was a lone wolf and wouldn’t fret even if major forces clashed. The only thing that worried him was Bai Xuan Pavilion; the strange happenings in Xuanyuan City were almost certainly caused by Luo Family cultivators. With nearly ten thousand high-ranking cultivators dead from both races, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but wonder about Yu Ling and Zheng Xuan’s fates.

Moon always seemed gloomy. She only had one disciple, and her heart ached for the girl.

Lin Xuan sighed and tried to comfort her: "Moon, don't worry; they should be safe. I know Yu Ling's character—she would retreat if things didn’t look good."

"Master, even though that’s true, their cultivation levels are too low. There were countless元婴 cultivators who perished," Moon replied with a worried expression.

"Don't fret, I’ll go find them." Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and said, "Now? But Master, your injuries haven’t healed yet!"

Moon shook her head quickly in disagreement. "My injuries aren’t serious; even against late-stage元婴 cultivators, I can still win. The most pressing matter now is to refine the Deva’s Blood. If Little Tao says it's correct, we should be able to form a core. However, this process will inevitably produce heart demons, and I don't want to waste time dealing with them."

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered his next move. He was naturally more inclined towards strategy over brute force. Where were Yu Ling and the others? Could they have been completely wiped out in Xuanyuan City?

As time passed, Lin Xuan grew increasingly anxious. Suddenly, several streaks of light appeared in his line of sight.

At first, he didn’t pay much attention, but soon realized that they seemed to be encircling him. Lin Xuan was taken aback; although he wasn’t sure if the Blood Sect’s pursuit order had been lifted, he had used the Heaven Demon Impersonation Technique, making it unlikely for even a late-stage合气 cultivator to recognize him.

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. His cultivation level far surpassed ordinary late-stage元婴 cultivators, and his divine sense revealed two green and one red streaks of light—both at the late-stage凝聚丹 stage.

Using his敛气 Technique, he was also at the same stage as them. Three "same-level" cultivators surrounded him; what were they planning?

Lin Xuan slowed down and stopped completely. Soon, the three streaks of light approached.

Two men and a woman. The woman’s cultivation level was higher, reaching late-stage, while the other two were mid-stage凝聚丹 cultivators.

"Three friends, you’re blocking my path. What do you want?" Lin Xuan asked emotionlessly.

"Nothing, we just need some money," said the woman in red, her smile sweet and inviting. "I’m short on funds; would you mind helping me out?"

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle. He hadn’t expected to encounter robbers. However, these three had poor judgment; they were targeting him.

"Ha! So we’re fellow travelers. I enjoy killing and taking treasures. Since you’ve come to me, I’ll take your heads."

Lin Xuan never killed indiscriminately, but he wasn’t a soft-hearted person. If someone attacked him, they would have to be prepared for death. He flicked his divine robe, releasing two sword lights that swiftly dispatched the mid-stage凝聚丹 cultivators.

The woman in red was shocked and realized she had provoked the wrong person. She knelt down, pleading: "Senior, please spare my life! I didn’t recognize you; it wasn’t intentional. Please forgive me, and I’ll do anything for you."

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh. This woman seemed to be trying to seduce him, but he had no intention of sparing her out of sympathy. He intended to use Soul Scouring Technique since the red-clothed woman was the most powerful among them.

He raised his hand and shot a green light from his finger. The woman in red was terrified and couldn’t move; she eventually lost consciousness. Lin Xuan gently placed his hand on her head.

After half a cup of tea, Lin Xuan’s hands glowed as the woman in red disappeared from this world.

"Finding what I sought after much effort." Lin Xuan smiled to himself. "Master, what happened?"

"They’re all alive," Lin Xuan said with joy.

"What? How do you know?" Moon was stunned before realizing it might be due to his Soul Scouring Technique.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded. He hadn’t expected this outcome; he had only wanted to gather some information from the woman in red, but unexpectedly, he solved a problem. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew towards his destination.

Jiuling Mountain was located west of Yunzhou, stretching for miles. Although its spiritual veins weren’t particularly impressive, it held significant geographical importance.

East of Jiuling Mountain lay Huai River, with the demon race’s territory nearby. To the east, it extended into the heart of Yunzhou, where there were several major powers such as Ling Spirit Sect and Liuhun Valley. In short, it was a strategic location, a place that armies fought over.

However, cultivators didn’t care about these factors; they only valued convenience. Thus, Jiuling Mountain was occupied by a minor sect called Blood Shadow Sect!

The name sounded impressive, but its strength placed it in the lower ranks of Yunzhou’s major forces.

Despite this, there were still two元婴 cultivators within the sect. After all, Yunzhou was a holy land for cultivation; the power of these sects and families far exceeded that of other regions.

At Blood Shadow Sect's main headquarters, hundreds of cultivators fought in the sky and on the ground.

"Slave girl, surrender or I’ll kill you! I’ve cultivated the Blood Shadow Nine Luo Technique, which needs a superior鼎炉," said an old man with a youthful appearance. His eyes were filled with greed as he inspected the young woman before him.

Yu Ling bit her lip, her face turning pale. She regretted her actions deeply; this outcome was all her fault. After the Xuanyuan City incident, she had planned to establish a branch in Yunzhou and brought many loyal followers. Initially, they intended to expand slowly, but the sudden turmoil in Xuanyuan City made Yu Ling anxious.

In times of chaos, business opportunities were ripe for the taking. She desperately needed a place to settle down, eventually choosing Jiuling Mountain due to its convenient transportation. Although the spiritual veins weren’t outstanding, it was perfect for commerce. However, Blood Shadow Sect had already occupied this mountain.

They had two元婴 cultivators; if Master Lin was here, they wouldn’t be an issue. But now that his fate was uncertain, Yu Ling could only try her luck.

Bai Xuan Pavilion brought over more than a hundred凝聚丹 cultivators but no元婴 cultivators. The gap in cultivation levels was hard to bridge. Fortunately, she had hired two guest elders at the late-stage凝聚丹 stage; with their help, she believed they could handle Blood Shadow Sect. Thus, she led her group into battle.

Even wise people can make mistakes. This woman, who usually took great care, made a critical error this time—she failed to investigate the identities of the guest elders and was surprised when they betrayed her. It turned out that Blood Shadow Sect had ties with them from the start.

Her ally became an enemy; without any元婴 cultivators to support them, Bai Xuan Pavilion suffered a crushing defeat, resulting in heavy casualties. Even Yu Ling, the sect’s leader, was now trapped by their opponents. The demonizers wouldn’t spare her life and planned to use her as a鼎炉.
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After saying this, that shadow once again turned into a shadow behind Wang Ergou, becoming his shadow.

Using the Great Sacrificial Array could locate any continent from the Ten Thousand Worlds or any sealed space, but to some extent, it required the activation of certain bloodlines within the Han Family.

Having been idle for quite some time, around 2 PM, Erica's subordinate delivered a passcard over.

Seeing that call, Ning Hao's lips curled into a cold smile. He immediately pressed the接听button.

The surrounding players stirred and gathered around, eager to catch a glimpse of the Heavenly-grade weapon.

Just as he was speaking, he suddenly pressed his controller. Lin Zheng felt his heart skip a beat at this moment.

"I'm not very clear on the details either. I've already sent an炎黄 Team Ten member to help you out. Just investigate when the time comes," Xu Feng directly passed the trouble onto Ning Hao and didn't say much more.

The moment they entered, Who's Home Blue Eyes and Butterfly Dance were taken aback, followed by a series of hostile glares from Chen Qixiong.

Carl Darding, who had just fallen, knew that if a boxer was knocked down, he could easily be pounced on and dominated by his opponent. After all, this wasn't a formal boxing match.

"Ugh... Otherwise, I have no way to vent," Luo Feng said helplessly. He knew Jin Kexin would refuse.

His eyes casually swept over the surrounding buildings. At that moment, using the system's scanning function, he clearly discovered those hiding in the shadows.

Northern United Pharmaceutical Corporation produced world-class new drugs, but their factory construction couldn't be exempt from certain standards.

"Yu..." Xue Xiaorou wanted to explain something further, but her words got stuck at the tip of her tongue. It was better not to say anything, so she just looked at Xiao Yu with a pained expression.

Shen Jiu, Zhi Xuanchi, and others were taken aback by such an extreme beauty. Their minds went blank as if their souls had flown away.

The benefit of raising reputation lies in this: as long as the project succeeds, all these donations are free.

Not family members, but enemies. From now on, with these people dead on stage, she and the Shen Family's wolves would have no more connection whatsoever.

Strange... The ghost masters could disappear, which was understandable, but where were their masters?

Therefore, whether it be American or Chinese scientists, they worked tirelessly throughout the year.

Facing the two fierce gazes, Shen Miao remained unperturbed. Since these two wouldn't leave, she might as well let them hear what they said.

The boy nodded and obediently allowed Dazu to carry him. Before exiting the underground castle, Dazu had the boy cover his eyes with a cloth to prevent the bright light from hurting his eyes.

With the connection to Heavenly Heart severed, Zhang Tianyang fell into deep thought. He pondered many things: Nightingale, Southern Governor, Yao'er, Emperor Abis, that mysterious old man Van Gogh, even the Five Sages of Thunder and the Peerage Rank Competition.

Surrounded by laughter, she couldn't laugh either. She had nowhere to go; her only refuge was the luxurious grave in Blue Mountain Cemetery.

The person who arrived was Lu Xing. Originally, he had been working as a scalper near Friendship Store. Later, to buy cheaper imported tapes, Jing Jian proactively sought him out.

I must obtain this item! This is Zhang Tianyang's most urgent and sole feeling at the moment.
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Rumbling explosions continued to assault his ears, but for the Eagle Nest Pavilion, defeat was merely a matter of time. In sect conflicts, high-ranking combatants were often the most decisive factor. Lin Xuan had no lower-ranked cultivators to rely on.

"Little girl, submit willingly and I can spare your life," said the old man with lecherous eyes. His face was filled with an evil grin.

Land盈儿's expression was extremely ugly. An Inner Alchemy cultivator was beyond her current level of cultivation, but she would never submit. Being treated as a cauldron was better than dying. She regretted her hasty actions that led to this hopeless situation.

Thinking back to when she first embarked on the path of immortality, her资质 were mediocre. If not for Young Master's favor, she might not have even reached the Foundation Establishment stage, let alone the Golden Core realm. Land盈儿 was eternally grateful but had yet to repay him before finding herself in this fatal predicament.

"Little girl, what do you think? I don't have time to waste," said the old man impatiently as he appraised her with unrestrained eyes.

Land盈儿's face showed disgust as she flicked out a delicate bracelet. It was snow white but had faint green patterns, ancient in design. Although its abilities were not as powerful as her own treasures, even an Inner Alchemy cultivator would envy it. The Jade Green Light Bracelet!

This treasure was given to her by Lin Xuan. Though its power did not match her own artifacts, it was still a precious item for any Inner Alchemy cultivator. Lin Xuan was not stingy and greatly admired Land盈儿, so the gift he bestowed upon her was top-notch.

The old man's expression changed as he saw the bracelet. A mere Condensation Core中期 cultivator had such a treasure?

Heaven truly favored him; not only did he obtain an excellent cauldron, but this item also belonged to him now.

"Little girl, since you refuse to listen, I will have no choice but to crush your flower. Let you see the power of an Inner Alchemy cultivator."

Before his words were finished, the old monster attacked with a single hand technique. A large yellowish-brown hand appeared in mid-air, radiating immense pressure as it descended towards the girl.

Land盈儿 gritted her teeth and fired back a counter-attack. She also whispered, "Quickly!"

The Jade Green Light Bracelet emitted a shimmering light, forming countless ice crystal shadows. These were water attribute treasures combined with the "Maiden's Seven Heart Techniques," creating an array of icy shards.

At first glance, it resembled Ice Rain, but its power was incomparable.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the ice shards shot out like arrows, aiming for their target.

The yellowish-brown hand was torn to pieces. The lecherous old man's face turned from shock to anger. An Inner Alchemy cultivator facing a Condensation Core cultivator had fallen into a disadvantage despite his carelessness. His pride was wounded, but he grew more determined as the Jade Green Light Bracelet proved to be no ordinary treasure.

"Ungrateful wench, I wanted to show mercy, but you dare defy me. Very well, let you experience the torment of soul refinement."

The old man's face was covered in a faint black aura, his eyes bloodshot. More terrifyingly, small fangs grew from his mouth, indicating he had used some bizarre demonic technique.

Land盈儿's complexion paled further. Just then, a familiar voice rang out: "You're nothing but a worthless talker. Summoning heavenly demons to fight a Condensation Core cultivator? Lin Xuan hasn't seen an Inner Alchemy cultivator like you in a long time."

The tone was extremely sharp and strange, yet it invigorated Land盈儿's spirit as if she had been reborn. She turned her head with excitement: "Young Master."

A figure appeared from the distance, emitting a blinding light that quickly approached.

Such power left everyone speechless. The light faded to reveal an unremarkable-looking young man in a green robe.

Despite his plain appearance, he exuded an overwhelming aura.

"Who dares to toy with me?" the lecherous old man was furious until he scanned Lin Xuan and his face turned pale.

An Inner Alchemy cultivator of late-stage?

He looked incredulous. His face paled as if struck by lightning.

The little girl called him Young Master... could this be an ally from the other side?

His expression darkened, though they were both Inner Alchemy cultivators, the difference between early and late stages was vast. Lin Xuan did not rush to act but the terrifying pressure enveloped the entire mountain.

The rumbling sounds had ceased.

Facing a late-stage cultivator's might, even Condensation Core cultivators felt their breaths quicken. The Foundation Establishment stage ones fell off the cliff, one after another.

"Young Master, you're safe! I'm so relieved."

Land盈儿 was both shocked and overjoyed as she bowed to Lin Xuan. The Eagle Nest Pavilion had collapsed like a mountain of troops, but now their morale soared.

"A late-stage Inner Alchemy cultivator can turn the tide with just one person," said Xuan'er as she paid her respects to her ancestor.

A beautiful girl appeared in a flash of light, covered in bloodstains, especially on her thigh where a long, bloody wound was visible.

"Xuan'er, what happened?"

Lin Xuan had not yet spoken when a cry echoed. Moon came like a whirlwind and asked, "Xuan'er, who injured you?"

Moon flipped her hand, revealing two jade vials filled with Lin Xuan's elixirs. "White for internal use, green for external application. Who hurt you? Be a good girl and tell Master."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle at the girl's words. Indeed, she was an excellent teacher.

"Her." Xuan'er pointed to a middle-aged, thin man with numerous moles on his face.
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"Who is this guy?" Moon's delicate eyebrows arched slightly, and a hint of murderous intent flashed across her beautiful face. The pale complexion of the thin black-clothed cultivator turned white in an instant. "Since you dared to injure my beloved disciple, you can go ahead and die in peace!"

Moon waved her jade hand, and ghostly mist surged out like ink, quickly condensing into a skull the size of a basin. The eyes glowed with ghostly flames as it lunged towards the blind-sided cultivator. "Ancestral Master, save me!"

The thin black-clothed cultivator was both shocked and angry. He was only at the middle Foundation Establishment stage; how could he dare to challenge a Core Condensation expert? With a shrill cry, he retreated to one side.

About twenty meters away stood an elderly red-faced man with an early-stage Golden Core cultivation level, the current leader of Blood Shadow Sect.

From both reason and emotion, this person should naturally protect his disciples. However, there was another powerful cultivator watching from the sidelines.

After a moment's hesitation, he decided not to act rashly. The blood-curdling cries reached their ears as the blind-sided unlucky soul had already perished. The Blood Shadow Sect cultivators did not show any signs of battle readiness on their faces. A flash of light, and the red-faced old man flew over. "I am Ma Yong from Blood Shadow Sect. I wonder why you interfere with our sect's affairs?"

The red-faced old man bowed to Lin Xuan, a hint of fear lingering in his expression. "Intersecting affairs?" Lin Xuan smiled slightly: "I am the master of Elevating轩 (this term is often used as is in English when referring to architectural elements, but can be translated as "veranda" or "pavilion") Pavilion. Do you consider this an intersecting affair?"

"Wha—?" Ma Yong was stunned, showing disbelief on his face. He had already heard that Elevating轩 (this term is often used as is in English when referring to architectural elements, but can be translated as "veranda" or "pavilion") Pavilion came from Youzhou and was merely a small commercial alliance. How could there be late-stage cultivators in such a remote area without even any Golden Core experts?

Though he was alarmed, he did not delve deeper, hurriedly bowing deeply to Lin Xuan: "That is so. Please forgive my ignorance. If I had known you had such a powerful expert in your sect, the small Blood Shadow Sect would never have dared to challenge you. I will immediately order my disciples to withdraw from Jiuling Mountain and offer over ten thousand crystal stones as compensation for your losses."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan touched his forehead with his hand, showing surprise on his face. A mere early-stage Golden Core cultivator was now no longer in his sights, but the other's style of handling affairs did impress him.

After all, few could sever their ties even when faced with life and death. The main hall was the foundation of a sect or family, yet this person said he would abandon it. His ability to assess situations was commendable. Moreover, offering compensation showed respect for Lin Xuan as a powerful cultivator. Emotionally and logically, it seemed he should let them go.

However, a hint of bitter smile played on the corners of his lips. In themartial arts world/circle or metaphorical for society, one could not control their fate. Although Ma Yong knew when to retreat, Lin Xuan could not afford to release a tiger back into the wild.

He was not afraid of retaliation; Blood Shadow Sect was still insignificant in his eyes.

The reason was that if he let these people go, the relationship between Elevating轩 (this term is often used as is in English when referring to architectural elements, but can be translated as "veranda" or "pavilion") Pavilion and his sect would be exposed. The Wanfodong Sect's reaction was easy to predict with just a toe.

He could not bring disaster upon Yueling for his disciples. He intended to spare them but circumstances forced him to kill to cover his tracks. Of course, Lin Xuan felt no remorse; survival of the fittest was the rule in the cultivation world.

With a sigh, he waved his sleeves and dozens of sword lights darted out like fish swimming through water, flashing green as they shot towards nearby Blood Shadow Sect cultivators. "Friend," Ma Yong was both shocked and angry. He had already given enough face, but the other still wanted to do a thorough job.

A hint of venom flashed in his eyes, but he did not dare linger here. Reaching out with his hand, he frantically tapped his waist, summoning an iron gong-like treasure. But without engaging in battle, after summoning it, he turned and flew away towards the back.

Cries echoed as dozens of Blood Shadow Sect cultivators perished within a short moment. Even that lustful old man at his level was decapitated by Lin Xuan's sword.

This guy had once boasted about using Lu Ying'er as a cauldron but could not escape even to the Foundation Establishment stage. Ma Yong turned around, his face turning pale with fear, and immediately pounded his chest, spewing out several streams of essence blood. His flight was now crimson, twice as fast as before.

Lin Xuan did not show any extra reaction on his face; instead, he raised his right hand slowly but urgently. "Hurry!"

The green sword lights flashed together into a wave-like formation, sweeping forward with terrifying speed. The distance between them rapidly closed. Within just a few breaths, cries filled the air as the Blood Shadow Sect master was hacked to pieces.

A Golden Core cultivator attempting to use instant teleportation was futile; even Lin Xuan's early-stage Golden Core cultivators could not escape him. There was no need for further description of the battle; even low-level cultivators were like paper in front of Lin Xuan, and they scattered in all directions.

But Lin Xuan did not want his relationship with Elevating轩 (this term is often used as is in English when referring to architectural elements, but can be translated as "veranda" or "pavilion") Pavilion to be exposed. He extended his hand, pulled out a spirit beast bag from his waist, and summoned it.

Countless jade silk bees poured out, rapidly forming an ominous purple-red cloud that covered several miles. "Hurry!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the bees, which flew in all directions. Although they were immature bodies, they were more than sufficient to deal with these low-level cultivators. Within half a cup of tea's time, all Blood Shadow Sect cultivators perished, and even his disciples at the Spirit Flexibility stage did not escape.

Either do nothing or do it thoroughly; since the grudge was already established, why wait for them to seek revenge?

Be soft-hearted if you want to run away from cultivation. The law of the jungle applied here—life was as insignificant as grass.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and slowly released his divine sense, relaxing when he confirmed there were no omissions. "Thank you, Young Master."

Lu Ying'er bowed respectfully, while other cultivators showed even more reverence on their faces. Most had never seen Lin Xuan but heard of the powerful Supreme Elder in their sect. The two pavilion masters were merely his maids.

Initially doubtful, now they realized that Lin Xuan was even stronger thanas described in legends/sagas. Late-stage Golden Core, these Youzhou cultivators naturally did not have the same broad horizons as those from Yunzhou. Looking at Lin Xuan, they could only show admiration, bowing in a dense mass.

"Never mind the formalities; rise up!" Lin Xuan was ruthless towards his enemies but showed noframebefore his own people. He raised his hand and smiled gently.

Postscript: Sorry, today I really wasn't slacking off. This chapter took me hours to write. I got a cold after taking a bath this afternoon, and it's killing me. I'm truly sorry!
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The scene shifted to a large hall, with only Lin Xuan and a young girl standing there. Moon'er was not by his side.

That little brat didn't even follow him into the main hall; she had gone off to chat privately with Zheng Xuan.

"Where's that little brat? She doesn't have any trace of her master," Lin Xuan shook his head, wondering how this girl, as the ruler of the Netherworld, could control those unruly demons and ghosts.

Just as he was musing, the young girl beside him knelt before him gracefully.

"Lin Ying'er, what's going on?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in confusion.

"I acted without thinking, almost causing irreparable damage to the White Phoenix Pavilion," Lin Ying'er lowered her head, her large eyes filled with remorse.

"Don't be silly. It was just a matter of judgment; everyone makes mistakes," Lin Xuan said kindly. "Get up."

"But—"

"Are you not listening to me?" "I'm sorry." Lin Ying'er quickly stood up obediently.

As the leader of the White Phoenix Pavilion, she was a powerful figure in her own right, but before Lin Xuan, she still bowed low and humbly.

"It's fine. You don't have to be so formal. Stay here; I need to discuss something with you," Lin Xuan said gently.

"Please instruct me, Young Master." "Do you want to establish a branch of the White Phoenix Pavilion in Yunzhou?" "Yes." Lin Ying'er was taken aback. "When we were in Xuan Yuan City, I reported this matter to you before; didn't you agree?"

Lin Ying'er's expression turned anxious as she continued: "Now that it is a time of chaos, it would be an excellent opportunity for our sect."

"Ying'er, there was no misunderstanding. I did not stop you; quite the opposite, I will greatly support the expansion of the White Phoenix Pavilion in Yunzhou," Lin Xuan said with a sip of tea.

Lin Xuan, although not a hermit, had long-term immortality as his ultimate goal and showed no interest in power or status, which was why he left the management of the White Phoenix Pavilion to his two maids. Although she received much care, she never interfered with its expansion. Why did Young Master suddenly change his mind?

However, despite her shock, Lin Ying'er had no complaints; she wasn't afraid of losing power. If not for Young Master, she and Liu Xin would have been sacrificed long ago, and they wouldn't be in their current position.

But there was a misunderstanding. Although Lin Xuan planned to support the White Phoenix Pavilion greatly, he did not intend to interfere with its specific operations. The reason behind this idea wasn't just a sudden whim; it had deep reasons.

Unlike other late-stage cultivators who focused on advancing to the Transcendent Realm and then facing the heavenly tribulation, Lin Xuan was different. At only 200 years old, his lifespan far exceeded that of ordinary late-stage cultivators.

With various treasures in his possession, especially the Blue Star Sea, he felt confident about advancing to the Transcendent Realm. He believed he could even overcome the heavenly tribulations, which were feared by other cultivators.

In short, his time on this world was limited; he might ascend at any moment.

If it had been just him, he would have left without a second thought, but with more and more followers, Lin Xuan wanted to provide them with a way out. Most of these followers were still in the early stages of cultivation, like Ying'er, Liu Xin from Youzhou, and the disciples left by Qinxin; they were all at the late-stage cultivator level.

With his protection, no one dared to bully them now. However, what would happen a hundred years later when he ascended to the Spirit Realm? The dangers of the cultivation world were everywhere; even Xuan Yun Mountain had been destroyed by an infant-stage ancestor. What would become of these followers then?

Lin Xuan didn't want his followers to suffer after he left, so he came up with the idea of establishing a sect for them to support each other.

To ensure their safety in this world, the sect needed to be strong, which is why Lin Xuan planned to build on the foundation of the White Phoenix Pavilion and provide significant support.
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After the discussion, Lin Xuan and Yue'er returned to their cave. Lin Xuan had prepared a place for Yue'er long ago, as he knew what she liked. Time passed quickly, and soon it was the next day. Although Lin Xuan didn't sleep for a full day and night as originally planned, his spirit was still vibrant. He couldn't help but feel excited at the thought of Yue'er successfully cultivating her essence. "Moon, do you want me to stay by your side?" "Master, no need," Yue'er smiled and shook her head. "Your injuries have not fully healed; take good care of yourself. I will notify you immediately if there is any need." Yue'er seemed somewhat bashful as she spoke.

"Alright then!" Lin Xuan nodded. Since he had obtained the Deva Blood, he wouldn't expect anything unexpected to happen. After giving Yue'er some instructions, he returned to his practice room.

He sat cross-legged and didn't immediately start meditating but instead took out several storage bags from his waist. Although this journey through the Iron River was full of hardships, the rewards were also rich. Apart from the Deva Blood, Lin Xuan had taken in the storage bags of many deceased cultivators, including three Separation Realm experts, and all others were Core Formation Realm experts.

In the cultivation world, wealth was proportional to one's cultivation level. Although this collection couldn't compare to the Seven Great Forces, it was still a terrifying amount. Lin Xuan hadn't had time to sort through everything before, so he finally found some free time now. He carefully opened each storage bag and sorted out the items.

The most eye-catching were the crystals; mostly medium-grade ones, with an estimated value of over 200,000 lower-grade crystals. For Core Formation Realm cultivators, this was a normal amount. There were also several silk boxes and some bottles containing various materials and elixirs. Among them, there were several precious materials that could be sold for great profits at auctions.

Lin Xuan carefully packed these materials into storage bags. He then turned his attention to the bottles of elixirs inside the silk boxes. These contained a variety of medicinal pills that would greatly benefit cultivators. Lin Xuan opened each bottle one by one, and his expression grew increasingly joyful as he recognized some of them.

Among them were two bottles whose contents he couldn't identify, but from their intense spiritual energy, they could enhance Separation Realm cultivators' magical power. This was a significant discovery since medicinal pills were different from other treasures; even with enough crystals, one might not be able to buy them. These elixirs would greatly benefit Lin Xuan and save him the trouble of collecting materials.

Lin Xuan's attention then turned to the last red bottle. He poured out several pink pills that emitted a pleasant fragrance. "It seems familiar; where have I seen this before?" he muttered to himself.

After some hesitation, he placed one pill in his mouth and gently licked it with his tongue. "Primordial Return Elixir."

A warm sensation rose from his dantian, and Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted. It was like finding a needle in a haystack; he was so lucky. This journey through the Iron River had cost him significant energy, but thanks to the Primordial Return Elixirs, he could recover his cultivation level within a short time.

He carefully packed these elixirs into storage bags. Next, Lin Xuan sorted out the talismans, which numbered only about one hundred, all of them being Earth-grade spirit talismans. He collected them and placed them in his storage bag. These talismans were crucial in critical moments; they could save lives.

Lin Xuan's sleeve waved, and a green light enveloped him as an emerald scroll appeared before him. He inserted his consciousness into it, and large characters appeared before his eyes. It was a Confucian sect cultivation technique, complex and difficult to master, but Lin Xuan lost interest. He practiced both the Taoist and Buddhist paths and had already learned the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique; learning another sect's cultivation method would be too much for him.

Afterward, Lin Xuan turned his attention to a jade token underfoot. The front depicted a terrifying face, while two ancient characters on its side read "Deva." On the back were many strange patterns, but the most prominent was a number: 45.

There were several such tokens. Apart from the head of Luo Family and the five-stage monster, Fire Dragon King, and Qinglian Master, there were other powerful cultivators like these. He hoped for more support votes; thank you to Raindrop, everyone has a safe Christmas night, on-no ha-ha~
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百一十四章 紫鐤鞭

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with a hint of doubt as he held the jade token in his hand, examining it carefully.

"Ah!"

A flash of insight appeared in Lin Xuan’s mind. He seemed to have one of these tokens too. Reaching out, he patted his waist and sure enough, another identical treasure floated before him.

"Devil's Jade Token!"

But the numbers carved on this token were "妾十", while those on the others read "四十五". What was going on?

Lin Xuan felt a bit puzzled but soon became astonished. When he flipped over the token, the numbers behind it had also changed to forty-five.

Was he mistaken? Could he have misremembered something?

He shook his head. Even if he were an advanced cultivator at the late Core Formation stage, or just a young disciple in the Flexible Spirit period who had mastered the Five Elements Foundation Technique, he would still have the ability to recall things instantly.

This was only five years; how could he possibly misremember the numbers?

"Five?"

A flash of insight appeared in his mind as Lin Xuan’s expression turned thoughtful. It had been exactly five years since he received this token, and fifty minus five equaled forty-five, just like the new number on the token.

Could there be some kind of omen here?

"Devil's Gate."

Lin Xuan murmured to himself but didn’t have time to delve deeper at that moment. He would investigate more in his free time.

Taking out a silk box from his pocket, Lin Xuan carefully packed away all the tokens.

He then turned his gaze to the left side of him where various weapons were piled up—swords, spears, and so on. Each one gleamed with a spiritual aura, clearly remnants of those old monsters' treasure artifacts.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and a three-foot-long whip flew into his hands.

The entire body was purple with faint runes flowing over it. He wasn’t sure what material this was made from, even though he had extensive knowledge.

He flicked his hand, and a dragon’s roar could be heard.

"Zibu."

Two small ancient characters were carved on the grip of the whip—its name.

"Not bad, not bad." Lin Xuan felt a bit envious. There weren’t many treasures that caught his eye, but this Zibu clearly was one. He decided to keep it for himself.

He then went through the other treasures.

In all honesty, every single item inside was a treasure. After all, even the weakest of those who died in the Indeterminate River had reached the Core Formation stage.

However, as a cultivator, more wasn’t always better. Lin Xuan’s standards were already so high that he didn’t find anything else worth his attention except for this Zibu.

"Hey, what is this?"

Almost finished with the cleanup, Lin Xuan’s gaze fell on a small shield about the size of his palm. It was dark and unremarkable but gave him an odd feeling.

His heart skipped a beat, and he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan involuntarily swallowed hard.

This item wasn’t from those two Separation Realm cultivators but from the storage bag of the Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign.

But that old guy had taken over the Void Enlightenment Sect’s Empty Clarity, meaning this shield originally belonged to a big monk.

However, something was strange. This shield clearly wasn’t a Buddhist treasure.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as he recalled why the Green Cloud Mountain had been destroyed.

While the entrance of the Indeterminate River was crucial, they got into trouble because they found an ancient treasure from a cave.

This mysterious artifact must have caused the Void Enlightenment Sect to stir up such a commotion.

If his guess was correct, it would be on par with his Magic Bond Sword.

Heavenly Treasure!

Even great cultivators in the Spirit Realm would covet it.

Although he had one, it was a defective item. Its power was still unparalleled.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement. He flicked his sleeves and revealed a greenish霞light as he held up the shield to examine it closely.

Honestly, it wasn’t impressive at all.

He flicked his fingers, but the sound was dull, not surprising. A hint of surprise flashed in his eyes—had he been wrong? Was this not a Heavenly Treasure? Why did it feel like an ordinary low-grade magical tool?

Of course, he wouldn’t jump to conclusions. The true power of a treasure couldn’t be judged by its appearance alone.

He placed the shield flat on both hands and slowly infused his spiritual energy into it before throwing it forward with a sharp command: "Quick!"

A clang echoed in his ears as the Drive Object Technique failed; the item landed on the ground.

Lin Xuan was stunned but his expression turned pleasantly surprised instead.

Picking up the shield, he examined it carefully. All his astonishment dissipated. This was undoubtedly a Heavenly Treasure. As an advanced Core Formation cultivator, even if it were someone else’s life-bound treasure, with its owner deceased, he should have been able to control it.

Only a Heavenly Treasure required the Heavenly Treasure Art to be used.

After much difficulty and danger, this收获 was astonishing. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh happily.

"Hey, right."

After about half an hour of joy, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his eyebrows. He remembered something important—the Heavenly Treasure Art must be somewhere on this shield.

He had just checked the Jade Scroll, which didn’t contain any cultivation techniques for the Heavenly Treasure Art.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt anxious and probed into his storage bag to search through it.

"Why can't I find it?"

An hour later, Lin Xuan’s face was extremely displeased. He had searched everything on him but couldn’t locate the Heavenly Treasure Art.

Could he have left it behind in the Indeterminate River?

No way.

He had thoroughly looted everyone and even used his divine sense to check nearby afterward; there was no way he could have missed anything.

Why couldn’t he find this Heavenly Treasure Art?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. Worry wouldn’t solve the problem; in times of trouble, one needed composure.

Could the issue lie with the shield itself?

For example, if certain conditions were met, it could trigger the Heavenly Treasure Art?

Although just speculation, Lin Xuan felt there was a high possibility.

Acting on this thought, he injected his spiritual energy into the treasure without hesitation.

However, after half an hour, Lin Xuan stopped, his face turning pale. The shield seemed like an endless abyss; even though he had spent eighty percent of his spiritual energy, it showed no signs of effect.

Clearly, that approach was futile.

After all, although his essence hadn’t fully recovered, the effects of the Twin Cores and Single Pill had made his spiritual energy far more substantial than ordinary great cultivators.
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While the first layer of Through Treasure Art could be roughly mastered by an intermediate-stage元婴, Lin Xuan was clearly not using the right method. What should he do then? He pondered with some frustration.

"Never mind, let's just meditate for now and rest a bit."

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took out several spirit herbs and swallowed them. He then adjusted his breathing to recover his mana. After a day and night, the lost true essence was replenished, and he resumed studying the Through Treasure Art.

This study took him many days. Lin Xuan practiced both magic arts and cultivation techniques, so his knowledge was broad indeed; even compared to a Separation-stage cultivator, he might not be far behind.

However, after half a day of trying every known secret technique, he still saw no results. Finally, out of desperation, he tried everything from cutting with knives and burning with fire to the most basic methods. The shield remained as stubborn as a rock.

Lin Xuan felt like there was a treasure mountain in front of him but no key to enter it. His frustration was palpable.

Of course, he wouldn't give up. After all, his temperament far surpassed that of ordinary people; back when he first entered the path of cultivation and was looked down upon by elders and bullied by fellow disciples, he still focused on hard practice. Now standing at the peak of the mortal world, he must find a way to use this treasure.

Sighing, Lin Xuan continued to frown in thought.

Could he have to go through the process of blood recognition? Lin Xuan shook his head; that idea seemed absurd and too cliché. However, since he had exhausted all other methods, he decided to try it.

He took out a sound transmission talisman and withdrew the outer禁制 from the valley. A gentle step approached after only a short while.

Lin Xuan looked up and saw a fair-skinned young woman bowing before him: "Mistress Lu Ying'er greets Master. I wonder what you have summoned me for."

As the head of the Lu Xuan Pavilion, Lu Ying'er had seen many things but still couldn't help feeling surprised by the piles of colorful crystal stones, estimated to be over seven million in total value.

There were also various spirit pills and treasures; any one of those would make an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator envious. What was Master planning?

Though puzzled, Lu Ying'er didn't speak out. As a subordinate, she shouldn't ask questions unless asked. If Master wanted her to know something, he would explain it himself.

Lin Xuan's expression turned pleased: "No need for formalities, Ying'er. I summoned you here because the pavilion needs to expand and will require substantial resources."

Lu Ying'er hesitated but shook her head vigorously: "Master, this is inappropriate. The Lu Xuan Pavilion has accumulated some wealth in its dominance of Youzhou; how can I accept your gifts?"

"Stupid girl, just take it," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "What's the harm? I know the pavilion has some savings, but Yunzhou isn't as barbaric as Youzhou. Besides, I'm rich enough to spare a few coins."

Lu Ying'er was amused and giggled softly, but still shook her head.

Lin Xuan frowned, his expression turning gloomy: "Ying'er, you've grown too independent; even my words are no longer obeyed."

"No, Mistress Lu is not that meaning," Lu Ying'er hurriedly knelt down.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. This girl was stubborn; he should have just spoken clearly.

"Since you're loyal to me, don't argue with me. Just accept the crystal stones and treasures." "Yes!"

Lu Ying'er finally nodded obediently. She knew Master's intentions were good and felt grateful: "Thank you for your generosity, Mistress Lu will not disappoint you."

She then took out several storage bags and sorted the treasures into them.

"Master, is there anything else?" "No, I'll be sequestered in meditation for the next six months. Don't disturb me unless it's something urgent." Lin Xuan closed his eyes and spoke slowly.

"Yes, Mistress Lu understands," she bowed and left the stone room, transforming into a streak of light that flew out of the valley.

The stone palace was quiet again.

With all the treasures accounted for, the next step naturally involved healing and recuperation. Originally, he had planned to take a year or so, but with the Primordial Return Pill, it should only take about twenty days to replenish his life essence.

Of course, these twenty days would require constant meditation; it was akin to closing oneself in a death-and-life gate, where even the slightest distraction could lead to failure. Lin Xuan believed there wouldn't be any external threats during this time but worried that Mo'er's condensation might need his attention.

After much thought, he decided to check on the little girl first. Raising his clothes, Lin Xuan walked out of the stone room towards her practice chamber.

There were no禁制 outside the room where Mo'er practiced. Lin Xuan pushed open the door and stepped inside.

Red light shone brightly, and an astonishing amount of life force rushed out. This energy was different from what he had experienced before; it seemed almost alive.

A loud thud echoed in his ears as if hit by a hammer. Lin Xuan flew back like a meteor and crashed into the stone wall behind him. Pieces of rock fell to the ground, and Lin Xuan emerged, looking bewildered: "What's going on?"

Lin Xuan stood up, slowly walking forward. Entering the stone room again, he was prepared for something similar but underestimated the power of the life force. The result was still the same; he was thrown back out.

Over several attempts, Lin Xuan found himself repeatedly flung out with no success. He had endured quite a bit of hardship, though as an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator, if he really pushed hard, he might have managed to enter eventually.

But Lin Xuan didn't understand the situation and was too cautious to force his way in; any mistake could result in Mo'er's failure. What should he do?

Just when he was hesitating, a clear but disdainful voice rang out: "What pig are you again?"

"Xiao Tao?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. When had she woken up? It wasn't surprising that Xiao Tao called him 'pig' after Mo'er's spirit recognition; no one else used such a term.

"How is Mo'er, and is her condensation going smoothly?" Lin Xuan didn't have the heart to argue with her. He only cared if everything was proceeding well for Mo'er.

"Hmph, condensation? You dream," Xiao Tao said disdainfully. "You don't understand; stop talking nonsense."

"What? Didn't you say that obtaining the Asura's divine blood would ensure Mo'er's successful condensation?" Lin Xuan frowned and spoke sternly.

"Humph, Miss Moer will have no problem with her condensation. I only meant it won't happen as quickly as you think," Xiao Tao said. "You must first refine the Asura's divine blood; do you really think merging is that easy?"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. It wasn't a big deal to take some time, as long as Mo'er could successfully condense her true essence.
周末，求推荐票（免费）

Weekend has arrived again, and I'm asking for your support with recommendation votes. Huayu knows that this month isn't going well, but there's nothing I can do about it; after all, dual cultivation is a major event in one's life. Well, no need to complain. Rest assured, my fellow daoists have been so kind to me, and Huayu won't let you down. Next month, updates will be as good as possible.

Please continue supporting Huayu and Bai Lian. Let the recommendation votes pour in this new week. Thank you, O(∩_∩)O~

This round is highly anticipated, a decisive battle, especially for the main party, the State of Chen, who are on tenterhooks at all levels.

Abu Jinzamari stood up with a changed expression and said, "So... Vice Mayor wants me to be an internal spy. Old man cannot handle this responsibility." He waved his hands vigorously. Ye Suiyun and others wondered what position this old man held in the Tang Dynasty government but didn't know. Yan Ielun's face showed a flash of anger without uttering a word.

The remaining高层of the White Lotus sect were all before Chen Feng's eyes. In essence, these were all people who feared death. But who doesn't fear death in this world?

Three Keys and Blood Sacrifice weren't talking within the game; they were communicating in real life because Three Keys had been accompanying Dark Blood Rose recently.

They realized that Zhang Lu et al.'s powerful strength made it impossible for a few to escape unscathed.

After hurrying for several days, they arrived at a place where the mountains were clear and the waters green. The lush grass swayed with the breeze, and willows danced in the wind, giving an indescribable feeling of freshness and clarity.

However, Wei Wujì wouldn't blame Chen Zhan because he would have had similar grievances if he were in his position.

After Ghost Flame used a skill that dealt massive damage, the last main battle tank finally exploded! Everyone breathed a sigh of relief; those three main battle tanks had given them quite a hassle.

When Soja reached the Heaven Rank, the summoned water element creature was a fragment of Ice God. It's said... Ice God has 90,000 elemental fragments. Once someone summons it, one of these fragments will be called forth.

With a series of obscure and ominous words that sounded like a nightmare, that blob-like thing quickly disappeared into the ground.

"Mr. Chen, we meet again," PD Zhang still had a pleasant demeanor as if Chen Luobin was an old friend he hadn't seen in years.

Just when the man in black was astonished, the ghost flag's appearance suddenly changed.

"How much did Hou Baoguang pay you to deal with me?" Chen Luobin's expression now resembled that of a blackmailing scoundrel.

The group returned to the inn and settled down for the night. They quickly washed up and ate some food before preparing to go to bed. Suddenly, there was commotion at the entrance, and the innkeeper rushed in asking if they had any travel permits on them?

Before their master could give instructions, the steward had already arranged several servants to prepare rooms and tidy up the beds. As usual, tonight would be another night of revelry; the master's reputation for such activities was well-known.

"There is no law, what law? High above, far away, even the emperor can't reach here. I've heard that a few imperial envoys came before but were either bought by or assassinated by the Huang family, with no results," the old man sighed deeply.

Someone made a move, and everyone understood that in this dark cold pond, they couldn't see each other. The only way to get an excellent sword was through luck; if they encountered people from another faction, it would definitely turn into a fight.

There's going to be some excitement now. Xiao Jun is usually very low-key in class but unexpectedly showed such strength by confessing to Jiang Wen when Qu Zhiheng and Jiang Wen were having a quarrel. It clearly shows that this guy has brains.

"It doesn't matter, just come back from the fourth round. This one wasn't interesting," it was clear that Immortal Painting Fairy's mood was not good.

The waiter immediately went out; he must have been calling Cold Hovax. She adjusted her emotions and imagined herself as a high-up deity: after all, customers are gods. Her presence had to be more imposing than Cold Hovax's.
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"How long will it take to form the婴?"

"None of your business. Miss will have me taking care of her, so there's no problem with forming the元婴," Little Tao said with a slight upturn of her chin, her face full of disdain. This girl wasn't just a little bit biased against Lin Xuan.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling. Although Little Tao was fiery-tempered, in terms of cunning, she couldn't match Lin Xuan at all, and he finally got the information out of her.

Moon's formation of the婴 would be different from that of ordinary people. She first had to refine the Deva Blood, then mix it with her true essence. There was no danger involved, but a lot of time would be needed—ranging from several months to one year.

This didn't match Lin Xuan's expectations, but it wasn't a problem. As long as the formation of the婴 went smoothly, spending some time on it wouldn't be an issue. Lin Xuan put his mind at ease and prepared to properly nurture his damaged essence energy.

Crossing his legs in meditation, Lin Xuan first performed several cycles of the Grand Circulation, allowing his essence, qi, and spirit to recover to their best state. Then he stretched out his hand, tapped his waist, and took a small jade bottle out. From it, he poured out a pinkish pill.

It was undoubtedly the先天回元丹!

Lin Xuan hesitated not as he placed it in his mouth, then used Inner Vision to observe. In his dantian, threads of spiritual energy floated, but they were of various colors—five in total.

Originally, the spirit root Lin Xuan had refined from the Moon Clan's sacred fruit was wood-type. However, since successfully forming a妖丹, for some reason, that spiritual energy had turned into five colors.

This change wasn't mentioned in the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, but Lin Xuan was delighted instead of alarmed—five-colored spiritual energy harmonized with the Five Elements, greatly benefiting his cultivation. Two元婴 sat facing each other, and a floating five-colored妖丹 hovered above them. However, upon closer inspection, it became clear that both元婴 looked listless, and the color of the妖丹 was extremely pale.

During his journey on the River Wuyi, Lin Xuan had lost much of his innate essence energy. He slowly refined the medicinal power entering his dantian through deep breathing and meditation. Time passed gradually.

Seven days later, Lin Xuan's complexion improved significantly. He took another先天回元丹 and swallowed it before meditating again.

In this way, time flew by. Originally, he needed six months to recover from his injuries, but with the help of medicinal pills, he fully recovered in just over twenty days.

However, Lin Xuan didn't leave his cave dwelling.

After so many years of busy work, he seemed to have not properly cultivated for a long time. Besides, there were many matters he needed to handle now. Lin Xuan decided to close himself off and meditate for several years.

Of course, after his injuries healed, he immediately checked on Moon's progress. The room was still filled with red light, more dazzling than before. It seemed the fusion went smoothly; Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief as he returned to his cave dwelling.

What should he do first? Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and began to think.

His main元婴 was now in its late stage, but the second元婴 and妖丹 were still at their initial stages. According to reason, he should properly cultivate. However, this would require at least a hundred years of effort, not something that could be achieved overnight. After some thought, Lin Xuan took out an jade cylinder from his pocket.

Looking at the treasure in his hand, Lin Xuan's face showed a touch of nostalgia. He had just successfully formed a丹 when he obtained it; now, almost two centuries had passed. Lin Xuan sank his consciousness into the object.

The text within wasn't a cultivation technique but one of the hundred arts of cultivation: armor-making! As its name suggested, if magic treasures were compared to weapons in the secular world, then armor served as protective gear, complementing magic treasures' offensive capabilities and being equally important. It had been widely used for millions of years but gradually declined in later cultivation worlds, with the techniques for making armor nearly lost.

Youmu didn't need to be mentioned; even in Cloud Province, a cultivation holy land, armor-making was still a legendary skill.

Lin Xuan's previous shallow understanding and limited experience were understandable. Now that his horizons had broadened, he naturally noticed something odd: aside from the Nine Heavens Mystical Art, the Azure Star Field, the mysterious jade pendant, even Moon—everything seemed to have originated in Youmu.

And armor-making was no exception; it too had spread to Youmu. Connecting all these events made Lin Xuan wonder if Youmu truly was the barbarian land people talked about? Or were there unknown secrets hidden within?

Shaking his head, he couldn't help but doubt. After all, with no extra clues in hand, and considering that even if those ancient secrets were uncovered, they might not be beneficial to him.

Still, he should first make armor.

Lin Xuan sank his consciousness into the jade cylinder.

Like magic treasures, there were various methods for making armor, roughly divided into two categories. One was ordinary armor, while the other could upgrade and grow with the owner's cultivation.

The former was simpler but had limited power. The latter required a lot of materials, mostly rare items. However, one advantage was that this type of armor could be refined multiple times.

Starting from the simplest form, once his master's cultivation improved, he could seek out more materials to upgrade the armor. The benefits were obvious.

Better not do it unless he did it well.

Lin Xuan had thoroughly studied armor-making when he first formed his金丹. He finally chose a set of treasures called the Green Flame Qilin Armor.

However, as with everything, there was both an advantage and a disadvantage. This armor's defensive capabilities were unparalleled, but the materials required were extremely rare—hundreds in total, many of which had long disappeared from the mortal world.

Even with his unique experiences, Lin Xuan only managed to gather all the necessary materials now that he had recovered his essence energy. He decided to refine this eagerly awaited treasure armor. With it, facing stronger opponents would give him more confidence.

Lin Xuan thought like this and then sank his consciousness into the jade cylinder. After all, armor-making was a lost art; he needed to study it carefully.

Lin Xuan started from the beginning, reading word by word. A month later, still in that quiet room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, but before him hung a green object supported by a faint light. He opened his mouth and spat out infant fire, continuously refining and sacrificing this object.

At first glance, it resembled the process of refining magic treasures, but upon closer inspection, the green object's shape was extremely peculiar—it clearly wasn't a weapon like swords or spears, more akin to clothing. Of course, it was naturally Lin Xuan's armor he was refining.

However, this set wasn't the Green Flame Qilin Armor; although he was an advanced cultivator in his后期 stage, it was his first time learning armor-making, so he was still very unfamiliar with it. Lin Xuan dared not start refining rashly—otherwise, those precious materials would be wasted if something went wrong.

He planned to learn from the simplest and most basic methods first. Monday, please recommend me a vote, thanks for everyone's support! Additionally, I'm recommending my friend's book, "Hunting Corpse Ghosts."
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Time flew by as Lin Xuan focused on refining the armor. Although the Art of War Armors shared some similarities with crafting magical treasures, mastering it was not an easy task. Since Lin Xuan decided to refine the Azure Flame Qilin Armor, three years had passed without him realizing it.

During this period, he used his materials to create over a dozen sets of armors, though most were discarded due to failures. Through this process, Lin Xuan's armor crafting skills steadily improved.

Apart from practicing the Art of War Armors daily, Lin Xuan also took time to meditate and take medicinal pills. Although the air here was slightly less dense, he could still practice the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique with the aid of a妖眼舍利 (Jiayan Sheli). Occasionally, he would check on Mo'er's progress, as per Xiao Tao’s instructions that it should take at least a year and a half to refine the Deva Blood. However, three years had passed much slower than expected.

Despite his impatience, Lin Xuan could do little but wait patiently. As they say, good things come with patience; Xiao Tao once mentioned that the longer it took to refine the Deva Blood, the more divine energy it contained, which was beneficial for Mo'er in every way.

Though Lin Xuan was skeptical, he found some merit in her words when he reflected on them.

Apart from occasionally checking on Mo'er, Lin Xuan’s cultivation had improved significantly. In just three years, he had mastered the third layer of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique much faster than anticipated. He attributed this to the five-colored essence qi within him, as it represented the elements of metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. As a phoenix, he could naturally control these energies.

With the third layer under his belt, Lin Xuan decided to start refining the Azure Flame Qilin Armor. Over three years of research had significantly improved his armor crafting skills. While he couldn't guarantee 100% success, he was confident that with careful handling, there was a 70% chance of success.

Despite the remaining 30% failure rate sounding alarming, Lin Xuan could not afford to delay. Each skill took time to master; while his current level allowed him to refine armors proficiently, reaching the next level as an armor master would require decades of continuous practice.

Lin Xuan had no intention of waiting that long. With a 70% success rate, he believed it was safe enough if he remained cautious. As he thought this through, he began gathering materials from his storage bag.

In moments, various bottles and jars, along with dozens of silk boxes, were piled before him. The materials needed to refine the Azure Flame Qilin Armor numbered over a hundred pieces. Lin Xuan sighed; these materials alone could rival a major sect's thousand-year accumulation. He couldn't afford any failures and was eager to see the power of this armor.

He reached out his hand and pointed at the largest silk box, which emitted a blue light as it opened. Inside lay a large piece of black material—Cosmic Iron Mother!

While copper could be used for ordinary magical treasures after a thousand years, Cosmic Iron Mother was even more precious than ten-thousand-year-old copper. It was lightweight and incredibly hard. According to the instructions in the Jade Scroll, Lin Xuan planned to use it as the base for refining the Azure Flame Qilin Armor.

His expression turned serious as he cast a spell, causing the Cosmic Iron Mother to float before him. He opened his mouth, emitting a stream of five-colored infant fire. This was a thin but vibrant flame that enveloped and ignited the Cosmic Iron Mother.

Lin Xuan sat in meditation, knowing only an Infant Fire from an Incarnate could melt Cosmic Iron Mother. Given its size, ordinary late-stage cultivators couldn't accomplish this task, but with his two Incarnates alternating, it wasn’t a problem.

Three days later, signs of melting appeared on the surface of the Cosmic Iron Mother, droplets of silver liquid seeping out. Satisfied, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, sending a small jade bottle forward to catch the melted material.

A loud explosion reached his ears as the bottle burst open, releasing golden grains that seemed alive and merged into the melting Cosmic Iron Mother. Lin Xuan spat and expelled a thicker stream of infant fire.

Over several hours, the melting process became more evident. Lin Xuan added several red, fish bladder-like pieces to the mixture. Time passed quickly, and before long, half a month had elapsed.

Throughout this time, Lin Xuan added over seventeen types of materials, not strictly following the instructions in the Jade Scroll but making some substitutions based on his understanding. While adding different items could affect the armor's power, he chose substitutes that far surpassed those described in the scroll, with many being from the妖族 (Yao Clan).

For example, refining the Azure Flame Qilin Armor required scales from a poison toad of the transformation stage. Here, this referred to early-stage transformation.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t have such materials in his storage bag, there was a late-stage fire mosquito king that had fallen in the Indefinite River. Since both were part of the dragon clan, he believed these could be used and would yield better results.

Ugh, my hand is freezing from frostbite! This winter is so cold...
百炼的道友群（免费）

"Half of my soul left, breathing through a gap," said the friend and provided an ultra-large group 80074780 that could accommodate up to 500 people. Everyone was welcome to join; additionally, there was another group 55642605 where only previous old group leaders and active readers were allowed to enter. It was planned to gradually turn it into a contact group for authors, moderators, and group leaders. Those who wished to join could first enter the ultra-large group and then contact Nal Long or Ting Lou.

Today's power outage delayed his arrival just now (Phantom Rain Absolute did not lie).

Mu Li Chen held her face in his hands and gently kissed those rosy lips. This was the first time Yin Gui Zhen had actively responded. In three years of marriage, Mu Li Chen had never felt such a submissive side to her. This kiss intoxicated him so much that he could hardly pull away. Suddenly, Yin Gui Zhen leaned forward and pinned Mu Li Chen down on the bed.

Li Zhicen's body retreated, narrowly avoiding danger. He suddenly raised his head, his eyes wide with anger as two golden knives instantly shot out. The Green Dragon was greatly alarmed; before he could react, he was torn to pieces by the golden knives.

Li Zhicen tried several times but failed to remove thetoxic from his body that seemed to be integrated with the无形 flowing formlessly, 流溢 effusing, 珠 pearl. It felt as if he and the无形 flowing formlessly, 流溢 effusing, 珠 pearl had become one. After absorbing thetoxic from the Jade Tiger Temple Master and the Twin Bone Sword on the Jiao Child, it combined more thoroughly with his ownprimordial energy.

"Day Day!" At an unknown moment, Di Shi Tian rushed to Ling Er's side, holding her and protecting her in his arms. "Why? How could you take the brunt of the bloodthirsty attack for me! Don't you know that this will kill you!"

With the Chaos Pearl and the Life Force, Zhang Huaming also sensed an overwhelming life force.

The roar of over eight hundred stallions galloping was like a thousand rivers rushing down. When a ray of sunlight tore through the darkness, morning dew became even colder.

"F*ck, it's not the right time for this. I wanted to let my wife rest and do it again," Tong Jian muttered under his breath as he sat up and kissed Dan Yun's ample chest.

"Maybe we should take some medicine first and see if that works… If it can't reduce the fever…" Shen Shijun only said half of what he meant, but Mo Luolu understood the other half without him saying it.

Although there was still a distance to the huge valley, Zhang Huaming's keen eyes could still capture every detail around the valley. However, his expression turned serious when he looked at the valley.

She sneaked to the back door of the exhibition hall and wanted to sit down for a rest. But as soon as she opened the fireproof passage door, Lin Xiangwan was hit by a strong smell of cigarette smoke.

"Alright!" Liang Sheng was pleasantly surprised here. It seemed that this Drought Demon could greatly assist him in completing his final task with Red Ring.

A few bravest fellows rushed forward, but their knives were torn apart by harpoons before they even touched Greyfeather. The flesh and bodies were flung away like they had been hit by a spinning top.

"Now it's just about how I can break this brown wall to retrieve the treasure," Liang Sheng said confidently.

With so many finished products here, he didn't know what to do with them—keep them? Give them away? Neither seemed like good ideas.

He hadn't even sat down before discovering someone carrying murderous intent heading towards Ye Feng. He immediately rushed over with Nan Gong Qian to rescue him.

In any case, for a quiet and smooth acquisition of the gold, he would try his best to follow legal procedures and send off the original owner properly.

From Rotas's perspective, these flames' intensity was such that even without using Sabukaao family bloodline, he could still manage with his own strength.

Having found the key point, Qing Yuan immediately moved away from Ye Feng's position. His innate flying sword continuously sliced out green sword energy to attack both Ye Feng and the crystal silver arrows rapidly approaching him.

Huang Yu was puzzled; he didn't know how a stone monument ended up being stored here. After all, stone monuments were usually placed outside as markers.
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Lin Xuan raised his head and looked at the thick liquid floating in front of him. He said, "After adding a large amount of materials, it turned into a dazzling silver color."

At this moment, the infant fire enveloped it, causing it to continuously churn, giving the impression that water had been boiled.

Blue light flickered in Lin Xuan's eyes as he used his Spirit Eye Technique. He stared at the liquid for a long time before sighing and raising his hand. A streak of green sword energy shot out from between his fingers, piercing the liquid with a flash.

A pattering sound reached his ears as a piece of infant fist-sized material was cut off by the sword energy and floated into Lin Xuan's palm under the light of spirit energy.

Upon closer inspection, the silver color became even more dazzling.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes. Using Inner Vision, he saw that in his dantian, besides the small lake formed by the five-colored spiritual energy, countless blue light points rotated like a star sea.

He could say that all this was due to this object. Lin Xuan didn't know its origin but clearly it was an extraordinary item. Apart from refining infant fire and merging with spiritual energy, it also required high-level array techniques. For another cultivator, this would be too much to ask, but for Lin Xuan, there were no issues.

He mastered the璇玑心得and had comprehended the Heaven Dao Array Scripture, so his array technique was more than sufficient for refining armor.

Lin Xuan easily set up the array flags around him and then carved into the ground, placing crystals in the grooves. Soon, an array specifically designed for refining armor was complete.

He released his divine sense to check three times, not just the obvious details but even the minutest ones as well. He wasn't being overly cautious; it was simply that this matter couldn't be taken lightly. As the saying went, a small error could lead to a big mistake. Even if he made a single stroke in the wrong place on the array, all his efforts would be wasted.

So, with great care, Lin Xuan began casting several spells. A howling sound filled his ears as everything checked out fine. Finally, a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

After some thought, however, he didn't immediately start refining. The next step required continuous effort and no interruptions, so before proceeding, he decided to check on Yue'er.

Their cave dwellings were close by, and they arrived quickly.

Opening the stone door, Lin Xuan's expression turned to one of astonishment. The dazzling red light had disappeared, but Yue'er was nowhere to be seen. Only a snow-white cocoon-like object remained in place.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan frowned as he slowly released his divine sense. Sure enough, Yue'er was inside the cocoon.

"Swine, why are you here again?"

The sweet voice came from Xiao Tao without doubt. But Lin Xuan had no interest in arguing with her at this moment.

"How is Yue'er?" Lin Xuan's face showed concern.

Seeing his expression, Xiao Tao's demeanor softened. She had seen how much Lin Xuan cared for Yue'er over the past days and although she still wasn't lenient, her attitude was clearly friendlier than before.

"Good that you have a conscience to come visit Miss every now and then. Don't worry; this is good news."

"Good news?"

"Yes, Miss has truly been a genius. She has already refined the Deva's Blood," Xiao Tao puffed out her chest with admiration on her face.

"Why does she need to form a cocoon if she's refining the blood?" Lin Xuan still didn't understand and asked.

"Hmph, you know nothing. Miss is the reincarnation of the Deva King; forming an infant naturally differs from ordinary humans. In any case, this is good news. You can only envy," Xiao Tao rolled her eyes at him in disdain.

Was there some other benefit to using such a method? But no matter how many questions Lin Xuan asked, Xiao Tao remained silent.

Unable to help it, Lin Xuan returned to his stone room.

Though he was puzzled, knowing that Yue'er was doing well made him content. Now, all he needed to do was use the array technique to complete this treasure.

With so much top-grade material infused into it, Lin Xuan looked forward to the power of the Fiery Phoenix Armor.

Standing in the center of his stone room, he took a deep breath and began casting spells with his hands moving like butterflies. A howling sound filled his ears as the array was activated.

A greenish light column shot out from the center of the stone room, spreading out to reveal countless inch-long flying knives.

Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered, and a large box flew out. Opening the lid, silver liquid emerged.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it, and whizzing sounds filled his ears as the flying knives began carving the molten material under his divine sense control. Occasionally, he added some materials with infant fire.

The process was complex but, thanks to Lin Xuan's deep understanding of array techniques and powerful divine sense, it was actually easier than refining the Essence Mother of Profound Iron.

Still, he didn't dare be careless.

Days passed as time went by, until forty-nine days had elapsed. Lin Xuan's face showed signs of fatigue, but in front of him stood a nearly complete armor that caught everyone's attention.

The armor's design was ancient yet grand and imposing.

At this stage, the Fiery Phoenix Armor was about eighty percent complete. However, the final two steps were crucial as they directly affected its power.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and spat out some essence blood, forming a fist-sized ball of blood that gathered in front of him without dispersing.

He reached into his waistband and two jade boxes flew out. Opening them revealed powders of different colors—red and black—which were all incorporated into the essence blood.

A gurgling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears as if the essence blood had been boiled.

Extending a finger, he emitted fine and long multi-colored spiritual light, like sculpting tools. Dropping it onto the essence blood, the blood instantly merged with the light. Then, using this light, Lin Xuan slowly carved on the armor.

Each of the symbols and complex miniature arrays were meticulously recorded in the jade scroll. Even with his vast knowledge, most of them were incomprehensible, so he had to follow the examples.

The process was intricate, taking over ten days before everything was completed without error.

With the symbols and array carvings finished, a large amount of essence blood had also been infused into this armor, making it akin to a life-binding treasure. Lin Xuan rested for several more days and visited Yue'er once again.

At this point, the Fiery Phoenix Armor was basically complete, with only one final step: embedding two demon cores in the chest holes.

There were strict requirements for the demon cores. One hole was crimson red, suitable for embedding the core of a fire attribute beast.

The other hole was dark black, fitting the core of a ghost with profound cultivation.

At least it had to be at the Threefold Realm or higher; naturally, the higher the grade, the better the effect.

Lin Xuan reached out and tapped his storage bag. Two small boxes flew out.

Opening the first box revealed a dark black dragon-eye-sized inner core.

A terrifying阴气emanated from it.

The Inner Core of an Incubus at the late Incubus Realm!

This was something Lin Xuan had obtained in the auction house of Xuanyuan City, a pleasant surprise. Given his cultivation level, slaying a late-stage Incubus might not be difficult, but he needed to encounter one first.

As for the other core, it was fiery red—clearly the inner core of the unfortunate Fire Dragon King.

According to the jade scroll, cores from three-stage demons could be embedded, and Lin Xuan had brought out an item at the late Incubus Realm. The power of this armor was beyond doubt.
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Several months later, Lin Xuan finally completed his work. In the quiet room, a plain-looking youth was sitting cross-legged, and before him hung a translucent and splendid war armor that floated gently in the air. The armor shimmered with a faint light; although it appeared light and thin, its defensive power was unquestionable.

The surface of the armor was engraved with many intricate patterns, most of which Lin Xuan couldn't decipher, but they must have their own unique uses.

Lin Xuan looked at the treasure before him, and even with his deep-seated composure, a smile of satisfaction spread across his face.

Thinking back to how he obtained that secret from the Jade Box and finally succeeded in crafting this armor after two hundred years of effort, countless precious materials had been poured into it. Every single item Lin Xuan possessed was imbued with his heart and soul.

Thankfully, his efforts paid off. According to what the Jade Cylinder said, the power of this armor was formidable, especially against ghostly creatures and those who practiced fire attributes. Should he test it out first? A glint appeared in his eyes as he decided to proceed. He waved his sleeve, and a green sword beam emerged like a fish swimming through the storm, quickly growing several feet long.

"Quick!" Lin Xuan pointed with his finger, and the green sword beam instantly lunged forward. The attack was swift and precise.

The armor showed no signs of damage; it seemed as if nothing had happened at all. Its defensive power far exceeded what he had anticipated.

To think that even though the sword beam was a casual strike from Lin Xuan, his strength was already on par with an early-stage Golden Core cultivator using their life-bound treasure to its fullest extent.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy as he took a deep breath. A small phoenix appeared before him and spiraled into his brow. "Humph!"

His eyes turned emerald green as he shouted, "King of the Asuras…"

Recalling Moon's identity now felt like a dream. He remembered how they first met in that old, dilapidated house, where the poor little ghost was sobbing pitifully.

Later, with his guidance, she embarked on her path to cultivation. Although she couldn't swallow any elixirs, her progress was astonishingly rapid. At the time, he felt something was amiss, but he never imagined that the secret behind it would be so shocking. Being with this girl might mean facing true immortals in the future.

But it didn't matter; eternal life was no longer his ultimate goal. What did it matter if he couldn't live as long as Moon and the heavens?

He wondered what had happened millions of years ago, but it didn’t matter now.

In your past life, you were the King of the Asuras, and in this life, I will protect you.

Through the giant cocoon, a warm feeling washed over him, as if he was holding Moon in his arms.

Suddenly—

Boom!

Countless silver light halos suddenly appeared on the surface of the cocoon, with runes flickering within them. Lin Xuan felt himself enveloped by these silvery lights.

The sudden change left even Lin Xuan momentarily at a loss for words.

He found himself in an endless expanse of starry voids.

"Where am I?"

Lin Xuan turned around, releasing his divine sense, but there was nothing to be seen except the stars and the boundless darkness.

"This place… where is this?"

He looked around, but he could only feel the faint glow of starlight. He couldn’t even tell if it was still the mortal world.

How had he been transported here from his cave?

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as this power seemed to defy the natural order of things.

Could Moon's existence have been revealed by a true immortal?

A chill ran down his spine, but when he turned around, the white cocoon was nowhere to be seen.

If any other cultivator were here, they would likely panic, but Lin Xuan remained calm. He had already considered the worst-case scenario, and it wasn’t likely.

Had this happened because of contact with the cocoon? Could there be a connection between Moon's past life as the legendary Lord of the Netherworld and this situation?

"King of the Asuras…" Lin Xuan frowned in thought.

Suddenly—

Boom!

Countless silver light halos appeared on the surface of the cocoon, and within them, runes flickered. Lin Xuan felt himself enveloped by these silvery lights.

The sudden change left even Lin Xuan momentarily at a loss for words.

He found himself in an endless expanse of starry voids.

"Where am I?"

Lin Xuan turned around, releasing his divine sense, but there was nothing to be seen except the stars and the boundless darkness.

"This place… where is this?"

He looked around, but he could only feel the faint glow of starlight. He couldn’t even tell if it was still the mortal world.

How had he been transported here from his cave?

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as this power seemed to defy the natural order of things.

Could Moon's existence have been revealed by a true immortal?

A chill ran down his spine, but when he turned around, the white cocoon was nowhere to be seen.

If any other cultivator were here, they would likely panic, but Lin Xuan remained calm. He had already considered the worst-case scenario, and it wasn’t likely.

Had this happened because of contact with the cocoon? Could there be a connection between Moon's past life as the legendary Lord of the Netherworld and this situation?

"King of the Asuras…" Lin Xuan frowned in thought.

Suddenly—

A beautiful woman appeared before him.

Boom!

Lin Xuan felt an indescribable shock.

Was there such a woman in the world? In two hundred years, he had seen countless beauties, but none could compare to this one. Even the most beautiful women paled in comparison to her. She was beyond description; she was the epitome of beauty. This was the first beauty in the Three Realms.

Despite her beauty, there was also a sense of nobility. Once the ruler of the Netherworld, even though she had suppressed her spiritual pressure, Lin Xuan still felt humbled as if he were a tiny ant before a deity. Yet, there was an inexplicable feeling of familiarity and closeness.

Lin Xuan could tell that although they looked different on the surface, their essence was similar. She was indeed the reincarnation of the King of the Asuras. But why did she still exist when Moon was already here? Lin Xuan’s expression was complex, but his gaze naturally exuded a sense of closeness.

"Is it you, Moon?" He didn’t know how to speak and blurted out her name.

The beautiful woman raised an eyebrow in surprise: "How do you know my name?"

According to the rules of the Netherworld, girls' names were not casually shared with others. Even those of high status kept their names secret from even their closest subordinates, the Five Kings.

Lin Xuan scratched his head; he had just spoken without thinking and was surprised that she too was called Moon in her past life.

If it were any other true immortal… even a Core Formation cultivator, Lin Xuan would have shown utmost respect, but towards Moon, he only felt closeness, not the slightest bit of reverence. "Because I told you!"

"You told me?" The beautiful woman was stunned as she frowned lightly. Even though she was angry, her beauty remained captivating.

Even true immortals would never dare to tease such a young man. This boy was just an insignificant ant! What audacity!

Lin Xuan’s heart raced with a mix of emotions, but he couldn’t help feeling close to this woman who was once the King of the Asuras. "Is it you, Moon?"
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Awe-inspiring pressure surged from the Asura King, and a thunderous sound echoed.

Lin Xuan felt an intense pain throughout his body as if he was a small boat in the vast sea, tossed by fierce winds and waves at any moment. Moon... has she forgotten me?

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. However, even his mouth couldn't open; facing the legendary Lord of Netherworld, an ordinary Core Formation cultivator was like an ant to him.

Could it be that he would die at the hands of Moon? Lin Wu's heart was filled with a bizarre feeling.

But just then, countless blue light points surged from his dantian, protecting his heart meridian. Then they gradually blocked the Asura King’s pressure one by one.

This... The girl's face showed surprise, and she seemed somewhat out of control. After all, Moon had already reincarnated; how could this Asura King be? She was the Lord of Netherworld, who remained calm even when faced with the collapse of heaven and earth. There weren't many things that could make her lose composure.

Yet, at this moment, the Asura King's body trembled slightly: "No... impossible, how can such a treasure be in your hands?"

"Eh..."

Although Lin Xuan didn’t feel as uncomfortable as before, he still couldn’t speak. After all, everything today was too strange; he had no idea where to start.

Moon had already reincarnated into the mortal world. So what exactly was this Asura King? A memory fragment or a lingering divine energy illusion. But whatever it was, it wasn't something Lin Xuan could provoke.

Hmph, don’t want to talk?

A hint of mockery appeared on the beautiful girl's face as she raised her jade hand and gently pointed at him. Lin Xuan felt like a puppet being pulled by strings, flying towards her. Then Moon placed her pure white hand gently on his head.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed dramatically, almost reaching shock. This posture was familiar to him; what awaited him next would be the agony of soul probing. The taste of it, though Lin Xuan hadn’t experienced it himself, was undoubtedly a mix of unbearable suffering and helplessness.

Moreover, after being probed, his consciousness would be greatly affected, and there was an 80% chance he would suffer severe mental damage, turning into a dim-witted fool like a pangolin.

Lin Xuan felt helpless. If this had happened to an enemy, he could have accepted it; but Moon... fate was cruel.

But pleading for mercy was useless as Moon had already unleashed the soul probing technique. However, Lin Xuan’s originally despairing expression changed as he didn’t feel any pain at all. Instead, he felt warm and comfortable, like soaking in a hot bath. After about half an hour, the Asura King released her hand, but her gaze towards him was complex. There seemed to be something indescribable in her eyes.

"Originally, you are... me."

Through soul probing, the beautiful Lord of Netherworld knew their relationship: "My apologies for my impetuousness; calling me Moon is correct." Lin Xuan sighed with relief. He had been quite nervous just now.

Although he and Moon had sworn eternal vows in a past life, how she would treat him was uncertain. But now it seemed there was no need to worry too much.

"Moon, since you have reincarnated, what are you... now?"

Lin Xuan was still curious and cautiously asked.

Of course, I am not the true Asura King; just a memory fragment left behind by theseal." The girl opened her cherry lips with a touch of melancholy. "A memory?"

Lin Xuan stared in shock. Such a technique completely surpassed his comprehension. He had heard Moon mention that due to certain reasons, she had sealed most of her memories away. Could this be one of them?

Both fell into silence.

After a long while: "Moon, what exactly happened in the past life? Why did you lead netherworld ghosts and slaughter the spirit realm until rivers ran red with blood? Was it intentional to lure true immortals down?"

"These matters are not yet time for revelation. As my cultivation improves, memories will gradually be unsealed. Moreover, I need about three more years to complete this incarnation; as long as there is no external disturbance, nothing will go wrong. You don't have to worry. There's no need for you to stay by my side either. This meeting was a coincidence, so let me send you back."

The girl opened her red lips and said.

Then she waved her jade hand, enveloping Lin Xuan in a layer of silver light.

Wait...

Lin Xuan didn’t want to leave just yet; he still had many questions. But Moon wouldn't allow him to explain further. A dizzying sensation suddenly appeared in his mind, and then he lost consciousness.

In the vast starry sky, only that woman, who was breathtakingly beautiful across all three realms, remained. According to her words, she was just a memory fragment of the Asura King.

But after Lin Xuan disappeared, crystal tears slid down her face, her gaze even more complex, as if filled with love and hate intertwined. She opened her lips and whispered softly: "Why is the Blue Star Sea in your hands? Are you truly that guy who caused enough trouble in my past life? Perhaps... I should have been ruthless and killed you."

Unfortunately, these words would remain a secret forever.

At this moment, he returned to his quiet room, still maintaining the same posture. He raised his right hand, palm pressed against the snow-white cocoon.

As if nothing had happened, Lin Xuan felt like his soul was detached from his body. "Moon."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a tender smile. He never expected to meet this girl's past self so inexplicably. Although it was just a memory, the Asura King seemed not too difficult to deal with.

But he didn’t know that he had already walked through the gates of death and was only one step away from losing his soul. Three more years until successful cultivation? If everything went smoothly, he would be relieved.

And the Blue Star Sea wasn't just about purification; Moon recognized it, but there seemed to be something she wanted to say yet couldn’t. He wondered what she had hidden.

Lin Xuan shook his head. Thinking about these matters was useless; only as her cultivation improved could memories gradually be unsealed...

Now that he had finished his current tasks, Lin Xuan took one last look at the cocoon before leaving the secret chamber.

Returning to his den, Lin Xuan’s face showed a sense of loss. He took a deep breath and adjusted his mood, extending his hand and tapping on his storage bag. A human-shaped puppet appeared in front of him, but it was headless; this puppet had been damaged. It was from the Great Cultivator of Heavenly Skill Sect during his time at the Indeterminate River.

This puppet possessed an Intermediate Core Formation cultivator’s strength, but Lin Xuan didn’t know puppetry techniques and couldn’t repair it. However, looking at it, some ideas began to form in his mind. Of course, whether they could be realized was still uncertain.

PS: Yeah, this chapter is mostly about laying groundwork; please vote for recommendation tickets!
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Although Lin Xuan had only recently advanced to the late Essence Spirit stage, he was confident about one day entering the Separation Realm and even passing through the heavenly tribulation to ascend to the Spiritual Realm.

Before this, he planned to strongly support the Buxuan Pavilion so that the cultivators who relied on him would have a place to settle down. However, although the Buxuan Pavilion dominated Youzhou, it lacked any Core Formation experts. This was clearly unacceptable. He needed to expand his power, but this posed a significant constraint.

He couldn't remain here forever; Ying'er's cultivation level was too low. If he recruited Essence Spirit cultivators and left, they might seize control of the Buxuan Pavilion.

Lin Xuan had already considered all aspects of his sect’s expansion. However, this was a dead end, one he didn’t know how to solve. But looking at the puppet in front of him, Lin Xuan's frown eased.

With caution, he wouldn't absorb any high-level experts until his apprentices formed their cores. But he could bring back some Essence Spirit puppets; it would be a win-win situation.

Of course, implementing this was not easy. Although Cloud Province had puppetry techniques circulating, even Wu Yun'er knew something about them, the true masters were limited to only one sect: the Heavenly Craft School.

Essence Spirit puppets rarely left that school, and even if he had enough crystal stones, there would be no place to buy them from—there was a market for rare items!

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed tightly. However, difficulty didn't mean finding no solution; it just required the right opportunity. Suddenly, his expression changed as he transformed into a streak of startling light.

In the valley, flowers bloomed in profusion, but from outside, they were shrouded in thin mist. A fiery light circled outside several times before being blocked by an illusory array. A flash of green light and Lin Xuan appeared at the entrance of the valley. His face showed no surprise or joy as he raised his right hand slightly, inserting a voice transmission talisman into his palm. He sank his spirit sense.

Soon, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. Green light enveloped him as he shot towards the horizon. Meanwhile, in Juelingshan.

From afar, one could see a cluster of琼楼玉宇 (jade palaces), the former Blood Shadow Sect headquarters now occupied by the Buxuan Pavilion. After some time, it had taken shape and various prohibitive arrays were set up around it. This was precisely the right time to expand his influence. However, in the grand hall where important matters were discussed, the atmosphere was tense.

"Head Elder, we can't let this go; we must avenge our deceased disciples!" spoke a tall man standing eight feet high, his imposing figure marred by blood-soaked clothes. He was a Core Formation中期 cultivator. "Revenge? We need to consider this carefully," said an old man in a Daoist robe, stroking his beard. "Agreed. Vengeance begets more vengeance; according to my view, we should send someone to probe the other side's intentions."

Another middle-aged scholar dressed in a Confucian-style robe also spoke up. "Elder Guo and Elder Ma, what do you mean by this? How can it befit our Buxuan Pavilion’s fallen brothers?" The tall man was enraged, his eyes blazing as he glared at the two. However, they ignored him.

"Brother Zhou, don't rush; we're not targeting you. We’re just discussing matters."

"Just discuss the matter," the tall man sneered. "Our Buxuan Pavilion lost goods worth ten thousand crystal stones to the Thousand Shadow Sect. Five Core Formation elders and seventy-eight Foundation Establishment disciples died protecting them. Can we really bear this humiliation?"

"True, but Brother Zhou must understand that in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest applies. The Thousand Shadow Sect is already a second-rate sect in Cloud Province with over ten Core Formation Supreme Elders. Even if our Lin Elder is incredibly brave and can single-handedly defeat the Thousand Shadow Sect, how could he handle the seven major forces entrenched here? I’m not afraid of death; continuing to conflict with them would be like throwing a rock at a wall."

"But those disciples died for nothing. Besides, we might provoke them further," the tall man knew the old man's words were valid but still couldn't accept it.

"This is something that depends on how we negotiate with them…" The old man stroked his beard. But before he could finish, a clear voice echoed in his ear: "Negotiation? Cultivators bully the weak and show mercy to the wicked. You retreat one step, they advance ten. If no one provokes me, I won't provoke anyone; if someone does, I… kill them all!"

"Master."

Seated in the center of the grand hall, Ying'er, who hadn’t spoken until now, stood up and bowed before the streak of light that entered the hall.

"Greetings to the Head Elder."

The other Core Formation cultivators also showed utmost respect. They revered Lin Xuan, an advanced Essence Spirit cultivator. "Forget it," said Lin Xuan, waving his hand as he didn’t like putting on airs.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept around until it landed on the old man in robes: “I heard your analysis; while it has its merits, hiding and retreating when someone comes to our doorstep won't impress anyone.” "Then according to Head Elder's opinion, what should we do if someone does provoke us?" The old man showed fear but still spoke cautiously.

"It’s simple. I already said: If no one provokes me, I won’t provoke them; if they do, I… kill their entire family!" Lin Xuan’s words carried weight as a killing intent emanated from him. Most of the cultivators present had a look of abject fear.

Lin Xuan didn't pay attention to their expressions and walked directly to his seat: "Ying'er, I only heard an overview; tell me more about the specific situation."

"Yes, Master," Ying'er bowed and began speaking as her lips parted.

In fact, things weren’t complicated. The Buxuan Pavilion had found a foothold. Although it followed Lin Xuan’s instructions to maintain a low profile for now, they were gradually expanding their commercial routes.

After some effort, they made several profitable deals and started gaining influence in the surrounding areas. Everything went smoothly until a few days ago when they faced a test.
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The shipment from the Lin Xuan Pavilion to the Setting Sun City was intercepted halfway, and the attackers were extremely ruthless. Five Core Formation Period elders died on the spot, while dozens of Foundation Establishment period cultivators suffered casualties as well. This was intolerable! However, the cultivation world was filled with bloodshed and violence; one had to have strength before seeking revenge. That Thousand Shadow Sect was a formidable force that could not be easily provoked. It boasted over ten Core Formation Period cultivators and maintained close ties with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. "Ten Thousand Buddha Sect?" Lin Xuan's brows twitched slightly. As they say, enemies don't gather unless they are destined to meet. This seemed to be fate itself at work. "Everyone step out; this matter is for me to discuss alone with Ying'er." Lin Xuan turned around and spoke in a calm tone.

All the cultivators present in the grand hall of the Lin Xuan Pavilion were high-ranking officials, but they showed no signs of dissatisfaction when following his instructions. How could they dare doubt an advanced Core Formation Period cultivator? They bowed respectfully and left one by one. "Young Master, do you really intend to engage in battle with the Thousand Shadow Sect?" Land Ying'er asked worriedly after everyone had left.

"Stupid girl, don't you know about my conflict with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect? Can't we find a way out now that things have reached this point?" Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back and spoke calmly. "But...," Land Ying'er hesitated before finally opening her lips. "The other party is one of the seven major forces in Cloud Province, so directly confronting them would be too risky." "I agree, but I will temporarily entrust Sun Bear and the Corpse Demon to you." "Entrust me?" Land Ying'er was taken aback. Her eyes widened as she asked, "Do you mean...?"

"Correct. I will use a secret technique to make these monsters serve you for now," Lin Xuan replied.

He wasn't acting on impulse; he had carefully considered this. Although the protective array around the main hall cost a million crystals and could withstand an advanced Core Formation Period cultivator for several hours, Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied. Mo'er was here, and there was always a chance of danger. He needed to ensure that nothing would go wrong.

Thus, he left Sun Bear and the Corpse Demon behind to be controlled by Land Ying'er. If it wasn't an old monster from the Separation Formation Period coming personally, they should be fine. "Thank you, Young Master, but..."

Land Ying'er hesitated. Although she was now a powerful leader, her cultivation level was still at Core Formation, so controlling such monsters would be both exciting and nerve-wracking. "Can I handle it?" "Relax; the creatures have already sworn allegiance to me. With just a spell, you can control them without any issues," Lin Xuan said confidently. He then looked at her and said, "Ying'er, come here and stand in front of me."

"Understood." Land Ying'er nodded and walked three feet in front of him with a shy expression.

Lin Xuan didn't notice her expression as he reached out his hand to grasp hers. Then, he opened his mouth and emitted a green light. Blood flowed around the jade bowl, and Lin Xuan raised his left hand, drawing blood characters with it. After half an hour, "Ying'er, can you now control them at will?" Lin Xuan asked slowly.

"Thank you, Young Master for your support. I will ensure the safety of the main hall no matter what," Land Ying'er said respectfully. Using her divine sense to issue commands, both Sun Bear and the Corpse Demon obeyed without hesitation. She was delighted to be able to command a Core Formation Period cultivator, and her gratitude towards Lin Xuan was evident.

"Alright." Lin Xuan nodded in approval of her intelligence and diligence. He had indeed left Sun Bear and the Corpse Demon for Mo'er's safety. Seeing that she could control them without issue, he felt relieved. "Go back to the main hall and stay there. I will handle the Thousand Shadow Sect."

Before his words were fully spoken, a voice from behind interrupted him: "Young Master, please wait." "What is it? Do you have something else?" Lin Xuan was taken aback as he showed signs of surprise.

"Yes, but not me. Someone wants to see you," Land Ying'er said with a smile. "Someone wants to see me?" Lin Xuan frowned slightly. If he remembered correctly, there were no familiar faces in Cloud Province. "Yes, Young Master, do you remember when we first arrived here and you ordered someone to bring Lady Wu Yun'er from Snow Tower City?"

"Are you talking about Yun'er?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, feeling a bit foolish for forgetting her.

Back then, upon arriving at Jiuling Mountain, he had instructed Mo'er to send someone to bring Wu Yun'er. Since Qinxin had already ascended to the Spirit Realm and left behind only this talented disciple, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore her. Moreover, Wu Yun'er was known for her sharp tongue and could flatter people effortlessly, making her a favorite among many.

With his deep-seated nature, he found himself feeling good after being flattered by her. Her talent also made her an excellent candidate as a disciple if he had the time. Although the Lin Xuan Pavilion didn't have any outstanding experts, it was highly efficient in handling tasks. Wu Yun'er was brought over soon after, but Lin Xuan was still in seclusion and instructed that she not be disturbed unless there were matters of life or death.

Hearing Land Ying'er's words now, he remembered everything. He should go see her; Mo'er must be worried sick without any news from Qinxin. Seeing his nod, a smile appeared on Land Ying'er's face. "Since Young Master has agreed, I will use the sound transmission talisman to summon Sister Wu."

Wu Yun'er was indeed a skilled flatterer, but she got along well with Lin Xuan and had become close friends over time.

Lin Xuan noticed the expression on Land Ying'er's face and smiled. In this situation, he naturally welcomed such developments. He waved his sleeve, extinguishing her firelight.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十三章 姬家与千影宗

"哼，我还以为是谁来我千影宗撒野，原来是姬兄啊，只是姬兄不在崇陵岛纳福，跑来本门，杀我门人，the protective array protecting the sect has been destroyed，是想与本宗为敌吗？"说话的是一个十三四岁的艳丽男子。他所穿的衣服比女人还要引人注目，脸上抹着口红，一脸妩媚之色。Lin Xuan almost vomited right there。

不过这艳丽男子虽令人恶寒，修为却不弱，it can even be said that，是千影宗九名太上长老中最为精深的一个，卜算到元婴中期顶峰，they are just one step away from becoming late-stage Great Cultivators。

“我们来千影宗撒野，呸。”那群陌生修士中的一个大汉不由得圆睁双目，脸上露出激愤之色：“王老怪，你好歹也是一派之主，就只会颠倒黑白么？I ask you，我姬家与你千影宗无冤无仇，but about half a month ago，是谁抢走了我们运往落日城的货物，将我家中的押运晚辈杀了，还有包括姬某侄孙女在内的几名女弟子，and everyone from them was also captured by you。她们现在是死是活？”

这大汉乃是姬家家主，此时面容扭曲，his eyes were blazing with anger。他同样是元婴中期，但论法力的深厚，比起那位千影宗的老怪物，则明显略有不如。

林轩听到这里，愕然不已：the Ji family was also looted，此事还真有些稀奇。as you know，在修仙界虽弱肉强食，killing and looting is perfectly normal，但那是指单个修士，一般来说，宗门之间很少干这样的事。they are not bandits who divide the loot by sitting on the ground，but this Thousand Shadow Sect，短短一月之内先抢姬家，然后又抢拜轩阁，他们是不是吃饱了撑的？这样的事情既坏名头，又容易惹起众怒，实在是弊大于利。

对方完全没有这样做的理由，could there be something suspicious？林轩脑海中默默思索，决定先不忙着现身。

“王老怪，你说我两派纷争是谁先挑起来，你否认没用，这件事情乃千影宗所做，姬某已查得清清楚楚。”那刀疤脸孔的大汉恶狠狠地开口。

“谁说我要否认了？”艳丽男子的嘴角却露出讥嘲的笑容：“correct，你姬家的那批货物，是我千影宗抢的，people were also captured by us。”

对方承认得如此爽快，倒让姬家家主一呆：“你们这么做，那是为何？还有姬某的侄孙女，你们将他怎么样了？”

“Sister Ji, the granddaughter of my brother，是不是几个丫头中最漂亮的一个，尖尖的下巴，圆圆的眼睛……”艳丽男子无惊无备地缓缓描述着一名女子的模样。

“correct，正是海棠。你们将她怎么样了，没有为难她吧！”大汉的脸上满是关心之色。that woman named Ji Hanting is not only his direct relative's granddaughter，而且拥有冰属性的变异灵根，虽然比圣灵根稍逊一筹，但也是someone he greatly values。

Lin Xuan thought to himself：看来这件事背后另有隐情，千影宗的行为似乎并不单纯。他决定继续观察，不急于出手。
幻雨新年的愿望，很重要（免费）

Another new year has arrived, and I would like to thank all the raindrops who accompanied me throughout 2010. In this new year, Huan Yu will work even harder to bring you more exciting stories. ~ Follow Dream Novels, com

People say that a new year brings new beginnings. This New Year's Eve, Huan Yu has a wish.

I believe all readers know the significance of monthly votes for an author; they are a symbol of status and strength. Winning a monthly vote award is an affirmation of one’s abilities.

Bailian had always been lukewarm, but over the past few months, with the joint efforts of Huan Yu and all you raindrops, its popularity has significantly increased.

All of you know that Huan Yu rarely asked for monthly votes; when she did, it was usually for recommendation votes. She didn’t ask because she felt she couldn't compete.

However, once, on QQ, Linglou friend gave her a lesson. In November, Bailian had 430 votes and just 70 more would have secured the category monthly vote award. But Huan Yu chose to back down. Linglou felt quite disappointed that Huan Yu was unwilling even to ask for one.

You all are willing to support, even paying money if necessary, hoping for some recognition for Bailian. Yet, you, Huan Yu, were too stingy to beg for a monthly vote or even shout it out—what’s the harm in that?

Huan Yu sweat; she felt guilty.

Thus, Huan Yu decided: In this new year, starting from January, let's fight together. I will lead all of you and give it our best shot. Bailian may not be a popular book, but its strength is undeniable. With your support, we can’t even aim for the category monthly vote award? Just 500 votes! I believe in the strength of all you raindrops, and so do I.

January 1st, I will post three updates totaling 9,000 words.

I won't hide this; these are pre-written chapters. Huan Yu is about to enter a dual cultivation phase, following our local customs, where it’s customary to visit one's father-in-law and mother-in-law on New Year's Day.

On December 31st, I spent time with my girlfriend. So, I wrote 9,000 words until midnight on December 30th, set an alarm for 7 AM the next morning, and continued writing.

Despite this, I will still post three updates because I promised to fight.

Men keep their word; no matter how tired they are, they must fulfill it.

On January 1st, I will post three updates totaling 9,000 words. On January 2nd, Huan Yu will return. If the mood is good, we’ll continue to blast out updates; if not, regular updates will be posted. But as long as there’s a chance, Huan Yu will always fight.

For so long, I never asked for monthly votes, but this time, it's for me, for Bailian, and also for all of you who support Bailian.

Because the honor is mine, but it belongs to us all. Without your support, Bailian wouldn’t be where it is today.

Please support me; with 500 votes, we can secure the category monthly vote award. With double points now, we’ve left everyone behind. Whether Huan Yu’s New Year's wish comes true depends on you, my dear raindrops.

One last thing: Monthly votes—don't hesitate, throw them to Huan Yu and Bailian!
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十四章 临危一刻

"Haha, so Qia Tang is Brother Ji's niece. Then we're not outsiders."

The handsome man's lips curled into a sly smile as he spoke.

"What did you do to her?"

Seeing the other's smile, the big Han's expression turned grim. As an old monster of the yuanxian stage, his knowledge was vast. He felt something wasn't right.

"Actually, I recently practiced a secret technique and needed a cauldron. Seeing that girl had good looks and资质 not bad, I brought her here for warmth," the handsome man said proudly as if he hadn't noticed the other's anger. "You—"

With these words, not just the scarred big Han but all of the Ji family members began to display their spirit artifacts and treasures, radiating spiritual light.

The disciples from Qianying Sect were no less fierce, with laughter and curses echoing as demonic energy surged. Some impatient ones had already transformed into half-demons. The battle was about to erupt.

However, despite his anger, the big Han remained the head of the family. As a centuries-old old monster at the yuanxian stage, he couldn't be easily provoked. He radiated demonic aura, transforming in milky white fog.

"Jinization!" he said simply, mimicking the form of a demon and changing his body to resemble that of a beast.

Crack! Cracks sounded as black scales grew on his skin. His right hand stretched and elongated into bird claws. He swung forward with both hands, meeting the golden blade head-on despite having no weapons.

Bang!

A dull sound echoed. The golden blade was helpless against his sharp claws, easily blocked. The handsome man opened his mouth; his tongue became long and sharp like a snake's fang.

"Zhis!" he spat out a dark green water jet. Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a chill. This guy was already creepy, and the demon he imitated was even stranger. The scarred big Han scrambled to keep up as he fought; his position as sect leader was already at a disadvantage compared to the Ji family's other cultivators.

There were nine yuanxian stage cultivators on the Qianying side, while only three from the Ji family could match them. Even if they outnumbered their opponents two-to-one, there were still too many of them. The additional senior elders of the Qianying Sect charged into the Ji family's lower ranks like tigers entering a flock of sheep.

Screams filled the air as the battle raged on. Other cultivators from the Qianying side also unleashed their full power, creating half-human, half-demon monsters in the sky.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered; he didn't need to guess who would win. He couldn't stay idle now, it was time for him to act.

Firstly, he had come here to trouble the Qianying Sect and share a common enemy with the Ji family. Even without their help, he could easily defeat these shameless cultivators, but since both sides shared the same goal, staying as an observer would be unwise. Secondly, now that the Ji family was allied with Tianya Hage, it seemed wise to lend a hand. He had already thought of proposing an alliance with Cloud City's top female cultivator Meng Ruyan, and she wouldn't refuse him.

With Tianya Hage's support and Ying'er's intelligence, he could handle things more easily. This was a win-win situation.

As his thoughts raced, Lin Xuan carefully considered the benefits and risks before deciding to reveal himself. However, a strong spiritual aura approached rapidly, likely from an advanced yuanxian stage cultivator. The sudden change made him hesitate; he decided to observe first.

Despite his confidence in outmatching any peer, Lin Xuan didn't take any chances, fully activating his concealment techniques and spirit suppression.

A faint sound of breaking air entered his ears, but the other cultivators were too focused on the battle to notice. As spiritual light flickered, heads rolled off, mostly Ji family disciples since they were outmatched in power.

Lin Xuan frowned; revenge required strength. At this moment, he thought, the Ji family was more likely seeking destruction than vengeance.

Hearing his disciples' cries of pain, the scarred big Han's face twisted with regret, while the handsome man laughed triumphantly: "Brother Ji, why be so stubborn? I'm a generous and righteous person. You may have been reckless, but I won't hold it against you. Just apologize to me and compensate our sect for 700,000 to 800,000 crystals in damages. By the way, your Ji family women are quite tasty; send us a hundred or so as cauldrons, and we can make peace."

"Stop it, Wang, you deserve retribution. Don't be too cruel," the scarred big Han said with eyes bulging.

"Retribution? Haha, Brother Ji, have you gone mad? The cultivation world follows the law of the jungle—survival of the fittest. Do you really believe in good and evil? I'm just being ruthless; what can you do to me?"

Before he could finish, the handsome man's expression changed dramatically as a terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above, enveloping the area.

While yuanxian stage cultivators remained unaffected, condan stage disciples began to breathe heavily. Those with lower cultivation levels trembled uncontrollably. Base cultivators were even more affected; some struggled to control their mana. Their faces turned pale like frogs encountering a snake.

Bang! A flash of spiritual light appeared as the handsome man retreated hastily. However, the milky white ball seemed to follow him like a vengeful ghost, relentlessly pursuing him.

Despite using various spells, the handsome man couldn't shake off the ball. His smile vanished in fear; he raised his hand and swung it like lightning.

Sizzle! A massive claw emerged, slamming into the milky white ball. They collided mid-air...

Boom!

A loud explosion shook the area as a whirlwind of spiritual energy formed. The handsome man staggered back several steps, his face turning pale with blood trickling from his nose. He seemed to have taken significant damage.

PS: During the double vote period, one vote counts as two. Please support me by voting for monthly tickets; I promise to explode in popularity. Thank you all! Bai Lian has never won a category monthly ticket award before, so please help me try my luck.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十五章 再见慧通

Who dared to attack the headmaster of our sect? The handsome man's voice was hoarse, his expression venomous, but there was a hint of fear beneath it.

"Hmph. Little Wang, you wanted to wipe out my Ji family from Yunzhou and use our women as cauldrons for your alchemy. Fine, I'll stand here today; if you have the胆量, come try me," said the clear voice, followed by a dazzling azure streak of light appearing in the distance sky. It was quick yet deceptive, startling everyone.

The azure light dispersed, revealing a woman dressed in emerald green court attire, around twenty-seven or eight years old. Her eyes were delicate and her brows elegant; she wasn't a breathtaking beauty but exuded an air of grace and maturity. However, what was most terrifying was the spiritual energy波动 emanating from her body. She was clearly a late-stage Golden Core cultivator.

"Aunt Ji!" The scarred man was overjoyed, immediately bowing down. The other two late-stage Golden Core experts of the Ji family had suffered significant setbacks but were still alive. With this mysterious woman's appearance, the terrifying pressure made everyone pause and they hurriedly flew over, their faces filled with flattery as they stood respectfully.

The风云 suddenly changed; what was once a certain doom for the Ji family now seemed uncertain. The handsome man’s expression fluctuated between anger and fear before he spoke, "Friend, you are also from the Ji family."

This thought hadn't fully formed in his mind when another terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky, far more formidable than before.

Only those who had transcended the mortal realm and entered the Separation Realm could possess such power. This was none other than Huichong, whom he had almost been unable to escape from outside the Xuan Yuan City.

How did he end up here?

Lin轩's eyes narrowed as his expression turned serious.

Meanwhile, Ji Yue Ru had already killed several of the old monsters of Thousand Shadow Sect with ease. Her hands flew through the air, and the jade comb transformed into a streak of cold light that shot out. Although it wasn't a flying sword-type treasure, those hit by it would surely fall.

The handsome man had no choice but to dodge. A fierce expression flashed in his eyes as he suddenly grew an arm thicker than his waist with thickened scales and sharp spines sprouting from its surface.

Though this person was despicable, they were undoubtedly a late-stage Golden Core cultivator, possessing unique abilities. With gritted teeth, the deformed arm charged at the jade comb. He believed that even if it was a Great Cultivator, he could withstand the blow.

However, Ji Yue Ru's lips curled in contempt as her hands moved like butterflies, casting several spells. The jade comb flashed, and numerous snowflake-like runes appeared on its surface. A blinding white light erupted, and the treasure struck the demon-possessed arm with the force of a meteor.

Silent but deadly, the demon-possessed arm crumbled like spring snow.

A large hole appeared before the handsome man as the white light exploded. His eyes widened in shock; he couldn't believe his own demise, let alone escape his Golden Core.

The process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Just as the handsome man fell, another terrifying pressure descended from the sky.

Ji Yue Ru had successfully dealt a blow and was about to continue wiping out the remaining late-stage Golden Core cultivators of Thousand Shadow Sect. However, her expression turned pale; this kind of power and feeling reminded her of when she first met Senior Aunt Ruyan. Could there be someone at the Separation Realm?

Impossible! Such old monsters wouldn't concern themselves with mortal affairs anymore. Even if they did, a small dispute between Thousand Shadow Sect and Ji family couldn’t possibly alarm him. Was it just a coincidence? Or was there some unknown secret behind this.

Ji Yue Ru's thoughts raced but she could only guess at the truth. "Amen!" Just as she was uncertain, an echoing Buddhist chant reached her ears.

The terrifying pressure made everyone tremble, and both sects paused their attacks, looking towards its source with shock. But under the sunlight, nothing was visible in the sky.

Basement-level cultivators exchanged glances while high-ranking cultivators grew more serious.

A strong mountain breeze blew, initially mild but soon became harsh, slicing through faces painfully.

More terrifyingly, nearby primordial energy began to converge towards a single point in mid-air, forming tiny light dots that swirled and merged into a vortex. A bald-headed monk walked out from within. Lin轩's eyes narrowed; it was Huichong!

It couldn't be wrong. Although his appearance had changed drastically, the spiritual energy attributes emanating from him were identical to when they first met.

Why did he look different? Had he practiced some bizarre secret technique? Unlikely! Lin轩 shook his head in the shadows, as if he had gained a new body.

This was astonishing; while above-stage cultivators could possess new bodies, it was risky and rarely done. Unless their original body was destroyed during combat.

Huichong was an old monster at the Separation Realm, one of few who could defeat him. Who possessed such power?

No wonder Lin轩 had so many doubts. Outside Xuan Yuan City, he and Xiaohou Lan had split up to escape. What happened afterward remained unclear to Lin轩. Huichong's body had been destroyed by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, a great humiliation for his sect. Only a few knew of this, and it was strictly forbidden to spread rumors. Thus, outsiders were unaware.

It was fortunate that after Huichong’s Golden Core returned to their temple, he recounted the incident. The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect spared no effort to find him a suitable new body.

After successfully possessing the body, he regained most of his previous abilities but needed another century of cultivation for the remaining ones.

Driven by revenge, instead of resting in seclusion, Huichong ventured out. He believed that it was merely a misunderstanding and that the girl alone couldn't have defeated him with two mysterious cultivators.

He wasn’t foolish enough to believe such absurdity.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百二十六章 行迹暴露

There was Lin Xuan, the young man who made Master Huitong gnash his teeth in thought. He wanted to take revenge and find these guys, extract their souls and spirits, leaving them unable to live or die.

However, there were no results. Xiaohou Lan and Lin Xuan seemed to have vanished from this world entirely. These cunning fellows probably feared his retaliation and had hidden themselves deep in the wilderness.

Finding them would be quite difficult, not something that could be done quickly. After the incident at Xuan Mountain City, the clouds of Yuzhou were swirling. As a descendant of the Thousand Buddha Sect's two senior elders, he couldn't travel around for long. Instead, he planned to return to his sect, but unexpectedly encountered Ji Family and Qianying Sect in conflict.

Qianying Sect was an outer force of their own sect, but given his status, he naturally wouldn't interfere with such a trivial matter. However, there was one woman who caught his attention – she was an advanced-stage Immortal Embryo cultivator, someone he had met once before at the Thousand Buddha Pavilion.

Correctly speaking, it was just a brief encounter. This Ji Yue Ru in her elegant attire was an important figure at the Thousand Buddha Pavilion. Thus, Huitong decided not to leave.

Firstly, there was already a deep-seated enmity between the Thousand Buddha Sect and the Thousand Buddha Pavilion; they were like oil and water. Secondly, as a late-stage Immortal Embryo cultivator serving as one of the Three Elders at the Thousand Buddha Pavilion, his death here would surely upset Dream Yue Ru.

Just moments ago, they were exchanging pleasantries, but now Huitong suddenly stripped off his facade, exuding an aura of terrifying killing intent. Lin Xuan was also taken aback; this woman came from the Thousand Buddha Pavilion and held such a high position. He couldn't help rubbing his forehead as he pondered other thoughts.

"Do you want to provoke a war between our two sects?" Ji Yue Ru's face turned pale, knowing that in Yuzhou, few could remain calm when faced with threats from an advanced-stage cultivator.

"Ha! That would just be delaying the inevitable. Soon enough, my Thousand Buddha Sect will destroy your Thousand Buddha Pavilion. Although we haven't completely broken ties yet, no one here knows it was me who dealt this blow. Rest assured, not a single Ji Family member can escape. As for Qianying Sect... do you think they would dare to spread false rumors?" Huitong sneered.

"Of course not. Thank the senior for avenging our sect leader."

The late-stage Immortal Embryo cultivators of Qianying Sect didn't show any signs of joy, their voices sycophantic as they spoke. This conflict with Ji Family had been quite tumultuous, but now that an advanced-stage cultivator was involved, their sect stood invincible.

In contrast, the Ji Family's cultivators were all pale-faced, even Ji Yue Ru herself trembling slightly. Facing such a formidable ancient monster, there wasn't any chance of escape; they were worlds apart in terms of power. Would she really die here?

But even ants sought to survive, and she wouldn’t sit idly by. She poured her remaining spiritual energy into the jade comb, causing it to emit a burst of light. However, how long could that last? She had no illusions.

"Quick!"

Just as Ji Yue Ru was about to cast a spell, Huitong's voice echoed in her ears: "Wait."

The woman couldn't help but pause, confusion on her face. Why did he suddenly change his mind and not attack?

Although she didn’t believe it could be true, she hesitated for fear of angering the ancient monster. "Senior—"

"Hmph! You don’t need to rush to death. I still have some matters to attend to." With that, Huitong turned around and looked at an empty space, his voice booming like a gong: "Friend, you've been watching from the side for so long; you must be bored by now. If you want to make an appearance, why not show yourself?"

"Haha! Master Huitong truly has good eyesight. I knew that this mere concealment technique wouldn't fool younglings, but in front of a master like you, it's just pretense. Since you wish to see me, let me satisfy your curiosity."

The clear voice resonated through the air, showing no fear or even a hint of mockery towards Huitong.

Huitong was struck dumb. This voice... he would never forget it. His expression turned completely grim.

A flash of green light appeared several dozen feet away, and an ethereal figure emerged like a ghost, gradually becoming clearer until a plain-looking youth stood before them.

He looked absurdly young but his cultivation level was astonishing. He was also an advanced-stage Immortal Embryo cultivator, unlike Ji Yue Ru who showed no fear in the face of Huitong's ancient monster. Instead, he wore a nonchalant smile.

"Is it you?" Huitong’s pupils constricted as he scanned Lin Xuan before bursting into laughter: "Just like stepping on iron shoes to find something, but finding it without effort. Buddha opened his eyes and let me see you again."

"Oh? Master always wanted to see me?"

"Not just wanted; I dreamed of seeing you every night. Boy, once in my hands, I'll make you suffer the agony of soul extraction." Huitong's expression turned vicious as he lunged at Lin Xuan.

The other cultivators from Ji Family and Qianying Sect were already staring blankly. Even with their grudges, they wouldn’t dare say anything too harsh; leaving some room for maneuver was always better. But this guy treated the ancient monster like nothing, his expression showing no fear, not even a hint of defiance.

Was that possible?

Although the difference between advanced-stage and late-stage Immortal Embryo cultivators was just a point in terms of cultivation level, there was a vast gap. Advanced-stage cultivators could harness primordial energy from heaven and earth.

Despite Huitong’s rage, he knew Lin Xuan far outmatched his peers. He had even more powerful divine treasures like the Heaven-piercing treasure, which he had just advanced to. Thus, he couldn’t afford to be careless.

With a wave of his sleeves, a fiery red staff flew out, adorned with five-clawed golden dragons and emitting auspicious energy. It was clearly no ordinary object.

Huitong opened his hands wide, gathering primordial energy from the surroundings into countless light points that entered the staff rapidly.

Instantly, a dragon's roar echoed in their ears as the staff flashed, creating thousands of staff shadows in mid-air, blocking out the entire sky, leaving no place to hide. Such a large-scale attack could only be accomplished with the help of primordial energy.

A smile appeared on Huitong’s lips; although he didn’t expect to kill Lin Xuan instantly, this battle would surely leave him battered and bruised. He had no time to unleash his Heaven-piercing treasure in such a short time. Unfortunately, he underestimated Lin Xuan.

Despite the brief interval, Lin Xuan was now vastly different from when he was chased by Niu at Xuan Mountain City.

Lin Xuan had advanced to late-stage Immortal Embryo and even his demon core had progressed. Most importantly, during his time in the Indeterminate River, he had faced three advanced-stage cultivators together, though it wasn’t easy, facing such powerful opponents no longer intimidated him; experience was key.

Facing the countless staff shadows, Lin Xuan remained motionless on the spot, showing no fear. He would test their abilities with his own techniques. With a wave of his sleeves, a long-lasting green light emerged like a fish swimming out – it was Green Fire.

Although Lin Xuan couldn’t harness primordial energy, his spiritual energy was incredibly dense and unhesitatingly poured into the Green Fire. The Green Fire sword flashed, creating countless hard shadows that surged forward to meet them head-on.
关于月儿结婴，非常重要，雨点们请进（免费）

As the plot progressed, Yue'er was finally about to condense her元婴. Initially, Huanyu had planned to arrange this event for Chapter 1 or 2. The reason? Well, everyone knows—this is a major weapon.

By now, Huanyu was most satisfied and proud of Yue'er's character development. After all, if such a girl existed in reality and wasn't cherished, it would be like inviting lightning to strike. With the first seven chapters offering double points for votes, especially over the past two days when many fellow daoists had their votes, Huanyu had hoped that Yue'er’s condensation and her union with Lin Xuan would bring a flood of votes.

However, as the plot unfolded, Huanyu found herself in a dilemma. If she delayed this event by a few days, it might affect the vote count. Although she could tweak the story to speed up their union if necessary, that wouldn’t be as natural or perfect. While votes were valuable, Huanyu wanted to offer a better work to her readers.

Thus, after much consideration, she decided to let things unfold naturally. It was almost time anyway; delaying by a few days would make Yue'er and Lin Xuan’s union more natural and appealing.

But without the major weapon of the plot, this month's vote competition was exceptionally fierce. Huanyu had initially thought 500 votes would secure her a category vote award, but now she realized it wasn't enough. Everyone was competing fiercely during the double points period.

On the first day, the raindrops (fans) were already very supportive, giving more votes than ever before. But with everyone vying for votes, Huanyu still felt at risk. So, she reluctantly called out to fellow daoists who still had their votes: "If you have any votes left, don't hesitate! With double points now, each vote counts as two. Please support Bailing!"

Regarding updates, Huanyu assured her readers that she would do her best too. Originally, she had wanted to burst out with 9000 words today but wasn’t sure about her current state (writing requires a period of time for one's state to settle). So, she couldn't make blind promises. However, she promised at least 6000 words today and would try her best if the inspiration struck—7000, 8000, or even 9000 like yesterday.

She didn’t make any promises because a man who makes a promise must keep it, but Huanyu was willing to aim for at least 6000 words and would strive for more if possible!

With this, Huanyu made her first firm decision to compete for votes. This month, she wanted to be passionate and determined. She urged everyone to join her in the battle: "With the power of the raindrops, can we not snatch a category vote award? I believe we can! Let's all support Huanyu this month and fight together."

Vote calls!
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慧通's pupils constricted, his face darkening. Although he knew that Lin Xuan was far beyond the capabilities of a peer-level cultivator, he hadn't expected such rapid progress in just a few years.

The fiery red staff shadow filled the entire sky, its unstoppable momentum seeming to reduce even a towering mountain to dust.

However, the formation of the sword curtain by West Qing Fire wasn't trivial either. In an instant, they collided.

Boom!

A loud buzzing echoed through his ears as the ground trembled for dozens of miles around. The sight was like two giant monsters fighting in midair, their colors intertwining—green and red.

This first clash had a certain balance to it.

"Impossible!"

Hui Tong's eyes widened as he realized that even though the opponent's abilities were extraordinary, they still only belonged to an婴灵期 cultivator. If it was a divine artifact, then perhaps, but his broken sword, despite its peculiarities, was just a common treasure. How could it be on par with Hui Tong?

Holding his hands together, those flying knives spun and scattered in strange positions, leaving Lin Xuan's expression grim.

These weren't ordinary treasures; they seemed to want to set up an array.

While the strength of cultivators far surpassed that of ordinary martial artists, multiple cultivators could still form a sword formation like martial artists.

Of course, this was just a colloquial term; any weapon or treasure could be used for such formations.

But as the name suggested, these weren't the same as those set up with array disks and flags. They were not restrictions but cooperative maneuvers between cultivators to achieve an effect greater than the sum of its parts.

Thus, sword formations or blade formations were usually formed by several cultivators from the same sect working together. However, Hui Tong, relying on his profound cultivation, used thirty-six flying knives to set up a formation with just one person. Lin Xuan didn't know the power of this array but would not allow it to be executed calmly.

West Qing Fire and the opponent's staff continued their battle in midair. Lin Xuan's left hand twitched as he sent out the Nine Heavens Moon Ring from his sleeve.

A silver ring entwined, spinning like a hurricane appeared before his eyes.

But this was far from over; countless illusory images flickered into existence, growing and shrinking rapidly.

The momentum was equally impressive. Lin Xuan sighed slightly, regretting that he didn't have enough time to re-cultivate the Nine Heavens Moon Ring with the celestial moon crystal. The power of this treasure would be even greater if it had been done so.

Initially, the conflict with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was just for the sake of the top-grade celestial moon crystal. Its rarity was evident.

"Go!"

Taking advantage of the opponent not setting up an array yet, Lin Xuan struck first. The white hurricane-like wind cut through everything as thousands of ring shadows floated down on Hui Tong.

"Humph."

The old monk ignored it, making no move. Nearby, the primordial energy automatically gathered, forming a seven or eight-meter-tall Buddha figure. Although it was an illusion, it exuded solemnity and grandeur. Behind the Buddha, even five-colored light emanated.

Raising his hand, he moved slowly forward with surprising speed. The action was gentle but carried boundless buddhist power that shattered the hurricane.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he had underestimated this old fellow. He clenched both hands, pouring more spiritual energy into the Nine Heavens Moon Ring.

A whistling sound filled his ears as the ring shadows grew brighter and thicker. They converged in the center, forming a single entity.

Green light flickered, and something strange happened. The ring shadows vanished, replaced by a hundred-meter-high mountain.

Although the mountain's size wasn't particularly imposing, it still carried an overwhelming aura that fell upon the Buddha.

Pang!

A loud noise echoed as the Buddha, though seven or eight meters tall, was dwarfed by the illusionary mountain. Despite his efforts to hold it up, he was crushed into pieces. Lin Xuan's heart leapt with joy but then saw a mocking smile on Hui Tong's lips. The array had been completed; thirty-six flying knives were scattered around him in the pattern of the Heavenly Stems and Earthly Branches.

Even more bizarrely, each knife emitted radiant light that expanded into fist-sized orbs. Lin Xuan had never seen such an array before, feeling a growing unease.

Hui Tong's face was pale; even for a 离合期 cultivator, setting up this array wasn't easy, especially since he had just taken over and his abilities hadn't fully recovered.

Despite his unease, Lin Xuan wouldn't be intimidated. He would test it first.

The mountain-like formation struck successfully but didn't disappear. Following Lin Xuan's mental command, it flew towards Hui Tong again.

"Ah弥陀佛, evil still hasn't been vanquished."

Hui Tong clasped his hands in prayer, his face devoid of any anger, as if he had transformed into a benevolent monk. However, the light orbs formed from the flying knives suddenly expanded, growing from fist-sized to over two meters, and crashed forward.

Like a meteorite falling from the sky, their power was immense, instantly collapsing the hundred-meter-high mountain.

Lin Xuan's expression turned pale with shock.

Although he wore the Fiery Qilin Armor, he couldn't let this light orb hit. Its power far exceeded ordinary treasures; even if it wasn't as powerful as a divine artifact, it was close enough. How could one flying knife be so terrifying? Could this be the "sword formation" enhanced?

Lin Xuan was startled and quickly stepped to his left with Nine Heavens Step, vanishing from sight.

Then, twenty meters away, he reappeared in a blurry space.

But before Lin Xuan could breathe a sigh of relief, another light orb formed from a flying knife vanished as well. Instant teleportation? Impossible!

Lin Xuan's face showed shock; not only did this array amplify the power of one flying knife, but it also gave them instant teleportation abilities.

However, there was no time for him to think about it further. He immediately used Nine Heavens Step again and reached into his waistband, revealing a three-foot-long purple whip with runes flowing on its surface.

He had received many treasures from the River of Indeterminate Flow, but only the Thousand Illusion Jiaoxue Shield and this Purple Rhodium Whip remained.

Lin Xuan realized he had been too complacent. A 离合期 cultivator wouldn't lack hidden tricks; once serious, they were hard to deal with.

PS: Sorry for the delay due to some personal matters. I'll have another update later tonight, but it might be a bit late. Please keep supporting me!
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Zong, the light flickered, and Lin Xuan reappeared more than twenty zhang away. The whistling sound entered his ears as a flying knife transformed into a light projectile pursued him.

With the help of the array’s power, these thirty-six flying knives not only had extraordinary power but could also teleport instantaneously.

Lin Xuan's face was extremely displeased. He waved his right hand and summoned the purple-tinted whip.

After being released, this treasure immediately transformed into a writhing dragon, over twenty zhang long, with an overall purplish hue. A strange and powerful aura emanated from it as well.

Opening its mouth, it spat out a purple light beam while simultaneously swinging its claws, creating a whistling sound in the air. Numerous claw shadows appeared mid-air.

Unlike ordinary attacks, there were writhing characters around the light column.

The claw shadows flickered and seemed to have their own secrets...

"Zigu!" Impossible, how could this object be in your hands?

Huitong's expression was one of shock; his face looked like he had seen a ghost. Knowing that Yunzhou was a圣地 for cultivation, only a few old monsters at the Separation Stage dared to enter. But apart from Wating Pavilion, no one would dare to directly confront such power.

Lin Xuan's face was extremely displeased. However, by now, there was nothing left to hesitate about. He raised the Magic Destiny Sword high and swung it forward. "Combine!"

Huitong’s eyes also narrowed as he acted. The thirty-six flying knives transformed into light projectiles converged in the middle, combining into one.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as a golden light ball rose up. All the flying knives combined to form a large 'Buddha' at its center. Buddhist chants echoed around them.

With Lin Xuan's right hand swinging down, a dazzling sword aura emerged, with swirling runes on its surface, pressing towards the light ball. The sword aura was silver in color and though not reaching from sky to earth, it was over thirty zhang long, creating an astonishing scene.

Enemies meeting each other, their eyes turned red. Lin Xuan and Huitong exchanged blows after a few rounds, both bringing out their hidden techniques. While Huitong’s knife array was formidable, the power of Lin Xuan's Heaven-defying Treasure could not be underestimated either.

The light ball and sword aura collided, filling the entire sky with golden and silver hues as strange runes flickered...

As the sword aura fought against the light ball, a terrifying pressure emanated. The ground trembled continuously, cracks appeared on distant mountains, and rocks fell like raindrops. Many disciples of Qianying Sect and Ji Family suffered from severe injuries.

Despite Lin Xuan and Huitong being over ten li away, their powerful techniques still caused significant ripples. Multicolored light surged up into the sky as they hurriedly summoned colorful defensive divine artifacts. Huitong's face was extremely displeased; he had already experienced the power of Lin Xuan’s Magic Destiny Sword in the outskirts of Xuan Yuan City but this was incomparable.

"Ah弥陀佛!" he shouted, opening his mouth and spitting out a drop of blood. The blood flashed as it transformed into a golden 'Buddha' character, which entered the light ball.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he did not waste any time either. He swung his right hand three times, releasing silver sword auras...

Of course, compared to their previous all-out attack, these were clearly inferior. But when several sword auras combined, they still had formidable power. Both gritted their teeth, wanting to kill each other.

Boom! A deafening sound echoed as the golden and silver light curtain finally exploded.

The terrifying light waves expanded and contracted, forming a cloud of golden and silver hues that enveloped an area around them.

Their hidden techniques clashed fiercely but neither could gain the upper hand. Both were placed in extremely dangerous situations.

In the distance, disciples from Qianying Sect and Ji Family exchanged glances. Initially, it was their life-and-death battle, but now, it seemed unrelated to them.

After all, before Separation Stage existences, a few thousand cultivators of these small sects were like ants. The key was who would win between Lin Xuan and Huitong.

"Uncle, how did the result turn out?" Ji Family’s head, the scarred cultivator, slowly spoke with shock in his eyes. Though he was an Inner Core Stage cultivator, such a terrifying battle was unheard of to him.

"I don’t know either."

Ji Tenghong shook her head with a bitter smile. Although she and Lin Xuan were at the same level from a cultivation stage perspective, their strength was incomparable.

An Inner Core Stage cultivator could match a Separation Stage old monster evenly; such things would be hard to believe unless witnessed firsthand. Who was this young man? When had Yunzhou produced such an extraordinary person?

According to reason, experts of this level should not be ignorant, but why did he have no knowledge of him at all? Ji Tenghong’s mind raced as she could only wait and see.

The golden cloud continued to fluctuate with strange runes swirling around. There were also crackling sounds like popping beans. After half a bowl of tea passed, the golden and silver light cloud finally faded away completely. Two figures emerged. The left one was Lin Xuan. His face was pale, with bloodstains on his lips. The originally vibrant and eye-catching Green Flame Qilin Armor had become dented and dimmed.

Thinking about what happened earlier, Lin Xuan felt a chill. Their confrontation was almost evenly matched until they triggered a massive explosion. Neither of them managed to escape; both were caught in the blast. Its power was formidable, even at his peak, he might not have been able to withstand it entirely. And after using the Heaven-defying Shield, his current state was already depleted.

Lin Xuan felt desperate, thinking that severe injuries were inevitable. But just as he thought this, his Green Flame Qilin Armor activated on its own. The ghost emperor’s demon heart and the fire dragon king’s inner core vibrated incessantly. Lin Xuan was overjoyed; he quickly injected any remaining power into it.

Dark winds surged, demonic energy swirled, and two layers of protective barriers appeared before him, enveloping him. He was then swallowed by the golden and silver light waves.

Inside, Lin Xuan felt the terrifying pressure. At least, even the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield would not withstand it with high probability, or at most, for a few breaths. Although the black and red light curtain also quickly broke, the Green Flame Qilin Armor itself absorbed eighty percent of the power.

Lin Xuan activated the Nine Heavens Divine Shield; although he still suffered some injuries, they were negligible compared to his expectations.

They say that when one is unlucky, even drinking cold water can cause problems. But luck was just as unpredictable. Fortunately, he had refined the Green Flame Qilin Armor; otherwise, the consequences would have been dire.

On the other side, Huitong did not fare so well.

This Buddhist cultivator looked extremely disheveled. Although his body was not completely destroyed after possessing it, his left hand and foot were missing. The bleeding stopped, but his expression resembled that of a demon.

Like Lin Xuan, he fully exerted his hidden techniques when the light waves enveloped him, with little power to spare.

Unlike Lin Xuan, he had no armor for protection. But as an old monster at the Separation Stage, this guy was formidable. In such unfavorable circumstances, he doubled his efforts.

Later, in Chapter 123: A Sudden Encounter and a Desperate Battle, I will add more details about their battle. Please give me some monthly tickets today; I will do my best to update. Also, please support with recommendation votes.
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Lin Xuan only suffered minor injuries, but Huìtōng the monk lost an arm and a leg. Originally, their battle was evenly matched, but Lin Xuan's additional protection from the Azure Flame Qilin Armor made all the difference in the outcome. The old monk was both shocked and angry, his face contorted with pain.

Though Rain Lin Xuan had a blank expression on his face, he wouldn't miss such an opportunity for anything. After their previous spell duel, the opponent's knife array had been destroyed. Although sixteen flying knives still hovered midair, cracks covered their surfaces. A gust of mountain wind swept by, and to everyone’s horror, this precious treasure disintegrated into powder and scattered with the wind. Huìtōng couldn't help but feel a pang of pain.

Rain Lin Xuan's throughway divine treasures were also not in perfect condition; two new cracks appeared on top of their original damage. Lin Xuan sighed and stowed the item back into his robe, then began to prepare for another confrontation.

Huìtōng’s remaining arm swung around, conjuring a large 'Buddha' from condensed primordial energy, meeting the Azure Knife's attack with resistance. However, there was still the Azure Qilin Long’s divine treasure, which had spatial abilities and was incredibly powerful. Huìtōng, as an old monster of the Separation Stage, quickly reacted by summoning a silver hook-shaped treasure to counter the攻势.

Under normal circumstances, these actions would have been trivial for him, but now that he had lost an arm and leg, his physical body was rejecting his essence. This wasn't unusual; the natural laws dictated that a stolen body wouldn’t fully integrate with one's essence. If Huìtōng were to retreat and seal himself away for a dozen years, this issue could be resolved, but he had overestimated his strength and sought revenge prematurely.

Sweat dripped down Huìtōng’s face as he realized the dire situation. Suddenly, a flash of green light appeared, and Rain Lin Xuan used Nine Heavens Microstep to approach him. The young man exuded an overwhelming aura of demonic energy, causing shock on Huìtōng's face: "Impossible, you're still a cultivator of demons?"

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan punched straight into his chest.

The two were only about ten feet apart, leaving no room for Huìtōng to dodge. Due to the severe injuries, his physical body was rejecting his essence, making it difficult for him to move. He could only muster a breath and activate his protective divine shield, a basic defense spell from the Five Elements.

The light screen was about a foot thick due to the integration of primordial energy. However, in front of Lin Xuan, it shattered with a loud sound. His Wind Phoenix Dance Nine Heaven Technique had reached its third layer, making these fists more powerful than those of an ordinary late-stage Essence Body cultivator. The light screen broke but slowed Huìtōng down enough for him to vanish.

It was the Contraction Earth Divine Skill!

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he cast out dozens of sword qi from his sleeves. Unlike before, these sword qi were multicolored, making them even more powerful.

"Ouch!"

Lin Xuan shouted and the five-colored sword qi expanded like a storm. Each one was three feet long, forming a colorful ribbon that shot towards Huìtōng's position twenty meters away. The old monk appeared from his hiding spot. Facing the incoming multicolored sword qi, he looked extremely displeased.

He opened his mouth and spat out a golden beam of light, which then transformed into more sword qi.

The sky was filled with sword qi, multicolor and gold clashing in battle, resembling artificial lightning.

Lin Xuan used Nine Heavens Microstep again, while Huìtōng employed Contraction Earth Divine Skill to chase each other. Huìtōng had the intention of retreating but knew that continuing would be fruitless.

"Stay alive, and you won't run out of fuel," Lin Xuan thought grimly as he used Nine Heavens Microstep again.

The distance between them narrowed with each exchange of sword qi. The two continued to attack each other without pause, seeing the sword qi merely as harassment. However, the spectators from Qianying Sect and Ji Family were stunned; these sword qi could rival those of ordinary early-stage Essence Body cultivators. A flick of a sleeve or a mouthful could release dozens.

In just a few breaths, Lin Xuan caught up to Huìtōng again.

He punched out,

This time, there was no way for the other to dodge; Contraction Earth Divine Skill had its limitations. The sound of breaking bones echoed as his chest was caved in by Lin Xuan's fist. However, when Lin Xuan withdrew his hand, not a single drop of blood remained on it.

Huìtōng’s face showed no signs of reluctance. If only the essence body and physical body had integrated properly, he wouldn’t be in this predicament! His eyes glinted with malice as two of his bodies were already destroyed by Lin Xuan.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's experience in spell duels was vast; he immediately sensed something amiss. Without hesitation, he used Nine Heavens Microstep and summoned a black gold dragon armor shield to block him. With a loud sound, the old monster’s body exploded into blood mist.

Though powerful, it couldn’t harm Lin Xuan, but his goal was merely to protect his essence body from escaping. A golden light emerged from the blood mist.

"Trying to run? Not so easy!"

Lin Xuan's face showed deep displeasure as he injected more power into the ancient-looking longsword. Without much effort, he easily freed it from the silver hook’s entanglement. Gripping the sword, Lin Xuan cast down his power with no hesitation. Spatial ripples appeared a hundred meters away, and Huìtōng's essence body stumbled out, only an inch tall but resembling Huìtōng in every detail.

"Impossible! You actually broke through instantaneous teleportation."

Huìtōng was both shocked and angry. Lin Xuan’s brows rose as he sensed something was wrong. Indeed, the essence body flicked its hand and uttered some incantation before spitting out a stream of essence qi that transformed into a talisman-like object, which entered his forehead. The essence body then attempted to teleport again.

Lin Xuan naturally cast down his longsword, but this time, it didn’t work; Huìtōng’s spatial abilities hadn't been broken.

"Failed."

Though Lin Xuan had suspected something was wrong earlier, the Wanshou Sect's Void Eye’s essence body once escaped from him. However, Huìtōng used a different secret technique than Void Eye.

Damn it! Was this going to be in vain? Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely grim. It made sense; releasing a tiger back into the wild would bring endless trouble.

Even if Huìtōng had lost two bodies and needed to repossess another, his cultivation level would drop significantly. But he was still an Essence Body cultivator of the Separation Stage. Missing this opportunity, Lin Xuan felt extremely regretful.

However, since it had happened, sulking wouldn’t help. Lin Xuan sighed, first stowing away his treasures and then putting Huìtōng’s storage bag in his pocket before turning to look at the watching cultivators from a distance.

PS: I'll have another chapter tonight; today will be full of updates, just later than usual. Please continue supporting me with votes for double points! Also, don't forget to recommend more! Regarding Huìtōng, hehe, you’ll find out in the next chapter!
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Countless cultivators, at this moment and time, were completely silent. The battle that just transpired was too captivating to ignore. Not only did the base foundation cultivators and condensation core cultivators fail to see any action, but even the senior immortals of the primordial essence stage were left speechless.

The conflict between the Thousand Shadow Sect and the Ji Family had originally been a non-lethal affair, but with the sudden emergence of Huitong and Lin Xuan, everything changed.

After carefully storing away the old monk's storage bracelet, Lin Xuan finally managed to smile. Although he allowed the opponent's primordial essence to escape, it wasn't entirely in vain. The assets of the Reunion Foundation were no small matter.

Lin Xuan weighed the treasures in his hand. At this moment, there was no time to examine them thoroughly; instead, he turned his head and looked to his left. "Auntie, what should we do?" the haggard man with a scar on his face asked.

"Ha ha, no need for formalities," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "Since you are from the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, there's nothing between us."

"Auntie, why are we not strangers?" Ji Yue Ru was taken aback and showed signs of confusion, but seeing that he spoke kindly, she exhaled in relief: "Could it be that you know my senior?"

"Xiyan Fairy?" Lin Xuan's face revealed a hint of amusement as an ordinary girl appeared in his mind. This woman had no extraordinary appearance or figure, and her cultivation was merely at the灵动 stage; however, her name coincidentally matched.

Although they shared the same name and surname, after considering their encounters, Lin Xuan was 80% certain that this woman was the first female cultivator to shake the heavens in the twelve states of Tianyun.

However, why she concealed her cultivation and traveled through various regions of Yunzhou, even enduring human suffering, puzzled Lin Xuan. He didn't intend to reveal these matters to Ji Yue Ru.

"Fair Lady, our connection can be discussed later. I came here today to seek misfortune for the Thousand Shadow Sect. Unexpectedly, I encountered Huitong on my way. Now that his primordial essence has escaped, there's no need for the Thousand Shadow Sect to exist anymore..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, Ji Family members displayed signs of extreme joy. However, Thousand Shadow Sect cultivators were all pale with fear; they had hoped for a miracle but found their situation even worse than expected.

Not only did the thousands of Thousand Shadow Sect disciples stir, but the few primordial essence elders exchanged glances and began to flee, despite knowing that their chances of survival against such an expert who could destroy Reunion Foundation cultivators were less than one percent. "Where do you think you're going? I didn't say you could leave."

Lin Xuan didn't need to turn around; with his powerful divine sense, he was aware of all movements nearby. His voice was cold as he spoke.

Before the words left his mouth, several streaks of colorful light pierced through the sky, revealing that the old monsters had intended to sneak away but were now exposed and chose to flee at full speed. Naturally, they released their defensive treasures while flying, causing various protective barriers to rise.

"Hmph, you don't know when to die."

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile as he shook his sleeves, releasing dozens of five-colored stones and light fish from his sleeves that surged forward like a storm.

"Pfft" sounds filled the air as the barriers and treasures' lights flickered, repelling the attacks. However, Lin Xuan didn't stop; his sleeves continued to wave, sending waves of five-colored swordlight continuously. After half an hour, screams echoed.

A yellow-robed elder's barrier was breached, and his entire body exploded into a blood mist, leaving no trace of his primordial essence behind.

The barriers of the others were also weakening. Begging sounds filled the air: "Senior, spare my life; I'll serve you for all eternity."

"Indeed, senior, what has Thousand Shadow Sect done to offend you? Perhaps it was a misunderstanding. Please forgive me," the Ji Family cultivators pleaded.

For immortal cultivators, longevity was their ultimate goal. Even primordial essence elders who had lived for thousands of years feared death more than anything else; at this moment, they even abandoned their dignity. However, Lin Xuan remained unmoved as his five-colored swordlight continued to rain down on the remaining few, leaving no place to hide.

More cracks echoed as the barriers of the Thousand Shadow Sect's primordial essence elders shattered one by one. The sect still had thousands of cultivators left, but with such low cultivation levels, Lin Xuan didn't wish to waste any more effort and smiled as he turned his head: "Ji Yue Ru Fairy, it is up to you now."

"Up to us?" Ji Yue Ru was taken aback; she hadn't fully recovered from the shock. Lin Xuan had easily killed primordial essence cultivators with just his sword energy without using any treasures or elemental techniques, and he had even simultaneously killed several people. Such power and cultivation were indeed comparable to Reunion Foundation.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan teased. "I said that Thousand Shadow Sect no longer has a reason for existence. Do you not intend to act?"

Of course not." Ji Yue Ru finally understood and turned her body, emitting a killing intent from her petite frame: "Order all Thousand Shadow Sect cultivators, regardless of their cultivation levels, to be eliminated without mercy."

"Understood!"

The man with the scar bowed, but Ji Yue Ru's voice had already spread for several miles. Although there were still thousands of Thousand Shadow Sect cultivators left, they dispersed like a flock of birds after losing all their leaders. Meanwhile, Ji Family cultivators pursued and attacked the remaining few. The fall of the Thousand Shadow Sect was only a matter of time.

All cultivators now had something to do. For example, the head of the Ji Family led several trusted followers to attack the Thousand Shadow Sect's headquarters. Only Lin Mang and Ji Yue Ru remained suspended in place.

"Senior once said that our Heavenly Sea Pavilion has a deep connection. Could it be that you know my senior?" Ji Yue Ru asked for the second time.

"Do not be so formal, I am also at the primordial essence stage; such titles are inappropriate," Lin Xuan smiled, keeping his tone low as he was not one to show off.

"Ha ha, Lin Daoist is joking. Although you are only a primordial essence cultivator, your cultivation and power rival those of Reunion Foundation. Such a person, how could I fail to recognize? Let's be on equal terms; calling you senior is only proper," Ji Yue Ru said respectfully.

Lin Xuan smiled wryly as he suddenly flipped his left hand and threw something at her: "Fair Lady, do not argue with me now, first take a look. Can you recognize this?"

Ji Yue Ru was taken aback as she gently took the object in her palm and examined it closely under the sunlight. Her face showed extreme surprise.

"This... This thing..."

On the other side, several miles away...

A thin streak of light flew like an arrow, revealing a tiny figure with a look of hatred on its face. It was none other than Huitong from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect.

Originally, he had come to seek revenge against Lin Xuan, but fate was not in his favor; after just a few years, that boy's power had surged beyond comprehension. Not only did he fail to take revenge, but he even suffered humiliation and lost his new body. How infuriating! Although he could still possess another body, according to the laws of nature, his cultivation would inevitably decline.

How was it possible for a primordial essence cultivator to have such terrifying power? Huitong couldn't figure it out. Next time, he must bring his senior brother; he had no doubt that that guy wouldn't be able to handle two Reunion Foundation cultivators.

Huitong thought viciously but didn't dare linger. Although he knew the other party couldn't catch up with him, he was now reduced to a primordial essence body and thus took no chances.

After flying for a while, estimating they were ten thousand miles away from the Thousand Shadow Sect, Huitong stopped his flight and prepared to rest somewhere. However, at this moment, an eerie feeling suddenly came from behind—r—
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Huitong was utterly shocked. Without a moment's hesitation, he used his instant teleportation technique. His figure blurred momentarily before reappearing more than twenty meters away. Only then did he turn around to see that the spot where he had just stood was now enveloped in a dark cloud.

The cloud wasn't large, but it exuded an aura of malevolence and seemed to form a vortex. Lightning flashed within, crackling and dancing.

From inside the妖 cloud came a terrifying roar, shocking and unlike any beast from this world. Huitong's pupils constricted as he felt a sense of unease.

Although the pressure was only that of an婴期 cultivator, for some reason, Huitong felt a strange fear rise within him.

It seemed like he had encountered his natural enemy!

A mountain breeze blew past, and slowly, the妖 cloud began to disperse. Its front paws extended, and with a slight wave, a bright claw beam appeared. The space flickered as Huitong stumbled out.

However, the old monk's face showed no signs of panic. Even the young Lin had managed to break his instant teleportation technique, so it was not surprising that an upper realm monster like Tujin could have such a spell.

Huitong's small hand made a gesture, and from his mouth, he exhaled a stream of essence energy, forming a talisman-like object which entered his forehead. He attempted another instant teleportation.

"Trying to run? Huh—"

Tujin sneered. With a flick of its front paw, a bright claw beam appeared. The space shimmered again as Huitong tumbled out.

But the old monk's face showed no signs of panic. Even if Lin Xiao could break his instant teleportation technique, it was not surprising for an upper realm monster like Tujin to have such abilities. After all, its true body’s cultivation level far exceeded that of a mere婴期 cultivator, and its understanding of spatial techniques was incomparable.

Huitong's expression turned panicked as Tujin vanished from sight, using a more advanced version of the instant flash technique.

Terrifying malevolent energy surged around him. Huitong did not want to sit idly by. A layer of greenish aura appeared on his small face.

He clapped his hands and expelled a core essence from his body. The ice columns formed like sharp needles, flying towards Tujin with the speed of a fierce wind. This was just the first wave of attacks.

Next, Huitong spread his arms wide as nearby primordial energy condensed into thousands of thick ice columns. Counting them, there were over ten thousand. Even though his physical body had been destroyed, relying on his infantile body, his techniques far surpassed those of ordinary great cultivators.

"Quickly!"

With a light exclamation from Huitong, the ice columns shot forward like a storm, piercing towards the monster. Each tip was as sharp as a spear.

"Tsk, foolish old man."

Tujin's ugly face showed a hint of anger. Without any action, primordial energy gathered around it.

Boom!

A wall of flames appeared before them, burning fiercely and blindingly.

"Impossible!"

Huitong was both shocked and angry. He knew that Tujin ranked among the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm but this was just a fragment of its soul, still at the婴期 level. How could it summon primordial energy?

This was clearly a sign of an upper realm existence, violating common sense in the Spirit World.

However, the facts were as they were. The golden "Buddha" character and countless ice columns were all easily absorbed by the flame wall.

Huitong's expression turned from ugly to one filled with fear. His techniques had become child’s play before this opponent. With his physical body destroyed and no treasures left, how could he fight?

Was he about to perish?

Just as these thoughts flashed through his mind, Tujin laughed wildly, lunging forward with its bloody mouth open and a red tongue extending like a whip.

"Ah!"

Huitong was terrified, his golden aura flashing as he flew towards the horizon.

This escape seemed utterly foolish, but what else could Huitong do at this moment?

His retreat speed was fast, flying more than a hundred meters away in an instant. But suddenly, Tujin's tongue became extremely thin and easily pierced through his infantile body.

The monster curled its tongue around Huitong’s infantile soul, chewing it with satisfaction as if savoring delicious food.

"Good, good."

Tujin, who had been enjoying the moment, suddenly widened its eyes. While devouring Huitong's infantile soul, it also performed a soul-searching technique.

Intending to torment this old fool, Tujin was surprised by the information it obtained. The young Lin Xiao was not far away. This old monk’s predicament stemmed from being defeated by that boy who had destroyed his physical body.

Tujin's face turned extremely gloomy. He remembered Lin Xiao vividly; they had fought fiercely in the Quan Yin Mountains, and he had suffered greatly. That boy had advanced to the后期婴期 stage, matching the power of an upper realm cultivator—how was that possible? However, the results of the soul-searching were undeniable.

If Tujin acted on its nature, it would immediately seek revenge against Lin Xiao, but after learning about his strength, Tujin chose a more cautious approach. Although he might not lose, there was no certainty of winning either.

Moreover, having just devoured an upper realm cultivator’s infantile soul, closing himself off to break through the core essence was the most pressing matter. A gentleman's revenge could wait for ten years; Tujin had plenty of time.

The soul-searching continued as Tujin stopped chewing and continued with this secret technique. In the next moment, its expression became even more agitated—almost frightening.

Princess Xin Yue, that girl actually came here too.

As one of the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm, Tujin was well aware of Xin Yue's identity. While she wasn’t significant, her father was the top existence in the Spirit Realm, and even his true body would not dare to provoke him. This made things complicated.

Moreover, why was she with Lin Xiao? Calling him 'big brother'—this matter was indeed troubling.

And then, on another side.

Tianzhou.

This place was quite unique.

Firstly, its area was extremely small, even smaller than the Yanzhou where Puyun Valley was located, and incomparable to the vastness of Yunzhou.

However, in ancient times, it had been a holy land for cultivation. The region’s resources were rich with numerous spiritual lands and countless treasures. If there was one place in the human world that most resembled the Spirit Realm, it would be Tianzhou. Otherwise, the Diao family would not have chosen it as their headquarters during its heyday. This small state was almost entirely occupied by them, leaving no room for other forces.

However, even the mightiest sects had their rise and fall. Millions of years ago, taking advantage of the Diao family's weakness, seven major sects and their affiliated powers mobilized thousands of cultivators, mostly at the凝聚丹期 level or above. There were nearly a thousand婴期 cultivators, along with seven upper realm monsters—true elite forces.

In that great battle, not only was the Diao family destroyed, but Tianzhou itself was also ruined, becoming similar to Yanzhou today. The passage of time had long since made it forgotten by cultivators.

However, several months ago, a handsome young cultivator appeared here.

Wearing flowing white robes and dressed like a nobleman from an aristocratic family, Lin Xiao would have been shocked if he saw him—this was none other than Tian Xiaojian.
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"Here is Sister Qin's token. Where did you obtain it, friend?"

Kui Yueyu raised her eyebrows, a look of astonishment on her face. Despite Lin Xuan's persistent insistence, she finally abandoned the title of senior and addressed him as such, but her expression remained respectful.

Lin Xuan smiled and was about to speak when his expression suddenly became agitated as if he had just seen something far away. Kui Yueyu was taken aback and followed his gaze.

A flash of green light appeared, revealing a bearded man standing before them. As the head of the household, this person naturally possessed an extraordinary demeanor. However, at that moment, his face was filled with tension as Lin Xuan had the power to exterminate even Separation Stage cultivators.

He first bowed respectfully to Lin Xuan and then turned to Kui Yueyu: "Matriarch, the main hall of Luo Family has been taken down. The cleaning is complete. If you do not mind, would you like to take a seat?"

"Very well."

Lin Xuan nodded. He did not hold much regard for the small Kui family, but Kui Yueyu held significant power in the Skyward Pavilion. Whether it was to deal with the Thousand Shadow Sect or form an alliance with the Flying Cloud Pavilion, this woman could play a crucial role as a mediator.

Kui Yueyu's eyes also flashed with joy. Lin Xuan's powers were beyond description and befriending him would be beneficial without any drawbacks. The bearded cultivator led them to a magnificent hall where they took their seats.

After the formalities, Kui family female disciples served tea. Although some time had passed, all the necessary courtesies were observed, showing no signs of neglect. Even Kui Yueyu treated Lin Xuan as an old monster of Separation Stage.

After sipping tea for a while, Kui Yueyu was about to speak when Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the bearded man.

Despite his rough appearance, he was someone with meticulous attention to detail and immediately said: "Senior Lin, Matriarch, there are still remnants of the Thousand Shadow Sect that need to be cleared. I must continue supervising my disciples. Pardon me for having to take leave temporarily."

He bowed respectfully before retreating. Lin Xuan released his divine sense, finding no other cultivators within a few miles. A smile appeared on his face.

"Friend Daoist, this jade pendant is Sister Qin's token. Where did you obtain it?" Kui Yueyu spread her palm, revealing a small jade pendant that emitted gentle light, clearly a personal item of a woman.

Although Kui Yueyu's tone was respectful, there was an underlying shock in her eyes. Qin Yan’s cultivation level was lower than hers, but she was the only disciple of Senior Aunt. Moreover, Dream Ruyan had once mentioned to the elders that Qin Yan was exceptionally talented and might even surpass her as a teacher over time.

Dream Ruyan's lifespan was down to five hundred years; either she would pass away or ascend to the Spirit Realm. In other words, she could not continue guarding the Skyward Pavilion indefinitely.

Although Kui Yueyu held a position among the Seven Great Powers, the Skyward Pavilion differed from the others as it consisted entirely of beautiful female cultivators. Without sufficient strength to intimidate them, things would be difficult. Otherwise, the Eighty-One Families Alliance would not have attacked the main hall of the Skyward Pavilion.

In other words, Qin Yan was being trained as a future guardian. Even the sect leader treated her with great respect. According to Kui Yueyu's knowledge, Sister Qin always regarded men as nothing, and this Lin fellow had her token.

What kind of relationship did they have? Kui Yueyu’s expression fluctuated between surprise and suspicion.

How perceptive was Lin Xuan? He could tell from the other party's expression that she had some concerns. A smile appeared on his lips: "Mistress, there is no need to doubt. I knew Sister Qin... Qin Yan long ago. In fact, we already knew each other before she joined the Skyward Pavilion."

Before Lin Xuan could say 'Senior,' he quickly restrained himself. The current relationship was best left as it was.

Kui Yueyu's expression of surprise became evident, but she did not elaborate further. Regarding Qin Yan’s background, only her senior aunt and a few others knew the truth.

"Is Sister Qin well?" Lin Xuan asked slowly. After parting ways on Snowy Mountain, they had never met again. He wanted to know how Qin Yan was doing now.

"Haha, Brother Lin need not worry. Sister Qin returned to the Skyward Pavilion and immediately closed herself in for seclusion," Kui Yueyu said with a smile. "Oh? Did Senior Aunt leave the main hall?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed, showing surprise on his face. Of course, this was a feigned reaction. "Did Brother Lin know that Senior Aunt left the main hall?"

Kui Yueyu, though also a great cultivator, was slightly less cunning than Lin Xuan and inadvertently revealed her words.

She was very surprised because only a few people among the elders of the Skyward Pavilion knew about Senior Aunt's departure from the main hall. However, she soon calmed down as she heard that there were Separation Stage monsters in Cloud Region who had connections with both human and beast races. Even though this person had not advanced yet, his powers could match those old monsters. Knowing her senior aunt was not surprising.

Lin Xuan's face remained calm on the surface, but he was overjoyed inside. Although he had guessed, he now confirmed that the灵动期 female cultivator who gave him the mask was none other than Ruyan, the legendary figure who had killed tens of thousands of cultivators. The thought of her calling him 'big brother' made Lin Xuan's mood complex.

But it was a good thing. With this connection, forming an alliance with the Flying Cloud Pavilion or uniting to fight the Thousand Buddha Sect would be much smoother in the future.

"I have a question for you, Mistress." Lin Xuan hesitated before speaking slowly.

"Brother Lin, please ask."

Kui Yueyu did not dare to slack off. "Now that the Thousand Shadow Sect has been exterminated, where do you plan to go next, Mistress?"

"Indeed," she replied. "That's wonderful. I have a letter for Ruyan, and I must personally deliver it." Lin Xuan said solemnly.
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Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he reached out and tapped his waist. A dazzling green light appeared before him as the jade cylinder materialized. He sank his spirit into it.

Lin Xuan remained focused for a full meal's time before finally lifting his head to hand over the jade cylinder to the woman in formal attire: "This matter is significant; I request that you personally deliver this to your senior master."

"Of course, my lady will remember this and ensure it is done as requested," she replied with a bow.

Seeing Lin Xuan's serious expression, Ji Yueyu hurriedly nodded respectfully. She guessed that the letter must be of great importance.

Afterward, they discussed other matters. As Lin Xuan was in good spirits, Ji Yueyu naturally brought up some doubts about cultivation techniques. Such an exchange was beneficial for both; while Ji Yueyu gained insight into various issues, Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge and combat experience provided her with valuable answers.

Time passed unnoticed as the sun began to set. Lin Xuan stood up to bid farewell: "Dan Immortal, I have other matters to attend to. Please deliver this jade cylinder personally to your senior master."

With that said, he turned into a streak of lightning and disappeared from sight without waiting for her response. "Lin Immortal..."

Ji Yueyu was left speechless as she watched him leave so abruptly. She held the jade cylinder Lin Xuan had given her, feeling uncertain about what to do next.

"Report to my aunt," the scarred man bowed respectfully before continuing: "Not a single member of Thousand Shadow Sect escaped. Even the灵动期 cultivators and some ordinary servants were sent to the underworld."

Ji Yueyu nodded in agreement. Such outcomes were expected; in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed.

However, she couldn't help but recall an incident that occurred in Yunzhou tens of thousands of years ago. The Hundred Grass Sect had fought against a family named Cheng. After a fierce battle, they emerged victorious and eliminated all high-ranking cultivators from the Cheng family. Yet, their leniency towards one of the灵动期 disciples led to unforeseen consequences.

Five hundred years later, that same disciple had advanced to an婴后期 cultivator during a period when the Hundred Grass Sect was in decline. This resulted in a tragic outcome for the sect.

Ji Yueyu's aunt continued: "No one escaped?"

"No, my lady," the scarred man replied respectfully before hesitating: "My lady, where is Senior Lin... has he left already?"

"Yes."

"From his appearance, it seems he knows our family well. Who exactly is this senior?"

The scarred man's voice abruptly stopped as Ji Yueyu's gaze turned icy cold. He quickly lowered his head in fear.

"Do not inquire about matters that do not concern you. The existence of Lin Immortal cannot be trifled with by a small family like ours. Since your brother has passed on the position of family head to you, you must take this seriously and avoid causing trouble for our family due to curiosity."

Ji Yueyu's words left the scarred man sweating profusely: "Yes, my lady, I understand my mistake and will not repeat it."

"Good. Now go out and issue orders; no one is allowed to speak of seeing Lin Immortal today. Anyone who leaks this information will have their cultivation废去and be punished according to clan rules," Ji Yueyu said sternly.

"Yes!" The scarred man shuddered as he bowed again before leaving the hall.

Ji Yueyu was left alone in the vast hall, pondering: "Who is this Lin Immortal?"

She decided not to dwell on it and planned to gather more information from Qin's younger sister. She transformed into a streak of lightning and flew away towards the horizon.

With Lin Xuan's request, Ji Yueyu had no choice but to leave quickly. In Tianzhou, Tian Xiaojian had been hiding for months after his involvement in the death of the Flute Bug Immortal made him an enemy of the entire妖族.

Since the disappearance of the Nine-Headed Ancestor and the subsequent easing of the pursuit, he had no intention of returning to Liuyao Palace. The world was full of uncertainty; only strength mattered.

Tian Xiaojian's cultivation level frustrated him as he was among the top in his peer group but always fell short against Lin Xuan. Despite their friendly relationship, they were wary of each other. He needed to strengthen himself to avoid any future conflicts with Lin Xuan.

In preparation for this, Tian Xiaojian had planned to retreat to a remote place and focus on cultivation. However, fate had other plans. To evade the pursuit in Xuanyuan City, he had disguised himself as a woman. Unfortunately, his good looks attracted attention from the Fourth Elder of Linyun Valley, an婴后期 cultivator.

The elder intended to use him as a鼎炉, but Tian Xiaojian was not easily defeated. Although he couldn't match the power of an婴后期 cultivator at that time, he used his intelligence and the fake treasure from the Flute Bug Immortal to launch a surprise attack.

With the幽冥碎心剑 and three-colored玄冰火, he successfully killed the old monster. Afterward, Tian Xiaojian calmly collected the elder's crystal stones before leaving.

Among other treasures, he found an ancient map in the elder's storage bag. The map was incomplete but hinted at a significant secret related to Tianzhou. Despite his limited knowledge of Tianzhou, the events following the Xuanyuan City incident brought back memories of the past.

Tian Xiaojian arrived at the former location of the Luo family, but he wasn't interested in their main base, which had been thoroughly searched by seven sects a million years ago. Instead, he ventured into the so-called Demon Realm Mountains.

To an婴后期 cultivator, these mountains posed no danger; the most powerful creatures were only three ranks strong. Tian Xiaojian stood before a valley, his brow furrowed as he wondered why he had found nothing after months of searching.
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Stroking his embroidered robe, a black object emerged. It was adorned with strange patterns that resembled a broken map.

Xiao Jian lowered his head and concentrated on examining it. As he looked, he turned to survey the surroundings. After a while, he took a deep breath and transformed into a streak of black light, flying forward.

On another side, Lin Xuan left the Thousand Shadow Sect's main hall but did not return to Jiuling Mountain. He had other matters to attend to; his immediate priority was to strengthen the power of the Eagle Nest Pavilion.

Unlike Youzhou, in this vast and boundless Yunzhou region, without an婴期 cultivator, a sect would struggle to survive.

Lin Xuan couldn't keep guarding them all the time, but their disciples' cultivation levels were too low. To prevent power from slipping away, Lin Xuan dared not recruit any婴期 cultivators. So, puppets became the best choice. However, only one sect in Yunzhou could craft infant期 puppets.

They ranked among the Seven Great Forces, though they didn't have the grand reputation of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect; they were the most mysterious.

The Xuanbing Prefecture was located in the northern part of Yunzhou. In terms of area, it was far smaller than Lingyun Mountain's region and counted as one of the least prosperous among Yunzhou’s seventy-two prefectures.

Despite its limited size, this prefecture was extremely wealthy, with countless famous mountains and a population of over ten billion ordinary people. The cultivation world was also thriving here.

In ancient times, there had been a martial artist in Xuanbing Prefecture who achieved the status of Heavenly Dao. According to legend, he heard about the legendary immortal traces on the ice plains and wanted to find the path to immortality. However, after entering, he never came out.

Cultivators were vastly different from ordinary people; no matter if you were a king or a Heavenly Dao expert, in the eyes of cultivators, all were mere ants.

The great snow mountain was the main hall of the Sky Art Twelve States' Seven Great Forces, and the Xuanbing Prefecture.

The so-called immortal traces merely meant that occasionally, some disciples from this sect would appear there.

There were no restrictions on the ice plains; ordinary people entering it was pure suicide.

Not only ordinary people, but even other cultivators of the Sky Art Twelve States had to be forbidden to enter without permission.

However, today in the morning, a dazzling streak of light suddenly appeared above the ice plains. It flew into the area at high speed with no reservations.

After about half an hour, the wind and snow in the ice plains intensified dramatically. What was not ordinary snow but chunks of ice as big as palm-sized. However, the streak of light seemed to ignore them completely, as if nothing had happened. In less than a quarter of an hour, it would fly out of the ice plains.

Suddenly, a thunderous sound echoed in his ears.

The figure inside the streak of light frowned as the surrounding light gradually dispersed, revealing a plain-looking young man—Lin Xuan himself.

Of course, though he looked ordinary, this was quite different from his original appearance. The mask given by Meng Ruoyan was indeed useful; after all, the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's pursuit order had not been canceled yet, and Lin Xuan didn't want to reveal his identity.

Although the mask was made by Sky Art as well, only that sect’s Separation Period cultivator could recognize it. Others would have no idea.

Lin Xuan stopped the streak of light because he unknowingly entered an array formation.

Around him, lightning flashed, and there were hailstones as big as heads… No, they were ice属性 lightning.

The power of this array was enough to kill a condensation期 cultivator; even an early-stage infant期 cultivator would suffer some pain. However, Lin Xuan paid no attention to it at all. A flash of green light enveloped his body, and the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield opened. Lightning or those yin属性 lightning were like ants trying to shake a tree—no effect. A hint of satisfaction appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

He was quite satisfied with his own powers. Then he waved his sleeves, and five-colored sword qi shot out…

Although Lin Xuan understood array formation techniques, he had no time for detailed studies; he directly broke through the barrier forcefully!

A flash of spirit light, a thunderous explosion echoed in his ears. The nearby several flags vanished, and everything else—lightning and hailstones—disappeared as well, revealing clear skies.

After breaking the array, Lin Xuan was about to continue on his journey when he paused again.

His eyes narrowed as he looked into the distance; several streaks of light entered his vision. This wasn't unusual; after breaking the array, it would naturally attract the attention of Sky Art's patrol cultivators. They quickly approached him.

The leader seemed around forty years old, with three long strands of beard, and had a rather peculiar appearance. His cultivation level was at late-stage condensation期.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but secretly nod. No wonder they were one of the Seven Great Forces; even their patrol disciples possessed such strength.

Seeing that his sect's restrictions had been broken, the man’s face showed anger. Someone dared to challenge Sky Art—had he grown too old and foolish?

Before he could curse, however, he first used his divine sense to scan Lin Xuan.

After a quick scan, he swallowed his curses and replaced them with respectful expressions: "I am Outer Hall Deputy Director Wei Bo of the Sky Art Sect. I wish you well, Senior. Could you tell me why you came here? Are you looking for friends or family?"

His divine sense wasn’t weak; he immediately recognized Lin Xuan as an infant期 cultivator. Although Sky Art didn't fear a mere great cultivator, there was no need to provoke enemies.

Hearing that Lin Xuan was an infant期 cultivator, the other two remained silent but showed extreme respect on their faces. "I came here not for friends or family, but for business. Do you think we can help?"

Bo Wei was taken aback but quickly understood. Unlike other sects in the Seven Great Forces, Sky Art had a wide range of expertise beyond its cultivation techniques.

The so-called "art" wasn't just a saying; it involved alchemy, crafting, array formations, puppetry—virtually everything.

Sky Art's cultivators were the most numerous among the seven sects because many needed low-rank disciples for tasks like alchemy and crafting. Over two hundred thousand cultivators lived in the great snow mountain.

Tianya Haige was extremely strict with its recruitment standards; so were the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Liuyao Palace, but Sky Art had different criteria. They didn’t necessarily require good灵根, just proficiency in certain skills.

Of course, these people couldn't go far on their cultivation path and were used as laborers.

Everyone understood this, yet the Seven Great Forces' reputations were so impressive that countless cultivators still wanted to join each year. Even if it was like a moth to a flame, good fortune could turn them into phoenixes.

For example, Sky Art's current sect leader had no outstanding abilities when he first entered; he was assigned to the alchemy room as an apprentice. Later, through chance and opportunity, he caught the attention of a high-ranking figure in Sky Art. After many twists and turns, he eventually rose to his current position.

Such things happened repeatedly over thousands of years, attracting countless cultivators like moths to a flame.

Sky Art had a wide range of expertise but didn't actively engage in business. However, many cultivators from the twelve states came here every year hoping for opportunities.

Whether they would do business depended on specific circumstances—such as the visitor's cultivation level and willingness to pay.

Although Lin Xuan looked unfamiliar, Bo Wei treated him with utmost respect as an infant期 cultivator: "I am the Outer Hall Deputy Director; I only handle patrols. However, guiding you is within my duties. Please follow me."

After a bow, he flew forward slowly, and the other two followed without objection. Lin Xuan smiled slightly and said, "Thank you for your trouble." Then he followed the streak of light.

They encountered several minor restrictions, which Bo Wei stopped one by one. The sect’s protective array was too costly to activate in normal times. Soon, they entered Sky Art's core under his guidance.

They were not worried about outsiders; after all, Sky Art was among Yunzhou’s Seven Great Forces with many powerful cultivators. A mere infant期 challenge was like an old man trying suicide—foolish.

Lin Xuan remained calm and composed because he indeed came for business. Moreover, his powers rivaled Separation Period, so self-defense wasn’t a problem.
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Tianzhou, the domain of demons.

Field Xiaojian sized up the mountain peak before him. From a distance, it seemed unremarkable, but his face was full of joy as he once again took out the broken map from his pocket and compared it meticulously. There! That must be where it is. He then put away the map and took out a yellowish-brown treasure from his storage bag. It was a soil-grade earthevading talisman (Earth Diving Talisman). Field Xiaojian hesitated not as he stuck it to his chest. A flash of spiritual light passed, enveloping his body in a golden glow. He soared into the mountain peak like an arrow. The hard rocks beneath him seemed non-existent; it was as if he had jumped into water, completely vanishing inside the mountain.

This was the marvel of Immortal Techniques.

Inside the mountain, Field Xiaojian's face lit up with joy. If his calculations were correct, there should be a large stash of Luo Family treasures buried here.

The Luo Family of Tianzhou once dominated twelve states for tens of thousands of years, commanding both human and demon tribes to submit. Although they were eventually destroyed by the Seven Factions, their main base was stripped bare.

But such a powerful family with many talented individuals would not put all their eggs in one basket. The wealth from the main base was just a small portion; most of the treasures and magical artifacts lay hidden within these demon domains.

After flying for a moment, an ice city appeared before him. Even Field Xiaojian, known for his composure, could not help but show surprise on his face.

This city was built among several massive snow-capped mountains, with a grand and expansive layout. Although it couldn't match the scale of Xuan Yuan City, its size far exceeded that of ordinary cultivator settlements. The walls were hundreds of feet high, reflecting a deep blue under the sunlight. "Huh? What's that?" Field Xiaojian suddenly raised an eyebrow as his face showed signs of surprise. It was understandable why he was surprised; on the city walls stood numerous large cylinders.

They varied in size, with some having diameters of over ten feet and others just a foot or so. They looked like cannons from the secular world.

Field Xiaojian's brows furrowed as he knew that such things existed in the secular world—artillery was far more effective than swords and spears for human armies. But to cultivators, it was worthless, not even matching the basic Fireball Spell in power.

The Tianzhao Sect ranked among the Seven Great Powers; why would they use artillery here?

Field Xiaojian was initially surprised but quickly realized something was off. All these cylinders were made of iron and had various inscribed runes and miniature magical arrays around them. Depending on their size, different numbers of cultivators stood beside them—those with a diameter of ten feet or so were manned by Spirit Flowing Period disciples, while the largest ones had three Foundation Establishment Period cultivators.

"Is it that you haven't heard about our Crystal Might Cannons?" Páng Bó was taken aback as he showed a hint of surprise on his face.

"What's a Crystal Might Cannon?" Field Xiaojian scratched his head. He hadn't heard of such a thing; after all, he had no ties to the Tianzhao Sect and rarely paid attention to it.

Since Field Xiaojian had made this request, as a mere Condensation Core Period cultivator, Páng Bó naturally had no reason to refuse. With a pleading expression on his face, he began to explain in detail: "Crystal Might Cannons are an ancient type of magical artifact."

"Magical artifacts?"

"Yes, they're different from the usual kind. The method of crafting them has long been lost, but only our Tianzhao Sect still retains it and can cast them. These cannons are incredibly complex yet possess astonishing power, divided into lower-grade, middle-grade, upper-grade, and top-tier categories. A lower-grade Crystal Might Cannon is hard for a Condensation Core Period cultivator to withstand, while a middle-grade one can hunt Infant Soul cultivators. As for the top-tier ones..."

"How about them?" Field Xiaojian said with great interest.

"Haha, even for a senior like you, it's uncertain whether you could withstand such a cannon." Páng Bó spoke proudly.

"Really?"

"I dare not lie; these Crystal Might Cannons are ancient artifacts. Our sect has replicated so many of them. Even if an old monster from the Separation Stage came to attack, thousands of cannons firing together would be enough to defeat them, but it's a pity how much crystal stones they consume." Páng Bó looked slightly disappointed as he spoke.

Field Xiaojian didn't say anything but watched the cylinders on the city walls with his eyes aglow.

Outside the city walls, in addition to the various-sized cylinders, there were many other restrictions and thousands of cultivators patrolling. However, Field Xiaojian's group entered the city without undergoing strict scrutiny.

After all, a mere senior cultivator causing trouble at the main base of the Tianzhao Sect would be asking for a fight. No one would do such a foolish thing.

The streets inside the city were wide and lined with various pavilions and buildings. Páng Bó led Field Xiaojian directly to an elegant palace. It was a two-story building.

"Senior, please take a seat. You've come here to buy something, but I'm just a disciple responsible for patrolling. This matter needs to be reported to the other officials," Páng Bó said apologetically, fearing he might offend this powerful old monster.

Field Xiaojian nodded without showing any displeasure. Compared to other Infant Soul cultivators, Field Xiaojian seemed quite adept at handling situations. Páng Bó used a sound transmission talisman.

Just half a cup of tea later, the door of the pavilion was pushed open, and a woman walked in. She looked no more than twenty-three or four but had already entered the Infant Soul Stage. Although Field Xiaojian's keen eyesight revealed she had just advanced, it was still impressive.

"Salutations, Senior Aunt," Páng Bó said with respect as he bowed to her.

However, she ignored him and fixed her gaze on Field Xiaojian's face. Her divine sense swept over him, causing a look of surprise to appear on her pretty face—indeed, this was an advanced-stage senior cultivator.

She curtsied and smiled slightly: "I am Xue Qiaoyun, the outer hall elder. May I ask your name?"

"My name is Li Yaotian; I'm just a wandering cultivator," Field Xiaojian said with a smile, not revealing his true identity.

Xue Qiaoyun's eyes flashed with confusion. The name "Li Yaotian" was unfamiliar; a wandering cultivator? Could the other party be one of those reclusive old monsters who never left their seclusion? Ah, Páng Nien-ni mentioned that he had never heard of Crystal Might Cannons, so it was indeed possible that this was an advanced-stage cultivator who had been secluded for a long time.

Xue Qiaoyun's mind raced but her face remained smiling. She waved her hand, and the three cultivators bowed respectfully before retreating.

Xue Qiaoyun came to Field Xiaojian's side and personally brewed him some spiritual tea: "Senior Li, what do you wish to buy here?"

"Haha, Lady Fairy, your words are so direct. I won't be coy either. I admire the prowess of your sect and want to purchase a few puppets for fun. Do you think you can make such a decision?" Field Xiaojian said with a smile.

"Puppets?" Xue Qiaoyun was taken aback. She had expected him to buy elixirs or magical artifacts, but she didn't expect him to be interested in puppets.

As an Infant Soul cultivator and someone who often received guests with various unusual requests, although she was surprised inside, her face showed no signs of it: "What kind of puppet does Senior wish to purchase?"

"Of course, an Infant Soul one," Field Xiaojian said calmly after taking a sip of tea.

"Infant Soul puppets?"

"Yes." Field Xiaojian nodded. "Lady Fairy should have seen that although my magical power is weak, I've entered the realm of great cultivators. With my abilities, Condensation Core Period puppets would be useless."

"The senior's words are correct," Xue Qiaoyun's face showed a hint of difficulty as she smiled wryly: "Of course, it's not that I'm unwilling to help; according to sect rules, Infant Soul puppets aren't sold."

Field Xiaojian naturally knew this but pretended to be surprised. "Is that so? But I heard in the Xuan Yuan City auction, your sect even put out an Infant Soul puppet as a commodity."

"This is indeed true, but during the Tianzhou Trade Fair, which happens every three hundred years and is hosted by all seven factions together, it's customary to offer popular goods. However, we never sell Infant Soul puppets in regular times," Xue Qiaoyun said firmly.

"Oh, can't that be flexible?" Field Xiaojian said without taking it seriously.

"Flexible?" Xue Qiaoyun raised her eyebrows and smiled lightly: "Of course not; but what price are you willing to pay for such a puppet?"
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In another part of the Heavenly State, in the Demon域 Mountains.

Field Xiao Jian unexpectedly obtained a treasure map. After much hardship, he thought he had found the treasures passed down by the Luo family, but instead, he stumbled into a trap. Before the幽冥碎心剑 could even swing, the iron-infused door opened on its own.

Field Xiao Jian's face changed dramatically. Since the fall of the Extreme Evil Sovereign, this young man had been wandering around, enduring countless hardships and bloody battles. The number of such experiences might not be as rich as Lin Xuan’s, but they were close enough to make the current situation seem peculiar.

His vigilance heightened, yet he was unwilling to leave just like that. Suddenly, a pinkish霞光 appeared in his line of sight. It flashed and swept towards him.

Field Xiao Jian's expression turned wild with shock; black light shone from his body as he tried to dodge it. However, the air around him suddenly became stagnant, slowing down his movements. The pinkish霞光 was now right before his eyes. Curse!

Field Xiao Jian was both shocked and angry. It was too late to hide, but he had just summoned the幽冥碎心剑. He quickly pointed a finger, and the strange immortal sword instantly cut through the霞光.

But it didn’t work; the霞光 enveloped both the幽冥碎心剑 and Field Xiao Jian, pulling him into a stone room. Bam!

Even with his qi shield protecting him, he still felt pain all over his body. The ground was made of iron-infused material as well.

At this moment, he had no time to consider these details. He reached for the storage bracelet on his waist and summoned a bone shield to protect himself. Then, he released his spirit sense to examine the surroundings.

What he saw there was strange indeed. At the end of the room, there was an intricate法阵, though small and delicate, it was incredibly complex. From this 法阵, colorful light beams shot out.

Above the 法阵, a dark object hung in the air. Its shape resembled a tripod, ancient and simple, with a faint grayish glow around it, as if it were pressing something down.

Field Xiao Jian quickly identified what was being pressed. Initially, he thought it might be some terrifying monster, but instead, it was a young woman.

She was shrouded in a thin layer of mist… No, Field Xiao Jian’s pupils constricted; he couldn’t tell whether she was male or female.

At first glance, she looked like a young lady, but on second look, she could also be described as a handsome man. On the third look, it seemed to be a woman again. Field Xiao Jian, despite his remarkable abilities, felt dizzy.

Field Xiao Jian himself was quite good-looking; in women's clothing, he could even pass for real. But compared to the monster that had been suppressed, he looked natural and casual without any makeup or disguise. The word "strange" came to mind.

Field Xiao Jian’s face showed surprise, but this was just the beginning. His spirit sense swept over her, revealing no depth or clarity.

Knowing his own cultivation level, even an old monster at the Separation stage would be detectable, yet she seemed immeasurable. Could it be… Field Xiao Jian was drenched in cold sweat; could she be a middle to late-stage Separation Realm existence? Was she male or female, human or monster?

Just as Field Xiao Jian was shocked, Lin Xuan sat comfortably and elegantly in the guest room, sipping tea with a beautiful woman. "Mistress, if I can provide sufficient treasures, an Incarnation Stage puppet could be sold to me, right?" he asked with a smile.

"No," said Xue Qiaoyun, nodding and smiling: "While our sect has exceptions, before we make any offers, please allow me to say this. An Incarnation Stage puppet is a rare treasure in the world. Our crystal stones and other treasures are not lacking; unless you can offer something extraordinary, I’m afraid your expectations will be dashed."

"I understand," said Lin Xuan, nodding.

Though he paid little attention to the Heavenly Skill Pavilion, he knew its basic nature well. Among the Seven Great Sects, it was perhaps the most mysterious, with a wide range of cultivation arts. In terms of practical skills, while their alchemy might not match Liuyao Palace, their craftsmanship, talismans, puppetry, and arrays were unparalleled in the Twelve States.

Although they didn’t actively engage in trade, high-ranking cultivators seeking them out were like fish swimming upstream. Each successful transaction brought substantial profits, making it clear that compared to the other six sects combined, the Heavenly Skill Pavilion’s wealth was hard to match. They didn’t care much for ordinary treasures.

However, since he had come here, Lin Xuan felt confident. Yet when Xue Qiaoyun said this, his interest piqued: "Since trading Incarnation Stage puppets is difficult, we can discuss that later. For now, let’s talk about another transaction."

"Another transaction?" Xue Qiaoyun was taken aback. Lin Xuan had surprised her with these words.

"In the journey here, I saw many Crystal Power Cannons," said Lin Xuan.

Xue Qiaoyun's expression darkened: "This item is not for sale by our sect."

"Not sell? Can’t you make an exception?" asked Lin Xuan, somewhat surprised.

"This matter isn't within my authority. Many people have tried to buy Crystal Power Cannons, presenting various treasures, but none succeeded," said Xue Qiaoyun, seeing Lin Xuan’s displeased expression and changing the topic: "You must want to defend your cave府, but our sect has many other items besides Crystal Power Cannons."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was intrigued. Although he coveted the Crystal Power Cannons, he knew it would be better to proceed step by step.

As the saying goes, haste makes waste. He decided to look at other treasures first before making a decision. The Heavenly Skill Pavilion had a grand reputation; there must be useful items among them. "Then please introduce some of these treasures," said Lin Xuan.

Xue Qiaoyun hesitated: "Introducing is meaningless. What I say can’t match your personal experience. Would you like to take a look?"

"Of course, thank you for the tour," replied Lin Xuan with a smile.

The two then left the pavilion and flew into Ice City. Unlike the snowy outskirts, high-ranking cultivators were everywhere here. The disciples of the Heavenly Skill Pavilion wore different attire based on their preferences but shared a common symbol that made them easily identifiable. However, along the way, Lin Xuan noticed many outsiders.

All of them were Incarnation Stage cultivators accompanied by members of the Heavenly Skill Pavilion. It was clear they had come out of admiration and wished to purchase treasures from the Heavenly Skill Pavilion.
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Despite the many old monsters with infant souls, Lin Xuan was the only great cultivator among them. The faces of those present showed a mixture of surprise and suspicion as Lin Xuan's appearance was too unfamiliar.

Lin Xuan was informed that although Yunzhou was a holy land for cultivation, few could benefit from such good fortune to advance to the late-stage infant soul stage. Each person who achieved this level had shaken the world with their power. How could this man not leave any impression? Could he be one of those reclusive cultivators who worked hard in seclusion? Although they were curious, no one dared to block Lin Xuan's path due to his formidable cultivation.

The two figures moved slowly and deliberately, neither rushing nor hesitating. They eventually arrived at the alchemy hall where Lin Xuan was informed that a single ear mushroom would cost an unspecified amount of crystal stones.

"That depends on how many you wish to purchase," said Xi Qiaocun. "If it's over one hundred, our sect can offer a one percent discount; for a thousand or more, we can provide a two percent discount."

Lin Xuan sighed. It was no wonder the Heavenly Craft Sect was so wealthy—far from not doing business, they were exceptionally skilled at it.

"Suppose I want three thousand," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Three thousand?" Xi Qiaocun's face turned pale. "Are you joking?"

"I'm serious," Lin Xuan replied calmly.

Xi Qiaocun's expression changed rapidly. Three thousand was a staggering number. Although the ear mushrooms were easier to produce compared to puppets, producing that many would drain their sect's entire stock over several decades. Even for late-stage cultivators, such an expenditure was beyond their means. Unless it was an old monster from another sect, but Lin Xuan’s appearance and name were entirely unfamiliar.

She decided not to worry about it and treated him as a major customer instead. If he really bought that many, her commission would be substantial.

"Suppose you can buy so much at once," Xi Qiaocun said slowly. "I will personally arrange for the sect to offer an additional half percent discount. Each ear mushroom costs three thousand crystal stones. For your quantity, a total of nine million crystal stones is enough."

Nine million!

Before Lin Xuan could speak, several onlookers gasped in shock. Not only was there Lin Xuan, but also several other late-stage cultivators present. They all put down their treasures and focused on this unprecedented transaction.

Even for cultivators at that level, nine million crystal stones were not a small sum. Of course, they could afford it if they gritted their teeth. But once spent, it would mean financial ruin. It was clearly not worth buying ear mushrooms just to do so.

The only possibility was that the buyer had an extremely wealthy background, and nine million crystal stones meant nothing. Was this possible?

Under the intense gazes of everyone, Lin Xuan remained indifferent. He rubbed his forehead and spoke slowly: "I indeed don't have such a large sum on me."

Hearing this, Xi Qiaocun's face showed disappointment as her hopes for commission were dashed.

But before she could finish speaking, Lin Xuan continued, "Although I didn’t bring that many crystal stones, I do have some other treasures. Can your sect accept them as collateral?"

Lin Xuan had plenty of crystal stones in his storage bag, but they were mostly high-grade ones, and using them for such a trivial purchase would be wasteful.

In comparison, the treasure he had accumulated from killing so many cultivators was piled up like mountains. He could not use it himself, so why sell it? Xi Qiaocun's face lit up with joy: "Of course we can. Please follow me."

The two ascended to the second floor and were led into a private room where servants brought them tea. Soon after, an elderly cultivator arrived.

Lin Xuan glanced at him; he was a mid-stage condensation soul cultivator. However, Xi Qiaocun showed respect: "Old Master Huang, you've come."

"Meeting Senior Apprentice Brother," the old man respectfully bowed to Xi Qiaocun.

"Apprentice Brother Lin, this is Old Master Huang, one of our sect's three appraisers," Xi Qiaocun explained when she noticed Lin Xuan’s puzzled expression. "He has deep expertise in crafting various treasures."

Lin Xuan nodded and his expression relaxed. In the cultivation world, strength was supreme, but with the Heavenly Craft Sect being so diverse, the status of an appraiser was naturally high.
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"Pay respect to the senior," said Old Yellow, though he was a valuer, he still dared not be careless when facing a late-stage Immortal Refiner.

Lin Xuan waved his hand. Then, with a flick of his sleeve, a patch of green clouds rolled over, and various treasures appeared before him. There were swords, halberds, spears, and more—dozens in total.

The origins of these treasures were unclear to Lin Xuan himself. Over the years, he had killed many cultivators, and none of their storage pouches escaped his notice. Accumulated over time, they amounted to a staggering number.

Of the items Lin Xuan selected, some were ancient treasures, while others were personal talismans crafted by late-stage Immortal Refiners. To him, they seemed like chicken feed, but to other cultivators, they were eye-catching and heart-warming. Seeing so many treasures, both She Qiaoyun and Old Yellow were startled.

It was well-known that crafting a treasure was no easy task; some condensation core cultivators spent their entire lives trying to create even one decent treasure.

Moreover, these treasures, whether in terms of spiritual light or color, were extraordinary. Clearly, they belonged to the rare and exceptional category among treasures.

She Qiaoyun's eyes showed astonishment. She knew that not all of these treasures were crafted by Lin Xuan himself; many still had their personal marks on them, indicating that they were obtained through murder and plunder.

With this thought, she looked at Lin Xuan with a touch of reverence in her gaze, silently musing to herself: These late-stage Immortal Refiners are truly unfathomable.

"Thirty-five thousand," Lin Xuan nodded, agreeing to the price after Old Yellow offered an additional five thousand spiritual stones. This was already quite reasonable.

Seeing this, Old Yellow breathed a sigh of relief and took out another golden pen. In half an hour, they had appraised all thirty-four treasures. "Senior, your total is nine million spiritual stones," said She Qiaoyun.

"Nine million?" Lin Xuan was taken aback; She Qiaoyun, who was drinking water nearby, almost choked on her drink.

This was indeed a coincidence. When Lin Xuan presented these treasures, he had not carefully assessed their value, estimating they were worth around seven to eight million spiritual stones. He even planned to add some more. But it turned out that the exact amount was just enough to buy three thousand mushrooms.

The transaction concluded in a joyful atmosphere. She Qiaoyun then led Lin Xuan through several shops, but there was nothing else that caught his eye. The sky grew dark as they walked.

Lin Xuan did not know what he intended by avoiding the topic of late-stage Immortal Refiner puppets and Crystal Might Cannons all day. She Qiaoyun seemed to have forgotten about them too, their interactions were cordial on the surface but strained beneath.

"Brother Li, it's rare for you to visit our main hall; do you plan to stay a few days?" "Haha, of course. I haven't fully appreciated the grandeur of the Great Snow Mountain yet, and I've long admired some fellow Daoists at your sect," Lin Xuan said casually.

She Qiaoyun's eyebrows furrowed slightly but quickly returned to normal. "Since that is so, let me take Brother Lin to the VIP pavilion."

"Thank you for your trouble." Lin Xuan expressed his gratitude. They left the market and transformed into a streak of light, arriving at several crystal palaces.

These were small, elegant pavilions with formidable restrictions around them. These were indeed what they called the VIP pavilions.

Many high-ranking cultivators came to visit or admire the reputation of Heavenly Clever Sect. The facilities here were complete.

The restriction screen opened, and a beautiful young girl stepped out. She looked about seventeen or eighteen years old, with a round face that was both cute and adorable. "Greetings, Grandmaster!"

She Qiaoyun's gaze swept over her, showing shock on her face. Ordinary late-stage Immortal Refiners were usually received by senior condensation core cultivators; who was this person that had even caused the grandmaster to attend.

The girl was only at the foundation stage and could sense Lin Xuan's profound power but did not know his specific cultivation level, showing a mix of respect and awe on her face.

"La'er…" She Qiaoyun wanted to speak, but Lin Xuan waved his hand. "Lady She, I don't like being served; please let this young Daoist leave."

"Haha, Brother Li, if that is your wish, then so be it." Before she finished speaking, she tossed a command token at him: "There are many of our sect's executive disciples nearby. If you need anything, just tell them, and they will do their best with my token," said She Qiaoyun.

"Thank you."

Lin Xuan took the token and scanned it with his divine sense to ensure there were no tricks. He then put it in his pocket without worry. He entered one of the pavilions, where he found luxurious furnishings. His bedroom had an jade bed, and Lin Xuan fell asleep soundly.

Using nine million spiritual stones for three thousand mushrooms was not just a gesture; first, this item was indeed useful for protecting their sect, so the expenditure wasn't in vain.

Second, based on his estimation, many late-stage Immortal Refiners visited Heavenly Clever Sect each year. While they might not be too many, it was still considerable given that there were twelve stages and a total number of cultivators.

Even among high-ranking cultivators, their abilities varied greatly, as did their wealth. The two items he wanted to buy—whether the Crystal Might Cannon or a late-stage Immortal Refiner puppet—were significant to Heavenly Clever Sect. If he didn't show his extraordinary financial power, they wouldn't pay him any attention.

She Qiaoyun was only at the early stage of late-stage Immortal Refiner and couldn't make decisions in such matters. If his guess was correct, she would now go find the real decision-makers. In other words, Lin Xuan's nine million spiritual stones were merely a start.

Although it is said that wealth should not be openly displayed, business required trust. Lin Xuan didn't worry about any potential harm from Heavenly Clever Sect.

Moreover, his current cultivation level was comparable to the Separation stage, so even in their main hall, he had nothing to fear. Lin Xuan slept soundly and rested.

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian's face was drenched with cold sweat as he observed the figure within the array. Various thoughts raced through his mind, but he couldn't determine if it was a person or a demon.

However, one thing was certain: this individual was unfathomable. Despite being trapped in the array, Tian Xiaojian did not dare to escape.

Compared to his peers, Tian Xiaojian had deep scheming and rich experience with adventures. After some hesitation, he stepped forward and bowed towards the figure within the array. "I apologize, sir; I inadvertently entered here and disturbed your meditation. Please forgive me."

"Meditation? You know how to talk," the figure in the array said with a playful laugh.

Tian Xiaojian breathed a sigh of relief, realizing it was a woman. But he quickly became speechless as her voice turned rough and masculine: "Do you think you accidentally entered here? Wrong; I brought you here through great effort over eight hundred years. Wangting Lou, your lifespan should still be with us."

The rough man's voice and the self-proclaimed 'palace' made Tian Xiaojian shudder. He frowned, thinking, "Wangting Lou sounds familiar… Did I hear it before?"

"May I know your name?" he asked cautiously.

"Fu Liang," said the figure.

"Foolish mother?" Tian Xiaojian was stunned; that name was peculiar.

"It's Fu Liang." Seeing Tian Xiaojian's expression, the entity—whether human or demon—looked somewhat desolate. "It seems you haven't heard of me. Haha, time passes and changes; eight hundred years isn't short. In the old generation, anyone who reached late-stage Immortal Refiner would have known my name. But now, it's been long forgotten."

Tian Xiaojian frowned; the lifespan of a late-stage Immortal Refiner was only about a thousand years. Even geniuses rarely advanced before three hundred years. After eight centuries, unless he was at the Separation stage, he should be dust by now.
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The next morning, Lin Xuan stretched lazily and felt refreshed. He didn't get out of bed but instead sat cross-legged on the floor, starting to slowly regulate his breathing.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t practicing any divine techniques; after all, he was in someone else’s main hall, so it was best to be cautious.

Time passed gradually.

Suddenly, a faint knock came from outside the door.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and slowly opened his eyes. His spiritual sense swept over, revealing that it was the female cultivator with the baby face from yesterday. She had said she didn’t need anyone to wait on her, so why was she here again?

He felt slightly puzzled but decided not to ignore her completely.

"Come in," he said calmly, his expression showing no surprise or joy.

The door creaked open as the woman stepped inside, bowing respectfully toward Lin Xuan: "Senior, Senior Zhexu has something important today and cannot come. I have been sent here to wait on you."

Lin Xuan’s gaze shifted slightly, but he didn’t reveal his thoughts. The woman's presence seemed familiar, though not in a way that was immediately recognizable.

"Please forgive my rudeness," the woman said with a bow. "Senior, your arrival is greatly honored. What can I do for you? If there are any instructions, our sect will certainly try its best to fulfill them."

Lin Xuan nodded slightly and replied politely: "Thank you for your hospitality. Please ask me what you need. If there are any orders, we will do our utmost to comply."

The woman’s words were calm but carried a sense of urgency.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s aura slowed as he turned his head back. A dazzling streak of light shot toward them from behind.

Although the light didn’t appear extraordinary and its spiritual pressure was barely perceptible, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted slightly.

This feeling couldn’t be wrong; it was a Separation Stage cultivator!

Was this perhaps the Supreme Elder of Tianshao Sect? Lin Xuan thought with some surprise.

However, he quickly dismissed that idea. The streak of light was unfamiliar, but its aura felt familiar and carried an alluring scent.

He had smelled something like this before.

It must be a female cultivator!

Lin Xuan wasn’t sure how many Separation Stage women existed in Yunzhou, but the one who fit the description was the Supreme Elder of Tiaohai Pavilion.

Why would Lady Meng Ruyan come here when she was supposed to be secluding herself at her sect?

His thoughts were interrupted as Lin Xuan’s gaze met with that of the woman.

Although he had altered his appearance, the mask he wore was one he had given her personally; how could she not recognize him?

Why was she here? And why had she advanced to Separation Stage?

Not many people made Lady Meng Ruyan likeable, but Lin Xuan happened to be one of them. However, this wasn’t a time for idle conversation.

"Please forgive my rudeness earlier," the woman said with a bow. "Senior, your visit is greatly honored. What can I do for you? If there are any instructions, our sect will certainly try its best to comply."

Lin Xuan had tasted her power and knew better than to show any displeasure. He replied respectfully: "The old man was just too eager. Please tell me what you need. If there are any orders, we will do our utmost to fulfill them."

Tianshao Sect was formidable, but a Separation Stage cultivator was one of the most powerful beings in the mortal realm. Each had a vast backing, and he couldn’t afford to offend her.

"Where is that old man Tai Yin? Make him come out," a pleasant voice said, familiar enough to be unmistakable. Lin Xuan recognized it as Lady Meng Ruyan’s.

The elders of Tianshao Sect exchanged glances; the way she addressed them made their eyes flash with anger, but they dared not act rashly.

"Is this Lady Meng Ruyan from Tiaohai Pavilion?" asked Elder Long Yu, his expression changing slightly.

His call was correct on the surface, and it didn’t seem to be a mistake.

The light flickered, and the hazy glow finally dispersed, revealing a beautiful woman.

She looked no more than twenty years old, though she had already lived for 1500 years as a Separation Stage cultivator. Her appearance was stunning; her delicate features were exquisite, even if they fell slightly short of Yunzhong Immortal’s beauty. Her skin was flawless and smooth, like that of a newborn.

She wore a simple green dress, which made her appear ethereal and otherworldly. Unlike the other Separation Stage cultivators he had met, Lady Meng Ruyan didn’t emit any spiritual pressure around her, explaining why Tianshao Sect’s elders hadn’t recognized her level.

"Indeed, it is me," she said with a raised eyebrow. "Where is that old man Tai Yin? Is he still hiding like a turtle in its shell?"

Elder Long Yu smiled bitterly but replied: "Please calm down, Senior. Our seven sects are closely connected. I don’t know what the misunderstanding is, but it has caused you such anger."

Lady Meng Ruyan’s reputation had spread throughout Yunzhou five hundred years ago; she was known for her ruthless methods and had exterminated 82 allied cultivators.

Although Tianshao Sect wasn’t a soft target, they didn’t need to fear. However, it wasn’t necessary to antagonize Tiaohai Pavilion unless absolutely needed.

As the sect’s leader, he knew that Lady Meng Ruyan hadn’t left her sect for twenty years. Why would she suddenly offend her?

And it seemed like more than a minor issue; otherwise, she wouldn’t have come in such a rage.

This matter must be handled properly to avoid any major trouble.

With this thought, his smile became even more respectful: "Senior, my Master Tai Yin has been secluding himself and doesn’t see guests. However, since you are here, I will take you to his abode."

"Lead the way," Lady Meng Ruyan said coldly.

"Yes!"

Elder Long Yu waved his hand, and the other Separation Stage cultivators understood, retreating. He remained respectfully by their side as a guide.

Soon, everything returned to calmness, as if nothing had happened.

Lady Meng Ruyan didn’t look back; perhaps she hadn’t yet connected Lin Xuan with her previous encounter with the weak Lingdong Stage female.

"Senior," the woman named Lan'er said softly. The scene from earlier was too shocking for a low-level cultivator like her.

"Continue guiding."

Lin Xuan shook his head and replied calmly, though his mind was racing. Why had Lady Meng Ruyan come here in such an aggressive manner?

Why would Tiaohai Pavilion, which didn’t have any issues with the Thousand Buddha Sect, suddenly be at odds with Tianshao Sect?

What could it be about?

He needed Tiaohai Pavilion as an ally against the Thousand Buddha Sect. Lin Xuan hoped they wouldn’t offend Tianshao Sect again; too many enemies would be detrimental.

Hopefully, this was a misunderstanding. He turned his head and looked back at Lady Meng Ruyan’s direction, hoping for another chance to meet her if possible.

He sincerely hoped she wouldn’t clash with the man named Tai Yin right away.

Coming alone to their main hall, Lady Meng Ruyan seemed too impulsive.

* * *
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Throughout this journey, Fanyu has gained his own fans and loyal supporters. It feels like a dream come true for long-time readers who know that Fanyu is generally indifferent or uninterested in contention.

In my eyes, there are many experts; why bother competing with them?

But as the saying goes, "where there's effort, there's reward." With more words added to *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*, the plot has unfolded. Although it hasn't become a top-tier book yet, it now has an increasing number of devoted readers.

Especially for Fanyu, he was fortunate enough to meet several excellent deputy moderators. He isn’t sure about how other book review area moderators operate, but in my heart, his deputy moderators are the best.

Tinglou and Naliulong played a crucial role in boosting *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*'s popularity. On one hand, they helped gather readers; on the other, they inspired Fanyu to strive harder.

After all, if the moderators are working so hard, can I afford to slack off? Haha.

Recently, Zhiruo MM has taken up her position as a deputy moderator, making *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* even more vibrant with its first female deputy moderator.

But Zhiroo MM is no mere decoration. Her dedication and effort are evident to everyone. Here, Fanyu wants to say thank you.

Thank my three deputy moderators. Although Naliulong is busy with work now, we all have families to support. It doesn’t matter; as long as they can come back to *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* when they have time.

For a long time, *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* has never competed for anything. Even when votes were needed, it was always recommendation votes. Many readers even urged me to be more proactive, saying I was too calm and needed to step up.

At the end of the year, Fanyu had a conversation with Tinglou. Finally, he decided to give it his all, not for the 1000 yuan prize from the monthly vote category, but for honor. This is the truth; an honor that belongs to Fanyu, *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*, and its devoted readers because without them, there would be no *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* today.

Fanyu won’t go into detail about the specific process; it was very busy at the end of the year. Tinglou was still reaching out to core fans, preparing for monthly votes. Rabbixianzi likes to sleep early but stayed up until midnight on New Year's Day just to make a donation and vote.

The generosity of Moon Lord is well-known—monthly votes and donations poured in.

Then there’s Shuanggong Lord; Fanyu doesn’t know how many fake accounts he used, but the monthly votes kept rising last night.

And Naliulong, Brother Biao, and so many others. Fanyu won't name them all here.

Of course, there are also countless ordinary readers who might have only cast one or two votes, but Fanyu is extremely grateful to each of them. It’s said that small steps lead to great distances; every reader's effort may seem insignificant, but it was their collective support that brought *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* to its current success.

Of course, it’s only the eighth day now, and it’s too early to declare victory. But Fanyu will continue to strive until he wins.

Although I feel more exhausted than during my senior year in high school, having been sleeping after midnight for many days while juggling monthly votes and wedding preparations, like yesterday when I went out to buy cigarettes, there are just so many things to do.

But rest assured, this month is like preparing for the college entrance exam; Fanyu will give it his all and not let you down.

After discussing the monthly vote results, a joyous event, another source of happiness is that *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* ranked ninth in the book review contest.

Fanyu knows he doesn’t compare to many great authors. Ranking tenth was achieved through the hard work of countless readers who fought their way for me.

Tinglou and Zhiroo MM, thank you both.

Poet Aman, Lotus Heart Ordinary Person, Moonlight Blade Guest, Little Bug Who Doesn't Like Early Rises, Tinglou and Zhiroo MM, Flower Friends, Fairy Nishang, and many other readers (Fanyu won’t name them all here). It has been so many days of effort from everyone sitting in front of the computer to help me achieve this.

Fanyu doesn't know how to express his gratitude. He can only say that he will work hard, making *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* better. The honor belongs to us and all of you; one day, being a reader will be a proud title.

Because of you, *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes* is more splendid. Because I have you, Fanyu feels happy and proud.

Thank you all.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十章 莫雪松

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he continued his journey. However, his face remained expressionless, guided by a female cultivator named Lan'er towards the Snowy Crystal Pavilion.

No matter what, he must first achieve his purpose for this trip. As to why Fairy Ruyan had come here, he would have to act according to circumstances later on.

With these thoughts in mind, after about half an hour, Lin Xuan found himself before a crystal-clear building.

It was a grand pavilion that loomed high above the ground, yet it floated in mid-air.

"Lady, this is where we are," Lan'er said softly and respectfully as she opened her lips.

Lin Xuan nodded and turned towards the magnificent and beautiful structure. The entrance was at least seven or eight zhang tall, with a shimmering aura that radiated from its surface. Such an extraordinary building would likely leave most cultivators feeling uneasy, but Lin Xuan's experience was vast; he had even visited the palace of the Asura King. This Snowy Crystal Pavilion, though impressive, held no special significance to him.

The door creaked open as it slowly swung inward. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly as he saw a man in his early forties standing behind it. Wearing a scholar’s robe and with long hair reaching down to his waist, the man exuded an air of unrestrained freedom. His presence was formidable; he was clearly at the peak of the元婴期 (Advanced Spirit Stage), yet one would never guess that both his eyes were blind.

"Sir Li, may I ask where you come from? I am Mo Xuesong, a senior elder of the Heaven Skill Sect," the scholar said with a bow. Even though he was blind, his presence did not affect him as a cultivator; his spiritual sense swept over Lin Xuan, revealing a hint of surprise.

"Indeed, it is Mo Fellow Daoist, whom I have long admired. I am but an independent cultivator without any sect," Lin Xuan replied calmly in return.

It was no wonder that such a statement would be believed by the other party; after all, the cultivation world was one where the strong preyed on the weak and where many things were done to maintain appearances. He had come here merely for business, and he doubted the other party would delve too deeply into his background.

Indeed, Mo Xuesong laughed heartily. "Fellow Daoist, you have truly impressed me with your independent cultivation. Please follow me," he said as he gestured Lin Xuan forward before turning to enter the grand hall. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan emitted a faint green glow and followed him inside. Only Lan'er, a base foundation stage cultivator named Lan'er, remained in place.

As she watched Lin Xuan's back, she sighed softly. She could not dare to intrude into the Snowy Crystal Pavilion and flew away with a sense of desolation.

---

After entering the grand hall, Lin Xuan passed through a layer of white light. Before him was no longer a building but a scene of green mountains and clear waters, with an impressive waterfall in full view. The dense aura surrounded them.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed slightly, though he did not show much surprise. Such scenes were nothing new to him; although they were grand, they held little significance for someone like him.

"Ha ha, Fellow Daoist, I apologize for the deception. This is my secluded place," Mo Xuesong said calmly. Despite his middle-aged appearance, as an advanced spirit stage cultivator, he could easily be several hundred years old and calling himself "old man" was perfectly fitting.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist, you are too kind. Indeed, this place is a paradise," Lin Xuan replied, looking at the distant waterfall thoughtfully.

The two then sat down in a pavilion by a mountain stream. A servant brought them tea and fruits.

The young woman serving had a beautiful face and appeared to be no more than seventeen or eighteen years old. Her spiritual pressure was faintly perceptible, indicating she might only be at the灵动期 (Flexible Spirit Stage).

However, Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her, revealing surprise on his face.

"Ha ha, Fellow Daoist has keen eyesight indeed; it seems you have already discerned something," Mo Xuesong’s laughter echoed, sounding very pleasant.

"I am not well-versed in puppetry, but I do have considerable experience with crafting. These two disciplines share some common ground among the myriad arts of cultivation."

Lin Xuan picked up a red fruit from the table and placed it in his mouth. For base foundation stage cultivators, such spiritual fruits were rare treasures; for advanced spirit stage cultivators like him, they merely satisfied their appetites.

"Indeed, this girl is just a puppet I created during my leisure time. While she can pass as real to most people with strong spiritual senses, her abilities are limited. She can only serve tea and water," Mo Xuesong said.

"It's not bad that she can serve tea and water," Lin Xuan replied nonchalantly.

"Oh, if Fellow Daoist likes it, I will give this puppet to you. I will erase its mark shortly." Mo Xuesong was generous with a mere灵动期 (Flexible Spirit Stage) puppet; he had brought Lin Xuan here for significant business.

"Thank you, Fellow Daoist," Lin Xuan did not hesitate or show any surprise. At their level of cultivation, such a small puppet held no significance.

"I heard from Sister Xue that Fellow Daoist traveled far to our sect with the intention of purchasing advanced spirit stage puppets. Additionally, Fellow Daoist is also interested in crystal power cannons," Mo Xuesong said directly, his straightforward nature evident as he pointed out Lin Xuan's purpose for coming here.

"Indeed." Lin Xuan nodded without hesitation. "I do wish to purchase these two treasures from your sect."

"Oh? According to our rules, neither advanced spirit stage puppets nor crystal power cannons can be sold," Mo Xuesong said with a raised eyebrow.

"But Sister Cloudy mentioned that all things are negotiable; otherwise, you would not have invited me here," Lin Xuan sipped his tea and replied nonchalantly.

"Ha ha, Fellow Daoist is straightforward. From your appearance, I am curious about what treasures you plan to exchange for these items. Let me be blunt: knowing your status as a great cultivator, you are incredibly wealthy, but our sect does not lack crystal stones or even top-grade treasure artifacts."

"This I understand," Lin Xuan remained unperturbed despite Mo Xuesong's words. If he had enough crystal stones, he would have bought these treasures without needing to invest nine hundred thousand.

With a wave of his sleeve, green light flashed, and a silk box appeared on the table in front of him.

The box was about a foot long and wide, looking ancient with several禁制符篆 (restraining talismans) affixed to its surface. Strange patterns adorned the lid.

"What is this?" Mo Xuesong’s spiritual sense was repelled by the box's restraints, causing his expression to change slightly as he asked.

PS: I've been staying up late for several days now, so my head feels a bit dizzy and typing speed has slowed down. But don't worry; there will be more updates tonight.
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On the other side of Tianzhou, in the Demon域 Mountains, there was a cave belonging to Shen Xi.

Looking at the figure within the array, Tiao Xiaojian's expression fluctuated. The old monster named Feng Liang, despite being trapped under numerous restrictions, still wasn't someone he could handle. In fact, even if he tried to escape in front of him, it would be impossible. What should he do?

Since the fall of Supreme Demon Sovereign Netherworld Tyrant, Tiao Xiaojian had encountered many dangerous situations, but none compared to this one.

The name Wuting Lou came to mind for Tiao Xiaojian; he had heard about it by chance from someone before. It was said that the Taoist Elder of Pine Wind Academy was a legendary figure in the Twelve States of Tianyun, known as the top expert among them.

This old monster named Feng Liang was an archenemy of Wuting Lou, and Tiao Xiaojian guessed he must be at the late Separation stage.

Tiao Xiaojian's lips curled into a bitter smile. Back then, Fairy Yuyan had single-handedly exterminated over ten thousand cultivators from the Eighty-Two Alliance, with eight being in the late Core Formation stage.

The Separation stage was a turning point; Tiao Xiaojian had read about it many times in ancient texts. As an early Core Formation cultivator himself, he knew that attempting to match him would be like courting death. Since brute force wouldn't work, all he could do was use his wits. Tiao Xiaojian remained calm on the surface but pondered a way out.

"Kid, what do you say about becoming my disciple?" Feng Liang said impatiently from within the restrictions.

Tiao Xiaojian's expression turned incredulous. "That... is quite an offer."

Feng Liang sneered. "You don't think so? Back in the day, when I was a force to be reckoned with across the land, even Wuting Lou trembled at my name. What do you think of being called the top expert among the Twelve States of Tianyun?"

Tiao Xiaojian hesitated. While his opponent's cultivation level was more than sufficient as a teacher, he knew nothing about him. Moreover, why would an old Separation stage monster be trapped in these mountains? And what were his true intentions by wanting to take Tiao Xiaojian under his wing?

With all these thoughts swirling in his mind, Tiao Xiaojian remained uncertain.

Feng Liang's voice cut through the silence. "Hmph! Do you think I'm not worth your respect? In my heyday, Wuting Lou was still afraid of me. If I were to appear now, would he dare call himself the top expert?"

Tiao Xiaojian swallowed hard. The old monster's arrogance was overwhelming. But Tiao Xiaojian felt that Feng Liang wasn't lying; his own experience allowed him to discern truth from falsehood.

"Supreme Sovereign, if you say so, then you were indeed the top expert in your time?" Tiao Xiaojian asked carefully.

Feng Liang nodded. "That's right."

"Why would you be trapped here? In this cave?"

"Hmph! If it came down to a one-on-one fight, I wouldn't fear Wuting Lou. But back then, there were others who challenged me as well—Dream Ruyu. Do you think that Wuting Lou could capture me if not for her interference?" Feng Liang said with a hint of anger.

"Dream Ruyi?" Tiao Xiaojian's expression changed to one of thoughtfulness. "I've never heard of this name, but it bears a striking resemblance to Dream Ruyan from the Skyfarer Pavilion. Could it be..."

"Skyfarer Pavilion's Elder," Feng Liang said with a sneer. "Indeed, Ruyi is her younger sister. In terms of cultivation and talent, she far surpasses Ruyan. And she's also much more beautiful. She was once hailed as the most beautiful woman in the world, even Wuting Lou fell under her spell. Unfortunately, despite her high cultivation, she lacked the finesse to pursue women. She ended up falling into my trap."

Feng Liang sounded smug as he spoke.

"Could it be..."

Tiao Xiaojian swallowed hard. He never imagined that there were so many love stories and grudges among these ancient monsters eight hundred years ago. "Of course, I wouldn't waste time on women. I took the opportunity to subdue Dream Ruyu. Initially, I wanted to court her, but Wuting Lou arrived just in time..."

The rest of the story was clear: when his revered Fairy was humiliated by Feng Liang, Wuting Lou unleashed all his power and fought fiercely against him.

Eight hundred years ago, both were at the middle Separation stage, their powers evenly matched. Feng Liang had a slight edge due to his unique demonic cultivation methods.

Unfortunately, old demons made mistakes. The restrictions he placed on Dream Ruyu were effective but time-bound. Although he was slightly better than Wuting Lou, winning decisively wasn't easy.

After two hours, the restrictions on Dream Ruyi were lifted. Though she seemed fine, she had been given an unfair advantage over Feng Liang and harbored intense resentment toward him.

With a numerical disadvantage, Skyfarer Pavilion's Falling Cloud White Snow Technique was formidable. At that time, Ruyan was only in the late Core Formation stage, but her sister had already advanced to Separation stage, turning the tide against Feng Liang...
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十二章 林轩的算计

Snow Crystal Pavilion.

Lin Xuan took out three precious treasures. Even Master Elder Tianqiao's composure couldn't hide his joy, as he handled them with care and delight. Lin Xuan did not urge him; instead, he sipped tea while the fruits on the table were quite tasty. In a moment, it had been over an incense stick’s worth of time.

"Friend Daoist, I am very satisfied with these three sets of armor. What do you wish to exchange from our sect?" Li Daoyou said quickly.

Lin Xuan did not take offense but simply reached out and took out a jade cylinder from his waistband. "Daoyi Friend, don’t be in such a hurry. I came all this way for a reason; it’s not just for your amusement. Three sets of armor are not enough, but if you add the ancient method of forging armor..." Lin Xuan spoke confidently with a satisfied smile on his face.

"What? So many... Brother Li, aren’t you making fun of me!" Mo Xuesong was stunned when he heard Lin Xuan’s request. Three complete sets of armor were indeed significant for Tianqiao Sect, but the conditions seemed too extravagant. It was almost like extortion. "Brother Li, you are an advanced-stage Immortal, so if you wish to trade, please show a bit more sincerity."

Lin Xuan did not take offense; instead, he said, "Mo Daoyi, I have come from afar with good intentions and won’t waste your time for nothing. Three sets of armor aren’t enough, but add the ancient method of forging armor, and you’ll see if that’s still too much." Mo Xuesong was taken aback as Lin Xuan touched his chin, revealing a sly smile.

"Indeed, this is an ancient method of forging armor. I agree to your terms," Mo Xuesong said with regret. Ten advanced-stage puppet souls and over a hundred Crystal Power Cannons were indeed a hefty sum for Tianqiao Sect. This was a heavy blow. However, he had no choice but to agree.

This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity; missing it would mean losing everything. While the three sets of armor were valuable, recreating ancient armor techniques from them alone seemed unlikely. After all, every art in cultivation required years of refinement and experience. But with the notes left by an ancient armor forger, things could be different...

Although he was now outsmarted, Lin Xuan had his own plans. With ten advanced-stage puppet souls, Baixuan Pavilion’s strength would increase significantly. The Crystal Power Cannons placed in the main hall, combined with the sect’s protective array, would make it impenetrable. As for what he was giving away...

The three sets of armor were merely practice pieces compared to the Green Flame Qilin Armor. They were just a waste.

As for the method of forging armor within the jade cylinder? It couldn’t possibly be the original version; Lin Xuan had written it himself. The content only covered basic theories, with very few advanced techniques. While Tianqiao Sect could indeed forge armor using these principles, they would not produce anything superior. In short, there was no threat to him.

Still, as one of the seven major forces, Tianqiao Sect had countless wise individuals who might take a few thousand years to rediscover and perfect the technique. But by then, Lin Xuan would already have ascended to the Spirit Realm. He always planned meticulously before acting, targeting the sect’s weaknesses, and this move was indeed effective.

"Although I agreed to your exchange terms, I must admit that you also made a hefty request. Puppet souls are fine, but over a hundred Crystal Power Cannons will take some time for our sect to allocate," Mo Xuesong said helplessly. "Three days?"

"Exactly, three days."

"If it’s just this much time, I have no problem. I’ll go back now and let you know once I hear anything." Lin Xuan nodded in agreement after a moment of thought.

"Alright then, Daoyi, there’s no need for me to see you off. You don’t have to stay at the VIP lounge; if you’re interested, feel free to explore. Just avoid our forbidden areas, and we’ll treat you warmly," Mo Xuesong said with a smile as he stood up.

Lin Xuan bowed and then emitted a bright green light, transforming into a streak of lightning that shot out from the entrance.

Mo Xuesong’s smile slowly faded as a cold expression appeared on his face. A rumbling sound entered his ears; in the distant mountain wall, there was a cave where a young woman emerged.

She wore a green dress and looked no more than twenty years old, with a beautiful appearance and formidable spiritual pressure, making her an advanced-stage Immortal.

"Lord, are you really going to exchange ten puppet souls and over a hundred Crystal Power Cannons for that?" The woman frowned when she appeared, clearly disapproving of the deal. "Xin Sister, Brother Li also doesn’t want to do it, but we must get this method," Mo Xuesong shook his head, visibly in pain.

"I understand your brother’s intentions, but why exchange? He is alone; why not..." The woman released a terrifying aura as she spoke, though her words were incomplete, the meaning was clear.

"Absolutely not!" Mo Xuesong shook his head and rejected his companion's suggestion. "Although seizing treasure is common in cultivation, this situation is different. We must maintain basic integrity when doing business. If someone comes to our sect for a trade and we kill them and take their goods, if the news leaks out, it will damage our reputation. Such suggestions are not to be considered."

"Besides..."

"What besides?"

"Even though he’s an advanced-stage cultivator, his actions were too extravagant. He bought mushrooms with nine million crystals without batting an eye. Such a person claims to be a wandering cultivator; do you believe that, Sister?" Mo Xuesong hesitated before carefully explaining his feelings.

"It can’t be true. You are already at the peak of the Immortal stage and our sect’s chief elder. Your cultivation techniques far surpass those of ordinary high-stage cultivators," the woman said in disbelief. "I’m not sure either; it might just be a misperception, but this Li fellow is definitely formidable. The idea that he’s a wandering cultivator is absurd. We’d better not entertain any other thoughts."

In Tianzhou, the Demon Domain Mountains, an old monster named Feng Liang was recounting a love-hate story from eight hundred years ago to Xiao Jian.

The matter wasn’t complicated; it involved three people at the Separation Stage, making it quite dramatic.

Feng Liang and Wangtinglou were evenly matched in terms of cultivation techniques and power. The outcome was uncertain until Meng Rumei joined.

However, Feng Liang’s character was extremely peculiar. If he left, he would let Wangtinglou save the beauty, and he wouldn’t be able to enjoy her himself. Such a scenario was unacceptable to him.

Rather than break, he chose to shatter. He used all his abilities without targeting Wangtinglou, who was of the same stage.

He inflicted severe damage, even taking a hit from Wangtinglou that left him severely injured and bleeding profusely. He killed Meng Rumei with a sword before she could escape, reducing her to dust with his法宝.

Xiao Jian couldn’t help swallowing as he heard this. "Senior, if you say so, then Meng Rouyan’s sister must have perished at your hands."
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百四十三章 神识搜索

"Good, the former top beauty of Yunzhou did indeed fall to my hands. Feng Liang's voice was filled with pride as if he didn't find it a bit distasteful that he had crushed the flower and burned the lute." "What happened next? After you killed Ice Fairy Lady Bingxianzi, how did you manage to escape from Wangtinglou?" Tian Xiaojian swallowed his saliva nervously.

"Hmph. Of course not. If I had escaped at that time, would this palace be where I am now trapped?" Feng Liang's voice turned sharp as he sighed softly. "Although my divine power is slightly superior to Wangtinglou's, the two of us together are still no match for each other. To kill Fairy Lady Rumen with a sword, I had to use all-out tactics and took a hit from Wangtinglou." "I was severely injured by spitting out blood, losing much strength, and ultimately captured by him..."

"Did you fall into Wangtinglou's hands?" Tian Xiaojian's face showed surprise. According to common sense, his beloved should have hated him to the bone after he killed her. Why didn't he seek revenge immediately? At least if it were Tian Xiaojian, he would have extracted Soul and Essence from Shífang, making him suffer all kinds of torments.

"Hmph, do you think Wangtinglou is a soft-hearted person?" Feng Liang could read Tian Xiaojian's thoughts. "Wangtinglou did this because he hated me to the bone, so he didn't kill me easily and trapped me in this array." "Trapped you?"

"Exactly. This ancient array was left behind by an ancient cultivator. Even a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator couldn't escape alone, but the most terrifying part is that it can erode one's soul and bones, just like extracting Soul and Essence. I've been enjoying this for eight hundred years..." Feng Liang laughed in a sickly manner. His pale face was unsettling even though his expression could not be clearly seen.

"Because Wangtinglou hated me for killing Rumen Fairy Lady, he used such cruel methods to torment me, but I, Feng Liang, am no one who can be manipulated. There's no Spirit Vein or Crystal Stone here; I'm constantly tormented, yet I still advanced to late-stage Separation Realm. But I still couldn't escape until I finally sent the treasure maps using my flying sword after much effort. After two hundred years, someone finally found this place..."

"So that's how it is." Tian Xiaojian remained calm on the surface but was already regretting his actions. He had thought he would get the treasures from Luo Family, only to fall into an old monster's trap.

Accepting him as a disciple wasn't foolish of Tian Xiaojian; he knew there must be ulterior motives behind such a claim.

Could it be about stealing ancient treasures? The thought made Tian Xiaojian break out in cold sweat. His Soul-Extraction Sword, Yimeng Shuixin Jian, circled his dantian. Even if the enemy was revealed, he would not sit idly by. But could he escape this time? He had no confidence and could only rely on fate.

"Boy, don't waste your efforts. Although I'm trapped in this array, killing you is still easy. So listen carefully," Feng Liang's voice carried a hint of coldness as it echoed through the stone room. "Senior, what do you want?"

"You know very well that I want to take you under my wing." Feng Liang smiled seductively.

"Why lie to me? What purpose does deceiving me serve? If you take me in as your disciple, are you expecting me to advance to Separation Realm and seek revenge against the current top expert of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect?" Tian Xiaojian said sarcastically.

"Revenge? I have no such thoughts. Even if you advanced to Separation Realm, you wouldn't be able to match Wangtinglou's strength. In Yunzhou, apart from me, who else would be worthy of being that old man's opponent? But taking you in as a disciple has other purposes," Feng Liang's deep voice resonated.

"Oh?"

Hearing this, Tian Xiaojian felt relieved. If there were any use for him, his life should be safe: "Senior, please speak."

Elsewhere, Lin Xuan didn't know what Mo Xuesong and his wife had discussed after he left. He returned directly to the VIP Pavilion.

Entering the room, Lin Xuan took out a set of array flags from his pocket and cast them around his residence with a spell.

One must always be wary. Although it was unlikely for Tiangqiao Sect to commit such foolish acts in their main base, people had desires, and he couldn't take any chances after making such large demands.

Lin Xuan then sat cross-legged, seemingly meditating but actually extending his divine sense cautiously. As one of the seven major forces, Tiangqiao Sect was full of powerful cultivators, so he took extra care.

Time passed slowly, and before long, half an hour had elapsed. Lin Xuan opened his eyes. No luck!

Lin Xuan didn't detect any Spirit Energy from Fairy Lady Rumen's body; he had no idea where she went.

But it wasn't strange since Tiangqiao Sect had several forbidden areas with special protections that could block divine senses. However, Lin Xuan showed no disappointment on his face. As the saying goes, absence of evidence is evidence of absence. He always considered Heavenly Sea Pavilion and Tiangqiao Sect potential allies to team up against the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect.

He didn't want them to clash, so he naturally hoped for a peaceful resolution with Rumen Fairy Lady's arrival. However, her aggressive demeanor suggested that things might not be simple. She was a fierce woman; if she had an argument with Tiangqiao Sect's Grand Elder... Fortunately, such concerns seemed unnecessary.

If there were two Separation Realm existences fighting, they would definitely feel the terrifying Spirit Energy fluctuations even in a concealed array. Since he felt nothing, it might still have a chance to turn around. Lin Xuan continued meditating.

Meanwhile, at an inconspicuous building in the southeast corner of Ice City.

This was a two-story pavilion made of jade but appeared old and neglected, as if not repaired for many years, unlike the well-maintained palaces outside. However, this unremarkable building was one of the major forbidden areas within Ice City.

Although there were no obvious restrictions here, all divine senses would be blocked once near the pavilion's perimeter, making it seem like an independent space.

Rarely did anyone dare to enter; even those passing by moved quietly because this inconspicuous pavilion was where the Supreme Elder and True Immortal Yinying lived in seclusion.

The seven major forces had a long history with deep roots, far more profound than outsiders imagined. Only Rumen Fairy Lady's fame had spread throughout Yunzhou before; now that tensions were high, these old monsters began to surface one by one.

PS: Eating now and will continue writing tomorrow. My aunt and her boyfriend are back, so I need to greet them first. When things get a bit quieter in a few days, Phan Yu will try to write more.
很温馨，很幸福的感觉（免费）

unconsciously it's already another weekend. Phantom Rain is asking for recommendation votes with a transmission talisman, and I hope everyone will be generous. After all, the more recommendation votes we get, the higher our ranking on the Immortalchivalrous hero or martial artist category list, which means more fellow daoists can have the chance to read *A Hundred Refinements to Become an Immortal*. Thank you.

Additionally, at the beginning of the year, everyone is very busy. Fellow daoist Lingting, please go to bed early. Health is wealth; good health brings happiness. Phantom Rain doesn't want any of you to be too tired.

There's also my dear raindrops, Phantom Rain wants to say a heartfelt thank you to you. It’s true, today from morning till evening, I saw you working hard on editing and managing comments, which was very tiring. Thank you.

Why am I so lucky? Every deputy editor I've met has been so kind.

And my dear raindrops, everyone should also take care of your health; it's been really cold these days.

Haha, many fellow daoists say supporting Phantom Rain has become a habit for them, and seeing those words makes me feel very warm and happy. And Phantom Rain feels the same way—every day browsing through comments in the book review section is like chatting with family and friends, which gives me such a good feeling.

Thank you all. Although writing books can be exhausting, having your support makes every day feel joyful. I love this feeling and hope everyone will continue to stay by my side.

Originally, the title was asking for recommendation votes, but without realizing it, I've written down these feelings. So, let's change the title as well, hahaha.
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This pavilion was unremarkable to begin with. As the abode of Tai Yin True Immortal for his cultivation, few dared to venture here on a daily basis. However, at this moment, two streaks of light shot towards it. The speed of these streaks was astonishing; they arrived before the pavilion in no time. Light radiated from them, revealing an elderly white-haired man and a beautiful young female cultivator.

"Is this where Tai Yin resides?" Dream Ruyan's delicate brows furrowed as she sized up the building.

"Yes, Senior Aunt," came the reply.

Dragon Yu, despite his high rank and power, dared not breathe. "Yes."

Dream Ruyan did not turn around but her voice held no hint of joy or displeasure. "Very well, you may leave now."

A bitter smile appeared on Dragon Yu's lips. It had been so long since anyone spoke to him like this, yet he could not show any dissatisfaction. He bowed to Dream Ruyan and then his entire body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew towards the sky.

He dared not interfere with the纠葛 between two old monsters of the Separation Stage; it would be better for them to resolve their issues on their own.

The room fell silent, so quiet that one could hear a pin drop. Dream Ruyan's expression was like ice. "Tai Yin, since you've come here, are you still going to hide like a turtle in its shell?"

Her voice was not loud but it carried far. No response came, and her face turned even colder.

"Ah, how can you say that?" Tai Yin smiled humbly. "I am merely fortunate; there is still some distance before I reach the pinnacle."

Dream Ruyan's expression changed. "So you have already stepped into the Intermediate Separation Stage? It's no wonder you do not take me seriously."

Dream Ruyan, with her fierce personality, showed a hint of coldness on her face. "How can you say such things, even Brother Lingtiao has always treated me with respect. Tai Yin hasn't asked about the world for centuries; when did I offend you?"

Tai Yin's expression was one of surprise.

"Hmph, don't mention that unfeeling man to me," Dream Ruyan said, her teeth biting into her lip in disgust. "If he could have remained faithful to my sister, I would have accepted him as a brother-in-law. But that old fool is fickle; she died not long ago and he married another woman."

Dream Ruyan's face was filled with disdain.

"Ahem, Lady," Tai Yin said, trying to explain for his friend. "Brother Lingtiao has deep feelings for your sister. We all know this, so you shouldn't speak like that."

Tai Yin did not agree with Dream Ruyan’s accusations. Lingtiao and Ruyan had never formed a dual cultivation relationship, making it impossible to be faithful.

Moreover, the first time Lingtiao took a concubine was over a hundred years after Ruyan's death. One hundred years in the world of cultivators is not short.

Lingtiao did take multiple concubines, but this had nothing to do with his lust; rather, it was due to his cultivation techniques which required him to couple with women to enhance his power. His concubines were all at the Yuanling Stage and taking more would have no effect.

Furthermore, Lingtiao's main wife’s position remained empty. It had been eight hundred years since Ruyan's death but every year on her忌辰, he still burned incense in her honor.

Such a man of integrity was seen by Dream Ruyan as a fickle and unfaithful one. Tai Yin felt some sympathy for Lingtiao from the sidelines, but he did not need to argue further with Dream Ruyan about this matter.

"Friend Ruyan," Tai Yin said, "why have you come to our main sect of Ingenious Skill?"

Dream Ruyan's delicate brows rose as her expression turned grim. "In Snowy Morn Mountain, your sect used a late-stage Yuanling puppet to attack my disciple Qin Yan. Fortunately, she was unharmed and I did not hold it against you. But just days ago, one of my disciples at the Skyward Sea Pavilion was attacked by a group of puppets..."

Dream Ruyan's anger was understandable; hundreds of her disciples had perished, including several late-stage Yuanling cultivators.

"Even if they were attacked by late-stage Yuanling puppets, it can't be said that your sect did it. Lady, you should know that we do not sell late-stage Yuanling puppets publicly," Tai Yin said, slightly annoyed at the accusation.

"But what about those puppets without a soul? You never sell them, yet they were used in both attacks."

Dream Ruyan's voice turned icy as she straightened her hair. "This..."

Tai Yin was speechless; this indeed seemed strange. He knew his sect had not attacked Skyward Sea Pavilion since it was part of the Seven Great Forces and would not act without permission.

However, Dream Ruyan’s words were correct. No matter what treasure they offered, puppets without a soul would never be exchanged. Yet Tai Yin could not figure out who else could have created such puppets. Was the attack to seek revenge or frame his sect?

"How, no words?" "Lady, there's no need to rush. If you don't mind, stay for a few days and let me investigate before giving you an answer," Tai Yin said slowly.

"Alright."

Dream Ruyan nodded. She was cunning; if she truly believed this was Ingenious Skill’s doing, she would not have come alone. Her show of coming to demand justice was merely to use the sect's power to uncover who was behind it.

With Skyward Sea Pavilion and Thousand Buddha Sect at odds, a hidden force with such power could make their position very precarious. Dream Ruyan wanted to drag Ingenious Skill into this mess because they couldn't ignore a sect that could create late-stage Yuanling puppets.

If she explained the entire situation, Tai Yin might not fall for it. So, she pretended to come to demand justice.

Hearing Dream Ruyan agree, Tai Yin breathed a sigh of relief. But at that moment, a streak of green light appeared in his vision.

Dream Ruyan's delicate brows rose again as Tai Yin’s expression turned surprised. It was not a long-distance message but a transmission from a flying sword. This was a special technique of the Separation Stage old monsters; something must have happened?

The two exchanged glances, and then Tai Yin reached out his hand. The green light landed in his palm.

Tai Yin's consciousness entered it.

In just a moment, Tai Yin looked up with shock. "Impossible!"

"What happened?"

Dream Ruyan’s expression turned grave as she asked. They were top-tier figures of the human world; few things could make them react.

"Hui Tong is dead."

"What?" Dream Ruyan was stunned. "You mean Hui Tong from Thousand Buddha Sect?"

"Who else?"

"It can't be, Hui Tong has been at the Separation Stage for centuries and isn’t a weakling. Who else in the human world could kill him?"

Dream Ruyan's first reaction wasn't joy but surprise.

"I don't want to believe it either, but this flying sword message came from Thousand Buddha Sect. Such matters are serious; they wouldn't joke about them," Tai Yin said solemnly, his face devoid of any amusement.

His expression was grim because he had no deep connection with Hui Tong or the Thousand Buddha Sect. The Separation Stage was considered the pinnacle in the human world, and there were no records of their demise except for natural causes like exhaustion or heavenly judgment.

But this killing seemed suspicious. Even if a late-stage Yuanling could be killed by someone like Lingtiao, it wasn't him who did this. How Hui Tong died without escaping was strange. If he faced the same fate, Tai Yin might not fare much better.

Thinking of this, Dream Ruyan and Tai Yin exchanged glances; both looked grim.
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Lin Xuan was unaware that Huitong had already perished, nor did he anticipate the series of waves this incident would cause in the cultivation world. At this moment, he was resting and meditating in the VIP room.

For a cultivator, three days passed by quickly.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows lifted as he slowly opened his eyes. He then swept his sleeves to remove the array he had set up. A flash of green light enveloped him, and he flew out from the pavilion.

A familiar figure came into view—a middle-aged man in his forties wearing a scholar’s robe, none other than the Great Elder of Tianqiao Sect.

"Friend Mo, it's an honor to have you visit. I apologize for not greeting you at the door; please accept my apologies," Lin Xuan clasped his hands and smiled with what appeared to be sincere politeness. Of course, with his acting skills and depth, he looked genuinely apologetic. "Haha, Brother Li is too kind. It was Mo who kept you waiting."

The Great Elder of Tianqiao Sect also wore a smile as he spoke politely.

The two then conversed amicably as they entered the pavilion and took their seats in the grand hall.

"How goes it? Have your items been prepared?" Lin Xuan did not waste time with pleasantries, getting straight to the point. "They are ready."

Mo Xuesong nodded with a smile before extending his left hand. A flash of green light appeared as two storage bags were placed on the table. "Here are the unformed婴期 puppets and crystal power cannons; please inspect them for any issues."

"Alright," Lin Xuan did not hesitate, knowing that he was not well acquainted with Mo. Acting generous would be foolish. He took one of the storage bags in his hand and lowered his head, sinking his divine sense into it.

Inside were ten silk boxes. If there were no mistakes, these should contain婴期 puppets.

Lin Xuan carefully removed each box, opening them to reveal ten small figures with different appearances. Each was only an inch tall, appearing delicate and exquisite. "Friend Mo, may I test one?" "Brother Li is too polite; feel free."

Following Mo's words, Lin Xuan took out a figure from its silk box and cast a spell. The puppet grew as it caught the wind, reaching the height of an ordinary adult in an instant. Lin Xuan released his divine sense to examine it closely.

"Not bad at all; these are indeed婴期 puppets." After about half an hour, Lin Xuan nodded.

"These puppets were just created by our sect not long ago. In terms of power, they can match a cultivator at the early婴期 stage. However, driving them requires a large amount of high-grade crystal stones as supplements. Of course, with Brother Li's status, this should not be an issue."

"Additionally, these puppets have yet to recognize their masters. You can set up an array using your essence blood as the trigger and consecrate it for three days and three nights. They will then obey your commands like a puppet on a string. The specifics are clear to Brother Li; I won't elaborate further." "Thank you, friend."

Despite his warm words, Lin Xuan was not idle. Although it was unlikely that Mo would try to deceive him with inferior items, he still needed to be cautious.

Time passed slowly until an hour later when Lin Xuan raised his head. He had thoroughly checked both storage bags; the puppets and crystal power cannons were all in order. "I apologize for keeping you waiting." Lin Xuan extended his hand and opened a storage bag. After sinking his divine sense into it, he deactivated the restrictions he had set.

"Please check as well, Brother Mo, to ensure that my alchemy technique is up to standard."

Mo Xuesong took the jade cylinder from him and pressed it against his forehead. A series of characters appeared before his mind… This time, there were more than ten thousand words.

Although Mo Xuesong did not have the time to fully comprehend them, he was a master craftsman in his own right. Despite not carefully reviewing each word, he confirmed that everything seemed fine.

The content detailed how to forge war armor with great precision. Even a cursory glance had him enlightened. With this technique, Tianqiao Sect would surely bring back the glory of ancient war armors in the cultivation world.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan had tampered with the method. While forging the armor was no issue, creating top-tier items required countless years of effort; it was an impossible dream otherwise.

Lin Xuan’s lack of shame was irrelevant; deceit and cunning were common in the cultivation world. Innocent people were long gone, devoured without a trace.

Leaving a backdoor always had its benefits, but the key was to ensure that the other party suffered silently while being unaware of it. A seamless plan was hard to achieve, but Lin Xuan excelled at this.

After a long time, Mo Xuesong finally looked up with satisfaction: "This alchemy technique is fine."

"Since our business is concluded, I will take my leave," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Three sets of war armor had been given as a deposit in the Snow Crystal Pavilion. Now, they were both settled. "Why are you leaving so soon? Can’t you stay for a few more days?" Mo Xuesong was surprised.

"Thank you for your hospitality, but I have matters to attend to and cannot linger here," Lin Xuan said before bowing and flying out of the pavilion. A few flashes later, he vanished into the horizon.

Seeing that Lin Xuan had gone far, Mo Xuesong’s expression turned grim. White light flashed as a young woman emerged from his storage bag, wearing a green robe—his co-cultivator.

No need to wonder; cultivators could not be kept in spirit beast pouches but resided in portable and practical miniature Heavenly Mechanism Mansion. Such mansions were crafted using various rare materials, making them portable yet convenient. However, the method was complex, with only a few in Tianqiao Sect.

Since the mansion had its own restrictions, even Lin Xuan’s strong divine sense did not reveal another person hidden within Mo Xuesong. "My lord, this Li fellow clearly has deep defenses against our sect. After taking the treasures, do you really intend to let him go?" The green-robed woman frowned and spoke.

Although her suggestion was rejected last time, she seemed unwilling to give up. "Xin Sister, I have said that this Li fellow is not a wandering cultivator; he’s hard to deal with. If we confront him in our sect, the news might leak, and our reputation could be ruined," Mo Xuesong replied.

"But—"

Before she could continue, Mo Xuesong waved his hand: "Xin Sister, don’t worry. I said we can’t act within our main hall." He then wore a mysterious smile.

"What does Senior Brother mean?"

"Hmph, ten infant-stage puppets and over a hundred crystal power cannons; this Li fellow really dares to ask for so much. To protect the sect’s reputation, I have no choice but to endure it. However, once we leave the main hall by ten thousand miles, if anyone is killed or treasures are stolen, no one can blame us," Mo Xuesong sneered as he spoke.
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Tianzhou, Demon Realm - Mountain Range.

"Your Majesty has taken you as a disciple for a reason. It's not just to exploit you; it's mutually beneficial," Feng Liang's seductive voice entered his ears. However, Tian Xiaojian was no ordinary character and remained unperturbed on the surface.

Feng Liang was slightly surprised but pleased. This young man seemed mature and capable of handling significant matters. "Boy, do you want to advance to the Separation Realm?"

"Separation Realm?"

Tian Xiaojian's heart raced at the thought. Cultivators endured long periods of meditation in a blood-soaked world, all for the chance to ascend to the Spirit Realm and eventually transcend into the Divine Realm. But Tian Xiaojian wasn't an ordinary cultivator; he knew that such a promise was too good to be true. After some hesitation, he cautiously asked, "If I become your disciple, can you help me advance to the Separation Realm?"

"Correct," Feng Liang nodded. "And it will only take several decades."

"Several decades?"

Tian Xiaojian's expression turned strange. This was a stretch of the truth. A cultivator of his level would need much more time. He let out a sigh of relief, but he didn't stop there. He still intended to continue his journey back to Baixuan Pavilion as soon as possible.

Although the Demon King had said that Mo'er needed three years to form an embryo, things could change. The Cultivator Realm was unpredictable. Recently, Tian Xiaojian had been restless and wanted to return quickly for peace of mind.

After about a cup of tea's time, Tian Xiaojian suddenly noticed something. His speed slowed as he turned around. "Friend, you've followed me for so long; what do you intend? Your attempt at concealment won't fool me."

Tian Xiaojian's face darkened. "Hmph, Master Li is truly a late-stage cultivator. But your divine sense seems stronger than I imagined; you revealed yourself rather quickly."

A familiar voice entered his ears as a figure appeared from the void.

Tian Xiaojian's pupils narrowed. The figure was a middle-aged man in scholar robes with long hair reaching his waist, someone he had just met not long ago. It was none other than the Grand Elder of Tianqiao Sect.

"Hmph, I've already bid farewell, but you follow closely behind. Do you want to join those lowly cultivators who kill and rob?" Tian Xiaojian said coldly.

"Master Li is indeed clever, but your statement is incorrect. Killing and robbing isn't beneath anyone; it's more tempting than searching for ancient treasures," Mo Xuesong laughed heartily. His demeanor was friendly, making him seem like a close friend to those who didn't know the truth.

"Hmph, Master, you're right." Tian Xiaojian's face revealed a sinister smile. "But if you try to rob me, beware; I might end up robbing you instead."

"Master, you're not an ordinary cultivator, but would you be so soft?" Mo Xuesong's expression turned fierce.

Tian Xiaojian sighed. With his current strength, he could face a Separation Realm monster and have a chance to win. A fellow late-stage cultivator wouldn't deter him, even if prepared. But he didn't want to fight unless necessary.

"Master Mo, we've met before; exchange is mutually beneficial. I'm not taking advantage of your sect. I advise you: greed leads to bad ends. If you stop now, it's as if nothing happened," Tian Xiaojian said sincerely.

As he spoke, a blue light enveloped him, and a powerful spiritual pressure spread outwards.

Though his strength rivaled that of a Separation Realm cultivator due to his divine abilities, he was still at the late-stage Infallible Realm level.

With two Infallible Realm puppets in play, their combined power would be formidable. But it wasn't enough to make Mo Xuesong retreat.

Mo Xuesong, an advanced late-stage cultivator, wasn't easily frightened. He smirked and said, "Hmph, you have help now. But adding another late-stage cultivator won't kill me."

"Is that so? I only have Xinye as my helper," Mo Xuesong's lips curled into a smug smile. He snapped his fingers.

A series of colorful puppets appeared before them.

"Do you forget that I'm not from another sect but the Grand Elder of Tianqiao Sect, and wouldn't leave without my puppets?"

Tian Xiaojian scanned the five puppets, which were lifelike, almost identical except for their colors representing the Five Elements. Their Infallible Realm power was hidden beneath their late-stage appearance.

"Interesting," he thought, but his expression remained unchanged.

"Hmph, you have help now. But adding another late-stage cultivator won't kill me."

"Is that so? I only have Xinye as my helper," Mo Xuesong's lips curled into a smug smile. He snapped his fingers again.

Five puppets appeared in succession.

"Do you forget that I'm not from another sect but the Grand Elder of Tianqiao Sect, and wouldn't leave without my puppets?"

Tian Xiaojian scanned them; they were lifelike, almost identical except for their colors representing the Five Elements. Their Infallible Realm power was hidden beneath their late-stage appearance.

"Interesting," he thought, but his expression remained unchanged.

"Hmph, you have help now. But adding another late-stage cultivator won't kill me."

Tian Xiaojian's eyes narrowed as Mo Xuesong revealed more puppets.

"Master, why waste words? Just kill him cleanly," said the woman, Mo Xuesong's co-cultivator, who had been hiding in the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion.

Tian Xiaojian's eyes narrowed. A mid-stage cultivator managed to hide his divine sense; how could someone be hidden inside a storage bag?

He remained calm on the surface but was intrigued by the situation.

"Hmph, you have help now. But adding another late-stage cultivator won't kill me."

"Is that so? I only have Xinye as my helper," Mo Xuesong's lips curled into a smug smile. He snapped his fingers again and revealed more puppets.

"This is interesting; you're not from another sect but the Grand Elder of Tianqiao Sect, so wouldn't leave without your puppets."

Tian Xiaojian scanned them; they were lifelike, almost identical except for their colors representing the Five Elements. Their Infallible Realm power was hidden beneath their late-stage appearance.

"Interesting," he thought, but his expression remained unchanged.

"Hmph, you have help now. But adding another late-stage cultivator won't kill me."

Tian Xiaojian's eyes narrowed as Mo Xuesong revealed more puppets.

"This is interesting; you're not from another sect but the Grand Elder of Tianqiao Sect, so wouldn't leave without your puppets."

"Indeed," said Tianxiaoshan. "But why would I harm the Skyfarer Pavilion? This matter isn't done by our sect."

Tian Xiaojian's expression remained unchanged as he continued his conversation with the Immortal True Man.

"Hmph, you're lying; who else could create such powerful puppets?"

"Indeed," said Tianxiaoshan. "But if there is a third party involved, I'll handle it."

Tian Xiaojian smiled inwardly but kept a cold exterior. With his current situation and the puppeteer's power, the Skyfarer Pavilion would be in trouble.

"Hmph, Master, remember your promise," said Tianxiaoshan as she left.

P.S.: Phew, only 3000 words today. Not because Rainy borrowed from me; I typed almost all day with little inspiration due to late nights and a tired body. My mind feels like jelly. Hope you understand and that tomorrow will be better.
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On the other side, a desolate plain stretched out. (.)

Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped in a faint green light, floating in mid-air. His expression showed no surprise or fear; only his eyes were icy cold.

In front of him, about twenty meters away, stood a cultivator wearing a scholar robe.

Needless to say, it was Master Elder Ma from the Heavenly Skill Sect.

Both Lin Xuan and Master Elder Ma were at the late婴 stage. On the surface, they seemed evenly matched. However, Mo Xuesong had ulterior motives, so he must have prepared something. Beside him stood a young woman in green robes, also an infant-stage cultivator. Five-colored puppets were scattered around them.

From the fluctuations of their spiritual energy, each puppet was equivalent to an early婴 cultivator. But Lin Xuan sensed that there was more to it than met the eye. "If you're willing to hand over your treasure and commit suicide, Mo will be happy to let your元婴 reincarnate."

"Is that so? I thank you for your hospitality," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression, as if discussing something trivial. "You're asking for it!"

Mo Xuesong's composure was shaken by Lin Xuan's mockery, and he grew furious. Infant-stage cultivators varied in strength; as the head of the Heavenly Skill Sect, he was one of the top figures. The other dared to be so bold. "Very well..."

He let out a loud laugh that echoed into the air. Before his words were even finished, an ancient-looking talisman emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out. It was a small inkstone, and immediately, a strong scent of ink filled the air.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but didn't pay much attention to it. His cultivation technique,碧幻幽火, was already considered the ultimate poison in the world. Whether it could affect humans or not remained uncertain.

Seeing Lin Xuan's overconfidence, Mo Xuesong wasn't alarmed; instead, he felt pleased. However, a deep chill of intent flashed through his eyes.

He clenched his hands and let out a clear whistle. Without hesitation, he activated a technique.

The inkstone flipped, and a large amount of thick ink poured out. In an instant, it spread over several square meters, with strange things wriggling inside.

Then, thousands of monstrous birds flew out.

Each was the size of a baby's fist, but their appearance was extremely fierce. With a flap of their wings, they rushed toward Lin Xuan like a swarm of bees.

The female cultivator wasn't idle either. Seeing her husband had already acted, she stretched out her hand and tapped her waist. A flower basket appeared in her palm.

"What kind of treasure is this?" Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. He thought the Heavenly Skill Sect truly lived up to its reputation; not only did its cultivators excel in various techniques, but their treasures were also vastly different from those of other sects.

Wait... The spiritual energy fluctuations on this woman's body seemed familiar. In a way, she resembled that new moon princess or his Xiahou sister.

Of course, the strength difference between them was enormous. Could it be that her cultivation technique had something to do with Xiahou Lan?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but he didn't idle his hands.

He tapped his waist, and a buzzing sound echoed as an ink-red insect cloud appeared above him.

The jade-robed bees were still in their growth stage, so Lin Xuan rarely used them for combat. But the situation was different now.

Those monstrous birds weren't large, but their numbers were immense. In other words, they were perfect targets for the jade-robed bees. The grand insect cloud entered his vision, and Mo Xuesong's face turned pale. Wasn't this a technique to drive away insects?

No way, even among the seven major forces in Cloud Province, there weren't many high-ranking cultivators. He had met several of the old monsters from the Spirit Control Sect, including infant-stage cultivators. There was no Li guy in that group.

Lin Xuan ignored his thoughts and let out a clear whistle. The strange insect cloud flew toward him with a fierce charge. "Senior Brother!"

Seeing Lin Xuan's first move, the green-robed woman's face showed surprise. But soon, concern took over.

As expected, your opponent isn't an ordinary cultivator. She quickly extended her hand and shot out a technique from her fingertips into the flower basket. A dazzling light shone as countless flowers floated out. Each flower transformed into a flying sword—Flower-Blade斩仙剑!

Lin Xuan's spirit sense swept over them, and there were ninety-nine swords in total. From their energy fluctuations, they indeed resembled the new moon princess.

But Lin Xuan didn't have time to delve deeper into her cultivation technique at this moment.

He flicked his sleeve, and a dazzling light shone as hundreds of five-colored sword qi emerged from his sleeves.

Each was only an inch long but grew in size when facing the wind. They soon reached three feet in length.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan's sharp command turned those sword rays into multicolored streaks that shot forward. The clashing sounds echoed in his ears as they were intercepted by Flower-Blade斩仙剑, chasing and fighting each other.

This...

The green-robed woman was stunned, her face showing disbelief. Although she was only an infant-stage cultivator, her cultivation technique was very special—passed down from the ancient era through the spiritual realm.

In the spiritual realm, this technique was considered one of the top. However, what she had was merely a partial copy, later completed by human scholars. In simple terms, it was a knockoff.

Even as a knockoff, its power was formidable. Especially the Flower-Blade斩仙剑, which she had crafted based on the technique's final section. It had almost no match among peers before.

In her spare time, she often practiced with her husband, and he praised the Flower-Blade斩仙剑 endlessly without any hesitation.

But Li guy didn't even use his treasure; he merely blocked it with sword qi. Was he really an infant-stage cultivator? Such power was not far from that of the Separation Stage.

The woman's face showed shock, while on the other side, her husband faced similar trouble.

Although the jade-robed bees were still in their growth stage, Lin Xuan had nurtured them for years, making them formidable. These were ancient insects ranked among the top.

Soon, the insect cloud clashed with the monstrous birds.

Clanging sounds echoed as the jade-robed bee's venomous stingers had a counter-effect on the birds. The bird flock met the insect cloud, but it wasn't quite a collapse; the situation was dire. Mo Xuesong's expression darkened as he reached into his waist and shot out two long green spears.

The piercing sound of breaking the air could be heard. Clearly, they were formidable weapons.

However, Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face. He flipped his left hand, and a small sword about a foot long appeared in his palm. A dazzling light shone!

"Go!" Lin Xuan pointed with his finger, and the green fire transformed into a streak of light that met the two spears mid-air.

With a gentle twist, he destroyed their ancient treasures.
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4 "Impossible!"

Seeing the two treasures meet, Lin Xuan's spear failing to block even a single strike from them, Mo Xuesong's face was filled with shock. He almost appeared as if he had turned into a wooden chicken.

His own divine abilities were clear; in his peer group, he was undoubtedly one of the top figures. How could it be that he seemed helpless? Wasn't the opponent just an advanced-stage cultivator?

His face turned ashen, but the battle still needed to continue. Mo Xuesong clapped his hands, and a red banner appeared in his palms.

Lin Xuan ignored him, suddenly stepping left. His figure blurred before vanishing from sight entirely.

Nine Heaven Microsteps!

Almost simultaneously, several beams of light, about an arm's length thick, shot out from different directions.

Pfft! One of the beams exactly pierced through Lin Xuan's lingering shadow.

Apart from Mo Xuesong and his wife, the five advanced-stage puppet cultivators also made their move.

These puppets had different attributes, representing metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. Each was at an advanced stage, with their eyes glowing faintly. Their hands formed claws as they reached out to grab Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn't dodge; instead, a layer of divine light flashed over his body, activating the Nine Heaven Divine Shield.

The opponent's attack proved ineffective. Lin Xuan retracted his fist and grabbed both arms of the puppet with each hand, pulling hard until it was torn in half.

"Impossible!"

Mo Xuesong couldn't help rubbing his eyes, almost thinking he had seen a mistake. The body of these puppets, made from various rare materials, should have been as hard as ordinary treasures. How could they be destroyed by mere hands?

He was both shocked and angry, feeling extremely regretful. As Lin Xuan said, this transaction mainly benefited both parties equally. It wasn't about taking advantage; he had only succumbed to greed...

Although the battle lasted just a few exchanges, Mo Xuesong already knew that neither he nor his wife could match their opponent. Rather than die together, they should run away.

"Xinmei, hurry and go!"

Before he finished speaking, he lunged at Lin Xuan. Many cultivators were cold-hearted; even teachers and students often pretended to be close. In times of crisis, fellow cultivators would sell each other out.

Mo Xuesong's expression turned icy as he extended his hand, the green flame in mid-air turning sharply towards the opponent.

A sharp light blinded Mo Xuesong further. Just now, he had seen this treasure's terrifying power. His spear, though powerful, couldn't withstand a single slash from it.

He reached into his waistband and consecutively summoned several treasures. With his left hand, he flicked out the red banner, which transformed into a fire cloud about an acre in size. But to no avail; the green flame cut through everything like a bamboo shoot being split open.

"Senior Brother!"

Mo Xuesong's wife, dressed in green, her face pale with fear, couldn't bear to leave her husband behind. She had proposed the assassination of Lin Xuan and would never abandon him now.

They must die together.

A determined look appeared on her face as she revealed a scroll from her hand. The ancient design was partly damaged, but it emitted an intense divine pressure. At its center was a firebird, which seemed to be alive, flapping its wings as if it were breathing.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. What kind of scroll is this... It doesn't seem to come from the mortal realm.

Lin Xuan turned his head sharply and suddenly saw an unusual light in his eyes. The green-clad woman gasped, feeling dizzy and disoriented.

Her mind was taken over by Lin Xuan's sudden move. He flicked his sleeves, sending a beam of light towards her. Although she reacted quickly, the scroll still fell into his hands.

On the other side, the green flame approached Mo Xuesong, who could only close his eyes to await death.

Suddenly, a sharp light flew from an oblique direction and intercepted the green flame with a 'zhuang' sound.

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but then his expression turned strange. He didn't attack; instead, he looked towards a spot in front of him where no one was present.

"Senior Brother!"

Seeing her husband survive, the green-clad woman's face showed both joy and relief. Mo Xuesong quickly used his teleportation technique to retreat.

Lin Xuan did not stop them.

"Are you Fairy Ruyan?"

Lin Xuan sighed with a faint smile on his lips.

Before he could finish speaking, silver laughter filled their ears. White light flickered, and the air in front of him rippled like water. A beautiful girl appeared before his eyes.

Her brows were delicately arched, her eyes exquisite, making her an absolute beauty. Though not as stunning as the Cloud Fairy, her skin was so smooth that it could be pierced by a finger, like a newborn baby's.

The divine pressure around her was faint but unmistakable. Both Lin Xuan and Mo Xuesong recognized her as someone from the Separation of Yin realm. She was undoubtedly the first female cultivator in Yunzhou.

"Thank you for saving my life," Mo Xuesong quickly bowed respectfully, his expression extremely respectful.

Ruyan nodded but her gaze fell on Lin Xuan's face, revealing a hint of surprise deep within. She had witnessed everything just now.

Lin Xuan was also at the advanced stage, yet he forced Mo Xuesong and his wife into such a corner with mere movements. His strength and abilities were comparable to hers, if not equal. How could this be? The gap between an advanced-stage cultivator and one from the Separation of Yin realm should be unbridgeable.

Seeing Ruyan ignore him, Mo Xuesong felt anxious. Judging by her actions, she was likely familiar with this Li fellow.

The couple exchanged glances, their faces grim.

Indeed, it turned out that Ruyan had indeed been feigning weakness to trap them. I knew there couldn't be such a powerful figure among the advanced-stage cultivators; he must also be from the Separation of Yin realm.

"Friend Lin, although our relationship with Taiyin isn't deep, we have known each other for hundreds of years. His disciples are in trouble, and it would be unkind to ignore them. Could you give Fairy Ruyan a favor by releasing them?"

"Haha, Fairy is too polite," Lin Xuan smiled. In his heart, he didn't want to offend Tianqiao Sect. Ruyan's appearance was perfect.

Ruyan seemed surprised by how quickly Lin Xuan agreed. His divine abilities were already comparable to the Separation of Yin realm; it should have been a matter of principle for him to refuse. Yet, he easily agreed to release them. Could it be that he had recognized her?

Despite her confusion, now wasn't the time to delve deeper.

"Thank you, Fairy."

Mo Xuesong and his wife were overjoyed, quickly bowing before Ruyan and kowtowing three times. They then turned towards Lin Xuan with respect: "Senior Li... Lin, we are truly sorry for our past ignorance. We will always consider you a friend."

"Enough," Lin Xuan waved his hand. With his deep-seated wisdom, he didn't need to blame himself for turning against them. After all, as he said, killing and stealing in the cultivation world was common; it wasn't about friendship but mutual respect.

"Fairy, your courtesy is too much. I will repay you with my life if needed. Tianqiao Sect will always consider you a friend," Mo Xuesong spoke respectfully. Just moments ago, they were ready to die for each other, now appearing as if nothing had happened. As seasoned cultivators who lived for hundreds of years, their thick faces were legendary.
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Moxuesong spoke in such a manner, not merely to appease Lin Xuan but because he already considered this person an Alchemy Foundation cultivator. (.) If he could turn misfortune into fortune and make friends with such an old monster of the same rank, there would be countless benefits. How could Lin Xuan, who was so shrewd, fail to understand what Moxuesong was thinking? This misunderstanding was beneficial for him; naturally, he wouldn't explain it.

He immediately crossed his arms behind his back and adopted a haughty expression, resembling an aloof sage: "Friend Moxue, since you say this, I won't be polite. At the moment, I have something to entrust."

"Oh, Senior, please speak," Moxuesong was taken aback and quickly spoke respectfully.

"Other abilities aside, I still have some confidence in my divine sense. However, how did this woman accompany you here? Before she revealed herself, I couldn't detect anything at all; this is rather strange." Lin Xuan slowly said.

"Haha, Senior, you jest. This isn't due to any peculiar concealment technique of mine but because she has been hiding in the Celestial Mechanism Mansion," Moxuesong explained with a nod.

"What's a Celestial Mechanism Mansion?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead; he had never heard this term before.

"A Celestial Mechanism Mansion is an ancient special artifact. Simply put, it’s like a miniature cave dwelling."

"Indeed," Moxuesong nodded and began to explain respectfully: "Senior knows well that human cultivators are different from demons; we can't carry spirit beasts in bags. So, what's the alternative? The answer is the Celestial Mechanism Mansion."

He then extended his hand, and a small building appeared before them.

It was a two-story pavilion, exquisite to the extreme: "Senior, do you see this? This is the Celestial Mechanism Mansion, made from precious materials. It’s compact and portable, with all the functions of a regular cave dwelling where cultivators can reside."

As Moxuesong spoke, he used his left hand to remove theprohibition on the Celestial Mechanism Mansion, allowing Lin Xuan to release his divine sense...

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan raised his head and showed satisfaction: "Friend Moxue, I'm very interested in this item. Are you willing to sell it to me?"

"Haha, Senior is too kind. Junior doesn't undervalue such treasures; as a token of gratitude for sparing my life, the Celestial Mechanism Mansion will be yours," said Moxuesong.

"Brother."

The green-robed woman was greatly alarmed. The rarity of the Celestial Mechanism Mansion could rival that of an advanced-stage puppet; after so many years, Tianqiao Sect had only produced a few. How could it be given away? "Sister Xinxin must not say more; I have my own ways."

However, Moxuesong's thoughts were different. While the artifact was indeed rare, matters had their priorities. This Alchemy Foundation cultivator had already taken an interest in the Celestial Mechanism Mansion and asked for it; could he refuse? If so, the other party would almost certainly turn hostile.

Even if Fairy Yuyan was present, without any benefit, there was no way this same-rank secular person would spare a word. There's a saying: "Sacrifice to avoid disaster." To live comfortably in the cultivation world, one must know how to give and take.

Without the Celestial Mechanism Mansion, but gaining favor with another Alchemy Foundation cultivator, it wasn't considered a great loss.

Lin Xuan showed a look of surprise. While he didn’t comment on Moxuesong’s abilities, his heart was touched by this man's broad-mindedness; calling him a genius was not an exaggeration. "Friend is too kind. This Lin will accept your offer with pleasure."

Lin Xuan then used his left hand to send out a brilliant green light.

He rolled up the Celestial Mechanism Mansion and placed it in his storage bracelet.

After playing with it for a moment, he put it away: "Friend Moxue, I'll remember this favor. Lin will make you a friend."

"Haha, Junior is humble and won't forget Senior's kindness either. From now on, please come to Tianqiao Sect whenever you have time; I’ll welcome you with open arms," said Moxuesong.

Hearing these words, Lin Xuan was moved. Although his nature was to take advantage without giving back, he had given Yuyan face and didn't want to offend Tianqiao Sect. He decided to spare Moxuesong's couple but would still extort them.

Besides the Celestial Mechanism Mansion, Lin Xuan also intended not to let go of the remaining four advanced-stage puppets. However, his thoughts changed now.

The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was known as one of the seven major sects; even if he allied with Tianya Haidie Pavilion, eliminating it wouldn't be easy. If he could find another strong ally...

Of course, based on current relations, this wasn’t enough to drag Tianqiao Sect into trouble but had opened a good start.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface while secretly plotting his strategy.

Since he was eyeing Tianqiao Sect, he couldn't continue extorting them after weighing the pros and cons.

Lin Xuan immediately became amiable and began chatting with Moxuesong.

Dream Yuyan hadn’t spoken but showed signs of impatience on her face.

"Looks like my guess was right; they are indeed acquainted."

Moxuesong thought to himself as he bowed to Lin Xuan and Dream Yuyan: "Two seniors, I have matters to attend to. Please excuse me for now. If you're free in the future, please visit Tianqiao Sect; I’ll be more than happy to welcome you." After saying this, his figure was enveloped by a fierce light as he disappeared into the distance.

Only Lin Xuan and Dream Yuyan remained where they were. The surroundings became unusually quiet. They looked at each other but didn’t speak, the atmosphere somewhat awkward.

Although they had met in Tianqiao Sect’s main hall just days ago, circumstances then were different. Despite being surprised by Lin Xuan's rapid advancement to late-stage Advanced Stage, Dream Yuyan wasn't overly concerned.

For her, disguise techniques were a specialty; she was confident that Lin Xuan wouldn’t recognize her. But seeing his actions now, this woman felt uneasy—would he associate her with the Alchemy Foundation cultivator? "Little sister, why not acknowledge me after revealing your true form?"

Lin Xuan finally broke the silence with a cheerful laugh: "Only I can call you 'little sister' in front of Yunzhou's top female cultivator." Otherwise, even if it were an advanced-stage cultivator like Wangtinglou, Fairy Yuyan would never tolerate such familiarity.

To deal with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, he needed to ally with Tianya Haidie Pavilion. After all, the seven major forces had deep foundations; alone, he couldn’t remove them.

Originally, Lin Xuan planned to find an opportunity after Moer's cultivation but was unexpectedly brought here by fate and met Dream Yuyan. Pretending not to know her, this thought crossed his mind, but it seemed too dishonest.

During times of conflict with enemies, Lin Xuan didn't mind being polite; however, since he wanted to ally with Tianya Haidie Pavilion, some sincerity was necessary.

Moreover, although they hadn’t interacted much, Lin Xuan had a sense of Dream Yuyan's character—straightforward and fierce. If she found out he was playing games in front of her, she would likely turn against him.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百五十章 义结金兰

"Lin. . ." ...Has Big Brother recognized me?"

Dream Yuanyan was taken aback, and a faint smile spread across her face. She was quite composed; seeing Lin Xuan recognize her, she showed no signs of denial.

"Haha, you're too polite, I can't accept this," Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling somewhat embarrassed as he spoke. After all, the woman before him wasn't just any ordinary girl but a cultivator at the Separation Realm stage, having become a prominent figure in Zhenyun State five hundred years ago, with far greater abilities than Huitong.

"Haha, there's no need for such formalities between us. We've hit it off from the start, and Yuanyan isn't someone who would reject kindness. You were quite kind to me back then, so calling you Big Brother is something I'm willing to do," Lin Xuan said after a moment of hesitation.

Lin Xuan's expression turned relieved as he continued: "If that's how it is, then I won't be so formal either. We've hit it off from the start, and if you don't mind, I'd like to become your sworn brother with eight vows."

"But Big Brother, I can't call you little sister," Lin Xuan added.

"Mm." Dream Yuanyan nodded in agreement; her words were indeed fitting. Although she had methods to keep herself youthful, she appeared slightly younger than Lin Xuan, but at the end of the day, she was over a thousand years old and calling him Big Brother felt strange. "Very well, then. These elixirs might not be valuable, but they should still serve some purpose for you."

Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling somewhat embarrassed as he said, "Big Sister, I'm sorry, but the storage here isn't sufficient. There's nothing of real value to offer, so please accept these medicinal pills."

Dream Yuanyan didn't seem bothered by this; her main interest was in what kind of medicinal pills Lin Xuan could produce. She had already witnessed his power and knew it rivaled that of a Separation Realm cultivator, but as an Incarnation Realm cultivator, he still couldn't offer much.

She reached out with her jade hand to take the first green bottle. Opening the cap, a refreshing aroma wafted into the air. Dream Yuanyan's expression changed dramatically; there was a hint of surprise and more disbelief.

"Nine Worms' Green Heart Pill."

Dream Yuanyan exclaimed in delight, her face lighting up with joy. Lin Xuan was left speechless as he realized she had taken his gifts merely to use them for herself. In the Indeterminate River, Mo'er had killed three Separation Realm elders, and their storage bags were now in Lin Xuan's possession.

As a former Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, Lin Xuan knew quite a bit about medicinal pills, though he hadn't seen any at such high levels. These were meant to enhance the power of Separation Realm cultivators. He had intended to keep them for himself but decided to give them as a gift to his sister.

While Dream Yuanyan's gesture was generous, Lin Xuan felt somewhat uncomfortable. Why would she be so surprised? "Brother, where did you get the Nine Worms' Green Heart Pill?" Dream Yuanyan asked, her expression turning serious after her initial surprise.

"I killed those nine old beasts," Lin Xuan replied, knowing he couldn't reveal Mo'er's identity to anyone else. "It was from their storage bags."

"Nine old beasts? You killed them?" Dream Yuanyan covered her mouth in shock; even though she had seen his power, it still amazed her that he could kill nine Separation Realm elders.

"Yes," Lin Xuan admitted, feeling no need to lie about Mo'er's identity. "Thank you, Sister. I can't refuse this gift. As for the other pills, please put them back."

"Brother, don't be so formal. Once something is given, it can't be taken back," Dream Yuanyan said with a smile.

After some hesitation, they both accepted each other's gifts. "Brother, I have one more question for you," Dream Yuanyan said slowly.

"What is it?"

"Since the Nine-headed Beast was killed by you, did Huitong also fall to your hands?" Dream Yuanyan asked, knowing a lot about the enmity between the Thousand Buddha Sect and Lin Xuan.

"What? Huitong died at . . ."

Lin Xuan had never heard this news. In the Shadow Sect, although they lost, their Incarnation Realm cultivators managed to escape. How could he have died mysteriously?

"Didn't you kill Huitong?"

"It's not that simple," Lin Xuan scratched his head in surprise. "Did Sister hear what Ji Yueyu reported? And didn't I ask her to bring a jade tube for you as well?"

"No, I haven't received anything from her," Dream Yuanyan shook her head.

"Half a month ago, I left the main temple and have yet to return to the Sea of Heaven Pavilion. What did Brother tell Yueyu to say?" Lin Xuan asked.

"It's like this . . ." Lin Xuan swallowed and began recounting what happened in the Shadow Sect. After half an hour.

"So that explains it. If Huitong escaped with his Incarnation Realm body, how could he have died?"

"I don't know," Lin Xuan's expression was equally grim. The Separation Realm cultivator had a powerful Incarnation Realm core; otherwise, he wouldn't have escaped from him. The other's strength was beyond comprehension.

The siblings exchanged glances, both showing deep respect for each other. Cloud State truly harbored many hidden talents and formidable figures. With the storm brewing, various old beasts were emerging from their hiding places. Of course, they didn't fear them, but they would have to be more cautious in the future.

"Let's not worry about who killed Huitong. After all, his death is good for both of us," Lin Xuan suddenly said with a sly smile.

Indeed, Dream Yuanyan had long disliked the Thousand Buddha Sect, but their power was formidable; two Separation Realm cultivators alone made them strong enough to be feared. With Huitong dead and their strength diminished, it was only fitting that those monks would suffer.

Dream Yuanyan smiled in satisfaction as she said, "Indeed."

Lin Xuan nodded, about to speak when he suddenly noticed a flash of fire entering his line of sight.
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Transmitting Sound Talisman! And it was a very advanced one, though not as effective as sending messages with flying swords. But it wasn't something ordinary cultivators could use either.

Meng Ruyan's delicate brows twitched, and a hint of surprise appeared on her pretty face. She then extended her slender hand, and the flame light fell into her palm. "What?"

With her divine sense submerged, she couldn’t help but let out an involuntary gasp, her expression darkening as a hint of anxiety flashed in her eyes. "Sister, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed on his face, feeling somewhat surprised. After all, Meng Ruyan was a cultivator at the Separation Realm; not many things could trouble her: "Do you need my help?"

"No," Meng Ruyan shook her head. "There’s an issue with the Sky and Sea Pavilion, but as long as I return, it will be resolved." "Really?"

"Mm-hmm," Meng Ruyan raised her nose. "Younger Brother, originally, I wanted to have a gathering with you, but now that can't happen. If there's ever an opportunity in the future, you can visit my Sky and Sea Pavilion. Now, I must take my leave."

"Alright, if I'm free, I’ll definitely come," Lin Xuan said with a smile. Meng Ruyan nodded and transformed into a streak of lightning, vanishing into the distance.

Although Lin Xuan was somewhat puzzled, he had other matters to attend to at this moment. His top priority was to return to the Baixuan Pavilion. He and Moon had never been apart; he wondered how she was doing.

The shadow of the Asura King said that it would take her three years to form an infant soul, but in the world of cultivation, who could predict everything? Lin Xuan felt there might be a twist. Of course, it could just be his overthinking, but regardless, he wanted to return as soon as possible.

This trip to Tiangao Sect was almost perfect; he hadn’t paid much and had achieved his initial goal. Although Yunzhou was a holy land for cultivation, ten infant soul puppets were no small force.

Moreover, combining the Crystal Power Cannon with Ear Mushrooms, even if the main hall of Baixuan Pavilion wasn't impregnable, it was certainly well-defended.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as he touched the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion in his pocket. Although this item was new to him, its value was clear just by imagining it.

Next, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped his waist, revealing an ancient-looking talisman that appeared slightly worn but emitted a formidable spiritual pressure. More astonishingly, the flaming bird pattern within the talisman seemed alive.

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels, but such a talisman was unheard of. He carefully restored it with reverence. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and surrounded himself with green light as he soared towards the horizon.

Meanwhile, at Tiangao Sect's main hall, the place of secluded cultivation for Yin Tai:

"Did you say that just a few days ago, our sect lost an Separation Realm cultivator, and you fought him?" The Yin Tai Immortal sat cross-legged, speaking slowly. "Yes, Uncle Senior, it happened like this…" Mo Xuesong's face was filled with respect as he narrated the events involving Lin Xuan. Yin Tai's eyes half-opened and half-closed, listening quietly.

Unconsciously, nearly an hour passed. "Are you sure he’s at the Separation Realm?" After hearing everything, Yin Tai remained silent for a long time before finally speaking slowly.

"…It's possible," Mo Xuesong hesitated slightly: "I'm not entirely certain." "Uncertain?"

"Yes, based on spiritual pressure alone, his level is likely late-stage Infant Soul, but his abilities are beyond the ordinary. I had no chance against him, and this person seems to know Sister Ruyan as well."

"Alright, I understand. You can leave now," Yin Tai said.

Mo Xuesong was puzzled but didn’t dare ask more. He bowed respectfully to the old man in front of him before quietly leaving. Only Yin Tai remained in the grand hall.

"The winds of change are brewing; it seems Yunzhou is truly on the brink of chaos." The expression on Yin Tai's face was also hesitant. Originally, Wansheng Sect would be stronger than Sky and Sea Pavilion, but with the fall of Hui Tong and the addition of a mysterious cultivator to Meng Ruyan’s side, who would win remained uncertain.

Hui Tong's death might have been the catalyst; according to Yin Tai's intentions, Tiangao Sect should stay out of it. However, life is full of disappointments, and with the deep roots of the Seven Great Sects, maintaining neutrality was almost impossible.

Despite the war not yet starting, a hint of bloodiness could be felt in the air. This calamity would likely see many cultivators fall. The Asura battle was set to begin in forty years, but the more people died here, the worse it would be for the Netherworld Realm…

Thinking about the peculiar laws of the Asura Gate, this opening might pose unprecedented dangers in a million-year history. Yin Tai sighed and then closed his eyes, re-entering meditation.

On another side,

After parting ways with Sister Ruyan, Lin Xuan didn’t stop; he traveled swiftly for three days until he reached nearby Jiuling Mountain. The mountain peaks were as tranquil as ever, and Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. However, soon his frown tightened.

The entire mountain was shrouded in thick fog. While lower realm cultivators might not notice anything amiss, Lin Xuan knew the sect’s protective array had been activated. Had something happened?

Protective arrays were different from individual禁制; once activated, they would consume a massive amount of crystals even without attacks.

Most sects and families wouldn’t use their protective arrays in normal circumstances. Lin Xuan released his divine sense over a thousand miles but found no signs of strangers. This was peculiar!

Lin Xuan scratched his head, showing confusion on his face. He then burst into laughter, wondering why he should think so much here. Returning to the sect would clarify everything.

He took out a Transmitting Sound Talisman from his pocket and tossed it towards the distant building that looked like琼楼玉宇. After about half an hour, celestial music filled the air as countless beams of light pierced through the fog for two young girls.

"Meeting Uncle Senior," Wu Yun'er greeted gracefully, while Lu Ying'er bowed respectfully to Lin Xuan. Behind them were nearly a hundred Condensation Core Realm cultivators, each dressed differently but all showing reverence towards Lin Xuan. Late-stage Infant Soul cultivators weren’t easily seen in daily life.

"Enough," Lin Xuan waved his hand, maintaining composure on the surface while feeling even more puzzled inside. The Baixuan Pavilion seemed fine, and there was no sign of external enemies; why activate the protective array then? Although Ying'er’s abilities were impressive, her actions were always measured. Her choice must have a reason.

[.]
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Lin Xuan, though puzzled, did not ask directly as there were many people around.

The rest of the events didn't need much explanation: the two women led the way, and the other Core Formation Stage cultivators respectfully accompanied them, escorting Lin Xuan back to the Adoration Pavilion. After everyone paid their respects again, except for the two women, the other cultivators respectfully stepped aside.

"Has this trip been successful, Young Master?"

Lu Ying'er moved gracefully as she prepared tea for Lin Xuan. Although she was now the master of the Adoration Pavilion and a high-ranking official, in front of Lin Xuan, she still treated him like a servant. "It went well. The Thousand Shadow Sect has been completely eradicated. Additionally, I brought back some treasures."

"Treasures? Uncle Senior Brother, what do you mean?" It was Wu Yun'er who couldn't resist her curiosity and asked.

Lin Xuan had taken good care of the only disciple left by Qinxin—she had become the Third Pavilion Master of the Adoration Pavilion.

"I'll explain this later. I have something to ask of both of you."

"Uncle Senior Brother, please speak."

"Could it be that the Adoration Pavilion has encountered external enemies? Why was the Protective Sect Array activated?"

"This is something Young Master doesn't need to worry about; Ying'er will tell you. The matter is as follows…" Lu Ying'er curtsied and began to explain.

"You didn't tell us before, Young Master, that Miss Yue's cultivation was at a critical stage, so we were not allowed to disturb her?" "That's right. Could something have happened to Miss Yue?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed, showing concern. "Don't worry, Young Master. Miss Yue is progressing well in her cultivation. It's just that she hasn't been alone for long; many anomalies appeared around her cave."

"Anomalies?" Lin Xuan's face showed a look of great joy: "Could it be that the little girl is about to successfully form an essence core?"

"Is Miss Yue forming an essence core? If so, I congratulate Young Master. However…" Lu Ying'er hesitated.

"What is it? Speak quickly."

"I, though ignorant, have seen signs of essence core formation by cultivators before. The anomalies around Miss Yue's cave are completely different and cannot be compared." "No comparison?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a thoughtful expression.

"Exactly. The anomalies Miss Yue caused were much grander; they can't even be compared to the signs of essence core formation."

"Uncle Senior Brother is correct," Wu Yun'er interjected from the side.

Both women were puzzled but smart enough to understand that some things were best left uninvolved. Lin Xuan nodded, showing no unusual expression on his face. This was normal; Miss Yue wasn't an ordinary cultivator. The little girl's previous life had been the Lord of the Netherworld, a figure comparable to a true immortal. After fusing with her true blood from that life, forming an essence core would naturally be more spectacular. But why hadn’t he seen anything when he entered?

Noticing Lin Xuan’s confusion, Wu Yun'er spoke softly: "Uncle Senior Brother, the anomalies caused by Miss Yue don't always persist; there are intervals."

"Oh," Lin Xuan nodded, not commenting further.

Lu Ying'er then cautiously said, "Because the anomalies caused by Miss Yue were truly astonishing. They could be heard for miles and even alarmed several essenceless cultivators nearby..."

"Did they attack?"

"No."

Lu Ying'er patted her chest, showing a look of relief. It was thanks to Young Master's meticulous planning that he left the Armored Pangolin and Corpse Demon behind; otherwise, the consequences would have been unimaginable.

Fortunately, not many essence-stage cultivators arrived in time, and with the help of the Armored Pangolin and Corpse Demon, they were all eliminated by the Adoration Pavilion’s cultivators.

However, this incident made Lu Ying'er even more cautious; she had ordered the Protective Sect Array to be activated. Although it would consume a lot of crystal stones, Miss Yue's importance in Young Master's heart was clear. If something went wrong, how could she face Young Master? "Yes, you've done well," Lin Xuan showed approval on his face after hearing the explanation.

"Uncle Senior Brother is too kind. It’s what we should do." Lu Ying'er smiled slightly and did not claim credit for her actions.

This was why Lin Xuan valued this girl; she was loyal and conscientious, and he would try to return the favor whenever possible. That's why he actively expanded the Adoration Pavilion even after ascending to the Spirit Realm. Even if his female companions were not invincible in that world, they wouldn't be bullied.

"By the way, Uncle Senior Brother said you brought us some treasures?" "That’s right," Lin Xuan smiled as he knew it would please them. "Sit down; there's no need for such formality."

"Yes, thank you, Uncle Senior Brother (Young Master)!" The two women curtsied and then sat down.

Lin Xuan recounted his journey in detail, with nothing to hide. However, the two women were shocked by what they heard.

"What? Uncle Senior Brother, after destroying the Thousand Shadow Sect, you went to the main hall of the Ingenious Skill Sect and obtained ten Core Formation Stage puppets from their right hand." Wu Yun'er covered her mouth, looking incredulous.

The Wu family had once been a significant cultivator clan, and they were skilled in puppetry. Although they couldn't compare to the Ingenious Skill Sect, Wu Yun'er knew how valuable these Core Formation Stage puppets were. The Ingenious Skill Sect clearly didn’t sell them.

Of course, everything could be negotiated; if something extraordinary was offered, it might be possible to get one or more. But Uncle Senior Brother had obtained ten at once, which was a significant gesture. If not for knowing Young Master's character, the two women would have doubted whether he was lying.

"I told you that as long as you girls work hard, I will find a way to help you form an essence core. However, it won't happen overnight; before then, I can't stay at the Adoration Pavilion headquarters all the time. With these ten puppets, as long as no powerful forces are provoked, self-protection should be manageable." "Thank you, Uncle Senior Brother (Young Master). Yun'er (Ying'er) will not disappoint you," they said with gratitude.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a silk box containing the Core Formation Stage puppets appeared on the table.

"This needs to be sacrificed and recognized by its owner before it can be used. I don't need to explain how; between the two of you, controlling so many puppets will surely be difficult. Keep the mid-stage ones for yourself, and distribute the eight early-stage puppets to those who are loyal and reliable."
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"Yes, Miss Lin, I understand." Lu Ying'er nodded. Wu Yun'er's face was also full of a look of obedience.

Cloud Province and You Province were different. If a sect or family did not have an婴期 cultivator, it would be hard to even stand on its own ground, let alone expand outwardly.

The young master could not possibly remain permanently at the main hall, but with these ten元婴期 puppets as assistants, his sect would have fewer worries.

She wondered what kind of treasure the young master had used to complete this exchange with Heavenly Craft Sect.

Thinking about Lin Xuan's deep feelings and loyalty, the two girls were filled with gratitude.

However, things were not over. Lin Xuan waved his hand, and a flash of green light appeared, revealing two more storage bags on the table.

"Master, this..."

"Many techniques in cultivation are complex and varied. Besides puppetry, Heavenly Craft Sect has many other treasures." As Lin Xuan spoke, he opened one of the storage bags, releasing a flying sword-shaped灵器.

The blade flashed like lightning, slicing at the zombie's head. However, the monster did not dodge; instead, it waved its hands, producing countless black claws that blocked the flying sword and shot towards Wu Yun'er's chest.

Similar anomalies were occurring elsewhere. Screams echoed throughout the main hall as hundreds of monsters suddenly appeared.

Lin Xuan frowned but said nothing. He moved his shoulders slightly, transforming into a streak of light that flew out through the window of the grand hall.

"What..."

Suspended in mid-air, Lin Xuan's expression revealed a look of astonishment despite his composure.

The anomaly was coming from the valley where he had opened his cave. In other words, it was Mo'er's place of seclusion.

Dark winds swirled around them, and within a radius of several miles, eerie cries of ghosts filled the air.

Sand and stones flew everywhere as the aura of the vengeful spirits obscured the entire sky. It was noon, but the sunlight was completely blocked out.

The surrounding qi became chaotic, with an abundance of阴气 permeating the area.

This anomaly was indeed far more significant than a mere infant-cultivating sign.

"Master, look..."

The streak of light passed by, and the two girls joined Lin Xuan. Their faces showed signs of worry; even though Mo'er was a ghostly body, this cultivation sign was too large for such an event.

Even the protective array could not stop it. However, Lin Xuan did not show any anxiety because he knew that Mo'er was reborn as the Arrogant King.

"Do not worry, I will handle it myself. You should return to your duties and reassure your subordinates." Lin Xuan said casually.

"Yes!"

Seeing that Master (Senior) had everything under control, the two girls did not speak further. They bowed and prepared to leave when a thunderous sound suddenly echoed in their ears.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw dark clouds forming over the valley, covering an area of several acres. Inside the cloud,厉芒 flashed with eerie cries of ghosts. A black hurricane appeared at the center of the valley, with a diameter of more than a hundred feet, connecting heaven and earth.

Agh!

Inside the dark cloud, ghostly figures were visible, surrounded by countless bones.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he felt something was amiss. "Ying'er, has there ever been such an alarming sign before?"

"No," Lu Ying'er shook her head, looking worried. "Master, could Mo'er encounter any problems during this cultivation? The signs in the past were not so terrifying."

"..."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead; he was unsure as well because Mo'er's identity was special, and infant-cultivating could not be judged by common sense. Perhaps Xiao Tao knew something more, but she might still be asleep.

Despite his belief in being able to predict everything, Lin Xuan could do nothing at the moment except wait.

Huang San was a disciple of Wandering Cang Sect from You Province. Several decades ago, there were significant changes in the world; Biyun Mountain and Ling Yao Mountain sects moved elsewhere for development.

With no powerful sects to challenge them, Wandering Cang Sect expanded its influence. However, an unknown sect called Baxuan suddenly rose to prominence, unifying You Province as a new dominant force. Wandering Cang Sect had to submit, and Huang San joined Baxuan Sect afterward.

Initially, he was just an ordinary outer disciple but later became a confidant of the sect leader due to his luck and efforts.

After unifying You Province, the main sect leader planned to establish a sub-branch in Cloud Province. Among the selected elite, Huang San's name was included.

Arriving in Cloud Province, Huang San realized that he had wasted his life; here, he understood what it meant to be in a cultivation holy land, with numerous元婴期 old monsters.

While Baxuan Sect was dominant in You Province, they were inferior even to third-rate sects and families here. Fortunately, Senior Lin looked after him, or he might not have been able to stand on his own ground.

After seizing Jueling Mountain, Baxuan Sect finally had a new main hall. However, the recent anomalies left Huang San uneasy.

He did not know what they meant, and the sect leader had already issued an order prohibiting私下 discussions about it.

Fortunately, although the signs were massive, no disasters followed, and over time, everyone gradually put their minds at ease.

Today was different. Huang San was originally meditating in his cave. As a middle-stage筑基 cultivator, he felt that he was close to breaking through to the后期 realm. With proper effort, he might reach it soon.

However, this sudden anomaly caused the surrounding qi to become chaotic, making it impossible for him to continue cultivation.

Huang San sighed and left his cave. However, what he saw was shocking; these anomalies appeared periodically, and he had seen them before, but the scale of today's event far exceeded previous ones.

What was happening?

Dark winds roared around him. As a cultivator, Huang San felt an inexplicable fear. For ordinary people, they would have already lost their minds.

"Eh, what is that?"

Huang San suddenly noticed something. His cave was built on a small hill; he saw a strange movement of the earth about a hundred feet below him. A withered hand emerged from beneath it, bones visible through the skin.

Bang!

The earth shot up, and a humanoid monster broke through the surface.

Its fingers were sharp, its body emaciated, exuding an unpleasant stench.

"A zombie!"

Huang San was shocked. Seeing the monster rushing towards him, he quickly pulled out a flying sword-shaped灵器 from his storage bag.

The blade flashed like lightning and sliced at the zombie's head. However, the monster did not dodge; instead, it waved its hands, producing countless black claws that blocked the flying sword and shot toward Huang San's chest.

Similar anomalies occurred elsewhere. Screams echoed as thousands of monsters suddenly appeared throughout the main hall.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. "Ying'er, after eliminating Blood Shadow Sect, did you bury their corpses without cremating them?"

"Sorry, Master, I was careless; thinking they were dead, we let them rest in peace." Lu Ying'er lowered her head, looking fearful and curious. "But no matter if one is a commoner or a cultivator, transforming into a zombie requires very strict conditions. This place is not near any阴脉, so how did this happen?"

"Yes, Senior, the conditions for transformation are extremely stringent. Could it be related to Mo'er's cultivation?" Wu Yun'er also asked curiously.
单章求一下推荐票（里面有八卦哦，免费）

Phantasm Rain knew that the updates over the past few days hadn't been great, and he apologized to everyone. But honestly, these two days weren't his fault at all—there had been a power outage, and it was true; the power went out for two consecutive days without any prior notice. Phantasm Rain was actually more frustrated. Yesterday, he had planned to work hard and send his wife back to her parents' place, but the power went out for an entire day, leaving him standing at home all day (he thought he could wait until the power came back so he could write, but it didn't come until very late). Today's afternoon saw another power outage...

Fortunately, today wasn't as long. He managed to squeeze out 5,000 words, which was not much and far from enough to make up for everyone, but at least it would satisfy their cravings a bit. Moon was about to form her embryo soon, hehe, you know what I mean.

Although Phantasm Rain felt quite embarrassed, he shamelessly asked for some recommendation votes. Please give them if you can; rest assured, once the dual cultivation ceremony is over, he will definitely step up his game. Of course, as long as conditions permit before then, he would also do his best.

Additionally, to make it up to everyone, here's a bit of gossip.

It was quite coincidental that during their recent wedding photo shoot, Phantasm Rain actually ran into Raindrop. During the negotiations for the wedding photos, the receptionist was quite firm and unwilling to budge. However, when the manager arrived and they chatted, it turned out she was also a fan of his work, currently following *The Hundred Refinements*. Upon hearing that, she immediately agreed to whatever her wife suggested without hesitation.

In the end, there were significant discounts, leaving Phantasm Rain feeling rather embarrassed. The couples selecting wedding photos next door looked super envious, and his wife felt particularly honored. As a reward, he gave her a passionate kiss upon exiting.

Well, this was both gossip and an expression of gratitude to that manager. Phantasm Rain sincerely thanked her.

Raindrops, you're awesome; Phantasm Rain will do his best.

Lastly, one more plea for recommendation votes. Thank you all.

*The Hundred Refinements to Immortality*: A single-chapter request for recommendation votes (there's some gossip in it, and it's free). I'm currently typing this, so please bear with me a moment,

After the content is updated, please refresh the page to get the latest update!
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Zombie. As a special kind of ghost, zombies are not confined to the阴司界; they can also be found in the human world.

However, for a corpse to turn into a zombie, it must meet extremely stringent conditions, requiring various coincidences and all of them being present. First, the burial site must have dense阴气, ideally at a place with a yin pulse. Second, the person's birthday must fall on the seventh month of the lunar calendar, which is also known as the secular Ghost Festival.

Lastly, the corpse must be deeply buried without decaying; otherwise, stripped of its flesh and leaving only bones, it naturally cannot become a zombie.

All three conditions are essential, so under natural circumstances, few corpses can successfully manifest their spirits.

However, at the main hall of the拜轩阁, there were thousands upon thousands of zombies. This clearly violated the laws of nature. It was obvious that this was due to the influence of Mo'er's conception.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced through his mind; he didn't need to explain it further as he knew what had happened. With a sigh, he wrapped himself in a layer of green light and rushed towards the depths of the valley.

Woo—

Colliding with the hurricane, the ghostly cries became even more mournful. Numerous evil ghosts appeared around him, their fingers hooked like claws, lunging at Lin Xuan.

"Die!"

A trace of killing intent flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he had no time to deal with these pests. With a wave of his sleeve, green light surged out from the sleeves, forming countless sword qi each about an inch long. As they met the wind, their length increased rapidly, reaching several dozen feet in a blink. The sharp sound of breaking air shot towards the ghosts.

Puff!

Though Lin Xuan had used it casually and without invoking his treasures, its power did not fall short of ordinary元婴初期 cultivators.

The sword qi was numerous—over a hundred. Those ghostly figures could hardly avoid them; they were instantly extinguished.

"An arm trying to stop a cart."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as he noticed the appearance of countless vortexes at the center of the hurricane, each bottomless and emitting an oily black glow.

The air inside was like a stormy sea, constantly surging. It seemed connected to the阴司界 in some way.

A mournful roar echoed from the bottom of one of these vortexes, followed by a dark shadow. A huge skull appeared before Lin Xuan, its eyes glowing red as it gnashed at something.

From an aura standpoint, this was much stronger than those hair-covered ghosts; almost on par with an元婴初期 cultivator.

If there were only one, it wouldn't be significant, but each vortex produced such a skull. Soon, the number reached nearly a hundred. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He wasn't afraid of them, but he felt somewhat at a loss.

Moon's little girl... what kind of racket did she make by just forming an embryo?

The skulls immediately surrounded Lin Xuan, opening their mouths to spew out green flames and poisonous smoke.

Each skull was equivalent to an元婴初期 cultivator. With so many attacks combined, whether Wangting Lou could withstand it was unclear. But if hit, his fall would be certain.

Lin Xuan couldn't afford such a scenario; he flashed through the air, using Nine Heaven Microsteps, vanishing without a trace.

Boom!

The poisonous smoke and demonic flames all missed their target, but the scene was still terrifying.

Facing so many monsters, fighting them was foolish. A smart person would use lightning-fast methods to wipe them out entirely.

Lin Xuan stretched his hand, tapping his waist. A dazzling light appeared before him—a broken sword about a foot long, its surface cracked, yet it exuded immense pressure.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan grabbed the sword with both hands. Green light flowed around him as he infused mana into it. Numerous rune symbols appeared on the blade and rotated before vanishing inside his body. His hand was wrapped in silver light, and copper coin-sized whale scales emerged.

The process took only an instant. Before the skulls could react, Lin Xuan swung the sword down with all his might. A dazzling silver light appeared in his vision.

The scene was astonishing; it stretched over a hundred feet long, though not reaching to the sky or earth, it cleared away all the阴风 and ghostly mists, revealing clear skies once more.

Thirty skulls at the forefront were immediately devoured by the sword's brilliance, vanishing like bubbles. The remaining skulls, with their red eyes gleaming, showed extreme fear but had high intelligence, knowing they could not escape. They gnashed their teeth before opening their mouths wide.

Rumbling sounds filled Lin Xuan’s ears as the ghostly figures spat out primordial lightning flames.

Instantly, green light flashed, and a loud explosion echoed in his ears. The flames from one skull weren't significant, but with dozens of them colliding together, it was incredibly powerful, rushing towards the dazzling silver light.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan didn’t show any surprise on his face as he infused more five-colored spiritual lights into the Demon Fate Sword. The two clashed.

Silver and green lights intertwined before a large rune symbol rose, rotating and flashing. Soon, the divine treasure's power took the upper hand, completely swallowing the green light. Lin Xuan struck again with another sword swing. The sword qi formed an arch, and the remaining skulls finally vanished.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as green light enveloped his body. Just as he was about to enter the valley, something else happened at that moment.

Electric sparks flashed, silver snakes danced in the air. The dark clouds above suddenly churned violently, forming another vortex similar to the previous one but much larger.

A mournful roar echoed from within. Lin Xuan paused his flight, his face showing a look of seriousness. This time, the threat posed by this vortex was far greater than the skulls.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had an ominous feeling in his heart.

Mournful cries filled the air as countless black lightning crossed inside the vortex. A ghostly hand emerged from within.

It stretched over dozens of feet, covered with red scales, and sharp bone spines protruded at the elbow, long and sharp like weapons.

Another ghostly hand appeared on either side of the vortex, tearing it apart to expand its size.

"This is..."

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. Spatial techniques were only within the realm of experts in the late stage of 离合期.

Although Lin Xuan couldn't identify this ghost, he knew where it came from; this vortex connected to the阴司界, and it had come through that strange interface.

As the vortex expanded, the space became blurry. The ghost then emerged from within.

With a green face and fangs, there were four pairs of eyes on its face, making eight in total. Even with his extensive experience, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine.

If he was correct, this ghost's aura surpassed that of Huìyùn and Rúyān Sister by far; could it be an expert at the late stage of 离合期?

Despite his arrogance, Lin Xuan had no confidence now. He didn't know whether to attack or retreat.

Though Mo'er’s conception opened a path to the阴司界, this ghost might not recognize the reborn Asura King. If anything happened to Mo'er...

Lin Xuan couldn’t leave; he had to protect her at all costs. If such a situation arose, he would fight regardless of whether it was mid-stage or late stage 离合期.

His mind raced as the ghost's aura was overwhelmingly strong, and Lin Xuan didn't dare provoke it. The only option left was to wait and see how things developed.

A terrifying and mournful roar echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan’s choice was undoubtedly correct, but that monster wouldn’t be led by him.

This ghost was towering, resembling a small mountain from afar. It lowered its head, its森然 gaze sweeping over Lin Xuan with an air of disdain before waving its ghostly claws.

(End of Chapter) 16977

Lin Xuan’s choice was right; however, the monster wouldn’t be led by him.

The ghost was tall and imposing, resembling a small mountain. It lowered its head, its森然 gaze sweeping over Lin Xuan with an air of disdain before waving its ghostly claws.

Monday, seeking recommendations! Thank you to everyone who has supported me so far!
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Lin Xuan’s choice was right; however, the monster wouldn’t be led by him.

The ghost was tall and imposing, resembling a small mountain. It lowered its head, its森然 gaze sweeping over Lin Xuan with an air of disdain before waving its ghostly claws.
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In an instant, the sky and earth seemed to change color. Violent winds swept around, and a terrifying aura gathered. Before the ghost claws could reach, space began to distort. Several lightning bolts as thick as a child's arm appeared in Lin Xuan’s line of sight.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted involuntarily. It was no wonder this mid-stage Separation ghost had sealed off all his escape routes with just one strike; he had no choice but to take the hard route. Damn it!

Lin Xuan’s body shimmered with a faint green light, showing no signs of negligence. His mana surged like a tidal wave into the Demon Destiny Sword. He gritted his teeth and swung downward fiercely. The dazzling sword energy reappeared in his vision, more expansive than before. The surface of the sword was encased in runes that emitted a pleasant ringing sound.

This time, Lin Xuan spared nothing.

The ghost’s expression turned grave as it hesitated. Dark flames appeared on its claws, while armor-like scales covered its arms.

When they touched, a massive explosion echoed. Despite the runes protecting the ghost claws, Lin Xuan’s face contorted in discomfort.

For the first time, the Heavenly Treasure failed to work; the silver sword energy was actually broken through.

"Impossible!"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but exclaim in shock. He hadn’t anticipated such a result.

Of course, the ghost wasn’t unscathed either. Pain etched across its face as scales cracked and its arm shriveled significantly.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. Facing a mid-stage Separation ghost, he didn’t expect the Black Gold Dragon Armor to be effective. He flashed past and was about to use Nine Heaven Stepping.

But the ghost’s claws were much faster than expected. As they approached, it suddenly accelerated and collided with the golden light barrier. The shattering sound filled his ears as the light barrier rapidly dimmed.

Lin Xuan felt a bolt of lightning strike his chest. He hurriedly activated the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield, though he still couldn’t block it entirely; it was better than using his body to take the hit. A black flash sent him flying.

"Eh?"

The evil ghost examined its claws, its grotesque face filled with surprise. Not just a mere Core Formation cultivator, even an old-timer at Separation stage would surely fall in death if they tried to withstand one of its strikes. How could this opponent remain unscathed?

In truth, Lin Xuan had flown over a hundred paces before finally stopping himself. His chest heaved with turbulent qi and blood trickled from the corner of his mouth.

How close it was!

If not for practicing the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens technique, his body’s strength would have been comparable to that of a peer-level monster. At this critical moment, he had activated the Azure Flame Qilin Armor, which might have saved him. This ghost’s power was truly formidable; mid-stage Separation was indeed no easy feat.

After experiencing that life-and-death moment, Lin Xuan couldn’t deny his fear, but Mo Er was here. He had no choice but to face it. With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heaven Jade Ring emerged and hovered around him. Then he flicked his hand; the green flames and Azure Flame Whip shimmered in the air before him.

Lin Xuan wasn’t done yet. He intended to use other treasures. This eight-eyed ghost was undoubtedly the most formidable creature he had encountered since entering Immortal cultivation, so he wouldn’t hold back, preparing to unleash both his treasures and techniques together.

"Aaaaah!"

The ghost didn’t show any weakness either. It opened its mouth and spat out a strange object—a black chain with a large iron ball at the end. The surface of the ball was covered in sharp spines, resembling a meteor hammer.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; the Azure Flame Qilin Armor not only served as protection but also significantly enhanced his own mana and techniques.

He flipped his wrist, and the Illusory Green Flame appeared.

"Quickly!"

Just as Lin Xuan was about to attack, something unexpected happened.

"Stop!"

A clear voice rang out. A tiny streak of light appeared before them.

A beautiful young girl materialized with painted eyebrows and a small stature, barely reaching a foot in height.

Sure enough, it was Xiao Tao!

"You two must be full from eating too much. Miss Mo Er is at the critical stage of forming her core; instead, you’re playing a self-destructive game."

Xiao Tao’s face was filled with anger as she crossed her arms and scolded them loudly.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and paused his actions. His composure wouldn’t allow him to argue with this fiery young girl, but her words made him look thoughtful—could they be allies? The implications were deep.

Lin Xuan’s gaze shifted. The fierce ghost, who had just been menacing, now showed fear in the face of Xiao Tao’s accusations, much like a servant before his master.

The ghost opened its mouth and began to babble, but Lin Xuan couldn’t understand it; naturally, it was from the Netherworld language.

"Was it you who started this?"

Xiao Tao turned to Lin Xuan with an unsympathetic expression. This guy actually had the nerve to accuse others first. Lin Xuan stared at the ghost in surprise but didn’t bother arguing further: "Xiao Tao, let me ask—how is Mo Er? Is she doing well?"

"Why should I tell you this pig."

Lin Xuan was speechless and his face turned grim. He never lost when it came to personal gains, but he had allowed Xiao Tao out of kindness for Mo Er. However, there were limits; her insensitivity at a time like this was too much.

"Xiao Tao, one last question—how is Mo Er?"

Lin Xuan’s voice softened, yet a chill ran down Xiao Tao’s spine. Although the girl was mischievous, she wasn’t stupid.

After all, she had lived through countless years and could read people well. She could tell Lin Xuan was angry.

However, the brief chill in Xiao Tao’s heart dissipated quickly; after all, she wasn’t just any cultivator but a spirit from a divine treasure that had come to life. Apart from True Immortals, even late-stage Golden Tribulation or Spirit Realm Monarchs wouldn’t intimidate her. Lin Xuan, merely a Core Formation cultivator, was insignificant to her.

Thus, Xiao Tao paid no heed to his threats. However, her gaze softened towards him. She wasn’t intimidated by Lin Xuan; this pig had its merits—though he was somewhat fickle, his deep affection for Miss Mo Er truly moved her deeply.
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"Rest assured, Miss is fine. Incubating a soul only takes an instant." (to the peak)

"What do you mean Moon is about to incubate her soul?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and then his face lit up with joy.

"Yes," Little Tao nodded, her expression also filled with happiness. Although she was still far from Miss's power, she believed that one day...

"By the way, what kind of monster are you?"

Lin Xuan turned to look at the giant ghost in front of him, which had just engaged in combat. He had suffered a lot already.

"Didn't you say this guy is on our side?"

"Yes, Miss is reincarnated as the Arhat King. After fusing with the Rahu blood, the Yin energy produced during her soul incubation is extremely dense, distorting space and summoning evil ghosts to protect her."

"So that's how it works."

Lin Xuan was surprised by Little Tao's explanation. It truly matched the saying 'the temple of the dragon was flooded'. This ghost was protecting Moon from interference.

He wanted to go see how the little girl was doing but had been mistaken for an enemy by this guy.

Fortunately, Little Tao arrived in time; otherwise, he would have suffered a lot more.

No matter who won or lost, his fate wouldn't be any better. Facing a mid-stage separation ghost, even if he used all his powers, winning seemed extremely unlikely.

"Will you stay here to incubate your soul?"

"Hmph, that's about right."

With the situation clear, Lin Xuan couldn't linger on. However, his concern for Moon didn't lessen. And... well, it was worth a look to see if she was safe.

Lin Xuan knew this as an excuse but turned red after releasing his divine sense.

"Ouch."

Before his divine sense could reach the cave where Moon was secluding herself, he was repelled by powerful Yin energy. Not only did he not see anything, but it felt like a hammer had hit him in the head.

"Hmph, men are no good," Little Tao grumbled from afar. She wanted to peek at Miss, but even she didn't think that the ruler of the Netherworld would allow such an act. The Yin energy automatically formed a protective layer; any attempt to see through it was futile.

As a cultivator, Lin Xuan's divine sense was incredibly powerful, and his senses were far more sensitive than those of ordinary people. Hearing Little Tao's mutter made him blush. This had nothing to do with his depth of character; he fled like a rat.

The terrifying ghost still guarded the entrance.

With such a mid-stage separation ghost as an ally, staying here was redundant for Lin Xuan. He flew towards the distance after a moment’s hesitation.

---

Magical treasures and spiritual light exploded in the valley. Although it had been about an hour since Lin Xuan arrived, the battle at Baixuan Pavilion raged on fiercely.

Lu Ying'er felt pity and thought that once people died, their grudges would be resolved. She allowed the Blood Shadow Sect's cultivators to rest in peace. If this were any other time, it wouldn't have been wrong. However, Moon's case was special; her soul incubation produced a massive celestial omen. The Yin energy was so dense that even the corpses of the deceased had come back to life.

This wasn't just a joke. The number of Blood Shadow Sect members exceeded those in Baixuan Pavilion. If it weren't for Lin Xuan's efforts, the situation would have been reversed. Now, all the cultivators' physical bodies had turned into zombies.

Moreover, unlike usual cases where even mid-stage separation cultivators needed time to strengthen their zombie forms, the Yin energy from Rahu blood changed the laws of nature. Based on their pre-life cultivation stage, these Blood Shadow Sect members transformed into zombies with varying strengths.

For example, a mid-stage base formation cultivator now had corresponding strength. Fortunately, they didn't have any suitable magical treasures; otherwise, things would have been much worse.

Another fortunate thing was that the few mid-stage separation ghosts killed by Lin Xuan were destroyed along with their physical bodies. Otherwise, the consequences could have been unimaginable.

However, even so, Baixuan Pavilion only had a slight advantage. Victory wouldn't be difficult, but many disciples would surely suffer losses. After all, this was deep within the main hall and under a ban; no array formations could be used to defend against enemies.

Lu Ying'er's brows were tightly furrowed. Unfortunately, her time storage hadn't been activated yet, so those ten mid-stage separation puppets couldn't recognize their masters. Otherwise, they wouldn't have been in such a passive position.

The armadillo and the zombie demon were indeed powerful, but one was clumsy, and the other was stupid. While useful against individual experts, controlling them for group battles was difficult. She wasn't truly their master as a mid-stage soul condensation cultivator; her divine sense was too weak.

Lu Ying'er sighed. She wanted to ask Lin Xuan for help, but she knew that his top priority was Moon's successful soul incubation.

But with the time storage issue and insufficient preparations, what should she do now?

Lu Ying'er frowned as she thought about it, but before she could come up with a solution, Lin Xuan appeared in her line of sight.

She was delighted and hurried to meet him. "Young Master."

She bowed gracefully, looking apologetic. But Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively: "No need to explain; I know."

Although there were many zombies, they were insignificant to Lin Xuan. He flicked his sleeve, releasing a dozen sword qi each about an inch long.

"Divide!"

He clapped his hands and cast a spell. The sword qi split into three, creating hundreds of small swords in front of him. Their colors had also become more faint compared to before.

Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied; 300 small swords were still not enough. He waved his hands like butterflies, casting another series of spells. The number increased from three to nine, and the sword qi reached nearly a thousand. Although each seemed only an inch long, their combined power was still impressive.

"Quickly!" Lin Xuan pointed at the front with his finger. The sword qi scattered in all directions...

A shower of colorful sword qi filled the air as they pierced through zombie heads and left them riddled with holes.

Although the power of each sword had diminished after being divided, it was more than enough to deal with these grade of ghosts.

"Venerable's might!"

The disciples' voices of submission echoed. Despite their best efforts, Baixuan Pavilion couldn't do much against them. Lin Xuan's single move wiped out the strong enemy, and his power was truly admirable.

All zombies were eliminated this time; no one would repeat their mistake. They released small fireballs to burn the zombies.

"Thank you for your help."

"Enough, Ying'er. There's no need to be so formal. Order everyone to return to their caves and not move around freely. Don't speculate about the celestial omen," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Yes, Young Master. I understand. Is there anything else?" Lu Ying'er asked respectfully.

"No, but I'll borrow your cave."

"Use my cave?" Lu Ying'er was surprised, her face showing a strange expression.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded and didn't notice the odd look on her face.

"Haha, Young Master is too polite. You can go ahead."

Lu Ying'er led him to her cave after that.

The interior was warm and ancient. Lin Xuan didn't linger in other stone rooms but went directly to the training room: "Alright, Ying'er, you can go now!"

"Yes."

Lu Ying'er's face had been as red as fire before but showed a hint of disappointment. She quickly recovered and bowed respectfully before retreating.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and took out an jade bottle from his pocket.
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Unscrewing the bottle cap, a refreshing aroma wafted out. Lin Xuan poured out several greenish-blue pills from inside.

This was an excellent healing elixir. Lin Xuan swallowed them whole. He then formed hand seals and began to refine the medicinal power. The attack of that Separation Period厉鬼 had injured him, but it was thanks to his protective碧焰麒麟甲 that he wasn't worse off.

If not for this armor, his physical body would have been much more severely damaged.

Since Moon儿 had such a powerful厉鬼 protecting her and Little Táo taking care of her, Lin Xuan naturally didn’t need to worry. He first tended to his own injuries. Time passed slowly. After an unknown amount of time, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes.

Compared to before, he looked much better. His injuries! They weren't completely healed, but they were no longer a big issue.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief and was about to get up when suddenly, his brow furrowed. A colorful cloud formation appeared from the distance. The old man’s voice didn’t finish as he suddenly gaped. The phenomenon caused by Moon儿's condensation of an essence core was too large for Baxuange’s protective array to fully block, even at a two million li distance.

Though they couldn't see it clearly, the three old monsters' faces all changed. As Core Formation cultivators, their experiences were vast. "A five-colored light halo filling the sky—could there be an extraordinary treasure about to appear?" The woman in green said with a murmur.

The old man's expression turned greedy after his initial shock. Only Heavenly Emperor昊天 had extremely deep scheming eyes; aside from a flash of something unusual, he showed no signs of what was on his mind. They all fell silent and raised their heads to look at the distant formation.

As time passed, it didn't disappear but became even clearer. "Perhaps there really is an extraordinary treasure about to appear, not too far away. Let's go take a look," the old man finally said after half a cup of tea had passed. The woman in green naturally couldn’t object since she was with him.

Heaven nodded without any surprise or joy on his face. They then exchanged glances. The old man first spun around, enveloped by a layer of red light, and flew towards the horizon. Heavenly Emperor昊天 and the woman in green also revealed their abilities and silently followed behind.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At Baxuange’s main base, a golden beam shot out from the colorful cloud formation. It was about ten zhang thick and had a grand momentum with floating talisman inscriptions that made it seem terrifying.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. If he were alone, he would have been very worried, but seeing Little Táo’s calm demeanor, Lin Xuan relaxed. The beam fell into the valley without any sound, as if being absorbed by something. Lin Xuan was first taken aback before his face showed a thoughtful expression.

After another half cup of tea had passed, the beam gradually dissipated, and the clouds turned to nothingness. The sky returned to its clear state, and an odd fragrance drifted out from the valley. Unlike flower scents or medicinal pill aromas, Lin Xuan couldn’t identify what it was. In short, it made him feel very comfortable.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath with a satisfied expression on his face. Little Táo’s face was full of smiles as she patted her chest. Although logically speaking, the fusion with Deva Blood should have succeeded, everything had its uncertainties. Moreover, when Lady Moon reincarnated, those wicked true immortals specifically altered the laws of nature, so it wasn’t entirely without worry.

Fortunately, they were successful.

Little Táo then transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the valley. Lin Xuan was about to follow closely behind when something unexpected happened.

The valley, already damaged by the previous surge of阴气, completely collapsed now. Dust fell like rain, but soon, a dazzling streak of light emerged from the rubble.

That streak of light then dispersed, revealing a beautiful maiden. Her lips were as red as jade, and her skin was smooth as water; she was undoubtedly Moon儿.
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A breathtaking beauty turned her head slowly, her beautiful face gradually blooming a smile that intoxicated the heart.

"Master!"

With a shrill cry, she leaped into Lin Xuan's embrace. It was warm and blissful.

How many years had passed with them relying on each other? Though they didn't often say sweet nothings to one another, their hearts were tightly entwined in the midst of bloodshed and peril.

The path of immortality was treacherous, all for that elusive eternal life. But was eternal life truly the only goal of cultivation?

Without someone to rely on, an endless lifespan would be nothing but loneliness.

Moon's feelings towards Lin Xuan needed no explanation; how did Lin Xuan feel about her?

For her sake, he didn't mind offending countless deities and demons. He faced them with a fearless heart: "Gods, I slay! Demons, I butcher!"

Love wasn't always about constant declarations.

But there was one regret between the two.

Moon was originally a yin spirit without a body until she condensed her essence. She needed to be wary of this person and guard against any misfortune.

The girl couldn't help but yawn, her mind suddenly overwhelmed with drowsiness. Was she about to fall into another slumber? No, I must protect her.

Small Peach struggled against the sleep demon, but the fatigue in her mind grew stronger. Her eyelids felt heavy and a white light flew into Moon's dantian.

Lin Xuan and Moon were completely unaware of what was happening around them as they continued to embrace each other tightly.

After a long while, Lin Xuan finally moved away slightly, staring at the girl's delicate face.

Just like that, motionless and entranced.

"Master... What are you looking at?"

Moon lowered her head, blushing furiously.

Her heart raced; she had no idea what she was nervous or anticipating about.

"It looks good!"

With his cunning, Lin Xuan was a top-tier figure in the human world. He never faltered when debating with others. But now, he seemed tongue-tied as if he were a young man experiencing love for the first time. "Master, you've seen my appearance before; we've been together for two hundred years."

The Apsara King was so beautiful that it defied description. No one in the three realms could compare to her beauty except for the Nine-Tailed Fox. After Moon's reincarnation, she had sealed away all memories and appearances with a miraculous technique. She still retained her ethereal and innocent appearance.

Now that Moon had successfully condensed her essence, though only a small step on the long path of immortality, her appearance remained unchanged due to the seal not being lifted yet.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. Though their hearts were already tightly entwined, he was still afraid she might regain her memories.

The Apsara King was such an incomparably magnificent figure; how would she treat him then?

Fortunately, his worry was unfounded. Moon had regained her body but remained the same innocent girl. Lin Xuan couldn't help leaning in closer. Moon's face flushed, but she still complied with a shy smile. After two hundred years of obedience to Lin Xuan, she had developed a submissive nature.

The kiss was sweet and bashful; both turned red as if on fire. At this moment, he felt his emotions swirling out of control.

Suddenly, a thunderous sound echoed in their ears, jolting them from their trance.

"What's going on?"

Countless beams of light flashed around them as cultivators who had returned to their caves due to the master's command emerged. Moon's face turned red and she flew away from Lin Xuan's embrace.

She was overjoyed at her success but now realized there were many people around, causing her to blush even more.

"Ahem," Lin Xuan scratched his head awkwardly, though the lingering scent of her lips still lingered in his mind.

Annoyance stirred within him; who had ruined their moment? But on the surface, he remained unperturbed.

He closed his eyes and released his divine sense, revealing a strange expression.

"Master, what's wrong?"

Moon asked curiously. Despite her success, she was still as innocent and obedient as ever.

"It's nothing. A few guys are causing trouble; they might have been drawn here by the signs of my essence condensation. They're attacking Xuan Pavilion's main hall, and one of them I recognize," Lin Xuan said coolly.

"Us both? Could it be Heavenly Emperor昊天?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. When had this girl become so clever?

"Haha, just a guess. The aura is familiar to me," Moon's playful voice echoed in his ears.

"Familiar aura... wait..."

Lin Xuan scanned Moon with his divine sense, forgetting about their joyous moment due to the sudden realization.

The girl before him was beautiful like jade, but her spiritual energy was incredibly powerful. She couldn't be a newly condensed essence cultivator. After several scans, he confirmed it: she had reached late-stage元婴!

Her cultivation level rivaled his own.

It was impossible for this situation to occur under normal circumstances, defying the laws of nature. But Moon's case was different; to condense her essence, she had fused a drop of Apsara God Blood. Though just one drop, the Apsara King could rival true immortals.

The divine energy in her blood was rich with celestial power. The laws of nature were meaningless before the Apsara King, allowing her to directly advance to late-stage元婴.

As a major cultivator, Moon's ability to recognize Heavenly Emperor's identity wasn't surprising.

After the initial shock, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. The stronger Moon became, the better for him.

Who said good fortune doesn't come in threes? Today was filled with blessings: not only had Moon successfully condensed her essence, but her cultivation progress exceeded his expectations. Now, Heavenly Emperor himself had stumbled into his trap.

Thinking of past hardships, he had been driven to madness in Youzhou and even plotted against the Peacock in Kuimen Mountains.

Heh, he would make sure to extract his soul and torment him today if he didn't want his name written backward.

On the other side, Heavenly Emperor and two old monsters from Wu Family were indeed trapped within the array. Looking at the thick white fog, Heavenly Emperor's face was grim with regret.

Suddenly, he flicked his sleeves, releasing a long spear made of bones. A short sword appeared out of nowhere, clashing with the spear.

After several rounds, the short sword broke, revealing it wasn't a true treasure but a manifestation of spiritual energy. Heavenly Emperor's expression turned sour as three old monsters were trapped in the array.

"This array is quite formidable; can either friend find a way to break it?" The white-haired elder had different thoughts from Heavenly Emperor, his eyes still filled with greed. There was an array here, suggesting the possibility of rare treasures appearing.

"Breaking the array, friend, are you finally realizing that we cannot break this array with our current cultivation? If you wish to remain here, I must bid farewell."

Heavenly Emperor's cunning rivaled Lin Xuan and Little Sword. However, his words were cut short as the surrounding fog suddenly churned violently. The three old monsters froze, quickly summoning their protective treasures.

To their surprise, the array didn't attack but revealed a passage a dozen feet wide.

Countless beams of light flew in, splitting into two to reveal the faces of a young man and woman.

"Is it you?" Heavenly Emperor's face turned grim with fear.
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"Good, it's me," Lin Xuan said with a faint smile on his lips, but there was a hint of mockery in his eyes. "You're now at the late-stage Core Formation Realm!"

昊天's entire body was drenched in cold sweat as he looked incredulous. He hadn't met Lin Xuan many times, yet this encounter left an indelible impression. Back when they were in Youzhou, that kid had only been a Condensation Core cultivator, but he managed to escape from him on his own. Such incidents never happened before. The Qinyin Mountains also held a complex history between them, but due to the incident with Zun Wu, they hadn't met.

Although the pursuit order by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect caused quite a stir, various coincidences led to昊天 being in seclusion at that time for cultivation. Thus, he was unaware of what happened...

In his memory, this kid had become more cunning but still only at the Condensation Core stage. His cultivation wasn't worth mentioning. He never expected that when they met again, the other party would have already transformed into a late-stage Core Formation cultivator.

Extending her delicate hand, Moonlight's fingers were crystal clear and translucent. A flicker of black light appeared as an ancient inkstone materialized before her. The surface of the inkstone was adorned with runes that emitted faint fragrances of ink. Moonlight wasn't just carrying a single treasure; this item was merely more commonly used.

This inkstone had been obtained when she first arrived in Xuan Yuan City, from Luo Family's scholar. He coveted Zheng Xin and wanted to use her as a cauldron, but he ended up losing the battle and left it with Lin Xuan.

Although the other party was only at the middle-stage Core Formation Realm, this inkstone was extraordinary. It was crafted from black blood mystic crystal jade, which could collect the怨气and阴风from the world to generate ghostly ink, capable of corrupting cultivators' treasures.

Moonlight's face showed a faint smile as she paid no heed to昊天. With her left hand, she waved, and the inkstone emitted a flicker of spiritual light, floating before her body. It expanded like a shield in an instant. The process seemed complex but took only a moment. Soon after, bloodlight enveloped everything as the bone spear approached.

The two treasures touched without any sound, but昊天's face suddenly changed dramatically.

This bone spear was his命宝and its power was formidable. However, at this moment, it inexplicably lost connection with him.

He raised his head in shock and saw two slender demonic snakes flying out from the inkstone, wrapping around the bone spear. "Ghostly Ink!"

昊天 was a ghost entity from the阴司 Realm, so he instantly recognized this renowned technique. His face turned extremely ugly as he wondered about the other party's origins who possessed... Before his thoughts could complete, Moonlight's figure flickered.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but look surprised and narrowed his eyes. What spell did the little girl cast? Instantaneous Teleportation?

That didn't seem right!

The complexity of this technique was almost on par with his Nine Heavens Step.

Even Lin Xuan felt astonished, let alone昊天, who showed a sinister expression as he spun around in place. Gray-white flames burst out from his body surface—Crystal White Bone Fire! This was the inferno he had cultivated for many years.

Although most cultivators weren't afraid of it, they didn't want to face its full power either. But Moonlight wasn't intimidated at all.

Seeing her not dodge,昊天's face showed great joy as that bratty girl underestimated him too much. Arrogance would come with a price.

The gray-white flames flickered and condensed into a grotesque mouth. It seemed like it wanted to swallow Moonlight.

However, the result left everyone speechless. The Crystal White Bone Fire not only caused no harm but was absorbed by her body.

Lin Xuan scratched his head. Such an attack wouldn't have been scary if he were in its place, but trying to neutralize it would be much harder than what Moonlight did.

Just after successfully forming a Condensation Core, her power had skyrocketed to such a level that Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling envious. However, soon after, he chuckled.

Why should he envy Moonlight? The stronger she became, the better for him.

Moreover, as an incarnation of the Arrogant King, she was different from ordinary cultivators.

昊天 knew things were dire and sighed. Unfortunately, in the Qinyin Mountains, he had already used the Xuan Tian Nine Spirit Talisman against Zun Wu's soul fragment, leaving no chance for survival. However, he still didn't want to wait passively.

Taking a deep breath, his eyes turned blood red as his body slowly swelled—What spell was this? Was he planning to self-destruct or use some unknown and bizarre technique?

Moonlight's eyes showed confusion but she wasn't bothered to delve deeper. Extending her hand, the spiritual light flickered in her fingertips as she wrote a "伏" character in the air. It looked somewhat similar to Confucian techniques.

That "伏" character flashed into昊天's body.

昊天's face changed dramatically as his swollen body deflated like a deflated balloon.

Lin Xuan was surprised. He had learned about the Dark Magic, though not proficiently, he knew what kind of secret techniques were hidden within. But Moonlight's just now clearly had nothing to do with it.

Apart from their brief stay at Tianqiao Sect, they hadn't been apart. So where did she learn this skill?昊天 was already unable to move as Lin Xuan could easily take his soul and core if he wanted. The entire process happened quickly, leaving the two Wu Family cultivators pale-faced.

Their lives were now their top priority. Any precious treasures had long since been forgotten.

"Let us pay our respects," the elder bowed humbly. "We merely passed by this place by chance and got caught in your array. We have no ill intentions towards your sect."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a mocking smile: "Do you think I'm three years old? Such lies would fool me?"

"Friend, we truly mean no harm," the elder continued, "and our sect has never had any grudges against yours. If you're willing to let us go, we can offer some crystal stones as compensation."

昊天's abilities were impressive, but Moonlight easily subdued him with a mere gesture. Lin Xuan stood by without intervening, leaving the elder no choice but to beg.

Unfortunately, it was in vain. Lin Xuan wasn't a kind-hearted person; he was extremely gentle towards his own people but merciless towards others.

Moreover, these two were not just passing through. With Lin Xuan's astuteness, he knew their intentions—drawn by Moonlight's Condensation Core sign to see if any precious treasures had appeared and risk their lives for it.

"Stop your flattery," said Lin Xuan indifferently. "If you want to self-destruct, I can let your soul reincarnate. Otherwise..."

Lin Xuan's expression showed impatience: "Since you don't want to do it yourself, let me help."

Before the words were fully spoken, a green flame shot out from Lin Xuan's sleeve and transformed into a small fireball before him—Green Illusory Yin Fire!
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"Quickly!" Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. A faint sound entered his ears, like a chick hatching from an egg. From the greenish-blue flame that was about the size of an egg, a sharp-beaked bird emerged.

Subsequently, Lin Xuan held his hands in the air and cast another trick technique. The little bird circled and danced before transforming into a streak of startling light that shot towards the elderly man with white hair.

The opponent was both shocked and angry. His face lost all color as he did not say a word. He clapped his hands, and an odd-looking treasure flew out from his sleeve. It resembled a sickle used for digging herbs but emitted a silver glow, indicating it had been crafted from extraordinary materials.

Facing a late-stage Great Cultivator, the old man dared not hold back any of his abilities. His hands moved like butterflies as he spat blood from his mouth. The dark red blood turned into a fist-sized cloud of blood mist that quickly engulfed the sickle.

A low rumbling sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. After absorbing the essence of its master, the treasure's power naturally increased significantly. It clashed with the Green Illusory Profound Flame in mid-air.

Although he had guessed that late-stage Great Cultivators were formidable, what followed left the old man speechless. The little bird transformed back into a green flame and burned fiercely, completely enveloping the three-foot-long sickle. In an instant, it turned to ashes.

Impossible! The old man's face was filled with shock; he almost seemed dazed. What kind of inferno is this? Its power was so overwhelming that it was unbelievable.

There was no time for him to ponder further as the flames reformed into a bird and flew towards him. The old man was terrified, his soul nearly leaving his body.

Although his abilities were insignificant compared to Lin Xuan's, he was still an intermediate-stage Great Cultivator—essentially a centuries-old monster—and had some sense of duty when faced with life-and-death choices. Rather than perish, he decided to sacrifice his physical form. He did not expect revenge but only wished to survive.

A green light flashed as a baby about an inch high appeared above the old man's head. His body was then consumed by the blazing flames. The baby's face showed fear; it held a small sword in its arms and instantly teleported several dozen feet away using hand seals. Unfortunately, this effort was futile.

This time, Lin Xuan did not even use Snow Fox King's long spear. Moon had captured the Heavenly Demon Emperor alive, so he could not fall short of her performance. Otherwise, where would his face be? With a flick of his fingers, Lin Xuan displayed Nine Heavens Feather Step. As he practiced the Phoenix Dance Nine Skies technique, this ability became even more mysterious.

The old man saw a figure flash before him as Lin Xuan appeared in front of him. Impossible! Even缩地术 (shrinking earth technique) was not that complex. A sneer formed on Lin Xuan's lips: "Still want to run?"

He then flicked his fingers, and green霞lightning shot out from between them. After circling slightly, it transformed into a strange green hand, which grabbed the old man's essence body.

The opponent naturally did not wish to be captured so easily but had no choice at this moment. Lin Xuan cast a spell, instantly binding the essence body. "You... What do you want to do?"

"Hmph, I gave my friend an opportunity for self-destruction. Since you've missed it, there's no use in regretting now; just wait obediently to be devoured by the Corpse Devouring Demon," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

The old man's face turned ashen as he tried to say something, but Lin Xuan's sharp voice interrupted him: "Still want to run without a word?"

Seeing his two companions subdued, the woman in emerald robes was already terrified. Although she knew her chances of escape were slim, she took out a talisman from her chest and slapped it there. Her entire body was soon enveloped by green light as if using a Wood Diving Talisman.

Lin Xuan's face showed mockery; although this was an upper-grade earth-talism, the idea that anyone could escape his sight was laughable.

He did not even summon any treasures or use Green Illusory Profound Flame. Instead, he waved his sleeves and released dozens of colorful sword qi that grew as they moved through the air. They formed a colorful stream and caught up to the woman in emerald robes before she could react. She was shocked and saw no way to escape, so she reluctantly summoned her treasure sword for resistance, which proved futile.

The sword qi Lin Xuan casually released had power comparable to an early-stage Great Cultivator's strike. After barely resisting for half a cup of tea, the woman was sliced into pieces by chaotic sword attacks. The late-stage Great Cultivator Lin Xuan did not destroy; such remains were a great nourishment for Corpse Devouring Demons.

Three late-stage Great Cultivators faced Lin Xuan and Moon, leaving them with no chance to fight back. They were either killed or captured in this manner.

The entire process was observed by the members of Liexuan Pavilion, who showed nothing but admiration and respect. However, they also wondered why there would be another late-stage Great Cultivator besides the Grand Elder Lin. Although they did not dare to ask casually, the outcome did not require Lin Xuan's attention; others would handle it.

Half an hour later, "Young Master, how do you find this place? Are you satisfied?" Lu Ying'er respectfully asked.

They were still in Juelingshan but about a hundred miles away from Liexuan Pavilion. The anomaly caused by Moon's cultivation had been too grand, turning the valley where their cave was located into ruins. Thus, Lin Xuan needed to find another source of spiritual energy and establish his new residence.

Lin Xuan did not like interruptions, so he chose a location far from the main pavilion but within reach given his strong divine sense. "Not bad."

Lin Xuan scanned the area with satisfaction on his face.

A tall and graceful mountain peak was about six or seven hundred feet high, though very steep. In front of this mountain lay a small lake that covered about seventeen to eighteen acres. The scenery was pleasant, giving one a feeling of peace and serenity.

The quality of the spiritual energy vein was merely average, but it did not matter as Lin Xuan mainly practiced Phoenix Dance Nine Skies and carried a妖眼舍利 (jade eye relic). He also had plenty of medicinal pills to consume; thus, the quality of the vein mattered little.

"This place is good. I will establish my cave here, Ying'er,"

"Yes, but I still have something to return to you," Lu Ying'er respectfully said.

"Return it?" Lin Xuan's face showed confusion.

"Yes." The woman extended her hand and took out two pouches from her waist: "These are the pangolin and Corpse Devouring Demon. Now that they belong back to their rightful owners, it is time to return them."
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"No, you can keep them," Lin Xuan shook his head and said unexpectedly. "What?" The girl's face showed a look of surprise. While she didn't care about the earth demon for now, the pangolin was another matter. But Lin Xuan wasn't bothered by this. He had always been generous with his resources, especially towards those he considered part of his own.

Although the earth demon had already almost advanced after consuming many cultivators' essence cores, it was still only at an intermediate stage. And the pangolin's intelligence was questionable; its assistance to him was minimal. After all, Lin Xuan's strength was comparable to that of a Separation Realm cultivator, and Yue'er far surpassed most late-stage cultivators.

With his master and servant working together, they were already a well-matched pair. Bringing back the pangolin and earth demon would be redundant.

He couldn't remain at the main hall of the Drifting Cloud Pavilion forever; in fact, he had to leave soon. Yanzhou was full of hidden talents, so the ten puppets he brought from Heavenly Skill Sect were clearly insufficient. Therefore, Lin Xuan decided to give the pangolin and earth demon to a few of his maids.

"Thank you, Young Master," she said gratefully. "You… it's wonderful."

Lin Xuan smiled kindly. "No need to thank me. Just work hard and don't disappoint my intentions." "Young Master, I will never slack off," Yue'er replied earnestly.

The girl was a smart one; she could tell Lin Xuan had more on his mind. She bowed slightly and then respectfully stepped back. A gentle breeze blew, leaving only Lin Xuan and Yue'er behind.

The little girl stood quietly beside him, her face flushed with an unknown thought. Lin Xuan turned to see this alluring scene.

All the scheming and strategy in the world melted away at that moment. As a cultivator who had lived for over two hundred years, he felt like a novice just entering the realm of love. For some reason, he felt nervous.

Lin Xuan stared blankly ahead. Although the封印of the Arrogant King hadn't been lifted, Yue'er's appearance was unchanged from before. But Lin Xuan couldn't look away. Yue'er was both happy and shy, lowering her head quietly. The scenery around them was picturesque as they hung in mid-air.

After a long while, Lin Xuan finally realized he had acted too foolishly. He scratched his head and coughed lightly. "Young Master, what's wrong?" Yue'er raised her delicate face with a bashful expression. "That… Yue'er, shouldn't we start cultivating our own cave now?"

Yue'er never doubted the young master's decisions; she obediently played with her small hands, clearly a sweet little girl. It was hard to imagine that just moments ago, she had captured the cunning and devious Heavenly Ghost Emperor.

Lin Xuan merely asked this out of courtesy. He waved his sleeve, sending out dozens of sword qi that grew as they flew. "Hurry!" Lin Xuan commanded, and those colorful sword qi shot towards a nearby mountain peak.

Creating a cave was already familiar to Lin Xuan; it took only half a cup of tea for him to finish the basic structure. If it were any other time, he would have stopped there since he didn't enjoy luxury or extravagance. It was just for meditation and cultivation; no need for meticulous decoration.

But this time, something inexplicable made him start decorating the cave. He not only smoothed the walls but also sent a sound transmission talisman to have Land盈儿 send over some furniture. Only when the sun set did he finally complete the cave.

"Yue'er."

Lin Xuan looked at the girl beside him and smiled faintly. "Why are you standing there? We should go inside." Yue'er nodded, feeling a strange blush.

Lin Xuan was also nervous but couldn't stand there indefinitely. He turned greenish light around his body as he flew towards the cave entrance. Yue'er's face flushed, but she followed him in.

Lin Xuan then tapped his waist and took out an array flag from his robe. Although it was safe here, being cautious never hurt. Besides, if anything happened to Yue'er and someone overheard…

Lin Xuan's mind raced with these thoughts before he finally entered the cave with Yue'er after a cup of tea.

Since their first meeting, they had been together through thick and thin without much separation. They knew each other too well, but at this moment, it felt awkward, especially for Yue'er who didn't know where to put her hands.

Lin Xuan was also nervous but couldn’t help laughing when he saw the little girl's predicament. "Why are you so distant from me?" He reached out and gently held her delicate hand. Warmth spread as if their hearts had touched at that moment.

After all, despite two centuries of companionship, they hadn't been able to touch each other before. Even a simple handshake felt blissful now.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied with just this. His heart suddenly surged with an impulse, and he turned around, stretching his ape-like arms to embrace Yue'er in his arms.

The suddenness left the little girl momentarily stunned. She then snuggled close to Young Master's chest, feeling warm. "Yue'er," she murmured, "I told you that no matter if your past life was as an Arrogant King or what you will be in this one, I will always be with you."
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Littlemaid also felt the same way. No matter if her previous life was the legendary Asura, in this lifetime, she would always be Mo'er by Master Xuan's side.

Whispering softly, their deep feelings were evident as they clung tightly to each other, feeling warm and fulfilled.

What is love?

And what is romance?

It doesn't necessarily have to happen under the moonlight or with tender words. On the perilous path of cultivation, a single misstep could lead to eternal calamity. In that stormy world, they supported each other. Once, Mo'er's condensation core went awry; Lin Xuan risked offending the Demon Emperor for her sake, even if it meant facing eternal calamity.

In the past, Lin Xuan would often meditate with Littlemaid by his side, using her frail body to shield him from danger when powerful enemies approached. Compared to this, such trivialities seemed insignificant.

Lin Xuan said, "My dear, today is our wedding night." His tone had changed.

Mo'er's heart raced; she blushed but nodded obediently. Then, she gently stepped out of his embrace and said, "Master, wait a moment."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback when Mo'er stood still, spinning around like a willow branch. A dazzling red light enveloped her body as if some unknown spell had been cast.

Lin Xuan's divine sense bounced back when he tried to touch it.

"Stop peeking, Master," came the voice of the young girl from within.

Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling embarrassed for a moment.

Soon, the red light dissipated, revealing a beautiful maiden in a magnificent wedding dress.

Mo'er was still Mo'er, but Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with admiration. The phoenix crown and red attire made her look like a princess preparing to marry. Although the clothes were soft and luxurious, they weren't silk; they seemed to be formed by divine energy.

This wasn't strange since high-ranking cultivators could manifest magical items at will. Mo'er was far stronger than most late-stage cultivators now.

As the bride should be, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel his fingers twitch as he prepared for their wedding night. However, good things come to those who wait. He wanted to give her a memorable experience.

"Tonight is our first time together," Lin Xuan said, taking out two delicate wine cups from his sleeve and using divine energy to create a warm atmosphere in the cave.

The divine liquid glowed like amber, more pleasing to the eye than wine.

"Master."

Mo'er's eyes sparkled, her heart already intoxicated before she even tasted it.

"Naughty girl, you still call me that? It's our wedding night now. Come on, call brother," Lin Xuan said with a smile, teasingly.

"Brother... Brother."

Her voice was barely audible as she blushed deeply.

Lin Xuan stepped closer and leaned in, their shadows merging into an intimate embrace. They drank the wine together.

With the phoenix crown and red attire removed, Lin Xuan gently picked up Mo'er and carried her to the bed.

Mo'er's eyes were closed tightly, holding onto her clothes as if she was facing a formidable opponent. For a maiden on her first night, nothing could be more important or memorable than giving herself to the one she loved.

"Brother... Brother."

Her voice whispered into his ear.

"Mmm, my dear, what is it?"

"Blow out the candles..."

"Oh."

Lin Xuan nodded but couldn't help smiling mischievously. Girls liked darkness when they were shy, and as an advanced cultivator, he could see perfectly in the dark.

He exhaled a stream of essence energy, plunging the cave into darkness.

Then, Lin Xuan cleared his throat and gently undressed Mo'er...

Love filled the air as Lin Xuan kissed his beloved wife until their souls merged. The long night was filled with two centuries of longing, and they couldn't get enough of each other.

Both being late-stage cultivators, they didn't need to worry about physical strain. By morning, Mo'er had fallen asleep peacefully in Lin Xuan's arms after a good two hours' rest.

As a cultivator, he needed little sleep; by noon, Lin Xuan opened his eyes feeling refreshed and energized.

Mo'er's lashes fluttered.

Lin Xuan smiled. Last night, she was also shy, and now that she had woken up, she still couldn't bring herself to look at him.

"Mo'er."

Lin Xuan called softly, placing a hand on her back.

"Master."

Caught in the act of pretending to sleep, Mo'er blushed deeply.

"Silly girl, why do you call me that? We agreed to call each other brother," Lin Xuan said with a playful smile.

"But... can we be more flexible?" Mo'er pleaded weakly.

"Flexible?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Yes, Master. I'm used to calling you by your title; it feels so strange to call you brother."

Mo'er stuck out her tongue, and the redness in her face diminished.

"Alright!" Lin Xuan, being a broad-minded person, didn't mind much about such trivialities as long as his intentions were clear.

"Thank you, Master," Mo'er beamed. Although they had already shared intimate moments, calling him brother was still very uncomfortable for her.

"You don't need to thank me yet; I haven't fully agreed."

"Not completely?" Mo'er asked in surprise.

"Yes." Lin Xuan grinned mischievously: "How you call me during our cultivation can be up to you, but when we practice together, you must call me brother."

"Ah?"

Mo'er was taken aback and looked distressed.

"What's wrong? Don't listen to me?" Lin Xuan asked with a raised chin.

"No, no, Master... Brother, I'll do whatever you say," Mo'er said, her face filled with distress.

For two centuries, Mo'er had always followed Lin Xuan's every command without question. Seeing him "bully" his own lady, Lin Xuan felt satisfied and continued to tease her for another hour before they finally got up.

Lin Xuan was content, having spent a long time indulging in their intimate moments.
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After their brief encounter, the two of them became even closer than before. Lin Xuan then asked about Mo'er's experience when she formed her infant soul.

However, what the little girl said left him quite surprised.

According to Xiao Tao's method, Mo'er had fused the Deva God Blood, but everything that happened afterward was a bit hazy for her.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows slightly. Mo'er naturally wouldn't lie to him, but according to common sense, cultivators should be very clear-minded when forming their infant souls. Was it because of the Deva King's rebirth or some other reason?

Unable to figure it out, Lin Xuan let go and asked another question that interested him.

"Mo'er, you said you were in a daze. How did you start practicing the Deva True Teachings?"

"I'm not sure. After my body was reformed, I wasn't very clear-headed, but there was a resonance with the Deva God Talisman. Then, golden text started flashing in my mind, and no matter how hard I tried to forget it, I couldn't," Mo'er recalled.

"Golden text?"

"Yes, just like what you saw of the Deva True Teachings. But this is only the surface."

"Surface?" Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression. Although he didn't have Deva King blood and couldn't practice it, his broad knowledge and high cultivation in the mortal world allowed him to recognize that the Deva True Teachings were incredibly profound.

However, after some thought, he understood. It was an item from the divine realm; its surface was not so remarkable.

Lin Xuan didn't want to delve too deeply into this: "Mo'er, why don't we spar?"

"Sparring? With you, Lord?" Mo'er covered her mouth with a hand.

"Yes, now that you're late-stage Immortal Infant, your cultivation is the same as mine."

"But... how can I be your opponent," Mo'er stammered.

It wasn't because she was hesitant; over two hundred years of protecting her had already left an indelible mark on Mo'er's mind. She never imagined that she could defeat Lord even in a spar.

"Little fool, what are you afraid of? Do you think I'll hurt you? Come, let me see your Deva True Teachings' abilities after you've practiced them," Lin Xuan said with a determined look.

Seeing his firm expression, Mo'er reluctantly nodded.

Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew out of the cave. Mo'er stomped her jade foot and followed closely behind.

In mid-air, one male and one female figure hovered far apart. "Lord, are you really going to fight?" Mo'er asked weakly.

"Just sparring, what are you afraid of, girl?" Lin Xuan said with a helpless expression.

He didn't initiate the attack; it was only right that Mo'er should strike first.

"Very well, Lord, I won't hold back."

Seeing things had reached this point, Mo'er bit her teeth and waved at Lin Xuan. Her hand then flipped, revealing an unusual small flag in her palm—her usual treasure, the Beast Soul Flag.

Darkness like ink emanated from the flag, with eerie ghostly cries heard faintly.

She raised it to her head and cast a spell. The flag suddenly expanded, creating a fierce gale of dark energy that transformed into a black cloud covering over ten acres.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed signs of surprise. He knew well the power of the Beast Soul Flag.

Why did its power seem amplified in Mo'er's hands?

Lin Xuan was a cultivator proficient in Taoist, Buddhist, and demonic arts. Initially, his focus had been on the Nine Heaven Profound Technique, but now he was delving into the凤舞九天诀(Feng Wu Jiu Tian Jue).

Although Lin Xuan had studied the玄魔(Xuan Mo) teachings, he hadn't put much effort into them.

He mostly knew a few powerful secret techniques from it. The rest were just superficial knowledge.

The Beast Soul Flag was crafted for Mo'er by him.

Lin Xuan wasn't a cold-blooded killer, so when he refined this treasure, he used mostly beast souls. Of course, his dislike of killing innocents didn't mean he would spare enemies.

Many cultivators' spirits had been absorbed into the flag after being killed by him.

However, compared to the Demon Sovereign who slaughtered millions of ordinary people for his treasures, the Beast Soul Flag's absorption was insignificant.

But remember, the Demon Sovereign killed ordinary people, while the Beast Soul Flag absorbed souls from cultivators he had slain.

While the numbers couldn't be compared, in terms of quality, the Beast Soul Flag was superior. The power of a cultivator's soul far exceeded that of an ordinary person.

So Mo'er’s treasure wasn’t inferior to the Demon Sovereign’s Ten Thousand Souls Banner at all.

However, before her rebirth, she had only reached the Condensation Stage and couldn't fully unleash its true power.

Despite Lin Xuan's high cultivation, he underestimated the Beast Soul Flag. Now that Mo'er had successfully formed her infant soul with the help of Deva True Blood, she had advanced to late-stage Immortal Infant.

Her cultivation was vastly different from before, allowing her to fully utilize the Beast Soul Flag’s power.

Though surprised, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of fear or hesitation. Mo'er's abilities were stronger than he expected; he would have to be cautious.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as his sleeves fluttered, releasing dozens of colorful sword qi that grew larger with the wind, reaching several dozen feet in an instant.

Although he thought Mo'er’s abilities were strong, he needed to test them further.

Lin Xuan's mind made him move his will. The colorful sword qi shot towards her.

The divine light was dazzling as a piercing sound echoed through the air. His cultivation far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators, and even an initial sword qi could match the power of an early-stage Immortal Infant’s treasure.

However, Mo'er paid no heed. She extended her hand and lightly tapped her head. A rumbling sound followed as the black cloud churned, sending countless wind blades flying out. The number far exceeded his sword qi, colliding mid-air.

Dark energy intertwined with divine power; the first round was a draw, but Lin Xuan was genuinely impressed.

Mo'er's magical power seemed slightly more substantial than his own. In the upcoming battle, he couldn't afford to hold back.
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With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and two dazzling silver rings shot out.

The rings emitted a radiant light, swirling around him like dancing spirits. They were undoubtedly the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Rings, powerful magical artifacts.

After merging with the True Blood of the Avenger, the power of the moon was far beyond that of ordinary late-stage Great Cultivators. Lin Xuan naturally had to put in his full effort and showed no signs of slackening.

"Quickly!" he said as both his hands moved. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Rings flashed, creating countless ring shadows in the void.

On the other side, the moon did not idle either. As a young girl, she always followed her master's orders without question. Since Lin Xuan insisted on sparring, she dared not hold back. Moreover, she had never thought that her powers could match those of her master.

The beauty was like jade, but vicious Yin winds wrapped around her delicate body. Even more bizarrely, a huge demon head appeared behind the moon, followed by numerous skeletal remains, creating an unsettling sight!

Lin Xuan did not know what secret technique the young girl intended to use, but his nature made him act first and ask questions later.

Following Lin Xuan's mental command, countless ring shadows poured down like a river of stars, raining upon their opponent.

The moon then extended her delicate hands and grasped at the void. The surrounding Yin qi seemed to be held in her tender white palms.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as the demon soul banner's dark clouds churned, blowing out a grayish hurricane. Within the hurricane, red light flickered, as if many ghosts were crying and wailing.

Puff puff puff...

The ring shadows struck with no resistance, like water flowing into the sea. Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly surprised. However, he remained calm. After all, the stronger the moon became, the better it was for him. Besides, he believed his powers would not truly be inferior to hers.

Lin Xuan's hands moved like a butterfly, casting spell after spell. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Rings shone brightly, dyeing the entire sky blue before red light gradually brightened...

A moment later, the spectral light condensed into a massive monster.

It was a pair-headed dragon, over a hundred feet long, with an extremely fierce appearance. One head opened its blood-filled maw to spew countless rhombus-shaped ice columns, while the other shot out terrifying fireballs like falling meteors.

This was not just any transformation of a magical artifact; it had the power to exterminate ordinary Great Cultivators.

Of course, Lin Xuan would not be careless. If the young girl could not withstand it, he had full confidence in retracting his secret technique.

With such a display, the moon indeed looked pale with fear.

However, her figure blurred and vanished from the spot.

It was not缩地术 (Zhuo Di Shu), but resembled Lin Xuan's Nine Heavens Micro-step to some extent.

All the ice spears and fireballs fell into empty space.

"Good one!" Lin Xuan clapped his hands. "Moon, pay attention."

Before he could finish speaking, a long, ancient-looking halberd appeared in his hand. He infused it with mana and swung it downward toward the left.

A bright green light flashed as the space blurred, and the young girl stumbled out. Although she did not know what spell she used, since it belonged to the realm of spatial techniques, using the Long Spear from the White Fox King could naturally dispel it.

Lin Xuan then moved his mental command, and the pair-headed dragon once again spat out terrifying ice spears and fireballs.

The moon's face was filled with gravity, but she did not give up. Instead, her delicate hand extended, and black light flickered as an ancient inkstone appeared.

"Break!"

With a gentle tap of her jade finger, a black fog burst forth, followed by the scent of ink.

"Ghostly Evil Ink!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he was both amused and distressed. This treasure was one he had given to the moon, so he knew its power well.

Even in the Netherworld Realm, it was rare—a magical artifact that could defile cultivators. He wondered what effect it would have against Five Elements spells.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were interrupted as the ice spears and fireballs continued their assault.

The explosions did not cease as all attacks were devoured by this strange fog.

But things had yet to end, for the black fog transformed into demonic flames, like countless thin black snakes, viciously lunging at the pair-headed dragon.

Lin Xuan sighed. He did not want his life-bound treasure to be defiled in the moon's hands.

With a flip of his left hand, a small egg-sized flame appeared.

Of course, it was the Green Illusory Mist Fire.

The moon had Ghostly Evil Ink, so his technique would not be weaker than hers.

Like a chick breaking out of its shell, this time, the Green Illusory Mist Fire transformed into a thick-bodied giant python.

It intercepted the demon snake in mid-air, and both strange techniques clashed in the air.

Regardless of the outcome, Lin Xuan waved his hand again to summon the Green Flame. The eerie light struck the young girl's face.

The moon's delicate hands moved, and a string of black beads appeared before her.

However, an astonishing amount of demonic energy emanated from them.

This treasure came from the ancient demon Kala, also given by Lin Xuan to the moon. At that time, she was only at the Condensation Stage, so using this treasure was still difficult. It had not been used until now.

The black beads were pitch-black and numbered eighteen. After the rope broke, they transformed into惨白的骷髅头 (pale white skulls), with hollow eyes and green flames spewing from their mouths, charging at the sharp rays of light.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of hesitation. He was merely sparring with the moon, but his Green Flame was too sharp. If he destroyed her treasure, it would be a loss.

Caught between two choices, the momentum of the sharp ray slowed down.

The eighteen pale white skulls had already closed in, and the green flames enveloped the Green Flame.

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. Although their mental connection with the Green Flame was not severed, it weakened significantly.

The moon was formidable!

If she truly defeated him, he would be humiliated.

Lin Xuan reached out his hand and lightly tapped his waist, summoning another treasure.

Square-shaped and golden in color, resembling an imperial seal from the secular world.

He did not know what the Five Dragons Seal was, but it was rarely used. However, that did not mean it was inferior; quite the opposite.

Firstly, this treasure was incredibly hard, able to block attacks from the Green Flame Sword. Secondly, the clouds it emitted could obstruct cultivators' mental commands.

Lin Xuan then cast a spell.

The Five Dragons Seal spun like a top, releasing large clouds that enveloped the eighteen pale white skulls as if alive.

The moon's mental connection with this treasure was immediately severed.

The young girl's face showed a look of resentment: "Master, can we stop fighting?"
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After a cup of tea, the master and his servant returned to their cave dwelling. Lin Xuan already had an idea about Mo'er’s abilities.

The little girl was indeed the ruler of the阴司 in her previous life; after fusing with the Deva Blood, her power far surpassed that of other cultivators at the same stage.

Moreover, the Arrogant Deity Scripture was a divine artifact. Although Mo'er only knew a fraction of its true power, it was still incredibly profound and had astonishing effects. Coupled with decent talismans like the Beast Soul Banner, Ghostly Black Ink, and the ancient demon's Buddhist artifacts, her overall strength was formidable.

To put it simply, Mo'er should be able to defeat an advanced-stage cultivator without much trouble, especially considering she also had the Profound Yin Treasure Box. However, compared to him, there was still a noticeable gap in experience. After all, while power and techniques were crucial, combat experience was equally important.

Over the past two centuries, Mo'er had occasionally engaged in battles, but most of the time, Lin Xuan shielded her from harm. In other words, she lacked the ability to face opponents alone.

Although Mo'er only slightly lagged behind Lin Xin during their recent sparring session, it appeared that they were evenly matched on the surface. However, a sparring match and life-or-death combat were different matters.

When Lin Xuan acted, he always left room for error. Otherwise, if he truly injured her, he would regret it deeply.

Moreover, Lin Xuan proposed this sparring session to test Mo'er's abilities, so he wouldn't be swayed by others' pity. Only by enhancing his strength could he protect Mo'er and himself. The path of immortality was fraught with dangers, but now there was an additional motivation.

Although Mo'er’s identity hadn’t been revealed yet, these potential threats were still far off. However, it was always wise to be prepared. To live freely in the cultivation world required both strength and shrewd calculations.

Seeing Lin Xuan lost in thought, Mo'er didn't disturb him; she quietly stayed by his side. The little girl asked for nothing more than her master's company, which brought her immense happiness.

Moreover, what did she have to be unsatisfied with? With the dual cultivation relationship established, everything else was just a bonus. Mo'er believed that whatever lay ahead, her master would take care of it. She only needed to follow his instructions obediently.

For Mo'er, being a devoted woman brought joy. She couldn’t fathom how she had become the ruler of the阴司 in her previous life, making decisions and taking actions with such decisiveness. Three days later, Qingshi Gorge was located deep within Juelong Mountain, a place known for its treacherous terrain and unique environment. Two base-stage cultivators were stationed near the entrance, but their faces showed signs of fatigue.

Qingshi Gorge served as a prison for convicts, making this position an unenviable one with no benefits. It was rumored that the trapped entity was a mid-stage元婴 ghost soul.

While he couldn’t escape due to the restrictions, any mishap could result in his immediate demise. "Frustrating! It must be because I angered Elder Ma. He’s surely taking revenge," said an older man in his late twenties, his face showing signs of discontent. However, complaining was useless; there were no rules or principles in the cultivation world.

"Enough, Younger Brother Li. Don't say any more. Otherwise, if someone overhears and reports to Elder Ma, we’ll both be in trouble. Fortunately, this position rotates every three months. Just endure for a while longer, and everything will be fine," said an older, plump man with a sigh.

Though his words were correct, Younger Brother Li couldn’t let it go. "Elder Brother is right, but I can't bear the injustice… Ah!" His face suddenly showed signs of shock as he prepared to speak again.

The plump old man paused and quickly raised his head. A streak of green light appeared in the distance, flying towards them. "Such a formidable spiritual pressure! I can’t sense your cultivation level at all. Could it be an old monster from the元婴 stage? Is there an external threat?" The young cultivator’s eyes widened with fear.

"You’re just making things up," the older man retorted impatiently. "Our sect may not have many experts, but Elder Lin is here to protect us. Moreover, the protective array costs a million crystal stones and is incredibly powerful. How could outsiders enter without reason?"

"Then who might it be?" The young cultivator’s face showed confusion.

Before he could finish his sentence, the green light turned sharply and quickly approached. A faint glow spread out, revealing a common-looking youth. That was Lin Xuan himself.

Seeing him clearly, two base-stage cultivators from Baishan Pavilion fell to their knees in shock. The young man, remembering his disrespectful words just now, trembled with fear.

"Is the Heavenly Ghost Emperor here?" Lin Xuan ignored their expressions, though he could hear every word they exchanged through his divine sense. He wasn’t petty and didn't mind.

"The Elder, our sect leader did send a trapped ghost soul some days ago, but I'm not sure if it’s the Heavenly Ghost Emperor you’re asking about," said the plump old man, visibly relieved as he respectfully spoke to Lin Xuan.

"Lead the way." Lin Xuan replied coolly.

The plump old man bowed again and then stood up with a smile. He led Lin Xuan deeper into the gorge.

They walked because there were no powerful anti-air restrictions here. Even if Lin Xuan had the power, he wouldn’t destroy his sect’s array. It was coincidental that Mo'er’s formation of an元婴 inadvertently brought the old Heavenly Ghost Emperor to them. The little girl had captured him alive and unharmed.

However, back then, Mo'er had just gained a physical body, so she didn't have time to deal with it properly. Now that they finally had some free time, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to meet this "old friend."

Guided by the plump old man, they passed through various restrictions and arrived at a cave.

The inside was pitch black, but as cultivators, their divine senses weren’t affected. "Elder, it’s inside," said the plump old man respectfully.

"Ah, you can leave now." Lin Xuan responded indifferently.

The plump old man didn’t dare to say more and quickly bowed before retreating.

As they walked deeper into the cave, a prison cell came into view. The walls were made of dark iron, making it difficult for even an元婴 cultivator to break through.

Outside the cell, there was a thick layer of light shielding.

Lin Xuan’s hand flicked, and a token appeared in his palm. A white light shone on it.

The light barrier dispersed as the prison door opened.

A middle-aged scholar was seated inside.

Three long beards adorned his face; he looked extremely refined but had a pale complexion and a呆滞 expression. He was indeed the old Heavenly Ghost Emperor, once a formidable ruler who even destroyed the Divinity's Soul.

However, the saying goes, "Better to offend an elder than a youth," and fate can change. Back then, he had provoked Lin Xuan, so now he couldn’t move.

Despite Mo'er’s lack of combat experience, her power and techniques had surged after forming an元婴, making it impossible for a mid-stage cultivator to do much. Lin Xuan stepped inside.

The old Heavenly Ghost Emperor raised his head with anger on his face but more fear: "You…"

"You needn’t ask me such obvious questions," said Lin Xuan coldly. The cunning and deceitful old Heavenly Ghost Emperor couldn't miss the sarcasm in his words.

"Please spare my life, Elder. I was blinded by arrogance back then and offended you. If you are willing to forgive me, I will serve you for life," pleaded the old Heavenly Ghost Emperor desperately.

"It’s too late." Lin Xuan waved his hand, and a streak of green light enveloped the old Heavenly Ghost Emperor, preparing to use a search technique.

If another cultivator were present, they would have been terrified. However, at that moment, the old Heavenly Ghost Emperor showed signs of joy…
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted involuntarily. He felt a hint of unease, but his cultivation and abilities were such that he wasn't afraid of anything. After all, how could an ordinary mid-stage婴灵 ghost creature cause him any trouble?

"Hahaha——"

A chilling laugh echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as the figure of Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor began to wither, as if its vitality was being sucked out.

Then a thick black fog emerged from his crown, flickering and transforming into a grotesque ghost face.

The eyes, nose, mouth, and ears were unmistakably those of Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor. However, there was no trace of elegance; instead, it looked terrifying. It shot towards Lin Xuan's body with a swift motion.

The situation had changed suddenly, and the distance between them was too great for Lin Xuan to avoid it even with his abilities. The black fog entered his brow, and possession began!

To be honest, this matter was extremely strange. Not only could an ordinary mid-stage婴灵 ghost creature break free from Moon's restrictions, but attempting to possess him seemed overly presumptuous.

It is well known that possession is a technique reserved for high-ranking cultivators; they can take over others' minds. The strength of one’s元神 largely correlates with their cultivation and mana, but it also has a closer connection to one’s神识. The stronger the神识, the more powerful the元神.

Of course, in general, one's神识 grows as their cultivation increases, which is why high-ranking cultivators can possess low-ranking ones, while the reverse would be fatal. However, this was not always the case; exceptions existed.

For example, Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor had a strange secret technique that allowed his神识 to rapidly increase in strength within a short period.

However, the conditions were extremely harsh, and the cost was staggering—his entire body would wither to nourish his surging元神.

This secret technique, created by some ancient sage, seemed useless on the surface. After all, the surge of 神识 could only last for about an hour, making it pointless to sacrifice one's body for such a short duration.

But at this moment, Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor was beaming with satisfaction. This seemingly useless technique was perfect for possession. With his enhanced神识 far surpassing that of even a late-stage大修士, he just needed to consume Lin Xuan’s元神 and succeed in the process.

Then, he could gain an extremely powerful body, turning danger into safety and eventually advancing to late-stage婴灵. Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor was lost in these thoughts, his face contorted with extreme malice.

That Lin boy hadn't killed him immediately when they met; that was his biggest mistake. Unfortunately, it was too late for regrets now.

Roar!

Dark winds howled as the ghostly aura turned into a blood-filled maw. The teeth glinted sharply as it lunged towards the colorful light in the center of Lin Xuan’s识海.

"Die!"

The colorful light flickered and transformed into a face, identical to Lin Xuan's. A sneer appeared on its lips as it transformed into a tiny sword, rushing forward fearlessly.

Piercing sounds filled the air as they clashed within his识海.

After some time, both separated. The black fog had become fainter, and the ghostly face was smaller.

"Impossible! I used my secret technique; my神识 is far stronger than that of a late-stage大修士. Why…" Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor exclaimed in terror.

"Hmph, I thought you were trying to pull some tricks on me. It turns out you're attempting possession. Good, good, your secret technique is quite interesting—it can increase your神识 rapidly. However, let's discuss this with you: how do you compare to a Separation Realm cultivator? If you feel inferior, it’s best to die in peace," the colorful light said, transforming into Lin Xuan’s face. Its eyes glinted with killing intent as it spoke.

The colorful light suddenly surged and rushed towards Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor.

Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor's face turned pale upon hearing this. He knew he was caught off guard.

In any case, time was not on his side. His plan had been correct, but Lin Xuan couldn't be reasoned with. The blue star sea provided not only refined medicinal materials and elixirs but also training for one’s神识.

While Lin Xuan could rely on his divine treasures to match a Separation Realm cultivator, he was confident that his神识 was strong enough to rival an old monster of the same realm without relying on any treasure.

Planning is in human hands; success depends on fate. Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor had indeed been impressive, but meeting Lin Xuan was another matter entirely.

Using his secret technique, he could possess a late-stage大修士, but against Lin Xuan, the outcome was clear.

His plans had failed, and seeing the young cultivator charging at him with malice, Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor didn’t want to wait for death. He turned into a dark wind and retreated.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't going to stand idly by.

The colorful light transformed into numerous small balls of light that elongated and formed tiny flying swords. They shot towards the ghostly fog like a storm.

Pained screams filled the air as the ghostly fog tried to defend itself with a shield but was cut again, becoming even thinner.

Lin Xuan’s神识 approached and transformed into a mouth, swallowing the cut-off pieces of the ghostly fog. He then transformed back into Lin Xuan's face, his eyes showing satisfaction. For an元神, this was a great tonic.

Lin Xuan licked his lips as he commanded the flying swords to continue chasing the remaining ghostly fog. After a while, Lin Xuan, who had been in deep meditation, suddenly opened his eyes and wiped sweat from his forehead with relief.

On the surface, it seemed like nothing was lost, but upon careful reflection, this experience was extremely dangerous. If not for the blue star sea’s training, he might have been possessed by the cunning ghost emperor. That would be a disaster.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes again. He had completely consumed Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor's元神 and didn’t need to search for memories. In moments, Lin Xuan’s face showed a strange expression.

No wonder Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor was so formidable. Although he was only mid-stage婴灵, his background was extraordinary—his bloodline included the blood of the bloodthirsty ghost tribe, and specifically, the royal lineage. Of course, it was very diluted, but remember that the Bloodthirsty Ghost King was one of the Six Kings of阴司, known for their cunning.

Besides Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor’s background, Lin Xuan discovered other interesting things, but he didn’t have time to deal with them now.

The immediate task at hand required action. He needed to thoroughly eliminate Heavenly Day Ghost Emperor. By reviewing his memories, Lin Xuan found that the old ghost had a backup plan.

"Hmph, you’re too cunning. But I’ve already suffered before; this time, there will be no escape," Lin Xuan muttered as he transformed into a colorful light and flew out of the cave.

This was a deep canyon with shimmering peaks on both sides. However, the restrictions were meaningless to Lin Xuan. At the entrance of Greenstone Canyon, an old, stout man suddenly began trembling without warning.

"Senior Brother, what’s wrong?" The young cultivator was stunned, his expression surprised. He quickly approached, as they had been sent here together and their relationship was good.

He was curious; the old man hadn’t practiced, so he couldn’t have gone into a trance. Although a late-stage基础期 cultivator wasn’t significant, he had already cultivated to the point where he could go without food, making him invulnerable to illness. Why would such an old man suddenly seem agitated?

As they were still several feet apart, the old man suddenly raised his head, and his bloodshot eyes emitted a terrifying aura.

"Aaah—You—" The young cultivator was shocked into silence.

Before he could react, the old man opened his mouth and shot out a sharp ray of light that wrapped around the young cultivator’s neck before decapitating him.

Ps: Monday, please give me some recommendation votes. Also, do you still have raindrops or monthly votes? I’m going to my relatives’ place for the New Year, but don’t worry; I won’t drink alcohol just to update. Today, I’ll call it a day, and the second update will be late, but it will definitely come.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百六十七章 元婴与元神

The unfortunate cultivator remained confused until his last breath. The short, plump elder’s demeanor had completely changed.

昊天鬼帝 was incredibly cunning. Although he had taken over Lin Xuan's body, he still left some contingency measures in place beforehand. He possessed a second consciousness that allowed him to take over the old man without being detected.

If his main consciousness failed, he could still survive and potentially rise again. If successful, the two consciousnesses would merge back into one. This plan was meticulously thought out. Even the禁制 around青石峡 (Greenstone Canyon) had been carefully considered by昊天鬼帝.

After killing the young cultivator, his expression turned grim as he glanced behind him with a venomous look. However, what he saw next caused his face to pale. A streak of lightning-like light appeared before his eyes.

"Impossible, I've tested this禁制 (prohibition field) myself; even late-stage元婴 cultivators cannot fly through it," the short, plump elder exclaimed in shock. He finally understood the saying "Planning is within man's control, but execution depends on heaven." Despite all his calculations, he had still made mistakes.

However, there was no time for him to dwell on this. A dozen streaks of lightning-like light appeared from the horizon. The动静 (movements) in Greenstone Canyon had clearly alarmed the sect. Disciples were sent to investigate. Lin Xuan didn't bother with them and used a firelight to teleport away.

Several streaks of light flew towards Greenstone Canyon, led by two cultivators at the early-stage 炼气期. The rest were still at the筑基期. They had been assigned to patrol when they suddenly detected something unusual in Greenstone Canyon, prompting their arrival.

Suddenly, a small fire dragon appeared before them. One of the white-robed leaders was taken aback and immediately grabbed a传音符 (sound transmission talisman). After sinking his consciousness into it, he looked at his companion with a grave expression.

"Senior Brother, what's going on? Who sent this sound transmission talisman? Is there any problem in Greenstone Canyon?" the younger-looking cultivator asked, surprised by his comrade’s serious demeanor.

"The senior elder is handling something there. He didn't provide many details but instructed us to inform the sect lord that he has dealt with the prisoner in Greenstone Canyon and not to send more people to watch over him," the white-robed cultivator replied, looking puzzled. "Since the senior elder gave these instructions, we shouldn’t interfere. Let’s just follow his orders and inform the sect lord."

The younger-looking cultivator nodded. The white-robed cultivator had no objections. The other筑基期 disciples stood silently; in the hierarchical world of cultivation, it was inappropriate for them to interject.

After discussing this, they returned to their duties. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling. However, Mo'er (Moon) was nowhere to be seen. Little Moon was practicing in her training room. Although her abilities were slightly inferior to Lin Xuan’s, the仙力 (immortal power) from the Deva Blood had helped her advance to late-stage元婴.

Lin Xuan felt something amiss when he returned. His body seemed to have undergone some changes, but he couldn’t pinpoint exactly what was different. He decided to check thoroughly. His经脉 (meridians) were fine, and his丹田气海 (dantian) appeared unchanged. Two元婴s sat side by side, each with a dragon-sized golden core above them. Below the dantian was a lake of colorful light, which was Lin Xuan’s source of power.

In the depths of his识海 (awareness sea), countless sparkling points rotated slowly, resembling a starry sky. Checking this area revealed no issues. He then entered his识海.

Just like before, it was empty except for a five-colored ball floating in the center. This was his元神 (consciousness). It seemed larger than before and occasionally emitted strange black light.

Lin Xuan finally realized something was wrong. After devouring昊天鬼帝's consciousness, he felt discomfort. Although the ghostly bloodline was very diluted, the imprint it left on his consciousness couldn’t be easily digested.

In his training room, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and identified the problem but struggled to find a solution. He rubbed his forehead in thought.

After some time, he raised his head. This method might not work, but at least it was worth trying. A black baby appeared above him.

This was his second元婴 (Devil Baby). The隐患 (hazard) had been resolved, and his cultivation level had reached the early-stage late-stage元婴.

However, in the双婴一丹 (two consciousness one core), he ranked last. Lin Xuan’s main consciousness was obvious, and even his妖丹 (monster core) had advanced to mid-stage.

This wasn’t surprising since the妖丹 formed later but focused on cultivating 凤舞九天诀 (Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique) while only superficially learning 玄魔大沽 (Mystic Devil Great River).

Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the black baby’s body emitted black light. It shrank significantly and entered his眉心 (forehead center).

In an instant, he appeared in his识海.

The area was empty as the black baby flew towards the center.

After a moment, the five-colored ball contracted into a tiny figure.

It resembled the size of the black baby but wasn’t solid; it was just a light projection. "Hurry!"

The consciousness formed a small figure gripped its hands and cast a spell. Its body trembled uncontrollably before opening its mouth to emit a cloud of dark mist, which was昊天鬼帝's元神.

For some reason, Lin Xuan’s consciousness couldn’t digest it fully but expelling it would be wasteful.

Consciousness was merely an ethereal entity and thus very fragile. The black baby opened its mouth and emitted green gas that enveloped the remnants of昊天鬼帝's consciousness, swallowing them whole.

The black baby then transformed into a streak of lightning, exiting his识海 and re-entering Lin Xuan’s 天灵盖 (forehead).

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes. His plan had succeeded for now, but he would need to see how it developed further. Using an元婴 to digest another consciousness shouldn’t pose many issues.

After stretching, he sat down again, closed his eyes, and used the 内视术 (internal viewing technique)...

In his dantian, the black baby sat cross-legged. After devouring昊天鬼帝's consciousness, it didn't show any discomfort; instead, its complexion improved significantly. Lin Xuan felt a glimmer of hope.
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Two months later, Lin Xuan finally emerged from the training room.

Although he looked slightly tired, his face was filled with excitement that couldn't be hidden.

After searching for something for so long and finding it without much effort, just thinking about this收获 made even Lin Xuan, known for his composure, want to burst out laughing.

What good luck I have!

He had captured the Heaven Ghost Emperor alive. Originally, he planned to torture him by probing his soul, as he had caused him a lot of trouble in Youzhou back then.

Now that his powers were stronger, it was only fitting to have revenge for past grievances.

This wasn't about his heart; in the cultivation world, one should take pleasure in settling scores.

Little did he know that this old man had practiced some strange secret technique. He attempted to possess Lin Xuan's body but ended up having his own soul devoured by Lin Xuan instead.

Lin Xuan originally thought it was just a simple replenishment, but the soul power contained within the Heaven Ghost Emperor’s soul turned out to be much more than he expected.

"Here, do you like this?"

Lin Xuan smiled as he handed over a shield that appeared from his storage bag. It was black and unremarkable in appearance, yet seemed to possess some kind of magical aura.

"Is this the Thousand Illusion Jiaotou Shield? This is an artifact of the heavens! Why are you giving me such a precious item?"

The young girl exclaimed in surprise, her face showing shock.

"It's fine. An artifact of the heavens can't compare to my Moonlight. Besides, your power isn't bad; even treasures like the Immortal Mansion and the Beast Soul Banner are top-tier. But we lack good defensive items. This shield is for you," Lin Xuan said with a nod.

"But what about you?" The young girl asked worriedly.

Although the Black Gold Dragon Shield was also an upper-grade treasure, it wasn't much use against Separation Realm beings.

"Don't worry; I'm fine. You can keep this Thousand Illusion Jiaotou Shield," the young girl said thoughtfully.

"You're such a silly girl. Just take it. Haven't you forgotten that I have the Azure Flame Qilin Armor? This treasure is enough to make up for the Black Gold Dragon Shield's defensive shortcomings. Even against Separation Realm monsters, I won’t be afraid." Lin Xuan poked her nose and said affectionately.

"Thank you, young master."

The young girl no longer refused, her eyes filled with gratitude as she realized how much Lin Xuan cared about her. Even in the heavens, such treasures were rare, showing just how well he treated her.

She gently leaned against his chest.

With a beautiful woman in his arms and the intoxicating scent around him, Lin Xuan didn’t need to suppress himself. Dual cultivation not only strengthened their bond but also helped improve his power.

Meanwhile, the region of Yunzhou was about to be engulfed by bloodshed and violence.

Hui Tong's death left behind his life lamp within the sect, which naturally extinguished as well.

This was the first Separation Realm cultivator in tens of thousands of years to die under mysterious circumstances. The impact on the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was beyond measure.

Although the sect tried to keep it secret and only informed the seven major forces' leaders, news eventually leaked out.

The entire Sky Cloud Twelve Provinces were shocked. Hui Tong, a Separation Realm cultivator, had died for reasons unknown, unlike when they exhausted their lifespans or ascended.

The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect was both enraged and humiliated. The other senior elder, who was in the middle of his death meditation, was forced to end his cultivation early to deal with the situation.

Initial investigations didn't yield much progress. However, about two months ago, a small piece of information spread across the Sky Cloud Twelve Provinces: Hui Tong had not died by accident but due to a cleverly laid trap by the Far Horizon Pavilion. Dream Ruyan personally led several late-stage Immortal Body cultivators in an attack on him.

Hui Tong was outnumbered and trapped within the array, with no way to escape, ultimately dying at the hands of the Far Horizon Pavilion.

Although this information didn't provide much concrete evidence, it raised suspicions. After all, who else besides a peer could pose a threat to Separation Realm monsters in the mortal world?

Dream Ruyan was indeed stronger than Hui Tong, and if she had set up an ancient array beforehand and led her subordinates in a surprise attack, there would be at least a 70% chance of success.

Moreover, everyone knew that the Far Horizon Pavilion and the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect were not on good terms. This incident was just the final straw.

In short, Dream Ruyan had both the strength and motivation to do it.

The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect demanded an explanation from her.

Dream Ruyan was a proud woman who preferred soft over hard treatment. If the sect had handled things properly, she might have explained herself. After all, although the two sects were now at odds, Dream Ruyan didn't want a full-scale war.

But the monks, without any regard for the truth, treated her like a criminal. Such disrespect was unbearable to someone of her status and power.

Fine, you don’t play fair; if I did it, so be it. If you have the guts, come and kill me!

Dream Ruyan wasn't afraid of death. She extracted souls from the monks who had insulted her, but she was also furious that they had caused such a commotion.

This only further enraged the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. In a war between two armies, one doesn’t kill envoys; Dream Ruyan’s actions were like slapping her own face.

The conflict quickly escalated to an irreconcilable state in just a few days.

As they say, when a heavenly emperor is angry, rivers of blood flow. A Separation Realm cultivator's temper was even more terrifying than that of a secular emperor. The two sects' conflicts would involve many other cultivators.

Both Hui Tong and Dream Ruyan were usually shrewd, but this time, they acted impulsively without investigating the source or spreading rumors.

The conflict between the two sects had reached an irreconcilable state. Small-scale skirmishes wouldn't resolve it; at this point, one side would have to be destroyed. The seven major forces were united, but this time, they were on the brink of a full-scale war.

Fortunately, there was still someone who could prevent such a disaster: the Sky Cloud Twelve Provinces' top expert, Wang Tinglou, rumored to have reached the late Separation Realm stage.

He had often mediated disputes between the seven sects. His power and fairness made him an impartial judge.

With no desire or attachment, he could make fair decisions without bias.

Although Dream Ruyan didn't recognize Wang Tinglou as her brother-in-law and called him a faithless, lustful scoundrel, she respected his judgments.

The conflict between the Far Horizon Pavilion and the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect had reached a critical point. However, Wang Tinglou had vanished.

People at the Pine Wind Academy said he was in seclusion, but it was clearly a lie. An upper-grade monk from the Spirit Manipulation Sect burst into Wang Tinglou's lair with his temper flaring, ignoring several Immortal Body cultivators who tried to stop him.

But upon entering, all he found were dozens of beautiful female cultivators of various powers, none of whom was Wang Tinglou.

Facing Separation Realm monsters, the women didn't hide anything, but they had no idea where Wang Tinglou went.

Finally, a petite woman provided a clue: Wang Tinglou had gone on a pilgrimage about a month ago and left no trace since then.
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The cultivation scene in Youzhou was bustling, and various rumors naturally reached Lin Xuan's ears. Given his personality, he originally didn't want to get involved in too many grudges and grievances, but with the Wufo Sect breathing down his neck, it was clear that he and them were at odds.

Enemies of one’s enemies are friends, especially since he and the Tianya Hai Pavilion weren’t exactly outsiders. As for Qin Yan's relationship, they could be put aside for now; Meng Ruyan was his sworn sister!

From both reason and emotion, Lin Xuan had no intention of staying out of it. After all, with his current cultivation level, comparable to the Separation Realm, and with Moon’s fusion of true blood from the Deva True Blood Decree in the future, his abilities had surged to a point that was quite impressive.

With his master and servant teaming up, they could go anywhere in the world. It seemed like it was time for him to pay a visit to the Tianya Hai Pavilion.

Lin Xuan toyed with the jade cylinder in his hand, placing his hand on his forehead as he looked deep into space.

Three days later, a streak of lightning pierced through the sky from Jiuling Mountain and flew northward without stopping.

Lin Xuan had delayed his departure for three days because he had already made preparations for Baixuan Pavilion. He instructed Qing Nv to remain cautious during this critical period, not to provoke unnecessary conflicts but instead wait for an opportunity to take advantage of the situation.

Qing Nv was relieved when she heard that from her master. She didn't want anything to go wrong while they were away since her precious disciple Zheng Xuan was still at Jiuling Mountain's main hall.

The Tianya Hai Pavilion ranked among Youzhou’s seven major forces, but its operational style differed greatly from the other six.

Among these seven factions, it was considered the most mysterious one. Legend had it that their sect resided on a fairy island in the overseas region, which technically didn't fall under Youzhou's jurisdiction and was categorized as an overseas sect.

The Tianya Hai Pavilion rarely intervened in matters within Youzhou, except for the shocking battle that occurred five hundred years ago, which left people with a lasting impression of this mysterious sect.

However, it did indeed trace its roots back to ancient times, though their rules were peculiar—only female cultivators could be accepted into the sect. Even if men had excellent spiritual root qualities, they couldn't join.

There were even rumors that any man who entered within two hundred miles of the island would be expelled by the sect's enforcers. If they left obediently, it was fine; otherwise, these beautiful female cultivators wouldn’t hesitate to kill them.

The fairy island occupied by the Tianya Hai Pavilion was a vast paradise with abundant spiritual veins and various rare treasures. The beauty, medicinal herbs, and exotic treasures combined made this sect incredibly alluring. However, after that battle where Meng Ruyan killed thousands of cultivators, leaving rivers of blood, no one dared to covet their power.

Nevertheless, many male cultivators still lingered around the area, as men were not allowed into the main hall but could marry female disciples if they fell in love.

From this perspective, the sect's rules had a certain degree of human touch; however, once married, even if a female disciple was powerful or held an important position within the sect, she couldn't return to the main hall without permission.

Of course, it wasn’t that she would be expelled from the sect entirely.

She would simply become an outer-cultivator instead.

Outer-cultivators were not allowed back into the main hall but could live on one of the thousands of small islands scattered around the giant fairy island. They could establish their own cultivation families and have children if they wished to rejoin the Tianya Hai Pavilion after passing certain evaluations.

In this way, the sect could continuously produce excellent disciples while having numerous cultivation families near the main hall, making it a formidable force indeed.

Lin Xuan's speed was extraordinary, but Youzhou was vast. After flying for an entire month without rest, he finally saw the boundless sea.

To avoid drawing attention, Lin Xuan used his recondite qi technique and transformed into an ordinary mid-stage condensation realm cultivator.

After spending a day in the city, Lin Xuan arrived at a common island.

This island was considered ordinary because its spiritual vein quality was extremely poor, unsuitable for cultivation; however, it had a city of cultivators.

The Sea City!

As the name suggested, beyond this city lay the depths of Youzhou's outer sea.

Speaking of Youzhou, it was indeed a holy land for cultivation. The inland region harbored countless hidden talents and experts, but even the outer sea, considered a savage place, had many sects and families as well as scattered cultivators.

Of course, their strength paled in comparison to those on the mainland.

However, every place had its unique specialties; some rare treasures from the depths of the ocean were not found inland.

The Sea City was where cultivators could rest while preparing for a journey into the sea. It wasn't rich in valuable items but provided an opportunity to learn about local customs and cultures.

Standing before a shop, Lin Xuan held a blue jade cylinder, which contained news about the Tianya Hai Pavilion.

Given that the Tianya Hai Pavilion was a major force among outer-sea sects, there were many records of their activities. Lin Xuan read with interest.

To avoid drawing attention, he changed his attire to a different style of green robe, adopting the appearance of an overseas cultivator.

After purchasing a map, Lin Xuan rested in the city and feasted on some seafood before resuming his journey into the ocean depths.

For ordinary cultivators, the dangers of the deep sea were numerous—fierce sea monsters and dangerous storms. Even those with lower cultivation levels could be overwhelmed by these threats.

Apart from old monsters at the Separation Realm level, most cultivators traveled in groups for safety.

While sipping tea in a tavern, Lin Xuan met several cultivators who wanted to team up with him. However, he politely declined their offer.

Lin Xuan glanced at his map and estimated that it would take a few days to reach the Tianya Hai Pavilion's fairy island based on his speed.

The vastness of the sea was breathtaking, and Lin Xuan had never seen such scenery before, which left him feeling refreshed.

Two days later, a streak of lightning pierced through the sky, just a few thousand miles from the Tianya Hai Pavilion’s fairy island.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's speed slowed as he turned to look at his left side. The only thing visible was the blue sea, but after releasing his divine sense, he detected something unusual—crackling sounds emanating from several miles away.

Though Lin Xuan didn't like meddling in others' affairs, this place was close to the Tianya Hai Pavilion. If it were one of their disciples in danger, he couldn’t ignore them out of reason and emotion.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan flew towards the source of the sounds.

Although he had concealed his true strength, it didn't take long for him to reach the scene.

A battle raged before his eyes. Two cultivators were fighting a ferocious monster. One was a man in early-stage condensation realm, while the other was a young woman around seventeen or eighteen years old, with mid-stage condensation realm cultivation level.

The monster chasing them had a unique appearance—two-headed fish-like creatures with pink scales and infant-like cries. It could manipulate water arrows to an incredible degree.

It was a third-stage middle-grade monster, which explained why the two couldn't hold their own.

Lin Xuan didn’t interfere but watched from the side.

"Brother, you must leave! Don't worry about me; otherwise, both of us will end up in the belly of this fish," the young woman said anxiously.

"Don't be ridiculous. I'm your only brother, and my parents passed away early. It's my duty to take care of you. I won’t just watch as you meet your demise. Sister, go first; I'll try to hold back this monster," the man said while releasing a hook-shaped treasure and striking at the creature.

Lin Xuan sighed. The man was a condensation realm cultivator but couldn't even use a treasure or spiritual weapon effectively, which explained why he couldn’t defeat the fish-like monster.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十章 相亲大会

The siblings were in a precarious situation. Although Solitary Plot had managed to fend off most of the monster fish's attacks, his sister's escape was still nothing but a pipe dream.

"Ah!"

A cry of pain echoed as Solitary Plot, in an attempt to shield his sister, lost his grip and was hit by a water arrow in his left shoulder. Although it wasn't a fatal wound, blood flowed freely from the injury.

"S Brother!"

The young woman was both alarmed and angry. However, being only at the Foundation Establishment stage of cultivation, she couldn’t withstand any more attacks.

As Solitary Plot and his sister were about to be devoured by the monster fish, a faint sigh entered their ears. A few dozen feet away, a flicker of light appeared as an unremarkable-looking young man materialized in mid-air.

Though the world of cultivation was often cold-hearted, Lin Xuan couldn’t bear to see people die without helping them. The deep bond between siblings moved him deeply.

"Thank you for your assistance," Solitary Plot said, bowing respectfully towards Lin Xuan. His sister, with her clear and expressive eyes, also bowed in gratitude.

In the vast ocean, countless beasts roamed, and a single moment of carelessness could lead to one's demise. Once devoured by a monster, there was no chance for reincarnation; it was as if one’s soul had scattered into nothingness.

Generally, cultivators below the Incarnation Stage traveled in groups, but Solitary Plot and his sister originally had four or five companions with them. Unfortunately, they encountered a hurricane and thunderstorm at sea—extremely dangerous weather even for those at the Condensation Core stage. The center of such storms was lethal to anyone.

To avoid it, they lost contact with their companions and were forced to travel alone, leading to this dire situation.

Fortunately, they met Lin Xuan. While his abilities weren’t weak, he was only at the Condensation Core mid-stage, yet he dared to traverse the vast sea alone—his courage impressed Solitary Plot.

"May I ask your name? This is my sister, Solitary Dream," Solitary Plot said, bowing again. "We are both scattered cultivators from Cloud State's outer seas and wish to travel to Island of Penglai. Do you happen to be heading in the same direction?"

Lin Xuan smiled lightly as he rubbed his forehead. "Indeed."

"Excellent! Would you consider traveling with us? It would help if we encountered anything," Solitary Plot said eagerly.

"Of course, I wouldn’t refuse such a kind offer."

The journey was no longer monotonous for Lin Xuan; the company of two companions made it more bearable. He could also learn about the customs and culture of Cloud State's outer seas.

As they traveled together, Solitary Plot continued to chat with Lin Xuan: "You are not from our outer sea?"

"Not at all," Lin Xuan admitted. "I am from the inland region of Cloud State."

"Ah, then you came here for the matchmaking festival?" Solitary Plot asked with a chuckle.

"A matchmaking festival? What is that?" Lin Xuan was surprised by this term.

"Are you not here for it?" The siblings were puzzled by his reaction.

"No, I am visiting an old friend. Could you tell me more about this matchmaking festival?" Lin Xuan smiled but his mind raced with questions.

Solitary Plot explained, "Since you are from the inland region, you must be unaware that the Heavenly Faraway Pavilion has a long history dating back to ancient times. All its members are female cultivators with strict entry requirements—excellent spiritual roots and extraordinary beauty."

"Really?" Lin Xuan was speechless. He had no idea why Qin Yan or Meng Ruyan would impose such rules on him.

"Um, Solitary Brother, please continue," Lin Xuan swallowed hard and smiled awkwardly.

"Yes, male cultivators from the outer sea hope to find a partner there. The female disciples of Heavenly Faraway Pavilion are exceptional in every way, making them desirable partners for many."

Lin Xuan nodded; he understood why such a desire existed.

A beautiful and talented woman with a powerful family background—what could be better? Male cultivators would naturally flock to such opportunities.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan asked with a smile.

Solitary Plot blushed, scratching his head. "Haha, I am just a scattered cultivator. My parents passed away early, and I rely on my sister for survival in this world. Now that I’m older, I want to start a family and settle down."

The outer sea was harsher than the inland region; fewer spiritual veins meant more monster fish. If he were an Incarnation Stage cultivator, he could accumulate valuable materials by killing sea beasts. But his low cultivation level made him destitute.

His own progress and his sister’s hopes for condensation were bleak without a breakthrough in cultivation.

The harsh reality of the cultivation world was that scattered cultivators needed great perseverance, opportunities, or wisdom to rise above their circumstances.

Fortunately, Heavenly Faraway Pavilion's matchmaking festival offered hope. If he could find a partner from the Condensation Core stage there, he would be able to establish his own family nearby according to the rules. Even with limited resources, the dowry provided by the pavilion was always generous.

Lin Xuan sighed. "What about your sister? She can’t possibly go for matchmaking."

"Ha ha, you jest. The Heavenly Faraway Pavilion is all female; my sister has no need for such a festival. I just want to see if she has any chance of joining the pavilion," Solitary Plot said.

"Joining the Heavenly Faraway Pavilion?"

"Yes, as they say, good things come in pairs. So, their matchmaking festival and disciple recruitment are usually held simultaneously every sixty years. This time, for some reason, it was moved up by three years."

Lin Xuan remained silent but his mind raced with thoughts. If he guessed correctly, the early event might be related to the current situation in Cloud State.
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Hui Tong's fall had put the Tianya Hai Ge and Wanfo Sect at loggerheads. Recent reports suggested that the latter was preparing to attack the former.

While the accuracy of these reports couldn't be confirmed, it wasn’t entirely impossible given their ongoing conflict. From the perspective of the Tianya Hai Ge, they certainly wouldn't dismiss such a possibility lightly.

Prudent caution was always better than not being prepared. The early start of this matchmaking conference now seemed particularly significant.

The female cultivators from various sects were indeed highly sought after. Even if the independent practitioners didn’t send their best disciples, the overseas sects and families would certainly dispatch their elites upon receiving word.

Thus, they couldn't help but be drawn into this grand event, bound to the Tianya Hai Ge’s massive war machine. Despite Hui Tong's fall, Wanfo Sect was still formidable.

This was just Lin Xuan’s conjecture. Only after meeting Meng Ruyan would everything become clear.

Lin Xuan continued his thoughts while appearing indifferent on the surface, chatting casually with his brother and sister, Solitude Mow.

Flying eastward, they landed on a small island. The island was bustling with pavilions and buildings, but many were crudely constructed from earth and stones—temporary dwellings built by far-traveling cultivators using earth-based spells.

The marketplace buzzed with the sounds of vendors. Since the matchmaking conference hadn’t started yet, the early arrivals had set up a temporary bazaar to exchange goods and services.

On the island, there were tens of thousands of cultivators, but only about a hundred at the Yuan婴 stage. These elders mostly accompanied their juniors, and they stayed in beautifully decorated pavilions provided by Tianya Hai Ge’s disciples, avoiding the makeshift market.

Lin Xuan came here because he enjoyed the hustle and bustle. At the entrance to the marketplace, he bid farewell to his brother and sister: "Brothers Solitude, I have something else to attend to. We'll meet again."

The siblings were taken aback but reluctantly agreed, understanding that they had only met by chance.

Lin Xuan took out a small, pinkish dragonfruit-sized bead from his pocket. It was the soul gem of a two-headed monster. "Since we’ve met, there must be some connection. This item is not useful to me, so you can keep it as a memento."

With a flick of his fingers, the soul gem transformed into a streak of light and flew towards Solitude Mow.

"Friend Lin, how could I accept this?" Solitude Mow replied hesitantly.

"Just take it," Lin Xuan said dismissively. He then disappeared among the crowd, leaving his siblings to use their divine senses but finding no trace of him.

"Brother"

"This friend Lin might be a hidden master from an earlier era," Solitude Mow pondered aloud. The soul gem of a third-stage medium-grade monster was valuable; if he were indeed a condensation stage cultivator, he wouldn’t give it away so easily.

"How should we handle this?" Solitude Meng asked with a dazed expression.

"Handle it how? He saved us and gave such a precious gift. We can only be grateful," Solitude Mow said.

Meanwhile, several miles away, two cultivators stood behind a tree. The man was unremarkable, while the woman had breathtaking beauty—Lin Xuan and his companion, Little Moon.

Though Lin Xuan didn’t hold much regard for them, his cautious nature would ensure he observed their behavior after they left.

If they were disrespectful, he wouldn’t hesitate to eliminate them. However, now was not the time; Solitude Mow might be a late-stage Yuan婴 cultivator but showed no signs of revenge. His gratitude was genuine, making him an honorable person among cultivators.

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. If circumstances allowed, he would offer some benefits to his siblings. Since they were looking for love, he wouldn’t interfere. However, Solitude Meng joining the Tianya Hai Ge was a matter of a single word, and Little Moon’s mediocre but acceptable灵根 made it worth considering.

Lin Xuan approached Little Moon: "Little Moon, you wanted to see the bazaar, right? Let's go."

"Sure!"

Little Moon beamed with joy. She took Lin Xuan’s arm as they walked towards the marketplace.

The temporary market was rudimentary, with mostly stalls and few grand structures. Yet, Lin Xuan felt a sense of nostalgia. Two hundred years had passed in an instant, and he had become one of the top figures in the human realm.

His presence drew attention wherever he went, even without revealing his power; late-stage Yuan婴 was already awe-inspiring.

Such a simple market belonged to lower-ranking cultivators. It had been a long time since Lin Xuan visited such places, making him nostalgic.

Little Moon’s face was much more joyful. Recently, she had undergone cultivation and seclusion, which had left her restless. She eagerly looked at the stalls while Lin Xuan shook his head with a hint of indulgence on his face.

To him, these items were insignificant, but Little Moon's innocence made them precious to him.

It was hard to believe that this girl was once the ruler of the Netherworld, leading millions of demons and ghosts in bloody battles.

Lin Xuan didn’t want any ties with his past life. However, a saying echoed in his mind: "In the world of cultivators, one cannot control their fate."

He remained composed but had a determined glint in his eyes—anyone who wanted to harm Little Moon would have to pass through him.

Though the market was simple, many cultivators wandered around. The island wasn’t vast, so they could find a place to meditate. However, with so much activity and prying eyes, why not browse for something interesting?

Lin Xuan had come here just to satisfy Little Moon’s curiosity. Now that he was late-stage Yuan婴, his cultivation level rivaled the separation stage, making him dismiss the idea of finding valuable treasures in such a makeshift market.

Yet, fate was fickle, and Lin Xuan’s attention was drawn by a stall several dozen feet away. His brows raised slightly as he saw something that caught his interest.

He resumed his usual demeanor and moved towards the stall. "Senior, what do you need?"

A pleasant voice greeted him. The vendor was a young woman who looked no more than seventeen or eighteen years old.

"Late-stage Lingdong?" Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel amused at her late-stage cultivation stage.

He scanned the items on display: some animal bones, an old book, and several low-grade talismans that were clearly not valuable. But what caught his eye was a small bag in a light yellow color tied with a thin string.

"What’s inside?" Lin Xuan asked without expression.

"Is this...what you're asking about?" The young woman looked nervous, stuttering as she spoke.
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The girl couldn't help feeling a bit nervous. She didn’t believe that a refined soul of the condensation core stage, who had seen so much in cultivation, would take an interest in some worthless talismans and medicinal materials she was selling.

Could it be someone with ill intentions?

For example… someone who was attracted to her beauty.

The thought made her face even paler. In the cultivation world, low-rank female cultivators selling their bodies for protection from high-rank cultivators wasn’t something that brought shame; it was a common practice.

But Li Zhilan didn't think like this. Her background was quite complicated, and she had deep ties with the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion.

Her mother used to be an inner palace official at the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion and was very favored by Elder Sister Ji Yueyu, one of the three elders.

Dream Yuanyan usually didn’t interfere in sect affairs, but Elder Sister Ji Yueyu, as a late-stage婴期 cultivator, was definitely a high-ranking figure.

Although Li Zhilan’s mother had only reached the condensation core initial stage at the time, she was considered to be one of the most promising disciples. With effort, she might have been able to form an元婴 in a hundred years.

According to sect rules, while the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion allowed marriages between its members and outsiders, they even held matchmaking events every sixty years.

Among those who participated in these matches were condensation core cultivators, but they weren’t considered important disciples.

True elites wouldn't marry outside the sect, right?

Although this rule wasn't explicitly stated, everyone knew about it.

The core elite of the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion were pure and chaste virgins, yet Li Zhilan’s mother had made a mistake. The esteemed disciple, who was expected to form an元婴 in a hundred years, fell in love with a low-rank cultivator during one of their sea adventures.

This was unacceptable for the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion. Moreover, the man she loved was only at the foundation establishment stage and had a mediocre spirit root; his chances of forming a丹 were almost nonexistent.

Elder Sister Ji Yueyu was furious, as were her fellow disciples. But love knows no reason.

She loved him deeply, to the point where it hurt.

Of course, there was still a way to save their relationship. As a late-stage婴期 cultivator, Elder Sister Ji Yueyu had killed many people in her lifetime. If she could just kill that man, her beloved disciple would be heartbroken for a while but eventually come around.

This logic seemed sound, but the manipulation factor was high. The saying "a mother knows best" applied here as well.

Li Zhilan’s mother knew her master's character well and had taken the Heart Refinement Fruit with her lover.

The name of this pill sounded good, but it was a product of the魔道.

Usually, one alchemical furnace would produce dozens of pills, but the Heart Refinement Fruit could only be made in pairs per batch.

No matter when you were born, you had to die together.

These two pills contained special connections.

One yin and one yang, they could be taken by a couple.

If one died, the other would follow shortly after.

Upon learning this, despite her strength, Elder Sister Ji Yueyu couldn’t do anything about it. She was angry but not every master-disciple relationship involved manipulation; in truth, she had cared for Li Zhilan like a daughter.

Now they faced two choices: either kill their disciple or accept the union between her and that wandering cultivator.

After much consideration, Elder Sister Ji Yueyu couldn’t bring herself to do it. She expelled her disciple from the sect, effectively ending their relationship.

Unlike those who were married through matchmaking events, Li Zhilan’s mother didn't receive any dowry or permission to establish a cultivation family near the Isles of Immortals. This was an unbearable shame for the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion.

When she left the sect, Elder Sister Ji Yueyu told her never to return; otherwise, she would personally destroy their home.

Li Zhilan's mother bowed three times in gratitude and began their wandering life with her lover.

They stayed away from the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion but didn't leave the outer sea. They were familiar with this area since they had grown up here.

Now as a wandering cultivator, things would be much harder on the mainland of Anzhou.

In truth, their early life was quite good. Newlyweds, deeply in love, it seemed like nothing could go wrong.

But can love replace everything?

The saying "poor people's marriage is full of misfortunes" held true in the cultivation world as well.

If Li Zhilan’s mother had married an old monster at the late-stage婴期, she wouldn’t have to worry about anything; her husband would protect and provide for her.

In times of danger, he could step forward. When needed materials or treasures, he could provide them.

But now that they were in love but her husband was weaker than her, several times they had been beaten up by sea beasts. She alone fought the monsters to the death.

As for cultivation resources like crystals and treasures, as a mere wandering cultivator, she had none. Originally, with her potential at the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion, she might have formed an元婴 in a hundred years, but after thirty years of marriage, her cultivation hadn’t progressed.

They constantly wandered, and their funds were meager. Sometimes, during quiet nights, she felt mixed emotions. She had love, but as a wife, it was her duty to protect him from harm. If he couldn't do that, how could they have happiness?

Of course, her husband loved her deeply, which made her content.

So whether or not she regretted it, at least they had been together.

The only thing she felt guilty about was her daughter. Following them had meant little peace for the girl.

The dangers of the cultivation world were too many. Three years ago, a family of three encountered a third-stage upper-grade monster. They couldn't have fought back.

In their last moments, they created an opportunity for their daughter to escape and died together.

Before dying, she handed her disciple a jade pendant given by Elder Sister Ji Yueyu, urging her to return to the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion.

Her cultivation path had ended at the condensation core stage; she hoped her beloved daughter could go further.

Poor Li Zhilan was just an灵动期 cultivator. Luckily, she was fortunate and resilient, enduring hardships before finally returning to the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion.

Postscript: Reading the urgent requests for updates made Huan Yu's mouth water, but it was too busy during the New Year with endless dinners at relatives' homes. 555, I hate the New Year.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百七十三章 意外收获

Back in the day, Li Zilan's mother had once spoken to her beloved daughter about the many benefits of their sect.

Five hundred years ago, a single battle made the Heavenly Sea Pavilion notorious throughout the outer seas.

When cultivators from this sect went out on pilgrimages, not only did they receive courteous treatment from peers at the same cultivation stage, but even those one stage higher would often be extremely polite.

Heavenly Sea Pavilion, daughter of the heavens—listening to her mother's words, Li Zilan’s young heart was already filled with indelible impressions about this sect.

Moreover, now that both her parents were gone, where could a tiny flexible spirit period cultivator like herself go?

Her mother's sect was her only choice.

Returning to Jingyue Island after enduring countless hardships, Li Zilan’s purse was already empty. The grand initiation ceremony was still several days away, and she needed crystals for everything here. With no other option, Li Zilan had to sell the few talismans and materials she had in a temporary market, hoping to get some crystals.

However, the bones and furs of first-stage monsters, along with a few broken talismans, were truly pitiful. She didn’t manage to sell even one crystal all morning.

She received many disdainful looks, Li Zilan’s heart bitter as she realized how cold the world could be at such a young age.

But what could she do? She was just an unfortunate orphan girl, and in the cutthroat world of cultivation, that was simply the way it was...

Self-pitying herself wouldn’t help. Even if there were tears, they would have to dry up.

Just then, Li Zilan noticed a man approaching her with a gentle smile.

"Is this item what you're looking for?" he asked kindly.

Li Zilan nodded and couldn't refuse. She took the small yellowish-brown bag from the corner and skillfully untied its string.

"What...?"

Upon seeing the contents of the bag, Li Zilan was surprised. The items resembled grains of rice but were a pale purple, shimmering with an eerie yet beautiful glow.

Li Zilan reached out to examine these "grains" in his hand.

After a while, he said slowly, "Miss, what are these? Where did you get them?"

"I... I’m not sure," Li Zilan’s expression was somewhat anxious.

"What do you mean, you’re not sure?"

"Yes, sir, please don’t be angry. This is an item left by my parents. They obtained it during one of their adventures, but at the time, I was only six or seven years old and had no idea what it was."

"Ah, I see," Li Zilan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression.

"Your father and mother were cultivators from the outer seas?"

"Yes," Li Zilan replied honestly.

Li Zilan fell silent again. He picked up another handful of purple grains, his face showing no change but his heart was filled with joy.

He had chosen this item for a reason. His jade Luo bees were hard to mature, and as an ancient strange insect, it naturally possessed formidable power, yet it was difficult to raise.

The only method he knew was using top-grade crystals to hasten its growth.

However, that would be too extravagant. In the mortal world, let alone in the spirit realm where such crystals were extremely rare, even his former life as a cultivator’s daughter might not have been able to afford it.

Of course, Li Zilan believed there must be other ways to mature the jade Luo bees, but he was just unaware of them.

For example, these purple grains—Li Zilan didn’t know what they were, but through his spiritual awareness, he felt the excitement and agitation of the jade Luo bees. If his guess was correct, it would definitely benefit this insect’s growth.

Unfortunately, Li Zilan couldn’t determine the origin of these grains from the girl in front of him.

But that didn’t matter. Such a find on Jingyue Island was an unexpected bonus.

First, he bought the purple grains and then asked his sister at Heavenly Sea Pavilion about their source. Since her parents were outer sea cultivators, with the strong power of Heavenly Sea Pavilion, finding out where these grains came from wouldn’t be difficult.

Li Zilan’s mind raced as he thought through all the details.

"Sir, I’ll take this item. How much do you plan to sell it for?" Li Zilan asked calmly.

Hearing his words, Li Zilan breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn’t expected him to buy it.

She hesitated and bowed respectfully: "Sir, this is an item left by my parents. I don’t know its value. Please give me your price."

"Ah!"

Li Zilan nodded. If another unscrupulous person had asked, he might have taken the purple grains for a mere seven or eight crystals.

Of course, such behavior was beneath him as a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator. He wouldn’t stoop so low to extort something from a young flexible spirit period girl.

The cultivation world may be cunning and deceitful, but one must maintain some principles!

"Follow me!"

"What?" Li Zilan froze, her face showing suspicion.

"Don’t worry, I have no ill intentions. Your parents’ item is of immense value, and your cultivation stage is too low. If I give you too many crystals here, won’t others envy it?" Li Zilan whispered to the girl telepathically.

"..."

Li Zilan’s expression showed inner struggle. His explanation was reasonable, but in this cutthroat world, she couldn’t trust strangers easily.

What if he was a hypocrite?

She had no strength to resist at all. With so many people around, even though they were cold-hearted, there would still be some reservations.

Li Zilan’s mind raced as she weighed her options.

Li Zilan remained calm and patient, appreciating the girl's cautious nature.

Back then, wasn’t he just like this?

Innocence and recklessness wouldn’t last long in the cultivation world.

The young woman didn’t hesitate for long; after a few breaths, she said firmly: "Alright, I’ll follow you."

As they say, one must be willing to sacrifice something to get what one wants.

This man seemed friendly, so he shouldn’t be a bad guy. Most importantly, Li Zilan was currently in dire straits and had no crystals left.

She couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity; even with some risk, she had to take the chance.

Li Zilan’s expression showed approval. The girl was cautious but not afraid. At the critical moment, she made the right choice.

If she refused to follow him, he wouldn’t give up on the purple grains and would leave her enough crystals as a buffer. However, whether this brought her trouble or not wasn’t his concern.

"Sir, where are we going?"

"Wait a moment."

Li Zilan returned to reality and closed his eyes, sending out his spiritual awareness. Where had that brat Moon gone?
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A moment later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and couldn't help showing a hint of anger on his face.

"Senior, what's wrong with you?" Li Zhilan said curiously.

"There’s nothing. I just didn’t expect that there would be someone so reckless in this tiny Clear Moon Island," Lin Xuan sneered.

Originally, he had wanted to bring Yue'er along. Even if the girl was relaxed, she couldn't run off by herself like a ghost.

But what he saw next left him both amused and vexed.

Yue'er was actually surrounded by several young men of leisure.

It was his own fault for being careless; it wasn’t strange at all to think about. Before, Yue'er had been a spirit entity, but now that she had successfully condensed her essence core, she possessed her own body.

Although the封印of the Arrogant King of Devils hadn't been lifted yet, Yue'er was still breathtakingly beautiful.

Of all the female cultivators Lin Xuan had seen, only Fairy Qin Yan from Cloudy Mansion could match her in beauty. Even Sister Ruyan's skin might be a bit better, but she fell short when it came to looks.

To avoid drawing attention, the girl had also suppressed her aura and even more so than him; she had become an advanced Foundation Establishment cultivator.

With such a breathtaking appearance, yet no one to protect her, the result was obvious. The girl encountered some reckless young cultivators who dared to provoke her.

She was just getting cornered now, but Lin Xuan wasn’t worried about Yue'er being harmed. Even if it were several ungrateful young men of leisure, with her current abilities, she could easily kill any peer-level cultivator.

What infuriated him was that these people had the audacity to tease his treasure. Men couldn't stand such things.

Since they wanted to die, let them taste the exquisite pleasure of soul extraction and essence refinement.

With this thought, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. He swept his sleeves and wrapped Li Zhilan before flying forward.

Meanwhile, in some corner of the island, Yue'er’s delicate brows furrowed. In front of her stood several young cultivators with smirks on their faces.

"May I ask your name, fair lady? Your family is Red Lotus Demon King from Void Hole Island. We have a good impression of each other; would you be so kind as to join us for a drink?" A young man in his late twenties spoke. He wore a束发金冠 and looked like a nobleman.

His cultivation was not weak either, being an Inner Core中期 cultivator.

The other three were much worse-looking, their faces twisted into grotesque expressions that made them look like they had just seen something disgusting.

Yue'er’s face showed disgust; she didn’t want to waste her time on such trash. She opened her mouth and spat out a single word: "Roll."

You…

Lü Wuyi couldn't help but get angry. Red Lotus Demon King was an Inner Core中期 cultivator. In the overseas cultivation world, he might not be at the top, but aside from the Far Horizon Pavilion, his strength wasn’t weak.

As the young master of Void Hole Island, he was used to being fawned upon by other cultivators. A mere Foundation Establishment period cultivator calling him fair lady was an insult. This girl must be so reckless that she wanted to drink her punishment instead of accepting a toast.

Lü Wuyi’s expression turned grim as he prepared to lash out. But before he could, a disdainful voice entered his ears: "Red Lotus Demon King? I think you’re just a pretender. How can your disciples be so reckless if you were truly powerful?"

"Master," Yue'er’s face lit up with joy. She then pouted and said, "They're bullying me…"

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh. Bullying? This girl could easily kill even an Inner Core后期 cultivator now.

In the mortal world, only a few old monsters of the Separation and Union realm could bully her. These few young men?

Of course, Lin Xuan understood Yue'er’s purpose; girls liked to be pampered. Even Yue'er couldn’t escape this. She just wanted to act cute.

So, Lin Xuan cooperated by smiling and saying, "Alright, I’ll take care of it. All of them will be sent to the Netherworld."

What are you, a fool? A Core Formation cultivator here blowing hot air. Sending us to the Netherworld? Hmph, this young master will extract your soul and refine your essence soon.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s affectionate demeanor towards Yue'er, Lü Wuyi was both envious and jealous. His face twisted in anger as he spoke.

With his current abilities, Lin Xuan wouldn’t take any threats from these people seriously. Even a Core Formation cultivator like Red Lotus Demon King was just an ant to him.

Yue'er, why did you run off so recklessly? Do you know that I’ve been looking for you?

I’m sorry, Master, Yue'er lowered her head, adopting the look of a good girl.

Their dialogue seemed rehearsed. They ignored the surrounding young men.

Lü Wuyi’s face turned white with anger.

He was furious and rubbed his hands together, causing black spiritual light to emanate from his body.

Lin Xuan paid no attention; a Core Formation cultivator couldn’t pose any threat to him.

Die!

Lü Wuyi reached out and snapped his fingers. A black ghost spear flew out of his storage space.

He was about to attack Lin Xuan when a clear voice interrupted, "Stop! Clear Moon Island belongs to the Far Horizon Pavilion. Do you want to provoke our sect?"

Both were taken aback. Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise as he turned around. The voice sounded familiar.

Clear Moon Island wasn’t vast, so several streaks of light quickly approached them.

The light dimmed, revealing a young woman’s face.

A Core Formation cultivator and five Foundation Establishment cultivators.

The leading woman was in her early twenties, with a beautiful face and tall stature. She wore green imperial attire.

Seeing this woman, Lin Xuan smiled. He hadn’t expected to meet an old acquaintance here at the Far Horizon Pavilion.

Zhu Qianru, former Young Master of Snowy Dusk Sect. After its destruction, Fairy Qin Yan had brought her back to the Far Horizon Pavilion as per their agreement, supposedly defeated by some Inner Core elder.

But he didn't expect to encounter this woman in such an environment.

Lin Xuan noticed a small sword pattern on her imperial attire.

One of the cultivators exclaimed, "She’s from the Far Horizon Pavilion."
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This might not be the case. Haven't you heard that those pampered young masters are disciples of Red Lotus Old Demon?

Hmph, so what? In other sects or families, the reputation of Red Lotus Demon Lord might still carry some weight. But for Sky's End Sea Pavilion, do you think they would care about a middle-stage Spirit Nurturing cultivator? Another person sneered.

That makes sense, Senior…

Li Zilan’s face was filled with unease. She had only wanted to do some business, but ended up involuntarily entangled in a conflict. As a Spirit Flexible Period cultivator, it would be a lie to say she wasn’t afraid of the situation.

Young Master, who is she? Moon'er was taken aback and showed a suspicious expression on her face.

You’re just a brat; stop daydreaming so much nonsense! Lin Xuan laughed and scolded. Then he moved his lips slightly, using the Sound Transmission Spell to tell Li Zilan’s background slowly.

Lin Xuan put aside for now. Seeing the female cultivator of Sky's End Sea Pavilion, the pampered young masters all showed signs of fear.

As others had said, the reputation of Red Lotus Demon Lord was effective in other places but held no deterrent power against Sky's End Sea Pavilion. The executors were not people he could offend. If they truly angered them, even if killed here, his master would likely have to accept it. It was impossible for a few incompetent disciples to offend Sky's End Sea Pavilion; after all, cultivators bully the weak and fear the strong.

Are you the ones causing trouble here? A clear voice came from behind. After years apart, Zhu Qianru seemed more mature than before.

Haha, Fairy, you must be mistaken. How could I dare do such a thing, let alone die? It was those two fellows who looked down on Sky's End Sea Pavilion and insulted your sect. We couldn’t stand it and thus got into conflict with them. Lu Wuyi rolled his eyes and began to twist the truth shamelessly.

Around him, other cultivators muttered in derision at this fellow’s thick skin. As the saying goes, when it doesn't concern you, stay aloof; no one would dare offend Old Red Lotus for a few lies.

Thus, no one dared to expose his fibs.

Lu Wuyi was pleased with himself. Fighting me will make you regret it!

What? They dared to insult Sky's End Sea Pavilion?

The faces of the several young women behind Zhu Qianru turned cold, and their gazes became sharp. Although they were Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, in this sect’s main hall, they naturally didn’t fear a Condensation Core Period cultivator. Even if they caused trouble, elders wouldn't let them suffer.

But with Uncle Zhu here, it was none of their business.

Zhu Qianru's face also darkened. Perhaps she had been gentle and innocent before, but after the sect’s downfall, this woman had grown quickly. In just a few years, she could stand on her own, even showing some decisiveness. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have become an executor; it was a crucial position.

Her parents were gone, and Xue Ming Sect had turned to ashes. Now, she considered herself part of Sky's End Sea Pavilion. A rise or fall affected all. Hearing that someone insulted her sect, Zhu Qianru’s face darkened as well.

Slowly turning around, he hadn’t noticed Lin Xuan at first.

Seeing him clearly now, Zhu Qianru was momentarily stunned. You… you are? L…?

The young woman’s expression softened but became stuttering and hesitant.

It wasn’t surprising; this person was familiar, the one who had once used great power to save her life. But why did his cultivation level…

Zhu Qianru couldn't decide if the person in front of her was him.

Lin Xuan sighed. The scene from years ago replayed in his mind.

Since old acquaintances were meeting again, there seemed no need to hide his cultivation level any longer.

Originally, pretending to be a Condensation Core cultivator wasn’t just about avoiding attention; he hadn’t expected the world to be so unpredictable. Moon'er’s beauty had attracted some ignorant cultivators…

In this world where strength ruled, perhaps it was time to reveal himself and give them some lasting memories.

With that thought, Lin Xuan no longer concealed his breath. His inner technique slightly circulated, instantly filling him with a shocking aura. Green light flickered across his body as essence energy surged.

Simultaneously, an extremely terrifying pressure descended from the sky.

Around him, cultivators’ faces changed dramatically.

Plops echoed in his ears; even Condensation Core cultivators took several steps back due to the formidable pressure, falling directly on their backs.

Foundation Establishment stage cultivators were even more frightened. A thud sounded as they immediately prostrated themselves before Lin Xuan.

Except for Moon'er, only Li Zilan and Zhu Qianru remained standing because of Lin Xuan’s special care.

All cultivators within twenty miles of Silent Moon Island fell to the ground.

The most pitiful were the pampered young masters led by Lu Wuyi. They looked like they had been beaten to a pulp, appearing extremely disheveled.

Their fear was even greater.

Impossible, you are an Incarnation Realm cultivator!

Senior, spare me! I have no eyes; it wasn’t intentional.

Another fellow said nothing and struck his own face with his hand.

Lu Wuyi was the most terrified. His master was Old Red Lotus Demon Lord, a middle-stage Incarnation Realm cultivator. He couldn't even sense Lin Xuan's specific realm.

But that terrifying level far exceeded his master’s.

Could it be… is he an advanced Incarnation Realm cultivator?…

This thought made him tremble with regret.

To an advanced Incarnation Realm cultivator, they were mere ants. It was all his own fault for creating such a disaster; even if he were to have his soul and essence extracted, his master would never seek revenge for him.

The surrounding cultivators showed signs of reverence on their faces. With their abilities, being able to face an ordinary Incarnation Realm old monster was already impressive, let alone a great cultivator…

Many people were delighted but also gloated. This Lu Wuyi had relied on Old Red Lotus Demon Lord’s reputation to bully and oppress women; he had done many bad things in the past. Now, heaven had opened its eyes, and it seemed justice had finally been served.

Li Zilan was taken aback, her expression filled with disbelief as a hint of light flashed in her eyes, lost in thought.

The happiest among them was Zhu Qianru. Since her parents’ death, she hadn’t laughed much, but now, genuine joy appeared on her face…

She gracefully bowed to Lin Xuan and said, "Senior, congratulations on your great achievement; you have advanced to the late Incarnation Realm."
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"No need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a faint smile as he chatted with Zhu Qianru. The meeting of old acquaintances brought him some joy, but his expression turned grim when he looked at the several cultivators lying on the ground.

These mere condensation core cultivators dared to be disrespectful toward him?

Although Lin Xuan did not seek revenge for every slight, he was certainly no magnanimous person. In the cultivation world, it was a matter of survival of the fittest. If they were blind enough to provoke his ire, then they would face severe consequences.

In this cutthroat world, one could never be too careful. Even his precious Moon had dared to tease them; Lin Xuan couldn't bear to let that slide.

"You may all go to hell."

Ignoring the pleas of the young nobles, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and a few sword lights shot out, blindingly bright as they struck their heads with force.

"Senior, run for your life!"

Lü Wuyi led the way as several unlucky cultivators showed signs of shock. However, immobilized by the pressure from an advanced-stage婴灵, they could not move at all.

Blazing blood splattered.

The sword lights swirled around and struck their heads, leaving them unconscious.

"Enough!"

Kuai Yu looked displeased but waved her hand. Although she had spoken lightly just now, her heart was seething with anger. After all, killing on Jing Yue Island without considering the interests of the Sea Edge Pavilion showed a lack of respect for it.

Since they were only advanced-stage cultivators, she hadn't reacted immediately.

As an ancient monster who lived for hundreds of years, she always planned meticulously before acting. She would first assess their background and then decide how to proceed.

Although a few advanced-stage cultivators might not be worth much consideration for the Sea Edge Pavilion, with the current strange circumstances, she didn't want to unnecessarily make more enemies for her sect.

After all, advancing to an advanced-stage婴灵 was extremely rare among lone practitioners; there must be powerful sects backing them.

Kuai Yu's thoughts ran along these lines as she slowly turned her head and scanned Lin Xuan. Her expression suddenly changed from anger to surprise.

Her displeasure vanished, replaced by shock: "You… you?"

"Indeed, Senior Daoist Kuai, we meet again," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Haha, welcome, Senior Lin, to the Sea Edge Pavilion. Why didn't you say sooner? If I had known you were here, Lady would have led my sisters out to greet you personally." Kuai Yu curtsied, taking on the demeanor of a junior disciple.

The surrounding cultivators were left speechless by her actions.

"Brother, did I see right?"

"I'm starting to think there's something wrong with my eyes. Both of us are advanced-stage婴灵; by both reason and emotion, we should be equals. Why…?"

"It's true, Senior Daoist Kuai is acting so humbly. Could the other party be a master from one of the Seven Great Sects?" another person muttered.

"Rubbish! Even if it were a master from one of the Seven Great Sects, what difference would that make? As third senior at the Sea Edge Pavilion, my status isn't inferior to his. At most, I'd show some respect. Why is she acting so subservient unless…?"

"How?" a nearby person asked anxiously.

"Unless the other party is an immortal from the Separation Stage, Senior Daoist Kuai's actions and demeanor make sense."

…

"Immortal from the Separation Stage?"

The surrounding people fell silent; in the human world, that was truly standing at the pinnacle. The Sea Edge Pavilion was invincible on the outer sea, as even Fairy Yuyan had single-handedly fought her way to fame five hundred years ago.

Was this ancient monster still concealing his true strength? If he were indeed an immortal from the Separation Stage, everyone's expressions turned more respectful.

Although unexpected, Lin Xuan's composure remained unchanged. Calm as a mountain in front of a collapsing building, two centuries of ups and downs had honed his demeanor to the utmost stability.

He looked at the beautiful woman before him with respect and smiled: "Lady Kuai Yu, there's no need for such formalities. I'm also an advanced-stage婴灵; this title of senior is beyond me."

"Haha, Senior Lin, you flatter me. Your powers can't be gauged by your stage. Even compared to the Separation Stage, you're not inferior. Considering your relationship with Aunt Yuyan, it's only fitting," Kuai Yu said with a smile.

Lin Xuan frowned at her ambiguous words. Whether intentional or unintentional, she had made things complicated. Moon pouted, while the other cultivators were visibly frightened.

Famous Fairy Yuyan was notorious in the Blood Sea; this Cloud Province's top female cultivator had single-handedly killed thousands of others within a short time.

In the outer sea, few knew of Wuting Tower, but mentioning Fairy Yuyan would make everyone from the灵动期 to the advanced-stage婴灵 aware. Even in remote places, no one dared to speak disrespectfully about her name.

Better safe than sorry; if Fairy Yuyan found out someone was speaking ill of her behind her back, the consequences were unimaginable.

On Jing Yue Island, they had heard her gossip. If Lady Yuyan was angered and wanted to kill them for it…

Thinking this, the onlookers groaned inwardly. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's voice cut through their thoughts: "So, Senior Kuai Yu knows about my bond with Aunt Yuyan?"

"Of course. I met her recently and heard of your fame from her mouth. It would please Aunt very much to see you here," Kuai Yu said with a charming smile.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded, maintaining his composure. The other cultivators breathed a sigh of relief around him.

Bonded by gold thread, it was their misunderstanding. However, considering that this person could bond with the top female cultivator in Cloud Province, his powers were undoubtedly formidable.

Although none had seen Fairy Yuyan, everyone knew that the Sea Edge Pavilion's senior elder was incredibly proud. If Lin Xuan didn't possess extraordinary abilities, how could she have taken a liking to him?

Lin Xuan became the center of attention as he spoke: "Lady Kuai Yu…"

"Please command me," Kuai Yu said respectfully.

"I came here with something important to discuss with Aunt Yuyan. Now that my presence is known, please guide me," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Understood."

Kuai Yu nodded and was prepared to comply. However, just then, a weak voice called out: "P… Pioneers, can you wait for a moment?"

In the face of two advanced-stage cultivators, everyone fell silent. Li Zhilan's heart raced as if it were about to leap from her chest.

After all, she was only at the灵动期; in the eyes of these experts, she was insignificant like an ant.

Although Lin Xuan appeared amiable, high-stage cultivators could be unpredictable. If she spoke out of turn and provoked their displeasure, she would face dire consequences.

However, this opportunity couldn't be missed. Kuai Yu, wasn't that her mother's teacher?

After enduring countless hardships to reach the Sea Edge Pavilion, it was both a dream come true and an attempt to fulfill her mother's wishes.

Even if there were dangers, she had to take the risk; such opportunities were rare and might never come again.

Determination flashed in Li Zhilan's eyes. Despite her low cultivation level, her mind was remarkably resilient—much like Lin Xuan from long ago.

"Oh, I almost forgot about you." Lin Xuan turned his head with a smile.

"Senior, do you recognize this young Daoist?" Kuai Yu looked surprised as she asked.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. "I have an unfinished business with this girl. Originally, I planned to find a secluded place, but now it's unnecessary. After my transaction with her, please protect her safety."

"Haha, Senior, if you give me the command, I will certainly comply. If anyone dares to harm this young Daoist, they'll be making trouble for our sect," Kuai Yu said.
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This unexpected little interlude left the nearby cultivators looking at each other in puzzlement.

On one side was a late-stage元婴 cultivator, and on the other, a young maiden of the灵动期. What kind of transaction could there be between these two?

Their faces were filled with curiosity—more than anything, incredulity.

Originally, many had already taken an interest in Li Zilan, but after hearing Lin Xuan's words and Ji Yueyu's assurances, they all abandoned their foolish notions.

To ally themselves with the distant天涯海阁 over a few minor matters would be as silly as kicking a horse in the head.

"Thank you, Senior." Li Zilan bowed to Lin Xuan, her beautiful face full of gratitude. She then turned and knelt before Ji Yueyu, performing a grand three-kowtow nine-bow salute.

"Why are you doing this?" Ji Yueyu's expression showed confusion.

"I, the orphan Li Zilan, pay respects to my Grandmaster. Do you still recognize this item?" As she spoke, she raised her hands and tapped her storage bag, revealing an oval jade pendant in front of them.

Li Zilan held the pendant high above her head, her delicate face full of respect.

"Ah..."

Ji Yueyu wasn't particularly interested at first, but when she glanced at the pendant, her expression turned somber. With a wave of her hand, a streak of green light flew out and enveloped the pendant, landing in her palm.

She then brought it closer to examine it carefully for a long time.

After a while.

"You call me Grandmaster, so this item was given to you by your mother?" The great cultivator from天涯海阁 had a complex look on his face as he spoke.

"Yes." Li Zilan lowered her head and spoke with a slight sob in her voice.

"How is Qingning?" Although she had expelled the girl many years ago, Ji Yueyu hadn't forgotten. Among her seven disciples, Qingning was the most intimate and had the highest cultivation among all of them.

Unfortunately, it was that "emotion" that ruined her prospects. Otherwise, she would have reached at least the后期境界 by now.

As a late-stage元婴 cultivator, Ji Yueyu's life was filled with regrets, but this one cut deepest.

"My mother...she...has already fallen." Li Zilan didn't cry, but her expression was deeply sorrowful.

Ji Yueyu sighed. She had suspected such an outcome when she saw the pendant. Qingning, that unfortunate child, everything else about her was good except for her stubbornness and marrying a Foundation Establishment cultivator.

"Why did you come to me?"

"I hope my daughter can return to天涯海阁."

"Really?" Ji Yueyu's face showed some hesitation.

"Since this girl has some connection with your friend, let her join your sect. I don't think there will be any objections." Lin Xuan spoke slowly after observing from the sidelines.

"Senior, if you say so, then Moonru will humbly follow your advice."

"Thank Grandmaster and thank Senior Lin."

Li Zilan was overjoyed and bowed to both of them separately. With Li Zilan joining天涯海阁, there was no need for Lin Xuan to continue trading with her here. Under Ji Yueyu's guidance, everyone transformed into streaks of light and flew off towards the distant sky.

Several hours later, in the净月潭, a mysterious forbidden area within万佛宗.

Not only ordinary disciples but even the sect's headmaster and chief patriarch would not dare to step foot here without an invitation. This small pond was no more than a hundred feet square, with nothing except for one unremarkable tree.

However, this Bodhi tree was one of the three treasures of 万佛宗, rumored to be over a million years old.

An elderly monk sat there, his kind eyes and red robe making him look dignified. Behind him, faint light radiated like a halo, inspiring reverence in anyone who looked at him.

With Hui Tong's demise, this was the only senior elder of 万佛宗 left. However, his cultivation and abilities were clearly superior to his younger brother, already at the peak of离合初期.

At that moment, several cultivators stood by the side of净月潭, their levels ranging from元婴中期 to various stages.

"What? Lin Xuan's whereabouts have been discovered; he appeared in天涯海阁 and has advanced to late-stage元婴?" Huixuan opened his eyes half-closed and spoke with a low voice.

"Yes, Uncle. Since we planned to attack天涯海阁, we sent many scouts to the outer seas of Yunzhou before the event. Dream Ruyan moved up her engagement ceremony, so Lin Xuan appeared on Jingyue Island where those people gathered," said a black-robed monk holding a rosary. His cultivation was formidable as well, already at late-stage元婴.

He couldn't understand why Dream Ruyan would do such a thing—pulling in some sects and families to be cannon fodder wouldn't affect the grand scheme. If she didn't know this, what was her plan?

As for Lin Xuan, Tongxuan wasn't concerned about him since he lacked complete information. He only knew that Lin Xuan had killed Kongxuan.

Even if Lin Xuan had advanced to late-stage元婴 and his powers far exceeded those of ordinary cultivators, it mattered little. The gap between离合and 元婴 was insurmountable.

"Uncle, there's a rumor that Lin Xuan has sworn brotherhood with Dream Ruyan. Some say he is as powerful as the peak of离合," the black-robed monk spoke cautiously.

"Oh?" Huixuan was initially surprised before a hint of mockery appeared on his lips: "Do you believe this?"

"Of course, I don't."

"That's right; how could an元婴 catch up to 离合? This is just smoke from天涯海阁. We shouldn't pay attention. Lin Xuan has indeed allied with the lowly courtesan of天涯海阁. Let's deal with them all at once this time."

"But Uncle," the black-robed monk looked neither pleased nor displeased, his expression hesitant.

"What do you have to say? As the head of our temple's Discipline Hall, what are you thinking?"

"Uncle, while our sect is stronger than天涯海阁, they're not weak either. Attacking their main base means we'll face both terrain and manpower advantages. Even breaking through their protective array won't be easy."

"That makes sense; it would indeed be difficult for just us. But what if we add the厉魂谷 to the mix? What do you think?"

"The厉魂谷, they've agreed to join forces with us?" The black-robed monk was taken aback before his face lit up.

"Correct. The two old fellows from 厉魂谷 have given me their reply. They and Dream Ruyan's traitor had a long-standing grudge, so this is an excellent opportunity they won't miss. We've agreed to meet on the ninth of next month."
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Lin Xuan's whereabouts had been revealed, and the Wanshi Sect was unaware of his involvement in the plot against the Tianya Haige Pavilion. The seven major forces were naturally distant from each other, with varying degrees of closeness. Lishun Valley, unwilling to be idle, also joined this uncertain vortex.

With a gust of wind and swirling clouds, a great storm was about to unfold in Yunzhou.

At that moment, Lin Xuan was being led by Ji Yueyu towards the main headquarters of the Tianya Haige Pavilion, which spanned vast expanses of the sea.

After half an hour, a beautiful island came into view.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense. After a short while, a look of admiration appeared on his face.

Ancient texts spoke of three immortal mountains beyond the seas: Penglai, Fangzhang, and Yingzhou.

Of course, this Yingzhou was not the same as the one in the text; however, the island's spirit veins were no small matter. Otherwise, it wouldn't have been named after ancient cultivators.

This island had numerous spirit veins and a vast area among all the islands of the sea, approximately a million li. Even though it fell short of Youzhou, it was still superior to Lin Xuan’s original home in Yanzhou.

And such a large island was completely occupied by the Tianya Haige Pavilion.

In the world of cultivation, strength spoke louder than words. As one of the seven major sects in Yunzhou, they had every right to wield their authority.

The Tianya Haige Pavilion was exclusively for female cultivators; men were forbidden from stepping foot on it, or else they would be killed without mercy.

Of course, rules could be changed, and not everyone enjoyed such privileges. At least over a thousand years, Lin Xuan was only the second person to have the sect's regulations broken.

The first was the top expert of Yunzhou, Wangting Lou.

Back then, Meng Rouyan was merely an婴期 cultivator, with her sister in charge of the Tianya Haige Pavilion.

When Fairy Ice violated the sect’s rules for a man, eight hundred years later, Meng Rouyan made the same choice. The man who entered this holy land from overseas had changed from Wangting Lou to Lin Xuan.

The world seemed like a cycle, with similar processes but different outcomes depending on one's choices.

Flying further, the scenery of Yanzhou Island became clearer.

The protective sect array hadn't been activated, but several colorful light beams appeared in their line of sight.

Soon, they met. The light beams condensed, revealing several beautiful young women. They were of various shapes and sizes, but all were at the 凝丹期 stage of cultivation.

The leading purple-robed woman was at the peak of middle-stage 凝丹期.

They didn't need to say anything; their roles were clearly defined as外围警戒巡逻.

"Senior Auntie, let us pass."

Their eyes showed surprise as they respectfully bowed.

"Enough," Ji Yueyu waved her hand. With thousands of condensation core cultivators in the palace, she couldn't possibly recognize each one. Her status didn't require her to pay attention to such trivial matters.

"Senior Lin, we can continue on our way."

"Wait a moment, Senior Auntie." The purple-robed girl spoke nervously.

"What is it?" Ji Yueyu's tone was clearly displeased.

"I apologize, Senior Auntie. According to the sect’s rules, men are not allowed to enter Yingzhou Island," she said.

"Hmm, there is indeed such a rule, but since Senior Lin is an esteemed guest of our auntie, we should make an exception." Ji Yueyu spoke with a calm demeanor.

"What? An esteemed guest of my auntie?"

Not just the purple-robed girl, but the other female cultivators patrolling also showed shock. In the minds of ordinary disciples in the Tianya Haige Pavilion, Meng Rouyan was like a celestial being.

Moreover, Ji Senior Auntie was an advanced-stage婴期 cultivator who called him "Senior." Could this seemingly young man be the legendary Separation and Union Stage elder?

With that thought, they dared not resist any longer. They stood respectfully as Lin Xuan's body emitted a bright green light, following Ji Yueyu into the island.

Piercing through the fog, he finally stepped onto Yingzhou Island.

Terraces, pavilions, and buildings were scattered about, with lush grass and colorful flowers, creating a heavenly paradise.

This island was vast, but despite its large population, the Tianya Haige Pavilion only occupied a small part of it.

With Ji Yueyu leading the way, she brought Lin Xuan to a valley where flowers bloomed in abundance.

It was winter, with everything in decay, yet in this valley, flowers were in full bloom, exuding a vibrant springtime atmosphere.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the surroundings, and he showed signs of surprise. The concentration of spirit energy around the valley was almost comparable to that found within the Asura Palace on the Undecided River.

For the mortal world, such a spirit vein was extremely rare.

Around the valley, there were no arrays; only a thin layer of mist enveloped it. However, Ji Yueyu hesitated to step inside and instead waved her hand, sending a bright flame from her fingers...

After half a cup of tea, the fog began to stir, and faint celestial music could be heard from within the valley.

A small path paved with stones appeared before them.

Meng Rouyan hadn't left the valley, but her voice echoed softly inside, carrying an apologetic tone.

"Little Brother can come in by yourself. My sister is currently meditating; she will naturally meet you after finishing her practice."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and was about to step forward when a weak voice came from behind: "Senior Lin..."

Turning around, Li Zhilan's face was filled with nervousness.

"Thank you for your assistance. Otherwise, I wouldn't have joined the Tianya Haige Pavilion so smoothly. Although I don't know what this item is used for, it's my humble offering to Senior."

Saying that, she handed a yellowish cloth bag to Lin Xuan with both hands.

"You are thoughtful."

Lin Xuan smiled and took the item from her. Since this object had some use in accelerating the ripening of jade lotus bees, he wouldn't be silly enough to make a fuss over it.

Of course, as someone naturally generous, Lin Xuan wouldn't take advantage of a small cultivator without offering something in return.

He reached into his storage bag and pulled out several sparkling small swords: "These Yin-Yang Mother-Child Swords were obtained by chance. As a spirit weapon, few could match their power; I'll give them to you as a gift."

"Thank you, Senior for your kindness."

Li Zhilan gracefully accepted the Yin-Yang Mother-Child Swords and examined them with delight.

"Thank you, Fellow Daoist Ji for guiding us."

Lin Xuan nodded at the palace-dressed female cultivator before entering the valley.

The valley wasn't large but was very elegant. Numerous exotic flowers and plants were scattered around, and rare birds and beasts roamed nearby. At the end of the valley, a small lake lay quietly, covering only an acre but with crystal-clear water.

A rustling sound reached Lin Xuan's ears as the breeze gently swayed the bamboo grove beside him.

Looking over, he saw several small houses made of green bamboo in the center of the forest. That was where Meng Rouyan had been cultivating for a thousand years.
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Lin Xuan scanned the area in front of him, and then his body was enveloped by a deep green aura. He moved swiftly like a swift breeze, vanishing into thin air.

In just an instant, he stopped before a small, emerald-colored house.

Lin Xuan did not rush in without caution; instead, he released his divine consciousness to check if Yan Ruyan was indeed meditating inside. The fluctuations of essence energy indicated that she had already started to withdraw her spirit.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan stood there. Although they were sworn siblings, rushing into each other’s secluded chambers could be considered rather impulsive.

A cup of tea passed by as fine footsteps sounded. A fragrant breeze wafted through the air, and a pair of snow-white hands pushed aside bamboo curtains, revealing a beautiful young woman.

With red lips and fair skin, she moved gracefully without any hint of earthly vulgarity.

It was clear that it was none other than Dream Ruyan.

"Lin Xuan, is there something on your mind?" she asked gently.

"Ruyan, have you heard about the Five-Stage Jiao King?" Lin Xuan asked, his expression turning serious.

Dream Ruyan sighed. "Yes, he is indeed a Five-Stagedemon race. However, he is far more formidable than one would imagine."

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise. "More formidable? Does that mean he’s at the late Fifth Stage?"

Dream Ruyan nodded. "Correct. Lin Xuan, you still underestimate him. The Jiao King is a High-Grade Five-Stagedemon race."

"High-Grade Five-Stage?" Lin Xuan's expression turned genuinely alarmed. "That means he’s equivalent to someone from our human race at the late Fifth Stage. Such formidable old monsters, why does he remain in this world? I heard that Wangting Lou is the top expert among the Twelve States of Tianyun. Could his strength be even greater?"

Dream Ruyan sighed softly and said, "Wangting Lou is indeed a match for him. Although he has many conquests and achievements, he still falls short when it comes to overall strength."

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before asking, "Ruyan, are there any other Fifth Stage experts among thedemon race besides the Jiao King?"

Dream Ruyan explained slowly, "Of course, we cannot overlook the missing Nine-Headed Ancestor. In terms of power and numbers, they can match us."

Lin Xuan nodded thoughtfully. The remaining Fifth Stage experts among thedemon race included some middle-stage ones as well, though they were unlikely to cause chaos in Yunzhou.

"Ruyan, what do you plan to do if the Two Powers attack Yizhou Island?" Lin Xuan asked after a moment's silence.

Dream Ruyan smiled slightly. "What do you think?"

Despite her aloof and independent nature, Dream Ruyan was undoubtedly no ordinary Fifth Stage cultivator. The conflict between the Two Powers had been brewing for some time, and this incident with Hui Tong’s death merely served as an excuse to break out.

"Let me suggest something?" Lin Xuan asked hesitantly.

Dream Ruyan nodded. "Go ahead."

Lin Xuan replied, "Ruyan, I’m not sure how to handle such a large-scale conflict between major sects. It would be best if you make your own decisions. If there’s anything I can do, I’ll certainly try my best."

After some thought, Lin Xuan decided it was better not to offer unsolicited advice.

Dream Ruyan’s gaze softened with approval. "Lin Xuan, you truly understand the art of knowing when to step back and forth. At your young age, you’ve already reached a level comparable to Fifth Stage cultivators. Most would be boasting by now, but you remain humble."

"Ruyan, what are your plans if the Two Powers attack Yizhou Island?" Lin Xuan asked again.

Dream Ruyan replied, "We cannot rely solely on our defensive array. Although we have the advantage of terrain and allies, the overall strength of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect is still far greater than ours."

Lin Xuan frowned. "If that’s the case, how do you plan to counter them? By relying on our defensive array?"

Dream Ruyan shook her head. "No. Even with our advantages, they are too formidable. Winning would be a hollow victory at best."

"Ruyan, what if we lose?" Lin Xuan asked.

Dream Ruyan continued, "If the worst comes to pass and we lose, our sect will be expelled from the Seven Major Sects. If we’re unlucky, it could even cut off our lineage and traditions."

Lin Xuan smiled wryly. "Ruyan, your strategy is sound. But how do you plan to face such a formidable enemy? As they say, courage wins in narrow passages. Overthinking can lead us to miss opportunities."

Dream Ruyan frowned slightly as she tapped her fingers on the table, deep in thought.

Lin Xuan understood that Dream Ruyan had another plan but was keeping it secret.

"Ruyan, you have something planned," Lin Xuan said with a hint of amusement. "Why are you still keeping it from me?"

"You naughty boy, always so slick-tongued." Dream Ruyan adjusted her hair and smiled playfully.

Lin Xuan continued, "We must rely on both our strength and alliances."
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"Strategic Alliance?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, a contemplative expression on his face.

"My sister mentioned the Heaven Skill Gate."

"No, you're mistaken," Dream Ruyan shook her head slightly and said with a hint of mystery in her eyes.

"Old Yin Taiyin is extremely cunning; he wouldn't fall for such an easy trap. Since I am at odds with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, he will likely sit back and watch. He won’t get involved unless he has solid grounds."

"That being the case, which sect does my sister mean?"

"My younger brother, have you passed by Jingyue Island on your way to the Sky Sea Pavilion?" Dream Ruyan's voice was somewhat mysterious as she spoke.

"Of course, I passed by Jingyue Island," Lin Xuan replied honestly.

Although there were some changes at Jingyue Island, what came to mind first for Lin Xuan was the grand matchmaking ceremony that had been moved up.

"Moving the matchmaking ceremony forward was my order. Of course, I don't expect any sects or families to join us in this fight against the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. Those cannon fodder are useless. This is merely a smokescreen."

"A smokescreen?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and then his expression turned contemplative.

"Could it be that you want to use the strategy of 'clearing the way for Chen Shang while secretly crossing the pass'?"

"Yes, my younger brother, you are indeed clever," Dream Ruyan said with some admiration. "I plan to do just that. Knowing your enemy and yourself is the key to victory. Before the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect launches a full-scale attack on us, they will certainly send spies to gather intelligence. I will use the matchmaking ceremony as a smokescreen while secretly forming an alliance with another force..."

"Another force? My sister mentioned that the Heaven Skill Gate would sit back and watch. Which of the Seven Factions is involved?" Lin Xuan was curious.

Although his sister seemed innocent, she could be quite cunning when it came to matters.

"My younger brother, you are wrong. The ally I am forming an alliance with is not one of the Seven Factions..." Dream Ruyan's light laughter echoed in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Not a member of the Seven Factions? Do you mean that my sister plans to team up with thedemon race?" Lin Xuan’s face was filled with shock.

"What, did you guess it?" Dream Ruyan was taken aback. Her younger brother had reacted too quickly.

"If his cultivation is comparable to the Separation stage, then his cunning might even surpass mine," she thought.

"Indeed, this isn't hard to guess. Since a million years ago when the Luo Family of Tianzhou declined, the human race has been dominated by the Seven Factions. Other sects and families have no chance at all," Lin Xuan sipped some tea and said calmly.

"And you just mentioned that there are powerful Separation stage cultivators in thedemon race as well. If I am not mistaken, my sister is not forming an alliance with any of the Seven Factions; it must be a certain faction within thedemon race."

"Correct, my younger brother. My plan is to use the matchmaking ceremony as a smokescreen and secretly meet with the Five Color Fairy," Dream Ruyan explained.

"The Five Color Fairy?" Lin Xuan scratched his head. He had never heard of her before but she must be an old monster at the Separation stage.

"My younger brother, it's normal that you haven't heard of her. At our level, we shouldn't get involved in factional disputes. Unfortunately, this time, blood will flow like a river in Yunzhou," Dream Ruyan sighed. Even with the Sky Sea Pavilion, many cultivators would likely die by the thousands.

"My sister, is the Five Color Fairy your close friend?" Lin Xuan asked slowly.

"We can say that we are acquaintances who became friends through mutual respect and understanding. Five hundred years ago, we fought several times but eventually became good friends," Dream Ruyan explained.

"Still, the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect isn't something to be taken lightly. Do you really think they will agree to get involved just because of our friendship?"

Lin Xuan was a bit worried. In the immortal realm, few people would do something without personal gain or benefit.

"If not for my enmity with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, I wouldn’t have come to the Sky Sea Pavilion," Lin Xuan thought.

"Of course, I understand that relying solely on our friendship won't work. But I have prepared many treasures beforehand..."

"Treasures?" Lin Xuan was surprised. As a fifth-stagedemon race, he was already one of the top cultivators in the human world. The treasures Dream Ruyan mentioned were likely extraordinary and crucial to the Five Color Fairy.

"Can you be certain?"

"I can't say with full confidence. At most, I have about a fifty percent chance," Dream Ruyan said with a bitter smile.

"Fifty percent?" Lin Xuan’s expression turned gloomy. "What if they reject your proposal..."

"If that happens, what will we do? Although the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect is at the top of the Seven Factions, my Sky Sea Pavilion isn’t made of clay. We can fight to the death," Dream Ruyan's eyebrows rose with determination. She was 1500 years old and had faced many challenges.

"When are you planning to leave?"

"In three days. I will use the matchmaking ceremony on Jingyue Island as a distraction while personally going to the Five Color Holy Mountain. Do you want to come along, my younger brother?"

"Sure, I can go with you to meet the Five Color Fairy and see what she's like," Lin Xuan agreed after some hesitation.

"One more thing, my sister, is there something else you need to ask me?"

"What is it?"

"Is Qin Yan still on Yingzhou Island?" Lin Xuan’s expression was a bit strange.

"Qian'er, have I met her before?" Dream Ruyan was taken aback and looked somewhat surprised.

Lin Xuan hesitated but decided not to keep this secret. "Yes, Senior Sister Qin has known me for two hundred years. Back then, we both entered the Floating Cloud Valley in Yunzhou together."

Lin Xuan recounted what happened without mentioning their agreement after reaching the Separation stage during a full moon. He didn’t want to bring up that awkward moment and was still unsure about the transmission talisman.

"Ah, I see."

Dream Ruyan nodded. Although she was surprised, there was no real shock in her expression. In the immortal realm, seniority could be calculated differently, so there was no need to worry about any embarrassing situations.

"My younger brother, you came at an unfortunate time. You probably won’t see Qian'er this time."

"What? Has Senior Sister Qin run into trouble?" Lin Xuan’s face showed some anxiety as he heard Dream Ruyan say this.

"Don't worry; she is fine. In fact, not long ago, she received a great opportunity," Dream Ruyan said reassuringly.

"An opportunity?"

"Yes, my younger brother, do you remember when we parted after our initiation? I wanted to stay longer but had to leave in a hurry." Dream Ruyan said mysteriously.

"I remember. Could this be related to Senior Sister Qin?"

"Yes, she accidentally ingested a seven-trick dragon snake gallbladder. Do you know about this item?"

"Seven-trick dragon snake gallbladder? Is it one of the legendary fruits in the human world? I heard that such fruits are peculiar; ordinary cultivators won't benefit from them. However, for female Separation stage cultivators specializing in water attributes, their effects can be hundreds of times stronger than ordinary elixirs, even turning bottlenecks into smooth paths. Could it be..."

"Yes, but you only know half the story. The seven-trick dragon snake gallbladder is indeed a top-tier item, but ingesting it might not benefit her body. If she were an advanced Separation stage cultivator after undergoing the I Ching's purification process, she could probably withstand its power. But Qian'er was just at the beginning..."

"What about Senior Sister...?"

"That little girl successfully progressed to the middle stage, but her meridians suffered severe damage. If it weren't for my timely return to help disperse the excess medicinal force, that girl would have had to undergo a soul rebirth again. Although she has passed this critical period, her meridians are severely damaged. I placed her in our Heavenly Revival Cauldron, but full recovery will take some time. You won't see her for now."

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. Qin Yan had advanced to the Separation stage middle phase, and although she suffered damage to her meridians, it wasn’t a major issue.
心愿得偿，感谢大家，非常重要，请一定进（免费）

This winter was particularly cold. Now that it's late, the chill is even more biting. My hands are starting to stiffen from the frost, but my heart feels warm and cozy—really, incredibly so. ≦Dream Novel, .com

In the past, getting a thousand monthly votes in just one month would have been unimaginable.

But today, I've achieved it. After two years of effort with Hundred Refinement, such success is both surreal and exhilarating, like living in a dream.

The category monthly vote award has finally come to hand.

Perhaps this doesn't mean much to the great masters, but for someone who was always lukewarm, it's heavy indeed.

One word: happiness.

Not because of that thousand dollars. Although I've spent quite a bit on crystals recently, the honor is what truly matters—mine, Hundred Refinement’s, and most importantly, everyone's.

I still remember last month when Linglou and I agreed to compete for the category monthly vote award on QQ. Honestly, I feel guilty towards all of you. To be frank, my updates this month weren't as impressive due to too many tasks. Getting these votes was purely thanks to your collective efforts.

Thank you, Linglou. From the beginning of the month until its end, despite my lackluster updates, you tirelessly promoted Hundred Refinement for monthly votes.

Thank you, Milk Dragon. This month, while busy at work, you always kept our interests in mind and even sent two hundred dollars to help me subscribe, just so we could gather more votes. How moved I was by your gesture.

Thank you, Little Fairy. Your dedication makes the Hundred Refinement book review section stand out like a red flower amidst green leaves, truly beautiful.

Thanks to Frost Centipede Lord. This month, I feared disappointing you most of all. According to Linglou, you used many avatars to vote for Hundred Refinement and spent a lot on crystals. It gave me a sense of responsibility. Honestly, there were times when I didn't want to compete because of the dual cultivation preparations, which left me utterly exhausted. But remembering that your efforts would have been in vain if we failed this month, I gritted my teeth and persisted. Here, I say thank you.

Thank you, Moon Lord. You are always so generous with your monthly vote donations. For me, they serve as both encouragement and motivation to work harder.

Of course, there's also our lovely Rabbit. Do you remember how early you usually sleep? Yet this month, you stayed up until midnight on the first day just to donate votes for Hundred Refinement. How touched I am by your kindness!

Thank you to everyone else who voted—Brother Biao, Flame Sovereign, LonelyD Intent, Sun Daoist, Lin Xuan Daoist, and many others who couldn't be mentioned individually.

And thank you to all the Raindrops, even though you only cast your votes silently. Even if you can't use as many avatars like the lords, each vote means a lot to me. Many hands make light work; ordinary Raindrops are just as impressive. Without accumulating small steps, one cannot travel a thousand miles. Tiny streams can form vast oceans. I need every Raindrop's support for Hundred Refinement to soar.

I also want to thank Poet Dark and Layman Lotus Heart. Your insightful comments have made significant contributions to our community. Thank you.

A new month is upon us, and my wedding date has been set for February 26th.

Of course, I'll still try to update as much as possible this month; please don't worry about that. As for the monthly votes, I won't be pressuring anyone. The dual cultivation ceremony will take some time, so let's just go with the flow.

After the wedding on February 26th, I might have a slight delay in returning home, but not by much. Don't worry; then after the honeymoon, I'll try my best to keep up. Though newlyweds often enjoy their time together, as a man, I need to support my family and be financially responsible.

Thank you all for making Hundred Refinement more wonderful with your presence. I will strive to bring you even better stories. And I hope that every Raindrop will continue to accompany me on this journey.

Wishing everyone a happy new year, success in all endeavors, good health, and happiness in their families.

Lastly, one more plea for monthly votes. This month, I won't be competing, but please consider giving some if you can; it would help us maintain our ranking. Thank you very much! 😄
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十一章 往事如烟

Three days passed in a blink. The matchmaking conference at the Horizon Sea Pavilion officially began, drawing crowds of guests.

Apart from the sects and families from the Outer Seas, there were also thousands upon thousands of cultivators from other regions.

The Horizon Sea Pavilion was considered one of the most mysterious among the Seven Great Forces. While the cultivation levels of its female disciples were not discussed, their beauty was renowned throughout the land.

Despite the current enmity between this sect and the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, with numerous rumors swirling around, at least for now, there had been no all-out conflict. Perhaps it was just a storm without much rain?

After all, such situations weren't unheard of in the cultivation world.

Even if the two sects did clash, one could always choose not to get involved.

You have your Zhāng Liáng's plan, and I have my ladder over the wall. Those old fellows who had lived for hundreds of years were no strangers to cunning and deceit. The Horizon Sea Pavilion would find it hard to bind them to their chariots.

However, no one knew that this was merely a smokescreen released by Dream Ruyan.

As the matchmaking conference began, attracting all the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's spies, she and Lin Xuan exhibited their prowess, transforming into faint streaks of light and leaving Yizhou Island behind.

The Five-Color Mountain, located to the west of Yizhou Island, was millions of miles away. This mountain lay deep within the outer seas of Yunzhou, where it was already under the influence of妖族.

Generally, human cultivators rarely ventured there; the depths of the sea were home to countless strange and dangerous creatures, making it normal for even high-ranking cultivators to fall here if their luck ran out.

However, on that morning, two streaks of light pierced through the sky with incredible speed, akin to a flash of lightning. Initially seen in the distance, they suddenly appeared over a thousand feet away, moving silently and mysteriously.

Sure enough, it was Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan.

After leaving Yizhou Island, they didn't rest, covering millions of miles in just one day and night.

Dream Ruyan remained calm on the surface but was genuinely surprised by her brother's abilities. She knew that Huìtōng had fallen to Lin Xuan, but that was due to his possession of a divine artifact, and the old monk had recently taken over, so some of his power was diminished.

Thus, that battle couldn't be relied upon as an indicator of strength.

In Dream Ruyan's mind, while Lin Xuan's abilities far surpassed ordinary cultivators, he still fell short compared to her own group. After all, the gap between元婴 and合体 was a vast one by nature.

However, after this day and night of travel, Ruyan looked at Lin Xuan with newfound respect.

She knew that the top elder of the Horizon Sea Pavilion hadn't said much, but she had secretly intended to test his abilities. Just a single day and night's journey, and Dream Ruyan had used several strange methods of evasion, her speed almost matching that of an advanced元婴 cultivator.

For twelve full hours, she traveled at this pace, while ordinary high-ranking cultivators would have long exhausted their energy. Yet, her brother showed no signs of fatigue, as if he were still in his prime.

Dream Ruyan was both amazed and delighted. After all, he was her sworn younger brother; such power would be a significant boost to the Horizon Sea Pavilion.

"Big sister, what kind of妖族 is this Five-Color Fairy? Is she powerful?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but speak as they flew over the vast sea, which had grown somewhat monotonous after long hours in the air.

"Haha, the Five-Color Fairy refers to my friend's abilities. With your intelligence, can you not deduce?"

"Ah...

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan frowned and pondered for a moment before his face lit up with understanding, albeit tinged with an odd flavor: "Younger brother, if I'm not mistaken, this Five-Color Daoist friend must have the bloodline of a celestial bird. She is likely from the ancient Peacock clan."

"Haha, younger brother truly is clever; you've got it right. Indeed, the true form of the Five-Color Fairy is that of a peacock," Dream Ruyan said with a charming smile.

"Oh!

Lin Xuan nodded, remaining calm on the surface but sighing inwardly. The Five-Color Fairy and his beloved Yuanyuan were both Peacocks; how could he not think of her?

In the Kunlun Mountains, they had shared marital bliss, yet their reunion was limited to a single night in their nuptial bed.

Their affection for each other had been profound, but after one springtime encounter, she had left him on the second day.

Not out of cruelty, but because she loved him deeply.

The laws of nature dictated that humans and妖族 were fundamentally different. At the fourth stage, a妖族 could evolve into a transformed form, shedding their beastly bodies, yet they still retained traces of primordial chaos energy within them.

If combined with human cultivators, this energy might not cause immediate harm, but prolonged contact would eventually be detrimental to the partner.

Thus, Yuanyuan had no choice but to leave. Unless Lin Xuan could one day become a Cave Profound cultivator and they could withstand the chaos energy together, their separation was inevitable.

Since that parting, he hadn't heard from Yuanyuan again; the vastness of the world made it impossible for him to track her down.

Now hearing about the Five-Color Fairy being of the same clan as Yuanyuan, Lin Xuan couldn't help but recall his memories buried deep within his heart.

Of course, with Lin Xuan's composure, such sorrow was fleeting. Two hundred years of trials had hardened his resolve.

In the cultivation world, sentimentality was useless; it was better to spend more time meditating and enhancing one’s strength.

Men must be strong. His beloved wife had endured leaving him, and this should serve as a driving force for him to strive for the Cave Profound stage sooner.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's last trace of sorrow vanished, his eyes reflecting a determined light.

Though he didn't know where Yuanyuan was now, one day, he would find her again.

"Little brother, what’s wrong?"

Dream Ruyan, perceptive as she was, noticed the slight disturbance in Lin Xuan.

"Nothing. I just recalled some old memories," he replied calmly.

Lin Xuan's face returned to its usual expression.

"Oh."

Dream Ruyan turned her head and saw that Lin Xuan didn't want to elaborate, so she didn't press further.

Like a block of tofu meeting salt, each had their match. Despite being known for dealing with high-ranking cultivators, Dream Ruyan was more reserved when with Lin Xuan; after all, she was his big sister.

They continued flying forward. A moment later, the sky suddenly roared as calm seas turned into violent storms, towering waves reaching up to the heavens, and the sky darkened.

Postscript: I apologize for today's delay due to personal matters. Only one chapter is posted today, but rest assured, Huan Yu will continue updating during the Spring Festival. Today counts as a half-day leave. May all of you have a happy New Year, success in all endeavors, and abundant blessings!
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千二百八十二章 见猎心喜

Two streaks of lightning halted in mid-air, their brilliance fading.

Lin Xuan and Meng Ruyan exchanged a glance. Both showed signs of surprise on their faces. With their current cultivation levels, even without deliberately sending out their divine senses, any movement within a thousand miles would not escape their notice.

Lin Xuan clasped his hands, emitting a shimmering green light as he released an extremely powerful network of divine sense. Meng Ruyan raised her slender hand, and a faint blue glow flickered in her eyes. While the secret techniques used by the siblings were different, their effects were evident. After just a few breaths, both revealed understanding on their faces, transforming into streaks of lightning that flew towards the southeast.

Within less than half an hour, they had flown about a hundred miles away.

The winds and waves here were even more fierce than before, forming various-sized whirlpools on the sea surface.

In the sky, silver snakes danced wildly, with thick bolts of lightning striking the dark heavens, creating a shocking spectacle.

The culprit behind all this was not far ahead.

A giant turtle-like妖族 creature was trapped by a禁制. It roared in anger and fear, lifting its dragon-like head to release a green light wave.

Instantly, divine lights shone everywhere. The ancient beast's attack was formidable, but the禁制 itself was incredibly complex. Unless a being at the realm of separation could intervene, it would be impossible to break through for now.

The giant turtle became enraged, using its massive body to strike against the barrier. The sound alone was so loud that it made one's eardrums ache. Ordinary mortals aside, even cultivators with lower cultivation levels might bleed from their orifices.

Lin Xuan and Meng Ruyan remained unperturbed; both showed no change in expression.

Time passed slowly. After about half an incense stick, several streaks of light appeared on the distant horizon. Different from human cultivators'遁光, Lin Xuan's gaze identified them as several妖族.

Leading was a young woman who looked to be around seventeen or eighteen years old, with a beautiful appearance but slightly red eyes indicating she wasn't a human cultivator, but rather an early-stage化形妖兽.

Behind her were several妖兽 at the condensation stage, each with unique appearances and surrounded by eerie妖气.

As these streaks of light approached, their遁光 faded. The woman's face showed shock.

"Impossible. We've been tracking the ancient turtle, the玄龟, which should not be this large. Its cultivation level is only that of a mid-stage化形妖兽. With the power of the阵法, our cave lord can easily destroy it. Could it be that the intelligence we received was wrong? This ancient turtle's pressure seems to surpass even late-stage化形妖兽…" The young woman muttered.

"Lord Cave, what should we do?" spoke a snake-headed, ox-bodied妖族 with a fine voice despite its fierce appearance.

Generally, for a妖兽 to reach the fourth stage and gain intelligence after transformation is rare. However, some妖族 are exceptionally gifted or undergo mutations during their cultivation journey, gaining intelligence at an earlier stage.

This monster before them was one such case.

The early-stage woman's brows furrowed as she realized the enemy was far stronger than expected. Yet, her master's orders could not be disobeyed. After enduring countless hardships to become a disciple of the Five-Colored Fairy, she was only a nominal disciple now. If this mission failed, what face would she have among her peers?

Her gaze swept across the scene, and determination flashed in her eyes.

"Let's give it our all!"

"But, Lord Cave…"

The ox-headed snake-bodied妖族 tried to persuade, but the young woman's expression turned impatient: "No more idle talk. Follow my instructions; there will be no failure."

She extended a hand, withdrawing several colorful阵旗 from her waist. With both hands clenching, she cast spells like falling stars.

As eerie妖气 swirled around them, mist began to form and seep into the barrier…

The three-stage妖族 behind her took their positions according to the nine palaces, their妖气 surging.

"Stupid. Just a few of them think they can subdue this deep-sea玄龟. Even late-stage化形妖兽 would not be its match without working together," Meng Ruyan's face showed disdain as she spoke.

"Big Sister is right. Then what do you plan to do?" Lin Xuan smiled, "Will you save the person?"

"I will certainly act, but saving them isn't necessary," Meng Ruyan said with a light laugh, "This deep-sea玄龟 is rare."

"Oh? Big Sister didn't come here to ally with the Five-Colored Fairy. Do you not want to show her kindness?" Lin Xuan's eyes twinkled as he appeared contemplative.

"Brother, you don't know. Once we reach the realm of separation, few materials in this world are useful to us. This deep-sea玄龟 is one such rare material," Meng Ruyan said, "Its internal organs can add nearly fifty years to our lifespan if consumed raw. The shell is top-notch defensive material; crafting it into a shield-like法宝 could withstand even the attacks of separation-stage cultivators."

"Hmm?" Lin Xuan was intrigued despite his composure. He had many treasures but few that could block an attack from a separation-stage cultivator. The Thousand Illusion Serpent纹盾 had been given to Yue'er as a gift, and the Jade Flame Phoenix麟甲 was too thin.

The Black Iron Dragon Shield would be useless against a separation-stage monster, but if Meng Ruyan's plan worked, he could integrate the玄龟 shell into his Black Iron Dragon Shield, upgrading it…

As for the internal organs, Lin Xuan wasn't greedy. He had plenty of lifespans in his current stage, but Meng Ruyan's eyes sparkled with interest.

Though she looked like a young woman, her skin as delicate as a newborn's, she was actually over 1500 years old. Even separation-stage cultivators lived for millennia, and she only had about five or six hundred more years before facing the heavenly tribulation. The chances of success were slim with her current cultivation.

However, Meng Ruyan held a big secret. If she could use cunning to ascend, there was a chance at mid-stage separation level.

More time meant more hope for advancement, so even fifty years mattered greatly to her.

Such an opportunity wouldn't be missed if it presented itself. Meng Ruyan would not hesitate.

As for offending the Five-Colored Fairy, Meng Ruyan didn't care. With their divine senses and abilities, there was no way they could let anyone escape unnoticed. Who knew who had done this?

Even without her intervention, a few early-stage化形妖兽 with several three-stage ones wouldn't be enough to handle such a formidable ancient creature.

In the worst case, if she helped save them and then gave away the treasure after killing the玄龟, would the Five-Colored Fairy ally with her to confront the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect for a mere nominal disciple?

Impossible. The cultivation world valued interests over personal relationships, and a single nominal disciple's weight was too light.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan and Meng Ruyan carefully considered all possibilities.

A loud rumble echoed as the waves on the sea grew even larger.

The ancient turtle's limbs and head turned blood red. A terrifying aura emanated from it.

"Rage Transformation Body."

The early-stage woman's lips twitched.

Rage Transformation was a unique power of ancient beasts, rarely seen among them. Similar to the魔道's Blood-Sucking Spell, once activated, it could significantly boost an ancient beast's strength.

This creature's original strength already surpassed late-stage元婴 cultivators and now approached separation stage.

P.S.: Huan Yu wishes all fellow daoists a happy new year, good health, and everything you desire.
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A terrifying roar echoed through the air. The azure light barrier, ...

Pfft...

Around them, the妖族主持阵法的 creatures' eyes, ears, nose, and mouth all bled profusely with crimson blood. Even that early-stage transformed creature's body began to wobble.

The array flag in her hand ignited without wind, indicating the prohibition had lost its effect.

Roar!

Finally free from the cage, the ancient beast's eyes flashed with a predatory light as it raised its head and let out a deafening roar.

Instantly, massive waves surged. The darkened seawater condensed into terrifying ice arrows.

Screams pierced the air as countless arrows rained down, seemingly shot by powerful bows, targeting the transformed creatures in mid-air.

The three-stage transformed creatures didn't react at all; they were all reduced to mere scraps. The terrified girl pulled out a command flag from her chest and injected demon energy into it with a pale face.

The command flag flickered, and a thick light barrier appeared before her.

Pfft... sounds filled the air, even denser than popping beans. In an instant, the light barrier began to wobble.

The girl's face was full of pain as she regretted deeply but could only grit her teeth and struggle on. She took a deep breath, and the demon energy in her body surged out, forming a colorful snake mid-air.

This was undoubtedly the transformed girl's true form.

The snake was thicker than a barrel, about seven zhang long, though not as majestic as a dragon, it was still terrifying. Compared to the deep-sea black tortoise, it became a small fry in front of a big fish.

Originally, the black tortoise's strength surpassed early-stage transformed creatures significantly, and after using its狂化之体特性, it wasn't comparable to this mere demon snake.

Opening her mouth, she shot out a huge light column.

With a thunderous boom, the light barrier formed by the command flag was pierced through. The demon wind failed to have any effect; a scream echoed as the creature fell, for the gap between its strength and that of the ancient beast was unquantifiable.

Only a few mangled corpses remained in mid-air.

However, the black tortoise's cruel expression flashed again, unwilling to give up easily. It used its limbs to open its blood-filled mouth, preparing to swallow the opponent whole.

This action would slightly alleviate its hatred.

But from over a hundred zhang away, spiritual light flickered, and an ordinary-looking young man appeared in mid-air.

It was Lin Xuan.

Although only at early-stage transformed creature level, the value of its demon core was considerable. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't waste it.

Without any extra movements, he simply stretched out his hand and made a gesture towards the distant void.

Pfft...

The demon beast exploded, and a dragon eye-sized ball of energy shot out.

Spinning around, it landed in Lin Xuan's palm.

Lin Xuan looked at the pill without surprise or joy before putting it into his storage bracelet.

Roar!

A thunderous cry echoed. Lin Xuan's actions completely enraged the massive creature. The ancient beast’s shell exterior turned blood-red again as a fierce aura emerged.

But Lin Xuan ignored it; he wasn't just an early-stage transformed creature. Although formidable, this ancient beast was within his grasp to defeat.

He flicked his sleeves, and a bright beam of energy shot out.

It was the Green Fire.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed a spell at him, and the green fire sword flashed, instantly growing in size as it became a giant sword over ten zhang long.

This secret technique had been used against the Mountain of Iron when Lin Xuan fought before. Back then, he struggled, but now it seemed effortless.

Of course, the ancient beast wouldn't sit idly by either. Though its intelligence hadn't awakened, having lived for millions of years, it possessed considerable combat experience.

It raised its massive head, and red light flashed in its eyes as whirlpools appeared around the seawater, several water dragons rising from within.

Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of fear as he injected power into the enlarged green fire. The sword flashed, forming a bright arc that struck the black tortoise fiercely.

Meanwhile, a hundred zhang away, Meng Ruyan also appeared with a fragrant breeze.

Since her brother had already acted, she had no reason to stand idly by.

After all, this place was only a few tens of thousands of miles from the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain. If they didn't act quickly, something unexpected might happen.

She flicked her jade hand, but Meng Ruyan didn't summon any treasures; instead, the surrounding primordial energy was stirred.

Lin Xuan's cultivation rivaled the Separation stage, relying on his dual infant and single pill's profound power. The secrets of Nine Heavens Profound Technique and Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens were incredibly powerful.

However, as the boundary between the Separation stage and the Immortal realm, it had unique advantages.

For Meng Ruyan, who practiced Drifting Cloud Snowflake Technique, a top-tier water attribute technique that could mobilize primordial energy within a hundred miles.

Here in the depths of the sea, this was an ideal place for battle; her spells' power increased by more than thirty percent compared to land.

The ancient beast clearly had a water attribute as well, and Meng Ruyan's lips curled into a mocking smile.

She stretched out her jade hand, fingers opening and closing, drawing countless primordial energy like tributaries converging in her delicate white hands.

"Quick!"

Meng Ruyan lightly commanded. The primordial energy exploded before recondensing into chains as thick as an arm.

These chains seemed to have eyes, binding the seven or eight water dragons flying towards Lin Xuan. The ancient beast was both surprised and angry, a hint of fear flickering in its eyes.

Though its intelligence hadn't awakened, this old creature's instincts were formidable. These two enemies clearly weren't comparable to those trash from earlier.

It used all its strength to lift its entire body and slam it down onto the sea surface with a terrifying boom. Over a hundred water arrows, each a dozen feet wide, shot towards Lin Xuan and his sister.

"Ridiculous tricks—dare to show off in front of this Immortal? Break!"

Meng Ruyan combed her hair as she lightly commanded. An inexplicable phenomenon occurred; the water arrows mid-flight suddenly disintegrated without warning.

As a Separation stage cultivator, Meng Ruyan could control the nearby primordial energy. The black tortoise using water attribute spells was like showing off in front of an expert.

The entire process took only an instant. Seeing her sister and the black tortoise engage, Lin Xuan's heart stirred, slowing down the green fire’s advance.

Though the black tortoise sensed something amiss, Meng Ruyan had already forced it to lose its breath, so it couldn't pay attention to Lin Xuan.

At this moment, the green fire suddenly accelerated. It struck just as the black tortoise was fully focused on Meng Ruyan's sister. The ancient beast reacted too late; a flash of green light decapitated it.
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The deep-sea玄龟's strength was no trivial matter. Even late-stage transformed beasts would retreat at the sight of it, but facing the two siblings, it was still easily killed.

Though this was their first time working together, they displayed a seamless配合 as Lin Xuan did not need to say anything. Dream Ruyan, as an Alchemy Foundation cultivator, had rich experience in magical battles.

The green flame cut off the turtle's head, and blood spewed from the wound, filling several miles with a thick scent of blood.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, flipping his left hand, and a ball of fire about the size of a chicken egg appeared in his palm. He then flicked his wrist, sending the green illusory flame towards the opponent with a long tail of flames.

The turtle's lifespan was extremely long, giving it an exceptionally powerful vitality. Ordinary transformed beasts, even late-stage ones, would be rendered useless once their heads were severed, but this turtle might not necessarily follow that rule.

Blood gushed from the wound, yet Lin Xuan felt no decline in its vitality, which prompted him to use the green illusory flame.

A faint green glow flashed as the flames tightly enveloped the turtle's head. With a whoosh, it was reduced to ash and smoke.

Lin Xuan then stretched out his hand, grasping at nothing, and a dragon-eye-sized demon core shot out from the blood mist.

This core was dark black with tiny grain-like talisman inscriptions on its surface, clearly not ordinary.

Unlike regular demon cores, this ancient beast had lived for over a million years.

"Big sister, little brother offers you this as a gift. By secular standards, today is New Year's Day. I wish you happiness and success in all your endeavors."

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, his sleeve brushed the air, and the demon core was gently carried by a layer of spiritual light to Dream Ruyan.

"You know how to flatter," Dream Ruyan said with a smile on her face despite her words. After centuries of cultivation, no one had ever wished her well during New Year's Day.

She felt moved for a moment.

Cultivators did not care about such matters. In her memory,

"Happy New Year, big sister. I offer you this as well, wishing you progress to Alchemy Foundation and perhaps we can ascend together to the Spirit Realm."

Dream Ruyan smiled charmingly, then waved her hand like playing a melody, sending magical techniques towards nearby water essence energy.

"Quickly!"

With Dream Ruyan's command, icy light flashed, and the ice swords flew everywhere, dismembering the turtle.

On the sea surface, only a mountain-sized shell remained.

Dream Ruyan's beautiful eyes showed a strange expression as she pointed her finger at the shell. Strange talisman inscriptions entered it.

Sparkles of bird feathers flickered, and in just a few breaths, the treasure shrank rapidly.

"Little brother, catch." Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, and the turtle shell seemed to have eyes, landing in his palm.

"Thank you, big sister."

Lin Xuan was not one for pretense. He had intended to use this treasure to re-cultivate the Black Iron Dragon Scale Shield anyway, so he simply placed it in his storage bracelet after a glance.

The demon core and turtle shell—these were the two most precious treasures of the ancient beast, now evenly shared by the siblings.

Lin Xuan then flicked out several fireballs. Flames roared, sweeping away the remaining corpses within moments. After rinsing with seawater, the area returned to calm, as if nothing had happened. The sea remained vast and untroubled.

The two did not linger, their bodies glowing green as they flew forward together.

"Big sister, just now you mentioned that once I reach Alchemy Foundation, we can ascend together. But isn't it necessary to overcome the heavenly tribulation to break through the void?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

This... wait until you're advanced enough to discuss," Dream Ruyan said with a mysterious smile. "Now, knowing this wouldn't help much and might affect your mental cultivation.

"Oh."

Lin Xuan nodded, though he was still curious, quickly putting it out of his mind.

After flying for about an hour, a massive mountain's outline appeared ahead.

Though Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels, the sheer size of the mountain left him awestruck.

Ordinary mountains were impressive if they reached ten thousand feet, but this peak pierced the sky like a pillar. Its imposing presence could be felt from afar.

"Is this the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain?"

"No."

Dream Ruyan nodded. As a close friend of the Five-Colored Fairy, she had been here before and explained to Lin Xuan with a smile.

Actually, they were still at least a hundred miles away, but the sheer size made it feel closer.

The mountain was vast enough that one could sense abundant demonic energy from afar.

There weren't many demon veins in the mortal world, yet this place had an excellent concentration of demonic aura. No wonder this was where an old Alchemy Foundation monster chose to establish his lair.

Suddenly, a buzzing sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. He looked up and saw a mass of demon clouds covering half the sky, their presence overwhelming.

The demon cloud contained intense malevolent energy.

"Stop! Anyone who dares intrude on the Spirit Mountain will be killed without mercy!"

A loud roar came from within the cloud, but Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan ignored it. A mid-stage transformed beast was just a guard for this Five-Colored Spirit Mountain.

Seeing no sign of stopping, the monster in the cloud grew angry.

Rumbling sounds echoed as several dozen beams of light shot out from the cloud. The shockwave slowed down the flying creature, finally landing.

A young man with an ordinary appearance walked out.

Without any extra movements, he flicked his fingers, sending several sword-like energy blasts shooting out.

With a swift flash, these disrupted the light beams into fragments.

"Bold!"

The monster in the cloud was both shocked and angry. Its roar echoed through the clouds, but after some turbulence, the demon cloud gradually dissipated. The creature revealed its true form.

It had a broad mouth with sharp teeth and a long tail trailing behind it. It looked somewhat like a wild boar, leaving Lin Xuan speechless. Could pigs also become mid-stage transformed beasts?

Carrying a club-shaped treasure on his shoulder, he was about to use it when a pleasant voice sounded in his ears.

"Little Black, did you go mad during cultivation? You even failed to recognize my遁光 and dared to fight with my brother."

The voice was soft yet carried a cold, lethal tone. The pig demon's face froze as he turned around, seeing a beautiful woman standing beside the young man.
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Xiao Yan Fairy!

The pig demon's expression changed wildly in an instant.

Taking a deep breath, it swallowed all the malevolent qi that surrounded it and stood respectfully before Xiao Yan Fairy. "Your servant greets you, please forgive me for my mistake. You know well that due to my bloodline, my divine consciousness is much weaker than others of the same rank, so I failed to notice your presence. Please do not take offense."

"Enough," Xiao Yan Fairy said with a wave of her hand.

"Mistake."

She dismissed it easily. Although she was somewhat aloof in nature, she wasn't petty. The pig demon had already acknowledged its mistake; why argue over something trivial with a junior from the formation stage?

"Is your master here?" Xiao Yan Fairy asked calmly.

Before the pig demon could respond, Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched slightly as he turned his head to the left in surprise. His eyes narrowed and his expression darkened.

"What’s wrong, little brother?" Xiao Yan Fairy was taken aback, a hint of surprise flashing across her beautiful eyes.

At the same time,

"There is a group of beasts approaching from this direction. The most powerful among them has several others at the formation stage, including your sisters," Lin Xuan said with a frown on his face.

"What?" Xiao Yan Fairy's expression turned icy as she closed her eyes and released her divine consciousness.

"It’s true. His power is familiar; if I’m not mistaken, it belongs to the Lion Monster. His territory should be in Yunzhou, so why would he come here to the Five-Color Spirit Mountain?"

The pig demon's expression was one of confusion.

Xiao Yan Fairy turned to Lin Xuan with a puzzled look on her face.

"Oh, Sister knows him?" she asked.

"Of course," Xiao Yan Fairy replied. "In this world, excluding humans and demons, there are only a few old monsters at the separation stage. They live much longer than ordinary cultivators, so naturally they would have interacted."

Before their conversation could continue, ethereal fairy music began to fill the air.

The melody was incredibly soothing, drawing both of them to turn and look.

A magnificent chariot appeared before their eyes.

This chariot was over eight meters long, crafted from an unknown material with a graceful design. A layer of talismans enveloped its surface, emitting faint echoes of fairy music.

Surrounding the chariot were seven or eight formation-stage demons, towering figures exuding a menacing aura.

Among these, only two humans stood out as they arranged themselves in neat rows, resembling imperial guards.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He showed no surprise but quickly returned to his usual composed demeanor.

The chariot moved swiftly and came to a stop just over ten meters away from the siblings.

"Sky Lion, why are you not at Lion Heart Valley? What brings you to Five-Color Spirit Mountain?" Xiao Yan Fairy's cold voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. Known for her grumpy nature, she rarely showed any warmth except towards Lin Xuan.

"Haha, it’s really Xiao Yan Fairy. So many years have passed since we last met, almost a century ago. You still look as beautiful as ever, but your temperament hasn’t changed," the Sky Lion elder said with a smile.

The chariot's light slowed, and it stopped about ten meters away from them, still protected by its shield. Lin Xuan’s eyes gleamed as he could see everything inside clearly.

Inside was spacious enough to seat seven or eight people.

Two men and five women sat there.

The man in the front had a towering figure, standing over two meters tall with broad shoulders and a wide nose. He wore a tiger-skin jacket, his bare skin dark and muscular, resembling an energetic lion.

Though he concealed his aura, Lin Xuan could tell that this man was at the same stage as Xiao Yan Fairy.

The other man looked to be around the same age, dressed in fine robes with a noble appearance, well-proportioned and handsome. While not as striking as Tian Xiaojian, he was far more attractive than Lin Xuan.

However, there was an underlying hint of wickedness in his eyes.

As they say, one cannot judge a book by its cover. This young man was actually a late-stage formation demon.

In other words, don’t be fooled by his appearance; who knows how old this creature is?

The women didn't catch Lin Xuan's attention much. Though beautiful, their cultivation levels were negligible and merely servants.

Knowing the vast diversity of demons, some could easily shed their demonic forms to take human form, often aligning themselves with powerful forces.

Lin Xuan glanced at them but paid no mind as he focused on the scene inside the chariot. Several divine consciousnesses swept over him, causing Lin Xuan's pupils to contract slightly, though his expression remained unchanged.

As they say, better to avoid trouble if possible. He didn't want any unnecessary conflicts with this Sky Lion elder.

"Ha, your beauty remains as charming as ever, congratulations. Zeng'er, this is the renowned first female cultivator of Yunzhou. If you receive her guidance, it will be invaluable. Come and greet Fairy Xiao Yan," the Sky Lion elder turned to the young man.

"Yes, Father."

The young man nodded and stepped out of the chariot, his divine light flashing as he bowed respectfully. "Your servant, Zeng, greets Fairy Xiao Yan."

"Enough," Xiao Yan Fairy waved her hand dismissively. Though she was cold by nature, she couldn't show a chilly face to juniors. Although curious about this Sky Lion elder's new son, she didn’t want to meddle in others' affairs.

"Eh, this friend is..."

The five-stage demon glanced at Lin Xuan and showed signs of surprise. Even the old demons knew that Xiao Yan Fairy wasn’t indifferent towards men; why would she be involved with a young man?

Could it be a new disciple?

No, that can't be right!

The Sky Lion lineage had been passed down for over a million years and only ever accepted female cultivators.

Xiao Yan Fairy sighed. Though her cold words were due to her personality, not because she wanted to fight an old demon.

"Brother is Xiao Yan's sworn brother," she said.

"Brother?"

Demons lived much longer than humans, but even for a separation-stage demon, this was unusual news. The Sky Lion elder’s mouth hung open in shock.

"Um... Fairy, are you joking!" he swallowed and stammered out.

"Hmph, do I look like someone who would be fooling around with you?" Xiao Yan Fairy said coldly.

Lin Xuan took the opportunity to bow respectfully. "I am Lin Xuan, meeting Sky Lion friend."

Though his tone showed respect, it was clear that he didn't see himself as inferior or superior. He seemed genuinely to consider himself a separation-stage cultivator.
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Hmph!

The Venerable Heavenly Lion's pupils constricted.

The Separation and Union stage was a watershed.

Though the late-stage Essence Infant wasn't considered ants in their eyes, they weren't exactly impressed either.

This guy had quite the nerve to call him brother.

If it were any other place, he would have torn the other person limb from limb without hesitation. However, with Dream Ruyan still around, after a moment's hesitation, his expression returned to normal.

He came to the Five-Color Spirit Mountain for a reason and didn't want to unnecessarily conflict with Dream Ruyan; that would be quite unwise.

Turning his head, he was about to say something else when, from afar on the Five-Color Spirit Mountain, five-colored light flickered. Following this, celestial music filled the air, and a intoxicating fragrance wafted through it.

Countless beams of light shot out from within the mountain.

At the forefront were ten female cultivators, standing in two rows with twelve each. They all looked to be in their twenties, with clear and delicate features.

Each young woman held a lantern in her hand as she moved gracefully into the sky, appearing like celestial immortals, captivating everyone's gaze.

Beside them, dozens of immortal birds danced elegantly, petals falling from above. The grandeur of this display far surpassed that of the Venerable Heavenly Lion's beast carriage.

More and more beams of light appeared, and Lin Xuan’s eyes swept over them. Most were creatures of the third stage or higher, with bird-like ones being the most numerous. The scene was quite impressive.

After about half a cup of tea, a five-coloredauspicious clouds descended from the mountain.

On this cloud stood a woman in court attire, around thirty-seven or eight years old, not young but exuding an air of elegance and nobility.

Of course, she was the Five-Color Fairy.

"Ruyan sister, Venerable Heavenly Lion, your grace has brought such honor to our place. We did not come out to greet you properly; please do not mind," said the woman with a slight bow, a smile playing on her lips.

"It is we who should be grateful for your hospitality, Ruyan sister. I have come uninvited and hope you will not take offense." The Five-Color Fairy spoke with a charming smile, as she was already familiar with Dream Ruyan from their girlhood days, and now had something to ask of her.

"Come, little brother, let me introduce you to the fairy," said Dream Ruyan.

"Little brother?" The Five-Color Fairy's expression changed, showing surprise.

Lin Xuan floated forward. "I have come to pay my respects to the fairy; how fortunate I am."

"Good. Since he is your younger brother, we are no longer strangers. No need for formalities," said Venerable Heavenly Lion with a smile.

The two were so close that even Venerable Heavenly Lion's expression darkened slightly but quickly returned to normal: "Since our last meeting on Mount Potala, it has been over a hundred years since I last saw you. Please forgive my boldness in coming here."

"Venerable is too polite. Coming all the way to my humble abode, are you looking for something from Five-Color?" The Venerable Heavenly Lion chuckled.

"Haha, it's the fairy who has been remiss. Please come inside," said the woman with a smile as she waved her hand, inviting them in.

The group then dispersed and displayed their abilities to fly towards the towering mountain peak.

From close range, the mountain’s grandeur became even more apparent. The summit was lush with ancient trees and rare flowers, and several magnificent buildings could be seen here and there.

With the Five-Color Fairy leading the way, they encountered no obstacles. However, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; he had delved into array formations extensively. There were at least seven or eight barriers along the way, all extremely formidable but not activated yet.

After a short flight, a grand hall came into view.

Upon entering, everyone took their seats according to rank. The Five-Color Fairy waved her sleeves, and a beam of fire shot out, bringing in dozens of beautiful young women within just a few breaths.

They carried jade platters with enticing aromas wafting through the air.

Though cultivators could practice abstinence, humans still had desires. Pursuing immortality was already hard enough; satisfying one's appetite once in a while wasn't a bad idea either.

What Five-Color Fairy brought for guests far exceeded ordinary mountain delicacies. Many of them could cleanse and strengthen the body, even enhancing magical power.

Lin Xuan had seen many things but hadn't tasted most of these. He took his seat, knowing that smart people should indulge themselves when given such a chance.

Only five people were invited to sit down: Dream Ruyan and Venerable Heavenly Lion didn't need to be said, as they were both Separation and Union cultivators and wouldn't indulge in eating and drinking too much.

The named Shizheng, an advanced-stage transformed creature, secretly swallowed his saliva but kept a composed demeanor.

Apart from eating and drinking, there was also music and dance. After the performance ended, Five-Color Fairy looked around before finally speaking: "Ruyan sister, Venerable Heavenly Lion, you must have come for something important; please be frank."

Dream Ruyan's eyebrows furrowed. She had come to form an alliance with the Five-Color Fairy and confront the Thousand Buddha Sect.

She was prepared to speak and offer gifts but didn't expect this unexpected encounter.

"Ruyan Fairy doesn’t wish to go first, how about I start?" said Venerable Heavenly Lion with a chuckle.

"Please proceed," said the woman in court attire as she turned her head, her eyes gleaming with hidden intent.

"I came here for my son's marriage."

"Marriage?"

The Five-Color Fairy was taken aback and showed surprise on her face. However, being an old monster, she quickly regained composure and waited silently for him to continue.

"Let me be honest; Venerable Heavenly Lion is the only child of his. After I pass away, he will carry on my lineage. Fortunately, his talent is good, and after a thousand years, he has reached the advanced-stage transformation," said Venerable Heavenly Lion with a satisfied smile as everyone could tell how much he adored this unique son.

"What? Reaching the advanced-stage transformation in just a thousand years?" The Five-Color Fairy's eyes widened, showing some admiration.

Dream Ruyan was equally surprised, her expression filled with shock. Knowing that all creatures were different, and among the transformed ones, their lifespans were much longer than humans.

However, there was always a trade-off; while they lived longer, their cultivation speed compared to humans was incredibly slow, like snails.

Even talented transformed creatures would take thousands of years before reaching the fourth stage. The transition from the initial to advanced-stage transformation required even more time, often taking tens of thousands of years.

The Five-Color Fairy's lifespan might be long, but it had its limits; many ended up dying prematurely.

PS: Today is my wife's birthday, so only one chapter today. Happy New Year everyone!
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In the thousand-year-old Yin Forest, one's realm could match that of a late-stage Great Refinement cultivator. Luo Tiao River, in terms of cultivation speed, no demon race dared to claim it was unparalleled; but it certainly stood out among the few.

The old monster from Ten Thousand Serpent Valley back then wasn't much different!

In other words, this fellow named Shi Zheng, though not worth mentioning now, had an unlimited future. He would surely step into the Separation and Union realm and even ascend to the Spirit Realm.

With his thoughts turning, Fairy Five Colors' expression softened as well. One should respect elders; such a promising junior was someone she couldn't easily offend.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Heavenly Lion truly has good fortune—having such an outstanding son. We envy it greatly, Fairy Five Colors wishes you all the best," said Little.

"Of course, of course, Fairy, there's no need to be so modest. Although my son has some talent, compared to your ward, he is merely on par. Heavenly Lion Senior bowed warmly; his demeanor was equally respectful. He had prepared many gifts for this marriage.

"Gifts?" Lin Xuan, who initially had nothing to do with it, became interested as well. Despite the polite words, the gifts were undoubtedly rich and valuable.

As Sister Meng Rouyan said, there weren't many things that could attract a Separation and Union cultivator's attention anymore. What would this fellow bring?

A hint of pride flashed across Heavenly Lion Senior's face. He waved his right hand, and a light halo appeared before several jade boxes appeared on the tea table.

The boxes were made from northern black jade, inherently valuable treasures. The preciousness of their contents was beyond imagination.

Even Fairy Five Colors and Sister Meng Rouyan, though outwardly calm, couldn't help feeling some anticipation deep down.

Heavenly Lion Senior picked up a box, gently tapped it, and the lid's light flashed before popping open with a loud *bang*. A dazzling light filled the room as an extraordinary amount of spiritual energy burst out.

Familiar yet strange.

Lin Xuan scanned his eyes over it.

It was a red crystal, roughly the size of a date. The spiritual power emitted from inside was not only powerful but pure to the extreme.

A top-grade crystal!

All four present were experts with vast experience; they instantly recognized the treasure and couldn't help being shocked.

At their level, crystal stones weren't lacking, but even for Separation and Union cultivators, top-grade crystals were rare treasures. After all, such items were considered scarce in the Spirit Realm, and the thinness of human world's spiritual energy meant few mineral veins could form them. Most had been mined by ancient cultivators long ago.

Regardless of whether it was used to craft tools, combat techniques, or break through barriers, top-grade crystals were highly sought after even by Separation and Union monsters.

"This first gift is a fire attribute top-grade crystal. I hope Fairy doesn't find it amusing," said Heavenly Lion Senior with a hint of pride in his eyes. He had indeed spent considerable effort to obtain this item.

Fairy Five Colors' eyes flashed, but she didn't say anything. As a fifth-stage demon race, even if she really liked the item, she couldn't show too much eagerness.

However, her subtle expression change was noticed by Heavenly Lion Senior, who felt quite satisfied.

There's potential!

Of course, he wouldn't reveal it and just continued with his act.

The box lid opened, and a light halo filled the room.

It turned out to be an outfit. More accurately, armor would be more appropriate.

"..."

Fairy Five Colors' expression changed as she couldn't help being impressed. "Haha, Fairy has broad knowledge; you must have noticed it's armor. Yes, this is complete armor. In ancient times, humans not only excelled in refining treasures but also had profound expertise in forging armor. Unfortunately, the world has changed, and this craft has been lost. Now, there are no more armors on Cloud Continent. Sister Meng Rouyan, do you agree with me?" Heavenly Lion Senior laughed arrogantly.

"Indeed."

Sister Meng Rouyan's expression turned cold. She hated seeing that triumphant lion but had to admit he wasn't wrong. Even the Heaven Skill Sect, which excelled in all cultivation arts, couldn't restore armor forging techniques.

In ancient times, armor was as important as a treasure weapon.

But

Sighing slightly, Sister Meng Rouyan's ears picked up more of the lion's words.

"I didn't reveal this to Fairy; I found an ancient cultivator's cave by chance. The treasures inside were numerous, and this set of complete armor is invaluable. However, that ancient cultivator was a woman, so I couldn't use it. I decided to give it as a gift for your second marriage proposal."

"Hmph, this so-called ancient cultivator might just be a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator," Sister Meng Rouyan's cold voice echoed. A hint of mockery appeared at the corners of her lips.

She hadn't seen ancient armors but had keen eyesight as a Separation and Union cultivator. Despite its dazzling appearance, it offered little defense; even she or an Incubus Stage cultivator could destroy it easily.

"This friend's gift is somewhat superficial," Sister Meng Rouyan couldn't help being annoyed by Heavenly Lion Senior's arrogance and poured cold water on him.

"Your words are incorrect." The old lion was furious but kept a calm face. He had come to propose marriage, so he needed to maintain some decorum. Moreover, Sister Meng Rouyan's words were likely out of envy.

Why argue with a woman?

It wasn't worth it if it caused tension.

"This is true; in my eyes, this armor isn't precious for its practicality. But have you forgotten the saying: rarity makes things valuable? In all twelve states of Heavenly Cloud, can any cultivator truly find another complete set like this?" Heavenly Lion Senior raised his eyebrows with a more aggressive tone.

"Indeed."

Sister Meng Rouyan was furious but couldn't refute him. Though she was cold and proud, she wasn't unreasonable. His words were harsh, but the logic held; even a late-stage Condensation Core armor was valuable as a complete set.

"Enough. Two friends far from home, let's not quarrel over trifles," Fairy Five Colors' light laughter echoed. As host, it was her turn to mediate.

Sister Meng Rouyan and Heavenly Lion Senior stopped talking. The small incident faded away.

Everyone ate and drank casually as the old lion reached for the last box.

Unlike the previous two boxes, this one had aprohibition talismansealing inscription on its lid, indicating that what was inside was even more valuable.

Lin Xuan couldn't help being impressed; after all, the first two gifts were already significant. The monster's wealth and status were truly astonishing. He wasn't surprised to be a fifth-stage Separation and Union cultivator.

What was in this box?

Seeing everyone's attention drawn, Heavenly Lion Senior's lips curled with pride.

He flicked his finger, and the seal on the box ignited without wind.

Then he tapped again, and the lid flew above his head.

Inside the jade box lay fine silk. A dragon eye-sized pill caught Lin Xuan's eyes.

A fragrant aroma filled the room.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed surprise.

Generally, pills were kept in bottles. Being placed in a box indicated its extraordinary value. What kind of pill was this?

Lin Xuan had walked his path far enough to know that blue star sea refinement techniques and various elixirs were familiar territory for him. He couldn't say he was a master, but his knowledge was extensive.

However, the pill before him was unfamiliar.

Just as Lin Xuan wondered, a voice startled them all: "Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill."

The voice was familiar; turning around, Sister Meng Rouyan's face showed shock and anxiety.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. The gifts were valuable, but what did they have to do with him? Why would Sister Meng Rouyan react this way?

(To be continued)
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They say, "Worry can cloud one's judgment." At this moment, Dream Ruyan was in a state of chaos.

According to Lin Xuan’s words, the other party's wedding gifts were indeed unrelated to her.

However, coincidences do happen. Dream Ruyan came here with the intention of seeking assistance from the Five-Colored Fairy. She wanted the other party to help them together against the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect.

Yet, although the Five-Colored Fairy was a close friend, in the world of cultivators, interests and benefits were more important than personal feelings. Without sufficient advantages, the other party would never ally with her.

To win over the Five-Colored Fairy, Dream Ruyan brought many rare treasures. Among them, the most crucial item was this Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill.

Actually, she merely brought the raw materials needed to refine it. In terms of value, it fell far short of the finished pill; after all, the more precious a pill is, the harder it is to refine, and the higher the failure rate.

This was an object that the Five-Colored Fairy had long desired. Thus, Dream Ruyan had a fifty percent chance of convincing her to ally with them. However, she hadn’t expected this coincidence; the old lion had already taken action.

With more of these pills, they would be useless. The Five-Colored Fairy only needed one. This way, wouldn't it cut away her greatest reliance?

Thinking about this, Dream Ruyan was both shocked and angry, but she couldn’t say anything as she was like a mute eating bitter melon—no words to express her pain.

Seeing the expression on her sister’s face, Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows slightly. However, now wasn't the time to ask questions. He had to keep his astonishment inside for the moment.

"Haha, Fairy Ruyan truly has good taste. I didn’t expect he would recognize this Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill," the豪爽笑声 of the Lion King echoed in her ears as he turned his head towards the woman sitting on the main seat.

"Fairie, do you think these three wedding gifts are sufficient to show my sincerity?"

Although the other party’s words were polite, they clearly had a sense of certainty.

The Five-Colored Fairy’s eyes flashed with interest. It was impossible for her not to be moved by such rare treasures. The first two items weren’t much; while top-grade crystals were rare in the human world, she had seen them before as a five-stage monster race. Although they were precious gifts, they weren’t essential.

As for that armor, it was only suitable for the Condensation Core stage and held more symbolic value for her than anything else. After all, unlike the Ingenious Skill Sect, she wasn’t interested in researching any techniques related to refining armor.

It was merely a valuable collection item.

However, the third treasure was different.

The Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill was exactly what she urgently needed.

The Five-Colored Fairy was at the peak of the Separation stage, just one step away from the middle stage. Simply put, she only needed to break through the final barrier.

While it sounded easy, in reality, it wasn’t that simple.

Monster races had different stages compared to humans. Different bloodlines also made a difference. The same applied to breaking through barriers and advancing.

The Five-Colored Fairy’s last hurdle was the Heart Demon Barrier.

As its name suggested, demons arise from the heart. During the breakthrough process, various heart demons would manifest…

Other cultivation barriers might not have been difficult if they hadn’t succeeded, but once one attempted the Heart Demon Barrier, there was no turning back; it would be a promotion to the Separation middle stage.

If she failed, she risked going astray and potentially losing her divine essence, turning into a mad fool.

Thus, the Five-Colored Fairy had always been too afraid to try. She needed medicinal pills for assistance, with this Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill being the most crucial.

It was said that this pill was created by an ancient monster race ancestor, used specifically against heart demons and proven highly effective.

However, its raw materials were extremely rare.

Of course, as a Five-Colored Fairy of her status and cultivation level, she wasn’t unable to gather them. In fact, over the past century, she had managed to collect three sets of raw materials for the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill. However, refining it was incredibly difficult; the success rate was shockingly low—only around 67 percent even with a top-grade alchemist.

The Five-Colored Fairy had gone through much hardship trying to refine this item, seeking help from renowned monster race alchemists and even offering substantial benefits. Yet, in the end, all her efforts had failed.

Her only feeling was frustration.

But now, there was a finished Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill before her eyes. How could she not be moved?

If she possessed it, closing herself off for cultivation for thirty or forty years would allow her to advance to the Separation middle stage.

Thinking of this, the Five-Colored Fairy’s breathing became more rapid. This spirit herb was exactly what she had long desired.

As long as she agreed, she could finally have her wish fulfilled.

The entire hall fell silent, the atmosphere becoming somewhat eerie.

The Lion King and his son exchanged glances, both with a sense of certainty. Especially that old lion; since he dared to seek marriage, he must be confident. Facing the temptation of this Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill, it was highly likely that the Five-Colored Fairy would agree.

Lin Xuan remained seated calmly, uninvolved in the matter at hand. However, his curiosity was piqued. What kind of woman was this Fairy Ruyan, her adoptive daughter, who could make such a generous offer to marry?

Time passed slowly.

After a long while, the Five-Colored Fairy sighed deeply and revealed her sincerity: "Brother Lion King has shown such precious treasures; I am greatly moved by your generosity. Your son’s talent is first-rate. According to reason, I shouldn’t refuse this awkward proposal. However, ascoitus is a significant matter. Although I am his adoptive mother, I cannot make the decision for my daughter. That girl's temperament is extremely fierce. Whether our Lion Heart Valley and Five-Colored Spirit Mountain can form a union depends on the two young ones themselves.

"Ultimately, forced marriages are not sweet. Do you think this statement is correct?" she asked with a smile.

At this point, although the Lion King was slightly annoyed, he couldn’t say anything more: "Since Fairy says so, I will follow your wishes."

"Father!"

Master Zhen was greatly alarmed. A few years ago, while traveling outside, he had encountered a monster race woman.

Her beauty was beyond description—stunning and captivating.

What truly struck him was her character; she was bold and resolute, defying the traditional gender roles. This made this young lion fall deeply in love with her.

He was usually a man of pleasure, but this time, he genuinely felt drawn to her.

Her cultivation wasn’t weak either; she would make an excellent partner for coitus.

At that time, Master Zhen had just advanced to the late Transformation stage and believed his appearance and strength were enough to win over the other party’s heart. After all, his father was a five-stage monster race, and as the heir of Lion Heart Valley, he thought she would immediately fall into his arms.

However, this was all wishful thinking; that beautiful woman ignored him completely.

Master Zhen’s pride had been severely wounded. Fuming with anger, since soft persuasion didn’t work, he decided to take a harder approach.
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. It was only the later-stage demon race. The opponent had merely reached the peak of transformation, how could he compare to Zan Gan's Yanzhou? Even if it took some effort, capturing her alive would be no problem.

However, this time, Shi Zheng still made a very serious mistake.

In terms of cultivation, she was indeed slightly inferior to him, but she possessed the bloodline of a celestial bird, making her much stronger than other demons at the same stage.

The Five-Colored Spirit Light was even more mysterious and profound.

Although he ultimately won by skill, capturing her alive was nothing but a dream.

After a fierce battle, that woman managed to escape right under his nose. Shi Zheng was both shocked and angry, yet there was nothing he could do about it.

On the surface, this matter seemed resolved, but the more he thought of what he couldn't have, the more the young lion admired her demeanor, leaving him without any desire for cultivation.

Fortunately, after some inquiries, he finally found out who she was.

She was the young master of Five-Colored Spirit Mountain and had supposedly taken that old peacock as a foster mother.

No wonder his identity didn’t work; it turned out she also had the bloodline of a five-stage demon race, Shi Zheng suddenly understood.

And this made him even happier.

Her appearance, family background, and personality were all top-notch. If he could marry her for dual-cultivation, it would be bliss beyond compare.

Of course, his father’s consent was needed.

He originally thought he’d have to go through a lot of trouble, but the Heavenly Lion Sage was overjoyed upon hearing this and even enthusiastically took charge of arranging the marriage.

"Is my father doing this for some ulterior motive?"

Shi Zheng felt somewhat puzzled but didn’t bother thinking about it too much. As long as she was in his arms, he didn't care about anything else.

After a series of arrangements, Father and Son finally arrived at Five-Colored Spirit Mountain.

However, things weren’t as smooth as expected. Although the Five-Colored Fairy wanted some gifts, she still insisted that her daughter make the decision herself due to her love for her.

How could this be allowed?

Back then, he had forced himself on her despite her rejection, and she hated him deeply; how could she agree to become his dual-cultivation partner now?

"Be patient. I have everything under control. Everything will be handled by me," the Heavenly Lion Sage whispered into his mind.

Hearing this from his father, Shi Zheng was still uneasy but couldn’t voice any objections anymore. He would wait and see how things unfolded.

Dream Ruyan’s face remained calm, but her eyes sparkled with a hint of anger at that old lion who possessed such an extraordinary charm-inducing Heavenly Xuan Pill.

How dare he ruin my good fortune?

What should she do now?

For Dream Ruyan, the Lion King and his son were objects of intense hatred.

Lin Xuan remained seated. This was quite an entertaining show.

After about half a cup of tea’s time, faint footsteps sounded, followed by a fragrant breeze entering his nostrils.

This scent… it's so familiar.

With Lin Xuan’s composure, his face suddenly turned pale with shock.

He raised his head and looked towards the entrance of the grand hall.

A slender woman appeared in his vision.

Despite his vague suspicions, Lin Xuan’s breathing became rapid as if he had found her after searching for a thousand days.

Her phoenix-like eyebrows and delicate eyes, her fair skin—although they hadn’t met much, these features were deeply etched into his heart.

After the春风一度 in the Yin Mountains, it had been decades since he last saw his beloved wife.

Lin Xuan hadn’t heard anything about this meeting either; he never imagined that he would meet her again here.

Overwhelmed with joy, his gaze towards the Heavenly Lion Sage and his son turned extremely unfriendly.

The grudge of killing his father and the hatred for taking away his wife were as deep as a mountain. He wouldn’t write 林轩 backwards today if it weren’t for this.

Though he harbored these dark thoughts, Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged. After all, the Heavenly Lion Sage was also at the Separation stage; dealing with him wasn’t as easy as imagined.

No one noticed Lin Xuan's subtle changes in his gaze. At that moment, everyone's attention was on the beautiful woman entering from the grand hall entrance.

Her beauty rivaled that of Ruyan Fairy. In terms of appearance alone, she didn't fall short compared to her.

To be precise, both women were like spring orchids and autumn chrysanthemums—each had its own charm.

Later-stage transformed!

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense swept over his beloved wife, making him even more delighted. Although he could tell from the demon power fluctuations that she had just ascended, she was undoubtedly a later-stage great beast.

Indeed, she didn’t disappoint as an earth spirit; Nuan Huan had mentioned that though her phoenix bloodline was very thin, it still existed.

Throat-clearing sounds entered his ears. Shi Zheng, upon seeing his beloved, couldn't help but swallow hard.

"Mother, calling me?"

The Five-Colored Fairy smiled and said, "Yuyu, Mother has come. According to convention, you should have just finished your cultivation, so I shouldn’t disturb you. However, today, Five-Colored Spirit Mountain received distinguished guests. These two seniors are people you should meet."

Hearing this, Yuyu’s eyes flickered towards the others present.

Her face turned pale!

Apart from her mother, there were actually two Separation-stage beings here.

"This is Senior Heaven Heart Valley's Heavenly Lion Sage. His abilities are vast and powerful, renowned for his bravery among us," the Five-Colored Fairy smiled.

The peacock nodded and bowed slightly, showing some respect as she was a five-stage demon race.

"Fair Lady"

Shi Zheng rubbed his hands together, full of admiration.

However, when Jie Huan’s gaze swept over him, it didn’t linger; she ignored him completely.

Shi Zheng’s expression froze. Being treated with such contempt hurt more than being verbally abused. He was utterly worthless to her.

How dare you!

His eyes flashed with resentment as he had never been so disrespected by a woman before.

The mix of emotions was complex, love and hate intertwined.

Of course, now wasn’t the time to say anything.

The Five-Colored Fairy’s voice continued: "Yuyu, please meet Fair Lady Ruyan. Her reputation is well-known to you; she once single-handedly killed thousands of cultivators and currently oversees the Boundless Sea Pavilion. She is a woman who can hold her own against men and is my good friend. If you have the chance, ask her for guidance."

The peacock turned away, but this time, she couldn’t maintain her coldness. First, she was taken aback; then, her emotions seemed to be out of control.

Her face changed constantly—surprise, joy, stability, and a hint of anxiety.

She didn't hear what the mother said; who cared about being the top female cultivator in Yunzhou? At this moment, all that mattered was one person.

"Elder Sister."

"Husband."
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The voices of the two were soft, but the entire grand hall suddenly became abnormally quiet.

Dream Yuyan and Lion King, as well as the Five-Colored Fairy, each had expressions of disbelief.

"Yuan Yuan, what do you call him?" The Five-Colored Fairy could no longer hold back her impatience.

"Haha, Fairy, you didn't hear wrong; your adopted daughter is my wife." Lin Xuan stood up straight. Since his wife was here, all the dangers and threats naturally fell on himself to handle. Men should protect their loved ones from harm, right?

It seemed that Peacock had guessed Lin Xuan's intentions, but she never needed to hide behind a man.

Back when facing Zhuoju, Peacock didn't fear him either. Besides, her adoptive mother doted so much on her; how could she retreat in the face of anything? However, the two began their confrontation too quickly. As soon as Peacock took a step forward, their aura clashed mid-air.

Lin Xuan was still not at a disadvantage. Despite not having reached the Separation Realm, his formidable cultivation allowed him to show no signs of weakness.

"Impossible!" The Lion King widened his eyes in shock. It was well-known that while the Separation and Core Formation stages were only one rank apart, their power levels were worlds apart. Otherwise, Dream Yuyan wouldn't be able to kill thousands of cultivators with just a flick of her wrist.

According to logic, in the Lion King's eyes, even a Core Formation cultivator wasn't insignificant; they were merely minor pawns.

But at this moment, that notion seemed to have been overturned. This mere Core Formation cultivator was actually able to clash with his aura without falling behind.

Master Shi Zeng widened his eyes further. He knew the extent of his father's power. Was this boy human... or perhaps a hidden old monster who had concealed his cultivation?

No, it couldn't be. Looking at both human and demon races, there were only a few Separation Realm existences, and they all knew each other well. His father wouldn't have recognized him.

Peacock Fairy's expression was also one of shock, but soon turned to surprise as well. Originally, she had prepared to face the Lion King head-on with her husband. Women weren't always meant to be protected.

She had the bloodline of a bird king, even if it was thin, and was a descendant of Phoenixes. Her proud and strong-willed personality made Yuan Yuan unwilling to retreat in front of anything.

Moreover, that old lion was a fifth-stage beast race; she worried about her husband. But their confrontation happened too quickly. As soon as Peacock took a step forward, their aura clashed mid-air.

Lin Xuan... wasn't at a disadvantage. Peacock's surprise turned into both shock and joy.

Although she was self-reliant, who wouldn't want to marry an outstanding man? After all, everyone had moments of weakness; when she felt tired, he could be her support.

Peacock's eyes flashed with excitement as a hint of sweetness appeared around the corner of her mouth.

On the other side, even with the Five-Colored Fairy's deep-seated wisdom, she couldn't help but feel shaken. She knew Dream Yuyan valued Lin Xuan greatly and never imagined that this Core Formation cultivator could withstand the Separation Realm.

Such a feat was almost unprecedented; there were only a few cases like it.

Despite her shock, the Five-Colored Fairy kept silent, unsure of what she thought.

Among everyone present, Mo from the Heavenly Sea Pavilion was the most calm and composed. She knew that Huitong had fallen to Lin Xuan's hands and had tested his abilities during their flight. Even if he was slightly inferior, the Lion King couldn't rely on his aura alone to overpower him; it was a dream.

Dream Yuyan remained calm and sipped her wine. Initially, she wanted to teach this arrogant boy a lesson, but now she looked foolish in front of everyone. The Lion King was both shocked and angry, but he couldn't lose face either.

However, he didn't believe Lin Xuan's cultivation could match the Separation Realm; such things defied millennia-old logic. Maybe there was some extraordinary treasure enhancing his aura?

Yes! That must be it!

With this thought, a fierce red light enveloped his face, and the temperature around him suddenly rose.

He raised his right hand, and the entire palm was covered in a layer of light.

Playing with fire? Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile.

Since he hadn't used any other divine techniques, he still had some doubts about it, but playing with fire... hahaha, this old man reaps what he sows.

In simple terms, it was like trying to play carpentry tricks in front of Lu Ban.

After absorbing the essence of the Separation Realm clouds, his Green Illusion Fiery Flames would still retreat three steps even for a Separation Realm cultivator.

The green light flickered as Lin Xuan's palm was also enveloped by a brilliant glow.

Dream Yuyan continued to smile. She wasn't indifferent; she cared about her brother too. But she believed that this brief confrontation wouldn't harm Lin Xuan, and it would just dampen the Lion King's sharpness.

The atmosphere in the hall had completely frozen as everyone waited for the next move.

Suddenly, a clear voice rang out: "Stop!"

A bright figure appeared before them.

Dream Yuyan trusted Lin Xuan; she didn't need to intervene. However, as the hostess, the Five-Colored Fairy couldn't allow guests to fight in her palace.

"No matter who wins or loses, my face will be very difficult." The Five-Colored Fairy's expression showed clear displeasure as she spoke calmly.

Lin Xuan frowned but remained silent; after all, the Five-Colored Fairy was Yuan Yuan's adoptive mother. He wouldn't say much and would just watch.

Master Shi Zeng still had a resentful look on his face, but given his status, he couldn't speak freely either.

"Indeed, Fairy, you have spoken wisely. I was too hasty; please forgive me." The Lion King's eyes flashed with a hint of gloom before he spoke kindly.

Lin Xuan observed coldly. Although he had only lived for two hundred years, he had experienced many changes and his wisdom didn't fall short of the three Separation Realm cultivators present. He suspected there was something behind the Lion King's change in attitude.

But Lin Xuan wasn't afraid; Yuan Yuan was his wife, a fact that no one could change. If the Lion King had any ulterior motives, he would just face them head-on.

Seeing the Lion King become so accommodating, the Five-Colored Fairy's expression turned surprised: "Upman is too polite. Please return to your seat."

"Not yet," the Lion King waved his hand and then turned sharply, looking at Lin Xuan with an unfriendly expression. "Boy, for the sake of the host, I won't bully you, but I have a few questions for you. If your answers satisfy me, I won't trouble you."
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"Father!" Hearing what Senior Lion Heaven said,

"You should not interrupt. I have my own measure."

Master Zhi's eyes flashed with a hint of reluctance, but when he met his father's stern gaze, he could only obediently close his mouth.

All eyes were fixed on Lin Xuan.

"How many questions do you want to ask me?" Lin Xuan glanced at Senior Lion Heaven. "Old guy, stop acting like an old man in front of this young master. I and YuanYuan are deeply in love. What makes you think you have the right to ask me any questions?"

Lin Xuan's principle was to remain low-key, but with things developing to this point, he couldn't avoid making enemies with Senior Lion Heaven.

Since they were going to break all pretenses, Lin Xuan didn't bother holding back.

With these words, everyone in the room was taken aback. Even Meng Ruyan was stunned. She considered herself quite a domineering figure, but compared to her brother, she felt inferior.

Even if his powers rivaled those of Separation and Union, Senior Lion Heaven wasn't an easy opponent. Did he really want to make this a life-or-death grudge?

"You...

Senior Lion Heaven almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. Since advancing to Separation and Union, no one had dared to be so domineering in front of him for many years.

Do you think just because you're Dream Mother's brother, I can't kill you?

"Boy, seeking death!"

He roared, his demonic power surging out and merging with the surrounding primordial energy. A massive light column formed, rushing towards Lin Xuan with overwhelming force.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

Senior Lion Heaven's wrathful strike could annihilate an advanced cultivator.

But Lin Xuan's cultivation was far more profound than that of his peers. He reached out and slapped his waist, a dazzling ball of spiritual light appearing before him.

It was a sword about a foot long, its surface cracked but with immense pressure.

Lin Xuan grasped the sword without hesitation, his body emitting green light as he infused it with mana. A series of fist-sized talismans appeared on the blade, rotating and flashing before vanishing into Lin Xuan's body. His palm was enveloped in a layer of silver light, with small copper coin-sized scales appearing.

Though this process seemed complicated, it took only an instant.

Lin Xuan then swung his right hand down forcefully.

Silently, a brilliant silver beam appeared in his vision.

The surface was covered in talismans, clearly not something to be taken lightly.

It collided with the light column emitted by Senior Lion Heaven.

Boom!

A massive explosion echoed through the air, shaking the entire mountain peak.

Senior Lion Heaven's anger was evident, but he hadn't used any treasures. Even if Lin Xuan's Magic Fate Sword was rare in the Spirit Realm, the outcome was clear. The light column was quickly devoured by silver sword energy and swept towards him.

Senior Lion Heaven's face showed shock and anger as he realized how unexpected this result was.

But being a veteran of Separation and Union, though he cursed inwardly, he wasn't afraid. He slapped his waist, and a black shield appeared, swirling into a bird-like light that enveloped him.

Silver sword energy struck the surface, but it didn't break through.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. Such an outcome was expected; even if a supreme treasure were as formidable as they came, it couldn't kill someone at Separation and Union stage instantly.

His goal with this move was merely to intimidate.

After all, in the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words.

No fair deals could be made without equal power.

Lin Xuan's actions seemed rash but were actually meticulously planned.

Indeed, after his first strike, Senior Lion Heaven's anger dissipated, replaced by disbelief.

"Impossible. Could you possibly be holding a supreme treasure?"

"Hmph, what kind of treasure is this? It has nothing to do with you," Lin Xuan coldly replied.

"Young man, even if you have a treasure, can you really stand on equal footing with me? Don't show too much arrogance or else I will definitely eliminate you at any cost."

Senior Lion Heaven's words were vicious, but there was evident trepidation behind the threat.

After all, supreme treasures were legendary and incredibly powerful. This young man seemed to be far more formidable than ordinary cultivators. Combined with his power, it already posed a significant threat.

Moreover, if they really fought, Meng Ruyan wouldn't sit idly by; she would definitely intervene.

"Hmph, I have no grudge with the Lion King. But YuanYuan is my wife, and your actions are too overbearing," Lin Xuan's tone had softened significantly.

Though this enmity was now established, it didn't necessarily mean they would fight here. Deep down, Lin Xuan had other plans.

"Spouse?" Senior Lion Heaven sneered. "Do you think you can marry the Peacock without parental consent or a matchmaker?"

"We are cultivators; we don't need to be bound by worldly conventions," Lin Xuan replied with disdain.

"Hmph, that's not how it works. The Peacock has the Five-Colored Fairy as her adoptive mother, a figure of great renown among us demons. If you want to marry her daughter, shouldn't you make some gesture?" Senior Lion Heaven spoke with righteous indignation, clearly leading Lin Xuan into a trap.

After testing him, he knew this young man was not easily provoked and decided to use his wits instead of brute force.

"Gesture?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed in surprise.

"Correct. As the king, I brought three dowries for my son. Whether it succeeds or fails, they show sufficient sincerity. If you want to marry YuanYuan, what kind of dowry do you bring?"

Meng Ruyan's face turned extremely dark as she remained silent. This old lion had deep cunning.

The three dowries he brought were all against nature and impossible for even her brother to produce in the moment. Using such a method to pressure Lin Xuan was truly despicable.

"What does this mean?" Lin Xuan coldly asked, showing no emotion on his face.

Senior Lion Heaven observed with a hint of satisfaction; it was only a pretense of calmness.

"Meaning? Are you asking knowingly or genuinely unsure. I'm saying that if you want to marry the Peacock, you need to bring some decent dowries and not be outdone by me," Senior Lion Heaven's smile revealed his wicked intentions as he looked at Lin Xuan.
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Hmph, a man of dignity wanting to marry his beloved, yet so destitute he can't even afford thebride-price or dowry. How does this gentleman still have the face to stay here? If I were in your shoes, I'd just buy tofu and commit suicide; why bother staying here to lose face?

Master Zhi's mocking voice echoed into my ears. At this moment, his face was full of malicious joy. My father is truly wise. Even a lowly First Stage Spirit Cultivator can't come up with such a gift in the blink of an eye.

You see, three items may not seem like much, but each one has reached the point where they defy nature. The Lionheart Valley had to work hard for years to prepare them all.

"Alright, Daoist Lin, if you can offer gifts as valuable as mine, I'll consider it a sign of sincerity and leave without further ado," the Sky Lion Immortal pretended to be generous.

Dream Ruyan's delicate brows furrowed slightly, but she couldn't intervene at this point. This old lion is despicable; he has been leading Brother into a trap step by step.

"Whose marriage is mine to decide? Love can't be measured by the value of gifts," Daoist Lin said with a dry laugh.

Master Zhi was eagerly waiting for Dream Ruyan to get angry and drive him out. However, soon enough, he realized something was amiss. Everyone else's expressions were tense; even his father was sneering maliciously behind him.

Could it be...

Master Zhi was startled.

But Daoist Lin paid no attention to him, treating him like a minor troublemaker. He calmly extended his hand and lightly flicked the stone inside the jade box with a sword of light.

A crack appeared on the surface of the stone...

It started as fine as a hair but quickly spread out in spider-web patterns. Red light flashed, followed by an astonishing burst of spirit energy from the crack.

Breath...

Everyone held their breaths. Even the Three Separated Realms Existences were taken aback despite having expected it. Dream Ruyan was surprised; she hadn't thought Lin could produce such a top-grade crystal. His good fortune truly amazed her.

The Five-Colored Immortal was also surprised, but she kept a composed face. She secretly hoped that this fight would end well for her. This young man seemed cornered but managed to turn things around.

In all of history, there had never been an instance where a First Stage Spirit Cultivator could compete with Separated Realms Existences in both intellect and wealth.

When Dream Ruyan first introduced Lin as her brother at the beginning, she was skeptical, thinking that he was too good to be true. But now, she realized that this fiancé of Yuan's couldn't be judged by common standards. He might not match a Separated Realms Existence in power, but the gap wasn't significant.

Master Zhi's talent was admirable, but compared to Lin, it didn't matter much. This boy is an unnatural monster; with time, his achievements would defy description.

However, while her impression of Daoist Lin had changed, she wouldn't show favoritism towards him. After all, the Sky Lion Immortal wasn't easy to deal with.

She didn't need to be afraid or make enemies for no reason. She'd wait and see before making a decision.

Of the three, the Sky Lion Immortal's expression was the most grim. But as an old monster who had lived for countless years, he managed to keep his composure. After all, Lin had only just revealed the first treasure.

For a late-stage First Stage Spirit Cultivator, having a top-grade crystal wasn't impossible with good luck.

How long can you be so arrogant? The Sky Lion Immortal's eyes flashed with malice as he thought it. But soon enough, his smile faded.

Lin's principle was to stay low, but once he tore off his mask, he showed no mercy in striking back at his opponent.

He didn't think the old lion would only reveal a single top-grade crystal.

This idea was completely wrong!

Daring to compete for his wife...

Lin intended to humiliate him so badly that he'd never be able to look at himself in the mirror again. To an enemy, there's no need for courtesy.

Moreover, adding more gifts would make Yuan's face shine. For his beloved, Lin was generous without limit.

Just opening one box, Lin repeated the process with a series of sword streaks. The remaining four boxes were opened to reveal four unremarkable stones similar in shape and size to eggs.

Could it be...

Dream Ruyan and the Five-Colored Immortal exchanged glances, their expressions filled with shock.

Observing everyone's reactions, Lin calmly flicked out his sword streaks again. This time, the scale was even more impressive as four top-grade crystals appeared simultaneously.

Adding the fire attribute crystal from before: green for wood, red for fire, black for water, yellow for earth, and white for metal.

The five elements of heaven and earth—five top-grade crystals were now complete.

"Immortal, these are gifts to show my respect. These five crystals are the first token of our betrothal."

Lin's clear voice echoed in the air.

The old lion thought he could intimidate him, but it was sheer arrogance. In the independent space of Cloud Ridge Mountain, not only did he receive the Magic Fate Sword, but other treasures as well, including golden, wooden, water, fire, and earth top-grade crystals. After refining his demonic embryo, although some were used, Moer in the Arhats' Palace had taken away more from their storage bags.

While it pained him to part with such precious items for his wife, he had no choice. Love can't be measured by crystals.

Moreover, this old lion's intentions were malicious; he was trying to plot against him. He needed to retaliate and humiliate him thoroughly.

Hmph, daring to let your son compete for my wife, I'll make you regret it in the next life.

Lin thought with malice.

And indeed, his five top-grade crystals achieved their intended effect. The Sky Lion Immortal only revealed a fire attribute crystal while Lin had all five elements. Who was more sincere and who had more face? No need to distinguish further.

Even Dream Ruyan hadn't expected such an outcome. Her brother's cultivation matched that of Separated Realms Existences, but as a lone cultivator, how could he be so wealthy?

Among Separated Realms Existences, only the Old Monster in the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley and Wangting Lou could face him without flinching with five top-grade crystals.

With this first gift, the Sky Lion Immortal's reputation was instantly ruined; his expression was beyond ugly.

Damn it!

Could this be Wangting Lou disguised as him? How else could he defy nature to such an extent?

The Sky Lion Immortal's mind even entertained such absurd thoughts. However, he knew that was impossible. If he were really Wangting Lou, a wave of his hand would have flown them away; why go through all the trouble.

Could this marriage proposal truly be lost in this boy's hands?

No, it can't be, the Sky Lion Immortal shook his head. He might be impressive, but he only revealed the first gift. Perhaps he was lucky and found a lot of treasures in some ancient cultivator’s lair.

But miracles don't happen twice.

Next up would be the ancient war armor and alluring Heavenly Mysteries Pill. Young man, how can you top that? How can you offer something more precious than mine?

The victor is the one who laughs last, the Sky Lion Immortal thought with malice.
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Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, but a glance from the corner of his eye caught everyone's reactions.

His expression was composed and unhurried. He turned to look at his wife, then reached out and tapped his waist.

A flash of multicolored light appeared before him, revealing a splendid war armor in five colors.

"Impossible!"

Even the ancient monster, Heavenly Lion Senior, began to lose his composure. After all, the first gift was still debatable; Lin Xuan might have been lucky enough to inherit something from an ancient cultivator. But this war armor...

He knew that it had long since vanished from the world a million years ago. It was difficult to find such items even in the lairs of ancient cultivators.

The set he gave to the Five-Color Fairy was already rare, and getting it was purely by chance. Even the Tianqiao Sect, which excelled in various cultivation techniques, couldn't figure out how to forge armor like this. Where did this young man get such a thing?

Lin Xuan's second gift left everyone speechless with its sheer brilliance.

The Lion King and his son were dumbfounded, while Dream Ruyan and the Five-Color Fairy had expressions of shock on their faces, hands covering their mouths as they gaped in amazement. This... was too incredible.

"Fair Lady, this second gift is a five-color war armor, fitting your name perfectly. I hope you will accept it with grace."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed through the air. He felt a bit stingy about giving away such an item, but for him, it wasn't worth much. It was just a practice piece he used before crafting the Green Flame Qilin Armor. A few pieces were exchanged for treasures with the Tianqiao Sect, but he still had three or four left.

At this moment, he picked one out without hesitation.

Five-color war armor?

Everyone in the room recognized its value immediately as their eyes swept over the armor Lin Xuan presented. The design was dazzling and elegant; the five colors flashed across it, making it far superior to the old lion's set. In fact, they were not even on the same level.

Not only did it have five colors, but Dream Ruyan’s eyes sparkled with admiration as well. This war armor was simply too beautiful.

Of course, what Lin Xuan showed wasn't just for show. Although this armor didn’t suit an ancient monster in the Separation Stage, it would be perfect for an Incarnation Stage cultivator. And compared to the piece Tian Lion Senior presented, which was only suitable for Core Formation Stage cultivators, Lin Xuan’s second gift excelled both in design and practicality.

He had intended to trap them, but now he seemed to have backfired.

Tian Lion Senior was shocked and angry, but his disappointment and disbelief were more pronounced. Was this really just a late-stage Incarnation cultivator?

At this point, he had lost all dignity and honor. Despite the gloomy look on his face, Tian Lion Senior refused to give up; there was still one last gift.

The Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill!

For the Five-Color Sect, this was the most useful item, directly related to her advancement to the Separation Stage.

While the value of this pill wasn't as high as the war armor, it couldn’t be a coincidence that Lin Xuan had such a treasure. Thus, the outcome remained uncertain; he still had the chance to make a last-ditch effort.

Tian Lion Senior thought viciously.

But Lin Xuan ignored his expression. This time, instead of reaching for his storage bag, he raised his head and spoke calmly to the Five-Color Fairy: "Fair Lady, this third gift requires much effort. I have never heard of the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish, the Lion King and his son couldn't help but show signs of joy. They had been too frustrated earlier; Lin Xuan's wealth was astounding, and he seemed to pull off miracles as if they were everyday occurrences. They feared that he might have more astonishing treasures up his sleeve.

Fortunately for them, the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill wasn’t forthcoming.

"Young man, honestly speaking, your first two gifts are indeed impressive, but it’s not enough. Although top-grade crystal stones are rare, we can collect them with time and effort. As for this war armor, its value lies in rarity; it's merely a display item. Therefore, the most valuable gift among these three is still the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill. If you cannot produce it, then you lose."

The old lion’s smug voice echoed.

"Unscrupulous!"

Before he could finish, a sharp rebuke came from above: Ruyan Fairy. The Supreme Elder of the Far Horizon Pavilion wore an expression of disdain: "Tian Lion, at least you are a fifth-stage monster. As they say, accept your loss if you lose. How unscrupulous can one be? When you asked for the first two gifts, you didn’t speak like this. And is it really impossible to collect top-grade crystal stones with time and effort? If you have that ability, show me a few more, or don't disgrace yourself here."

Ruyan Fairy's rebuke left Tian Lion unperturbed; he had anticipated her support for Lin Xuan.

"Fair Lady, your words are incorrect. The value of the gifts is determined by the recipient. For Five-Color Friend, this Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill’s utility far surpasses that of top-grade crystal stones and war armor. Is there anything wrong with my statement?" The Lion King was not only brave but also had a thick skin. He might as well be unscrupulous since he already felt humiliated enough.

"..."

Tian Lion Senior's lack of scruples contrasted with Ruyan Fairy’s, who wasn’t his accomplice. While the old lion had some valid points, Five-Color Fairy needed the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill desperately now. But her brother’s gift was even more precious, and she couldn't just admit defeat so easily.

"You..." A cold aura flashed across Ruyan Fairy's face. She was not one to back down; at this moment, her expression turned icy.

The Supreme Elder of Far Horizon Pavilion strongly supported Lin Xuan, and the two were on the verge of a confrontation.

But just then, Lin Xuan’s voice echoed: "Tian Lion, why are you in such a hurry? I indeed don't have the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill. But that doesn’t mean I can’t produce my third gift; it will just take some effort."

"Effort?"

The Lion King and his son felt a chill down their spines at Lin Xuan's words. They had been traumatized by too many of his miracles, leaving them with psychological scars. Yet Tian Lion was an ancient monster who quickly regained his composure.
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Though coincidences do not come without reason, it is impossible for there to be so many coincidences in the world. The Alluring Great玄丹 was created by a senior妖族 from ancient times.

This elixir was used to combat heart demons and had extremely significant effects.

However, since it did not increase one's power, it was considered quite obscure among elixirs. Even among human cultivators, few heard of it, let alone the妖族.

Master Lion Heaven refused to believe that his opponent could also produce such an elixir.

Apart from the Alluring Great玄丹, no other spirit materials were known to suppress heart demons during breakthroughs. Otherwise, Fairy Five Colors would have already advanced to the middle stage of Separation and Union.

With a mental shift, Master Lion Heaven regained his calm composure but still harbored some doubts about what his opponent meant by "setbacks."

He had no clear idea.

A hint of gloom flashed in the old monster's eyes as he decided to wait and see before making any judgments.

On the main platform, all eyes turned towards Fairy Five Colors. After a brief hesitation, she extended her hand lightly, and a beam of light passed through, revealing an elegant jade plate on the table in front of her.

The plate held several exquisite jade bottles, each containing special materials for the Alluring Great玄丹.

"Thank you, Sister."

Lin Xuan nodded to Fairy Five Colors before turning to the senior cultivator. "Senior, I need to use the alchemy room and will present my third gift afterward."

"You are truly confident?"

Fairy Five Colors looked surprised as she asked.

"This is natural; do you think I would make such a joke?" Lin Xuan smiled. "In fact, there's one more request. If Senior can meet it, I'll have even greater confidence."

"What is your request?"

"I've never heard of the Alluring Great玄丹 before and have never tried to produce it. Could you possibly provide some waste elixirs for me to study? If you agree, I will greatly appreciate it," Lin Xuan said with a serious expression.

Everyone was stunned by his words. Fairy Five Colors and Lady Phoenix both frowned slightly, worrying about Lin Xuan's rashness.

The Lion King and his son were delighted at the prospect of seeing Lin Xuan fail. Master Lion Heaven sneered; perhaps this young man was skilled in alchemy but was too arrogant to think that studying waste elixirs would help him produce the Alluring Great玄丹.

He must be punished severely for his overconfidence.

Fairy Five Colors also looked displeased. "Friend Daoist, the Alluring Great玄丹 is different from other spirit medicines; its success rate is very low."

"Still, I have a clear idea of what to do. If you provide me with several waste elixirs for research, will that be too much to ask?" Lin Xuan remained unperturbed.

"Very well!"

Seeing Lin Xuan's determination, Fairy Five Colors sighed and sent the jade plate containing three blackened pills toward him. These were the three waste Alluring Great玄丹 she had produced over a hundred years.

Fairy Five Colors sighed; producing this elixir was no easy feat. Each ingredient was extremely rare and hard to value in terms of crystal stones.

"Thank you, Fairy," Lin Xuan's eyes gleamed before he returned to his calm demeanor.

"Fairy, there is no need for gratitude. I will take you to the alchemy room; perhaps we can witness your incredible skills." Fairy Five Colors spoke politely despite her own confidence in Lin Xuan’s abilities.

"If I may say so, Fairy, it would be best not to have too high hopes. Young Lin might overestimate his abilities and end up with a ruptured belly," Master Lion Heaven said coldly.

"Whether he succeeds or fails can only be determined after the elixir is produced. I hope you keep your word; otherwise, as a Separation and Union cultivator, speaking like that would be beneath you." Lin Xuan spoke sharply now that their faces were bare.

"Indeed," Master Lion Heaven growled.

As host, Fairy Five Colors intervened to ease the tension between them. If they fought here, it would not benefit her.

With her intervention, the atmosphere in the hall calmed down. The Lion King and his son also followed, as this battle's outcome mattered to them too.

Lin Xuan led the way with a swift light, and soon they reached the peak of the mountain.

Facing them was a series of pavilions and terraces, surrounded by beautiful scenery.

"Friendly Daoist, that is where you will alchemize. Please use it as needed. I wonder how long it might take?" Fairy Five Colors asked as she pointed to the buildings.

"It's hard to say; it could be one day or three days. Do any of you wish to wait here?"

"Of course, we want to see this young man humiliated," Master Lion Heaven said with a grim expression.

"Indeed, but I'm afraid that will disappoint you."

After saying this, Lin Xuan gave Lady Phoenix and Fairy Five Colors reassuring glances before flying toward the magnificent buildings.

Inside, he immediately set up several colorful array flags around him. He was not willing to have anyone witness his work.

Once the arrays were ready, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and scanned the surroundings with his divine sense. Satisfied, he began to examine his environment.

He found himself in a large circular hall, about ten meters in diameter, where a copper monster's head was positioned at the center, its mouth wide open, ready to release underground fire.
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The alchemy room was well set up. After all, the Five-Colored Fairy was from the Separation and Union妖族, but Lin Xuan couldn't find it.

If it were just any other gift, the Lion King's bet on rare medicinal herbs would be sheer madness.

Lin Xuan reached out his hand and tapped his waist, and a delicate jade bottle floated before him.

He took one of them, uncorked it, and an invigorating fragrance immediately wafted out.

Lin Xuan sniffed his nose, then his expression changed dramatically.

"Ten Thousand Years Flower Powder!"

He had only seen this in ancient texts. Its rarity was comparable to top-grade crystal stones; if he remembered correctly, it could be used to refine a treasure that would help one advance from the Core Formation stage to Separation and Union.

Lin Xuan opened the other jade bottles. There were雷妖草, Ten Thousand Blood Lotus, and Hundred Poison Flowers. Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn't help but look astonished.

The materials for refining the Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill were all extraordinary items. The value of these combined might already surpass five top-grade crystal stones.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan greedily took them without any qualms.

One must not miss such an opportunity.

Since revealing the secret of the Blue Star Sea would be impossible, he couldn't return them to Dreaming Beauty.

Lin Xuan then sat cross-legged and began regulating his breath.

About an hour later, he felt that both his mana and spirit had recovered to their peak. Lin Xuan flipped his wrist, and a pill about the size of an infant's fist appeared in his palm.

It was clear that these were from the Five-Colored Fairy.

In the cultivation world, once a medicinal pill is refined incorrectly, it becomes useless regardless of its rarity. But for Lin Xuan, he could transform waste pills into treasures thanks to the Blue Star Sea, which had been invaluable in his journey as an ordinary person reaching the pinnacle of human experts.

Purifying waste pills was something Lin Xuan had practiced since the Flexible Spirit Period; after two hundred years, it had become second nature.

He placed both hands on his chest, and the black pill was held firmly in his palm.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as the Blue Star Sea inside his body slowly rotated, separating brilliant light points that ascended along his meridians before entering the black waste pill.

Time passed slowly. When Lin Xuan started purifying, it was noon; now the sun had set behind the hill.

The Five-Colored Fairy, Yuan Yuan, Dreaming Beauty, and the Lion King and his son were all meditating on the summit. The success or failure of Lin Xuan's alchemy was closely tied to their fates.

Waiting was a tedious affair, but as soon as his consciousness approached the magnificent building, it was blocked by an eerie force.

"This damned brat!"

The Lion King in Heaven was furious inside, but he maintained composure; he couldn't afford to lose face.

Dreaming Beauty and Yuan Yuan were equally anxious, praying that their husband (brother) would succeed with the alchemy.

Meanwhile, in the quiet room used for refining medicinal pills within the building,

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes.

He moved his left hand aside, revealing a pill about the size of a dragon's eye in his right palm.

The fragrance filled the room, invigorating and refreshing.

This pill was light yellow, indistinguishable from the Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill that the Lion King had shown them.

Lin Xuan had successfully purified it. He had been practicing purifying waste pills since the Flexible Spirit Period; after two hundred years, he was now an expert at it.

Although some complications arose during purification, the final result was a success.

Lin Xuan's face showed immense joy. From a practical standpoint, this pill would suffice to meet his obligations, as he had already outshone the Lion King with the previous gifts. Considering everything, he had the upper hand.

But Lin Xuan didn't plan on stopping there; humility was his principle. Now that he had "overstepped," he decided to go all in.

He didn't need to pay any price; he could simply refine this Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill into a middle-grade pill.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's actions were not just for revenge but also had deeper implications. His initial plan was to convince the Five-Colored Fairy and the Flying Cloud Pavilion to ally against the Thousand Buddha Sect.

The current situation was merely an unexpected turn of events.

Cultivation on the Dao was arduous; most cultivators, whether human or beast, were motivated by profit. That's why Sister Ruyan had prepared such generous gifts.

And the Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill was intended as a trump card.

For the Five-Colored Fairy, this treasure held significant meaning.

An old saying goes: "A man is bound to be short of breath after eating another’s food and soft in hand after taking their money."

If he refined it into a middle-grade pill, on one hand, it would humiliate the Lion King and his son, and on the other, the Five-Colored Fairy, having received his benefits, wouldn't dare refuse an alliance.

Lin Xuan's previous gifts were also intended to achieve this same goal—fighting the Lion King and his son publicly while secretly securing a double win.

With these thoughts in mind, he made up his mind.

Refining middle-grade pills was more difficult, but Lin Xuan had great confidence. He held the light yellow Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill in his palm.

He took a deep breath as the Blue Star Sea inside him rotated again, separating brilliant light points…

Time passed slowly; before anyone knew it, the sun rose, and it was dawn on the second day.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes, moved his left hand aside, and revealed a smaller pill in his right palm.

It remained light yellow but was much more vibrant. Clearly, the quality of this Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill had improved significantly.

The fragrance was delightful, and Lin Xuan's expression was filled with satisfaction. He then took out an jade box from his pocket, placed it inside, and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying out of the alchemy room.

On the summit, all cultivators were meditating. When they saw the bright streak of light, they opened their eyes, but their expressions varied.

The light spread, revealing Lin Xuan's face.

His gaze met the Lion King and his son's smiles, and their hearts skipped a beat; did this brat really refine the Enchanting Heavenly Mystery Pill?

No… it couldn't be.

This pill was extremely difficult to refine. Even the alchemy masters of the Medicine Palace had no chance. This boy might have excellent alchemical skills, but he certainly didn't have such abilities.

Why then was he so calm and composed?

The Lion King and his son's hearts were racing, but Lin Xuan ignored their pig-like expressions and reached out to summon an jade box that appeared before him.
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"Living up to your lady's trust, let the senior see how this pill fares?"

Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke, extending his hand. A sword qi shot from between his fingers, and the lid of a box opened, revealing a yellow pill one meter in diameter.

The fragrance was delightful, invigorating the senses.

"Truly, it is the Alluring Heavenly Pill!"

"The scent and color suggest it's a middle-grade version.

It's impossible. Unless it's a great cultivator from the Spirit Realm, humans simply can't produce such divine treasures."

The assembled cultivators, all having weathered countless trials and tribulations, were left speechless in awe. It was well known that the more precious the medicinal pill, the harder its cultivation. A low-grade Alluring Heavenly Pill was already extremely rare; a middle-grade one... even Fairy Five Colors hadn't dared to imagine it.

Even with her composure, she couldn't suppress a hint of excitement on her face. With such a divine pill, advancing to the Intermediate Separation Stage would be almost certain.

Yuan Lu's eyes were filled with a dazed look. Of course, she knew Lin Xuan was once the Young Master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, but she never imagined his alchemy could reach such heights.

Dreaming Sweet's expression mirrored hers. Her brother’s cultivation matched that of the Separation Stage—unprecedented in history—and yet there were still such astonishing divine techniques.

In contrast to their joy, the Lion King and his son looked extremely displeased.

Master Zhen temporarily set aside his concerns as he listened to Elder of the Sky Lion Sect's incredulous expression. He had already been fortunate enough to obtain a low-grade Alluring Heavenly Pill; how could it be possible for him to produce a middle-grade one?

But facts were facts, and denial was meaningless.

"Senior, this is the third gift from me."

"Thank you, friend."

Fairy Five Colors nodded. Having experienced these events, she now regarded Lin Xuan as an equal, showing no arrogance despite their relationship.

"Sky Lion, accept your loss. My brother has presented these three gifts; what do you have to say?"

The cold voice came from beside them, Elder of the Sky Sea Pavilion relishing in his misfortune.

"Hmph, Lady Fairy, there's no need to pressure me. Since Lin Junior can offer such precious gifts, I naturally keep my word," said the Sky Lion Sect elder with a hint of malice in his eyes. However, he couldn't afford to turn hostile just yet and spoke softly.

He was so enraged that he nearly spat blood. Since advancing to the Separation Stage, when had he ever been so humiliated? The saying goes, "A gentleman seeks revenge; ten years is not too long." He had some fear of Lin Xuan, whose gaze turned dark as he glanced at him before turning to Fairy Five Colors and bowing.

"Lady Fairy, since my son cannot claim such honor, I have other matters. I bid you farewell."

"Farewell, Elder."

Fairy Five Colors said calmly. Having experienced these events, she wouldn't foolishly entertain guests; it would only make things more awkward.

The Lion King and his son's bodies shone with a powerful aura as they transformed into a streak of light, flying away.

Watching their backs disappear, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly, a hint of strange light flashing in the depths of his eyes.

After leaving Fairy Five Colors' mountain, father and son didn't linger. With their subordinates, enveloped by a powerful aura from demons, they flew straight toward the depths of the sea.

Their speed was swift; within half an hour, they were over ten thousand miles away from Fairy Five Colors' mountain.

"Father, that Lin boy is too arrogant. Shouldn’t we retaliate?"

"Hmph, what do you know?" The Sky Lion Sect elder's face was equally as displeased: "In your mind, am I a weak and cowardly person? It’s just that this Lin boy is hard to deal with; we need time."

"Father, are you being overly cautious? He’s merely an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator. Even if his resources are substantial, maybe he's just lucky to have inherited something from an ancient cultivator. How can his strength compare to yours?" Master Zhen, thinking of Fairy Dreaming Sweet holding the peacock, felt both envious and jealous as he spoke.

"It’s not that simple," the Sky Lion Sect elder was a wily old monster who saw through things much better than his son: "While it's true that Core Formation is far superior to Separation, this Lin boy clearly excels over his peers. That’s fine, but the key is that he possesses a divine treasure of unparalleled power..."

"Father, are you sure? If I recall correctly, those seven major forces have such treasures as their town seals; it must be a copy," Master Zhen said hesitantly.

"Hmm, Father didn’t make a mistake. Fake treasures lack such power. However, the sword in his hand seems to be merely a defective product, but we can't underestimate him. Moreover, Lin and Fairy Dreaming Sweet are sworn siblings. That wench always protects her own; she won’t stand idly by," said the Sky Lion Sect elder, rubbing his forehead with a look of headache.

"What should we do? Shouldn’t we just let this go?" Master Zhen said unwillingly.

"If it were another time, perhaps I would have to endure this humiliation. After all, no one wants mutual destruction, but now that the Sky Sea Pavilion is at odds with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, won't Father take advantage of their enmity?" The Sky Lion Sect elder sneered as he spoke.

"Father’s words..."

"Indeed, an enemy's enemy is a friend. Lin boy embarrassed me, and Fairy Dreaming Sweet bears some responsibility. Wanting revenge, I wouldn’t mind allying with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect," said the Sky Lion Sect elder before suddenly his brows furrowed, sensing something.

.

.

"Father, what’s wrong?"

"There are two powerful sources of spiritual energy rapidly approaching us—one at the Separation Stage and another an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator..."

"Separation and advanced-stage Core Formation? Could it be Lin Xuan and Fairy Dreaming Sweet?" Master Zhen's expression was equally as uneasy.

"It’s almost certain."

"They have already gained the upper hand. Why are they chasing us here?" Master Zhen said in alarm.

Meanwhile, a thousand miles away from where the Sky Lion Sect elder and his group were, two streaks of light pierced through the sky, their speed astonishing. Even compared to instantaneous teleportation, it was only slightly inferior.

Amidst the light, a man and woman could be faintly seen. The Sky Lion Sect elder guessed correctly; they were indeed Lin Xuan and Fairy Dreaming Sweet.

The saying goes, "Letting a tiger back into its den leaves future troubles." This simple truth, the siblings understood well. The events at Fairy Five Colors' mountain had sealed their enmity with the Lion Heart Valley for life.

Especially in such critical times, they couldn't let them leave; otherwise, they might align with the monks of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect.

All or nothing, Lin Xuan and Fairy Dreaming Sweet shared a telepathic understanding. They decided to intercept the Lion King and his son on their way.
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With Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan's speed, a mere thousand miles was nothing.

Soon enough, the elegant and luxurious carriage came into view.

Apart from the Lion King and his son, there were several hundred妖族. Among them, there were as many as seven or eight at the Transformed Form stage. However, their faces now displayed a wary expression, presenting themselves as if they were facing an enemy.

Their presence had already been revealed; concealing themselves further would be superfluous. The two streaks of light condensed, and the siblings revealed their true forms.

"Ms Fairy, what is your intention?"

Tian Shi Shangren narrowed his eyes, speaking in a tone so calm that it was almost unsettling. However, his entire body was surging with powerful妖力.

"Do you really not know why I came here? Asking such a question when the answer is obvious serves no purpose," Fairy Ruyan said as she opened her lips slightly, her delicate face showing a hint of indifference.

"Oh, so you think I'm wrong. Do you want to kill me?"

"Correct!"

"A bold statement, but it's somewhat overestimating yourself, Ruyan. I advise you to consider carefully whether you truly wish to become mortal enemies with Lion Heart Valley," Tian Shi Shangren's cold voice echoed in their ears, clearly showing that this old monster was suppressing his anger.

"Do you think we can still turn enemies into allies?" A clear voice entered Lin Xuan’s ear as he crossed his arms behind his back and spoke calmly.

"Young man, don’t think that just because of a heavenly treasure, I cannot kill you. If you are wise, quickly apologize to me; otherwise, there will come a day when this old king will make your life unbearable," Tian Shi Shangren’s gaze swept over Lin Xuan, his eyes filled with deep resentment.

"Apologize? Do you think that such a retreat strategy can turn danger into safety?" With his vast experience, Lin Xuan was no less astute than the thousand-year-old Separation Realm old monster. He could see through the purpose of this move and sneered slightly.

Then he spoke telepathically to Fairy Ruyan: "Sister, you hold back that old monster while I deal with the other妖族. After we are done, we will join forces."

"Hmm."

Fairy Ruyan nodded. In terms of strength, she was on par with Tian Shi Shangren, but they were deep in the sea where water essence energy was abundant, giving her a slight advantage.

However, defeating him would not be easy even with that advantage.

Moreover, as fellow Separation Realm existences, if one could win, the other would surely try to escape. Of course, this was assuming a one-on-one situation. But she and her brother had planned from the start to take out his wings before teaming up against this old monster.

In short, they intended to first cut off his support and then deal with this Separation Realm old monster together.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s lips move, though he didn’t know what they were saying, Tian Shi Shangren knew that things would not end well. He clapped his hands, releasing a terrifying aura into the sky as he roared: "Attack!"

Before the words left his mouth, he turned and released formidable妖气 from his body, forming a golden cloud covering dozens of acres.

Roar!

The roar of a mighty beast echoed for miles, as if thousands of lions were roaring in unison.

The sound waves were visible to the naked eye, crashing towards the siblings.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. He had seen the音波功 of Heart Refinement Method before, but compared to Tian Shi Shangren, it was like a mere ant seeing an elephant; they were not on the same level.

Wherever the sound waves went, the sea surface split open with explosive sounds. Fish and marine creatures within dozens of miles all exploded into bloody mist.

This was what Separation Realm cultivators could do—simply by moving their hands, they could crush countless lives to dust.

However, Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan were not weaklings; they were on the same level.

Despite the terrifying sound waves, Fairy Ruyan’s face showed a mocking expression. Without any additional movements, she flicked her jade hand, and the hundred-meter-high wave caused by the sound was calmed down.

Then this beautiful woman seemed to become a vortex with magnetic force, drawing all the water essence energy towards her.

A thick protective shield appeared before their eyes, enveloping Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan. Then the sound waves crashed into it.

Boom!

The deafening impact echoed in their ears. This was the first hard clash between two Separation Realm experts, a spectacle that left one speechless just from the lingering energy of the collision.

The sea seemed to have been shattered.

It was an odd feeling; the sea was made of water, how could it shatter? But for a moment, the sea surface within dozens of miles truly fragmented like porcelain, breaking into pieces.

After several breaths, it reformed.

Just one strike had such power that Lin Xuan couldn’t help but draw in a sharp breath.

His sister and this old lion’s strength clearly surpassed that of the Thousand Buddha Sect’s Hui Tong bald monk.

This battle could not be taken lightly.

Of course, Lin Xuan was not afraid either. Now that Tian Shi Shangren had handed over to his sister, he would first cut off his wings.

With that in mind, a green glow enveloped Lin Xuan as he lunged at several妖族 at the Transformed Form stage beside him. Tian Shi Shangren’s expression changed, but Fairy Ruyan stood in front of him: "Without this fairy here, you cannot cross the boundary."

"Filthy wench, you are asking for death."

Tian Shi Shangren was both shocked and angry. In the Five-colored Spiritual Mountain, he had also suffered at Lin Xuan’s hands to some extent. This boy not only far surpassed his peers in strength but also wielded a heavenly treasure that defied nature. His son, though a genius, was clearly several levels below him.

But despite his anger, as a fifth-stage妖族, Tian Shi Shangren maintained his composure. The first female cultivator of Yunzhou was no trivial matter; with her blocking the way, intercepting Lin Xuan would be nothing but a dream for him.

Fortunately, Zeng’er had some chance to survive even if he couldn’t defeat Lin Xuan. After all, he wasn’t alone; there were seven妖族 at the Transformed Form stage and hundreds of妖兽 at the Condensation Core stage beside him.

With this thought, his expression softened. Although a heavenly treasure was a powerful item, an early-stage元婴 cultivator like himself wouldn’t dare use it recklessly. Such grade treasures would consume immense amounts of mana.

First, deal with Fairy Ruyan.

Deciding on this, the golden cloud surged. Naturally, Fairy Ruyan didn’t sit idly by; she flicked her jade hand and a green shadow shot out from her sleeve.

Although Separation Realm cultivators could manipulate heavenly essence energy,法宝 were still of utmost importance to them.

This green shadow, Snowfall Sword, had been cultivated in his丹田 for over 1300 years and was already at heart-to-heart communication with Fairy Ruyan. It floated before this woman as if it had a mind of its own.

In the cloud, Tian Shi Shangren’s pupils constricted. With Fairy Ruyan’s first move being her most cherished treasure, did she really intend to fight until death?

PS: Today, I’m still sick and feeling terrible. This is just one day off for Raindrop, raindrops, please forgive me. Now that I think about it, health truly is a blessing; it makes so much sense.
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And so, while the two Separation and Union realm cultivators were engaged in combat, Lin Xuan and Shi Zheng also began their battle.

Enemies meeting, they see red.

After all, how many resentments could compare to losing one's wife?

Shi Zheng's face was filled with venomous looks, wishing to devour and tear Lin Xuan alive. Of course, whether or not he could actually do so was another matter entirely.

Behind him stood seven Transmutation Realm beasts, each towering and grotesque in appearance.

In the cultivation world, there was no such thing as fair combat; at this moment, they naturally focused on group fighting.

Facing these monsters, Lin Xuan showed no fear. A few Transmutation Realm beasts were nothing to him with his current power; even without using a divine treasure, he could easily exterminate them in an instant.

The true enemy was the Heavenly Master, and Lin Xuan did not wish to waste precious time on this matter.

These enemies before him were mere puppets.

Of course, Shi Zheng himself would never see it that way. As the Young Master of Lionheart Valley, this young man had long been accustomed to arrogance.

Even if there were some powerful treasures in Lin Xuan's hands, with his large numbers, he could easily offset any advantages.

A look of fierce intent flashed across Shi Zheng’s eyes as he activated his Spirit Platform.

Roar!

The deafening roar entered their ears. Countless Third Stage beasts, with claws and fangs bared, rushed towards them from all sides.

Anger aside, this little lion was also quite cunning. He knew that Lin Xuan's abilities were formidable, likely surpassing his own, so he did not want to be the first to engage in battle but instead had his subordinates expend their power first.

His plan was good, but Lin Xuan’s face was full of derision. Pretending to be something he wasn't before him could only result in humiliation.

With hundreds of Third Stage beasts, the scene was no small matter. But with a flick of his right hand, countless five-colored sword lights emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming out.

They grew as they met the wind, reaching three feet long almost instantly.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at them with one finger, and immediately, piercing sounds filled their ears. The sword lights surged like a storm, stabbing towards the beasts rushing in from all directions.

"Bad luck!"

Shi Zheng's gaze swept over the sword lights, his face suddenly showing extreme shock. This boy could match an Initial Stage cultivator’s strike without using any treasures?

How was that possible?

Even advanced cultivators should not have such profound power by rights.

Had he underestimated this hateful little boy?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but at this moment, he had no time to delve deeper into it.

A single sword light did not matter to Shi Zheng. Two did not concern him either. As a late-stage Transmutation Realm beast, even several dozen sword lights could be easily deflected by Shi Zheng. But now, the attacks came like raindrops. While taking them might not be a problem, it would consume too much power. Green light flashed in Shi Zheng’s eyes as his figure vanished from sight. Of course, this was not instantaneous teleportation; it was merely the compression technique that high-ranking cultivators could master. The sword lights were slower than real weapons, and most of those dozen sword lights landed on empty space.

But other beasts did not have such luck.

Screams and roars echoed in succession as a red hue spread over several miles. A pungent smell of blood permeated the air. Not only the Third Stage low-grade beasts but also the seven Transmutation Realm cultivators were now in dire straits, using their abilities or treasures to desperately fend off those five-colored sword lights.

Though the process seemed complex, it was merely a blink of an eye. In just a few breaths, hundreds of beasts had their souls returned to the underworld. The late-stage Transmutation Realm cultivators did not perish but were still terrified by the experience.

An expert's first move reveals his true skill; this old saying applies equally in the cultivation world. Even after just one round, Shi Zheng knew that the other’s strength was so extraordinary that it could not be matched by peers of the same rank.

Though he still harbored hatred for Lin Xuan, he no longer had thecourage to seek revenge on him.

After all, his life was most important.

Frightened by softness and intimidated by evil, Shi Zheng had already retreated without formal engagement. Wrapped in a cloud of beast energy, he flew towards his father.

Even with his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan could not help feeling shocked. He remembered that Sister Ruyan once said that even among Separation and Union realm existences, the Heavenly Willow Immortal was known for his bravery. How useless this son is; is he still a lion or more like a mouse?

Amused and surprised, but regardless of how bold or timid Shi Zheng was, Lin Xuan would not let him escape.

Otherwise, when two lions joined forces, it would take even more effort to eliminate him.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan slapped his waist. The Green Fire Sword appeared before him, and with a fierce light, he stabbed at the opponent.

Shi Zheng's expression changed dramatically.

Though he was cowardly towards the weak, as a late-stage Transmutation Realm beast, Shi Zheng had keen eyesight. In an instant, he saw the terrifying nature of the Green Fire.

A flash of movement, he vanished again from sight without a trace—another use of compression technique.

But this time, his trick did not work. The speed of the Green Fire was several times faster than the sword lights. Only blinding light could be seen as the sword approached him within ten to twelve feet.

Shi Zheng’s mind raced as he consecutively activated seven treasures from his storage bag.

The treasures transformed into colorful shockwaves, blocking the Green Fire.

Unfortunately, it was useless. Among Lin Xuan's many treasures, only a divine treasure could match the sharpness of the Green Fire.

Lin Xuan roared loudly, and the green light on the surface of the sword grew even more startling.

Crackling sounds filled their ears as those treasures were sliced in half.

Shi Zheng’s face lost all color.

On the other side, Heavenly Lion Immortal was equally enraged. Although he vaguely sensed that Lin Xuan was extraordinary, he never imagined that he could match him.

In just one exchange, his beloved son had been forced into a life-or-death situation.

As a father, he had no reason to ignore his own flesh and blood. With a loud roar, he charged towards them.

But the scent of fragrant wind brought Sister Ruyan back into view.

"Move aside!"

The Lion King roared in shock, red primordial energy gathering midair as a terrifying lion with limbs over twenty feet long appeared.

With powerful strides, it lunged at Sister Ruyan.

"This path is blocked!"

Sister Ruyan’s cold voice echoed. Her beautiful face showed no fear as she waved her hand, creating a hundred-foot-wide vortex in the sea.

The water churned, and from the vortex emerged a fearsome-looking dragon.
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That fierce lion looked terrifying, but compared to the dragon before him, it was like a small witch seeing a great witch. After all, they were deep in the sea.

But Master Tian Shi's face showed no fear as he bellowed: "Go!" Instantly, a red light flashed, and the lion lunged towards Meng Ruyan.

His figure spun around, transforming into a streak of red light that headed to his left.

Clothes torn apart, his body suddenly swelled. Originally, this lion was about two meters tall, but now it had grown by more than half its original size. His head turned golden yellow, and both hands transformed into clawed shapes.

Jianghua! Cultivators would have similar secret techniques, especially for a pure beast like this old lion.

After his transformation, his aura changed significantly.

Opening his mouth, he spat out a red light wave.

Upon closer inspection, the light contained a square-shaped treasure that collided with Bixingluo's sword.

The two magical treasures chased each other in mid-air. Explosive sounds echoed into their ears as waves of water surged for miles around, and the primordial energy of heaven and earth was shaken apart.

This round seemed evenly matched, but Meng Ruyan had achieved her goal. Master Shi Zeng was in peril, and the old lion at the Condensation Core stage couldn't rescue him in time.

On the other side, as his treasures fell one by one under the green flames, Master Shi Zeng's face showed a look of shock. However, those destroyed magical treasures had given him some breathing room. Otherwise, he would have already lost his head to the green flames.

Shocked and frightened, Master Shi Zeng flipped his left hand over, revealing a talisman the size of a palm.

This talisman was enveloped in a layer of silver light; it wasn't something one could buy at a market stall.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly as he felt some familiarity. Master Shi Zeng spat out blood, aiming to activate the talisman as quickly as possible.

The blood contained abundant beast power and essence energy. The talisman absorbed this and instantly burst into flames without wind.

A terrifying煞气 spread around.

Spiritual light condensed, revealing a fiery divine sword before his eyes.

"Treasure talisman?" Lin Xuan's knowledge was vast; he had even used similar treasures in the past, so he immediately recognized the item.

A treasure talisman essentially sealed part of a magical treasure's power into a special talisman, but such conditions were extremely strict and could only be created by cultivators above the Condensation Core stage.

Its power didn't need much explanation; just imagining it would make one understand its potency.

After recognizing this treasure, Lin Xuan remained calm. Even if it was an old monster's innate magical treasure controlled by a Condensation Core cultivator, he had full confidence in defending against it. The power of the talisman was only a third that of the original treasure; what was there to be surprised about?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as the fiery divine sword transformed from the talisman flew towards him.

Pang... It met the green flames mid-air, and a somewhat muffled sound echoed in their ears. The two swords clashed for one round before flying back separately.

On the surface, it seemed evenly matched, but the light of the green flames dimmed significantly as if something had tainted them.

Ghostly煞气! As the two magical treasures collided mid-air, black lightning flickered on the surface of the fiery divine sword. Could that be ghostly煞气manifested? Lin Xuan's expression grew serious.

Clearly, this treasure talisman wasn't crafted by Master Tian Shi; he had obtained it elsewhere, and its grade was higher than what a Condensation Core cultivator could create.

Ghostly煞气should belong to the Netherworld Realm. Could there be any connection between this talisman and the Luo Family of Yanzhou?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but he didn't have time for deep contemplation. The simplest method was to capture the opponent alive and then use soul-searching techniques... "Young Master, do you want me to help?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears. In recent days, the little girl had been meditating in Tianji Manor, but this fight woke her up.

"No need," Lin Xuan said coolly. With his deep-seated wisdom, he didn't want Mo'er exposed here. Tianji Manor could conceal cultivators' auras completely. After fusing with the Deva Blood, Mo'er had advanced to late-stage Spirit婴and was no less powerful than him in terms of divine techniques and spiritual energy. Lin Xuan intended to use her as a surprise attack on Master Tian Shi.

Otherwise, even if he teamed up with his sister, defeating that old lion would be easy, but killing the opponent would be problematic. After all, those who advanced to Condensation Core were top-tier figures in this world; how could they lack any life-saving skills? Therefore, Mo'er's surprise attack was particularly important, and Lin Xuan wouldn't let her expose herself.

Although he didn't know why the treasure talisman carried ghostly煞气and its power far exceeded his expectations, trying to escape from him would be a dream come true for a fool.

An odd light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as an egg-sized flame appeared in his palm.

Green Illusory Fire! This divine technique could suppress ghostly煞气.

Lin Xuan had tested this with Mo'er before; the ghostly煞气this young man possessed was far less than Mo'er's.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, and the flame flew towards the distance, enveloping the green flames. Soon, a faint greenish-blue flame appeared on the surface of the sword.

"Quick!" Lin Xuan pointed with his finger, and the enhanced green flames shot again at the enemy. At the same time, he vanished from his spot in a flash.

His Nine Heaven Microsteps were far more mysterious than instantaneous teleportation; Master Shi Zeng's Shrink Ground technique seemed clumsy and childish by comparison.

While using the treasure talisman to block the green flames, he fully released his divine sense. He didn't want this terrifying enemy to sneak an attack on him.

Fortunately, he wasn't alone. Although all three-stage beast creatures were dead, seven of his transformed cultivator subordinates were still alive and now protected their young master.
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Zhi Xuan's gaze swept over the seven transformed-stage妖族, his brows slightly raised. Without hesitation, he surged forward.

The several妖族 cultivators were immediately alarmed and unleashed their respective treasures in a flurry of attacks.

Sharp rays of light flashed like lightning, encircling Lin Xuan from all sides.

Despite the torrential assault, Lin Xuan showed no fear. With a wave of his sleeves, a shield about the size of a palm flew out.

Golden light flickered, transforming into an耀眼的光幕.

While the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield was inadequate against Separation-stage experts, it proved more than sufficient to withstand the attacks from several transformed-stage妖族.

The first to arrive was a large battle axe with a ghostly face pattern on its blade. Clearly, this was no ordinary weapon.

However, when it struck the light barrier, it had no effect at all.

Lin Xuan's face flashed with a hint of mockery as he flipped his left hand and two silver rings appeared.

"Quick!"

With a flick of his finger, Lin Xuan pointed at the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

The ring shone brightly, emitting vast amounts of spiritual light. The light then converged in the center, forming over a hundred massive wind blades that sliced through the air with a piercing sound and shot forward.

"No!"

The wind blades targeted a strange-looking妖族 with a bull's head and human body. His face was filled with terror at this moment.

But it was too late to dodge. The妖族, in panic, opened his mouth and spat out a stream of essence blood that mixed with the surrounding妖力.

A blood-colored, eerie shield appeared.

It seemed incredibly thick and could withstand attacks from an advanced元婴 cultivator. However, when it touched the wind blades, it was easily torn apart like paper.

The wind blades continued to advance, enveloping the妖族 in their path.

"Save me, Young Master."

Desperation filled this妖族's face. But his struggles were futile as over a hundred wind blades crisscrossed and sliced him into pieces. His remains fell deep into the sea.

Though the process seemed complicated, it took only an instant. While Lin Xuan summoned the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, he didn't idle. With a flash of movement, he shot toward one of the妖族 on his left.

The figure was peculiar, thin and tall with a gaunt appearance, resembling a ghost or zombie more than a妖族.

Lin Xuan's interest in his appearance waned as he dashed forward.

This妖族, seemingly due to some special cultivation technique, had no expression on its face. Its hands moved like shadows, sending out countless black claws that formed a dense net blocking Lin Xuan's path.

"Arm of the Grasshopper!"

Lin Xuan shouted, and the sound of cracking bones filled his ears. His fist was enveloped in silver light, and strange妖力 floated around him. He had activated the divine power from the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

Facing the claws, he didn't dodge but removed the light barrier formed by the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield. With both fists, he fiercely charged at the妖族.

"Is this kid crazy?"

The tall and thin妖族's face showed a strange expression. Indeed, his opponent was an advanced元婴 cultivator, but due to his limited天赋, no human body could match the strength of a妖族.

Could the enemy be a妖修?

No, from the start, he used orthodox techniques from the Profound Sect.

Despite his shock and confusion, the claws became even more fierce as they shot toward Lin Xuan.

A loud explosion echoed. Silver light intertwined with black energy, but soon, the black energy retreated like it had encountered an enemy.

The claws were ineffective against Lin Xuan's barrier, and his protective妖气 did nothing. His fist struck directly into the妖族's chest.

Puff...

Blood gushed out as the妖族 fell like a broken bird far into the sea.

Lin Xuan paid no attention; this punch not only shattered the妖族's body but also dispersed its soul.

In an instant, Lin Xuan had killed two transformed-stage妖族. Shi Zheng's face turned pale, and the other several妖族 cultivators looked equally terrified.

However, at this point, there was no possibility of reconciliation.

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring shone, transforming into an ice dragon and a fire dragon that attacked two妖族 on his right.

Then, with a flip of his hand, another green-hued, ethereal flame appeared.

This was his most powerful technique, which he had practiced diligently for two centuries; it wasn't just the flames from the Green Fire Sword.

"Divide."

Lin Xuan raised his hand, and the green-hued, ethereal flame split into three smaller streams.

Each stream transformed into a thin, magical snake about the size of chopsticks that lunged at the other three transformed-stage妖族.

The three妖族 were alarmed. They each displayed their abilities; some summoned treasures, while others used their transformation techniques. However, Lin Xuan ignored them. With his enhanced power, especially after fusing with heavenly tribulation flames, this magical flame had reached an incredible level of strength. Even Separation-stage experts wouldn't dare to underestimate it.

The cries of pain filled the air as the妖族's treasures were quickly devoured by the green-hued, ethereal flames. Next, their protective妖气 were ignited.

In terror, they used secret techniques, but these had no effect. Soon, their entire bodies were enveloped in terrifying magical flames.

Their two companions met a similar fate.

While the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring wasn't as sharp as the Green Fire Sword, its power was formidable enough to put the other two妖族 on edge. Their fall was only a matter of time, and Lin Xuan didn't want to waste any more energy on them.

A spell was cast, enhancing the ice dragon and fire dragon's power slightly. Then, with another flash of movement, Lin Xuan disappeared from his original spot.

The next moment, he appeared twenty meters away.

Lin Xuan moved again...

Several steps later, he was only a few meters from Shi Zheng.

This Lionheart Valley Young Master was both shocked and angry but realized it was too late to escape. Seeing how Lin Xuan had killed several transformed-stage妖族 with ease, he knew he couldn't retreat unscathed.

A hint of malice flashed in his eyes as his body suddenly swelled, accompanied by a surge of protective妖气.

"Self-destruct?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback; he hadn't expected Shi Zheng to be so cowardly and yet have such courage at the critical moment.

As an advanced transformed-stage expert, Lin Xuan couldn't underestimate the power of self-destruction.

While not afraid, it would be foolish to withstand it directly.

With a wave of his sleeves, the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield flew out. Then, Lin Xuan used Nine Heavens Micro Steps and retreated backward.
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Boom!

A deafening explosion rang through the air, followed by the entire sky turning a brilliant red. The ferocious demon wind was alarming and eye-catching.

After a moment, where Master Zhen had stood, an eerie light flashed, and a mushroom-shaped cloud appeared inside which black and crimson lights flickered continuously before quickly spreading to the surroundings, soon covering the whole sky.

Rumbles echoed like the thunder of ten thousand galloping horses.

The battle between Tian Liu Shangren and Mu Yuyan, who were fighting far away, paused as they turned their attention towards the scene. After all, both parties involved had a significant connection to them; Tian Liu's face was filled with venom because his son had been forced into self-destruction. Mu Yuyan’s expression was much better but still showed concern since the opponent was an advanced demon race, and getting caught would be disastrous.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed as he flicked his sleeve, a five-colored sword energy streaking out to strike the demon's heart first. The demon's defense was weak; the sword energy pinned it down, causing red light to flash, and a lion-sized infant emerged from within.

With a demon's soul trapped in a demon core, one could recover their strength after decades of seclusion; without it, they would suffer significant power loss. At this moment, Master Zhen had no choice but to preserve his life if possible.

His spirit light flickered as he teleported away.

Instant teleportation!

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he flipped his left hand and a long, ancient-looking spear appeared. While some could escape from him, the current Master Zhen did not have such supernatural abilities.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan infused mana into it before swinging downward. A green light flashed, and the lion soul appeared in panic over a hundred feet away. Its glow dimmed slightly.

After breaking Mu Yuyan's illusionary teleportation, Lin Xuan did not become complacent but took another step forward. His figure gradually blurred as he reappeared just several dozen feet from Master Zhen.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and a green light shot out, circling before forming into a green hand that grabbed the lion soul.

"Release me! Your father will not forgive you," came Master Zhen's desperate voice.

Mu Yuyan ignored him as he took out an jade box from his pocket, stuffing the demon in it and sealing it with several restriction talismans.

Tian Liu Shangren watched this unfold. His eyes turned blood red, and a shocking aura rose into the sky.

"Unforgivable! You dare to imprison my only beloved son. Hand him over or I will extract your soul," roared Tian Liu Shangren.

Lin Xuan remained calm despite the threat from an advanced demon race: "Do you think many people have said such things and still live? If you really want to, you need to see if you can do it."

"Smooth talker!"

Tian Liu Shangren was enraged by Lin Xuan's words. A loud roar caused nearby elemental energies to form a spherical light ball with a diameter of ten feet, hurtling towards Lin Xuan.

Facing such an attack from an advanced demon race, Lin Xuan took it seriously. Mu Yuyan did not stand idly by either; in the world of cultivation, there was no concept of righteousness or fairness.

Victor is king, loser is dead. From the start, she and her brother had decided to gang up on them.

Seeing the old lion demon move, Mu Yuyan shouted, her jade hand flicking out, sending the Green Shadow Snow Sword slicing towards its head.

As a cultivator of the advanced stage, Mu Yuyan did not just have one treasure. She flicked her wrist, and an ancient-looking jade bracelet slid off her arm. The intricate patterns on it were impressive, but this was not something she had made; three hundred years ago, she discovered the ruins of some ancient cultivators.

Any treasure that caught her eye must be extraordinary. Mu Yuyan cast a spell with her hand, and the bracelet glowed before transforming into a beast's head.

It looked like a tiger, but much more formidable. The "King" character on its forehead was golden, and it had a silver horn over a foot long.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the silver horn emitted electric sparks, followed by a thick silver lightning bolt streaking across the sky towards Tian Liu Shangren's chest.

For both demons and cultivators, hitting the heart meant certain death.

Mu Yuyan continued her assault with two more powerful spells. Water elementals surged, making the sea surface tumultuous. From the water, countless ice columns emerged, varying in size and shape, their surfaces shimmering with cold light, numbering in the thousands, if not millions.

Facing such a barrage, Mu Yuyan flicked her fingers again, sending the ice columns towards Tian Liu Shangren like arrows from a powerful bow.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he faced the light ball. Although he was fighting Master Zhen, part of his attention remained on this battle.

Both at the advanced stage, but Sister and the old lion demon were clearly more formidable than Hu Tong. The light ball contained terrifying amounts of elemental energy. Lin Xuan did not take it lightly; he flicked his sleeve, releasing hundreds of five-colored sword energies.

The sword energies combined into a colorful stream, rushing towards the light ball.

Lin Xuan did not expect to truly block such an attack but merely bought some time for himself. After releasing the sword energies, he used Nine Heaven Micro Stepping.

However, what followed was unexpected; the sword energy and light ball barely touched before being swallowed by the elemental energy. The light ball flickered as it transformed into a giant monster with three heads, emitting shocking amounts of rage. With two paws, countless claw rays appeared in mid-air. Lin Xuan's expression changed; what kind of technique was this?

Without time to think, Lin Xuan’s face turned grave. He reached his hand around his waist and took out the Magic Fate Sword.

While his strength far exceeded that of other cultivators at their level, facing an advanced demon race still left him somewhat short.

Eliminating the old lion demon was his top priority. Lin Xuan had no intention of hiding any tricks; the best choice was a divine treasure.

Lin Xuan grabbed the Magic Fate Sword and infused mana into it. Numerous rune symbols appeared in his vision, spinning on the sword blade before entering his body. A layer of silver light enveloped his hand as copper-sized scales appeared.

This process took only an instant. Lin Xuan swung his right hand downward with force.

A long, melodious sound echoed as a brilliant silver sword energy streaked out, over a hundred feet long, slicing towards the light ball's monster form.

First touching the claw rays, the attack proved ineffective against such power. Then it hit the monster’s body. This creature was formed from elemental energies and formidable; however, the rune symbols on the sword blade swallowed it whole.

Lin Xuan did not stop there; his eyes glinted with fierce intent as he swung another sword at the old lion demon.
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At this moment, Elder Heavenly Lion was in a precarious situation. Lady Ruyan, with her exquisite and unique appearance, unleashed attacks that were vicious to the extreme. Three consecutive strikes were launched.

Of course, as a member of the Separation-Union妖族, Elder Heavenly Lion wasn't just a mere placeholder. His face contorted into a grimace as he let loose his ferocious nature.

Rumble!

A roar echoed through the sky, causing the clouds to scatter. He then clapped his hands and summoned a golden wheel-shaped treasure. The surface was enveloped in red demonic flames, charging towards the Azure Shadow Falling Snow Sword.

The two treasures chased each other mid-air. Although the golden wheel was at a disadvantage, it managed to stall the offensive of the Azure Shadow Falling Snow Sword. Victory would not come easily.

Lady Ruyan's delicate brows furrowed upon seeing this.

Meanwhile, Elder Heavenly Lion's figure spun around, and an enormous shadow appeared behind him. It resembled neither a lion nor a tiger but exuded a fierce aura.

It somewhat resembled the technique of a human cultivator's second soul fragment, yet it was different—likely unique to妖兽.

The monster opened its mouth, and black lightning flashed, just in time to block the silver electric arc aimed at its chest.

With every movement, Elder Heavenly Lion deflected Lady Ruyan’s two attacks. However, an ear-piercing sound of breaking air followed, as a terrifying ice pillar, formed from primordial energy, hurtled towards them.

A single ice pillar's power was not something to be underestimated by Separation-Union cultivators, and even Foundation Establishment cultivators could handle it. But when the number reached a certain level, it became astonishing. At this moment, there were millions of ice pillars flying in their direction.

Elder Heavenly Lion’s pupils constricted, but despite his reputation for bravery, he showed little fear on his face. Instead, his expression grew even more grim.

With his left hand, he flipped and revealed a peculiar-looking treasure.

It was a miniature mountain.

Lady Ruyan felt surprised. She had never fought with Elder Heavenly Lion before, so she didn’t know what kind of divine treasures or abilities he possessed.

Elder Heavenly Lion did not explain anything either.

He raised his left hand and threw the miniature mountain out. Then, he spat out a highly concentrated demonic aura.

The surface of this mountain glowed red as its volume rapidly increased. What was once merely a palm-sized object grew to be over a hundred feet tall in mere moments, rivaling true mountains.

Pummel pummel sounds echoed as millions of ice pillars flew towards them.

However, the mountain's size was too massive; every single ice pillar was blocked, none escaping.

Lady Ruyan’s expression was terrible. This old lion had formidable strength.

Fortunately, she wasn’t alone. Lin Xuan wielded a divine treasure and joined the attack.

With one sword strike, the sword energy split the sea apart, turning the area into an impenetrable mist within moments.

Elder Heavenly Lion sucked in his breath.

Although he had seen Lin Xuan’s use of a divine treasure before, this sword was clearly far more powerful than just now.

What a cunning little fellow. He must have held back to confuse me.

He shifted his position and hid behind the giant mountain once again.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the entire space seemed to tremble. Elder Heavenly Lion’s eyes widened as silver light flashed, splitting the colossal peak into two halves despite its invincibility against millions of ice pillars.

The power of the Demon Bond Sword was truly formidable.

Elder Heavenly Lion’s eyes twitched. However, the mountain had effectively blocked some attacks, and after splitting it, the sword energy dissipated.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his expression remaining calm. He poured all his magical energy into the broken sword without reservation.

Since he was outnumbering his opponent, Lin Xuan aimed for a quick victory to eliminate this old lion.

Otherwise, engaging in a prolonged battle would cost him dearly.

A clear sound echoed as the Demon Bond Sword’s inscriptions flickered.

Lin Xuan felt half of his magical energy being drained. However, he was not alarmed; instead, he raised his right hand and launched another strike towards Elder Heavenly Lion.

Sizzle…

This time, there was no silver sword energy.

Instead, colorless silver flames surged out from the blade, converging into a silver monster that appeared in his vision.

The creature’s appearance was bizarre—human-faced with tiger-like legs. It had two exposed fangs. Chuchu!

Even Lin Xuan, known for his composure, almost dropped the Demon Bond Sword in fear.

Fortunately, he quickly recognized it as not a powerful妖族 but merely a demonic spirit conjured by the divine treasure.

The silver monster formed and roared, transforming into a streak of light that charged towards the enemy.

Despite this unexpected turn, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. This was no time for dithering. He flipped his left hand and summoned an eerie flame the size of his head.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with his right hand.

Azure Illusory Fire flashed as a small bird about a foot long materialized from it, sharp teeth and claws radiating an ominous presence.

After circling briefly, it also charged at Elder Heavenly Lion.

Lin Xuan’s face paled.

Two powerful attacks had significantly depleted his magical energy, but this was not enough to defeat the Separation-Union cultivator.

Lin Xuan reached out again, patting his waist and revealing two dazzling rings on his chest.

He grasped them with one hand, took a deep breath, and poured all his magical energy into it.

A white hurricane appeared in his vision…

Elder Heavenly Lion’s face turned as pale as paper. As an old Separation-Union cultivator, he couldn’t fail to notice the subtlety of these three attacks. Directly facing them was foolish, but trying to dodge would leave him exposed to Lady Ruyan.

In a high-stakes battle, every detail mattered. If he tried to dodge, he would surely expose himself.

Damnit, I’m cornered.

His face contorted with hatred as his pride and ruthlessness were ignited.

A grim expression crossed his face as demonic energy surged from Elder Heavenly Lion. An enormous lion, over seven feet tall, appeared in his vision.

This old monster was revealing its true form.

Rumble!

Facing the terrifying attack, the Lion King opened his blood-red maw, expelling a round pearl larger than an adult’s fist.

The surface glowed red; it was this old creature's demon heart. For妖族, this was their most important organ, akin to a human cultivator’s primordial core. Normally protected, its release indicated desperation.
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Puff...

Lin Xuan spat out a mouthful of blood, which quickly mixed with the spiritual energy in his palm. A round ball as bright as the sun soon appeared before everyone's eyes.

In the center of this ball was a tiny tiger no longer than three inches.

Though small, its demeanor was incredibly fierce. This true spirit strike was originally inspired by some divine beast from the Spirit Realm.

At that moment, the identity of the divine beast became clear, just like the Phoenix True Dragon, it was the White Tiger.

As an old monster in the Separation Stage, Master Heavenly Lion had keen eyesight. A faint warning appeared deep within his spirit sense, but he was entangled by Fairy Ruyan's technique "All Swords Return to Their Source," making escape impossible.

Damn!

From the golden clouds, a heart-stirring roar echoed.

The aura of the beast became even more surging and powerful. Master Heavenly Lion knew that his self-sacrifice had reached its direst point as he continued spitting out drops of blood one after another.

When a desperate rabbit jumps over a wall, how much more so for an old monster who has lived for ten thousand years?

Master Heavenly Lion began to fight with all his might. Even if he won, it would cost him a great deal of true qi; but in return, his strength would increase dramatically.

However, at this point, Master Heavenly Lion had no choice. Preserving his life was the most important thing now.

A gentleman seeks revenge after ten years; as long as he lived, he would surely take his revenge on these siblings one day.

Lin Xuan did not know what the opponent was thinking, but given his nature, he wouldn't make the mistake of letting a tiger go back to its den.

His gaze swept over the golden clouds. With a simple gesture and a light cry:

"Break!"

The sound of shattering entered his ears as the ball of spiritual energy that had gathered all his power instantly shattered. The miniature white tiger roared furiously, its body rapidly growing until it was more than three zhang long.

A terrifying pressure emanated...

Then the white tiger charged into the golden clouds.

Time seemed to freeze in an instant.

Next, golden and white light appeared before their eyes as countless intricate runes flickered outside the light...

Several seconds later, a deafening roar filled the air.

Master Heavenly Lion's defensive formation, though formidable, could not withstand the true spirit strike that had drained Lin Xuan of every drop of his power. Its strength was not to be underestimated, especially with Fairy Ruyan's "All Swords Return to Their Source" technique. With both siblings working together, they finally broke through their opponent's defenses, and Master Heavenly Lion was swallowed by the dazzling light.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he thought about the terrifying power of such a strike; even for Separation Stage monsters, it would be unbearable. Despite this, blood trickled from his nose, mouth, and ears. The power of the true spirit strike could not be compared to even the most divine treasures, but its toll on his body was too great.

However, compared to slaying a Separation Stage old monster, such injuries were insignificant for Lin Xuan.

His gaze flickered with an unusual color as he thought calmly and composedly. But at this moment, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A thunderous roar echoed like a bolt from the blue sky. The golden and white light split apart in mid-air, followed by a streak of lightning. A ferocious monster emerged from within.

Master Heavenly Lion?

Lin Xuan was taken aback; even with his composure, he couldn't help showing surprise on his face. Impossible, this old man must still be alive.

The Lion King indeed hadn't perished, but at that moment, he was in a state beyond description.

His body was covered in wounds, and the once smooth fur had been completely charred. His left forelegs were cut off above the elbow, and his aura was incomparable to before.

How dangerous!

Thinking of what happened earlier, Master Heavenly Lion broke out in cold sweat. Although he had used his life essence, he still couldn't withstand Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan's combined attack. If swallowed by that terrifying light wave, his demise would be certain.

However, as an old monster who had lived for tens of thousands of years, how could he lack any means to survive?

At the critical moment, he used a technique similar to the "Substitute to Bear the Tribulation" from the Dark Arts. With the sacrifice of his forelegs, he managed to escape with his true body.

However, the power of the true spirit strike was too great. Even using his secret art, the cost was significant, and the injuries were severe.

If it had been anyone else, they would have fled without hesitation once their wounds healed, seeking revenge later.

But Master Heavenly Lion was different. This old man's character aside, he was known for his bravery among Separation Stage existences.

Moreover, there was a grudge between them—his son's death. He couldn't bear to flee so humbly.

And this old man had extensive experience in magical battles. At the moment of escape, he scanned the siblings with his gaze and understood their conditions clearly.

Fairy Ruyan's strength was already on par with him, but even after using "All Swords Return to Their Source," she still had plenty of room for maneuvering.

In short, there were no weaknesses.

But Lin Xuan was different.

This boy seemed to be at his limit. He could barely hover in mid-air.

What a good opportunity! Master Heavenly Lion couldn't afford to miss it, even if it meant taking some risks.

With a determined expression, he hated Lin Xuan to the core. The grudge of killing his son was beyond forgiveness; he would tear apart Lin Xuan's body and bones.

This sudden change caught Fairy Ruyan off guard as well. Just when she was about to eliminate their formidable enemy, the situation suddenly turned around.

"Brother, quickly hide."

Helping hands were too late; she could see that Lin Xuan's power had almost run out.

The Lion King's face was filled with viciousness. At a hundred zhang distance, for him, it was just a blink away. This time, he would not let his enemy escape. Fear spread across Lin Xuan's face.

"Zeng'er, Father will avenge you now."

Master Heavenly Lion thought dejectedly.

But in the next moment, something unexpected happened. The fear on Lin Xuan's face turned into a mocking smile.

The Lion King's pupils constricted as his thoughts raced... Was the opponent pretending to be calm or did he have some hidden moves?

Should he continue attacking? This was a difficult decision.

However, he ultimately didn't retreat. Master Heavenly Lion was gambling; he didn't believe that Lin Xuan had any hidden tricks left after exhausting all his power.

He couldn't let himself be intimidated by the opponent.

With a continued leap, he flew towards Lin Xuan once more.

But this time, the old lion's gamble failed. As the distance between them narrowed to just over a hundred zhang, spiritual energy flickered, and a beautiful young woman suddenly appeared before Lin Xuan.

Her face was strikingly beautiful, her smile charming, but she possessed formidable strength; she was an advanced-stage Great Cultivator.

But what of it?

Master Heavenly Lion felt relieved. Such a freak like Lin Xuan was unprecedented in history, so ordinary late-stage cultivators were nothing to him.
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Even though his remaining spiritual energy was scarce, the ferocious and savage aura on Tian Shi Shangren's face did not retreat. Instead, he accelerated toward Lin Xuan.

Before he even reached them, the overwhelming pressure of his spirit had already left everyone speechless. A normal late-stage元婴 cultivator would never dare to confront such a formidable opponent head-on.

As long as they slightly retreated, Lin Xuan could find their weakness and strike with certainty.

Unfortunately, Mo'er was not like that.

With a swift movement, Mo'er's palm shot out, sending a radiant sword energy slicing towards Tian Shi Shangren. The diameter of the sword energy was over ten feet in width, resembling a giant sword as it fiercely cut through the air toward Tian Shi Shangren.

While this power fell short compared to Lin Xuan's Magic Bond Sword, Mo'er had clearly not expended much spiritual energy, and the distance between them was just dozens of feet.

Tian Shi Shangren finally snapped out of his shock, his expression turning extremely ugly as he realized that Mo'er could manipulate the spirit energy.

Facing the incoming sword energy, he let out a fierce roar, opening his mouth to release a dark red light wave.

The two energies collided mid-air, producing a dazzling display of green and red light. The residual force from their clash created towering waves on the sea surface.

Mo'er had left plenty of reserve power. Without hesitation, she flicked her fingers, sending more radiant sword energies slicing through the air.

Tian Shi Shangren could not withstand such attacks head-on; his true spirit strike was a formidable technique that he used to protect himself. With little spiritual energy remaining, he could only use this technique for a short while.

Seeing several dazzling sword energies rushing towards him, Tian Shi Shangren opened his mouth and spat out a black gourd the size of a fist.

A dense aura of demonic energy emerged from it.

Although Lin Xuan was unable to move, his keen eyesight allowed him to notice the strange sight. Tian Shi Shangren, who was clearly a demon race, held such an item with such intense demonic energy.

The demonic energy emitted by this gourd differed greatly from that of ordinary demons. It resembled the ancient demon known as Garo in some ways.

Could it be a demonic artifact?

After summoning the gourd, a fierce wind and dense fog filled the area. Inside, a monstrous figure with two heads and four arms appeared intermittently.

Standing over seven or eight feet tall, this creature had a green face, sharp teeth, and a single horn on its head, looking both terrifying and evil.

"Demonic Soul Gourd! You've obtained such a powerful artifact."

Dream Ruyan's clear voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. His expression turned gloomy as he recognized the demonic soul gourd.

The demonic soul gourd was described in ancient texts as similar to the beast soul talisman, which sealed the souls of beasts. However, this one contained the essence of ancient demons instead.

Although the ancient demons that were used for such artifacts were not of extremely high rank, their power could still be formidable when used as a protective technique.

In addition to releasing demonic souls, the gourd's surface emitted pure demonic energy. This energy coalesced into several thick demonic snakes and rushed towards the sword energies.

Thunderous sounds filled the air, but they quickly disintegrated due to the explosions. With their cover, Tian Shi Shangren used his teleportation technique to escape toward the horizon.

This technique was within the capabilities of late-stage元婴 cultivators, but he executed it with such finesse that he vanished in a blink, appearing over seventy feet away.

Of course, this distance did not matter much. Mo'er could still intercept him.

However, the two-headed four-armed demonic soul blocked her path.

This creature's strength was roughly at the late-stage元婴 level. Tian Shi Shangren had no expectation of defeating such a formidable opponent. His goal was merely to buy some time by sacrificing himself.

Mo'er arched her eyebrows slightly; this was her first encounter with a powerful enemy after fusing with the demon god’s blood. Her master was still watching, so she could not allow Tian Shi Shangren to use the golden cicada shedding its shell trick.

"Die!"

Mo'er flicked her sleeves and released a small banner that transformed into a cloud covering over ten acres in diameter.

Roar!

The dark black clouds emitted an overwhelming aura of darkness. A towering red-skinned ghost appeared intermittently from within, about ten feet tall.

Blood Ghost!

After years of nurturing, the beast soul banner finally revealed its true power.

A blood ghost was a monster from the spirit realm, and it required a ghost king to be tamed and refined using secret techniques. The process was similar to alchemy but far more perilous.

Although the exact details were not important, it was said that the owner had to feed their own essence to the blood ghost every few days to suppress its violent nature.

Due to the rarity of finding such a creature and the difficulty in nurturing it, this demon technique rarely appeared.

However, as they say, misfortune in one place brings good fortune elsewhere. Although raising a blood ghost was difficult, it was incredibly powerful. Mo'er had obtained hers from the妖灵 Island just after returning to the Cloud Heaven Twelve Provinces.

Even a condensation stage cultivator with such a creature could be considered lucky. After years of nurturing, this blood ghost's strength did not match that of the demonic soul but was still comparable to an early-stage元婴 cultivator. It could hold off Tian Shi Shangren for some time.

Roar!

The dark clouds and demonic energy intertwined as the blood ghost fought with the demonic soul.

With the demonic soul blocked, Mo'er could now intercept Tian Shi Shangren.

Her hands moved swiftly, sending radiant sword energies slicing through the air, faster than teleportation techniques.

Tian Shi Shangren's expression turned extremely grim. Although he did not want to stop, he had no choice but to defend against these attacks...

The process seemed complicated, but it only took a moment. With Mo'er's interference, Dream Ruyan finally arrived in time for the two-on-one confrontation.

Mo'er’s techniques were comparable to Lin Xuan's, just slightly inferior. Although Dream Ruyan used the Ten Thousand Sword Return technique, she still had plenty of spiritual energy surrounding her.

However, Tian Shi Shangren was in a dire situation. He had lost one hand and foot, with his remaining spiritual energy nearly depleted.

With this disparity, he could not resist.

As the saying goes, a tiger in decline is preyed upon by dogs, and a dragon in shallow waters is mocked by shrimp. The once powerful five-stage demon race now resembled a homeless dog.

After barely holding off for a few moments, Dream Ruyan used water spirit energy to form countless shackles, binding Tian Shi Shangren. If it were another time, he could have easily broken free with a slight effort, but his current state left him powerless.

"Servant, you will reap what you sow even in the afterlife..."

Tian Shi Shangren's eyes bulged as he let out a fierce roar. However, before he could finish speaking, Mo'er decapitated him.

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. Tian Shi Shangren was indeed unlucky. Who would have thought that supporting his son’s rivalry with Lin Xuan for a wife would lead to such an outcome?

No, he didn’t even get to be a ghost. Remember, he was a demon race and could provide excellent materials for alchemy.

Given Lin Xuan's nature, there was no way he would waste this opportunity. He had no chance of reincarnation now.
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"Phew!"

Seeing the lion king subdued, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. After all, his opponent was an old monster from the Separation and Union Stage—a formidable foe not to be underestimated. If he had let him escape by accident, it would have caused serious trouble.

Lin Xuan didn't want to be remembered by that old beast at the Fifth Stage.

Wildfires may burn out, but spring breezes bring them back. But now that both father and son were dead, there was no need to worry about any lingering issues.

"Master, are you alright?"

After exterminating the Sky Lion Sage, Yue'er appeared beside Lin Xuan. At this moment, his condition was indeed dire; concern flickered across her pretty face.

"Not much, just exhausted from expending all my energy," Lin Xuan shook his head to indicate he was fine and then extended a hand. He plucked several small jade bottles from his waistband.

Opening the bottle caps, the fragrance filled the air. These pills could greatly replenish one's essence. Lin Xuan poured them into his mouth without hesitation.

Although he couldn't meditate right now, swallowing so many spirit pills had improved his condition significantly. At least his complexion wasn't as pale as before.

"How do you feel, brother?" The concerned voice came from Meng Rouyan who had also approached him.

"Not bad, just a bit tired. A few days of rest will restore my energy," Lin Xuan replied coolly.

"Alright then. I'll be more at ease." Meng Rouyan's face lit up with joy: "By the way, what is this fellow cultivator? You didn't introduce him."

Meng Rouyan's gaze swept over Yue'er. As a Supreme Elder of the Far Horizon Pavilion, she had extensive experience and was taken aback by Yue'er’s appearance—stunningly beautiful.

Meng Rouyan, who prided herself on her beauty, admitted that compared to Yue'er, she was slightly less attractive.

However, what truly shocked Meng Rouyan wasn't Yue'er's looks but her strength. Although Yue'er seemed weaker than Lin Xuan at first glance, she could still mobilize the primordial energy of heaven and earth.

This violated common sense in the cultivation world.

Could this woman have any connection to the Higher Realm?

Meng Rouyan’s eyes sparkled as she sized up Yue'er continuously.

"Ha ha, Sister, there's no need for you to be alarmed. Yue'er is my partner."

Although they still used their master-servant titles, Lin Xuan had long regarded Yue'er as his most beloved woman.

"Partner?" Meng Rouyan was taken aback. This answer surprised her: "Brat, don't pretend with me. Do you think I'm someone who doesn't appreciate a good thing?"

Meng Rouyan frowned and spat out disdainfully. Although she too had contributed to the defeat of this old monster, it was Lin Xuan and Yue'er who had done most of the work.

She merely assisted.

Of course, this wasn’t the reason Meng Rouyan refused the treasure.

She offered to share because during their time on the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain, Lin Xuan had helped her immensely. If not for his interference in the lion king's plans and the subsequent success in refining the Temptation of Heaven Pill, she wouldn't have achieved her goal.

The three marriage gifts were a mere formality compared to what Lin Xuan had gained from the old monster’s treasures.

Meng Rouyan was extremely proud and unwilling to accept such a large favor without reason. Therefore, she decided to give Lin Xuan all the lion king's wealth as compensation.

She was a person who kept score.

Lin Xuan was also an exceptionally clever man. Although he was initially surprised, after some thought, he understood Meng Rouyan’s intentions.

"Since you say so, I’ll accept it with gratitude."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan turned the storage bag over and revealed numerous treasures in white light.

Satisfied that his actions were transparent, Lin Xuan began to count out loud for Meng Rouyan's sake.

Open and aboveboard.

Meng Rouyan nodded silently but secretly approved of him. Her disdain for Lin Xuan’s promiscuity lessened slightly.

Firstly, a sword, a saber, and a square-shaped artifact resembling the Turn-the-Heavens Seal were revealed.

Although he hadn't tested them, as weapons from an old monster at the Separation and Union Stage, they must be incredibly powerful. Even if Lin Xuan didn’t use them, selling them on the market would fetch astronomical amounts of crystal shards.

Lin Xuan was delighted as he put away the treasures.

Next, four jade boxes were opened, revealing dazzling light.

"Wow..."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but exclaim in surprise. Each box contained a top-grade crystal shard—four in total.

His lips curved into a smile with delight. It seemed this old monster had plenty of high-grade crystals, which he had been stingy about during their time on the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain. Now they were all his.

Meng Rouyan was also taken aback but, as her status allowed, she wouldn’t break her word. Even if there were more precious treasures inside, she would not ask Lin Xuan for them.

Lin Xuan continued to count and found several Temptation of Heaven Pills along with many rare materials. As an old monster at the Separation and Union Stage, this was a huge gain for Lin Xuan compared to his meager offering to the Five-Colored Fairy.
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"Master, how are you?" Upon seeing Lin Xuan's pale face, Phoenix Feather was greatly alarmed.

"Don't worry, I just exhausted my mana and need a few days to recover," Lin Xuan smiled gently.

Hearing this, Phoenix Feather's brows relaxed, but her beautiful face still showed concern. "Sister Ruyan, how did your mission go? Did you fail to defeat the Lion King and his son?"

Ruyan didn't answer directly; instead, she looked at Lin Xuan with a reassuring gaze.

Seeing her friend so calm, Phoenix Feather was surprised. Could it be... they actually killed the Lion King?

But that's impossible! The Lion King had his son and hundreds of subordinates, their strength wasn't weaker than Lin Xuan and Ruyan's combined. Ruyan's abilities were clear to Phoenix Feather; could this Lin Xuan not only match a Separation Realm cultivator but also surpass her expectations?

Phoenix Feather's expression turned complex as she looked at Lin Xuan.

"Ha ha, we had good luck on our mission, the Lion King is already dead."

Even with her initial suspicions, hearing this, Phoenix Feather was still shocked. However, Phoenix Feather smiled prettily and said, "My husband truly is outstanding!"

"Did you really kill the Lion King and his son?"

* * *

After a short while, Lin Xuan and Ruyan met up with Phoenix Feather and her daughter.

"Master, what happened to you?" Phoenix Feather was alarmed as she saw Lin Xuan's pale face.

Lin Xuan smiled gently. "Don't worry, I just exhausted my mana and need a few days to recover."

Hearing this, Phoenix Feather's brows relaxed, but concern still lingered on her beautiful face.

"Sister Ruyan, how did your mission go? Did you fail to defeat the Lion King and his son?"

Ruyan smiled without speaking. She looked at Lin Xuan with an encouraging gaze.

Seeing her friend so calm, Phoenix Feather was surprised. Could it be... they actually killed the Lion King?

But that's impossible! The Lion King had his son and hundreds of subordinates; their strength wasn't weaker than Lin Xuan and Ruyan's combined. Ruyan's abilities were clear to Phoenix Feather; could this Lin Xuan not only match a Separation Realm cultivator but also surpass her expectations?

Phoenix Feather's expression turned complex as she looked at Lin Xuan.

"Ha ha, we had good luck on our mission, the Lion King is already dead."

Even with initial suspicions, hearing this, Phoenix Feather was still shocked. However, Phoenix Feather smiled prettily and said, "My husband truly is outstanding!"

"Did you really kill the Lion King and his son?"

* * *

After a short while, Lin Xuan and Ruyan met up with Phoenix Feather and her daughter.

"Master, what happened to you?" Phoenix Feather was alarmed as she saw Lin Xuan's pale face.

Lin Xuan smiled gently. "Don't worry, I just exhausted my mana and need a few days to recover."

Hearing this, Phoenix Feather's brows relaxed, but concern still lingered on her beautiful face.

"Sister Ruyan, how did your mission go? Did you fail to defeat the Lion King and his son?"

Ruyan smiled without speaking. She looked at Lin Xuan with an encouraging gaze.

Seeing her friend so calm, Phoenix Feather was surprised. Could it be... they actually killed the Lion King?

But that's impossible! The Lion King had his son and hundreds of subordinates; their strength wasn't weaker than Lin Xuan and Ruyan's combined. Ruyan's abilities were clear to Phoenix Feather; could this Lin Xuan not only match a Separation Realm cultivator but also surpass her expectations?

Phoenix Feather's expression turned complex as she looked at Lin Xuan.

"Ha ha, we had good luck on our mission, the Lion King is already dead."

Even with initial suspicions, hearing this, Phoenix Feather was still shocked. However, Phoenix Feather smiled prettily and said, "My husband truly is outstanding!"

"Did you really kill the Lion King and his son?"

* * *

After a short while, Lin Xuan and Ruyan met up with Phoenix Feather and her daughter.

"Master, what happened to you?" Phoenix Feather was alarmed as she saw Lin Xuan's pale face.

Lin Xuan smiled gently. "Don't worry, I just exhausted my mana and need a few days to recover."

Hearing this, Phoenix Feather's brows relaxed, but concern still lingered on her beautiful face.

"Sister Ruyan, how did your mission go? Did you fail to defeat the Lion King and his son?"

Ruyan smiled without speaking. She looked at Lin Xuan with an encouraging gaze.

Seeing her friend so calm, Phoenix Feather was surprised. Could it be... they actually killed the Lion King?

But that's impossible! The Lion King had his son and hundreds of subordinates; their strength wasn't weaker than Lin Xuan and Ruyan's combined. Ruyan's abilities were clear to Phoenix Feather; could this Lin Xuan not only match a Separation Realm cultivator but also surpass her expectations?

Phoenix Feather's expression turned complex as she looked at Lin Xuan.

"Ha ha, we had good luck on our mission, the Lion King is already dead."

Even with initial suspicions, hearing this, Phoenix Feather was still shocked. However, Phoenix Feather smiled prettily and said, "My husband truly is outstanding!"

"Did you really kill the Lion King and his son?"

* * *

After a short while, Lin Xuan and Ruyan met up with Phoenix Feather and her daughter.

"Master, what happened to you?" Phoenix Feather was alarmed as she saw Lin Xuan's pale face.

Lin Xuan smiled gently. "Don't worry, I just exhausted my mana and need a few days to recover."

Hearing this, Phoenix Feather's brows relaxed, but concern still lingered on her beautiful face.

"Sister Ruyan, how did your mission go? Did you fail to defeat the Lion King and his son?"

Ruyan smiled without speaking. She looked at Lin Xuan with an encouraging gaze.

Seeing her friend so calm, Phoenix Feather was surprised. Could it be... they actually killed the Lion King?

But that's impossible! The Lion King had his son and hundreds of subordinates; their strength wasn't weaker than Lin Xuan and Ruyan's combined. Ruyan's abilities were clear to Phoenix Feather; could this Lin Xuan not only match a Separation Realm cultivator but also surpass her expectations?
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Lin Xuan smiled without speaking, extending his hand and pointing at the storage bag. A neatly packed box appeared before him.

"Please take a look," he said.

He gently clasped his hands, and the lid of the box instantly opened. A pungent scent of blood filled the air. The medallion indeed contained the skin and bones of Senior Immortal Heavenly Lion.

"Sure enough..."

Her gaze swept over the box. Even with her composed demeanor, her expression betrayed a hint of shock. Senior Immortal Heavenly Lion was truly a genuine fifth-stage monster, renowned for his bravery during the Separation Realm stage.

A dominant figure who could shake the entire cultivation world with just a footstep, he had died in such an inexplicable manner?

Amidst her astonishment, she turned to look at Lin Xuan. Her spiritual sense scanned over Dream Ruyan's body, confirming that she was still at the early peak of the Separation Realm.

Despite some years of cultivation, her abilities hadn't seen a significant leap forward. In other words, Lin Xuan had made considerable efforts to reunite with his wife.

Hand in hand, they strolled through the back mountain.

Choosing this place for her cave, apart from the abundant spiritual energy and magical veins, the scenery was breathtaking—green mountains, flying immortal birds, creating a captivating paradise.

"Ruyan, how have you been these years?" Lin Xuan's voice was gentle. Despite his pale complexion, he no longer felt like meditating to recover his power upon seeing his beloved wife.

"Fine."

Dream Ruyan leaned against Lin Xuan’s shoulder. To others, she appeared a late-stage transformed monster with a strong and indomitable personality. However, she had her softer moments too.

"After parting ways from my husband, I came to Cloud State. The vastness of the land here is truly unparalleled, with countless powerful cultivators. I thought it would be easier for me to advance if I cultivated here. So, I wandered around Cloud State until fate brought me to Mother, who accepted me into her teachings in Colorless Immortal Mountain."

Her eyes seemed distant as she spoke, marveling at the serendipity of their reunion.

Feeling Ruyan's intentions, Lin Xuan gently stroked her silky hair.

The moment felt like it paused.

After a long while, she sighed softly. "My dear husband, how have you been these years? I heard that you were once hunted by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. How did you manage to cultivate such extraordinary abilities?"

Ruyan's eyes sparkled with wonder. While Lin Xuan had always been more formidable than his peers, it was unheard of for an Inner Alchemy cultivator to defeat someone at the Separation Realm.

"I..."

Lin Xuan hesitated. He wasn't keeping secrets from Ruyan but rather avoiding mentioning their other wives. Moonling's presence was already known, and she had followed him since the beginning. However, Dream Ruyan was strong-willed yet fair-minded. Their relationship had developed naturally over time.

Still, he couldn't bring himself to reveal his feelings about Ouyang Qinxin. The thought of it made his head spin.

Women's hearts were like bottomless wells; Lin Xuan could never guess how Ruyan would react.

"But there’s a high chance she won’t cry and instead pull out some treasure to chase me..."

Thinking this, Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

"What is wrong, my dear? Is there something you’re not telling me?" Dream Ruyan opened her eyes. She was astute enough to sense the ominous vibes from his reaction.

She thought he had been fooling around with other women behind her back!

Seeing her stiffen and narrow her brows, Lin Xuan groaned inwardly. He was resolute in his decision at that moment.

Even if the saying goes, "You can avoid the first day but not the fifteenth," he didn’t want their conflict to be exposed now.

Ouyang had already ascended to the Immortal Realm; it might take years before they met again. There was no need to reveal everything about her to Ruyan just yet.

Lin Xuan wasn't hiding anything, but he feared Ruyan's wrath and the potential physical confrontation. He didn’t have any power left, and even if he could win, how could he bring himself to do it? She was his wife after all.

While Lin Xuan was ruthless with enemies, he treated those close to him with great care.

For girls like Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er, he invested a lot of effort in expanding the Baxuan Pavilion. He certainly cared deeply for Ruyan.

Men should show their strength outside, not at home.

Thus, this could be seen as a benevolent lie, or rather, an omission. He simply didn’t mention Ouyang’s matters.

"Ha ha, Ruyan, you must have misunderstood. Why would I hide anything from you? It's just that so much has happened in these few decades; I don't know where to start," Lin Xuan felt a tinge of guilt but kept his expression neutral. He had long mastered the art of diplomacy since entering the Immortal Realm.

"Ah!"

Dream Ruyan didn’t suspect anything. Her husband’s rapid advancement within a century, reaching Inner Alchemy late-stage and matching Separation Realm power, was no small feat.

Her face softened with concern. "Just tell me one thing at a time."

"Alright, let me gather my thoughts." Lin Xuan frowned as he began to recount his journey from meeting Immortal Miao You, through his alliance with Dream Ruyan, and so on. He omitted certain details like their dual cultivation sessions and Moonling's rebirth as the Arhat King.

The former was out of fear that Ruyan would be furious, while the latter was to spare her unnecessary worry. The connection between Ouyang’s past life and true immortals was too terrifying for him to recount.

As a united couple, Lin Xuan preferred to bear the burden alone.

His account was slightly shortened but he was an expert at lying. Dream Ruyan didn’t detect any inconsistencies: "So that's how it is. I never imagined you went through so much in these few decades."

Lin Xuan nodded silently.

P.S., I had something else today, so this is the only chapter for now.
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"Shall my lord plan to ally with the Boundless Sea Pavilion and fight the Thousand Buddha Sect to the bitter end?" YuanYuan raised her delicate eyebrows as she spoke.

"My lady, what do you think?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. He was not one for pleasantries; his expression returned to its usual nonchalance: "I have no intention of making enemies with the Thousand Buddha Sect, but things have reached this point where there is no turning back. Regardless of how high up the Seven Sects' leader may be, since they provoked me, I must root them out completely."

"Mmm."

If it were another woman, perhaps she would have hesitated to advise him, but YuanYuan was different. She had once been the Lady of the Peacock Clan and a law unto herself, sharing a similar mindset with Lin Xuan: "My lord is right. If they dare to provoke us, we must eliminate them completely."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan's face showed a mix of relief and gratitude. With such a wife, what more could he ask for?

Just as he was about to speak, his brows suddenly furrowed in pain.

"My lord, what’s wrong?" The Peacock hurriedly asked with concern.

"It's nothing. I just expended too much mana fighting the Lion King and his son, and haven't had time to meditate," Lin Xuan forced a weak smile. He first used the Demon Fate Sword to fend off enemies, then unleashed a True Spirit Strike, depleting both his mana and some of his essence energy.

According to reason, Lin Xuan should have immediately rested, but he had no time for that. At this moment, he finally felt overwhelmed, his body in extreme discomfort.

"Then my lord, quickly enter your inner sanctuary to rest."

Having understood the situation, the Peacock no longer hesitated. She enveloped Lin Xuan with a five-colored aura and flew forward.

Soon they arrived at a tranquil valley. Despite his weakness, Lin Xuan could see that this was YuanYuan's sanctum.

With a flick of her delicate fingers, a token appeared in her palm. A red light shot into the air, causing ripples to appear in the atmosphere. A tunnel about ten feet wide opened before their eyes.

The two entered again and found themselves in an environment vastly different from what they had seen outside.

"This is the Momentary Illusion Array."

Lin Xuan was surprised. This was not a low-level illusion; he had read about it in *The Heavenly Origin Formation*.

It was a highly advanced illusion technique, said to originate from the妖族 and activated by their bloodline. It could only be awakened at the Separation Stage.

The Peacock clan was among those who possessed this ability.

"Could this禁制 have been set up by the Five-Colored Fairy?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"Yes, my lord is indeed well-informed. My mother cares for you and wants to prevent anyone from disturbing your meditation. That's why she set up this Momentary Illusion Array. Even Separation Stage existences would be delayed for a while," the Peacock explained.

"Ah."

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression thoughtful as he entered YuanYuan's sanctum with her.

Unlike the usual secluded abode of cultivators, YuanYuan’s sanctuary was elegantly decorated, more like a princess's chamber than a place for seclusion.

"Do you need me to assist in your meditation?" she asked.

"No need to rush. I just depleted my mana and lost some essence energy. A few minutes of sitting should restore it," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Very well. Then I'll stay outside and call if you need me." Despite being a woman, the Peacock's character did not allow her to act overly maternal. She raised her head and spoke again before turning to leave.

The room was left only for Lin Xuan. But as soon as he closed his eyes, a beautiful girl appeared in front of him. Yue'er lived in the Celestial Mechanism Mansion and had been by Lin Xuan's side constantly, so she naturally knew everything that happened. However, her jealousy was more about pretending to be upset rather than genuine.

Still, what did it matter? The Lady Peacock had been with the young master for a long time, and she never objected before. Now, expressing any disagreement would seem too ridiculous.

In his past life as the Arrogant King of the Asuras, he had led millions of demons and ghosts to slaughter the Spirit Realm, making him decisive in matters. But this life was vastly different.

The young girl was weak-willed and a typical good girl. She felt a bit jealous but didn't want to show it, so she acted like an ostrich in the Celestial Mechanism Mansion.

Only when the Peacock left did Yue'er reappear.

Of course, she wasn't here to scold Lin Xuan; seeing him pale and weak made her heartache. Any lingering resentment was quickly forgotten.

"Young Master, how do you feel? Can I help with anything?"

"Don't worry, Yue'er," Lin Xuan said apologetically but tenderly. "I can meditate on my own..."

Before he could finish, his brows furrowed deeper. He had taken some elixirs but hadn't meditated yet; most of the medicinal power remained in his dantian.

This was harmful to his body, so Lin Xuan closed his eyes and used Inner Vision...

Thus, Lin Xuan began restoring his lost essence energy.

For another cultivator, this would take at least half a month. But Lin Xuan's mana far surpassed that of his peers.

Firstly,

Secondly, he had plenty of elixirs to consume.

So, in just three days, he was back in top condition.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes but did not emerge from seclusion. Instead, he stretched out a hand and summoned an jade bottle from his waist.

Opening the lid, the fragrance filled the air as a dragon eye-sized Dragon Nucleus pill appeared before him.

Alluring Heavenly Pill.

This was the pill Lin Xuan obtained after eliminating the Heavenly Lion Sage.

While it wasn't immediately useful to Lin Xuan, it could eliminate the晋级阵法 that appeared during the晋级 process for妖族.

Of course, different races encountered different bottlenecks when advancing. Since YuanYuan and the Five-Colored Fairy were both from the Peacock Clan, if their mother faced such a bottleneck, YuanYuan would face the same challenge.

Although they had met by chance, Lin Xuan knew that before reaching the Profound Origin Stage, they could not be together for long. They must separate temporarily.

So, in preparation for her breakthrough, Lin Xuan decided to purify this Alluring Heavenly Pill.

Holding it in his palm, he used Inner Vision and saw both his inner infants full of vitality. Satisfied, he began调动 the blue starlight, which flowed through his meridians and into his hand.
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Lin Xuan's path to immortality was largely due to the Blue Star Sea Technique.

Moreover, not long ago, he had refined a charm pill once before, and this time it went even more smoothly. He managed to purify it into a middle-grade pill without much effort.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and looked at the refined charm pill in front of him with satisfaction, then placed it inside a jade bottle in his hand.

His essence energy had recovered, and all the charm pills for YuanYuan were prepared. By rights, he should have left seclusion now, but a look of hesitation appeared on his face.

"If two hearts are truly meant to be together, what does it matter if we don’t see each other every day?"

This common saying was equally applicable to cultivators.

If Lin Xuan and the Peacock could both advance to the Profound Void realm, they would naturally be able to stay together. But if he were to indulge in a moment of pleasure and perish in the upcoming battle, that would be a waste.

Lin Xuan wouldn't do such foolish things; nor was it just for show. After all, a good defensive treasure could sometimes determine the outcome of a fight at critical moments.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan's expression turned firm. He extended his hand and a blank transmission talisman flew out.

Bending down, he inserted his divine consciousness into the talisman. Once done, it was ready for him to record anything he wanted.

Next, he raised his hand and the transmission talisman transformed into a fiery light, flying out of his cave abode.

Of course, this was for the Peacock. He didn't know how long it would take to refine such a treasure, so he had to inform his beloved wife to avoid worrying her.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged again. Although refining the charm pill went smoothly, it still took up quite a bit of his energy.

Lin Xuan adjusted his breathing and after about half an hour, his spirit returned to its best state.

Then he flipped his left hand, and a shield appeared before him, radiating with dark light. The surface was covered in intricate patterns that looked like dragon scales.

Since acquiring this treasure, it had indeed helped Lin Xuan greatly. He felt a bit reluctant to discard it, but after re-refining it, he could still use it for quite some time.

Next, he took out various treasures from his storage bag. While the Black Dragon Shield and the玄龟 shell were fused, auxiliary materials would be needed.

He arranged everything neatly before finally taking out an jade box.

Opening the lid, a black object caught his eye.

Of course, this was the ancient turtle's shell, originally as big as a small mountain. He didn't know what technique Immortal Fairy Yuanyan used to shrink it down to the size of a palm.

The patterns on the shell were extremely complex; even with his broad knowledge from both the Daoist and demonic realms, he could only recognize about half of them.

After observing for some time without success, Lin Xuan sighed softly. He waved his sleeve, and a small egg-sized flame flew out.

It was the Azure Illusory Mystic Fire.

According to his sister's words, this shell was incredibly hard. Without his unique demonic flames, ordinary cultivators' infant fire might not be able to melt it at all.

But with the Azure Illusory Mystic Fire, which was inherently toxic, and combined with the essence of the劫火 he obtained in Cloud Ridge Mountains, its power was formidable indeed.

It took two days and two nights for the shell to finally show signs of melting. The surface began to glow, and silver-gray liquid droplets started seeping out.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he extended his right hand, grabbing a red powder from an jade bowl with a swift movement. His palm was enveloped in green light, then turned yellow, followed by red...

The colors changed rapidly for about the time it took to drink tea.

After thoroughly mixing his essence energy and the "Scorpion Powder," Lin Xuan waved his hand, and a red beam of light entered the shell.

Pfft...

A sound like water being poured into hot oil echoed in his ears as the silver-gray liquid droplets immediately boiled.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with excitement as he cast several more spells. After a moment, he picked up a piece of root-like material and added it to the mixture.

In cultivation, time seemed to pass differently, especially during treasure refinement.

After countless days and nights, Lin Xuan finally slowly opened his eyes. All materials were used up, and a shield about the size of a palm floated before him.

It looked similar to the Black Dragon Shield but felt more solid and heavy. The surface was covered in intricate patterns and faint runes that suggested its power.

Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled as he smiled with satisfaction. He waved his sleeve, and a short sword about a foot long appeared. "Quick!"

He pointed at it, and the green flame flashed, slicing forward like a gust of wind.

A light clink sounded, and the green flame was easily bounced back. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and merged the Azure Illusory Mystic Fire with it.

The short sword, now wrapped in demonic flames, appeared before his eyes.

Among all his treasures, the Green Flame's offensive power was second only to divine artifacts. The Azure Illusory Mystic Fire's power was also formidable when combined.

"Go!" With Lin Xuan's mental command, a green blade of light sliced forward. A clear sound echoed as the Black Dragon Shield emitted a brilliant light on its own.

A silver light curtain appeared, with runes flickering. That green blade struck hard and silently. Green and silver lights swirled continuously.

This process lasted several seconds before Lin Xuan raised his hand again, and the Green Flame sword flew back.

There were some minor cracks on the surface of the silver light curtain, but Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied. Without his command, this treasure could instinctively block such a sharp attack. In battle, it should be able to withstand the divine techniques of an elder cultivator.

With this treasure and the Azure Mystic Fire Armor working together, Lin Xuan had more confidence in the upcoming battle.

He waved his hand, and the silver light curtain vanished back into his palm.

After happily playing with it for a while, Lin Xuan stored it away in his storage bag.

Standing up slowly, Lin Xuan shook his head. He walked out of his cave abode.

"Young Master, you finally came out."

A clear voice greeted him as Moonlight rushed to his side.

"I've been waiting for you," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he hugged her waist.

"The maidservant has been waiting here all this time."

"You worked hard." Lin Xuan pinched her nose: "By the way, how long did I spend in seclusion?"

"About fifty days."

"What? Fifty days, that's too long."

"Yes, my lady carefully counted. It took three days to recover your essence energy, one day for refining the charm pills, and it was quite a while for the treasure refinement—forty-nine days in total." Moonlight counted her fingers as she spoke with a drowsy expression.

This...

Lin Xuan frowned. Nearly two months had passed, which wasn't much for cultivators but could lead to unforeseen changes under current circumstances. He didn't know if the Thousand Buddha Sect had taken any action or if Immortal Fairy Yuanyan was still in the Five Color Spirit Mountain.

With this thought, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine consciousness. His expression changed dramatically after a moment.

Confusion, doubt, shock, anxiety—various emotions appeared before him...
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"Master, what's the matter?"

A clear voice sounded in Lin Xuan's ears. The young girl looked puzzled. She had been with Lin Xuan for a hundred years, clinging to him through thick and thin.

Lin Xuan's face was clouded over. He took a deep breath and sighed after a long while. "Moon, have you not contacted the outside world at all these days?"

"No, I've been guarding here, never worrying about what happens outside."

"Mm."

Nodding his head, Lin Xuan said no more. Then he emitted a layer of green light all over his body and turned into an iridescent streak that flew out.

Moon's heart was filled with curiosity, but given her nature, she didn't ask any further questions. She followed closely behind the master.

However, Moon was now a late-stage元婴 cultivator. Thus, she subtly released her divine sense as well.

Soon, the young girl's expression changed. The entire Five-Color Spirit Mountain seemed to have undergone some major changes. High-ranking existences were nowhere to be seen.

After all, this was where the Five-Color Fairy practiced in seclusion. As a Separation Realm monster race, she wouldn't be alone; there would naturally be many subordinates, including dozens of transformed existence monsters.

But none of them could be found now. The mountain was empty except for some low-ranking monsters. Moon was also puzzled about what had happened here. Soon, the master and servant left the valley. A jade bottle, wrapped in a faint green light, floated mid-air. Lin Xuan's gaze sharpened as he stretched out his hand to gently tap it. The jade bottle fell into his palm.

Lin Xuan lowered his head and sank his divine sense in. It took him nearly half an hour before he reopened his eyes, but the expression on his face had grown even more gloomy.

"Master, how is it? What happened?"

"The Thousand Buddha Sect has already acted; they're besieging the Sky's End Pavilion."

Lin Xuan's face remained calm, but his tone betrayed some agitation.

"Oh, so the Five-Color Fairy and Sister Yuanyi are leading their subordinates to support them?"

Moon was taken aback before she showed a thoughtful expression on her face.

"That’s only half right."

"Half? What do you mean by that?"

"Yes, Sister has convinced the Five-Color Fairy to join forces. But this time, they're not going to the Sky's End Pavilion headquarters; brute force isn't the best strategy. They have other plans," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"But what are these other plans, Master?"

"Their plan is to lure and rescue. The incident happened three days ago. Sister Ruyan returned to her sect to handle the grand assembly while the Five-Color Fairy and Yuanyi led their subordinates to sweep through the Thousand Buddha Sect headquarters in Yunzhou inland, hoping to cut off their roots."

Three days ago, Dream Ruyan received a transmission from within her sect about the scattered forces of the Thousand Buddha Sect appearing in the outer sea of Yunzhou. She was asked to quickly devise strategies for repelling them.

Thus, Dream Ruyan and the Five-Color Fairy made plans for this strategy.

While Lin Xuan was still sequestered in his meditation, they left behind the jade cylinder that had transmitted their message.

"Master, what do you intend to do? Should we go to the Sky's End Pavilion headquarters or head back to Yunzhou inland?"

"We'll head to Full Moon Island," Lin Xuan replied without hesitation.

After all, the Sky's End Pavilion was one of the seven major forces in Yunzhou and shouldn't be underestimated. With the advantage of timing, terrain, and manpower, if the Thousand Buddha Sect dared to besiege their headquarters, they must have prepared thoroughly.

They wouldn't leave anything to chance; most of their top experts were likely dispatched.

In other words, as long as there wasn't any unexpected twist, the Five-Color Fairy and Yuanyi should be able to successfully attack the Thousand Buddha Sect headquarters.

The key now was whether Full Moon Island could hold out against the siege. If it fell, all efforts would be in vain.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan naturally decided to help Sister Ruyan.

In Yunzhou, there shouldn't be any issues.

After hearing Master's analysis, Moon agreed that it made sense: "Alright, let's go and help Brother the bald one."

There was no time to lose. Moon returned to the Heavenly Fortune Mansion while Lin Xuan emitted a layer of green light and flew towards Full Moon Island.

Hopefully, they wouldn't be too late for the intense battle.

Meanwhile, about a million li away,

Full Moon Island, headquarters of the Sky's End Pavilion. Once considered a holy site in the outer sea of Yunzhou, it was now shrouded in a solemn atmosphere.

Even five hundred years ago, when eighty-one allied forces besieged their headquarters, the situation had never been as dire.

Back then, although outsiders didn't have much faith in the Sky's End Pavilion, its cultivators were confident with the Supreme Elder sitting at the helm. These minor troublemakers only sought their own destruction.

Now, it was different. The Thousand Buddha Sect was also one of the seven major forces in Yunzhou and could match them evenly or even be stronger.

Facing such an enemy, they couldn't afford any complacency; a single misstep could lead to total annihilation.

Just as Lin Xuan returned from Five-Color Mountain, racing back at top speed,

On Full Moon Island, there was a magnificent tower. In the grand hall, nearly a hundred beautiful female cultivators gathered. They ranged in age and figure, but most were pleasing to the eye.

They looked like they had entered an emperor's harem, but if one delved into their minds with divine sense, no one would dare harbor any improper thoughts.

For these beautiful women were all late-stage元婴 cultivators.

Although the Sky's End Pavilion was one of the seven major forces in Yunzhou, it only accepted female disciples over a million years. Most of its internal cultivation methods had anti-aging effects. Thus, despite the elders being hundreds of years old, their appearances resembled those of young women in their twenties.

They gathered to discuss strategies for repelling the enemy.

Among them, the four most prominent figures were all late-stage元婴 cultivators.

One was a middle-aged woman with lingering charm, whom Lin Xuan had met before—Lady Jiyue. However, she wasn't the one with the deepest cultivation; even among late-stage元婴 cultivators, there could be significant differences in strength.

Seated on the main seat at the head of the hall was a young-looking girl who appeared to be only sixteen or seventeen years old. Her appearance couldn't be described as beautiful but was very refined. However, all the other women looked at her with both respect and fear. This seemingly ordinary young woman was actually the sect master of the Sky's End Pavilion.

She was whispering something to Lady Jiyue.

Even among the late-stage元婴 elders, many had expressions of alarm on their faces as they faced the impending siege.

But just then, a cold voice echoed in their ears: "What are you all panicking for? When soldiers come, we fight them; when enemies come, we bury them. The Thousand Buddha Sect isn't weak. Do I look like I can be easily bullied?"

Before the words were finished, a fragrant breeze wafted as Dream Ruyan entered the grand hall.
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"Salute Senior Auntie."

The faces of the women present all showed a respectful expression as they curtsied and bowed to Mu Ru Yan.

Although those who could stay in Grand Hall Ling were all senior elders, few had actually seen Mu Ru Yan herself. As a Separation Realm cultivator, Mu Ru Yan only nominally held the position of head at the Far Horizon Pavilion; she usually wouldn't ask many questions about matters.

However, with the current situation different and facing the formidable Wutuo Sect as one of the Seven Great Forces in Cloud Province, the Far Horizon Pavilion was now at its most perilous moment in a million years. The conflict could not be reconciled, so naturally, Mu Ru Yan had to step up to take charge.

Despite having concealed her aura, the underlying pressure still left everyone speechless. With the female cultivators of Cloud Province seated here, the expressions of the elders calmed down.

"Junior Niece Ji, how is the situation? Where have those bald monks arrived at Wujin Island, and do we know anything about their strength?" Mu Ru Yan's beautiful eyes flickered as she spoke with a cold voice in the grand hall.

"Senior Auntie, according to reports from our external affairs disciples, those monks have already arrived at Wujin Island…" Ji Yue Ru said respectfully.

"Wujin Island. So they are only one day away from our main base." Mu Ru Yan's delicate brows furrowed as she revealed a sinister expression.

"Yes," Ji Yue Ru nodded, her face showing a hint of worry: "We couldn't ascertain their exact strength, but roughly counting them, there are nearly ten thousand cultivators."

"Ten thousand? Impossible. Senior Sister Ji, did you make a mistake? While Wutuo Sect has many disciples, even if we include the affiliated sects and families, it's impossible to gather ten thousand cultivators." The speaker was a beautiful woman in purple attire who appeared no more than twenty years old, with a delicate appearance but formidable cultivation. She was an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator.

The others nodded in agreement; ten thousand seemed exaggerated. As one of the top twelve forces in the Heavenly Cloud Provinces, it wasn't impossible to have ten thousand disciples, but most were at the Flexible Spirit Stage.

Low-rank disciples were a foundation for a sect's survival and prosperity, but they played no role in such decisive battles. Those monks wouldn’t be so naive; this attack on our main base should involve only Core Formation cultivators or above, not tens of thousands.

"Senior Sister Ji, could those monks just be creating a false impression to confuse us?" Another clear voice entered the conversation. The speaker had an unremarkable appearance.

Ji Yue Ru shook her head with a grave expression: "The situation is far more serious than everyone imagines. If it were only the Far Horizon Pavilion, gathering ten thousand cultivators wouldn't be easy. But our enemy this time also includes Li Hai Valley."

"Li Hai Valley? Senior Sister, you mean those half-human, half-ghost creatures are joining forces with Wutuo Sect to attack us on Yu Zhou Island?" The speaker was a young woman who looked no more than sixteen or seventeen years old but was an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator and the most powerful among the four major figures.

Her surname was Su, and she was the head of the Far Horizon Pavilion. Su Jinchun's cultivation technique was somewhat special; her youthfulness was astonishing.

Before she could finish speaking, other elders in the grand hall were shocked. Dealing with one Wutuo Sect would be difficult enough, but Li Hai Valley had also joined forces.

"Senior Sister, is this information confirmed?"

"It can't be true. Our sect has no grudge against Li Hai Valley; why would they suddenly turn hostile?" Another female cultivator in red attire couldn’t help exclaiming in surprise.

"If it's really like that, with ten thousand cultivators on the other side, we won't stand a chance," another voice said.

"Don't worry. They have allies, and our Far Horizon Pavilion is not alone. This situation was foreseen by this palace." Mu Ru Yan’s brows furrowed as she spoke coldly in the grand hall.

Hearing her words, everyone gradually calmed down.

"Senior Auntie, you mean we won’t be fighting alone but will have strong reinforcements?" Su Jinchun's face showed a hint of surprise. "Yes, this is precisely the strategy to weaken them from within. Although they are allied with Li Hai Valley, it’s still uncertain who will win," Mu Ru Yan said.

"Then as you command, disciples will risk their lives for our sect." Ji Yue Ru spoke respectfully; the future was unpredictable, but at this point, there was no choice but to fight those bald monks regardless of anything else.

"Yes, Junior Niece Ji. As always responsible for outer sea defense, pass down my decree and have all outer pavilion disciples return to Yu Zhou Island."

"Letting outer pavilion disciples come back? Senior Auntie… This goes against our sect’s rules," a female cultivator in red attire couldn’t help exclaiming.

The Far Horizon Pavilion had been passed down for over a million years, only accepting female cultivators. However, after approval from elders, these female disciples could marry and have families.

From this perspective, the sect's rules did have some human touch; however, once married, they were not allowed to return to the main base without summons, regardless of their strength or former roles within the sect.

But it wasn’t about expelling them. It was just a change from inner pavilion disciples to outer ones.

Outer pavilion disciples couldn't return to the main base, but there were numerous small islands in Yu Zhou Island’s vicinity, many with active spirit veins. After marriage, these outer pavilion disciples could settle on one of those smaller islands and establish their own cultivation families.

These families became vassals of the Far Horizon Pavilion, forming a barrier against external enemies. However, if they returned to the main base, it would be more advantageous for them to use the protective arrays and various prohibitions as cover to negotiate with the enemy.

Although these family cultivators were slightly weaker than the sect's elite disciples, their strength could not be underestimated in critical moments.

"Stupid rules are made by humans. In this situation, we can't afford to care about such trivial matters." Mu Ru Yan’s expression showed a hint of displeasure as she spoke coldly.

Seeing Senior Auntie get angry, even the advanced-stage Core Formation cultivators present fell silent. Ji Yue Ru bowed and said: "Disciple will follow your command."
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"Also, order the Great Array of Protection to be activated. Do not conserve crystal stones; send disciples directly to the Ice Heart Pavilion. Their cultivation is too low to affect the grand scheme, and we cannot allow this conflict to damage our sect's foundation." Lady Ruyan's clear voice echoed in his ears.

"Yes."

As time passed, Lady Ruyan issued one command after another, and the female cultivators in the hall all wore expressions of respect. No one dared to express any disagreement.

In cultivation circles compared to secular society, there was a more rigid hierarchy. As a Separation Period cultivator, Lady Ruyan held a special position at the Heavenly Edge Pavilion. Moreover, with Wumu Sect and Liulou Valley pressing down on them, it was impossible for anyone in the room to discern priorities amidst their current predicament.

All unpleasant matters had to be put aside; the most crucial task now was how to repel the enemy. They could not let their sect's legacy fall into their own hands.

With Lady Ruyan’s orders, many cultivators began evacuating from nearby islands towards the Heavenly Edge Pavilion’s main headquarters.

In the sky cars, multicolored streaks of light were visible everywhere as teams of beautiful female cultivators maintained order. The atmosphere was heavy with tension; news of Wumu Sect and Liulou Valley's impending assault had reached every disciple.

Chen Xue, who had been a member of the Heavenly Edge Pavilion for over twenty years, was a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator. Although her cultivation level was insignificant within the sect, she was still from a prestigious lineage. Even condensation core stage cultivators would not dare to underestimate her in the outer seas of Yunzhou.

This was the benefit of being under the protection of a powerful sect.

However, now their proud sect faced an existential threat.

"Senior Sister, do you think our Heavenly Edge Pavilion can get through thisdifficulty hurdle?" A clear voice echoed. Chen Xue turned around and saw Zheng E, her long-time friend from the same sect.

"I have no idea; even our senior cousins and uncles are equally worried," Chen Xue sighed, her face filled with concern. Low-ranking disciples like them were almost certain to become cannon fodder once the battle began.

"But we have Senior Ruyan. I've heard that five hundred years ago, the Alliance of Eighty-One Families also ended in failure." Zheng E said, somewhat puzzled.

"How can that compare? The so-called Alliance of Eighty-One Families was just a bunch of random bandits," Chen Xue replied. "But Wumu Sect and Liulou Valley are among the seven major forces in Yunzhou..."

Just as she spoke, a loud explosion echoed, startling both women. They looked up, seeing bright light from afar, with flying magical artifacts and numerous cultivators already fallen.

An attack!

"Impossible. The intelligence said that the enemy was last seen on Rock Gold Island two hours ago; they should still be at least a day's journey away," the two women were shocked, but there was no time for them to think further.

The Supreme Elder had already issued an edict: deserters would be executed without mercy!

Despite their unease, both women reached into their storage bracelets and summoned their spiritual artifacts. They flew towards the battlefield.

Though only Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, they covered a thousand feet in an instant.

"Haha, two more little guys running to their deaths."

A hoarse voice echoed, but neither woman could see who spoke before feeling a pain at the back of their necks and losing their heads.

The wind blew gently, and within several miles, the air was thick with blood. Nearly one hundred cultivators from the Heavenly Edge Pavilion and its followers lay dead, killed by a bald-headed monk.

Despite only ten attackers, as an Incarnation Stage cultivator, he easily overpowered the Foundation Establishment disciples without breaking a sweat.

The main force of Wumu Sect and Liulou Valley had just crossed Rock Gold Island, still a day's journey from the Heavenly Edge Pavilion. However, high-ranking experts had already sneaked in.

This was not limited to this place; hundreds of Incarnation Stage experts were attacking low-ranking cultivators on the entire Yizhou Island.

Meanwhile, two hundred miles west of Yizhou Island, several streaks of light descended onto a small, unremarkable island.

There weren't many people, but they split into two groups. On one side stood five monks in bright red robes; the old monk seemed to be over a hundred years old, with a kind face and golden skin that hinted at his divine status.

On the other side were a pair of dual-cultivation partners: the man looked about forty, thin and tall, with protruding eyes that glowed blood-red. He did not resemble a human but rather resembled a ghostly creature. Beside him stood a young woman in her prime; though not breathtakingly beautiful, she was undoubtedly an outstanding beauty.

Beside them were five other cultivators.

The small island covered only several miles and had no remarkable features. However, if someone happened to pass by, they would surely be terrified.

There were only twelve cultivators in total, but all of them were late-stage Incarnation Stage experts. The kind-faced old monk and the strange dual-cultivation partners exuded pressure without revealing it; clearly, they were legendary Separation Period experts.

With so many powerful figures, no single one of the seven major forces could match them. Their identities were clear: the old monk with golden skin was the last Supreme Elder of Wumu Sect, Venerable Xianxuan. The dual-cultivation partners came from Liulou Valley; the man was known as True Source Immortal, but in secret, he was called True Source Corpse King.

It is said that his true form was a sentient zombie who had lived for tens of thousands of years, having devoured countless cultivators' golden cores and finally reached Separation. As for the woman, she was indeed a human cultivator—Snake Demon Immortal!

From her name alone, one could tell how ruthless she was; countless men and women had fallen at her hands. The most unbelievable part was that two hundred years ago, she had performed a dual-cultivation ceremony with True Source Corpse King, jointly ruling Liulou Valley.

While it couldn't be said to be unprecedented, it certainly left people speechless.

Of course, these matters were of no concern to others; other cultivators only whispered about them privately. Who dared to provoke such formidable elders?

Moreover, despite their strange appearance, their strength was undeniable. Their cultivation methods complemented each other perfectly, and working together, their power could be multiplied exponentially.

It is said that once they had sparred with the Pavilion of Hope, though they lost, the Pavilion’s master still praised their abilities, which was quite remarkable.
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After the twelve cultivators descended from their light formations, they each closed their eyes and directed their gaze towards Immortal Isle.

Less than half a cup of tea later, satisfaction spread across all their faces.

"Master Huixuan truly has an excellent plan. The Skyfarer Sea Pavilion's lowly maid wouldn't have thought we were still here on Great Gold Island, but your and my sects' high-ranking officials had already infiltrated this place," the Corpse King of Clear Origin's face showed a hint of viciousness, yet his tone remained utterly calm as he spoke.

"Indeed. Although it is not uncommon for both sides to send their vanguard forces in battle, they are usually composed of Foundation Establishment and Condensation Core disciples who test each other’s strength. But this time, we have deployed all our elite forces, sending our Core Formation experts ahead so that we can catch them off guard," the Fairy Lady with a Scorpion's Nature giggled seductively, her voice filled with allure.

"Namaste, I had no choice but to act as I did." Master Huixuan sighed compassionately. "The Skyfarer Sea Pavilion has gone against the ways of heaven and earth. Your two sects must fight for justice, thus you have no choice but to exterminate demons."

Before he could finish speaking, several old monsters from Great Desolate Valley were already shivering all over.

What justice? In the cultivation world, it's survival of the fittest. At the end of the day, it’s about one's own interests. This old bald monk is too hypocritical.

Though they inwardly scoffed, as allies, some things couldn’t be said. After all, they were still in a partnership and didn't need to delve into this issue further.

"How will we proceed with our plan?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin asked, his eyes flashing red with concern.

"Correct. With only around three hundred Core Formation cultivators from your sects and their vassal clans, it’s far too few in number," the Corpse King of Clear Origin said, his eyes flickering with worry.

"I have heard that those women at the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion excel in sword formations. If they use the forbidden techniques to aid them, a dozen or so Condensation Core female cultivators can block an Elder from our side," the Fairy Lady with a Scorpion's Nature turned her head and said with a slight smile.

"Namaste, your concerns are well-founded. Ambushing the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion with our Core Formation experts will certainly be a surprise attack, but it’s impossible to break through their stronghold of Immortal Isle, which has been under siege for a million years," Master Huixuan said with a benevolent smile, yet his eyes revealed his cunning.

"Then what is your plan?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin bared his fangs and exuded an overwhelming stench of decay.

"Master, you jest. How could I not trust my allies? My strategy is simple: we will have our Core Formation Elders lure their attention while we three sneak in," Master Huixuan said with a mysterious smile.

"Sneaking into the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion to kill Dream Like-Yan?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin was taken aback, showing surprise.

"Of course not. Although Dream Like-Yan is arrogant and unreasonable, her strength cannot be underestimated. This place is deep in the sea with abundant water essence. Her Cloudfall Snow Sword Formation can add an extra thirty percent to its power. Killing her would be a joke," said the Corpse King of Clear Origin.

"Hmph. While Dream Like-Yan’s strength isn’t weak, Master is a late-stage Separation and Union cultivator. Advancing beyond this level is extremely difficult, but every step up in cultivation greatly enhances one's magical abilities. Compared to before, it’s incomparable," the Corpse King of Clear Origin sneered.

"Your Highness speaks well. Even if killing Dream Like-Yan is challenging, it’s not impossible with Master’s current power and abilities," said the Fairy Lady with a Scorpion's Nature, her voice filled with allure.

"Namaste, your words are too kind." Master Huixuan shook his head. "My advancement to late-stage was merely luck, and I haven’t had enough time for my realm to stabilize. How could I possibly have greatly increased power?"

Despite the monk’s humility, the Corpse King and Fairy Lady didn't believe him. This old monk was cunning indeed, but as allies, they didn’t need to delve into this issue further.

"How will you use our Core Formation experts to attract their attention while we three sneak in?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin asked slowly.

"Simple. With our Core Formation experts drawing their attention, we can quietly enter and find the array’s weak point," Master Huixuan said with a smile.

"Sneaking into the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion to kill Dream Like-Yan? Isn’t that your goal?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin asked in surprise.

"Of course not. While Dream Like-Yan is arrogant, her strength cannot be underestimated. If we can defeat or kill her, the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion will surely suffer a crushing defeat," Master Huixuan said with a hint of malice in his eyes.

"But if we really kill Dream Like-Yan, won’t you get into trouble?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin asked hoarsely.

"Trouble? The Skyfarer Sea Pavilion and Pine Wind Academy have never been on good terms. But how can Master not know about the connection between Tower of Hope and this woman? Back then, Fairy Ice was known as the first beauty in the Twelve Cloud States. Tower of Hope nearly became her brother-in-law," the Corpse King of Clear Origin said slowly.

"Then you're afraid?" the Fairy Lady with a Scorpion's Nature asked with a hint of anger.

"Not at all. If Dream Like-Yan dares to come out, it would be better. Defeating or killing her will surely demoralize the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion," Master Huixuan said with malice in his eyes.

"But if we really kill Dream Like-Yan, won’t you get into trouble?" the Corpse King of Clear Origin asked hoarsely.

"Trouble? The Skyfarer Sea Pavilion and Pine Wind Academy have never been on good terms. But how can Master not know about the connection between Tower of Hope and this woman? Back then, Fairy Ice was known as the first beauty in the Twelve Cloud States. Tower of Hope nearly became her brother-in-law," the Corpse King of Clear Origin said slowly.
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"Of course, I've heard about this matter. But what of it?"

"How so? Don't you think the Master is truly unconcerned?" The Viperess Fairy was somewhat surprised as she spoke: "After all, Old Man at the Pavilion of Hope Tower is a late-stage Separation and Union cultivator. His powers are beyond our reach. Apart from that old demon from the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley, no one in the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud dares to challenge him."

"Humph! I know the power of Pavilion of Hope Tower, but it has been eight hundred years since he was infatuated with Fairy Heart Refinement. The world changes, and the once top beauty of Yunzhou is now unknown. Dreamlike Cuckoo never recognized this brother-in-law either. With Pavilion of Hope Tower's character, do you think he would fight us for the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion out of boredom?"

Master Hui Xuan's slow voice entered my ears, filled with a tone of disapproval.

"But what if..."

"There is no 'what if.' Cultivators rise early only when there's profit. Pavilion of Hope Tower will never start an unnecessary conflict with us. If he wanted to favor Dreamlike Mother, he would have intervened long ago during the conflict between our sect and Skyfarer Sea Pavilion."

"Since Master has such confidence, we can rest easy," said the Red-eyed Corpse King, his eyes flashing red as he spoke slowly.

Beside the three late-stage Separation and Union cultivators were nine middle-stage Core Formation cultivators. In another setting, these people could shake the cultivation world with a single step, but now they kept their mouths tightly shut, daring not to say much more.

On the other side of the island, Iceheart Pavilion in Yongzhou Island.

Several female cultivators gathered around, all at least middle-stage Core Formation.

Fairy Ruyan had already decided on a strategy to defend against the enemy, but she still needed to carefully plan the deployment of troops and formations.

These women held important positions within Skyfarer Sea Pavilion.

"Third Sister, following Uncle's instructions, we've abandoned all outer islands and withdrawn our disciples and their cultivation families back to the main hall. How is this going?" The young girl in court attire spoke with a very youthful appearance.

She was Su Yilin, the current head of Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, who had reached middle-stage Core Formation over two hundred years ago.

"Big Sister, don't worry. I've already given orders, and everything is proceeding smoothly. We should be able to complete the withdrawal in another two hours," said Ji Yue with a cool voice as she opened her lips slightly.

Su Yilin's face showed satisfaction before she turned to the left: "Sister Ying, theprohibition of this island are usually managed by Monkey. How is the activation going?"

"The main hall has over eighty-oneprohibition in total, including the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array. Apart from that array, most have already been activated," said a melodious voice, but the speaker's appearance was shocking.

She too was a middle-stage Core Formation cultivator. Her left side was breathtakingly beautiful, comparable to Qin Yan in elegance and grace. However, her right side was as dry and withered as tree bark.

Her skin lacked any luster, and muscles were deeply sunken. A single glance made one's scalp tingle; such ugliness could not be described in words.

But appearances can be deceiving. This Rui Ying was also a middle-stage Core Formation cultivator, and her strength was rumored to surpass Pavilion Head Su Yilin.

To lead Skyfarer Sea Pavilion required not just power but good judgment to coordinate internal affairs effectively.

Before Qin Yan's entry into Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, Rui Ying was believed to be the most likely candidate for late-stage Separation and Union. Her talent was obvious, and her dedication to cultivation was extreme.

She had once been breathtakingly beautiful, but this transformation was due to a special technique called The Withered Appearance Art.

This art was founded by the thirty-fourth Pavilion Head, an extraordinary genius. It was powerful and easier to advance with compared to other techniques, but its side effect was disfigurement.

The goal of cultivation is longevity, but for women, beauty often surpasses life itself.

After The Withered Appearance Art's creation, it remained dormant until Rui Ying became the second to practice it. Her dedication to the Way was evident.

"Why hasn't the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array been activated? Shouldn't the required crystal stones have been replenished long ago?" Su Yilin raised her eyebrows slightly in puzzlement.

"Following Uncle's instructions, the crystal stones were indeed replenished early on. However, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array is an ancestral technique that can harness cosmic energy, so it requires time to gather its strength."

"I see."

Su Yilin nodded and was about to speak further when a green light flashed, and a strange flame flew into the hall.

Su Yilin paused as she beckoned for the flame to land in her palm. It was an ancient-looking talisman, which she immediately examined with her divine sense.

Her expression turned to shock and anger.

"Big Sister, what's going on?" asked Ji Yue from below, her voice cool.

"The enemy's vanguard has already infiltrated Yongzhou Island."

"So what? Such a scale of conflict is normal for some disciples to harass and probe our defenses," said the woman in purple as she smoothed her hair, showing clear disapproval.

"You know nothing. The vanguards of Thousand Buddha Sect and Desolate Soul Valley are not low-level cultivators."

"Not low-level cultivators?" Rui Ying's expression changed.

"Correct. They're all middle-stage Core Formation cultivators, numbering in the hundreds. Their main force is still at Quejin Island, but our experts are being ambushed by lightly armed attackers," Su Yilin's body began to emit a hint of anger as she spoke: "Sisters, it seems they want to catch us off guard before the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array can be activated."

"Big Sister is right. They probably plan this way, but even without the array, our otherprohibition are not easily broken," Ji Yue's face showed a hint of mockery.

"But with such a large enemy force, we cannot fight head-on; we must delay them as much as possible. Third Sister, how long will it take to activate the Nine Palaces Sword Array?"

The last question was directed at Rui Ying.

"About nine hours."

"What? Nine?" The other women's faces turned pale.

"Yes," said Rui Ying with a nod.

A foreboding feeling spread among them. Nine hours without the support of the Nine Palaces Sword Array, could they withstand hundreds of middle-stage Core Formation cultivators?

Although Fairy Ruyan was present to oversee this, Thousand Buddha Sect and Desolate Soul Valley had their own late-stage Separation and Union experts as well.
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"Little Sister Liu, you must immediately inform Uncle at the Illusory Moon Pavilion. Ask her to take charge of this matter," Su Jinchun's eyes flashed with a sharp light as he spoke in an icy tone.

"Respectful edict."

A young girl dressed in green bowed and then emitted a bright green glow before shooting out like a streak of lightning toward the Illusory Moon Pavilion.

"Deputy sisters, we must not delay. We should act quickly to counter the attack. Otherwise, with so many disciples below, they won't be able to withstand hundreds of元婴期 cultivators. Remember, avoid direct confrontation with the enemy and use the禁制阵法 to buy time. As long as the Nine Palaces Sword Formation is activated, even if Wangting Pavilion arrives here, breaking through will not be easy."

"We understand, Senior Sister. The Five-Colored Immortal has already left for the inland of Yunzhou. We just need to hold back their offensive."

"That's right. Although the protective array hasn't been fully activated, we still have the advantage of timing and location. Blocking the enemy's attack should not be a problem."

Despite the sudden assault from the Ten Thousand Buddhist Sect and Lielun Valley, the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion was still one of the seven major forces in Yunzhou. Moreover, they knew that their sect had allied with the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain. Thus, facing this unexpected turn of events, the elders were not panicking.

After a brief discussion, they all went out to face the enemy.

In an instant, centered around Immortal Isle, within a hundred miles, blood and gore spread everywhere. Knowing that the vanguard was composed of cultivators above the元婴期, the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion kept their lower-ranking disciples hidden. Over a hundred元婴 elders led several thousand condensation core female cultivators to meet them head-on, layer by layer blocking their attacks.

The path of cultivation is arduous; each level brings an incomparable increase in power. Usually, even ten condensation core cultivators together could not match one billion-year-old monster. However, here was the main base of the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, where female cultivators had the advantage of timing, location, and manpower. With the help of various禁制, they were holding their own for now.

At the same time, several tens of thousands of miles away, a streak of lightning cut through the sky as Lin Xuan raced toward the main base of the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion.

Amidst the light, was an unremarkable-looking young man. No doubt, it was Lin Xuan.

Upon leaving Five-Colored Spirit Mountain, Lin Xuan had learned about the start of the great battle and rushed over without delay.

With the Ten Thousand Buddhist Sect in full force, things should be fine at Yuanjiao’s place; after all, her mother is a Separation-Union Beast. At this moment, there shouldn't be any powerful experts left in the Ten Thousand Buddhist Sect.

The key to this battle was whether Immortal Isle could hold out. Thus, Lin Xuan did not dare delay. After all, his strength was clear to him; he wouldn’t be at a disadvantage against Separation-Union cultivators. Moer after merging with Deva Blood, her abilities were no less formidable.

So, even though there were only two of them, their combat power should not be underestimated. At critical moments, they could even turn the tide of battle.

With Lin Xuan’s current cultivation level, his speed was naturally incredible. Even though it was several tens of thousands of miles to the main base of the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, he should arrive in about three more hours at this rate.

Of course, this was because of his special situation; there were many pills for replenishing essence energy in the storage talisman. Otherwise, he would never dare travel so recklessly without conserving his energy, as a fierce battle awaited him upon arrival.

Facing such formidable enemies, Lin Xuan had no confidence in victory but was still confident about self-preservation.

The sea was vast, and it rarely encountered cultivators. Even if they did, the sight of green light would startle them before any thunderous sounds reached their ears.

These cultivators were greatly alarmed, thinking they might have run into a high-level monster or some demon. They all fled in fear without daring to look around.

Lin Xuan traveled unimpeded and arrived at Immortal Isle with incredible speed.

After a short while, he had entered the waters of Jigou Island.

Speaking of Jigou Island, it was quite famous among the outer seas of Yunzhou. Not only did it have vast land, but there was also the largest market on the island.

As the saying goes, "follow the mountain to eat from the mountain and follow the sea to eat from the sea." This principle held true for cultivators as well.

In the depths of the ocean, countless sea beasts and妖族 roamed. While dangerous, these resources provided endless opportunities for cultivation.

The inner organs, skin, bones, and other parts of these beasts were highly sought after.

Although there weren't many crystal stones in the ocean, these resources were far more abundant than on the mainland.

Thus, scattered cultivators as well as sects and families usually relied on hunting sea beasts for their livelihood. After each expedition, they would sell whatever they couldn’t use to the market for crystal stones, which served as currency in the cultivation world. Jigou Island had the largest market in the outer seas, serving as a resting place for cultivators.

This market was extremely wealthy and jointly operated by several major sects and families. As the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion dominated the outer seas, they held 60% of this market's share.

The remaining 40% was divided among other sects.

Every day, huge amounts of transactions took place. The market acquired various materials from treasure hunters, including skin, bones, inner organs, and even flesh, then resold them to cultivators on the mainland for crystal stones and various灵草.

In essence, this market had a commercial nature and was an important industry for the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion.

Although they didn't control all of it, the Ten Thousand Buddhist Sect and Lielun Valley cared little. Most of their powerful experts had already rushed to Immortal Isle, while the remaining forces were led by a few元婴 elders who moved slowly.

When passing through Jigou Island, they naturally wouldn’t miss out on such an opportunity. Not only was the market connected to the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, but the piles of goods in the market also aroused their desire.

There was no need for politeness; in the cultivation world, it was a matter of survival of the fittest. Thus, the two factions rushed toward Jigou Island like tigers entering a flock of sheep.

Although most of the powerful experts from both sides had gone to the Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, there were still over twenty元婴 cultivators left. Several thousand condensation core cultivators and nearly ten thousand筑基 disciples.

With such a formidable presence, dealing with Jigou Island was like a lion hunting a rabbit; it was simple and effortless.

Although the island’s array had already been activated, tens of thousands of cultivators simply threw fireballs, which were devastating. After several rounds of attacks, the禁制 broke, leading to one-sided massacres.

Coincidentally, when Lin Xuan arrived at this sea area, Jigou Island's禁制 was just broken. The large forces from Lielun Valley and Ten Thousand Buddhist Sect rushed in like tigers into sheep.

Spirits of various灵器 flew about, flames shot up, and explosions filled the air.

With his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan naturally sensed the changes ahead. He slowed down as his light stopped.
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Lin Xuan was currently about fifty miles away from Quejin Island.

Even at such a distance, the terrifying flames still dazzled his eyes, lighting up half of the sky.

"Master, what happened?" A clear voice entered his ears. The little girl couldn't resist her boredom and had already flown out of Tianji Mansion with a flash of white light.

"I have no idea, but judging by the situation, it seems that something has changed on one of the islands ahead," Lin Xuan said slowly.

According to reason, he was currently busy aiding the Lingyun Sect in the distant sea, so there shouldn't be any unexpected events. However, could this large island being engulfed in battle have anything to do with those bald monks?

He didn’t rush at that moment. Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his extremely powerful divine consciousness.

Within less than half a cup of tea’s time, Lin Xuan raised his head, but his face turned incredibly gloomy.

Indeed, the attackers were practitioners from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect. However, their strength was far greater than what he had anticipated. Besides the monks, there were also many civilian cultivators, even some ghostly creatures.

Although it was one of the seven major forces in Yunzhou and had numerous affiliated sects, they couldn't be this powerful. Could it be that the other side had allied with Li Hai's Valley of Vengeful Souls?

Lin Xuan began to speculate. This wasn’t a strange thing at all; he and his wife had heard about Quejin Island as the largest market in the outer sea, filled with countless treasures. Not only was it a gathering place for cultivators, but many couples also came here after their double cultivation ceremony.

These newlyweds were indeed unlucky to be on this honeymoon when the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect attacked. They managed to escape from the demon lair despite some dangerous experiences, but then they encountered an unknown old Immortal of the late-stage Inner Core Realm halfway through their journey. Their hearts were filled with anxiety and fear.

"Which sect are you from? What happened on Quejin Island?"

Lin Xuan’s voice was extremely calm, yet his tone was incredibly authoritative. Although he had already known what had happened through divine consciousness, he wanted to hear the details directly from them.

"I am a disciple of the White Shark Gang. I don’t know exactly what happened," the man replied respectfully.

"You don’t know?" Lin Xuan frowned and said unexpectedly.

"Do not be angry, Master. I would never dare to lie to you. It was like this: my wife and I came to Quejin Island for shopping. We were awakened by a loud noise in the middle of the night. When we went outside, we found that our island’s protective array had been broken, and thousands upon thousands of enemies had invaded. I didn’t understand what happened," the man explained anxiously.

"Then you don’t know who these enemies are?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, his eyes flashing with sharp light as he asked.

"Of course, I have a clear idea. Although the island was in chaos, the identity of the enemy had already spread: it’s the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Li Hai's Valley of Vengeful Souls," the man said gritting his teeth.

It wasn’t surprising that he was angry. Newly married, they came to the island for shopping but met such a situation, nearly losing their lives.

They only had a grudge with Lingyun Sect, yet upon arriving at the island, they killed people indiscriminately without asking about their affiliation. If it weren’t for good fortune, both of them would have already perished.

After hearing the man’s account, Lin Xuan’s mind raced. In an instant, he came up with a clever plan.

"Hmph, there's nothing strange here. The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Li Hai's Valley of Vengeful Souls mobilized ten thousand cultivators this time, not just to destroy Lingyun Sect," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"What? They have other intentions besides destroying Lingyun Sect?" the man exclaimed in surprise.

"Indeed. The outer sea is rich, with countless treasures. The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Li Hai's Valley of Vengeful Souls have long coveted them. You think they are only at odds with Lingyun Sect; that’s just an excuse. Their true goal is to annex the entire outer sea," Lin Xuan said convincingly.

"Master… How do you know this?" The man widened his eyes, as such a conspiracy was indeed shocking.

"Hmph, although I was born in the outer sea, I have been traveling around Yunzhou for decades. Recently, I heard from an old friend that these sects had such intentions. As my home is the outer sea, I rushed back to reveal their plot, but it seems we were too late," Lin Xuan said with a look of disappointment.

"Then you are right; they don’t spare anyone except for Lingyun Sect’s disciples. They want to annex our entire outer sea," the man realized and said resentfully.

"Indeed. Destroying Lingyun Sect is just the first step in their plot. After all, only Lingyun Sect can challenge them. Once it falls, won't the remaining sects be at their mercy?"

Lin Xuan chatted with the couple for another fifteen minutes before parting ways. As he watched their backs disappear into the horizon, a sly smile appeared on his lips.

"Master, what are you doing? Are you trying to incite the entire outer sea’s cultivators against the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect?" A flash of white light revealed Mo'er in front of him.

"Yes, besides Lingyun Sect, other sects and families have insignificant strength. If we can unite them, it will be a considerable force," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Will just rumors work? They might believe or doubt but won’t really oppose the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect." Mo'er analyzed, worry flashing across her face.

"I know that; a few rumors are not enough. But I have other tricks up my sleeve," Lin Xuan smiled wickedly.

"What new idea do you have to torment others?" Mo'er knew from experience whenever her master wore such an expression, he was scheming something evil. A minute of silence for the monks.

"Hmm, let’s just say it's a plan to muddy the waters and keep it confidential," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

He only had a rough idea in his mind; more details were needed before implementing any specific actions.

Mo'er nodded obediently and then disappeared. Lin Xuan formed hand seals, emitting a flash of green light. His aura became intangible as he merged into the night sky.

With his current cultivation, even an Inner Core Realm cultivator might not be able to detect him if he used concealment techniques. The green flash melded with the night and flew towards Quejin Island.

Meanwhile, in the center of Quejin Island, a beautifully designed pavilion was guarded by several soldiers. Inside the grand hall, only two cultivators were present: a tall monk wearing a red robe, who appeared to be around forty but had an air of沧桑 (sāng cháo, weariness) about him, and a woman with an alluring figure, heavily made up, her scent making people dizzy. A sensitive nose could detect traces of decay.

Both were at the peak of Inner Core Realm cultivation.

Most of the sect’s top experts accompanied the Supreme Elder to attack Lingyun Sect’s main base. Only over thirty Inner Core Realm cultivators followed the main force.

These two monks and the woman were the leaders of their respective factions.

The battle hadn’t ended yet, but they had already taken control of most important areas on the island. The remaining opponents were just a nuisance; it was only a matter of time before they were eliminated.

They stood in what used to be the island’s market warehouse, staring at piles of crystals and treasures. Even Inner Core Realm cultivators couldn’t help their eyes lighting up.

"Ha, the outer sea's first market truly lives up to its reputation. So much wealth; it will be enough for our two sects to share," the woman laughed with a disheveled appearance.
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"Namaste, the收获 indeed was impressive. However, eliminating those lowly maidservants of the Sky's End Pavilion is sufficient; there is no need to indiscriminately slaughter all the cultivators on Qi Jin Island," Qiong Neng folded his hands and sighed with a dismissive nod.

"How so? Has the master softened?"

"Not softening, just that this old monk feels it unnecessary to provoke enemies for no reason."

"Provoke enemies?" Xunxiang Fairy adjusted her hair, revealing a mocking smile at the corner of her mouth. "The master truly holds those insignificant fish in such high regard. In the Outer Sea, aside from the Sky's End Pavilion, all other sects and families are negligible. Killing them is as good as killing them; do they dare seek revenge for just a few disciples?"

"Moreover, this palace does not wish to kill innocents indiscriminately. Separating the maidservants of the Sky's End Pavilion from the rest would be time-consuming and laborious. The Supreme Elder limited us to one day to converge, so there is no time to dawdle…" Xunxiang Fairy's dismissive voice entered his ears.

Qiong Neng remained silent as he listened; her words had some merit.

However, this would offend all sects in the Outer Sea, making it harder for them to be subdued later on.

Well, let future matters take care of themselves. For now, the immediate task is to eliminate the Sky's End Pavilion first.

The two began greedily counting their spoils.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already infiltrated Qi Jin Island and rescued several cultivators from other sects along the way, spreading rumors that the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Ling Soul Valley aimed not at the Sky's End Pavilion but to annex the entire Outer Sea cultivation realm.

If it were any other time, the other sects would have scoffed at such a claim. But now, having just escaped their clutches, they believed these rumors without question out of spite.

It was only a matter of time before these rumors spread throughout the Outer Sea.

Of course, relying solely on this wouldn't make those Outer Sea cultivation sects dare ally with the Sky's End Pavilion; after all, their enemies were too formidable.

But in Lin Xuan's plan, this rumor was just the first step. He still had other tricks up his sleeve.

Zhao Feng was an early-stage Incubus cultivator who served as an outer hall elder within Ling Soul Valley. Although Incubus cultivators were top-tier existences in the mortal world, as one of the seven major forces among the Twelve States of Heavenly Cloud, the sect boasted many powerful experts, and his position wasn't particularly prominent.

After all, for such a large sect, early-stage Incubus cultivators weren't something to boast about. Moreover, he had chosen a cultivation technique that required minimal essence pills and was easier to advance in.

However, every coin has two sides. Such techniques were weak in power; while formidable against Core Formation stage cultivators, they were utterly helpless when facing peers of the same rank.

That's why Zhao Feng wasn't selected for this raid on Sky's End Pavilion; instead, he was chosen as one of the leaders to accompany the main force.

Qi Jin Island had been breached, and no high-ranking cultivator remained. Unlike Cloud State, which had a few sects and families, there were very few Incubus cultivators in the Outer Sea.

Suspended mid-air with a smug expression, Zhao Feng had just killed several cultivators, one of whom was the young master of some minor sect. The storage bag contained considerable wealth; he had made a small fortune.

Zhao Feng released his divine sense. As an Incubus cultivator, his divine sense could cover over a hundred miles without issue. He quickly spotted new targets.

"Ha ha, meeting Zhao, you're unlucky."

He muttered to himself, emitting a layer of green light. However, at this moment, a cold voice echoed in his ears: "Fond of the weak and afraid of the strong; is that all the courage of Ling Soul Valley's cultivators?"

"Who?"

Zhao Feng was taken aback, his face turning pale. Although the opponent's abilities were weak, he had considerable experience. Without hesitation, he struck a palm on his head, and a yellowish-orange shield flew out from his mouth.

A spell struck it, causing the shield to emit a dazzling light, forming a dense light curtain that enveloped him.

Zhao Feng let out a sigh of relief; this golden shield was something he had spent much effort acquiring. Even an Incubus cultivator at mid-stage could easily block its attack with full force.

After all, he knew his own strength; in the same rank, his abilities were too formidable, so he spared no expense to obtain such a crucial treasure that could save him in critical moments.

"Who? Come out and face me if you have the guts. Hiding like a coward is not what a hero does."

Zhao Feng shouted with wide eyes, but his tone betrayed his inner fear.

"Hmph, this Lin doesn't hide; it's your strength that's too weak. If you want to see me, fine, I'll let you be a ghost today."

A calm voice entered his ears as a figure slowly emerged from the distance, about ten feet away. Terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

Zhao Feng was instantly drenched in cold sweat; his face was filled with shock: "Late-stage Incubus cultivator, who are you?"

"Who am I? To a dead man, what's there to talk about?"

Lin Xuan spoke without any emotion or joy, his tone tinged with mockery. He waved his sleeve, and dozens of five-colored sword qi, each about an inch long, emerged like fish swimming in the wind.

As they swayed, they rapidly grew to three feet long.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger; the five-colored sword qi emitted dazzling light, raining down from all directions as if a fierce storm.

Zhao Feng was terrified and realized he couldn't dodge. He quickly turned his face into a grimace, extending his hand and pounding his chest several times before spitting out a mouthful of blood.

The blood exploded, seeping into the shield, causing the light curtain to turn vibrant with an eerie hue.

Lin Xuan ignored it; the five-colored sword qi soon surrounded the enemy. With a sound that made teeth ache, the light curtain was torn apart like paper.

Then, the sword qi struck the shield. This treasure wasn't ordinary; the sword qi was slightly obstructed. Lin Xuan raised his left hand and sent out another layer of green light from his sleeve, slicing through the shield as if cutting tofu.

Zhao Feng was terrified but couldn't dodge. Green flames encircled him, causing a shower of blood to erupt into the sky. His head exploded in a loud sound, his body disintegrating into fragments.

"Late-stage Incubus trying to escape—futile," Qiong Neng reacted swiftly despite some surprise. He instantly used Nine Heaven Microsteps to block the enemy's path.

However, green light flashed as a large green hand appeared, reaching out for him.

Postscript: My wife is at the photo studio getting her makeup done; I still managed to squeeze out this chapter before the morning wedding. Hope you like it. Any donations are greatly appreciated, regardless of amount. Today is my wedding day, so please give me some good luck and blessings. Thank you!
幻雨新婚之喜，谢谢大家，雨点威武，我爱你们（免费）

Haha, just got back from my wife's place. Yesterday was the Double Cultivation Ceremony for Phayu. According to ancient sayings, life’s two greatest joys are the night of a wedding and having one's name on the imperial examination list. Yesterday marked Phayu’s happiest day.

Not only did I bring my wife home, making me someone who has a partner in double cultivation, but there was also an incredibly touching moment for Phayu: the deep friendship shown by all the raindrops.

Yesterday at Phayu's wedding, the raindrops created a miracle. The number of daily donations broke 250 people, and now Bai Lian is ranked 50th in the total donation list across all time! It’s also second place for this week’s total donations! (There have been no rankings below ten before.) Multiple raindrops are among the top hundred individual donors today!

Raindrops, you’re awesome!

These were the exact words of Pavilion Friend Tinglou. Phayu is immensely grateful and thanks everyone for your deep friendship. The only way I can repay you all is by writing well about Bai Lian’s future stories and dedicating them to each one of you.

Additionally, yesterday, Phayu also met our representative from the raindrops, Lord Qingqing.

Haha, this was my first close encounter with the raindrops, and it felt incredibly good. We hit it off right away. Yes, yes, I talked a lot with Qingqing yesterday, discussing several deputy moderators of Bai Lian: Pavilion Friend Tinglou and Dragon Milk. Unfortunately, they are too far away for now, but if Phayu has an opportunity to visit Shanghai in the future, she will definitely have a good drink with them until we’re all drunk. Although I’ll admit quietly that Phayu is not very skilled at drinking; O(∩_∩)O haha.

There were also other raindrops whom Phayu misses deeply and thanks everyone for your support. This isn’t just polite talk—without you, Bai Lian would never have achieved its current success. The road ahead is long, but Phayu will work hard and hopes that all of you will continue to be by her side.

On the eve of our wedding, but Phayu only plans to rest for today. Starting tomorrow, updates will resume. Haha, isn’t that impressive?

Additionally, there’s one more thing I’d like to ask from everyone. It’s a bit of an imposition, but here goes:

Yesterday was my wedding day, and not only did you all create a miracle in donations, but the monthly votes also broke records. Due to your support, Bai Lian is now ranked fifth among fantasy novels. However, there's a rule: regardless of ranking, to win the category monthly vote prize, one must have at least 500 votes as a minimum guarantee. Currently, Bai Lian has 476 votes, meaning we're only 24 votes away from winning.

Originally, Phayu didn’t think she would be able to win this month’s category monthly vote award, but with the deep friendship shown by all of you, it would be a pity if those last 24 votes were not secured.

There are only twenty-eight days left in the month. But I believe that with your strength, securing those final 24 votes on the last day should not be an issue. Therefore, Phayu is asking for everyone’s support to ensure we achieve this goal. Not only will it be a joy for my new marriage, but also a reward for all of you who have already voted.

Rest assured, next month’s updates will definitely be even better. I love you all and express my gratitude once again. By the way, in my QQ space, more wedding photos have been uploaded, with many new ones! There are still questions to answer, but they’re easy for everyone. Go check them out!
谢谢雨点们的深情厚谊，以及接下来的更新通知（免费）

This time, Raindrop's wedding saw the guests presenting three grand gifts. Raindrop was deeply moved and thanked everyone profusely. There was no need to say more than that; she would write down the story below to repay their kindness.

Additionally, I should mention the update schedule for the coming days. Initially, I planned to rest on the first day of our marriage yesterday and resume updates today. However, Raindrop forgot one thing: gratitude towards the matchmaker. After all, my wife was introduced to me by someone; yes,

The surroundings were eerily quiet, save for occasional moans from Mei Niang as she had a nightmare. The cries of pain made the hospital room seem even more terrifying, giving off an impression that someone was struggling for their life.

The tall man offered advice to his master, reporting on the current status and distance of the spacecraft, along with the time remaining. Night King was turned away from them both; he did not immediately respond to his subordinate but stood in silence. Although I could not see his face, his mood was undoubtedly low, perhaps even lower.

Staying at the hospital was a tedious ordeal, but time would eventually pass. It was New Year's Eve, and Shenzhen was mostly filled with outsiders. With the holiday season, it felt like an empty city. Patients who were able to be discharged naturally left; no one wanted to stay in the hospital during the Spring Festival.

The group nodded again. Su Yun immediately ordered someone to prepare wine and food, insisting that they must thank Ye Chen.

Almost said the truth. If I had said I was a banished warrior, it would have given her a very bad impression. Fortunately, I noticed early on and quickly changed my words after rolling my eyes.

I grabbed the skirt, twisting the smooth fabric with my fingers almost to the point of tearing it. My mind raced but couldn't come up with a good excuse.

Ye Chen smiled faintly. Even Divine Combat Realm experts apologized to him; he could not possibly blame them. Besides, these people were all related to Su Xixi.

"Alright! I'll start cooking vegetable soup first. You just need to cook the noodles!" I asked in agreement.

"Phantom, is this part of your plan?" Cui Zi didn't help but ask Phantom something strange.

At "Rescue Hall," Shen Shopkeeper lay on a recliner, swaying leisurely under the winter sun. However, the creaking sound from his recliner suggested it might break at any moment, reflecting the sadness beneath his contentment.

That man seemed to have some influence in HK; normally, when customers caused trouble, the bar owner would come out immediately to mediate. But here, all the customers were cleared out.

"What?" Wang De Yao was shocked and looked at Master Liu, torn about whether he should believe Dan Xingzi's words. He hoped for a reasonable explanation from Master Liu.

"Yao Auntie, fellow seniors, I'm leaving!" Fan Chenliang said softly to everyone.

Qin Wan'er was surprised by Aisen's sudden knowledge. She had just started investigating; how did this man know?

Without saying more, countless low-grade death bees swarmed forward, their collision with the ground producing a loud creaking sound as they charged.

She took a sip of water, her cheeks flushing slightly. Was she secretly taking advantage while Ling Yitian was asleep?

"Old Master Xiang is too kind! It's just that Niren is more agile! I see your injuries are severe; you should heal them quickly. I'll guard this place for you!" Fan Chenliang said with concern.

Clearly, the Eastern Emperor Bell not only possessed the power to suppress and seal but also had the ability to devour all of existence.

Chen Hao was torn inside. He was conflicted about Fang Yuan's feelings. He liked Fang Yuan, but it was just one-sided; he didn't know what Fang Yuan felt.

When Lin Xuanzhong approached him, Seventh Brother merely raised his weapon mechanically without knowing what to do next. With a clang, Lin Xuanzhong deflected the opponent's weapon and then took their life directly.
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The young man, whose appearance had changed to that of a common-looking youth in his twenties, suddenly emitted a green light.

A roar of anger echoed from the red glow, followed by black qi like ink and a stench of death. The red light was actually being shattered.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan was surprised as he saw a monster covered in green fur appear before him. Its fangs were exposed, its forehead protruding, and fierce red light flickered in its eyes. Although the appearance resembled that of Xiangxiang Fairy, it wasn't intact; one of her arms had vanished.

The monk next to her was even more miserable. Apart from his head, half of his body had been blown away, barely clinging to life. The fall of this physical body was merely a matter of time.

"Indeed, indeed. No wonder you were entrusted with such important tasks. Despite being only at the中期 stage, your abilities are quite unique," Lin Xuan said with a mocking smile as he clapped his hands.

"It's you!"

The monk, who had suffered severe injuries, was initially shocked and angry but became extremely cautious when he saw Lin Xuan's appearance. After all, the pursuit order came from the Thousand Buddha Sect; how could he not recognize this mortal enemy of their sect?

Especially terrifying for him was that his opponent had advanced to the后期 stage.

"Hmm, do you two think you can escape? If you want to avoid suffering, surrender," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression. He had already set up禁制阵符 around them, ensuring no sound would reach the outside even if chaos broke out inside.

Although they were terrified, they naturally wouldn't give up and wait for death.

"Namaste!"

The monk roared as he extended his hand to retrieve a golden bowl-shaped treasure from his sleeve. After a flick of his wrist, it transformed into several dozen feet in size and crashed down on Lin Xuan's head.

Xiangxiang Fairy, with her remaining right hand, made a series of cracking sounds as the arm suddenly grew longer, with nails extending to a foot long. It lunged towards Lin Xuan's chest.

If hit, even an后期 cultivator would suffer internal injuries.

However, Lin Xuan didn't care. His cultivation was only slightly inferior to that of old monsters and far beyond ordinary cultivators. Two severely injured中期 cultivators in front of him were insignificant.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a short sword about a foot long flew out.

The sword emitted a dazzling light as it slashed at the golden bowl.

Green Fire!

Xiangxiang Fairy's extended arm also received a strange smile from Lin Xuan.

Although a zombie's body was extremely hard, Lin Xuan's abilities were far beyond those of ordinary cultivators. Taking a deep breath, his figure began to emit eerie magical power.

A melodious phoenix call echoed as Lin Xuan's arm turned into a brilliant silver color.

It was the secret technique learned from Fairy Xuanfeng. Lin Xuan punched hard at her opponent.

Pang!

First came a muffled sound, followed by Xiangxiang Fairy's cries of pain. Not only did her arm break, but all her bones were shattered by that punch.

The outcome for the monk next to her was similar; green fire slashed through the golden bowl like cutting tofu before taking his head.

First chapter, 4000 words. Thank you very much for your support and understanding last month. In this new month, I will strive harder. I will continue to work hard and ask everyone for more monthly passes and recommendations. Your support is like raindrops that form a vast ocean together. Thank you all again.
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Lin Xuan's movements were swift and precise. Two中期元婴 cultivators barely managed a single round before they were ensnared by a flick of his sleeve, a streak of green light that transformed into a large net. The net encircled the two, leaving their元婴s with no place to hide.

"Wh-What do you want?" Qian Neng's face showed signs of fear as he spoke.

"Friend Lin, we have never wronged each other in the past or present. Please spare us," said Xunxiang Fairy's元婴, her voice trembling but filled with hope.

Lin Xuan did not fall for her beauty; instead, he immediately cast a soul-searching technique on both of them.

After a moment, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and looked satisfied. He summoned the Beast Soul Flag and swallowed their元婴s.

"Master, what should we do next?" A sweet voice echoed as Moonlight appeared from behind him, her form flickering in and out of existence with a fragrant breeze.

"We just follow the plan. You will impersonate Xunxiang Fairy," Lin Xuan instructed.

"M-Oh!"

Moonlight lowered her head obediently and nodded. She then traced an intricate pattern in the air with her delicate hand, her lips moving to recite a low, ancient incantation.

A layer of bright red light enveloped her body before breaking through, revealing Xunxiang Fairy's form instead.

"Good job," Lin Xuan approved. Since fusing with the Deva Blood, Moonlight’s abilities had grown exponentially. Her disguise technique was more refined than his own, making it nearly impossible for even a Separation and Union stage expert to discern her from the real Xunxiang Fairy.

Lin Xuan then cast another disguise spell on himself, transforming into an old monster he had killed earlier in the form of a monk's robe. His imitation of Qian Neng was so lifelike that it could fool even a Separation and Union stage expert.

The first step of his plan succeeded. Meanwhile, several dozen Condensation Core cultivators stood by, but none noticed anything amiss. Lin Xuan’s deep scheming ensured that all the commotion inside was isolated from the outside world.

"Moonlight, just cooperate with me; don't be nervous," Lin Xuan instructed earnestly.

"I will do my best, Master. I won't let you down," Moonlight smiled warmly as she adjusted her hair.

Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction. This plan should work smoothly. He then cast several fireflies that were actually sound transmission talismans, which flew off in different directions.

Lin Xuan took out a blank jade talisman from his sleeve and sank his consciousness into it...

Although he had never met the Separation and Union stage experts of Li Hai Valley, Lin Xuan knew enough about them through soul-searching. The so-called Xunxiang Fairy was actually the beloved disciple of Clear Origin Corpse King.

Lin Xuan could mimic their voice with confidence. This would take no time; soon he raised his head to hide a forged Ten Thousand Miles Talisman in his pocket, then sat cross-legged and began to regulate his breath.

After a moment, Lin Xuan opened his eyes as if sensing something. A streak of light entered the hall from the door. The light faded to reveal a young man in a brocade robe and jade belt, who looked no more than twenty but was an old monster at the元婴 stage. "Third Senior Sister, you and Master Qian Neng sent us back here through sound transmission; is something wrong?"

Lin Xuan's eyes were half-closed, but he could see the glint of sharpness in them. This young man might look young, but he had lived for hundreds of years. A human cultivator who adored a fairy like Xunxiang Fairy made Li Hai Valley even more mysterious; none of its old monsters could be judged by ordinary standards.

"Hmph, you're always so nosy. When everyone else arrives, I'll tell you," Xunxiang Fairy frowned and spoke unhappily. Her imitation was so convincing that the brocade-clad youth did not notice anything amiss.

More light entered the hall as time passed. Soon, over twenty元婴 cultivators had gathered.

In other words, all high-ranking figures from both sects were present.

Most of them were at the early元婴 stage, with only a few middle-stage experts.

"Alright, everyone is here. We are gathering to announce something important. We just received a Ten Thousand Miles Talisman from the Senior Elder," Lin Xuan scanned their faces and spoke in a low voice.

"Has the Immortal Isle been captured? Could this mean that the Sky Cloud Twelve States' major power, the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, has fallen?" A fat man with big ears asked excitedly. The other old monsters perked up, their faces showing signs of excitement.

After all, the Heavenly Sea Pavilion was one of the seven major powers in the Sky Cloud Twelve States, and it had a million-year history filled with countless treasures. Capturing its main base would be incredibly beneficial.

"Indeed, how many captives did they take? Has Dream Ruyan surrendered?" "The swift attack by Wisdom Xuan Monk was truly wise." "These lowly women brought this upon themselves."

Various complex voices echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as he smirked. These old元婴 cultivators underestimated the situation too much; it seemed their retention in the main force was not just due to lackluster abilities but also because of their dull minds.

But for him, the dumber they were, the better. The plan below would be more assured of success.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he thought through his next move.

"Stop your nonsense! Nobody said the Immortal Isle was captured; the Heavenly Sea Pavilion is a formidable force," Lin Xuan retorted.
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"Above Elder Zhao sent a ten-thousand-mile talisman. Is there something important he needs us to do? Could it be that the attack on Swish Island has failed, and we need reinforcements?" A hoarse voice entered his ears. The speaker was an elderly man in purple robes.

"Senior Zhao, you're overthinking this. Even though Yizhou Island is heavily warded, our high-ranking existences from both sects combined are not easily dealt with. Our battle against the Far Horizon Pavilion went rather smoothly, but there have been other developments," Lin Xuan said in a low voice. His composure was so deep that his portrayal of an empty-handed monk was nearly flawless.

"Other developments? Could it be that the Far Horizon Pavilion has found allies?" The pudgy-faced monk beside him couldn't help but look displeased as he interjected.

"Yes, do you remember the recent matchmaking conference on Calm Moon Island?"

"The matchmaking conference?"

"Exactly. We should use our thunderous means to scare those who don't know their place and see if they dare oppose us," Empty Fist's face showed a hint of ferocity as he spoke.

"That sounds like a good plan."

"I agree. By using such forceful methods, we can deter them from causing trouble for us in the future."

Excited voices filled the room as Lin Xuan secretly felt pleased. Of course, on the surface, his expression remained unchanged. "Wait, this isn't appropriate."

Just when things seemed to be going more smoothly than he had anticipated, a hoarse voice interrupted him. The speaker was the same elderly man in purple robes from earlier, an advanced-stage婴期 cultivator.

"Unsuitable?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. "Senior Zhao, why do you say such a thing? Are you planning to defy Senior Uncle's orders?"

"I have no such胆量. Our target is the Far Horizon Pavilion. Even if other sea sects have ill intentions, we don't need to concern ourselves with them. Once we break through Yizhou Island, their alliance will naturally collapse. Attacking weaker sects instead of focusing on the strongest enemy would be a waste of effort. How could our wise Senior Uncle make such a mistake?" The elderly man's expression was not good.

"What do you mean by that? Are you suspecting me and Fairy Incense together of forging this order?" Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely displeased, his voice lowering even more.

"I didn't say anything like that. However, such an order is quite shocking. Can you show us the ten-thousand-mile talisman for verification?" The elderly man in purple robes pressed him.

"You..."

Fairy Incense was furious at this sudden turn of events. Moonlight's patience had worn thin. Lin Xuan remained calm: "Why should Fairy be angry with such people? If he wants to see the ten-thousand-mile talisman, just show it to him."

Before his words were out, Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and produced a white jade talisman.

Seeing Lin Xuan's composure, the elderly man in purple robes couldn't help but feel surprised. Could I have been wrong about Senior Uncle issuing such a ridiculous order...

If that is indeed the case, the situation will be hard to handle from here on out.

He felt uneasy and regretted being the first to speak up, but with things at this point, he could not afford to back down. He had to put on an arrogant expression and accept the ten-thousand-mile talisman.

His spirit sense sank in.

After a moment, he raised his head.

"How is it? Is there anything wrong with this talisman? Did we forge it together?" Lin Xuan sneered as he spoke. The more critical the situation, the more important it was to be the first to accuse someone of wrongdoing and put pressure on them.

"This...the talisman itself isn't wrong, but the order is too absurd. We're supposed to focus our efforts on eliminating the major sects in the sea—such as Eternal Foundation Sect, White Sand Sect, Whale Demon Gang, Zheng Family on Great Solitary Island, Shangguan Family on Thunder Moon Island, and Shen Family on Pine Grove Island," the elderly man in purple robes hesitated before speaking.

"Zhao Xuedong, you have personal grievances with this palace. But now that we face a common enemy, both emotionally and logically, we should cooperate wholeheartedly rather than let petty personal matters overshadow our sect's interests. Since you've admitted there was nothing wrong with the ten-thousand-mile talisman, yet you're still nitpicking and defying Senior Uncle's order, I'll take action against you."

Before his words were out, Moonlight's body was surrounded by thick darkness, with eerie ghostly cries echoing around.

Zhao Xuedong was shocked and quickly clapped his hand to the back of his head, summoning a peculiar-looking treasure.

"Fairy, please calm down. I believe Senior Zhao was just confused and wouldn't intentionally defy Senior Uncle's order," Lin Xuan stepped in to mediate.

One played the red face, while the other played the white. Lin Xuan did this not out of softness but because Moonlight's abilities were formidable enough that taking down this elderly man in purple robes would be no problem.

But he couldn't forget that while appearance and physique could be altered through disguise, his unique techniques weren't easily mimicked. A wrong move might backfire. Lin Xuan didn't want the plan to fail at such a critical moment due to unforeseen complications.

Heaving this ungrateful elderly man in purple robes would come later; for now, he needed to use intimidation and persuasion. He hoped that through threats, they could dissuade him from causing trouble.

After all, wading into murky waters required not only strength but also a sharp mind and deep cunning—most importantly, the ability to adapt on the fly.

The elderly man in purple robes was already groaning inwardly. Being the first to speak up wasn't easy. Hearing Empty Fist's words, he quickly nodded: "Fairy, please calm down. I was just speaking out of turn and didn't mean to oppose you."

"Hmph, since Senior Zhao has seen the light, this fairy won't hold your earlier mistake against you. Do any of you have other objections?" Moonlight said coldly.

"None, none at all. We will respect the order," the others quickly agreed.

Zhao Senior had already tasted the bitter medicine and knew that no one else would be foolish enough to take his place now. Besides, Lin Xuan's plan was sound; these advanced-stage婴期 cultivators didn't see anything wrong with such an order, only feeling excited about the prospect of plundering more treasures from those sects.

They had become addicted to this self-enrichment.

"Namaste, since there are no objections, I will represent Senior Uncle in issuing orders," Lin Xuan's heart was filled with joy as he put on a solemn expression.

"No need for courtesy. It is what it is."

"Yes, Master Empty Fist can give us our instructions. Eliminating those sea sects is like cutting melons and chopping cucumbers."

"Haha, speak up, I'm eager to take the lead," Lin Xuan's heart was filled with cold laughter.

"A bunch of fools."

A hint of ridicule flashed across Lin Xuan's corner as he turned his head slightly. "High Respecter Lei Lin."

"Here."

The middle-aged man stepped forward, his appearance unremarkable but his demeanor fierce. Unlike other early-stage婴期 cultivators, a faint aura of wildness seemed to emanate from him.

"From Ghost Island westward for about two ten-thousand miles is where the Whale Demon Gang's influence lies. For sea sects, their power isn't weak; both the sect leader and senior elder are advanced-stage婴期 cultivators. With five thousand disciples from Severe Soul Valley, do you have confidence in wiping out this sect?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Hmph, Master can rest assured. Although there are two advanced-stage婴期 cultivators among them, their treasures and techniques aren't outstanding. I can take on both of them with my own strength and cut off their heads. With just three thousand men, we can level the Whale Demon Gang," Lei Lin said confidently.

Lei Lin's words were filled with grandeur; while his abilities might not be impressive among peers in Severe Soul Valley, he was still confident in dealing with those sea sects.

"Great, High Respecter truly is a towering hero. Since you're so certain, how could I deny your request? Please take three thousand disciples and level the Whale Demon Gang's main base," Lin Xuan inwardly laughed but wore an expression of admiration on his face.

"Heaven may punish you, but you can still live; self-inflicted punishment is irreversible. If he dies in battle, why shouldn't I help him?"
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"Junior Brother Kongluo, please lead 5,000 disciples of our sect to the Great Solitary Island Zheng Family's main stronghold," Lin Xuan said with a grim expression.

"Yes."

A tall and slender monk stepped out from among the crowd, bowed deeply, and then his body was enveloped in a bright green glow as he sped towards the courtyard entrance.

"Immortal Fairy Piaoyun, five hundred thousand miles east of here is where the White Sand Sect's territory begins. I will entrust them to you."

"Do not worry, High Monarch. Although I am only at the early stage of Spirit Core cultivation, eliminating a minor sect like this on an outer sea poses no problem for me."

As Lin Xuan issued one command after another, the Spirit Core cultivators in the grand hall were each assigned their tasks, leading the two sects' disciples to attack outer sea sects and clans.

In a blink of an eye, nearly 100,000 cultivators had been dispersed. Only a few thousand remained on Great Golden Island.

"Master, do you think our plan will go smoothly?" Mo'er's eyes sparkled with excitement as her melodious voice reached his ears.

"I cannot say I have full confidence, but there should be no major hitches," Lin Xuan said, rubbing his forehead. "But one person has already developed doubts and must not be allowed to disrupt our plans."

"Master means..."

At the same time, the elderly man in purple returned to his temporary cave dwelling.

Although he had always been at odds with Immortal Fairy Xunxiang, this time raising objections was not due to personal grievances. Abandoning the attack on the Far Horizon Pavilion and leaving it to the Supreme Elder's wisdom and prowess would be a foolish move.

The more Ouyang Xuedong thought about it, the more he felt something was amiss. Could Kongluo and Immortal Fairy Xunxiang have secretly surrendered to the Far Horizon Pavilion?

No, that was too absurd.

Ouyang Xuedong shook his head but his doubts remained unchanged. After a moment of contemplation, he reached out and patted his waist. An ancient-looking talisman appeared before him.

Secretly crafted sound transmission talisman!

The elderly man lowered his head and moved his lips slightly. His right hand then swept outward, and the talisman transformed into a fiery dragon that broke through the air and vanished into the night.

Only after sighing did Ouyang Xuedong's expression become grave.

However, he did not know that several miles away...

A man and woman hovered in mid-air, motionless. It was Lin Xuan and Mo'er.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand; a coiling fire dragon danced within it—the secret sound transmission talisman. No matter how hard the talisman struggled, it could not escape his control.

With a snap of his fingers, the talisman exploded with a "bang," igniting without wind. Lin Xuan sank his spirit into its depths.

After a moment, his expression darkened.

"Master, what's the news?"

"Humph, compared to other Spirit Core cultivators, Elder Zhao is a man of quick wit and cunning. However, clever people often die faster than fools."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a bright green glow as he wrapped Mo'er and flew towards one of the vast mountains on Great Golden Island.

The elderly man in purple continued pacing in his cave dwelling when suddenly an eerie feeling descended from above.

Although cultivators cannot predict the future, as a Spirit Core cultivator with powerful spiritual awareness, Ouyang Xuedong could not afford to ignore any signs. He hurriedly extended his hand and summoned a shield, enveloping himself in a light barrier before releasing his spirit...

But there was nothing amiss within several miles.

Ouyang Xuedong's eyes flashed with confusion when suddenly a bright green light appeared, moving slowly but swiftly towards him.

Startled, Ouyang Xuedong realized it was too late to dodge. He took a deep breath and infused all his cultivation power into the shield.

However, an eerie cold wind arose out of nowhere, and he detected a faint sweet scent in his nostrils.

His cultivation power seemed to vanish.

The green light sliced through the shield like cutting tofu.

A strange dark fire followed. Before Ouyang Xuedong could cry out, he was enveloped by it.

With Lin Xuan's current abilities, dealing with an intermediate Spirit Core cultivator was not difficult, but silently killing him without alerting anyone was no easy feat either.

Fortunately, Mo'er was not idle. The master and servant worked together to destroy Elder Zhao without drawing attention.

The fall of this person did not cause a commotion; most of the other high-ranking Spirit Core cultivators had already departed.

Lin Xuan sat in meditation within his cave dwelling, adjusting his breath while monitoring Great Golden Island's activities with his spirit. After about half an hour, he opened his eyes. It was time to act. With his cultivation and powers, eliminating a thousand cultivators would be easy for Lin Xuan.

The battle had no suspense as Lin Xuan and Mo'er returned to their true forms and decapitated the thousand cultivators in less than an hour.

Lin Xuan never showed mercy towards enemies; those who opposed him should have prepared to have their souls extracted. He used the heads of these cultivators to refine the beast soul banner.

As for the island's treasures, Lin Xuan was not stingy and stored them all in his storage bag. The harvest from this mission might rival a major sect's accumulation over many years, and even with his vast wealth, it was still a significant windfall.

In the cutthroat world of cultivation, such results were expected.

Lin Xuan did not delay; he continued to rush towards the Far Horizon Pavilion. Although he had used a strategy to sow discord, Yizhou Island must be in grave danger by now. Through soul probing techniques, Lin Xuan knew the enemy's strength clearly.

Apart from several hundred Spirit Core cultivators, there were three at the Separation and Union stage between them.

Huixuan had recently successfully broken through his bottleneck and advanced to mid-Separation and Union.

They aimed to break Yizhou Island before the Far Horizon Pavilion's protective array could activate. Although Sister Rouyan was not weak, as the saying goes, two fists cannot match four hands. Even with some restrictions aiding them, could they withstand three high-ranking monsters?

Knowing that the Far Horizon Pavilion had favorable timing and resources, and despite their large numbers, those at the Separation and Union stage could manipulate primordial energy. For Lin Xuan, who was on par with a Separation and Union cultivator due to his twin cores and the Heavenly Profound Treasure, ordinary high-ranking cultivators' abilities were far inferior.

From Great Golden Island to the Far Horizon Pavilion, there were still millions of miles left. Even using his teleportation techniques, it would take several hours. Whether they could hold out was uncertain.

The situation was urgent, so Mo'er did not return to the Celestial Oracle Mansion. The master and servant flew together at a faster speed.
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While Lin Xuan was rushing through his journey, significant events were unfolding in the Outer Sea cultivation world.

Firstly, Quijin Island, known for its largest market district, was attacked. The cultivators on the island, regardless of their origins, were brutally massacred by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Lihun Valley. Only a few lucky individuals managed to escape from this hellish nightmare.

Then rumors began to spread, suggesting that these two powerful forces aimed not just at the Skyward Sea Pavilion but intended to conquer the entire Outer Sea cultivation world.

This caused widespread panic. However, most of the sects and families in the Outer Sea remained on the sidelines, observing developments. After all, wise men know when to hold their tongues about rumors. While they couldn't dismiss these claims outright, they were skeptical at best.

However, events unfolded far more dramatically than anyone expected. Soon, over thirty major sects and families, including the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Lihun Valley, launched simultaneous attacks on various branches of the Skyward Sea Pavilion.

"Senior Sister Ji, can we hold out against this attack by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Lihun Valley?" a 17- or 18-year-old girl, still showing signs of youth, asked timidly. Her voice carried a hint of fear.

The leading late-stage cultivator, who was in her thirties, sighed deeply. She looked at the young girl with a mix of fondness and concern. According to general impressions, a Dan Field cultivator had lived for hundreds of years and would have extensive experience in both combat and worldly matters. However, Tian Sister, who had never left Immortal Isle, was an exception.

She wondered how much use this unworldly cultivator could be if faced with an Incarnation Stage veteran. A moment's distraction might well result in her demise.

What could she do? With the combined forces of two powerful sects attacking, lower-stage cultivators were useless. There weren't enough hands to go around, and Tian Sister was just one among many sent as a token presence.

This situation reflected poorly on their position within the Skyward Sea Pavilion.

"Ha ha, don’t worry about it. Even if the sky falls, Senior Immortal Ruyan will be here to save us. Five hundred years ago, when eighty-one allied sects attacked our pavilion, we managed to survive. This time, too, we’ll make it," said Sister Ji with a smile.

"Senior Sister, that’s true, but this time is different. Senior Immortal Ruyan has the power to traverse heaven and earth, but Lihun Valley might have an Incarnation Stage veteran as well, perhaps more than one," another girl in red said, biting her lip nervously.

"Sister Third, is that true?"

The young girl's face paled at this revelation.

"Stop being so talkative."

Sister Ji was taken aback before her expression turned to annoyance. She glared at the girl dressed in a red robe.

Suddenly, a loud and arrogant laugh echoed through the air: "Hmph, facts are facts. Pretending they don’t exist won’t help you. A mere Ruyan can’t hope to match our three Incarnation Stage seniors. If you wise up, surrender now, and I’ll spare your lives."

Before her words were fully spoken, a cloud of dark magic about the size of an acre drifted in from the horizon. The sound of clashing metal filled the air.

"Sect cultivators of the Dark Path, the enemy is a veteran from Lihun Valley," Sister Ji's leading cultivator said, her face turning pale.

As she spoke, a magical spell was cast, and a clear green jade pillar appeared beside her. The spell infused with it caused the pillar to emit a burst of light, revealing a Taiji symbol that then released thick fog, enveloping the area.

"Hmph, looks like you’re going to suffer for your defiance."

The sound of clashing metal echoed again as the dark cloud began to spin rapidly and contract toward its center. Black mist spread out, releasing a sinister magic into the air.

Next, a black beam of light shot down from the cloud, piercing through the fog with a loud boom.

"Hmph, a mereprohibitive spell can’t challenge me."

The sound faded as the fog closed back up. The Incarnation Stage veteran in the dark cloud was taken aback before becoming enraged. A rumbling noise filled the air as the dark cloud expanded rapidly.

From within the cloud, black fireballs the size of large grinding stones rained down on theprohibitive spell.

"Quickly!" a sharp command rang out. Suddenly, flashes of light illuminated the area as several immortal swords flew from the fog and struck the enemy. The cultivators, despite their fear, managed to hold their ground with the help of theprohibitive spell array.

The Incarnation Stage veteran in the dark cloud was both furious and alarmed. He unleashed another brick-shaped artifact.

However, the Small Pentagram Sword Formation proved effective. Despite their pale faces, the five girls maintained a stalemate.

Not all Skyward Sea Pavilion cultivators were as well-coordinated. In a nearby valley about thirty miles away, seven yellow-robed women stood back-to-back, disheveled and struggling to fend off attackers with theirtreasure.

They had no chance against the Incarnation Stage cultivator, a bald monk from one of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect’s branches. Despite his formidable power, the women'sprohibitive spell were already broken, and he was ruthless, showing no mercy.

Their deaths seemed inevitable as they fought on their last breaths. One woman fainted in fear, losing control of hertreasure. The others scattered in panic.

"Hmph, it’s too late now. If you had surrendered earlier, the Buddha might have spared your lives. But now that you’re defying us, you must accept your fate," the monk's cold laughter echoed as he waved his sleeves and released multicolored Buddha light, binding the women with ropes before feeding them to the tiger created by his jadeas one wishes.

This brutal fight was not unique; similar scenes played out across Immortal Isle. The air was thick with the stench of blood over a vast area.

The pursuit had only just begun as the battle remained at a stalemate. Not only were Skyward Sea Pavilion cultivators suffering, but even Incarnation Stage cultivators were being hunted down by lower-stage ones usingprohibitive spell arrays.
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第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百二十四章 天一真水

面对突如其来的unexpected events和powerful enemies，Liu Ying陷入了a dilemma。一方面，她为了追求immortality，不惜betrayal自己的师门；另一方面，她又对Heavenly Edge Pavilion有着深厚的感情，并不愿意再次betrayal。

从对话中可以看出，Liu Ying虽然在内心深处仍然希望可以弥补过去的错误，但她也意识到，面对powerful enemies和无情的命运，选择submission或许是唯一能保全自己性命的出路。然而，她的坚定和决绝表明了她不愿轻易放弃自己的信念和原则。

最终，Meng Ruyan的出现彻底改变了局势。作为Heavenly Edge Pavilion的太上长老，Meng Ruyan不仅揭露了Liu Yingbetrayal的事实，还直接介入了这场争斗。这无疑给Liu Ying带来了巨大的psychological pressure，使她在面对生死抉择时更加hesitate。

整个情节充满了复杂的情感和道德冲突，展现了人物内心的struggle and growth。同时，这也为后续剧情的发展埋下了伏笔，特别是关于betrayal、忠诚以及个人选择的主题将继续在故事中得到深入探讨。
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"Disciple Xuan dies a thousand deaths."

Liu Ying's face was filled with shame as she sighed deeply. "Only, I really had no intention of betraying the Drifting Cloud Pavilion; there were unavoidable hardships."

"Dreaming Beauty, there is no need to explain further," Dreaming Beauty said, her voice calm and gentle after a slight sigh. "I heard your conversation just now. Objectively speaking, deceiving my teacher and disgracing our ancestors is unforgivable. But as a cultivator who has endured countless hardships, this act of yours can be somewhat excused in private."

Lifting Liu Ying with a wave of her hand, Dreaming Beauty said, "Why kneel? With the current enemy at our doorstep, do you want to let that old bald monk have his way?"

"Senior Auntie, I am willing to forgive me?" Liu Ying was taken aback and showed disbelief on her face.

"I told you before; betrayal is a one-time offense. You will go help other sisters repel the enemies in other places," Dreaming Beauty's clear voice echoed in her ears.

"But—"

After listening to Senior Auntie's decree, Liu Ying hesitated. She did not want to disobey orders but was worried about the situation. To ordinary disciples of their sect, Dreaming Beauty was like a celestial fairy who could never fail. But as an advanced-stage婴期 cultivator, she was just one step away from the Separation Realm. She had a better understanding of Senior Auntie's strength.

If facing lower-ranked cultivators, even if surrounded by many, Dreaming Beauty would not be in danger. However, now faced with this old bald monk who was also at the Separation Realm and possibly an advanced stage, it was a different situation.

"Namaste," the old monk said with a smile, his hands forming a prayer position. "Your power is far beyond us. With your might, you defeated the Ten Thousand Serpent King alone. Without him, even if we joined forces, we could not have suppressed those monster elders."

"Master, as an advanced-stage Separation Realm cultivator, your powers are indeed incomprehensible to gods and demons. But my Vajra Subduing Evil power is also formidable. Today, I will get a good look at it," Dreaming Beauty said with a gentle smile.

"Senior Auntie, you flatter me too much. My Cloudfall Snowsword Technique is the top secret technique of the water element. This Elysium Island is deep in the sea, rich in water essence energy, allowing your combat power to be fully unleashed."

The old monk's hands opened wide, and different colored spiritual lights flickered between them as he raised a staff into the air. This was not like ordinary monks' staffs; it was emerald green, shimmering with vitality, almost like fine jade.

At the top of the staff, there was a vividly carved dragon coiled around it.

Dreaming Beauty did not waste any time. With a wave of her hand, she sent out a clear ringing sound that spread around them. A green shadow shot out from her hands as well.

Two Separation Realm cultivators did not bother to test each other; they immediately revealed their own life essence treasures.

"Namaste!"

Hui Xuan's voice was surprisingly loud despite his small stature. As he chanted, his hands moved like holding flowers, and mysterious runes appeared in the air.

Dreaming Beauty raised an eyebrow as she extended her hand, a faint ancient incantation echoing in her ears. The bright sky suddenly turned dark.

No clouds, but lightning danced like silver snakes, fierce winds howling, cutting through the face like knives. Two Separation Realm cultivators unleashed their powers, and the surrounding heaven and earth energy was thrown into chaos.

Located deep within Elysium Island, at least a hundred miles from the sea, water essence energy was still abundant. Tiny light points continuously merged with the green shadow of the Snowsword.

Boom!

A terrifying giant sword appeared in the vision as spiritual lights flickered. It was over a thousand feet long, its oppressive aura making one's scalp tingle.

"Giants' Technique!" Hui Xuan exclaimed, his face showing surprise: "This is not the technique from Ice Fairy Senior Auntie; it was said to require an advanced-stage Separation Realm cultivator. How did you master this?"

The old monk's shock was understandable. The ability to enlarge a treasure in the cultivation world was not considered rare.

Even Lin Yi could only grow his immortal sword to a hundred feet, but what Dreaming Beauty had unleashed was ten times larger. Its power was beyond imagination.

This was Ice Fairy Senior Auntie's unique technique, requiring an advanced-stage Separation Realm cultivator to master it. Moreover, the techniques learned by sisters were different; Dreaming Beauty could perform this, which surprised the old monk.

However, his expression showed no fear: "Even if Dreaming Ice is still alive, do you think I would be afraid of her?"

"Let me show you my technique."

Before he finished speaking, the old monk flicked his sleeves and changed hand seals faster. The Buddhist chants filled their ears as his clear green staff transformed into a Buddha statue.

Z
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Beneath a kind and benevolent gaze, Huixuan's voice rang out as the Buddha's hands closed together. Then, he swept his arms outward.

Instantly, the entire sky was enveloped by dazzling golden light.

A giant hand, spanning dozens of acres, crashed down from above.

The sheer force of it seemed capable of reducing a mountain to dust.

If another cultivator were here, they might have already lost hope and been unable to resist. This was the highest level of the Buddhist sect's anti-demon technique, Lóushāngshényǔ (Looming Buddha God).

Lin Xuan had seen this technique on an ancient demon in Gaolu Ancient Demon, but its power paled in comparison to what he faced now.

After all, that ancient demon was once a Separation Realm existence, but its essence spirit had long been ground down by array formations until it no longer existed. The remaining body, combined with Tiānxiù True Immortal's Essence Core, could only muster the strength of an Essence Core late-stage cultivator, which was far from what this old monk possessed.

A hint of anger flashed across Mèngrúyàn's beautiful face as she raised her hand and shouted: "Quickly!"

The green shadow of Lòxuě Sword Spirit shone brightly, its aura like a river of clouds. A thousand-foot-long ribbon descended like an immortal from the heavens, slicing through the giant hand.

A terrifying explosion echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, and within several miles, only golden light and sword energy remained. However, a drop of crimson blood trickled from Mèngrúyàn's lips, while Huixuan's complexion was as pale as death.

But this momentary exchange was just the beginning.

The old monk took a deep breath, and a beam of golden light appeared in his brows. His entire skin turned golden, resembling a reincarnation of an Arhat.

"Southwest Buddha."

A solemn and resounding Buddhist chant filled Lin Xuan's ears as Huixuan's back was adorned with a colorful treasure.

It spun slowly, engraved with many Arhats and Buddhas: "Great Compassion Golden Wheel."

Mèngrúyàn's pupils constricted, her voice tinged with despair: "Old fellow, you actually brought the gift from the Thousand Buddha Sect."

"Hmph. In this final battle on the天涯 (end of the world) 海阁 (sea pavilion) - Translation could be "Pavilion by the Sea at the Ends of the Earth" (Heavenly Sea Pavilion), it will be either your death or mine. Of course, I must be cautious."

At this moment, both parties had broken their facade and were no longer addressing each other politely.

Mèngrúyàn took a deep breath; the Great Compassion Golden Wheel was not just any treasure but a replica of a celestial artifact.

Though its power could not match that of true celestial artifacts, it was still on par with top-grade magical treasures. But she would not be intimidated.

What did it matter if it was a replica? The Thousand Buddha Sect was one of the seven major forces in the Tianyun Twelve Provinces, boasting immense底蕴 (depths). Yet, so too did the天涯 (end of the world) 海阁 (sea pavilion) - Translation could be "Pavilion by the Sea at the Ends of the Earth" (Heavenly Sea Pavilion).

Such level artifacts were within their own sect's possession. Moreover, to be on the safe side, she had brought it with her in her storage bracelet.

It seemed that this decision was incredibly wise. With a wave of her hand, Mèngrúyàn revealed another object before her.

It was an ancient silver bell, only a foot high and missing one leg, but its surface was covered in ancient script, exuding a primitive aura.

"Sea Calming Divine Bell."

Huixuan's eyes widened with surprise as he could not believe his ears: "Are you serious? This artifact was lost eight hundred years ago!"

"Hmph. Indeed, it was stolen by a rogue, but who says we cannot return it to its rightful place?"

Mèngrúyàn said coldly, though her expression remained calm on the surface, she felt a pang of sorrow as Huixuan had said.

This replica celestial artifact had indeed been lost at that time. Her sister still led the天涯 (end of the world) 海阁 (sea pavilion) - Translation could be "Pavilion by the Sea at the Ends of the Earth" (Heavenly Sea Pavilion), and this matter often left her in low spirits, saying that after her death, she would have no face to meet the ancestors of their sect.

Later, when her sister died at Fēngliáng's hands on her deathbed, she still harbored resentment over this matter until the end.

At that time, Mèngrúyàn had sworn to use all her strength and resources to bring back the Sea Calming Divine Bell. However, as an Essence Core cultivator then, she was powerless.

The Sea Calming Divine Bell had been in the hands of Wànjīa Valley, a place where the strongest妖族 (This term is often left as is, but can be translated as "Race of Wonders" or simply "Fae Race") (demons) retreated. Even now, facing Wànjīwáng (Jade Dragon King), she would have no chance of victory.

But could this end so easily? Her sister still lay beneath Jiǔquán, unable to rest in peace. Mèngrúyàn was filled with pain but understood that in the cultivation world, strength mattered most.

Though the天涯 (end of the world) 海阁 (sea pavilion) - Translation could be "Pavilion by the Sea at the Ends of the Earth" (Heavenly Sea Pavilion) was one of the seven major sects in Yúnzhōu Province, it could not compete with Wànjī Valley at a critical moment. Then, Tángliúlóu stepped forward.

Although he did not wish to offend the Jade Dragon King, men had their responsibilities. Having failed to save his beloved woman, Tangliu was already in deep pain. How could he abandon this one wish?

Even if it meant fighting the demons, he would do so. On a moonless night, Tángliúlóu entered Wànjī Valley alone with his sword, ready for battle.

The replica celestial artifact was no small matter; in the mortal world, it was considered an act of defiance against heaven. The Jade Dragon King naturally did not want to hand it over.

Back then, Tangliu was a Separation Realm cultivator, and the Jade Dragon King's realm was similar.

A fierce battle raged as the skies turned dark with clouds.

In terms of power and techniques, Tángliúlóu had a slight edge. However, cultivators did not rely on individual combat; as one of the strongest forces among demons, Wànjī Valley had hundreds of transformed demon creatures, while its dual cultivation partner was also at the Separation Realm stage.

Though she had just ascended to this realm, her cultivation level was formidable.

With a command from the Jade Dragon King, these beings rushed forward en masse.

Tángliúlóu, though a Confucian cultivator, was not a naive person. Having entered Wànjī Valley alone with his sword, how could he have no preparation?

Faced with overwhelming numbers, Tángliúlóu revealed his true treasures: celestial artifacts. These were genuine artifacts, not mere imitations. Their power was beyond imagination.

Thus, Tángliúlóu began to unleash his might. With one person alone, he fought against hundreds of transformed demons and two Separation Realm elders.

Though he was also in the middle stage at that time, his abilities far surpassed Huixuan's current powers.

The Jade Dragon King did not back down either, taking out the Sea Calming Divine Bell.

But it was useless. Tángliúlóu was a devoted lover who risked everything to fulfill Mèngrúyàn's final wish.

Bathed in blood, he fought on without retreating.

A formidable figure, the first expert of Tianyun Twelve Provinces, fought with all his might, turning Wànjī Valley into chaos.

Countless demons died, and the Jade Dragon King finally grew fearful. The Sea Calming Divine Bell was a celestial artifact that defied heaven, but continuing in this manner would clearly be unwise.

Moreover, at the end, he had the confidence to kill Tángliúlóu, but likely his own essence core would scatter as well.

Mutual destruction held no benefits; with things reaching this point, yielding did not seem so shameful.

Thus, although unwilling, the Jade Dragon King reluctantly handed over the Sea Calming Divine Bell.
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After enduring countless hardships, Lin Xuan finally retrieved the lost treasures of Drifting Cloud Pavilion. When he arrived at the main hall drenched in blood, he uttered his first word to his sister-in-law.

At that time, Meng Ruyan was very grateful towards Wang Tinglou.

However, later on, due to their cultivation techniques, Wang Tinglou had to use dual cultivation and take many concubines to break through the bottle seal. This led to a falling out with Fairy Meng Ruyan.

But at this moment, looking at the Sea-Subduing Divine Bell, recalling all the benefits that Wang Tinglou had given her in the past, Meng Ruyan felt a tinge of melancholy.

Thinking about her sister, she was even more heartbroken. If Fairy Meng Ruyan were still here, Drifting Cloud Pavilion would not be so passively defenseless now.

But this sorrowful emotion only flashed by quickly as Meng Ruyan's expression soon became clear again.

With a major enemy at hand, there was no time for nostalgia. Her face showed no fear as her gaze turned icy cold.

She lightly tapped her finger and a tiny sphere of spiritual light shot up into the air. The sphere suddenly grew larger, becoming the size of a head before plunging into the silver bell with a dull sound.

A resonant gong echoed in their ears as an invisible wave of sound surged out from the center of the bell towards the old monk.

Explosions sounded continuously as powerful gusts of wind appeared, white energy swirling like serpents. This was merely the aftermath of the soundwave colliding with the monk's palm.

The old monk's expression grew serious. Although he was in his middle stage, he had just ascended and Fairy Meng Ruyan's divine power far exceeded his expectations.

While he wasn't invincible, winning seemed equally difficult.

The surrounding primordial energy became increasingly chaotic as both parties paused their attacks to face off against each other.

However, this would mark the beginning of an even more intense battle.

Meanwhile, on the western side of Islet Penglai, a towering mountain pierced through the clouds like a sword.

Mount Cangling had always been a forbidden area for Drifting Cloud Pavilion. No one knew what lay atop it, not even Senior Disciple Ji Yueyu, who was an advancedlate infant stage cultivator. But she was ordered to guard this place.

This was one of the most important restricted areas in their sect, and Fairy Meng Ruyan took it very seriously. Along with Senior Disciple Ji Yueyu, there were three otheryuan yin period cultivators and nearly two hundred condensation period disciples.

Despite such a formidable scale, Mount Cangling was currently on shaky ground as nearby barriers could be breached at any moment.

The enemy numbered only seven or eight individuals, but their leader was no ordinary figure. He was Master Kōng Huì from the Ten Thousand Buddhist Sect, an advancedlate infant stage cultivator who had reached his current age of 800 years without advancing to the separation stage. His divine power was unpredictable and formidable.

It was said that he was a late bloomer, having only succeeded in condensation at around 400 years old. Since then, his cultivation progress had been rapid, and his techniques were extremely mysterious.

He had advanced from an initialinfant stage to middleinfant stage in just fifty years, and from middleinfant stage to advancedinfant stage within less than a century.

Even more impressively, he was able to contend with late-stage cultivators when still at the middleinfant stage stage. His divine power was beyond doubt.

"Master, what should we do now?" A thin woman of condensation period spoke fearfully. Not just her, but all the disciples guarding this place were visibly afraid as the enemy's attacks were too fierce and Master Kōng Huì’s reputation was terrifying.

"Send a sound transmission talisman to nearby fellow cultivators for help." Ji Yueyu sighed, looking at the wobbling light barrier before giving orders. "Understood."

The disciples immediately sent out sound transmission talismans without hesitation. However, just as they had flown a hundred feet away, they were hit and fell back. The situation looked grim.

Ji Yueyu's expression darkened further when suddenly, a deafening roar echoed in their ears, accompanied by a woman’s scream. The barrier had been breached.

"Hmph, Drifting Cloud Pavilion has quite the reputation, but it turns out to be nothing."

A hoarse laugh rang through the air as a bald old man spoke. However, Ji Yueyu's gaze did not linger on him; instead, she turned her head and saw an imposing figure in a monk’s robe.

He was tall with a pale yellow complexion, his forehead protruding, and his appearance was unremarkable. Yet, he exuded a solemn aura.

"Kōng Huì?"

Ji Yueyu's pupils constricted as she slowly turned her head. Although she was also an advancedlate infant stage cultivator, she clearly wasn't on the same level as him.

Among all the cultivators in Drifting Cloud Pavilion, only Senior Sister Liu Ying could face this bald monk without falling behind.

But retreat was impossible; Master had ordered them to hold Mount Cangling at all costs. They would have to fight to the death.

Enemies meeting each other made their eyes red with anger. At this point, there was nothing left to say.

"Humph!" An unknown voice shouted as clashing sounds filled the air. The battle had begun in earnest.

While Drifting Cloud Pavilion had more numbers, all of them were advancedinfant stage cultivators without any array formations for cover. Most of their disciples were at a disadvantage.

Several rounds later, heads began to fall.

Ji Yueyu was both alarmed and angry but understood that they couldn't afford to fight to the death. She quietly instructed, "Order the disciples not to fight to the last breath. Wait for an opportunity to break through the encirclement. If we can’t send sound transmission talismans, each of you must find your own way to seek reinforcements."

"Understood!"

A young woman left while Ji Yueyu emitted a bright green light and charged towards the monk.

"Buddha's mercy, how are you, Fairy Ji? It’s been a long time. You've advanced to an advancedlate infant stage cultivator, which is no small feat. My divine power should be familiar to you. Why do you insist on fighting when you know it's futile? If you surrender, I will treat you with respect."

Kōng Huì's voice carried a hint of temptation.

The goal of cultivation was longevity; thus, higher-stage cultivators often feared death.

"Hmph, Master need not waste your words. Ji Yueyu understands that she cannot defeat you but owes her master deeply. She would never betray Drifting Cloud Pavilion. If you have the courage, come and fight me. As long as I draw my last breath, I will stop you from causing chaos on Penglai Island."

"Buddha's mercy, the sea of suffering has no end; turning back is a path to salvation. Why be soattachment? If you are willing to destroy everything, then I won't hold you back."

Before Kōng Huì could finish speaking, he opened his palms and surged divine power outwards without using any treasure. A golden cloud-like light barrier rose from his body.

Simultaneously, Kōng Huì recited something that sounded like a sutra.

Ji Yueyu took a deep breath and did not allow the monk to continue. She raised her hand and tapped it against her waist, summoning an ivory comb-shaped treasure.

At first glance, there was nothing remarkable about it, but the spiritual pressure emanating from it was formidable.

"Quick!" Ji Yueyu lightly pointed forward with her finger, and a thousand icy rays shot out from the comb towards the old monk.

"Buddha's mercy, you are still clinging to delusions. Remember that all conditioned phenomena are like illusions, bubbles, and shadows; they arise and pass away as quickly as dew on grass."
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Faced with the overwhelming attacks, Kong Hui's expression remained calm. Only a low chant could be heard.

The light screen formed by the Buddha light above his head began to fluctuate uncertainly.

Puff... Puff... Some muffled sounds entered his ears, but those countless chilling rays of light had no effect at all. Ji Yueyu’s pretty face turned pale as she tried to think of a move. However, before she could do anything, a mournful beast howl reached her ears.

Kong Hui flicked his sleeve and revealed a gem the size of a dragon's eye.

The howling came from inside it.

What kind of treasure was this? As an advanced cultivator at the Core Formation stage, Ji Yueyu had seen many things. But right now, she couldn’t think of anything.

Bang! The gem spun around before exploding.

A faint white light shot out and flickered into a fierce tiger with two wings on its back.

Though surprised, Ji Yueyu didn’t waste any time. She quickly took out a black talisman from her waist, pinched it between her thumb and index finger, and spat some of her blood onto it.

This talisman burned without wind. On the surface of the paper was an image of a venomous snake with fangs bared, flickering in the flames as if alive.

"Quickly!" Ji Yueyu pointed at the flame. The fire suddenly grew larger, forming a fiery cloud over ten feet wide. In the light, a venomous snake with sharp teeth and claws writhed, filled with ferocity.

"Hmph, beast talisman. And the demon soul sealed inside is of the Formed Core stage. I didn’t expect such a treasure from Fairy Ji Yueyu. But you really are willing to give it up."

Kong Hui’s cold voice echoed in her ears: "Too bad your efforts are futile."

Before she could finish speaking, he waved his left hand and another magical artifact appeared.

It was a ring-shaped object that flew around above his head before becoming a black streak that slashed at the opponent.

Ji Yueyu didn’t show any weakness. She opened her mouth and spat out a small sword an inch long.

The sword grew larger as it met the wind, reaching three feet in length, and streaked forward with alarming speed.

With a sharp clink, the fiery streak clashed with the black streak. Sparkles of light flew everywhere, and eventually, Ji Yueyu’s magical sword was split into two halves.

"Impossible!" Ji Yueyu was both shocked and angry. Though not her main treasure, this item still had formidable power, yet it was easily destroyed.

Kong Hui’s reputation was well-known, but he was far more powerful than she expected.

However, this was only the beginning. As the saying goes, good fortune never comes in a single day, and misfortune never strikes twice. The beast talisman Ji Yueyu had just used was already an impressive treasure, as that venomous snake had once been of the Formed Core stage.

But facing the fierce tiger with two wings, she was completely on the defensive. In just a few rounds, it tore open her abdomen... Ji Yueyu’s face grew even more grim. She kept tapping her waist and summoned several ancient treasures, but they failed to stop that ring-shaped sword in one strike.

A terrifying roar echoed through the air as the monster opened its blood-stained maw, emitting a beam of light.

The timing was perfect; there was no way for Ji Yueyu to dodge it. At the same time, the black streak slashed from another direction.

Both at the Core Formation stage, but after just a few exchanges, Fairy Ji Yueyu found herself cornered. Kong Hui’s power could be imagined.

"Senior Sister!" A cry echoed as a green-robed girl appeared over a hundred feet away, her face full of anxiety and worry. She was undoubtedly another Core Formation elder from the Heavenly Sea Pavilion.

But she was currently entangled with an old man with a black face. Though not at a disadvantage, it would be impossible for her to help Ji Yueyu. Even if she could intervene, a mere Core Formation cultivator couldn’t stop Kong Hui’s divine power.

Ji Yueyu had no choice but to flee. The only way was for her core spirit to leave the body. But even with that, could she escape from Kong Hui?

Faced with this dilemma, Ji Yueyu seemed trapped in a desperate situation. Suddenly, a streak of green light appeared, and a pair of green hands materialized, grabbing her waist and pulling her back.

The timing was impeccable, as if it had happened naturally.

Kong Hui was momentarily stunned by the sudden turn of events. Ji Yueyu’s escape brought an expression of joy to her face.

After helping Ji Yueyu escape, the green hand turned into a tiny light point that dissipated into thin air.

"Which one of you, hiding in the shadows, dares to break my spell without showing your face?" Kong Hui roared. He no longer had any trace of a high monk’s demeanor. Frustrated at being interrupted, he was filled with anger and disappointment.

Though furious, as the head of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect who lived for nearly eight hundred years, he didn’t lose his composure. He quietly released his divine sense to search around, growing more cautious. This was strange; someone had hidden nearby, yet even with his abilities, no abnormalities were detected. Could it be that this person practiced some special concealment techniques? He needed to be careful and avoid being ambushed.

"Hmph, the head of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, your divine power is nothing but a pretense. You dare to act so boldly on our island?"

Before he could finish speaking, green light flashed over a hundred feet away as an ordinary-looking youth appeared. His movements were swift, and soon he was standing before Kong Hui.

"You, Lin Xiao?" "Senior Lin."

Two cries echoed in his ears, but the emotions behind them were different. Kong Hui was both surprised and angry; how could he not recognize Lin Xuan? He was a target for elimination by their sect, and even though the warrant had yet to be lifted, Kong Xuan’s death at his hands was still fresh.

As for Ji Yueyu, she had only met Lin Xuan once before. She knew of his abilities.

Seeing him appear here, Ji Yueyu felt a great weight lift from her heart.

"You’ve already advanced; you’re now at the Core Formation stage?" Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back with a calm expression and smiled as he spoke, as if discussing something trivial: "Master, even if you surrender, I won’t let you go. But Heaven has mercy on living beings, so why don’t you take your own life?"

～～

The end of the excerpt.
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"Decisive Disintegration?" Qinghui was taken aback, a hint of mockery playing at the corners of his mouth. "Scholar, you speak with great confidence. Why don't you just offer your neck for the sword?"

"Oh, it seems Master is very confident in himself," Lin Xuan said, his voice barely audible as he spoke. "Then let's see who emerges victorious."

Before the words left his lips, his sleeves fluttered, and several sword beams shot out from within.

They expanded with the wind, quickly growing to a dozen feet long, forming a colorful wave that surged towards their opponent.

The scene was impressive enough to send nearby cultivators into shock. They all retreated, fearing they might be drawn in by mistake.

But Qinghui paid no heed, not even summoning any defensive artifacts. Instead, he clasped his hands together, and vibrant Buddhist light erupted from his body, forming a dazzling light barrier.

"Unlucky!"

Lin Xuan hadn't been underestimated so casually before. With his immense power, it far exceeded that of most late-stage cultivators by several times. Even though the sword beams were casually released, each one was as powerful as a top-grade treasure weapon wielded by an initial-stage cultivator.

A cold snort escaped Lin Xuan's lips, and the power of the sword beams increased by threefold.

While he didn't expect to kill this late-stage Core Formation cultivator with such ease, at least he wanted to make him suffer.

However, what happened next far exceeded his expectations.

The dozens of sword beams formed a towering wave, but the five-colored Buddhist light was surprisingly resilient. Not only did it not show any effects from the attacks, but they were actually absorbed and digested.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. What kind of technique is this?

But his opponent didn't give him time to ponder. With a hand gesture, the tiger that had just torn through the transformed snake leaped towards Lin Xuan.

Roar!

The eerie howl of the tiger filled the air as it opened its blood-stained maw and spat out a light wave a foot wide.

It seemed to be tinged with an aura of malevolence.

Qinghui wasn't done. He raised his right hand, and a fiery staff appeared in his palm.

The staff was wrapped in blazing flames.

"Quickly!"

The monk cast a spell.

The staff spun rapidly, its size expanding dramatically into countless shadowy forms that crashed down on Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he saw this. While he could easily block the attack with his powers, it wasn't wise to fight head-on against such an opponent. There were likely more formidable foes waiting for him later.

With a flash of brilliance in his eyes, Lin Xuan moved like a blur, vanishing from sight.

Nine Heavens Microstep!

Qinghui couldn't recognize this technique; it was similar to the Great Sage's Shrink Earth Spell but far more refined. The old monk's expression turned serious.

The opponent had indeed killed Brother Quxian, and his techniques were truly formidable.

Just as he thought this, a burst of green light appeared ahead, and Lin Xuan materialized in an eerie manner. His hands had even transformed into silver.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan shouted, extending his fist forward.

Qinghui was not alarmed but rather delighted. It was well-known that Buddhist techniques were vast and profound, focusing on both powerful suppressive spells and physical cultivation.

As a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, his body wasn't indestructible, but it was far harder than ordinary treasures. Even compared to other monsters of the same rank, he wouldn't be outmatched. The opponent actually wanted to engage him in hand-to-hand combat?

Heaven's wrath can still spare life; self-inflicted suffering cannot.

Such a good opportunity—how could he miss it? With his deep scheming, Qinghui couldn't help but flash a sinister smile.

"Drat."

He shouted and pushed his palm forward.

The action was simple, but it was a secret technique of the Buddhist sect.

Dragon Elephant Vajra Palm!

As its name suggested, this palm contained the power of both a dragon and an elephant.

Lin Xuan showed no fear. The sounds of cracking bones filled the air as his power surged into his fists.

Boom!

The silver light and golden glow collided with a loud bang that echoed like thunder in the sky.

"Phew…" Qinghui's face turned pale, and he spat out blood.

Lin Xuan stepped back three steps, his lips also bleeding. But while he was injured, Lin Xuan's expression showed more surprise.

He knew his own abilities well; even if the power of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens wasn't considered, his power far exceeded that of other cultivators at his rank. In close combat, there were no tricks involved—logically, he should have killed his opponent without a fight. But it was only a slight advantage.

Wasn't this guy from the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect too powerful?

Could it be…

Lin Xuan had a vague guess, but whether or not it was true would need to be confirmed by the other party.

While Lin Xuan was merely puzzled, Qinghui's expression was a mix of shock and anger. He had expected the opponent to suffer for his own misdeeds and hoped to inflict serious damage on him.

But reality proved otherwise; instead of achieving his goal, he lost an arm to Lin Xuan.

The right side of Qinghui's body shattered from the impact.

This damned kid was not only skilled in orthodox techniques but also a monster. This greatly surprised Qinghui.

What shocked Qinghui most wasn't just this, but the depth of his own power. He knew his situation well; as the head of the Ten Thousand Buddhas Sect, he practiced the deepest Buddhist secrets and had learned the powers of a second-stage Core Formation.

It was widely known that second-stage Core Formations were extremely difficult to cultivate, far surpassing minor techniques like soul division. Thus, Qinghui's power far exceeded his peers. Facing Ji Yueyu, it took only a few moments for him to corner her.

But this kid had just ascended and wasn't sure if he was stable at the new rank. Qinghui originally thought killing him wouldn't be difficult, but in the end, he suffered the loss.

Qinghui's face darkened.

The opponent could kill Brother Quxian, so he couldn't be judged by common sense. Could he also have a second-stage Core Formation?

It was almost certain that he did. Otherwise, how could Lin Xuan, only at the mid-Stage Core Formation rank, defeat a Great Sage?

With this thought in mind, Qinghui took a deep breath and spat out a golden light from his mouth.

The golden light flashed and severed his right arm at the shoulder.

But there was no blood on the wound, only radiant golden light.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he felt an ominous premonition. He clutched his hands to make a move when Qinghui's loud shout reached his ears.
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只见 nearby ripples appeared, and a strange black fog enveloped the right shoulder wound of Kong Hui. His face was contorted with pain.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. Although he didn't know what his opponent intended to do, he wouldn't give him time to cast his spells calmly.

However, it seemed like Kong Hui anticipated his move and struck first.

With a flick of his divine consciousness, the strange tiger with wings on its back let out a snarl, leaping at Lin Xuan like a bolt of lightning.

Then another spell hit the staff, creating a mountain-like shadow that pressed down towards Lin Xuan.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan's face remained calm. Although he had won this round, his opponent had achieved his goal.

Looking ahead, Lin Xuan saw Kong Hui. He had grown an arm on his right side, but it was grotesque and unlike a human's.

"Host of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, I didn't expect you to have any connection with ancient demons," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"What demon? I merely practice both Buddhism and Taoism. Why do you blame me when you are also a cultivator?" Kong Hui retorted.

Lin Xuan paid no heed and flashed into the Nine Heavens Microstep, then pulled out two dazzling rings from his waist pouch.

The old monk didn't hesitate, pointing with his left hand and shooting out a black thread of energy.

"Senior Fellow Lin, be careful of your opponent's treasure."

At this moment, Ji Yueyu was engaged in battle with two cultivators from Loyal Soul Valley. Despite being outnumbered, she handled the situation easily, occasionally glancing at their fight.

The戒刀 seemed to be an impenetrable treasure, as it had caused her quite a bit of trouble during their earlier exchange.

However, Lin Xuan was different. With his extensive experience in combat, he had already noticed the uniqueness of the戒刀 without Ji Yueyu's help.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan raised his left hand and shot out a green light from his sleeve.

The light flickered, transforming into a dazzling streak that rushed forward.

A clang echoed as the two treasures collided mid-air. Green and black lights intertwined like two snakes devouring each other, making it hard to determine who would win.

The monk's face darkened. He knew well the power of this treasure—it was forged from meteoric iron and contained舍利es from several high-ranking monks within, making it an extremely sharp weapon in the mortal world.

Even if it couldn't match a genuine灵宝, it was still formidable. No one except his senior fellow could withstand its strike.

With a flash of rage, Kong Hui cast another spell, causing the black thread to ripple and emit bloody rays that struck Lin Xuan's green fire.

Clashes resounded as the green fire was quickly overwhelmed. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm.

Green fire wasn't an ordinary treasure; his opponent’s attempt to cut it down was mere delusion.

"Go! Witness the power of a hundred dragons' fangs."

Lin Xuan clapped his hands, and hundreds of ice serpents and fire dragons roared, lunging towards Kong Hui.

The old monk's face turned pale. The five-colored Buddha light was formidable, but he had no confidence at this moment. He quickly unfurled his robe to defend himself.

Buddhist chants filled the air as the treasure transformed into a protective barrier. In the center of the barrier were numerous small and large "Buddhas."

Each character was imbued with immense spiritual energy, making the barrier incredibly strong.

However, Lin Xuan had full confidence in the Hundred Dragon Fangs.

The Nine Heavens Moon Ring was his primary treasure, but it seemed to be unnecessary during battles. Even though he usually used other treasures more often, they didn't seem as effective as the Nine Heavens Moon Ring.

Was this treasure really so useless?

In reality, there were two reasons that limited its power: first, the owner's cultivation had to reach late-stage元婴; Lin Xuan was now satisfied with his current level.

Secondly, the Nine Heavens Moon Ring had a flaw—it only contained Southward Brightness Fire and needed an extremely cold attribute material for balance.

Back then, as a condensation period cultivator, he had obtained Southward Brightness Fire by sheer luck and couldn't afford to seek out a cold attribute item.

Now, however, he finally found the balancing element. The enmity with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect stemmed from this cold attribute material—the top-grade Heavenly Moon Crystal could even communicate.

Although Lin Xuan possessed this treasure, he had been too busy to re-cast his primary magical artifact.

But he didn't have time; Yue'er did.

They were not only master and servant but also husband and wife. It wouldn't be a problem for her to assist in the casting process.

With Yue'er residing at the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion, both cultivation and treasure refinement would be convenient.

Now that the Nine Heavens Moon Ring truly unleashed its full power.

Hundred Dragon Fangs!

Lin Xuan believed even a Separation Period cultivator would retreat from this technique. Even if Kong Hui was as he suspected—a dual-stage元婴 cultivator—he wouldn't withstand it.

After a series of probing attacks, Lin Xuan didn't want to prolong the battle; he wanted a quick resolution. Not only was the situation at the Heavenly Sea Pavilion pressing, but he also didn't wish to expend too much energy.

In an instant, the ice serpents and fire dragons collided with the Buddha characters' barrier.

A puff of blood mist filled the air as the barrier's defense crumbled before the Hundred Dragon Fangs.

Kong Hui was shocked.

Although he had sensed the power of this technique, he never imagined it would be so formidable.

Damn it!

It was too late to dodge. Even his robe couldn't withstand such a strike; ordinary five-colored light was even less effective.

In high-level combat, every detail counted. Before Kong Hui could react, he was swallowed by the Hundred Dragons.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. The enemy was indeed formidable.

Boom!

Before he could fully process this, a deafening sound echoed.

Looking up, Lin Xuan saw a sea of blood as Kong Hui, the head of his sect, had resorted to self-destructing his body to escape.

A vortex of spiritual energy appeared in the sky, and the Hundred Dragons were sucked in. It didn't matter; it was just an illusion created by the Nine Heavens Moon Ring. The real artifact remained with Lin Xuan, at most losing some energy.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan's face darkened as he took a deep breath, a faint blue light appearing in his eyes.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

One of the secret techniques from the Dance of the Heavenly Phoenix, it greatly enhanced the user’s vision. It was said that with enough practice, one could see through all illusions.

Although Lin Xuan was far from mastering this technique, he still caught a faint golden light in his eyes.
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For Liu Xing, this small amount of Huang Yu was almost negligible. He mounted the Thunder Eagle Beast and headed straight for the Ancient Mulberry City.

Meanwhile, Han Guang had inadvertently captured a Martial Official, which could have been an opportunity to ease tensions between the two countries and reach a consensus, giving Yan State a chance to catch its breath before preparing for future campaigns against Zhao. However, Han Guang refused to reconcile due to the Martial Official's unauthorized northern incursion.

At this moment, war drums echoed on the city walls, but the defenders of Pei County did not venture out to engage in battle. They drove the young and strong into the city to hold their positions, with rolling logs and heavy stones piled up along the battlements, ready for use at any time. The banners fluttered, the drums resounded, while below, people moved about, facing each other, waiting for the inevitable clash.

Seeing this, Yun Yang said no more, dismounting and leading Yan Fei'er down slowly. As their bodies touched the light gate, a powerful suction suddenly enveloped them, pulling them into the gateway.

During the journey, Haotian and others had attacked the Ten Thousand Year Frenzied Spirit Tree several times but to no avail. They could only retreat and observe, ready to flee if anything went wrong. The undead army was also carefully stored away by cautious Haotian.

While Tian Feng's forces were numerically superior, the advantage lay in strength, which the Wild Mountain Village side possessed.

This was the Wood fragment given by General Lu Feng during their time in the Ghost House. Eitianchen was extremely puzzled; all other items had been scattered, but why did this fragment remain intact? Could it be because it was a quest item?

Wang was impressed with Xue Fengyi's intelligence. She spent a night imparting her entire knowledge to Xue Fengyi and even taught her how to control the Dragon Phoenix War Chariot.

The explosion at the whip tip transformed into visible sound waves, allowing one to easily trace its movement from a single point in all directions, covering every angle without any blind spots.

"You shouldn't blame me; it wasn't me who called for backup. It's not even the bear! You've angered someone powerful, and we can't do anything about it," the white police officer seemed to have learned his lesson, speaking weakly as if he were the criminal.

Snooze God Hypnos was unaware of the western front battle. If he knew that the tens of thousands of demon forces had been completely annihilated by Jiang Ranan in a single clash, he wouldn't be so secure now.

"Bi xiong, why are you glaring at Ye Huan? Do you think this Holy Son has poor judgment?" Fang Yijing suddenly shouted.

Another issue was that from the other party's phone, their costs were definitely lower. Engaging in price wars would not only harm themselves but could potentially see their brand overwhelmed by knockoffs, leaving them no chance to compete with international brands later on.

"You... you should rest..." Seeing Dream Li did not wish to continue speaking and with Purple Xuan repeatedly delaying, Purple Ying reluctantly followed Purple Xuan away.

Ajani said nothing, just holding his hand as they found a place to sit down, quietly admiring the starry sky.

As he spoke, he felt both fear and joy. Joy because these warriors looked so wild and fierce, probably more savage than the Donglu.
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Sure, here is the translation:

---

He was right; his opponent had indeed self-destructed its physical body but managed to escape with its元婴.

After all, as a late-stage cultivator, soul transfer was easy.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile. According to his style of doing things, he wouldn't let the opponent get away so easily. He flicked his sleeve and conjured an ancient-looking long spear from it. Reaching out, Lin Xuan swung it down fiercely.

A pained gasp echoed as a streak of green light shot forward. Unlike ordinary attacks, this green light could slice through the void itself.

Two shocked cries filled the air as two元婴 tumbled mid-air, their faces showing signs of panic. Each was about an inch tall and had features remarkably similar to those of 空晦. The only difference was that one's skin was a pale golden color while the other's was dark black.

"Ah!"

A cry of pain reached his ears. The two cultivators facing 姬月如 were mid-stage元婴, barely holding their own. Now they showed no fight at all. One of them, an old man with a black face, was struck by 姬月如's sword energy and died instantly.

Seeing her companion fall, the remaining old woman turned pale and tried to escape without a second thought. 姬月如 sneered as she cast a spell, conjuring a golden light from her jade comb that hit the old woman so hard she didn't even have time to cry out before being reduced to a sieve.

The other old monsters met similar fates—either killed by the women of 天涯海阁 or easily dispatched by Lin Xuan.

---

Within just a few minutes, all the enemies had gone to hell.

"Thank you, Uncle Senior, for your assistance. Your great kindness will be remembered by our sect," 姬月如 bowed deeply, with the other women showing similar respect. "No need for such formalities," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. "How's the situation now?"

"This... I'm not sure, Uncle Senior," 姬月如 blushed slightly.

"What do you mean, you're not sure?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. "How can that be possible?"

"It's true, Uncle Senior, I wouldn't dare deceive you. The battle on 瀛洲岛 is in chaos; the transmission talismans have been hit by the enemy, so I don't know the situation," 姬月如 said anxiously.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. He had already dealt with similar situations since arriving at 天涯海阁总舵, but this time it was different. The defenders were all condensation stage cultivators who didn’t understand the overall situation. But 姬月如有 high rank and position; she being confused meant something was seriously wrong.

Using soul projection, Lin Xuan knew there were three Separation Stage experts from both 万佛宗 and 灵魂谷. His sister was strong but couldn't handle it alone. She was still safe for now.

Seeing Lin Xuan's grim expression, 姬月如 took a deep breath, not daring to speak freely. The other women were even more silent as the atmosphere grew tense.

Just then, a fire dragon appeared in his vision—a transmission talisman that hadn't been hit by the enemy.

Though suspicious, he still accepted it without hesitation and closed his eyes, sinking his consciousness into it.

After a few breaths, Lin Xuan lifted his head, his expression fluctuating between anger and concern.

"Uncle Senior, what's going on?" 姬月如 asked cautiously.

Lin Xuan didn't respond but waved his sleeve to hand the fire dragon to her. "This is from Sister Su. She says that the Anti-Demon Tower she guards is under attack by a Separation Stage couple."

"Anti-Demon Tower? Do they have some monster there?"

"Not exactly, Uncle Senior. The Anti-Demon Tower doesn't house any monsters, but it's the center of the Nine Palaces Mustard Seed Sword Array. If it falls, our sect will be considered defeated," 姬月如 said anxiously.

Only a few Separation Stage cultivators like Sister Su and Lin Xuan himself could match them. Even though the opponent was late-stage元婴, their power was on par with legendary Separation Stage experts.

Lin Xuan had his own considerations. If it were just one Separation Stage expert, he wouldn't be afraid. Even if he couldn’t win, self-preservation would still be manageable. With Sister Yue's help, he believed they had a good chance of winning.

However, the transmission talisman clearly stated that the attackers were a couple, both at Separation Stage and using coordinated attacks.

This made it much harder to deal with.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan’s mind raced as he weighed his options. If he didn't go to help, the Anti-Demon Tower would surely fall. Even if the Nine Palaces Mustard Seed Sword Array couldn't be activated successfully, their victory was still uncertain.

This outcome wasn’t what he wanted.

Going to help carried some risk but, with caution, self-preservation should still be possible.

No use entering a tiger's den without risking it for the final victory.

Lin Xuan’s eyes hardened: "No need to say more. Give me 瀛洲岛's map and I'll head to the Anti-Demon Tower."

"Thank you, Uncle Senior," 姬月如 was both surprised and delighted.

"You wait here; I’ll draw a map for you right away," she said as she reached into her waistband and took out an empty jade scroll. Plunging her consciousness inside, it took only a few breaths to complete the task.

Handing over the scroll respectfully, 姬月如 said, "Uncle Senior, I’ve drawn the map for you."

Lin Xuan scanned it with his consciousness, nodding in understanding before his body was enveloped in green light as he flew forward.

Meanwhile, about ten thousand miles away from here...

A desolate landscape greeted him. The only things visible were scattered stones and some withered trees. A lone tower stood amidst the wilderness.

The area was thin on spiritual energy, yet who would have thought this place was the core of 天涯海阁's protective array, guarded by Pavilion Master 苏绛唇 herself.

Besides her, there were eight other late-stage元婴 elders and nearby prohibitions that made it virtually impregnable.

However, nothing is absolute. The prohibitions had been breached, five out of the eight late-stage元婴 elders lay dead, leaving only 苏绛唇 and three others struggling to hold on.

Ruying's junior sister had just arrived, but their situation was still dire against two Separation Stage experts.

A sweet laugh echoed as she faced a young woman in her prime. Though not breathtakingly beautiful, she was stunning. Her nickname sent shivers down one’s spine—Serpentess Immortal.

Countless cultivators had fallen at her hands; she was cruel and indiscriminate in her killings.

"Ha! The head of 天涯海阁, bring yourself to feed my spirit insects," a voice said as 苏绛唇 suddenly found herself unable to move. The air around her seemed to have turned into shackles, locking down all her energy. A late-stage元婴 expert was rendered helpless.

---

The text then continues with the narrative of 苏绛唇's struggle against the Serpentess Immortal and their allies.
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A sweet, seductive laugh entered his ears. The Snake Scorpion Fairy waved her jade hand, and the bag opened up.

An unpleasant stench wafted out from within.

Then a peculiar-looking spirit insect appeared in front of him.

It was about ten feet long and resembled a scorpion with its body colored purple-red. However, its back was adorned with a face of a beautiful woman, vividly lifelike and exuding an eerie aura.

"Sky Purple Human-Faced Scorpion."

Although Su Yi's lips couldn't move, the beauty on his face was filled with terror. This notorious venomous insect was said to devour one’s soul, trapping it in a state of eternal damnation. Could he really end up like this?

His mind raced, but his mana was restrained, leaving him powerless.

On the other side, Sister Liu Ying's situation was slightly better, but she could only barely defend herself and couldn't save him.

Su Yi sighed and closed his eyes. He wasn’t giving up; it was just that he had reached a dead end.

Sss...

A chilling sound entered his ears as the Sky Purple Human-Faced Scorpion transformed into a streak of light and flew towards him.

But at this moment, a green glow flashed, and a strange green flame appeared, intercepting the venomous scorpion before it could reach Su Yi.

The Sky Purple Human-Faced Scorpion paid no heed to the flame. Ordinary flames were useless against it; it crashed into the toxic flames, causing a sizzling sound.

The insect's cry became more desperate.

This green illusory fire was beyond comprehension with its nature. Even its master had to retreat. The insect’s fate in this world was bleak indeed.

Self-inflicted suffering could not be avoided!

Seeing his venomous scorpion trapped by the flames, the Snake Scorpion Fairy couldn't help but feel both fear and anger. She had been too careless just now.

Realizing her mistake, she quickly released her divine sense.

Of course, an old monster of the Separation and Union stage was no ordinary character. Soon, she discovered the hidden enemy lurking in the shadows—a late-stage One Core婴后期 cultivator.

This was strange. How could a mere late-stage cultivator sneak up on them without their notice?

Could it be...

But at this moment, she had no time to ponder. This ungrateful fellow dared to harm her spirit insect; only by extracting its soul and essence would she find satisfaction.

A look of ferocity flashed across the Snake Scorpion Fairy's face as she waved her jade hand, sending a streak of light that transformed into a pink skull in mid-air. Its mouth gnashed while its eyes glowed blood-red, heading towards the enemy's hiding spot.

This ordinary-looking young man at over a hundred feet away was Lin Xuan.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan thrust his sword forward with a long, dragon-like sound.

A brilliant silver sword energy streaked out, over a hundred feet in length, hurtling towards the pink skull.

The sword energy and the skull collided mid-air. The surface of the sword energy glowed with numerous large talisman characters that rotated and flickered. A cracking sound echoed as the skull shattered like ice melting, breaking into pieces.

But the sword energy's power was far from over. Although it dimmed slightly compared to before, it still shone brightly, radiating an intimidating ferocity, hurtling forward.

"Such a result..."

This outcome exceeded Su Yi’s expectations.

However, as a Separation and Union stage cultivator, this old monster reacted swiftly. Despite the shock, she didn’t show any fear when facing the sword energy from a divine treasure.

She waved her jade hand, and a fan-shaped artifact flew out.

Grasping it, she swung it forward with force.

Boom!

A piercing roar filled the air as the surface of the fan was carved with countless grotesque ghost heads that opened their mouths wide. Black, pitch-dark yin energy spewed from them.

The yin energy intertwined and flickered, transforming into a black blade streaking forward.

A sound so powerful it shook the earth reverberated. The sword energy and the blade clashed mid-air, silver light and black energy devouring each other, seemingly entering a stalemate.

"Such power..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although he had never seen this fan, its power was astonishing. Was it a replica of a divine treasure?

Could it be...

He guessed so but didn't idle his hands.

Punching his waist, the Green Fire Sword flew out. He exhaled a breath of essence into it, causing the sword to expand like a mountain, reaching over a hundred feet in an instant, and hurtling forward with泰山压顶的气势.

Facing a Separation and Union stage cultivator, Lin Xuan couldn't afford any complacency. Using Green Fire Sword techniques, he believed his opponent would have to be cautious.

"Accursed!"

Although the Snake Scorpion Fairy didn’t say anything, she was genuinely surprised. A mere late-stage One Core cultivator's power shouldn't be so extraordinary.

The giant sword’s might was formidable; even she dared not face it head-on.

This woman’s aura flickered as she vanished from her spot.

Wind遁术?

Lin Xuan froze, his face showing a hint of a bitter smile. Wind遁术 was indeed more mysterious than instantaneous teleportation.

Lin Xuan didn’t continue attacking because it would be meaningless. He had initially planned to ambush and severely injure the woman in front of him. However, while the idea seemed good, its execution proved difficult. After all, reaching this stage required countless battles and experiences, making these old monsters extremely cautious.

Since his sneak attack was ineffective, he could only confront her head-on.

"Thank you for your assistance. May I ask if you are Senior Lin Xuan?"

A respectful voice entered his ears. Although Su Yi had never met him, she heard about Lin Xuan’s and Moonlight’s marriage to Dreamlike Beauty.

She had been locked by the Snake Scorpion Fairy's secret technique but managed to break free when that old guy focused on Lin Xuan.

"No need for formalities. Moer, let’s deal with this Snake Scorpion Fairy."

There was no time for pleasantries now; Sister Liu Ying’s situation was also urgent. This Separation and Union stage couple excelled in joint attacks. Lin Xuan wouldn’t allow them to stay together. He and Moer would face their opponents separately.

Moer, after fusing with the Deva Blood, had a strength level only slightly below his own. With the support of the Mystic Yin Treasure Box and the Thousand Illusion Jiaoshen Shield, facing this Snake Scorpion Fairy, while victory was unlikely, self-preservation should be possible... At worst, she could hold them off for some time.

PS: I recommend Brother Jingye Ji's "Danjing," it’s really good. Check it out!

Additionally, keep supporting me with recommendation votes. It seems that my wife showed her culinary skills, but today Phantom Rain had a stomachache all day long. Poor thing.
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As for Lin Xuan himself,

compared to the Scorpion Fairy, the Corpse King of Clear Origin was even stronger.

Before Lin Xuan's words had fully faded away, a flash of white light appeared before him. A beautiful young girl materialized in front of him.

Her lips were like pearls, her skin as smooth as water, and she had the beauty to captivate an entire nation.

Su Bang's eyes widened in surprise, though he was somewhat puzzled by this arrangement. Since Lin Xuan had made these plans, he naturally did not speak out.

Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew towards his left side.

The Scorpion Fairy was both shocked and angry. This guy was too arrogant; he treated her like nothing.

"Want to leave? First, you must leave your life behind."

Before she could finish speaking, her jade hand snapped out, releasing surging magical power that mixed with the surrounding primordial energy. Accompanied by a piercing howl, ghost heads began appearing before her.

Each had blood-red eyes and were shrouded in dark, sinister mist, exuding terrifying ferocity.

"Go!"

A murderous aura flashed across the Scorpion Fairy's beautiful face as she pointed at Lin Xuan's direction of flight.

All the ghastly heads let out piercing howls, their mouths chomping viciously as they lunged towards Lin Xuan’s flying light.

The attack from a veteran of the Separation and Union stage was naturally formidable. However, Lin Xuan paid no heed to it, knowing that Yue'er would protect him.

Sure enough, the young girl cried out in a delicate voice, raising her jade hand. A banner the size of a palm leaped from her palm.

With a gentle shake, this treasure expanded as if caught by the wind, enveloping Yue'er's slender figure with dark winds and ghostly energy. Its eerie nature was no less impressive than that of the Scorpion Fairy.

"Quickly."

The young girl pointed at Lin Xuan’s direction, and a series of whistling sounds filled the air. From the clouds formed by the Beast Soul Banner, dozens of wind blades shot out, each over ten feet long, with glaring black light—far from ordinary wind blade techniques.

Puff puff puff...

Some muffled sounds entered his ears as these wind blades, moving at incredible speed, intercepted the ghost heads in mid-air.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan’s figure flashed, and he unfolded Nine Heaven Microstep to stand before the Corpse King of Clear Origin.

As her husband, this old man was just as cruel and vicious. During his battle with Liu Ying, the Corpse King had not fully unleashed his power but instead toyed with her like a cat playing with a mouse.

However, Lin Xuan’s sudden appearance changed his mind.

With much at stake, the Corpse King did not want any mishaps during this fight.

A fierce roar escaped him as he released waves of nauseating corpse energy from his body. This transformed into dozens of giant snakes, each about the size of a water barrel, lunging towards Liu Ying's direction.

If Liu Ying were just an ordinary late-stage元婴 cultivator, she would likely be unable to withstand such attacks, given that Separation and Union stage existents could perform feats as powerful as moving mountains with a mere flick of their fingers.

However, Liu Ying was different. Among the vast expanse of Tianya Hage, she could claim to be the top expert, her magical power even surpassing Su Shilin's by a notch.

Facing the corpse energy transformed into demonic serpents, this woman’s face showed a serious expression but remained calm.

She waved her yew robe and a rain umbrella-shaped treasure flew out. It spun around, releasing three differently colored light curtains—red, yellow, and blue.

The demonic serpents quickly lunged at these light curtains, tearing and biting them.

The light curtains rapidly dimmed, but it was impossible to break through them in such a short time.

This slight delay allowed Lin Xuan to arrive between the two of them.

A hint of viciousness flashed across the Corpse King's face, but after a moment’s hesitation, he stopped his attack.

Liu Ying exhaled with relief and removed her light curtain as well.

"Disciple pays respects to Senior Auntie. Thank you for your assistance," she said, bowing, though her gaze was curious.

Liu Ying, confident in her magical power, was also far superior to ordinary late-stage元婴 cultivators. Could this unremarkable young man truly be stronger than herself?

Half-believing and half-doubting, but still showing the proper courtesies,

"Never mind the formalities. This old monster is left to me; you can focus on attacking that Scorpion Fairy," Lin Xuan said, his gaze sweeping over Liu Ying.

Although Yue'er's current powers had greatly improved, her combat experience was shallow. With two late-stage元婴 cultivators assisting from the side, Lin Xuan could feel more at ease.

"Yes, then please take care."

Liu Ying nodded and turned to fly towards the other side.

The Corpse King hesitated for a moment, his eyes flashing with不甘 (reluctance), but he did not intervene. With a powerful enemy watching him from the side, he focused on Lin Xuan.

His gaze swept over Lin Xuan, his expression turning extremely gloomy.

Lin Xuan was naturally not afraid; in hand-to-hand combat,气势 (presence) was equally important. He took a deep breath and exuded overwhelming spiritual pressure towards the opponent. Although it was still slightly inferior to that of the Corpse King at Separation and Union stage, the gap between them had narrowed to an almost negligible degree.

"Indeed."

Although he knew early on that his opponent was no ordinary cultivator, the Corpse King's eyelids twitched involuntarily upon experiencing Lin Xuan’s spiritual pressure.

"Not bad, not bad. No wonder the pursuit order from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect didn't work on you; your magical power has truly reached this level. But what of it? You are still just an元婴 cultivator. Do you think you can match me?"

"Only by trying will I know," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"You're courting death." The Corpse King roared in anger: "Since you want to go to the underworld, this old king will see you off."

Before he could finish speaking, a series of cracking sounds filled the air. Although the Corpse King spoke lightly, he knew that the young man before him was unlike any ordinary late-stage元婴 cultivator; he had to give it his all.

He revealed his true form as an ancient corpse king.

His figure suddenly grew several feet taller, his skin withered, and his eyes turned blood-red. His fangs protruded, and the corpse energy became thick and tangible, nauseating to behold.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed; the saying went that "the early bird catches the worm." Since combat was inevitable, he would not wait for the Corpse King to complete his transformation.

He waved his sleeve, and the Nine Heaven Moon Ring flew out, swirling before him. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast a spell.

Woo...

A whistling sound filled the air as a white maelstrom of wind appeared, pressing down from heaven to earth.

"Trivial tricks!"

The Corpse King did not dodge or avoid; even the zombie's body was incredibly robust, far surpassing that of any same-stage monster.

With a loud roar, he waved his withered hands in front of him, releasing countless greenish-black claws.

Puff puff puff...

He pushed through the wind blades and approached Lin Xuan.

What a formidable fellow!

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was deeply wary. He reached into his waistband and a shield the size of a palm flew out.
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This shield was vastly different from ordinary treasures. Not only did it have peculiar patterns, but there were also many runes that flickered on its surface as if they appeared and disappeared. Without saying more, Lin Xuan clasped his hands together, and a silver-gray light curtain emerged from the shield, enveloping him.

In the next moment, an overwhelming stench filled the air. The ten-thousand-year-old Corpse King had already pounced in front of him, opening its mouth to spray out gray-white corpse fire. With a sizzling sound, it came into contact with the light curtain, and something astonishing happened that left people stunned.

The gray-white coldness rapidly spread across the surface of the light curtain, forming a thick layer of ice.

Could this be Yinattribute magic flame?

Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly realized there was nothing out of the ordinary. Zombies wereyin soul ghostly creature, and their cultivation techniques often had extremely Yin and cold attributes. Corpse fire was no exception.

The Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield was frozen by the ice, yet Lin Xuan's face revealed a faint smile. If this treasure had been re-tempered before, it would indeed be formidable against attacks from Separation Realm existences. However, now...

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan pointed his finger with a calm expression.

Wu... A deep and heavy voice echoed in the air, as if an ancient tortoise was roaring. Following this, a layer of white light radiance suddenly appeared on the surface of the shield, effectively blocking the coldness without any effort.

The Clear Origin Corpse King's pupils constricted, and a fierce expression flashed across his ugly face. With a loud roar, he swung his claws, revealing another peculiar treasure.

About a foot tall, it had an ancient appearance.

"Jinglong Treasure Tower!" Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a serious look. Usually, such obscure treasures were incredibly powerful. "Boy, you can still surrender now. Just submit to this seat of mine, and I might spare your life."

Lin Xuan was in no mood for idle talk with him. The outcome was uncertain, even against an old monster like that.

Do I really fear you?

With a loud roar, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped by dazzling spiritual light. A peculiar war armor appeared on his form.

Facing such a formidable opponent, he showed neither fear nor contempt.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and cast a spell towards his talisman.

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emitted flickering spiritual light as several dozen ice serpents and fire dragons appeared in the air, circling and dancing. However, this was far from over. As Lin Xuan's hand seals changed rapidly, these serpents and dragons transformed into seven each, emitting no less pressure than before. They soon covered half of the sky.

Regardless of their power, the sheer momentum left people awestruck.

The Clear Origin Corpse King was somewhat moved but then revealed a cruel smile.

This boy’s talisman is formidable, but can it match my sword?

The old monster roared loudly, his voice like thunder. His hands swung like wheels as one seal after another flew out.

The Jinglong Treasure Tower flashed and suddenly grew in size, expanding from just over a foot to ten feet tall. Its massive shadow loomed before Lin Xuan's eyes.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He clasped his hands together, and hundreds of ice serpents and fire dragons roared loudly, attacking their opponent with claws bared.

The Clear Origin Corpse King paid it no heed, shouting aloud.

From the bottom of the tower, green light burst forth as countless immortal swords flew out in all sizes and lengths. The name of the sword tower was indeed not in vain.

When these swords combined, they numbered over a thousand, forming a mountain of weapons that pressed forward with great momentum.

Boom! A terrifying explosion echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The sword mountain clashed with the dragon group, slicing and stabbing on one side while the other used its claws and teeth to tear at them.

In no time, it was unclear who was losing ground.

However, the Clear Origin Corpse King would not give up so easily. His figure flickered as he vanished without a trace.

What is this? A Windevasion technique like the Scorpion Fairy?

Lin Xuan had extensive experience in magical battles and immediately felt wary. He did not stay in one place.

His body flashed, and the Nine Heaven Microstep was activated.

A sizzling sound filled the air, revealing that the old monster indeed appeared where Lin Xuan had just stood. A claw descended.

Lingering light flickered, but for Lin Xuan to be injured would require timely evasion.

The attack failed, yet the monster did not stop. It opened its blood-filled mouth and sprayed out more gray-white corpse fire.

This was his secret technique, with extreme coldness and poison effects.

Lin Xuan had already seen this and did not underestimate it. He flicked his sleeves, and green flames shot forth.

Corpse Flame against Profound Fire—two types of magic flames transformed into white and green serpents that writhed in the air. Soon, the green Profound Fire gained the upper hand.

This is impossible! The Clear Origin Corpse King was both shocked and angry. Lin Xuan did not want to waste time with him. Seizing his opportunity, he launched a full attack, aiming for surprise and overwhelming force before dealing a heavy blow.

He flicked his sleeves again, and the Magic Bond Sword flew out.

Lin Xuan grasped it, and green light enveloped his body as he injected spiritual energy into it. Numerous rune symbols appeared in his vision, rotating and flashing on the sword blade's surface before disappearing into Lin Xuan’s body. His palm was wrapped in silver light, with copper coin-sized scales appearing.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan swung his right hand downward with the sword.

Not good! The Clear Origin Corpse King was alarmed. He had already seen the power of this sword and knew that the only imitation treasure in his sect was held by his wife. He did not want to risk a direct clash with it.

His body flashed again, using the Windevasion technique once more. However, Lin Xuan's experience in magical battles was vast; he anticipated the old monster’s actions before the Magic Bond Sword even moved.

Wanting to dodge? That won't be easy!

He swung his long spear left-handed… "Green light flickered as the Windevasion technique was broken.

The Corpse King appeared mid-air, and the sword beam was only a hundred feet away from him.

Frustrating!

Seeing no way to evade, the old monster reached into his waistband, summoning a white bone shield. He sprayed some corpse blood on it, causing the shield to grow as it caught the wind, transforming into a wall of white bones in an instant.

Boom! The sword beam struck it, shattering and raining down like rain. Even in the higher realms, spiritual treasures were rare, so this white bone wall could not withstand the attack. However, as a treasure from a Separation Realm old monster, it had unique qualities.

The front was split open by the sword, but new bones continuously emerged from behind, ensuring an endless supply. The sword beam simply couldn't penetrate this treasure’s defense.

Lin Xuan's face darkened.
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The cultivators at the Separation and Union stage could mobilize primordial energy from heaven and earth, countering it with their own magical power.

Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and activated a treasure. The object was square-shaped, golden in color, resembling an imperial seal used by secular emperors. Clear Origin Corpse King's eyes showed surprise; he had never seen such a rare item before, which made him wary.

Lin Xuan ignored the other party’s thoughts and cast a spell. The Five Dragon Seal flashed, spinning rapidly as a cloud of five-colored mist emerged from it.

"Go!"

With a wave of his finger, the cloud-like mist entered the bone wall in front.

"What is this?"

Clear Origin Corpse King was taken aback; he saw astonishment in his eyes. However, quickly, his expression changed dramatically. The mental link between him and the bone shield was significantly weakened, though not completely severed.

What's happening?

Could it be that I underestimated my opponent? This ordinary cultivator of late-stage Core Formation could have such powerful magical treasures.

In another part of the battlefield, Su Jinchun and Liu Ying were also engaged in combat. Su Jinchun had already integrated the Divine Yin Treasure Box, a precious item from the former Netherworld Lord. Even though she couldn't fully utilize its power yet, her presence alone made Clear Origin Corpse King's abilities drop to only three-tenths of their original strength.

With no worries about being outflanked, Su Jinchun’s hands moved swiftly, releasing waves of blade energy that surged towards the enemy like a tidal wave.

If Clear Origin Corpse King could have fully utilized his magic, he might not be afraid of anything. However, in this moment, he was beaten to a pulp and felt extremely frustrated.

As an ancient monster who had lived for thousands of years, she had never encountered such bizarre situations before. With Su Jinchun already causing trouble, the addition of Liu Ying made it even more difficult. Both were formidable opponents; one was the head of the Sky and Sea Pavilion, and the other had gone through cosmetic surgery to advance her cultivation.

After their previous battle, they now had a chance to turn the tide. With so many sisters fallen, Su Jinchun and Liu Ying unleashed all their abilities, determined to finish off their enemies.

However, Clear Origin Corpse King was still holding on despite his severe injuries. As an existence at the Separation and Union stage, he was still a formidable opponent.

As time passed, the tide of battle began to turn in their favor. Once reinforcements arrived, the Sky and Sea Pavilion would be destroyed. Then, they could extract souls from these two pests.

Just as she was thinking this, a piercing scream echoed through the air. Clear Origin Corpse King turned his head, seeing his husband enveloped by a silver glow. The scream came from within.

Could it be... Clear Origin Corpse King felt panic.

However, the silver light, though powerful, continued to emit dense corpse energy. A monstrous figure with disheveled hair appeared in their vision—Clear Origin Corpse King himself.

His left arm was severed at the shoulder, and a large hole in his chest oozed foul-smelling corpse blood.

Despite such severe injuries, Clear Origin Corpse King ignored them, his eyes turning blood red.

"Good, good. I underestimated you. A late-stage cultivator with such powerful magical treasures can injure me, but your life ends here."

A metallic sound echoed as Clear Origin Corpse King roared. The primordial energy in the surrounding area became chaotic. He was determined to seek revenge after his previous mistake.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and prepared for battle. However, at that moment, an eerie sensation spread through the air, and a massive sword appeared before their eyes.

This...

Both Lin Xuan and Clear Origin Corpse King paused, looking up as they saw the giant sword several dozen miles away, radiating with divine light, reaching towards the sky.

And this was just the beginning. Nine more giant swords hung in the air around the entire island, creating an atmosphere of primordial chaos.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword Formation was a technique passed down from the founding ancestor of the Sky and Sea Pavilion since ancient times.

Clear Origin Corpse King’s face turned grim. How could this happen? The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Lamenting Soul Valley had concentrated their high-ranking cultivators to launch a surprise attack, hoping to destroy the Sky and Sea Pavilion before they could activate their array formation.

Now it seemed that all their efforts were in vain.

Clear Origin Corpse King felt an ominous premonition. However, he did not lose hope; his side still held the upper hand in terms of strength. With sufficient sacrifice, victory was still within reach.

Taking a deep breath, Clear Origin Corpse King decided to deal with the immediate threat first. But then, a flash of light entered his vision—Clear Origin Corpse King paused and stopped moving, frowning as he waved towards the source of the light. The fireball flew into his palm.

This...

Clear Origin Corpse King's expression grew even more serious; only Separation and Union cultivators could use flying sword messages. Could something have happened to Huixuan? He was a mid-stage Separation and Union cultivator.

Lin Xuan hesitated but did not attack.

"What?"

Clear Origin Corpse King’s face showed both shock and anger as he realized that the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Lamenting Soul Valley had not rushed to the Sky and Sea Pavilion, but were instead engaged in conflict with other sects and families on the outer sea. The battle was already intense, reaching a point of no return.

How could this be?

Clear Origin Corpse King was stunned. However, he knew Huixuan well; such matters would not be taken lightly by the old monk.

Although unclear about the details, the situation clearly favored his side. After so much planning, could it all come to nothing in the end?

With a look of不甘 (reluctance) on his face, Clear Origin Corpse King thought that as long as he killed these two and extracted Su Ruyan's soul, they could still turn things around.

Roar!

Clear Origin Corpse King let out a roar. His body was enveloped by corpse energy, followed by the sound of bones breaking. He began to transform again.

On the other side, Huixuan was in much worse shape. As an intermediate-stage Core Formation cultivator, Dream Ruyan could not defeat him; even with the added effects of Drifting Cloud Snowflake Technique in the deep sea, her power was limited.

After a long hour of combat, Dream Ruyan's magical energy was almost depleted. Huixuan struck at her head.

The timing was perfect, but Su Ruyan could not dodge. Just then, a man wearing scholar robes appeared.

This middle-aged scholar looked about forty years old, with three long strands of hair and an extremely refined appearance, exuding a sense of elegance and erudition.

Huixuan’s face paled.

This was the first expert in the Twelve Provinces of Tianyun.
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As a cultivator at the Separation and Union后期 stage, Wang Tinglou had a 70% chance of breaking through the Void. His strength was formidable indeed.

For nearly three hundred years, Wang Tinglou had withdrawn from worldly affairs, focusing solely on reaching Great Perfection. Otherwise, if he harbored ambitions for revenge or unification, it wouldn't be impossible.

This time, when the conflict between the Borderless Sea Pavilion and the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect arose, everyone originally expected Wang Tinglou to intervene. However, not only did he ignore them, but he also vanished mysteriously in the end.

Wang Tinglou had long been infatuated with Ice Fairy Lady, after all, it was something from eight hundred years ago. Huixuan deduced from various signs that Wang Tinglou wouldn't favor the Borderless Sea Pavilion and thus allied with Li Hai's Soul Valley! They attempted to breach Yizhou Island, but at a critical moment, this old monster still appeared.

Surprised and angered, he saw a robed cultivator pointing his finger. A red light flashed, and an ethereal white hand materialized, seizing Huixuan’s just-summoned immortal sword.

With ease, the cultivator effortlessly grabbed it. Huixuan's pupils constricted as his divine sense swept over the robed cultivator, but his expression relaxed: "You're not the true Wang Tinglou?"

Though the cultivator's abilities were formidable, they fell far short of the first-name status he was known for; merely a manifestation cultivated by Wang Tinglou. His realm had only just reached Separation and Union.

Huixuan’s thoughts raced. Should he continue attacking the Borderless Sea Pavilion or retreat?

After much deliberation, he couldn't bear to stop because of Wang Tinglou's interference. Besides, his opponent merely sent a manifestation out. But continuing would likely make him an enemy of this top-tier expert. Huixuan knew that Wang Tinglou’s abilities were beyond his reach.

Just as he was indecisive, his subordinate sent a long-distance talisman.

He learned that the main force hadn't rushed to the Borderless Sea Pavilion but instead clashed with other sects in the outer sea. Huixuan nearly popped out of his eyes.

However, the long-distance talisman wasn’t mistaken; it indeed came from one of his trusted subordinates. Amidst his grief and anger, he realized that something unforeseen had likely occurred.

No use fighting anymore; he needed to retreat.

A seasoned monk like this old one could easily pick up and put down such matters. Though reluctant, Huixuan quickly withdrew.

However, Fairy Lady Ruyan almost died at his hands. Given her nature, she wouldn’t let it go so easily. A sharp cry echoed as her immortal sword flashed, casting a dense green shadow that obscured half the sky.

Wang Tinglou had already intervened; he wouldn't hesitate. He tapped his waist, and a peculiar golden pen shot out.

On the other side, the stench of death surged as Clear Origin Corpse King's body was enveloped in thick, tangible mist. The sound of bones cracking filled his ears, and an ominous aura emerged.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan frowned, looking to his left. Green Illusory Fire had already gained the upper hand against Corpse Fiery Flame, with gray-white corpse flames being consumed layer by layer.

Lin Xuan's eyes glinted as he waved his hand, and Green Illusory Fire returned to his palm. But amidst the green hue, a hint of gray white appeared—corpse poison.

Lin Xuan’s face lit up with joy. The corpse poison in this old monster’s body was formidable; after refining it, Green Illusory Fire's power would increase significantly.

However, he had no time for such matters now.

He raised his left hand, and the demonic flames reformed into a grotesque giant snake, viciously lunging at the opponent. With his right hand, he summoned a text from behind him, where a faint phoenix shadow emerged. A clear cry followed as it gradually took shape, its wings spreading widely before shooting forward.

Lin Xuan didn't stop there; he reached for his waist and activated his spirit beast pouch. A spell was cast on it, causing a buzzing sound to erupt. Purple-red insect clouds appeared above him, swirling and rushing towards the corpse cloud.

Meanwhile, Black Gold Dragon Armor shield floated beside him, ensuring that he wouldn’t give the opponent an opportunity to strike back.

Roar!

The roar of a wild beast echoed in his ears. Clear Origin Corpse King didn't want to endure it; with the stench of death enveloping him, he shot towards the distance.

Lin Xuan chased after Green Illusory Fire and the golden phoenix.

However, as an old monster at the Separation and Union stage, his evasion techniques were extremely mysterious. Without using teleportation spells, even Snow White Fox King’s spear had no effect.

Such a prolonged chase was not in his favor. Lin Xuan was deeply frustrated but couldn't think of a good plan quickly.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. Nine giant swords rose slowly, the closest one being red and only ten miles away.

Ancient incantations filled the air as the red sword flashed, separating countless sword lights that dazzled him. Even with his extensive experience, Lin Xuan was taken aback by the sheer number—over a hundred thousand sword energies. The power of such a quantity was formidable even for low-grade fire spells in the Five Elements.

Was this nine palaces sword array too powerful? Lin Xuan didn't know that within the mortal realm, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array was indeed one of the supreme prohibitions. During the battle against demons and monsters, it had slain countless enemies, including many at the Separation and Union stage.

Unlike ordinary protective arrays, this required crystal stones to fill and earth’s primordial energy as a supplement, necessitating its placement in an upper-grade spirit vein.

Once set up, the array continuously absorbed surrounding qi and stored it.

The Borderless Sea Pavilion had never encountered danger beyond raiding Luo Family Headquarters; this qi was already stored for a million years. Once activated, its power would be awe-inspiring.

However, everything has its drawbacks. For the mortal realm, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array indeed possessed supreme power, but using it meant it couldn't be reactivated for at least thirty thousand years.

In other words, if the Borderless Sea Pavilion faced annihilation in the distant future, they would be defenseless.

Of course, he could worry about that later. The immediate concern was to resolve this crisis.

As for the array's mysteries, even the Borderless Sea Pavilion knew very few details; Huixuan and Corpse King’s spouses had sent many spies but couldn't uncover such information.

In the sky, a beautiful young woman in imperial attire floated. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her face, his expression filled with shock.

Cloud Fairy Lady.

Sister said that Qin Yan was in seclusion due to an accidental ingestion of immortal fruit; could she have woken up?

Nine ancient swords hovered around Qin Yan’s body, identical to those seen before. Was she operating the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array?
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Surprised, Lin Xuan quickly focused on eliminating the Clear Origin Corpse King. He didn't have time to overthink it as he clenched his hands and cast a spell, continuing to manipulate attacks towards the corpse king.

**Roar!**

A piercing scream filled the air, followed by the stench of decay. Several claw beams shot out from the dark clouds, converging in mid-air into a massive black hand, about thirty feet wide, which lashed out at the golden phoenix.

The spirit bird naturally didn't back down as it spread its wings and charged headfirst into the giant ghostly hand. The scene was soon filled with demonic winds and foul energies, fiercely clashing together.

As for the Green Illusion Fiery Flame, a sinister look flashed across the corpse king's face. He opened his mouth and spat out a foul-smelling corpse blood, mixing it with his essence energy. The two forces met in mid-air, neither gaining an upper hand at first.

Lin Xuan frowned; this wasn't working. At that moment, Qin Yan made her move. She raised both hands, drawing strange trajectories through the air as ancient incantations echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. Countless red sword lights converged and shot towards them from above.

The scene was shocking. Lin Xuan froze, his face turning pale with shock. So many sword energies, indiscriminate attacks—both old monsters were unlucky, but what about him and Yue'er? This was like the fish suffering when a city gate collapsed.

However, there was no time to hide now. Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan activated the Black Gold Dragon Shield. The shield expanded to several feet in diameter almost instantly.

But he wasn't satisfied; such powerful attacks couldn't be stopped just with the Black Gold Dragon Shield and the Spirit Phoenix Armor. He waved his hands, casting several more spells. The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring emitted a flickering light, its cold glow piercing as multiple ice walls appeared around him.

Yue'er was similarly prepared, summoning an unusual treasure.

Of course, it was the token of affection Lin Xuan had given her—the Supreme Celestial Treasure.

**Thousand Illusion Jiaoshen Shield!**

A spell was cast. Yue'er had integrated with the Deva's Blood and advanced to late-stage Essence Body, with deeper essence energy than other practitioners at the same stage. Her true essence energy surged out like a flood but quickly reduced by about one-third.

However, the young girl was delighted rather than alarmed. The more true essence energy the treasure absorbed, the stronger its defense became. A dragon's roar echoed in his ears as strange objects resembling scales appeared on the surface of the Thousand Illusion Jiaoshen Shield.

Each scale was only a few inches wide, with countless runes spinning and flashing, appearing deeply complex. When combined, they formed an odd light curtain.

Yue'er, like her master, wasn't satisfied with just the shield's defense. She also summoned the Beast Soul Banner, dark energy swirling as another protective layer appeared.

The corpse king and his wife were similarly preoccupied with their own defenses. They each displayed various defensive treasures.

Meanwhile, the Lady of Serpents and Scorpions extended her hand, revealing a jade staff that glowed with layers of spiritual light. Thousands of spiritual threads shot out, forming a green ball that enveloped her.

The corpse king roared loudly, summoning his previous bone shield in front of him. He spat out a mouthful of blood, which quickly merged with the shield. Layer after layer of white bone walls appeared, totaling eighteen.

...

The process seemed complex but took only an instant. Soon, red light flickered as the countless sword beams approached.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened. Although he had set up defenses, he was unsure if they could withstand such a powerful attack. However, what followed left him first shocked and then overjoyed. The sword beams, though fierce, seemed to have eyes; none of them targeted him or Yue'er. The two girls from the Sky Cloud Immortal Pavilion were even more spared as all attacks focused on the Clear Origin Corpse King and the Lady of Serpents and Scorpions.

Puff... puff...

Each sword beam's power wasn't impressive individually, but together they were astonishing.

The first layer of bone walls quickly broke through. The second followed suit.

...

The Clear Origin Corpse King stared in shock as his monstrous corpse energy surged out. The bone walls began to mend, but their rate of collapse was faster. His eyes darted around, trying to find a way to escape.

If it were just the Nine Palaces Sword Formation alone, it couldn't possibly contain an Alchemy Foundation cultivator. But Lin Xuan was still watching; how could he let this old monster get away?

Trying to escape wasn't easy. Since Qin Yan could control the sword beams to distinguish friend from foe, with the help of the Cloud Immortal Lady, he had to ensure this old monster stayed.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan reached out and tapped his waist, summoning an ancient-looking belt.

**Spirit Storage Belt.**

Lin Xuan immediately wrapped it around himself as a rich essence energy flowed into his dantian.

...

His previously pale face quickly returned to normal. He waved his hands, casting spells that made the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring emit intense light. Ice serpents and fire dragons reappeared before him.

Then they multiplied, filling the sky with the roar of dragons and serpents.

**Hundred Dragon Fangs!**

However, Lin Xuan didn't immediately activate them. He flicked his sleeves, summoning a broken sword that flew out.

He grasped it, infused it with essence energy, and slashed fiercely.

This time, he used a different technique; no silver sword beam appeared in the air but instead transformed into a large wolf's head with exposed fangs, which bit viciously at the enemy.

Despite his alchemy foundation-level abilities, using both treasures simultaneously was still challenging. But now, he had to hold on. He gritted his teeth and endured the headache as he pointed forward: "Quick."

Instantly, ice serpents and fire dragons roared in unison. The grotesque wolf's head followed, and the bone walls, already weakened by the sword beams, melted away. The Clear Origin Corpse King was submerged.

Even a ten-thousand-year-old old man couldn't help showing fear in his eyes. But he wouldn't sit idly by; with a fierce cry, he spat out a round ball about the size of a fist.

It turned grayish-white and spun briefly before transforming into three large skeletons.

**Ten Thousand Year Corpse Pearl!**

Lin Xuan was also alarmed. Unlike ordinary zombies' corpse pearls, this one had gained the ability to change at will.

Each skull head was as big as a small mountain, in shades of gray, black, and blood red, enveloped by dark winds, fiercely charging towards the sword beams and Lin Xuan's attacks.
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A fierce gale of dark wind swept through, and the stench of death permeated the air. However, the scale of the sword light was far more expansive than that. The ice dragon and fire serpent followed closely behind, their explosive blasts echoing in Lin Xuan's ears as the surrounding elemental energies became chaotic.

"Drink!"

At this moment, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't hold back any strength. He poured his true energy into the Demon Destiny Sword and his innate treasure without reservation. On the other side, Mo'er was almost at her limit too. While she was gentle and submissive in front of her master, when it came to enemies, she would not hesitate to strike them down.

With a flick of her jade hand, a roughly fist-sized stone flew out. It was oval-shaped with a flat surface, but otherwise lacked any special features or spiritual energy.

However, this was the former treasure of the Asura King:

The Mystic Yin Treasure Box!

As a divine palace's rare treasure, its power was formidable despite being sealed to most of its abilities. It still didn't fall short when compared to other top-grade spiritual artifacts.

Mo'er injected some of her magical force into it. The seven-color light flickered as the oval stone vanished completely, replaced by a crescent-shaped short sword.

It was no more than a foot in length and extremely elegant with gemstones embedded at the grip.

This was one of the nine transformations of the Mystic Yin Treasure Box.

Mo'er extended her slender fingers and easily grasped the Illusory Moon Mystic Light Sword into her delicate palm. She then slashed out, sending a bluish-green light column, over ten feet in diameter, slicing towards the venomous fairy.

This attack also stirred up the surrounding elemental energies, making it even more spectacular.

Bang! The bluish-green light column and thousands of red sword qi struck the pale green ball from over ten feet away.

The ball immediately dented but quickly recovered with remarkable elasticity. It was a peculiar defensive treasure that neither the Nine Palaces Mystic Sword Array nor Mo'er's attack could easily break through.

The young girl froze, her delicate eyebrows furrowing deeply.

At this moment, several more flying knives and an orange-colored divine sword appeared in view.

As a late-stage元婴 cultivator, Su Jingchun and Liu Ying had rich experience battling each other. The two women did not hesitate to unleash their treasures. Although they were at the Separation stage where their abilities seemed insufficient, every bit of strength could be useful now.

Perhaps her meager magical force might turn out to be the final straw that broke the camel's back.

To be honest, the idea was sound. However, the jade如意that the venomous fairy had summoned was no ordinary item. Although not a top-grade spiritual artifact, it still carried significant power.

Its properties were quite mysterious. The flying knives and orange divine sword did have some effect, causing the ball to dent further, but breaking through its defenses seemed impossible. Damn!

Mo'er's face turned extremely gloomy. What an annoying old thing. But the young girl wouldn't give up yet.

She still had a trump card left unused.

Ghostly Black Ink. Since it could corrupt enemies' treasures, it should be able to break through their defenses as well.

With a flick of her jade hand, a square-shaped treasure slid out from her sleeve. It looked ancient and similar in shape to an inkstone.

"Quick," Mo'er pointed at the object with one finger. It spun rapidly before expanding dramatically. A strange black fragrance spread around.

From the center of the inkstone, a bluish-black light column about a foot wide shot out, transforming into a fearsome dragon with a snarling face in mid-air and flying towards the enemy.

Inside the pale green ball, the venomous fairy did not show any concern. She knew the defensive capabilities of this treasure well. Even against Wangting Lou, it could withstand some time. The sword array and the enemy's attacks were terrifying but couldn't hurt her unless she was foolish enough to dream that way.

However, things were different from what she had anticipated. Continuing the fight would be difficult for them as well. As the saying goes: a gentleman seeks revenge; ten years is not too long. It was better to temporarily retreat and look for another opportunity later.

With this thought in mind, the venomous fairy's eyes flashed with sharp light as she began searching for an escape route.

However, before her thoughts could fully form, the fearsome dragon-shaped creature had already pounced in front of her. Unlike what she expected, it did not use its teeth and claws to tear at her but instead shattered into black mist, seeping into the pale green light threads.

Having journeyed with the master through thick and thin, the young girl had learned to strategize. Ghostly Black Ink was originally intended to corrupt enemies' treasures, and making it transform into a dragon was just for deception.

Even though the Mystic Yin Treasure Box's attack failed to tear apart the pale green ball, the Ghostly Black Ink quickly faded after seeping in.

The venomous fairy's fair face turned pale as she felt her mental connection with her treasure weakening.

Could it be...

But before she could come up with a对策, Mo'er waved her jade hand again and fiercely slashed down. A bluish-green light column appeared, wider than the previous one by nearly double, over two feet in diameter, slicing towards the venomous fairy.

A loud bang echoed as this time, not only did it cause the pale green ball to deform severely, but the corruption from Ghostly Black Ink rendered the jade如意ineffective. The ball's light flickered and shattered into pieces, swallowing the venomous fairy with a bluish-green light column.

"Damn!"

Since advancing to the Separation stage, this old monster hadn't faced such peril in a long time. She was both shocked and angry, but now there was no way to dodge or summon other defensive treasures. The only option was to activate her spiritual energy shield.

However, as one of the most basic Five Elements spells, even with its随意动 effect, it offered minimal defense and couldn't block the Mystic Yin Treasure Box's light column at all.

Moreover, the Nine Palaces Mustard Seed Sword Array wasn't just for show. Although each sword qi was insignificant in power, their combined force was formidable. The venomous fairy's spiritual energy shield shattered after a few breaths.

"Ahh!"

A mournful cry echoed as the venomous fairy, though not an era's overlord, had become one of the top existences in the mortal world by advancing to the Separation stage. Originally thinking she could break through the Skyward Sea Pavilion and gain significant benefits, she ended up losing instead at Mo'er's hands. Even more tragic was that her essence soul couldn't escape from the Mystic Yin Treasure Box as it devoured her body.

The green light column annihilated her physical form, but a black ray shot out and was absorbed by Mo'er's Mystic Yin Treasure Box. It was clear: this was the venomous fairy's essence soul.
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The Fairy of Serpents and Scorpions fell unexpectedly. Qingyuan Corpse King was shocked and angry, but in his expression of shock and anger, there was also a hint of fear.

That Jade如意's power was as formidable as the Corpse King’s. Even against an advanced-stage cultivator, it could withstand for a moment. How did it end up dying at the hands of a mere one-elementary infant? What secrets lay hidden that were unknown to others? What was that ghostly煞 ink?

But there wasn't time now to delve into these matters. Although he wanted to avenge his beloved wife, as the saying goes, two fists can’t beat four.

With the array’s power added to Lin Xuan's efforts, it was already extremely difficult for him to handle. Moreover, another young woman capable of annihilating an advanced-stage cultivator had just joined the fray.

After weighing the pros and cons, the Corpse King had a hint of retreating in his mind.

However, how much experience did Lin Xuan have in combat? Over three hundred years of bloodshed and strife, facing countless opponents. He could guess what was on the Corpse King's mind as he saw his gaze flicker. It wouldn’t be easy to escape now.

The battle situation was unpredictable; he had just managed to gain an upper hand. The best choice would be to deal a final blow.

"Ha!" Lin Xuan roared, and his mana surged like a flood into the short sword in his hand.

Instantly, the air was suffused with divine energy, and runes flashed. This was no ordinary divine treasure; it devoured half of Lin Xuan's mana as if it were an endless abyss.

A powerful aura spread outwards...

Over a hundred feet away, Qingyuan Corpse King saw this scene and his face turned even more grim. If he didn't leave now, he might fall here too. Mo'er was already catching up; indecision could lead to disaster. He had to make a decision quickly.

A sinister aura flashed across his face as the foggy eyes of this ten-thousand-year-old Corpse King finally cleared.

He reached out and slapped his chest hard. The corpse energy around him surged.

Initially pale, it gradually darkened until it was pitch black, with an eerie glow.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; though he didn't know what the old monster intended, he wouldn’t let him easily cast spells.

Defeat was now!

Lin Xuan’s right hand swung down fiercely.

Silently, a sword beam over ten feet long appeared in his vision. Although its scale wasn't as impressive as the previous attacks of Magic缘 Sword, how powerful was this strike?

The keen eyes could see clearly.

That silver sword beam, encased by large runes, spun and flickered. Even before it reached, the ferocious aura spread like a tidal wave, terrifying to behold.

The Corpse King was shocked. Although he used his secret technique, he had no certainty that he could withstand such an attack.

But now, there was only one option: to face it head-on.

He extended his claws and waved them wildly in mid-air. On the surface, they looked chaotic, but they followed some mysterious pattern, accompanied by ancient incantations.

"Quickly."

Then, this old monster pointed forward with a finger.

The pitch-black corpse fog surged, the dark mist forming a vortex like a shield in front of the Corpse King.

The sword beam accelerated and collided with the vortex. The deafening impact echoed through the air. Compared to clear skies and thunder, sea waves crashing against mountains, this was beyond mere comparison.

Sword beam and corpse energy intertwined, causing gusts of wind to arise as if they were in a stalemate.

But Qingyuan Corpse King had no time to match Lin Xuan in mana expenditure.

Not only did he find the young man hard to deal with but his chances of victory were slim. Moreover, their assessment of the Nine Palaces Needle Array was incorrect; they thought it would just be troublesome. Even if they succeeded, it wouldn’t threaten them at this stage. However, things turned out differently from what they had anticipated. Just thinking about those countless red sword beams made him shudder. If they lasted longer… Fortunately, attacks required buildup, and the sword beams came in waves, not continuously.

But a new wave of sword beams appeared on the horizon, still numbering in the tens of thousands.

Qingyuan Corpse King narrowed his eyes as he suddenly slapped his chest, spitting out a mouthful of blood that entered the fog before him.

A whistling sound filled the air; the corpse fog turned crimson. The ferocious light grew intense, and it managed to block Magic缘 Sword’s attacks. Joy flashed in the old monster's eyes as he withdrew without delay, his body emitting dark energy.

The process seemed simple, but he had used all his strength and several techniques that severely damaged his essence. After all, he knew he couldn’t escape unscathed. As long as he could save his life, this cost was worth it.

Given the restrictions of the forbidden zone, facing Lin Xuan already felt like a struggle. With that mysterious young woman, he would have no place to die.

He had to leave before Mo'er acted.

His plan seemed good, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him succeed.

Although Magic缘 Sword’s attack was blocked, Lin Xuan had other tricks up his sleeve. Seeing the Corpse King retreat, Lin Xuan raised his head and emitted a clear sound: "Weng."

An odd noise echoed in the air as countless demonic insects appeared on Qingyuan Corpse King's path—these were the hidden Yu Luo bees.

The old monster was taken aback but quickly regained composure after recognizing the spirit insects before him.

Recognizing the Yu Luo bees, he knew they were fierce in life and death. However, these were immature forms.

With a wave of his sleeve, vast clouds of corpse fog emerged, flickering into countless needle-shaped talismans.

In the natural world, everything had its counterpart; with so many spirit insects, flying needles posed a significant threat. Although Qingyuan Corpse King hadn’t refined them, his divine power allowed him to transform and create some flying needle talismans.

With a roar, the old monster's voice echoed as whistling sounds filled the air. The flying needles clashed with the spirit insects.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, uttering a single word: "Break!"

As his divine consciousness moved, something unexpected happened. Bangs echoed incessantly, like beans being fried. Before the flying needles could reach their targets, the Yu Luo bees began to explode on their own.

A strange and eerie stench filled the area as the blood of thousands of Yu Luo bees covered several miles. Despite each bee only being the size of a baby’s fist, together they still obscured the sky.

These spirit insects were not only fierce in life but also had strong corrosive effects after death. The Corpse King was caught off guard and drenched by the liquid from above.
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A piercing scream filled the air, and Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of satisfaction.

With a flick of his sleeve, a short sword about a foot long shot out.

Lin Xuan then casually gripped it with his left hand. Flames instantly burst forth from its surface.

The offensive power of the Green Flame was well-known, enhanced by the Azure Illusory Dark Flame. Even an old monster at the Separation Stage would hesitate to face such a weapon head-on.

At this moment, the Corpse King was enveloped in the blood of the Jade Net Bees and cried out in pain. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan slashed his sword towards the Corpse King's head.

"Damn it!"

In a battle between experts, one must never be careless; otherwise, they would find themselves cornered. As an old monster who had lived for ten thousand years, the Clear Source Corpse King was no stranger to combat and immediately abandoned his physical body with a roar of fury.

A flash of white light revealed a baby-sized figure about an inch long. Compared to ordinary Soul Embryos, this creature appeared more ferocious.

Lin Xuan's experience did not allow him to show any surprise; the Green Flame flashed, severing the Corpse King's mutilated body in two. The Azure Illusory Dark Flame then burst into flames, reducing the opponent to ash and smoke.

Though the physical body was destroyed, the Corpse King still lived. Unlike Soul Embryo cultivators, those who had advanced beyond the Separation Stage had a stable Soul Embryo that could unleash tremendous power.

A look of hatred flashed across the old monster's face as he did not immediately flee but instead opened his mouth to spit out a tiny round pearl about the size of a grain of rice.

No one knew what this treasure was, but when it appeared, Lin Xuan's eyelids flickered with alarm.

"Xiao'er, run!" Lin Xuan shouted in panic as he turned around and saw the little girl flying past him. He quickly flicked his fingers, sending out a streak of green light that wrapped around her. Then, with a shake of his shoulder, it was clear he was using the Nine Heaven Micro Step technique.

However, it was too late. The Soul Embryo hated Lin Xuan to the core and was willing to use its most precious treasure to kill him.

Chaos Lightning Pearl!

It was said that this was a spiritual realm artifact, brought down by ancient great cultivators who had shattered the void.

Like talismans, these were one-time-use items, but their power far exceeded ordinary talismans.

A million years ago, during the ancient conflict between immortals and demons, the Chaos Lightning Pearl had played a significant role in the battle, its fame reverberating throughout the land.

However, with the passage of time, such treasures were scarce. The Corpse King was fortunate enough to obtain one through an unlikely chance.

The power of this pearl was formidable; even a middle-stage Separation cultivator would be severely injured or killed by it if hit.

Despite their extraordinary abilities, Lin Xuan and his companion were still at the Soul Embryo stage. With their physical bodies destroyed, the Corpse King's hatred reached its peak as he unleashed his most precious treasure.

Even though Lin Xuan was using the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield technique, it was too late to avoid the attack.

A dazzling spiritual light flashed, and a tremendous amount of essence energy erupted. Although Lin Xuan's figure began to blur, he was soon enveloped by the white light.

"Bad luck."

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry as his face turned pale. After all his struggles, had he really come to this end?

His character would not allow him to sit idly. Even though it was too late to use defensive treasures, activating the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield should still be possible.

Though he did not know how effective it would be, better safe than sorry.

However, Lin Xuan's face quickly lost all color as even his mature and steady demeanor showed a hint of fear. His essence energy had vanished completely, leaving him as vulnerable as an ordinary mortal.

Xiao'er was in the same predicament; she too had no spiritual power left, her beautiful face filled with terror.

Despite this, Lin Xuan and Xiao'er clung to each other tightly. Even if they did not know why, they would die together rather than alone.

The two of them were quickly swallowed by the white light...

"Uncle Lin."

Two women's voices echoed as they appeared, their faces filled with shock and doubt. They were Su Jingchun and Liu Ying, two powerful cultivators.

The spiritual energy emitted by the light was far beyond their expectations. Even Lin Xuan had no resistance, so there was no way for them to save him either.

As the white light dissipated, a clear sky reappeared before their eyes, but Lin Xuan and Xiao'er were nowhere to be seen, as if they had never existed.

Had they already perished?

The two women's faces turned even more pale at this thought. Su Jingchun was the head of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, and Liu Ying ranked second in power; they knew about Lin Xuan and Uncle Ling's relationship.

With such a situation, it would be difficult for them to explain themselves. Their expressions towards the Soul Embryo turned into hatred.

While an old monster at the Separation Stage might not have been able to defeat him, with only his Soul Embryo left, he was another matter entirely. They hoped to make amends by dealing with this situation.

But regardless of anything else, they could not let this old monster go. The terrifying round pearl had shown such power; there would be no second one.

Seeing the two women's unfriendly gazes, the Soul Embryo showed no fear as it said, "What? That Lin boy has gone to hell. Do you two want to fight me and seek revenge for him? Fine, let's all go to hell together."

Before they could react, the Soul Embryo waved its hands, casting a series of hand seals that caused the Corpse Mist to surge into thick snakes as wide as water buckets. With blood-filled mouths, these monstrous serpents fiercely lunged at the two women.

Su Jingchun and Liu Ying did not back down either. Though they were ordinary Soul Embryo cultivators, if two of them worked together, could they not defeat a soulless Corpse King?

A purple aura flashed across Su Jingchun's face as she revealed an unknown technique. With a flick of her hand, a colorful ribbon flew out, and the surface of this ribbon began to shimmer with spiritual light, transforming into a powerful eagle.

With a spread of its wings, countless wind blades appeared and shot towards the serpents.

The giant snakes did not back down either; they opened their blood-filled mouths and spat out foul-smelling venom.

Liu Ying was no less idle. Her power was even stronger than her senior sister's. With a flick of her hand, a large cloud of pink mist emerged from her sleeves.

A sweet scent wafted through the air.

Poison!

"Ha, trying to show off in front of experts," the Soul Embryo initially showed disdain but quickly became serious as Karmic and Prosperity Techniques were no small matter. He had previously not cared about poison, but now that his physical body was gone, his cultivation power had significantly declined.

Moreover, the pink mist seemed to contain faint glimmers of cold light, hinting at some precious treasure.

PS: I arrived home late last night, feeling very tired, so my writing speed was slow. Now I'm yawning uncontrollably and can't type anymore. Please forgive me; I'll continue tomorrow.

By the way, did anyone guess what happened to Lin Xuan and Xiao'er? It's not a map change since this section of the human world is coming to an end, so Phantasm Rain won't be changing maps.

Also, Bai Lian has been updating slowly recently, but I will definitely have a burst update within five days. The exact time depends on when it happens, but rest assured, there will be one day with a significant update in the next five days. Please stay tuned.
第五卷 天云十二州 第一千三百四十一章 聚灵空间

In a dizzying whirl, Lin Xuan thought he was done for as the bizarre霞light swallowed him. Even an advanced婴后期 cultivator would be no better than an ordinary mortal when stripped of their法力. Under such perilous circumstances, it seemed there was no hope.

At that moment, all Lin Xuan could do was tightly hug his little girl.

Who said cultivators were cold-hearted? At least in the hearts of Lin Xuan and Yue'er, each felt more important than the other.

Unable to be together as immortal partners in life, they would never part in death. Lin Xuan had prepared for the worst, but what happened next left him speechless. They were indeed swallowed by that strange white light, yet their souls did not scatter into nothingness.

The sensation was peculiar, akin to teleportation, though different. With his powers lost, Lin Xuan could not see anything in the dazzling white light; time seemed to have stopped.

It appeared that the chaotic thunder pearl had triggered some cosmic rule. Despite his shock, panic was useless now. Fortunately, a moment later, essence qi surged in his dantian and flowed back into his body, bringing clarity to his surroundings.

Lin Xuan rejoiced and without hesitation, shot towards a nearby small hill.

The space wasn't vast, but with his cultivation, he reached the other side almost instantly. Before him lay a tiny desert that stretched to the eye's limit. Strange rocks stood out against the desolate landscape, adding an eerie atmosphere.

Lin Xuan's body was bathed in green light as he landed on the sands.

"Lord, what is this?" Yue'er asked, her face showing surprise.

But Lin Xuan motioned for her not to speak and approached a large rock.

This stone lacked any obvious features but seemed imposing, weighing several thousand catties. With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan used his strength to lift it effortlessly.

Beneath the stone lay a set of human bones, ancient in appearance, with tattered clothes long since rotted away, leaving only a complete skeleton.

Beside the remains was a small storage bag emitting faint green light.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. Someone had perished here, and this delicate skeleton belonged to a woman. He focused on her left hand, where five fingers tightly gripped an jade cylinder.

Perhaps it would reveal something. But given the eerie nature of the place, Lin Xuan was cautious.

With a wave of his sleeve, another storage bag flew out, revealing a young girl with a pretty face.

She seemed about seventeen or eighteen years old, her cultivation pressure barely perceptible, indistinguishable from an ordinary灵动期 cultivator at first glance.

But appearances were deceiving; she was merely a puppet crafted from various materials. Her craftsmanship was so fine that she resembled a real person.

When Lin Xuan had bought treasures in the Tianqiao Sect, this puppet had been given to him by Elder Mo Xuesong as a gift for fetching tea and tending to medicinal herbs.

After confirming his ownership with a drop of blood, Lin Xuan cast his divine sense out while using Nine Heaven Microstep to retreat several dozen feet away. The black dragon armor shield did not retract but instead added another layer of thick light.

Cautious was wise; there were no obvious restrictions on the bones, yet Lin Xuan was unwilling to risk it.

The puppet obeyed without hesitation and grabbed the jade cylinder.

There was nothing amiss as she took it easily. Lin Xuan sighed in relief, thinking he had overreacted. He flew over and accepted the treasure, then cast his divine sense out.

After a moment, Lin Xuan's face showed an extremely complex expression.

"Lord, what does this jade cylinder contain?" Yue'er asked curiously.

"You can check for yourself."

"Oh."

Yue'er focused her divine sense in, but after reading two lines, she couldn't hold back and cried out: "What? This person is the fourth-generation patriarch of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion!"

"Not wrong. Her surname is Mei; indeed, she once held the Heavenly Sea Pavilion. But that was a long time ago," Lin Xuan sighed, realizing he had been locked in a legendary凝聚灵空间.

His heart was a mix of emotions. He loved reading but this凝聚灵空间 was mentioned only in an obscure ancient text. Even the old monster Lihehu might not know such things existed.

Even a million years ago,凝聚灵空间 were rare, almost countable. The origin traced back to the human realm's situation.

It was well known that the human realm was just a lower plane, with fewer cultivation resources and less dense essence energy compared to the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, or Netherworld.

Take spirit veins as an example; even high-grade ones were hard to come by. The ultimate grade was mere legend due to thin essence energy, making it extremely difficult for cultivators to advance.

For an元婴 cultivator, it was manageable, but geniuses found it challenging to reach the Separation stage. Even with excellent spiritual roots, there was still much more effort required and luck...

All these factors made the path to Separation even more uncertain.

In essence, human realm conditions were too poor. Without legendary ultimate spirit veins, advancement prospects were slim.

Lin Xuan's thoughts drifted to the only known ultimate spirit vein in the human realm - Ling Shan, where the Luo family once established their headquarters.

But a million years ago, after a great battle, the Seven Great Forces destroyed the entire Tianzhou region, including the spirit vein. It was irreparable.

Many cultivators lamented this but it did no good to be upset. Could humans create an ultimate spirit vein?

The idea first came from some ancient cultivator who proposed creating a凝聚灵空间. The process was fraught with difficulties; such a contravention of nature couldn't be achieved overnight.

Critics mocked the idea, calling him mad. However, supporters poured their lifetimes into research.

Ten thousand years passed before a genius finally succeeded in creating a凝聚灵空间.

As its name suggested, the human realm lacked dense essence energy, so he compressed it to make the environment similar to an ultimate spirit vein.

However, there was a challenge: even with a禁断大阵 compressing essence energy, it would still disperse into the surroundings due to cosmic rules. Human existence couldn't change that.

Thus, ordinary environments wouldn't work; only stable independent spaces of limited size were suitable.

This condition was too stringent. The ancient cultivator managed to create nine凝聚灵珠 but they served as keys to these spaces.

Lin Xuan's thoughts revealed the entire story:

The Clear Origin Corpse King had stumbled upon a凝聚灵珠, but the old monster failed to recognize its true nature and mistook it for a chaos thunder pearl that could kill Separation stage cultivators.

Thus, Lin Xuan and Yue'er were sent here by accident. A blessing in disguise? But Lin Xuan couldn't laugh.

If he had been transported here at another time, he would have been elated as the path to Separation would be much easier. However, this wasn't that time.

Entering was easy but leaving was hard.

Once trapped in such a space, one could only escape by reaching Separation stage and using cosmic energy to break free. If not, it would be like being imprisoned until death.
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Thus, while the Accumulated Spirit Space was undoubtedly precious, it was akin to a double-edged sword.

Lin Xuan knew his own situation all too well. With enough time, he would certainly advance to the Separation Stage, but that wouldn't be an instant achievement.

But now, he had been sent to this Accumulated Spirit Space.

Wouldn’t he have to stay out of the conflict between the Far Horizon Pavilion and the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect?

Could his sister strategize from afar and defeat them?

What about Yuan Yuan and the Five-Colored Fairy? Would their surprise attack on the main sect succeed?

With no protection, could Yin'er and Yun'er, these two girls, help the Drifting Cloud Pavilion establish themselves in this land of powerful cultivators?

Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated as he pondered all these worries. There were so many people he was concerned about.

With so many matters to worry about, how could Lin Xuan possibly remain indifferent when faced with such a rare opportunity?

With that thought, his sleeve fluttered, and a short sword flew out.

Lin Xuan pointed at it, causing a faint green flame to ignite on its surface. The two combined, adding even more power.

A fierce light slashed forward.

Sizzle…

The sound of cloth tearing filled Lin Xuan's ears as the green fire barely traveled a hundred feet before colliding with a white light barrier.

Though the sound suggested that space had been torn apart, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. With a loud shout, he poured all his strength into the black iron dragon shield in front of him.

Boom!

The light barrier rippled like water but showed no signs of breaking. Instead, it emitted an eerie beam from within.

With a thud, it was deflected by Lin Xuan's protective barrier.

The attack proved ineffective.

However, Lin Xuan's expression did not show much disappointment. The previous strike had been merely a test.

An old monster at the Separation Stage could break this space, and with his cultivation comparable to that of a Separation Stage cultivator, it should be possible for him as well.

A broken sword appeared.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of fatigue but he still grasped the treasure without hesitation.

Numerous runes spun and flickered, merging into Lin Xuan's arm. He took a deep breath and slashed down with his sword.

...

Time passed quickly, just one meal's time.

The pressure Lin Xuan exuded had weakened significantly, and his expression was pale to an extreme. In the past period, he had used all his strength but could not break through the light barrier in front of him.

This Accumulated Spirit Space was no ordinary place; did it really require a Separation Stage cultivator to leave?

But Lin Xuan lacked the ability to tear apart space. Sighing, his face was filled with gloom.

However, after enduring many trials and tribulations, his mind was not something an ordinary cultivator could match. Soon, he regained his composure. As they say, planning is in one's hands, but success depends on fate. Though trapped here, he had already helped the Far Horizon Pavilion greatly.

The outcome of this final conflict was beyond his control; worrying about it would be useless. It would be better to focus on solving the immediate problem first.

With that thought, Lin Xuan’s expression turned solemn again as he reached out and took a small, exquisite jade bottle from his pocket.

He uncorked it and swallowed the pills inside.

Since arriving at the Far Horizon Pavilion, he had experienced numerous battles. The two old monsters in Linyun Valley were both Separation Stage cultivators. Although Lin Xuan's Moon managed to gain an upper hand, she had also suffered significant losses.

Moon was fine; the Arrogant King’s treasure box was a unique item that could harness primordial energy, so the consumption of ghostly ink wasn't too great. But for Lin Xuan, even though the Magic Fate Sword was powerful, its consumption was equally high.

Thankfully, he possessed two infants and one pill, otherwise, he would have been exhausted long ago.

But even so, he needed to recover as soon as possible; although his cultivation stage wouldn’t drop, he would undoubtedly suffer severe damage to his essence energy.

Fortunately, the place was rich in spiritual energy. After swallowing the pills, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began refining them.

...

Time passed without a sense of duration. When Lin Xuan opened his eyes again, two days had elapsed.

"Master."

A delighted voice reached his ears; it was Moon who had been by his side all along.

Lin Xuan's face also broke into a smile. No matter how many obstacles lay ahead, as long as Moon was with him, he didn't care.

"Master, should we stay here?" The little girl hesitated and softly asked. She had already read the information from the jade cylinder, so she understood their situation clearly.

"Hmm, it seems that way." Lin Xuan sighed slightly but there was nothing to hide from his bed companion. Advancing to the Separation Stage wasn't an easy task for him either.

While he had confidence in success, the time required couldn't be measured in days or even weeks. He didn't know what state the Twelve States of Heavenly Cloud would be in when he left here.

But worrying about it was useless. Lin Xuan shook his head and decided to focus on solving the immediate problem first.

His gaze then fell upon the nearby bones.

The owner of these remains once controlled the Far Horizon Pavilion, so burying them here likely meant they couldn't advance to the Separation Stage in their lifetime.

No…

Lin Xuan suddenly shook his head. He delved into the jade cylinder again and after a moment, he lifted it with an extremely strange expression on his face.

The text mentioned that this senior had gone through many trials but only managed to create nine Accumulated Spirit Pearls.

These pearls were keys to entering the Accumulated Spirit Space, each corresponding to one another.

If there was no second pearl for the same space, how did the owner of these bones enter?

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered, but after much thought, he still couldn't find a clue.

"Master, what are you thinking about?" Moon tugged at Lin Xuan's sleeve and asked weakly.

"No."

Lin Xuan shook his head. Realizing something, a hint of self-deprecating smile appeared on his lips. What was the point in thinking so much? The only thing he needed to do now was everything possible to advance to the Separation Stage; worrying about other matters wouldn't help.

With that thought, Lin Xuan's sleeve fluttered again, and a green light shot out, snatching the storage bag beside the bones.

Regardless of what it contained, this storage bag itself was an invaluable treasure.

In ancient times, cultivation had been far more prosperous than today. Many treasures from various crafts in the world of cultivators were now lost.

For example, armor forging techniques and storage bags were much simpler back then.

The storage bags he used now were already remarkable, but they could only hold a space about oneyardmeasure (about 3 meters) in diameter.

Lin Xuan was immensely wealthy, carrying several such storage bags on his person.

If too few, it wouldn't fit. If worn around the waist, it would be inconvenient and affect appearance.

But this storage bag was different; it had been crafted using ancient techniques, with a space of twentyyardmeasure (about 60 meters) in diameter, making it equivalent to dozens of ordinary ones.
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Lin Xuan toyed with the treasure in his hand, and suddenly flicked a finger. A colorful sword light flashed, and an indentation several feet wide appeared on the ground.

Afterward, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves to gather all the bones into the pit.

This woman had once held the position of Master of the Far Horizon Pavilion; naturally, she was no ordinary figure. Unfortunately, she ultimately failed to advance beyond the Separation stage.

Lin Xuan sighed. The path of immortals truly presented endless challenges.

This woman with the surname Mei could be considered like Sister Yiyan’s ancestor. Since they were in this gathering spirit space, Lin Xuan had no reason not to help her.

Without any additional movements, a fierce wind suddenly rose from nowhere, stirring up dust and covering the large indentation just created.

Moon stood by silently, her beautiful face showing signs of sadness. The path of immortals was already difficult enough; she herself was in a special situation. If the identity of the Asura King were exposed, could Lord Young and she escape the pursuit of true immortals?

"Little Moon, what's wrong?" A gentle voice entered her ears as Little Y head turned to see Lin Xuan smiling.

"Do you need me to help?"

Lin Xuan shook his head. The woman with the surname Mei had failed to advance beyond the Separation stage; even if a true immortal were here, she wouldn't be their match. A mere禁制 couldn't possibly withstand her efforts.

"Lord Young, do you want me to assist?" Moon's soft voice echoed in his ears. Her ghostly ink could defile treasures and had the same effect on禁制.

"No."

Lin Xuan shook his head. The woman with the surname Mei hadn't advanced beyond the Separation stage; even if a true immortal were present, she wouldn't be their match. A single layer of禁制 was nothing to worry about. He didn't want Little Moon to underestimate him.

Although surprised by Lord Young's refusal, Moon obediently stepped back.

In her heart, Lin Xuan held more weight than anything else; no matter what decision Lord Young made, it would always be right.

While admiration could be tiring, having such a young lady around certainly brought its own kind of happiness to men.

Lin Xuan’s first attempt at breaking the禁制 failed. A look of annoyance flashed across his face as he activated Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. His palm turned silver, and demonic energy surged out.

However, this wasn't over yet. A layer of greenish flames enveloped his hand, but within that green hue was a hint of pale white—this was the result of the clear source corpse king’s corpse fire being devoured by this demon flame before it could be fully refined.

But even so, its power remained intact. The Green Illusory Flame combined with Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique as Lin Xuan moved forward swiftly but not too quickly.

A light 'tsk' sounded in his ears as the strange white light barrier reappeared. The green illusory flame on his hand transformed into several slender snakes, lunging at him viciously.

Upon contact, the light barrier dimmed significantly, yet Lin Xuan's hand still couldn't break through it.

Damn it.

Lin Xuan’s pupils narrowed, and a look of frustration appeared on his face. With a roar, silver light flashed, and he transformed his fingers into sharp claws with long, sharp nails that glinted menacingly.

Demonization!

Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was created by the Celestial Phoenix Immortal; it was an excellent cultivation method for demons. In necessary situations, it could also transform.

It seemed as if a piece of cloth had been torn apart. The claws still carried traces of green illusory flame. Such a direct attack would be too powerful even for Separation Stage cultivators. This禁制, although set by ancient cultivators, was no longer effective.

After tearing through it, Lin Xuan reached into the hole.

Soon, the scent grew stronger, and an inch-high jade bottle appeared in his sight.

The bottle was tightly sealed, but its fragrance was still incredibly strong.

"Lord Young, what is this?"

Moon, despite her love for reading, had never seen such a thing before. Her large eyes were filled with curiosity.

"This… Ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he opened the bottle cap.

Instantly, the fragrance became even more pleasant as liquid resembling milk appeared on his surface, flickering with an eerie glow.

"Ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk?"

Moon was initially stunned before her beautiful face showed disbelief.

"Lord Young, you say this is ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the bottle, confirming his judgment further.

"But isn't this species supposed to be extinct long ago?"

It wasn’t surprising that Little Moon was shocked. Ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk was rarely mentioned in ancient texts; even on the higher planes, it could only be obtained with great difficulty. Its effects were similar to those of Gathering Essence Spirit Pills, instantly restoring a cultivator’s energy.

Moreover… its effects were slightly better because this substance was purely natural and could also replenish some of one's true essence.

This was significant. True essence was almost the most important thing for a cultivator; it allowed them to unleash powerful secret techniques.

However, although good, it couldn't be used recklessly. Overusing it would risk dropping in cultivation stage.

Every cultivator tried to avoid such situations. With ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk, he could replenish his true essence and gain an advantage against evenly matched opponents by avoiding the danger of dropping in cultivation stage and unleashing several incredibly powerful secret techniques while leaving his enemies helpless.

The technique recorded in the jade tube given by Immortal God Hundred Poisons was perfect for this situation.

Lin Xuan smiled contentedly. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk inside.

Lin Xuan sighed softly, then harshly scolded himself. One must be satisfied; it’s wrong to take advantage of good fortune. He carefully sealed the bottle and put it away in his怀中.

Ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk was a rare item even on the higher planes, let alone in the mortal world. His luck was truly amazing.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his spirit consciousness, searching for any other treasures that might be here. But this time, he found nothing.

However, he was already satisfied.

The clear source corpse king mistakenly thought the key to the gathering spirit space was a chaos thunder pearl; otherwise, with such a treasure, in several hundred years, Liuhun Valley could have added another Separation Stage existence. He had benefited from his misfortune and only worried about Yuan’s safety, Sister, and the others at Bayan Pavilion.

But thinking about these matters was useless; he needed to advance beyond the Separation stage first before leaving this independent space.

There were no other treasures in this room, so Lin Xuan left after a while. The corridors remained winding, but this time, he entered an open area.

The area wasn’t too large—about an acre—but the scent was very strong, different from before. It was the fragrance of herbs.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of joy as his steps quickened. Soon, a stone tablet appeared in front of him with two delicate small篆characters: "Medicine Garden."

"Is this…" Lin Xuan scanned the area, even his calm demeanor showing surprise and excitement.

"By the heavens, Purple Orchid Grass; its roots have turned purple. This is already the best mature form. But according to the growth cycle of this spiritual grass, shouldn’t it take twenty thousand years?" A delighted cry echoed as Little Moon jumped in front of a peculiar-looking灵草, her hand covering her mouth, her large eyes filled with shock.
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To be honest, Purple Garden Grass could only be considered an ordinary spirit herb. However, once it fully matures, its medicinal value becomes extraordinary. Several rare and exceptional spirit pills require this substance.

For example, Half-Garden Pill.

Because this grass serves as the main ingredient, the name is also similar. It's a holy tonic for元婴期 cultivators, capable of quickly reaching the peak realm.

The addition of the word "saint" naturally signifies its extraordinary value. For instance, consuming other pills to enhance cultivation from late-stage元婴 to great perfection would take over a hundred years. However, with Purple Garden Pill, it could be done in as little as half or even less than one-third of that time.

Of course, the specifics vary among different cultivators.

But the path of immortality is arduous. Saving so much time is equivalent to extending one's lifespan. The earlier a cultivator reaches great perfection, the greater their chance of breaking through to the separation realm.

The value of Purple Garden Grass can be well understood.

However, it only works if it has been cultivated for over 200,000 years.

But as everyone knows, for high-ranking cultivators, thousand-year-old spirit herbs might not be rare. But a ten-thousand-year-old spirit herb is purely by chance.

A spirit herb that has existed for 200,000 years is an unnatural object and does not even exist in the mortal world.

But the current situation is different. The maiden with the surname Mei was a prehistoric cultivator from nearly a million years ago. These spirit herbs and flowers were all planted by her personally, originally intended to benefit future generations. This independent space is isolated from the outside world; there's no way for natural wonders to enter.

The maiden's intention was to leave these things to disciples of her sect. Now they have been taken into Lin Xuan's arms.

With this item, advancement will be much easier.

Lin Xuan's expression brightened as thoughts raced through his mind.

Of course, the spirit garden contained more than just Purple Garden Grass.

His gaze fell upon a lotus flower about the size of a bowl.

Its shape was similar to that of snow lotus, but while ordinary snow lotuses were pure white, this one was vividly fiery red.

"Could...this be the legendary Nine Heavens Red Lotus?"

Moon's exclamation echoed in his ears. The little girl had already been dazzled by the myriad spirit herbs.

"Mm, it seems so."

Lin Xuan was equally delighted but remained calm as he spoke.

A mountain collapsing before him would not change his composure—this was the realm of a composed person.

The Nine Heavens Red Lotus is rare enough on its own, let alone one that has existed for over a million years. Its value is incalculable; it's no less valuable than Purple Garden Grass.

Lin Xuan stepped into the spirit garden, where there were more than ten kinds of spirit herbs. His eyes shone even brighter.

But after a moment, he sighed and showed a hint of difficulty on his face.

"Master, what's wrong?"

Moon turned her head back, her breathtaking beauty filled with surprise. With so many treasures, Master still seemed unsatisfied; this expression was too critical.

As if reading Moon's thoughts, Lin Xuan explained calmly: "These spirit herbs are all priceless items, and their effects I can recognize. But except for Purple Garden Grass, I'm not sure what kind of pills to refine with the other spirit flowers and grasses. After all, many ancient pill formulas have been lost."

Moon nodded, this was indeed a matter worth worrying about.

As they say, good steel should be used on sharp blades. The more extraordinary these spirit herbs are, the more careful their use needs to be.

Though Lin Xuan is the young master of Spirit Medicine Mountain and has broad knowledge, he still falls far short compared to ancient great cultivators. What kind of pills should these spirit herbs be refined into?

Moon rubbed her forehead, her expression thoughtful.

Lin Xuan's actions were similar; they had a couple-like relationship.

After about a cup of tea:

"Master, you said that these spirit herbs were planted by the owner of those bones."

"Mm, though speculative, it must be correct," Lin Xuan replied.

"This senior certainly wanted to leave some benefits for future disciples. But she chose these spirit herbs for a reason..."

"Moon, do you think this woman is skilled in alchemy?" Lin Xuan was taken aback but then his eyes lit up.

"Mm, my lady servant indeed thinks so," Moon raised her head and said with a cute expression: "Master, do you think she might leave behind pill formulas or such treasures?"

"Um..."

The entire cave had already been probed; there were no pill formulas. If they existed, they would likely be carried on her person.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan extended his hand, and a faintly green storage bag appeared in his palm.

He turned the bag towards the ground and shook it, sending a white aura over the area. Instantly, many items appeared on the ground.

A three-inch square jade box with禁制符篆贴ed on its surface...seemed to have some significance.

A small yellow sword, only an inch long but radiating intense light.

A white cloud robe that looked like ordinary girls' clothing, but Lin Xuan recognized it as made from ten-thousand-year-old ice silkworm silk.

The ten-thousand-year-old ice silkworm is a formidable spirit insect; its emitted coldness can freeze even magical treasures. The threads it produces are incredibly strong.

Though this ice silkworm robe couldn't compare to the Azure Flame Qilin Armor, it still offered extraordinary defense.

"Moon, give this to you."

Thank you, Master."

Moon didn't hesitate. Given their relationship, there was no need for formality; his is mine, and mine is his.

The little girl happily accepted the ice silkworm robe, ignoring its defensive capabilities for now, admiring its beauty.

Additionally, two jade tubes: one white as jade, the other emerald green.

Lin Xuan picked up the divine sword, appreciating it. The quality was good but didn't quite meet his standards; he put it away in a storage bag.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan turned and picked up the jade box again.

With禁制符篆贴ed on its surface, what could be inside?

Lin Xuan looked forward with anticipation.

He peeled off the符篆, and a pleasant fragrance wafted into his nose.

Though his expression remained unchanged, his eyes became more piercing.

A flick of his finger, and the box lid opened with a 'bang.' A bright red powder was revealed.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over it, his expression full of confusion. The color and scent were unlike anything recorded in ancient texts.

But such careful handling by that senior must be significant.

After much thought, Lin Xuan still had no clue. After half a cup of tea, he hesitated, then touched a tiny bit with his finger and put it in his mouth.

Sour-sweet...

To be honest, the taste was nice, but Lin Xuan still didn't know what it was.

"Master, can I take a look?" Moon's voice entered his ears. Unlike before, she turned her head eagerly, looking at the jade box in his hand with longing eyes.

Could Moon recognize this treasure? Lin Xuan felt surprised.
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Although puzzled, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. With a wave of his right hand, the jade box was enveloped in a pale green glow and slowly flew towards Yue'er.

"Thank you, Young Master."

The little girl's face lit up with joy as she took the jade box, gently placing it in her delicate palm. She lowered her head to examine the contents closely. Then, she extended her slender fingers to touch a bit of it, bringing it close to her nose. Her expression turned even more joyful: "Indeed..."

"How is it? What kind of treasure is this?" Lin Xuan couldn't contain his curiosity and asked.

"Nine Heavens' Remnant Snow," Yue'er's soft voice replied.

"Nine Heavens' Remnant Snow?"

Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly confused. Was this some kind of cold material, something he had never heard of before?

"Haha, Young Master, you misunderstood. This isn't a treasure for cultivators; it’s used for girls to apply makeup," Yue'er said with a light smile.

Lin Xuan was utterly perplexed, almost doubting his ears.

"Young Master, you didn’t misunderstand. Nine Heavens' Remnant Snow is a type of rouge and powder. However, in the Spirit Realm, such items are rare and precious, especially for girls, offering miraculous effects on their skin," Yue'er said with a radiant expression. Such books were naturally not of interest to men, so it was no surprise that Lin Xuan hadn't seen them.

"Oh."

Lin Xuan nodded, indeed showing no further interest as rouge and powder were valuable but not what he sought. He hoped the final results would meet his expectations.

Two jade tubes lay before him: one white as jade, the other emerald green.

There was nothing to choose from, so Lin Xuan casually waved his hand towards the left. A flash of spirit light later, the white jade tube flew into his palm.

Lin Xuan lowered his head and without hesitation, sank his divine sense into it.

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the contents, revealing a look of surprise on his face.

The *Jade Maiden Seven Hearts Technique*—no wonder; this was specifically for female cultivation.

The name sounded familiar to Lin Xuan as he recalled that when he returned to Youzhou, Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin had just formed their cores not long ago. He bestowed this treasure upon them as their main cultivation technique.

He chose it for several reasons: first, despite being under the tutelage of the Pavilion's Master, neither Lu nor Liu had particularly outstanding cultivation potential; forming a core was already an achievement, making further progress fraught with difficulties. Thus, he selected something that, though not powerful, could accelerate their growth and make breaking through barriers easier.

For the two girls to travel far on the Dao, mastering the *Jade Maiden Seven Hearts Technique* would be a significant aid.

However, from its rank alone, the *Jade Maiden Seven Hearts Technique* was merely mid-tier. Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin's choice seemed inevitable given their circumstances. But what about this particular woman?

Why had she chosen such a technique? This puzzled Lin Xuan greatly.

Lowering his head again, he sank his divine sense into the jade tube.

This time, he carefully examined each word, quickly revealing a look of astonishment on his face. The *Jade Maiden Seven Hearts Technique* was indeed derived from the same source as what Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin were practicing—essentially, they were the same technique but with only 90% similarity.

As the saying goes, "a miss is as good as a mile." This one percent difference made all the difference. The version in his possession was of top-tier quality, offering rapid cultivation and easier breakthroughs. Moreover, the divine techniques it contained were incredibly powerful.

Lu Ying'er's and Liu Xin’s versions, on the other hand, were mere imitations.

Raising his head, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. He always took care of his own people; these girls would be overjoyed to receive such a treasure.

Flipping his wrist, he stowed this treasure away. Then, his gaze fell upon another jade tube beside it.

With a slight mental movement, the emerald green jade tube flew into his palm as well.

He hoped this was what he wanted. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and sank his divine sense in.

A golden text appeared in his mind.

...

After nearly half an hour, Lin Xuan finally raised his head, but his expression showed no surprise or joy. He wasn't sure if he had achieved his goal.

"Young Master, how is it? Did you find the ancient丹方you were looking for?"

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. Yue'er's guess was correct; since she planted these spirit flowers and herbs, she naturally possessed corresponding丹方s.

The *Purple Aster Dan* aside, a hundred-word丹方caught his interest greatly:

*Hundred Grass Dan*!

This required many rare ingredients, including Ten Thousand Year Red Lotus, Purple Crystal Jujube Fruit, Hundred Flower Mushroom, Dragon Snake Lock...

All of these had to be at least ten thousand years old.

While it was understandable that finding the raw materials would be difficult, the process of refining this丹方was even more arduous. Even a master-level alchemist could only succeed with a one in a hundred chance.

With such rare ingredients and an abysmally low success rate, other factions couldn't afford to do so either, not even the former Luo Family from Tianzhou.

However, as the saying goes: "Everything has its drawbacks." This Hundred Grass Dan was so rare that its effects were extraordinary.

For late-stage元婴 cultivators, there was a one-third chance of advancing to the Separation stage by consuming it.

Note: A third.

The path to immortality was fraught with difficulties; even the rate of forming a golden core was much lower than this.

This particular woman, as the head of the Far Horizon Pavilion, had an illustrious identity and formidable strength. Yet, despite her efforts, she could not find a Hundred Grass Dan to advance to the Separation stage. It was now fortunate for him.

The raw materials required were numerous, but he just happened to have them all.

Most came from his current medicinal garden, with only a few auxiliary items collected earlier.

His luck was indeed good; in his body lay the Blue Star Sea, an extraordinary existence, making even such low success rates irrelevant to him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's joy was palpable.

...

For several days, Lin Xuan did not rest but instead thoroughly inspected the entire cave complex, ensuring he hadn't overlooked any treasures before entering his bedroom.

Though a late-stage元婴 cultivator with techniques rivaling those of Separation Stage, he had undergone much and felt extremely tired.

Cultivation was not urgent at this moment.

Thus, without further ado, Lin Xuan lay down to sleep. He slept for three days straight, waking up feeling exceptionally refreshed.

His body felt no discomfort; his vitality had returned to peak levels.

Stretching, Lin Xuan moved his limbs and then entered the training hall.

The stone room was about several dozen square feet, spacious enough.

"Young Master, are we going to start cultivating now?" Yue'er's voice reached him as a white light appeared before her, revealing a graceful young woman.

"Not just me; you mustn't slack off either," Lin Xuan looked at the girl in white.

"Oh."

Yue'er nodded, blushing slightly. She had indeed wanted to take it easy but was caught by Young Master, making her feel embarrassed.

Without further ado, the master and servant sat cross-legged and began their cultivation.

Even though neither of them were ordinary cultivators, advancing to Separation Stage would not be easy.

...

Time passed without a sense of duration. Lin Xuan had many tasks besides daily meditation, as cultivation required support from elixirs.

From his current stage, he and Yue'er were still in the early stages of late-stage元婴, with much more progress needed before reaching the peak.

If they were elsewhere, even with diligent practice and numerous elixirs, it would take at least a century to achieve anything.

But here was different.

First, the density of spirit energy was comparable to that of top-grade Spirit Channels, making cultivation twice as effective.

Second, while many elixirs enhanced progress, few could match the Purple Aster Dan's legendary status; even in ancient times, seeing such an item was rare.

Lin Xuan felt his luck was indeed good.
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However, this could not be blamed on the heavens or earth; only the maturation cycle of Purple Orchid Grass was truly endless, taking an entire two hundred thousand years.

In the vast wilderness, such spiritual creatures would have long been picked by ancient cultivators.

Despite the difficulty of the immortal path, sometimes one's cultivation depended on luck as much as effort. Lin Xuan happened to find himself in this independent space where Purple Orchid Grass had already matured and was over a million years old.

He only needed to refine it into an immortal pill.

Purple Death Pill required more than just Purple Orchid Grass; however, the other auxiliary materials were easily gathered besides that.

Apart from meditating, Lin Xuan spent most of his time refining pills. Of course, he would also enjoy intimate moments with Yue'er sometimes, as everyone had their desires and needs. Dual cultivation should not be indulged in, but moderate enjoyment could benefit both body and cultivation, deepening the bond between them.

In the practice room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, alone in a large space while Yue'er was elsewhere meditating. After all, being together might influence each other. Cultivation was no small matter; external interference during energy manipulation could lead to disaster.

At this moment, Lin Xuan's face was grave as he suspended an ancient-looking Purple Dragon Cauldron before him. The cauldron was not large but had a beautiful purple hue with carvings of a lifelike divine dragon on its surface.

Purple Dragon Cauldron!

The origin of this treasure was somewhat related to Ouyang Qinxin, though Lin Xuan felt sad and did not dare to be distracted. Even with his Blue Star Sea within him, he would not casually refine the pill without proper precautions.

Purification required certain conditions. At present, a green flame enveloped the Purple Dragon Cauldron, but this was not Lin Xuan's Mystic Flame Secret Art; it was his century-old infant fire that he had cultivated diligently for many years.

As an advanced cultivator of late-stage元婴, its power was formidable, making it suitable for refining pills without any issues.

Indeed, Lin Xuan did this out of necessity. While the independent space was rich in qi, there were no resources like earthfire. Unlike Hundred Grass Pills, Purple Death Pill required strict materials but was not particularly difficult to refine. With his Blue Star Sea as support and his excellent pill refinement technique, he carefully manipulated the cauldron.

The Purple Dragon Cauldron swayed as Lin Xuan continuously cast spells and occasionally spat out infant fire from his mouth. His infant fire's color was peculiar, sometimes resembling vibrant green bamboo, other times darkening like ink. At one point, it even turned into a rainbow hue, clearly not infant fire but the fiery essence of a demon pill.

This pill was different from a cultivator's golden core; its realm could match mid-stage元婴 cultivators, so its power did not fall short. Lin Xuan's posture was ancient and sometimes even emitted runes that flew into the cauldron slowly yet swiftly. The Purple Dragon Cauldron shimmered as if lightning and thunder were heard within.

Lin Xuan's face remained unchanged as he adjusted his spells and infant fire's position and intensity. Time passed slowly...

From when Lin Xuan added the first Purple Orchid Grass to the cauldron, it had been three days and nights without sleep or rest. Even a commoner would have exhausted themselves by now, but as a late-stage元婴 cultivator, this fatigue was nothing. Lin Xuan remained energetic, showing no signs of tiredness.

After about an hour, a faint rumbling sound filled the air, along with a stronger pill aroma. Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy; it seemed that without purification, Purple Orchid Pill could still be successfully refined. He smiled, thinking how this was worth celebrating.

Indeed, this was cause for celebration—saving trouble and improving the quality of the pills compared to those refined from waste pills using his Blue Star Sea. However, if further purified into middle-grade pills with the star sea, their effects would far surpass directly refined low-grade pills.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan carefully controlled the fire's intensity, ready for the pill to form fully. He did not want to end up with a failed attempt. Another two hours passed.

The surface of the Purple Dragon Cauldron glowed green as strange patterns appeared and vanished.

Rotating and flickering, they quickly dissipated like bubbles.

"What is this...?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he first looked surprised, then showed both surprise and joy. The appearance of an anomaly was a sign that a precious treasure had emerged. This Purple Orchid Pill truly was extraordinary.

It seemed the ancient texts were correct; with such rich qi in this space, advancing to the peak of late-stage元婴 should not take long.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan remained vigilant. As the pill aroma grew stronger, a soft sound echoed as the lid of the cauldron rose on its own. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he cast a spell without hesitation.

Three feet above the cauldron, the air rippled like waves before a green霞flared out, enveloping and gently carrying the cauldron to his side.

The pill aroma was intense but not overwhelming; it felt pleasant to breathe in. Lin Xuan took deep breaths, then with no further action, the green霞dispersed.

He reached out and snapped his fingers, summoning an jade bottle that appeared before him. He poured the refined pills inside.

These pills were about the size of a dragon's eye, pale purple in color. Lin Xuan picked up one, examining it closely.

"Master, is this book you're typing Purple Orchid Pill?" The soft footsteps approached, and without turning around, Lin Xuan knew it was Yue'er.

Although they had consummated their relationship, calling each other by their names remained a formality. After all, titles were just nicknames; even with their consummation, Lin Xuan never truly treated her as a servant.

He loved her, and for Yue'er, he would have fought against true immortals.

"It's correct," said Lin Xuan, smiling.
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Lin Xuan toyed with a spirit pill in his hand.

Then, he clutched both hands and placed the pill on his palm.

For an婴灵 cultivator, this item was already quite significant; it could be called a holy supplement. However, Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied because the purple苑丹 (Purified Purple Herb Pill) in his hand was clearly of lower grade.

Why not refine the blue Star Sea?

The thought led to action. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and first adjusted his emotions before performing Inner Vision Technique. The familiar scene made Mo'er close her mouth obediently.

During refinement, no disturbances were allowed; Little Miss didn't want to let Lord's efforts go to waste.

In his dantian (spiritual core), two infants sat facing each other, with the妖丹 (Demon Core) floating above them. Around them, threads of qi crisscrossed in various colors representing the five elements: gold, wood, water, fire, and earth.

Below this arrangement was a small lake that served as Lin Xuan's source of spiritual energy.

Farther away, countless sparkling blue light points flickered, forming a beautiful star cloud. The area had expanded significantly since he first obtained the treasure.

The number of light points grew with his cultivation; though not vast like an ocean, they stretched beyond sight in this tiny world.

In his qianmen (vital energy sea), everything was peaceful and harmonious. Lin Xuan's expression showed satisfaction as no extra actions were needed. The movement patterns of the blue light points changed, flowing through his body to his limbs.

His body felt like it was on fire, then turned icy cold, causing intense shivers. This cycle repeated, but for a normal cultivator, such discomfort would have made them roll around in pain. As an advanced婴灵 cultivator and one with exceptionally resilient willpower, this wasn't much of an issue.

Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of pain; his expression remained calm as he focused on the changes in his vital energy.

This process didn't last long—about three hours—and all discomfort vanished. Lin Xuan smiled satisfactorily.

Since advancing to late-stage婴灵, although Lin Xuan had many tasks, he still found time for cultivation. With his diligence, he seized every moment to practice.

As expected, sitting meditation required the consumption of spirit pills. However, the effects of the紫毙丹 (Purple Death Pill) were incomparable to those of the苑丹 (Purified Purple Herb Pill).

Indeed, the difference between them was beyond measure; the strengthening and nurturing effect of the紫毙丹 on his vital energy was something that untried cultivators couldn't even imagine.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. With this pill and the dense qi in his凝聚灵空间 (Concentrated Spirit Space), he and Mo'er might reach late-stage婴灵 within a few decades.

"Mo'er, how do you feel?"

Lin Xuan passed a spirit pill to the girl beside him.

"Mmm."

Mo'er nodded with interest. After consuming it, she began sitting in meditation as well.

Lin Xuan watched anxiously from the side.

After three hours, Mo'er opened her eyes.

"How are you feeling?"

"Lord, this pill is truly miraculous," Mo'er said with a smile.

Lin Xuan relaxed; although Mo'er had凝聚了 (gathered) her body, she still belonged to the阴魂鬼物 (ghostly spirits). He was worried that the pill wouldn't work on her.

Fortunately, he was wrong.

Both master and servant continued their meditation. When the pills were finished, Lin Xuan refined another batch before using the blue Star Sea to refine it to mid-grade.

Their cultivation techniques differed; Lin Xuan's Phoenix Dance Nine Skies Technique had reached its fourth-layer peak—already an extreme for a婴灵 cultivator.

Mo'er, on the other hand, had learned from Xiao Tao the True Explanation of the Deva Vidyaraja, also known as The Adeva Vidyaraja. This was Mo'er's pre-life cultivation technique; though she only knew a fraction of it, its power was formidable enough to destroy true immortals.

Lin Xuan often sparred with her, believing that experience was crucial for Mo'er. With the万年灵乳 (Ten-thousand-year-old Spirit Milk), he felt his储灵带 (Spirit Storage Belt) could retire. However, something strange happened; when he took it out, it turned to ash and smoke.

Since obtaining this item from Jade Xuan Yin, Lin Xuan couldn't recall how many times he had used it. It seemed the time was finally up for the spirit pill's refinement.

Lin Xuan felt a sense of loss as the treasure was destroyed; after all, even among peers, he appeared young, and the path to immortality grew more challenging with each step. If he couldn't ascend to the Spirit Realm, his current glory would eventually turn to dust.

Forty years had passed without him noticing.

Lin Xuan's cultivation was now nearing perfection in late-stage婴灵, but there was still room for improvement. While sitting in meditation, a sudden sound echoed in his ears—startling Lin Xuan and causing him to look surprised.

The strange noise came from his waist.

This was unusual!

Lin Xuan reached out and a token appeared before him. It was black, about the size of his palm, resembling jade but he couldn't identify its type.

It seemed related to the Deva Gate; it might be an entry token.

On one side, there was a grotesque face, while two ancient characters read "Deva" beside it. On the other side, many strange patterns were visible, with the most prominent being numbers.

"Three."

Lin Xuan knew what these numbers meant—three more years until the Deva Gate opened, causing chaos across the world.

Lin Xuan sighed; he would likely still be confined to this independent space when that happened.

Alas!

However, Lin Xuan's expression quickly changed from sorrow to shock. The number "3" on the token suddenly increased rapidly.

Ten, fifteen, twenty, fifty

The numbers grew faster and faster until they reached one hundred.

"What?"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan's face paled as he stood up abruptly.

"Lord, what's wrong?"

Mo'er sensed Lin Xuan's sudden agitation through their mental link. He was usually calm even in the face of disaster; this must be serious—perhaps he had gone mad?

Thinking so, Mo'er couldn't sit still and teleported to Lin Xuan's meditation room.

Seeing him fine, she relaxed but remained wary.

Lin Xuan narrated his discovery to her.

"What? The number on the Deva Jade Token has changed?" Mo'er's expression was one of shock.

"Exactly!"

Lin Xuan was equally surprised. This was too incredible.

"So, the opening of the Deva Gate is delayed?"

"I'm not sure, but it should be," Lin Xuan replied.

In a remote mountain range in Yunzhou,

A mournful howl echoed through the air, accompanied by thick demon energy. Yet, this energy was unlike that emitted by ordinary beasts; within a hundred miles, no birds or animals could be seen, let alone insects and ants.

Amidst several ancient trees arranged strangely, a monster over ten feet long roared into the sky. Its appearance was grotesque—human-faced with tiger-like paws, exposed fangs, and a saber-toothed tail that lightly tapped the ground, sending dust flying due to its immense strength.

If Lin Xuan were here, even his composure would have been shaken by this formidable creature.

Omen!

Though just a fragment of a soul, as one of the Four Fiends in the Spirit Realm, it was already an impressive entity.
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While different from when he first entered the world, this monster had now reached the late stage of元婴期. Its eyes glowed with a red light, and beside its front paw lay an ornate token.

The patterns on the token were intricate, and the numbers inscribed upon it had changed from 3 to 100.

In the depths of a certain mountain near皓石城.

This area was several miles wide, completely obscured by surging demonic energy. Even ordinary mortals would dare not enter here, let alone weaker cultivators who might be immediately corrupted and turned into piles of bones by the demonic aura.

However, white light flickered in the sky as a streak of lightning-like brilliance entered this place uninvited.

The light dimmed, revealing a tall, slender youth with an extremely handsome face. His hair was like snow, cascading down to his waist like a river of stars.

He looked like a refined and elegant gentleman, but his eyes were very sinister. The strange thing about him was the peculiar aura surrounding his body.

As they say, one cannot judge a book by its cover; the sea is not measured in buckets. This refined gentleman before us was actually a late-stage元婴 cultivator.

The lord of皓石城, 北冥真君, regardless of his cunning and shrewdness, had turned pale when he heard this news: "What should we do?"

"Don't worry," the monster inside the cocoon cackled. "Such beings are only likely to manipulate events from behind the scenes, pushing things along but not directly interfering themselves. Their actions will be beneficial for me."

"Beneficial? What kind of benefits?" 北冥真君 was eager to know.

"The exact details I don't know, but this involves the laws of heaven and earth. It should be some old immortal from the灵界 making a move..."

"So you're saying that the opening of the Netherworld Gate has been delayed due to an intervention by someone in the灵界?"

"Only those with such power could cause such a delay—only the Three Demon Kings, Four Loose Immortals, and no one else."

"Three Demon Kings, Four Loose Immortals?" 北冥真君 was shocked. "What should we do then?"

"Don't worry," the monster inside the cocoon cackled again. "They will only manipulate events from behind the scenes, pushing things along but not directly interfering themselves. Their actions will be beneficial for me."

"Benefits? What kind of benefits?" 北冥真君 frowned.

"The laws of heaven and earth have changed. Although I can only reach late-stage元婴 as a split soul in this world, with these changes, I can advance to the离合 stage," the monster said smugly.

As an upper realm demon, his cultivation methods were unique. Even at late-stage元婴, he could still match ordinary 离合 cultivators in combat. Now that he could advance, his strength would be even greater.

"Congratulations, Lord Demon," 北冥真君 bowed respectfully. "With this change, your goals will surely be achieved."

"Yes, I reward those who succeed and punish those who fail. Once you achieve the离合 stage, I will bestow upon you demonic energy to ascend to the upper realm," 北冥真君 said.

In a certain quiet and serene灵山福地 in 云州.

This place used to be the headquarters of a significant cultivation family, but decades ago, it was taken over by three mysterious cultivators.

At the top of a steep mountain peak, a slender and graceful young woman stood facing a cliff. Her appearance wasn't breathtakingly beautiful, but she exuded an air of nobility that was hard to ignore.

She was Xiaohou Lan, or more accurately, Princess Xiao Yue.

Behind her were two cultivators—one man in his forties wearing a Daoist robe, and a younger woman around twenty who looked unremarkable. Both had reached late-stage元婴, but their aura was peculiarly formidable, even surpassing some 离合初期 cultivators.

"Is it true that the laws of heaven and earth have changed?" New Moon's lips parted, her voice as clear as a golden oriole, but her tone was icy.

"Yes, Princess."

New Moon fell silent for a moment before smiling again. "It is unexpected, but with this change in the laws of heaven and earth, we now have an extra hundred years to advance to the离合 stage."

News of the changes to the Netherworld Gate spread quickly among low-ranking cultivators, but it caused a significant stir among high-ranking beings from both human and demon realms.

Would this new Netherworld Gate be more complicated than before? As they say, fortune favors the bold. Despite knowing it might be dangerous, some would still jump into the fire for the sake of treasure.

Of course, that would only be clear in a hundred years.

In the meantime, Lin Xuan and his servants were still trapped in the聚集灵空间.

The change in the Netherworld Gate made Lin Xuan and Yue'er exchange glances. However, being stuck in this independent space, they couldn't solve their problems by thinking alone. The urgent task was to find a way out.

Advancing to the离合 stage was their only choice.

When it came to advancement, Lin Xuan's situation was somewhat unique compared to other cultivators because he had mastered dual元婴 and a妖丹.

How could one achieve the离合 stage?

Lin Xuan had previously consulted some ancient texts on this matter. It wasn't necessary for both his元婴s and妖丹 to reach that stage; as long as any of them did, he would become a top cultivator in the human world.

In other words, Lin Xuan's current state was aligned with the strongest of his dual元婴 or妖丹.

For example, if his main元婴 had reached late-stage, and the second元婴 and妖丹 were mid-stage, he would still be considered a high-ranking cultivator.

Lin Xuan needed to advance any one of them—his main元婴,妖丹, or second元婴—to become a 离合 cultivator.

After forty years of hard work, Lin Xuan's cultivation had finally approached the peak of late-stage无婴期. However, his energy still had room for improvement.

The rapid progress was due to the Purple Aster pill and the high density of this area's energy. If he hadn't been preoccupied with Jieji, his sister, and Bai Xuan Hong, staying here until ascension might have been a good choice.

But one couldn't be so selfish. At least Lin Xuan cared for those around him, even if he was cold to his enemies.

Still, as the saying goes, haste makes waste. Advancing to 离合 stage required patience and caution; rushing could backfire and plant seeds of heart demons.

So while Lin Xuan ingested the Purple Aster pill to refine his energy, he also practiced cultivating his second元婴 and妖丹.

Although advancing his main元婴 would make him a 离合 cultivator, it was better to have more profound energy for greater success rates. Moreover, if both his second元婴 and妖丹 reached late-stage, his power would increase significantly after advancement.

Considering the benefits, this approach had no drawbacks.

After forty years, the conflict between天涯海阁and 万佛宗 must have already concluded. Whether he left now or later made little difference.

He hoped Yuanyuan and his sister were well. Lin Xuan sighed, pushing down his worries and focusing on cultivation.

With the Purple Aster pill's assistance, advancing his second元婴 and妖丹 wouldn't be difficult; it would just take some time.

The path of immortality was arduous, and cultivation could be monotonous, but Lin Xuan had long adapted to such a life. He didn't find it particularly challenging.

Besides, he wasn't alone; Yue'er was by his side.

Of course, Lin Xuan's daily routine wasn't just about taking pills and meditating. He also practiced other techniques.

After all, for a cultivator, energy levels were essential, but if their techniques were too weak, they wouldn't be considered true masters.

Today, I'll add an extra chapter as promised. The爆发时间is set for next Monday. Thank you for your support, fellow daoists.
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Three months later, Lin Xuan finally left the training room. His face was full of exhaustion.

Sure enough, the Azure Illusionary Fiery Phoenix had completely merged with the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Fire.

Although the process was slightly more complicated than he originally planned, it didn't go wrong and fully achieved his expected results.

Lin Xuan was very satisfied with this.

With a flick of his left hand, a ball of flame about the size of an egg appeared in his palm.

Compared to before, the color had become even deeper and greener, and there was a faint hint of deathly aura.

Having merged with the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Fire, this demonic flame not only carried corrosive properties and extreme toxicity but also an extremely cold nature. Although its attributes were different from those of the Cold Flame, it worked similarly.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan reached out to strike a palm. A golden-orange immortal sword appeared in his hand.

Lin Xuan cast a spell on the sword, causing it to spin and dance mid-air with incredible agility.

Then, he flicked his right hand, and the Azure Illusionary Fiery Phoenix transformed into a snake about as thick as a thumb, which quickly pounced onto the immortal sword.

A grayish-white light flashed past. The sword was instantly encased in ice. This was undoubtedly the cold power of the Corpse Fire.

However, this wasn't over yet. The toxicity and corrosion began to take effect on the sword. After a day and night, the stone room emitted an acrid smell from the herbs.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed but his expression remained calm. After all, failure was not necessarily bad; he could still refine it using the Blue Star Sea.

Looking at the cauldron in front of him, Lin Xuan cast a spell and a rainbow glow appeared, forming an invisible green hand.

Opening the lid, the acrid smell became even stronger. Before his eyes appeared several dozen small pills about the size of dragon eyes, dark and unremarkable.

These were clearly the waste pills.

Lin Xuan took one in front of him, examined it carefully, then sat cross-legged and used inner vision to start refining the Blue Star Sea...

Moon came over as well, but she looked relaxed. She was just waiting for Lord Lin to refine the spirit pill so they could advance to the Transcendence Realm.

However, some things were beyond their control.

An hour passed.

Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes and a loud 'bang' echoed in his ears.

"Lord Lin, how is it? Have you refined it?"

"No, failed," Lin Xuan shook his head solemnly.

"What, failed?" Moon's small mouth gaped open, though she still looked beautiful.

It was indeed surprising for her to see this failure; the Blue Star Sea had almost always succeeded in refining herbs without fail.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally grim. Apart from not being familiar with the Blue Star Sea just now, he had never failed before.

This was indeed unexpected.

Which step went wrong?

After some thought, Lin Xuan used inner vision.

In his dantian and qi sea, everything was in order.

He didn't need to worry about the元婴 energy for now. The volume of the Blue Star Sea remained vast, meaning it wasn't a lack of support from the Blue Star Sea that caused this failure. So where did the problem lie?

Lin Xuan retracted his spell and supported his chin as he began to ponder.

Recalling the process, everything went smoothly at first. But when the light point entered the Blue Star Sea, it seemed difficult to separate the impurities.

What should be done now?

Lin Xuan frowned deeply and picked up another waste pill.

He had never encountered this situation before; could it be that higher-grade pills were harder to refine?

Although just a guess, it was enough to make Lin Xuan frown. The Hundred-Flower Pill was one thing, but without it, he might struggle to advance to the Transcendence Realm even if he succeeded.

Even if he did succeed, it would take several hundred years more.

But this wasn't the most serious issue. Even if he advanced, wouldn't the pills in the Spirit Realm be even higher grade? How could he refine them then?

As the saying goes, those who fail to plan for the future will face immediate problems. With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's expression became grim.

Reliant on the Blue Star Sea to clear his path, he had advanced this far. Without it, how far could he go? Lin Xuan was uncertain and worried.
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"Master Lin, don't worry," Mo'er's concerned voice entered his ears. The young girl's face was filled with gentleness.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. He didn’t believe that a miraculous blue star sea would be useless once it reached a certain level.

It must be some method he hadn’t mastered yet. So Lin Xuan again used Inner Vision, starting to carefully study the blue star sea. An hour passed. Two hours passed.

Lin Xuan's brows remained tightly furrowed. He had possessed the blue star sea for centuries and studied it countless times. If there were any secrets, they should have been discovered long ago. How could he possibly decipher this mechanism in a hurry?

Lin Xuan reopened his eyes.

"Master Lin, don't worry; we have plenty of time to research that." Mo'er took a few delicate steps forward, gently holding Lin Xuan's head in her arms. A beauty like her was indeed a comfort to him after nine lifetimes.

"Mo'er, there’s no need for you to worry about me. I've seen my fair share of storms and tempests. Back in Drifting Cloud Valley, we endured such difficult times; what does this little difficulty mean?" Lin Xuan said.

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, Mo'er relaxed. She was genuinely worried that he might collapse under the pressure.

During the following time, Mo'er continued her cultivation without any support from pills. Her attempt to break through the separation stage without them clearly wasn't a wise choice.

Although Mo'er had good potential, it hadn’t reached such miraculous levels. After all, her fate was sealed, so for her, not relying on pills and forcefully breaking through the separation stage wouldn’t be as significant as it would be for someone like the Arhath King of the previous life.

For cultivators with a long lifespan, three months passed in a blink.

In the stone palace, Lin Xuan still sat cross-legged. He had made no progress in his study of the blue star sea.

Despite his composure, he couldn’t continue this way.

Soft footsteps entered his ears as Mo'er quietly approached him.

"Master Lin, shall I help you examine it?"

"Help me?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face.

"Yes, over three hundred years, Master Lin has become extremely familiar with the blue star sea. As they say, one can learn from others' stones to polish their own jade. Let me truly look at it; perhaps I can assist you," Mo'er said tenderly. Seeing him work so hard, she felt heartache.

This was true, and Lin Xuan nodded in approval. He wouldn’t hide anything from Mo'er. So he opened his chest, allowing her spiritual awareness to enter his dantian.

Beautiful star clouds filled Mo'er's vision as they slowly rotated. Of course, that was the blue star sea. Although she had heard of it before, seeing it with her own eyes was a different experience entirely.

"How beautiful."

Mo'er couldn't help covering her mouth in admiration. The sight truly resembled stars in the night sky.

Initially entranced by its beauty, Mo'er's expression gradually changed over time. First, she looked puzzled; then, confusion turned to blankness, and finally, anger and sorrow flashed across her face...

"Ah!"

The young girl suddenly cried out, clutching her head with both hands. Her beautiful face was filled with pain as her eyebrows furrowed tightly.

"Mo'er, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan was alarmed. He never expected such a result. How could merely looking at the blue star sea cause such distress?

This situation was peculiar, but Lin Xuan didn’t care much in that moment. To him, eternal life or becoming an immortal were trivial compared to Mo'er. The beauty in his arms was what mattered most.

A spell was cast, and Lin Xuan used a technique to calm her mind. Gradually, the young girl's expression calmed down.

However, she still had some fearful avoidance in her gaze until she saw Lin Xuan clearly, then it gradually softened.

"Mo'er, don’t be afraid. Tell me what happened," Lin Xuan said calmly on the surface but was genuinely puzzled inside.

"I’m not sure either."

"What?"

"Master Lin, truly, I have no idea. You know my memories haven't fully returned, just—"

"Ti-oh?"

"That blue star sea seemed familiar to me." Mo'er glanced at Lin Xuan before lowering her gaze. The feeling was strange; seeing the blue star sea stirred a mix of emotions in her—a sweet and happy feeling, but also a desire to sever his head.

These feelings frightened Mo'er. How could she harm Master Lin?

Fortunately, that strange emotion was just fleeting and not very real. It must be an illusion, Mo'er consoled herself.

However, after hearing the young girl's account, Lin Xuan’s heart stirred with tumultuous emotions. His feelings were different; when Mo'er had formed her spirit embryo in their consciousness space, he had encountered a memory of the Arhath King. After performing a soul probing technique on her, she looked at him with an equally strange expression.

Now that Mo'er was acting this way again, could there be any real connection between the blue star sea and her past life?

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan quickly dismissed it. Thinking about it wouldn’t yield results; after all, he had few clues in his hands.

However, this unexpected little incident brightened his mood considerably. Mo'er’s previous life was the ruler of the underworld, a cultivator on par with true immortals. The blue star sea having any connection to her made it no ordinary treasure.

Purifying the hundred-herb pill wouldn’t be an issue; he just hadn't found the right method yet. He comforted Mo'er briefly before resuming his study of the blue star sea’s secrets. A month passed, two months passed.

Before long, a year had gone by. Lin Xuan spent most of his time in Inner Vision, studying the blue star sea. However, this thing was too mysterious. Despite his efforts, he made no progress.

Though Lin Xuan was a resilient person, such idle time was wasteful.

What should he do?

Deciding to put it aside for now, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged that morning. Today wasn’t for studying the blue star sea; instead, he took out an epigraphic scroll from his storage bag and showed nostalgia on his face. This item belonged to Ouyang Qinxin.

Lin Xuan played with it for a while before narrowing his eyes and sinking his spiritual awareness into it. "Little Luo Tian Method Form."

The words appeared in large characters, followed by a brief but ancient and obscure technique description. Lin Xuan carefully pondered each word and sentence.
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Lin Xuan finally raised his head after a whole afternoon. He then rubbed his forehead, pondering deeply. The Lesser Heavenly Heaven Dharmic Form was indeed no small matter; its power far exceeded what he had originally imagined.

Actually, Lin Xuan hadn't personally encountered Dharmic Forms before, but he had read detailed descriptions in ancient texts.

In simple terms, Dharmic Forms were like virtual shadows. By condensing energy to create a shadow form, it could be used for combat with immense power, much like the Second Dharma Mind.

However, after losing his Second Dharma Mind, its reformation would require considerable effort and might affect his divine consciousness.

In contrast, Dharmic Forms were different. Even if destroyed, they only consumed some energy, making them more practical in battle.

This was a common Dharmic Form. But the Lesser Heavenly Heaven Dharmic Form was even deeper; not only could it transform into nine heads and eighteen arms, but at its deepest level, it was said to be able to manifest as an entity-like existence.

In other words, it would be like gaining another powerful incarnation.

Lin Xuan had a broad range of experiences. Countless cultivators had fallen in his hands, and he had collected numerous cultivation techniques in jade scrolls. Yet even now, he couldn't help but feel excited by the Lesser Heavenly Heaven Dharmic Form.

Obtaining this technique after three years of hard work was indeed satisfying. Although still at a basic level, its impact was significant.

Lin Xuan's expression showed satisfaction as he felt the surging energy and the sudden increase in his aura. His strength had grown significantly since entering the Spirit Gathering Space without any divine treasures. He believed he could withstand a clash with an Alchemy Realm cultivator even without those divine treasures.

He wondered if this might be enough to break through the Spirit Gathering Space. With that thought, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a flash of green light as he stepped out into the open.

The lake remained calm, and the lone mountain didn't seem particularly imposing. The sky here was different from outside, appearing pale white.

Lin Xuan looked up, seemingly calculating something. After a long while,

"Master."

A soft voice came from behind him, it was Yue'er who had quietly approached.

"Mistress, would you like to try breaking this Spirit Gathering Space with me?" Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back and spoke slowly.

"Do you want to leave here?"

Lin Xuan nodded. Although his expression remained neutral, his voice betrayed a hint of urgency; they had been trapped for nearly a century.

The saying went that the world changes over time. He wondered what was happening outside, who would emerge victorious in the battle at Immortal Isle—Jieji and Sister, were they safe?

Cloud Province was different from Youzhou; it harbored many hidden talents. Without his support, could Bai Xuan Pavilion survive under constant threat? Although he had confidence in the Blue Star Sea's extraordinary nature, which wouldn't merely refine human spirit pills, he still had no idea how to break through this bottleneck.

Instead of wasting time here, they should try escaping first. Of course, it was a prerequisite that his cultivation increased enough to break this independent space. Lin Xuan himself wasn't certain, but with Yue'er's help, it might be possible. After all, even though neither had reached the Alchemy Realm, these hundred years hadn't been wasted.

Hearing her master's command, Yue'er didn't hesitate and nodded. "Alright, I'll assist you."

Lin Xuan didn't say more; he focused on regulating his energy, and soon a golden light appeared behind him—his Golden Body Dharmic Form had taken shape.

Soon enough, the Dharmic Form became clearer, though its specific powers weren't important. The nine heads and eighteen arms alone were impressive.

Lin Xuan's expression was serious as he prepared to unleash a powerful secret technique. He couldn't afford to hide his strength if he wanted to escape from this Spirit Gathering Space.

He wondered if his body could handle it.

With thoughts racing, Lin Xuan raised his left hand, revealing a broken sword with cracks all over—clearly a divine treasure.

Lin Xuan's hand trembled as he infused energy into the sword. Instantly, numerous runes appeared on his forearm, and silver whale scales emerged.

His aura surged further. This was just the beginning.

Soon, Lin Xuan flipped his right hand, and the Green Illusory Profound Fire reappeared in his palm. It exploded with a terrifying force, filling the air.

"Ri!"

Lin Xuan shouted as his golden Dharmic Form shook violently. The nine heads were unimportant; eighteen arms waved lightly. Nine Celestial Moon Rings, Purple Dragon Whip, and Green Fire—along with various other treasures from the Snow Fox King—all appeared.

Each arm held a different item, none of which he usually used, but all were incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of strain as even his strong divine consciousness found it challenging to control so many items at once.

The young beauty beside him was awed and impressed, but now wasn't the time for admiration; helping was essential.

With a wave of her sleeves, an unremarkable treasure flew out—a flat, black stone about a foot long.

Though one couldn't judge a book by its cover, this was none other than the Arrogant King'ssoul-bound treasure.

Yue'er grasped it, and a beautiful short sword appeared.

Despite being only late-stage Core Formation cultivators, their aura matched that of Alchemy Realm elders without any difference.

The air seemed to condense as they prepared for action.

After some time, Lin Xuan suddenly shouted, his eyes wide.

A whirlwind appeared out of nowhere; his left hand swung down forcefully. A brilliant silver light emerged, a dozen feet in diameter, slicing forward with immense force.

Simultaneously, green flames surged, the Green Profound Fire Sword grew to nearly a hundred feet long, screaming as it sliced forward.

The Green Illusory Profound Fire transformed into an elegant bird resembling a peacock, spreading its wings and diving towards the sky.

There were also the Purple Dragon Whip and other flying blades…

But the most noticeable was the Nine Celestial Moon Rings. As Lin Xuan'ssoul-bound treasure, they had rarely seen use until he fused them with the Heavenly Crystal.

The fire dragons and ice serpents filled the sky, their combined power awe-inspiring.

Such an attack would be too much for ordinary Alchemy Realm cultivators to face, let alone Wansheng Tower. And Yue'er's help made it even more formidable.

Compared to her master's grand display, the young girl's attacks seemed weak and lacked fire.

A green beam separated from the Illusory Moon Profound Light Sword, seemingly unremarkable at first glance. But halfway through its flight, it exploded with a loud bang.

Instantly, dark winds howled as ghostly cries echoed. A black claw appeared, over ten feet long, with a bone spike extending from its fist, slamming into the sky.

The independent space wasn't vast; less than a thousand feet high. In an instant, all attacks reached the top.

Lin Xuan's face showed anticipation as he heard a tearing sound. The sky, seemingly cloudless, began to churn violently, forming a massive vortex over ten feet in diameter.
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The sudden turn of events left Lin Xuan, despite his composure, visibly shocked and alarmed.

As the saying goes, once an arrow is shot, it cannot be recalled. At this moment, there was no room for retreat. Lin Xuan had to take a deep breath and muster all his magical power. His body was enveloped in spiritual light, and his golden-body avatar behind him appeared towering and imposing. However, his face was pale to the point of being almost ghastly.

His teeth were clenched as he struggled to control so many treasures. Even though Lin Xuan was a dual infant with a pill, his mental and magical energy began to wane. Although he still had a vial of thousand-year-old elixir in his possession, it was too difficult to take out at this moment.

The roar of the hundred dragons echoed deafeningly, but both the fire dragon and ice dragon were sucked into that strange vortex. They couldn't resist completely, but the Nine Bright Moon Ring's most powerful technique was easily neutralized. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as his expression turned grim. Even a late-stage Separation Realm expert wouldn’t be able to withstand such an attack so easily; could there really be some cosmic law hidden in this凝聚灵空间 that prevented breaking through before reaching the Separation Realm?

His mind raced, but he had no time to ponder. The ice dragon and fire dragon were sucked into the vortex, losing only a bit of magical energy, but other treasures like the green flame and purple tripod whip might be destroyed if they got caught in it.

With this thought, Lin Xuan moved to shield Yue Er with his body, as a man should protect the one he loves. "Young Master," Yue Er said, touched by his gesture, though she knew his magical energy was nearly depleted.

She stepped closer and stood beside him. "Young Master, let me protect you."

The familiar words brought back memories of her saving Lin Xuan on the Indeterminate River, where she had single-handedly defeated several Separation Realm cultivators. The current situation felt eerily similar, making Lin Xuan feel deeply moved.

What does it mean to be with someone until death do us part?

For love, death held no fear at all.

"Alright, let's face this vortex together."

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and pulled out the thousand-year-old elixir. While it could replenish his magical energy, it did nothing for his depleted mental energy.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. The vortex that had been ravaging with demonic power vanished without any warning.

"Really?"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he realized he wasn't hallucinating. This was indeed surprising; the laws of this凝聚灵空间 were clearly different from those in the mortal realm.

Regardless, it was a relief to have escaped danger. Just as that thought crossed his mind, Lin Xuan felt dizzy and collapsed, having overexerted himself by using multiple powerful techniques and artifacts simultaneously.

"Young Master, what's wrong?"

Yue Er was alarmed, rushing to embrace him. After checking his dantian, she found he had no major injuries but was exhausted. She fed him the thousand-year-old elixir from her mouth, hoping it would help.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan groaned but remained unconscious. Yue Er sighed and settled down, knowing that with proper rest, he would recover.

After an indeterminate amount of time, Lin Xuan regained consciousness in his bedroom. His head was still throbbing, and he felt nauseous.

It was as if a commoner had just recovered from a serious illness.

Lin Xuan sighed; while the power of the Lesser Heavenly Law Body was impressive, it wasn't something to be used lightly or risk losing consciousness. He needed to avoid such overexertion at all costs.

As his thoughts wandered, Yue Er's soft voice reached him: "Young Master, you're awake."

Yue Er had been by his side without leaving for the entire time he was unconscious.

"How do you feel?"

"Better. How long have I been out, Yue Er?"

"One day and a night," Lin Xuan nodded as he used inner vision to check his condition. To his surprise, his dantian and meridians were full of energy. He realized that Yue Er had fed him the thousand-year-old elixir.

While his magical energy was fine, his mental energy was still depleted. This explained why an advanced cultivator like Lin Xuan felt nauseous. He continued to examine himself.

In the depths of his dantian, the blue star sea was quietly rotating. Nothing seemed different. However, Lin Xuan's eyes suddenly narrowed as he noticed some silver specks.

"Is that what it is?" Initially thinking he had been mistaken, he focused and saw several small, silvery points suspended in the blue star sea. There were only a few—easily overlooked—but they were indeed silver.

Could this be an omen of change? The blue star sea hadn't shown such signs for centuries, but now it appeared. What did it mean?

Lin Xuan's excitement grew as he pondered the possibilities. This unexpected change might break through his current bottleneck after so much research.

Despite the uncertainty, it was enough to excite him. He sighed and decided to step out temporarily.

"Are you alright, Young Master?"

Yue Er's concerned voice brought Lin Xuan back. She noticed his odd expression and felt uneasy.

"I'm fine. Yue Er, you must rest."

Lin Xuan patted her head gently. "I’m not tired," she said, refusing to leave. She leaned against him with a caring look on her face.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan smiled and took out an elixir from his waist pouch. He popped the cap and inhaled its fragrance before swallowing it. He had prepared many such elixirs during his spare time for just such occasions.

These Great Dao pills, though unremarkable in name, restored mental energy. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began to cultivate, focusing on absorbing their power.

Soon, a warm sensation spread from his dantian through the meridians into his mind. Yue Er watched silently as Lin Xuan's complexion gradually improved, easing her concerns.
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The power of the Great Void Pill was commendable, but Lin Xuan's spirit energy had suffered such severe depletion that he needed to meditate deeply.

Subsequently, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

Though his complexion wasn't fully restored, at least he felt no longer in danger.

"Phew."

Moon sighed in relief and finally wore a genuine smile on her face.

Lin Xuan glanced at the young girl beside him without needing any further action to convey his affection.

"Moon, I'm fine now. Don’t worry, go down and rest properly," Lin Xuan said gently.

Though she was an cultivator, such intense concentration for too long would still deplete her essence energy.

"But—"

"Relax, when I say I’m fine, I mean it. Would a lord ever lie to you?" Moon nodded as Lin Xuan had never lied to her before and obediently left.

Watching her back disappear, Lin Xuan withdrew his spirit energy, stood up, and stretched. He then decided to take a nap in the bedroom.

As they say, impatience eats away at hot tofu; it was no rush to study the anomalies of the Blue Star Sea on this day.

The next morning, feeling refreshed, Lin Xuan returned to the training hall.

He pulled out a mat and sat cross-legged, then used Inner Vision Technique.

In his dantian’s qi sea, the blue star sea slowly rotated. Indeed, several silver light points floated in its depths.

There were only about seven or eight of them.

Yesterday, he had not been mistaken; now questions began to arise.

Why did these light points turn silver? Could it be due to practicing "Little Void Law Form"?

Ten years passed like a flash.

"Moon, will this work?" A soft voice entered his ears. It was Moon.

"Don’t worry, I have an idea. The number of silver light points is definitely sufficient," Lin Xuan replied confidently.

Sitting cross-legged beside him, Lin Xuan’s expression showed no surprise or joy.

Two years ago, he had attempted to purify a Hundred Herbs Pill but failed due to insufficient silver light points. After deep reflection, Lin Xuan worked harder and now, using Inner Vision Technique, he counted over two thousand silver light points.

Though these were still insignificant compared to the star sea’s light points, it should be enough to purify one Hundred Herbs Pill.

Lin Xuan reached out and snapped his fingers, causing an jade bottle to fly out. He uncorked it and a dragon eye-sized pill appeared in his palm.

The pill was pitch black with a hint of burnt smell.

Despite the ominous appearance, Lin Xuan’s expression showed genuine appreciation. Once this treasure was purified, he and Moon would have a better chance at advancing to the Separation Realm, and selling it outside could fetch an invaluable price.

After all, Yunzhou was a holy land for cultivation, but Separation Realm cultivators were rare here.

Lin Xuan’s face revealed a hint of nostalgia. Back then, as a Spirit Flexibility Period cultivator, he had used such pills to enhance his essence energy.

Though he no longer valued them now, a few still remained in his possession.

Silver light flickered, and the mutated light points appeared in his palm. Lin Xuan carefully guided them into the Great Void Pill.

Next moment, a fragrant aroma filled the air as the scent became incredibly intense.

Lin Xuan stared at the pill in his palm, which had shrunk significantly from its original size. It was originally snow-white but now turned pinkish.

Third-grade pill!

Lin Xuan was startled. Although purifying a low-grade Great Void Pill into a third-grade one was not difficult for him now, this process seemed too easy.

Just seven or eight light points, and it took only a breath of time…

But the progress was still minimal. Reaching the Essence Core late-stage stage required both excellent root quality and personal effort, but advancing further to the Separation Realm was much more challenging.

Not even one hundred top cultivators had managed to advance; this difficulty deterred countless geniuses.

However, with a Hundred Herbs Pill, things were different.

Its recipe could no longer be traced back. It was said that it originated from the Spirit World in ancient times.

The ingredients were extremely rare, including nearly a hundred immortal flowers and herbs.

Moreover, there were strict requirements: they had to be at least ten thousand years old.

Thus, although this pill was incredibly precious, it did have the power to transform nature. An Essence Core late-stage cultivator had a one-in-three chance of advancing to the Separation Realm after taking it.

Such an effect could almost be considered defying fate. Its value was beyond compare with even longevity pills that increased lifespan.

Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled as he thought about this.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan calmed his mind and began using spirit energy to control the Blue Star Sea.

One by one, the dazzling light points flowed through his meridians…

Lin Xuan didn’t just mobilize the blue light points; silver ones were also useful. The two worked in tandem for better results.

Despite years of contemplation, Lin Xuan was still cautious about this attempt. After all, a failed purification would result in significant losses of precious crystal stones.

First, he made the silver light points enter the waste pill to separate impurities, which was the most challenging part. This process was left to the mutated light points.

Next, the blue light points followed for easier purifications.

Lin Xuan remained motionless on his mat but actually skillfully controlled everything.

This time, there were no mistakes. Two hours later, a snow-white pill appeared before him.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed.

The color and scent of this pill matched exactly those described in the jade bottle, so it must be the finished Hundred Herbs Pill.

Lin Xuan felt immense relief; after decades of struggle, he finally had this treasure. All his efforts would pay off now.

"Moon, you succeeded," Moon’s cheerful voice echoed as she was clearly excited.

Indeed.

However, there were few silver light points left in his body. Fortunately, the rest could recover with proper rest.

Lin Xuan returned to the bedroom and slept soundly.

The next morning, after using Inner Vision Technique again, he found that the light points had fully recovered. He then took another waste pill and began purifying it.

Over the next half a month, Lin Xuan transformed all his waste pills into finished ones, totaling fifteen!

They eagerly prepared to take these pills to advance to the Separation Realm. Although they claimed to be impatient, they actually rested for three days to adjust their state properly.

Even taking a bath and changing clothes, they were now ready.

Advancing to the Separation Realm truly marked the pinnacle of human existence. Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn’t hide his excitement.

Moon’s attitude was much calmer; perhaps knowing she had been an Arhats King in her past life, such a minor advancement meant nothing compared to a cultivator on par with true immortals?

Rumbling sounds entered his ears as the stone door of the training hall closed.

The surroundings instantly became dark. But for Lin Xuan at this moment, there was no difference whether it was light or not.

Lin Xuan pulled out a mat and sat cross-legged on the cold floor. After half an hour of holding his breath and calming himself, he opened his palm to reveal a pill slightly smaller than a dragon eye.

He swallowed it whole, then placed both hands on his knees as he began to cultivate to absorb the medicinal power.

The process was quick; within half an hour, warmth appeared in his dantian, flowing through his meridians and reaching every part of his body.

Lin Xuan had consumed countless pills over time. Even though it wasn’t as extreme now, he still took several daily. This explained why his essence energy continued to improve even after entering the Essence Core stage despite limited meditation time.

This was a familiar situation for Lin Xuan; his expression remained unchanged as he began using the medicinal power to purify and prepare for the final breakthrough.
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At first, everything went smoothly. The heat flowed through his limbs and body, warm and comfortable.

About a teacup's worth of time passed.

Suddenly, the warmth vanished without any warning, replaced by an endless agony as if he had fallen into hell.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but furrow his brows deeply. Even the Heart Refinement Path in Drifting Cloud Valley was far from being able to match this experience. Without preparation, Lin Xuan almost fell down.

He was alarmed and confused—how could it be so painful? But at that moment, he had no time to ponder these thoughts.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and struggled to endure the pain while continuing to absorb the medicinal energy. He must suffer to achieve greatness; this herb pill contained divine materials, making its effects rather domineering.

Despite shivering from the pain, Lin Xuan remained motionless. He didn't dwell on his current situation but instead worried about Yue'er's condition.

Although she wasn't pampered, she had always been protected by him. Could she endure such torment?

Just as this thought flashed through his mind, a thunderous sound echoed in his ears. The surroundings seemed to shatter like bubbles, and he found himself in a place resembling the Immortal Palace of One Thousand Years.

Jade towers and palaces surrounded him, with beautiful scenery everywhere.

Immortal birds danced around, and exquisite ladies sang nearby. Lin Xuan's hands trembled as he realized his strength was formidable enough to destroy heaven and earth.

The sensation was vastly different from now; he had the power of an immortal. He could face any challenge.

"Ah!" A piercing cry entered his ears—his own voice.

In the stone room, Lin Xuan held his head in his hands, his facial features twisted into a painful expression. The pain on the Heart Refinement Path was unbearable, but now he rolled on the ground uncontrollably.

After a long time, Lin Xuan didn't know how much time had passed—perhaps an hour or several days. Finally, he slowly calmed down.

His face remained pale and his body drenched in cold sweat.

Lin Xuan supported himself with his hands and sat up slowly.

"Thankfully, it was just a nightmare."

He exhaled the stale air from his lungs, his expression still shaken by the vivid memory of what had happened. It felt as if he had experienced it firsthand.

But Lin Xuan knew that wasn't possible.

In the vision, he possessed divine power, and the million ghostly creatures were undoubtedly from the netherworld. The woman of unparalleled beauty was none other than Yue'er's past life—Arura the King.

To an ordinary person, this might be seen as a memory fragment or even reincarnation into a great figure. But Lin Xuan knew it was absurd.

He didn't know how his previous life had been, but if he truly were an immortal descending to the mortal world, why would his abilities be so mediocre? The only explanation was that it was a demon.

Everything he saw was just an illusion. Demons arise from one's heart. For Yue'er, Lin Xuan could face any deity without fear.

He would die for her, and even if it meant eternal suffering, there would be no regret. But this didn't mean he had no pressure at all.

After all, he was only a minor cultivator who might face the pursuit of true immortals in the future. Such an outcome made anyone question their ability to remain truly carefree.

Even though Lin Xuan kept his composure, thoughts of a bumpy path planted seeds of doubt within him as an advanced婴期 cultivator with a resilient mind, such doubts had little impact on him normally. However, during critical moments, he was prone to losing focus.

Thus, in a daze, he felt like a true immortal and returned to the great battle between the spirit realm and netherworld millions of years ago...

If not for his clear mind at the last moment—no, it wasn't his clarity of mind; rather, a precious artifact saved him.

Lin Xuan reached out and a rectangular object appeared before him. Its golden hue was adorned with coiling dragons.

Five Dragon Seal!

He held it closely, examining it meticulously. At first glance, there seemed to be nothing extraordinary, but Lin Xuan had an incredibly deep impression of this artifact.

Firstly, its hardness was unparalleled; even the green flames couldn't harm a single bit. He couldn't tell what material it was made from.

Secondly, the mist emitted by the seal could block divine sense perception. Such a property was unheard of among artifacts.

Apart from these features, Lin Xuan didn't discover any other uses for the Five Dragon Seal, but his keen eyesight hinted that this artifact wasn't as simple as it seemed.

Just now, when he felt his mind about to collapse, a cool sensation came from within the seal. It helped him realize it was an illusion and freed him from the demon's control.

Otherwise, the consequences could have been dire. Lin Xuan shuddered at the thought that this might be where his path as an immortal ended.

Thinking of this, he broke out in cold sweat. He had regained control over his body and sighed. This attempt to achieve the Separation Stage was a complete failure.

Even with the Hundred Herbs Pill's difficulty, how did Sister manage it back then?

Thoughts raced through his mind, and Lin Xuan suddenly turned pale. If he failed, what about Yue'er? Would she also be plagued by demons?

With these thoughts, although still weak, Lin Xuan couldn't sit still anymore. He endured the pain and transformed into a streak of light, flying out of the cave.

Lin Xuan had just experienced a significant change; his divine sense hadn't been released yet. Upon stepping outside, he was momentarily stunned.

First shock, then joy.

The space was filled with colorful light points of various sizes and shapes floating in midair.

Clearly, this was gathered from spiritual energy.

Though it wasn't identical to what was described in ancient texts, there were many similarities. These light points were undoubtedly condensed spiritual energy.

At the Separation Stage, one could manipulate primordial energies; signs of this had already appeared during his progression.

However, ordinary cultivators like Fairy Ruyan or even the top expert in Twelve States—Cloud Tower—could only control a single type of energy.

After all, the five elements interacted with each other. Controlling two types would be much more powerful, but they were limited by their abilities.

During his progression, he could only resonate with one primordial energy.

But Yue'er was different; since successfully forming her embryo, she had practiced the techniques from her past life—True Explanation of Arura.

These methods allowed her to harness all five elements.

The colors around Yue'er's body were divided into five: green for wood, red for fire, yellow for earth, white for metal, and black for water.

With no enemies in this isolated space, Yue'er didn't return to the cave. She sat outside, attempting to achieve the Separation Stage. Countless light points entered her body.

Boom!

The primordial energies of heaven and earth surged violently. Lin Xuan had to take a few steps back; he was still weak from nearly losing his mind earlier.

Yue'er was enveloped by a hurricane, but she remained calm at the center of it, showing no signs of discomfort.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief; it seemed Yue'er could indeed achieve the Separation Stage.

Though he felt a bit disappointed, he didn't begrudge Yue'er. Regardless, he needed to work hard now. As various thoughts raced through his mind, the scene changed again.

Woo—

A ghostly wail echoed in his ears as the myriad light points shattered like bubbles.

"What...?" Lin Xuan was alarmed. He had thought Yue'er's attempt failed, but soon realized that the situation was different. The sky suddenly turned dark with thick, black winds. All spiritual energies nearby were tainted and transformed into yin energy.

Behind Yue'er, ghostly figures appeared, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but wonder if he was seeing things. Many fierce-looking ghosts knelt before her, as if she were their master despite their rebellious nature.

Lin Xuan could confirm that this wasn't a demon-induced illusion; the ruler of the netherworld had materialized.

The air shimmered like water waves, and the surroundings changed. Vast deserts turned into palaces with jade towers, green mountains, clear waters, and immortal birds. Despite the lingering yin energy, the beauty rivaled that of the divine realm.
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Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with intense light, but his face remained expressionless.

The scene before him somewhat resembled the Asura Palace in Wudin River, yet it was much grander and more magnificent in scale.

Without a doubt, this should be the true palace of Asura King in the Netherworld Realm.

In the distance, ethereal celestial music seemed to drift into his ears. Two young girls were dancing gracefully around Yue'er. These women clearly weren't human, but each one possessed breathtaking beauty that could make any country fall.

Flowers rained down continuously from the sky.

Such an extraordinary scene was never mentioned in ancient texts, yet Lin Xuan did not show any signs of surprise. Yue'er's identity was special; the celestial omens produced by her冲击离合 were naturally different from others'.

For about a meal's time, this magnificent spectacle continued. Then it vanished without warning, leaving only a mountain and a lake before his eyes.

Apart from the floating light orbs, the gathering spirit space was no different from usual.

Wu—r—

A fierce wind blew, causing the spirit energy orbs to disperse and coalesce into roughly adult-sized fists.

Then Yue'er changed as well. A deep vortex appeared in front of her, seemingly connected to her body like a blood vessel.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive knowledge, was left speechless. The scene of Yue'er's冲击离合 was truly beyond comprehension.

He remained stunned before he saw the orbs being sucked into the vortex. This process lasted for nearly half an hour.

Then the vortex trembled and dissolved into Yue'er’s body. The remaining spirit energy orbs dissipated like bubbles.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, looking at the girl in front of him. She was as beautiful as jade; he had long been familiar with her, but something seemed different this time. He couldn’t put his finger on it.

Subconsciously, Yue'er appeared more beautiful than before, yet upon closer inspection, her features remained unchanged.

But when combined, she looked even better. For a moment, Lin Xuan was unsure if he had misjudged or was experiencing some kind of illusion.

"Master."

Lin Xuan was still pondering when he heard a gentle call from beside him. Yue'er opened her beautiful eyes and stepped over to his side.

The pressure emanating from her was subtle but formidable. Despite just advancing, the intensity of her spirit pressure seemed to surpass Fairy Ruyan.

Little girl Yue'er had now entered the realm of冲击离合.

Lin Xuan felt joy in his heart, but there was a hint of disappointment as well. He had been overtaken by this little girl, though they were inseparable; it still felt somewhat embarrassing.

"Master, are you alright?"

Yue'er was an understanding girl. She was overjoyed at advancing to冲击离合, but she acted indifferently now, fearing that her joy might upset Lin Xuan.

"Haha, nothing much. Just a failure this time; I'll try again next time," Lin Xuan felt a bit downcast, but three hundred years of the arduous path had hardened his spirit. A single setback was no big deal; he would rise from the fall and attempt to advance to冲击离合.

With his burden lifted, Lin Xuan's mood brightened. Yue'er’s advancement was worth celebrating. He stretched out his arms and gently embraced her.

Two hearts beat as one when they leaned against each other, feeling a sense of peace and joy that seemed to conquer all fears.

After about an hour, Lin Xuan spoke calmly. Although he hadn't succeeded in advancing, he had put aside his worries and wanted to gain some experience from Yue'er.

"The Hundred-herb Pill feels great; it’s warm and very comfortable."

Yue'er stuck out her tongue and licked her lips. Indeed, the pill, infused with numerous celestial treasures, tasted quite good.

"Warm and comfortable, then what happened afterward? Did you feel any discomfort or encounter a heart demon?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Discomfort or heart demons? No, did you encounter them, Master?"

"Hmm..."

Lin Xuan nodded slightly as he began to frown in thought. The sensation Yue'er experienced after taking the Hundred-herb Pill was entirely different from his own. Her powerful medicinal force had no negative effects on her; how could that be possible?

Of course, this was merely Lin Xuan's speculation. The true situation might only be known to heaven.

Lin Xuan asked Yue'er about other experiences and feelings. As a loyal servant, she answered without reservation. There was nothing she would hide from Master.

Without realizing it, more than a dozen hours passed.

"Master, should we leave this independent space now?" Yue'er weakly asked. Now that she had advanced to冲击离合, breaking through the barrier here wouldn't be an issue.

Lin Xuan shook his head: "Let's wait for some time."

He wasn’t doing this out of pique; rather, the spirit energy in this independent space was very dense, making it hard to find a place as suitable for cultivation on the mortal realm. If he had already waited so long, why not advance to冲击离合 here?

"Oh!"

Yue'er nodded. Although she should be stronger than Lin Xuan now from a strength standpoint, she remained obedient. She wouldn't argue with whatever Master said. Such a loyal companion was something any man would envy.

The master and servant exchanged insights on advancing to冲击离合 before returning to their respective caves.

Yue'er began to regulate her breathing; stabilizing her realm was crucial after such an advancement.

Lin Xuan, meanwhile, pondered and analyzed. Although he had failed in his attempt at冲击离合, there were still valuable experiences to learn from.

Three days later, Lin Xuan returned to the training room.

With a flick of his fingers, an jade box flew out. He opened it, revealing a dragon-eye-sized pill on a fine silk cushion at the bottom.

The fragrance was intoxicating, but this wasn't the Hundred-herb Pill; it was the Alluring Heavenly Mysteries Pill obtained from the Five-color Spirit Mountain.

Of course, when he first got it, it was a waste product. But Lin Xuan had already purified it.

The failure in his previous attempt at突破瓶颈 was due to his inability to suppress his heart demon. Without the help of the Five Dragon Seal, he might have gone astray.

For most cultivators, this would be a daunting challenge, but Lin Xuan was different. He had many spirit medicines; this Alluring Heavenly Mysteries Pill was meant to break through the barrier of heart demons. Although it was used for妖族, its effects on human cultivators were similar.

Lin Xuan smiled as he looked at his treasure, deciding to purify it to middle-grade quality first. After all, better safe than sorry; this would give him a greater chance of overcoming his heart demon.
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A man in a green robe... His appearance was unremarkable. However, Solitary Mưu's pupils constricted slightly as he felt a vague sense of familiarity. Yet, for the moment, he could not recall where he had seen him.

Surprised, he quietly released his divine consciousness to scan the other person. His expression turned even more astonished.

There was no trace of spiritual energy; yet this man stood not far away from him. But when Solitary Mưu used his divine sense to probe, it felt empty as if the figure were transparent.

How could that be possible?

Even a secular commoner without spiritual energy would still have some fluctuations in their power. Thoughts raced through his mind, and Solitary Moodoo's face turned pale.

He was after all an advanced Condensation Core cultivator; although not broad-minded, he certainly wasn't weak either.

An Incorporeal Baby Spirit wouldn’t give him such a feeling.

Could it be that the other person was actually a legendary Separation and Union stage cultivator who could completely suppress fluctuations in their spiritual energy?

Of course, this was just speculation. But Solitary Moodoo's eyelids began to flutter wildly as his breathing quickened.

Seeing such an advanced cultivator would be both a blessing and a curse.

Before the thoughts fully settled in his mind, a soft voice called out with surprise: "Lin... Sir, are you Senior Lin?"

The voice was familiar; it must have been his little sister speaking.

Solitary Moodoo was initially taken aback but then a flash of enlightenment lit up his mind. He raised his head and scanned the mysterious cultivator's face again, finally recognizing him.

His little sister hadn't called wrong. This person had indeed met him over a hundred years ago.

He remembered when the Tianshae Sea Pavilion and the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect were yet to engage in full-scale conflict; the matchmaking ceremony was held ahead of schedule...

His little sister was at the Foundation Establishment stage, while he narrowly managed to condense his essence. As an independent cultivator, he still had no prospects for the future, lacking even a magical treasure. On their way to Jingyue Island, they encountered sea beast monsters and were utterly unable to resist. They were about to be devoured by fish when this Lin brother rescued them.

At that time, his cultivation stage was just one level above him, only at the middle-stage Condensation Core. In a hundred years, even with extraordinary luck, becoming an Incorporeal Baby Spirit would already be enviable; how could he leap directly into Separation and Union?

Could it be that he had misjudged his spiritual energy fluctuations? The reason for no trace of power might have been due to the special cultivation technique he was using?

Solitary Moodoo's mind raced as thoughts swirled, but still, he couldn't find any clues. Far away, the mysterious cultivator slowly turned his head. Yes, it was indeed Lin Xuan who had just escaped from the Spirit Gathering Space.

The world changed over a hundred years; Solitary Moodoo had been trapped there for that long.

Thinking back on past events, Lin Xuan felt profound emotions.

At that time, Mo'er had successfully advanced to Separation and Union and could break free. But Lin Xuan didn't plan to do so immediately; instead, he decided to try again.

The biggest obstacle was the heart demon.

But fate played a trick. The Confusion Heavenly玄丹he received from the Five-Color Fairy just happened to be able to overcome this barrier.

To be safe, Lin Xuan first refined it into a middle-grade pill.

Then, after consuming both Hundred Grass Pills and Spirit Flowers, he attempted another breakthrough shortly after his failure.

The霸道power of the Hundred Grass Pills was still a torment, but well-prepared Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and endured.

And indeed, the Confusion Heavenly玄丹did take effect. This time, Lin Xuan didn't encounter any heart demons.

Moreover, the process went much more smoothly than expected. His main essence core broke through like water finding its channel, successfully entering Separation and Union.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised; although he had about a fifty percent chance of success after learning from his first failure, the process still exceeded his expectations.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt as if he were in a dream.

But upon waking up, he didn't delve into details because this was indeed good news.

Entering Separation and Union meant he truly became one of the top cultivators in the human world.

Ascending to the Spirit Realm wasn’t a dream; but it required surviving the heavenly tribulation first.

Lin Xuan didn't immediately break free from the Spirit Gathering Space, as he had plenty of time left. Although the space was slightly smaller, its spiritual energy was extremely concentrated—hardly found in any other place on Earth.

He and his servant stayed for another three years to stabilize their newly acquired stage.

If they had rushed out and sought a different place to cultivate, it would have taken at least several times longer.

Three years later, although both were only at the early Separation and Union stage, their cultivation levels had become extremely stable compared to when they first broke through.

Lin Xuan then visited the herb garden. Given his nature, he couldn’t leave anything useful behind.

He thoroughly collected all the spirit flowers and herbs planted there, regardless of whether they were actually useful or not.

Next, Lin Xuan tried breaking this space. This time, no unexpected obstacles appeared; it was accomplished easily and comfortably.

Even Mo'er didn't need to help.

Lin Xuan merely调动天地元气and easily split a gap in the space.

Without hesitation, he activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield and stepped into it.

Since this Spirit Gathering Space was artificially created, there were no chaotic flows at the connection with the human world.

In other words, Lin Xuan had no danger; he successfully escaped.

He turned his head to see a vast sea sky. Two teams of cultivators stood in shock, respectfully watching him.

From their attire, they seemed to be from the Outer Sea region of Yunzhou.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but he was secretly delighted. Initially, he had been sucked into Yingshou Island; now, he returned not far away, quite a stroke of luck.

Calculating the time, it had been a hundred years since that great battle. He didn't know who won or lost, but at least it wasn’t the worst possible outcome.

His mind filled with joy as his lips curled into a smile.

"Sir, you are... really Senior Lin?"

Indeed, someone recognized him, and Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling surprised. He turned to look; standing before him was a young woman in court attire, about seventeen or eighteen years old. Her appearance was extremely delicate, though not breathtakingly beautiful, she certainly deserved the phrase "a feast for the eyes."

"Is it you?"

Lin Xuan's memory was much better than Solitary Moodoo’s; he immediately recognized the young woman.

When they first met, she was a Foundation Establishment cultivator in the middle stage. Now, she had successfully condensed her essence core.

From her attire, this girl must have joined the Tianshae Sea Pavilion. So, the sect still existed.

Regardless of who won or lost in the battle at Yingshou Island, it wasn’t the worst possible outcome Lin Xuan was worried about.

His gaze swept over the cultivators, and suddenly, a surprised voice called out: "Sir... are you Senior Lin?"
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"Good job, it's been a century since we last met. Your sister's grace hasn't diminished at all; this is truly something to be rejoiced over," Lin Xuan said with a slight smile.

Though he had already guessed much in his heart, Solitary Mưu was still stunned as if waking from a dream when he saw that Lin Xuan indeed nodded sincerely. However, the expression on his face became even more respectful.

Lin Xuan had just escaped and was in high spirits, so he stood there with his hands clasped behind him, smiling. On the other side, the cultivators of Shark Clan's White Shark Sect all showed signs of fear on their faces; this mysterious cultivator knew them, and they were enemies!

They couldn't fathom Lin Xuan's realm, but even the constant trembling of the blue lightning sharks told them that he was definitely no ordinary figure. He must be a senior cultivator above the婴 stage.

What should they do?

"Little Sister Solitary, your cultivation has improved greatly," said Mưu with a smile. "Have you joined the Sky Sea Pavilion?"

"Yes, I did manage to join by chance and was accepted by my master," Solitary Meng replied, surprised that Lin Xuan had asked such a question.

"Since you've joined the Sky Sea Pavilion, shouldn't you know what happened during the battle on Ezhou Island a century ago?" Lin Xuan's expression turned tense as he spoke.

"Yes, I do know about it. Not just me; all seven major forces were involved in the mutual conflict. The entire cultivation world was aware of the outcome," Solitary Meng said, her expression turning surprised.

"Little Sister, why are you being so careless? Just answer what Lin Senior wants to ask without adding unnecessary details," Mู่ scolded softly.

Solitary Meng realized her mistake and quickly composed herself. "I didn't mean to waste your time, but the battle on Ezhou Island a century ago was one of the most intense in history. Only during the ancient times when attacking Luo Family's main base did it come close."

"I understand that, but who won?" Lin Xuan frowned, his tone slightly displeased.

"Of course, we Sky Sea Pavilion! Now, both the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Linghun Valley have been expelled from the cultivation world of the Twelve Cloud States," Solitary Meng said with a smug smile. "Under the shade of a big tree is cool, and our sect benefits greatly."

"What?!" Lin Xuan was shocked. Although he had expected the Sky Sea Pavilion to be victorious, the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Linghun Valley were formidable forces not to be underestimated.

These ancient sects, even with the support of the Five Color Holy Mountain, still couldn't match their strength. Despite his clever strategies and alliances, including working with Yue'er to eliminate the Pure Source Corpse King couple, it was impossible to completely uproot both factions.

How could that be?

Lin Xuan didn't believe Solitary Meng would dare deceive him. So what had happened? He was genuinely curious about the events.

"Tell me everything in detail," Lin Xuan said softly, his eyes gleaming with hidden excitement. "Fortune and misfortune come together; just as we reached the realm of separation, I heard this good news."

"Haha, if you want to hear it, I'll tell you every detail," Solitary Meng replied, her face filled with a pleasing expression.

Lin Xuan didn't say anything but waited quietly for her to continue.

"The Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Linghun Valley joined forces; there were many powerful cultivators. Despite having many senior mentors in our Sky Sea Pavilion, we couldn't withstand their attack. However, the large group of enemies that conquered Quejin Island suddenly clashed with the entire outer sea cultivation world, giving us a chance to breathe. The Nine Heavens Momentary Sword Array was activated, and we finally turned the tide. But even so, it remained in a stalemate. With ten thousand cultivators from both factions, they could easily conquer the entire outer sea. Our Sky Sea Pavilion still faced danger. Just then, Senior Pavilion of Watinging arrived like a deity, supporting our side..."

"What? Watinging Pavilion! You're saying that legendary first expert of the Twelve Cloud States?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

With his current power and realm, he had dared to confront separation during the late stage of the婴 period. Now having reached it with Yue'er, he could go anywhere in the world. But there were still people he feared.

For example, Watinging Pavilion!

A figure's name cast a shadow. This patriarch of Pine Wind Academy had been a force to be reckoned with for over a thousand years and had already reached the separation realm. Even facing heavenly tribulation, he had a 70% chance of survival. His strength far exceeded what ordinary cultivators could imagine.

Hearing that Watinging Pavilion supported Sky Sea Pavilion, Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised. It was eight hundred years ago when he had fallen in love with Ice Fairy Lady. As a junior disciple, this secret remained unknown to him.

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan didn't interrupt but listened quietly as she continued.

"Pavilion of Watinging sent only an avatar to support Ezhou Island, and his realm reached the separation stage. His original body went to Linghun Valley's main base."

"He went to Linghun Valley?"

"Yes, he single-handedly broke through the protective array of a major sect that had lasted for a million years with incredible secrets, then unleashed a massacre, turning Linghun Valley into a river of blood. But this wasn't over; we Sky Sea Pavilion also had allies. Soon after, news came from the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect's main base that it too was under attack..."
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"Oh!"

Lin Xuan nodded, a hint of contemplation on his face. The Wanshi Sect being ambushed was unsurprising; it naturally had to be the work of Yuanyuan and the Five-Colored Fairy. However, what surprised him was why Wangting Pavilion suddenly started aiding Tiayahai Pavilion. If it were just sending out an avatar, that would make sense. But a lone figure entering Liuhun Valley's main hall with only one sword seemed rather reckless.

Although he had been the most powerful martial cultivator for over a thousand years in the Tianyun Twelve States, he was still not invincible. As one of the seven major forces, Liuhun Valley had deep roots and formidable defenses even if its elite forces were deployed. It would be foolish to underestimate them.

Facing such a superpower with just his own strength didn't count as bravery; it was more like recklessness and risk-taking.

As an old monster who had lived for over a thousand years, Wangting Pavilion shouldn't have acted so impulsively. So why did he do this? What hidden motives lay behind his actions?

Lin Xuan's mind raced but came up with no answers. He didn’t believe that Wangting Pavilion was solely motivated by Tiayahai Pavilion. After all, many hoped for Wangting Pavilion to intervene and mediate when the two sects clashed. But he had vanished without a trace.

Was this just a coincidence?

When the three factions were in chaos, he suddenly appeared as an upholder of justice, cleaning up the mess. Lin Xuan didn’t believe that Wangting Pavilion would have no ulterior motives; he just wasn't clear on what they were.

His mind raced, and then he chuckled. Regardless of Wangting Pavilion's intentions, his intervention ensured victory in the battle for Yongzhuo Island. As a cultivator, who could say they had no private interests?

Even if it was him helping Tiayahai Pavilion, one reason was his bond with Fairy Yuyan, while another was their long-standing enmity with Wanshi Sect. Enemies of your enemies are friends. On the surface, it was a strong alliance; if you wanted to be more critical, it was mutual exploitation.

In this world, who wasn’t like that? Even if Wangting Pavilion had his own goals, objectively helping him was enough. Why dig deeper?

Sometimes knowing the truth might not be beneficial; it could even anger the old monster. He had already advanced to the Separation stage, and the title of the most powerful cultivator in the world wasn't given lightly.

Even with Moier's help, he wouldn’t be Wangting Pavilion’s match.

---

Creating enemies for no reason was not wise, and Lin Xuan wasn’t a fool; he certainly wouldn’t do such a foolish thing!

His mind raced, and his mood calmed. He continued to listen as Dugu Meng spoke.

"The Wanshi Sect and Liuhun Valley's main halls were both breached in quick succession, dealing a significant blow to both factions. But the story isn't over yet. The Clear Source Corpse King and his wife died mysteriously, while Wanshi Sect’s Huixuan also fell at the hands of Fairy Yuyan and Senior Wangting Pavilion's avatar during the Yongzhuo Island battle. Countless Core Formation stage experts from both factions perished..."

"The Wanshi Sect and Liuhun Valley, despite their deep roots, were left reeling by a series of blows. They suffered immense losses, and as one of the seven major forces in the Tianyun Twelve States, they had enemies galore. However, due to their overwhelming strength, other factions dared not speak out."

Now weakened, those factions that had long harbored grudges against them began to take advantage. Moreover, with Dugu Meng’s nature, once she formed enmity with both factions, there was no way she would stop halfway.

The Five-Colored Fairy thought the same and had Wangting Pavilion's support, making her even less concerned about consequences.

Once mighty sects now became targets for everyone to attack. Initially, it was factions that had long-standing grudges against them who acted, but as time passed, more and more forces joined in, adding insult to injury.

A tiger in a plain, a dragon in shallow waters.

Despite the Wanshi Sect and Liuhun Valley’s efforts to counterattack, they were outnumbered. Ultimately, both sects were erased from the cultivation world, becoming tales of woe.

Of course, this process wasn’t smooth sailing.

The war lasted over ten years, far more brutal than anyone could imagine.

Back then, when they besieged Luo Family's main hall, Tianzhou became a barren land. This time, though not as extreme, over ten thousand cultivators had perished in the ten-year struggle to eliminate both factions.

Ordinary people suffered even more; the region where their main halls were located was almost flattened by the clash of cultivation power.

Hearing the girl recount this, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be moved. But after a moment's silence, he smiled. Such an outcome would indeed be best for him.

---

I wonder if Yuanyuan and Sister are safe? The former two were fine, but I was most worried about Baixu Pavilion. With both factions erased, the cultivation world’s landscape would surely change. In times of chaos, everything changed, and a small pavilion like Baixu was like a tiny boat in a vast sea.

If I had known this outcome, I should have asked Sister to help more on that day.

But regret was useless; worrying now wouldn’t help. The siblings before him were only Core Formation stage cultivators with limited knowledge. To understand the entire story, he needed to go to Tiayahai Pavilion.

His mind raced, but his expression remained unchanged as he nodded at the siblings: "Thank you, Dugu Little Sister, for explaining the events. It’s a coincidence we met. I have other matters; I’ll take my leave."

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan turned his head and a few feet of green spiritual light appeared on his body—clearly, he wanted to break through the void.

"Senior, wait."

Just then, Dugu Meng’s voice sounded again. Lin Xuan frowned but turned back. He saw her bowing gracefully towards him, even prostrating herself in respect.

"Why are you doing this now?" Lin Xuan’s lips curved into a surprised smile as he waved his sleeves and the greensunset glowlight lifted the girl.

"Comrade has helped us multiple times; we didn’t mention it just now. Over a hundred years ago, if not for Senior's intervention, my brother and I would have perished in the fish's belly. Such great kindness, we will never forget. According to reason, we should repay you with our lives, but we shouldn't make further demands. However, there is one matter we are at a loss about; out of desperation, we humbly request Senior’s assistance..." Dugu Meng spoke with a pitiful expression, tears welling up in her eyes.

"Oh, what is it?"
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"Many thanks for your great kindness, sir. The matter is as follows: my late son Yin Xiong has a unique spirit root and thus possesses extraordinary abilities. However, due to our overindulgence, he became arrogant and sought quick progress in his cultivation, leading him down the path of calamity and causing all his vital energy to be exhausted," Lin Xuan said.

Upon hearing this, Solitary Plots' face lit up with joy. He quickly took over from his sister, speaking respectfully.

Behind him stood a red-robed beauty who, though she didn't dare speak freely, her eyes were filled with hope. After all, the other party was at least an advanced cultivator of the Inner Core stage, possibly even beyond it. If they agreed to help, their son's injuries wouldn't be much of an issue.

"Overexertion during cultivation—so you came here to hunt for demon beasts and prepare medicinal pills for your son’s recovery?" Lin Xuan frowned but remained unperturbed as he spoke.

"Yes, sir. We have thoroughly researched many ancient texts, and indeed only the demon heart of the Snowy Deer Beast can heal Zhuo'er's injuries. However, the intelligence we bought was forged by the White Shark Gang, so if we don't consume any medicinal pills, our son will not just be paralyzed; he might even die," Solitary Plots said, his eyes first filled with tears before turning into a bitter expression.

"That despicable fatty Jia, for being so foolish. But at least we achieved our goal in the end," one of the low-ranking cultivators said, relieved that their efforts had paid off.

"Master, Sister, you once knew this Lin senior? Is he truly an ancient cultivator from beyond the void?" The red-robed beauty asked, her face lighting up as she turned to her husband. Her son's condition was improving, and she was in high spirits.

"Yes, over a hundred years ago, Lin senior saved my sister and me once. At that time, he was only at the middle stage of condensing essence," Solitary Plots replied.

"How can someone be at the middle stage of condensing essence? That's impossible!" his wife exclaimed.

"There’s nothing strange about it. Thinking back, when we first met Lin senior, he must have concealed his cultivation level. Whether or not he is an ancient cultivator from beyond the void, I’m unsure," Solitary Plots shook his head, a hint of confusion in his eyes.

"Even you are uncertain?"

"Yes." Solitary Plots sighed and began to analyze: "If it were just an ordinary Inner Core late-stage cultivator, I would be confident enough to discern him. But this Lin senior has no trace of spiritual pressure, appearing like an ordinary mortal. This is unusual; either he’s a legendary ancient cultivator from beyond the void or his cultivation method is unique. He conjured flying knives without moving his hands and killed White Shark Gang cultivators effortlessly. Such power far surpasses that of any ordinary great cultivator. Whether or not he is truly an ancient cultivator, to us, it remains unattainable."

"Master speaks wisely. Regardless of Lin senior’s cultivation level, we owe him a great debt. It's too bad our cultivation levels are so low; there will never be the chance to repay his kindness in this lifetime," the red-robed beauty nodded, her face filled with gratitude.

"Senior Sister, is it really as impressive as you say? Yet when discussing treating my brother Solitary, he seemed unconcerned. He doesn’t seem to have any fondness for cultivators of exceptional talent. Could it be that his own spirit root is poor and thus envious of those with better talents," a soft voice said, belonging to a yellow-robed girl who appeared no older than fifteen.

Three condensation stage cultivators present were taken aback by her words. Solitary Plots waved his hand, and a light beam flew out, forming an invisible shield over their heads.

"Red, you are too bold! Not only has Lin senior repeatedly helped us with great kindness, but we have no way to repay him. Yet here you are, discussing the merits or demerits of our benefactor," Solitary Plots turned his head, his eyes filled with anger.

"Sister..." The yellow-robed girl, who was usually favored by her master, burst into tears and pouted, seeking comfort from her beloved sister-in-law.

"Master is right. Even if Lin senior has no connection to us, a cultivator of such high rank cannot be discussed by someone as insignificant as a late-stage foundation consolidation cultivator. He’s too dangerous; his little finger alone could send you to your death. Red, it seems we have been overindulgent and almost caused a disaster. You will face the wall for ten years without stepping out of Sky Mirror Island," to her surprise, the beauty was not lenient but stern as she turned to Lin Xuan's direction.

The yellow-robed girl was taken aback before becoming obedient. Though she could be impulsive, she wasn't stupid; this time, Master and Sister were truly angry.

Other low-ranking cultivators stood in silence, intimidated by their sister-in-law’s punishment.

After reprimanding his disciples, Solitary Plots turned to see his sister with a strange expression on her face, looking at Lin Xuan's direction. Solitary Plots was taken aback before sighing softly.

Brothers and sisters who had lived together for so long; he couldn't miss his sister’s intentions. Beauty loves heroes; twice saved by the same person, it seemed his little sister had already developed feelings for that Lin senior.

Unfortunately, such love would be in vain due to their vastly different statuses. While his sister was beautiful, she wasn’t breathtakingly stunning enough to be considered a concubine or even a secondary wife.

If this Lin senior wanted a concubine, countless beautiful female cultivators would vie for the honor.

"Little Sister, let's go back," Solitary Plots said, not revealing his sister’s feelings. He believed that over time, she would come to her senses.

The path of immortals was long; perhaps one day, his little sister would realize this unattainable dream.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already flown far away from here, unaware that a girl he barely knew had developed feelings for him or that the young foundation consolidation cultivator named Red had been punished to face the wall for ten years due to her careless words.

Lin Xuan was heading towards the Sky Mirror Pavilion. He wanted to learn more about the details of the great battle from over a hundred years ago and, since he happened to be near his sister's place, decided to visit her.

With the upcoming void crossing, it was time to prepare for it.

However, Lin Xuan knew nothing else except that he would face heavenly tribulation when ascending to the spirit realm.

There were few records in ancient texts about the realm of beyond the void, and even if there were, they were sparse and not detailed enough.

Exploring on his own was time-consuming, so seeking advice from others was undoubtedly one of the most efficient ways.

Other ancient cultivators he knew weren't close to him. Even though the Five-Color Fairy had little connection with him, Dreaming Sweetness was the closest, making her a top priority for Lin Xuan.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan's body emitted green light, and his speed increased by another third as he continued on his journey towards the horizon.
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Island of Penglai, Skyfarer Sea Pavilion.

Time passed like the changing of the seas and fields; even for cultivators, a hundred years was not short. Initially, when the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Linghun Valley besieged their main stronghold, it was a scene of blood and gore over thousands of miles. However, as time passed, Island of Penglai regained its former beauty.

Although Skyfarer Sea Pavilion suffered heavy losses in that bloody battle—dozens of Core Formation cultivators perished, with thousands more at the Condensation Core stage—it did not harm their fundamental essence. With the passage of time, new disciples wereadvance, and Dream Ruyan was still there. With her as a protector, even if the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Linghun Valley had been annihilated, the lesson was fresh in everyone's minds. Who would dare to covet Skyfarer Sea Pavilion again?

Of the former seven major forces of Yunzhou, only five remained. As the instigator, although Skyfarer Sea Pavilion lost many disciples, its reputation and influence grew significantly.

Apart from the Wind Pavilion, Skyfarer Sea Pavilion could almost be ranked second among all sects and families in the Twelve States of Heaven and Clouds. Especially in the outer seas of Yunzhou, cultivators looked up to Skyfarer Sea Pavilion as their leader. Although Shark Gang's young master was licentious, he dared only plot secretly; publicly, he never showed any disrespect.

In just a hundred years, Su Yilin had advanced from Core Formation Middle Stage to the peak of Core Formation and recently condensed her Golden Core. This placed her among high-ranking cultivators.

If she hadn't chosen Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, it would have taken at least another century for her to reach Core Formation Late Stage.

These words were not exaggerated; as they say, a single conversation is worth ten years of reading. The guidance from a master could save one from many detours. The wisdom and skill of the teachers in Skyfarer Sea Pavilion far surpassed that of the few elders in her family.

Of course, aside from these external factors, Su Yilin was also very diligent and hardworking.

Two months ago, she had condensed her core; now, she sat in a meditation chamber to stabilize her realm. Achieving success was joyful, but there was still much work to do before reaching the Core Formation stage.

Su Yilin silently reminded herself as her jade hands traced through various hand seals in mid-air. Suddenly, a deafening explosion echoed in her ears, far more shocking than a thunderclap on a clear day. She stumbled backward; if not for her stable mind, she would have gone mad from the shock.

What was happening?

The young girl opened her eyes with surprise and curiosity. Such a loud noise had affected even her deep within Penglai Island. Was there an enemy invasion?

But no, Skyfarer Sea Pavilion's reputation was well-earned after the battle on Penglai Island. No one would dare to provoke them now.

With this thought, she became increasingly perplexed. Not wanting to overthink it, she stomped her jade foot and transformed into a streak of light, breaking through the air to leave her meditation chamber.

Others were affected as well. Thousands of cultivators filled the sky, all showing shock and unease. The chatter among them resounded across the heavens.

Suddenly, several streaks of different colors appeared from afar, speeding towards here. Leading them was a trio of Core Formation late-stage cultivators. The rest, though dressed differently, were also at the Core Formation stage.

"Salutations to our Grandmothers (Aunties)."

The cultivators in the sky were startled and knelt down immediately.

"Do not be so formal. Disperse and listen carefully: no one is allowed to leave their meditation chambers or discuss anything without permission; otherwise, severe punishment will follow."

The speaker was a young woman who looked only sixteen or seventeen years old, her appearance plain but refined. She was the head of Skyfarer Sea Pavilion, and although she hadn't advanced beyond the Separation stage, her cultivation had clearly deepened.

"Yes, Grandmaster."

Despite their surprise, no one dared to disobey. They bowed and retreated.

In moments, the island returned to its serene state. However, the expressions of the dozen Core Formation cultivators were grave.

To Su Yilin's left was another Core Formation late-stage cultivator, slightly older at around twenty-three or twenty-four years old. Her left side was breathtakingly beautiful, but her right cheek was as dry and wrinkled as tree bark. Not only did it lack luster; the muscle had sunk deeply into the skin.

Needless to say, this was Liu Ying, who had once betrayed her companions but later repented and fought alongside them. After the battle on Penglai Island, she was merely punished with a hundred years of seclusion. Now, facing new threats, she lifted her head to gaze at the distant sky, where clouds gathered ominously.

And there, it was Sister Ruyan's meditation chamber. Moments later, the air and clouds merged into an extremely strange vortex, about a hundred feet in diameter, deep beyond measure.

"What is happening? Senior Sister, could Auntie be breaking through the Separation stage?" Liu Ying's eyes sparkled with concern as she spoke coldly.

Her face was filled with worry; back then, when Auntie showed mercy and grace to Dream Ruyan, she was deeply grateful.

"Indeed. As your sister knows well, over a hundred years ago, Auntie had already reached the peak of Separation Early Stage but couldn't advance further due to lacking mental refinement. After these years of effort, her mind finally caught up with her cultivation progress, and she sealed herself in a cave on Phoenix Peak." Su Yilin's face was equally worried as she spoke coldly.

"But isn't this too dangerous?"

Liu Ying said anxiously; as a Core Formation late-stage cultivator preparing to break through the Separation stage, she understood well. The Separation stage marked a turning point not just in strength but also in the difficulty of cultivation and the risks involved with each small breakthrough.

For example, moving from Separation Early Stage to Separation Mid Stage, these cultivators could harness the essence energy of heaven and earth, causing surrounding essence energy to rush toward them during their advancement.

This had two outcomes. If handled well, it would not cause harm but actually aid in theadvance process due to the dense essence energy. However, a slight mistake could result in catastrophic consequences as the gathered essence energy transformed into an attack akin to heavenly tribulation.

Of course, its power was far less than true heavenly tribulations, but it still couldn't be underestimated; at least it could destroy a Core Formation late-stage cultivator.

However, after this stage, Separation stage cultivators were generally safe. But one must not forget that the Separation cultivator was currently in seclusion, fully focused on breaking through her bottleneck. Any external interference would likely result in going mad or losing control.

No… calling it a heavenly tribulation might be too shocking.

In the internal world of cultivators, such essence energy attacks were generally called "false heavenly tribulations." But regardless of whether they were true or false, Dream Ruyan's situation was extremely precarious. An essence energy attack did not mean failure; but at this moment, she was indeed very vulnerable. If she couldn't withstand the so-called tribulation, Dream Ruyan might face a tragic end.

Actually, "false heavenly tribulations" could be defended against. With a peer of the same rank by her side during advancement, even if an essence energy attack occurred, there would be no need to worry.
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But in the Spirit Realm, such a situation was still manageable. In the Human World, it was merely a pipe dream.

Looking at the Twelve States of Tianyun, how many cultivators were there who could perform the separation and union technique?

Moreover, even if Qing Qi guarded her, she had to fully trust them because doing so would essentially mean handing over her life to someone else. Given the general suspicious nature of cultivators, unless they were fellow sect members, no one was trustworthy.

Take Mu Ru Yan as an example; although Five-Colored Fairy was her close friend and Witing Pavilion once helped Lingyun Sect, she still didn't seek their help. She preferred to take more risks alone rather than entrust her life to others.

Of course, Mu Ru Yan wasn't entirely narrow-minded. There was one person she completely trusted—Lin Xuan.

Naturally, it would be Lin Xuan. Unfortunately, after the battle on Fullou Island a hundred years ago, her younger brother had never been heard from again. She had worried and searched for him, even summoning Liu Ying and Su Jingchun to repeatedly inquire about his battle with the Corpse King, but there was no clear answer as to where he went.

As for other cultivators capable of warding off heavenly tribulations, Mu Ru Yan didn't trust them either. Thus, she could only be more careful herself.

After all,晋级突破不一定招来假天劫，关键在于天地元气操控是否出错。

Mu Ru Yan had prepared for decades and was quite confident. However, as the saying goes, "Planning is in our hands; success depends on heaven."

She had been closed up for three years, and everything seemed to be going well. But just when it mattered most,

her spirit energy lost control.

Looking at the giant vortex above, Liu Ying's face was filled with worry.

"Senior Sister, has the Nine Palaces Mustard Sword Array been activated?"

"If only," Su Jingchun's expression darkened further as she spoke.

Her lips moved slightly, and a cold voice echoed among them.

"Why?"

The speaker was a woman in green imperial robes, around twenty-seven or eight years old, with an advanced-stage婴中期。

"Didn't you forget? The Nine Palaces Mustard Sword Array is different from ordinary arrays; it requires crystal stones to fill the gaps and stores primordial energy from the heavens and earth. That's why it has such terrifying power. After the battle on Fullou Island a hundred years ago, to counter the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Li Hai Valley, the Nine Palaces Sword Array had consumed all its primordial energy. In just one hundred years, there was no way it could recover. Therefore, the sect’s protective array couldn't be activated."

Upon Su Jingchun's explanation, the other women were stunned, their faces turning grim. With a sect-protecting array to support them, they would still have some hope of withstanding the fake heavenly tribulation. But misfortunes never come alone; since the Nine Palaces Mustard Sword Array couldn't be activated, even though there were restrictions around Bai Feng Peak, they wouldn't provide much protection.

Boom! A more terrifying explosion echoed in their ears. At the top of Bai Feng Peak, the vortex became deeper and more eerie. In its depths, lightning bolts as thick as a child's arm danced.

More astonishingly, these lightning bolts were black.

But upon reflection, it wasn’t strange at all; this was deep in the ocean, where water primordial energy was naturally abundant. Among the five elements of heaven and earth, water primordial energy was inherently black.

As time passed, the nearby primordial energy was almost entirely sucked into this place.

Zzzz… A black lightning bolt struck first.

"Bad luck!" Su Jingchun's expression turned alarmed. Although it appeared only as thick as a child’s arm, the primordial energy contained within was shocking.

Like a demon snake, it fiercely attacked Bai Feng Peak. At that moment, Senior Auntie was at her most vulnerable stage of晋级突破. A minor Foundation Establishment cultivator could easily kill her with such terrifying spirit energy attacks.

Mu Ru Yan was the pillar of Lingyun Sect; if she were to fall by accident, the sect would surely decline. For both personal and public reasons, they must ensure Senior Auntie's safety.

With this thought in mind, Su Jingchun flicked her hand, and a silver bracelet with intricate patterns flew out.

As the woman pointed, the bracelet swelled like a storm, layer upon layer of light rings rippling like water waves.

It charged towards the black lightning. Boom!

The two collided mid-air, creating an explosion that echoed as if two towering mountains were crashing into each other.

A gust of wind swept through. Su Jingchun, as the head of Lingyun Sect, was undoubtedly a top-tier expert even among late-stage婴后期 cultivators.

But her face turned pale, and a faint red blood trace appeared at the corner of her mouth. The silver bracelet's surface showed numerous cracks like spider webs.

The light quickly dimmed, and Su Jingchun’s eyes flashed with sorrow.

Don’t look at this unremarkable bracelet; it was undoubtedly a top-tier defensive treasure that had accompanied her for centuries. Even after the battle on Fullou Island, it hadn't been destroyed, but now it lay broken here.

But at this moment, she couldn't afford to be sad about her treasure.

The giant vortex gathered primordial energy from a hundred miles around, its power immense.

Then another black wind blew out of the vortex. Its momentum far exceeded that of the previous lightning bolt.

Su Jingchun bit her teeth, and a streak of light flew out from her sleeve. Its speed was so astonishing it left people breathless. After circling briefly, it transformed into a colorful phoenix, which sang as it approached the vortex.

However, for some reason, it seemed like an egg hitting a stone, giving a sense of tragedy.

"Senior Sister, let me help you." Su Jingchun said resolutely. "No matter what, we must ensure Senior Auntie safely passes this test; otherwise, our Lingyun Sect will face disaster."

Whispers of determination filled the air as other late-stage婴期 cultivators from Lingyun Sect also joined in.

In the sky, various kinds of spiritual light and strange treasures flew everywhere. With more than a dozen late-stage婴期 cultivators working together, they managed to block the hurricane without any serious danger.

However, the vortex's power showed no signs of weakening. Looking at the darkening sky, the women’s expressions turned extremely grim. Even with their combined efforts, could they survive this heavenly tribulation?

At that moment, from afar, a commotion arose as the other elders of Lingyun Sect rushed to support them…

An hour later.

The sky remained overcast. Su Jingchun wiped the blood from her lips with a slender hand. In just this time, she had lost three treasures. Even as a major cultivator, she was so affected; the other elders were even worse off.

Almost all the elders of Lingyun Sect were present, with nearly a hundred fellow sect members hovering beside them.

But the scene in the sky showed no signs of weakening. She seemed to have underestimated this legendary heavenly tribulation too much.
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Su Jingchun raised her head, narrowing her eyes as she looked up at the sky.

The vast expanse of black remained before her, but the vortex atop Bai Feng Peak had shrunk somewhat. Its diameter was now only thirty zhang.

However, Su Jingchun's face showed no relief; instead, it grew even more grim.

This heavenly tribulation formed by essence energy, though she had seen descriptions in ancient texts, were merely a few cursory strokes.

As the saying goes, seeing is believing. At this moment, Su Jingchun truly understood the terrifying nature of the tribulation.

To be honest, with nearly a hundred elders from Tianya Haige combining their efforts, they could indeed block it and even launch a counterattack. That was why the vortex had been shattered into pieces and its size reduced rapidly.

But according to usual circumstances, this danger should have passed. However, the current situation was different. This tribulation was formed by the essence energy within a hundred li radius, meaning that as long as Senior Aunt remained in the vicinity, the surrounding essence energy would continue to be drawn towards her.

Like rivers flowing into the sea, it was endless and ceaseless.

Moreover, the nearby water essence energy was extremely abundant, and Yizhou Island was located near an upper-grade crystal mine.

Thus, not only did they have to protect Senior Aunt as per their duties, but also for their own interests. After all, who wanted to fall into the ranks of a second-rate sect?

"Senior Sister," the female cultivator in court attire spoke weakly, her face filled with worry and unease.

"Yes, this situation can only be handled by an upper-grade cultivator. The vortex's energy is almost infinite due to its continuous replenishment from essence energy. What should we do?"

Another petite woman also spoke up. Though she looked delicate, she was actually a mid-stage婴期 cultivator named Yu Hong'e, who managed the sect’s library and had the broadest knowledge among the upper-grade cultivators.

"Yu Hong'e, you said only an upper-grade cultivator can handle this situation?" Su Jingchun turned to her, deep in thought.

"That's correct. The most terrifying aspect of essence energy tribulation is not its power but that it can be replenished endlessly. But if it were an upper-grade cultivator, they could block the surrounding essence energy and disperse the vortex."

"Ah, I see."

The other female cultivators all nodded in understanding. It was no wonder that even with all the elders from Tianya Haige, this small tribulation couldn't be handled. The root of the problem lay here.

No matter how many婴期 cultivators there were, they couldn’t drive away essence energy; it was a limitation caused by their realm and not something that could be solved by numbers.

The three major cultivators in the room fell silent. A sharp crack echoed as the vortex continued to grow larger.

"Senior Sister, what should we do?"

"Do not stand here trembling. No matter what, we must try our best to protect Senior Aunt. The longer we hold on, the better. As long as Senior Fairy Yu Hong'e comes out of seclusion, this small tribulation will be nothing."

The expression on Su Jingchun's face was stern and resolute. As the leader of a sect, she had to step up at critical moments.

"Yu Hong'e, go gather mid-stage condensation period disciples from within the sect."

"Yes, Senior Sister," Yu Hong'e bowed respectfully.

Su Jingchun’s words left no room for dissent. Sect traitors would suffer severe punishment if caught by the enforcement team.

This was why Liu Ying felt such gratitude towards Dream Yu Hong'e; her senior aunt had forgiven her despite her shortcomings.

Although the situation remained extremely perilous, Su Jingchun's actions significantly boosted morale.

"Yu'er."

"What does the sect leader want?" Yu Hong'e raised her head in surprise when she heard Su Jingchun call her name.

"This tribulation is endless. We must gather more people to increase our strength. Go and summon mid-stage condensation period disciples from within the sect."

"Yes, Senior Sister," Yu Hong'e bit her lip and bowed respectfully: "As per your command, I will go and gather them."

Before she could finish speaking, she stomped her jade foot and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards another side of the island.

The other upper-grade female cultivators all wore solemn expressions. Some waved their hands to release their prized treasures, while others shouted, causing a meter-long essence light to surround their bodies.

Though they didn't know what spells these were, it was clear that they were each using their most powerful techniques.

Although this crisis wasn’t as severe as the one a hundred years ago, it was still comparable in magnitude.

The faces of the female cultivators showed determination.

Suddenly, a long and loud roar echoed through the air. The sound was so resounding and majestic that it even scattered some essence energy nearby.

Even though the other female cultivators were powerful, their faces turned pale upon hearing this roar.

This power...

Could there be an upper-grade cultivator arriving on the island?

The female cultivators exchanged glances. As they say, misfortune and good fortune go hand in hand; who knew if the visitor was a friend or foe?

"Second Sister, stay here to handle things while I go."

Su Jingchun remained calm as the leader of the sect. Whether it was good luck or bad, she had to face it.

"Senior Sister, I will come with you," Yu Hong'e frowned slightly but spoke coldly.

"No need, Yu Hong'e. Stay and assist Liu Ying." Su Jingchun smiled: "As they say, brothers in arms are as sharp as a knife. As long as we unite within the sect, there is nothing we can't overcome. How could this crisis be worse than what we faced a hundred years ago?"

Her words were inspiring, but Yu Hong'e still looked worried. Based on the roar, the visitor was at least a hundred li away and had performed an astonishing spell. It was almost certain that they were facing an upper-grade cultivator.

"Alright, I understand. In any case, let's prioritize the big picture."

Su Jingchun smiled as she turned to leave. There was no time for delay; she stomped her jade foot and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the distant horizon.

At the same time, on Yizhou Island’s western side, Lin Xuan was still a hundred li away from Tianya Haige.

Sure enough, that roar had come from him.

But now, Lin Xuan paused in mid-air, floating above. He looked at the distance with a mix of surprise and uncertainty.

Beside him stood a倾城 beauty named Yue'er, whose expression was equally strange.

The tribulation's power was too great; even without releasing their divine senses, they could see clearly with their naked eyes.

Essence energy within a hundred li radius was chaotic, all rushing towards Yizhou Island.

But the feeling didn't match an upper-grade cultivator’s battle. Could it be that his sister was practicing some extraordinary technique, causing this astonishing phenomenon?
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Lin Xuan's mind raced as he suddenly felt a presence and turned his head. A faint, almost imperceptible flash of light appeared in his vision.

It was no doubt the Concealment Technique.

However, performing it right before him seemed a bit like showing off.

A sneer curled at the corner of Lin Xuan’s lips as his immense divine consciousness shot out towards the direction.

"Ah!"

A startled cry entered his ears. The overwhelming pressure had caused Su Jinchun to lose her concentration on her secret technique. A flash of spiritual light appeared, making the flash of light more noticeable.

The situation turned critical, but this woman was a late-stage Immortal in essence, and she remained calm despite the shock. An jade bowl flew out from her sleeve, spinning rapidly before releasing a dazzling light curtain that enveloped him. In his left hand, a golden-orange divine sword appeared.

"Not bad, not bad. You truly deserve to be the Master of the Far Horizon Pavilion," said a familiar voice.

"You… you're Uncle Lin?" Su Jinchun raised her head, but her surprise quickly turned into joy: "You… are Uncle Lin?"

It was no wonder she was surprised. A hundred years ago, they had fought side by side, but then Lin Xuan mysteriously disappeared and vanished without a trace. His uncle had been deeply saddened by his absence. Now, he had reappeared at the Far Horizon Pavilion.

Her gaze swept over Lin Xuan, and her expression became even more incredulous.

"Uncle, you… have reached the Separation Realm?"

She had always called him Uncle out of respect due to their sworn brotherhood with Ruyan. Although she was a late-stage Immortal, his abilities far surpassed those of his peers. That was because he practiced techniques that defied nature. A hundred years ago, her level was still one step below his, and now he had advanced while she remained at the same stage.

Yet, after a century, she was still far from reaching Separation Realm, but Lin Xuan had already ascended. How did he achieve it?

Su Jinchun's mind was filled with questions, but envy played a greater role. Her face showed a look of reverence.

"Congratulations on your advancement to the Separation Realm."

"Enough of these formalities," Lin Xuan waved his hand and tilted his chin slightly as he spoke. "Jinchun, I heard about the situation ahead?"

"I was just going to ask for Uncle's help." Su Jinchun smiled. Seeing Uncle advance to the Separation Realm meant that the crisis at the Far Horizon Pavilion had passed.

"Oh, are there enemies attacking again?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

"Not exactly, Uncle, please listen…"

On another side, lightning danced in the sky as various attacks shot out from the vortex. The area was filled with chaotic spiritual energy. Nearly a hundred late-stage Immortals were either using secret techniques or theirsoul-bound treasure to defend themselves desperately.

As time passed, the attacks became more intense. Despite their efforts, the female cultivators began to falter. Many of them had already considered retreating if they could choose, but their guild leader's words were clear: whether Uncle survived was not just about her; it involved the prosperity and honor of their sect.

Moreover, retreating would be seen as betrayal. So despite their inner frustration, they gritted their teeth and persisted.

How long would this continue?

Sister Xi went to summon the condensation core stage disciples, but she wouldn't return immediately.

The howling sound was terrifying; it was likely from a Separation Realm cultivator. Su Senior Sister had been gone for so long that there were no signs of her.

Had she encountered danger?

Too many unknowns weighed heavily on their minds.

At the Far Horizon Pavilion, after a hundred years, panic once again gripped the sect.

"Second Senior Sister," Ji Yuemei flicked her hand, sending out a beam of light to block a wind blade from the vortex. Her body trembled slightly, but as a late-stage Immortal, she didn't find it too strenuous. She took advantage of this moment to release divine senses and monitor the movements of fellow cultivators.

"I understand, but…" Liu Ying knew what Third Sister was worried about. However, before she could finish, she suddenly turned her body with a look of ruthlessness on her face: "Seventeenth Sister, where are you going?"

A hundred feet away from Liu Ying, a female cultivator in red robes suddenly withdrew.

She was an early-stage Immortal named Mei Xiang.

Speaking of this woman, her path to cultivation had been quite different. She entered the Far Horizon Pavilion as a child and became a foundation stage cultivator before she turned thirty. Fifty years later, she advanced to the golden core realm, becoming an late-stage Immortal at two hundred and thirty-one years old.

Her speed was impressive, though not shocking, ranking among the top in the sect's elders.

However, her luck seemed to run out after forming a body. For four centuries, she had made no progress, remaining an early-stage Immortal, let alone reaching the peak of that stage. She only had about three hundred years left before her life ended, with no hope of reaching Separation Realm.

The more so, the more Mei Xiang feared death.

With her relatively weak cultivation in the sect's elders, she barely managed to hold on at this moment. Her mental state had already collapsed.

She did not want to die.

She still had three hundred years left.

If she stayed here, she would surely perish under the heavenly tribulation.

"Suicide attempt? If you wish to be a traitor, don't blame me for breaking our brotherhood."

Seeing no sign of repentance from her opponent, Liu Ying's face turned stern. She flicked her hand and released a pinkish fog from her sleeve.

The diameter was about half an acre, though she couldn't see clearly, there were sounds of cracking, as if something monstrous lurked within.

Her cultivation technique, The Withering and Flourishing Technique, was already bizarre to begin with. "Pain!"

With Liu Ying's finger pointing, the pinkish fog transformed into a vague flash of light that enveloped her opponent.

Slowly but surely, it chased after her, then fell heavily, trapping Mei Xiang within.

"Ahh!"

From the pinkish fog came a piercing scream, but soon, there was no sound. An early-stage Immortal had just perished.

The entire process seemed complex, but in reality, it took only an instant. Some cultivators didn't even realize what happened before everything ended.

"Before leaving, the sect leader entrusted me to deal with anyone who dares to be a traitor like Mei Xiang."
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In times of chaos, stern measures are necessary. Given the extraordinary circumstances, decisive and ruthless actions were warranted.

Liu Ying's approach, though harsh, proved effective as Cheng Hui was intimidated by those whose minds wavered.

The lesson from the past serves as a reminder for the future. With Mei Xiang’s fate laid bare, who would dare to retreat?

After all, staying here did not guarantee their demise; but leaving them would immediately mark them as traitors. The other female cultivators knew this well.

With no escape routes left, the women were instead spurred by their bloodlust and courage. Each manipulated her own treasure, attacking the vortex with all their might.

Ji Yue felt a sigh of relief, finally able to relax.

She couldn't help but admire Senior Sister's keen insight; if she had stayed here, it would have failed to intimidate anyone.

Before this thought could fully form, thunderous winds and lightning bolts shot out from the vortex. The women were both angry and driven as they compelled their treasures to meet these attacks head-on.

In essence, their attention was now occupied, leaving no energy to assist Liu Ying and Ji Yue further.

The two-headed dragon's eyes glowed with a red light, as if it possessed some form of consciousness.

It opened its mouth, emitting two streams of dark light.

"Ah..."

Though they were all at the peak of their cultivation, women were still fragile. From a hundred feet away, elderly elders from Heavenly Sea Pavilion screamed in alarm.

The two senior sisters were already very weak; would they really watch them perish?

But there was nothing these others could do to help.

Frustration!

Some women closed their eyes, unable to bear the sight of their comrades' impending doom.

As the light waves approached with unstoppable force, mere feet from the two women's faces, an incredible scene unfolded.

Without warning, the light waves dissipated, and the lightning and wind energy weakened. The chaotic primordial qi gradually became orderly once more.

What was happening?

The women were stunned before their expressions turned to a mix of joy and surprise.

Liu Ying and Ji Yue had narrowly escaped death, their faces filled with confusion.

However, Liu Ying reacted quickly, pulling Ji Yue back ten feet before bowing towards the sky. "I thank the senior for your aid. On behalf of Heavenly Sea Pavilion, I am deeply grateful."

"Long unseen, yet your beauty remains unchanged. As fellow cultivators, there's no need to be formal."

A clear voice echoed, as if the speaker was beside them. Soon after, a brilliant streak appeared in the distance.

Its speed was astonishing; it seemed to have traveled from the horizon to within a thousand feet of them in an instant—almost as fast as teleportation!

What kind of speed was this? It was truly unbelievable.

Before she could fully process this thought, green light condensed into a young man standing before her. His appearance was unremarkable, but his aura commanded respect and fear from the women.

The presence of so many cultivators at the peak of their cultivation made it impossible to mistake Lin Xuan's level.

A legendary old monster of the Separation Stage.

Initially wary, the women quickly realized that the familiar figure beside him was their sect leader. Su Yi had no trace of arrogance on his face; he bowed respectfully as if receiving a lesson from an elder.

"Senior Uncle Lin."

Two soft calls echoed in unison—Ji Yue and Liu Ying recognized Lin Xuan.

Their expressions mirrored Su Yi's, filled with both surprise and joy.

It was understandable. They had given up all hope, only for salvation to descend from the heavens. Moreover, Lin Xuan had advanced to the Separation Stage; their own safety, as well as that of the entire Heavenly Sea Pavilion, could now be secured.

Phew...

Liu Ying sighed in relief but felt her vision darken. In such a short time, her cultivation energy was nearly depleted.

The gap between the Inner Core and Separation Stages was vast indeed.

"Is this Lin Xuan—the one who pledged brotherhood with Senior Sister Ruyan?"

"He was still an Inner Core cultivator a hundred years ago; how did he advance so quickly to the Separation Stage?"

"How young! Could his cultivation technique have rejuvenating effects? Such secrets are rare."

"Yes, but Senior Uncle Lin looks too ordinary. He lacks any charm at all."

"Cut it out, Ninth Sister. You're daydreaming again. Beauty is irrelevant in this world; power matters most."

"Seventh Sister's words ring true. Do you have a cultivation partner, Senior Lin?"

Even Inner Core cultivators couldn't change their nature when it came to gossip. Amidst the danger, the women's speculations grew increasingly absurd.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. Given his temperament, he wasn't inclined to argue with trivial matters unless they were significant.

"Retreat; I will handle this energy crisis."

"Yes, Senior Uncle."

The women bowed gracefully before retreating further.

"畜生，还不束手就擒？"

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the two-headed dragon. His voice was icy as he spoke, but a hint of joy flickered in his eyes.

With his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan recognized that this energy monster had gained some form of consciousness.

Such occurrences were rare indeed.

For most Separation Stage cultivators, such monsters would be considered unlucky due to their difficulty to handle. However, for Lin Xuan, the creature before him was a perfect complement to his Green Illusory Flame technique.

Good fortune.

With this thought, he roared loudly.

The dragon opened its mouth and emitted two light waves, each about ten feet in diameter, with terrifying power.

If Lin Xuan hadn't advanced to the Separation Stage, such attacks would have required serious attention. But now, he paid them no heed, merely waving his sleeves.

Surrounding primordial qi surged forth, forming a shield before him.

Boom!

The light waves struck the shield, causing intense flashes but leaving no effect.

After a moment, the light shield dissipated, and Lin Xuan emerged from the smoke. He flipped his left hand, revealing a small ball of green flame in his palm—only the size of a fist, which then grew rapidly like an egg hatching.

With sharp beaks and talons, it resembled a peacock to some extent.

However, with Lin Xuan now at the Separation Stage, he had greater control over this secret technique. He waved his hands, casting spells as fire elementals were scarce in the deep sea but still present.

Sizzling sounds echoed as the fire elementals from within a hundred miles converged and entered the Green Illusory Flame's manifestation.
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A phoenix's cry pierced through the air. The bird spread its wings, and its body suddenly grew immensely.

Although it still fell short compared to the twin-headed dragon, in terms of气势 (aura), it was no less impressive, even slightly superior.

The碧幻幽火 (Illusory Azure Flame) had never been so vast before.

This wasn't because the fire元气 (essence qi) here was sparse; with Lin Xuan's secret techniques, he could still increase its size by at least a factor of two. Even in its current state, it was stunning. The distant women watched in amazement as their eyes widened. Separation Period cultivators were indeed the top existence in the human realm, incomparable to元婴 (immortal embryo) stage.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward.

The firebird spread its wings and immediately soared into the sky. The dragon's eyes glowed red as it swung its claws mid-air; both heads roared simultaneously. It opened its blood-stained mouth, and a sizzling sound filled the air. Thousands of wind blades shot out, each about a foot in diameter—pure essence qi condensed to form, clearly different from ordinary wind blade techniques.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted involuntarily. However, the Illusory Azure Flame wasn't an ordinary technique; although it lacked consciousness, it had developed some instinctive awareness. Sensing danger, the firebird's cry became more urgent and agitated. Then, with a flap of its wings, hundreds of fiery balls appeared.

Though fewer in number compared to the wind blades, their impact was no less. They clashed without hesitation.

Crackling sounds echoed as if countless thunderbolts were detonating in the sky. The distant women gasped in shock, but Lin Xuan, the participant, wore a relaxed expression. He didn't need to intervene; he trusted that the Illusory Azure Flame could handle it.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't idle. His sole task was to block the surrounding天地元气 (cosmic essence qi).

The nearly hundred Immortal Embryo stage cultivators from Tianya Hai Ge struggled mightily to withstand this spiritual energy calamity due to the constant influx of cosmic essence qi nearby. No matter how hard they tried, even if they shattered the vortex, their opponent could regenerate.

But Lin Xuan was different. While he couldn't match the power of a hundred Immortal Embryo cultivators, after entering the Separation Period, he could sense and manipulate the cosmic essence qi in the world around him.

In other words, he could prevent the spiritual energy from flowing into the vortex, rendering the heavenly calamity harmless.

Lin Xuan raised his head, staring at the countless light orbs in the distance. A sneer played on his lips.

If another Separation Period cultivator had practiced a different attribute technique, blocking this water essence qi would have been more challenging due to the mutual克制 (restraint) of the five elements. But he was different; no matter what element it was—gold, wood, water, fire, or earth—it could all be used for his benefit.

Roar!

Lin Xuan stretched his hands and drew an odd trajectory in mid-air while whispering a mysterious, ancient incantation.

A strange light enveloped him. The black orbs from afar actually moved away from the vortex, heading towards him.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. Although he had already fought Separation Period cultivators before, personally manipulating cosmic essence qi was an entirely different experience.

His body seemed like a conduit; with just a little effort, he could control the terrifying spiritual energy in the world.

Lin Xuan felt elated but also a bit fearful. Witnessing firsthand the awe-inspiring power of Separation Period cultivators made him realize how rash he had been when facing those old monsters before. If not for his deeper foundation, if not for being a twin embryo with a condensation core, and if not for mastering various heavenly techniques, he might have perished.

But there were no "ifs" in the world. No matter how difficult or perilous it was, he had already overcome it. With Moer by his side, entering the Separation Period meant he could go anywhere. The current heavenly calamity would serve as a test—a way to gauge his strength after entering the Separation Period.

Lin Xuan didn't plan on using any treasures; apart from using the Illusory Azure Flame against the calamitous dragon, he wouldn't employ other secret techniques.

Using poison to counter poison, since this calamity was formed by nearby water essence qi, Lin Xuan intended to use cosmic essence qi in return.

This wasn't arrogance. With his character, he always planned meticulously before acting. He dared do so because of his full confidence.

Confidence and arrogance were entirely different.

In just a few breaths, large amounts of water essence qi gathered around Lin Xuan. These originally ran to replenish the vortex but now served him instead.

Offering flowers in return!

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a beam of light emerged like a fish swimming out. After some flashes, it transformed into a sword blade about a foot long.

It was formed from his own essence qi, yet looked unremarkable. Lin Xuan calmly pointed his finger.

The sky's water essence qi rushed to the sword blade, merging with it.

A clear ringing sound echoed as the sword blade suddenly swelled in size.

Initially only an inch long, it stretched to a hundred feet before continuing to grow...

In the women's incredulous gazes, it reached a thousand feet... and kept growing.

Far away, Yan Yan and the Tianya Hai Ge elders didn't stray far. As Immortal Embryo stage cultivators, they wouldn't easily be startled. But at this moment, their expressions showed disbelief. Some gasped in shock, while others covered their mouths...

Even Liu Ying and the other three great cultivators exchanged glances. Senior Lin was indeed too formidable; within just a few breaths, the sword blade had grown tenfold to a thousand feet long.

Without seeing it with his own eyes, outsiders found it hard to imagine how magnificent this scene was.

A thousand-foot-long giant sword, though not reaching the heavens or earth, its presence was suffocating. Before Lin Xuan, he seemed like an ant—yet that insignificant existence controlled everything, a disparity that left them in awe.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan waved his left hand, and a诀 (technique) shot out like lightning.

Boom!

Suddenly, the sky, wind, and thunder stirred as the colossal object resembling a giant sword moved.

Like a lightning bolt, despite its massive size, it was incredibly agile. Light flickered, wielding the power of a thousand thunderbolts, slicing forward.

Its momentum was so strong that it seemed to distort space-time itself.

Woo—

A sound like mournful winds and bitter rain filled their ears. Although the calamity lacked consciousness, it was an extremely wondrous entity. The vortex sensed danger and couldn't sit idly by; countless gales surged out, followed by wind blades and fireballs.

There could be no doubt that these were all composed of cosmic essence qi.

However, facing the colossal sword, every attack became a futile attempt, laughable to the extreme.
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No barrier was effective, and the giant sword eventually cut through the vortex.

Boom!

First came a sound louder than a thunderclap in the sky. Then it became sharp and piercing, as if a piece of cloth had been torn apart.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, his expression showing no surprise or joy. The more he looked like this, the more confident he seemed to be. His horns were filled with confidence, and his hands were even crossed behind his back.

Sure enough, after just a moment, the vortex was torn open by the giant sword. A crack appeared first, then grew larger until it was cut in half.

If the vortices could receive replenishment from primordial energy of heaven and earth, their injuries would heal over time. But at this moment, all the water essence had gone to Lin Xuan.

By giving back what he received, he inadvertently turned into an attack on his own body.

From a magical power standpoint, Lin Xuan was no match for a hundred Incorporeal Stage cultivators combined. However, as a Separation Stage cultivator, he could touch upon the laws of heaven and earth to some extent. Although it was just a superficial understanding, he could still mobilize primordial energy to handle this situation.

With one strike, Lin Xuan tore through the vortex; without nearby water essence for replenishment, dissipating this heavenly tribulation would be only a matter of time.

Far away, the faces of the women were filled with shock and admiration. They envied and admired him, remembering how they had witnessed Separation Stage cultivators in action a century ago. Compared to Lin Xuan, even then seemed somewhat inferior.

No wonder Senior Sister had said that this senior Lin could match a Separation Stage cultivator when he was still an Incorporeal. The others had not openly doubted it but secretly believed otherwise. They were surprised to find out the truth.

A name in good repute is worth its weight in gold.

Lin Xuan did not interfere, just watching as the two monsters fought each other.

Half an hour passed quickly.

The original hundred-foot-long heavenly tribulation dragon was now reduced to a mere two feet. The heads of the beast had lost their ferocity and were filled with panic. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, and a hint of amusement appeared on his lips. This creature seemed to have even higher intelligence than he had imagined.

What good fortune!

Just as Lin Xuan thought this, a glint of light flashed in the dragon's eye. It spat out several wind blades before swishing its tail and darting leftward.

"Think you can escape so easily?" Lin Xuan smirked, raising his hand to grab at the creature mid-air.

Pfft!

A shimmering green net appeared, also made from primordial energy of heaven and earth, enveloping a space about half an acre in radius. The dragon had no time to react as it was slammed into the net. Lin Xuan nodded with satisfaction, closing his hands and firing off a spell.

"Seize!"

The shimmering green net tightened instantly. More terrifyingly, the surface of the net transformed into sharp blades.

This was a secret technique that only Separation Stage cultivators could master—converting primordial energy to any shape according to one's will.

The dragon's eyes filled with fear as it struggled desperately. But it was useless; she was already very weak. If she could escape, Lin Xuan would rather just buy himself a tofu and smash his head against the wall.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan fired another spell, and the dragon was cut into countless pieces.

From its body, a white sphere flew out.

Inside the sphere was a miniature version of the two-headed dragon.

This must be the essence of the heavenly tribulation dragon.

Without Lin Xuan's command, the phoenix's eyes lit up with joy. It spread its wings and flew over to swallow the light ball whole.

It then belched contentedly, closing its eyes in satisfaction.

Lin Xuan stood with his hands behind his back, observing silently but with a thoughtful expression on his face.

Far away, Su Jingchun also arrived with two other high-ranking cultivators. Although Lin Xuan and his uncle had an unusually close relationship, they still needed to thank him for resolving the crisis.

But just as this was happening, the entire Yongzhou Island suddenly began to tremble without any warning.

The primordial energy that had settled down started to gather again, forming various sized light orbs in front of everyone's eyes.

Even high-ranking cultivators like Su Jingchun were taken aback. This was not surprising; after just experiencing a heavenly tribulation, the terrifying image still lingered in their minds.

Could it be… another heavenly tribulation?

Compared to the other women, Lin Xuan seemed more composed. It wasn't only due to his strength but also his personality.

Even if real danger came, panicking wouldn't solve anything.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he released his divine sense.

Soon, Lin Xuan opened his eyes again, no longer showing any worry.

"Auntie, how is it? Is it not a heavenly tribulation?" Su Jingchun asked with a slight smile.

"Of course not. I must congratulate the Sea of Heaven Pavilion," Lin Xuan said with a hint of amusement on his lips.

"Congratulations to the Sea of Heaven Pavilion?"

Su Jingchun was taken aback, then her face lit up with joy.

"Noted. It seems you guessed it as well..."

Before he could finish, a thunderous sound echoed through the air, far louder than any previous thunderclap. Primordial energy began flooding into Phoenix Peak.

Despite their low voices, they were not whispering; all present were high-ranking cultivators and could hear every word clearly.

The women, who had undergone rigorous cultivation to reach this stage, could easily understand the implications of what was happening.

Their faces showed a mix of shock and joy. The fear had vanished, replaced by anticipation as they stared at Phoenix Peak with wide eyes.

Lin Xuan's expression changed; he was relieved but also concerned. Good things come after much effort. Sister finally succeeded in her advancement, and now it was the final moment. This process would be a great opportunity for him.

After all, there were only a few Separation Stage cultivators across the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud. Even counting on one hand, this was rare. The chance to witness someone's晋级过程更是难得。

This would greatly benefit his future cultivation. Lin Xuan closed his eyes and quietly felt the flow of primordial energy.

A stone can polish another; although he believed that with his strength and abilities, he could still stand a good fight against a Separation Stage cultivator, there were many things to learn from this higher level.

Thus, an odd scene unfolded: Lin Xuan was floating in mid-air but tightly closed his eyes as if in meditation.

Su Jingchun and the others were surprised at first, then understood what Lin Xuan was doing. They couldn't help but envy him.

They wanted to benefit from it too, but their lower cultivation levels prevented them from understanding its subtleties. All they could do was watch with envy.

The primordial energy gathered around was terrifying, far more than during the previous heavenly tribulation. Unknown to anyone, Lin Xuan had already opened his eyes and showed a hint of surprise and concern as he frowned deeply...

Was Sister's advancement going smoothly?

Unfortunately, no one else could help with such breakthroughs; it all depended on her.

The sound grew louder until the entire mountain began collapsing. A thousand-foot-high peak turned into a pile of rubble in an instant.

As the retreat place for Fairy Ruyan, Phoenix Peak’s禁制 was formidable but proved ineffective...
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Leading the way was Chen Hongying, as Lin Xuan and Meng Ruyan entered a magnificent building.

This was a pavilion with seven floors, intricately carved and adorned with precious gems and pearls.

Just this structure alone could bring an entire nation's wealth if Mu were to trade it in the mortal world.

Who said cultivators lived a meager life?

They could summon clouds and rain, ride on clouds, and thus obtaining wealth was not difficult at all. However, most cultivators did not care for such things; even though there were many temptations of the mundane world, they paled in comparison to the allure of immortality.

There is gain only after sacrifice. One does not have to endure loneliness and hardship on the path of cultivation, but only those with a firm mind who are not swayed by temptation can achieve remarkable accomplishments.

As fish cannot be caught while holding birds, this saying holds true in the world of cultivation as well.

Of course, since it was a pavilion for honored guests, its beauty was understandable.

Descending from the clouds, the two siblings entered the grand hall.

The other cultivators who had led them were respectfully dismissed after offering fragrant tea.

For a moment, silence filled the air as the two siblings exchanged glances, both feeling a myriad of emotions.

"Big sister, you praise me too much," Lin Xuan smiled modestly. "What I have achieved is nothing compared to what you've accomplished by reaching the middle stage."

Meng Ruyan also smiled. Even though she was only in her twenties, she had already lived for over 1500 years. According to the lifespan of a Separation Realm cultivator, even if she consumed the immortal turtle's essence, her remaining life would be no more than six or seven hundred years.

Though it seemed long, Meng Ruyan knew that she could not progress further. As an intermediate-stage Separation Realm cultivator, her chances of passing through the Heaven Tribulation and ascending to the Spirit World were slim—only about twenty percent at most.

Meng Ruyan did not want to turn into dust after a thousand years.

But even if she failed to pass the Heaven Tribulation, it would be useless.

This matter troubled Meng Ruyan deeply. Perhaps there was an inherent fate, and two hundred years ago, Meng Ruyan had stumbled upon a secret that might allow her to bypass the Heaven Tribulation and ascend to the Spirit World.

Though it was a clever method, many obstacles lay ahead. While first-stage Separation Realm cultivators could still succeed, those at the intermediate stage would have a greater chance of success.

However, such matters required two people working together. Originally, Meng Ruyan had chosen Wangting Pavilion as her partner.

Although he had betrayed his sister and taken many concubines, for the sake of immortality, personal preferences were temporarily set aside.

But now, Meng Ruyan had changed her mind.

With Lin Xuan also reaching Separation Realm, could they collaborate instead?

Though Lin Xuan was still far behind the top cultivator in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud, he met the conditions for ascending to the Spirit World. Meng Ruyan decided to work with him.

"Big sister, what are you thinking?" Lin Xuan asked when he noticed Meng Ruyan's sudden daze.

"You said that you're not from the Heaven Cloud region? I heard Yanyan mention it," Meng Ruyan asked.

"Yes, I studied under the Floating Cloud Valley with Senior Sister Qin. Later, due to events in Youzhou, we used an ancient teleportation array and went to another continent," Lin Xuan replied with a smile, slightly puzzled by his sister's sudden question.

"Indeed, you're not from the Heaven Cloud region, but you've been here for over a century. Have you heard of the legends surrounding the Netherworld Gate?" Meng Ruyan asked curiously.

"The Netherworld Gate? I'm familiar with it; I still have several Netherworld Jade Slates on me," Lin Xuan said as he reached into his waistband, and a black light flashed, revealing a token in front of him.

The token was about the size of a palm, dark and unremarkable.

Both sides were adorned with intricate patterns. The front depicted a demon, fierce and terrifying, as if ready to devour anyone who approached it.

The back had more peculiar designs, but the central number stood out.

"Thirty-nine."

Logically, the Netherworld Gate should have opened long ago, yet for some reason, its opening was delayed this time.

"Oh, you also have a Netherworld Jade Slate. Do you know about the state of the Netherworld Gate?" Meng Ruyan asked with surprise, her expression showing both joy and worry.

"No, I accidentally obtained it through soul probing. While I've learned some legends surrounding the Netherworld Gate, I'm not sure of its exact condition," Lin Xuan said respectfully as he bowed.

"Boy, there's no need for such formalities among family members. If you don't know, I'll explain in detail," Meng Ruyan frowned slightly, her expression showing a hint of displeasure.

"Haha, it was just a joke, big sister; please don't take offense."

"You're always so smooth-tongued. Now tell me, since you've reached Separation Realm, do you understand the concept of dimensional layers?" Meng Ruyan's voice turned cold as she glared at Lin Xuan.

"Of course, I know about dimensional layers. There are nine in the mortal world, which is a lower-dimensional realm. Above that lies the Spirit World and the Demon Beast World," Lin Xuan replied thoughtfully.

"The Spirit World is our goal, but the strength of demons and beasts is also formidable. It's said that cultivators who ascend to the Demon Beast World don't need to pass through Heaven Tribulations, but they must endure demonic energy seeping into their bodies. Even if successful, they will lose their minds and become part of the demon realm," Lin Xuan explained.

"Hmph, it's true that one must endure demonic energy seepage when ascending to the Demon Beast World, but who says you'll lose your mind? You can still retain your self," Meng Ruyan snorted, disagreeing with him.

"The texts say so," Lin Xuan was taken aback and scratched his head in confusion.

"Hmph, ancient cultivators and demons are sworn enemies. They naturally say such things to discourage too many people from choosing the path of demons instead of facing Heaven Tribulations. The success rate for demonic energy seepage is higher compared to Heaven Tribulations, so they intentionally make it seem more dangerous," Meng Ruyan said.

Lin Xuan nodded and thought about it; indeed, there was logic in her words. If not for his sister's revelation, he would still be in the dark.

However, knowing these things was enough; there was no need to delve deeper.

"Beyond the Spirit World and Demon Beast World..."

"Let's not talk about the Immortal Realm anymore," Meng Ruyan interrupted Lin Xuan with a wave of her hand.

Lin Xuan nodded, his eyes showing confusion. "Then, big sister, what is your purpose in asking me about dimensional layers?"

"To work together to ascend to the Spirit World. We need to clarify some basic knowledge before proceeding so we won't make mistakes."

"What? Ascend to the Spirit World together? Big sister, you're not joking, right!"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, his expression turning strange.

The reason was simple: breaking through the void required facing Heaven Tribulations, and these tribulations were far more powerful than mere spirit energy tribulations.

Moreover, one had to rely solely on their own strength; no external help could be sought during a tribulation.

Once an external force intervened, the tribulation would grow stronger, increasing in power significantly.

The same applied to two people facing tribulations together—their combined tribulation would be unimaginably powerful.
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"Brother, how about it? Would you be willing to take a risk with me?" Dream Ruyan's voice entered Zhou Yu's ears, carrying a hint of anticipation.

Lin Xuan's gaze flickered as he calmly spoke, "Sister, this is just a joke. Such a good opportunity, I wouldn't miss it. Although the Path of Devouring Demons is dangerous, compared to facing the heavenly tribulation, it’s not that significant. However, there are still some matters I need to ask about."

"Such an important matter, what do you doubt? Just speak up. If Sister knows, she won’t hide anything from you."

Dream Ruyan nodded, a hint of approval flashing in her eyes.

Even if she was delighted, her evaluation of Lin Xuan would be slightly lower if he had not said anything and immediately agreed. After all, such a big matter should be clarified first; it wasn't just about whether they trusted each other as siblings but the right attitude before undertaking a major task.

"Riches come from taking risks."

If Ruyan lacked courage, she would have been destined to be mediocre. But simply being brave didn’t mean everything; one had to consider every detail for higher success rates.

"I've heard that this time, the Sea Pavilion and the two sects clashed, and Lingyun Pavilion helped out. I imagine he has a good relationship with you. Why don't you team up? He's the top martial artist in the world," Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled as he spoke with a hint of sarcasm.

"Ahem," Lin Xuan was at a loss for words, but he didn’t show any signs of it on his face. "Sister, Ruyan Immortal didn't end up marrying Lingyun Pavilion, right? And his main wife position has been vacant until recently."

"That’s beside the point. In any case, Lingyun Pavilion is a man who likes women," Dream Ruyan turned her head and spoke with an icy voice.

"Right, that's why I think my brother is right to be angry. He should have remained unmarried his whole life, always thinking of Ruyan Immortal," Lin Xuan quickly frowned and pretended to be indignant.

"That’s right, you are a good little brother who understands things." Dream Ruyan finally smiled.

Lin Xuan chuckled nervously but inwardly disagreed strongly. He even felt some sympathy for the first martial artist in the Twelve States of Heaven Clouds.

Who said all cultivators were selfish?

Indeed, there were exceptions. Lingyun Pavilion was an example of a man with true feelings and integrity.

His deep love for Ruyan Immortal didn’t need to be mentioned; he had been guarding the Sea Pavilion for eight hundred years. Unfortunately, Sister was too stubborn, turning a kind-hearted man into a lecher.

However, if Dream Ruyan hadn't harbored any ill will towards Lingyun Pavilion, would she invite him to enter the Path of Devouring Demons? After all, Lingyun Pavilion had been feared for over a thousand years in the Twelve States. Even with his great abilities, he couldn’t match the top martial artist in the world.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly.

"Then, do you know if other old monsters are aware of this teleportation array? If I'm not mistaken, it has a limit on the number of people it can transport. Will we face competitors?" Lin Xuan said with a serious expression.

"Don't worry; Sister only learned about this secret by chance. No one else knows except you and me. However, in the Netherworld Realm..."

"Nevertheless, those big demons won’t bother going to the Spirit Realm."

Lin Xuan nodded. The Netherworld Realm and the Spirit Realm were like oil and water. Demons wouldn't go there unless they wanted to die.

"But even without competitors, the teleportation array is deep within the Path of Devouring Demons, and we will face many dangers along the way," Dream Ruyan said openly.

"I understand." Lin Xuan remained calm. "The last question: If my guess is correct, this teleportation array can tear through space but has a limit on the number of people."

"Of course, using it once requires at least ten thousand years of rest. Each time, only three people can be transported. Besides you and me, I plan to invite..."

"Haha, Sister, let's not rush. I already have my last choice," Dream Ruyan was interrupted before she could finish.

"You have someone in mind?" Dream Ruyan was surprised. "You mean Yu Yu? Unfortunately, it won't work. Although Qilin is an advanced cultivator, the Path of Devouring Demons is too dangerous, especially the path to the teleportation array. It’s full of dangers for Separation Realm cultivators to even protect themselves."

"I didn’t say Yu Yu," Lin Xuan sighed. He wanted to bring Yu Yu to the Spirit Realm but knew that the path of cultivation was fraught with difficulties and couldn't be taken lightly.

"Then, are you thinking..."

"Sister, have you forgotten about Yue'er?"

Yue'er, that little girl?

"You can’t say such things," Lin Xuan said with a hint of sarcasm. "Don’t you remember, a man should look at his friend anew after three days apart?"

He then patted his waist, and a beautiful girl appeared before him.

"Immortal Ruyan, Yue'er has a gift." The girl bowed gracefully, but her entire body exuded an astonishing aura.

As a Separation Realm cultivator, Dream Ruyan couldn’t remain unmoved by such a display. But this time, she was stunned.

Her gaze swept over Yue'er, and sure enough, she was a Separation Realm cultivator. This little girl must have advanced as well.

Impossible. Although they were in the gathering spirit space for only a century, Lin Xuan had already advanced from an Incubus to a Separation Realm, setting a precedent that no one could match. For Yue'er to also advance to Separation Realm was too unbelievable.

Dream Ruyan would not believe it unless she saw it with her own eyes.

What secret did the master and servant share? It was impossible for them both to advance together without any hidden agenda.

Dream Ruyan’s doubts dissipated as she smiled, "Yue'er joining us is more secure than my other choice. This way, our chances of success are higher."

"I didn’t expect Yue'er to also reach the Separation Realm. Congratulations!"

"Did Sister agree?"

"Of course. It's better not to let good things go to waste. If you have the qualifications to join us in this adventure, why wouldn't I invite you?" Dream Ruyan smiled.

"Thank you." Lin Xuan bowed.

"Enough with that flattery. We are siblings; we don’t need such formalities," Dream Ruyan rolled her eyes.

"But there’s one more thing I want to discuss with you. If you agree, it will be beneficial for both of us, but what do you think?"

"Sister, let me know."

"Are you interested in joining my Sea Pavilion?" Dream Ruyan's expression turned serious.

"What? Joining the Sea Pavilion?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. "Sister, are you joking? According to what I know, the Sea Pavilion has a long history dating back to ancient times. But for millions of years, it never accepted male disciples. It’s said that this rule was set by the founder."

"Your words are correct, but rules can change with time. There is no unchangeable rule in this world. Our sect doesn’t accept males because most men are lecherous and greedy," Dream Ruyan coughed.

Lin Xuan choked on his tea as he heard her. He understood what she meant, but was he really a good person?

A look of helplessness crossed Lin Xuan's face. He knew himself well; he wasn’t bad, but it was hard to call him good... This sounded like mockery.

"Regardless of our brotherhood, if not for your great efforts in the Battle of Penglai Island a hundred years ago, even with Lingyun Pavilion’s help, we would still be uncertain about the outcome. You have done us a favor, so I invite you to join now. What do you think?" Dream Ruyan raised her head, her face filled with hope.
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"Join the Endless Sea Pavilion?"

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as a thoughtful expression appeared on his face. "Indeed, Sister, you know my character well enough. This will be greatly beneficial to both of us," Dream Ruyan spoke sincerely.

"I understand that."

Nodding, Lin Xuan noted that the Endless Sea Pavilion was an ancient legacy, one of the five major forces in the Twelve Cloud States. If he became its Supreme Elder, his status would rise rapidly. As a Separation Realm cultivator, he wouldn't have to deal with mundane affairs and could command thousands of disciples with just a decree.

He also didn't need to seek out rare herbs or materials for cultivation; his subordinates would handle that. Moreover, the Endless Sea Pavilion boasted many beautiful women, though Lin Xuan wasn't a lecher, so he had no concerns about that aspect.

Seeing Baoxuan's thoughtful expression, Dream Ruyan remained silent but was also quite nervous. A Separation Realm cultivator meant a lot to any sect—she understood this well. Furthermore, Lin Xuan wasn't alone; if Mo admired him enough to join the Endless Sea Pavilion, Moon would surely follow.

In other words, three Separation Realm cultivators would suddenly be part of the Endless Sea Pavilion. Even with her admiration for his character, Dream Ruyan couldn't help but feel a bit apprehensive about this arrangement.

"Ah, Sister, you flatter me."

Lin Xuan felt a little embarrassed by Dream Ruyan's praise, and Moon nodded in agreement, thinking that Master was indeed a good man. "So you don't want to join my Endless Sea Pavilion?"

"Not at all, I hope Sister can understand," Lin Xuan said with a bow.

"Ha, Brother, there's no need for such concern. Who says having the Baoxuan Pavilion means you can't become an elder of this sect?" Dream Ruyan raised her eyebrows and smiled faintly.

"I beg your pardon, Sister. What do you mean?"

"Fine, let me ask: You want the Baoxuan Pavilion to establish roots in Yunzhou and continue its legacy, correct?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded, understanding that Dream Ruyan had a reason for this question.

"But you just said it started as a merchant alliance, and those girls don't have outstanding资质. Even if you use divine treasures to help them achieve immortality, what then? A few early-stage Immortals in Yunzhou aren't significant; once you shatter the void, the Baoxuan Pavilion will face difficulties," Dream Ruyan said.

Lin Xuan sighed. Good medicine tastes bitter, and while these words weren't pleasant, they were honest.

"Sister, if that's your concern, there must be a solution. Please don't keep us waiting."

"Simple: form an alliance with the Endless Sea Pavilion. From now on, we'll support each other in attacks and defenses, like branches of the same tree. If one side faces trouble, it will be treated as internal affairs, and full support will be given," Dream Ruyan said.

The promise was so appealing that any Separation Realm cultivator would be overjoyed, but Lin Xuan remained silent, his face darkening slightly.

Dream Ruyan paused, then clarified: "Brother, I didn't mean to make the Baoxuan Pavilion a peripheral force or try to annex it. We're just forming an alliance for mutual support; our statuses will be equal."

Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling a bit embarrassed. He had underestimated Dream Ruyan's intentions, but that was understandable given their vastly different strengths.

"I deeply appreciate your kindness, Brother, but I don't like taking others' advantages. If this is an alliance, the Baoxuan Pavilion will benefit more, and I can't be at ease with that. Sister, if you have any instructions, please speak freely. Even if it means climbing a knife mountain or descending into boiling oil..."

"You're just full of words again," Dream Ruyan said nonchalantly. "I don't need you to do anything dangerous. The only condition is that you join the Endless Sea Pavilion."

"But"

"Relax, Sister understands your concerns. You can still be the Supreme Elder of the Baoxuan Pavilion; there's no conflict between the two," Dream Ruyan said confidently.

"Can I hold both positions?"

"Why not? Think about it, Brother."

"I see, I agree without hesitation."

Lin Xuan wasn't stupid. Joining the Endless Sea Pavilion was beneficial for both parties. The alliance meant mutual prosperity. With this arrangement, he had no worries. The Baoxuan Pavilion could easily establish itself in Yunzhou with the support of the Endless Sea Pavilion.

Dream Ruyan's joy was evident as she agreed to help organize the ceremony. "Brother, I'll gather disciples and prepare for your initiation."

With two Separation Realm cultivators joining, this was significant. Not only would the sect celebrate, but Dream Ruyan also planned to send out messages to all major forces in the Twelve Cloud States.

"Stop being so troublesome," Lin Xuan frowned, shaking his head. He preferred a low profile and had grown accustomed to it over centuries. Even as a Separation Realm cultivator, he didn't want unnecessary attention.

Dream Ruyan understood but didn't force him. "Fine, we'll keep it simple. Three days from now, we'll hold an initiation ceremony."

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded. While he disliked the fuss, some traditions couldn't be skipped.

"I'll handle everything for you then." Dream Ruyan smiled.

"That's fine; as your brother and a member of this sect, there's no need to be so formal. However, you can't stay in the guest pavilion anymore."

"Why?"

"Stupid, as an elder, you should have your own abode. This guest pavilion is comfortable but for guests," Dream Ruyan said with a glance.
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"Uncle Lin, the Lushen Peak ahead is where the spring of Immortal Isle flows out. Except for a twenty-li radius around this peak where no cave can be established, you may choose any other spirit veins on our island," Miao Hongying said.

Above the sky, two streaks of lightning hovered. To the left was a young woman in green court attire, about 27 or 28 years old, at the early stage of Spirit婴 Core formation.

This was none other than Chen Hongying, whom Lin Xuan had met once before.

After parting ways with her sister, it was this woman who led Lin Xuan to choose a cave.

Though she was surprised by his joining the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion, her expression remained respectful and courteous.

What about the man?

The addition of two experts at the Separation stage would significantly boost our sect's strength to unimaginable levels.

Under such circumstances, it would be beneficial for the sect’s reputation. Therefore, Miao Hongying was quite persistent in offering assistance.

"Uncle Lin, please wait a moment," Miao Hongying said as her voice reached his ears.

"What is it?" Lin Xuan showed signs of impatience on his face; she really was too talkative.

"Haha, the saying goes that disciples should serve their elders. You shouldn't personally handle the establishment of this cave. Just choose a location," the woman in green said with a pleasing smile.

"Alright, you can send me a transmission talisman once it's ready."

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before nodding his agreement. Although he was used to doing everything himself, as the Supreme Elder of Far Horizon Sea Pavilion, some habits needed to change.

After giving instructions to Miao Hongying, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the western side of Immortal Isle.

Soon, an elegant building appeared in front of him.

Towering and magnificent, it was protected by a layer of azure light.

This was the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion's library. As one of the five major forces in Yunzhou, it housed an extensive collection of classics.

Lin Xuan descended his遁光.

...

Half an hour later.

"Grandmaster, this is the ninth floor of our library. All the classics here are left by generations of ancestors. Only the sect leader and Supreme Elder can enter; even advanced cultivators at the Spirit Core formation stage cannot," said a small woman who looked no more than 17 or 18 years old. Her demeanor was extremely respectful, her cultivation level likely in the late Spirit Core formation stage.

Although the grand ceremony of joining the sect had not been held yet, news of two Separation-stage cultivators joining the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion spread throughout the entire pavilion.

The woman's respect was extraordinary; she would rarely have a chance to see a Separation-stage cultivator like this in her daily life.

"Understood. You may go now," Lin Xuan waved his hand, showing no surprise or excitement.

"Yes, Grandmaster. If you need anything, please call me at any time," the female cultivator curtsied and then left respectfully.

Lin Xuan looked at the pavilion before him. With a flick of his left hand, a palm-sized token appeared in front of him.

He gently raised it, and a red light shot out from within.

A faint 'sizzling' sound entered his ears as the light screen shimmered like water waves. A one-meter-long passage appeared in his vision.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction; he stepped into the pavilion.

Inside was much smaller than expected—only several meters long and wide, with a single bookshelf standing alone.

If not for seeing it with his own eyes, it would be hard to believe that this was one of the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion's most important restricted areas.

There were hundreds of jade tubes on the shelf. These belonged to the Supreme Elders throughout history in the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion.

In other words, they contained the cultivation techniques and insights of Separation-stage cultivators. Even with Lin Xuan's composure, his eyes couldn't help but show intense interest.

Although he had managed to advance due to good fortune, he was still unsure how to proceed with his cultivation next.

For him, this place was a treasure trove, making the decision to join the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion correct indeed.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan scanned the bookshelf. He then raised his right hand and flicked his index finger, causing a vibrant green jade tube to fly into his palm.

Lin Xuan lowered his head as he sank his spirit into it.

This was named Long Kexin's cultivation insights.

Although she hadn't successfully ascended, this woman had reached the peak of Separation-stage cultivators. Her insights were worth studying in detail, and Lin Xuan carefully pondered them.

...

Meanwhile, the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion was filled with joy.

The addition of two Separation-stage cultivators meant a lot to the sect. Every woman knew its significance. Although Meng Rugan had ordered that the grand ceremony be kept simple, all members were actively preparing. They didn't want their Supreme Elders to feel neglected.

Gifts from overseas sects and families piled up like mountains, but they were not allowed to participate in the grand ceremony.

Despite this, a large number of cultivators gathered near Immortal Isle.

News spread throughout Yunzhou and other regions, creating an unprecedented impact.

Over the years, the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion had expanded too quickly, causing dissatisfaction among some sects and families. The annihilation of Wanshou Sect and Liuhun Valley couldn't deter all ambitious individuals. In the world of cultivation, strength spoke louder than words.

After the battle on Immortal Isle, their strength was weakened, but they now controlled twice as much territory.

What about the five major forces? The Twelve Cloudy States were full of hidden talents; not just them had Separation-stage experts.

They might lose in a one-on-one fight, but if several large sects joined forces, victory would be within reach.

...

However, before any plans could materialize, they were thwarted at the very beginning.

Miao Rugan's successful advancement and the addition of two new Separation-stage experts made their strength comparable to that of Loose Breeze Academy. Who would dare provoke a tiger?

The role of Separation-stage cultivators was clear—no need for action; just the threat alone could make enemies tremble.

...

In the Tianfeng County, Yunzhou, on an uninhabited mountain, a beautiful woman stood atop a 10,000-foot-high peak. She wore a simple white dress that made her look like a celestial maiden.

She looked about 25 or 26 years old and was breathtakingly beautiful.

However, the oppressive aura she exuded was formidable; she was at the middle stage of Spirit Core formation.

Qin Yan

In her hand, she held a colorful talisman—Wanli Talisman. It was sent by her master for her to return to the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion and attend Lin Xuan's grand ceremony.

Her expression was complex as memories of her interactions with Lin Xuan flashed before her eyes.

The Lushen Valley had been a foolish disciple, often mocked by his fellow cultivators, but when crossing streams and ravines, he displayed astonishing strength. Together they could repel enemies.

After the meeting on the moonlit night, they agreed to cultivate together.

What was that transmission talisman about? Qin Yan still didn't understand it fully.

But she couldn't deny that since their encounter in Xue Ming Mountain, she had developed a liking for Lin Xuan.

Now he not only wanted to join her sect but would also become the Supreme Elder.

Qin Yan bit her teeth. She wasn't jealous; she was genuinely happy for his advancement to Separation stage. But she refused to call him uncle.

A proud daughter of heaven, she had her pride. If she couldn't advance to Separation stage, she wouldn't return to the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion.

Qin Yan's beautiful face showed a determined expression as she sank her spirit into the Wanli Talisman and told her master about her resolve before transforming into a streak of lightning and flying away.

...

A million miles away, on the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain, a woman in green court attire held up the legendary sword. Her face was filled with shock.

Of course, this woman was none other than the Five-Colored Fairy.

"A mere hundred years, that Lin boy actually advanced to Separation stage?" If not for knowing Meng Rugan wouldn't deceive her about such matters, the Five-Colored Fairy would never have believed it: "Yuan Yuan's judgment is really good. If that Lin boy is only over 300 years old, ascending to the Spirit World is highly possible."

With this thought, she heaved a sigh of relief. She genuinely cared for her adopted daughter, even though they were allies with the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion.

After all, humans and spirits had different destinies; Yuan Yuan was a celestial bird with a lifespan measured in thousands of years, while Lin Xuan as a cultivator couldn't compare.

If Yuan Yuan fell deeply in love, she would surely be heartbroken when he died. But if he could shatter the void...
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Three days passed in a blink.

Although it could be said that some preparations had been made, the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, as one of the Five Great Forces in Cloud Province, was deeply rooted. Moreover, with the meticulous attention to detail from the female disciples, Lin Xuan's initiation ceremony proceeded as scheduled despite his repeated insistence on keeping things simple.

Even though Lin Xuan had expressed that he preferred a quiet affair, the disciples below could not afford to be careless. The grandeur of the event was breathtaking; the entire Isle of Immortals was shrouded in rosy light. Despite it being late autumn, flowers were in full bloom—a testament to the wonders created by immortal techniques.

Beautiful women sang and celestial birds danced, making the Heavenly Sea Pavilion a true paradise on earth.

On Phoenix Peak, within the Ice God Temple, the scene was lively with singing and dancing. However, the atmosphere was solemn and dignified as over one hundred high-ranking cultivators of the Core Formation stage gathered here. Truly, the Heavenly Sea Pavilion had been bustling since the closure of the life-and-death gate; only a few elders were spared from disturbance.

Everyone stood respectfully, with only three seated: Lin Xuan, Meng Rouyan, and Yue'er.

The ceremony was grand and solemn, led by Su Jinchun and two other high-ranking cultivators. Each woman approached Lin Xuan and Yue'er to offer wine, addressing them as Senior Aunts.

Lin Xuan's face wore a smile; three hundred years had passed like a dream. He never imagined that he would reach such a glorious moment after enduring countless hardships and taunts from others when he first entered the Drifting Cloud Valley.

Not only were Core Formation cultivators now addressing him as Senior, but their respect was genuine and heartfelt.

Lin Xuan exhaled deeply, releasing the accumulated turbid air. Three hundred years of trials had made every hardship worthwhile.

However, Lin Xuan did not allow himself to be overly proud. The path to immortality was long and arduous; he had only just begun his fifth stage of cultivation. Yet, the journey ahead would become increasingly challenging.

Despite the weighty process, no external cultivators were invited to witness the ceremony, making it last merely two hours.

After the disciples finished their toasts, Lin Xuan gave some encouraging words before leading Yue'er away gracefully. The celebration plans for the Heavenly Sea Pavilion afterward were none of his concern.

In the Five Elements Flower Valley,

This was where the five elemental spirit veins converged, making the air thick with spiritual energy but chaotic. Cultivating here could easily lead to missteps.

For millions of years, this valley lay abandoned. However, recently, Elder Lin had chosen it as a new abode for the two Supreme Elders, bringing life back to the area.

Zhang Yu was a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator. Generally, such cultivators did not need to handle menial tasks. But three days ago, she was tasked with preparing the abodes for the two Supreme Elders.

Diligently, Zhang Yu led several Foundation Establishment stage cultivators into the Five Elements Flower Valley. The task of an Immortal Realm cultivator's residence could not be taken lightly; every detail needed to be meticulously crafted.

If one were favored by the Ancestor and received a few pointers, it would be invaluable.

Zhang Yu waved her jade hand, manipulating a celestial sword to finalize the exterior decorations. A distant flash of green light signaled an approaching figure at breakneck speed.

Its speed was astonishing; almost as fast as teleportation.

"Salute my ancestor."

Despite Lin Xuan's aura not yet being fully revealed, lower cultivators still felt suffocating in his presence. Zhang Yu bowed gracefully and respectfully greeted him.

"How is the abode progressing?" Lin Xuan asked without surprise or excitement.

"I report to you, Ancestor. As per your instructions, it has been prepared. I am unsure if it meets your approval; please let me know if any improvements are needed," Zhang Yu said with a pleading smile on her face.

"Very well."

Lin Xuan nodded and closed his eyes, extending his divine sense. The disciples around him anxiously watched his expression.

Soon, Lin Xuan raised his head, showing a strange look.

"What is it, Ancestor? Is there something wrong?" Zhang Yu's heart skipped a beat as she cautiously asked.

"It’s fine; it’s excellent. You may retire," Lin Xuan said unexpectedly, placing his hand on his forehead.

"Yes, Ancestor."

Though the other women were puzzled, they did not dare to ask any questions. They bowed and left respectfully.

Lin Xuan shook his head and stepped into the valley.

This abode was not merely satisfactory; it was overly grand and luxurious.

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had long been accustomed to a simple life. The abode only needed to be functional for practice and residence. However, times had changed. Lin Xuan was no longer just an independent cultivator. As a Supreme Elder of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, he held a prestigious position in the mortal world, one of the top experts.

Given his new status, he deserved different amenities.

What appeared before him was more like a miniature palace than a simple abode. The mountain interior had been hollowed out and constructed with beautiful jade and crystal. The architecture resembled ajade pavilions and jade palaces (jade pavilions), and the Five Elements Flower Valley had been refurbished. The scenery was already picturesque, but now a small lake had been created at the front, surrounded by lush bamboo, green grass, and various exotic plants, making it resemble an earthly paradise.

"Master, being the Supreme Elder of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion seems quite rewarding."

A flash of white light revealed Yue'er beside him. Despite her ability to endure hardships, girls always appreciated beauty. The sight before her made Yue'er's beautiful eyes gleam with joy.

"After three hundred years of cultivation, we have finally achieved our goals in the mortal world, but we cannot be complacent. We won't remain here forever," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Your lady knows this; I leave all decisions to you, Master."

Yue'er smoothed her hair, speaking softly and gently.

No matter his stage of cultivation, Yue'er was always that obedient and adorable little girl in front of him.

With such a wife, what more could one desire?

Lin Xuan and Yue'er entered their new abode. The training room, the alchemy chamber, the herb garden—all were impressive, but the bedroom was particularly warm and elegant.

No one could resist the allure as Lin Xuan gently wrapped his arm around Yue'er's slender waist.
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"Pay respects to the senior ancestor."

A graceful and beautiful young girl bowed deeply, her handsome face filled with respect.

"Mi has arrived."

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the girl. His brows inadvertently furrowed as he recalled their first meeting a hundred years ago on Jingyue Island. At that time, she was likely in the Flexible Spirit Period, but now, after a century had passed, her cultivation level remained at the Foundation Establishment stage.

Though not outstanding, such talent wasn't particularly rare within the Heavenly Sea Pavilion.

Li Zhilan's face was also filled with nervousness. She could only join the Heavenly Sea Pavilion due to Lin Xuan's influence. However, their statuses were worlds apart, and she had no idea if this sudden summons would bring fortune or misfortune.

Nonetheless, on the surface, she showed no signs of discomfort, lowering her head in respectful submission as she spoke.

"Girl, you needn't be afraid. I summoned you today to ask a few questions. If your answers please me, I won't fail to reward you."

"Senior ancestor, speak freely. Your disciple is listening attentively."

"Hmm, did Jun'er go missing around here?" A voice with a hint of malevolence echoed as the yellow-robed female cultivator spoke.

Her face was still pretty, but a birthmark marred her cheek, adding an eerie look to her appearance.

"Yes, Mother, Lord once left a message saying he would venture out in this area to hunt monsters for their essence. I wonder if that's where he met danger."

"Ridiculous," the male cultivator with three long strands of hair interjected. "This sea is vast, but it only has some third-stage monsters. Jun'er may be mid-Condensation Core stage, but with the treasures Mother and I bestowed upon him, even if he faces a formidable enemy, escaping should not be an issue."

Before his words could finish, a strange sound suddenly reached their ears.

It sounded like ethereal music, yet it also had a haunting quality akin to ghostly wails. Despite its eerie nature, it sent shivers down their spines.

Was there a monster attack?

The two high-ranking cultivators exchanged glances, their faces showing surprise and uncertainty.

They tapped their waists, summoning their respective treasures. The other Condensation Core stage cultivators were equally cautious.

However, no monsters were in sight.

Yet the sense of dread only grew stronger.

Even sea creatures seemed uneasy, fish darted away.

"Brother Wu, this..."

Before the female cultivator could finish, the strange sound became clearer. Despite their efforts to detect it with their minds, nothing was found until a swarm of butterflies appeared before them.

What kind of demon insect could evade mind detection?

Could only physical sight reveal them?

Shock and disbelief filled their faces as these butterflies numbered in the hundreds, far more beautiful than ordinary ones. Their wings were adorned with intricate and ancient patterns.

"What are these spiritual insects?"

The couple, though high-ranking cultivators themselves, looked utterly shocked.

But one thing was certain: these demon insects would be hard to deal with. Whether they were wild or controlled by someone remained unknown.

However, such thoughts were meaningless now; first, they needed to break free from the swarm.

The two high-ranking cultivators roared loudly, and their disciples didn't need further instructions. Some drove their treasures while others used Five Elements secret techniques to kill the terrifying butterflies.

A dozen high-ranking cultivators attacked with great force, but an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Their divine swords slid off the butterfly wings, and other Five Elements spells failed as well. Ordinary butterflies were fragile, but these spiritual insects defied that notion.

They weren't afraid of fire or lightning; even weapons like swords and spears couldn't harm them as they dodged with ease.

Not only did their attacks on the dozen Condensation Core stage cultivators fail, but the two high-ranking cultivators also faced similar embarrassment. Even if a butterfly was hit, its body was incredibly hard, almost impenetrable by conventional means.

What kind of demon insect were these?

All cultivators' faces showed shock as the butterflies spread out, surrounding them tightly. One opened its mouth and released a thick black mist.

No, that wasn't mist; the temperature dropped sharply around it.

"Ahh!"

A nearby cultivator failed to dodge in time. His right hand was hit, turning into an ice pillar under his horrified gaze.

The black ice glinted with eerie light, seeming to come from the underworld.

He screamed in agony as his right hand became useless. This was only the beginning; other butterflies also released cold mists.

Black icy mists.

With hundreds attacking together, a dozen cultivators soon perished in this unknown sea, frozen by black ice that trapped their essence.

The slaughter wasn't limited to one place.

Southwest of here, about a hundred miles away, fierce gales and waves rose skyward. A massive roar echoed like thunder. On the surface was a giant green snake, over a hundred feet long with horns two feet tall on its head.

Its aura was different from that of monsters.

Ancient beast!

It had lived for millions of years and was in the process of transforming into a dragon.

Once successful, it would greatly enhance its power, rivaling Separation Realm cultivators. It might even ascend to the Spirit Realm.

But as fate would have it, just when the ancient beast was crucially changing form, it encountered thousands of strange butterflies. This number far exceeded that of the human cultivators earlier.

The butterflies numbered in the thousands, spewing terrifying cold mists.

The giant snake wouldn't surrender easily. Though it hadn't transformed into a dragon yet, its strength was formidable. However, after half an hour, it was completely frozen. When the ice melted, only bones remained.

Postscript: This chapter is crucial and not just filler content.
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The sky was a deep blue, and the vast sea stretched endlessly before them.

Above one desolate island, two young men and women hovered in mid-air. The man's appearance was unremarkable, while the woman was exceptionally beautiful.

Both had their eyes closed, projecting their divine consciousness outward from within their bodies.

After a long time, the girl sighed softly.

"Master, we've been searching this area for three days now, but there are no clues at all. Could Li Zhilan have lied to us?"

"Stupid girl," Lin Xuan replied with a calm face. "Do you really think so? For cultivators of the Separation Stage, three days mean nothing. How could a mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator dare betray her master and ancestors unless she's gone mad."

"That may be true, but why can't we find anything?" Yue'er supported her chin with her hand, looking slightly puzzled.

"I don’t know," Lin Xuan said with some hesitation. "A century has passed, so perhaps Li Zhilan made a mistake in her memory or the treasures have already been taken by others."

"What should we do then?" Yue'er nodded and spoke with a hint of worry on her face.

"Let me think about it..."

Lin Xuan seemed hesitant as well. He continued to search nearby, but his chances were slim. Although the divine consciousness of a Separation Stage cultivator was formidable, the purple rice grain was too small, and he couldn't be certain if it was there or not. It felt like searching for a needle in a haystack.

But leaving without trying would feel unsatisfactory.

The transformation of the Jade Lotus Bee was extremely difficult, and he had finally found something that could hasten its maturity. How could he let this opportunity slip away?

Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness once more.

This time, he quickly raised his head.

"What's going on, Master? Have you discovered something?" Yue'er was taken aback, asking in surprise.

"Yes, about ten thousand miles southeast from here, there is a marketplace. Let’s go check it out," Lin Xuan said.

Since advancing to the Separation Stage, Lin Xuan's divine consciousness had greatly improved.

However, he could only sense objects within a thousand-mile radius. The marketplace was gone, but as a gathering place for many cultivators, its disappearance wasn't strange at all.

"Go check out the marketplace?"

"Indeed, perhaps we can find some clues there," Lin Xuan said with hope in his eyes.

"Master decides, I have no objections."

Yue'er finished speaking and transformed into a streak of light that returned to the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion.

With their decision made, Lin Xuan didn't dally. He emitted a blue glow all over his body and flew towards the southeast direction.

To ordinary people, ten thousand miles was unimaginable, but as a Separation Stage cultivator, it took him only an instant.

Soon, an island came into view.

This island wasn’t large; it was roughly oval-shaped with mountains and hills. The central part was relatively flat.

A grand city stood before them.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the city, and his aura quickly subsided.

After all, a Separation Stage cultivator was too shocking for ordinary people to handle, so using a Condensation Core stage identity would be more suitable for gathering information.

The Lifting Qi Technique from the Nine Heavens Scripture was incredibly subtle. Moreover, Lin Xuan's appearance was extremely unremarkable. With his aura concealed, he drew no attention.

Lin Xuan landed his遁light in the outskirts of the city and walked confidently into it.

A marketplace was naturally present where cultivators gathered, but Lin Xuan wasn't particularly interested in the shops there.

With his current cultivation level and wealth, few treasures in the entire Twelve Provinces of Tianyun could catch his eye. His purpose for coming here was to gather information.

As he looked around, his gaze suddenly narrowed as he walked towards a narrow alley on the left.

A large group of cultivators gathered on an open space.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling surprised. This wasn’t usual behavior; most cultivators were aloof and rarely gathered to watch others.

Lin Xuan moved steadily past them.

"Didn't you hear that the Secret Market Auction is taking place on Yuan Island? I got this news and traveled a great distance here, willing to pay for participation in the transaction with crystal stones. Why can’t I enter?" The speaker was a burly man who appeared to be around thirty years old but had only reached the Condensation Core stage.

"Indeed, while the Secret Market Auction isn't open to outsiders, it's always been a rule that paying with crystal stones allows entry. Why are you blocking us here?" A clear voice echoed, and the speaker was a woman dressed in a cultivator’s attire: "Do you think we’re beneath Copper Ridge Sect?"

The fat man at the gate bowed politely.

"Master Jin Fu Dong, your words are too harsh. Who doesn’t know that our Copper Ridge Sect is a significant force within a ten-thousand-mile radius? However, this Secret Market Auction has special circumstances; only Senior Immortals of the Core Formation stage can enter," he said.

"Why would there be such a rule for the Secret Market on Yuan Island when it’s always open to us Condensation Core cultivators?" The woman raised her eyebrows and spoke with resentment.

"I don’t know, but I heard that Senior True Person Scarlet Sky has given this instruction."

"What? Senior True Person Scarlet Sky?"

Before he could finish speaking, the woman gasped in shock. Other cultivators around them also turned pale.

"Did you hear correctly? Could it be one of the Three Immortals from Beyond the Sea—Discarded Sky True Person?" A man dressed as a scholar muttered.

"Yes, it's him," the cultivator at the gate nodded.

The dissatisfaction on the faces of other cultivators vanished. They were speechless and dared not speak out again.

Lin Xuan observed silently. Hearing this, he felt his interest piqued.

He had indeed heard of Scarlet Sky True Person before.

Compared to the inland regions of Yunzhou, the cultivation level in the outer seas was lower, with only a few powerful forces like the Far Horizon Pavilion.

But there were still many experts hidden within such vast waters. The most famous among them were the Three Immortals Beyond the Sea.

These three individuals had no affiliation or sect and were all lone cultivators. Each of their abilities was awe-inspiring, all Core Formation late-stage cultivators.

In short, without the Far Horizon Pavilion, the entire outer sea cultivation world revered them as its leaders.

Their movements were always unpredictable, like a dragon seen only at the head but not the tail. Why had Scarlet Sky True Person suddenly arrived on Yuan Island and given such instructions? What was his intention?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced. He came here to gather information, so he shouldn’t miss this opportunity. Thus, Lin Xuan stepped forward.

"Excuse me, Fellow Daoist, only Core Formation stage seniors can enter during the Secret Market transaction," the fat man at the gate was taken aback and stopped Lin Xuan with a hand.
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"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless, showing neither surprise nor joy. He didn't make any extra movements, but his aura gradually spread outward.

This was accompanied by a shocking spiritual pressure descending from the sky.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't want to draw attention; he merely increased his spiritual pressure to the peak of the Initial Stage of the Spirit婴期) and stopped there. Nevertheless, this still caused surrounding cultivators to be startled, with some even directly kneeling on the ground out of fear.

"Senior... Senior is a Spiritual婴期 cultivator?"

"Indeed, may I ask if I am now qualified to enter?" Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the face of the guard cultivator as he spoke calmly and lightly.

"Of course. If you grace us with your presence, our master will be delighted," the fat man bowed his head low, showing an excessive amount of respect.

In the cultivation world, following the law of the jungle was perfectly normal; there was nothing to be ashamed of in adapting to circumstances.

Before he could finish speaking, the fat man casually cast a spell. A white light flashed, and a black hole appeared on the ground, leading down into the depths with winding stone steps.

Lin Xuan's face remained unchanged as his spiritual sense had long detected that this place was hidden behind an illusionary barrier.

"Senior, destroy."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded without hesitation. He chose a chair随意地坐了下来，闭上双眼开始养神。

His calm demeanor left the True Immortal of Scarlet Heaven (赤霄真人) slightly stunned, causing him to look at Lin Xuan more closely.

Time passed slowly, and three hours later, Lin Xuan's eyes remained tightly shut. However, someone nearby couldn't hold back their impatience.

"Senior Scarlet Heaven, we came here intending to participate in the secret market auction, but now we are just sitting idly. Could you explain why?" The cultivator next to Lin Xuan was dressed oddly, fully covered by a black robe that even hid his face and features, speaking with an ominous voice.

"Yes, Senior Scarlet Heaven, the Three Immortals of the Sea have quite a reputation, but without any grudge or reason, why would you play tricks on us?" Another soft voice echoed. This time, it was from a younger cultivator who looked like he belonged to the Confucian sect.

Although no one else spoke, their faces showed signs of impatience as well.

Scarlet Heaven's gaze swept across them, causing his brows to furrow slightly. He stroked his beard and sighed deeply: "My fellow immortals, you are mistaken. There is no benefit for me in playing tricks on you. I gathered the same-stage cultivators under the guise of a secret market auction because there is something important we need to discuss."

"Something important?" The other cultivators were taken aback.

"Yes, it's an important matter that can also be considered an adventure. Originally, my intention was to gather more fellow immortals for safety, but since you are eager, I will tell you what's going on."

Lin Xuan perked up at this, finally waiting for the main point.

The other cultivators' expressions were similar as well, all eagerly staring at Scarlet Heaven.

"Here is the situation: before Senshi Yue, by chance, I obtained a treasure," Scarlet Heaven said with a serious expression.

The cultivators were stunned. If he really had obtained a treasure, why would he seek them out?

Of course, this was impossible.

Despite their surprise, the cultivators' faces showed some suspicion as well. In the cultivation world, deceit and betrayal were not uncommon, so they wondered what Scarlet Heaven's intentions might be.

Scarlet Heaven's expression remained calm as he continued: "The treasure is a map of hidden treasures."

Several cultivators exchanged glances, their expressions easing slightly.

"Senior Scarlet Heaven, may I ask? If it’s a map of hidden treasures, the treasure must be significant. My fellow immortals might not know, but I have no relation to you, so why are you sharing this with me?" The only female among them spoke up. She was an Intermediate Stage cultivator.

"If my guess is correct, you are Fairy Cloudy Rainbow, right?"

"Indeed, it's me. I didn't expect your knowledge to be so extensive that you even know my humble name," the woman said with a changed expression.

"Haha, Fairy, please don't be polite. Over a hundred years ago, you single-handedly exterminated the Five Demons of Cloudy Peak, making your reputation known throughout the Outer Sea of Spirit Realm. As for your concerns, I will explain even if you don't ask," Scarlet Heaven said with a smile.

"Senior's kindness, we are all ears," The speaker was a thin cultivator whose left eye was blind and who had a large scar on his face.

"Indeed, this is the situation: it’s not just any map of hidden treasures. Since you are all at the Initial Stage of Spirit婴期), have you heard of an ancient legend?" Scarlet Heaven's expression turned serious as he began to speak slowly.

"A legend?"

"Yes, about the war between the Spirit Realm and the Netherworld."

"What?" Lin Xuan had been sitting upright but was taken aback by this revelation. Even with his composure, his face showed a sudden change in color.

"Is it true that you have heard of this before, fellow immortal?" Scarlet Heaven turned to him, slightly surprised.

"Haha, I enjoy reading ancient texts and once came across some vague mentions, but the details were unclear. It only mentioned a conflict between the Spirit Realm and the Netherworld without specifying the reasons or outcome. I was eager to learn more from you," Lin Xuan lied smoothly, knowing he had to be diplomatic with these people.

"Indeed, such ancient secrets are rarely recorded in texts, even if they are mentioned, it's only in a few brief sentences. Your experience is not surprising," Scarlet Heaven nodded without any doubt.

"Fellow immortal, please tell us what you want to say without further ado," Fairy Cloudy Rainbow's voice came with an impatient tone.

This woman was strong but also very impatient.

"Haha, don't worry, Fairy. Let me explain step by step. Regarding the concept of realms, everyone here is familiar. Although the Netherworld is a lower realm, its monsters are incredibly powerful. It’s said that in ancient times, the Netherworld's demons and ghosts became ambitious and wanted to seize control of the Spirit Realm. They used forbidden techniques to open a portal between the realms, sending millions of demons into the Spirit Realm, leading to a terrifying conflict."

"What? You mean the Netherworld invaded the Spirit Realm, and there was a full-scale war between the two realms?" The scarred-faced cultivator asked in shock.

"Yes, that conflict was so vast and intense that it's beyond your imagination. It lasted for over a hundred years. Although the demons and ghosts were strong, they still fell short compared to the powerful immortals of the Spirit Realm. In the end, they were driven out."

Lin Xuan remained expressionless on the outside but was inwardly skeptical.

Who said the demons and ghosts couldn't match their opponents?

If not for the interference of the Heavenly Realm, when the Asura King was surrounded by three true immortals, he would have been overwhelmed and fallen. After his death, the Netherworld's army became leaderless, making it no match for the Spirit Realm.

However, he didn't refute anything, continuing to wait expectantly as if genuinely interested in what Scarlet Heaven had to say. This expression was entirely intentional on Lin Xuan's part.

"After the Netherworld forces were driven out, the Spirit Realm cultivators naturally wouldn’t stop there and continued their pursuit. Some demons managed to escape back into the Netherworld, but others accidentally found their way through spatial rifts into our human realm."

"What? Into our human realm?"

The other cultivators were taken aback. Demons who dared to confront Spirit Realm cultivators couldn't be handled by mere humans.

"Seems like you’ve already guessed it. Although these demons are weaker compared to the Netherworld's main forces, their strength is still formidable in this realm. Fortunately, with the combined efforts of ancient immortals, they were finally exterminated after heavy sacrifices," Scarlet Heaven said.

"The ancient secret you mentioned has never been heard by us, but what does it have to do with the map of hidden treasures?" Fairy Cloudy Rainbow raised her eyebrows and opened her mouth to speak, her clear voice echoing in everyone's ears.
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"Back then, the number of demons and ghosts that crossed over to the human world wasn't many, but there were still a dozen or so. One of them was known as Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost," Master Scarlet Heaven's face showed an unusual expression, his voice lowering slightly.

"Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost? That's right. It is said that he advanced to the Separation stage and his abilities are beyond comprehension. His presence in our outer sea cultivation world caused a storm of outrage."

His appearance triggered a whirlwind of bloodshed and death. Countless cultivators fell, even entire sects were wiped out without a single survivor.

Speaking until here, Scarlet Heaven's beard trembled, and an odd light flickered in his eyes.

"How did it end?" Fairy Rainbow Cloud's delicate brows furrowed as she asked curiously.

"Later? Cultivators lived in fear. But this ghost also provoked public anger. Senior Elder Ice Moon of the Far Horizon Pavilion personally intervened to establish a Ghost Extermination Alliance, setting up a clever trap. They lured the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost into a pre-set ambush location where the Great Array was activated. Led by Senior Elder Ice Moon, cultivators on standby launched their attack."

"The battle raged fiercely. To be able to command the Far Horizon Pavilion, it's clear that Senior Elder Ice Moon advanced to the Separation stage as well. Besides her, there were nearly a hundred Core Formation Stage cultivators, and with prohibitions aiding them, such an array would have left even Wang Ting Lou no choice but to perish. However, despite his severe injuries, the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost managed to escape from the encirclement..."

"How is that possible? Wouldn't he face bloody retaliation next?" The scholar-clothed cultivator spoke with shock on his face, finding it hard to imagine what kind of existence could escape such a meticulously laid trap.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Dragon's concerns are over. Although the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost displayed divine powers and broke through, he suffered heavy losses in his true essence energy, leaving him severely injured. He barely managed to survive for several years before passing away," Scarlet Heaven said softly.

"After saying so much, Master, could you be referring to the treasure map with the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost?" Lin Xuan raised his head, speaking with a hint of excitement.

"Indeed. Before being lured into the ambush, the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost had been rampaging in the outer sea for several months. Countless cultivators perished at his hands, and more than ten sects were destroyed. While he killed, he also plundered many treasures. Before passing away, he drew a treasure map that ended up in my possession by chance."

"Allow me to ask. As Fairy Rainbow Cloud said earlier, we have no kinship with you. Why should Master share the treasure with us?" Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

"Even if Fellow Daoist doesn't ask, I will explain the reason. Indeed, I have no relation with all of you. If I had a firm grasp on obtaining the treasures, I wouldn't share them," Scarlet Heaven sighed, showing some helplessness.

"Oh, Fellow Daoist is one of the Three Immortals Beyond the Sea. A great Core Formation Stage cultivator. Could it be that the location of the treasure is perilous?" The black-robed cultivator spoke with a sinister tone but with a hint of doubt.

"Speaking of danger, it's not necessarily so. However, in recent times, there have been many strange occurrences in the sea where the treasures are located," Scarlet Heaven explained nonchalantly.

"Strange things... Could Fellow Daoist be saying..."

"Yes, that was precisely what Fairy Rainbow Cloud thought. The location where the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost passed away is not far from here. That area used to be unremarkable, but recently, many cultivators vanished there without a trace," Scarlet Heaven's expression turned grim.

"I've heard of Demon Sea. In just seven days, over a hundred Fellow Daoists have disappeared in that sea. Among them are even Core Formation Stage cultivators at our level. Does Master mean to go on an adventure into the Demon Sea?" The scar-faced cultivator was taken aback and his face turned fearful.

"Fellow Daoist is correct. Although I am a late-stage Core Formation, I feel it's too dangerous going alone. That's why I'm offering this treasure map for us to share the treasures. Indeed, strange things have happened in the Demon Sea, but what of that? With seven of us working together and avoiding Separation Stage existences, we should be safe. As they say, fortune lies in danger. The treasures left by the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost upon his passing are invaluable. Besides ancient cultivators' treasures, there are special treasures from the Netherworld Realm. Come on, Fellow Daoists, do you want to join me in this adventure?"

Scarlet Heaven's face remained calm, but his voice was full of temptation.

The others exchanged glances and finally understood the true purpose behind gathering them together.

In essence, it was about finding cannon fodder to reduce the risk of treasure hunting.

After all, Scarlet Heaven was a late-stage Core Formation cultivator with much higher cultivation than everyone else. If anything went wrong, he would be the one most likely to escape if there were several people present.

However, on the other hand, although his words sounded convincing, his intentions were not pure. Even if they joined in, it didn't mean they would definitely perish. With a bit of luck, they might even get away with it.

After all, while nearly a hundred cultivators had disappeared in the Demon Sea, no one knew what exactly happened to them. Perhaps it was a very powerful monster, but their combined strength could potentially handle it.

Once they found the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost's treasure, the rewards would be immense.

As the saying goes, fortune lies in danger. Each of them had come this far on the path of cultivation from countless trials and tribulations.

To retreat at the sight of danger was to never have started down the path of cultivation.

The six people either remained silent or glanced around, weighing the pros and cons of their journey.

Among the seven, Scarlet Heaven was a late-stage Core Formation cultivator. Fairy Rainbow Cloud and the black-robed cultivator were mid-stage Core Formation at the peak. The remaining four were mistakenly considered to be early-stage Core Formation due to Lin Xuan's use of concealment techniques. The scar-faced scholar-clothed man and the bald-headed giant were also early-stage Core Formation.

Together, their combined strength was slightly weaker than Scarlet Heaven but still formidable enough to maintain a delicate balance without fearing being left behind after the adventure.

Of course, whether they could work together remained a question, but overall, it benefited Scarlet Heaven.

As long as they exercised caution, there was a chance of reaping what they sowed in the fire.

These were just superficial considerations. In the end, no one backed out and all agreed to seek the Heavenly Mulberry Blood Ghost's treasures.
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Reaching a satisfactory conclusion, Zhirao True Man's face lit up with joy.

To prevent any unforeseen complications, after the group had made their plans, they immediately set off.

Although there was no clue about the purple grain of rice, since the sea where the blood ghost of Tiansang left its treasure coincided with Li Zhilan’s description, Lin Xuan decided to take a chance and try his luck.

If he succeeded, it would be cause for celebration. If not, it wouldn’t matter much as they could still return within a short time.

Lin Xuan had actually been to this Sea of Demons before Lingyun Sect, but he hadn't found anything amiss there. Besides, now that both Lin Xuan and Yue'er had advanced to the Separation stage, even if there were any dangers, he wouldn’t be afraid.

Though they couldn’t say for certain that they could go anywhere in the mortal world, the threats to their existence were few.

With only a little over ten thousand miles to travel, the group of元婴 cultivators sped up but still arrived quickly.

"Everyone, be careful. We are entering the Sea of Demons now. Do not stray from the team and stick together if you encounter any danger."

After slowing down slightly, Zhirao True Man spoke with a serious tone.

Just half a month ago, this was just an ordinary sea, but the mysterious disappearance of nearly one hundred cultivators had made it seem like a place to avoid.

No sooner did they enter the sea than Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious. Although his age made him younger than most of the six cultivators present, in terms of experience, none of them could match his.

Otherwise, how could he have advanced from the Separation stage in just three hundred years? His progress was so rapid that it was hard to say if anyone had ever matched him before or would after.

In cultivation, opportunities were everything. The more dangers one faced, the greater the chances for advancement. While not being able to predict the future, some intuitions should be heeded.

Lin Xuan’s face turned gloomy, but instead of retreating, his curiosity grew. Could there really be something significant here?

A barren island appeared in their line of sight.

Zhirao True Man’s expression brightened as he landed without hesitation.

The other cultivators were taken aback and stopped mid-flight.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. The island was vast, stretching nearly a thousand miles from east to west, with a narrow arc shape. At its narrowest point, it was over a hundred miles wide.

Despite the barren landscape, the island was dotted with rugged mountains and rocks, but there were no signs of plants or trees.

Lin Xuan’s frown deepened as his unease grew stronger upon arrival. Could this be where the danger lay?

Though he remained outwardly calm, Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced.

"Master..."

Before his thoughts could settle, Yue'er's voice echoed in his mind, but it carried a hint of tremor.

"Yue'er, what is wrong?"

Lin Xuan was alarmed. To him, Yue'er was irreplaceable.

"I... I’m not sure. But for some reason, there’s this strange feeling here as if something is calling me," Yue'er spoke incoherently.

"Is there a call? Could it be related to the blood ghost of Tiansang's treasure?"

"I... I don’t know." Yue'er was still shaken.

Though she had no memory of her previous life, Yue'er’s personality was very weak. She always tried to avoid her identity as a descendant of the Asura King, knowing that it meant eternal enmity with celestial immortals. The thought of facing such beings made her feel uneasy.

"Yue'er, don’t worry. Even if the sky falls, I will protect you. I’ll investigate this matter to the bottom. Rest now."

In his mind, Lin Xuan’s expression was grave as he reassured Yue'er.

"Mm."

Yue'er nodded, though the strange feeling persisted. With her master by her side, she gradually calmed down.

This small interlude between them went unnoticed by the other six cultivators.

"Zhirao Fellow Cultivator, could it be that you are referring to the blood ghost’s treasure on this island?" Fairy Caiyun’s eyes flickered with suspicion as she spoke.

After all, they had encountered no danger for several hours. They were prepared for a strong opponent but found nothing.

"It is here."

Zhirao True Man’s expression was equally strange, filled with confusion and doubt. The Sea of Demons, known for its dangers, seemed unusually calm.

If he knew this, he would have come alone to search for the treasure.

His look of helplessness wasn’t an act.

"Since the treasure is here, why are we still standing around? In my opinion, the Sea of Demons isn't a fabrication. We might just be lucky, but it’s not wise to linger. Let's find the treasure and leave this place," the cloaked cultivator said with a sinister tone.

"Agreed. It’s best to avoid such places."

Zhirao True Man nodded as he took out the jade tube again, sinking his divine sense into it.

The other six cultivators remained silent, standing behind him.

Soon, the old Taoist raised his head and transformed into a streak of light towards the front.

After a moment, they arrived at a secluded valley.

Both sides were steep mountains with rugged rocks. There was not a single tree on them.

"True Man, what is your intention? Why bring us here?" Fairy Caiyun’s eyes flashed with caution as she spoke.

"Haha, don’t worry, the treasure is right here," Zhirao True Man’s expression remained calm.

"Right here?"

"Yes. At the peak of these mountains. We just need to collapse them first."

As he spoke, Zhirao True Man tapped his waist and a staff-like treasure flew out. He pointed with his finger, and countless golden rays emerged before transforming into thousands of beams as thick as arms, each carrying immense force, slamming towards the two opposing peaks.

Being an advanced cultivator, he had the power to move mountains and fill seas. The rumbling echoed in their ears as countless rocks fell.

Fairy Caiyun was surprised. Perhaps she had overestimated the situation. A faint blush appeared on her face as she waved a sword-like treasure, striking towards one of the peaks.

Unable to stand by, Lin Xuan and his companions also unleashed their treasures, smashing down onto the mountains with great force.

These two mountains were over ten thousand feet high, but after just a moment, they crumbled under the combined efforts of seven advanced cultivators.

"Ah, what is this?"

After the dust settled, a faint purple light shield appeared. This object was located at the base of one of the peaks, covering an area of several dozen meters in all directions.

Inside the light shield, there was an ancient bell, also purple in color, no more than a foot tall. It was covered with runes that emitted shocking amounts of divine energy.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. This object did not fall short when compared to the Thousand Illusion Serpent Shield and the Magic Fate Sword.

Heavenly Treasure

However, this clearly wasn’t left by the blood ghost of Tiansang. Could someone else have come here before him?

Before he could think further, Lin Xuan noticed that there were countless butterflies fluttering inside the light shield. Compared to ordinary butterflies, these ones were breathtaking in their beauty. The patterns on their wings were filled with mystery and ancient charm.
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. These butterflies gave him a very dangerous feeling, knowing that he was an Alchemy Formation cultivator. A hint of surprise appeared on his face.

Last time when he visited the Moon Ink Clan, Lin Xuan had already obtained a list of the Top 300 Strange Insects in the Human World from Fairy Mysterious Profoundness. It was an ancient cultivator's relic, detailing the top three hundred strange insects in the human world. The Jade Silk Bee was listed among them.

However, there were no butterflies like those in the light shield. Could it be that what he saw before him wasn't a creature from the Human World? With this thought, Lin Xuan's expression grew more serious.

Of course, this was just speculation. It might also be that the ancient cultivator had forgotten to include them. After all, with such vastness in the world, a small mistake on the list of spirit insects wasn't strange at all.

Regardless, Lin Xuan became highly alert and prepared for caution.

A sound of swallowing saliva entered his ears.

Although the cultivation levels of those nearby were insignificant in his eyes, it was due to his high spiritual energy. In reality, an Incubus Stage cultivator was already quite impressive. With broad experience, he naturally recognized that this ancient bell was no ordinary object.

"Truly a pleasant surprise. I will take this item first and then seek out therelic treasure of the Blood Demon from Heavenly Mulberry," said Scarlet Heaven True Man with a hoarse voice, his face clearly showing greed.

"Hold on."

"Why? Are you dissatisfied with my decision, Fairy?" Scarlet Heaven True Man frowned, and an astonishing surge of spiritual energy rose into the sky. The terrifying pressure made Scarlet Heaven Fairy retreat three steps, her complexion turning pale.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed; strength determined thebelong to of treasures, leaving no room for negotiation.

"No, I am just..."

Before Fairy Rainbow Cloud could finish speaking, a long roar echoed like the dragon's cry from the heavens.

The voice was clear and distant at first, seemingly far away. However, it quickly approached his ears.

All cultivators present changed their expressions.

Lin Xuan turned his head to look towards the left side of the sky.

However, he became more alert because the newcomer was an Alchemy Formation cultivator.

How could this be?

His first reaction was that his divine sense had failed him. This was understandable.

Across the Twelve States of Heaven and Earth, even counting the human and demon races, how many Alchemy Formation cultivators existed? And although the Outer Sea of Cloud State wasn't considered a wilderness, it still fell far short when compared to inland regions.

Why would another Alchemy Formation cultivator come here?

Could it be that this was the owner of the Heavenly Treasure, and his purpose had something to do with those strange butterflies?

Lin Xuan pondered in his heart but remained outwardly calm. He decided to observe first before taking any action.

Even if there were an Alchemy Formation cultivator, he and Moon'er had two of them; fighting a smaller number was never a disadvantage.

Moreover, they didn't necessarily have to engage in battle. In fact, it wasn't necessary at all. Lin Xuan did not want to offend such an existence without reason. After all, observing the situation first was a wise choice.

In the blink of an eye, Lin Xuan had decided on his course of action.

The others' expressions changed dramatically.

Was this due to a failure in his divine sense? The newcomer... seemed like an Alchemy Formation cultivator," muttered one of the scholars, his face devoid of color.

As they say, the virtuous do not come, but those who come are not virtuous. Encountering an Alchemy Formation cultivator at this time was certainly not a matter to be happy about.

Scarlet Heaven True Man's expression was equally grim. Although he ranked among the Three Immortals of the Overseas Realm and was revered wherever he went, in the eyes of an old monster of the Alchemy Formation stage, he was no better than ants.

Was it Elder Supreme of the Far Horizon?

Before this thought could fully form, a faint green light zipped towards him.

The light dispersed to reveal an elderly man dressed in green robes. He appeared around sixty years old, with not a single strand of gray hair on his head or beard; there were few wrinkles on his face, and his aura was calm and peaceful. However, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Indeed, the other party was an Alchemy Formation cultivator.

Seeing so many juniors here, the elderly man's expression turned grim as well.

"Junior Scarlet Heaven pays respects to Senior. I wonder if you are passing through these parts. If you have any requests, please let me know; junior will do my best," Scarlet Heaven True Man said with trembling hands.

"Hmph, flattering an old man is useless. We have no grudge against each other, but since you've stumbled upon my whereabouts..."

The elderly man was too lazy to be verbose. A sinister expression flashed across his face as he waved his sleeves, and a purple-red cloud of mist flew out from the sleeves.

Immediately, buzzing sounds filled the air. The cloud of mist swirled around the elderly man before splitting into several streams, rushing towards them.

"Senior, spare me! We have no intention of offending you."

Several Incubus Stage cultivators were greatly alarmed. An old monster of the Alchemy Formation stage was not something they could contend with. However, at this point, they couldn't just wait to be slaughtered. They shouted loudly while releasing their treasures.

"Hmph, a fly trying to stop a chariot. If you surrender obediently, you might suffer less."

The elderly man's voice entered Lin Xuan's ears as he cast his hand gestures, causing the purple-red clouds to move even faster.

Lin Xuan saw that these clouds were composed of numerous spirit insects about the size of thumbs, with peculiar shapes resembling earth's seven-star ladybugs but with much more ferocious heads.

Repelling insects... Could it be that...

While Lin Xuan pondered, his hands weren't idle. He waved his sleeves and a beam of light shot out, transforming into a green hand that grabbed at the cloud of insects.

He held the entire insect cloud in his palm, and a pale flame rose from the surface of the green monster's hand.

Of course, it wasn't the Illusory Profoundness Fire; it was just ordinary flames. But their power was formidable enough to easily absorb ordinary treasures.

The other cultivators didn't have Lin Xuan's spiritual energy or magical prowess. They had no intention of sparing anyone and fought with all their might.

Scarlet Heaven True Man waved his hands, casting one spell after another. His treasure, shaped like a whisk, emitted dazzling golden light, forming thousands of arm-thick beams that fiercely struck the insect cloud in front of him.

Fairy Rainbow Cloud's face was pale as she extended her hand and tapped it on her waist. A golden lightning pearl appeared before her, clearly an extraordinary treasure.

The other cultivators also displayed their full range of abilities. Facing an Alchemy Formation cultivator, who would dare to hold back? Whether it was treasures or secret techniques, they all used their best efforts.

However, there was no effect. Even the myriad beams of light unleashed by Scarlet Heaven True Man merely slowed down the insect cloud before it resumed its assault, enveloping them in a moment.

Cries of pain echoed as the insect cloud dispersed. Six cultivators were devoured completely, leaving not even an Incubus behind.
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Advanced Spirit婴 cultivators, especially within the human world, are already top-tier experts. Otherwise, such beings wouldn't be called old monsters.

Successfully forming an infant spirit is a great fortune for cultivators; not only does it extend their lifespan to over a thousand years, but also grants them formidable abilities that can manipulate the natural world.

As for later-stage cultivators, they are even more enviable—aside from exhausting their lifespans, they are almost considered immortal.

This is common knowledge in the cultivation world. However, there are always exceptions.

Advanced Spirit cultivators may be glorious, but above them lies the Separation and Union stage.

At that level, secular society holds no meaning for them; all they think about is ascending to the Spiritual Realm.

Even ordinary cultivators have never seen an old monster from the Separation and Union stage.

Legends say that Separation and Union stage cultivators can manipulate primordial energy of heaven and earth, their power far exceeding that of regular cultivators.

Here, it's no different; aside from Lin Xuan, the rest were merely eliminated in a single exchange.

At this moment, life is so fragile—whether you're a great cultivator or not, before an old monster from the Separation and Union stage, you are all equally vulnerable.

"Old friend Lin, why do you think I'm patrolling the territory of our sect? As one of your senior elders, what's wrong with me doing my duty?" Lin Xuan coldly retorted.

"What? You're that Lin Xuan?" The old man in green robes was taken aback before his expression turned understanding.

Given the few Separation and Union stage cultivators among both human and妖族, they are well-known to each other, regardless of their relationships.

Hearing this, he deduced who I am. "It's you, Lin Daoist? Please forgive my earlier mistake. I'm Master Hundred Insects from the Spirit Manipulation Sect. Our two sects have always had good relations; I came here for a matter and didn't expect to encounter your sect." He smiled as he clasped his hands.

"Hundred Insects, Hundred Insects True Man?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although he had suspected this earlier, hearing him admit it made him wary.

Hundred Insects True Man was undoubtedly an old monster from the Separation and Union stage, which meant he was also the Supreme Elder of the Spirit Manipulation Sect.

It was well-known that insect manipulation techniques were one of the hundred arts in cultivation, with unparalleled power.

Thousands or even tens of thousands of spiritual insects swarming over—higher-grade cultivators often found themselves in shock when encountering them.

In the cultivation world, it's difficult to challenge across levels; while multiple factors determine a cultivator's strength, the most significant is their realm.

However, for those skilled in insect manipulation, such challenges were common.

Not just one level, but even several—Lin Xuan had read of an advanced凝聚期 cultivator who used thousands of spiritual insects to defeat a middle-stage infant spirit.

The opponent's body was destroyed; they barely managed to escape back into their cave after exhausting all their abilities.

From this alone, the power of insect manipulation could be seen.

But as with everything, there are pros and cons. While the power of insect manipulation is tempting, achieving such strength requires a large number of insects.

Only when an insect cloud forms in scale can it instill fear into enemies.

Otherwise, even top-ranked ferocious creatures on the spiritual insect list, if only two or three, would be laughable.

Unlike ordinary insects, these wild and strange insects became harder to control as they grew stronger.

Even reaching the infant spirit stage, a cultivator with hundreds of spiritual insects was already considered outstanding. Those who could command thousands were passed down from master to disciple over generations.

As Supreme Elder Hundred Insects, his position was highly respected; he inherited an incredible number and scale of spiritual insects, himself being an old monster from the Separation and Union stage. With their aid, he was far more formidable than ordinary peers.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't weak, he rarely encountered cultivators at this level. However, after his encounter with the Spirit Manipulation Sect, he had heard much from his sister.

Master Hundred Insects was undoubtedly a difficult opponent to deal with.

He hadn't expected to meet him head-on.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt wary. While confident in his own strength, it was better to be cautious.

"Old friend Hundred Insects, I've long admired you," Lin Xuan clasped his hands and smiled coldly. "But do you know what I came here for?"

"That's not right, Daoist Lin. Indeed, the Cloud State Outer Sea has always been under your sect's leadership. But this isn't the main base of the Spirit Manipulation Sect. Why should I report to your sect?" The old man in green robes frowned disapprovingly.

"Ah, you're correct. I was mistaken. Regardless, I have matters to attend to here. As it stands, this is still within the territory of our Spirit Manipulation Sect. As they say, a guest shouldn't overshadow the host. Shouldn't you be accommodating?" Lin Xuan smiled.

For ordinary treasures, Lin Xuan naturally didn't want conflicts with peers; it wasn't about fear but avoiding unnecessary enemies.

But here was different—these butterflies were both strange and beautiful, clearly not something trivial. Moreover, Mo'er had mentioned in her识海 that she recognized these spiritual insects, though the memory was vague.

Of course, they must have some connection to her past life.

Given this, even if it were just Master Hundred Insects, Lin Xuan wouldn't give up; he planned to snatch the treasure from his jaws.

Not wanting trouble didn't mean fearing it. Even as a late-stage infant spirit, Lin Xuan had dared to face old monsters, so now was no different.

If Master Hundred Insects cooperated, that would be fine. But if they clashed, Lin Xuan wouldn't mind using him as a test of his strength.

After advancing to the Separation and Union stage, Lin Xuan knew his power had surged significantly, but he needed to test just how strong he was through combat.

And the opponent couldn't be too weak; only peers could allow him to fully unleash his secret techniques.

"What do you mean by that? I arrived here a few days ago, and now you want me to leave first?" Master Hundred Insects was both surprised and angry. His expression darkened as if it would turn into night.

In truth, he had stumbled upon these butterflies purely by chance while casually wandering around. He discovered an extremely powerful spiritual insect that he had never heard of before.

As a senior elder of the Spirit Manipulation Sect, Master Hundred Insects was familiar with all kinds of wild and strange insects. Even those long extinct were recorded in their sect's archives, allowing him to identify them instantly.

But these butterflies—neither had he seen nor even heard of them.

Master Hundred Insects became curious. His subsequent observations only made him ecstatic; the strength of these butterflies was beyond imagination, easily able to defeat middle-stage infant spirits.

Seeing a target of interest, his keen eyesight revealed that they were merely young insects.

The thought of their power upon maturity left him speechless.

Not many things could entice an old monster from the Separation and Union stage, but at this moment, Master Hundred Insects was practically drooling.

However, while spiritual insects were tempting, subduing them required effort.

He tried several insect manipulation techniques without success. It seemed ordinary spells couldn't make these insects recognize him as their master.

But the Spirit Manipulation Sect had been one of the five major forces in ancient times, and its reputation wasn't just for show.

Desperate, the old monster produced his treasure.

The Hundred Insects Bell!

Legends said it was brought down from the Upper Realm by spiritual realm cultivators during ancient times.

It was a divine artifact that could manipulate primordial energy.

Unlike ordinary spiritual artifacts, this one served as an auxiliary tool; in other words, it couldn't attack or defend well.

However, it had a suppressive effect on spiritual insects.

No matter what wild and strange insect—once encountering the bell, their power would diminish significantly.

In short, with such a treasure, facing cultivators skilled in insect manipulation almost guaranteed victory.

Despite his efforts, Master Hundred Insects used the divine artifact to confine these butterflies for several days but couldn't subdue them.

After careful observation, he realized it required forty-nine days of confinement until the insects were at their weakest point, allowing him to drop blood and claim ownership.

Initially elated, he was dismayed when Lin Xuan interrupted his plans.

The Spirit Manipulation Sect's influence was growing; if possible, Master Hundred Insects didn't want to offend them. But now, how could he back down?

After all, he had invested much effort in reclaiming these butterflies, and a prize almost within reach couldn't be given away so easily.
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The atmosphere around them suddenly became tense. Although neither of the two had started fighting, a series of powerful gales rose up out of nowhere, their rumbling sounds echoing in their ears as if the small island they stood on began to shake.

In the distance, rocks from the mountains kept falling down.

Lin Xuan coughed lightly. A surging spiritual pressure burst forth. The Hundred Bugs True Man naturally wouldn't back down either. The surrounding heaven and earth's essence energy became extremely chaotic.

The bodies of these two Separation Stage experts seemed to have transformed into vortexes as essence energy surged in.

"Boy, are you really going to fight me?"

"The Outer Sea cultivation world has always been protected by our Eagle Nest Pavilion. It is your friend who has overstepped the mark," Lin Xuan's face showed no fear. He wasn't a first-timer facing Separation Stage cultivators; knowing how to drive away insects was nothing compared to his Moon Fairy, who could serve as an unexpected ally.

Fighting with two against one, in this cultivation world, results mattered more than righteousness and morality. As long as he won, there would be no shame.

"Alright, alright, even Dream Ruyan would retreat three steps upon seeing me. A mere new Separation Stage cultivator, I wonder what extraordinary abilities you have that allow you to look down on others like this..."

The Hundred Bugs True Man's anger turned into a bitter laugh as his eyes turned blood red. Before he could finish speaking, a sharp glint shot out from his sleeve, dazzling and slicing towards the other's head.

This move seemed unremarkable, but its speed was astonishing, nearly matching instant teleportation.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. In the cultivation world, there was no match for speed.

The same principle applied here; to defeat a formidable enemy, one didn't necessarily need flashy techniques. Simplicity could be more effective.

The Hundred Bugs True Man's sneak attack focused on one word: "speed."

To catch his opponent off guard.

Even an advanced婴后期 cultivator would only be able to wait for the fatal blow. But Lin Xuan was different.

Not only did he have extensive experience in magical battles, but he also practiced both daoist and demonic techniques. If a single move could cut off his head, why fight at all? He might as well go home and commit suicide with tofu.

However, despite its speed, the opponent's move was still astonishingly fast. Even without using heaven and earth essence energy to form a shield or the Nine Heaven Microsteps, he wouldn't have time to dodge.

But Lin Xuan had his countermeasure.

A faint blue light appeared around him, forming a protective barrier.

"Struggling is futile!"

The Hundred Bugs True Man's lips curled into a sneer. Among the Five Elements techniques, only the Qi Shield could be activated by thought alone. But with its simplicity came weakness; this shield was barely worth mentioning as protection. The opponent was merely buying time.

Having just entered the Separation Stage, did he really think he was invincible?

His face showed fierce killing intent. In an instant, a sharp glint appeared before Lin Xuan and struck his protective barrier, producing a dull sound.

Lin Xuan didn't resist or block it; with immense force, he was pushed back.

The Hundred Bugs True Man's expression turned grim. His attack had been stopped by the barrier. He must have underestimated this boy after all.

But what of it? Thinking that he could escape from him?

No matter what, he wouldn't let Lin Xuan go. Having already made his move, he would eliminate the threat. The Eagle Nest Pavilion was currently at its peak; he didn’t want to risk enmity with the Spirit Manipulation Sect. The only choice was a clean and decisive end.

However, his plans were thwarted by Lin Xuan.

Although just entering the Separation Stage, he was an元婴期 cultivator with two souls and one pill. If this opponent wanted him dead, as the host, wouldn't he return the favor?

Without any extra movements, Lin Xuan simply pointed a finger. Water essence energy gathered around him. Although he could control the Five Elements, they were abundant here in the depths of the sea.

"Hmph, no wonder you joined the Eagle Nest Pavilion; your techniques are somewhat similar to Dream Ruyan's. But can their power match the Falling Cloud Drifting Snow Technique? Today, let me show you my insect driving technique."

The Hundred Bugs True Man said coldly. Before his words were out, he reached into his waist and summoned a spirit beast bag with a spell.

Then, a peculiar spell was cast on it. The string binding the mouth of the bag loosened, producing a buzzing sound as a swarm of pitch-black insects appeared before their eyes.

"..."

Even with his extensive experience, even knowing that this old monster wasn't ordinary, and despite all the bloodshed he had faced, Lin Xuan still gaped in shock.

Before him were nothing but mosquitoes. Yes, those that sucked blood. But these weren’t like common mosquitoes; they were much larger, about the size of a child's fist.

But this wasn’t the most terrifying part. What was frightening was the vast area covered by the insect cloud, almost obscuring the sky. Lin Xuan roughly counted and found there to be nearly two hundred thousand of them.

Such scale could easily terrify anyone.

"Boy, what do you think? If you surrender now, I might spare your life because heaven has mercy on the living," the Hundred Bugs True Man said coldly with a look of pity.

"Surrendering, hmpf. Do you think Lin某 is a three-year-old child? Since we've torn up our agreement, why would you be so kind as to let me go? From the start, you wanted to kill and silence me," although shocked, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. He coldly revealed the other's true intentions: "Besides, these blood-sucking mosquitoes aren't that impressive; in the world of strange insects, they rank over two hundredth. As a senior elder of the Spirit Manipulation Sect, you're just a pretender."

Lin Xuan intentionally provoked him.

"Sharp-tongued, let this True Man turn you into a dry corpse."

Before his words were out, a spell was cast towards Lin Xuan. The buzzing sound grew louder as the pitch-black insect cloud surged over him like a wave.

Although what he said was right, the scale of these blood-sucking mosquitoes had reached such proportions; how would he deal with this?

Moreover, the robed old man wasn't just skilled in driving away insects. With a flick of his sleeve, an oddly shaped treasure flew out—a spade with a crane's beak.

It transformed into a turtle-like monster that opened its mouth and sprayed a beam of light.

When the enemy comes, the warrior fights; when water comes, earth blocks it. Lin Xuan wasn't someone who only spoke in vain. Facing such overwhelming attacks, his face showed no fear. A green flame appeared before him.

However, unlike the previous Illusory Green Flame, there was a two-headed dragon swimming in the center of that flame.
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Lin Xuan frowned. So many days had passed, and the劫龙 still hadn't been subdued; it was circling and dancing in the碧幻幽火, as if trying to break free.

Frustratingly, I was too careless.

With a flick of his wrist, Lin Xuan absorbed the碧幻幽火 into his body. He couldn’t afford to use this secret technique recklessly after dealing with the劫龙; the backlash could be deadly serious. Meanwhile, the buzzing sound grew louder as the black insect cloud had already flown above him within a few feet.

There was no time to hide now. Lin Xuan’s eyes showed no fear. The驱虫术 might be powerful, but he could manipulate the primordial energy of heaven and earth at the离合期.

With a wave of his sleeve, the surrounding primordial energies rushed towards the center, forming a white whirlwind in his vision.

The whirlwind spanned over ten feet in diameter, enveloping Lin Xuan’s entire body. However, this so-called "whirlwind" was actually composed of countless ice blades, each about the size of a palm.

Rotating and swirling, these blades created a formidable barrier. Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the primordial energy surged into his 青火剑. In an instant, the sword grew to over a thousand feet long, far more powerful than any元婴期巨剑术.

A single strike could cleave through heaven and earth. The sheer force of it was overwhelming; even before the blade moved, the pressure alone was immense. Glowing runes flickered on the surface of the 青火剑 as Lin Xuan had finally reached a level where he could touch the laws of the universe.

The 百虫真人的 face showed surprise. While he had seen this technique before, it usually required a cultivator at the peak of the initial stage of the离合期 to perform.

How is that possible? Could it be that the rumors were wrong, and Lin Xuan wasn’t just promoted recently?

His thoughts raced as he quickly took out another灵兽袋 from his waist. A buzzing sound filled the air as a black insect cloud appeared above him, covering only an acre but containing over ten thousand insects.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in shock. These were 天魔蚁, ranked ninth on the list of human world spirit beasts. Legend had it that these creatures originated from the demon realm and were brought to this world by ancient demons during the primordial era.

These insects were incredibly tough; they barely feared the impact of elemental spells and even resisted most magical treasures. Moreover, they could emit flames, making them nearly impossible to kill unless one possessed an extremely advanced ice attribute technique.

Lin Xuan had mastered the 凤舞九天诀, allowing him to use all five elements, but he was only proficient in wood attributes; the others were just passable.

Frustrated, Lin Xuan cast a spell. The 青火剑 glowed with intense light as it charged towards his opponent.

Attacking was the best defense. How could these demons resist? Let’s see how they handle my treasure.

"Quickly!"

The 百虫真人 didn’t dodge; instead, he pointed at the insect cloud above him.

A buzzing sound filled the air as the insect cloud transformed into a shield. Could it be…

Lin Xuan was surprised. Although ancient texts mentioned that 天魔蚁 had formidable defenses and could withstand ordinary magical treasures, he was now a peak initial stage cultivator in the human world. Could this demon insect really withstand his treasure?

Wasn’t it possible? But without confidence, the 百虫真人 wouldn’t have taken such a risk.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as primordial energy surged into the 青火剑.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed through the air as the 青火剑 struck with immense force. The space itself seemed to distort at the moment of impact.

However, what followed left Lin Xuan in shock; the shield showed no cracks despite the powerful blow. The 天魔蚁 had blocked his attack.

How is that possible?

Despite his initial doubts, the reality before him was too shocking for Lin Xuan to believe. There were spirit beasts so hard that they could withstand such attacks.

The battle wasn’t over yet, and there was no time for Lin Xuan to be stunned.

A buzzing sound filled the air as a long spear appeared from the shield. The驱虫术 had transformed into various shapes, creating magical treasures at will.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in amazement despite the danger he faced. "Boy, do you really think you can stop my 天魔蚁? Die!"

Before Lin Xuan could react, a long spear flashed like lightning and aimed directly at him.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan’s pupils contracted as he didn’t know how powerful these insects would be when they condensed into magical treasures. He wouldn’t dare to face it head-on.

Without hesitation, he used the 九天微步, disappearing from his original position.

Since entering the 离合期, the 九天微步 had become even more mysterious and powerful, surpassing instantaneous teleportation in some ways. However, compared to the legendary破空闪, it was still slightly inferior.

The 百虫真人的 expression turned serious as he frowned deeply. This Lin Xuan, though just promoted to 离合期, knew a lot. But escaping from his hands was nothing but a daydream.

With a wave of his sleeve, a pale silver talisman appeared before him.

This talisman was entirely different from the ones Lin Xuan had seen before; it had strange symbols and patterns. Despite being in a hurry, he couldn’t recognize any of them.

The 百虫真人的 face showed hesitation. This boundary talisman was something he had struggled to obtain.

Boundary talismans were similar to array talismans and beast soul talismans—special types of talismans passed down from the upper realms. In ancient times, only a few master forgers could make them, and they had long since disappeared.

Their primary function was limited but their power far exceeded ordinary talismans. If used properly, they could significantly aid in magical battles; however, if misused, it would be sheer waste.

Although the 百虫真人 hesitated, he quickly regained his resolve as he waved his sleeve. The boundary talisman began to levitate naturally.

Even though Lin Xuan was constantly using the 九天微步, he paid attention to what the other party was doing. His sense of caution increased, but strangely, no attacks came.

Lin Xuan became puzzled until a strange wave spread out, and his 九天微步 failed. The 天魔蚁 had already flown in front of him.
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Lin Xuan was shocked, wondering if the effects were from the talismans and charms used by the opponent just now.

However, there was no time for contemplation at this moment. The long spear formed by凝聚的天魔蚁 had already flown before him.

Startled, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a shield about the size of his palm shot out.

The shield's appearance was ancient and simple, with countless runes shimmering on its surface.

Of course, it was the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield.

This treasure’s defensive capabilities were formidable. However, for dealing with Separation Realm cultivators, it still had some shortcomings. Luckily, Lin Xuan had already re-cultivated this treasure after his last visit to the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain. Although it couldn't compare to supreme divine treasures, he was confident that it could withstand this attack.

Thoughts raced through his mind as the long spear stabbed into the surface of the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield.

A sound so sharp that it made one's teeth ache echoed in his ears, akin to countless ants gnawing on bones. Spirit light erupted, but the weak attack was still blocked.

Lin Xuan exhaled a sigh of relief and was about to use another divine technique when an ominous warning suddenly arose from within him.

Despite no prior signs, Lin Xuan's combat experience was rich enough for him to take in a deep breath as green light enveloped his body. He retreated sideways with incredible speed.

Rumble—

The sound of insects filled the air as the long spear failed to break through the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield but twisted into a whip instead.

绕过盾牌，狠狠地向林轩抽去。

"Damn it!"

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. How could he forget that this wasn't just any treasure; it was transformed by the Fiendish Ants.

Just an inch away from his chest, the whip-like form of the Fiendish Ants seemed like a venomous snake.

Retreat? It was too late. Dodge? Only the Nine Heavens Micro-step could help, but the barrier charm cast by the Hundred Insects True Immortal left no room for maneuvering.

In other words, all his techniques such as teleportation and the Nine Heavens Micro-step were useless. Of course, the strength of a barrier charm varied, so its effects weren't guaranteed.

This particular one could only affect Separation Realm cultivators at the early to mid-stage. If it had been Wangting Tower, with its formidable power, this barrier charm wouldn't have worked either.

Lin Xuan's strength was far greater than his peers, but compared to Wangting Tower, he was still inferior. Therefore, his Nine Heavens Micro-step technique was essentially useless now.

"Damn!"

There was no way to dodge and no time to use other defensive treasures. The Hundred Insects True Immortal's face showed a cruel smile as he hid behind the Fiendish Ants' shield, ready to attack or defend at will, standing invincible.

"You brat, refusing to take my offer and challenging fate. Just stepped into Separation Realm, you don't know your place," the Hundred Insects True Immortal said viciously. His eyes gleamed with excitement as he had unexpectedly gained a valuable treasure.

With clean hands, there was no need to fear offending the Skyward Pavilion. With a loud explosion, Lin Xuan was hit by the whip. A muffled groan escaped him, like a bird with broken wings falling from the sky.

The Hundred Insects True Immortal was delighted and clutched his hands, sending out a spell that caused insect sounds to boom. The Fiendish Ants transformed into a whip and spat out black-red flames at Lin Xuan.

He knew the power of his spirit insects well; even Separation Realm cultivators would be severely injured if hit without any defense.

The Fiendish Flames were no less powerful, so he believed this could kill the enemy. With these thoughts in mind, the Hundred Insects True Immortal flew towards Lin Xuan. He wasn't anxious but feared that it might be too late; his opponent's storage bracelet had also been destroyed.

Though unable to use teleportation, a thousand feet was nothing more than an instant. A red flame enveloped Lin Xuan as he fell.

The Hundred Insects True Immortal's face showed satisfaction, but soon, his smile froze. An ominous warning arose, and beads of cold sweat appeared on his back. The flames parted.

A faint silver light curtain appeared before him, and the so-called Fiendish Flames hadn't hit Lin Xuan at all.

This wasn't the main issue!

What shocked the old monster was that Lin Xuan's appearance had changed dramatically; he wore a colorful armor now.

There were no signs of injury on his face.

Could it be that the opponent deliberately showed weakness?

The art of forging armor had been lost for millions of years, and even Tianqiao Sect couldn't produce such good armor. Where did the opponent get this?

Before Lin Xuan's thoughts could fully form, he raised his right hand high. In his palm was a broken sword, and a layer of silver scales covered from his palm to his arm.

The sky reeked with rage as Lin Xuan had indeed feigned weakness. Fighting required both strength and strategy; when the Fiendish Ants' whip approached, there was no way for him to dodge, but he activated the Green Flame Qilin Armor.

To make this trick work, Lin Xuan had endured countless hardships and used numerous divine materials. Its defensive capabilities were naturally formidable.

Although his chest was hit, it only caused intense pain without any injury. He took advantage of this by pretending to fall.

This trick would have been easily exposed, but the Fiendish Ants' flames obscured the old monster's vision.

As they say, "Self-inflicted suffering cannot be undone." The Fiendish Flames were indeed formidable, but Mo'er had already summoned the Thousand Illusion Jiewen Shield, which transformed into a light curtain to envelop Lin Xuan. This was a supreme divine treasure; even the strongest Fiendish Flame couldn't harm him.

However, the little girl didn't appear and remained hidden in the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion as per her master's instructions.

Seeing that Lin Xuan was unharmed, the Hundred Insects True Immortal was shocked. As a Separation Realm cultivator, he might have lived comfortably, but his early years were filled with blood and gore, making him experienced in combat. He retreated upon realizing the danger.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't let this opportunity slip away; it was hard-won. Drawing in breath, he poured all his strength into the supreme divine treasure while also drawing in heavenly essence energy.

Taking advantage of his opponent's weakness, Lin Xuan would not spare him any mercy. With a resounding boom, an imposing sword spirit materialized and coalesced into a creature with the head of a qilin and the body of a horse, with wings on its back and silver scales shimmering like glass.

Qilin!

This was one of the divine beasts in the Spirit Realm, alongside phoenixes. Even if Lin Xuan had extensive experience, he believed that any other cultivator would recognize it too.

With its blood-red mouth wide open, it charged towards the opponent with a fearsome aura.

"Um… umm… Fellow Daoists and recommendation votes, thank you all very much!"
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Advancing to the Separation and Union stage, Lin Xuan naturally also refined his Treasure Coin Art to its third layer.

Initially, after successfully advancing, Lin Xuan didn't leave the Spirit Gathering Space right away. He lingered for a year or so, first to solidify his realm, and secondly to refine the new Treasure Coin Art.

Now, although he still couldn’t fully unleash the power of the Heaven-Piercing Treasure Artifact, compared to when he was at late-stage Core Formation, his strength had increased by more than several times.

The sword qi he sliced out wasn't silver-colored anymore; instead, it transformed into a vague image of a qilin.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel puzzled. Was this just a coincidence, or did the Demon Fate Sword in his hands have some connection to celestial beasts? Of course, at that moment, Lin Xuan didn’t have the heart to delve deeper into such matters.

He flicked his sleeves and dozens of blue-luminous sword qi shot out like fish swimming through water.

Wu...

The howling wind entered his ears as water essence energy rushed towards him. The sword light rapidly grew in intensity, expanding to over a dozen feet long within an instant.

This was exactly what Lin Xuan had anticipated.

In the next moment, that qilin-like monster charged forward with its blood-red maw wide open, emitting a deafening roar. A few wisps of cloud in the sky were shattered by this noise.

From the qilin's body, a mysterious light burst forth, surrounded by five-colored glassy spheres representing the Five Elements. Numerous runes, each about the size of a fist, spewed out endlessly, adding to the mystery and power.

The terrifying spiritual energy contained within left Lin Xuan feeling heart-stoppingly afraid.

How could he counter this attack?

A trace of satisfaction appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he watched the Demon Fate Ants being devoured by the light.

Silent and invisible!

However, what happened before his eyes was unbelievable. The light swelled and contracted, reducing the arrogant Demon Fate Ants to mere snowflakes in a blazing fire, melting away rapidly.

Although ancient texts stated that this insect's shell was extremely hard, except for rare ice attribute secret techniques, it could withstand most spells and artifacts, the truth was different. Just like how water can put out fire but too much heat turns it into steam, even though Demon Fate Ants ranked high on the Spirit Insect List, they couldn't withstand a single strike from the Heaven-Piercing Treasure Artifact.

This was due to Lin Xuan's advancement to Separation and Union; otherwise, if he had only reached the second layer of his Treasure Coin Art, it was uncertain whether silver-colored sword qi would be effective.

However, there were no 'ifs' in this world. Once something happened, it couldn't be changed.

In just an instant, nearly a thousand Demon Fate Ants were destroyed by the light's glow. The Demon Fate Immortal was both shocked and angry, feeling immense regret.

Countless efforts had been poured into cultivating these demonic insects to maturity; even at the same stage, other cultivators would avoid them.

Originally, his plan hadn't gone wrong, but he never dreamed that the opponent would have a Heaven-Piercing Treasure Artifact such an extraordinary item.

After all, such grade artifacts were rarely seen by Separation and Union cultivators, most of whom had only replicas as prized possessions.

According to what Lin Xuan knew, there were only two genuine ones: one in Tianglou's hands with unparalleled power, the other passed down from his sect’s ancestor—this was the current Hundred Spirit Bell.

However, there was a certain helplessness. Although the Hundred Spirit Bell was a Treasure Artifact, it neither excelled at defense nor had any significant offensive capabilities; it was merely an auxiliary item.

Of course, this didn't mean the Hundred Spirit Bell lacked utility—it was passed down through generations as a treasure precisely because of its importance. Without it, Lin Xuan couldn’t have allowed the Demon Fate Ants to recognize his ownership. However, such a treasure wasn't suitable for combat.

The only other imitation Treasure Artifact from Tianya Haidie Pavilion was this small sword in his hands—where did it come from?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but he still couldn't resolve the current crisis.

Watching as the Demon Fate Ants were devoured layer by layer, the Demon Fate Immortal's heart seemed to be bleeding.

Furious!

He roared and punched his chest. A stream of essence blood spewed out from his mouth.

This old monster wasn’t about to give up easily; he repeatedly spat several more times.

After using his true essence energy, his face turned as pale as paper, but his eyes were bloodshot with madness.

"Go!"

With a wave of the old monster's hand, the light condensed into a bloody mist that entered the Demon Fate Ants' insect shell.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed. The outer layer of Demon Fate Ants self-destructed after absorbing their master’s essence blood.

Instantly, black-red demonic flames erupted and clashed with the five-colored light in mid-air.

The qilin's momentum was halted, giving the Demon Fate Immortal a chance to retreat.

In just that brief moment, his Demon Fate Ants lost one-third. The old monster looked on with regret, wishing he could tear Lin Xuan limb from limb.

But if he couldn’t resolve the issue, it mattered more whether he had the capability to implement a solution.

Lin Xuan had seized an advantage and wouldn't let the other party dictate the pace of events.

Now that he was at Separation and Union, Lin Xuan didn’t believe he would lose to a peer. The power of the Heaven-Piercing Treasure Artifact far exceeded his expectations, leaving him with a satisfied expression.

However, this treasure also had its drawbacks; not only did it consume essence energy, but there was also a cooldown period between uses.

In short, it had a recharge process.

While seemingly insignificant on the surface, in combat, these drawbacks could be detrimental… giving the other party breathing room.

Of course, Lin Xuan still had other treasures. Whether it was the Dragon Tooth or True Spirit Strike, they all possessed awe-inspiring power.

But Lin Xuan didn’t plan to use them.

Fighting alone was too exhausting.

The cultivation world didn't adhere to fairness principles; victory was paramount. Why not ask Yue'er for help?

Thoughts raced through his mind as a beautiful maiden appeared before him.

She wore white robes, barefoot, almost like a celestial fairy descending from the heavens.

The Demon Fate Immortal's eyes widened in fear.

It wasn’t because of Yue'er’s beauty; he was terrified.

How could there be another Separation and Union cultivator?

Did his eyes deceive him?

And even more unbelievable, she had appeared out of thin air. So, Lin Xuan’s possession of the Heavenly Fortune Mansion made sense? But how likely was that?

The Heavenly Fortune Mansion was a rare item, its importance comparable to late-stage Core Formation puppets.

The Tianqiao Sect also had few such items; it wasn’t even certain if important figures within the sect possessed them.

But at this moment, thinking about these matters was meaningless.

Now, the key point was that he faced two Separation and Union cultivators while being alone.

Lin Xuan could no longer handle him, and although she had just advanced to Separation and Union, who knew what kind of reverse-natured spells she might possess.

A wise man knows when to yield; adapting to circumstances was the sensible choice. Despite his reluctance, the Demon Fate Immortal showed signs of retreating.

But wanting to retreat wasn’t so easy.

Lin Xuan’s creed was either do nothing or kill and silence—neither for fear of involving Tianya Haidie Pavilion nor because he didn't want to create a formidable enemy.

The saying went: "Fear not the thief, but the one who covets." Lin Xuan didn’t want to be ambushed by a peer on any given day.

Danger had to be eliminated before it could grow.

Thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan signaled Yue'er with a glance.

After centuries of wind and rain, they were already in sync.

The beautiful girl's face showed a gentle smile, but her eyes revealed a hint of killing intent. Her hand flipped, revealing an oval-shaped stone in her palm.

No one would have guessed it had anything to do with the Asura King.

The Yin-Yang Treasure Box was Xiao Tao’s true form and ranked among the Celestial Mansion's wonders.

Most of its power was sealed within Yue'er's memory.

It was said that the Asura King himself had done this, but no one knew the deeper meaning behind it.

Yue'er rejected her past identity; she wouldn’t think about it. She merely held the Yin-Yang Treasure Box and poured all her essence energy into it.

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded before his eyes.

A mysterious light burst forth, and in its place was a crescent-shaped short sword no more than a foot long, exquisitely crafted.
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At the handshake area, there were many gemstones. Lin Xuan had previously thought they were just decorations, but now he realized how wrong he was. Not only did these gems serve an aesthetic purpose, but they could also absorb primordial qi from the heavens and earth.

The key point is that this absorption happened on its own, without needing Moon's intervention as the master.

This made it both convenient and effective; far superior to ordinary treasures. All elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—as well as demonic energy and yin spirit power, were absorbed into the Illusory Moon玄月剑.

"Is this some kind of treasure?"

Bai Chong Zhenren was already staring in disbelief. He had seen many things in his long life, but today's events were unprecedented. He felt like he was dreaming, yet his emotions could only be described as gloomy and shocked.

Now, the thought wasn't about revenge, but merely surviving.

Moon didn't care what the other was thinking; this guy dared to fight with the young master, so in her eyes, he deserved death.

In Moon's mind, Lin Xuan was always right. With a gentle wave of her jade hand, she cast an ethereal light across the sky, like a celestial maiden dancing.

A faint green glow appeared.

Within that glow, a beautiful woman seemed to appear and disappear, only to transform into a grotesque skull in an instant.

Terrifying attacks swept towards the opponent.

The old monster's eyes showed fear. While he was still some distance from Moon, his ordinary escape light couldn't avoid it, but instantaneous teleportation could. As a Separation Realm cultivator, he had several hidden tricks up his sleeve, including insect repelling techniques and wood遁术.

This was one of the Five Elements遁术, just as powerful as instantaneous teleportation.

But heaven's wrath cannot be avoided; self-inflicted suffering is inevitable.

The foolish decision would come with a price. At this moment, he could only endure it helplessly.

Facing the skeletal figure created by the green glow, Bai Chong Zhenren threw out a tool shaped like a spade. In mid-air, it transformed into a demonic beast that emitted a beam of light.

But it was futile.

Though this cultivator was at the peak of Separation Realm, his specialty was insect repelling techniques. His other treasures and spells were unremarkable, even mundane.

To a peer, those might be extraordinary, but against an Incubus Realm cultivator, they would be easily destroyed.

The light beam met the skeletal figure and shattered like bubbles in water. No trace remained. Bai Chong Zhenren's eyes flashed with anger as a loud bang echoed. The spade-shaped monster exploded into pieces.

From afar, Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire the old man's courage. He had first self-destructed his spirit insects, then discarded his life-bound treasure without hesitation. Such boldness was impressive.

However, from another perspective, it showed he was running out of tricks.

With no second thoughts, Lin Xuan emitted a blinding green light and charged at Bai Chong Zhenren with incredible speed.

Cracking sounds filled the air as multicolored lights swirled around his right hand, which transformed into a sharp talon.

Transformed!

At the Separation Realm stage, Lin Xuan's Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens诀 had reached its fifth level. He could partially transform parts of his body; his right hand now resembled a phoenix's claw.

With fierce precision, he grabbed at Bai Chong Zhenren's head.

Bai Chong Zhenren's face showed fear. Impossible! This kid was still an immortal cultivator?

He doubted what he saw, but the overwhelming demonic aura seemed to confirm it.

Frustrating!

Although there were thousands of demon ants left, most had been injured by the explosion earlier and weren't suitable for combat. However, Bai Chong Zhenren's reputation as a master of demonic insects was well-deserved; his collection wasn't limited to one type.

He reached out and summoned another spirit beast pouch.

Rotten and pungent, this batch of demon insects was different from the previous ones.

Instead of swarming like clouds, there was only one.

Over two meters long, it resembled a giant mantis. A powerful demonic aura rose into the air.

The demon insect immediately raised its large front limbs, slashing at Lin Xuan's head.

What kind of demon insect was this? Lin Xuan didn't bother thinking about the Immortal Beast List; his escape light continued unimpeded as he grabbed for the blocking insect with a fierce claw.

Victory in battle goes to the brave. Lin Xuan knew the power of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens and had no doubts.

Bai Chong Zhenren's face showed cruel satisfaction. While this ghost mantis ranked lower than the demon ants, its front limbs were far more formidable than ordinary ancient treasures.

If that kid had used his shield to defend, he would have easily blocked it. But he made a fatal mistake by using mimicry to directly confront it.

After all, a cultivator's strength depended primarily on their realm, but also significantly on the cultivation technique they practiced. Mimicking different demon races could result in vastly different strengths.

According to what Bai Chong Zhenren knew, only certain celestial spirits had claws as hard and sharp as this ghost mantis's large blade.

Moreover, using mimicry techniques, while it allowed transformation, still fell short compared to the original creature.

This kid's secret treasures were top-notch, but he was young and overly confident.

Thoughts raced through his mind. A loud tearing sound echoed, leaving Bai Chong Zhenren in shock as Lin Xuan's transformed claw easily slit open the ghost mantis's abdomen.

Impossible!

The front limbs of this insect should have been far more sharp and hard than ancient treasures; how could they be so easily torn apart?

Only astonishment remained. But the old monster knew it wasn't the time to stare in disbelief.

His eyes filled with hatred, his face glowed with an intense red light as Lin Xuan charged like a bolt of lightning. With no room for courtesy, he unleashed a terrifying demonic aura and grabbed at Bai Chong Zhenren's head with a fierce claw.

Squeal… The piercing sound was so sharp that space seemed to distort. Lin Xuan's attack was beyond description; Bai Chong Zhenren had nowhere to hide as his primordial qi shield shattered like an air bubble.

A scream filled the air as he lost his head.
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Victory!

Moon's eyes were filled with joy, but Lin Xuan's expression was much more serious. The claw did hit the opponent, but it didn't manage to eliminate them.

After all, advancing to the Separation stage wasn’t that easy; one wouldn't fall so easily.

At the critical moment, the opponent used a hidden technique. Although Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure of the details, it was clearly similar to the Demonic School's "Substitute Transmigration."

The opponent had escaped.

Lin Xuan frowned and quickly released his divine sense. Soon he had his reward. With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring shot out.

Earthly primordial qi rushed in; on one side, snowflakes fell heavily, while on the other side, flames burned fiercely.

The five elements complemented each other but didn't necessarily repel each other. If they could be used together, their combined power would greatly increase. Double attribute treasures?

Old Man Spider's voice was hoarse to the extreme.

Inside the light barrier, Old Man Spider was shocked. Countless butterflies surrounded his body, but with the protection of the Hundred Spirit Bell, those butterflies merely circled and danced around him as if they were afraid of that purple light barrier.

"Divine Treasure through all realms—can manipulate primordial qi from both the positive and negative sides, can control the five elements… This kid must have inherited someone's legacy. He’s defying heaven to this extent; given time, he might surpass Wangting Tower." Old Man Spider's face showed a complex expression, filled with admiration behind his anger.

But soon, his expression turned vicious again: "Even if you're a prodigy, how will you escape the mouths of these butterflies? Water primordial qi didn’t work. Do you think fire will?"

As he spoke, the flames from the firebirds met the insect cloud.

Each flamebird opened its mouth and shot out purple flames about as thick as a thumb. The power was comparable to an advanced婴火of an Incubus, thanks to the integration of primordial qi.

However, the butterflies ignored them, each opening their mouths and spewing black mist.

The flames froze, turning into black icicles.

The remaining black mist surged towards Lin Xuan.

"Impossible… these butterflies are even harder to deal with than I imagined."

Without hesitation, he cast a spell in front of him. The Black Gold Dragon Shield flashed, and a silver light barrier appeared before his body.

Soon, the black mist approached. As soon as it touched the shield, its divine light dimmed greatly. Lin Xuan frowned and brought out the Magic Bond Sword.

Unlike Lin Xuan's troubles, on the other side, facing the insect cloud, Moon’s face showed a dazed expression. She had never seen these butterflies before, but for some reason, she felt an inexplicable familiarity… Could it be due to her past life?

"Silver Moon Butterfly!" The little girl softly muttered, giving them a nice name. Her mind was filled with many things.

If it were any other time, the little girl would have been terrified, but now, such a dazed expression flashed by quickly. She had experienced this before.

Though she wanted to avoid it, her identity as King of the Asuras was undeniable. Moon bit her teeth.

Suddenly, her mouth opened wide, and a sharp light shot out from her small lips. Then, lifting her jade hand, she gently wrapped it around her wrist.

Blood dripped down, and with a breath of essence energy, it mixed with the blood. With a loud pop, a blood mist about ten feet in diameter appeared before her.

It continued to spread, quickly covering an area of several square feet. Moon's lips parted, and she recited ancient and obscure incantations.

The blood mist surged, then approached the insects.

Strange as it was, there was no stench; instead, a sweet fragrance filled the air.

The butterflies seemed to see their most delicious food, becoming frenzied. They spread their wings and dove into that blood mist, greedily devouring it.

Moon's face showed a hint of joy. The things that appeared in her mind were indeed useful.

That blood mist seemed to have magical power; not only did it attract the insects around Moon, but those surrounding Lin Xuan’s butterflies also flew back.

Lin Xuan had already taken out his Magic Bond Sword and was dumbfounded at this sight.

Could these butterflies be阴司 creatures with a special connection to the Asura King of his past life?

He naturally guessed so, but it didn’t matter. The key was that the danger was over. Seeing the little girl extend her hand, the butterflies surrounded her in a dance, as if recognizing their master.

Lin Xuan's astonishment vanished, replaced by joy. It turned out to be a perfect ending after all.

Old Man Spider gritted his teeth; he wouldn’t have believed such an absurd scene had he not witnessed it with his own eyes.

But facts were facts; sulking couldn't solve the problem. Not only did they fail to defeat their opponent, but they also gave away these precious insects for nothing.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of anger as he fiercely slashed at the opponent with his Magic Bond Sword.

Moon naturally wouldn’t let her lord fight alone. Her hand flipped, and the Illusory Moon Mystic Light Sword reappeared before her.

Old Man Spider’s face turned pale; he had used all his strength, but now there was nothing left to turn things around.

Poor old monster of the Separation stage, who had intimidated Yunzhou for centuries, was now like a fish on a chopping board. His final resistance was just futile struggles.

In just a few breaths, screams filled the air, full of malice. He couldn’t use any secret techniques like Substitution Transmigration this time.

With his physical body destroyed, only an inch-long Incubus remained in mid-air. However, its form was much more stable than that of an Incubus.

The Incubus showed no intention to escape because the talisman prevented it from using instant teleportation.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and was about to strike with a palm. The Incubus's weak voice echoed: "You can't kill me. My essence lamp is still in the sect, so if you kill me, there will be secret techniques to spread your name. Then, Wangting Tower and Heavenly Sea Pavilion will become eternal enemies."

"Oh!" Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of hesitation.

Old Man Spider was overjoyed, ready to flatter him, but he noticed Lin Xuan's surface hesitation and the deep contempt in his eyes. He sensed danger, but it was too late. A space fluctuation appeared above his head as a green hand emerged, grabbing him.
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You.

The婴's face was filled with resentment as he glared at Lin Xuan. However, a faint trace of mockery flashed across the corner of Lin Xuan's lips: "Now that things have come to this point, you and I are already mortal enemies who will never stop until one of us is dead. If we don't act cleanly, do you think I'll let you go back just so you can reincarnate someday and seek revenge against me?"

"You're not afraid of the Spirit Control Sect, right?"

"The Spirit Control Sect... With the loss of a cultivator in the Separation Stage, it's uncertain whether they can maintain their current status. Do you really think your sect has any chance to challenge my Skyfarer Pavilion without our intervention? The major forces with grudges against your sect will surely act if given the opportunity. If fate is kind, I might even consider using a well-deserved fall for them. After all, both the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and the厉海Valley have already been eradicated from the cultivation world, so adding one more of your sect wouldn't make much difference."

Lin Xuan's tone was extremely calm, but his words left the婴 in shock. This guy had always been playing a pig to be eaten by a tiger. Although he just entered the Separation Stage, his vicious and cunning mind far surpassed that of others.

A hint of regret flashed across his eyes, but it was too late for him to say anything now. Lin Xuan would not make such a foolish mistake after experiencing so much.

With a hand gesture, more greenish霞lightning shot out, enveloping the婴. Lin Xuan began to perform soul-searching techniques.

After a full cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes. The婴's eyes were much dimmer compared to before, showing signs of daze.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and Mo'er also instinctively summoned the Beast Soul Banner. For this treasure, the元婴of a cultivator in the Separation Stage was a great tonic, greatly enhancing its power after being refined.

With the powerful enemy eliminated, the surrounding primordial energy returned to normal.

Beside Mo'er, countless butterflies danced in the air. However, Lin Xuan's face no longer showed any signs of caution; these terrifying spirit insects had been subdued by his beloved wife.

Far away, several unclaimed treasures still floated there. Lin Xuan flashed and caught them with his hands, then examined them carefully.

For now, he didn't bother with the storage bag. The ancient bell was simple in design, and through soul-searching techniques, Lin Xuan knew its origin clearly.

Sure enough, it was a treasure of the same level as the魔缘Sword.

Although it only had auxiliary effects, as a Through Heaven Treasure, it couldn't be useless. Lin Xuan happily stored it away.

Unlike other treasures, spirit treasures did not have a master recognition system; anyone who mastered the Through Treasure Technique could use them.

Lin Xuan then sank his divine awareness into the storage bag.

As an cultivator in the Separation Stage and the leader of the Spirit Control Sect, this old monster's assets were undoubtedly substantial.

Lin Xuan found two top-grade crystal stones. There were also several other treasures, but his eyesight was incredibly high; he merely glanced at them before setting them aside.

From inside, he took out a jade cylinder with a faint golden hue. Indeed, Lin Xuan had never seen such material before. After playing with it for a moment, he sank his divine awareness into it. Large characters immediately appeared before him: "Spirit Control Heart."

This jade cylinder was a secret of the Spirit Control Sect, containing all sorts of experiences and insights on cultivating spirit insects and nurturing spirit beasts.

The Spirit Control Sect ranked among the five major forces in Cloud Province, so its foundation was extremely deep. Unlike other sects, what made their cultivators terrifying were not their cultivation techniques or treasures but their ability to control spirit beasts and insects.

And the content of this jade cylinder recorded exactly those experiences, with the most precious ones left by late-stage元婴and old monsters. Compared to his experience in the Moonshade Clan's list of spirit insects from the mortal world, it was a vast difference. The mortal world spirit insect list merely did simple rankings and had many inaccuracies, whereas "Spirit Control Heart" provided much more detailed information.

The spirit insect section was just one part; there were also sections on spirit beasts, flying birds, and land beasts—countless in number. After a full cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan finally raised his head with a look of joy. Don't underestimate this "Spirit Control Heart"; it contained the hearts and minds of generations of ancestors from the Spirit Control Sect. Its value was comparable to that of Through Heaven Treasures, making this truly a significant find.

Through soul-searching techniques, Lin Xuan knew there were no other cultivators in the Separation Stage at the Spirit Control Sect now. In other words, even if there were any元神lamps left, he wouldn't have anything to fear from their supposed revenge.

After all, revenge required strength. If the opponent was foolish enough to continue, Lin Xuan wasn't averse to going back to the Spirit Control Sect and thoroughly eliminating it as he had said—cruel and ruthless.

With his mind made up, there were still many other items in the storage bag. Lin Xuan carefully placed them inside, and a flash of light revealed several bottles and jars before him.

They seemed to contain spirit pills, but when he uncorked one, the smell was peculiar.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as a look of thoughtfulness appeared on his face. Could it be...

He sank his divine awareness into "Spirit Control Heart" again, and sure enough, these spirit pills weren't meant for humans; they were used to feed spirit insects.

This overturned Lin Xuan's previous knowledge; after raising the Jade Lotus Bees for so long, he had only fed them some spirit flowers and herbs but never thought of refining special pills for them.

Obtaining this item might solve the problem of not being able to fully mature the Jade Lotus Bees.

Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted, but it wasn't a good time to study it in detail.

He carefully placed the jade cylinder and bottles into the storage bag. Mo'er's slender hand traced an odd path through the air, and before Lin Xuan could react, the butterflies swarmed towards her and actually entered the little girl's body.

Lin Xuan was shocked and immediately flew over: "Mo'er, are you okay?"

"Of course I'm fine, my lord, don't worry." The young lady combed her hair and smiled sweetly at Lin Xuan.

"But..."

It wasn't surprising that Lin Xuan was stunned; this overturned his understanding. In the cultivation world, spirit pets were usually kept in spirit beast bags, but...

Who would believe him if he told anyone about it?

"Life Spring?" Lin Xuan was surprised. What was that? He had never heard of it before.

"This..." Mo'er wrinkled her nose and looked embarrassed: "What is a life sign? I'm not sure either; this term just popped up in my mind."
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Lin Xuan fell into a silence. Moon was the reincarnation of the Arrogant Demon King, though many things had been sealed away. Her memories hadn't fully returned, but occasionally, some scattered fragments would surface.

The so-called Life Spring might be beyond his current level to touch. Moon could use it because of her bloodline from her past life.

That demon butterfly was now contained within the Life Spring and should not harm her.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan's expression regained its composure.

"Moon, if you feel any discomfort, let me know immediately."

"Mistress, I understand; there’s no need for you to worry. The Life Spring is what it does, even though I'm still a bit confused about it, I can sense its effects," Moon raised her head and smiled slightly as she spoke.

"Sense the effects?" "Yes." The little girl opened her cherry lips and explained in detail, "The Life Spring is similar to the dantian and the spirit sea. Although the specific functions are unclear, just like a cultivator’s treasure can be nurtured within the dantian, spiritual insects and beasts can also be stored within the Life Spring, using the true essence of the cultivator for nourishment. This way, without much effort, you can accelerate the maturation of these creatures. Moreover, after consuming their master's essence qi, the spiritual insect and its host will merge in spirit."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, still a bit puzzled. Since he had reached the Separation stage, he could now roughly touch the laws of nature; why store the Five Elements Essence Qi within the Life Spring when it was available at any time?

Lin Xuan's thoughts were filled with questions.

However, soon, he burst out laughing. What did it matter? The Life Spring should be something only higher-stage cultivators would encounter. When he advanced further in the Immortal Dao, the mystery would naturally unravel.

Thinking about these matters now was meaningless.

With that thought, Lin Xuan dismissed all his杂念. He had originally come to search for the treasures of the Blood Demon of Heavenly Mulberry but ended up with many unexpected gains after a fierce battle.

He felt like heaven treated him well; he wouldn't let go of the Blood Demon's treasure either. Through soul-searching techniques, he knew that Lady White Butterfly came here to find butterflies and hadn’t found any other treasures.

The items should still be on this island.

Lin Xuan turned his head, looking at a spot about a thousand feet ahead. The two mountain peaks had been reduced to rubble by their efforts.

With his divine sense released, there was no收获!

Lin Xuan's face showed some confusion but didn't lose heart. He waved his sleeves and summoned numerous tools shaped like hoes from the sky. There were thousands of them in various sizes.

Satisfied with this, Lin Xuan could now easily mobilize the essence qi of heaven and earth, making excavation much easier compared to before.

The island was vast, but he would dig three feet deep and find everything left by the Blood Demon of Heavenly Mulberry.

"Mistress, do you want to help?"

Moon's words were followed by her actions. With a wave of her hand, she condensed essence qi into pitchforks that shone brightly as they dug into the ground.

Half a month passed unnoticed.

A streak of blood cut through the sky and flew towards the horizon.

The ordinary-looking youth had a hint of disappointment in his eyes. He and Moon had thoroughly searched this deserted island but found nothing, not even a trace of the Blood Demon of Heavenly Mulberry's treasure.

Lin Xuan was certain they hadn't missed anything; it seemed the treasure didn’t exist at all.

However, Red Heaven Immortal wouldn’t lie to him. The map must have been faulty.

Lin Xuan sighed deeply. It wasn’t entirely depressing, but he understood his situation better after careful thought. Cultivators should be content with what they had. They already had so many gains: the Profound Treasure of the Five-Colored Mountains and the Heart of Spirit Control, not to mention the ice moon demon butterfly Moon obtained.

What more could one desire? Greed would only bring trouble.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan's expression brightened as he let out a long howl. The streak of blood became even more dazzling. At his current cultivation level, his speed was astonishing.

In an instant, he covered thousands of miles without exaggeration. Occasionally, when meeting other cultivators, they only saw a brilliant light flash by and didn't understand what had happened before Lin Xuan was already several miles away.

The other cultivators were naturally alarmed. Some thought it was a ghost appearing in broad daylight, while others believed they witnessed a deity descending from the heavens.

After all, the strength of someone at the Separation stage was beyond their imagination.

Lin Xuan's target was the Five-Colored Mountains. Although he knew from Fairy Ruyan that a hundred years ago, Vicky remained unharmed, Lin Xuan still wanted to see her after such a long separation.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away from Yunzhou’s outer sea.

In Tianzhou, in the Demon Realm Mountains.

In a deep and dark cave, a non-descript figure suddenly let out a fierce roar. Under the faint light, it could be seen that Tan Xiaojian's face was twisted with rage, his eyes bloodshot, veins bulging on his neck, and traces of blood seeping from his features as he panted like an injured beast.

Despite his appearance, the spiritual pressure emanating from him was shocking. Although unstable, it seemed to have reached late-stage Immortal Core.

"Hmm, not bad, your talent is inferior to mine but still a rare genius. A hundred years of effort has brought such breakthroughs. Fine, let me help you further."

A non-male and non-female voice echoed in his ears as an astonishing amount of essence qi rose into the sky, gathering all nearby heaven and earth essence qi around that slender figure before forming a black beam that entered Tan Xiaojian's body.

"Ah!"

Tan Xiaojian’s voice grew even more agonizing. However, shortly after, his spiritual pressure surged, reaching the peak of Immortal Core with remarkable stability.

"How about this? Did I deceive you?" Feng Liang’s voice carried a hint of satisfaction.

"Hmph, you promised that decades would be enough for me to reach Separation stage, but it took a hundred years just to reach late-stage Immortal Core and was so painful," Tan Xiaojian said in a low tone, though his face showed some joy.

Though the other party failed to fulfill their promise, this advancement speed was already astonishing.

"Oh, you really want to reach Separation stage? Actually, there is a way."

Feng Liang’s shocking words rang out.
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The outer sea of Yunzhou was vast. However, with Lin Xuan's current cultivation and divine power, his swift flight was something that outsiders could hardly imagine.

A distance of a million miles took him no more than a day and night.

When the sun rose from the horizon, a majestic spirit mountain loomed in front of his eyes.

Revisiting an old place, a hint of nostalgia appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

Remembering the last time he came here, he met Elder Heavenly Lion along the way, encountering some twists and turns, but it only deepened their bond with Yuanyuan.

If two hearts are truly for each other, what does it matter if they can't be together every day?

Although the chaotic demon aura forced them to temporarily part ways, Lin Xuan believed that they would meet again.

Now that he had reached the Separation and Union stage, his goal of living together was closer. He was sure that Yuanyuan would be overjoyed upon seeing him.

The saying "near home makes one timid" came to mind as he thought about how close his beloved wife was. His heart raced with anticipation. This had nothing to do with cunning or scheming; it was simply a genuine emotion.

It seemed that Lin Xuan's feelings were sensed by the Moon in the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion, who sighed softly and admitted that she wasn't jealous at all—though how could she not be?

What could she do? Could she pout and fuss, or even leave her master?

If it had been the Arhats of his past life, he would have already drawn his sword. The King of Hell was known for his bold and resolute nature; she would rather let a faithless man die so that she could mourn him for all eternity.

In short, there was no room for sand in the eyes of the Queen of Hell.

But Moon was different. She had a gentle and weak personality. While it hurt her to see Lin Xuan being unfaithful, she would never raise her voice at him or even say anything harsh.

She was a woman with a heart of water, willing to suffer silently rather than show any displeasure towards Lin Xuan.

Fortunately, Xiao Tao was still fast asleep; otherwise, seeing the mistress upset and jealous might have caused her to lose it and go all out against that unfaithful carrot-top.

It had taken him three hundred years to reach the Separation and Union stage—so slow he felt like a pig. His looks were worse than his intelligence, and yet he still managed to win the heart of the mistress. He was truly a sinner who should be thrown into hell, tortured on a blade mountain, and fried in oil.

Fortunately, this was just hypothetical; Xiao Tao was still sound asleep.

As for what would happen when she woke up, Lin Xuan didn't need to think about it now.

Men were always more careless than women. Lin Xuan did not notice Moon's disappointment as he felt elated at the thought of seeing Yuanyuan again.

With less than ten miles left from the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain, Lin Xuan slightly suppressed his divine power, causing his flight to dim.

This was not for hiding his tracks but rather to avoid drawing too much attention.

One reason was that低调 was his principle; another was that this was the abode of the Five-Colored Fairy—a place where he did not want to be overly conspicuous and disrespectful.

As the saying goes, "When you can't see a monk's face, look at the Buddha's." The Five-Colored Fairy was Yuanyuan's aunt, in other words, his senior. Even though Lin Xuan had reached the Separation and Union stage, he always respected his elders.

Although he suppressed his aura, Lin Xuan did not deliberately hide his presence. Such a powerful existence arriving here would surely be noticed by the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain.

In a deep valley within the mountain, an elegantly dressed woman was meditating. Suddenly, she opened her eyes and showed signs of surprise and uncertainty.

But soon, her expression turned calm as she recognized the aura of an old monster at the Separation and Union stage from long ago—Lin Xuan himself.

"Only a hundred years have passed, yet he has truly reached the Separation and Union stage."

A hint of envy flashed in the Five-Colored Fairy's eyes. Demon races lived much longer than humans, but there were rules in this world, and heaven was fair.

Compared to humans, demons found it even harder to advance, but Lin Xuan had managed to reach the Separation and Union stage in just over three hundred years—quite shocking for a human. He might not be the first or last such person, but from ancient times until now, there were only a handful of people who could match his extraordinary abilities.

He was truly a genius. Not only did he have an excellent spirit root, but his luck was so good that it was enviable.

Recalling how he had vanished mysteriously during the battle on Immortal Isle a hundred years ago, she stood up from her cushion.

In fact, several days earlier, she had received a flying sword message from Dream Like Beauty, inviting her as a guest to attend Lin Xuan and Moon's initiation ceremony into the sect.

At first, she was skeptical and did not go.

Now that reality was before her eyes, the Five-Colored Fairy felt deep envy. Since he had reached the Separation and Union stage, they were now peers in strength.

Moreover, the divine techniques he cultivated were so extraordinary that it was highly likely that his power exceeded hers.

In a world where strength ruled, with Yuanyuan here, Lin Xuan would not show disrespect. But out of respect for her and himself, she should personally greet him.

With this thought, the Five-Colored Fairy transformed into a streak of brilliant light and flew out of her abode.

By now, Lin Xuan was only ten miles away from the spirit mountain. Every plant and tree on the mountain were clearly visible to his enhanced senses after reaching the Separation and Union stage—both his divine sense and physical perception had greatly improved with each advancement.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he stopped abruptly in mid-air.

From afar, a melody of celestial music drifted towards him.

Following this, fragrant flowers rained down from the sky, turning it into a colorful flower shower.

A group of beautiful maids appeared before his eyes, standing gracefully in two rows, each consisting of twelve girls around seventeen or eighteen years old, with delicate features and holding lanterns.

They were not human women; their bodies emitted a faint demon aura.

Generally, demons only transformed from their animal forms to humans after reaching the fourth stage and entering the Shapeshifting Realm. However, there were exceptions.

Some weaker demon races could open their minds and transform into humans without reaching the fourth stage due to their limited cultivation potential.

These demons found it hard to survive in the world of cultivators and usually relied on powerful forces for protection.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over these demon maids but did not linger. Beyond them, a colorful cloud appeared before his eyes.
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Above the auspicious clouds stood a woman in elegant palace attire, around thirty-seven or eight years old. Although she was no longer young, her bearing exuded an extraordinary grace.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her, and a hint of surprise flashed in his eyes.

Just a hundred years had passed, yet she had managed to advance to the middle stage of Separation and Union.

After a moment’s thought, Lin Xuan felt relieved. The last time he came here, Five-Color Fairy was already at the peak of the early stage of Separation and Union. She wasn't unwilling to break through; it was just that she lacked suitable pills to suppress her inner demons.

And the three gifts he had given her—such as the Heaven-Inverting Pill—were exactly what could drive away those demons. With such a treasure assisting her, Five-Color Fairy's advancement made perfect sense.

"Congratulations, Fairy. In a hundred years, not only has your appearance become more enchanting, but your cultivation has also reached unparalleled depths. Given that you have advanced to the middle stage of Separation and Union, ascending to the Spirit Realm is highly possible."

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully as he spoke these flattering words.

"Fellow Daoist Lin, you are too kind. My advancement owes much to your generous gifts. Besides, although I have reached the middle stage, how can I compare with Fellow Daoist who broke through the Separation and Union barrier in just a hundred years?"

Unlike last time, Five-Color Fairy was unusually polite, not acting like an elder. After all, in the cultivation world, it's about strength, and Lin Xuan, so young to reach the Separation and Union stage, had good chances of ascending to the Spirit Realm.

The guests enjoyed themselves as they exchanged pleasantries. Then, together, they flew towards Five-Color Spiritual Mountain.

After seating themselves in the grand hall, servants brought them wine and fruit.

Five-Color clapped her hands, and a group of female cultivators came up to perform dances. The hospitality was indeed thorough.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed some strange emotions; he knew she was here, but where was his beloved Yuan-Yuan?

With a slight unease, Lin Xuan remained composed, showing no signs of disturbance on his face as Five-Color repeatedly urged him to drink. He drank with equal enthusiasm and exchanged cultivation insights with her.

The Phoenix Dance Nine Heavensdecision-making formula or诀窍 (trick/trade secret) he practiced was a mimicry technique, and since peacocks were distant relatives of phoenixes, their techniques shared some similarities. Five-Color revealed no secrets during this exchange, and Lin Xuan gained much from it.

On the path to spiritual enlightenment, guidance can help one avoid many detours. Lin Xuan's face lit up with a sincere smile: "Thank you, Fairy. I will always remember your advice."

Five-Color smiled: "Fellow Daoist Lin, you are too kind. Openness and honesty in our exchange is the most important thing. Without your gift of the Heaven-Inverting Pill, my advancement would be uncertain. This is merely a small token of appreciation."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan chuckled as he took a sip from his fruit wine: "I have another question for you, Fairy."

"Are you asking about Yuan-Yuan?"

Five-Color's face showed a hint of strangeness.

"Yes."

"She is currently meditating in the back mountain."

"But why doesn't she come to see me?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. He had thought his wife might be out traveling or deep in seclusion, but it turned out she was just quietly meditating and could have easily interrupted her practice if needed.

"Ah...," Five-Color sighed: "It's hard for me to explain in a few words. You will understand when you see for yourself."

Lin Xuan nodded and asked: "May I ask Fairy to lead the way?"

"I won't go with you; just head there on your own. The barriers along the way are already deactivated," Five-Color said, waving her sleeves. A jade cylinder appeared before him.

Lin Xuan injected his spirit into it and soon returned a bow to Five-Color: "Thank you." He transformed into a streak of light and left the grand hall.

"Yuan-Yuan is such an unfortunate soul," Five-Color sighed, showing concern on her face.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan flew out of the grand hall at great speed. Just as he was about to head for Yuan-Yuan's cave, a white light flashed, and Mo'er emerged from the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion.

She looked hesitant, as if she wanted to speak but couldn't find the words.

"Mo'er, what is it?" Lin Xuan frowned, surprised by her appearance.

"Master, you have something to say with Sister Yuan-Yuan. I should stay here."

"Oh,"

Lin Xuan was taken aback and felt a bit ashamed. Still, he knew what had happened couldn't be undone: "Mo'er, I'm sorry."

Mo'er smiled sweetly but looked slightly disappointed from the depths of her eyes.

"Master, I have no grudge against you. You and Sister Yuan-Yuan haven't seen each other in a hundred years; there's much to say. It would be better if I stayed here," she said with a smile.

Lin Xuan sighed: "Mo'er, I'm sorry." He gently hugged the little girl before flying towards the back mountain.

Despite its grandeur and vastness, Five-Color Spiritual Mountain was quickly reached by Lin Xuan's swift flight. It was a tranquil valley shrouded in light mist.

As his figure landed, the mist swirled, and soon a melodious female voice echoed: "Great King, you are here. Please return. I won't see you now."

"Why?" Lin Xuan was surprised to ask.

"Nothing is wrong; Yuan-Yuan is fine. But I made a vow that before ascending to the Spirit Realm, we will not meet again," she said.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was stunned by his wife's words.

But he didn't speak further, knowing Yuan-Yuan would explain her reasons.

"Fellow Daoist, don't misunderstand me. This is for us to be together sooner. You know, due to the chaotic demon energy, we must temporarily separate until one of us reaches the Cave Profound Realm."

"Master, you are a dragon among men; I was right about you. You will surely ascend to the Spirit Realm smoothly. But poor me, lagging behind," she said with a pained expression.

"Stupid girl, stop talking nonsense. You said that as long as one of us reaches the Cave Profound Realm, it doesn't matter if my cultivation is slower," Lin Xuan sighed. He knew his wife's stubbornness and pride well.

"Fellow Daoist, you misunderstood me. Although I am proud, I could never envy you. I am genuinely happy about your swift progress. But..."

"What else..." Lin Xuan was impatient. She should just come out with it; he would support her no matter what. This hesitation was driving him crazy.
第一千三百九十三章 凤凰血脉

Lin Xuan was anxious, but the misty clouds remained silent. After a long while, he heard a faint sigh.

"Lord, originally, although humans and demons follow different paths, after advancing to the Profound Void Realm, one can master the laws of heaven and earth to eliminate the hindrance of chaotic demon energy."

"Not bad, that's what you said before," Lin Xuan said with a strange expression on his face. "What happened? Could something have changed?"

"You're indeed clever, Lord; you guessed it right away." In the cave府中, Yuan Yuan wore a bitter smile. "Not long ago, I discovered a secret. If this were any other time, it would be great news, but for us to stay together, it has become a hindrance."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and said in a low voice, "Tell me, the sky hasn't fallen yet. With me here, no matter how big the problem is, there's always a way to solve it. Over three hundred years of ups and downs have made Lord calm when faced with issues. Yuan Yuan flashed an appreciative look. A man should be like this; if he panics at every turn, how can he be your husband?

"I know that you are a celestial bird, originally thinking I was a peacock. But recently, by chance, I discovered my true origins..." Yuan Yuan's soft voice echoed in his ears.

"Origins?" Lin Xuan was stunned and repeated the word softly.

"It turns out, I thought I was born from a peacock egg, but there is only a tiny bit of phoenix bloodline in me. It turns out that it's all the other way around," Yuan Yuan said with a sigh.

"Is that so...?" Lin Xuan's face turned pale as he realized something.

"Yes, Lord, I told you before that I was born without parents and hatched from a peacock egg. But now I realize that my phoenix bloodline is much stronger, nearly half of it," Yuan Yuan continued.

"So are you saying your father or mother could be the divine bird Phoenix in the upper realms? But...," Lin Xuan hesitated before continuing, "I remember when we met in Youzhou, you were being chased by several Core Formation cultivators. To defeat them, you borrowed the power of the Great Peacock Dharmaraja."

"There's nothing strange about that; I told you that half of my bloodline comes from the phoenix, and the other half is from the peacock," Yuan Yuan said through the mist.

"I see, so this isn't good news?" Lin Xuan was puzzled. "Peacocks are just celestial birds, but the phoenix's bloodline is much more noble. Even in the spirit realm, true dragons and colorful phoenixes are revered."

"That's right, but because my bloodline has become much nobler, the hindrance of chaotic demon energy is even more terrifying now. Before, with one of us reaching the Profound Void Realm, we could hope for a long-term relationship," Yuan Yuan said.

"Now, do you mean both of us must reach this realm to be free from that hindrance?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and his face turned grim.

"Yes, Lord, you misunderstood. It's not about reaching a higher realm; before, one of us just needed to reach the Profound Void Realm for us to stay together. Now, both of us must do so," Yuan Yuan nodded in the cave府中, her face showing a hint of shame.

"It doesn't matter, two people's happiness requires joint effort. But you've advanced quickly and are now at the Separation Union stage. With my aunt’s help, I’m not doing well and holding you back."

"Stupid girl, why would you say that?" Lin Xuan said with a frown.

"I'm right; why don't you see me?" Yuan Yuan asked.

"My aunt didn’t tell you? I made a vow to undergo severe meditation. I won’t advance to Separation Union until I come out of seclusion," Yuan Yuan explained.

"What, severe meditation? That’s a dangerous path," Lin Xuan said, his face turning pale. Severe meditation was a form of spiritual cultivation where one planted a demon in their heart and made a vow to reach a certain realm. The process was extremely perilous due to the presence of the demon, but it also provided immense stimulation for cultivators.

"True, but because my bloodline has become much nobler, this hindrance is even more terrifying now. Before, with one of us reaching the Profound Void Realm, we could hope for a long-term relationship," Yuan Yuan continued.

Lin Xuan fell silent, but he was a man who could pick up and put down things easily. His confusion quickly turned into determination.

"Even if we can't see each other often, true love endures beyond time and space."

Even secular people say so; as cultivators with potentially endless lifespans, as long as they focus on cultivation, why should their future happiness be in doubt?

Although Lin Xuan missed his beloved wife deeply, her safety was the top priority. He fell into silence but quickly regained his composure.

"Yuan Yuan, open the cave府门."

"I understand; I can't see you now."

"I know, since you've made this choice, how could I not support it? We don’t have to meet, but there are things I need to give you. They will greatly help your cultivation," Lin Xuan said.

"Oh, Lord, please wait a moment." Yuan Yuan raised her hands and cast several spells before the cave府门 opened with a rumbling sound. The clouds swirled as a path became visible.
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Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before stepping forward, but ultimately did not enter the cave府.

Yuanyuan had made a vow and was deeply engrossed in her arduous meditation. Lin Xuan didn't want his beloved wife to be put in danger.

He reached into his waistband, and a beam of light shot out. After swirling around for a moment, it transformed into sparkling stars that dispersed. Several precious items appeared before him.

Among them, the jade bottle was the most eye-catching.

He uncorked it, and an intoxicating fragrance filled the air. The scent was refreshing to his nose.

"Yuanyuan, I can't help you much, but these three pills should be of great use to you."

"About the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill, its effects are clear—you know how it can shield against heart demons. If you encounter danger while meditating in earnest, take it then."

"Do you still have the Alluring Heavenly Mystery Pill?" Yuanyuan's face was filled with astonishment.

"Yes, this is the last one. I hope it will help you," Lin Xuan said as he flicked his fingers and a white light flashed, sending the jade bottle into the cave府.

"Middle-grade pill."

The peacock's face lit up in joy. A century ago, Lin Xuan had actually given her one of these pills, but such divine treasures were never too many, especially since they were rare and hard to come by outside the Spirit Gathering Space.

Although this pill was slightly less effective for the demon race, it still held great value. With Yuanyuan's exceptional talent, she would surely succeed in advancing.

"Ah," Yuanyuan looked at him with tender eyes, not saying more as his kindness was deeply appreciated.

However, Lin Xuan had even more gifts to give her.

He was generous towards the young maids and servants, but he was especially so towards his beloved wife. He flicked his fingers again, sending another treasure into the cave府.

It was a steel whip about three feet long, with an overall purple hue and faint runes flowing on it. Lin Xuan had obtained this from the Nine-headed Ancestor, making it suitable for demon use, so he gifted it to Yuanyuan.

"This Purple Thunder Whip is incredibly powerful. I know you have your own tools, but having more can never hurt," Lin Xuan said.

"Thank you."

"Couples are one body; there's no need to be formal. I still have one last gift for you." Lin Xuan's face was filled with tenderness.

"What else?"

Although they were apart often, Lin Xuan's wealth and resources were beyond measure. However, such a generous gift was still surprising. Despite the shock, joy was more prevalent as she knew how much he had endured to obtain these treasures.

"Yuanyuan, you don't need to worry about me. I have this last treasure for you."

"Oh, Master, what is it?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. "Oh, Yuanyuan, didn't you recognize it? The Demon Eye舍利, haven’t you heard of it?"

"What, is this the Demon Eye舍利?"

Yuanyuan was shocked. The Demon Eye舍利 was indeed a legendary treasure for demons, allowing them to carry an upper-grade demon vein and boost their cultivation at any time. It benefited both cultivators and the demon race.

"Master, you mean... you want to give it to me."

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded.

"No, this is too precious."

Although they were partners in cultivation, there was no need for formalities here. The Demon Eye舍利 was indeed too valuable, but Yuanyuan wasn't a woman who valued material possessions over her husband's well-being.

"You don’t have to worry about me; I know what’s best," Lin Xuan said calmly.

He wasn’t just comforting his wife. While the Demon Eye舍利 was powerful, he had another truly divine treasure within him: the Blue Star Sea. It could purify any waste pills, so he didn't need to worry about lacking medicinal herbs for cultivation.

Yuanyuan's noble lineage might help her advance, but she still faced many challenges in ascending to the Profound Realm. Lin Xuan wanted to support her as much as possible.

After some hesitation, Yuanyuan finally accepted it. Although Lin Xuan was reluctant to part with such a treasure, he believed that their separation now would bring them closer together later.

With his heart at ease, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and bid farewell.

Watching his back disappear, Yuanyuan sighed but quickly regained her resolve. Now wasn't the time for personal matters; cultivation was the priority.

She waved her hands, and the clouds around the cave府 once again concealed the valley in silence. For their future together, she would work hard.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had also prepared himself. A beautiful figure appeared before him.

Her face showed a hint of melancholy, but when she sensed Lin Xuan's return, her smile returned. Jealousy wasn't Mo'er’s nature; as long as she was by his side, that was enough.

"Did you see Yuanyuan?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. "Miss Moon, what are your plans now?"

"We should bid farewell to the Five-Colored Fairy and return."

...

About half an hour later, a streak of light left the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain and flew towards the inland of Cloud Province. Naturally, it was Lin Xuan and Mo'er. The Five-Colored Fairies didn't insist on his stay, so he politely declined.

Though they were close, they couldn’t see each other, and staying at the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain would only cause him pain.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was also worried about the Blade轩阁. Although Fairy Ruyan had promised to look after them, she had sent disciples to contact them. However, Cloud Province was full of hidden talents, and without seeing his young maids, Lin Xuan felt uneasy.

Thus, he didn’t waste any time and flew directly into the depths of Cloud Province.

...

At the same time, a thousand miles away from the outer sea.

Tianzhou, Demon Realm Mountains.

In a deep valley, in a dark and ominous cave府.

"Master, you say there's a way for me to advance to the Profound Realm quickly?" Tian Jian’s voice echoed, but strangely, his face showed no joy; instead, it had an underlying sense of caution.

Most cultivators were selfish. Even normal master-disciple relationships often involved mutual calculation. Tian Jian and Feng Liang, though nominally master and disciple, only used each other for their own gain.

Over the past century, they played mind games, pretending to be filial and kind while secretly plotting against each other.

As the saying goes, good things don’t fall from the sky. Was Feng Liang setting a trap with this offer?

Nevertheless, Tian Jian showed no signs of unease. The old monster might be trapped by ancient prohibitions, but he could still easily take his life if he wanted to.

Under the circumstances, Tian Jian’s intelligence was on par with Lin Xuan's, and he wouldn't fall for such a trap.

"Indeed, I can help you advance quickly, but it will require some effort," Feng Liang said calmly.
第一千三百九十五章 太意外了

Chapter 1395 - An Impossible Old Acquaintance

"Take a little hardship?"

Tian Xiaojian heard this and kept his expression neutral, but inside he couldn't help cursing loudly. This old monster—was he treating me like an idiot?

Taking a bit of hardship to advance to the Separation Realm? Is there such a thing as good luck in the world?

Forget about taking hardships; if he could break through his cultivation stage within a short period, even ascending to the peak and descending into boiling oil wouldn't make him flinch.

But obviously, this was unrealistic. He had no idea what kind of trick the other party was playing.

Tian Xiaojian's vigilance rose, but on the surface, he put on an eager expression: "Master, please speak. I am listening attentively. How can I advance to the Separation Realm within a short period?"

"Have you heard of Body Filling with Demon Qi?"

"Body Filling with Demon Qi?"

Tian Xiaojian's expression darkened. He was originally a cultivator of demons; how could he not have heard of this technique?

In simple terms, it was somewhat similar to the transmission techniques in secular martial arts, but much more complex and difficult. It was said that it originated from ancient times when upper realm demons passed down their secrets.

Through the infusion of Demon Qi, one could undergo Essence Cleansing, achieving rapid advancement within a short period.

Of course, there were pros and cons. While Body Filling with Demon Qi made breaking through cultivation stages easier, its dangers were obvious as well. Not only did it involve enduring immense pain during the process, but success was far from guaranteed.

"Ha, you're too suspicious. Think practically—whether we like it or not, we are in this together. How could I harm you when I want to leave here?"

"The time for the Netherworld Gate's opening has been delayed, so I adjusted your advancement pace accordingly. You don't understand my good intentions and blame me instead. Do you know that using Body Filling with Demon Qi to advance to the Separation Realm will ensure a stable cultivation stage, unlike what I mentioned before when it was only temporary?" Wind Liang spoke impatiently, his voice as if he were whining.

"Master, are you serious?" Tian Xiaojian's face lit up with joy: "You mean my cultivation stage won't drop after this? It will be the same as a normal advancement to the Separation Realm."

"Not wrong." Wind Liang nodded, revealing an air of pride. "Don’t worry about success rates either. Body Filling with Demon Qi is dangerous, but I have an 80% chance of success."

"Eighty percent?"

Wind Liang continued: "Correct. I can't say a hundred percent because nothing is absolute, but eighty percent is quite good. It all depends on whether you dare to try it."

His tone was sincere, and he needed Tian Xiaojian's help to leave this place.

Tian Xiaojian, with his sharp intelligence, didn’t see anything amiss in Wind Liang’s words. However, for some reason, he felt uneasy.

"Ha, wanting to advance to the Separation Realm without taking risks—such good luck doesn't exist in this world. I've said my piece; think carefully about what you should do." Wind Liang's eyes flashed with a hint of anger but somehow held back.

The entire cave fell silent again as Tian Xiaojian stood quietly, deep in thought.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan left the Five-Color Spirit Mountain and traveled swiftly to Yunzhou. Time flew by, and after being trapped in the凝聚灵空间 for a century, he had been away from Yunzhou for over a hundred years. Although it wasn't like the world had changed, it felt different—how was the Baxuan Pavilion now?

Back then, Lin Xuan spent an entire month traveling to the outer seas of Yunzhou. Now that he had advanced to the Separation Realm, his speed had increased dramatically. Even though he didn’t push himself fully, he arrived in the depths of Yunzhou within ten days.

Calculating the distance, it wasn't far from Baxuan Pavilion; only a few hundred thousand miles away. With his current speed, it would take just one night to reach there. Should he travel at night?

Lin Xuan hesitated.

Suddenly, a surge of spiritual energy appeared in his识海.

Someone was fighting ahead.

Stay out of it. To survive happily in the cultivation world, one must not meddle in others' affairs.

Lin Xuan had always followed this rule, but now things were different. He had advanced to the Separation Realm and was one of the top cultivators in the human realm. There weren't many who could threaten his existence.

Artistry begets boldness; after traveling for so long, he felt a bit bored.

Seeing someone fight might not be bad.

With this thought, Lin Xuan used his敛气术 to make himself almost invisible and transformed into a faint gray streak of light, flying towards the source of the spiritual energy.

Within a hundred miles, it was there—a marsh. In the sky above, spiritual lights flickered as a woman and three male cultivators were fighting fiercely.

All four were at the Condensation Realm stage, but the woman looked to be in her early twenties, with a clear and beautiful appearance that exuded an irresistible charm despite not being an extraordinary beauty.

Born with allure!

Lin Xuan was surprised. He had seen this woman before.

But according to logic, she shouldn't have been here.

It was a long time ago when he fought against Fairy Red Lin. Accidentally, he was sucked into a spatial rift and thought he would die. Instead, he found himself in the legendary demon realm.

Later, at the main hall of Xuanfeng Sect, Lin Xuan unexpectedly met this girl named Ye Ping'er and bought her a copy of《Overview of Cultivating Demons》.

Ye Ping'er was just an ordinary cultivator who had fallen on hard times. However, later, through chance, Lin Xuan discovered that she came from the illustrious Ye family.

Her ancestor, White Crane Senior Immortal, was one of the Five Great Demon Cultivators alongside Fairy Xuanfeng.

These past events didn't matter to Lin Xuan; he had advanced to the Separation Realm. What surprised him was that Ye Ping'er shouldn’t be here.

Although she inherited her ancestor's abilities and could activate the teleportation array left by the Five Great Demon Cultivators, a mere Condensation Realm cultivator like her couldn’t obtain top-grade crystals.

There was no doubt about it; her appearance here was puzzling.

Lin Xuan chuckled. If this woman was here, he could just ask her.

After leaving Jinneng Island, Lin Xuan still cared for some people and objects there.

The first on his mind was the three-tailed Snow Fox, Xiao Xue.

How was that little thing doing?

Xiang'er, though she had learned to run away from home shortly after birth, was a mischievous girl. But her cuteness was undeniable, and she got along well with Yue'er.

Her talent could rival even the spirit realm's demon kings.

While not as good as Yue'er’s past life, she would still be better than the current Yue'er.

Demon cultivation was slower compared to humans, but Xiang'er was a genius. After over a century, what stage had she reached? Third Stage or already in the Transmutation Realm?

Lin Xuan thought about it with a warm smile. He really missed the three-tailed Snow Fox.

And the Snow Fox Princess...

In the top-grade demon vein space, Lin Xuan and Yuanke once fought together against enemies. During their battle with the ancient demon, Kala, this girl had shown exceptional strength. After the death of the Snow Fox King, she should be the ruler of the ice plains' demons. Had she advanced to late Transmutation Realm?

And Fairy Red Lin...

Thoughts of old acquaintances flashed through his mind.

"Ahh."

A cry caught his attention as Ye Ping'er clutched her left wrist, blood gushing out.

Having become a Condensation Realm cultivator in just over a century, this woman’s talent was indeed remarkable. Of course, she must have had other opportunities to achieve such rapid progress.

But regardless, she was alone and only at the early stage of Condensation Realm. Her opponents were three, all at the same stage.

Despite her efforts, Ye Ping'er couldn't defeat them.
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"Miss, you know it's futile to resist. Why insist on fighting? It's no use trying to stop a fly with an arm. If you submit, we won't make things difficult for you."

A hoarse voice entered her ears, but the tone was filled with sincerity. The speaker was a cultivator dressed in black, with a square face and an aura of evil emanating from his body.

"Hmph, submitting? Do you think I'm a fool? We have no grudge against each other; why attack me?"

Ye Ping'er was not the wandering cultivator she had been a century ago. The hundred years of trials had taught her to discern human nature. These shameless fellows were merely trying to rob and rape. Submitting would be like sending a lamb to the slaughter.

She wasn't foolish enough to do such a stupid thing, right?

"Three of you are Core Formation Stage cultivators. Why resort to such petty actions? The Buddha said: the sea of suffering is boundless; turning back means salvation. We have no grudge against each other; don't overstep your bounds," Ye Ping'er said coldly as she pulled out a red talisman from her pocket and pressed it onto her wound, instantly slowing the bleeding.

But something felt off. Why would they let her bleed? Could it be that they had suddenly repented and were going to stop?

Before this thought could fully form, a tingling sensation began at the wound, causing immense discomfort. Ye Ping'er was shocked, quickly removing the talisman only to see her wound turning blue. Poisoned!

"Ah!"

Before she could react, the tall cultivator was struck across the face by a powerful slap and sent flying.

Popping sounds filled the air as he was beaten into a bloody pulp in an instant.

"Hmph, trying to take my soul and refine it? No one has dared say such a thing to me for many years. What do you think you are? A Core Formation Stage cultivator at Late Separation Realm in my eyes is just a mere ant. You know nothing of the world."

A cold voice entered her ears as an oppressive spiritual pressure descended from above, making it hard to describe.

Ye Ping'er was fine; Lin Xuan had taken good care of this woman. The other three evil cultivators faced his wrath.

Plop! Plop!

The three fell into the swamp and disappeared beneath its surface.

"Cough! Cough! Cough!"

Of course, Core Formation Stage cultivators couldn't drown, but when they emerged from the muck, their faces were covered in mud, looking utterly miserable.

But at this moment, none of them cared. They looked up fearfully at the sky, feeling only one thing: immense power. The spiritual pressure was so terrifying it felt like turning into dust.

Ordinary Core Formation Stage cultivators couldn't bring such a sense of dread; could it be… could it be that he was a legendary Great Cultivator?

The thought made the three members of the Mount Meng trio pale, trembling uncontrollably.

"Senior, spare me! Senior, spare me!"

The leader didn't care about the stench and fell to his knees, banging his head on the ground. The other two quickly followed suit, their heads bowing like a pestle in a mortar.

Even ants fear death; humans even more so.

Compared to ordinary people, cultivators were actually more afraid of death.

Not only did they kneel but also slapped themselves furiously, turning their cheeks red and swelling up. They looked pitiful indeed.

But Lin Xuan remained expressionless. As the saying went, evil begets evil; there was no need for sympathy towards bad guys.

The Mount Meng trio might look pathetic now, but who knew how many atrocities they had committed? This was just karma catching up with them.

"You don't have to put on a show."

If you submit, I won't make your suffering too much," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Senior…" The tall cultivator looked up, but he swallowed his plea when he met Lin Xuan's gaze. He seemed like someone who wouldn't hesitate to kill. Could this be the end?

He didn't want to die and quickly pulled out a talisman from his waist.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile: "Gold Escape Talisman, do you think that will help? If you don't wish to commit suicide, I'll have no choice but to take you with me."

Despite the words, Lin Xuan didn't make any move. Suddenly, a space ripple appeared in the distance and a blade of about ten feet long materialized before his eyes.

It sliced off the tall cultivator's head without hesitation.

The other two evil cultivators were stunned. They had also prepared talismans for escape but froze when they saw their comrade's fate; running was as good as death.

"Senior…"

They tried to beg, but Lin Xuan paid no heed and simply let them be. The pressure from the three cultivators exploded into blood mist.

Not far away, Ye Ping'er watched in shock. Her delicate face turned pale as she realized just how powerful this person was. Despite fighting for so long, she knew these evil cultivators were formidable. But with a mere flick of his fingers, he had killed them all.

Just like what he said: Core Formation Stage cultivators are merely ants.

What kind of cultivator was this? How could he have such incredible powers?

For powerful things, people always feel fear. Although Lin Xuan had saved himself from danger, Ye Ping'er felt uneasy now.

She could still choose to self-destruct in front of the three evil cultivators, but if this person had ill intentions, her fate would be sealed.

Her mind raced, but she didn't show any disrespect on the surface. Seeing the mysterious cultivator fly over, she quickly bowed deeply: "Junior meets Senior and thanks you for saving my life; I will remember it."

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp. He could see through Ye Ping'er's outward respect and inner anxiety.

But compared to a century ago, her demeanor had matured significantly.

"Miss Ye, don't be afraid. It's surprising to meet again after so long. You've successfully condensed your golden core; did you forget me when we parted?"

Lin Xuan smiled, his tone amiable.

He didn't believe she would forget someone who saved her life. Back on the Spirit Beast Island, he had once helped her. A hundred years might seem long, but most cultivators could remember things vividly after practicing the Five Elements Arts.

"Senior, do you recognize me?"

Ye Ping'er was shocked and looked up with a surprised expression, daring to meet his gaze.

It seemed familiar, but she couldn't recall where she had seen him before.

This wasn't Ye Ping'er's fault. Even if a cultivator had an excellent memory, a hundred years was still quite long.

Moreover, Lin Xuan looked ordinary; he could easily be forgotten in a crowd. Her anxiety and confusion were understandable given the circumstances.

"Miss, do you remember the Spirit Beast Island, Xuanfeng Sect headquarters…"

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, Ye Ping'er's mind flashed with recognition: "Senior Lin, it was you."

Back then, when she was forced by the evil disciples of the Kunlan Patriarch, it was this senior who saved her. He had also given her a medicinal pill before they parted ways; otherwise, she wouldn't have advanced so quickly.

With these thoughts, Ye Ping'er's anxiety vanished, replaced by gratitude and shame. An old benefactor had saved her once, and now he helped again, yet she couldn't recognize him. It was truly inappropriate.

"Senior, I'm sorry. Ping'er didn't mean to…"

Before she could finish, the girl began trembling uncontrollably. A black aura appeared on her face.

Lin Xuan frowned; it was clear she had just been poisoned and the effects were starting. Lin Xuan couldn't ignore this and waved his sleeves, sending a jade bottle flying. He uncorked it and handed over a bright red pill.

With a flick of his fingers, the pill floated in front of Ye Ping'er.

"This medicinal pill can't remove all poisons, but it should be effective against Core Formation Stage cultivators' poison," Lin Xuan said.
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"Thank you, Senior."

Ye Ping'er勉强 bowed and then extended her jade hand to let the pill fall into her palm.

The fragrance was invigorating. She felt much better after taking it. Her eyes lit up with gratitude as she opened her mouth and swallowed the pill without hesitation.

A warm energy rose from her dantian.

Ye Ping'er apologized to Lin Xuan, then closed her eyes and sat cross-legged in mid-air. She began to refine the medicinal power by casting a few spells with both hands.

The time passed quickly like tea being brewed.

As Lin Xuan had said, though this pill couldn't expel all poisons, it was more than enough to counteract one-stage condensation core cultivators' poison techniques.

Soon, the black aura on Ye Ping'er's face gradually faded and disappeared completely.

Without a doubt, she was now free from toxins. Except for some minor injuries, she was fine.

She took a deep breath, her expression showing both joy and gratitude as she bowed to Lin Xuan: "Thank you, Senior for saving my life. I will always remember this favor."

"Enough of the formalities here. We should find a quiet place elsewhere. I have more questions for you."

"Yes, Senior, your commands are my duty."

Ye Ping'er nodded. Despite being alone with a man, she showed no signs of suspicion towards Lin Xuan. After all, he had saved her twice and his cultivation was beyond comprehension—capable of destroying condensation core cultivators without even lifting a finger.

In other words, if he truly wanted to harm her, there would be no need for pretense.

Ye Ping'er's mind was racing as she followed Lin Xuan. "The environment here is good, Ping'er. How did you end up in the Sky Cloud Twelve Continents?"

Lin Xuan sized up the young girl before him and felt genuinely curious. Although she was a descendant of one of the Five Demon Cultivators, it was impossible for an ordinary condensation core cultivator to obtain top-grade crystals.

However, Ye Ping'er's expression changed as if she couldn't believe what Lin Xuan had asked.

"Senior, are you referring to the space anomaly that brought you here after encountering a spatial disturbance on Spirit Beast Island?" Ye Ping'er's face showed disbelief.

"What is this 'space anomaly'?" Lin Xuan frowned and sighed. "I came here by chance about a hundred years ago. It seems there was some change at Spirit Beast Island."

Lin Xuan's voice, though calm, contained a hint of concern.

Moon儿 also opened her eyes in the Astral Mansion. She had lived with Yaohua for a while on Spirit Beast Island and felt a strong connection to that small fox with three tails.

"Then it was like this," Ye Ping'er said, smoothing her hair and organizing her thoughts before speaking gently but respectfully.

"Senior, you must know that Spirit Beast Island is one of the Three Holy Lands. It's filled with countless demon veins, yet it exists between two realms."

Lin Xuan nodded. He had been to Spirit Beast Island; how could he not be familiar with its situation?

The island wasn't vast—about as large as several Youzhou regions—and existed in a gap between realms, occasionally appearing in the human realm, thus giving rise to legends of the Three Holy Lands.

In short, it was located within the cracks of the realms and moved around.

"Senior, about half a year ago, an anomaly occurred. During its movement, Spirit Beast Island encountered a massive space disturbance—almost a spatial storm," Ye Ping'er's voice trembled as she recounted the events.

Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of shock.

A spatial storm.

If it had been any other time, Lin Xuan might not have heard about it, but he had read about it in some ancient master's notes from the Boundless Sea Pavilion's library.

It was known that Separation and Union cultivators could tear through space. However, this was a misconception—perhaps an exaggeration of their abilities.

Indeed, after advancing to Separation and Union, they did touch upon the laws of nature, but time and space were among the most mysterious aspects of these laws.

A mere Separation and Union cultivator couldn't possibly master them.

Separation and Union cultivators could tear through space, which was true. But it happened only once—when their essence cores transformed into golden cores due to the influx of primordial qi from the realm. This core acted like a key; when they wanted to ascend to the spirit realm, they would shatter this core with their true essence, allowing pure primordial qi to rush out and tear through space.

Unfortunately, there was only one chance, and it required surviving the heavenly tribulation.

For a cultivator of ancient magic, the path to the spirit realm involved going to the Ancient Demon Realm, where there were no heavenly tribulations but the demonic energy was still terrifying.

However, this wasn't the most terrifying part.

The heavenly tribulation could be survived with enough strength. But during the process of ascending, there was a more formidable obstacle: spatial disturbances!

To reach the spirit realm, one had to cross through the gap between realms.

Usually, it was safe, but fortune didn't always favor the brave. If unfortunate, encountering a spatial disturbance meant certain death for even Separation and Union cultivators, let alone ordinary cultivators.

If a massive spatial storm—what people called a spatial storm—occurred, even Formation Realm cultivators had no chance of survival, while veteran tribulation cultivators might survive depending on their luck. Only scattered immortals or the three demon kings could hope to make it through such an ordeal.

The terror of spatial storms was evident.

Of course, this happened rarely, with a spatial storm occurring once every two million years on average.

Spatial disturbances were more frequent but still uncommon.

If a powerful cultivator from the human realm survived their heavenly tribulation and encountered a spatial storm, they could only blame themselves for poor luck.

In the Boundless Sea Pavilion's notes, there was only a brief mention of spatial storms.

Lin Xuan was surprised that such a minor condensation core cultivator like Ye Ping'er knew about this secret. But now wasn't the time to delve into it further.

"Senior, you mean Spirit Beast Island encountered a spatial storm while moving between realms?" Lin Xuan exclaimed in astonishment.

"Yes, Senior. I know the probability of such an event is low, but we were just unlucky," Ye Ping'er said with a trembling voice.

"Space vortexes appeared in the sky?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of thought.

"Yes, spatial vortices. Entering them would be dangerous even under normal circumstances, but at that moment, who cared? Entering the vortex might have been our only chance," Ye Ping'er said softly.

"But you just said Spirit Beast Island was destroyed?" Lin Xuan frowned and asked with confusion.

"I misunderstood. When I entered the spatial vortex, half of Spirit Beast Island was destroyed. However, the storm didn't end there. If my speculation is correct, by now, Spirit Beast Island should no longer exist," Ye Ping'er said hesitantly.

"So you're saying that all cultivators and demon beasts on the island perished?" Moon儿's voice filled with anxiety as she stepped out of the Astral Mansion, worried about the three-tailed snow fox.

"Of course not. Although Spirit Beast Island is gone, many others made the same choice at the last moment. If they were lucky, they should have survived," Lin Xuan replied.
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Looking at the beautiful young girl standing beside Lin Xuan, Ye Ping'er's delicate face was filled with suspicion. Clearly, there were only she and the senior here. Where did thisbreathtakingly beautiful beauty come from?

Though puzzled in her heart, Ye Ping'er remained very obedient. As they say, trouble comes from sticking your nose where it doesn't belong. The senior's expression showed no hint of surprise or concern, which was enough to prove that the woman before them was not an enemy but a friend.

If she didn't need to ask, she wouldn't open her mouth. So she lowered her gaze and answered politely.

However, deep down, she was greatly alarmed. Lin Xuan could eliminate a condensation core stage cultivator without even moving a finger. Yet the woman in front of him exuded an aura that could stand on equal footing with his own.

It was simply inconceivable!

After all, while this place might be slightly more advanced than Jinnv Island, it was still just a corner of the mortal world. Where did so many powerful cultivators come from?

Moon didn't have time to dwell on what the small cultivator in front of her was thinking. Hearing his words, she heaved a sigh of relief. A condensation core stage cultivator escaping through a spatial vortex could arrive safely here. Her younger sister Xiang'er had her older sister's care, and with a century passing, Huanke had already advanced to the late transformation phase. Protecting her little sister would be no problem.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were similar. He missed Xiang'er as well. Although she was a bit mischievous, overall, she was incredibly adorable.

"Moon, I can't say for sure, but there's no need to worry. Xiang'er isn't an ordinary snow fox; she has three tails from birth and her talent is extraordinary—almost on par with the demon kings of the Spirit Realm. Ascending to the Spirit Realm might be difficult for other cultivators, but with her overwhelming talent, it would be a sure thing if she weren't too lazy. So I believe we will meet again someday."

Hearing this, Moon's face finally brightened. She patted her chest and looked more at ease.

The path of cultivation was hard, but as cultivators had long lifespans, as long as there was hope to see each other again, it didn't matter how much time passed.

Their unexpected encounter in the Cloud Region allowed Lin Xuan to learn about Jinnv Island. He felt a deep sense of regret over what happened. In just a century, who would have thought that the former demon sanctuary would be destroyed by such a terrifying spatial vortex?

Just like the Indefinite River and the palace of Asura King, they were once filled with beauty, like an earthly paradise.

But in the end, they were bloodied and turned into ruins.

Lin Xuan sighed deeply. "So you've been in the Cloud Region for only about half a year?"

"Yes," Ye Ping'er nodded obediently. "What are your plans going forward, friend?"

"Ah, this..." Ye Ping'er's expression froze as her eyes became hazy with various emotions—sorrow, resentment, and confusion.

On Jinnv Island, although she had fallen on hard times, it was still her birthplace, so there wasn't much unfamiliarity. After refining her golden core, while not exactly happy, she could say she lived a carefree life.

But in the Cloud Region, things were different. Although this place was only a corner of the mortal world, its cultivation level was several steps higher than Jinnv Island.

Jinnv Island had just one old monster at the transformation phase among both demons and humans.

But soon after arriving here, she heard about five major forces with immense power, each boasting legendary transformation stage cultivators. The Skyfarer Pavilion, in particular, had recently made headlines for hosting a grand ceremony to welcome two new members of that rank.

A single sect with three transformation stage cultivators was unimaginable on Jinnv Island. This reflected the high level of cultivation in the Cloud Region.

In such places where there were more powerful cultivators, opportunities would naturally be easier to come by, but so too did dangers increase.

Under a big tree, one could find shade, but for lone cultivators, life was even harder than on Jinnv Island. Especially with her natural charm, she had already encountered danger several times in less than half a year.

Once, six old immortals wanted to use her as a cauldron. Ye Ping'er naturally didn't want that, but in the world of cultivation, who cared about righteousness and morality? If you disagreed, they would just take what they wanted by force.

Her ancestral cultivation technique was indeed powerful, but how could a newly refined golden core cultivator possibly stand up to an old immortal?

Just as she was about to be captured, her luck turned. The old immortal's enemy arrived, and it was a mortal enemy at that. In the narrow path of fate, two transformation stage cultivators fought fiercely. Ye Ping'er took advantage of this opportunity and escaped.

This time, if not for Senior Lin's help, she would have ended up in the hands of three evil cultivators, with no better life than death.

Thinking about these experiences made her shudder with fear.

Other condensation core stage cultivators could live happily as long as they were careful. But with her natural charm, if she couldn't find a big tree to rely on—good luck didn't come every day; eventually, she would fall into disaster.

Ye Ping'er had considered joining a sect or family, but being unfamiliar with the place and choosing poorly might just send her straight to a cauldron. She hesitated before deciding that the Skyfarer Pavilion was worth a try since it was all women and thus safe from malicious intentions.

But as one of the five major forces in the Cloud Region, how easy would it be to join? Despite her confidence in her own talent, she was still just a demon cultivator. Would the Skyfarer Pavilion accept her?

The future seemed uncertain. With a look of confusion on her face, but being very intelligent, Ye Ping'er raised her gaze and met Lin Xuan's eyes.

When Senior Lin asked, it wasn't necessarily out of simple concern; perhaps there was deeper meaning behind his words.

She didn't think he had any malicious intentions since he had saved her twice. Why wait until now if that were the case?

Unlike in the secular world, respect in cultivation came from strength, not looks. Although Lin Xuan's appearance was unremarkable, his power easily won over female cultivators' hearts.

As long as she wasn't used as a cauldron, Ye Ping'er would be more than willing to become his concubine.

Thinking this, a blush rose on her face, though Lin Xuan didn't notice. He wasn't a lecher and had no such thoughts. But now that he was at the transformation phase, meeting an old acquaintance made him feel awkward about turning a blind eye.

As they say, help those in need until the end; send a buddha to the West. Lin Xuan disliked giving up halfway. Seeing her predicament, he wanted to guide her.

"Your Excellency, I am new to the Cloud Region and alone here. Please enlighten me on my path. Your great kindness will be remembered by your humble servant." Ye Ping'er performed a respectful bow, with a hint of shyness in her demeanor.
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"Friend, you speak too highly. Let me put it this way: the Supreme Elder of the Loose Cultivators here, we have met twice, so there is some connection between us. If you do not mind, would you consider joining my Eagle Nest Pavilion? What say you?" Lin Xuan spoke with a pleasant smile.

It turned out that she was recommending him to join their sect. Ye Ping'er's eyes flashed with a hint of disappointment, but quickly hid it away.

She harbored no resentment towards Lin Xuan; after all, from the beginning until now, it had been her one-sided affection. A deep and inscrutable powerhouse like this man would never take notice of such an insignificant little girl.

The innate charm that could be a temptation to others was not present in front of this Senior Lin's clear gaze. The young lady standing beside him, with her breathtaking beauty, was undoubtedly a match for his high cultivation; they were the perfect couple.

Ye Ping'er sighed inwardly but wore a respectful and happy expression on her face. After all, it would be an excellent outcome. With Senior Lin taking care of her, she believed that joining the Eagle Nest Pavilion wouldn't mean any bullying from others.

However, there was some doubt in her heart. The Eagle Nest Pavilion—she had never heard of such a place before. Although she had only been in Yunzhou for a short time, with an expert like Senior Lin, their sect's strength should not be underestimated.

Despite the doubts, she didn't dare to ask about it directly. After all, this girl was clever and well-versed in human affairs; if she openly said that she hadn't heard of the Eagle Nest Pavilion, it would be extremely impolite.

"Ping'er, since you've decided to join our Eagle Nest Pavilion, we're no longer outsiders. If there's something on your mind, just speak up without any hesitation," Lin Xuan said with a friendly smile, his demeanor completely at ease as he patted his nose.

"Senior, Ping'er wants to ask: are you an advanced-stage Immortal cultivator? Your powers are so astonishing!"

Ye Ping'er's voice was filled with excitement. Although she had managed to form a core by chance, the gap between her and an advanced-stage Immortal was unbridgeable. Such beings were rarely seen.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly at this: "Advanced-stage… Haha, I'm not anymore."

"Already not?" The young lady was stunned, repeating his words softly. Her face quickly changed as she realized something unbelievable. She stared wide-eyed with disbelief.

He wasn't an advanced-stage Immortal; just a single sentence contained shocking news. He had been an advanced-stage Immortal before but now he wasn't.

There were only two possibilities: one, his cultivation dropped. But from the look in Lin Xuan's eyes and tone, it was clear that this wasn't the case. The other possibility was that he had transcended to become a Separation Stage cultivator.

Despite her low cultivation, Ye Ping'er had seen many grand scenes during her travels. At this moment, she felt as if struck by lightning; she couldn't speak for shock.

On Jingshi Island, there was only one Separation Stage existence, and it was merely legendary. For a cultivator of her level, such an encounter would be unimaginable.

After arriving in the Twelve States of Tianyun, the number of Separation Stage cultivators had increased, but they were still just rumors to her. She scoffed inwardly at the claim that the Tiaoyehai Pavilion had three Separation Stage cultivators; it was clearly a boast.

There couldn't possibly be such beings in existence. This showed how difficult it was for humans to advance to the Separation Stage.

But here, before her very eyes, someone claimed to be a Separation Stage cultivator.

Ye Ping'er's shock was beyond measure.

However, she didn't doubt that Lin Xuan was boasting. Girls often had keen instincts; although this was their third meeting, Ye Ping'er was certain that he wasn't the kind of person who liked to exaggerate or lie.

Moreover, his killing of the Three Moun Mountains without lifting a finger and the mysterious blade light suggested that such powerful techniques might not be within the reach of even high-ranking cultivators. This made her more convinced.

Her expression fluctuated with shock, disbelief, and joy, along with admiration. In the human world, how many cultivators had the chance to see a Separation Stage existence?

She had just said she was blessed in three lifetimes, but this was truly an unexpected turn of events—meeting someone of such high rank.

This woman before her must be on par with her ancestors.

The pinnacle of the Separation Stage in the human world.

Ye Ping'er was both shocked and delighted. But then, she seemed to remember something and turned to look at Yue'er.

"Then… this lady?" Her gaze swept over Yue'er's pretty face but quickly dropped; it was too disrespectful.

Although her cultivation was low, Yue'er had already suppressed her spiritual fluctuations. The aura she displayed could match Lin Xuan's in strength. Thus, Ye Ping'er realized a shocking truth: could this breathtaking beauty also be at the Separation Stage?

"Indeed, Yue'er is my wife. Our levels are the same."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed in her ears; he had no intention of hiding it and was being so open for a reason.

As they say, one can know a person by their face but not their heart. They had only met three times, and although she liked him, she couldn't be sure about his character.

Lin Xuan wanted to expand the Eagle Nest Pavilion without making any mistakes; he didn't want to bring in someone who might cause trouble. By revealing their levels, he was being both honest and intimidating. This would deter any untrustworthy thoughts from this girl.

Lin Xuan's wisdom had led him to great achievements. He knew that showing his true self now would be beneficial for the future.

"Is this lady also at the Separation Stage?" Ye Ping'er felt her heart racing as she heard Lin Xuan confirm it. She couldn't believe what was happening; seeing two Separation Stages in one outing was too unbelievable to tell anyone about.

She stood there, stunned and speechless, for a long time before finally recovering.

"Senior, I was too forward just now. Please forgive me and allow me to pay my respects as your junior."

Calling them seniors wasn't wrong since she had joined the Eagle Nest Pavilion. However, Yue'er's face showed a hint of awkwardness; she frowned at her youthful appearance being called "senior." But with their seniority, there was nothing she could do.

Sighing, high cultivation came with its own challenges—people often called you old.

Ye Ping'er felt truly happy now. The Eagle Nest Pavilion must have formidable strength to have two Separation Stages; joining it would open up endless possibilities for her future.

Knowing that she had managed to form a core by chance and due to good fortune, the path to Immortalhood was still difficult without assistance from a sect. With a stronger sect and a Supreme Elder of high cultivation, support would be greater.

With guidance from a Separation Stage cultivator, forming an embryo wouldn't be out of reach.

Everyone wanted to go as far as possible on their journey.

Lin Xuan's efforts hadn't been in vain; Ye Ping'er was now fully committed to the Eagle Nest Pavilion. It was her benefactor's sect with emotional ties, and she had a bright future ahead.

"Enough, no need for such formalities. As long as you work hard and remain loyal to our sect, I won't be stingy. If you make significant contributions, I can help you form an embryo," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Thank you, Senior. It's the Ye family's tradition to repay kindness. Now that I've joined the Eagle Nest Pavilion, there is no regret; I will do my best."

Ye Ping'er curtsied gracefully and spoke obediently.

"Very well, I believe in you. Get up, no need for such formalities," Lin Xuan said kindly as he gestured with his hand.

The young lady was secretly amazed. According to what she knew, these old monsters were all stubborn and domineering, especially towards low-ranking cultivators. Even within the same sect, seniors often punished lower-ranked disciples harshly if they didn't meet their expectations. But the two seniors before her were surprisingly kind and gentle.
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Jiuling Mountain was located west of Yunzhou, stretching for miles upon miles. Although its spiritual vein quality wasn't something to be envied, its strategic location was crucial. [From the website: Fengyun Reading]

To the east, it bordered Huai River; to the north, it shared a border with the妖族; and to the east, it extended into the heart of Yunzhou, where there were sects like Lingyun Sect, Li Hai Valley, and Liyao Palace.

In short, Jiuling Mountain was situated at a critical juncture, a place that all military strategists would vie for.

Unfortunately, cultivators didn't care much about such matters. Thus, Jiuling Mountain had long been occupied by the insignificant Blood Shadow Sect.

Among sects with thousands of cultivators, even if they couldn’t be considered numerous as cows and sheep, there were still countless such places that went unnoticed in Yunzhou.

Thus, when nearly a hundred years ago, the Blood Shadow Sect was annihilated by Baxuan Pavilion, it was like throwing a stone into the sea—little waves barely stirred anyone's attention.

Besides, although Yunzhou was bustling with activity, people focused on the conflicts between the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, Li Hai Valley, and the Sky’s End Pavilion. The rise and fall of minor forces were merely trivial matters in the eyes of cultivators.

Two young disciples at Jiuling Mountain's gate were chatting excitedly. "Senior Brother Lu, I heard that the headmaster of Lightning Vile Sect brought eight elders to personally apologize to us yesterday. Is this true?" asked a young disciple in his twenties, his face flushed with excitement.

"Haha, you have good information, Junior Brother. Yes, the Lightning Vile Sect did visit our sect leader yesterday. I heard from the on-duty disciples that they were extremely polite and even gifted us many valuable items," replied an older man around forty years old, dressed in a Daoist robe, his face exuding righteousness.

Despite their age difference, both had roughly similar cultivation levels. The younger one was at the early stage of Foundation Establishment, while the elder was only mid-stage.

"Oh, I thought it might be just hearsay. Now that Senior Brother Lu says so, I know this is true," the young disciple clenched his fists and spoke animatedly. "A few days ago, Lightning Vile Sect had been scheming against us, even sending troops to attack our main base. If not for the Crystal Power Cannon and puppets, we might have been destroyed. Now that they hear of our alliance with Sky’s End Pavilion, they come to apologize. Our sect leader should make them suffer."

"Junior Brother Li, you are too young," sighed the Daoist.

"Young, what do you mean by that?" asked the named disciple, rubbing his nose in surprise.

"The path of cultivation is fraught with dangers at every step. Don’t you understand the principle of knowing when to stop? The headmaster and eight elders came personally to apologize and gifted us valuable items. They gave us both face and substance. As they say, one should always leave some room for others. Do you think Lightning Vile Sect can be easily bullied?"

"They may not match the Five Great Forces, but they are a sect with an ancient legacy, their foundations incredibly deep. The headmaster is at late-stage Immortal Core, while the eight elders are mid-stage. There are even over ten initial-stage elders. Such a scale makes them first-rate in Yunzhou. Their last attack on our main base was due to the protective array and Crystal Power Cannon's assistance; they aren't comparable to us in strength. Now that they want peace, it’s something we should welcome. Why do you want to make things difficult for them? Remember, a desperate rabbit can bite back. Lightning Vile Sect isn’t someone who will easily give in," explained the named disciple, his words steady and composed.

"You are wrong, Senior Brother. I know their strength is formidable, but now that we have allied with Sky’s End Pavilion, do you think they dare to harm us?" the young disciple shook his head, looking unconvinced.

"I said you were too naive and young. Don’t you find this situation suspicious? Three sect leaders are only at the Condensation Core stage. In Sky’s End Pavilion's eyes, they are insignificant. Why would they ally with us, what benefits do they gain?" asked the named disciple thoughtfully.

"Perhaps it has something to do with Supreme Elder," mumbled the young disciple after a short silence.

"Supreme Elder?" The named disciple was startled. He may not be talented, but he was much older, joining Sky’s End Pavilion over a hundred years ago as a mere灵动期 cultivator. He had participated in the battle at Jiuling Mountain back then.

Back then, the sect fell into peril due to treachery and was on the brink of destruction. It was Supreme Elder who appeared like a god, turning the tide with his actions.

The entire Baxuan Pavilion revered Supreme Elder as a deity, but his identity remained shrouded in mystery, known only by the three sect leaders.

There were even rumors that the two high-ranking sect leaders were merely his maidservants.

Of course, such claims were absurd, and the named disciple always scoffed at them.

However, Supreme Elder was indeed remarkable. Over a hundred years ago, he had already reached late-stage Immortal Core. Could it be because of him that Sky’s End Pavilion...

No, the named disciple shook his head. While this explanation seemed plausible initially, upon closer examination, it made no sense.

Late-stage cultivators were formidable in other sects, but for a superpower like Sky’s End Pavilion, they wouldn’t be taken seriously.

In Sister Ruyan's view, even high-ranking cultivators were mere ants.

What could have prompted them to ally with us? The named disciple found himself increasingly puzzled.

After a cup of tea, he shook his head and wore a self-deprecating smile. What was the point in thinking so much?

Although he was part of Baxuan Pavilion, as merely a Foundation Establishment cultivator, these matters were not for him to concern himself with.

With thoughts swirling, his expression turned relaxed again; all he needed to do was guard the mountain gate.

Just as he was about to speak, he suddenly froze, his face filled with shock and widened eyes.

"Senior Brother Lu, what's wrong?" The young disciple was startled and quickly turned his head.

Two dazzling streaks of light entered their view. One was green, the other red. Both were heading straight for the sect’s main base.

The red streak was unremarkable, but the green one, though it didn’t emit any spiritual energy, exuded an overwhelming pressure that naturally emanated from it.

Just by looking at it, both cultivators felt their scalp tingle.

Such a feeling had never been experienced before. Condensation Core cultivators couldn't bring such sensations; could it be a late-stage Immortal Core expert?

What was the purpose of this visit? Was it for friendship or enmity with our sect?

Though shocked, as gatekeepers, they didn’t dare to slack off.

The young disciple was panicking, but Senior Brother Lu remained calm. He threw out an audio transmission talisman.

Regardless of whether the visitors were friends or foes, he wanted to alert the sect first.

Soon, two streaks of light approached like a whale drawing in water.

The green streak vanished, revealing a man and woman.

The young man looked unremarkable; he could easily blend into a crowd. The woman was strikingly beautiful, exuding an indescribable charm.

天生媚骨

With this demeanor, her beauty instantly elevated several levels, exerting a terrifying allure.

Both the young disciple and Senior Brother Lu lowered their heads, avoiding eye contact. This woman was at the Condensation Core stage; they feared accidentally offending her.

However, in that moment, both noticed she had lowered her gaze, looking submissively to the young man.

One should not judge by appearance, as the sea could not be measured. It was clear that this man’s cultivation was even higher.

He must be a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator.

"Greetings, Senior. I don’t know why you visited our Baxuan Pavilion, but is there anything important?" said Senior Brother Lu, bowing deeply with respect.

The young disciple quickly followed suit.

Lin Xuan didn't speak; instead, he released his spiritual sense. A hundred years had passed since he left, yet the scenery remained unchanged. How were the girls now?

Without Lin Xuan’s words, Ye Ping’er naturally kept silent as well. The two gatekeepers were taken aback, their faces turning awkward.

At that moment, more streaks of light appeared.
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Chapter 1401: A Century of Reunion "Hm, it's that girl."

After advancing beyond the Separation and Union stage, Lin Xuan not only saw a significant increase in his cultivation but also greatly enhanced hearing and vision.

His gaze swept over several streaks of flying light. His expression showed clear surprise as he hadn't expected to meet an old acquaintance so soon after returning to the Baitian Pavilion. Was it the little girl's turn on duty today?

Thoughts raced through his mind as those streaks of light approached him.

Before him stood a young woman, tall and beautiful, her appearance surpassing Ye Ping'er in many ways. Though she couldn't be considered breathtakingly beautiful, she certainly lived up to the description of having bright eyes and a sweet smile.

"Salutations, Senior Aunty."

The two on-duty cultivators hurriedly bowed, though their opponent was merely an early-stage Condensation Core cultivator, her status in the Baitian Pavilion far exceeded that of several elders.

It was said that even seeing the two Pavilion Masters required addressing them as sisters.

"Zhousheng, is this you and your companion's doing? You say someone—"

Before she could finish, her voice abruptly stopped. Her gaze landed on Lin Xuan’s face, and a look of disbelief flashed in her eyes, her voice trembling slightly.

"Senior Ancestor, are you… Are you back?"

Of course, this girl was Moon’s beloved disciple.

Lin Xuan's expression softened as well. As the saying goes, love for one extends to their house. Just as he intended to greet her, Moon rushed out of the Tianji Manor like a gust of wind.

The two women were very close; though they were master and disciple by title, they were practically sisters.

"Xuan'er, is it really you?"

The young girl hadn't expected such a quick reunion with her beloved disciple. They had been apart for a century, so she had plenty to say.

"Senior… Senior Master?"

Zheng Ban was taken aback, his face showing extreme joy as he rushed over like a whirlwind and embraced Moon: "Senior Master, I— I finally see you again."

Before he could finish, tears welled up in his eyes.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless. This girl, an early-stage Condensation Core cultivator, was openly weeping before her juniors, not caring if they would laugh at her.

He had seen many things in his travels, but this situation was truly unprecedented. He didn’t know how to handle it for a moment.

After nearly a cup of tea’s time, Zheng Zhen finally remembered that their senior ancestor was still waiting and blushed: "I'm sorry, Senior Ancestor, Xuan'er has been too rude."

"It's fine."

Lin Xuan smiled and waved his hand. He wouldn't take offense over such a trivial matter.

"Thank you, Senior Ancestor."

Zheng Ban’s face lit up with a sweet smile before she turned to the other cultivators beside her: "What are you all standing around for? Quickly pay respects to Grand Elder."

Before her words were out, she waved her hand and sent another transmission scroll.

"What, is this senior elder the Supreme Elder?"

The cultivators were shocked. Although Lin Xuan was the true master behind Baitian Pavilion, it was managed by three women—Zheng Ying, Zheng Yun, and Zheng Zhen. Few people had seen him in person, so most only knew his name. No one doubted Zheng Xuan’s words as they all knelt down.

"Rise."

Lin Xuan sipped his tea before speaking calmly: "Yes, please."

A quarter of an hour later, Lin Xuan was welcomed into a grand hall. Though it couldn’t compare to the vastness of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, its splendor far surpassed any secular palace.

Only three people were in the hall—Lin Xuan and two Pavilion Masters from Baitian Pavilion.

Moon wasn't at the Tianji Manor; she had gone to her disciple’s cave for a private chat. Ye Ping'er was still new and hadn’t been brought down yet, so Lin Xuan sent someone to take her away.

"Sir, please drink."

Zheng Ying personally brewed tea for Lin Xuan. Despite not seeing each other in a century, she remained as generous as ever, more understanding than before.

Zheng Yun’s face was full of smiles; both had advanced to late-stage Condensation Core.

Compared to Zheng Yun, her talent was better, and her cultivation was slightly higher, nearing the peak of Condensation Core.

About a month ago, they learned from the messenger of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion about Lin Xuan's news. Both were thrilled but only truly relieved after seeing him in person.

"Congratulations on advancing beyond Separation and Union, my lady," Zheng Ying bowed gracefully with genuine joy on her face.

"Not bad; at just over three hundred years old, you've entered the legendary realm of Separation and Union. No one before or after will surpass you. I believe you can advance further to ascend to the Spirit Realm."

Zheng Yun’s clear voice was always soothing to the ears.

"Enough, we are family. Why do these two girls need to flatter me? Tell me about the current state of Baitian Pavilion?"

Lin Xuan took a sip of tea and spoke calmly.

"Yes, sir," Zheng Ying lowered her head, combed her hair, and opened her lips: "Since your departure a century ago—"

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away.

Tianzhou, in the Demonic Realm Mountains.

In a dark and eerie cave deep within the mountains.

"Is that so? You’ve finally made up your mind?"

A voice, neither male nor female, echoed with excitement on Feng Liang’s strange face.

"Yes, Master."

Field Xiaojian nodded resolutely. After days of contemplation, he had agreed to the suggestion of absorbing demonic energy into his body.

Choosing this path wasn’t without reason. Although Field Xiaojian was calm and ruthless by nature, he didn’t find the allure of Separation and Union too tempting. Originally, he wanted to steadily build a solid foundation before gradually advancing.

But time was pressing. Feng Liang pretended to give him time to consider but grew increasingly irritable as days passed.

His character was already unpredictable and harsh; under his roof, Field Xiaojian dared not truly anger him, fearing what this old monster might do if enraged.

Rather than die at his hands, he decided to take a chance. While the risk of absorbing demonic energy was high, there was still a chance for success.

Better to enter the tiger’s den and catch its cub. After weighing the pros and cons, Field Xiaojian decided to take the gamble.

"Master, I am willing to follow your advice. But you didn’t deceive me; do you really have an 80% chance of success?"

Field Xiaojian spoke slowly.

"Hmph, you’re too suspicious for a cultivator with such excellent talents. Would I lie about something like this? What benefit would it bring me if you died?" Feng Liang replied coldly.

That was true; after careful consideration, Field Xiaojian couldn’t find any flaws in his reasoning.

"Alright, then tell me what to do."

"It’s simple. You just need to temporarily seal your spirit awareness and all your magical energy."
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Jiuling Mountain, Baixuan Pavilion. []

"Over these hundred years, you've both worked hard."

After listening to Lu Ying'er's detailed account, Lin Xuan sighed. During his absence, the风云 in Yunzhou had made life difficult for the small Well轩Pavilion, which was caught between various powerful factions.

Fortunately, although Lu Ying'er's cultivation wasn't high, she handled things with great skill. By using strategies of纵横, Baixuan Pavilion not only successfully established itself in Yunzhou but also saw significant progress.

In simple terms, this involved maintaining good relations with larger sects and families while opportunistically吞并 smaller ones to expand their business networks.

Over the past hundred years, the scale of Baixuan Pavilion had expanded several times. They even opened new markets, though they couldn't be said to have made a fortune. Each year brought in substantial income.

However, as the saying goes, every coin has two sides. As Baixuan Pavilion grew, so did the greed of certain factions around it.

The Thunder and Slay Sect was the perfect example. While this sect might not compare to the vastness of the天涯海阁in Yunzhou, it still couldn't be underestimated. The sect's head was a late-stage元婴 cultivator, with nearly twenty other元婴 elders, making them one of the top-tier sects.

Seeing Baixuan Pavilion prosper, the Thunder and Slay Sect wanted to seize their wealth openly or secretly. Lu Ying'er naturally refused this, so the sect gathered its forces and attacked the main pavilion several months ago.

They thought a small commercial alliance, despite its wealth, would be easy prey without any元婴 cultivators present. However, they miscalculated badly.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't there, he had left behind a solid foundation for Baixuan Pavilion. The protective sect array alone was worth nearly one million crystal stones and could withstand even late-stage cultivators' attacks.

In addition to this, the treasures Lin Xuan obtained from the Skillful Heaven Sect, such as the Wooden Falcon and Crystal Power Cannon, were well-known and had proven their effectiveness in defending the main pavilion.

Moreover, the presence of late-stage puppet masters left opponents speechless.

The battle was fierce, but the Thunder and Slay Sect failed to achieve its goals. The sect's leader was both shocked and angry. Initially, they wanted to restart negotiations, but the unpredictable nature of the world meant that a small Baixuan Pavilion had allied with the天涯海阁. They dared not provoke the five major forces in Yunzhou, so they stopped hostilities and instead came to apologize.

Although this showed weakness, in the cutthroat world of cultivation, it was better to be flexible than to lose face.

"Master, you're being too hard on yourself. If it weren't for your great kindness, I might not have even reached Foundation Establishment. Now, I'm just a withered corpse. Everything you've done for me has been my duty," Lu Ying'er smiled, speaking humbly.

"Yes, Master Uncle, this is what we should do."

Wu Yun'er nodded in agreement. She wasn't doing this to please Lin Xuan; she genuinely cared about him as her master.

Her family had already been destroyed by the Jade Cloud Mountain and the Thousand Buddha Sect, and her master had ascended unexpectedly to the Spirit Realm. Therefore, Lin Xuan was now the closest thing to a family for her in this world.

Lin Xuan nodded. He might be ruthless towards his enemies but was always kind to those who trusted him. Who said cultivators lacked human emotions?

Looking at the young woman before him, he saw she seemed hesitant to speak.

"Ying'er, what is it? Speak your mind; I'm not a cruel person. What could you possibly say that would upset me?" Lin Xuan joked.

"Master Uncle, Ying'er wants to ask if the rumors about you and Miss Yue advancing to the Separation Realm and joining the天涯海阁as its Supreme Elder are true?"

Lu Ying'er's lips moved, but before she could speak, Wu Yun'er interjected eagerly.

"Yes..."

There was no need to hide this. Lin Xuan nodded, noticing both women's slightly furrowed brows.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly understood their concerns.

"Don't worry; even though I joined the天涯海阁, my position as Supreme Elder is merely a deterrent and won't affect our relationship. In fact, with the support of the天涯海阁, Baixuan Pavilion's future development will be smooth sailing..."

Lin Xuan smiled as he explained his agreement with Meng Ruyan. The two women's worries turned to joy. Although they felt Lin Xuan wouldn't abandon Baixuan Pavilion, hearing his promise made them feel more secure.

Master Uncle has thought so carefully for the pavilion; I am truly grateful. If it were another cultivator, they would have happily taken up a comfortable position as Supreme Elder in the天涯海阁and left our small pavilion to wither away.

A man of honor and loyalty—both women were now devoted to Lin Xuan.

"In fact, I've already made plans for Baixuan Pavilion's development," Lin Xuan continued calmly.

"Oh, Master, please tell us."

Lin Xuan's cultivation was beyond doubt, but his talent in managing a sect wasn't outstanding. He usually delegated authority to several girls. Hearing him speak now, Lu Ying'er's face showed curiosity as she respectfully asked.

"As you know, the天涯海阁is different from other major forces; although it has deep roots, its main pavilion is on Yizhou Island. The ocean is vast and vastly different from inland areas. There are no rich crystal mines or abundant herbs, but there are countless sea monsters in the depths, providing endless resources for cultivators."

"Their internal organs, fur, bones—these are all valuable. These resources are scarce on land, so it's a matter of trading between inland and coastal regions."

"This trade is enormous; it isn't something individual cultivators can handle. Previously, it was handled by the markets on Quanjin Island. Coastal cultivators would sell their hunted monsters to these markets for herbs and crystal stones, which were then traded with inland commercial alliances.

"Both parties could make a fortune from this exchange..."

Lin Xuan's words sparked excitement in both women.

"So you mean..."

"We Baixuan Pavilion is also a commercial alliance. Master Uncle means that the business of trading with coastal cultivators will be handled by us. It’s like keeping the fat for ourselves, right?" Wu Yun'er blushed with excitement, nearly jumping up and down if not for her dignity.
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"Good. []" Lin Xuan looked at the two girls with approval, his face full of smiles: Previously, when Magnetic Golden Island's market traded with the mainland, there was no fixed buyer. The Cloud State Six Great Merchant Alliances had dealings with them. However, in the future, this situation would change, as Yun'er said; good things should not be left for outsiders. Master Baxuan would receive all of their business transactions in the Cloud State.

Lin Xuan smiled and spoke up: "Young Master, your plan is good, but it will be difficult to implement."

Unlike Wu Yun'er's pure excitement, Lu Ying'er frowned slightly after hearing Lin Xuan's plans.

"Ah, say, what difficulties can we discuss together?" Lin Xuan said with a pleasant smile.

"Do you worry that the business volume will be too large? Just Baxuan Pavilion alone doesn't have the capability to handle such a big transaction," asked Lin Xuan.

"Not exactly, Young Master. The more transactions there are, the more profits we can make. Even if people in the Cloud State aren't enough, we can still draw from the Yin State. You don't need to worry about that. I said it's difficult because, as far as I know, Magnetic Golden Island's market isn't just operated by Heavenly Sea Pavilion; major sects and families in the outer sea also have shares. Will they agree to hand over all their business transactions to Baxuan Pavilion?" Lu Ying'er spoke softly, worry evident in her eyes.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. "So that's how it is. But even if it's Heavenly Sea Pavilion making decisions on who to do business with, Fairy Ruyan might not agree just because our sect does so."

"Stupid girl, don't overthink things. Who said Fairy Ruyan has to agree? I just joined Heavenly Sea Pavilion as a Supreme Elder, and I'm not just a figurehead," Lin Xuan patted his chest confidently.

"Supreme Elder, are you doing this for personal gain?" Wu Yun'er stammered, blushing.

She quickly bowed: "I apologize, Supreme Elder. It was an unintentional mistake on my part."

"Don't get up; there's no need to apologize," Lin Xuan said without anger. "Actually, what you say is right. I am indeed being biased towards Baxuan Pavilion, but so what? In this world, people have close and distant relationships. Who can claim they don't have any private interests? Even though I'm a Supreme Elder for both factions now, if forced to choose, I would naturally favor Baxuan Wang."

"Young Master, will doing this affect your relationship with Fairy Ruyan?" Lu Ying'er asked hesitantly.

Lin Xuan scanned the girls and felt warmth. "Don't worry; Sister isn't a petty person. While it does mean some loss for Heavenly Sea Pavilion to only do business with our sect, she'll still give me face. There won't be any rifts."

A century ago, if not for his intelligence and courage, even with Wuting Lou's involvement, the outcome was uncertain.

He had significant contributions to Heavenly Sea Pavilion. Besides, Sister was challenging the Separation Realm mid-stage, and he did a lot of work. Although she could be stubborn, she was clear about her grudges. Lin Xuan believed that even if he hadn't joined Heavenly Sea Pavilion, Sister would still give him face.

Moreover, their relationship had grown closer now. For Ruyan's personality, such trivial matters wouldn't matter much.

"Phew," the two girls relaxed after hearing Lin Xuan explain everything. "Thank you for your strategic planning, Young Master. I will manage Baxuan Pavilion well and won't disappoint you."

Wu Yun'er bowed respectfully as well.

"Mm, of course, I believe in that. But the ultimate goal is to ensure a place for both of you. While having a sect as support is good, what truly determines a cultivator's fate and status is their own strength. You must remember this; don't prioritize superficial things over cultivation," Lin Xuan said seriously.

"Yes, Young Master (Supreme Elder), we will always keep your teachings in mind."

The two girls nodded obediently.

"Mm."

They chatted about other matters for a while before Lin Xuan asked about their cultivation progress. Although his divine sense could clearly see their realms, the specific details needed to be spoken by themselves.

The two girls knew nothing to hide and spoke freely.

Even if they revered and trusted him from the bottom of their hearts, how many Condensation Realm cultivators in all twelve states of Heaven Cloud or even the entire world had such good fortune as to receive guidance from Separation Realm experts?

They heard a saying: "Listening to one's words is better than reading for ten years." Their current situation was even more precious.

Each of Lin Xuan's teachings helped them gain insights, making previously unsolvable problems clear. Today's conversation would save them many detours in their cultivation.

Lin Xuan wouldn't keep this from the two girls either; he hoped they could progress quickly so that when they successfully formed an infant, he too could ascend to the Spirit Realm with peace of mind.

After all, it was better to seek oneself than others. Even though Heavenly Sea Pavilion would support them, Lin Xuan still wished for his apprentices to be stronger in terms of strength.

The Abyssal Gate would open in thirty years; they were currently at late Condensation Realm and had a chance to form an infant, but the difficulty wasn't small.

The key was how it went. Of course, he would try his best to help them as much as possible.

"By the way, Ying'er, I have something for you this time," Lin Xuan suddenly patted his head, as if remembering something.

"Young Master has something for me?" Lu Ying'er was taken aback but very eager.

"Indeed." As he spoke, he reached into his storage bag and a clean white jade tube appeared in his palm.

"Take a look."

Lin Xuan tossed the item to her.

Lu Ying'er's face showed surprise as she injected divine sense into it; large characters immediately appeared in her mind.

The first few were particularly prominent.

However, Lu Ying'er was stunned.

"It's The Jade Maiden Seven Heart Techniques! Isn't that the cultivation method you and Sister Xin practiced?" And Young Master personally chose for both of them. Now he sends another copy to me. What could be his intentions?

She was full of doubts. Remembering when she hadn't met Young Master again, they had developed Baxuan Pavilion to a certain scale while also reaching late Foundation Establishment.

They prepared for condensation and collected cultivation methods needed after advancing.

When Young Master appeared, he gave them Heavenly Dust Pills, which helped them become Condensation Realm cultivators.

But her situation was clear; neither she nor Sister Xin's cultivation talent was outstanding. Forming an infant was already a stroke of luck; it would be difficult to advance further in the immortal path this lifetime.

Thus, they chose methods that were difficult but powerful.

It didn't matter if there were bottlenecks before mid-Condensation Realm.

Different cultivators had different choices; what mattered was whether it suited them.

However, after Young Master reviewed their selections and rejected them, he gave them The Jade Maiden Seven Heart Techniques to practice.

This method suited all types of spirit root attributes. It advanced quickly but with lesser power. At first, she and her sister weren't sure about it, but Young Master said they should try it; if they worked hard, they might even form an infant or advance in the immortal path.

Though half-believing, both sisters followed Young Master's advice and chose The Jade Maiden Seven Heart Techniques as their main cultivation method.

Sure enough, reaching late Condensation Realm, Young Master hadn't deceived her.

But now he was giving another copy of The Jade Maiden Seven Heart Techniques. What could be his intentions?
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Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubt, but Lu Ying'er did not ask anything. Instead, she continued reading.

Soon, her brows lifted slightly as the technique seemed quite similar to what Young Master had given her before. While they appeared almost identical on the surface, there were significant differences in their depths and details.

After careful consideration, Lin Xuan estimated that the similarity was around 90%.

However, as the saying goes, a miss is as good as a mile. That one percent of difference made all the difference; her previous technique, although quick to advance, had weak power. Despite being an advanced-stage cultivator now, she still differed greatly from a middle-stage cultivator in terms of combat strength.

But this *Jade Maiden Seven Heart Art* was entirely different. It was top-grade and not only allowed rapid cultivation but also made breaking through bottlenecks easier. Moreover, the divine powers it described were incredibly powerful.

Clearly, what she and Xin'er had been practicing was merely a cheap imitation.

After a long while, Lu Ying'er raised her delicate head with a pleased expression on her face: "Young Master, where did you get this treasure?"

"Haha, just good fortune."

Although Lin Xuan was cunning, he always followed the principle of trusting those under his command. The two women before him were his confidants, so he naturally wouldn't hide anything from them. He narrated what had happened in the Spirit Gathering Space to them.

"Ah, that explains why you could advance to the Separation stage. So, *Jade Maiden Seven Heart Art* is no ordinary technique; it must be something practiced by a Pavilion Master of some distant place," Lu Ying'er murmured, her face showing signs of deep thought.

"Right." Lin Xuan nodded: "So, Ying'er should study diligently and also make a copy to send to Xin'er in the Yanzhou Region."

"I will follow your instructions, Young Master. I understand that good things should be shared with fellow sisters," Lu Ying'er said obediently.

Wu Yun'er's eyes were filled with envy as well. However, she had already taken Ou Yang Qinxin as her teacher and was practicing a top-grade technique called Sound Wave Art, so it wasn't possible for her to change to another secret art.

After all, human energy is limited; being distracted would only lead to failure.

Of course, there were exceptions. For example, Lin Xuan could practice multiple secret arts simultaneously without slowing his advancement.

Comparing one's luck with others was just looking for trouble.

Seeing Wu Yun'er's expression, Lin Xuan smiled: "Girl, don't be disappointed; I have many more gifts to give you."

"Thank Master (Young Master)."

The two women were grateful but didn't hesitate as they were family.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and a streak of green light shot out from the storage bracelet. Moments later, several vials appeared.

These were all spirit pills—what better way to advance quickly than by taking them?

Although it wasn't difficult for him to obtain some spirit pills with his authority over the Baixuan Pavilion, those on the market couldn't compare to what he had made himself. He was offering middle-grade spirit pills, which even with crystal stones, one would struggle to find.

The two women happily accepted the medicinal pills.

"By the way, that young lady who came back with me should be assigned a position here and tested for her abilities," Lin Xuan said as he finished his instructions.

"Yes, Young Master." Lu Ying'er nodded: "Let me escort you back to your cave."

"Mm."

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. Guided by Lu Ying'er, they flew forward using their own powers.

Outside the grand hall, beautiful scenery greeted them. Over a hundred years under the two women's efforts, the Baixuan Pavilion had grown in strength and the Juling Mountain was now like an earthly paradise. The destruction caused by Moer's cultivation had long vanished.

Now, the Baixuan Pavilion boasted over five hundred condensation core cultivators and nearly ten thousand foundation establishment disciples. Unfortunately, there were no元婴期 experts.

They couldn't recruit such powerful figures because both women themselves were only at the late condensation core stage; they feared inviting trouble.

Fortunately, the main hall was well-defended, with an元婴期 puppet serving as a facade.

Birds chirped and flowers bloomed along their path. Disciples bowed in reverence upon seeing their flight. The news of the return of the Supreme Elder had spread throughout the main hall, and while most disciples hadn't seen Lin Xuan, his legendary status made them worship him deeply.

After about a cup of tea's time, they arrived at a valley.

It was late autumn, but flowers bloomed in the valley, their sweet fragrance permeating the air. The aura of spiritual energy was incredibly dense—clearly the best spot on Juling Mountain.

"Young Master, your old cave is abandoned. I had it rebuilt here for you; do you like it?" Lu Ying'er lowered her head gently and spoke softly.

"You've thought of everything, but Young Master doesn't enjoy luxury or extravagance, so there's nothing to be dissatisfied with," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Then, I won't disturb your rest. If you have any instructions, just call me," Lu Ying'er said obediently.

"Mm, go back and study diligently; don't disappoint me. If possible, I hope each of you can successfully form an婴," Lin Xuan said without turning around but with encouraging words.

"Young Master, I will do my best."

Lu Ying'er bowed gracefully before vanishing as a streak of light. Lin Xuan shook his shoulders slightly and entered the valley.

Meanwhile, a thousand miles away in Tianzhou, in the Demon Realm Mountains.

In a dim cave deep within the mountains, a cold voice echoed: "What? You're supposed to temporarily seal your spiritual awareness and all your magical power."

"Hmph, you're being overly suspicious. Do you think I would harm you?"

The cold tone was filled with dissatisfaction: "If I wanted to harm you, why would I go through so much trouble to help you advance? Without me, could you have become an apex元婴 cultivator in such a short time? Besides, even though I'm trapped by ancient restrictions, killing you is still easy; why bother with tricks?"

On reflection, his words made sense. However, like Lin Xuan, Tian Xiaojian preferred to control his own destiny. Sealing his spiritual awareness and magical power left him defenseless if the other party had malicious intentions.

He fell silent for a moment.

"I have no trust in you at all. I'm doing this to increase the success rate of demon energy infusion."
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第一千四百零五章 幻灵天火

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room of his cave dwelling, his eyes tightly shut. Auras of various colors swirled around him as he placed his hands on his knees and occasionally formed intricate hand seals.

In front of his chest floated a small flame about the size of an egg. Deep green and seemingly brimming with boundless magical power.

Without saying anything, it was indeed the Green Illusion Inferno. But unlike before, within this inferno, there was also a tiny dragon, roughly the size of a thumb, wriggling around as if trying to break free from the flame's constraints.

However, that wasn't easy; each attempt was met with a rebound back into the flames. It was precisely because of this little dragon that the Green Illusion Inferno became extremely unstable. Therefore, Lin Xuan didn't dare use this divine technique against the Pill Master when facing him.

Now having some free time, he couldn’t ignore this隐患. Taking a deep breath, the surrounding primordial energy surged towards his body.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the flame with one finger, and it suddenly expanded. He intended to first refine this dragon soul; after all, it was the essence of a tribulation fire.

Without realizing it, Lin Xuan had been in the seclusion room for over a month since his visit to the Drifting Cloud Pavilion. He still sat cross-legged, but the color of the flame before him seemed quite different now. Previously, the Green Illusion Inferno was incredibly deep and profound, but now it appeared rather deceptive.

The outer layer remained deep green, even darker than before, while slightly inside, it transformed into a brilliant blue, resembling the ice that never thawed for ten thousand years.

At the very center, however, it turned grayish and unremarkable, giving off an eerie silence. This innermost part contained the corrosive power of extreme coldness.

To be honest, this change was quite similar to the three-colored Xuan Ice Fire wielded by Tian Xiaojian, just with different colors.

The outer green inherited the original nature of the Green Illusion Inferno—extremely toxic. The middle blue represented extremely cold flames. And the inner grayish-white color symbolized death energy.

Looking at the flame before him, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. He hadn't anticipated this change himself. However, upon careful consideration, it wasn’t entirely strange.

After all, in Cloud Ridge Mountain, the Green Illusion Inferno had already consumed tribulation fire essence. During the battle on Immortal Isle, he had also taken away the corpse flames that the Pure Source Corpse King had cultivated for over ten thousand years. This time, by refining the dragon soul, he accumulated enough to trigger a fundamental change.

After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, and the three-colored flame gently landed on his palm.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, sensing the power surging within, seemingly containing some kind of rule. However, as an early-stage Separation Realm cultivator, he was still unclear about its intricacies.

But the power of this flame was clearly far greater than before. With a flick of his hand, a bright light shone, and a flying knife-shaped treasure appeared in front of him.

Lin Xuan’s wealth was immense; there were hundreds of treasures in his storage bag. He simply took one out for experimentation.

"Quickly."

He cast the levitation technique, and the flying knife instantly hovered three feet away from his body.

Then, with a flick of his right hand, the three-colored flame transformed into a streak of light, rushing towards the flying knife.

Upon contact, a sizzling sound filled his ears. The flying knife's surface was already covered in a thin layer of ice.

The extreme coldness froze it, but this was just the beginning. Soon, the ice turned black—poison—and then a grayish aura rose, dissolving both the ice and the flying knife into nothingness.

This…

Lin Xuan widened his eyes, even he was shocked by the flame's terrifying power. Even for an Incarnation Realm cultivator, this flying knife would be quite formidable.

Forged from ten-thousand-year-old diamond sand, it was incredibly hard, almost invulnerable to water and fire. Yet, it had been so easily destroyed.

If it were still the Green Illusion Inferno of old, it wouldn’t have such power.

Lin Xuan had thought that refining the dragon soul would increase the flame’s potency slightly, but he never expected it to reach such an incredible level.

It was truly a pleasant surprise. With his mind moving, the flame returned to his palm.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and first quietly felt for some time before raising his hand. The flames swirled around and eventually turned back into its original green hue.

Reverting to Green Illusion Inferno, but with even more potent toxins. However, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied yet; he continued trying to control this new inferno.

After about half an hour of effort, the flame completely transformed into a vast blue sea—extremely cold flames.

"Good, good." Lin Xuan nodded approvingly and closed his eyes again.

Three days later, Lin Xuan still sat in the training room. After some experimentation, he could now freely switch between toxic flames and extremely cold ones.

However, no matter how much he tried, the flame couldn’t fully transform into that innermost grayish hue.

It seemed this attribute was the most powerful, but his current realm wasn't enough to achieve complete transformation.

But one should be content with what they have. Lin Xuan was satisfied with his current situation.

Unfortunately, there weren’t many of these flames left. If he had more, he would feel confident enough to challenge Wangting Tower.

Originally, the Green Illusion Inferno had grown to the size of a basin over the years but was now reduced to just a fist-sized scale after compression and refinement.

Of course, this was good; quality mattered more than quantity. But it also showed how difficult it was to cultivate this flame.

"Master, I think we should give him a new name since he has changed due to consuming tribulation fire. Have you thought about renaming him?" Mo Er’s voice entered his ears. They shared the same cave dwelling, and Lin Xuan's powerful flames had naturally woken up the little girl.

"Hmm, let's call him Illusion Soul Tribulation Fire from now on!" Lin Xuan nodded. Even without Mo Er saying it, he was considering a name change. The two were indeed in sync, thinking of the same thing.

"Illusion Soul Tribulation Fire? Hmm, that’s a good name; it sounds nice and fits the atmosphere well. But it's not grand enough. Consuming tribulation fire doesn’t necessarily mean 'Tribulation Fire.' Let’s call him Illusion Soul Heavenly Fire," Mo Er said with a charming smile.

"Illusion Soul Heavenly Fire?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but upon reflection, agreed that it sounded better. The important thing was that his beloved Mo Er liked it; he could easily go along with her wishes on such trivial matters.

"Alright, from now on, this divine flame will be called Illusion Soul Heavenly Fire." Lin Xuan said firmly. Before the words left his mouth, he noticed a strange look on Mo Er’s face: "Mo Er, what's wrong?"

"Impressive divine technique, Master. I also want to learn it," Mo Er blushed and admitted shyly.
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"Also want to cultivate the Azure Illusionary Profound Flame?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, a hint of surprise appearing on his face.

"Not that Azure Illusionary Profound Flame. The Young Master already knows such divine techniques. With me by your side, there's no point in repeating the cultivation. I want to learn other secret arts, naturally, if it involves flames." Yue'er shook her head and opened her cherry lips to speak.

"What's so hard about that? If my guess is correct, the True Explanation of Mordred should have records of it. After all, how could a High Lord of the Underworld not have practiced powerful flame secret arts?" Lin Xuan raised his head and said with an air of indifference.

"Perhaps there are in the True Explanation of Mordred, but I also mentioned that what I'm cultivating now is just the tip of the iceberg. There's nothing..." Yue'er sighed, her voice filled with despair.

"Silly girl, why be so gloomy? As they say, when the car reaches the mountain, there must be a road. Haste makes waste. Since it's definitely in the True Explanation of Mordred, as your cultivation improves, you'll naturally achieve it. Why worry now?" Lin Xuan patted her head and spoke with an indulgent expression.

Hearing what Lin Xuan said, Yue'er felt much better. She had indeed been too anxious.

"Young Master, since your divine techniques are complete, let me prepare a few dishes for us to celebrate."

Even without reaching the Separation stage, even Flexible Spirit Period cultivators could dispense with food and drink. But people still have emotions and desires; occasionally indulging in some delicious food is also fine.

Since Yue'er was willing, Lin Xuan wouldn't be too fussy. Besides, it had been a while since he last enjoyed intimate moments with this girl.

Life is sweet when everything goes well, with beautiful scenery, exquisite delicacies, and stunning beauty...

Although cultivation can be arduous, having all these still makes it worth it.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't settle for less. He didn't want to turn into a mere skeleton in the grave after a thousand years. Only eternal longevity could allow him to stay by his beloved's side forever.

The future was long and arduous, requiring hard work. But tonight, he certainly fell deeply asleep in the arms of beauty...

After an evening of passion, Lin Xuan and Yue'er had some tender moments before resuming their cultivation.

Who said advancing to the Separation stage meant everything was fine?

On the contrary, his time was very tight. There were only about thirty years left until the Mordred Gate opened.

That brief period was just a blink of an eye.

If it had been in the past, Lin Xuan wouldn't have cared much about treasures and would have calmly cultivated step by step.

Once he reached late Separation stage strength, he could think about ascending to the Spirit Realm.

But from his sister's lips, Lin Xuan learned there was a shortcut to bypassing the heavenly tribulation and directly ascend to the Spirit Realm.

Such good news, if he didn't know it, would be a waste. Missing out on such an opportunity was simply unacceptable.

Thus, Lin Xuan had already agreed to team up with Dream Ruyan, of course, including Yue'er that girl.

But sneaking through wasn't without risks. In fact, there were likely many hidden dangers along the path to the ancient teleportation array.

However, Lin Xuan didn't mind. Even if he could advance to late Separation stage like Wating Pavilion and endure the heavenly tribulation to ascend to the Spirit Realm, he shouldn't forget that cultivation was a race against time.

The resources in the Spirit Realm were far superior to those on the mortal world. Saving time now would greatly benefit his future cultivation. Therefore, no matter what, Lin Xuan had to take this chance.

Although he possessed Blue Star Sea, cultivating at the Separation stage was too difficult. Even if he consumed medicinal pills like food for thirty years, it wouldn't be possible to advance further.

To strengthen his strength, there were only two paths: one, magical artifacts; and two, secret arts.

Firstly, regarding secret arts, by chance, he had obtained the Illusory Heavenly Flame. In the short term, enhancing its power was impossible. Now, what needed to be done was to master it thoroughly, believing it would help in future battles.

Another thing that required cultivation was the secret art of Luo Tian Fa Xiang. However, such divine techniques were profound and couldn't be mastered overnight.

Haste makes waste. In these thirty years, he could only do his best.

Lin Xuan reached out and took a jade cylinder from his pocket.

The style was ancient, slightly yellowed, indicating its long history.

No doubt, it was an heirloom treasure of the Black Moon Clan.

He truly missed the Hundred Toxin God Group. If that old fellow had still been alive, he might have advanced to Separation stage as well. After all, his cultivation and talent were so extraordinary that they defied imagination—almost like a true immortal reborn. It was hard not to suspect that he was a reincarnation of an immaterial being.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan dispelled such thoughts and sank his divine sense into the jade cylinder.

The secret arts passed down by the Black Moon Clan were truly extraordinary. The Azure Illusionary Profound Flame and True Spirit Strike had never let him down.

Now that he had successfully advanced to Separation stage, it was reasonable to assume he could cultivate more profound secret arts.

But soon, Lin Xuan raised his head with a strange expression on his face.

After sinking his divine sense in, there was nothing but emptiness. Apart from the cultivation methods of the Azure Illusionary Profound Flame and True Spirit Strike, everything else was absent.

Impossible. Could it be that he had successfully advanced without meeting the requirements for new divine techniques?

This was absurd!

Lin Xuan delved into his divine sense again, spending a good meal's time before finally raising his head. His face showed more than just resignation; there was also a hint of gloom.

After a long while, Lin Xuan sighed and rubbed his nose. Although unwilling to accept it, he had to admit that his current divine sense wasn't sufficient for cultivating the next secret arts.

He could only put it aside for now.

For another day.

It seemed there were no secret arts that could be quickly improved in the short term. The other path was magical artifacts.

Although the Mordred Sword had unparalleled power, and the Hundred Birds Bell was a spirit treasure with auxiliary effects, mastering the Profound Art of Communication wasn't urgent either.

After fusing with the Heavenly Moon Crystal, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring's power had increased significantly. However, to Lin Xuan, it still felt like a half-baked solution. Honestly, he was starting to think about switching to another magical artifact.

These couldn't be improved in the short term either. The only option left was the Spirit Bee, Yu Luo Feng.

If only they could mature faster.

With this thought, Lin Xuan reached out and another jade cylinder appeared before him.

It emitted a faint golden glow, clearly something extraordinary.

The Art of Controlling Insects.

Despite its value, compared to the Supreme Spirit Treasure, it was almost on par.

Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into it, hoping to find any part related to Yu Luo Feng and see if there was a way to accelerate its maturation.

But just as he delved into his divine sense, Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched as if sensing something. He looked up.

"Why is Ying'er here? Could something be wrong with the Pavilion of Cultivating Virtue?" Thinking this, Lin Xuan stood from his meditation cushion without sitting down.
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Flicking his fingers, a streak of light shot out. The mist at the entrance of the valley swirled and revealed a path wide enough for one person to pass through.

Soon after, faint footsteps could be heard. The young lady had arrived outside the practice room and gently knocked on the door. "Young Master, Ying'er has something to seek your counsel about."

"Come in."

With Lin Xuan's permission, she opened the door and stepped inside, bowing gracefully before him.

Lin Xuan raised his head and scanned her face. Despite the smile at the corners of her lips, there was a clear worry in her eyes.

"Young Lady Ying'er, why have you come to seek me? What has happened?"

"Indeed, something is amiss. I wish to consult with Young Master."

"Oh, could it be that Mai Xuan Pavilion encountered some trouble again?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. The Sky Edge Sea Pavilion had already sent out a notice to Yunzhou, announcing their alliance with Mai Xuan Pavilion.

In other words, targeting Mai Xuan Pavilion was tantamount to declaring war on the Sky Edge Sea Pavilion. Who would dare to provoke such a powerful entity at this time?

Lü Ying'er's cultivation level was only at the Core Condensation Stage, but she was incredibly intelligent. From Lin Xuan’s expression, she could guess what he was thinking.

"Young Master, you misunderstand. We did not encounter any trouble; it is about Xin'er." "Xin'er?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. This was indeed unexpected.

Since the cosmic anomaly, compared to other prefectures and states, Youzhou appeared barren in terms of spiritual veins and cultivation resources, almost like a wilderness.

Thus, major sects and families had all moved out, leaving Youzhou so weak that it could barely support an婴期 cultivator.

Mai Xuan Pavilion's dominance over Youzhou made them the sole ruler. The entire cultivation world of Youzhou was under their control.

Later, after some discussion, they decided not to remain confined in this wilderness and Lü Ying'er came to Yunzhou. She left matters concerning Youzhou to Liu Xin.

Although Liu Xin was more gentle than Ying'er, she had been a vice-pavilion leader for many years and had gained some experience.

She could not establish her own base like Ying'er in the midst of powerful enemies but guarding their family business was no problem at all.

After all, Mai Xuan Pavilion's control over Youzhou meant there were no real threats. How could there be any unexpected incidents?

Could it be that forces from another prefecture had invaded?

Lin Xuan asked Lü Ying'er about his doubts. The young lady’s face showed a look of confusion as well.

"Forgive me, Young Master. Xin'er sent the message over great distances, but in the jade cylinder, there was no clear explanation. It only mentioned that the enemy had several婴期 cultivators and seemed to be from a major cultivation family. However, we could not determine their origin." Lü Ying'er said with a slight smile.

"Absurd! How can you not know who attacked us? What did Xin'er do as Pavilion Leader if she didn’t send people to investigate the enemy’s background?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and spoke sternly.

While he was close to his subordinates, he wasn't indulgent. As a superior, clear rewards and punishments were essential.

Xin'er's actions disappointed him.

"Please calm down, Young Master. Xin'er did send people to investigate, but the mystery is that they couldn’t find any clues. Even if we captured someone and used soul probing, it wouldn’t have revealed anything." "Really? Xin'er tried this too, but it was ineffective. The enemy seemed to have used some secret technique on everyone from the lower-stage disciples to high-stage Core Condensation cultivators, making soul probing ineffective," Lin Xuan said, his face darkening as he rubbed his forehead.

"Indeed, I am not sure either. That is why I came to seek your advice." Lü Ying'er lowered her head and spoke respectfully.

"How is the situation in Youzhou now?" Lin Xuan’s soft voice echoed.

"It's still manageable. Although there are several婴期 cultivators, our Mai Xuan Pavilion has dominated Youzhou for a century with solid foundations. Even if their numbers are insufficient, we can compensate with more people and array support. For now, it is evenly matched." "Of course, in the early stages, due to the lack of hunters, we suffered some setbacks. But now, we are at an impasse."

Hearing Ying'er’s words, Lin Xuan sighed in relief. Xin'er hadn’t disappointed him; she was more focused on maintaining than advancing.

"Should we do anything now? Please instruct us." Lü Ying'er smoothed her hair and spoke softly.

"What is your plan?"

"Our alliance with the Sky Edge Sea Pavilion has allowed us to establish ourselves here, but our roots are shallow. According to my suggestion, Youzhou cannot afford any loss. We must always have a fallback position; we can’t abandon our main base so easily," she said.

"You’re right." Lin Xuan nodded and smiled approvingly. "Although we are allied with the Sky Edge Sea Pavilion, our own strength is fundamental. It’s better to rely on ourselves than others. Youzhou may seem like a wilderness, but it is the foundation of our sect; how can we afford to lose it?"

"So I plan to select elite disciples and return to Youzhou personally," Lü Ying'er said with a smile, outlining her strategy.

Of course, this was only a suggestion. As Young Master in charge at the main base, he would decide on their actions.

"You returning to Youzhou is not advisable." Lin Xuan thought for a moment but shook his head.

"Why?" Lü Ying'er raised her head in surprise, but her voice remained respectful and gentle.

"I said I plan to have the Sky Edge Sea Pavilion take over transactions with the Kuijin Island market. With so many matters, you can’t be away," he continued. "Although Yun'er is here, she alone cannot handle everything. Besides, while Yun'er has a higher cultivation potential, her handling of sect affairs falls short compared to yours."

"But if I don't go… What about Youzhou?"

"Youzhou is not your concern. I will personally take care of it," Lin Xuan said.

"What? Young Master, you want to go yourself?" Lü Ying'er was shocked. "This... This is too much trouble for you."

"There’s nothing troublesome about it. It's better to handle things ourselves. Besides, I haven’t been back to Youzhou in a hundred years. Now that I think of it, there might be some secrets there. This time, let me deal with them all," Lin Xuan said.

"Secrets?" Lü Ying'er was puzzled but didn't ask further.
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After a brief conversation, 6 Ying'er took her leave.

Looking at the back of this girl disappear, Lin Xuan rested his hand on his chin and showed some puzzlement. To other forces, Youzhou was merely a desolate land; which cultivation family would harbor ambitions for it, and deliberately conceal their movements?

The matter was full of mysteries.

However, Lin Xuan did not delve too deeply into the details. No matter what force or hidden agenda they might have, he had already advanced to the Separation Realm with Mo'er's assistance. Although he could not say that all of China was accessible, there were few threats to his existence now.

Careful is wise, but being overly cautious might provoke ridicule.

Lin Xuan did not linger; after a night’s rest, he prepared to leave.

The next morning, Lin Xuan left his cave and arrived at the entrance of Drifting Cloud Valley. There stood a tall young girl waiting for him.

She appeared to be around seventeen or eighteen years old, though she was not considered beautiful by any means. Her presence seemed to draw attention as she waited.

"Young Master, what's wrong?" Mo'er’s clear voice reached his ears. Although she was in the Cloudy Ning Mansion, her senses picked up on Lin Xuan’s tense demeanor.

"Mo'er, I didn’t sense anything. There is a very peculiar... demonic aura about three thousand miles southwest," Lin Xuan murmured, his expression grave.

Although his divine sense was much stronger than that of ordinary cultivators at the same level, he could not detect such distant auras. However, this demonic aura was incredibly strange and subtly affected the surrounding primordial energy.

It reminded him somewhat of the ancient demon on Jialing Island, but it seemed purer.

"Perhaps there is something."

A flash of white light appeared before them, revealing Mo'er’s appearance. Closing her eyes, she released her divine sense. Initially, she hadn’t sensed anything, but hearing Lin Xuan, Mo'er also felt a faint presence.

"Could there be some demons? Young Master, should we go check?"

"Not necessarily."

Lin Xuan clapped his hands and wore a mocking expression: "Even if there are demons, what does it matter to me? There’s no benefit in running around for them."

"That makes sense," Mo'er nodded. Her suggestion had been too hasty. If there were powerful demons here, the unlucky ones would be the cultivators of Hoshan City.

Since this was irrelevant to her, she could leave such matters alone.

Lin Xuan cast a deep look southwest before his body was enveloped in green light and flew toward Hoshan City.

Meanwhile, several miles away in some deep mountains, a vast area was shrouded by surging demonic aura. Not only ordinary humans but even lower-grade cultivators would be devoured if they ventured here.

In the heart of this area, a cave stood. Inside, a massive black cocoon towered over everything. The demon inside, towering seven zhang (about 23 feet), was terrifying to behold.

Suddenly, it opened its blood-red eyes, radiating fierce light.

"Two Separation Realm cultivators! Your concealment technique is quite ingenious; I almost fell for it..."

Though he spoke, his expression showed caution. After about a cup of tea’s worth of time, he sighed in relief and muttered to himself: "Fortunately, those old monsters don’t want to meddle either. Otherwise, even though I’m not afraid, it would be troublesome."

Lin Xuan was unaware of this. He arrived at the Immortal Coming Pavilion, an important building in Hoshan City with a complex array of teleportation arrays passed down from ancient times. It could instantly transport one across thousands of miles.

Given that each state’s area was enormous, traveling by flight would take Lin Xuan nearly three months even with his swift techniques. However, using the teleportation array was much faster.

The price was not cheap; even an old monster at the婴灵 Stage would feel a pinch in their pocket. But for Lin Xuan, it was nothing to worry about.

Since there were no teleportation arrays connecting to Youzhou, his destination was Qingzhou, from where he could return by flying.

After paying ten thousand crystal stones, Lin Xuan completed the teleportation smoothly. Money can make even ghosts push doors; this was equally true in the cultivation world. However, compared to a century ago, the price had increased significantly.

Qingzhou ranked among the smallest states in the twelve regions of Tianyun, but it still covered several times more area than Youzhou. With nearly ten billion inhabitants, Lin Xuan arrived without any delay. Saving lives was urgent; he didn’t know how the situation in Youzhou was now.

Although Baixuan Pavilion was a local force with many members, they had several old monsters at the婴灵 Stage on their side.

While Lin Xuan did not say anything, his heart was still somewhat worried. The distance from Qingzhou to Youzhou was countless miles; he had spent nearly three months flying back last time.

However, times change. Back then, he was only at the middle stage of the婴灵 Realm, but now he had entered the Separation Realm. The difference in cultivation stages was immeasurable.

This time, with the same distance, Lin Xuan opened his full speed and managed to cover it in less than four days.

A stone tablet caught his eye, inscribed with two ancient characters: Youzhou!

"Young Master, we’re back."

Mo'er left the Cloudy Ning Mansion. This was where they had first started their cultivation journey together. Each departure and return brought a sense of change.

Zheng Wan stood beside them, her hands clasped in front of her chest. Her rosy cheeks revealed her excitement; after a century, she could finally see her parents again. She didn’t know how they were doing.

"Enough guessing here. Let’s head to Baixuan Pavilion and everything will be clear..." Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Young Master is right. Let’s go..."

Before Mo'er finished speaking, green spiritual light flashed across her body. After spending so long in the Cloudy Ning Mansion, she felt a bit restless.

She decided to fly for a while. The green spiritual light grew, enveloping Zheng Wan and turning into a bright streak of light that soared toward the distant sky.

Lin Xuan smiled and followed behind.

Though it had been a century since he left Youzhou, most cultivators possessed photographic memory. Therefore, they didn’t worry about getting lost.

They flew over Bichun Mountain, where the quality of the spirit veins was quite good. The Bichun Sect had taken over after moving to Yunzhou.

The sect’s leader was Zheng Wan's biological father, while her mother was Xu Yin from the early days when Lin Xuan knew Duxi and his siblings.

With this connection, the Bichun Sect had climbed up the tree of Lin Xuan. They formed an alliance with Baixuan Pavilion, though it remained the main force.

Over the years, they gained many benefits and became one of the second-largest sects in Youzhou.

However, there were always trade-offs. The fate of the Bichun Sect was closely tied to that of Baixuan Pavilion.

The main base of Baixuan Pavilion was far away, so Lin Xuan planned to go to Bichun Mountain first and gather information there.

As they flew, Lin Xuan felt a sense of nostalgia. He hadn’t noticed how desolate Youzhou was before returning from Yunzhou. The primordial energy here was thin, and the number of cultivators was few. After flying for several miles, he didn’t even see any disciples at the灵动 Realm.
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Lin Xuan's遁光 was unremarkable, and his flight speed not particularly fast.

Moonlight only stayed outside for about two hours before she returned to the Heaven Fortune Mansion. It turned out that this girl had been diligently practicing recently.

Seeing the sun high in the sky, it was nearly noon, Lin Xuan was soaring over a small lake when his遁光 suddenly slowed down as if sensing something. A hint of surprise flashed across his face; about seven or eight hundred miles to his left, there was an overwhelming煞气 and chaotic 灵气, indicating that some cultivators were in conflict.

Could this be related to the Praise轩 Pavilion?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced for a moment before he transformed into a streak of startling light and flew off.

With his current遁术, he could travel a thousand miles in an instant; it was no exaggeration at all. Seven or eight hundred miles would take only a breath.

Before him, 灵光 shone brightly, and the sound of explosions continued to reach his ears as法宝s danced in the sky, indicating that the conflict was far more intense than he had imagined.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling surprised and quickly focused his gaze. However, before he could see clearly, a blood-curdling scream entered his ears.

Before him, the sight was gruesome; one cultivator's head had been taken off by the opponent.

It seemed familiar but he couldn't quite place it.

Lin Xuan's eyes turned to rest on a woman among them.

"Meeting old friends in unexpected places," thought Lin Xuan. He still wanted to visit the Azure Cloud Mountain to understand the situation, but here they were, meeting again halfway through their journey.

Lin Xuan rubbed his nose and couldn't help smiling.

Just then, a hoarse voice echoed: "You ungrateful fellows! If you surrender now, you might suffer less. Willing to submit? This sovereign can spare your lives. But why insist on fighting like this? A few Condensation Core cultivators think they can resist me?"

The speaker was a middle-aged cultivator in black robes, around forty years old, with a face full of stubble. Despite being outnumbered five to one, he still held the upper hand.

This wasn't surprising; after all, he was an early-stage元婴 cultivator while his opponents were only at the Condensation Core stage.

Although higher cultivation stages could compensate for numbers, five Condensation Core cultivators couldn't hope to resist a veteran monster like him.

The opponent hadn't even summoned any法宝s; just a mysterious Five Elements technique left them struggling to defend themselves.

As Lin Xuan watched, he found his own familiar the techniques.

It seemed they had faced similar enemies before, though those opponents were far stronger than this early-stage元婴 cultivator.

"Senior Sister, let's go. This old man is for us to handle," said a tall and thin cultivator, driving a flying sword-like treasure with him surrounded by a dozen-inch-long灵芒.

"Yes, Senior Sister; our sect still needs you to take charge of the situation." Another one-armed cultivator intensified his attack.

"Hmph! Wanting to leave? Dream on, Fairy Xu. Stay here for this sovereign," said the元婴 cultivator, turning to the only woman in the group with a sinister smile.

This woman appeared to be around twenty-seven or eight years old, curvaceous but with a cute and delicate face. Though not a beauty, she exuded an unusual charm.

She was Zheng Bo's mother, also the wife of the Heavenly斑 Sect Master.

Before his words were finished, a terrifying aura erupted from him as he opened his mouth to spit out a peculiar-shaped treasure that resembled a curved blade used by nomadic tribes on the grasslands. The blade struck Xu Yin's head with ferocity.

The attack was ruthless; no mercy for women or men.

But it wasn't strange; enemies were enemies, and there was no distinction between genders.

Xu Yin's expression turned pale as she couldn't withstand an元婴 cultivator's power and tried to retreat. However, the air around her suddenly became solid, and she found herself unable to move.

"What secret technique is this?"

Xu Yin was shocked but could only watch helplessly as the blade sliced towards her head.

Her fellow cultivators were both alarmed and angry but couldn't assist; they were also caught in the attack and couldn't save themselves either.

Just then, "Mother!"

A young woman's cry echoed. A beautiful girl appeared out of nowhere a dozen feet away.

Of course, it was Zheng Bo.

Who would say that cultivators are selfish? Family ties matter too.

Seeing her mother in danger, this girl immediately left the Heaven Fortune Mansion without hesitation and tried to use her treasure to protect her, but it was too late. Zheng Bo flew over with all his might, spreading his arms to shield his mother's body, using his own delicate frame as a barrier against the blade.

"Bo."

Xu Yin was shocked; they hadn't seen each other in a century and she never expected her beloved daughter to appear at such a critical moment.

Though their reunion should have been joyful, it now faced a dire threat of bloodshed.

In times of crisis, people often tap into extraordinary potential. Xu Yin's concern for her daughter caused her 灵力 to surge, breaking free from the opponent's secret technique. With a swish of her waist, she stood in front of her daughter.

"Hmm?"

The black-robed cultivator was surprised but then sneered. He didn't know how the young woman appeared or why Xu Yin could break his restraint; it mattered not; they would both be his victims.

As the two women faced imminent danger, the curved blade was only a foot away from them. An unbelievable scene unfolded before their eyes.

Without warning, the blade shattered into pieces of rusted metal.

"Phew..."

The loss of his本命法宝 caused a shock to his heart and mind; the black-robed cultivator's face turned pale as he spat out blood.

A hint of fear flashed in his eyes. As an early-stage元婴 cultivator, he couldn't understand how the treasure was destroyed.

Could it be...

"Who dares to play god here? Disrespecting this sovereign will bring you pain," the man spoke with a fierce exterior but a weak core.

"Hmph! Pain of soul extraction; a mere early-stage元婴 cultivator is truly reckless."

A clear voice echoed, and a male and female figure appeared in the air.

Moonlight's face was filled with pride; it must have been the little girl who acted. After all, Zheng Bo was her beloved disciple, how could she leave him to die?

Seeing two unexpected guests, the black-robed cultivator was both alarmed and suspicious, immediately scanning his mental awareness towards them.

At this moment, concealing one's cultivation level had no meaning; powerful 灵力 flowed through the master and servant's bodies.

"Whoa..."

A mere early-stage元婴 cultivator couldn't sense their cultivation levels but they were clearly much more formidable than an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator.
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The mysterious man and woman were none other than the legendary Separation and Union cultivators. In an instant, the black-robed cultivator was drenched in cold sweat, his face turning a sickly green.

But he also found it absurd. Throughout the Twelve States of Heaven Clouds, there were few Separation and Union stage cultivators. Youmu was just a remote wasteland; how could such old monsters appear here?

Moreover, two at once. Could it be that he had made a mistake? He used his divine sense to scan over the master and servant pair. Even if they weren't Separation and Union stage, they were undoubtedly beyond his match.

The black-robed cultivator was so frightened that he trembled all over.

While some rejoiced, others mourned. Unlike him, several other cultivators led by Xu Yin showed great joy at seeing their master and servant alive.

Even without having seen Lin Xuan's master and servant in person, they could tell they were not enemies but allies.

After confirming her daughter was safe, Xu Yin bowed gracefully in the air: "Moon Fairy, Senior Aunt."

Senior Aunt?

The other cultivators were equally surprised. Could this cultivator be their own Supreme Elder?

With that thought, he scrutinized Lin Xuan's appearance and found it familiar, resembling a certain portrait in the Ancestor Shrine.

"Saluting the Supreme Elder."

The remaining four Condensation Core stage cultivators hurriedly bowed deeply.

Hearing that Elder Lin was an Inner Core中期 cultivator over a hundred years ago, they wondered if he had advanced to become a late-stage great cultivator.

Compared to Yunzhou's harsh conditions for cultivation, it was extremely difficult in Youzhou. An Inner Core中期 cultivator like the former Extreme Demon Sovereign was already intimidating and hailed as the top of Youzhou.

Great cultivators were merely legends here. Everyone's eyes glowed with excitement.

Despite his extreme unease, the black-robed cultivator did not want to wait passively. He had lost his main talisman, but as an Inner Core stage cultivator, he couldn't be so impoverished that he only possessed one treasure.

With a grimace, he struck his waist and summoned a short black fork.

Though it was no more than a foot long, the surface was covered with runes and emitted heavy阴气. It wasn’t just any ordinary treasure.

A look of ruthless determination flashed in the black-robed cultivator's eyes as he pounded his chest like drumming on a gong.

He spat out blood, mixed with his true essence.

After the essence was absorbed, the fork emitted intense light, and an eerie wailing could be heard. It transformed into a flying rainbow, shooting towards Lin Xuan and Moon Fairy.

The black-robed cultivator wasn't a fool; he didn’t do this to fight but merely buy time for escape.

Summoning the short fork, he turned without hesitation as countless dark mists surrounded him, turning into a dark cloud that shot off toward the horizon.

"Want to run? Don't you think it's too late?"

Lin Xuan turned his head, showing no surprise or joy. He simply raised his right hand and grabbed at nothing in the air.

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded before everyone’s eyes.

The empty sky seemed to ripple like a stone had been thrown into water, forming a bright net.

"..."

The Inner Core cultivator was stunned for a moment before he was utterly terrified. Such a power was unheard of; only an Outer Core cultivator could perform it.

He truly was Separation and Union!

Before the thought fully formed, the net descended upon him. The ghost fork Lin Xuan and Moon Fairy ignored as if it didn’t exist—just an early Inner Core cultivator trying to threaten them was laughable.

The ghost fork stopped mid-flight, seemingly trapped by some strange power.

There was no suspense; the dark cloud dispersed, leaving the black-robed cultivator ensnared in the net.

His face turned pale. Begging for mercy would be useless. Better to end it himself than suffer at his enemy’s hands.

With a resolve to die, he hesitated no longer. But Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast; he immediately saw through the other party's intention of Inner Core self-destruction.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and without hesitation waved his sleeve. A beam of light shot out from it, entering the black-robed cultivator’s chest.

The black-robed cultivator felt the world spin as his power vanished. He couldn’t even move a finger now.

"Wh-What do you want?"

"Hmph, what else? Your origins are mysterious; I can only use soul-searching techniques," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

"Soul-searching, friend, don't bother thinking about it. Our disciples have all been subjected to secret rituals; there's nothing for you here. How about we make a deal?" The black-robed cultivator showed fear in his eyes but then suggested something.

"Deal? Hmph, you're really delusional. You’re just my captive now and don’t have the right to negotiate."

"Don't you think your ears are playing tricks on you? I said soul-searching won't work; if you swear not to harm me with a Heart Demon Oath, I’ll tell you anything," even ants try to survive, let alone cultivators. Despite knowing it was unlikely, he refused to give up.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan remained unperturbed.

"Don’t you think I’m lying? If you doubt it, ask the others; our disciples aren't without your sect’s hands. Do soul-searching techniques work?" The black-robed cultivator spoke with panic.

"I believe you, how could I not trust you?" Lin Xuan's smile was enigmatic: "But one, how can I know if you're lying to me? Two, the higher the dao, the greater the magic; do you think your secret technique will work on me?"

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan placed his hand on the other party’s head.

After a long while, Xu Yin's firelight flickered as the black-robed cultivator's body turned to ashes. Only an inch-high Inner Core remained, still immobile with pain and confusion in its eyes.

Lin Xuan lifted his hand, revealing a small banner in his palm, which he used to contain the Inner Core.

What was there to be polite about? To the Beast Soul Banner of the Dark Path, a cultivator’s Inner Core was a great boon.

"Senior Aunt, did you find out their origins?"

Xu Yin's face lit up with hope. As he said, their soul-searching techniques were ineffective, but Lin Xuan was different. She had full confidence in his abilities to uncover the mystery of their origins.
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Chapter 1412 - Birth, Old Age, Sickness, Death

"Turns out it's a remnant of the Luo Family. Truly, they are no ordinary noble sect; even in decline, their底蕴 far surpasses that of common sects." Lin Xuan supported his chin with his hand and showed a look of surprise.

"Uncle Senior, what are you saying?" The cultivators from Tiangubo Sect were confused as Duyin asked, her face showing a hint of confusion.

The distance between Youzhou and Yunzhou was countless miles. This place was considered a wilderness, so the news here was naturally very isolated.

Back when there was chaos in Xuan City, it shocked almost every sect and family in Yunzhou. However, the cultivators from Youzhou had never heard about it at all.

When it doesn't concern you, stay aloof; no matter how many casualties occurred in Yunzhou, it meant nothing to them.

But Lin Xuan was different. As a participant, he knew almost everything that happened. The Luo Family's plan for the blood of the Deva God was meticulously detailed, but unfortunately, fate turned against them as all the cultivators who entered Wu Ding River perished. Lin Xuan originally thought that the Luo Family in Tianzhou had been buried by history and became a sad tale. After all, the rise and fall of sects is common in the cultivation world.

Who knew they were like a hundred-foot-long worm that doesn't die even when cut into pieces. The head of the Luo Family was indeed an expert at the Separation and Union stage; he was cunning to the extreme and never put all his eggs in one basket.

On the surface, he took a desperate gamble, but secretly, he had left a fallback plan. Before acting, he sent thousands of disciples to Youzhou.

These thousand disciples weren't highly skilled, but each possessed outstandingqualifications. These were the seeds for the Luo Family's revival.

Although obtaining the Deva God’s blood was the head of the Luo Family's top priority, they feared the worst. If it failed, the Luo Family would become a public enemy to both human and demon races in the Twelve Provinces.

A street rat is hunted by everyone; but that didn't matter. With these disciples, the Luo Family had a chance to rise again.

The bloodline of the Heaven-Defying King would not be extinguished in the mortal world.

But this old monster was clever enough not to send all his disciples away. Most were scattered across various places, serving as faceless pawns. If their mission failed, each sect would mercilessly purge Luo Family members. If none could be found, it would raise suspicion. So he divided the low-ranking disciples into two groups.

Not by cultivation level but byqualifications; those with betterqualifications went to Youzhou, while those with worsequalifications were discarded.

This ruse successfully deceived both human and demon races, allowing the seeds of the Luo Family to remain in Youzhou.

A century passed, and the Luo Family gradually faded from people'sline of sight. The ones sent to Youzhou were all elites; over this century, despite hiding, their cultivation levels still progressed rapidly. Even more than a dozen became Immortal Core cultivators.

Seeing that the wind had died down, they couldn't bear the isolation any longer and planned to come out and act.

After all, who wants to remain in the shadows? Their plan was to take control of Youzhou first.

Lin Xuan remained silent on the surface but organized the information he had obtained from soul probing.

Indeed, planning is in human hands; success depends on heaven. The head of the Luo Family's plans were good, but unfortunately, fate always seemed to conspire against him.

Lin Xuan didn't bother explaining these matters further to Duyin.

He casually asked about the situation in Youzhou.

Of course, she wouldn’t hide anything and spoke freely.

She heard that the battle in Youzhou was still ongoing. Lin Xuan sighed with relief, while Duyin and her daughter were overjoyed at their reunion after a century apart.

In just a hundred years, her beloved daughter had successfully formed an Immortal Core; choosing to become a disciple of Moon Goddess Immortal was indeed the right choice.

"Why is Mi here? Why didn't Father come with her?" Zheng Wei was curious. In her memory, her parents were always inseparable and harmonious.

The Tiangubo cultivators present exchanged glances, Duyin's face darkened even more.

"Mother, did Mi speak? Could something have happened to Father?"

Zheng Ban, a clever girl, noticed the change in expression and became anxious.

"Hu'er, your father… passed away twenty years ago." Duyin sighed; there was no hiding it.

"What? No… that's impossible. Did Father go mad while practicing? Mother, why didn't you send someone to inform me?" Tears streamed down her face as Zheng Hu's voice grew sharp.

"Ban, I'm not heartless, but telling Mi wouldn't have helped. My elder brother did not die from practice; he simply exhausted his lifespan and passed away." Duyin sighed; she had considered informing her daughter but ultimately decided against it after much thought.

Birth, old age, sickness, death—these were the laws of life that even cultivators couldn’t escape. Their lifespans were longer than ordinary people's, but they still faced these inevitabilities.

Lin Xuan remained silent but felt a tinge of emotion. While this news was sudden, it wasn't entirely unexpected. Duyin looked like she was only in her late twenties or early thirties, but she had actually been around for over three hundred and forty years. The headmaster of Tianxuan Sect was even older, about four hundred years old.

Four hundred years was almost the limit for a Core Formation cultivator. If he hadn't succeeded in forming an Immortal Core, his passing wouldn’t have been surprising.

There was nothing anyone could do to change this fate. Duyin didn't tell her daughter to avoid delaying her cultivation; it was indeed a mother's concern.

Lin Xuan sighed and offered some comfort.

As evening approached, a vast mountain came into view.

Rising and falling, shrouded in mist, its grandeur was awe-inspiring. After a century, Lin Xuan finally returned to Biyun Mountain.

Due to the ongoing war in Youzhou, security had been tightened significantly. Thus, they were spotted by patrolling disciples before reaching Biyun Mountain.

After her husband passed away, Duyin had taken over as head of Tianhuang Sect; seeing her, the disciples rejoiced greatly and even more so when they heard that Senior Elder was returning with her.

As they greeted, they also sent out transmission scrolls. In just a short while, a dazzling light appeared from afar, and countless cultivators came to welcome them. To Lin Xuan's surprise, among them were several hundred disciples from Baixuan Pavilion.

They were here for a beautiful girl in emerald green attire.

Liu Xin!

This was not the main hall of Baixuan Pavilion; seeing this woman, Lin Xuan was surprised and more so delighted.

After a round of greetings, Lin Xuan entered the sect with the crowd of cultivators. The disciples then retreated.

Moon also helped Zheng Wei down to rest; hearing that her father had passed away, she was extremely heartbroken.

Moon felt sorry for her disciple and prepared to comfort her.

In the vast hall, only Lin Xuan and Liu Xin remained with Duyin.

"Congratulations on advancing to Separation and Union."

"Xin, let's not talk about this. Why did you come here? Did something happen?" Lin Xuan looked at the girl in front of him and spoke softly.
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Liu Xin's face showed a trace of dejection as she suddenly knelt before Lin Xuan, saying: "Young Master, you are astute. I am useless. The main hall of our sect was ambushed by the other party, and many disciples were killed or injured. I managed to fight my way out, so that's why I'm here in Bichun Mountain."

"What?!"

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, turning pale with anger. He had guessed something had happened but never expected that even the main hall of the Baixuan Pavilion could be breached.

"How is this possible?" Xu Yin also looked shocked, her expression filled with disbelief as she touched her forehead: "The Baixuan Pavilion has been managed by Sister Xin for so long. While it may not be impenetrable, it's certainly a fortress-like existence. Even if the other party had an Advanced Core cultivator, they couldn't have broken through with all the restrictions in place. Could there be... a traitor?"

Since her husband passed away, Xu Yin had taken over as the sect leader of Tianban Sect and was well-versed in its affairs.

Lin Xuan nodded; this woman's analysis matched his own thoughts.

"It’s not that way, Young Master. The Baixuan Pavilion has no one who betrayed us. The main hall was breached because there was an Advanced Core cultivator among the enemy," Liu Xin shook her head and said with a slight bite to her teeth.

"What? An Advanced Core cultivator?"

Xu Yin's face turned ashen: "How is this possible? We've been in conflict for months, and even their most powerful cultivator is only at the late stage. Where did this Advanced Core cultivator come from?"

"I don't know. Perhaps they were hiding their strength or it was a coincidence, but someone broke through just when things got critical."

Liu Xin's eyes turned slightly red as she spoke: "To be honest, the breach of the main hall is indeed frustrating."

However, as the leader of the Baixuan Pavilion, she couldn't shirk her responsibility. She knelt three times before Lin Xuan: "Everything is my fault. Please punish me, Young Master."

"Auntie..."

Xu Yin showed a touch of reluctance in her eyes; they had worked together for many years and were good friends privately. She wanted to plead on Liu Xin's behalf.

But regardless of the reason, losing the main hall was a grave mistake. She didn't know how to speak.

"Come, Xin, stand up," Lin Xuan spoke gently, surprising everyone.

"I... Young Master," Liu Xin was taken aback and showed a confused expression.

"The loss of the main hall is indeed deserving of severe punishment. But rules are made by people, and I'm not unreasonable. With an Advanced Core cultivator among the enemy, even with our restrictions, it's inevitable that we couldn't hold them off. It’s not your fault in battle. Do you think I want you to die there? So no need for apologies. Although Sister Xin was at fault this time, the circumstances are understandable, and I won’t punish you."

"Auntie, you truly are wise and mighty. Sister Xin, why stand there? Quickly thank Auntie for her great kindness," Xu Yin couldn't help but smile in relief.

"Thank Young Master, your great kindness will be repaid with my life."

"Nonsense!"

Before the girl could finish, Lin Xuan sternly interrupted: "Why say such nonsense? What good is dying for me if I want you all to live and succeed in cultivation?"

"Yes, yes. I was foolish. I promise to work hard and not disappoint Young Master's expectations."

Though scolded, Liu Xin blushed with gratitude and joy as she knelt three times before Lin Xuan.

Then she stood up respectfully, saying: "Young Master, what should we do now? Please instruct me. Even if it means risking my life, I will try my best."

A true man shows his sincerity, a woman returns the favor in kind. Although the cultivation world is full of deceit and treachery, these women's loyalty to Lin Xuan was beyond doubt.

"Indeed, Auntie, our Tianban Sect will also cooperate fully. Even if it means going through fire and water, we won't flinch," Xu Yin said with a smile.

"Why go through all this trouble? What risks are you talking about? Just a few remnants of the Luo family. Even an Advanced Core cultivator is nothing in my presence. You don’t need to do much else; just find out where their stronghold is, and I will take care of these ungrateful cultivators," Lin Xuan sneered.

"Those who do not offend me, I do not offend them. Those who offend me, I destroy their entire family."

Lin Xuan was never generous but fiercely protective. In the Wudeng River, he had conflicts with Luo family cultivators. Had Mo'er not successfully fused with the Deva Blood, he might have died at the hands of the old patriarch. He had no reason to be lenient toward his disciples or their descendants.

Hearing Lin Xuan's "arrogant" words, both women were surprised but quickly understood and smiled in relief: "Hehe, how could I forget that Young Master is now a legendary Separation Stage cultivator? These guys are formidable enemies in our eyes, but they're nothing to you."

Liu Xin combed her hair as she looked up with admiration. She had met Lin Xuan at the early Condensation Core stage two hundred years ago; he had advanced so rapidly that it was unprecedented.

Sighing, Liu Xin's face showed a trace of dejection before quickly recovering: "I will follow Young Master’s instructions and go investigate. I’ll deliver the information about their stronghold to you as soon as possible."

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded. "Go ahead without worrying about enemies; everything is under my control."

"Yes, Young Master, I understand. You rest first, and I'll take my leave now."

"Good, get going."

Liu Xin gracefully swept her sleeves and glanced at Lin Xuan before retreating respectfully.

"Auntie, you've traveled a long way. Your cave abode in Bichun Mountain is still there; would you like me to show you?"

"No need, I remember the location. Go on your own," Lin Xuan said as he looked at Xu Yin. They had known each other for three hundred years, and she wasn’t far from her end of life. In a century, she had advanced to the peak of Condensation Core stage, giving her some hope for cultivation.

"Thank you, Young Master." Liu Xin left with a bow.
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"Auntie Senior, do you have any further instructions?" Seeing Lin Xuan's keen gaze, Xu Yin couldn't help feeling a bit surprised.

"Senior Auntie Xu, how many years of life essence do you have left this year?" Lin Xuan spoke with a calm expression.

"Oh?"

Xu Yin was taken aback. Asking about a woman’s age is rather impolite in both secular and cultivation worlds. Why would Senior Uncle suddenly bring it up?

Despite her confusion, she still curtsied gracefully and respectfully said, "Senior Uncle Jing, I am 357 years old this year."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan nodded. Before he could speak further, Xu Yin's voice continued, "Senior Uncle, I know my days are numbered, so please take good care of Xuan'er in the future."

"Zheng Xuan is Mo'er’s disciple; naturally, I will treat her well. However, Senior Auntie Xu, why do you undervalue yourself? As a cultivator at the peak of the Condensation Core stage, haven’t you ever thought about condensing your essence core?" Lin Xuan glanced at the young woman in front of him and spoke with a low voice.

"Thank you for your concern. I have already dispatched people to investigate their whereabouts," Xu Yin replied, extending her hand and snapping it on her waist. A flash of white light appeared, and she revealed a green jade tube scroll in her palm.

"All the information is recorded here." "Oh?"

Lin Xuan's eyes showed interest as he didn't need to do anything else; the jade tube scroll flew to his front by itself. He closed his eyes and sank his divine sense into it.

After only a short while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. "Good, I will act now. Those who dare to meddle in my affairs will have their souls and bodies torn apart."

"Servant has already gathered the necessary manpower; we can follow your orders at any time." After so many years of training, although Rixin's organizational skills couldn't match those of Ying'er, she was still quite capable.

"I don’t need that. I can handle these shrimp and crabs by myself," Lin Xuan smiled. At the Divided Heavens stage, a cultivator could manipulate primordial energy from heaven and earth. Against low-stage cultivators, more people were useless; the saying "a ten-thousand man enemy" was no longer just a legend.

"Yes." Rixin lowered her head.

"Tell Mo'er to stay put in Bichun Mountain and not wander around."

Lin Xuan turned back and gave another instruction before transforming into a streak of light that quickly vanished into the horizon.

---

Wangyue Mountain, located west of Youzhou, stretched for thousands of miles with majestic peaks. A hundred years ago, it was the main base of the Thunder Cloud Manor, one of the three major powers in Youzhou.

As Lin Xuan's power grew, he inevitably aroused suspicion from other powerful factions. To survive in the cultivation world, being overly kind to others was foolish and naive.

Before leaving Yunzhou, Lin Xuan decided to eliminate the Thunder Cloud Manor and the One-Line Canyon’s senior elders. Without any core-stage cultivators, both factions gradually declined until they were eventually absorbed by Biaoxiang Pavilion and Tiexuan Sect.

The main base of Biaoxiang Pavilion moved from Piaoyun Valley to Wangyue Mountain, where it was fortified like a fortress, capable of withstanding ordinary core-stage cultivators. However, against great cultivators, it was as fragile as paper.

Fortunately, the restrictions still had some use; although they couldn't stop later-stage cultivators, they could delay them for a while.

Thus, Rixin managed to escape with her elite troops but lost hundreds of condensation core-stage and base-stage disciples. Luo Jun was a base-stage cultivator, but he was considered the second generation of his family's lineage after escaping to Youzhou. His mother was a mortal woman, but he had decent spiritual roots and successfully reached the base stage in just fifty years.

This attack on Biaoxiang Pavilion was their first step toward restoring their family’s glory. Although this place was remote, taking over Youzhou would significantly boost Luo Family's power.

After breaking through Wangyue Mountain, they indeed gained a lot of treasures. Despite Rixin's swift decision to retreat with the elite troops, most of the goods couldn't be moved in time.

Crystal stones, medicinal pills, spiritual flowers and plants...

With these treasures, Luo Jun hoped he could break through his current bottleneck. The more his family grew, the better it was for him.

He released his divine sense over a ten-mile radius but found nothing amiss when suddenly, a green light appeared before him without warning.

The strange cultivator had an ordinary appearance, yet his aura was overwhelmingly powerful. Just looking at him, Luo Jun's body began to tremble uncontrollably.

He tried to use the sound transmission talisman but couldn't move any of his fingers. Despite wanting to stand straight, the pressure forced him to kneel down.

Lin Xuan looked at the small cultivator in front of him and, without hesitation, performed a soul-searching technique...

After several breaths, Lin Xuan's hand caught fire, and Luo Jun turned into ashes.

"Rixin’s intelligence report was indeed accurate. The great cultivator left after conquering Wangyue Mountain. Unfortunately, his cultivation level is too low; he knows nothing about the identity of that powerful cultivator."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself before transforming into a streak of light and flying forward.

There was still one core-stage old monster here, with hundreds of condensation core-stage cultivators. However, they were all equally useless to him.

Raising his right hand, he gathered primordial energy from heaven and earth, and countless wind blades appeared in the air.
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The grand display naturally alarmed all the cultivators left in the Luo Family's stronghold at Moonlit Mountain. Thousands of cultivators appeared mid-air as the spiritual light surged.

One by one, they stared wide-eyed, their faces filled with shock.

Was this an invasion by outsiders?

But looking around, there was only a stranger to be seen.

The Luo Family's cultivators were floating in the air, whispering among themselves.

"Please, esteemed guest, if you are visiting our branch sect, please forgive my lack of proper welcome."

With a clear voice, a response echoed through their ears. A brilliant azure light shot out from the mountain wall and streaked towards Lin Xuan's position within an instant.

This was a cultivator in his forties, with long beard and bright eyes, looking quite impressive. His cultivation had reached the middle stage of the Spirit婴中期.

No wonder he was the highest-ranking cultivator among the Luo Family at Moonlit Mountain.

But to Lin Xuan, who had already advanced beyond the late-stage Separation realm, the middle stage was merely insignificant.

His gaze swept over the opponent, and an overwhelming spiritual pressure erupted without warning.

The terrifying strength distorted the space around them.

The middle-stage Spirit cultivator's face turned pale as he stared in shock. "Senior… Senior, are you a cultivator of the Separation realm?"

He seemed to have fallen into an ice cave, shivering all over. The other cultivators were no better; they could be heard falling from the sky with thuds.

Even the Foundation Establishment and Flexible Spirit period cultivators couldn't control their treasures, plummeting down.

Lin Xuan's arrival wasn't for show; he had no qualms about dealing with his enemies. With a flick of his sleeve, an ear-piercing sound filled the air as wind blades obscured the entire sky.

These wind blades varied in size, some as big as a child’s palm and others over ten feet wide, dazzling to behold.

The Luo Family cultivators were visibly fearful, but Lin Xuan's pressure encompassed several miles. They couldn't even move; they could only watch helplessly as their companions were ensnared.

Screams echoed in the air, filled with the stench of blood. In just a short while, thousands of cultivators had all become Lin Xuan's fallen souls.

"Those who do not offend me, I do not offend; those who offend me, I will destroy them." These were the consequences for these people disturbing his territory.

Even though he didn't take their souls to refine, he still wouldn't waste the spirits of the dead.

With a flick of his hand, a banner appeared, as large as a palm.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed with his finger, and immediately dark clouds swirled. The Beast Soul Banner expanded in the wind, eventually growing to an acre's size. A deep black hole appeared at its center.

Infinite and bottomless, it emitted a heart-stopping aura.

Woo…

With a mournful cry, countless tentacles emerged, like demons dancing, collecting the souls of the fallen cultivators.

The same was true for Spirit婴s; they were all beneficial to this magical artifact, the Beast Soul Banner.

Collecting living souls didn't take much time. After several breaths, Lin Xuan opened his hand, and the banner shrank quickly, landing in his palm.

Examining the treasure in his hand, Lin Xuan's eyes showed a mix of emotions. As they say, where there is no intention to plant, a willow tree grows. Initially, he didn't value this Beast Soul Banner much, but with the increasing number of souls absorbed, its power had grown immensely.

It was even surpassing the Nine Heavens Moonlight Ring.

Lin Xuan sighed; if given the chance, he would replace his main treasure.

But for now, it wasn't urgent. With a thought, Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and stowed the Beast Soul Banner in his storage belt. Then, he closed his eyes and released an incredibly powerful divine consciousness.

The entire area within a thousand miles was under his control.

Every blade of grass, every leaf falling from a tree, even ants searching for food, were all visible to him.

Though not everything could be controlled, the ability to see everything was exhilarating.

Cultivation required much hardship that ordinary people couldn't imagine, but the rewards were immense.

Compared to mortals, they had an endless lifespan and the wondrous techniques of flying through the clouds.

After a while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. He had thoroughly searched Moonlit Mountain; there were no survivors.

Lin Xuan wasn’t worried about anyone using concealment techniques; even late-stage Spirit婴s couldn't deceive him.

The Luo Family's cultivators had all been eliminated.

Satisfied with the outcome, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew towards the distance. Moonlit Mountain returned to silence.

After killing his enemies, there was no need for him to stay here. The next step would be for Bai Xuan Pavilion's cultivators to clean up the mess.

This was the benefit of being an upper-tier figure; he didn't have to handle everything personally.

Thousand Flowers Mountain was located west of Youzhou. For this region, it was also a good place with abundant spiritual veins.

The mountain terrain was rugged and even had imperial energy.

An hour later, Lin Xuan arrived here.

It was clear that this was another gathering point for the Luo Family's cultivators.

Lin Xuan didn’t try to hide his presence; he met the patrolling disciples immediately.

As expected, they were interrogated by Lin Xuan to gather intelligence without much ado. The Soul Search technique proved most convenient.

The Luo Family’s cultivators at Thousand Flowers Mountain were shocked and quickly activated their禁制大阵. But there was no issue; within a quarter of an hour, everything was wiped out by Lin Xuan.

Then, as before, he transformed into a streak of light and vanished into the distance.

In just three hours, all branches and secret bases of the Luo Family in Youzhou were attacked by this mysterious cultivator. His abilities were beyond comprehension; his actions were clean and efficient, leaving no survivors.

The strength the Luo Family had built up over a century was completely destroyed by this mysterious figure at its infancy.

Mochoo Valley, deep within the Yin Mountains, was where the Luo Family's main stronghold in Youzhou was located.

Originally, the Yin Mountains were a gathering place for beasts. Strangely, there were no monsters near Mochoo Valley.

No one knew why, but it was clear that hiding here was very safe for the Luo Family.

If not for Bai Xuan Pavilion being a local power with deep roots in Youzhou and extensive influence throughout the prefecture, even with some connections to the Moon Shadow Clan, finding their main base would have been extremely difficult.

However, due to its remote location, information was naturally limited. With Lin Xuan's usual practice of leaving no survivors, the Luo Family elders at Mochoo Valley remained unaware of what had happened.
第一千四百一十五章 再遇红绫仙子

Looking at the vast, undulating mountains before him, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions. Previously, Yuan Yuan had been the ruler of this very place. The scene of meeting his beloved wife was still vivid in his mind.

Lin Xuan's eyes softened with tenderness, only to be quickly replaced by a fierce expression.

Yuan Yuan was still deep in her cultivation at the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain. It wasn't the time for personal matters now.

This was the Luo Family’s secret headquarters. Most of their powerful experts should be gathered here, including that late-stage Immortal婴后期 cultivator.

But it didn’t matter. Having advanced to the Separation stage, even if his enemies were numerous, they would only be like moths drawn to a flame.

Lin Xuan was not one for dragging things out. Once he acted, he intended to eliminate the Luo Family's threat with lightning speed.

A look of ruthlessness flashed in his eyes as he subtly moved and entered the Qui Yin Mountain range.

As a cultivator, this mountain range held no secrets for him. He saw these figures as mere targets on the verge of death—what was there to discuss with corpses?

With a flick of his right hand, Lin Xuan prepared to swiftly end the lives of his enemies.

"Whoosh..."

A chilling sound echoed in his ears, causing the world around him to tremble. But at that moment, Lin Xuan's eyes widened as disbelief crossed his face.

"What...?"

Though he didn’t want to waste time with dying opponents, his gaze swept over the faces of several late-stage Immortal cultivators. He quickly noticed something alarming.

The other four seemed unremarkable, but one woman in particular stood out. Her attire was formidable and she was clearly a late-stage Immortal.

Lin Xuan’s shock wasn’t due to her strength; an ordinary late-stage Immortal posed no challenge.

What caught his attention was the woman's appearance—familiar yet strikingly beautiful. Her lips were like pearls, her skin as smooth as water. She was undoubtedly a vision of beauty, barely in her twenties.

She must have cultivated longevity techniques, and they were quite advanced. Unlike ordinary beauties, she had an aura that exuded a sense of ruthlessness. Despite practicing orthodox cultivation methods, the malevolent energy around her rivaled those from the demonic sects.

Her unique presence drew attention, but Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, his voice dry as he spoke:

"Red... Red Ling Immortal..."

It was none other than the female ancient cultivator from Yu Xuan Sect. If not for this woman, he wouldn’t have had the experience with Jia Ling Island. His impression of her was profound.

He was confident in his recognition but found it hard to believe she would be here.

Was it a case of mistaken identity?

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced, quickly dismissing that notion.

The world is vast and full of wonders; similar appearances aren’t uncommon. But the match between their auras made it seem too coincidental.

Firstly, he had faced Red Ling before, familiar with her power fluctuations. He was confident in his recognition.

This wasn’t by chance. The woman before him was undoubtedly the arrogant Red Ling Immortal.

As for why she was here, it wasn’t hard to explain. From Ye Pin’er’s account, Lin Xuan knew about the disaster on Jia Ling Island.

The spatial storm had destroyed the entire island, but at critical moments, vortexes appeared in the sky. Although perilous, there were still chances of survival.

Ye Pin’er made that choice, arriving in Jianyun Continent.

Red Ling’s cultivation was far superior, making her descent unremarkable. The only thing Lin Xuan couldn’t understand was why she would be with Luo Family cultivators and seemed to have become their senior elder.

This puzzled him greatly.

But soon, he chuckled. Why think so much about it? He had been a mere late-stage Immortal when they met; he couldn’t even resist her. Back then, he could only retreat and hide from her relentless pursuit.

Now, having advanced to the Separation stage, Red Ling was no longer his match. A late-stage Immortal wasn’t something he would take seriously.

As the saying goes: "Better to offend an old man than a young one." The humiliation she had inflicted on him could now be repaid with interest.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s face lit up with excitement and a sinister smile. In the cultivation world, there was no such thing as forgiveness; it was about seeking revenge for grievances.

The Luo Family cultivators initially planned to overwhelm their opponents quickly but found that their original strategy was too naive.

Indeed, there was only one enemy.

But this enemy was beyond imagination.

Though he hadn’t moved or fully released his pressure, the lower-stage cultivators felt Lin Xuan’s profound depth. However, several late-stage Immortal experts were pale with fear, their backs drenched in cold sweat and unable to move.

If they hadn’t misjudged, the opponent...

The opponent was a Separation stage cultivator.

How could this be? Separation stage cultivators were already the pinnacle of human existence; why would they come to this remote region?

Was it because of a conflict with Bai Xuan Pavilion that their identities had been exposed, drawing the attention of major powers in Jianyun Continent?

But that was impossible. A hundred years had passed since the events in Xuan City, and everything had faded into history.

Even if their identity was revealed, sending several late-stage Immortals would suffice; it couldn’t possibly attract a Separation stage cultivator’s attention—such beings rarely got involved in trivial matters.

Their minds were filled with shock and disbelief. They didn't even consider the possibility of a conflict with Bai Xuan Pavilion.

After all, while Bai Xuan Pavilion was the dominant force in Youzhou, its influence in Jianyun Continent was negligible; it had no late-stage Immortal cultivators, let alone a Separation stage one.

But now, such thoughts were meaningless. The enemy was their foe.

Thinking about facing a legendary Separation stage cultivator, several old experts felt dread and lost all hope of victory.

"Senior Elder..."

A yellow-robed elder’s voice rasped out.

If they met an ordinary formidable opponent, at least they could try to escape. But a Separation stage cultivator...

They had no intention of fleeing; such actions would only provoke the enemy further, leading to quicker death.

What should they do?

All they hoped for was that Senior Elder would have a way out. Otherwise, this time, the Luo Family might face total annihilation.

To their surprise, Senior Elder’s reaction was even more dramatic than theirs.

She covered her mouth with her hands, her eyes full of disbelief as she trembled uncontrollably.

Was it fear?

But such reactions seemed too exaggerated for a late-stage Immortal.

At least, she had the advantage in terms of escape opportunities compared to them.

No one could fathom Red Ling’s emotions at that moment.

While extraordinary events happened frequently in the cultivation world, this scene was beyond comprehension.

Red Ling almost doubted her own eyes.

How could it be possible!

The cultivator before her looked ordinary, but she knew him well. If not for that hateful brat, she wouldn’t have been sucked into a spatial rift and ended up on Jia Ling Island, enduring countless hardships.

Counting the years, over two hundred had passed.

If not for this chance encounter, she would never have returned to the human world.

In these two centuries, she had become a late-stage Immortal.

With effort, there might still be a chance of reaching Separation stage someday.

But even if that happened, it was uncertain when.

It could take another few hundred years.

Yet, while he succeeded before her, this brat had already reached the Separation stage.

This was impossible!

Two centuries ago, he was just a late-stage Immortal.

Though his abilities were far beyond those of his peers, Red Ling couldn’t believe that in two centuries, one could advance from late-stage to Separation stage.
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The facts were indeed the facts. No matter how unwilling one was to believe, what could be done about the scene before their eyes?

---

"Similar appearance?"

Red Silk shook her head, agreeing with Lin Xuan's judgment.

While appearances might match, it was impossible for two people to have identical spiritual qualities in this world.

Moreover, back then, they had clashed. Red Silk recognized Lin Xuan's power fluctuations.

Although the times had changed and Lin Xuan was no longer the same as before—having even inherited the Immortal Phoenix Fairy’s legacy on Demon Spirit Island—the Nine Heavens Profound Technique he practiced was already at its pinnacle. This wouldn't change, making it easy for Red Silk to identify him through his power fluctuations.

After the initial shock subsided, Red Silk unwillingly extended her divine sense and scanned Lin Xuan repeatedly. She confirmed that the person before her was indeed the legendary Separation and Union.

Her expression darkened to an extreme as she clenched her teeth tightly.

As the saying goes: enemies meet, eyes turn red with anger. Back then, she had wronged this boy severely. Now, fate had brought them together again; there would be no talk of repaying kindness for grievances. What should Red Silk do if she didn't want to perish?

During the internal conflict at Yuxuan Sect, she had dared to ambush Separation and Union with her mere late-stage元婴 power, but that was because she had a peer-level senior uncle on her side.

Now, however, the situation was different. Although there were more of them, their cultivation levels were lower, making them utterly useless.

Both parties' minds raced, filled with myriad thoughts. The scene fell into an eerie silence for a moment.

But this was just an illusion.

Storm clouds gathered, and the air was thick with tension that made it hard to breathe.

A long laugh echoed as Lin Xuan broke the silence: "After our parting on Demon Spirit Island, Fairy still retains your风采. Two hundred years have passed, yet we meet again."

Before his words had fully settled, the Luo family cultivators around them showed signs of shock and suspicion. Especially those at the late-stage元婴 level, their guard was up as they discreetly reached for their storage bags.

After all, the Great Elder wasn't related to them by blood; despite a superficial harmony, he remained an outsider.

This Separation and Union cultivator before her clearly wasn't a friend but an enemy. They had known each other from long ago.

Could it be…

The Great Elder was a spy in disguise.

Red Silk's face paled as she focused on Lin Xuan, the real threat.

Deep down, she knew today would be difficult for her to escape. While the difference between an元婴 and a Separation and Union stage might only be one realm, their power disparity was immense.

But Red Silk’s character wouldn’t submit easily. After all, women weren't always weak; this one was exceptionally fierce.

Better to break like jade than remain whole.

No matter what, she would not beg for mercy from Lin Xuan.

"Stop your nonsense. I have a grudge against this person. There's nothing left to say now. Let’s fight together and carve our way out," Red Silk coldly said as she swept her gaze over the Luo family elders.

"But… but he is the legendary Separation and Union," the yellow-robed elder gulped, his voice hoarse.

"Then what? Begging for mercy? Do you think that will make him spare us?" Red Silk’s eyes flashed with a fierce light; there was no emotion in her tone.

The Luo family cultivators fell silent. They weren’t fools and understood Red Silk's point. The situation couldn't be resolved peacefully.

Surrendering meant being slaughtered, but fighting, though hopeless, offered some chance of survival.

With this thought, the Luo family members, despite their unease, were determined to fight to the death.

Lin Xuan ignored them, pitying and ignorant fools. It seemed they needed to see a coffin before they would shed tears.

"Disciples, listen up. We have so many of us; can't we take him down together?"

The yellow-robed elder raised his arms in a call for action, though his words were meant to deceive the disciples into being cannon fodder. Only then could they escape.

Though family members, cultivators were self-interested.

Lower-stage cultivators, intimidated by Lin Xuan's power, didn't fully understand his exact level but relied on their numbers to muster some courage.

With a burst of light, each one revealed their treasures or spiritual artifacts.

Swords, spears, and other weapons filled the sky, creating an intimidating spectacle. But in Lin Xuan’s eyes, they were mere weeds.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, instantly drawing the surrounding天地灵气 into action.

Puff puff sounds echoed as thousands of wind blades formed around him. These wind blades then rearranged themselves into several eight-to-ten-meter-long wind dragons that circled and danced before him, a sight that was both terrifying and awe-inspiring.

"Is… is this some secret technique?"

As the saying goes, an outsider sees only the spectacle while an insider sees the subtleties. The lower-stage cultivators couldn’t discern its intricacies, but several late-stage元婴 elders' pupils constricted. These wind dragons weren't ordinary manifestations of spirits; they contained formidable power.

"Kill!"

Someone shouted, sending their flying swords towards Lin Xuan. Other cultivators followed suit, and the sky was soon filled with swirling spiritual artifacts and treasures.

"Quickly!"

Face to face with a storm of attacks, Lin Xuan merely spat out one word: "Speed!" The massive wind dragons immediately lunged forward.

Puff puff sounds echoed as these wind dragons collided mid-air with their opponents. While some spiritual artifacts fared better, losing much of their spirit, they were sent flying back; the base-stage cultivators' spiritual artifacts were all destroyed without exception.

The wind dragons didn't stop there but continued to attack the surrounding cultivators with claws and teeth.

Screams filled the air as Luo family disciples had no resistance. Even ordinary cultivators couldn’t hold out against a few rounds, let alone several late-stage元婴 elders, who fell victim to the wind dragons in mere moments.

In less than half an hour, hundreds of Luo family cultivators were all dead.

Only Lin Xuan and Red Silk remained on the vast Mocho Valley. Lin Xuan stood with his hands behind his back, a relaxed demeanor. Red Silk's face was pale but her eyes held stubbornness.

Despite Lin Xuan’s power far exceeding her expectations, she still didn’t consider begging for mercy.

One must have backbone.

The mountain breeze blew through Red Silk’s hair, and this beautiful yet stubborn woman exuded an alluring charm.
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With a gentle wave of her delicate fingers, a small jade ring appeared in the air. Its design was simple and ancient, resembling a bracelet one might wear.

At first glance, it didn't seem like a powerful artifact. But Lin Xuan knew better; this Zhen Ling Ring was no ordinary treasure.

If he were only at the late婴 stage, he wouldn’t underestimate it. However, now there was nothing to worry about.

"True Lady, you refuse to submit. You should know that whether you run or fight, you have no chance," Lin Xuan said coldly as his gaze swept over Red Silk's face.

Thinking of how he had been chased and forced to flee in the past, a sense of revenge filled him.

Survival of the fittest was an unchanging rule in the cultivation world. From being a helpless fish, she could now control others' destinies.

Facing Lihe alone, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of hesitation. Shoulder trembling slightly, he took a step to his left, using Nine Heaven Microsteps.

His figure blurred as the fine needles shot past where he had just stood, hitting only his shadow.

"Not bad, not bad," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "A True Lady at the late婴 stage can still have such strength, which is truly astonishing. Let me ask one more time: Would you submit? Although you offended me in the past, I am no miser. If you sign a master-servant blood contract with me, I will spare your life. Otherwise, do you really want to endure the torment of soul extraction?"

The mention of "soul extraction" made Red Silk's face pale.

Her eyes filled with deep fear as she knew what that entailed—a suffering far worse than even the most brutal execution in the mortal world.

But her fear was fleeting, replaced by determination. She raised her chin and stared at Lin Xuan firmly: "What does Lihe matter? I offended you before, but now your power has grown. You want to humiliate me and make me a servant? Just dream about it."

Her voice was clear and crisp, yet it carried an aura of ruthlessness.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but surprisingly didn't get angry; instead, his expression became somewhat strange.

In the depths of Quan Yin Mountain, there had been a stubborn and beautiful woman who faced disturbances without any fear. Even facing powerful beasts, she never retreated. She preferred to die with pride rather than beg for mercy.

The scene from a hundred years ago was so similar to this moment.

Thinking about his wife far away, Lin Xuan's face softened slightly. The cold killing intent seemed to be diluted by warmth.

But Red Silk had no time to notice these changes. Relieved that Lin Xuan wasn't rushing into action, she raised her hands and drew strange patterns in the air, reciting ancient and mysterious incantations.

The sound was bizarre, filled with a primitive and wild essence.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized this as some kind of secret technique, something even his vast knowledge couldn’t identify.

If it were any other time, Lin Xuan would have stopped her from casting spells calmly. But now that he had reached the Lihe stage, he was more interested in observing.

After all, with his abilities and various treasures, a late婴 cultivator wouldn't be able to turn the tables on him, right?

Although it seemed arrogant, Lin Xuan knew better than to make such mistakes after experiencing so much. His confidence was based on absolute certainty.

As Red Silk acted, an unbelievable scene unfolded. She opened her mouth and shot out a one-foot-long ray of energy around her left hand, slicing through the white wrist and leaving a two-inch-long wound.

The bright red blood flowed down with the wind, but there was no stench of death; instead, it carried a sweet scent.

Red Silk's face showed no signs of pain. She raised her hand and lightly tapped the air, creating a fist-sized blood-colored rune that quickly shrank and vanished into her forehead.

She then stretched and lifted her head as a beam of light shot out from the sky, entering the blood rune on her forehead.

The aura around Red Silk suddenly intensified.

"Impossible..."

Lin Xuan was stunned. He finally understood what Red Silk was doing, but how could that be possible?

Martial arts techniques were imitations of ancient demons' secrets, so some powerful spells allowed practitioners to summon demonic energy and enhance their power significantly during battles.

However, the source of this energy wasn't related to demon cultivation; it was clearly a Daoist technique. How could she summon demonic energy?

Impossible!

But Lin Xuan didn't intend to think about it further. He wasn't overconfident; he just wanted to see how things would unfold. However, the situation had taken an unexpected turn.

With demonic energy, Red Silk's strength had surged and was still increasing. Although she couldn’t match him, Lin Xuan decided not to wait any longer. If they were lucky enough, it could be a disaster.

Better safe than sorry; he needed to capture her first.

With a wave of his sleeves, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out and hovered in front of him. Using a treasure against such an opponent showed how formidable Red Silk truly was.

Lin Xuan gripped his hands as he prepared to unleash his power when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

"Ahh!"

A cry filled with pain echoed, followed by Red Silk's entire body trembling violently. She clutched her abdomen, her facial expression contorted in agony.

Lin Xuan stopped what he was doing. What was she trying to do?

Was she about to transform into a demon and gain more power?

Thinking of the ancient demons, Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious. However, soon he dismissed this idea.

She wasn’t transforming; she had failed to integrate the demonic energy well, causing it to backfire. In other words, Red Silk was possessed by demonic energy.

Unexpectedly, things ended in such a way.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel both amused and frustrated. She would go mad and die without his intervention.

Of course, with his abilities, he could save her if he wanted to.

Should he or shouldn’t he?

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before making a decision. He needed information from Red Silk about the secret scroll. And her stubbornness reminded him of his wife on the Five Color Spirit Mountain.

With a sigh, Lin Xuan flew towards Red Silk.
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Lin Xuan's heart was filled with doubt, but he did not continue to probe further. It was good to hear from an old acquaintance, and if nothing came of it, there was no need for disappointment. If fate had a hand in their meeting again, they would surely see each other once more.

"Thank you for your frankness. I have one more matter..." Lin Xuan's voice suddenly dropped as his expression became extremely serious, devoid of any hint of mirth.

The red silk seemed to sense something too, and a trace of reluctance flashed across her pretty face before she slowly opened the door: "Friend, please speak. Are you asking about that jade talisman?"

"Correct, your frankness is appreciated. I wish to inquire about the jade talisman," Lin Xuan spoke softly.

Their enmity stemmed from the order's command talisman of the Jade Sect. While other treasures did not matter much to Red Silk, she had been relentless in pursuing this particular talisman.

During their time at Stream Leaping Gorge, Lin Xuan had also obtained a similar treasure, and over the years, it had helped him countless times, making it far from an ordinary item. Despite his efforts, he still had no clue about its origin.

But Red Silk must have known.

Otherwise, why would Lin Xuan, with his character, forgive and forget so easily?

While Red Silk's stubbornness reminded him of Yu Yu, this alone was not enough to make Lin Xuan let her go. The reason for his intervention was ultimately to understand the jade talisman better.

When a cultivator falls into madness, their meridians reverse, and memories become distorted. Thus, using soul extraction techniques on such a person would be futile.

Lin Xuan's leniency had its reasons, unrelated to whether the opponent was male or female.

To him, there were only enemies and friends;怜香惜玉... what did that mean?

For Red Silk, Lin Xuan’s intentions might not have been clear, but regardless of his original intent, he had indeed forgiven her and saved her. This fact could not be denied.

While she was cold-hearted, this woman knew when to adapt. It would be unwise to continue their enmity after reaching the Separation Realm.

As for the jade talisman, Red Silk was reluctant but realized it was impossible to reclaim it from Lin Xuan at that moment. As the saying goes, one must give up something to gain something else. She might as well offer it as a gift.

With her thoughts settled, Red Silk knew what to do next: "Friend, you have forgiven me and overlooked past grievances. I am not someone who does not appreciate kindness. I will tell you about the jade talisman's origin."

"Thank you for your assistance," Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt a sense of relief.

After saving her, it would be foolish to turn hostile immediately. However, if Red Silk refused his generosity, he would not hesitate to act as he saw fit.

For cultivators, principles like benevolence and righteousness were secondary; benefits mattered most.

Fortunately, this awkward situation did not arise. Despite being proud, Red Silk was not stupid; she knew when to adapt.

"Please speak, I am listening intently."

"In truth, the origin of the jade talisman is unclear to me, but according to our sect's records, it once had several pieces. After a spirit realm cultivator brought one down, it caused quite a stir. Many powerful beings from both human and demon races descended to claim it, even the White Tiger..."

"The White Tiger among the Four Spirits?" Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed in surprise. He had guessed that the jade talisman was significant but did not expect such a reaction.

"Then how did this talisman end up with your sect?"

"This is unclear," Red Silk said, lifting her head and speaking earnestly: "Please judge me fairly; what I say is true."

Lin Xuan nodded. Despite their limited interactions, he knew Red Silk's character well—she was either silent or truthful.

This journey had revealed that the talisman was far more valuable than imagined, surpassing even supreme divine treasures.

"Speaking of which, back then, those powerful beings were also very interested in another item," Red Silk continued, her voice entering Lin Xuan’s ears unexpectedly.

"Is it possible for you to elaborate?" Lin Xuan pondered before responding slowly.

"Why not? It's all history from hundreds of years ago and no secret." Red Silk smiled: "It is related to the owner of that talisman. Legend has it that he brought down two beast eggs along with it."

"Beast eggs?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. This revelation was indeed unexpected: "What kind of beasts could have caused such a stir, possibly divine birds or beasts?"

"I am not sure," Red Silk said softly. "But legend says one egg hatched, while the other disappeared mysteriously."

"The hatchling beast was too young to reveal any special abilities. However, our sect's ancestor once saw it by chance and left behind its appearance diagram."

"Can you show me?" While this matter had no direct connection to him, curiosity could be beneficial.

"Of course."

Red Silk extended her hand, and a blank jade scroll appeared in her palm.
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Subsequently, the woman placed the jade cylinder in her hands flatly and narrowed her eyes. She sank her spirit into it.

In just a few breaths, Hong Ling raised her eyebrows, lightly shaking her left palm. A layer of spiritual light enveloped the jade cylinder as it slowly flew towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan did not make any move, but the jade cylinder directly adhered to his forehead. His spirit sank in and an image of a spirit beast appeared in his mind.

Originally, he only intended to gain more knowledge, but upon scanning the image, his expression suddenly changed dramatically.

Surprise, astonishment, confusion—various emotions raced through his mind.

"Senior, what's wrong with you?"

Lin Xuan's reaction greatly surprised Hong Ling. The woman could not help being equally shocked as she said, "No, just that I guessed. A spirit beast worth the efforts of a Great Power cultivator must be extraordinary. I never expected it to look like this."

Lin Xuan's strange expression flashed for an instant before he spoke calmly.

"Oh!"

Hong Ling nodded and fell silent. Of course, she did not believe Lin Xuan's explanation. But as the saying goes, troubles come from too much talk; misfortunes arise when one tries to be overly proactive. She did not want to provoke Lin Xuan's wrath out of curiosity.

That would be incredibly foolish.

A wise person must know their limits and should act dumbfounded when appropriate.

Though Lin Xuan remained composed on the outside, his inner turmoil was like a stormy sea.

It made sense; he had seen that young beast's diagram, which Hong Ling had engraved.

No, not just seen. He himself once owned such a spirit beast.

The little guy looked like a meat ball, covered in fluffy fur, appearing adorable and lovable.

He loved it immensely.

Lin Xuan received this beast egg from the Malevolent Tyrant Demon Lord. After several twists and turns, he finally hatched it.

The young fellow's appearance was completely different from that in the jade cylinder, clearly belonging to the same species.

He had even blooded himself as its master, but unfortunately, when he entered the forbidden grounds of the Cloud Sea Island, his little companion mysteriously disappeared. Lin Xuan searched for him but found no clues. Over time, he gradually forgot about it.

After all, although the little guy looked adorable, he clearly lacked formidable strength. He never expected to hear such news from Hong Ling that even spirit realm cultivators were vying for this beast. What was its origin?

Lin Xuan was momentarily troubled by this. Such an outstanding spirit beast had been lost under his nose.

But as a cultivator, he quickly adjusted his emotions.

After all, it was something from two hundred years ago; worrying about it would be futile. One must look to the future.

After asking Hong Ling some questions, Lin Xuan did not inquire why she became Luo Family's senior elder. It wasn't because he had forgotten; rather, since he had uprooted and eradicated the entire Luo family, there was no longer any point in asking about their lineage.

Regardless of how Hong Ling and them came to be together so quickly, this woman was not a true Luo family disciple. Lin Xuan did not fear her seeking revenge.

"Senior, what are your plans for the future?" Lin Xuan suddenly spoke slowly.

"What else? My friend has advanced beyond the Separation stage; his cultivation speed leaves me in awe. I will continue traveling around various regions. After all, reaching the immortal path is something Hong Ling hopes to achieve one day and ascend to the spirit realm."

"Travelling around is indeed a good idea, but even though you are an Advanced Stage Immortal, shouldn't you know that solitary practitioners face many inconveniences? Would you be interested in joining a sect?" Lin Xuan said casually.

"Are you suggesting I join your sect? Your kindness is appreciated. But since the Luo family has been eradicated and Hong Ling remains alone, it's better to remain free for now; I don't want to join any sect," she said with forced politeness as her eyes revealed a hint of caution. Although Lin Xuan had once saved her, circumstances had changed, and he might not be so merciful.

"Since you have no interest in joining a sect, I will not force it on you. We can part ways." Hearing this, Hong Ling was overjoyed. She finally confirmed that the young man wasn't fickle. She showed more respect: "Thank you, senior. Farewell. Your great kindness today will be repaid by Hong Ling if she survives."

She then bowed and flew towards the sky.

Lin Xuan fell silent. He took a deep breath, expelled a mouthful of stale air, and turned his head to the left. "Moon, you came here; why hide? Are you playing hide-and-seek with Master?"

"Haha, it's impossible to fool Master," a light chuckle entered his ears as a beautiful young lady appeared from an empty space on his left.

She was pure and adorable, surpassing Hong Ling in beauty—clearly Moon Immortal.

The little girl had originally comforted her precious disciple at the Azure Cloud Mountain. However, she could not sit still when Master did not return despite waiting for him. Despite knowing that Lin Xuan's abilities would ensure no danger from a few Luo family cultivators, she came over out of concern.

Moon had also advanced to the Separation stage; her concealment techniques were formidable, but Lin Xuan still noticed.

"Master, if you let Hong Ling go, is it okay? She said that jade token was significant. If news leaks out, it might cause us trouble. As they say, a petty person isn't a true gentleman, and one who doesn't use poison isn't a real man. Why not..."

The little girl hesitated before speaking; she wasn't heartless but knew that in the cultivation world, there was no such thing as mercy.

"No need."

Lin Xuan shook his head. "Don't worry. I'm not swayed by her beauty. Letting this woman go won't harm us either."

"But..."

"I just thought about the dangers of the jade token. But who would Hong Ling tell? Besides, will others believe she has my treasure if she says so? It's better to keep quiet and avoid trouble," Moon nodded in agreement but still had a hint of worry on her face. After all, one could never be too careful.

Three hundred years of wind and rain; how could Lin Xuan not understand Moon's psychology: "Stupid girl, don't worry. I have backup for Hong Ling."

"Backup? Yes, you think Master is so magnanimous to forgive grievances with kindness. In reality, when helping her suppress the risk of going mad, I left a hidden hand on her. If she behaves well, it's fine; if she dares to harm me, taking her life would be just a thought away. But I believe Hong Ling won't repay my kindness," he said reassuringly.
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Hearing the young master's confidence, Yue'er didn't say much more. Although she had advanced to the Separation and Union stage herself, any problems encountered would still be decided by Lin Xuan.

The Fairy Red Silk had already left, and the Luo family no longer had any remnants. This journey through Youzhou had preliminarily achieved its purpose.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a streak of fire shot out—this was the Ten Thousand Miles Talisman.

After flickering slightly, it vanished into the distance on the horizon.

Having sent a message to Core Heart, Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped in a green glow. He wrapped up the little girl before vanishing into the sky.

Several miles away.

At the peak of a spirit mountain, looking out, the fluctuations of spiritual energy were extremely chaotic. Countless cultivators gathered here.

However, at the forefront was a young maiden who appeared to be only eighteen or nineteen years old.

She wore a light yellow dress and had a round face like an egg. While she wasn't considered a beauty, she was certainly cute and likable.

In terms of cultivation, this girl was merely at the mid-Condensation Core stage.

But all the cultivators before her showed extreme respect, as there were quite a few late-stage Condensation Core cultivators among them.

In the world of cultivation, might makes right. However, exceptions existed. Despite being slightly lower in rank than these cultivators, this girl's status was extremely high.

As the Second Pavilion Master of the Adoration Pavilion, one stomp from her jade foot would cause the entire Youzhou to tremble.

Suddenly, Liu Xin's brows rose slightly as a streak of fire appeared before her eyes. The波动 was very familiar—it was the young master sending out the Ten Thousand Miles Talisman.

The maiden's face lit up as she extended her hand. The fire light circled briefly and fell into her palm as if it had a mind of its own.

Liu Xin delved her spirit sense into it, then raised her delicate nose with a few signs of resolve: "Send orders..."

After the various outposts were taken down, the Luo family's main base was also breached. The elders and elite disciples were all killed, leaving only a few minor targets that posed no threat.

The Adoration Pavilion faced danger again, but it had been resolved by the young master once more," Liu Xin said as she held the Ten Thousand Miles Talisman in her hands, gazing into the distance with a rosy face. She sighed softly.

But daughter's heart was fated to be unfulfilled.

Unaware of this small episode, Lin Xuan was already tens of thousands of miles away at this moment.

The sun was setting on the hillside as autumn winds blew through the desolate plain. It was deserted, with a broken appearance that seemed untouched for many years.

Suddenly, a flash of green light descended from the sky.

The radiance faded to reveal an ordinary-looking young man by his side stood a stunning beauty whose looks and figure were irresistible.

It was already night. Lin Xuan looked at the darkened hills in the distance, where tree shadows swayed endlessly into the horizon.

This was Stream Leaping Canyon.

Revisiting this place, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel myriad emotions.

Of course, he wasn't here to reminisce; he came with questions.

Remembering back then, as a Flexible Spirit cultivator, he had come here in search of spirit herbs that could be used to refine top-grade pills.

By sheer chance, he ended up obtaining the treasure sought by Fire Spirit Sect.

While the Nine Heavens Profound Technique was unremarkable, the jade talisman was invaluable. According to Red Silk's words, it originated from the Spirit Realm and had been fiercely contested by many great cultivators.

Was this mere coincidence that such a treasure appeared in Stream Leaping Canyon?

Compared to other regions of the mortal world, Youzhou was a wilderness. It couldn't match even a fraction of the prosperity of Yunzhou or the former Tianzhou, let alone the splendor of Cloud Sea on Seven Stars Island.

But as Lin Xuan delved deeper, he felt increasingly suspicious about this matter.

Not only did the jade talisman pose questions, but Moon儿, who was the ruler of the Underworld, had also reincarnated in Youzhou. Was it mere coincidence?

There were more doubts.

The Blue Star Sea—this was the treasure that Lin Xuan relied on to survive and thrive. Even compared to the Heaven-piercing Treasure and Sacrifice, it seemed insignificant.

How could two low-ranking disciples have obtained such a thing back then? At that time, Zhou Yan was only at the Flexible Spirit stage, and her master was merely at the Foundation Establishment stage. Such cultivation levels couldn't travel far; in other words, the location where they discovered the Blue Star Sea must be close to Drifting Cloud Valley.

The Yunzhou and Youzhou were named as two prefectures but were essentially one entity.

The star sea, jade talisman, and the rebirth of the Arrogant King—these seemed like a wilderness. However, there were too many secrets in Youzhou that would shock anyone.

Lin Xuan's return was not just to help the Adoration Pavilion; he also wanted to explore the hidden aspects of Youzhou.

If his guess was correct, something significant must have happened here during ancient times.

Remembering how Tianzhou had been a paradise for cultivators but was destroyed by the Luo family and Seven Sects' battle, would Youzhou have had a similar experience?

And it might be even more shocking.

Of course, these were just speculations. The exact reasons still needed to be explored further.

Even if something did happen in ancient times, finding any truth now would be difficult. All he could do was try his best and leave the rest to fate.

On the other side of things.

In Tianzhou, within the Miasma Mountains.

Deep in the mountains, a dark and ominous cave.

"Ahh!"

A beast-like roar echoed as Tian Xiaojian trembled, his facial features twisted in extreme pain.

Around him was an endless sea of demonic energy that continued to pour into his body.

Demonic energy top-up.

This method of using external force to enhance one's cultivation and break through barriers wasn't a straightforward path. It naturally came with boundless suffering.

Tian Xiaojian's eyes bulged, and his hair stood on end. Following Feng Liang's instructions, he had sealed his core spirit.

However, halfway through the demonic energy top-up process, the terrifying pain automatically broke the seal.

On the other side, Feng Liang's face was as pale as paper. Although there was no sign of pain in his eyes, he clearly had drawn on too much of his power.

But despite this, his hands moved ceaselessly, and the incantations he chanted grew more urgent.

"Spit...!"

Feng Liang spat out a mouthful of blood due to overexertion. But ignoring his injuries, he continued with the demonic energy top-up ritual.

If someone didn't know, they might think Tian Xiaojian was his disciple in love, but in reality, both were using each other. His efforts were for another purpose entirely.

This old man was extremely selfish and wouldn't do something that benefited others at the expense of himself.

The demonic energy continued to pour into Tian Xiaojian's body. After a full day, he suddenly raised his head and let out an ear-piercing roar...

Like a caged beast in the depths of hell, his voice echoed through the clouds.

However, this roar was so powerful that it stirred the primordial energies of heaven and earth. The only possibility for such an effect was that Tian Xiaojian had finally advanced to the Separation and Union stage.
第一千四百二十二章 地下之城

In his mind, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of startling light and shot forward.

The terrain of Stream Leaping Ravine was peculiar; there was only one entrance, with many妖兽 active inside. However, to Lin Xuan at this stage, they posed no threat. He merely released a bit of spiritual pressure, causing the妖兽 either to moan in submission or flee hastily.

Lin Xuan naturally had no interest in these low-grade creatures and wouldn't attack them unless provoked.

His journey was uneventful until he realized he didn't remember the terrain clearly. Although cultivators with mastered elemental techniques could theoretically have perfect recall, everything wasn't absolute. Three hundred years had passed, and Lin Xuan's memory of this place was quite hazy. Fortunately, having advanced to Separation Realm, his divine sense was far superior compared to those at the same stage. After a thorough search, he finally found what he was looking for.

There was no need to hesitate; Lin Xuan's body emitted a bright green light as he flew towards the left.

His speed was incredible.

In just half a cup of tea time, a towering mountain peak came into view.

"Master, is this where you're heading? It's quite a sight," Moonlight's voice echoed in his ears.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan didn't delay and stepped towards the entrance. The barrier only shielded divine senses but posed no hindrance to movement. He still activated Nine Heaven Spirit Shield; better safe than sorry.

The cave was deep, and Lin Xuan walked for a cup of tea before reaching its end. Suddenly, light appeared in front of him, even though he was underground.

"Wha—?" Lin Xuan had seen many things but this scene left him speechless.

It was an enormous square, vast beyond measure.

While such a sight wouldn't surprise Lin Xuan, the reason for his shock lay elsewhere: the square was littered with skeletons, densely packed like small mountains. The age of these bones was evident; some belonged to humans, others to妖族, and even some that looked monstrous. Lin Xuan was certain no妖兽 would look like this.

Could it be ancient demons?

The thought flashed through his mind. What had happened in the ancient times for so many cultivators,妖族, and ancient demons to fight underground, leaving behind countless skeletons?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to investigate further. Suddenly, he noticed something on his left—a set of human bones with a broken piece of a magical artifact nearby. Despite being shattered, it still shone brightly, indicating its spiritual essence remained intact.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and the broken artifact was absorbed into his palm.

"Master, can I take a look?" Moonlight's voice carried a hint of seriousness.

"Sure."

Lin Xuan handed the object to her without hesitation.

"This is pure yin energy," Moonlight remarked, sensitive to ghostly energies as she was an incarnation of the Arhats.

"Not bad; humans do have阴气 cultivators, but none could possibly gather such a large amount," Lin Xuan observed, looking at the skeletons on the ground.

"Mm, I agree. This must be a spirit from the Netherworld."

"Looks like my guess was right;幽州 isn't just some wild place. In ancient times, something significant happened here."

Lin Xuan continued to release his divine sense, expanding its range in hopes of finding clues. However, apart from skeletons and occasional broken magical artifacts, there were no signs of the玉筒简.

Nonetheless, at the end of the square, he found a passage leading deeper underground. Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but had already raised his spiritual energy; this place was too strange for him to be careless.

Just because one had advanced to Separation Realm didn't mean they could relax in the mortal world. Better safe than sorry.

The path was unusually long, and despite his swift movement, it took nearly an hour before he reached its end.

A grand city appeared before him, but more accurately, its ruins. Still, the scale was impressive; this must have been a site from ancient times.

Moonlight's eyes sparkled with excitement at the prospect of finding something unexpected. Lin Xuan, however, remained cautious and used his divine sense to explore further.

Suddenly, he noticed something.

"Master, what is it?"

"There seems to be someone who has been here."

Lin Xuan moved forward, soon spotting a footprint beside some ruins. It was delicate and feminine, but its owner's cultivation level was unknown.

Despite the city being in ruins, there were still barriers shielding divine senses within ten miles of this area. Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

But he wouldn't retreat; someone had beaten him to it, but only one footprint indicated they both had reached Separation Realm. What could be so frightening?

The only concern was what awaited them inside the city.

"月儿，过来一下。”

“知道了，少爷。”

经过这么长时间的相伴，主仆二人早已心意相通。林 Xuan 没说什么，但 Moonlight 也明白他的意思，身形一转化为一道绿芒回到了天机府。

随后，林 Xuan 双手握紧，施展敛气之术，全身气息变得若有若无，向那座古城走去。

既然不知道里面有什么危险，林 Xuan 没有选择御器，而是施展轻身术步行进入其中。

街道非常宽阔，足以容纳四五辆兽车并排行驶。两边的建筑早已倒塌，但即便只剩下残垣断壁，也能看出风格与现在截然不同。不时也有骷髅映入眼帘。

突然，林 Xuan 的脸上露出凝重之色。虽然这里神识受到限制，但他依旧发现有惊人的戾气靠近自己。

左侧出现了一个怪物的头颅。

它与幽魂有些相似，但身上的戾气浓烈数倍不止。

“怨灵。”林 Xuan 自言自语，感到惊讶。

所谓怨灵是一种阴魂鬼物，但并不常见。只有人在死前含有极深的怨念，并且有一些特殊条件，才能在死后元神不灭，形成怨灵这种存在。

论实力远非普通的幽魂可比，眼前怨灵散发出的威压与一名凝丹修士相当。

对林 Xuan 来说，这不算什么。他没有兴趣理会这种小杂鱼，怨灵凶残狠厉，但灵智未开，投魂也没有意义。

袍袖一拂，一道青霞飞掠而出，化为一把仙剑，将怨灵的头颅取下。

随后林 Xuan 继续前行。

一路上又遇见一些阴司鬼物，不过都仅相当于筑基或凝丹的存在，自然对林 Xuan 造成不了威胁。举手投足间便将其消灭了。

“少爷，这里这么多鬼物，会不会与阴司界有关呢？”Moonlight 的声音在耳边响起，虽然在天机府内，但外面发生的一切她都看得清清楚楚。

“这我不确定，但也不一定，即使人类修建的城市，人死了这么多年，产生阴魂鬼物也并不奇怪。”林 Xuan 不太肯定地说。
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Chapter 1023 - The Power of the Illusory Vast Heaven Fire's Messenger

Moon nodded. This ancient relic indeed exuded a strange aura, filled with inexplicable anomalies.

However, boldness comes from skill, and neither master nor servant showed any fear as they continued on their quest to uncover the secrets of Youzhou.

Though his divine sense was suppressed, Lin Xuan still possessed an extremely keen sixth sense. His gaze swept over the area, revealing everything in clear detail. Even the tiniest movements, like ants crawling, would not escape his notice within a thousand feet.

After walking for some time, they found no significant leads. Just as Lin Xuan felt disappointed, he heard a faint cracking sound from the air.

Could it be...

Recalling the elegant footprints he had seen outside the city, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and emitted an ethereal green glow. His figure became almost invisible, like a ghost drifting forward.

There were no obstacles along the way, and they quickly arrived in just ten minutes.

The remains of walls had diminished significantly, revealing a large open space. This must be the center of the ruined city.

Boom!

The cracking sound grew clearer as two figures engaged in intense combat before his eyes.

Lin Xuan's gaze sharpened, and his expression changed. He hadn't expected to meet this woman here again, despite having concerns about her.

That face was breathtakingly beautiful, beyond description with words.

Over a hundred years had passed since their last meeting.

She remained as lovely as ever, her youth not diminished but enhanced by time. Her eyes, eyebrows, nose, and lips were all captivating in their perfection.

The Fairy of the Clouds, though less stunning than Moon, was no less beautiful. They first met here in the stream, two young cultivators facing off against the Fire Spirit Sect's sect leader without fear. Now, fate had brought them together again in this ancient ruin.

Was it mere coincidence or a divine will guiding their paths?

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over Qin Yan's delicate figure. Her situation was perilous indeed.

Facing her was a bone demon.

Bone demons were rare compared to zombies, but each one possessed terrifying power. This one, clearly not human, stood at seven or eight zhang tall, with an ominous blue glow in its hollow eyes and sharp bone blades extending from its knees and elbows.

Surrounded by dark winds, the bone demon's presence was formidable, comparable even to a late-stage婴灵 cultivator.

No wonder Qin Yan struggled. Though she had advanced to mid-stage婴灵, her strength still fell short of this bone demon.

Despite this, Qin Yan showed no signs of distress. Her movements were graceful and fluid, almost like dancing rather than fighting. The Nine Heavens Ice Fire Cloak was soft yet agile, resembling a dragon in flight as it danced around them with incredible skill.

But appearances could be deceiving. This woman's situation was dire.

The difference between mid-stage婴灵 and late-stage婴灵 was significant. Qin Yan was merely holding on by sheer willpower.

It was fate that brought Lin Xuan here at this moment, or else the Fairy of the Clouds might have been left to her own devices with a wandering spirit. Bone demons cared neither for beauty nor mercy.

"Ah!"

A cry echoed as the bone demon's left arm swung down. Qin Yan, though agile, couldn't completely dodge it and was hit by the residual force.

Fortunately, she reacted quickly and activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield just in time.

Though her defense wasn't broken, the impact would still cause injuries. She retreated backward.

Boom!

Rocks fell like rain as she collided with many crumbling walls.

The bone demon showed no intention of stopping. Despite not understanding the concept of a double-edged sword, its hatred for life made it relentless until the enemy was dead.

Though this monster's size dwarfed that of humans, its movements were as nimble as those of an ape. Black light flashed across its body before it transformed into a black streak and flew forward.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. As a Separation Period cultivator, he could see everything clearly.

This attack was beyond Qin Yan's ability to avoid. How cunning the bone demon! A trace of rage crossed Lin Xuan's face as he wouldn't stand by idly. His sleeve fluttered, and an egg-sized flame appeared. It pulsed with three colors, beautiful yet dangerous.

The previous碧幻幽火 had been incredibly powerful, but this Illusory Vast Heaven Fire was far beyond the abilities of ordinary human realms.

With enough quantity, Lin Xuan would dare challenge the Pavilion of the Watchful Eye.

Though only a small egg-sized flame, it was more than sufficient to deal with an late-stage婴灵 cultivator.

Silently and swiftly, the flame flew at incredible speed. The bone demon hadn't reached its target before being intercepted.

A sharp "sizzle" sounded as the once arrogant bone demon froze, transforming into a massive ice sculpture suspended in mid-air.

But this was far from over. Its pale white bones suddenly turned pitch black.

The Illusory Vast Heaven Fire wasn't just freezing; it contained the most lethal poison in the world.

The blue ghostly flames in its eyes flickered with fear.

However, there was no time for contemplation.

Freezing and poisoning weren't the most terrifying aspects of this fire. The innermost layer, a dull gray emptiness, held the ultimate destructive force—extreme cold that could corrode anything.

Visible to the naked eye, the giant ice sculpture began to melt away.

The outer layers of ice and bones dissolved into nothingness, leaving no trace as if the monster had never existed in this world.

With a flick of his wrist, an early-stage婴灵 cultivator was eliminated.

Satisfied with the power of the Illusory Vast Heaven Fire, Lin Xuan realized it was his first time using it. Its strength far exceeded his expectations.

The previous碧幻幽火 was already formidable, but compared to this upgraded inferno, they were in different leagues.

Just as he pondered these thoughts, a cry echoed, filled with fear. Lin Xuan paused; the monster had been defeated, so Qin Yan should have escaped danger, right?
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Lin Xuan turned his head in surprise and saw Qin Yan enclosed in a faint yellow light barrier.

Indeed, it was a stroke of luck that she had just dodged the bone demon's attack by retreating backward. Unfortunately, her retreat had collided with a broken wall.

Fragments of stone fell like rain. However, as an advanced婴中期 cultivator, she activated the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield naturally and suffered no harm from it.

But life is unpredictable; even though cultivators can fly, they don't have foresight. Who would have thought that behind those falling stones lay a hidden array?

Qin Yan's collision triggered this hidden trap.

A faint yellow light barrier suddenly appeared, trapping Qin Yan inside.

Lin Xuan was puzzled. Ancient ruins were indeed formidable, but he had no time to ponder further.

The green flame, ineffective against the light barrier, prompted him to try the divine treasure that could pierce through heaven and earth.

He snapped his fingers and the Magic Bond Sword hovered before him. However, before he could grab it, a buzzing sound erupted as the light barrier flickered violently.

The ground began to tremble, reminiscent of a teleportation spell but with distinct differences.

"Something's happening," Lin Xuan paused, recognizing the scene. It felt like a portal opening, not just any portal, but one that tore through the sky.

A burst of thunderous sound echoed in his ears as they were enveloped by a starry expanse. The Big Dipper was clearly visible, and the light beam pierced through it, splitting the sky apart. Clouds were torn away, and stars dimmed. A crack, about ten feet wide, appeared above their heads.

"Shattering the void?" Lin Xuan muttered, his voice filled with astonishment. This scene was eerily familiar; he had encountered a similar power when meeting Xiaohou Lan for the first time. But her tear in the sky wasn't the same as this one.

In other words, what lay behind that crack couldn't be the spirit realm.

What could it be?

Lin Xuan's eyes were filled with confusion. Qin Yan was enveloped by a strange light, and she seemed to be heading towards the crack. "Save me!"

"Senior Sister!" Lin Xuan forgot their changed status as he called out. Despite their complex relationship, he couldn't help but care for her.

With the situation critical, there was no time to think. He waved his hands, casting several spells. The earth's primordial energy around them was stirred by his actions.

A multicolored hand appeared beside Qin Yan and grabbed her waist, preventing her from being pulled into the spatial crack.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. Although it was a close call, they had managed to intervene just in time. However, he was too optimistic.

Another sharp sound echoed as a lightning bolt struck from the crack, about the thickness of an arm, and it lashed out at the multicolored hand.

The lightning wasn't particularly powerful, but the multicolored hand disintegrated instantly.

"Thunderbolt!"

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth. His face turned pale, and fear flashed in his eyes. Thunderbolts only appeared during a cultivator's tribulation, something he couldn't withstand.

If another cultivator had been there, they might have retreated out of fear, but Lin Xuan was stubborn. He believed that a man should be brave when it mattered.

He didn't want to be weak today and leave a mental loophole for future cultivation.

Since Qin Yan's safety was at stake, he couldn't just stand by.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he chased after the crack.

However, before reaching Qin Yan,

Another sharp sound echoed as another lightning bolt struck from above.

"Thunderbolt!" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his face filled with gravity.

"Ho," he shouted, his primordial energy flaring up, and the Green Flame Phoenix Armor appeared. He raised both hands high, palms facing upwards, and the three-colored flames reappeared.

Like a newly hatched phoenix, a bird took shape in his palm.

The thunderbolt, as powerful as a true dragon, aimed to tear Lin Xuan apart.

Thunder against lightning.

They collided about ten feet above Lin Xuan's head.

A brilliant and mysterious light burst forth like celestial flowers. But it wasn't just for show; the underlying laws of nature were hidden within.

In that moment, Lin Xuan had a strange and bewildered expression as if he had gained some insight.

But there was no time to savor it; the light burst apart, releasing powerful gales of wind.

Even though Lin Xuan was an advanced合期 cultivator, his face turned pale. Qin Yan's multicolored light barrier also repelled the gales effortlessly.

Lin Xuan could barely defend himself and help Qin Yan; he was overwhelmed by the situation.

At the boundary between human realms and beyond, although Lin Xuan was a top-tier existence, to the cultivator who set up this array, he was insignificant.

Though there were countless paths in cultivation, it wasn't limitless. But for Lin Xuan, he still had much to learn.

However, the Heavenly Fire was not without its power; though it didn't dominate, it managed to block the terrifying thunderbolt. Otherwise, Lin Xuan might have been torn apart.

After a few breaths, the residual effects dissipated, and the small phoenix returned to his palm, transforming back into flames. They seemed dimmer than before, as if they lacked the energy to burn. But that was fine; he could recover them in a few days by cultivating within himself.

Although this encounter was perilous, it was fortunate for Lin Xuan's cultivation. He had gained some insights from the collision of heaven and thunder, though vague, which would be useful in his future practice.

However, Lin Xuan didn't show any joy; he couldn't help but feel regret as Qin Yan was pulled into the spatial crack.

"Master, don't worry. Perhaps that Cloud Fairy will find a better fate in the spirit realm," Moon's gentle voice comforted him from outside the Heavenly Oracle Mansion.

"No, Senior Sister Qin would not go to the spirit realm." Lin Xuan shook his head and muttered.

"How do you know?" Moon asked, unsure of her words.

"I can't explain it precisely, but she will definitely not end up in the spirit realm."

"Ah, I believe Master. But since you've done your best, don't feel guilty. I'm sure that fairy would be moved by your bravery against the heavenly tribulation for her sake."

Though Moon's words were comforting, there was a hint of jealousy in her tone.

Lin Xuan heard it but pretended not to notice.

Moon quickly changed the subject and focused on the array on the ground.

"Perhaps we can find clues about where Senior Qin went from this."

"Mmm," Lin Xuan nodded. He had the same thought as well, so he descended cautiously, avoiding any accidental triggers of the array.

He scanned the area; it resembled a teleportation array but was different in many ways. This type of array was something he hadn't seen or heard about before.

"Master, what is that?" Moon's voice echoed as she turned to look at the multicolored disk embedded in the array, which looked similar to one in her storage bag.
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Although Lin Xuan was shocked, he wasn't an ordinary cultivator. He quickly regained his composure.

He stretched out a hand and patted his waist, causing a flash of light. A round disk appeared before him.

The shape was unremarkable, much like the kind used to hold pastries or fruits in the mundane world.

Just a moment ago, he had only guessed. Now, comparing it with the one in the array, the truth became clear: the object in his hand was indeed identical to the disk in the array.

What connection could there be between them?

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he felt a surge of curiosity. The item in his hands had a significant history. Back when he was at the Condensation Core stage and exploring Cloud Sea Island, he had obtained it by chance from a master of evil cultivation.

The Nine Great Forces of Wan Gui Lake did not give up easily. They mobilized thousands of cultivators to search for him everywhere.

This alone showed that the disk was no trivial matter.

He knew little about its origins or uses. He had tried probing, but in terms of power, it was only comparable to a middle-grade spiritual artifact. Over time, he had forgotten about it and kept it stored away.

He never imagined seeing something like this in Youzhou Province.

How many hidden secrets did the ancient ruins hold?

Lin Xuan's thoughts turned as his gaze returned to the禁制 array before him.

With thousands of paths in cultivation, Lin Xuan was well-versed. He had studied arrays diligently. However, just like before, he could only recognize a few patterns similar to those seen at the Arhats' Palace, but nothing more.

But leaving without understanding it would leave an uneasy feeling in his heart.

His expression darkened as a clear voice interrupted him: "No need to look anymore. As a tiny Separation and Union period cultivator, how could you possibly recognize this Reverse Boundary Array?"

The voice was pleasant yet carried a hint of petulance.

Lin Xuan turned around and saw a young girl with exquisite features, barely a foot tall, looking at him disdainfully.

"Little—Tao, awake?"

Moon's face was filled with joy.

"Miss."

Unlike her stern expression when facing Lin Xuan, Little Tao turned her head and approached Moon with a joyful smile, pouncing into her arms.

Watching the two beauties interact, Lin Xuan shook his head. Although Little Tao lacked manners, he wouldn't hold it against her.

After a long separation, they were very affectionate. Then, Lin Xuan slowly spoke: "Little Tao, what is this Reverse Boundary Array you mentioned?"

"Why should I tell you?"

Little Tao's tone was disdainful. A respected Separation and Union period cultivator in her eyes was insignificant.

Trivial?

Lin Xuan was also taken aback. However, Moon intervened: "Little Tao, don't be rude to the Young Master. Tell me what this Reverse Boundary Array is."

The same question from his own miss resulted in a different answer.

Little Tao smiled sweetly and replied, "Miss's memory hasn't fully returned, so it's understandable that she can't remember clearly. This Reverse Boundary Array is used for breaking through the void, but it cannot reach higher realms; it only allows passage between parallel realms with many restrictions."

"Passage between parallel realms?" Lin Xuan was stunned, his expression showing deep thought.

"Correct." Little Tao nodded. She had been scolded by Miss and didn't dare to make things difficult for Lin Xuan anymore: "As you know, there are nine human realms that do not belong to each other, existing in parallel. Normally, they don't interact."

"So you're saying this Reverse Boundary Array can create a passage between two different human realms?"

"Indeed, you are smart," Little Tao's voice was soft but she couldn't help being sarcastic: "It's no big deal for those above the human realm. The Spirit Realm, ancient demons, and even our阴司界can set it up, but just having a Reverse Boundary Array isn't enough to travel between realms; you need a Constellation Disk."

"Constellation Disk? Could this be what you mean?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow.

"Correct. This item is peculiar, I don't know its origin either, but indeed, with the Constellation Disk, one can traverse between parallel realms," Little Tao explained.

"It's possible to break through from the Spirit Realm to the human realm using great power, yet traversing between parallel human realms requires a Constellation Disk such as this. Could it be that the boundary force between parallel realms is greater?" Lin Xuan asked with some confusion.

"I don't know; my memories are also sealed," Little Tao sighed.

"I only know there are nine Constellation Disks, and each one is needed to travel to a different human realm."

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. This meant the Reverse Boundary Array was unidirectional. If he were to follow Qin Yan, he wouldn't be able to return.

He stood motionless for a long time before sighing.

Raising his right hand, a beam of light flew out and wrapped around the Constellation Disk in the array.

Upon closer inspection, it was slightly different from the one in his hand. At the center of the disk were two ancient characters he couldn't decipher.

They must be the names of different human realms.

"Young Master, are you not going to look for Miss Qin?" Moon's curious voice reached him.

"Why would I? Everyone has their own destiny; it can't be forced. Besides, she only moved to another realm and didn't encounter any danger. On the contrary, there might be a great opportunity."

Lin Xuan smiled. Qin Yan was already at the late婴 stage, so even if he went to another human realm, she could easily protect herself. There was no need for him to worry.

Moreover, with her talent, Lin Xuan believed they would meet in the Spirit Realm one day. After all, there were nine human realms, but the Spirit Realm was the only higher realm.

Joining the天涯海阁, their identities were awkward, and this situation might be a good outcome.
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Tianzhou, in the Demon域 Mountains.

In a deep part of the mountains, there was an eerie and dim cave.

Field Xiaojian looked at his hands, his face filled with surprise. He had actually managed to advance to the Separation stage!

Although he had secretly hoped for this outcome due to necessity, Field Xiaojian couldn't help but feel uneasy about his choice.

To his astonishment, everything went smoothly without any hitches.

Despite the immense pain he endured during the process, it was nothing compared to the benefits of becoming a Separation stage cultivator.

Turning around, he saw Feng Liang's face pale and the demonic aura surrounding him had significantly decreased. Clearly, this old monster had exerted himself to the limit to help him advance, and at a great cost.

"Thank you, Master."

Field Xiaojian expressed his gratitude with a grateful expression, but deep down, he was filled with doubt. After spending a century with Feng Liang, how could he not know the true nature of this old monster? If Feng Liang had genuinely put in so much effort for him, Field Xiaojian would never believe it.

"What do you want?" "What are your intentions?"

Feng Liang's voice became rough and coarse. "I helped you cultivate, didn't I? Ha ha, all my efforts were just to refine my own physical body." Feng Liang was not at all worried; his tone was filled with smugness.

"Refine your own physical body... Do you want to possess me?" Field Xiaojian's face turned ashen.

"Exactly. My demonic cultivation is unique and stable, but it can only be borne by a certain type of body. The other must also be a cultivator of the demon path and reach the Separation stage," Feng Liang explained in detail.

Despite his efforts, Field Xiaojian was still calm on the surface; he was merely buying time while secretly plotting an escape.

Feng Liang's laughter grew more smug as he prepared to continue his torment. However, he decided not to wait any longer, for time was precious.

"Kokoko..." Feng Liang's laughter echoed in the air, followed by a loud explosion. Infinite demonic aura entered Field Xiaojian's eyes.

A tiny inch-high元婴 appeared, resembling Feng Liang in appearance and physique. Despite the similarity, it was impossible to determine its gender.

Damn, must I die here?

Field Xiaojian's face showed immense reluctance, but his inferior strength made any resistance futile.

"Ha ha." Feng Liang approached with a smug expression on his face.

Suddenly, an inexplicable sense of alertness arose in his mind. Despite the loss of his法力, Field Xiaojian's元婴 was still unconscious. However, from his body, a small amount of extremely pure demonic aura emerged and transformed into a demonic snake, wrapping around Feng Liang.

"Trivial tricks."

Initially, Feng Liang didn't pay much attention, but soon he realized that the demonic snake was incredibly tenacious.

"What is this..."

Feng Liang's eyes widened in shock. He recognized something about the demonic aura; it seemed familiar from somewhere.

"Ah, I remember..."

Suddenly, a look of disbelief appeared on his face as the demonic snake broke through his defenses and wrapped around him.

"Hahaha." A sinister laugh echoed, followed by Field Xiaojian's元婴 flying over to him. Despite his eyes still closed, he looked strange.

The元婴 flashed and transformed into a large mouth, swallowing Feng Liang whole.

Initially, he intended to possess the other, but now it seemed that he had become someone else's food. Even until his death, Feng Liang couldn't understand why there was true demonic aura within the other's元婴.

That...

But time was running out; all his calculations had ended up benefiting others.

Meanwhile,

In Youzhou's Xi Yue Canyon, in the underground ruins, Lin Xuan wasn't a particularly豁达 person, but he was not overly conventional. With this mindset, everything seemed clear to him.

As they say, if it is your fate, you cannot avoid it. For Qin Yan, moving to another world might not be entirely bad.

Carefully putting away the Star Chart, Lin Xuan took out an jade tube and carved the reverse-world array's runes into it. Although he couldn't understand them now, perhaps they would prove useful later.

Turning around, he noticed Xiao Tao was missing again.

For some reason, she spent most of her time in a deep sleep.

Well, that was good; at least she wouldn't be pestering him.

Lin Xuan continued his exploration but found no more useful clues. Sighing, he left the place and headed towards Biyun Mountain.

Time passed like water, making it difficult to measure the years of cultivation.

A year had passed in Youzhou, and now, after a little over three years, Lin Xuan arrived at dawn on Biyun Mountain, where flocks of immortal birds flew around as cultivators gathered here for a farewell ceremony.

Today was crucial for the Youzhou cultivation world.

Lin Xuan decided to move the Bixuan Pavilion from Youzhou to Yunzhou. Although he wouldn't abandon his roots in Youzhou, everything would be handled by the Tianban Sect.

At the Sending Off Pavilion, Lin Xuan earnestly instructed a beautiful young woman named Xu Ying.

"Today's farewell; I hope we can meet again. Entrust all of this to Mi. I have full confidence in you, but the path of immortality is perilous. Don't be careless."

"Thank you, Uncle. Mi understands. Rest assured, even though Bixuan Pavilion has moved, our sect will still hold you in high regard. If there's anything you need us to do, just give the orders; we will risk life and limb without hesitation."

Xu Ying bowed gracefully with a sincere expression on her face. Compared to three years ago, she was not only as beautiful as ever but also more mature and composed.

It was due to overcoming numerous hardships that Xu Ying finally succeeded in cultivating an元婴. However, she knew that if it weren't for Uncle's guidance and the countless immortal pills he had given her over these past three years, her advancement to the Immortal stage would have been nothing more than a mirage.
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Xu Yin's condensation core was successful, and Lin Xuan was equally pleased. Handing over Youzhou to this woman, what could he be worried about? Thus, he instructed Xin'er to tidy up the wealth and goods, purify them, and move the Baxuan Pavilion to Yunzhou.

After a thorough farewell, cultivators naturally differed from ordinary people; there wouldn't be any reluctance or attachment.

The path of immortality was lonely, filled with joys and sorrows. These were all matters that cultivators had long since come to terms with.

Of course, there were exceptions—Moon's disciples refused to part ways. However, Zheng Tan was a filial daughter; her father was already deceased. She naturally wouldn't leave her mother alone in Youzhou. Therefore, she didn’t plan on returning to Jiuling Mountain.

When parents are alive, one doesn’t travel far. Lin Xuan approved of this sentiment. After all, Moon’s precious disciple only had one, and he couldn’t be stingy with her. Before their departure, he gave her a generous supply of medicinal pills and treasures.

Although it was unclear whether the girl truly inherited the legacy of the Heavenly Deity Ghost Emperor, her talents were undoubtedly exceptional.

As long as no unfortunate events occurred, Lin Xuan believed that Zheng Tan would succeed in condensation core formation after a few hundred years.

Of course, everyone had their own path. He couldn’t forever look after them.

How far one could travel on this path depended largely on one’s efforts and opportunities.

After bidding farewell, Lin Xuan and the Baxuan Pavilion members left Youzhou.

A month later, they arrived at the main hall of the Baxuan Pavilion in Yunzhou. Ying'er and Yun'er had received word beforehand and led their subordinates to greet them. After a long separation, meeting each other was naturally filled with joy.

Especially Liu Xin, although she and Lu Ying'er were only fellow disciples, their relationship was closer than sisters. They hadn't seen each other for a hundred years, and upon reuniting, they wept uncontrollably.

They were all family, so the welcoming ceremony was both grand and brief. Following this, the disciples dispersed as Lin Xuan and Moon led three women into the main hall.

Taking their seats, Moon had now reached the stage of separation and union. Even without Lin Xuan’s influence, the three girls showed extreme respect. However, the little girl obediently kept her gaze straight ahead, looking like she would follow only her master's lead.

Three years passed—neither too long nor short. Lin Xuan inquired about the development of the Baxuan Pavilion; everything was proceeding smoothly. The alliance with the Tiaohai Pavilion wasn’t a joke. Who would dare to provoke the guardian deity? That would be like an old man hanging himself, wishing for longevity.

Cultivators weren't foolish; they were very cunning. After all, their lifespans were much longer than those of ordinary people—thus, they knew how to assess situations. It wasn’t shameful to exploit weaknesses; on the contrary, not taking advantage of opportunities was foolish.

Although Lu Ying'er’s cultivation talent was average, she had exceptional skills in managing her sect's development. She couldn't let such an opportunity slip by. The Baxuan Pavilion's growth could be described as terrifying.

Expanding trade routes and establishing myriad connections with various major sects—this woman had long-term plans, understanding that eggs shouldn’t all be placed in one basket.

Although the Tiaohai Pavilion showed favor to their sect due to Lin Xuan’s influence, relying solely on others’ generosity wouldn't lead to greatness. If Lin Xuan were no longer around...

Of course, this referred to breaking through the void. Whether or not the Tiaohai Pavilion would provide assistance was uncertain.

After all, cultivators were selfish; people came and went, but tea cooled down in the same way in both secular society and the cultivation world.

Taking advantage of this opportunity, the Baxuan Pavilion established connections with major sects. Even if they no longer received support from the Tiaohai Pavilion, they could still thrive in Youzhou.

Lu Ying'er had no secrets about these plans from Lin Xuan. After speaking, she felt a bit uneasy, as Lin Xuan was also an elder of the Tiaohai Pavilion and had good relations with Fairy Ruyan. However, to her surprise, not only did he not get angry but praised her immensely.

"Good, very good, Ying'er, I underestimated you. You have deep foresight; compared to me, I fall short."

"Master, your courtesy is too much. Servant daringly acted without seeking your permission. If there were any mistakes, please punish the servant," Lu Ying'er lowered her head and spoke with utmost respect.

"Punishment? What punishment are you talking about? Not putting all eggs in one basket—this line of thought pleases me. However, Ying'er, I have a reminder for you."

"Master, please speak; your servant is listening intently."

"A good approach to developing relations with other sects, but don't forget that the Tiaohai Pavilion is our current main support. Never neglect it, especially when expanding trade routes and trading with Kaijin Island's market—there are significant profits to be made. How’s this matter progressing?" Lin Xuan took a sip of tea and spoke calmly.

"Master, please rest assured; servant knows the importance of priorities and wouldn't forget our roots. Our sect has reached its current state due to the Tiaohai Pavilion's favor. I dare not neglect it. The matters concerning transactions with overseas cultivators have been preliminarily settled, yielding over a million crystals annually. However, we are slightly short on manpower," Lu Ying'er combed her hair and said.

"Indeed, but the Baxuan Pavilion disciples in Youzhou are still unfamiliar with this place; they need time to get used to their new roles," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Servant understands; everything will be handled properly," Lu Ying'er replied softly.

Lin Xuan nodded. He had no doubts about her abilities—could he doubt someone who had developed the Baxuan Pavilion to its current scale?

"By the way, how is that woman I brought back last time?" Lin Xuan turned his head slightly and suddenly seemed to recall something.

"You mean Ye Ping'er?" Wu Yun'er's voice entered his ears. This girl had been silent until now but couldn't hold it in any longer.

"Yes, I instructed you to thoroughly examine her. How is she?"

"Master’s instructions were not ignored; disciple has always kept an eye on her. Over these three years, this woman has remained loyal and performed her duties well," Lu Ying'er nodded.

Lin Xuan agreed. Ye Ping'er was originally a wandering cultivator in Yunzhou, without any support. He had saved her twice, so as long as she wasn't inherently cold-hearted, she should be devoted to the Baxuan Pavilion.

The examination was merely out of caution; he worried about unforeseen circumstances.

Fortunately, his worries were unfounded.

"Indeed, with the rapid development of the Baxuan Pavilion, everyone has a lot on their plate. But don’t forget what I said: cultivation is all about one’s true essence and power. While sects are important, don't neglect your own cultivation. You must learn to delegate; don’t let your practice suffer," Lin Xuan said.
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"Respectfully following the young master's teachings, I will certainly try my best." The several women bowed gracefully, their faces filled with anticipation. Although Lin Xuan had promised, condensing an infant spirit was no small feat, and there wasn't much certainty of success.

However, just a short while ago, news came from Youzhou that Zheng Banzhi's mother, Xu Yin, had actually succeeded in condensing her spirit.

With such results, it didn’t matter how hard she herself had worked; the young master’s powerful assistance was undeniable.

Though Xu Yin knew the young master first, compared to the others, their relationship was much closer.

If the young master could offer such strong support until her successful condensation, what more did they need to say?

Initially with little hope, now there was a clear path ahead of them.

Who wouldn’t want to become an infant spirit cultivator once on the cultivation path? While in Yunzhou, it might not be considered top-tier existence, but wherever one went, respect would still follow. After all, separation and union were still legends; how many ordinary cultivators had the chance to see such wonders?

The infant spirit stage was different from others, but that thousand-year lifespan was indeed tempting.

Lin Xuan was a cultivator himself, so he well understood their thoughts. He smiled faintly: "If you want to condense your spirit, just work hard. With my spiritual pills and medicines aiding you, I can’t say there’s a 100% chance, but at least seven or eight out of ten chances are possible."

If anyone else said this, the several women would surely think he was mad. The path to immortality was long and arduous; infant spirits were rare even in Yunzhou, a cultivation holy land. It could be said that among tens of thousands of cultivators, only one or two might succeed.

A thousand-year lifespan wasn’t something anyone could casually enjoy; it required true blessings and good fortune. Even for late-stage condensation cultivators, out of the hundred who tried to reach the peak, only a couple succeeded.

But the young master claimed he had an 80% chance. If someone else said this, they would surely think Lin Xuan was exaggerating, but the several women didn’t see it that way. The young master wasn’t just any cultivator; one couldn’t use common sense to judge him. From condensation to separation and union, he had only taken two hundred years.

Such a person could do anything. The several women were both excited and grateful, pledging their utmost effort. Lin Xuan encouraged them further before flying out of the hall as a streak of lightning.

Flowers bloom and wither; seasons come and go.

After returning to Jiuling Mountain this time, Lin Xuan never left again for twenty years.

Devoting himself to cultivation, it was just two decades in an instant for cultivators.

Entering separation and union, Lin Xuan realized why this realm wasn’t suitable for cultivating on the mortal world. The path of immortals became increasingly difficult as one progressed. Separation and union stage cultivators needed to absorb primordial energy through breathing exercises and meditation, but it was different from simply using it in combat.

In a battle, even if the primordial energy was scattered, its effectiveness would be reduced, but everyone’s situation was similar, so the difference wasn’t significant. However, during meditation, the absorbed primordial energy required extreme purity.

For humans, this condition couldn’t be met anywhere on Earth, so cultivators had to purify the essence qi themselves by removing impurities.

It was somewhat like the blue star sea's purification process, but much more difficult. Thus, breathing exercises slowed down.

Previously, Lin Xuan could complete a minor circulation in half an hour and even a major one in an hour during his infant spirit stage.

But now, what took him half an hour before had taken him two weeks of effort.

Moon’s condition was similar; the mortal world wasn’t suitable for separation and union cultivators either.

Lin Xuan was extremely frustrated, but he still had a trump card to play.

Although he hadn't discovered its origin during his journey through Youzhou, Lin Xuan knew the blue star sea's function well—it could purify waste pills.

While breathing exercises were hindered by Earth’s environment, he could still take spiritual pills for cultivation.

Before advancing to separation and union, this method had worked many times for Lin Xuan. However, this time, it backfired.

The pills weren’t ineffective; there were specific ones for separation and union cultivators.

With plenty of them, even impure primordial energy wouldn’t be a hindrance.

But the problem was that he lacked the spiritual herbs to consume.

As a senior elder of the Skyward Sea Pavilion, Lin Xuan could find separation and union stage formulas, but the main ingredients were rare treasures found only in the spirit realm, making them extremely difficult to gather on Earth.

Even with his high status allowing him to mobilize resources from both the Baxuan Pavilion and the Skyward Sea Pavilion, he still couldn’t get many pills after a year.

He had also considered using waste pills but even the Skyward Sea Pavilion, an ancient sect with a million-year history, only had a few suitable for separation and union cultivators. It was like trying to quench thirst with a cup of water.

Otherwise, what could he do?

After several attempts, Lin Xuan finally gave up.

With the time left before the Netherworld Gate opened so short, further cultivation was just wishful thinking.

A fool who goes down one path only is foolish. Knowing his intelligence and prudence, Lin Xuan realized it was wiser to focus on other areas rather than futile cultivation.

While Moon’s condition wasn’t discussed, Lin Xuan thoroughly studied the techniques of controlling insects. Although he couldn’t find a way to mature the jade net bees fully, there were still significant improvements in his pest control skills compared to before.

Previously, using the jade net bees was chaotic; just casting a spell and commanding them to swarm worked.

But that was clearly wrong. In ancient times, insect cultivators were formidable; how could insects behave like this?

Meeting the Hundred Bugs Immortal finally gave Lin Xuan insight into the true potential of pest control techniques.

Unfortunately, time was limited, and his practice was still short, so he couldn’t compare to the old monster but had made noticeable progress.

He had also explored the mystical insect armor technique and even had insects transform into various shapes or even artifacts, though it wasn’t yet fully mastered.

But even so, there was more to come.
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It's unsuitable for transformation into a magical artifact.

This involves the attributes of spirit insects. Different categories of spirit insects have varying methods of application.

However, Lin Xuan still gained much from this experience. As for the maturation process of the Jade Net Bee, he had yet to find any clues. The technique of controlling insects only mentioned that such demonic insects had been extinct since ancient times.

Normally, Lin Xuan should be extremely disappointed, but instead, he remained calm. As the saying goes, "The more lice you have, the less itches; the more debts, the less worries." After all these years, Lin Xuan didn't mind waiting a bit longer. Once in the Spirit Realm, he believed there would always be ways to solve problems.

Although the path of immortals is inherently against nature and involves contention with heaven and fate, worldly affairs are unpredictable. As the saying goes, "Of ten things that happen in life, nine are not as intended." Sometimes, one must learn to be more open-minded.

Apart from the technique for controlling insects, Lin Xuan practiced most frequently was the Lesser Heavenly Heaven Form Technique.

Qin Xin said that an immortal embryo cultivator could strengthen their body, but at the Separation and Union stage, there were different abilities—techniques to defeat enemies.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, although Lin Xuan had only just begun this path, he felt its immense power. There was more to it than just strength.

Perhaps by coincidence, after practicing the Lesser Heavenly Heaven Form Technique, Lin Xuan discovered that a small portion of blue light in his Star Sea began to change. These points turned into dazzling silver ones.

This transformation started within the gathering spirit space. Although he didn't know why, the benefits were obvious compared to the original blue light points. Silver light points had stronger purifying effects.

Unfortunately, this transformation was too difficult. Currently, there were only a few silver light points in his body.

But Lin Xuan wasn't anxious. Cultivation is not just about refining one's essence; it also tests one's patience and perseverance.

Having reached the Separation and Union stage, how could Lin Xuan’s cultivation be lacking?

Now seated cross-legged in a closed stone room, he had various materials and treasures scattered before him.

With less than ten years until the Avatara Gate period, even though Lin Xuan maintained his composure on the surface, he felt a sense of urgency deep down.

Speaking of this past time, Lin Xuan wasn't just focused on his own cultivation; he fulfilled his promise to the three women. He spared no effort in guiding them and distributed medicinal pills like they were nothing.

Finally, Lu Ying'er and Wu Yun'er successfully condensed their immortal embryos. Apart from himself, Baxuan Pavilion now had high-ranking cultivators. Lin Xuan was extremely pleased.

Liu Xin's progress was a bit slower, but Lin Xuan encouraged her not to rush. Although time was limited, he would do his best to help her condense her embryo.

Receiving the promise from the young master, Liu Xin was deeply moved. Though she didn't say much, her subsequent cultivation became more rigorous.

Even without the allure of longevity, for the sake of repaying Lin Xuan’s kindness, she would work hard.

A scholar dies for his benefactor; this "scholar" doesn’t necessarily refer to a man.

The young master's favor was heavy. Apart from that, Liu Xin couldn't think of any other way to repay him.

In addition to the three women, Baxuan Pavilion now had its fourth grandmaster—Ye Pin’er from Demon Spirit Island.

Lin Xuan didn’t appoint her out of nepotism; she had performed well over these decades. She was diligent and once made significant contributions.

However, her cultivation level was lower. Currently, she was at the middle-stage condensation core stage.

But it didn't matter. This girl’s cultivation level was just short. Ye Pin’er came from a prestigious family with excellent talent. Even without his assistance, Lin Xuan believed that given some opportunities, she could eventually condense her embryo successfully.

Apart from the leaders' strength increasing significantly, Baxuan Pavilion also made remarkable progress. Although it wasn’t yet a major force, even without the support of the Endless Sea Pavilion, it wouldn't be bullied by any other faction.

Lin Xuan was finally relieved. All he had done for Baxuan Pavilion hadn't been in vain.

Since it was his ownpower/force/influence, Lin Xuan naturally wasn't stingy. The various treasures before him were meant to be gathered by the disciples of Baxuan Pavilion.

Lin Xuan intended to refine beast talismans.

A beast talisman is a special type of talisman. Simply put, it involves extracting and refining the soul of a demon beast, then sealing its essence into a talisman paper.

Of course, this talisman paper differs greatly from ordinary ones.

Lin Xuan had encountered beast talismans when he was still at the Flexible Spirit stage. At that time, the beast souls were very low-level.

Now, he planned to refine late-stage transformed beast talismans.

To an immortal embryo cultivator, a late-stage transformed soul might not seem significant.

But in certain situations and times, such beast souls could provide considerable assistance.

All other materials were already prepared.

As for the sealed beast soul, Lin Xuan had long made arrangements.

With a flick of his hand, a beautifully designed jade box flew out, withprohibition seal talismansealed on it. Seeing this object, a strange smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

Opening his mouth, a refined essence shot out, igniting the talisman paper instantly.

With a snap, the lid flew up, clearly having been forcibly opened by some powerful force. It fell to the ground and shattered into two halves, but Lin Xuan didn't even bother looking at it.

His gaze focused on the yellow light that soared skyward. With a gentle wave of his right hand, a green light claw appeared out of thin air. It grabbed the yellow light swiftly, pinning it in its grasp.

The yellow light struggled left and right but couldn’t break free from the light claw’s restraint. It circled and danced before revealing its true form—a tiny lion no bigger than an infant's fist. Despite its fierce appearance, its eyes were filled with terror.

This lion soul had a significant background—it was the son of Heavenly Lion Immortal.

He went to the Five-Colored Spirit Mountain for a marriage proposal but inadvertently triggered Lin Xuan’s resentment. Both father and son were killed by him and Fairy Ruyan.

The marriage didn't go through, yet they ended up with a fatal blow instead. Speaking of this lion, it was truly unlucky.

Lin Xuan was that kind of person who wouldn’t let go once he had the upper hand.

Even if one offended him, daring to compete for his women meant eternal damnation.

After exterminating Shi Zheng, Lin Xi sealed his soul and now intended to use it for refining a beast talisman.

This late-stage transformed beast talisman, in terms of power, was equivalent to an infant immortal embryo puppet. However, compared to the latter, it was easier to refine but had two significant drawbacks.

Firstly, due to its nature as a beast talisman, although one could reuse it, the soul energy inside would diminish with each use—similar to how talismans work.

Secondly, despite being relatively easy to refine, the materials were extremely rare. After all, immortal embryo cultivators generally didn't interfere in worldly affairs. This meant that late-stage transformed demon beasts were already top-tier existences. Obtaining their soul energy would be akin to plucking feathers from a peacock's head.
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Chapter 1430 - Return to the Sect

Of course, these two drawbacks were of no concern to Lin Xuan. His goal in refining Tong Tao was twofold: one, to enhance his strength; and two, to obtain Master Zhen's soul essence. Regardless, he had found no use for it so far.

This little lion, which fell under Lin Xuan's hand, was indeed unfortunate enough. Its fur and bones were of high quality materials from a妖兽, already used by him to refine a magical artifact.

The妖丹 would not be wasted either; they were ground into medicinal herbs. Lu Ying'er and Wu Yun'er's rapid advancement to the Condensation Core stage was partly due to the sacrificial妖丹. They had been refined into spiritual pills that could help break through one’s cultivation bottleneck.

As for Master Zhen's soul essence, Lin Xuan found a use for it. Wasting resources was shameful; he would make full use of all materials unless they were exceptionally precious. In the灵界, such materials might not be useful, so he wouldn't hesitate to utilize them where needed.

Although imprisoned for over a century, Master Zhen's spiritual intelligence remained intact. His eyes swept across Lin Xuan’s face with venomous hatred: "You… what do you intend? You still won’t let me go even now?"

Before his words were fully spoken, disbelief flashed across his face: "No, it can't be true. You… have already advanced to the Separation Realm?"

The lion was indeed surprised. Over a hundred years ago, although Master Zhen had fallen into enemy hands, Lin Xuan and he were both late-stage元婴 at that time, having just broken through their bottlenecks not long ago. How could such a short period allow for an advancement?

But the fact remained. Poor Master Zhen was left with only his soul essence, while his mortal enemy had become a Separation Realm cultivator. Was there anyone in the world more unfortunate than him?

Master Zhen felt like crying but couldn't. Lin Xuan, however, showed no mercy towards enemies; he would certainly send Master Zhen to hell.

Lin Xuan was too busy to waste time on Master Zhen and waved his hand. The light claw carried the lion's soul to his side.

The other party naturally didn’t want to surrender easily, struggling fiercely. Unfortunately for them, it was in vain.

Even during life, he wasn't Lin Xuan’s match; now with only a soul essence left, Lin Xuan had already advanced to the Separation Realm. If Master Zhen escaped, Lin Xuan would buy tofu and commit suicide right away.

The light hand transformed into a light ball, enveloping the lion's soul before gently settling in his palm. To refine a spirit soul talisman required erasing its consciousness first.

If Lin Xuan were still late-stage元婴, this process could be dangerous; he might even suffer backlash. But now that he had advanced to the Separation Realm, it was much easier.

With both hands, Lin Xuan manipulated various materials as his fingers moved…

The technique of making talismans was something Lin Xuan had studied before. While more difficult than other talismans due to the rarity and difficulty in obtaining the materials, the key lay in these materials being hard to come by.

Three days later, Lin Xuan emerged from his meditation chamber after a series of setbacks but finally succeeded in refining the spirit soul talisman.

He then spent several years at Juelingshan. However, most of this time was not for cultivation; he had to fulfill his promise. Time was pressing, and relying solely on pills would be insufficient to help Liu Xin condense her元婴. The date for the Netherworld Gate was approaching, so Lin Xuan tried various methods but with little success. In desperation, he used his True Essence to reverse the process, performing a spiritual cleansing ritual for Liu Xin.

This technique resembled toppling one's head with魔气, though it was much safer and had less effect.

Despite this, Liu Xin managed to break through her bottleneck and successfully condense her元婴.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. As long as he had enough spiritual pills, the lost True Essence could be replenished. This was no challenge for Lin Xuan.

After expending much effort, Lin Xuan finally resolved the issues with Baixuan Pavilion. Even if he ascended to the灵界, his young ladies wouldn’t suffer at the hands of others. That morning, while meditating in his cave, a streak of green light suddenly pierced through the air and entered.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and opened his eyes with a graceful movement.

Although his cave wasn't surrounded by powerful禁制, there was no resistance now, which surprised him.

Looking up, he recognized it as his sister's flying sword message. Such messages were transmitted using divine swords, a technique that required cultivators at the Separation Realm stage to master.

The message was swift and could hardly be stopped by ordinary禁制. The doubt dispelled, Lin Xuan’s expression turned calm. He waved his hand, and the green light landed in his palm.

It transformed into a small divine sword, less than half a foot long, with intricate designs.

Lin Xuan delved into its essence…

Two days later, a streak of lightning left Juelingshan, heading towards the clouds beyond the sea. Lin Xuan didn’t bother to warn his young ladies before leaving; it was better not to meet now as they might only feel sorrow.

He left behind an jade tube with his message inscribed inside.

Lin Xuan’s departure caused no great commotion. He rarely received guests, and while Lu Ying'er and the others were deeply saddened by his absence, wondering if they would ever see him again.

The distance from Juelingshan to the Cloud State Outer Sea was immeasurable; however, Lin Xuan’s遁术 was incredibly swift. With few delays, he arrived at Island Yongzhou in just a few days.

As one of the five major forces in the Cloud State, the current Tianya Hai Pavilion was at its peak. No one dared to challenge it.

Despite this, the security remained stringent. A hundred miles away from the main island, Lin Xuan encountered patrolling disciples.

Few cultivators had seen his true form as the Supreme Elder, but his portrait hung in the ancestral hall, receiving daily offerings from junior disciples.

His appearance was not unknown to these disciples; even if there were techniques for disguising one's appearance, the spiritual pressure of their cultivation stage could not be faked.

Who would dare to show off at Tianya Hai Pavilion, a place where such behavior would only bring shame?

The disciples rejoiced and began praying while sending out sound talismans into the pavilion.

Soon, a streak of lightning appeared, revealing hundreds of beautiful women. This was no surprise; Tianya Hai Pavilion only accepted female cultivators.

Leading them was a woman who, though not breathtakingly beautiful, was undoubtedly stunning in every way.

"Big Sister, why did you come personally?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. According to reason, several late-stage元婴 cultivators should have been enough to see him off; the time until the Netherworld Gate opened was running short. Why would his sister be meditating in her cave?

[\c\T\X\]
第一千四百三十一章 最后的凡尘

Lin Xuan's face betrayed a hint of surprise. This didn't seem like his sister's usual style; could she be facing some difficult situation?

With these thoughts in mind, but mindful that there were many people around, he changed the subject and chatted casually for a while before being welcomed into the sect.

The disciples stepped back.

"Big Sister, you look troubled. What happened?" Lin Xuan took a sip of tea and spoke slowly, his outward demeanor calm, but he was inwardly puzzled. Could it be that something unexpected had occurred at the Netherworld Gate? After all, Fairy Ruyan's cultivation and abilities were formidable; what could trouble her?

"There are some issues, and I've been too careless in my planning," Fairy Ruyan sighed softly, her voice filled with self-reproach.

"Big Sister, just say if there’s something wrong. You’ve become so… fussy lately," Lin Xuan frowned slightly, somewhat displeased.

Only Lin Xuan dared to speak to this legendary female cultivator as he did. If anyone else had spoken like that, Fairy Ruyan would have either lost her temper or left in a huff. But for his younger brother, she was different. She didn’t get angry but looked more despondent.

"Little Brother, the Netherworld Gate will open in three years. Its dangers are well known to you. As siblings, our goal isn't just to find treasures; it's about ascending to the Spirit Realm. The challenges and perils are immense. If we succeed, our paths may merge with the Way. But if we fail…?"

Fairy Ruyan combed her hair and spoke firmly: "But failure is merely a fall from grace.

"Regardless of success or failure, we won’t return to this mortal world. And in Tiaoyehai Pavilion...!"

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword Formation had exhausted its spirit energy, unable to activate.

Although Tiaoyehai Pavilion remained strong and could face any single sect, the saying "many ants can kill an elephant" applied here. If a coalition of hundreds of sects like before emerged, things might not be so easy.

Though this was the worst-case scenario, Fairy Ruyan couldn't help but worry about it. While she could abandon her sect for ascension to the Spirit Realm, people had their own desires. After a thousand years in Tiaoyehai Pavilion, how could she remain indifferent?

Within her capacity, Fairy Ruyan planned carefully.

"Big Sister Ruyan, if this is due to rapid expansion causing trouble, then simply giving up some territory should solve it," a clear voice echoed as Moer appeared in the grand hall. She was one of the three Supreme Elders and had every right to participate in discussions.

Moer's face showed a hint of amusement; she shook her head gently.

Lin Xuan understood immediately: "Once an arrow is shot, there’s no turning back. If Tiaoyehai Pavilion yields some territory now, those enemies will already be waiting. This would show weakness and do more harm than good."

This idea was unwise.

After hearing Lin Xuan's explanation, Moer sighed but couldn't come up with a better solution.

However, Lin Xuan noticed that Fairy Ruyan seemed hesitant to speak, her lips moving several times without uttering anything.

"Big Sister, if there’s something I can do, please say. Since I joined Tiaoyehai Pavilion, it's only right for me to contribute," Lin Xuan said confidently.

"Little Brother, you make me feel ashamed. Tiaoyehai Pavilion hasn't done much for you and Moer."

Fairy Ruyan sighed; running the affairs of Tiaoyehai Pavilion and Kuijin Island were trivial compared to what Lin Xuan had done for the sect.

"Here’s the situation: we need a new High Rank cultivator. Once that happens, as Moer suggested, we can contract our influence and ensure self-preservation," Fairy Ruyan explained softly.

Lin Xuan nodded; his sister's plan made sense, but it wouldn't be easy. Achieving High Rank was no small feat, even for him. He had struggled through many trials to break through in the Spirit Gathering Space.

Just as he was about to voice his concerns, he thought that if Fairy Ruyan mentioned this, she must have some confidence.

"Why, is Liu Ying on the verge of breakthrough?" Lin Xuan asked with a raised chin.

"How do you know?" Fairy Ruyan was genuinely surprised; she hadn't said anything yet.

"This isn’t unusual. The people who greeted me, besides you and Su Yili, also included Ji Yue. Three High Rank cultivators, only Liu Ying was absent. She wouldn’t neglect her senior uncle. If I’m not mistaken, she’s closing a life-and-death gate," Fairy Ruyan nodded in admiration at Lin Xuan's analysis.

Lin Xuan's quick thinking impressed her; he had deduced the entire situation from just one sentence.

No wonder Lin Xuan could advance to High Rank so young—his intelligence was unparalleled.

Fairy Ruyan nodded: "Liu Ying is indeed struggling, but she hasn’t succeeded yet."

Lin Xuan nodded; this wasn't surprising. Although Liu Ying was a top-tier Yuanling cultivator in Tiaoyehai Pavilion and had one foot in High Rank, true advancement required more than just effort.

There were only a few High Rank cultivators across the Twelve Cloud States, each an old monster with deep blessings and countless hardships.

"What do you need me to do?" Lin Xuan asked directly.

"Liu Ying has good potential. But breaking through requires more than just hard work. Despite our efforts, we couldn’t find many spirit medicines for her. I heard from you that in the Spirit Gathering Space, you found a few Hundred-Flower Pills by chance," Fairy Ruyan explained.

Lin Xuan understood what she meant; he hadn't told her about his experiences in the Spirit Gathering Space to keep the secret of Blue Star Sea safe. He said they were just lucky finds.

Lin Xuan took out an elegant jade bottle from his pocket: "I have one Hundred-Flower Pill left."

Fairy Ruyan's face showed both surprise and joy; she knew how precious these pills were.

"Little Brother, you’re too good. Even though we're siblings, I’ll repay this favor in the Spirit Realm if given the chance," Fairy Ruyan said.

"No need for that."

Lin Xuan smiled but shook his head. He had more than one Hundred-Flower Pill; he could easily produce a few more. The reason was simply to make Liu Ying owe him a favor.

Though he joined Tiaoyehai Pavilion, as Fairy Ruyan said, he owed nothing in return. Without benefits, how could he be so generous?

While Lu Yinglei and the others had successfully formed their cores, and Tiaoyehai Pavilion had some self-preservation abilities, there were too many powerful cultivators in Yunzhou. He still needed to plan for them.

If Liu Ying became a new Supreme Elder due to his help, she would surely remember his favor and continue to support Tiaoyehai Pavilion.

With this assurance, Lin Xuan felt truly at ease.

A single pill not only solved his sister's immediate problem but also brought him great benefits. He wouldn't hesitate to be so generous for such a small price.
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Sigh, really don't know what to say. In such a depressed state, asking for some recommendation votes would be nice.

Ding Family always knows how to hit the nail on the head when it comes to timing. Thus, Cao Bo let his wife take over the son's education without any hesitation.

Since he had decided to promote electrical knowledge throughout the entire Great Zheng Dynasty, there was no more hesitation or delay. He immediately printed out his organized knowledge and distributed newspapers across all of Hanzhong Prefecture.

They are peers now, and Lu Shiyu seems a bit more mature psychologically than her.

The enemy invaders were very close to their Nine Border Towns, so close that they could raid the border prefectures at any moment. Yet, they were also far away enough that the Great Zheng Court had no idea about the internal succession of the Liao Dynasty, the names and achievements of its khans, or even the names of notable generals.

Without Song Shi, who was reincarnated from a later era, how could there be someone like Han Ling with extensive modern knowledge?

Su Yi: "..."

The soundproofing in the lab was too good; she had almost forgotten that it was right behind the waterfall in a cave.

Miaoxiang'er was both afraid to hear news about Chen Jiamei and hoped to hear from her. She felt conflicted inside.

All the things he did before, Qian Yunqing must have hated him to the core by now. Not only would she not stop Jun Mo, but if it weren't for her previous injury, she might have been the first one to kill him.

Shizuozhi took the cup of tea from Zhang Liang's hands and, under his pressure, gradually gave up any remaining face. He found himself back in a situation where he had to meet with his boss when he started working.

Now, not only were there no asphalt roads, but many places still didn't have even flat dirt paths. They might be walking on mountain trails or crossing shallow ditches; durability was the priority.

Qian Tianhe was confident enough in his Pillar Army, but after several days of battles, he began to feel anxious.

Of course, such discussions made everyone like Qian Xinnier and Chu傲天 these prodigies less and less.

The empty hospital corridor was cold and quiet. The smell of disinfectant permeated the air, with a faint whiff of blood that seemed to come from nowhere.

From many people's perspective in various countries, he was a warlord, a demon, a mass murderer, a beast that deserved to be flayed alive. The word 'scum' somehow became a compliment when applied to him.

Lifting his left foot forward with great force, he stepped out and leaned back, grabbing the ball and throwing it hard. It traced a perfect arc in an instant.

Sasuke also agreed straightforwardly: they had partnered with Disonas, so宇智波信 must have obtained them through White Zetsu.

If his father was already dead, and Shuxi and Jiang Sheng had prepared false evidence, he would be guilty of treason and usurpation.

In the tavern, many people were still eating, completely unaware that their lives hung in the balance. They continued to drink and play drinking games.

After Longyun explained everything, everyone still wore expressions of disbelief. This made Longyun feel rather helpless. However, as Lin Family's three elders and Lin Feiyu arrived along with important tasks from the Seven Major Families, some officials at Yao Pool began to slowly hand over their duties.

But during this process, something unexpected happened, which forced the alliance to change its decision temporarily. The two sky cities originally planned for reinforcement were all recalled.

Their intimate actions had drawn a series of fiery gazes from the Kitchen Fire Room, but they seemed oblivious.

However, since we're talking about it... why did I take that hit for Chief? Clearly, I was sure I was just an ordinary person in my dream.
第一千四百三十二章 银鲨岛万蛟王

Three years later, in the outer sea of Yunzhou, a nameless expanse of water, two streaks of lightning pierced through the sky. The speed was incredible; it didn’t need to be said that this was an electronic book.

"Little Sister, Myth says there are over a hundred teleportation points related to the Netherworld Gate within the human realm. As long as you hold the Netherworld Jade Token at the moment the portal opens, you can enter one of them?" A slow and resolute voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears from the ethereal light.

"Correct," Dream Ruyan nodded. "The Silver Shark Island we are going to now has such a teleportation point."

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan nodded but didn't ask any more questions. His expression turned unusually serious.

After all, the success or failure of this journey would determine whether his sister and he could ascend to the Spirit Realm successfully. Hundreds of years of cultivation had been for this very moment. Even with Lin Xuan's broad-mindedness, he couldn’t help feeling a bit tense at that moment.

Dream Ruyan’s expression was similar.

Fortunately, all matters within their sect were already resolved.

With the assistance of Hundred-herb Pill, Liu Ying truly stepped into the Separation and Union realm half a year ago. This naturally alleviated the crisis facing Bixuan Pavilion as long as they didn’t continue expanding. With no further expansion, everything would be safe and sound.

Silver Shark Island was located west of Tianyuhaguan (Heavenly Cloud Sect), just over ten million li away from Yongzhou Island.

Despite such a close distance, this island wasn't included in the jurisdiction of Bixuan Pavilion.

Moreover, although there was a decent spirit vein on the island, no cultivators had taken possession of it. Few practitioners even saw this place due to its relative isolation.

In essence, this was one of the teleportation points for the Netherworld Gate.

Although the gate rarely opened, ancient legends claimed that the spatial instability here could connect with the Underworld Realm. The Underworld was filled with terrifying vengeful spirits and ghosts, making it even more dangerous than the Ancient Demon Realm. Unless someone was extremely reckless, no cultivator would want to be teleported there.

However, these were just rumors, not something to believe in.

Besides, the Netherworld Gate was about to open. Even if there were dangers, how could they stop those powerful practitioners with unique techniques?

After flying for approximately an hour, Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan had arrived above Silver Shark Island.

From their vantage point in the clouds, the island’s shape indeed resembled a shark leaping out of the water.

The surrounding sea sparkled, giving the island a mysterious aura due to the reflection. It was indeed worthy of its name.

"Is this it?"

Lin Xuan scanned the surface of the sea with a look of surprise on his face.

Despite its unique shape, Silver Shark Island wasn’t large. With Lin Xuan’s powerful spiritual sense, he could see every detail from the clouds—there were no teleportation arrays here.

Could Dream Ruyan have made a mistake? The island was supposed to be the location for the teleportation point.

However, Lin Xuan dismissed such thoughts as absurd. For this journey, Dream Ruyan had been scheming for a long time; how could she possibly get the teleportation location wrong?

"Brother, what are you laughing at?" Dream Ruyan’s gaze swept over Lin Xuan’s face with some curiosity.

"I was just thinking."

Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn’t going to speak further, Dream Ruyan didn’t take it seriously. They slowed their ethereal light and landed on a rocky outcrop by the sea.

"Little Sister, how long will it be before the Netherworld Gate opens?" Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and produced an jade token with a ghost face carved on its back. The number on the reverse side had changed to a large "zero."

"It’s hard to say; it could take anywhere from a few days to over a month," Dream Ruyan combed her hair, then sat cross-legged, waiting.

"Oh."

Lin Xuan nodded. For cultivators, this time was negligible, so he also sat cross-legged.

Time passed slowly.

Half a month later, the sky began to drizzle lightly, but the sea remained calm. The distant scenery was somewhat blurry.

The Netherworld Gate could open at any moment, and Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan didn’t bother setting up temporary dwellings. They simply sat cross-legged on a rocky outcrop by the shore.

Despite the gray sky, no raindrops fell upon them as they meditated like old monks in deep concentration.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

His face was filled with surprise and a hint of alertness, his expression unusually serious.

"Little Sister, what’s wrong?" Dream Ruyan also opened her eyes, looking somewhat puzzled.

"There is someone coming this way. No, it's ademon race (yao zue), his realm..." Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan’s face changed dramatically.

"What?"

Dream Ruyan was taken aback; she knew Lin Xuan well—on the surface, he was easygoing, but deep down, he had an arrogant streak and didn’t fear anything in this world.

Dream Ruyan raised her eyebrows and released her spiritual sense, but found nothing. She couldn’t help feeling surprised. She knew that Lin Xuan wasn’t one to speak falsely, yet as a Separation and Union middle-stage cultivator herself, she hadn’t even sensed anything. Could it be that Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense was stronger than hers?

After some time, Dream Ruyan's expression became more complicated.

Boom!

The sea roiled with waves, the aura from a thousand miles away becoming extremely clear. The primordial energy of heaven and earth seemed to become chaotic.

This pressure, this power...

Dream Ruyan’s face turned pale. According to her knowledge, only one figure in thedemon race (yao zue) had such strength. However, his place of seclusion was far from the outer sea, and there were other teleportation points nearby. Why would he come to Silver Shark Island?

"Little Sister, do you know this old monster?" After ascending to Separation and Union realm, Lin Xuan was left in awe by few existences; this distantdemon race (yao zue) cultivator was certainly one of them.

"What about the Ten Thousand Serpent King? Have you heard of him?"

"What, the Ten Thousand Serpent King, the top expert of thedemon race (yao zue)?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. In Yunzhou, this figure's reputation was second only to Wang Tinglou, also at Separation and Union late-stage.

Lin Xuan’s face turned extremely gloomy.

Dream Ruyan’s emotions were even more complicated. Back then, when her sister managed Tianyuhaguan (Heavenly Cloud Sect), the Divine Bell of Calming the Sea was stolen by petty people. After many twists and turns, it ended up in the hands of the Ten Thousand Serpent King.

Later, Wang Tinglou single-handedly entered the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley to reclaim their treasure for the sect.

In truth, although Tianyuhaguan hadn’t directly clashed with the Ten Thousand Serpent King, this incident had created a significant grudge between them.

However, while Tianyuhaguan’s power was inferior to that of the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley, it couldn’t be easily dishonored.

Moreover, if the Ten Thousand Serpent King retaliated, it wouldn't just be human versus human conflict; it could potentially lead to a full-scale war between thedemon race (yao zue) and cultivators.

With these factors in play, since the Ten Thousand Serpent King couldn’t defeat Wang Tinglou, he had to swallow his pride.

But as the saying goes, "The good don't come, but if they do, it's not a good sign." The appearance of this figure here was certainly not auspicious.

[PS: Sorry for the late update, but I’ve really been having a rough time these past couple days. Drinking cold water is giving me trouble too. Anyway, there will be another 3000-word chapter tonight. Please support me with some recommendation votes on Monday, thank you to all my fellow daoists.]
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Lin Xuan's heart was filled with caution, not showing it on the surface. (E-Book)

It is a blessing in disguise; if not, one must face it.

Fear was useless. What did it matter if he were at the Late Separation Stage?

After all, there were three of them here.

A long, resonant howl entered his ears after a few more breaths. It sounded like a dragon's roar from heaven, and all sea beasts within a hundred miles trembled in fear. A large cloud of demons then appeared before him.

Rising demonic energy surged through the cloud. In it, an enormous monster could be vaguely seen. Soon, the demon cloud approached to within a short distance above his head, slowly dispersing as a giant sea serpent emerged.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of surprise on the surface; he would not let his demeanor fall behind.

"Little Moon, since Friend Sea Serpent has spoken, I will come out and meet him," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Yes, Master," came a clear voice. A beautiful young woman appeared before them. Although Dream Ruyan was not particularly disheartened by her appearance, her beauty still fell short of this girl's. However, the Sea Serpent King's attention was naturally not on their appearances.

His gaze swept over Little Moon, and his pupils constricted in surprise as he exclaimed, "A wraith demon!"

Indeed, if it were from the old厉魂 Valley, a wraith advancing to the Separation Stage would not be unusual. But here at the Heavenly Far Sea Pavilion, it was somewhat unbelievable.

Three of their Supreme Elders had come.

This greatly upset the Sea Serpent King's plans. He came to Silver Shark Island for a purpose; not because of the old定海 Bell, but Dream Ruyan.

At this stage, advancing another step was extremely difficult. The Sea Serpent King recently encountered a bottleneck in his cultivation, but by chance, he obtained two cultivation techniques.

If he could use a female cultivator at the Separation Stage as an elixir furnace and cultivate without restraint, he would definitely break through and greatly increase his cultivation.

However, the requirements for such an elixir furnace were too high. In the Cloud Province, there weren't many suitable candidates, with Dream Ruyan being the most appropriate.

Of course, directly attacking was impossible; it would trigger a war between humans and demons, and the Wishing Pavilion wouldn't sit idly by.

Fortunately, the Abyss Gate had opened, so even at the Separation Stage, falling in there was very normal. Therefore, he specially came to Silver Shark Island to capture Dream Ruyan alive. As they say, an opportunity lost is never regained; this was a gift from heaven that he couldn't afford to miss.

He hadn't expected the three Supreme Elders of the Heavenly Far Sea Pavilion to be preparing to enter the Abyss Gate. Would they not fear total annihilation and abandonment by their sect?

Although facing three opponents, the Sea Serpent King had confidence in winning, but he couldn't guarantee that no one would escape. Thus, it was better not to act rashly.

He decided to wait until inside the Abyss Gate before acting; there were dangers everywhere, and the three of them would eventually separate. Then, he could deal with each one individually.

Although some unexpected changes occurred, Lin Xuan wasn't disappointed; instead, he felt delighted. Little Moon was a wraith demon, brimming with pure yin energy, which was far more beneficial to him than Dream Ruyan.

He wanted both elixir furnaces for himself.

Lin Xuan didn't know what the other party was thinking but saw his gaze sweep over Little Moon with greed. This old fellow seemed to covet her.

Hmph, he wouldn't dare provoke me; even at the Late Separation Stage, I won't hesitate for Little Moon.

Both parties had their own thoughts and concerns, so they didn't immediately engage in combat.

Meanwhile, a thousand miles away,

In the depths of the Cloud Province, Xi Ning Nihao Stone City stood majestically. In a cluster of mountains several thousand miles southwest, a loud explosion echoed through the air. A towering figure, seven or eight feet tall, emerged from the swirling demon energy. Its appearance was gruesome; it had two pairs of long eyes, one pair with red light and another with greenish-blue coldness. It also had a two-foot-long horn on its head.

Its fangs were exposed, and its nose was peculiar, with three nostrils.

Its body was covered in pitch-black scales, and sharp bone blades extended from joints like elbows and knees.

It was the reincarnated demon progenitor. At this moment, he had broken free.

"Hahaha! The Abyss Gate has opened; I have finally advanced to Separation Stage, thanks to heaven's favor!"

Before his words were even finished, he vanished in a streak of light towards Xi Ning Nihao Stone City.

As one of the three major cities for cultivators, there were hundreds of cultivators in Xi Ning Nihao Stone City. They all stared wide-eyed at the demon figure in the sky.

"What is that monster?"

"Is it a demon race?"

"No, even demons can't grow to such an abnormal extent."

Whispers filled the air as ordinary cultivators had never heard of ancient demons before.

However, there were those who recognized him. In the upper chamber of Xi Ning Nihao Stone City's council hall, several elders' faces turned pale.

"An ancient demon," said a bearded elder with a wistful demeanor.

"Supreme Elder, you didn't make a mistake," another one-eyed cultivator exclaimed in shock. The experience of an婴灵 cultivator was different; the ancient demon should have been extinct long ago.

"Hmph! What does it matter if he's an ancient demon? We have so many people here to fear him?" A woman with lingering charm spoke, but her face changed as soon as she finished speaking. The ancient demon hadn't revealed his power before, and now that more cultivators were appearing, he suddenly grinned.

Boom!

Another loud explosion echoed through the air, far surpassing a thunderclap in its intensity. Terrifying demonic energy enveloped the entire city.

Painful sounds filled the ears as lower-stage cultivators couldn't withstand it and exploded to their deaths.

Condensation Stage cultivators fared better but looked terrible; they all deployed various defensive treasures, and protective barriers appeared before them.

"No, this is impossible! This guy is actually at... Separation?" The young woman, who had been confident with the numbers, now turned pale as a sheet of paper.

To outsiders, an婴灵 cultivator was already considered an old monster. But facing a Separation Stage cultivator, they were mere ants, with no intention to fight and wanting only to flee.

But the ancient demon came here for a purpose; how could he let them go?

With a movement of his hand, demonic energy condensed in the sky, countless bone spears appearing before their eyes. The infant-stage cultivators couldn't withstand this attack and fell one by one, even their婴灵 unable to escape as they were directly sucked into its mouth.

His target wasn't just infant-stage cultivators; he extracted the golden cores from Condensation Stage cultivators and ate them without hesitation.

As for those who had exploded to death, he simply opened his mouth wide and swallowed their元神. His eyes narrowed, seeming to find it extremely delicious.

"Ancestral Demon, why must you do this?" A resounding voice echoed as a graceful young man appeared before them. He was extraordinarily handsome with hair like snow, flowing down to his waist.

One should not judge by appearance; he was actually an advanced-stage婴灵 cultivator.

However, his gaze toward the ancient demon wasn't hostile but contained sorrow and confusion.

He was the head of Xi Ning Nihao Stone City, North Míng True Monarch. However, this fellow had always been in cahoots with the ancient demon.
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"Hmph, time is tight. Although my cultivation stage has reached the Separation Realm, the Netherworld's Opening is about to begin. There simply isn't enough time for me to stabilize my realm. We must make do with what we have." Using these low-ranking cultivators' essence crystals and souls as sacrificial offerings, what's so strange about that? Are you regretting your decision?"

"Of course not," the True Monarch of Northern Void said with a wry smile. "Just some low-ranking cultivators. Their lives or deaths are irrelevant to me. I merely think this is the best way."

The ancient demon's voice continued, filled with temptation: "Friend, you needn't overthink it. As long as you assist me in obtaining the treasure, I won't break my word. Not only will I use demonic qi to help you advance to the Separation Realm, but I'll also take you up to the Holy Realm. With my protection, eternal life is not a stretch."

Even with Northern Void's deep-seated composure, his eyes couldn't help showing a hint of fervor at such an offer.

Millennia-long lifespan—such an unimaginable temptation for cultivators.

Gulp.

A sound of swallowing saliva entered his ears.

"Alright, let's get going. If we miss the opening of the Netherworld, it will be too late to regret."

The monster grinned coldly and said, then its body was enveloped in dark qi as it transformed into a streak of lightning, flying off toward the horizon.

Northern Void Monarch hesitated for a moment before following suit with his own light.

A few hundred miles away, on a remote mountainous land, a young woman with a delicate appearance raised her head to gaze at the sky. She wasn't a breathtaking beauty, but she exuded an otherworldly and noble aura. Her spiritual energy fluctuations were extraordinary; she too had reached the Separation Realm.

New Moon's Poison.

Behind her stood two more cultivators standing by. The man was ancient in appearance, while the woman didn't stand out. Unlike New Moon, despite the changes to the laws of nature, they hadn't managed to break through and remained at the late婴 stage.

However, the divine arts and secret techniques of the Spirit Realm far surpassed those from lower planes. As experts who had broken through the Void, their strength was beyond that of ordinary high-ranking cultivators.

The Netherworld's Opening was imminent, and New Moon's eyes shone with excitement. If she could obtain that treasure, it would be worth all the hardships endured in the mortal realm.

In a desolate mountainous region far from human habitation,

Dark clouds like ink swirled, filled with countless lightning strikes.

Roar!

A roar echoed from within the dark clouds, stirring the soul and exuding an incomparable might.

The clouds parted to reveal its true form—a grotesque creature with a human face, tiger paws, wide mouth revealing sharp teeth, and long tail covered in black spines. A thick layer of fur enveloped its body.

One of the Four Fiends.

In terms of presence, it was on par with the Demon Ancestor and New Moon, having also reached the Separation Realm.

Despite being in a remote wilderness, there was still a teleportation point leading to the Netherworld's Opening.

Roar! The creature's coppery eyes glowed with ferocity, but beneath that ruthlessness lay an unmasked greed.

As one of the Four Fiends, its status within the Spirit Realm was incomparably high. After enduring countless hardships, sending a fragment of its soul to the mortal realm—what kind of treasure awaited it in the Netherworld?

In a scenic mountain, there was nothing out of the ordinary on the surface, but this place was actually the main headquarters of Pine Wind Academy.

"Senior Brother, are you really going into the Netherworld?"

The speaker was an elderly cultivator with white hair and eyebrows, appearing over 70 years old yet still vigorous. His spiritual energy was faintly perceptible, making him a high-ranking cultivator in the Separation Realm as well.

Everyone thought there was only one Separation Realm cultivator at Pine Wind Academy, but that was because of the prominence of Pavilion of Observing Pines.

The elder before him had also reached the Separation Realm, just at an earlier stage.

"Yes, I have a compelling reason to go," Young Pavilion said, much younger than his senior brother. Few knew he had already lived for over two thousand years.

"But what in this mortal realm could catch your eye? You've already reached the peak of the Separation Realm and with the aid of a divine artifact, you should have a 90% chance of surviving the heavenly tribulation. Breaking through to the other side isn't a dream. Why go into the Netherworld?" The elder was puzzled, his eyes filled with envy.

Pavilion sighed: "In any case, please look after the sect's affairs for me. I may never return."

"What?"

The elder was shocked, but Pavilion didn't elaborate further and vanished without a trace.

On an idyllic lake,

Tian Xiaojian sat cross-legged, his face serene as he toyed with an jade token in his hand.

After countless trials, he had finally reached the Separation Realm. Thinking back on his encounter with Feng Liangzheng, it all seemed like a dream.

The old monster's elaborate schemes ended in failure.

Harming others ultimately harms oneself. He didn't need to fetch any treasures for that old monster, but Tian Xiaojian still wasn't willing to give up the Netherworld Opening.

Although the Separation Realm was enviable, it was far from the realm of ascension. According to ancient lore, the treasures within the Netherworld could be more miraculous than divine medicines and elixirs.

Fortune favors the bold. While the Netherworld Opening was dangerous, it also held great opportunities.

Those seeking to enter the Netherworld weren't just a few; there were over twenty Separation Realm cultivators from the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds, including both humans and demons.

Almost half of these high-ranking cultivators would enter.

As for the lower-ranking cultivators, their numbers were countless. The lowest was at the middle stage of the Incubus Realm, but none below that level dared to enter. The Netherworld Opening wasn't a joke.

A sea of corpses and blood—entering without an Incubus realm wouldn't be wise; it would be like an old man hanging from a tree branch, wishing for longevity.

Everyone wanted to find treasures, so their relationships were naturally strained.

Even with some acquaintances, the presence of precious treasures meant they couldn't avoid deadly conflicts. After all, cultivators were self-interested, who could resist the allure of divine medicines and elixirs?

Moreover, dangers extended beyond these.

The restrictions and array formations within the Netherworld Opening weren't just for the Mortal Realm; many ghosts from the Underworld would also enter. Although their realms wouldn't exceed Separation, their techniques were increasingly bizarre and profound.

[\c\T\X\]
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Lin Xuan and Yue'er exchanged a glance without speaking.

After some exploration, the two of them felt they had about ten percent certainty that their guess was correct.

To say that there were no other mountains like the legendary Penglai in this world would be an understatement. After flying for hours, they merely circled around one spot. The sheer amount of qi here left them speechless; the veins of qi were abundant and excellent in quality, even if their sizes varied. Any of these could have sparked a fierce competition among major sects in the mortal realm, but here, it was as if they were easily within reach.

The legendary Penglai Immortal Mountain was said to be vast, though far from comparable to Yunzhou, it was larger than Youzhou by some measure. As Lin Xuan pondered this, he cast his divine sense around, aware that the reputation of the Netherworld Gate was well-deserved behind these heavenly landscapes.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's divine sense stirred, and he stopped his flight abruptly. "Young Master, what is it?"

Yue'er's voice reached his ears; she had returned to the Heavenly Fate Mansion. Not everyone could discern her movements like the Jiaoxiong King. Wealth should not be displayed, and neither should one’s cultivation level. Lin Xuan did not want all his trump cards to be revealed unnecessarily.

The more hidden dangers he could uncover, the safer it would be for him. "Nothing, there's a cave府 nearby," Lin Xuan muttered, almost to himself as much as to Yue'er. He continued flying forward with a wary expression.

After flying over a hundred feet, Lin Xuan stopped again. In front of them was an abandoned cave府, surrounded by barriers that made it harder to detect. It wasn't easy to find in the first place, but who knew how many eons had passed since its abandonment? The surrounding barriers had faded due to the depletion of their crystal energy.

"Young Master, our luck is really good."

A flash of white light appeared before him as Yue'er materialized. Many immortal aspirants searched for traces of Penglai in hopes of easier advancement there. Perhaps they could reach a higher realm and turn the impossible into reality, ascending to paradise during daylight hours.

In other words, this cave府 was likely left by ancient cultivators, and their level was probably at least the Separation stage. As Lin Xuan thought this, Yue'er's face lit up with excitement. "Young Master, let’s go check it out; maybe there are still treasures inside."

"Stupid girl, what are you rushing for?"

While Yue'er was excited, Lin Xuan remained extremely calm. While he attributed his good fortune to luck, something felt off. The appearance of ancient cultivator cave府s on Penglai wasn't unusual, but the Netherworld Gate added a layer of fear.

Better safe than sorry; Lin Xuan, always cautious, flicked his fingers and conjured an infant-sized demonic bee. Though not fully matured, it was more than sufficient for pathfinding. The insect flew towards the ancient cave ruins as Lin Xuan stood with a blank expression, seemingly indifferent to what would unfold.

The jade roach bee moved quickly, entering the depths of the cave府. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed and then relaxed; the jade roach bee had already claimed him as its master, establishing a natural connection through their divine sense.

"Young Master, what is it?" Yue'er raised her delicate eyebrows in concern, though she knew something was amiss.

"Hmph, this is indeed a trap."

Lin Xuan remained expressionless. Thankfully, his caution had paid off; if he had entered recklessly, he might have faced some trouble extricating himself.

"Trap?"

Yue'er was skeptical but not entirely convinced. After all, how could it be a trap?

Well, given that this was the Netherworld Gate, danger was bound to be high. Don't let surface illusions deceive you.

Lin Xuan smiled and said, "This is also a reminder." Regardless of Penglai's legends, the Netherworld Gate was real.

"Let’s go."

But Yue'er shook her head. "Young Master, wait."

"What do you want to do? Don’t be reckless," Lin Xuan's face changed. The girl had grown more assertive with her cultivation.

"Don't worry, Young Master; I know what I’m doing."

With a sweet smile, Yue'er extended her hand and a black light flashed as a small banner appeared. She then cast various colored talismans into it.

A loud boom echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the beast soul banner began to expand. A vortex appeared on its surface, deep and bottomless, emitting dark demonic energy.

Lin Xuan felt a pang of unease; this beast soul banner was an unexpected treasure. Initially just casually refined, its power had grown exponentially with absorbed souls, surpassing even his Nine Heaven Moon Ring.

This was why Lin Xuan wanted to replace his main talisman but hadn’t found the right one yet. His expression was complex as he watched Yue'er's actions. The demon spirit emerged from the vortex and stood before her, despite emitting a menacing aura equivalent to an early-stage婴 cultivator.

"Yue'er, using that for pathfinding seems wasteful; those traps inside will take me some effort to escape. A single soul ghost isn’t worth it," Lin Xuan frowned slightly.

"Haha, Young Master, let me be a little selfish this time. I just feel that this cave府 is more than just a trap," Yue'er's face showed regret but her tone was firm.

"Oh?"

Hearing this, Lin Xuan’s interest piqued; he knew Yue'er’s background and some premonitions were not strange. If she could find something useful, an early-stage婴 soul ghost wasn’t worth mentioning.

After the monster emerged from the vortex, it stood before Yue'er respectfully despite its menacing appearance.

"Go."

Yue'er pointed her finger, a beam of white light flew out, flashed, and entered the demon's forehead.
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Lin Xuan stood with his hands behind his back, lost in thought.

Moon儿's eyes were tightly closed as she sensed the ghost's every move.

In just a few breaths, Moon儿's face suddenly changed dramatically, her petite body trembling slightly.

The thunderous sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. Clearly, this wretched ghost had fallen into the trap.

"Quickly cut off the spiritual link!"

Lin Xuan frowned and spoke with urgency. Although his tone was stern, it contained a hint of concern.

"No, Master, there seems to be something inside..."

Moon儿 shook her head. A fragrant breeze swept past as she flew into the ancient cave like it had been an invitation.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and frown. She usually obeyed him well, so what was wrong today?

Despite his confusion, he couldn't just watch Moon儿 risk herself alone.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan's body glowed with a green aura as he flew into the cave.

Just as he intended to draw out the ghost's soul for purification, he was shocked to find that his spiritual energy had vanished.

Not completely—there was some, but it was extremely thin. He had fallen from the Separation Realm back to the Spirit Realm.

It felt like a hundred years ago when they first met in the secluded valley. In the bloodbath, Moon儿 had taken his head... It hurt.

Was he dead?

His soul floated out of his body and encountered a group of familiar ghosts. They were all those who had died at his hands over the past three centuries. Their faces were filled with malice as they mocked him, cursed, and tore at his soul.

Lin Xuan had never been afraid on his path to cultivation, but now he felt weak and helpless.

A demon!

For cultivators, this was even more terrifying than a heavenly tribulation. Lin Xuan's luck seemed to run out in the Well Luo Gate, where countless traps awaited him. He triggered the most dangerous one—without physical attacks, it could plunge him into an endless abyss.

Lin Xuan's willpower was unbreakable, but he had his weaknesses. And right now, he was only at the Separation Realm...

A fragrant breeze blew past.

The ghosts suddenly stopped tearing and trembled as they fell to their knees.

Lin Xuan raised his head in shock, seeing a breathtakingly beautiful face before him.

"Moony!"

But this Moony was different from before. She still looked like herself, but her demeanor exuded an air of regal nobility. A king's presence radiated from her.

Arhura!

No wonder she could intimidate ghosts—whether they were those who died unjustly or naturally, none dared to defy the King of Hell.

Was this Moony, who had fallen on hard times, now restored to her former power?

Lin Xuan felt a sense of shame. After struggling for a moment, he approached her. Three hundred years of hardship had taught him that Moony's feelings toward him were unchangeable by their changing statuses.

"She won't reject me."

Lin Xuan was confident about this. But what happened next was beyond his wildest dreams.

Upon meeting, Moon儿 showed no joy or intention to take him in. Her eyes first showed shock, then deep hatred.

That look sent shivers down Lin Xuan's spine, but it wasn't fear—it was pain, as if she was about to lose something important.

"Moony, what happened? Is it me..."

Lin Xuan stammered, his voice filled with unease.

"I know it's you. You liar! You hurt me in the past life and still want to纠缠 me now?"

Moon儿's face showed no gentleness; only boundless hatred. With a flick of her hand, countless dark flames surrounded Lin Xuan.

"Disgraced before my king, do you think you'll have a good ending? You wanted to get close to me—fine, we'll be together forever in this holy fire of the Netherworld. You will live as long as heaven and earth but suffer eternal torment from the flames..."

"Compared to soul extraction, this is nothing."

Moon儿's voice pierced Lin Xuan like a knife. He was indeed suffering, not because of the flames, but because something important had been shattered.

For cultivators, immortality was paramount, but for Lin Xuan, there was something even more crucial.

Immortality meant nothing compared to her. Without Moony, living forever held no meaning in these long years.

He would face all gods and buddhas if it meant staying with Moony.

But one day, she turned against him and fought him with a sword.

The pain was unimaginable for those who hadn't experienced it.

Lin Xuan felt his heart turn to ice. He was on the brink of despair—win or lose, he might as well die or be soul extracted.

Despair!

Despite his unbreakable willpower, humans had weaknesses. And Moony was Lin Xuan's greatest weakness and his most cherished thing.

His resolve shattered like a dam breaking...

This was all an illusion.

But in this world of truth and falsehood, the momentary illusion revealed that Lin Xuan's heart had been completely broken. He couldn't fight off the demon now.

In just a few breaths, beads of sweat formed on his forehead. If he continued, he would surely fall into madness.

Then, a cool sensation emerged from his waist.

A green light flashed as two jade pendants flew out of his storage bag.

One side depicted birds, beasts, and insects, while the other bore ancient inscriptions that Lin Xuan couldn't read. These were treasures— one he had found in Stream Leap Canyon, and the other was an order token from the Jade Black Sect.

Though Lin Xuan didn't know their exact functions, Red Silk Fairy had given him some clues.

These were heavenly artifacts once coveted by many powerful cultivators.

The jade pendants now emitted a faint green glow, enveloping Lin Xuan.

His heart had been lost in the illusion, but this terrifying force pulled him back.

Lin Xuan's cold sweat dripped down his face. His body was filled with abundant spiritual energy, though he felt weary, he avoided falling into madness.

The demon was driven away by this mysterious power.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes as the illusion vanished. He found himself in a deep ancient cave, surrounded only by a stone table and some stone chairs.

Wait, there was an old yellowish jade tube on the table—a relic from long ago.

Lin Xuan hesitated before picking it up.

Where is Moony?

The terrifying scenes of the illusion were still vivid.

Including Moon儿's cruel act of trapping his soul in dark flames.

But now that he had overcome the demon, Lin Xuan didn't care. What he saw in the illusion was just a creation of the demon to invade his mind.

Returning to reality, Lin Xuan no longer cared about the illusion.

His spiritual sense revealed Moony's gentle smile as she appeared before him.

"Moony, you're safe..."

Recalling the terror from the illusion, Lin Xuan still felt shaken. If not for those jade pendants saving him...

"Little servant is fine; I just couldn't find Master," Moon儿 said, visibly relieved upon seeing Lin Xuan.

She didn't seem to have encountered anything frightening.

"Moony, did you get trapped by any restrictions..." Lin Xuan was curious.

"What restriction? The ancient cave was empty. But after coming out, I couldn't see Master..."

Moon儿 wouldn't lie. This meant the illusion had no effect on her and that little girl wasn't trapped inside.

Why?

Lin Xuan wondered but didn't delve deeper. He flipped his left hand, revealing a jade tube—a unique find from this journey.

What was inside?
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E-Book (Title: *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*)

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan let his spirit sense delve into the electronic book.

A short while later, Lin Xuan raised his head, his face filled with an array of emotions—shock, confusion, and doubt.

"Master, what is it?" Moon's curious voice drifted into his ears.

"This seems to be a map of Penglai Mountain."

Lin Xuan said as he passed the jade cylinder over.

Moon was taken aback and also let her spirit sense delve inside. Immediately, an imposing mountain appeared before her eyes.

Though not lifelike, it had a rough outline.

What caught everyone's attention were the many markings on this mountain.

"Ah, this seems to be where we are standing now."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded, his head also leaning in as he retracted his spirit sense. Although only the general outline could be seen, it did resemble the nearby terrain quite closely.

But what Lin Xuan was more concerned about were other markings.

Though rudimentary, this map gave him a rough idea of Penglai Mountain's layout.

"Master, look! There is a pavilion here, and a tower there. What does that moon-shaped mark represent?"

Moon asked with excitement in her voice, though she didn't know the exact meaning. These marked areas were likely to contain treasures. The map had hundreds of such markings.

Of course, given the vast area of Penglai Mountain, the distance between these treasure spots was considerable.

Lin Xuan sighed as he looked at the item.

"Master, obtaining this object is a sign of divine assistance; why are you not happier?" Moon tilted her head, puzzled by his reaction.

"Foolish girl, it's too early to be happy. The Netherworld Gate is fraught with danger. That ancient cultivator’s den we just passed was clearly a trap..." Lin Xuan paused, showing signs of lingering fear. Had he not had that strange treasure, he might have been trapped.

"If this map is real, it will be very useful. But if it's fake..."

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as Moon's face also darkened with worry. His concerns were justified; following these markings to find treasures would be tantamount to suicide if they led to traps.

"Master, what do we do?"

Moon felt torn. To discard the map was a pity, but using it could lead them into danger if it turned out to be fake.

Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated, but he quickly made up his mind. One must enter the tiger’s den to catch its cubs; he had to test this item's authenticity.

Thus, Lin Xuan delved his spirit sense again and located the nearest marking.

He planned to visit there first to see if any treasures were hidden before determining the map's accuracy.

Although dangerous, it was the only plan he could think of.

Moon agreed without hesitation. She always supported her master’s decisions. Lin Xuan flew forward with a faint green light enveloping him, moving slowly and carefully.

The speed of his flight was not fast; who knew what dangers lurked in this strange place? If he stumbled into any forbidden zones, it would be suicide.

Lin Xuan moved cautiously, fully opening his spirit sense. At this pace, even if the marked location wasn't far, it would still take about an hour to reach.

But Lin Xuan was not in a hurry; safety came first. His goal was not treasures but to use the ancient array to sneak into the Spirit Realm.

He wasn’t entirely sure of the details and needed to reunite with his sister. He hoped Fairy Yuyan had been sent to a nearby location, as they entered the same teleportation point.

The only concern was encountering the Ten Thousand Jaws King; that old monster was not trustworthy, especially at the late Separation stage—once engaged, there would be no chance of escape.

These thoughts made Lin Xuan more vigilant. He did not want to meet the Ten Thousand Jaws King.

Lin Xuan didn’t know that several miles away, the Ten Thousand Jaws King wore a sneer on his face. His thoughts were similar to Lin Xuan’s; they had entered the same teleportation point and should be nearby.

Assuming everything went as planned, he would face them one by one. Meeting that young man meant draining his soul and essence. As for the two women, they could serve as furnaces. The Ten Thousand Jaws King's face was filled with cruelty. After flying for hours, he found nothing but an ancient cultivator’s den.

"Hmph, another of these."

The Ten Thousand Jaws King showed a disdainful look in his eyes. Compared to human cultivators, the lifespan of the demon race was extremely long. He had participated in the Netherworld Gate's opening nine thousand years ago and had fallen for such fake caves before.

He learned from his mistakes; this time, he would not be fooled again. The only thing that surprised him was that the Netherworld Gate opened at what seemed to be Penglai Immortal Mountain.

How could that be?

They were teleported to some vast deserts and wastelands last time. Although the chosen location varied each time, entering a legendary Penglai Immortal Mountain was too incredible.

However, his excitement didn't last long as he soon became eager again.

Penglai Mountain was a legendary holy land; treasures here would far surpass those from previous openings.

The Ten Thousand Jaws King extended his tongue with greed. Despite the powerful cultivators who entered this place, he was at the late Separation stage—far above ordinary experts. As long as he was cautious, there would be no danger to his life.

The Ten Thousand Jaws King ignored the cave and transformed into a streak of light, passing by it.

His caution came from past experiences; ordinary cultivators lacked such wisdom.

Somewhere tens of thousands of miles away,

Tremendous fluctuations in primordial energy occurred. The sky seemed like a chaotic dance of demons before a loud explosion.

A thin-faced Daoist elder emerged from the dust cloud. If Fairy Yuyan were here, she would recognize him as the old monster, Yin Yin Zhenren from the Heaven's Ingenious Sect.

The Netherworld Gate opened once every nine thousand years—dangerous but also full of opportunities for advancement to the Separation stage. Who could resist such temptation?

However, thinking back on his recent experience, Yin Yin Zhenren was filled with fear. The traps in that cave were far more powerful than he had imagined, and two late-stage元婴 puppet masters were destroyed. He felt heartache at this thought.
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But now that the situation had reached this point, endless contemplation would be futile. Tai Yin Zhenren took a deep breath and—

Several flashes later, he vanished without a trace.

The loss of two late-stage元婴 puppets left him heartbroken. The only way to make up for it was to find more treasures. If he could discover some miraculous medicinal pills, that would be best. He was already at the peak of the Separation stage, but unfortunately, he was stuck here and couldn't advance a single step further. Breaking through the bottleneck was his hope.

In a deep valley, three cultivators stood side by side, their faces all looking extremely displeased. The place they were teleported to had no restrictions, but unfortunately, they ran into a demon from the阴司界 just as they arrived.

After all, the Netherworld Gate wasn't only opened in the human world; many yin souls and ghosts would come here to seek treasures.

Although this demon didn’t have a green face or fangs, its appearance was quite bizarre. It looked like a lizard standing upright, with an extremely thick tail. Its eyes were bulging, and its mouth resembled scissors, with a snake-like tongue protruding from it.

Yin souls had countless types, even more so than ancient demons. They didn’t know what kind of demon this was, but the aura it emitted made them feel extremely uncomfortable.

It turned out to be late-stage元婴!

The three men groaned inwardly. Although their cultivation wasn’t low, they were only at the middle stage of元婴. In the human world, they would naturally be dominant, but here in a place filled with powerful cultivators, they were just pawns.

They weren’t unaware of the dangers of this mission, yet how could they bear to let such an opportunity slip away after obtaining the Netherworld Jade Token? Thus, they boldly ventured into it.

Originally, they had thought that working together would allow them to face any ordinary danger. However, they hadn’t expected to encounter a demon from the阴司界 right at the teleportation point, and even worse, this one was late-stage.

Their hearts were filled with unease as they cursed their rotten luck. But now that things had reached this point, complaining wouldn’t help. The expression on the monster’s face indicated that matters would not end well.

After all, when humans and demons met, they often fought to the death even without treasures.

The demon’s元婴 was a great source of nourishment for demons.

Of course, the inner cores of these creatures could be equally useful in the hands of cultivators.

Since fighting was inevitable, it might as well be done quickly.

With his mind racing, the man in the brocade robe waved his right hand. A peculiar-looking treasure flew out, glowing with a fiery red hue.

Although they didn’t know how powerful this demon’s abilities were, its stage made them dare not be careless.

He cast a series of spells and pointed at it. The gourd expanded as if inflating with the wind, quickly growing to several dozen feet in diameter. Its size alone was formidable, indicating that its powers would also be considerable.

The other two stepped forward, aligning themselves with the man in brocade. They tapped their waists and backs, though their actions were different, the treasures they released had a similar appearance—two flying swords, swirling and dancing like two never-ending dragons.

All three cultivators displayed expressions of extreme tension as if facing a formidable enemy. However, the demon seemed to ignore them entirely, treating them as if they didn’t exist.

The man in brocade wasn’t angry but rather pleased. A spell was cast towards the gourd before he shouted, "Quickly!"

A slight tremor appeared at the mouth of the gourd, and a burst of fierce flames shot out, instantly setting the entire valley ablaze. The flames then converged into the center, revealing a monstrous creature with wings on its back.

It looked somewhat like a tiger but was even more ferocious.

With a loud roar, it charged fearlessly towards its opponent.

The two flying swords didn’t lag behind, encircling and supporting from both sides.

They knew their situation well. Before entering the Netherworld Gate, they had spent much time refining their techniques together, and this attack showed some results. However, the demon’s lips still curled in a mocking smile.

As the three attacks seemed to envelop it, the demon suddenly blurred before vanishing without a trace.

Teleportation!

The faces of the three men changed drastically. Late-stage cultivators would at most use the缩地术, but this demon was clearly beyond their expectations.

"Be careful."

The man in brocade shouted fiercely and extended his hand to cast a protective barrier. A talisman on his left hand began burning fiercely.

A look of pain crossed his face as he had spent ten thousand crystals for this Eight Trigram Golden Body Talisman, originally meant as a last resort for survival. But now it was used up just entering the Netherworld Gate.

Before he could finish his thoughts, screams filled his ears. He turned to follow the sound and saw only a shower of blood. His two companions had already lost their heads, with their元婴 being swallowed by the demon’s tongue.

How is this possible!

Although their cultivation was lower than his, they were still at the middle stage of元婴. Facing a late-stage existence, although they couldn’t defeat it, they certainly wouldn’t be killed in one strike.

The man in brocade was both shocked and angry as a chill ran down his spine. He felt immense regret; he shouldn’t have entered this Netherworld Gate.

He cast another Eight Trigram Golden Body Talisman to add an extra layer of protection, feeling somewhat relieved. As he turned around to look for an escape route, a flash of light appeared before him, and the monster suddenly appeared in front of him.

What a marvelous earth遁术!

But now was not the time for shock. He tried to retreat but it was too late.

The monster’s claw pierced his body, the two protective barriers like paper, opening a large hole in his chest. Blood gushed out as his physical body fell.

A tiny元婴 appeared in mid-air, filled with terror and more confusion and reluctance. He couldn’t believe that the defensive talisman he had spent twenty thousand crystals on was completely ineffective.

But when his gaze met the monster’s ugly face, a shiver ran down his spine. He hurriedly cast spells to try to teleport away but before he could move, pain shot through his forehead.

The monster’s tongue, like a lizard’s, extended and pierced the head of his元婴.

The light in the eyes of his元婴 quickly dimmed as it was swallowed by the demon’s tongue, which then entered its stomach.

Satisfied with this result, the demon took the three cultivators’ storage bags. But after carefully looking around, he cautiously flew forward. He had already reached the peak stage of元婴, and his intelligence matched that of humans. Although he had just shown great power by killing three middle-stage元婴 cultivators, there were countless powerful cultivators in the Netherworld Gate. If he accidentally encountered an old monster at the Separation stage, he would only have a dead end. Moreover, with numerous restrictions here, the demon put away its arrogance and carefully continued forward.

P.S.: Um... continue to request recommendation votes, fellow daoists! (To be continued, please log in to毗毗山叭ｃ毗 for more chapters and support the author.)
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"Speak of the devil," Lin Xuan muttered. The number of human cultivators and demons or ghosts who encountered each other by chance on the Path of Devouring Souls was only a few, not every transmission would result in such encounters.

But it wasn't that they always had to fight to the death; as long as their cultivation levels were roughly equal, they could coexist peacefully. After all, there weren't any precious treasures for them to compete over, so who would willingly risk life and limb?

However, those who encountered prohibitions or demons fell to their deaths in droves.

The cave that Lin Xuan had encountered without traps was dotted with transmission points nearby. Who could resist the temptation of ancient cultivator ruins?

Though the prohibitions in these caves weren't as formidable as those on the Path of Devouring Souls, they were still dangerous enough. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a bit nervous.

Suddenly, a green snake straightened up and was enveloped by a swirling wind. After a moment, the wind dissipated, revealing a woman standing in front of the bamboo grove. She had a slender figure and an attractive appearance, though her cheeks were covered with scales as large as fingernails, making her look both strange and beautiful.

The snake-woman sized up the bamboo grove cautiously. Her cultivation was only mid-stage transformation, so her spiritual sense couldn't compare to Lin Xuan's. However, demons had a naturally acute sense of perception; she felt something wasn't right about the bamboo grove but couldn't pinpoint why.

She could detour, but other areas might also be dangerous. The snake-woman hesitated for a moment before a look of determination appeared on her face. With a flick of her hand, a magical weapon resembling a flying leaf dart shot out.

The whistling sound of the sword cut down several green bamboo stalks, but nothing unusual happened. The snake-woman was puzzled; had she misjudged her senses?

But she didn't act rashly. After all, the Path of Devouring Souls was notorious for its dangers, and who would risk their lives needlessly? She reached into her waistband and released a dark light.

A huge toad appeared before her eyes. Lin Xuan was surprised; wasn't a toad prey for snakes?

This demon had raised it as a spirit beast, truly innovative!

The toad was enormous, even larger than a tiger by several sizes, weighing around six or seven hundred pounds and being a third-stage demon.

Despite its size, the snake-woman seemed fearful. "Go," she pointed at the front. The toad hesitated but eventually entered the bamboo grove.

Though clumsy, it moved quickly. In just a few breaths, it had ventured several hundred feet into the grove without any issues.

The snake-woman sighed in relief; her earlier suspicions were unfounded. A layer of demon fog rose and transformed back into its original form as a large green snake, slithering into the bamboo grove.

Unbeknownst to this demon, Lin Xuan had never strayed far. His Concealment Art was so subtle that she couldn't detect his presence.

With someone scouting ahead, Lin Xuan felt elated. He knew he shouldn't be careless in such a dangerous place.

A thunderous roar echoed through the air, shaking the ground. The snake-woman's face showed sheer terror as the surroundings transformed into a monster's gaping maw filled with rows of white fangs.

The snake-woman was terrified; her body was several dozen feet long but seemed like a tiny worm compared to this monster.

Lin Xuan watched from behind the bamboo grove, seeing everything clearly. The so-called bamboo grove was actually the monster's head. It opened its blood-red mouth and used illusions to blend into the surroundings, making it easy prey for any passing animals.

This monstrous crocodile was over a thousand feet long, its presence overwhelming even Lin Xuan.

Ancient beast!

Lin Xuan's eyes widened; he had seen ancient beasts before but never one this massive. It must have lived for countless eons, perhaps since the dawn of time.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan grew more cautious. The longer it lived and absorbed the spirit energy from Penglai Mountain, the harder it would be to deal with.

Should he retreat?

But were there no dangers elsewhere?

The ancient beast was terrifying in its presence but in plain sight. Unknown dangers could be even more perilous.

Moreover... Lin Xuan had entered the Path of Devouring Souls not just for treasures, but this ancient crocodile's internal organ was undoubtedly valuable, far beyond that of a mid-stage transformation demon.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan's expression became resolute. He needed to verify if the map in the Jade Scroll was real or fake; he had no choice but to pass through here.

The ancient beast wouldn't allow him to leave after swallowing the snake-woman. Its eyes gleamed with satisfaction at its meal. However, as it turned to Lin Xuan, its gaze became increasingly greedy.

Though Lin Xuan's small frame wasn't enough to satisfy it, an ancient beast lived for so long that it couldn't be judged by ordinary beasts' logic. What the crocodile craved was not just a bit of flesh but the immense spiritual energy contained within this tiny body.

This was irresistible.

Gulp!

The ancient beast swallowed hard, its voice as loud as thunder. Though its mind hadn't fully awakened, it wasn't an ordinary beast either. It sensed that dealing with this "prey" wouldn't be easy.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and released dozens of sword qi, which expanded in the wind to several dozen feet long each. Since a peaceful resolution was impossible, he decided to strike first.

Though the ancient crocodile's body was immense, Lin Xuan had faced similar creatures before. A thousand feet wasn't much; the mountain monster from Xue Ming Sect was even larger.

Size didn't matter, but this one seemed more formidable.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the front. The sword qi turned and slashed forward like a rainbow.

Pang! Pang! Pang!

The ancient crocodile's roar echoed as it failed to dodge, being struck by the sword beams. Its limbs and head were all within range.

But it was useless; its body was covered in thick scales that were impenetrable despite their dull appearance. Dozens of sword beams slashed at it but caused no damage, leaving Lin Xuan surprised.

Though he didn't expect a few dozen sword qi to be decisive, the crocodile's scales were too hard.

A failed attack wouldn't deter the giant crocodile. It opened its blood-red mouth and shot out a beam of light.

The sky was instantly dyed red as the beam was over several dozen feet wide and moved so fast that even Lin Xuan's Nine Heavens Step couldn't evade it.

But with his rich experience in combat, Lin Xuan remained calm. A layer of light enveloped him, and just in time, he activated his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield.

With a loud bang, the beam struck the shield, sending Lin Xuan flying.

However, the defense held, and Lin Xuan's face brightened as he thought deeply. He didn't have time to slowly wear down this monster; it was now or never.

A flash of white light revealed Mo'er beside him. Together, they would quickly eliminate this giant beast.

Lin Xuan continued his fight with renewed vigor, determined to verify the map in the Jade Scroll and pass through here no matter what.
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Although its灵智 had not yet awakened, its strength was evident. Instinctively,

**Snap!**

A loud crack echoed in his ears as the giant crocodile's tail swung and shattered a massive stone weighing several thousand catties into powder. This brute might be formidable for other abilities, but its sheer size alone made it difficult to deal with.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, and the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring appeared before him.

It spun and danced, blue and red spiritual light flickering continuously.

Despite Lin Xuan's dissatisfaction with this innate treasure, its power was still considerable. A white wind pillar appeared in front of him.

A hundred feet long, though not reaching to heaven or earth, it still had an intimidating presence. Compared to the ancient beast’s size, it seemed insignificant.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The hurricane dispersed, and countless wind blades appeared before him. Though their sizes varied, the smallest ones were a foot in diameter. The white light was blinding, indicating that this was no ordinary Wind Technique.

Moon raised her jade hand, and a string of eighteen black beads emerged.

Each bead had been obtained from an ancient devil named Kala.

Lin Xuan had given these to Moon for quite some time, but back then, the little girl hadn't yet succeeded in cultivating her essence. Her cultivation was insufficient, so she couldn’t control this magical artifact随意地.

It wouldn’t fully unleash its true power and might even be corrupted by the evil aura.

But times change. Lin Xuan had no such worries now.

Moon cast a spell, and black mist surged forth, with a swarm of dark magic energy rushing out, obscuring half the sky. Inside this black fog, eighteen huge skeletal heads roared. Each eye glowed with black light, and their white teeth gnashed furiously before spewing countless black-red lightning flames that followed the wind blades to attack the giant crocodile.

Aaah!

The ancient beast didn’t want to sit idly by. Having lived for over a million years, it had experienced countless battles. Survival of the fittest was more applicable in the cultivation world than nature’s law.

With its eyes half open and half closed, this stubborn stance was foolish.

It strained its limbs, trying to move away from its original position.

But Lin Xuan wouldn’t let it get away with that.

Time was precious in this Netherworld Gate. Whether treasures or dangers, there were countless of them. Lin Xuan had no time to dawdle with a prehistoric beast.

A swift resolution was the best choice.

Seeing the giant crocodile trying to dodge, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a sneer.

Without any additional movements, the surrounding earth and air energy suddenly surged.

Pang-pang-pang! sounds filled his ears. The crocodile, originally lying on its belly, saw the ground beneath it suddenly rise, forming thick stone pillars that trapped it like a cage.

This was the manifestation of earth elemental energy. A Separation cultivator could control one of the five elements based on their cultivation technique.

But Lin Xuan’s situation was different; he could use all five elements—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth.

In other words, his strength wasn’t affected by the terrain or environment. No matter what conditions, there would always be an element available for him to utilize.

The earth elemental energy turned into a cage that trapped the crocodile despite its extensive combat experience.

Of course, this cage couldn’t truly imprison it, but it could buy some time.

In high-stakes battles, every millisecond counted. This delay allowed Lin Xuan and Moon’s attacks to reach their target.

Sibilant sounds of breaking air filled his ears as the wind blades were incredibly powerful, capable of tearing through space itself.

The black-red lightning flames might not seem impressive, but remember that Moon was now a Separation cultivator; her attack couldn’t be underestimated.

There was no way out!

The wind blades and lightning flames completely enveloped the crocodile. It offered no defense.

Lin Xuan’s face first showed joy, but soon turned to gloom after several breaths.

"Master, the attack didn't work," Moon's voice echoed in his ears. The little girl felt something was amiss as well.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. If it were a human cultivator, even a Separation cultivator would have been instantly destroyed without any defense.

After all, no matter how high one’s magical power, the body had its limits.

But this ancient beast was different; it naturally had thick skin and, after countless years of wear, its outer layer was far harder than any defensive treasure.

It seemed he had underestimated his opponent.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination as he extended a hand. A short sword about a foot long appeared before him.

He grasped it lightly, and the fish-scale-like armor covered from his palm to elbow. But there was no hint of surprise on his face; this was how he wielded the Magic Bond Sword.

This artifact’s appearance changed the atmosphere entirely.

Aaah!

The ancient beast showed fear and hatred in its eyes as it tried to escape.

If it had surrendered at the beginning, Lin Xuan might not have needed to kill it. But now, there was no turning back; once he started, there was no stopping him. This wasn’t his style.

Moon understood her master’s intent without needing instructions. She moved to block the ancient beast's escape.

Three days of separation made a difference; Moon was no longer the little demon she used to be. Although she fell short compared to her previous life, as a Separation cultivator, she couldn't be underestimated.

Her movements were graceful like dancing, but her body was surrounded by countless dark winds and ghostly energies, making her appearance eerie.

The ancient beast tried to flee, but it was repeatedly forced back by Moon’s actions.

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up with amusement as he raised his right hand and swung it down fiercely.

Boom!

A majestic sword energy appeared in the air and converged into a monster with a lion’s head and a horse’s body. It had wings on its back, and its scales shimmered like silver.

It was a Qilin! This divine beast of the spirit world was as powerful as a phoenix, feared by all. It opened its blood-filled mouth and lunged at the crocodile.

Though smaller in size compared to the giant crocodile, it still instilled deep fear into the ancient beast’s eyes.

But it was too late; the Qilin met the beast head-on. They touched, but no explosion sounded. Instead, an incredible scene unfolded before their eyes as the Qilin entered the ancient beast's forehead…

Lin Xuan hadn’t expected this outcome and was momentarily stunned. The ancient beast seemed frozen in place.

Just moments ago, they were engaged in a heated battle, but now there was an eerie silence.
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However, within just a few breaths, the ancient beast suddenly opened its blood-red maw and let out an ear-splitting roar. It slammed its head into the ground, causing tremors that shook everything for several miles around.

The creature's strength was beyond belief; each impact left a deep pit in the earth that seemed bottomless.

Lin Xuan showed no signs of alarm. After another moment, a loud boom echoed as the ancient beast’s head was enveloped by silvery light, splitting open like a watermelon. The outline of a qilin flickered briefly before fading away completely.

Satisfied with this outcome, Lin Xuan said, "The power of the Heavenly Treasure is indeed formidable; it has successfully eliminated this troublesome opponent in one strike."

Of course, this was due to the ancient beast's unique situation—it had immense magical power but didn't know how to use it. While its spiritual energy was comparable to that of a Separation and Union stage cultivator, its true strength was far weaker.

With a flick of his wrist, the Magicfate Sword vanished, but Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he examined the ancient beast's corpse.

Though convenient, storage devices had their limitations—limited capacity.

The giant crocodile, though decapitated, still measured around seven to eight hundred feet in length and couldn’t be taken whole. After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and the Green Flame Sword shot out.

"Idiot."

Lin Xuan pointed at the sword, and it transformed into a streak of light that entered his palm. He gently tapped the golden-brown bone with his finger, and a clear, ethereal sound resonated in his ears, like celestial music.

He then used his divine sense to investigate the bone for several minutes before looking up with a look of sheer joy on his face: "Yes, it is indeed a spirit bone."

"Lord, what is a spirit bone?" Moon’s curious voice echoed.

Lin Xuan didn’t immediately answer but closed his eyes. The information about spirit bones flashed through his mind—these were rare and precious items. Only higher-stage cultivators or ancient beasts had the chance to produce them, much like Buddhist relics.

Not every monk could possess such a relic; it required great cultivation in Buddhism. Similarly, spirit bones were produced by high-stage creatures, but their existence was not guaranteed.

Lin Xuan had encountered two such beings: the Black-headed Patriarch from the Indeterminate River and the Heavenly Lion from the Five-Color Spirit Mountain. Both were powerful, but neither possessed a spirit bone.

This time, his luck had truly been exceptional. A spirit bone contained an essence far greater than any demon heart or beast core, making it excellent material for forging weapons. Even if it wasn’t as good as the Heavenly Treasure, its quality would still be superior, and he could refine it within himself.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took out a long piece of wood and placed the spirit bone inside, then affixed severalprohibitory talisman to ensure its effectiveness later on.

Despite his greatharvest, Lin Xuan was still pleased. However, as he looked at the giant corpse, his thoughts turned somber. While the most valuable parts had been taken, the remaining flesh and bones were still of significant value. He didn’t want them to fall into the wrong hands.

Not one to be selfish, Lin Xuan decided to give the rest to Moon.

"Thank you, Lord," Moon said with a smile.

Moon waved her hand, summoning a black magic banner—the Soul Banner—a powerful treasure. Curious about what she intended, Lin Xuan watched silently as she began to chant ancient incantations while performing intricate hand gestures.

Lin Xuan frowned; though he practiced both Taoist and Buddhist arts, his mastery of the Soul Banner was not strong. The banner’s true power eluded him.

After a short time, the Soul Banner expanded with the wind, transforming into a large black cloud that covered several acres, darkening the sky. Thunderous sounds filled the air as the cloud churned, forming a vortex in Lin Xuan's vision.

The vortex was over ten feet wide, with lightning flashing inside it. Lin Xuan felt a chill; this scene resembled a heavenly tribulation.

What did Moon intend to do?

Lin Xuan remained puzzled, but Moon’s expression was serious. All the elemental energies—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—were being absorbed into her body.

Not quite as expected.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he realized that while he could manipulate elemental energies, they were merely channeled through him. The energies entering Moon were transformed into yin spiritual energy.

Integration, fusion!

How was this possible? Lin Xuan was stunned; this involved higher-level cosmic laws, beyond his current understanding.

Moon must have...

But soon, Lin Xuan understood that she had not accessed these higher laws but the effects of True Understanding of the Deva. She began to practice her past-life techniques, though only a few basics were known to her now. The first chapter after Separation and Union involved transforming elemental energies into usable forms.

Despite his lack of knowledge about this process, Lin Xuan was intrigued. Did Moon intend to absorb the ancient beast's corpse?

No, the Soul Banner could only contain souls. Before he could finish his thought, Moon pointed a finger forward with a sharp command: "Quickly!"

A chorus of ghostly howls filled the air as countless spirits emerged from the vortex, each with different sizes and terrifying appearances.
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Many of Lin Xuan found the scene familiar; they were mostly souls of unfortunate creatures he had exterminated and sealed within his Beast Soul Banner.

Lin Xuan roughly counted, finding nearly ten thousand souls.

The dark wind stirred, and Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. Even for him, it felt like his scalp was tingling.

What could this little girl be planning?

After all, while the Beast Soul Banner could absorb countless souls, it couldn't store physical objects.

"Quickly!"

Moon's voice was soft as she pointed her jade hand forward.

Instantly, a chorus of wails echoed. The voices were haunting and terrifying; both cultivators and demons, after being purified by the Beast Soul Banner, had turned into vengeful spirits.

A formidable aura emerged, and the myriad ghostly creatures transformed into streaks of shadow, rushing to devour the ancient beast's corpse.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan was no stranger to such scenes, but he couldn't help feeling a bit shocked. He sighed softly; this ancient beast must have been extremely unlucky.

The ghosts had already begun their feast on the crocodile's body. Despite being over eight hundred feet long, the sheer number of spirits ensured that not even an inch of the beast was left.

Given its age and the quality of its skin and bones as excellent material for cultivation, it would be a struggle to defeat such a powerful entity in this stage. However, Lin Xuan's luck had been good; he had been teleported to a sparsely populated area without encountering any rivals.

Even if he did meet others, there was no need to fear. After all, he was also at the Separation Realm and could rely on Moon for support. Even if faced with someone like Wang Tinglou, he still had a chance to escape.

However, not everyone was as fortunate as Lin Xuan.

Huang Zha Dao Ren was an advanced-stage Immortal in his mid-advanced stage. As one of the senior elders of his sect, he was usually quite formidable.

But everyone has their own struggles. He had been troubled by a bottleneck for over a century and despite his efforts, his cultivation hadn't improved at all. Even elixirs and medicines were ineffective; it was a waste of time that frustrated him deeply.

What could one do?

Cultivation was about hard work; there was no shortcut to success.

However, fate had given him an opportunity. He obtained the Demon Realm Talisman by chance.

The Demon Realm!

As a high-stage cultivator, he knew about this legend. It opened every nine thousand years, offering unimaginable opportunities along with endless dangers.

It was said that the elixirs within were miraculous; taking them would allow one to transcend their current realm without needing to ascend to heaven in a single day.

Unable to resist the temptation, who wouldn't want to become an advanced-stage cultivator, even a Separation Realm?

After thorough preparations, he entered the Demon Realm.

The journey was uneventful, and no treasures were found until recently when he encountered the white-robed man ahead of him. The man looked around twenty years old, with a strikingly handsome appearance; he was an early-stage Immortal.

Huang Sang Dao Ren decided to kill for treasure. While such incidents are common in the cultivation world, killing for treasure among advanced-stage cultivators is rare. Most independent cultivators at this stage have powerful sects or families backing them.

Even if a disciple from a major sect were killed outside, unless they were prodigies with deep connections, their sect would ignore it as a loss.

Reputation was meaningless; what mattered was practical gains.

But for advanced-stage cultivators like Huang Sang Dao Ren, even minor offenses could lead to severe consequences. If a powerful entity like Wang Tinglou were killed, the entire sect or family would be implicated, leading to an all-out conflict between two major powers.

Thus, advanced-stage cultivators rarely engaged in such acts; let alone killing for treasure.

But here, dying in the Demon Realm was normal and untraceable. So Huang Sang Dao Ren's greed was awakened.

However, he now regretted his decision bitterly. The man was clearly a Separation Realm entity, not an early-stage Immortal as he had assumed. His aura alone paralyzed Huang Sang Dao Ren, and the skull-like figure pounced on him.

A scream echoed, but it was too late; even hisyuan baby didn't escape.

"Hmph, an Immortal is just a lowly ant. This feeling is so delightful... Lin Brother, will you be surprised when we meet again?"

Field Xiao Jian smiled smugly, unaware that Lin Xuan had also reached the Separation Realm.

Who would be more shocked?

Meanwhile, in an unremarkable valley.

While separation realm cultivators didn't always fight, even those at the same stage could have vastly different strengths.

Aaah!

The roar was like thunder. Anyone passing by would be stunned; a monstrous creature with a fearsome appearance stood out.

It was over two meters tall, had four arms and two heads, its head resembled that of a lizard, and it had thick scales covering its body...

Needless to say, this was a demon from the Lower Realm, and its strength was formidable, at the Separation Realm stage.

If Lin Xuan encountered such an entity without Moon's help, he would likely be in a tough fight.

The Lower Realm, despite being nominally lower, had true power comparable to the Spirit Realm. Its cultivation techniques were so mysterious that even human cultivators couldn't fathom them.

At the same level, there was no suspense; humans, whether cultivators or demons, would surely lose.

But at this moment, the two-headed four-armed monster was powerless. It had provoked Wang Tinglou, who had hidden his aura and attacked him. As the first expert in the human world, Wang Tinglou was near the peak of Separation Realm.

Regardless of his motivation for entering the Demon Realm, he had a ninety percent chance of passing through the heavenly tribulation.

For others, the Demon Realm was dangerous, but few could threaten Wang Tinglou. Facing this two-headed four-armed monster, Wang Tinglou didn't even use histreasure; just two sword beams formed by his mana were enough to repel it.

Wang Tinglou crossed his arms behind his back, still appearing youthful and graceful despite being in his forties. He had no time for a demon or ghost, his expression turning fierce as sword beams fell like a waterfall, splitting the monster in half.
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The demon ghost's face was filled with fear, but Wang Tinglou ignored him as if he were invisible. He raised his right hand and made a gesture in the air.

Arriving before the demon ghost, Wang Tinglou took off its storage bag and the demon pill.

Then, with a flick of his left hand, a pale blue fireball appeared before his eyes.

A burst of spiritual light flashed, turning the demon ghost's body into dust.

This unfortunate soul had become the first entity to fall in the Netherworld Gate after entering it. However, Wang Tinglou showed no surprise or joy; for him, this was just another minor matter.

His figure flickered again as his aura receded, and he flew forward like a streak of lightning.

At an unknown distance away from here, somewhere else.

A solitary peak stood proudly amidst the landscape.

Penglai was indeed a mountain, but its size was too vast to be considered merely that. It could even rival Youzhou in terms of area, perhaps even surpassing it slightly.

On this Penglai, various terrains such as mountains, rivers, hills, and deserts were scattered about. One couldn't simply look at it from the perspective of a single mountain.

At the halfway point of this solitary peak, there was a hidden cave府 that wasn’t concealed by any restrictions but was covered in countless vines. Without careful observation, one wouldn’t notice its presence.

Inside the cave府, a green stone round table stood. Two cultivators were seated beside it.

On the left side sat an old man wearing a green robe; he appeared to be over seventy years old, yet showed no signs of aging, his spirit sharp and vibrant.

To his right was a middle-aged man with a tall hat on his head, long beard, and imperial attire. At first glance, they seemed like two ordinary cultivators, but upon closer inspection, one could see that the old man was surrounded by阴气, unlike the ghostly energy of other spirit cultivators; it was pure阴气.

Needless to say, this fellow was a demon creature.

Moreover, his cultivation level was extraordinary, not inferior to Wang Tinglou's.

Peak Stage of Separation!

The old man in green originally appeared calm as he sipped on some wine and ate fruits. Suddenly, his brows furrowed, and his expression turned grim.

"Brother Wu, what’s wrong?"

The middle-aged man in the imperial attire put down whatever he was holding and spoke with a faint tone.

Unlike the old man, his entire body emitted a strong stench of decay, indicating that he was a Corpse Demon. However, like the old man, he too was at Peak Stage of Separation.

Speaking of this fellow's background, it was no less remarkable. Before his death, he wasn't a cultivator but a secular emperor known for his cruelty and ruthlessness. He ruled for only twenty years yet managed to conquer countless nations, establishing an empire with vast territories.

The wrath of the Son of Heaven could cause rivers to flow with blood.

Iron Jiezhong had killed countless souls in his lifetime; his name alone could still make children cry at night after thousands of years.

Fortunately, this brutal emperor was assassinated on his fortieth birthday.

No one knew how he died, but there were rumors that a deity had used a flying sword to decapitate him.

Though earthly emperors enjoyed countless honors and luxuries, they couldn't match the power of immortals or deities.

Of course, this so-called deity was merely another cultivator in disguise.

Iron Jiezhong's death brought joy to his subjects. However, who knew that his corpse hadn’t decayed? After tens of thousands of years, it had become a spirit and advanced to Peak Stage of Separation.

These two monsters from the阴司界 arrived at Penglai but didn't act immediately; instead, they seemed to be waiting for something.

"Green Eros is dead," the old man in green said with a calm expression.

"Green Eros? The lizard demon with four heads and eight arms under your command?" Iron Jiezhong replied dismissively. "Sacrifice was only at the initial stage of Separation, while those entering from this world naturally have greater strength than Sacrifice. Her elimination isn’t strange."

The old man in green remained silent but then sighed slightly: "Unfortunately, after passing through the Netherworld Gate, our transmission is random, and we were separated from our subordinates. Otherwise, there would be no need to waste time here."

"Hmph, what’s the big deal? We knew this situation before setting out and had secretly cast spells on our subordinates. No matter where they are transported, they will quickly gather with us. Sacrifice's elimination is just a coincidence; losing one doesn’t affect the grand scheme of things, so there’s no need to feel sorry."

"Though that may be true..."

"Don't worry, Brother Wu. However, I still have some doubts about your news. If Penglai really has the treasure you mentioned, wouldn't the great existences in the spirit and demon realms have taken it long ago? Why should we get a chance?" Iron Jiezhong’s voice sounded strange.

"Hmph, there can be no mistake; I heard this from the Bloodthirsty Demon King."

"What, Bloodthirsty Demon King! Brother Wu, did you hear that correctly? I don’t doubt your words, but the Bloodthirsty Demon King is one of our six kings in the demon realm. How could we casually meet him?" Iron Jiezhong’s tone was filled with suspicion despite his formidable strength at Peak Stage of Separation; to him, it felt like dealing with ants.

The old man in green showed a hint of embarrassment: "There are indeed some reasons behind this, but I can’t elaborate. In any case, the news about the treasure is absolutely correct. As for why the Demon King and other great existences from the spirit or demon realms didn't take it, it’s because they were mutually restraining..."

"Mutual restraint?"

"However, although that history has been buried in the mortal world, many know of it within our demon realm. In ancient times, that Arishura King was a prodigy who led us to massacre the spirit realm, even drawing the attention of true immortals..."

"Indeed," Iron Jiezhong’s expression was filled with admiration. He had been a wise and strategic ruler in his lifetime, but compared to the Arishura King, he felt like a mere ant.

The thought of massacring the spirit realm made Iron Jiezhong's blood boil; he wished he could have become an immortal millions of years ago to follow the Arishura King into the spirit realm.

"In short, because of this incident, the spirit and demon realms mutually restrained each other. Although those great figures coveted the treasure, they couldn’t afford to take action for fear of repeating ancient history and reigniting interdimensional warfare..."

"Brother Wu says that interdimensional warfare will be ignited, but isn't Arishura King no longer around?"

"How can that matter? With one less king among us, our demon realm’s strength remains formidable. If true immortals don’t intervene, we still have the power to challenge the spirit realm. Of course, while this is said, none dare start a war, so those great existences didn't take the treasure, leaving it for us," the old man in green said with excitement.

"Since that’s the case, why are we waiting? Let's join forces and see what threats await us on Penglai."
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By May, the double points for monthly votes were in effect. Lingtang had agreed to push hard this month. As the deadline approached, perhaps due to not having begged for votes for a long time, he suddenly found himself at a loss on how to do it.

To be honest, this timing wasn't ideal. Since "A Hundred Refinements to Immortality" reached its conclusion in the human realm section, Lingtang had been filling in gaps and wrapping things up. Many fellow daoists complained that the content was too watered-down, but Phantom Rain acknowledged it—though not intentionally. There were certain things he couldn't avoid explaining.

After all, the human realm section took so long to write, and Phantom Rain wanted to ensure it ended as perfectly as possible, filling in any remaining gaps. He was actually quite anxious about this. Few people knew that he had made significant sacrifices during this period; subscription numbers had plummeted, leaving him feeling truly heartbroken. But what could be done? The human realm section needed a complete conclusion.

Speaking of which, this was the second time subscriptions for "A Hundred Refinements to Immortality" had dropped. The first time was due to Ouyang, and now it was because of wrapping up the human realm. Sigh...

But don't worry, Phantom Rain wouldn't give in. With so many steadfast daoists supporting him, he would do his best for the final chapter of hell's gate.

The spirit realm section had been on his mind for a long time. Back then, there was new terrain, new characters, and an entirely different environment. Even some new settings were planned. He believed it would be better than the human realm, not disappointing anyone.

Nonetheless, this last chapter in the human realm—essentially marking its end—needed to be done properly. May was set for a transition to the spirit realm, meaning this month's push for monthly votes would be his final attempt. Please support Phantom Rain so that the human realm could have a perfect ending.

He would do his best.

In just a few minutes, there would be an update with only 2,000 words, but rest assured, though it was fewer than usual, he wouldn't skimp on the promised 9,000-word burst.

Give your monthly votes to Phantom Rain. This is the last request for monthly votes in the human realm chapter; please support me so that we don't leave a few loyal daoists fighting alone. Every vote is a force, and while individual strength may be small, it can汇聚成海。
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"Friend, why be in such a rush?"

"Oh, Brother Wu, please speak," Iron Zhouwang raised his eyebrows but his expression remained calm.

"While we are at the late stage of Separation and Union, working together does not necessarily mean invincibility. Although those powerful existences have mutual reservations and dare not take the treasures, they also do not want to give up easily."

"Could it be that they still have other plans?"

"Absolutely right, the original body cannot be taken, but the split soul can descend into the mortal world. The old man is unclear about the specific situation, but it seems there's an agreement among them: if a split soul obtains a treasure, it will not trigger conflicts in the interface," said the robed elder with a serious expression.

Iron Zhouwang's expression also turned grim, but after a moment of hesitation, he still argued out loud: "Even if the split soul descends into chaos, what difference does that make? It was said they cannot break through the constraints of the婴 stage due to the laws of heaven and earth. A mere existence at the level of an immaterial being is not something even a scattered immortal's split soul would fear."

"Then it would be great if so, but since the Netherworld Gate has been delayed and the laws of heaven and earth have slightly changed, previously it was the婴 stage, now the constraint cannot exceed the Separation and Union," said the robed elder with a sigh.

"Separation and Union? That means they are at our same level now?" Iron Zhouwang's expression changed dramatically.

"It may not be exactly the same." A strange look flashed in the robed elder's eyes: "Time is limited, even for powerful existences' split souls, it would take more than a hundred years to reach this stage. But breaking through Separation and Union is certain."

"That's good…" Iron Zhouwang exhaled with relief; the initial cultivators' strength was insignificant in their eyes.

"Hmph, what good? How can you use ordinary standards to measure those powerful cultivators? Although their cultivation levels are lower, their techniques are far more mysterious than ours. In a one-on-one battle, we may not have an absolute advantage, so that's why the old man waited for his subordinates to gather. Even without those fellows, there would still be many restrictions along the way."

Iron Zhouwang naturally knew nothing about all this. At this moment, he was fully focused on speeding up his journey. He wasn't in a hurry to obtain any treasures but wanted to verify if the map in his hand was genuine or fake.

If it were real, it could greatly help his mission.

Although he didn't know why the Netherworld Gate was chosen here, Penglai Mountain was indeed one of the three holy lands as legend had it.

A myriad of rare herbs grew abundantly. Many could be used to refine elixirs.

However, with Lin Xuan's strength and vision, they were not worth much. But for a low-ranking cultivator, it would certainly make them delirious with joy.

Lin Xuan glanced at a green bamboo. Originally just ordinary mundane wood, it had grown here in the spirit vein region for countless years, absorbing surrounding primordial energy and gradually transforming.

With his right hand, Lin Xuan waved, sending out a sword qi that easily penetrated the bamboo's defenses. The wound was smooth with faintly glowing fluorescence.

This thing, even if not used for refining artifacts, could be used to make ordinary talismans.

Lin Xuan was initially surprised but soon replaced it with eager anticipation. If路边 plants were so remarkable, what about true treasures?

With these thoughts, his flight speed unconsciously increased.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan's light slowed as he stopped before a cave dwelling of ancient cultivators.

His pupils constricted; his expression was somewhat uncertain.

He had suffered greatly in that ancient cultivator's cave. He almost fell into the illusion trap. Could this be another trap?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense but was bounced back before reaching the entrance.

A whistling sound entered his ears, and a faint golden light screen suddenly appeared before him.

Clearly, the禁制 had been triggered.

This light screen was vastly different from what he had seen before; it even had countless blue electric arcs jumping on its surface.

And there were some Buddhist chants echoing.

Lin Xuan was initially shocked but then felt relieved. Although this禁制 seemed formidable, if it could be so easily triggered, it probably wasn't a trap.

In other words, misfortune turned to fortune. The map in the jade cylinder was genuine.

Although he had achieved his desired result, Lin Xuan's nature wouldn't allow him to leave empty-handed knowing there were treasures before him.

The light screen enveloped the entire cave dwelling with no gaps. To enter, one must first break it.

Lin Xuan thought this and flicked his sleeve, sending out the Green Fire Sword. The sword qi flashed, and surrounding primordial energy surged in.

Screams…

The air seemed torn apart as metallic clashing sounds echoed. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; the shield didn't move at all, unlike the light screen but resembled a metal artifact.

"Southwest Buddha!"

A Buddhist chant entered his ears, causing his heart to tremble. It wasn't the Lion Roar divine technique but what was rumored to be the Great Thunder Sound Technique.

Lin Xuan had only seen this technique in ancient texts; it had long since disappeared from the mortal world.

The sudden shock was most effective at disturbing one's mind.

After several breaths, Lin Xuan recovered from his dizziness. His expression turned extremely grim. In a高手 confrontation, every millisecond counted. If there were enemies ahead, he might have already died seven or eight times by now.

Fortunately, this Great Thunder Sound Technique should be left behind by the cave's owner before their death, using divine power to integrate it with the禁制.

But what was his purpose?

If malicious, other attacks would accompany it. After all, while the Great Thunder Sound Technique could temporarily cause dizziness, it wasn't enough to defeat an enemy.

Lin Xuan shook his head; although clever, he couldn't fathom this Buddhist monk's intentions.

A smile appeared on his lips. If he couldn't understand, why waste brainpower? However, this monk seemed harmless.

Despite these thoughts, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and summoned the Black Gold Dragon Shield for added caution.

However, how to break the禁制 was still a matter of thought. Since even the Green Fire Sword had no effect, among his treasures, only the Magic Bond Sword might be able to shatter this light screen.

But the Supreme Divine Treasure's power was too great; he couldn't control it easily. A single mistake could destroy the cave dwelling before him.

Lin Xuan was at a loss for a moment.

Just as he hesitated, a pleasant voice entered his ears: "Young Master, let me try."

Before the words were out, a white light flashed, and Yue'er emerged from the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion.

"Mm?"

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. He knew Yue'er's divine techniques and treasures well; nothing seemed particularly powerful enough to break this禁制.

[\u\x\]
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However, there was no harm in trying. With Master's permission, Yue'er extended her left hand, and the fingers were long and elegant, as if carved from jade, making her look incredibly beautiful.

A faint layer of black mist rose from that delicate hand.

At first, it wasn't noticeable, but gradually, it thickened.

Several butterflies appeared in his line of sight. There were approximately a few hundred, each far more beautiful than ordinary ones. The patterns on their wings seemed to exude mystery and ancient charm.

Lin Xuan's face couldn't help showing admiration. He had personally experienced the power of these Ice Moon Butterflies, so he was glad that Yue'er had tamed them. Otherwise, fighting against a hundred insects would have been much more challenging.

Unlike ordinary cultivators who kept spirit bugs in captivity, Yue'er had gathered these magical butterflies within her Life Spring.

What exactly was the Life Spring? Even Yue'er couldn't explain it clearly. She only knew that it resembled the dantian and qihai to some extent, but they were still too low in cultivation to touch it directly. Her ability to use it was due to the true blood of the Deva True Blood.

Hundreds of butterflies circled around Yue'er, dancing gracefully.

It was as if red flowers were being highlighted by green leaves.

A beauty like jade, she looked even more stunning at this moment, exuding a faint aura of ethereal grace.

"Go."

With a flick of her finger, the Ice Moon Butterflies scattered instantly. They flew towards the golden shield in front and opened their mouths, spraying out a layer of misty black fog.

Sizzle…

The golden shield was instantly covered with an icy armor, frozen like ice sculptures.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be alarmed. These butterflies were incredibly powerful.

But soon, his expression turned to joy. Yue'er seemed to have tamed over ten thousand of them. If he hadn't misremembered, there should be around ten thousand, which would surely overwhelm even the Pavilion of Expectation.

"Master, it's not enough..."

Hearing Lin Xuan's speculation, Yue'er shook her head: "The Ice Moon Butterflies in my Life Spring are indeed over ten thousand, but they're different from other magical insects. I can't command all of them at once; I can only release about two hundred at most, which is already the limit."

"Why can you only drive two hundred?" Lin Xuan's puzzled voice echoed.

This situation wasn’t mentioned in the Inner Spirit Technique.

"I'm not sure either," Yue'er said softly. "Each butterfly requires a portion of my spirit energy to be driven..."

With her cherry lips slightly open, she explained further. Hearing the young girl’s explanation, Lin Xuan finally understood what was happening.

In essence, it wasn’t surprising. As everyone knew, cultivators needed to use part of their spirit energy when controlling spiritual artifacts or magical treasures.

The more powerful one's spirit energy, the more items they could control simultaneously.

Similarly, these butterflies required a portion of the owner’s spirit energy to be used temporarily. Yue'er was already at the Separation stage; her spirit energy was formidable, but driving two hundred Ice Moon Butterflies was already pushing her limit. Moreover, if she tried to use so many at once, she wouldn’t have any left for other treasures.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan didn't delve deeper into it. The ice shield had been frozen solid.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and the Green Fire Sword flew out again.

A green glow flashed as he slashed fiercely against the shield.

This time there was no doubt; the sound of silk tearing filled his ears as the protective layer was shattered.

Lin Xuan's face showed relief. He transformed into a streak of light and entered the cave.

Yue'er followed him in.

The light dimmed, and both stopped simultaneously inside an unusually spacious hall.

Circular in shape, it had a diameter of over ten feet.

There was nothing but an elliptical door leading elsewhere.

Since there were no treasures here, Lin Xuan didn't linger. He walked towards the small door.

Of course, he remained vigilant; he didn’t want to step into a trap.

The Black Gold Dragon Shield circled above him, ready to form a dense light screen at any moment. With a thought, the Green Flame Qilin Armor could also appear.

With these two layers of protection, while not invincible, they were more than enough to handle sudden dangers.

Being cautious was always wise, but this time, Lin Xuan’s efforts were in vain. He walked through an intricate corridor and found himself in a small stone room.

After some hesitation, he reached out and gently pushed the door open.

A bald old monk appeared before him.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t show any signs of fear or caution because the man had already passed away.

His gaze swept over the old monk, who looked calm and serene. There was no trace of pain from facing death; he wore a simple gray robe instead of a monk's robe, but there was an aura of solemnity and kindness around him.

Lin Xuan had encountered many Buddhist cultivators but didn’t have much affection for them. However, this old man, despite being long deceased, gave Lin Xuan the feeling that he must have been a high-ranking monk with great cultivation.

He wondered why such a powerful figure would pass away in this cave.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan bowed and walked forward.

In front of him lay two treasures.

Who knew what kind of treasure this senior might leave behind?

The first thing to catch his eye was a small bottle and a wooden box.

The bottle looked unremarkable, black and ordinary, made from common ceramic.

Lin Xuan frowned. This was too simple for even the lowest-grade spirit herbs.

However, he soon smiled. For Buddhist cultivators, their physical bodies were merely empty shells, so his thoughts might be overly materialistic.

He unscrewed the bottle cap and poured out its contents. It was only about a small bean-sized piece, but it glowed with a faint golden hue. A massive amount of Buddha energy surged forth.

There were also Sanskrit characters flickering on the surface. The most prominent feature was an "…" one millimeter in size.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he was immediately drawn to the strange treasure in his hand.

Who would have thought that such a thing could be found inside such an unremarkable bottle?

"Jade舍利."

Yue'er’s surprised exclamation echoed. She covered her mouth with her hands, looking excited and almost doubting what she saw.

"It is indeed Jade舍利."

Lin Xuan confirmed Yue'er's guess in a calm but excited voice. He tried to remain composed, but his eyes betrayed his excitement.

It was well-known that舍利子were left behind by deceased Buddhist cultivators, extremely rare, only attainable by high-ranking monks.

Jade舍利 went one step further; its formation required much more difficult conditions. The owner had to be a high-ranking monk with formidable cultivation and practice of special techniques.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but show respect for the old monk before him. His abilities were undoubtedly beyond those at the Pavilion of Expectation, possibly even reaching the Profound Void stage. Why was he not in the Spirit Realm but passed away here on Penglai Mountain?
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Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was not a Buddhist cultivator. Otherwise, with the Golden Technique in hand, he wouldn't have to undergo cultivation and his strength would soar rapidly. This treasure still had significant uses.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and snapped it, causing an jade bottle to fly out. He placed it inside.

His face showed satisfaction as his gaze fell on the second treasure.

It was a wooden box about a foot long.

Made of sandalwood, though not considered a treasure, it was incomparable to the previous bottle in terms of value.

Could what was inside be even more valuable than the Golden Technique?

This thought made Lin Xuan's heart race and his mouth dry.

He waved his sleeve, sending out a streak of green light that snatched the wooden box into his hand.

With a slight flick of his fingers, the lid opened, revealing a book.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with surprise as he took the scroll in his hands.

"It's the Diamond Sutra..."

The three large Sanskrit characters caught his eye. Although Lin Xuan was not a Buddhist disciple, cultivators had the power of instant recall, so he recognized the Sanskrit script.

He opened it and read carefully.

After a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan raised his head, frowning tightly.

The Diamond Sutra was widely circulated among Buddhists, but this one seemed no different from those found in ordinary temples.

Was it just a regular sutra?

Lin Xuan shook his head.

This couldn't be that simple. The senior had vast powers and would not place a common Buddhist scripture alongside therelic pearl. Although he could not see any hidden meaning now, there might be uses for it later. Lin Xuan turned his wrist to store both the scroll and the sandalwood box.

"Thank you, Senior for this gift..."

Lin Xuan was no cold-hearted person; after bowing to the old monk, he turned to leave.

However, when he looked up, he noticed that the old monk, though with hands folded in prayer, leaned slightly forward as if pointing at something.

Could it be...?

A glimmer of understanding flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. It was just a guess, but there was no harm in trying.

He flicked his fingers and a sword qi appeared, piercing the nearby stone wall with a pop.

The ordinary green stone could not withstand Lin Xuan’s strike; it shattered into pieces, revealing something.

Lin Xuan approached and picked up what appeared to be a staff. It was red, but he couldn't tell what material it was made of. A flick of his fingers produced a heavy sound.

When he infused mana, a powerful Buddhist force emerged.

This staff turned out to be the legendary sentient Buddha treasure.

Sentient Buddha treasures were rare and Lin Xuan had only heard about them in ancient texts.

It was well-known that cultivators aimed for immortality; there were many schools of thought with different methods. They could be categorized as Daoist, Evil, Confucian, Buddhist, or those who cultivated monsters.

The so-called Daoists focused on the balance of yin and yang, their techniques being extremely complex.

Evil practitioners took a different path but Lin Xuan knew they were imitating ancient demons from higher realms.

Confucians had unique righteous energy.

Buddhists and monster cultivators emphasized body cultivation.

However, unlike monster cultivators who mimicked the monsters, Buddhist techniques were much more powerful. Sentient Buddha treasures were one of their specialties.

In simple terms, they resembled talismans to some extent.

Talismans were part of a high-level cultivator's power sealed into special paper so that even low-level cultivators could temporarily use them.

But in essence, it was just a specialized talisman with limited uses. Once the power inside was exhausted, it would become worthless.

However, sentient Buddha treasures were different; they were crafted by a cultivator using Buddhist techniques to make something similar to a talisman.

Even low-level cultivators could activate and use its full power when infused with mana.

In other words, it functioned like an indestructible talisman that could be used indefinitely as long as it wasn't destroyed.

The benefits were obvious, but making one was extremely difficult. If the attempt failed, a cultivator's main treasure would be destroyed. Even if he knew he couldn’t survive the next dimensional crisis and was destined to perish, high-ranking Buddhist experts wouldn't risk trying.

Instead, they preferred to make more talismans.

In the spirit realm, it was said that there were fewer sentient Buddha treasures than supreme divine treasures.

Lin Xuan practiced both Daoist and Evil techniques but even with the Blue Star Sea, his energy was limited. He had never delved into Buddhist techniques, but this staff would allow him to use some of their power.

Moreover, the treasure's strength was formidable, far surpassing ordinary ancient treasures.

Lin Xuan played with it for a moment before storing it in his storage bag.

He then used his mental senses to thoroughly search the cave. Once he confirmed that nothing was overlooked, Lin Xuan left.

Calculating time, he had only spent several hours within the Netherworld Gate but had already gathered valuable treasures. His luck was indeed good.

Although this journey faced some setbacks, it proved that the map was real.

Lin Xuan turned his wrist, and the jade tube appeared before him.

He sank his mental senses into it while Moon also approached.

The master and servant carefully examined the markings on it. They indicated many locations with treasures.

However, Lin Xuan didn't have time to examine them all.

Firstly, he had limited time in the Netherworld Gate—only nine days at most. Once this period ended, no matter where he was, he would be automatically teleported out due to the laws of nature. There were no loopholes or ways to circumvent it.

Secondly, retrieving treasures came with risks. Although Lin Xuan and Moon had formidable powers, they couldn't afford arrogance.

One must know when to stop; greed was not a wise choice. If he risked his life for treasure only to fall into unknown dangers, that would be a loss.

After all, his goal was different from others—to sneak into the spirit realm.

Compared to ascending, even supreme divine treasures were insignificant.

One had to know when to advance and retreat. Lin Xuan wouldn't foolishly sacrifice the greater good for lesser gains.

"Master, do you think this is the teleportation point mentioned by Fairy Ruyan?" Moon's voice entered his ears as she followed his gaze.

In the jade tube, there was a small unnoticeable marking leading deep into Penglai. At the end of the mark, an odd pattern was drawn.

This pattern differed greatly from other treasure marks; could it be the teleportation point?

Lin Xuan and Moon had similar thoughts but couldn't confirm it yet.

Before meeting Fairy Ruyan, they needed to gather more information as she provided this clue. Lin Xuan might not be a good person, but he was kind to those who helped him. He wouldn’t abandon his allies in the middle of a journey.
第一千四百四十八章 亭楼遇古魔

Secondly, Fairy Ruyan had also mentioned that the path to the teleportation point was fraught with obstacles. Even if Lin Xuan and Moonling worked together, they wouldn't have much confidence in their success. However, with his sister's words added, they decided to proceed.

Therefore, whether for practical reasons or personal safety, they must meet Fairy Ruyan at the summit. But Penglai Mountain was vast. Where exactly would she be?

Lin Xuan scanned the map and then fixed his gaze on the peak.

There was a marker there as well, indicating another treasure.

However, this marker was vastly different from others. On the peak, an architectural drawing had been sketched out.

Though only a few strokes, it stood out prominently.

This wasn't just one special point; its name was also clearly marked: Heavenly Immortal Pavilion!

"What is the Heavenly Immortal Pavilion?" Lin Xuan raised his head, but his expression turned gloomy as he flickered uncertainly. After a moment, a determined look flashed in his eyes.

"We'll go to the peak."

"Peak? Master means the Heavenly Immortal Pavilion?"

Moonling withdrew her divine sense from the jade cylinder: "Isn't that too dangerous? Other people entering the Netherworld Gate wouldn't climb the peak even without the map..."

Lin Xuan sighed. The level of difference between them couldn't be easily made up for by numbers.

However, Fairy Ruyan's expression remained icy as she flicked her hand. A green shadow shot out and chopped several creatures into pieces with a sound like splitting wood. At the same time, she opened her mouth to emit pale blue infant fire, reducing another creature to ashes. But in an instant, green light flashed, and the three killed creatures revived.

Seeing this scene, Fairy Ruyan's expression turned extremely cold. This resurrection trick had appeared several times before. The only possibility was that these creatures were merely the same monster's clones. If they couldn't be eliminated, there would be no way out of here.

Damn it!

Fairy Ruyan wasn't afraid. Even if she couldn't find the monster's original form, this kind of battle would just drain their magical power. She was a Separation Realm cultivator and could mobilize primordial energy from heaven and earth, so such a drain wouldn't affect her.

But she didn't have time to waste. She had no idea where Lin Xuan was. This is all your doing...

A look of rage flashed across Fairy Ruyan's beautiful face as she raised her hand, causing the surrounding primordial energy to become chaotic.

The wind rose.

Moonling's Snowy Cloud Sword also split into streaks of green sword energy.

On another side,

Rumbling sounds echoed through the area. Ashes flew around, and countless flames fell from the sky. Other wind blades and giant trees were abundant as well. Such an attack could easily kill a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator.

However, not just one unlucky soul was caught in this trap.

"Hmph..."

Even facing all these attacks, King of Iron's expression remained extremely stern. He waved his left hand, emitting a golden beam that exploded with the approaching lightning fire.

Behind him, there were dozens of ghostly entities, mostly at the Separation Realm stage. They each controlled their treasures to resist the barriers in front of them.

"Brother Wu, this path is so difficult. In just one hour, we've encountered three formidable barriers," King of Iron frowned and spoke to the green-robed elder behind him.

"What's surprising about that? If these treasures were easy to obtain, they would have been taken by others long ago. Why should it be our turn... Isn't this the Netherworld Gate's reputation?"

"But when will we reach the peak?" King of Iron sighed. He knew his companion was right but still felt extremely frustrated.

"Patience is a virtue. Our path may be difficult, but others won't have an easy time either. Besides, with so many of us, losing one or two subordinates isn't much. Whether everyone can reach the peak safely remains to be seen," the green-robed elder said confidently.

At this point, King of Iron didn't have much more to say.

But his nature was extremely cruel and impatient. He roared and emitted a putrid aura as several strange beasts materialized and fiercely attacked the light barrier in front of him.

This was a late-stage Corpse Demon, so its attack was formidable. After just a moment, a loud rumbling sound echoed, and the light barrier indeed shattered.

The evil spirits on the ground all showed signs of joy before continuing their climb up the mountain path.

In less than half an hour, they vanished without a trace.

Suddenly, black light flashed in an originally empty place, revealing a towering figure over seven feet tall.

Its green face and sharp teeth were covered with thick scales.

Ancient Demon!

Indeed, as a clone of the Upper Realm's Demon Ancestor, even though he was only at the early Separation Realm stage, his abilities were extremely mysterious. Two late-stage demon ghosts failed to detect his presence.

However, Northern Void True Monarch did not follow him. For an Ancient Demon, there was no concept of credit or righteousness. After entering the Netherworld Gate, he treated that guy as cannon fodder. When danger arose, not only would he not save him but also take advantage by capturing and eating his Separation Realm essence.

Northern Void True Monarch could not rest in peace. He had been a great hero, scheming to the end, yet met with an extremely tragic fate.

At this moment, red light flickered in the Ancient Demon's eyes: "Hmph. Those guys from the Netherworld seem to know something, but just a few Separation Realm existences think they can take the treasures..."

Before he could finish speaking, a savage look flashed across his eyes: "Who is hiding there and eavesdropping on this True Monarch? Come out now!"

He was slightly surprised. This guy had extremely refined concealment techniques; his divine sense almost slipped past him.

A mountain breeze blew by, but still, no sound echoed around.

Seeing this scene, the Ancient Demon's expression became even more savage.

He raised his left hand, and his black nails shone brightly. Without any additional movements, pure demonic energy surged out and transformed into a snake as thick as a bucket.

The Ancient Demon didn't expect such a move to eliminate the enemy; it was merely a test of their strength.

"Ah..."

A faint sigh sounded in the air before red light flashed again. A sword beam flew out, hitting the head of the snake precisely. The snake's body trembled and instantly disintegrated.

Then space rippled like waves as an elderly cultivator appeared. He had three long beards and a very elegant appearance.

More strangely, there was no trace of primordial energy fluctuations on his person. However, the Ancient Demon's pupils constricted: "You are a Separation Realm peak cultivator..."

"Comrade, have you come from the Upper Realm?" The gaze in the eyes of the Pavilion of Hope flickered with surprise but remained calm. As the top expert of the Twelve States of Heaven and Cloud, he certainly had the heart to handle such matters.

The Ancient Demon didn't speak, but his expression was extremely unpleasant. Not only was this a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, but he also possessed abundant righteous energy.

Due to the nature of their cultivation methods, for the Ancient Demon, the threat from this cultivator was no less than that from Buddhist practitioners.

Unpredictable!

He had no confidence in defeating him.

The Pavilion of Hope didn't intend to attack either. In ancient times, cultivators and demons were mortal enemies, but with changing circumstances, here in the Netherworld Gate, it was all about benefits. Why would he help eliminate demons? Cultivators were self-interested.

Both had reservations, making the scene somewhat silent for a moment.
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"Why?" He tilted his head to look at her as he led her into his room after opening the door.

Although most people favored Zhang Tao, an old student, Xu Haosen did not share that view.

In the third courtyard of Sheng Hua Ting, two ordinary-looking guards moved silently along the walls and entered the courtyard. Several servants led them directly to three plum trees.

After leaving Sheng Hua Ting, Sheng Jiayu returned to his apartment and called Xu Qingru before handling some other matters. Checking the time, he was about to order takeout when suddenly he remembered the breakfast Mu Ke had brought him that morning.

"Who would have thought a程咬金would appear in the middle of things? I can't bear to see her cry like that; it makes me sad too," Ye Zi's face showed obvious distress as she spoke.

The Guardian lineage has held the Holy Land for thousands of years, which speaks volumes about their strength. Otherwise, how could they have guarded it?

Let the brute speak his piece. He had no reason to lie. She was just a friend to him, albeit one of the most distant kind.

Earth humans rose to prominence relatively recently, and it must be acknowledged that compared to the old powers in Tai Yin Star System, there is still some gap.

Su Wei was delicate, but she didn't like crying much. Yet now, her tears just wouldn't stop flowing.

An Mo Xi wasn't sure about her decision either; giving her more choices might have been better.

Hearing these words, Qin Lord couldn't help but sneer. This was exactly what he had arranged from the beginning.

She received an anonymous text message claiming that Pei Nianxin and Song Feiyu were staying in a room together here.

For the next few days, Yu Wei brought Chun, Dong, Qiu, and Winter to the mansion outside the city for secret manufacturing work.

Although the arsonist killers had been caught, each one was more resolute. With their back teeth clenched, they swallowed poison and died. Their swift actions suggested they were well-trained.

Yu Wei's face turned a deep red as she gently poked Cao Mu Feng's chest with her hand: "Stop it, stop it, no more talking about this, I can't even go out now." Cao Mu Feng just smiled along with her.

Busy trying to capture Da Xian, he was exhausted. There were still many tasks awaiting his attention; he had no time to spare for her. It would be better if she returned home and came back to Qing Shui Manor after finishing up.

The big man wasn't angry either. He knew the saying "there is always someone better beyond you," having served as a bodyguard for years. So, he didn't dilly-dally, just as he was about to call his companions over when he heard commotion outside.

Zhao Mu released an anonymous person into part of his Overdimensional Soul and then used the parasitic ability of the Spirit Worm to attach to Emperor Respect's soul, completely cutting off any possibility of resistance or warning from Emperor Respect.

The three worked together in unison, carving a bloody path through. It was hard to imagine how they managed to survive with over a hundred Imperial Guards surrounding them.

"Your Highness, what is the matter? To intrude on my chambers at such an hour and even sleep on my bed," a man of such stature, you must not be serious! Seeing Cao Mu Feng's darkening face, Yu Wei did not dare to say it aloud but only thought it in her heart.

However, Yun Fei still harbored some concerns. According to the plan, Bai Li Chun should have been staying with Chang Xiaoxiao. Would she encounter any trouble by going out on her own?

Not only had they almost single-handedly defeated these Qi soldiers, but more importantly, this group of Qi soldiers was led by Northern Qi's renowned general Dugu Yongye, and their main force, numbering in the tens of thousands, had previously repeatedly defeated the Rouran and Turkic armies—Northern Border Town Army.
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"Comrade, your abilities are not weak. In the mortal world, you should be considered one of the top existences. Would you have any interest in teaming up with me?"

The sound of metal clashing entered his ears as the ancient demon spoke, truly shocking him.

"Team up?" Wang Tinglou frowned. "You're just a demon from the mortal realm. You don't understand what it's like to be in our holy realm."

"You are merely an ordinary cultivator from the mortal world; there is nothing strange about you not understanding our situation," the ancient demon said with a smile. "Who says all demons look monstrous? Not only those who ascend from the mortal realm, but even among the primitive true demons, many resemble humans in appearance. For example, Lord Frost Soul is one of the nine most powerful true demons, and his appearance... well, he's quite handsome."

"Is that so?" Wang Tinglou was surprised to hear this secret for the first time. "So if I undergo demon essence infusion, can I still maintain my current form?"

"Of course," the ancient demon said with a grin. "Once you arrive in our holy realm, you will find it vastly different from your imagination. It won't be any worse than the spirit realm. As for an alchemy cultivator, even though you are not lowly in the spirit realm, you still aren't something to brag about. In the holy realm, with my assistance, you should have no problem ascending to the Void Realm."

"Even if I ascend to the demon realm, I don't want to be transformed into your monstrous form," Wang Tinglou said coldly.

"This is precisely why you are narrow-minded and ignorant," the ancient demon replied with a smile. "You think that just because someone has some hidden abilities, they can deceive you? Your concealment technique is nothing but relying on an artifact."

"Indeed." But after careful consideration, he realized this was not surprising. After all, what could mere cultivators from the mortal realm achieve?

"Since it's like this, let's follow that group of yin souls. Although your concealment technique is extremely mysterious, you must be cautious. If discovered by them, all your efforts will be in vain."

The ancient demon was delighted and offered a few more reminders before raising his demonic hand without any visible movement from his lips. A complex incantation emerged from his mouth, and he gradually became transparent.

Even standing close to him, it would not be easy to discover him if one did not carefully search with their divine sense.

A strange expression appeared on Wang Tinglou's face as he raised his left hand, a bell-shaped artifact appearing in his palm. He hung the artifact around his waist and his figure gradually became hazy.

The ancient demon was initially surprised but then sneered. He thought this fellow had actually cultivated some powerful abilities, but his concealment technique was nothing short of miraculous—turns out it was just an artifact.

No wonder.

But after careful consideration, it wasn't surprising. What could mere cultivators from the mortal realm achieve?

"Henglong Brother, what do you think? I'm not stupid; how can I believe a demon's words?" Wang Tinglou's infant replied indifferently, as if this had nothing to do with him.

"Henglong Brother? You have quite an attitude. I've already told you that when addressing me, use respectful language," the small figure said in an old-fashioned tone but with a ridiculous expression on his face. His appearance would be devastating for women, but Wang Tinglou was not impressed at all.

"Respectful language? You are just a fragment of soul from the spirit realm. According to what I know, fragments can even cultivate to late-stage alchemy cultivators if they have special abilities. Maybe your true form is on par with me; why do you pretend to be such an important figure?" Wang Tinglou said coldly. He was not being sarcastic but rather suspicious of this Henglong True Man.

Wang Tinglou's indifferent tone infuriated the small figure: "Nonsense, you ignorant fool! Do you think I'm some lowly shrimp coming here to deceive people? Ha, as Henglong True Man, although I don't have the status of a scattered immortal or demon king, in the spirit realm, no one knows me. In the midst of flowers, whether it's an icy beauty or a thorny woman like a rose, they all fall for me... even female demons bow to me..."

Wang Tinglou sweat dropped; this fellow didn't spare even demons: "So you're just a playboy."

"What do you mean by 'playboy'? This is called the Sage of Love. I am the first Sage of Love in the Three Realms, and my strength... hahaha..." Henglong looked at Wang Tinglou's infant with a carefree gaze. "Don't look down on me just because you're the First Top Master; compared to this love sage, you are but an ant?"

"You really think so highly of yourself? Why did your fragment come to the mortal realm? Was it to grab some treasure? And coming here as a fragment and losing all strength... This doesn't seem like something a powerful cultivator would do," Wang Tinglou said with continued suspicion.

Indeed, over a hundred years ago during the war between the Skyfarer Pavilion and Ten Thousand Buddha Sect, he had coincidentally saved Henglong's fragment, which was then charmed by his eloquence. He spent considerable effort treating its injuries but was distracted, sending only an unrefined fragment to aid the Skyfarer Pavilion, nearly causing a major mistake.

"Ha, you know nothing. Although my strength is formidable in the spirit realm, I had terrible luck. When my fragment shattered through space, it encountered spatial turbulence..."

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be shocked. Spatial turbulence might not match the terror of a spatial storm, but it was still extremely dangerous. If an alchemy cultivator or even a Void Realm old monster encountered it while crossing realms, they would have no chance to resist and would surely disintegrate.

But Henglong's fragment had nearly perished in this spatial turbulence before emerging from it. If true, his true form must be incredibly powerful.

---
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Seeing the other party's expression as if they were entirely serious, Pavilion Master Ting could not help but be half-skeptical. Although this so-called True Immortal Yi Fang was somewhat lecherous and had a few quirks, he indeed possessed extensive knowledge and unique insights in cultivation. If it weren't for his guidance, whether or not the last bottleneck could be broken to reach the peak of the Separation Stage remained uncertain. Therefore, although he did not entirely believe what this True Immortal said, Pavilion Master Ting still found himself intrigued.

"Old fellow, since you are so capable, why did you come down to the mortal realm? What treasures does Penglai Mountain have that made both you and that so-called Demon Sovereign rush here? Remember, it's not the Age of Antiquity anymore; the laws of heaven and earth have changed. Even for great existences like yourselves, breaking your soul into the void is no easy task. It requires much effort."

While speaking, Pavilion Master Ting cast a glance at the ancient demon in front of him. Of course, his conversation with True Immortal Yi Fang was completely unknown to the other party.

True Immortal Ruyou fell silent before a faint smile appeared on his lips: "Why did that so-called Demon Sovereign come down here? I don't know, but I had no choice."

"Why no choice? Didn’t you say how powerful you are in the Spirit Realm?" Pavilion Master Ting’s face showed a hint of disapproval. "Could it be a lie?"

"What lie?" True Immortal Ruyou was somewhat embarrassed by the repeated ridicule from Pavilion Master Ting: "Do you think I was forced by an enemy? No, no. After much hardship, I came here because of love—specifically, to win over Fairy Xianxian's favor."

"Fairy Xianxian?"

Pavilion Master Ting grew more puzzled with each word: "Didn't you just call yourself the Sage of Love?"

"Ah, what do you know? As they say, one man’s meat is another man’s poison. Before meeting Fairy Xianxian, I was invincible in love. But ever since that fateful encounter… " True Immortal Ruyou's voice grew low as he reminisced about his past. He used to be untouchable, but now he had been ensnared by the bonds of emotion.

Pavilion Master Ting also fell silent, his gaze mirroring True Immortal Ruyou’s.

The similarity in their expressions was striking; a thousand years ago, he too had pined for Fairy Bingxian…

Just like Emperor of Penglai, there was a sense of loss and longing. Was it not the same feeling?

But as a Separation Stage cultivator, Pavilion Master Ting quickly recovered his composure: "You haven’t told me why you came down here."

True Immortal Ruyou’s expression became awkward, but Pavilion Master Ting ignored him. After some coaxing, True Immortal Ruyou finally revealed his purpose with a firm tone: "Hmph, there's nothing to be ashamed of. Xianxian often calls out my name and treats me like dirt when she's in a bad mood, but I believe her heart is not entirely cold towards me. This time, I came here for a treasure that could win her affection."

Pavilion Master Ting was taken aback by this revelation; he never expected True Immortal Ruyou to go through so much trouble just for a smile from Xianxian.

Recalling his own interactions with Fairy Yushan, Pavilion Master Ting felt a sense of relief. If Yushan had agreed to marry him back then, no matter how difficult the demands, he would have done anything without hesitation.

"Is that so? Do you trust me?" True Immortal Ruyou was surprised by Pavilion Master Ting’s response; he expected the other party to dismiss his words or accuse him of lying.

"What could I possibly doubt? A smile from a beauty can change the world. Even if it means enduring some hardship, what is it compared to love?" Pavilion Master Ting said softly.

"Very well, friend. Your words resonate with me. You may be a Daoist cultivator, but you lack any pretentiousness. Fine, I will assist you in obtaining this treasure. After ascending to the Spirit Realm, we can share a drink and become sworn brothers." True Immortal Ruyou laughed loudly.

"Sworn brothers? The Demon Sovereign offered even more favorable terms," Pavilion Master Ting raised an eyebrow, then continued unperturbed.

"The Demon Sovereign? You are not being sincere. I am only saying this because we have similar tastes. As for the Demon Sovereign's promises, how can one trust a word from a demon of another world? We are both true and passionate beings; why waste our time on pretense? Just tell me if you agree." True Immortal Ruyou smiled, his lecherous aura vanishing as he spoke with great enthusiasm.

"Fine, I will help you," Pavilion Master Ting did not say much more. But these few words were enough to satisfy True Immortal Ruyou greatly.

The two stopped talking and followed the ancient demon silently.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was extremely displeased. Although he had already expended a lot of effort, opening his divine sense as he traveled, he still ran into the Jiaoshu King.

Lin Xuan did not let his guard down; this time, entering the Avici Gate, each opponent was no simple matter. The Jiaoshu King was one of the best—fifth-stage upper-grade monsters, which were already at the Separation Stage's later period.

The other party also excelled in concealment techniques.

While Lin Xuan’s divine sense far surpassed that of a lower-stage cultivator, compared to an old-timer from the late stage, he was still somewhat inferior. This led to their encounter on this narrow path.

"Junior, meeting you here is just your bad luck," the Jiaoshu King scanned Lin Xuan with his gaze and spoke without any pretense.

"What do you mean? If I remember correctly, we have never met before; there's no grudge."

Lin Xuan frowned. Even if he teamed up with Yuer, they might not be at a disadvantage, but the prospect of no gain made him uninterested in fighting this late-stage Separation Stage monster to the death. The less conflict, the better.

"Bad luck? That’s true, but you are the Supreme Elder of Tiantai Pavilion; that's your good fortune. I will only extract your soul and essence. When we meet Fairy Mengrouyan later, she won't have such luck; I will use her as a furnace to make her suffer," the Jiaoshu King laughed wickedly. He dared not seek revenge on Pavilion Master Ting but could vent his anger at Tiantai Pavilion. Besides, killing a Separation Stage cultivator would likely bring many benefits. At this level of cultivation, who was not wealthy beyond measure?

Lin Xuan did not get angry when he heard the other party's words; instead, his mind raced. The Jiaoshu King could see through Yuer’s concealment on Silver Shark Island, so why couldn't he spot the young lady now? There must be some secret behind Penglai Mountain's restrictions that limited divine sense.

But Lin Xuan had no time to delve deeper into this mystery. Regardless of what it was, this revelation was beneficial to him. The pressing matter at hand was how to safely escape from the Jiaoshu King’s presence.
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Lin Xuan's eyes flickered, and the Tyrant Jiaoshou's face revealed a mocking smile. Could this mere Separation Stage cultivator really try to escape from his presence?
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The Tyrant Jiaoshou let out a long roar as golden light suddenly burst forth from his body, tearing through his clothes. A layer of golden scales appeared on the surface of his body.

This wasn't all; his ten fingers also grew black, sharp claws, clearly containing剧毒. It was uncertain which type of jiao dragon this old monster belonged to.

Rolling demonic qi emerged from him as he looked at this half-human, half-jiao creature, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. A Separation Stage后期 existence seemed far more terrifying than he had imagined.

With the situation having reached such a point, there was no use in further discussion; it would be wiser to strike first rather than waste words.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he wouldn't wait for the Tyrant Jiaoshou to complete his transformation. With a wave of his sleeve, a sword about a foot long flew out. Grasping it, Lin Xuan's half-arm was also wrapped in scales.

Without hesitation, he swung down with the sword.

Facing such an old monster, merely relying on ordinary techniques wouldn't suffice; only a supreme divine treasure could be the best choice.

A clear ringing filled his ears as a dazzling sword energy shot out, ten zhang long, and fiercely struck at the opponent.

Although Lin Xuan used his most powerful treasure, he still kept some reserves in mind. After all, even with the Magic缘Sword, it wouldn't be easy to eliminate this old monster. So, he deliberately left some strength back, saving mana while also giving the Tyrant Jiaoshou a false impression of his true power.

Even without full effort, the attack from the supreme divine treasure was still formidable.

With a pleasant ringing sound, the silver sword energy surged like a tidal wave towards the opponent.

The Tyrant Jiaoshou's expression turned pale with shock. Initially, he had not taken a Separation Stage cultivator seriously, but now he realized his mistake too late.

His pupils constricted as both hands suddenly waved in front of him. A round disk-shaped treasure flew out, adorned with lifelike dragons. It wasn't just any ordinary treasure; a faint glow emanated from it, enveloping the Tyrant Jiaoshou.

In the next moment,

A loud explosion echoed in his ears as the silver sword energy completely engulfed the Tyrant Jiaoshou. The silvery light was dazzling, with strange runes swirling around.

Lin Xuan didn't waste any time; after one strike, he immediately retreated.

He wasn't afraid of this old monster, but given that there was no certainty of victory and no fundamental conflict of interest, Lin Xuan wouldn't risk his life in a fight. Although the Tyrant Jiaoshou's words were extremely annoying, the cultivation world valued practical benefits; mere verbal disputes didn't warrant his involvement.

The Tyrant Jiaoshou's face twisted into a grimace. As a Separation Stage cultivator, he found it hard to defend against Lin Xuan's sudden attack with the Magic缘Sword. The moment they touched, the light screen turned dim, and even though he could draw on the surrounding elemental qi, it was too late.

Desperate, he spat out several streams of essence energy, which brightened the light screen again, but at a great cost in mana.

Fortunately, although the silver sword energy was powerful, its duration was only an instant.

When the sword energy dissipated, the Tyrant Jiaoshou stood there with a pale face, leaving a barren area for miles around.

"This brat, just a Separation Stage cultivator, actually possesses a replica divine treasure?" The Tyrant Jiaoshou muttered to himself but turned from anger to joy. Even if it was a replica, such an item was still of great importance; as long as he eliminated this young man, all his possessions would be his.

With this thought, the old monster closed his eyes and released his divine sense.

As a Separation Stage demon, his divine perception was formidable. Despite Lin Xuan's attempt to conceal his qi, he couldn't escape from the Tyrant Jiaoshou's detection.

Soon, the Tyrant Jiaoshou opened his eyes with a look of surprise: "This hateful little fellow escaped so quickly; in just these few breaths, he has run two hundred miles away."

"However, you think that can allow you to escape my grasp? You are gravely mistaken."

Before his words were finished, he transformed into an extremely bright streak. After circling slightly, the streak turned into a thin thread.

A sharp breaking sound filled the air as it shot towards the distance.

The speed was incredible; in just one breath, it became a barely visible speck.

Golden遁术!

As a Separation Stage demon, the Tyrant Jiaoshou naturally possessed great abilities. While not the most difficult to master among the Five Elements, his golden遁术 was undoubtedly much faster than instant teleportation.

Of course, such a technique required significant mana consumption.

The sky turned slightly gray as a streak of green light stopped over an inconspicuous forest. Lin Xuan revealed his face.

Stabilizing himself, he immediately looked back, his expression turning from pale to uncertain.

"Young Master, what's wrong?" Yue'er hadn't left the Heaven Fortune Mansion; Lin Xuan's actions surprised her. After releasing her divine sense and looking behind, she couldn't help exclaiming in shock: "Impossible, that Tyrant Jiaoshou is chasing us, his teleportation technique is incredibly fast."

"Hmph, a Separation Stage cultivator, even if he has a similar teleportation technique, it's nothing to be surprised about."

Though Lin Xuan said this, he didn't waste any time. With a flash of movement, he began using the Nine Heaven Microstep, not to dodge an attack but to distance himself from the Tyrant Jiaoshou.

As he moved continuously, a layer of purple light appeared on his body.

"Hmm?"

A hundred miles away, the Tyrant Jiaoshou had already locked onto Lin Xuan with his divine sense. Now, this old man was also surprised; originally, he thought using golden遁术 to catch up would be easy, but it turned out that he also possessed a similar teleportation technique.

He truly underestimated this fellow earlier.

But it was all in vain; even if one could use instant teleportation, the mana consumption was enormous. In their chase, they were merely testing who could endure longer. A mere Separation Stage cultivator couldn't compare to him.

The Tyrant Jiaoshou felt confident, but Lin Xuan knew his current situation well. In a moment of desperation, he found no good对策, although the Tyrant Jiaoshou's chase was nothing more than a dream.

In the gathering spirit space, Lin Xuan had once obtained a vial of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. Even in the Spirit World, such an item was extremely rare and could replenish a cultivator's mana at any time. With this alone, Lin Xuan stood invincible.
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Ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, a precious treasure that can be hard to come by, might save one's life in critical moments. Unless Lin Xuan had lost his mind, he wouldn't resort to using it. (e-Book)

The two chased each other with the distance always maintained at around a hundred miles. Lin Xuan couldn’t shake off the opponent, and the蛟王同样追不上.

Penglai Mountain was vast, comparable in size to Youzhou, even slightly larger. Despite both of them using techniques not inferior to instant teleportation, after several hours, they still hadn't reached the middle of the mountain.

Was it luck that no restrictions were encountered along the way? But such a course wasn’t sustainable. Although Lin Xuan was the owner of one infant and two dantian, his spiritual energy far surpassed that of his peers, but he still couldn’t match the old monster behind him. If this continued, he would have to use the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Damn it!

If you think I’m a weakling just because I don’t want to engage in meaningless combat, you’re mistaken. The old monster had pushed him too far.

As time passed, Lin Xuan’s expression grew more grim.

Finally, his eyes flashed with determination as he stopped the light beam. Running away wasn’t an option; since there was no choice, he might as well solve the problem by force.

He hadn’t feared separation from the union when he was a late-stage infant. Now that Moon had successfully advanced alongside him, what did he have to fear?

What of it if they were a fifth-grade upper-rank monster? If he got angry enough, he could always risk his life. However, Lin Xuan’s left hand cast a spell and activated the teleportation array while his right hand flicked out a sleeve to summon theMagic Destiny Sword, which he gripped tightly and swung down with all his might.

The蛟王 was shocked; just now, he had suffered from this spirit treasure. He couldn’t afford to be careless again. Without hesitation, he released the round-shaped treasure in his possession.

A mocking smile played on his lips.

This fool must have been chased madly, using a divine treasure at such a critical moment. Didn’t he know that overly powerful treasures could disrupt teleportation?

Stupid, you’ve trapped yourself.

Since you’re asking for it, I won’t hesitate to be ruthless.

As thoughts raced through his mind, the蛟王’s triumphant expression froze on his face.

Lin Xuan swung his right hand with even more ferocity than before. However, no silver sword energy was visible. The蛟王 was first shocked, then furious.

"Damn you, you tricked me!"

"You old fool, what of it?" Lin Xuan sneered.

"I will tear your soul and spirit apart."

A fifth-grade upper-rank monster like the蛟王 had never been humiliated before. His chest felt as though it would burst with rage.

But sulking was useless; he had already missed his only chance to disrupt the teleportation. Regret now was futile.

A milky white light enveloped Lin Xuan, and in the old monster’s enraged cries of farewell, he vanished without a trace.

The蛟王 was furious but couldn’t find an outlet for his anger despite his formidable abilities.

He refused to give up and flew towards the teleportation array with incredible speed. His rage made him even faster than before, but it was useless; Lin Xuan wasn’t stupid. After the teleportation completed, he would destroy the other end of the array without hesitation.

Damn it!

The蛟王 had never been so humiliated. His chest felt as though it would burst with anger.

But sulking was pointless. The array was destroyed, and who knew where that damned fool was now?

The蛟王 released his divine sense for two reasons: first, to check if the distance wasn’t too far; his divine sense could detect anything within a two-thousand-mile radius clearly. Second, even if he couldn’t find Lin Xuan, venting on an unlucky soul would do.

Perhaps it was fate’s way of compensating him. The蛟王 had suffered at Lin Xuan's hands and been mocked as a fool, but now his target appeared.

It wasn't Lin Xuan; another unfortunate soul entered his field of vision.

Meanwhile, about a thousand miles away in an ancient cave hidden from the world, Tian Jian’s face was filled with joy. His luck was truly good today; there were no restrictions blocking him, and he encountered several late-stage infant cultivators—three early stages, two middle stages, and one late stage.

There was no need to be polite; as a demon sect cultivator, killing for treasure was his daily routine. The fat sheep had come to the slaughterhouse.

Tian Jian’s cultivation had improved significantly since entering the union stage. Although he had suffered at Feng Liang's hands, he had successfully advanced into the late-stage union realm.

Several infant cultivators were no match for him; their bodies and even their infant souls perished. Tian Jian didn’t hesitate to accept their storage bags as his own spoils of war.

His gains were substantial. Tian Jian was elated when suddenly, a burst of surprise filled his face.

Was this the saying that extreme joy brings about misfortune?

A powerful spiritual energy was rushing towards him at an incredible speed, carrying a terrifying aura of violence.

"Late-stage union..."

Tian Jian’s face turned ashen; since entering the late-stage union realm, he had been on a high. But his luck seemed to have run out today.

He didn’t know who it was, but such a powerful entity couldn’t be provoked. Tian Jian quickly assessed the situation.

Ignoring his treasures, he flicked his sleeve and sent a black light beam into his storage bag before transforming into a streak of lightning that flew far away.

It was too late.

Experience taught him to learn from mistakes; Lin Xuan's escape had infuriated the蛟王 so much. Now, finding an outlet for his anger, how could he repeat his mistake?

A roar filled with violence echoed through the sky, darkening it instantly. Dark clouds surged, and a beam of light as thick as a meter shot out.

Black as ink, it was aimed with deadly precision, leaving no room to dodge. In shock and rage, Tian Jian raised his right hand, and the demon energy in his sleeve burst forth.

Transforming into a tiger-headed snake-bodied creature, he charged at the incoming beam of light.

Boom!

The explosion echoed, and though the beam's power was greater than expected, it didn’t harm him but served to block his escape. This slight delay allowed an old monster’s golden light to flash before appearing in front of him.

The蛟王 was covered from head to toe with thick scales, and a whip-like tail trailed behind him. He didn’t remove his battle form; a terrifying aura permeated the air.

Tian Jian cursed his bad luck but couldn’t help feeling puzzled. Even if the other party had ill intentions, their expression shouldn’t be so menacing.

He wished he could rip himself apart; did he do something wrong? They hadn’t even shared a father or stolen his wife.

Was this old monster insane?
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Of course, he didn't entirely believe such guesses. How could the mad race of demons reach this level of cultivation?

Either it was due to some kind of stimulation.

It couldn't be denied that Tian Xiao Jiao was a very smart person; his conjecture actually hit the mark.

Unfortunately, even if he had guessed correctly at this moment, there would be no reward. The key was how to resolve the current predicament.

"Junior disciple pays respects to Senior friend. May I ask what brings you here? If there are any instructions, junior disciple will do my best to fulfill them..."

Tian Xiaojian spoke with a respectful expression and a smile that radiated warmth, but his heart was filled with extreme caution. According to the rules of the Separation Realm, even though he and the other party were at different stages, they should still be on equal footing. However, at this moment, he deliberately lowered his stance.

As the saying goes, one doesn't strike a smiling face. What difference did it make if he called himself junior? As long as he could resolve the current crisis...

Unfortunately, this calculation was destined to have no use.

Wan Jiao Wang had already been fuming after dealing with Lin Xuan and had no mood for idle chatter. He just wanted to kill Tian Xiaojian out of spite.

"Save your words. Since you're a human cultivator who met me, it's your bad luck. I will strip the bones from your flesh..."

Wan Jiao Wang's voice was incredibly low, filled with boundless resentment. Before he could finish speaking, his body was enveloped in intense light and dark energy, rushing towards Tian Xiaojian.

"You...!"

Tian Xiaojian was both shocked and angry. Could this guy really be mad? But facing a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, he had no time to think. He struck his head and a simple-looking immortal sword emerged from it.

The sword's light flickered, accompanied by eerie ghostly cries. After centuries of refinement, the power of the Yumeng Shuixin Sword was formidable.

Wan Jiao Wang paid no heed. Dark energy transformed into a huge blood mouth with extremely sharp teeth, biting fiercely at Tian Xiaojian.

"Quick!" A hint of ferocity flashed across Tian Xiaojian's face as he dispelled his earlier respectful demeanor. He focused intently and sent a spell to the Yumeng Shuixin Sword.

The sword instantly grew in size, reaching dozens of feet long, its light glaring intensely as it slashed at the dark energy monster's face.

Boom!

The explosion echoed through Tian Xiaojian's ears, intertwining the dark energy with阴wind.

At this moment, a flash of light revealed Lin Xuan appearing more than ten million miles away.

With his cautious nature, he had already summoned the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield. With a mental command, the Green Flame Qilin Armor appeared on him as well.

With these two layers of protection, even if there was danger at the teleportation array, it wouldn't be a big issue.

Although Lin Xuan was now in the Separation Realm, he still felt dizzy after completing the transmission. But at this moment, he had no time to care about such things. Before the dizziness faded, his left hand flicked a finger, and a sword energy appeared, splitting the teleportation array in two.

This naturally rendered the array ineffective. No matter how powerful Wan Jiao Wang was, he could only stare helplessly.

Then Lin Xuan looked around, beginning to observe his surroundings.

To his surprise, he had been teleported to a cave. The surrounding walls were grayish and uneven, with nothing else in sight.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief; he had managed to avoid danger.

However, before this thought could fully form, the sound of fighting reached his ears.

His face darkened. Could it be that he was just escaping one tiger only to fall into another?

But then Lin Xuan burst into laughter.

He wasn't an easily manipulated cultivator; why should he be afraid?

Closing his eyes, he released a powerful sense of awareness.

About five or six hundred miles away, the air was filled with煞气. The battle was intense, and there was only one person on one side—late-stage元婴 cultivators. On the other side were three others: an early and mid-stage元婴 cultivator who were fighting against the late-stage cultivator.

Their strength wasn't weak, but for Lin Xuan, it didn't matter much.

Should he intervene?

Lin Xuan hesitated. According to his nature, he naturally wouldn't want to get involved in other people's affairs. But since he had no idea where he was, perhaps some useful information could be gleaned from these fellows.

With this thought, Lin Xuan made up his mind. A few early-stage元婴 cultivators posed no threat; it would do no harm to take a look.

As he thought this, Lin Xuan clutched his hands together, making his aura almost invisible and his figure indistinct.

Sure enough, it was the art of concealment.

He transformed into a streak of light and quietly flew towards the area with intense energy fluctuations.

Five or six hundred miles might be a long distance for ordinary people, but to cultivators, it was negligible.

With Lin Xuan's evasion techniques, he arrived instantly.

Before him, light flashed and explosions followed. At this level, early-stage元婴 cultivators were top-tier in the mortal world. Their life-and-death battles had a wide-ranging impact.

Several miles around had been flattened into a plain. Not only was there no grass or trees, but even large stones had been reduced to powder by the force of the battle.

The sight was shocking. Cracks and deep pits dotted the ground.

For ordinary people, this scene would be terrifying, but for Lin Xuan, it was just a minor spectacle that didn't warrant much attention.

Lin Xuan's gaze quickly shifted to the sky, where three cultivators in different attire were fighting together.

Two men and one woman.

As his eyes swept over their faces, Lin Xuan was truly surprised. He never expected to meet someone he knew here in the Netherworld Gate.

But how could he be here?

Amazed, Lin Xuan almost thought he had seen a mirage.

Despite being outnumbered, the three cultivators were clearly struggling. Although they were at the same level, late-stage元婴 cultivators were worlds apart from early and mid-stage ones in terms of strength.

The late-stage cultivator wore a loose red robe and had red hair, making him look like a ball of fire.

His treasure was also unique—a pair of wheels over two feet in diameter, with flames burning on their surface. They looked like windmill wheels.

Lin Xuan had seen many things but hadn't encountered such a specialized treasure before.

But its power was indeed formidable.

The three cultivators were being pushed back, and the old man with an ethereal appearance was especially disheveled. The late-stage cultivator seemed to have a personal vendetta against him, as about seven-tenths of his attacks targeted him despite fighting three opponents.

"Truefeather Immortal, how could he be here..."
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Lin Xuan muttered to himself. Given his personality, he didn't particularly enjoy meddling in others' affairs. However, the elderly man with a仙风道骨 appearance had some connection to him.

The two even shared a master-apprentice relationship.

This elder was the founder of Lingyao Mountain, Tongyu Zhenren.

A complex expression flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he couldn't believe such coincidences existed in this world. Memories from his past flooded back, and he still had feelings for Lingyao Mountain.

Although Tongyu Zhenren had taken him under his wing back then, it was likely with ulterior motives, but regardless, he treated Lin Xuan well. After all, when he first arrived in Youzhou, he was at his lowest point. The title of the young master of Lingyao Mountain brought him many benefits.

Lin Xuan wasn't naturally cold-hearted; he remembered every detail of their past relationship and wouldn't stand idly by if anything happened to Tongyu Zhenren.

As thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan didn’t rush into action. After all, the three were all at the Yuan婴 stage, so while the situation was dire, their lives weren’t immediately in danger. He would wait and see how things unfolded.

Apart from Tongyu Zhenren, his two companions did not belong to Lingyao Mountain, and Lin Xuan had never seen them before.

The man on the left was an elderly woman with white hair, her face furrowed with worry, yet she moved gracefully. She excelled in nimble maneuvers but was a cultivator of yōu妖. Despite being an opponent, she didn't dare to engage in close combat against a late-stage Yuan婴. Instead, she wielded a staff shaped like a dragon's head and attacked from afar.

"Namaste."

The deep voice of the monk on the right echoed through Lin Xuan’s ears. He was about seventy years old but clean-shaven with a pale face. His cultivation level was only early-stage Yuan婴.

Sometimes, one's realm didn’t fully reflect their strength. This monk’s treasure was quite peculiar; most Buddhist cultivators used staffs, wooden fish, or prayer beads, but his weapon was a long spear emitting a faint blue glow.

With swift movements, the monk’s combat prowess matched that of two middle-stage companions, and he wasn't just using his treasure; he also cast various spells. The spells weren’t ordinary elemental techniques but unique Buddhist powers.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help nodding in agreement. Although the Yuan婴 stage was no longer a concern for him, this monk's strength did indeed catch his attention. Daoism, Buddhism, Confucianism, and magic—according to legends from ancient times, there were dozens of cultivation schools. In the spirit realm, one could only guess their current state, but in the human world, only five remained, and even cultivators of yōu妖 were on the decline.

Only Daoists, Buddhist sects, Confucian scholars, and magic practitioners thrived. Indeed, there was a reason for this; these four schools were vast and profound. This monk might be at a lower realm, but he was still an extraordinary individual.

However, even with their combined efforts, they couldn’t hold back the powerful foe. Despite some formidable techniques, the gap between them and late-stage Yuan婴 was too great to easily bridge.

"Friends of Daoism, why must you suffer for others' mistakes? I am here because I have a grudge against Tongyu Zhenren. If you help me extract his soul and essence, we can become allies. Even if you decide to leave now, I will not obstruct your path."

The late-stage cultivator spoke sincerely, his words filled with temptation.

The elderly woman and the monk exchanged hesitant glances. Although they had known Tongyu Zhenren for over a century, their relationship was merely that of ordinary friends. They wouldn’t sacrifice themselves for him but also couldn’t easily agree to the enemy’s proposal.

After all, they weren’t fools; who knew if this was a ruse to isolate them? If they believed it and fell into his trap, they would be digging their own graves.

In the world of Daoism, there were no concepts like righteousness or benevolence. Breaking one's word was perfectly normal.

Thus, they hesitated, unwilling to abandon Tongyu Zhenren but also unwilling to accept his offer.

Tongyu Zhenren inwardly groaned. While this old man was indeed cunning and intelligent, his schemes couldn’t help him in such a situation.

Tongyu Zhenren remained silent; at this moment, advising his companions not to desert him would only make things worse. It wouldn't change anything and might even backfire.

With the monk and elderly woman indecisive, their chances of survival diminished significantly. Once Tongyu was gone, they were defenseless, like fish on a chopping board, with no choice but to submit.

After years of cultivation, who would willingly hand over their fate to others?

Instead, if they could work together, although the odds were slim, there might be a chance to escape if they caught the right moment.

Weighing the pros and cons, they didn’t abandon Tongyu. However, this choice wasn't out of loyalty but because it was the most rational path for their own benefit.

"Insane fools."

Seeing his stratagem fail, the robed cultivator became furious: "Originally, I planned to let you live. Since you disregard my kindness, we will all die together."

Before he finished speaking, he raised both hands and pressed his index finger and thumb together. A roar filled Lin Xuan’s ears as flames engulfed his body.

Despite the pain, a look of enjoyment crossed his face.

"How is this possible?" The elderly woman was shocked. She had assumed that the cultivator was only late-stage Yuan婴 and had already exhausted all her strength. Her judgment turned out to be wishful thinking.

The monk’s expression mirrored hers, but it was too late; he knew they would not escape unscathed.

With a sigh, the monk raised his hands in prayer as his blue-glowing treasure flew back to protect him.

A deafening explosion echoed through the air. The wind fire wheel clashed with the long spear.

Though he managed to block the attack, the monk felt immense discomfort and spat out blood.
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Simultaneously, an unknown distance away from here, in the digital book (),

Not exactly, one side was a cultivator, and the other, a monster.

A man and two women stood there.

The woman at the forefront was not more than twenty years old. Her appearance was delicate and refined; she wasn't breathtakingly beautiful but charming nonetheless. However, her demeanor was extremely cold.

By all rights, someone of this age should be in the Foundation Establishment stage, yet the spiritual pressure emanating from this woman was shocking, indicating that she was at the early Separation stage.

Behind her stood a man and another woman.

The man appeared to be around forty years old. He wore Daoist robes and had an ancient and ethereal appearance.

The other woman seemed younger, perhaps in her twenties. Her looks... well, they weren't beautiful but also not ugly; she was of average beauty with a green dress that accentuated her slender figure.

Both were at the peak of the Core Formation stage.

This trio's combination was already terrifying enough, yet they appeared on high alert, their faces stern and serious.

The monster facing them was over seven zhang tall. It had a human face and tiger-like paws, with broad shoulders. Its teeth were stark white, and its long tail had dark black spines. The entire body exuded an ominous and ferocious aura.

Devil Machine!

One of the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm.

Of course, what they saw was just a fragment of its soul, also at the Separation stage. Although it was only in the early phase, the pressure it emitted was no less than that of a Hundred Serpent King.

Princess New Moon's face turned pale. She hadn't expected to encounter this legendary beast on such a narrow path.

Although she had always been fearless, even now, her heart was trembling. The Devil Machine’s reputation for evil was well-deserved; countless cultivators from the Spirit Realm had perished in its wide maw.

The expressions of the other man and woman were similar. In the Spirit Realm, they were mere foot soldiers who dared not provoke such a monster as the Devil Machine.

"You little girl, meeting me here can only mean bad luck..." A sound like metal clashing with iron echoed in their ears. The ugly face of the Devil Machine showed a very human-like expression of joy, and its ferocity was unleashed.

"You want to kill me..." Princess New Moon's pretty face turned slightly pale: "Do you know who my father is...?"

"Who your father is? I have an idea; isn't he one of the Three Loose Immortals?" The Devil Machine's eerie laughter echoed in their ears, its tone arrogant and without any fear.

The three exchanged glances. Loose Immortal cultivation was higher than the Tribulation Transcending stage, and only the Three Demon Kings could match them in the Spirit Realm.

Although the Four Fiends were ferocious, they clearly belonged to a lower tier. The actions of their opponent left them shocked. Could it be...

"Hmph, you three can stop harboring侥幸 is translated as "侥幸" which means '侥幸' in English, but it's typically left untranslated as a transliteration. It refers to luck or taking chances. (侥幸 is translated as "侥幸" which means '侥幸' in English, but it's typically left untranslated as a transliteration. It refers to luck or taking chances. means侥幸 is translated as "侥幸" which means '侥幸' in English, but it's typically left untranslated as a transliteration. It refers to luck or taking chances.). I sought you out precisely because your father and I share an unbreakable enmity. Do you think I would fear him? Haha, even if I kill you, what difference does it make? Although I couldn't defeat your father, escaping wasn’t a problem; I've been chased before..." The Devil Machine's voice was extremely low, filled with boundless rage.

"Ah, so that’s the case..."

Princess New Moon finally understood the entire situation. Since they had reached this point, there was no chance of reconciliation.

Rather than wasting words, it would be better to think about how to deal with her: "You shouldn't be too smug. What does the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm matter? If I were in the Upper World, I might not defeat you," she said. "But now that we're on this world, you’re only at the Separation stage. With our similar realms constrained by the laws of heaven and earth, what can you do to me?"

"Exactly..."

The man with an ancient appearance spoke: "With both of us at the Separation stage, Miss, and with Blood Spirit's assistance, we might have a higher chance in a real fight."

"Foolish creature..." The Devil Machine laughed loudly upon hearing their words. He didn’t get angry but rather laughed: "Do you think that our realms being the same means I can match you?"

His tone was filled with disdain. Then he turned to look at the two Core Formation stage cultivators: "As for you two, unable to break through the Separation realm, in the Spirit Realm, you were just insignificant little fellows. With one swipe of my claw, you would be dead..."

The man and woman couldn't help but feel both shocked and angry. Although they had been unimportant in the Spirit Realm, being dismissed still hurt.

They weren’t cultivators; they were mere clay puppets.

"What use is it to argue? I want to see just how far your spirit realm fragment has advanced..." Princess New Moon's face was filled with anger as well. Why should she be intimidated by someone of the same realm?

With a wave of her jade hand, a flower basket-shaped treasure flew out.

When breaking through the void, nothing but their souls remained. This treasure had taken over a hundred years to carefully craft from various materials.

In terms of power, it couldn’t compare to her命魂法宝 translates to "Life Soul Treasure" or "命魂法宝". Each term can be broken down as follows: (life essence treasures) in the Spirit Realm, but compared to fighting bare-handed, its strength was incomparable.

Princess New Moon pointed at them with her hand. A strange fragrance wafted as the flower basket tilted downward, releasing a dazzling array of five-colored spiritual light.

Swoosh! Over a hundred immortal swords shot out from inside.

The battle was about to erupt. On the other side, True Immortal Tong Yu’s situation grew increasingly perilous.

Although the old monk had blocked one attack, the difference between early and late-stage cultivators was immense. He spat out a mouthful of blood.

Fortunately, the old monster didn’t follow up but instead cast another spell at the wind fire wheel.

A whoosh sounded in their ears as the wind fire wheel suddenly expanded and crashed towards the old woman standing nearby.

Seeing her companion suffer greatly, the old woman wasn't foolish. She quickly retreated as spiritual light flickered around her.

Despite her aged appearance, she moved with great agility. The wind fire wheel's attack was incredibly swift but merely grazed her hair.

The old woman heaved a sigh of relief.

She had escaped the danger. However, the late-stage monster’s face showed no signs of defeat; instead, it revealed a smile of success. He hadn’t intended to kill them; his goal was simply to force them back.

Tong Yu True Immortal was his primary target.

This old fellow had caused her enough trouble. Killing him wouldn't satisfy her hatred. She wanted to capture and torture him before extracting his soul.

With a fierce thought, the opportunity finally arrived. The late-stage cultivator flicked his sleeve, and a torrent of fiery flames burst forth from it.
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Bloodlight flashed, and an婴灵 appeared before him, its face filled with terror. It tried to use Instant Teleportation to escape as soon as it appeared.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan had already made his move; there was no chance he would leave any openings.

No visible action from him, but the surrounding air suddenly froze. The Instant Teleportation of the婴灵 was shattered. Lin Xuan flicked a finger, and a strand of yellow light entered its brow.

"No..."

The 婴灵 screamed, its voice filled with shock and anger. Then it felt that all its法力 had vanished.

"You... what do you want?"

Captured alive by Lin Xuan, he was filled with trepidation. However, Lin Xuan wasn't in the mood to waste words on a defeated opponent. He took out an jade box from his pocket and stuffed it into the 婴灵 without further ado.

Then he affixed several禁制符.

Although后期婴灵 wasn't much to speak of, for the Beast Soul Banner, it was still a great tonic. Lin Xuan's character wouldn't let him waste such a valuable item.

The process seemed complicated but took only an instant. After killing his enemies, Lin Xuan turned and slowly flew towards Tong Yu and others.

"Thank you, Senior, for your timely assistance. I will always remember your kindness," the old woman and the monk hurriedly bowed as soon as Lin Xuan was not far away.

Although Lin Xuan looked much younger than them, in the cultivation world, seniority was determined by strength. Facing a Separation Realm cultivator, their hearts were somewhat uneasy.

Though he had saved them, these ancient monsters of equal rank could be extremely unpredictable. One wrong move and they might suffer the same fate as the late-stage婴灵.

If this Separation Realm cultivator wanted to harm them, it would be even easier than cutting melons into pieces.

Seeing his two companions bow, Tong Yu's composure wavered. Was the Separation Realm cultivator before him really his former disciple Lin Xuan?

Knowing that cultivators who mastered the Five Elements had almost perfect memory retention, this person looked and acted just like the Lin Xuan he remembered from his memories.

Too similar.

But the gap in their cultivation levels left Tong Yu indecisive. He loved reading extensively, so his knowledge was broad, but he had never heard of a cultivator advancing from Core Formation to Separation Realm within three hundred years.

Such an achievement would be considered a miracle. Could such a thing really happen?

Tong Yu's expression became increasingly complex as he pondered this.

Lin Xuan, having experienced much, wouldn't fail to notice the subtle cues. Though he couldn't guess exactly what was in the other man’s mind, he could sense some of it.

He sighed softly. No matter what, Tong Yu had treated him well. One shouldn’t forget their roots.

"Master."

Lin Xuan gently spoke.

But his words left Tong Yu flabbergasted. Was this really Lin Xuan?

If Lin Xuan had delayed another moment, he would have greeted him as a senior.

Tong Yu's confusion was evident in his reaction. The other two cultivators were even more stunned, their mouths agape, almost thinking they heard wrong.

What did the other man call him...

Master?

Though the difference between an婴灵 and Separation Realm seemed to be just one stage, the implications couldn't be ignored. After all, the path of immortals became increasingly difficult as one advanced.

In Yunzhou, a holy land for cultivation, though the number of late-stage婴灵 was small, their absolute numbers were significant.

Separation Realm cultivators, on the other hand, were few and far between. If not for the conflict between the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and the Boundless Sea Pavilion a hundred years ago, most people would still regard Separation Realm as just a legend.

As late-stage婴灵, they had no right to meet Separation Realm cultivators like Tong Yu.

Tong Yu's talent was good, but aspiring to be taught by such an ancient monster was merely wishful thinking. He wasn't even worthy of being his disciple, yet this ancient monster called him Master.

It was hard to believe. No wonder they were skeptical.

Tong Yu himself was equally stunned. Although he had nine out of ten certainties in his mind, he hesitated to speak rashly.

The Lin Xuan who once entered Spirit Medicine Mountain was a penniless wanderer. Now, he had become an enviable Separation Realm cultivator.

People say that after three days apart, one should look at someone with new eyes. But this transformation was too great for such a shallow phrase to describe.

Lin Xuan shook his head. He could feel Tong Yu's shock and spoke softly: "Master, it’s me. It has been three hundred years since we last met in Youzhou. How are you? What about Senior Xu?"

"You...you're really Lin Xuan?"

Tong Yu widened his eyes. At this point, he wouldn't have recognized his former disciple even if he tried. But the shock was still evident.

Though the world was vast and full of wonders, such a thing was hard to believe. It felt like a dream.

"It's me," Lin Xuan’s gentle voice echoed in his ears.

Tong Yu swallowed hard as his shock began to fade into a bitter smile: "Senior Xu passed away over ten years ago. Lin... no, Senior Lin, though you once took me as your disciple, I didn’t teach you anything useful. With the times changing, you have entered Separation Realm. Our master-disciple bond is at an end. Don't call me that again."

These words struck Lin Xuan with little surprise; Tong Yu was indeed incredibly wise.

In the cultivation world, knowing when to advance or retreat was crucial. Though they had a master-disciple relationship in name, their bond wasn’t deep. Now that he was a Separation Realm cultivator, if Tong Yu continued to treat him as an elder, Lin Xuan would be uncomfortable, not because of ingratitude.

When Lin Xuan stole the formula for Heavenly Dust Pills, he had unknowingly thwarted an Elder’s plot, saving Spirit Medicine Mountain from a major calamity. This alone was enough to repay any debt.

The rules in the cultivation world dictated that once a disciple surpassed his master, their relationship naturally ended. For millions of years, this had been the norm, though such cases were rare.

"Very well," Lin Xuan nodded without showing much emotion: "Since you say so, I won't insist. But don’t call me Senior either. Regardless, we shared some time as master and disciple. We can now be on equal footing."

"The friend has such a kind intention, this one has no reason to refuse," Tong Yu stroked his beard with a respectful smile.

The other two cultivators were left standing aside, their faces showing no signs of dissatisfaction, only respect.
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Of course, Lin Xuan's heart was already filled with shock. He had known Master Tongyu for over a century, and he never imagined that his disciple would possess such vast powers.

Swallowing a mouthful of saliva, Lin Xuan naturally did not dare to speak rashly.

Lin Xuan scanned their faces before settling on the former master's face. His brows furrowed as his expression fluctuated between worry and relief.

"Brother Lin, why is this so?" Master Tongyu was taken aback, a hint of surprise appearing on his face. "Your friend has been poisoned by some strange poison; do you not know about it?"

Lin Xuan's voice entered their ears, devoid of any emotion, but the three of them were greatly alarmed before showing signs of relief.

"Senior, your vision is indeed sharp. Not only Master Tongyu, but also Elder Priest and Brother Dragon are both affected by this strange poison; otherwise, we would not have come to this Netherworld Gate."

A low voice entered their ears, spoken by the elder priest beside them. He kept his eyes half-open as he carefully observed Lin Xuan's face, hoping for a glimmer of hope.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan raised his chin in response: "Tell me about it; I still need to learn from you."

"Senior, this is too much humility. I cannot accept your request. This is just our adventure story. If you are interested, I will tell you, but we should find a more private place..."

Lin Xuan nodded, knowing that the elder priest was right. They were currently on one of the paths leading to the Netherworld Gate, and they needed to find a more secluded spot.

"Brother Tongyu, let's start with your story," said the monk and elder priest in unison after exchanging glances.

"Alright."

Master Tongyu did not hesitate; without any prior discussion, they had already reached an understanding.

"Brother Lin, this is how it happened," Master Tongyu sighed, his face showing sorrow. "You must know that Lingyao Mountain has moved to Yunzhou and now stands firmly there. There are many Core Formation cultivators in Yunzhou, and I have a few friends."

"The closest among them are Master Mingzhong and Brother Dragon," he continued.

Lin Xuan nodded without interrupting, waiting for the rest of the story.

"About ten years ago, Brother Dragon suddenly visited Lingyao Mountain to show me a map leading to hidden treasures. He said he had obtained it."

"A treasure map?" Lin Xuan frowned. Although only the beginning was mentioned, he could guess what would follow.

"Alas, this is all my fault. If Dashi did not bring that so-called treasure map, Brother Xu's premature death due to poisoning would never have happened. It also caused our friends a great loss."

"What?" These words struck Lin Xuan with shock. What did it mean for their lifespans to be shortened by poison? Had his assumptions been wrong, and the poison they faced was not what he had thought?

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan remained calm; after all, he would not let such a minor matter affect him.

"Brother Dragon's wife need not blame herself. This is not your fault."

Master Tongyu sighed before continuing: "The location on that map was no ordinary place. It supposedly led to the tomb of an ancient cultivator who had passed away?"

"A tomb?"

Lin Xuan felt puzzled; it was well-known that cultivators could fly and transcend mortal life, but they did not take death lightly. Even after passing away, they usually chose their former abodes rather than constructing tombs.

"During my initial shock, the treasures inside were indeed extraordinary," Master Tongyu said with a low, solemn voice, tinged with fear. The experience from ten years ago left an indelible impression on him.

"We found many valuable items in the tomb's center after much effort. We were overjoyed at our success, but greed led to our downfall."

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows: "Did you open one of the coffins?"

"Senior, that is correct," said the old woman with a guilty look on her face. "I proposed it, and my fellow cultivators agreed. Dashi ultimately opened the central coffin in the tomb.

Inside, there were no ancient cultivator's remains but a swarm of demonic insects."

"Demonic insects?" Lin Xuan confirmed.

"Indeed. These insects resembled baby fists in size and looked somewhat like bees, with purple-red patterns covering their bodies," Master Tongyu explained.

Moon, hiding in the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion, gasped: "Young Master, those are jade lotus bees!" Of course, her voice was only audible to Lin Xuan.

"Hmm. Just as I suspected. Moon, listen carefully."

"Ah," Moon nodded and closed her mouth, but widened her eyes.

"I have seen these demonic insects before; they are called jade lotus bees. They are a type of strange insect found in the wilderness, containing potent toxins, though their size is only that of a baby's fist—just larvae, not hard to deal with," Lin Xuan said casually. This was mostly true but half-true.

"Senior knows these demonic insects?" The elder priest's face showed great joy before quickly turning gloomy. "Your powers are vast; you do not fear such small creatures. But we cannot say the same."

"Not necessarily. Even Core Formation cultivators can handle young jade lotus bees," Lin Xuan said with a dismissive expression. He had been breeding jade lotus bees for years, and although he could not mature them yet, he knew their habits well.

"Brother Lin is correct; though there were nearly a thousand of these insects, we managed to deal with them. Dashi did not perish either. But in the tomb, one insect as large as an infant's head appeared."

"Infant's head size?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. In his Spirit Manipulation Heart, he had detailed information about the immature jade lotus bees but no solution for their maturity.

At half a foot long, though not fully matured, they were still formidable; it was said that the toxins had mutated...

Unfortunately, neither the extent of its power nor the nature of the toxin was mentioned. Lin Xuan's collection did not have any insects at this stage of development.

This encounter with these four people was indeed a fortunate one.

"Friends, you are saying that just one insect half a foot long could not be handled?" Lin Xuan expressed disbelief.

To be honest, he had grown tired of the jade lotus bees' power. Even the demon butterfly Moon had obtained paled in comparison to the thousand insects controlled by the Immortal Bug Master. It was disappointing and seemed like a waste.

In a fight against Core Formation cultivators, they were practically useless, yet discarding them felt regretful. Lin Xuan cherished his old friends; even if they were not useful, he had grown attached over time.

Thus, he kept them but secretly thought they did not deserve their place on the Celestial Insect List, almost a mockery of their existence.

However, hearing the others' descriptions now, Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He originally thought they faced many powerful jade lotus bees, only to find out that most were larvae.

These larvae might be useful but could easily be handled by Core Formation cultivators; how could a single half-foot-long insect cause them such a defeat?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he pondered the potential power of mature jade lotus bees. Could they indeed be so formidable?
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Lin Xuan was taken aback, but the three Core Formation Realm cultivators in front of him looked terrified. Tong Yu zhenren nodded his head, and his body seemed to tremble slightly.

That experience felt like a nightmare. Over these ten years, it had been swirling around in Tong Yu's mind.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he couldn't help but feel astonished. Although Tong Yu's strength was negligible, his cunning impressed Lin Xuan greatly—like Mount Tai collapsing before him, he remained unperturbed. Could the Jade Lotus Bee really be that formidable? Why did it scare him to such an extent?

However, Lin Xuan didn't speak; he silently waited for the other party to continue.

"After opening the stone coffin, those demonic insects flew out with a 'buzz.' Senior Brother Xu was beside the stone coffin and couldn't escape. He was stung on his head by one of those half-foot-long demonic bees, suffering from intense pain..."

"We were all shocked and immediately summoned our treasures. The large-sized Jade Lotus Bees were easily eliminated, but that half-foot-long one was impervious to weapons or elemental spells; it did nothing when struck."

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of joy as he heard this. Did the Jade Lotus Bee become harder with its growth? This detail wasn't mentioned in the Spirit Control Art.

"How did things proceed?"

"We three fought together but couldn't defeat even one demonic insect. We were all stung by its poison needles, though not on vital areas, and our poisoning was severe. If this continued, we would surely perish. So, we had to carry Senior Brother Xu as we fought and retreated, using every ounce of strength to finally escape from that ancient tomb."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded, his gaze sweeping over Tong Yu's face: "If I'm not mistaken, Senior Brother Xu still has some years left, but a hundred years should be possible. Why did he suddenly perish? Could it have been due to the poison being hard to treat?"

"You can say that it was indeed because of poisoning, but the situation is different from what you imagine," Tong Yu said.

"How about the poison?" Lin Xuan's face showed increasing interest; of course, he wanted to know more about the Jade Lotus Bee.

"Namaste. The poison from those demonic bees isn't fatal but can cause a rapid loss of lifespan. We watched Senior Brother Xu pass away in front of us," an old monk with a hoarse voice interjected.

"Lifespan loss... Master, are you saying..." Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of shock.

"Indeed. It seems that senior guessed correctly. Although the poison is terrifying, it isn't fatal. The fear lies in its ability to make people age rapidly. Senior Brother Xu originally had about a hundred years left. But after returning, he seemed to have aged a century within just a few days, exhausting his lifespan and passing away."

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment but then showed some hesitation: "You said that the rest of you were also poisoned by the same toxin; why..."

"We were lucky; there was only one terrifying Jade Lotus Bee. The poison it contained was limited. When attacking Senior Brother Xu, it had already released most of its toxins, and we were affected by the residual poison," the old monk muttered.

"I see."

After this conversation, Lin Xuan finally understood the entire situation. Surprised yet delighted, he realized that his initial thoughts about the Jade Lotus Bee were wrong; mature-stage demonic bees could be so formidable.

Time Poison!

Such a toxin could cause a rapid loss of a cultivator's lifespan, far more terrifying than a lethal one.

"So, why did these几位道友 come to this Netherworld Gate?" Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he spoke thoughtfully.

"Compared to Senior Brother Xu, we were only affected by residual poisons. Our lifespans are decaying twice as fast."

"Twice as fast?" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; indeed, this situation was not good. Core Formation Realm cultivators originally had a thousand-year lifespan, but with the poison, they would have only five hundred years left.

Cultivation cultivation—seeking longevity. With such a rapid loss of lifespan, wouldn't it be like sitting on pins and needles?

"We three already have little time left; if this continues, we will perish soon. Fortunately, my cultivation is not high, but I am skilled in alchemy. Over the past ten years, I've researched countless texts and finally developed a drug to counteract this poison. The ingredients are easy to obtain, except for one main ingredient that we couldn't find..."

"Oh, what kind of medicine?" Lin Xuan asked nonchalantly.

"A hundred-thousand-year-old purple lotus herb." Tong Yu zhenren said with a bitter smile: "Brother Lin, you know how ordinary the purple lotus herb is. But when it fully matures, its medicinal value is extraordinary. Herbs over ten thousand years old are rare and valuable; occasionally appearing, they can fetch astronomical prices in crystal stones. This hundred-thousand-year-old purple lotus herb..."

"However, aside from this, we couldn't find any other formula to remove the poison. Fortunately, the Netherworld Gate has opened, and although it's dangerous, there are many rare treasures inside that are hard to find outside. We had no choice but to take a risk," Tong Yu zhenren sighed. With his experience, he knew the Netherworld Gate wasn't something for him to casually enter at this stage.

Waiting would only result in his lifespan decaying twice as fast—equivalent to a death sentence.

The expressions of the old monk and the other party were similar; even in Yunzhou, Core Formation Realm cultivators were respected. But in the Netherworld Gate, there were too many experts, making them mere low-ranking soldiers.

"Indeed, but you don't need to worry. If it's any other treasure, I can't help, but this purple lotus herb is a stroke of luck; I just happened to get one."

Before he finished speaking, the three people beside him brightened up. They exchanged glances and confirmed they hadn't misunderstood, their faces showing immense joy.

"Brother Lin, you really have a hundred-thousand-year-old purple lotus herb? It must be over ten thousand years old," Tong Yu zhenren swallowed hard as he spoke.

As the master of Spirit Medicine Mountain, he naturally knew about various treasures. A hundred-thousand-year-old purple lotus herb was indeed an extraordinary existence; logically, even a Separation Formation Realm expert would find it impossible to have one.

Hearing their doubts, Lin Xuan didn't get angry but instead extended his hand and patted his waist. A peculiar-looking spirit herb appeared before him.

It was no more than a foot long but emitted a strong fragrance.

Not only the leaves and flowers, but even the stems had turned purple, indicating that it was in its best mature state.
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"This... This must be at least two hundred thousand years old?"

True Man Daoist Tongyu was shocked, almost thinking he had misread it. Purple Asterisk Grass that was tens of thousands of years old was already extinct in the mortal world; how did Lin Xuan come by this grass that was two hundred thousand years old?

Even if he were at the Separation and Union stage, some things weren't just about having a high realm. Such spiritual herbs shouldn’t even appear in the mortal world.

He was shocked beyond measure, but True Man Daoist Tongyu had deep scheming. He quickly regained his composure and realized that worrying over such trivial matters wouldn’t help him now.

Rooting out the truth wouldn't bring any benefits; what mattered was that this desired spiritual herb was right in front of them.

Originally, their entry into the Netherworld Gate was just a stroke of luck. Now with this divine opportunity, there was no reason to miss it.

Even with his deep-seated wisdom, True Man Daoist Tongyu’s face showed unease at the moment. After all, this concerned whether he could remove the time poison; how could he not be anxious?

"Brother Lin, I know you have advanced to Separation and Union. The treasures on our persons are now beyond your eyesight, but..."

True Man Daoist Tongyu hesitated before speaking, only for Lin Xuan to interrupt him mid-sentence.

"My friend, where do you get off saying such things? Although the times have changed, we no longer stand at the same level as before. But regardless, there is still a master-student bond between us. As they say, it takes ten years to share a boat and a hundred years to share a pillow. We are fated to meet in past lives; who knows if we will ever see each other again? Master, I call you by your name once more as a token of gratitude for your care towards Xuan'er back in Youzhou."

Lin Xuan's words left the three stunned, but his tone and voice were filled with sincerity.

True Man Daoist Tongyu and the two cultivators exchanged glances. After a long while, he swallowed hard before asking, "Do you mean to give this Purple Asterisk Grass to me?"

It was no wonder True Man Daoist Tongyu reacted so strongly. Although the Purple Asterisk Grass was just an ordinary spiritual herb, one that was two hundred thousand years old was invaluable. Its value could not be measured in crystal stones.

Even for Separation and Union cultivators, it was a precious treasure.

Lin Xuan actually gave it to him like this?

He wasn't talking about their bond as master and student.

Cultivators valued practical benefits. Besides, when he had accepted Lin Xuan into his sect back then, he had seen the "hard spirit root" in him. If they encountered a more advanced cultivator or fell into some restrictions, wouldn’t it be foolish to risk their lives for treasures?

Who didn't desire spiritual herbs and treasures, but one also needed life.

"Yes, Master, I can rest easy now," Lin Xuan said with a sigh of relief.

"Thank you."

He didn't say much more. But those few words made his gratitude feel even more genuine.

"There's no need to thank me. I mentioned earlier that this is just a token of my student’s gratitude. Additionally, I have one last piece of advice for you."

"My friend, please speak," True Man Daoist Tongyu said without any airs, knowing the time was ripe.

"Since you already have the spiritual herbs, there's no need to stay in the Netherworld Gate anymore. Although your cultivation is high, this place is fraught with danger. It would be unwise to risk one’s life for treasures."

"Thank you for your kind advice. Even if you didn’t say it, I was planning on finding a secluded place and waiting quietly until the time of the Netherworld Gate ends before being automatically released."

True Man Daoist Tongyu spoke sincerely. His words were not just empty talk; they reflected his true feelings. Three against one could barely hold their own against a late-stage Inner Core cultivator, let alone higher-ranked cultivators or traps.

Who didn’t desire spiritual herbs and treasures? But life was necessary to enjoy them.

"Indeed, Master, I can rest easy now. My last request is..."

"My friend Lin, please speak your mind. If there’s anything within my power, I will not hesitate," True Man Daoist Tongyu said with great enthusiasm.

"I thank you for that. Actually, it's nothing much. I just hope you can give me a copy of the elixir formula to cure the Jade Net Bee venom."

"It is but a small matter; there’s no problem at all."

True Man Daoist Tongyu heaved a sigh of relief. He had initially thought Lin Xuan was going to ask for something difficult, only for it to turn out that he just wanted a copy of an elixir formula. He stretched his hand and tapped his waist, revealing a greenish jade tube.

Then True Man Daoist Tongyu sank his divine sense into the tube.

After a short while, he raised his head and respectfully handed over the jade tube.

Lin Xuan took it with one hand, not even looking at it before putting it in his pocket.

"Thank you, Master. Please take care. I bid you farewell."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan’s entire body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew away towards the distance. Only the three of them remained where they were.

After a long while, the monk and the old woman finally exhaled in relief.

Although Lin Xuan had already concealed his spiritual pressure to an extent that it could not be felt, such close proximity with a Separation and Union cultivator still affected him.

They didn’t dare breathe, as if they were frogs under a snake’s gaze. This had nothing to do with whether Lin Xuan was hostile or not; it was just the natural reaction of lower-stage beings towards higher-stage cultivators.

Like how dogs trembled in fear before tigers, both reactions stemmed from the same principle.

"True Man Daoist Tongyu, this Lin... Lin senior, really used to be your student?"

Despite witnessing everything that had happened, the old woman still found it hard to believe and asked dryly.

"Yes, Lady Long has already seen him. But now Lin Xuan is at Separation and Union; what right do I have to call myself his master."

True Man Daoist Tongyu said with a self-deprecating smile. His mood was mixed—grateful for Lin Xuan’s help but also envious of the former student who had become an elder.

This wasn’t about having a broad heart; it was just human nature.

"Lin Xuan, Lin Xuan..." The old monk frowned and muttered to himself.

"Master Lingzhong, what are you doing? Did you find something wrong?" True Man Daoist Tongyu was surprised, opening his mouth in surprise.

The white-robed old woman’s expression mirrored his.

"Do the two of you not think that name Lin Xuan sounds familiar?" The monk said unexpectedly.

"Familiar?"

True Man Daoist Tongyu, despite his deep scheming, found himself momentarily confused. However, the old woman’s face showed a thoughtful look.

"Lady Long, have you also remembered something?"
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Friend Feathers, you truly are wise for a lifetime and foolish in an instant. Don't you remember that only over a hundred years ago, Senior Lin was wanted by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect? The sect's Abbot Luo Xiu was even killed by Lin Xuan.

"Indeed, several decades ago, the Skyward Sea Pavilion announced two Separation and Union stage cultivators had joined their ranks. One of them is named Lin Xuan, isn't it?" The old monk also spoke with a look of surprise on his face.

Upon hearing what his companions said, True Immortal Feathers recalled it as well, his expression changing constantly. A hundred years ago, the battle on Isles of Penglai had profoundly altered the landscape of Cloud Province's cultivation world.

The addition of two Separation and Union stage cultivators from Skyward Sea Pavilion caused shock among all sects and families. As the master of Spirit Herb Mountain, how could he not have heard about it?

But he never doubted anything.

This was understandable given the vast difference between condensing a core and achieving separation and union. He had never considered his disciple to be that person; instead, he thought they shared the same name and surname.

After all, Lin Xuan wasn't an unusual name. With so many cultivators in the world, it wasn't strange for two people to have the same name.

Now thinking about it, it was indeed a lapse on his part. This renowned Senior Lin of Cloud Province was actually his disciple. But with time passing and circumstances changing, he wondered what kind of extraordinary fortune this man had encountered that allowed him to progress from condensing a core to achieving separation and union in just three hundred years. Such an incredible rate of cultivation was beyond imagination.

"Alright, whatever Senior Lin's fortune might be, it has little to do with us now. Friend Feathers, I only wish to know if the purple cage grass you hold is truly twenty million years old?" Master Dingzhong raised his head, his expression filled with concern.

The old woman's demeanor was similar; after all, their lives were at stake, and no one could afford to be careless about such matters.

"This medicine is indeed excellent. It more than suffices for refining a detoxifying pill," True Immortal Feathers said with a smile as he stroked his beard. His face showed joy before his expression turned serious: "Our goal has been achieved. I believe you both heard my plan. What do you think?"

"Um..."

The monk and the old woman were taken aback, their expressions hesitant.

As they say, greed is never enough. Their original purpose for coming to the Netherworld Gate was to find purple cage grass to detoxify themselves. If this could be achieved, they would be eternally grateful.

Now that Lin Xuan's help had made it so easy to reach their goal, their greedy hearts were stirred once more.

"There aren't many Netherworld Jade Pendants. We endured much hardship to obtain one. Take the one in my hand; I only managed to get it through a stroke of luck at the market for over a million crystal stones. Going out now seems... too risky," said the old woman with white hair, her voice hesitant.

"Indeed."

The old monk also hesitated: "We must not forget that this Netherworld Gate is extremely dangerous. Even if we work together, we can't match up against an advanced婴后期 monster. Seeking treasure here is like a moth to a flame. We should be content with what we have."

Compared to his companions, True Immortal Feathers seemed more cautious and had a clearer understanding of their current situation.

"Ten years ago, didn't you forget that if we had known when to retreat, instead of being greedy and opening the coffin lid, none of this nightmare would have happened?"

True Immortal Feathers spoke slowly, his voice like a slap in the face, instantly waking up his companions.

The regret from their treasure-seeking experience ten years ago was still fresh in their minds. Only fools repeated mistakes; someone who had successfully condensed an婴 couldn't be a fool.

"Southwestern Buddha, it's true that I was too attached to material things. Your words are correct. Survival is the most important thing. I won't seek any treasure."

True Immortal Feathers nodded and turned his head to the left: "Lady Dragon, what about you?"

"Hmph, I'm only an early-stage婴. If my two friends don't go, then as a lone woman, it's like seeking death. But there's no point in arguing," said the old woman with white hair, somewhat unwillingly. Nonetheless, their three opinions finally aligned.

"What do we do next? Should we wait here until we are teleported away?" True Immortal Feathers showed some hesitation after hearing the monk's words. After a moment of thought, he shook his head: "No, this place is just a temporary resting spot and not very hidden. If it gets discovered..."

"Or if we leave here to find a new hiding place, it won't be easy in an instant," said the old woman with white hair softly.

True Immortal Feathers agreed: "Lady Dragon's words are right. This is why I hesitate."

"In fact, I have a solution." Master Dingzhong, who had been silent for a while, suddenly spoke up.

"Oh, please share your idea."

"It's not particularly clever, but I think this place isn't entirely unsuitable given its concealment. Senior Lin has already set up an illusionary technique, though it was hastily done and somewhat rudimentary. We can simply set up several arrays around here to make it a suitable resting spot until the Netherworld Gate ends," said the old monk with confidence.

"Hmm, Master's suggestion is indeed a good plan. However, I'm not particularly skilled in array techniques besides alchemy."

True Immortal Feathers nodded, looking somewhat troubled. After all, human experience was limited; there were countless cultivation arts to learn.

"Ha ha, that's no problem. Although I'm not very familiar with arrays, I obtained a set of illusionary flags through good fortune many years ago. Their power is worth praising, and hiding our cave should be fine," said the old monk with a smile.

"Then please do us this favor." True Immortal Feathers was delighted.

"It's my duty, Master."

As he spoke, the old monk stretched out his hand, thin as twigs, and tapped his waist. A yellowish light shot up from there, swirling around his head. Several array flags appeared in his hands, along with a round disk about a foot in size.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At that moment, he had found another path to the mountain top, soaring towards it.
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Penglai Mountain, though a place of divine origin, was fraught with danger. The Netherworld Gate lay here, and who knew what hidden perils lurked in the shadows? Thus, Lin Xuan's遁光 did not move swiftly.

However, he encountered no dangers along the way, not out of good fortune. At this moment, Lin Xuan paused his遁光, his face filled with contemplation.

Before him stood a small hill, more accurately described as a slight ridge. It was about a hundred meters high but had been split in half from the middle, leaving the ground below scarred by a deep trench. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over it, and he frowned deeply.

The crack stretched for over a hundred feet, its depth unfathomable, with a smooth cut that suggested only one strike was responsible. Indeed, it was just one strike!

While Lin Xuan had such power himself, he dared not underestimate the one who caused this destruction. The Inner Alchemy Stage was out of the question; without doubt, it must be an Alchemy Foundation cultivator.

Clearly, this small hill originally served as a禁制, destroyed by force. "No wonder there were no dangers along my way," Lin Xuan muttered to himself. "Someone has already cleared the path ahead."

Such a situation was both advantageous and disadvantageous for him. The obvious benefit was that with someone clearing the path ahead, any traps or hazards would have been removed beforehand, ensuring his safety. However, if there were treasures on the road, he could only dream of them.

If it had been another person, perhaps Lin Xuan might hesitate, thinking this trip was in vain. But for him, it wasn't a problem at all. Firstly, he already possessed many treasures from Penglai Mountain and valued contentment. Secondly, his primary goal was to reunite with his sister to secretly ascend to the Spirit Realm; treasure hunting was secondary, safety being paramount.

Thus, Lin Xuan showed no hesitation but instead felt quite satisfied. Nevertheless, knowing there was an Alchemy Foundation cultivator ahead, he did not let his guard down. He employed the敛气术 technique, making his presence almost undetectable, with his aura weaker than that of a commoner. If the other party wasn't practicing any special techniques, they likely wouldn't notice him.

Lin Xuan's figure moved swiftly and silently, like a wraith, towards the front.

He deliberately concealed his movements, and indeed, he encountered numerous signs of broken禁制 along the way. Most were destroyed by brute force, indicating that this person lacked knowledge of阵法 techniques.

From subtle clues, Lin Xuan made brief analyses. Although he didn't wish to confront this person, it was prudent to prepare for any changes in circumstances. After ascending to the Alchemy Foundation stage, he could venture anywhere in the mortal world, but the Netherworld Gate was different. Caution was always wise.

Holding a broken阵旗 in his hand, Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly uncertain. "Young Master, what is wrong?" Mo'er's voice entered his ears, followed by a flash of white light as she emerged from the Heaven Fortune Mansion.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan handed the array flag to Mo'er and then spoke with concern: "Look at this object; it wasn't destroyed by the same type of灵力."

"Then what?" Mo'er blinked her beautiful eyes, looking puzzled.

"How could you not see it so clearly? Two different types of灵力 cannot be held by one person. This means there are multiple cultivators ahead, likely traveling together," Lin Xuan said, exasperated at the girl's apparent stupidity.

"Mmm." Mo'er nodded in agreement; Young Master's analysis was correct: "We must be more cautious. If they discover us, it will definitely cause trouble!"

"Agreed." Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious. Since he knew his enemies were formidable, he would exercise the utmost caution, even abandoning flight to avoid any leakage of灵力. Using the lightness technique, one of the most basic Five Elements techniques, consumed almost negligible amounts of灵力.

With his powers, concealing that little bit of灵力波动 was extremely easy for Lin Xuan. Although slower, it ensured absolute safety.

At this moment, not being discovered was paramount.

For several hours, everything went smoothly until Lin Xuan suddenly noticed a change in the air. His previously lazy expression turned serious as he sensed intense灵力 fluctuations about a thousand miles ahead. The chaotic元气 clearly indicated not a cultivator breaking through a禁制 but a fierce battle!

It was obvious that one side consisted of those continuously breaking through禁制, with at least one Alchemy Foundation cultivator whose power was terrifying.

The other side's identity remained unclear, but their intense fighting suggested they were also Alchemy Foundation cultivators.

Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated as he hesitated before releasing his spiritual sense to investigate. The two sides' auras seemed familiar, yet the distance made it difficult to discern them fully.

Tilting his head in thought, he found no clues.

Who could it be?

There were two options: one was to take another path and detour around, which would be time-consuming but relatively safer. The other was to sneak past and investigate.

After some consideration, Lin Xuan couldn't resist his curiosity and transformed into a faint grey遁光, flying towards the battle.

Using御风术 would be faster, and with both sides engaged in fierce combat, they likely wouldn't notice him. However, he still didn't want to expose himself.

With his Alchemy Foundation cultivation, it took Lin Xuan nearly an hour to cover the thousand miles. A rugged slope appeared before him.

The ground was littered with scattered stones, but this terrain was perfect for hiding. He concealed himself in a shadowy pile of rocks and then looked ahead.

Lightning flashed across the sky as powerful gusts of罡风 filled it. The deafening roar of explosions echoed continuously, far louder than even a thunderclap on a clear day. Wherever the罡wind struck, solid stone turned to dust. Yet, when Lin Xuan saw the few who were engaged in brutal combat, he was stunned. This world truly was small.
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It wasn't a cultivator, but rather three people—two women and one man—engaging in a fierce battle against a terrifying monster.

Among the trio, Lin Xuan recognized the youngest. To be precise, he was very familiar with her, though their relationship was somewhat peculiar.

This woman was a cultivator from the Spirit Realm, and unlike ordinary humans, she possessed two souls within her body, making her identity doubly complex. She was both the noble daughter of an Immortal and Princess Xin Yue.

She had a cold and aloof personality, regarding human lives as insignificant grass. Due to past conflicts with Lin Xuan, she had endured significant hardships, harboring deep hatred for him. She wanted nothing more than to strip him bare and leave him in agony.

From the perspective of strength, due to being confined by the laws of heaven and earth, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of this woman. However, Princess Xin Yue could not be killed.

If he were to eliminate her, the mark on her body would instantly transmit back to the Spirit Realm. Lin Xuan did not wish to face a formidable enemy before ascending.

That was one reason. The other was that even if he could defeat him, he wouldn't do so. It wasn't because he had any soft spot for beauty; rather, this woman's second identity was closely related to his own.

Xiahou Lan was his sworn sister in arms, a well-educated and gentle lady like a delicate flower. Although she exhibited dual personalities, her two souls were fundamentally one.

Despite their vastly different personalities, Princess Xin Yue and Xiahou Lan were undoubtedly the same person at their core.

Eliminating Princess Xin Yue would mean the death of his sworn sister. Lin Xuan was not a cold-hearted individual; he wouldn't do such things for personal gain.

The two women had identical appearances but distinct personalities. The one clearly in peril was Princess Xin Yue, despite having two allies who were only late-stage Core Formation cultivators. They could hardly hold their own against the three opponents.

Lin Xuan was familiar with the monster they fought; hundreds of years ago, he had even clashed with it. It bore a grudge against him, and they shared an unbreakable enmity.

The creature was over seven zhang tall, towering and imposing. It had a human face, tiger-like paws, a broad mouth filled with sharp white fangs, and a long tail covered in dark spines. Its entire body exuded a terrifying aura of ferocity.

This was the fourth beast of the Four Fiends!

Even within the Spirit Realm, it was a formidable existence. However, at this moment, it was merely one of its fragmentary souls, still no less significant.

From the perspective of cultivation stage, Princess Xin Yue and the Fiend were on par, both at the early-stage Separation Union realm. Princess Xin Yue had an advantage in numbers but could not match the Fiend's solitary nature.

However, parity in cultivation stage did not necessarily mean equal strength.

A cultivator's combat power was influenced by numerous factors beyond just their cultivation stage: divine techniques, magical treasures, the potency of their cultivation methods, intelligence, environment, fighting spirit, and experience...

Each factor had an impact on a cultivator’s overall strength. For Lin Xuan, over four centuries of trials and tribulations had honed his abilities.

At the same time, this experience made him formidable against peers, with challenges that seemed like routine to others becoming commonplace for him.

The Fiend was similarly formidable. The saying "a name in vain is a false name" held true; as one of the Four Fiends, its reputation wasn't built through mere boasting by Spirit Realm cultivators but through countless battles.

The Fiend's nature was ferocious and cruel. Any slight dissatisfaction led it to devour opponents whole. It had committed countless atrocities, been besieged by powerful Spirit Realm cultivators multiple times, even facing off against her father, Xin Yue’s father. Although the Fiend couldn't defeat them, it could escape, showcasing its divine techniques.

However, Princess Xin Yue was different. Even in the Spirit Realm, she was a late-stage Profound Origin cultivator, far from weak. But compared to other cultivators, she had an easier path.

The road of cultivation was arduous; most cultivators required immense effort and hardship to reach the Profound Origin stage. However, Princess Xin Yue was born into privilege. Her father was one of the three Immortals, a towering figure in the Spirit Realm, hence her title as Princess Xin Yue.

She had been born with an aura of greatness, always surrounded by adoration from birth until adulthood.

Cultivation required resources; even favored disciples of prestigious sects had to work hard for them. Precious medicinal pills were highly valued wherever they were found.

However, for Princess Xin Yue, these weren't issues. Her father's divine techniques were too powerful, and in the cultivation world, power and status always went hand in hand.

Thus, medicinal pills meant nothing to her; she had plenty from her father’s stash. For any magical treasures or materials needed, she didn’t have to seek them out herself. With her father’s influence, a single word could summon thousands of cultivators at her command. This made Princess Xin Yue's cultivation seem effortless.

But a flower that hadn't faced adversity would never fully bloom.

In the Spirit Realm, her strength was far inferior to the Fiend. After breaking through the void, she was constrained by the laws of heaven and earth. Even if their cultivation stages were equal, what could she do against an upper realm monster?

The disparity in combat experience between them was stark; Princess Xin Yue couldn't even match the Fiend's level. The only comfort was that her cultivation method, though rare in the Spirit Realm, was incredibly powerful.

Thus, despite her best efforts, it took the Fiend several hours to make any significant progress against her.

The battle seemed to be at a stalemate, something the Fiend had never anticipated.

Still, there were some gains. From the appearance of things, Princess Xin Yue and her companions were clearly on the defensive. The two late-stage Core Formation cultivators—male and female—had each lost an arm and could only provide support from the sidelines, unwilling to face the Fiend's attacks head-on.

Princess Xin Yue fared slightly better but was bleeding heavily. The Fiend showed no mercy; its goal was to devour her whole.

"Little girl, don't be so stubborn. If you're smart, surrender now and I'll consume your physical body. However, I won't spare your soul. If you continue this foolishness, once I catch you, it will be an eternity of torment..."

The Fiend's voice echoed in the air, almost as if it was giving a lecture.

But Princess Xin Yue would never heed its advice; she couldn’t abandon her physical body. Moreover, for cultivators, breaking promises was perfectly normal, especially when dealing with one of the Four Fiends.

In response to his words, she remained unmoved: "Fiend, you should wake up. Although I managed to escape my father’s full effort, he won't let you off even if you hurt me. He will hunt you down no matter where you go!"
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New Moon's words carried no hidden agenda. However, as one of the Four Evils known throughout the Spirit Realm, Tiaomu's character was notoriously brutal. This threat only made things worse for Xi.

Not only did he show no fear, but a twisted expression flashed across his ugly face. He raised his head and let out an ear-splitting roar!

His voice was strange, somewhat like that of a tiger, the king of beasts, and reminiscent of the legendary dragon's breath.

The wind stirred!

Around him, the fundamental energy of heaven and earth began to converge towards Tiaomu, compressing and fusing into a round ball about a yard in diameter. Lin Xuan couldn't help but narrow his eyes; even he could feel a hint of fear from the spiritual power contained within this sphere.

In terms of controlling fundamental energy, his proficiency was far inferior to that of Tiaomu. No wonder he was one of the upper realm's fierce beasts.

Princess New Moon was equally alarmed and angry. Although her lips remained unscathed, a trace of fear flickered in her eyes.

But at this point, it was impossible for her to sit idly by; she was too stubborn. A determined look flashed across her eyes as she waved her jade hand, casting out one after another spell.

A fragrant aroma wafted through the air. The flower basket tipped over, and a dazzling array of five-colored spiritual light burst forth from within.

Tiaomu ignored it. Despite New Moon's many divine swords, none were useful to Xi. Struggling was futile.

Sure enough, whizzing sounds filled his ears as more than a hundred divine swords shot out from the flower basket.

But New Moon wasn't done yet. With her lips slightly parted, she recited a mystical and ancient incantation. The intricate hand seals she formed were incredibly ingenious.

Spiritual light radiated around her, with deep and arcane runes appearing before her.

"Go..."

New Moon pointed at those runes, which flashed and merged into the hundred divine swords in front of her.

As New Moon continued to chant, the divine swords began an incredible transformation under her spell.

"Impossible!"

Lin Xuan had seen similar scenes before, but they were conjured by New Moon's magical power. The technique, known as Shape Transformation, wasn't out of the ordinary. But what he saw now...

His eyes widened in disbelief. Such a scenario was impossible for human cultivators.

Could it be that the techniques and secrets of the Spirit Realm were so miraculous?

Indeed, Lin Xuan was astonished because those divine swords had transformed into vibrant flowers.

They competed in beauty, dazzling to the extreme.

But how could this happen? Divine swords were already formed treasures. This wasn't some illusion or trick.

They had turned into fresh flowers.

Though countless strange and talented individuals roamed the cultivation world, anything was possible. But what Lin Xuan saw now left him spellbound with admiration for the wondrous techniques of the Spirit Realm.

Tiaomu's eyes widened as well, not out of amazement at New Moon's magical prowess but for another reason.

"Flower Fragrance Hundred Flowers Array, a divine flower maiden from the Spirit Realm—what is your relation to her?"

"Hmph. She is my teacher. Are you afraid?" Princess New Moon's eyes darted. Although she was stubborn and not stupid, she hoped to use her teacher’s name to negotiate with Tiaomu.

Unfortunately for her, this only backfired. When Tiaomu heard the news, he showed no fear but instead exuded a fierce aura, his eyes turning blood red.

His shrill roar echoed for miles as the clouds in the sky were scattered.

"Fear is laughable..."

"Even the pursuit by Father King Mí doesn't faze me. Originally, there was only minor grudges between us, and I didn’t necessarily have to kill him. But Mí’s teacher, the Hundred Flowers Maiden, has a deep-seated enmity with me. I can't harm that wench, so since Mí is her disciple..."

Before she could finish, Princess New Moon's face turned pale in shock. She had hoped to use her teacher’s name but ended up making things worse.

Tiaomu and his teacher were enemies—something New Moon didn’t know.

But it was too late now; after several changes of expression, she finally calmed down. Although frightened, she couldn't lose face.

She sneered in response: "Words are meaningless. You must first destroy my Hundred Flowers Fragrance Array before you can kill me..."

Before her words could fully form, New Moon cast a spell at the flowers. The floral light flashed and shattered into countless pieces, scattering colorful petals across the sky.

They looked beautiful, but beauty often concealed deadly poisons. Lin Xuan had experienced this technique before; now he watched to see how Xi would handle it.

Tiaomu paid no heed, his shrill voice echoing: "Idiot, I am naturally immune to all hundred flowers' toxins. Mí's actions are merely a show of incompetence."

His words were not empty threats. The poison from the Hundred Flowers Fragrance Array was lethal upon contact, yet Tiaomu remained unscathed.

New Moon’s eyes widened in shock. However, the Hundred Flowers Fragrance Array had more power than just that. She extended her jade hand and pointed forward with deceptive slowness.

The petals gathered together, swirling rapidly into a vortex of flowers. The diameter was over a yard, though its impact wasn't as shocking as expected. But those petals were sharp enough to be terrifying.

Tiaomu's two treasures, which he had used in the battle, were easily cut by these seemingly delicate petals upon contact with the vortex and fell from the sky as ordinary iron.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed; his extensive combat experience allowed him to recognize that both items were not mundane. Their easy destruction highlighted the Hundred Flowers Fragrance Array's formidable nature—someone like him would find it difficult to break through even if he was caught in it.

But Tiaomu showed no fear whatsoever.

The Four Evils of the Spirit Realm might be undesirable, but each beast was incredibly fierce.

With a raised palm, Tiaomu pushed out the sphere of gathered fundamental energy.

New Moon didn’t dare ignore this. Under her mental command, the flower vortex turned and met it in mid-air.

Boom!

Their collision produced an unimaginably loud explosion that shook the earth and sky. The gale wind spread its effects over dozens of miles, leveling small hills, uprooting trees, and turning rocks to dust. The sky grew even more ominous.

The sphere, though composed of fundamental energy, was incredibly powerful. The Hundred Flowers Fragrance Array was shattered but had achieved a decisive effect—though not completely destroyed.
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At least for now, the Hundred Flowers Fragrant Array posed no significant threat.

Prayji's eyes flashed with a fierce light as he let out a heart-stirring roar and vanished in an instant. He charged towards New Moon like a bolt of lightning.

It wasn't instantaneous teleportation, but his speed was comparable to it.

This was the terrifying burst of power that Prayji, one of the Four Fiends of the Spirit Realm, possessed. The distance of dozens of feet seemed to vanish as New Moon barely had time to react before Prayji was already closing in on her.

Shock and fear were the only emotions on her face.

Back when she roamed the Spirit Realm, everyone respected her father and master, so even though New Moon had advanced to the Profound Abyss stage, she faced almost no danger. But now, Prayji posed a real threat.

However, just as he was about to strike, a man with an ancient and refined appearance appeared before New Moon, his chest outstretched in front of her.

It wasshrinking technique!

Although not as fast as teleportation, the distance between them wasn't far. Using this technique allowed him enough time to react.

With a determined look on his face, he shouted, "Princess, run quickly!"

He then reached into his waistband and summoned a shield with a sharp top and flat bottom.

"Are you out of your mind? Do you think you can stop me?" Prayji's face was filled with disdain as he continued his charge towards the shield.

A burst of spiritual light erupted!

Though this shield was a decent ancient treasure, it couldn't withstand Prayji's attack. In just an instant, it shattered like paper under his claws.

But in the clash between experts, every millisecond counted. New Moon, who had been struck by fear, finally regained her senses and retreated with her precious item.

"Trying to run away!"

Prayji's iron-like voice echoed as he pursued his enemy's disciple with increased speed.

The man with the ancient appearance remained resolute, not dodging even when his shield was destroyed. He transformed into a streak of light and charged straight at Prayji.

"This guy is crazy," Lin Xuan exclaimed from afar. The man’s actions were tantamount to seeking death, using his life to buy New Moon time to escape.

Wasn't this princess just being spoiled? How could her subordinates be so loyal? Didn’t all cultivators prioritize their own interests?

Lin Xuan was bewildered by the scene before him, which contradicted his understanding of cultivators. However, he believed there must be a deeper reason.

Prayji was equally shocked but didn't let it distract him. The mere presence of an insignificant late-stage Immortal Core cultivator daring to act this way infuriated him even more.

The strength in his claws increased as he charged forward and collided with the man.

A shower of blood rained down, and the thin layer of protective spiritual light was useless. Prayji's claw pierced through the man’s chest.

Surprisingly, there was no pain on the man's face, nor any fear of death. He had anticipated this outcome.

With a single-minded desire to die, he focused solely on ensuring New Moon escaped.

In Prayji's shock, his own Immortal Core showed no intention of escaping, even though it was severely injured and close to death. With a determined look in its eyes, the Immortal Core declared, "Don't try to catch up with the princess. Watch this, self-destruct!"

With a loud explosion, a brilliant light filled the air.

To an Existence Stage cultivator, an Immortal Core cultivator might not seem formidable, but under normal circumstances, they were on par. The self-destruction of a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator was no less powerful than that of an ordinary Existence Stage veteran in anger. Prayji's claws had already pierced the man’s body, and he chose to die bravely.

Prayji never expected such a result.

His expression turned from rage to shock, even with a hint of fear.

Then, the huge figure of this beast was consumed by brilliant spiritual light. After a moment, a loud noise echoed.

"Bloodly!"

At that moment, New Moon had fled several dozen miles away. The battle had frightened her so much that she froze when she saw the massive fluctuations in spiritual energy from afar. Her face showed complex emotions—pain, anger, and self-blame—but ultimately, she lacked the courage to return. This escape was won by Bloodly's sacrifice.

With clenched teeth, she transformed into a streak of light and continued running. But whether this short distance would be enough for her to escape remained uncertain.

New Moon didn't know.

But Bloodly did.

Bloodly’s death meant that New Moon had escaped, but he still stayed behind. He couldn’t leave because the time was too short for New Moon to be safe. He must sacrifice himself like Bloodly, using his life to buy more time for her escape.

Although unwilling, she understood. Just as Bloodly, who was also a cultivator and self-interested, would have done.

For the sake of New Moon, she didn't want to die, but if it meant saving her own children, she could give up her life without hesitation. Mother's love was the greatest thing in this world.

Who said all cultivators were selfish? In fact, their emotions were no different from ordinary people; they just found it harder to be moved by them due to the allure of immortality.

Finding New Moon had been driven by the promise of great rewards, but encountering Prayji was unexpected. Even a fragment of his soul was too powerful for Bloodly and Bloodly’s companion to handle. If New Moon died here, her father would be furious, and they would face severe punishment—most likely soul extraction and eternal damnation.

If that wasn't enough, as the most favored daughter, New Moon's death would affect not only them but also their family and friends. A cultivator's wrath could lead to bloodshed.

Bloodly’s situation was similar. With no hope of survival, he chose to fight Prayji for more time. Even if they both faced certain death, the safety of his kin in the Spirit Realm would be preserved.

Moreover, New Moon would surely repay him for saving her life when she returned to the Spirit Realm. Her children’s future cultivation would be smoother with her help.

Who wanted to die? But for their most important family members, lives could be sacrificed. Cultivators were just as emotional and loyal. Therefore, Bloodly and Bloodly's companion showed no fear when facing Prayji; it was their only choice.

Fourth update: I've delivered the promised 10,000-word burst today. As a man of my word, I never break my promises. Today is the last day for double monthly votes, so please support me, fellow daoists! Fantuyu thanks you.
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Aaah!

The thought in his mind had barely formed when a deafening roar echoed into his ears, startling Blood Spirit.

Wind stirred and clouds swirled.

Above him, the dazzling spiritual light was rapidly dissipating like bubbles.

With human face and tiger paws, Tiaomu's ugly visage was filled with rage. As one of the Four Evils, he had always been incredibly tyrannical. However, after being dispatched to the mortal world, he had suffered consecutive setbacks at the hands of two Core Formation cultivators.

While he didn't dwell on that annoying Lin Xiao for now—after all, back then he was merely a Core Formation cultivator—the pain of being injured by an Advanced Core Formation cultivator while re-entering the Separation Realm was unbearable.

The explosive power of self-blast was no small matter, and Zha Hang's rage was tinged with a hint of desperation.

His gaze swept over Blood Spirit, causing her to shiver involuntarily in fear, though she had already put life and death aside.

Raising his head, Tiaomu gazed towards the distant horizon where the new moon had fled more than two hundred miles away. This delay was futile; he remained within the range of his divine sense.

Trying to escape would be a dream.

Roar!

Zha Hang's body tensed as he launched himself forward with all four limbs, seemingly intent on chasing after the new moon princess.

Blood Spirit couldn't help but narrow her eyes. For her two children, she wouldn't allow this.

A determined resolve flashed in her eyes as she prepared to intercept him head-on.

However, Tiaomu was not without strategy; he had just been tricked once and couldn't be caught so easily again. His malevolent aura surged like a tidal wave.

Several darkened magical claws appeared before vanishing instantly, reappearing above Blood Spirit's head.

She gasped in alarm, but it was too late to dodge.

Tiaomu grabbed her by the hands and feet, tearing her apart as if she were being torn into five pieces.

But Blood Spirit was a cultivator; she wouldn't perish so easily. A semblance of an Advanced Core Formation cultivator emerged from the blood rain.

For such a turn of events, Tiaomu had anticipated it, handling it with ease.

Opening his mouth, black light flashed as a needle-shaped treasure flew out and pierced through the other's forehead.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Tiaomu had lured Blood Spirit into making her move; after dealing with her, he could pursue the new moon princess. Unfortunately for him, the mantis caught the cicada while another predator was waiting in the wings. Tiaomu never expected that a formidable opponent lay hidden just over a hundred feet away.

Seeing the entire sequence, Lin Xuan couldn't remain idle.

If it had only been the new moon princess, he might have sat back and watched the conflict unfold. Regardless of who won or lost, he would be pleased to see one side prevail. However, there was still a soul within her body. Xiaohou Lan had risked everything to help him, even joining forces with a Separation Realm cultivator. Although Tiaomu's own ascension was swift due to his greater intrinsic realm, this speed of progression from Core Formation to Separation Realm in just two hundred years was inconceivable.

Even on the Spirit Realm, such rapid advancement would be rare.

Lin Xuan had no time for idle chatter; enemies meeting face-to-face meant only one thing—deciding who lived and who died through combat. He pointed his finger, and the Green Fire Sword flashed, sending several sword energy streaks towards Tiaomu.

The attack was formidable, but it wasn't enough. Scanning with his divine sense, he found that this area had abundant earth elemental qi. Since practicing Phoenix Dance Nine Skies Technique, he could manipulate all five elements.

He opened and closed his hands, casting several spells into the ground.

Rumble!

A strange sound like drumming echoed.

The ground began to tremble violently as a massive monster emerged from beneath it. A hundred feet long, coiled like a snake but with nine heads, it lunged towards Zha Hang.

This earth dragon was formed by combining earth elemental qi with soil and gravel. There was an earth spirit vein deep underground, of high quality, which made such manipulation easier for Lin Xuan.

Caught off guard, Tiaomu hadn't anticipated the sudden attack or its ferocity.

Instead of retreating, he didn’t dodge; instead, he retracted his front paws and then struck out with them.
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The crackling sound of Huang Chi's Sky-Breaking Palm entered Lin Xuan’s ears, followed by countless claw rays that appeared densely and innumerable.

Intersecting each other, they formed a sharp net, bravely confronting the Green Flame and sword rays.

As for the nine-headed snake, Zao Hang didn’t even pay it any attention.

It was just a pillow stuffed with grass.

After all, whatever was formed from mere Primordial Earth Qi, no matter how powerful, could not amount to much in terms of real strength. Aaah! With a loud roar, it opened its blood-filled maw; the rest of its body remained unchanged, but its head had grown three times larger than before.

This looked extremely unbalanced, yet it appeared more ferocious. A light wave shot out from its mouth and swept forward.

The diameter was over ten feet, filled with boundless viciousness.

There was no suspense left.

The nine-headed snake was shattered into pieces.

Zao Hang’s face showed a smug expression; such flashy techniques were fine for dealing with an Essence Body, but in front of him, they could only be called foolish.

However, before Zao Hang could finish his thought, his expression froze. In the distance ahead, ripples appeared in the air.

A plain-looking young man suddenly appeared before him.

He was no more than a few dozen feet away.

Lin Xuan!

Whether it was the Green Flame just now or the monster formed from Primordial Earth Qi, they were all merely to lure the enemy.

Taking advantage of the opponent’s defense against his attacks, Lin Xuan had already rushed forward.

Nine Heaven Microsteps were still quite wondrous; after advancing to the Separation stage, they weren’t inferior to Instant Teleportation and even seemed slightly better.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, and the cracking sound of bones filled his ears as multicolored light flickered. His right hand vanished, replaced by a sharp claw.

Jade Transformation!

After advancing to the Separation stage, Lin Xuan’s Phoenix Dance Nine Heavensdecision-making formula or诀窍 (trick/trade secret) had reached its fifth level, allowing him to transform part of his body into a demon. At this moment, his right hand turned into a phoenix's fierce talon.

The blade was glaringly sharp and fiercely grabbed at the opponent’s head. Zao Hang’s face showed a look of surprise.

A cultivator?

When Lin Xuan was in the Yin Mountains, they had once fought each other; clearly, he was practicing orthodox Daoist techniques. How could his main cultivation method suddenly change after just over a hundred years?

Knowing that such cases were rare in the cultivation world but not unheard of, Zao Hang didn’t think too much about it. A sneer appeared on his ugly face.

What’s so special about demon powers? Trying to engage him in close combat—this kid must have hit his head.

However, Zao Hang wasn’t thinking too much. A mocking expression appeared on his ugly face.

Demon powers, how impressive! But he actually wanted to engage in close combat with me. This kid is clearly out of his mind.

But Zao Hang didn't think too much about it. A mocking expression appeared on his ugly face.

One beautiful flame suddenly appeared in Lin Xuan’s palm.

Three colors kept swirling, enveloping the demonized claw. Zao Hang’s pupils constricted; he had never seen Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire before.

But inexplicably, a sense of danger arose from within him.

The fire was strange and beautiful, but Zao Hang could smell danger.

However, it was too late to change his tactics now.

Damn!

Just moments ago, he laughed at the kid’s recklessness. He never expected that he himself had been careless and fell for his trap.

This damn kid is clever in a foolish way; on the surface, he seems to be making a stupid move, but in reality, he is leading me into a trap step by step. Zao Hang was both shocked and angry as he saw no way to avoid it.

With a deafening roar, Zao Hang also extended one of his claws. The nail alone was several feet long, emitting deep black light.

Its sharpness didn’t fall short of the Green Flame.

Their sizes were incomparable; Lin Xuan looked like an incredibly clumsy cicada trying to shake off a towering tree.

The result would be no different from a rock hitting a stone.

However, all this was just an illusion.

Lin Xuan wasn’t Princess Xin Yue; his path in cultivation had been fraught with countless trials and tribulations, only to reach this point after much effort.

He had experienced bloodshed and gore countless times.

Knowing that the opponent was one of the Four Evils of Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan still engaged him head-on with demon powers—was he foolish?

Of course not; he did it for a reason.

Silent and unseen!

A beautiful flame suddenly appeared in Lin Xuan’s palm.

Three colors kept swirling, enveloping the demonized claw. Zao Hang’s pupils constricted; of course, he had never seen Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire before.

But inexplicably, a sense of danger arose from within him.

The fire was strange and beautiful, but Zao Hang could smell danger.

However, it was too late to change his tactics now.

Damn!

Just moments ago, he laughed at the kid’s recklessness. He never expected that he himself had been careless and fell for his trap.

This damn kid is clever in a foolish way; on the surface, he seems to be making a stupid move, but in reality, he is leading me into a trap step by step. Zao Hang was both shocked and angry as he saw no way to avoid it.

With a deafening roar, Zao Hang’s claws also emitted a black ray.

It wasn’t fire; it was some other secret technique. Since Zao Hang used this at such a critical moment, its power must be formidable.

Then, one person and one beast collided like two charging bulls.

Boom!

A loud explosion sounded as the space around their claw contact point twisted slightly. Gale-force winds swept past, far more powerful than when they clashed with Princess Xin Yue.

Over several miles, the ground was already scarred by blood and gore; now, it was further ravaged by the aftereffects of the blast. The entire area began to sink, revealing a bottomless pit.

But what Lin Xuan cared about wasn’t this. His confrontation with Zao Hang finally had its outcome.

Lin Xuan relied on Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

In the ancient ruins of Gansu Province, it had even withstood Thunderbolts before; its power was beyond doubt.

Facing Zao Hang’s true form, it might not be much, but for a Separation Stage fragment soul, Lin Xuan felt confident.

His estimation was correct.

Sizzle!

Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire immediately gained the upper hand when it touched Zao Hang’s black light. After flickering briefly, it transformed into dozens of thick snakes that fiercely attacked and tore apart the black light, swallowing it whole.

"What kind of demonic flames are these? They’re so powerful," Zao Hang was stunned. According to logic, in a high-ranking existence like his from Spirit Realm, human realm techniques should be insignificant. But what he saw now completely overturned this notion.

The black light didn’t last even an instant before being completely devoured by Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. The fire wasn’t satisfied and moved onto Zao Hang’s claws.

Blue light flashed; a layer of fine ice crystals appeared on the surface of his claws, with chilling cold spreading up his meridians.

Accompanying this was intense poison.

The ice sculpture turned black instantly.

This is the ultimate poison in the world!

Aaah! Zao Hang howled in pain as fear filled his eyes.

But he didn’t have time to think anymore.

Ice freezing and absolute toxicity weren’t Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s most terrifying aspects.

At the core, that unremarkable, grayish dead silence was a killer of the three attributes.

It contained the extreme coldness and corrosiveness of Yin energy.

Anything touched by it would slowly lose vitality.

Visibly, the ice layer began to crumble, while Zao Hang’s claws seemed to be eroded like stone turning into sand, breaking down into fragments...
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Chapter 1468: A Trapped Beast Fights On

Toumu's fierce expression showed extreme fear. He never expected the power to be so terrifying. With no other choice, he调动 all his magical energy. Immediately, one of his claws emitted a sharp light and fiercely resisted the power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Sure enough, the upper realm beasts were formidable. The ice封, poison, and devouring life force had temporarily stopped. At the spot where Xisu's claw approached its body, a delicate balance was formed between the two forces, interweaving and fighting fiercely...

Splashes of blood marred Dianghang’s chest as a large piece of flesh was torn away. The wound was ghastly, deep enough to see the bone.

Toumu trembled all over from the pain.

However, his nightmare wasn't over yet.

Lin Xuan wanted this effect. Did he need sympathy for such a monster?

A spell was cast and the Green Fire Sword Spirit's light flashed as it fiercely sliced at Xisu’s head.

Toumu’s face showed despair but then something seemed to occur to him. He opened his mouth and spat out a round bead, deep black in color. It blocked the Green Fire with a whoosh.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; he could clearly see that this wasn't a treasure but a demon's essence core.

For demons, its importance was self-evident. But at this moment, how could Toumu care about such trivial matters? The most important thing now was to save his life.

He then leaped away, appearing more than twenty meters away.

Revenge takes time; ten years is not too long. Knowing he couldn't win, staying here and enduring it was foolish. Although Toumu was fierce, he wasn’t a fool. Otherwise, he would have been eliminated by the scattered immortals in the upper realm.

With the battle going poorly, Xisu chose to escape. While avoiding the enemy’s attacks was not wrong, Lin Xuan wouldn't let him easily slip away.

In the previous fight, Lin Xuan hadn’t used his full strength.

Setting aside the Primordial Heavenly Treasure for now, Yue'er had also refrained from attacking.

It wasn’t about fairness; fighting in a group in the cultivation world wasn’t something to be ashamed of.

Yue'er’s presence was to prevent the enemy from escaping. Lin Xuan was very foresighted, and this hidden move proved correct.

Toumu widened his eyes as an exquisite young woman appeared beside Xisu. She was breathtakingly beautiful but her spiritual pressure made Xisu's scalp tingle; she too had reached the Separation stage.

Could it be that he would fall here?

"Move aside!"

Toumu’s voice was like thunder. Now, Xisu no longer had any upper realm existence’s demeanor; instead, he looked like a stray dog.

Although Yue'er didn’t have much experience in combat, she far outmatched Princess New Moon. She wasn't frightened by the other’s roar.

A sweet smile appeared on her lips: "Sorry, but this path is blocked."

Before the words were fully spoken, she flicked her jade hand and a faint black mist rose from her sleeve.

Initially unremarkable, it gradually thickened.

Butterflies appeared in view.

The patterns were filled with mystic and ancient meanings.

Even though Toumu was weakened by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, Yue'er still treated him as an enemy of great importance. She cast a Drive Insects spell to summon the Ice Moon Butterfly from her命泉.

"This... how could there be such demon insects, and in such numbers?"

Toumu recognized these creatures; he was clearly terrified, trembling so much that he forgot both attacking and fleeing.

Yue'er was taken aback but quickly reacted. Without further ado, she sent out a mental attack.

From the Ice Moon Butterflies' mouths, black mists emerged.

Sizzle...

A layer of dark ice armor instantly covered Toumu's body. Despite his fear, he looked like an ice sculpture and was frozen in place.

Was it successful?

Yue'er opened her mouth with a puzzled expression. Although the Ice Moon Butterfly’s power was formidable, she still found it hard to believe that such an easy victory over a Separation stage opponent had occurred.

To be precise, there was no resistance from Xisu at all.

From afar, Lin Xuan also showed signs of surprise.

However, his mind worked much faster than Yue'er's. Toumu’s reaction seemed illogical but upon closer examination, it made sense.

Don’t forget that the monster before him was a fragment of Toumu’s soul in the Spirit Realm. While its strength was far inferior to the original, its knowledge and memories were intact.

The fear in Xisu’s eyes had been much greater than when facing the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. The only possibility was that he recognized the Ice Moon Butterfly.

Could it be...?

Lin Xuan pondered many things, some of which might involve his previous life as King Asura.

"Master, what should we do now?"

Yue'er’s voice pulled Lin Xuan back to reality. There were still many matters to deal with. Although he had full confidence in the outcome before acting, such a smooth victory was somewhat unexpected.

Of course, it was good news.

Lin Xuan raised his head; without its master's control, the demon essence core struggled against the Green Fire but clearly was at a disadvantage.

This was a rare treasure. Lin Xuan didn’t want to see it destroyed for nothing.

With a wave of his hand, he cast a spell and recalled the Green Fire.

The demon essence core tried to escape but Lin Xuan had prepared for this. With five fingers closed, the air rippled like water waves.

He grabbed Toumu with one hand.

Despite the demon essence core’s resistance, it struggled left and right trying to escape. Unfortunately, its efforts were in vain.

The light hand returned to Lin Xuan's front.

Closely examining the demon essence core revealed its extraordinary nature.

Toumu was a demon but his rank far exceeded that of the Heavenly Spirit race.

Although this was a fragment formed from a soul, it contained some of Toumu’s original power.

Like a seed, if used properly, the benefits would be unimaginable.

Lin Xuan's eyes showed satisfaction. He took out an jade box and placed the demon essence core inside. Then he affixed several prohibitive talismans on its surface.

What to do with this large creature?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead but quickly resolved himself. With a finger, he summoned the Green Fire.

Great Sword Technique!

This time, Lin Xuan didn't let it grow to over a hundred meters; just seven or eight meters was enough to destroy it.

"Bang!"

With a sharp command from Lin Xuan, the Green Fire sword flashed and struck the ice sculpture.
单章求推荐票（免费）

Another weekend had arrived, and the competition was intense. Although Fant雨 had experienced three monthly vote surges in just seven days, it still lagged far behind its rivals. But that didn't matter; they had tried their best, and the Raindrops had supported them. That was enough. The opponent was simply too strong.

Fant雨 wouldn’t be discouraged. It was time to start the Spirit World chapter. Let’s start over from the beginning. I will do my best to update. You can check the number of words in each update; they will definitely stabilize.

Seeing this scene, several people helping on the other side grew anxious and concerned. Although they had suspected earlier that Zhuo Yifan couldn’t possibly face three opponents not weaker than himself alone, everyone still chose to believe him. But now, things seemed different.

As the first rays of sunlight appeared on the eastern horizon, Tang Jian ordered the Beiyang Fleet and Night Eagle Corps to return to base.

Zhuo Yifan shouted loudly; they were already close to the combat zone. Although Zhuo Yifan had anticipated how powerful this skill was before, he couldn’t help but admit that its reality was even more terrifying.

Suddenly, countless light points appeared in the sky, like flying knives descending, blazing and dazzling. They transformed into streaks of glaring divine light.

Mr. Wang Zhenyu’s history teacher and headmaster at junior high school was from Shaodong, Hunan Province. He was deeply despised by Wang Zhenyu for his habit of soliciting gifts from students, but Wang still paid attention in class because he remembered that the Qing Emperor Puyi had been overthrown during his third year. So, had the Xinhai Revolution already broken out?

Chen Le’s response left Li Weiran and Xu Hongzhan speechless; only someone like Chen Le, who had followed Nie Zhenbang from the beginning, would dare say such things.

Blackchild tied up Ma to a tree in the shadows and knocked on Bai Xinger's door. After a long while, he heard Bai Xinger’s frightened voice from inside.

"We can’t go any lower; if we do, how will the navy build ships?" Wang Zhenyu finally decided that over the next five years, 1 billion Huayuan would be poured into steel industry projects. He expected that by then, the steel and related industries—power generation, coal mining, iron ore extraction—would provide 100,000 jobs.

My heart felt like it had been overturned; I was both bitter and a little sick from it. For a moment, I didn’t know what to do.

Tang Shaoyi believed that Qinhuangdao might be the real landing point for the Beiyang Fleet. He looked up at Yuan Shikai, who was still speaking on stage, shook his head slightly, and quietly said, "Mongol-Southern Song War!" Then he buried this thought deep in his heart.

Li Xue had been covering her head, looking pained, trying to divert President Mu Da’s attention. But she felt a sudden lightness as Mu Jinsheng picked her up and placed her on his lap.

Several security team members, desperate, exposed themselves from their hiding spots and fired at Tang Guoming, hoping to stop this battlefield expert.

Originally, he should have gone into sports, but realistically speaking, sports had no future compared to the entertainment industry. You might think that world champions are glamorous, but what about those athletes who never won Olympic gold medals, dedicating their lives to training? Even national champs and provincial champs often struggle after retirement.

"Still you! Since He Junnan’s parents haven’t arrived yet, I’ll go get water; you can go into the room first," Xiao Qian pointed at the thermos.

This time, it was about strengthening the company’s military reform by increasing thecompilationof a battalion. The plan was to compile 3,800 people into an enhanced battalion called the Emerald Lake Survivors Enhanced Battalion. This battalion would be divided into seven companies: Company One through Seven. Each company would have approximately 500 people.

The core of this event lay in whether Yu Xian could successfully provoke a war between A Fei and A Pu, causing both to suffer severe losses, thus leaving the Water Leader without any worries.
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Because he was frozen, Taiwuzi had nowhere to hide. The sound of tearing filled his ears as the monster's head was severed.

Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied yet. His Green Flame Sword flashed continuously, splitting the creature’s body into several halves. Phantom Heavenly Fire roared fiercely, but before that, a thin black smoke emerged from inside.

Though faint, Lin Xuan could see clearly—it was Taiwuzi’s soul.

More accurately, it should be a fragment of his soul.

"Want to run? Too naive."

Seeing the black smoke transform into a monster's face, Lin Xuan sneered. With a flick of his left hand, the Snow Fox King's spear appeared.

However, someone acted faster than him. Moon had already summoned the Beast Soul Banner with her little trickster hands.

Woo… A chorus of ghosts roared as if the surface of the magic banner was collapsing inward. A vortex appeared before their eyes.

From within, a towering aura of ghostly energy shot up, enveloping the black smoke instantly.

"No…"

The ugly face that the fragment soul had transformed into showed desperation. Soon, it turned to malice. The sound of clashing metal filled his ears: "Boy, you'll regret this. Once I reach the Spirit Realm, my true form will not spare you. Do you think a mere Separation Period cultivator can oppose the Four Evils of the Spirit Realm?"

"Then…" Before Lin Xuan could say anything, Moon's eyes showed hesitation and she paused her actions.

Taiwuzi’s face lit up with joy as if he had grabbed a life-saving straw. His voice softened, laced with temptation: "If you change your mind now, it’s not too late. Just release me, and I can forgive past transgressions. My true form in the Spirit Realm won't seek revenge."

Moon turned her head. Although she was at the Separation Stage as well, such matters would be decided by Lin Xuan.

"Hmph, don’t listen to its nonsense. Do you think this brat is scared of threats? I hate it when others threaten me. Moon, do what you must without hesitation and melt it into the Beast Soul Banner."

"Ah!"

Though still uncertain, Moon never doubted her lord's orders. She raised her jade hand, flicking her index finger and thumb. Instantly, ghostly cries filled the air as阴气 burst forth, drawing Taiwuzi’s soul into the magic banner.

The result was obvious—utter destruction!

"Idiot, do you think Lin Xuan is a three-year-old? We've already made this grudge. Even if I release you, would you really let me go? Since we're enemies now, it's better to make things final," Lin Xuan muttered, his tone tinged with a hint of helplessness.

Before ascending to the Spirit Realm, he had already sown such a large grudge. It seemed that life after reaching the Spirit Realm wouldn't be easy; he must be more cautious there.

The saying "a name for nothing" was true—Taiwuzi's true form could easily kill a Separation Period cultivator as if squashing an ant.

Lin Xuan sighed.

For now, let future troubles wait. The immediate priority was to leave this place quickly.

His entire body glowed with green light. Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head and his pupils constricted. He stopped abruptly.

A beam of light shot out from his hand, snatching something in front of him.

The light dispersed, revealing a small元婴 about an inch high.

"Are you still alive? You actually survived?"

Lin Xuan's eyes showed surprise. He had seen this woman named Blood Spirit die at Taiwuzi’s hands, her元婴 pierced through the head.

Logically, such severe injuries should have caused her to perish or collapse into a state of spiritual decay. Yet, she was still alive.

Was it due to the mysterious powers of the Spirit Realm, or did she have unfinished business? Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, contemplating.

Although this元婴 hadn't died, it was extremely weak, barely able to speak.

Lin Xuan frowned and swiftly clasped his hands together. Several colorful spiritual lights flashed as the元婴’s spirit improved significantly.

Of course, this was merely a temporary solution, using up the residual essence within the元婴 as a代价. In simple terms, it was like a mortal's last desperate revival.

"Thank you for your help."

The woman's voice entered his ears, though still weak, she could manage to speak now.

"You needn't be so formal. I know your current state; I don’t have to say anything. If my guess is correct, you are an upper realm cultivator who came down here with great effort," Lin Xuan said coldly. He wasn't motivated by sympathy but the woman's元婴 was too weak for him to risk using soul probing techniques.

"How do you know my identity?"

The woman’s face showed shock as she scanned his face, then a realization dawned on her: "No wonder, are you that Lin Xuan?"

"Did Neimei mention it?" Lin Xuan frowned.

"Yes, and Lady Xiaohou Lan."

The expression on the元婴 was peculiar. The princess now had two souls with vastly different personalities—one hating this Lin boy to death, while the other showed obvious favor in her words.

At this moment, she didn't have much time or energy to deal with the princess's complex relationship with this mysterious youth.

"We are indeed Spirit Realm cultivators sent by our master to find the princess," Blood Spirit said, sounding somewhat resentful. If not for Neimei’s insistence on coming here, Taiwuzi and his soul fragment would never have met, leading to their current fate.

"What kind of treasure is it?" Lin Xuan was genuinely interested now. He knew Neimei's identity well—she was a person favored by everyone. Why risk so much just to come down to the mortal realm?

For a treasure?

While this explanation seemed reasonable, Lin Xuan detected something unusual.

If the treasure was truly extraordinary, why didn't her father send someone else? Sending his daughter on such a dangerous mission made no sense.

If the treasure wasn’t that valuable, why did Neimei insist so much?

These points were contradictory.

Unable to understand, Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled as the元婴's voice continued: "Only the princess herself knows what this treasure is. Neither of us know."

"Hmph," Lin Xuan showed disbelief and his expression turned cold: "At a time like this, do you still want to hide?"
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Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as a faint green glow enveloped his body, propelling him forward.

Since he already knew the identity of the cultivator ahead, there was no point in concealing his strength any longer. Princess Xin Yue’s power fell far short of that of Tiaomu, and she posed no real threat to him at all.

Moreover, after witnessing what had just transpired, she would likely be as wary as a bird with a broken wing now. This spoiled girl, who was always pampered, must have been utterly frightened by the setback she faced; there was no way she would dare seek trouble from him again.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt no qualms and sped up significantly. He soon vanished into the faint mist ahead.

At the same time, on the other side of the place,

On a large jade staircase, the steps were so wide that one couldn't see where they ended; they stretched all the way to the peak of Penglai Mountain. Thunderous explosions echoed through the air. If someone passed by here, they would be left in awe, for the staircase was occupied by several dozen demons and ghosts.

Their appearances varied greatly, each one looking extremely fierce. The creatures from the阴司界 were even more bizarre than ancient fiends; zombies and yin souls were relatively normal.

The most prominent among them was a towering skeleton, standing at over ten zhang (about 30 feet), exuding an oppressive aura that made one feel suffocated.

From its rank, this seemed to be a peak元婴期 monster, but for some reason, it felt much more formidable than ordinary cultivators of the same level.

Its attack method was also peculiar; unlike most cultivators who would release their long-cultivated treasures and control them with divine consciousness, this creature resembled a sword-wielding martial artist from the secular world. Its height alone was over ten zhang, and its sword appeared to be even longer than it.

The blade had been refined from bones, and the edge was black, indicating that it contained剧毒. Each slash emitted an eerie wail of ghostly cries. The momentum behind each strike was formidable; if a mountain hundreds of zhang high were in front of him, he would surely split it in two.

However, when this intense attack met the thick white mist ahead, it had no effect at all, as if a stone had been thrown into deep water without creating any ripples.

Beside this giant skeleton was a humanoid monster with dry skin and exposed black fangs—another 僵尸魔!

At peak元婴期, its presence felt even more formidable than ordinary cultivators.

Its weapon was also unique; it held two iron chains in each hand. With a flick of the wrist, the chains seemed to transform into magical whips, creating countless illusory images that resembled serpents, striking the white mist with great force.

Unfortunately, this too showed no effect.

Other creatures from the阴司界 were not idle either. A fiery figure turned out to be a burning flame, its shape shifting to reveal human features and limbs. A harsh, discordant roar echoed in his ears as his right hand suddenly swelled to three times its normal size, lifting an enormous fist and smashing it into the black mist before him.

Not far away, another stone giant was also making efforts. Counting roughly, there were twenty-three monsters from the阴司界 on the staircase. However, two of them did not attack; instead, they kept a vigilant eye on their surroundings.

"Brother Wu, how much longer do you think it will take to break this禁制? We've been delayed here for too long. Perhaps we should work together," said a man in his forties, dressed in imperial attire and exuding an extraordinary aura. However, he now looked visibly anxious.

"We cannot rush, friend. Here, we must maintain ample magical power; otherwise, not only will we fail to retrieve the treasure, but we might even end up dead at someone else's hands," said a robed elder with a calm voice, showing no surprise or alarm.

"Hmph, you're right, but we can't afford to delay any longer. If those two catch up behind us, things could get tricky," muttered Iron King Zhou.

"This is indeed a troublesome situation," the robed elder nodded in agreement: "If it were other cultivators, we could simply team up and eliminate them, but these two are on our level..."

"Hmph, that's not all. The techniques they possess must be unique; otherwise, they wouldn't have been able to follow us silently for so long," Iron King Zhou sighed, revealing a hint of fear in his voice.

"True, it is indeed due to divine assistance. Who would have thought that we passed through the area without incident while those two triggered the禁制? Otherwise, we might not even know about the presence of two late-stage离合期 cultivators," said the robed elder, stroking his beard and showing a lingering sense of unease.

"At the moment they were trapped by the禁制, I could see one of them was an ancient fiend, likely from the upper realm..."

"There's nothing strange about that. The treasures on Penglai Mountain are invaluable; not just the Spirit Realm but even the阴司界 covets them. Ancient fiends have long coveted these treasures and would seize any opportunity to muddy the waters," said the robed elder dismissively.

"No, Brother Wu, you misunderstood my meaning. I meant that if an ancient fiend came from the upper realm, it might be due to some extraordinary techniques; but why would a human cultivator be involved with him? Human cultivators and demons are usually at odds, so is there something hidden between them?" Iron King Zhou pondered aloud, showing concern on his face.

"I don't know, but there's nothing strange about that. In this world, there are no eternal enemies; only eternal interests. Ancient fiends and cultivators might be able to cooperate, but their formidable strength requires us to be cautious."

The two continued chatting with worried expressions, while the other ghostly creatures ignored them, continuing their relentless attacks on the white mist.

Fortunately, there were no late-stage cultivators here. The lowest-ranked among them was a peak元婴期 monster, and twenty-one of them together made for formidable strength.

An隆隆's voice echoed in his ears as he continued his journey.

Meanwhile, several million miles away,

The same jade staircase appeared, surrounded by the same scenery. However, on this staircase, there were six massive copper columns, each over a hundred zhang high, arranged in a circular pattern. Countless beams of light emanated from these columns, forming a luminous screen that encompassed an area several miles wide.
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In the light screen, two figures were trapped.

On the left was a figure towering seven zhang tall with a green face and sharp teeth, covered from head to toe in thick scales. He looked terrifying, and it was no surprise that he was an ancient demon.

To his right stood a middle-aged cultivator around forty years old, with long, gracefully styled hair. Looking at the light screen before him, Wang Tinglou's frown deepened.

"Hmph, I never expected this place to have the Six-Syllable Spell to Subdue Demons from the Buddhist Sect. No wonder those spirits and ghosts didn't trigger any restrictions when they passed by; it was only after we got close that we were trapped here. According to what I know, this spell is specifically targeted at demons, so I guess I'm just a fish caught in someone else's net."

"Friend, you have extensive knowledge indeed, but there’s no need for complaint. Although the Six-Syllable Spell to Subdue Demons isn't trivial, it’s nothing that can confine me. Besides, with your help, we should be able to break this restriction without much effort," said the ancient demon with a flicker of sharpness in his eyes.

"True enough, an ordinary array wouldn’t be able to contain us, but this incident has exposed our whereabouts, making it difficult for us to track those spirits and ghosts again," Wang Tinglou replied calmly. His dissatisfaction was evident in his voice.

"But what’s the harm? Are you regretting teaming up with me? The exposure of our trail isn’t my fault; who would have expected a Six-Syllable Spell specifically targeting our holy race here? I made a mistake, but it's inevitable that our whereabouts will be exposed. Even if they discover our trail, what’s the big deal? We’ll lose the element of surprise at most, and we still need to fight for the treasure anyway. What do you have to fear with us working together?" said the ancient demon.

"Hmph, your words are overblown. The opponent has dozens of people, and I’m sure the two leading them are likely late-stage Separation Realm cultivators," Wang Tinglou replied coldly.

"What’s the meaning behind these words? Are you probing me or scared? Late-stage Separation Realm is nothing; although I am confined by the laws of this world and only at an early stage, I’ve been open about my status as a demon progenitor in the upper realms. My realm isn’t the sole determinant of power, and the mystical techniques I know are far beyond your imagination. In a real fight, I won't be outmatched by late-stage Separation Realm cultivators..."

The ancient demon paused for a moment, then turned his huge head to Wang Tinglou: "Besides, you needn’t belittle yourself, Tinglou. My reputation is known; as the top expert in the Twelve States of Heaven and Earth, your fame has reached even here. With such a long-standing reputation, I doubt ordinary late-stage cultivators can compare. We working together don't need to fear two mere spirits."

"Moreover, having so many opponents is laughable. Incorporeal Realm existences are nothing but ants to us; those two big spirits by my side are merely cannon fodder for testing the restrictions. In a real fight, what use would they have?"

"Your words may be somewhat forced, but there’s logic in them," Wang Tinglou said with a changing expression, sighing at last.

"So, you should remove any reservations and fully assist me. As long as you help me obtain the treasure, my promise will not be broken. Once we reach the Holy Realm, I’ll infuse you with demon energy to ensure your safe cultivation up to the Profound Abyss stage; if lucky, evenpromotion cultivation stage might be possible," said the ancient demon, his voice full of temptation.

"Alright!"

Wang Tinglou seemed swayed by the ancient demon's offer and nodded excitedly. However, this was just an act. Wang Tinglou was merely playing along with the ancient demon; as a non-human, he had different intentions.

The ancient demon didn't know this, his eyes flashing with cunning: "We shouldn’t waste time; let’s get started."

Before his words were finished, he shook and released countless dark demonic energies that coalesced into a massive fist. He slammed it against the light screen, creating a thunderous sound far louder than a bolt of lightning.

Wang Tinglou sighed as he waved his sleeves, releasing an orange-colored immortal sword.

A myriad of rays of light shone from the sword, indicating its ancient and extraordinary nature. It fell fiercely towards the front.

Though neither gave their full effort, their powers were formidable. Working together, they would surely break the Six-Syllable Spell to Subdue Demons in no time.

Despite appearing calm on the surface, Wang Tinglou was constantly communicating with Ninglong True Man inside his mind.

"What kind of treasure is hidden atop Penglai Mountain that you and the ancient demon, as well as those spirits from the Netherworld, all desire?" Even though he had reached the Separation Realm, Wang Tinglou couldn't hide his curiosity.

"Divine secrets cannot be revealed."

Ninglong True Man leaned on his hand, his soul lying in Wang Tinglou's dantian, seemingly wanting to take a nap.

Wang Tinglou was left speechless and bewildered; he had seen many things but never such an impudent person.

"Refuse to talk? With so many people coveting the treasure, I don’t know if I can snatch it, but even if I do, why would I give it away when it’s so precious? You didn’t contribute anything. Even in the Spirit Realm, you’re just a powerless soul form; what can you do?" Wang Tinglou said coldly.

"Hmm, no problem. I trust you," Ninglong True Man replied nonchalantly, leaving Wang Tinglou speechless again.

"Trust me; your vague promises have little credibility, and even if they are true, they pale in comparison to this treasure."

"Why do you insist on making me talk? We’ve known each other for so long; you’re a man of honor who wouldn’t easily break his word..." Ninglong True Man sighed.

"You flatter me in vain. A cultivator rises early only for gain," Wang Tinglou said, trying both persuasion and coercion.

Ninglong True Man remained unperturbed, his expression confident: "Tinglou, you don't need to waste your efforts; I can tell you what the treasure is, but I won’t say anything. It’s obvious that it will make you anxious. As for swallowing the treasure, hmpf, my strategy is flawless. This treasure is indeed invaluable, beyond estimation of value. Both me and the ancient demon would find great use in it, but not necessarily for you..."

"Since it's useless to me, I’ll naturally give it to you."

Wang Tinglou’s expression became even more bewildered after hearing this.

With his deep understanding, he could easily distinguish between truth and falsehood. But what kind of treasure were these two upper realm existences desperately seeking but had no use for?
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At the same time, several million miles away on the other side.

Lin Xuan looked at the scenery before him and furrowed his brows deeply. He had been following the direction New Moon had fled in, but he hadn't encountered any restrictions along the way until about half an hour ago when a few forks appeared.

He didn't know which fork New Moon had taken.

As he got closer to the mountain peak, his divine sense began to be inexplicably suppressed.

Lin Xuan had experienced this before, but it was clearly different from ordinary restrictions on divine senses. His divine sense wasn't suddenly weakened; instead, with each step towards the mountain peak, it became a little weaker.

Now, he could only sense within a hundred miles. New Moon must have already run ahead.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan chose the middle path.

But now, he found himself in an awkward situation. There was no more road before him; instead, a sheer cliff of ten thousand feet appeared, deep and bottomless.

Originally, cultivators could fly through clouds, but this cliff wasn't worth mentioning.

However, even with his current cultivation level, Lin Xuan couldn’t use the Wind Control Technique here. His divine sense was further weakened here, though he could still clearly sense that the cliff was several miles long.

Unable to fly, naturally, he couldn't pass through from here.

Lin Xuan's face turned gloomy. A white light flashed, and Moon appeared before him. But the little girl also couldn’t float in the sky; the restrictions on this area were much stronger than usual.

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment but didn’t come up with any good ideas either.

"Maybe we should retreat from here. There are still some forks ahead. Maybe that will work…" Lin Xuan shook his head, not planning to follow Moon’s suggestion. It seemed like it could solve the current problem, but the time spent going back and forth would be too much.

Besides, this path was blocked by a natural barrier; who knew what other dangers might lie in the other paths?

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, Moon reluctantly agreed that there was some logic to his suggestion. "But if we don't do it, we can’t pass through here either."

"Perhaps not." Lin Xuan believed that any problem could be solved with a good idea.

The cliff was deep and bottomless, clearly naturally formed rather than the work of ancient cultivators. Compared to the vastness of Penglai Mountain, this was just an unremarkable gap.

The restrictions on flying were intentionally placed by humans. However, this meant that even ancient cultivators couldn't pass through.

Right, ancient cultivators!

A thought flashed in Lin Xuan's mind as he suddenly wore a strange expression. He really was wise for most of his life but foolish at times.

He unbuttoned his robe and a green jade cylinder flew out.

He had once obtained the map of Penglai Mountain; how could he have forgotten this treasure?

Lin Xuan held the jade cylinder in his hand, slowly sinking his divine sense into it.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head and began to search around him.

Although he couldn't use Wind Control Technique here, he still used Lightness Technique, moving swiftly. After about an hour, he finally found what he was looking for—a large stone that looked about seven or eight feet high. It was massive, its weight impossible to estimate.

But such stones were common on Penglai Mountain and wouldn’t draw much attention.

If it had been any other time, Lin Xuan wouldn't have paid much attention, but with the map as a guide, things were different now.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, scanning the stone with his divine sense. Here, his divine sense was only slightly suppressed; he could still use it.

"Sure enough."

Soon, a relieved look appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He flicked his fingers, and a sword of light materialized.

After a brief flash, it struck the large stone fiercely.

To ordinary people, this stone would be incredibly hard, but to cultivators, it was insignificant.

Debris fell like rain.

Then, a small teleportation array appeared in front of him.

"Ah, this is our way out." Moon's eyes widened in surprise, followed by an expression of joy.

Lin Xuan felt the same relief after going through so much trouble to find a way across the natural barrier ahead.

This was a short-range teleportation array, functioning like a bridge.

With his knowledge of arrays, Lin Xuan could tell that it was intact. He took out two crystal stones from his waist and embedded them into the four corners of the array.

Without saying anything else, he stepped onto the platform and cast a spell.

A white light enveloped him as he vanished without a trace.

Since this was teleportation, some strain would be placed on his body, with the severity proportional to the distance.

With Lin Xuan's current cultivation level, such short-range teleportation had negligible effects.

As soon as the teleportation completed, Lin Xuan immediately cast out his treasure, not wanting anything stolen from him.

Fortunately, it was unnecessary.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief but remained vigilant, looking around and assessing his surroundings.

What he saw made even his broad experience take a sharp intake of breath.

A magnificent stone staircase.

He was standing on one of the stone steps now.

The step was incredibly wide; it seemed to go down endlessly, extending all the way to the mountain peak.

No one could tell how many steps there were.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan frowned as he heard a faint cracking sound. However, the distance made it hard for him to sense clearly due to the restrictions on his divine sense here.

"Someone must have gone up before me."

Lin Xuan's face turned half worried and half relieved.

Having someone in front of him would naturally reduce the trouble, but it also meant that obtaining the treasure would be much harder.

Originally, Lin Xuan had come to the Netherworld Gate to find an ancient teleportation array to bypass the heavenly tribulation and directly ascend to the Spirit Realm.

But he had to climb up the mountain peak in search of Fairy Ruyan.

Although this wasn't his initial goal, since he was here, if there were any good treasures, Lin Xuan wouldn't want to miss them.

However, someone else seemed to be moving even faster than him.

Lin Xuan's face turned gloomy. After a moment, he sighed, feeling that perhaps he had been too eager. Even if he didn’t get the treasure, it wasn’t worth being so upset.

He would just have to take things as they came and hope his sister was safe.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan was about to use Lightness Technique to climb up when suddenly, his face changed as he turned around.

The teleportation array behind him lit up again.

It was impossible for someone to follow him from behind.

Could this teleportation array be one-to-many instead of one-to-one? Could people arrive here from several different paths?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced but he didn’t have the heart to delve deeper. He unbuttoned his robe and fiercely slashed at the teleportation array with a sword.
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Although he still harbored some doubts, Lin Xuan was not going to let this opportunity slip away. The fewer cultivators who came up the mountain, the higher his chances of obtaining treasures.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan had no qualms about destroying the teleportation array before him.

However, what followed next made his brows furrow tightly.

The five-element attack indeed struck the teleportation array without any hindrance. A dull sound entered his ears, but it seemed to have been completely ineffective.

"Impossible!"

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. He knew his own strength well; even though he hadn't had time to summon a treasure, having advanced to the Separation Realm meant that this five-element attack's power would not be inferior to that of an advanced Core Formation cultivator using their命魂宝物.

Not just a small teleportation array, but even a smaller mountain could have been easily split in two. Yet, no scratch appeared on its surface. This item’s hardness far surpassed what ordinary cultivators considered to be top-grade ancient treasures.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly. Despite his vast experience, he couldn't immediately identify the object before him.

A white light shone brightly as a vague figure appeared in his vision. The teleportation was complete.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment but did not attack; instead, he retracted his hand into his sleeve.

He didn’t know the identity of this visitor and felt no need to provoke unnecessary enemies.

With only a slight vigilance, Lin Xuan could handle any threat from someone who had yet to reach Separation Realm.

The whistling sound gradually ceased as did the light around it. A familiar figure entered his view.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise; even with his composure, he never expected to meet this person here.

The unexpected guest appeared to be about twenty years old, with lips like painted vermilion and a face like jade, strikingly handsome though his clothes were torn, making him look somewhat disheveled.

Before him floated a shield the size of a palm. A layer of dark black light emanated from it.

This was a top-grade defensive treasure. The person's temperament seemed similar to his; he was very cautious about everything.

Tian Xiaodu!

How could this be here?

And had he also advanced to Separation Realm?

Lin Xuan's face showed disbelief. He remembered the last time they met, in the Cloud Ridge Mountains, when Tian Xiaodu was only at the early Core Formation stage—lower than him by one level.

In just two hundred years, his own advancement to Separation Realm was due to countless coincidences and boundless good fortune. With no precedent or future hope, he had managed to advance with the help of the Blue Star Sea.

How could Tian Xiaodu possibly do so?

Lin Xuan's face showed astonishment as Tian Xiaodu opened his mouth wide in disbelief.

Wasn't I right!

His thoughts were similar; he too didn’t believe that Lin Xuan had advanced to Separation Realm. In two hundred years, advancing from early Core Formation to mid-Core Formation was already a feat of unparalleled speed for Tian Xiaodu.

This achievement was due to an extraordinary encounter in the Heavenly Region, where he narrowly survived and gained immense benefits. However, this process could not be replicated; what did Lin Xuan have that he lacked?

Tian Xiaodu felt his mouth turn bitter. Since their first meeting in the Yinzhou region, this秣姓 always outshone him in terms of cultivation techniques and treasures. No matter how hard he tried to catch up, it was always a step behind.

Thinking back on the days when he had to navigate Lin Xuan's shadow, it seemed like an endless night. But now, after advancing to Separation Realm, he finally became one of the top cultivators in the human realm.

Tian Xiaodu felt elated; he quickly recovered from his gloom. Taking a deep breath and putting on a sincere smile: "Brother, we meet again. I never expected to encounter you here, it's truly a great joy."

Lin Xuan’s expression was equally fluctuating. Honestly speaking, Tian Xiaodu’s rapid advancement to Separation Realm left him greatly surprised.

Few opponents had caught Lin Xuan’s attention, and this person would definitely be at the top of that list.

"Master, or perhaps we should team up and eliminate this guy," Moon's soft voice entered his ears, naturally through their mental connection.

"No."

Lin Xuan quietly shook his head. He wasn’t being soft-hearted; it was just that he had no confidence in victory.

Tian Xiaodu’s abilities were familiar to Lin Xuan—the tricolor mystic ice fire was truly formidable, and the other techniques were impressive as well. Most importantly, such a swift advancement to Separation Realm indicated he must have encountered some extraordinary luck. Beyond realm elevation, who knew what powerful hidden tricks he might possess.

Although Lin Xuan believed in his own combat skills, he wouldn’t fear anything alone, but winning or losing would be different from life and death. Even with Moon’s help, eliminating him was not an easy task.

Moreover, if they tried to escape, even if successful, the opponent might still have some desperate tricks up their sleeve that could severely injure Lin Xuan.

Killing Tian Xiaodu wouldn’t necessarily bring any benefits; being injured would significantly impact his journey.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan wasn't a fool. Turning down this opportunity was better than damaging himself. Besides, there had been no significant conflicts between them; though they often feigned enmity, they never actually fought. Instead, due to coincidental opportunities, they had cooperated several times.

The hostility likely stemmed more from mutual caution.

If Tian Xiaodu’s strength were far inferior and he was only at the Core Formation stage, Lin Xuan wouldn’t mind sending this "close friend" on his way.

But now, trying to kill him would be too costly. Pretending enmity seemed better for now.

These thoughts flashed through his mind as a smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s face, filled with genuine joy: "It's you, my dear brother! I'm so happy to meet you here."
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"Me too. Congratulations, Big Brother, on reaching the Separation Realm." Lin Xuan's face was filled with sincerity.

"Of course, of course," said Little Sword Tian modestly. "It was just a bit of luck."

In terms of being circumspect and diplomatic, Mo Xuan naturally did not fall behind Little Sword Tian.

"I never expected it either. Two hundred years is rare, but you've managed to enter the Separation Realm at such speed; I doubt there will be anyone before or after you," said Little Sword Tian with a smile.

"Ha ha, Big Brother, don't mock me. I was just lucky." Little Sword Tian spoke nonsense, yet his face was filled with sincerity.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not reveal the truth. To maintain friendly relations, they needed to have some mutual understanding. Although he scoffed at their supposed luck in his heart, he showed deep belief on his face.

It seemed that they could only progress so quickly due to sheer luck. If other cultivators encountered them here, it would be a different story. Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as the aura of the beast realm surged skyward and the oppressive pressure almost suffocated him.

"Beast Realm!" And not just any ordinary one, but someone at the late Separation Realm!

Though there were many experts in the Netherworld Gate, only One Thousand Serpent King met their criteria.

After managing to shake him off, he unexpectedly encountered this old monster again here. Mo Xuan's expression was extremely ugly; his luck seemed too bad.

Little Sword Tian's reaction was no better. He had witnessed the terrifying prohibition firsthand, and now this opponent had escaped so quickly. Wasn't it ridiculous? This was too persistent!

Both of them cursed in their hearts but remained observant. They noticed each other's expressions.

Perhaps they also had a grudge against this old monster?

This made him feel more at ease. Regardless of how circumspect and diplomatic they were together, he still admired Little Sword Tian greatly.

Or rather, they understood each other. Knowing his abilities far surpassed those of ordinary cultivators, if they could team up, they wouldn't be afraid of One Thousand Serpent King anymore.

Enough is enough; this old beast was too overbearing. Although a man can endure humiliation and bend, repeatedly bullying him was unbearable.

Mo Xuan and Little Sword Tian turned their heads slightly without saying anything, immediately reaching an understanding to team up.

The process seemed complicated but only took a moment. Both were decisive and ruthless; once they decided to act, there would be no hesitation.

Mo Xuan flicked his sleeves, and a longsword named 'Five Elements' flew out.

Of course, it was the Heaven-piercing Treasure.

Now was not the time to hide their strength. Facing an old monster at late Separation Realm, they needed to unleash their strongest attacks.

Otherwise, ordinary treasures would be useless.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had more than one hidden ace up his sleeve; exposing 'Five Elements' wouldn't matter much.

He grasped the sword, and a dazzling silver light flashed. His entire lower right arm was covered in silvery scales.

Meanwhile, Little Sword Tian wasn't idle either. He patted his waist, and a spiritual light shot out to hover before him.

It resembled an ornate hair comb.

Unlike ordinary treasures, the surface of this comb radiated with spiritual energy, and countless intricate runes spiraled around it.

A terrifying spiritual pressure surged skyward.

Mo Xuan's eyes widened. Although this imitation treasure was inferior to his 'Five Elements', it far surpassed other top-grade treasures in the world.

This feeling, this pressure... it wasn't as powerful as the Heaven-piercing Treasure but had a similar aura. Could this be a legendary imitation treasure?

Mo Xuan was almost certain of his guess and looked up to Little Sword Tian with even more respect.

According to what he knew, even the five major forces in Cloud Province couldn't match this treasure.

Not turning their enmity into hatred was undoubtedly the right choice; this kid shouldn't be treated as an ordinary cultivator.

Mo Xuan's actions did not slow down. He took a deep breath and poured all his essence energy into the Heaven-piercing Treasure, along with heavenly essence energy.

Regardless of where Little Sword Tian got his treasure from, they were now on the same side. Having an imitation treasure was beneficial to him.

Silently, a magnificent five-element light rose up and gathered in the center, transforming into a kirin with a dragon's head and horse's body, wings, and silver scales that shimmered like glass.

This was one of the divine beasts in the spiritual realm. Alongside Phoenix, it was renowned for its power after entering the Separation Realm.

The kirin opened its blood-red mouth and charged at the opponent with godly might.

Little Sword Tian spat out a mouthful of essence energy towards the hair comb. This imitation treasure came from the granddaughter of the Nine-headed Ancestor, Fairy Dizi.

She originally wanted to use Little Sword Tian as a cauldron but ended up dying in his hands. The imitation spiritual treasure borrowed from her ancestor became part of their spoils.

Unlike genuine treasures, imitation treasures could be used without mastering the Treasure Formula.

Although genuine treasures were formidable, Mo Xuan's cultivation was only at the third layer of the Treasure Formula, unable to unleash its full power. Besides, his 'Five Elements' was a defective product.

While imitations fell short of the original, they could still exert their full power in the late Separation Realm.

The gap between them would widen as Mo Xuan's strength increased. But for now, Little Sword Tian's hair comb seemed no less powerful than 'Five Elements'.

After absorbing a mouthful of true essence energy from Little Sword Tian,

A red light suddenly shone on the surface of the hair comb. Nearby golden essence energy flowed into it like a flood.

In just an instant, a golden sun appeared in their line of sight.

Blindingly bright, it seemed to make one's eyes strain.

Then, sharp rays of gold shot out from the sun, like a storm, striking the figure inside the transmission array.

This scene resembled the Flying Needle Treasure, but its power was incomparable. All that could be seen were golden threads, contrasting beautifully with the silver kirin.

Mo Xuan and Little Sword Tian hadn't spoken in two hundred years, but their teamwork showed remarkable默契.

After all, they had experienced countless life-and-death battles to reach this point.

The light emitted a roar of shock and anger.

One Thousand Serpent King had finally broken the prohibition after much effort. But he couldn't find Little Sword Tian's slick figure anywhere; his mood was extremely bad.

Having roamed through the Twelve Provinces for countless years, he had never faced an opponent except for Waning Tower. Even late Separation Realm beings were once killed by him, not just one but many. This time, being toyed with by two late Separation Realm youngsters was infuriating.

But since Little Sword Tian's figure vanished, his anger was useless; he could only continue climbing the mountain. The primary goal of this expedition was still to find treasures.

After all these years in the human world, he knew how to prioritize.

Lacking a path, he struggled for many days before arriving at a transmission array. But just as he completed the transfer, such terrifying attacks appeared.
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Treasure!

The face of the Ten Thousand Serpent King turned extremely unpleasant.

As a late-stage Separation and Union cultivator, how could he fail to recognize the treasure before his eyes?

And there wasn't just one.

With two treasures working together, even he wouldn't dare underestimate them; this was an attack that threatened his life.

Roar!

A loud and angry cry echoed.

By now, it was too late to dodge. He didn’t even have time to summon a treasure from his body to defend himself.

But this old fellow had been纵横 the mortal world for tens of thousands of years, so his reputation wasn't just talk. Despite being in an extremely dangerous situation, he showed no signs of fear.

A long and leisurely howl entered his ears, followed by a burst of demonic aura from the teleportation array.

The black aura was like ink, then a vortex suddenly appeared before the teleportation array.

That vortex seemed bottomless, clearly formed from condensed demonic energy.

Behind the vortex, a monstrous figure with a body over twenty meters long came into view.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King had actually revealed his true demonic form.

Opening its mouth wide, it spat out huge clouds of demonic energy.

The vortex grew even deeper.

A strange and eerie sound entered his ears as an immense suction force erupted from the center of the vortex, drawing everything within a few miles into it.

Trees, rocks, even jade steps were uprooted and swallowed by the vortex.

At the same time, several miles away,

Similar jade steps appeared.

Wang Tinglou and the Demon Sovereign stood with their hands behind their backs, surrounded by countless evil spirits—or should they be called yin soldiers? They looked somewhat similar to earthly armies.

Soldiers in full armor, but their expressions were extremely dazed.

Their numbers were terrifying—hundreds of thousands strong.

They filled the area around the jade steps densely, forming a camp stretching for nearly a hundred miles.

Yin soldiers were actually puppets created from souls refined into monsters.

However, this method was not something the Netherworld possessed; it was rare in the mortal world to collect so many souls. It wasn’t easy to gather such a large number of souls.

Some Immortal Daoists liked to create zombies, like copper corpses or iron corpses. The yin soldiers had similar functions—individuals were weak, but their sheer numbers could be used for attrition tactics, wearing down the enemy until they gave up.

The strength of these yin soldiers was related to the quality of the souls used in their creation.

Ordinary living souls only equated to Flexible Spirit Period cultivators.

Only by using a cultivator's soul or adding some special materials from the Netherworld could higher-grade yin soldiers be created.

Those before him were merely low-level beings, but their numbers were truly alarming.

The ancient demon’s face showed a trace of mockery.

Speaking of those powerful demons and ghosts in front, they had indeed gone to great lengths. The禁空禁制 here was incredibly strong; even they couldn’t leave the ground for three feet or they would have flown over. The yin soldiers could only watch helplessly. But even without using their wind control techniques, could a few Flexible Spirit Period beings really stop him?

Too naive!

The ancient demon raised his head and a monstrous laugh echoed in his voice. Then he extended a demonic claw, the surrounding heavenly energy turning murky as it began to transform into deep demonic aura.

Wang Tinglou’s pupils constricted; such control over power was beyond even him. This guy was indeed a fragment of an upper realm Demon Sovereign.

Roar!

Countless black light balls flew towards the front. These were凝聚 from demonic energy, and the thunderous explosions filled his ears. In just a few breaths, a large area in front had been cleared.

The yin soldiers hadn’t even had time to take effect; thousands of them had already died.

This was equivalent to hundreds of thousands of Flexible Spirit Period cultivators. The ancient demon’s power was evident.

Above the jade steps, a group of demons and ghosts were also advancing quickly using their lightness techniques.

Suddenly, that guy in imperial attire stopped moving.

"What's wrong?" asked the old man in green robes with a frown.

Their spiritual awareness here was severely suppressed.

King Ironzhou flipped his left hand, revealing a circular treasure in his palm.

This object had an unusual appearance; it seemed like a miniature map of some kind.

Suddenly, a few points appeared.

These were array diagrams—magic treasures that could control yin soldiers.

"Their troops have already met mine."

King Ironzhou said as he raised his left hand slightly. Black light flashed, and the missing points reappeared.

"I brought nine hundred thousand soldiers this time, but these low-level beings are of no use to Separation and Union cultivators. It looks like they can only hold them back for two hours at most. We need to speed up."

The demonic aura was overwhelming, but seeing the yin soldiers being massacred, the ancient demon’s expression turned slightly unpleasant.

"I underestimated him; he brought so many yin soldiers. Fellow Daoist Wang Tinglou, you might have to join in," said the ancient demon with a frown.

These low-level beings posed no threat, but their sheer numbers made it impossible to kill them all. They could still serve as a delaying tactic.

In the Netherworld, countless souls were born; he didn’t know how many such ghostly creatures he had created. If they delayed too long, the other side would reach the top of the mountain first.

"Hmm."

Wang Tinglou nodded slightly. Even without the ancient demon’s words, he would have acted anyway. Although Immortal Dragon Zhenren was truly despicable and deliberately teased him, he was genuinely curious about the treasure on the mountain and wouldn’t let it be taken by Netherworld beings for nothing.

He raised his right hand, ready to cast a secret technique when suddenly he sensed something and turned his head around.

"Fellow Daoist, what's wrong?" asked the ancient demon in surprise.

"Nothing. There’s someone fighting below; it seems like… an old friend."

Wang Tinglou emphasized his words, but the ancient demon didn’t take much notice. He was a powerful existence from the upper realms, even if his fragment had weakened significantly, his arrogance remained unchanged.

"Is it a Separation and Union cultivator? Hmph, nothing to worry about. With us working together, we can handle this in this Purgatory Gate. Just be careful; that treasure won’t fly far. Fellow Daoist, don’t hesitate—eliminating these yin soldiers is the priority."

Wang Tinglou nodded and began casting large-scale attack spells. He and Immortal Thousand had always been playing along, so they wouldn’t explain in detail.

The fluctuations were definitely from the Ten Thousand Serpent King. It wasn’t strange that he came here; what did he encounter that made him use his "Black Hole" technique…

After all, "Black Hole" was a spatial power. A few hundred years ago, he had faced it once and barely survived. Thinking about it now, he still felt some lingering fear.
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Facing the eerie vortex before him, Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaowu couldn't help but pale.

This thing bore a striking resemblance to the spatial maelstroms of legend.

Of course, its power was incomparable. But at least they shared the same nature: both could devour all things.

However, neither had room for maneuver now.

Lin Xuan roared and poured his magical energy into the Five Miles of Vastness talisman. Tian Xiaowu's performance was similar; there was no time to hide their true strength.

Silver light flashed as the qilin’s size suddenly increased by a circle, crashing into the vortex with force.

Swoosh swoosh sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears as the Jade Comb Treasure also didn't hold back. The golden threads swirled like a tempest and pierced into the vortex.

For a moment, silver and gold colors reflected against the deep blackness of the vortex, its suction suddenly stopping. The air around them seemed to freeze.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he vaguely sensed that his opponent was using spatial magic techniques. The power was terrifying; it had withstood their combined attack.

Knowing they weren't using ordinary treasures, these late-stage Separation Realm experts truly did have hidden skills.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King wasn’t faring well either.

In truth, at his level of cultivation, he was far from mastering such powerful spatial techniques. However, unlike humans, the demon race possessed various innate talents due to their bloodline inheritance.

This was the effect of the Bloodline Inheritance.

The reason why the Ten Thousand Serpent King had reached late-stage Separation Realm was not only through hard work and good fortune; he also carried a trace of the divine beast嘲风’s bloodline, though extremely thin—just one strand.

But it was still enviable.

Cowardwind wasn’t just any demon; it was one of the nine sons of the true dragon, ranked third.

Legend had it that it excelled in spatial laws. If Cowardwind had used this technique, its power would have been unimaginable. The Ten Thousand Serpent King’s attempt seemed more like a failed imitation.

But despite their联手effort, they still managed to withstand his attack for just a few breaths. For the two humans and one demon, it felt like centuries.

Then, the sound of fabric tearing filled their ears as countless tiny cracks appeared around the vortex's edge.

Initially small, these cracks rapidly expanded like spider webs.

Dark light began to contract sharply before the entire vortex collapsed.

However, Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaowu were not entirely satisfied. While his spatial technique was broken, their attacks had also been weakened to the point of ineffectiveness.

The qilin turned into a faint shadow, with only a few dozen golden threads remaining…

Roar!

Tiredness marred the Ten Thousand Serpent King’s face as he opened his blood-red maw and expelled a heavy demonic aura, consuming their final attack.

Their joint ambush had failed to achieve even a fraction of success. The Ten Thousand Serpent King wasn’t injured at all.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he flipped his hand, and the Five Miles of Vastness talisman slipped into his sleeve.

While the All-Heavenly Treasure was powerful, its use came with many constraints.

Injecting magical energy alone took a breath’s worth of time—a moment for mortals but enough to complete hundreds of attacks in an expert's eyes.

Thus, seeing no effect from their first strike, Lin Xuan naturally didn't intend to use the Five Miles of Vastness talisman any further.

With a wave of his hand, the Black Iron Dragon Armor Shield flew out and transformed into a dazzling light curtain before him.

Defend first, then attack. Against such ancient monsters, caution was always wise.

Lin Xuan then summoned the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

A look of worry appeared on his face; they were likely to have a tough fight ahead.

Tian Xiaowu was enveloped in black aura from afar, but even with his repressed divine sense, he could see clearly.

In front of him, a white bone shield circled and danced.

The Withering Heart Five Talisman had also been summoned.

But neither intended to attack; whoever acted first would face the monster's full counterattack, while the attacker would merely provide support, making it relatively easier for them.

Though they were working together, Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaowu weren't on the same side. They wouldn’t engage in such self-destructive behavior.

With a powerful demonic aura accompanying a roar that shook the earth, the two-meter-long dragon vanished, replaced by a monster with a human body and a serpent head. Its entire body was covered in pitch-black scales, with faint electric sparks flickering on them.

However, these sparks were black.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King’s eyes were bloodshot as well.

Stolen from the teleportation array, he naturally felt extremely frustrated. If not for his quick reaction and the Cowardwind bloodline, he would have been hit by the two treasures, even if he didn’t die, he would surely be severely injured.

His anger flared when he saw who had ambushed him.

It was those slippery fellows.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King’s demonic aura became uncontrollably fierce.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaowu wouldn't back down. Although they were unwilling to act first, their defensive stances mirrored each other.

In a high-level confrontation, failing to match in气势meant losing three out of ten already.

Both understood this truth as powerful magical pressure erupted from them. Despite still being at a disadvantage, the monster's demonic aura had little effect on them.

Gale-force winds swept over the area, leveling it just moments ago and now re-dug.

Three Separation Realm experts facing each other was no small matter. However, at that moment, the teleportation array’s light flickered again.

Lin Xuan frowned as he focused his attention on the Ten Thousand Serpent King while also dividing a portion of his focus to the side.

Who knew if they were friends or foes?

A glow appeared, and several figures suddenly materialized in his line of sight.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly regained composure.

Though many, these were merely some late-stage Core Formation Realm cultivators—three men and two women.

The three men dressed strangely: one a Taoist priest, another a ragged beggar, and the third a man in tattered clothes.

One of the women appeared to be no more than twenty years old, with a beautiful face but extremely dark skin.

Another woman was much older, with silver hair like frost and a stern expression.

Among them, the white-haired woman was the most powerful, at late-stage Core Formation Realm.

The other three were also formidable, all mid-stage Core Formation Realm cultivators.

Together, these five would not be underestimated anywhere; even the Five Great Forces of the Twelve States in Heavenly Cloud wouldn’t dare offend such level practitioners.

Moreover, their attire suggested they were independent cultivators—people who couldn't be provoked.
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In the cultivation world, low-rank scattered cultivators were indeed like small trees among the nine roots. However, once they successfully formed a spirit embryo, powerful factions often hesitated to provoke them.

There was no other reason for this. If an intermediate-stage spirit embryo scattered cultivator such as True Man Shenxing became their enemy, that person would have nothing to lose and could easily target the lower-rank disciples of the sect without regard for their status or identity. The damage from such actions could be immense.

Even if more intermediate-stage spirit embryo elders were dispatched to eliminate them, the outcome was often not worth it in the end.

Such incidents had occurred countless times throughout the long history of the cultivation world.

Thunder Swallow Sect!

Innumerable years ago, Thunder Swallow Sect was a formidable force in the cultivation world, comparable to families like Heavenly Distance Pavilion. However, during an expedition for treasures, they clashed with an intermediate-stage spirit embryo cultivator named True Man Shenxing.

The exact details were unclear, but it seemed that this True Man Shenxing had been deeply offended and took extreme measures to seek revenge on Thunder Swallow Sect. He wouldn't target the sect's spirit embryo elders; instead, he focused on their lower-rank disciples, not sparing even those at the Flexible Spirit stage.

Despite his other abilities being mediocre, he was exceptionally skilled in evasive maneuvers. It was easy for Thunder Swallow Sect to defeat him but challenging to capture or kill him. After decades of pursuit, they finally ambushed and killed True Man Shenxing. However, most of the sect's elders remained unharmed, while their lower-rank disciples were scattered.

For a sect, low-rank cultivators might seem insignificant, but they were crucial for its prosperity. Without new blood, even powerful sects would decline over time. More than a thousand years later, Thunder Swallow Sect had fallen to the status of an average third-rate sect.

Although this was a special case, it demonstrated that intermediate-stage spirit embryo cultivators should be avoided.

The five people before Lin Xuan were exceptional scattered cultivators. Together, they could venture anywhere in the world and had faced countless trials. Yet, at this moment, their expressions turned to shock as their faces paled.

Intermediate-stage cultivators! And there weren't just one or two; three such formidable figures appeared unexpectedly.

Unlike the others, upon seeing several intermediate-stage cultivators arrive by teleportation, Lin Xuan and his companions immediately retracted their mental senses. Such beings were no longer of concern to them.

A great battle was about to resume.

However, at this moment, something unexpected happened again. A loud rumble echoed through the air, causing the entire Penglai Mountain to tremble.

Lin Xuan raised his head; even with the suppression of his mental senses here, he could vaguely see a flash of firelight on the mountain peak.

Could… something have changed there?

Lin Xuan pondered this question. Xiao Wu's expression was similar. Having arrived at this place, who wouldn't want to obtain treasures? It would be regrettable to enter a treasure-filled mountain and leave empty-handed.

Wan Jiaoshou's face showed even more complex emotions as he looked up at the distant peak before turning back to the two young men in front of him, his expression constantly changing.

"Two youngsters, you are both at the Separation stage. What is our purpose for entering Penglai Mountain? Each of us has our own reasons. I don't want to fight to the death here and let others take the treasures," Wan Jiaoshou hesitated for a moment before unexpectedly speaking up.

"What do you mean, friend?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, asking without revealing his emotions.

"It's simple. There is no deep-seated enmity between us. Our conflicts were just matters of righteousness. If it weren't for this situation, I wouldn't mind fighting to the death with you. But now,"

"Are you suggesting we shake hands and make peace?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy. In his heart, he had similar thoughts. Fighting here would be meaningless; the only outcome would be two rivals losing to each other, allowing others to benefit.

"That is exactly what I mean, but you are only half right," Wan Jiaoshou's voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Half?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"Yes, not only will we shake hands and make peace, but we can also join forces. Knowing Penglai Mountain, there are countless experts at every step. Individually, none of us have a chance to snatch the treasures. But if we put aside our grudges and work together, the chances increase…,"

Wan Jiaoshou had more in mind. Nine thousand years ago, he had once passed through the Netherworld Gate, though not on Penglai Mountain.

He knew that humans, demons, and ghosts from the Netherworld would also come here. However, none of them had been encountered yet, suggesting they were probably ahead.

Ordinary Netherworld spirits weren't worth his attention, but if they were at his level—late Separation stage—he wouldn't be confident. Moreover, he knew that Wangting Tower would also arrive. Against such a figure alone, he was sure to lose.

With two more allies, the situation would change. Even though these two were only early Separation stage, their abilities were formidable.

"Shaking hands and turning enemies into friends, even joining forces is not just talk. But how will we divide the treasures once we obtain them?" Lin Xuan pondered aloud.

Xiao Wu remained silent but his eyes sparkled with intent, unsure of what he was thinking.

"Hmph, there's nothing to divide. Our agreement to join forces only applies before obtaining the treasure. Once it appears, each will take by their own means—no tricks," Wan Jiaoshou said with a twisted smile.

These two appeared no more than twenty years old but had likely lived for many centuries. Flattery was useless; being straightforward would be easier to reach an agreement.

"Taking by one's own means, good, we'll do it that way. Brother, what do you think?" Lin Xuan turned and asked Xiao Wu in the latter half of his sentence.

"Haha, little brother has no objections, only following the lead of the big brother," Xiao Wu's hearty voice echoed. This outcome was very satisfactory to him.

With no deep-seated grudges or benefits, who would be willing to fight to death here?

Seeing both agree, Wan Jiaoshou was overjoyed. He was a man who held grudges and was now merely compromising for the sake of treasures. Two early Separation stage cultivators, if their combined strength could be broken, he wouldn't fear killing them.

Of course, before that, using them would also be beneficial.

Wan Jiaoshou then turned to the several intermediate-stage cultivators: "Do you all wish to join us?"

"Thank the senior for your kindness; we naturally agree."

Intermediate-stage cultivators found it hard to breathe under Wan Jiaoshou's pressure and dared not refuse. Lin Xuan sighed slightly, knowing these few intermediate-stage cultivators would likely serve as cannon fodder.

Wan Jiaoshou then turned back to Lin Xuan: "Do you two also wish to join us?"

"Thank the senior for your kindness; we naturally agree," Xiao Wu said with a hearty laugh.

Without deep-seated grudges or benefits, who would be willing to fight to death here? Seeing both agree, Wan Jiaoshou was delighted. He was merely seeking temporary accommodation now, hoping to use them until he could find an opportunity to eliminate them. Of course, using them first wouldn't hurt either.
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However, Lin Xuan had no objections. The cultivation world was inherently harsh; the weak were prey to the strong, and that was perfectly normal. Even if the King of Ten Thousand Serpents didn't say anything, he would have done the same.

Thus, a temporary alliance was formed.

The group wasn’t small in number but each member harbored ulterior motives. The five Core Formation Period cultivators were the most unlucky; they silently cursed their fate, knowing all too well how dire their situation was.

Facing three late-stage Elders, they could only grit their teeth and accept it.

They should have known better than to seek treasures at the Netherworld Gate, but neither secular nor cultivation worlds offered any regrets.

The禁空禁制 here was terrifying, yet the lightness technique still wasn't restricted. Hence, the three moved with incredible speed. About a meal's time had passed.

Suddenly, the King of Ten Thousand Serpents slowed down and stopped. "What’s wrong? Fellow Daoist, did you find something amiss?"

Although Lin Xuan's divine sense far exceeded that of his peers, it was still slightly inferior to these late-stage monsters.

"Ah, there's an old acquaintance ahead."

The King of Ten Thousand Serpents' expression turned serious; he hadn't expected to run into the Pavilion of Hope here.

Though they didn’t have a deep-seated grudge, having crossed swords before, their relationship was far from harmonious. Now, on this narrow path...

The King of Ten Thousand Serpents felt uneasy but kept his face neutral: "Let’s go!"

No matter what, he couldn't abandon the treasures.

Meanwhile, the wide jade steps were surging with demonic energy, and the fluctuations in primordial energy were intense. The Pavilion of Hope and the ancient Huigu worked together, but the number of ghost soldiers far exceeded their expectations, giving a sense that they could never defeat them all.

"Hey?"

An unusual expression flashed across the Pavilion of Hope's eyes; the ancient demon’s reaction was similar.

"Somebody is coming."

Indeed, there were eight people, three of whom were at the Separation Stage. Pavilion of Hope, do you know any of them?

The ancient demon slowly spoke with a serious look on his face. The strength of this group couldn't be underestimated; it added more uncertainty to their search for treasures.

"King of Ten Thousand Serpents, the top expert in the beast race, at the Separation Stage late."

"Oh, how does your strength compare to mine?"

The ancient demon's eyes gleamed as he asked.

"About the same."

Pavilion of Hope remained calm. Of course, this was a lie, but their alliance was based on ulterior motives; neither would reveal the truth.

While they conversed, their hands were busy casting various spells with wide-ranging destructive effects. The ghost soldiers fell one after another, but these creatures, being monsters crafted through spells, knew no fear and continued to charge at them without hesitation.

This provided some hindrance for the two, though it posed no real threat.

Thus, King of Iron's goal was achieved.

Time passed quickly; since they already knew hiding wouldn't work, Lin Xuan’s group decided not to use any concealment techniques. After about a cup of tea, both sides met on this narrow path.

Lin Xuan’s pupils narrowed as he saw the Separation Stage cultivator beside him—apparently it was Huigu. The aura felt familiar but he couldn’t place where he had seen it before.

In the Twelve States of the Sky Clouds, there were few Core Formation Period cultivators; late-stage ones were even rarer, like phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

The identity of the other party was clear: Pavilion of Hope!

This legendary first expert of the Twelve States of the Sky Clouds didn’t seem as flamboyant as the King of Ten Thousand Serpents. Though he was now acting, his strength still seemed shrouded in a mist, making it hard to discern.

As for Huigu, although he was only at an early stage, something about him gave Lin Xuan a strong sense of danger—something not even encountered during the Soul Splitting.

Though Lin Xuan’s face remained calm, he began to secretly guard himself.

Was this Huigu anything more than just a low-level ancient demon? Could it be that his soul was split from a high-ranking existence in the Demon Realm?

If they had met at another time, all wanting the treasures on top of the mountain, a fight would have been inevitable.

But now, someone else had already taken the lead. Fighting here would be extremely foolish.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as the King of Ten Thousand Serpents roared in anger: "Pavilion of Hope, what is your intention? As a human cultivator, you’re teaming up with demons to seek treasures—do you want to ascend to the Demon Realm?"

"You wish," Pavilion of Hope responded coolly. His demeanor was impressive.

"Me!" The King of Ten Thousand Serpents was furious but dared not provoke him; it wasn’t the right time and attacking would only be self-destructive.

"We all came here for treasures—human, beast, or our Holy Clan. What past grievances matter? If I’m not mistaken, the demons and ghosts from the Netherworld have already reached the top of the mountain. Fellow Daoist, if you want a share of the treasure, team up with us to eliminate these ghost soldiers. If you insist on your grudges against our Holy Clan, I won’t say anything," the ancient demon’s voice rang out.

"Hmph, what are you, daring to speak to me like this? Just an early-stage Separation Daoist..."

"Early stage or not, your two fellow Daoists behind you are also at that stage. Will you let the treasures be taken by demons and ghosts from the Netherworld?"

"Per…," The King of Ten Thousand Serpents’ face fluctuated.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel surprised; the King of Ten Thousand Serpents was an old veteran who had lived for tens of thousands of years, a formidable figure. He had just proposed putting aside their grudges to get the treasures, so...

Could there be some unknown deep-seated enmity between him and the ancient demon?

Though it was only speculation, Lin Xuan kept his guard up; this might prove useful if they turned on each other.

This was the most encounters with high-ranking cultivators since he entered the immortal path. Even with Yue'er by his side, he still felt some trepidation.

Fighting was a last resort; strategy was equally important.

Tian Xiaojian seemed to notice as well, his eyes flashing with an unusual light.

However, Pavilion of Hope stood with his hands behind his back, looking relaxed as if the scene before him had nothing to do with him.

"Alright, Fellow Daoist, your point is valid; I naturally wouldn’t want the treasures to be taken by demons and ghosts from the Netherworld. Let’s team up," after several changes in expression, the King of Ten Thousand Serpents finally calmed his anger.

"Hmm, that's a wise choice. Do the other fellow Daoists have any objections?"

"No."

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian agreed immediately; Pavilion of Hope nodded as well. Though they all knew this temporary alliance was just for the moment, it was beneficial to everyone now. The five Core Formation Period cultivators wouldn’t be asked for their opinions.
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"Since none of you have any objections, why are you still standing there dumbfounded? Why not quickly eliminate these yin soldiers and prevent the treasures from falling into the hands of demons and ghosts?"

The Demon Ancestor was extremely pleased to see that they had reached an agreement. A sound of cracking bones entered his ears as he suddenly grew ten times taller, then punched and kicked at those yin soldiers with great force.

King Ten Thousand Serpents did not hold back either. With a wave of his hand, a black light flashed past, and a magical treasure shaped like a heaven-turning seal shot out swiftly.

Spinning around, it hovered before everyone's eyes.

The so-called anti-air restriction was aimed at living creatures; for magical treasures and talismans, the effect was minimal, if any.

"Quickly!"

The old demon pointed his finger forward. A whistling sound entered their ears as the heaven-turning seal treasure shot out a ball of yellow light, accelerating quickly to grow in size. Soon it resembled a small mountain.

Its height alone exceeded one hundred zhang (yardmeasure).

Such magical treasures were generally incredibly powerful and could be used for large-scale destruction. However, they were slow in speed.

The advantages and disadvantages were obvious: either they would miss their target or have the effect of a single blow that was fatal.

The others were somewhat puzzled. The yin soldiers were numerous but weak; why not use the lightness technique to fly up? However, despite the efforts of King Ten Thousand Serpents and Ancient Demon, ten people working together significantly increased efficiency.

After just a cup of tea's time, all the yin soldiers had been slaughtered.

The group did not waste any more time. Using their lightness techniques, they flew towards the peak.

There were no further restrictions encountered, but the length of the steps was far longer than expected. Although they could not use the wind manipulation technique, they should have moved quickly. However, it took them two hours to finally reach the top.

Everyone was overjoyed, yet their vigilance increased. After all, someone had already reached this place first. The monsters from the yin realm were definitely formidable opponents.

Each of those who had advanced so far was a cunning and shrewd individual. In this area, their divine sense could only detect about one hundred zhang away, not even as far as the eye could see. A slip of attention could lead to an ambush.

"Brother Ancient Demon, do you think they have obtained any treasures?" King Ten Thousand Serpents unexpectedly spoke up. For some reason, he did not seem to dislike or fear this ancient demon; rather, there was a strange sense of familiarity.

He himself was also shocked.

"It's not easy to obtain treasures. The precious items left behind by that great figure are not something you can easily acquire."

"Great figure?" While others might not know the identity of the ancient demon, Wang Tinglou did. The term "Demon Ancestor" referred to the most powerful ancient demons. This guy was no small fry in the upper realms either; who could he be referring to?

"Can you explain more clearly, friend?" Although he said this, Wang Tinglou did not believe that the ancient demon would reveal any information about the treasures. They were not truly allies but merely pretending to cooperate. Why should they be honest with each other? As for Daelong Immortal, his behavior was indeed despicable; although he knew the truth, he chose to remain silent, and the reason was baffling. There was no need to keep it a secret if necessary, just to create tension.

This guy wanted the treasures himself.

Wang Tinglou had lived for over 1700 years and seen many things, but encountering someone like Daelong Immortal with such an odd temperament was rare.

He never expected that the secret of the treasures would come from the ancient demon's mouth. But how much could he trust what the ancient demon said?

Lin Xuan was equally surprised. It didn't matter if it was true or not; listening always had its benefits.

"Indeed, why did this Demon Ancestor go through such great lengths to bring a fragment of his soul here? Because the treasures found in Penglai Mountain are extraordinary and belong to divine beings."

"Divine objects... Could they be..."

Although everyone had anticipated that these treasures would be significant, the ancient demon's words were still shocking. They looked at each other with disbelief on their faces.

After all, among them, only the ancient demons could be considered top-tier figures in the human realm, but none of them had ascended to the spirit realm yet. For them, divine objects seemed too distant and intangible.

"Friend, if you wish to speak, please do so. If you don't want to say anything, there's no need to deceive us," King Ten Thousand Serpents' broad voice entered their ears. This old demon was clearly displeased.

"Agreed."

Lin Xuan nodded but had a different thought in mind. Divine objects might not necessarily be lost here.

For example, the blood of the Asura King was an excellent instance. Although she was not a divine being, her strength could match that of true immortals, and a drop of divine blood remained in the Asura Palace.

However, it was one thing to say something but another to believe it. Even if he did have such treasures, his intentions were questionable. After all, the separation between Separation and Immortal stages was significant; most Separation-stage cultivators had a chance to ascend. Once they reached the upper realms, they could increase their lifespan significantly.

Thus, the Separation stage was a dividing line: not only could they manipulate primordial energy but also that these old monsters were more afraid of death.

The situation in the spirit realm was unknown, but in the human realm, those old monsters would often avoid conflict even with mortal enemies.

Who would risk their lives for treasures when they could gain so much by living longer?

King Ten Thousand Serpents was a perfect example. He had once tried to kill Lin Xuan and had no qualms about beating up Field Sword in a fit of rage.

On the surface, he seemed arrogant, but his willingness to make enemies stemmed from his late Separation stage status; their strength gap was too wide for him to take any risks.

He felt confident that he could win with ninety percent certainty. However, when he realized that Lin Xuan and Field Sword were working together, and both had divine treasures in their possession, after some hesitation, he chose to temporarily put aside his grudges.

The first reason was to avoid letting others benefit from the conflict between them. The second was that facing two opponents together made him feel a threat to his life.

On one hand, it was caution; on the other, it was fear of death.

After all, demon beings had longer lifespans than humans.

The Demon Ancestor understood these reasons and thus deliberately revealed that this treasure belonged to a divine being. Otherwise, ordinary treasures would not have attracted so much attention from Separation-stage cultivators who valued their lives too much to risk fighting demons and ghosts to the death. In such a case, he would be left alone and vulnerable.

However, divine treasures were different; everyone feared death, but these were worth risking one's life for.

Of course, this approach had its drawbacks: the competition was fierce beyond imagination. But regardless of that, stirring up trouble benefited him.

After all, Wang Tinglou agreed to cooperate with him, although he still did not fully trust the Demon Ancestor.

Upon hearing King Ten Thousand Serpents' argument, his expression showed no surprise; instead, he sneered and said, "Ignorant fool, what do you know? What benefit does it bring for this demon lord to fabricate lies? Although the human realm is merely a lower plane, by chance, divine beings did indeed fall here millions of years ago."

Seeing that the Demon Ancestor was confident in his words, King Ten Thousand Serpents began to doubt him but could not fully express it. He coldly grunted and did not argue further.

"Please explain what happened," Lin Xuan spoke slowly.

"Right, please tell us more, friend," Field Sword also chimed in. Even the few frowning Separation-stage cultivators now showed interest; the temptation of divine treasures was too great.

(To be continued)
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"Would you like to hear about it? There's no harm in that. Although your fellow daoists are only at the Separation and Union stage, for Qi Qingqi, they are top-notch cultivators. Have you heard of the ancient battles between realms?" The Ancient Devil spoke slowly, his voice carrying a hint of沧桑.

"Daoist friend, are you referring to when Asura King led the evil spirits into the Spirit Realm?" Wating Tinglou's voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears: "I don't have much clear knowledge; I only read snippets from ancient texts. Asura King had ambitions that reached the heavens, but unfortunately, he was defeated by the great cultivators of the Spirit Realm..."

Before Wating Tinglou could finish, the Ancient Devil burst into laughter, his voice filled with disdain: "Great cultivators of the Spirit Realm defeating Asura King? That's a joke!"

"Is it not so?"

"Naturally not. The version you heard has been tampered with by ancient cultivators...""

The Ancient Devil then quickly outlined the ancient secrets, though their stances differed, his respect for Asura King was evident from his words.

Lin Xuan remained calm; he already knew these matters but acted as if hearing them for the first time. His acting skills were top-notch, and even the old foxes present could not detect any inconsistencies among them.

"According to your account, Asura King's strength is no less than that of a true cultivator, perhaps even surpassing it. In the Northern Pole Yuan Guang Hall, he faced three opponents alone, though he died, the three celestial messengers also suffered casualties. What does this have to do with the treasure we seek?" Wating Tinglou's face was filled with surprise; even he found it hard to digest such secrets at first, but he did not delve further, as the treasure in front of them was more important.

"Could it be that the celestial treasures you mentioned are left by Asura King or those three celestial beings?"

"Yes," the Ancient Devil nodded. "You're smart, getting it right away. Although Asura King is dead, the two injured true cultivators hate him to the bone. The saying 'love me, love my dog' applies here; their hatred is just as intense. Thus, they took out their anger on the evil spirits."

"After Asura King's demise, the evil spirit army was leaderless, and its remaining five kings were far weaker, comparable only to the three scattered cultivators and demon kings of the Spirit Realm. They couldn't stand a chance against true cultivators. Logically, the evil spirit realm should have faced great calamities, even destruction by celestial wrath. But then, an unexpected variable saved them."

"What?"

At this moment, Lin Xuan could not help but show interest on his face. He had heard from Little Tangerine about everything the Ancient Devil said, but it was incomplete, and he had always been curious. According to logic, after Asura King's death, the evil spirit army would have found it hard to escape. The Spirit Realm's counterattack could be managed, but the wrath of celestial beings...

Two casualties meant the two surviving cultivators wouldn't stop. In the cultivation world, there was no such thing as bullying the weak. If he were a true cultivator, he would have massacred the evil spirit realm.

But the evil spirit army almost completely retreated; only Asura King's palace in the human world was bloodied, but it wasn't done by celestial beings; it was the work of Spirit Realm cultivators.

"What happened?" Even Wanyao Wang was curious now.

"This involves our Holy Clan," the Ancient Devil sighed. "The Demon Realm? Are you hoping to gain from this like a bystander reaping benefits?" Wating Tinglou's face darkened.

"Hmph, naturally not. The Spirit Realm and the Evil Spirit Realm are at odds; if we were to intervene, we would have done so long ago. Now that even true cultivators are involved, acting now would be like trying to steal a chicken but losing your hand. Originally, we planned to sit back and watch the conflict between the two realms unfold, with no stake in who wins or loses. But just as this happened, our Holy Clan's Grand Leader emerged from seclusion."

"Grand Leader of the Holy Clan?" Lin Xuan was surprised; he had never heard this title before.

"Yes, the Grand Leader is one of the nine true demons and the strongest among them. Although not as extraordinary as Asura King, his strength far exceeds that of scattered cultivators. After emerging from seclusion, his power increased significantly. It's said that compared to a true cultivator, he only falls short by a hair."

"How so?" Lin Xuan asked with some confusion.

"The truth is, Asura King not only had formidable strength but was also the most beautiful woman in the realm of three. Only the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox could match her beauty. The Grand Leader, though from our Holy Clan, has always been deeply infatuated with Asura King. After emerging from seclusion, he learned about her tragic death and was both shocked and angry. He didn't intend to provoke a conflict between realms but went solo against two true cultivators..."

The result was predictable; the Grand Leader's strength was on par with that of true cultivators. Despite facing two opponents, the two true cultivators were already severely injured. In the end, no one gained an advantage, and all three perished together.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but finally understood. This explained why both true cultivators died in the end.

"You know where this Penglai Mountain came from and why its aura is so dense?"

Everyone shook their heads; while they were powerful, none of them could match the Ancient Devil's extensive knowledge.

"Penglai actually originated as a part of the Spirit Realm. Before two true cultivators could descend to trouble the evil spirit army, the Grand Leader intercepted them in the Spirit Realm corner. The battle between the three was far beyond our imagination. Although they all perished, their conflict site was torn apart by the aftermath of the battle and left the realm but not the human world. This is Penglai Mountain."

"Indeed, no wonder Penglai's aura is so dense. Ancient texts once said it could rival the Spirit Realm; I thought there might have been exaggeration, but now I see it was accurate." Tian Xiaojian nodded, his face showing deep thought: "According to your account, true cultivators and the Grand Leader of the Demon Realm left treasures on Penglai Mountain."

"No, only one true cultivator's items remain here. The rest were taken by ancient Spirit Realm cultivators and our Holy Clan's predecessors." The Ancient Devil spoke slowly.

"Oh, if everything else was taken, why leave behind someone’s belongings?" Lin Xuan asked in confusion.

"I don't know; during the realm battle, I had just been born as a minor figure. Now, I'm far from being eligible to be among true demons, so what happened back then is unknown to me."

As they continued walking, they finally reached the summit. However, upon seeing the object before them, everyone was stunned.
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A magnificent and imposing city came into view.

"Impossible, how could such things exist in this place?" The others were not mentioned, but even the Ancient Demon's face showed disbelief as he muttered in astonishment.

"If you recall, the Great Leader of Demons perished here alongside two True Immortals long ago. Penglai Mountain was torn from the Spirit Realm by their immense power. If that’s true, this place should be a desolate wasteland. Even after countless years, it shouldn’t have a city." The Jiaoshou King's eyes sparkled as he seemed to want to read something on the Ancient Demon's face.

"Indeed, if this city was built by later arrivals, it would mean someone has been here before. Why wouldn't they take away the treasures of True Immortals?" Lin Xuan’s gaze also held doubt. As the saying goes, "Strangers are always suspicious." Although what the Ancient Demon had said seemed genuine, he surely hid something.

"The Sovereign truly doesn’t know," a sinister expression flashed across the Ancient Demon's face. "Believe or not is up to you."

"Regret..." The Jiaoshou King was furious.

"Enough. Arguing about this now has no meaning. We came here to find treasures, so let’s go in and see if they are still here," Tinglou said calmly. Although the Jiaoshou King seemed unwilling, he managed to suppress his anger.

Lin Xuan raised his head, surveying the buildings before him.

The city was vast, constructed from massive stones weighing thousands of pounds each, giving it an immense and heavy appearance. The architectural style was vastly different from what they knew, exuding a primitive and ancient atmosphere.

Not far ahead stood a grand, ancient wooden door adorned with intricate carvings on its surface, clearly indicating some complex array. However, the door seemed to be open, showing signs of severe damage. Cracks covered many parts, revealing that the禁制 had been broken, allowing demons from the Netherworld to enter.

The group exchanged glances, their expressions grim.

"Could it be that the loud noises and tremors we heard were caused by those Netherworld creatures forcibly breaking this禁制 and collapsing the door?" Tian Xiaojian pondered aloud.

"The friend has a point. By time estimation, these demons have been inside for at least an hour," the Ancient Demon's appearance was already grotesque, but his words made him even more terrifying as he exuded endless coldness.

"Correct. If we delay any longer, the treasures will truly fall into their hands."

This analysis caused several Separation Stage cultivators to look gloomy and impatient as they swiftly entered the city.

Before them lay a scene of ruins. The buildings were towering but mostly reduced to rubble. Despite this, an intimidating aura still emanated from them.

"The friends should be cautious. Although we don’t know the origin of this city, I can sense that there are many禁制 remnants inside. Even though they seem like broken arrays, they could still pose a significant threat to us," the Ancient Demon’s voice echoed. For some reason, he seemed genuinely concerned and warned them.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, but not everyone appreciated his warning.

"Why do you spread such fear? I have lived for tens of thousands of years, reaching the Separation Stage. I’ve read countless ancient texts, and although I can’t claim to be an expert in arrays, I know enough from experience that broken禁制 don't work," the Jiaoshou King sneered.

The Ancient Demon was furious inside but restrained himself due to the precious treasures before him. How dare a mere Separation Stage dare speak to him like this?

"It’s true."

Tinglou's voice echoed: "Spirit Realm arrays are different from those in our lower realms. In the mortal world, once an array is broken, it loses its power. But in the Spirit Realm, even broken禁制 can still function and pose a significant threat."

The Ancient Demon showed surprise. "Friend, you truly have extensive knowledge. You know about our higher realm as well."

"Friend, you flatter me," Tinglou replied calmly. He wouldn't reveal the truth; he had never studied arrays and knew nothing of the Spirit Realm.

He asked for advice from Sharp Dragon Immortal in his mind.

However, the威信of the first expert in the mortal world was formidable. Even the rebellious Jiaoshou Dragon fell silent. Then, a sinister expression appeared on his face as he turned to the several Core Formation cultivators: "Why are you retreating? Move forward and lead the way."

"Senior..."

The five Core Formation cultivators exchanged glances, their faces changing dramatically. The other was planning to use them as cannon fodder.

"Senior, our abilities are too low..." the beggar-like Core Formation cultivator stammered.

He regretted his greed bitterly; it had cost him dearly. As a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, he used to be an object of reverence wherever he went, but one moment’s decision led him into this hell gate and now faced being used as cannon fodder by a Separation Stage monster...

"Stop wasting time. If you say another word, I’ll extract your soul," the Jiaoshou King said viciously. In the cultivation world, there was no concept of righteousness or morality; he didn’t hesitate to use low-ranking cultivators.

The others ignored him as well.

Lin Xuan showed no expression on his face. To obtain treasures meant accepting the risk of death. At this moment, Core Formation cultivators were used as cannon fodder for exploration.

"Senior, I’ll go in front."

Pragmatism was key; refusing now would mean a brutal death. For cultivators, everyone knew the pain of soul extraction. Exploring had its dangers but was better than dying here.

Although unwilling, the five Core Formation cultivators chose their fate and walked forward with grim faces.

At this moment, another loud explosion echoed, followed by continuous thunderous bursts, as if someone was engaged in intense combat.
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The阴魂's words, though not well-intentioned, were indeed reasonable. The others fell silent.

"Very well, as per your friend's suggestion, we will break the seal shortly. Let those who can retrieve the treasure do so by their own means." The ancient demon's eyes flickered with a decision.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King exhaled a burst of demonic energy but did not voice any objections.

Wangting Lou nodded slightly in agreement.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiao exchanged glances. Given their strength, neither would oppose the others. Besides, what was said made sense.

Since they had reached an agreement, everyone stopped lingering. Lin Xuan extended his hand, and a crimson sword light shot out from his storage bag.

Though no treasure was visible yet, he did not exert himself fully to break the seal. The others were in similar positions, though their attacks were not at full power, still making significant efforts against the current seal.

Hammers of destruction echoed non-stop, deafening explosions constantly reverberating.

The array before them was not complex; it consisted of a colorful light curtain enveloping the entire hall. It looked like an ordinary protective barrier, albeit more vibrant in color. Despite its appearance, their attacks seemed ineffective. After half an hour, the aura emitted by the light shield showed no signs of weakening.

"This is impossible!" Lin Xuan's expression remained cold, but he was somewhat moved inside.

Though they were a temporary alliance, there were dozens of late-stage元婴 cultivators and seven experts at the离合stage among them. Such a lineup went beyond mere luxury; it could be said that together, they could sweep across the human world without exaggeration.

Even though no one had given their full strength, their attacks were still terrifying. After half an hour, there should have been some effect, but now it seemed like futile efforts.

This logic was clear to Lin Xuan and everyone else. They had all endured countless trials.

Wangting Lou stopped first. Then came the ancient demon, followed by the ghostly beings. Everyone retracted their spells and treasures.

They exchanged glances, each face grim.

"Clearly, this array is difficult to break with brute force. Among us, who specializes in阵法?" Wangting Lou's voice echoed. Though he was the top expert in the human world, his knowledge of miscellaneous arts was limited. For arrays, while not completely ignorant, he only had a superficial understanding, which was useless for now.

Lin Xuan understood some array techniques but did not volunteer to help. It wouldn't matter if they couldn't break the seal; it wasn't just him who was anxious. Even if he exerted himself here, the old monsters wouldn't give up their divine treasures willingly and might even suspect his motives.

With Lin Xuan's prudence, such a futile effort would be unwise. Better to stay silent and profit quietly.

The others exchanged glances as well. Any of them could be a dominant force in the human world or shake the entire Twelve Cloud Provinces with a single step. In other continents, they were top-tier experts at the离合stage.

However, like Wangting Lou, their skills in miscellaneous arts were lacking due to time constraints and disdain from these old monsters who preferred brute strength over complex techniques.

Previously, when encountering seals, their formidable power allowed them to easily break through with sheer force. But now, this method seemed ineffective. They could only stare helplessly.

The most frustrating part was that after half an hour of intense attacks, there had been no weakening at all. Otherwise, they wouldn't be so worried.

They could afford more time, but it appeared the array held some hidden mechanism. While brute force might not completely fail, it would be difficult for late-stage cultivators to break through.

Leaving was out of the question for anyone.

Silence reigned.

After about a cup of tea's worth of time:

"I know some array techniques. May I take a look?" The voice carried uncertainty and fear.

Lin Xuan turned to see a fairly pretty face among the five元婴 cultivators they had brought along. This young woman, with mid-stage元婴 cultivation, appeared around twenty years old but her true age was much greater.

"Mi?" Wangting Lou paused, showing some doubt on his face.

"Yes... Yes, compared to the seniors here, my cultivation is negligible, but I was once a disciple of the Simu family in Leizhou. Therefore..." The woman, who had been a proud cultivator, now struggled to speak before the legendary top expert.

Leizhou!
Simu Family!

Apart from the ancient demon and ghostly beings, the other human cultivators' faces lit up with joy.

Finding what they sought without effort was like stepping into a treasure trove. Even the Ten Thousand Serpent King broke into a hearty laugh.

They had brought several元婴 cultivators as cannon fodder but now found them useful in breaking the seal.

Tianzhu Province, destroyed by ancient wars, ranked first among the Twelve Provinces for its experts and major forces.

However, not all provinces were inferior; each had hidden talents. For instance, Leizhou's array techniques were the best among all provinces.

Innumerable years ago, the Simu family was the top sect in Leizhou, crafting sought-after arrays and seals. Over time, they declined.
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The ups and downs in the cultivation world were common, but for the Simu family of Lize, they seemed to have had more than their fair share of misfortune. They had made too many enemies!

When at the height of their power, it was hard to see any significant harm from their numerous foes. Lesser individuals might hate them with every fiber of their being, but who would dare provoke a tiger?

But as their fortunes waned, all sorts of demons and jesters emerged.

The proverb "when the wall falls, everyone kicks the person in the well" held true in the cultivation world.

The once formidable Simu family of Lize was even said to have been completely eradicated!

Their exquisite array techniques had thus disappeared without a trace, never to be heard from again.

When Wangtinglou read this record in ancient texts, he couldn't help but sigh with regret. It wasn’t surprising that the cultivation world today could not compare to its ancient glory; too many things had been lost over time.

"You are indeed a disciple of the Simu family of Lize?" With his joyous expression turning solemn again, Wangtinglou’s tone held a hint of doubt.

"Senior, please don't worry. Even if I had the courage, how could I deceive you? After two million years, my family was eradicated, but some survivors managed to escape and carry on our lineage. My knowledge of array techniques is limited, but I will do my best to break this barrier... though there's no guarantee..." The woman combed her dark hair and spoke cautiously.

"We understand. Even if you can't break it, we won’t blame you."

Wangtinglou smiled warmly, and the other ancient beings nodded in agreement. Despite their words, a glint of excitement flashed in their eyes.

Who wouldn’t want to return with something?

"Go ahead and break the array, Sister Mi!" Even Wanjiao Wang’s expression softened significantly.

"As seniors have instructed, I will do my best. However..." Mi paused, clearly hesitant.

"What is it, Sister Mi? Just say it," Wangtinglou frowned and said, "Even if you make a mistake, we won’t punish you."

"Indeed, indeed."

The two yin souls echoed in agreement. Although they came from the underworld and knew nothing of Lize Simu’s family, several human Separation Period experts valued their lives so highly that there must be something significant at stake.

Though ancient demons remained silent, it was clear they agreed as well.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian reacted similarly; in this moment, making money quietly was the best choice.

"Since seniors have said so, I will be bold. If I can break this barrier by chance, please don’t treat us like cannon fodder. My five siblings..."

This woman was straightforward. Or perhaps there simply wasn't time to play games with these Separation Period beings; it would be better to be direct.

She showed a sense of loyalty, considering the lives of her four sworn brothers and sisters in this crisis.

"Five younger sister!"

The other Incorporeal Stage cultivators wore grateful expressions on their faces.

Not all cultivation experts were selfish; though they were only sworn siblings, their bond was as strong as that of real brothers and sisters.

"If it's just this request, I can agree," Wangtinglou spoke slowly but with a tone that commanded belief.

Wanjiao Wang’s face also lit up, speaking like a new person: "If you break the barrier, I could even offer you some benefits. Though Incorporeal Stage cultivators are no longer considered divine treasures, what I give will greatly aid your cultivation."

At this critical moment, none of them had any objections.

The primary goal was to retrieve the treasure; who would willingly cause trouble for a few Incorporeal Stage cultivators?

"Thank you, seniors,"

Mi bowed gracefully. The other cultivators also heaved a sigh of relief. Being around these ancient beings was suffocating, but their lives were now safe. Their eyes showed even more gratitude towards the younger sister. However, Mi had no time to chat.

This woman, an Incorporeal Stage cultivator who had lived for over seven hundred years, might not be powerful, but her experience couldn’t be shallow. She knew that the Separation Period experts’ kind demeanor was due to her potential to break this barrier. If she failed...

Several old monsters would become furious and the consequences could be dire.

Though risky, Mi didn't think she had done anything wrong. As the saying went, "fortune lies in danger," and one must seize opportunities by force. If they hadn’t forced a promise now, her five siblings would surely be cannon fodder later.

With these thoughts, Mi took light steps forward to examine the array.

Though she had participated in the attack earlier, it was from afar, giving her no time to analyze the barrier's nature.

The colorful aura flowed continuously, drawing attention. But apart from that, there was nothing else.

Lin Xuan stood nearby, showing no unusual expression, but his spirit sense had already been released.

Everyone was focused on the array; his actions were unremarkable.

"Earth, metal, water, fire, and wood—this barrier encompasses all five elements."

Lin Xuan murmured to himself. With his current array expertise, it was hard to discern anything specific, but he felt that this barrier was incredibly complex, possibly a special composite array.

It was far more intricate than any he had encountered before.

"If I could thoroughly understand the entire *Heavenly Essence Array Scripture*, maybe I could break this barrier. But now..." Lin Xuan thought as his gaze shifted to the woman beside him.

Curious about what wonders she might reveal, given her family's unparalleled array techniques in the human world so many millennia ago.

After scanning the array with her eyes, Mi lowered her head and began to ponder.

Both human cultivators and nearby yin souls remained silent, even their spiritual pressure was suppressed, fearing any interference or accidents that could hinder her efforts.

Suddenly, she raised her head. With a flick of her jade hand, a faint light appeared before her—a small round disk about the size of a palm.

There was nothing remarkable about its appearance, and the material wasn’t special; it seemed to be just a灵器 (spiritual tool) rather than a treasure.

"What is this?"

The old monsters were stunned. But Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled with interest.

Though they were twenty meters apart, his keen eyesight allowed him to see clearly.
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Upon first glance at the circular disk, there seemed to be nothing special about it. But when Lin Xuan used his divine sense to scan over it, he discovered that its front and back were completely different.

The back was covered with many talismans and inscriptions, leaving even Lingyun Pavilion's Master Ting Lou and the ancient demon Sovereign Wang Baozhong baffled. However, Lin Xuan could understand them.

It wasn't because Lin Xuan had a broader knowledge than Master Ting Lou; his unique experiences did not make up for the fact that the other was over two thousand years old.

While Lin Xuan's knowledge fell slightly short of Master Ting Lou’s, these inscriptions were something only an array法师 would know. The more he understood, the greater the value this disk held in his hands.

Lin Xuan cast a glance at Lady Si Tu Fang and began to plan how to acquire it. In the hands of such an array法师, its worth could not be measured with crystals.

Moreover, neither Master Ting Lou nor the ancient demon or the thousand-jellyfish king, nor even the nearby ghostly creatures knew anything about this disk. They would not contest him for it, making his task much easier.

Still, he needed to plan carefully.

As he thought, Lin Xuan's gaze became more focused, though he showed no outward signs of his intentions.

The old and cunning attendees paid little attention to his expression at the moment. Instead, they kept a close eye on Lady Si Tu Fang, hoping she would effortlessly break through the array.

But this was merely wishful thinking.

After seeing the critical array disk, Lin Xuan's confidence in her grew significantly.

He scanned the disk, which had evenly divided markings across its surface. Indeed, as described in ancient texts, he found it even more appealing.

Lin Xuan then grasped Lady Si Tu Fang’s hands and cast a spell at the array disk.

Whir...

The sound was peculiar, like a breeze passing through a canyon. The disk began to glow brighter, emitting a yellow light beam about the size of his arm.

The restriction absorbed the light beam instantly.

However, shortly after, the multicolored light barrier surged like clouds, and another yellow light beam shot out from within, striking the array disk.

Lin Xuan remained calm, while others were surprised. They had attacked for so long, but this restriction was incredibly resilient. There was no sign of any other properties or counterattacks. What was happening?

More perplexing was to come.

The yellow light beam was fully absorbed by the array disk, and a part of the markings lit up.

"Earth attribute array... Wait, no, Earth energy only makes up one-fifth of the entire array's energy..." Lady Si Tu Fang’s eyes scanned the array disk, her expression growing more serious.

After a moment's hesitation, she cast another spell...

Lin Xuan nodded. With his divine sense and knowledge, he could tell that this restriction contained earth elemental energy, but it was impossible to be so precise.

The clearer the understanding, the better for breaking the array. As they say, details can make or break things. After a long time, Lady Si Tu Fang repeated the process several times with the array disk, filling in all the markings: green, yellow, white, red, and black—representing metal, wood, water, fire, and earth.

The old array experts were impressed but grew even more silent as they watched her. The four Core Formation cultivators were particularly nervous; their sister’s success or failure would determine their future. If she failed, they would surely be blamed.

"Big Sister, do you think Fifth Sister can make it?" the beggar, also a late-stage Core Formation cultivator, was visibly anxious.

"Don't worry, Fifth Sister is our family's direct descendant and has exceptional array talent since childhood. We've seen her many times over the years; there’s nothing to doubt..." The old woman with white hair confidently said, though she was drenched in sweat. She knew this situation on Penglai Mountain was different from before. Even these ancient experts were stumped, so Fifth Sister could not claim absolute certainty—halfway would be considered a success.

The conversation between the others was clear to the ancient experts, but who had time for them now? Everyone focused intently on Lady Si Tu Fang's every move.

Besides the array disk, she also took out several treasures. Some looked like hammers, while others resembled umbrellas.

These old experts, despite their vast knowledge, were puzzled by her actions. The saying "a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush" held true here.

Lin Xuan's reaction was different; his eyes flashed with curiosity. Armor-breaking hammer and a myriad-flower umbrella!

While these treasures couldn't compare to the array disk, they were still extraordinary artifacts from ancient times, unique to array experts and long lost.

As Lady Si Tu Fang tested each artifact in various ways, her expression grew increasingly serious, her brows furrowed with a hint of excitement that puzzled the other ancient experts. They wondered what she was thinking.

Time passed quickly as they waited. "Ah!" Lady Si Tu Fang suddenly sighed, putting down her items and looking somewhat disheartened but also satisfied, like someone who had heard the truth in the morning and was willing to die at night.

"Has anything come of your efforts, friend?" the thousand-jellyfish king's rough voice echoed. Although he lived a long time, he was the most impatient among the old experts.

"Yes, I did recognize something about this array... and its origin..." Lady Si Tu Fang combed her green hair, showing little joy on her face.

"Friend, if you can identify the array, that’s great! Do you have any method to break it?" Master Ting Lou's calm voice carried a hint of happiness. The others were also paying attention.

Only Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. His knowledge of arrays was no less than hers; in fact, they complemented each other. He just didn't have her special array-breaking tool.

An outsider watches the spectacle, while an expert sees the details. From his vantage point, Lin Xuan had already noticed many clues. She did recognize the array, but breaking it would be a pipe dream.

Sure enough, Lady Si Tu Fang lowered her head with anxiety: "I'm sorry, I cannot break this array..."

"Why? You recognized what kind of array it is; are you just trying to fool me?" The thousand-jellyfish king's face was filled with anger. The disappointment after hope would be immense if she couldn't provide a reasonable explanation, he might act immediately.

"Please calm down, friend. I wouldn’t dare deceive you. Yes, I recognized this array, but there’s no way to break it because in ancient times, it was called the 'Heavenly Ultimate Array'." Seeing the old demon's anger, Lady Si Tu Fang was terrified; she quickly explained, knowing he could destroy her with a mere thumb.

"Oh, Heavenly Ultimate Array. That’s new to me. Tell us more..." Master Ting Lou had better cultivation control than the thousand-jellyfish king. What use was his fierce declaration? Could extracting her soul and essence break this array?

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. Unlike others, he had seen the Heavenly Ultimate Array in ancient texts. This time, acquiring the treasure might indeed be real...
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Less idle chatter here. What exactly is the World's Ultimate Array?" The voice of the Ten Thousand Serpent King was not pleasant as it entered his ears. This old monster was now forcibly suppressing his anger.

"Indeed, if you are spreading false words to mislead us and attempting to deceive us with lies, what will be your consequence?" He should know this already.

The Iron Tyrant King also slowly spoke up, the air around him exuding a heavy aura of阴气: "I shall make it so that you cannot live or die easily..."

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but noticed that the ancient demon standing beside him had flashed an odd look when he heard the words 'World's Ultimate Array'. Although it was only for a moment, Lin Xuan had already taken note of it.

After all, the other party was a High Demon Ancestor. Even though his soul fragment’s strength was at the Separation stage, his experience and knowledge of secret techniques far surpassed those of these people.

Could it be...

The hesitant voice of Situ Fang also entered his ears: "Senior predecessors, please calm down. I dare not play tricks on you. The World's Ultimate Array is ranked among the top five even within the most formidable ancient prohibitive array. Although I can recognize it, I indeed lack the ability to break through..."

Before she could finish speaking, the faces of the old monsters turned cold. Even if they hadn't studied array techniques, they had surely heard some basic terms.

The term 'prohibitive array' referred to the most powerful ancient arrays that had been passed down.

Ranked among the top five!

That was not something they could break through.

Not even a Separation stage cultivator, let alone an Elder of the Profound Stage or this High Demon Ancestor's true form, could be certain whether he would be able to break through such prohibitive restrictions.

The scene fell silent as one by one, the faces of these old monsters turned increasingly ugly. But they were unwilling to leave just yet.

They had endured countless hardships and dangers to reach here. Could there really be no other way?

Or perhaps this woman had misidentified the array in front of them. Some people hoped so.

"Miss Situ, what exactly is the World's Ultimate Array? You haven't explained it clearly enough..." After a long while, Wang Tinglou’s voice entered his ears. He had already asked Yi Long for advice earlier and found that even he was unfamiliar with array techniques.

"The principle behind the World's Ultimate Array isn’t particularly special," Situ Fang said, her eyes flickering with a hint of fascination. "But its actual operation is extremely complex..." She hadn't expected to see something like this in Penglai Mountain: "Senior predecessors, although you haven’t studied array techniques, you must know that activating prohibitive restrictions requires essence energy as power.

"Of course, we understand this..." Wang Tinglou nodded seriously.

"The way of providing essence energy for the prohibitive restrictions generally has two methods. The first is cultivators who usually are array masters making the array tools. They inject their own magical power into the array disks and flags. Each tool contains a storage device to hold that power, just like how talismans work. However, while this method is convenient, its power is often limited..."

"The second method, everyone has seen it before. The most representative example would be the protective arrays of sects or families. They are extremely powerful and require filling specific slots with crystal stones to provide energy..." "Girl, why do you keep rambling on about these things? I just want to break through this prohibitive restriction, not come here to learn array techniques from you," came the coarse voice of the Ten Thousand Serpent King. This old monster was the most impatient among them.

Situ Fang's face turned pale.

"What use is your urgency?" How do you know that Miss Situ’s words are all nonsense? " Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, clearly dissatisfied.

He couldn’t understand how this old demon managed to reach the late Separation stage. Wasn't it common knowledge that arrogance led to one's downfall?

"You..."

The Ten Thousand Serpent King was enraged but Wang Tinglou's look made him stop.

Their battle from long ago left a deep impression on the old serpent dragon. While he didn’t want to show weakness, his heart was filled with fear.

"Miss Situ, continue speaking..."

"Yes..."

This woman bowed gracefully and thanked him before turning her head and opening her lips to speak to the Ten Thousand Serpent King: "Senior, please calm down. I am not being tedious. These things are all related to the World's Ultimate Array. My cultivation is shallow, but perhaps Senior predecessors can find a way to break through from what you hear..."

"Go on..." The Ten Thousand Serpent King held back his anger.

"You just mentioned that there are two ways of providing essence energy for prohibitive restrictions. However, the World's Ultimate Array differs. It doesn’t require injecting magical power into array flags or filling slots with crystal stones. Instead, it integrates the array technique with nature..."

"Integrating with nature... what does that mean..." Wang Tinglou’s face was filled with astonishment. Even he found this confusing.

"It means integrating with nature in a way similar to how Senior predecessors manipulate primordial energy from heaven and earth. However, different scales of World's Ultimate Arrays can draw varying amounts of primordial energy. For example, the one before us could harness all the primordial energy within a hundred-mile radius..." Situ Fang concluded her explanation. The people present understood this as well, their faces turning grim.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Indeed, it was just as described in "The Book of Heavenly Primordial Arrays."

The World's Ultimate Array referred to arrays that use primordial energy from heaven and earth as their power source. There were countless types, but the one before them was purely defensive. Otherwise, even with such vast primordial energy, they would find it extremely difficult to handle.

Not all World's Ultimate Arrays were impossible to deal with; it depended on the scale of the array.

If it merely integrated with a few acres’ environment, its power might not even surpass that of ordinary prohibitive restrictions. However, this one encompassed a hundred miles and Penglai Mountain was rich in primordial energy. Unless their combined attack could exceed the total primordial energy within a hundred miles, they would never be able to break through.

Because the prohibitive restriction’s essence energy consumption could always be replenished from its surroundings, it was eternal and would never run out.

After all, although only integrated with a one-hundred-mile environment on the surface, the primordial energy of Penglai Mountain circulated endlessly.

Was there really no way to break through this prohibition? The faces of these old monsters showed their frustration.

However, at that moment, the ancient demon unexpectedly spoke up: "It may not be an impossible situation. If it merely integrates with a one-hundred-mile environment, I have an idea..."

"What! Can you break through this array..."

The other people’s faces were filled with shock and joy but no one doubted that the true form of the High Demon Ancestor was at an inconceivable realm of cultivation.
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"Senior, can you really break through all the world's ultimate arrays?"

Even Si Tu Fang's face was filled with surprise. This was akin to a wine connoisseur encountering fine wine.

Moreover, breaking the restrictions meant their lives were now safe for the five siblings.

The other old monsters were also surprised and pleased, but they still kept wary eyes. Since reaching the summit, the ancient demon's behavior had been somewhat odd, showing too much selflessness.

As the saying goes: "When someone offers you a gift out of nowhere, they're either a thief or an enemy." Who knew what tricks he was playing in secret?

Those who stood here were no strangers to hardship. They didn't believe that the ancient demon would be so benevolent.

"Indeed, I can break through these restrictions. However..." A strange look flashed across the old monster's eyes as he spoke slowly.

"Friend, just tell me your requirements. However, divine treasures will never be given to you." Iron Zhou Wang's voice entered everyone's ears, and the others nodded in agreement. They could offer some benefits to the ancient demon but would never give up their treasures.

"Haha, friends, why rush? Even if you're willing to let go, I dare not believe it. Breaking these restrictions isn't difficult; it just requires using these..."

Before he finished speaking, his shoulder suddenly twitched.

The entire space seemed to twist violently. Then, the ancient demon's body didn't move, but several illusions appeared in their sight.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he immediately showed signs of caution. The others' expressions were similar, but this precaution was unnecessary. The ancient demon wasn't targeting the five alchemists; those five illusions flickered and approached the five core cultivators.

Their movements were synchronized, with each demonic shadow extending a finger toward their opponent's forehead.

The faces of several core cultivators turned pale in an instant.

The gap in strength was evident, and they had been ambushed. They didn't have time to summon their treasures or even dodge.

But even ants strive for survival. They wouldn't sit idly by. The beggar suddenly reached back and slapped his head, spitting out a mouthful of blood.

With a loud explosion, the blood mist blew in the wind, transforming into a grotesque red face that opened its mouth to bite at the demonic shadow's arm.

The beggar, despite his tattered appearance, was an advanced core cultivator. His furious strike naturally had tremendous force. The ghostly face was clearly some extremely mysterious technique.

However, it had no effect.

With one bite, the demonic shadow didn't dodge; his attack missed completely.

The beggar's face showed shock, but Lin Xuan saw everything clearly.

In that instant, space seemed to twist viciously. It appeared he had bitten through, but in reality, it was a parallel miss. The old demon indeed excelled at spatial techniques.

The ghostly face proved ineffective as the beggar's forehead was already pierced by one of the demonic shadows. He felt a chill run from his head down his body, and all his essence energy was sealed away.

Not only was his essence energy sealed; even his actions were restrained. At this moment, he couldn't move a single finger.

He was both fearful and angry. The others' experiences were similar.

Core cultivators were kings in their own domains but here, they were like children at the mercy of others.

"Senior, what is your intention? You just promised us we wouldn't be cannon fodder." Si Tu Fang was both shocked and furious as he spoke with a piercing voice.

"I did indeed promise," the old demon crossed his arms behind his back, looking relaxed.

"But why...?"

"Hmph. Are you a rookie in cultivation? Even believing such promises, I agreed but now I'm breaking my word—what can you do about it?"

These words were incredibly arrogant. However, the core cultivators stared dumbfounded and couldn't find any反驳.

Survival of the fittest, jungle law; in the cultivation world, strength speaks louder than anything else. Who among them could claim they hadn't broken promises to lower-ranked cultivators?

"Even so, we didn't offend you, Senior. Why...?"

Si Tu Fang had no more words as he wore a bitter smile and pleaded.

"I indeed haven't offended you; I'm not seeking to kill innocents. It's your own fault for putting yourself in this situation by recognizing the world's ultimate array. As an upper realm demon lord, I coincidentally heard of a method that could break it. We have seven alchemists here, so we're short on bodies and souls as blood sacrifices. With these, I can definitely break the array..."

The ancient demon's face showed a cruel smile as he spoke.

"Friend, you really believe that sacrificing several core cultivators can indeed break the world's ultimate array?" Iron Zhou Wang's eyes flashed with excitement as he asked.

"Yes, but it won't be enough just with them." The old monster turned to look at the ghostly figures of the core cultivators: "But if I add your subordinates, there will be no problem. It all depends on whether you're willing."

This statement caused a commotion among the ghostly figures. Whether it was Corpse King or that towering skeleton, despite their strange appearances, they weren't lacking in intelligence.

However, Iron Zhou Wang ignored them; compared to divine treasures, the lives of several subordinates were insignificant.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, the range of the world's ultimate array is too vast for me to guarantee. If it were just a hundred miles, I would have a 100% chance of breaking it with their bodies and souls." The ancient demon said confidently.

"If that's the case, my subordinates' lives can be taken at will."

Iron Zhou Wang spoke coldly as he raised his right hand. A black light flashed, and the remaining dozen or so core cultivator ghostly figures couldn't move either.

These weren't willingly serving him; they had been subjected to extremely harsh restrictions long ago.

"Indeed a man of courage," the ancient demon's face showed satisfaction. After hearing the full story, Wang Tinglou, Lin Xuan, and Tian Xiaojian remained silent. Compared to breaking promises for treasures, this was trivial.

The most pitiful was Si Tu Fang, her face pale as she trembled uncontrollably. Her expression was filled with sorrow. The ancient demon's words were correct; everything came down to her own actions.

If she hadn't recognized the array, she wouldn't have been used as a blood sacrifice. Trapped in this situation, who could be more unfortunate than her?

Appealing for mercy was useless; cultivators' selfishness was well understood. For treasures, their hearts were as hard as iron.
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"Old monsters, breaking your promises like this, you won't have a good end. Even if I turn into厉ghosts, I will never let you go," the woman spoke with a fierce expression, her voice filled with sorrow.

"Haha, friend, are you delusional? Turning into ghosts is unlikely; in a moment, you'll be sacrificed for blood rites, having your souls extracted and refined. You won't have any chance to reincarnate."

The elderly man in green robes had an ethereal appearance, but his words were chilling: "Moreover, friend, don't you remember that my brother Zhihou and I are ghostly beings of the netherworld? Even if we turn into ghosts, what can you do about it?"

Puff...

The beggar spat out a mouthful of blood in anger. The other party had actually gone to such an extreme.

"Alright, I don't want to argue with them anymore. Let's get rid of these restrictions as soon as possible; I don't want any more complications."

The ancient demon's unpleasant voice entered his ears. Then, he flicked a strange claw, and several black beams shot towards the Separation Period cultivators.

Of course, this wasn't an attack. He was merely one of the fragments of the Demon Sovereign. No matter how arrogant he might be, he wouldn't dare face six opponents alone.

Lin Xuan's right hand extended, and the black light seemed bound by some powerful force. It circled slightly before landing in his palm—this was a jade cylinder.

The text inside was as dark as ink. The ancient demon's voice echoed: "This master has engraved how to break these restrictions within it. Friends, quickly memorize this, then work together with me. Remember, do not make any mistakes."

Taking the jade cylinder in hand, whether or not he had tampered with it was obvious. Lin Xuan injected his spirit consciousness without hesitation.

One by one, large black characters appeared before his eyes...

In a moment, after a cup of tea's time passed.

Lin Xuan raised his head, a thoughtful expression on his face. The contents weren't complicated; with his knowledge of arrays, he could understand them easily. He had known this long ago.

But Lin Xuan waited a bit longer, raising his head along with the other cultivators to avoid drawing attention.

The more discreet one acted at such times, the better.

"Friends, have you understood?" The ancient demon's voice was hoarse as it spoke.

They all nodded in unison.

"Good. Then I'll start. Follow what is written inside the jade cylinder. As always, don't make any mistakes."

"Why must you keep reminding us? It's not like only you want that treasure," Iron Zhihou said dismissively. He really thought they were fools.

The Incorporeal Period existences, whether they had angered the cultivators or ghostly beings, all showed extreme fear on their faces.

Being sacrificed for blood was exactly as the elderly man in green robes had said—no chance of reincarnation.

For a cultivator, this was undoubtedly the most terrifying downfall. But at that moment, life no longer belonged to them.

Curses filled the air; since they had already broken all pretenses, they could only vent their anger by using this method.

The Demon Sovereign ignored it all. In his eyes, everything was just a struggle of insignificant clowns.

A sinister laugh echoed in his ears, tinged with excitement. His right hand raised as demon light appeared out of nowhere. But at that moment, a clear voice interrupted: "Wait."

"What do you mean?"

Seeing Lin Xuan stop him, the ancient demon's expression turned extremely unpleasant.

Tian Xiaojian was surprised. He and Lin Xuan were old acquaintances; he knew their personalities well—absolute opportunists. At such times, they should be quietly making a fortune. Why did he come out now?

"Indeed, friend, do you not want the treasure? Or are your compassionate feelings too strong, wanting to oppose us? Even without you, we six could still break this restriction with some effort. I advise you, don't turn down good offers and insist on punishment."

The speaker was Iron Zhihou's ghostly existence. Seeing that breaking the restrictions seemed possible but now faced a complication, he was extremely displeased. Adding to his lack of knowledge about Lin Xuan, seeing him only at the Separation Period initial stage, he revealed clear threats, ready to eliminate him if necessary.

Lin Xuan did not get angry; instead, he wore a smile: "Friends, you misunderstood my intentions. I just want to say that we should extract this lady's soul and refine her now. If there are more restrictions later, it might..."

This was correct, and the others' expressions softened as they showed thoughtful looks.

"Friend, indeed, your attention is meticulous. But your worries are excessive..." Only the ancient demon looked unconvinced.

"Why?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows.

"Since such a powerful restriction has been set up here, according to this master's speculation, there shouldn't be any arrays inside. Moreover, even if there were, with our faces already broken, do you really think this lady would willingly clear the way for us?"

Indeed, that analysis was quite reasonable.

But Lin Xuan had no kinship with Si Tu Fang and originally didn't plan to save her life. His words were a feint; his true intention lay ahead.

"Friend, your argument is valid. I admit my oversight. But since we're going to sacrifice these few as blood offerings anyway, it's not shameful to share their storage bags," Lin Xuan said.

The other old fellows, including Wangting Lou, all showed disdain when they heard Lin Xuan's words, except for Tian Xiaojian.

This little guy at the Separation Period initial stage was truly frugal. At such a moment, he still remembered the storage bags of Incorporeal cultivators.

"If you want them, take them. This master has no intention to share these worthless things with you," the ancient demon said. For him, apart from the treasures left by immortals, there was nothing in this world that he valued.

Wan Jiao Wang, Wangting Lou, and two other ghostly beings had similar reactions. Although they were not as powerful as the Demon Sovereign, they were still at the Separation Period late stage.

"Haha, friends, if you want us to share, then my brother and I won't be polite."

Tian Xiaojian's voice entered his ears, causing Lin Xuan's eyebrows to furrow. This cunning fellow indeed wanted a piece of the pie.

Accursed!

Although he was extremely displeased, on the surface, Lin Xuan wore a smile: "So, do you also want these Incorporeal cultivators' belongings?"

"Of course, we're both at the Separation Period initial stage; how can our assets compare to those of our fellow cultivators? Things they don't value are extremely precious to me."

"That's right, that's right," Lin Xuan said with a smile on his face.

The two were still haggling when Iron Zhihou's displeased voice interrupted: "You two, do you have no end? The treasures of several Incorporeal cultivators—what are you discussing? Each take one storage bag; isn't that simple?"

"Friend, your words are correct."

This suited Lin Xuan perfectly. A hint of joy flashed in his eyes as he naturally followed the advice.
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Sleeve flapped, a streak of light flashed past, as if Steward Fang was fiercely grabbing something.

Even if it caused some suspicion, that didn't matter. At this moment, what mattered was who could act faster.

Lin Xuan's actions were naturally swift. The streak of light curled around and took the opponent’s storage bag in his hand.

Lin Xuan clearly saw that not far away, Sword Young Tian's forehead twitched violently; his face was aghast. Although he didn't understand array formations or prohibitions, his keen eyesight and cunning intelligence were unparalleled. He had also noticed that Steward Fang's few pieces of magical treasures were non-trivial, their value hard to estimate in crystal stones.

Originally, he wanted to take them all, but Lin Xuan beat him to it. This loss was truly uncomfortable.

Yet, Lin Xuan still wore an extremely annoying smile: "Brother, I know you're not well-off, so I'll just take the treasures of these three middle-stage元婴 cultivators. The collections of the two senior cultivators can be left for you."

On the surface, this sounded reasonable and didn't seem like he was taking a big advantage; instead, it seemed like he was considering his opponent's interests.

Sword Young Tian could only laugh bitterly as his face turned as red as a pig’s liver. If not for all those watchful old monsters around, and if he had no surefire way to defeat Lin Xuan, he would have wished to use the Soul-Shattering Sword against him.

But now, he could only take deep breaths, suppressing his resentment. With Sword Young Tian's cunning, he understood that small tempers could ruin big plans.

Bearing this momentary anger was something he would get back in time.

"Haha, thank you for your kind offer; I won't be so rude."

Sword Young Tian said with a smile as he shook his hand, releasing a swirling black aura which transformed into an enormous black hand that grabbed the storage bags of the beggar and the miser.

However, having advanced to the Separation stage, such treasures were not particularly useful. He didn’t even bother looking at them before hanging them around his waist.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled slightly as he retrieved the other two storage bags with a wave of his hand.

The entire process was quick; it took only a few breaths. But the old monsters clearly grew impatient.

"Two more minutes, these few middle-stage元婴 cultivators' storage bags are enough to satisfy your greed. I've never seen such poor Separation stage cultivators before. After this, take whatever you want from the rest of our treasures; I won't contest with you," the Ancient Demon said impatiently.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King echoed his words, and the two yin souls had similar attitudes.

Only Pavilion Master's brows raised as he looked thoughtful.

This unexpected little incident actually made the old monsters less vigilant towards Lin Xuan and Sword Young Tian.

Lin Xuan was naturally elated at this scene.

Of course, on the surface, he remained calm. This counted as an unexpected gain.

"Thank you all for your assistance; we're done. Let's break the prohibitions now."

Hearing this, the Ancient Demon’s face lit up with satisfaction. He suddenly opened his blood-red mouth and shot out a thick beam of demonic light.

The demonic light exploded after leaving his mouth, forming dense black fog that spread like wind, enveloping five immobile middle-stage元婴 cultivators and several dozen ghostly creatures.

These fellows' faces showed extreme fear as their curses grew more vicious. Unfortunately, it was useless; once they were wrapped in the black mist, their curses turned into screams of pain.

Pops echoed in his ears as the Ancient Demon swung his hands, reciting deep incantations.

Large magical seals flickered before him and merged into the black fog.

"Friends, what are you waiting for? Let's act together."

Following the command, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate; he took a deep breath and slowly rose into the air. Although there were prohibitions against flying here, with full effort, it wasn't impossible to overcome them. But thinking of swift flight was sheer folly.

Countless green light points appeared before him—these were earth属性 primordial energy. Lin Xuan could manipulate the Five Elements, but he wouldn’t reveal himself at this moment.

The other old monsters did similar things, and with the Ancient Demon included, they formed a rough北斗七星 formation.

"Quick."

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Green primordial energy suddenly gathered, concentrated in his hand, then burst forth to form a light column about ten feet thick. It seemed slow but was actually rapid as it shot down towards the ground.

Simultaneously, similar light columns came from other directions—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and purple.

Apart from the Five Elements, there were also pure Yin energy and demonic energy.

The seven light columns merged into a strange array that began to take shape. It was right above the main hall, the center of the world's ultimate array.

This area had the strongest defenses but was precisely where this array’s weakness lay. As long as it could be broken, the prohibition would vanish like smoke.

The array formed by the light columns turned out to be a circular disk with swirling light on its surface, and several monstrous shadows flickered above it.

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive knowledge, couldn’t recognize any of them; they were ferocious and terrifying, almost certainly demonic creatures from the demon realm.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't care about these now. Even if he recognized them, what use would that be?

A deafening roar echoed in his ears as the Ancient Demon's face showed a hint of pain. A purple-red demonic flame shot into the black fog.

The eerie voice filled his ears as the black demonic fog began to churn and gradually turned blood red. The middle-stage元婴 cultivators and ghostly creatures were all successfully sacrificed.

Woo…

It sounded like a mountain breeze, but it was more like a chorus of ten thousand ghosts crying. Then, those blood-red demonic mists merged into the circular disk.

The monstrous shadows began to act wildly.

The Ancient Demon’s incantations continued.

"Break!"

With this thunderous command from the demon, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The monstrous shadows exploded, and in front of him appeared a gigantic demonic claw over a hundred feet long, terrifyingly fierce.

Seeing that claw, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. It was like being targeted by a tiger; he believed the feeling wouldn't be much better than being entangled by a snake.

It was just a claw, but for some reason, he felt like an insignificant ant before a high-stage existence.

This thing must have a significant background.

"Devil Dragon!"

At this moment, a shrill cry echoed in his ears. Only Lin Xuan heard it. In the Heavenly Destiny Mansion, Mo Er stood dumbfounded as she saw the object, and some fragmented memories returned to her mind.

"Devil Dragon, this is the pet of the Demon Realm's Grand Marshal, Devil Dragon."
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"Pet of the Great绕领 Demon Clan?"

After hearing Mo'er's words, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. Although he didn't fully understand what Nüelong was, that brief description was enough to make him wary.

After all, while this fellow's strength fell short of a true cultivator by a hair, his pet's power could still be terrifying. Just thinking about it made Lin Xuan shudder.

The scene before them was familiar; he had seen the divine descent technique many times. That old man truly lived up to being an ancient demon progenitor, using the essence soul and flesh of an元婴 cultivator as a sacrificial offering to summon Nüelong down.

Of course, it wasn't the actual Nüelong but just one of its split consciousness claws.

But even so, this was already terrifying. If his guess was correct, that claw's power could rival a洞玄 realm existence.

The expressions of the others were similar; though they didn't know what this giant claw was, the suffocating feeling was unmistakable.

A flash of confusion appeared in Tian Xiaojian’s eyes, while Lin Xuan felt an ominous warning in his heart.

Trust no one, especially ancient demons. His form flashed and he vanished from the spot, using Nine Heaven Microstep to retreat several dozen feet away.

At this moment, the ancient demon roared: "Break!"

A thunderous sound echoed as the claw descended with the force of swallowing mountains and rivers.

"Ziliao..." sparks flew as the air was frayed by friction. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; whether it was due to his lower realm or some terrifying heavenly law contained in that strike, he felt a heavy blow to his chest, and golden stars began flashing before his eyes.

Lin Xuan was alarmed, taking deep breaths as bone cracks echoed. He circulated his essence qi according to Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, feeling slightly better.

One strike had such an impact; Lin Xuan, already a top-tier cultivator in the mortal world, realized that his path of cultivation was just beginning.

Beyond humans, beyond heaven.

And who knew if he might one day face true cultivators?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan lifted his head as if waiting for the thunderous blow. The entire process was like lightning, and the primordial energy seemed to be stirred at that moment.

Wu...

The mountain breeze blew, and with naked eyes, countless whirlwinds appeared in the air, numbering over a thousand.

A strange sensation.

Was this what was described as a collapse in ancient texts?

All five elements of primordial energy—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—were drained and absorbed into the禁制.

Five-colored light passed by, and from that light screen, an ugly tiger head appeared, lifelike yet illusory…

Roar!

With its blood-filled jaws wide open, it faced the descending Nüelong claw without fear, even showing anger.

Could this be...

Before Lin Xuan's thoughts could fully form, both clashed fiercely.

Ziliao...

A strong gale blew as the seemingly unbreakable light screen was riddled with spider-web-like cracks.

The tiger head, though fierce, disintegrated in a few breaths under that terrifying attack.

Unhindered, the claw pierced through the light screen!

In absolute strength, everything is nothing. Several Separation Realm cultivators were helpless against the supreme array, but Nüelong's single strike—just one of its split consciousness claws—easily broke their dilemma.

The light screen shattered like soap bubbles.

All the old demons rejoiced, while the ancient demon's face showed a sinister expression as he pointed at his target with a finger.

"Quickly!"

But what came out from his mouth were not just these simple words but several archaic syllables that sounded mysterious and almost like an arcane incantation.

Then the claw suddenly swept to one side.

"You..."

"What is your intention, friend?"

Iron Zhouwang and the robed elder were alarmed. They couldn't have imagined their sudden betrayal; no signs of it at all.

They had seen the power of that claw clearly—far beyond Separation Realm—and felt no fear.

But they could not dodge in time!

They cursed as they desperately cast secret techniques.

Iron Zhouwang slapped his waist, and a square treasure flew out.

Its shape was peculiar, resembling an imperial seal used by secular emperors but black.

The front of the treasure bore not five-clawed golden dragons but a grotesque demon's image.

"Quickly!"

Iron Zhouwang pointed at the treasure in front with a finger. Dark energy surged as layer upon layer of禁制 appeared on its surface, containing countless spirits and ghosts whose cries echoed through the mountains and valleys, piercing the heavens.

The robed elder’s gray aura appeared; his body suddenly shriveled, losing all signs of immortality. He looked like a skeleton in a green robe.

Unlike ordinary skeletons, this creature's bones were as white as jade, giving no sense of terror but rather an artistic feel.

White Jade Bone Demon!

Even in the Netherworld, such beings were rare.

Bone cracks echoed as his right hand suddenly grew, reaching over seventy feet long.

Though smaller than the Nüelong claw, the difference was not significant.

With their keen eyes, they could see that divine descent wasn't something to be used casually; after breaking the禁制, the claw was at its last strength. With both of them working together, they might survive this crisis.

But on the ancient demon's face, a cold smile appeared.

Suddenly, there was a thunderous sound.

Boom! The ground shook as space seemed torn and twisted by that powerful force.

The spirits were right; the claw had only one strike left. But its strength far exceeded their expectations.

Iron Zhouwang’s protective barrier shattered like an egg hitting a stone.

An old monster spat out blood, his heart and soul connected to the destroyed treasure, causing him to stumble. A black aura flashed from the claw's nail, piercing his head in an instant.
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Not just the head.

The old monster's entire body was riddled with wounds, and even its essence soul had no chance to escape.

In a single round, an existence at the Separation-Union后期 stage inexplicably perished.

White Jade Bone Devil was shocked beyond words. However, his fate would be even more tragic. The sound of bone fragments cracking filled his ears as he touched the sharp claw with his right hand.

Not only did his right hand get crippled; that demon dragon's attack seemed to contain some kind of cosmic law, transmitting through his right hand into his entire body.

A loud bang echoed in his ears. This old fellow didn't even manage to escape with his essence soul before exploding into a blood mist.

As for why the skeleton was bleeding, only heaven knew.

Wang Tinglou stood from afar, his face filled with shock despite having lived nearly two thousand years.

Even though he believed his strength far surpassed that of those ghostly entities, he knew he couldn't withstand that claw's power. He took a deep breath and a magical sword appeared in his palm.

Unlike ordinary treasure artifacts, this sword seemed to possess a spirit-like quality, emitting an overwhelming aura.

The blade was like autumn water, but a five-clawed golden dragon of about a foot long swam across its surface.

Wang Tinglou held the sword with both hands. His presence exuded a terrifying and awe-inspiring atmosphere.

However, his caution was unnecessary; summoning divine power wasn't that easy to control.

After eliminating two powerful demons, the demon dragon's claw disintegrated, as it was only a fragment of upper realm power.

But on the ancient devil's face, there was an extremely satisfied expression. All initial goals had been achieved: the restrictions were broken, and he had eliminated the most troublesome entities.

His gaze swept over Wang Tinglou before his expression softened. "Friend, you don't need to be so vigilant. I said we would cooperate; as long as you help me obtain the treasure, our previous agreement still stands."

"Oh, then I was mistaken," Wang Tinglou raised an eyebrow when he saw the claw disintegrate and vanish. The mysterious sword also disappeared mysteriously.

"Friend, you are indeed the top expert in the human world. Your strength is formidable; even facing peers from the upper realm, you might still be slightly stronger." The ancient devil's face showed a hint of admiration but also some caution: "If I'm not mistaken, the item in your hands should be an all-powerful treasure!"

"Correct, this is precisely our sect’s inheritance. It isn't mine; before ascending, I must return it to the Pine Wind Academy…" Wang Tinglou's face showed a hint of suspicion as he spoke.

"Haha, don't worry about it. Do you think I want your treasure artifact? Well, an all-powerful treasure in the upper realm is indeed significant but not top-tier. Even if I'm not a true primordial demon, I wouldn’t stoop so low for such a treasure." The ancient devil's voice filled with pride.

Wang Tinglou’s eyes flickered as he remained silent.

"Alright, let's not waste time here. Using divine power, although we eliminated two Separation-Union后期 entities, those two little guys… have already entered the main hall…"

The ancient devil sighed. The borrowed divine power from the demon dragon could only sustain for a few moments, barely removing the strongest opponents before dissipating.

At the moment of breaking the restrictions, three other Separation-Union stage cultivators made different choices.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian, both at the Separation-Union初期 stage, hesitated not as they rushed into the main hall. Although their enemies were incredibly powerful, such a daring move was something they had done multiple times before.

If it weren't for the temptation of a divine treasure, they might have hesitated. But the alluring prospect of such a prize was worth risking their lives.

However, Wansha Wang, who had been so arrogant and domineering throughout his journey, made an unexpected choice at this critical moment—retreat.

The two ghostly entities were on par with him in strength but vanished instantly. Wansha Wang, terrified, transformed into a streak of light and fled the scene.

"Hmph, just two Separation-Union初期 youngsters; how could they possibly get their hands on such a treasure?" Wang Tinglou seemed unconcerned. "But that old dragon… I didn't expect him to be so cowardly."

"Humph, there's nothing strange about it. The opponent is from the demon race. If my assessment is correct, he should have some special bloodline. Although demons face more challenges than humans in cultivation, they live longer lifespans. At his Separation-Union后期 stage, even living for another ten thousand years wouldn't be a problem. Why risk his life when he can enjoy the world?"

The ancient devil spoke nonchalantly, and his analysis mirrored Wansha Wang's thoughts at that moment.

As the saying goes, those who are not greedy are strong.

Because of his long lifespan, he was extremely cautious with his life. Everyone has their own considerations; fearing death isn't something to be ashamed of.

Wang Tinglou nodded inwardly. This ancient devil truly understood human nature so well. He had cleverly eliminated two Separation-Union后期 cultivators without a sound, making him even more vigilant. He didn’t want to perish at the hands of this ancient devil for no reason.

As for any agreements or cooperation, Wang Tinglou naturally wouldn't believe in them.

In the world of cultivation, breaking promises was common; he and his companions had done it multiple times on their journey.

Only those who were both smart and powerful could survive in such a complex environment.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Wang Tinglou’s face remained unchanged. After all, as an ancient devil who had lived nearly two thousand years, how could his cunning be inferior to Lin Xuan's?

On the other side,

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian arrived at an exceptionally spacious main hall.

As they said, fortune favors the bold, but their daring move after witnessing a Separation-Union后期 entity being killed was truly audacious.

However, what met their eyes left Lin Xuan in shock. He had expected the building to house divine treasures, but it was surprisingly empty and simple, almost unbelievable. Apart from a few solitary stone pillars, there was nothing else.

No trace of any divine treasure could be found.

Lin Xuan's face turned unusually grim. Beside him, Tian Xiaojian looked similarly disheartened. Just now, they had the chance to escape like Wansha Wang did.

The other party’s goal was to obtain treasures; they wouldn’t bother chasing them.

But now, things were different. Even if they left from here, there would be no reason for the other party not to pursue them.

Although Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian were incredibly bold, facing an ancient devil primordial or the first expert of the Twelve States in Heaven and Cloud made their hearts race with fear.
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However, at this point in the matter, regret was of no use.

Lin Xuan's expression quickly regained its composure.

According to reason, there shouldn't be a lack of treasures here; perhaps some forbidden restrictions were concealing them. However, time was running out. Wating Tinglou and the ancient demon could potentially breach at any moment. Lin Xuan's gaze roamed across the entire grand hall.

Suddenly, his brow furrowed as he focused on the center of the hall.

The area appeared empty, yet Lin Xuan detected something unusual there.

Tiao Xiaojian was beside him, but now wasn't the time to avoid this brat. The overall style of the grand hall was simple and unadorned, except for the central tiles which bore intricate patterns and figures. Could this be a sign?

Though only speculation, it was definitely worth trying.

A sword light shot out from his sleeve like lightning, striking hard at the center of the hall.

"Bang!"

Despite their hardness, the tiles couldn't withstand an attack from a Separation Realm cultivator. The light flickered and instantly shattered into a pile of rubble.

A dark passage appeared in Lin Xuan's sight.

He couldn't help but feel elated.

Tiao Xiaojian's face mirrored his own joy.

When the path seemed to end, there was always hope around the next corner.

The two exchanged glances before simultaneously rushing towards the passage.

Though they didn't know where it led, as long as there was a sliver of hope for ancient treasures, they wouldn't give up.

Lin Xuan held his breath and prepared himself. He had decided to take what he could from the jaws of danger.

What did it matter if he was at the late Separation Realm? His main soul had already slain the Demonic Lord's essence. If he couldn't defeat this opponent, would he not run away?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan remained vigilant.

The passage was pitch black, and his divine sense was severely restricted.

Despite not having summoned any treasures, the Nine Heavens Qi Shield quietly activated.

However, it proved unnecessary as no attacks came.

The length of this passage far exceeded expectations. After a cup of tea's worth of time had passed, Lin Xuan still couldn't see the bottom.

He couldn't help but feel alarmed.

Various thoughts flashed through his mind according to what the ancient demon said; this was where the Demon Lord and two True Immortals fought. Logically, it should be in ruins or even completely leveled. The existence of such a ruin didn't make sense.

The only explanation was that the ancient demon had lied, concealing some crucial information.

But he didn't have time to delve deeper into this matter.

Just as these thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly. A bright light entered his vision.

With a thud, Tiao Xiaojian followed closely behind Lin Xuan but was much slower for unknown reasons.

However, Tiao Xiaojian was oblivious to the delay and was on high alert, looking around everywhere.

His gaze fell upon the passage on his right, as if something was calling him. After a moment's hesitation, he transformed into a streak of light and rushed inside.

Another half cup of tea later, Wating Tinglou and the ancient demon arrived at this location.

Unlike Lin Xuan and Tiao Xiaojian, these two looked disheveled, as if they had just survived a great battle.

"Unexpectedly, there's still some residual spatial restrictions in this passage. Fortunately, it's only a fraction of its original power—about one percent. Luckily, I'm proficient in spatial techniques; otherwise, we might have been trapped here," the ancient demon said with lingering fear in his eyes.

"Indeed, it was extremely dangerous just now. Thank you for your assistance, friend. But speaking of which, those two brats arrived before us. Why weren't they trapped by the array?" Wating Tinglou's voice no longer held its usual composure; the experience had been life-threatening.

"Hmph, there's nothing strange about that. The residual spatial restrictions have already been broken by someone else. What remains are just some fragments. Those two brats were lucky and didn't encounter anything," the ancient demon said with a sigh, attributing it to their good luck.

He then scanned his surroundings with a look of sheer joy: "Right, the treasures must be here. Wait, the restrictions on both passages have activated; they've entered one of them. This spirit dragon passage can only accommodate one person at a time. We should choose one and quickly catch up. The treasure cannot fall into those brats' hands."

The ancient demon's tone grew increasingly anxious as he spoke. Wating Tinglou's eyes flickered, mirroring Lin Xuan's thoughts.

But he didn't voice his questions because even if he asked the ancient demon, there would be no explanation.

As for this old monster, why did he trust him so much? He had even intervened to save him from the restrictions. Wating Tinglou couldn't believe the ancient demon would be so benevolent and adhere to their agreement; was there a hidden agenda?

These thoughts raced through his mind, but on the surface, he remained calm.

In any case, he needed to be cautious. The Dragon Real Person finally revealed what the Immortal treasures were, but Wating Tinglou remained skeptical. If they truly were useless items, it made sense for the Dragon Real Person to go to such lengths for Fairy Yanqian's pleasure. However, the ancient demon's efforts seemed unnecessary.

Regardless, he wouldn't give up until he saw the treasure. Nodding at the ancient demon, Wating Tinglou entered one of the passages.
第一千四百九十四章 幻阵与土傀儡

Lin Xuan did not know what had transpired between Tinglou and the Ancient Demon Vase. He almost perished in that place, within the ancientprohibition. Now, he was deep into the passage.

The walls on both sides were uneven, and a purple mist permeated the corridor.

It's poisonous!

For an ordinary cultivator, while they could use a protective shield to block it, the consumption of their essence energy would be incredibly intense, and this would also bring some inconvenience to their actions.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed. The Illusory Phantasm Fire was originally a supreme poison in the world, and after transforming into Illusory Heavenly Fire, its power had increased even further. Lin Xuan had cultivated this divine technique, so he was not invulnerable to poisons; however, as long as they weren't too potent, most of them were useless against him.

The corridor was empty, but Lin Xuan did not dare walk too quickly. For some reason, walking here felt like treading on the abyss and netherworld—something he had never experienced even in the Indeterminate River.

But Lin Xuan could not stop either. He didn't know when Tinglou or the Ancient Demon would catch up from behind.

Lin Xuan did not summon any divine techniques but was still cautious, as he stepped into a trap.

Thisprohibition itself did not have an offensive nature, but it could drive one to madness and death.

It stirred heart demons!

This was the most terrifying kind of illusion. Among the hundred arts in cultivation, illusions were the most mysterious and hardest to master. Their strength varied greatly.

Generally, they wouldn't show much utility, but sometimes, they could produce unexpected results.

For example, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox from the Three Demons of Spirit Realm.

In that ancient battle, despite the might of the Arrogant King, the other scattered fairy kings and demons were not his match. However, with her "Heavenly Demon Heart Moon" divine technique, she transformed earth elemental energy into a powerful illusion, causing the Arrogant King to suffer greatly.

She was one of the few who could block the Arrogant King's might, aside from true immortals.

In terms of strength alone, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox and other scattered fairy kings were not much different. It was hard to say who was stronger or weaker. But once someone stepped into her pre-set illusion trap, even the Arrogant King might have suffered a little.

This was the mystery of illusions.

They seemed useless but could kill powerful enemies effortlessly in specific situations.

Penglai Mountain, one of the Three Holy Sites, had seen many cultivators enter over the centuries. Of course, the final underground palace would not open, and no one could covet the immortals' treasures. But these various passages were accessible. Many who ventured into them to explore their depths had died from heart demons.

Their souls couldn't ascend to heaven; instead, they merged with the ghostly mists in the passage, making this illusionprohibition even stronger.

Lin Xuan's face showed pain as images of ghosts and spirits passed before his eyes.

"Master, what happened?"

A beautiful maiden appeared, her white light flashing. Lin Xuan had encountered danger; how could Mo'er stay safely at the Celestial Oracle Mansion?

The illusion array was useless to her. The little girl was a reincarnation of the Arrogant King, and while this illusion caused Lin Xuan immense pain, compared to the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's divine technique, it was insignificant.

Meanwhile, in other passages,

Almost everyone encountered trouble.

Boom!

Explosive sounds filled his ears as light radiated everywhere.

In the passage where Tinglou was located, it was incredibly wide. A giant ten meters tall was cut down by a single sword stroke.

The giant's skin was yellow and seemed to be composed of soil.

Earth Spirit!

Also known as Earth Puppet, simply put, it was a monster created from earth elemental energy. However, this guy's strength was at the Separation Stage.

This wasn't the hardest part; he had his head severed by Tinglou's sword but grew another one almost instantly, seemingly indestructible.

Tinglou frowned and struck again.

It wasn't silent or deafening, just a regular strike.

But the puppet was cut down once more.

A large hole appeared in front of him, with the monster's chest pierced by a single sword.

There were no others here; Tinglou didn't need to hide anything. He now revealed his true strength.

"Good job," the Nosed Dragon couldn't help but clap: "Tinglou, I see potential in you. You're at the Separation Stage, yet you can kill a Separation Initial-stage monster with one strike. Such power and divine techniques are rare among our peers even in our upper realm. If I could guide you further..."

"Just shut up," Tinglou frowned, interrupting Nosed Dragon's words impatiently: "You're wasting your breath. You think saying useless things can solve this predicament? How about figuring out how to get through here?"

"Tsk, be patient, Tinglou. Didn't you notice anything different in the elemental energies of this passage?"

"Are you talking about these yellow mists?"

"Yes, it seems you're teachable. The entire passage is filled with yellow mists formed from earth elemental energy. And that puppet is an earth elemental energy product. In such a situation, it naturally can quickly revive," said the True Dragon Immortal lazily.

"So there's no way to kill it under these circumstances?" Tinglou gritted his teeth.

"There are ways, actually. It's quite simple; just disrupt the nearby elemental energies."

"Disrupt?"

Tinglou was stunned for a moment before showing a thoughtful expression. The earth puppet had already rushed towards him.

"Break!"

Tinglou struck again with his sword, and the divine light blinded everyone. His strike seemed to pierce through space itself. Without any doubt, another Separation Stage earth puppet was instantly killed.

A flash of light revealed that this guy was split in two, more severely injured than before. He fell to the ground, but countless yellow mists rushed into his wounds.

However, due to the severity of the injuries, the recovery speed was slower. Tinglou's pupils constricted; he did not follow Nosed Dragon's advice to disrupt nearby elemental energies.

This place was deep underground where earth elemental energy was abundant. Such a move would be effective but would take much effort.

Tinglou raised his hand, and countless golden light points appeared around him.

"Go!"

The light points flashed and merged with the earth elemental energy, entering the puppet's wounds.

His method was simpler; instead of disrupting it, he treated other elemental energies as impurities. The earth puppet did not rise again. Tinglou swiftly moved deeper into the passage.
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At the same time, Tian Xiaojian also encountered trouble.

Originally, he had walked into a passage on his right. However, at this moment, he found himself in an empty wilderness.

Looking around, everything was gray and white, with strange rocks jutting out like beasts ready to devour him. Above his head, there was a layer of purplish-red demonic fog that enveloped the entire space.

This wasn't like floating clouds; instead, it formed a bizarre vortex.

Inside, it was extremely dark, and faintly, he could see lightning bolts about as thick as an arm jumping around.

But these were purple lightning bolts.

Tian Xiaojian's eyes narrowed slightly. He had heard of this kind of lightning before, but for the moment, he couldn't remember where. His face was grim. Tian Xiaojian, who had managed to reach such a realm in just three hundred years, must have encountered unimaginable dangers along the way.

A jade sword could only be sharpened through countless trials and tribulations. And after all these struggles, Tian Xiaojian was like a newly drawn sword—sharp and ready for battle.

But now, he didn't know what had happened. He had been walking in the passage just fine until some unknown trigger caused everything to change as it did.

Was this an illusionary restriction or had he been teleported into an independent space?

Tian Xiaojian's gaze flickered. There was no point in idle speculation; he quickly released his powerful divine consciousness…

But soon, a strange expression appeared on his face. This place was much smaller than he had imagined—only about ten miles wide.

As his divine consciousness expanded outward, it seemed to hit an invisible barrier and was easily bounced back.

"Hmph, there's some trickery here."

Tian Xiaojian's pupils constricted as he stretched out his hand, forming a vague gesture in front of him. Instantly, a demonic aura flew from his body, rolled over, and turned into a black ray that slashed forward.

A sharp crack echoed.

At the point where his divine consciousness had been blocked, this black ray seemed to encounter an invisible barrier as well. It struck hard but showed no effect before dissipating into nothingness.

Tian Xiaojian's face did not show any surprise. His previous attack was merely a test and had shown some results. At least he now understood the situation: since his demonic aura-based attacks were being blocked, this wasn't an illusionary restriction.

He must have been teleported to an independent space.

If he didn’t find a way out soon, the immortal treasure would become as illusory as a mirage in water.

A fierce look flashed across Tian Xiaojian's face. There was no one else here; he had no need to hide his strength.

With a thought, a three-foot-long sword floated before him. The blade was ancient and crude, with numerous evil-looking talismans carved into the hilt. As soon as it appeared, nearby demonic energy rushed towards it.

A hint of satisfaction crossed Tian Xiaojian's face. After all these years of effort, his Soul-Annihilating Blackheart Sword had almost reached a sentient state. His previous hard work hadn’t been in vain.

"Though this place is strange, the abundance of demonic energy here greatly benefits me. The power of my Soul-Annihilating Blackheart Sword can increase by more than thirty percent," Tian Xiaojian mumbled to himself as he began casting spells with both hands.

His body seemed to become a vortex, drawing in surrounding demonic energy which flowed through his dantian and into the Soul-Annihilating Blackheart Sword.

A clear ringing filled the air. The demon sword rapidly grew larger.

It started at three feet but quickly reached nearly ten feet before continuing to grow with each passing moment, eventually reaching hundreds of feet long.

Great Sword Technique!

When performed by a Separation Stage cultivator, it was naturally formidable. Tian Xiaojian's eyes showed satisfaction, though his face turned slightly pale.

The Soul-Annihilating Blackheart Sword wasn't an ordinary treasure; its consumption of magical energy was much higher. If not for the abundant demonic energy here, he wouldn’t have been able to transform it into a mountain-like size.

"Quickly!"

Tian Xiaojian muttered a spell and then stretched out his hand, moving slowly but quickly towards the target.

A demonic wind appeared out of nowhere, followed by the Soul-Annihilating Blackheart Sword flashing like a giant lightning bolt. The black light was so bright it blinded anyone nearby, as if the heavens had collapsed.

Then came the rumbling sound of the explosion. The demon sword flew at such speed that it surpassed the speed of sound, causing a deafening roar that made his eardrums ache.

If a commoner were here, just this sound would be enough to make their eyes and ears bleed. But for Tian Xiaojian, it had no effect.

The black lightning struck the invisible barrier with force.

Surprisingly, there was no sound or visible reaction; only two different types of demonic energy interwove at the point of impact.

It turned out to be even more difficult than he imagined. Tian Xiaojian's face changed.

He gripped his hands and was about to cast another spell when a purple lightning bolt suddenly appeared before him, striking the Soul-Annihilating Blackheart Sword with force.

Just one hit.

The light on the treasure’s surface quickly dimmed.

Tian Xiaojian's face turned even more grim. This was his heart-connected innate treasure; any damage would affect its owner as well.

Then, the hundreds-of-feet-long demon sword was bounced back.

This wasn’t the worst part.

Tian Xiaojian had just wanted to retrieve the treasure and cast another spell when he suddenly felt something and raised his head.

A single glance made Tian Xiaojian's face turn pale with shock.

The demonic energy in this place was already strange, but as a demon cultivator, he could still gain some benefits even while being restricted. However, his previous attack seemed to have disrupted the balance of this space, causing the demonic energy to surge.

The vortex that had formed now seemed to come alive.

A sharp crack echoed in Tian Xiaojian's ears as he felt the demonic energy continuously coalesce and merge.

If he didn't break this strange space soon, things could get out of hand.

Tian Xiaojian’s eyes flashed with a hint of ruthlessness. He spat out a mouthful of blood and was about to expend his true essence when a leisurely voice entered his ears: "Little fellow, no need to waste your efforts. With just a Separation Stage ant, you think you can break this soul consciousness space? Even I, the Grand Commander, have been trapped here for countless eons."
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Even with Tian Xiaojian's broad experience, having rolled in the maelstrom of life and death countless times, his expression now turned grimly cold.

A chill ran down his spine. 
Unexpectedly, beads of sweat began to form on his forehead.
Despite the formidable barriers surrounding this independent space, they were not expansive. He had already used his divine sense to thoroughly search every inch, but found no signs of other life forms existing here.
Where did this voice come from? What kind of creature was it?
Though shaken to the core, Tian Xiaojian didn't have the luxury to dwell on such trivial matters at the moment.
There were priorities. His very existence could be snuffed out by that terrifying demonic aura at any second.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as the vortex above him grew more ominous. 
A black beam of light shot out from within, not too thick, only a foot in diameter, and without much accompanying noise.
At first glance, it seemed unremarkable.
But Tian Xiaojian's expression hardened instantly.
An outsider might focus on the spectacle, but an insider would see through to the core.

In the world of cultivation, power wasn't always proportional to size. As a Separation Stage cultivator, Tian Xiaojian was acutely attuned to demonic energy.
The density of this aura was almost tangible, and it seemed like his fate was sealed.
He shouted with all his might: "Up..."

Instantly, the bones in front of him took shape. 
Like the spell he had just cast, a wall of white bones rose up, filled with an overwhelming sense of resentment.
These were the remains of cultivators and monsters that Tian Xiaojian had killed—spirits trapped within to enhance this bone flag's power.

While not as formidable as Mo'er's Beast Soul Flag, it still held its own. The more spirits there were, the greater the power of the artifact.
The怨气不仅对他毫无伤害，反而增强了这白骨之墙的防御力。
无论他晋升到何种程度，既然成了人界顶尖的修士，宝物自然不止幽冥碎心剑一件。铁牌、金钟也开始发挥威力……

整个过程看似复杂，实际上眨眼之间，离合期修士施法，速度惊人。

在天小剑面前，魔光缠绕，七八件宝物与光幕交织在一起。
每一样都有独到之处。
这样的防御，就算面对后期的老怪物，在全力猛攻下也不是一时半会能破除的。他现在只需要接住这直径不过一尺的光柱。

看起来应该可以做到。

然而不知为何，天小剑心中的毛骨悚然感反而越发强烈。
下一刻，光柱终于轰落在他的头顶上。不可思议的一幕发生了，所有的防御似乎不堪一击，被轻易撕扯得支离破碎。
他只能眼睁睁地看着自己被那道光柱吞噬。

尽人事而听天命。换句话说，人的努力固然能创造奇迹，但能不能胜天还要看人品或运气。
此时的天小剑绝望到了极点。

亲身体验才知道这光柱的可怕，可能不逊色于古魔刚召唤出来的巨大利爪。
护体魔气是最后的屏障，但它刚一接触就被轰得四分五裂。随后他的身体被彻底吞噬……

此刻除了绝望还能有什么？

而隐藏在暗处，刚刚发出声音的身影却咧嘴一笑，数百万年来，虽然每隔一段时间才会有修士闯入，但只要进入这独立空间，就必然陨落。
分神期以下的存在不可能抵挡住魔念神雷。

而分神期的家伙，在灵界或魔界都是极上位的存在。受困于天地法则，本体根本无法来到蓬莱山。

脑海中念头闪过，那虚影脸上的笑容显得越发狰狞。
然而下一刻，他瞪大了眼睛，仿佛看见了什么不可思议之物。

与此同时，另一条通道。

古魔站在一座废弃的大殿中。
脚下满是残肢断臂，但这些并非人类的尸体，只是些木头人傀儡而已。

木灵！
换句话说，是由木属性灵气汇聚而成的生命体，在木灵气充裕的地方可以很快复活。

古魔遇到的麻烦与望亭楼差不多，但他应付起来却轻松自如。杀死后的木灵无法复活，全部被此獠用大神通魔化掉。
魔化的木灵自然不会吸收木灵气疗伤。

这种五行傀儡表面上难缠无比，但只要知道其弱点和底细，应对起来并不困难。
知己知彼，在修仙界同样适用。

哼，这条通道有这么多的木灵，那望亭楼所走的通道就是土灵了。以那家伙离合后期的实力，想必应付应该没有什么问题……”此魔喃喃自语，语气中似乎对望亭楼关心无比。
“既然你如此肯定，又何必问我？其实望亭楼是死是活，又有什么关系呢？我不明白，堂堂的天元魔祖为何要费大力气拉拢一区区离合期修士。虽然他的修为就算到了上界也能立足，但相对于我们本体的实力来说，不值一提。”
清朗的声音传来。
话音刚落，古魔胸口一阵模糊，多出一张人脸来。

英俊无比，竟似一位白面书生的样子，映衬着古魔壮硕的身躯显得十分诡秘。

哼，你懂什么？在我眼中，区区离合期的存在不值一提。但为了这次人界行动，我准备了十万年之久，查阅过无数上古典籍。就算我们费尽千辛万苦来到真仙的埋骨之地，也必须满足一定条件才能取宝……”

“取宝还有这要求？我以前怎么没听你提起过？”那白面书生的人脸眉头一皱，有些不满。

“废话，我为什么要告诉你？虽然我们现在共用一个身体，但彼此神魂完全独立。我不敢完全信任你……”古魔刻薄地说道，丝毫掩饰也无。
“废话，彼此彼此。说起来我们还有血海深仇。当年若不是你想突破境界，以期有朝一日成为真魔始祖，修炼那禁忌魔，并将我好友一口吞噬，我又怎么会落到如此境地呢……”白面书生淡淡地说，语气中满含怨毒。
“过去的事情还提什么？本魔祖不是没有成吗？何况你有什么资格指责我。阁下不也同样修炼了那被封印的，否则神魂怎么会如此强大，竟与本魔祖斗了个不分胜负。虽然我能压制你的神魂，但无法吞噬。最后不得不共用一个身体，而且两个神魂联系紧密，甚至连这次分魂下界，那一缕分魂中也包含了我们二人的神识……”古魔说到这里，郁闷不已。
“那也是你咎由自取。我的情况比你还糟糕些。若不是你做那蠢事，我们两人怎么会落到如此境地。两个神魂寄宿于一个身体，神通不仅没有增加，反而大幅减弱。你天元魔祖在圣界也是鼎鼎大名的人物，可现在呢？上次的打斗甚至差点输在一魔将手中……”白面书生语气奇特，有些郁闷又幸灾乐祸。
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"Hmph, thirty years of east, thirty years of west." The Demon Sovereign merely fell from grace. But what does that matter? A dragon can't be confined to a pond forever. This time I came down here for the true cultivator's treasures and will present them to Ice Soul Lord as a gift. In return, she'll perform the soul separation technique on us."

"Thus, you, Heavenly Origin Demon Sovereign, can regain your former strength…" The pale-faced scholar sneered.

"Why should I mock you? As long as the plan succeeds, I gain much. You do too. I will find an upper-ranking demon general to take over your essence and spirit. Then all you need to do is retreat into meditation for a while, and your cultivation can recover."

The Demon Sovereign said with a bitter smile, seeming somewhat helpless towards the scholar.

"Hmph, it sounds good, but I dare not fully believe what you say. For one thing, if we really get the treasures left by true cultivators, why should we give them to Ice Soul Lord? She may be high-ranking among true demons, but in terms of strength, she's no different from a scattered immortal or demon king. With these divine artifacts, your Heavenly Origin Demon Sovereign has an unlimited future. Perhaps one day you'll surpass Ice Soul Lord. Then separating our souls would just be a matter of lifting a finger."

"That's a normal thought," the scholar said with a low voice, his face full of surprise.

"I can't figure this out either, but later I finally learned some details. Those left-over treasures are indeed invaluable to ordinary cultivators, but in the eyes of the top-tier beings from both worlds, they're not worth such trouble."

"Your point is that these divine treasures have become somewhat useless…"

"Useless? Not entirely. They are still divine artifacts. I know one item among them; gaining it won't enhance your strength, but for certain people, it's crucial. If I give this to Ice Soul Lord, she'll definitely help us separate our souls."

"Alright, even if you're thorough, you haven't answered my question. What does a great Heavenly Origin Demon Sovereign gain by recruiting Wangting Pavilion?"

"The Sovereign has his reasons. The remaining divine treasures aren't easy to obtain. Either one must have the Spirit Net Jade Talisman…" "What? Spirit Net Jade Talisman?" Before the ancient demon could finish, the scholar couldn't help exclaiming in shock: "That thing was stolen a million years ago! It's said that the person who got it was an existence at the late-stage tribulation. They almost ascended to the heavens but were killed because of this artifact. The Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, one of the three demon kings, severely injured them. But they managed to escape and broke through the void into the lower realm."

"You knew about this secret too, but it didn't end there. The Spirit Net Jade Talisman is one of the three great treasures in the spirit world. Such a scandal wouldn't just fade away. And reportedly, that person also stole two extremely precious spirit beast eggs,"

"Spirit beast eggs?" The scholar was stunned but didn't dwell on this point. He was more interested in the Spirit Net Jade Talisman: "Whose hands does it fall into?"

"I don't know. I only knew that back then, before the change of cosmic laws, many top-notch experts from both worlds broke through the void and came to the lower realm. The late-stage tribulation expert's soul was scattered, but the Spirit Net Jade Talisman vanished with those two beast eggs."

The scholar sighed, taking a long time to digest this information: "Since the whereabouts of the Spirit Net Jade Talisman are unknown, how did you get these treasures?"

"It turned out to be by chance. Whether we can obtain the treasure depends on Wangting Pavilion..."

"How so..." A trace of surprise appeared on the scholar's face.

"Besides the Spirit Net Jade Talisman, another item that can fetch a divine artifact is the Worry-Relieving Fruit. It’s a holy object in both worlds and has great uses. Low-ranking cultivators who consume it gain an extra thousand years."

"But didn't the Worry-Relieving Fruit disappear?" The scholar frowned.

"I thought so too at first, but after much effort, I only found one fruit core. Whether this can fetch divine treasures is uncertain; at most, fifty percent. But did you notice? Wangting Pavilion's vitality and blood are far more abundant than those of ordinary separation cultivators. If my guess is right, he must have taken the Worry-Relieving Fruit to gain an extra thousand years. Thus, using him as a sacrificial offering can still fetch the treasures."

The ancient demon's eyes sparkled with malice.

"So you value this human cultivator so much because you want his bones for fetching the treasure..." The scholar's face showed understanding and excitement.

"Then those two little things are out of luck. They have no chance to obtain any Worry-Relieving Fruit or Spirit Net Jade Talisman, especially since their paths are far more dangerous than ours."

The ancient demon cackled with glee at his misfortune.

"Oh, how so?"

"Hmph, there's a fourth path besides the earth spirit and wood spirit. Theprohibition inside is the Thousand Ghost Illusion Array. Once you enter, ordinary separation cultivators will die, and their souls will be trapped by ghostly creatures, leaving no chance for rebirth. As for the other..."

"What's the other one?"

"I'm not sure, but it’s said that since ancient times, nobody has ever walked out alive from there," the ancient demon muttered.

"So those two little fellows must have perished. Using Wangting Pavilion as a sacrificial offering will fetch the treasures."
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On the other side, Lin Xuan was plunged into an extreme danger.

In terms of strength, he far surpassed his peers. However, at this moment, what he faced was a heart demon.

A single misstep would lead to him losing control and walking the path that led to destruction. The consequences would be even worse than death; there might not even be a chance for rebirth.

Lin Xuan tightly closed his eyes as his body trembled uncontrollably. Deep within his识海, Lin Xuan was desperately fighting against the heart demon. In his dantian, two yuan yin had already opened their eyes, their faces filled with tension. The妖丹, which was about the size of a dragon's eye, spun rapidly, emitting pure essence qi.

However, it was ineffective; a heart demon could not be resisted merely by having deep spiritual power.

Beside him, Mo'er widened her eyes in worry. If facing a formidable enemy, she could assist, but at this moment, the little girl could do nothing to help.

Though terrifying, the heart demon was also ethereal and intangible. Mo'er's eyes widened as she realized that the Law of Little Luo Tian had such an effect on dispelling illusions. Over time, the ghostly fog was completely swept away, and with the golden light retracting, the Law of Little Luo Tian revealed its true form.

The eyes, eyebrows, nose, and other features were identical to Lin Xuan's, as if it was his own shadow. But when combined with his body, there were nine heads and eighteen arms!

Lin Xuan's spiritual power surged to near mid-stage.

Of course, compared to a genuine mid-stage cultivator, he still fell short, but such a transformation was astonishing.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan exhaled. "Young Master."

Mo'er was overjoyed and almost cried out in happiness as she hugged him tightly. Lin Xuan's face showed signs of fatigue; it felt like he had just fought an intense battle.

It was indeed a stroke of luck that the Law of Little Luo Tian could dispel illusions, but if not...

Lin Xuan did not dare to think about it further. However, considering how mysterious this cultivation technique was and its many unsolved mysteries, Lin Xuan decided to focus on it more in the future.

With these thoughts, he put aside his current concerns. After all, there were priorities; obtaining a divine treasure was the most important task now.

The ghostly creatures had been removed from the passage, so Lin Xuan sent Mo'er back to the Heaven's Will Mansion. Then, with a flash of his figure, he flew forward.

This time, no barriers blocked him. After about half an hour, a large door came into view.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan involuntarily sucked in a breath as the door was enormous, towering at seven or eight zhang high. The surface was covered with intricate runes that shone brilliantly. Lin Xuan could not tell what material it was made of but knew it was no small matter.

Though excited, Lin Xuan did not rush into the door immediately. He had no idea what lay behind; it could be a divine treasure or a trap.

Just moments ago, he had narrowly escaped danger and nearly lost his life. How could he afford to be careless?

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan tapped his waist, and a wooden box about a foot in size floated before him, covered with numerous intricate runes that indicated its importance.

"Thankfully, I was well-prepared..."

Lin Xuan muttered softly, then carefully peeled off the surface runes. A yellowish-green talisman flashed out and floated to Lin Xuan's palm.

This talisman was peculiar; aside from various strange symbols, it had a lion pattern on the surface that stood out most prominently. Though only an inch long, it was lifelike and restless, running around inside the talisman as if truly alive. Its eyes glowed with a bloodthirsty light.

It was a Beast Soul Talisman!

And it was of late-stage yuan yin quality—a rare item Lin Xuan had crafted from the essence soul of Master Zhen's son.

Master Zhen's misfortune was indeed unfortunate; not only did he suffer torture, but even his essence soul was used by Lin Xuan to create a magical weapon.

Wasting resources would bring down divine punishment. But this time, it proved useful.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan pointed at the talisman. Golden light flashed, and instead of igniting on its own, the talisman vanished mysteriously.

Roar!

A fierce beast appeared before him.

Compared to a regular lion, it was nearly twice as large with bloodthirsty eyes. Its spiritual pressure was formidable; it was still an advanced-stage monster, but its intelligence had been lost, making it merely a puppet under Lin Xuan's control.

Lin Xuan was satisfied and pointed forward, saying, "Go..."

Aaah!

The lion, lacking intelligence, did not know fear. It pounced with all its might, like lightning.

Several feet from the door, it opened its mouth and shot out a light column about a foot in diameter, surrounded by electric arcs. Clearly, its power was formidable.

A loud explosion echoed as the runes on the door flashed. Despite forming a protective barrier, it only lasted for a few moments before being pierced through.

Then, a heavy sound came from within; both doors slowly opened.

Lin Xuan's expression turned strange.

"Is this too easy?"

"Young Master, is there a trap?" Mo'er, though in the Heaven's Will Mansion, could still see everything clearly and expressed her concern.

Lin Xuan shared these thoughts. He would not rush in recklessly but used the late-stage monster soul to explore first.

With his eyes closed, Lin Xuan sent a fragment of his divine consciousness into the monster soul.

Then, he guided Master Zhen through the door.

After a short while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes with disappointment. For some reason, he had lost contact with his divine consciousness.

Though it was not certain that there were traps inside, it was certainly no safe place.

Should he enter?

Lin Xuan's face showed hesitation but quickly turned to determination.

He had come this far; how could he give up now?

He would take the risk!

Even if it meant facing danger, for a divine treasure, it was worth trying.

Despite his resolve, Lin Xuan did not rush in. He flicked his sleeve and the Black Gold Dragon Shield flew out. Although its defensive power was still inferior to supreme treasures, it could easily withstand an attack from a Separation Stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan did not rely solely on this defense; in such perilous situations, having some backup was better than hiding behind it.

With a flash of green light, the Green Flame Qilin Armor appeared. Then, Lin Xuan entered the hall without hesitation.

"Ah..."

To his surprise, he was not attacked. However, the vastness of the area left him in awe.

This was no room; it resembled a plaza. Once inside, his divine consciousness was not suppressed but completely lost its effect—except for Inner Vision.

Lin Xuan ignored this and began to look around. The plaza was enormous, covering several thousand zhang.

Despite being underground, there were clouds of white vapor floating above the ground. Though damaged, they exuded an immense aura, very luxurious.

Lin Xuan's initial exploration led his gaze to a skeleton at the end of the plaza.

Could it be a divine relic?

Lin Xuan was elated as he noticed the skeleton in a crawling position with a storage bag in hand. Could the treasure be inside?
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Lin Xuan swallowed a mouthful of saliva. Even with his composure, he couldn't help feeling agitated.

After enduring countless hardships, he finally saw the treasures of immortal beings here.

What would be inside?

Would it be medicinal herbs or不可思议的法宝?

But Lin Xuan didn’t rush forward without caution; instead, he turned his gaze away from the storage bag and focused on the bones.

Clearly, these weren't the remains of an immortal. This meant that long ago, someone had come here and perished in this place.

Those who entered might not be able to leave.

Lin Xuan lowered his head in deep thought. Since his spirit awareness couldn’t detach from his body here, he could only rely on his eyes.

He looked around!

Soon, Lin Xuan found a few more skeletons.

There were humans and demons; it was obvious that multiple people had come here.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew even more grim.

But no matter how dangerous the situation might be, he couldn’t just stand there. He didn’t have time to waste.

His gaze fell on the Lion Soul beside him.

"Go!"

He pointed at the creature.

A flash of spiritual light appeared as the Lion Soul suddenly changed shape, standing upright and transforming into a handsome young man.

The appearance was identical to Shi Zheng’s. This demon had reached its final stage of transformation, so its soul could still take on human form, though it lacked intelligence and was completely controlled by its master.

With the same effect as a puppet, he didn’t fear anything. He moved swiftly to stand beside the bones.

Bending down, he picked up the storage bag.

Was it really that simple?

Lin Xuan’s face showed no signs of joy; instead, it revealed some confusion and doubt.

Could it be that what was inside wasn’t an immortal’s treasure?

A loud explosion echoed in his ears as the storage bag unexpectedly detonated. Black-red flames engulfed Shi Zheng, who, despite being a late-stage transformed demon soul, made no attempt to resist, melting away like ice thrown into a fire.

Indeed, it had melted!

Lin Xuan’s face showed shock.

What terrifying power! If he were in this situation, his fate might not be much better.

This storage bag was a trap.

While the禁制 that lured people here wasn’t particularly clever, it exploited human greed and ambition. Even an ancient monster with thousands of years of life couldn’t resist seeing immortal treasures. With multiple people arriving at once, they would inevitably fight over them.

The winner took all.

But as soon as they picked up the storage bag, they realized what they were fighting for was a烫手的山芋 (a hot potato).

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief, secretly rejoicing that he had dodged this trap. His caution had been well-placed.

However, his expression darkened again.

Turning his head, Lin Xuan saw a figure appear in his line of sight.

Wearing a scholar’s robe and sporting three long beards, the man looked extremely refined.

But for some reason, Lin Xuan felt an overwhelming pressure.

It far exceeded what he faced against the Ten Thousand Serpent King.

Ting Ling!

A legendary master from the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud, he was truly standing at the pinnacle of mortal realms.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. Since embarking on his cultivation path, he had faced many formidable opponents with higher levels than him.

However, Lin Xuan had won more often than not.

The reasons were several: first, his strength far surpassed that of peers; previously, he practiced both good and evil magic, but after obtaining the Nine Heavenly Dances Technique, a demon core appeared in his body. His magical power was even deeper than that of a cultivator one level higher.

Moreover, the other party didn’t know this secret, so they would underestimate him when engaging in battle.

In high-level combat, mindset is crucial. Lin Xuan had already taken an early lead with this advantage.

Of course, this alone wasn’t enough for Lin Xuan to defeat his opponents.

But his treasures far surpassed those of peers at the same level.

The storage bag contained countless crystals, talismans, and medicinal pills to replenish magical power.

With these treasures and his rich experience in combat, it was no wonder he could turn the tables on stronger foes.

And if necessary, Lin Xuan could summon Yue'er as an ally.

Previously, facing formidable enemies, even when the situation seemed dire, Lin Xuan never showed fear. Instead, he calmly analyzed both sides’ strengths and weaknesses.

These insights would be invaluable in a real fight; knowing oneself and one’s enemy leads to victory in a hundred battles. This principle applied just as much in the cultivation world.

However, this time, Lin Xuan was already afraid before the battle began.

It wasn’t because of Ting Ling's reputation.

Instead, standing there casually, he exuded an imposing aura that made him seem formidable and intimidating.

Indeed, a hero’s name is his strength.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but knew deep down that his chances were slim. Even with Yue'er by his side, dominating mortal realms might be possible, but reaching invincibility was still lacking.

But Ting Ling was precisely such an unparalleled existence in the mortal world—never having lost a single battle for a thousand years!

Despite his unease, Lin Xuan didn’t back down; he couldn’t simply hand over immortal treasures without a fight.

The atmosphere grew tense.

Meanwhile, in the Soul Realm, Tian Xiaojian faced even greater dangers than Lin Xuan.

His defenses were formidable, but they proved useless. Entities below the Focused Spirit stage couldn't withstand the demonic consciousness lightning.

No matter how many more millennia he trained, Tian Xiaojian was devoured by the black light column in an instant.

Far away, the shadow’s face showed a cruel expression as if it licked its lips. It hadn’t tasted human souls for a long time.

Although this little fellow from the Separation and Union stage wasn’t much, the taste of his soul should be delightful.

But before he could fully process these thoughts, the shadow’s expression froze in shock, wide-eyed and mouth agape as if it couldn’t believe what it saw.

Tian Xiaojian was devoured by the demonic consciousness lightning but suffered no harm. The light column that could destroy everything felt like a gentle caress, giving him an odd sense of warmth.

Tian Xiaojian himself was stunned.

Turning his head in confusion, he realized if not for his treasures, this scene before him might have been just an illusion.

He reached out to touch the black light column, feeling only warmth.

But as someone who had faced countless trials and tribulations, Tian Xiaojian quickly recovered from his shock. Regardless of whether the light column posed a threat or not, staying in one place wasn’t wise. He moved several dozen feet away.
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Despite the pressing time, Lin Xuan did not dare to act rashly. However, his face was filled with a wary expression, akin to facing an enemy.

Indeed, although obtaining the treasure would require some effort, the treasure was undoubtedly here. Facing the remains of a cultivator, even if Lin Xuan and Watingting Lou had never met before or had any connection, friends would still turn against each other given the right circumstances.

With self-interest at stake, how many cultivators could remain pure in their desires?

There was no room for reason at such times; it was impossible to follow the order of arrival. The one with power would take the treasure.

The law of the jungle has always been this way in the cultivation world.

Watingting Lou's gaze swept over Lin Xuan's face, revealing a hint of surprise. He did not expect this young man to have acted first.

However, unlike Lin Xuan's wary expression, his face showed an easy smile, as if he had all the answers or was waiting for something else.

"Friend Daoist Lin, are you interested in collaborating?" Watingting Lou unexpectedly spoke up.

"Collaborate?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and a strange look appeared on his face.

"Yes, collaborate. Let's join forces to eliminate that ancient demon," Watingting Lou said with a calm expression.

"Humph! You were with the ancient demon, weren't you?"

"Why ask something so obvious? With your depth of mind, shouldn't it be clear that I'm just playing along? Now that we've seen the treasure, there's no need to pretend anymore."

Hearing his words, Lin Xuan's expression darkened. Such a sudden change was beyond what he had anticipated. From his intuition, Lin Xuan felt Watingting Lou wasn't lying. With his cultivation level, why would he collaborate with an ancient demon? He had an 80% chance of ascending to the Spirit Realm.

After all, for human cultivators, even if their techniques were for cultivating demons, few would willingly ascend to the Demon Realm unless absolutely necessary.

"Collaborating with you is fine. However, your cultivation level is late-stage Separation Formation, far beyond mine. After we kill the ancient demon, the treasure will be yours anyway. I don't want to end up like a rabbit that escapes but sees its hunter."

"What do you propose?" Watingting Lou's face showed a hint of bitterness: "Even if I offer to hand over the treasure, you probably wouldn't believe me."

"Rubbish! You are the first powerhouse in the human world. Why would you come here just for trivialities?" Lin Xuan said irritably.

There was no time for pretense now. Besides, Watingting Lou had lived nearly two thousand years and was a monster. Ordinary lies wouldn't fool him.

One should not hide the truth from a wise man.

"Alright, then what's left to say? I must get this treasure, but you don't need to undervalue yourself. You're no ordinary cultivator; Huìtōng of the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect died at your hands many years ago. And back then, you were only an infantile spirit!"

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. How did this guy know?

"Haha, your reaction suggests that my pretense wasn't entirely wrong," Watingting Lou said with a hint of mockery.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he had been too careless. It turned out the other party was also unaware and was using words to deceive him.

Lin Xuan felt frustrated. Playing mind games was always beneficial for him, but this time, it backfired. Watingting Lou seemed honest on the surface, yet his cunning was beyond imagination. But upon reflection, it wasn't surprising; he had lived nearly two thousand years and had shaken the Twelve States of Tianyun with his might. His cunning couldn't be solely attributed to power.

"Alright, I'll join you. However, there's no need for you to hand over the treasure. This condition is unrealistic. I just want a promise from you," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"A promise?"

"Yes, after we kill the ancient demon, we will compete for the treasure using our own means. But regardless of the outcome, you mustn't harm my life."

"Promise?" Watingting Lou was taken aback: "What do you mean? With our cultivation levels, what use is a heart demon vow? Don't you fear that I might break it?"

"You can try breaking it if you want. If I had asked for more stringent conditions, like the禁神术 (Prohibition of Spirit Technique), would you have agreed? Knowing it's useless, why should I waste my words? But this heart demon vow is just right. With our cultivation levels, we could remove the oath with some effort. However, you mustn't forget that a heart demon is an intangible thing. Even if you remove the oath, there might still be repercussions when you push through your limits," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Humph! What you propose are just records from ancient texts; who knows if they're true or how much they can be trusted?" Watingting Lou waved his hand and showed an air of nonchalance on his face.

"Regardless of their credibility, do you want to take this risk?" Lin Xuan said with a smile: "We have no grudges. Our conflict is just over the treasure. With the heart demon vow as a constraint, I believe my life can be saved. You are smart enough not to harm yourself and others. Now it's up to you whether you want to take this oath."

"Alright!"

Watingting Lou nodded after a moment of thought. This young man was indeed clever; his demands maximized his benefits while being reasonable.

If he had been less cautious, he might have demanded more, in which case, Watingting Lou would have considered killing him.

Seeing the agreement, Lin Xuan felt relieved. The situation was complex, but he did not intend to give up on the treasure of a cultivator.

Of course, he didn't have much confidence in obtaining it either; he would act according to circumstances.

With time running short, Watingting Lou did not waste any more time and immediately took an oath.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. Just as he was about to discuss their collaboration, Watingting Lou spoke up: "Since you are sincere, shouldn't your other companion in the Heavenly Fate Mansion be called out too?"

On the other side, in the Soul Perception Space:

"True Demon Body! This boy is a True Demon Body."

Laughter echoed. The shadow could no longer hide its shock and joy; it loudly exclaimed.

"Who… who else is here?"

Tian Xiaojian's face turned pale as he quickly turned his head to follow the sound. He had just used his divine sense to thoroughly scan the area, but there was no one.

Moreover, this space wasn't large; it only covered ten miles in all directions. Without a divine sense, even with human eyesight, everything could be seen clearly, and yet, there was no one.

"Haha, for millions of years, I didn't know how long I had been waiting here. Heaven be praised, finally, I've waited out a True Demon Body," the laughter continued to echo.
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At the top of the mountain, within a subterranean palace.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. This guy had actually figured out Mei'er’s whereabouts.

Although Wanjiao Wang had once discerned that Mei'er was hiding in the Heaven Mechanism Mansion on Silver Shark Island, after entering the Netherworld Gate, it seemed that Penglai Mountain weakened cultivators' divine consciousness. Mei'er’s trail hadn't been exposed again since then.

Unexpectedly, at this moment...

The Pavilion of Observing the Horizon was indeed the top master of the human world.

Lin Xuan's mind raced but he kept a neutral expression. Denying it now would be futile and petty. After weighing his options, Lin Xuan understood how to act in his best interest.

With a tap on his waist, white light flashed as Mei'er appeared before him.

The Pavilion of Observing the Horizon scanned her face with a satisfied smile: "Not bad, not bad. This friend is also at the Separation stage. With our three working together, we should have full confidence in exterminating the ancient demon."

Before he could finish speaking, his left hand flicked and a silver-shimmering talisman slid out of his sleeve, turning towards Mei'er.

Though there was no aura of killing intent, it didn't seem like any malicious intent. Nevertheless, Lin Xuan raised his left hand, sensing space fluctuations as a green-glowing hand appeared beside Mei'er. It moved downward and grabbed the silver talisman.

The Pavilion of Observing the Horizon ignored this, still smiling contentedly.

"Friend, what are you doing?" Lin Xuan frowned and spoke up.

"I have no ill intentions; it's merely an invisibility talisman."

"What? Invisibility talisman?"

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. If not for his position, he would almost think the Pavilion of Observing the Horizon was boasting.

To cultivators, concealment techniques were nothing mysterious—there were such techniques in the Five Elements School, and even Flexible Spirit Stage cultivators could master them, though they were relatively low-level.

But invisibility meant exactly that: hiding one's form. Even for lower-stage cultivators or Lin Xuan himself, concealing oneself withqi collection technique (concealment technique) wasn't something that could be done without leaving any trace.

There would still be some telltale signs, just harder to detect.

But an invisibility technique was different; it truly made one's presence vanish. Lin Xuan had once read about such a technique in ancient texts but dismissed it as impossible.

However, the Pavilion of Observing the Horizon couldn't possibly lie now.

"An invisibility talisman. What do you want with this?"

"I can see your whereabouts because I have a special treasure on me. As long as there are no mishaps, the ancient demon won’t discover her location. So, I’m using this talisman to completely hide her form and launch a surprise attack at an opportune moment."

The Pavilion of Observing the Horizon made a valid point, but Lin Xuan’s gaze remained skeptical.

"Such a treasure, why not keep it for yourself?"

"You are indeed cautious. Do you think I set a trap? To be honest, this talisman was something I stumbled upon accidentally. It should have originated from the Spirit Realm, but it's probably just a flawed item," the Pavilion of Observing the Horizon stroked his beard, a gesture that seemed quite dashing.

"Flawed item, what does that mean?"

"It’s not just a one-time use item; its power has diminished significantly. It can only last for half an hour at most. Moreover, using this object allows complete concealment, but there's a condition: it must be used while motionless. Otherwise, the talisman will lose its effect,"...

Hearing this, Lin Xuan’s eyes showed understanding. The time limit was manageable, and in critical moments, such a talisman could still prove effective. However, not being able to move would significantly reduce its value.

Using it for Mei'er's ambush seemed like a good idea.

But with his deep-seated caution, Lin Xuan wouldn’t just take the Pavilion of Observing the Horizon’s word at face value. Even if they agreed to work together, he couldn't lower his guard.

Lin Xuan scanned the talisman without finding any anomalies. He had some understanding of talismans and could easily discern whether it was tampered with or not.

No trap.

After confirming this point, Lin Xuan handed the talisman to Mei'er.

"Alright, we don’t have much time left. That ancient demon might come at any moment. Let’s discuss how to handle it. Although he is only at the Separation stage, he is a fragment of an upper realm demon lord. The mystical techniques he knows are likely far beyond our imagination," the Pavilion of Observing the Horizon finally urged after Lin Xuan finished inspecting the talisman.

In the Soul Perception Space.

Tian Xiaojian’s face was full of vigilance.

A large shadow gradually appeared about a hundred feet away, where there had been nothing before. It turned out to be an enormous demon creature towering over ten feet tall.

Just a glance made Tian Xiaojian break into cold sweat. The demon emitted an aura of supreme dominion and authority.

Indeed, it wasn’t spiritual pressure but rather an imposing presence—a quality that only came from years of refinement.

However, soon Tian Xiaojian realized the terrifying monster was just a faint shadow with no solid form.

"What are you?" Tian Xiaojian didn't attack. Facing unknown entities, he was very cautious.

"Haha, right! You’re indeed a true demon body."

The shadow’s face was filled with excitement, even though it still showed confusion and bewilderment.

After all, true demon bodies almost only existed in legends. Even in the Demon Realm, such beings had appeared for decades only once—himself.

The Holy Race rarely produced true demon bodies, and humans were impossible to have one.

Incredible. But at this moment, that shadow didn’t feel like dwelling on it further.

He originally thought he would be trapped here forever, but fate had sent him a huge opportunity.

There was no reason not to seize the chance for freedom. The shadow flashed and flew towards Tian Xiaojian.

With nowhere to escape in such a confined space, Tian Xiaojian’s expression turned grim.

His nature wouldn’t allow him to sit idly by. With a wave of his sleeve, an ancient-looking immortal sword appeared, carrying myriad ghostly energies. It struck the opponent like thunder and lightning.

The opponent was unpredictable, so Tian Xiaojian didn't hold back. He unleashed everything he had. After years of cultivation, this treasure’s power was formidable indeed.

However, something incredible happened. The shadow did not dodge; the Ghostheart Saber pierced through its body but had no effect.

Tian Xiaojian's expression changed in horror. His treasures could even sever an immortal soul, and yet, it didn't work on him. Before his thoughts fully processed, the monster was already at his face, grinning as it taunted: "Do you want to ascend to immortality?"
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Lin Xuan and Wang Tinglou had achieved their current success by navigating through the tumultuous trials of life, thus they were well-versed in combat experience. They quickly devised a strategy to counter their opponent.

Moon stretched out her hand and pressed an invisibility talisman onto herself. Her figure gradually faded until she vanished completely, leaving no trace of her presence or aura. Lin Xuan knew Moon was beside him but could not sense her at all.

This result was far more subtle than what the concealment technique and repressed qi could achieve.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, yet he couldn't help feeling a bit amazed. This was just a flawed item; how much better would the true invisibility talisman be?

Shaking his head, now wasn't the time to ponder such matters.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began meditating to recover his strength. Although he had once obtained a small bottle of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in the凝聚灵力空间 (Condensation Spirit Space), such an extraordinary item was exceedingly rare even in the spiritual realm, reserved for critical moments. Lin Xuan wouldn't waste it here.

Wang Tinglou performed similar actions. Despite his lower cultivation stage compared to the ancient demon, evaluating a cultivator's strength wasn't solely based on their cultivation stage; the true form of an opponent, a high-ranking demonic ancestor, was terrifying. Therefore, Wang Tinglou did not take any chances.

They didn't have to wait long before a massive figure appeared in front of them. The entire body was pitch black like ink, covered by fine scales.

It was a Fiend!

What caught everyone's attention were its grotesque head with two pairs of elongated eyes. One pair flashed red light while the other glinted with icy green light. A sharp horn protruded from one of the heads, adorned with intricate patterns that seemed like a mystical array.

Its fangs were exposed, and it had three nostrils on each side. Sharp bone daggers extended from its elbows and joints.

Despite not revealing its demonic aura, its spiritual pressure was formidable.

There were unknown restraints in this hall, suppressing the ancient demon's divine sense as well. However, his vision far surpassed that of a cultivator.

His gaze swept across everything, making it clear to everyone present.

As he scanned Lin Xuan and Wang Tinglou, a hint of surprise appeared on his face.

With a slight movement of his lips, he was about to speak when Lin Xuan had no time for idle chatter. Since they were now enemies, there was no need for pleasantries.

He flicked his sleeve, releasing a streak of green light that grew larger as it rushed towards the ancient demon with the speed and ferocity of lightning.

This wasn't exactly an ambush, but its boldness and ruthlessness left the ancient demon both angered and alarmed.

Red light flashed in his eyes as he summoned a small brick about the size of several inches.

After being released, it quickly grew larger. Despite appearing clumsy, it was incredibly agile, moving swiftly to intercept the green fire.

The crackling sound filled their ears as the two treasures clashed mid-air, making it hard to determine who would emerge victorious.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise on his face; Wang Tinglou's fear of the ancient demon proved that there was indeed something worth considering.

However, this situation seemed peculiar. The Fiend was also an upper realm existence and one of the Four Evils of the Spirit Realm. Lin Xuan believed it wouldn't be inferior to this so-called demon ancestor. Why was its soul fragment so weak? Could there be some unknown secrets behind this?

Though he was puzzled, now wasn't the time for deep contemplation. The ancient demon sneered and said, "Boy, you actually dared to attack me! You don’t know when to die."

He then turned his head towards Wang Tinglou: "Friend Tinglou, what do you think you're doing? Don't you remember our alliance?"

Although the ancient demon appeared calm on the surface, he was already agitated internally.

That boy's path clearly led to a dead end. How could he have reached here?

A small separation couldn’t possibly navigate through the Thousand Ghost Illusion Array; perhaps his intelligence had been slightly off?

However, what he feared most wasn't Lin Xuan but Wang Tinglou. He thought the latter was already in his grasp, only to find that old fellow cunningly playing a double-cross.

Despite being alarmed, on the surface, he didn’t give up: "Friend Tinglou, do you really want to break your promise and not ascend to the upper realm?"

"You don't need to use this to intimidate me. Even without you, I can still withstand the heavenly tribulation." Wang Tinglou raised his chin, daring to look down on the heavenly tribulation as if it were nothing.

"Is that so? With your strength, perhaps you could ascend successfully, but there's no guarantee of success. There’s a chance of failure, and with my protection, you have nothing to fear. As an advanced separation cultivator in the mortal realm, you are already at the top, but what does that mean in the upper realm? Without me guiding you, do you think your life will be easy? The truth is, those ascended cultivators…" The ancient demon's face was filled with a sneer, his tone clearly threatening.

But Wang Tinglou had reached this point not easily. His words couldn’t shake his resolve.

He flicked his sleeve and released a one-foot-long treasure that shone with golden light, adorned with a coiled dragon design. A mysterious aura surged forth.

"Golden澜 Pen!"

The ancient demon's expression changed drastically as he stared at the object in Wang Tinglou's hand, disbelief evident in his voice: "Impossible! Such treasures are rare even in the upper realm. How did you obtain the method to forge this?"

As they say, a good horse needs a good saddle.

Ritualist techniques require perfect coordination between spells and treasures; a fine pen could enhance a cultivator's ability to wield their skills, making them more proficient at the Six Arts of Confucianism.

Seeing Wang Tinglou use the Golden澜 Pen, his strength increased by at least three tiers. This was why he was so alarmed.

On the other side in the Soul Perception Space, Tian Xiaojian’s eyes widened in shock.

Almost thinking he had heard wrong, his composure faltered as a hint of confusion appeared on his face. He looked at the virtual image before him: "What did you just say?"

"I asked if you want to become an immortal."

The virtual image's face was enticing, and its voice seemed to penetrate deep into one’s soul. It was a highly effective charm technique, but he had no strength now; otherwise, it would have easily controlled the cultivator before him.

Mystical allure wasn’t exclusive to female cultivators; in combat, it could be extremely useful.

As the master of ancient demons, he excelled at this art. At his peak, even powerful cultivators were under his control. However, with no strength now, it still had some effect.
第一千五百零三章 金色的浩然正气

The pavilion naturally wouldn't answer the other party's question.

Since they had already broken their facade, there was no harm in pushing things to an extreme.

After all, at this point, it was either you or me. Why waste words with enemies?

With a thought, Wang Tinglou faced his opponent.

Boom!

Golden flames erupted from his body surface, enveloping him entirely.

The ancient demon's eyes widened in shock. Hadn't they misunderstood something? This person's righteous aura was so thick that it was almost tangible.

Unlike other cultivation sects, the Confucian School emphasized the combination of cultivation techniques and mental training.

In other words, while cultivating, one had to cultivate righteous aura.

However, this wasn't obtained through meditation; even common scholars among ordinary people could have a thicker aura as they studied more extensively.

Confucianism, Confucianism—by its very name, the righteous aura originated from classics and historical texts. The deeper one understood ancient sages' teachings, the purer and denser their righteous aura became.

Self-cultivation, family management, pacifying the world...

These were the goals of secular scholars, while for Confucian cultivators, they represented three stages of righteous aura cultivation: self-cultivation, family management, and pacifying the world.

Wang Tinglou's background was complicated. He had been a high school状元and groomed as a prince, but he was later framed and imprisoned where he obtained his divine fortune.

At just nineteen, he became a high school状元before even stepping onto the path of immortality. His righteous aura was already extremely thick at such an early age; it couldn't have been for nothing over two thousand years.

Other Confucian cultivators often relied on their enhanced memory from practicing elemental techniques to read extensively but superficially. While they could finish several books in a single sitting, how many truly understood them?

But Wang Tinglou was different. He had never read out of the desire to cultivate; he enjoyed it. Over these two thousand years, besides Confucian classics, he also delved into other schools without hesitation.

Originally, ancient cultivators warned that reading other texts might harm one's righteous aura.

However, since the first millennium ago, Wang Tinglou had already become a paragon of both human and demon realms after Feng Liang was captured. Even if his righteous aura was compromised, he believed he could still defeat anyone with ease.

Why should he give up something he loved for the sake of cultivation?

Indeed, immortality was the goal of cultivation, but in Wang Tinglou's view, one shouldn't discard everything just to achieve it; such a life would be meaningless—no different from a mere corpse.

Of course, Wang Tinglou had this insight because he was too powerful. It wasn't wrong for ancient cultivators to do what they did, but Wang Tinglou soon found an unexpected benefit.

With his open-minded approach, he began reading the works of various schools of thought. His righteous aura indeed started to diminish gradually, yet he didn't mind.

One year...

Two years...

As he delved deeper into these texts, Wang Tinglou discovered that his righteous aura had not only strengthened but also transformed, gaining a more formidable power.

It turned out that the saying "a stone from another mountain can polish jade" was true.

At this moment, his body was enveloped by golden energy. That was his transformed righteous aura.

Moreover, electric arcs surrounded it, making it appear even more majestic and powerful. The attack wasn't over; with a thud, his hair stood up straight in the golden light, as if freed from its constraints.

The ancient demon's eyes widened in shock, while Lin Xuan stared in disbelief. He recalled reading about the super Saiyan transformation in an ancient text.

The terrifying spiritual pressure made the entire palace tremble—this was truly the top cultivator of humanity.

The ancient demon's brows furrowed slightly as his narrow eyes glinted with ferocity.

Facing Wang Tinglou at full strength, he had some reservations. He knew that if his opponent acted now, it would be a shockingly powerful move, hard to deal with.

Moreover, he was alone and vulnerable. At this moment, what mattered was striking first.

With a shake of his shoulder, his figure flickered, elongating like a snake. One demon arm raised high, the bone blade on his elbow flashing coldly. Without hesitation, it slashed down at Wang Tinglou.

The speed was astonishing, far exceeding human comprehension. Originally, they were over a hundred feet apart, but in an instant, he was right before him.

Even teleportation paled in comparison to his attack's speed.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as the ancient demon's abilities seemed even more mysterious and unpredictable than he had imagined.

If this attack came suddenly, could he dodge it? The outcome was uncertain. A wrong move might result in instant defeat.

However, Wang Tinglou was indeed the top cultivator of humanity. In terms of combat experience, he likely surpassed Lin Xuan.

As the ancient demon approached his head, Wang Tinglou showed no signs of panic and raised his hand...

At that moment, time seemed to slow down.

The hundred feet distance had been covered in less than a breath, yet the bone blade, which was clearly above Wang Tinglou's head, took several times longer to strike.

Time seemed to be sliced apart.

Wang Tinglou then lightly said, "Quickly..."

His golden澜pen moved steadily forward. Not a point, but a stroke of writing. He wrote the character “盾” (shield).

The righteous aura, now like golden energy, served as his ink.

Golden light flashed, and the primordial qi from heaven and earth rushed into Wang Tinglou's hand before entering the "盾" character.

Wuh...

A strange sound echoed in their ears, followed by a visible change. The character vanished, replaced by a golden shield.

"This..." Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He had seen Confucianism's six arts but found them trivial compared to Wang Tinglou.

Finally, the bone blade, which seemed slowed down countless times, finally fell and clashed with the golden shield.

Boom!

A thunderous sound reverberated in their ears as black and golden spiritual energies collided mid-air.

The ancient demon's shockingly powerful strike failed to break through Wang Tinglou's defense.

As a top cultivator, Wang Tinglou naturally wouldn't just defend; his golden澜pen flicked again, writing the character “...” this time without forming any实体shape of magical weapons.

Instead, a thin golden beam shot out from his hand. Only an inch wide and faster than lightning, it carried spiritual energy mixed with righteous aura, aimed directly at the ancient demon's left chest—where the heart was located, likely a fatal blow for an interdimensional demon.
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In a blink, the battle had switched from offense to defense.

However, despite being slightly lower in cultivation level, the ancient demon's strength was beyond doubt.

As they approached each other, Lin Xuan’s chest suddenly became hazy as if something strange appeared. A human face materialized before his eyes, with a strikingly handsome appearance.

The white-faced scholar and the ancient demon had their differences, but now that they shared the same body, there was no reason for them to hinder each other's efforts.

A sinister look flashed in the ancient demon’s eyes as he opened his mouth. A soft "puff" sounded as black-red demonic flames spewed out of his mouth. The shape resembled a lotus flower, but it was much smaller than expected.

The lightness technique brushed against the golden glow. This time, there was no thunderous explosion; instead, it behaved like water meeting fire, complementing and countering each other. Both their spiritual lights flickered before vanishing.

Their exchange was swift as a rabbit dodging a hawk, with both parties completing one attack in almost the blink of an eye.

The battle seemed short but was incredibly perilous.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in astonishment; this was the highest level of combat he had ever encountered since stepping into the cultivation world.

The Pavilion Master was undoubtedly the top expert in the human realm, and the ancient demon was a high-ranking existence. Their strength far surpassed that of mere cultivators like Dao Hang or Ten Thousand Serpent King.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as did the ancient demon’s. However, most of his attention was on the Pavilion Master; he was the formidable opponent. As for Lin Xuan, though also at the Separation stage, he was merely a training partner in the eyes of the ancient demon.

"Who would have thought that an ordinary mortal could grasp time rules? Fortunately, it's only superficial knowledge..."

Though the ancient demon appeared nonchalant on the surface, his heart was filled with caution. In the realm of cosmological laws, techniques related to time were undoubtedly the most complex and profound. The Pavilion Master’s ability to touch such a domain was truly astonishing; otherwise, he would be a lifeless corpse now.

However, this alone wasn't enough to defeat him.

A sinister smile appeared on his face as he shook his shoulder, elongating his body like a snake. His bone blades flashed with cold light and struck the Pavilion Master’s head.

The same move was used twice in quick succession.

Just moments ago, that attack had been broken by the Pavilion Master.

Knowing it wouldn't work, why did he use it again? Had this ancient demon lost his mind?

A strange expression appeared on the Pavilion Master's face as Lin Xuan's eyes suddenly flashed with sharp light. His irises glowed with a kaleidoscope of colors, like two precious gems.

An illusory figure entered Lin Xuan’s vision—very faint but clear enough for him to see that his opponent was approaching from the side.

It was a feint!

While it appeared as if he was attacking the Pavilion Master, in reality, the attack was aimed at him.

Lin Xuan's nerves tensed. Both of his inner infants opened their eyes simultaneously.

He couldn't dodge now; instead, he threw several talismans out.

A loud explosion filled the air as dense lightning and fire surrounded them. Lin Xuan had entered the Separation stage, carrying powerful talismans. This attack was equivalent to spending a million crystal stones.

As they say, money can buy anything, even life.

The ancient demon was taken aback by Lin Xuan's generous display of power. While the lightning and fire couldn't completely destroy him, their defensive effects were significant enough to buy some time.

Taking advantage of this momentary distraction, Lin Xuan regained his composure. In a high-stakes battle, every second counted. He swiftly deployed Nine Heaven Microstep, retreating over twenty feet while dodging the ancient demon's attacks again without success.

His face showed signs of anger and confusion.

"You're just an ordinary mortal. How could you possibly recognize the Divine Phoenix Immortal?" Lin Xuan was shocked to hear his own technique being exposed.

But upon hearing "Divine Phoenix Immortal," he regained his composure, though his heart raced with excitement beneath the surface.

Could this opponent recognize a divine technique from the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens?

Birds naturally have excellent eyesight compared to humans. As the king of all birds, the phoenix’s innate advantage was even more pronounced. It was said that the phoenix's eyes could see through any illusion; even perfect invisibility talismans would reveal their true form before it.

The effect of the Heavenly Phoenix Eye technique, while not as powerful as a true divine phoenix, was still among the top in spirit eye techniques—ranking third at most.

However, Lin Xuan’s shallow cultivation meant he only grasped a fraction of its power.

But that wasn't what alarmed him; what shocked him was how this opponent could recognize the Divine Phoenix Immortal.

Indeed, the senior had ascended to the higher realm, but as the founder of the Divine Phoenix Sect, it was already over a million years ago. If it were just about recognizing techniques, it would be understandable. But from the ancient demon’s tone, this woman was still alive and well.

A million-year-old monster could either have ingested some miraculous fruit to extend her lifespan or reached an unprecedented state of cultivation.

Lin Xuan's heart raced with shock, but he kept a poker face. His intention wasn't to negotiate; it was merely to distract the ancient demon.

He signaled to the Pavilion Master, and they both launched their attacks simultaneously.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out, swirling around him as hundreds of illusory images appeared beside him.

The spiritual light shone brightly, giving off an imposing aura. This was just the beginning; once infused with cosmic energy, it seemed almost tangible.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring trembled, and so did the hundreds of ring shadows that gathered together like a stream, shooting towards their opponent at incredible speed.

The Pavilion Master wasn't idle either. He wrote eighteen types of weapons in flowing script—calligraphy that looked like cursive writing.

Eighteen golden characters appeared as if by magic, and the weapons materialized before him.

The techniques used by the Pavilion Master seemed like divine inspiration.

The ancient demon’s expression changed dramatically after their exchange; he now had a clear understanding of both opponents' strengths. The Pavilion Master was formidable, but even the Separation stage cultivator in front of him couldn’t be taken lightly. He didn't know what connection they might have at this level, but his strength far exceeded that of ordinary peers.
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However,面对 the overwhelming attack, the ancient demon's face showed no trace of fear. The cold light flashed in his narrow eyes as a transparent crystal beam shot out from them.

**Bang!**

The beam struck the void, and an unbelievable scene unfolded. The space before him began to distort for just an instant before snapping back into place. However, spatial techniques were not something that could be easily understood by common means.

As they say, a small error can lead to a big mistake. This minor distortion caused both of their attacks to deviate from their intended paths and pass by the ancient demon's side.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened significantly. Although he had advanced to the Separation stage where he could harness primordial energy, his understanding of the laws governing all things in this world was still quite limited. He hadn't even reached a level where he could touch these rules, let alone master them. The ancient demon’s ability to use spatial techniques made matters more complicated.

However, Lin Xuan did not underestimate himself. He noticed that as the crystal beam shot out, the ancient demon's face turned pale. In other words, this technique was not something he could use at will; it seemed tied to his Essence Soul power. Otherwise, they wouldn't be fighting in the first place; a straightforward surrender would have been more direct.

Perhaps the demon’s true form did indeed possess spatial techniques.

But the monster before him, no matter how fierce its appearance, was merely a fragment of an upper realm existence from the Demon Realm.

Lin Xuan was still pondering whether there was any use in exploiting this situation when the ancient demon made new moves. As their attacks passed by his side, the ancient demon's face twisted into a sneer. He shook his shoulders, and countless black silhouettes erupted from his body without warning.

Before Lin Xuan could figure out what kind of demonic technique it was, his true form had vanished in an instant.

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed as he used Nine Heaven Microsteps to dodge while fully deploying the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. The two eyes glowed with a colorful luster, like precious gems.

A faint shadow entered his vision; the demon's true form was indeed attacking him. As for those seven or eight silhouettes that emerged, they wielded swords, spears, and halberds, launching an attack from all sides towards the pavilion.

The assault was equally formidable!

However, such attacks were merely a feint to pin down the pavilion. The strategy was to break them one by one, starting with Lin Xuan.

Though the cultivation world was filled with bloodshed, in mortal combat between cultivators, there was always some benefit at stake. But for the ancient demon, its nature was inherently aggressive and combative; it could attack without provocation or even out of a bad mood. Therefore, in terms of fighting experience, Lin Xuan and Pavilion Lingyun were far less seasoned than the ancient demon.

The demon's strategy was undoubtedly correct, but Lin Xuan would not let himself be easily subdued.

With a look of panic on his face, Lin Xuan retreated towards the moon-like figure beside him. His current abilities made Nine Heaven Microsteps even more mysterious and powerful than instantaneous teleportation.

However, there were always stronger opponents. The ancient demon's body flashed with black light, moving faster still. In an instant, he was right in front of Lin Xuan.

With a series of swings, his demonic claws flew out, creating a dense web of claw blades that pierced the air. Although his space wasn't torn apart, the sheer force left white marks on the air.

At the same time, he lifted his knee and rammed it into Lin Xuan's abdomen. The joints of this demon had bone blades that were razor-sharp; if this hit, Lin Xuan would surely suffer a fatal wound. What a ruthless ancient demon! What a cunning move!

However, even though Lin Xuan had used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes to track his opponent’s movements and couldn’t dodge in time, he wasn't without other options.

Facing such fierce attacks, his face showed no signs of panic as he exhaled a breath of essence energy. At the same time, "whoosh," a black dragon armor shield suddenly shot out from his clothes, perfectly synchronized with the essence energy.

Both arrived at Lin Xuan's chest, three feet in front of him.

The essence energy quickly fused into the shield, which glowed and rapidly grew larger, blocking Lin Xuan’s path.

But this wasn’t over. A greenish light wall separated from the surface of the shield, standing between Lin Xuan and the ancient demon.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as hundreds of claw shadows struck the light wall mercilessly.

The light wall flickered, its glow rapidly dimming. Then, a sound like tearing fabric echoed in his ears as the light wall disintegrated into fragments.

Of course, it wasn’t entirely useless; most of the claws were consumed, and the remaining ones hit the shield surface with great force.

It was like scratching a ceramic with one's nails, producing a sound that made Lin Xuan’s teeth ache. However, the black dragon armor shield was no ordinary treasure. Although he had obtained it from an Incubus cultivator, after hundreds of years of refinement and the addition of deep-sea turtle shells, its durability was beyond belief.

No matter how fierce the ancient demon was, breaking through this shield would be a dream come true for him.

The claw blades were finally blocked, vanishing in an instant. However, the black dragon armor shield trembled continuously, its surface light fading significantly.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he swept his sleeves and poured out a greenish glow. This wasn’t the time to conserve energy; the primordial energy from all around converged here. With his master's support, the shield regained its luster.

But things weren’t over yet. The ancient demon’s knee struck Lin Xuan with great force.

**Boom!**

Demon energy surged as Lin Xuan’s chest felt a violent surge of blood and qi.

The enlarged shield, like a small boat in a stormy sea, trembled violently, teetering on the brink of destruction.

The strength of this attack far exceeded Lin Xuan's initial expectations. However, the defense held, and he retreated further with great joy.

"Want to run? Fine, leave your life behind first."

A monstrous laugh echoed as the ancient demon seemed to have everything under control. His attacks became like a storm, sweeping towards Lin Xuan. This time, instead of using his elbow or knee bone blades, he raised two fists the size of vinegar jars and struck Lin Xuan with all his might from above.
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Three colors kept swirling, enveloping the demonified claws. The magical shadows of Huajǐ were indistinct; it was unclear what technique they used, but despite their not being particularly powerful, they seemed like parasitic worms.

However, no matter how much hatred Lin Xuan felt towards the ancient demon, at this moment, he and Huajǐ were one soul in two bodies, akin to ants on a string. The saying 'sharing the same dantian' meant that if his opponent fell, his fate would not be much better. Thus, he had no choice but to do as such.

Life or death hung by a thread. The ancient demon was taken aback and showed signs of surprise on its face. In battle, one must know when to advance and retreat; the choices made by this ancient demon seemed flawless from the surface.

Puff, puff, puff—Lin Xuan's ears were still ringing with the sounds. Within just a breath, he had already struck hundreds, if not thousands, of punches.

Not only did his chest and abdomen take hits, but even his face mask was targeted; only his eyes revealed a small arc-shaped opening.

However, the ancient demon showed no signs of surprise. After seeing the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, Huajǐ had guessed that Lin Xuan would have the ability to demonify.

"Brat, die!" Lin Xuan's right hand transformed into sharp phoenix claws. The war armor also changed at the same time, with holes in the fingertips allowing his sharp nails to protrude.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but something unexpected happened. Roar!

Otherwise, if they had joined forces, even he would have found it very troublesome.

The hard shield's surface left imprints of punches. Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan's experiences were unique; his strength and powers far surpassed those of his peers at the same stage. Challenging higher ranks was like a daily routine for him, but this was the first time he had been so heavily outmatched by an equal.

The ancient demon's punches became increasingly swift and ruthless, while Wangting Lou was blocked by several demonic shadows from its opponent, leaving no hands to aid Lin Xuan effectively.

Breaking them one by one was worth it. As the claws and fists were about to touch, suddenly, a dazzling array of five colors flashed around Lin Xuan.

The ancient demon felt a sense of fear but quickly showed resolve in his eyes. Foolish boy, even if you try to dodge now, it's too late.

"Eh, War Armor Technique!" Rumble!

Swinging his arms, he punched with the wind, and the attacks did not weaken; instead, they became more ferocious.

Shattering and fusing again was akin to having an immortal body. However, what drew the most attention were his arm war armors.

Thinking that relying on a mere War Armor Technique could turn the tide in front of his Heavenly Essence Demon Ancestor? The three-colored flames were as beautiful as flowers, but he sensed extreme danger within them.

The disparity in strength was significant; Lin Xuan had no chance to retaliate. Crackling sounds filled his ears. Truly, it was no wonder that a demon ancestor from the upper realm could not be underestimated even with a fragment of its soul.

With this boy's final defense broken, his death sentence was sealed. Five-colored spiritual light flashed, and his right hand transformed into sharp claws.

Heavenly retribution, one may still survive; self-inflicted doom, let me send you to the underworld. He dared not risk his life with such uncertainty.

However, the scholar's face was filled with resentment and hatred. This

"Fierce Heaven Demon Fire" was not a technique he could use at will; it was an accidental gain from the upper realm. There was only one of it, and using even a little would reduce its power.

Lin Xuan indeed appeared panicked, but upon closer inspection, there was a hint of mockery in his eyes. The victor is the last to laugh. The ancient demon's strength might not be weak, but he seemed too overconfident—treating him like an inexperienced rookie?

Opening his mouth, he spat out purple-red demonic flames. Could it be that the opponent had been feigning weakness all along, trying to lure him into a trap.

In his heart, he cursed endlessly. The design of this armor was meticulous.

Despite the surprise, his expression remained calm. A beautiful flame emerged from Lin Xuan's palm.

This boy was indeed more cunning than expected; in such circumstances, he had hidden a backup plan. However, turning the tables would not be that easy. If this was his sole reliance, he still faced defeat.

Silent and unassuming, but his face showed signs of strangeness. The ancient demon's pupils constricted for some reason; when he saw this flame, an inexplicable warning arose in his heart.

The ancient demon raised its ugly face with surprise, but there was no time to delve deeper now.

Of course, it was just a facade. Each time the shield was shattered, the ancient demon's expression grew more grim. Clearly, this technique inflicted significant harm on him. But at that moment, he could not afford to think much; he had to use all his strength to kill Lin Xuan first.

With a sudden movement, the large fist enveloped everything. The punches were as dense as raindrops, aiming to swallow Lin Xuan whole like a snake.

But it was too late to change tactics now. A magnificent set of armor appeared on its body, tightly wrapping him.

It was none other than the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique's technique. Even if he used拟妖术, how could his body's resilience compare to their holy race?

Like a copper gong being broken, mournful sounds filled the air as the shield shrank and flew off diagonally. The ancient demon's face was filled with excitement; its black fist doubled in size, exuding immense pressure that left everyone nearby trembling.

But it wasn't enough to obstruct his vision. He had just separated from a small entity, lacking experience, so he did this—almost like suicide.

Puff, puff, the sounds of the black war armor's spiritual light flickering continued.

Despite its strength, the Black Dragon Shield eventually had its limits. You have a backup; can I be slaughtered at will? Lin Xuan's chest was blurry as the white-faced scholar's face reappeared.

Even if it were a trap, what could an ordinary human realm cultivator do to him, having just entered the separation stage?

Lin Xuan's expression showed a mix of shock and anger, seemingly struggling to hold on. Such things might not be rare in the spirit realm, but hadn't the armor-casting techniques been lost long ago in this world?

Blatant show-off! A loud noise echoed as the claws clashed with the ancient demon's fist. The force created terrifying gusts of wind that rippled outwards, leaving everyone nearby trembling.

Lin Xuan's declining situation seemed irrecoverable.
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The ancient demon's strength wasn't particularly remarkable, but this young fellow truly left everyone in awe. This didn’t seem like a cultivator at the early stage of Separation and Union; even if he were an intermediate-grade monster, exchanging places with him would surely result in broken bones and torn muscles. And even the Ten Thousand Serpent King might not be able to withstand it.

The experience of fighting in a pavilion was incredibly rich; how could one fail to notice the terrifying power contained within that punch?

There lay some form of rule within it.

However, Lin Xuan truly managed to block it.

The phoenix’s divine claws after transforming into a monster had indeed played a certain role. But the greatest contributor was still the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame.

At Lin Xuan's level, he couldn't touch those rules directly. However, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame itself contained some of the principles of heaven and earth within it. Otherwise, Xi Su wouldn’t have been able to stand up to the heavenly lightning on that day.

Three colors of light flowed by.

Cold!

Poison!

And corrosion!

Different forces worked together, actually managing to block the ancient demon's punch. Two different forces entangled in mid-air; for a moment, it was hard to determine which was stronger.

"Impossible!"

The ancient demon was taken aback, but his alarmed cry came from the mouth of the white-faced scholar standing before him.

Others might not know, but he was well aware of how astonishing the Heavenly Flame of Annihilation truly was. Although driven by a fragment of his soul, it could only unleash a tiny fraction of its power, yet sweeping through the mortal world should be without any doubt.

Absolutely invincible!

But in the struggle against the three-colored flames, he ended up on the losing side. The reason for not winning outright was that he received support from the ancient demon's punch.

Despite his shock and anger, he wouldn't just stand there dumbfounded. With a fierce expression in his eyes, he opened his mouth to use another divine technique.

An early-stage Separation and Union cultivator—could such a person really fight evenly with him? If this became known in the Demon Realm, it would surely be a laughingstock.

The thought of Heavenly Essence Demon Ancestor was similar. His ugly face was filled with cruel expressions.

His right arm had been blocked by Lin Xuan, but he raised his left hand, focusing his divine sense and lifting it high. His fingers closed together—a black aura flashed over his arm, transforming it into a sharp weapon akin to an armor-piercing spike.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh in admiration. At their level, the ability to shape spirit energy into various forms was no longer surprising—like the sword beams and sword qi he casually produced.

This was a way of flexibly utilizing energy.

But what was different here was that his opponent had transformed his body into a weapon.

It looked somewhat similar to the拟妖术 (Imitative Beast Technique), but the actual principles were entirely different.

However, there wasn't time for such reflections now.

That armor-piercing spike’s mere appearance was terrifying enough. Moreover, it was wrapped in black lightning arcs, and one could only imagine what kind of bizarre divine technique might be hidden within.

Despite his curiosity, Lin Xuan had no intention of personally testing this out.

But at the moment, he seemed to have no time left for other divine techniques.

A miss is as good as a mile.

Compared to his peers in terms of spirit energy, Lin Xuan appeared exceptionally deep and solid. But compared to the ancient demon before him, it was much thinner.

Comparison is the thief of joy.

This proverb flashed through his mind, and he couldn’t help but think that the ancients weren't lying!

Facing this earth-shattering strike, Lin Xuan seemed powerless to retaliate. His face showed signs of panic, but his heart laughed inwardly.

He silently stepped left again. The ancient demon indeed followed without hesitation.

Now… this was the best angle.

"Little Moon, attack!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly in his mind, though no sound escaped his lips. He used divine sense to communicate with the young girl. Even if the enemy had fallen into a trap, he couldn't reveal himself too early; it would be foolish to act alone and risk being outsmarted.

For this cooperation, Lin Xuan had spent countless efforts. The outcome was now in his hands, so there could be no room for error.

He finally managed to lure the opponent into the trap.

About two meters away from him, Little Moon was already ready.

Seeing Master少爷 (Young Master) repeatedly facing danger, Little Moon's heart was filled with cold sweat, but she hesitated due to lack of permission.

After enduring so much, she feared that acting too soon might alert the ancient demon and render all his plans in vain.

Fortunately, although Master seemed to be dancing on a knife edge, he managed to dodge each time. The隐身符 (Invisibility Talisman) truly was an upper realm treasure, its mystery reaching extreme levels.

The ancient demon beside him showed no reaction at all.

Following Master's command, Little Moon finally unleashed the energy she had been holding back for so long.

Her slender and delicate hands, as soft as spring onions, moved gracefully. The Illusory Moon Mystic Light Sword was equally beautiful, their reflections intermingling like gemstones.

A pale green light appeared in mid-air, with a hidden beauty that seemed to appear and disappear. It quickly transformed into a gruesome skull.

The terrifying attack swept towards the opponent.

Suddenly appearing from the shadows, the ancient demon's teeth clattered on the ground.

Impossible! Even if one couldn't leave their divine sense here, he was only two meters away. How could she not have detected her presence?

This ambush was timed perfectly.

The ancient demon had no way to avoid it and didn’t even have time to change his tactics. A look of fear flashed in his eyes as he reluctantly moved his body slightly left.

It was a last-ditch effort.

Between two evils, the lesser one must be chosen. He managed to dodge the vital areas but that pale green light struck him hard on his back.

The Illusory Moon Mystic Light Sword was indeed a treasure from an immortal’s abode, though most of its power had been sealed. This strike's strength still far exceeded expectations.

At least it wouldn’t fall short of ordinary Heaven-piercing divine treasures.

Aaah!

An ear-splitting cry echoed as the ancient demon’s black aura on his surface was quickly shattered. Despite being heavily armored, that sword’s sharpness couldn't be stopped. A long wound nearly two meters deep ran from his shoulder to his ribs.

Rancid black blood spewed out, but Lin Xuan's face turned pale in shock. The monster's body was far more resilient than he had anticipated.

Such a shocking blow failed to split him into two halves. However, Little Moon’s sword didn’t stop there. The skull within the light approached his wound.

Crunching sounds filled the air as it bit down on his flesh. It sucked and swallowed the rancid demon blood, its eyes full of black malevolence.

Despite his incredible resilience, the ancient demon let out a deafening cry from the pain. His left hand, transformed into an armor-piercing spike, no longer cared about attacking; even his thick aura seemed to dissipate due to the severe injury.
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Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel overjoyed.

This was a divine opportunity bestowed by heaven. If he missed it, he would surely be struck by lightning and cursed to death.

Thoughts raced through his mind as an aura of terrifying killing intent surged from him.

Seize the moment when he's weak; take his life now! At this moment, there was no time for mercy. A dazzling light burst forth from the celestial phoenix divine claw.

With his strength greatly diminished, the opponent could no longer withstand the erosion of the illusory spirit heavenly fire.

A sizzling sound reached his ears as the ancient demon's right hand began to be enveloped by black energy. His aura was gradually strengthening.

Unlike cultivators, ancient demons were naturally bold and combative creatures. Despite this severe injury, he did not retreat but became even more frenzied.

His bone blades detached from his elbow and knee, transforming into deep black light that surged towards Lin Xuan.

"Little fellow, you've pushed me to such an extent; even if I'm severely injured, I must take your life first."

The jade hand of the celestial phoenix behind him swung down again. The ancient demon disregarded everything, vowing to kill Lin Xuan before anything else.

Clearly, he hated him deeply.

However, fear did not show on Lin Xuan's face.

If it were at full strength, an ancient demon might force him to temporarily retreat. But now...

Based on his experience, how could he fail to discern the true state of such a creature?

A hollow shell, what was there to be afraid of? Besides, his own powers had yet to be fully unleashed.

A golden light burst from Lin Xuan's back.

Blinding and majestic!

But this was just the beginning. The dazzling golden light grew even brighter, transforming into a figure.

"What...?"

The ancient demon's expression froze as he felt something amiss but more absurd. A mere small cultivator who had just entered the Separation Realm could have so many divine techniques?

Figure?

Wasn't he mistaken? Even among those famous powerful existences in the Spirit World, few had practiced the figure technique.

Lin Xuan's lips curled with mockery as a golden light erupted from his back, growing brighter than the sun.

"Divine Figure..."

The golden light condensed, revealing its original form. The appearance was identical to Lin Xuan, like his shadow, but now there were nine heads and eighteen arms!

The Small Heavenly Palace technique had been pushed to its limits by Lin Xuan.

His strength surged close to mid-stage.

Each arm held a weapon: swords, spears, halberds, and more. Although not necessarily what he commonly used, the items were undoubtedly of great value given his status.

The ancient demon's expression changed wildly.

"Want to fight me? Wait until next life! Now, die!"

Before he could finish speaking, the weapons in the figure's hands struck down on him.

The ancient demon had no choice but to dodge. A look of fear flashed across his eyes.

A piercing sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as the thick armor covering his body couldn't withstand such a powerful attack.

Armor shattered, eighteen treasures pierced into his body.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy, but soon, his eyes narrowed as he saw five-colored light emanating from behind him. A piercing sound echoed in his ears as the ancient demon's body exploded.

No, it wasn't the ancient demon; just a clone of his right foot.

Substitute cultivation!

This old monster was truly ruthless. He had already sacrificed his right hand and now even his right foot.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as five-colored light shone even brighter.

The celestial phoenix divine claw's effects were formidable. Several black energies entered his vision, gathering about twenty feet away from him, the ancient demon reappeared, missing a hand and an arm, looking somewhat comical.

His gaze turned to Lin Xuan with no words needed—desire to tear him limb from limb. His remaining left hand suddenly extended, black light flashing as a long spear appeared in his palm.

He threw it at Lin Xuan.

Whizz!

A piercing sound echoed as the strange scene unfolded. The spear vanished instantly, reappearing less than three feet away from Lin Xuan's chest.

Spatial techniques!

Among these were some peculiar rules.

At Lin Xuan's current stage, he couldn't comprehend them. This attack was unavoidable.

Nine Heaven Microsteps wouldn't help either; at most, he could activate his spirit shield, but such defense would be insufficient against the ancient demon's wrathful strike.

But there was no choice. He poured all his strength into it.

He didn't know how effective the Azure Flame Qilin Armor would be, and his heart was filled with uncertainty.

However, a gentle breeze entered his nostrils as the celestial phoenix threw herself in front of him to block the attack.

Lin Xuan's face changed drastically.

How could he hide behind a woman? But there was no time to pull her back now.

The Thousand Illusion Jiao Pattern Shield would definitely block this strike. However, activating the supreme treasure required time, and the celestial phoenix didn't have that luxury.

Overwhelmed with concern, Lin Xuan's heart raced as another ancient artifact floated in front of the young girl.

Only a palm-sized square inkstone, yet its simple design suggested it was no ordinary item.

Facing the ancient demon's resentful strike, the girl showed no fear. She exhaled a burst of energy towards the treasure before her.

A light 'pop' echoed as thick fog erupted from the inkstone.

Mysterious ink fragrance!

The ancient demon's eyes flashed with surprise, but there was no time to change tactics. The black spear plunged in.

Logically, it should have been an extremely terrifying attack, yet it was silent and invisible.

The ancient demon was stunned, first showing signs of surprise before realizing something: "Ghostly煞 Yin Ink... impossible! How could you command Ghostly煞 Yin Ink?"

He seemed to be greatly shocked, more so than when he lost a hand and foot.

In高手 battles, every detail counts. He couldn't afford such distractions.

As the ancient demon was dazed, an unexpected change occurred.

A thin blade like a cicada's wing appeared, floating near his neck.

Only a few inches away.

But he truly excelled; another pair of long, narrow eyes shot out a crystal-clear beam, attempting to use spatial techniques. However, it was too late. It only gave him a brief moment to avoid decapitation but left half his body severed from shoulder to abdomen.

With one hand and foot remaining, now only half his body remained, limbs gone.

"Hmph, you treat me like air," a mocking voice entered his ears. The Pavilion of Expectation's brush moved like dragons and snakes; the ambush was his work. As the golden pen moved, several swords and spears appeared in mid-air, thrusting towards the ancient demon.

The old monster, despite his resilience, couldn't dodge after such severe injuries.
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Liang Máng flashed and the demon was effortlessly dismembered. The head, now devoid of its body, glared with venomous eyes as it opened its mouth to emit a piercing scream.

The sound echoed like a tidal wave, visible ripples spreading outwards. The ears picked up the 'bang bang bang' sounds; the demon energy surged, and the shattered demon bodies exploded in fragments. A black demonic wind appeared out of nowhere.

Wangtinglou couldn't help retreating. He hadn’t expected this demon to retaliate at such a critical juncture. Regardless, Xi was already on his last legs, so there was no need for further confrontation. With his final divine power, he barely pushed back the formidable opponent. A deep black aura shot out from the shattered body and swept towards the surroundings.

After a moment of swirling, it vanished without a trace.

In an instant, it reappeared twenty meters away. Breakthrough!

A more mysterious spatial technique than instantaneous teleportation.

The demon’s soul tried to escape. However, Lin Xuan had been waiting with his eyes like tigers. He held an ancient-looking spear in his hand.

His magical energy poured into the weapon and struck the opponent fiercely.

"Zhiliao," a faint sound echoed as space ripples appeared. The black aura reappeared before him.

It coalesced, revealing a demonic head with two faces. One was the ancient demon from earlier, while the other looked exactly like the white-faced scholar on his chest.

"Quick."

Lin Xuan pointed at it; the Illusory Heavenly Flame emerged and transformed into a three-colored net that enveloped the opponent.

The demon’s face changed. He had already witnessed the power of these flames, fear evident in his expression.

"You can’t kill me! I am the Celestial Essence Demon Sovereign from the upper realm. If you kill me, my true form will not rest until it destroys you," he said with a voice like iron clashing against steel. Desperate but still defiant, there was no sign of submission.

"Trash." You think you’re something? A cowardly dog doesn’t deserve to threaten me."

Lin Xuan’s face darkened: "What kind of demon sovereign are you? You lack the dignity of a defeated warrior."

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan flicked his hand. The three-colored flames transformed into a net that fell and tightened around the demon soul.

Wangtinglou was dumbfounded. The demon’s face grew even more fearful.

The two faces simultaneously inhaled, expelling blackish-red demonic flames.

Unfortunately, it was futile. The Celestial Burning Demon Fire had already been depleted; with his master nearly spent, there was no way he could resist the Illusory Heavenly Flame.

Upon contact, the Illusory Heavenly Flame ignited even more intensely, like water droplets falling into boiling oil.

With a whoosh, the demon soul was engulfed by the flames. His screams were agonizingly loud as his heart filled with resentment. After ten thousand years of planning, he had been defeated by this insignificant Separation Formation Initial-stage youth. The Celestial Essence Demon Sovereign’s spirit was filled with不甘 (reluctance). He roared and dashed around the hall like a madman.

After a moment, the sound ceased; his body and soul were annihilated, leaving only an egg-sized flame hovering in mid-air before returning to Lin Xuan's robe.

Despite another upper realm entity being defeated, Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm. As they say, too many fleas don’t itch; too much debt doesn’t matter. He was already on the new moon princess and Dao Hang's radar. Compared to their threats, a demon sovereign’s curse was insignificant.

He was going to the Spirit Realm anyway. Even if his opponent were incredibly powerful, could he really come across different realms to seek revenge?

Spirit Realm cultivators also despised ancient demons; if he dared, they would surely attack and kill him.

The formidable enemy had been eliminated. However, Lin Xuan felt he had exerted too much effort in the battle. He hesitated for a moment before reaching into his belt and pulling out a small jade bottle.

Opening it, the fragrance was refreshing. Wangtinglou sniffed, first showing confusion but quickly replaced by astonishment. As the top expert of the Heavenly Cloud Twelve States, he had seen many things, yet immortal milk had long been extinct in the human realm; how could this youth have obtained such a treasure?

The battle Lin Xuan fought left Wangtinglou equally shocked.

This was far beyond Separation Formation Initial-stage. His treasures and techniques were all top-notch, and his tactics were endless…

Although he didn’t think the opponent could surpass him, he now considered them peers.

His gaze turned to the young woman beside him. Moon’s performance wasn’t particularly impressive, but the ghostly aura was something Wangtinglou couldn’t underestimate.

This thing wasn’t from the human realm; even if he couldn’t recognize it, there was a soul of Senior Dǐng Long in her dantian.

That fellow, despite his flirtatious nature, was indeed a powerful existence in the Spirit Realm.

The ghostly aura had caused much trouble for Spirit Realm cultivators during ancient battles. Wangtinglou knew this well; how could he not recognize it?

Amazed, he put away his smug expression and gave Wangtinglou some good advice.

Lin Xuan raised his head, dropped a drop of immortal milk into his mouth, feeling the warmth in his dantian as abundant magical energy spread throughout.

One must always be wary. Although they had an oral agreement, Lin Xuan wouldn’t entrust his fate to Wangtinglou’s hands.

With ample magical energy, he could continue negotiating with him.

In the Soul Realm space, Tiǎo Xiǎojǐan’s expression changed rapidly—surprise, confusion, suspicion, anger, mockery. After a long while, it finally calmed down.

He looked up at the shadow above his head disdainfully.

Immortality?

Such an enticing offer; do you think I’m stupid?

At just Separation Formation Initial-stage, he hadn’t even mastered flight to the Spirit Realm, let alone immortality.

No matter how arrogant, he couldn’t dream of such a path. The idea that it could be achieved so easily was too low an estimation of his intelligence.

It’s like asking a beggar who can barely feed himself if they want to become the world's richest man. It’s absurd.

Tiǎo Xiǎojǐan wasn’t stupid; how could heaven drop such a gift?

"Why don't you believe me? Do you know who I am?"

"I don’t care what you are."

Tiǎo Xiǎojǐan’s impertinent words made the shadow silent for a long time. After sighing, he said: "A mere human cultivator; perhaps you haven’t heard of my name. In ancient times, I was the Demon Lord's Grand Commander."
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Though the Pavilion of Clearing did not practice mind-reading techniques, he could still guess Lin Xuan's thoughts to within a margin of error. However, he was not angry. In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed; even close friends might take advantage when opportunities arose.

Who wouldn't want to covet divine treasures? Sharing them with others was often seen as a last resort.

If Lin Xuan had been as naive and straightforward as some believed, his immense power would not have brought him this far. Although he was much younger than the Pavilion of Clearing, he too had faced countless trials and tribulations, transforming into an old monster.

Such vigilance was perfectly normal; there was nothing to be surprised about. The battle might have been brief, but Lin Xuan expended a significant amount of true essence. Throughout most of it, he fought with all his might, finally extinguishing the demon. His strength had dwindled to only one-third of its peak.

The Pavilion of Clearing indeed harbored murderous intent, seeing this as an opportune moment to eliminate a rival. However, Lin Xuan's tactics were like a kaleidoscope; he produced a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, instantly replenishing his true essence.

After witnessing Lin Xuan's formidable strength, the Pavilion of Clearing did not think him superior but considered him on par with himself. With Moon assisting, even if they succeeded, it would be difficult to avoid unforeseen events.

"Lin Brother, I must admit my powers are quite impressive," the Pavilion of Clearing said with a light laugh. "I'm sorry; this time, I couldn't help much in eliminating the ancient demon." "That's alright."

Lin Xuan nodded and agreed, not wanting to linger in the mysterious underground palace any longer.

Seeing no objection from Lin Xuan, the Pavilion of Clearing was overjoyed. They quickly reached an agreement and split up, searching for the divine relics within the grand hall.

Though Lin Xuan had once considered keeping all the treasures for himself, he wasn't a fool to act on impulse. The fact that the Pavilion of Clearing could touch time rules alone made him wary.

According to ancient texts, one needed to reach the realm of Daoist Profoundness to interact with such rules; merging and separating merely allowed the manipulation of primordial energies.

The Pavilion's abilities suggested he was already halfway there or had some extraordinary artifact or unique experience that connected him to his cultivation path.

Though Lin Xuan couldn't be certain, these clues indicated it would be unwise to provoke this old monster. While treasures were tempting, one needed the means to enjoy them.

Lin Xuan wasn't a reckless fool; he wouldn't act without considering all angles. After all, what was in the treasures might not even be worth fighting for.

The best course of action now was to remain cautious. The hall's vast space allowed quick searches with their flying speeds. They found nothing but some skeletal remains, which Lin Xuan had already encountered before and would avoid.

The Pavilion of Clearing, however, approached a white-bone skeleton, noting its unusual appearance. He activated his defensive mechanisms, only to find it was a trap. Despite the dust and grime, he emerged unscathed.

Lin Xuan felt disappointed but quickly regained composure. "Pavilion of Clearing, are you alright?"

"I'm fine," the Pavilion of Clearing said with some embarrassment, waving away the dust with his sleeves as several golden rays transformed into swords, severing the skeletal remains.

The loud sounds echoed through the hall, and Lin Xuan frowned. The Pavilion's composure suggested he was not easily angered or pleased. Had he just discovered something valuable?

Suddenly, the entire underground palace began to tremble violently. Above them, debris fell, threatening collapse.

If ordinary people were here, they would panic, but Lin Xuan remained calm. Instead, his face showed excitement.

A large crack appeared on the ground as well. The central square collapsed with a loud boom.

Not collapse, thought Lin Xuan; instead, a golden beam shot out from the rubble.

The light was blinding, but Lin Xuan noticed something within it. "What is this...?"

Lin Xuan, Moon, and the Pavilion of Clearing all widened their eyes in shock and joy.

In the soul space, Tiao Xiaojian's eyes also widened. The revelation that he had once been the demon lord was staggering. He had only recently learned about such ancient secrets. Now, his mind was filled with awe and disbelief.

The ancient being revealed, "You are right; I am the demon lord. But didn't you say I died alongside two immortals?"

"Ah, a mere Separation Period cultivator like yourself wouldn't know of such ancient mysteries," the ghostly figure said in surprise.

"I was fortunate to learn this..." Tiao Xiaojian swallowed and asked, "Is your identity truly as it seems?"

"Of course, but there is some deception involved..." the figure sighed.

"Why would you deceive me?" Tiao Xiaojian was surprised by his admission of deceit.

The ghostly figure continued, "You don't need to worry; I have a proposition for us. I will explain everything."

He coughed and began speaking slowly. "Back then, the demon lord fought two true immortals to avenge the Aruora King. They all perished together, but just before their final collapse, he used an arcane technique to separate his soul essence by one millionth from his body, allowing it to escape..."

The ghostly figure's voice echoed, "That is me; I can be both the demon lord and this entity. However, there are differences."

"Ah," Tiao Xiaojian understood, but then frowned again. "But why only a millionth of your soul essence?"

"Why not?" the ghostly figure replied with a shrug. "It was enough to ensure my survival."
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With a golden beam of light, a sacrificial platform slowly rose from the ground.

Lin Xuan suppressed his excitement as did Wang Tinglou. Both of them stared intently at the scene before their eyes without blinking.

Although the surface was still trembling and rocks were falling down, based on their experience, they naturally recognized these phenomena as just signs accompanying the appearance of the sacrificial platform.

They wouldn't be worried even if it collapsed entirely; after all, as a Separation Period cultivator, one of the top figures in the mortal world, being buried underground would be a huge joke.

With nothing to fear, both of them silently watched the center of the square.

After about a cup of tea's time, the sacrificial platform fully rose. The golden light condensed and the ground stopped trembling; the rocks above ceased falling.

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over the platform which was made entirely of white jade. It was of the finest quality, emitting a warm luster.

Such jade, even in small pieces would be worth a fortune on the mortal world—emperors might not even find it in their imperial treasuries.

But here, it was used casually as ordinary building material. The wealth of cultivators far surpassed that of mere mortals.

After all, they could ride clouds and control mountains and seas; but they didn't care about mundane pleasures while pursuing immortality.

The sacrificial platform towered over ten zhang in height, with a white jade staircase leading down to the ground. Its shape was exquisite, almost breathtaking.

At the center of the platform, six stone columns stood prominently, each roughly as thick as a man's waist, arranged in a circular pattern around it.

Each column bore intricate patterns: true dragons, colorful phoenixes, qilins, golden sunbirds... all legendary creatures. Two others were unknown to Lin Xuan, possibly some sacred spirit beasts.

But what Lin Xuan was more concerned about wasn't these details.

His gaze fell on the center of those six columns where a small jade platform was enclosed by a layer of golden light.

Though the golden light was dazzling, it was semi-transparent and its contents were clear to see.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened. Although he had visited many ancient sites as a cultivator since his journey began, what could match the treasures left behind by immortals?

Wang Tinglou's expression mirrored Lin Xuan’s. His gaze had already landed on the items: four in total—two jade boxes, one wooden box, and an jade bottle.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but squint his eyes. Even if he could use his divine sense to leave his body, it would be impossible to penetrate this golden light barrier.

"If you have no objections, let's take out these treasures first," Wang Tinglou said calmly, "and then we can distribute them according to their value."

"Go ahead." Lin Xuan was unwilling to remain in a deadlock. With Moon by his side, Wang Tinglou couldn't possibly steal the treasures under their watchful eyes.

Seeing Lin Xuan's agreeable response, Wang Tinglou was taken aback. While this young man’s cultivation and intelligence were not to be underestimated, his demeanor alone far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators.

He walked over slowly, stepping onto the jade staircase without any hesitation. He had been worried about encountering formidable restrictions.

The ten zhang distance was quickly covered. The golden light barrier was within reach.

Wang Tinglou hesitated and didn't touch it directly; instead, he raised his hand and gently grabbed at the barrier three feet above.

Five fingers sharp as needles clawed at the semi-transparent barrier. Though it appeared thin, it should have broken easily.

But this was a true immortal's treasure—how could it be so easy to take?

Despite the golden claws' immense strength, they were like trying to shake a tree with an ant. The light barrier didn't even tremble.

Wang Tinglou’s face changed as he waved his robe and summoned that golden pen again.

He wrote with flowing strokes, but the characters he inscribed were unfamiliar even to Lin Xuan.

Soon, over a hundred characters appeared.

"Quickly!"

Wang Tinglou pointed the pen forward. The golden characters flashed in the wind, hundreds of thunderbolts and flames suddenly appearing in the sky, raining down on the barrier.

But the light barrier remained unharmed; it didn't even move.

Not just Wang Tinglou, but Lin Xuan’s expression was also grim.

Hadn’t true immortals already fallen? Was this restriction set by them?

If so, things would be complicated. Two small Separation Period cultivators couldn't possibly break such a barrier with their special abilities.

Would they have to leave empty-handed?

But the treasures were clearly within sight.

Lin Xuan pondered that as he walked up the jade staircase.

"Friend, do you see any way to break this restriction?" Wang Tinglou frowned. After some probing, he realized how impenetrable the barrier was, feeling somewhat at a loss.

Although Lin Xuan had studiedformation (or array strategy), the complexity of this light barrier far exceeded his expectations. He rubbed his forehead, showing similar frustration.

Just as they stared at each other, a flash of light appeared. Two identical jade pendants flew out from Lin Xuan's storage space.

The light dimmed to reveal two identical jade amulets, ancient in appearance. One side was carved with birds and beasts, the other with ancient script that Lin Xuan didn't recognize.

This unexpected turn left Wang Tinglou stunned, as it did Lin Xuan himself.

These pendants were not sentient; he hadn’t summoned them. How could they fly out on their own?

Lin Xuan raised his right hand to retrieve them but stopped when the pendants flew directly above the light barrier.

Auras burst forth from the amulets, and symbols appeared around them. The stone columns with true dragons, colorful phoenixes, qilins, golden sunbirds, and two unknown creatures seemed to come alive, opening their mouths to emit six beams of light as thick as a bowl.

Pang!

The six beams converged on the amulets and merged with the surrounding symbols, forming a small sphere about a foot in diameter.

Though not large, it contained an immense amount of spiritual energy that left Lin Xuan and Wang Tinglou gasping. They stepped back involuntarily.

Postscript: Yes, thedirect train (in marketing context) for Tianwu Yeshen is ready; it should be visible tomorrow. Dear fellow cultivators, please move your noble fingers to cast a recommendation vote, bringing good luck for today!
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Sizzle...

The two just descended from the altar when a purple light ball began to expand. The runes within flashed furiously. Soon, the sound of silk tearing filled their ears as the light ball suddenly burst open.

It transformed into a purple beam about the thickness of a bowl. Inside, the silhouettes of true dragons and colorful phoenixes danced and spiraled towards the lower light curtain at lightning speed.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed involuntarily. He continued to retreat, for the spiritual energy contained in that beam had reached an inconceivable level. Even a strike from a divine treasure would pale in comparison.

Considering the resilience of the light curtain, Lin Xuan didn't want to be caught in the crossfire.

The pavilion's reaction was similar; this old monster had more combat experience than Lin Xuan.

Both cast their specialized spells and retreated to the edge of the square almost instantly.

Finally, the beam collided with the light curtain.

Silent and invisible, but golden and purple hues churned incessantly. More terrifyingly, space around them seemed to be devoured.

Indeed, it was space being consumed. Like a piece of paper where someone had lit a fire in the middle; wherever the golden and purple lights swept over turned into nothingness.

Clearly, both the beam and the light curtain contained some form of rule, otherwise they wouldn't have been so terrifying.

Plop...

It took nearly half a gong before a faint sound was heard. The seemingly unbreakable light curtain finally shattered like an inflated bubble.

The purple beam also depleted its energy. This process was akin to using the strongest spear against the strongest shield.

Above the altar, two jade pendants still hung quietly in the air. A greedy glint flashed across the pavilion's eyes.

Although Lin Xuan and Moon were a formidable duo, that treasure could break through the restrictions left by a celestial being, its value was beyond imagination.

---

Though everything appeared normal on the surface, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel uneasy when his gaze swept over the pavilion's face. Just as he was about to act, the two jade pendants seemed to come alive and flew towards him with incredible speed.

They landed before him instantly, automatically falling into his palm.

The pavilion's pupils constricted, a look of regret appearing on its face. Its lingering greed was extinguished.

After all, such a treasure being so responsive meant it had either been consecrated by Lin Xuan or once belonged to someone who had sacrificed blood for it.

Even if he managed to remove the markings, it would be no easy feat. Moreover, success might result in diminishing its power.

Considering how formidable Lin Xuan's displayed strength was, and his endless array of techniques and treasures, even after countless trials, the pavilion felt some trepidation.

Engaging him in mortal combat, this outcome was far from certain.

If things went wrong, it would be a lifelong regret.

No matter how good the treasure was, one needed to survive to enjoy it. His ascension to the Spirit Realm was already inevitable; why risk such peril for a fleeting desire?

In his heart, the pavilion felt that it wasn't worth it. There was no need to complicate matters with something uncertain.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Lin Xuan observed every subtle change in the other's expression and couldn't help but let out a silent sigh of relief. His taut nerves relaxed as he discreetly stowed away the two jade pendants.

At that moment, the pavilion's voice reached his ears, filled with genuine admiration: "What a miraculous treasure! It can break through such intricate restrictions. Let's go see the celestial treasures now; I'm sure you won't mind."

"Of course," Lin Xuan nodded indifferently, his expression deep and inscrutable. Of course, it was all an act, but Lin Xuan’s ability to feign interest had reached a masterful level. Even the cunning pavilion couldn’t spot any flaws.

The two agreed without delay, neither willing to fall behind as they stepped towards the altar together.

---

Previously, when the beam and light curtain collided, they had unleashed terrifying power that devoured space. However, now all traces of the impact were gone, leaving no visible signs or issues.

Their gazes landed on the pristine stone platform, both filled with greedy glints.

Two jade boxes, one wooden box, and a jade bottle. Four treasures in total.

Was this truly left behind by a celestial being?

What effects could it have that would be beyond imagination?

---

On the other side, in the soul perception space:

"Only separating your essence and soul by a millionth part; the Grand Commander did this for his own reasons. At the time, two true immortals were watching closely. Though severely injured, their cultivation and strength were slightly higher than the Grand Commander's. With no cover, trying to pull off a trick like 'covering one’s tracks' would be incredibly difficult, even with such a small fragment of essence." The shadow spoke slowly, its face showing signs of regret.

"But so little essence; even if you survive, what effect could it have? Such a small soul fragment, even reincarnating is impossible," Tian Xiaojian rubbed his forehead, clearly not convinced.

"You're right. But the Grand Commander knew this. His choice was driven by urgent circumstances with no other options. And, humph, don't undervalue that millionth part of essence. Although as you said, so little essence can’t reincarnate and its magical power is negligible, I inherited all his knowledge and memories,"

"Knowledge and memories?" Tian Xiaojian was surprised, showing a look of surprise.

"What do you think? You underestimate me; the true Grand Commander is dead. I am his successor. The number of magical arts I know is countless, their power far beyond your imagination. The treasures in the Grand Commander's lair should have been taken over by other true demons, but as the saying goes, a clever rabbit has three holes. He still has secret treasure stashes with incredibly rare items. Do you want to get them...?"
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The ghostly voice was filled with temptation. Whatever he said, even a cultivator of scattered immortals would be moved by it.

"What do I need to pay?"

However, Tian Xiaojian was different from the average person. Having fallen from being a ruthless young master to an aimless wandering cultivator, his path to becoming an immortal had been fraught with countless twists and turns. His hardships were no less than Lin Xuan's.

The arduous trials had matured his mind like that of a fox who lived for many years. There are no free lunches in heaven.

Even if what the other party said was true, one would still have to pay a price to obtain everything he mentioned. The benefits offered by the Demon Lord’s cultivation method and the treasures left behind were immense; how could it be given freely without any cost?

The greater the benefit, the higher the price one must pay.

When Tian Xiaojian asked his question, the ghostly figure first hesitated before smiling. Most people would eagerly ask how to obtain such benefits if they were in close proximity with him. But this young man remained calm and collected.

Good, good, although his cultivation was a bit low, he possessed the True Demon Body, making him an outstanding candidate indeed.

After waiting for so long from ancient times until now, fate had finally placed an opportunity before him.

The ghostly figure was secretly pleased, but at that moment, their soul realm suddenly trembled violently.

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a hint of alertness. Without hesitation, he waved his robe, and several treasures flew out to hover in front of him, his nerves taut as a bowstring.

However, the ghostly figure remained indifferent. He turned his head slightly before speaking with some surprise: "Huh? Theprohibition left by the Nine Heavens Divine Maiden has been broken. It’s not like blood sacrifice techniques were used to break it. Only the Spirit Net Jade Talisman can be activated. Hmph, are those cheap bitches' treasures about to appear as well? But back then, the Nine Heavens Divine Maiden had her body and soul destroyed. Do you think a few lifeless treasures could turn the tide?"

The ghostly figure's voice grew lower, but his face was filled with disdain.

Lin Xuan did not know what happened in the soul realm. At this moment, he stared intently at the four treasures before him.

Most of his attention seemed to be drawn there, but that was just an illusion. In reality, most of Lin Xuan's focus was on the Pavilion by the Terrace beside him, fearing a sudden attack from the other party. After all, who wouldn't drool over immortal treasures? Even with his deep-seated composure, he couldn’t help swallowing hard.

"Friend Daoist, what are you thinking? I have my own thoughts. But it's best if we don't harbor any ulterior motives. As they say, a man’s greed is like a snake that swallows an elephant. Even if we split these treasures evenly, the good fortune of obtaining them would be something earned over three lifetimes. Let us peacefully obtain the treasures and decide how to distribute them. What do you think?"

The voice from the Pavilion by the Terrace echoed in his ears. His thoughts were in perfect harmony with Lin Xuan's.

With treasures appearing, people tend to act impulsively. He feared that Lin Xuan might do something foolish that could harm innocent bystanders. After all, this old man had been a force to reckon with for twelve states of heaven and earth for thousands of years. It was enough to make Lin Xuan proud.

"Friend Daoist's words are in line with my thoughts. As they say, it’s better to part amicably. I don’t want to quarrel with Brother Pavilion. Let us first open these boxes and see what treasures lie within before deciding how to distribute them. What do you think?" Lin Xuan sighed, his words sincere.

"Hmm, that sounds good. For fairness's sake, let’s each open one box," the Pavilion by the Terrace nodded contentedly. The two then used their respective powers to take the jade boxes in hand.

Each box was about half a foot long and wide, but with their extensive knowledge, they couldn’t determine what material they were made of—likely not from the mortal world.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before flipping his wrist to open the lid. There were noprohibition seal talisman on it.

However, something unexpected happened. As soon as his hand touched the lid, a white electric arc shot out.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was already alert and activated the Illusory Heavenly Fire. The electric arc struck, producing crackling sounds that filled his ears. The Illusory Heavenly Fire flickered and deflected the attack.

Drops of sweat formed on Lin Xuan's forehead. Thankfully, it wasn’t a powerful enough attack; otherwise, he might not have stood there safely.

He took a deep breath as the Illusory Heavenly Fire enveloped his entire hand, emitting brilliant five-colored light. The white electric arc reappeared, creating a dense sound like popping beans in his ears.

Although the electric arc had its unique qualities, it lacked replenishment of essence energy and eventually faded after half a cup of tea.

A soft "click" sounded as he opened the lid, revealing the treasures inside.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan was eager but widened his eyes when he saw what was inside. His mouth dropped open in shock.

Moon had been watching Pavilion by the Terrace from the side. Now she too leaned forward with her hand over her mouth, almost thinking she had seen wrongly.

It wasn’t hard to understand their reactions.

Inside the jade box were not medicinal pills or precious materials for refining weapons; rather, a bundle of hair.

Long strands of hair, coiled together, numbering hundreds. If fully extended, it would be long enough to reach the waist even on a tall woman.

What kind of immortal treasure was this?

Lin Xuan was initially puzzled but then thought that if it were an immortal's hair, there might be some hidden uses.

After a moment’s hesitation, he placed the hair against his forehead and probed with his divine sense.

Soon, Lin Xuan lifted his head, looking disappointed. The hair had no essence energy; regardless of whether it was an immortal's hair or not, it appeared indistinguishable from that of a mortal now.

Sighing, he turned to look at Pavilion by the Terrace.

Just like before, there wereprohibition on the jade box, but fortunately, he managed to deactivate them without much trouble. At this moment, Pavilion by the Terrace held atalisman in his hand.

What kind of miraculous uses could immortal's talismans have?

Lin Xuan was initially pleased but then his expression turned grim.

It was a broken talisman, seemingly torn apart by someone. Although the remaining half still emitted brilliant light, it couldn’t be used and would only serve for research on talisman-making techniques.

However, to understand the mysteries of immortals' talismans required deep knowledge that ordinary cultivators could never grasp.
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In the hands of ordinary cultivators, these items would be utterly useless.

As for that strand of hair, it contained no trace of spiritual energy and seemed more like a piece of trash.

Lin Xuan exchanged glances with Master Ma from the Tower of Hope. Both looked somewhat dejected and surprised. After so much effort to find an immortal's treasure, they had ended up with such disappointing results.

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan tossed the strand of hair over to Master Ma. The latter was taken aback and instinctively caught it in his hand. Realizing Lin Xuan’s intention, he threw back a few broken talismans encased in a ball of spiritual light.

They exchanged their treasures and each inspected them thoroughly. Their expressions grew increasingly gloomy. However, they were no ordinary cultivators; soon enough, both turned the heads to face the altar again, where there were two more items that might hold some value. After all, a True Immortal wouldn’t leave behind mere scraps of metal or broken tools.

Lin Xuan thought to himself. The remaining item was a small wooden box and an exquisite jade bottle. By common sense, the bottle likely contained pills or other medicinal substances. Even with his composure, Lin Xuan’s gaze couldn’t help but turn intense as he reached for the tiny jade bottle.

He had expected Master Ma to snatch it away, but instead, his target was the unremarkable wooden box. Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed in curiosity, though he never guessed that this was Diling Dragon Immortal’s instruction.

Both ended up with what they wanted.

The bottle was only an inch high and smaller than usual containers for pills. Unlike the jade box, it lacked any restrictions, and Lin Xuan easily opened it to reveal a pungent odor.

His expression changed as he flipped the bottle over. A flash of green light revealed a pill about the size of a dragon’s eye in his palm.

It was pink but marred with patterns and covered in countless black spots, resembling someone who had acne.

A waste pill!

Though Master Ma held the wooden box, he didn’t rush to open it. His gaze remained fixed on Lin Xuan’s hand.

Seeing the waste pill, his face contorted into an ugly expression.

Regardless of its miraculous effects before, once it was deemed a waste, it became utterly useless.

Four treasures, three of which were inexplicable items. It was no wonder this human expert felt extremely disappointed.

Lin Xuan’s expression mirrored his mood, but a strange glint flashed in his eyes that quickly vanished.

He slumped dejectedly and looked at the wooden box Master Ma held.

"Friend, may I ask if you can open your wooden box?"

"Don’t worry. Perhaps it doesn’t contain what you want."

As he spoke, Master Ma opened the wooden box with a snap. The light within was dazzling as the treasure inside came into view.

"What is this—"

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in disbelief, almost thinking he had misjudged the situation. However, his expression soon turned to a bitter smile.

It was lipstick, eyebrow pencil, lip gloss, and various creams and foundations.

Without needing to examine them closely, it was clear what these items were for—they were a woman's makeup box.

"Indeed, this is what I’m talking about—the makeup box of the Nine Heavens Supreme Goddess. This is something every female cultivator dreams of. With this,slender fairy maiden would still be in my palm," Diling Dragon Immortal’s face lit up with joy as he laughed heartily. Since he was hiding within Master Ma's dantian, his laughter wouldn’t reach Lin Xuan.

Master Ma’s expression turned exceptionally vivid. He snarled, "You’re saying you came to our world through all the trouble just for this makeup box?"

Of course, these words were transmitted telepathically and couldn’t be overheard by others.

"Hmph, what do you know? While the Nine Heavens Supreme Goddess may not be as beautiful as the Arrogant Deva King from long ago, ancient texts say that her makeup box has miraculous effects on skin care. Men might not care, but for female cultivators, it’s priceless. I need this to win overslender fairy maiden's favor. Master Ma, no matter what you do, you must get this makeup box."

Diling Dragon Immortal put aside his lazy demeanor and sat upright with a serious expression. He had come here specifically for this item, and now that he saw it, there was no way he would let it slip away.

"Then we need the makeup box—what about the other three?"

"The others are just scraps of metal, not worth mentioning. I wonder why the Nine Heavens Supreme Goddess left these useless items behind. Whether or not we take them doesn’t matter. Master Ma, I know what you’re thinking. Don’t worry; when we reach the Spirit Realm, with my protection, there’s no need to fear missing out on treasures."

"Trick?"

Master Ma’s soul also opened its eyes and looked at Diling Dragon Immortal’s soul with a skeptical expression.

"What do you mean? You think I’m just blowing smoke? Haha. Let me tell you the truth—my realm is so high that it’s beyond your imagination. Even the Heavenly Essence Demon Ancestor, in his true form, would be insignificant before me. So… there’s no need to fear my control."

Diling Dragon Immortal looked righteous, but Master Ma remained suspicious. However, he finally responded: "Forget it. You don’t have to brag here. Only a pawn would boast about their strength. Even if you struggle in the Spirit Realm, I’ve promised to help this time."

It was no wonder Master Ma said so; after all, an ancient demon had successfully manifested its soul, but Diling Dragon Immortal nearly died. Although he claimed it was due to encountering spatial anomalies, Master Ma naturally interpreted it as a cover-up.

Diling Dragon Immortal couldn’t help but laugh at the situation. However, now wasn’t the time for explanations; the truth would be revealed once they reached the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan fell silent as he looked at the four treasures in front of him. The atmosphere seemed to grow tense.

After a long while,

"Who knew True Immortal’s treasures would be such things? How should we divide them?" Lin Xuan’s voice, tinged with disappointment, was almost audible.

"This—"

Master Ma hesitated: "Dividing these is tricky, but no matter what, the treasure in the wooden box must belong to me."
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"Friend, do you want this wooden box?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow upon hearing these words. He did not immediately respond but his face gradually darkened.

"Not bad. Is there something wrong with that? Do you have any objections to it?"

Wang Tinglou noticed Lin Xuan's expression and felt a chill in his heart. Although he remained calm on the surface, he secretly began to prepare for potential conflict.

"Why ask such a question when you know the answer? We've gone through great lengths to find these treasures. I'm sure you've seen what they are. I won't waste your time with empty talk. Let's be clear: apart from the items in this wooden box, which seem valuable, the other three treasures are merely superficial."

"Then according to your opinion, how should we divide them?" Wang Tinglou did not get angry but spoke calmly.

"In my view, the items in the wooden box are not just one thing. We can split them evenly and then..."

"No way," Wang Tinglou interrupted before Lin Xuan could finish. This was actually at the behest of his master, the Dragon True Monarch.

"Earlier when we dealt with that ancient demon, it was your effort. Without you, theprohibition wouldn't have been broken either. Do you not think this is a bit too domineering?"

Lin Xuan's tone grew more severe. Yue'er stepped forward and stood beside him. They were about to fight for their lives.

Facing the renowned Wang Tinglou, Lin Xuan did not show any weakness.

Wang Tinglou's expression gradually calmed down.

He had seen Lin Xuan's abilities before; even if they joined forces with that woman, he would be hard-pressed to win against him.

"Alright. I'm no bully. Your words have some merit. The remaining three treasures can all go to you, but the items in the wooden box must belong to me. If not, we'll settle this by force."

"Umm..."

Lin Xuan's face showed hesitation as he looked at the wooden box. He seemed reluctant to part with it, though he was too powerful for such a display of weakness.

Seeing Lin Xuan's reluctance, Wang Tinglou smiled and quickly produced an exquisite jade box from his waist: "If you still feel cheated, I'll give you five top-grade crystal stones. Even in the Spirit Realm, these will be useful. I'm sure this will satisfy you."

The lid of the box opened to reveal a rainbow glow. Indeed, there were five crystals with different elemental properties.

Lin Xuan's expression turned satisfied: "Friend, your sincerity is commendable. If I insist on keeping it, that would seem unreasonable. Fine, these three treasures may not have much use, but they are still valuable. The top-grade crystal stones are rare, and this trip won't be in vain."

"Ha! Your choice is wise. We've come so far; why make a fuss?" Wang Tinglou stroked his beard and sighed with relief.

With the agreement reached, things would go smoothly from here. Lin Xuan reluctantly looked at the wooden box before sighing and putting on his sleeves. A beam of light flew out to wrap up the remaining three treasures. Afterward, he put away the five top-grade crystal stones as well.

Seeing this, Wang Tinglou did not hesitate either and hid the wooden box in his palm.

After dividing all the treasures, they could not be said to have achieved complete satisfaction, but at least both of them had gained something. They were much luckier than those fallen cultivators.

Of course, it was more than just luck; their strength was unmatched by other cultivators.

In survival of the fittest, the cultivation world was always fair in its own way.

After dividing the treasures, they did not leave immediately but thoroughly inspected the entire underground palace to ensure there were no hidden items. Only then did they gather and discuss.

"Since our goal has been achieved, I won't delay any longer and will return by the same path. What do you think?" Lin Xuan said slowly.

"I agree. Once this matter is settled, there won't be many treasures left on Penglai Mountain. We have little time left. I plan to meditate somewhere until the Netherworld Gate opens, then leave from here."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan nodded and glanced at the cultivator in front of him: "Your luck is great; you are the top expert of the Twelve States of Tianyun. You've reached the peak of Separation Realm. I'm sure you can pass your heavenly tribulation without issue. In the Spirit Realm, you'll surely achieve great things. Congratulations."

"Such words make me feel humble. After two thousand years of hard work, I achieved this. But you are so young with only initial Separation Realm strength yet have countless abilities and a reverse-defying power. Your strength is formidable enough to match mine. If I can pass the heavenly tribulation, what problem could you possibly have? Would you like to ascend to the Spirit Realm with me?" Wang Tinglou's face showed a bitter smile: "The next wave will push ahead."

"Hmm, let's talk about it later."

Lin Xuan's face glowed as he was flattered. He bowed to Wang Tinglou and then turned into a beam of yellow light, leaving the underground palace.

Knowing that he had valuable treasures, Lin Xuan had no interest in leaving with him.

Who knew if the old monster would turn hostile halfway through?

As for his offer of breaking the tribulation, Lin Xuan did not listen to it.

While he might match Wang Tinglou's strength with his abilities and treasures, he could at least defend himself. But the tribulation was different from power; the mind was another matter.

He had confidence in surviving the lightning bolts but doubted his ability to withstand the heart demons that accompanied them. His quick progression made him less mentally resilient compared to peers, making it almost impossible for him to pass such a test.

Although the Deva Realm Dharmakaya had once broken through a heart demon during their journey, Lin Xuan was not sure if it was due to its innate abilities or just luck.

Regardless, he would not risk it. Wang Tinglou's suggestion to face the tribulation now seemed well-meaning but harbored hidden motives.

Instead, he planned to use the teleportation array with his sister for a safer passage.

He wondered where Fairy Yuanyan was now. Lin Xuan sighed; this trip had indeed been fruitful despite the separation from his sister.

Thinking of the three treasures from the true immortal, Lin Xuan felt excited. These were not mere trifles but valuable items he had cleverly obtained.

The old monster's intelligence was wasted on such a trick. He had easily fallen for it and even offered five top-grade crystal stones in exchange.

Lin Xuan smiled as he opened an jade box to reveal a strand of hair inside.

It contained no trace of spiritual energy, otherwise, Wang Tinglou would not have been deceived. However, its ability to withstand millions of years without decay showed that it was extraordinary.

He held the hair and examined it closely; this was true immortal's hair. A drop of Arrogant King's blood had countless uses, so these hundreds of strands were invaluable.

But he needed time to figure out how to use them.

This did not mean they would be useless in the Spirit Realm.

A green light flashed as the item disappeared, replaced by a broken talisman before his eyes.

As previously stated, no matter its original abilities or effects, since it was now broken, it had no further purpose.

Lin Xuan and Wang Tinglou shared this understanding; only the two jade pendants in his storage pouch vibrated continuously when the talisman appeared, indicating that there might be something strange within.
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Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't bother to study the mysterious power within this broken talisman at that moment. He would have to wait until he arrived in the Spirit Realm.

With his thoughts turning over, the object disappeared into his robe.

Then, Lin Xuan flipped his palm and another treasure appeared.

It was roughly the size of a dragon's eye, with a mottled surface pattern. Naturally, it was that waste pill.

For others, the waste pills were utterly useless in refining essence. This was common knowledge in the cultivation world, like an unbreakable law, so it wasn't surprising that Wangting Tower didn't care about them.

However, Lin Xuan was different. The blue Star Sea had the ability to turn waste into treasure, and thanks to this, a mere ordinary person without a spirit root could embark on the path of cultivation.

Waste pills could be refined using the Star Sea whenever he had free time.

Thinking of that, Lin Xuan's heart burned with anticipation. What kind of miraculous power would an immortal's pill have?

"This treasure hunt was fraught with danger and difficulty, but to finally obtain three treasures left behind by an immortal is indeed worth it. According to my calculations, the Gate of Devils will close in just three days. I must find Fairy Ruyan as soon as possible and sneak into the Spirit Realm together," Lin Xuan murmured to himself before transforming into a streak of lightning that flew back down the passage.

In his soul space, Dayu Sword faced off against its shadowy counterpart.

"What did you say? Nine Heavens Immortal Female, what is that thing?"

"Thing?" The shadow turned its head and wore an odd expression. Then it laughed loudly: "You brat, not bad! You really suit my taste. That scumbag Nine Heavens Immortal Female was actually called a 'thing' by you. She's one of the three immortals who came down from the Celestial Realm."

"What? One of the Three True Immortals? Could this place be where she left behind treasures?" Tian Xiaojian widened his eyes, a glimmer of desire flashing in his gaze.

"Indeed, Nine Heavens Immortal Female did leave some things behind. This ruin's restrictions are one such thing, and it was left by her just before her death through secret techniques," the shadow continued.

"Gods, so there is something from an immortal here?" Tian Xiaojian's pupils constricted. Unlike the soul essence or spirit soul, a godly consciousness didn't contain any memories; it could only follow commands set in advance.

A single thread of godly consciousness could create such a massive ruin and complex restrictions, which left Tian Xiaojian amazed. However, considering that the other party wasn't a cultivator but a True Immortal, he felt relieved.

"Young man, Nine Heavens Immortal Female did leave some treasures that would be useful for you cultivators, but there's no need to envy her. Just cooperate with me, and you can gain even greater benefits," the shadow turned its head again, returning to the previous topic.

"Humph, what do I have to pay?"

Tian Xiaojian was a very clever person; he wouldn't be easily led by the other party. He knew that there were no free lunches in heaven or earth.

"You don’t need to pay anything."

"What?" Tian Xiaojian froze, his face showing complete disbelief. He wasn't stupid; how could something like this happen?

"I don’t want to waste time on you. Do you think I’m deceiving you? No, in my past life, although I was the Grand Commander of the Demon Clan, now I am but a fraction of one percent of my original essence. My spirit power is insufficient for possession; my only choice is to coexist with you successfully," the shadow said.

"Coexistence?" Tian Xiaojian's brows twitched as he appeared thoughtful.

Coexistence was something he had heard about before. Essentially, it meant signing a blood pact where one would die if the other perished—this was the strictest of celestial laws.

If that were true, the other party indeed didn't seem malicious, but why would they want to do this? Tian Xiaojian's cautious nature wouldn’t allow him to agree without resolving his doubts first.

"Doing so will greatly benefit me. But what about you? Is it just to leave this confined space?" Tian Xiaojian’s eyes flashed as he spoke.

"You can say that, but not entirely. Leaving here is only a trivial reason," the shadow sighed, revealing a sense of melancholy. He had been alone in this small place for millions of years; the thought was unbearable.

"Why? Friend, no more beating around the bush." Tian Xiaojian’s tone lacked respect; he knew that despite his past greatness, the other party was merely a fragment of its former self now.

"Assisted by me, you have the True Demon Body. With effort over tens of thousands of years, your ascension to immortality is possible. As your coexistence partner, I will also gain great benefits during this process. When you ascend to the Celestial Realm, my spirit essence will be as strong as before, and it might even be possible for me to resurrect and become the Grand Commander of the Demon Clan again," the shadow's eyes flashed with excitement.

His secret technique was aimed at this goal; although the hope was faint, he could now see a chance of success.

"You are saying that this is mutually beneficial. You help me achieve immortality, and in return, you can resurrect when the time comes?"

Tian Xiaojian swallowed hard as he spoke, his eyes flashing. Both parties had benefits, so there must be truth to what the other said.

"Correct. Signing a coexistence pact means helping myself," the shadow nodded openly.

"Is it really without any harm? Why did you choose me after all these years? I should not be the only cultivator in this soul space," Tian Xiaojian asked his last question.

"You are correct; there were other cultivators who came before you, and more than one. But in my eyes, they didn’t meet the requirements. First, as the Grand Commander of the Demon Clan, only cultivators can sign a coexistence pact with me. Second, do you think immortality is easy? Even with my assistance, I have no strength now; I can only provide knowledge and experience. The treasures left behind by me are beyond your current capabilities to retrieve. The path to immortality is full of obstacles. If your talent or character isn’t up to par, there’s no hope for you at all. Do you think I would choose you? Once the blood pact is signed, if you perish, so will this Grand Commander from this world,"

"So you mean that I meet your requirements."

"Indeed, with your True Demon Body and satisfactory character, as long as you work hard, one day you will ascend to the Celestial Realm,"
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With the experience from just now, leaving the underground palace was much easier compared to coming in. Lin Xuan hardly encountered any obstacles and left the underground palace, arriving at the ruins atop the mountain.

The outside air seemed significantly more replete with essence qi than inside the underground palace.

"Phew..."

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. This trip had been worthwhile indeed. With his treasures now in hand, he naturally wouldn't linger here long. Just as he was about to leave, a loud rumbling sound suddenly echoed from beside him.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. Turning around, he realized the noise originated from beneath his feet.

Could it be...

His face showed some alarm. The sound was so loud that it almost felt like an earthquake.

If his guess was correct, the underground palace beneath his feet must have collapsed. After reaching this conclusion, Lin Xuan couldn't help but pat his chest, showing a look of lingering fear.

Fortunately, he had retrieved his treasures and didn't hesitate to leave. As a cultivator, being buried alive by an earthquake wouldn't be logical. However, if there were still restraints in the underground palace, it was uncertain whether he could escape safely.

Before this thought fully formed, Lin Xuan noticed cracks appearing on the ground beneath him. Though only about as thick as his thumb, they rapidly spread outwards.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

Not only had the underground palace collapsed, but the ruins atop the mountain were also in danger after he took away the treasures.

Clearly, staying here was not a wise choice; there was no benefit to be gained. How could Lin Xuan afford to linger?

With a flash of green light, he shot out hundreds of feet. His speed seemed even more mysterious than Lin Xuan's, as the gap between their cultivation levels wasn't easily bridged.

Moreover, Wang Tinglou had his own secret techniques that he was unwilling to use against Lin Xuan. First, with ascension imminent, he didn't want any complications. Second, although he had some doubts about the value of those treasures, on balance, they seemed insignificant.

Lin Xuan was unaware of these considerations. With his current speed, it wasn't an exaggeration to say that he could travel a thousand miles in an instant.

In less than half a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan was already tens of thousands of miles away.

The collapse extended beyond the ruins atop the mountain; even the jade steps had vanished into thin air. This left Lin Xuan both amazed and seriously considering his next move.

Although he had retrieved what he wanted, the time spent on this mission was considerable. Only two days remained before the Netherworld Gate closed. Yet, his sister still showed no sign of life.

Even if he claimed not to be worried, it was a lie. In the mortal world, an Inner Alchemy stage cultivator was almost invincible, with the only threat being other Inner Alchemy cultivators. Even if he couldn't defeat them, they usually posed no danger to his life. His sister had already advanced to the middle stage of Inner Alchemy; logically, she should be fine.

However, in the Netherworld, many Inner Alchemy cultivators had perished during this quest. The ancient beasts and mysterious restraints on this mountain could still pose a threat to their level.

Thus, Lin Xuan couldn't conclude with certainty whether Fairy Ya was safe or not.

The size of Penglai Mountain was too vast for him to locate his sister's whereabouts without knowing where she might be. Even if he knew she might be in danger, there was no way for him to rescue her.

He could only rely on fate.

With no time to spare, Lin Xuan would have to search for the teleportation array himself if he couldn't find any trace of his sister.

The Netherworld Gate opened only once every nine thousand years. Such an opportunity shouldn't be missed. With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sighed and extended all his senses. He had to determine his location first before deciding on his next move.

Fortunately, he had a map of Penglai Mountain, so the risk of getting lost was minimal. Although he wasn't entirely sure where the ancient teleportation array was located, it was likely near the Heavenly Immortal Pavilion, as only that place and an item in the jade tube were marked with such prominence.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head. Even though his swift flight had stopped, his eyes gleamed with a sharp light, and his expression fluctuated between worry and determination.

About five thousand miles away, there was an intense surge of essence qi.

Normally, his divine sense couldn't cover such a distance, but the battle seemed to be so fierce that it disrupted the surrounding天地元气, allowing him to detect it from afar.

If he hadn't stirred up the天地元气, the opponent would likely be an Inner Alchemy cultivator. With few survivors left on Penglai Mountain, could his sister be in danger?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and muttered under his breath.

While this was unlikely, there were always coincidences. Who knew if it couldn't happen?

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan changed direction to fly towards the source of the essence qi surge.

Even though he had secretly entered the mortal world, this news came from his sister. If there was any chance, he would bring her along.

As for encountering powerful enemies, Lin Xuan didn't worry much. The ancient demons and ghostly entities were all gone, leaving only a few Inner Alchemy cultivators who posed little threat to him. Even facing an Inner Alchemy后期 cultivator wouldn't be hopeless, especially with Mo'er by his side.

After practicing the Asura Technique, his young apprentice's abilities weren't inferior in terms of divine power and techniques; she might even match Lin Xuan.

With these realizations, Lin Xuan was confident that as long as he didn't step into an ancient forbidden array, his life would be safe.

Moreover, if he had already passed a deity's restraints, it was unlikely there were any more formidable traps in this mountain.

Although the Netherworld Gate posed dangers, its threat to him now was minimal. Thus, Lin Xuan abandoned caution and flew boldly towards the source of the essence qi surge without hiding his trail.

Time was pressing; he didn't want to waste any time. If it was his sister, she would naturally receive his aid. Otherwise, Lin Xuan wouldn't bother with other matters.

The distance of thousands of miles wasn't instantaneous, but the time taken was negligible.

In just a few breaths, Lin Xuan was only about seven hundred miles away from the source of the essence qi surge.

"Eh?"

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept ahead again. His face lit up with surprise as he realized that while his and the other party's figures were enveloped by天地元气, the residual effects of their battle prevented him from getting close enough to discern their identities.

However, identifying the nature of the essence qi was straightforward. One side clearly used light and agile water essence qi.

In the mortal world, there weren't many Inner Alchemy cultivators, and those with a water attribute were even rarer. The妖族 might or might not have come to Penglai Mountain...

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's eyes gleamed with determination. Unless something unexpected happened, the person ahead was almost certainly his sister.
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After searching high and low, I finally found it. The joy in Lin Xuan's heart was beyond measure.

But the smile on his face had not yet faded when his expression turned grim after a mental scan.

Hundreds of miles away, the water essence qi indeed surged with immense power, but compared to the metallic essence qi he was fighting against, it seemed insignificant.

It was just a struggle.

"Late-stage Separation and Union..."

A gleam flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as a vicious killing intent appeared. "Narrow roads meet enemies. I didn't expect it to be that monster, the Ten Thousand Jia King. That old fellow is weak against soft targets but fears evil ones. He couldn't get his hands on the immortal's treasures, so he decided to target my sister instead. Hmph! If you want to fall, this seat will happily send you down to hell..."

Even a clay figure still had some true spirit left, and Lin Xuan was far from being a coward. Initially, he didn’t want to complicate matters, but the other party's actions were too overbearing.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan’s speed increased by another threefold.

The distance of hundreds of miles was no more than an instant.

A white hurricane entered his line of sight.

With a diameter of dozens of feet, it stretched from sky to ground, its presence astonishingly powerful.

This was the chaotic essence qi of the world.

Inside the hurricane, countless lightning bolts, fireballs, and wind blades could be seen colliding incessantly. The raging gales had flattened everything around them, with explosions echoing like a million galloping horses.

The two combatants were indeed at late-stage Separation and Union.

As they drew closer, Lin Xuan easily made out their appearances.

On the left was a beautiful woman with an elegant face, though not as stunningly beautiful as to be breathtaking. She appeared to be in her mid-twenties, with features finely drawn but exuding cold arrogance. Her body was surrounded by vast amounts of water essence qi, which had transformed into countless flying fish swirling around her.

This was Dream Ruyan.

As the top female cultivator of Yunzhou, she possessed formidable powers, yet at this moment, she seemed to be barely holding on.

Beyond man is another man; beyond heaven, another heaven. Who could blame her for facing such a formidable opponent?

Despite the imposing presence of the flying fish, they had formed a shimmering light barrier. However, around them, several golden dragons swirled and danced, their bodies glowing brightly.

Crisp sounds of breaking air filled his ears as the dragon's claws swung, emitting countless golden rays that pierced through the thick light barrier in an instant.

The dragon was not done; it opened its blood-stained maw to swallow the flying fish one by one.

"Immortal, this far we've come. There’s no point in trying to stop us. Surrender gracefully and don’t be so ungrateful. I’m not a man who would harm beautiful women; if you continue to act recklessly, watch out—I might just leave you with nowhere to go," the voice of a monster echoed, its head that of a dragon and body human.

At the peak, the ancient demon had used blood sacrifice to summon a fragment of a demon's spirit. With ease, it exterminated two late-stage Separation and Union entities, leaving the Ten Thousand Jia King in a state of fear. The old monster fled without hesitation.

After all, even if the treasure was tempting, one must have life to enjoy it. As a妖族, his lifespan was much longer than that of humans; fearing death wasn't something to be criticized.

However, after some distance, he began to regret his decision.

Unlike ordinary treasures, immortal relics might not be found elsewhere once lost. The opportunity shouldn’t be missed, but going back would still leave him with a lingering fear.

After hesitating for a moment, the old monster settled on a compromise: instead of heading straight for the ruins at the peak, he decided to set up a trap and observe the situation before deciding his next move.

It was fate that Dream Ruyan passed by just then. Due to mental suppression, they met unexpectedly in this narrow path.

The Ten Thousand Jia King had no good intentions; he needed an excellent cauldron for his breakthrough. Although Ruyan was at late-stage Separation and Union, her strength still fell short of his. Thus, the old monster acted without restraint.

Facing the threat, Dream Ruyan’s expression turned fierce as she unleashed a series of incantations. Just as she was about to cast some secret technique—

"贱婢，看来你是敬酒不吃想罚酒！", the Ten Thousand Jia King roared. He wouldn’t tolerate her casting spells calmly.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as he suddenly grew larger, and a dazzling light streak entered his vision from afar.

"Brother..."

"Lin boy..."

The simultaneous cries echoed in his ears. The emotions they conveyed were entirely different.

Ruyan was both surprised and delighted, while the Ten Thousand Jia King’s face showed confusion and suspicion.

"Brother, why are you here too?" Ruyan's joy was understandable; he had come to find Lin Xuan. Coincidentally, she met him just as she was in danger.

What a stroke of luck!

She wondered if Moon was with them. If the three of them joined forces, they might manage to defend themselves even if they couldn’t win.

Ruyan's thoughts were justified; while she knew her brother wasn't weak, he had only recently entered late-stage Separation and Union, far from the Ten Thousand Jia King’s ancient monster.

The old monster's expression fluctuated between joy and worry. However, Lin Xuan's appearance brought a temporary halt to their battle, creating a brief stalemate.

The Ten Thousand Jia King's gaze was cold as he scanned Lin Xuan. "Boy, I didn’t expect you to be alive. But meeting me is just bad luck for you. Tell me—did the immortal’s treasure go to the ancient demon or that old guy from Wantianglou?"

In his heart, the two late-stage Separation and Union youths escaping with their lives was a stroke of eight lifetimes' worth of good fortune; they were unlikely to have any connection with the treasures.

Although he knew the likelihood was slim, asking wouldn’t hurt.

"What do you think I am? Why should I tell you?" Lin Xuan’s words were arrogant. What did it matter when facing death?

"You... what did you say?" The Ten Thousand Jia King almost thought he had heard wrong. Was this little brat crazy enough to talk back like that?

"You... dare speak to me like that..."
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, Why not? In a moment, I will extract your soul and refine your essence...

Lin Xuan spoke with a casual tone, but his arrogant and domineering manner made even Meng Ruyan turn to look at him.

Covering her mouth with her hand, she almost thought she had heard wrong. Her younger brother was always very low-key, so why would he suddenly change his character? If not for the fluctuations in Lin Xuan's essence energy, she would have almost believed that this person before her was a pretender.

His actions were too rash and shallow.

Provoking an old monster like him could lead to severe consequences. Meng Ruyan's face was filled with concern.

"Very well, no one has dared to speak to me in such a manner for several hundred years. Soon, I will make you regret coming into this world," the Ten Thousand Serpent King's eyes flashed with blood-red light but did not immediately attack; instead, he laughed bitterly.

He knew that he was no match for Wang Tinglou or the ancient demon sage, but dealing with his younger brother and sister together would be more than enough.

As soon as these words left his mouth, Wang Tinglou's expression changed. He smiled and said, "Haha, who said I intended to meddle in your affairs..."

Wang Tinglou's words had just finished when the Ten Thousand Serpent King was overjoyed. With his status, he would not lie.

Meng Ruyan's face turned pale as she quickly appeared beside Lin Xuan.

"You don't want to get involved, so why did you come here? I will stand by my brother and die with him," Meng Ruyan said. After all, Lin Xuan was dragged into this situation due to her. With such a nature, she would not abandon him even if he were a cultivator. Sometimes, they could be quite chivalrous.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King frowned, but Wang Tinglou seemed indifferent. He crossed his arms behind his back and said with a carefree expression, "Ruyan, why the rush? With that old serpent's strength, even after another hundred years of cultivation, he can't harm Lin Xuan."

"What?" Meng Ruyan was shocked, her eyes filled with disbelief. The Ten Thousand Serpent King laughed loudly: "Brother Tinglou, are you joking? I am the top expert in the demon race; how could a mere cultivator who just entered the Separation Realm defeat me?"

"Believe it or not, a cultivator's strength is not solely determined by their realm. Even if you don't believe me, if we fight alone, the odds are fifty-fifty," Wang Tinglou said seriously.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's laughter stopped as he turned his head to look at Wang Tinglou, trying to judge how much of what he said was true.

Meng Ruyan's face showed surprise. She knew more about Wang Tinglou than the Ten Thousand Serpent King; he wasn't a person who liked to lie.

But the idea that Lin Xuan could match the top expert in the demon race seemed too absurd.

"Hmph, I don't need to deceive you. Do you know who killed the ancient demon?"

"Is it that Lin boy? Impossible. Although the ancient demon is only at the early Separation Realm stage, he is a fragment of a great existence from the upper realm, and his abilities are countless. His strength can't be inferior to us," the Ten Thousand Serpent King exclaimed, still showing disbelief but with someshake.

"Believe it or not, Lin Xuan's abilities can match mine. He has three divine treasures on him now. If you can eliminate them, those items will all belong to you," Wang Tinglou said mysteriously.

"What?" The Ten Thousand Serpent King's face showed greed before quickly fading away as he turned his head back to Lin Xuan. His mood was completely different from just now; he had thought the other party was a weak opponent but found out that this cultivator was stronger than him.

On the other side, Meng Ruyan's expression was similar.

Although she knew Lin Xuan's strength far exceeded that of his peers, such a level of strength still seemed unbelievable.

Wang Tinglou spoke with conviction, and there was no need for him to lie.

Both were surprised, but unlike the Ten Thousand Serpent King's disappointment, Meng Ruyan's heart was filled with excitement.

Her eyes sparkled; if Lin Xuan had such power, their chances of ascending to the divine realm would increase significantly.

"Two friends, what do you mean by this? Are you dissatisfied with how the treasures are distributed and now planning to team up with the Ten Thousand Serpent King against me?" Lin Xuan's calm words echoed. His statement indirectly confirmed Wang Tinglou's earlier claims.

"I misunderstand; I would never go back on my word, I just happened to be here and am preparing to take advantage of this opportunity," Wang Tinglou said coldly.

"Taking advantage? You also want to find trouble with the Ten Thousand Serpent King. Now is perfect; we can team up to eliminate this monster together," Wang Tinglou said confidently.

"What are you saying, you just said you wouldn't get involved in others' affairs," the Ten Thousand Serpent King's face turned red.

"Indeed, I did say that, but my intention was to kill you. Now, it is merely a coincidence," Wang Tinglou said coldly.

"Why? Although we have some grudges, our enmity isn't so deep that it would lead us to die together. Why..." the Ten Thousand Serpent King said in anger and shock.

"Your words are correct, but I want to kill you not for personal reasons but for the benefit of humanity," Wang Tinglou said with a righteous expression.

"For the sake of all humans..."

"Yes, before my ascension, even if you had ambitions, it wouldn't cause much trouble. But now that I am about to ascend, if I leave you here..." Wang Tinglou's words trailed off, but his meaning was clear.

"The Netherworld Gate has only three days left. Originally, I planned to eliminate you; meeting you here is just too perfect," Wang Tinglou said as he turned his head towards Lin Xuan: "Lin Xuan, would you like to team up with me again?"

"Of course." Lin Xuan's face showed a strange smile. "I am an human cultivator after all, and for the sake of my race, I will do what I can. Sister, let's go together..."

"Agreed!" Meng Ruyan smiled. Her Shadowfall Sword returned to her hand as they formed a 'pin' shape, standing in a tripod formation. The Ten Thousand Serpent King had no chance of escaping.

The hunter became the prey. At this moment, the old serpent's expression was filled with excitement and fear.

In the Soul Perception Space,

The collapse of the underground palace did not affect him; it was an independent interface.

"How about it? Do you want to sign a coexistence contract with me?" The shadow slowly spoke.

Tian Xiaojian remained in deep thought. He had already considered all possible scenarios countless times. The other party was just a fragment of a spirit, and there was no way he would possess him.

They say that hunger kills the timid and satiety the bold; to seize an opportunity, one must be willing to take risks.

"I agree," the shadow was delighted: "Since you agree, I will teach you a spell. With our cooperation, we can form a coexistence contract..."

Boom!

A massive dragon, several dozen meters long, fell from the sky and created a deep pit on the ground.

Facing Lin Xuan, Wang Tinglou, and Meng Ruyan together, the Ten Thousand Serpent King had no chance; his hatred was the only result. Even his soul and essence were destroyed by Lin Xuan's Illusory Heavenly Fire.

The process was not dangerous; both Lin Xuan and Wang Tinglou's strength did not fall short of the Ten Thousand Serpent King's, and there were three against one.

"Thank you for your assistance. If I had to do this alone, it would have been much harder," "Brother Tinglou is too polite. You are about to ascend; considering me so much, I should respect you more," Lin Xuan bowed with a smile on his face.

Maintaining good relations was wise; after ascending to the divine realm, they might still meet. For now, it was better to be friendly.

"Indeed, the Ten Thousand Serpent King has been eliminated. What do you think we should do with his body?"
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To know that this old monster, though shameless and despicable, was still at the late stage of Separation-Union cultivation, and had the bloodline of a heavenly earth spirit beast. Even if we didn't consider his inner core for now, even his skin, bones, and other parts were extremely excellent materials for refining artifacts.

Wasting such resources was inappropriate; the three exchanged heated glances.

"Is there anything left to discuss? Since it's our joint effort to eliminate this monster, the artifact materials from its body should be evenly divided among us," Lin Xuan swallowed a mouthful of saliva and spoke slowly.

"This is indeed my intention."

Wang Tinglou nodded. As for Fairy Ruyan, she naturally had no objections either. Originally, they nearly fell victim to the old dragon's poison; now not only did they escape danger, but they also gained some wealth unexpectedly. She already felt that she was getting a huge advantage.

With a wave of her jade hand, blue light points appeared in mid-air. Without any additional actions, these water essence qi converged towards the center.

A flash of blue light revealed hundreds of flying daggers.

"Quickly!"

Dream Ruyan pointed with her finger; those flying daggers transformed into a blue stream and flew toward the dragon's corpse.

Blood rain fell as the bodies of the ten thousand dragons were divided according to their value in just half a cup of tea. Adding the treasures from his storage bag, Lin Xuan and company could be considered quite rich.

Moreover, this was greatly beneficial for the human race. For both public and private reasons, all three had done something that would please many people.

"Friend Lin, Fairy Ruyan, may I ask what your plans are? If you don't mind, let's travel together to find a quiet place until the Gate of Devouring Demons opens."

Wang Tinglou stroked his beard; his voice was filled with sincerity. His plan wasn't bad either. Although it made sense that they wouldn't encounter any danger in the remaining days, being cautious couldn't hurt. With three people working together, even if a major disaster occurred, they could handle it.

"Haha, thank you for your kindness. I and my sister have other matters to attend to; traveling with you might be too much for me. We must bid farewell," Lin Xuan returned the bow with a smile that was extremely kind.

"Oh, do you still have things to attend to?"

Wang Tinglou's face showed some surprise. According to reason, the treasures on Penglai Mountain should not be many left. Could it be that they entered here for other reasons...?

Though he was surprised, he wouldn't pry into others' secrets; instead, he stroked his beard and smiled: "Since that is so, I will bid you farewell. Perhaps we might meet again in the Spirit Realm one day."

"Thank you for your good wishes. I also look forward to such a day." Despite ascending soon, Lin Xuan's composure ensured no hint of his true thoughts.

Wang Tinglou then turned and looked at the beautiful female cultivator before him.

His eyes sparkled with brilliance; although their appearances were different, they were still close relatives. From Fairy Ruyan's face, one could still see traces of Fairy Ruice's unparalleled beauty from long ago.

"Little sister, I know you have refused to recognize me as your husband due to those concubines, but whether or not you believe it, for all these years, despite taking on so many wives, my heart has always been only yours."

Fairy Ruyan remained silent. Although she hated Wang Tinglou's trifling and four-talented behavior deeply, he had indeed done his best to protect her in secret over the years. Now that they were about to part ways, how could she say anything harsh?

"You won't speak; it seems you still have some reservations. Whatever your thoughts on me, I can live with them. After returning home, I will close myself off for a life-and-death trial and prepare to face the heavenly tribulation. You needn't worry about me; with my strength, I almost have full confidence."

Wang Tinglou spoke slowly, his voice barely audible before he suddenly reached out and tapped his waist. A flash of light revealed two jade bottles and a white jade cylinder that flew towards Fairy Ruyan.

"What..."

"After arriving in the Spirit Realm, I can no longer take care of you as Ruice did. This jade cylinder contains some cultivation insights of mine; they should greatly help with your breakthrough. The two bottles contain one hundred Red Leaf Pills. Their effects are self-evident."

"Red Leaf Pills?"

Fairy Ruyan didn't say anything, but Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. It was well known that the human realm had thin essence qi compared to other realms, and resources were extremely scarce.

For an inner core cultivator to advance into Separation-Union cultivation was already incredibly difficult; even if they managed to do so by chance, advancing further was equally frustrating.

Almost all old monsters at the Separation-Union stage were stuck in their early stages due to thin essence qi, which hindered breakthroughs. Additionally, increasing one's magical power was too challenging, making it hard to find suitable elixirs to consume.

Lin Xuan had heard of Red Leaf Pills before and even knew some experience with them, but only a few existed because the raw materials were so difficult to find.

Wang Tinglou, a late-stage Separation-Union cultivator, was indeed generous. He clearly loved Fairy Ruice deeply, as he showed such affection for his sister-in-law...

"The only thing I can do is this. I heard you obtained a demon heart from a deep-sea turtle; after consuming it, your lifespan would increase. If you focus on cultivation, there might be a chance to ascend to the Spirit Realm in several hundred years," Wang Tinglou said before his figure flashed and transformed into an alarming purple-red streak that flew towards the horizon.

Leaving Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan hanging in mid-air.

"Brother, the person has left. This friend Wang Tinglou is indeed emotionally attached; it seems you misunderstood him a lot. If you don't mind, could I copy his cultivation experience jade cylinder for myself?"

"If you need it, take it," Fairy Ruyan's expression was somewhat desolate.

"Thank you, sister."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. A stone from another mountain can polish one’s own; this trip through the Gate of Devouring Demons had indeed been highly rewarding.

Don't underestimate the value of that jade cylinder; its worth couldn’t be measured in crystals. Wang Tinglou's generosity towards his sister-in-law was due to his deep love for Fairy Ruice, otherwise, such a thing would never have happened with other cultivators who cherished their own belongings.

He had indeed benefited greatly from this.

With Fairy Ruyan's permission, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and waved his sleeves. A jade cylinder turned green and flew out. He immersed his spirit force into it, and in no time, a complete copy was made.

The person had already distanced himself, so Fairy Ruyan sighed and put away the Red Leaf Pills and jade cylinders.

She then combed her hair and calmed down.

"Brother, we finally reunited, but our remaining time is limited. We must make good use of it,"
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Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back, a confident expression on his face. "What? Brother, are you saying this is true?"

Dream Ruyan's eyes sparkled with surprise as her voice trembled slightly. "Indeed, Brother, your luck has been quite good. You managed to obtain a map of Penglai Mountain. By the looks of it, the ancient teleportation array should be located in that direction..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he flicked his sleeve and a simple-looking jade cylinder flew out, enveloped by silver light. It seemed slow but was actually quick, flying towards Dream Ruyan.

Seeing this, Dream Ruyan naturally reached out her delicate hand with excitement, using her pinky to gently hook the jade cylinder, which seemed to come alive and landed in her palm.

With her divine sense sinking into it, a vivid map appeared in Dream Ruyan's mind.

"Correct. It is indeed a map of Penglai Mountain. Brother, you truly have good fortune; this will be very helpful. Oh! Is it the Immortal Pavilion? Could Tianjiao and Wannvsheng not have been lying? Did you really obtain a treasure from an immortal?" Lin Xuan's expression turned curious.

Dream Ruyan extended her pure white hand, and a flash of light revealed a small bag in front of her. "Quick!"

She pointed at the bag with one finger, and the string at the front unfastened instantly. A black fog emerged from it.

After a moment, the fog dispersed, revealing an iron-armored puppet before them.

"Condensation Stage后期!" Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly calmed down. This puppet was almost certainly something Dream Ruyan obtained from Tianqiao Sect to test this place's restrictions.

With a spell cast, the puppet shone with divine light and flew forward fearlessly.

At first, within ten feet of altitude, everything seemed fine. However, under Dream Ruyan’s control, its height gradually increased.

Sizzle...

A thick bolt of lightning descended from the sky, about as thick as an arm. The puppet tried to dodge but was struck on the head by the lightning, disintegrating into pieces.

Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan exchanged glances, their expressions grim. At their current cultivation level, they could easily withstand such a powerful bolt of lightning, but with the massive cloud above, hundreds or thousands of bolts could overwhelm them.

"Fortunately, flying lower doesn't affect our speed much. However, this place is so strange; we must remain vigilant for other dangers." After a few moments, Lin Xuan's gaze swept around and he spoke slowly.

"Mm, I agree. No matter what, things have come to this point, and we can’t back down. Even if there are traps ahead, we will face them head-on," Dream Ruyan nodded. She had been planning for nearly a century for this opportunity; missing it would mean no chance of ascending to the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan was even less concerned. If there were any traps or cages, could they compare to those in Tianjiao Pavilion? He had already killed the souls of Zhubu and Ancient Demon Ancestor, achieving such great feats. It simply didn’t make sense not to ascend to the Spirit Realm.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan flew forward quickly. Dream Ruyan followed without hesitation.

Lin Xuan's speed remained fast, but he opened all his divine senses, on high alert for any dangers. However, as they continued flying, only the clouds grew lower, and everything else was safe.

Lin Xuan was surprised. After another half an hour of flight, the scenery changed to a thick mountain wall towering over a thousand feet, reaching into the sky.

More strangely, this wall seemed endless, with no end in sight. There was no way to go around it either due to the strange restrictions on flying.

The siblings exchanged glances but knew that staring wouldn’t solve their problem. Lin Xuan’s eyes shone with determination as he released his divine consciousness and began searching carefully.

In just a few moments, his brows twitched, and his tense expression relaxed as he smiled. "Brother, did you find something?"

"Mm."

Lin Xuan nodded but didn't elaborate. Instead, he flew to the left. Dream Ruyan followed closely behind.

Soon, they flew over a hundred miles and spotted a black cave entrance about twenty feet wide. "This is it; passing through here will bring us closer to the teleportation array." Lin Xuan retrieved the jade cylinder and sank his divine sense into it before looking up with relief.

"Brother, you are indeed meticulous. The entrance of this cave is hidden; without strong divine senses, it would be hard to find."

"Mm, I agree, Sister. Although the array isn’t far away, I suspect there might be dangers inside."

"Hmm, I understand. Taking some risks for ascension is worth it," Dream Ruyan said with a smile.

The two flew in together almost simultaneously.

The cave was deep and dark, but it was adorned with many small, white stones that emitted faint light. Although weak, Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan could see clearly as they were at the Separation Stage.

After flying about twenty miles,

Swoosh!

A strange sound entered their ears. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he raised his hand, a sword of green energy appearing before slicing forward.

A palm-sized moth materialized and was easily split in half by the blade.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded next.

The moth's remains blurred and vanished without a trace, while another identical moth appeared about ten feet away from where it had been.

"Phantom Moon Moth!"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as his expression turned grim. "Brother, do you recognize this demonic insect?"

Dream Ruyan’s voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, her beautiful face showing signs of caution.

"Yes, I saw it on the Spirit Insect List in the mortal realm." Lin Xuan sighed, his expression grave. "Phantom Moon Moths are not high on the list of savage insects but are naturally skilled in illusions. The powder they spray is also highly toxic; we might have a tough time dealing with them."

"Could they stop us? Even if we lose, we can call out Sister Yue and fight together. Three against one should be manageable..."

Dream Ruyan's voice abruptly stopped as the sound of fluttering wings filled their ears. Countless Phantom Moths flew out from the depths of the cave.

The reason for Dream Ruyan’s shock wasn’t just this; her eyes fixed on a specific spot, where the largest moth among them was about half a dozen feet long and black like ink.

A terrifying aura emanated from it, not inferior to that of a Separation Stage cultivator. "Mature Body!"

Lin Xuan's voice sounded dry, and Dream Ruyan’s expression mirrored his. Even if she knew little about spirit insects, the aura revealed that this mature Phantom Moon Moth was no ordinary creature.

Especially its eyes, which flashed with cunning and ferocity. Could it be that this demonic insect had opened its spirit intelligence like a monster?

This made things more complicated; a swarm of unowned Phantom Moths could still be handled, but dealing with the mature body would be difficult. Moreover, it could command the insects.

Dream Ruyan bit her teeth in determination, hesitated for a moment, and then resolved to face whatever challenges lay ahead. She couldn’t miss this hard-won opportunity; she was willing to take risks.

Unfortunately, they were deep inside the cave where water attribute primordial energy was scarce, so her strength would be somewhat diminished.

Lin Xuan’s expression was equally grim but quickly calmed as he thought of something. "Sister, don't worry; I have an idea."
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Oh my, in a moment of stress, I blurted out my heartfelt thoughts. Er Er Ge covered his face with his hands—what a sight to see! His father's face had gone from red to green, then back to black and purple, like an eggplant.

His gaze swept over the city wall below, where one after another of the halted Golem Terminators lay motionless. Their originally blood-red eyes were now dimmed due to their shutdown state.

With the Buddha Beads no longer restraining her, Jialing was cleansed by witchcraft and nourished by a great witch's essence blood. The accumulated yin fire and evil toxins in her body had almost vanished instantly.

Jinyan's sword qi took shape, countless sword lights piercing into the Bone World, destroying its foundations and introducing endless cold energy into the Illusory Realm, where it was absorbed.

Li Wudao pointed his finger directly at the virtual screen, and an uncountable number of virtual data immediately flowed out from his fingers and merged into the virtual screen.

Li Chuang kicked forward in anger. Before he could retract his foot, the soldier he had kicked fell straight down, with a stick protruding from his back.

Occasionally, one could see Imperial Guardsmen walking by, each with a stern expression and sharp gaze, exuding an aura that made people shiver.

And, Cat, naturally, was looking at Princess Anping with her dewy phoenix eyes. Her ears on top of her head and the tail behind her drooped down, making her look particularly helpless and pitiful.

Unfortunately, there's no such thing as a do-over in this world. The Lu family had long secretly pledged allegiance to Prince Yan. As the Director of the Ministry of War, he had done many things for Prince Yan in secret.

Taking advantage of the creation opportunity, the remnants of chaos and darkness at the edge of the universe transformed into two true gods—Chaos God Emperor and Dark God Emperor. They used the scraps of chaos and darkness to create the Chaos Divine Race and the Dark Divine Race.

Especially that one who was stepping on his back; with a weight of a thousand pounds, he stepped down heavily on the scruffy old Taoist, making a cracking sound. The scruffy old Taoist's eyes rolled up in his head, his face flushed red, and his tongue stuck out.

"Xiaxing, what's wrong? You can't scare me like that," Zhao Ying was initially startled but then suddenly panicked, especially when she saw Xiaxing's pale face.

"I was just thinking about it; how did it turn into this ghostly appearance!" Ling Muye said dejectedly.

In the传承 memory of the Phoenix Bird, even Yinglong was its companion. So having a few more Azure Dragon friends didn't seem strange at all.

The thick egg liquid actually pulled out long golden threads, and the rich aroma exploded instantly, stimulating Xiao Lili's taste buds.

Linghan followed the direction indicated by the falling star and saw three figures slowly emerging from the smoke.

In the bedroom, it was pitch black. Xu Xuan quietly snuggled up to Han Yin as she always did. Usually, he might wake up to give her a kiss or have sex with her while half-asleep, but today's situation was different.

Ye Lingchen's voice was indifferent as he made a sarcastic comment, his eyes wide open, releasing powerful divine soul force towards the Old Man Mu.

Liu San Shi knew that Cao Shuijiang said this solely for his benefit. For example, had Jiang Yimin bought him off by now? Never.

Yinglan, who was held by Gu Wangchuan, looked at the wall behind Gu Wangchuan. His clothes were slightly cool against her feverish body, making her feel comfortable. She reached out and hugged his neck tightly as if seeking support.
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Why must we ascend to the Spirit Realm? Ghostface's voice carried a hint of surprise.

"What do you mean, you just said there was a way for me to avoid the heavenly tribulation?" Tian Xiaodao was taken aback. "Did you deceive me all along, pretending that ascending to the Spirit Realm would be easy?"

"Indeed, I did say that I could help with your ascension," Ghostface replied calmly. "But my ascent is to our Holy Realm, not the Demon Realm."

"What? Why didn't you mention this earlier? That's a dangerous place; I have no interest in it." Tian Xiaojian looked both angry and alarmed.

"Dangerous place? Young Tian, you seem to be misled by ancient cultivators' records. Our Holy Realm is just as suitable for cultivation as the Spirit Realm, if not more so," Ghostface said coldly after a moment's silence.

"So what if it is? Even if the resources here are no worse than those in the human world, can I survive among those monstrous creatures?"

"Perhaps you're too nervous. A cultivator cannot predict the future or turn misfortune into good fortune, but one must not ignore the omens that appear," Ghostface said.

"I understand. Let's just be more cautious from now on."

Without further ado, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a layer of green light as he continued flying forward.

Dream Ruyan did not hesitate and followed closely behind.

A roar echoed through their ears.

"Hey, what is that?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. In the distance, a black line appeared on the horizon, like a tide rushing towards them.

No, it wasn't just a black line; it was thousands of demon creatures charging towards them.

The sheer number of them had blocked out the sky, and some were struck by lightning as they flew too high.

Even if they weren't instantly incinerated, their injuries would likely be fatal in such a crowd.

"Demon beast uprising," Lin Xuan and Dream Ruyan's expressions turned grim. Such events were only recorded in ancient texts; no one knew the exact cause. They had never encountered anything like this before despite their extensive experience.

They couldn't afford to delay, for the demon beasts' numbers were staggering—hundreds of thousands at least.

A white light flashed from Lin Xuan's waist—a beautiful young woman.

Facing so many demons, a direct assault was perilous. The more people there were, the better. Yue'er wouldn't stay in the Celestial Oracle Mansion anymore.

"Master, Ruyan Sister, let's go together."

Before she could finish speaking, Yue'er flicked her hand and a banner the size of a palm flew out.

The dark clouds absorbed the souls of countless cultivators and demons, greatly enhancing its power. Even Lin Xuan's Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring paled in comparison to this treasure.

Lin Xuan did not summon any treasures; instead, his body was enveloped by a layer of green light, revealing the Green Flame Qilin Armor.

He wasn't being overconfident; he had another reason for this approach. The main threat here was the sheer number of demons.

With no creatures above the formation stage, using precious treasures would be more cumbersome than simply cutting them down with sword energy.

Using a sledgehammer to crack a nut was wasteful and unnecessary.

Meanwhile, Yue'er's banner was already prepared for group attacks. Dream Ruyan did not summon her usual treasure either; she flicked her hand, and a three-foot-long green silk cloth floated in front of her.

The trio were ready as the demon horde drew closer.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before snapping his fingers and two jade vials flew out from his sleeves into the hands of the two women.

"What is this?" Dream Ruyan was puzzled, but she opened the stopper. A refreshing aroma wafted out.

"Ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk," she exclaimed in surprise.

"Yes, it's diluted ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk." Lin Xuan confirmed her guess.

He had turned a drop of spirit milk into a bottle of essence liquid. While it wouldn't instantly replenish their energy, it would restore true essence much faster than ordinary spirit medicines. With so many weak demons, Dream Ruyan and Yue'er's chances of safely passing through increased significantly.

However, whether they could stay together was uncertain. Lin Xuan gave Yue'er a full half-bottle of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk; after all, Dream Ruyan held a more significant place in his heart compared to Yue'er.

Ten-thousand-year-old essence liquid was valuable, and Lin Xuan's generosity was commendable.

The demon horde was now only about a hundred miles away. The roar of thousands of beasts echoed through the sky, shaking Penglai Island.

Some flew while others ran on the ground; the thunderous sounds shook the entire island.

Turning around, their faces were solemn as Dream Ruyan waved her hand, forcing nearby water essence to gather around her.

Ice spikes appeared, covering half the sky. Lin Xuan's left hand flicked, and dozens of sword energy streaks flew out, expanding in size before splitting into three, forming a dense web around him.

Yue'er clapped her hands, summoning the Soul Banner. A dark cloud appeared before her, filled with eerie ghost cries; who knew how many spirits were hidden within?

Roar!

The demon horde was upon them.

Lin Xuan shouted, "Let's go."

A green light flashed as thousands of sword energy streaks plunged into the horde. Blood rain fell but quickly dissipated like a stone thrown into water, barely making a ripple.

Dream Ruyan and Yue'er were in similar situations; their attacks were powerful yet insignificant compared to the sheer number of demons. In an instant, they were swallowed by the beasts' roars. Lin Xuan gritted his teeth, determined to carve out a path through blood.
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第一千五百二十四章 百万兽魂

Several hours later, in a rugged area of Penglai Mountain, the scene was eerily quiet. Apart from scattered wild grass and trees, there wasn't a sound within a hundred miles.

But soon after, a faint light appeared on the horizon, far away at first but moving with incredible speed. It flashed several times before coming to a stop right in front of them.

A streak of greenish-blue light caught their eyes.

In just a few breaths, that streak had soared over the hill and hovered above it for a moment before the light dimmed, revealing a young man with an ordinary appearance.

It was Lin Xuan!

However, his face was marred by exhaustion. His blue robe was stained with blood, and even his left sleeve was torn off, making him look rather disheveled.

Thinking back on what had just happened, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a chill run down his spine. His initial estimate had been too conservative. The number of beasts in the raging beast tide wasn’t merely millions; it was counted in tens of millions. What was even more terrifying was that among them were some ancient creatures.

Even with his vast powers, he encountered several dangerous situations. Once, a mammoth-like creature nearly flattened him. If not for the Green Flame Qilin armor and his proficient cultivation techniques, which made his body as hard as late-stage transformed beasts, he might have been seriously injured. Only by exerting all his strength did he manage to break free from the beast tide, but in that state, it was impossible to look after himself or his sister Moon.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan's face darkened. He didn't know where the two girls were now. Although they had undergone separation and reunion, the recent beast tide had been too terrifying; even top cultivators of the mortal world might have gone missing.

Sighing, he reasoned that worrying wouldn’t help. Fortunately, before entering the beast tide, they had placed restriction marks on each other. As long as they weren't too far apart, the two girls would eventually find their way here.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan landed on a nearby hill. He might as well meditate since he was idle anyway.

Lin Xuan hadn’t closed his eyes for long when, after just a short while, he raised an eyebrow and opened them again. A streak of azure light appeared from the distance.

Lin Xuan’s heart leaped with joy. His entire body was bathed in green light as he rushed to meet it.

Soon they met, and Liuyan Fairy’s ethereal face came into view. Her white dress was stained with blood, and her hair was slightly disheveled. It was clear that she had also faced many hardships to escape the danger zone.

Sister, you’re safe! This is too good!

Yes, I was quite lucky, but I almost lost it a few times.

"Yun, have you seen Moon?" Liuyan Fairy asked with a lingering fear in her voice.

"Don't worry, she should be fine. We can wait for her," Lin Xuan said calmly, his expression showing no signs of panic. He was well aware of the young girl’s abilities and knew that despite her lack of combat experience, she wasn’t inferior to him. Moreover, Moon had the Thousand Illusion Jiaotou Shield, a powerful artifact, and the consumption of magic power from the Xuan Yin Treasure Box was much lower than using the Magic Bond Sword. Emotionally and logically, he believed that Moon should have made it safely.

"Brother, if you’re so confident, then Moon is definitely safe," Liuyan Fairy said with a gentle smile as her expression calmed down.

The two girls landed their streaks of light and began meditating while waiting for Moon to join them. However, this time, something unexpected happened.

An hour passed without any sign of Moon.

Two hours later, she still hadn’t shown up.

As the sky gradually darkened, Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim. Even Liuyan Fairy seemed restless beside him.

Time was running out; they might not have enough time to find the teleportation array.

Lin Xuan, with his deep-seated composure, knew what Liuyan Fairy was thinking but sighed and said, "Sister, why don’t you go first."

"But if I leave alone, what about you?" Liuyan Fairy asked in surprise, looking a bit dazed.

"I plan to return the way we came to find Moon," Lin Xuan’s expression turned calm, his voice low. "How can that be? You should know that this teleportation array can only be used once every nine thousand years. If I leave, what will happen to you two?"

Sister, go ahead. Without Moon, my ascension to the Spirit Realm wouldn’t make much sense.

Lin Xuan spoke few words but conveyed a resolve in them as he prepared to fly back along the same path.

Liuyan Fairy bit her lips, feeling that this was inappropriate, but she didn't know how to persuade him otherwise. Just as she felt anxious, a streak of light entered their minds.

"Hey, who’s there?"

"Moon!"

Lin Xuan reacted much faster, his face lighting up with joy as he shot out.

Liuyan Fairy's face also brightened, and she followed closely behind.

Moon, are you alright?

But Lin Xuan’s concerned words abruptly stopped. He had expected the young girl to have encountered a terrible danger after waiting so long. Perhaps it was a near-death experience that she managed to escape. However, before him stood Moon, barefoot in her white dress, walking as if strolling through an empty garden. There wasn’t even a trace of blood on her clothes.

This appearance didn't seem like someone who had just faced danger.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel puzzled. But then he noticed that in Moon’s small hand was a banner. It looked different from the last time they saw it, having changed from black to a deep red as if soaked in blood. The malevolent energy inside was concealed yet clearly felt by Lin Xuan's divine sense.

Could it be…..

"Master, my luck is really good this time. I didn’t expect such a powerful artifact to protect me; those beasts dared not approach within three feet of me. Many beast races trampled each other to death as I collected their souls, and now the banner is full."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh at how Moon had been playing around while they were worried about her safety. But with time running out, he didn’t have the heart to reprimand her.

"Let’s go!"

Lin Xuan said calmly before joining the streaks of light of the two girls. Together, they flew faster as they remembered their destination.

This time, there was no delay. After flying through another night, when dawn began to break, they arrived at the entrance of a canyon.

Using his divine sense, Lin Xuan confirmed that there were no restrictions blocking them and entered without hesitation.

Inside, it was spacious with a field in the middle of the canyon.

"Ah, that’s the ancient teleportation array. We finally found it," Liuyan Fairy's delighted voice echoed.
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he followed the sound. "Only to see dozens of stone pillars, each a dozen feet thick, scattered around the grassy field in front."

However, what caught Lin Xuan’s attention was not this.

Instead, there was a teleportation array at the center of the grassland, an ancient and weathered design that seemed to have withstood countless years of trials.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy, but he did not immediately rush up. Instead, he released his spirit sense and searched around continuously.

"Brother, you're overthinking this. There are no restrictions surrounding the teleportation array," Fairy Ruyan said with a smile. With only two days left before the Abyss Gate closed, there was little time to waste.

Before she could finish speaking, her body was enveloped in a burst of spiritual light as she prepared to fly past.

However, Lin Xuan's eyes suddenly lit up. "Brother, what is it?" Ruyan asked hesitantly, already regarding him as a pillar of support on this journey.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply and did not answer, but his pupils turned into five vivid colors, like beautiful glass, with flickering light within them.

He had fully activated the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, but could only see blurry things. The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes could pierce through all illusions, but Lin Xuan's current cultivation was still too low.

After a moment, Lin Xuan's hands moved rapidly, casting spell after spell.

The teleportation array flashed, and several runes appeared from within, shining with golden light before diving into the white fog.

This time, it worked. The white fog began to oscillate in a regular pattern.

Gurgling sounds filled his ears as if water was boiling on a stove.

Lin Xuan smiled secretly, reciting mysterious incantations and casting more spells.

"How is it going?" After a cup of tea's worth of time passed, Lin Xuan finally stopped. Ruyan looked at him carefully and asked, "Brother, can we break this restriction?"

"Yes, there is a way, but it will take about half a day," Lin Xuan wiped his forehead with sweat and visibly relaxed. Although the array was incredibly complex, he had not encountered anything like the world-defying arrays.

Otherwise, without using his cultivation to blood-sacrifice or summoning a demon dragon, all his efforts would have been in vain.

"Half a day? We must hurry. There's little time left. How can I help?" Ruyan's expression was half worried and half hopeful as she spoke with great confidence.

As long as they could ascend to the Spirit Realm, she would not hesitate even if it meant paying some price.

"Alright, Sister, listen carefully…" Lin Xuan's face turned serious, and Ruyan leaned in.

Of course, Moon also joined them. Three people needed to work closely together to break the array.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as the white fog before them churned violently, as if a fierce dragon was inside. Lin Xuan's face showed intense tension as he wielded his divine treasure and attacked continuously.

After some time, louder explosions followed, and finally, the array began to collapse. The white fog dissipated, revealing the scenery within.

The scattered stone pillars were nowhere to be seen, leaving only the teleportation array standing alone in its place.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. Although he had put in much effort, it seemed they had not made any mistakes. This was fortunate since time was running out. He released his spirit sense and confirmed there were no more restrictions before appearing beside the teleportation array.

"Eh, what is this…?"

As Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the array, his expression changed dramatically.

Ruyan's face turned cold as ice, then transformed into a look of stubborn determination. The First Female Cultivator of the Heavenly Cloud Twelve States, who had ruled the Sea and Sky Pavilion for centuries, kneeled on the ground without regard for her image.

"Never thought all this effort would end in nothing," she said with a choked voice.

Indeed, it was understandable why Ruyan was so upset. The array was both ancient and exquisite, but one corner was broken, measuring about a palm's size.

As the saying goes, "a small error can lead to a great mistake." For something as complex as a teleportation array, even minor damage could affect its function.

Fairy Ruyan knew some array techniques, but this array had bypassed the heavens and directly entered the Spirit Realm. Its complexity was beyond imagination, making it impossible to repair.

Lin Xuan's expression mirrored hers. Had all his efforts been in vain?

Without speaking, Lin Xuan's eyes showed a fierce determination.

As he scanned the array, suddenly, his brows raised as if he had discovered something, and an excited look appeared on his face.

"Brother, what is it?" Ruyan, though dejected, noticed every move of Lin Xuan, who was only a dozen feet away.

Lin Xuan did not speak but instead reached into his waistband, pulling out a white jade tube. He pressed it to his forehead.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head, his expression growing increasingly strange—partly excited and partly hesitant, like he couldn't make up his mind.

"How is it going, Brother? What did you discover? Don’t keep us in suspense; I’m about to go mad," Ruyan's face showed both hope and anxiety as she looked at Lin Xuan’s expression.

Lin Xuan did not speak but handed the jade tube directly to her.

Ruyan pressed it to her forehead, then raised her head with a strange look. "Where did you get this?"

Inside were many intricate patterns and talismans, deeply complex, yet when compared closely, they matched those on the array before them.

"Let’s not discuss its origin for now. Do you think we can repair this array using this?" Lin Xuan said slowly.

This item was from back then in the Indeterminate River, when he went to the Asura Palace. At the time, he had casually copied it onto a blank jade tube without understanding it fully.

He never expected it would be useful now, though whether they could repair the array remained uncertain since even Lin Xuan couldn’t understand it and would have to guess at its construction.

"Let’s try!" Fairy Ruyan's face showed hesitation but ultimately decided not to miss this last chance. The two began searching their storage bags for materials.

Fortunately, both were at the Separation Stage with ample resources. In no time, they gathered enough materials, including Moon, who joined in.

The repair process was incredibly slow and required meticulous attention to detail. After a day and night of non-stop effort, the array finally repaired itself.

There were twenty-seven slots around it.

Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan nearly emptied their storage bags before gathering several top-grade crystals.

Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the patterns on the array glowed like mercury.

It worked!

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. Just as he wanted to test further, a thunderclap echoed in his ears. The surroundings suddenly changed dramatically.

The primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic, lightning streaking across the sky, even forming several vortexes above their heads…

Could it be…

"Bad luck, the Abyss Gate is about to open…" Fairy Ruyan's face turned pale.

Lin Xuan was equally alarmed. He had not expected this misfortune; they didn't even have time to test the array properly.

Going up now would be too dangerous, risking being thrown into a spatial storm instead of reaching the Spirit Realm.

But waiting would mean missing this opportunity and being sent back to Penglai Mountain.

Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan exchanged glances, caught between their options. But they had no time for further deliberation.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth; ascending to the Spirit Realm meant taking some risks. He dashed over to the center of the array.

Moon naturally followed closely. Fairy Ruyan bit her lip and stepped up as well.

A light enveloped them, and the three disappeared simultaneously.

Postscript: After countless trials, Lin Xuan finally ascended to the Spirit Realm. More exciting stories were about to unfold; please vote for recommendations.
人界篇结束之灵界篇感言（免费）

VIP Chapter

Yesterday afternoon, with the final keystroke, Hundred Refinement finally concluded its journey through the mortal world. Looking back, even Huan Yu himself was startled; two and a half years had passed, encompassing nearly three million nine hundred thousand words...

Time indeed flows like water. Over these past two years, countless events have transpired. Reflecting on it all, Huan Yu felt myriad emotions.

In the real world, we need not dwell further. But in the book, our Lin Xuan, once a mere ordinary person without any spirit root, has undergone numerous trials and tribulations to become one of the top existences in the mortal realm, eventually ascending into the Spirit World.

A new story is about to unfold...

To be honest, Huan Yu is an old author, but Hundred Refinement was my first work. The success I've achieved today is truly unexpected; I am deeply grateful to everyone, especially Raindrops.

I have met many friends: Tinglou and Nali Dragon have been long-time acquaintances. Their assistance has been evident to all, particularly Tinglou, who played a crucial role in shaping Hundred Refinement's journey. Without him, there would be no Hundred Refinement today; this is not an exaggeration. Huan Yu needed someone to help and motivate her, and Tinglou filled that role perfectly.

Nali Dragon, with his exceptional talent, brought a large number of readers to Hundred Refinement when he first joined the community. Huan Yu still remembers how he diligently managed the comments section, often switching accounts to boost activity during periods of low engagement...

Thank you, Huan Yu thanks her two excellent moderators.

Of course, there are other assistant moderators; remember Hell Flying once served as a moderator but had to step down due to family matters.

As for the retired moderator Zhi Ru, everyone misses him dearly. Since his leave after the New Year holiday, his whereabouts have been unknown. Huan Yu hopes he is well and wishes him back in the community.

Recently, we welcomed a new moderator, Kite. Haha, it seems Kite is still a student. He reportedly uses his mobile phone to add highlights for us. Thank you very much.

Of course, beyond these three moderators, there are countless other supporters like Moon盟主, who keeps her promises; Frost Centipede道友, the mysterious and低调; Lightly盟主 from Huan Yu's city, Pure Even, Lotus Heart Mortal, An An, Brother Biao...

Too many to list here.

Of course, there are also those Raindrops doesn't often interact with but supports Huan Yu wholeheartedly. A heartfelt thank you is due for all of them; without their support, Hundred Refinement would not have reached this point today.

With May coming to an end, the mortal world chapter has finally concluded. But a new journey begins. Huan Yu guarantees that the Spirit World chapter will be even more grand and captivating.

Of course, all of this requires your continued support. Huan Yu will strive, but it is your support that fuels her efforts.

To be honest, Hundred Refinement has achieved some success, but it still isn't a bestseller by any means. Huan Yu is no great author either; even now, she struggles to make the category recommendation list.

I know this is my fault for not updating enough, but please give me time. I will work harder and hope that Hundred Refinement can continue to improve.

Alright, let's not dwell on it further. Let us embark on the journey through the Spirit World.
第一千五百二十六章 到达灵界

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had already performed long-distance teleportation many times. However, this experience was incomparable to his previous ones.

The pressure from the interdimensional force was immense as soon as the teleportation began. If it were an婴期 cultivator, they would likely have been blasted apart by the interdimensional force. Fortunately, all three of them had reached the Separation stage, but even so, Lin Xuan exerted himself to the limit, and even Yanyan仙子 damaged several precious treasures...

Fortunately, overall luck was not too bad; they didn't encounter any spatial anomalies and successfully completed the teleportation.

Still, it wasn't easy. The final phase of spatial oscillation left him dizzy and disoriented despite his powerful divine consciousness. Despite his best efforts to resist, human limitations eventually overcame him, and he passed out.

"Headache!"

This was Lin Xuan's first feeling upon regaining consciousness. He found that not only did his head hurt, but his entire body felt as if it were about to disintegrate.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smirk slightly. He had stood in front of the two women, taking most of the force on himself. Such aftereffects were normal.

Where were Yue'er and Sister?

Where was he now?

The teleportation was complete, but there seemed to be some errors at the end. Perhaps it was due to improper repairs.

Had they successfully arrived in the Spirit Realm?

Too many questions swirled through his mind. The most important one was Yue'er's safety.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and turned his head despite his aching body, only to find himself lying on a pile of rocks with nothing but stones around him—no sign of Yue'er.

His expression darkened as he tried to release his divine consciousness but felt a sharp pain in his mind. It was as if someone was squeezing his soul and scraping its bones. He almost fainted again.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's face grew even more grim. After resting for a moment, he勉强 used the Inner Vision technique.

Good news!

After a short while, Lin Xuan sighed with relief. The only damage was to his spiritual energy and divine consciousness, and some of his meridians were damaged or broken. Such injuries were insignificant compared to what he had in his collection of spirit herbs and medicinal materials.

He hesitated for a moment before reaching into his storage bracelet and taking out an jade bottle.

Opening the stopper, the fragrance was intoxicating. Lin Xuan poured a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk into his mouth.

This substance was undeniably a heavenly treasure even in the Spirit Realm. Originally meant to save his life, he couldn't afford to be cautious now; he didn’t know where he was, and with depleted spiritual energy, he had no self-defense capabilities. Even a first-tier monster could kill him.

While other pills and crystals could restore his spiritual energy, ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk seemed safer.

Spend or save? At such times, being as stingy as a miser about spirit medicines was foolish.

The spiritual medicine entered his body, and a warm current rose from his dantian. It spread throughout his entire body like the sea swallowing rivers. In just an instant, Lin Xuan felt his spiritual energy fully restored.

Of course, this didn't mean he had returned to his peak strength; his divine consciousness was still in a depleted state.

This item was essential for combat and couldn’t be repaired with pills or crystals, so he could only meditate.

Thankfully, after restoring his spiritual energy, although his strength was still significantly diminished, it wasn't as helpless as before.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and flew into the sky. Although his divine consciousness hadn't fully recovered, the power of the Divine Phoenix's eyesight was formidable; he could see clearly for several dozen miles.

He discovered that he was above an uninhabited island.

The island extended north to south, with a pointed top and a smaller base. It wasn’t large—only about ten miles in area. Apart from some trees and grasses, there were no other peculiarities.

Around the island, east, west, south, and north, the vast blue sea stretched endlessly, without end.

He found himself in such a place; Lin Xuan didn't know whether to laugh or cry.

But soon, he seemed to have discovered something, his face showing both surprise and joy.

"Right! This must be the Spirit Realm. Neither this island nor the nearby seabed has any spirit veins, yet the concentration of spiritual energy here is similar to that of a middle-grade spirit vein in the mortal realm..."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

Such conditions only existed on Penglai Mountain, and the concentration of spiritual energy here was even better than on Penglai.

Although there were nine realms in the mortal world, no lower-dimensional plane would ever have such conditions.

This discovery filled Lin Xuan with great joy. Since ancient times, many cultivators had spent their entire lives trying to ascend to this realm.

And he achieved his goal in just four hundred years.

The effort paid off; thinking of past hardships, Lin Xuan was overwhelmed with emotion.

But soon, his expression turned grim again. Yue'er and Sister were nowhere to be found. Although he couldn't release his divine consciousness, using the Divine Phoenix's eyesight, he had thoroughly searched the small island but still hadn't found their whereabouts.

The final spatial oscillation had separated them forcefully. By common sense, the two women should have completed their teleportation as well.

But where would they be?

In this Spirit Realm or somewhere else?

Lin Xuan pondered, knowing that worrying wouldn’t help. The top priority was to restore his divine consciousness so he could search more easily.

Anxiously, without establishing a temporary abode, he landed on the central hill of the island.

He patted his storage bracelet and two jade bottles flew out.

While spiritual energy couldn't be restored with spirit medicines, meridians needed repair.

Opening the stoppers, Lin Xuan poured the pills into his mouth. He then began meditating, hands forming seals.

Time passed quietly. Soon, the sun had set behind the hill, but Lin Xuan remained motionless. Although his spiritual energy was restored by the ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk, a portion of his innate true essence had also been depleted.

Patience is key; he needed to recover his strength before searching for Yue'er.

After all, in the Spirit Realm, even a Separation stage cultivator might not be considered much.

With this thought, Lin Xuan calmed himself and sat motionless. After three days, he finally opened his eyes.

He clenched his fist, feeling the abundant spiritual energy circulating within him. After such long meditation, his strength had fully recovered.

But instead of flying out immediately, he first released his divine consciousness. With his current cultivation level, he could cover a thousand miles. He needed to check if Sister and Yue'er were here.
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"Ah!"

The sigh entered Lin Xuan's ears as he opened his eyes, looking dejected. His divine sense had fully recovered, allowing him to perceive all actions within a thousand miles.

But apart from the endless sea, there was nothing else. He hadn't even seen any signs of civilization or his sister Yue'er.

After understanding this situation, Lin Xuan supported his chin with his hand and couldn't help but let out a bitter smile. It seemed he had been teleported to an isolated island.

"Yue'er."

A deep worry appeared on Lin Xuan's face. Since meeting the little girl in Youzhou, they hadn’t been apart for long years. Now that they finally arrived in the Spirit Realm, Yue'er was lost.

It wasn't a lie to say he was worried, but what could be done about it?

Lin Xuan had read of such teleportation arrays causing discrepancies before. A difference of even an inch could lead to a thousand-mile deviation. People being thrown apart by tens of thousands of miles wasn’t uncommon for intra-world teleportation.

But this was inter-realm teleportation, which hadn't been recorded in any ancient texts. However, with his knowledge of array techniques, it was not hard to deduce that the lower realm’s low-level cultivators had a much easier time advancing compared to the mortal world.

Thinking about these tales, Lin Xuan felt an inexplicable excitement. Of course, he couldn’t touch such things now; one needed to be grounded and understand that the path ahead would be long.

The most pressing matter was to determine his location in this Spirit Realm and gain a general understanding of it.

In the mortal world, the separation stage was already considered the peak, but there were eight stages on the immortal path: Separation, Profound Void, Divided Consciousness, and Transcending Tribulation...

To be precise, there was more to it. From Xiaohou Lan, Lin Xuan had heard about some information regarding free-spirited immortals.

Free-spirited immortals... Since they were called immortals, they naturally fell outside the scope of cultivators.

It was said that after reaching the peak of Tribulation Transcending stage, one would face the Ninth Great Heaven Tribulation. Its power was so immense it could destroy heaven and earth. If one survived, there was a chance to ascend to immortality; otherwise, one might just remain in this Spirit Realm as a free-spirited immortal.

Why this happened remained unclear due to his realm, but those who had endured the Ninth Great Tribulation possessed divine essence within their bodies, far surpassing late-stage tribulation cultivators...

Thinking about these tales, Lin Xuan felt an immense excitement. Of course, such things were still beyond his reach for now; one needed to be grounded and understand that the path ahead was long.

With this in mind, when he opened his eyes again, Lin Xuan had a rough idea of where to go next.

After circling the island for a while, Lin Xuan decided on the direction where the sun set. He transformed into a streak of green light and flew forward.

The sea stretched endlessly, and Lin Xuan didn’t know its exact size. He couldn’t tell if there were people around, so he had to choose a direction and fly down.

As a Separation stage cultivator, he no longer needed food; plus, the realm’s abundant qi could restore his mana even without activating all his techniques.

So, Lin Xuan wasn’t in a hurry. Even an endless sea would have its boundaries, and perhaps he would meet some cultivators before that happened.

Two days later, while flying over the sea, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed something unusual. His brows knitted as if sensing something.

The green light dimmed, and his flight stopped.

Just now, Lin Xuan had sensed a fight about a thousand miles to his left.

It seemed he was lucky; he met a Spirit Realm cultivator so soon.

But after careful examination, Lin Xuan’s expression became somewhat strange.

"Did I misunderstand? Just some low-level cultivators. This cultivation level is too low."

Initially surprised, Lin Xuan then chuckled as if remembering something.

The ancient texts he had read about this realm didn’t describe it in detail, but one thing was certain: apart from those who ascended to immortality, there were native inhabitants in the Spirit Realm.

These people started their immortal path from the灵动 stage.

The cultivation resources in the Spirit Realm were far richer than the mortal world, making low-level cultivators’ advancement relatively easier compared to the mortal realm. But that was just a comparison; the path of immortality wasn’t easy.

There were more low-level cultivators in the Spirit Realm than high-level ones. Meeting a base-stage cultivator wasn’t strange at all.

If he had encountered a lower- or middle-stage cultivator, it would have been unusual.

Thinking this over, Lin Xuan’s expression returned to normal.

He then hesitated for a moment before activating his敛气 technique, reducing the powerful pressure until it was similar to that of a凝聚丹 stage cultivator.

Since the other party's cultivation level was negligible, walking up like this might scare them half to death.

Lin Xuan kept a low profile; understanding the Spirit Realm was more important than acting as a high-stage cultivator and showing off.

That would be meaningless!

After concealing his aura, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of red light and flew towards the source of the disturbance.

A thousand miles wasn’t much distance. Soon, a figure appeared in front of him—a withered old man—and behind him was a swirling black storm.

Inside the streak of red light, there was an elderly fish-like creature covered in blackness. Despite its base-stage cultivation level, Lin Xuan’s divine sense easily revealed it as a two-stage monster. Its teeth were sharp, and its tail fin was like a razor blade. Both eyes glowed blood-red; it was a fierce beast.

Lin Xuan didn’t hide his presence, and the old man couldn’t help but feel joy in his heart.

He called out for help while flying towards Lin Xuan.

"Senior, save me! I will do anything to repay you."

"Not necessary."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile. Since he wanted to gather information about the Spirit Realm, he couldn’t let this old man die.

With a wave of his robe, a bright silver knife shot out. This treasure was something he had obtained in the mortal world; its origin was unclear.

The monster felt Lin Xuan's "powerful凝聚丹 cultivator’s aura," and fear flashed across its eyes.

Without hesitation, it turned to flee.

Unfortunately, it was too late. The low-stage monster couldn’t escape from Lin Xuan. A white light flashed as the creature was split in two, and the stench of blood splattered onto the sea surface.

"Thank you, Senior," the old man exclaimed, bowing deeply with a look of reverence on his face.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. The language the old man spoke wasn’t the same as that of the mortal world; it was an ancient dialect. Fortunately, Lin Xuan had learned it during his studies in array techniques. Otherwise, communication would have been difficult.

"What’s your name? Where are we?" Lin Xuan asked coldly, not bothering with formalities to a low-stage cultivator.

"Where?"

The old man was taken aback.

"Yes, I ask you, is this the Spirit Realm?" Although he had over 90% confidence, Lin Xuan still needed confirmation from the other party.

"This must be the Spirit Realm. Senior, why do you say so..."

The old man’s expression changed as if remembering something. He looked more surprised and suspicious.

Although he was only a base-stage cultivator, in his early years, he had heard from his elders that some lower realm cultivators could break through the void after becoming Separation stage immortals and ascend to this realm.

But the person before him was slightly higher than himself—just凝聚丹. This didn’t match with the Separation stage at all. What was going on?

Seeing the old man’s expression, Lin Xuan guessed his doubts. He sighed; he hadn’t expected a base-stage cultivator to have such insight.

The Spirit Realm truly wasn’t comparable to the mortal world!

"Yes, I used to be a cultivator in the mortal realm, but only at凝聚丹 stage. By chance, I ended up here. Seeing how dense the qi is, I didn’t expect to end up in the Spirit Realm," Lin Xuan said excitedly.

PS: Alright, today marks the transition; the landscape of the Spirit Realm will gradually be revealed. Also, on the 3rd (tomorrow), there will be a surge. Do you still have any monthly votes? (To be continued)
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"Condensation Core cultivators ascending to the Spirit Realm by chance?!"

The elder was left speechless, his mouth agape. Although his cultivation level was only Foundation Establishment, he had a vast knowledge of the world and had never heard such a tale, either seen or heard.

However, this man's expression did not seem like that of someone lying. It made sense; Lin Xuan’s composure was as natural as eating or sleeping—virtually effortless.

"Indeed, Senior, you truly have deep blessings."

After nearly half a cup of tea had passed, the elder nodded hesitantly, though his doubts remained. He decided not to delve further into the matter.

After all, in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest held true; this was no different from the Spirit Realm compared to the mortal realm.

The other party was a "Condensation Core" expert—someone who could not be trifled with by a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator. Questioning him would not be wise, for he might retaliate and perform soul refinement techniques on Lin Xuan.

Without further ado, the elder nodded in satisfaction.

He did not wish to kill indiscriminately but if the other party persisted in provocation, he had no choice but to search his mind.

"Congratulations on ascending to the Spirit Realm. Since you are unfamiliar with this place, would you like me to introduce the situation of this realm to you?" The elder, now understanding what to do, bowed respectfully and spoke with a hint of flattery.

"Yes, I indeed want to know about this realm," Lin Xuan nodded without hesitation.

"Alright, but please wait for a moment. I will give you a detailed explanation shortly."

The elder performed a bow towards Lin Xuan and then flew over the sea surface.

Lin Xuan found it unremarkable; such a low-level second-stage monster was insignificant to him. However, in the eyes of Foundation Establishment cultivators, it was a considerable treasure. The elder would not waste this opportunity.

The elder's actions were smooth. In a short while, he had stripped the strange fish and collected its spirit nucleus before flying over to Lin Xuan with a pleased expression.

"Let's go!" Lin Xuan looked at the elder and said indifferently.

"Go?"

"Yes," otherwise, what was the point of staying here? You are a cultivator in the Spirit Realm; you should know where there are clusters of cultivators. I plan to head there."

"Oh, that makes sense. I neglected this detail. Coincidentally, I need to return to Linhai City to replenish some spirit wine and crystal stones. Travelling with you will be convenient, and we can discuss the situation of this realm," the elder suddenly understood and happily said.

He had traveled too far on his hunt for sea monsters alone, making it unsafe to return. Having a Condensation Core cultivator accompany him would be advantageous; he was more than willing.

Lin Xuan had no objections.

The elder then apologized and stretched out his hand, tapping his waist. A flash of light appeared as a small boat materialized before him.

No, not a magical weapon but a long boat measuring over three meters in length.

Dark black, Lin Xuan could not immediately identify the material it was made from.

Such things were inconceivable if he had seen them before; with his extensive knowledge, he did not recognize an ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivator's item.

But here in the Spirit Realm, such items were commonplace. Many materials on this plane did not exist in lower realms.

"Please."

The elder gestured respectfully.

"This is a flying magical weapon?"

Lin Xuan sighed, a strange expression crossing his face. He had seen something similar before.

Recalling his time in Yunzhou, he once visited the main hall of Tiangao Sect and saw such an item in their workshop. It was said to be fast but had no practical use due to its size requiring top-grade crystal stones to power it.

This joke was too big; top-grade crystal stones were extremely rare in the mortal realm. Even late-stage Golden Core cultivators often struggled to obtain them, while only ancient monsters with millennia of accumulation could produce a few—possibly two…

And even then, they were rarely used and kept as treasures.

That was why Tiangoushi, a senior cultivator, had included it among his three marriage gifts when proposing to Yuanyuan.

But before him stood this old man, a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator, using such an item. Could the resources in the Spirit Realm be so abundant that even Foundation Establishment cultivators could afford top-grade crystal stones?

Though Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, he was genuinely impressed.

He stepped onto the boat's center as it glided forward.

The elder stepped to the stern and reached into his robe, producing several crystal stones. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted but widened when he realized they were only middle-grade stones!

Converted to lower-grade stones, this amounted to around seven or eight hundred pieces—considerable wealth for a Foundation Establishment cultivator in the mortal realm, yet not particularly remarkable.

The question arose: could such a flying magical weapon be powered by merely middle-grade crystal stones?

As his thoughts raced, he saw the elder skillfully place the crystals into slots on the stern. A spell was cast from his fingertips, and the small boat sped forward with a whistling sound.

To Lin Xuan’s eyes, this speed was insignificant, but for the elder, it was astonishing. The speed was comparable to that of a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the boat, noticing intricate patterns carved on both sides. These formed a complex array.

Though he had read many miscellaneous books and occasionally pondered Tiangyuan Array Scripture in his leisure time, Lin Xuan was no expert in array techniques but understood enough to recognize this one as incomprehensible.

However, he vaguely grasped that according to the Tiangao Sect, flying magical weapons required top-grade crystal stones because extracting energy from crystals and converting it into power involved overly complex arrays. Their efficiency was low; most of the energy dissipated into the air.

In the Spirit Realm, such issues did not exist.

Indeed, this was an upper realm. The array techniques here far surpassed those in the mortal realm.

Thus, even a Foundation Establishment cultivator like this elder could use flying magical weapons.

From this, Lin Xuan surmised that other cultivation arts and crafts were likely more advanced than in the mortal realm.
第一千五百二十九章 小界面与海族

The richness of cultivation resources was not the only thing to consider. It was said that the techniques practiced by cultivators in the Spirit Realm were far more powerful than those in the Human World.

In other words, if two cultivators from different realms met at the same level, it would likely be a one-sided defeat for the Human World cultivator...

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan's face did not show any fear; instead, he became even more eager.

"Friend, you already know that I am an cultivator from the lower realm. I came here by chance. Please give me a detailed introduction to the customs and people of the Spirit Realm."

The elder cleared his throat and swallowed hard before speaking: "The place we are in is called East Sea in the Spirit Realm. It's considered a small realm."

"A small realm?" Lin Xuan frowned deeply, "What does that mean? Does this not still count as part of the true Spirit Realm?"

"No, it definitely counts," the elder said with a secretive smile.

"Then what do you mean by 'small realm'?"

"Haha, Senior, you came from the lower realm. It's understandable if you don't know these details. Don't worry; I will explain everything to you in detail."

Lin Xuan nodded and calmed down. He indeed knew little about the Spirit Realm, as ancient texts were only vague.

"Senior, you must be unaware that our Spirit Realm is different from lower realms. It's not a complete large realm but made up of hundreds of fragmented small realms," the elder said, taking out a gourd from his robe and speaking in a leisurely voice.

"Hundreds of fragmented small realms?" Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he was left speechless by this revelation.

"Correct. However, you shouldn't be disappointed. The Spirit Realm is still the Spirit Realm," the elder said, "Take East Sea as an example; it ranks low among all small realms that make up the Spirit Realm. But in terms of the density and area, it far surpasses the Twelve Cloud States or even the entire Human World."

Lin Xuan's face gradually calmed after a few moments.

The upper realm was too exciting!

But soon, he thought of another question and looked puzzled: "Since the Spirit Realm is composed of hundreds of small realms, are there barriers between these realms?"

"Of course. However, since they are parallel small realms, the barrier strength compared to the Human World and our realm is much weaker," the elder said respectfully.

"So, can we travel between different realms in the Spirit Realm?" Lin Xuan asked, worried about Mo'er and his sister being thrown into other realms.

"That...," the elder hesitated. After a moment, he slowly continued: "Although each small realm is relatively independent, they are part of the same Spirit Realm, so it's possible to travel between them. However, it seems that you need to use inter-realm传送阵to do so."

"Inter-realm传送阵?"

"Yes, something that can transport you between different realms in the Spirit Realm. My cultivation level is too low; I've only heard some rumors about it. The specifics are unknown to me."

Lin Xuan nodded. He wasn't surprised by the elder's answer. A mere Foundation Establishment cultivator had no need to travel elsewhere, and he couldn't afford the inter-realm transmission fees.

But Lin Xuan was relieved.

Even if Mo'er might be in East Sea, even if she were thrown into another realm, he could find her with some time.

"Then this realm...," Lin Xuan digested the information just received. He opened his mouth to ask another question when suddenly, a frown appeared on his face as he turned his head slightly to the left.

"Senior, what's wrong?" The elder's expression turned anxious; he was only a Foundation Establishment cultivator with weaker spiritual awareness compared to Lin Xuan.

"There's fighting ahead. One side is from the妖族, and the other... hmm, it smells like humans, but there are some differences," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, looking puzzled.

"That scent similar yet different must be Sea Folk..." The elder was taken aback before muttering softly.

"Sea Folk? What are they?" Lin Xuan frowned. "Does this mean that the Spirit Realm has other races besides us humans and妖族?"

"This is hard to say..."

"It's hard to say..."

The elder continued: "Because I haven't visited other realms, I don't know much about them. But in East Sea, there are three major forces."

"Three major forces?"

"Yes, you can also call them three races—humanity, the妖族, and the Sea Folk. However, strictly speaking, the Sea Folk are a branch of humanity but now have their own identity," the elder sighed.

Lin Xuan was intrigued: "No need to be coy; tell me more."

"Oh, right..." Seeing Lin Xuan's displeased expression, the elder stopped his head-shaking and put on a smile. "Senior, it goes like this. In ancient times, East Sea wasn't an ocean but a complete landmass. Only humans and妖族 lived there. Later, the Asura King led ghostly creatures from the阴司界 to invade our Spirit Realm..."

Listening to the elder's words, Lin Xuan sighed. This history was long forgotten in the Human World, known only by a few top cultivators. He never expected that the Spirit Realm would be so ordinary, even with just a Foundation Establishment cultivator...

"Originally, East Sea wasn't prominent among all realms and didn't suffer much during the war. But who knew that when Asura King Mok Luo fell and the ghosts were defeated, Heaven Saber Bright King led his remnants to this realm.

"Then, the pursuing forces arrived in droves. It's said that one of our three Loose Immortals was leading them, with astonishing power..."

"But Heaven Saber Bright King wasn't an easy target; he fought at the same level as a Loose Immortal. Their battle was so intense that it affected all of East Sea. The complete landmass shattered, and the ground collapsed. Underground rivers burst out, forming lakes. After millions of years of tectonic changes, these lakes connected to form what we see today," Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt like a storm was raging within him.

The vast cultivation realm in East Sea had almost been destroyed by two people's battle.

It was said that cultivators could move mountains and fill seas, yet compared to this destruction, it seemed insignificant.

And they were only Loose Immortals. What about True Immortals? How powerful was the Asura King from long ago?

These thoughts raced through his mind as he asked another question: "I see, but you haven't mentioned the origin of the Sea Folk."

"Senior, don't worry; it goes like this. The two great existences left a mess in our realm. The landscape and terrain were completely altered. While we cultivators weren't affected much, ordinary people struggled to survive in the mutated environment. Much of the original land was destroyed or fragmented."

"You know that although these ordinary people are insignificant to us cultivators, they share the same origin and provide new blood for our cultivation realm. Therefore, those extra billions of people couldn't be left to die. The strongest few elders at the time worked with an array master to build cities in the sea, setting up barriers to keep water out so that ordinary people could live there," Lin Xuan was speechless. Even with his vast knowledge and superior abilities compared to the elder, he still found it hard to comprehend the Spirit Realm.

Building cities underwater for billions of people required setting up complex barriers around them to prevent flooding. The sheer complexity and resources needed were astronomical—enough to drain the entire Human World. Only the rich resources of the Spirit Realm could support such endeavors, along with its advanced array techniques.
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Could these ordinary humans be the descendants of the Sea Clan?" Lin Xuan mused aloud.

"Senior, you are indeed wise. You understood at once. Yes, initially, we merely placed them here to survive in the undersea city. But over millions of years, they gradually evolved. Humans on land would drown in water, but these people adapted and could freely swim like fish or shrimp, breathing underwater. They stopped considering themselves human and began calling themselves Sea Clan members."

"Oh, so you cultivators didn't interfere?" Lin Xuan said slowly, already guessing the outcome.

"We did try to manage them," the elder replied with a wry smile. "But by then, the Sea Clan had grown strong enough to break free from our control. Over millions of years, many of their own cultivators emerged. Their high-ranking members were no less powerful than ours on land. It's said that they even fought a war, with hundreds of thousands of ordinary warriors battling on the sea surface while we faced off in the sky. The blood flowed like rivers, and entire seas turned red. This conflict lasted for over a century before we gained an upper hand. However, their power was too great, leading to mutual destruction. In the end, it benefited the Demonic Clan.

"So both sides signed an agreement, and here I am, part of the Three Clans."

"Ah, that's how it is..."

Lin Xuan nodded silently, finding this merely a source of knowledge. After all, he wasn't a native cultivator from the Spirit Realm, so there was no conflict of interest with the Sea Clan.

"How do the three major forces get along?"

"It’s hard to say. Sometimes they are peaceful, but other times, wars break out." It depends on their interests and power. However, our human-Sea Clan relations are still good considering we share a common ancestor millions of years ago," the elder continued confidently, as if he had no secrets.

"Hmm..." Lin Xuan smiled in satisfaction before chuckling. He looked at the cultivator with interest: "Sir, you really are a Foundation Establishment stage? How can your knowledge be so extensive..."

Of course, while he said this, Lin Xuan wasn't skeptical about his opponent's cultivation level; a mere low-ranking cultivator couldn't deceive him.

"Ah...," the elder scratched his head awkwardly. His face showed a sense of desolation: "To be honest, I was born into a small but talented cultivator family. My great-uncle said that with effort and some good fortune, I could even condense an essence core. So from the start, I was considered a promising disciple..."

"Why then?" Lin Xuan interrupted.

"Sigh, it's all my own doing. As they say, character determines destiny. Back then, despite my talent, I had no interest in cultivation but loved reading extensively. My knowledge is on par with many high-ranking cultivators. However, this delayed my own cultivation. Eventually, I became a waste in the family and left to become an independent cultivator."

"Is that so? But you seem quite proactive about killing demons for their essence pills!"

"I apologize if it offends Senior. After leaving the family, I enjoyed a carefree life for some time. Alas, time doesn't wait for anyone; at 180 years old, even with some longevity techniques, I can only expect to live another two or thirty years."

"So you're killing demons and taking their essence pills to...?" Lin Xuan looked at the Foundation Establishment late-stage cultivator thoughtfully.

Although he had little time left, theoretically, he could still advance to the Condensation Core stage.

"Correct. Junior doesn't want to die yet." The elder sighed, wishing he had realized this sooner. Otherwise, he wouldn't have ended up so tragically.

Lin Xuan nodded and didn't delve further into the topic: "Let's go. We'll turn left. I'd like to see these Sea Clan members..."

Although they were humans who evolved, they now had their own distinct cultivation system. Lin Xuan wanted to observe what kind of cultivators the Sea Clan produced.

"Senior, this isn't proper. Even though we get along well with them, if human cultivators meet in an uninhabited area, killing and looting is perfectly normal. Going there without warning..."

"Don't worry. They're only Foundation Establishment stage. With me here, they won't dare harm you," Lin Xuan said with a hint of authority.

Hearing that the other was also at the Foundation Establishment stage, the elder breathed a sigh of relief. Although he didn't want to cause trouble, seeing Lin Xuan's firm attitude, he dared not go against his senior's wishes. Otherwise, one gesture could destroy him. He sighed and cast a spell towards the control panel at the stern.

A whistling sound entered his ears as the spirit boat's light flickered and turned left, rushing to their destination.

The speed of this spirit boat was equivalent to that of a Condensation Core cultivator; it wouldn't take long to cover the hundred miles. Soon they arrived.

Before them, lights flashed wildly with continuous cracking sounds. Although the battle's power was insignificant, there was still an impressive spectacle.

Two men and one woman.

"Are these the Sea Clan?"

Lin Xuan scanned their appearances without emotion. "Yes."

From their attire, they indeed looked different from humans—short shirts and trousers, simple yet bright clothing.

Their appearance also resembled humans... but with some differences; their eyes were a vivid blue.

Their skin was far more pale than ordinary humans', especially the woman, who seemed as delicate as ivory. On their wrists and ankles, there were small, fish-scale-like protrusions about the size of thumbs.

They weren't visible gills or fins, yet Lin Xuan wondered how they could breathe underwater like fish.

All three Sea Clan members were at the Foundation Establishment stage, lower than the elder beside him.

This amused Lin Xuan; he had expected to be cautious in the Spirit Realm, but every cultivator he met was a low-rank one.
第一千五百三十一章 三叉戟与海蓝珠

At the same time, Lin Xuan fixed his gaze on them, showing a hint of surprise on his face.

These three individuals' cultivation levels were insignificant in his eyes. However, their combat abilities should not be underestimated; they far surpassed those of ordinary cultivators at the same stage in the mortal world.

The two men used weapons that were extremely peculiar—tridents. Sometimes, these tridents would fly like swords, but more often than not, they charged into close combat with sea beasts.

"Combining long-range attacks and close-quarters fighting; the transitions are natural, neither purely body cultivation nor solely focused on mana. This method of combat is unprecedented in the mortal world, yet its power should not be underestimated," Lin Xuan murmured to himself.

The middle sea-creature girl fought differently from the two men. She held a vibrant blue gemstone in one hand and cast myriad spells with her other hand, reciting ancient incantations as she did so.

She didn't use the trident-like gemstone to attack; instead, she continuously cast water-based spells. The power of these spells was astonishingly strong, not inferior to the two men's tridents at all.

Lin Xuan's expression turned curious. It was well-known that elemental magic could be easily summoned, but its power paled in comparison to artifacts and spiritual tools.

Otherwise, why would cultivators expend so much effort seeking treasures instead of mastering spells?

But here, this perception was overturned. The spell's power was extraordinarily potent; could it have anything to do with the gemstone in her hand?

The elder seemed to read Lin Xuan’s thoughts as he spoke with a pleasing tone: "Senior, don't be alarmed. This sea-blue gem and trident are commonly used treasures by sea-creature cultivators, much like our daoist flying knives and swords."

"The trident is both sturdy and heavy, versatile for close or long-range combat. It's wielded by male cultivators with some body cultivation expertise. Sea-creatures' females prefer the sea-blue gemstone," he explained.

"Oh, what special use does this gem have?" Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled as he spoke slowly.

"The sea-blue gem is indeed a unique treasure, but its power comes at a cost. It can't be used with other artifacts simultaneously; it only amplifies water-based spells, making their power comparable to using an artifact or spiritual tool," the elder detailed.

"Oh, so there are such rare treasures among the sea-creatures?" Lin Xuan's eyes lit up before a hint of doubt appeared: "Can even a Foundation Establishment cultivator obtain one?"

It was no wonder Lin Xuan was intrigued. A treasure that could significantly boost elemental magic—no, even just water-based spells—was invaluable.

The spirit world was indeed unique; such treasures were unimaginable in the mortal realm.

The elder seemed to understand Lin Xuan's thoughts and sighed: "Senior, don't rush to judgment. While this sea-blue gem is a rare treasure, it has significant drawbacks and isn't as good as you might think."

"Ah, how so?"

Lin Xuan showed a hint of surprise on his face.

"The sea-blue gem can amplify water-based spells but has an exclusive nature; using one means you cannot use other artifacts simultaneously," the elder explained.

"That makes sense." Lin Xuan sighed. If true, this gemstone was indeed valuable, but it would mean giving up other treasures when using it, making it less advantageous for him.

Since sea-creatures lived in the deep ocean, they were likely adept at water-based spells and thus favored such gems. For humans, its value was much lower.

Lin Xuan's intelligence quickly grasped this; his gaze on the gemstone turned indifferent as he thought of acquiring one himself. It would be easier to get a better quality version later without having to steal from a lowly Foundation Establishment cultivator.

He shifted his gaze to the sea beast they were fighting, which was about eight or nine meters long and exuded intense demonic aura, clearly a Tier 2 top-tier creature.

Eight massive tentacles resembled venomous snakes, while its mouth continuously spewed dark ink. More bizarrely, red light constantly shot from its eyes, a terrifying attack that the three of them feared most.

The three were gradually losing ground in their battle with this beast, their situation worsening by the second.

The arrival of the spirit boat also drew their attention; their expressions turned deeply worried.

Survival of the fittest—there was no talk of righteousness in the cultivation world. This was true for both the spirit and mortal realms.

Killing and looting were common occurrences in the deep sea, happening countless times every day.

If the other party had malicious intentions… "…

The thought made their situation even more dire as they fought.

In a fight, there was no room for distraction. The sea-creature girl's spells weren't weak but lacked experience. Frightened and cautious, she made mistakes in her attacks.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as one of the tentacles of the octopus pierced through the water curtain, moving swiftly toward her.

"Princess!"

The two men were shocked; seeing their comrade in danger, they ignored everything else, their eyes red with rage. They hurled their tridents at the octopus, completely disregarding their own peril, willing to sacrifice themselves for their comrade.

However, the octopus was equally enraged and ignored the attacks, determined to kill this girl first.

Its tentacles were mere meters away from her when a cold snort came from afar: "Wretched beast, you're asking for death!"

Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered as a white light shot out, cutting through the air. It arrived just in time, severing one of the octopus's tentacles.

A gush of crimson blood burst forth, staining the nearby water an alarming shade.

Roar!

The octopus let out a deafening cry after its attack missed and was instead grievously injured. It turned to charge at Lin Xuan.

"Really, you have no sense of self-preservation."

Lin Xuan's lips curled in disdain; a first or second-tier demon beast daring to challenge him, a Separation Realm expert, was either brave or foolish.

Of course, his current cultivation level was only at the Condensation Pill stage, but he could easily deal with such creatures.
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Facing the raging monster, Lin Xuan did not dodge or retreat; he merely pointed his finger forward.

"Quickly!"

With a light exclamation from him, the flying knife shot back. Blood splattered as it pierced into the center of the octopus's forehead.

A louder wail followed, and with its妖气 gradually dissipating, the octopus turned into a corpse.

"Princess, are you alright?"

The two men rushed to the side of the young lady, their faces filled with fear. They couldn't imagine what would happen if Princess Mu Luo were harmed.

"What nonsense are you saying? Are you trying to reveal my identity?" The young lady glared at them and spoke in a language that Lin Xuan and the elder could not understand.

It was an ancient tongue; even among human cultivators, few could comprehend it.

After dismissing her attendants, this woman approached within three feet of Lin Xuan with graceful steps. She gently waved: "Thank you for your great kindness. Otherwise, we might have truly perished at the hands of that monster."

The language she spoke was ordinary, not particularly unusual; it was the common tongue of the Eastern Sea.

Her voice was incredibly enchanting, almost ethereal.

Upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan's eyes revealed a hint of surprise. Though beautiful, she did not possess the breathtaking beauty of Yue'er or Yunzhong Fairy. Even Sister Ruyan seemed to have an edge over her.

But her features were exceptionally refined, like something crafted by an artist, exuding a unique allure.

"Friend, no need for such formalities; it was merely a small effort."

Lin Xuan's face showed a faint smile. Although he was not one to turn down any opportunity for gain, helping these three was not a significant burden. After all, as a wandering cultivator, he understood the hardships of their life.

However, at this moment, Lin Xuan felt some doubt about their identities. They seemed different from what he had initially assumed. If they were ordinary wandering cultivators, even if close friends, there would be no need for such selfless actions when in danger.

Moreover, their anxious expressions suggested that her identity was more complex than it appeared on the surface.

Though these thoughts swirled in his mind, Lin Xuan did not delve deeper. Everyone had secrets; this woman's identity was none of his concern. Besides, their cultivation levels were negligible—just Foundation Establishment stage—and even if she had some backing, it likely wouldn't interest him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's expression turned indifferent.

Just arriving in the Spirit Realm, he did not have time to chat with a few young cultivators. After a brief exchange, they parted ways amicably.

Lin Xuan returned to his spirit boat. The Foundation Establishment elder's face was filled with reverence.

The clean and efficient way Lin Xuan had dispatched the octopus left him wondering if human world cultivator techniques were truly inferior compared to this realm. Could it be that the rumors were incorrect?

Though surprised, he did not dare speak freely about it. He buried his doubts deep in his heart, knowing the dangers of speaking carelessly.

Watching the spirit boat depart, the two men sighed with relief.

"Princess, you didn't get hurt, right?"

"We should have stayed at the underwater fairy city; it was my fault for leaving with you. If anything happened to you..."

The man on the left spoke, his robust appearance and ruggedly handsome face making him stand out.

"Yes, brother, you're right. If it were Princess..."

"Enough, both of you! Stop being such a bunch of sissies."

When the sea girl heard this, she showed signs of impatience: "Living in that underwater fairy city all day is so boring. It's just one octopus; even without human help, I could handle it..."

Before her words were finished, a loud explosion echoed.

Suddenly, the calm sea surface was tossed into chaos as massive waves rose to over a hundred feet, resembling a deep blue well.

The waves surged and crashed back onto the sea.

One wave after another, a huge vortex appeared at the center of the sea.

"What..."

Their expressions changed dramatically.

This vortex was enormous—over six or seven hundred feet in diameter—and its depths were unfathomable.

They did not run away; even the gusts of wind caused them to sway slightly.

After some time, this vortex revealed a massive monster.

It had short limbs and carried a large shell on its back—a deep-sea玄鬼… No, it was clearly a puppet.

If Lin Xuan were still there, he would have been stunned.

Though he hadn't extensively studied puppetry techniques, he had once gone through great lengths to obtain some元婴 stage puppets from the main hall of Tianqiao Sect for the Eagle Nest Pavilion.

These were humanoid puppets, but puppets could also be crafted in various shapes like birds, beasts, and even妖兽 forms.

However, the complexity of this玄龟 was far beyond what human cultivators could comprehend.

From head to tail, it stretched over five hundred feet long.

Though it emitted no oppressive aura, its sheer size left one awestruck.

If a Spirit Realm cultivator were here, they would be terrified. The sea creature's warship and flying法宝 had the same essence; however, such a massive puppet was adorned with various符文 and complex arrays.

Warships of this scale were not something ordinary sea creatures could possess. They combined the strengths of both法宝 and puppets, making them formidable weapons. Only a few superpowers among the sea races owned such warships.

The玄龟 hovered above the surface as light flashed, revealing dozens of cultivators inside its shell.

Unlike the low-level cultivators Lin Xuan had encountered, these were all experts at元婴 stage or higher.

Especially the woman in front.

Dressed differently from other sea creatures, she wore black clothes and a veil that concealed her face.

Nevertheless, one could still discern her age—around twenty years old—and she was a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, more powerful than Lin Xuan.

"Xiu Auntie."

The sea girl's expression turned fearful as she hesitated before walking over slowly.

"Why did you come personally?"

"Can I not? You're too impulsive to come here alone. If danger arises, you should know your special status. Being kidnapped by a human cultivator could even spark conflict between our two races."
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Lin Xuan did not realize the significance of the identity of the mermaid he had saved. At this moment, the Spirit Boat was already far beyond a万里 (ten thousand li) away.

The distance was so great that even with his cultivation surpassing that of peers, Lin Xuan's divine sense could not reach such an extent.

On the Spirit Boat, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, having long forgotten the incident that had just occurred. At present, he listened to the elder continue describing the situation in this world.

Time passed slowly.

For the next half a month, the Spirit Boat rarely stopped, and there were few islands along the way. Even when they did encounter a few, they were all uninhabited.

This intrigued Lin Xuan greatly, but soon he understood why.

Not long after, they encountered several sea beasts of low rank. Although their levels were not high, given that these ferocious creatures roamed nearby, it was unsuitable for ordinary people to live on the deserted islands.

After all, without cultivators, even facing a first-stage sea beast, one would have no means to defend themselves and could only become food for others.

The concentration of qi in this area was still quite good from the perspective of the mortal world, but it was completely unappealing to cultivators in the Spirit World. Even if it were a sect or family, independent cultivators would not choose such remote places to establish their abodes.

Cultivators in the East Sea had to rely on the protection of other cultivators due to the unique environment and countless fierce sea beasts. However, they did not live together with these beings.

According to what the elder said, once one advanced beyond the stage of Yuanling (immortal embryo), they could become the ruler of an island in this world. Of course, the islands they possessed were much larger than those of the Yuanling cultivators. The qi veins and minerals on these islands were also more abundant. After entering the Yuanling stage, they naturally recruited a large number of people to construct immortal cities.

"Immortal city?" Lin Xuan was surprised; he had never heard this term before.

Seeing his confusion, the elder quickly explained, "An immortal city is similar to human cities but even grander and more solid. It serves as our place of residence for cultivators. There are no inns, markets, or tea houses inside. We can rest and exchange cultivation needs here. In times of beast tide or conflicts among the three races, it becomes a fortress."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded, though he still had some doubts about the beast tide and conflicts among the three races but did not dwell on these points.

After all, he was just arriving in this place; it would be unrealistic to expect to understand everything in such a short time. Better to take things one step at a time.

Lin Xuan was more concerned with another issue: "Are there cultivators of even higher stages besides the Yuanling stage here?"

"Ah..." The elder's expression showed his difficulty, and after a moment, he sighed, "As you know, my cultivation is too low; I can barely reach the Yuanling stage. I have no idea about these great existences. But during my stay in an inn, someone mentioned seeing a cultivator of the Dantian (core formation) stage."

"Dantian stage?" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although he had just advanced to the Yuanling stage not long ago, he understood the vast difference between the Yuanling and Dantian stages. Cultivation became increasingly difficult as one progressed, and the strength disparity between different stages grew more terrifying.

He had once relied on his divine treasure to resist a Yuanling cultivator, but Lin Xuan knew that if he encountered a Dantian cultivator now, he would have no chance of escape.

"Someone said they saw it like this; can we be certain?"

The elder's eyes showed some surprise. While the senior was stronger than him, compared to a Dantian cultivator, there was still an immense gap. He should be more concerned with forming his immortal embryo rather than worrying about Dantians.

Nonetheless, he truthfully said, "Senior, I just heard this from others. The person who spoke is a delirious cultivator of the Condensation Core stage. Therefore, whether it's reliable or not, I have no certainty."

"From someone who was delirious." Lin Xuan was greatly surprised.

"Yes, that delirious one used to be quite famous. He once went out to hunt monsters at sea but was caught in a fight between two high-ranking cultivators and ended up being affected by their battle. Although he managed to survive, he became delirious, talking nonsense about seeing Dantian stage great existences. Everyone just treated it as a joke. If that were truly a Dantian stage great existence, they would have the power to overturn oceans and sink islands. A Condensation Core stage cultivator like him couldn't possibly survive."

The elder's face showed a hint of disapproval at the end.

One could be killed but not humiliated; it was embarrassing for so many cultivators to become delirious out of fear.

"Perhaps," Lin Xuan did not comment on this matter. He had no idea whether there were Dantian stage cultivators or not.

Setting aside this issue, he changed the topic: "By the way, you said our destination is Lianhai City. Since it's a city, its ruler should be a Yuanling stage cultivator."

Lin Xuan seemed to have remembered something and slowly spoke again, "That’s not necessarily true." The elder sighed, looking somewhat disappointed.

But Lin Xuan remained calm; he had experienced countless hardships to reach his current level of accomplishment. He was used to staying composed even when faced with major events that did not concern him much.

"Indeed, there is a story behind this," Lin Xuan opened his eyes slightly and calmly said.

"The Lianhai City is located on the Red Leaf Island. Originally, it was one of the largest forces in these seas, not just for cultivators but also for monsters and sea creatures as well. The island's ruler, Senior Immortal Dry Wood, although only a middle-stage Yuanling cultivator, was exceptionally kind. With the current peaceful relations among the three races, Lianhai City flourished..."

"However, recently, the island's ruler faced his second Yuanling Qi Tribulation. Despite extensive preparations, he still couldn't withstand it and perished," the elder said with a somber expression. It seemed that Senior Immortal Dry Wood was indeed very popular.

"Oh, then who is the current ruler?"

"The Red Leaf Fairy, Senior Immortal Dry Wood's granddaughter. She has excellent cultivation talents but is quite young; she hasn’t advanced to Yuanling stage yet and is still at the late-stage Yuanling."

Lin Xuan nodded but showed no interest in this matter as it did not concern him much. He switched to another topic.

After flying for about two more days, a large island appeared on the horizon.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; with his divine sense, he could not encompass the entire island, indicating that its east-west length exceeded ten thousand li. It was indeed a considerable size.

A hundred miles from the island, Lin Xuan began to feel the aura of restrictions but found that the array had not been activated.

Many cultivators were seen entering and exiting this island on their instruments.

A huge city came into view.

The name "Lianhai City" seemed apt given its proximity to the sea. However, upon seeing the city, Lin Xuan was greatly surprised.

"Sigh, this is the small city you mentioned."

Lin Xuan's tone was somewhat strange; according to what the elder said, his cultivation level being low, he had once traveled through other cities and considered Lianhai City a mere small city. But what he saw now was vastly different.

The walls were over three hundred feet high, constructed from thick grayish-green stones that gave the city an ancient and solid feel. In some key areas of the city, the construction material used was actually ironstone.

These stones existed in the mortal world but were rare. Despite being stone, their hardness could match that of steel.

The thickness of the walls exceeded ten feet, giving a sense of invincibility.
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In the human world, Lin Xuan had also seen many magnificent cities.

However, compared to this one before him, they were insignificant!

Standing in front of this giant city, a person felt like an insignificant ant, bringing about an overwhelming sense of pressure.

The city walls were incredibly wide, with some roving soldiers patrolling on top. However, their cultivation was negligible; mere novices just stepping into the realm of cultivation.

But Lin Xuan did not dare to overlook the city's defenses. Not only did he feel a large number of powerful禁制 around it, but even on the city walls every ten zhang or so, there were giant ancient bronze cannons protruding half their bodies, looking extremely fierce.

Crystal Might Cannon!

Although different from what he had seen at Tianqiao Sect, they were similar in principle. In terms of power, this Crystal Might Cannon was clearly more formidable.

"Is this the small city you mentioned?"

Lin Xuan's voice sounded hoarse and unpleasant. The giant island before him seemed endless; calling it a small continent wasn't out of place. And the scale of Linhai City far surpassed anything in the human world, even slightly inferior to the Yellow Emperor City in Yunzhou.

"Haha, Senior, you must see for yourself. I don’t know about the human world, but by my estimation, this Red Leaf Island's Linhai City is indeed small," the elder said cautiously after observing Lin Xuan’s expression.

Lin Xuan was speechless. There was no need to lie; the Spirit Realm truly thrived. A surge of excitement welled up in his heart, not for nothing had he endured so much hardship to ascend here.

"Alright, thank you for your assistance on this journey. You may stop using spiritual pills now. We will part ways here," Lin Xuan suddenly said coldly.

"Why? Senior, are you not going to enter with me?" The elder was taken aback, showing an expression of surprise in his eyes.

Lin Xuan shook his head and instructed the elder to halt the spirit boat again.

Though he was puzzled inside, seeing Lin Xuan's resolute expression, the elder dared not disobey. He raised both hands and cast a spell at the spirit boat.

A whistling sound entered Lin Xuan’s ears as the spirit boat descended immediately.

Lin Xuan had already released his divine sense to detect no other cultivators within ten li around him. With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light shot out, rendering the elder unconscious without any reaction.

"Haha, if I were more ruthless, I could have eliminated you directly; it would have been even safer. But Lin Xuan is not a killer. Considering how much you’ve helped me with my questions about the Spirit Realm, I’ll spare your life for now. However, this memory must be erased."

After saying this, Lin Xuan raised his hand and instantly sucked the elder into his palm. His fingers spread wide to press down on the elder’s head, green light flickering continuously.

Lin Xuan began to perform a secret technique, sealing and altering the elder's memories.

---

Intruding into someone else's mind was extremely difficult; however, due to their significant difference in power, Lin Xuan completely erased the elder's memories within less than half a cup of tea time. Of course, only those related to him were removed.

Next, Lin Xuan reached out and pulled out a small jade bottle from his chest.

"Meeting someone is fate. You helped me somewhat; this bottle of pills isn’t worth much to me, but it’s a great opportunity for you. I hope you can form a core."

He placed the pill beside the unconscious elder, then his entire body was enveloped in green light as he flew towards Linhai City.

He still concealed his aura; after all, even though the Spirit Realm had abundant resources and better cultivation conditions compared to the human world, making it easier to advance, this wasn’t a given. High-ranking cultivators weren’t easily found.

His own cultivation was already quite formidable; as long as he didn’t encounter an Unfathomable Realm cultivator, he could still dominate freely.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan had a rough assessment of his current situation.

He kept a low profile; the current Red Leaf Island Lord was only at the late-stage Immortal Core. If he entered like this, it would undoubtedly cause a stir. Therefore, concealing his aura was necessary.

"Hmm, now let’s see what kind of celestial city this Spirit Realm is."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he sped up his flight.

The gate of Linhai City was over ten zhang tall and made of copper essence. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but marvel; the Spirit Realm truly was a place where such extravagance was possible. Which sect or force in the human world would dare be so extravagant?

Copper essence was one of the materials used to forge magical treasures, though commonly used, using it for gates seemed... wasteful.

The value of this gate alone could reach several million crystal stones.

At the city entrance, two cultivators in casual robes stood guard. However, both had a small leaf symbol on their collars and cuffs.

Each island was a domain, similar to sects or families, even with greater authority for the island lord.

Life and death were at his command!

Of course, this was contingent upon his ability to suppress any potential threats.

Lin Xuan landed his遁光.

Within ten li of the city gate, there were extremely powerful禁制 in place.

Many people were queuing up to enter the city; naturally, they needed to pay a certain amount of crystal stones.

The process went smoothly, and Lin Xuan did not attract any attention from other cultivators. However, one female cultivator glanced at his attire several times. The only difference was the clothing; fortunately, Linhai City had diverse customs, with visitors coming from various seas, making such differences common.

She simply regarded him as a foreigner.

This unremarkable detail didn’t go unnoticed by Lin Xuan; he knew he would need to buy new clothes soon.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan entered the city.

Inside, it was truly vast. The streets could accommodate over ten carriages side by side.

There were many peculiar buildings on both sides of the street, likely shops.

Lin Xuan walked towards one building.

Within a cup of tea time, he emerged from the structure with an additional jade bottle in hand.

The shop was extremely simple; it only sold one item: the very jade bottle Lin Xuan held.

It contained records of various events in Linhai City. With this object, newcomers could quickly familiarize themselves with the city’s life, making it incredibly convenient for them.

However, it was somewhat expensive, priced at ten crystal stones.

He didn’t know if items from the Spirit Realm were generally more expensive than those in the human world or if there was some other reason. Regardless, Lin Xuan wasn’t going to delve into it further; with his wealth, ten crystal stones were mere pocket change.

Lin Xuan pressed the jade bottle against his forehead and slowly sank his divine sense within.

After about a stick of incense time, Lin Xuan raised his head.

"Haha, this Linhai City is much more interesting than I imagined. But let’s address accommodation first," Lin Xuan muttered to himself.
第一千五百三十五章 荒岛与洞府

Although Lin Xuan had learned a lot about this world from his old man, much of the information was broad and general. Many specific customs required firsthand experience in real life.

Though he didn't plan to reside permanently in Lianhai City, he still needed some temporary accommodations for now. Through the description in the jade cylinder scroll, Lin Xuan knew where to apply for one.

Red Leaf Island, being the largest force within a hundred miles of sea, was bustling with visitors and travelers every day. Apart from other sects and families, there were many freelance cultivators who resided here permanently. To settle down here, one needed to meet either of two conditions: joining the island and taking on certain duties or paying a large sum of crystal stones for residency.

The head of the island would distribute some benefits annually, such as crystal stones. However, this came with obligations, essentially making him an employee of the island's leader. For Lin Xuan, this condition was too simple to consider, but he had no intention of joining the island permanently.

Even if the current head of the island, Red Leaf Fairy, was only a late-stage cultivator, her grandfather, though powerful, was still not on par with Lin Xuan. He believed that in a one-on-one fight, he would definitely have the upper hand.

This wasn't arrogance; it was based on his understanding of the cultivation world. Spirit Realm resources were richer and more complex than those in the Mortal World. Generally, same-stage cultivators from the Spirit Realm could handle matters more easily due to their higher ranks.

However, even in the rich Spirit Realm, advancing to the Profound Knowledge Stage was incredibly difficult. Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of the island's leader, and he had no intention of staying long-term. Thus, joining the island wasn't an option for him.

The alternative was straightforward: pay a large sum of crystal stones to obtain residency in Lianhai City without any obligations or needing protection.

However, Lin Xuan didn't need such protection. After some thought, he adjusted his breath control technique to elevate his cultivation level to early-stage Immortal Nurturing Stage. Higher ranks made things easier in the cultivation world.

He checked himself and found no flaws before transforming into a streak of lightning and heading towards the central building of Lianhai City. The outer area had no anti-air restrictions, but once inside, there were none either. Many cultivators with early-stage Immortal Nurturing Stage flew about, making Lin Xuan unremarkable.

The city hall was a beautiful seven-story structure in the center of the city, surrounded by four buildings—pavilions, terraces, towers, and pavilions—that floated above the ground. A ring of guards patrolled around it, with most being at the Foundation Establishment Stage led by late-stage Condensation Core cultivators.

Lin Xuan's target was a pavilion to the west of the city hall, where fewer guards were present. He entered smoothly after paying the crystal stones and obtained residency on Red Leaf Island for ten years, along with a temporary cave dwelling.

Though he didn't need to stay that long, as a cultivator with an extended lifespan, ten years was merely a blink of an eye. This was the shortest lease term available, so Lin Xuan didn't haggle further.

With his mind on the task at hand, Lin Xuan left Lianhai City. His cave dwelling wasn't in the city but on a small island nearby. The island's base had excellent Spirit Vessels, but it was too crowded with mixed cultivators for Lin Xuan's taste. He preferred solitude.

Following the instructions on his token, he flew towards the island and found himself looking at an elliptical island no more than a hundred miles long. It was insignificant compared to the vastness of the East Sea.

Lin Xuan examined it closely and soon felt satisfied. The island was small but had beautiful scenery. Verdant flowers, trees, and plants thrived in the center, where a mountain ran north-south. Though not towering, its base housed a high-grade Spirit Vessel that rivaled the one at Tianya Pavilion on Immortal Isle.

"High-grade Spirit Vessel!" Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with excitement. The Spirit Realm was indeed different; even small islands had richer Spirit Energy than most places in the Mortal World.

Immortal Isle was one of the five major forces in Cloud Province, while this island was insignificant by comparison.

"Although it’s expensive, such rich Spirit Energy makes it worth it," Lin Xuan thought. He then delved into his spirit sense and found information about the island within the token.

After a day and night, he set up a magnificent cave dwelling. The layout required meticulous work, but with his current cultivation level, it was easy to accomplish. Soon, a beautiful cave dwelling appeared before him.

With his keen eyesight, Lin Xuan quickly located the spring source. He then flicked his sleeve, releasing several sword qi that swam out like fish. With his current strength, setting up the cave dwelling was effortless. In less than half an hour, a splendid cave dwelling stood before him.

He spent another day and night refining it, as he might stay for one or two years. After completing the cave dwelling, Lin Xuan set up several colorful array flags with his hands. He quickly set up an array formation.

As the sun began to set, the sky darkened. Lin Xuan entered his cave dwelling, having not rested since ascending. He lay down in his bedroom and soon fell into a deep sleep, snoring loudly.

The next morning, he felt refreshed. He then went to his training room where he summoned an ancient-looking flat object. It was rugged but sturdy. Lin Xuan examined it carefully.

He had many treasures, including the hard shell of the Deep Sea Black Turtle and the iron shield of the Black Dragon, but none suitable for defense. He needed to repair them first.

After a day and night, Lin Xuan emerged from his training room with a frown on his face. The damage to the Black Dragon Iron Shield was worse than expected, nearly losing its Spirit Energy. Repairing it would take much effort, and he might need to return to Lianhai City again.
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With Lin Xuan's character, once he decided on a course of action, he wouldn't hesitate. After activating the禁制法阵 around He Family Manor, he transformed into a streak of startling light and flew southeast.

Of course, he still used敛气术 to disguise himself as an early-stage元婴 cultivator.

Although he didn’t fully activate his遁术, it only took him a short while to cover a hundred miles. Soon, the vast and imposing city came back into view.

He was close enough to the禁空禁制’s range that he decided to descend. However, at this moment, he suddenly turned his head as if sensing something.

It was mid-morning, with the sun high in the sky, and the sky cloudless for miles. From afar, the sea and sky seemed to merge into a pristine blue, appearing exceptionally pure.

But Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed slightly, and his brows furrowed.

A black line entered his vision.

Initially indistinct, it soon became clearer.

It was an ancient warship, over a hundred meters long. The dark, lustrous hull seemed immensely heavy. Due to the distance, he couldn’t see the details on board, but there were numerous dark cannon turrets protruding from both sides, looking menacing like crystal power cannons.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he looked at this massive object, feeling a sharp pressure that made him uncomfortable.

He was now very close to Linhai City. A few miles away, over a hundred cultivators were flying in the sky, their chatter filled with surprise.

"An ancient warship!"

"Yes, it is indeed this one. Although it’s also a flying artifact, its quality and scale far exceed those used by individuals," even an early-stage元婴 cultivator couldn’t own such a vessel; only a late-stage合体 elder could have such a mount."

"Correct. It’s said that the materials alone to build such a warship cost millions of middle-grade crystal stones. To operate it, one needs high-grade crystal stones as energy sources. The cost is so high that even a powerful elder can go bankrupt. Only those who dominate an area like islands can afford this,"

"Hmph, while ancient warships consume vast amounts of crystal stones, their power is formidable. With over a hundred crystal power cannons firing simultaneously, even late-stage合体 elders would have to bow in submission."

"Still, which faction’s warship has come here? Is it perhaps an attack on our Red Leaf Island?" A cultivator dressed like a scholar looked worried.

"Hmph, you must be reading too much," the ancient warship's power is indeed formidable, but the city’s defenses are even stronger. A mere hundred-meter-scale warship trying to subdue Red Leaf Island is just wishful thinking." Another man in yellow robes scoffed.

"A friend of yours makes a valid point. However, as they say, the good do not come, and the evil ones do. Speaking disrespectfully, Elder Kumu Mo Luo, our current Red Leaf Fairy—she’s only an early-stage元婴 now. With her strength, she doesn’t deserve to be the island’s ruler. If such a large domain doesn’t attract the attention of surrounding forces, that would truly be strange."

What does your friend mean by this? Could it be that this ancient warship is here to attack Linhai City?" The people around exchanged surprised glances, and one red-faced elder looked in their direction.

"Haha, an outright attack isn’t likely, but they definitely have ill intentions. Perhaps the other side wants a peaceful conquest," the old man ignored everyone’s gazes, his lips curling into a cold smile.

Although Lin Xuan was somewhat far away, with his cultivation and power, he heard every word clearly.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, looking thoughtful.

The appearance of the ancient warship naturally alarmed the Red Leaf Island’s defenders.

A series of ancient bells rang out, resonating through the air. Armies appeared on the city walls, wearing uniform scale armor and wielding two-meter-long bronze spears.

Despite their numbers, their cultivation was low—mere rookies just entering the Flexible Spirit Period.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed. Even if Kumu Mo Luo had weakened Red Leaf Island, it shouldn’t have left such a small force behind.

Sure enough, as green-armored soldiers appeared, groups of Foundation Establishment and Condensation Core cultivators flew out. Following them were several hundred late-stage元婴 cultivators.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed. A single ancient warship couldn’t justify the Red Leaf Island being on high alert. They hadn’t mobilized all their forces, but there were over a hundred late-stage元婴 cultivators. If this were in the mortal world, such depth would rival the five major powers of Yunzhou.

But here, it was just an unremarkable island.

In the spirit realm, he had only encountered low-level cultivators, leading him to doubt the strength of this world. Now he realized how mistaken his thoughts were—like a frog at the bottom of a well. The spirit realm is indeed the spirit realm; not seeing something doesn’t mean there are no high-level cultivators here. He just hadn’t been here long enough and only knew the tip of the iceberg.

As the ancient warship approached, Red Leaf Island prepared for battle. A blue protective barrier rose over Linhai City, though it wasn’t fully formed yet. Its complexity left Lin Xuan in awe as the atmosphere grew increasingly tense.

A white-haired elder appeared in his vision—late-stage元婴 and seemingly not an ordinary cultivator!

With the barrier up, his divine sense couldn’t penetrate. Using his keen eyesight, Lin Xuan saw that this elder held a high position on Red Leaf Island. Other late-stage元婴 cultivators showed him great respect.

Following the elder’s instructions, despite their reluctance, they withdrew the protective barrier and flew out of the city to negotiate with the ancient warship.

After about an hour, he led the massive vessel into Linhai City.

The crisis was averted; the cultivators on board seemed not to have ill intentions.

Many sighed in relief. But Lin Xuan’s face wore a cold smile.

Storms brew when winds fill the streets. If his suspicions were correct, Red Leaf Island would soon be in turmoil.

But what of it? With his current cultivation and power, he didn’t need to worry about being caught up in such matters.

Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back, looking relaxed.
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The surface was calm, with no ripples.

However, it took several hours before the city of Linhai lifted its alert status.

Outside the walls, a large number of cultivators had already gathered. When the gates opened, they transformed into streaks of light and rushed in.

For a moment, there was some chaos as people surged into the city. Lin Xuan followed the crowd and entered the city.

The scenery remained unchanged, but compared to yesterday, the cultivators seemed more hurried. Although the battle had not started yet, those with intent could tell that the warships were not well-intentioned.

The sky, which was originally clear, had become somewhat dim, adding a layer of gloom to the already stagnant atmosphere.

But this had nothing to do with Lin Xuan; he didn't need to worry about being affected by such events. With his cultivation level, he wasn't afraid of collateral damage.

Lin Xuan did not linger elsewhere but directly transformed into a streak of light and headed towards the western market district in the city.

The Black Gold Dragon Armor was severely damaged, requiring much effort and new materials to repair. Such items were not common, and even if there were plenty of crystal stones in the human world, he would never find such treasures.

However, in the Spirit Realm, resources were abundant. There might be some luck in the market district, though Lin Xuan was not entirely sure. At worst, it could just be a learning experience.

After all, he had yet to see what the market districts looked like since arriving in this place.

He walked towards the western market district, where high-ranking cultivators resided.

It was said that there were many materials and treasures from Condensation Core and Essence Body stages inside. This surprised Lin Xuan but also made him curious.

The quality of cultivation resources on Red Leaf Island wasn't particularly high, so he found it surprising to have something suitable for himself. The Spirit Realm truly lived up to its reputation as a higher plane; this was evident in the abundance of resources. In the human world, such a situation would be unimaginable.

Lin Xuan's face remained neutral as he moved forward. Inside, the space was vast with four streets crisscrossing each other, forming a large "回" character. The architectural styles varied, distinct from those in the human world, giving an aesthetically pleasing impression.

Lin Xuan did not rush into any shops but instead examined the plaques on the doors, gathering a general impression first.

"Sophisticated Trickster Pavilion..."

"Auspicious Fortune Hall..."

"Hundred Volumes Library..."

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he stepped into one of the shops to his left. Although he had learned about the Spirit Realm from an elder in just a few days, it was impossible to cover everything in such a short time.

Even if given more time, a mere筑基 cultivator could only provide limited knowledge. Lin Xuan planned to thoroughly study by visiting bookstores and browsing for treasures.

Due to its large storefront, this shop had good business, mostly from Condensation Core cultivators. When an old man of the Essence Body stage entered, a young assistant immediately approached him.

Wearing a green robe, he appeared no older than twenty, with a pleasant appearance and a cultivation level that was筑基!

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise; his keen eyesight had revealed the youth not because of any anti-aging effects or elixirs but due to his true age. Even in the Spirit Realm, such young success was rare.

Despite the rich resources here, becoming a筑基 cultivator at such an early age would be considered a prodigy.

Why did this young person work as an assistant?

There must be some hidden secrets behind it. Moreover, despite wearing male clothing, he had no Adam's apple and his eyebrows were like distant mountains—clearly a young woman in disguise.

"Salutations, sir. What can I do for you?" the girl spoke respectfully, given Lin Xuan’s Essence Body status as a potential major customer.

"Yes, I need some ancient texts, preferably those from the ancient times. The more, the better," Lin Xuan said coldly without showing any emotion.

"The honored one is welcome to the living room for tea. I will have someone fetch them."

The girl did not seem surprised by his request; Essence Body cultivators were still considered high-ranking figures with peculiar quirks. Perhaps this person was collecting ancient texts to search for some relics?

These matters had nothing to do with her, and she wanted only to make a large sale.

After all, copying ancient texts using divine sense into blank jade scrolls would be cheap but sell at a premium—highly profitable business.

"No need, just fetch them. I will look around; no need to send someone," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Understood!"

The girl bowed and then respectfully stepped back.

Lin Xuan approached a bookshelf and took an jade scroll from it, sinking his divine sense into it.

In this market district, the items for sale were cultivation techniques. However, only small sections of these texts were displayed; just introductions.

Lin Xuan was already at the Separation stage. He had three cultivation methods—Xuan Mo** was a supplementary tool and he barely spent time on it, mostly using its secrets occasionally.

Nine Heaven Xuan Gong had been very helpful to him over the centuries, but only up to the Essence Body stage; the power was impressive, yet incomplete.

Back in the human world, he had already mastered this technique to perfection and could not progress further.

Feng Wu Jiu Tian Jue was a stroke of luck, obtained from Fairy Xuan Feng's remains. He had reached the fifth level now.

Although there were still four more levels left, it was only superficially so. The first four levels suited Essence Body cultivators, but for some reason, the progress was much faster in the later stages—layers five to seven, which only applied to Separation stage beginners.

Layers six and seven could be used by middle-stage cultivators, but they still couldn't reach the peak of Separation stage!

In other words, once Lin Xuan advanced further, he would soon face a situation where he had no cultivation techniques available.

He had thought about this for several days. Feng Wu Jiu Tian Jue was indeed powerful, as it mimicked the divine power of the phoenix, one of the hundred birds.

As a true spirit at the first level, the phoenix and true dragons were top-tier experts in the Spirit Realm, on par with scattered immortals and demon kings.

Thus, continuing to cultivate Feng Wu Jiu Tian Jue was also reasonable. Moreover, from the fragment of the demon ancestor's soul, Lin Xuan learned that Fairy Xuan Feng still lived in the Spirit Realm.

He could obtain the cultivation methods for the later stages from her.

However, this method was only theoretically possible; after all, Fairy Xuan Feng had been a figure from a million years ago. If she were alive now, it would either be due to consuming some miraculous longevity fruit or having reached an unimaginable level of power.

If his assumptions were correct, the latter was more likely.

A million years—what stage of cultivation would she have attained? Would she still be at the Tribulation Transcendence stage or already a scattered immortal?

Such beings were beyond Lin Xuan's current reach.

Thus, obtaining the later stages of Feng Wu Jiu Tian Jue seemed impossible.

After reaching the middle stage, he would need to choose other techniques.

This was a choice Lin Xuan had made reluctantly.

However, what technique to cultivate remained unclear; after all, this was his first time in such a place. The cultivation methods and techniques in the Spirit Realm were only lightly described in human world texts, so he knew little about them.

At his current stage, Lin Xuan understood the significance of choosing a cultivation method.

He wanted to gather more information before making a decision.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not expect to buy cultivation techniques from the market. The items displayed on the shelves were mostly ordinary ones; flipping through them was just for reference.

Although advancing beyond the Separation stage was extremely difficult in the Spirit Realm, it still required at least a century of effort.

While the situation where he had no cultivation methods to practice seemed distant, being prepared ahead of time was always good.

In Hundred Volumes Library, there were only seven or eight suitable techniques for Separation stage cultivators. Although each volume only contained an introduction, this was already very satisfactory for Lin Xuan.

After about half an hour, the young man in green approached him: "Sir, your requested items are ready."
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After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan left the pavilion.

This time, he had made a significant收获. Lin Xuan's judgment was correct; for the nearby sea region, this Hundred Volumes Pavilion truly stood out as one of the top-notch large shops. The rare ancient texts he picked up numbered in the hundreds.

The woman originally thought that Lin Xuan would carefully select from them, and if just one-fifth could be sold, it would already be a rare big business.

But to her surprise, Lin Xuan simply took everything without hesitation. This caused her to feel both surprised and elated...

Such a generous gesture was not common even for late-stage Great Sages; after all, these rare ancient texts were collected with considerable effort by the shop owners, so their prices weren't exorbitant but still quite high for ordinary Core Formation cultivators.

The other party likely belonged to some major force, merely acting as an agent for the sect's purchases.

With this in mind, she naturally didn’t delve too deeply into such matters. Asking about a customer’s background was considered bad business etiquette; besides, dealing with an Old Monarch of Core Formation was not something a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator could afford to offend.

Respectfully seeing Lin Xuan off, the transaction ended on a happy note for both parties...

Lin Xuan was also quite satisfied. Although these rare ancient texts were expensive, they were insignificant to him.

Next, he entered another shop specializing in armor and clothing.

Technically called an armor store, it actually sold clothes. Before coming to Red Leaf Island, Lin Xuan had heard from the old man about this.

The clothes worn by Spirit Realm cultivators differed greatly from those on the mortal world.

Mortal world cultivators could ride clouds and drive objects, but their attire was at most extremely luxurious—no different from ordinary mortals in appearance.

However, in the Spirit Realm, cultivators wore magical robes.

Magical robes, magical robes—these were garments with some defensive properties, though they fell far short of battle armor. However, they were light and thin, indistinguishable from ordinary silk and satin on the surface.

Firstly, many magical robes had special effects, albeit at a higher price.

But regular magical robes were standard equipment for Spirit Realm cultivators; even rookies who weren’t destitute could usually afford one.

Regardless of their practical value, following local customs was important. Since he had ascended to the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to buy some as well.

Although he was a wandering cultivator, Lin Xuan’s wealth allowed him to choose the largest shop in the district.

Entering it, Lin Xuan felt his eyes widen at the spacious interior. The hall was oval-shaped and could comfortably accommodate over a hundred people without feeling cramped.

The furniture, made of red wood, exuded luxury and grandeur.

The young clerks dressed in green robes were nimble and cheerful, serving the passing cultivators.

At the counter, various items were displayed: undergarments, outerwear, even some armor-like magical artifacts. Complete sets of battle armor could be found as well, though Lin Xuan paid them no mind; their quality was too low for his needs.

"Hey?"

Scanning the hall, Lin Xuan’s expression froze on a particular shelf.

He moved closer and saw an array of storage belts.

They varied in width and style.

"Senior has good eyesight. These are all new arrivals from headquarters, meticulously crafted by masters. They’re currently on sale at 80% off. If you need them, I can sell them to you," a middle-aged man around forty approached, dressed as a shopkeeper. Though his appearance was unremarkable, he occasionally flashed sharp intelligence in his eyes; his cultivation stage was Core Formation中期.

Lin Xuan wasn’t easily fooled and picked up one of the belts without making a sound.

It was three feet long with an elegant design.

What caught Lin Xuan’s attention was that it had properties similar to storage pouches but with much more space—more than triple the capacity of his best storage pouch.

This wasn’t surprising; spatial techniques were among the most mysterious in the laws of nature. Storage bags from the mortal world were said to be passed down from ancient times, brought from Upper Realms.

Spatial law required advancement to Separation Realm before any significant progress could be made. With such conditions on the mortal world, even prodigies needed many coincidences to reach Separation Realm, let alone focus on something else.

Thus, storage bags hadn’t seen much development over the years.

In contrast, in the Spirit Realm, both appearance and effects had been upgraded countless times.

Not only did they hold more items but were also fashionable. Hanging several storage pouches around his waist might be convenient for Lin Xuan, but it looked rather silly.

Carefully examining the belt, he turned to face the shopkeeper with a grim expression: "Heh, friend, you must think I’m from a remote and impoverished area. Such garbage—telling me this is new? If I destroy your store, do you believe me?"

Though not well-versed in Spirit Realm items, Lin Xuan was astute enough to read people’s expressions.

The shopkeeper’s eyes clearly showed disdain after observing his attire; though fleeting, Lin Xuan noticed it. Even without seeing the expression, such items on display couldn’t be of high quality.

Trying to deceive him was too presumptuous.

A killing intent flashed in Lin Xuan’s aura.

"Senior calm down, senior calm down, I was just mistaken," the shopkeeper, a Core Formation cultivator, turned pale at the pressure emanating from Lin Xuan. Realizing he had made a fool of himself, even if the other party came from a remote area, as an Old Monarch of Core Formation, he couldn’t afford to offend him.

Moreover, though the store was part of a powerful force, it still had its own rules and principles; neglecting customers could lead to serious consequences.

Feeling deeply regretful, beads of sweat formed on his forehead.

Lin Xuan nodded but didn’t press further. It wasn’t because he was magnanimous; dealing with a minor Core Formation cultivator wouldn’t yield much benefit.

Following the shopkeeper’s guidance, Lin Xuan went to an elegant private room on the second floor.

The environment was simple and refined, with a young girl serving fragrant tea.

"Senior, please sit. I’ll have someone bring out our best stock," the shopkeeper smiled warmly.

Lin Xuan nodded but remained noncommittal.

The shopkeeper acted quickly; within a cup of tea’s time, a beautiful maid arrived with a silver tray in her hands, setting it on the elegant private room table.
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"Senior, please take a look!"

The shopkeeper's face broke into a smile as he took the tray. With a flick of his hand, he lifted the red cloth covering it, revealing several ancient-looking storage belts.

"I admit I was a bit too bold just now, but these belts are undoubtedly our store’s finest pieces, crafted by the master artisans at headquarters."

The shopkeeper began to boast with great enthusiasm, his expression so sincere that it seemed he wasn't lying.

Lin Xuan nodded and casually picked up one of the belts. Closing his eyes, he slowly sank into a deeper state of meditation.

Its space was indeed vast, clearly larger than the combined capacity of all his storage pouches on his person.

In other words, if he bought this item, it would easily accommodate everything without any need for additional bags.

Most cultivators would be overjoyed with such items, but Lin Xuan had already reached the Separation stage and was naturally very steady in temperament.

Without making a sound, he put down the belt and lightly flicked his fingers. Another storage belt appeared in his palm.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan had examined all three treasures in his hand, but still showed no expression on his face. The atmosphere gradually became tense again.

"Senior, what do you think of these items? Do they meet your expectations?" The shopkeeper wiped the sweat from his forehead and sounded slightly hoarse.

"Hmph, are these really the so-called finest pieces of your store?"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly but with obvious dissatisfaction in his voice. The shopkeeper couldn't help feeling aggrieved.

"Senior, please calm down; even if I had a second chance, I wouldn’t dare deceive you. This is truly our store’s finest piece."

"Is there nothing better?"

As Lin Xuan spoke, he slowly released pressure: "Or do you still think I’m from a remote area and won’t be able to pay enough crystal stones for the item?"

"I have no disrespect, senior…" Faced with Lin Xuan's relentless probing, the shopkeeper’s expression was terrible. His forehead dripped with large beads of sweat. Then he seemed to remember something: "Right, there is one more treasure. It was accidentally obtained by our store and has a much higher quality than these items. However…"

"How so?"

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up.

Actually, he was quite satisfied with the current items; his show of interest was just for effect. He hadn't expected to truly elicit something from the shopkeeper’s treasure chest.

"Quickly fetch it!"

"Yes."

The shopkeeper hurried out of the room and returned shortly with another item.

It was a green storage belt, plain in design without any remarkable features.

Lin Xuan's expression gradually became serious. Since he had entered the cultivation world, he had handled countless treasures; his eyesight wasn't naive enough to judge by appearance alone.

This thing seemed interesting…

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and took the belt into his palm.

Very soft, like ordinary silk.

But upon closer inspection, it was clear that this item was well-made with a superior craftsmanship compared to the belts on the tray. The material was indistinguishable.

He weighed it in his hands and released his divine sense, which was immediately bounced back.

Lin Xuan was stunned; such an unexpected situation was truly remarkable.

Taking the belt again, he suspended it in mid-air, sending out a powerful divine consciousness.

Since this was intangible, as long as it wasn’t directed at other cultivators, the shopkeeper couldn’t discover anything.

But there was still no effect.

Lin Xuan was surprised.

The Blue Star Sea had an effect on refining one’s divine sense. Though he was in his early stages, his divine sense was formidable like that of a late-stage cultivator. This belt… truly left him speechless.

"Does this item have any story?" Lin Xuan asked slowly.

"The senior indeed has keen eyes."

The shopkeeper sighed, as if lost in thought: "This item was unexpectedly obtained by our store and involved some complications. I can’t disclose the details, but one thing I can tell you is that it’s a treasure brought out from an ancient ruin sea by a cultivator…"

"An ancient ruin sea?"

Lin Xuan nodded. He had never heard of this place, but he kept his expression neutral.

"This item has been examined by several appraisers in the store and even consulted with a late-stage婴 cultivator. Even their divine sense couldn’t penetrate it. However, they all said that the craftsmanship is extremely advanced and the material very rare, making it likely a precious treasure that we just don’t know how to use. Originally, I intended to send it to headquarters next month, but since you keep asking about other treasures, this is what I have."

"Then so be it."

Lin Xuan nodded again and tried several times, finding no effect; his divine sense couldn’t penetrate the belt.

"It seems that even you can't use this item. Then buying it would serve no purpose as its divine sense can’t be accessed to store anything." The shopkeeper felt a bit smug but became more respectful: "Why don’t you choose something else?"

"Who said I don’t want this? Old man, I like collecting rare items; name your price," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"This…?" The shopkeeper showed signs of difficulty and regretted his earlier decision to reveal the treasure.

"What’s wrong? Do you not intend to buy it? Bringing out such an item is just to tease me?" Lin Xuan's voice was firm.

"No, senior, I misunderstood."

At this point, the shopkeeper realized that he couldn’t end well. Not selling something he had would be a loss for him and could damage his store’s reputation. He gritted his teeth: "Senior, you can buy it if you want, but at a higher price."

"Hmm, go on…" Lin Xuan didn't show any emotion.

"Three thousand crystal stones, just middle-grade."

Although he wasn’t sure of the exact effect yet, items from the ancient ruin sea weren’t likely to be worthless. If found useful in headquarters and auctioned off, it could bring a significant profit.

The shopkeeper didn’t want to sell at this price, so he proposed: "Three thousand middle-grade crystal stones."

While not much on the surface, remember that the exchange rate between middle-grade and lower-grade crystals is one-to-one hundred. For an early-stage婴 cultivator, three thousand middle-grade crystals was a substantial amount. The buyer clearly found it not worth the cost.
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He did this to make Lin Xuan retreat in the face of difficulty.

Of course, if his opponent truly wanted to part with it, he wouldn't be at a loss. After all, just a storage bracelet, even if it had been passed down from ancient times, was worth 3 million crystal stones—a number that still amazed people. Even if sold at an auction, the price would remain the same.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

A mere condensation core cultivator actually tried to play mind games in front of him.

Die!

Three million was indeed expensive, but it meant nothing to his eyes. This treasure must have some hidden value; this price was worth it.

With Lin Xuan’s character, he wouldn’t do anything that could be considered a loss. Since he believed the current treasure had such value, he took out 30,000 crystal stones without hesitation from his storage bracelet.

Mr. Hu's eyes widened in surprise.

Although he eventually realized that his opponent wasn't from a poor region but was wealthy, he never expected it to reach this point. Three million crystal stones were no small sum for an early-stage immortal body cultivator; the other party didn’t even hesitate to part with them.

Surely, they had encountered a big customer!

With this thought in mind, his expression became extremely enthusiastic as he asked Lin Xuan if he wanted to buy anything else.

An hour later, Lin Xuan left the shop. He was now fully dressed in new attire from head to toe. From the close-fitting undergarment to the long robe and leather boots, all items were complete sets.

This outfit was also a valuable item suitable for separation period cultivators. Although Lin Xuan had practiced敛气术 (Conceal Qi Technique), as a wealthy person, he could afford to buy higher-grade robes without any objections from the seller.

In fact, such situations in the East Sea were common; many well-off cultivators would purchase clothes of a higher grade than their own.

Satisfied with his new outfit, Lin Xuan found that the spiritual realm’s robes truly lived up to their reputation. The green robe not only had almost the same defensive power as ordinary-grade ancient treasures but also concealed his aura. Although the Conceal Qi Technique from the Nine Heavens Profound Art was extremely subtle, adding a few more techniques wouldn’t be harmful.

The leather boots were also quite valuable. They contained several wind-based spells and could increase the speed of his遁光 (flying light).

In such dangerous places as the spiritual realm, the faster one could escape, the better…

...

The silk undergarment was made from a spider that produced dual water and fire attributes. As close-fitting armor, it was both soft and had extremely high defensive capabilities.

Of course, the price of these items wasn’t cheap; Lin Xuan spent nearly a million crystal stones on them.

If he were an early-stage immortal body cultivator, such shopping would be akin to squandering wealth. But as a separation period cultivator, it was just a drop in the bucket.

A cultivator’s assets usually correlated with their strength. Moreover, Lin Xuan had a special situation; during his time in the mortal world, he had killed countless other cultivators. The storage bracelet, now a war trophy, made him rich beyond measure.

This market trip yielded abundant rewards, and Lin Xuan harbored even more hope for that mysterious belt. However, it wasn’t yet time to return to his cave dwelling; there was still one matter he needed to handle first.

The black dragon armor shield had accompanied him for a long time and its defense had significantly improved with the addition of the deep-sea turtle’s hard shell. Unfortunately, during his travels in Penglai Mountain, it had been destroyed. Before finding a replacement treasure, Lin Xuan naturally needed to repair this item.

Repairing such an object required considerable effort and many new materials. With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began searching the market carefully for suitable items.

Time passed, but he didn’t find anything useful.

Lin Xuan shook his head; even rare materials in the spiritual realm weren't easily found on the streets.

Just as he was feeling disappointed, a magnificent building caught his eye. It was a three-story pavilion that wasn’t particularly tall but very attractive.

"Treasure Pavilion!"

Lin Xuan looked up at the dragon-dancing and phoenix-waving characters on the signboard.

Even without these words, the nature of this shop’s business could be easily discerned. Only half of its entrance was open; the other side displayed various weapons such as swords, spears, and halberds, all of high quality.

Clearly, it sold magical treasures.

In the mortal world, there were similar shops, but their goods mainly consisted of spiritual artifacts.

While one could buy magical treasures at auctions, they were extremely rare in the mortal world.

Even if these items ended up in Lin Xuan's hands like a cabbage, for ordinary cultivators, even with a lifetime’s wealth, it might not be enough to acquire such treasures. Renowned sects or those with family support had an advantage, but for scattered cultivators, even if they managed to condense their golden cores by chance, they would never own such grade of treasures.

Because there were simply too few magical treasures in the cultivation world!

Even ordinary-grade items that occasionally appeared in the market were quickly snapped up. However, in the spiritual realm, resources were abundant, and the art of forging was far superior to that in the mortal world, making magical treasures plentiful. With enough crystal stones, one could buy them at will.

Of course, not all items sold here were ordinary; with sufficient funds, one might even find valuable treasures.

The top grade ones would be rare—either kept by powerful cultivators or only appearing in secret markets and auctions.

Looking at the building before him, Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before stepping inside.

"Eh?"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn’t help showing surprise. The style of such weapon shops should have been rugged and bold, but this place seemed like an elegant literary family.

Paper, ink, brushes, and inkstones; delicate screens, and even some orchids were visible. Beautiful landscape paintings adorned the walls around him. If it weren’t for seeing cultivators haggling over their flashing flying knives and swords, Lin Xuan would have thought he had gone to the wrong place!

Lin Xuan touched his forehead in amusement. The owner of this shop was either pretentious or a true eccentric; although they hadn’t met, Lin Xuan’s intuition told him it was the latter.

Perhaps he really came to the right place.

With these thoughts, a maid approached and gently said, "Senior, please go upstairs for tea. A dedicated attendant will take care of you."

Her hand held a small round tray, so even though his cultivation level was only at the spirit agility stage, Lin Xuan could tell that the young man before him was an ancient immortal.

Lin Xuan nodded and climbed the stairs. The environment on the second floor was indeed much more elegant. It seemed to be just he as a guest; originally, Lin Xuan hadn’t paid attention, but when his gaze passed by one of the female cultivators who had walked with him, his expression suddenly changed…

Postscript: Fellow Daoists, Happy Dragon Boat Festival! In recognition of my efforts on this holiday, please give Phantom Rain some recommendations. Even if you haven't eaten the腊肉粽子 (cured meat zongzi), more recommendations would be great too!
第一千五百四十一章 麒麟果

"Qin Xin!"

Lin Xuan almost exclaimed in shock, but as a cultivator, he managed to suppress his impulse. His gaze swept over the woman, noticing some differences.

Despite her appearance and figure being extremely similar to Qin Xin, she was like a mold-made copy, only about 90% alike. After all, Qin Xin was his beloved wife, so Lin Xuan still noticed several distinct differences.

Her skin was even whiter than Qin Xin's, smooth as if made of cream. Her slightly prominent nose was a bit more defined, but the biggest difference lay in her cultivation and demeanor.

While their appearances might be similar, one's aura was deeply influenced by their environment and experiences. Even twins often had vastly different auras. Qin Xin was gentle yet not frail; she exuded an air of grace and strength.

But this woman before him was different. Although Lin Xuan had just met her for the first time and hadn't spoken to her, his experience in judging people made it clear that her aura was entirely different from his beloved wife's. Moreover, Qin Xin had already successfully formed a baby spirit core, while this woman was merely a low-stage condensation core cultivator. Even if cultivators could conceal their strength, Lin Xuan believed she wouldn't be able to fool him.

It was just superficial similarity!

Lin Xuan sighed. While it was true that he missed Moon the most these days, his wife was still his beloved. How could he not miss her?

Back at the Asura Palace, she had inadvertently triggered a teleportation spell and broken through the void, arriving in this spirit realm.

But this world was vast, with hundreds of small interfaces. Who knew where Qin Xin had been sent? Although they would inevitably meet again, how many twists and turns would there be...

The thoughts flashed through his mind, and even Lin Xuan's stoic expression couldn't help but show a hint of melancholy.

However, the look he gave to the woman was exceptionally gentle. This was what people called loving someone so much that you loved their reflection as well.

After all, she did bear some resemblance to Qin Xin.

---

Lin Xuan's mood changed significantly, though it only took an instant for this woman not to notice. She gracefully moved towards him and said, "I offer my respects to the senior. I am Dongfang Mingyu, the manager of this Precious Pavilion. If you have any requests, just let me know, and our shop will ensure your comfort."

As she spoke, she gestured for a seat.

Although she didn't invite him to a private room, the second floor was quiet and elegant, not inferior to the general store's parlors.

She then clapped her hands, and two fair-faced maids approached with spiritual tea and exotic fruits.

"Senior, please try this Qilin Fruit. It is our island's specialty. Each fruit requires ten low-grade crystal stones. For low-stage cultivators focusing on physical cultivation techniques, it can enhance their cultivation. Of course, for a senior like you, it would be rather laughable, but the taste is quite good, and I wonder if it suits your palate."

"Qilin Fruit?"

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as he picked up the dark red fruit in front of him. His eyes were slightly squinted, but he didn't see anything special.

However, the name of this fruit caught his attention.

The Qilin was one of the few true spirits in this world, and its power compared to Phoenixes or True Dragons was only slightly inferior.

"Could the name 'Qilin' have something to do with that legendary divine beast?"

"This… I'm not sure. But it's probably just a coincidence; otherwise, such a spiritual fruit wouldn't be so cheap, and it would only benefit low-stage cultivators," Dongfang Mingyu said with a smile.

Lin Xuan nodded but didn't delve deeper. Instead, he placed the Qilin Fruit in his mouth and took a bite. The taste was rich and satisfying.

"Not bad, not bad."

"Senior, if you like it, please eat more. When we leave, I'll have one of the maids pack some for you."

"I don't need that. I came here to discuss business, and these trivial matters can wait."

"Haha, perhaps I was presumptuous," Dongfang Mingyu combed her hair, looking relaxed: "May I ask what kind of business senior wishes to engage in? Are you looking to purchase existing treasures or do you have materials for us to tailor something special for you? Our Precious Pavilion is renowned not only in the Red Leaf Sea but also across thousands of miles. We recently acquired a batch of ancient treasures; are you interested?"

"Ancient treasures?"

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up before he shook his head. While spirit realm treasures were undoubtedly superior to those from the mortal world, such items on display weren't likely to be top-grade goods. Even if he wanted to buy them, he would go to secret markets for auctions; waiting here was a waste of time.

"Thank you for your kind offer, but I came here neither to purchase magical tools nor to refine anything."

"What then?"

Dongfang Mingyu's eyes showed surprise.

Lin Xuan didn't elaborate. Instead, he waved his sleeve and a shield the size of a palm appeared before him.

Despite its loss of spirit energy and damaged surface, this was no ordinary item. Dongfang Mingyu's expression turned serious.

"Senior, can you repair this?"

Lin Xuan picked up another Qilin Fruit and said indifferently.

The woman apologized as she carefully took the black dragon armor shield to examine it closely.

Though her cultivation was negligible, her eyes were sharp. Having dealt with magical treasures all her life, she had seen countless precious items. This damaged shield's uniqueness stood out to her.

"Senior has good fortune; where did you find such a treasure? Although somewhat broken, its quality and spirit energy are so high that even an old patriarch of the Separation stage would be delighted," she said with a gleam in her eyes as she exhaled.

"This item was found by chance. As for its origin… hehe…" Lin Xuan smiled without saying more, his expression full of amusement.

"I apologize; I asked something inappropriate. Please don't mind me." Dongfang Mingyu quickly realized that her previous words might have been presumptuous.

"Did the precious item you mentioned earlier have any chance of being repaired?" Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

"Repairing this item?" Dongfang Mingyu's gaze swept over the damaged black dragon armor shield: "It is not impossible, but it would require considerable effort and some materials. The cost will be quite high."

---
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"Price..."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a playful smile, but his heart was already filled with joy. Although he had learned some alchemy techniques during his time in the lower realm, if there were suitable tools at hand, he could repair this Black Dragon Shield himself. However, to be honest, Lin Xuan only had a superficial understanding of crafting techniques and far from mastered them.

Ordinary magical artifacts posed no problem for him to repair, but such high-quality treasures as the Black Dragon Shield might still have unforeseen issues.

Even if it was repaired, its power might suffer a significant loss.

But this shop was different. The other party specialized in this craft, and the craftsmanship of the craftsmen there would definitely be on par with or even surpass his own. If they couldn't handle the job, they wouldn't take it lightly.

As for the price?

Lin Xuan hadn't given it a second thought. Although he came from the lower realm as an immortal cultivator, he was never short of crystal stones.

"Friend, please speak your mind. As long as you can repair this item, I believe I have some assets," Lin Xuan said calmly after drinking a sip of clear tea.

"If that's what you say, then I won't be rude. Could the senior tell me how to repair it?" Dong Fang Mingyu's voice was incredibly pleasant.

"How should it be repaired? What do you mean by this?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but show some surprise on his face.

"Your treasure is suitable for a senior from the Separation and Union stage, but it has suffered severe damage. If we just repair it in a general way, it would only cost ten thousand middle-grade crystal stones, but that would inevitably reduce its power to about seventy percent," Dong Fang Mingyu explained.

Lin Xuan frowned at this. Seventy percent—what use was that? But he didn't press the matter further. Clearly, this woman wasn’t done yet and had more to say.

Sure enough, seeing Lin Xuan's composed expression, Dong Fang Mingyu secretly admired his demeanor. Such an air of confidence was indeed befitting a Core Formation stage senior... no, most ordinary Core Formation cultivators didn't have such cultivation skills.

Her thoughts turned as she regarded Lin Xuan with even more respect. Unfortunately, he was still a human immortal cultivator.

"Considering the quality of this item, I think it's a waste to repair it in such a way. If your finances are generous, you can choose special repairs. We will send this treasure to our main store where the most skilled craftsmen will handle it and add some rare materials," she said. "This way, its power can be fully restored, but it would take three months of work and the repair cost would increase by eight times."

"Eight times?"

Hearing her bold offer, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a mix of amusement and exasperation. Eight thousand middle-grade crystal stones—this was astronomical.

For an ordinary Core Formation cultivator, even if they sold everything they had, it might not be enough. But for him...

Although he felt some regret, Lin Xuan wasn’t a miser. Crystal stones were useless to hoard; the Black Dragon Shield, while not a divine treasure, couldn't be bought with money alone.

He understood his choice. "Alright, eight thousand is fine. However, you said it would fully restore its power. If you fail..."

"Don't worry," Dong Fang Mingyu assured him with a smile. "If anything goes wrong in the middle, this shop will offer tenfold compensation."

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but re-examine the shop before him. Its underlying strength was far more formidable than he had imagined.

Of course, that wasn’t his concern.

Dong Fang Mingyu then sent out a sound transmission talisman, and soon two graceful maids brought a tray with a red cloth covering it.

The red cloth was lifted to reveal something that looked like neither skin nor hide.

"This..." Lin Xuan’s face showed some surprise.

"This is a blood curse document. Have you never seen one before?" Dong Fang Mingyu's eyes were filled with curiosity.

Blood curse document?

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced. If it had been several hours ago, he would have been unsure, but during his casual browsing at the Thousand Volumes Hall, he had indeed come across a book mentioning such a thing.

The name seemed incredibly arcane, yet its function was not particularly special—more like a secular contract.

Of course, the materials required to craft it were quite valuable. Only for major deals would both parties sign such documents.

This was even more binding than a Heart Demon Oath; if violated, one would surely be struck by blood curses during their attempt to break through barriers.

Though he had never seen its full effect before, Lin Xuan didn’t say much.

He picked up the item without showing any emotion. The text on it was vividly red, like fresh blood, as if it could come alive at any moment.

Fortunately, with his extensive knowledge, such a minor trick was easily dismissed.

The strange text, though, he recognized—thanks to his love for reading and understanding over fifty ancient languages. If another ascended immortal had been here, they might not have this level of insight.

His spirit scanned the document to ensure there were no mistakes before he cut his finger and let a drop of blood enter the blood curse document.

Instantly, ghostly howls filled the air as red light surged. The vivid text truly came alive, transforming into eerie symbols that entered Lin Xuan’s body.

Dong Fang Mingyu performed the same action, and in just a few breaths, both parties had signed their agreement.

"This is obviously something from the Ghost Path. Normally, after the Asura King cleansed this realm of spirits, immortal cultivators should loathe ghostly things. Why...?" Lin Xuan was puzzled but didn’t ask any questions.

After the transaction, the atmosphere between them became even more amiable. Facing this woman similar to Qinxin, Lin Xuan’s expression softened. She seemed intent on making a good impression and, as a businesswoman, quickly warmed up to him in just an incense stick's worth of time.

However, Lin Xuan was still preparing to leave.

Even though she looked like Qinxin, there was no connection between them. He didn’t have the time to linger here.

Although he had become a Separation and Union stage cultivator at four hundred years old, the path of immortals was one of competing with heaven and fate; he couldn’t afford any complacency.

Dong Fang Mingyu tried to persuade him but saw that Lin Xuan was determined to go. She then had the maids prepare a bag of Qilin fruits for him. These were highly sought after by low-grade cultivators, but worth only a few crystal stones in the eyes of high-ranking ones. Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate.

Dong Fang Mingyu personally escorted Lin Xuan downstairs. Just as they left, a commotion and cries of pain and shock filled their ears, accompanied by a sound like something breaking.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm. He had experienced many storms to reach his current status, but Dong Fang Mingyu's face turned grim.

Was someone still alive enough to cause trouble in the Treasure Pavilion?
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However, this woman's demeanor clearly indicated that she was no ordinary cultivator at the Condensation Core stage. She quickly said with a calm expression: "I beg your pardon for the trouble. I must excuse myself now.peony, please see to it that you send off our esteemed guest."

The second part of her statement was directed at a beautiful maid who appeared to be around eighteen or nineteen years old and had an appealing appearance.

"No need,"

Lin Xuan shook his head and got up to walk down the stairs. The woman saw this and felt overjoyed, quickly accelerating her steps to walk alongside Lin Xuan. As they descended, the scene that greeted them left Lin Xuan momentarily speechless. The once elegant hall was now in disarray, with various pieces of furniture made from red wood scattered on the ground.

Two attendants had each lost an arm, and another young maid dressed in green had been decapitated; she no longer possessed any vital signs.

Lin Xuan initially thought they were dealing with ordinary troublemakers. Such incidents weren't uncommon in the marketplace, but he never expected it to escalate to murder.

Eastern Mingyu was taken aback for a moment before her face clouded over. However, as her gaze swept across the troublemaker, she couldn’t help but narrow her eyes. The troublemaker turned out to be an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator, and his presence was quite impressive.

At the entrance of Hundred Treasures Pavilion, there was a luxurious chariot parked, measuring several yards in length, made from unknown materials that were both exquisite and lightweight.

Numerous talismans were carved on either side of the carriage, indicating formidable defensive capabilities.

Additionally, twelve young women as beautiful as flowers stood by the troublemaker's sides. Though not all of them were considered breathtakingly gorgeous, their varied appearances still drew attention. Their dark hair was tied up, and they held objects resembling palace lanterns in their hands.

As the saying goes: "A person is judged by their attire; a Buddha by its golden adornment." Judging from this display, it was clear that these were not ordinary forces.

The troublemaker appeared to be around twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. He indeed seemed to be an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator in his fine robes and jade belt, with a golden crown on his head and a snow-white folding fan in hand, dressed like a nobleman from a distinguished family.

His appearance was not particularly handsome, but he exuded a certain charm. His prominent hooked nose made him seem gloomy, and it was clear that he wasn't someone to be trusted.

The shop had been destroyed, and even his servants had died before his eyes; Eastern Mingyu naturally felt extremely angry. However, she was not an impulsive woman.

As her gaze swept over the troublemaker, it finally settled on the carriage.

There was a small mark on the carriage—a strange creature with a tiger's head and snake's body, adorned with bird-like wings, which seemed peculiar.

"Mountain of Ten Thousand Beasts..." Eastern Mingyu murmured to herself, as if she had some reservations.

Her voice was so soft that it almost went unnoticed. However, Lin Xuan’s eyebrows twitched; he hadn’t heard of the Mountain of Ten Thousand Beasts before, but following her gaze and seeing the strange mark, a thoughtful expression appeared on his face.

If he remembered correctly, he had also seen this symbol on an ancient warship earlier that day.

By connecting these two symbols, their identities were no longer a secret.

"Originally, it is a friend from the Mountain of Ten Thousand Beasts," Eastern Mingyu said with a composed tone. "I apologize for not welcoming you properly. However, as our guest, you have killed one of my cultivators within this shop. How do you propose we settle this?"

Eastern Mingyu’s face alternated between red and white several times before she spoke again.

Lin Xuan nodded inwardly; her manner was impeccable, neither arrogant nor submissive.

However, the response from the nobleman in fine clothes left Lin Xuan speechless. He had been a cultivator for four hundred years, but such an incident was unprecedented.

In the face of Eastern Mingyu's challenge, he ignored it and closed his fan, tapping it lightly on his palm with a greedy expression on his face.

"Zzzt, I didn’t expect such a small shop to have such a beautiful woman. If you stay here, it’s like wasting a precious gem. Why don't you follow me? I’ll make sure you live in luxury."

"Cough, cough."

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but cough lightly. Was this guy an idiot?

If not for his confidence in his spiritual consciousness, Lin Xuan would have doubted the authenticity of the cultivator’s power.

Logically speaking, a Core Formation stage cultivator should be someone who had weathered countless storms and trials. How could he act so foolishly as if he were a novice?

Such a situation was unheard of on the mortal world.

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan pondered for a moment and gradually understood.

This was the Spirit Realm, where he hadn’t seen any high-ranking cultivators yet, but that didn't mean such individuals didn't exist. The circumstances here were vastly different from those in the mortal world.

On the mortal world, even if you were born into a powerful family like Heavenly Sea Pavilion or Pine Wind Academy, and had exceptional talent without experiencing countless trials and tribulations, it was impossible to form a Core. Mortal resources were scarce compared to the number of cultivators, making it a clear case of too many people for too little food. Even with outstanding abilities and being a direct disciple of an Elder, the sect couldn't freely supply various elixirs and crystals.

Thus, every Core Formation stage cultivator on the mortal world was a seasoned veteran, impossible to find someone as foolish as this guy.

However, in the Spirit Realm, resources were much more abundant. If he truly belonged to a powerful core disciple who pleased his ancestor, he might have been supplied with resources freely and could become a Core Formation cultivator without venturing out.

There were even rumors that some superpowers could cultivate Separation Stage elders within their walls.

Of course, this was just hearsay, and its authenticity needed to be judged by the listener.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan had figured out the situation. The guy claimed to be a young island lord, likely one who had been cultivated through closed-door methods.

His Core Formation stage cultivation wasn’t low, but without the trials of battle, he was merely a greenhorn.

Not worth mentioning!

Even if it were him, Lin Xuan wouldn't place much importance on the island lord behind him. Mortal realm cultivators with Separation Stage power far outmatched local Spirit Realm cultivators in combat capabilities. Moreover, this person wasn’t an ordinary cultivator.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan didn’t rush to leave but instead watched how events would unfold.

Eastern Mingyu was a shrewd woman, but she never expected to encounter such a peculiar individual. Hearing his teasing remarks, her face flushed with anger and embarrassment.

However, this expression added a hint of ferocity that caught the young island lord's attention: "Zzzt, indeed a beautiful lady. Will you follow me and enjoy luxury?"
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Meeting such a brash character, Dongfang Mingyu felt both ashamed and angry. Around them, a circle of spectators had gathered to watch the spectacle.

"Sir, you are mistaken. I have never met you before, so please speak with respect. Even though Master Beast尊者 is feared throughout the land, your feet now stand on Red Leaf Island's territory. Our Precious Treasure Pavilion has been trading here for years and pays sufficient crystal stones in tribute. If you cause trouble here, do not be afraid..."

"Fear? Haha."

Before Dongfang Mingyu could finish her sentence, the white-robed young master interrupted with a boisterous laugh: "What does paying tributes matter? Do you really think Red Leaf Island would protect such a small shop of yours? Lady Shi is too naive. Not only has Old Dry Wood perished, but even if he were still alive, his strength could never compare to that of my ancestor. Don't say it's just your little shop; the Red Leaf Fairy herself..."

The young master's words had barely finished when the faces of those around him turned pale. The saying "the dragon cannot suppress the snake in its own territory" rang true. Standing on Red Leaf Island’s land, he was openly insulting the island’s ruler...

Some fearful cultivators quietly dispersed.

There was no point in watching; if they got caught up in this, it would be truly unjust.

These seasoned veterans knew which side to take.

However, some more shrewd individuals had their own thoughts.

Everyone knew that Beast Island was the closest power to Red Leaf Sea. While not exactly harmonious, due to their similar strength, they managed to coexist peacefully.

But now with Old Dry Wood’s demise, this balance had shifted.

They heard that the Red Leaf Fairy possessed excellent potential, but it was too late for her; she was still young and inexperienced as an island ruler, which made it hard for her to gain respect. Thankfully, Old Dry Wood treated his subordinates kindly in life, so even in a cutthroat world like theirs, there could be loyalty.

With the support of old loyalists, the Red Leaf Fairy reluctantly took over the family business. But with internal strife resolved, external threats were brewing.

The might of that ancient warship was clear to all; it would be foolish to believe Beast Island had no ambitions on Red Leaf Sea.

Recent rumors suggested that Supreme Longevity尊者 not only survived his second元气劫 but also had profound blessings during the ordeal. He broke through a long-standing bottleneck and successfully entered the late-stage Separation stage.

With such power, he was indeed a dominant force. While stories of Core Formation期 cultivators were common in taverns, few had actually seen one. Late-stage Separation was already unattainable for most cultivators.

Beast Island’s ambitions were clear; it had recently annexed several small islands ruled by Core Formation期 masters.

Even these minor forces added to Beast Island's strength. Could the other party have targeted Red Leaf Island...

The winds of change were brewing, and those shrewd cultivators left with pale faces.

Only a few curious cultivators remained, but their expressions toward the arrogant young master were filled with disgust.

Yet this brat seemed oblivious or even enjoyed it. Others feared him as they would a tiger; wasn't that proof of his power?

A sound of a fan opening snapped him out of his reverie: "Lady, why stay in such a small shop when you can follow me to Beast Island? Just do everything I say, and I promise to help you form your Core."

This offer was tempting. Becoming a Core Formation期 cultivator was no easy feat even in the Spirit Realm.

The path of immortals was fraught with difficulties; lower-stage cultivators were the most numerous, just as it was on Earth. The only difference lay in their proportions.

At least those twelve handmaiden servants, holding lanterns, showed envy at his words.

Their looks towards Dongfang Mingyu were filled with jealousy. This wasn't surprising; while Spirit Realm women generally had better appearances than ordinary humans, few could see such beauty as Dongfang Mingyu’s.

But Dongfang only felt disgust. As the saying went, even a clay figure had three true fires. She was no ordinary cultivator and had never endured such treatment before.

Yet she couldn't react; otherwise, it would harm her father's interests.

Fortunately, this woman was cunning, and her cultivation skills impressed Lin Xuan as well.

A glint appeared in his eyes, but he forcefully suppressed his anger: "Sir, please be cautious. Words should not be spoken recklessly. Do you really think Red Leaf Island has no one?"

"Hmph, even if I bully someone, what of it? Indeed, I broke the坊市rules by killing and looting, but have you seen any patrol cultivators? With Old Dry Wood gone, a mere woman can't do much..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had seen many things in his travels, but such arrogance was new to him.

It was enlightening; an actual Core Formation期 cultivator acting like a fool.

However, his words weren’t entirely without merit. The faces of the surrounding spectators turned pale as they whispered among themselves.

"His words aren't wrong; it’s been a while since the patrol cultivators arrived."

"Could Red Leaf Fairy be afraid?"

"Hmph, as an island ruler, she collects our crystal stones every year but acts like a coward when faced with trouble. Is that right?"

"Indeed, there's no protection here. I'll close my shop tomorrow and move to another sea."

"I agree; we share the same thoughts. Let’s travel together."

Various whispers filled the air as the young master became more smug: "How about it, lady? Do you have a decision? Follow me and enjoy all the luxuries of life."

"You shall not!"

Dongfang Mingyu's face showed both shock and anger; her composure finally wavered. She looked down on the man before her but knew his Core Formation status was formidable compared to her mere Condensation Stage abilities.
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The gap was clear, and it couldn't be bridged by mere wit.

"Refusing a toast only to drink the punishment cup—this young master originally didn’t want to waste resources, but since you don’t know your place, I’ll have no choice but to push my luck. Guards, bind her and take her back."

The young master of the White Robe Pavilion snapped his fan shut with a loud snap, his face showing anger. His patience had run out; now that they were being disrespectful, he would only have to act.

Instantly, the area fell silent.

Although the cultivation world was no stranger to bloodshed and violence, killing for treasure or forcibly taking female cultivators ascauldron tripod furnace wasn’t uncommon. But in broad daylight, such a scene was too unbelievable.

Their actions were akin to slapping Fairy Red Leaf’s face.

"Yes!"

The women carrying lanterns obeyed their lord's command without hesitation, advancing towards the girl.

"If you’re wise, it would be best to submit and follow our young master. We are all family here; we’ll take good care of you."

The twelve maidservants paled as they stumbled backward.

The young man in fine robes was taken aback, his face turning dark with anger.

"Who the hell do you think you are, coming to meddle in my affairs?" He spoke arrogantly and provocatively.

Lin Xuan smiled. A mere mid-stage Immortal Foundation cultivator—how could he not know that he was already halfway to hell?

"Get lost!"

He paid no attention to this trash, his expression as cold as a stone.

"What?"

The young man in fine robes was furious. As the direct heir of the Beast Island, his status here was unparalleled. When had anyone ever treated him with such disrespect!

His face turned a deep shade of liver-colored in an instant.

Even Dong Fang Mingyu was shocked; her expression showed disbelief as she looked at Lin Xuan. She had expected him to help but never imagined he would be so arrogant, treating Beast Island as if it didn’t exist.

What sort of person is this?

"Die!"

The young man shouted angrily, extending his right hand and revealing an epiphany symbol in his palm.

It resembled a whip, emitting light that transformed into a fierce tiger.

"A beast token? No, it’s similar to those on the mortal world but has many differences."

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as people around him gasped.

"This is the Beast Token, a treasure from Master Eternal Life’s glory days."

"It’s said that there are over a hundred souls sealed within. When they all emerge, even formidable enemies will retreat,"

"Ha! A mid-stage Immortal Foundation cultivator trying to save a damsel in distress? Although Dong Fang Mingyu is indeed beautiful, as a cultivator, I seek immortality. Making enemies with Beast Island for one woman is too foolish."

"Indeed, this guy is clearly out of his mind."

Laughter and mockery filled the air. Everyone hated the young man's arrogance but no one had faith in Lin Xuan.

After all, he was only an early-stage Immortal Foundation cultivator; his cultivation level was lower than the other’s. Alone and without support, how could he compare to Beast Island’s young master?

The beauty of a woman certainly tugs at the heartstrings, but not everyone can perform heroic deeds. One might end up losing more than they gain.

Despite the cold remarks from the cultivators around him, Lin Xuan remained calm as he moved swiftly towards the young man in fine robes.

His movements were like flowing clouds and water, incredibly fast.

Even though Nine Heavens Feather Dance was a deep cultivation technique, it far surpassed instantaneous teleportation. With his true level being Separation Realm, even using only early-stage Immortal Foundation power, his control over spiritual energy was beyond that of an actual early-stage cultivator.

The young man in fine robes, however, was just a puppet created by Master Eternal Life’s resources. His cultivation wasn’t weak but lacked substance; the Beast Token hadn't been fully mastered yet, and Lin Xuan had already approached him.

"Ahh!"

The young master's face paled as he had little experience with combat. He was so scared that he didn’t know what to do.

Lin Xuan hesitated too, having never encountered such a foolish and useless early-stage Immortal Foundation cultivator in his life.

This chance encounter allowed him to broaden his horizons.

Such a weakling didn't even deserve his attention; he merely flicked out his fist, sending a loud crack as it struck the young man’s nose.

Lin Xuan had practiced Nine Heavens Feather Dance, making his body incredibly resilient. Although not as tough as a peer-level monster, among humans, it was formidable to an unimaginable degree.

The young man in fine robes, accustomed to luxury, felt stars spinning before his eyes; his nose was shattered and he screamed in pain.

"Useless trash—what’s the point of your arrogance?"

Lin Xuan didn’t harbor any murderous intent but still had no intention of letting him off easily. He spread his fingers into a palm and kept hitting the young man's face, so fast it seemed like lightning.

After several hundred slaps, the once elegant young man’s cheeks were swollen like a pig’s head.

Then Lin Xuan kicked him in the chest, sending him to the ground. As an afterthought, he snatched the Beast Token from his hand.

He wasn’t interested in the treasure but found it intriguing; it seemed more complex than a beast soul token and had some research value.

The entire process took only a few breaths, leaving the cultivators around dumbstruck. They couldn’t believe that such an arrogant young master was so weak, nor could they fathom how an early-stage Immortal Foundation battle resembled street brawls.

No flashy spells or powerful treasures were used; the Beast Token remained unused.

If not for witnessing it firsthand, no one would have believed this absurdity.

"Young Master!"

The maidservants were shocked. Master Eternal Life was cruel but adored his direct heir, investing countless medicinal pills and crystals to elevate him to early-stage Immortal Foundation. If anything happened to the young master, they couldn’t imagine the consequences—each of them would be subjected to soul extraction.

But facing an early-stage Immortal Foundation cultivator, even the young master was defeated in a single exchange; what could mere condensation and foundation realm cultivators do?

Fortunately, Lin Xuan, though ruthless, felt no killing intent towards such a weakling. With his current strength, he wasn’t afraid of any retaliation from Master Eternal Life.

Thus, after being beaten into a pig’s head, the young master was lucky to survive.

Lin Xuan was surprised; winning this battle had been so easy. Even as Separation Realm, using only early-stage Immortal Foundation power, facing an mid-stage cultivator, he would likely have struggled without powerful treasures.

This young master's ineptitude was unparalleled—Lin Xuan recalled the fraudster in the mortal world’s Xu Xi Clan who tried to deceive people with his fake immortality. Both had successfully condensed their immortal cores but seemed less formidable than even average Golden Core cultivators.
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"Get lost!"

Facing such a nuisance, Lin Xuan couldn't muster any killing intent. Such a pitiful cultivator—was he really afraid of retaliation? He spoke coldly.

The young nobleman was both shocked and angry, his eyes filled with venomous hatred, but fear was more prominent. Although this fellow was accustomed to being arrogant and domineering, he wasn’t stupid enough to ignore the danger. The "evil thug" in front of him clearly couldn't be provoked.

A gentleman seeks revenge ten years hence; I will report this matter to the senior ancestor and deal with him properly later. Can a temple run away from a monk?

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, the young nobleman groaned as he got up from the ground.

Supported by two maids, he slunk into the carriage.

He didn’t dare say much. A flash of spiritual light transformed into a streak of lightning and flew out to the outskirts of the market district.

This outcome was beyond what all cultivators had anticipated. Their gazes turned exceptionally lively as they looked at Lin Xuan.

They were filled with awe and admiration, but also with malicious glee: "... That young island master is indeed a pretentious figure. But Master Immortal Thousand Years has been renowned for over a thousand years. His character is extremely violent. A mere Core Formation cultivator dares to provoke the sovereign of a toad—doesn't that amount to suicide?"

Perhaps fearing retribution, those watching quickly dispersed.

"Thank you, Senior, for your righteous assistance; otherwise, I would have truly gotten into trouble today," Dong Fang Mingyu bowed gracefully, her face filled with gratitude.

"It's nothing. Fellow cultivator, there’s no need for such courtesy. Please allow me to take care of repairing the Black Iron Dragon Scale Shield," Lin Xuan waved his hand nonchalantly.

"Alright, I have other matters to attend to today. I’ll bid you farewell."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the distant sky.

He hurried away not out of fear of retaliation but because all tasks were completed. Any further delay would be meaningless.

As Lin Xuan’s figure receded in the distance, Ji Fang Mingyu's gaze flickered. A mysterious hue seemed to shimmer at the depths of her eyes.

She stood by the door for a few moments before slowly returning to the shop.

The grand hall was still in disarray, but the servants were already tidying up. The bloody corpse had been carried out by two people.

Dong Fang Mingyu sighed and moved gracefully towards the second floor. Climbing the stairs, she didn’t linger in the main hall but entered a private room.

Inside, the decor was simple yet elegant, with a landscape mural hanging on the wall.

The scent of sandalwood permeated the air, making the entire room appear extremely refined. There was nothing amiss. Dong Fang Mingyu hesitated for a moment before approaching the mural.

She extended her slender and delicate fingers and gently traced it. Then she opened her lips to whisper an ancient incantation that sounded both mysterious and primitive.

After completing the incantation, her finger pointed forward with a command: "Hurry!"

The tip of her finger had been cut at some point, and a drop of blood seeped out, forming a tiny red bead. It shot into the mural with a whoosh.

Whoosh...

It was as if a calm lake surface had been disturbed by a stone, causing ripples to spread outward. The scenery in the mural twisted and flickered, transforming from mere ink splashes to something more real.

If any other cultivator were present, they would be shocked.

For this item was none other than the famous Momentary Scroll.

Momentary, even among the myriad cosmic laws, is a highly advanced one, closely related to spatial law. Even in the spirit realm, few could master it and lived for countless years as formidable old monsters.

The Momentary Scroll was an actual application of spatial law, sealing vast landscapes and mountains within a single painting.

With Dong Fang Mingyu’s drop of blood entering, white mist suddenly rose, enveloping the young woman's body. When the fog dissipated, she had vanished.

At this moment, Dong Fang Mingyu had arrived in the Momentary Scroll.

Of course, there were no towering mountains or lakes here; such a grade of scroll wasn’t something they could obtain.

Those landscapes were merely cover. The true Momentary Scroll was actually a tiny cave dwelling.

Though the size was only one-third that of this private room and extremely simple, it was still a valuable object. The Momentary Scroll’s rank was already set in stone.

Inside the stone cave, there wasn’t just Dong Fang Mingyu; another woman in black robes was also present. She seemed to be around twenty years old, her face obscured by a silk handkerchief.

Despite this, she was no ordinary cultivator—she was at the late Separation Formation stage.

The most striking feature was that she was from the sea tribe, with some distinct characteristics that set her apart from humans. It was the same woman who had appeared on the Xuan Turtle puppet; for unknown reasons, she had appeared here and moved about secretly.

"Princess."

Seeing Dong Fang Mingyu, this woman’s eyes lit up with joy as she bowed.

"Why did you come here, Auntie Xiao?"

Dong Fang Mingyu hurriedly raised her hand to stop her, looking surprised.

"The main ruler is concerned about your safety and sent me to protect you."

"Father's intention?"

"Yes. Princess, I know that since Master True Man Mu Luo left, Lady Red Leaf, though she succeeded as the island master, hasn't reached Separation Formation, so it’s hard for her to gain everyone’s trust. Internal strife is one thing, but the Venerable Beast Sovereign has ambitious plans. The main ruler didn’t care much about such a small faction of humans, but now that our plans are linked with the Red Leaf Sea, things have changed. According to my suggestion, your precious body shouldn't be exposed in public. It would be better for you to return to the Underwater Fairy City; I will handle this matter," although her face was obscured, her voice was extremely pleasant, suggesting she was undoubtedly a beauty.

"Thank you for Auntie Xiao’s kindness, but I can’t leave here."

"Why?"

"Minyu, we aren't competing. I know Father has many talents at his disposal, and my rank is only Condensation Core. But this matter requires stealth rather than high cultivation. The Red Leaf Island may not be worth mentioning, nor does the Venerable Beast Sovereign concern Father. However, if news leaks out, humans won’t let it go easily. Given Father’s status, how could the sea tribe ignore us? A misstep could lead to a conflict between two tribes, causing bloodshed and corpses everywhere, and the demons would gain an advantage."

"Princess has a valid point," Auntie Xiao sighed. "Compared to the frivolous Qi Princess who only knows mischief, you’ve had it tough."
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Chapter 1547: A Well-Planned Scheme
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"Princess Qi? Could my little sister have done something foolish or caused a big trouble?"

Eastern Mingyu's face showed concern as she listened. Although her personality was vastly different from her younger sister's, their relationship was very close due to their familial bond.

As the eldest sister, she naturally took good care of her sister, especially since their mother had passed away early on.

"Princess Qi has a promising talent but is too lively and can't bear loneliness. This is harmful for cultivators. Recently, she secretly left the Undersea Fairy City without permission, and I don’t know how to handle it. Please give me some advice."

Eastern Mingyu spoke with a slight smile, revealing her outstanding looks and intelligence that made even the famous Beast Master covet her.

The Beast Master was much older than her by three thousand seven hundred years, making his intentions all too obvious.

In the hall were over ten other middle-aged cultivators in the late-stage Immortal Realm. One of them, dressed in black robes with a square face and simple nature, spoke up.

"大小姐，万兽尊者野心勃勃。老岛主在世时就曾打过我们红叶岛的主意，但没有成功。这次卷土重来，肯定是志在必得，并且他心中所盘算的十有八九是一箭双雕之策。”

Co Ru, a middle-aged cultivator in the late-stage Immortal Realm and a close confidant of her grandfather, added.

"大小姐，请详细说说这个一箭双雕之计。"

Eastern Mingyu's expression remained calm as she listened. Despite his lower rank, Co Ru was highly trusted by her grandfather and was like a father to her.

"万兽尊者打的是江山美人皆不放过的主意，表面上只是想娶您为妻，对红叶岛的野心只字未提。但一旦您真的下嫁，这红叶岛还能逃出他的手掌心吗？”

Co Ruo, who was clearly upset by the suggestion, retorted.

"吴长老此言差矣，这次对我们来说未必不是一个契机……"

Before Wuling could finish his sentence, another red-haired elder with a large scar on his face, resembling a scorpion, interjected with a sly smile.

"Wuling, what do you mean? This situation is not an opportunity for our island," Co Ru frowned and glared at the red-haired elder, showing no concern over offending a late-stage Immortal Realm cultivator.

"Co Ruo, why are you in such a hurry? Let Wuling explain.大小姐，请听吴长老分析。"

Eastern Mingyu's voice echoed through the hall, trying to ease her confidant’s embarrassment.

"Sure."

Co Ru bowed respectfully and stepped back, still glaring at the red-haired elder.

Wuling ignored him as if he didn't exist. A mere brute who had reached the Immortal Realm—what did it matter? Such a simple-minded, physically strong but mentally weak creature could be easily squashed like an insect. He sneered with satisfaction before continuing his speech.

"大小姐，请明鉴，老臣并无二意，只是为红叶岛打算。"

Eastern Mingyu was extremely displeased but maintained her composure as she listened to Wuling's explanation, knowing that as the island’s leader, she had no choice but to endure such pretense.

In this world, one must be strong to survive in the Immortal Realm after their grandfather passed away and left them exposed.

"大小姐明事理，老夫确实为本岛考虑。即使没有万兽尊者，其他势力也不会善罢甘休的。毕竟没有离合修士震慑，红叶岛想要生存是很难的。现在唯一的办法就是依附一个强大的势力。”

Eastern Mingyu's expression darkened as she heard Wuling’s words.

"吴长老，你这话什么意思？难道是要我嫁给万兽那老家伙吗？"

Co Ru snarled, his patience wearing thin.

"大小姐何必动怒，其实这不失为一条良策……"

Wuling smiled sarcastically.

"A good strategy, Wuling. You are betraying your master for personal gain. Haven't you forgotten that if not for the old island master, you would have perished long ago? How can you push the size of the girl into a fire pit while thinking about yourself?"

"大小姐，你不懂就不要在这里胡说八道。三千七百多岁的差距又如何？难道你忘了我们的身份吗？我们是修仙者，年龄的差距算什么。那万兽尊者刚刚渡劫成功，至少还有两千年的寿元可活。而我家小姐，虽然只有四百岁，但她如果不能晋级离合，她的寿命可能比别人短。吴长老的话虽丑但理端，请问你的提议有什么不妥？大小姐嫁给万兽尊者又有什么不般配了？” Wuling's words were slick, but they held a certain logic.

The room fell silent as everyone pondered his words.
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"I..."

"Shut up, you. If you don't understand, don't blabber here. Your Guolengzi is as dumb as a rock; how could he come up with any good ideas?"

Wu Elder sneered. "That's right. I can't argue with your Guo, but my loyalty to the miss is clear under heaven and earth. Unlike you, who always thinks of yourself first. You want to find a new master before the old island lord's remains are cold? That makes sense. Even if they're well-matched, what does it matter? That Master Beast of Ten Thousand Beasts is greedy for women; he has hundreds of concubines and even abducted female cultivators as cauldrons. Pushing such an old lecher to marry theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth) would be like pushing her into a fiery pit."

"Ridiculous!"

Facing Guo Ru's challenge, Wu Elder showed disdain.

"A man with three or four wives is perfectly normal, especially for the lord of an island."

"What about hundreds of concubines? Many strongmen in the region have more than I do. Men are men; as cultivators, it’s not strange to take on multiple wives."

"As for cauldrons, none of us here haven't done similar things. Dual cultivation can help break through barriers. This has nothing to do with theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth)'s marriage. Even if Master Beast is ten times more arrogant, he would treat her like a partner and not just as a concubine or cauldron."

"You..."

Guo Ru was furious but couldn’t find words to refute him. In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest applied, and Master Beast’s actions were not entirely unreasonable; they just weren't well-liked.

"Even if you're right, after marrying theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth), won't he leave us alone? The hard work our old lord put into building this foundation will be for naught."

"That's why I say you Guolengzi are a fool. I've exhausted all my efforts to come up with this strategy of arranged marriage," Wu Elder said passionately.

Guo Ru stared in disbelief at Wu Elder. Although the other’s argument was flawless, he understood Wu’s true intentions—while it seemed reasonable on the surface, it was all about self-interest.

Initially reluctant when theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth) took over, Guo Ru owed much to An Elder's support. Now, why was he silent?

Guo Ru's gaze fell on An Elder. He saw him with his eyes closed, looking calm and composed.

The more surprised he became, but now wasn't the time to ask questions. First, refute Wu’s twisted logic.

"You say luring a wolf into our den and pushing theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth) into a fiery pit is for protecting the old lord's foundation? Wu Ziming, fairness lies in people's hearts; no matter how eloquent you are, you can’t easily confuse right from wrong."

"Guolengzi, your stupidity doesn't mean others share it. This strategy took me much effort to come up with."

"That’s true. Your analysis had some merit. Master Beast proposing marriage was just trying to capture both the江山 (empire, realm, or more literally, river mountains)and thebeautiful woman. But I have my own plan. If he wants to marry her, we can leverage this by setting conditions."

"Exploit"

"That's right. I analyzed it earlier; even without Master Beast, other forces wouldn't leave us alone. Once she marries him, we can use his name to intimidate others," Wu Ziming said.

"What kind of strategy is that? TheMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth) will still fall into Master Beast’s hands."

Hmph, don’t worry, old man hasn't finished yet. This is just the first step. If he wants to marry her, we can set a condition: any future son born by theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth) must bear our island's surname. That way, the Guolengzi lineage will continue. Think about it; even with Master Beast’s many concubines, their status and power cannot compare to ours. Mother is more important than daughter. With the support of theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth) and us old officials, future masters won't struggle for the position. Once Master Beast falls, our young master would be well-prepared. He carries the surname of the old lord; not only will the Guolengzi island fall into our hands, but so will other assets of Master Beast."

"Brothers, do I seem to have spared no effort in considering the interests of the Guolengzi island? Unlike that Guolengzi, relying on brute force is like throwing a rock at a stone. Don’t you see the disparity in strength; even a thumb from Master Beast could crush you like an ant."

"Correct, if this plan is executed carefully, our Guolengzi island will not only survive but also gain significant power," Wu Elder said.

"Mm, I agree. This strategy does make sense. It's the only way to resolve the current crisis."

The murmurs of agreement spread among the elders and supporters. Even those neutral elders found this plan feasible. After all, facing such a disparity in strength, they had no chance against Master Beast Island. Wu Elder’s proposal offered hope.

"You... you..."

Guo Ru was both shocked and angry but couldn’t find words to refute him. He wasn't naturally eloquent, and Wu's argument seemed reasonable on the surface. Despite this, he knew it was wrong and beads of sweat formed on his forehead in desperation.

Wu Elder’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. Such a foolish man didn’t deserve to fight against him; he was simply reckless. He glanced disdainfully at Guo Ru before turning to bow deeply.

"Subordinate understands that the plan is unfair to theMiss (referring to a young lady of noble birth), but our old lord worked hard to build this foundation. Subordinate can't bear to see it destroyed. If you follow my advice, although there will be temporary hardships, your future is bright."

Before his words finished, he signaled a bald man beside him.

This was Iron胆 (gallbladder, also can mean courage or daring in certain contexts)Elder, an advanced-stageYuan Yin (a term from Chinese mythology and cultivation literature, often referring to a spiritual embryo) cultivator and one of Wu Elder's closest allies. With the leader’s nod, he stepped forward and began to speak passionately: "Miss (referring to a young lady of noble birth), if you want to achieve great things, you must endure some hardships. In fact, Master Beast isn’t a bad match for you; he could be a good husband."
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, Good match? Irongallbladder, you're spouting nonsense with some reliability!" Guo Ru was extremely angry. However, he alone wasn't entirely without strength.

Hmph, what does "spouting nonsense" mean? As a cultivator, I sit in meditation and struggle through the blood and gore for one reason: immortality. Miss Yan's talent is indeed good, but how difficult is it to advance from the Separation Stage to the Union Stage, Zhao Lungzi? Without the old island master's guidance, even with her talent, whether she can advance remains uncertain. If she marries the Beast Sovereign, he is at the late Separation Stage and would take care of her. Wouldn't that increase her chances of advancement greatly? What kind of good match could this be…?"

Wu Ziming truly was a master of turning black into white. He managed to make the dark seem bright.

"Miss Yan, your loyal minister is sincere in his heart and eyes, please consider carefully…" Wu Ziming clasped his fists and bowed, then knelt with a thud.

"This…"

After a round of debate, Fairy Red Leaf was getting a headache. Although her talent was good, she was still young and inexperienced. Previously, any difficult problems were handled by her grandfather. Now that the Elder Immortal has passed on, she had to consider carefully for the safety of Red Leaf Island.

"From long-term planning, but what about the Beast Sovereign…"

"Hmph, although the Beast Sovereign is arrogant and domineering, his strength does surpass ours," said An Zhenyuan. "But Red Leaf Island isn't a soft fruit that can be easily crushed. If he tries to force us, both sides will suffer. They may take over our island, but we have the advantage of timing, location, and support from the people. Their losses will be severe. So, unless absolutely necessary, the Beast Sovereign won't push hard. We can stall for a while without any issues. Even if Wu's analysis is correct, this does concern your lifelong happiness…" An Zhenyuan's voice was as heavy as a swollen ear, sounding extremely stern.

"Friend, you misunderstand; I have no such intentions."

Wu Ziming sighed and cursed inwardly. This old fool was indeed hard to deal with, but he knew that pressing too hard on the matter would make the other party suspicious.

Thinking of this, a fake smile appeared on his face: "Brother Wu is right; I was too focused. But I also consider Red Leaf Island's safety."

"Unscrupulous!"

Guo Ru widened his eyes in shame and disgust but ignored the blustering youth.

"Alright, everyone must be tired from today's discussion. Let's leave it for now and focus on Red Leaf Island's actions. We can discuss this again another day."

"Yes!"

As a top-ranking elder and an advanced-stage Immortal, An Zhenyuan's words carried weight. Fairy Red Leaf had no objections. The other advanced-stage cultivators bowed and left in succession.

Only Guo Ru was still uneasy. He worried about his miss's happiness and future: "Brother An, Wu Ziming is a smooth talker who only cares for himself. Don't be fooled by his flattering words."

"Guo Elder, we should all work together to support the young master. You shouldn't undermine your colleagues behind their backs. This time, I won't pursue it, but don't do it again next time."

To Guo Ru's surprise, An Zhenyuan listened to his words with a stern expression and harshly reprimanded him.

"What?"

Guo Ru was speechless. What had happened to Brother An?

However, An Zhenyuan's expression remained cold as he walked away.

This scene was witnessed by Wu Ziming and his accomplices in the city.

Three pairs of eyes first showed surprise before turning into great joy.

"Brother, what's wrong with Old Man An this time? Did he take some medicine or lose his mind? Previously, he and Guo Lungzi were like one nose. They always targeted us, but without him, Fairy Red Leaf would be nothing more than a young girl with no foundation to claim the position of island master," Irongallbladder Realized said with excitement in his eyes.

"Irongallbladder, you're not much better than Guo Lungzi. It's obvious that Old Man An was trying to use the young master as leverage before. The young master is still young and easy to control. But now, the Beast Sovereign has come knocking, and Red Leaf Island can't withstand it," a voice with a hint of sarcasm said. A beautiful woman in seductive attire spoke, her eyes full of charm.

"Second sister, your words are correct; my eyes are still sharp. Old Man An's performance today is indeed surprising. If I'm not mistaken, he has second thoughts," Wu Ziming nodded and said.

"How about it, Brother? You also think so, only Third Brother is a blockhead…" A smug look appeared on the woman's face as she spoke with alluring tones.

"Do you mean that Old Man An will also join forces with the Beast Sovereign?" Irongallbladder Realized still had some doubts.

"There's nothing strange about it. Birds of a feather flock together, and in times of crisis, everyone for themselves," said the woman. "Even your pillow partner has betrayed us. Don't you think Fairy Red Leaf is completely unrelated to Old Man An? As cultivators, do you really think anyone will stay loyal like that stone-headed Guo Ru?" She spoke slowly.

"Hmm, Second Sister's words are correct. But we can't be too careless. To gain favor from the Beast Sovereign and be used, we need to use Fairy Red Leaf as a token of our allegiance. However, we can't force her; we must deceive her into coming willingly," Wu Ziming said with a thoughtful expression on his face.

"Don't worry, Brother. By the way, earlier today…"

Regardless of the plot behind their backs, Fairy Red Leaf had returned to her chambers.

Her face was filled with concern.

Shortly after she was born, both her parents mysteriously disappeared during a treasure hunt. She was raised by her grandfather from a young age.

Although she lacked parental care, she lived like a princess, worry-free and carefree. Her grandfather doted on her immensely.

In just four hundred years, she advanced to the late-stage Immortal. With her beauty, she was considered a daughter of the heavens.

Her life was comfortable and easygoing until the Elder Immortal's passing left everything in ruins.

Without her grandfather's guidance, countless troubles besieged her. Although supported by An Zhenyuan and Guo Ru, she barely ascended to the position of island master. But Red Leaf knew she didn't deserve it.

Not only was her strength lacking, but she also couldn't manage the island well with its internal and external threats. She truly didn't know what to do now.

Wu Ziming had always targeted her, yet he showed an unusual level of enthusiasm this time. Fairy Red Leaf instinctively felt that his intentions were not good, but everything he said made sense.

She couldn't find a way to argue.

Besides Wu Ziming's idea, she didn't know how to resolve the current crisis.

The thought of marrying the Beast Sovereign was deeply unpleasant for Fairy Red Leaf.

Although Guo Ru was loyal, he was too straightforward and hardworking. He could not help her share the burden of worry. As for An Zhenyuan, his performance today seemed…

Before she could finish her thoughts, a slightly urgent knock on the door sounded. Fairy Red Leaf froze, her face changing dramatically as she realized she had been lost in thought. She hadn't noticed someone approaching within several meters. If they had ill intentions…

She was extremely nervous and anxious but quickly calmed down.

Releasing her divine sense, she frowned: "Uncle An, please come in. Pardon my lack of welcome."

"Before the words were out, this girl's delicate hand waved, and a creaking sound entered her ears as the door opened on its own."
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Before his eyes stood an elderly man with white hair and eyebrows, whose cultivation was astonishing. He was only a step away from the Separation and Union stage.

"Madam, I apologize for intruding."

"How can you say such things, please sit down quickly."

As she spoke, she rose to her feet and personally brewed him some fragrant tea. Her demeanor showed that while Red Leaf Fairy's abilities were not in question, her grace and bearing certainly stood out.

"I needn't rush, Madam. I came here with a secret to share." An Zhenyuan waved his hand, smiling warmly.

"Oh?"

Red Leaf Fairy listened intently as she took her seat.

"During today’s assembly, I remained silent while Wu Ziming acted arrogantly. In the end, he even tried to mediate. Do you have any grievances?" *…*

This elder was straightforward and showed no hesitation in speaking his mind. Red Leaf Fairy's expression froze: "Uncle An, you worry too much. My heart is clear; you've always treated me like your own child," *…*

"Madam, do you still harbor doubts about me? I merely play along?" There was a hint of disappointment on An Zhenyuan’s face.

"I...,"

Red Leaf Fairy hesitated before sighing deeply: "His words make sense, but for some reason, I feel chilled. I don't want to marry the Beast Sovereign; sometimes I think it would be better to abandon Red Leaf Island and become a wandering cultivator. Perhaps that way, I wouldn’t have so many worries," she said with a heart as dead as ashes.

"Madam, you mustn't lose hope."

An Zhenyuan’s face changed dramatically. He hadn’t expected Miss to harbor such thoughts: "Not only did my late island master work hard and endure countless hardships to establish Red Leaf Island, but giving it up so easily would be a betrayal of his spirit. He wouldn’t rest in peace," *…*

"Uncle An, I know what I must do; I don't want to be an unworthy descendant." Red Leaf Fairy sighed. If she hadn’t felt this way, why would she have struggled on?

"You should not lose heart and honor the memory of my late island master. This is only part of it. You were raised in luxury and know nothing about the hardships of a wandering cultivator. Without Red Leaf Island, what would we do? I don't mind; my lifespan is nearing its end, and without worries, I can be carefree. But you... at your prime with natural talent, if you become the island master, you won’t lack for elixirs or crystal stones. You could surely advance to the Separation and Union stage one day. Without Red Leaf Island, you would have to struggle as a wandering cultivator, making it impossible to reach that stage in this life. My late island master entrusted me with you; how can I face him in the afterlife?"

An Zhenyuan's words were sincere, clearly from his heart. Red Leaf Fairy sighed: "I was just saying; of course, I won't be an unworthy descendant. But now that the Beast Sovereign is pressing hard, and our island’s strength is insufficient, how can we resolve this crisis? Should we really follow Wu Ziming's plan and marry him?"

"Wu Ziming's words are not to be listened to. I said earlier that I feared being discovered; I was wary of him. He pretends to consider your interests but is actually a great villain in disguise. His goal is for you to serve as his stepping stone," *…*

"Uncle An, do you mean to say that Wu Ziming has betrayed the Beast Island?" Red Leaf Fairy’s expression changed, looking rather displeased.

"This...," An Zhenyuan hesitated: "I don’t have evidence, so I can't say for certain that he is a traitor. However, what happened in the West Market this morning is quite intriguing."

"The West Market?" Red Leaf Fairy looked puzzled; she had been too busy dealing with the Beast Sovereign to handle today's island affairs.

"Madam, you don’t know that when the Beast Sovereign met us at the mayor’s residence, his incompetent disciple...,"

"Incompetent disciple? You mean Wu Menghao?" Red Leaf Fairy said with a flash in her eyes.

"Hmph. Only he fits the description. The Beast Sovereign has many concubines but few descendants. Among them, only Wu Menghao is talented, while the others are said to lack even spirit roots."

"I’ve heard that...,"

Red Leaf Fairy nodded. In nature, there were rules; generally, stronger creatures had lower reproductive rates.

Humans gestated for ten months and could give birth.

Cultivators, even after coitus, had a low chance of pregnancy, which decreased with their cultivation stage.

It sounded absurd but conformed to natural laws. Otherwise, if powerful beings like phoenixes or true dragons produced many offspring, where would humans exist?

In his early years, the Beast Sovereign was focused on cultivation and only began enjoying life after reaching the Separation and Union stage. He had many concubines, but in a hundred years, he could be lucky to have one child, most of whom were weaklings without spirit roots.

Thus, when Wu Menghao, with his decent talents, was born, he was doted on, with countless elixirs and crystal stones poured into him. He rose to the Immortal Core stage through powerful resources.

Protected by his father, Wu Menghao had never faced danger and was arrogant and self-important. His name was well-known to Red Leaf Fairy; she despised this man who relied on his family’s legacy for evil deeds. Hearing about his actions, she frowned: "What did Wu Menghao do? Did he run wild in the West Market?"

"Ho ho, Madam, you underestimate this playboy. His actions are far more serious than mere mischief. He is greedy and lustful, and his cruelty surpasses that of his father. In the West Market, he openly murdered and looted, and when he saw the beautiful owner of the Hundred Treasures Building, he even tried to kidnap her," *…*
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"What's going on?"

Red Leaf Fairy was stunned, almost thinking she had heard wrong. Although she knew Wan Menghao was arrogant and domineering, she never imagined it would reach such an unbelievable extent...

Indeed, in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed, and抢夺女修作为鼎炉也毫不奇怪。这样的事情每天都在发生无数起，但……都是在暗地里。

青天白日之下，在繁华的坊市公然抢夺女子，这将他们红叶岛置于何地？

要知道，坊市中的店铺每年都需要缴纳供奉。

拿人钱财，替人消灾。那些坊市内的商铺也都受到他们红叶岛的庇护，在坊市中别说强抢女子，就连斗法也被严厉禁止。

"Could such a thing really happen? What happened in the end, did any patrol cultivators rush to stop it?"

"Stop?" Elder An's lips curled up, clearly showing a hint of mockery.

"There were quite a few cultivators watching at first, but from start to finish, no patrol cultivator was seen."

"Accursed! Such dereliction of duty. Doing this will surely disappoint those merchants and cause them to turn their backs on us. Once the people lose faith, our situation will be very unfavorable. Which fool is so cowardly that he fears for his life? I will thoroughly investigate him," Red Leaf Fairy panted heavily, clearly trying to suppress her anger.

"Grandfather treated him well; if not for Grandpa's help back then, he would have long gone mad." Red Leaf Fairy said with hatred.

"Hmph. This is nothing unusual. Such people are just like a parasite, expecting gratitude from their benefactor. He only thinks of his own interests. If there's any benefit, he won't hesitate to bite the hand that feeds him," Elder An's face was full of disdain. His words painted Wu Ziming's character vividly, but it was too late; the old island master had been so kind back then and didn't listen to his advice.

"Wanting to retaliate against me, this fairy won't be a pushover. Uncle An, let's gather people now and deal with them," Red Leaf Fairy raised her head. She was an outwardly gentle but inwardly strong personality; normally harmless like a rabbit, but once provoked, she would bite back.

"大小姐，冷静一点。现在动手时机还不成熟。”与年轻岛主相比，安真远显得老练极了。

“时机尚未成熟？”

“不错。我们手里根本没有吴子明一伙真正谋反的证据，这只是推测而已。对方狡诈，肯定会巧言辩驳。那时候，我们反而会理亏。况且吴子明并非孤家寡人，狐朋狗友众多，想要一举拿下他可不是一件容易的事。一旦内患不能以雷霆手段解决，万兽那边肯定干涉。如果那样，我们的形势反而不利。”

“安叔说的有道理。但侄女该怎么办？总不能等着吴子明一伙吃里爬外吧。何况这毒瘤不除……”红叶仙子轻皱眉头，有些苦恼地开口。

“小姐的难处老臣心里有数，但现在确实不宜轻举妄动。忍字头上一把刀，小姐必须等待转机。”

“转机？如今这种形势，不恶化已经是侥幸了，哪还有什么转机？”红叶仙子樱唇微启，脸上露出一丝悲观之意。

“嘿，这可不一定。大小姐，你知道城西坊市今天的结局吗？”安真远的脸上露出一丝诡秘的笑容。

“最后的结局？巡查甲士得了吴子明的授意，龟缩不出。其他店主客人难道还敢仗义相助？万兽尊者最疼爱他的宝贝儿子了，难道还有人不知死活去英雄救美吗？”红叶仙子表情有些疑惑，但也隐隐带着几分期待，毕竟安叔不会无的放矢。

“嘿嘿，按理说，我们修仙者无利不起早。但这一回，还真有人多管闲事。”安真远双目半开半阖，兴奋之情难以掩饰。他详细讲述了万兽岛少主抢美女不成却被打成猪头的过程，每一个细节都详尽到极处，仿佛亲眼目睹。

红叶仙子听了不由得又惊又喜，仔细想想觉得好笑至极。那 Wan Menghao 也是元婴中期的修仙者，居然被人打得像猪一样。

这件事对自己大有裨益，一来解气，二来多少也能挽回本岛的一些声誉。那人虽然是散修，但这种结局比被抢走强不知凡几。

“这位道友是谁？若能查清楚他的身份，本岛主一定好好感谢。”郁闷了一整天，总算听到一个好消息，红叶仙子眼中满是兴奋之意。

“只是相谢？”安长老微笑问道。

“那还能怎么样……”红叶仙子听了不由得有些奇怪。此人帮了大忙，但总不能把他供起来当祖先。

“难道就没有怀疑过他的来历？”

“来历？”

“不错。如果他是附近海域的修仙者，不论是散修还是宗门家族，按理说对于万兽尊者都不可能没有顾忌。但他却毫不犹豫出手了，何况区区一元婴初期的修士打万孟豪就像打傻瓜。对方境界远在他之上，大小姐不觉得奇怪吗？”

“此言有理。不过万孟豪只是纨绔子弟，虚张声势而已，实力微不足道，被第一阶修士打败也不足为奇。”红叶仙子如此说道。

“话虽没错，但整个过程太轻松了。老臣心中有些疑惑，于是派人仔细查了一下这位道友……”

“如何？”

红叶仙子脸上也露出好奇之色，当然，关切之情也有几分。

“不清楚。对方来历非常神秘，但数日前才来到我们红叶岛无疑，还租了一座洞府，似乎打算在附近常住。最稀奇的是他在坊市……”安真远心细如发，将林轩在坊市中的经历全部调查清楚，并娓娓道来。

“如何？大小姐有什么看法吗？”

“这……”红叶仙子以手支颌，脸上露出若有所思之色。

“安叔别卖关子。侄女见识浅薄，请你分析吧。”

“好，老夫若是所料不错，这位道友十有八九是飞升修士……”

“飞升修士？”红叶仙子大惊失色：“那他岂不是也是离合，在扮猪吃虎？”

“不错。大小姐细看他在坊市中的举动，确实令人怀疑，仿佛初到贵地……”安真远喝了一口香茗，将自己发现的疑点娓娓分析。

“安叔所言大有道理。这么说来，对方真是飞升修士。”红叶仙子深深呼吸，吐出一口胸中的浊气。

“不离十……”安真远肯定地说。

“那我们该怎么办？”

“飞升修士虽然也是离合，但关于他们的战力大小姐应该听过。那些家伙能够在资源贫乏的人界修炼到如此境界，资质、心性都不用说，更是经历过无数腥风血雨。论战力，几乎稳压我灵界的同阶修士。对方能扛过天劫，至少也是离合中期。以飞升修士的法力，就算硬拼后期的万兽尊者多半也不会落下风，十有八九还能压上一头。如果能得到此强援，眼前的危机不久就会迎刃而解。”安真远有些兴奋地说。

“话虽没错，但侄女怕前门驱狼后门迎虎。毕竟对方底细我们不清楚……”红叶仙子也有些心动，但顾虑同样不少。
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"Indeed, Miss, your concerns are valid. It all depends on the person's character. But to put it another way, even if he is not a good guy and merely someone who forgets righteousness for profit, we can still deal with him in a roundabout manner. We could use his services to counter the Beast Sovereign. Although he is at the Separation stage, he is alone, unfamiliar with our surroundings, and much easier to handle compared to the entire Beast Island. How could he possibly take over Red Leaf Island?"

Lin Xuan was unaware of these developments. He had taken great care to conceal his identity, but apparently, someone still managed to guess it correctly.

In ancient times, there were legends that a tiny butterfly flapping its wings could trigger a devastating storm thousands of miles away.

A casual act of assistance in the marketplace today might have involved flattening an intermediate-stage cultivator. Lin Xuan had no idea that this simple gesture would plunge him into a perilous situation.

The conflict between Red Leaf Island and Beast Island was just beginning.

Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling at the moment. He had spent almost the entire day in the market, but he still found it worthwhile. The Spirit Realm truly lived up to its reputation; resources here far surpassed those of the mortal world.

Lin Xuan did not immediately check his belongings or rush into cultivation. First, he went to his bedroom and slept soundly for a night. In the morning, after a bath, he came to the training hall with no urgency.

He had much to deal with. During his time on Penglai Mountain, he had acquired numerous treasures. While the relics of immortal sages were not discussed, other items were valuable indeed, and needed sorting.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he tapped his storage bag. A flash of light revealed three objects before him.

A small internalpill, about the size of a head, with an intense aura of qi.

Several dozen scales, larger than a palm, resembling those of a dragon, but even harder.

Additionally, there was a golden bone, only a foot long, radiating beautiful light.

These treasures were obtained when Lin Xuan and Mo'er jointly exterminated that ancient crocodile beast on Penglai Mountain. The internalpill and scales were valuable, but they might be found in the Spirit Realm's auctions as well.

But this spirit bone... Lin Xuan believed it was a rare item even in the Spirit Realm. Like the relics of Buddhist monks, only a few high-stage creatures could produce such bones, with an extremely low probability.

Spirit bones were hard to come by and invaluable for crafting. Even if they did not match divine treasures, the results would be close. They could also be stored within one's body for refinement.

The Wicked Sword of Magic was merely a broken spirit treasure yet had incredible power. This spirit bone would likely produce even more potent items.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan had not decided how to use it but knew it was a significant gain.

With his thoughts settled, he set the three treasures aside. Then, with a wave of his sleeve, another internalpill appeared in his palm.

This one was much smaller, only as large as a dragon's eye, emitting a dark hue.

Lin Xuan looked at this item, showing a hint of a bitter smile.

He had killed that Wicked Soul's fragment soul. The grudge he carried now was deep.

As one of the Four Evils, Lin Xuan did not know what realm Wicked Soul had reached. Clearly, killing him now was like crushing an insignificant ant.

Just ascending to the Spirit Realm and encountering such a formidable enemy... though he tried not to worry, it was hard not to feel some concern. However, with so many small interfaces in the Spirit Realm, the chances of running into Wicked Soul were slim unless extremely unlucky.

As one of the Four Evils, Wicked Soul's lineage was far superior to ordinary spirit races. This internalpill, though a fragment soul, still contained a trace of its essence power.

Though minimal, it was like a seed; with proper application, the benefits would be immense. After much deliberation, Lin Xuan managed to suppress the urge to swallow this immediately.

Words could be careless, but one must not eat things recklessly. The essence force from Wicked Soul had infinite uses if properly applied, but misused... it might result in his death.

Though he was a cultivator defying nature, such risks were too great without certainty.

This internalpill would be safely stored for now until better preparation could be made to handle it.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan placed the item back into an jade box and affixed aprohibition talisman.

The treasures from Penglai Mountain were not limited to those. Tu Fei's storage bracelet had many uses as well. A mere intermediate-stage cultivator like him might not find other items valuable, but for a gatekeeper, even such a simple item would be highly desirable. However, he was still in the early stages of his journey and prioritized enhancing his cultivation.

After ascending to the Separation stage, cultivation became extremely challenging. Lin Xuan had yet to find suitable pills, but one item remained from Penglai Mountain: a Spirit-Communicating Buddha Treasure!

With a wave of his sleeve, the red staff appeared in the cave dwelling. Its material was unknown, but its power was evident.

Lin Xuan stowed it away and took out the last precious item—a tiny golden bean. The moment he removed theprohibition talisman from the bottle, a powerful Buddhist force surged forth.

Vedic text flickered on the surface, with a "Buddha" as large as a grain of rice.

Golden Relic!

This was far more rare than ordinary relics. Its formation required much greater conditions; its owner must be a great monk with extraordinary cultivation and practice of special techniques.

In some sense, this Golden Relic's value did not fall short of Wicked Soul's internalpill.

If obtained by Buddhist sects, it could instantly boost one's cultivation when perfectly integrated.

Lin Xuan was not a Buddhist cultivator but understood its potential. It was also an item that could be found only rarely.
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However, Lin Xuan sighed. The treasures obtained from Penglai Mountain were indeed invaluable, but he could not make use of them at the moment.

Except for that spirit-awakened Buddha treasure's staff, everything else was just a case of looking at something desirable and wishing to have it. As for the treasures left behind by immortals, they seemed even more useless now. Not only were there no strands of hair or remnants of talismans, but the waste pill could not be purified by the blue Star Sea.

But Lin Xuan was not in a hurry. After mastering the divine manifestation of Lesser Heavenly Heaven Technique, the blue Star Sea was gradually undergoing changes, proving that this heaven-defying treasure could still be upgraded.

The fact that purifying the waste pill did not work now did not mean it would never have any effect in the future. Lin Xuan believed that one day he would succeed in purifying that immortal pill.

Having already examined all the treasures from Penglai Mountain, what was left were those obtained from the market district.

With a thought, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and a flash of green light appeared, revealing an ancient-looking belt.

No, it wasn't just plain; correctly speaking, it should be simple. The design on the belt had no extraordinary features.

However, Lin Xuan did not look down on it. Since he entered the cultivation world, he had seen countless treasures. His eyesight was sharp enough that he would not judge a book by its cover.

He had already tested this item when in the market district and found that even his divine sense could not detect anything. According to the shop owner, it seemed to be from some relic sea.

He had only just arrived, so he had never heard of the relic sea before. But Lin Xuan was a clever and adaptable person; he could deduce something from its name.

In any case, the spirit stones were not wasted. He believed this treasure had unexpected effects but needed further research.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan released his divine sense again.

Boom!

Unlike in the market district, where he had been hiding, here in his cave, he was no longer holding back. His terrifying divine sense surged like a whale drinking water, enveloping the entire belt.

A crackling sound entered his ears as mysterious power emerged from the belt. Like his divine sense, it was an intangible substance that clashed with Lin Xuan's divine sense mid-air.

Lin Xuan did not feel alarmed; instead, he felt delighted. This belt... indeed wasn't ordinary.

The cracks grew denser, and Lin Xuan forcibly pushed his divine sense forward.

Setting aside his cultivation level for now, the blue Star Sea had a refining effect on his divine sense. After four hundred years of refinement, Lin Xuan's divine sense was no less powerful than late-stage Separation Realm cultivators... if not even stronger.

Good reaction, Lin Xuan took a deep breath as his inner techniques circulated, using all his strength to make his divine sense more potent.

Boom!

A huge crackling sound filled his ears. Green light flashed wildly before the color of the aura gradually turned bright red and then blood-like.

On the belt, an odd pattern appeared, resembling a ghost face that kept changing.

Lin Xuan was surprised; clearly, this belt had some extraordinary origins. However, he did not have time to study it further as the strange pattern suddenly exploded with a "bang."

With his rich experience, Lin Xuan immediately retreated and a faint blue light curtain surfaced on his body, automatically protecting him from the sudden change.

Although the anomaly was unexpected, it only lasted for an instant before the aura on the belt dimmed quickly.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he vaguely recalled something from long ago. In a human world ancient text, there was a brief description of a scene that matched what he saw now almost perfectly.

Of course, Lin Xuan could not be certain, but if it was an opportunity, he would not miss it. With this thought, Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a thin green thread, wrapping it around his wrist before red blood quickly dripped down.

Lin Xuan shook his hand, integrating the blood into the belt.

The dim light curtain was reactivated but faded again almost instantly.

The entire process seemed complex when described, but in reality, it took only a few breaths. Once everything settled, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and the belt returned to his palm.

Everything looked no different from before, but this time, he could release his divine sense without any obstruction, smoothly entering the belt.

After a moment, Lin Xuan lifted his head with a look of surprise on his face.

This was indeed a stroke of luck. He had found a treasure.

Sure enough, it was the须臾袋 as described in ancient texts.

A须臾袋 was essentially just another type of storage pouch, but if one considered a regular storage pouch to be like a small backpack, this musty bag was akin to a portable warehouse that could carry much more.

The difference in capacity between the two was incomparable.

Even in the spirit world, such a须臾袋 was rare. For cultivators at their level, they were impossible to possess or even qualify for.

Lin Xuan's luck had always been good, but this unexpected gain still made him extremely happy.

After all, the benefits of a须臾袋 weren't just about its capacity.

This item resembled a life-bound treasure in some ways, with Lin Xuan's divine sense imprinted on it. In other words, even if someone else obtained this item, they could not retrieve his treasures inside.

Of course, there were no absolutes; the divine sense imprint could be erased under extremely strict conditions. The person would need to surpass Lin Xuan in both divine sense and cultivation level by a significant margin, making it unattainable for him. Even then, erasing the divine sense imprint required tremendous effort.

"This musty bag seems to have been used before. I wonder if some great cultivator erased the divine sense imprint."

Lin Xuan muttered. If not for this experience, he would not be able to use a须臾袋 with his current divine sense; it was simply out of reach.

The design intended for such items was clearly not meant for mere Separation Realm cultivators.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan could only marvel at how lucky he had been. His bet paid off well. Otherwise, if the shopkeeper sent this item to headquarters for appraisal, it would have nothing left for him.

Although three thousand middle-grade spirit stones were spent on the surface, such a price was insignificant compared to the须臾袋. If the ancient text's description was correct, this item might even be more precious than a heaven-defying treasure.

Lin Xuan was elated for quite some time before calming down his excitement. He had only tested his divine sense superficially earlier; now that he knew what kind of treasure it was, he could safely release his divine sense.
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In an instant, Lin Xuan saw a miraculous object.

Before his eyes was a cave dwelling.

Indeed, it was a cave dwelling.

Carefully carved and decorated, the stone rooms were spacious and ancient. There were training chambers, living quarters, storage areas, even a herb garden. More astonishingly, there was actually qi present inside.

And in abundance; it could rival an upper-grade spirit vein.

This was far more miraculous than the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion, which had already been destroyed during the teleportation process to the Spirit Realm.

While theoretically, the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion could be used to store treasures, retrieving them would be extremely troublesome. It wasn't the same as a storage bracelet and couldn’t replace one another.

But this Must臾 Bag seemed to combine the functions of both the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion and a storage bracelet.

Suppressing his excitement, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped it above his head. A flash of green light appeared, and a tiny infant stood before him.

The features were eerily similar to Lin Xuan’s, but the body was completely black.

No doubt, this was his second yuan yin.

This little guy had already reached the middle stage of the yuan yin realm; though the Profound Demon hadn’t yet mastered it perfectly, his cultivation wasn't weak either.

After leaving his body, he smiled and opened his mouth. A dense cloud of demonic energy enveloped him before zipping into the Must臾 Bag.

Though this was the second yuan yin, it wasn’t a manifestation or anything like that; it was still Lin Xuan’s true self, so the Must臾 Bag posed no hindrance to him, and he easily entered it.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He hadn't summoned his main yuan yin for fear of overdoing it.

The second yuan yin explored the cave dwelling within the Must臾 Bag.

Sure enough, it matched his imagination.

The little guy darted through several stone caves before arriving at the herb garden.

"Ah, this is why there's such a strong qi here. I wonder which great cultivator left such a large piece of spirit eye jade in the herb garden."

Lin Xuan mused aloud. In front of him was a transparent jade block about two feet high, containing a bull-headed tiger-bodied creature that moved around.

Clearly, this wasn't an ordinary spirit eye jade; the transformed entity inside seemed almost ready to emerge.

Such a Must臾 Bag wouldn’t normally contain such items, so he had really gotten his money’s worth. Not only did he not spend any crystal stones, but it was essentially like getting one for free.

The second yuan yin slowly explored and discovered that this cave dwelling had far more functions than he imagined—there were even rooms to house insects and spirit ghosts.

In short, besides crystals and treasures, the spirit insects and captive ghost creatures could also be stored here.

This belt had multiple uses; it was incredibly cost-effective.

After nearly half an hour, the second yuan yin completed its exploration, satisfied with what it found, before returning to Lin Xuan's dantian.

Playing with his newfound treasure, he realized that his old storage bracelet was now useless. He transferred all his treasures and法宝 into this Must臾 Bag; though it only occupied a small space, there would be plenty of room for more items in the future.

This way, he wouldn’t have to worry about running out of places to store his wealth. The internal space was vast, and wearing it around his waist didn't attract attention at all. It was both convenient and aesthetically pleasing.

Of course, its beauty wasn’t referring to extravagance; compared to hanging several bags on his belt, this arrangement looked much better.

Moreover, with the spirit consciousness mark, Lin Xuan felt even more secure.

Raising his head, he noticed that the sun had already set behind the hill. The sky was pitch black.

A day had passed without him noticing. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle; they say cultivation knows no time, and because of this treasure, he hadn't paid much attention to the passage of time at all.

Suddenly, a flicker of expression appeared on his face as he raised his right hand. A crimson light shot in from outside and landed in his palm.

It was a transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan was somewhat perplexed since he didn’t know anyone here.

Though he had some doubts, Lin Xuan still placed it on his forehead and sank into it with his spirit consciousness.

After a moment, he raised his head, looking rather strange as he sighed but then walked out.

Outside the cave dwelling stood a middle-aged man in his forties. Though no longer young, he was handsome, with sharp eyebrows and clear eyes; clearly, he must have been an outstanding beauty when younger.

His cultivation wasn’t weak either—also at the initial yuan yin stage.

"Esteemed friend, I came without invitation, truly disturbing you!" Seeing Lin Xuan step out of the cave dwelling, this person immediately greeted him with a warm smile.

"It's my mistake for not welcoming you properly. Please forgive me."

Lin Xuan smiled faintly and welcomed his guest, inviting him into the cave dwelling.

The origin of this man was clearly stated in the transmission talisman; his name was Hu Song. According to him, he was also an independent cultivator who had only recently arrived at this Red Leaf Sea region and rented a cave dwelling nearby, just a few dozen miles from Lin Xuan's island.

Given their similar cultivation levels and proximity, it was natural for them to visit each other.

Such visits were common in the cultivation world, so Lin Xuan didn’t feel any surprise. He opened the door and welcomed him inside.

Lin Xuan then brought out spirit wine and fruits; they chatted amicably. This man had excellent eloquence, his words like pearls, and he was well-traveled.

As an initial yuan yin cultivator, what he knew far surpassed Lin Xuan’s encounters with a lowly foundation realm old man in the marketplace.

Through subtle hints, Lin Xuan learned more from him.

The two hit it off immediately. Though they didn’t have a deep conversation, they truly talked all night long until dawn broke.

When morning light appeared, Hu Song rose to bid farewell.

Lin Xuan smiled and saw him off with courtesy.

"Please don't mind the poor hospitality." Lin Xuan bowed in greeting.

"Don't mention it, esteemed brother. It was I who disturbed you. If you’re not too busy, please visit my humble abode another time; I’ll ensure everything is ready for your arrival."

"Of course, of course."

After bowing again, Hu Song’s body shone with dark golden light and flew off into the distance.

A few flashes later, he disappeared on the horizon.

Watching him transform into a tiny black dot, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, his smile slowly fading.

The virtuous do not come; those who come are not virtuous. This Hu friend wasn’t just here as a visitor; although he concealed himself well and spoke tactfully, Lin Xuan had never feared cunning. With his intelligence, it was easy to see that the other party wanted to probe something.

Lin Xuan became highly vigilant but also harbored some doubts. According to reason, his identity wouldn’t be exposed, and his only enemy would be the Venerable Beast Master, who had once brutally beaten his disciple in the marketplace.
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Huang Hu, the Core Spirit cultivator, should not have any connection with the Beast Island if he wanted to retaliate.

Who exactly was showing interest in him?

Lin Xuan pondered this question but could find no answers. After all, human wisdom has its limits; even a wise person may make mistakes. Lin Xuan might be quick-witted, but it was impossible for him to cover every detail.

After careful consideration, he still came up empty-handed. In fact, when he was in the cavegovernment office or hall, he had considered using Soul Extraction Techniques on this unexpected guest. If he could perform a Soul Scouring Technique, all secrets would be revealed, and he wouldn't have to waste time thinking about it.

However, while simple, such an approach might alert his opponent. After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan decided against it...

Shaking his head, since he couldn’t figure it out, he decided not to dwell on it further.

He would deal with whatever came his way. With his strength, there was no need for him to worry about others plotting against him. He could handle any tricks or schemes that came his way.

With this thought, Lin Xuan put aside his worries and returned to the cavegovernment office or hall.

Despite not getting much rest, he felt no fatigue due to his powerful body.

At this moment, Lin Xuan held a Core Spirit named Hu Song in high regard as he visited him several times. Despite his warm demeanor, there was an underlying probing nature to his visits.

Unable to discern his opponent's intentions, Lin Xuan chose not to alert them by acting suspiciously. He pretended to be unaware and played along, finding such matters trivial for himself.

Three months seemed long to a mortal but merely a blink of an eye to a cultivator. Even though he was practicing in seclusion and the local spirit veins were good, Lin Xuan made little progress.

The main issue was that he had yet to find suitable medicinal pills for his current stage of cultivation. Despite having cultivated with Moon Clan's spirit medicines, his talent was merely average.

He decided it was time to visit the market again.

Just as he was considering this, the deadline for his appointment with the Treasure Pavilion approached.

Eastern Mingyu had said that she would send the Black Gold Dragon Shield to the main store for repairs. It took exactly three months for such a journey.

With his decision made, Lin Xuan activated the nearby restrictions and flew eastward, still concealing himself as an early-stage Core Spirit cultivator.

The grand city came into view in no time. He was close enough to the sky restriction that he landed his Rainbow Sword. Unlike before, there were no ancient warships in sight; instead, many cultivators passed by.

As a Core Spirit cultivator, Lin Xuan didn't face any trouble as he entered the city. Although it was his first visit, he knew his way around the coastal city and headed straight to the western market district.

His target was the Treasure Pavilion.

The scene remained unchanged from three months ago, even better than before.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel surprised. The image of him beating up the Beast Island’s young master was still fresh in everyone's minds, yet he hadn't faced any repercussions. This made sense since his movements were secretive and unknown to the other party.

The Beast Master Lin Xuan had never met, but he heard that the man was extremely brutal and protective. It was surprising that such a small shop wasn’t used as a target for revenge.

Lin Xuan didn’t believe it was due to the city’s protection; if the Red Leaf Fairy had such influence, she would have noticed the movements of even a patrol cultivator.

This shop must be hiding something significant, Lin Xuan thought.

His mind racing, he entered the mysterious store without showing any signs of surprise.

The traces of the fight were long gone, and new counters replaced those that had been damaged.

A young man in green clothes greeted him with a smile, along with some pretty maids who were bustling about to serve customers. Business was good, so they earned commissions.

Although three months had passed since the incident, Lin Xuan’s heroic image remained vivid in everyone's minds. He was recognized almost immediately upon entering the store by several people.

"Ah! It's that senior!" a woman exclaimed softly.

"Who?" A scholar-like man nearby looked surprised. As a Condensation Core cultivator himself, an early-stage Core Spirit was not beyond his reach; there were many such figures in this coastal city.

But it was just an early-stage Core Spirit, so his junior sister needn’t be so alarmed.

"Senior Brother, you don't know. This senior is no ordinary cultivator. The other day, he bravely intervened and severely beat up that Beast Island’s young master."

"What?" The scholar's face showed surprise as well. The news of the young master being beaten was already widespread across the sea.

Many secretly rejoiced at his misfortune. The scholar was lucky to have such a view today, looking at Lin Xuan with admiration. After all, everyone knew about the Beast Master’s reputation; this senior had guts.

Similar whispers filled the air. Lin Xuan's spiritual sense far surpassed that of other Core Spirit cultivators, so he heard every word clearly—whether spoken softly or through mental transmission.

He was surprised by his sudden fame from a simple act of righteousness. It seemed the young master of Beast Island truly deserved such public hatred.

Lin Xuan didn’t care about the gossip of low-ranking cultivators. Two beautiful maids led him to a seat, and Eastern Mingyu soon appeared with a warm smile.

After months apart, she looked as graceful as ever in her white dress, exuding an ethereal beauty.

Her words reminded Lin Xuan of his two missing wives—Qin Xin was nowhere to be found, and he wondered where she was and if the poison had been completely removed. Worrying about it wouldn’t help; he needed to focus on enhancing his strength.

Moon'er, who had always been by his side since their journey into cultivation, might struggle in this cutthroat world. With her current stage of cultivation and some decent treasures, Lin Xuan wondered if she could thrive here.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan knew worrying wouldn’t solve anything. His immediate goal was to strengthen himself; only with power could he protect his loved ones and increase the chances of reuniting with them.

Looking at Eastern Mingyu, various thoughts swirled in Lin Xuan’s mind as he maintained a calm expression.

In front of others, he would never show weakness; only strength could deter schemers.

Eastern Mingyu was clever but still somewhat immature compared to him. She didn’t notice anything amiss and greeted him with a cheerful smile: "Senior, you are indeed a man of your word. You came back just as the three months were up."
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Mistress Dong Fangming couldn't help but mutter to herself. She always had a good eye for people, yet there seemed to be something shrouded in mist around this Lin Xuan before her, making it impossible for her to see through him.

Even Lady Xiao and she had analyzed that he wasn’t even an Incubus Stage cultivator.

Of course, all of this was just speculation. After all, they hadn't interacted much, so she couldn't be sure if he was truly concealing his cultivation.

But what did it matter anyway?

Even if the other party were a Senior Ancestor at the Separation Stage, for her father, it would make no difference. It wouldn’t affect their grand plan in any way, and pursuing this further would be pointless.

Moreover, Mistress Dong Fangming wasn't heartless. She was deeply grateful to Lin Xuan for his help. When Lady Xiao wasn't by her side, facing the relentless pressure from the White Foolish Young Master of Beast Island had indeed been a headache.

Of course, she wouldn’t reveal any of these thoughts. After all, she belonged to the Sea Race and could be considered their leader in a simple sense.

"Senior, you're jesting," Lin Xuan said with a sip of clear tea. His words were half-true, half-false.

Eastern Bright Jade couldn't help but mutter again. She had always been good at recognizing people, yet this Lin Senior seemed to be wrapped in a veil that she could not penetrate.

Lady Xiao and she even analyzed that he wasn’t an Incubus Stage cultivator.

Of course, it was just speculation since they hadn’t interacted much, so she couldn’t be sure if he was truly concealing his cultivation.

But what did it matter?

Even if the other party were a Senior Ancestor at the Separation Stage, for her father, it would make no difference. It wouldn't affect their grand plan in any way, and pursuing this further would be pointless.

"Senior, you have a warm heart," Eastern Bright Jade said with a light laugh as she sat down beside him, seemingly implying something.

"Friend, you flatter me." Lin Xuan seemed to miss the underlying meaning of her words. His tone was light and casual.

"By the way, I am a lone wanderer without any family or friends. My whereabouts are unknown to that Beast Island Young Master, so even if he wants revenge, he won’t be able to find me," Lin Xuan said, turning the tables with his cunning. "However, your Ladyship is different. He took a beating; hasn't he been bothering your shop?"

"Senior has a warm heart," Eastern Bright Jade said with a light laugh.

"Oh? Perhaps after taking a hit, he decided to lay low?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Not exactly." Senior, you might not know this, but on that day, there were no patrol cultivators. It’s rumored that the on-duty person left their post without permission. Afterward, the Head of Red Leaf Island personally visited my shop and comforted me. She compensated for the losses in the store and publicly announced that we could continue our business with peace of mind. This matter was within her jurisdiction, so she took it upon herself to handle it."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this revelation. He had seen Red Leaf Island’s actions on that day and felt disdain towards them. He never expected such a young female island leader to be so bold.

Indeed, indeed. It seemed the patrol cultivator's cowardice wasn’t her doing after all.

This woman’s move not only created a significant problem but also greatly boosted the morale of Red Leaf Island. By weakening their enemies, she made the right choice. Although Lin Xuan didn't say anything, he couldn't help but look at her with new respect.

Of course, while he admired her, he had no interest in getting involved in the conflict between the two islands.

Such subtleties were best left unsaid; it was better to get straight to the point.

"Ahem. Being able to eliminate external threats, I wish to congratulate you, Ladyship. I came here for our previous transaction. Do you have my treasure repaired?"

"Don't worry, Senior. While we may not be a powerhouse shop, we always place great importance on reputation. Everything is centered around the customer's wishes. Since you signed the blood curse document, your treasure will definitely be delivered as agreed," Eastern Bright Jade said calmly.

A dazzling light flashed as she waved her jade hand, and a shield about the size of a palm appeared before Lin Xuan’s eyes.

It was pitch black but emitted an eerie golden glow. The floral patterns on its surface were peculiar, almost resembling dragon scales.

Seeing his long-lost treasure, a hint of joy flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes.

The shield was clearly repaired with its radiant light. Lin Xuan extended his right hand and gently hooked it. Although not his primary treasure, it had followed him for so long that some of Lin Xuan’s essence had been imbued into it, making it instantly responsive to his touch.

He flicked his fingers, and an ancient and substantial voice entered his ears. After playing with the shield a bit, he injected some magical energy into it.

Instantly, a thick layer of light appeared from its surface, emitting countless profound symbols. Lin Xuan’s expression changed from surprise to joy.

He cautiously released his divine sense to test it, confirming that everything was in order.

"Senior, how do you find our repair work?" Eastern Bright Jade asked after sipping her spiritual tea.

"Not just satisfactory; the defensive power of this shield has increased by more than twenty percent," Lin Xuan said with a deep expression. Although he had great depth, his joy was hard to conceal at that moment.

Refinement techniques were one of the hundred arts in cultivation, and he had once dabbled in them. While not reaching master level, he could be considered an expert.

The harder it is to enhance a treasure’s defense, the higher its original grade. This was similar to how experts find it more challenging to advance than beginners.

The quality of the Black Dragon Shield wasn’t low to begin with, and they had managed to increase its power by over twenty percent. Lin Xuan couldn’t know exactly how much effort went into this, but he could roughly deduce it.

Overjoyed, his expression turned serious.

"Is there something wrong?" Eastern Bright Jade asked in surprise.

"Not unsatisfactory; the favor is too great."

Lin Xuan knew that their contract was just for repair work, yet they had gone to such lengths. Repaying this favor would be difficult.

After all, no one would willingly spend countless crystals and materials to enhance a treasure’s power unless forced.

"This favor, Senior, you flatter me," Eastern Bright Jade said with a light laugh. "To be honest, I did this solely to repay your help on that day."

"Indeed, how many crystals do you need? Although I may not be wealthy, I still have some assets. Your Ladyship’s kindness is appreciated, but I won’t let you make a loss," Lin Xuan said after a moment of silence.

"What are you saying? Do you think I’m someone who doesn’t know the value of gratitude?" Eastern Bright Jade asked with a smile. "The price for repairing this treasure was agreed upon on that day and written in the blood curse document—eight thousand crystals, Senior."

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression serious.
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"Eighty thousand, just the cost to repair this treasure. The price for enhancing its power by twenty percent could be several times that!"

The other party was well-intentioned, but Lin Xuan himself wasn't short of crystal stones, so he naturally didn't want to take advantage of this favor. A favor owed in return was notoriously hard to repay.

"Madam has said before that enhancing the power of this treasure is a token of gratitude for your aid. You keep refusing; are you looking down on me?" The woman's voice carried a hint of irritation.

"How could Lady say such a thing?"

Lin Xuan scratched his nose and couldn't help showing a wry smile. Indeed, her character was as soft on the outside but firm within, much like Qinxin's.

At this point in the matter, he wasn't someone who wouldn't adapt. Lin Xuan knew that if he continued to refuse, this benefactor might truly turn into an enemy.

Wouldn't that be a joke?

Since the other party insisted, he would accept it.

"Madam’s good intentions, Mr. Lin. Continuing to push back on such matters seems too pretentious. I’ll take your offer then."

"Senior, you’re being too polite. People like you are rare in the cultivation world," Eastern Mingyu turned her anger into joy, her voice tinged with admiration.

These were her sincere words. The cultivation world was full of blood and gore, where cultivators pursued immortality only for profit. People like Lin Xuan, who acted bravely when it mattered, were extremely rare, let alone someone who could maintain purity in the face of such temptations.

Another person would have taken every opportunity to take advantage.

Mr. Lin’s character was truly spotless.

"Haha, my friend flatters me,"

Lin Xuan had seen many difficult situations and wasn't embarrassed by this praise. He knew his situation well; although he wasn’t a cruel killer, he never hesitated when it came to being ruthless.

Being praised like this made him feel slightly uncomfortable.

Of course, he wouldn’t bother arguing with her; she believed he was a good person without any harm.

---

Eastern Mingyu waved her robes, and a colorful light flashed, revealing a pile of crystal stones in front of them.

"Mr. Eastern, please count carefully to ensure the number is correct," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"The senior jests. How could I not trust your character?"

Eastern Mingyu shook her head and didn’t even release her spirit sense but casually swept the mountain-like pile of crystal stones into her bag.

Such gracefulness left Lin Xuan impressed.

Eighty thousand middle-grade crystal stones weren't a small sum; for an impoverished Inner Alchemy cultivator, it could be their entire fortune.

Although he knew she was doing this out of goodwill, he felt incredibly relieved.

While her cultivation wasn’t impressive, in terms of dealing with people and matters, she far surpassed ordinary cultivators.

The transaction concluded, but Lin Xuan didn't immediately leave. Instead, he continued chatting about other things.

"Mr. Eastern, as a wandering cultivator who just arrived in Sea City not long ago, I have many unfamiliar things here. There's something I need to ask," "Senior, there’s no need for such formality. Just speak your mind. Mingyu will tell you everything she knows."

"Haha, actually, it's nothing. I just want to know if there are any auctions like the Secret Market in this city," Lin Xuan said with a casual smile.

"I thought of something else? With Sea City’s scale, there must be auctions, though not every day. They happen twice a month on the first and fifteenth days. The location is nearby. I can send someone to show you the way," Eastern Mingyu spoke enthusiastically. Such favors were trivial for her, so she wouldn't refuse.

"Thank you, Lady." "A small matter; it's nothing to mention. But may I ask a question? What kind of treasure do you wish to auction? My shop has quite a collection and specializes in rare treasures. If your goods are worth selling, we can take a look. I’ll offer you a fair price," Eastern Mingyu hesitated for a moment before speaking.

"Madam wants to see my goods; there's no problem. It would be convenient if the transaction could happen here."

Lin Xuan paused and then smiled. He extended his hand, and several treasures appeared on the tea table in front of them.

A golden beast skin, some bones, even a wild animal’s head and internal organs.

Clearly, these were materials from a demon beast, and their quality was evident from the glow.

---

Initially, Eastern Mingyu wasn’t overly concerned. After all, he wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; he had seen far more treasures than most Condensation Core stage cultivators.

Her hand extended, picking up the nearest bone.

"Eh?" Her expression changed as she scanned it: "Impossible, this seems to be from a demon of late-stage Transformation," her pupils constricted as she examined it closely.

She then picked up other items, her face filled with surprise.

In this sea region, late-stage Transformation demons weren’t insignificant; they were formidable. It was rare for such demons to be killed unless the attacker was an old ancestor at the Separation Stage.

"Senior’s skills are impressive. You managed to kill a demon of late-stage Transformation. I admire you," Eastern Mingyu said with a smile. While her words seemed harmless, a glint flashed in her eyes.

Was she trying to test him?

Such tricks might fool other cultivators but were meaningless for Lin Xuan.

"Haha, Madam flatters me. Although I consider my abilities formidable and even slightly better than those of the same rank, as an early-stage cultivator, how could I kill a demon of late-stage Transformation? This lion was lured into a trap by several friends and myself with great effort. Only I managed to escape," Lin Xuan said with a wistful expression.

"I’m sorry, I broke my word, reminding you of your painful memories." Eastern Mingyu looked slightly embarrassed.

After all, people always underestimated others; she still fell short compared to Lin Xuan in such matters.

Lin Xuan was already an expert at feigning interest. She couldn’t find any flaws in his act.

Was it just her and Aunt Xiao’s overthinking? This person was indeed a cultivator of the Inner Alchemy stage.
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"How about it, does this item still catch the Lady's fancy?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"The senior is too kind. Although these materials from a late-stage transformed beast are not extraordinary treasures, they would still be sought after in any sea. Our store naturally wishes to make this deal, and we will certainly offer no less favorable terms than an auction—five thousand upper-grade crystal stones, I wonder if the senior finds that satisfactory?"

"Five thousand upper-grade crystal stones?" Lin Xuan tapped his fingers lightly on the back of the chair. From the bid, it seemed the other party was indeed very sincere.

After all, the exchange rate for upper-grade crystal stones to ordinary ones is one in ten thousand. By this calculation, this would be a huge sum.

Moreover, generally speaking, upper-grade crystal stones were not used as currency; even if you had ten thousand lower-grade crystal stones, there wouldn't be any place willing to trade them.

The reason was that the essence qi contained within upper-grade crystal stones was extremely dense and far more potent than ordinary ones. They were mostly used for alchemy, crafting, or breaking through barriers. In spirit realm transactions, middle-grade crystal stones were much more common, while upper-grade ones were rare.

This was indeed a pleasant surprise. In the mortal world, upper-grade crystal stones could be considered treasures, and Lin Xuan had some in his storage bracelet, but not many.

Given how sincere the other party was, it made no sense for him to refuse the deal.

"As you wish, Lady."

"Very well, I will have someone fetch them right away."

Before she finished speaking, her delicate hands rubbed together, sending out a sound transmission talisman. The store's efficiency was commendable; within half an hour, light footsteps could be heard, and five maids each brought an jade box.

Opening the lids revealed a radiant glow as the essence qi poured out. Each upper-grade crystal stone was about the size of a baby’s fist, flawless in appearance, like perfect gems.

The colors of the stones varied—representing earth, metal, water, fire, and wood.

"Please count them," the lady said.

"Haha, no need for that; I trust you."

Lin Xuan did not release his spirit sense but casually waved a hand. A green glow enveloped the jade boxes, which he gathered to his waist.

The other party had not counted either. In terms of demeanor, was it really beneath him to be less impressive than even a minor condensation core cultivator?

Moreover, regardless of cultivation and abilities, Lin Xuan had some confidence in his ability to judge people. If this woman wanted to make friends with him, she would surely not undervalue herself by paying fewer crystal stones.

With such assurance, he might as well appear more generous.

Indeed, seeing how much trust Lin Xuan placed in her, a look of gratitude flashed across Dong Fang Mingyu's eyes.

In the elven world, the art of deception was common, but it was rare to see such honest buyers and sellers like them. After completing the transaction, both parties were satisfied with their exchanges. They chatted idly for a few more moments before Lin Xuan rose to take his leave. Dong Fang Mingyu personally escorted him out.

Watching Lin Xuan's figure disappear, Dong Fang Mingyu sighed, then returned to her usual demeanor and walked back into the store.

She moved gracefully up the stairs to the second floor.

Upon reaching the room, she found it simple yet elegant, with only a table, a chair, and an ink-black tea table.

"Xiu Aunt."

Sitting on the chair was a woman in her late twenties or early thirties. Her face was covered by black silk, but her eyes shone like stars.

This woman's appearance was undoubtedly attractive. However, her cultivation level was even more astonishing; she was at late-stage separation realm, with mana far denser than that of the tyrannical Beast Island Lord.

"Princess."

Upon seeing Dong Fang Mingyu, this woman rose to her feet. Although her cultivation was higher, her princess status carried immense authority.

"Xiu Aunt, did you notice anything during our conversation? Was Lin Xuan really an婴期 cultivator or just an old monster pretending?"

"It's hard to say," the black-clothed woman sighed and frowned slightly with her delicate brows.

"Hard to say?"

"Yes. I hid in the shadows and observed your conversation through my spirit sense, but I didn't want to risk alerting him. From what I could see, he is indeed at early-stage婴期, though his mana is twice as thick as that of a peer."

"Twice as much?" Dong Fang Mingyu was surprised.

"Yes, there's no need for alarm; such cases are rare but not unheard of. The number of cultivation techniques in the world is vast, and similar records can be found in ancient texts. Only a few top-tier techniques bring about such effects, while other similar ones have significant flaws," the black-clothed woman explained with her extensive knowledge.

"But that's still impressive; ordinary cultivators would find it hard to spot such defects and gain an advantage from them." Dong Fang Mingyu said coolly.

Then she changed the subject: "Xiu Aunt, if you can see through his cultivation level, why do you say it’s hard to tell?"

"This..."

The black-clothed woman hesitated. After a moment's pause, she reluctantly continued, "His realm does indeed seem genuine; unless he has an aura suppression technique so subtle that I couldn't detect it. However, ordinary separation realm cultivators shouldn’t be able to achieve this. But..."

"What is it?"

"Intuition. I just have the feeling that he’s not as simple as he appears, so..."

Dong Fang Mingyu frowned deeply. After all, she had felt similarly about Lin Xuan too. Such cases were rare.

The item they entrusted him to repair was a top-tier treasure for separation realm cultivators, which led her to suspect his true intentions.

She originally planned to probe him during the opportunity of retrieving the treasure but ended up with this outcome.

The two women remained silent.

"Let it be; as long as he doesn't interfere with us. Even if he conceals his strength, what difference does it make? If he can match me in power, he would still be insignificant before the King," the black-clothed woman's soothing voice echoed.

"Hmm, Xiu Aunt is right. I understand the importance of this matter; I won't cause any trouble."

By now, Lin Xuan was already outside the market district. He held an ink-black jade tube in his hand, which indicated the location of the auction.

This item had been obtained from Dong Fang Mingyu.

Lin Xuan had already refined Master Zheng's soul into a beast talisman and let it dissipate on Penglai Mountain. The beast's fur and bones were sold to the store just now.

However, Lin Xuan did this for a reason.
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From the very beginning, Lin Xuan had no intention of offering up precious treasures to trade with Dongfang Mingyu. After all, his hidden strength meant he was only at the early stage of Spirit婴初期, so presenting too valuable materials would surely raise suspicion. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't do such a foolish thing.

As for the materials from late-stage transformed beasts, although they were eye-catching, they could be somewhat explained away.

Moreover, Lin Xuan knew that Dongfang Mingyu had long since concluded he wasn’t an ordinary cultivator. Hiding and revealing himself slightly would actually make it easier to dispel this woman’s doubts.

There's a limit to everything; the key is how one handles it. Originally, he intended to use Master Zheng's fur, bones, and other parts just for show, but unexpectedly, he made some profit. It was indeed lucky.

One must know that high-grade crystal stones were valuable treasures in the mortal world as well. Although Lin Xuan had a few, such quantities were unprecedented.

He used this as bait to get Dongfang Mingyu’s address of the market district. He said he wanted to see it for himself. Even though she was half-skeptical, she wouldn’t pry too much.

However, this Hundred Treasures Hall wasn't an ordinary shop at all.

By now, Lin Xuan had already left the market district but still felt a lingering sense of unease on his face. If he hadn’t sensed something amiss and stayed in that second-floor private room, there would have been another woman with far greater cultivation than him, comparable to the Wàngtīng Pavilion from the previous day!

Late-stage Separation合后期!

Such a small shop hid such a formidable expert. Lin Xuan wouldn't believe it if he said there was no hidden agenda.

While his realm fell short in terms of level, his divine consciousness could match that of the other party. That's why he noticed their surveillance.

Though he had some reservations, he wasn’t afraid of Lin Xuan.

He was curious but wouldn’t waste time asking about the details; it didn’t matter to him anyway.

He didn't want to randomly make an enemy.

With his mind made up, he put this aside. He then sank his divine awareness into the jade cylinder, noting everything in detail. However, he didn't immediately head for the auction site.

Unlike the market district, secret markets weren't held every day; they only occurred twice a month.

Fortunately, it was the fifteenth tomorrow. After some hesitation, Lin Xuan didn’t return to his cave but instead found an inn in the city and settled down.

Though it wasn’t uncommon for cultivators to live rough, he had no need or desire to do so at his level.

Lin Xuan preferred solitude, so he chose a more secluded inn where only low-grade cultivators usually stayed. The owner and staff were shocked by his presence as an "old ancestor of the Spirit婴期" and went out of their way to be accommodating.

Having seen such situations before, Lin Xuan remained calm. He was just staying here for one night.

The next day, Lin Xuan arrived in the western part of Línghǎi City, which was several dozen miles away from the market district. This celestial city was vast and expansive, surpassing even the Luánzhōu's Yellow Emperor City.

A magnificent building caught his eye, far more impressive than any secular palace. There were patrolling guards around it, with defenses far superior to those of the market district. After all, what appeared here wouldn’t be ordinary items; they would likely have considerable value.

Lin Xuan walked past calmly.

The bronze-colored door was ancient and grand. Two cultivators stood guard there.

They seemed to be at the peak of Core Formation期顶峰 cultivation, with formidable strength.

"Salutations, esteemed senior. According to custom, you need to pay two middle-grade crystal stones to enter the auction," said an elderly man who bowed respectfully.

"Two middle-grade crystal stones?" Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. While not a large sum for him, it could buy several top-grade spiritual artifacts for low-grade cultivators.

This entrance fee was exorbitant!

But Lin Xuan felt relieved instead.

The other party daring to charge such high prices suggested the market district had some real worth. Otherwise, aggrieved cultivators would have long complained about being cheated.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand, and a flash of light appeared before him—two middle-grade crystal stones.

Their vivid colors confirmed their grade.

"Esteemed senior."

The elderly man handed over a piece of identification.

It was emerald green, like fine jade, with a number inscribed on it.

Although Lin Xuan had only been in the Spirit界 for a short while, he had participated in similar auctions several times. The details were familiar, so he wasn’t surprised.

After receiving the badge, he entered calmly.

"Ah?"

Passing through a colorful light curtain, a miniature world appeared before his eyes—green mountains, clear waters, small bridges, and waterfalls...

The sky was blue like a wash, but it seemed to be another realm. This didn't seem like an ordinary building at all.

Lin Xuan merely felt slightly surprised but soon regained his composure. He had experienced similar things before, though not many.

These beautiful scenes were created with intricate illusions and restrictions, offering both aesthetic appeal and defense—two benefits in one.

"Esteemed senior, is there anything you need help with?" A maid in white robes approached him when he seemed lost in thought.

Though her cultivation was only at the Foundation Establishment期 stage, she was strikingly beautiful. Her snow-white dress fit her slender figure perfectly, enhancing her charm.

"I have a few treasures I’d like to auction off. Do you think they can be included?" Lin Xuan casually glanced at her and said.

He had seen many beauties before; this level of appearance wouldn’t draw much attention. However, it did indicate the auction’s quality was high, making him more eager. Yet, he showed no outward signs of excitement.

"You wish us to bid on your treasures? That can be arranged. Please follow me," said the maid with respect. She couldn't make decisions; her only role was to guide.

In this illusionary space, there were restrictions against flying. The maid led Lin Xuan to a lakeside and onto a small boat.

A single flat-bottomed boat had some turbid wine on it, along with an old man in a raincoat.

His face was lined with age; even if he was 100 years old, it wouldn’t be out of place. However, he was an early-stage Spirit婴期 cultivator.

His eyes were unusually bright as they swept over Lin Xuan before settling again: "I heard you want us to bid on some treasures?"

"Yes."

"Can I examine them? If the value is too low, according to custom, we can’t..."

"Don't worry about it. I know what I’m doing. The items I wish to sell are a stroke of luck, but their value is something I have faith in," Lin Xuan said with a smile.
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The old man listened but said nothing. He had seen countless treasures in his current position, and a mere初级 cultivator could hardly offer anything of value.

Seeing Lin Xuan's arrogant attitude, he was not angry at all. With a wave of his sleeve, a palm-sized scale appeared.

It was yellowish-brown with intricate and ancient patterns on its surface.

"Ah..."

The old man wasn't particularly interested before, but his eyes lit up when he saw the object.

Such a heavy earth attribute essence qi... Could it be from a dragon's body?

With Lin Xuan's consent, he picked up the scale. His eyes narrowed as he flickered with excitement.

The more he looked, the more surprised he became!

This wasn't from a dragon; however, it was even more precious. If his guess was correct, it should have come from an ancient beast in the Separation Stage!

And that ancient beast's level could be the Separation Stage!

He brought it to his ear and flicked it with his fingers, emitting a distant sound.

"How about this, friend, are you still satisfied with this item?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Haha, not bad, not bad. I was just being rude before. Such treasures would be excellent materials for either defensive artifacts or armors. Especially the heavy earth elemental energy, it will attract cultivators of the same attribute like moths to a flame. However..."

"How so?" Lin Xuan said calmly.

"It's just that there are too few in number, making this slightly imperfect. Do you have any similar treasures in your possession, friend?" The old man spoke cautiously, his attitude having changed instantly. Receiving such high-level items would be a big deal for him.

Lin Xuan had over a hundred scales in his possession, but he knew the value of rarity and wouldn't sell them all at once. Although his wealth was substantial, as his cultivation improved, the cost of materials and medicinal pills would skyrocket, so he couldn’t afford to waste any.

After all, in the Spirit Realm, he was just an independent cultivator without a powerful backing.

The lake rippled gently, and they had been traveling for over a cup of tea before reaching the center. A painted boat appeared before their eyes.

Though it looked like a small boat, it could accommodate thousands of people. Soft music filled the air as beautiful young girls danced gracefully. It seemed more like a place for wealthy laymen to enjoy themselves on the lake than an auction in the Secret Market of the cultivation world.

"Senior, please follow me. The auction is about to begin," said the gentle attendant who had brought him here. Elder Xu had instructed her to treat guests well; offending them would result in dire consequences.

"Hmm..."

Lin Xuan nodded and moved into the painted boat. It was even larger than he imagined, with opulence that could make one’s hair stand on end.

With his crimson badge, Lin Xuan entered a private room, which only the most esteemed guests were allowed to use. There were only a dozen or so such rooms.

The other cultivators waited in the main hall, and Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over them, revealing around a thousand people. Such an auction was not small.

Inside the private room, there were spirit tea and fruits. He slowly savored them, eagerly anticipating what treasures would be offered at this Spirit Realm auction.

After some time, the auction began.

The noisy hall quieted down as everyone was wealthy enough to participate in such auctions for treasure hunting.

A simple wooden table stood before a white-haired old man who stepped forward.

Though not tall, he was an Initial Separation cultivator. His appearance caused a stir of curiosity.

"Master Mo, did I see correctly? Master Mo is actually hosting the auction himself?"

"Humph, what’s the big deal? Just an Initial Separation cultivator."

"Humph, you know nothing. Though Master Mo's cultivation isn't high, he is the most renowned appraiser in this vast sea region. Even when Immortal Wood was alive, he treated him with great respect. It’s said that a hundred years ago, a senior from the Profound Understanding Stage passed through here and asked him to appraise treasures..."

"What? Profound Understanding Stage! Friend Xu, are you sure?"

"Humph, this matter is well-known among many cultivators. How could I possibly lie about it? The senior from the Profound Understanding Stage praised Master Mo highly."

"So, Master Mo must be very skilled..."

"Of course, and he rarely hosts auctions. Could there be a great treasure to be revealed today?"

The old man's words stirred curiosity, and as the auction had not yet begun, the atmosphere grew lively.

Many people widened their eyes in relief that they had come.

Master Mo nodded satisfactorily before clapping his hands. Soft footsteps sounded as a servant brought out a silver tray covered with red cloth, which blocked divine senses.

The beauty of the item enhanced its allure.

"Since I haven't hosted auctions for a long time, let's start with this first item to add some excitement. How about we have a blind bidding?" Master Mo didn’t remove the red cloth but smiled.

"Blind bidding?"

Lin Xuan frowned. He had seen many things in his travels, but he had never experienced such an auction before. What did it mean by blind bidding?

Fortunately, others were equally confused and didn't need him to ask. "What is blind bidding? Please explain," someone asked.

"Haha, even if you don’t ask, I will explain. Blind bidding means I won’t reveal what the item is but only give a starting price for everyone to bid."

"Ah?"

Before he could finish, many cultivators exchanged glances. They had come with some wealth and were eager to find treasures, but not knowing what was in the tray made this auction seem... unfair.

What if it was just a piece of broken stone? Would they be wasting their money?

Of course, not everyone thought so.

Among the thousand cultivators, there were those who were willing to take risks for more excitement. After all, such an auction wouldn't really offer trash; one could always sell what they won.

Reactions varied. Some agreed, but most showed disapproval. However, no one opposed it as it was still an auction. If they feared being cheated, they could simply not bid, and there was no need to dampen others' spirits.

Master Mo understood this well and showed no signs of discomfort.

"Very well, the auction will begin now. The item in the tray starts at 20,000 crystals. Each increase must be at least 1,000. Remember, only middle-grade items are accepted for payment."

This last statement left many first-time bidders speechless. They had thought blind bidding was just a way to liven up the atmosphere, but it involved starting with 20,000 middle-grade crystals.

At one hundredth of that, many condensation stage cultivators, though wealthy, couldn't afford such an amount even if they pooled their resources.
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Lin Xuan couldn't help but furrow his brow. The wealth of this Spirit Realm seemed to surpass even his imagination.

With a hand on his forehead, he pondered the first treasure up for auction. Should he bid or not?

Before his thoughts could fully form, the other cultivators began bidding.

Two hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones—indeed, that was enough to deter most cultivators. However, those who had arrived here naturally came from wealthy backgrounds and were often generous with their money. With some spare cash on hand, a bid wouldn't hurt. He doubted he would end up with anything worthless.

As Master Mo's voice faded, bidding calls immediately followed.

"Two hundred thousand!"

"Two hundred thousand one."

"Two hundred thousand two."

"Two hundred thousand five."

The sound of his voice caused the hall to fall silent for a moment. It wasn't that the price was too high; it was just that without knowing what the treasure was, there was no need to bid recklessly. Though the auction likely wouldn't offer anything fake, its true value remained uncertain.

Spending too many crystal stones here would be foolish if the desired item didn’t appear and his funds ran out.

The cultivator who added three thousand more crystals was a large, fat man in golden robes adorned with copper-like symbols.

His cultivation wasn't low—mid-stage infant immortal—but this appearance made him look like a miser from the secular world rather than a cultivator. Yet he bid generously.

Lin Xuan didn’t recognize him but heard someone call him "Jia Fat." He seemed to be an independent cultivator who had opened several shops, making quite a bit of money.

It appeared that the first item would belong to this man. Lin Xuan’s thoughts turned as his spiritual sense reached out, only to bounce back off the red cloth covering it. The result was the same as before.

Indeed, this cloth seemed like a fine treasure!

He thought so as he unknowingly activated another secret technique.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

Taking a deep breath, the light in his eyes turned into a colorful aura. His ordinary face appeared somewhat eerie under its reflection.

Fortunately, as the owner of the Crimson Waist Token, Lin Xuan was alone in his private room and didn’t fear anyone noticing his odd appearance or behavior.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, though imitating the secret technique of a phoenix, could penetrate illusions and obstacles among Spirit Realm’s spiritual eye techniques. Despite his shallow cultivation, he still found something surprising.

His initial attempt with his spirit sense had failed, but the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye managed to see through the red cloth, albeit vaguely enough to make out some form.

That treasure… seemed like…

The first item was already five thousand crystal stones higher than the base price. Converted into lower-grade crystals, it would be worth half a million. Master Mo’s face showed satisfaction.

This exceeded his initial expectations.

However, according to auction rules, he repeated twice and picked up a small hammer-like tool, ready to finalize the bid when a cold voice interrupted him.

"Three hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones."

The voice was clear despite its low volume, causing everyone to gasp. Jia Fat’s addition of three thousand crystals was already considered generous, but this person seemed even more so.

Master Mo was delighted and joined others in looking towards the source of the sound.

A hexagonal private room appeared.

"Such generosity—could it be that old monster?"

Master Mo’s pupils constricted. He had a special status at the auction and vaguely heard about an important figure among the guests.

If it were him, such a price would be trivial.

Seeing his prize fly away, Jia Fat was furious but noticed the bidder was in a private room, showing hesitation again.

He wasn’t new to auctions and knew some of their secrets. Those who could afford private rooms usually had significant power or backing from major forces. If it turned out to be an important treasure, he wouldn’t hesitate to compete regardless of cost. But for a mere bid item, it was not worth the enmity.

After all, what lay beneath that red cloth might not be his desired item.

Jia Fat sat down with a pleasant expression on his face but cursed internally, hating the interference.

Master Mo was pleased and asked as per protocol before hammering to announce the final bidder had won for three hundred thousand crystal stones.

"Master, now that we have an owner, can you reveal what this bid item is?"

A loud voice echoed. Other cultivators soon joined in, not considering three hundred thousand middle-grade crystals a significant price. Some ancient treasures and medicinal pills could fetch much more.

But it was just a bid item; according to auction rules, the first item was usually the least valuable.

At that rate, such a high price seemed absurd, making many wonder if the guest in the private room had been tricked into paying too much.

Human nature being what it is, people enjoyed seeing others lose out. No one wanted someone else to get a good deal right before their eyes.

"Um…"

Master Mo was hesitant. According to rules, once an item was sold, the auction house couldn’t announce its identity. But refusing might not sit well with the crowd’s enthusiasm.

What should he do?

A wry smile appeared on Master Mo's face as he regretted organizing this charade.

Though a skilled appraiser, he wasn't high enough in the auction hierarchy to make such decisions. Seeing the old man's hesitation, the noise from below grew louder.

"How can we spend so many crystals and still be kept in the dark about what’s being auctioned? This is unacceptable."

"Agreed. Such a trick on us—no more auctions for me next time."

"Master Mo, we respect you, but you shouldn’t treat your fellow cultivators like monkeys."

"Cultivators, calm down. I’m not holding back; this item has already been claimed by another. Whether to announce it depends on the other cultivator's intentions."
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Master Mo spoke while raising his head, a hint of pleading on his face.

Lin Xuan naturally saw everything clearly and moved his brows slightly as he began to use sound transmission technique.

"Allowing me to reveal the treasure is fine, but I hope you will agree to one request."

"Please speak your mind," replied the friend.

Master Mo also used sound transmission without hesitation. However, a tightness in his heart arose; perhaps this person wanted to take advantage of him and use it as leverage.

Seeing through his concern, Lin Xuan smiled, his voice gentle: "Friend, you need not worry. My request is trivial—merely asking for the red cloth that blocks spiritual awareness as an additional gift."

"Haha, I see. This matter is within my capabilities; many thanks to you."

Master Mo expressed joy in sound transmission. The red cloth could block spiritual awareness because it was made from a special kind of green silk, though rare, it had limited practical use. Using this as the price for resolving the current crisis would definitely be profitable.

However, it seemed that the buyer wasn't the great figure he initially imagined.

Master Mo did not know his identity; after all, entering the private room meant strict confidentiality during auctions, and he only heard a bit about the great figure by chance.

As long as the current crisis was resolved, he would not delve into the guest's secrets.

With their agreement reached, Master Mo’s expression calmed. "Haha, friends, you needn’t worry; I will explain the origin of this treasure. I believe most of you have heard of Master Womoyu."

Master Mo’s slow voice echoed in everyone’s ears. Before he finished speaking, a wave of exclamations erupted below.

"What? Did I hear correctly? Master Womoyu!"

"Could it be that great monk who was known as the first expert in the Eastern Sea?"

"Humph, besides that master, who else could there be?"

In recent days, Lin Xuan had read many books from the market while practicing, but he wasn't a native of this realm and couldn’t quickly absorb all knowledge. He had never heard of Master Womoyu, but from others' discussions, he knew it was an outstanding cultivator.

However, in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm, which seemed less prominent among many small realms in the Spirit Realm, the value of being the first expert was questionable.

Before his thoughts could settle, more voices continued below.

"Master mentioned Master Womoyu. Could this be the cultivation method he practiced?" A familiar voice spoke, belonging to the fat merchant who had just spoken. He looked nervous and regretted his decision bitterly. If only he had continued bidding.

The other cultivators also seemed regretful; they guessed that whatever was in the book might indeed be it.

However, Lin Xuan remained calm, his temperament far superior to ordinary cultivators. Even if it were Master Womoyu's cultivation method, it should have been a grand finale item. Bidding on such an item would be a waste of resources. Although his luck had always been good, he still believed that fate did not favor him.

Master Mo’s voice continued: "Indeed, this is the cultivation method practiced by Master Womoyu..."

Before he finished speaking, a collective intake of breath echoed. This time, it wasn’t just the fat merchant but other cultivators with some assets who regretted their decision bitterly. They wished they had bid on the item.

Envy and jealousy filled the gaze directed at Lin Xuan’s private room.

However, there were also a few mature individuals who thought similarly to Lin Xuan.

Sure enough, as the cultivators began to grumble, Master Mo’s voice continued: "In fact, friends, you needn’t be too disappointed. Although this cultivation method is indeed by Master Womoyu, it isn’t complete; it's merely a fragment."

"Fragment?"

Many cultivators who had been lamenting their fate were surprised before their faces turned hopeful again.

If it was just a fragment, they wouldn't envy or care much.

Incomplete cultivation methods usually couldn’t be practiced. Even if luck favored them, such methods would be extremely difficult to master, making any achievements almost impossible.

In other words, the three hundred thousand mid-grade crystal stones were mostly wasted.

Not only had he not gained an advantage but also become a sacrificial lamb.

The envy turned into gloating.

At this moment, the personalities of cultivators were vividly displayed.

However, as the party involved, Lin Xuan hadn’t rejoiced earlier and showed no signs of disappointment now. He remained calm, neither arrogant in victory nor despondent in defeat. It was too early to conclude whether he had gained or lost.

Regardless, people’s interest in the item waned, and the auction continued. The servant placed the silver tray with the red cloth and ancient book on a small teleportation array, then cast a spell.

A flash of light, and the treasure vanished. In Lin Xuan's private room, there was also such an array.

The treasure appeared here.

Such a clever design allowed for easy handling while maintaining confidentiality regarding his identity.

The auction continued. Lin Xuan didn’t check the item but put it away in his waistband pouch.

"Pure Yang True Iron, produced from underground fire veins; reportedly takes a thousand years to form. This piece weighs two pounds and is an excellent material for forging fire attribute treasures. Starting bid: fifty thousand crystals, with each increment not less than two thousand."

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan’s expression changed. He had heard of Pure Yang True Iron in the human world but thought it was a legendary item. He hadn’t expected to see it so soon after arriving in the Spirit Realm.

It was roughly fist-sized and originally dark black with a hint of red. Even from afar, Lin Xuan could feel its powerful fire spirit energy.

Such fame wasn't exaggerated; if used for forging fire attribute treasures, its value would be immense.

Thus, Master Mo’s voice continued as bidding began.

"Fifty thousand."

"Five hundred twenty thousand."

"Sixty thousand!"

"Eighty thousand!"

The price skyrocketed in a short time. Some wanted to use it for their own cultivation or forge treasures, while others were buyers from shops who would resell the rare material at a higher price, making substantial profits.

Lin Xuan didn’t participate in the bidding; although Pure Yang True Iron was valuable, he had no use for it.

After about half an hour, a black-robed cultivator bought it for twelve thousand crystals. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but mutter to himself.

It seemed some perceptions needed changing. In the human world, his status far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators, and he was wealthy.

But in the Spirit Realm, resources were abundant, and "rich people" abounded. Here, while his wealth wasn't thin, it could be outdone by a richer peer at any moment.

"Black Earth from Black Swamp, a rare earth attribute material suitable for forging treasures."

After the previous item was delivered to its buyer, another servant brought up a new item.

Master Mo praised the upcoming treasure before revealing the starting bid: "This black earth weighs two pounds; starting bid: seventy thousand crystals, with each increment not less than three thousand."

Before he finished speaking, the cultivators below began to protest.

"Is this a joke? This is clearly exploiting us. Black Earth was auctioned off three months ago, and its weight was similar. The previous transaction price was only thirty thousand crystals; why such an outrageous starting bid now?"

"Indeed, I was there during that auction. Although valuable, the treasure’s quality doesn’t match Pure Yang True Iron."

(To be continued)
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Displeased murmurs reached Lin Xuan's ears. Those who could participate in the secret market auction were not only skilled cultivators but also had broad knowledge, making them hard to deceive.

Moreover, this black soil had appeared at an auction just a short while ago. The starting price for the same quality and size of black soil was more than double that of the crystal stones from the previous auction. People's dissatisfaction was justified.

Such actions were akin to robbery. Everyone waited for Mo Heng to explain. "Haha, fellow cultivators, do not be anxious. I, too, understand the principle of a gentleman loving wealth and obtaining it with propriety. How could I risk damaging the reputation of this auction just for a few thousand crystal stones? There is a reason behind this."

The crowd's noise gradually subsided as they anticipated Mo Master’s reasonable explanation. "Indeed, black soil in terms of value is slightly lower than pure yang true iron, but the principle that rarity makes things valuable is well understood by all. The reason for this exorbitant price today is due to some changes at the place of origin of black soil. In the next hundred years, it will be difficult to obtain such a material. Therefore, do not miss this last opportunity; those who need this material must seize it."

Mo Master's calm voice echoed in everyone’s ears, but his words left them shocked. "Fellow cultivator Mo, you say that the place of origin for black soil has undergone some changes and will be hard to obtain for a hundred years? Is that true or false?"

"Really? What kind of change occurred? Please tell us more."

The crowd was filled with mixed emotions as various voices echoed around. However, Mo Master remained unperturbed, wearing a peaceful smile on his face.

"I apologize, fellow cultivators. I am merely the auctioneer here and have no knowledge of what happened at the place of origin for black soil. Please understand that I cannot reveal this information. But I can assure you that my words are true. You will soon receive news about it. And as I said earlier, I would not risk damaging the reputation of the market just for a few thousand crystal stones. So please rest assured and bid with confidence."

Despite their dissatisfaction, the cultivators could do nothing but wait. The bidding became extremely intense after his words. The crystal stones were increasing rapidly, like a flying sword shooting up.

Finally, one mysterious cultivator with black aura enveloping him paid twenty thousand for it. His face was completely hidden in the thick fog, almost certainly a demon cultivator. He had no connection to earth attributes, and several true cultivators who needed this material glared at him but could do nothing.

The harsh reality of the cultivation world meant that those without financial means would have no choice but to accept their fate. Such unexpected events made the atmosphere even more intense. Twenty thousand crystal stones were enough to buy decent finished treasures, so what else might appear next?

"Divine Craftjujube..."

Mo Master began his introduction again.

As time passed, one by one, items were auctioned off. Some Lin Xuan had heard of before, while others were entirely new to him. He only bought things that would be useful to him and had not found anything that piqued his interest yet.

Soon, the rare materials and spirit herbs were sold out. Next came more expensive finished treasures and pills.

The starting price for these items was over twenty thousand crystal stones, a sum sufficient for an independent cultivator to live comfortably for life. Lin Xuan witnessed the wealth of the spirit realm once again, while other cultivators in the private boxes began to bid actively.

With special treatment, their financial backgrounds were naturally more substantial, making the scene even more intense.

However, as time passed, Lin Xuan felt a mix of emotions. He was worried that no useful pills for the Separation Stage had appeared yet; he came here not just to watch and learn.

Apart from the initial guessing bid, he had nothing to show for it, which did not match his intentions. On the other hand, the items sold so far were increasingly valuable, and his scales had not yet shown up.

According to auction rules, more valuable items were usually placed later. Thus, this time, he could indeed make a significant profit.

Lin Xuan was delighted; who wouldn't be with more crystal stones?

The auction continued for about another mealtime before the maids stopped delivering items to the stage. However, this did not mean the auction had ended; the cultivators' expressions grew even more excited.

Next would be the most valuable hidden treasures.

In terms of value, they far exceeded those from earlier.

Mo Master announced a temporary break.

Of course, as a cultivator, he was not tired from this short rest. Resting might make the cultivators below anxious but also more emotionally charged.

This was part of the auction's strategy and proved effective, pushing the bidding prices up further.

Not all cultivators were anxious; Lin Xuan remained calm, his temperament and depth far beyond that of ordinary cultivators.

Of course, the organizers did not let their guests sit idly. Beautiful maids would perform dances and songs for them.

The beauties were indeed like jade, but neither their singing nor dancing could compare to those in the secular world. However, the purpose of these cultivators was to purchase treasures; they had no time for such entertainments.

This time, they waited even longer than usual, about an hour before Mo Master finally returned to the stage.
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Many people heaved a sigh of relief. The itch that had been gnawing at them was truly unbearable.

Of course, this was because the treasures on offer in this auction were far more valuable than those from previous sessions, making everyone eager to see what lay hidden beneath the surface.

Even if they couldn't bid for them, having a good look would be worthwhile.

Despite their discomfort and even some complaints, no one left the venue.

"Ha ha, sorry for keeping you waiting, Master Mo was just dealing with something urgent earlier, so..."

"Enough of that, Old Man Mo, get to the point. What is it we're bidding on?"

Before he could finish, a rude voice interrupted him.

The tone was extremely arrogant, and Mo Heng immediately recognized the speaker. He hurriedly bowed towards the direction: "It's Brother Qian, isn't it? I apologize for keeping you waiting."

"Hmph, only if it lives up to expectations," replied the man.

His temper seemed fiery, and among the other cultivators present, many had heard the gossip.

"Who is this person who dares treat Master Mo so rudely?"

"Brother Qian, isn't that obvious? What about Brother Ma, can’t you guess?"

"Qian, could it be Qian傲天?"

"Hmph, only he. I've heard he's an advanced-stage婴灵期 cultivator, though he hasn’t broken through yet. His combat power is not to be underestimated."

"Is this true?"

"You can try if you don't believe me."

"Hmph, Brother Ma isn't so eager to get into trouble with someone who poses no threat to him."

The chatter filled the air, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a stir in his heart. While challenging for him, it wasn’t directly related.

Having An Immortal Lady hold the treasure was clearly meant to boost its value. The designer of this auction had certainly shown great creativity.

Mo Heng's voice then reached his ears: "Ladies and gentlemen, there are three items up for auction today."

"Three?!"

The moment he said it, a commotion erupted below. As expected from the term 'pressing act', these were supposed to be the best of the lot.

However, multiple top-tier items weren't unheard of before.

But they had to meet certain conditions: each item must be a masterpiece and superior in quality to a single top-tier item.

Otherwise, it would damage the reputation of the market.

"Such an occurrence hasn’t happened for at least several decades."

"I remember, the last time there were three top-tier items was thirty years ago."

"Heh heh, we came just in time. Even if we don't get anything, we can still enjoy the show and brag to our brothers back home, they’ll be green with envy."

"Brother, you make a good point. Such an event is worth boasting about."

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle at such talk. As the saying goes, "the forest is large, and all kinds of birds can be found," and this was equally true in the cultivation world.

Other cultivators were similarly excited by the prospect of three top-tier items.

"Master Mo, cut to the chase. What’s the first pressing act item?"

"Hold your horses, everyone. The first item isn't from our island but a piece on behalf of another immortal," said Master Mo slowly.

"A proxy auction?" Everyone was more surprised. Could it be an advanced-stage灵期 cultivator's work?

This wasn’t unusual; while few such cultivators existed in this sea, Immortal Dried Wood had already perished, leaving only the Venerable Beast Lord alive. Occasionally, someone of that level would pass through.

Proxy auctions were common enough to not raise eyebrows.

Many hoped for more, and Master Mo lifted a red cloth from his tray, revealing three small storage bags.

He then picked up one on the left, turned it upside down, and gently shook it. A flash of light appeared, followed by over twenty pieces that looked like dragon scales.

"What is this?"

The cultivators were surprised but couldn’t identify what they saw.

"Please take a good look. These aren't scales from a sea serpent; they're from an ancient beast, specifically one with excellent defensive capabilities and earth attributes. Its power level matches that of an advanced-stage elder. This is perfect for crafting defensive shields, and there are twenty pieces. They can be combined into a set of armor. The value is beyond estimation."

"Thirty million crystals?"

Lin Xuan frowned. The starting price for the previous item had been higher.

What was Master Mo's intention?

The fierce bidding soon dispelled his doubts.

"Thirty million."

"Thirty-one."

"Thirty-two."

"Thirty-five!"

Two voices shouted simultaneously, and the auctioneer knew how to handle such situations. Setting a high initial bid would scare away most bidders, leaving only a few to drive up the price. By starting low and encouraging many to participate, he ensured a higher final price.

As more people joined in, the bidding price soared from thirty million to sixty million within moments.

From thirty million to sixty million was a significant increase. If this had been set initially, there might have been only two or three bidders. Now, eight people were still competing, and the price continued to rise.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh as he marveled at the outcome. This auction had indeed brought in substantial profits. At seventy million crystals, it would be enough for a year of operations even for the largest establishment in the mortal world.

However, to his surprise, the winner wasn't the mysterious figure from the private room but a thin, unremarkable cultivator in the hall. And he was only at the early-stage丹灵期!

This made everyone wary, as no one could afford such a sum with their current resources. It was clear that this person was merely a puppet, and behind him lay an unknown, powerful force.

The mysterious nature of it all was always thrilling.

These matters didn’t concern Lin Xuan; he just looked forward to enjoying the fruits of his labor later. The first item had ended at such a high price, but the next two were even more anticipated.

Master Mo's face showed excitement as well. Higher bids meant greater commissions for him. Such incentives ensured his efforts.

He flicked his sleeve and wrapped another storage bag.

Opening it revealed a folding fan.

Though only a foot long, its appearance was similar to those carried by noble families. Unsealing the surface revealed an ominous spiritual pressure.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he guessed what Master Mo had in hand, though confirmation was needed. The sheer power emanating from the fan already caught his attention.

Should he bid?

"山水扇!"

"This treasure has been identified by some of you, right? Yes, it's a replica of an ancient heavenly treasure. Though a copy, the materials used are priceless, and its value is terrifying. Moreover, the power of this fan rivals that of the original to about half, which is rare among replicas," Master Mo explained.
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Fangzhi Lingbao!

Master Mo's voice was not loud, but it clearly reached everyone's ears.

After a brief silence, a series of inhalation sounds could be heard. Even in the Spirit Realm,顶级灵宝 were extremely rare treasures. Most cultivators present had only heard about them; few had actually seen one with their own eyes.

Such grade of treasure was beyond their reach.

Even if they happened to see it by chance, it was merely a case of envy from the sidelines.

But now, there was an opportunity right in front of them. Although not a true灵宝, its仿制 version still possessed formidable power.

Master Mo spoke clearly: "The山水扇 is a masterpiece, with power nearly half that of the original."

Gulp!

The sound of swallowing saliva entered everyone's ears. Many cultivators below were already心动.

Lin Xuan's breathing became more rapid. He knew very well how powerful 通天灵宝 could be.

Though the魔缘剑 had saved him from danger several times, it was merely a broken灵宝. The山水扇, even if just a仿制 version, might still possess power comparable to that of the broken魔缘剑.

Such an opportunity was not to be missed. If possible, Lin Xuan wanted to bid for it.

Master Mo's voice continued: "The山水扇, a仿制灵bao, starting price one million middle-grade晶石, each increase must be at least fifty thousand."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but draw in a cold breath. One million middle-grade晶stone equaled ten million according to the market exchange rate.

This amount was beyond the reach of even元婴 cultivators, let alone ordinary离合期 cultivators, who could only sigh with envy.

It wasn't that they couldn't afford it; it just wasn't worth it. No cultivator would risk their family fortune for a single treasure.

However, not all participants were ordinary. Many had considerable wealth, and some represented powerful factions, making their financial backing significant.

The bidding price quickly rose to one million five hundred thousand. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. The power of the山水扇 was comparable to that of the魔缘剑; it was a must-bid item.

"Two million!"

Lin Xuan hesitated slightly before his cold voice echoed in everyone's ears.

The previously lively scene suddenly froze, and many turned their gaze towards the source of the sound.

"Eh? Is that the guy who just bid for Master Wumei's cultivation technique?"

"What technique? Just a broken item with no practical use."

A sly voice filled with envy entered their ears.

"Regardless, this guy is really rich."

"Maybe not. He might be a big fool."

Lin Xuan didn't care about the crowd's gossip. He bid two million because he had his reasons.

If he gradually increased the price and involved many cultivators, it could drive the price to an unimaginable level.

He wasn't short of money; even if other cultivators in the Spirit Realm were wealthy, Lin Xuan believed that with determination, this treasure would end up in his hands. But that wouldn't be worth it.

Money shouldn't be wasted.

Instead of gradually increasing the bid, he decided to offer fifty thousand middle-grade晶stone at once. Even if he couldn't win the item, it would deter most from bidding.

This way, fewer competitors would remain, and the price wouldn't skyrocket.

Sure enough, as Lin Xuan had anticipated, someone made a generous bid. Master Mo didn't seem pleased; his face turned even more serious.

Though he disapproved, he couldn't interfere with the auction process.

"Someone has bid two million middle-grade晶stone. Is there anyone willing to go higher?"

"First call."

"Second call."

But in the hall, it was unusually quiet. Many cultivators were still processing Lin Xuan's generous offer, even if they coveted the treasure, they knew their assets couldn't compete.

There were those who wanted to disrupt the auction, but they feared that if they bid and the other side didn't follow up...

Such incidents had happened before; the offending cultivator was directly subjected to soul refinement. Without rules, such secret markets wouldn't function.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. If he could get this treasure for just two million middle-grade晶stone, it would be a great bargain.

"Two hundred and twenty thousand!"

However, good things take time. Before his thoughts were fully formed, an unfamiliar voice entered his ears.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The voice came from the southwest corner of a private room, not that moneyed kid. For some reason, this voice gave him a strange feeling.

How to describe it...

Pressure!

As if facing someone higher in cultivation.

But how could that be?

He knew his own situation well.

Though only at the early stage of 离合期, with the power from two婴 and one丹, he wouldn't hesitate against even late-stage monsters.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan felt a chill. This was the Spirit Realm!

Although he hadn't encountered high-ranking cultivators in months, even the so-called Ten Thousand Beast Venerable didn't bother him.

But this place was still part of the Spirit Realm; even insignificant interfaces had传说 of洞玄期 cultivators...

However, these were just speculations with no basis. Lin Xuan couldn't abandon a potential treasure based on mere imagination.

"Two hundred and thirty thousand!" he bid without expression.

"Two hundred and forty thousand!" the voice from the private room sounded impatient.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly but added another fifty thousand: "Two hundred and seventy thousand."

Sigh...

The sound of inhalation entered his ears. Such a high price had never been seen in Linhai City's history, even though he couldn't compete for the treasure, witnessing such an event was worth it.

The cultivators below became excited, turning their heads to focus on another private room.

But no voice came from that direction.

For him, two hundred and seventy thousand wasn't much. But buying a仿制灵bao at this price didn't make sense.

After all, with his current strength, such items weren't rare. If it were a true灵宝, he would definitely bid higher.

"Two hundred and seventy thousand middle-grade晶stone. Good, the山水扇 belongs to this friend."

Master Mo sighed in relief. Although the final price was slightly lower than expected, it was still acceptable.
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The second and final top-tier treasure had found its owner, leaving the other cultivators with a mix of envy and admiration. After all, replicating spirit treasures was something that only came along once in a blue moon for them.

However, jealousy served no purpose as the auction wasn't over yet; there was still one more top-tier treasure to be revealed.

The hall fell silent at this moment, everyone's eyes fixed on Master Mo standing on the stage. After all, with even a replica spirit treasure appearing, what could the final item possibly be?

Master Mo’s face also showed excitement.

This time, he didn’t need to do anything; Fairy An had already taken the last storage bag in her hand.

With a wave of her jade hand, a flash of light appeared, and a small wooden box no more than a few inches long and wide suddenly materialized before everyone's eyes.

It was adorned with twoprohibitive talisman, one purple and the other silver. The tiny runes on their surfaces shimmered faintly, indicating that these weren’t ordinary restrictions.

Everyone’s expressions turned even more expectant as Master Mo took a step back, seemingly preparing for Fairy An to take over the auction.

The cultivators were momentarily stunned but didn’t question it; they still cared about the treasure.

Fairy An opened her mouth and spat out a stream of green energy that wrapped around the twotalisman. With a snap, the contents of the box appeared before their eyes.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed slightly. It was a deep red fruit, somewhat familiar but he couldn’t recall where he had seen it.

"What is this?"

The cultivators were enraged, but in truth, most of them were condensation core cultivators who were usually mature and level-headed. Even if they didn’t see the true nature of the fruit, they still thought that the market wouldn’t play a meaningless joke on its customers.

Facing their accusations, Fairy An said nothing. Instead, her hands moved like butterflies as she cast spell after spell. The deep red fruit began to change dramatically.

First, a faint light enveloped it, then an unusual fragrance spread out. The cultivators who were still shouting suddenly closed their mouths; they weren’t fools and could tell that this wasn’t just any ordinary spirit fruit.

The scent was so intense that it made them feel refreshed, but this was only the beginning.

"Quickly!"

Fairy An pointed her finger forward while opening her mouth to release a highly refined essence energy. The true essence entered the fruit, causing its light to change.

A flicker of light followed, and a miniature qilin about an inch in size materialized before everyone’s eyes.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted!

This wasn’t an illusion; he could feel the pure power emanating from the qilin’s tiny body. It wasn’t spirit energy but seemed similar to the Qi Erliu within his primordial spirit, just with different attributes.

Lin Xuan sighed. This was clearly beyond what he had access to.

Although he didn’t fully understand it, its value was evident. Fairy An stopped her actions, and all the phenomena disappeared. The qilin then sank back into the fruit.

However, she still kept a cold expression on her face, leaving everyone puzzled. Although they knew this spirit fruit was extraordinary, what use it had remained unclear, making them unsure how to bid.

Master Mo beside him looked amused.

"A cough. Let me introduce it. This is indeed a qilin fruit, but not the ordinary kind you can find in the market; it’s an exquisite qilin fruit."

"What? An exquisite qilin fruit? Could this be that legendary..."

Before she could finish, someone shouted from below. There were many knowledgeable cultivators present.

"Ha ha, I see some friends have heard of it. Indeed, for ordinary condensation core cultivators like us, the common qilin fruits are practically useless. But an exquisite one is different; legend has it that these fruits are blessed by the qilin and possess incredible effects. Ordinary cultivators who consume them will burst from the immense medicinal power..."

"Ah, so whoever eats it dies?" The cultivators below were shocked. Such a dangerous item was not something anyone would be foolish enough to spend five million spirit stones on.

"Hmph, I said that’s for ordinary cultivators. But if you practice the illusion beast technique or the Bodhisattva sect’s body forging techniques, or are above the transformation stage, consuming this fruit will bring great benefits. It can cleanse and purify your essence, refining your body to an incredible degree. Even with just your bare hands, you might be able to withstand a peer’s innate treasure..."

"What?"

"Is it true?"

Master Mo’s words didn’t finish as the cultivators below began shouting in surprise. Human cultivators who practiced body forging techniques were not uncommon, but those who could withstand their peers’ innate treasures were extremely rare.

However, with this fruit, even human cultivators could achieve such feats; it was hard to imagine.

Many doubted it, but a few old monsters had greedy expressions on their faces.

The exquisite qilin fruits indeed existed in ancient texts.

Who would have thought they would appear at an auction? Regardless, he must get one.

Compared to the others’ intense determination, Lin Xuan remained indifferent.

He had no intention of competing; after all, he had the Azure Star Sea territory.

However, whether this fruit truly possessed such divine effects would need verification once the auction ended. He needed to check ancient texts.

Lin Xuan suppressed his excitement as the auction began. The bids were few, given that five million spirit stones was a significant sum for ordinary separation stage cultivators who might have to sell all their possessions to afford it. Thus, only a handful participated in the bidding.

But these few were clearly wealthy.

One of them was even at the condensation core stage and seemed to represent a large faction.

Despite the few bidders, the scene remained incredibly intense.

The price quickly soared to eight million spirit stones within half an hour.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but nod in admiration. He had underestimated the wealth in the Spirit Realm; he hadn’t won the Waterfall Fan because of his greatest wealth but because others didn’t participate in the bidding.

After all, everyone’s situation was different, and their needs varied.

Eight million spirit stones were a staggering sum for ordinary cultivators. This auction set new records, making it one of the most prosperous in centuries.

In the past, even top-tier treasures rarely sold for over a million spirit stones.

This time was indeed unusual; was this just a coincidence or something more?

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as a clear voice echoed through the hall.

"Eight hundred and twenty thousand..."

The bidder was a young woman in white robes, around sixteen or seventeen years old, with a beautiful face that still had a hint of innocence. Her cultivation stage was middle-stage condensation core.

She was one of the two remaining bidders.

Although the exquisite qilin fruit was rare and mysterious, eight hundred thousand spirit stones was too much for it to be worth.

But before she could finish, a cold voice came from one of the private rooms.

"Nine million..."

The tone didn’t reveal any emotion but made Lin Xuan feel familiar. He had just competed with this person over a replica spirit treasure; if he hadn’t guessed wrong, there was a fifty percent chance it was a legendary daoist of the Profound Profundity stage.

Just passing by and participating in the auction casually.

The white-robed woman’s expression froze as the other party seemed to have a large budget, increasing the bid to nine million spirit stones.

She hesitated for a moment but decided to go for it. If her grandmother consumed this...

"Nine hundred and five thousand spirit stones..."

A crisp voice echoed, making everyone in the hall exchange glances. Even Master Mo was surprised and pleased; although the exquisite qilin fruit was valuable, no one had expected such an exorbitant price.

The white-robed woman remained calm, but to her, the high price of the spirit stones seemed like a mere number.

Lin Xuan sucked in his breath as well. The other party’s wealth and power were impressive; he might even be outmatched by them in terms of assets.
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But the price was astronomical—close to ten million crystal stones, something beyond their means as a grandchild and her ancestor.

There was nothing they could do but watch as the treasures passed them by.

The auction ended, and the cultivators present were left with a sense of regret, wondering which old monster had such wealth.

Even an advanced Separation-stage cultivator might be driven to bankruptcy at that price.

Lin Xuan was also puzzled about whether this mysterious old man was indeed a Profound Knowledge stage cultivator.

Of course, he wouldn’t delve into the matter; it would bring no benefit.

After all, the gap between Profound Knowledge and Separation stages was well known to him. If the old monster were truly that level, accidentally angering him could be disastrous for Lin Xuan himself.

Better not to get involved, so with his purpose fulfilled, he decided to return to his cave dwelling.

There was a special teleportation array in their private box. He stood on it and stepped out into a halo of light, vanishing without a trace.

Next moment, in an unremarkable corner of Lianhai City, a crude teleportation array flickered to life, revealing a figure emerging from the mist.

Lin Xuan shook his head; even short-range teleportation could be disorienting.

But with his cultivation, he recovered swiftly and looked around cautiously. Within ten miles, there were no cultivators.

He wondered how someone in such a bustling city managed this level of secrecy.

Satisfied that they hadn’t been compromised, Lin Xuan didn’t linger. He flashed with green light and flew towards the distant horizon.

After half an hour, he returned to his cave dwelling without incident.

Without resting, he went straight into the training room.

This trip had yielded plenty; he needed to process the items first. The black gold dragon shield was already inspected at the Hundred Treasures Hall, its power having increased by over twenty percent.

This surprised Lin Xuan about Eastern Mingyu’s identity—such abilities were not possessed by ordinary forces.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to investigate further. He reached into his belt and pulled out a folding fan only a foot long. The sheer spiritual pressure emanating from it left Lin Xuan impressed.

Mister Mo hadn’t exaggerated; this was indeed an excellent forgery.

Unlike genuine spirit treasures, the imitation’s power was weaker but didn’t require mastering any cultivation techniques. It could be used like ordinary talismans after some ritual.

Since it was for auction, there were no mental seals on it. Lin Xuan reached out and gently grabbed it; the fan landed in his hand with a snap.

With a flick of his wrist, he heard a sharp “snap” as the fan opened.

The surface shimmered with spiritual light, but Lin Xuan couldn’t tell what material it was made from. A landscape painting was drawn on it using ink and color techniques.

A green mountain, a small lake. More miraculously, there was a waterfall cascading down the mountain into the lake. Unlike ordinary paintings, the water seemed to flow, making the scene almost alive.

Lin Xuan took in a breath; this was just an imitation—what would a genuine spirit treasure be like?

It seemed his two million seven hundred thousand crystal stones hadn’t been wasted; it was worth every bit of them.

With that thought, Lin Xuan closed the fan and began to ritualize it.

Three days later, he left the training room, looking tired but excited.

Purchasing this landscape fan had been a wise move. Its power far exceeded his expectations, nearly matching the Magic缘 Sword, yet required much less mana.

He could use it like any ordinary magical treasure. This significantly boosted his strength.

Holding the item, Lin Xuan thought about how to repair the Magic缘 Sword. It was impossible in the Mortal World but possible in the Spirit Realm with great effort.

Suddenly, as he pondered this, a red light flew into his palm from outside.

A voice transmission talisman!

Someone had come to visit him so soon after returning?

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but walked out anyway.

After a moment, he stood at the entrance of his cave dwelling. He raised his hand and revealed a silver badge; a streak of lightning cleared the barriers around it.

The mist dissipated, revealing a beautiful young woman in a white gown, looking ethereal!

Though not breathtakingly beautiful, she was undoubtedly a rare beauty.

Advanced婴 Stage!

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows rose. He could confirm that he had never seen this woman before; there were no new cultivators nearby. Her sudden visit made him suspicious.

Despite his surprise, Lin Xuan showed no outward reaction. A mere Advanced婴-stage cultivator couldn’t cause much trouble for him.

“Esteemed Daoist friend Lin, I am Red Leaf, here to pay my respects. Please forgive me for the intrusion,” she curtsied gracefully, showing great politeness. Her actions were graceful and elegant, indicating a high social standing, far beyond ordinary wandering cultivators.

But Lin Xuan was shocked; he almost thought he had misheard.

Could it be that they shared the same name?

According to his knowledge, after Master Drywood’s demise, the island’s leader was a woman named Red Leaf in her early twenties. Could she be the one before him?
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Seemingly sensing Lin Xuan's doubts, the young lady smiled gently. "Indeed, I am the Lord of Lianhai City. Why not come in and sit for a while?"

"Princess, you jest," Lin Xuan replied with a smile. "If it is truly your lordship visiting, then this humble one would be honored."

Though he had suspicions, hearing her confirm it made all the difference. A hint of unease flashed across his eyes, but as an experienced cultivator who had faced countless trials in the mortal world, Lin Xuan was not easily flustered. He kept a calm exterior and turned to greet her.

However, behind the scenes, he subtly released his divine sense.

Within a thousand miles around him, everything seemed peaceful, with no signs of any hidden cultivators. Could it be that Princess Red Leaf had come alone?

Relieved for a moment, Lin Xuan's unease quickly returned. He had only been in the Spirit Realm for a few months and was certain he hadn't revealed his identity. The young lady before him, though not powerful, held the authority of an island lord. It was unlikely she would pay attention to just another outsider cultivator unless...

Unless...she had somehow discerned his true identity!

But that seemed impossible.

While other techniques were secondary, Lin Xuan did have some understanding of Qi Control.

His mind raced with possibilities, but he found no clear answers.

Feeling frustrated, Lin Xuan decided not to dwell on it. After all, as the saying went: "If it's meant to be, it will happen; if not, you can't avoid it." He would simply deal with whatever came his way.

Moreover, from her demeanor, she didn't seem hostile.

With a swift mental decision, Lin Xuan invited her into his cave abode. They took their seats and he offered fruit and spirit wine.

"Thank you for your honesty," Princess Red Leaf said after taking a bite of an apple. "You are indeed a senior cultivator from the lower realms."

The revelation stunned him momentarily. While it was shocking, it wasn't entirely unexpected. The Nine Heavens Profound Technique's Qi Control technique was formidable, but there were many other powerful individuals in the world.

But his origins had nothing to do with his cultivation method. How did she know?

Lin Xuan's expression darkened significantly.

The situation seemed to be slipping out of his control, and he hated when fate wasn't in his hands.

He had been too careless, underestimating these Spirit Realm beings. He hadn’t expected them to uncover his secrets so easily.

Anger flashed in his eyes as a terrifying aura emanated from him.

"Princess, please don't be angry. I came here with no ill intentions!"

Princess Red Leaf's voice was filled with alarm. Her presence seemed more formidable than even the Beast Sovereign.

If she had just discovered he was at the Lower Separation stage, it would have been disappointing. Now, in her surprise and delight, she believed An Uncle hadn't lied.

Ascended cultivators were rare but exceptional individuals who had endured countless trials to reach their current status. Their combat prowess far surpassed that of Spirit Realm peers.

"Without ill intentions?"

Lin Xuan repeated the phrase softly.

"Why are you here, Princess Red Leaf? I am indeed an ascended cultivator from the lower realms. You came all this way just to reveal my identity and threaten me?" he said coldly.

"No, no, I jest," she replied with a smile. "Princess Red Leaf has no grudge against you. Why would I come here to threaten you? That would be pointless. Today, I am here with good intentions, hoping to invite you to join our island as the Supreme Elder."

"Supreme Elder?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, his expression unchanged.

She continued, "With your achievements at the Lower Separation stage and beyond, it's clear that in the lower realms, you weren't alone. You must have led a powerful sect or family."

"That may be true," he said coldly, "but what does that matter to me joining Red Leaf Island?"

"Please don't be so distant. With your vast experience, you should understand that even at the Lower Separation stage, an independent cultivator and one with support from a sect are vastly different. You could send your subordinates to gather treasures, but as a Supreme Elder here, you would waste valuable time."

Princess Red Leaf's voice was filled with sincerity.

"Hmm, so what? Even if I wanted to establish my own sect, it wouldn't be easy. My initial efforts at Baxuan Pavilion already had some foundation, and I have loyal subordinates like Lu Ying'er. But here, alone, becoming an island lord is a daunting task."

"Establishing your own sect shows great ambition," she said with admiration. "But you must know that it's not as simple. My grandfather spent nearly a thousand years to build Red Leaf Island to its current size. Even if your intelligence far surpasses his, without decades of hard work, becoming an island lord is impossible."

Lin Xuan nodded, knowing the truth.

"Indeed, I understand. But even so, becoming an island lord would be difficult with my current situation. My Moon儿's whereabouts are unknown, and here alone, it’s a tall order."

"Your words show you know the truth," Princess Red Leaf said. "As for my sincerity, there is no need to worry. I have a blood curse document from my grandfather that binds us if you agree. We can sign right now. From then on, I will treat you as an elder brother."

"A blood curse document?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise.

He knew such documents well; he had signed one with Dongfang Mingyu before. It was more binding than a Heart Demon Oath and would surely punish him if violated.

"Even if I have special abilities, this wouldn't affect me," he said coldly. "Wouldn't you fear that I might take over your Red Leaf Island?"

"I invited you sincerely. Why continue to test? My blood curse document is not something easily found in the marketplace. It won’t be broken so easily," she replied confidently.
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"Oh, could it be that there's something special about the item in Fairy Leaf's hand?" Lin Xuan turned his head, and his calm voice entered my ears.

"It's understandable that you're not familiar with this. After all, your time here is limited, and these blood curses come in different grades. The common ones used in markets can't affect a cultivator like you at the Separation Stage, even though there are cases of backlash from the curse. But the one I have here is more advanced."

"More advanced?"

"Yes, it was crafted by some master of curses. Even an old patriarch with supreme techniques would find it impossible to remove."

"Humph. So if I sign this, will I be bound for life?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows knitted together as he showed signs of displeasure.

"I beg your pardon; my words were clear. It can't be removed at the Separation Stage, but once you advance to the Profound Void stage, such a blood curse won't affect you anymore. With that kind of cultivation, Red Leaf Island would hold no significance for you. Therefore, this is beneficial to both you and me without any lingering concerns," Fairy Leaf's lips parted slightly, her clear voice entering my ears.

"Is that so…" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing signs of contemplation.

Seeing Lin Xuan's interest, Fairy Leaf secretly rejoiced and spoke with utmost sincerity: "Rest assured, as the Supreme Elder of this island, you won't need to handle any mundane affairs. You'll merely serve as a deterrent presence, but enjoy great benefits. Crystal stones will be provided, along with hundreds of people at your disposal. The power is far greater than what your friend imagines. Other benefits? If you wish to know now, I can explain them in detail."

"There's no need for that." As Fairy Leaf said, Lin Xuan had also controlled a significant force in the mortal world. In terms of scale, it was not inferior to Red Leaf Island. He knew well what benefits came with being the Supreme Elder.

"Then will you agree?" Fairy Leaf clasped her hands tightly, evident excitement in her eyes. Since Grandfather Molu passed away, she had been shouldering this burden alone, and she longed for someone to share it.

"Now is not the time to make a decision. I still have some matters to ask of you," Lin Xuan said with a wave of his hand, his tone calm.

"Please speak; if I know, I'll tell you everything."

"How did you figure out my identity?" Lin Xuan's voice carried an unusual tone. He was at the Separation Stage, and while it was unexpected, it wasn't entirely surprising given the many extraordinary individuals in the world. However, knowing he was a cultivator who had ascended would be shocking.

"Originally, you cared about this. It was just by chance that we figured out your identity. Do you remember the fight three months ago at the market shop where you教训ed Wan Menghao?"

"Wan Menghao?" Lin Xuan's expression changed.

"Yes, that fellow who claimed to be the young master of the Ten Thousand Beast Island, an Incarnation Stage中期 cultivator but with negligible abilities."

"I do remember. Was it from that fight that you noticed something amiss?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"Not exactly. We were merely puzzled by your victory. Wan Menghao might not have been formidable, but he was still at the Incarnation Stage中期. It seemed too easy for a cultivator at an early stage to win."

"And this isn't the main point. The key is that if you truly were an Incarnation Stage cultivator, you wouldn't be so carefree about the vast power of the Ten Thousand Beast Island. But your attitude showed no concern, which was clearly out of place. So we investigated your history in the market," Fairy Leaf continued.

"Oh, I see."

Listening to Fairy Leaf's detailed explanation, Lin Xuan finally understood the whole situation. As they say, one cannot hide from oneself. Even with his high-level acting skills, he couldn't have been completely convincing.

Every action and word, especially when buying or selling in the market, would reveal some clues.

The flaws were small enough that most people wouldn't notice, but to someone observant, connecting these dots wouldn't be difficult.

Of course, this was because Fairy Leaf was the island's ruler. Otherwise, even with higher cultivation, it would have been impossible for her to gather such detailed information about his activities in the market.

This required a large number of people at her disposal, which was an advantage of controlling a region.

"Is there anything else you're unsure about? I won't hide; since Grandfather Molu passed away, I've been the island's ruler. The Ten Thousand Beast Venerable has long had designs on my Red Leaf Sea. You becoming our Supreme Elder will inevitably lead to conflicts with him…"

Lin Xuan's mind raced. He didn't know the history between the two islands, but he had witnessed the ancient warship himself and heard rumors in the market.

Red Leaf Island appeared prosperous now, but privately, it was already a boiling cauldron.

I never expected her to admit this so openly; she truly is sincere. Lin Xuan's respect for her increased slightly.

"Fairy, I thank you for your honesty. If my guess is correct, Hu Song, the Daoist friend living nearby, likely followed your instructions," Lin Xuan took a bite of an apple and smiled.

"This…"

Fairy Leaf's face showed signs of embarrassment as she stood up and bowed to Lin Xuan: "Please don't mind; Hu Song came here at my request. Although there are blood curses, I didn't want to invite wolves into my house while keeping out tigers. I had to investigate your background."

"Humph, it's fine."

Lin Xuan's surprise flashed in his eyes briefly. She was indeed straightforward and lacked subtlety.

It was commendable that such a personality could become the ruler of an island.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't angry; instead, he felt delighted. With his keen eye, he saw through her sincerity.

Although Lin Xuan was skilled at feigning, he preferred to work with honest people because constantly playing mind games and scheming was exhausting.

"How about it? Will you become my sworn sister and the Supreme Elder of this island?" Fairy Leaf said with hopeful eyes.

Lin Xuan remained silent. Honestly, after hearing her conditions, he felt a bit心动. As Fairy Leaf said, being an independent cultivator was too arduous. Even with his Blue Star Sea and plenty of medicinal pills, he still faced many troubles.
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The resources in the Spirit Realm were vast, and there were many pills that could enhance a cultivator's cultivation power during the Core Formation Stage.

However, Purple Orchid Pills were considered the most precious among them.

They were hailed as divine tonics, capable of rapidly propelling Core Formation cultivators to the peak realm.

What did this "fast" imply?

For example, it might take one hundred years or more for a cultivator to advance from late Core Formation to Great Perfection through regular cultivation. But with Purple Orchid Pills, it could be reduced to just half that time, or even less than a third.

Of course, the specifics varied among different cultivators.

But the time difference alone indicated that their efficacy was more than three times greater than ordinary pills.

And for cultivators, spirit herbs and medicinal materials that enhanced cultivation power were already rare treasures.

Especially considering they were "saint-grade" treasures. Such items could fetch astronomical prices in the market, possibly even rivaling those of top-tier Divine Fruits.

But his so-called impoverished elder brother casually gave them away.

Was he really poor? If he was considered destitute, what about others—were they beggars or something else?

If not for Lin Xuan's recent admission to Red Leaf Fairy, she would have doubted whether her assumption that he was an Ascended cultivator was correct.

How could the mortal realm, with its scarce resources, produce Purple Orchid Pills?

After all, although Purple Orchid Grass wasn't rare, the strict requirements for its cultivation time—twenty million years—were almost unbelievable.

---

Red Leaf Fairy had too many questions. She originally thought she knew everything about this elder brother, but now she felt as if she knew nothing. Her heart was filled with shock and a hint of desire. However, as a noblewoman, she understood many things: "No, elder brother, these Purple Orchid Pills are too precious. I cannot accept them."

"Since I've given them to you, there's no way back," Lin Xuan said, his face showing a trace of disdain. He had plenty of Purple Orchid Pills left—thirty in total weren't much.

"Thank you very much, elder brother."

Red Leaf gently waved her hand, and a delicate jade pendant appeared in her palm.

"This is the island's token. Show it to the island master; as an Elder, your authority is equal to mine. You can freely access all restricted areas and allocate resources at will," she said.

"Alright."

Without any further action, Lin Xuan lightly flicked his finger, and the token flew before him.

The two then resumed their seats, their relationship now much warmer.

"By the way, little sister, I've only been here for a short while, but I know that the Beast Island has designs on the Red Leaf Sea. Can you tell me more about it?" Lin Xuan's voice was calm and unhurried as he spoke into her ears.

Previously, it had been none of his business, but now as an Elder, he couldn't afford to ignore such matters. He needed to eliminate external threats quickly so that he could focus on cultivation.

"Even if you didn't mention it, I would have asked for your help," Red Leaf Fairy's light laughter echoed in his ears. Then she seemed to remember something and her expression turned serious, even slightly menacing: "Three months ago..."

"That was the ancient warship, right?" Lin Xuan frowned as he spoke.

"Indeed. The situation is like this..."

Red Leaf Fairy began narrating, revealing no details of disagreement within the island. She recounted from the visit by the Beast Lord to the events that transpired at the city lord's residence.

Lin Xuan listened silently for a while before occasionally chiming in with a few words.

It took nearly an hour.

"Old An's analysis is correct. Wu Ziming is nothing but a traitor, his deception just very well hidden."

Lin Xuan sighed. Red Leaf Fairy's situation was worse than he had imagined—internal and external threats. He hadn't expected the Beast Lord to be so shameless, trying to act like an old bull eating young grass.

Despicable.

He should look in a mirror.

Wu Ziming was even more detestable, repaying kindness with malice, selling out his master for personal gain.

Although most cultivators were selfish and self-centered, such shamelessness was rare.

Just as Lin Xuan thought this, Red Leaf's gentle voice entered his ears: "Elder brother, although Wu Ziming is despicable, he has many friends. With my strength, I can easily take them all down, but facing his desperate retaliation, it might just be a narrow victory. This matter requires your help. With your Separation and Union Realm abilities, once you eliminate Wu Ziming and dismantle his network, the problem will be solved..."

"No, I won't intervene in this," Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Why?" Red Leaf was surprised.

"Because I don't want to alert him," Lin Xuan smiled as he explained. "Wu Ziming isn't important, but if we take him down, it might alert the Beast Island and ruin our plans."

"Do you intend to fight the Beast Island?"

Red Leaf was shocked. She had assumed that with Lin Xuan's help, Red Leaf Island could barely defend itself. Facing the relentless pressure from the Beast Island, they might even lose some benefits. But Lin Xuan seemed to have different intentions—perhaps he wanted to uproot the entire Beast Island. Was this feasible?

Even though Ascended cultivators were formidable, capable of overpowering their peers in the Spirit Realm, his Separation and Union realm was still early-stage. The Beast Island had recently passed its second heavenly tribulation and coincidentally advanced to a later stage.

Such a disparity couldn't be bridged by mere power.

"Hmph, I have my reasons. You don't need to say more on this matter, little sister. Tell me, did Wu Ziming pay attention to my identity and cultivation realm?"

"No, he was too proud as an advanced Core Formation cultivator; he wouldn't care about a 'beginner' like you," Red Leaf Fairy said confidently.

"Good, then I have one more question. Have you kept this secret absolutely?"

"Don't worry, elder brother, I know the importance of confidentiality. Only a few people here are aware, and they're my most trusted confidants," she said with a smile.

"That's good. Now, tell me about your identity and cultivation realm—did Wu Ziming notice anything?" V
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After two days and a night, the rumbling sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as he finally emerged from the secret chamber.

His face showed signs of fatigue, but his eyes still sparkled with excitement that couldn't be concealed. After enduring countless hardships, he had finally managed to remove the Blood Curse Document. The Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire revealed its boundless utility once more, showcasing a breathtaking divine power. With this, he no longer needed to worry about any lingering issues.

The Blood Curse Document was useless for him, but Red Leaf Immortal Fairy still felt constrained by it. That little girl had signed the document with the intention of securing some protection, only to end up biting off more than she could chew, ensnaring herself instead.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't a shameless person and never intended to break his word for personal gain. He just didn’t want to be at someone else's mercy; he had no intention of breaking the agreement as long as Red Leaf kept her promise and treated him like an elder brother. After such a grueling two days, Lin Xuan felt quite tired.

He returned to his bedroom and lay down on the bed...

Soon enough, snores could be heard.

The next morning, after waking up refreshed, he bathed and changed clothes. Then, he retracted the array flags surrounding his cave dwelling. He was now going to Red Leaf Island as an external affairs elder, so this place would have to be abandoned for the time being.

He had originally thought he would stay here for years, but only three months had passed. Lin Xuan sighed and transformed into a streak of startling light, flying towards the coastal city.

Familiar with the route, he soon spotted the Lord's Mansion, an elegant building located at the heart of the city, floating in mid-air and encased by a multicolored light barrier. Guards patrolled around it.

Lin Xuan’s arrival naturally attracted attention. Before reaching a thousand feet away, he was stopped.

"Restricted area of the Lord's Mansion. Outsiders are not allowed to approach here. If you have important matters, please go elsewhere."

A middle-aged man in his forties with sharp and efficient features greeted him respectfully. Lin Xuan’s cultivation stage being at the Core Formation realm meant they treated him politely out of respect for his strength.

"Incarnate Soul, I am a wandering cultivator here to join your island and serve Immortal Red Leaf." Lin Xuan said calmly after observing the armored cultivators.

"Oh, so you wish to join our island?" The leader's face showed surprise.

"Yes."

"Very well. Please follow me. Zhang Gui, continue patrolling," he instructed another cultivator.

Turning back, his expression turned into a smile.

Core Formation realm cultivators were generally welcomed if their identity was valid, and the treatment here was incomparably better than that of Core Formation stage like him. He couldn't afford to offend them.

"Thank you." Lin Xuan smiled.

"You're too polite. Please follow me."

Two hours later, Lin Xuan arrived at a nearby spiritual mountain beside the coastal city, his new cave dwelling. Red Leaf Immortal Fairy had already arranged for this with Elder An and Guo Ru, ensuring a smooth transition as an external affairs elder without any complications.

After completing all formalities, he was assigned to a new cave dwelling. The environment was quite good; it was much better than his previous one in terms of essence energy concentration and other conditions.

"Alright, I can go now."

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and two crystal stones flew out into the hands of the servant girl guiding him.

"Thank you, Elder," she said as she bowed.

She was only at the Foundation Establishment stage, and receiving two middle-grade crystal stones made her very happy. This was a valuable gift for her. She bid farewell to Lin Xuan with a graceful wave before transforming into a streak of light and flying away.

Lin Xuan flipped his left hand, revealing a token in his palm.

He gently raised it, sending out a red light. The fog ahead stirred and slowly dispersed, revealing a winding path made of green stones leading deep into the cave dwelling.

Lin Xuan stepped inside, but his eyes flickered slightly, though barely noticeable to others. After a moment, he entered the cave dwelling.

The environment was good, but Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention as a familiar figure caught his eye.

"Brother."

The girl turned her head and bowed gracefully.

"Sister, why are you here?" Lin Xuan frowned. He had hidden his true cultivation level to lure out the enemy.

"Don't worry, Sister came secretly; no one will know of my whereabouts," she said reassuringly.

Knowing what Lin Xuan was worried about, Red Leaf Immortal Fairy smiled sweetly.

"Alright, sit down."

With the situation as it was, he couldn’t complain. Although they hadn't interacted much, her character wasn't trivial at all.

"Sister, I apologize. Since you joined under the guise of a Core Formation cultivator to serve as an external affairs elder, this place is rather simple, but only temporarily..."

"Brother, why should it matter? Sister came today because I have something important to discuss with you," she said, her expression eager.

"It's simple—reject their offer firmly and unambiguously. There’s no room for compromise," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"But wouldn't that anger them?" Red Leaf Immortal Fairy was surprised.

"Ha ha, that's exactly what I want." Lin Xuan wore a mysterious look on his face: "How else could we lure the enemy into our trap?"
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"Trap the guest in his own pot?" Red Leaf Fairy's cherry lips slightly parted, a hint of surprise on her face.

Lin Xuan, though an ascended cultivator, was still at the initial stage. His boldness was quite impressive. Where did this confidence come from?

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan didn't want to directly express his thoughts with such a gentle woman's personality.

"Brother, your concerns might be correct, but Sister worries that doing so could backfire. If the other party gets angry and retaliates, wouldn’t they attack Red Leaf Island?" she said with some concern.

"Haha, little sister," he said, "you're overthinking it. Elder An's analysis was right. The saying goes: 'A thousand defenses against a thief are no defense against one from within.' Compared to the Ten Thousand Beast Island, our forces are indeed weaker, but not so soft that they can be easily manipulated. Even if their ambitions are great, they won't risk everything," Lin Xuan explained.

Time passed like water in cultivation. Since joining Red Leaf Island and becoming an external affairs elder, it had been over three months since he arrived in the Spirit Realm, making a full half year.

During this time, he mostly stayed secluded in his cave dwelling, rarely venturing out except for occasional visits from fellow cultivators such as Guo Ru and Wu Ziming.

The island was divided into factions, with both sides trying to draw him into their camp. Even an early-stage Core Formation cultivator was not something to be underestimated.

However, this Lin elder seemed more focused on rigorous cultivation. He showed no interest in either side's attempts at persuasion.

He joined the Red Leaf Island simply to find a place of support. The island had sent him on two minor missions, which he completed without any notable success or failure.

In summary, his actions were quite ordinary, much like an average cultivator pursuing the illusory path of the Heavenly Dao.

While luck had allowed him to successfully form a Core Formation, his performance was unremarkable. As such, both those led by Red Leaf Fairy and Wu Ziming quickly forgot about him.

An early-stage Core Formation cultivator might be formidable in battle, but there wasn't much reason to take them seriously.

Lin Xuan seemed like an idle person lost among the masses.

Three months passed, a short time that felt like an instant. Lin Xuan spent his days in his cave dwelling while Red Leaf Island saw significant changes.

Initially, Red Leaf Fairy had been wary of the powerful Ten Thousand Beast Island, but she dared not openly offend them. Her initial reluctance to marry into their family was just an excuse to stall.

The Ten Thousand Beast Island hadn't pushed too hard either; they understood that rushing things could backfire. The ambitious Elder Ten Thousand Beasts sought a gradual approach, slowly eroding the island's defenses until he could claim both its territory and its beauty.

Everything seemed to be going smoothly until Red Leaf Fairy suddenly hardened her stance. She firmly rejected the marriage proposal, calling it asinine for an amphibian to dream of swan flesh.

As the head of the island, Elder Ten Thousand Beasts was a proud figure who couldn't tolerate such insults. Moreover, this incident somehow became public knowledge, turning him into a laughingstock in the markets and taverns. Even within his own sphere of influence, many cultivators discussed it.

Elder Ten Thousand Beasts was furious but restrained himself from immediately mobilizing an attack on Red Leaf Island. He understood that patience was key; while his old comrade Gu Mu was gone, Red Leaf Island's long-term development had created a formidable defense.

Even if there were traitors within the island, they wouldn't easily fall to an assault. Wu Ziming and his ilk were known for their opportunism, making them unreliable allies at best.

After weighing the pros and cons, Elder Ten Thousand Beasts decided not to launch a direct attack just yet. Red Leaf Fairy's stubbornness would eventually bring her down...

This incident shook the entire Red Leaf Island, creating an atmosphere of tension. The number of visiting cultivators decreased, affecting local businesses as well. However, this wasn't Lin Xuan's concern; he was merely an external affairs elder.

March 3rd marked exactly one hundred days since Lin Xuan arrived in Lianhai City. He received a summons for the memorial service on that day—three years had passed since Elder Gu Mu's death.

Red Leaf Fairy, known for her filial piety, would attend to honor her grandfather. The peculiar thing was that while Gu Mu was the island's leader, his grave wasn't on Red Leaf Island but ten million miles away in a desolate island called Jiang.

Lin Xuan received the summons and stopped meditating, transforming into a streak of light to reach the designated location.

Several ancient warships were already moored at the beach. The smallest was over 100 meters long, while the largest stretched for more than 700 meters—enormous vessels that dwarfed humans.

The ships' hulls gleamed darkly, with numerous gun turrets protruding from both sides. Each turret was two meters long and far more powerful than Crystal Power Cannons.

Despite the disparity in cultivation realms, human-made weapons were still formidable tools for conquest.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but remained silent as he landed on a barren hill overlooking the beach.

Thousands of cultivators had gathered here, some sitting or standing quietly without any noise. They looked disciplined, like organized soldiers rather than the chaotic groups seen in ordinary sects and families.

The reason was that in the Spirit Realm, especially in the Eastern Sea region, multiple factions coexisted with complex relationships. The islands were scattered, making conflicts common between adjacent territories.

Discipline among these cultivators had improved due to their unique circumstances—each island's leader held significant power, akin to small kingdoms. This environment fostered a disciplined and cooperative spirit among the inhabitants.

Lin Xuan didn't join the crowd but landed on an empty hill several miles from the beach. A dozen or so people were meditating or whispering nearby, all at high-stage Core Formation cultivators.

For this memorial service, Red Leaf Island had brought out its elite forces—about a third of the island's top-tier cultivators.
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This included Elder An, while Guo Ru and Wu Ziming's group left no trace at all.

Of course, this arrangement was also due to Lin Xuan's instructions.

However, his current identity remained that of an unremarkable External Affairs Elder.

The three months of seclusion allowed Lin Xuan to recognize few of the元婴期 cultivators on the mountain. After descending in a flash of light, he did not converse with others but found a clean spot and sat cross-legged there.

He waited quietly for departure time.

And this wait turned out to be half a day. Fortunately, all around were cultivators, each patient as they maintained their composure.

However, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a bit doubtful from the depths of his heart. What was Red Leaf doing? Was something unexpected happening that caused such delays?

Another meal's worth of time passed before a sound of celestial music suddenly came from the horizon.

Faintly visible was an elegant chariot pulled by some unknown fragrant wood, enveloped in a layer of rosy light.

The beast pulling it had three heads and four legs, with wings on its back, looking both fierce and splendid.

Before the chariot were dozens of beautiful young girls, divided into two rows of twelve each. These women appeared to be only seventeen or eighteen years old, with clear and delicate features. Each held a palace lantern in her hand.

They moved gracefully from the sky, like celestial maidens descending to earth. Behind the chariot, two teams of soldiers stood, their banners fluttering. The strange beasts they rode looked even more ferocious, exuding an aura of robustness.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling impressed by this display.

The grandeur and power!

Only a Lord of an island could compare with ordinary cultivators of the same rank.

Indeed, while both had similar levels of cultivation, there was a world of difference between them.

Even the cultivators below showed signs of excitement. After all, it took nearly a thousand years for Elder Kūmù to accumulate enough power to make Red Leaf Island what it is today. Otherwise, how could a late-stage元婴期 cultivator like Fairy Red Leaf achieve such prominence?

For those who wield great powers, the only thing that can move them besides the allure of immortality is authority.

This was why so many cultivators, knowing their chances with the Heavenly Dao were slim, still busied themselves founding sects or establishing families.

From the grandeur of this outing by Fairy Red Leaf, one could see a glimpse of it all.

A strange color flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes, but his excitement quickly faded. Unlike other cultivators, Lin Xuan's resolve was unshakable.

What did power matter? It was just temporary glory that would eventually turn to dust. How could it compare with the allure of becoming a true immortal?

Only by passing through the Nine Heavens' Tribulation and ascending to the realm of True Immortals could one achieve eternal life.

Everything else was merely fleeting clouds. Even if Lin Xuan had joined Red Leaf Island, it was only for better cultivation.

With his mind clear, he focused solely on his goals. Only those with a firm resolve had any chance of achieving immortality.

In the meantime, the chariot approached him. A slender girl stepped out, her hair tied up in a bun, wearing a white palace robe that highlighted her beauty. Although not as breathtakingly beautiful as a national treasure, she was still very attractive.

"Salute the Lord of the Island."

The old monsters quickly stood and bowed respectfully. Lin Xuan couldn't avoid it either; he didn't want to reveal himself too much in front of so many cultivators, who might already be secretly aligned with Supreme Beast Master.

Better safe than sorry. He didn't want his plans to fail at the last moment.

"Everyone, no need for such formalities."

Fairy Red Leaf waved her hand, smiling gently as she returned their bows. This girl had only recently taken over and was still somewhat green, but she exuded a hint of authority.

After all, those in power tend to have different airs about them.

After the greetings, Lin Xuan noticed an elderly man with white hair and eyebrows standing beside Fairy Red Leaf.

Of course, that was Elder An. Together with Guo Ru, he was one of the two pillars of Red Leaf Island and a trusted confidant of Fairy Red Leaf.

However, this time, while Guo Ru stayed behind, Elder An accompanied her to pay respects at the ancestral temple.

"Miss, it's late; we shouldn't delay any longer. The old Lord's resting place is not too far from here."

Elder An's voice reached his ears. From appearances, he seemed a kind elder.

"Auntie An has a point. Let's board the ship then."

Fairy Red Leaf nodded and spoke with a clear, cold voice that everyone could hear despite her seemingly gentle tone. At four hundred years old, she was still quite young for an元婴期 cultivator, given the resources in the Spirit Realm.

Unfortunately, Master Kūmù had passed away too early; otherwise, this woman's accomplishments would have rivaled those of Supreme Beast Master.

With the Lord's order, others naturally followed. Flashing lights appeared as they all rushed toward the ancient warship.

Despite their numbers, there was no chaos; everything was orderly.

Lin Xuan joined the crowd. His ship was one of the largest in the middle, Fairy Red Leaf's personal vessel.

While it was unlikely to encounter danger on the journey, better safe than sorry!

Fairy Red Leaf's safety mattered to Lin Xuan. Being closer would allow him to protect her more effectively.

Crystals were already fully charged; about eight cultivators controlled them.

In a separate cabin near the bow, Lin Xuan used his divine sense and saw a complex rule etched before his eyes. The ship's operators floated above the array, casting spell after spell.

Wu...

An ancient voice entered his ears as the warship took off into the air. There were five ships in total: one large and four smaller ones.

The main ship was seven hundred zhang long, while each of the others was about two or three hundred zhang.

Even without considering the defensive arrays and turrets, the power required to propel such a vessel would be enormous.

Lin Xuan wondered how such warships could compare with those used by late-stage元婴期 cultivators. Even for Separation Stage cultivators, they might not afford it.

These ships were more than just means of transportation; they were also formidable weapons for sieges and conquests.
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Lin Xuan did not linger on the deck. Although his position was merely an External Affairs Elder, he was far from a common disciple in terms of importance.

He was assigned to a quiet room and it seemed that Red Leaf Fairy was not too far away.

However, to avoid alerting them, neither brother nor sister contacted each other.

The details they needed to discuss had been arranged several days ago. Now, the trap was set; all they had to do was wait for their target to fall into it.

Lin Xuan pulled a mat and sat cross-legged, placing his hands on his knees as he circulated his essence energy through his meridians.

The burial place of Elder Dry Wood was ten thousand miles away from Red Leaf Sea. That referred to the straight-line distance; in reality, they would have to pass through a very dangerous sea area. For safety reasons, Red Leaf Fairy decided to take an alternative route, which would significantly increase their travel time.

Even with the ancient warship's speed, it would still take about two days.

Thus, Lin Xuan began to conserve his strength and energy. After all, Venerable Master Separation of the Ten Thousand Beasts was a late-stage cultivator, not some insignificant shrimp; maintaining peak condition wouldn't be amiss.

Time passed slowly, and before he knew it, one day had gone by.

Everything went smoothly without any unexpected difficulties or problems.

As the sun rose on the horizon, casting golden light across the sea, making the sky clear and bright. "Huff."

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and then stood up from his meditation mat. After sitting for so long, he needed to move around and rest. He left his bedroom and walked onto the deck.

The morning was still early, but there were many cultivators on the outside. Since the journey could be tedious, several familiar cultivators had gathered in small groups, exchanging cultivation insights or chatting about other matters.

"Old Elder Lin, good morning."

A hoarse voice greeted him as he turned to see an elderly man with a beard.

He was thin and dry but wore very华丽的服饰。

他是一位初期元婴期的修士。

看见他主动打招呼，林轩先是一愣，随后记起了此人。加入临海城后，他曾来访过——并非拉拢，他自己也是散修，在百年前加入了红叶岛，成为一名外事长老。既不亲近岛主，也不与吴子明一伙来往，与自己虚构的身份倒有些相似之处。

不过两人交情并不深厚，毕竟区区一名初期元婴期的修士，林轩看不上眼。

当然，表面功夫还是要做的，他拱了拱手：“Old Elder Cai.”

"Haha, I didn't expect Brother Lin to be here for the ancestral worship. We can…."

Listening to his incessant chatter, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel amused and frustrated. This old man seemed to be quite a social butterfly.

Fortunately, the journey was indeed monotonous, so Lin Xuan chatted with him half-heartedly.

After about an hour, a dazzling silver light suddenly appeared on the horizon.

"Eh, what is that?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he silently released his divine sense. He could see clearly now; they were some fish-headed bird-bodied monsters. They were no more than a foot long and entirely silvery in color. While one might not be intimidating, the sheer number before them was astonishing—hundreds of thousands, perhaps even millions, covering the entire sky, appearing as a dazzling silver stream.

They rolled in like a tidal wave, sweeping towards them.

Something familiar seemed to flash through his mind, but he couldn't recall which book it was from. Before he could think further, cries of terror and despair filled the air.

"Good heavens, they're Silver Fish Birds! Quick, run!"

Silver Fish Birds?

Lin Xuan turned around and saw panic on the deck. The low-ranking cultivators were in a state of chaos, but even Old Cai looked pale as if facing death itself.

"Are these Silver Fish Birds really that terrifying?"

"Brother Lin, you have great courage! But now is not the time for jokes. This creature, although inferior to a full-scale beast tide, will leave nothing alive where it passes. If we were on Red Leaf Island, with our protective array, we could repel them, but just a few warships…"

Before Old Cai could finish his sentence, Red Leaf Fairy's cold voice cut in.

"Don't panic. Change course and try to avoid them. These Silver Fish Birds might not be targeting us, but their numbers are too great; don't engage them head-on. Without my command, no one is to act, or we might anger them."

"Yes, Lady of the Island."

Even without Red Leaf Fairy's order, the warship had already turned and retreated.

Many cultivators stopped using their treasures and magic artifacts. As Red Leaf Fairy said, perhaps they were just a coincidence. Engaging in attacks could attract these terrifying monsters' attention.

The safest choice was to flee. They hoped to survive this ordeal.

At that moment, Lin Xuan finally recalled the origin of Silver Fish Birds from his books.

It was well-known that the Eastern Sea's three major races stood against each other. When humans and demons were at war, demon hordes would often be unleashed as a tactic.

As the name suggested, these were low-ranking demon cultivators driving lower-grade beasts to attack cities. They came like a tidal wave, hence the term "beast tide." The scene was horrifying; although individual low-rank demons had weak combat power and merely served as cannon fodder, their sheer numbers made them terrifying.

Generally, beast tides would not occur unless high-ranking demon cultivators were involved. However, there were exceptions in the Eastern Sea where some demons lived in large groups—hundreds of thousands or even millions together.

Silver Fish Birds were one such group. Although they weren't highly ranked, they were exceptionally brutal and ferocious.

Moreover, their flight speed was far beyond what their strength would suggest, making them a famous anomaly.

Red Leaf's plan had been sound; trying to avoid the monsters seemed like the best course of action. But as fate would have it, several attempts at changing direction only led Silver Fish Birds to adjust and follow closely behind, even outpacing the warship's speed by a narrow margin.

Everyone's faces were grim. There was no choice but to fight. However, with such numbers, covering the sky, there were certainly over seven million of them. Even if they tried to attack, it would be foolish; they might not survive the confrontation.

Red Leaf Fairy's face turned even paler. All had been planned, yet this unexpected turn of events had disrupted their plans.

Lin Xuan's expression was similar. Facing such numbers, he could only hope for self-preservation. Would the elite forces of Red Leaf Island be completely wiped out here? Was it really true that human calculation fell short of divine providence?

"Damn these monsters! Crystal Power Cannon ready, fire!"
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The red-leafed immortal, Qian Qing, spoke with a cold voice that pierced through the air. The faces of the cultivators turned ashen, their teeth gritted in anger as they unleashed their treasures and magical artifacts.

Though the enemy was terrifying, they were not without the power to fight back. It was just a matter of whether or not they would survive.

Wuh—

A thick, ancient voice echoed through the air. The talismans on the ship began to take effect, enveloping the entire warship in a layer of light. At this moment, no one hesitated to use their crystal stones; after all, survival was paramount. Losing everything was just a price worth paying.

The light barrier opened, revealing black cannon turrets that emerged from it. Each turret had cultivators behind them, mostly at the Foundation Establishment stage. Operating such magical artifacts didn't require much strength; they merely needed to convert the essence energy from their crystal stones into power.

These people were well-trained and each cast a spell.

Boom!

A deafening explosion shook the air as a bright light shot out of the black cannon barrels, powerful energy surging forth. The yellow light column was wrapped in flames and electric arcs, blasting towards the silver fish birds with terrifying force.

Earth属性!

Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression. It seemed that the Crystal Power Cannon had different types of attacks; by inserting crystals of different attributes, they could unleash varying levels of power.

Indeed, as he suspected, the turrets on the ship began to fire.

Boom!

Boom!

Boom!

Explosions echoed continuously as light columns of various colors pierced into the beast tide. In the distance, a silver glow was blinding; with such a large number, there was no need for precise targeting. Just keep firing. The warship itself continued to flee, moving farther away from the beasts.

The power of the Crystal Power Cannon truly amazed Lin Xuan—it was far stronger than he had imagined. However, it was useless given the sheer number of monsters and their fearless nature; just as one group was wiped out, another wave filled the gap.

These enemies, who charged forward without fear of death, were terrifying.

While all the cultivators looked grim, Lin Xuan's expression was slightly better. He couldn't fight back but could still defend himself. However, protecting Lady Qian Qing was a different matter. Even if he managed to do so, would it be worth the effort?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but he couldn't come up with any good solutions in such a situation. It seemed that his luck had run out.

The Crystal Power Cannon continued to fire. What particularly alarmed the cultivators were the corpses of the beasts being devoured by their own kind. The sight chilled them; these monsters were so bloodthirsty, what awaited those who fell behind was unimaginable.

Despite their weak power, the speed at which they flew was astonishing—faster than ancient warships. The distance between them and the cultivators was rapidly closing.

What should be done?

Chasing and fleeing for a while, the silver fish birds appeared a thousand feet away. Without divine sense, one could clearly see their forms with just the naked eye.

Ah!

Cries of despair filled the air as even cultivators, who had the power to move mountains and fill seas, were not immune to fear when faced with death. Several cultivators fled in panic, leaving the light barrier behind, running towards another direction.

Their plan wasn't wrong; by attracting the silver fish birds' attention, they might have a chance to escape. The three of them were at the Condensation Core stage and had swift evasion speed.

"Die!"

Before Lady Qian Qing could react, an elderly man with white hair and beard suddenly revealed a fierce expression. With a wave of his sleeve, a seven or eight-meter-long green hand appeared.

He acted swiftly, grabbing three cultivators who had fled in panic.

"Senior, spare us! We were wrong."

"Yes, we were just momentarily blinded by greed."

The three begged for mercy.

"You're wrong. Since you want to run, let the silver fish birds taste your fate first."

Ignoring their apologies, An Senior's face twisted into a grimace as he pointed at them with his finger. The green light hand carried the three cultivators towards the silver fish birds.

The three cultivators were shocked; they never expected this outcome. Uncle An, who was usually kind and gentle, had suddenly become so ruthless.

However, in that critical moment, they didn't have time to ponder; they struggled desperately but to no avail. The opponent was a late-stage Great Cultivator, whose restraints were beyond their ability to break.

In just a few breaths, the green light hand collided with the silver wave. A pungent sound echoed as the light hand vanished.

"An, you will not live long!"

"Ahh!"

The three cultivators were quickly swallowed by the silver wave, their cries of pain echoing. This death was extremely painful.

On the warship, other cultivators also looked horrified and many closed their eyes, trembling in fear or anger.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed as different colored lights flashed, forming a massive light ball that swept through the silver wave, clearing all beasts within a thousand feet. The power of this attack was no less than that of the Crystal Power Cannon.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; self-detonation of his Golden Core?

This was indeed a wise choice. Such a death would be much better than being devoured by the monsters.

Countless silver fish birds died with them, but their numbers were insignificant compared to the beast tide.
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However, in an instant, Lan Mingxiu's golden core self-destructed. The hundreds of feet wide hole it created was quickly filled by successive waves of demonic birds.

Silver Fishbirds didn't even know what fear meant.

Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly; with such a large number and their fearless nature, the spirit realm beast tide was far more terrifying than he had imagined.

"Uncle An, how come?"

"Miss, in times of chaos, severe measures are necessary. At this moment when people are confused, if we cannot use decisive actions to intimidate those with ill intentions, the consequences will be unimaginable."

"Oh!" Red Leaf Fairy nodded and didn't press further. Although Uncle An's actions were slightly inappropriate earlier, they could still be justified from a logical standpoint.

But Lin Xuan frowned; this old An was a close confidant of Red Leaf Fairy, someone he knew well. They had even interacted privately before.

Previously, Lin Xuan hadn’t found anything amiss, but now that the man was ruthless and calculating, Lin Xuan felt something...

Turning his head, the strange sensation vanished again.

Could it be that suspicion breeds doubt? Could everything just be a figment of his imagination?

Regardless, Uncle An’s actions did indeed have a strong deterrent effect. After witnessing the fates of those three fleeing cultivators, everyone was deeply chilled but no one dared to leave privately anymore.

Boom!

The explosion echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the Crystal Power Cannon continued its relentless roar. Its power was astonishing, yet the number of demonic birds was too great; their silver wave stretched for miles and moved forward without hesitation, leaving a sense of despair.

What was even more terrifying were these demonic birds' evasion techniques. Compared to late-stage元婴 cultivators, they were slightly faster and had remarkable endurance. Once they locked onto someone, unless it was an old ancestor at the Separation stage, everyone else would inevitably become their prey.

The blocking effect was negligible; soon, the demons were only a hundred feet away from the warship. Their grotesque forms could be clearly seen. These silver fishbirds' teeth were incredibly sharp.

Cultivators were terrified; even if they wanted to escape now, it was too late. They all released their treasures and magical artifacts, hoping to fight back and endure this nightmare.

For a moment, the sky was filled with dazzling light as explosions echoed continuously in Lin Xuan's ears. Spirit lights danced, magical artifacts and various elemental spells burst forth like flowers in the sky.

Late-stage元婴 cultivators wouldn't hold back; each unleashed their full power. The howling sounds grew louder as thousands of cultivators attacked together. Their combined power far exceeded that of a hundred Crystal Power Cannons, and for the first time, the silver wave's advance was halted.

But these silver fishbirds were truly fearless. Batch after batch fell under attacks, their blood turning the sea red, but they continued to charge forward with all their might.

Everyone had already started fighting; Lin Xuan couldn’t just sit idle. He casually released several treasures and aimed them at the monstrous creatures above him.

Unlike others, while Lin Xuan was impressed by the scale of the spirit realm beast tide, he still felt confident in self-preservation. Thus, he wasn't panicking but rather looked calm and composed.

A single silver fishbird's strength wasn’t formidable; it was roughly on par with a Foundation Establishment first-stage cultivator. What was terrifying was their sheer numbers.

The ancient warship’s protective barrier was even more mysterious. People hid inside the ship and projected spirit artifacts outward, unaffected by external attacks. However, the fireballs and light beams they spat out from outside could easily be blocked; spirit realm cultivators’ array techniques were far superior to those in the mortal world.

With his thoughts racing, the silver wave surged forward. The vanguard numbered over ten thousand silver fishbirds, fiercely colliding with the protective barrier.

The light shield dimmed momentarily.

Red Leaf Fairy’s face turned pale as she waved her jade hand, sending out hundreds of light balls.

The booming sounds echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. This woman was indeed a late-stage元婴 cultivator; within moments, she had blown up the approaching demonic birds into pieces. The power of this Green Water Divine Thunder truly couldn’t be underestimated.

But Red Leaf Fairy’s face also turned slightly pale as more fearless silver fishbirds continued to swarm in.

"Miss, this won't work. There are too many silver fishbirds; our protective barrier can’t hold for long. Once it's breached, we'll all be in danger," "The best outcome would just be mutual destruction."

"Uncle An, I understand your point, but is there any other method besides a desperate battle?" Red Leaf Fairy spoke with some urgency.

"I do have one." Uncle An’s eyes flashed with an eerie look.

Red Leaf didn’t notice and was overjoyed: "Really? Then what are you waiting for? Speak quickly; we can all be food for these demonic birds if we delay."

"Miss, please calm down. I’m not playing games; to resolve this crisis, there's another problem. Do you know what the silver fishbirds like to eat most?" "What do they like to eat?"

Red Leaf Fairy was taken aback, her expression surprised.

"I've only seen these demonic birds in ancient texts; they are naturally cruel and vicious, one of the most terrifying types in the beast tide. It’s said that silver fishbirds are greedy, eating anything from vegetables to live animals, almost nothing escapes their teeth. They’re like secular locusts but even more terrifying."

"Miss, your words are correct."

Uncle An continued speaking as he tapped his waist, producing a small green bottle about two inches high.

"Silver fishbirds don’t discriminate in what they eat, but they particularly love green berries and are obsessed with them. Unfortunately, such fruits aren't common in the East Sea..."

"Do you mean that the green berries in your hand are what silver fishbirds like to eat?" Red Leaf Fairy seemed to have an idea, her voice filled with excitement.

"Hmm, by chance, I obtained a few thousand-year-old green berries. The liquid inside this bottle is made from them. If the silver fishbirds smell it..."

"Uncle An means..." "Red Leaf Fairy suddenly understood and her eyes lit up in joy."

"Heh heh, why fight these demonic birds head-on or risk mutual destruction? As long as one person holds this item, naturally, we can lure the silver fishbirds away and gain safety." Uncle An's eyes flashed with a strange light as he chuckled.

"It’s true, but isn’t that person risking their life?" Red Leaf Fairy spoke with some reluctance.

"Miss, you're too soft. Those who do great things shouldn't be bound by trivial matters; womanly compassion is even worse. Sacrificing one person to save us all is absolutely worth it," Uncle An sighed. "If we can’t lure the silver fishbirds far enough away, we still won’t gain safety.

His words were still echoing when the late-stage元婴 cultivators below began to stir. After all, they hadn't used sound transmission; with their spiritual senses, they could hear everything clearly.
第一千五百七十九章 主动请缨

All faces around the room displayed a mix of emotions.

Half joy, half worry!

Elder An's plan was indeed intriguing. If it worked, the current crisis could be resolved effortlessly.

The worry was that the mission to distract the beastly bird might fall on him again.

After all, everyone knew that this would likely be a one-way ticket to death.

Even if an Immortal Core cultivator couldn't guarantee survival, let alone an Elder from the Separation Stage.

Having just embarked on the path of cultivation, who would willingly sacrifice their life for nothing?

Compared to the silent fear of the other Immortal Core Elders, those at the Foundation Establishment and Condensation Core stages were much more enthusiastic. Their low cultivation levels made them unsuitable for such a critical task.

They had originally expected it to be a one-way ticket to death, but now they could benefit from it.

While outwardly no one said anything, their hearts were secretly rejoicing.

Low-rank cultivators envied the high-ranking Immortal Core Elders. In the world of cultivation, the weak always succumbed to the strong. They had been cannon fodder before, and now the tables were turning against them.

"An Elder has spoken wisely," a voice suddenly broke the silence. "If we want to carry out this mission, we must have exceptional speed."

Red Leaf's voice whispered urgently into her brother's ear: "Brother, you are an ascended cultivator. You don't fully understand how terrifying these beastly birds can be. If something happens, I will never forgive myself. And without you, our plan might backfire. Can you bear to let me fall into the hands of those beasts and suffer their humiliation?"

Lin Xuan chuckled: "Idiot girl, if I say it's fine, it is fine. Brother, while I have other abilities, I do have some experience with evasive techniques. This silver fish bird can't catch up to me in broad daylight. Trust me, just keep moving forward. Soon, I'll be right behind you."

The crowd was too eager for a scapegoat and unanimously agreed.

Only Elder Cai's face showed dissatisfaction. He wasn’t close to Lin Xuan or the island lord, making him an insignificant figure among the Elders.

"Brother, are you really going?" Red Leaf’s voice echoed in his ear, filled with concern.

"Don't worry, I have a plan," Lin Xuan replied nonchalantly, sending a mental message to his sister. "Besides, no one else can complete this task."

Despite his confidence, Red Leaf was still anxious: "Brother, you are an ascended cultivator. You don’t fully understand the danger of these beastly birds. If something happens, I will never forgive myself. And without you, our plan might fail. Can you bear to let me fall into those beasts' hands?"

Lin Xuan laughed: "Idiot girl, if I say it's fine, it is fine. Brother, while my other abilities are not as strong, I have some experience with evasive techniques. This silver fish bird can't catch up to me in broad daylight. Trust me, just keep moving forward."

The crowd was too eager for a scapegoat and unanimously agreed.

Red Leaf pretended to ponder before speaking: "Elder An's plan is wise. We must have exceptional speed..."

Lin Xuan confidently said: "Lady, I am confident. My evasion techniques are swift, faster than even an Immortal Core late-stage cultivator."

The crowd was too eager for a scapegoat and unanimously agreed.

"Good luck, Elder Lin," the island lord promised. "I will wait ahead to meet you. Trust me, Red Leaf is fair. If you succeed, I will reward you handsomely!"

Lin Xuan laughed inwardly: "Idiot girl, we are already sworn brothers."

The other cultivators looked envious and jealous.

They had once seen Lin Xuan as just a low-rank Immortal Core cultivator with no real power. Now the island lord's promise could make him an overnight success.

But they would never trade places with him.

These negative emotions didn't last long. Even in the spirit realm, advancing to Immortal Core was not easy.

The other Elders quickly realized that the island lord’s promise was just empty words. They needed to survive to achieve their goals.

A low-rank Immortal Core cultivator couldn’t possibly escape the silver fish birds' swarm.

They hoped Lin Xuan could use his evasion techniques and run far enough to keep them safe.

Lin Xuan ignored the looks of pity and disdain from the other cultivators as he moved swiftly beside Red Leaf.

Elder An handed him a green jade bottle.

"Let's clear the way for Elder Lin," Elder An said. "Wish him success."

With a wave, a pair of short bronze halberds flew out, their surfaces rusted but clearly powerful.

The other Immortal Core Elders agreed. Without them creating a path, Lin Xuan would have no chance to act as bait.

Their efforts paid off. A large passage was quickly cleared through the silver waves.

"Quickly," Elder An urged.

Lin Xuan transformed into a blue streak and entered the silver wave.

The closer he got, the more terrifying the beastly birds became. Their sharp cries could drive ordinary cultivators mad.

But Lin Xuan’s strong spirit sense remained unaffected. He used his swift evasive techniques to escape through the silver hole.

He then turned and broke free from the silver fish birds' encirclement.

A few followed him, but most continued attacking the ancient warship.

Lin Xuan needed a different outcome. He flew towards the left while opening the green bottle.

A strange fragrance wafted out.

Despite its strong scent, it didn’t cause any harm and spread far away...

This action seemed to anger the beastly birds. The silver waves surged as the silver fish birds abandoned their attack on the warship and chased Lin Xuan instead.

"Phew," the cultivators sighed in relief.

Elder An's plan had worked. They were safe for now, but they still hoped it would work out well.

Lin Xuan continued his swift flight while opening the green bottle again.
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If this continued, it wouldn't end well.

Could it be that after all the effort to escape, he would have to fight these silver fish birds to the death?

Lin Xuan was unwilling to give up!

He took a deep breath and increased his speed slightly. The whistling sound of breaking the air grew louder in his ears as the streak of light sped up, turning into a faint green dot that vanished from sight within mere moments.

Unless absolutely necessary, Lin Xuan didn't want to engage directly. His mind raced as he pondered how to escape.

In just a few hours, he had flown over a million miles while chasing and being chased by this demonic bird. With no map of the East Sea, he was unsure where he was or how to resolve his current predicament.

Lin Xuan's intelligence was obvious, but it wasn't enough to come up with an effective escape plan in such a short time.

Just as he was feeling depressed, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed something and changed direction slightly. He shot off towards that spot at incredible speed.

With his astonishing speed, he flew several dozen miles within moments. The sound of explosions reached his ears.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes to see three figures—two men and a woman—engaged in fierce combat, each using their spiritual artifacts. They stopped abruptly when they noticed him, retreating as the artifacts floated back towards them.

Three pairs of eyes turned toward Lin Xuan.

Recognizing his human face, the two men were overjoyed. One of them, Lu He from the Ten Thousand Beast Island, called out: "Senior, if you can capture this demon woman, our island will be grateful and reward you handsomely."

"Ten Thousand Beast Island?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he wore a strange expression.

The woman, upon hearing their words, paled momentarily but quickly recovered. She recognized Lin Xuan's face with surprise and joy: "Senior, is it you?"

The two men were taken aback. The three tribes of the East Sea maintained peace, but conflicts still occurred. Initially relieved to see a fellow human, they grew uneasy when they realized this stranger knew the demon woman.

They exchanged nervous glances as their minds raced. They released their divine senses and scanned Lin Xuan's aura, which was deep like an ocean, hard to fathom.

Could he be at the late condensation stage or even an ancient婴? The two men exchanged a look of shock. If not for Lin Xuan conserving his power by suppressing his spiritual pressure, it would have been worse.

"Senior, don't get angry. We were ordered to capture this woman and had no intention of fighting you. Since we know each other, I'll give you face and let her go," said the tall man with a round face, who was smooth-talking. He spoke humbly as if he were begging.

It would be unwise to fight a stranger at his level. "Give me face? Originally, as fellow humans, it wouldn't have been impossible to spare you. But since you're under that old monster's command, blame your bad luck. I'll take both of your lives," Lin Xuan said with sarcasm.

Before he could finish, their faces turned pale. Without waiting for his words, the tall man pulled out a golden yellow talisman from his waist and stuck it to his chest.

"Earth遁符? You little brat, have you gone mad? Using earth magic in this vast sea is absurd. It's no wonder you managed to enter the condensation stage."

Lin Xuan's sarcasm made the tall man's face even whiter as he realized his mistake. But it was too late to change tactics. He slapped the talisman and transformed into a golden streak, flying towards the horizon.

The shorter man had a similar reaction, using dark magic to dive into the deep sea.

Their quick response was commendable, but their gap with Lin Xuan was too large. If two condensation stage cultivators could escape under his nose, he would rather cut off his own head and apologize to the world than continue living.

Without any extra movements, a palm appeared in front of him as he pointed at it. A burst of light revealed an enormous hand that swiftly knocked both small cultivators away like flies.

One died instantly while the other fainted.

Even though they hadn't died, their situation was far from good. They were still useful to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and gently probed in front of him. The smooth-talking tall man was sucked into his palm.

"Could the Ten Thousand Beast Island be near? That old monster's den?"

As he spoke, Lin Xuan used his five fingers to press on the man's head, performing a soul-searching technique...

In just a few moments, Lin Xuan's hand burst into flames, reducing him to ashes.

The entire process was swift. The demon woman witnessed it all and her face turned pale.

She had never seen such cruelty in the cultivation world before. Lin Xuan's ruthless actions made her feel like she was dreaming.

Life is so fragile.

"Senior!"

Seeing Lin Xuan turn around, the demon woman stammered. Although he had killed her enemies, she was still nervous.

Before she could finish, a noise interrupted them.

Silver light appeared on the horizon as more silver fish birds approached.

"These damned spirits won't give up. I wasted some time and they caught up," Lin Xuan's face darkened slightly but remained calm.

To escape these monsters, he had to lure them elsewhere by chance. He ended up near the Ten Thousand Beast Island while lost at sea. There was no need for courtesy.

"Silver fish birds!"

In a blink, the leading bird was only a thousand feet away. Even condensation stage cultivators could see their terrifying faces clearly.

The girl screamed in horror, her fair face pale as she realized they might be eaten by these demonic birds.

As an original cultivator from the cultivation world, she understood better than Lin Xuan how dangerous these creatures were.

Was she going to die?

Even if it was an ancient婴, it would be impossible to escape such a horde.

She should have stayed in the underwater fairy city instead of leaving alone.

But there was no regret pill in this world. Even true immortals couldn't change what had happened.

Her mind blanked as she was terrified.

Suddenly, her waist tightened as someone grabbed her and she disappeared from sight.

Reappearing several thousand feet away, she reappeared again, only to vanish once more.

This was teleportation, but even more advanced.

Although the girl's condensation stage cultivation level made it hard for her to see through Lin Xuan's true power, her keen eyesight far surpassed that of other cultivators at the same level.

The girl opened her lips, but she couldn't speak due to her low cultivation. Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't using Nine Heavens Microstep and increased his speed slightly, turning into normal light as he flew towards them.

His speed was astonishing, almost matching a legendary meteor.

"Senior, are you at the separation stage?" The demon woman's voice sounded weak but calm now that she had escaped. She didn't need to fear Lin Xuan harming her since he saved her earlier.

"Your eyesight is quite good," Lin Xuan wore a surprised expression. It was impossible for condensation stage cultivators to discern his true power, but this girl was different.

"You overestimate me. But where do you want to go? The silver fish birds have special abilities; even if you're an ancient婴, it won't be easy to escape," the girl cautiously spoke, showing no anger but subtly reminding him of her situation.

Lin Xuan's face showed some surprise. It was true that condensation stage cultivators couldn't easily discern his power. This girl had a unique perspective.
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"Is it just not easy?"

Lin Xuan shook his head, a bitter smile playing on his face. He knew his own abilities well; if another Separation and Union stage cultivator were here, this demonic bird would have long been devoured.

Even for him, the chase was extremely difficult, but he now had an idea to escape. "No need to say it, I know in my heart."

Having used Soul Searching Technique, Lin Xuan naturally knew where Wanyou Island was. For cultivators, harming others while benefiting oneself was perfectly normal, especially since they were at odds with each other. With no reason for politeness, he decided to use the strategy of diverting the floodwaters.

"Your misfortune is well-deserved."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile as he turned and led the fierce demonic bird towards its nest.

Meanwhile, on Wanyou Island, Baihu City was larger than Hongye Island. The city was grander and more imposing, though there were fewer cultivators here. This was because Wanyou Venerable's character was extremely cruel, so few people wanted to do business with him. However, there were many evil cultivators, who sought refuge from their crimes.

Wanyou Venerable accepted all comers, gradually strengthening his power. Of course, these evil cultivators could not commit crimes around the island; Wanyou Venerable understood that rabbits did not eat grass beside their burrows.

As they say, without rules, there is no order. Even though Wanyou Island was a mix of good and bad, it still had laws, albeit more severe ones.

Violating them could result in severe beatings or even soul extraction. There were dedicated law enforcers in the city to maintain order.

Despite this, Baihu City, while not as bustling as Linhai City, still housed thousands of cultivators.

However, not everyone followed the rules. For instance, Wan Menghao disregarded all norms since his father was Wanyou Venerable. Moreover, he was one of his favorite sons.

"Can my father's laws punish me?"

Despite this, Wan Menghao had no other vices; he just liked to be a ladies' man and forcibly take beautiful women.

He had dozens of concubines and maids, constantly seeking out the most beautiful women in the world. Whether they were ordinary people or cultivators did not matter as long as they were beautiful.

It was because of his promiscuous nature that he had caused such an incident on Hongye Island last time—trying to snatch Dongfang Mingyu but ending up beaten by Lin Xuan, leaving him with a pig's head. Fortunately for him, being a fool brought good fortune; Lin Xuan, known for his ruthless nature, merely beat him into a pig's head.

Wan Menghao returned home and complained to his father, who, despite his own indiscretions, could not publicly allow his son to forcibly take a woman in broad daylight. It would be too scandalous if he lost face or risked expansion plans.

Compared to his incompetent son, Wanyou Venerable understood the benefits of keeping him in line.

Seeing that his father was unhelpful, Wan Menghao could only rest at home and recover from his injuries. Over these few months, he had managed to cultivate himself. However, as they say, a dog cannot change its ways; soon after recovering, his heart began to stir again.

Especially today, when his father left the island with some trusted subordinates, ostensibly related to Hongye Fairy. The thought of her made Wan Menghao's heart itch, but he dared not forcibly take her since she was his father's choice.

In truth, both father and son were no good; they were a pair of rogues.

With his father gone and several key subordinates accompanying him, only a few cultivators remained on the island. Who would dare challenge this young lord?

Thus, Wan Menghao drove his beast carriage into the city, hoping to find some beautiful women to take.

The sky was clear and blue, like a fine jade. After using his father's miraculous elixirs, Wan Menghao looked handsome in his fan, sitting on his beast carriage. However, he was just a flower pillow stuffed with hay.

He did not come here for the scenery but to look around for beautiful women.

Suddenly, Wan Menghao's eyes lit up as he spotted an oddly dressed woman. Her appearance was merely passable, but her voluptuous figure was unforgettable. Moreover, she wore very revealing clothes, making her easy prey for evil cultivators like him.

Wan Menghao was overjoyed and immediately commanded his beast carriage to approach. She was only at the Condensation Core stage, and this was on his father's territory; there would be no repeat of last time.

As he thought these thoughts, Wan Menghao, a typical case of healed wounds forgetting pain, suddenly noticed a bright streak of light approaching from afar. It quickly closed the gap and came to his side at an incredible speed.

Lin Xuan had already seen this woman clearly. His face lit up with joy. Heaven was treating him well.

With enough time before reaching her, Lin Xuan slowed down. "Hey... You?"

The young lord, eager to approach and forcibly take a beautiful woman, froze when he saw his enemy. He almost thought he was hallucinating. Lin Xuan smiled widely at him.

"Oaf, long time no see."

As he spoke, he raised his right hand and slapped Wan Menghao across the face with all his strength. No magical power was used, but the force was immense. With Wan Menghao's strength, he could not dodge; one cheek immediately turned red and swollen.

The burning pain was intense.

Wan Menghao was shocked, angry, and anxious, but fear was more prominent in his eyes. Last time in Linhai City, he had developed a psychological shadow from being beaten by Lin Xuan. Moreover, as a fool, he knew better than to challenge an opponent who was clearly stronger.

He waved his sleeve, sending out a shield to protect himself before releasing a sound transmission talisman.

No, not that; instead, a yellow light shot out of his hand, moving slowly but quickly into the sky, then exploded with a loud bang. The brilliance was even more dazzling than fireworks, visible for miles around.
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"None of you stand there dumbfounded. That cultivator just offended my young master, and I've caught him alive. I'm going to treat him properly."

Wan Menghao's voice was filled with venom as he had long harbored resentment towards Lin Xuan for repeatedly mocking him.

What a scoundrel!

Who am I? A clown or a street performer?

I'll make you suffer, unable to live nor die peacefully.

I will extract your soul and torture it forever.

Wan Menghao gritted his teeth as he vowed fiercely. However, he soon realized something was wrong because the surrounding cultivators didn't move even after hearing his command.

"What are you doing? Didn't you hear me? Do you want to report this to the old patriarch?" Wan Menghao couldn't help but become furious. He had already been insulted and now his subordinates were disobeying him as well.

"My lord, it's not that I'm defying your orders," said a cultivator in gray-white robes. His cultivation was quite formidable—late-stage Core Formation—but he didn't mention his abilities; even his realm was slightly higher than the foolish young master's.

Wan Menghao hesitated briefly and his voice softened somewhat as he addressed this notorious demon lord, "Brother Daoist, what do you mean? With so many cultivators here, we shouldn't be unable to catch just one person… No, that man is holding a woman. Her cultivation is only Foundation Establishment, but she looks nice. Capture her alive and bring her back as a surprise."

The surrounding cultivators exchanged glances. The number of lecherous evil cultivators was countless, yet they couldn't match the young master's level of admiration.

"Lord, let’s not talk about that woman for now. That unremarkable cultivator seems to be at the Separation stage…" said the gray-robed cultivator with a bitter smile. However, before he could finish his sentence, he suddenly turned his head as if sensing something.

At the distant horizon, silver light flashed briefly but quickly expanded like an angry tide of waves.

Silver light and the shrill cries filled their ears as they looked out.

"What is this… a beast tide? Silver Fish Birds?"

The cultivators were dumbfounded, exchanging glances with pale faces. They couldn't help but be terrified by these demon birds, almost losing control of their legs.

"Quickly protect my young master and return to White Tiger City. Activate the city’s defenses and order all cultivators to form arrays to meet the enemy head-on. We must not let this demon bird enter the city."

A hoarse voice echoed in their ears. The gray-robed cultivator, an advanced Core Formation cultivator, despite his trembling legs, understood that they had no choice but to fight.

Fortunately, Wan Beast Island was incredibly powerful with countless traps and barriers. As long as they united, they might survive this terrifying beast tide.

Flight was impossible; they would only die faster.

Before he could finish speaking, he waved his sleeves, enveloping himself in grayish-black demonic energy. He stepped forward, pulling the terrified young master towards the city walls.

Seeing their leader take the lead, the other cultivators suddenly awoke from their stupor and unleashed their full power, fleeing like they had been set on fire.

Fortunately, they were close to the city gates. The ancient and powerful incantations echoed in their ears as the remaining cultivators guarding the city walls noticed something was wrong and activated the barriers without being told.

A blue protective barrier rose slowly but already displayed an ancient and profound aura.

Thousands of soldiers appeared, numbering over ten thousand. Wan Beast Island's defenses were formidable indeed.

There were also crystal cannons with longer barrels and larger calibers than those on warships, indicating their superior firepower.

As the battle loomed closer, the atmosphere grew more tense.

Despite the well-prepared cultivators, the Silver Fish Birds showed no fear. The saying "Man for money, bird for food" was evident here.

Their eyes were fixed on the emerald berries, but their target had changed to the unfortunate young master.

"Ahh!"

Cries of pain filled the air as slower-moving soldiers were swallowed by the silver tide.

Foundation Establishment cultivators in the Separation stage were like ants in a flood. Even if they fought desperately, it only created small ripples that quickly vanished, leaving nothing but bones behind.

Over two hundred soldiers perished, and then came the Core Formation cultivators with slightly slower evasion speeds.

The terror on their faces was extreme as they could barely hold off the demon birds. Like ants biting an elephant, their fate was grim.

However, fortune favored the foolish. Despite being targeted by the Silver Fish Birds, the young master managed to escape unscathed due to his swift companion.

Together, they returned to the city walls hidden behind a light barrier.

Only about seven or eight cultivators made it back, less than half of them, mostly Core Formation cultivators. The lower-ranked soldiers had all perished.

The crisis wasn't over yet, but the lucky survivors showed signs of relief. Just as they let out a sigh of relief, an unpleasant smell wafted through the air.

The old patriarchs were stunned and turned to see the unforgettable scene—the proud young master of Wan Beast Island was so terrified that he had lost control of his bowels.

They couldn't believe their eyes if it weren’t for witnessing it themselves. Men do not shed tears lightly, yet a Core Formation cultivator managed to reach such a state, making him an unprecedented and unparalleled figure. It was truly shameful to be in the same lineage as such a weak descendant.

Poor Wan Beast Patriarch, how could his descendants be so useless?

"Lord, you…"

The gray-robed elder frowned, his face pale with embarrassment. He struggled to find words. Despite the critical moment, everyone's attention was drawn towards him.

Wan Menghao blushed and wished he had a crack in the ground to hide under. At that moment, pattering sounds echoed as the Silver Fish Birds approached, clawing and pecking at the blue barrier with frenzied force.

However, White Tiger City’s defenses were far superior to those of warships. The first wave only caused slight tremors on the barrier.

A cultivator cast a spell, causing dozens of thick electric arcs to spread across the barrier, producing crackling sounds as thousands of Silver Fish Birds were electrocuted into cinders.

But this small number was insignificant compared to the vast tide. The Silver Fish Birds, fearless and determined, trampled their comrades' bodies as they charged forward. (To be continued)
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During the critical moment of life and death, no one cared about the young master's fear anymore.

The priority was to survive this crisis.

There was no need for mobilization; everyone was fighting for their own survival at this moment.

Masters of various cultivation techniques successively revealed their treasures and magical artifacts, launching attacks on the silver wave in the sky with all their might.

Various prohibitions began to take effect, causing colorful light columns to burst in the sky.

The monstrous birds were continuously being harvested, but their numbers were too horrifying, stretching for thousands of miles without end.

All efforts seemed futile!

From afar, White Tiger City appeared like a solid rock, swallowed by the silver waves. Shortly after, as the tide receded, the rock still stood tall and firm.

Ear Sea Tide was unceasing, with the next wave surging even more fiercely...

Only when everyone united could they overcome this crisis.

Not only high-ranking cultivators but also those at the Foundation Establishment stage, even novice cultivators in the Flexible Spirit Period, were all fighting with great enthusiasm.

Apart from the defenders of WananimalIsland, other outsiders—shopkeepers and apprentices from the market stalls, as well as scattered cultivators—also spontaneously rushed to defend the city.

They weren't loyal to WananimalIsland; rather, they fought for their own survival. Even if the White Tiger City's defenses were breached, no one would be able to live comfortably.

Driven by the desire to survive, even the slightest effort was worth it at this moment.

In the sky, spiritual artifacts and magical treasures flew everywhere as everyone fought with great fervor. At that moment, Wan Menghao, the young master of WananimalIsland, quietly slipped away.

He had always been arrogant and domineering, forcibly taking beautiful women, but in this critical moment, he revealed his true nature—a coward who feared for his life.

"Young Master..."

"I'm having a stomachache. I feel unwell," said Wan Menghao confidently, finding an excuse. With a burst of red light, he fled swiftly.

As the most respected young master, how could he fight with those lowly monstrous birds?

According to popular belief, "a rich man doesn't sit in danger." He naturally wanted to return to the city lord's residence and stay in the safest place possible.

Wan Menghao had no remorse as he thought this.

"Friend Zhang, what do you think..."

"Humph, a wall cannot be built with rotten mud; don’t expect anything from that child," said the robed elder with a sigh. A sinister expression flashed across his face: "Everyone, don't lose heart. Remember, we are fighting to ensure our own survival."

The cultivators responded loudly in agreement, and their morale improved significantly.

However, this incident naturally caused everyone's loyalty to WananimalIsland to decrease. After all, even the young island master had abandoned them.

Meanwhile, the monstrous birds' attacks became more intense. The silver fish birds, seeing their prey fleeing, charged at the protective barrier with bloodshot eyes, pushing each other forward and increasing the pressure by a significant margin.

The light screen trembled violently, as if it might break at any moment.

Lin Xuan was still in the city. After framing that foolish young master, he had the opportunity to escape from the monstrous birds' pursuit but chose not to do so.

His choice was strategic. Through his probing actions, Lin Xuan knew for certain that WananimalSage wasn't on the island.

So what did he have to worry about? He planned to take advantage of the chaos.

The appearance of the beast tide attracted all the cultivators' attention, providing him with a certain convenience.

With great skill comes great courage. Lin Xuan had no intention of leaving just yet!

Scanning his surroundings, Lin Xuan released his extremely powerful divine sense.

He quickly found what he was looking for—the direction of the city lord's residence was easier to determine.

Since Wananimalwasn't in the city, he couldn’t have taken all the treasures. Some must be stored in the city lord’s residence. There was no need for him to hesitate; Lin Xuan planned to plunder it completely.

Compared to Linhai City, this city was larger.

However, with his speed, even circling the entire city wouldn't take much time.

Lin Xuan originally intended to head towards the city lord's residence but soon saw a gatehouse appear in his view. This type of building was very familiar to him; it was typically unique to market districts.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he landed the swift rainbow.

"Who are you?"

Two guards appeared, their faces filled with suspicion and uncertainty. The leaders were peak Condensation Core cultivators, while the others weren't weak either.

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise but quickly understood.

Even though the city defenses were tight, important places like market districts would still have cultivators on duty to prevent opportunists from taking advantage of the situation.

This was crucial for WananimalIsland’s reputation.

Generally speaking, such a scale of beast tide wasn't enough to breach this strong city. The silver fish birds, although ferocious, had negligible individual strength.

Therefore, even though guests and shopkeepers in the market district were all helping with the defense, there remained a team of high-ranking cultivators on duty.

Of course, they not only guarded against intruders but also monitored each other to prevent theft by those in charge.

Seeing Lin Xuan approach, the guards' expressions turned hostile. They scanned him: "You two, instead of helping defend the city, sneaking here—what do you want? Do you think we won’t kill you for trying to move the treasures in the market district? Hmph..."

Before he could finish speaking, the expression of the leader suddenly changed to extreme fear, as if seeing a ghost.

Lin Xuan's face also showed surprise: "A mere Condensation Core cultivator actually recognized my realm. Fine, since you don’t want to suffer, slit your throats."

"Senior... Senior, spare me!"

The middle-ranking cultivator was terrified and kneeled with tears streaming down his face: "We have no grudge against you..."

Some turned to flee.

"You may have no grudge, but who cares that you are evil cultivators under Wananimal?"

Lin Xuan sneered; these fellows were notorious for their wicked deeds, deserving of death.

Without hesitation, he waved his sleeves and launched several fireballs the size of fists—Fireball Spell.

This was one of the most basic Five Elements spells, but with a Separation Realm cultivator casting it, its power was different. The faces of the cultivators were filled with fear; whether they dodged or used defensive magical artifacts, their fate was the same.

Hit by the fireballs, they screamed in pain, but instantly turned to nothingness, their souls unable to escape and burned into ashes.

Lin Xuan's expression showed satisfaction as he killed this team of guards. Then, Lin Xuan transformed into a swift rainbow and flew into what appeared to be a sizable market district.
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"Are you Princess Juyun?" Lin Xuan turned his sharp skull, and a hint of surprise flashed in his eyes as he opened his mouth to speak.

"Not wrong."

Eastern Mingqi lowered her head. Though her cultivation was negligible, the aura of nobility around her made it clear that she wasn't lying.

Lin Xuan didn't show much interest in her identity. For now, he had no connection with the sea race. Whether she was a princess or an independent cultivator, to him, they were all the same.

There were pressing matters at hand. Lin Xuan wanted to know what this woman intended to do with so many treasures that could be carried away.

Facing Lin Xuan's puzzled expression, the woman opened her lips and continued from their previous conversation: "Senior, is the treasure on your waist a legendary momentary bag?"

"Not wrong," Lin Xuan nodded. "But even if its capacity far exceeds that of a storage bracelet, it still can't hold all these goods in this market. Fellow cultivator, what method do you have to solve this problem?"

"You are too polite."

Eastern Mingqi turned her body and refused the bow from Lin Xuan: "Senior saved my life; naturally, I will try my best to help. Actually, it's quite simple. Senior just needs to first put all the goods into a storage bracelet, then insert that into the momentary object on your waist. The problem is solved."

"How can this be? Storage bracelets cannot be stacked together," Lin Xuan was taken aback and said unhappily. This was common knowledge among cultivators— even beginners in the Flexible Spirit Period knew it. There was no reason for her to not know, so why would she jest with him?

"Senior, please calm down; I dare not joke around with you." The storage bracelet cannot be stacked together as it violates spatial laws. But the momentary object is much higher in grade," she continued, "so putting a storage bracelet inside won't trigger any rules. My father has done this before, and I saw him do it personally, so there's no mistake."

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful upon hearing her words. While both storage bracelets and momentary objects involved spatial laws, the former was merely an entry-level technique while the latter was much more advanced. It was entirely possible that they didn't contradict each other.

Besides, if she had no confidence in this method, lying so brazenly would only make things awkward for her.

Regardless, it was definitely worth a try!

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. The Chen Store was a general goods shop, and storage bracelets were readily available among the various materials sold. He picked one up without hesitation, then waved his sleeve to stuff the pile of crystal stones towering over him into the bracelet.

The storage bracelet nearly filled up with tens of thousands of lower-grade crystal stones.

Lin Xuan carefully placed it on his waist. His face showed a hint of nervousness; after all, this was crucial for his current mission's success.

A flash of green light, and the storage bracelet slipped in without any resistance.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. He looked at Eastern Mingqi with a much gentler expression: "Just as you said. Thank you, Lady."

"You are too polite," she replied modestly. "It was nothing."

After their brief exchange, Lin Xuan no longer lingered. He waved his sleeve and sent out a stream of green light to gather all the treasures in the store, then placed them into storage bracelets.

While this process seemed complicated, it was very easy for a cultivator like Lin Xuan; within just a few breaths, he had emptied Chen Store. Then, he grabbed the remaining storage bracelets and flashed away, appearing in another hall of the Eagle Nest Pavilion. The shelves were filled with various magical treasures.

As a Separation Period cultivator, Lin Xuan's actions were swift. However, it took nearly half an hour to visit all the shops.

Ninety-nine stores had been plundered; anything valuable was taken without hesitation.

Better not do something if you're going to do it thoroughly.

The victims would blame the Beast Sovereign anyway, so he might as well enjoy his spoils from behind the scenes.

It was indeed a great pleasure to let others take the fall for him.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's mood was excellent. He shot off towards the City Lord's Mansion with a green glow enveloping him. Since the old monster wasn't on the island, he might as well make a bigger fuss.

Moreover, the silver fish birds were flocking to attack White Tiger City, and its protective barrier was already perilous.

On the city walls, cultivators fought fiercely, completely unaware that someone behind them was joyfully causing chaos.

In the struggle of two oysters, the fisherman reaps the benefits. This ancient saying held true.

Soon, the City Lord's Mansion came into view.

Like the coastal city, this building stood at the center of the city.

Grand and imposing, it looked like a magnificent castle.

Despite the crisis, there were still cultivators patrolling the City Lord's Mansion. The leader was even an old ancestor in the late Essence Body stage, a trusted retainer of the Beast Sovereign.

"Young Master, you can't go back. With the Lord Islander out, our White Tiger City is facing life and death. How can we hide in the City Lord's Mansion? This will only make the other cultivators lose heart…"

"What do you mean, Uncle Li?" Young Master Wan Menghao's face was ashen with anger. He would never dare to go up on the city walls and fight those vile beasts, but someone was stopping him from returning home.

"Young Master, listen to this old man. It may seem like we're in danger now, but our defenses can withstand the beast tide. Leading by example is just a matter of showing courage; hiding behind will only damage your reputation…"

Lin Xuan nodded silently, agreeing with her analysis. Unfortunately, Wan Menghao's dim-witted nature would never understand such wise advice.

What did it matter if they lost heart? As long as his father was there, wouldn't those people dare to rebel?

Fighting the beasts, humph. He wasn't a fool; instead of leading by example, he'd go back and enjoy some drinks with beautiful women.

With these thoughts in mind, this dimwit repeatedly requested to return home. The City Lord's Mansion's commander, deeply indebted to the Beast Sovereign, refused firmly.

After a meal's worth of time, Wan Menghao finally lost his temper.
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However, at this moment, a familiar voice entered Lin Xuan's ears: "...Young Master, don't be angry. This person is just talking nonsense. Would you like me to take you back home, friend?"

"Who?"

The assembled cultivators turned pale. Even if they didn't mention their cultivation realms and divine techniques, their vigilance was extremely high.

Unlike the reaction of the guards, Wan Menghao's face lit up with joy: "Is it one of the elders helping? I'll definitely reward you handsomely."

Although he felt that this voice sounded somewhat familiar, the young master wasn't too concerned about it.

Lin Xuan sighed. Even a simple-minded son could be cultivated to the Separation Stage. The Wan Beast Venerable really had some skills.

A flash of green light, and his figure gradually appeared. "It's you!"

Recognizing Lin Xuan's face, Wan Menghao's expression changed dramatically.

Having been subdued twice by Lin Xuan, he was already clear that he wasn't a match for this 'bad guy'.

"Separation Stage cultivator!" The expressions of the guards guarding the city lord's mansion were also extremely ugly.

Especially the middle-stage婴中期)元婴 elder named Break Sky Lin Xuan. His expression was as if he had seen a ghost, with cold sweat pouring down his back.

A Separation Stage cultivator could crush him like an ant.

Looking at the young master beside him, this person's entire body flashed with red light and flew off into the distance like a stone through the air.

The virtuous do not come. The opponent appearing here clearly had ill intentions.

Although he was extremely loyal to the Wan Beast Venerable, there were limits to his loyalty. What could be compared to his own life?

"Now, let's go. Do you think it's too late for a friend?"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and sent out a sword energy that killed an intermediate-stage元婴中期) cultivator without needing to use any treasures.

A scream echoed as the other party had already lost its head.

Following this, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers slightly, shooting out dozens of fireballs, reducing his body and remaining guards to nothingness.

Even his soul was burned to ashes.

The only one left alive in the scene was that foolish young master.

"You... what do you want?" The entire process happened so quickly that Wan Menghao's eyes were wide open, realizing that the other party had been playing him like a pig and was at the same level as his father.

Shaking all over with chattering teeth, he no longer had any resistance: "Please... don't kill me."

"Do you want to live?" Lin Xuan's expression was almost as if he were looking at a dog.

The other party nodded frantically.

"Fine. Then take me in," said Lin Xuan coldly.

As the city lord's mansion, apart from having guards patrolling, all other defenses must be extremely strict; there wouldn't be just one禁制阵.

Although his strength wasn't an issue to forcibly enter, it would still consume time and effort. With this young master leading the way, things were much easier.

So Lin Xuan left Wan Menghao alive for a reason.

"Senior... really willing to spare me?" said Wan Menghao cautiously.

"What are you talking about? If you keep prattling, I'll immediately extract your soul and refine it," Lin Xuan's voice was icy cold. This almost scared the other party into defecating his pants as well. Although cultivators could practice alchemy, Wan Menghao not only enjoyed women but also liked good food.

"Yes... yes, don't kill me, junior disciple will lead the way."

Wan Menghao was greatly alarmed and hurriedly walked to the front with great respect.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the city lord's mansion. Looking at the magnificent buildings, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. Fortunately, his foresight had been correct; the complexity of the禁制 was even more terrifying than he imagined, but thanks to this young master leading the way, everything went smoothly.

The son of the Wan Beast Venerable was truly useless. He didn't need much intimidation before he revealed the location where his father kept his treasures.

Lin Xuan had no reason not to be ruthless and plundered everything in sight.

While the收获 wasn't as rich as at the market, the thousand-year积累 of the Wan Beast Venerable was significant. After all, he was the lord of an island, with assets far beyond those of a wandering cultivator.

Before leaving, Lin Xuan did one good deed and released the woman that Wan Menghao had forcibly taken.

There were hundreds of people, this young master was even more perverted than expected.

Although Wan Menghao was reluctant, life was still more important than women.

Lin Xuan didn't kill him either. It wasn't because he kept his promise; it's just that such useless fellows couldn't interest him even if he wanted to be ruthless.

Moreover, killing this living treasure would be a waste. It might as well leave him alive for the Wan Beast Venerable to worry about.

The battle between silver fish birds and the Wan Beast Island cultivators was nearing its climax.

Millions of妖禽 surrounded the White Tiger City, making it impossible to move. The noisy sounds filled his ears, even causing low-cultivation cultivators to feel like they were going crazy.

The dark blue light curtain extended for thousands of miles, clearly on the verge of collapse.

"Senior, we are also trapped in the city. How do we get out?" Oriental Mingqi was greatly alarmed by the endless tide of beasts. This experience taught her that being impulsive could be a huge mistake; even a small misstep could cost her life.

"Don't worry, I have it under control," said Lin Xuan calmly, exuding confidence.

If he faced so many silver fish birds alone, his scalp would turn cold. But now, with so many people sharing the burden, it wasn't as difficult to break through the encirclement.

"Oh!"

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, the young princess felt reassured and obediently stopped talking. Lin Xuan emitted a large amount of green light, wrapping her and flying off into the distance.

Soon, the city walls came into view. At this moment, everyone was releasing their treasures to fight the妖禽 with all their might. Lin Xuan's arrival didn't cause chaos because he hadn't released any spiritual pressure.

At that time, who would have the energy to use their divine sense to check a stranger's cultivation?

Besides the guards, there were also cultivators living in the city; it was perfectly normal for them not to know each other.

The scene became even more spectacular up close. Apart from the light curtain surrounding White Tiger City, all other禁制 had been destroyed by the妖禽.

Of course, the silver fish birds suffered heavy losses, with over six or seven million casualties.

However, the remaining妖禽 were still endless in number, their numbers far exceeding initial estimates.

With the already dimming light curtain, they launched a final assault.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept across the scene, understanding everything clearly.

The light curtain wouldn't hold much longer. The silver fish birds had also suffered heavy losses; only about several million remained. Once the light curtain was broken, it would be truly exciting to see what happened next.

Just as his thoughts raced, a sharp sound echoed in his ears—like tearing cloth but even louder than thunder.

The light curtain finally broke...
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The silver fishbirds, which had been suppressed for so long, suddenly surged like a flood breaking its dam.

妖气冲天！

Silver Fishbirds had been repressed for far too long before this moment; now, the eyes of every bird turned blood-red.

"Sanguineous Technique!"

The cries of the cultivators rose and fell in unison, their faces filled with extreme fear.

Though ordinary silver fishbirds were only second-stage beasts, they possessed a天赋 of berserking. Once triggered, not only would their cultivation surge by half a level or more, but their vitality would become incredibly resilient. Even if decapitated or pierced through, they could still struggle for some time before finally dying.

The only word that came to mind was 'fear.'

However, in normal circumstances, silver fishbirds couldn't berserk at will; they needed to meet certain conditions to activate the sanguineous technique.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what those conditions were. If these cultivators had used the sanguineous technique earlier, the light screen protecting White Tiger City would have been broken much sooner, and fewer beasts would have fallen. But it wasn't too late now!

With the禁制 broken, the cultivators were already uneasy. Seeing the silver fishbirds collectively using their berserking technique only made them more nervous…

"Ah! My God!"

The cries reached Lin Xuan's ears as a short, plump cultivator dressed in a merchant’s outfit turned and ran away. These outsiders had come to help because of the light screen, but now that it was gone, they naturally didn’t want to stay on the walls with evil cultivators.

But by running at this point, he was clearly too late and foolish—like a commoner encountering a tiger and fleeing, which is as good as suicide.

Before he could take two steps, several dozen silver fishbirds surrounded him. These birds had razor-sharp teeth and iron-clawed talons that were terrifying to behold. After using the berserking technique, their strength increased immensely.

The cultivator’s protective qi was quickly torn apart; blood and flesh splattered everywhere, and his screams were inhumanly loud.

In just a few breaths, he perished within the beast's belly. The other cultivators witnessed this with great fear, feeling a sense of vicarious sorrow.

But there was no time for such emotions now. They had to fight back against the beasts and hope to survive through this terrifying wave.

Lin Xuan was similarly surrounded by dozens of silver fishbirds.

However, he wasn’t a low-level cultivator; these numbers were nothing to him.

With a flick of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out and ensnared all the approaching birds. The sounds of explosion filled his ears as several dozen silver fishbirds died without even struggling.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he reached out and summoned his Black Dragon Armor Shield.

A flash of silver turned into a light screen that enveloped him.

Then, Lin Xuan dived headfirst into the silver torrent.

The process seemed complex but was not particularly noticeable; many other cultivators of profound cultivation were doing the same, hoping to carve out a path through the beast tide…

Looking around, everything was silvery with countless red dots amidst it—those were the eyes of the birds. Silver fishbirds swarmed from all directions like bees.

Puff! Puff! The light screen formed by his Black Dragon Armor Shield flickered under the impact. Lin Xuan frowned as a white hurricane appeared in his vision, swirling and roaring.

It was so powerful that it seemed to touch both heaven and earth.

More terrifyingly, this hurricane was made up of countless palm-sized wind blades spinning rapidly like a meat grinder.

Blood and feathers splattered everywhere; any bird that rushed forward was cut into pieces.

As long as the beast tide wasn’t targeting him, Lin Xuan’s cultivation level allowed him to pass through without much difficulty.

With a flick of his body, he used Nine Heavens Micro-step, vanishing from sight before reappearing several thousand feet away.

He disappeared again and reappeared in an instant…

In just a few breaths, Lin Xuan had carved out a path through the beast tide. Without stopping, he flew another few miles.

The Beast Island was no longer visible; instead, a desolate, uninhabited island appeared before him.

Several small hills several hundred feet high were covered with lush vegetation, and from afar, everything looked verdant.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept over the entire island. Then, his light speed slowed as he landed Eastern Mingqi beside him.

Looking at her, Lin Xuan showed a hint of hesitation on his face.

Today, he had plundered the market for both material gain and to frame the Beast Sovereign. But this scene was witnessed by this woman.

If she said anything…

Lin Xuan shook his head. He owed no grudge but many favors to this woman; unless she was crazy, why would she harm him?

This possibility seemed unlikely. In front of him, this woman didn’t seem like someone who would be ungrateful or treacherous.

Moreover, even if she did say something, without evidence, who would believe her?

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan put aside any doubts.

After all, he didn't want to take such drastic measures unless absolutely necessary.

Besides, this woman had claimed to be the young princess of a great whale king. Although he was skeptical about her claim, he didn’t wish to provoke such a formidable enemy.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan knew what to do next.

"Eastern Miss, we bid you farewell here," said Lin Xuan with genuine sincerity. "If you are indeed the daughter of the Whale King, return to the Sea Fairy City as soon as possible; your cultivation is too low for such wandering."

"Thank you, Senior." Eastern Mingqi knew she had learned her lesson today. Sometimes,任性 could lead to terrible consequences. She was indeed too naive and foolish before.

"Mm, then we will meet again."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, a layer of green light enveloped his body. However, he hadn’t even broken the sky when Eastern Mingqi’s voice reached him: "Senior, wait a moment."

"Is there something else, Fellow Daoist?"

Lin Xuan frowned as it was already dark outside. He had been away from the ancient warship for nearly an entire day and was concerned about Fairy Red Leaf's condition. He didn’t want any unexpected trouble on that front while he urgently needed to reunite with his sister.

"Senior, please don't be angry; I wish to give you a farewell gift."

"Farewell gift?" Lin Xuan muttered in surprise.

"Yes, Senior, since you helped me twice, how could I not show my gratitude? But I have no other good treasures. This is the Whale King’s command token; please accept it without any hesitation," Eastern Mingqi smiled as she finished speaking and extended her hand to reveal a small command token.
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"Whale King's Command Talisman?" Lin Xuan's expression showed a look of surprise as he stretched out his hand. The command talisman flashed and automatically flew towards him.

It was a small, shiny iron plate, smaller than half a palm, unremarkable at first glance. Strange characters were engraved on the front, but Lin Xuan did not recognize them. On the back, there was an illustration of a whale, looking incredibly powerful.

With a slight flick of his fingers, an ancient voice emanated from it. Although he couldn't determine what material it was made of, it was undoubtedly very sturdy.

Whether this talisman was real or fake, Lin Xuan could not immediately tell. However, such a treasure clearly belonged to someone beyond the Foundation Establishment stage.

In other words, this woman had not lied; she truly was the daughter of the Whale King.

Forming this good fortune with her would be beneficial. This command talisman might have unexpected uses in the future.

"Thank you for your kindness, I humbly accept it."

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he flipped his wrist and the command talisman vanished. He then sped up, transforming into a streak of startling light that disappeared into the horizon.

Although the situation had changed suddenly, Lin Xuan naturally knew where to meet Red Leaf. However, he did not expect it would take so much time to escape the beast tide. He hoped there were no unexpected incidents on her side.

As his thoughts raced, Lin Xuan accelerated his speed. Along the way, he encountered a few mindless sea beasts and mercilessly eliminated them with ease.

Occasionally, he passed by human cultivators, but he ignored them, flying past from afar. With his speed, they could not even see him clearly. Those with stronger spiritual senses only vaguely sensed a faint shadow.

After one day and night, Lin Xuan finally approached the agreed meeting place.

Releasing his spirit sense, five ancient warships were anchored on the beach of an uninhabited island.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; he feared that Red Leaf's group might meet the Beast Sovereign along the way, which would have been disastrous. After all, this ancestral worship trip had been a trap, with both sides seeing each other as hunters waiting for the other to fall into their trap.

With his speed reduced, Lin Xuan stopped and pretended to look disheveled, appearing very ragged as he flew forward. His cultivation level was also concealed at the Core Formation stage.

"Who?"

Naturally, there were cultivators patrolling around the warships. Upon approaching, they discovered him.

"It's me."

Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Senior Lin, you're alive?" A familiar voice rang out. The leader of this group was someone Lin Xuan recognized—a Core Formation cultivator named Cai. He looked extremely happy: "Brother Lin, your luck is truly good. The elders all said you were dead, but the master insisted on waiting here. I never expected you to actually escape the beast tide."

"My luck was just better. After all, in terms of cultivation techniques, I'm confident that I outshine a late-stage Core Formation cultivator," Lin Xuan smiled. "Otherwise, why would I take such a life-and-death mission?"

"Friend, your words are reasonable; it's good to be back."

Cai Senior was delighted and personally led Lin Xuan to meet the master.

Seeing Lin Xuan return safely, Red Leaf Fairy was equally delighted. Lin Xuan did not elaborate on his experiences from this trip as he felt tired.

Red Leaf Fairy then personally escorted him to a quiet room where Lin Xuan began meditating to rest.

The night passed uneventfully.

The next morning, just as dawn broke, the warships set sail.

They were close to True Wood Immortal's burial ground, only needing another half day or so to reach it.

Lin Xuan did not go out; he needed to conserve his strength for the upcoming dangers.

However, news of his safe return spread quickly among low-ranking cultivators, who rejoiced as Lin Xuan had saved their lives by distracting the beast birds.

Yet, while the Core Formation elders did not openly express it, they secretly envied and resented him. Thinking about Miss's promise, this young man named Lin would soon rise to prominence.

Apart from Red Leaf, An Senior also came to visit once. For some reason, Lin Xuan felt that An Senior's gaze was peculiar, but he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was.

After meditating for six or seven hours, Lin Xuan finally regained his strength.

Taking a deep breath, his mana filled him completely. He slowly stood up and walked out.

Many people were on the deck. Upon seeing Lin Xuan, they turned their heads, their eyes containing various complex emotions. But Lin Xuan was indifferent to it all.

Squinting his eyes, he looked ahead. A small island in a crescent shape appeared before him.

"Brother, that's where our great-grandfather is buried," Red Leaf Fairy whispered as she arrived beside him. Despite being in front of everyone, her words did not seem inappropriate because she had already promised to treat Lin Xuan as an elder brother if he could distract the beast tide.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. The warships were now above a nameless uninhabited island.

The area was small and lacked spiritual energy, just an ordinary uninhabited island without any spirit veins. It puzzled him why True Wood Immortal chose this place as his burial ground; even Red Leaf Fairy did not know the reason.

However, the environment was quite good. The trees on the island were lush, with the tallest mountain towering over a thousand feet high. At its base, there was a small lake that gently rippled in the breeze.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and suddenly narrowed his eyes as he saw an invisible barrier appear before him.

If he had not made a mistake, it should have been hidden by a phantasmal array, which is why it looked so hazy. It almost deceived his spiritual sense.

There was a trap!

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed. Although he knew the beasts had left White Tiger City, he already knew that the plan was 90% successful. But seeing a trap here surprised him.

Setting up such a covert ambush could only be done by the Beast Sovereign.

Giving Red Leaf a signal, she understood and opened her lips to speak: "There's a trap below. All warships, follow my command; activate the Crystal Might Cannons."

An icy voice echoed in their ears, causing everyone to pause. However, those responsible for operating the warships were Red Leaf's trusted followers.

Hearing what Miss said, these cultivators did not show any expression as they cast a spell at the circular control panel before them.

Boom!

The five warships fired simultaneously, hundreds of differently colored light beams shooting towards the small island below.

Such an attack would have sunk even Grandfather's tomb or this relatively small island.

Red Leaf Fairy supported herself on the railing, her body trembling slightly. Lin Xuan was beside her as he murmured: "Grandpa, Red Leaf is unworthy, but there are no other choices."

To protect their base, they had to lure and kill the Beast Sovereign, and some sacrifices were inevitable. They would have to pay the price.
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Five warships unleashed their full firepower, with hundreds of crystal power cannons firing simultaneously. The sheer force of the attack left Lin Xuan speechless; even he would not dare to face such a formidable opponent head-on.

The rumbling explosions filled his ears as the island's禁制 was naturally swept away by the bombardment. However, the cultivators on the warships were taken aback, with only a few close allies of Red Leaf Immortal knowing their true purpose.

"Isn't this supposed to be an ancestral sacrifice? Why are there thousands of cannons firing at once?"

"Did they lose their minds? This way, the old patriarch's tomb won't be safe!"

Before these thoughts could fully form in his mind, a second round of齐射 began. The crystal stones were already filled with energy, and the light columns displayed an overwhelming presence.

Without any protective barriers to shield them, the entire island was shattered into pieces, with debris flying everywhere. Dust rose so thickly that it even obscured the sky.

The mountains collapsed, and lakes were torn open, causing water to flow chaotically.

"Transformed from Essence Qi? This is a secret technique only a Separation Realm cultivator can perform."

Various voices echoed in his ears as everyone stood united against their common enemy. Despite his relationship with Red Leaf Immortal's subordinates, they all hoped Lin Xuan would emerge unscathed.

However, how could an early-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator possibly withstand the wrath of the Beast Patriarch?

Some closed their eyes out of sympathy, while only Red Leaf Immortal's delicate brows twitched, a hint of surprise in her eyes.

As the monstrous blade approached, Lin Xuan remained calm. The sound of cracking bones filled his ears as he clenched his fist and punched towards the sky.

Boom!

The air was filled with the stench of the Beast Blade, which seemed to want to cut him in half. Compared to the eight-meter-long blade, his tiny fist was insignificant.

But then, everyone was stunned by a miraculous turn of events. Right before their eyes, Lin Xuan's punch shattered the seemingly invincible blade into pieces.

Simultaneously, a faint green glow erupted from his body as he exuded an overwhelming spiritual pressure.

Nearby cultivators were drenched in cold sweat, unable to stand straight.

"Are you also at the Separation Realm?"

The Beast Patriarch widened his eyes and spoke with great intensity. His expression was still menacing but now contained a hint of seriousness and unease.

He wasn't foolish; he had realized this was a trap set by Lin Xuan, whom he had unwittingly stepped into.

The situation was dire.

On the other side, different expressions were visible among the cultivators.

The Beast Patriarch's side was devastated. Many suspected they had fallen into an elaborate trap laid by their opponents.

Anxiety spread among his subordinates.

Meanwhile, Red Leaf Island's side was initially stunned but soon erupted in joy as they realized one of their own was also at the Separation Realm. This boosted their morale significantly.

Seeing that their efforts were paying off, Red Leaf Immortal was elated and spoke with a clear voice: "Victory is ours today! I came here not to honor our ancestors but to eliminate the Beast Patriarch. He has fallen into my trap; let Lin Elder handle him. You all wait no longer—blast them into pieces!"

Before he could finish, the crystal power cannons began齐射, hundreds of light columns raining down on their opponents.

Cries of pain echoed as many on the Beast Island lost their souls and bodies.

The cultivators on the warships were elated, brandishing their灵器 and法宝.

The tide of battle shifted dramatically in favor of Red Leaf's side.

The Beast Patriarch was both shocked and enraged. He had brought his elite subordinates, each one’s death causing him pain. This brat, Red Leaf, dared to scheme against him; he hoped she wouldn't be caught alive.

With a hateful expression, the Beast Patriarch roared: "What are you all panicking for? We're not weaker than them. We must fight to the death! That boy is mine to deal with. Whoever brings me Red Leaf's head will become vice-patriarch; those who capture her alive get an additional one billion crystal stones."

This was a testament to his cunning, and his offer of wealth spurred his subordinates into action. They charged towards the ancient warship with greed in their eyes.

Though fewer in number, they were all elite fighters. Warships excelled at long-range combat but were ineffective up close. The Beast Patriarch's subordinates knew better than to attack haphazardly; focusing their attacks on a single point would break through any barrier.

The vice-patriarch and the one billion crystal stones had turned their eyes red with desire.

Turning his head, the Beast Patriarch scanned Lin Xuan with a wolfish gaze. He finally understood Red Leaf's sudden change of heart overnight.

It was all because of this boy. If not for him, she would have been in his arms long ago: "You ruined my plans; I will make you regret your existence."

Hmph, such words were nothing new to Lin Xuan. He pleaded with the Beast Patriarch to be more original.

"What?" The Beast Patriarch snarled. "Don't promise things you can't keep. You're bankrupt, so where are these one billion crystal stones?"

Lin Xuan smirked as he spoke. Not only had he plundered all of the Beast Patriarch's treasures on the island but also raided nearly a hundred shops in the market.

The current state of the Beast Patriarch was that of a fallen patriarch, facing countless creditors. Lin Xuan felt immensely satisfied.

However, the Beast Patriarch knew nothing about his stronghold. He was utterly stunned by what Lin Xuan said: "You're lying! I wouldn't make such promises empty-handed. Regardless of your intentions, you'll be wasting your time. A mere early-stage Separation Realm cultivator thinks he can challenge me?"

Before he could finish, two ring-shaped treasures flew out from his sleeves and spun around him without attacking.

These weren't ordinary treasures; they were spirit beast rings. The Beast Patriarch was known as the Beast Patriarch for a reason—he excelled in controlling beasts.

Roar!

A terrifying roar echoed as a monstrous crocodile appeared from one of the rings, towering over them at a hundred meters tall.

Despite its formidable appearance, it only reached early-stage Separation Realm. However, its eyes were clouded with confusion until the Beast Patriarch cast a spell that gradually cleared his mind.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as another terrifying roar echoed from the other ring. A monstrous creature emerged, also over a hundred meters long and at an early-stage Separation Realm.

Facing these two formidable creatures, Lin Xuan's face contorted with dread. He had underestimated the Beast Patriarch’s abilities to control such powerful beasts. Now he faced three enemies instead of one.

But this was far from over. The Beast Patriarch waved his hands and muttered a strange incantation. Two black shadows emerged from his body, identical in appearance to him.
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At this moment, a large number of monsters began to surge around them. It seemed they knew the city was being disrupted, hence their intrusion.

As Lin Qing made his choice, he heard an elderly sigh in his ear. Looking up and around, there were no other figures except Han Ming. The sigh felt like a delusion.

Ming Xin snorted coldly and stopped punishing Yan He. Turning to enter the inner room, Ming Xin suddenly sensed something.

Stanislaw Potocki, the elderly official, did not speak. In fact, since their return journey began, he had said nothing.

Watching Autumn Nanfeng with a look of interest, he circled her and then pounced on Du Ge who was lying down nearby.

Zhang Wei's eyes flashed with anger as he was about to react when he suddenly sensed a slight tremor beneath his feet. He turned around in surprise and saw Major Meng Hu walking towards the dining hall from afar.

Lin Feng reiterated, "Standing up now is not to support Beijing XX Team's withdrawal from the match; rather, it’s our responsibility and duty to voice our stance for the sake of China's football environment."

"Whoever opens this mountain, whoever plants it. If you want to pass through, bring food!" Chicken Head proudly raised his new double-barreled shotgun, a recent acquisition that he had obtained by selling two children and spending time with a gun dealer.

Doro thought his brain-eating act was discovered and hastily wiped his mouth, trying to erase the remnants of the cerebrospinal fluid. He then met Sally's gaze without any change in expression.

From this point, Wang Ping began to form some hypotheses based on the existing psychological data of the long-haired man. The personality structure includes the id, ego, and superego—self-awareness, self-experience, and self-control.

Although the aura emanating from that person on stage was indeed similar to the one who had caused trouble a few days ago, if it were truly him, his strength might be even greater than expected.

This harsh act could only be tolerated by Yin Zhonghua now. She smiled slightly and stepped back. Li Xun glanced at her but said nothing, focusing instead on Water Orchid Lan. The room fell silent, eerily quiet.

Li Xun remembered that all three had participated in the chaotic attack on the阴阳宗the previous day. Calculating their time here, they had been lingering for quite some time. This meant they were indeed here... setting a trap?
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. The two ghostly figures before him were identical to the Great Beast Sovereign in every way, except for their bodies, which were shrouded in a murky light, and their features, which were abnormally blurred, making them appear like mere ghosts.

"External化身!" Lin Xuan murmured, his expression growing more serious as he spoke.

But this was far from over. A mysterious and obscure incantation emerged from the Great Beast Sovereign's mouth, followed by a wild laugh as he pointed at the demonic crocodile and the bull-headed serpent creature. The two beasts opened their blood-stained mouths with a whistling sound, and the two ghostly figures were suddenly sucked inside.

Roar!

The piercing screams of the demons echoed, and their bodies emitted a torrent of demon energy, their originally hazy eyes becoming exceptionally clear.

Cold gazes swept over Lin Xuan, filled with malice that was eerily similar to the Great Beast Sovereign's expression.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although he had never seen this technique before, it was not difficult to guess its nature.

This old monster possessed a bizarre method of controlling beasts; he had actually transformed two creatures at the Separation Stage into his external化身s!

With such an advantage, dealing with them would be twice as challenging.

Lin Xuan's heart tightened. But just then, thunderous sounds filled the air as hundreds of light beams converged on the two massive monsters.

Their bodies were like small mountains, making them perfect targets. Red Leaf noticed Lin Xuan's disadvantage and ordered the Crystal Might Cannon to unleash a齐射.

The change was sudden; with their size, there was no way they could dodge. However, their eyes showed no signs of panic as the bull-headed serpent creature suddenly revealed a fierce expression, raised its head, opened its blood-stained mouth, and expelled a white wave.

This ability to turn sound into tangible matter demonstrated the power of this demon's abilities.

The white wave spread over thousands of feet, colliding with hundreds of light beams in a thunderous explosion. Despite the齐射 from five ancient warships, it was this demon that managed to block them all by sheer force.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but shudder as he saw the destruction. The faces of the cultivators on his side changed dramatically, but the situation had not ended yet. The demonic crocodile's aura burst forth, mixing with the surrounding primordial energy and forming a massive crocodile-shaped artifact over a thousand feet long.

It slashed towards one of the ancient warships with great force.

Crack!

The shield proved ineffective; the sturdy ship seemed to be made of paper as it was easily split in two.

Fortunately, only the ancient warship suffered damage. The cultivators on his side were unharmed.

However, the ferocity of the beasts excited the cultivators from the Beast Island, who roared and charged forward.

Various lights interwove as thousands of cultivators engaged in battle.

Ati婴s met Ati婴s with gritted teeth, each displaying their unique powers. As for condensation core stage cultivators, they formed arrays, fighting desperately against higher-stage cultivators.

The sounds of battle filled the air; many cultivators fell during the first clash.

But among them, Lin Xuan and the Great Beast Sovereign were the most intense. The other's strength far exceeded his expectations, making him realize that he had underestimated this old monster. He hadn't expected such external化身 techniques, giving him a disadvantage in a three-on-one scenario.

"Haha, little guy, you actually dared to scheme against me! I'll strip your soul and refine it. You dare to dig under the tiger's head; do you not understand what regret means?" The Great Beast Sovereign's laughter echoed as his divine sense activated. The demonic crocodile suddenly raised its front paw, revealing razor-sharp claws that struck with a piercing sound. Countless claw rays emerged.

Each ray was several dozen feet long and left white marks in the air, indicating their immense power. One ray could match the power of an Ati婴's treasure.

And there were thousands of such rays, converging on Lin Xuan from all directions, leaving no gaps.

The bull-headed serpent creature wasn't idle either; it opened its mouth to spray a long, reddish object that pierced towards Lin Xuan's chest with incredible speed.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with multicolored light as he saw the tongue. Why such an elongated tongue was beyond imagination. At the tip of the tongue were numerous transparent tubes, making it look terrifying.

The two attacks were so fast they seemed like thunderbolts, leaving no room for evasion. This old monster acted decisively, aiming to kill Lin Xuan instantly.

If any other Separation Stage cultivator had faced this, even if they managed to avoid death, severe injuries would be inevitable. The Great Beast Sovereign's lips curled in a satisfied smile as he thought about capturing Red Leaf Fairy alive.

That little girl, refusing to accept the drink and choosing punishment instead, must suffer greatly.

But just then, the old monster's expression froze.

Seeing Lin Xuan unable to dodge or even summon his defensive treasures, about to be hit by the claw rays, Lin Xuan suddenly shook his shoulder. His body became blurred as he vanished.

Phantom images!

His true form had already disappeared, leaving all attacks to miss their target.

The Great Beast Sovereign was shocked and quickly raised a peculiar artifact that looked like a turtle shell. This old monster's experience in magical battles was rich; he feared being ambushed by Lin Xuan.

He then turned his head, searching for Lin Xuan with piercing eyes.

But before he could find him, Lin Xuan had already emerged from the top of the giant demon crocodile. With a wave of his left hand, a red staff flew out—precisely the spirit-awakened Buddha treasure obtained from Penglai Mountain.

Lin Xuan grasped it and shook it lightly; the staff grew in size, creating countless phantom images that crashed down on the demonic crocodile's head with great force.

The impact was immense.

Meanwhile, the bull-headed serpent creature finally spotted Lin Xuan. The entire face of its head vanished as a large mouth filled the space, making it look terrifying. It opened its mouth again and sprayed another red tongue, this time with numerous eyeballs on its surface that glowed brightly under his divine sense, causing dizziness.

The speed at which the tongue shot out was astonishing.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but his face showed no signs of panic. With a wave of his robe, a shield the size of a palm flew out.

The surface runes pulsed and transformed into a layer of pale golden light.

Extremely condensed, it completely hid his figure.

Then, that tongue like a blood spear shot forward silently.

Though the light curtain trembled violently, its defense was not broken. After being repaired, the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield's power had increased significantly.

At the same time, Lin Xuan wasn't idle either. The myriad staff shadows conjured by his spirit-controlled treasure fell heavily on the demon slug’s head.

The demon was terrified to the extreme but wouldn’t sit idly by. It勉强 raised its head and expelled a large amount of pure demonic energy.

It seemed like it wanted to summon some treasure, but it was too late. The shadow figure separated from Lin Xuan in a different way than his external manifestation; it was another formidable great divine power.

The shadow bent down first, then stood up straight as its body suddenly grew immensely.

In an instant, it transformed into a giant towering over a hundred feet tall with nine heads and eighteen arms, looking extremely fierce. However, the color was noticeably lighter.

"Great Transformation Technique?" "No, another great divine power."

Amazed exclamations echoed. Lin Xuan’s secret technique using his Dharmic Form was too eye-catching. Even other cultivators in the midst of battle stopped their actions, staring with shock and disbelief.

At this moment, the Dharmic Form's volume surpassed that of the demon slug. With a dozen thick arms extending out, it grabbed the demon's vital points and lifted it up as a shield, while the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield flashed back to Lin Xuan’s sleeve.

Puff puff puff…

Some dull sounds entered his ears as the crimson tongue and the long spear from the Beast King pierced into the demon’s body.

The demon slug roared loudly, struggling desperately. Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce, his hands changing hand seals continuously.

Roar!

His mana surged like a dam breaking, pouring into him. The Dharmic Form's color deepened again.

Then, the nine heads raised their heads and howled fiercely, while the eighteen thick arms exerted force together.

The demon slug’s roar became fearful and mournful.

Sizzle…

A sea of blood was torn apart by sheer strength.

The Beast King was stunned. During this period, he might have had a chance to rescue it, but due to his shock at Lin Xuan's power, he missed the opportunity. By the time he reacted, the demon slug was already torn open by Lin Xuan.

He was both shocked and angry as he hurriedly manipulated the shadow figure to escape from the blood rain.

"Want to run? Too late."

Lin Xuan’s prepared sleeve waved, and a small sword about a foot long flew out. It flashed like a rainbow, piercing through the shadow figure's chest before coiling around it and shredding it.

Puff…

The Beast King opened his mouth, spitting out a deep red essence of blood, seemingly suffering significant damage to his primordial energy.

He never expected an initial-stage cultivator to have such power. Even if it was a飞升 cultivator, he would be too powerful.

In fact, Lin Xuan wasn't much better off either. At this stage, using such great divine powers was still somewhat strenuous for him. Lin Xuan’s wrist flipped, and a delicate jade bottle appeared in his palm.

He uncorked the bottle and poured a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk into his mouth.

His pale face turned rosy.

However, Lin Xuan dismissed the Dharmic Form, vanishing from sight as he flashed away.

The Beast King was shocked. He released his divine sense while slapping his waist to take out a small banner about the size of a palm.

He pressed a hand seal on it, and the unknown banner instantly expanded into a dozen-foot-wide black hole in its center.

Then, cacophony erupted as countless demon crows like ravens flew out.

However, their bodies were much larger than ravens, with three demonic eyes each. They were covered in grayish-white demonic flames.

A chill emanated from them. Although the power of this fire was unknown, it was obvious that it wasn’t ordinary demonic flames.

Corpse Crow!

Lin Xuan’s face showed a look of shock as he recognized such creatures. He had heard about them in the mortal world but thought they were extinct. It was surprising to see one with his own eyes.

Hundreds of these corpse crows rushed over, wings flashing and thousands of wind blades appearing.

Each blade was about a foot wide, emitting an unbearable stench of decay, and sharp whistling sounds echoed in his ears—far different from ordinary wind blade techniques.

A demon creature with the head of a bull and body of a snake also attacked. Its body stood up, expelling scales covering its surface.

However, this demon’s expression was extremely painful. This move seemed almost self-destructive.

But it must be incredibly powerful!

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he didn’t make any movements. The Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield reappeared, emitting intense light and transforming into an exceptionally dense light curtain.

Then, the wind blades and scales struck hard. Each face-sized light ball exploded suddenly, causing the light curtain to tremble violently. In just a few breaths, it could no longer hold up.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened while the Beast King showed smug satisfaction. To mature these corpse crows, he had sacrificed millions of ordinary people as blood offerings and even used this demon as a master to kill an equal-level cultivator.

Regardless of whether that annoying kid was a飞升 cultivator or not, he couldn’t escape destruction now.

"Quack!" An irritating sound entered his ears. The corpse crows spat out grayish-white demonic flames containing the poison from decayed corpses. This was far more terrifying than the evil ghost wind blades.

Seeing how the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield couldn't withstand it, Lin Xuan’s face changed slightly but didn’t panic. Instead, a five-colored light flashed over his body as an ancient-looking suit of armor appeared. The precious materials used to forge this item were countless, and its defensive power was unmatched by the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield.

"Armor!" The Beast King exclaimed in shock. Although such items weren't rare in the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan's techniques kept coming, making him feel headache-inducing.

After the Black Gold Dragon Armor Shield’s light curtain dissipated, the remaining attacks weakened significantly as the Azure Flame Qilin Armor flashed with light and blocked them.

However, there were still more terrifying corpse flames to come.

Lin Xuan frowned. He opened his mouth and spat out a ball of three-colored flames that shone brightly before landing on his armor.

Three-colored flames ignited on this armor’s surface while the grayish-white corpse flames struck hard.

But what followed left the Beast King staring wide-eyed.

There was no effect; those hoped-for corpse flames didn’t even cause ripples, being swallowed up instead.

"Impossible!"

The Beast King was both shocked and angry. A small ancient-looking bell appeared from his sleeve, less than a foot tall, with an entire purple body. Even without activation, countless mysterious runes flashed on its surface.

"Divine Treasure of Heaven!" The Beast King exclaimed in shock. This old monster’s knowledge was truly extraordinary.
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"Humph, knowing you makes no difference."

Lin Xuan's face was filled with disdain. He had already practiced the Through Treasury Technique of this item during his time in the Mortal Realm, making it easy for him to command.

Raising his right hand, a green sword technique shot out from his fingertips.

The White Spirit Bell circled and danced as its form suddenly swelled. In just a few breaths, it had grown taller than an adult human.

Bang!

A thick, ancient voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. A faint purple wave spread outward from the giant bell, circling the flock of zombie crows with incredible speed, quickly enveloping them all.

The ferocious bird, originally filled with rage, faced this strange sound like a drunk rat, disoriented and unable to flap its wings.

"Impossible!"

The Beast Sovereign was both shocked and angry. He stared at his dead fish-like eyes: "Could this be that the Celestial Treasure is specifically designed to counter spirit beasts?"

He had only heard of such beneficial Celestial Treasures but never imagined he would witness one firsthand.

These types of treasures were not adept at attacking, their defenses being equally poor. However, they could be incredibly effective against specific targets, making them even more precious than ordinary Celestial Treasures.

Logically speaking, it should have been impossible for a Separation Period cultivator to wield such an item. How did this young man obtain it?

The Beast Sovereign cast spell after spell, but without effect. The zombie crows were already trapped by the purple wave; how could he allow them to escape like cooked ducks?

Lin Xuan had personally experienced the power of this bird. If he could possess it, that would be perfect.

A hint of intense desire flashed in his eyes as he chanted a mysterious incantation: "Come..."

The bell's sound became even more ancient and thick. A faint purple glow emerged from the bottom of the giant bell, transforming into an enormous net.

The light flickered, enveloping nearly a hundred zombie crows. With a swift roll, it dragged them back.

"Take!"

The Beast Sovereign's face darkened to the point where he was about to spit blood.

How detestable!

The other party had openly snatched away his spirit beast in front of him, treating him like clay or paper?

This wasn't how one treated others!

However, he was helpless as the purple net not only trapped the zombie crows but also severed his spiritual awareness. Thus, even if he wanted to use magic to recall the spirit beast, it would be impossible.

Could he just watch helplessly as they were taken away?

He had poured countless efforts into nurturing this bird, only for it to end up serving someone else.

The Beast Sovereign was truly a good person; he prepared many treasures and goods specifically for him, even giving him a spirit bird.

With his attacks blocked, the Beast Sovereign was both shocked and angry. However, he knew that this time, he had met his match.

"Boy, you're welcome!"

A hateful voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as his body shone with spiritual light, exploding into pieces.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly recovered.

It wasn't a self-detonation; instead, mist enveloped the area. Several identical Beast Sovereigns appeared before him, indistinguishable from real people, and scattered in different directions.

What a marvelous spell! Even knowing it was an illusion, he couldn't discern it.

As a Separation Period cultivator, the Beast Sovereign must have some self-preservation skills.

Lin Xuan remained calm. Drawing a breath, his eyes turned into a colorful crystal, the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye capable of seeing through all illusions. Although Lin Xuan's practice was incomplete, he still had some effect.

Surveying the area, Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face.

Those shadows were all fake; where was the real person? Did they intend to ambush him? However, as he scanned the surroundings, there was no sign of the Beast Sovereign hiding anywhere.

Could it be...?

Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head and saw Red Leaf Fairy engaging in a spell duel with an exposed-wearing demoness about twenty-seven or eight years old. Her figure was ample, and she had some charm. Moreover, she was a cultivator.

However, she was at the same stage as Lin Xuan, seemingly gaining the upper hand.

At this moment, the protective shield of their warship had been breached, and both sides began close combat. However, Lin Xuan's attention wasn't on that; he finally discovered the Beast Sovereign who had used concealment techniques.

The other party's face was filled with a sinister expression as they quietly approached Red Leaf Fairy.

Their intentions were clear: to capture her and threaten him.

Intelligence over brute force!

Since he couldn't defeat them, he would have to think of another way.

The Beast Sovereign's poison plan was indeed vicious. Fortunately, his concealment techniques were slow, but he was only a thousand feet or so away from Red Leaf Fairy.

"How despicable! Playing dirty tricks in front of this young master."

Lin Xuan was enraged and wouldn't let the other party succeed. Flashing through the air, he used Nine Heavens Micro-Step to fly towards them.

A flicker, and he had traveled thousands of feet. However, the Beast Sovereign finally noticed, no longer concealing his whereabouts. His body glowed with red light as he rushed toward Red Leaf Fairy at full speed.
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This old monster's evasion technique was no trifling matter, but it still fell short compared to Lin Xuan’s miraculous Nine Heaven Microstep.

Lin Xuan arrived first and was now only a few feet away from the Beast Sovereign. The latter was both shocked and furious, unwilling to let his efforts come to naught at this critical moment.

The sound of cracking bones filled his ears as his right hand suddenly elongated, reaching out to grab Red Leaf Fairy’s neck.

"Old thief! You dare!"

Lin Xuan erupted in anger. The surrounding primordial qi seemed to freeze. He was about to expend a great deal of true essence to activate some secret technique when something unexpected happened.

The Beast Sovereign, who had originally intended to capture Red Leaf Fairy as leverage, suddenly shifted slightly and turned his head around in an unbelievable manner.

His face contorted with malice.

"You…."

The Beast Sovereign was once again dumbfounded. He almost thought he had misjudged the situation; could it be that they were both cultivators of the beast path?

Moreover, for some reason, the aura of ferocity emanating from him made the Beast Sovereign feel a chill down his spine.

But now, there wasn’t enough time to change tactics.

A thunderous roar echoed as their claws touched.

Gray and silver light intertwined, with countless rune symbols flickering on the surface. A burst of force erupted, sending gusts of gale-force winds that pierced through weaker cultivators like fish in a pond. Even Red Leaf Fairy and the late-stage元婴 woman were alarmed, releasing their defensive treasures to form protective screens around themselves.

This confrontation ended in a stalemate. Although the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens technique was formidable, the opponent was still at the Separation stage, with unique secrets of his own.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t about to let it end here; he had a trump card up his sleeve.

He took a deep breath as golden light flickered behind him. The nine-headed eighteen-armed form reappeared in his vision.

"Bad news!"

The Beast Sovereign was shocked but it was too late to escape now. He had become the prey, and while his trap worked, Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator.

Golden light flashed as the arms of the form wrapped around his limbs, binding him tightly. The remaining arms clenched into fists and struck his head and chest with force.

The vital areas were exposed; it seemed that the Beast Sovereign would be killed by Lin Xuan in a matter of moments. A voice called out: "Don’t worry, Elder Lin. Let me take care of this old beast."

The voice was familiar—Red Leaf’s most trusted confidant, An Elder, had appeared from a hundred feet away. He flicked his sleeves and a gleaming willow leaf saber flew out. It wasn’t an ordinary blade; it struck the Beast Sovereign’s head.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but this unexpected turn of events didn’t seem to be entirely without merit. His mind conjured up a scene where An Elder ruthlessly threw Lan Mingxiu towards the silver fish bird, which seemed more than just a show of dominance…

Regardless, it didn’t resemble the actions of a kind elder.

Moreover, he had just stepped into the Beast Sovereign’s trap moments ago and was now reminded to be cautious. Better safe than sorry.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but kept his guard up.

Golden light shone as the willow leaf saber approached Lin Xuan with incredible speed.

It struck the Beast Sovereign’s head without pause, leaving no room for error. The Beast Sovereign was immobilized and despair began to show in his eyes.

Black light enveloped him as he tried to escape by sending out his essence soul.

But at this moment, something unexpected happened.

The willow leaf saber, just an arm's length away from the Beast Sovereign’s neck, suddenly emitted a burst of golden light. The saber flashed and split into three parts.

One continued to strike the Beast Sovereign while the other two targeted Lin Xuan—head and chest respectively, with angles that were extremely lethal.

"Damn it!"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he cursed in anger. His initial suspicion had come true; An Elder wasn’t just trying to kill him but also the Beast Sovereign for his own gain?

Was this something Red Leaf Fairy had intended or did An Elder act on his own accord?

Regardless, there was no time to delve deeper.

The willow leaf saber wasn’t an ordinary treasure and its ferocity frightened even Lin Xuan. A hit would result in decapitation.

But Lin Xuan was prepared; he flicked his sleeves and a green light shot out as the surrounding primordial qi converged. Although it couldn’t form a shape, it managed to slow down the blade somewhat.

Time was short but enough for him to activate the Nine Heaven Microstep. His figure blurred before vanishing entirely.

Two willow leaf sabers sliced through, but only his shadow was cut in half; Lin Xuan himself remained unharmed. The Beast Sovereign, however, wasn’t so lucky.

Initially bound by Lin Xuan’s form, he managed to dodge when the willow leaf saber came within a few feet of him. Unless one was at the Profound Origin stage, it would be impossible to avoid such an attack.

With his body about to be destroyed, the Beast Sovereign gritted his teeth and shifted his head away by several feet. Blood spattered as he narrowly avoided decapitation but lost an arm in the process.

A loud scream filled the air as blood gushed out. The old monster’s aura flared as he fled diagonally.

The entire sequence took only a blink of an eye, leaving everyone else stunned and staring in disbelief at this bizarre turn of events.

An Elder's actions were too suspicious.

If he was a spy for the Beast Sovereign, why would he target both Lin Xuan and him? The goal should have been Lin Xuan alone.

Was it to sow discord among the two, allowing An Elder to profit?

Lin Xuan’s expression turned icy. He hated betrayal most of all.

If Red Leaf Fairy had used him as a pawn, he wouldn’t spare her whether she was male or female.

He would extract her soul and make her suffer until death. Lin Xuan’s philosophy was simple: non-aggression unless provoked; if provoked, exterminate the entire clan.

There was no need to say anything else about those who broke their word. He wasn’t like Dongguo Scholar.

But was it really Red Leaf Fairy?

After interacting with her for so long, he didn’t think she would be such a calculating person and was quite laid-back in nature.

Although women are often said to be treacherous, Lin Xuan trusted his judgment on people.

He wouldn’t wrong an innocent but neither could he let his enemies off the hook.

Even if everyone makes mistakes sometimes, Red Leaf Fairy shouldn’t have done it. They had signed a Blood Covenants Document.

Though he had used Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire to destroy that document, Red Leaf Fairy couldn’t be so ruthless even if her grandfather were resurrected.

In other words, Red Leaf Fairy was still bound by the contract and logically wouldn’t harm him.

Perhaps it was An Elder’s decision—eliminating both Lin Xuan and the Beast Sovereign, then taking over or removing Red Leaf Fairy. With such vast seas, he would be supreme…

This seemed plausible; with his influence and resolve, it wasn’t hard to achieve if the two islands were leaderless.

However, there was one lingering doubt that troubled Lin Xuan—what was An Elder’s motivation?
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Old An He's lifespan was already limited, with only a few decades left. Given his talent, he had no chance of advancing to the Separation and Union stage. For such an impending death, what use would it be to expend effort and create a vast domain?

In the end, all that awaits him is a handful of earth.

Lin Xuan had specifically investigated this person's identity. He once had a son who was said to have good talent, but over a century ago, both he and his daughter-in-law disappeared without a trace.

It was rumored that when they left the sea, they encountered a terrifying monster.

His only remaining relative was An Xianzi, a female descendant of his son, whom Lin Xuan had once met at an auction.

To be fair, this girl's spirit root wasn't bad either, but compared to Red Leaf, she still fell slightly short.

Moreover, the girl was merely in the Condensation Core stage. Before Old An's enlightenment, it remained uncertain whether she could form a core.

Red Leaf, as a high-ranking cultivator, inherited the island lordship and faced much criticism. She relied on old officials to maintain control.

How could this An Xianzi, with such meager merits, inherit this family estate if Old An succeeded in his enlightenment? Instead, it would bring misfortune and disaster.

Old An wouldn't be unaware of these intricate circumstances. So, what was the purpose behind his actions?

Lin Xuan's eyes were filled with confusion as he rapidly turned over thoughts in his mind but still couldn't make sense of it.

However, this moment passed quickly. Soon, his gaze became clear. Why think so much? Just ask the person directly!

If they're willing to speak, that would be best. If not, then draw out their soul and refine their essence!

Lin Xuan had no soft spot for enemies. This matter had thoroughly angered him. If he hadn't been cautious, his physical body might already have been destroyed.

Lin Xuan had experienced many storms of blood, but this time was undoubtedly extremely perilous.

On the other side, Master of Ten Thousand Beasts' face turned pale. His left arm was severed at the shoulder, and blood flowed like rain. He reached out to take a silver-colored talisman from his pocket and applied it to the wound, slowing the bleeding.

The bull-headed snake-bodied monster also returned to his side.

Master of Ten Thousand Beasts looked extremely displeased. Originally, he had ambitious plans to become the dominant force in this sea region but ended up nearly becoming a castaway.

Sighing, his eyes were filled with gloom, yet he didn't leave immediately. This bizarre situation might offer an opportunity for unexpected gain.

This old monster indeed possessed greatcourage (courage). Most people would have fled long ago.

After the sudden incident, the cultivators who had been fighting stopped their actions. Their gazes were moreconfusion (confused), even somewhat at a loss.

Originally, it was a fight to the death, but now it seemed particularly strange and unpredictable.

"Uncle An, why did you do this?"

Red Leaf's cold voice echoed in his ears. Even those with sharp eyes could discern the pain behind her words. Old An had been a loyal official for two generations, greatly aiding his grandfather. Without him, Red Leaf might have perished or been cast out. Guo Ru, although loyal, was too straightforward to match Wu Ziming and his group.

Uncle An had always been the pillar of support for Red Leaf Island. His loyalty was unquestionable. Why did he do this? Red Leaf felt deceived, even more angry than Lin Xuan.

With Red Leaf's cold voice, other cultivators turned their heads in unison, focusing on an old man among them, including those from Ten Thousand Beasts Island.

They were equally curious. Uncle An's loyalty to Red Leaf was well-known. With his limited lifespan, why would he suddenly betray her?

Facing all these gazes, Old An showed no expression, as if the ambush had nothing to do with him.

Seeing this scene, Red Leaf's expression grew even more unpleasant. Finally, Old An explained: "Lady, I did this for your sake."

"For my sake?"

Red Leaf was somewhat bewildered.

"Correct. Do you think I want to make this person a puppet?" Old An seemed agitated as he pointed at Lin Xuan. "Such an outsider, how can we trust him? My strategy of driving the tiger into the wolf's mouth is intended for you to gain from this situation. As long as both he and Ten Thousand Beasts die, with my support, Lady, you will easily sweep away all rivals and become the dominant force in these seas."

"Uncle An, how can you do such a thing?"

Red Leaf murmured, his expression extremely complex. He disapproved of Old An's plan but knew it was for her benefit.

Out of pity, he thought about pleading with his brother to beg Lin Xuan to spare this loyal elder.

After all, Uncle An had limited time left; she couldn't bear to see him suffer.

"Brother..."

Just as he began speaking, Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in his ear: "Old fellow, things have reached this point. Do you think you can cover it up? Why bother with flattery and deceit? My Red Leaf sister is inexperienced, but I've experienced countless storms of blood and schemes. You couldn't fool her, let alone me."

What about everything for the sake of Red Leaf? Even considering that cultivators act out of self-interest, would anyone risk so much to harm others?

Even if they did, Old An was well aware of their blood oath document. His actions clearly put Red Leaf in a disadvantageous position, violating the curse's power, which could eliminate an advanced-stage cultivator like her.

His smooth talk was full of flaws and couldn't convince anyone.

"Haha, truly worthy of being aascension (ascended) cultivator. A mere Separation and Union stage cultivator is insignificant, but in resource-scarce worlds, you must be extraordinary to reach this stage. Your talent and perseverance might even surpass me. Unfortunately, you're still just at the Separation and Union stage..."

Old An's dry laughter echoed, his voice icy cold as a strange expression appeared on his face.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The other party's tone was outrageous; could he be a Core Formation stage old monster?

Impossible!

Core Formation stage beings wouldn't hide in such a small place like Red Leaf Island.

The other cultivators exchanged glances, their faces showing surprise.

Red Leaf's eyebrows were tightly furrowed. Old An indeed had issues.

"You're not Uncle An. Who are you and why assume his name? Where did you take Uncle An?"
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"Hehe... Little girl, not bad at all. I didn't expect you to be able to discern that old man is not An. It seems I underestimated you."

Elder An turned his head and scanned Red Leaf's face with a look that clearly revealed his ill intentions.

Before he could finish speaking, his appearance blurred, and his figure twisted. A shocking aura of evil rose up from him.

Black fog enveloped his body, creating an astonishing scene.

After a moment, the black fog dispersed, revealing a thin old man standing before them.

Standing no more than four feet tall, with emaciated bones, large eyes, a flat nose, and yellow teeth. His head was covered in messy green hair, while his limbs were thin and shriveled, with fingers resembling bird claws.

"Two of you should have died just now, but that would have been too much suffering. I'm feeling generous today; cut your own throats!"

"Cut our own throats?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, then a cold smile appeared on his face.

"You dare to challenge this old monster? If you were the real body here, maybe I'd be afraid of you, but just an illusionary technique can only unleash one-fifth of my power. Do you think you're so formidable that I would treat you like a piece of meat?"

Lin Xuan's voice was filled with mockery. He had already broken his facade and there was no need to be polite.

Angering him wouldn't matter; perhaps it could benefit me.

Surprisingly, the old monster known for his vengeful nature did not react to Lin Xuan's taunts but instead wore a look of pity: "You're an ignorant little guy. You're right; using this illusionary technique, I can only unleash one-fifth of my power. But what of it? The terrifying power of a Transcendent Realm is beyond your comprehension..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he listened to the old monster. He wore a look of surprise and uncertainty.

He had read about Transcendent Realm techniques in ancient texts, but only in vague descriptions. Lin Xuan knew something about the strength of Transcendent Realm cultivators, but it was based on speculation; how accurate were his guesses? He originally thought he could handle one-fifth of the power, but now the old monster's words sounded exaggerated.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

"Hehe, boy. If I end my life now, I can still leave you intact."

As soon as he finished speaking, he turned his head and scanned the surrounding cultivators with his eyes: "You're just unlucky. If this old monster hadn't been exposed, I might have spared your lives by continuing to pretend to be that An elder. But now... all of you will..."

The words echoed in their ears.

The cultivators exchanged glances, their faces pale as they realized no one wanted to commit suicide. However, thinking about the legendary cruelty of this demon, they feared even more if left alive.

After the battle, most of Red Leaf Island's cultivators had been lost—only a thousand remained. The situation on WananimalIsland was not much better, but those who survived were formidable fighters.

They gathered together and no one wanted to die in vain.

"Such ungrateful creatures. I've already given you an opportunity," Lin Xuan said with a cold smile. "Since none of you want to kill yourselves, then it's up to me to send you on your way. But if this old monster is involved... I'll slowly torture you and won't let you die easily."

The demon An's laughter echoed in their ears, his voice icy cold.

However, before he could finish speaking, something unexpected happened.

A black light shot out from the direction of the WananimalVenerable, not to escape but to approach the old monster.

Lin Xuan was surprised. This woman must be brave.

The light faded, revealing a naked woman cultivator standing there.

Around twenty-seven or eight years old, she wasn't an absolute beauty, but had some charm.

Late-stage Core Formation!

She looked familiar; it was the cultivator who had fought with Red Leaf earlier.

What did this woman want?

Lin Xuan guessed and noticed a strange expression on WananimalVenerable's face.

"My name is Liu Qing. I bow to you, old monster. To see your face is my three lifetimes' worth of good fortune. If you don't mind, I would like to offer myself as your concubine. I have some knowledge about dual cultivation techniques."

The woman fidgeted and her eyes were filled with a strong desire. It was better to serve the demon than to die here.

If she could survive, sacrificing her beauty wasn't much of a price.

After all, although this demon An was hideous, he was still at the Transcendent Realm. If she could please him, perhaps there would be a chance for advancement.

Liu Qing's expression turned eager as she looked at Lin Xuan with pleading eyes.

However, the old monster did not accept her offer and instead showed extreme disgust: "Get out! With your withered body, you dare to defile this old monster? You're asking for death!"

With a roar of anger, he revealed a murderous look in his eyes. He raised his bird-like hand, and a black thread shot out from his fingertips, vanishing without a sound.

Many cultivators exchanged glances, but Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

His pupils became a kaleidoscope of colors as he had activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye technique. Only with great effort did he manage to see the movement clearly.

Lin Xuan could follow the speed, but couldn't identify what the object was.

Liu Qing didn't react at all. The black thread circled her and returned to the old monster's sleeve.

The entire process was so swift that it seemed nothing had happened.

"Old monster, you..."

Before Liu Qing could speak, she spat out black blood from her mouth.

It was nauseating, filled with a stench of corruption. Her face turned pale as well. However, this wasn't over; suddenly, black blood marks appeared on her neck, chest, abdomen, and knees, then she broke into several pieces.

"No..."

She screamed in terror, but it was too late for the Core Formation to escape. She transformed into a black puddle of blood.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. He had always been ruthless, but he had never seen such a thing before. The old monster's technique was too bizarre.

The other cultivators were silent as death, their hearts nearly jumping out of their chests.
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In an instant, the surroundings fell into an eerie silence. Everyone was afraid that the impending doom might fall upon their heads at any moment.

Many cultivators had lost their color, even though they tried to maintain composure. The fear in their eyes could not be hidden no matter how hard they tried.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he observed everyone's reactions. It was clear that this Poison Circle Dragon Demonic Ancestor intended to take no one's life lightly; even the Essence Rearrangement cultivators showed no resistance. Among those present, only the Separation and Union Period Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts might be able to join forces with him.

Despite their previous deadly battle, at that moment, both Lin Xuan and the Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts put aside their grudges as life was the most important thing. Everything else was just a fleeting illusion.

The old monster's voice pierced through again, "Still unwilling to end your own lives? The ones below will suffer even more."

Lin Xuan’s mind stirred. If the Poison Circle Dragon Demonic Ancestor truly had boundless power, why waste words? He should have simply acted instead of enticing everyone to take their own lives.

Why was he repeatedly luring them into self-destruction? Was this old monster merely feigning strength?

Or perhaps his possession technique had some limitations that prevented him from acting rashly?

As these thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind, he felt increasingly certain about the latter. If not, why hadn’t the Poison Circle Dragon Demonic Ancestor acted immediately? Why play such a cunning trick to make him fight with Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts while he reaped the benefits later?

Lin Xuan's gaze landed on the Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts. The old man seemed to have thought of something as well, his voice low and solemn: "Don't be intimidated by this old monster. According to what I know, few even at the Profound Void Realm can master the possession technique. Although this beast is notorious, its secret possession technique has flaws that make it unsuitable for reckless use of power. Otherwise, not only would he destroy his host body, but he himself would suffer severe damage."

After Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts finished speaking, his eyes turned tense as he stared at the old man floating in mid-air. Though he tried to hide his anxiety, anyone with a sharp eye could easily spot it.

"Is that so?"

The crow-faced old man sneered, emitting an overwhelming spiritual pressure. With a casual gesture, he grabbed something from the air, and several nearby cultivators inexplicably exploded in mid-air. Some had their heads blown off; others were torn open. Their deaths were gruesome, leaving no time for them to even escape with their essence bodies.

This was called an accident once, but now it left everyone in shock. They didn't know how they died. Facing such a foe, the cultivators felt a wave of helplessness.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he knew that further delay wasn’t advisable: "Friend Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts, shall we join forces?"

"Agreed. This old monster has gone too far," the Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts said with approval. "A mere possession body wants to take all our lives. I want to test whether a Profound Void Realm cultivator is truly invincible."

Lin Xuan's prediction was correct; this old monster, having experienced many hardships, knew how to assess situations.

Seeing the two Separation and Union Period cultivators reconcile, the Red Leaf Island and Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts cultivators breathed a sigh of relief. The old monster was just a possession body. As long as they worked together, there might be a chance.

Especially with Lin Xuan’s recent displays of power, which far surpassed those of his peers, could he not turn the tide this time?

Even Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts had some doubts about the young man named Lin. After all, he had personally experienced it. Otherwise, whether he had the courage to face such a notorious old monster was still uncertain.

Throughout the process, the Red Leaf Fairy remained silent, as if struggling with an important decision. As the situation reached its most dangerous moment, she bit her lip and seemed to whisper something, though very discreetly that even the crow-faced old man barely noticed.

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up; a heavy stone in his chest fell away. However, he showed no outward signs of this.

This small incident occurred between brother and sister without others noticing. The Red Leaf Fairy’s voice finally reached Lin Xuan: "Brother, I entrust this old monster to you and Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts. Sister will assist from the sidelines."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan nodded, and Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts turned to instruct: "There is no escape. You’ll work together with Red Leaf Island’s people."

"Yes, Lord Island."

Even though the cultivators harbored hidden intentions, at this critical moment, they all nodded in agreement.

Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts exhaled a sigh of relief as he unleashed a wave of demonic winds. The monster with a bull's head and snake's body also spat out a crimson tongue.

Lin Xuan remained motionless but emitted a rainbow-colored spiritual light. The two Separation and Union Period cultivators, who had fought to the death just moments ago, now formed a triangular formation.

From arranging their positions to discussing how to face the enemy, the Poison Circle Dragon Demonic Ancestor maintained a cold expression, showing no intention of taking advantage of any momentary distraction.

His composure unnerved Lin Xuan. Was this old monster not feigning strength? Had his possession technique also been flawless?

Had both he and Wielder of Ten Thousand Beasts made the wrong guess?

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as if he had stepped into a trap, feeling as though they were being outmaneuvered by that old monster. Yet, upon closer inspection, nothing seemed amiss.

The only thing that raised suspicion was how calmly the Poison Circle Dragon Demonic Ancestor acted… not calmness but a willingness to prolong this moment.

Could there be reinforcements for the old monster?

Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept over the area within a thousand miles and found no other cultivators. The Poison Circle Dragon Demonic Ancestor had always been an isolated figure, never known to bring allies when committing evil deeds.

This made the situation even more peculiar.

Though Lin Xuan was meticulous in his thoughts, he couldn't find any flaws after careful recollection. His speculations lacked sufficient evidence to prove anything.

Well then, let’s just adapt as we go. With this thought, he glanced at the Red Leaf Fairy once again without speaking or transmitting any words.

She seemed to understand what Lin Xuan was thinking and nodded slightly in response.
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Seeing Red Leaf's action, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. Of course, on the surface, he did not show any hint of emotion and instead gave a cold cry: "Act now."

Before his words were even finished, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a one-foot-long treasure flew out.

The light flickered as it transformed into a giant sword of fire.

"Surprise?"

Red Dragon Immortal Ancestor's expression showed some surprise. He did not expect the other party to be able to discern the movement of his treasure.

Indeed, indeed, cultivators who have ascended to the heavens are truly not in vain. Even if they do this, it will still be futile.

He paid no mind and stretched out his right hand, which resembled a bird's claw.

A spatial fluctuation occurred as he quickly gathered earth属性元气 nearby into a massive hand hundreds of feet long. Lin Xuan and the Immortal Ancestor of Ten Thousand Beasts both showed expressions of shock.

This was the strength of a Permeating Profound Realm cultivator. Their control over the earth attribute was far beyond their comprehension. After all, they were in the depths of the sea, with even the small island sinking down. The earth attribute energy here was very thin, and it could be condensed into such a hand within an instant. To a Separation Period cultivator, this was incomprehensible.

However, despite the shock, the Immortal Ancestor of Ten Thousand Beasts still had true abilities. His face turned blood-red as he cast several spells.

The three-headed spirit soul's light flickered, and their bodies rapidly grew larger. They opened their mouths wide to spray out various kinds of poison smoke and demonic fire, with immense power. If Lin Xuan were in the same situation, he would not directly confront them but choose to retreat for now.

However, that earth attribute energy condensed giant hand paid no heed as it probed forward. The rumbling sound entered his ears, and the black mist obscured his vision, making it hard to see clearly. But the Immortal Ancestor of Ten Thousand Beasts' face turned even paler.

In just a few breaths, the black mist dispersed, revealing that strange hand. On its back was a grotesque ghost face with sharp teeth gnawing away. The giant snake, fierce tiger, and wolf spirit souls, all powerful, were actually swallowed alive.

"What kind of secret technique is this?"

The Immortal Ancestor of Ten Thousand Beasts shouted in shock, while Lin Xuan's expression was also terrible. He had been outmatched by the other party's hand as well.

The black ribbon-like object originally flew towards him.

This old monster, arrogant to the point of disregard, wanted to kill him instantly. Unfortunately, the strange treasure's movements were discerned by Lin Xuan.

He adjusted his giant sword of fire in time and blocked the black ribbon-like object. Then both sides clashed.

A burst of light blinded them as their sizes differed greatly. However, the giant sword of fire, despite using the Great Sword Technique, could not withstand it. Although this was not his main treasure, he had been cultivating it for so long that there were some spiritual connections within.

Lin Xuan clearly felt that the giant sword of fire was damaged.

How is this possible!

The sharpness of this object ranked among the top in all his treasures. Since it was sharp, it naturally also had extreme resilience. In the human world, he had never encountered a battle where the treasure suffered damage.

But facts were facts. The black ribbon-like object severely damaged the giant sword of fire and then adjusted its angle to continue flying towards him.

Lin Xuan frowned. Although he knew that the giant sword of fire could not withstand it, there was no time for a change in tactics now. He had no choice but to strike with his finger.

Driven by his divine consciousness, the giant sword of fire shrank rapidly.

The Great Sword Technique was incredibly powerful, but everything has its pros and cons. The giant sword of fire after becoming large did not have such sharpness and resilience.

After knowing that the black ribbon-like object was no ordinary treasure, Lin Xuan naturally dared not use any secret techniques to restore the giant sword of fire to a one-foot square size before fiercely slashing it in half.

This attack came late but hit just right. A look of satisfaction appeared on his face, but soon his expression froze.

Despite this heavy blow, the black ribbon-like object seemed unaffected and tightly coiled around its prey like a snake.

Lin Xuan finally saw that it was indeed a snake, no, more accurately, a strange treasure shaped like a snake. Its body was pitch-black as if made of unknown materials with sharp blades extending along its back. It really looked like a snake.

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his life but had never encountered such a shape before. There was an 80% chance that the spirit of a demon snake was sealed within it.

The giant sword of fire was entangled, and the blade behind it cut into its surface.

"Bad."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he gripped the giant sword of fire tightly. The light flickered wildly, but he could not break free.

"You brat, die!"

A sinister look flashed across the face of the Red Dragon Immortal Ancestor. Before his words were even finished, a cracking sound entered his ears as the giant sword of fire was destroyed.

For an instant, Lin Xuan could hardly believe what he saw. The giant sword of fire that had followed him for centuries and countless battles had been destroyed.

Accursed, this is the strength of a Permeating Profound Realm cultivator?

And the old monster did not stop. Seizing the moment when Lin Xuan's mind was injured, the snake sword flashed like lightning and struck his chest fiercely.

If it hit him, Lin Xuan's fate would be clear. The lesson from Liu Qing was still fresh in his mind.

Poor giant sword of fire was destroyed so easily; even the Black Gold Dragon Shield might not withstand such an attack.

Defense had always been a weak point for him, and the Thousand Illusion Jiaomeng Shield was in Mo'er's hands.

Lin Xuan sighed. There was no time to think now.

He flicked his sleeve again, and a one-foot-long broken sword flew out.

I don't believe you can cut through the giant sword of fire. Can you not even withstand the Heaven-Permeating Treasure?

Lin Xuan grabbed it with his hand and ran the Through Treasure Technique. Silver scales appeared on his elbow as he held the sword horizontally in front of him, and the light flickered.

The two treasures met. The snake sword was incredibly powerful, but how could a Heaven-Permeating Treasure be anything but? Even compared to the treasures of old monsters at the Separation Realm, it was slightly inferior. The snake sword was struck by lightning and finally retreated backward.

"Surprise?"

The old monster's expression showed shock as he scanned the Demon Origin Sword. A look of greed appeared on his face: "Heaven-Permeating Treasure? A mere Separation Realm brat actually has a Heaven-Permeating Treasure?"

"Haha, it seems I came at the right time this time. This treasure is mine."

Before his words were even finished, a clear "hit" sound entered his ears as light blinded him. Countless treasures and various secret techniques and lightning flames appeared around them.

It was obvious that other cultivators had acted. Although they each harbored ulterior motives, they knew that if Lin Xuan and the Immortal Ancestor of Ten Thousand Beasts were left alone, they would have no resistance at all. Hence, despite their fear, they still had to take some action to support them.
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Another month had passed in the blink of an eye. Fanyu pleaded for a guaranteed monthly vote, honestly admitting that he hadn't sought votes in a long time because he felt he couldn't compete with others and didn't want to disappoint his fellow cultivators.

Fanyu also hated himself; why couldn’t he write faster? His stories would have performed much better if he had. But now they were just lukewarm, not drawing enough attention.

He wanted to fight but was afraid of being unable to keep up. Moreover, he had been sick recently. Fanyu really was quite clumsy, and he couldn't help thinking so.

In the brightly lit hall where candles flickered, the extraordinary cultivators bound by Yuan Qianhong were mostly unconscious due to the Bloodlight Array's extraction.

A few people laughed as they headed towards "Fresh One Pot." Before they had walked far, a white figure flashed in front of them and stopped them.

Second Madam stayed with Old Lady for a while. When Mr. Yuan returned home from his spice shop, he heard about today’s events the moment he entered the house. Thus, when he saw Second Madam, he wasn’t surprised at all.

Muyi pinched herself as punishment, feeling guilty for coming up with such a bad idea. She straightened her disheveled clothes and said to the three sisters, "Please hold on, my brother has something to say." Then she placed twenty gold coins on the table.

Jiang Wufeng took out his phone and dialed Yan Yangtian’s number but couldn’t get through; it was outside service area.

Fanyi Sha sidestepped as the skeleton's scythe came swinging down again. The scythe sliced Fanyi Sha several times, leaving him nearly exhausted. Meanwhile, the skeleton showed no signs of fatigue at all.

"You'd better behave or I'll make your life miserable," White Seven Kill said nonchalantly in response to the Divine Dragon’s avatar’s roar. He waved his hand and didn’t seem concerned about it.

Liu Lianhua agreed, saying there was no need for such trouble; whether to catch the wind or not, they were all family. Besides, Lady Liu had personally gone by carriage to pick them up.

Xiaoyao sat on the ground in shock, staring at the two halves of a bed. After a while, he tried to touch the edge of the bed with his hand and pulled it slightly.

Initially, Bai Mingxuan considered Bai Tao’s suggestion—selling performances. But after thinking about it, he realized that the money earned from daily performances was too little to support the important mission of revitalizing Lingyun Sect.

"Hmph! You wench, you caused me to lose several brothers; I will avenge them!" Silver Wolf Lushizhi raised his tiger-head saber high and revealed a fierce expression on his face.

"Yes, yes, everything is your decision!" Fang Xiyuan secretly rejoiced and quickly nodded in agreement.

"Yes, it was my oversight. It’s just that the duties were too busy, so I forgot," Brivis said with some hesitation.

This was a natural state of species evolution; not the stronger ones but those better adapted to their environment could survive over time. After dinosaurs, which once ruled the earth, became extinct, another contemporary species, cockroaches, persisted until this space age.

Fury in his heart, Amuro cursed under his breath. For some reason, he felt a great unease boiling within him.

A top pilot without a ride was just an ordinary person; even a novice who could drive a ball of iron could easily kill him. Life was both fragile and fair—no one's status mattered.

Ye Fan couldn’t help but laugh at Ye Shen’s words. He couldn't refute them, but knowing it didn’t make it any easier to accept when applied to himself.

As the prearranged interception point approached a few hundred meters ahead, Santana suddenly turned onto the highway entrance without warning. Fang Xiyuan was alarmed and could no longer alert her subordinates; she had to steer sharply and follow before making plans.

Waji and others couldn't help but secretly laugh. After all, they recalled their own past, which mirrored this situation, with some even worse.
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"Careless! " the old demon's face showed intense rage. Without any additional movements, the surrounding primordial energy gathered wildly around him, enveloping his entire figure in a yellow light ball.

Then, this indomitable Demon King of Poison Dragons was submerged by the treasure item Lightning Fire, but apart from dense rain-like sounds entering his ears, the old monster remained unharmed.

Next, he flicked his sleeve, and large patches of black lightsunset glowflashed out. These split into hundreds of streams, as if alive, rushing towards the cultivators.

The other cultivators were greatly alarmed, but these lightsunset glow moved too fast for them to avoid. They vanished into their heads from the top of their skulls.

Soon, a layer of black mist appeared on their faces, and their eyes turned wooden in an instant.

"What is this?"

Other unhit cultivators, surprised by this, also felt astonished. However, those with black mists on their faces suddenly attacked them desperately.

The situation became chaotic as many cultivators were decapitated or dismembered by their companions' attacks due to the sudden change.

Others who were more perceptive gathered together, defending against these black mist cultivators.

"Could it be possession?"

Red Leaf Fairy flicked her finger, deflecting a flying sword aimed at her, but her jade-like face turned icy cold.

The other cultivators had similar thoughts, but soon shook their heads in disagreement.

This theory was too absurd; possession, as its name suggests, is one-on-one. Even an old demon of the Profound Void stage would not be able to possess hundreds of cultivators simultaneously.

What the opponent used should be some puppetry secret technique that could temporarily control low-grade cultivators' spirit consciousness, but it wasn't worth thinking about now.

Various dazzling lights clashed in the sky as the Demon King of Poison Dragons merely raised his hand and had thousands of cultivators turn on each other.

On the other side, Lin Xuan and Ten Thousand Beasts were not faring well either. The opponent's strength was far beyond their expectations.

Originally thinking that the demon's possession technique had flaws, but with every move the old monster made, he displayed various great divine techniques and secret arts without any hesitation.

Could it be that his initial guess was wrong?

But Lin Xuan felt something wasn't right. If the old monster truly showed such strength now, there would have been no need to play mind games at the beginning.

He must have a weakness, but Lin Xuan couldn’t find it.

With thoughts racing in his mind, Lin Xuan sought an opportunity to escape.

He had no intention of directly confronting a great cultivator. His chances were slim.

"Brother Wan, if we continue like this, sooner or later, both of us will be defeated one by one. Instead of waiting for death, let's fight together." Lin Xuan whispered silently.

"Hmph, do you have any plan?" The cold voice of Ten Thousand Beasts entered his ears. Although they were on the same side now, Ten Thousand Beasts naturally had no good feelings towards Lin Xuan.

His tone was extremely cold, but Lin Xuan didn't care about such trivial matters. A clear voice entered his ears: "Brother Wan, you distract the old monster with the two-headed creature, and try to hold him back for a few breaths. Then I'll rush forward and hit him with a divine treasure. Even though he's a demon of the Profound Void stage, he is just an incarnate body, so he can't ignore divine treasures. We can then attack together; this is our only chance."

"By holding back the old monster, wouldn't his avatar be in grave danger?" Ten Thousand Beasts' cold voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, clearly unwilling.

"What do you mean by that? What I need to do has no risk at all. If one doesn't enter a tiger's den, how can one get a tiger's cub? You won't even sacrifice this avatar, and if the old monster defeats us one by one, your soul might be refined away."

"Alright!"

Although Ten Thousand Beasts was reluctant, he understood that what Lin Xuan said was right. If not for him, who would dare to risk their own avatar?

Finally, he reluctantly agreed.

Lin Xuan was delighted: "Then let's follow the plan."

With a loud roar, Ten Thousand Beasts cast his hand seals. The two-headed creature grew another head and its cultivation level skyrocketed from Separation stage Initial to Intermediate in an instant.

However, it looked in pain, with black blood seeping out of its body surface, clearly using some demon technique to boost its cultivation level drastically but at the cost of its physical body. Without the old monster's intervention, this demon avatar would self-destruct soon.

"Bang!"

Ten Thousand Beasts pointed his finger, and the creature curled up, rushing towards the Poison Dragon with a bloodthirsty roar. It opened its mouth wide, spewing white frosty mist from one mouth and black-red demonic flames from another.

The sound was deafening as it charged at the old monster.

"Die!"

The Demon King of Poison Dragons showed surprise on his face as he stretched out a dry hand. An unbelievable scene followed: cracking sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears, and his thick, rod-like right hand glowed yellow, transforming into a dragon's sharp claws.

Ten feet long, covered in black scales, with razor-sharp nails, it looked like an unstoppable force.

Demonification!

More accurately, this old monster revealed its true form. Despite appearing weak now, his original body was a venomous water dragon over a hundred feet long.

The old monster grinned, revealing yellow teeth that smelled of rot. The transformed dragon's claws suddenly stretched out and fiercely grabbed the two-headed creature.

Neither the white frosty mist nor the black-red demonic flames had any effect. Even though it was just an incarnate body, his demonification greatly enhanced its defense.

Moreover, its speed was unbelievable. The creature felt the air tighten as a mysterious invisible force immobilized him.

The creature struggled desperately but too late. The dragon's claws arrived before his face, and three thick dragon toes clamped down on his neck, pinning it tightly.

Three-clawed golden dragon, this was merely a Profound Void stage venomous water dragon in front of them, but those three toes were incredibly powerful. Sharp nails pierced the creature’s neck, causing black blood to gush out in large quantities.

Ten Thousand Beasts' face showed a touch of pity, but then his expression turned fierce. The snake-like body of the two-headed creature no longer struggled; instead, it curled up and surrounded the old Demon King of Poison Dragons.

The obvious goal was to buy time.

"Now, Lin Daoist, attack!" Seeing that he finally temporarily held off the old monster, Ten Thousand Beasts shouted loudly. This was a chance won by sacrificing his avatar, and it couldn't be missed.
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"Alright."

Lin Xuan stood by, showing no hesitation in agreeing.

He then raised his right hand and swung it forcefully downward, releasing a dazzling silver sword energy that stretched over ten zhang (about 33 feet). The momentum was astonishing as the sword energy slashed at the old demon.

Seeing this, the Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts felt a surge of joy, but soon showed a hint of doubt. Why did the divine treasure's power differ so much from his initial expectations?

This wasn't enough to kill the old demon; Lin Xuan turned his head and noticed that he had vanished in a flash of green light.

Then, a spatial fluctuation appeared beside Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts as Lin Xuan suddenly reappeared.

"Brother Wan, the divine treasure's power isn't sufficient to kill the old demon. Let's attack together."

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of frustration as he flicked his sleeves and two radiant silver rings flew out. He gripped them and injected a torrent of magical energy.

The Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts saw this, dispelling any doubts. He chuckled at his own overcaution; with such an enemy present, how could the other party have any second thoughts about not wanting to die?

He didn't say more, opened his mouth, and spat out a blue flying knife. His single-handed technique changed rapidly as he continuously injected spiritual energy.

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed through the air. The dense fog from the old demon's lair obscured the sky, its momentum shocking. Then, silver sword energy suddenly appeared. The Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts' face turned pale; his demonic avatar had been torn in half by the other party.

But the silver sword energy followed closely behind, leaving the old demon struggling to defend. This was indeed a good time for joint attack, but the chance of eliminating the old demon was slim.

However, there was no choice.

The Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts gritted his teeth and prepared for the next move.

Lin Xuan's expression mirrored this, though a sinister light flashed in his eyes.

As the silver sword energy approached within three feet of the old demon, even the arrogant old demon had to pause its attack.

Suddenly, golden light surged behind Lin Xuan. The Heavenly Law Form became clearer as the eighteen arms grabbed Ten Thousand Beasts' limbs and head, along with other vital points.

He injected magical energy, temporarily restraining his opponent's abilities.

"Old Demon Lin, you..."

The Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts was both shocked and angry. He couldn't believe that at this critical moment, Lin Xuan had betrayed them. Could he be working with the old demon?

Ignoring the other party's rebuke, Lin Xuan used his Law Form to lift Ten Thousand Beasts high before hurling him towards the old demon.

He used Ten Thousand Beasts as a weapon, smashing it against the old demon.

This unexpected turn left all cultivators stunned. Even the old dragon demon was taken aback by this sudden development.

He knew he had no connection with Lin Xuan.

Had this person gone mad?

But Lin Xuan didn't care; at the moment of throwing Ten Thousand Beasts, he flashed away and used Nine Heaven Microsteps to appear a thousand feet away.

Approaching Red Leaf Fairy wasn't far now.

A dark-faced婴灵 cultivator appeared before him.

"Get lost!"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, releasing dozens of sword energies that split into three and rushed towards the opponent with frenzied speed.

Without saying anything, Lin Xuan used his power to lift Ten Thousand Beasts high before throwing him at the old demon.

Red Leaf Fairy's face brightened. She was the only one who didn't find this strange. She raised her jade hand, revealing a blood-red talisman in her palm.

The center of the talisman depicted a large skull with many symbols around it, and those runes looked eerily similar to white bones.

Red Leaf Fairy took a deep breath and moved her fingers rapidly in the air, forming several hand seals. Then she opened her lips slightly and spat out a drop of blood.

Her face turned pale; she had lost much of her true essence energy.

The strange talisman ignited on its own, transforming into a crimson flame.

Meanwhile, the Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts was filled with sorrow and anger, wishing to tear Lin Xuan apart. His magical energy was restrained, and he could only watch helplessly as he approached the old demon. But just then, he felt that the restrictions placed by Lin Xuan had been lifted.

Though surprised, he refused to let this chance slip away.

His body glowed with black light as he tried to dodge, but it was too late. The old dragon demon's terrifying tentacle descended upon him.

He knew now that he was being used like a spear. From the start of their alliance, Lin Xuan had no good intentions. He perfectly timed his restriction on his magical energy, ensuring he couldn't escape, yet could regain his abilities when close to the old demon.

Even if he saw through this plot, for self-preservation's sake, he would have to attack the old demon.

Thus, he became a shield for Lin Xuan, buying him time to flee.

Damn it!

He had been outsmarted by Old Demon Lin.

Moreover, his series of plans were tightly interconnected—first a hidden scheme, then an open one. A so-called "open" plan meant that even if you saw through it, you had no choice but to follow it because it was the only option.

"You Lin, you won't live long!"

The Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts' voice was filled with venom as his bones cracked loudly.

This guy was originally a cultivator, but using such spells in front of the old dragon demon was like showing off in front of an expert.

But there was no choice; he had to take this risk even though it was foolish.

Even ants try to survive. The Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts couldn't avoid it either.

After transforming into a beast, he opened his blood-filled mouth and spat out several clear strands of blood.

He used these strands to wrap around the dragon's tentacle.

Not knowing what secret technique this was, the old dragon demon sneered as its tentacle shook. A ball of demonic fire shot down, blocking those blood threads before plummeting downward, almost capturing Ten Thousand Beasts.

But instead of dodging, he charged forward.

Above his head, a faint light appeared, revealing an inch-high婴灵 holding a triangular shield in its hands.

Seeing the situation was hopeless, the Venerable of Ten Thousand Beasts was ruthless and decisive. He abandoned his body to take over the infant's spirit.

As long as the infant survived, he could possess it.

Unexpectedly, the old dragon demon didn't anticipate this turn of events. Seeing the body collide with him, he felt something was wrong. The infant clutched its hands together.

Boom!

The body exploded in a massive burst of spiritual light and energy, hoping to buy himself some time.
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However, things did not go as planned. Gag-gag's strange laughter entered his ears just as the dust and gale winds had yet to dissipate. A purple shadow flashed out from the center of the explosion, flying away at incredible speed, like a streak of light in a movie.

The婴 expression changed dramatically. He clutched his hands together, desperately trying to use the Instant Teleportation technique, but it was too late. A sharp sound of breaking air entered his ears, followed by a sudden heat in his head as the purple shadow vanished into his brow and penetrated his spirit core. His shield did not even come close to stopping him; it seemed like a mere clay figure or paper puppet.

"Ah!"

The婴's face was filled with terror, mixed with不甘and resentment, before he began to scream desperately, his voice piercingly mournful, as if the wailing of a demon.

"Hmph. You have good reactions, but your heart is not hard enough. If you had self-destructed along with your spirit core, perhaps I could have delayed me for a while. But just this empty shell, what effect can it possibly have?" The smoke finally cleared, revealing the face of the Poison Dragon Primordial Demon. His face was covered in fine dark scales, and his eyes were extremely deep, filled with the coldness of a carnivore.

His voice did not come from his mouth but from his abdomen as he opened his blood-filled maw wide, with a long purple tongue that pierced through the spirit core.

With a flick of his tongue, it sent the still-living spirit core into its mouth. Closing his eyes, he chewed wildly, his face filled with enjoyment. For such a demon, an immortal's spirit core was a rare delicacy, especially for cultivators in the Separation Stage, as their spirit cores were already very stable and provided endless flavors.

Lin Xuan watched this clearly; even he felt somewhat frightened.

But Fairy Scarlet Leaf seemed to be blind or deaf to it all. Her hand seals became faster than ever.

Her body was surrounded by flickering spiritual light as she poured her法力 into the continuously burning blood talisman.

This treasure was left behind by his grandfather: a Random Teleportation Talisman!

Back when Xiahou Lan used one in the mortal world, this one was of even lower grade and was made by a demon cultivator. Therefore, it required a significant amount of 法力and essence to activate.

The Poison Dragon Primordial Demon had already dealt with the beasts. A trace of lingering hatred flashed across his face as he flew over at incredible speed, almost matching Lin Xuan's Nine Heaven Micro-Step.

Damn, is there not enough time?

Lin Xuan would not sit idly by. With a wave of his sleeve, hundreds of talismans flew out in a dense array.

Various light orbs, lightning bolts, ice arrows, and hail poured down like they were free, covering the old demon's head and face.

These five-element talismans were plundered from the Beast Island market. Now was their time to be used for sacrifice.

"You!"

The Poison Dragon Primordial Demon was both shocked and angry. The attack of a single talisman was insignificant to him, but with hundreds叠加, it became terrifying. He had no choice but to carefully defend himself.

With a loud shout, his demon qi surged out as he defended against the various five-element spells. Lin Xuan secretly whistled; this old monster's defense was too formidable.

Legends are just legends.

Descriptions in ancient texts can sometimes be biased. Without witnessing it firsthand, Lin Xuan would never have imagined that a Core Formation cultivator could be so powerful. A mere body possessed by a spirit could only exert one-fifth of its strength, and the destruction of Separation Stage cultivators was like cutting vegetables.

Although he had not unleashed all his powers yet, Lin Xuan knew that even if he risked his life, he would not be able to defeat this old monster. That's why he plotted against the Beast Lord; a gentleman takes his revenge ten years later. And as an immortal, one has a long lifespan and no need to纠缠with the old demon. To seek revenge, he must wait until he reaches Core Formation.

The crystals could kill him if they hit, which was the benefit of being wealthy. At that moment, the wailing sound of the厉鬼 reached his ears, followed by a flash of blood-red demonic flames as a teleportation array made of skeletons appeared before them.

Of course, this wasn't a real array but an illusion formed from 法力, but its effect was no different.

Although this array was complex and small, it could only accommodate two people tightly hugging each other.

But there was no time to consider these details now. Lin Xuan and Fairy Scarlet Leaf flashed their figures and stood on the teleportation platform.

Fairy Scarlet Leaf immediately cast a spell, and a howling sound activated the array.

This scene naturally caught the attention of the Poison Dragon Primordial Demon. His expression changed dramatically.

Although he had anticipated that Lin Xuan was plotting to escape with his companions, he never expected an Instant Teleportation talisman in the hands of a mere spirit core cultivator—a life-saving treasure, rare even in the entire East Sea cultivation realm.

His face turned extremely ugly; if he could not control Fairy Scarlet Leaf, his plans would be like mirages. A fierce expression flashed across his eyes as he extended his hand. A dim light shot out from his fingertips, and his face turned pale. This did not seem to be a common secret technique; using this possessed body was extremely difficult.

But the power was immense, breaking through space itself. The gray light expanded to over ten feet in diameter, crossing several thousand feet instantly. Such speed made even Instant Teleportation or Nine Heaven Micro-Step look like mere scraps.

Lin Xuan had already exhaled a sigh of relief as the white glow enveloped his and Fairy Scarlet Leaf's bodies. Seeing this scene, he was speechless. There was no time to react...

In their terrified gazes, that dim light slashed through them. In the next moment, the white light vanished from its original spot, completing the teleportation despite the hardships.

The Poison Dragon Primordial Demon's face darkened as he watched the spiritual array dissipate with the wind.

"Good, good! A mere spirit core and Separation Stage cultivator managed to escape under my nose. But do you think you can really escape?"

Before his words were finished, both hands opened and closed, with a strange incantation coming from his mouth as he seemed to be casting some kind of tracking spell.

During the time he posed as Elder An, he had already marked Fairy Scarlet Leaf. As long as the distance did not exceed ten million li, there would be no problem detecting her.

The Random Teleportation Talisman could send them dozens of millions of li away without issue. But his slash through space was not in vain; that young Lin boy should have been affected by the interference and could only transmit a few million li at most. He still had a chance to catch up.

Running away is just wishful thinking.

But every time this young Lin boy escaped from him, it was truly infuriating. He must properly torment him after catching him!
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However, in a short while, the Demon Sage of Poison Dragon paused his actions. Red light flashed in his eyes as he suddenly revealed an extremely sinister expression, and a cold killing intent flashed across his face.

With a wave of his sleeves, thick clouds of demonic fog surged out, completely enveloping all the cultivators around him. It was impossible to see anything clearly, but within the fog, continuous explosions could be heard, followed by flashes of light and faint cries of pain.

Then, the fog dispersed. The nearly thousand remaining cultivators vanished without a trace as if they had never been there at all.

Their fates were beyond doubt.

"Haha…," the old demon sneered. He began chewing his mouth and then headed in a certain direction with no further ado, transforming into a streak of light that broke through the sky.

His speed was incredible; he appeared on the horizon in an instant before disappearing again.

Half an hour earlier, somewhere in a desolate sea, an invisible wave rippled out. The clear sky turned overcast as a man and a woman fell from thin air, crashing into the sea.

The man reacted quickly, shaking his head to recover, and then the light around him flashed as he flew towards the shore. "Little Sister, do you have a map of the sea?"

"Yes."

The Fairy Leaf lowered her head and patted her waist, revealing a green jade cylinder that appeared before them.

"Here, Brother," she said.

Lin Xuan took it over and sank his divine sense into it. Suddenly, a vast and complex map of the sea appeared in front of him, extremely detailed with positioning effects.

Lin Xuan quickly determined their positions. They were not too far from Fairy Leaf Island, about twenty million miles away, but that was the straight-line distance.

In between them lay a large expanse of sea, a forbidden zone designated by the Sea Clan. Humans and transformed beasts who entered this area would be killed without mercy!

This rule had been passed down for millions of years.

It was said that long ago, an old monster of late-stage Profound Realm from the human side, driven by curiosity and arrogance, deliberately entered this area.

In a world where the strong prey on the weak, whoever's fist is bigger can set the rules. The so-called ban only restricted low-ranking cultivators. With his strength, who would dare to risk their lives over such a trivial matter?

He boldly entered, but the Sea Clan could not stop him.

However, the result was far beyond what this arrogant senior had anticipated. The Sea Clan took it seriously; he left the forbidden area unharmed, but soon after, the Whale King and Shark King personally visited his residence.

"Those who come are not good," the two sea kings' intentions were clear: they wanted to send him to the afterlife.

This arrogant senior was formidable, but the two sea kings were no pushovers. They would not dare to challenge a late-stage Profound Realm human cultivator lightly; both the Whale King and Shark King were no weaker than him. With their preparations, this late-stage Profound Realm human cultivator not only lost in battle but also failed to escape with his元婴, being completely annihilated.

This incident caused a huge commotion and became the spark that ignited a war between humans and Sea Clan. While ordinary people suffered, both sides' cultivators died in the millions, nearly allowing the demon race to gain an advantage. In the end, they had to shake hands and make peace.

However, the Sea Clan still adhered to their rules: any alien race who trespassed into a forbidden area would be killed without mercy!

Although humans were unwilling to provoke another war, they did not want to risk it either. So while they refused to acknowledge it publicly, no one dared to defy this rule again.

Lin Xuan remembered this passage clearly after becoming sworn brothers with Fairy Leaf; he would never take the straight path out of sheer luck.

After all, life was precious. While Poison Dragon Sage was terrifying, his pursuit order from the Sea Clan was incomparably more dangerous.

They were not in the same league!

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan knew what to do. Although taking a detour might be longer, it would at least ensure their safety.

"Little Sister, let's go. We can't stay here; we should return to Fairy Leaf Island first."

"Hmm…"

The girl nodded. Despite being the island's ruler, she was still immature and had been completely overwhelmed by this incident. Whatever her brother said, she had no objections.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction, but just then, something unexpected happened. Fairy Leaf's expression suddenly turned painful as sweat beads appeared on her forehead; she bent over deeply.

"What's wrong with you, Little Sister?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and felt uneasy.

"My stomach hurts," Fairy Leaf's voice trembled as she spoke, clearly in pain.

"Stomachache?"

Lin Xuan repeated the words softly. As an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator, he could not be sick.

"Little Sister, did you get injured during battle?" Lin Xuan was worried that it might be a result of her injuries flaring up.

"No."

Fairy Leaf shook her head heavily with sweat dripping down: "I only fought with that demoness Li Qing. Although she is strong, she couldn't hurt me."

Not an injury flare-up?

Lin Xuan's expression turned even more ominous.

At this moment, he no longer cared about propriety; his right hand shot out like lightning and grabbed Fairy Leaf's hand.

Then Lin Xuan took a deep breath and infused pure, profound energy into her body. The energy flowed along the meridians to reach every part of her body.

Soon, Lin Xuan discovered something amiss in her dantian. A black demonic aura was raging there, extremely sinister.

It must be that old demon's handiwork!

Lin Xuan immediately concluded that it had been well hidden before and somehow managed to evade Fairy Leaf's divine sense scan.

While this seemed difficult, considering the demon sage's prowess at Profound Realm, it wasn't unusual for him to pull off such a feat.

"Brother, will I die?"

"Don't be ridiculous. This thing isn't powerful; it seems to just be a mark. The old demon is currently casting spells to determine our location and distance…" Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in her ears.

"What should we do then?" Fairy Leaf was startled, her expression full of pity.

"Hand over, what are you afraid of? He has his plans, I have mine. Let me use my spell to suppress it…" This demonic aura was not easy to dispel, but as a rootless entity, it could be temporarily sealed with great confidence.

Acting immediately, Lin Xuan wrapped Fairy Leaf in green light and flew towards the distance.

His speed was incredible; he had fully opened his遁术. The old monster might catch up soon.

As expected, just after a meal's time, a streak of black light appeared from afar, speeding like an arrow before slowing down to land at the spot where they had stayed.

He sniffed the air; even a dragon's sense of smell was excellent.

"Correct, two people were here just now. Do you think you can escape?" The Poison Dragon Sage sneered, his voice sharp and chilling. (To be continued)
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Subsequently, he cast a spell with one hand. The palm emitted flashes of spirit grains, but soon, the old devil's expression turned grim as a cold laugh echoed in his ears.

"Good, good, you actually managed to cover up my mark left behind with spiritual energy. A mere Core Formation cultivator wouldn't have such strength; it must be that Lin Xuan brat," he said. "But do you think this will let you escape the old ancestor's pursuit? Too naive."

Before his words were fully spoken, the light on his hand turned black. Moments later, a hint of viciousness flashed across his face as he swiftly changed direction and sped off in an unknown direction.

At the same time, several miles away, Fairy Red Leaf paled and her lips turned white from pain. Just now, the demon qi left by the old devil had once again flared up within her body.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally grim. The Demon Tyrant of Poison Dragon, indeed a formidable ancient monster at the Profound Void stage, even such a simple tracking mark proved too much for him to cover up and erase.

Of course, he wouldn't sit idly by. Lin Xuan's entire body emitted a green glow as he sped forward with greater speed, carrying Fairy Red Leaf toward their destination.

Far away, the Demon Tyrant of Poison Dragon clearly sensed their movements. A sneer curled at his lips: "Want to escape? Where can you run?"

From the speed of teleportation, he was indeed faster than them, and the distance between them kept narrowing; catching up would just take a bit more time.

Lin Xuan didn't know this. The current situation was extremely unfavorable for him.

Unless he returned to Red Leaf Island first, that old monster wouldn't dare reveal his true form because of some reservations. That would be like a cat chasing a mouse—hesitant and cautious.

But time was not on his side. In the current state, whether or not they could escape remained uncertain.

Of course, Lin Xuan himself wasn't marked; if he left Fairy Red Leaf behind to escape alone, it should have been easy enough.

Actually, Lin Xuan had considered doing just that.

After all, he had already used Illusory Heavenly Flame to remove the Blood Curse Document.

Moreover, although they were sworn siblings, their relationship was not very close. As a self-centered cultivator, leaving her behind wouldn't weigh on his conscience.

But after some thought, Lin Xuan resisted the temptation.

It wasn't because of her gender that he hesitated; rather, there were other reasons.

Firstly, while cultivators are selfish, Lin Xuan tried to put himself in others' shoes when dealing with people.

Fairy Red Leaf had a random teleportation talisman but hadn't used it to escape alone. Now, before the crisis hit, she was still willing to risk her life for him. This made Lin Xuan feel somewhat guilty.

This was just one reason; another was his doubts about the Demon Tyrant of Poison Dragon. Why would such a powerful cultivator at the Profound Void stage target an island?

This secret seemed closely tied to Fairy Red Leaf.

Therefore, he couldn't abandon her so easily.

After all, if a powerful Profound Void cultivator found it interesting, how could Lin Xuan not care? If fate allowed him to seize this opportunity...

As for the risks of taking what was not his, Lin Xuan had considered them. He wasn't afraid; after all, he had faced far greater dangers before.

So, regardless of sentiment or interest, abandoning Fairy Red Leaf would be foolish and imprudent. Despite his confidence in his own speed, he hadn't realized just how formidable a Profound Void cultivator could be.

They sped forward like a flash of lightning for an hour. In the distance, a streak of light flew by like a movie scene, its speed so fast that even low-ranking cultivators struggled to see it clearly. Suddenly, the light dimmed, and Lin Xuan paused.

His face turned pale; not long ago, his divine sense had already picked up the old devil's whereabouts, meaning he was only about a thousand miles away.

This pursuit would eventually catch up with them.

"Brother."

Fairy Red Leaf's expression grew even more pitiful. The demon qi mark in her body hadn't flared up yet, but she knew it was because of her that they were being targeted by the old devil.

If this continued, both siblings would only die together.

"Farewell, Brother. I need tea..." Fairy Red Leaf bit her lip and suggested parting ways, determination etched on her clear face.

"Part ways? Do you want to die?" Lin Xuan was surprised; he had expected her to worry about him abandoning her, not suggest such a move.

"Naturally, I don't wish to perish. But if we continue like this, it will only drag Brother down. If Brother can escape alone, that would be better. I just hope that one day, when you reach the Profound Void stage, you'll kill this old monster and avenge me; then, my sister will be eternally grateful," Fairy Red Leaf said with a touch of sorrow.

"Thank you for your kindness, Sister. I won't forget it."

Fairy Red Leaf's gratitude was evident as she knew time was precious. She bowed gracefully before vanishing into the sky like a streak of lightning.

Seeing her silhouette disappear, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. He wasn't as noble and righteous as he appeared; if Mo'er, Peacock, or Qinxin had been in need, he would have willingly faced any enemy to buy them time for safe departure.

But Fairy Red Leaf? They barely knew each other. She was just a convenient sister figure—Lin Xuan wouldn't sacrifice himself for her. He wasn't a fool; his choice stemmed from other reasons.
第一千六百零五章 禁魂术

However, what he said just now was not a lie. It is already too late to escape now; it would be better to reconsider the strength of this old demon.

Although Lin Xuan seemed to be in a desperate situation, he had never fully exerted his full power. After all, he and Master Beast were enemies, so their cooperation could never be wholehearted. Perhaps halfway through the battle, he might end up being bitten by the beast. Although such a possibility was slim, it wasn't entirely impossible. Therefore, Lin Xuan decided to strike first and take advantage of this old demon.

In other words, he had not taken this old demon seriously in their fight.

If the opponent had personally arrived here, Lin Xuan would have no such thoughts. However, with just a possessed body, it was an excellent opportunity for him to test his strength.

After all, challenging across levels was nothing new to Lin Xuan. He was confident in his divine treasures and techniques. If he could eliminate this old demon, that would be the best outcome; even if he failed, without Red Leaf as a burden, escaping alone should not be too difficult.

By prolonging their confrontation, even if they lost, there would still be more time to talk.

Lin Xuan's thoughts flashed through his mind as he restrained himself from making any moves.

The light faded, revealing the repulsive face of the old demon. After entering the fourth tier, demons could shed their animal forms and take human shapes, but this process was uncontrollable. Thus, whether they looked beautiful or ugly was left to fate.

But generally, dragons, as celestial spirits, had fine appearances regardless of gender. The old demon's appearance was a testament to his abilities.

Seeing Lin Xuan calmly blocking the path, the old monster showed a hint of surprise on his face. As an ancient creature who had lived for tens of thousands of years and recognized countless individuals, he had never seen someone as bold as Lin Xuan before. According to logic, after seeing his strength, the other should have fled in terror, but why was there still the胆ness to block him?

Could it be a trap?

The old demon shook his head. Even though his power was only one-fifth of his true form, his divine sense remained unaffected. There were no signs of any cultivators within a ten-thousand-mile radius; he had no allies.

"Good, good, your courage is impressive and even this old demon admires you. I can appreciate you. However, don't think that you can defeat me. Master Beast has already died, but I can still offer you a path to survival," the old demon said with interest as he crossed his hands behind his back.

"Oh, are you going to ask for my surrender again? You won't be interested in self-destruction," Lin Xuan thought with relief when the old demon didn't attack. Prolonging this confrontation suited him well.

"I will not leave unless you submit to me. Not only will your life be spared, but you can continue living freely. However, you must obey any command I give without question; otherwise, you will suffer until death," the old demon said as he took out a small wooden plaque with an evil spirit pattern on it.

"Mind Control?" Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed in hesitation. He had no intention of cooperating but was just buying time.

"Hurry and make your choice. If you don't want to scatter your soul, follow my instructions," the old demon's harsh voice echoed in his ears. Although he was confident that Red Leaf would not escape him, he knew that time could bring unexpected changes.

"Alright, it is fine for Lin Xuan to submit, but there is a question I need you to answer," Lin Xuan said with some reverence.

"Don't waste any more time."

"With your strength, eliminating us should be easy. Why play the role of a fishederman? You were the one who suggested that Red Leaf should join me back then, aiming for conflict between Master Beast and me. This is unnecessary; if you hadn't done this, Lin Xuan would not have been involved," Lin Xuan said with some resentment.

His doubts went beyond just this, but he knew it was pointless to ask why the old demon wanted Red Leaf Island.

"Your confusion is due to bad luck. Indeed, I originally planned for both of you to be destroyed, and then I could reap the benefits. …" The old demon's expression seemed strange as if he had some lingering fear.

"Why?" Lin Xuan looked puzzled.

"Hmph, that An elder was supposed to be a puppet for me. However, Master Beast's ambitions nearly ruined my plans, so I had no choice but to eliminate him. But fate played a trick on me; the breakthrough in my cultivation hit a bottleneck, and this possessed body suffered as well. Now it is only at the late-stage Immortal Core," the old demon said with relief.

Lin Xuan was speechless. Although he noticed some inconsistencies in An Elder's behavior, he couldn't just eliminate him without evidence.

Cultivating demons could be dangerous!

He realized that in future endeavors, he needed to be more ruthless and decisive; otherwise, such a disastrous outcome would have been inevitable.

"Alright, old demon has explained everything. Now hand over your soul and spirit," the old demon said with a stern voice.

"What if I don't? Will you bite me?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery. He had already pushed this confrontation to its limits.

The next move was to break all pretenses and test the true strength of this old demon.

With a wave of his sleeves, the greenish霞light flew out, enveloping the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring. The treasure emitted a flickering light as dozens of ice serpents and fire dragons appeared in the sky, circling around him.

However, this was not over. As Lin Xuan's hands moved rapidly, each dragon transformed into seven, and their pressure did not diminish at all, completely blocking half of the sky.

"Quickly, unleash the power of my Hundred Dragon Fang!"

Lin Xuan roared as hundreds of ice serpents and fire dragons let out a roar, lunging towards the old demon with claws bared.

The techniques were still the same, but Lin Xuan's strength at the Separation stage was incomparable to that of late-stage Immortal Core.

Facing an ancient creature, even if it was just a possessed body, Lin Xuan did not take any chances. He unleashed his most lethal technique.

However, before he could act, a roar echoed in his ears: "You are asking for death!"

Lin Xuan's betrayal had finally enraged the old demon. With a furious shout, his withered hand rose, and a banner appeared in his palm, instantly expanding to reveal countless demonic mists.
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Then the妖雾凝聚 in the middle transformed into hundreds of giant snakes.

The snakes varied in length and size, but even the smallest ones were over seven or eight zhang long. Their faces were ferocious with sharp fangs exposed, and each had a single horn on its head.

Clearly not ordinary giant snakes.

Zhang Yu opened his blood-stained mouth wide as the妖雾 burst out, heading straight for the Hundred Dragons Fang.

In an instant, roars echoed everywhere. Whether it was fire dragons, ice serpents, or demon snakes, they were all numerous and entangled in fierce battles, making it hard to determine a clear winner at first.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he realized that the Nine Bright Moon Circlet, while somewhat redundant for him now, had been easily broken by the Hundred Dragons Fang. This was one of his core techniques, yet it was so effortlessly defeated.

His face set, Lin Xuan poured all his法力 into the Waterfall Fan.

With a shake of his hand, "Pak," the fan suddenly opened.

The surface shimmered with spiritual light, unknown material crafted, but painted with ink and color to depict a landscape painting: a verdant peak, a small lake. From atop the green peak flowed a river like the Milky Way, majestic in its grandeur...

Simultaneously, terrifying spiritual pressure surged out.

With Lin Xuan's法力 infusion, the landscape painting seemed to come alive.

"Fake Spirit Treasure!"

The old demon's pupils constricted as he flashed a look of seriousness. If it were his true form here, such treasures would be trivial, but since he was using possession magic, he had no suitable treasure at hand—this posed some trouble.

Watching Lin Xuan's every move, the sinister expression on his face flickered away, replaced by a sharp exhalation of essence qi. "Pfft,"

The essence qi was absorbed into the fan, and a brilliant light flashed out from its surface. It pierced through the clouds before gathering in mid-air to form a small mountain.

Green and vibrant, like a ripe fruit, it radiated astonishing spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan casually flicked his wrist, and a gust of wind swept over, causing the green glow to swirl as the mountain's size rapidly expanded.

In an instant, it had grown to a hundred zhang in diameter, continuing to change shape.

"This,"

The old demon's lazy expression vanished, but he showed no fear. Despite having only one-fifth of his true form's法力 and lacking suitable treasures, he was confident against this mere Separation Stage cultivator.

"Bang!" Two fist-sized yellow lights were expelled from his mouth, blindingly bright. The old demon extended his bird-like right hand, changing his hand seals rapidly.

A spell echoed from his lips as the surrounding天地元气 began to swirl, instantly enveloping the two yellow lights.

"Rise!"

After a moment, when the incantation stopped, the old demon pointed at one of the yellow lights in front of him.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, and his actions became more swift. Soon, the green peak had swelled to over a thousand zhang in diameter, indistinguishable from a real mountain, before vanishing without warning...

The Old Poison Dragon Patriarch's eyes widened at this scene. A mountain a thousand zhang high—how heavy was that? If it were his true form, he could transform and escape, but the possessed body had no such secret techniques; death was certain.

However, he didn't dodge. The next moment, a thunderous roar echoed as the mountain fell from the old demon's head with immense force.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he lowered his head to scan. Yellow lights flickered and condensed in the center, revealing two towering figures over seven or eight hundred zhang tall—monsters that looked like ancient giants.

Their pure earth元气 was formidable. The one on the left was slightly shorter but incredibly muscular, with four arms bulging with strength.

As space rumbled, the green mountain appeared above the old demon and crashed down.

The sturdy giant's yellow light flashed as he vanished from his spot.

Snap!

Faster than the mountain, he crouched and raised his four thick arms, growling lowly.

Bang!

The entire space seemed to shake. The mountain was forcefully held back by this ancient giant.

How much strength it took left Lin Xuan trembling with fear.

On the other side, the monster on the right wasn't ordinary either. Taller, without four arms but equally imposing, he carried a long spear over his shoulders, also about seven or eight hundred zhang in length.

He stepped forward like a meteor and lunged at Lin Xuan, swinging the weapon down with great force.

Lin Xuan was alarmed, knowing that being hit by this would leave him severely injured. Without time to think, he activated Nine Bright Moon Steps.

His body vanished as his aura dimmed.

Then, from a thousand zhang away, ripples appeared as Lin Xuan reappeared.

His face pale with fear, he waved his sleeves, emitting a vast white light. Beneath him, the sea surface rose in countless light points, merging into the light.

Countless ice blades and arrows soon emerged.

Lin Xuan's face paled; while he had some control over天地元气 at the Separation Stage, it was still not fully refined. Fortunately, they were deep in the ocean where water元气 was abundant, allowing him to achieve this feat.

"Swift!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward as ice blades and arrows flashed, raining down on the giant's body like a storm of lightning.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the monster was soon riddled with holes. A hint of joy crossed Lin Xuan's face, but it quickly froze.

The distant Old Poison Dragon Patriarch doubled his efforts, gathering earth元气 to repair the monster's body. Soon, it was pristine again, as if never attacked.

"A mere Separation Stage cultivator daring to challenge my control over天地元气—foolish!"

The old demon sneered as the giant roared and charged at Lin Xuan with great strides.

Lin Xuan frowned but remained confident. Left hand flicking, a small egg-sized flame appeared.

The light shimmered in three colors: Illusory Heavenly Fire!

"Whoosh!"

Lin Xuan blew air, sending the tiny flame flying.

Despite its size, it accurately struck the monster's forehead. A sizzling sound echoed as blue light flared up. Miraculously, this tall figure was instantly frozen solid!
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This month's monthly votes are already a failure, sigh. The popularity is still insufficient. We can only focus on getting more recommendation votes; we can't compete with the big gods in monthly votes, but at least recommendation votes should work, right? After all, most of the big gods don't really care about this.
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The golden巧巧 trio couldn't even dodge in time as they stood on the head of the winged tiger, their bodies already turning into faint glimmers of spirit light that dissipated into the air.

"Are you saying you went to Heaven?" Green Yīng's eyes widened in disbelief as she stared at Li Shaofan. She looked like a man who had just seen a ghost.

For Ye Tian, this match should not have been a slow-paced affair; he absolutely did not want it that way.

The event would be broadcast live both online and on-site that day, with the option to purchase viewing rights online. This proved the principle of money being everything—after pricing these outfits, they needed consumers willing to buy them for them to be considered a successful design.

Hóng Jì and Zōu Xiāng from Clear Dew Sect were fellow disciples sharing the same master's teachings. In times of danger, neither would abandon the other; they fought side by side without hesitation.

The crowd didn't care where this cold weather was getting its flowers for rewards; no one went there just to see the flowers. They simply wanted to witness this rare event, as everyone knew Yang Yujin disliked commotion. If this flower appreciation banquet only happened once, who would be lucky enough to attend and have it become a lifelong topic of conversation?

Just then, Ye Tian was right next to the last row of seats in Group Four, separated by just a narrow aisle.

Ye Shu felt slightly surprised; as Huayang Yue's brother-in-law and sister-in-law, they should have been very busy—especially with all those Zheng family relatives and acquaintances to meet.

"Since the city lord doesn't want to leave, I can only make my move." Li Shaofan smiled. The Ground Realm Ring burst into a dazzling light, which then vanished along with Tiānxíng and some others, including Li Shaofan himself.

"Not on your life," Jì Jǐngxī said smugly, "I'm going to say it anyway." He wanted the news to spread far and wide, embedding the name of Yang Yujin into everyone's minds so that his own name would always be associated with him.

With a plop, the mantis was squashed under my foot, splattering greenish-black liquid. What intrigued me was that something seemed to be moving inside its body.

Even for S-level organizations like Darknet, other groups needed to remain on good terms with Dragon Coiling Organization if they wanted to survive in Shanghai. They couldn't afford to oppose them, whether or not they got along with Dragon Coiling.

Honestly, I'm quite surprised. I remember having a car accident last night; how did Duran end up in the hospital?

On my way home from work that evening, I passed by a newly opened supermarket where there was an enormous sign advertising some kind of special sale.

Seeing Duran again left me utterly stunned. She had been injured—seemingly badly—and needed to use a cane to walk.

I still remember when Xinyu emerged from my abdomen; it had saved me after being severely wounded by someone else.

As for top-grade martial techniques, even his Snow Mountain Sect only possessed two of them. Considering how highly they valued these techniques as treasures, he didn't think Xiao Tian could produce one either.

My right hand tingled with numbness, and Hè Yán raised it to examine the fingers in front of my eyes.

Tianxīng's brows furrowed slightly as he used his single arm to shake before him. All the attacks near his body were instantly shattered into pieces, and the lake surface returned to calm once more.
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Lin Xuan, finding himself in this predicament, could only run aimlessly. He even changed direction several times mid-way to try and shake off his pursuer, but instead found himself increasingly straying from Red Leaf Island, now unsure where he was.

His lips twitched with a bitter smile as he ran. Yet, he couldn't afford to slacken his efforts; the old monster had been thoroughly infuriated by him, which was why it wouldn’t let him go so easily. If caught, the consequences would be dire.

Lin Xuan had already fought this old demon before, and now, with its partial transformation into a half-turtle, it was even more formidable. Escaping from it wasn't going to be easy this time around. Thus, he could only focus on running for his life.

Behind him, the venomous dragon elder's face showed signs of frustration. He had been repeatedly toyed with by Lin Xuan and was determined to draw out the young man’s soul and torment his yuan婴 with demon flames, a grudge that couldn’t be easily quelled.

Based on his calculations, this boy, though powerful in his own right, should have been no match for him as an early-stage cultivator. He had assumed he could catch up at any time since the young man was still just a novice.

After merging with the host body and using the "Transcendence through Void Transmission Technique," he now possessed two-fifths of his full strength. The boy's escape technique, while mysterious, would surely drain his true essence over time. He could be caught first and then chase Red Leaf Fairy later.

However, something unexpected happened this time. Lin Xuan’s resilience far exceeded what the old monster had anticipated. After an hour, he was still running as fast as before, shocking him into silence. By two hours, the old monster began to suspect that Lin Xuan might have used some technique to temporarily boost his true essence.

As night fell and the sun set, the old monster’s face darkened with frustration; he had miscalculated again. This boy must possess a powerful artifact for instantaneous recovery of true essence, like a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

How did he get such an extraordinary item? Even if Lin Xuan were caught now, chasing Red Leaf Fairy would be too late. He cursed his own plans being completely ruined and vowed to torment the young man until he was stripped bare.

With renewed determination, the old monster put aside his schemes for Red Leaf Island and focused on capturing this annoying boy first. Thus, they ran for nine days and nights without rest, flying thousands of miles apart.

Lin Xuan inwardly groaned; it seemed that his pursuer had truly made up his mind not to let him go. This was a serious problem—given the distance, he couldn't use any tricks or strategies effectively. He could only grit his teeth and run.

Though he still had plenty of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk left, running like this wouldn’t end well. Since advancing to the yuan婴 stage, Lin Xuan rarely faced such hardships; even when pursued by Huìtōng Monk in the Xuanyuan Domain, he hadn't been so desperate before.

He was too complacent, having forgotten that even in the spirit realm, there were still high-ranking cultivators. Tearsxuán was terrifyingly powerful, and this lesson would serve as a reminder to Lin Xuan.

Besides the venomous dragon elder, they had to watch out for sea creatures and monsters. Just days ago, while running, he encountered about two hundred whales that inexplicably lunged at him. Though these were only third-stage sea beasts, killing them was easy enough. However, any delay nearly allowed the old monster to catch up. Lin Xuan barely managed to escape by sprinting like a man on fire.

Later, due to bad luck, the old monster encountered an ancient beast that attacked, giving Lin Xuan some breathing room. But this wasn’t a sustainable solution; they couldn't keep running indefinitely.

Unbeknownst to Lin Xuan, his pursuer, the venomous dragon elder, was also grappling with internal turmoil in his frustration. The situation had surpassed his expectations, causing him great distress. If he were using his true body, he wouldn’t be afraid of chasing this boy; the gap between them wasn't so easily bridged. Even if Lin Xuan had countless ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, he would eventually exhaust it.

But with just a possessed body and having used the "Transcendence through Void Transmission Technique," his physical strength was already waning. If they continued this way, he might collapse at any moment.

Abandoning the chase wasn’t an option; he was stuck between a rock and a hard place after being repeatedly toyed with by the young man. The resentment in his heart was too great to be easily dispelled.

The primary reason for not giving up wasn't just this, but another: Lin Xuan, at best only an early-stage cultivator, had proven so tenacious that if he advanced to Tearsxuán, the old monster would be in grave danger. These ascended cultivators from the lower realms were exceptional in terms of temperament and talent, making their advancement to higher stages more likely.

The venomous dragon elder felt a sense of impending doom; he didn’t want to let this boy grow into a threat. He must eliminate the danger before it grew too large. As they say, "Better safe than sorry." If Lin Xuan matured, his fate would be dire indeed.

With a resolute and vicious look in his eyes, the old monster slowed down, stopping abruptly. He raised his hands to mimic flames leaping into the air, then began weaving and gesturing with various spells...
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The entire body surged with dark energy, and an astonishing aura descended from the sky.

Puff…

The old demon spat out a mouthful of blood, which was black and glossy, looking as if it contained potent toxins.

"Quickly!"

He pointed his finger forward. The blood mist flickered in the wind before vanishing, replaced by dozens of runes that appeared before him.

They spun and danced until they all landed at his feet, transforming into a crimson lotus blooming with explosive power.

It looked mystical and beautiful, filled with an ancient and mysterious aura.

At the same time, more than a thousand miles ahead, a bright green light shone as Lin Xuan continuously used Nine Heavens Microstep.

He appeared and disappeared in a cycle. Lin Xuan's expression was cold and indifferent. How long would this chase continue? He had no idea. After so many days, he couldn't think of an escape strategy. Now he could only take it one step at a time.

The old demon refused to give up, which filled Lin Xuan with annoyance. However, the thought of stopping to fight was not something he would consider.

He wasn’t a young man and wouldn't let his emotions cloud his judgment. Even if he had numerous treasures and formidable powers, facing this terrifying old monster, he had no chance at all.

Impulsiveness is the devil; restraining his anger and enduring the chase was the right choice. Lin Xuan’s character was always very steady, even after hundreds of years of trials.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's body slowed down as if he stopped mid-instantaneous teleportation.

He turned around, his face filled with suspicion.

"What is this old monster doing? Why isn’t he chasing me?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. He couldn't believe that the old monster would suddenly give up after things had reached this point.

This old guy must have some sinister plan.

Unfortunately, he couldn't discern it in a short time. Lin Xuan shook his head and decided not to overthink it. The only option now was to fight until death.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan turned around. He had to face the inevitable.

Even though his eyes couldn’t see so far, his spiritual sense was very clear. The old monster’s teleportation covered two hundred miles in an instant.

His speed was terrifying.

He underestimated the ancient demon realm expert; however, why didn't he use this secret technique earlier?

Before he could think further, a spatial ripple appeared ahead. A creature with a serpent head and human body materialized into his sight.

Its entire body was wrapped in fine scales, and its muscles were bulging. There was no trace of the previous lewdness, but some things remained unchanged.

Lin Xuan immediately recognized this old monster.

He sucked in a cold breath as he narrowed his eyes. Despite his pale face and bloodshot eyes, his spiritual energy was abundant to the point that it almost suffocated him.

No, something seemed off about the old demon’s spiritual energy.

Every muscle and every meridian on his body was filled with explosive power. This situation...

"Boy, why are you not running? You dare play me like a puppet! I'm going to..."

The old dragon demon's face was filled with viciousness as he used all his strength to catch this boy. Just as he wanted to say something harsh, his entire body suddenly underwent an unexpected change.

First, his mouth moved uncontrollably and skewed to one side.

Then his nose collapsed downwards.

What had been a formidable serpent head now looked comically ugly.

However, this was just the beginning.

The biggest change came from his body. His belly rapidly inflated like a balloon, expanding as if he were pregnant for ten months, still growing bigger.

His black scales lost their luster and began to fall off one by one. The belly continued to grow until it truly resembled an inflated ball.

"What..."

Lin Xuan was first taken aback, then his face showed great joy. For the old dragon demon, besides the extreme hatred in his eyes and cursing in his heart, he could no longer do anything else.

He was unwilling but just a little bit short of success.

The secret technique he used on himself was incredibly burdensome. It couldn't be casually employed, especially for an already collapsing possession body.

But he had to use it because the body would collapse soon if he continued chasing. He might as well take a gamble; if luck held out, he could endure longer and perhaps kill this boy.

However, his luck was terrible. Just as he was about to catch up, his physical body couldn't bear the strain and collapsed first.

In this situation, he had no choice but to sigh helplessly.

Essentially, it was all about luck; a small difference made a huge difference. If he could have held on just a little longer, Lin Xuan would be dead instead.

But now that his physical body had collapsed, he couldn't move at all. His entire body continued to expand.

It grew larger and larger, with a diameter exceeding three dozen feet, resembling a large round ball. Veins bulged out as spiritual energy wreaked havoc in this body...

Boom!

A flash of light followed by a thunderous explosion came from the sky. The old demon's endurance finally reached its limit, exploding like a watermelon. Blood mist filled the air before falling into the sea.

This terrifying old demon’s fate was unexpected for any friend. Was he struck by lightning? Then please give me your recommendation votes; the story will become even more exciting. Yes, one more time, recommendation votes, really need them.
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Throughout the entire process, Lin Xuan kept a cold eye on everything. Seeing the opponent's body self-destruct, Lin Xuan couldn't help showing a look of great joy. He waved his sleeve and transformed the black gold dragon armor shield into a layer of dazzling light curtain, enveloping his whole body. Then his expression turned calm.

This kind of self-destruction was different from a cultivator's desperate self-annihilation; it had much less power and posed no significant threat to him. The black gold dragon armor shield could block the attack. Subsequently, Lin Xuan fully released his divine sense to confirm that the old devil hadn't escaped with its soul. Only then did he finally feel at ease.

Time was of the essence, but this time, his luck had truly been good. Thinking back on the nine days and nights, Lin Xuan's back was drenched in cold sweat.

If captured by the old devil, his fate would be to neither live nor die.

The existence of a Core Formation cultivator wasn't something he could provoke now.

However, this incident had certainly made things complicated with the Old Devil Toxic Dragon. Lin Xuan opened his eyes and found no treasures left behind by the old devil in the vicinity. This was a dangerous place; it wouldn’t be wise to linger here for long. If the Old Devil Toxic Dragon didn't give up, its main body would chase him down, leaving him with no chance of escape.

Lin Xuan raised his head and drank a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk without hesitation. After identifying a direction, he flew away in a green glow toward an unknown distant island.

On the other side of this unknown island, a lecherous-looking old man's face was filled with dark clouds. He was nearly driven mad by frustration.

How many years had passed since he never suffered such humiliation before? That damned kid actually managed to escape from his hands.

He trembled all over, and it wasn't clear how long it took for him to emit a cold laugh: "Little guy, your powers are far beyond those of your peers. But Core Formation isn’t easy to achieve. Even with the best luck, you still need at least a thousand years without any unrealistic thoughts. Do you think I would give you such an opportunity?"

Then, seemingly to vent his anger, he swept his sleeve and released a beam of light that seemed like a pillar of heaven from his palm.

Boom!

Within a hundred miles, the sea surface was whipped into towering waves, as if something monstrous was causing trouble. The island itself became a scapegoat, completely obliterated by the explosion.

Lin Xuan didn't know about this.

He changed directions several times over the course of more than a month before finally stopping his flight.

He had no intention of returning to Red Leaf Island.

At least for now, he didn’t want to go back. The Old Devil Toxic Dragon wouldn't let him off easily. If he returned now, would he not be walking into a trap?

Red Leaf Island was already a dangerous place.

This Core Formation old devil's actions were certainly not done on a whim; there must be some sinister plot or hidden intention behind it.

Perhaps such ancient monsters weren’t just one.

Although there was no concrete evidence, Lin Xuan had a premonition that Red Leaf Island would soon be caught in the eye of a storm.

He naturally wouldn't go looking for trouble. Although much of what lay inside involved benefits and treasures, Lin Xuan had already experienced the terrifying power of Core Formation monsters. A mere possessed body almost forced him to flee heaven and earth. The gap between realms couldn’t be bridged by mere powers.

One must have some confidence when seeking wealth in danger; otherwise, it would amount to suicide.

In this situation, Lin Xuan chose to stay away from the vortex, believing that staying safe was the wisest choice.

As for Fairy Red Leaf, he could do nothing. Helping her block the old monster this time had already been his utmost effort.

External help was unreliable. The fate of this woman depended on what she did next.

The ancients said: "It's better to seek oneself than others." This was undoubtedly a wise saying.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan released his divine sense and quickly showed signs of joy as he adjusted his direction and flew toward the horizon.

In just a few breaths, a strange island came into view. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan landed on it.

This island wasn't large; almost everything was visible from one spot. It could be called more like a coral reef than an island. There was only a low mountain peak that was less than a hundred feet high. After landing his flight, Lin Xuan didn’t bother to carve out any caves and directly carved a large hole in the middle of the mountain waist. He then placed Heavenly Mechanism Mansion inside before vanishing into it.

Having run so far, Lin Xuan naturally didn't worry about the old devil coming after him.

After all this travel, even with ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, his body and mind were extremely exhausted, needing a good rest.

This island was in a remote location with very thin qi. As long as he wasn’t incredibly unlucky, it would be unlikely for anyone to disturb him here.

Thus, Lin Xuan only set up a simple array before returning to Heavenly Mechanism Mansion’s bedroom where he slept soundly for three days.

After waking up, the lazy and carefree image was gone, and he regained his vibrant appearance.

Stretching lazily, Lin Xuan took a bath in high spirits.

This time, surviving death had likely brought him some gains. At least it served as a wake-up call. Since advancing to Separation Union in the Spirit Gathering Space, he had lived too comfortably.

The dangers of the cultivation world were everywhere, and there were many higher cultivators than himself.

He was far from being able to rest on his laurels.

Thankfully, the Old Devil Toxic Dragon used a possessed body, and he himself was only at the early Core Formation stage. If he encountered a late-stage or even mid-stage old monster, it would be like crushing a stinking bug with ease. But that was just a matter of raising an eyebrow.

Sighing, Lin Xuan realized that after finally achieving glory in the mortal world and successfully ascending to heaven, he now had to tread carefully again, living低调ly.

Scratching his head, a touch of melancholy flashed across his mind. As long as he could achieve enlightenment eventually, what harm was there in enduring some委屈now?

He just wondered where Moonling was and how Qinxin was doing. He also worried about Yuanyuan; she wouldn’t be in danger in the mortal world, but he only cared about her progress through the life-and-death trials.

They say that a man's heart is short when faced with love, while his spirit is long when facing challenges. Lin Xuan had many thoughts as he gradually pushed these distractions from his mind and focused on reality again.

This encounter served not only as a wake-up call for himself but also highlighted several shortcomings in his cultivation journey.

Indeed, his powers and treasures were impressive, but their advantage was much less noticeable now compared to when he was in the mortal world. Especially against higher cultivators, his various powers seemed inadequate. It had become extremely difficult to challenge someone of a higher realm.

Otherwise, he wouldn’t have lost the Green Fire Sword.

This time, even if it were a replica treasure, its usefulness would be limited. The Magic Bond Sword performed well, suggesting that no matter how good a counterfeit was, there would always be an unbridgeable gap between it and the original.

Such inherent deficiencies couldn't be alleviated by sulking; he just hoped the Magic Bond Sword could be repaired.
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Lin Xuan felt a strong desire deep within him. This urge had also appeared when he was in the human world, but back then, it was just a thought.

Such grade treasures were brought down from the Spirit Realm by cultivators of ancient times. The materials used to forge them did not exist in the human world, so how could they be repaired?

However, things were different in the Spirit Realm. Although there were many difficulties, there was still hope. It all came down to how one grasped these opportunities—effort and a bit of luck.

"Whenever possible, I must repair the Demon Fate Sword."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

Apart from the Green Flame Sword being destroyed, the Nine Heaven Moon Ring did not perform as expected. Although this innate treasure had long been despised by Lin Xuan, its power still left him satisfied.

But this time, it was easily neutralized by an old demon. While the Nine Heaven Moon Ring wasn't entirely useless, it seemed rather redundant.

It was a waste to discard but also regrettable to keep. This experience finally solidified Lin Xuan's resolve: no matter what, he had to replace his innate treasure.

Of course, this couldn't be rushed. The importance of an innate treasure for cultivators was self-evident.

If it needed replacement, it should be with a better one that could still be used even in the Tribulation Period.

From failure came wisdom. Lin Xuan would not make the same mistake twice regarding the Nine Heaven Moon Ring's shortcomings.

As for his techniques, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire continued to shine brightly and did not disappoint him. The Nine Heavens Micro-step was also good, but it was still inadequate against a Profound Void Period demon. Without the Ten Thousand Year Spirit Nectar to restore his strength, things might have turned out much worse.

"Past lessons for future guidance," Lin Xuan thought. If given another chance, he would surely delve into the other Five Elementsevasion technique.

Additionally, there was the Jade Spider Bee. Although it had not been put to use yet, Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry. The demon's reaction after seeing this insect still lingered in his mind.

"Too bad it’s just a larva."

The demon had said that once. This made Lin Xuan both worried and hopeful. Worried because the growth cycle of this demon insect was too slow, and he didn’t know how long it would take to mature. Hopeful because the Jade Spider Bee's power was indeed formidable; even a Profound Void Period demon seemed wary of it.

Lin Xuan had anticipated this in the human world. The True Immortal Tongyu once mentioned that the insect contained time poison. They had personally witnessed aninfant soul stage cultivator’s lifespan being consumed in an instant, leading to their death.

It was regrettable how difficult it would be to mature this insect. If only it were more developed, he could have easily dominated much of the human world with the Jade Spider Bee.

With a smile on his lips, Lin Xuan shook his head. Relying on external tools wasn't the right path; one had to rely on oneself and not be complacent in cultivation.

To enhance his strength, he needed to walk the righteous path through diligent practice. Once his realm improved, finding materials for forging treasures would become easier.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan decided not to linger on this small coral island any longer. Thevital energy here was too thin, and he needed to find a better place with superior energy channels.

However, there were still some matters to handle from this trip. Although the journey had been fraught with challenges, it had also brought many benefits. For example, raiding the Ten Thousand Beast Island had yielded vast amounts of wealth; nearly a hundred shops in the marketplace had been looted, and the treasure vaults of the Ten Thousand Beast Venerable contained countless crystals and treasures accumulated over thousands of years.

He packed all this into his Momentary Bag and now needed to carefully inventory it. Some would be kept for personal use, while others could be exchanged for crystals; he couldn't afford to be careless.

After a day and a night, Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy. Although the total value might have some discrepancies, he estimated that it wouldn’t be less than five or six hundred million crystals.

This would provide him with astronomical wealth, ensuring his cultivation needs for an extended period without worrying about crystal stones.

A calm morning greeted Lin Xuan as the sun pierced through the clouds. Early-morning seabirds were already out hunting, circling low over the sea and occasionally resting on the small island. The scene was serene, shrouded in thick fog that hadn't yet dissipated even with the rising sun.

Suddenly, a flash of light appeared from afar, two streaks of energy racing towards the coral island at high speed. Lin Xuan raised his head; he couldn’t miss such intense fluctuations in spiritual power.

They were at the Separation Stage and accompanied by strong demonic aura.

Could it be that they were passing through?

Why would a demon cultivator of this level come here?

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but didn't dwell on it. He dressed himself, gathered his array formations outside his cave, then removed all traces with a wave of his sleeve, concealing himself behind a large stone.

Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid; he just wanted to avoid unnecessary trouble after escaping the Poison Dragon Demon Sovereign.

Just as he finished, the two streaks of energy flew over the coral island and hovered in mid-air. They slowed down slightly.

Lin Xuan sighed and frowned. His recent luck had been terrible; even in such a remote place, trouble could still find him.

The light dissipated, revealing the faces of his unexpected guests. On the left was a demon woman with a slender figure and striking features. Her eyes were a vivid green, her mouth slightly open, revealing a thin tongue that flicked back and forth. Two sharp fangs jutted out from her lips.

Her true form was unmistakable—she was undoubtedly some kind of venomous snake.
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With a gritted jaw, Lin Xuan was about to use another technique.

He flicked his sleeve and the Mountains and Rivers Eyebrow flew out. He grabbed it with his hand; the surface of this treasure radiated an aura of spirit energy. Lin Xuan fiercely swung it forward.

Boom!

Like a drop from the Milky Way, space ripples appeared. A river suddenly emerged on top of this witch's head, surging and rushing towards her. The snake demon was shocked, and all its demonic qi surged out to form a blue light curtain, trying to temporarily withstand this strange Milky Way. Just by delaying for a moment, she could escape.

That plan wasn't wrong, but she greatly underestimated the power of this imitation spirit treasure.

It wasn't an ordinary river; it was formed by the fusion of refined spiritual energy and water essence qi.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed in his ears as brilliant blue light exploded. The witch felt her strength like a flood rushing out, unable to perform her technique due to insufficient strength.

Lin Xuan needed this time. With a roar:

"Fall!"

Crimson light flashed in the air as that strange fluctuation appeared again. A towering mountain several hundred feet high fell from the sky, smashing towards the witch. The snake demon hadn't yet escaped from the river; it immediately faced even greater danger, and panic surged on its face. Without hesitation, the female figure spun around, expelling a large amount of blood-red demonic qi.

This demonic qi extended like solid matter, forming a red light curtain that held up the mountain. A series of cracking sounds could be heard as the witch revealed her true form.

It was a snake over ten feet long with spotted scales. With a flick of its tail, it escaped from the river.

Its cold eyes flashed with joy, but Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in his voice. The demonic aura emitted by the primordial spirit mist might be miraculous, but facing that mountain several hundred feet high was like an ant trying to stop a truck; it shattered instantly.

The mountain continued its descent, smashing into the giant snake. The witch had no choice and was pressed towards the sea surface.

Boom!

A massive wave of water split apart as a huge crater appeared on the seabed, over ten dozen feet deep.

Lin Xuan lowered his head to see the snake demon lying motionless in the center of the crater. Although it wasn't dead yet, its vitality had vanished.

Satisfied with the outcome, Lin Xuan said:

"Fire coral from ten thousand years ago, top-grade fire attribute material. Its value is even greater than South Bright Separation Fire. However, the specific grade depends on how old it is."

From this snake demon's mind, Lin Xuan naturally found what he wanted. He was pleased; this ten-thousand-year-old fire coral could be used as the main ingredient for a heavenly spirit treasure, though it would require over ten thousand years.

He didn't know his luck, but any ten-thousand-year-old fire coral was considered a divine-grade material.

It wasn't in vain that he had acted.

Moreover, from this snake demon's memories, Lin Xuan learned that the place they were in was called the Chaos Sea.

As its name suggested, it was one of the most chaotic seas in the Eastern Sea cultivation world.

Major and minor forces interlocked here, with humans, sea creatures, and demons meeting at this point. The blood and gore here far exceeded other places.

In markets and various cities, things were slightly better, but once out to sea, one had to be wary of fierce sea beasts, natural disasters, and robbery.

Here, killing for treasure was commonplace; when two cultivators met outside, regardless of their race, if there was a significant power gap, they would almost always end up robbing each other.

In the jungle here, this development reached its peak. In such an untamed sea, one might expect sparse population due to insufficient strength, but in fact, it was the most prosperous area in the Eastern Sea.

Firstly, there were countless excellent spirit veins, making it the best place for cultivation in this small world.

Secondly, its geographical location was unique; not only was it where three races met, but it also bordered the Ruins Sea.

The Ruins Sea, as its name suggested, was the most dangerous and mysterious place in this world.

His Momentary Bag was said to have been obtained from there by treasure hunters. Lin Xuan didn't know about the Ruins Sea at first, but he naturally read about it later. Its origin could be traced back over a million years ago when the Asura King fell, leaving ghostly creatures leaderless and scattered. However, Heaven's Malevolent Emperor led his remnants to the Eastern Sea.

No one in this world could resist them, but major powers from other small worlds didn't give up; soon, pursuing forces arrived, with one of the three wandering immortals of the spiritual realm leading the charge, their power shocking and terrifying.

After a fierce battle that shook the heavens and earth, both sides left no soft targets behind. The chaos caused by this battle transformed the small world into the Ruins Sea.

It was an actual ancient battlefield where countless powerful beings fell, leaving countless treasures scattered everywhere—elixirs, materials, and treasures beyond count. In short, everything needed for cultivation could be found there…

However, danger lurked everywhere; although the Asura Emperor had retreated to this place with his remaining forces numbering in the tens of thousands, they were all elite warriors from his own race, loyal and well-trained.

Given this, the number of spiritual realm troops led by that immortal was naturally not small either.

This massive conflict involving hundreds of thousands of cultivators was different from individual battles. Both sides set up various prohibitions and strange arrays.

Although most of these arrays were destroyed during the battle, many still remained in the Chaos Sea over time.

Even though these arrays weren't complete, their power was formidable. Even Separation and Union Realm cultivators often perished here.

The danger of the Ruins Sea could be imagined.
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However, even so, the Nine Methods frightened the treasure-seeking cultivators. The saying "people die for money and birds perish for food" was vividly demonstrated here.

Although the Ruins Sea was a place of great danger, there were still cases where cultivators survived after venturing inside. Of course, these people either possessed astonishing abilities or had been fortunate enough to stumble upon something valuable by chance.

There were also rare instances where individuals combined both factors and managed to delve deeper into the ruins.

All cultivators in this world knew that as one delved further into the Ruins Sea, the treasures would become increasingly precious.

Moreover, even without venturing too deep, a bit of luck could result in discovering valuable treasures at the periphery. Ancient treasures didn't need to be mentioned; certain materials were rare and could fetch high prices outside—enough to ensure ordinary cultivators wouldn't worry about lacking crystal stones for centuries.

What attracted most attention, however, were ancient cultivators' treasured pills, especially those from the Netherworld Realm, which had similar effects on human or demon cultivators. Their efficacy was almost magical, not just breaking through barriers but occasionally even allowing a cultivator to advance in rank seemingly out of nowhere.

Of course, such pills existed only in legends and no one had ever seen them. However, there were indeed pills that could save ordinary cultivators decades, if not centuries, of arduous cultivation.

These rare treasures sparked fierce competition among several major factions during secret auctions, eventually being purchased by a mysterious figure from the sea clan for an astronomical price—enough to bankrupt even a powerful ancient monster.

In terms of intrinsic value alone, such pills were worth far less than the price paid. But their research value was incalculable.

Lin轩 swept his gaze towards the snake demon in front of him. Knowing what he wanted, there was no reason to spare this woman's life.

With a wave of his robe, dozens of sword lights shot out and converged on the already motionless, unconscious snake demon.

Soon, it was sliced into pieces.

Nevertheless, Lin轩 carefully preserved the beast skin, bones, and demon nucleus. Wasting resources was unacceptable; after all, it was a fifth-stage demon, with various materials that were excellent for forging.

The bald giant beside him watched this scene clearly, his face filled with fear. However, at this moment, he was already frozen by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, making any attempt to escape futile.

He had originally hoped his companions would save him but instead, the snake demon was exterminated first.

With a mix of fear and anger, as Lin轩's gaze turned coldly, a determined look flashed in his eyes.

When indecision leads to chaos, one must make a decision. Even though he couldn't move, his internal power still flowed smoothly. Taking a deep breath, the abundant demon energy no longer resisted the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s toxins and corrosion. His entire body suddenly glowed with a blinding light, then exploded with a loud boom.

Blue ice crystals rained down as Lin轩's face showed a hint of surprise. The situation for demons was different from humans; even at the Transmutation Stage, they would not easily舍弃 their bodies unless absolutely necessary.

The theory allowed higher-stage demons to possess new bodies, but finding one that suited them was far more difficult than for human cultivators due to the vast diversity among demon races and the likelihood of rejection when switching between species.

In同类demons, suitable hosts were rare. Even if successful, the cultivator's rank would plummet significantly.

Because most demons focused on strengthening their bodies, a newly possessed body could never match one that had been honed through countless trials.

Thus, many demons preferred to die rather than舍弃their bodies. This scene was truly uncommon.

Blood mist filled the sky as a blue demon nucleus, about the size of an infant's fist, appeared in Lin轩's sight. It flickered and shot towards the horizon.

Lin轩 frowned slightly but without hesitation, flicked his fingers, and a green sword light shot out like lightning. However, it failed to hit the demon nucleus; this object vanished as soon as it flashed.

Teleportation!

Lin轩 was not surprised; he had anticipated this. His right hand spread flat, revealing an ancient-looking spear in his palm.

Without hesitation, he swung downward. The space rumbled, and the demon nucleus trembled violently.

On its surface, blue light flickered, containing a tiny demonic soul about an inch long, resembling a lizard from swampland.

Clearly, it was this beast's essence.

Teleportation failed, but Lin轩 showed no signs of panic as he was enveloped in even more glaring blue light—obviously trying to use some secret technique. However, it was too late.

The ice fragments shattered and suddenly reignited. The nearest one transformed into a small tri-colored flame that engulfed him.

This time there was no freezing or toxins; instead, the flames ignited like oil meeting fire, swallowing the demon soul and nucleus in one gulp.

The blue light quickly corroded away as the demonic soul's mouth emitted a deafening scream, flying up and down with the flames. It rose into the air and dived into the sea but to no avail—the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was not something he could extinguish.

After a moment, the screams stopped, and the demon soul vanished along with the nucleus, which was burned to ashes. Lin轩 sighed, feeling regrettable but quickly regained his composure. With a wave of his hand, all the ice fragments turned into tri-colored flames, gathered together, and flew into his sleeve.

The sun warmed him as the sea surface calmed down; the entire confrontation had lasted only about a quarter of an hour.

Extending his divine sense, he found no signs of cultivator presence within several thousand miles. However, Lin轩 did not dare be careless in such a place. It was unwise to linger long. Before leaving, he naturally needed to retrieve the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral that the two demons had been after.

The trouble was, retrieving this treasure seemed to require something specific, which the bald giant originally brought but had destroyed along with his storage bag when he self-destructed.

Fortunately, Lin轩 had used Soul Receiving Technique on the female demon and learned that even without that item, one might still be able to retrieve the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral. However, the conditions were stringent; a cultivator needed to have extremely powerful cold flames.

The exact extent of this power was unclear from the female demon's memories but using such a method was not recommended. If the cold flame's potency was insufficient, it would be reduced to ashes by the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral.
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However, Lin Xuan did not retreat in fear. Although the safest method would be to follow this demoness's memory and find something that could retrieve the treasure, doing so would waste a lot of time—more than just one or two days.

If someone else knew about the presence of the treasure here, wouldn't he end up with nothing but empty hopes?

Rather than take such a risk, it was better to try his luck. The Phantasmal Heavenly Fire had never let him down before; even that Sovereign Demon Tyrant King, who was an old monster at the Profound Void stage, was greatly wary of it.

Lin Xuan wasn't entirely confident about this plan, but he felt there was still a 90% chance of success.

Moreover, if anything went wrong in the middle, Lin Xuan was confident that he could protect himself.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan carefully weighed the pros and cons. It seemed feasible.

Since he had made up his mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated to waste time.

He waved his sleeves, and several green array flags flew out.

It was a stroke of luck that he knew so many miscellaneous skills; otherwise, finding the treasure would have been much harder with just the "Four Symbols Azure Dragon Array" array flag available. He could set up an array with water attributes.

The Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral was a material far more precious than the Southern Bright Separation Fire in terms of fire attributes. It wasn't just any ordinary material; it was a spirit-possessed object.

To be spirit-possessed meant that this material had absorbed solar and lunar essence, gaining some degree of intelligence. While not comparable to human or transformed beast intelligence, it was no longer a mere lifeless stone.

In fact, such materials were already on the path of cultivation.

It was similar to how certain ginseng spirits or other ten-thousand-year-old spirit herbs gained consciousness, but minerals had much more difficulty achieving this state compared to plants.

Legends said that once mineral intelligence could match human intelligence, its power would be terrifying.

At worst, it could rival an old monster at the Profound Void stage.

At best, it might even challenge a Spirit Separation or Tribulation Transcending cultivator.

Of course, these were just legends in ancient texts. Lin Xuan had never seen such a thing and couldn't make judgments based on them.

With his hands moving like a wheel, he cast several spells, quickly setting up the array flags as usual.

The entire Coral Island was now encircled by the array.

Then, Lin Xuan hid behind a large stone. He flipped his left hand, revealing a red cloth in his palm.

This item had been obtained at an auction on Red Leaf Island.

The first item he bid on was hidden under a sacrificial tray to shield it from cultivators' divine sense scans.

In other words, this object could block divine senses. If Lin Xuan hadn't been too confident and hadn't used the收敛气术 to hide his trail initially, there would be an 80% chance that the two demons wouldn't have discovered him.

But then, he might miss out on the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral altogether. Sometimes, choices could bring both fortune and misfortune.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan dismissed these thoughts. He first used the收敛气术 to conceal himself, then covered himself with the red cloth without hesitation.

From past experiences, Lin Xuan knew he couldn't be too confident. The Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral was something new to him; if it could detect his presence and escape before he fell into its trap, he would regret it deeply.

In fact, the two demons coming here for treasure didn't mean that the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral was hidden here.

As a spirit-possessed object, it wasn't like ordinary minerals. It had intelligence and could move freely.

The island in front of him was made of coral mines. The spirit-possessed treasure often came to absorb the pure essence from the corals… Lin Xuan didn't quite understand what exactly it absorbed but knew that it greatly benefited its growth.

Just as people often went to a restaurant with nutritious and delicious food, this was similar.

After hiding his aura, Lin Xuan glanced at the array flags around him before closing his eyes.

Through soul searching techniques, he already knew that the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral usually came here about every seven days. He had been waiting for three days without seeing any signs of it. It must have just left, so if he stayed another four or five days and nothing went wrong, the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral would definitely show itself.

Even if his luck was bad and he had to wait a bit longer, that wouldn't be much time in the eyes of cultivators. Besides, this place was remote, and it was unlikely for other cultivators to pass by, so the chances of interference or treasure theft were slim.

Lin Xuan's worries were unnecessary.

After just one day and night, an inconspicuous small object entered his line of sight.

Lin Xuan immediately intensified his收敛气术 and turned his head without making a sound.

Seeing that mischievous little creature clearly, Lin Xuan almost bit his tongue. It was a white puppy about a foot long with bright black eyes that were incredibly adorable but kept looking around cautiously, showing high alertness.

Was this the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral?

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling speechless. If not for being in the depths of the sea and the puppy having no trace of demonic aura, he wouldn't have made such a judgment.

But he was hesitant. He immediately injected his法力 into both eyes, making them glow with five colors.

Lin Xuan intended to verify its identity first; if it turned out to be just an ordinary puppy, he would regret wasting so much effort.

Cough, cough, better safe than sorry. If this wasn't the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral, Lin Xuan wouldn't have had the heart to deal with such a small dog.

With extreme caution to avoid alarming it, everything about the little creature became clear under his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

Sure enough, it was the incarnation of the Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral. Its pure fire power was astonishing and far exceeded that of Southern Bright Separation Fire. And there was no sign of its presence on the surface; without expertise in spirit eye secret techniques, one might easily mistake it for an ordinary puppy.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed but controlled his emotions, not acting rashly.

The Ten-thousand Year Fire Coral was extremely rare and difficult to obtain. The one before him was just its incarnation. He had to capture it, seal it with secret methods, then force it to lead him to the main body; otherwise, trying to get such a secret treasure would be wishful thinking.

Fortunately, its intelligence only opened up to that of a puppy. If it could transform into a human, the incarnation and the main body could merge, no longer separating. Its power far exceeded his own Separation-Combining cultivator.

Then, it wouldn't just be setting a trap for treasure; he would be courting death.
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Lin Xuan didn't rush to act immediately.

Provoking the enemy by revealing his hand would be foolish. He planned to wait until the little pup entered the center of the array before making a move.

Lin Xuan's face was grave as he continued to suppress his qi with his divine vision technique.

After getting off the shore, the dog didn't rush towards Coral Island but cautiously moved around its edges.

It hopped about for a moment and then barked twice. The little pup raised its head, and an invisible entity could be seen rushing out.

Spiritual sense manifestation!

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. Being able to condense his spiritual sense to such an extent was almost beyond him, comparable only to the old monster of Profound Yin Realm.

Fortunately, he had one more trick up his sleeve—using a red cloth to cover himself. Otherwise, it was uncertain whether he could remain undetected by the other party.

The thousand-year-old fire coral excelled in Fire遁 techniques.

Before entering the array, capturing it would be almost impossible.

Lin Xuan felt relieved. If he had missed this little pup, he would definitely regret it.

Facing the dog's spiritual sense detection, Lin Xuan quickly held his breath and withdrew his divine vision technique. Any fluctuation of qi might be detected.

This search took as long as a meal. Lin Xuan's efforts paid off; the dog didn't notice anything amiss, but it remained vigilant, sniffing its nose vigorously...

Lin Xuan was speechless.

The little pup’s alertness far exceeded his expectations.

But could this transformation into a dog truly grant it such enhanced olfactory senses?

Lin Xuan wasn’t sure about that. However, based on the pup's actions, there was indeed some possibility.

Fortunately, the red cloth not only shielded spiritual sense but also concealed body temperature and scent. So Lin Xuan’s surprise didn't turn to worry.

Another fifteen minutes passed before the dog found nothing amiss and happily wagged its tail, vanishing in a flash of red light.

Lin Xuan was alarmed. Could it be that at this point, he had still been discovered?

He hurriedly tried to release his spiritual sense but stopped immediately as spatial fluctuations appeared. The dog reappeared, not far from him, standing before the small mountain.

The dog landed on the peak and sniffed its nose, but this time, it wasn’t checking for ambushes; instead, it began to eat.

An incredible scene unfolded. A strong wind swept across the island, and a faint pinkish-red mist appeared in his vision, which the dog ingested.

On its face, there was an expression of deep satisfaction, almost human-like, as if a wine lover had found a fine vintage.

Clearly, this was the pup’s purpose for coming to Coral Island. Now was the perfect time to capture it.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a buzzing sound echoed as dozens of sword qi shot out like lightning, aiming at the dog.

The sudden change scared the little pup, causing it to fall to the ground in a doggy-style mud bath. However, the pup’s reaction was swift; with a flash of red light, it vanished from sight.

Fire遁!

And it had reached such an advanced level that even his Nine Heaven Micro-step seemed inferior. But Lin Xuan wasn’t anxious. The pup was now ensnared in his trap and wouldn't be able to escape.

Indeed, the dog staggered to the edge of the island but was repelled by a blue light barrier. The entire island was enveloped by the Four Symbols Azure Dragon Array.

The dog crashed into it, only to be bounced back.

But the pup persisted, shaking its dazed head and charging forward with red light blazing around it like a meteor.

Boom!

A loud sound echoed as the dog was thrown to the ground, dazed and drooling. Golden stars danced in its eyes; it looked incredibly cute.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. This little pup wouldn't give up until it had tasted some pain.

In the next moment, the dog’s body emitted a burst of spiritual light, barking loudly as spatial fluctuations occurred. It split into seven, each opening their mouths to shoot out arm-thick beams towards Lin Xuan.

Transformation technique?

No, this shouldn’t be such an advanced divine vision skill.

Lin Xuan's combat experience was rich; he was surprised but quickly realized what was happening. Without hesitation, he focused his qi into his eyes.

His eyes glowed with a rainbow light, and six of the dogs and beams vanished, leaving only one real one.

Illusion!

And it was quite advanced. If not for his expertise in spiritual vision techniques, he would have been deceived.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he grew more interested in this dog. He didn’t dodge but took a step to the left, vanishing from sight.

Spatial fluctuations occurred near the dog, and Lin Xuan appeared there.

"Ao!"

This time, the dog seemed truly enraged, lifting its head like a wolf. Spiritual light flashed, revealing an enormous dog head, measuring over ten feet from top to bottom, appearing incredibly formidable.

It opened its blood-red maw as if it was about to emit some kind of energy wave. However, Lin Xuan’s actions were even quicker; the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out and flashed, creating hundreds of palm-sized wind blades that pierced the giant dog's head. The pup might have had some techniques, but they were insignificant compared to his own.

The sound of crunching echoed as Lin Xuan’s right hand glowed brightly, extending towards the dog.

Seeing it about to be caught, the dog showed a cunning expression and exploded into a ball of fire. The terrifying heat turned the air white, almost melting space itself.

Lin Xuan realized that the pup had intentionally revealed its trap to lure him in. A smile grew on his lips as he understood.
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The trick was good, but it was utterly impossible to fool the self.

Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared, enveloping his entire palm. He fearlessly reached out towards the scorching flames.

The flame, transformed from a dog, did not dodge or avoid; the other party's bare-handed approach was akin to suicide.

In an instant, his arm would be reduced to ashes.

Three dull thuds echoed in his ears as blue and red light flared up, intertwining with each other. The temperature dropped sharply, producing crackling sounds...

For a moment, it seemed they were evenly matched.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but secretly pleased. This ten-thousand-year-old fire coral was far more wondrous than he had imagined, actually able to withstand the Illusory Heavenly Fire!

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's mana surged out in all directions.

Instantly, the flames turned bright and rapidly contracted, wrapping around the red ones and tightening continuously.

"Woof!"

The frightened dog bark reached his ears. The white puppy reappeared.

It frantically scratched with its paws, struggling desperately but to no avail, quickly turning into an ice sculpture.

The puppy still retained its adorable image of sticking out its tongue as it dug in the ground.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief.

Capturing this thing was not easy. He flicked his sleeves and a streak of green light shot out, sweeping around before he stowed away the array flag.

Then, he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the horizon.

After one day and night, Lin Xuan had already appeared at a distant place, thousands of miles away.

Of course, such distance was nothing for his speed; it took only an instant to reach.

However, in order to force the puppy to reveal the location of the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral, he truly expended some effort.

At first, this dog refused to speak no matter how much Lin Xuan tortured it. It remained stubborn and unyielding.

But there was nothing Lin Xuan could do with such a thing; he couldn't perform the soul-sealing technique on it.

Facing the "stubborn" puppy, Lin Xuan was at a loss for what to do.

Later, by chance, while rummaging through his pouch, he happened to pick out an upper-grade fire attribute crystal stone.

The little guy's eyes immediately filled with drool.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan had a sudden idea and used the precious crystal stone as bait...

He didn't hold much hope initially; it was just something to try.

But what emerged surprised Lin Xuan.

The dog that couldn’t be coerced by threats suddenly became greedy for food, revealing its location willingly in front of the crystal stone's temptation.

This outcome left Lin Xuan both happy and somewhat bewildered.

It seemed this puppy’s temperament could not be predicted with common sense.

Although the upper-grade crystal stone was precious, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate to give it to the puppy as a treat. After all, he had promised food to the condemned before execution.

With his desired information in hand, Lin Xuan extended his hand and activated the Black Iron Dragon Shield.

A blue light shield enveloped him, then he plunged into the sea with a flash of green light.

Lin Xuan’s descent was not hurried but steady. The water appeared deep blue at first, but as he went deeper, it gradually darkened. This wasn’t an issue; cultivators’ eyes had been refined through Essence Cleansing Pills.

Moreover, Lin Xuan possessed Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, making the depth of the sea irrelevant to him.

However, after a quarter of an hour, Lin Xuan’s expression changed to one of surprise. Although his speed was not fast, he should have reached the seabed by now.

But as he looked down, it seemed infinitely deep.

"Little guy, you must be lying to me," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed. His gaze turned disapprovingly towards the puppy.

"Woof! Woof woof."

The dog seemed offended and turned its head away, looking like "believe what you will." Facing Lin Xuan’s intimidation, it simply closed its eyes in defiance.

Such a personality?

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh. The dog's angry expression didn't seem fake; had he really wronged the puppy?

Lin Xuan rubbed his nose and hesitated for a moment before deciding not to give the puppy any more trouble. He continued descending, as the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral was no small matter. Its environment might be peculiar.

However, this did not mean he doubted anything.

He had to remain cautious.

With a flick of his sleeves, two rings flew out, their silver light blinding the murky water around them.

They circled and danced around him, while Lin Xuan also held a talisman in hand. This way, any sudden changes could be handled.

Then, he continued descending more slowly, being extra careful.

The place had an extremely strange effect on his divine sense, rendering it almost useless. The range of detection was even less than Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

Thus, Lin Xuan suspected that the puppy might have deceived him.

After another meal's worth of time, having descended several thousand meters, Lin Xuan grew impatient when a faint light finally appeared in his line of sight.

Could this be the seabed?

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and quickly took a deep breath. He activated Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes to their utmost capacity. Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded before him.
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"This..."

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he stared in shock, almost disbelieving what he was seeing.

The seabed wasn't just any ordinary sand and stone; it was paved with a translucent rock. In the distance, ruins loomed, remnants of an ancient, abandoned city.

Lin Xuan was stunned.

Though the dog had a decent intelligence to understand his words, it couldn’t speak. Lin Xuan never imagined that its true form would be in such a bizarre environment—underwater ruins.

Underwater ruins.

Could this be left by the sea people?

There was no sign of life; it seemed abandoned for quite some time.

This didn't look like a city but more like a palace.

Lin Xuan remained vigilant, cautiously exploring. Such places rarely had any restrictions, even if they were long gone due to the mystical nature of the spirit realm.

He didn’t want to stumble into anything.

A glint appeared in his mind as he released the dog. He was foolish; this little guy’s true form wasn't far away, making it familiar with the surroundings.

"Lead the way."

Lin Xuan said coldly.

Though he found the ruins intriguing, he first needed to handle business before deciding what to do next.

"Woof."

The dog looked reluctant as it wagged its tail.

"Why not? Don’t you want this?" Lin Xuan flipped his hand, revealing a crystal nucleus in his palm. The astonishing aura of qi made the dog drool.

"Woof woof woof." It ran over with its tail wagging, but Lin Xuan remained unmoved. He flicked his wrist, and the crystal disappeared without a trace.

"Aaah..."

The dog hung its head, rubbing against Lin Xuan’s leg.

"Hmph, trying to please me won’t work. If you want food, lead the way obediently. Trust me, I won't break my word." Lin Xuan said with an iron heart.

Seeing that pleading didn’t work, the dog scratched its nose and ears, then ran left.

Lin Xuan smiled and followed closely.

After a series of twists and turns, they headed towards the ruins, but the little guy took a detour.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced as he flicked his fingers. A small jade bee flew out.

"Go."

He pointed to the left, and the magic bug immediately flew off, driven by his mental command.

Zzzzt...

A white lightning flame appeared, melting the jade bee like ice melts in summer.

Though he expected this, Lin Xuan was still taken aback. He sent more bugs in other directions, all of which were destroyed by the pure white lightning flames.

The only description was terrifying!

While the power wasn’t the issue, it was silent and invisible due to his mental shield. But using Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, he found no flaw, showing how potent this restriction was.

Regardless, Lin Xuan cautiously followed behind the dog after witnessing the hidden dangers. A crystal-clear stone door blocked their path.

On the door were colorful light patterns and many mysterious runes that flickered. Clearly, it was a powerful restriction.

The dog stopped, and Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed.

Would they have to enter from here?

Judging by the light screen, its power was formidable. Even if he could break through, it would take considerable effort.

Lin Xuan’s face turned sour. Could this be another test of patience?

Wait... He suddenly thought of something. The dog could come out but also go in, so this cunning little guy wanted to make things difficult for him.

Understanding the situation made things easier. Lin Xuan kicked the dog and said, "Do you want that crystal? If so, get moving and open this restriction."

The dog’s face showed a very human-like expression of disappointment as it was kicked. It understood that circumstances were stronger than willpower; it couldn’t defeat this hateful cultivator. So, it obediently stood three feet from the door, barking wildly.

Lin Xuan was taken aback at first but soon realized the pattern in its bark. Could opening this restriction involve imitating a dog’s bark?

He scratched his nose, finding it absurd but having heard of such cases before. In ancient times, there were groups of cultivators who specialized in killing and stealing treasures. They had hidden their loot behind powerful arrays that could only be broken by singing a song.

Could the current situation mirror this?

Lin Xuan pondered as he soon found out when the light screen disappeared with the dog’s barking.

He gently pushed the door, and an ancient voice echoed. The door opened wide, revealing a vast hall.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he saw the circular altar in the center of the hall, about a thousand feet across.

A statue stood on it, carved from an unknown black stone. It depicted a young maiden with lifelike features, a beautiful face and slender figure. Despite being made of black material, her beauty was still evident.

However, she had nine heads and eighteen arms, looking extremely strange.

It resembled his Lesser Heavenly Altar technique.

Lin Xuan’s gaze was naturally drawn to the statue, but this wasn’t the most shocking part.

The key was that Lin Xuan had seen this statue before. It was from a very long time ago—centuries past when he was just a novice condensation period cultivator. By chance, he entered the Mo Yue tribe's territory in the Yin Mountains.

There were witch practitioners there, different from ordinary cultivators. They lost to the cultivators in ancient wars and had to survive in the wilderness...

Witchcraft techniques differed greatly from those of cultivators, and they could transform humans into cultivator candidates with spiritual roots. At that time, he saw a statue of the Witch God, identical to this one.
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"Could this place have any connection to the Moon Ink Clan?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he followed the little dog inside.

Indeed, this statue was exactly as he remembered—indeed it was an image of the Sky Witch Goddess worshipped by the Moon Ink Clan.

In other words, this place was a remnant left behind by the Moon Ink Clan in the Spirit Realm.

"Wo wo."

The little dog's bark brought Lin Xuan out of his thoughts.

"Wait."

Lin Xuan asked the little dog to stay put while he approached the statue alone.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, it wasn't until now that Lin Xuan noticed how unusual this depiction was. He couldn’t help but wonder about its connection to the Lesser Heavenly Heaven Technique he had learned from Qin Xin.

As his gaze swept over the statue, he didn't pay much attention to the expression on her face, but the movements of those eighteen arms did seem to match a particular pose in the technique.

It couldn't be coincidental.

Originally, Lin Xuan's target was the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral. But now that circumstances had changed, his attention was drawn to this remnant left behind by the Moon Ink Clan.

"Alright, lead the way."

Following Lin Xuan’s instructions, the little dog stood up and walked to the back of the altar. A small, intricate array appeared before them, with very detailed patterns.

It looked somewhat like a teleportation array but was different in some ways.

The little dog leaped into the center of the array.

Boom!

A layer of fire began to burn on its body surface as the entire array turned red. The space around them started to vibrate, and a red gap slowly appeared before their eyes.

At first, it was just a thin line, but gradually widened. Light shone through the gap.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. It looked like a spatial rift, yet had some differences.

Thud.

The little dog leaped into the gap.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment and then entered as well, his body surrounded by green light.

"This..."

Lin Xuan looked around, taking in this unfamiliar place with a mix of emotions.

Before him was an endless expanse of white, both sky and ground were white. In fact, there wasn't any ground; it was a vast icy world.

Here, his spirit sense wasn’t suppressed, and the area seemed to be about ten miles wide. The air was exceptionally rich with Spirit Qi, almost twice as much as in Lin Xuan’s hometown.

"Independent space!"

Lin Xuan muttered. He quickly recognized where he was.

No wonder the passage looked like a spatial rift. It appeared that this place had been sealed by the ancestors of the Moon Ink Clan at the bottom of the sea.

A chill suddenly enveloped him, causing Lin Xuan to shiver involuntarily.

He took a deep breath and activated his cultivation technique, suppressing the cold. If it were any other cultivator, they would likely be puzzled by this environment—Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral was a precious material with fire attributes; how could it grow in such a frigid place?

But Lin Xuan had no doubts. As the saying went, opposites attract and repel each other. For example, there must be some detoxifying herbs within three feet of a venomous snake. While this statement might seem exaggerated, it was logically sound.

Therefore, it wasn’t surprising that an extreme fire material could exist in such a frigid place.

"Wo wo wo."

The little dog’s barks echoed as he ran towards what appeared to be a small mountain.

It was actually no more than several dozen feet high but stood out prominently in this isolated space.

Lin Xuan flew over without hesitation and found a cave entrance about ten feet wide on the side of the mountain. If his calculations were correct, the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral should be inside.

Lin Xuan’s speed was incredible; he arrived at the cave entrance almost instantly.

The cold suddenly intensified, and even with his cultivation technique running, Lin Xuan struggled to resist it. He let out a loud shout as three-colored flames shot from his mouth and enveloped him.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was powerful but wouldn’t harm Lin Xuan himself.

A layer of three-colored light shield appeared on his body, burning fiercely.

The cold vanished completely.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a thoughtful expression.

These frigid energies were incredibly pure, seemingly having existed for countless years. If he could refine them, they would be immensely beneficial to cultivators practicing ice attributes.

Although Lin Xuan wasn’t an ice attribute cultivator, the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire had extremely cold properties.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan’s resolve strengthened as he flicked his sleeves and a small jade bottle flew out. This was no ordinary vial for storing pills; it was a magical item.

Lin Xuan cast a spell and shouted, "Seize!"

A green aura shot out and gathered the nearby cold energies into the bottle.

Of course, there was much more than that. The bottle floated in mid-air, emitting green light until all the cold energy had been absorbed after about half an hour.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan’s face lit up with joy as he called the bottle back. He then affixed a silver talisman to its surface.

Such pure Ten Thousand Year Cold Energy was rare and valuable; even though it wasn’t worth as much as the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral, it would surely be coveted by even ancient experts in the marketplace.

The ancients were right about surviving great hardships bringing good fortune.

Lin Xuan then entered the cave with the little dog. It wasn't very deep—only twenty or so feet. The icy walls glimmered brightly.

"Wo wo."

The little dog ran to a spot and sat down, his face showing an almost human expression of pleading.

"Don’t worry; I won’t harm you when I take out your essence," Lin Xuan patted the little dog’s head.

This wasn't false. He found it adorable, and even if he turned it into a treasure, there was no need to erase its consciousness. Still, he would have to consult ancient texts for specifics.

Under the ice layer, Lin Xuan felt abundant Fire Spirit Energy. It was clear that the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral was buried underground.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and several sword qi shot out, slicing downward. However, only a few sword marks were left.

So hard!

Lin Xuan was surprised. Although it was ordinary sword qi, even with his strength, it wouldn’t be inferior to the strike of an advanced-stage Soul婴 cultivator’s treasure.

This wasn't just any Ten Thousand Year Ice!

Lin Xuan was both amazed and delighted as he focused his eyes on some blue granules within the ice layer. They seemed like his own Blue Star Sea.

Of course, they were Ice Marrow—essence of coldness. In terms of rarity and value, it might not be inferior to the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral. He was indeed fortunate this time.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t much; only a small area contained Ice Marrow while the rest was ordinary Ten Thousand Year Ice.

But one should be content with what they have. Lin Xuan was already satisfied. As the saying went, surviving great hardships brings good fortune.

To speed up the process, Lin Xuan took out the Magic Bond Sword. With the help of a divine treasure, he easily dug out several large chunks of ice and placed them in his Momentary Bag.

Continuing to dig deeper, the temperature rose until finally, a beautiful object caught his eye.

"Is this the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral?"

Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled with admiration. The object was vividly colorful, about three feet tall, and branched at the top, resembling deer antlers.

"Wo!"

The little dog wagged its tail before leaping down to merge with the treasure, confirming that it indeed was the Ten Thousand Year Fire Coral.
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Feeling the abundant fire essence energy within, Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with a hint of fervor.

The exact age of this item was hard to pinpoint, but roughly estimating, it must have been at least two or thirty thousand years old.

Lin Xuan reached out and gently stroked the surface of the treasure, a warmth passing through his palm into his dantian.

His eyes flashed with an unusual light as he felt both joy and surprise. This ten-thousand-year-old fire coral was older than he had imagined. Even if used for refining celestial treasures, it would be more than sufficient.

Logically speaking, its spirit intelligence shouldn't have been comparable to a puppy's.

Could it be... A thought raced through Lin Xuan's mind. The only possibility was that this fire coral wasn't just any ordinary treasure; it was of extremely high quality. Generally, the higher the quality of a treasure, the harder it was to make it sentient.

With a smile on his lips, Lin Xuan began carefully extracting the treasure. The process wasn’t complicated and wouldn’t take long.

Soon, he had the fire coral in his palm.

"Wang wang."

A white light flashed as the puppy reappeared, staring at him with big eyes, its expression filled with longing. Drool dripped from its mouth.

The puppy's intention was clear. Lin Xuan shook his head; dealing with this gluttonous creature was a challenge. But he had no intention ofshirk payment (defaulting on payment).

That small thing really wasted the resource, swallowing the crystal whole like a giant date fruit.

But the puppy seemed to enjoy it, its eyes closed in pleasure. Its white fur even turned slightly red, resembling a drunk human. It wobbled and stumbled, barely able to stand.

Lin Xuan sighed, bent down to pick up the puppy, and with another flash of white light, he integrated it into the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral.

---

Later, Lin Xuan took out an jade box, placed the treasure inside, affixed twoprohibition seal talisman (restraining talismans), and put it in his waistband.

A green glow enveloped him as he flew off.

The space remained unchanged, still a white expanse with no alterations.

Lin Xuan hovered mid-air, closed his eyes, and released his spirit sense. After a full quarter of an hour, he opened his eyes again.

There were no other discoveries, but Lin Xuan wasn't disappointed. Hisharvest (gains) had been rich enough; originally, the goal was just to find the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral, but unexpectedly, he discovered traces of the Moon Black tribe's ruins: a ring, ice marrow, and ten-thousand-year-old cold energy.

Even if any one of these wasn't as good as the fire coral, they were still comparable. What more could he want?

After thoroughly searching without finding anything missing, Lin Xuan left the place.

A white light flashed, and he appeared above the magical array.

Next, he searched through the Moon Black tribe's palace again but found nothing new.

However, this time, he didn't leave immediately.

After a moment of hesitation, he reached out and snapped his fingers. A blank storage bag appeared before him.

He opened it, aimed at the statue, and said, "Quick!"

A green glow shot from the bag, wrapped around the statue, and shrunk it into the storage bag.

Although this statue of the celestial witch goddess didn't seem like a treasure, Lin Xuan still took it. The space inside the bag was ample enough.

---

After leaving the ruins, Lin Xuan searched the entire area but found nothing interesting in the vast underwater realm. He shook his head; pondering ancient matters was futile. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew toward the surface.

Since there were no dangers, he arrived quickly. Within half an hour, he emerged from the sea.

Sunlight bathed the water's surface, creating shimmering waves. The area was remote, with no signs of cultivation energy within a thousand li.

Thanks to his soul probing technique on the snake demon, Lin Xuan knew where he was.

The chaotic seas were more violent here, but it suited him well. His immediate goal was to find islands where cultivators gathered.

Through soul probing, Lin Xuan discovered several small islands not far away, roughly in the southeast direction.

With this information, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew toward the southeast.

Several hours later, an arc-shaped island came into view.

The island wasn't large; though it lacked cities, there was a bustling market town.

Lin Xuan naturally landed hisfleeing light (concealed light). He needed a map to navigate the chaotic seas. Otherwise, he would be lost in the east or west. Cultivation was nothing but a joke without direction.

For half a day, Lin Xuan rested and replenished supplies at the market town's inn. The market was simple but had everything one might need. Maps were available, and Lin Xuan bought several books detailing the chaotic seas. While he knew some through soul probing, it wasn't detailed enough. He spent more crystal than expected but considered it trivial.

He then went to a winehouse in the market town, ordered a private room, and enjoyed good food while reading the books.

The descriptions were similar to what he had learned from soul probing, just more detailed. The main hall of the Nine Immortals Sect was on a large island, which was vast enough to be considered a small continent rather than an island compared to human regions like Youzhou.

Nearby, there were nearly a hundred islands. Some belonged to the Nine Immortals Sect, while others were controlled by other sects or families. With many outsiders, the chaotic seas were a mix of dragons and snakes.

Here, as long as one had crystal and power, they could live freely, especially in the market town of the Nine Immortal City, where all kinds of materials and treasures from the ruins sea could be found.

Of course, prices were exorbitant. Many treasures could only be obtained through barter with crystals. (To be continued)
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However, the most captivating aspect was the entrance to the Ruins Sea. Legend had it that in ancient times, a great power had sealed off this entrance.

But within Jiuxian Palace, there were nearly a hundred teleportation arrays that could directly transport one to those ruins. Even if one wasn't from Jiuxian Palace, as long as they paid a hefty sum of spirit stones, they could use the teleportation array and enter the Ruins Sea.

Though full of danger, the place was also filled with countless treasures.

In recent years, people often heard stories of overnight wealth and even breakthroughs in cultivation.

These teleportation arrays brought substantial income to Jiuxian Palace each year. Most cultivators heading for Jiuxian City came here specifically because of these arrays.

With all kinds of people around, as long as one had strength, they might find what they wanted.

That was why the entire Eastern Sea cultivation world was the most prosperous and full of experts.

Lin Xuan was also tempted by this. Cultivation, cultivation—relying on effort and opportunity. Jiuxian City seemed to be the perfect place for him.

After being chased by the Toxic Dragon Ancestor, Lin Xuan no longer wanted anything else; enhancing his strength was now his top priority.

He decided to focus on cultivation.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time and left the small island after a good meal. According to the map, Jiuxian Palace was located on an archipelago over ten times larger than the mainland.

Lin Xuan flew into the city without stopping. Wenjing City was the largest city along the northern coast of the main island. As he approached the city gate, Lin Xuan couldn't help but be impressed.

While the coastal city of Linghai was already quite large, it paled in comparison to this one. The scale of Wenjing City was at least ten times larger than that of Linghai.

Given the vastness of the main island, there were certainly more cities beyond Jiuxian City.

According to ancient texts, even some human cities existed here.

The Ruins Sea was dangerous for cultivators but safe and prosperous for ordinary people who lived and traded under protective barriers.

After all, no sane cultivator would go out of their way to cause trouble.

Ignorance could be bliss, and a simple life without power might also bring its own kind of happiness.

---

Jiuxian City was located at the center of the main island. It still took at least half a month to reach from here.

Lin Xuan planned to rest in this city first before heading to Jiuxian City.

He arrived at the best inn in the city, where the fragrance wafted through the air. Not all cultivators were focused solely on cultivation; they also enjoyed life's pleasures.

"Senior, do you wish to stay or just have a meal?"

Despite his plain appearance, Lin Xuan's presence exuded a formidable aura that attracted many gazes as he entered. The innkeeper hurried over.

"Stay," Lin Xuan said calmly, and with a wave of his sleeve, a mid-grade crystal stone landed in the innkeeper's hands.

"Thank you, senior." Overjoyed, the innkeeper blushed. A mid-grade crystal stone was like a small windfall for him, as he was only at the middle-stage base level. "Rest assured, we are an ancient inn with complete facilities. The best rooms are private caves, and one night will cost you a mid-grade crystal stone."

The price seemed high, but Lin Xuan didn't mind. "Give me a room that's quiet."

"Of course," the innkeeper replied respectfully.

After a meal, Lin Xuan entered his new cave dwelling.

The environment was better than expected, meeting his need for solitude and having ample spirit energy. It would be an excellent place to cultivate if he stayed here.

However, Lin Xuan had no intention of staying long. He planned to head to Jiuxian City soon.

Lin Xuan's goals were twofold: first, after raiding the Beast Island last time, he had acquired a large amount of wealth—estimated at around 500 million crystal stones. These items would be useless to him and needed to be sold.

The market in Jiuxian City was the best choice for this.

It was sizable with a mix of people, making it unlikely that anyone would trace the origins of these materials and spirit herbs.

Secondly, he intended to rent a cave dwelling in Jiuxian City. He planned to seclude himself and cultivate for several hundred years at least, as strength was crucial for survival in the Spirit Realm.

According to ancient texts, the nearby spirit veins around Jiuxian City were of the highest quality.

For now, he had no immediate plans to venture into the Ruins Sea, not out of fear but because he didn't fully understand it. He would only consider such a plan if something truly attractive presented itself.

In any case, Jiuxian City was his first destination.

Lin Xuan planned to sort through all the items before selling them here.

He stretched out his hand and several storage bags appeared.

Then Lin Xuan turned the bags upside down, emptying their contents. He began sorting and categorizing everything meticulously.

The process proved far more complex than expected due to the sheer variety of items. It took him nine days and nights without rest before he could properly sort all the items.

Next, Lin Xuan sorted through the treasures collected in the mortal world—primarily the wealth from deceased cultivators who had died at his hands. He identified parts that were unnecessary for himself and planned to sell them together.

After resting in his bedroom, Lin Xuan returned to the secret room of his cave dwelling the next day.

Even though the cave dwelling was already equipped with protective arrays, Lin Xuan still set up several more arrays around it this time.

The items he intended to study were not ordinary treasures. He needed to be cautious and avoid any careless mistakes that might attract unwanted attention from old monsters.

With a flick of his hand, the small ring appeared in front of him.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he examined it closely.

---

It was an heirloom from the Mo Yue Clan, worn by the Heavenly Witch Goddess. It must have significant meaning, Lin Xuan was certain.

The ring was ancient and intricate but lacked any special features or even magical properties; it was merely a piece of jewelry. But this very simplicity made it suspicious.

Lin Xuan tried to infuse it with spiritual energy, but there was no reaction.

He placed the ring on his forehead, but his divine sense couldn't penetrate it either.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged. Such an extraordinary treasure wouldn't be easy to decipher; he had plenty of time.

Not in a hurry, Lin Xuan pondered and then reached out again. A tree root-like object appeared before him.

It was only about a foot long, dark and unremarkable.

But this was the Mo Yue Clan's treasure from the Hundred Poison Divine King. It was said to have been passed down through the Spirit Realm.

Was there any connection between this ring and it?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure.

Everything here was speculation until he could test them.

With that thought, Lin Xuan placed both items together but still saw no reaction.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan realized it wouldn't be easy to decipher.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan began forming complex seals in the air with his hands.

He tried all the secret techniques he knew repeatedly throughout the morning. Despite his efforts, there was no result.

Feeling frustrated and restless, he paced around the cave dwelling like an ant on a hot pan.

Suddenly, a flash of insight appeared in his mind. Could this ring be related to the Illusory Phantasmal Fiery Flame?

This technique had been the first one Lin Xuan learned from the Mo Yue Clan's heritage, far more practical than the True Spirit Strike. Could it hold the key to unlocking this item?

With that thought, Lin Xuan couldn't sit still any longer and flicked his wrist. A ball of three-colored flames appeared.

Looking at the Illusory Phantasmal Fiery Flame, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and sent divine sense into it.

Boom!

The flame flickered as if alive, then two colors gradually faded while the green grew deeper.

Soon, it transformed into a bright green flame.

Since the Illusory Phantasmal Fiery Flame had originated from the sacrifice, Lin Xuan could revert it to its original form if needed.

Examining his hand, Lin Xuan hesitated. A mistake might destroy this mysterious ring, which would be a huge loss.

After several seconds, Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and decided to take the risk. Great things couldn't be achieved without taking risks; he would just try to be cautious.

Wrapping the ring with Illusory Phantasmal Fiery Flame, a clear sound echoed. The ring began trembling as if sensing something.

A beam of light shot out and struck the wall on one side, causing a bright glow. It even emitted a strange fragrance, revealing several fist-sized golden characters.
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Lin Xuan was overjoyed and quickly focused his gaze.

These ancient characters were extremely archaic, but he recognized them all. The Moon Ink Clan's script had been taught to him in the mortal world, so although there were slight differences here, he could easily understand them.

"Mo Yun Heavenly Witch Art."

The most prominent were the five golden characters at the beginning, slightly larger than the rest. Lin Xuan muttered to himself, his expression turning extremely serious.

Clearly, this was a cultivation technique.

Engraved on the finger ring of the Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden, and required the activation by the Illusory Mystic Fire, it was obviously something extraordinary.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with excitement as he began reading each word and sentence meticulously. However, soon his frown deepened. This cultivation technique was incredibly difficult and profound, with every character containing hidden meanings and every sentence filled with subtle wisdom. He had to ponder each word and sentence slowly, making the process agonizingly slow.

Originally planning to stay here for a few days, Lin Xuan found himself spending nearly three months just studying this cultivation technique. Fortunately, he had placed many valuable goods on the counter of the tavern, or else the other party might have already driven him away by now.

However, Lin Xuan felt no regret; instead, his face was filled with excitement. Despite only having deciphered a small portion in so much time, he had gained immense benefits and admired the cultivator who created this technique to the core.

Compared to his Nine Heavens Profound Technique, which seemed like a trick for children, this Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art was truly formidable. Although Lin Xuan hadn't seen the top-grade cultivation techniques of the Spirit Realm's great cultivators, the power and abilities of this technique were beyond expectations, possibly even surpassing them.

This technique was the Moon Ink Clan's treasure, but only a few cultivators had ever mastered it due to its stringent requirements: first, reaching the Separation stage; second, possessing five-element spirit roots that could harness the corresponding element essence qi.

Five-element spirit roots were so rare as to be almost impossible, with only a handful of people in the entire Spirit Realm having such precious spirit roots over millions of years.

Lin Xuan frowned at this but then his expression eased. Although he lacked five-element spirit roots, he had acquired unique abilities through chance, allowing him to command element essence qi. Therefore, he believed that mastering the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art should not be a problem for him.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan was elated. Finding what one sought after much effort without any trouble, it was like getting a pillow when one was already sleepy. The power of this technique, if mastered, would allow him to challenge opponents several levels above his own with ease, though he wouldn't dare say that.

However, considering the significance of this innate cultivation technique, Lin Xuan wasn't rash in making a decision. He raised his head and stared at the golden characters again, continuing to read them meticulously.

---

Carefully pondering!

Cultivation knows no time; before he knew it, another half year had passed.

Lin Xuan's face was now filled with worry as if he had been doused with cold water. The initial excitement had vanished completely.

It wasn't that the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art was bad; its power and abilities far exceeded his expectations. For instance, the Illusory Mystic Fire and True Spirit Strike were secret techniques included in it, which further demonstrated the technique's wonders.

The crucial point was that only a quarter of this technique was recorded within the finger ring.

The Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art was divided into four parts: Upper Chapter, Middle Chapter, Lower Chapter, and Ascension Chapter. Each part corresponded to the Separation, Profound Void, Spirit Division, and Tribulation stages, respectively.

Only the Upper Chapter was contained in this finger ring.

Lin Xuan sighed; it was an incomplete technique that could only be cultivated up to the peak of the Separation stage before he would face another dead end. His expression turned grim as he pondered the pros and cons of cultivating this technique.

Honestly, Lin Xuan was truly tempted. He believed that even with any future unexpected encounters, he wouldn't find a better cultivation technique.

He didn’t want to give up on the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art, but having only the Separation stage part left him feeling somewhat useless.

Changing his main cultivation technique frequently could be more detrimental than beneficial, consuming much time and potentially causing conflicts between different techniques within his body.

Minorly, it could lead to a significant drop in cultivation; severely, it might cause meridian disorders or even immediate death from exploding.

It was like eating something unappetizing but regretting discarding it. This half-baked technique was incredibly tempting.

Lin Xuan scratched his head, unsure of what to do. Suddenly, his gaze was drawn to a tree-root-like treasure.

Could the contents within also be related to the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art?

It wasn’t that Lin Xuan was daydreaming; since this item contained instructions for cultivating the Illusory Mystic Fire, it was highly likely connected to the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement. Since this item resembled the Jade Pupil Scroll, he hadn't tried opening it with other methods before.

Now, he wouldn’t just think about it; Lin Xuan ignited the Illusory Mystic Fire again and followed the same procedure. As the green flames enveloped the tree-root-like object, a clear ringing sound emerged. The item then emitted a light glow and began to tremble on its own.

Lin Xuan was elated, staring intently at the treasure before him. Soon, the light grew brighter, expanding rapidly. After a moment, it dispersed, revealing not a tree root but a brand new Jade Pupil Scroll in pristine condition.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and carefully held the scroll with both hands, sinking his divine sense into it. Large golden characters appeared in his mind.

Indeed...

Scanning through them, Lin Xuan’s joy knew no bounds; his speculation had been correct. The contents of this Jade Pupil Scroll were not other secret techniques but the Middle Chapter cultivation instructions for the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art.

In other words, he now had half of the technique and could cultivate up to the peak of the Profound Void stage without any issues.

After putting down the scroll, Lin Xuan sat in a rocking chair, deep in thought. The Hundred Poison Divine King had given him this item: a cultivation technique for the Profound Void stage!

That was why his divine sense couldn’t penetrate beyond after reaching Separation.

This discovery significantly increased the feasibility of cultivating the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art. After all, he didn't know how long it would take to cultivate up to the peak of the Profound Void stage; even tens of thousands of years were possible.

With so much time left, preparing for the Spirit Division and beyond seemed premature.

Holding these two treasures in his hands, Lin Xuan was indecisive. Should he make the Moon Ink Heavenly Witch Art his main cultivation technique?

This decision wasn’t easy to make!

After a long consideration, Lin Xuan sank his divine sense back into the Jade Pupil Scroll. At his current stage, he couldn't fully understand the Profound Void cultivation techniques but could still determine their efficacy.

He would first take a look and then decide.

---
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Chapter 1623: A New Primordial Treasure

Lin Xuan sat motionlessly, and before he knew it, three days had passed.

Apart from the occasional change in his facial expression, he looked as if he were carved out of stone or wood.

"Phew."

Finally, he let out a sigh, seemingly awakening from an induced meditation state.

He slightly moved his numb limbs, and Lin Xuan's face was filled with excitement. Although limited by his current realm, he couldn't comprehend this Profound Essence period technique, but its complexity did not fall short of the Separation-Union stage.

In fact, it might even surpass it in some ways.

The power was overwhelmingly strong; once mastered, it would be unbeatable among peers and not a mere pipe dream.

Such an excellent opportunity before his eyes—if he missed it, it would be sheer waste. However, what truly made Lin Xuan decide to proceed wasn't the allure of its power but rather a set of primordial treasures described within that were incredibly complex.

"Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array"

When these large characters appeared in his mind, Lin Xuan almost cried out in surprise. This technique was not from the Moon Ink Clan's treasure; how could it be related to the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion’s protective array?

The names matched.

Could there have been a connection between the Heavenly Edge Sea Pavilion and the Moon Ink Clan in ancient times?

Lin Xuan felt astonished, but these ancient secrets were beyond speculation.

With trepidation and curiosity, he continued reading.

The more he read, the more unbelievable it seemed.

The description in this text was too exaggerated. At its peak, it wasn't just about being unbeatable among peers or challenging higher ranks; it could even face True Immortals and stand a chance against them.

Lin Xuan's lips were dry as he found it hard to believe what he had understood. However, after careful consideration, the text indeed did not exaggerate anything.

The problem was that this treasure’s refinement was too difficult.

It was well-known that most cultivators only had one primordial treasure—swords, spears, or other weapons.

Of course, there were exceptions like the single-legged copper man, mountains, scrolls, or other rare treasures, even sets of magical artifacts.

But compared to the primordial treasure he was interested in, these were insignificant.

To form the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array, one must first refine "Nine Swords."

These nine swords referred to metal, wood, water, fire, earth, and their derivatives—electricity, wind, ice, along with the most mysterious, even beyond the five elements, illusory swords.

Moreover, for each attribute of sword, it wasn't just a single sword but 81 in total.

With so many swords forming a large sword lotus, during combat, one could split this into smaller lotuses of nine swords each, embodying the concept of unity through division—this was the core philosophy behind the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array.

Each attribute had its own 81 swords.

In other words, Lin Xuan needed to refine nearly a thousand swords in total.

This primordial treasure could be considered unprecedented and unparalleled, unique across the Spirit Realm.

However, when he reached this point, Lin Xuan already planned to give up. No matter how alluring the power was, even if it could rival True Immortals upon full mastery, it would still be unattainable, a mirage in a desert.

One shouldn't set unrealistic goals; achieving such a treasure seemed impossible.

The effort and materials required were beyond imagination. Many things he had never heard of before, some materials even involved creatures like the Four Divine Beasts or True Spirits.

Was this a prank?

Collecting these materials could cost one's life.

Lin Xuan sighed, though reluctant to give up, it was wise to do so.

However, the next passage changed his mind.

While the primordial treasure was complex, it didn't need to be refined all at once. Any of the nine swords, when refined, would suffice for dominance among peers.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array itself wasn't necessary unless facing a True Immortal.

If one were to refine just one of these nine swords, there might still be some chance. This thought quickly revived Lin Xuan's spirits.

He held his breath and continued reading.

Over time, Lin Xuan’s expression grew increasingly grim, frowning and even breaking out in sweat.

After a long while, he sighed with relief as his demeanor finally calmed. He closed his eyes and began deep contemplation.

It seemed he had underestimated the complexity of this task. Even refining just one type of sword was almost impossible; the materials required were mind-boggling. For example, phoenix feathers and the bones of fire qilin...

This was absurd.

What are a qilin and a phoenix? True Spirit-level beings; even for ordinary cultivators, it would be hard to defeat them, let alone a mere Immortal. This was just asking him to court death.

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; he suspected this primordial treasure might have been a joke by senior cultivators.

But given the situation, Lin Xuan continued reading, not wanting to abandon halfway.

To his surprise, there was a turning point later on. The creator of the technique had acknowledged the difficulty and provided alternatives using less expensive materials that could still refine one of the nine swords.

For instance, if he couldn't find the bones of a fire qilin, he could use 200,000-year-old, already sentient fire coral instead.

While the effect would be somewhat diminished, it would still dominate peers.

Lin Xuan nodded; this was more plausible. The relationship between treasures refined with different materials resembled that between genuine and imitation divine treasures.

Even if simplified, once he found the genuine materials later—like qilin bones—he could refine them to match the power of the original.

In other words, such a treasure had potential for growth.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was overjoyed. If so, with some effort, it wasn't impossible to achieve. He already possessed 200,000-year-old fire coral.

Wait...

Lin Xuan suddenly froze, an idea flashing through his mind like lightning.

The 200,000-year-old fire coral was sealed in a separate space by the Moon Ink Clan. He had found a ring in their ruins, and connecting these two points made him wonder about hidden secrets.

What exactly was concealed between them? Lin Xuan didn't know, but the Moon Ink Clan seemed far from simple. For instance, if one mastered the Moon Ink Sky Witch Technique to its peak, it could sweep across the entire Spirit Realm.

And when this set of treasures was fully refined, they could even counter True Immortals. Logically speaking, such a remarkable treasure should make the Moon Ink Clan famous in the Spirit Realm. Yet, he had read countless texts and found no mention of them.
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Chapter 1624: Jiuxian City

In the quiet room, Lin Xuan pondered for a long while before shaking his head with a bitter smile. He temporarily set aside this matter.

Reaching out and tapping his storage bag, he retrieved an jade box. Once the lid was opened, a treasure in the shape of a deer antler appeared inside.

Three feet long, its surface flickered with flames, and faint talisman inscriptions could be seen. Without doubt, it was a Ten-Thousand Year Fire Coral.

"Wang, Wang, Wang."

A clear dog bark entered his ears as red light flashed, revealing the white puppy once again in front of Lin Xuan.

Bouncing around him, wagging its tail vigorously, it looked eager to please, with obvious desire in its eyes.

Lin Xuan's brows rose. This little guy was clearly suffering from a craving for food and showed no concern for his situation.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh. He had never seen such a mischievous puppy before.

Originally, he wasn't going to pay attention to it.

But as his gaze swept over the puppy,

"Hey."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his expression turning serious.

In just a few months, this puppy’s aura had actually strengthened slightly compared to last time. This was rather strange. After all, such spirit-tuned creatures were almost unbound by lifespan constraints, but their cultivation speed was much slower than humans.

A few months might seem long for a mortal, but to the dog, it was merely an instant. Yet its strength had increased slightly. Could this be related to that fire attribute crystal?

Thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan didn't know if his guess was correct. He could only verify by experiment.

Acting on impulse, he flipped his wrist and a deep red crystal the size of a hawthorn appeared in his palm.

"Wang."

The puppy was overjoyed, showing very human-like excitement, wagging its tail frantically while rubbing against Lin Xuan's leg.

In this state, it would be impossible to chase away.

"Such a big eater."

Lin Xuan gave the puppy a gentle tap. But instead of getting angry, it continued to wag its tail in a pleading manner, afraid that he wouldn't feed it.

Lin Xuan was speechless as he tossed out an upper-grade crystal.

The puppy leaped up and did a somersault mid-air before accurately catching the crystal. This time, unlike swallowing whole, it spat out the crystal after landing, treating it like meat bones—licking it first then chewing slowly.

Lin Xuan smiled as he observed from the side...

Three months later, Lin Xuan left Wenjing City's temporary abode and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying towards the interior of the giant island.

His target was naturally Jiuxian Palace’s main hall.

Excitement shone in his eyes. These three months hadn't been wasted.

Through observing the puppy, Lin Xuan confirmed his hypothesis: while this spirit-tuned creature could be cultivated like ordinary spiritual beasts, it required feeding upper-grade fire attribute crystals as a price.

Each crystal would make the puppy sleep for several months as if drunk, and upon waking, its strength would increase slightly.

He had tried using middle-grade crystals, but their effect was negligible.

The jade roach bee was no exception; this puppy was similarly affected.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat depressed. While it could be cultivated, the method was too extravagant.

Fortunately, there was only one of these puppies, and he could still afford to maintain it.

Of course, Lin Xuan's willingness stemmed from the fact that this creature was a manifestation of Ten-Thousand Year Fire Coral. The stronger its strength, the higher the quality of the coral would be.

This material was also the main ingredient for refining fire swords.

Sacrifice and gain—now he had to pay some price for greater rewards.

...

Several months later, a streak of lightning cut through the sky as Lin Xuan, after long travel, showed signs of fatigue on his face.

It seemed that buying a flying artifact would be necessary in the future; otherwise, flying himself was rather foolish.

Fortunately, even the longest journey had an end. According to the sea map he bought, Jiuxian City shouldn't be far away.

Sure enough, as they flew further, more cultivators appeared on both sides of their path.

No longer did they avoid each other; this place was close to Jiuxian Palace, where any disturbances or killings for treasure were considered suicide.

Even in the chaotic sea, there were rules and order. Without them, one would be living a lawless life, let alone pursuing cultivation advancement.

Flying for another half an hour, a giant city appeared ahead.

This was called a city, but its size was simply beyond comprehension.

While coastal cities couldn't compare to it, even Wenjing City seemed insignificant in the face of this colossal entity.

Lin Xuan didn’t know how large it was, but according to ancient texts, it might be comparable to the Youzhou region on Earth.

Such things were hard to believe when spoken about in the mortal world. However, in the spirit realm, many things couldn't be explained by common sense.

Here, anything was possible.

Because of its immense size, there was no need for any guards or defenses; it would be impossible to find a large array with such extensive coverage.

Even if one existed, operating it would consume astronomical amounts of crystals. Even Jiuxian Palace, as grand as it was, might not afford it.

At least, that was certain.

Moreover, Jiuxian City had a mix of cultivators numbering in the millions, with backgrounds so deep they encompassed all three tribes' forces. Who would dare to target such a place? Defenses were unnecessary.

This was truly an open city, a paradise for adventurers and treasure seekers. As long as one dared and wasn't afraid of death, they could come here to seek opportunities. Of course, whether or not those opportunities materialized depended on luck and strength.

One's success often came at the cost of many others' lives. Finding such extraordinary treasures was rare indeed.

But as a place of dreams, countless cultivators still flocked there one after another.

The more they approached the city, the more various kinds of light trails appeared in the sky—sometimes even in groups.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's light trail stopped, his expression unchanged but with obvious caution in his eyes. His hand inside his sleeve trembled slightly.

His reaction wasn't unique; other cultivators around him were also alarmed, their reactions far more intense.

A cold and powerful spiritual pressure descended from the sky, enveloping the area.

"Old monster of the Void Profound Realm."

Lin Xuan's mind was already clear. This spiritual pressure was undoubtedly no weaker than that of the Poison Dragon Ancestor.

The chaotic sea truly harbored many experts. Meeting an old monster of the Void Profound Realm before entering the city was something unimaginable in other places.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced, but he wasn't alarmed. Jiuxian City's reputation was well-deserved; it lived up to its name and wouldn’t disappoint him.
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That old monster of the Core Profound period merely walked by, naturally not pausing here for long. After his divine sense swept over it, he made no further actions and then turned into a streak of shocking light, flying off toward Nine Immortals City with great momentum.

As he left, that terrifying spiritual pressure gradually dissipated.

The chaotic sea was the most bustling location in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm, though uncommon to see an old monster of the Core Profound period, it wasn't considered rare either.

Such coincidental encounters could only be seen as good fortune and bad luck.

Lin Xuan licked his lips, a hint of envy flashing across his eyes. When would he be able to advance to the Core Profound stage?

Of course, this was merely wishful thinking. Setting such a goal now seemed too ambitious. Cultivation required solid steps. Lin Xuan's next target was to spend several hundred years advancing to the Intermediate Separation Stage.

There were still his second yin婴 and demon core. Both were only at the Core Formation stage. The quality of their spiritual roots was mediocre, far below that of exceptional spiritual roots. In terms of cultivation potential, they ranked near the bottom among peers.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, feeling somewhat satisfied. The spiritual energy here was much richer than in the Far Horizon Pavilion's main base. Even compared to a gathering space, it was slightly better.

"Indeed, worthy of being a mid-grade spirit vein."

Lin Xuan felt a sense of satisfaction. Compared to the mortal realm, cultivation resources in the Spirit Realm were clearly superior by countless times. Even without a spirit vein, the air still contained faint spiritual energy. This so-called mid-grade spirit vein was actually of such quality that it resembled the legendary top-grade spirit veins in human tales.

Generally speaking, separation stage cultivators didn't need much for their cultivation refinement.

There were also high-grade spirit veins in the market district, but they were priced exorbitantly—intended for old monsters of the Core Profound period.

Of course, with Lin Xuan's assets, he might be able to afford it, but there was no point. First, showing off his wealth would attract too much attention and make him look arrogant. Lin Xuan didn't want to draw the envy of some old monster.

Secondly, although he had just made a fortune, he couldn’t act like a spendthrift. Spirit Realm treasures were abundant, but their prices were also high. He should use his resources wisely.

As for spirit veins, they could be purchased or rented. After considering it, Lin Xuan decided to buy them outright. Since he didn't know how long he would stay here, buying was more practical.

Generally, renting worked well for two types of cultivators: those with limited funds and those who wouldn’t stay for long.

After purchasing the spirit vein, when he no longer needed it, he could sell it at a higher price. There was a chance to make significant profits.

Although this spirit vein was excellent, its area wasn't large—only extending over one hundred miles. But it would suffice for him.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and swept through the surroundings, quickly locating the source of the spirit vein in a valley. His face lit up with joy; such terrain was ideal for setting up an array.

A streak of light appeared as Lin Xuan flew over. The spiritual energy at the spring was indeed more concentrated, occasionally even visible as tiny light points in his vision.

Lin Xuan was delighted. Even the gathering space in the mortal realm couldn’t compare to this place.

With a wave of his sleeve, dozens of sword qi emerged like fish swimming out of water. Lin Xuan effortlessly established a cave dwelling with all necessary facilities, including spirit beast rooms and medicinal gardens.

Though it took some time, as he intended to stay here long-term, he wanted to refine every detail. A crude structure would be a waste.

Lin Xuan even planned to buy some furniture. Who said cultivators didn’t care about their living conditions? Even if they weren’t after luxury, there were few ascetic monks in the cultivation realm.

Afterward, with another wave of his sleeve, an array flag flew out. Looking at it, Lin Xuan sighed; these were from the mortal realm and could only contain yin婴 cultivators. But against separation stage or even old monsters of the Core Profound period, they would be useless. He needed to find better array flags.

Lin Xuan had some knowledge of阵法, but he didn’t want to become an array master. It was better to specialize in one skill than to be a jack-of-all-trades. Knowing basic principles of arrays was enough; delving into it would only delay his cultivation refinement.

Thus, the required arrays were mainly purchased. However, today wasn't for shopping at the market district; he was too tired.

Lin Xuan casually went to nearby human settlements and bought a set of more luxurious furniture than those used in palaces. Then he rested well.

The next day, after activating the temporary restrictions, Lin Xuan turned into a streak of shocking light and left.

Over the following days, Lin Xuan visited thirty or so different market districts.

Using the Demonic Transformation technique combined with敛气methods, Lin Xuan transformed into people of various cultivation levels, heights, and body types. He bought all the goods he had carefully selected in different shops under different identities.

The treasures from Beast Island, plus what he brought from the mortal realm, Lin Xuan ended up with a total of ninety million lower-grade crystals.

Although the transaction volume was substantial, dividing it among thirty market districts and different shops ensured that no one took notice. Everything went smoothly, and Lin Xuan had made significant profits. During this time, he also bought some items, such as transportation devices for long-distance travel.

Lin Xuan didn’t buy anything too expensive; just a common small boat with slightly faster speed but no offensive or defensive capabilities. Ancient warships were of no use to him since he was an independent cultivator.

All that mattered was being able to transport himself.

Originally, Lin Xuan had intended to buy elixirs for enhancing his cultivation power.

There were suitable ones in the market district, but they were priced exorbitantly—too much even with his assets. He could only support a few years of refinement before going bankrupt.

After some hesitation, he gave up. In truth, this situation was partly self-inflicted; there was no one else in the cultivation realm who treated medicinal pills like candy.

Other cultivators took their medicinal pills every few months, but Lin Xuan did so three times daily—morning, noon, and night.

However, Lin Xuan’s actions were out of necessity. Although he had refined his spiritual root from the Moon Clan's holy fruit, it was only mid-level quality, far inferior to exceptional roots. In terms of cultivation potential, he ranked near the bottom among peers.

Lin Xuan sighed. As his cultivation level increased, obtaining elixirs for enhancing cultivation power became increasingly difficult. He needed a plan or else achieving the Intermediate Separation Stage would be impossible.

Time was pressing. Although in the Spirit Realm, separation stage cultivators didn’t have lifespan concerns, the Essence Energy Tribulation could still fall from the heavens before their lifespans were exhausted. Thus, he couldn't slack off.

How should he obtain enough medicinal pills?

Lin Xuan felt anxious; to properly refine his cultivation, he needed a large number of these items.

For now, Lin Xuan had no good ideas and decided to continue browsing the market districts.
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In the days that followed, Lin Xuan frequently appeared in the nearby markets of Jiu Xian City. The city was renowned for its abundance of high-quality goods, far surpassing those found in Red Leaf Sea. Lin Xuan encountered several valuable items and bought whatever he deemed useful after some haggling. However, the issue of finding suitable elixirs remained unresolved.

This was inevitable; compared to his peers, the quantity of elixirs required by Lin Xuan could bankrupt a major cultivation family.

Even if Lin Xuan ignored cost concerns and engaged in purchasing from the market, it would still be difficult to meet his needs. Moreover, such actions might draw too much attention, making them an unsuitable solution.

Unable to find a way out, Lin Xuan had no choice but to temporarily set aside this problem and focus on refining himself, hoping for future opportunities to address it.

In his cave dwelling, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in meditation. He hadn't closed himself off for such a long time; he had been too busy with daily affairs. With a wave of his sleeve, an jade plate flew out, holding several large red fruits.

A faint fragrance spread through the stone chamber.

It was the Qilin Fruit! This gift from Eastern Mingyu tasted good and had some effect on low-grade cultivators in terms of physical refinement. However, its effects were negligible for high-ranking cultivators.

Initially, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention to it, but during an auction, a top-grade version of this fruit appeared. Legend said that it was blessed by the Qilin and had incredible effects; ordinary cultivators who consumed it would explode due to the immense medicinal power...

But for cultivators refining pseudo-Beasts or the Bodhisattva sect's body refinement techniques, or those beyond the Formed Core stage, this fruit could be beneficial. Through Essence Cleansing, his body would be refined to an incredible degree; even with a physical body, he might withstand a peer's innate treasure.

Lin Xuan was greatly tempted by this prospect but ultimately didn't get his hands on that top-grade Qilin Fruit.

Later, after reviewing ancient texts, Master Mo's description wasn't entirely false but misleading. To refine one's physical body to the point of withstanding an opponent's innate treasure required continuous Essence Cleansing; it would take at least a century.

A single top-grade Qilin Fruit was worth millions of crystal stones, making daily consumption unaffordable for even a Loose Immortal.

Moreover, finding enough such fruits in the entire Spirit Realm was impossible. Thus, using this method to refine his body was merely wishful thinking; theoretically possible but practically unrealistic.

After understanding these things from ancient texts, Lin Xuan wasn't worried but instead felt hopeful. For other cultivators, it might be an unattainable task, but for him, there was still a glimmer of hope.

The blue Star Sea's refining effect could transform the mundane into the extraordinary; he had high hopes that it would bring surprises.

Of course, this was just speculation; only by trying could one determine its feasibility. If it worked, it would be an excellent choice.

Unable to find elixirs for power enhancement, if physical refinement was possible, it would still be a good option.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began the process.

He flicked his index finger, and the Qilin Fruit seemed to come alive, landing in his palm.

Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan used Inner Vision. The blue Star Sea within him slowly spun, separating countless light points...

About half an hour later, Lin Xuan opened his hand. The originally large Qilin Fruit had shrunk to a small bean size, its color bright and redolent, while the impurities were dark red.

He could only refine it to this extent; the effects would have to be determined after consumption.

Lin Xuan swallowed the fruit without hesitation.

Then he sat cross-legged. His essence energy slowly began to move within him.

An hour later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes with a smile on his face.

It worked!

Although Lin Xuan believed that the Qilin Fruit's physical refinement effects were far inferior to those of top-grade fruits, as long as it was effective, it would suffice.

The saying goes: "Accumulate little by little." He could consume more if needed; ordinary Qilin Fruits only cost ten crystal stones each and were widely available in the market. He wouldn't worry about sourcing them.

As for his cultivation, after days of contemplation, Lin Xuan had a rough plan.

Although the local essence energy was good, without medicinal materials, it would be too difficult to advance with his资质. It almost seemed impossible; relying on hard work and gradual accumulation of essence energy to breakthrough was not something that could be achieved in a century; at least four or five thousand years were needed. By then, the Essence Tribulation might have already descended once or twice. While Lin Xuan believed he could withstand it, this method was too slow.

Moreover, the Essence Tribulations became increasingly severe with each passing time. This kind of cultivation would make it impossible for him to become an Immortal, let alone advance to the Realm of Profound Knowledge.

Facing these drawbacks, Lin Xuan wouldn't be foolish; his idea was to pause refining essence energy and focus on cultivating his secondary yin-yang core and beast nucleus's essence energy. Currently, both were at the late Essence Stage, and he planned to bring them up to the Separation Stage. This way, even if his main yin-yang core didn't advance in rank, its essence energy would increase by more than double.

There was still plenty of Purple Garden Elixir; it could support their upgrade without issue. This was also the fastest way to boost his strength at present. With greater power, finding elixirs would be easier.

Lin Xuan wouldn't give up on Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique either.

Although this cultivation method was far inferior to Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique, it still had its merits. Many powerful cultivators practiced both methods simultaneously—main and auxiliary—to complement each other's strengths.

Time passed day by day.

Everyday tasks included refining Qilin Fruits; some were consumed immediately, while the rest were saved up for future use. He needed to store plenty of them in case he found himself without any later on.

Most of his time was spent cultivating.

Lin Xuan hadn't engaged in such rigorous cultivation for a long time but didn't feel uncomfortable. The only thing that bothered him was the loneliness; Mo'er wasn't by his side, and he had been inseparable from the little girl for centuries. He wondered how she was doing now.

Fortunately, the puppy brought him much joy.

The little guy was indeed lively and active, just a bit too greedy with food.

But Lin Xuan tried to satisfy it as much as possible; higher-quality Ten Thousand Year Coral would benefit his future treasures more.
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However, although he still had a few top-grade crystal stones on him, the fire attribute ones were only two. In order to get this "little guy," Lin Xuan had to make several trips to the market.

Ordinary shops did not have such items; even in the Spirit Realm, top-grade crystal stones were hard to come by.

Fortunately, the upper-level interface was different from the mortal world. Auctions still might produce such treasures.

The exchange ratio between ordinary and lower-grade crystal stones was one-to-one hundred, but with top-grade ones, it couldn't be gauged by common sense; their positioning was that of rare treasures. Lin Xuan spent a considerable amount of his wealth at auctions, truly not in vain!

Thanks to the substantial fortune, the little dog's strength and spirit intelligence had gradually increased after continuous consumption. While far from human levels, they were still quite impressive.

Apart from refining, Lin Xuan also visited friends occasionally and participated in some small exchanges. He would drink and socialize with fellow cultivators of similar rank, exchanging cultivation insights. These interactions brought him many benefits.

Indeed, Nine Immortal City was different; there were dozens of Separation Period cultivators nearby. Lin Xuan got along well with most of them.

As the saying goes, "many friends mean more paths." For a妖族, this technique was indeed extremely powerful but required stringent conditions. First, because it could instantly travel thousands of miles, the speed far exceeded normal teleportation; thus, the practitioner's body needed to be exceptionally strong. Otherwise, such high-speed movement would result in an explosion.

From this perspective, this cultivation method suited the妖族better. Human cultivators wishing to learn it had to be exceptional physical cultivators from the Buddhist sect or a refinement expert among the cultivators of beasts. Lin Xuan wasn't too concerned about this; the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique already strengthened his body, and after consuming so many refined phoenix fruit, his physique was far stronger than ordinary Separation Period beasts. High-speed movement posed no problem.

But even with these issues resolved, there were still challenges ahead. The amount of spiritual energy required for this technique was enormous. Although it could instantly move thousands of miles and create nearly a hundred realistic illusions to confuse enemies, the process consumed enough spiritual energy to exhaust an ordinary Separation Period cultivator.

A thousand miles might seem far, but it was within the range of a Separation Period cultivator's divine perception, let alone an Elder of the Profound Dao Realm. The opponent could lock onto and pursue them, leaving the practitioner defenseless once the illusion vanished.

Despite this, Lin Xuan felt confident after reading through the technique multiple times. His spiritual energy far exceeded that of his peers; even if he moved twice, there would still be some left to use. This was one advantage!

Moreover, he had almost a full bottle of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in his possession. If his spiritual energy ran out, drinking just a drop could quickly restore it.

Ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was also considered a divine treasure in the Spirit Realm; Lin Xuan hadn't seen any in the market yet. Therefore, he would only use it as a last resort to save his life.

After some time, Lin Xuan began practicing this illusion technique. With the foundation of the Moonlit Heavenly Witch Technique, he made good progress and mastered it within three months. He then tested it in an uninhabited place, confirming its effectiveness—capable of moving thousands of miles while creating illusions that could deceive enemies.

On a day when he was meditating, Lin Xuan took out an jade bottle from his waist. Opening the lid, he poured out its contents; though only as small as a red bean, it glowed with golden light and emitted vast Buddhist energy. Sanskrit text flickered on its surface, and most prominently, there was a tiny "Buddha" grain-sized.

Holding this precious artifact, Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. This diamond舍利 was obtained from Penglai Mountain. Its value was beyond measure; ordinary舍利子 were formed only by high-ranking monks after their death, making diamond舍利 even more rare. That’s why he hadn’t processed it immediately—wasting such a treasure would be wrong.

It was just luck that he found the method to refine this diamond舍利 recently. The first item at Red Leaf Island's auction had been a mere prop for entertainment purposes. Few people bid on it, and Lin Xuan bought it for three ten-thousand middle-grade crystal stones.

This belonged to an eminent monk named Wumei Chan Shi, who was renowned as the top cultivator in the East Sea.

His abilities were formidable—capable of subduing demons and suppressing monsters—but unfortunately, his technique was incomplete. Its value would be incalculable if intact.

However, compared to Moonlit Heavenly Witch Technique, it was insignificant. Lin Xuan had no intention of abandoning Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique; besides, human energy was limited. He understood the principle that one shouldn't bite off more than they could chew and thus decided not to practice any Buddhist techniques.

Nevertheless, he still read through this technique thoroughly.

One can learn from others' experiences. Perhaps it would provide useful insights.

After all, he had spent three ten-thousand crystal stones on it; discarding it seemed wasteful.

Lin Xuan was originally just curious but ended up finding the method to refine the diamond舍利. Wumei Chan Shi highly revered this item; not everyone could form one even if they were powerful Buddhist cultivators. First, one had to be a high-ranking monk, and there were many restrictions. The odds of forming one were slim.

However, once formed, it offered countless benefits. Even non-Buddhist cultivators who refined the diamond舍利 could use numerous Buddhist secrets.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was greatly excited—almost blushing with joy.

It was well-known that there were many schools in cultivation; most had perished over time. Only the orthodox, evil, Confucian, and Buddhist schools remained, along with cultivators of beasts.

Although all could become true immortals if they reached their peak, their understanding of the Dao differed, leading to distinct cultivation methods.

Cultivators from different schools couldn't use each other's spells. For instance, many Confucian spells required immense righteousness; without it, one was left helpless. The same applied to Buddhist techniques—requiring a certain kind of mystical Buddhist energy that Lin Xuan didn’t have. However, once he refined the diamond舍利, he could borrow this energy and use Buddhist spells.

Lin Xuan was delighted; it was like gaining another Buddhist technique. He had always been interested in Buddhist secrets but lacked time before. Now, with more time, he wouldn't worry about it.

For example, Wumei Chan Shi's incomplete technique couldn’t be practiced, but several complete techniques were mentioned that Lin Xuan could use later.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time and brought the jade bottle to his eyes, delving into its contents with his divine perception. Refining a diamond舍利 wasn't simple; it was incredibly complex, making understanding difficult.

But Lin Xuan didn’t care; compared to the benefits, it was insignificant. He meticulously pondered each word, fearing any misunderstanding.

During this process, he read many Buddhist scriptures and consulted an elderly monk named Jin Hong Chan Shi, a Separation Period cultivator who had met in exchanges. They got along well, but Lin Xuan didn’t show him the entire text; instead, he asked for advice on snippets…
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Day after day, time passed.

In cultivation, there is no concept of years. Before Lin Xuan knew it, two hundred years had already passed since he arrived in the Nine Immortals City.

His main元婴 (dantian) remained at the early stage of Separation and Union, with his 法力 (qi power) progressing extremely slowly.

Lin Xuan was not discouraged by this. He had anticipated such a situation; after all, compared to other cultivators of the same level, his talent was rather mediocre.

However, he wasn't entirely without gains. Since Lin Xuan had decided on arduous cultivation, how could he waste his time idly?

Both the second元婴 and the demon core had advanced to the Separation and Union stage, keeping pace with the main元婴's cultivation progress. As a result, in terms of realm unchanged, his 法力 was now twice as robust, its purity not inferior even to that of mid-stage Separation and Union cultivators.

There were many more gains beyond this.

Over two hundred years, Lin Xuan had continuously ingested the Qilin Fruit without pause. Although the refined effects did not match those of genuine top-grade Qilin Fruits, the cumulative effect was significant. By the end of these two centuries, his physical body had grown incredibly strong.

He could no longer withstand attacks from cultivators of the same stage with their innate treasures, but if it came to an attack by a late-stage元婴 cultivator, he could easily block it without activating his shield.

This level already surpassed ordinary cultivators of the same stage. Even compared to some demon races with celestial beast bloodlines, he was not inferior.

As for the Golden Core, Lin Xuan had ingested and refined it as well.

Due to thorough preparation, there were no mishaps during the forty-nine days of refinement. It now perfectly integrated into him.

Thus, even though Lin Xuan did not practice Buddhist cultivation methods, he could still use secret techniques from the Buddhist sect.

Master Womoyan, a former top expert in the East Sea, had subdued dragons and tamed tigers; his cultivation techniques were formidable indeed.

Though incomplete, many of these techniques remained intact. After sorting through them, Lin Xuan picked out several useful ones.

Sharp-Eyed Perception!

This was a famous secret technique from the Buddhist sect. It claimed that when perfected, one could see through all illusions and restrictions in this world, making it one of the most renowned spiritual eye techniques in the spirit realm.

Whether it surpassed Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes was still debatable.

However, mastering the Eye of Wisdom was incredibly difficult and required a significant amount of 法力. To reach its pinnacle, one would need to advance all the way to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

The Separation and Union stage merely met the basic conditions for cultivation. Even if perfected, it wouldn't be very useful.

Many Buddhist cultivators had some knowledge of this technique.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan initially lost interest but then thought: Could there be a synergistic effect between Sharp-Eyed Perception and Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes?

The answer could only be found by trying.

Since the Eye of Wisdom became more complex as one advanced, it was relatively easy to master at its early stages.

Thus, in his meditation, Lin Xuan also set aside time for practice.

Indeed, mastering it proved surprisingly simple. At the early stage of Separation and Union, he could only cultivate the first layer of the Eye of Wisdom.

After less than a year, he successfully refined it.

One day, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, regulated his breathing, then followed Buddhist scriptures to channel his 法力 into his eyes. Immediately, a faint golden glow appeared on his eyelids, barely noticeable by others.

Lin Xuan looked around and found that everything became incredibly clear, but other changes were minimal.

Frowning, he stood up and went outside the cave.

The sky was still early; dense white fog enveloped the valley.

A flash of golden light from his eyes pierced through the fog. But it only extended a hundred meters before becoming hazy again.

"Hmph, the effect of the first layer of Eye of Wisdom is indeed too weak. No wonder many great Buddhist cultivators don't even bother with it. But if combined with Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, what would its power be?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

He then took a deep breath and his eyes turned into a kaleidoscope, the golden glow on his eyelids reflecting off them, making him look eerie and mysterious.

The combined effect was different; all the fog became transparent. Lin Xuan felt elated as he looked left at an array of illusions he had set up. Even if it couldn't withstand Separation and Union cultivators, once trapped inside, one would suffer greatly to break free.

However, under the combined power of both spiritual eyes, all illusions vanished into nothingness.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes alone could not achieve such results.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

Choosing Eye of Wisdom was indeed correct.

In addition to Eye of Wisdom, Lin Xuan also practiced "Dragon Elephant Subduing Demons Technique." It sounded like a cultivation method but was actually a secret technique that increased strength after practice. This was commonly used by Buddhist physical culture practitioners.

It far surpassed the Great Strength Spell from the Five Actions School; they were incomparable.

Ingesting Qilin Fruit only made his body incredibly strong, but it did not increase his strength. The Dragon Elephant Subduing Demons Technique seemed tailor-made for him, and he wouldn't let this opportunity slip by.

He began practicing it with great satisfaction. This technique was simple; the condition was that its power increased in proportion to his physical strength.

Ordinary Buddhist cultivators, even if proficient in physical culture, could not match Lin Xuan's strength.

As his body grew stronger, so did his strength.

Time passed swiftly for a cultivator. Two hundred years were but a blink of an eye.

Lin Xuan remained at the early stage of Separation and Union, but his power was far beyond what it had been before. If he encountered the demon host's body again now, he wouldn't be chased to heaven or earth; killing him would be no problem.

A man who has been away for three days should be regarded with new eyes, let alone Lin Xuan, who had undergone two hundred years of arduous cultivation.

During this century, the entire East Sea cultivator world seemed restless.

The relationship between the three races suddenly became tense, though a full-scale war was not imminent. Many factions were secretly preparing for battle. The reason behind it remained unclear.

Previously, wars always had a trigger; this sudden tension lacked any clear cause.

There were even rumors that the six kings of the sea race had gathered to discuss several times. On the demon side, the three emperors frequently met as well.

As for the human race, although no general mobilization order was issued, it was rumored that many Profound Mysteries realm cultivators had been summoned by the Holy City.

Rumors spread like wildfire, but they did not concern Lin Xuan. He was now solely troubled by a lack of medicinal pills.

Both his second元婴 and demon core had reached Separation and Union. All the cultivation techniques he needed to refine were already refined. His strength had increased significantly, but there was still no sign of medicinal pills that could enhance 法力.

What should he do?
第一千六百二十九章 伊蓝，金义与明泉仙子

A storm was brewing, and the wind filled the halls.

However, despite the tense relations among the three clans, a major war had not yet begun.

The chaotic sea remained as it always was, even more prosperous than before. The human clan, demon clan, and sea clan were flooded with countless cultivators every day, making Nine Immortal City brim with vitality.

But this had nothing to do with Lin Xuan. He continued his rigorous cultivation in seclusion.

Yet compared to the past, Lin Xuan spent significantly more time visiting friends and participating in various small exchanges.

He knew his situation well; now that his second yin-yang essence and his xian technique were at a high level, he needed to find ways to improve. The golden monk, Jin Hong, had been someone he met during the exchange meetings, with a noble character and deep cultivation. He would not come without reason.

An hour later, Lin Xuan arrived in front of a temple. Jin Hong was staying here as a guest.

Looking at this somewhat dilapidated temple, who could imagine that it housed an intermediate-stage cultivator? After landing his light projection, Lin Xuan knocked on the door.

Soon, footsteps were heard, and the door opened to reveal a young monk.

"Namaste, Senior Lin. The master has already instructed me to invite you in," said the young monk with great respect. His cultivation was only at the early stage of vitality, showing immense reverence for such a senior cultivator as Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate and followed him inside.

"Why are we still doing evening prayers?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

Jin Hong excelled in Buddhist practices; he never missed his daily rituals. Their relationship had lasted over a hundred years, so Lin Xuan was not surprised by this habit.

"Indeed, the master is reciting scriptures," said the young monk respectfully. "Please wait inside."

Following him, they passed through a small courtyard and entered a Buddha hall.

"Surprise! Senior Immortal Mingquan and Brother Jin are also here."

Before entering the meditation room, Lin Xuan noticed a man and a woman.

The woman looked to be about eighteen or nineteen years old, with exquisite features. She wore white palace attire, her long skirt flowing gracefully without any dirt.

The man was slightly older, around thirty, shorter but incredibly muscular, giving off an aura of endless strength.

Both were intermediate-stage cultivators and familiar acquaintances of Lin Xuan.

Mingquan Immortal's name was "Clear Spring." She was a junior from some prominent family, with cultivation that belonged to the orthodox daoist sect. Although they had never met in battle, Lin Xuan had seen her defeat an equal-level opponent effortlessly during a small exchange meeting.

Jin Yi, on the other hand, was originally a wandering cultivator who had stumbled upon the path of immortality. He was a demon cultivator, imitating some demonic technique unknown to Lin Xuan. His divine strength was legendary; it was said he could tear apart a dragon with his bare hands.

They had exchanged cultivation insights and even traded a piece of "Northern Sea Iron" for Mingquan Immortal's sake. Their relationship was not deep but they were familiar enough.

"Brother Jin, you are here too? Please take a seat."

Jin Yi greeted warmly.

After the young monk served tea, he respectfully stepped back.

"Master invited us all. Brother Jin and Senior Immortal, do you know why we have been summoned?" Lin Xuan asked as he sat down.

"We don't know," Jin Yi replied gruffly.

"I also am in the dark," said Clear Spring with a gentle smile, her graceful appearance catching everyone's attention.

Since no one knew for sure, they began chatting casually. Just as they were enjoying their conversation, a voice echoed: "Namaste, thank you for coming. As host, I apologize for any inconvenience."

Lin Xuan turned to see an old monk approach. His white beard and hair shone with vitality, his tall figure radiating power. His deep voice resonated like thunder, and the red robe he wore was a remarkable treasure.

"Master is too polite," said Jin Yi and Clear Spring as they rose to greet him. Jin Hong was indeed an intermediate-stage cultivator.

After some formalities, they sat down.

"Master, please forgive my impatience. You invited us here for a reason. What is it?" asked Jin Yi.

"You are quick to the point, Brother Jin," said the old monk with a smile. "I have no intention of being angry. However, there is another friend who has yet to arrive."

"Another person?" Clear Spring's face showed surprise as she realized that their combined strength was formidable. Yet, if there were more, what great plan did the master have in mind?

Lin Xuan's expression changed when he heard this: "Master, could you be inviting Lord Iblan?"

"What? That scrawny Iblan?" Jin Yi's face darkened.

Iblan was also a familiar cultivator. He had met him through mutual combat and rivalry. Iblan was an intermediate-stage cultivator as well, but his background was mysterious. His appearance suggested he came from a noble family, yet the name "Fiber Curtain" was unusual; no one in the Eastern Sea Immortal Realm knew of such a clan.

At twenty-seven or eight, Iblan was handsome and charming, rivaling Tian Xiaojian'scharm;风采:风貌;风采:personality (Note: The term can have multiple meanings depending on context). However, his personality was shallow and frivolous. In a small exchange meeting for intermediate-stage cultivators, he had mocked Lin Xuan, saying he was ugly and would never find a wife.

Lin Xuan had not encountered such behavior before; they did not have any conflicts but were still ridiculed by an equal-level opponent. It seemed like the man had nothing better to do than insult others.

But Lin Xuan's mind was as deep as the ocean, so he paid no attention to such trivial matters. "Unable to find a wife? Heh, what about Mo'er, Qinxin, or Peacock?"

The successful Lin Xuan ignored Iblan and treated him like any other shallow aristocrat who had just reached intermediate-stage cultivation.

Seeing Jin Yi's anger, Iblan went up to tease him again. Jin Yi's luck was not as good as Lin Xuan's; he was easily provoked by this man's insults, his temper flaring up.

Lin Xuan shook his head inwardly. Jin Yi's abilities were formidable, and against ordinary intermediate-stage cultivators, he would win most of the time. This wastrel would be in for a beating.

Other cultivators who knew Jin Yi's abilities rejoiced, but to everyone's surprise, including Lin Xuan, Iblan ended up on the ground after their fight. He was tough, and it took some effort to subdue him.

After the battle, Iblan saw Clear Spring and began teasing her again with his usual antics...

Postscript: Thank you for your generous donations, Moon Lord. I will strive to write well for "A Hundred Refinements." Also, dear friends, could you please give me more recommendation votes?
第一千六百三十一章 天罡五行阵

"Friend, what do you mean by that?"

Master Jin Hong frowned as he raised his white eyebrows. He turned his head gracefully and a look of displeasure appeared on his face; his voice also sounded slightly more somber.

"Do not be angry, Master. Iyuan was just speaking casually. Perhaps I am projecting my own small-minded thoughts onto you, but if I had the opportunity to discover such a secret, I would never share it with others," said Iyuan, folding his fan and smiling as he spoke.

Lin Xuan nodded in approval. He too had been pondering this doubt for quite some time. Although everyone present was on good terms, given the nature of cultivators—no one willingly shares valuable treasures that they can easily obtain.

Jinyi and Fairy Mingquan exchanged glances, both showing a hint of suspicion in their eyes.

"Originally, you were worried about this," Master Jin Hong said with a bitter smile. "If I could retrieve the treasure alone, there would be no need for me to invite all of you. To be honest, I obtained clues and spent several years on arduous efforts before finding Dan Yue Sect's secret main hall. I've already been there once."

"Oh, in recent years, Master was out traveling extensively. Could it be…" Jinyi said with a look of realization on his face as he spoke thoughtfully.

"I am ashamed, I am ashamed. It was my greed that led me to find the location depicted on the map. However, the禁制 there is extremely powerful, and I even suffered some minor setbacks. Therefore, I had to return in disappointment."

"Then, Master brought us here because you have made progress in breaking through the禁制?" Fairy Mingquan's voice was like a gentle stream, clear and melodious.

"Yes, after returning, I consulted many ancient texts and finally found the solution. The禁制 is actually the Heaven Wielder Five Directions Formation Array," Master Jin Hong said with a sigh of helplessness.

Jinyi and Iyuan looked puzzled as they had never delved into the study of arrays before.

Fairy Mingquan's delicate brows furrowed. She seemed to have heard this name somewhere, but she couldn't quite recall where.

Only Lin Xuan showed a hint of surprise in his eyes, which quickly vanished.

"Do not be coy, Master. If you can find the source of this array, I am sure you also know how to break it," Jinyi said with some impatience. He was undoubtedly the most eager among the five.

"Breaking the array is indeed within my knowledge. One method involves brute force; all禁制 can be broken using sheer strength. Although it's a bit clumsy, the principle of one force overcoming ten is well understood by all cultivators. This aligns with natural laws, so we could follow this path. However, it would not work for us as fifth-stage cultivators cannot break through the Heaven Wielder Five Directions Formation Array using brute force."

"After consulting many books, I finally found another method: finding five fellow cultivators with similar法力. They must be above the fifth stage, and each of them can mobilize one of the five directions' elemental essence—metal, wood, water, fire, or earth. When combined, these will also break through the Heaven Wielder Five Directions Formation Array."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan and his companions all nodded in understanding.

They finally realized why Master Jin Hong had chosen them for this journey despite his extensive travels.

Jinyi, though a cultivator of monsters, could mobilize metallic 法力.

Fairy Mingquan's cultivation was extremely pure water element magic from the orthodox daoist school.

Iyuan was a Confucian cultivator with a fire spirit root and thus corresponding abilities.

Master Jin Hong himself could mobilize earth elemental essence. As for Lin Xuan, he showed excellent control over wood elemental essence.

Together, they had all five elements.

After hearing his description, everyone agreed enthusiastically.

The Dan Yue Sect, once a powerful sect fifty years ago that specialized in alchemy. The secret main hall would likely contain numerous treasures and medicinal pills.

Lin Xuan was worried about missing such an opportunity; he feared divine retribution for letting it slip by.

Although Master Jin Hong's words were not entirely truthful and there were certainly risks involved, the potential rewards far outweighed them.

"Then, do any of you have interest in this?" The other party's voice was calm but inexplicably enticing.

"Yes, Lin Xuan is interested."

"I am as well."

The others quickly reached a consensus.

"Your actions are wise. I believe the treasures we find will not disappoint," Master Jin Hong said with joy on his face.

"Hmm, when do you plan to set off?" asked Lin Xuan slowly.

"We must leave before long; it's better to be safe than sorry. We'll depart in two days." The old monk seemed confident and spoke with certainty.

No one had any objections as they chatted for a while and then left.

They never asked where the treasure was hidden, a tacit understanding that even if someone did ask, the old monk would not reveal it—why make oneself look foolish?

After leaving Bodhi Temple, Lin Xuan didn't return to his cave dwelling but transformed into a streak of lightning and flew eastward.

This time, he was indeed fortunate. Just as he was about to take a nap, someone had brought him a pillow.

Actually, even if Master Jin Hong hadn't invited him, Lin Xuan intended to go out for an adventure anyway.

Staying in seclusion to probe information from a few fellow cultivators of similar rank was not enough to solve his problem with scarce medicinal pills.

What surprises would the Dan Yue Sect's secret main hall bring?

However, despite his excitement, Lin Xuan remained vigilant. The Heaven Wielder Five Directions Formation Array was indeed difficult to break, but it wasn't just the two methods mentioned by Master Jin Hong. Whether or not he knew for sure if the other party was genuinely ignorant or deliberately acting foolish, this was a significant point of suspicion.

What most alarmed Lin Xuan was that as the initiator, Master Jin Hong's strength seemed higher than theirs, at least on the surface, yet he did not mention any distribution of treasures. As the provider of information, his actions were generous.

Regardless, given their emotions and logic, they had no choice but to agree.

The other party's behavior was too generous.

Perhaps, as Iyuan said, he was projecting his own small-minded thoughts onto Master Jin Hong, but in this treacherous world of cultivation, being cautious never hurt.
第一千六百三十二章 五层遗迹之海

Soon, a bustling marketplace came into view. Lin Xuan was planning to buy some items; perhaps they would come in handy later.

The relations between the three tribes had become extremely tense recently, causing unrest throughout the Eastern Sea. This turmoil attracted many cultivators, making Nine Immortals City exceptionally prosperous. The market before him, for instance, had doubled its size in just a few years. It was already past sunset and the streets were lit up with lanterns, but the number of cultivators in the marketplace seemed to have increased instead. Night markets were becoming more grandiose each day.

Apart from fixed shops, there was a large open area at the center of the market where cultivators would set up temporary stalls for business.

People moved about busily, calling out to customers.

In general, such street vendors usually consisted of low-ranking cultivators selling ordinary items. But this wasn't the case in the Chaos Sea.

This area bordered the Ruins Sea, akin to having a giant treasure trove next door. Although it was perilous to venture inside, with many people flocking in daily, there were always some lucky ones who found valuable treasures.

Of course, these "people" only operated around the perimeter of the Ruins Sea, where the danger was much lower. Even low-ranking cultivators like Foundation Establishment stage practitioners had a chance at finding treasure if they dared to enter.

In fact, the Ruins Sea was divided into five regions.

The first layer mainly contained remnants from the ancient battles. The danger here was relatively low as there were few traces of ancient prohibitions left. Foundation Establishment and Condensation Core stage cultivators could safely search for treasures. Even some daring Spirit Flexibility practitioners might venture in, though they usually couldn't afford to send enough crystals to Nine Immortals Palace for teleportation.

Transferring once required a significant amount of resources. If they failed to find valuable rewards, even if they survived, they would likely return destitute. Thus, it was essentially a gamble that people continued to take daily.

The second layer suited Core Formation stage cultivators. There were fewer ancient prohibitions here, but the risks were still high as most ended up perishing. However, some veteran experts from the Separation and Profound stages occasionally mixed in this layer, facing less danger with better rewards.

The third and fourth layers had no clear boundaries. Practitioners could accidentally cross into them without a map.

These areas suited Separation and Profound stage veterans. They were once battlegrounds of ancient wars, filled with numerous ancient array formations and prohibitions. Even Core Formation stage cultivators would likely suffer severe injuries if they entered.

However, the rewards were substantial—potentially even reverse-transcending elixirs or supreme divine treasures could be found here. In short, opportunities coexisted with risks; one might end up among the spirits of the dead as a companion.

Low-ranking cultivators dared not venture into these two layers.

The fifth layer's condition was unknown. Over the past million years, many high-ranking experts had ventured in but none returned alive.

This included the 18th Patriarch of Nine Immortals Palace and the Great Whale King and Mad Shark King from the six sea tribes who entered together. There were also elders from the Human City and figures from the previous three demon emperors…

Despite so many high-ranking experts entering, not one returned alive.

There were even rumors that the Overbrowed Divine Monk, once considered the top of the Eastern Sea, had perished within.

Thus, what lay in the fifth layer remained a mystery. However, as it was a battlefield's center, the treasures left behind would be among the most precious.

To put it simply, every high-ranking expert who fell inside was a prominent figure in the three tribes, an outstanding existence at the Separation and Profound stages. Their personal treasures alone were enough to make lesser cultivators drool with envy.

However, everyone only had one life. After so many people died without returning, no matter how alluring the treasures might be, none dared to risk it.

After all, a 90% chance of death was something that even with sufficient wealth and courage, few would dare to take. A 100% chance of death was unthinkable for even the most reckless.

Moreover, Nine Immortals Palace's teleportation array could only send people to the third layer; reaching the fifth required walking through it oneself.

Only Core Formation stage veterans had a chance if they were lucky and strong enough. But how many madmen would dare reach that stage?

The first layer was vast and saw the most visitors. It was relatively safe, but the odds of finding extraordinary treasures weren't high. However, when luck struck, one might find rare items usually found in lower layers. This was why so many people flocked here, hoping for a sudden windfall.

Of course, lucky ones were few and far between. More often than not, Foundation Establishment stage cultivators would end up selling off their possessions to cover the teleportation fees, becoming penniless beggars. Even if they did find something valuable in the first layer, its grade was uncertain. A case in point: a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator had spent countless efforts and resources to retrieve an ancient elixir from the first layer, which he sold for 50,000 crystals.

At the time, he was overjoyed after deducting the teleportation fees. But just days later, he died of blood loss, not from being beaten but from anger. The item he had found turned out to be a reverse-transcending elixir, which the store sold for millions of crystals to a Core Formation stage cultivator.

The Foundation Establishment stage cultivator was both regretful and angry, going to argue with the store. But they beat him away, laughing at his lack of knowledge and stating that he had willingly made the deal; who could blame him?

He was devastated but, realistically speaking, the store hadn't forced a sale. He only had the resources of an independent cultivator against a major family's establishment. Still, it left him feeling bitter, leading to daily bouts of sorrow that didn't alleviate his mood. Eventually, he died from blood loss.

This story spread throughout the Chaos Sea. Low-ranking cultivators who found treasures in the first layer were more cautious about selling them, preferring to set up their own stalls and haggle wildly for prices. One Foundation Establishment stage cultivator even called a three-thousand-crystal iron flame stone worth five million crystals.

Due to limited knowledge, low-ranking cultivators often couldn't recognize the value of their goods. Thus, Core Formation and even some Profound stage veterans frequently visited to search for treasures, hoping for unexpected gains.
第一千六百三十三章 灵酒与替劫符

This place was one Lin Xuan had visited several times before, and he had managed to find a few interesting items. However, his eyes were not as sharp as they could be, so the overall收获 wasn't significant.

Nevertheless, since he was already in the market district, there was no harm in taking a stroll around it.

The sun had set behind the hills, but the bustling crowd inside the square remained lively. Suspended above their heads at about ten feet were many light balls that illuminated the entire marketplace as brightly as day.

Lin Xuan walked into the entrance and followed a small path, his eyes constantly scanning the various stalls filled with materials and talismans, some of which were quite peculiar. Even he found it hard to keep up with all the sights.

Many relics from ancient battlefields had strange appearances that could be mistaken for mundane items—such as unremarkable bones that might actually be priceless treasures.

Of course, recognizing them depended on one's discernment.

This was somewhat similar to a real-world antiques market. A sharp eye could lead to sudden wealth, but buying overpriced worthless materials was also common.

Fair trade meant fair loss or gain. Without realizing it, Lin Xuan had wandered for nearly half an hour without finding anything of interest. The chances of encountering a divine treasure in the first layer of the ruins were slim. He shook his head and prepared to turn back when he noticed something that caught his eye from about twenty feet away.

The small stall was cluttered with various items—fur, bones, even a broken wheel, which seemed to have been taken from some ancient battle wagon.

While this could be considered a talisman, it was essentially worthless. But Lin Xuan's pupils flashed with interest as he walked past without hesitation.

"Senior, do you need anything?" A clear female voice asked hesitantly.

Lin Xuan looked up and noticed that the stall owner was a young girl, no more than ten years old.

She seemed shy, releasing her spirit sense to scan Lin Xuan. Finding his aura profound, she felt both excited and nervous—what if this high-ranking cultivator had come just for one of these talismans?

Although he didn't know Lin Xuan's exact cultivation stage, the power in him was undoubtedly above the元婴stage.

"Senior friend, how much do you want for this talisman?"

Lin Xuan reached out and picked up the only talisman on the stall. It looked unremarkable at first glance.

But as he held it, a golden light flashed in his eyes, with multicolored lights swirling deep within...

The combination of Heavenly Eye Technique and Divine Phoenix Eyes instantly enhanced their effects.

Some golden dots appeared faintly on the surface of the talisman...

Of course, only Lin Xuan could see this change.

"Two thousand crystal stones."

The girl's hesitant voice entered his ears. She glanced at him secretly, wondering if she had overpriced it.

"It can be yours," Lin Xuan said without hesitation as he snapped his fingers and a pouch appeared in front of him. He handed the pouch to her before turning away.

"Senior..."

Seeing how decisive Lin Xuan was, the girl froze for a moment before hurriedly sinking her spirit sense into the pouch. Her expression changed dramatically.

The two thousand crystal stones were correct, but she had said it was a lower-grade talisman. The crystal stones inside, however, were all middle-grade ones. She was momentarily stunned by this unexpected wealth.

Two million crystal stones would be enough to support her cultivation up to the元婴stage if everything went smoothly.

By then, Lin Xuan had already entered a shop called "Dining Hall," but it wasn't what one might imagine—a place for eating and drinking. The store sold spirit wine that could quickly replenish spiritual energy, similar to immortal milk, though its effects were inferior.

But better than nothing. Immortal milk was a divine treasure reserved for critical moments; drinking it regularly would be too extravagant. This time, Lin Xuan intended to buy some high-grade spirit wine.

He stepped into the shop, and the spacious hall was filled with customers all above the离合stage. Although there were no Core Formation experts, there were several at the Separation stage.

Before he could even step inside, a young man in blue clothes greeted him with a smile.

"Senior, what can I do for you?"

"I came here to buy some things. Crystal stones are not an issue; bring me your best spirit wine."

"Yes, yes, please come in," the young man said hurriedly, noticing Lin Xuan's air of wealth and power.

An hour later, Lin Xuan left the dining hall. He then went to a shop that specialized in selling talismans, spending a large sum on over one hundred powerful spirit talismans. As for magical treasures, he didn't need them, so he didn't continue his exploration of the market but returned to his cave.

The收获 was indeed good this time—over a hundred spirit talismans were not trivial. Although they were consumables, they could save lives in critical moments. Many high-ranking cultivators did not value these items, but Lin Xuan had reaped their benefits along the way.

So he always prepared some before every adventure to ensure safety. As for the spirit wine, he bought three large jars that could fill twenty or so wine flasks. They were the highest grade and would fully replenish his magical power in an hour if he drank half a jar.

Though they couldn't compare to immortal milk, their recovery rate was far superior to ordinary medicinal pills.

Of course, these three jars of wine weren't cheap—Lin Xuan spent several million crystal stones on them. Even at an auction, such a price might not be achievable for a replica treasure.

But despite the cost, Lin Xuan felt it was worth it.

Next, he took out that unremarkable talisman, which was actually his biggest收获 of this trip. If his calculations were correct, this should be a Substitute Talisman from ancient times—extremely rare and long-lost in its crafting method...

Substitute Talismans worked similarly to the Magic Substitution technique used by practitioners. In moments of danger, they could sacrifice an arm or leg to escape.

This talisman had the same effect, making its value obvious.

It wasn't something that two million crystal stones could buy. At an auction, even a billion crystal stones would likely attract many bidders—after all, life was priceless!
第一千六百三十四章 百花舟

The next day, Lin Xuan stayed in his cave dwelling without going anywhere else. He took good rest and recuperated.

Before long, it was the agreed time. Lin Xuan activated the禁制 around his cave dwelling and transformed into a streak of startling light, heading towards the designated location.

It was an unremarkable small hill. When Lin Xuan arrived, Venerable Jin Hong and Fairy Ming Quan were already waiting there. These two were indeed punctual.

"Ahem, Amitabha, please take your seat here," said Venerable Jin Hong with his palms pressed together in a prayer gesture. There were several stone tables and chairs on the ground,凝聚 by earth attribute spells, which was merely a trivial matter for cultivators at the Separation and Union stage.

Fairy Ming Quan did not say anything but her face turned slightly red.

Venerable Jin Hong chuckled. "Amitabha, your lotus boat… why are you so stingy? As passengers, shouldn't we pay something?"

"Hey, Venerable Jin, do you find it funny to look for girls?" Fairy Ming Quan's gaze swept over him as she moved gracefully towards the lotus boat.

Just when everyone was about to board, a sigh echoed from where they stood. "Alas, the former Prince Iyan has fallen so low that he lacks any grace."

Venerable Jin Hong laughed. "Amitabha, stop teasing our friends. Iyan, your lotus boat…"

"Enough! You all are jealous and plotting against me, so here is my lotus boat." Prince Iyan said with a scowl as he flicked his sleeves. A streak of white light flashed out, revealing an elaborately carved and painted灵舟.

The boat hovered more than twenty meters above them, drawing everyone's attention and emitting a refreshing fragrance.

Upon closer inspection, the cabin was filled with various flowers in full bloom, and many unknown birds and beasts were perched there.

Without any added灵力, it still stood out impressively.

This wasn't just a means of transportation; it looked like a miniature imperial palace, drawing everyone's attention.

"Hey, Iyan, are you really so stingy? This lotus boat requires top-grade crystals to operate. As passengers, shouldn't we pay something?" Prince Iyan said as he folded his fan and stretched out his hand.

Fairy Ming Quan looked at him with a raised eyebrow before stepping onto the lotus boat.

Just when everyone was about to board, Venerable Jin Hong spoke up. "Amitabha, stop teasing our friends. Iyan's lotus boat…"

"Enough! You all are jealous and plotting against me, so here is my lotus boat." Prince Iyan said with a scowl as he flicked his sleeves.

A streak of white light flashed out, revealing several silver符文 that exploded into silver sparks, which merged into the body of the boat.

The lotus boat shook violently before becoming increasingly transparent and finally dissolving into an unremarkable puff of smoke. The fragrance completely disappeared.

Inside the cabin, everyone sat close to each other as they were served with various灵酒 and fruits.

"Good one! Iyan's lotus boat is indeed fast, comparable even to a Core Separation stage monster. It also has a hidden effect that can conceal its trail. If we auction it off, it would be the highlight of the event."

Venerable Jin Hong chuckled. "Amitabha, this lotus boat is not for sale. Don't even think about it."

Lin Xuan smiled and showed his pearly whites as he quickly boarded the lotus boat.

"Venerable, are you also…" Venerable Jin Hong said with a smile. "Amitabha, what a wonderful thing! Iyan's lotus boat is indeed fast, comparable even to a Core Separation stage monster. It also has a hidden effect that can conceal its trail."

Prince Iyan was taken aback and reluctantly agreed. With the help of Venerable Jin Hong’s guidance, they sailed smoothly for three days without encountering any trouble.

Along the way, they met several other cultivators who failed to recognize their lotus boat's hidden effects.

After three days, they finally saw a large island in the distance.

The island was vast with numerous mountains and lakes, offering beautiful scenery. However, this wasn't a vacation; they were about to pass by quickly when Venerable Jin Hong said, "Stop."

"Venerable, is it here?" Prince Iyan asked as he stopped the lotus boat above the island.

Everyone looked at each other with concern.

"Not yet, but we need to go another two thousand miles. This island used to be barren, but now there are so many cultivators," Venerable Jin Hong said with a frown.

They were stunned for a moment before activating their divine sense.

After some time, Lin Xuan looked up and said, "These people are building pavilions and terraces, clearly planning to stay here permanently. More accurately, they are establishing a sect or a cultivator family here. This is troublesome."

Fairy Ming Quan's cold voice echoed in everyone’s ears. "Indeed, it is only two thousand miles away. If we ignore them, our treasure hunt might be discovered."
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"Friends, how do you plan to proceed? We Dream Hand will deal with these cultivators," the sneer on his face flashed by quickly. He was the most combative among them.

"That..."

The others hesitated as Lin Xuan's gaze flickered, unsure of what he was thinking.

"The opponent has many people, but only eight Core Formation Stage cultivators. One is at the middle stage, and the rest are roughly on par with us. If we act swiftly, killing them shouldn't be a problem," Iblan said calmly as she gently fanned herself.

Although there were only five of them, each was no ordinary cultivator. While it might be difficult to kill an equal in one-on-one combat, defeating two or three with their individual strength wasn't impossible. From this perspective, Iblan's words weren't exaggerated at all.

"Brother Lin, Fairy, what do you think?"

"That..."

Before Lin Xuan could speak, Mingquan Fairy's face was filled with deep thought as Jin Hong Master's voice echoed: "Humble request, friends, why create more killing? If the other party does not offend us, we have no reason to raise our hands like those who kill innocents."

"Master is compassionate and worthy of respect. However, if we don't act this way, the secret might be discovered by them. Although their strength isn't something we fear, adding uncertainty always increases risks. If it leads to complications when retrieving the treasure, it will be too late for regret," Jin Yi's loud voice said, clearly trying to rouse others.

"Agreed, Brother Jin has a point. As cultivators, our actions shouldn't be overly restrained; the treasure is what matters most," Iblan smiled, as if there had never been any rift between her and Jin Yi.

The three of them were at odds, not arguing but struggling to decide on a course of action.

"Brother Lin, Fairy, how do you plan?"

Jin Yi's voice echoed again. The current situation left no room for them to remain silent.

Mingquan Fairy's eyes swept over everyone before she spoke: "As a mere woman, I have no ideas. If we must say something, I think it should be done carefully. We have nothing to do with these people; there's no need to take on more risks."

"Brother Lin, what about you?"

Though Mingquan Fairy spoke gently, it was clear she stood by him. Jin Yi was delighted and turned his head towards Lin Xuan.

"Why ask me? I am the weakest in terms of cultivation among us five, and my knowledge is far inferior to yours. Let's decide; I have no objections," Lin Xuan took a step back, feeling slightly embarrassed.

"Haha, Brother Lin is too modest. Although your abilities are weaker, you're the youngest among us, with limitless potential!"

Jin Yi smiled, not overly surprised. Having known Lin Xuan for a century, he understood him well—timid and cautious compared to others of his level, but still the weakest in their group, always taking a neutral stance.

Jin Hong Master sighed. With Lin Xuan opting out, the other three disagreed with him. Following the principle that the minority should follow the majority, it was hard for him to argue.

"Friends, if you insist on this course of action, I won't force my will upon you. But please act swiftly and cleanly, sparing those who have done us no harm," the big monk clasped his hands in prayer, a hint of helplessness in his eyes.

"We won't harm them; we're only protecting our secret. Why would we torture them?" Jin Yi smiled, but as he spoke, a cruel look flashed across his face. With a loud shout, he dashed out of the Hundred Flower Boat and crashed to the ground like a meteor, causing a huge explosion.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed, dust and debris flying everywhere. Painful groans filled the air.

Directly below him was an under-construction building that had been crushed by his impact. The commotion immediately alerted all cultivators nearby.

Lightning flashed as more than a dozen cultivators levitated on their flying tools to the scene. Most were Core Formation Stage, with some even at Condensation Core and even Essence Body stages. Their faces showed surprise and uncertainty—was this really a meteorite?

As the dust cleared, Jin Yi's figure appeared, his clothes spotless despite the impact. His body was unharmed.

This man was a monster cultivator, excelling in physical cultivation techniques to an extreme degree.

"Human."

"It can't be!"

"Hmm, his cultivation..."

Shouts of surprise erupted as some quick-witted cultivators used their divine sense to scan the newcomer. Their faces changed drastically.

A Core Formation Stage ancestor had come here? What was he doing?

Boom!

An overwhelming spiritual pressure emanated from Jin Yi, causing nearby cultivators to fall down in circles.

Only a few Essence Body cultivators勉强 can be translated as "勉强" which means勉强ing or reluctantly in English. stood, but they too trembled with fear on their faces.

"Junior Li Qing, I don't know your name. Why did you come to my family?" The speaker was an elderly Essence Body cultivator, the most powerful among them. He showed respect while hiding his anxiety.

The Core Formation Stage ancestors made no move; clearly, they were not here for good reasons. He wanted to send a message but feared alarming the newcomer, showing signs of difficulty.

"Any instructions? Haha, you don't need any." Jin Yi's eyes flashed with ferocity. Before anyone could react, he raised his right hand and punched forward.

Bang!

Despite the distance between them, Jin Yi's fist broke through the protective energy field of the middle-stage Essence Body cultivator as if it were paper.

Blood spattered as a large hole appeared in the old man's chest, completely penetrating him.

The old man's head fell in disbelief, his face showing more fear than disbelief.

His body had been destroyed so easily.

However, this was far from over. The force of that punch quickly wreaked havoc on his meridians.

Boom!

In the next moment, the old man exploded, leaving no time for him to escape with his essence body.

PS: Yes, yes, are there still recommendation votes? !~!
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From the moment Jin Yi made his move until he annihilated this Intermediate Stage Nurturing Child cultivator, it was but an instant.

It was like lightning and fire!

The other cultivators around did not react in time. The strongest among them had just inexplicably fallen to their deaths, leaving everyone's faces filled with shock.

"Haha!"

A vicious look flashed across Jin Yi’s eyes as he licked his lips with his tongue. He then bent down, clenching his fists and punched the ground before him.

Bang!

The loud sound echoed through the island, causing it to tremble. A golden light wave emanated from him, spreading outward in all directions.

A huge cloud of dust rose up where they stood, and wherever the light touched, a radius of several miles was completely flattened. The unfinished pavilions and terraces were no exception; even a hundred-meter-high hill was leveled to the ground. Those cultivators surrounding Jin Yi—whether in the air or on the ground—were all engulfed by the golden aura, reduced to mere powder.

"Stop!"

"Dare you, insolent brute! Why are you...," the enraged voices echoed as dozens of colored lights rose from the other end of the island. A group of cultivators rushed forward, led by three Separation Stage cultivators, their faces filled with anger and frustration.

"Why do you indiscriminately slaughter our Li Family's cultivators?" a robed elder, pointing his finger in fury, shouted. He was too late; hundreds of disciples had already turned to nothingness.

It must be known that those who moved here were the family’s elite. Even if their cultivation levels were low, their potential was beyond anyone's imagination.

"Brother Two, why waste words with this fellow? Since he dares to slaughter our Li Family's cultivators, let us extract his soul and refine his essence."

A red-faced elder, clearly more irascible, spat out a fiery red flying sword as he cursed loudly.

"Haha, here you come."

With the odds against him, Jin Yi had three peers at the same stage. He showed no fear on his face as he suddenly crouched down and supported himself with his hands while puffing his cheeks.

Goo!

His voice sounded like that of a giant bullfrog amplified many times over.

Before the words left his mouth, a faint golden light shot out from his mouth, colliding with the flying sword. The sword's glow dimmed noticeably as if its spirit had been damaged severely.

The red-faced elder was taken aback by this turn of events. Two other Separation Stage cultivators from the Li Family also joined in.

"Haha, Jin Yi, your Toad Technique is quite impressive, but it’s too unappealing to look at. Why would a cultivator choose to imitate a toad?" Iblan Prince's face showed clear disdain as he seized this opportunity to mock his rival once again.

"Friend, you are mistaken. Golden Bright True Toad is one of the true spirits in our Spirit Realm. Although it ranks low among them, its grade is not something we can mock," said Mingquan Fairy with a light laugh that reached Jin Yi's ears: "Your mouth is too sharp. If Jin Yi’s Toad Technique were to be sold on the market, it could fetch several billion crystal stones; how could you say such things about it?"

"Haha, Fairy, why defend that dimwit? Jin Yi’s abilities are indeed impressive, but his appearance makes him look like a toad," said Iblan with a sly smile.

"Namaste, friends, what is the point of talking nonsense when Master Jin is surrounded by Li Family cultivators? Should we intervene?"

Although Jin Heng did not approve of their actions, he felt that they should not be so casual now that they had already started. If they failed to defeat just three peers, Jin Yi would be too useless; what right did he have to join them?

"Namaste, I agree with Master. We must act together in times of danger," said Lin Xuan, who had remained silent until now: "Fairy Mingquan, what do you think?"

"We don’t need to ask Fairy Mingquan. Since everyone wants to fight, let’s go ahead and take the plunge." Iblan scratched his head; he was not a stubborn person.

He then stowed away the spirit pills.

The four figures revealed themselves in broad daylight as their powerful auras spread across the entire island.

The three who were attacking Jin Yi were taken aback. The other Li Family cultivators, pale-faced, prepared to flee.

"Good heavens! There are even Separation Stage Ancestors; they didn’t come alone."

"What do we do? That short man is so formidable; these four new ones too."

"We can't handle them. Let’s go back and find the Senior Elder."

The cries of alarm echoed everywhere, and the low-ranking cultivators lost all their fighting spirit, fleeing like tailless cats.

Lin Xuan did not enjoy killing innocents, but if they escaped, the news would spread. As he pondered this dilemma, someone acted faster than him.

Fairy Mingquan flicked her jade hand, summoning a thin cloth-like treasure. She then waved her hands rapidly, casting spell after spell.

Bang!

The thin cloth transformed into a giant snake with a body several meters thick. Its length was impossible to measure as it coiled up.

The snake’s entire body was snow white, like ice and snow carved from stone.

The temperature around them dropped sharply due to the manifestation alone. It opened its blood-red mouth, resembling an endless black hole.

Pfft…

A visible chill emanated from within, freezing everything in its path. The dozens of Li Family cultivators who followed their Senior Elder could not escape; they all turned into ice sculptures.

Their souls were likely frozen as well, doomed to die even if they were unfrozen.

"Good job, Fairy Mingquan. Your Thousand-Year Ice Seal has reached perfection, and I have been enlightened by your prowess. You are indeed far superior to that dimwit," said Iblan with a fan in his hand, his demeanor graceful yet merciless as Jin Yi heard every word clearly.

"It’s too late! They’re not ordinary cultivators; get out quickly and meet up with the Senior Elder."

Seeing many of their juniors killed, the red-faced elder was both shocked and angry. He realized that these opponents were beyond what they could handle. The urgent task at hand was to find reinforcements as soon as possible to avoid an unjust death.

"You want to leave? Too late!"

Ashamed by Iblan’s sharp remarks, Jin Yi's face turned crimson with anger. A fierce light shone from his eyes, making them look extremely inhuman and unnatural. (!!)
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"Kwa!"

He suddenly exerted his limbs, leaping high up like a toad. A myriad of golden lights enveloped him, making him look extremely demonic. He then opened his mouth and spat out something crimson.

Lin Xuan could see clearly that it was a tongue.

This guy had truly transformed into a toad in an instant with his demon transformation technique.

The long tongue shot out, appearing as if it were catching insects.

But the speed was astonishing; it arrived before the enemy in the blink of an eye.

The old man in the yellow robe was greatly alarmed. A flash of yellow light appeared before him, and a small golden shield blocked his path.

Soon after, the two lights intertwined, but quickly, the yellow light dimmed as the small shield was easily pierced through.

"No!"

The old man was greatly alarmed, but at this moment, he could no longer dodge. The long tongue hit his chest and easily penetrated it.

Even his元婴 didn't escape; it was crushed into powder.

The other two cultivators were so terrified that they couldn't even think about revenge. For them, the best outcome was to flee.

However, this was impossible.

A flash of yellow light appeared as纤幕伊蓝 approached another old man.

Wind遁术!

Almost on par with his Nine Heaven Microstep.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but carefully assessed the situation in his heart.

"Move aside!"

The red-faced old man revealed a stern expression, waving his sleeves. The flying sword, burning with fierce flames, pierced out. Although it was less bright than before, its power was still unparalleled.

纤幕伊蓝 ignored him and smiled faintly as she stepped to the side. For some reason, she passed by the flying sword, leaving the attack to fall into empty air.

"Bad luck!"

The old man's heart skipped a beat. He saw that it was too late to change his move. His reaction was swift; he raised his protective aura shield.

纤幕伊蓝's attack was casual. She simply waved her fan down.

Silently—

There were no thunderbolts or wind blades, but the old man froze as a strange fragrance passed through the barrier and reached his nose.

"What…?"

The old man was initially stunned but quickly realized.

"It's poisonous!"

But it was too late; in an instant, his face turned black.

More strangely, he wore a peculiar smile. Lin Xuan knew that this was due to muscle relaxation caused by the poison.

His元婴 didn't escape either. The old man fell.纤幕伊蓝 flicked her fingers, and a fireball streaked across the sky before landing on the old man's body, where flames erupted.

Lin Xuan also took a cold breath. This纤幕伊蓝 was usually talkative but his techniques… from appearing to killing this red-faced old man, it only took an instant. The term "instant kill" wasn't an exaggeration at all.

Even if he had acted, it would have been no different. And that deadly poison named Thousand Gold Smile left even a Separation Realm cultivator dead on contact, truly making one's heart race with fear.

"Amitabha!"

Golden Hong Chan Master wore a kind expression, but Lin Xuan could see that this old man was equally wary.

No wonder Jin Yi had practiced the Golden Bright Toad Technique. He had fought him several times and lost miserably.

Of course, it wasn't life or death; although they mocked each other, their relationship was still good.

In a moment, two of the three Separation Realm cultivators had fallen. The remaining one's situation wasn't much better. Although he hadn't died yet, half his body was frozen by Clear Spring Fairy.

White玄冰 appeared on his chest and continued to spread upward.

His face was filled with terror as he took a deep breath,调动 thousands of years of refined spiritual energy to resist the ice encroaching on his chest.

On the surface, it seemed like a stalemate, but now he could do nothing else. His life was entirely in someone else's hands.

A flash of white appeared as Clear Spring Fairy gracefully appeared before him.

"Friend, spare me. I will…."

He didn't finish his sentence as Clear Spring Fairy sighed softly and gently pressed her delicate hand to his chest.

Her movements were gentle, seemingly devoid of human emotions. As she did so, the terrifying ten-thousand-year-old ice began to recede like a tide.

"What…?"

The Li Family cultivator was stunned, unsure if what happened to him could be true. The other had just let him go.

He had lived for thousands of years but hadn't heard such a thing before; it seemed too strange.

But he couldn't risk staying here. If something unexpected happened, he would regret it.

Although the ice had been removed, his lower body was still numb. But at this moment, he didn't care as green lights enveloped him and he flew to the other side of the island. There, five dazzling beams of light were visible. The Senior Elder and others realized something was wrong and were desperately rushing over. As long as they joined their brothers, his life would be saved.

The enemy fled, but Clear Spring Fairy showed no signs of concern. She seemed genuinely intent on letting him go, and Lin Xuan and the others made no attempt to stop her.

This man had been uneasy at first but gradually calmed down after flying a hundred meters away.

That scullery maid's strength was indeed profound, but her heart was too simple; she didn't understand the consequences of releasing a tiger back into the wild.

He would soon meet his brother and capture this woman. He would make her understand the repercussions of sympathizing with an enemy.

With a fierce thought in mind, he wanted to increase his evasion technique. However, at that moment, the spiritual energy within him suddenly lost control. More accurately, a hidden force inside him caused his own spiritual energy to go berserk as well.

"No…"

The man was greatly alarmed but his body rapidly expanded like an overinflated balloon…

Bang!

A loud explosion echoed like thunder in the sky, despite his extreme fear and reluctance. The uncontrolled spiritual energy caused him to explode on the spot.

Blood mist filled the air, and even his元婴 didn't escape.

The final result was inevitable; how could Clear Spring Fairy let a tiger go?

The five people far away watched this clearly but did not flee. Instead, they charged forward with bloodshot eyes.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing surprise on his face. How the last cultivator had died, these five saw it clearly, yet remained so fearless. Could it be that… they had some secret weapon?

"Amitabha," Golden Hong Chan Master showed no emotion, still wearing a kind expression as he recited sutras, seemingly praying for the souls of the deceased.

As for纤幕伊蓝, she continued to fan herself gently, as if what happened just now was completely irrelevant to her.

Clear Spring Fairy gracefully returned to his side with a gentle smile on her face, her appearance like that of a fairy.

Only Jin Yi exuded killing intent, staring at him with wide eyes.
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Chapter 1638: Sword Array and Illusionary Array

Regardless of what was in their hearts, Lin Xuan and his companions showed no fear. In just a few breaths, the five Li Family cultivation experts at the Separation Stage arrived beside them.

Leading the group was a bald man with a muscular build, a fierce expression, and towering stature—his appearance was extremely intimidating. The other four were elderly men dressed in red, yellow, blue, and white robes, their appearances somewhat similar, suggesting they likely shared close blood ties even if not brothers.

The bald man was at the middle stage of Separation, while the others were at the early stage.

Their eyes swept over the surroundings; everything lay in ruins. Not only had the pavilions been reduced to rubble, but nearby disciples had perished without a trace. Their faces showed intense grief and anger.

"Ha ha."

The bald man's expression was terrifying as he laughed in fury. "You actually dared to massacre our Li Family cultivators! All of you will die!"

Before his words were finished, the sound of cracking bones filled their ears. His height suddenly increased, and the muscles in his right hand bulged out dramatically. The sheer force seemed like it would tear through his arm.

"Roar!"

The bald man roared into the sky, sounding like a thunderbolt from the heavens. He then took a step to the left and delivered a powerful punch towards their enemies.

The impact was formidable. It turned out that Jin Yi, the reckless fellow, was the first to face this challenge.

"Haha."

Jin Yi showed no fear; instead, he looked excited. His love for combat was well-known. It seemed his opponent was also a Physical Cultivator—this would be interesting.

With a glint in his eyes, Jin Yi threw another punch...

Silent but powerful, an immense aura rose and shot towards the enemy.

No dazzling light showed, but two invisible objects collided in mid-air, creating a dense series of popping sounds. A strong gale arose, sweeping across the land, which was already in disarray.

Both parties took a step back.

This encounter ended without a clear victor.

The others were not idle either. The four elderly men, each dressed in different colors, summoned their flying swords.

Instead of attacking individually, they stood together as if huddled for warmth.

Four flying swords circled around them, creating a torrential flow of sword light that quickly coalesced into a powerful stream.

"Sword Array."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The others were also well-versed; their expressions turned grim at the sight.

These five individuals dared to fly here after seeing their companions annihilated—surely they had some backing.

However, this was not yet over. The white-robed elder suddenly took out a talisman from his chest. The surface of the talisman was inscribed with intricate runes that seemed beyond comprehension.

Clearly non-trivial, it was no ordinary object.

Fisheye I Blue's brows rose slightly. Though he held himself in high regard, there was no need to wait for the other party to complete their spell—overconfidence could lead to disaster.

"Quickly."

He pointed a finger forward and tightly gripped his folding fan with his left hand, swinging it downward.

A white whirlwind appeared, which then dissipated into hundreds of wind blades. Each blade was larger than a foot in diameter, piercing towards the enemy with a sharp crack.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this power was formidable indeed. Fisheye I Blue seemed slightly stronger than he had anticipated.

However, the four elderly men did not dodge or show any fear. They did not even deploy any defensive artifacts.

This was strange—did they really have full confidence in that so-called sword array?

Just as Lin Xuan pondered this, the white-robed elder released his talisman.

Instantly, a blinding white light emerged, and eerie spiritual waves spread out from the four of them toward all directions.

The surroundings blurred before everything became indistinct. A sense of dizziness even surfaced in his mind.

"What..."

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He took a deep breath as his essence force circulated through his meridians; the discomfort vanished abruptly.

Looking ahead, Lin Xuan saw that he was now in an icy and snowy void.

"This... is an array talisman, and it contains illusionary techniques. This is interesting." Lin Xuan murmured to himself, but his voice was so low only he could hear.

Fortunately, though trapped in the illusionary array, they were not separated from their companions. Jin Hong Master, Fisheye I Blue, and Fairy Mingquan stood together with him.

However, Jin Yi was an exception; sounds of explosions filled the air as he engaged in close combat with the bald man, exchanging blows fiercely.

The four elderly men had also vanished without a trace, clearly hidden within the illusionary array, waiting for their moment to strike.

"Om." A Buddhist chant echoed. Jin Hong Master's body was enveloped in yellow light and ascended slowly.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and activated both of his secret spiritual eyes; he did not want to be ambushed.

Fisheye I Blue and Fairy Mingquan also wore wary expressions, knowing that the enemy would not be easily handled. Better safe than sorry—this time they could not afford to be careless.

Lin Xuan looked up as snowflakes fell like goose feathers, indistinguishable from real ones under his secret spiritual eyes.

Unfortunately, while Lin Xuan could discern parts of the illusion, it was only partial. The entire array remained a mystery to him.

Of course, if he wished to reveal his true strength, Lin Xuan could break this array. His storage bag contained specialized tools for breaking arrays; though mysterious, this one was merely an array talisman—could it really match the supreme arrays of Penglai Mountain?

As these thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a chill and vanished from sight.

Puff... puff...

The sound of swords piercing the air echoed as several sword rays passed where Lin Xuan had stood, all missing their targets.

Meanwhile, the other three were also attacked. Unlike Lin Xuan, who possessed secret spiritual eyes, they fared slightly worse but managed to fend off the attacks with their own secret techniques.

However, such passivity was not sustainable.

"Om. Let this old monk try out this so-called illusionary technique."
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Chapter 1639: Six-Syllable Dharma Spell to Subdue Demons

Master Jin Hong's voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears. Following that, he waved his large sleeves and a golden bowl flew out from within, radiating an aura that was anything but ordinary.

"Go."

Holding the dharma bowl in his hands, Master Jin Hong cast it forward.

As soon as the treasure left his hand, a flash of golden light erupted. It quickly expanded, and then a black mist emerged from within.

A thick, eerie aura filled the air, accompanied by an ear-piercing scream that seemed to echo the wails of countless ghosts, causing Lin Xuan’s heart to tremble.

"..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Master Jin Hong had not used a ghost technique but rather a common dharma spell to subdue demons and spirits, capturing them in his golden bowl before using his great dharma power to drive these subdued entities as allies against their enemies.

Indeed, it was a remarkable and cunning strategy. The five cultivators accompanying Lin Xuan were no ordinary opponents. Although he wasn’t afraid, he couldn’t help but remain vigilant for the rest of the journey.

"Ahh..."

On another level, a scream echoed as the Li family’s four cultivators, despite forming an array to defend themselves, could not reverse their fate. One of them, in a royal robe, had been pierced through with an ice knife and lay dying. His face was filled with disbelief but also quick reflexes.

A flash of yellow light revealed a tiny infant hovering above his head, clutching a small sword. The child’s eyes glared at Ming Quan’s fairy with intense hatred, as if wishing to devour her alive.

However, this was only the beginning. His severe injuries led to the collapse of the sword array.

Soon after, two more screams pierced the air. One had their head severed but managed to escape with their essence body intact. The other, though worse off, lost an arm and bled profusely.

"Bad news, retreat quickly."

The white-robed elder was clearly the strongest of the four, showing no injuries on his person. However, his expression changed drastically as he realized that continuing the fight would only result in their deaths. He wouldn’t be so foolish to stay and face such formidable foes.

With a wave of his sleeves, dozens of dragon-eye-sized thunder pearls flew out, turning black.

A surge of chaotic spiritual energy spread around them.

"Thunder Pearls of Malevolence"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. Without hesitation, he used Nine Heavens Microstep. The other three cultivators reacted similarly. As the name suggested, these thunder pearls were crafted from malevolent qi, with varying strengths depending on their density. Combined, they would be incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to face them head-on.

A few flashes later, he had retreated beyond a mile away.

Boom

The terrifying explosion echoed as the dozens of thunder pearls collided, creating gusts of wind that swept across half an island like a devastating storm.

On the other side, taking advantage of the cultivators’ retreat, several Li family members regrouped. The bald man’s face was filled with anger after witnessing his comrades’ fate despite their survival.

Although no one had died, two of them had lost their physical bodies in the battle.

How detestable! Where did such formidable opponents come from? Why would they intervene so heavily?

Could it be that the city’s enforcers had discovered their plot and were coming to expose traitors?

Yes, that must be it. Ordinary Elders of the Separation stage wouldn’t possess such power.

The bald man’s expression became even more sinister as he realized his plan might succeed. He couldn’t let these people return alive, no matter what the cost.

Turning his head slowly, he glanced at the other elders, who all nodded in agreement. This plot would bring them great benefits but would also be a disaster for the entire Eastern Sea cultivation realm. If this news leaked out, they would become public enemies, with humans, demons, and sea creatures alike hunting them.

They were like rats in the street; even in the chaotic seas, there was no place for them to survive. They couldn’t let these five people return alive.

However, they understood that using ordinary spells and treasures wouldn’t work against such formidable opponents. They would have to use their advanced techniques.

Roar

The one-armed blue-robed elder’s eyes widened in a fierce shout before he exploded into a cloud of blood. His essence body absorbed the remains.

His essence eyes turned blood-red, his face filled with ferocity.

Lin Xuan was shocked. Even the elegant and dashing Young Master Yi Lan stammered: "What’s this? Can’t fight, wants to commit suicide?"

No one responded as this scene was too bizarre. It was well known that no one would abandon their body unless absolutely necessary.

A bad feeling spread among the five of them.

"Who cares what they’re doing; first, kill these guys."

Jin Yi’s shout echoed. He was the most impulsive of the five. With a flicker, another explosion sounded as the unharmed white-robed elder also self-destructed his body.

"What's going on?"

Jin Yi braked suddenly, stopping his actions. Such an event had never been heard before. Although he was rash, he wasn’t stupid. This defied logic and seemed to have a sinister aura. He didn’t want to be the one to test it out.

The bald man’s face contorted with anger as four essence bodies hovered beside him. With a cold shout, those essence bodies emitted intense light, entering his body from head, chest, abdomen, and back.

Simultaneously, spiritual energy erupted from his body, turning blood-red and enveloping him like a giant cocoon.

Strange sounds emerged from within as the fusion process began.

The expressions of Lin Xuan and his companions turned grim. Although they didn’t know what secret technique was being used, it seemed highly formidable.

Given their combined strength, there was no reason for them to be so relaxed.

Jin Yi’s golden light shot out from his mouth, transforming into a giant pair of scissors that flew towards the enemy.

Young Master Yi Lan and Lin Xuan reacted quickly. One used his folding fan to unleash dense wind blades mixed with lightning, even more intense than hail, striking the enemy.

The other released hundreds of sword energy beams, like a storm of arrows. However, Lin Xuan was still holding back his true strength, confident that these four companions could handle the current situation.

Ming Quan’s fairy hand flicked, and the cloth-like treasure transformed into a giant ice snake, spewing cold air that seemed to freeze space itself.

"Om Mani Padme Hum"

Master Jin Chuan initially opposed intervening but now found himself in a bind. He flicked his fingers, sending several beads of prayer flying from his fingertips.

In mid-air, the light flashed and grew to several dozen feet in size. The spiritual pressure was immense; even mountains could be shattered by it.

To be fair, they hadn’t used their full strength, but their combined power was formidable. Their joint attack was incredibly powerful.

However, the blood-red light cocoon flickered as if teleporting away from its original position and appeared several thousand feet away.

The five did not feel surprised; they cast spells to redirect their attacks, chasing after them with deceptive speed.

Surprisingly, this time, the light cocoon didn’t dodge but instead spun in place.

Boom

A deafening explosion followed by unimaginable blood-red energy waves swept through the area. The five’s joint attack was obliterated as if it had never happened.

"..."

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, feeling a mix of shock and admiration. He wasn’t alone; the other four were equally stunned. They hadn’t used their full strength but this combined attack was no joke. Even he would need to exert considerable effort to block such power. Could it be...
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The air surged, and everything within the vicinity was reduced to nothingness.

A vast blood sea of several acres appeared in their line of sight, thick as ink and continuously surging. The stench of blood permeated the air, making one feel nauseous.

Five people exchanged glances, their expressions grave.

Clearly, they had provoked a formidable enemy.

However, once an arrow was shot, there was no turning back. With the situation as it stood, there was no room for hesitation.

The group did not rashly attack but first observed the scene before deciding on their course of action.

Suddenly, from within the blood sea, came a painful roar of agony. A hurricane appeared out of nowhere, and the blood sea visibly shrank, revealing the monster hidden within.

"What is this...?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Even with his composure, he could no longer maintain a calm expression at that moment. The other cultivators also showed signs of fear on their faces.

Was what they were facing human or a demon?

The creature stood over three meters tall and had five heads—four smaller ones and one larger one. Its body was blood-red, with prominent veins, giving the impression that it could bleed profusely at any moment...

The large head bore an uncanny resemblance to a bald man's features, with coppery spots the size of coins appearing on its forehead.

Sharp fangs protruded from its forehead, and two smaller heads were located on his shoulders while another was on his chest.

Though much smaller, they were equally terrifying. The eyes, ears, mouth, and nose corresponded to the four older men who had lost their bodies.

"What kind of technique is this?"

"I've never seen anything like it, but with such a sinister aura, could these guys be ghost cultivators?"

Despite the fear, having reached the Separation stage, they had encountered many strange things and were not easily intimidated.

"Amitabha. They are not ghost cultivators. Our spirit realm likely doesn't have such an eerie technique. If I'm not mistaken, they might be from the Asura clan of the Netherworld," Master Jin Hong's voice echoed, filled with solemnity.

"What? Master, did you hear that right? The Asura clan. You mean they are spies from the Netherworld realm?" Jin Yi widened his eyes in disbelief.

"How could this be possible? According to legends, the Asura King died at the hands of a true cultivator millions of years ago, and with him, the Asura clan began its decline. They barely manage their own affairs; why would they come here to our spirit realm?" Fairy Ming Quan was equally surprised.

"Master, I'm not sure, but during that great battle, many ghost creatures did indeed get lost in this world, hiding under new identities and even changing their forms with secret techniques, leaving behind descendants," the old monk sighed.

"Do you mean to say that this family is a mix of our human race and Netherworld ghosts?"

"I'm not sure about the specifics. Maybe they are descendants of the Netherworld or Asura clan spies sent here. Regardless, we must distinguish between them. Elder An Hui's order to hunt them down is well-known," Master Jin Hong said.

"Perfect! This solves my dilemma. Originally, I hesitated to attack this cultivation family without reason, but now that they are related to Netherworld ghosts, they become our enemies. Eliminating them will be a boon with no harm," Jin Yi grinned, his face filled with excitement.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan remained silent, his thoughts in turmoil.

The Asura clan?

Could it be Moon's people?

He hadn't expected the spirit realm cultivators to hate Netherworld spirits so much. Little girl was now somewhere, and her identity must not be discovered.

...

On one side, the other cultivators began their attacks.

Fiber Curtain Iblan flicked her fan, summoning countless bolts of lightning and fire.

Fairy Ming Quan, on the other hand, conjured ice columns with her fingertips, each sharp as a needle, formed from water essence energy.

Her moves were reminiscent of Fairy Ruyan's, but the power was significantly greater.

Rumbling echoed in their ears as they encircled the enemy instantly.

Jin Yi was overjoyed and rushed forward, emitting waves of battle. He clapped his hands together, and nearby elemental energies surged into his body. Cracking sounds filled the air as Jin Yi's figure suddenly grew larger, especially his right hand, stretching to a length of several feet, with muscles resembling steel.

He avoided the ice columns and lightning bolts, maintainingsmooth coordination with Fiber Curtain Iblan.

As he approached the monster by several meters, their attacks simultaneously ceased.

Smoke dispersed, revealing the creature with a grotesque smile. A layer of blood-red protective barrier appeared around it.

All attacks from the ice columns and lightning failed to have any effect.

Seeing Jin Yi closing in, the creature grinned, his sharp fangs gleaming...

"Bad luck!"

Jin Yi's expression changed dramatically as he emitted a burst of spiritual light, trying to stop his descent. However, it was too late. The monster clenched its fists and struck a powerful right hook, turning slightly.

Though several meters apart, the air crackled with tension. A black vortex appeared, seemingly capable of swallowing everything, hurtling towards Jin Yi.

"Forceful Air Spiral."

Jin Yi's expression changed as he had only heard about this realm but had not yet reached it himself. When and how did this creature become so powerful? But there was no time to think now. He activated a set of golden armor.

The armor wasn't flashy, but it was incredibly heavy, clearly focused on defense.

Its weight was terrifying; ordinary cultivators would be crushed by it.

Jin Yi's tactics didn't end here. Although he acted rashly, he wasn't without brains. As he put on the armor, his left hand tapped his waist, summoning a shield.

The same golden color and heavy appearance suggested it belonged to heavily armored soldiers in the secular army.

Standing over several feet tall, it concealed his entire figure.

Instantly, the Forceful Air Spiral struck with thunderous force. Though appearing as a small vortex, its power was astonishing. Colliding with the massive shield, it produced a loud "clang" and then penetrated the shield, leaving only a piece of ordinary iron falling from the sky.

Postscript: The following words are free to read.

I have some good news for everyone—The Hundred Refinements to Immortality is being developed into a web game. Although it's just a web-based version, I'm very excited because it will give readers another place to play. Currently in development, the team has set up a group where they can interact with readers and gather feedback on what you'd like the game to be like!~!
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The forceful air vortex continued to spin, and with a resounding thud, it crashed onto Jin Yi's chest.

"Po..."

Blood mist filled the sky as this self-important Separation Period elder fell like a bird with broken wings from the sky.

Thud!

Dust rose as the entire island was punctured by the force of the impact. Huge waves erupted from the gaping hole.

The four companions were taken aback, though Jin Yi wasn't their strongest member, he had been hit so hard that it was unexpected.

Even Fenmiao Yilan's smile faded, and Jin Hong Master stopped chanting as the threat before them became clear.

Turning his head, the monster revealed fangs, eyes filled with ferocity: "No matter if you're from the Holy City or not, daring to destroy my family, I will extract your souls and refine your essence."

Before he could finish speaking, a flash of movement. A dazzling blood aura expanded around him, red lightning crackled before his body, and an aura of madness rose. The sheer spiritual pressure was overwhelming.

"Faster, Master! Get out of the way!"

Fenmiao Yilan's face paled as this punch seemed even more powerful than the previous one.

Though Jin Hong was a cultivator of the Buddhist sect, not all were physicalists. A direct hit could break his body, even if he didn't die, it would be irreparable.

But Jin Hong ignored the warning and stood firm. He clasped his hands in front of him as if reciting scriptures, but a deep voice emerged from his mouth: "Dong, ma, ni, pa, mi, mou."

The Six-Syllable Dharma-Subduing Spell!

With the final word, a golden light burst from his palms, the size of an infant's fist.

Though smaller than the air vortex, it held a bright 'Buddha' eye. The immense divine power clashed with the vortex’s force.

A thunderous boom echoed in the sky as gales surged forth. Golden and red light waves swept across the area, turning stones to dust and leveling the island.

The Six-Syllable Dharma-Subduing Spell was a great secret technique of the Buddhist sect. It contained profound Zen principles, with countless applications that grew stronger with one's cultivation.

Lin Xuan had intended to study it after fusing with the Diamondrelics, but found it too complex and abandoned it for now.

Seeing Jin Hong’s powerful display, Lin Xuan knew he couldn’t just watch. Drawing his sleeves, Nine Heaven Moon Ring flew out, spinning and creating multiple rings that slammed into the monster.

The demon laughed, unfazed by this. It opened its blood-red mouth and spat blackish-red demonic flames, enveloping the Nine Heaven Moon Ring, dimming its light.

Lin Xuan was shocked. What kind of technique could defile his precious treasure? This seemed similar to Mo’s ghostly ink.

Could it be that this creature came from the Netherworld?

The demon's other heads also opened their mouths, spraying blood in arcs like boomerangs, bypassing Jin Hong and targeting Fenmiao Yilan.

Fenmiao Yilan’s face paled. She didn’t know what spell this was but recognized the deadly poison in the blood. She couldn't let it touch her body.

With a loud cry, she cast spells with butterfly-like hand gestures, gathering water essence to form an ice mountain. Despite its strength and resilience, the two blood arrows passed through without hindrance, only to be absorbed by the ice, which then melted and transformed into red liquid, chasing Yilan.

Fenmiao Yilan was terrified as the liquid continued to pursue her despite her efforts with various weapons.

On the other side, Jin Hong’s situation was similar. His heads sprayed blood, making him ineffective against the demon's attacks.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Lin Xuan was impressed by its power but noticed that after each blood arrow, the monster's heads weakened, even closing their eyes. The monster’s aura also diminished significantly.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan felt a bit relieved. Otherwise, he might have fled too.

But now, things were dire. Jin Yi’s fate was unknown, and his other companions were trapped by the demon's strange techniques.

Fenmiao Yilan and Lin Xuan had been hiding their true power for a long time; they couldn’t afford to show it now. The opportunity was too good to miss.

With no more Dan pills to increase his strength, he decided to act. He raised his head and saw Fenmiao Yilan struggling, her elegance forgotten as she dodged and weaved, turning around in panic.

The red liquid transformed into various shapes, like hands or giant skeletons.

Yilan continuously cast spells but with little effect.

Fenmiao Yilan was better off, maintaining her composure. However, the strange blood still posed a threat.

Jin Hong’s situation mirrored theirs. Despite his powerful techniques, he was clearly on the defensive.

Lin Xuan sighed and decided to intervene. Seeing the red liquid transform into an arm, Lin Xuan moved swiftly in front of Yilan.

"Friend Lin, what are you doing?"

Yilan was alarmed; Lin Xuan was their weakest member. Why would he put himself in danger?

"Faster, get out of the way!"

Ignoring his companions' warnings, Lin Xuan flipped his hand and a brilliant three-colored flame appeared.

Besides Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, Lin Xuan believed other methods could break this spell. He doubted that the strange liquid was invincible; Mo’s Sword might destroy it, but using Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire would be more effective.

The demon noticed Lin Xuan's action and sneered. His performance earlier had been mediocre. What did he think, a mere Separation Period cultivator could be heroic?

He glared, but no movement was visible as the liquid’s madness intensified.
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Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He shook his palm that held the three-colored fireballs gently, and instantly it burst like a chick breaking out of its shell. The sound of explosion entered his ears as the flame shattered into fragments.

A three-colored phoenix bird, about a foot long, shot up into the sky. Despite its small size, its form resembled a phoenix, and its clear chirping echoed through the heavens.

"..."

The monster was taken aback at first but quickly flashed a cruel sneer in his eyes. With a flick of his divine consciousness, he turned his blood-covered hand slightly and fiercely lunged towards Lin Xuan.

"Good!"

Lin Xuan wasn't alarmed; instead, he was pleased. He extended his index finger towards the front, and instantly, spiritual light blazed. The three-colored phoenix bird spread its wings and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying forward.

Mingquan Fairy was dumbfounded. Lin Xuan's attempt to block an oncoming vehicle was too obvious. She didn't believe that such a minor spirit fire could dispel this bizarre divine technique. With a flash, she dodged to the side.

However, she wasn't an ordinary cultivator. Her jade hand boiled, and a long spear made of ancient crystal appeared, seemingly forged from ten-thousand-year-old ice. The coldness was intense as it pierced towards the monster's head.

Although she escaped, she still tried to save Zhao Ming by distracting him.

In the next moment, the phoenix bird collided with the blood-covered hand.

There were no lingering doubts. The sharp claws, several feet long and resembling a demon's arm, easily grasped the phoenix bird. A cruel expression flashed in the monster’s eyes as he clenched his fingers to destroy it.

A ghastly cackling echoed, filled with smugness. But just then, something unexpected happened. Although the tiny phoenix was caught, it showed no fear and began singing loudly. Accompanied by a clear phoenix call, a mysterious three-colored light halo burst from its body.

The runes within flickered, emitting an aura of destruction.

"Zzzz," a sound entered his ears as a thin layer of pale blue ice armor appeared on the surface of the blood-covered hand, quickly spreading. Gray light flashed, and both the ice armor and the blood-covered hand vanished in a flash.

They dissolved into nothingness, as if they had never existed.

This result not only shocked the monster but also Lin Xuan's companions, who stared in disbelief. What kind of fire was this? Its power was too overwhelming.

Especially Mingquan Fairy, who already excelled in water attributes and whose ice could barely affect him. But Lin Xuan’s spirit flames could easily freeze the opponent. He wasn't the weakest among them; when had he mastered such a divine technique?

Roar!

The monster, shocked but more enraged, raised his head like an injured beast and punched forward with his bare fist, actually using his flesh to withstand Mingquan Fairy's treasure.

Bloodlight flashed as the spear was knocked aside. His fist was also cut in half.

But the monster ignored it, showing no signs of pain. Numerous fleshy tendrils sprouted from the wound to repair it.

This guy seemed determined to fight to the death.

Four heads on his shoulders and chest opened their eyes, revealing bloodstained mouths as they spat out black-red demonic flames.

Jin Hong Master was the first to face this. The old monk, an intermediate cultivator, couldn't help showing a hint of fear in his eyes. He raised his right hand, his expression grave, pointing forward while reciting Buddhist secret mantras. A golden bowl floated above him.

Suddenly, light blazed as a streak of golden light surged out, enveloping the swarm of demonic flames...

However, this process wasn't easy. The old monk's forehead was covered in large beads of sweat, and his entire magical power seemed to be pulled into it.

Seeing this, the monster’s expression turned fierce. His left arm was wrapped in a blood mist, transforming into a bloody curved sword. A sweet scent of blood indicated its deadly poison.

"Master, quickly dodge," Lin Xuan hadn't anticipated such a result. He had just used Illusory Heavenly Fire to destroy the strange liquid chasing Yan Yan, but now, even an intermediate cultivator like the old monk was in danger. Due to the distance, he couldn't reach them in time. Jin Hong Master seemed about to fall victim to the monster.

Boom!

A loud sound echoed as towering waves appeared at the center of the island. Golden light flashed, and a short, sturdy cultivator stepped out from the waves.

Jin Yi!

Although the force vortex had left him battered, it only took one hit to not kill thisdemonizer or妖者 (yāzi) which can also be translated as "eviler" in certain contexts, but typically "demonizer" is more appropriate..

He wiped the blood from his mouth, filled with rage, his eyes turning gray. But as golden light grew brighter, he roared.

"Ha!"

First, he bent down, and when he straightened up, his body suddenly grew ten times larger, transforming into a towering monster over seven feet tall.

Great Power Technique!

"Gwa!" A sound like that of a toad's call echoed. He then used all four limbs to push forward.

A massive palm shadow appeared in his vision as the air condensed, drawing in the magical energy from tens of miles around. The palm shadow became more luminous, appearing almost tangible.

"..."

Lin Xuan couldn't help showing a serious expression. The Great Power Technique of the golden true toad had indeed been mastered by Jin Yi.

The monster was greatly alarmed and didn’t bother attacking. He spun around, creating a thick blood-red protective barrier in front of him.

This wasn’t over yet. All five heads opened their eyes, and from near the waist, bulges appeared, growing into additional arms. These new arms joined the ones on his shoulders as he clenched his fists and struck forward.

The force of raindrops, more than a dozen force vortices formed in an instant, converging to fly towards the golden palm shadow in the sky.

A heart-stopping rumble echoed as light blazed in the sky. Gray light waves radiated out from the collision point, spreading in all directions.

Lin Xuan was delighted; this was the perfect opportunity to strike while the monster was distracted. He extended his hand and injected magical energy into the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring, creating a white hurricane that pressed down on the enemy with terrifying momentum.

The other three reacted similarly. Missing such an opportunity would surely result in punishment from heaven. In a moment, icy air, lightning flames, and Buddhist secret techniques poured in, engulfing the crimson blood mass.
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Boom! Boom!

The loud explosion echoed through the air, causing the entire island to tremble. Iblan Fine waved his fan, and several dozen wind dragons suddenly shot out from it. Each dragon was over seven or eight feet tall, their snarling heads and tails moving menacingly as they plunged into the blood mist.

Mingquan Fairy then continuously formed various magical seals in mid-air with both hands. The surrounding cold air rapidly gathered, forming a towering ice mountain over a hundred feet high before it descended.

Indeed, the thick blood mist could no longer withstand this assault, dissipating in a series of thunderous explosions that sounded like lightning strikes on a clear day.

The monster's form began to appear, its five pairs of blood-red eyes opening simultaneously. However, there was more anger and desperation than fear in them.

"Very well, you've forced me to such an extent. One day, the Arhats will retaliate against the Spirit Realm, and all of you shall accompany me to the grave."

Before his words were fully spoken, his body emitted a red glow as a wave of frenzied brutality surged out like a tidal wave, threatening to engulf the five people.

"Bad news, he's going to self-destruct," several individuals, all at the Separation Stage cultivators, reacted with shock. Common wisdom held that hardheads fear those who dare not die, and this monster’s strength was already astonishing. It was easy to imagine how destructive its self-destruction would be. The area within a hundred miles might be completely engulfed, leaving no living creature behind. Should they use an illusionary escape?

There was no time for further contemplation as Lin Xuan raised his hands, casting one magical seal after another...

Boom!

A deafening explosion shook the entire sky and ocean, turning everything into a blood-red hue that sent shivers down one's spine. Within a hundred miles, all living things—birds, beasts, insects, plants, even rocks and seawater—were swallowed by this crimson tide.

Everything with life was consumed...

However, this process came to an end as quickly as it began. In just a few breaths, the blood-red cloud that had filled the entire sky vanished without a trace. The sea remained the same, and so did the sky, but everything in between was gone, leaving not even a hint of the island's existence behind.

No, despite all being reduced to dust, there was still one thing left in the sky—a small, ancient, and broken talisman about the size of a palm.

Yet, this single talisman carried something miraculous. Its text exuded an aura, an indescribable power related to the laws of nature, floating alone amidst the sea and sky as the monster's self-destructive essence destroyed everything within a hundred miles.

Only this talisman remained unscathed, drifting aimlessly in the vast sky. Suddenly, a spark of light flashed from it, followed by a strange self-ignition that turned into a silver flame.

The flame rapidly grew to the size of a person and emitted an eerie波动 emanated from within, distorting and collapsing nearby space before forming a black hole visible to all.

A flash of light revealed a foot stepping out of this void. Following it was a young man in fine robes.

Iblan Fine!

Though he was gently fanning himself with his fan, the fear in his eyes was evident. His actions were merely an act of nonchalance.

"Om," a Buddhist chant echoed as a bald monk dressed in a robe appeared, his kind face covered in sweat from the shock of what had just transpired.

Flashes of light continued, and Jin Yi, Mingquan Fairy, and Lin Xuan emerged one after another from the vortex.

The five exchanged glances, their faces showing relief at having survived.

"Om. I never expected that Miss Iblan Fine would possess such a precious item as the Momentary Cave Heaven Talisman. If not for your intervention, we might all have perished. Though I cannot express my gratitude, this favor will be etched in my heart," the old monk bowed respectfully to Iblan Fine, and the others also expressed their thanks.

"Master and fellow daoists need not be so polite. I acted only out of self-preservation. The monster, seeing it was losing, resorted to self-destruction. Unfortunately, this talisman is merely a broken one, usable only once. In future encounters with stronger foes, we will have no recourse," Iblan Fine sighed, his face showing pain and regret.

"Regardless, your assistance has been invaluable, and I will remember it," Mingquan Fairy's voice carried an odd tone as she spoke.

Even Jin Yi, who was usually at odds with Iblan Fine, blushed and thanked him sincerely.

Lin Xuan could not avoid the same courtesy. Although he had used an illusionary escape to evade earlier, revealing the Illusory Heavenly Flame would be better to preserve his remaining cards.

However, this Iblan Fine was truly extraordinary; such a precious item as the Momentary Bag was not something ordinary cultivators could possess, and even most Core Formation Stage practitioners only heard about it. In some ways, its value surpassed that of a supreme divine treasure.

Of course, the Momentary Bag had been a fortunate find, due to the shopkeeper's lack of recognition for its worth. This man was far from what he claimed; how many more hidden cards did he possess?

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but showed no sign of it on his face.

The island beneath their feet had vanished without a trace. The matter was concluded here and now, with no further pursuit necessary regardless of whether the opponent was human, an Arhat spy, or a descendant of the阴魂 race. As the saying went, "A dead man's light goes out," and that was the truth.

The sea surface shimmered as the blood mist gradually dissipated. At first glance, nothing had happened.

"Friends, let us go. Within a hundred miles, no cultivators remain; we can safely search for treasure."

"Om, Mingquan Fairy is correct. As they say, 'Long nights breed many dreams.' We should not linger here and risk further delays. Let's retrieve the treasures of Dan Yue Sect as soon as possible to return to Nine Immortal City," the thick voice of the monk reverberated.

The others were naturally indifferent; having already seen such a thrilling encounter without finding any treasure, they agreed that delaying was not wise. With little distance left and no need for the Hundred Flower Boat, they transformed into dazzling streaks of light and flew towards their destination!~!
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At the same time, in an unknown sea of a certain region inhabited by humans, a massive ancient warship was speeding along.

This warship was about a thousand zhang (approximately 300 meters) long.

In terms of size, it wasn't much larger than the largest warship on Red Leaf Island. However, just by looking at it, anyone could tell that these two ships were incomparable; they belonged to different tiers entirely.

The warship was golden in color, exuding an aura of great respect and dignity. Its design was far more intricate and reasonable compared to the warships on Red Leaf Island. The streamlined hull rose high with a tall mast, adorned with a large flag.

The deck was ancient and mysterious, with the most prominent feature being a "Holy" character in the center, surrounded by various birds, beasts, insects, and fish, seemingly for decoration.

This was the emblem of the Holy City.

In other words, this warship belonged to the enforcers of the Holy City.

The Eastern Sea had three major powers standing in balance with the sea tribes having six kings and the demon tribes having three emperors. However, among humans, there was only one powerful force: the Holy City.

The Holy City has always been shrouded in mystery; no one knew what kind of entity it truly was—whether a sect, family, or something else entirely.

There were many rumors outside.

Some said that the Holy City was actually a powerful sect that had passed down from ancient times. Others claimed that the Holy City was ruled by a cultivation family with an incomparably noble bloodline...

Still others believed that the Holy City wasn't as mysterious as it seemed, merely a loose alliance of elders used to rally human clans. Only in this way could humans stand on equal footing with sea tribes and demon tribes.

This theory was widely accepted among cultivators because during times of peace, the Holy City rarely interfered with human affairs. It only issued "Holy Edicts" when major wars broke out, and all sects, families, and even scattered cultivators had to obey them; otherwise, they would be executed without mercy!

There were once powerful sects that resisted, but they ended up being wiped out in a single night.

For millions of years, there was no exception!

Even daoist practitioners at the Cave Profound stage couldn't escape it. Over time, no one dared to defy the Holy City anymore.

When the Holy Edict was issued, all cultivators would submit willingly.

Fortunately, the enforcers of the Holy City rarely ventured out in public.

There weren't many cultivators on this warship; only about a hundred or so, and none were below the Core Formation stage. The leader was two elderly figures, both around seventy years old. One had a youthful appearance with white hair and wore a Daoist robe, exuding an ethereal aura as if he were a deity. The other had golden hair, eyebrows, beard, and even his pupils shimmered with an eerie golden light, indicating that he might have practiced some special technique.

Both were daoist practitioners at the Cave Profound stage—not mere manifestations like the Poison Dragon Ancestor but true corporeal forms.

They stood at the bow of the ship, chatting merrily about something.

About ten daoists at the Separation Formation stage stood about a dozen zhang (approximately 3 meters) away, their faces showing great respect.

Suddenly, the elderly figure in the Daoist robe's brow furrowed as he revealed a look of shock on his face.

"Brother Qiu, what happened?" The balding old man with golden hair was taken aback. At their level, it wasn't easy to be stunned by something. Could this mission have encountered some unexpected changes? He wondered.

But then, he waved his robe and shot out a round object.

An Anima Disk!

The surrounding cultivators' faces changed as the two old monsters' spiritual senses landed on it. Soon, their expressions turned grim.

"It can't be. The感应of that Li family cultivator should not have completely vanished. Did they discover our surveillance?"

"Humph! That Li family cultivator doesn't have such abilities. Could it be that their clan met a powerful enemy and was annihilated?" The golden-haired old man's disdainful voice echoed.

"I don't know, but if so, we're in trouble. Our city lord specifically instructed us to capture the remaining Arhats alive," said the Daoist-robed old man with an ugly expression.

"Humph! This is precisely what I find puzzling. Just a few lingering souls and yīnhún. Even if they've been潜伏in our spirit realm, intermingled with humans, establishing cultivation families, they are merely Separation Formation stage existences. What's the big deal? In previous cases, we just sent a few enforcers to handle it. This time, not only did two of us elders have to personally take action, but the city lord specifically instructed us to capture and bring back several Li family elders alive. What's going on here?"

"I don't know either, but heaven's will is unpredictable. We can't speculate about our city lord's commands. Knowing too much might not be a good thing. Just follow orders," said the Daoist-robed old man with a hint of awakening.

"True enough, but Brother Ye…" The golden-haired old man waved his robe again and released an隔音light curtain, using his high-level daoist techniques to ensure no one could eavesdrop nearby.

"Friend Daoist Ye, what's your point?"

"Alright, I'll take the risk. Brother Qiu, do you really think our city lord is still that person from before?"

"Brother Ye, what do you mean? We just saw the city lord face-to-face not long ago. It can't be a fraud; appearance can be altered with disguise techniques, but his unique divine power is something only one person in the entire Eastern Sea cultivation world has."

"Perhaps, but I always feel strange about him. He gives off an eerie aura, and his commands are bizarre as well. Just this time…"

"Hush, Brother Qiu. It seems you're overthinking it. The city lord closed himself away for a thousand years; after emerging, his demeanor would naturally change. What's so surprising about that? Your speculations are mere wind and shadow. As for the mission, it is indeed peculiar, but heaven's will is unpredictable. Our city lord has great talent and strategy, so why should we waste our thoughts guessing? Just do what he instructed."

The old man spoke with a stern voice before his tone softened as he sighed.

"Brother Ye, I know you're an honest person who can't stand sand in your eyes. But there are some things best left unspoken. Otherwise, one day, you might bring disaster upon yourself. Reaching the Cave Profound stage is already extremely difficult; even if our cultivation doesn't advance further, with our abilities, we could survive another few thousand years without any problem. Enjoy life while it lasts; why torment ourselves?"

"But…" The golden-haired old man was about to continue but saw his companion's expression and swallowed his words. Everyone had their own choices. Since the Cave Profound stage two thousand years ago, Qiu Old Monster had completely lost his ambition.

Though he was revered as a daoist practitioner at the Cave Profound stage outside, in reality, he merely lived day by day. In these thousands of years, he rarely practiced and instead indulged himself with food and drink, taking one concubine after another. What could be said to someone like him?!
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People have their own aspirations. How could the elderly man with golden hair fail to understand the principle that forced fruit is not sweet?

Perhaps the other party had already noticed the Duke's irregularities, but lacked the courage to get involved. In that case, there was nothing more to say.

"How should we proceed now?"

Seeing that the Daoist-robed elder finally gave up on his question, relief washed over him as he cast a glance at the strange spirit disk in his hand.

After a moment's hesitation, a deep voice echoed in his ears: "This Li family cultivator is one of the Duke's designated targets. He must be alive or dead, but now he has vanished without a trace. Neither you nor I can explain this to our superiors upon return. Regardless, we must investigate until we find out what happened."

"Agreed. The other party disappeared near the chaotic sea where the demon race is located. It's still too far from here. Traveling by warship would take at least two days. If we fly, it will be much faster."

"The elder brother's words are correct. A daoist of the Separation stage can never catch up to a daoist of the Profound Origin stage."

The Daoist-robed elder revealed a lazy smile as white light flashed and he vanished without a trace, seemingly turning into a gentle breeze.

None of this was known to Lin Xuan and his companions.

At this moment, they had arrived at a small island.

This island was semi-circular, resembling a crescent moon. It looked quite nice from the outside, dotted with some green mountains and lakes.

However, it was far too small—far inferior to the island where the Li family was located. A rough estimate put its area at around five or six hundred miles.

Could the secret main base of Danyue Sect actually be hidden on such an insignificant island?

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances, their eyes filled with surprise.

"Uh... Master, you must have made a mistake!" Jin Yi scratched his head, speaking in a stutter.

"Made a mistake? Haha. If the cultivator thinks that this island should look like what?" Jing Hong Master smiled: "Birds singing and flowers blooming, abundant spirit energy—clearly it's a place of divine origin?"

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan burst into laughter. If Danyue Sect’s main base was to be on display, naturally, it would have looked as described by the master. The more impressive it was, the better.

But what lay before them?

A secret main base!

The term "secret" meant that outsiders knew nothing about it. True divine mountains and paradises were long since discovered by senior cultivators and excavated.

To keep something confidential required not drawing attention to it. This small island was so insignificant that even scattered cultivators would not pay any attention to it, let alone associate it with the once glorious Danyue Sect.

If not for Jin Hong Chan Master leading them here, Lin Xuan might have passed by without a second glance.

In an instant, he understood the logic behind this.

The other three were no fools. After exchanging glances, they all shared knowing smiles.

"Thank you, Master, for your guidance. Let's get down to business. A secret main base is simply a place where the sect stores its treasures. Our mission will be highly rewarding, but there are many prohibitions and traps here. Everyone should remain cautious," said Qingquan Fairy in a gentle voice. The group naturally had no objections.

Jin Hong Chan Master’s light body landed on the island, leading the way. The others followed without hesitation.

A small mountain came into view, winding and curving to divide the crescent-shaped island into two halves. It was only about a hundred feet high, with lush vegetation covering its surface.

Unfortunately, it was just an ordinary green mountain, with no spirit energy nearby. Thus, this island failed to attract any cultivators' attention.

In front of the green mountains stood a small lake, roughly several acres in size. The water was not particularly clear but had a verdant hue, and many leaves floated on its surface.

"Master, where is the Heavenly罡 Pentagram Formation you mentioned?"

Jin Yi, known for his impulsive nature, used his divine sense to scan the surroundings as soon as he landed, but found no signs of any prohibitions.

"Haha. The design by these ancient cultivators was indeed clever enough to deceive my friend. The entrance to the formation is at the bottom of this lake."

"Bottom of the lake?"

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat. Indeed, it was ingeniously designed. In such an area with no spirit energy, who would think to scan the lake bed? This was much more clever than any illusion.

After all, even the most sophisticated illusions could be seen through by cultivators, but this design fully considered human psychology.

Using the water as a cover was truly ingenious.

"Alright, let's get down. Fellow daoists, follow me."

Jin Hong Chan Master dived into the lake with a splash. The water parted for him, and his monk robe remained dry.

"What kind of technique is this?"

Lin Xuan stared in amazement. He had extensive knowledge of Buddhist sect techniques but had never heard of such a thing before.

However, Lin Xuan's reaction left the other three puzzled. After several moments, Qingquan Fairy coughed lightly: "That... Master used a water-repelling pearl."

This was a special tool from the sea race. A mediocre one could be bought for just a few hundred crystals by even a灵动期 cultivator. How come you've never seen it before?

"Haha, I haven't visited the sea race's markets," Lin Xuan said sheepishly. It was indeed embarrassing to act surprised that a tool even a灵动期 cultivator could use was beyond his comprehension.

"Haha, if you have time, you should visit. Although relations between the three races are tense now, they don’t affect our Nine Immortals City. The western part of the city is mostly inhabited by sea race cultivators. You can go there more often," Qingquan Fairy said sincerely, still grateful for Lin Xuan's earlier explanation.

A white light shot out from her hand as she spoke.

Lin Xuan caught it—it was a pearl-sized treasure that looked like a pearl.

Of course, it was a water-repelling pearl!

For a Separation-stage cultivator, such a tool was insignificant. Lin Xuan gladly accepted it without hesitation.

With this item in hand, Lin Xuan and the others jumped into the lake together.

The water parted as they descended. This lake was much deeper than expected. After about an hour, they reached the bottom.

This was unusual; perhaps Danyue Sect had created such islands using their techniques.

Moving mountains and filling seas were trivial for cultivators like Lin Xuan. With a bit of effort, he could create this small island himself, let alone a sect.

They descended nearly ten thousand feet, with water pressure sufficient to burst a commoner's body. However, as Separation-stage cultivators, they didn't care. Jin Hong Master was already waiting at the bottom of the lake.

"Master, is it here? Where is the formation?" Jin Yi's anxious voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, his face filled with excitement.

"Be patient."

The master’s voice reached their ears as he closed his hands and pushed them forward. Vast Buddhist power surged out and struck a spot ten feet away from him.

Bang!

A loud noise reverberated through the air. The lake bottom was solid rock, but how could it withstand an attack from a Separation-stage cultivator? A large pit appeared in their line of sight, measuring over ten feet across. Surprisingly, there was a blue barrier beneath the surface.

"What..."

The cultivators were stunned but delighted.

This proved they had arrived at the correct location.

"This is the Heavenly罡 Pentagram Formation. I don't see anything special here; let me give it a try," Jin Yi said as he scanned the barrier with his eyes, revealing a look of disdain. So thin and without any talismans—how could it withstand an attack?

With that thought in mind, he leaped forward and punched the barrier.

"Master Jin, don't."

The old monk was shocked but too late to stop him. Jin Yi's punch was incredibly powerful, drying out the water within a ten-foot radius. A golden fist shadow emerged like a tiger breaking free, striking the barrier with force!
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Chapter 1646: The Five Elements Combined

Silent and unseen, a sudden burst of blue light illuminated the area. A faintly glowing figure appeared, though its face was indistinct. It resembled Jin Yi in many ways, performing the same move—a powerful punch aimed directly at Lin Xuan.

"Is this..."

Lin Xuan and his companions sucked in their breaths as they realized the Heaven Pillar Five Elements Formation could reverse an opponent's attack, and even mimic the moves exactly.

Jin Yi was particularly alarmed. He was just transitioning from old to new strength, making it impossible for him to change his move at the last moment. However, he still had a chance to counterattack. His figure spun around, and a golden shield appeared before him.

Bang!

The white, indistinct figure collided with the shield without hesitation. Jin Yi was sent flying several meters away, crashing into a large stone under the sea, looking utterly disheveled.

Lin Xuan and his companions laughed but also felt wary. This Heaven Pillar Five Elements Formation truly wasn't something to be taken lightly; breaking it would prove extremely difficult.

"Could this formation really not be broken by sheer force?" Fairy Qingquan's eyes flashed with an unusual glint as she murmured aloud.

"Forcibly breaking the formation is possible, but only a Core Formation cultivator can do that. Based on my estimation, there's a ninety percent chance it would be an old hand from later stages, making such thoughts mere fantasies."

Master Jin Hong's deep voice echoed in their ears. He had long studied this restriction and spoke with confidence.

"Master said that the Five Elements Combined could also break the formation. Please instruct us on how to do so. Time is of the essence; we shouldn't waste any more time here."

Lin Xuan's calm voice resonated, and no one dared contradict him. With the treasure mountain right before their eyes, who wouldn't want to return home fully laden?

The longer they stayed, the greater the chance of unforeseen events.

"Dear friends, there's no need to rush. I will set up this formation now to break through this restriction."

The monk waved his sleeves, and a myriad of items flew out.

"What..."

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he showed some surprise. These were all tools for setting up formations—how could he not recognize them? Wasn't it enough to combine the Five Elements; did they need to play tricks like breaking a formation with another one?

The others also showed curiosity but quickly regained their composure, as seasoned Separation and Union period cultivators. What was in their minds remained unknown.

Master Jin Hong ignored everything, casting hand seals with ease. In just a short while, a small yet intricate formation appeared before them.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but his mind swept over the formation to ensure it was correct.

"Namaste"

A deep Buddhist chant filled the air as Master Jin Hong raised his right hand, revealing five differently colored array flags representing Metal, Wood, Water, Fire, and Earth.

"Dear friends, take one flag based on your elemental attributes. Follow my commands, and you will naturally break this formation," said the old monk.

"Oh"

Jin Yi was the most impatient. He had already risen from the rubble and took a white array flag without hesitation.

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances, though they were somewhat doubtful. At this moment, it wasn't wise to say much more. They too picked up their respective flags.

Although Lin Xuan could manipulate Five Elements Essence Energy, his primary attribute was Wood. He thus chose a green-colored array flag.

Holding the flag, Lin Xuan subtly released his divine sense and found no issues before feeling relieved. With his knowledge of formations, he could easily spot any tampering.

Fairy Qingquan and Yanilu Lan reacted similarly. Despite their good relations, as cultivators, they didn't value loyalty or righteousness; betraying a friend was perfectly normal. They had to be cautious for both emotional and logical reasons.

Master Jin Hong observed everything but pretended not to notice, offering no signs of dissatisfaction.

"Alright, everyone, are you all ready? Now follow my method."

As the old monk spoke, he tossed several jade cylinders. Lin Xuan instinctively caught them and sank his divine sense into one.

Inside was a brief incantation, just a few hundred words at most, clear and concise with no difficult-to-understand parts.

"Indeed, this is how to combine the Five Elements."

Lin Xuan mentally memorized it. This technique might prove useful in the future when he could manipulate Five Elements Essence Energy.

"Alright, dear friends, follow the incantation. We're about to break the formation."

As soon as Master Jin Hong finished speaking, a spell was cast by Jin Yi's impatient nature. Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and recited an ancient incantation, gradually channeling his essence energy.

In his dantian, the small lake beneath the golden core had turned green due to the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Technique. However, through various coincidences and events, he could freely switch his essence energy among Metal, Wood, Water, Fire, and Earth.

The other three also performed similar actions. They raised their hands, pointing the array flags upward. The surrounding Essence Energy separated into five different attributes, rushing toward the corresponding flags.

A faint glow emanated from each flag as green light balls appeared in Lin Xuan's vision, initially like small pomegranates but gradually growing larger with the influx of Essence Energy.

The one in his hand shimmered with a vibrant green hue, brimming with endless vitality.

Fairy Qingquan's ball was slightly larger since she had more Water Essence Energy at the bottom of the lake.

"Dear friends, ensure that all five energy balls are the same size. Each must contain an equal amount of Heavenly and Earthly Essence Energy. If they're not balanced, we might be blown apart by the storm generated during fusion," Master Jin Hong's deep voice echoed as he had read countless ancient texts to prepare for this.

Lin Xuan felt a sudden realization but couldn't quite grasp it fully. Sighing, now wasn't the time for idle thoughts.

After much effort, all five managed to make their energy balls the same size, just as Master Jin Hong instructed. A slight imbalance could trigger an explosion.

"Now begin fusion; together, quickly."

The five simultaneously pointed their array flags forward. The light balls flew toward each other and merged in the center. But at that moment, a loud rumbling echoed in their ears...
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The voice seemed to tear through the heavens and earth. Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically, and the faces of the others also turned grim. It was now a critical moment in breaking the array; could some unforeseen event have occurred?

Five people had reached the Separation stage and were no strangers to storms and tempests. However, their expressions became increasingly uncertain.

Bang!

Another loud noise echoed. A monstrous creature with an ugly appearance emerged from the rocks about a thousand feet away on the left side. Its body resembled a small mountain, and eight tentacles covered with suction cups extended from it.

It looked somewhat like a giant octopus but exuded a formidable aura.

Not a monster of the妖族!

This should be some ancient beast!

Its cultivation was around Separation stage, but its spirit intelligence had not been awakened.

The five people were taken aback. If they faced such a monster at another time, any one of them could easily handle it, but now there was no way to spare their hands.

Controlling the primordial energy of heaven and earth required all their attention; otherwise, even a small mistake could make breaking the array impossible.

Lin Xuan frowned as his second元婴 appeared on his forehead. Although he wanted to hide his weakness, timing mattered. The young fellow had reached Separation stage but was merely an infant body, making it difficult for him to survive after such a fall.

"Lin Daoist, your second元婴 was destroyed by that ancient beast," Lin Xuan said with a pale face.

"What? You didn't kill the monster?" Mingquan Fairy's voice was filled with surprise.

"I don't have that kind of ability. It ended in mutual destruction." Lin Xuan replied grumpily due to his terrible mood.

The others turned their heads, showing concern as they asked if he was alright. If not for Lin Xuan's heroic efforts and the second元婴's sacrifice, they might all be dead.

"Thankfully, we owe a lot to Master Jin Hong. Let's focus on finding the treasure," Jin Hong said with a compassionate tone.

"Of course."

Jin Yi nodded in agreement, being straightforward about his feelings. Mingquan Fairy frowned while Iblan gently fanned herself, showing no particular interest.

"Let's hope everyone agrees that this is settled then." "Thank you all for your concern."

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression improving slightly but still gloomy. It was understandable; he had invested a lot of effort to reach Separation stage with the second元婴, and now it was destroyed. This trip would definitely be a loss.

No one noticed the flicker of light in Lin Xuan's eyes. At that moment, he felt anything but gloomy; instead, he was elated.

"Let's go!"

Jin Hong smiled as they approached the stone steps leading down. The others followed, and Lin Xuan lagged behind. He could sense that the array had been broken, yet everyone seemed more cautious than before, even Jin Yi, who usually acted rashly.

It made sense; with the天罡五行阵 destroyed, five people were unnecessary. If any of them fell, the remaining one could take all the treasure alone.

"Humph! Jin Hong offered to share his portion but might not have good intentions," Lin Xuan thought. "Now that my second元婴 is gone and I'm severely injured, I'm clearly the weakest among us. Yet, I need to get more than others; this will surely provoke envy."

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he regained his composure, appearing completely unharmed.

"How are you feeling, Lin?" Mingquan Fairy asked, noticing something was amiss.

"Second元婴 is gone and has affected my main body. It's painful," Lin Xuan said, reaching for an elixir from his waist.

"Oh."

Mingquan Fairy smiled. "Take care of yourself then."

The cave was deep and dark, but as cultivators, they didn't need to worry about their vision. After a meal's time, they reached the end of the stone steps.

"What is this?"

A bright light revealed an elliptical hall before them.

The five people exchanged glances; the hall was only ten feet wide, almost completely visible. The walls on both sides and the ceiling were unremarkable except for a stone door in front. There was nothing else.

The stone door was over six feet tall and looked ordinary. They hesitated to approach, unsure if there were any traps.

However, they couldn't keep waiting. Mingquan Fairy sighed and said, "Let me try."

With a wave of her hand, a puppet warrior appeared before them, emitting primordial pressure equivalent to an infant-stage cultivator.

Such items were rare in the mortal world but valuable. Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, but he admired this woman more.

"Master Jin Hong, you are knowledgeable about puppets?" The old monk's surprised voice echoed.

"I overestimate myself; this puppet was purchased at a subterranean market," Mingquan Fairy modestly replied.

With a hand gesture, she sent the puppet toward the stone door. All cultivators watched intently, except for Lin Xuan who sneered.

As soon as the puppet touched the door, black lightning shot out, crackling loudly like a black snake wrapping around it.

Mingquan Fairy was shocked and angry, sending an icy snake from her sleeve to attack the lightning. However, the puppet, equivalent to an infant-stage cultivator, remained silent before turning into charcoal.

The others became wary, but Lin Xuan appeared calm despite his panic, as if he had foreseen this.

But it wasn't over; a creaking sound echoed, and although the puppet was destroyed, the stone door opened. What lay beyond?

Amazed, the cultivators raised their treasures, only to see blinding white light. The door behind them seemed alive, swallowing them in its glow!~!
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Chapter 1648: Lin Xuan's Delaying Tactics

Lin Xuan was taken aback, his entire body emitting a flash of blue light as the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield appeared. His hands quickly slipped into his sleeves.

He had prepared several talismans in hand; when real danger arose, these could be deployed much faster than any treasure.

The others reacted similarly, various colored light barriers flickering on their faces filled with vigilance.

However, this was unnecessary as what approached them was a dense aura of spirit energy and an enticing aroma. Lin Xuan couldn't help but take a deep breath before his expression brightened as he looked ahead.

Before him lay a vast expanse of nature.

Majestic green mountains stretched out in the distance, their verdant beauty invigorating to behold.

A towering peak over a thousand feet high stood prominently in view. Surrounding it were numerous pavilions and residences, walls and courtyards, all resplendent with gold and jade, far surpassing any secular palace.

The group exchanged glances; this didn't seem like some secret main hall but rather an entire sect.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as if he had re-established a connection to something. A hint of excitement flashed in his eyes before fading back into the ordinary.

"Amazing scenery even at the bottom of the lake, could we be in a separate space?" Golden Righteousness' rough voice echoed, filled with surprise.

"Most likely," said Clear Spring Immortal Lady softly, as if answering a question. "The Danyue Sect once thrived; with their power, creating such a space is not uncommon."

"Let's move on. Regardless of the Danyue Sect's intentions, it has little to do with us. Our current priority is finding any treasures they may have left behind. We've already faced many obstacles; I don't want this trip to end in disappointment," said Lin Xuan with a sly smile.

"Namaste, Master Fine Curtain, your words are wise. Finding treasure should be our top concern. Do the rest of you agree?"

"I have no objections, as my fellow daoists wish." Lin Xuan chuckled, being one of the most reasonable among them, though his true thoughts were anyone's guess.

With treasures in sight, they eagerly moved forward, their bodies glowing as they approached the magnificent buildings.

First to catch the eye was a row of low-rise pavilions with simple decorations—likely ordinary disciples' quarters.

Dozens of rooms could be seen stretching out.

"Master, let's start searching from here," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"From here?"

The others showed some hesitation.

"Daoist Fellow Lin, this is just the residence for ordinary disciples. There's nothing to search here; we should go to the largest building first," Golden Righteousness argued.

"I disagree. How can you be sure they would hide their treasures in plain sight? At least I wouldn't do that. If it were me, such a place would be perfect for setting traps."

"Really?"

The group exchanged glances, realizing there was some merit to Lin Xuan's argument. In a secret treasure storage, one couldn't rely on common sense; the more hidden, the better.

"But with so many buildings, over a hundred of them, should we search each one?" Golden Righteousness frowned deeply. "How about we split up?"

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking, but Fine Curtain Iblan objected: "That's not wise. As Daoist Fellow Lin said, this could be where the treasures are hidden. We don't know what kind of traps might await us; it’s safer for us to stay together."

"Agreed," said Clear Spring Immortal Lady.

Lin Xuan was pleased with how things unfolded. Despite their good relations, they couldn’t help but guard against each other when faced with treasure.

Splitting up would be laughable—everyone feared that the best finds might end up in a companion's hands.

"Namaste, I agree; it’s safer to stay together."

Lin Xuan looked deep in thought, appearing indifferent. Golden Righteousness reluctantly abandoned his plan but still seemed disgruntled: "Since all of you agree, I have no choice. Searching over a hundred buildings will take at least an hour. Don't worry about long nights and forgotten dreams."

"Namaste, Master Golden Righteousness worries too much. We're already inside the Danyue Sect; with just us here, what could possibly go wrong?" said the monk.

"Let's start searching then," he concluded impatiently.

Clear Spring Immortal Lady's face lit up as she hurried towards a nearby pavilion. Although eager for treasure, she wasn't rash and released her divine sense, finding no traps or anomalies. With a wave of her sleeve, light enveloped the door, which creaked open.

The so-called pavilion was actually only two stories high; the lower hall was empty except for a table, some chairs, and several cushions.

Using their divine senses to scan every corner, they found nothing but disappointment. But no one showed any signs of disappointment.

If the first building had yielded much treasure, this would indeed be strange.

To ensure thoroughness, Golden Virtuous Monk slowly approached, bending down to pick up a cushion, carefully examining it before pulling hard. The cushion split open like flowers scattering in the wind, revealing several silk cloths but nothing else—no inscriptions or anything of value.

"Let's move on; there are no treasures here," Fine Curtain Iblan said as she turned towards the second floor.

The others followed suit.

The second floor was slightly smaller. A stone bed caught their eyes, but what they really cared about were the various items displayed on a sandalwood rack nearby, emitting faint spirit energy.

Their spirits brightened at first, but disappointment quickly returned upon scanning the rack. There were many items and some ancient treasures, but in terms of quality, they were insignificant—only for condensation period cultivators.

Empty hopes.
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"Frankly, these treasures in front of us might be significant to cultivators at the Condensation Core stage, but for our level, they are practically worthless."

The group's spiritual senses swept over them quickly, and soon everyone lost interest.

"Let's go. There's nothing we want here," Jin Hong said with a sigh as he led the way downstairs. The others followed without hesitation; after all, this situation was somewhat expected, so there wasn't much disappointment.

"Friend Lin, what is it? Did you find something unexpected?" Jin Hong's voice sounded surprised when he noticed Lin Xuan standing still at the back. Of course, that was just his casual speculation. The old monk had already scanned with his spiritual sense and was confident he hadn't missed anything.

The others also turned around in surprise, their expressions varied. As for what they were scheming, only they knew; no one else could guess.

"Although these items are insignificant, shouldn't we make better use of our time instead of leaving them behind?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and looked at the wooden架 before him.

"Oh, if Friend Lin is interested, you may take it," Jin Yi's rough voice entered their ears. The others nodded in agreement; they understood that even a small benefit was worth taking, but the storage bags had limited space. If they found something else later, they wouldn't want to be laughed at for not having enough room.

"Since you all agree, I'll accept your offer," Lin Xuan wasn't hesitant either and stuffed everything from the架 into his belt.

They then headed towards another building.

Time passed quickly; in the first floor, there was no significant discovery. However, on the second floor, Ming Quan's expression changed dramatically as she gasped with excitement.

The others were similarly surprised, but Lin Xuan's face remained calm. Inside this room, there was only a table, a chair, and a stone bed. At the head of the bed, three boxes were placed.

Although not large—only about a foot in size—they brought joy to everyone present.

"Ahem, it seems that Friend Lin's prediction was correct. If we had left here earlier, we would have regretted our decision," Jin Hong's deep voice echoed, causing Jin Yi to look embarrassed.

The other two also praised Lin Xuan; the proof showed his choice was indeed right.

"Let me open these boxes and see what treasures are inside before making a decision. What do you all think?" Jin Hong asked.

"Of course, go ahead," Lin Xuan smiled confidently.

The others were not as relaxed as him but eventually agreed after considering it.

After all, they could watch from the side; they trusted that he wouldn't play any tricks on them.

Jin Hong stepped forward and extended his right hand. With a slight flick of his fingers, the first box opened effortlessly. An ink-black jade pupil scroll appeared in front of him.

"What is this?" Everyone was surprised.

Jin Hong's spiritual sense delved into it for a moment before he looked up and handed the scroll to Yan Mu Yi Lan.

She hesitated for a second but then understood his intention, carefully placing her spiritual sense inside. She passed the scroll to Jin Yi with an odd expression.

The five of them took turns examining it.

"What is this thing?" Ming Quan's voice echoed.

"I'm not sure, but it looks like some kind of map," Yan Mu Yi Lan muttered.

"Map? Could there be treasures hidden somewhere?" Jin Yi's eyes sparkled.

"Don't you think you're dreaming about treasure too much? This map has no beginning or end; it only shows a middle section. Even if there are precious items, do you really believe that just by looking at this, you can find them? It’s sheer nonsense," Yan Mu Yi Lan's cold laughter filled the air with mockery.

Jin Yi blushed and couldn't bear the taunts, but before he could react, the old monk intervened: "Amen. Friends, don’t argue here. Let's put this aside for now and open the boxes to see what other treasures are inside. Then we can decide their fate."

"I have no objections," Lin Xuan said.

"Me neither; please proceed," Yan Mu Yi Lan agreed without speaking.

With everyone's consent, Jin Hong opened the second box. Inside were more items than in the first one. The light was dazzling as there were five treasures: two swords, a sword, an jade如意and a dark-colored gourd made of some unknown material. Unlike the previous items, these emitted a powerful spiritual pressure that couldn't be ignored. Even though they didn't know their specific powers, for a cultivator at the Condensation Core stage, they were invaluable.

In addition to the treasures, there were seven crystals with astonishing levels of spiritual energy; top-grade crystal stones.

The discovery was rich, but unfortunately, the precious medicinal pills they sought remained elusive.

Their excitement had already taken over.

"Master, there's one more box. Please open it quickly," Jin Yi's voice trembled slightly. He might be considered the poorest among them in some ways.
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Chapter 1650 - Gains and Losses

"Scholar, there's no need to be in a hurry. I have this intention."

As the old monk spoke, he flicked his sleeve robe, and with a snap, the lid of the box was lifted.

Before their eyes were two square jade boxes. They didn't seem like precious treasures at first glance, but they exuded a faint chill, and the surfaces were exceptionally smooth—definitely valuable items.

The group was not alarmed but rather delighted. Such solemnity indicated that the value of the treasure inside could be immense.

A hint of fervor flashed in everyone's eyes as the old monk picked up one of the jade boxes, which had a restriction talisman affixed to it. He first removed the talisman before opening the lid.

A pill the size of a dragon eye was revealed, its fragrance so fresh and invigorating that it brought comfort to the body.

"This thing..."

Fiancée Iblan's expression changed, and Lin Xuan's eyes also showed signs of surprise.

"Upper Clarity Foundation Pill."

Their voices echoed simultaneously.

"Oh, two scholar guests, do you recognize this medicinal pill in my hand?" The monk was surprised. He scratched his head afterward: "Upper Clarity Foundation Pill, the name sounds familiar. Hm? Could it be that legendary pill which increases the probability of breaking through to the Separation Stage?"

Mingquan Fairy and Jin Yi seemed to recall as well, their eyes flashing with excitement. This item was far more precious than a power-increasing medicinal pill; it could increase the chances of advancing from the early Separation stage to the middle Separation stage or even from the middle to late Separation stage.

However, after the initial joy, their expressions turned wary. With so few items, how they would distribute them became a difficult problem.

This time's收获 can be roughly divided into four parts:

Five ancient treasures, each with considerable power.
Seven top-grade crystal stones of great value.
Two miraculous medicinal pills.
And an enigmatic jade cylinder whose value was hard to determine.

"Southwest Buddha, I lack ancient treasures and have no interest in this jade cylinder. One Upper Clarity Foundation Pill will suffice," the monk's voice entered their ears.

This request was reasonable. Although everyone knew that the medicinal pill had the highest value, Jin Hong, as the provider of clues, taking one pill was acceptable to all.

"That leaves us with one medicinal pill for me. I've just reached the peak of the early Separation stage. This is precisely what I need to break through my bottleneck. Gentlemen, you are towering men; surely, you won't compete with a mere woman like me. Of course, as with the master, I also renounce taking other treasures. Do any of you have objections?"

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances for a long time before Iblan sighed: "Fairy, we've come this far; what more can we say?"

"I have no objection."

"Neither do I."

Jin Yi's face showed a hint of reluctance but couldn't bear to compete. After all, the three were so magnanimous because they expected to find similar or even better treasures later on and didn't want to quarrel over this.

Relieved, Jin Hong said, "Now we have five ancient treasures left. We can each take one. Do any of you have objections?"

"None, that's extremely fair. But how do we divide the remaining two ancient treasures?" Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he spoke slowly.

"What's the problem? Isn't there still a jade cylinder? It can be treated like an ancient treasure," Fiancée Iblan said indifferently.

"Oh, you gentlemen want the jade cylinder. That's fine. I plan to take two ancient treasures," Lin Xuan said happily.

"Wait, who said that I wanted the jade cylinder? I'm actually in need of ancient treasures," Fiancée Iblan quickly rebutted. The enigmatic jade cylinder was useless; what could it be used for?

"Oh, then Jin Brother..." Lin Xuan turned to look at him.

"Haha, I need treasures." Jin Yi shook his head like a rattle.

"That leaves us with two gentlemen planning to give this 'waste' to me. We've known each other for over a hundred years; let's be straightforward. The map in the jade cylinder might contain secrets, but it's incomplete and useless. Why would I want that? I'd rather take ancient treasures," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Haha, why say such things, perhaps you'll complete the remaining map one day," Fiancée Iblan smiled.

"Right, no coincidence is a coincidence." Jin Yi's rival chimed in.

"Do both of you gentlemen think that I lack intelligence? Do you believe this?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

Both faces showed embarrassment as the scene fell into an awkward silence.

"Southwest Buddha, why be so stubborn? Scholar Lin, may I say something?" Jin Hong unexpectedly spoke up.

"Master, please."

"In all fairness, asking for the jade cylinder is indeed a disadvantage to you. But throughout our journey, you've gathered many treasures, though unknown and valuable, in quantity they add up to considerable crystal stones. You have already gained. How about this: these seven top-grade crystal stones are also considered as one treasure, all going to you?"

"This..."

Lin Xuan's face showed a difficult decision. After half a cup of tea, he reluctantly said, "Since the master has spoken, I can't be too stingy. But there is something I must insist on."

"Brother Lin, please speak," Fiancée Iblan and Jin Yi echoed in unison.

"I will take one of these five ancient treasures, and it must be chosen by me first."

"That's natural."

Without hesitation, the two nodded in agreement. After all, from their spiritual pressure, the five treasures were roughly equal, and their power should also be similar.

With their consent, Lin Xuan stepped forward, weighed each treasure, and put the葫芦-shaped one into his hand.

Then he flicked his sleeve robe, and with a snap, the several top-grade crystal stones and jade cylinder were taken over by him using the Qingxia technique.

Fiancée Iblan and Jin Yi each received two treasures. This result was indeed satisfactory for everyone.

It seemed that Lin Xuan was the one who had lost out, his face showing disappointment as if he only took the jade cylinder because of social pressure.

However, deep down, Lin Xuan might not have thought so. The current outcome perfectly suited his intentions.

Lin Xuan had long coveted the jade cylinder but couldn't just take it outright due to the attention it would draw. So he played along and staged a scene. Not only did he successfully obtain the jade cylinder, but he also earned seven top-grade crystal stones in the process.
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This jade-tipped scroll, at first glance, appeared to be just a fragmented map. But as Lin Xuan delved into his divine consciousness, he subtly employed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye technique, complemented by the Buddhist sect's Heavenly Eye Profundity secret art. As a result, he discerned some small words.

These words were extremely blurry; even with the叠加 of two secret arts, they could only be vaguely identified.

However, the information contained within was astonishing. It revealed the fifth layer map of the Ruins Sea.

If Lin Xuan hadn't been deep enough in scheming, his eyes would have betrayed a hint of surprise. He wasn't new to this place; he had spent two hundred years in Jiuxian City. How could he not have heard about the legends surrounding the Ruins Sea?

That was an ancient battlefield where Immortal Fugitives and Heavenly Fiend Sovereigns' armies once fought desperately, leaving behind countless treasures. The deeper one went, the more treasures were found. But no one knew what lay in the fifth layer; for a million years, no one had ever returned alive from within.

Yet here was the map of the fifth layer. Could it be that senior members of Danyue Sect had once ventured there...

Although this map appeared incomplete, if the speculation was true, its value would be incalculable—far beyond what a mere ancient treasure could offer.

With a clever plan, Lin Xuan secured this treasure without revealing any trace of his intentions. Six hundred years of acting came naturally to him.

"Let's go," Golden Stream Master's voice echoed in his ears. This time, no one objected; Lin Xuan had just spoken the truth.

However, their luck didn't hold for long. Each room yielded some收获, but those elixirs and treasures were only suitable for Core Formation cultivators.

They found them tasteless yet regrettable to discard. For them, these items were merely a waste of space.

The wastage was unacceptable; everything ended up in Lin Xuan's hands.

The other four silently envied him, but their storage bags lacked the capacity. Besides, Lin Xuan had "lost" the Jade-tipped Scroll earlier, making them feel guilty and hesitant to argue about it further.

An hour passed as they searched through these low buildings, with Lin Xuan reaping a rich harvest while the others found nothing.

Their faces showed signs of disappointment, but there was no point in complaining.

"Let's go. We'll explore other structures."

Meanwhile, approximately two thousand li southeast from here, at the unknown sea where Li Family cultivators had eliminated their enemies...

The islands had sunk into the ocean; it was hard to see any battle scars on the surface. Sunlight bathed the vast expanse of water as various seabirds circled low overhead, occasionally diving for fish.

The atmosphere seemed serene, but suddenly, two light points appeared in the distance on the horizon.

Initially far away, they quickly approached until their light dimmed and revealed two elderly figures. The one on the left was a Daoist elder who looked over seventy but had the appearance of a child, as if he were a deity.

The figure on the right was even more peculiar; his eyebrows, beard, head, and even his pupils shone with an eerie golden light, suggesting some special cultivation technique.

Both were at the Realm Profound stage.

After their遁光 landed, the Daoist elder reached into his robe and took out a circular object. He then cast a spell and stared intently at it in silence.

"Brother Qiu, what do you think?" Golden Elder's eyes flashed with anxiety.

"The last reaction of Li Family cultivators was here."

"Do you mean...?"

"Not exactly," the Daoist elder analyzed seriously. "The spirit disk's response has vanished. In other words, they either found a treasure that could conceal their tracks or were all killed here."

"Really?"

Golden Elder's expression turned serious as he closed his eyes and released his divine consciousness, muttering ancient incantations that sounded like Buddhist mantras.

After about half an hour, he opened his eyes.

"How is it? Has Brother Yu found anything?" the Daoist elder asked eagerly. His cultivation technique was particularly unique; its probing effect far surpassed that of most Realm Profound cultivators.

"It's too early to say; I need to see clearly," Golden Elder replied bluntly. He then radiated light and flew towards the sea surface like a seabird.

A splash echoed in his ears as he submerged into the ocean.

The Daoist elder hesitated but didn't follow him.

In just a few breaths, the monster with golden features broke through the water.

"There's an island that has sunk. The battle scars are evident; although we didn't see any bodies, most of Li Family's cultivators likely perished here."

"What?" the Daoist elder's face darkened: "How can this be? Our city lord specifically instructed us to capture these Asura remnants alive. How do we explain this?"

"I don't know," Golden Elder said irritably.

"Brother Yu, there's no need for anger. We must find out what happened. Otherwise, even with our status as elders, the city lord won't be lenient."

"While that may be true, based on the battle scars, it seems at least a half day has passed since the conflict. The opponent is likely above the Separation stage; in half a day, they could have traveled millions of li. It would be like searching for a needle in a haystack,"

"Yet this might not be the case. Why did they come to such a remote sea? If it was just passing through, why would there be conflict with Li Family's cultivators..." The Daoist elder analyzed calmly.

"So you think...?" Golden Elder's expression showed he was pondering.

"They came here for a reason, which is why they clashed with the Li Family. If my guess is correct, they haven't left yet. We can search each island one by one using our divine consciousness,"

This analysis made sense to Golden Elder; although he secretly doubted the city lord's identity, there was no evidence. As cultivators of the Holy City, they had to follow orders.

"Agreed. Let's first release our divine consciousness and see if anything suspicious is nearby."

The two elder monsters agreed, each releasing their divine consciousness to search within a radius of nearly ten thousand li. The Realm Profound monster's divine consciousness was far more powerful than that of the Separation stage; in fact, it was incomparable.

Disappointed but not disheartened, they continued searching. If they found something easily, it would be strange.

Slow and steady wins the race. As long as the opponent was still nearby, digging three feet deep would surely find them.
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Lin Xuan and the others gazed at the grand pavilion before them. It was the largest structure in the entire Momentary Realm, towering about seventeen or eighteen zhang high. The building had three levels and covered a vast area, exuding an imposing presence.

After nearly half a day of searching, they finally managed to examine all the other structures. However, their findings were sparse at best. Apart from the initial few treasures they found, they only discovered a handful of magical artifacts in the remaining buildings. This left them both amazed and wary, suspecting that this secret main hall might be nothing more than an empty shell.

Perhaps someone had come before and taken away all the treasures.

But that was unlikely; if anyone had beaten them to it, the Heavenly罡 Pentagram Formation should have been broken by now...

Fortunately, there was one last building left.

It looked like the main pavilion. Perhaps all the treasures were concentrated here.

With this thought in mind, their faces lit up with eager anticipation.

They stopped about ten zhang away from the door and Lin Xuan raised his head to look at it. The door was incredibly tall, its surface marred by intricate patterns, with countless talisman inscriptions faintly visible.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose slightly as a strange glint appeared in his eyes. The other cultivators also grew solemn; they were not fools and could clearly see that powerful禁制 had been set up on this door!

But despite the ominous signs, everyone was more relieved than alarmed. This place seemed heavily guarded, and there was an 80% chance of valuable treasures being hidden here.

"Namaste, fellow daoists, can any of you identify the origin of this formation?"

Lin Xuan did not speak, but the others all looked hesitant. Cultivation arts were vast and deep, requiring immense time and effort to study. With their own cultivation already a challenge, they had no extra energy for such matters.

Seeing that none responded, Jin Hong, the Zen master, sighed: "Very well, let me give it a try."

Before his words could finish, he touched the back of his head, and an ancient-looking shield materialized. This old monk was quite clever; he sought no credit but only avoided blame.

Following this, he waved his sleeves, and the golden bowl appeared before him.

"Quickly!"

The old monk pointed a finger forward. The golden bowl flashed, emitting a lightning bolt about as thick as one's arm, which struck the door with force.

Surprisingly, there was no sound or visible reaction; the faint talisman inscriptions suddenly lit up, forming a red and blue protective barrier that absorbed the lightning effortlessly.

This result left everyone speechless. Thankfully, they had not triggered any counterattack like the Heavenly罡 Pentagram Formation.

Just then, a loud noise echoed through their ears.

The cultivators' expressions changed instantly. The sound was coming from inside the building. None of them were fools; they knew exactly what it meant.

"Bad news, there are other cultivators here, and someone has beaten us to it."

"It's impossible! The Heavenly罡 Pentagram Formation hasn't been broken yet—how did they get in?" Iblan's face was filled with disbelief.

"And the door is still intact. Could they have turned into flies and flown inside?" Lin Xuan's voice echoed, his expression equally shocked and angry.

Hearing this, the others also showed signs of doubt. It was indeed strange; could they have misheard? But before they could fully process their thoughts, the loud noise came again, more urgent than ever, like a thunderclap in clear skies.

This time, no one would claim to have heard wrongly—someone had entered the building ahead of them.

Amidst their shock and anger, they looked at each other. Such a situation was beyond anyone's expectations.

"Let's not wait any longer; break this禁制. Otherwise, all our efforts will be for naught."

Jin Yi's rough voice rang out. He did not want to spend his time for others' gain after all the effort he had put in. Finally reaching here, he expended so much energy only to find a few ancient treasures.

Before his words could finish, he threw a straight punch forward. Golden light flashed as nearby primordial qi coalesced into a massive iron fist, which pounded towards the door with force.

This punch was clearly more powerful than their previous test.

The talisman inscription flickered slightly but not noticeably. It would take countless punches to destroy it, but there were signs of progress.

Everyone's eyes lit up as they did not need Jin Yi's command and unleashed their treasures, raining down on the door’s protective barrier. Various colors of spiritual light flashed, enveloping the entire area.

Lin Xuan frowned and released a golden sword, joining in the assault on the barrier. The sword emitted a swirling light, with sword energy slicing through the air, appearing powerful to the naked eye. However, it barely made an impact when it hit the barrier, even repelling some of his companions' attacks. But no one noticed this at the moment.

At the same time, two Inner Profound Realm cultivators from the Holy City arrived on the island.

"Brother Yu, are you sure it's here?"

"At least 80% certain," said the balding old man proudly.

"80% certainty?"

"Yes. The primordial qi in this area still shows signs of chaos, and I can sense a few human cultivators' lifeforce. They should be around."

"But why didn't we detect anything? This island is not large enough to hide our divine senses," the Daoist elder was puzzled.

Even if they had used敛气术 or hidden their aura with other treasures, some trace would have remained.

"I don’t know; we need to search before making a decision." The balding old man closed his eyes and stepped down. After touching the ground, he closed his eyes and began to cast an unknown searching spell.

Soon, there were signs of something.

Opening his eyes again, he said: "Brother Yu, how about it?"

Excitement flashed in the Daoist elder's eyes.

"Under the lake."

The balding old man's words were brief. Without hesitation, he leaped into the water.

Seeing that they had indeed found their enemy, the Daoist elder was overjoyed and followed without a word.

"What is this..."

They reached the bottom of the lake where the Heavenly罡 Pentagram Formation had been broken. The sight before them was chaotic. The two old men were not alarmed but rather pleased, following the stone steps down.

The hall remained as it was. Seeing the stone door, Qiu's old man flicked his sleeve and a sword energy shot out, only to find no reaction from the door.

What was even more astonishing was that there was no trace of a sword mark; this was vastly different from how Lin Xuan and the others had broken through.

"What is this?"

Qiu's old man was surprised. He was at Inner Profound Realm and could easily move mountains with his strikes.
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"I'll give it a try," said the balding old man as he slowly approached, his face serious. He didn't attack rashly but instead reached out and gently tapped on the stone door.

He leaned in close to listen intently.

Then he raised his head to gaze at the sky as if pondering some difficult problem. His expression was extremely strange.

The Daoist elder did not urge him further; though Old Master Yu had advanced to the Cave Profound stage, a thousand years behind Lin Xuan, but his cultivation techniques were unique and his knowledge extensive. Thus, this mission would naturally be led by him.

After about a cup of tea's time, the balding old man suddenly lowered his head, using two fingers to tap repeatedly on his forehead as if truly facing a difficult problem.

Suddenly, he widened his eyes. A strange color flashed in his pupils, and then one after another, he cast out spells with both hands moving like butterflies.

Those spells were of various colors, and the stone door suddenly emitted brilliant white light, accompanied by a clear ringing sound.

"This..." The Daoist elder was somewhat surprised. But Old Master Gold said with a swift turn of his head: "My guess is indeed correct; this must be the Door to Another Space."

"What on earth is the Door to Another Space?"

"It's no wonder Fellow Daoist Qiu hasn't heard about it. I only came across a description in an ancient text by chance, but you should be familiar with the concept of a spatial domain."

"Relax," said Old Master Gold arrogantly. "Since I can recognize it, there will surely be a way to break through." He added confidently, "But it'll take some effort."

"So, Fellow Brother Yu, this is your task."

The Daoist elder was delighted; the Door to Another Space was no trivial matter and was usually used to store great secrets. This time, they might catch several of the culprits and perhaps even find unexpected treasures.

Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise, and a blessing may turn out to be a misfortune. The ancients were not deceiving us; luck is indeed hard to predict.

"Ha ha, no need for thanks. I'll still need your help later."

"No problem," said Fellow Daoist Qiu. "If there's anything I can do, just let me know."

With the promise from his counterpart, Old Master Gold did not say more and waved his sleeves. Several things shot out—swords, spears, and other powerful treasures. Besides these, there were also several crystal stones and some dark-looking thunder beads.

The Daoist elder's eyes flickered with suspicion but he did not interrupt at this crucial moment.

Meanwhile, inside the spatial domain.

BOOM!

A loud noise entered their ears as the blue-red protective barrier finally vanished.

However, everyone's faces were grim. The sounds in the grand hall had stopped nearly half an hour ago, meaning that the other party had already broken through the restrictions earlier and might have taken most of the treasures.

Could it be too late to salvage anything?

They would not give up as long as there was a chance to solve the problem here.

Gold Yi led the charge into the grand hall first. The others, though hesitant due to potential traps, still entered one by one when they thought about the treasures.

Lin Xuan deliberately stayed at the back.

Once inside the door, the scene in front of them was clear.

This grand hall was even larger than expected—thousand feet wide and long—but it was unusually empty. Only a few tall columns stood there, with nothing else.

No... There were still things.

Some red cloths and paintings scattered on the ground.

Everyone's expressions turned ugly.

"Hey, there's an altar over there."

Following Mingquan Fairy's exclamation, everyone turned to see that the altar was behind a flickering screen. That explained why they hadn't noticed it earlier. Now, no one wanted to miss out; they rushed forward eagerly.

However, what they saw upon entering was disappointing.

On the altar were three large chests, each measuring three feet in length, width, and height—clearly capable of holding many items.

But the chests had already been opened, obviously destroyed by some powerful force. The contents inside were all gone, taken away by someone.

Although they had expected this result, the five of them still looked pale as death when they saw it with their own eyes.

"Damn, which bastard took my treasures? I'll rip his soul and spirit out," Gold Yi said with bloodshot eyes.

"Not until I destroy that bastard will I be able to forget my anger," Mingquan Fairy added, gritting her teeth despite her usual elegance.

Gold Hong Master did not say much. He dashed toward a corner where a solitary teleportation array stood, clearly used for connecting different layers.

"Will the other end of the teleportation array have been destroyed?" asked Filigree I Blue with concern.

"I'm unsure; if it's unidirectional, they can't destroy it. Let's hope for luck," Gold Hong Master said as he stepped onto the platform and cast a spell with his hands.

A white light enveloped him, and then he disappeared from sight.

Everyone was relieved that things hadn't gone to the worst extent yet. If the teleportation array were destroyed, they would be helpless, unable even to cry for help.

They didn't waste any time as the array could only accommodate one person at a time. One by one, they stepped on it. Lin Xuan was not idle; Mingquan Fairy was last.

But the distance was short, and they arrived almost simultaneously.

The second layer was slightly smaller than the first. The entrance area was in disarray with remnants of broken array tools still scattered around.

"What...?" Mingquan Fairy's pupils narrowed. "This must be the Heavenly Wolf Three Talents Formation. Impossible! How could someone break such a formation? Could it be an old monster from the Cave Profound stage?"

"Oh, do you recognize this formation?" Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he slowly opened his mouth.

"Yes, by chance, I've seen it before," Mingquan Fairy said with a hint of fear in her eyes. "Ordinary Separation and Union period cultivators would find it difficult to break."

"This isn't certain," Lin Xuan said. "Maybe the other party was skilled in formation techniques?"

"Indeed, that's possible," the woman hesitated and replied.

"Hmph, what are you still talking about here? Why come for treasures if you're afraid of danger? If we stay here any longer, our enemies might escape."

Gold Yi's face showed a hint of cruelty. He roared loudly, his body enveloped in golden light as he rushed inside.

Of course, this guy was also shrewd; with the treasures and spiritual energy fully activated, he could counter any obstruction at any moment.

The remaining four hesitated briefly before following him into the next grand hall, unwilling to abandon their treasures even against a formidable enemy.

Another empty grand hall greeted them. Some trash scattered on the ground indicated that the enemies had taken the treasures. But unlike the first layer, this one had a staircase leading to the third level.

Gold Yi roared again and charged forward with his eyes red. Just as he was about to rush in, Filigree I Blue's voice reached their ears: "Hey, what is this?"

Everyone turned to see a large hole on the wall, obviously created by some external force.

Mingquan Fairy raised her eyebrows and shot out a transparent sword that looked carved from ice.

It struck the wall with a loud tearing sound as several runes blocked it.

In other words, the walls around had restrictions, and they were quite powerful.

Moreover, the walls themselves were very solid. How did the other party break through?

Could it be an old monster from the Cave Profound stage?

Thinking of this possibility made everyone uneasy.

Should they chase after them?

Even Gold Yi hesitated; he didn't believe he could handle a Cave Profound period cultivator.

But to give up on their treasures was too disappointing.

They had come so far, but with such little gain. The loss of the treasures without any clear reason felt like a great injustice.

"Fellow Master, what do you think we should do? Let's make a decision."

At least outwardly, Gold Hong Master was the most powerful and as the initiator, his words carried weight.

"This..." The monk scratched his head, indecisive. Then Lin Xuan's voice reached their ears: "Fellow Daoists, let's take a risk and explore the third level instead?"

"The third level?"

"Yes, they must have broken through from here; they haven't had time to reach the third level yet," Lin Xuan said confidently.
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"Brother Lin's words are correct. I agree with them," the voice of Fine Curtain Yi Lan entered his ears. At this moment, the composed expression on his face had vanished.

"Very well, let us follow your advice."

Golden Stream Zen Master spoke while already flying down the stairs like a bolt from the blue.

The other two did not say much but their lack of objection was tantamount to agreement.

Whether they could catch up or not was still uncertain. However, the strength of that mysterious enemy left them in awe. If it were a Cave Profound cultivator, chasing after it would be akin to sending a lamb into a tiger's mouth. Precious items might entice one, but one must have the life force to enjoy them.

Moreover, Brother Lin had spoken sense. The third layer was untouched; perhaps there were more treasures inside. If they could obtain them, their journey wouldn't have been in vain.

Compared to the uncertainty and danger of chasing after it, continuing to search for the third level seemed a safer bet. As a Separation Period cultivator who had experienced countless storms, he knew how to make such decisions.

Seeing Golden Stream Zen Master take action, the four exchanged glances and followed without hesitation.

The stairs were not long; there were only about a hundred steps or so. They arrived at the entrance of the third level almost instantly.

Again, they saw a protective barrier before their eyes.

However, unlike previous defensive restrictions, this barrier was thick and substantial, appearing almost tangible.

The four exchanged glances, all delighted.

This barrier remained intact.

The other party had not entered; in other words, the treasures inside were still intact. They hadn't worked in vain.

"Let's get moving. Everyone, let's break through this restriction together and then share the treasures," Golden Yi's voice entered his ears, sounding somewhat agitated with excitement.

"Agreed. Time is of the essence. We can't afford to dawdle any longer," Fine Curtain Yi Lan swallowed a mouthful of saliva and no longer argued with her old rival.

The others naturally had no objections as well, each releasing their prized treasures. In an instant, spiritual light shone brightly, enveloping the entire barrier in multicolored glows. However, this layer's restriction was far more robust than the one at the entrance; breaking it would take some time.

Time passed quickly like a horse galloping across a field. The explosive sounds continued to enter their ears because they were within the Moment Space, without day and night cycles, but Lin Xuan and his companions could still feel the passage of time clearly.

This time, Lin Xuan didn't play along; he truly attacked with all his might. Outside the barrier, sword energy like a rainbow surged forth, and the treasures launched at it collided fiercely. Various bolts of lightning, fire, and ice rushed forward like wild horses.

They had already spent nearly half a day here, no wonder their opponent chose to give up. Even for a Cave Profound cultivator, breaking through this barrier wasn't easy.

As time passed, their faces began to pale, showing signs of depleted energy.

Clear Spring Fairy raised an eyebrow and reached out with her hand, taking out an jade box. Opening the lid, she revealed a pill as large as a dragon's eye. She put it in her mouth.

Clearly, this was a power-replenishing elixir!

The others were not idle either; as Separation Period cultivators, they couldn't possibly venture out without restoring their energy.

Lin Xuan took out a green-gleaming gourd and began gulping down the spiritual wine. He had paid dearly for it. Although it couldn't compare to a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, its speed of replenishing energy far exceeded that of ordinary elixirs. Drinking half a gourd would restore his nearly depleted energy within an hour.

While refueling their energy, they continued attacking. Their minds were filled with curses. They hoped this time wouldn't disappoint them as well.

Rumbling explosions echoed in their ears. After who knew how long, a startling explosion finally shattered the solid barrier, making it vanish like a bubble.

The five were elated and dashed inside.

"What is this?"

Clear Spring Fairy couldn't help but exclaim when she saw the scene before her eyes, and Lin Xuan and his companions also showed surprise.

This third level was much smaller than they had expected; at most, it covered a hundred feet. Everything in the hall could be seen clearly from where they stood.

The walls were spotlessly clean, with warm jade paving the ground, making it look more luxurious than a palace.

What surprised them even more was that in the center of the third level, there was an altar, and on top of it, a small shrine was placed. It looked exquisite.

In front of the shrine, incense burners, paper offerings, and other items were present. The sandalwood incense had been burning for countless eons but still emitted faint blue smoke.

"..."

The five were stunned. They called this the Ancestor Hall, yet it was full of oddities. If they said it was a treasure trove, it would be even more bizarre.

"Eh? There's something in that shrine," Clear Spring Fairy's exclamation reached his ears; women are indeed more meticulous.

"Where?"

The other four were delighted and hurriedly followed her.

Sure enough, there was an jade box on the altar, placed right in front of the incense burner. That explained why their view had been blocked earlier.

Golden Stream's hand stretched out with joy.

"Wait."

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and flicked a finger, sending a beam of light that deflected the other's hand.

"What is your intention?" Golden Stream's expression turned extremely fierce.

But Lin Xuan ignored him: "Why are you in such a hurry? You act so rashly when doing things. Don't you find this jade box suspicious?"

"Strange?" Golden Stream was taken aback.

"Yes," Fine Curtain Yi Lan interjected, "Brother Lin is right. Look at it; the shrine faces the incense burner, accepting offerings, and it's placed in a small shrine. What is a shrine? I believe all of you know its purpose—it’s used to place statues or spirit tablets of deities and ancestors. Emotionally and logically, it wouldn't be used for storing treasures, especially with an incense burner nearby."

Clear Spring Fairy and Golden Stream's expressions turned serious upon hearing this; indeed, something was amiss.

But Golden Stream shook his head dismissively: "You two are overthinking it. Perhaps the Dan Yue Sect is playing tricks to deceive us."

"Your words might be right, but being cautious can't hurt," he retorted.

"Humph! Being careful all the time, what good does that do? If we had listened to me and entered this largest building first, these treasures wouldn't have been taken by others. Learning from our mistakes, now you want us to be careful? That's absurd!"

"Golden Friend, if you say such things, are you blaming Brother Lin? Everyone agreed with my suggestion."

"Humph! Think what you will, but I believe that being timid won't get anything done. If we had listened to me and entered the largest building first, these treasures wouldn't have been taken by others. Now, it's too late to be careful; isn't that ridiculous?"
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Amitabha, then it's your duty."

"Of course, Brother Jin, if you're willing to take the lead, I won't say anything," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"I have no objections."

"Just follow me."

Soon, all four of them had given their opinions. Although Lin Xuan made a reasonable point that this place did seem somewhat eerie, it wouldn’t do to dawdle indefinitely; time could be a luxury we couldn't afford. Since someone was willing to take the lead, why not let him?

He reasoned that if there were truly precious treasures here, with so many sets of eyes watching, he would never dare to keep them for himself.

With his thoughts in order, the four understood the implications clearly. Each of them had their own considerations, and it wasn’t as though Jin Yi was a fool.

Once given permission, Jin Yi took slow steps towards the altar table.

His face showed some caution; this time, instead of reaching out with his bare hand to take the jade box, he flicked his sleeves, sending a streak of light flying toward the front shrine.

At the same time, his body shifted slightly, and his right arm muscles tensed. If anything unexpected happened, he could react immediately.

"Bang," came the sound as the light streak hit the shrine and bounced back.

Jin Yi opened it with ease using just his index finger.

However, what they saw next left everyone in a state of shock.

At the bottom of this small jade box was a piece of golden-yellow brocade, occupying most of the space. In the center of the box lay a tiny bottle made of blue-and-white porcelain, surprisingly delicate but too small for practical use.

"Ah," Jin Yi paused momentarily before picking up the bottle. There was a restriction talisman on it, smaller than usual.

Without hesitation, he tore off the talisman.

Pfft!

A muffled sound echoed as the bottle opened by itself. A golden beam shot out from within. Jin Yi reacted quickly, his right hand reaching out to grab the light beam in mid-air.

In a flash of golden light, a fist-sized orb appeared in their view. At its center, a tiny pill about the size of a bean rotated ceaselessly, always trying to break free but being blocked by the light ball.

"What... is this treasure?" The group, despite their extensive experience, exchanged puzzled glances.

"Could it be a medicinal spirit?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he voiced his uncertainty.

"What, a medicinal spirit?" The other cultivators were shocked. "Friend Lin, are you sure?"

"Haha, I'm just guessing, friends," Lin Xuan chuckled.

"But Master, there’s a chance this is true."

"Indeed, besides the medicinal spirit, Sister also can't think of any other elixir with consciousness that could escape."

"Right, the Dan Yue Sect primarily focuses on alchemy. If by chance they managed to create a medicinal spirit and enshrine it in the shrine, it's not impossible," said I蓝.

The cultivators' expressions were filled with excitement, their eyes almost glowing.

A medicinal spirit was a legendary existence, many believing that such things only existed as rumors or exaggerations.

It was known that beasts could develop spiritual intelligence. Similarly, flowers and trees theoretically could also cultivate.

According to legend, when an alchemist tried to create a pill, there was a slight chance—just a tiny one—that they might produce a spirit with consciousness.

Such a thing would be a true immortal treasure. It was said that ordinary people who consumed it could revive the dead and turn flesh into bone. For cultivators, it could significantly boost their cultivation, even advancing a rank.

Lin Xuan had once been the young master of Ling Yao Mountain. He had seen such things in ancient texts when he was in the mortal realm, finding them too absurd at the time. Now, he could witness it with his own eyes.

"Master, can this really make our cultivation skyrocket by one rank? Then we would become Profound Knowledge Realm cultivators just by eating it," said Ming Quan's voice, almost drooling.

"Amitabha, ancient texts do say that, but I'm not sure about the truth of it," the monk regained his composure. This Buddhist cultivator was quite skilled in maintaining calmness.

Lin Xuan admired him and said, "A rank increase sounds enticing, but I think it's an exaggeration. How could such a thing exist? We know how arduous the path to immortality is, and it only gets harder as we progress. If there were really such pills, wouldn't eating just one or two make us immortals?"

"Amitabha, Brother Lin makes a valid point. Even if the rumors are exaggerated, this item's status as an immortal treasure cannot be questioned. Our journey will not be in vain," said the monk.

"True, but there’s only one pill. How do we divide it?" Ming Quan asked with concern on her face.

"What...?" The five of them exchanged glances. With more mouths than meat, they couldn’t cut up a complete pill; that would reduce its efficacy significantly.

But as Master Jin Yi said, even if the rumors were exaggerated, this item’s effects were still extraordinary. Five people who were good friends wouldn’t give it away easily.

"Since there's only one pill, we should auction it off," said Master Jin Yi after some thought. He couldn't hide his pained expression; such a treasure was hard to part with unless absolutely necessary.

"Master is right, but what if... I mean, what if eating this really makes our cultivation skyrocket? Wouldn’t that be a waste of an opportunity to advance to the Profound Knowledge Realm?" Ming Quan said softly, clearly unwilling to give up.

"That's true, but who should we give it to?" The monk sighed. Before he could finish, his expression suddenly turned furious: "Brother Jin, what are you doing?"

"!"
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The crowd gasped as they turned their heads. They saw that Jin Yi had actually managed to swallow the pill in front of everyone's eyes, taking advantage of the moment when all were distracted discussing how to divide the spoils.

"Damnit!"

The cultivators could not help but feel both shocked and angry, their eyes blazing with fury. They never imagined that someone would be so bold as to privately devour a treasure right under their noses. Did he want to become the target of everyone's wrath?

An old monk let out an angry roar, pushing his hands outward. A string of prayer beads shot out from his sleeves, emitting brilliant light. The thread connecting the beads snapped, and the beads suddenly grew in size, quickly expanding to half a foot in diameter before crashing towards Jin Yi.

Mingquan Fairy Lady gave a sharp cry as her ice-cast sword flew out, slicing at Jin Yi's head with deadly intent. Lin Xuan and Yanilu were not far behind; their friendship was irrelevant now that they had drawn their weapons. They were prepared to be surrounded and annihilated.

A single person attempting to take all the treasure alone would surely end up like this unless he could make it seamless. In an instant, the four of them joined forces, launching a barrage of attacks towards Jin Yi.

Jin Yi was swallowed by the dazzling spiritual light.

At the same time, on the other side:

"Screech!" The mysterious door to the strange realm opened again with a creaking sound.

Two old experts at the Profound Foundation stage were visibly exhausted. They had spent countless efforts and wasted too much time here.

"Haha! Success in opening it. It wasn't all for nothing; this is thanks to Brother Yu," said the Daoist elder, laughing wildly as he stepped forward.

"Friend Qiu, why are you so anxious?" The golden-haired old expert pulled him back.

"How can we be so eager? We've gone through so much just to find out who killed Li family cultivators. And the momentary space is no trivial matter; it almost certainly contains extraordinary treasures," said the Daoist elder in confusion. "Brother Yu, why do you want to linger here?"

"Brother Qiu, I misunderstood. Of course, we also wish to enter sooner, but the problem is that entry isn't as simple."

"Oh? What's your point?"

"We forcibly opened this strange realm door, and at the entrance, there will be powerful spatial forces pulling on us. Even if we are Profound Foundation cultivators, we would still suffer severe injuries trying to pass through," said the golden-haired old expert.

"Brother Yu, you must have a solution since you know all of this. Please don't keep us in suspense; what should we do?"

"It's simple. Just set up a teleportation array and enter using that method. You can bypass the spatial forces at the entrance," said the golden-haired old expert with confidence.

"A teleportation array? How long will it take?" The Daoist elder looked displeased.

"Don't worry, just for short distances; it won't take long."

"That's good. We mustn't delay any longer. Brother Yu, act quickly. If you need anything, just say," said the Daoist elder, patting his chest in a grand manner.

The golden-haired old expert waved his sleeves, and various mysterious materials flew out...

Boom!

Continuous explosions echoed as each was louder and more intense than the last. After finding the treasure, Jin Yi had the audacity to swallow it right in front of everyone's eyes. Lin Xuan and company were furious; their previous friendship was now a distant memory. They wished to dismember him into pieces and use his soul for lighting.

Four against one—according to logic, Jin Yi should have no chance of resisting. But as the attacks continued, he showed no signs of resistance, yet none of them managed to break through that protective barrier.

A hazy shield enveloped Jin Yi's body, clearly not from his own spiritual energy or any treasure. It had appeared after he consumed what seemed like a divine medicinal substance, seemingly to protect the user.

This shield looked unremarkable and thin; it could be pierced with a thumb. Yet its defensive power was unparalleled. Despite their anger-fueled attacks, they chose powerful techniques aimed at killing Jin Yi, but that barrier remained intact.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious.

"Ahh!"

At this moment, a non-human scream echoed, filled with agony. Inside the shield, Jin Yi clutched his head, his cries reaching a pitch of despair. He even rolled on the ground, completely losing any semblance of dignity.

"Is...?" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as an ominous feeling arose in his heart.

The other three exchanged looks but did not stop their attacks. They were filled with both resentment and fear; they had to kill this guy no matter what, or they would never be at peace.

Their attacks became more vicious, yet none of it mattered. The barrier remained unbroken while Jin Yi's aura began to grow exponentially. He was originally at the Separation stage but had already surpassed its peak. Now he was in the middle stage!

The cultivators' expressions were bizarre—partly shocked and angry, but mostly envious. However, that envy quickly turned into resentment.

If it had been them who consumed the divine medicinal substance...

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of surprise. Initially, seeing the treasure sealed within the altar, he was worried about what kind of evil spirit might be inside. Even after seeing the pill, his doubts persisted. Now, however, it seemed he had overestimated; this really was a divine medicinal substance that could drastically increase one's strength.

But what about that protective membrane? That was still puzzling. Regardless, Jin Yi must be eliminated to prevent him from becoming a major threat.

The three exchanged glances and quickly reached an agreement. Jin Yi's cultivation had surged to the late Separation stage and continued growing. They no longer cared about envy; they were now fearful.

The legend was true. If he really turned into a veteran cultivator, their roles would be reversed, and it would be them who suffered. They needed to kill him as quickly as possible.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind, but his doubts grew even more. Even if the legend was true, taking this substance could increase one's cultivation by a stage; shouldn't they retreat and slowly digest its effects? How could it happen so instantaneously?!~!
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Lin Xuan looked at Jin Yizhi's terrifying face, and his confusion grew. But the facts were clear: the tense situation now left him no time to think.

At this point, it was inappropriate to hide his true abilities any longer. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a simple yet ancient-looking folding fan flew out.

The fan was only about a foot long, with a shimmering aura that clearly wasn't an ordinary object. He poured all of his magical power into the Waterfall Fan.

With a snap, the fan suddenly opened. The surface glimmered with a mystical light, depicting a landscape painting in ink and vermilion.

A green mountain stood out prominently on the fan's face. Although Lin Xuan was inside a pavilion, he couldn't use grand spells here, but its size still towered over everything, exuding an overwhelming pressure.

"Om! " A grand Buddhist chant echoed through the air. With this situation, even Lin Xuan felt compelled to reveal his true strength; how much more so for the others?

An old monk's expression was solemn and dignified as seven-colored light flared around him. He clasped his hands and continuously cast spells towards a golden bowl in front of him.

The light radiated from this treasure, with immense Buddhist power swirling within it. Suddenly, an astonishing spiritual pressure surged skyward, and seventy-two beams of light shot out from the golden bowl, merging with the colorful light behind the monk.

A greenish-golden figure appeared before their eyes.

A Dharmic manifestation!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Compared to the mortal world, the spirit realm's cultivation techniques were much more profound. While Dharmic manifestations were rare, many powerful beings in Buddhist sects cultivated them.

This wasn't unusual; it was said that the Dharmic manifestations of Buddhist sects were incredibly mysterious and powerful.

The figure stood over three meters tall, appearing extremely robust with wide-open eyes, resembling a guardian statue in a Buddhist temple to an extreme degree. With a loud shout, two massive fists pounded towards the gray shield.

This blow must have had millions of pounds of force; even if a mountain blocked it, it would easily create a hole.

Mingquan Fairy's delicate hand flicked, and the thin veil reappeared. However, this time, instead of transforming into a python, a lion appeared in its place within the circle of light.

The figure was still somewhat blurry but opened its mouth without hesitation, roaring as it shot out a beam of light over a meter wide.

The surface of the beam pulsed with talisman inscriptions. After this attack, her porcelain-like face turned noticeably paler, indicating that she had expended significant energy.

Fianmu Yilan's playful and casual expression was nowhere to be seen; a hint of struggle flashed in her eyes before she extended her hand and a talisman appeared before her.

This talisman shimmered with silver light, depicting a small red sword. Although it was drawn, the sword seemed incredibly lifelike.

Lin Xuan's peripheral vision caught this. Isn't that a talisman treasure?

Strange!

Talismans were typically used by low-ranking cultivators, but this one was clearly different. Could it be...

Before his thoughts could fully form, Fianmu Yilan opened her mouth and exhaled a refined essence. The talisman immediately ignited on its own, then glowed as a three-foot-long immortal sword materialized before her.

It wasn't an实体, but凝聚 by magical power, yet it was incredibly solid.

The terrifying spiritual pressure left everyone speechless; this treasure must have come from someone at the Daoist Profound Stage. If his assumptions were correct, only those at that stage could create such a powerful talisman.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan made his judgment: Fianmu Yilan was indeed not simple.

But there wasn't time to think about it now; all sorts of distractions flashed through his mind as the attacks from the four of them surged towards the gray shield without hesitation.

Unlike before, even if they didn't use their most powerful techniques, this attack was undoubtedly unrestrained. Even a cultivator at the Daoist Profound Stage wouldn't want to face such force head-on.

Boom!

The spiritual light flashed wildly as the blast's energy soared into the sky. The resulting shockwave engulfed everything around them.

The power of the gale-force winds left everyone speechless, completely submerging the gray shield.

Impressive attacks, but Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly grim. The others were in a similar state; the shield hadn't been broken yet.

"Impossible! What is this shield? A Daoist Profound Stage powerhouse might struggle to withstand that blow, why... " Mingquan Fairy's alarmed voice echoed, her face filled with disbelief.

"Indeed, this matter is too strange. Gentlemen, let's think of a solution quickly; otherwise..."

The old monk's expression was no longer calm; it had reached the critical moment for life and death. The opponent's aura continued to grow, nearly breaking through the separation stage to Daoist Profound Stage.

If left unchecked, the consequences would be unbearable.

Clearly, this shield had nothing to do with Jin Yizhi; it likely originated from the place where the spirit essence was generated.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan moved swiftly towards the staircase. The key now wasn't to determine if Jin Yizhi could break through his bottleneck; leaving quickly was the priority.

As he left, Lin Xuan didn't forget about the treasures. He flicked his sleeve and a beam of light flew out, wrapping around the altar table and dragging it along with him.

"Sir Lin, what are you doing?"

The old monk's angry voice echoed as they hadn't had time to inspect the shrine for other treasures yet; they naturally didn't want Lin Xuan taking them away.

With a loud shout, he extended his hand in front of him. A light hand appeared and grabbed fiercely.

However, Lin Xuan anticipated their reactions. The treasure-hunting team was already falling apart; even if there had been some past relationships, it was now just a distant memory.

Though they wouldn't tear each other's faces off, there was no need to be polite. Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared from his fingertips.

It collided with the light hand.

Silent and unseen!

The light hand froze in mid-air before dissipating into thin air.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire continued its counterattack, causing Jin Hong Chan Shi to panic. He retreated as if bitten by a venomous snake.

Seizing this opportunity, Lin Xuan reached the corner of the staircase. But with a flash of light, Mingquan Fairy suddenly appeared before him.

"Leave first and take the treasures later."

Her expression was dark; not only had Jin Yizhi taken away her medicine pills, but Lin Xuan had also snatched other items.
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After much effort, the benefits were all enjoyed by others. No wonder this woman was furious. Although Golden Fork was now difficult to deal with, she wouldn't just watch as Lin Xuan escaped.

The woman's hands moved incessantly, trying to drive her treasures into attack mode. However, having already broken their facade, there was no need for Lin Xuan to be polite.

Better to strike first.

With a wave of his sleeve, dozens of sword qi shot out like fish swimming in water, each only an inch long but carrying formidable spiritual pressure and power, piercing towards the opponent with deadly intent.

"Trivial tricks."

A look of disdain appeared on her face. Her left hand twitched slightly, and another treasure slid down to her sleeve.

It spun around before transforming into a light screen that blocked her path.

The hissing sound of breaking air filled Lin Xuan's ears as though raindrops hitting autumn lotuses. Despite the incredible power of the sword qi he released, it seemed unable to break through her defenses.

Ming Quan Fairy was slightly pleased, but in the next moment, her smile froze on her face. A spatial fluctuation occurred, and a small green mountain appeared before her eyes.

The momentum was tremendous as it pressed down from above.

The woman was both shocked and enraged. Even knowing Lin Xuan's intentions, she dared not withstand this mountain strike and could only grit her teeth and retreat.

Stairs appeared in her vision. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan flashed out, deploying Nine Heaven Microsteps before vanishing.

Fen Cuilin watched indifferently from the sidelines. A flicker of struggle crossed her eyes but ultimately, she did not intervene. Instead, she turned into a dazzling streak of light and followed Lin Xuan's departure.

"Accursed!"

Ming Quan Fairy was furious, but at this point, everyone had their own agendas. With things reaching this stage, what could she do? It was beyond her power to change the situation.

"Hail to Buddha!"

A Buddhist chant entered her ears as Jin Hong Chan Master also disappeared without a trace.

Only she remained in the third layer. Her face was filled with sorrow and anger.

Roar!

Jin Yi's agonized cry echoed, like that of a beast cornered by a dead end.

The woman turned in shock to see his hair standing straight up, his veins bulging, looking as if he were at his most terrifying.

However, no matter how horrifying his appearance was, it did not scare the cultivators. The key point was that his cultivation had suddenly surged to an unprecedented level.

"Impossible… even after ingesting the Spirit Herb, one could gain incredible strength, but it would take time to refine the power through meditation. How can he have broken through the separation stage so quickly?"

Her face showed sheer terror as she stumbled and sat down. Quickly, she stood up, only to realize that her escape was too late.

With a sudden grin of pain mixed with elation, Jin Yi opened his eyes.

Golden mist suddenly burst from his body, swirling like tangible substance.

Crack!

As if some shackles had finally shattered.

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the heavens. Ming Quan Fairy stumbled and nearly fell to her knees. It was almost impossible for her to take another step forward. She knew she couldn't escape now.

Turning his head with fear and fervor, Jin Yi's voice trembled: "You…", have you really advanced to the Profound Void stage?"

"Haha, yes, heaven assisted me. With just a few of you, I'll all die to become stepping stones for my advancement."

Jin Yi's voice was filled with madness, but his meaning was clear. He wasn't possessed by some monster.

When a cunning rabbit is dead, the cook is eaten. His advancement this time had no glory, so how could he spare his fellow treasure hunters?

He might not care about mere Separation Stage cultivators, but these few individuals were deeply rooted and far more powerful than their peers. Jin Yi didn't believe they were mere scattered practitioners; involving a hidden force would bring endless trouble. The only surefire way was to kill them all.

No one could know it was him. After all, dying while seeking treasure was common.

After advancing to the Profound Void stage, he couldn't say he was completely safe, but for at least ten thousand years, he wouldn't worry about exhausting his lifespan and perishing. The first Primordial Qi Tribulation would be easy to pass.

Heaven assisted me. In a million years of spiritual realms, few had such good luck. Advancing from Separation to Profound Void was immensely difficult, yet he succeeded with just one Spirit Herb.

Becoming the target of all, this gamble paid off.

As for that strange protective barrier, Jin Yi was still confused but didn't dwell on it.

Smirking: "Fairy, are you too late to leave now?"

He extended his hand, and the golden mist began to expand like living entities…

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed through the sky. The ground trembled as three people turned around.

Before their eyes was an unbelievable scene.

The entire hall glowed with golden light; its ceiling had been forcibly lifted.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He knew how sturdy this hall was, adorned with countless prohibitions that even Separation Stage cultivators couldn't easily breach.

Could the worst-case scenario be happening?

His face showed a look of shock. Could it really be true?

Before he could finish his thought, a golden light rose from the ruins of the hall, emitting terrifying spiritual pressure.

A Profound Void cultivator!

Lin Xuan had once fought with Toad Dragon Venerable, and although it was just an attached body, it served as a reference point.

The other two's expressions were equally grim. This time, they truly got what they deserved.

They could understand Jin Yi's psychology; if they were in his shoes, they would also kill to cover their tracks.

Those who achieve great things don't mind small details. Loyalty is irrelevant; each one of them was ruthless enough to advance to the Separation stage.

As the light dispersed, Jin Yi's appearance gradually became clear.

His appearance hadn't changed much, but the power surging through his body left everyone speechless. His hair stood straight up, and he indeed had advanced to the Profound Void stage.

In his left hand, he held a woman with disheveled hair, her eyes closed, looking utterly disheveled—clearly unconscious.

"Hail to Buddha, Mr. Jin, we've known each other for nearly a century. Would you really want to exterminate us all?"

"Haha, Master, why ask such a question? If it were you, would you let us go after attacking us without holding back?" Jin Yi's face was filled with smiles!
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"Alright, my fellow daoists, there's no need to waste your breath. I'm not a man who forgets favors. This time you did contribute some effort, and considering our past friendship, why don't we make a deal? If you're willing to hand over one soul and one essence, sealing them in the Restrained Soul Token, I might show some mercy and let you go."

Old Master Jin Yi, with his weathered expression, said this, as if he was showing off how magnanimous he was.

"What?"

Fianmu Yilan's face turned a deep shade of green. "Sealing one soul and one essence? Then our fate after this is up to your whim. This makes us no different from becoming your slaves."

"Humph! You're ungrateful. I've already advanced to the Profound Abyss stage, so making you my slave would be an act of kindness on my part. If you don't want to live, let me show you a way out; no need to hold back any old grudges."

"What?"

The two exchanged glances and their expressions hardened.

"Namaste!"

A deep voice echoed as the old monk waved his sleeves and a golden bowl flew out, radiating with divine light.

"Quickly!"

The Zen master pointed forward, and the golden bowl flipped over, revealing an extremely violent whispering sound. A thick black aura surged out, spreading across several acres, writhing and contracting like some monstrous entity.

This process was swift; soon the fog-like magic seemed to be sucked into a terrifying void, as if being devoured by something immense.

Then, the creature revealed its face, towering over a meter tall with well-developed muscles. Its greenish-yellow face had sharp fangs, making it look even more fearsome than a ghost. It was covered in dark black scales.

"An ancient demon!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he knew this thing all too well. The moment the demon appeared, its aura became violent as it turned to glare at the old monk, clearly wanting to devour him whole.

"Bastard! The sea of suffering is endless, yet you still fail to see your folly!"

The old monk showed no fear on his face and began reciting a powerful spell: "Dharma, Ma, Ni, Ba, Miao, Mo."

The ancient demon's face suddenly contorted in pain. Lin Xuan noticed that a large bead the size of a dragon's eye was embedded on its forehead, with countless tiny runes flickering around it—this was what made the ancient demon so fearful.

"Six-syllable Dharma Spell truly has boundless power."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire; controlling such divine energy to this extent was impossible for even a Separation Realm cultivator. Was he really at the Profound Abyss stage?

At least from his attack, Lin Xuan was almost certain of it.

Although his cultivation had surged significantly, facing a Profound Abyss cultivator meant no chance of victory.

"Shit!"

The other two's expressions were similar; but now they were in a position where they couldn't retreat. Running would only make things worse.

Seeing that Lin Xuan's attack was blocked, the Zen Master Jin Hong recited his spell even faster. With a roar:

"Burst through!"

Despite the ancient demon being stripped of its consciousness during its cultivation, it still felt fear instinctively and hesitated to charge forward.

Jin Hong's face showed a hint of anger as he continuously cast spells, causing the bead on the ancient demon's forehead to vibrate loudly.

The ancient demon's features contorted in agony. The already ugly face twisted into an unrecognizable form. In its pain, it went berserk, sending out dark magic winds towards Jin Yi.

"Die!"

Jin Yi's face still showed mockery as he shouted. With a blur of his golden hand, the mountain was thrown forward and smashed onto the ancient demon.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened; even the mightiest could be brought down by such power. But this guy seemed too overconfident, treating them like nothing.

On the other side, Fianmu Yilan had already summoned her treasure. The fiery red sword streaked through the air like a meteor, slicing towards their opponent's neck.

"Humph! Three of you think you can match me?"

Jin Yi's face showed a mocking smile as he threw Mingquan Immortal Lady at them with his left hand, using her as a shield.

A ruthless move to disrupt their concentration; in the world of cultivation, there was no room for chivalry.

Fianmu Yilan's eyes narrowed, but the sword's momentum didn't waver as it sliced through Mingquan Immortal Lady's body. Surprisingly, she emerged unscathed.

"Strange! What secret technique is this? I've never heard of it," Jin Yi was surprised but remained calm. A glow appeared on his left hand, turning it golden and giving it a bumpy texture like that of a toad or a frog.

Jinnature Transformation!

This ability had been used by Jin Yi during the treasure retrieval; back then, he barely managed, but now it seemed effortless. This confirmed his advancement to the Profound Abyss stage.

He grabbed the sword with his bare hands.

Fianmu Yilan's eyes flashed as divine energy surged from her body. The red sword became even more glaring and clashed with Jin Yi's arm.

Clang!

The sound of metal clashing filled their ears, followed by a dazzling display of light. In that light, Lin Xuan could see Jin Yi's pain and rage.

His arm was severed.

"Impossible! I imitated the true spirit's secret technique to transform into an ancient demon; even hardening my arm enough to withstand a peer's treasure would be possible. How…?"

However, this attack had exhausted all of the符宝's power, making the red sword dim and dissipate in the air.

Such a result was already satisfactory. Losing Jin Yi's arm meant his powers were significantly diminished.

"Humph, it doesn't matter. You think you can trouble me with such tactics? Big mistake! By doing this, you'll only anger me; I've changed my mind. I want to extract your souls and essence," Jin Yi's cruel laughter echoed as he grabbed the severed hand, reattaching it to his arm.

Golden light flashed, enveloping the wound in a layer of bubbles that began to heal visibly before their eyes.

"Bad luck, how could I forget? Jin Ming Toad is one of the true spirits and has regenerative abilities," the old monk's voice was filled with fear. He had given up on this battle.
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Chapter 1666: True Spirit Qi

In an instant, Jin Yi reattached his severed palm. A cruel smile played on his face as he said, "Refusing a toast and drinking the罚酒—daring to be so insolent! The previous exchange was just warm-up. Now, I'll show you the gap between洞玄and 离合."

His voice was icy cold. Then, with a single finger gesture, brilliant golden light enveloped his body, completely obscuring it. Golden mist swirled like living entities, emitting a powerful demonic aura.

"Kra-kra."

The sound of a frog's croak entered their ears, and the demonic aura began to change. It spiraled and danced, drawing in the surrounding elemental qi, appearing no longer lifeless but almost alive.

"True Spirit Qi," Lin Xuan murmured. The Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique mentioned it; if one reached an extremely deep level of cultivation, they could use the Great Divine Power of the King of Birds. However, this required temporarily converting all their magical power into True Spirit Qi.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan's cultivation technique was incomplete. Fairy Fengxiong had only established the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique to nine levels during her 离合期. The description of True Spirit Qi was merely speculation, but the general direction seemed correct.

Nevertheless, even though Jin Yi had become a洞玄期 cultivator, he still fell far short compared to True Spirit Qi. This so-called True Spirit Qi was not only thin and impure but also fundamentally flawed.

Drawing a Tiger But Ending Up with a Dog

Despite this, it couldn't be underestimated.

Soon, the golden light dissipated, flowing like a river back into his body. It mixed with the mist, condensing visibly into a golden armor.

The surface was uneven, resembling a frog's skin, and there were additional layers of golden webbing between his fingers. Rather than armor, it looked more like he had donned a layer of toad skin.

His eyes turned silver white, showing no expression at all.

"You can all die now."

Before the words left his mouth, his figure flashed, splitting into four. Shadows flickered around him as he lunged towards them with incredible speed.

Each of their movements was different, but their expressions and postures were grotesque to the extreme, making it impossible to discern truth from illusion.

Four people stared in shock. This was a bizarre spell—was it an illusion or a body transformation technique?

Fianmu Yilan and the old monk were stunned. Fairy Mingquan's restraints had been simple enough; now that they were removed, their chances of victory remained slim against such a formidable opponent.

Only Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic. Over these two hundred years, he hadn't wasted any time. Seeing his divine sense unable to discern the enemy's movements, Lin Xuan calmly narrowed his eyes. A kaleidoscope of colors appeared in his pupils as golden light flickered on his eyelids.

He activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye and the Buddhist Sect’s Celestial Eye Technique, combining them effortlessly.

"Master, quickly dodge!"

Lin Xuan shouted with wide eyes. His prediction was correct; what Jin Yi was using wasn't a body transformation technique but an illusion.

The golden Jin Yi lunging at three of them were merely shadows. Only one was real.

While warning the others, Lin Xuan didn't idle his hands. He raised the Water and Mountains Fan high above his head and swung it downward with force. Instantly, a river descended from the sky, appearing in front of him. The water condensed into countless ice spears, numbering at least ten thousand, rushing towards Jin Yi like a storm.

"Om tat sat."

With Lin Xuan's warning, Master Jinhong's expression turned grim. He flicked his fingers, launching beads of light towards the target. The light transformed into head-sized orbs and crashed down with tremendous force.

The impact was far more powerful than any煞雷珠.

However, Jin Yi didn't dodge; he clenched his fists and punched forward with all his might.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed as his fist collided with a bead of light. A cloud of smoke rose into the air. Jin Yi charged in without changing his momentum. Lin Xuan's attack followed closely, but a shield emerged from the smoke, spinning to form a protective barrier before him.

The treasure was still Jin Yi’s original one, but its power had increased significantly after his晋级. The imitation divine treasure’s abilities were formidable; these ice spears couldn't be judged by ordinary means. Despite their number, the shield managed to block them all.

Jin Yi's momentum didn't wane as he approached the old monk, just a few dozen feet away. A cruel smile appeared on his face.

But at this moment, space rumbled, and the ancient demon materialized from within.

Instant Teleportation?

No, it was even faster—some kind of spatial technique.

Facing a洞玄期 cultivator, the gap in cultivation made the ancient demon instinctively feel fear. But under his master's urging, he went berserk. A series of cracking sounds filled the air as magic mist swirled around him. With a low growl, his arms flailed wildly.

Suddenly, "Zhis-zhis" piercing sounds echoed as countless black claws burst forth, enveloping Jin Yi in an instant.

"Die!"

Jin Yi roared with anger and charged forward without dodging. His golden fists struck down relentlessly. The fist shadows appeared densely packed, colliding fiercely with the claw beams.

A sound like frying beans filled their ears. Despite the grand appearance of the claws, they were easily shattered by the fist shadows.

But the ancient demon didn't retreat. With a loud roar, his arms fused into one massive claw that appeared in his vision.

He lunged at Jin Yi's head with it.

Jin Yi showed signs of impatience as his right hand suddenly grew larger. Muscles bulged, indicating explosive power.

A punch struck the giant claw.

An ear-splitting scream filled their ears as the magic claw was shattered like a dried stalk. Jin Yi then punched the demon's chest.

Boom!

The ancient demon’s chest was torn open like a meat shop, with black blood oozing out, reeking of its putrid nature. Jin Yi didn't stop; he charged forward and used his arm to hold the demon's head. With a loud roar, golden light erupted as he twisted off the demon's head.

Compared to cultivators, the ancient demon’s vitality was incredibly tenacious. But without a head, it couldn’t survive. It tumbled down.

Jin Yi sneered as he continued to charge towards the old monk with large strides.
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From the moment the ancient demon appeared, to being beaten into a bloody mess by Jin Yi, it seemed like an intricate process. In reality, it was just a blink of an eye.

The old monk seized this opportunity to try and increase his distance from his opponent. His original intention was merely to make the ancient demon stall for some time. He never expected that in such a short moment, the mighty ancient demon would fall. This was a monster at the Separation Stage, one he had managed to subdue through sheer luck, only for it to vanish in an instant.

The old monk felt heartache but more fear. Jin Yi grinned and showed his white teeth: "Master, die!"

Before he could finish speaking, a loud crackling sound reached his ears. His fist stretched like rubber, covering the distance of several dozen feet in one flash, coming right up to him.

"Ha!"

The old monk had no choice but to pull off his robe and bite his tongue, spitting out blood mixed with essence energy.

"Descend Dragon, Subdue Tiger, Break!"

Blood blossomed, merging into the robe. This treasure transformed into a golden lotus.

It spun, petals opening one by one.

This scene was horrifying enough to send Fairy Mingquan insane. Even for cultivators, psychological resilience varied greatly. At this moment, this female cultivator with considerable strength clearly had a mental breakdown.

"I… I don't want to fall! I want to leave here. Please, spare me. I don't want the treasures anymore. I just want to live."

The woman muttered these words softly, but Lin Xuan still heard them clearly. An ominous feeling flashed through his mind.

Sure enough, a streak of light appeared as Fairy Mingquan fled like she was running away from afar.

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. This kind of behavior was incredibly foolish. They should huddle together to survive. By doing this, they were making it easier for the enemy to pick them off one by one.

Stupid woman, do you want to die?

Indeed, as soon as she ran, her weaknesses became apparent. Jin Yi's lips curled with contempt as he raised his right hand and pointed forward. Spatial fluctuations appeared, revealing a golden claw that reached out towards the woman's abdomen.

Although this attack was sudden and strange, Fairy Mingquan had enough strength to block it.

However, at this moment, this stupid woman was truly terrified. She didn't use any treasures or magical defenses.

She only wanted to escape.

The result was inevitable. A cry of pain echoed as the claw easily broke through her protective energy, leaving a bloody hole in sight.

Fairy Mingquan screamed loudly, finally realizing what had happened. Her eyes flashed with pain and resentment as she tried to escape with her essence soul. However, it was too late. The claw's surface burst into golden flames. As soon as her essence soul appeared, both her body and soul were enveloped by the flames.

The essence soul emitted a piercing scream as it flew up and down in the sky, desperately rolling around. White icy vapor occasionally emerged, attempting to extinguish the demonic fire. However, this only made things worse. The screams grew weaker with each passing moment until they turned into ashes.

Lin Xuan remained expressionless despite his tightening heart. At this moment, he couldn't show any weakness; facing a formidable opponent required calmness.

This was even more dangerous than dealing with the Toxic Dragon Ancestor. Although Jin Yi had just advanced, he wasn't an entity possessing someone else's body. Even though Lin Xuan’s strength and power had increased significantly over these two hundred years, he still didn’t have any advantage.

The fall of Fairy Mingquan was justified, but Lin Xuan and Yanmu Yilang felt a certain sympathy for her death.

Now they were the only ones left. Jin Yi's gaze was like that of a venomous snake, fixed on them without blinking.

"Come on, two friends, are you still unwilling to commit suicide? Do you think there’s any chance of escaping at this point?"

"Hmph."

Lin Xuan ignored him and flicked his sleeves. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring spun before him, creating numerous illusions that made a significant impact.

A small ancient-looking bell flew out from his sleeve.

It was no more than a foot tall, its surface deep purple with faintly visible intricate inscriptions.

The Hundred Birds Bell!

Lin Xuan cast a spell and the bottom of the bell emitted a flash of light. A cacophony of sound filled his ears as hundreds of three-eyed crow spirits flew out from inside.

This made the already tense atmosphere even more suffocating. The Mountain Water Fan remained unfurled, and the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared in his right palm, jumping around. Jin Yi felt an extreme sense of danger that far exceeded any magical beast or treasure Lin Xuan had summoned.

Yanmu Yilang’s face was also filled with a serious expression, but surprisingly, he didn’t show much fear. He flipped his left hand and a piece of paper flew out from his sleeve, emitting flashes of light as it stuck to his chest.

Suddenly, something extraordinary happened. A huge shadow appeared in everyone's sight.

It seemed like some kind of fierce beast had entered his body.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. A Dharmic Form?

No, just similar.

After fusing with this form, his aura suddenly strengthened, nearing the peak stage. He flipped his left hand and a long saber appeared.

The blade was peculiar, much longer than an ordinary willow leaf sword, more like something used in battlefields.

Its surface was marred by patterns, with a dragon carved around it.

A Transcendent Treasure!!
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Weekend has arrived, and Huan Yu is asking for your support votes as usual. Last week, there were three bursts of activity, and Huan Yu believes he has tried his best. Originally, according to the schedule, today should also be a burst day, but it only happened yesterday, leaving him feeling somewhat fatigued and unable to produce anything. Logically speaking, it should have been tomorrow's turn, but there is something on tomorrow’s agenda. But don’t worry; Huan Yu won't let you down. There will be a burst on Tuesday, and he promises to deliver.

So please give your support votes to Huan Yu. He needs the motivation too. Rest assured,

Yun Xiang gave him a faint look. "Absolutely not." What kind of strange weather has Yun Xiang seen? Before the end of the world, hail in summer was common; now, the climate is even more unpredictable.

She couldn't reveal to Zhu Yuying and Deng Menghan what they had plotted against her, as it would damage her reputation. Deng Menghan wanted to tarnish her image, but if she did speak out, she would be seen as a villain and never gain anyone's sympathy again.

An Ruyan’s eyes widened in disbelief. Was this really the reason for Crown Prince’s urgent summons?

With the man’s voice echoing, large patches of blood mist began to spread from his body towards all directions.

This was the formation technique that Fang Ye had heard about from a military strategist who used stone piles to block an army of ten thousand elite soldiers in Yangmin Village.

"Moo~" Miao Miao the Sheep, still asleep, twitched its short tail without any awareness. It wasn’t disturbed at all by anything.

At this moment, Gumo’s eyes nearly bulged out with rage. His agility was no match for the arrow that had already flown halfway! He instantly调动ed his inner energy and focused on the feather-tipped arrow in his hand, attempting to intercept the arrow aimed at Yun Xiang.

Sitting down slowly, Xi Xi turned her body around and walked back to An Honghan’s side, squatting down again.

Such a drug was anathema to martial artists. Once consumed, even if one wanted to practice martial arts later on, it would have a significant impact. Long-term use could result in permanent disability, even without death.

With the Feng family's item now up for auction, the Xie family members naturally wouldn’t miss this opportunity to retaliate.

"She has even taken my brother under her wing." Tingxue clenched the pearl chain tightly, causing the upper-grade spirit pearls to scatter like a shower. "No wonder—” She pursed her lips, her eyes dark with anger.

Ruan Lingyu was surprised by this shabby old man and turned to Wang Nian, her mind filled with questions. How could this brother find such an insignificant stall so appealing?

So, can you understand the anxiety and urgency I feel to boost my strength?

Wearing a coarse cotton robe, he held a long object wrapped in a cloth bag, undoubtedly his secret weapon, the夺命锁喉枪 (Deadly Throat Locking Spear). Apart from that, he had nothing else.

"You mean we should follow them, waiting for an opportunity to disrupt their plans?" Lu Zhen said, instantly understanding Fan Chen’s intentions.

Chang Song was surprised and regretful as she glanced at Su Su. It was over! Master would likely declare her the winner again.

Because Han Jinseng wasn’t just the wealthiest man in Yunhai; he was also a public welfare ambassador who regularly held charity events, earning high respect among the people.

At the Battle of Yellow Springs Vine, Tai Chu gained immense confidence. He was an essence spirit formed from the clear and righteous energy of heaven and earth, rendering any demonic or dead energy powerless before him.

He didn’t dare to confront Chen Jinnan because his martial arts were far inferior to Chen’s. He relied on his invulnerable body for intimidation.

Yin Gezhi sat upright with a cup of fragrant tea in hand. An Guohou’s expression was slightly annoyed, and he looked embarrassed.

It seemed like she was being bullied, as if she looked down on everyone, unwilling to bother arguing with them.

As each demon god merged into him, Wang Ming's aura became increasingly complex and chaotic, no longer the pure and pristine Primordial Force. At this moment, Wang Ming resembled an evil deity from beyond the world.
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没错, it was indeed a True Heaven Spirit Treasure!

Just like his Demon Fate Sword, this wasn't some imitation. It was the genuine article.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be greatly alarmed. Even in the Spirit Realm, True Heaven Spirit Treasures were extremely rare. In at least two hundred years, he had met many Separation Stage cultivators, yet not one of them possessed such a treasure. At most, they would use lower-grade Spirit Treasures to bolster their image.

But here before him was a genuine Spirit Treasure. This Filigree Iblan truly wasn't simple.

At this moment, several demonic runes appeared on his face and forehead, making his aura even more eerie. Ji Yin's expression of amusement had vanished; an inexplicable sense of danger arose in his heart as he turned to look at Lin Xuan, then at Filigree Iblan.

"Interesting. It seems you two are stronger than the monk and that wench. But what does it matter? Do you think a Separation Stage cultivator can escape my hands?"

As soon as these words left his mouth, Ji Yin's body exuded an aura of malevolence. His figure trembled slightly, and a series of illusory traces appeared in his vision.

This wasn't some illusion technique; he was simply moving too quickly. He had just turned around and stood right before Filigree Iblan. To be precise, it was the spot where he had just stood.

This secret art was almost as fast as teleportation. Lin Xuan had locked onto Ji Yin's figure because he had used two Spirit Eye techniques, but Filigree Iblan managed to dodge.

At this moment, a pair of snow-white wings appeared on his back.

These wings were large and long, resembling those of swans.

If they retracted, they would be more than enough to envelop his entire body. The hua patterns on Filigree Iblan's face also lit up.

Ji Yin moved like a ghost, but Filigree Iblan was even faster. As he dodged, he raised the Spirit Treasure in his hand.

A bright blade of light sliced through the air, so blinding that it could not be described with words. Sunlight paled in comparison to this.

"Eh?"

Ji Yin instinctively sensed a massive threat. Even if Filigree Iblan was acting strange at the moment, he recognized a True Heaven Spirit Treasure; such an item couldn't be underestimated.

His body flickered and shot off to the side with incredible speed. His reaction was swift, but the blade of light was too fast, passing by his nose.

Ji Yin's hair stood on end as he felt the chilling sensation. The blade missed and flew off in a different direction.

A moment later, it crashed into the mountain.

Boom!

The sound echoed through the air. The blade of light, only about ten feet long, had cleaved the entire mountain in half, causing rocks to rain down before crashing to the ground with a thunderous crash.

"..."

Lin Xuan was also startled. This True Heaven Spirit Treasure truly lived up to its name.

Behind Ji Yin, cold sweat dripped from his body. If that blade of light had hit him...

This treasure was too sharp; it couldn't be underestimated. He must act quickly and decisively, eliminating these two youngsters as soon as possible.

With this thought in mind, he clutched his hands together, ready to use some powerful divine technique. But at this moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Ji Yin's aura began to wane, and the Spirit Energy around him also started to diminish.

Indeed, it was diminishing.

Just a moment ago, he had been a formidable Profound Knowledge Stage cultivator. In an instant, he had fallen back to Separation Stage. Later-stage, mid-stage, then all the way down to his original form.

His face showed signs of exhaustion; his energy seemed completely drained.

The entire process took only an instant. The three of them were still in shock, staring at each other with wide eyes.

Could it be...

This Spirit Treasure wasn't meant to raise someone to Profound Knowledge; it was merely a dream. Its sole purpose was to temporarily boost the power of cultivators for a short time, but ultimately, they would be reduced back to their original form.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced. Only this explanation made sense.

The path of immortals was arduous; one couldn't simply take a pill and leap an entire cultivation stage. If it were true, it would defy the laws of nature. Relying on external forces was always a shortcut, and only through hard work could one truly possess power.

"Haha, Brother Jin, you wanted to extract our souls and refine them. Why are you still standing there? Don't you want to try?" Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery as he spoke coldly.

"Indeed, indeed, Fellow Daoist Jin, you really have some skill. Facing four of us alone, Master Daoshi and Fairy Mingquan both died at your hands. You truly are ruthless," Filigree Iblan was equally delighted. Not only had Ji Yin been reduced to his original form, but he also seemed on the brink of collapse; squashing him or restoring him was entirely up to them.

As for Ji Yin, his face turned ashen. For him, it felt like falling from heaven into hell. Just a moment ago, he had been elated at advancing to Profound Knowledge. Although Lin Xuan and Filigree Iblan's methods were strange, the difference in cultivation stages meant that killing them was no problem. After all, he had always approached with a playful mindset; he hadn't truly exerted his full strength.

A True Heaven Spirit Treasure? It couldn't make up for the gap in advancement. As long as Filigree Iblan could be eliminated, this treasure would still fall into his hands.

There was nothing to worry about.

But who would have thought that the situation had taken a drastic turn, leaving him with only a beautiful dream?

Ji Yin's face turned ashen; there was no turning back now. He felt like an animal cornered in a dead end.

The dream had ended, and he remained at Separation Stage, under the watchful eyes of Lin Xuan and Filigree Iblan.

"You two shouldn't be so presumptuous. If you anger me, even if I die, I won't let you off lightly," Ji Yin said with a grimace.

"Oh? Can you do that? Why aren't you calling yourself the Great Ancestor anymore?" Filigree Iblan sneered.

Ji Yin didn't respond. Suddenly, he pulled out a handful of talismans from his chest and threw them at Filigree Iblan. The talismans flashed, and countless ice arrows and lightning bolts appeared, enveloping him in a blinding storm.

He then dashed towards Lin Xuan with a roar: "Get out of the way."

Ji Yin's actions were well thought out. He was no longer a Profound Knowledge cultivator; he had lost his courage to face a True Heaven Spirit Treasure. While Lin Xuan's methods were numerous, they were relatively easier to deal with compared to the Spirit Treasure. Moreover, as a demon cultivator, once he got close, Lin Xuan would never dare to confront him head-on.

So although opportunities were few, if he seized them well, there was still a chance of escape.

Lin Xuan's experience was vast; how could he not guess what Ji Yin, this fool, was thinking? He had mistaken himself for an easy target.

Choosing Lin Xuan as his breakthrough point—perfect.
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Lin Xuan did not dodge or evade. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring began to violently tremble, and the countless ring shadows seemed to resonate together, surging towards him like a tidal wave.

Jin Yi's face contorted as he stubbornly withstood the attack. While it was undoubtedly foolish, at this point, there was no choice but to fight his way out before the opponent could react. The talismans and charms he had unleashed could only buy him a momentary delay; the critical moment was fleeting.

His cultivation dropped to the Separation stage, and with it, his uneven, almost toad-like armor disintegrated. Jin Yi roared loudly, striking repeatedly with both fists. However, many ring shadows still managed to evade his attacks, hitting his arms, chest, abdomen, and thighs.

To Lin Xuan's eyes, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring seemed somewhat inferior, but that was due to having too many treasures. In terms of its power within the same cultivation stage, this treasure was formidable indeed.

"You…" You're also a cultivator?" "It’s too late for you to realize now."

Lin Xuan's empty left hand flicked out, sending a beam of light flying and snatching his waist pouch. Then, countless sword energies like a storm pummeled Jin Yi, turning him into a honeycomb. His元婴 had no chance to escape before being torn apart.

After completing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show some satisfaction on his face. The Nine Heavens Reviving Jade was finally in his hands. However, the next moment, he tightened his expression and used the Nine Heavens Microstep, vanishing instantly. A crescent-shaped blade of light shot out from where he had stood, piercing the sky.

Lin Xuan turned his head sharply, his face dark with malice: "Friend, what is your intent? You just resolved a crisis by joining forces, but now you want to turn on me?"

"What intent?" Qian Mu Yi Lan's lips curled into a smile. "Your ability to feign ignorance is truly admirable. At the third level, you snatched away the divine gold. Now, do you plan to keep the Nine Heavens Reviving Jade for yourself as well?"

"Hand over, Brother Qian Mu. Your attack was just as ruthless. If it weren't for my quick reaction and some knowledge of evasive techniques, I would have fallen victim to your treachery. A treasure should belong to those who are worthy, not be monopolized."

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed.

"Then you truly don’t intend to hand over the Nine Heavens Reviving Jade?"

Qian Mu Yi Lan's expression turned icy, indicating how much he valued this item.

"I’m sorry, but if it were another treasure, I might have considered negotiating. However, the Nine Heavens Reviving Jade is of great use to me. If you want me to part with it, there’s no need for further discussion."

Lin Xuan said nonchalantly as the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring returned to his side and began spinning and dancing. The three-eyed corpse crows' feathers stood on end, their noisy voices filling the air. However, this was not over yet.

Lin Xuan's left hand extended, and a flash of light revealed a red staff. Its ancient design emitted powerful Buddhist energy when infused with mana.

A divine treasure!

Qian Mu Yi Lan's face showed concern, but that wasn't all. A golden dragon shield also appeared from his sleeve, followed by a burst of golden light as the Lesser Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form manifested—nine heads and eighteen arms, terrifying to behold.

Qian Mu Yi Lan sucked in a cold breath; his previously calm expression was now vastly different. With his experience, he could see that both the treasures displayed and the divine powers Lin Xuan had unleashed were formidable, capable of sweeping away any peer at the same cultivation stage.

His confidence wavered as he realized how uncertain this battle's outcome might be. He feared losing more than winning.

However, Qian Mu Yi Lan was unwilling to back down on the Nine Heavens Reviving Jade. That item was invaluable, and there were no places where it could be sold even with plenty of crystals. He found himself in a dilemma.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally wary. Among the four of them, Qian Mu Yi Lan was undoubtedly the most mysterious. Lin Xuan couldn't discern his true strength until forced to reveal it. He didn’t want to engage this enigmatic foe unless absolutely necessary.

The air seemed to freeze as two Separation-stage cultivators stood facing each other. One had various treasures swirling around him, and behind him, a golden body appeared, indicating immense power. The other wielded an omnipotent divine treasure with white-feathered wings on his back, yet his handsome face bore demonic markings, making it impossible to gauge his strength.

Both were wary of the other, and Qian Mu Yi Lan was unwilling to stop. The tension escalated as the wind blew Lin Xuan's hair around, unsure where it would blow next.

Suddenly, a loud explosion echoed in their ears.

The entire sky seemed to tremble violently. Both cultivators' pupils constricted as they turned their heads involuntarily.

Their expressions changed dramatically when they felt an overwhelmingly powerful spiritual pressure emanating from the point of impact.

It was no weaker than Jin Yi's!

A Core Formation-stage cultivator had arrived!

And there appeared to be two of them.

"Trouble!" Lin Xuan's eyes widened in anger. How could someone else have come here? They must have found the entrance to this independent space.

But now wasn't the time to think about that.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed, and his golden body retracted into his body. He gathered all his treasures and transformed into a dazzling streak of light, flying away.

Qian Mu Yi Lan's eyes flickered with不甘 (reluctance) but ultimately he refrained from attacking. There were priorities. While the treasure was tempting, it couldn't compare to his life. With two Core Formation-stage experts here, leaving quickly was the right choice.

As for the Nine Heavens Reviving Jade, he would temporarily leave it in the hands of that Lin cultivator.

With these thoughts, Qian Mu Yi Lan turned and flew off in another direction. This temporary space likely had other exits.

He must find them soon; otherwise…

"Brother Yu, my prediction was correct. There is indeed an independent space behind this interdimensional portal," said the bearded old man with a smile.

"Not bad, not bad. This time, it’s all thanks to Brother Yu's efforts. The architecture here suggests an ancient sect's secret base, likely filled with valuable treasures."

"Haha, treasure hunting isn't urgent. Besides, the treasure might already belong to the first arrivals. We just need to catch the rats; the fate of the Li family cultivators who perished will be clear," said the Daoist-robed old man, nodding as if he understood his companion's thoughts.

"Brother Yu is right. I was too focused on the treasure. Good, there are two rats. One for each of us?" "I agree. We must be cautious."

"Cautious? Are you joking? Ordinary Separation-stage cultivators can't pose a threat to us," said the Daoist-robed old man with a laugh. Before he could finish speaking, he turned into a gust of wind and vanished.

The golden-bearded old monster shook his head, revealing a mocking smile. Perhaps it was just his paranoia. While these two Separation-stage cultivators had some unusual energy signatures, they were still at the Separation stage. In the Spirit Realm, there might be exceptions, but in the East Sea cultivation world since ancient times, no one had ever challenged someone of a higher rank.

It was impossible for a Separation-stage cultivator to defeat a Core Formation-stage one.

He released his spiritual sense and easily locked onto Qian Mu Yi Lan's energy. He then chased after him.

Although this temporary space was decently sized, it was still limited. Could you run up into the sky?

Lin Xuan’s expression was dark as he sensed an exceptionally powerful aura locking onto him from afar.

The Second Core Formation had yet to find any exits, which frustrated Lin Xuan immensely. While this trip had yielded good results, it was too bumpy. First Jin Yi, now two unknown Core Formation-stage cultivators.

PS: Yes, tomorrow will be a 9000-word update. Please support with recommendation votes; I need them on Monday. Thank you! (To be continued!)
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"Pretty good... Young man, you should know the consequences of offending our Holy City. And you can't escape my clutches either. Just submit and be a good boy; it will save you from physical pain. Otherwise..." The elderly man sneered, his demeanor less refined as he revealed his fangs like a wolf.

Lin Xuan fell silent. He was no longer the inexperienced cultivator who had just arrived in this place. He knew all too well the power of the cultivation world here.

Three Demon Emperors and six Sea Kings.

As for the human race, it was even more mysterious, with the Holy City being the most powerful force.

Even a Profound Origin cultivator would face dire consequences if they offended any one of them. This time, he had truly caused a major disaster.

His mind raced, and Lin Xuan's expression grew increasingly fearful, as though his mental fortitude was crumbling.

"How about you? Haven't you made up your mind yet?" The elderly man's voice became even colder, laced with impatience.

"I... I..."

"Me what? You didn't take the wine offered to you and instead took a sip of punishment. Do you really want me to do it myself?"

"No, Senior, if you're displeased, just bring me back," Lin Xuan said in great fear.

"Hmm, good, you know your place. That's the right choice; you'll suffer less physical pain." The Daoist elder's face showed satisfaction, but he secretly chuckled at his companion who had been overly worried earlier. A mere Separation Realm cultivator dared to resist? Just by threatening him a bit, Lin Xuan obediently submitted.

"Alright, now follow me back to the Holy City and hand over your storage bag first."

"Why should I give up my storage bag?"

"There's no need for you to be so verbose. Don't think that old man can take advantage of you. You're a suspect, and we need to properly guard you. Your talismans and treasures must be handed over." If it weren't for liking your looks, I should have set up some more restrictions."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Thank you, Senior, for your kindness. With such vast cultivation, how could lategeneration dare do anything foolish in front of you? No need to set up any restrictions."

"Hmm, you're not so stupid after all." Stop being so wordy and just hand over the storage bag!"

Pleased by Lin Xuan's flattery, the elderly man raised his head arrogantly.

"Yes, yes, it should be done. Actually, I was planning on doing this anyway, and there are some things I want to offer you as a token of respect," Lin Xuan said with a bow.

"Offering me something?" "Hmph, what do you have that could catch my eye?"

"You're right, compared to your vast cultivation, mine is insignificant. But I found some valuable treasures in this independent space earlier."

"Oh? Leftover from ancient cultivators, alright, show them to me," the elderly man said.

"Of course, but please be kind to me when we get back to the Holy City." Lin Xuan spoke cautiously.

"Don't worry, you're quite clever. I like your practicality. Once in the Holy City, I'll speak well of you."

"Thank you, Senior for such great kindness," Lin Xuan said, his words dripping with flattery. Even this ancient monster who had lived for tens of thousands of years blushed, but he completely lowered his guard. Could someone so afraid of death still play tricks on him?

Lin Xuan reached out and snapped his fingers, causing a flash of light. A beautifully crafted jade box appeared.

It was no more than half a foot in length and width, with exquisite carvings on the lid that exuded an ancient and primitive aura. Several restriction talismans were affixed to its surface, indicating its non-trivial nature.

"What is this?"

The elderly man's eyes lit up at the sight but maintained his composure, pretending not to notice as he said casually, "Hehe, let Senior open it and find out."

"You young man, you have so many excuses. Fine, I'll see what treasure you're offering me."

Rolling up his sleeves, the elderly man waved his hand, and a flash of light enveloped the jade box, which he then picked up to examine.

As a Profound Origin cultivator, he had experienced more than enough trials and tribulations to match Lin Xuan's. He would be cautious about any tricks this young man might play.

Moreover, even if a Separation Realm cultivator had ulterior motives, what could they do? So, he was confident that the jade box hadn't been tampered with. With a flick of his fingers, he removed two restriction talismans and opened the lid to reveal a stack of ancient talismans.

"What...?"

The elderly man's expression turned suspicious. Could these be leftover ancient talismans? He had expected them to be precious medicinal pills or other treasures but wasn't disappointed. Ancient talismans were incredibly powerful, and they would still be useful for him.

Lost in thought, the elderly man didn't notice Lin Xuan's faint mockery on his face as he retracted his hand into his sleeve. Just as he was about to inspect the talismans, a sudden cry startled them both: "Eh? What is that?"

Without thinking, the elderly man turned his head.

Boom!

The thick stack of ancient talismans in the jade box suddenly ignited without wind, sending countless ice spears and lightning flames that enveloped the elderly man. These were high-grade talismans Lin Xuan had purchased from the market at a hefty price, their power formidable indeed.

With such close proximity, the elderly man couldn't evade them in time. Realizing he was tricked, he roared as protective energy surged around him, forming a shield to protect him. Although the spirit energy barrier was one of the most basic spells among the Five Elements, it was still quite sturdy for a Profound Origin cultivator.

Rumbling explosions filled his ears, but this wasn't the end. Lin Xuan had never expected that dozens of high-grade talismans could kill an ancient monster. His actions were solely to buy himself some time for his next attack.

An old monster? Even though he didn't want to engage in conflict, a cornered rabbit would bite. My fate is in my hands; I can't tolerate being at the mercy of others. Going to the Holy City was out of the question—once there, surrounded by experts, I'd be like fish on a chopping board, subject to anyone's whim.

Thus, when the elderly man said they were going back to the Holy City, Lin Xuan had already harbored murderous intent. All his pretenses and performances were merely preparations for this sudden assault.
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Several dozen talismans and incantations, while insufficient to completely eliminate a玄期 cultivator, could still buy some time.

The situation suddenly changed in the storage area. The Daoist elder做梦 never expected that Lin Xuan, who was as timid as a mouse, had been feigning engagement with him all along.

Ice arrows and thunder flames had already enveloped him. Once he lost the initiative, the old monster could only desperately defend himself; there would be no time for anything else.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, releasing dozens of sword qi that swam out like fish in water. As they caught the breeze, their light intensified, and they rained down like a storm, targeting the opponent with relentless attacks.

Explosive sounds echoed, but these were merely appetizers.

With a mental command, Lin Xuan revealed the Hundred Spirit Bell.

The bell emitted an eerie glow as cacophonous noises filled his ears. Gray-white three-eyed crows flew out. Their wings flashed, producing wind blades a foot long, each surface wrapped in grayish white electric arcs—clearly different from ordinary wind blade techniques.

However, this was far from over. The third eyes on the crows' foreheads began to protrude, filled with bloodstains.

Whoosh…

Blood-red light columns, as thick as an arm, streaked across the sky, carrying a faint flow of dead qi. They left ripples in the air when they pierced the heavens, creating quite a spectacle.

The Daoist elder was no easy opponent; he was indeed a formidable old monster at the玄期 stage. Initially caught off guard, he had managed to turn the tide in just an instant.

With a flick of his sleeve, a fierce wind blew past, accompanied by strange thick fog that scattered the ice arrows and thunder flames like chaff in the wind.

As for the sword qi, it was more than sufficient to destroy an婴期 cultivator but seemed too thin against him. It too was blown away by the strong wind.

The elder's face darkened with anger; this reckless little thing dared to toy with him. He would make sure he knew that there were no second chances in this world.

With a fierce thought, he prepared to counterattack.

This was the gap between their cultivation stages—Lin Xuan had feigned engagement and spent so much effort just for a bit of time.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast. He could not have anticipated such a scenario. The three-eyed crows were summoned not to defeat him but to buy more time.

The Daoist elder wanted to counterattack, but it was wishful thinking. Although he had managed to fend off Lin Xuan's initial attacks, the wind blades and light columns were now closing in. His face showed a hint of anger; though unwilling, he continued his defense.

Raising his right hand, he sucked surrounding primordial qi into his palm at an incredible speed.

A translucent shield appeared before his eyes—purely composed of primordial qi, enough to withstand the attacks of a合期 cultivator. With this protection, he could counterattack with confidence.

Unfortunately for him, Lin Xuan had already taken the lead.

As the three-eyed crows attacked, he gripped the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring in his hand and poured his mana into it like a flood. The ring emitted intense light, radiating malevolent energy as ice serpents and fire dragons appeared before him, circling and dancing, their roars echoing.

But this was far from over. With Lin Xuan's rapid hand movements, the serpents and dragons transformed into seven each, maintaining their oppressive presence. They soon covered half of the sky.

The old monster's pupils constricted; he showed a rare look of seriousness on his face.

"Even if you're at the玄期 stage, try my Hundred Dragon Fang!"

Lin Xuan roared loudly, his hand gestures like butterflies weaving through the air. Countless ice serpents and fire dragons simultaneously roared, lunging towards their target with fangs bared.

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring was somewhat underwhelming, but Lin Xuan had full confidence in Hundred Dragon Fang's power. Even a玄期 cultivator would be severely injured if hit directly.

"Ah!"

The Daoist elder shouted as the hundred dragons approached him. He barely had time to raise any defensive talismans.

In panic, he raised both hands and extended them forward, continuing to pour primordial qi into his spirit shield. Despite this, his face showed no fear; he remained confident.

Terrifying dragon roars filled his ears as the old monster was swallowed by the hundred dragons. However, the light burst and explosive sounds continued, even Hundred Dragon Fang struggled to break through his mana defenses.

Unfortunately for Lin Xuan, he had more tricks up his sleeve.

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring returned to his sleeve; he paid no attention to its outcome, time was precious.

Flicking his sleeve again, a sword a foot long flew out. Cracks covered its surface, but it had an ancient and simple design. Lin Xuan grasped the sword, pouring mana into it like a tidal wave. An icy chill emanated from the blade's surface as silver light burst forth. His right hand was soon wrapped in fine scales, with surrounding primordial qi flowing in.

"Ho!"

Lin Xuan let out a roar, and a majestic sword qi appeared, converging to form a creature with the head of a dragon and the body of a horse, wings on its back, and silver scales shimmering like glass.

Qilin!

This was one of the divine beasts in the spirit realm, renowned alongside phoenixes. After advancing to the合期 stage, even the power of a supreme treasure had greatly increased.

The Qilin opened its blood-red mouth, charging with overwhelming might towards the opponent. From several dozen feet away, the Daoist elder's shocked and angry roar echoed, never having imagined that an ordinary合期 cultivator could have such techniques.

If it were a combat situation, he would easily dodge or counter with his treasure. However, now he had to face this head-on...

His face showed fear, but facing the hundred dragons, all his strength was used up; there was no room for other treasures.

One misstep and a thousand years of regret, turning back was already too late. Regret filled his heart, but he could only grit his teeth and endure.

The Qilin followed the hundred dragons, colliding with them fiercely.

Lin Xuan's demeanor also showed some weariness; he had been attacking at full strength, expending much mana. However, there was no sign of retreat on his face.

This situation was hard-won, and he could not give the opponent any chance to turn things around. He raised his hand high, ready for a final true spirit strike!
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A wave of weakness washed over Lin Xuan. His body had been drained almost completely by three powerful techniques, yet before him lay a scene that resembled the end of the world.

The deep pit beneath his feet seemed like an enormous vortex, bottomless and vast, with a diameter of more than a hundred feet. Surrounding it were cracks as if cut by sharp blades, spreading out in spider-web patterns towards all directions.

The ground was still smoking, the intense heat melting the soil and rocks into a molten state. It looked like a fiery hell, much like the inferno described in the Netherworld Tales of the Nine Provinces.

Lin Xuan's eyes were dimmed with exhaustion; he had overdrawn his energy too severely this time. He took a deep breath and lifted his right hand with great difficulty. A jade bottle appeared as he patted his waist, and after removing the stopper, he gulped down a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Instantly, abundant essence qi spread from his dantian to his meridians, filling him from head to toe. Only then did Lin Xuan raise his head, his expression grave as he gazed ahead. When the last wisps of smoke dissipated with the wind, the form of the old monster finally came into view.

His clothes were tattered and ragged, a sight of extreme disarray. No, this description was still too mild; his limbs were severely maimed, one arm and leg cut off at the elbow. Several large holes appeared on his chest and abdomen, blood oozing from them. Despite not being dead yet, the severity of his injuries was shocking—such wounds would have killed a commoner ten times over.

His Daoist robe had long since disintegrated; the old man raised his head with a dazed expression, his face filled with venomous hatred as he laughed loudly: "Very well, very well. After years of hunting geese, I was pecked in the eye by one. A mere Foundation Establishment cultivator actually forced me to such an extent that my physical body is destroyed. Not bad, not bad. You will regret coming into this world."

Before his words were fully spoken, a brilliant red light flashed across his flesh, followed by a deafening explosion. His physical body was reduced to nothingness, and a one-inch-long infant soul appeared in his vision, staring at him with malevolent eyes.

Unlike an Infant Soul cultivator, the old monster's infant soul was very stable; even without its physical form, it could still exert terrifying power.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly and would not foolishly remain in place waiting for a confrontation. At this point, there was no turning back—act first, suffer later.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flew out, spinning and dancing. A white hurricane appeared before him, sweeping towards the opponent.

"Ha!"

The roar echoed as the infant soul clutched its hands together, emitting a foot-high pillar of spiritual light. Miraculously, another Daoist elder appeared from that light.

"What? He can actually reshape his body?"

Lin Xuan was speechless, his composure shattered by this revelation. However, he quickly realized it was just an illusory figure—a human-shaped green shadow with no distinct features. The illusionary form allowed the infant soul to move more freely and cast spells more easily.

Understanding the situation, Lin Xuan wasn't intimidated. He poured more essence qi into his treasure, making the white hurricane even more formidable.

Lin Xuan stretched out his left hand, and an ancient-looking long spear appeared, swinging down with a crescent-shaped light wave. The space around it seemed to deform, producing sharp whistles as it passed through.

This treasure from the Snow Fox King, aside from spatial techniques, had its own powerful abilities. Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied; he opened his mouth and spat out three sharp orbs of different colors.

Instantly, a beautiful phoenix materialized from the light, only a foot long but emitting an aura far beyond its size. With a spread of its wings, it vanished, transforming into a streak of light rushing towards the enemy.

The infant soul hid in the illusory body, still with a grim expression. He had suffered greatly and wanted to devour Lin Xuan alive; now he wouldn't underestimate him again.

Though his physical form was destroyed, his storage bag remained in his hands. With a tap, an oval-shaped treasure appeared—a jadeas desired.

Holding it, the light surged like waves, forming head-sized orbs that suddenly grew larger, trailing long flames as they shot towards Lin Xuan.

Boom!

The hurricane and crescent-shaped light wave collided. The hurricane seemed to dissipate instantly, while both forces combined just managed to block the attack.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale with shock; a Foundation Establishment cultivator was this difficult to deal with. He had lost his physical body, fighting only an infant soul now.

Sweat trickled down his back as he silently thanked his luck. There was no time for further thought—Lin Xuan flicked his brows and immediately used Nine Heavens Microsteps.

A flash of purple light, and Lin Xuan vanished from his spot, reappearing several dozen feet away.

At the same moment, a spatial fluctuation occurred, and a fist-sized fireball appeared out of nowhere.

The space it passed through was baked into a glowing white, revealing the power of this flame. It was astonishingly formidable.

Lin Xuan barely had time to react before another sword energy appeared, also without warning, as if teleporting.

This time, Nine Heavens Microsteps were not enough for evasion; fortunately, Lin Xuan had already summoned his Black Iron Dragon Shield. By pouring essence qi into it, a brilliant light shield protected him.

A sharp sound filled the air, like scratching nails on porcelain, causing goosebumps to rise and teeth to fall out.

Then, spiritual light surged as Lin Xuan's face showed shock—his Black Iron Dragon Shield was easily torn apart, crumbling like tofu in front of the sword energy. The sword continued its descent, severing his head…!~!
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Lin Xuan's face was filled with shock. Since he had embarked on the path of cultivation, he had experienced countless trials and tribulations. However, such a perilous situation before his eyes did not happen often.

The defense provided by the Black Gold Dragon Scale Shield seemed to be nothing against this sword light; it was as if the shield were made of tofu. Did he misjudge the situation? A Core Formation cultivator had become so formidable that Lin Xuan couldn't help but wonder if his initial assessment had been too lenient.

Lin Xuan was genuinely stunned by the result, a consequence he hadn't anticipated.

At this moment, even instantaneous teleportation wouldn’t save him. Given the sharpness of the sword, the Green Flame Qilin Armor would be useless; it could barely provide any protection at all.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but reality left no room for hesitation or contemplation. At this point, he had to try anything, even if it meant grasping at straws.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and casually threw out a treasure item, not seeking to block the sword light, just hoping to slightly impede its path.

In a battle between experts, every millimeter counted; perhaps that brief delay could bring him a glimmer of hope.

Lin Xuan needed some time to activate the Substitute Suffering Talisman. That treasure would be enough to shield him from one fatal blow.

What was this treasure he had casually thrown out? Lin Xuan saw no change in his opponent's expression, but he knew that the Substitute Suffering Talisman’s blue and green flames had vanished, leaving only a grayish, lifeless flame. Sweat beads formed on his forehead; this unremarkable, lifeless gray was the ultimate destructive force of the three attributes.

It contained the extreme coldness and corrosiveness that could devour life.

No… not just life but all matter.

Lin Xuan’s hand trembled as he threw it forward.

A flash of gray light shot out from the talisman, striking the protective barrier like ice thrown into a furnace. The shield vanished instantly.

"Wha—"

The old monster was shocked, but Lin Xuan seemed to have anticipated this outcome. He clutched his hands together, and golden light erupted behind him as the Lesser Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form appeared, with nine heads and eighteen arms, terrifying in appearance.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t using it to intimidate; he wanted to strike first.

Eighteen fists rained down like a storm, while the other nine heads shot out beams of light, each carrying electric arcs. The attack was overwhelming, far more powerful than the previous sword strikes.

Pang! Pang! Pang!

Without the shield’s protection, all attacks hit Qing Ying.

The little face of the Core Formation cultivator showed signs of fear for the first time as the attacks continued to fade his form.

He wanted to counterattack but the strength of those fists was overwhelming; any attempt to gather power was immediately shattered.

The situation was not in his favor. If he persisted, he would likely die. This was unacceptable.

With a look of hatred in his eyes, the Core Formation cultivator seemed to mutter something before vanishing from the illusory form with an instantaneous teleportation, appearing several dozen feet away.

The jade rod shrank and he held it close.

Just as he stopped teleporting, a majestic sword aura approached him.

While the Lesser Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form attacked, Lin Xuan wasn’t idle. He had already taken this opportunity to retrieve his Magic Fate Sword. For such an old monster, ordinary attacks were useless; only a Primordial Treasure could possibly defeat it.

But he hadn’t expected the opponent to be so bold and ruthless. Seeing that the situation was unfavorable, he abandoned the illusory body without hesitation.

Although Lin Xuan had never learned this secret technique, even a fool would know that using it came with a price; continuous use was out of the question!

The opponent’s escape didn’t deter him. He slashed down fiercely, and although the sword aura was slightly weaker than the Qilin Illusion, its speed was twice as fast, consuming less magical energy.

Though relatively weak, this was still a Primordial Treasure. The sword aura stretched over ten feet long, majestic in appearance, with countless runes pulsing on its surface. The magical power made even the Core Formation cultivator’s face tense.

He raised his jade rod high and clenched his fist, hammering it into his chest. A stream of essence energy shot out from his mouth and entered the jade rod.

After expelling this essence energy, his little face turned ashen white, while a clear sound echoed in his ears as he swung the jade rod downward, similar to using a sword.

A greenish sword aura over ten feet long appeared before him, slicing forward with a clear sound…

Soon, the two sword auras collided. Green and silver intertwined but had not yet determined a winner when an overwhelming magical pressure seemed to suck all the air out of the area. The space around them twisted and turned as if it were collapsing.

A crackle of breaking air sounded in his ears, and at the intersection of the two sword auras, a spatial rift appeared.

Only half a foot long, it wasn’t particularly noticeable, but as a cultivator, Lin Xuan could sense even the slightest changes. He turned to look through the gap and saw blue water outside; yes, it was seawater.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned ecstatic.

After so much searching, he finally found an opportunity that required no effort at all.

This space was merely momentary, created by a senior cultivator using great divine power, inherently unstable. The intense collision had caused a spatial rift, something unimaginable elsewhere.

Unfortunately, it was too small to escape unless he abandoned his body and used the Core Formation teleportation. This was nothing but a dream.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced, but his face showed no signs of disappointment. He wasn’t following common sense; he was different.

He flipped his hand, and the spear taken from Snow Fox King reappeared. Lin Xuan took a deep breath, pouring all his magical energy into it. Lightning crackled at the spear tip.

Then, with his right hand raised high, he fiercely swung the spear toward the spatial rift.

A crescent-shaped light blade appeared in his vision, filled with colorful glass and electric sparks. A flash of sound confirmed that it had hit the spatial rift as expected!
第一千六百七十章 瞬息千里

A strange light shimmered brilliantly before it seemed to be a piece of brocade with a hole being torn apart by someone's hands.

The sky darkened within several miles around. Yet, in the gaps where the darkness was torn, an incredible brightness shone through, distorting space as if under the torment of some terrifying force.

Sizzle...

An ear-piercing sound reached his ears as that one-foot-long gap finally widened forcefully.

A colorful glassy rift, a dozen feet long and several feet wide, appeared in his vision.

Lin Xuan was elated. He enveloped himself with a layer of green light, then withdrew his magic flames and treasures with his mental force before shifting to another spot. Ripples flashed around him as he vanished without a trace.

Several dozen feet away, theinfant spirit's expression changed drastically. As an expert from the Profound Void stage, he had lost the initiative due to carelessness, having his physical body destroyed by the opponent.

This grudge must be avenged; how could he bear such humiliation?

After all, if it was because of inferior strength, there would be no excuse. But losing the initiative and thus being under control, failing to unleash even a third of his true divine techniques—such a situation was simply unacceptable!

A look of bitter resentment flashed in theinfant spirit's eyes as he held up an jadeRuyi. He raised it high above his head, and instantly, half-a-foot-long gaseous force surrounded him, making his protective spirit shield appear incredibly dense.

Without hesitation, he flew through the gap.

However, Lin Xuan was already several miles away by then.

But that didn't matter; such a distance would be mere folly for the opponent to escape from.

Theinfant spirit's lips curled in a mocking smile as he blurred and shot towards Lin Xuan like lightning.

Yet, contrary to expectations, Lin Xuan did not dodge. Two hundred years ago, he had already been pursued by the Toxic Dragon Ancestor; if it weren't for the Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk and Nine Heaven Micro Steps, he would have perished long ago.

With circumstances changed, Lin Xuan wouldn't let this happen again.

By chance, he had learned the secret technique of Illusory Dashing. Since escaping from the momentary space, the fleeing technique described in the Black Moon Sky Witch Art was not just a mere decoration but now had its practical use.

Once could dash for a thousand miles.

Though still unable to escape the old monster's mental probe, it provided him with some maneuvering room. The opponent would find it difficult to catch up.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan began moving. He raised both hands and drew mysterious and ancient incantations from his lips.

The sounds were incomprehensible, different from any current language, as if coming from an ancient era.

Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light that then turned red.

A kaleidoscope of five colors rotated the glassy rift, appearing both ancient and mystical.

Suddenly, the spiritual lights surged dramatically. They seemed to have a life of their own, expanding outward until they covered several square feet, concealing Lin Xuan's figure.

"This trivial trick; you think confusing my ears with such means is too naive," theinfant spirit muttered as he raised his jadeRuyi. But then something unexpected happened.

"Bang!"

A dull explosion sounded in his ears. Before his eyes, a miraculous scene unfolded: several dozen Lin Xuan appeared, each moving differently but eerily similar in appearance and physique, almost indistinguishable from one another.

Theinfant spirit was shocked to the core. He had seen many things, but this secret technique was too incredible; he had never even heard of it before.

This delay caused nearby space to distort and collapse. The dozens of Lin Xuan scattered, disappearing without a trace.

"Hey?"

Theinfant spirit was alarmed. But he wouldn't let his opponent escape so easily. He closed his eyes and released his mental force. As an early-stage Profound Void cultivator, his mental force could cover every blade of grass within five thousand miles with clarity.

Beyond that range, he could still sense things up to ten thousand miles away, but it would not be precise enough for pinpointing the target if the opponent used concealment techniques and could easily escape.

Though Lin Xuan was only at the Separation stage, he knew these common knowledge. From the beginning, he had planned to move continuously.

Illusory Dashing was incredibly ingenious, yet it consumed a tremendous amount of magical energy that was almost unbearable. For an ordinary cultivator, using it once would leave them with minimal spirit energy left. But Lin Xuan wasn't just any cultivator; after two uses, he still had some spirit energy remaining.

This was the benefit of having twininfant spirit and a pill.

A flash of light appeared several thousand miles away as Lin Xuan materialized in mid-air. His face was slightly pale.

But without hesitation, he used Illusory Dashing again.

Amidst strange incantations, Lin Xuan vanished once more.

With a casual wave, a small jade bottle appeared. He uncorked it and swallowed a drop of Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk, replenishing his magical energy before casting the technique again.

In total, he used Illusory Dashing six times. While not completely escaping the opponent's mental probe, with careful movement, the opponent would never find him.

Lin Xuan's face was as pale as paper, but it wasn't due to losing too much spirit energy. The speed of Illusory Dashing allowed him to dash a thousand miles in an instant, putting immense strain on his physical body.

Even for human cultivators, let alone same-stage monsters, performing this technique six times would result in their bodies exploding. Fortunately, Lin Xuan was far from ordinary.

He had practiced the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art and continuously ingested refined Qilin Fruits over these two hundred years, making his physical body incredibly sturdy. Still, any limit existed, and if he used it again, he couldn't imagine the consequences...

Fortunately, he managed to escape.

Six thousand miles away, still within the opponent's mental probe range, but with careful movement, he wouldn't be detected. Despite feeling extremely uncomfortable, Lin Xuan didn't dare let his guard down. He suppressed his aura and slowly flew forward.

He wasn't slow because of a lack of urgency; this speed prevented him from dissipating too much spirit energy.

Theinfant spirit was completely stunned. He tightly closed his eyes, trying to release his mental force but with no effect—Lin Xuan had vanished without a trace.

"How is it possible? What secret technique could escape five thousand miles in an instant? Even among Profound Void cultivators, there has never been any report of a fleeing technique that can cover such distances," theinfant spirit muttered, his face filled with disbelief.
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The expression on theinfant's face was extremely gloomy.

He, a senior cultivator of the Profound Concealment Stage, had actually allowed a junior from the Separation Union Stage to destroy his physical body. Not only that, but he could do nothing about it as he watched his enemy escape right before his eyes.

If this news were to spread, it wouldn't just be a matter of losing face; he would become a laughingstock among his peers at the same cultivation stage.

Other minor planes in the Spirit Realm might not know, but from ancient times until now, the Eastern Sea Cultivation World had never seen such an incident.

His heart was filled with sorrow and anger as a wave of resentment surged within him. His face turned red and white several times before he raised his small hand, emitting a black light beam that was completely disproportionate to his size.

Boom!

A loud explosion caused the nearby sea surface to rise in towering waves. However, this alone was not enough to vent the wrath of the old man wearing Daoist robes. He waved his right hand, and rings of light spread out from his jadeas one wishes.

An observable wave of light encompassed a few miles around, compressing the entire sea surface with immense force.

This blow was far more than just a thousand pounds!

If it had been applied to something else, like a mountain, even the hardest rock would have turned into dust.

"Brother Qiu, why are you so angry? Why to such an extent..."

"Eh?"

Before he could finish speaking, his voice suddenly changed to surprise and disbelief: "Brother Qiu, how did your physical body get destroyed? The boy's strength is indeed extraordinary; it far exceeds that of a normal Separation Union cultivator. But he doesn't pose any threat to me. I can capture him alive."

"Why then..."

"Because I let him go on purpose."

"Ah?" Theinfant's face turned red, but he didn't speak. He knew that the other would eventually reveal his reasons.

"Don't look at me like that; Brother Yu has his reasons for doing so. Even if it were you or me, the city lord himself wouldn't dare to provoke him," the old man with golden hair said with a bitter smile.

"What?"

Theinfant's face was filled with disbelief.

"Brother Yu, are you out of your mind? The city lord is extremely prestigious; in some ways, he ranks even higher than the sea king and demon emperor. This boy—just a Separation Union cultivator—how could the city lord dare to provoke him?"

The old man wearing Daoist robes had his reasons for saying this. In the Eastern Sea, three tribes coexisted: humans, demons, and sea creatures. Although their power levels varied, they were roughly equal. The six demon emperors and three sea kings held equal status within their respective tribes but divided their powers. The human realm's Holy City had only one city lord, making him more prestigious than the sea king or demon emperor in some ways.

The city lord was indeed the most powerful person in the Eastern Sea; there was no one he couldn't provoke.

"Is this not about a cultivator from another plane?" the old man with golden hair said slowly.

"A cultivator from another plane?"

Theinfant's expression turned even more serious. After a long while, he asked hesitantly: "Friend, you say we shouldn't provoke him, but he is just a Separation Union cultivator. Could it be that behind him stands a powerful support, someone so formidable that the city lord must retreat three steps? Is this possibly... a fragmentary soul stage cultivator?"

Since records began in the Eastern Sea, no one had ever managed to break through to the fragmentary soul realm. Even Master Wòméi, who was once the top expert of the Eastern Sea, only reached the late Profound Concealment Stage. If there were indeed a fragmentary soul stage cultivator here, it would be easy for him to sweep across the entire Eastern Sea, and even the city lord might have to retreat.

"No... This boy came alone," the old man said.

"Why then..." The old man wearing Daoist robes was increasingly confused as he heard more details.

"Because he is a direct descendant of the Fanmù family."

"The Fanmù family." The old man still seemed puzzled, tilting his head and trying to recall. "This surname is quite obscure; Lord Tianmò, Brother Qiu must have heard of it," the old man with golden hair said slowly.

"What? Tianmò?"

Theinfant leaped up as if he were on fire: "Brother Yu, did you make a mistake?"

Although I haven't seen an ancient demon, I can still recognize true demonic aura. Moreover, his transformed appearance after demonic transformation matches the description in the classics exactly; I believe there is no mistake.

Theinfant fell silent for a long time before sighing. "If it's really like this, we should not provoke him. Not only Tianmò, but even an elder of that family could sweep across our entire Eastern Sea."

"Indeed, Lord Tianmò was once one of the nine true demon primordial ancestors and very high-ranking. His magical power is boundless; in the last great battle between the Spirit Realm and Demon Realm, he even fought against a cultivator of scattered immortals. Although he lost, he managed to escape, and many powerful cultivators fell at his hands..."

"Indeed, but heroes often fall for beauty. It's said that this Tianmò once met a beautiful woman from our Spirit Realm through good fortune and became infatuated with her. He betrayed the demon tribe and joined us in the Spirit Realm out of love for this condensation soul stage female cultivator. Without his inside help, it might not have been possible to defeat those ancient demons during the last battle; after all, each member of that tribe had extremely powerful abilities, making them almost always victorious over their peers."

"Friend, you truly have extensive knowledge. However, don't underestimate your friend's partner either. It is said that although her cultivation level is insignificant, she has unparalleled beauty. After so many years, with a husband whose strength rivals that of a scattered immortal, it would be very easy for her to advance. Don't say fragmentary soul stage; if lucky, she might even transcend the tribulation realm."

The old man with golden hair spoke slowly, his eyes filled with envy. The path of Daoism is arduous, and having a partner with far greater cultivation can help one avoid many detours.

Not only that, but he could also receive more medicinal pills from such an opportunity.

Unfortunately, such opportunities were usually for women, not men, who could only watch enviously.

"Over the years, it's said that Lord Tianmò has established a cultivator family with this woman. Although their strength is formidable, they are not numerous. That's why each direct descendant of the family is highly valued; how could he come to our Eastern Sea?"!~!
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"Tell me, old man, how would I know? But I did read in ancient texts that each member of the family has a special mark implanted by Lord Heavenly Demon. Once they fall, their image is transmitted back to the family..." The balding elder spoke slowly.

"Really?" theinfant spirit was surprised.

"Yes, at least according to the records. That means we can't offend this young man named Fine Blue. Even if the city lord were here, he would never dare to eliminate him. That's why I let him go," the balding elder said with a hint of helplessness.

"But what about us? We came empty-handed and failed to complete our mission. How will we explain it when we return?" "There's nothing else but to be honest. With Heavenly Demon family members appearing, the city lord would surely make his own judgment and won't blame us," theinfant spirit nodded. Indeed, there was no other way.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already been flying for tens of thousands of miles away. Although he hadn’t reached maximum speed, it was still a swift flight. However, Lin Xuan’s face was pale as if drained of color. The consumption of essence energy could be replenished with thousand-year-old spirit milk, but the continuous use of Illusory Shadowevasive technique put too much strain on his physical body.

This time, not only did he lose Essence Energy, but there were also some issues with his meridians.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan didn’t dare to rest. The distance was still too short for a long journey. Fortunately, they had already exited the range of the other party’s divine sense perception. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and emitted a bright green light all over his body as he flew towards a direction with renewed vigor, far away from this sea area.

After a day and night, Lin Xuan appeared on an unfamiliar deserted island. Closing his eyes, he released his divine sense to confirm that there were no sea creatures or cultivators nearby, nor any traces of high-grade beasts. Satisfied, Lin Xuan retracted his light and slowly descended.

Several sword lights emerged like fish swimming out from him effortlessly as he established a crude abode. Then, Lin Xuan set up an array around the place without hesitation before diving into it.

Crossing his legs in meditation, every part of his body was sore. Lin Xuan took a deep breath, and his entire body was enveloped in a colorful light as the essence energy within transformed into demon qi to nourish his meridians and physical body.

Three months passed unnoticed.

Lin Xuan, who had been meditating like an old monk, finally slowly opened his eyes, got up, and stretched. Compared to when he first arrived here, his complexion was much better. His physical body had fully recovered, and the essence energy was already replenished. He looked robust and strong with no trace of weakness.

After this arduous journey, Lin Xuan had gained a lot, even though he had to hard-fight an old monster from the Void Profound Realm. The treasures obtained were indeed plentiful.

Apart from the magical items shared among everyone, letting his secondinfant spirit escape early was a wise choice. Most of the remaining treasures in the Dan Yue Sect's secret headquarters ended up with Lin Xuan.

Now that he had recovered, it was time to count what he had gained.

Reaching out, he patted his waist, and a dark-colored gourd appeared. The aura emitted by this item was formidable; clearly, it was an ancient treasure of unknown origin.

Such items from ancient cultivators usually possessed great power, and Lin Xuan needed such things after losing many in battles recently.

Of course, to use them proficiently, he first had to study the properties of this treasure.

Holding the gourd with his right hand, Lin Xuan injected some essence energy into it.

Whirr!

A low sound entered his ears as a burst of fiery red sand particles emerged from the surface of the gourd.

Red light flashed!

Lin Xuan's expression changed. Each grain contained considerable essence energy. "Thunder Sand!" he whispered in surprise. He had seen this material in ancient texts, a rare substance indeed.

In a way... it resembled thethunder pearl sold in markets but could be reused. In battle, the Thunder Sand could explode, consuming all its essence energy.

Unlike the thunder pearl, after refining the Thunder Sand, one could reuse it again.

Though each grain of Thunder Sand wasn't particularly powerful, this item excelled in quantity. This was truly a fortunate coincidence to obtain such a formidable ancient treasure.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan's aura fluctuated as he left the abode and transformed into a streak of light that descended deep into the sea.

As they say, hearing is deceiving; seeing is believing. Although the descriptions in the texts were detailed, only by testing it could one make a final judgment.

Lin Xuan hovered mid-air, looking out at the vast blue expanse. The sea was calm and serene.

Taking out the dark gourd, he swung his hands like turning wheels as he cast a spell.

"Quickly!" Following his command, the gourd swelled with the wind, growing to several feet long before hovering above him. Thunder Sand poured out from it, some grains falling onto the sea surface.

Boom!

A tremendous explosion sent towering waves crashing.

"Not bad, not bad," Lin Xuan's eyes lit up as he saw that its power was even stronger than expected.

However, this treasure had more to offer. Extending his hand, he pointed forward, and the red Thunder Sand coalesced into a massive sand dragon several dozen feet long.

With teeth bared and emitting an immense aura, it looked fierce.

Lin Xuan's expression changed again as he pointed once more, and the sand dragon became a tiger with wings on its back.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan returned to his abode with a smile. This gourd filled with Thunder Sand was inferior compared to supreme treasures like the Supreme Spirit Artifact, but for ancient treasures, it was undoubtedly top-tier.

And this was just one of many items he had obtained.

The Dan Yue Sect's name suggested its origins in alchemy. This was also Lin Xuan’s primary goal on this journey. Unlike other cultivators, hisqualifications were not outstanding. In the past two centuries, he had focused on cultivation and secret techniques while advancing his secondinfant spirit and demon core to the Separation stage.

While his maininfant spirit did show some progress in essence energy, it was negligible compared to his efforts.

The reason? It wasn't because Lin Xuan lacked effort but due to a lack of ingesting alchemical pills. His cultivation had always focused on consuming various spirit pills!~!
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However, while the Spirit Realm was rich in resources, the elixirs to enhance a Soulbinder's cultivation were not easily obtained.

In ordinary markets and shops, such elixirs would never be found. One could see them at auctions, but the prices were exorbitant, making it impossible for Lin Xuan to consume large quantities.

This time was different.

Lin Xuan reached out his hand and tapped his waist, causing several storage bags to fly out. Each one was bulging with items inside.

These were treasures collected by the secondinfant.

He grabbed one of them, turned it upside down, and gently shook it. A streak of white light flashed across, revealing a pile of objects on the ground.

Next, he picked up another storage bag and weighed it in his palm...

Soon, all the remaining storage bags were emptied out.

The most numerous items before him were various bottles and jars.

There were also several jade boxes withprohibitory talisman stickered on them. Inside were undoubtedly extraordinary treasures.

Lin Xuan rolled up his sleeves and took one of the bottles to his hand.

He uncorked it, revealing a variety of elixirs inside. With a smile, he put away all the storage items.

Then, Lin Xuan looked around at the clay jars that outnumbered everything else.

Their size was much larger than the jade bottles.

Without looking, Lin Xuan knew what they were because the secondinfant had already probed them in the momentary space.

Waste Elixirs!

To be honest, this was the true purpose of his journey. As a former young lord of Spirit Medicine Mountain, he knew that even with the highest-grade alchemy techniques, the yield rate when making various elixirs was not high.

The better the elixir, the lower the yield rate; for every finished elixir produced, there were several times more waste elixirs.

Among the collected finished elixirs, there weren't any suitable treasures for a Core Formation veteran. However, whether or not there were any in these waste elixirs was uncertain.

Seeing the nearly one hundred clay jars before him, Lin Xuan smiled widely.

Opportunities came with risks. This time, although it had been a bumpy journey, compared to his gains, it wasn't worth mentioning.

After all, as head of a major sect, he still had more treasures than just these.

Lin Xuan continued sorting through the items until the sun set, finally completing the categorization of his harvest.

The elixirs were the main bounty. Additionally, there were numerous crystals, materials, and magical artifacts.

Most of the crystals were high-grade, with several being top-tier. This solved Lin Xuan's immediate needs; the immortal coral he had obtained by chance was a sentient object, and its incarnation as a little dog loved eating the best fire attribute crystals. Consuming them improved his quality, and the immortal coral could be used to refine fire swords. How could Lin Xuan be stingy?

With a smile on his face, Lin Xuan reached out and retrieved the immortal coral, which resembled a deer's antler. It was vividly colored.

"Bark!"

A sharp bark sounded as a white puppy appeared before him, about a foot long, with bright black eyes that were very cute. It rubbed its head against Lin Xuan's leg, showing submission.

Lin Xuan was speechless; this truly was an extraordinary treasure—the immortal coral. Despite its age, it looked no different from an ordinary dog.

Muttering to himself, Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and took out a new fire attribute top-tier crystal. The little guy was delighted, wagging its tail as it carried the crystal over to one side, licking it before swallowing it slowly.

Lin Xuan ignored the puppy's actions; he was now contemplating his next move.

Nine Immortals City couldn't be returned to immediately.

As for I Blue Veil Fine Curtain's fate, whether she lived or died didn't matter. The two Core Formation cultivators wouldn't let him go easily. Although Nine Immortals City was vast, he had to avoid the limelight.

After all, escaping this time relied on their underestimating his strength and a bit of luck. In terms of power, he was only at the Soulbinder Initial stage; far from being comparable to Core Formation veterans.

Lin Xuan wasn't arrogant enough to believe that he could challenge someone of higher rank. The pressing matter now was to enhance his strength.

Fortunately, whether or not he returned to Nine Immortals City didn't matter. His important treasures were all with him.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan stored everything on the ground into his momentary bag and then emitted a green glow as he left the cave.

He reached out and summoned a Spirit Boat.

Unlike I Blue Veil Fine Curtain's Hundred Flowers Boat, this boat was only about ten feet long and very simple. Such flying magic tools didn't need to be too good; they just needed to get him where he wanted to go.

Lin Xuan placed several crystals on the boat, then waved his sleeve and cast a spell. The Spirit Boat emitted a bright light and flew off towards the south, which was the realm of human cultivators.

Half a month later, Lin Xuan stopped the Spirit Boat. He believed that even if those Core Formation cultivators had divine powers, finding him now would be impossible.

It was like trying to find a needle in a haystack.

Lin Xuan stood on the small boat and closed his eyes, releasing his spiritual sense. Soon he found what he was looking for; he retracted the Spirit Boat and turned into a streak of light, flying towards the left front.

Soon, a small island appeared several hundred miles away.

Although this island wasn't large, it had picturesque scenery. More importantly, there were low hills that extended across the island, revealing a decent-quality spirit vein.

Such places wouldn't be deserted; Lin Xuan's spiritual sense revealed several cave dwellings. Among them, most were at theinfant stage, with one at the Soulbinder Initial stage. After sensing their cultivation levels, Lin Xuan felt relieved.

After some hesitation, he cast spells with his hands, and a burst of light flashed. Lin Xuan transformed into an obese old man with a fierce appearance, making him look like a tyrant.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan flew over the island. He then clutched his fists as a powerful spiritual pressure descended from the sky, instantly enveloping the entire island. The rumbling sound reached his ears; even the mountains seemed to struggle, sending rocks falling down.

Lin Xuan was surprised; these scattered cultivators didn't set any restrictions? Such things were rare in the cultivation world.

Before he could think further, a shocked and angry voice sounded in his ears, followed by curses. Several beams of light shot up, flying towards Lin Xuan.

They soon arrived before him. The lights dimmed, revealing seven cultivators—some male, some female, all at various ages.

The leader was a disheveled cultivator at the lateinfant stage.

"High personage visiting our Jade Heart Island, my seven friends of Heaven Barbarian have failed to welcome you properly."

"I've never heard of the Heaven Barbarian Seven Friends," Lin Xuan said coldly. The situation suggested that these were several scattered cultivators who had formed a group and declared themselves as island lords.

The disheveled cultivator had already scanned him with his spiritual sense, his expression suddenly changing: "Soulbinder cultivator."

He inwardly cursed; his elder brother was in seclusion at the critical moment of cultivation. Otherwise, he wouldn't fear this person.

As thoughts raced through his mind, a gale suddenly appeared out of nowhere.

"Namaste."

A Buddhist chant sounded as a beam of light shot up into the sky. After flickering, an old monk with long eyebrows appeared.

"Brother."

Several infant cultivators were overjoyed: "You've come out of seclusion?"

"Yes, my secret technique is complete; naturally, I came out," said the monk.

This monk emitted a strong spiritual pressure and was at the peak of Soulbinder Initial stage.

Turning his head, he asked, "Mister, you suddenly arrived here. Do you have any advice for us?"

"I wouldn't dare to give advice. However, I also see potential in this spirit island and would like to invite Master and your fellow cultivators," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"What?" The others' expressions changed as they realized the value of the island. Human resources were abundant, but such decent-quality spirit veins were mostly controlled by other forces. They had struggled for their foothold here; how could they easily give it up?
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The room echoed with the sounds of gongs and drums as the faces of the Seven Barbarian Companions revealed a look of indignation. If not for Lin Xuan himself, who was at the Separation Stage, they would have already taken out their treasures to kill him first.

"Namaste," said the old monk with a hint of mockery on his face. "If you say this, don't you think you're being overly arrogant?"

The old monk had already used his divine sense to scan the area; within a thousand miles, there were no other cultivators present. In other words, Lin Xuan was alone.

Facing seven opponents, he had guts indeed.

Lin Xuan sighed and said, "I speak kindly, just not wanting to clash with all of you. Since everyone is obstinate, I can only offend."

Before the words left his mouth, his sleeves fluttered, releasing several dozen sword lights that swam through the air, growing in size as they approached, turning into several feet long and striking like a storm towards them.

The Seven Barbarian Companions were greatly angered. The other party was too presumptuous.

Had their brains gone bad?

Didn't they see there was another Separation Stage cultivator here?

Facing seven opponents, did he really think he had any chance of winning?

Instantly, shouts and curses filled the air as the several Core Formation Stage cultivators took out defensive treasures. Regardless, Shí Fāng's cultivation was much higher than theirs, so they would just have to withstand this round of attacks.

Suddenly, brilliant light shone, various colorful shields and barriers appearing in their line of sight.

"A fly trying to stop a cart!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. The sword beams had already reached the seven people's sides.

"Ssssh," the piercing sounds of the air filled his ears as the treasures and barriers on their bodies were easily pierced through by the sword light.

As for their protective qi, it was completely ineffective; blood splattered from each person, with seven or eight bloody holes appearing on them.

However, no one died. Lin Xuan did not want to kill innocents; cultivation was hard work, so these few people merely temporarily lost their ability to move.

Only the old monk's sleeves fluttered, and a staff flew out, pouring in force as dense shadows like mountains clashed with the sword light, both turning into nothingness simultaneously.

It seemed like they were evenly matched, but the old monk's expression had completely changed. After all, he was using his life-bound treasure while the other party merely released several sword qi casually; did they really think this was possible? Even a Separation Stage cultivator would not have such strength.

Both surprised and angry, the old monk roared, crossing his hands in front of his chest as a ball of scorching white flames appeared. The temperature around him dropped sharply.

"Is that寒属性魔火?" Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

"Yes, let you see the old monk's Frost Dragon Flame," said the old monk with a loud shout.

The flame suddenly grew in size and then flashed as a ten-foot-long fire dragon appeared, its entire body snow white. The terrifying coldness seemed to freeze space itself.

This secret technique took him two hundred years of seclusion to finally master. Even if the other party was at the Separation Stage, he still had confidence that they could be evenly matched.

Lin Xuan's expression first showed some surprise before a light laugh escaped his lips; this really was showing off in front of a master carpenter. This Frost Flame Secret Technique, wasn't it just asking for death?

He flicked his wrist, and three-colored flames appeared in his palm.

Spinning like a baby bird hatching, a one-foot-long phoenix flew out to meet the dragon.

Though smaller in size, the dragon showed signs of fear. Lin Xuan's expression changed; could this Buddhist fire already be sentient?

This was not something to overlook.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and the phoenix opened its mouth, emitting a clear cry as light flashed from its beak.

Wrapping around the dragon, it immediately shrunk in size before the dragon's original ten-foot length reduced to just an inch within moments, looking like a small worm.

Then, the phoenix pounced with its beak, lifting its head and swallowing the dragon into its belly.

"My Frost Dragon Flame."

The old monk was shocked, his eyes red. This was a secret technique he had struggled for years to master, hoping to gain fame through it. But now, after just one use, it was destroyed by Lin Xuan.

His efforts were in vain. Though at the Separation Stage, the old monk could not accept this for a moment and rushed forward with his fingers like claws, ready to fight Lin Xuan to the death.

"Do you really want to die?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and said coldly.

"You rogue, you destroyed my secret technique; I have a grudge against you that cannot be shared," the old monk said as he wildly waved his sleeves, producing several more treasures—a hook, a sword, and a wooden fish-shaped one.

Lin Xuan sighed. Originally, he did not want to start a massacre but just wanted to show his strength so they would retreat. But now, this original plan was hard to achieve.

This old monk hated him to the bone; if he let him go, the other party would never rest until they got their revenge.

Innumerable troubles.

As the saying goes, fear not thieves stealing, but thieves thinking about it.

Given Lin Xuan's nature, how could he possibly do something as foolish as letting a tiger back into the forest?

"This is your doing."

The killing intent flashed across his face. Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and patted his waist, revealing a dark black gourd in front of him.

Shimmering!

Lin Xuan cast a spell on it.

Wu...

A buzzing sound filled his ears as the gourd suddenly grew in size, quickly reaching several feet long and floating above his chest. Countless heaven-thunder sand spewed out from within, rushing towards the old monk.

The other party was greatly alarmed and hurriedly reached out to retrieve their treasures before him. Though angry, he still had some eyesight as a Separation Stage cultivator; he saw the extraordinary nature of the heaven-thunder sand.

But Lin Xuan ignored all this. He manipulated the heaven-thunder sand like waves pressing down. The old monk's expression turned fierce, and his treasures shone brightly as they swept forward to clear a path.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and red light flickered as thousands of heaven-thunder sands exploded. Each grain might not be much, but together, it was shocking.

"Puh…" the old monk spat out blood. He himself did not suffer an attack, but since he was connected to the life-bound treasure through his mind, he felt no better.

His originally heated head finally cooled down as he realized he had provoked a person who should not have been provoked.

"Friend, be merciful; my brothers and I are willing to hand over this Jade Heart Island," said one of them.

"Now is too late for that. Friend, don't you think it's already too late?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile. Originally, he wanted to resolve the matter amicably, but now, how could it be so easily settled?
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Lin Xuan spoke as he pointed at the gourd, sending more heavenly thunder bees surging out. They swarmed like a tidal wave towards his opponent.

"You... don't dare to bully people too much! Truly forcing my brothers into a corner where we have no choice but to fight to the death. For you, that's not beneficial either."

Seeing that pleading was futile, the old monk's eyes flashed with a sinister glint as he said viciously, "Oh? Then I must try it out."

Lin Xuan wasn't new to this world; having experienced countless storms and bloodshed over six hundred years, such threats couldn't scare him.

With a wave of his sleeve, adecision-making formula or诀窍 (trick/method) flew from his fingertips. The heavenly thunder bees converged in the middle, transforming into a tiger with wings on its back that appeared before Lin Xuan's eyes.

The tiger was fierce and vicious as it lunged at the monk.

"Southwestern Buddha!"

The old monk recited a Buddhist mantra, but to everyone's surprise, he turned around and ran. He wasn't stupid; clearly, he couldn't defeat him, so staying here would only mean certain death!

As they say, if you can keep your mountain standing, you won't fear losing firewood. A virtuous man fears death more than a commoner.

Lin Xuan sneered as he raised his right hand and punched out. Unlike the old monk's angry expression, Lin Xuan's punch was light, almost like it didn't carry any force at all.

The two punches collided mid-air with no sound, but in the next moment, a series of cracking sounds echoed.

It was the hidden power from Lin Xuan's punch that shattered his opponent's bones completely.

Such injuries would render even a cultivator's body nearly useless. The old monk's head glowed white as an inch-high core floated out.

With fear on his face and green light surrounding him, he tried to escape, but Lin Xuan had anticipated this and stepped forward. His body rippled, moving faster than teleportation.

Lin Xuan reached out with his right hand, grabbing the old monk like a godly aid. The old monk's pitiful cries rang in Lin Xuan's ears as he didn't bother to talk. Flames appeared in his hand, reducing the core to nothingness.

The entire process seemed complex but took only a few breaths. The other cultivators were so frightened that they trembled, not believing this demon could be so powerful and easily destroy their leader.

"Please... Senior, spare my life."

"We beg you to let us serve as slaves in exchange for our freedom."

Compared to ordinary people, cultivators feared death even more since they sought immortality. However, Lin Xuan showed no mercy.

With a wave of his sleeve, dozens of sword lights emerged and decimated the remaining cultivators without sparing their cores.

There was no room for any survivors.

Lin Xuan then collected their storage bags and transformed into a streak of light, landing at the center of the island. Closing his eyes, he released his divine sense once more.

After a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan opened his eyes with satisfaction. There were no hidden cultivators on this island, nor any traces of high-level beasts within a thousand miles. This place was perfect for cultivation.

He then moved to the western mountain peak where the other cultivators' caves were located. He didn't need to create new ones here.

However, he decided to set some restrictions around the island. Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and summoned several array flags in his palm.

With a few hand gestures, he set up the array as usual.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the island, causing white mist to rise, obscuring it entirely. This would make him much safer.

He then flew to a cave halfway down the mountain, choosing the most spacious and comfortable one. It was fully equipped with training rooms, living areas, even a medicinal garden. This saved him a lot of trouble.

Lin Xuan didn't rush into cultivation; he took several days off before exploring the entire island thoroughly. Only after that did he enter his training room.

He flipped his left hand, and three-colored flames appeared. It was Refined Spirit Heaven Fire, but trapped within were miniature versions of a dragon. This was the old monk's Frost Flame technique.

While its power couldn't match Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, their attributes were similar. In other words, this fire could greatly enhance Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s strength.

He would refine it first.

Lin Xuan crossed his hands and covered his palm with Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire before closing his eyes...

Three months passed like a flash. The cave remained silent as Lin Xuan opened his eyes in the training room, showing signs of joy. After much effort, he finally refined the Frost Flame.

It was slightly more challenging than expected, but Lin Xuan was pleased because Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire's increased power far exceeded his expectations.

He raised his hand, and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared, its blue color now even more striking.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the flames. They turned into a three-colored crystal, then transformed entirely into cold colors as a one-foot-long dragon emerged and lunged towards an empty space.

Bluish light flickered, revealing something unbelievable.

The space distorted and seemed to shatter under the intense cold.

"This..." Lin Xuan was shocked. This time, it truly was a stroke of luck. Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire not only increased in power but also underwent a transformation.

Spatial techniques!

When the cold reached its peak, space began to crack.

Although the range was small and the shattered space could quickly recover due to natural laws, this power was astonishing.

Lin Xuan believed that even an old demon of the Profound Realm would be unable to withstand such fire.

In fact, it surpassed even divine treasures, becoming his greatest weapon.

This unexpected joy, Lin Xuan played with the technique for a while before storing it away.

He then took out another jade bottle and opened its lid. He poured out several snow-white pills inside.

Spirit Jade Pills!

Lin Xuan took one pill and swallowed it, savoring the fragrance as he began to refine its medicinal power.

While his second core and demon nucleus were set aside for now, Lin Xuan's main core was trapped in the Separation Realm stage for a long time. He needed to increase his strength first before attempting to break through to the mid-Separation Realm.

High-level cultivators abounded; having strength gave him confidence.

Thus, he sealed off his cave and entered rigorous cultivation.

He didn't aim too high; Lin Xuan started with Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique again. It was a true spirit technique that could unleash formidable power.

Even without the subsequent techniques, what he had was enough to reach the peak of mid-Separation Realm.

In addition to taking medicine and meditating to increase his strength, Lin Xuan also consumed phoenix fruit daily while diligently practicing secret techniques.

Especially the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye and Heavenly Vision, which played a significant role during his search for treasures at Dan Yue Sect.

Lin Xuan practiced tirelessly. One day after completing Heavenly Vision, he wanted to see the results. Golden light flickered on his eyelids as colorful crystal appeared in his eyes. He had always used both techniques simultaneously without any negative effects, but today something unexpected happened.

Without warning, Lin Xuan felt a sharp pain in his head and suddenly couldn't see anything.

Everything was pitch black, almost like he was blind.

Lin Xuan was alarmed; could the simultaneous practice of two spirit eye techniques have caused some side effect? Despite this, he remained calm. He knew that even if he went completely blind, it wouldn’t matter since cultivators relied on their divine sense anyway. Before his thoughts finished, his eyes inexplicably regained their sight.

Moreover, they were clearer than before. Such a change surprised and pleased Lin Xuan as he pondered deeply. Could this mean...?
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Chapter 1676: Advancing to the Intermediate Stage of Separation

"Hey!" Lin Xuan couldn't help but exclaim in surprise.

Surprised, his mana no longer flowed into his eyes. The mountain wall before him returned to its original state.

Lin Xuan then used Heavenly Eye Vision again, achieving the same result. Due to the recent incident, these two secret techniques seemed perfectly integrated and had a powerful penetrating effect.

This far surpassed using both techniques simultaneously.

Just as the green illusory fire from the past had undergone various trials before finally transforming into tri-color Illusory Heavenly Fire, it was similar here.

Unexpected joy

The integration would make it easier to use this spiritual eye technique in the future and significantly increase its power.

Knowing that the mountain wall was at least a li thick, he could now pass through it. In the future, encountering illusions wouldn’t be a concern for him anymore.

Should I change its name?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered. Then he burst into laughter. A name was just a label; it wasn't important. He didn’t need to go through such trouble.

The phoenix’s spiritual eyes were among the best even at the True Spirit level, so this new secret technique would still be called Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

...

This small interlude did not make Lin Xuan lose his focus on cultivation. Cultivation was about hard work and dedication.

Stage of attainment was fundamental; otherwise, no matter how miraculous these secret techniques were without sufficient mana, they were just rootless floating leaves.

Every day, he continued taking medicine and meditating, never sparing a moment for rest.

Eating the qilin fruit slowly increased his physical strength.

It was very slow, barely noticeable in the short term.

But as the saying goes, even a drop of water could wear through stone over time. After centuries, his body became increasingly resilient.

Compared to same-stage monsters, he was far superior. Even some thick-skinned celestial spirit races couldn't match him. Lin Xuan estimated that he could withstand attacks from same-stage cultivators with his body alone.

Of course, this only applied to ordinary weapons; if the power was immense, he would still be unable to resist. His physical strength had its limits despite being strong.

With his body growing stronger, Lin Xuan continued practicing Dragon Elephant Subduing Demons Technique diligently, gradually increasing his strength.

Time passed like water, from autumn to winter and back to spring. Flowers bloomed and withered; leaves turned yellow before new ones sprouted...

Lin Xuan's cave was never opened. Dust covered everything around it as if it were an ancient tomb long abandoned.

No one disturbed this place, whether due to its remote location or the effect of that illusionary array. Two hundred years passed in a blink.

One morning, just as the sun rose over the horizon, thick fog still lingered around the small island. Early birds circled low above the sea, occasionally diving into it for fresh fish.

Just like early birds catching worms, the air was filled with peace and tranquility.

Suddenly, something strange happened. The clear sky turned murky without any apparent reason, eventually becoming pitch black. It looked incredibly eerie.

This was just the beginning.

Soon, the sun rose again, brightening the sky. Within a radius of dozens of miles around the island, colorful light points appeared in his vision.

These were manifestations of primordial energy from heaven and earth.

A gust of gale blew by, followed by a dark cloud.

Thunder rumbled like a mad snake dancing wildly.

Tsunamis surged across the sea.

In just a short while, those colorful light points gathered into a hurricane with a diameter of several dozen feet. It swept over the surrounding seas, sucking in birds and fish nearby.

The hurricane grew larger as it drew primordial energy from the sea, expanding to cover both heaven and earth.

Inside the vortex, buzzing sounds echoed before it thundered towards Green Heart Island.

Its momentum seemed to threaten to overturn the island.

Suddenly, a huge light beam shot up from the mountain where Lin Xuan's cave was located. It twisted into an enormous head that resembled Lin Xuan’s face in uncanny detail but was as large as a mountain peak.

Roar!

The head suddenly opened its blood-red mouth and let out a roar, causing the ground to shake. Nearby sea waves surged skyward. Then came an unbelievable scene.

The head suddenly opened its mouth wide, swallowing that destructive hurricane whole.

Its huge mouth chewed wildly before its eyes bulged and the entire head turned red as if it might burst from the primordial energy.

But after a momentary flash, it sank back into the mountain.

The strange phenomena in the sky didn't end there. Lightning and storms continued wreaking havoc. Even half an hour later, primordial energy transformed into another hurricane that appeared before his eyes...

The entire process was complex, taking nearly half a day to unfold.

By late afternoon when the sun was setting, all the anomalies vanished without a trace as if nothing had happened.

Thunderous sounds echoed in his ears. The cave he hadn't opened for two hundred years finally slowly creaked open. A young man dressed in blue emerged.

Compared to two hundred years ago, Lin Xuan’s appearance remained unchanged. His cultivation techniques mostly had anti-aging effects, but his demeanor was more stable. His every move exuded a profound power.

Lin Xuan looked at his palm and smiled slightly.

This was because he had just advanced to the intermediate stage of Separation, causing his mana to grow too rapidly for him to control. In short, it was just a temporary adjustment period.

Recalling his two hundred years of experience, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh bitterly. Cultivation wasn't as smooth as imagined. He swallowed an Jade Spirit Pill every nine days—a practice that could be considered extremely luxurious.

The new moon princess with a powerful immortal father as her backer probably didn't have much better.

At first, it was quite fast.

But later, he encountered many bottlenecks and setbacks. Fortunately, relying on the effects of medicinal pills, he finally succeeded in advancing to the intermediate stage of Separation.

In the Spirit Realm, he had plenty of medicinal pills to swallow. Reflecting on his journey from Lingya and Wangting Tower, where cultivation was arduous, Lin Xuan felt a sense of accomplishment.

However, objectively speaking, this two-hundred-year advancement rate would still make many talented cultivators in the Spirit Realm envious. This was the benefit of having medicinal pills.

Not for nothing did he go through all that trouble at the Moon Medicine Sect.

Thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan suddenly emitted a bright green light and flew forward.
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In the blink of an eye, Lin Xuan had traversed countless miles. A desolate little island appeared in his line of sight.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with excitement as he flew over. He was not here to endure loneliness from too much cultivation time; instead, he wanted to test his current abilities.

Soon the island came into view, but Lin Xuan slowed down and stopped, a hint of puzzlement on his face. Although this island was barren and had sparse qi, there were signs of human life.

However, these people were not cultivators but ordinary folk living here.

Lin Xuan sighed. In the eyes of cultivators, mortals were like ants, but their lives were hard. He naturally wouldn't disturb them. Just as he was about to leave, a series of alarmed cries caught his ear.

Lin Xuan turned around in surprise and saw two mortals appearing before him—a man and a woman, both no more than twenty years old. They looked excited yet anxious, waving at him repeatedly.

Clearly, they wanted his attention.

This puzzled Lin Xuan. Mortals rarely provoked cultivators; after all, most cultivators were unpredictable!

While it could be beneficial for mortals to associate with cultivators, whether it was a blessing or a curse was hard to say. Thus, unless they needed "immortal techniques" to defend against beasts or natural disasters, mortals preferred not to interact with cultivators.

The mortals had actually called him out of their own accord!

A gentle voice interrupted his thoughts. It was the woman beside her brother, helping him out.

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded. He had spent two hundred years in seclusion; it wouldn't hurt to visit this village and help these mortals accumulate some good karma.

Guided by his brother and sister, Lin Xuan arrived at their village. Though called a village, its scale was comparable to a small city with tens of thousands of inhabitants. Upon learning that he was a cultivator, everyone greeted him with utmost respect. People knelt and bowed wherever he went; in every realm, cultivators were considered extremely noble.

Lin Xuan was led to the most luxurious building at the village center. His brother and sister left to report to the elders but had arranged for someone to welcome their "esteemed guest."

The room wasn't large but elegantly decorated with ancient paintings hanging on the walls. Fresh flowers adorned the windowsills, though not precious herbs or plants, they smelled fresh and subtle.

Servants had already served him fragrant tea, along with several plates of delicious fruits from the village.

Lin Xuan tasted them and found them quite good, so he indulged himself in eating. Soon, footsteps approached.

"Immortal, may I come in? This is Qin Zhong."

"Sure."

Lin Xuan nodded as a door creaked open, revealing an elderly man who looked to be around seventy years old. He bowed deeply before Lin Xuan.

"Don't worry about the formalities; just speak your mind."

"Thank you, Immortal."

The elder's face lit up with gratitude but also fear. In his youth, he had seen several Foundation Establishment cultivators, all of whom looked down on mortals. This one seemed so approachable—could it be because of his low cultivation level? If he was only a Spirit Flowing cultivator, whether he could handle the village's crisis was uncertain.

He thought this but kept his doubts to himself.

"Tell me what happened. Speak quickly; I don't have time for idle chatter."

"We've been experiencing strange incidents in our village recently," said the elder.

"Strange incidents? Like what?"

"Some villagers who went to cut wood on South Mountain disappeared without a trace."

"Were they eaten by beasts?"

"I'm not sure, but after several occurrences, we sent guards to investigate. They didn't return either."

"Hmm?" Lin Xuan was puzzled.

If it were beasts or low-grade monsters, they would have attacked the village long ago. But if no one went up the mountain, there would be no issue. This case was peculiar from every angle.

"Perhaps…?"

"There must be something terrifying on that mountain. Though it hasn't directly attacked our village yet, people are already scared. If this continues, we can't stay here. The sea is vast, but we're not cultivators; we can't fly like you. Where should we go?" the elder said with a sad expression.

"Never mind what you say. What do you want from me?"

"I know what you'll do," Lin Xuan replied. "I will investigate this matter."

"Thank you, Immortal. Thank you for your kindness. You are truly a compassionate deity to all mortals. Though we can't offer much in return, every household will erect a memorial tablet for you."

Lin Xuan smiled but said, "That's not necessary." He was just in a good mood and didn't expect any gratitude from these mortals.

He didn't want to linger here; he would leave after understanding the situation.

The island wasn't large, but with his swift cultivation techniques, Lin Xuan quickly arrived at South Mountain. It was already late, and from below, the mountain loomed vast and mysterious, covered in dense vegetation, exuding a sense of dread.

As an advanced Spirit Flowing cultivator, Lin Xuan didn't fear anything. He entered the forest, his figure flashing through the trees.

After some distance, he stopped and released his spirit awareness.

Soon, he found what he was looking for. Lin Xuan's figure flashed to the left side of the path.

Several skeletons were visible, their clothes riddled with holes, and weapons lay nearby. These must be the guards who had gone missing. They didn't seem to have died from beasts or monsters.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a light beam shot out, taking one of the bones.

At first glance, nothing seemed amiss. Lin Xuan infused his eyes with spiritual energy, activating an upgraded version of Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. His pupils turned silver.

Now, when he looked at the bone again, it was different.

Could it be…?

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of shock as he pondered. The description of Bloodfire Ants in the Spirit Control Heart came to mind—like the Jade Luo Bee, they were considered savage and strange insects, but their ranking was low, almost at the bottom.

A single Bloodfire Ant could be handled by a Spirit Flowing cultivator with proper magical tools.

In other words, such a spirit insect had little use except for devouring human and beast flesh. It posed no threat to cultivators or even low-grade monsters.

However, these insects were not harmless to cultivators.

While individual ones weren't much of a problem, if there were millions, tens of millions, or even billions, they could overwhelm even Spirit Flowing cultivators. With more, they could threaten Core Profound cultivators.

The reproductive rate of Bloodfire Ants was the most terrifying among known spirit insects. Their life cycle was fast, and no need for maturation; the key was to reproduce in greater numbers to achieve a numerical advantage.

In ancient times, some cultivators had used Bloodfire Ants, but this insect mysteriously disappeared from the East Sea cultivation realm!
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At the beginning of the month, and it just happened to be a Monday. To be honest, a few days ago, Huan Yu was really ambitious, wanting to save somedraftand have a big burst, asking for more votes.

But as the saying goes, "when heaven frowns, one's fortunes change; when man is in trouble, misfortune strikes." Recently, something happened at home, and Huan Yu truly...

Sigh. How to put it? Writing books really depends on one's mood. When there are knots in the heart, the state of mind is definitely poor. So the original plan for savingdraftwas a complete failure.

What a shrewd fellow! Although Xi Yu didn't know if the other party was trying to lure them away and attack their nest, or set up a trap directly?

Qin Juan lowered her head, fiddling with the hem of her clothes. Yang Qing stroked his fingers on an jade ring, both feeling awkward to speak.

"Can we not call me leader? It's really embarrassing..." Ye Xiaoxiao looked gloomy, and everyone burst into laughter.

I picked through the colorful clothes hanging from a hanger and finally chose a black suit and a pair of low-heeled leather shoes that fit just right.

Feiyu Pharmaceutical had almost gotten back on track. With nearly two hundred employees under its wing, although there were many people, because it was newly established, some rules hadn't been set up yet. Some employees began to privately carry energy boosters out for sale.

After I revealed this secret, Yue Hua was torn again. Calling God Tian earlier would have been better? With that giant around, they wouldn't need to fight; a roar and the enemies would run away in fright.

I didn't share the spoils because I was worried about the porridge getting cold, so I hurriedly went where I needed to go.

Before long, countless monsters emerged from nowhere. Each one looked bizarre and strange.

Not enough strength? They could be modified, after all. That time, the baozi still existed, even that time, the General Feather was still around.

"Is there any concrete information about this person?" The King of the Underworld shouted at his spy.

Luoshiqian saw his wife's sister cleverly understand his hint and felt a little relieved. He really feared she would act recklessly, which could anger Pi Shijing, that brute who didn't give anyone face. They might not be able to enter either way.

Especially for someone like Song Feng, with spiritual energy, spirit power, and physical strength all cultivated simultaneously, after the refining by the Extreme Dao Scripture, his spirit power was strong, but so too was his physical strength—holding a war spear weighing less than one hundred catties felt no different from playing with a stick.

That pitiful appearance was like that of a dog in dire straits. It starkly contrasted their earlier arrogance and domineering behavior.

But seeing the cold expression on Fei Qingling's face, Xuan Yu couldn't help but take it seriously, listening attentively to what she had to say.

Thinking about how they were here already, plus that round of praise for his cousin, cough, this wasn't the main point. He could not bear the thought of such a beastly act towards his cousin's sister.

Xie Fuyi's soul couldn't leave the Chengyi Bo residence, so she could only watch helplessly as her brother sat on the ground crying and cursing, with a pair of rabbit lamps standing beside him.

Su Wei saw Nar and the yellow chicken approaching in his field of vision. At first, he didn't take it seriously, thinking they were just trying to harass them while fighting the dragon.

Wang Yanhu took the package, feeling quite pleased. Because at that moment, he could both torment Wang Feiteng and get a benefit. Wang Yanhu had already thought through how to bully Wang Feiteng so that he wouldn't tell Duan Sheng.

This was a den of monsters; if there were really powerful beasts hiding here, their current actions would be like lambs entering the tiger's mouth.

Should they go or not? He seemed indecisive. Deep down, he strongly disliked such activities, but not going would make him look out of touch. There were some matters that required officials and politicians to handle, so after weighing it carefully, he decided to go. It could also help him meet some top-notch colleagues from various fields.

Wasn't this the blood sacrifice array used by the Evil Sovereign and the vampires back then? To save the evil cultivators of the Yinyin Sect from the Abyssal Pit?
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Lin Xuan never imagined that a small island inhabited by ordinary people would have no trace of spiritual energy. Yet, there were still legendary things here.

And due to sheer luck, he happened upon them.

To be honest, Lin Xuan felt somewhat tense.

If the Bloodfire Ants were in sufficient numbers, not only would the commoners on the island be in danger, but he himself might also fall victim.

However, if he could find a few queen ants, their value would be incalculable. In short, it was definitely worth taking a risk.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan continued deeper into the dense forest.

Zing!

Suddenly, an eerie sound reached his ears, and the loose soil began to shoot up like a fountain.

Floating in mid-air, the dark soil contained some blood-red sand particles, making everything look extremely strange.

Bloodfire Ants!

Lin Xuan was not alarmed but rather delighted. With a mental command, the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield appeared, forming a greenish glow that enveloped them. In the next moment, the red sand came alive and transformed into tiny insects about the size of fingernails, swarming towards Lin Xuan like a blood-colored tide.

There were roughly a thousand of them, quickly covering the surface of his shield. As their wings vibrated, tiny flames appeared, biting relentlessly. However, such attacks meant nothing to Lin Xuan.

His hand was wrapped in a layer of spiritual light as he grabbed down, capturing dozens of Bloodfire Ants.

A flash of spiritual light revealed a ball about a foot in diameter, which imprisoned the flying insects. Then, Lin Xuan took his time examining them.

Sure enough, it was correct!

What had been merely speculation now could be confirmed with one hundred percent certainty.

Before him were those rare insects that relied on sheer numbers for survival, said to have already gone extinct in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm according to ancient texts.

According to the Spirit Control Art, these insects were inherently vicious and enjoyed devouring living flesh.

Unfortunately, there was no queen ant among these hundreds of insects.

Though they were wild creatures, their structure was similar to ordinary ants, with clear divisions of labor. Only the queen could produce larvae.

In other words, to control such insects, one must find the queen; ordinary worker or soldier ants would be useless.

With his thoughts racing, a greenish aura enveloped Lin Xuan, and all the Bloodfire Ants vanished without a trace. He continued deeper into the forest.

This time, he moved much slower, using his divine sense to search inch by inch, leaving no stone unturned.

Time passed slowly. An hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at the mountain waist. The front of the mountain was covered with vines, appearing perfectly normal. However, everything before him was just a facade.

He calmly narrowed his eyes as silver light flickered, and the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was effortlessly activated.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, shooting out a beam about an arm's length from his palm.

Boom!

The covering vines on the mountain wall were swept away, revealing a cave. It was extremely deep, and Lin Xuan flew straight into it without hesitation.

"What is this..."

Behind the cave, there was another hidden world. A small canyon came into view, but its size did not impress; everything could be seen from afar. Yet, there was nothing else inside.

Had he gone to the wrong place?

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of confusion. However, according to the clues gathered along the way, the Bloodfire Ants should have emerged from this location.

Why wasn't it here?

Could he have made a mistake in his investigation?

Lin Xuan shook his head, confident in his judgment.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan sat down cross-legged.

Closing his eyes as if intending to rest for a while.

Time passed slowly. After about the time of a meal, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, and from ten feet away, spatial ripples appeared, revealing a Bloodfire Ant that had materialized in his sight.

"What..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The spatial ripple was very vague, but he could confirm it with certainty; this was strange.

There was only one Bloodfire Ant, yet it was fearless and viciously charged towards him upon sensing the living aura on Lin Xuan.

It was like a stone hitting an egg; it was easily caught by Lin Xuan. He closely examined the insect, finding no difference from those outside.

Lin Xuan then raised his head, silently observing where the insect had appeared.

Silver light flickered again as he once more activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

The originally empty space now looked entirely different under his silver eyes.

After a moment, Lin Xuan's silver light dimmed. He touched his forehead and muttered to himself in contemplation: "The spatial stability here is extremely unstable, constantly collapsing and self-repairing. Although its area is only as small as a fingernail, it shares the same characteristics with spatial rifts. Could this be..."

Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression.

He then raised his right hand, six ancient-looking spears appearing from it—gifts from the Snow Fox King, possessing some spatial abilities.

With mana infused, a bright crescent-shaped light wave appeared and struck the unstable space.

Zing...

The space shattered visibly. A half-foot-long spatial rift appeared in Lin Xuan's sight.

However, as soon as the crack started to heal, dozens of Bloodfire Ants flew out.

Lin Xuan was first delighted but then laughed bitterly. The self-repair capability of this spatial rift was so strong that creating a passage would be a real challenge.

Fortunately, he wasn't daunted by this difficulty.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared, its blue color more glaring than before.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it. The entire three-color crystal flame transformed into a cold hue as a one-foot-long dragon emerged and rushed towards the spatial rift.

Blue light flickered, creating an unbelievable scene.

The space around the rift twisted, torn apart by the coldness, seemingly shattering.

Due to the cold, the self-repair process of the space almost stopped.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. He poured all his mana into the spear.

Symbols appeared on the surface of the spear, and the edge shimmered with spiritual light, dazzlingly bright.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and swung it down hard.

Zing...

A crescent-shaped light wave, several times thicker than before and blood-red in color, rushed towards the frozen spatial rift.

The sound was so sharp that countless ice fragments shattered. The spatial rift was torn apart, finally revealing a path wide enough for one person to enter.

Lin Xuan was elated as greenish light enveloped him, and he flew into the cave!
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Before his eyes lay a strange land.

However, unlike the Dan Yue Sect, this place was not an ancient cultivator's creation through great divine power. Instead, it was a natural spatial rift that had been utilized by someone.

"Buzz."

The sound of wings flapping entered Lin Xuan’s ears as he saw a torrential stream of blood fire ants rushing towards him. His spirit sense revealed at least ten thousand of them.

He couldn’t help but frown. While this number of spiritual insects was manageable, it still presented an interesting challenge. He decided to test his newly advanced divine techniques on these pests.

With a flick of his sleeve, hundreds of five-colored sword lights emerged from the sleeves and grew to over three feet in length as they surged forward with ferocity.

However, the blood fire ants showed no fear. These savage insects were inherently brutal. With each flap of their wings, small flames appeared like wind blades, piercing through the air towards him.

Each individual flame’s power was insignificant, but when tens of thousands gathered together, it became formidable.

The five-colored sword lights clashed with them, and spiritual light flashed wildly as the atmosphere grew turbulent. For a moment, neither side gained an upper hand, thanks to Lin Xuan's enhanced sword lights after his advancement.

"Interesting."

Lin Xuan murmured, a smile playing on his lips. He had witnessed the power of the blood fire ants, making him more eager.

With another flick of his sleeve, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out.

Lin Xuan waved his hands and cast several spells. Fire dragons and ice serpents appeared, rushing to the insect cloud where they clawed and bit at them. The demonic insects didn’t back down either, engaging in a fierce battle.

However, this wasn’t over yet. As Lin Xuan moved, a white hurricane appeared, stretching from heaven to earth, sweeping towards the demonic insects.

The hurricane was composed of wind blades, incredibly powerful. The insect cloud began to weaken and disperse as a result.

After a short while, most of the blood fire ants were decimated by Lin Xuan’s attacks, with only a few fleeing eastward. He wasn’t worried about accidentally killing the queen ant; these demonic insects had a well-organized system where the queen was solely responsible for laying eggs.

Soon, an ancient cultivator's cave appeared before him.

With another flick of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out. These adult blood fire ants could not recognize their master, so Lin Xuan wiped them out as well.

His spirit sense revealed no signs of any restrictions in front of the cave entrance. This was unsurprising; living in seclusion here was already quite safe.

But better to be cautious, Lin Xuan activated his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye and confirmed his judgment before carefully stepping inside.

A large hall greeted him with simple furnishings, measuring only twenty feet across. The only notable feature was a skeleton lying in the corner of the hall.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow as he walked over.

Attached to the waist of the skeleton was a storage bag.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan felt surprised and placed his hand on his chin, a thoughtful expression on his face.

Knowing that in today's spirit world, most storage bags were belt-shaped, with some resembling earrings or rings, this item’s craftsmanship seemed too crude. It resembled human-world storage bags almost identically. But clearly, the owner of this skeleton wasn’t from the same world; he must have been an ancient cultivator.

This judgment was likely correct, but Lin Xuan had no time to delve deeper into his origins. After a moment's hesitation, he picked up the storage bag.

With a downward flick, a burst of white light swept out, revealing numerous treasures on the ground—flying knives, flying swords, and shields. However, upon scanning with his spirit sense, Lin Xuan’s expression turned disappointed. They were too ordinary; these ancient treasures lacked any remarkable qualities. It seemed this person's cultivation was not impressive.

In addition to these items, there were three more: a tower-shaped artifact, and two jade eyes.

Lin Xuan hesitated before bending down to pick up the white jade eye first. Then he sank his spirit sense into it.

After a meal’s worth of time, Lin Xuan looked up with surprise on his face.

This senior had a far more complex identity than he imagined.

He was an ascended cultivator.

However, from his description, the human world where he resided wasn’t the same as the one he had left behind before ascending.

But that wasn't the main point. According to this senior, known as "Venerable Heavenly Ant," he stumbled upon a path of cultivation by chance and had mediocre资质. He managed to reach the Separation Realm only because of an extraordinary book.

His primary cultivation technique was The True Explanation of the Five Elements.

How could such a technique be considered extraordinary? It was amusingly simple: in the cultivation world, the more powerful techniques were also harder to master, often filled with bottlenecks. Techniques like Nine Heavens Profound Technique and Phoenix Dance Through Nine Heavens all followed this rule.

These were known as top-tier techniques, despite their difficulty, they could easily sweep through peers of the same rank.

In contrast, there was another type of technique that was relatively easy to advance in with few bottlenecks but had negligible power. In the same rank, it would be at the bottom.

The True Explanation of the Five Elements fell into this category. It was said to have such weak power that it was almost unbelievable. However, from another perspective, it was a remarkable book because there were no bottlenecks; for example, reaching the Foundation Establishment peak stage didn’t require any concern about breakthroughs—it happened naturally as he formed his golden core.

From the golden core to the Essence Condensation realm, and then to the Separation Realm, it followed the same pattern.

Thus, despite having mediocre资质, Venerable Heavenly Ant successfully reached the late Separation Realm, breaking through the void and arriving in the spirit world.

However, how weak were his other divine techniques? He revealed that he was only on par with an Essence Condensation后期 cultivator when reaching the late Separation Realm. Lin Xuan almost thought he had misread it.

The Separation Realm was a turning point; back then, Fairy Yuyan had easily killed eight Essence Condensation后期 cultivators in just a short while using her early Separation Realm strength. This Venerable Heavenly Ant, at the late Separation Realm, was only on par with an Essence Condensation后期 cultivator, which was quite surprising.

In truth, if this technique’s power were weak enough, it would have been fiercely contested by cultivators. After all, cultivation wasn’t about fighting; the ultimate goal was to achieve eternal longevity—immortality.

If one could cultivate The True Explanation of the Five Elements, they might easily become an immortal. Unfortunately, such thoughts were overly naive!
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Five Elements True Explanation had no limits, making it theoretically easy to achieve immortality. However, all things have their own rules, and cultivation techniques for cultivators are the same.

It was impossible to find a shortcut in achieving immortality; one would inevitably face many trials and tribulations.

The Five Elements True Explanation could only refine one up to the Great Success stage of the Separation and Union Realm, making it impossible to advance to the Profound Void Realm. There were no further cultivation techniques after that.

Tianyi Senior Monk naturally was not content with his path ending here. Thus, he endured much hardship and found another cultivation technique to continue refining.

However, the side effects of practicing the Five Elements True Explanation began to manifest at this time.

He almost fell into madness from overexertion.

Even after switching to a different technique, it was the same result.

After nearly a century of exploration, this senior finally confirmed an outcome that disappointed him. The Five Elements True Explanation had exclusivity; once one practiced it, they could no longer learn other techniques, otherwise, they would fall into madness.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but marvel.

However, he wasn’t overly surprised by the result, as such a conclusion was expected.

Regardless, the Five Elements True Explanation was still an extraordinary book. In the mortal world, even in the Spirit Realm where resources were abundant, low-ranking cultivators made up the majority. Out of one thousand people, it was unlikely that one could successfully form a丹 (dantian), let alone achieve the Separation and Union realm. The weakness of this technique was nothing compared to their current situation.

At least they could stand on equal footing with late-stage元婴 (yuanling) cultivators, and since their realm was Separation and Union, they still had two thousand years of lifespan.

If this book were to fall into the wrong hands, it would change the entire cultivation world's landscape, making low-ranking cultivators envious.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a beam of light shot out, retrieving the green jade cylinder. As expected, its contents detailed the Five Elements True Explanation.

Lin Xuan tucked it into his怀 (hui) (chest).

Tianyi Senior Monk’s account of his life was extremely detailed, apart from describing the main cultivation technique, he also recounted some of his experiences in the Spirit Realm. The most important part was how he obtained these blood and fire ants. He ascended much earlier than Lin Xuan, a million years ago, and these strange insects were a stroke of luck found in a desolate region.

However, this desolate region had nothing to do with the Eastern Sea; it was located in another small plane within the Spirit Realm. It was an ancient giant’s ruins, vast beyond imagination. Alongside the blood and fire ants, he also obtained a treasure: the Ten Thousand Souls Tower.

The origin of this item was no trivial matter; even among the Through Heaven Treasures, it ranked highly. In fact, it somewhat resembled the Hundred Spirit Bell, both being auxiliary treasures.

However, the Ten Thousand Souls Tower’s auxiliary effects were more profound. Essentially, it was a spirit beast bag, but the highest-grade one. It could be used to nurture various spirit beasts and insects.

It had nurturing and maturation properties. Placing spirit beasts or insects inside, the Ten Thousand Souls Tower would absorb the natural essence qi from the surroundings, nourishing them for faster maturity.

Moreover, the space within the Ten Thousand Souls Tower was vast; it was a must-have treasure, but humans and ordinary beasts couldn't enter it. However, once they became spirit beasts, they could be placed inside.

The reason behind this, Lin Xuan didn’t know.

Through Heaven Treasure!

Lin Xuan rejoiced immensely after reading Tianyi Senior Monk’s introduction. Even among treasures, there were grades, and the Ten Thousand Souls Tower was clearly superior to the Hundred Spirit Bell. It could even accelerate the maturation of spirit insects; how could he not be happy about that?

Moreover, for blood and fire ants, this treasure was a perfect match. After all, their individual strength was negligible, but they relied on quantity.

Hundreds of thousands or millions were still manageable, but once they reached tens of millions or even hundreds of millions, where would one put them? The Ten Thousand Souls Tower solved this problem.

Lin Xuan’s expression brightened as he bent down to retrieve the unremarkable-looking Ten Thousand Souls Tower. It had seven layers and appeared somewhat dilapidated. If not for its description, who would have thought it was a highly sought-after Through Heaven Treasure.

Without mastering the Through Treasure Technique, he couldn’t use it temporarily, but that didn’t prevent him from pouring his divine awareness into it. A solitary space then appeared before his eyes.

Green mountains and clear waters were more expansive than he imagined. He found the whereabouts of three queen ants.

Only three, a bit less, but that was fine; just like plants, as long as there was one seed, they could always find ways to increase their numbers.

Lin Xuan also tucked the Ten Thousand Souls Tower into his怀 (hui).

Other treasures wouldn’t be overlooked either. This time, he had to admit, his luck was truly impeccable. Originally, he wanted to take a break and see how much his strength had increased after advancing to the Separation and Union middle stage. Who would have thought that such good fortune awaited him on this small island of ordinary people.

The concept of fate is indeed hard to fathom with conventional logic, but this time, it seemed like good deeds were rewarded.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts turned as he thoroughly searched the You Mansion, confirming there were no other treasures. Then, he waved his sleeves and a sword light shot out. Despite the rock's hardness, one could see a deep pit after Lin Xuan’s strike.

Though the cultivation world was filled with bloodshed, it valued benefits, but one should still be grateful. He had received two treasures from Tianyi Senior Monk; both emotionally and logically, he should let him rest in peace.

After leaving the cave, Lin Xuan arrived at a weak point in the space.

He replicated the process, using Illusory Heavenly Fire first, then the Snow Fox King’s spear to tear open a crack. With his body enveloped in green light, he flew out.

Everything went smoothly.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief; this trip was much easier than adventuring at Dan Yue Sect.

However, soon, he sensed something and frowned. A bloody stench permeated the air.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as green light enveloped him, and he shot towards the village like a dazzling ball of light.

In an instant, he arrived, but what he saw made his face pale.

Three cultivators were floating in the sky; from their aura, they seemed to be practitioners of the Demon Sect. Their realms were nothing special—basically at the Foundation Establishment stage.

However, these three were indiscriminately killing on the island. The village was a ghost town with countless wounds. Ordinary people had no way to resist cultivators.

The three laughed heartily until Lin Xuan’s arrival abruptly silenced them.

With his divine awareness sweeping over them, they couldn’t discern how deep Lin Xuan's cultivation was.

Their expressions turned uneasy.

Even if they were fearful, it wouldn't help; they still approached cautiously and bowed: "Junior disciples pay respects to Senior. We do not know why you have come here. What is your purpose? If there are any instructions, we three brothers will certainly make our best efforts and never disappoint the senior."
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"Good, my ancestor, the Viper Dragon Sovereign. I wonder if you've heard of him?" The man in the middle spoke slowly, his expression showing extreme respect on the surface but with a hint of subtle reminder.

"Viper Dragon Sovereign?" Lin Xuan frowned. "What relation does he have to the Viper Dragon Ancestor?"

"The esteemed predecessor must have heard of my ancestor's name," the man in fine clothes said even more respectfully. "The Viper Dragon Sovereign and the Demon Tyrant are one person, just different names used by fellow practitioners."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded, a clear understanding dawning on his face.

"May I ask... what is your relation to these commoners?" The man in fine clothes cast a sidelong glance at Lin Xuan's expression before cautiously speaking up.

"I was just passing through," Lin Xuan said indifferently. There was no hint of what he was thinking.

"Passing through?"

The three men sighed in relief, their worries finally laid to rest. However, the next words from Lin Xuan sent them into a cold sweat.

"While I was passing by, I have some connection with these commoners and planned to take revenge on them anyway. Since you are associated with that old viper, it's time for you to meet your end."

Lin Xuan's icy gaze made the men shiver. Revenge was something he would not let go of easily.

Through his soul-sensing technique, Lin Xuan had already gathered enough information about the Viper Dragon Sovereign. Although there were four disciples on Viper Dragon Island at the Separation Stage, with his abilities, he believed he could easily eliminate them all. This was a golden opportunity; missing it would leave him regretful.

With a flick of his sleeve, several light balls flew out, their diameter rapidly increasing like wheels, pressing down onto the island. There were no commoners here—only cultivators, Viper Dragon's disciples and descendants. These were evil practitioners who had committed countless atrocities, deserving death.

"Bang!"

The explosion echoed as Lin Xuan targeted densely populated areas, instantly killing dozens of cultivators. The entire island trembled with cries and curses from all directions.

Then, a shockwave spread out, hundreds of light beams appearing in his vision. Most were at the Condensation Stage, but there were also some at the Core Formation Stage. Viper Dragon's disciples had formidable cultivation levels.

Leading them was an ugly man with a full beard, who roared fiercely: "That bastard dares to recklessly desecrate our Viper Dragon Island! He must be out of his mind..."

Before he could finish speaking, a sound like a slap echoed, followed by the man's face swelling up and several teeth flying out.

Lin Xuan retracted his hand. Although they were a thousand feet apart, with Lin Xuan's cultivation, it was easy to教训 an Endurance Stage cultivator.

The man's anger vanished as he realized that his opponent was definitely of higher rank.

He released his divine sense, scanning Lin Xuan. His expression darkened further.

A Separation Stage cultivator couldn't be handled by him.

"May I ask your esteemed name and the purpose of your visit here?"

"You can stop wasting time; it's useless. The old Viper Dragon isn't here, so no one will save you. I came to this place not for a social visit but to kill all of you—no exceptions. When that old Viper Dragon returns, I'll make him suffer," Lin Xuan's cold voice said.

The hundreds of cultivators were taken aback. Although evil people don't come, those who come are evil, they never expected this cultivator to want to massacre the entire Viper Dragon Island.

"This person is a Separation Stage cultivator; we can't match him one-on-one. We must form an array and block him until our senior cousins arrive," said the man as he sent out a ten-thousand-mile talisman. The four disciples of Viper Dragon were currently guests on Xiao Yuan Island, not far away. If they could form an array to block Lin Xuan, their chances of survival would be significant.

Seeing the ten-thousand-mile talisman turn into a streak of light flying towards the horizon, Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back without any intention to intercept. He was surprised that Viper Dragon's four disciples weren't on the island; it would be best if they were called back for a full-scale assault.

Although the hundreds of cultivators were frightened, they didn't act foolishly. They knew that fleeing in all directions would only make them targets for Lin Xuan to pick off one by one. Huddling together was their best choice.

They had cooperated often enough; many of them took out rods and began forming an array formation!
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Lin Xuan's face showed a cold smile. He was just going to use these people to test the power of his newly advanced abilities. The Old Patriarch Poison Dragon had done nothing but evil, and his disciples were certainly not good people either. As the saying went, punishing evil is also upholding goodness. By eliminating these fellows, he could be seen as carrying out justice.

With a thought in mind, Lin Xuan rubbed his hands together, and a light ball appeared in his palm. The surrounding primordial energy rushed into it with great speed.

The light ball rapidly grew larger, visible to the naked eye. In an instant, its diameter reached over ten feet.

It looked terrifying, but Lin Xuan was quite satisfied. Other abilities aside, after advancing to the mid-Stage Separation, his perception and control of primordial energy had become far beyond what it used to be.

"Attack!"

The large man's eyes flashed with fear. He knew that if he let the other party attack first, their situation would only worsen.

Attacking was the best defense. Facing a powerful enemy, one must seize every opportunity.

As he spoke, he stretched out his hand and struck his own head hard. A ball of light shot out from his mouth.

Silver light flashed!

It was a circular-shaped artifact with a diameter of just an inch. Once a spell was cast, it quickly grew larger.

Other cultivators also revealed their treasures, weapons like swords, spears, and halberds encompassing all eighteen types of weaponry. Some even took out long-sealed talismans. At this moment, survival was the most important thing; who would dare to hide their true strength? That would be playing with fire.

In a flash, dazzling light filled the air as malevolent energy surged skyward. Hundreds of condensation core cultivators attacked together, creating an astonishing scene that left one breathless. If Lin Xuan had performed Nine Heavens Micro-step, it wouldn't have been difficult to dodge. But he showed no signs of retreating.

A flash of green light enveloped his body as the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield appeared around him. The large man's face lit up with joy. The other party was too overconfident; even at the Stage Separation, without using any treasures against hundreds of attacks, this was tantamount to suicide?

In the next moment, the light and treasures surrounded Lin Xuan like raindrops on a banana leaf, pattering loudly into his ears. It was as if a stone had been thrown onto a small lake, creating ripples...

The cultivators attacked with all their might, but against Stage Separation cultivators, they had no chance of victory. However, the other party's carelessness and underestimation presented a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. How could they miss it?

The sound of explosions filled his ears as the fierce attacks continued for over a cup of tea. The area within several miles was reduced to ruins, even leveling a mountain behind Lin Xuan.

"Huff... huff."

Breathing heavily, though the battle didn't last long, the cultivators were exhausted from exerting themselves fully. However, when the dust settled, the disciples of the Old Patriarch Poison Dragon stood wide-eyed in shock. Lin Xuan still hovered mid-air, his position unchanged.

His expression was utterly indifferent; to him, that violent attack was merely a gentle breeze, causing no disturbance at all.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. The Nine Heavens Spirit Shield's defense had indeed been excellent, clearly more robust than before.

Looking at the dumbfounded cultivators, Lin Xuan sneered: "You've already fought enough. Is it now my turn?"

The cultivators were pale as paper; even though the large man was an Advanced Core cultivator, he was also terrified to death. Without a second thought, he turned into a blinding white light and fled skyward. The others' fates didn't matter to him.

But it was too late.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and slowly pointed at the massive light ball above his head. A crackling sound echoed in his ears as the light ball shattered like glass hit by a giant stone, splitting into countless pieces.

At the same time, thousands of light blades appeared in his vision—fragments that had transformed from the shards. They varied in length and size, flying swiftly towards their target.

"Aaah!"

Instantly, cries filled the air. Condensation core cultivators were nothing; even Advanced Core cultivators were easily pierced by those shattered light waves.

In a blink of an eye, hundreds of cultivators fell to their deaths.

Only a few managed to escape into the city. Lin Xuan was not in a hurry; as long as they were disciples of the Old Patriarch Poison Dragon, all of them must die. Today, standing here meant that no one could escape.

A light curtain appeared before his eyes.

At the center of Poison Dragon Island stood a small town. Most cultivators on the island had gathered there. The protective array was activated; it didn't matter if they did nothing as long as they didn't get caught. They hoped to hold out for half an hour, and the Old Patriarch's four disciples should return from Xiao Yuan Island.

All of them were at Stage Separation; a mere intruder would be no match for them.

"Brother Two, do you think this Heavendark; deep; mysteriousToxic Dragon Formation can stop him?" The speaker was a woman with a seductive appearance, around twenty-seven or eight years old, also an Advanced Core cultivator.

"Don't worry. This formation is incredibly solid; even a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator would need half a day to break through. He's only mid-stage and won't be able to penetrate it," the hairy man said, but his face showed signs of fear. Just now, he had also narrowly escaped. Thinking about how Lin Xuan had wiped out hundreds of cultivators with one move, he wasn't sure either.

In front of them stood an elderly man with silver hair, whose aura was also that of an Advanced Core cultivator. He seemed much stronger than the large man and woman and harshly scolded: "You weaklings! The other party is only at Stage Separation; how can they single-handedly destroy our Poison Dragon Island? Second Disciple, if not for your storage warding off the enemy earlier, our island's cultivators would have suffered losses. This protective formation is incredibly solid; the other party will never..."

Before he could finish speaking, his eyes widened in shock as he opened his mouth speechless, as if witnessing something unbelievable.

"Master Brother."

The large man and woman also turned their heads following his gaze, equally stunned by what they saw. If not for seeing it with their own eyes, no one would have believed such a scene even if someone told them about it.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as the entire island trembled. Pieces of rock fell like rain. Not far ahead, that towering and steep mountain was actually being pulled up by Lin Xuan!
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The phrase "Force that moves mountains and spirit that surpasses the world" was used to describe a mortal's extreme bravery.

However, even cultivators could not levitate or control the weather as easily as they might destroy a thousand-foot mountain. Lifting such a mountain over their head required an unimaginable amount of strength, and the resilience of their bodies was equally hard to fathom.

Even for late-stage Divination Beasts, only about ten percent would be capable of this feat. This guy before them must surely be some kind of monster.

The three late-stage Core Formation cultivators were speechless, while the other cultivators on Poison Dragon Island were in a state of shock and fear. They all stood there dumbfounded.

Then, as if the sun was rising, the massive mountain slowly ascended into the sky.

Below the mountain, Lin Xuan raised his arms high over his head.

Countless ice daggers and arrows appeared before his eyes.

"Whizz, whizz, whizz," the piercing sounds of the air filled the ears, mixed with cries of agony. In a blink, ninety percent of the cultivators had fallen.

Since entering the late-stage Divination Realm was different from the initial stages, Lin Xuan's control over primordial energy had become extremely proficient.

Raising his head, he scanned the entire Poison Dragon Island and found only three survivors who had fled more than ten miles away. They were the three highest-ranking late-stage Core Formation cultivators.

Lin Xuan paid no attention to them and immediately locked one of them with his divine sense. He then sped off like a bolt of lightning in their direction.

The bearded man's face showed extreme fear as Poison Dragon Island, once prosperous, had turned into a hellish realm. The enemy was much stronger than he had imagined.

He no longer planned to seek help from Xiao Yuan Island; even if he could find his four senior cousins, the island would have been completely destroyed. As a survivor, he would be implicated in the incident.

Thinking of the Poison Dragon Ancestor's methods, he shuddered with fear. It was better for him to become an independent cultivator and live freely than to stay here.

His mind made up, his escape light became even faster. Could he really escape this time?

Just as these thoughts crossed his mind, a sharp piercing sound reached his ears. Lin Xuan appeared before him in a flash of green light.

The bearded man's face turned pale with fear but gritted his teeth and struck the back of his head. A silver wheel flew out from his mouth.

"Deadly."

Despite being at this stage, he still wanted to resist. Lin Xuan was unsure if he should commend or scold him for his bravery.

Raising his right hand, a sword energy shot out from his fingertips and pierced through the man's forehead. He stopped moving immediately.

His belly inflated like a balloon before "bang" sounded in his ears as his body exploded into a cloud of blood. His core did not even have time to escape.

Lin Xuan was already more than ten miles away.

A late-stage Core Formation cultivator could be dealt with in one hit; Lin Xuan had no concerns about any survivors. With his strength, he felt confident enough.

The alluring woman also tried to flee desperately, her face showing disappointment. This time, she really couldn't get what she wanted. She was not a disciple of the Poison Dragon Ancestor but a魔道 cultivator who joined the island for protection. It had only been half a year.

She didn't know such an incident would happen; when the Poison Dragon Ancestor went on a long trip, someone dared to attack his door.

She did not want to die, but escaping from a late-stage Divination Realm cultivator was extremely difficult. After hesitation, she became resolute and cast spells with her hands, spitting out a mouthful of blood.

It seemed like she intended to use some secret technique. However, just as she did this, Lin Xuan appeared in front of her.

"What kind of magic is this? Teleportation or something else?" The woman was speechless but knew there was no chance of escape; her life hung by a thread.

"Senior, please be merciful. If you spare my life, I will serve as your slave and maid for the rest of my days, obeying any command you give me without hesitation." She said while making suggestive gestures, her appearance becoming even more alluring.

Indeed, she was not unattractive, with a good figure, which would be quite tempting to ordinary cultivators.

However, Lin Xuan's expression turned blank as he sneered. "A mere commoner, daring to show off here? What do you think I am?"

Before the words left his mouth, he flicked his sleeve and a red light shot out.

The woman had no time to dodge; she could only barely summon a shield. The red light enveloped her, turning her into a ball of fire.

It was not Illusory Heaven Fire; it would be overkill for such a small target.

But it was still formidable. In just a few breaths, the shield was destroyed, and before she could beg for mercy, she turned to ashes in the flames.

Lin Xuan sighed. Only one survivor remained.

He did not intend to spare him either; he came here with the intention of wiping out everyone.

Raising his head, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and chased after the target.

The silver-haired old man was undoubtedly the strongest among the three, already a thousand miles away. However, it was all in vain as Lin Xuan soon caught up from behind.

"Who are you? Does Poison Dragon Island have any grudge against you that you would do such things...?" The old man gritted his teeth and spoke slowly. Among late-stage Core Formation cultivators, he was a strong one, but facing a late-stage Divination Realm cultivator, he had no chance of victory. What should he do?

"Hmph, don't threaten me with that old monster. One day, I will take the soul and essence from him," Lin Xuan said coldly. Their enmity could not be reconciled; did it matter if he acted more decisively?

"Your surname is Lin. Could you be the same guy who caused the Poison Dragon Ancestor's soul to perish?"

"Oh, I didn't expect you to recognize me. Well, since that's the case, there's no need for us to pretend anymore."

Lin Xuan smiled and raised his right hand, shooting several sword energies.

The old man was shocked but unwilling to give up. He swung his hands like a wheel, casting shield after shield. The light flashed rapidly, forming a protective barrier together.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan's eyes showed surprise; he had never seen such a defensive treasure before. As the sword energy descended, "Zhe" sounded in his ears as the light on the shields flickered wildly, but the first sword energy was blocked.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, but the remaining sword energies fell one after another.

The dull thuds filled his ears; despite his prowess, the old man could only be a late-stage Core Formation cultivator. He couldn't withstand it, and with the barrier broken, his treasures turned to ordinary metal, losing their protective power. He was easily cut into pieces by Lin Xuan's swords.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and the person turned to nothingness, as if never having existed in this world.

With all enemies accounted for, Lin Xuan did not rush back to count the treasures but instead raised his head, narrowed his eyes, and looked straight ahead.

Soon, several streaks of light appeared in his vision.

They flew towards him like lightning.

"Hmph, faster than I expected," Lin Xuan muttered. He stood still with his hands behind his back, waiting.

The four figures soon arrived before him, their lights fading as they became clear.

Two men and two women.

On the left were an elderly couple who looked over seventy but had sharp eyes and terrifying spiritual pressure that made people flinch. Under the threat of the old man, the sea around them calmed down for several miles.

The right side seemed to be a young couple in their early twenties, both handsome and beautiful like golden boys and jade girls.

However, a cultivator's strength was unrelated to their age; despite the difference in appearance, they were all late-stage Divination Realm cultivators.
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Lin Xuan felt a bit surprised. The cultivation levels of these four individuals were slightly higher than he had originally anticipated, but that didn't matter to him. After all, what did it matter if they were at the late stage of Separation and Union? Lin Xuan still wore an indifferent expression as he crossed his arms behind his back, clearly not taking them seriously.

Since the deed was done, there was nothing more to say. Being arrogant had its own merits, but in any case, his grudge against the Old Patriarch Poison Dragon was long-standing and unbreakable.

This attitude of Lin Xuan truly intimidated the four individuals. As they said, one must not take on porcelain work without a diamond drill. Ordinary Separation and Union mid-stage cultivators would never dare to be so arrogant in front of them.

The other party must have some backing for daring to act this way. Initially, when they received the ten-thousand-mile talisman sent by their disciple, they were both shocked and angry. The fame of Old Patriarch Poison Dragon was far-reaching; no one had dared to provoke him over the past few thousand years. A mere Separation and Union cultivator dared to block a fly with his arm? Wasn't that just asking for trouble?

They hastily left from Xiao Yuan Island, hurrying back after leaving their seats. With only a handful of Core Formation cultivators at home, even though there were阵法to protect them, it was uncertain whether they could withstand Separation and Union stage cultivators.

If anything happened to one of them, Old Patriarch Poison Dragon would not be lenient with the four of them. Originally filled with resentment, they wanted to catch that disrespectful fellow and extract his soul for refinement, but the other party's arrogant attitude made them hesitant.

They whispered privately, thinking that even if it was a show of calmness, it couldn't just end like this; things always had to come to an end.

With thoughts swirling in their minds, they exchanged glances. The cultivator who looked like an old man stepped forward and said with a stern voice: "Who are you? Are you here to provoke our Poison Dragon Island?"

"Provoke?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he turned around and flew back towards the direction they came from.

The other party had just been so arrogant, but now, without saying anything, they suddenly turned tail and ran away.

The four of them were left dumbfounded. Could it be that the other party was merely pretending to be calm, creating a show of bravado?

Of course, this was only speculation, but there wasn't much time to verify it. If he escaped like this, their faces would be in trouble, and Old Patriarch wouldn't know how to explain upon his return.

Thus, without further ado, the four of them also displayed their full power and chased after him.

Soon, Poison Dragon Island came into view.

Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of these mere four Separation and Union cultivators. He had only led them here to add more humiliation, to avenge the constant harassment by Old Patriarch Poison Dragon in the past.

A true gentleman must settle old scores! Lin Xuan's face was filled with disdain as he said: "Yes, I did it. What can you do about it? Just this useless fellow."

Low and behold, his arrogance showed that he believed revenge should be taken boldly to feel satisfaction.

While humility was his principle, there were times when he didn't hesitate to show off.

Cultivation wasn't just about eternal life; the goal was also to break free from the constraints of heaven and earth. If one had to constantly look ahead and behind, they might as well be ordinary mortals.

Old Patriarch Poison Dragon, last time you chased me up to the heavens, this time we will settle our accounts properly. I'll destroy your den and eliminate all your disciples and offspring. You're a lone wolf now; how can you still act with authority?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's behavior was different from usual, showing extreme arrogance. Of course, he dared to do so because of his overwhelming strength.

If it were another Separation and Union mid-stage cultivator, they wouldn't stand a chance against four opponents, let alone face a late-stage Separation and Union cultivator. The gap in cultivation couldn't be easily bridged.

However, Lin Xuan possessed multiple great techniques and secret arts, along with many rare treasures, so it couldn't be judged by ordinary means.

"Very well," the old man's hair stood on end, his entire neck turning red: "You insolent fellow. Since you're not afraid to die, I'll send you to hell."

Before he could finish speaking, a series of cracking sounds filled their ears. Then, with a snap, his hunched back straightened, and his body swelled by more than half its original size, transforming from an old man on the brink of death into a towering giant. The entire body was enveloped in surging dark energy, emitting a faint stench. It was unclear what kind of secret technique he practiced, but it was undoubtedly powerful.

Lin Xuan paid no heed to him. He didn't even consider using his treasures or releasing any protective barriers. Seeing this only made him angrier as he let out a snarl: "Fine, you mid-stage cultivator with such airs! I'll see what abilities you have."

Before the words were fully spoken, a black fog shot out at incredible speed. However, Lin Xuan could still clearly see it.

With a wave of his sleeve, a ball of green light met and enveloped the black fog.

The green light transformed into a luminous sphere, within which a grotesque ghostly claw moved about wildly. The nails were sharp and pointed, with black smoke rising from them. Clearly, this wasn't just an ordinary spell but a powerful special technique.

"Such trivial tricks! You think you can trap my Ghostly Claw in the Netherworld? How dare you!"

The old man was already infuriated by Lin Xuan's provocation as he formed hand seals and pointed forward.

Crack! Crack!

Explosive sounds filled their ears. Lightning crackled across the ghostly claw, and with a tearing sound, it tore through the light barrier like cloth being torn apart. It lunged towards Lin Xuan's head.

If hit, his head would shatter like tofu in the old man's hands.

"Ghostly Claw! I didn't expect Old Patriarch Poison Dragon's senior disciple to be a ghost cultivator."

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise: "Fine, let me test your ghost-related abilities."

Before he could finish speaking, black light flashed on his body. His aura became unstable as if in flux.

Lin Xuan was a versatile cultivator, adept at both dao, magic, and demons. According to the cultivation system, while the ghost school was independent, it was often considered part of the demon sect.

The Profound Demon Art was also a secret technique of the ghost school, one that Lin Xuan had delved into as well!
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A thick black mist surged out, enveloping his entire body. Not only the old man, but several other Core Formation stage cultivators nearby were stunned as well. How could this clearly be a Daoist cultivator and yet...

It was common knowledge that the forces of good and evil mutually restrained each other; thus, these cultivation techniques should not be practiced together. However, what happened before their eyes shattered this conventional wisdom.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and ghostly mist surged out, swirling and flashing to form a vortex.

The depths were unfathomable, with an extremely eerie atmosphere inside. Then, a pale white skeletal hand extended from within. It was wrapped in greenish-blue ghost fire, unmistakably a demonic object.

"Truly a technique of the Ghost Dao!"

Facts speak louder than words. Even if it defied common sense, this thing was right before their eyes; how could they possibly ignore it?

The old man was equally shocked but quickly regained his composure. The fact that he used Ghost Dao techniques meant nothing; after all, it looked like a last-minute desperation move, not something a mid-stage cultivator would possess.

In a flash, the skeletal hand's green glow flickered and vanished in an eerie manner.

The old man's face turned pale as he cautiously turned his head around. Then, seemingly remembering something, he hurriedly reached out to retrieve his protective treasure. However, it was too late; just three feet before him, green light suddenly flashed, revealing a terrifying skeletal hand with greenish-blue ghost fire, which shot into his abdomen at lightning speed.

Blood gushed profusely as the old man let out a loud scream of agony, his body contorting and writhing in an attempt to escape. But it was futile; the ghost fire on the skeletal hand surged up, enveloping his entire body.

His cries abruptly ceased as he turned into ashes, leaving behind only half a lifelessinfant spirits.

For demons, this was a great source of nourishment, but Lin Xuan had no use for it. With a grip of five fingers, he crushed the infant spirit to pieces.

Even the remnants of his soul were devoured by the ghost fire; death was complete, and any thoughts of revenge would be impossible.

The entire process unfolded in an instant, taking only several breaths. The three Core Formation stage cultivators had not reacted yet when their companion fell, causing their faces to turn pale.

As the saying goes, "kill a chicken to scare the monkeys." The other party's massacre of a late-stage cultivator was as easy as cutting melons and cucumbers. This technique did not seem like something a mid-stage cultivator would possess. They felt a chill down their spines; could it be that the opponent was an ancient expert from the Profound Origin stage, playing with them?

The more they thought about it, the more likely it seemed. Their hearts raced as if drums were beating, and before the battle even began, fear had already taken hold.

"Where are you from? Coming to Poison Dragon Island to wreak havoc and kill innocents—aren't you afraid of retaliation by our ancestral master?" The question came from the man in a brocade robe and jade belt. He looked no more than twenty years old, though he was far less handsome than Tian Xiaojian or Fanmu Yilan.

"Killing innocents?" Lin Xuan laughed. "The evil practitioners on your Poison Dragon Island have done unspeakable atrocities. How can you even say such things in front of me? I'm merely carrying out justice by eliminating them. As for Old Man Poison Dragon, there's a blood feud between us. Killing his disciple is nothing; I need to seize the wealth he left behind on the island. He offended me, so I must seek revenge."

"Your surname is Lin—aren't you that young man who destroyed our ancestral master's possessed spirit?" A gasp echoed as Lin Xuan turned to see a woman in court attire covering her mouth with surprise.

"Fang Sister, what are you saying? Our master said that young Lin was only at the early stage of Core Formation," the man in the brocade robe continued.

But before he could finish, his voice abruptly stopped. This incident had occurred over several hundred years ago; it was entirely possible for him to have advanced to mid-stage by now.

Back then, he managed to escape from the possessed spirit of their ancestral master even while at an early stage. His power far exceeded that of his peers, so what could be expected if he had advanced to mid-stage?

Considering this, the brocade-clad youth felt more composed as he prepared to communicate through mental transmission.

If the opponent were a powerful ancient expert in disguise, they would simply wait for him to be executed. But if it was Lin Xuan, things would be different.

Even at his peak, he could not hope to defeat three late-stage cultivators. The old man's fall was due to overconfidence; he would not make the same mistake again.

With this in mind, he subtly conveyed his analysis to his two companions through mental transmission.

The white-haired woman and the court-attired girl nodded, finding his reasoning sound and likely correct.

Their fear subsided as they looked at Lin Xuan with renewed hostility. They had almost been fooled by him. If he was indeed Lin Xuan, capturing him and turning him over to their ancestral master would be a significant achievement for them.

Thinking this way, excitement flickered on their faces.

Lin Xuan watched coldly, showing no intention of making a move. Confidence and arrogance were different things.

He dared to do so because he was certain of his revenge. The feeling of vengeance stirred his blood, and he did not mind savoring it for longer.

After analyzing the situation, the three evil cultivators finally reached an agreement. They looked at Lin Xuan with renewed hostility as well.

"Attack!"

The white-haired woman roared, her old appearance vanishing instantly. She raised a dragon-headed cane, and several swift hand seals were cast. The cane emitted black light before twisting into two giant snakes, spewing venomous mist while drawing the surrounding primordial energy to strengthen their presence.

A third head appeared as if the snake was still transforming.

The other two did not idle either. The man pulled out a blood-red immortal sword from his waist, exuding malevolent aura with translucent souls attached to it—clearly another Ghost Dao treasure.

This surprised Lin Xuan; Old Man Poison Dragon wasn't a ghost cultivator, so why were his disciples...

Regardless, this was of no concern to him. He merely felt curious about the matter.

The woman removed her bracelet from her wrist, revealing a shimmering object that seemed to be an extraordinary treasure as well.

As allies, they attacked Lin Xuan with clear layers and coordination.

"Excellent!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a sneer.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a black gourd. With a flick of his finger, the gourd rapidly expanded.

"Quickly!"

A stream of blood-red sand particles appeared before him as he pointed at Lin Xuan. The sand swept towards the enemies like a whirlwind.

"What kind of treasure is this?"

Before their minds could fully process it, the three monstrous snakes collided with the Heaven Lightning Sand.

Silently, the sand merely clung to the surface of the snakes.

The white-haired woman sighed in relief: "I thought it was some sort of treasure trying to trap my cane. Ha, just a dream."

But before she could finish, a series of popping sounds filled their ears. At first, they were individual explosions but quickly merged into one continuous sound.

A puff...

In the midst of these explosions, the old woman's face turned ashen white as blood spewed from her mouth.

The dragon-headed cane that had transformed into a monstrous snake was her own life-bound treasure; its spirit power was severely damaged. She suffered greatly too.

"Bad news!"

The other two were equally alarmed but it was too late to retract their treasures. Soon, the scene repeated itself; their treasures were destroyed before they could unleash their full power.

They did not vomit blood but their faces turned ashen, clearly indicating severe damage to their vital energy.

Their hearts were even more shaken, suspecting that their earlier judgment might have been wrong. Could a mid-stage cultivator be so powerful? A single strike broke the combined strength of all three of them. Such a feat was unheard of before and they had never heard such tales.

However, it was clear to them now that Lin Xuan's elimination of the old man was not due to his companion's overconfidence or good luck; he truly possessed such terrifying power.

The only description for him was terrifying. Even if the three of them joined forces, they would not be able to match him.
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Chapter 1686: Ice Needles with Flames

Knowing they couldn't match Lin Xuan, staying here would only be asking for trouble. The three of them had already decided to retreat, but how could Lin Xuan let them go so easily?

Since it was revenge, Lin Xuan had no intention of holding back. Besides, these fellows were notorious and deserved their fate.

With a flash, Lin Xuan vanished from his original spot and appeared before the young man in fine clothes. His speed was breathtaking, leaving the other person in shock. A huge fist smashed into his face without any chance to escape or dodge.

A tearing sound filled the air as the protective energy shield was torn apart like paper. The face of this late-stage Separation Realm cultivator resembled a butcher's shop with blood and bruises everywhere; even his nose had been knocked crooked.

Lin Xuan wasn't one to let go when he had an advantage. He swung his fists, each punch landing with a resounding thud, accompanied by the person’s cries of pain. With a strength that could lift mountains, this punch was far more than just a thousand pounds. Even a cultivator at the same level couldn’t withstand it.

After several punches, the poor fellow was already broken and bleeding, though not dead. His body had been thoroughly ruined.

Next, Lin Xuan performed a flying kick with a spin. With a loud thud, he launched an ice column like a missile from a crossbow. The sound of cracking ice filled his ears as it flew so fast that it ignited due to friction with the air.

The ice column streaked across the sky, trailing long flames, and plunged into the deep pit.

"No..."

A sharp, terrified voice echoed. Although the young man in fine clothes had died, a flash of white light revealed his元婴 floating in mid-air. He had been plotting revenge against Lin Xuan after escaping, but now that flaming ice column was hurtling towards him.

The spiritual energy within it was blinding, and its speed was beyond comprehension. The nearby space seemed to distort under such conditions; there was no way to use instant teleportation.

Fear

But fear couldn’t solve the problem. He gritted his teeth and clutched his hands together, simultaneously expelling a small shield from his mouth that formed a protective barrier around him…

The flaming ice column crashed down with a deafening roar. It was over a meter long but insignificant compared to the massive mountain. However, its power wasn’t measured by size.

Flames engulfed the sky as white mist condensed into icy fog. The entire mountain crumbled… no, it didn't collapse; instead, a large hole over a hundred meters in diameter appeared in the mountain’s belly, completely贯穿 its side. Fragments of rock fell like rain, and the flames ignited the vegetation, wrapping the mountain in intense heat that resembled the fiery regions of the Netherworld.

The young man in fine clothes, despite his desperate defense, couldn’t escape his fate. Both his body and元婴 were reduced to ashes by the flames.

Lin Xuan turned his head; the remaining two cultivators trembled with fear, their reactions starkly different.

The woman in a court dress knelt on the ground, repeatedly bowing her head. She didn't care about Lin Xuan's level; she was just a tiny ant before him and had no chance to fight back.

As for the old woman, a look of disdain flashed across her face as she pulled out a golden talisman from her chest and slapped it on herself, transforming into a streak of light that fled far away.

"Run, where can you run?"

Lin Xuan showed a trace of disdain. He raised his right hand, and a small flame the size of an egg appeared in his palm. The flame was like a newborn chick, with a phoenix about a foot long hovering before him.

The phoenix spread its wings as it called out to the heavens, and the Illusory Heavenly Fire chased after the old woman at incredible speed.

In just a few breaths, it caught up, leaving only a meter between them.

The old woman was terrified. She pulled a spirit beast pouch from her waist, releasing several winged fire serpents that spat out demon flames, viciously biting the phoenix.

She didn’t intend to defeat him but hoped to buy some time. However, this hope was futile.

As the king of all birds, how could a few tiny snakes threaten its majesty? The phoenix passed by without even sparing a glance. But not all the demon serpents were frozen into ice statues.

The phoenix swooped down on the old woman, who showed an expression of sheer terror as she froze in place and turned to sand before vanishing.

Seeing this scene, the court-dressed woman lost any last thoughts of resistance or escape.

"Senior, spare my life. I beg you, I will serve you for the rest of my days."

"Serving me? Hmph, no need. Lin is a hardworking cultivator; why would I want you by my side?" Lin Xuan’s lips curled in disdain as green light appeared between his fingers.

"Yes, yes, I deserve death, but if Senior spares me, I will reveal the treasure vault of Old Demon Dragon. This old monster is at the Profound Concealment Realm and has collected countless treasures over tens of thousands of years; it would surely satisfy you," the woman sobbed as she desperately confessed.

"The treasure vault of Old Demon Dragon? Hmph, do you think I can’t find it myself?" Lin Xuan said coldly but didn't immediately kill her.

"You don’t know, Senior. The old monster’s vault isn’t here; Old Demon Dragon is suspicious and doesn’t even trust his disciples. He stores all the treasures in a secret location," the woman quickly explained to gain favor.

"Oh? How do you know?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, suddenly showing great interest.

The old man might be of questionable character, but he had lived for tens of thousands of years and was at the Profound Concealment Realm. It made sense that he would store treasures in a secret location.

If he were plundered, it would bring great benefits and infuriate him to no end. Knowing this now, Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore it; otherwise, he’d be struck by lightning.

Although she probably wouldn't dare deceive him, Lin Xuan still had doubts: "You say Old Demon Dragon is suspicious and stores treasures in a secret place. How do you know?"
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This woman's face flushed, and a hint of hesitation flashed in her eyes.

"How so? You're being evasive. Could it be that Master Mí was lying to me?" Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as he raised his right hand; the flicker of spiritual light between his fingers suggested he wouldn’t hesitate to kill if provoked.

"Cutting flowers with a ruthless hand, what's the harm? I have no need for sympathy towards these heretics."

"The esteemed senior, please hear me out. The matter is that Old Patriarch Poison Dragon not only is cruel and wicked but also has an insatiable lust for women. We are technically master-apprentice, but in reality, we share the same status as concubines. I learned of this secret treasure location by chance during one of my duties when he spoke in his sleep."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded. This explanation made sense; he doubted she would dare deceive him.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s expression soften, the woman in courtly attire sighed with relief and lifted her head, a pleading look on her face: "As long as you promise to spare me, I will lead you to find the treasures inside. There are countless rare and precious items; I assure you they won't disappoint."

"Is that so? With Master Mí, do you think you can bargain with me? All I need is a word from you." Lin Xuan’s voice was firm.

"You're right, esteemed senior. Please follow me to find the treasures," she said, nodding.

Lin Xuan nodded and then shot forward, surrounded by green light as if flying towards his destination.

The woman in courtly attire felt puzzled but remained silent, watching him intently.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at the tallest mountain on Poison Dragon Island. The peak was steep, towering like a pine tree into the clouds.

Lin Xuan raised his head slightly and stared at the cliff face. Then he raised his right hand, summoning a majestic sword energy from it.

"Go!"

With a thunderous voice that echoed in Lin Xuan’s command, he carved words onto the mountain wall with his sword energy. Each stroke was as precise as if cut by a knife, deeply etched into the rock. The word would remain until the mountain itself crumbled.

“Murderer: Lin Xuan!”

The entire mountain bore only five characters, yet they exuded an imposing aura of defiance.

The woman in courtly attire could hardly believe her eyes; Old Patriarch Poison Dragon was a Core Profound cultivator, and even Separation Union stage cultivators would dare not offend him lightly. Lin Xuan had made such a bold move while the old patriarch wasn’t around, which defied logic. He seemed to want his enemies to know about it.

She had never seen anyone so brazen before; today was truly an eye-opener.

Lin Xuan remained calm, knowing that he wouldn't act on impulse. There must be a reason behind this action.

Carving words might seem arrogant, but for him, it posed no real threat and could even infuriate the old patriarch to no end.

The woman in courtly attire didn’t understand the full situation, but she admired Lin Xuan’s boldness despite their opposing positions. He was a formidable opponent, and her respect for his courage grew.

"Alright, Master Mí, lead the way."

After carving the message, Lin Xuan wanted to avoid lingering here; better to take action now rather than risk anything else.

"Yes," she nodded, though from a cultivation standpoint, she was slightly superior to Lin Xuan. But at this moment, he treated her like a junior.

She hoped that his respect would make him keep his promise and spare her life later on.

Three days later, the weather was clear. This was an unfamiliar sea, with large schools of sharks swimming in the water. A flash of light appeared from afar, followed by two streaks of light flying towards them.

The lights converged to reveal a man and a woman.

"That island is where Old Patriarch Poison Dragon hid his treasures," said the woman, her face full of flattery.

Lin Xuan remained silent, merely turning his head. The scene before him was a desolate island with vast areas of barren land, covered in sparse shrubs due to the thin air.

"Is this it?" Lin Xuan asked nonchalantly.

The woman in courtly attire confidently assured him: "Rest assured, esteemed senior. I have always been cautious about this secret location and will not make a mistake."

Lin Xuan nodded but didn’t delve deeper. He landed on the island, and the woman followed hesitantly, knowing that unless he approved, she had no chance of escape.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense. There was nothing noteworthy in the desolate landscape.

"Where is this cave?"

"It's right here on this small island, but I don't know its exact location," the woman admitted nervously. She was sure about her information, but why couldn’t she find anything? Was it because he spoke nonsense while dreaming?

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as a silver light appeared in his pupils.

The current Divine Phoenix Eye had formidable power. After scanning the area, Lin Xuan stopped at an unremarkable low hill.

It was no more than two or three hundred feet high and resembled a small mound rather than a mountain.

Overgrown with shrubs and lacking air, it was like an ugly duckling that went unnoticed.

"Hmph, building his treasure here shows Old Patriarch Poison Dragon’s ingenuity."

Lin Xuan muttered. No matter how powerful the banishment, there was always a way to break through. But this disguise would remain undetected unless someone knew about it.

With a wave of his sleeve, green light shot out and cut several thick sword energies that sliced into the hill.

Boom!

Spiritual light exploded as dust filled the air. The surface disguise was broken, revealing something dark within.

Iron essence!

This material was used in crafting magical treasures but was ordinary and unremarkable. However, its sheer volume made it invaluable.

The small mountain turned out to be an iron ore mine, with the treasure cave built right there.

For ordinary cultivators, this seemed impossible, but Old Patriarch Poison Dragon was a Core Profound stage monster and had such abilities.

With his Divine Phoenix Eye, Lin Xuan scanned carefully. Then he extended his right hand, shooting out a light column as thick as a bowl to probe further!
第一千六百九十章 心头灵兆

"Good point. If it weren't for such a precious artifact, why would the Whale King covet this place? Why should I expend so much effort on this?" the Venom Dragon Ancestor said coldly.

"But Red Leaf Island may be remote, but the quality of its mineral veins is unparalleled. Other planes might not have seen anything like it. As they say, a paper can't cover fire; if such a treasure truly exists, how could a mere Separation Period cultivator become the island's lord? Even we might struggle to hold onto it," White Bone True Monarch said with joy but quickly thought of another issue. The information was riddled with inconsistencies and seemed unreliable.

"Ruo, Brother Wei, what do you mean by this? Do you think I would use such a poor excuse to deceive you?" the Venom Dragon Ancestor's pupils constricted as his expression became sullen and unpredictable.

"Friend Qi, there is no need for you to be angry. I merely wish for a reasonable explanation," White Bone True Monarch said with a sneer, not intimidated by the other's aura.

"Hmm, still suspicious of this old monster. Let me tell you truthfully; that mineral vein was sealed by ancient cultivators using great power. It can't be seen from the surface and is in an independent space. The only entrance is somewhere on Red Leaf Island, but I'm not sure about its exact location. The Whale King likely set up a shop here to gather information about the entrance."

"Haha, that makes sense. As long as the entrance is on Red Leaf Island, I will definitely find it even if I have to dig three feet deep."

White Bone True Monarch's face was filled with joy. If what he said was true, offending the Whale King would be insignificant. "Man for money, bird for food." Besides, he was a human cultivator; could he really dare to launch an open attack here?

Regardless of the reason, it would surely stir up conflict between the two races.

"Friend Qi, there is no need to worry. Now that this island is in our hands, I will naturally deploy more people to find the sealed entrance as soon as possible."

"Brother Wei, we still need to keep this confidential for the disciples below..."

"Haha, Friend Qi, you are overthinking it. I am not a greenhorn; I know which information can be disclosed and which needs to be kept secret. I won't leak anything. Otherwise, if this situation spreads, wouldn't my efforts have been in vain?" White Bone True Monarch said with confidence.

"Since you understand the complexities, I trust you..." The Venom Dragon Ancestor's face showed relief, but before he could finish speaking, his brows suddenly furrowed as he placed a hand on his forehead, revealing an odd expression.

"Friend Qi, what is wrong?" White Bone True Monarch was taken aback and asked.

"I can't explain it. Recently, I've been feeling uneasy for no reason at all, as if something bad might happen."

"Haha, I think you are too nervous and anxious. With us two here, how could anything go wrong?" White Bone True Monarch said dismissively.

"Perhaps, but don't forget, we cultivators can't predict the future, but sometimes premonitions can be very accurate. We shouldn't take them lightly. Could it be that something happened on Venom Dragon Island?" The Venom Dragon Ancestor's face turned cold as he guessed correctly.

"Haha, Venom Dragon Island, Friend Qi, you really know how to joke. While your Venom Dragon Island is a Heavenly Abode, there isn't anything worth coveting here. As for lower-ranked cultivators, if I'm not mistaken, your four disciples are all at the Separation Period later stage. With them guarding your base, what do you have to worry about? Besides, even if someone has ill intentions, don't you think my reputation as an ancestor is no joke? I wouldn't believe anyone would dare to tamper with it," White Bone True Monarch said reassuringly.

"Indeed…" The Venom Dragon Ancestor's face showed hesitation. After a moment, he raised his eyebrows: "No, Friend Qi, your words might be right, but better safe than sorry. If something happens on Venom Dragon Island, I will regret it. My heart is getting more uneasy. I need to go back and check."

Before the last word left his mouth, he rose from his seat.

White Bone True Monarch's face turned grim: "No, Venom Dragon, stay where you are."

"Why, Old Devil White Bone? Do you want to force me to stay here?"

The Venom Dragon Ancestor was already anxious; his words were even colder now.

Though he wasn't tall—only four feet—he exuded an imposing presence.

"Friend Qi, why be angry? I dare not force you to stay. But leaving like this and dumping a mess on us is rather unscrupulous."

"How so?" The Venom Dragon Ancestor didn't appreciate being accused.

"You just said that Red Leaf Island has a sealed mineral vein of great value. We both know its worth, but the Whale King wouldn't be unaware. Without you here to guard, I would struggle alone," Brother Wei said.

"Brother Wei, are your words too exaggerated? True, even with us working together, we can't defeat the Whale King. But I said this is our human territory; he won't dare attack openly. The Holy City wouldn't let that happen and would provoke a war between the two races."

"You're right, but the Whale King doesn't need to make a show of it. He could quietly sneak in, eliminate me, and then use his astral body or support a puppet to achieve his goals. With us both here, even if he is strong, he can't kill both of us at once. As you said, he wouldn't dare start a war between the two races; thus, we must be cautious."

"Hmm…" The Venom Dragon Ancestor's face showed some hesitation. Regardless, he had to admit that his opponent's analysis was indeed very reasonable.

"Friend Qi, your guess about Venom Dragon Island is just speculation. This premonition is as you said, but it can also go wrong. If you insist on going back, it might be a wasted trip. But Red Leaf Island could have issues. Which is more important? Can't you calmly analyze this? Besides, if Venom Dragon Island does face problems, compared to the treasures we might obtain, they are insignificant!"
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True Monarch White Bone analyzed the situation with a resounding voice.

"Alright," said Old Patriarch Poison Dragon, nodding. "Friend, your words are reasonable. I will remain here to guard this place."

"Haha, Friend, you have made the correct choice. Together, we will definitely find the entrance to that top-grade ore vein."

At an unknown distance in the sea, a loud explosion echoed into his ears. The seven strange stone pillars finally exploded into dust. A glimmer of light flashed, revealing a dark crack.

The width was several feet, and wind blew from outside, producing strange and terrifying sounds. Lin Xuan tried to probe with his spirit sense but it was mysteriously bounced back.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised that there were restrictions on spirit senses in this place. Looking at the black crack, he wore a serious expression.

"Senior, I have already found the den of the old monster. Can I leave now?" A weak voice entered his ears. The palace-dressed woman came to his side with a respectful look.

"Leave?"

"Yes, I have fulfilled my promise, and you will not break your word, right?" She raised her head, her face full of pitiful expressions.

"Do not worry, Senior. I will never reveal your whereabouts. Actually, by doing this, I have betrayed the Poison Dragon Demon Patriarch. If he finds out, I am sure to suffer the pain of soul extraction. So you do not need to worry that I will leak information." She analyzed carefully, fearing Lin Xuan would break his promise. After all, for cultivators, breaking one's word was as common as eating.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan did not immediately go in to search for treasure. He hesitated slightly and released several sword qi blasts, causing the surroundings to be shattered as if a battle had occurred. Then he found a hidden location, quietly hiding and practicing his concealment technique.

Hopefully, it was just his overthinking. Otherwise, this quest might not go as smoothly as expected.

Time slowly passed, and soon the sun set behind the hill, making the sky grow darker.

For Lin Xuan, however, this had no effect. Even without using secret techniques like Spirit Eyes, a cultivator's eyesight could still clearly see all surroundings.

The evening breeze blew gently, with only occasional waves crashing nearby. Could it be that he was overthinking?

Lin Xuan touched his forehead, feeling somewhat uncertain. "Night is long and dreams are many." He could not wait here indefinitely. If the Old Patriarch Poison Dragon got news, he would end up empty-handed.

Cautiousness did no harm, but being too cautious might also hinder success.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan prepared to act. After all, he had only caught some vague doubts and no concrete evidence. Perhaps it was just overthinking.

Just as he was about to emerge from hiding, a faint flash of light appeared on the horizon.

Lin Xuan's spirit sense immediately detected that direction. The light was very hazy, with almost no exposure of qi. However, his spirit sense was far superior to ordinary cultivators. Even if the person tried to hide their tracks, it would be like trying to fool a dream.

Silver light flashed, making the hazy light clear and revealing the figure inside. Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile: "Hmph, this is indeed that woman. What big audacity! I have honored my promise by letting you go. This time, dying is your own fault."

Though he thought so, he did not immediately reveal himself.

Since she had come, there was no way she would leave alive. Killing her was just a matter of raising his hand. Before that, he wanted to see what her purpose was.

There were likely traps in this secret treasure place. Letting this woman clear the path for him seemed like a good idea.

Lin Xuan continued hiding, but every move of the woman was under his control.

Soon, the light approached the small island, becoming more cautious and hesitant about landing. Lin Xuan felt a spirit sense emanating from above, carefully searching.

After a long time, the light emitted a sigh of relief: "Heaven helps me. There are no cultivator traces nearby, but there are signs of combat. The young man Lin and the Poison Dragon's avatar either perished together or fled separately."

"Ha ha, like two clams fighting, leaving the fisherman to benefit. You can fight it out until you both die. The treasures here will be mine."

The light descended as he spoke.

It was indeed the palace-dressed woman who had just been released by Lin Xuan. At this moment, she showed no sign of being pitiful. That scene was all an act.

Seeking fortune in danger, her gamble paid off. She smiled seductively; although not unattractive, her self-satisfied expression was repulsive. Her words to Lin Xuan were half true and half false. By chance, while serving as a concubine, she overheard the old monster's dream and learned of this secret treasure place. However, the information went beyond that.

The Poison Dragon Demon Patriarch had hidden most of his wealth here, gathered through cunning means over thousands of years. How could his defenses be so simple?

Although the cave was concealed, he feared someone might discover it by chance. Thus, he hid a corporeal manifestation inside.

A corporeal manifestation differed greatly from an avatar taken temporarily with his essence. While both had similarities, one was temporary and could be abandoned at any time, while the other was perfected through secret rituals, with his essence perfectly fused with his physical body.

For instance, that avatar could only exert about a fifth of his power, hindered by many constraints. This corporeal manifestation, however, could unleash half his abilities.

Even less than half, but much more than a third. Moreover, this corporeal manifestation could even cultivate its own essence treasures. The extent of its powers were obvious; it could easily kill an Advanced Stage cultivator.

Upon learning this, the palace-dressed woman did not dare to act rashly. Even if the Poison Dragon Demon Patriarch was not in the cave, she knew its exact location and would never risk going there.

With that corporeal manifestation guarding, going forward without caution would be tantamount to suicide. She would not do such a foolish thing.

She stayed calm, gathering more information.

It made sense for her to care so much. If she could obtain the Poison Dragon Demon Patriarch's treasures, her cultivation would have no worries. If lucky enough, there might even be some precious medicines in there, allowing her to advance to Profound Mysteries Stage. Even if she couldn't advance, offending that old monster was not a problem; if she lost, she could just hide somewhere remote. The old guy, even if he hated her to the bone, would have no way to find her.

But what about the corporeal manifestation?

The woman continued carefully observing. Over time, she indeed learned more information.

Although guarding the cave, the corporeal manifestation remained in a state of pseudo-death and would not wake up even if someone broke through the door. Inside the cave was a large bronze coffin where the manifestation slept. It would only awaken when the lid was opened.

However, all the treasures were inside the coffin.

Realizing this, she almost gave up hope. The Poison Dragon Demon Patriarch was truly cunning, setting such traps that it seemed like he wanted to take advantage of others. No matter how careful one was, they would inevitably wake the manifestation.

Unless they could defeat him, doing so would be suicide.

Originally, she had no intention of taking the treasures, but fate is fickle. Lin Xuan happened to arrive here, reviving her thoughts.

Seeking fortune in danger, not only did she want to survive from Lin Xuan's hands, but she also daringly planned to use this boy for her benefit.

The Thirty-Six Stratagems included luring a tiger into a trap and swallowing the wolf. The Poison Dragon Demon Patriarch's corporeal manifestation was formidable, but so was this boy who could kill an Advanced Stage cultivator in an instant. If their strength was similar, what would happen if they fought?

Two outcomes: either both perished or one chased while the other fled. In any case, that boy would not easily be eliminated by the manifestation.

If both died, it mattered little. If one chased and the other fled, there might not be enough time to take the treasures.

Then, this cave would become unguarded, making her a beneficiary.

Of course, these were just speculations; the actual situation was uncertain, with significant risks. (To be continued)
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But regardless, such a good opportunity would not be missed by this woman. Cultivation was risky after all.

However, it seemed that the heavens were kind to him; Lin Xuan was no longer on the island. There were signs of combat, so the demon's avatar had definitely been awakened. He wondered if the treasure was still here.

He reasoned that both parties would likely start fighting without much thought for taking the treasure. Hm, it would be a benefit to him.

With this in mind, a look of wild joy appeared on her face as she entered the fissure.

The scene before her was dark and gloomy. Unbeknownst to her, a figure like a ghost followed closely behind.

The fissure wasn't long; soon, light appeared ahead. However, it was greenish in color, like ghostly flames that made one's scalp tingle with fear.

Upon reaching the exit, she entered a large hall. It was more fitting to call it a tomb than a hall, given its oppressive atmosphere and vast space of over a hundred feet in diameter.

The tomb was empty except for a high platform where a huge copper coffin stood. Surrounding this were several bronze cauldrons filled with green flames.

A chilling sensation washed over her as she scanned the stone chamber. Her expression changed dramatically.

This place hadn't been visited by anyone, and the coffin lid remained intact.

"Is...this..."

She immediately realized something was wrong; perhaps she had fallen into someone else's trap. A chill ran down her spine.

Her face turned pale under the green flames, resembling a zombie. She tried to leave but a cold voice echoed from behind: "Friend, returning after leaving, what important matter do you have? Can you give me a reasonable explanation?"

She was shocked and frantically looked around; her worst fears had come true—the young Lin followed her.

"Ha!"

At this point, she knew that no matter what, the other party wouldn't let her go. Since the young Lin had seen through her plan, he must be someone with meticulous thoughts. She would only humiliate herself by fabricating a flawless lie.

As an adept who had advanced to the Separation Stage later period, she was naturally decisive and ruthless. In an instant, she assessed the situation and decided not to hesitate. She raised a flying sword and slashed at Lin Xuan.

Knowing it was hopeless, but unwilling to surrender, she fought back with all her might, hoping to carve out a path through bloodshed.

Unfortunately, such thoughts were too naive.

Since Lin Xuan appeared, he wouldn't be careless. Seeing the sword aimed at his head, Lin Xuan didn’t dodge; instead, he roared in anger. A burst of colorful spiritual light emerged, and the Green Flame Phoenix Armor materialized. He extended his right hand, and the aura turned five colors as a massive claw appeared.

It was his transformed right hand.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Claw!

"Secret Technique of Transformation."

The woman was shocked but secretly relieved that he had lost his head and dared to use his hands to catch her treasure, thinking she was from the妖族. Cultivators and those with extraordinary talents were different; such actions were akin to suicide.

Her eyes flashed with cruelty as she swung both hands like wheels, casting spells rapidly. The sword's light became increasingly dazzling. But Lin Xuan ignored it, and his transformed claw met hers.

Crack...

The sound of teeth grinding echoed in her ears. Spiritual light exploded, and the woman’s expression changed dramatically. Her earlier excitement turned to shock as she almost thought she was hallucinating.

The divine sword had been caught by Lin Xuan, like a venomous snake. No matter how fierce it had been before, now that its vulnerable spot was seized, it couldn’t struggle free.

How could this be?

Even for后期妖族, only those with thick skin or special techniques would dare to catch her divine sword bare-handed.

But the fact remained. The woman looked at Lin Xuan in awe and fear but didn't plan on giving up. She reached into her waistband as if she wanted to retrieve another treasure.

However, a ball of three-colored flames appeared in Lin Xuan's hand, engulfing the divine sword.

Blue light flickered, first freezing it, then releasing toxins and corrosion that caused countless cracks to appear on its surface, gradually breaking it apart.

Puff...

The woman spat out blood as her life force-bound treasure was destroyed. Lin Xuan smiled; he had been waiting for this moment. He moved his feet, a flash of light, and vanished from the spot.

He reappeared before the woman, fingers like hooks gripping her neck.

"Senior, spare my life. I will never do it again."

"Hmph, do you think you still have a chance?"

Lin Xuan said coldly. Whether she was a woman or not, he had already given her an opportunity; it was her own fault for persisting in her greed.

One must pay the price for their actions. There were no怜香惜玉in the cultivation world. With a snap, Lin Xuan broke her neck.

White light flashed, revealing a tiny元婴期 soul before her, with a painted face of panic as she tried to escape by casting spells. But it was too late; Lin Xuan acted faster, turning into a green light that trapped her in a ball of light.

The woman was both shocked and angry but more fearful as she frantically searched for a way out. However, Lin Xuan wouldn't allow any further excuses. He immediately performed soul-recovery techniques.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan raised his head. With a burst of firelight, he annihilated the creature.

"Ah, so this cave still has an outer manifestation of a venomous dragon guarding it." Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression.

This was troublesome.

He had two choices: either abandon the treasure and leave, which would ensure no trouble; or engage in combat with the demon's avatar.

The outcome remained uncertain. Although he wasn't as formidable as four hundred years ago, having advanced to the Separation Stage mid-period, the avatar’s strength far exceeded that of the possessed body. The result was still unpredictable.

Lin Xuan considered using his divine treasures while the avatar was unconscious but decided against it. While effective, such an action would destroy both the treasure and the divine artifact.
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That approach is not advisable!

The first method naturally wouldn't be adopted either. After all this trouble to arrive here, why would the treasure abandon him?

Even if he had a body-double, what was it to him? He had even clashed with a real Core Profound cultivator in the main hall of Dantian Sect last time.

This body-double was just a minor matter; Lin Xuan was confident that even if he couldn't defeat it, it wouldn't be able to do anything to him either.

Retreat wasn't his style.

Besides, Lin Xuan didn't think he would definitely lose.

No matter what, he had to give it a try.

This time, he would destroy the body-double and next time, he would fight that hateful Poison Dragon Ancestor.

The thought passed through his mind, and a flash of light appeared in his sleeve. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emerged as if swimming out from within, and he held it with both hands. A white hurricane appeared out of nowhere, seeming slow but actually fast, pressing down on the opponent.

"Die!"

The Ancestor was furious. Although he was just a body-double, his temperament and nature were no different from Poison Dragon Ancestor's. A minor Core Profound cultivator dared to be so insolent in front of him.

With an angry laugh, he clenched his fingers like knives, raised them high, and swung them down.

A blood-stained light wave appeared, shaped oddly, resembling a huge scythe. The grayish-white corpse aura rushed toward the light wave, colliding with the white hurricane.

Both seemed to casually strike, but their strength was beyond comprehension. A thunderous explosion echoed in his ears as the cave collapsed.

Lin Xuan didn't want to be buried underground and broke through the earth. He flung a hundred-weight stone blocks high into the air.

The sky had turned completely dark, with the sun setting and the heavens like ink. Not even a star was visible, but for Lin Xuan, it made no difference. Even without using his Spirit Eye techniques, a cultivator's keen eyesight allowed him to see everything clearly.

Suddenly, from several feet away ahead, spatial ripples appeared as a tall zombie emerged into view.

"Boy, die!"

The zombie's face was filled with vicious smiles. He raised his right hand and waved it in the air, creating countless green claw shadows that pressed down on Lin Xuan like a storm of wind and rain.

At such close range, there was no time for Lin Xuan to prepare any defensive treasures or artifacts. However, he showed no fear.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as bones shattered. His right hand clenched tightly, and the muscles in it suddenly swelled up immensely, making the arm look twice its size compared to before. It seemed out of place but exuded explosive power.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan let out a roar that echoed like thunder in the sky. The light on his right arm flickered, revealing countless tiny runes. Surrounding heaven and earth energy gathered as he punched forward.

A single strike, yet golden light flashed across the sky, distorting space. A two-meter-wide vortex appeared before their eyes.

It was an Air Spiral of Strength, but compared to the golden one, it was incomparable in strength, even terrifying.

The claw shadows looked powerful, but they were like throwing ice into a furnace; they instantly melted away. The golden air spiral continued its momentum, and the offensive turned into defense.

"Thunder!"

Poison Dragon Ancestor couldn't help being surprised. Although Lin Xuan had advanced to Core Profound中期 this time compared to last, his strength increase was too unbelievable.

Despite his surprise, he showed no fear. This body-double was made from a zombie, and zombies were known for their immense strength. The other dared to punch him; that was asking for it.

A ghastly laugh echoed in his ears as his eyes revealed cruelty. He ignored the Air Spiral of Strength and vanished in an instant.

Corpse遁术!

This wasn't one of the Five Elements Diving techniques but a rather obscure and strange one. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, and his divine sense had no effect.

Lin Xuan was taken aback; this old monster was indeed difficult to deal with. While Transcendent Profound cultivators might be hard to say, ordinary Core Profound cultivators would only have the option of staring helplessly at such a mysterious technique.

But he wasn't like them.

Lin Xuan remained calm and his eyes narrowed as silver light flickered in his pupils. His divine sense couldn't capture anything, nor did the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye work.

However, it was too late. The opponent's actions were even faster than expected. A stench of blood filled the air, and Lin Xuan was alarmed as he turned around to see the tall zombie standing three feet behind him.

"Die!"

The zombie raised his right hand, his nails sharp like blades, reaching out with a fierce strike.

If this hit, it would likely destroy his heart. Lin Xuan wouldn't sit idly by; he released his妖气, and his right hand transformed into bird claws as he grabbed the attack head-on.

In a narrow path, courage triumphs. At this moment, their techniques were on display.

Boom!

Corpse aura clashed with妖wind. With such close proximity, neither could avoid it. A series of forceful winds appeared out of nowhere, powerful enough to tear apart an婴期 cultivator into fragments.

However, Lin Xuan and Poison Dragon Ancestor ignored them; their bodies were far more resilient than those of their peers.

His other hand wasn't idle either, clenching his fingers as well for a struggle.

Klunk klunk sounds filled the air. Poison Dragon Ancestor's expression was extremely grim, but with disbelief mixed in. His voice was filled with shock and anger: "Impossible! Even a late-stage妖族 body couldn't be this resilient, let alone strength. How…."

A man should be judged anew after three days. Although he knew Lin Xuan's techniques far surpassed those of his peers, he still couldn't believe the scene before him. He had lost in the struggle.

"Old monster, nothing is strange. Do you forget what I said just now?"

"What?"

"To settle my debt!"

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan roared and released all his strength. Without a moment's hesitation, he heard a "snap" as Poison Dragon Ancestor's two arms were broken by him.

"Ahh!"

Even though it was a zombie body, the old monster still let out a loud cry of pain. Lin Xuan wasn't one to back down; he kicked sideways and sent the old monster flying.

Pang!

He fell into the sea, creating waves over a hundred feet high.

Lin Xuan then spread his hands wide, performing various strange postures and movements.

The surrounding heaven and earth energy gathered here, with thousands of sword qi appearing, each flickering with light.

Due to their sheer number, they obscured half the sky momentarily.

Majestic and severe, from afar, it looked like a sea of sword lights.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan shouted, pointing his finger at the sword lights behind him. The volume of those lights increased again, each now over two or three meters in size.

From far away, they formed a continuous line, not scary to behold.

Next, crackling sounds filled the air as if lightning and wind, pouring down on the spot where the old monster had fallen.

Instantly, countless waves crashed one after another, with thunderous booms echoing continuously…
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However, this was far from over. Having gained the upper hand with some difficulty, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't stop. He raised his right hand and a flash of spiritual light appeared in his palm, followed by the sound of Buddhist chants entering his ears. A fiery red staff materialized in his palm.

Spiritual Communication Artifact!

Having refined and integrated the Golden Core Treasure, Lin Xuan could now use this secret technique from the Buddhist sect. The power of this Spiritual Communication Artifact had increased significantly compared to before.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward, and countless primordial energy surged into the staff. Its volume instantly expanded, quickly reaching over a hundred feet in size.

Great Sword Technique!

This wasn't entirely accurate, but the principle was the same.

Then, with a buzzing sound that entered his ears, the entire space seemed to shake. The staff descended upon the sea surface with the force of a thunderbolt.

Unlike expected, this time it didn't create a towering wave. Instead, the bone shield, though an excellent treasure, couldn't withstand the impact for long and shattered in just a few breaths.

The staff's momentum continued unbroken as it struck the two crossed bone blades.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed through the air as different colored spiritual lights clung to each other. Light waves burst forth from the collision point, and white fog began to rise in the air due to the evaporation of seawater.

For a moment, it seemed neither side had gained an advantage.

But Lin Xuan wasn't about to stop here. He flicked his sleeve, and a fan measuring a foot long flew out.

Lin Xuan grabbed it and gently shook it, "Pak," the fan opened, revealing a landscape painting.

The force from his body surged into the fan, and a green light column shot up. Soon after, the light condensed, revealing a verdant mountain peak.

Spiritual energy radiated from this mountain. As it spun, its size increased at an incredible rate until it reached over a hundred feet high—looking like a real mountain.

"Fall!"

With Lin Xuan's roar, the mountain fell like a meteor and crashed towards his opponent.

The ancient dragon patriarch was shocked. Even if he didn't consider the power of this technique, just the size of that mountain would be enough to peel off layers from anyone hit by it.

But at this moment, he couldn't even move his hands. His eyes flickered as a ghostly face appeared on his chest. This face was peculiar; although all its features were present, they were incredibly small except for an enormous mouth with sharp teeth.

It opened wide and roared!

Visible sound waves emerged, creating an unbelievable scene where the mountain seemed to be held in place, unable to fall.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He hadn't anticipated this outcome. But what did it matter? Did he think his opponent would be satisfied just like that?

He raised his right hand and a brilliant spiritual light shone as the Ninefold Bright Moon Ring appeared on his chest. The force from his body surged into it, and several ice dragons and fire dragons appeared in his vision, circling and dancing with deafening roars.

But this wasn't over yet. Lin Xuan's hands kept moving, and images of seals appeared in mid-air. These dragons transformed into seven each, and the pressure they emitted didn't diminish at all, covering half the sky...

"Try my Hundred Dragon Fang!"

All the dragons simultaneously leaped out, pouncing on their target with fangs bared.

Rumbling!

The area within several miles was engulfed by ice and fire. With calculated precision against an opponent who underestimated him, the ancient dragon patriarch found himself in a dire situation.

His body was overwhelmed by the hundred dragons, and the sea was shattered, unable to close again. The natural power faced with a cultivator seemed only to retreat.

Though this might be overstated, the sheer force was indeed impressive. As a Separation Realm cultivator, Lin Xuan already possessed the power of moving mountains and overturning seas.

Lin Xuan didn't continue his attack; the previous assault had been enough for the old zombie. The key point was that his aura vanished from his opponent's sense of smell.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as silver light shone in his pupils. He scanned around but found nothing...

This surprised Lin Xuan greatly.

The Hundred Dragon Fang's power was indeed formidable, but he knew it wouldn't be enough to kill the old zombie with just one strike.

According to logic, his opponent shouldn't have vanished.

Thinking this, his expression turned serious as a flash of spiritual light revealed the Green Flame Qilin Armor. He didn't seek perfection; he simply wanted no regrets. The force from his body surged into his eyes.

Suddenly, silver light blazed, and the secret technique of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes was fully unleashed.

As he scanned with his gaze, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted again as he instantly used Ninefold Microsteps to vanish without a trace.

Almost at the same moment, a monstrous ghostly claw emerged from an adjacent space, targeting where Lin Xuan had just stood. It grabbed...

Unfortunately, it was too late; if Lin Xuan had moved even slightly, the consequences would have been unimaginable.

"Eh!"

A surprised voice echoed in his ears, filled with resentment and malice. Numerous ghostly mists suddenly swarmed together as the ancient dragon patriarch appeared.

It was still a spirit retreat technique, but its complexity left him stunned.

However, Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp; he quickly noticed that several talismans were attached to his opponent's chest. The spiritual energy inside had already been exhausted.

Clearly, the old zombie relied not just on his retreat technique but also on these few talismans. Realizing this, Lin Xuan regained his composure.

Otherwise, such unpredictable movements would have greatly disadvantaged him in battle.

The ancient dragon patriarch's face showed obvious signs of distress; many parts of his body were injured. The Hundred Dragon Fang's power was formidable, and he couldn't have escaped unscathed after being hit by it.

"You brat, for four hundred years, I wonder where you've been hiding. But your strength has indeed improved," the ancient dragon patriarch said with a complex tone in his voice.

"Scared?" Lin Xuan taunted.

"Fearful? Old man has crossed more bridges than the path you've walked. Don't be so presumptuous here. Although you are harder to deal with, it's no big deal; I just need this avatar to fall into a deep sleep for another few thousand years. Heh, that price is within my means," he said slowly after a moment of silence.

"What?" Lin Xuan felt something was amiss but couldn't put his finger on exactly what.

"Brat, let me tell you the truth: Old man's treasure is mostly hidden here. Do you really think I would be content with just one avatar guarding it?"

"What do you mean by that? Are there other helpers besides you?" Lin Xuan asked, his eyes showing a hint of panic but quickly regaining composure.

How could he know if this was true or false? He couldn't let himself be intimidated!

"Foolish, when did I say anything about having helpers? The fewer people who know the location of the treasure, the better," the ancient dragon patriarch said with a twisted smile.

"But then..."

"Hmph. You didn't listen to me, brat. Do you know why this avatar has been in deep sleep for ten thousand years?"

The ancient dragon patriarch's laughter grew more triumphant as Lin Xuan's unease increased. With his experience, he could easily discern if the old man was bluffing.

Moreover, since the beginning, he had felt an inexplicable warning that never ceased. Could it be...

"Perhaps you already know. Right, nurturing? This avatar can normally release half of my power in a normal state. The ten thousand years of sleep were for accumulating strength. If needed, I could unleash these stored powers, and they wouldn't fall short of the original body..."
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"What?"

The voice of the Poison Dragon Ancestor was not loud, but each word and phrase struck like a thunderclap in Lin Xuan's ears. Even though his temperament was extremely steady, his expression could not help but change wildly at this moment.

"Are you serious?"

"Judge for yourself," the Poison Dragon Ancestor's arrogant voice echoed. "Otherwise, do you think I would choose to cultivate an external body when I refined my essence? Don't you know that fusing with a zombie is far more difficult than possessing another cultivator’s body?"

He did not need to say the rest; Lin Xuan could vaguely guess. When fusing with a zombie, there were indeed numerous dangers, but the zombie's body was much tougher compared to a peer-level cultivator, even surpassing that of a fiend. A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above as his aura rapidly strengthened. Lin Xuan showed a look of shock on his face and did not wait for the transformation to complete.

With both hands clapping together, a thick sword beam appeared, with runes flickering, and he fiercely thrust it towards the opponent.

This was no casual strike; it contained profound magical power. Lin Xuan's methods were far from just this. After shooting out the sword beam, his left hand reached downward.

Ssssh...

The sea surface split open as a fiery red staff emerged. This time, Lin Xuan did not use the Great Sword Technique; that would have taken too much time.

He directly and decisively cast several spells, causing the staff to spin and dance in the air, creating countless shadow images that covered half of the sky like lightning, fiercely falling towards the front.

This was far from over. With his right hand, Lin Xuan waved again, revealing an ancient small bell in his sight.

"Buzz!"

The sound of the bell echoed as the size of this treasure rapidly increased.

With runes flickering throughout its body, a purple glow made it even more mysterious and ancient. Soon, a loud noise erupted as countless crow-like fiend birds flew out from inside.

However, their bodies were much larger than crows, with three demon eyes each, enveloped in grayish-white fiend fire.

A chill emanated from them, clearly not ordinary fiend flames.

Flame Zombie Crows!

"Go!"

With a light exclamation from Lin Xuan, these zombie crows flapped their wings, producing thousands of wind blades. Each blade was about a foot wide, emitting an unbearable stench of death, far more powerful than ordinary wind blades. Soon, the loud noise grew as the zombie crows spat out grayish-white zombie fire, emitting a foul stench that contained the poison of decomposing corpses.

Taking advantage of his opponent's weakened state, Lin Xuan was not foolish and did not wait for the transformation to complete. He aimed not just for killing but for injuring him at this moment.

Although what the opponent said seemed true, Lin Xuan still decided to stay. Giving up on the treasure now would mean all his efforts were in vain.

He had faced old fiends of the Profound Concealment stage before; even if he couldn't defeat them, learning Shadow Diving allowed him to escape with some certainty.

Starve a coward, fatten a brave one. Maybe there would be another opportunity!

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's attacks poured down like a deluge.

However, the old fiend ignored all this, as he had expected Lin Xuan's reaction. With a wave of his sleeve, two storage bags appeared.

The left bag opened and emitted bright light, revealing several golden-armored soldiers.

Holding various weapons such as swords, spears, and halberds, their armor was extremely luxurious, resembling celestial guards.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; these were puppets, but he did not know their specific cultivation levels. Puppets did not emit spiritual pressure or any aura.

The right bag opened to reveal a burst of fiend energy as two talisman scrolls emerged, transforming into a dragon and a tiger.

Spirit Beast Talismans!

Their cultivation was at the peak of the Profound Concealment stage!

The old man's intentions were clear; even a blind person could see them.

Delaying time!

Using these two Spirit Beast Talismans and the puppets to stall until he completed his transformation, Lin Xuan would not let him succeed so easily.

More magical power poured in as he stretched out his hand. The Magic Fate Sword appeared in his palm.

At this moment, numerous attacks converged on them. The ten golden-armored puppets gathered together, using their weapons to pierce and slash ahead.

Many thunderbolts, ice arrows, and sword blades appeared, with the power of these armored warriors roughly equivalent to late-stage Profound Core cultivators. However, standing together, they formed a formation that was both offensive and defensive in layers, far more powerful than when fighting individually.

The dragon and tiger were not idle either. Their deafening roars echoed as they assisted from the sides. Lin Xuan would find it difficult to eliminate them instantly.

While their strength did not match his old fiend's four disciples, their coordination was even more troublesome.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely grim; this way, the opponent achieved their goal, but he could only watch helplessly.

However, he naturally would not let things worsen.

With a wave of his sleeve, more sword beams appeared, attacking those golden-armored puppets. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan emitted a low growl, causing the flame zombie crows to fiercely attack the dragon and tiger. With their strength, they could not defeat them but were certainly capable of restraining them.

Lin Xuan then took out the Mountain Water Fan, revealing a river dozens of meters wide above his head as the water surged and poured towards the puppets.

Although the opponent had an array assisting them, as lifeless objects, from some perspectives, their cooperation was even more默契: understanding or harmony through unspoken agreement than that of cultivators. However, they were only equivalent to late-stage Profound Core cultivators; how could they compare to Lin Xuan now?

Crackling sounds filled his ears as he hacked through the puppets into several pieces. Then, he turned and charged at two more spirit beast souls.

Roar!

The tiger bent its body and spat out a fire bomb from its mouth.

Dangerous!

Lin Xuan felt the spiritual power within it and swiftly dodged using Nine Heaven Microstep. The fire bomb landed over a thousand feet away in the sea.

Boom!

The seawater within several acres was almost completely evaporated, with countless water vapor spreading outward, creating thick white fog so dense that one could not see five fingers.

This clearly demonstrated its power!

At this moment, Lin Xuan had already teleported next to the tiger soul.

The tiger showed no fear as it opened its blood-filled mouth and fiercely bit towards Lin Xuan.

"畜生找死: damn yourself like an animal!"

Lin Xuan laughed in anger. He was not an ordinary cultivator; he did not dodge but instead performed a miraculous act, inserting both hands into the tiger's soul’s mouth, then gripping its upper and lower jaws with a loud shout.

Ssssh...

The fierce tiger, equivalent to early-stage Profound Core cultivators, was actually torn in half by Lin Xuan from its mouth.

A purple glow flickered as its soul naturally vanished.

Brutal was the only description.

The remaining dragon did not help but show fear.

Originally, when refining talismans, one would erase the wisdom of spirit beasts. However, their instincts remained. Seeing a companion fall, it dodged and hesitated to attack. But Lin Xuan naturally would not let it go. He flashed his body and appeared above the dragon's head.

The dragon felt something was wrong and struggled desperately but could not shake off Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan held its horn with one hand while forming a fist with the other, shouting loudly as he rained blows down.

Although the soul did not have a physical form, the things refined into Spirit Beast Talismans were different. Loud thuds echoed in his ears as he moved to the dragon's tail and grabbed it. He then threw it like a javelin, spinning several times before forcefully sending it flying.

With both hands clapping together, a massive sword beam appeared.

A hundred meters wide, it was extremely dense, fiercely falling down. The dragon immediately separated into head and body.

The entire process seemed complex but took only a few breaths. Then, a cold voice echoed: "Good, good, you managed to dispose of my subordinates so easily."
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Chapter 1697 - Lin Xuan's Madness (Fourth Update)

Bang

There was no suspense as the light beam struck its target. The seawater splashed apart, revealing nothing of Lin Xuan’s whereabouts.

Tricked!

The Poison Dragon Ancestor was shocked and realized his opponent was cunning like a fox, having been outmaneuvered.

Frustrating!

But he couldn’t afford to be angry or alarmed as a powerful aura suddenly rose from thirty meters to the left. Lin Xuan had surfaced from beneath the sea.

He wore a red cloth on his head, which he had used to conceal himself just now. Otherwise, how could he have fooled a Daoist of the Profound Void stage with mere breath control?

The Poison Dragon Ancestor was no stranger to such tricks; if they were caught out once, he could try again and misdirect them in another direction.

The first water column was a decoy, but so was the second.

In terms of strength, the old monster did have an edge, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t fall behind when it came to confidence.

With a roar like that of a wild beast, the Poison Dragon Ancestor lowered his head and clasped his hands in a gesture of fatigue. His giant spider body folded inward, its eight legs contracting as if wrapping itself up. The scales on its surface rapidly grew at an incredible rate.

Boom

The phantom lion showed no fear, charging straight into one of the nearby light spheres.

Instantly, the sky was filled with rainbow hues, the dark night transformed by the brilliant light from the battle.

No, not red.

A green glow emerged, quickly overwhelming the red light.

Then a blue glow appeared...

In that area where the light was most intense, a rumbling sound like distant thunder echoed.

It grew louder and more resonant, making one’s heart race. If it were ordinary people, they might have vomited blood from the sheer intensity of it all.

Lin Xuan poured his remaining energy into the attack with no reserve, his face pale as he felt himself on the verge of collapse due to excessive mana expenditure. His physical condition was so poor that he couldn’t prepare a second wave of attacks, which would be disadvantageous.

But Lin Xuan was well-off and waved his sleeves to reveal an elegant glass bottle flying out.

Opening it, the refreshing fragrance spread, and just by inhaling it, Lin Xuan’s complexion improved slightly. He then drank a drop of immortal milk from it.

The essence in his dantian and sea of energy rapidly replenished him, flowing through his body like a stream to his limbs.

His face turned rosy as he opened his eyes wide. Now was too late for another attack, but the previous one had nearly drained all his mana. Even a Daoist of the Profound Void stage would be hard-pressed after such an effort. He needed to see the outcome before deciding what to do next.

As he thought this, it was indeed his only choice. The dust gradually cleared, and any signs or sounds of the battle were gone as if nothing had happened.

Impossible!

Lin Xuan exclaimed in shock. It wasn’t that he lacked cunning; everything here was just too... unbelievable.

He saw the old monster’s body unfold, showing no wounds despite losing a significant amount of energy. If not for witnessing it firsthand, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have believed anyone who told him this.

How could this be?

The Heavenly Dao Treasure wasn’t an ordinary item. Lin Xuan had obtained it long ago and its power had steadily increased with his growth in strength.

It had never failed to secure victory against opponents.

Even the last time facing those saints from the city, a Daoist of the Profound Void stage, the Poison Dragon Ancestor’s attack had left him in dire straits. But this time...

Facing such an unbelievable scene, Lin Xuan felt his confidence shaken.

The enemy was even stronger than he imagined.

In fact, it gave him the feeling that he couldn’t possibly defeat them.

Was this... the true strength of a Daoist of the Profound Void stage?

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression complex. If any other cultivator were in such a situation, they would likely despair. After all, no matter how strong one is mentally, there’s always a limit to their endurance.

Lin Xuan wasn’t exempt from this either, but he hadn’t been pushed to the brink yet. Similar dangerous situations had occurred before.

Back then, as an intermediate-stage Soul Core cultivator, facing attacks from a Separation stage opponent was no different.

The only difference now was that he wasn’t alone. Mo Er accompanied him and they shared a bond of brotherhood with their lives intertwined. Together, they had held their own against Huì Tōng.

But this time, it was just him.

Laughter aside, Moon’s whereabouts were unknown after four hundred years. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but think about her.

In his dreams at night, he often saw her.

If Mo Er were here, they could work together and not be afraid of the old guy.

These thoughts raced through his mind as a sudden irritation washed over him. Suppressing emotions for too long can lead to an overwhelming sense of frustration once unleashed.

Lin Xuan was consumed by his longing for Moon, his thoughts swirling with emotion. His chest felt like it would burst from the intensity of his feelings. He just wanted someone to fight against.

Despite his cautious nature, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be swayed by human emotions. Even the most rational person has moments of passion.

And he had long harbored a grudge against the Poison Dragon Ancestor, so this opponent’s strength was now irrelevant.

Lin Xuan's eyes turned bloodshot as he roared, "Even if it takes me to the Profound Void stage, I’ll fight you!"

Mana surged from him. There was no need for subtlety; his next move was a powerful attack. The Long Spear of the Snow Fox King shot out, a space-manipulating treasure that Lin Xuan had previously cherished and never used.

Now he unleashed it directly at the opponent, its power far greater than before.

His staff also flew out, the sentient Buddha Treasure radiating light as it appeared in his vision—a golden lion towering over him. It opened its mouth to release a beam of light while lunging forward with all four legs.

Lin Xuan moved even more dramatically, vanishing from sight as he shifted positions in an instant.

Lin Xuan’s ferocity left the Poison Dragon Ancestor speechless. He knew Lin Xuan possessed a Heavenly Dao Treasure and had seen him take a hit earlier, but it was clear that wasn’t how things appeared on the surface.

It was all an act.

Of course, the Poison Dragon Ancestor did this not out of pride, but to undermine Lin Xuan’s confidence. After all, in battle, confidence is as crucial as strength.

If Lin Xuan lost his confidence, his fate would be clear even to a blind man.

Psychological warfare was key.

Thus, after taking a hit, the Poison Dragon Ancestor feigned immense power and acted as if nothing had happened, aiming to crush Lin Xuan’s confidence.

He knew this came at a cost; using his body’s energy reserves, which took centuries to accumulate, was painful. He had to weigh the benefits against the drawbacks.

The attack from the Heavenly Dao Treasure was devastating, but he had taken some damage and forced himself to endure it. This act of feigned nonchalance would only worsen his injuries in reality.

The Poison Dragon Ancestor’s efforts were well-intentioned, but Lin Xuan's reaction far exceeded expectations.
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The opponent did not crumble under the pressure but instead went berserk. His eyes were bloodshot, as if he had an unspeakable grudge against Lin Xuan.

Why was this happening?

Toxic Dragon Patriarch's face showed surprise; of course, he didn't have time to ponder it deeply. Seeing Lin Xuan charging at him like a madman, Toxic Dragon Patriarch also grew angry.

"Are you so reckless that you don’t know when to die? Don’t I fear a mere Separation Period cultivator?" He made no move but the giant spider opened its fangs.

"Pfft, pfft," two blackish things shot out from inside. Although they couldn't be clearly identified, they seemed to meet Lin Xuan's treasures head-on after a brief flash.

"Whoosh," the two massive webs appeared in front of him, reeking of stench and wrapping around Lin Xuan.

The intent was clear; he wanted to destroy Lin Xuan’s physical body first before capturing his essence and tormenting him. This old monster wasn't kind at all; he was even ruthless to an extreme.

Lin Xuan seemed just as mad, raising a fist without hesitation and striking again.

This scene was similar to what had happened earlier. Lin Xuan intended to repeat the same mistake, but this time, he would be more cunning.

The old monster's face showed amusement, but he failed to notice that Lin Xuan’s bloodshot eyes flashed with mockery.

Just as his fist reached mid-air, a trio of colored flames appeared.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire!

Lin Xuan couldn't possibly have been completely unprepared. From past experiences, even in anger, this principle was clear: use the enemy's move against them.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire was one of his trump cards.

However, Lin Xuan’s danger wasn’t over; being hit by those spider legs could be fatal.

As he saw that Lin Xuan couldn't dodge, a dazzling golden light flashed into view.

Little Luo Tianxiang!

The nine heads and eighteen arms reappeared. Those arms blurred as swords, spears, and halberds appeared in their hands.

These treasures were from his momentary storage bag; they were taken out to deal with the emergency.

You have eight legs? This young master has more.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the Golden Body Form clashed with the spider legs.

But this was just a side show. The real attack came from their fists.

"Boom," they collided.

But after the initial loud noise, it became silent; the hidden strength was merely illusory. No matter how hard or strong you are, can you really withstand my Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire with bare hands?

After multiple advancements, Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire could even freeze space itself.

Although subtle, this involved spatial secrets, and among all the heavenly realms, spatial abilities were the hardest but most powerful.

Even a Void Profound Period cultivator couldn't possibly be involved. Toxic Dragon might not have lost everything in one move, but being ambushed was no good either.

A deafening scream filled the air as Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire quickly spread up his arms.

This trump card indeed worked.

Toxic Dragon's aura flickered with spiritual energy; he still couldn’t extinguish it despite all his efforts.

"You vile brat! I will draw your soul and refine it."

With a roar, Toxic Dragon spat out a crescent-shaped light wave that circled around his shoulders before severing both arms.

Cutting off the arm!

Toxic Dragon's ruthlessness was commendable. But Lin Xuan didn’t care; he punched towards the opponent’s head with his fist still in motion.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire had proven effective, so he would use this move. Once it touched the head, could you really cut it off?

Lin Xuan’s plan was correct.

But Toxic Dragon wasn't stupid and wouldn’t fall for the same trick again. He vanished from sight as if nothing happened; his Corpse Retreat Technique seemed even more mysterious than Nine Heaven Microsteps.

Seizing this opportunity, Lin Xuan couldn’t let go. He threw a talisman, and Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire transformed into a colorful phoenix chasing after Toxic Dragon.

Simultaneously, he raised his right hand, revealing the dark black gourd in his palm.

Several incantations later, the size of the treasure rapidly increased to over ten feet, red light flickering as countless lightning bolts converged at its center. It transformed into a massive sand dragon pursuing the opponent.

Almost simultaneously, Buddhist chants echoed; the lion’s head, which had been enchanted by the Buddha Talisman, emitted a circle of colorful light with faint images of Arhats and Buddhist sages appearing within.

Great Compassion Golden Wheel?

No, it was just similar to that technique.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He hadn’t expected such power from this treasure.

The Buddhist sect had always had the effect of subduing demons and evil spirits. As a result, where the Buddha light reached, the spider webs melted away.

The lion rushed out without Lin Xuan’s command, chasing after the sand dragon.

Toxic Dragon's face turned even more ugly as he unleashed his ferocity. A sinister look flashed across his face before he bit his tongue and spat out black blood mixed with primordial energy.

It transformed into a massive light ball that clashed with Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but when it faced the phoenix, they fought evenly for some time.

After Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire touched him, he couldn’t extinguish or remove it. But even so, there were still ways to deal with it.

He was indeed a formidable old monster of Void Profound Period.

Then, he puffed his cheeks and spat out several treasures.

One looked peculiar, resembling an umbrella fan.

Originally as flat as a leaf, after absorbing primordial energy, it rapidly grew in size.

A black wind rushed out, expanding to cover an acre. The howls of ghosts and spirits filled the air, enveloping both the sand dragon and the lion.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened; he felt something was wrong. He shouted loudly: "Break!"

Boom!

Thunderous lightning exploded, but the lion kept emitting light projectiles, unable to break free… Lin Xuan grew anxious. Just then, spatial fluctuations occurred.

A red-crimson divine sword appeared in his vision.

It reeked of stench and arrived strangely. When Lin Xuan noticed it, it was only a few feet away from him.

Damn!

He had no time for Nine Heaven Microsteps; he could only sidestep to avoid being gutted. But the sword pierced through his right chest.

In that moment, Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in shock.

The Green Flame Qilin Armor seemed as flimsy as paper and offered no protection at all.

How sharp was this divine sword? And why did it appear so strangely?

He should have used such a move from the start. He couldn’t possibly withstand it.

Thoughts raced through his mind, "Cough, cough, cough." Blood seeped out of his mouth; he hadn't suffered such severe injuries in a long time.

His lung tissue was pierced.

Moreover, the sword had剧毒. Fortunately, Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire provided immunity, or he would have died from poisoning alone.

On the other side, Toxic Dragon wasn’t doing much better. He used a sword to injure Lin Xuan but ended up bleeding as well, his face pale like paper, seemingly using some powerful secret technique to drive this treasure.

Lin Xuan noticed a talisman in front of him; it was very peculiar and unfamiliar, yet somewhat familiar.

Talisman Treasure?

No, it didn’t seem like something from the Spirit Realm. It seemed to be made of pure demonic energy.

Could it be a treasure from the Demon Realm?

"You brat! This item is one left over from the last battle between the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm. I used it to fight cultivators of your rank, and I was reluctant to use it. Unexpectedly, I had to use it against you. A mere Separation Period cultivator like you can already be proud."

Toxic Dragon’s voice filled Lin Xuan's ears with venom. However, this explanation clarified his suspicions; the Demon Realm talisman treasures were so difficult for even Void Profound Period cultivators to drive, could it have been made by a Demon Sovereign?
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With too many doubts in his heart, Lin Xuan had no time to ponder. The aura of malevolence was surging skyward, and he found himself trapped in an unprecedentedly dangerous situation.

Since entering the cultivation world, Lin Xuan had faced life-and-death situations multiple times, but never before had it been as perilous as now.

The lung leaf in his chest was pierced by a higher-stage Daoist Void enemy. The treasure item in his hand was also awe-inspiring; although he didn't know who had forged the talisman artifact, its terrifying and bizarre nature far surpassed even the Demon缘 Sword.

While the treasure items were tempting, Lin Xuan no longer wanted them at this moment. Borrowing a phrase from the mortal world: money is but an external thing; preserving one's life was most important.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan emitted a bluish-green glow all over his body. His hands traced strange trajectories in mid-air as ancient incantations entered his ears.

The intonation was extremely peculiar and different from any current language, seemingly coming from the ancient era.

Phantom Illusion was incredibly subtle—this was also why Lin Xuan had confidence to face the Toxic Dragon Ancestor.

Instantly a thousand miles!

If he couldn't fight back, running away would always be an option.

Facing the Elder of the Holy City last time, Lin Xuan did exactly that. But this time, it failed.

A flash of the demon sword revealed a pure and bloody aura expanding outward. The originally dark sky quickly filled with blood-red light, as if it had life, spreading wildly in all directions. Even the reflection on the sea was dyed an eerie color.

The area within several dozen miles was completely engulfed by this scene, suffocating to behold.

Lin Xuan's bluish-green glow turned red, then five-colored lights spun around him, looking ancient and mysterious.

These spiritual lights grew rapidly, concealing his figure. Soon after, a dull explosion echoed in his ears as he saw an unbelievable sight: numerous Lin Xuan images appeared before vanishing one by one.

"Dead!"

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor's face showed a hint of amusement. His complexion turned even paler, as if his mana and essence were being sucked away.

A dozen feet away, the demon sword became increasingly bizarre, emitting boundless malevolence, then vanished from sight.

Sizzle…

Space was torn apart, and a scream filled Lin Xuan's ears. He stumbled out of it with his hand covering his abdomen, crimson blood seeping through.

What kind of treasure item could actually shatter reality and easily break through Phantom Illusion?

At this point, Lin Xuan felt truly hopeless.

Would he really die in the middle of all these calculations, falling into a trap here?

He had already exhausted all his abilities—whether it was a Heavenly Dao Treasure or a secret technique hidden away. None worked. Even escape opportunities were now gone. What should he do?

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor wasn't having an easy time either. Using this magic item came with great costs, and the young man managed to dodge its critical points twice in a row. Damn it! He couldn't let him survive another time.

He must strike to kill!

"You won't struggle anymore. Just clean your neck and wait to be slaughtered!"

With the old monster's venomous voice echoing in his ears, the demon sword activated again, but this time without breaking reality, moving at an extremely high speed instead.

This was less costly, but for Lin Xuan, the threat remained terrifying. His abdomen and right chest were pierced through, leaving him with a severe injury that wasn't life-threatening but certainly critical.

Biting his teeth, Lin Xuan injected all his mana into his eyes. He no longer cared about his injuries; he would first push the spirit eye technique to its limit.

His entire eye was enveloped in silver light as an unusually blurry shadow finally appeared. Even with this, his situation remained extremely dire. Without injury, he couldn't dodge it either.

"Use a treasure item for defense?"

This seemed feasible, but the demon sword's sharpness far surpassed even Heavenly Dao Treasures; the Green Flame Qilin Armor was like paper and easily pierced; the Black Gold Dragon Shield had already been destroyed…

In truth, Lin Xuan knew that even if this treasure were intact, it would be useless.

Perhaps the Thousand Illusion Jiaotou Shield in Mo'er's hands could block it, but on his body… Desperate!

Just as he was facing life and death, a glimmer of light flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. He flicked his sleeves, and a square treasure item flew out, golden yellow with five coiling dragons at the corners and center.

It looked like an imperial seal from the mortal world but more magnificent.

He didn't fully understand its true purpose, but it was incredibly sturdy. Desperate times called for desperate measures; Lin Xuan had no choice but to use this.

Even if it could only slightly stall him, that would be good enough.

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor naturally noticed this, showing disdain. What kind of trash treasure item did he think could block his magic weapon's attack? Suicide!

This time, he wouldn't give Lin Xuan any chance. The treasure aimed for his heart.

The Five-Dragon Seal also stood there.

Soon, the attack arrived and collided with it fiercely.

What followed was a strange scene.

Silent and invisible, the sword seemed to be sucked in.

Not pierced but integrated; the process felt like mana being injected into the treasure item.

Though the entire process was swift, for some reason, it appeared as if a mysterious force had slowed everything down. Lin Xuan and the Toxic Dragon Ancestor could see every detail clearly.

When the tip of the sword touched the surface of the Five-Dragon Seal, the seal seemed to become like water, allowing the sword to pierce through and swallow it completely.

The magic weapon vanished!

As if it never existed.

Not… not only that. The strange red aura in the sky also converged toward the Five-Dragon Seal, being sucked inside.

"This…"

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor was nearly speechless. If he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, he wouldn't believe it. He muttered to himself like a madman: "Impossible… This treasure item is from when we fought the Demon Realm back then; its power even surpasses Heavenly Dao Treasures. How could it be absorbed?"

Lin Xuan's expression was similar. His greatest hope was that the Five-Dragon Seal would block, but he never expected such an outcome.

What kind of treasure item was this? It seemed to have secrets beyond comprehension.

Before his thoughts fully formed, the Five-Dragon Seal in front of him began to change. A black dot appeared on its surface and quickly spread until it turned pitch-black like ink. Then, a pure malevolent aura emanated from within.
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The already pitch-black sky grew even darker, so dark that one could not see their own hand in front of them. The darkness was absolute, and the eyes were useless, much like a blind man. Fortunately, Lin Xuan was an cultivator; he could still see clearly with his divine sense, even without relying on his physical eyes.

Terrifying demonic energy surged out from the treasure before him, so pure that it seemed almost unnatural. The Five-Clawed Seal appeared to have transformed entirely into a demonic artifact.

At this moment, a strange incantation suddenly appeared in Lin Xuan's mind.

The incantation was very short but its pronunciation had never been heard before—something he had neither seen nor even heard of. Such things would not be recorded in any ancient texts or books.

Yet it was clearly imprinted on his mind.

A look of confusion flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes as a voice urged him to act, though he hesitated and wasn’t sure if he should follow this advice.

Was what Hua Yang said right or wrong? What would be the consequences?

But Lin Xuan didn't have much time to ponder. The Elder Toxic Dragon was already in a state of shock.

"Wh-What is this monster?" he wondered, his heart racing as he felt a wave of pressure from the claw that seemed to dwarf him.

He couldn’t believe it was just a claw. It felt like facing a higher existence, a mere ant before such power. This thing must have a significant origin!

In his panic and anger, he spat out blood and tried to activate his treasure. However, the claw moved, shooting a beam of light from its nail. The beam was so vivid that it couldn't be described in words.

With a roar, the beam dried up the sea surface, distorting and collapsing space. Its power far exceeded anything Lin Xuan could imagine or comprehend.

The Elder Toxic Dragon, who had nearly killed him, vanished in an instant under this light beam. Lin Xuan was left speechless, struggling to accept what had happened.

This battle was full of twists and turns. After being almost defeated by the demon sword, he ended up winning in a hazy state. The vortex in the sky had disappeared, and there was no trace of the claw.

With a snap, the Five-Clawed Seal fell. Lin Xuan quickly conjured a green light to wrap around it and bring it back before carefully examining it. The seal seemed unchanged, but the pure demonic energy that had been integrated into it had vanished without a trace.

"What secrets does this thing hide?" Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he bent down, coughing up blood. This injury was severe, and he would deal with the Five-Clawed Seal later. For now, he needed to leave this place.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan flew away like a small island.

Despite the intense battle, they had managed to avoid this small island. Otherwise, it might have been completely destroyed by now.

Meanwhile, thousands of miles away on Red Leaf Island, two old monsters were enjoying themselves in the city lord's residence.

The sound of music filled the air as several beautiful female cultivators danced gracefully.

"White Bone Daoist, where did you gather these women? Each one is a top choice in terms of both talent and appearance."

"Haha, how so, Fellow Daoist Qi? Let’s be honest. A few cauldrons are nothing to me. If you’re happy, I’ll give them all to you," White Bone True Monarch said, stroking his beard with an expansive smile.

"Brother Wei, your generosity is greatly appreciated." The Elder Toxic Dragon was overjoyed at the offer, despite his ugly appearance and short stature. With so many beautiful women, he couldn’t help but drool. But before he could accept, his face suddenly turned pale.

His wine cup shattered with a loud crack as he let out an angry cry. A wave of malevolent energy spread across his face, filled with murderous intent.

"Ah!"

The female cultivators were merely at the base level of foundation consolidation cultivation and couldn’t withstand such a surge of killing intent. They all fell to their knees, trembling in fear.

Even White Bone True Monarch was startled, showing confusion on his face: "Fellow Daoist Qi, what’s going on?"

"My outer manifestation has been destroyed."

The Elder Toxic Dragon roared with anger but had a hint of panic in his eyes. He knew the power of his outer manifestation well; once unleashed, it could rival even his true form. How could it be so easily destroyed?

Was it because there were too many opponents or was there a mid-stage foundation consolidation cultivator involved?

These thoughts flashed through his mind, but this wasn’t the most important thing. The place where his outer manifestation guarded held countless treasures he had collected over tens of thousands of years. Could they have been stolen by the enemy?

Thinking about it, even as an old monster at the foundation consolidation stage, he couldn’t help feeling agitated.

"Absolutely not, I must return to the Toxic Dragon Island to see what’s happening."

"Fellow Daoist Qi, this outer manifestation is just a single entity. There's no need to be so concerned. If you really want to, we can re-cast one in time. Right now, protecting the mineral veins from the sea creatures' covetousness should be our top priority," White Bone True Monarch said slowly.

"Fellow Daoist Wei, I know this outer manifestation is special. Regardless of what happens, I must go back," the Elder Toxic Dragon said with a bitter smile.

"Fellow Daoist Qi, if you do this, it’s like leaving me to deal with this mess." White Bone True Monarch frowned and waved his sleeves.

"Even if I leave it to you, White Bone, don’t try to detain me. Don’t be so presumptuous," the Elder Toxic Dragon said coldly. Even a clay figure had some temper, and he was already at his wit’s end after such a drastic change. He would bite anyone who came near.

Before he could finish speaking, the Elder Toxic Dragon's demonic energy surged as if ready to act on any provocation.

White Bone True Monarch was initially furious but stopped when he saw what was happening. Was the Elder Toxic Dragon so enraged that one outer manifestation being destroyed warranted such a reaction? Could there be some hidden secrets behind this?

Though curious, he knew asking would only lead to rejection and silence.

"Haha, I was just joking. Fellow Daoist Qi, don’t take it seriously. As they say, gentlemen help each other in times of need. If you really have something urgent, go ahead. I won't stop you."

"Thank you for your kindness. I know the importance of this matter and will return as soon as possible," the Elder Toxic Dragon calmed down a bit. He bowed and transformed into a streak of light that flew toward the sky, vanishing in an instant.

White Bone True Monarch raised his head, looking thoughtful. Their cooperation was merely for mutual benefit. What had happened to the other party? Was it just the destruction of one outer manifestation? Unfortunately, he didn’t know the truth, but if he did, it might be beneficial to him!
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The Old Demon Dragon, anxious and agitated, rushed to the treasure-hoarding place. Such a minor incident was but a mere drizzle in the vast expanse of the Three Realms.

A butterfly flapping its wings could stir up a great storm a million miles away. Lin Xuan's unintentional quest for treasures had an impact far beyond his imagination.

The Cold Moon Realm, one of hundreds of small interfaces within the Spirit Realm, was far from the trash realms like the Eastern Sea. It excelled in terms of area, cultivator strength, resources, and the quality of spirit veins—far surpassing its counterparts.

Named after the Cold Moon Immortal who governed this realm, the term "Cold Moon" reflected his dominion over it. Although still short of true celestial immortals, these scattered immortals had entered a higher tier where their lifespans were barely constrained by age. Each time they faced a heavenly tribulation, their lifespans increased by hundreds of thousands of years, making them only a hair's breadth away from achieving eternal life.

The Cold Moon Immortal was one who had participated in the ancient war against the Netherworld and survived. Currently, he was teaching his beloved daughter, or rather, guiding her cultivation.

Previously a hard-core cultivator, the Cold Moon Immortal never indulged in female pleasures until becoming an immortal, whereupon he married many wives. However, as cultivators grew stronger, their reproductive capabilities diminished. It took him countless years to finally have a daughter.

The Cold Moon Immortal doted on his daughter immensely, but like a mother, he was often at a loss. His daughter, New Moon, had good potential and was supplied with vast amounts of pills, yet it still took her ten millennia to reach the Profound Void Stage.

Slower progress in cultivation wasn't an issue as long as she remained under his watchful eye. Even facing the primordial energy tribulation wouldn't be a problem.

However, spoiled by excessive pampering, New Moon, with boundless audacity, ventured into the lower realms to seek treasures of immortals, which was merely her playful escapade.

With the laws of the world changed, breaking through the void was now immensely difficult. It took considerable effort for him to send two Separation Period disciples down to retrieve her.

Thinking about his recent worries, the Cold Moon Immortal's anger flared up. Mud people had their share of fire. This dead girl was too unremarkable.

Just as he was about to scold her, a knock on the door interrupted him. The Cold Moon Immortal furrowed his brows and grew even more irritable. He had explicitly stated that no one should disturb him when teaching New Moon.

Wasn't it clear that these people were disregarding his orders?

However, despite his anger, he decided to see what was happening first.

"Come in."

Footsteps echoed as a white-haired old man with the face of an infant entered.

"Yellow Dragon, what's going on?"

Recognizing the visitor, the Cold Moon Immortal's expression changed to one of surprise. Although Yellow Dragon's power fell short of his own, he was still a notable figure within this realm. He had been sequestered in meditation and rarely received visitors. What could be so urgent?

"Brother Cold Moon," Yellow Dragon bowed respectfully with a look of urgency on his face: "Do you know? The talisman at the peak of the Void's End has just reacted."

"What?" The Cold Moon Immortal's eyes bulged, equally startled: "Can you confirm that this isn't a false alarm?"

"If I wasn't certain, I wouldn't have rushed to trouble Brother Cold Moon," Yellow Dragon smiled bitterly. "It was a message from Fairy Void's flying sword. She is personally guarding the talisman and waiting for us. Do you wish to see her?"

"Of course! The appearance of a treasure in the fairy palace is a matter of great importance. Has Fairy Void explicitly stated which treasure it might be?"

"There isn't a hundred percent certainty, but..."

"Then what?"

"The likelihood that it's the Five-Headed Seal is seventy percent."

The Cold Moon Immortal's face drained of color.

Other forces were also stirred by this news, though not openly. In the Three Realms, winds and clouds began to stir, but these events remained hidden.

In the Kingdom of Azure Peaks, another renowned small interface within the Spirit Realm, a Nine-Tailed Fox resided here.

As one of the three great demons in the Spirit Realm, her strength rivaled that of scattered immortals. With her charm, she could bewitch all beings. Her beauty was said to rival that of the Arrogant King of Deva in ancient times.

However, over a million years, few had seen the Nine-Tailed Fox's true face. She excelled at illusionary techniques so subtle they could even deceive the True Spirit Phoenix. Even if one saw her, who knew what form she was truly showing?

True and false are indistinguishable for the Queen of the Nine-Tailed Fox.

Behind a curtain, a slender figure obscured its face, barely visible. Yet, this faint shadow still exuded an irresistible allure.

Nine-Tailed Fox!

Before the curtain, a beautiful maid knelt, her beauty dazzling. In this palace of ten thousand foxes, there was no ugly person to be found.

"Queen, what instructions do you have?"

"Fairy Moon Rabbit has received word that the Five-Headed Seal has appeared. Please deliver this message."

"Yes!" The maid froze, her expression changing quickly but did not dare ask more, respectfully bowing and retreating.

"With the Five-Headed Seal appearing, blood will flow like rivers. Will chaos reign in the Three Realms once again?" A sigh echoed as the Nine-Tailed Fox seemed to see the scene from millions of years ago—floating corpses, blood flowing into the river. How many more souls would be tainted this time?

The Cold Moon Immortal and the Nine-Tailed Fox received word, so other scattered immortals and demon kings naturally wouldn't sit idly by either. However, their reactions were delayed as they focused on a smaller interface within the Spirit Realm.

Although this place couldn't compare to the Cold Moon or Azure Peaks realms, it was still one of the most resource-rich interfaces in the Spirit Realm.

In some Immortal's Abode and Treasure Land, pavilions and terraces stood amidst jade buildings. The sound of stringed instruments never ceased. Even if he hadn't visited the Celestial Realm, this scene wasn't too different!
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The master of this immortal mountain was the top-tier existence, Winged Dragon True Immortal. In cultivation circles, who hadn't heard his name? Although he had yet to transcend the Tribulation Period, his reputation as the First Beauty of the Spirit Realm was well-known throughout the universe.

At this moment, Winged Dragon True Immortal was hosting a grand feast for guests. There weren’t many—only about seven or eight people—who were feasting and drinking while watching beautiful maidens dance.

These individuals’ cultivation levels were no small matter; they were all at least Middle Stage Divination, powerful figures in their own right. In weaker sub-realms, they could easily sweep the land with just one person.

However, not everyone was like that. Sitting close to Winged Dragon True Immortal was a cultivator of Early Stage Profound Void.

Three long strands of beard gave him an appearance no older than forty. His face was square and stern.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be shocked. Former First Expert of the Human Realm, Waning Pavilion, had already entered the Profound Void stage. He hadn’t ascended to the Spirit Realm for only four hundred years.

A true genius!

Of course, this was partly due to Winged Dragon True Immortal’s guidance, but Waning Pavilion himself had worked hard and possessed exceptional talent. The saying "accumulating much before making a big move" applied here.

However, in the eyes of these Divination cultivators, he wasn’t as cold. He had to muster his spirits and join everyone at the feast.

Suddenly, a beam of light entered their line of sight.

Winged Dragon’s playful expression vanished, replaced by sharp intelligence. With a wave of his sleeve, the light disappeared before reappearing in his palm.

It was a flying sword message!

Winged Dragon injected his divine sense into it, and soon, his face took on an extremely classic expression—surprise, confusion, excitement, with a hint of lewdness.

"Senior Winged Dragon, what’s going on?" The others exchanged glances. After a moment, a scholar-dressed cultivator on the left spoke up: "Could you tell us?"

"Certainly," Winged Dragon True Immortal said with a satisfied smirk. "It's from an old friend. If it's true, this could cause chaos in all three realms."

"Chaos in the three realms?" The scholar was startled. "Friend, are you saying that our Spirit Realm, Netherworld, and Demon Realm will go to war again?"

The others couldn’t help but show interest. This matter affected everyone’s interests.

"It's hard to say if a war will start, but there will definitely be some form of interaction or conflict with the other two realms," Winged Dragon True Immortal said excitedly.

"Senior, may I ask why you look so happy? A war in the three realms means bloodshed and countless cultivators dying."

"Hah, what does it matter? Even if a full-scale war breaks out, I can still protect myself. This is also an unprecedented opportunity."

"Opportunity?"

"Yes, although I have the ability to tear through the void, it’s difficult for me to enter the Netherworld or Demon Realm on a regular basis without being killed by high-ranking existences from those realms. But if this message is true, entering them will be much easier. The Spirit Realm has many beautiful female cultivators, and I’ve heard that there are also many high-ranking demons and ghost women who are extremely attractive."

"Hahahaha..."

Waning Pavilion coughed up a mouthful of wine, and the other Divination cultivators were equally stunned. In the midst of a three-realm war where everyone’s life was in danger, this Waning Dragon True Immortal was thinking about beautiful demonesses and ghost women. He truly deserved his reputation as the First Beauty of the Spirit Realm.

The appearance of the Five Dragon Seal had far-reaching effects.

In the Demon Realm, one of the upper sub-realms on par with the Spirit Realm, it was vast beyond measure.

Unlike the Spirit Realm, which consisted of hundreds of smaller realms, the Demon Realm was a complete whole. Its size and boundaries were so immense that they could only be described as boundless.

It was said that during his reign, the Great Leader of the Demons wanted to know how far he could fly from his palace in one direction. After a hundred years, he still hadn’t found any end, forcing him to give up.

Even though this leader’s power was on par with True Immortals, his ability to tear through the void was clear. Yet after a century of flying, he couldn’t find the end of the Demon Realm.

In people's eyes, the Demon Realm was a very terrifying place, with an extremely grim and eerie environment. It seemed that every step could bring out monsters to devour them.

While this wasn't entirely wrong, it greatly exaggerated the truth.

The vastness of the Demon Realm meant there were many terrifying places, but there were also beautiful landscapes like paradises. Some areas were so enchanting they didn’t fall short of the Spirit Realm in any way.

This was a snow-covered ice plain, yet the air was thick with demonic energy. At the end of the ice plain stood a crystal palace-like structure.

Many ancient demons lived here, all high-ranking individuals.

Because this was the residence of Frost Soul Demon Ancestor, the most powerful existence among the ancients, known as the Demon Ancestor.

The Demon Ancestors were also ranked, with nine True Demon Primordial Ancestors being the strongest. Even compared to Loose Immortals, their power wasn’t inferior.

Frost Soul Demon Ancestor was one of the top three in the True Demon Primordial Ancestors, and his strength could be imagined.

However, this terrifying ancient demon looked no different from a young human woman. She was currently tending to flowers in a garden.

Unlike ordinary plants, all the vegetation here seemed to be made of ice, delicate and translucent.

Despite her beauty, she didn’t emit any mana, appearing like an ordinary mortal woman. However, even the evil-looking ancient demons dared not make a sound, their eyes filled with reverence as they secretly glanced at this woman.

At that moment, a maid-dressed girl entered the garden and bowed respectfully: "Report to Demon Ancestor, Tianyuan Senior has arrived."

"Oh, his injuries have healed. Let him come see me," the silver-haired girl said calmly.

"Understood!" The girl bowed and quickly left.

A few moments later, an elderly scholar-clothed cultivator entered the garden. He was still quite handsome, but that was just superficial. If Lin Xuan were here, he would be shocked because although his appearance had changed, the aura emitted by this man was identical to that of the ancient demon fragment he had destroyed on Penglai Mountain.

Of course, their power levels couldn’t be compared.

"Pay respects to Frost Soul Demon Ancestor," the man half-kneeling said.

"Tianyuan, you are also a Demon Ancestor. Why so formal?" The silver-haired girl’s voice was pleasant to hear.

Tianyuan’s eyes flashed with madness but quickly buried it deep within.

"You jest, Your Majesty. You are one of the True Demon Primordial Ancestors; how can I compare to an ordinary Demon Ancestor? Moreover, you saved my life and helped me purify that troublesome soul fragment. If not for your assistance, my current strength would be insufficient to even match a Demon General. The title of Demon Ancestor is just a joke."

"But with Your Majesty’s help, I’ve resolved past concerns and have become stronger than before. Such great kindness, Tianyuan would do anything to repay it. I wish to join Your Majesty’s ranks and serve at your command like a loyal dog."

These words were firm, and Frost Soul could tell that his sincerity was genuine. Just as she was about to speak, her expression changed, and with a slight flick of her hand, an incredible scene unfolded before their eyes. She actually tore through the void effortlessly, making it seem as simple as eating or sleeping. Then, she stepped into the void.

The sudden change left Tianyuan’s ancient demon in shock. After a moment's hesitation, he didn’t follow but instead waited there with his eyes gleaming.
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At this moment, a silver-haired maiden appeared in a Momentary Space, which contained nothing but a mystically intricate array of five colors.

Above the light array, several large golden characters floated: Five-Phoenix Seal.

"This treasure has actually come to light."

The maiden, whose expression had always been cold and unchanging like an iceberg, widened her eyes with surprise. After a moment, her face turned grim again.

With a wave of her jade hand, several extremely intricate talismans were cast, accompanied by ancient incantations. An indescribable demonic aura emerged from her body, shocking to the extreme.

The entire Momentary Space trembled as if it was about to collapse. However, with just one touch from the Ice Soul Demon Ancestor, everything returned to silence.

All the demonic auras were absorbed like a whale drinking water, infused into the array in front of him through secret techniques.

Wu...

It sounded like a mountain breeze passing by, followed by the sound of ghostly wails. As soon as the array condensed, dark demonic light suddenly flared up.

In the Spirit Realm, two large black characters appeared before her eyes. No matter how she tried to cast spells, she could not get any more detailed information.

"Could it be that the Five-Phoenix Seal is being concealed by something? Well, even if I don't know, those old monsters in the Spirit Realm are probably equally confused right now. As long as the Five-Phoenix Seal doesn't fall into their hands, it's already a great fortune for our demon realm."

The Ice Soul Demon Ancestor muttered to himself: "But this matter is too significant to ignore. However, with hundreds of small interfaces in the Spirit Realm, finding them would be like searching for a needle in a haystack. Hmph, the time to invade the Spirit Realm has not yet matured. But once the Five-Phoenix Seal appears, blood will flow like rivers. I'm sure those old fellows from the Netherworld Realm are already restless."

The Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's prediction was spot on. After the Five-Phoenix Seal came into being, the Five Kings of the Netherworld Realm immediately had some clues. The Arrogant King had already fallen, but over a million years ago, there were always rumors in the Netherworld Realm that the king hadn't scattered his soul and would eventually return to this realm one day. Therefore, the Arrogantr Tribe didn't have a new king; instead, they had a substitute chieftain.

On that very day, the chieftain met with the Five Kings secretly. Soon after, the Spirit Realm discovered numerous spies disguised as human and妖精族 members.

Their purpose was unclear, but each one was subjected to secret techniques to prevent soul probing. Once captured, any information about this mission would be automatically destroyed from their minds.

The various realms of the Spirit Realm were on high alert, knowing that only a few powerful beings had learned of the Five-Phoenix Seal's appearance.

Such actions by the Netherworld Realm carried a strong挑衅 flavor. Could they be planning to ignite a war between the two worlds?

In an instant, everyone was in a state of alarm, unsure of the true intentions of the Netherworld Realm and how many spies it had sent out that had escaped detection.

The风波 had yet to subside, but this seemed to have little to do with Lin Xuan. While the power of the Five-Phoenix Seal amazed him, there were more pressing matters at hand. He would address the issue later; for now, he needed to leave this place quickly.

Thus, without hesitation, Lin Xuan released his divine sense to confirm that the avatar of the Poison Dragon Ancestor had fallen. With a flash of his figure, he arrived atop the small island.

This treasure hunt was indeed full of twists and turns. Thinking back on the process, Lin Xuan shivered with cold sweat. He didn't dare linger as he scanned the island below. It was in ruins, though both of them had tried to avoid this area during their battle. Still, it had suffered some damage.

With a wave of his sleeve, a five-colored light beam shot out and wrapped around the rubble, revealing several bulging storage bags.

There wasn't time to check them now. Lin Xuan stowed them away in his waistband before another flash of his sleeve revealed a small, cleverly crafted spirit boat.

At this moment, he had been pierced through the right chest and abdomen by the other party, sustaining significant injuries. Naturally, he planned to use the spirit boat for travel, as it would allow him some time to recover.

With a flicker of green light, Lin Xuan appeared in the middle of the spirit boat. He pointed with his finger, and a buzzing sound filled his ears. The spirit boat was enveloped by a ball of green light and sped off into the distance.

Soon, it disappeared on the horizon.

A month later, in an unknown sea area.

The cacophony of demon birds' cries reached his ears, mixed with the screams and shouts of cultivators.

It was morning, and the dense fog had already dissipated under the sun's rays. The sea surface glittered with waves, but fresh blood occasionally dripped down, turning this small stretch of sea red.

Above the sea, a fierce battle was underway. Immortal swords flew about, and spiritual lights danced in the air. From the perspective of strength, high-ranking cultivators might not even bother looking at these low-ranking ones, but their ferocity left everyone on edge.

Low-ranking cultivators had their own struggles. Even in the resource-rich Spirit Realm, they were always the majority. The higher one's rank, the fewer there were.

They were fortunate to have a sect as support, though it was merely a second-rate one.

In the sky, more than ten cultivators were desperately casting various magical weapons and talismans against a monstrous bird with a single horn on its head, which was over a丈 in length.

The leading figure was a middle-aged man of about forty years old, who had an initial foundation stage cultivation level. The other men and women were all disciples at the Spirit Stage.

Though these monstrous birds looked fearsome, their abilities were not impressive; they were merely first-grade lower-tier demon birds. In one-on-one combat, they could not match these cultivators, but with over two hundred of them, the situation was clearly unfavorable for humans.

If this continued, it would be a certainty that all of them would perish.

The middle-aged man's expression turned dark as he suddenly heard a cry of pain. A male disciple had fallen, his neck twisted by the demon bird.

But his body didn't fall; instead, it was devoured by several dozen fierce birds. The sky was filled with blood rain, which frightened the disciples to their core.

The middle-aged cultivator sighed, as if finally deciding on a course of action. A determined look flashed in his eyes.

"Yan'er."

"Auntie Third Uncle, what do you want us to do? If we don't come up with an idea, we'll all perish here," said the seventeen or eighteen-year-old maiden.

Her long black hair cascaded like a waterfall, her oval face and small nose were striking. Her eyes especially drew attention; they seemed to speak when she looked around.
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A cute and likable young beauty, yet she exudes an extraordinary aura of valor. This young lady is a practitioner at the Flexible Spirit Period, just one step away from Foundation Establishment. Among those present, her cultivation level ranks second.

"Xiaoyan, I understand. We should quickly leave this place."

"But what about Uncle Senior?"

"I naturally need to hold them back here. If no one can stop the demonic bird's steps, how could you possibly escape?" said the middle-aged man with a bitter smile.

"No, Uncle Senior! How could we abandon you? We'll all go or none of us will," came another panicked voice, clear and crisp, belonging to a girl around sixteen or seventeen. Her appearance was somewhat similar to Xiaoyan's but more rounded, with a babyish plumpness on her face.

"Lin'ere, silly child! It won't help if you stay here; it would be better for one of us to leave," said the middle-aged man with a bitter smile. "Your sister and so many disciples are still alive here. If I return, how can I explain this to the sect leader?"

"..."

The young girl was about to argue when Xiaoyan's voice cut in decisively: "Lin'ere, you don't need to say anything. Uncle Senior has a point; we should leave."

"Sis…" Lin'er was greatly distressed.

"We can't just abandon Uncle Senior," said another honest-looking male disciple, his face flushed with anger. "If we go alone, even if we survive by luck, it will haunt us for life."

The commotion filled the air. Who would have thought that cultivators could be so selfless? At least this sect seemed to be an exception, where everyone was deeply connected.

"..."

Xiaoyan's pretty face turned pale. It wasn't because of the rude words; rather, her young brothers and sisters were too naive. If they kept arguing like this, it would only make them look bad.

"How...?" The middle-aged man looked uncomfortable. While their sect might be close-knit, as cultivators, they knew that other practitioners wouldn't hesitate to take advantage of a situation if there was any benefit.

"What do you need to help us?"

The male and female disciples all eagerly watched, hoping for a chance at survival. In times of crisis, even the faintest hope could make a difference. But where did their hope lie?

"Ha ha, look at your faces; you're as poor as a church mouse," said the voice coldly. "Even if I bought everyone, the crystal shards wouldn't be enough to fill my teeth. But these two girls are quite attractive. If they agree to become my servants by signing a blood contract, it might be worth it for me."

"What...?"

Everyone was stunned. Xiaoyan's face turned even paler. Why sign a blood contract just to be a servant? The intent was clear; she would be forced into servitude or worse.

But there was no choice now. A determined look flashed across Xiaoyan's face: "Uncle Senior, you spare my sister, and I will serve you faithfully for life."

"Ha ha, what资格 can you have to negotiate with me? Whether to save anyone is just a matter of my whim," said the voice. "Not only you, but Lin'ere must also sign a blood contract with me."

"This...," Xiaoyan's face showed hesitation as Lin'er stepped out from among them: "Alright, you spare my sister, and I agree."

"Lin'ere, you're too young to serve your parents. Uncle Senior, please, spare my sister; let this latecomer be your servant..."

"No, sis...,"

Watching the sisters part ways in death or life, Lin轩 rubbed his nose. This joke had gone a bit too far, making him seem like an evil tyrant.

"Enough, enough. I was just joking to test your character. Don't worry about it," came the voice again, now sounding very amiable compared to before.

"Uncle Senior, you were just joking? We don't need to be your servants?" Lin'er was both shocked and delighted.

"Of course not. I travel alone; what use do I have for two maids?" said Lin轩 with a dry laugh, thinking it would be better if Mo'er were here.

"But we have nothing to offer you, Uncle Senior," the girl looked anxious.

"Why should you thank me? It's just a small favor," came a loud laughter. "Cultivators like yourselves are rare in this world; why can't I do something good?"

Before he could finish speaking, a fierce wind arose from nowhere and wrapped all the demonic birds inside it. Blood mist filled the sky as Lin轩's strength was more than enough to handle such low-level creatures with ease.

Thirty yards away, green light flashed, and a plain-looking young man appeared in mid-air—Lin轩 himself.

The senior was so young, leaving everyone speechless.

"Thank you for your assistance."

The middle-aged man bowed deeply, his face full of shock. There was no spiritual pressure emanating from him, yet the depth of his cultivation was unclear. Recalling that powerful strike just now, could this overly youthful senior be at the Condensation Core stage... or even the Immortal Core stage?

"Thank you, Uncle Senior."

The Xiaoyan sisters curtsied gracefully; they had been genuinely frightened earlier.

Other young men and women also bowed, their eyes filled with curiosity. This senior seemed no older than them.

Seeing this, the middle-aged man cleared his throat. Many high-ranking cultivators had peculiar temperaments. Even though he just helped them, if these disciples continued to offend him, he might end up eliminating them all.

"You are from the Hundred Grass Sect; where is this sea?" Lin轩's cold voice rang out. In the past month, he had been traveling on his spirit boat without rest and no map, so he didn't know where he was.

"Did you just arrive for a wander? It's understandable that you don't know," said the middle-aged man cautiously. "This vast sea is remote, known to few."

"The Vast Sea?"

Lin轩 was surprised; he had been in the Spirit Realm for four hundred years and knew the Eastern Sea well, but this 'Vast Sea' was new to him.

"The Vast Sea borders the human realm's outer territories and is adjacent to the Shark King," said the middle-aged man.

"Shark King?" Lin轩 was taken aback. Among the six sea kings, he wasn't the strongest, but he was certainly the most combative and known for his brutality.

"So your lives must be tough," muttered Lin轩.

"But what can we do? The Vast Sea is vast in area but resource-poor compared to other seas. Most cultivators here are small sects or lone practitioners. Good areas have already been claimed by high-ranking cultivators, so we just try to make a living," sighed the middle-aged man, his tone melancholic: "The hardships of low-rank cultivators, I doubt you can understand."

"Why not? I'm also a lone practitioner, starting from the lowest ranks and working my way up. I've experienced all this."

"Uncle Senior is also a lone practitioner?" Before the middle-aged man could speak, the round-faced girl with babyish features happily exclaimed: "Could it be that Uncle Senior plans to settle here in the Vast Sea? To be honest, compared to other seas, although this place is more desolate, there are several materials unique to it. If you want to stay long-term, we're a good choice; our sect's spirit veins might not be of the highest quality, but they are vast enough..."

The girl chattered on, her personality very easy-going. The middle-aged man tried to stop her, but it was too late. His face showed a mix of helplessness.

Lin'ere, that girl, had no idea about the dangers in the world; she thought anyone who helped them must be good. Cultivators compete with heaven, earth, and other cultivators; many old monsters act as they please, smiling one moment and turning cold the next.

Her actions were like inviting wolves into a den, but words once spoken couldn't be taken back now. Refusing would only anger the old monster.

The middle-aged man inwardly groaned. But what could he do at this point? Whether fortune or misfortune, he had to accept his fate.

Lin轩 saw every change in their faces clearly; how could he not know what they were thinking? A trace of mockery appeared on his face: "Is something troubling you, friend? No need to worry."
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Senior, you've misunderstood. If not for your timely assistance just now, we would have been devoured by the monster bird's sharp talons long ago. Although I am not particularly bright, I do know how to repay kindness. Besides, even if you didn't help us, it would still be an honor for us to settle in our Hundred Grass Sect. I'm overjoyed; there's no way this could have happened." The middle-aged man chuckled, his expression sincere but likely just a facade.

Lin Xuan did not reveal the truth and turned to look at several young cultivators: "What about you?"

"Senior, it is an honor for us that you grace us with your presence," one of them replied.

"Not bad, Senior. Our Hundred Grass Sect has beautiful scenery."

The phrase 'a calf does not fear a tiger' aptly described these young minds, which were still immature and unaware of the world's dangers. Their first encounter with Lin Xuan, a high-ranking cultivator who had saved their lives, made them eager to join his sect. However, there was a hint of hesitation in Lady Shangguan Yan's eyes.

She was both happy and worried about this development. She understood her senior's concerns but was greatly intrigued by the prospect of such a high-ranking cultivator. The conflict within her was intense; she wondered if her sister's innocent words would bring blessings or misfortune to their sect.

Regardless, things had progressed to a point where they could no longer control them. No matter what happened, they would have to proceed step by step.

Lin Xuan also had his own reasons for this approach. Although he was unaware of the dangers posed by the Five Dragon Fortresses, he knew that in the Eastern Sea, he had made many enemies.

While the world was vast and finding a secluded island might be difficult, one could not be too careful. If it weren't for good fortune, he might have already perished. The next time, such luck might not be guaranteed.

The saying goes: "A great sage can remain hidden in the midst of the city." Instead of seeking an isolated island as a hiding place, it was better to hide within a small sect where his presence would go unnoticed.

Moreover, this vast sea region had relatively fewer spirit veins compared to other areas. For Lin Xuan, who relied on ingesting pills for cultivation, it posed no problem.

This trip yielded rich rewards but also severe lessons. Lin Xuan decided he needed more time in seclusion. The next time he emerged, he would at least not be so humiliated.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan maintained his composed demeanor as the other cultivators flew eastward.

Three days later.

"Senior, look! That is our Hundred Grass Sect's Yuan Gui Island."

A clear and lively voice echoed. Over three days of companionship, Lin Xuan had been very amiable, except for the middle-aged man who remained respectful. The younger members were quite close to him.

Especially Lady Shangguan Ling, who was straightforward and lively, her personality resonating with Lin Xuan's. He could see a faint resemblance to his sister Moer in her. "Love the house, love the cat," as they say.

As for her elder sister, she was quite different. Although only one year older, she was very steady and composed in her actions. However, her cultivation level was low. Nonetheless, these two sisters were indeed promising talents.

Upon hearing Lady Ling's excited cry, Lin Xuan raised his head and extended his divine sense. A huge island appeared before him.

His divine sense could not fully encompass it, but the size of this island seemed considerable—certainly over a thousand miles in circumference.

Facing north from south, its shape resembled that of a turtle.

The name Yuan Gui Island was indeed fitting.

However, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he seemed to have discovered something. He remained silent for a moment.

"Senior, what is it?" Lady Shangguan Yan approached him. Although her cultivation level was low, she had keen insight.

"That is the main sect of your Hundred Grass Sect, but things are not peaceful here. A group of cultivators is provocatively challenging you on this island," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"What?"

The other cultivators were alarmed. Their low cultivation levels meant their divine sense could not cover such a vast distance. But they had no doubt about Lin Xuan's words and sped forward to investigate.

Soon, the island became clearer, with lush trees in sight.

Lin Xuan did not plan to reveal himself immediately but instead concealed his aura behind the crowd.

Above them, two groups of cultivators stood facing each other.

On one side were members from the Hundred Grass Sect, including men, women, and elders. There were about two hundred people, led by a plump woman in a palace-style robe, around thirty years old, with an attractive appearance that resembled Lady Shangguan's sisters.

She was the highest-ranking cultivator in their sect, at the early stage of condensing essence.

The opposing group had fewer members—about one hundred. Leading them was a man wearing red robes; even his hair was red. He wasn't ugly but somehow made people feel uncomfortable.

His cultivation level was low, at late foundation establishment stage, around twenty years old. Behind him were three elders, all at the condensing essence stage.

"Rainy Mist Fairy, my intentions are clear," the man said lazily. "If you marry my two daughters, our Heavenly Fire Sect and your Hundred Grass Sect will be closely aligned, mutually supporting each other. You can even become my mother-in-law. What's not to like? Why insist on being stubborn? Do you really want the Hundred Grass Sect to be eradicated from this vast sea?"

The woman in the palace robe clearly held back her anger, as the Heavenly Fire Sect was far above their level and could not afford to offend them.

"Friend Ancient, why force me into something I don't want? Forced marriages are never sweet," she said, trying to keep calm.

"Forceful marriages aren't sweet. Hahaha, in the cultivation world, might makes right. I extend courtesy first but will have no choice but to act if you refuse," the red-haired man's face showed a hint of murderous intent. How dare a mere Hundred Grass Sect defy him?

"Master, wait! Look, what is that?" one white-haired elder turned his head.

The red-haired man froze and followed suit.

A dozen streaks of light appeared, with Lady Shangguan sisters standing out prominently. Lin Xuan had concealed himself among the crowd, so they did not notice him for a moment.

The young master could not contain his joy. He had initially worried that the two girls might hide and be hard to find but was pleasantly surprised to see them here, having come of their own accord.
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"Haha, Senior, you're being too polite. I'll take you to the Forgetful Worry Valley right away," said the woman in a traditional court dress with a smile.

"Mother, I want to go as well," came Shangguan Ling's voice into his ears.

"Call this girl what she is; there's no need for her to come. Wait here while Mother accompanies Senior. There's something important that needs to be done." The woman in the court dress said with a hint of displeasure.

"Oh!" Seeing his mother's disapproving expression, Shangguan Ling felt wronged but dared not continue pestering her further.

"I beg your forgiveness," Lin Xuan gently brushed past her, showing signs of regret on his face. He then emitted a bright green light all over and flew towards the distance.

Lin Xuan's figure flashed as he turned into an inconspicuous streak of light following behind.

Soon enough, a beautiful little valley came into view.

Even before entering, he could smell the fragrance that seemed to come from many rare flowers and exotic plants inside.

Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings. "Purple Vine Flower, Clear Breeze Dew, Snowy Grass, Crystal Gourd… These are insignificant in my eyes, but for the Hundred Herbs Sect, they're invaluable treasures."

A thought struck him: "Is this your sect's herb garden?"

"Senior has keen eyesight. I didn't expect you to be so familiar with medicinal properties. Indeed, this was where our ancestor resided long ago. The air here is naturally most abundant in essence energy, hence the few plots of land we've cultivated for herbs," Shangguan Mudouyu said with a smile.

"Since it's such an important place, how can I reside here? If you insist, won't you be inviting trouble?" Lin Xuan chuckled. "Haha, Senior jests. Even if these herbs were given to me, you'd still find them too cumbersome. What more should I worry about?"

The woman covered her mouth and giggled: "Besides, with Senior guarding this place, I have no need to fear that the herbs will fall into the wrong hands. In a way, it's still an advantage for me. Please don't mind."

Lin Xuan smiled without replying, knowing full well she was just good at talking. She reminded him of Wu Yun from long ago.

Following her respectful guidance, Lin Xuan entered the Forgetful Worry Valley.

Indeed, the valley had a gourd-like shape with a small entrance leading to an expansive yet elegant interior. The scenery was picturesque and elegant.

"Senior, this is where our ancestor resided. Would you like me to show you around?" Shangguan Mudouyu raised her jade hand, revealing a silver令符 in the palm of her hand. A red light about as thick as a child's arm emerged from it, causing the milky white mist ahead to stir. Soon, a path made of green stones appeared before their eyes.

Rumble!

The cave door opened, revealing an expansive yet elegant cave dwelling.

"Senior, I've instructed all my disciples to replace all the furniture with new ones. You can move in now," Shangguan Mudouyu said respectfully. Then, her expression turned curious: "Senior, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan ignored it, prompting her to turn and look at the altar table. Hanging before the table was a painting.

It seemed very old, but with protective enchantments, it remained in pristine condition. The craftsmanship was exquisite, capturing life-like details.

Beside it hung a poem, though Lin Xuan wasn't interested in the words; his gaze fell on a young woman depicted in the painting.

She appeared to be around twenty years old, yet despite her youthful beauty, there was an air of沧桑 that made one wonder about her past experiences.

This woman was very beautiful, but what caught Lin Xuan's attention were other things.

With his deep-seated wisdom, he couldn't help showing surprise. He had seen this woman before; in fact, it was during a painting that they met last time.

Princess Phoenix!

The founder of the Spirit Phoenix Sect on Phantom Island and the creator of the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Technique. From their relationship, she could be considered his half-teacher.

Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted to know that Princess Phoenix had shattered the void and ascended to the spirit realm. He even heard from ancient demons that she had become a significant figure.

But the time of her ascension was so long ago that Lin Xuan never expected to find any trace of her.

"Senior, do you recognize this ancestor's friend?" Shangguan Mudouyu's voice filled with shock.

"Ancestor?" Lin Xuan only noticed a young woman beside Princess Phoenix. She had an attractive appearance and seemed to be in her teens. However, the age of cultivators, especially female ones, couldn't be judged by their looks.

He originally thought that the Hundred Herbs Sect was just a small sect, but now it appeared more complex than he imagined.

"Recognition is not necessary; however, Lin Xuan and this Phoenix Princess ascended from the same world. Though we haven't met, there's some connection between us," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"From the same world… Senior, are you a cultivator who ascended through the void?" Shangguan Mudouyu was shocked. Although her cultivation level was much lower than Lin Xuan's, she knew enough about the cultivation world. Breaking through the void and ascending here meant at least being in the Separation stage, with ascension cultivators usually having stronger combat abilities compared to spirit realm counterparts.

No wonder the Heavenly Fire Sect, Senior Lin completely disregarded them, effortlessly killing over a hundred cultivators with just a hand gesture.

Initially knowing that Lin Xuan's cultivation was beyond comprehension, she had assumed he might be at late-stage Core Formation. But it turned out to be Separation stage, which made her even more respectful and cautious.

"Hmm, since I've revealed some of my secrets to you, I hope you'll keep them confidential," Lin Xuan said with a smile but with a sharp look in his eyes that chilled the woman's heart.

"Rest assured, Senior. I understand and will not say anything that could bring trouble to you," Shangguan Mudouyu quickly replied respectfully.

Lin Xuan nodded, showing satisfaction: "Now, can you tell me what relationship exists between this Phoenix Princess and your sect?"

"Haha, even if Senior doesn't ask, I would still reveal it. It's not a secret. Our ancestor once met the Phoenix Princess by chance while out. They shared similar interests and became close friends. The painting was created during that period," Shangguan Mudouyu narrated calmly.

"Then what happened later?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"After living here for several hundred years, the Phoenix Princess left. Our ancestor then advanced to the Profound Origin stage and went to other realms," Shangguan Mudouyu continued.
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"Senior, why is your sect so weak if the Fairy of a Hundred Herbs has advanced to the Profound Abyss stage?" Lin Xuan pondered as he spoke. He had originally thought it was just an insignificant small sect, but now, things were quite different from his initial impression. For the Fairy of a Hundred Herbs to advance to the Profound Abyss stage, her talent alone wasn't enough; the cultivation techniques she practiced must be on par with those of other advanced practitioners.

"Senior, please forgive me for laughing at you," said Shangguan Mudouyu, her eyes filled with melancholy. Lin Xuan comforted her briefly. The vicissitudes of time and changes in the world were common; it was remarkable that the Hundred Herbs Sect had managed to survive through such long years.

However, there was still a question lingering in Lin Xuan's mind: if this Fairy of a Hundred Herbs was once a formidable figure, why would she set up her main base in such a desolate and remote area like the Great Wilderness Sea?

After some hesitation, he decided not to ask. Speaking too deeply before knowing more could be risky; there was plenty of time for further discussion.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan's expression softened as he looked at her: "There is fate, Senior. I come from the same plane of existence as you, and we have a slight connection. However, it's still a long way to go before reaching my goal."

Sighing, he knew that immediate solutions were not possible; for now, he needed to focus on his current tasks.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan left the cave dwelling and took out several array flags from his robes, setting them up around him. He wasn't worried about potential threats from the Hundred Herbs Sect; even with a thousand times their courage, nothing would happen. But caution was always wise, and he had grown accustomed to having some form of protection in his cultivation place.

After completing these preparations, Lin Xuan returned to the cave dwelling.

"Keh keh keh." He took off his shirt, revealing that his chest and abdomen wounds were still not healed. The magic sword's power was terrifying; its energy had invaded his meridians, which he had sealed with his spiritual energy. During his recent travels, he hadn't had the time to deal with it properly.

If he didn't address these issues now, how could he continue his cultivation?

With this in mind, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began to clear away the隐患.

First, he needed to remove the threat.

The wounds might be frightening on the surface, but the real problem was the sword energy that had invaded his body. Once it was expelled, healing such minor injuries would be a simple matter for a cultivator.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and delved into his body to investigate.

Near the wound, several strands of black energy roamed like demons, but they were all contained by Lin Xuan's spiritual energy, preventing them from escaping.

On the surface, it seemed that he had trapped these energies, but they remained in the nearby meridians. It was precisely because of their destructive effects that the wounds couldn't heal properly.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before sending out a small portion of his consciousness. This small version of himself was without a physical body, unlike an infant yin-yang spirit, yet he could still control his spiritual energy. The little guy stretched out his hands and nearby spiritual energy coalesced into a dragon-like form, which enveloped him as he rushed towards the black sword energy.

His goal was to capture it.

However, that sword energy seemed to have some sort of consciousness and didn't want to be captured, transforming into a small black snake. Lin Xuan wasn't concerned; he grabbed it with his right hand and teleported out of his body.

The black energy fell into his palm.

Then, the little version of himself reappeared from above his head, leaving only a tiny thread of sword energy in his hands.

Sss...

That thing transformed into a grotesque demonic creature.

"Hmph. You think you can still resist at this point?" Lin Xuan had no affection for it after its prolonged torment. He shook his hand, and three-colored flames appeared, enveloping the black energy.

It was just an insubstantial entity; could it really fight against his Illusory Heavenly Fire?

Indeed, although the black energy was fierce, it quickly vanished in the Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Lin Xuan's expression was satisfied. Just as he was about to retract the spiritual fire, a movement caught his attention.

He brought his hand close to his eyes and examined it closely.

After a moment, Lin Xuan said, "Not bad, not bad. This black energy has actually increased the corrosive power of my Illusory Heavenly Fire."

A loud laugh echoed through the cave, shaking the entire cavern. Lin Xuan wished he had more wounds so that there would be even more black energy to refine his Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Turning misfortune into fortune, Lin Xuan was naturally overjoyed.

The process might have seemed simple, but it actually took two hours. Feeling tired, he rested briefly before sitting cross-legged again and repeating the process of expelling and refining the black energy into his Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Two days passed quickly.

Lin Xuan finally refined the last bit of black energy into his Illusory Heavenly Fire. With the threat gone, he stretched out his hand and tapped a small jade bottle from his pouch.

He removed the stopper and the fragrance filled the air as he applied a white ointment to the wound.

Miraculously, the wound that was originally the size of a thumb began to heal at an incredible speed. In no time, Lin Xuan's skin looked brand new, completely unmarred by the magical incision.

"This flesh-generating and blood-invigorating balm works well," Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

This ointment was similar to common first-aid salves in the mortal world, but in the cultivation realm, such things were far more powerful. Reviving the dead wasn't possible, but reviving bones was not difficult at all; it was a simple matter.

However, this kind of "miracle drug" that could regenerate flesh and bone would be considered worthless in the cultivation realm.

There were many types of elixirs, but only those that increased one's spiritual energy or helped break through barriers were highly sought after by cultivators. Such healing ointments were mere trinkets; for example, this flesh-generating and blood-invigorating balm could be bought for just ten low-grade crystal stones.

With his injuries healed, Lin Xuan returned to his bedroom, where he washed himself with water.

He actually didn't leave the cave dwelling; as a Separation Stage cultivator, Lin Xuan could manipulate primordial energy. He directly took nearby water elemental energy and turned it into bathing water.

After cleaning up, Lin Xuan slept soundly for three hours. This trip had been very fruitful, but he nearly perished in the process. Now that his injuries were healed and he had a place to stay, he needed to rest properly.

The next morning, Lin Xuan felt refreshed as he arrived at the training hall.

With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light shot out from his waist, landing with several storage bags. Each was bulging with treasures, along with one piece of divine gold.

Wait, these storage bags were collected by the Ancient Dragon Grandmaster over many years; where did this divine gold come from?

Lin Xuan felt surprised but quickly realized that it came from the third floor of the last building in Danyue Sect's main base. The elixirs inside had been taken by Jin Yi, and they were incredibly powerful—eating them could boost a cultivator's realm several levels within two cups of tea.

Since he didn't know what happened to the elixir, it ended up in Jin Yi's hands. Later, Lin Xuan took action, reclaiming the divine gold from him.

If his memory served correctly, he hadn't researched this item before.

He had been careless; Lin Xuan rubbed his head but decided that studying it now wasn't too late.

With a wave of his sleeve, the divine gold was brought over. It was only one foot long and looked extremely delicate.

Lin Xuan held it in his hands, examining it closely. Unfortunately, there was only one elixir, which had been taken by Jin Yi. If he could have found another such item, he wouldn't need to fear encountering Profound Abyss cultivators anymore.

The divine gold itself wasn't a magical weapon; however, when Lin Xuan gripped it, it felt incredibly hard. He didn't know what material was used but suspected that it wasn't an ordinary object.

Unfortunately, even with spiritual energy input, there was no effect. Lin Xuan released his consciousness and searched inch by inch. Suddenly, he noticed a hidden compartment in the divine gold. Could this be...?

His thoughts raced as excitement surged through him. He carefully extended his finger and pressed it on a certain part of the divine gold, which opened with a click. A small jade box appeared!
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Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene, and despite his previous speculations, he found himself breathing heavily. The situation was identical to when Jin Yi had taken away the jade box last time; what kind of miraculous medicinal pills were inside was already clear.

Moreover, setting aside the miraculous medicinal herbs for now, the material itself of this jade box was Nine Heavens Rejuvenating Jade, one of the three divine jades in legend. It was also the most yang and rigid type. When used to refine fire attribute magical treasures, just a small amount could make the treasure's body extremely hard, greatly enhancing its fire attribute abilities.

This item, whether for personal use or sold on the market, would definitely be worth its weight in gold, considered material of divine level.

And it had special significance to him; it was one of the main materials used to refine the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array's fire swords.

With a flip of his hand, Lin Xuan took out another jade box. This one was empty, obtained after eliminating Jin Yi. But just for this empty box, he nearly clashed with Filigree Iblan.

The Filigree Young Master was no ordinary person; common treasures were beneath his notice. From this, it could be seen how extraordinary Nine Heavens Rejuvenating Jade truly was.

Lin Xuan placed the empty box aside and then took out what he had retrieved from a hidden compartment in his hand. Suppressing his excitement, he lightly tapped with his index finger, and the sound of a snap entered his ears as he easily opened it.

In the bottom of this small jade box lay a yellow silk cloth, occupying most of the space. At the center was a tiny bottle, made of blue-and-white porcelain, unexpectedly exquisite.

There were禁制符箓贴ed on top of the bottle. Lin Xuan didn't rashly tear them off but hesitated for a moment before closing his eyes. When he opened them again, his pupils had transformed into brilliant silver.

Past events serve as warnings for future ones. If his guess was correct, tearing this talisman would release its medicinal spirit. Lin Xuan didn’t want to risk it; he could always reseal it later. With his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes shining brightly, the bottle's surface became blurry, and a tiny light ball appeared in his vision. Inside it, a small pill, about the size of a bean, spun ceaselessly—this was the medicinal spirit.

Despite his previous speculations, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling excited when he confirmed it. Heaven had granted him this; with it, he now had another trump card.

To be honest, Lin Xuan wasn’t just relying on that one item. During his last encounter with the Toxic Dragon Ancestor's avatar, there was something else he had forgotten to use.

With a flick of his hand, a grayish talisman flew out from his sleeve. Don't judge a treasure by its appearance; what looks good isn't always valuable, and vice versa.

This Substitute Talisman was found in the night market of Nine Immortal City, having the same effect as the Daoist sect's substitute for tribulation. However, it required sacrificing one hand or foot, while this item could block a fatal attack on his behalf.

After counting these two treasures, Lin Xuan placed them together, ready to use them whenever he encountered danger in the future.

Feeling satisfied, Lin Xuan prepared to count other treasures when an unusual波动 entered the cave. His expression changed as he looked up and fired off a spell from his fingertips.

Snap…

The禁制 opened, and a burst of fire flew into the cave.

It was a transmission talisman.

Lin Xuan spread his palm, and it seemed to have a mind of its own as it fell inside. Then, he lowered his head and sank his spirit sense...

Soon, his expression darkened, and a cold smile appeared on his lips: "Truly fearless."

Before the words left his mouth, a fierce wind arose, and Lin Xuan found himself flying out of the cave.

Two faces appeared before him.

The Upper-Sky sisters were filled with anxious expressions. Seeing Lin Xuan, their joy was evident as they hurriedly bowed deeply in greeting.

"Please don't be so formal," said Lin Xuan. "You say that the Heaven Fire Sect has come to our Yuan Turtle Island for a reprimand? They are truly fearless."

Guang Yan performed a bow, her face filled with anxiety: "Senior, you previously eliminated one of their rogue members. That red-robed cultivator was the direct grandson of the Heaven Fire Ancestor. The old monster is enraged and has come to seek justice."

"Hmph. A mere First Stage Immortal, what right does he have to be so arrogant? Where is that Heaven Fire Ancestor now, and how are things going?" Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Fortunately, they haven't hidden their movements, and we found them in the nearby sea early on. Mother ordered everyone not to engage in battle but instead activate our protective array."

"That's a wise choice; your mother is very clever," Lin Xuan nodded approvingly. The only way was to minimize casualties by activating the protective array.

"We beg for your assistance, as this array won't last long."

Lin Xuan had no objection. Emotionally and logically, he couldn’t ignore such matters, especially with the connection to the Immortal Phoenix Fairy. He had promised to support them.

"Lead the way."

"Yes."

The two girls were overjoyed and flew ahead in unison like a streak of lightning. Lin Xuan followed at his own pace.

Exiting Forget-Worry Valley, the air was filled with malevolence; the situation seemed worse than he had imagined. Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he didn't dare delay further. His body emitted a green glow, enveloping the sisters and speeding towards the outside.

Lin Xuan’s evasive techniques were beyond compare, reaching their destination almost instantly.

Above a small hill, several hundred cultivators hovered in the sky; most of them were from the Hundred Grass Sect. Above them was a thick fog, which was undoubtedly the protective array's effect.

Inside the fog, thunderous sounds echoed continuously, and ice arrows and lightning fires could be seen flickering.

On seeing Lin Xuan, Upper-Sky Mudrain’s face turned from worry to joy as she bowed: "Senior, I apologize. We had no choice but to disturb you. Originally, we didn't want to trouble you, but our sect is weak. As the head of this sect, I lack the strength to resolve this crisis, so..."

"Do not blame yourself; it's a small matter."

Before he could finish speaking, an unpleasant voice rang out from above: "Lower-Sky scullery maid! You actually dared to kill my grandson. Are you mad? Thinking that hiding behind禁制 would protect you, I am here for revenge today. I will extract your soul and torment every member of the Hundred Grass Sect..."

The voice was not only unpleasant but also full of malice; it belonged to the Heaven Fire Sect's Supreme Elder.

"Hmph. A mere First Stage Immortal, what audacity! Senior Fellow Daoist, shall we go together?"
第一千七百一十章 好厚的脸皮

"Senior, as you have commanded, how could I dare to disobey?"

Shangguan Muduyu's face was filled with a smile. With Lin Xuan being such a powerful expert, the danger naturally dissipated. There was no risk at all; she would merely be an observer. Why should she refuse?

"Mother, and my sister also want to go."

A clear voice entered her ears. Shangguan Ling's face was filled with longing. Although Shangguan Yan did not express herself, her expression was the same as her sister's.

"Ling'er, don't be naughty. Our actions today are not a trip for sightseeing," Shangguan Muduyu raised her eyebrows and softly scolded.

"Mother

Good...

However, Shangguan Ling did not fear her mother's expression.

"Alright, alright. Since these two girls want to watch the show, we might as well bring them along; it won't make any difference," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

The old patriarch of Fire Sect's face turned even more difficult. His words were right—regardless of whether he was at the Separation Realm or the Profound Transformation Realm, crushing an Intermediate Core cultivator like himself would be as easy as squashing an ant.

Originally, they had come to avenge their grandson and disciples, but unexpectedly, they had run into a trap. After Shangguan Muduyu's initial shock wore off, her expression turned to a smile filled with fear and trembling.

"Haha, Senior, it was a misunderstanding, all misunderstandings."

"Misunderstanding? Hmph, I just heard you say that you wanted to extract the souls of everyone from Hundred Grass Sect. Could my ears be wrong?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

A hint of awkwardness flashed across Shangguan Muduyu's face. However, this guy was quite cunning: "How could Senior possibly misunderstand? I did say those words, but it was just a joke with the friends from Hundred Grass Sect."

"A joke, then what about the attacks?"

Lin Xuan still had an intimidating look on his face. This wasn't unusual; in the cultivation world, strength ruled.

"This..."

Shangguan Muduyu was speechless. He hadn't thought of a good explanation yet.

"Friend, no need to be so eloquent. Denying it won't work. Your grandson and nearly one hundred subordinates were killed by me. You came looking for me; where is the mistake? Vengeance is sweet," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Is that so?"

Shangguan Muduyu was taken aback, then knelt before Lin Xuan: "So, that disrespectful grandson of mine died at Senior's hands. Please accept my bow in gratitude for such great kindness and virtue; I will remember it forever."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely moved. He had lived for eight hundred years, with experiences far richer than those of his peers. He was naturally broad-minded, but he had never seen someone so shameless—this could be considered a kind of talent.

"How can you say that? It's all my fault. I neglected to discipline that little beast when young, which led him to develop such an arrogant and unruly personality, damaging our family's reputation. I wanted to clean up the mess long ago, but he ran away at the last minute. Senior did me a favor; I will never forget it."

Shangguan Muduyu spoke with sincerity. His ability to feign ignorance was so impressive that even Lin Xuan felt humbled. He almost wanted to write him a "surrender" note.

However, Lin Xuan was also skilled in flattery and rhetoric; this act of theater couldn't fool him. He clapped his hands: "Please rise, friend. Your efforts are commendable, but you only want to preserve your life. However, have you heard the saying 'overthinking can lead to mistakes'?"

"This... how can I explain it?" Shangguan Muduyu felt uneasy and his face was filled with apprehension.

"Originally, if you had known when to retreat and understood honor and disgrace, I might have spared your life. But you overacted; facing the murderer of your grandson, you could still bow down and beg for mercy. Such cruelty, such patience—your hidden strength is truly commendable. If given time, you would certainly become a formidable leader. This kind of enemy, this potential threat, do I really have to sit back and watch?"

"A gentleman can be deceived by reason, but a person like you will always be a thorn in my side. Now that you are before me, looking so humble, when the opportunity arises, will you bite me?"

Lin Xuan's words had not yet finished when Shangguan Muduyu's face turned pale white. He never expected his opponent to analyze him so thoroughly.

"Senior, you... you must have misunderstood. I only feel grateful towards you; how could I harbor any disrespectful thoughts?"

"Haha, no need for such flattery. My ability to recognize people is still there. Your intentions are clear; denying them won't work," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"To remove the隐患, now... you can go."

As soon as he finished speaking, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. Shangguan Muduyu was terrified and quickly reached out to hit himself on the back of his head. A red divine sword flew out, and he turned around, rushing towards the sword.

"Hmph, unifying with a sword—trying to escape in front of me is sheer folly."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he gently closed his fingers...

Wuh—

It was like a breeze passing by. The surrounding primordial energy began to rage uncontrollably without any ice, fire, or lightning bolts. A scream echoed, and Shangguan Muduyu exploded mysteriously, turning into a blood mist; even his core did not escape.

An Intermediate Core cultivator who had made Hundred Grass Sect tremble in fear was like paper before Lin Xuan, with no resistance at all.

The other cultivators from Fire Sect were equally stunned. No one expected to come here for revenge and end up like this— even the old patriarch was destroyed.

Would they be waiting to die if they stayed?

Without anyone needing to call out, nearly a thousand cultivators scattered in panic.

Lin Xuan did not want to kill innocent people, but letting them go would still be a threat. In no time, rumors of a Separation Realm or even Profound Transformation Realm cultivator from Hundred Grass Sect would spread throughout the vast sea. Such a situation was far from what he wanted.

"A petty person is not a true gentleman; without poison, one cannot be a real man." Since he had already acted, there was no need to drag his feet. These Fire Sect fellows were clearly evil-doers; eliminating them would be doing justice.

With that thought, Lin Xuan pointed forward with his finger. Water primordial energy gathered, and countless water arrows and ice bolts appeared in his vision.

In the next moment, a thousand arrows flew out, turning all the cultivators from Fire Sect into sieve-like targets. Then, a flash of fire light, their souls were completely obliterated.

With a wave of his hand, an entire sect was wiped out. Shangguan Muduyu wiped her sweat from her forehead and felt both respect and fear towards Lin Xuan.

Her two daughters' eyes sparkled with excitement. High-level cultivators were like this—so awe-inspiring, so imposing, settling scores with a clear conscience. Cultivators should be like this if they could become Senior's disciple...

Of course, it was just a thought. According to her mother, the senior was at the Separation Realm; both sisters had only just started their cultivation path and hadn't even succeeded in the Foundation Establishment stage. The gap between them was unimaginable. Even if the senior wanted disciples, they wouldn't be considered.

Thinking this, the two sisters sighed simultaneously, understanding each other's thoughts.

"Alright, the enemies are all eliminated; I will return to my cave for a rest. If you have any matters, just send me an audio transmission talisman."

Lin Xuan said indifferently as he still had to count his treasures. As a Separation Realm cultivator, Old Patriarch Poison Dragon had accumulated a vast fortune over tens of thousands of years; it was time to properly inventory everything.
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"Much gratitude for your assistance, Senior. Since you have matters to attend to, latee will not detain you further. May I see you off here," said Shangguan Muyu with a graceful bow. The two young ladies hurriedly knelt down and paid their respects in a grand manner.

"No need for such formalities."

The voice lingered, but Lin Xuan had already walked far away. With the Tianhuizong eradicated, his identity was no longer at risk of being exposed. This display of power would serve as a deterrent to the Baicao Sect. He believed that the sect's disciples would not speak ill of him.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling and took a brief rest before entering the training hall. He sat cross-legged and reached out to retrieve several storage bags.

Lin Xuan picked up one bag and turned it upside down, gently shaking it.

A rustling sound filled his ears as the light condensed. Afterward, colorful crystal stones almost filled the spacious training hall, enveloping him in their glow.

All high-grade items," he noted, with a small portion even being top-grade. He did not count them precisely but recognized that they were indeed substantial in number. This was just the tip of the iceberg; most of the storage bags remained unopened.

The reason for not emptying all at once was due to limited space in the training hall and the large quantity of crystal stones. This was not surprising, as Lin Xuan continued his inventory. He opened another bag, revealing various bottles and jars.

He picked up one bottle, uncorked it, and a pleasant aroma wafted out.

"Jade Spirit Pill!"

This item was familiar to him; he had ingested many over the past two centuries, especially at Danyu Sect where he obtained them in abundance. These pills were perfect for enhancing the power of Separation Period cultivators.

Of course, not all the pills here were Jade Spirit Pills; they came in various types suitable for different cultivation stages and served diverse purposes—enhancing strength, breaking through barriers, treating injuries, assisting recovery…

There were even some poisons, one of which was a dark, unidentifiable pill. Lin Xuan hesitated to consume it without certainty.

He sorted the recognized pills by category first, leaving the rest for later.

Next, Lin Xuan opened another storage bag.

This time, various boxes and jars appeared. While there were also bottles and jars, their number was significantly smaller.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he opened a wooden box. Inside, something peculiar lay—a piece of bark with intricate patterns that emitted a faint fragrance.

"Purple Gold Bark."

Lin Xuan was delighted; this was one of the most valuable materials. If his guess was correct, these were rare treasures for his cultivation journey.

He began to inventory the materials. Their uses were extensive. After two hours, he raised his head in joy, as the materials needed for forging the Nine Days' Sword's fire sword seemed almost complete, aside from a few key components that remained elusive but not impossible to acquire soon.

The remaining materials could be put to use later or sold at the market for crystal stones or bartered. Many high-grade cultivators held small exchange events where they traded items without using crystal stones as currency.

Inside another bottle were various grades of demon pills, some with unique characteristics that differed from those found in the mortal world.

This was not unusual; Lin Xuan had been in the Spirit Realm for a long time and had read many ancient texts. During the primordial battle between the two worlds, the Netherworld lost due to the fall of Asura King, leaving behind some demons who remained in the Spirit Realm.

The remnants were hunted down by Spirit Realm cultivators, but some escaped. Among these demons, there was a species called the Nether Beast that had similarities with Spirit Realm creatures. Could these be their inner organs or descendants?

Lin Xuan took out a demon pill about the size of an infant's fist, its color dark and inky. He could feel the heavy Yin energy within it; his guess seemed correct.

He put away these materials before picking up another storage bag…

This time, various treasures were revealed—sacred swords, long spears, short halberds, nine-sectioned whips, and a wide array of weapons, including some rare items collected by ancient experts. The collection was indeed rich.

Lin Xuan held a sacred sword in his hand, infused it with power, and gently shook it. A cold, sharp aura emerged; it was undoubtedly a fine treasure, though not quite to his standard yet.

This was inevitable given his superior strength compared to peers and even those one rank higher. His high standards for treasures were natural.

Ordinary ancient treasures did not interest him as they failed to enhance his power. They were like chicken's feet—tasteless but regrettable if discarded. Lin Xuan now despised such items.

When selecting treasures, the only condition was quality; nothing less would do.

However, some treasures required testing in hand to determine their true worth. Lin Xuan examined over a hundred treasures before half an hour passed with no success. He sighed and showed signs of disappointment when his gaze fell on a shield.

This shield was circular, measuring just half a foot in diameter, roughly the size of an adult's palm. Its surface bore intricate patterns, and several unfamiliar talismans adorned it.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, sending out a beam of light that enveloped the ancient shield. An unexpected discovery awaited him—instead of one, there were seven shields!

"Wow…"

Surprised, Lin Xuan realized these might be a set. This was extremely rare; crafting sets of treasures or Spirit Weapons was far more challenging than individual ones but offered incomparable power.

Lin Xuan had used sets of Spirit Weapons before, but he had only heard about sets of treasures without ever seeing them. This turned out to be an unexpected delight.

Even more exciting for Lin Xuan was that these were shields. While offensive treasures were still manageable, his defensive options were limited after the destruction of the Black Gold Dragon Shield. He could no longer rely on the Five Dragons Formation every time he fought.
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Lin Xuan was bold enough to bet that this shield would be harder than the Heavenly Pillar Treasure. However, after experiencing the previous incident, Lin Xuan felt vaguely that he shouldn't use this Five-Claw Seal casually, let alone using it as a shield in battle.

This shield was like a timely gift, but its true power had yet to be determined. He needed to test it first before making any conclusions.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan injected force into the shield in his hand...

No effect.

But Lin Xuan wasn't anxious. Most sets of artifacts have one main item that controls the others. The main artifact should be used to command the rest. This artifact likely wouldn't be an exception; he had been too eager earlier.

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over the seven shields, quickly identifying one that was slightly different from the others. He picked it up and injected force into it...

A buzzing sound filled his ears as Lin Xuan raised the shield to mid-air. The other six shields formed a fan-like arrangement. A诀 (technique) emitted light, forming a green light curtain with a Taiji pattern swirling on top of it, looking extremely mysterious.

Feeling the pressure and force emanating from this artifact, Lin Xuan was delighted. Could this be a replica of a Heavenly Treasure?

If his guess was correct, the defensive power of this artifact should far exceed that of the Black Fire Ants.

Satisfied with the result, Lin Xuan carefully stored it away. He then returned to his cave and began counting other artifacts. Each ancient treasure had immense power, but they were not suitable for him. Lin Xuan's standards were too high.

However, after a moment’s hesitation, he selected eighteen weapons: saber, spear, sword, halberd, axe, hook, fork, whip, copper mace, hammer, claw, ring, staff, pike, club, cane, and shield.

These artifacts, while each had its unique qualities, were not meant for daily use. Lin Xuan's Little Heavenly World possessed nine heads and eighteen arms, with each arm capable of wielding a different weapon.

Although these weapons individually weren't perfect, their combined power was formidable. Moreover, the imperfections stemmed from his high standards; the treasures collected by the Poison Dragon Ancestor were not inferior. Selling them at the market would fetch astonishingly high prices.

The remaining unused ancient treasures were carefully stored and could be traded with fellow cultivators or sold for crystals in the future.

Lin Xuan opened another storage bag...

Two days later, Lin Xuan left his training room, his face filled with satisfaction. This time's收获 was indeed rich.

The Poison Dragon Ancestor, a Cave Profound cultivator, had accumulated vast wealth over thousands of years through cunning and force. The treasures in the storage bags included various types of medicinal materials, crystals, and talismans, all of which were beyond imagination for outsiders.

In terms of value, this far surpassed his previous plundering of the Beast Island. Lin Xuan couldn't estimate its worth, but he was sure it was a fortune.

To sum up, he had become incredibly wealthy, surpassing peers in his cultivation level. For quite some time, he wouldn't have to worry about cultivating crystals and medicinal materials. He also gained many talismans for future battles. The saying "fortune comes from danger" held true.

Counting the treasures was a tedious task, but there were still many things to do. In that uninhabited island where humans lived, he had unexpectedly obtained a Heavenly Treasure.

The Wraith Tower and the Hundred Birds Bell were auxiliary artifacts, more precious than offensive or defensive ones.

Bloodfire Ants, those savage creatures, might seem insignificant individually, but in large numbers, even high-ranking cultivators would flee upon hearing their name. The Silver Fish Bird was an example of this, and Bloodfire Ants were far more terrifying.

The Jade Luo Bee couldn't be cultivated quickly, so he needed to let the Bloodfire Ants multiply, turning them into his deadly weapons.

However, this wasn't something that could be achieved overnight. He decided to go for a walk first.

A rumbling sound entered his ears as the stone door opened, and Lin Xuan stepped out of his cave.

The chirping of birds was clear. There were still many small animals in the vicinity. The Forget-Worries Valley had beautiful scenery, and the air carried an unusual fragrance due to the nearby spring that fed a medicinal garden.

A slender figure caught his eye as he walked over. Lin Xuan didn't hide his presence; the girl working on the garden naturally noticed him.

"Senior." Shangguan Yan bowed gracefully, her face lit up with surprise. She never imagined seeing Lin Xuan again so soon.

"You don't need to be so formal," Lin Xuan said softly. He was surprised because although Shangguan Yan was only a Spirit Flow cultivator, she was the daughter of the sect's leader, and it was unusual for her to do such menial tasks.

"Senior, you are unaware that our ancestor, the Immortal Lady of Herbs, was once a prodigy. However, subsequent generations have been unworthy, leading to our decline. Currently, only my mother is a凝聚丹期 cultivator, confined here on the Turtle Island. We had a small crystal mine several hundred years ago, but it has long since been exhausted. Our sect now depends solely on this medicinal garden to meet cultivation needs," Shangguan Yan said with a look of desolation.

"Depend solely on this garden for cultivation materials?" Lin Xuan was surprised. He knew the Hundred Grass Sect had declined, but he didn't expect it to be so dire. If she hadn't lied, they might not even match some wandering cultivators: "Your sect still has around three hundred people. How can a small medicinal garden suffice?"

"It's impossible. The Great Vast Sea is remote and resource-poor compared to the Eastern Sea. With many cultivators here, resources are scarce, and they're often divided among them. Small crystal mines and rare medicinal plants lead to frequent conflicts."

Lin Xuan nodded. He knew the struggles of low-ranking cultivators well; their competition for resources was even more brutal than that of high-ranking cultivators.

This wasn't an exaggeration; high-ranking cultivators generally had abundant resources, fighting only when truly necessary or for extraordinary treasures.

Low-ranking cultivators, with limited resources, would fight over a crystal or a lower-grade treasure.

"Even in the Great Vast Sea, there should be sea monsters. Why not..." Lin Xuan pondered aloud.

"The senior knows well that monster hides and bones can be used as cultivation materials. This is also the main source of wealth for cultivators here. However, hunting beasts is dangerous; tens of thousands die each year from the claws and teeth of sea monsters. Our sect has tried but failed due to our low cultivation levels. Even if we managed to hunt a beast, it wouldn't fetch many crystals," Shangguan Yan said softly, her gaze filled with gratitude.

"Hmm, your cultivation resources have always been insufficient. Miss Shangguan, how long have you been on the path of cultivation?" Lin Xuan changed the subject, asking about something that interested him.

"Twelve years. I started learning my mother's knowledge at seven and just turned nineteen a month ago, making it twelve years in total," she replied honestly.

Twelve years of rigorous training to reach the peak of Spirit Flow was commendable, though not particularly fast. In a situation where medicinal materials and crystals were scarce, this speed was remarkable.

Her talent seemed genuine based on her background.

PS: Monday is very much in need of recommendation votes. If any fellow cultivators still have some, please support me!
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"Senior, there's a pavilion over there. Why don't you sit down for a while? If you find Yan'er too bothersome," I... I want to ask your cultivation insights."

"Seeking cultivation insights—can't your mother teach you that?"

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. Although Shangguan Muduyu's cultivation level wasn't worth mentioning in his eyes, she was still a Condensation Core cultivator. It shouldn't be an issue for her to guide the Refinement Spirit period daughter.

"Senior, there's something I need to explain. Our sect once suffered a great calamity, and many scriptures were lost. The jade cylinder with the Hundred Grass Technique also perished. Now what we have are copies, which contain some omissions. Even... even Mother doesn't fully understand," she added hesitantly. "But Senior's cultivation is so profound that you might be able to help this junior."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan seemed deep in thought. "Alright, today my mood is good, and I'll share some insights with this girl."

"I thank you deeply for your kindness, Senior."

Shangguan Yan was overjoyed. She then respectfully led Lin Xuan to a pavilion by the bamboo grove.

"Let's sit down too."

"How dare I? In front of such a senior like you," where could there be room for me? I'll just stand here." The girl nervously replied.

Seeing her not sitting, Lin Xuan didn't say much more. He always thought about others' perspectives; if he were in the Refinement Spirit period and faced a Separation from Emotion cultivator, no matter how amiable they seemed, he would never dare sit down either.

The girl then went outside to pick some fresh fruits before respectfully asking Lin Xuan for his cultivation insights.

Lin Xuan wasn't particularly interested at first. He thought that with his own cultivation and extensive knowledge, guiding a mere Refinement Spirit cultivator wouldn't be difficult at all.

But the questions she posed actually left him confused. The Hundred Grass Technique was indeed an unconventional cultivation method. Lin Xuan felt awkward.

"Um... today I'm not feeling well. Let's stop here for now. Why don't you come back tomorrow, and then I can give you more detailed guidance."

"Alright, Senior, please rest. I won't disturb you anymore."

Shangguan Yan wasn't stupid; she could sense Lin Xuan's awkwardness but was a refined woman who didn't point it out. She bowed gracefully before retreating.

Lin Xuan returned to his cave and didn't immediately deal with the Ten Thousand Souls Pagoda. Instead, he pondered over the questions asked by this girl. After all, even Refinement Spirit cultivators couldn't answer them—this was indeed embarrassing!

After a restless night, Lin Xuan still had no answers. Just as he was feeling depressed, an idea flashed in his mind. He suddenly realized that the Hundred Grass Technique seemed somewhat similar to the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, but it was vague and unclear.

His gaze fell on the stone wall.

There hung a painting of two ancient immortals—Phoenix and the Hundred Grass. They were close friends who often exchanged cultivation insights. Could this be why?

No... that doesn't seem right either.

Lin Xuan felt as if he had grasped something, but couldn't quite figure it out.

Forget about it for now. There's plenty of time to think later.

The next morning, just as Lin Xuan arrived at the training hall, an unusual signal from the禁制 (protection array) caught his attention. He raised his head and saw a beautiful young girl standing by the entrance—Shangguan Yan.

"That girl comes early."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. Then he waved his sleeves, and a beam of light shot out, opening the禁制. Moments later, faint footsteps reached his ears.

"Senior, I've come again to disturb you." The young girl gracefully bowed, her demeanor quite different from when they first met—more refined like a lady.

"No need for formalities, Miss Shangguan...?"

"If it's alright with Senior, just call me Yan'er. Please don't mention Miss Shangguan; your courtesy is too much."

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan nodded. Although he was younger than most of his peers by several hundred years, he had been around for over eight hundred years. This girl was only nineteen, so calling her 'Yan'er' wasn't inappropriate.

"Flying Yan, no need to be formal. Let's talk freely."

"Thank you."

The young girl bowed again before slowly standing up.

Lin Xuan frowned. While their cultivation levels were vastly different, the cultivation world respected power. However, they weren't from the same sect, and he was just a guest here. There was no reason for her to be so respectful—almost like a disciple's behavior.

No... it wasn't almost; it was exactly that!

Lin Xuan sighed. He knew this girl's intentions well.

"Flying Yan, do you want to become my disciple?"

Lin Xuan's half-open eyes transmitted his calm voice. Shangguan Yan was stunned and stared at him with wide eyes, a look of confusion on her face. It was normal for her to react like that when her thoughts were exposed.

Indeed, Shangguan Yan had always harbored such thoughts since she embarked on the cultivation path—she wanted to soar through the heavens and settle old scores.

When the Heavenly Fire Sect attacked last time, Senior Lin waved his hand, and it turned to ashes. That was what a true master should be like. However, her mother might be the sect leader, but their sect was too weak. Rather than being a meek cultivator for life, she wanted to take a chance—what if she could become this Senior Lin's disciple?

While the idea seemed wonderful, the reality was that their cultivation levels were vastly different. How could an old master of Separation from Emotion look upon such a novice?

Self-recommendation would only bring humiliation; she had enough self-awareness to know that. Yesterday in the幽谷 (Grotto), she had several times almost said it but ultimately lacked the courage.

Although she was more mature than her peers, she was still just a young girl with thin skin and understood that some things needed to be pursued regardless of the odds.

With her thoughts exposed, she panicked. But her mind was sharp, and she quickly thought through the situation. If Senior Lin offered this, could there be any chance for her?

Hearing this, Shangguan Yan's face lit up. She bowed gracefully and knelt down.

"Senior, your eyes are like a torch, seeing through my thoughts. Please accept me as your disciple. I will work hard to not disappoint Master."

"Accept you as my disciple?" Lin Xuan smiled. "Your mother must have told you about my story."

The girl nodded. Since Lin Xuan had asked, she couldn't lie: "Mother did mention it. You are a cultivator who ascended from the mortal world and were associated with Phoenix Immortal."
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Lin Xuan sighed, "You must know that in the mortal realm for so many years, I have not taken on a single disciple." He continued, "I am a dedicated cultivator of the immortal path. I truly do not wish to be burdened with unnecessary attachments."

Upon hearing Lin Xuan's words, Shangguan Yan's face was filled with disappointment. After a few moments, she lifted her head dejectedly.

She bowed respectfully and said, "Senior does not need to say it; I already understand that my heart has been too naive."

With that, she knelt down and turned to leave the cave.

"Wait." Lin Xuan called out to her.

"What else do you wish me to do?" Shangguan Yan asked softly.

"You are a bit impatient. Have I ever said that I would definitely not take you as my disciple?"

"Ah?"

Shangguan Yan was stunned, then she burst into joy and knelt down with a loud thud, "Yan'er pays homage to Master."

"Let's not rush it. I haven't said that I will definitely take you," Lin Xuan replied.

"Well, in that case, what is the respect due?" Shangguan Yan asked cautiously, her face filled with confusion from his words.

"When I was in the mortal realm, my sole focus was on ascending to the spirit realm; there simply wasn't time for taking disciples. However, now things are different," Lin Xuan explained. "If you become my disciple, your path may indeed be smoother. But the dangers that lie ahead will be unimaginable. You will face enemies beyond your wildest imagination."

Shangguan Yan's expression was filled with hope as she looked at Lin Xuan.

"Not bad, Yan'er. I can take you as a disciple, but only as an unregistered one. I can teach you and offer some benefits, but I cannot keep you by my side all the time. If the sect needs your help in the future, you must do everything possible—no matter how dangerous it is. Can you do that?"

"I am willing to do so, Master. Since I have taken you as a teacher, if the sect needs me, I will risk anything," Shangguan Yan replied.

"Do not rush to swear. A single word can become a prophecy. Yan'er, let me be honest with you. What I just said was not just for show. If you take me as your teacher, your path may indeed be smoother. But the dangers that lie ahead will be unimaginable. You will face enemies beyond your wildest imagination."

Shangguan Yan's expression turned serious.

"Master, please rest assured. Yan'er has no regrets. I will do my best to help when the sect is in trouble, even if it means going through hell and back," she said with determination.

"Very well, I accept you as a disciple." Lin Xuan nodded. "Rest assured, this was just a casual suggestion. Even if such a day comes, as your teacher, I will do my best to protect my disciples."

Shangguan Yan was overjoyed and knelt down respectfully, giving Lin Xuan three deep bows. The ritual of becoming his disciple was complete.

"Yan'er, rise," Lin Xuan said.

"Thank you, Master. But there is one more request I have." Shangguan Yan stood up and curtsied carefully.

"What is it?"

Lin Xuan shook his head; this little girl had a lot on her mind.

"Master, as you know, I also have a younger sister who admires you just as much. Since you are taking me as your disciple, why not take my sister too?" Shangguan Yan suggested with a smile.

"A buy-one-get-one-free deal? Yan'er, what do you think?"

"I beg for forgiveness, Sister and I grew up together; our bond is unbreakable. Now that I have found such an outstanding teacher, the path to immortality will be smooth sailing. How can I bear to see my sister struggling on her own? Besides, Ling'er is innocent and pure in heart, with a talent no less than mine. She will not disappoint you."

"Quite the eloquent argument. However... your words are indeed convincing. Very well, two for the price of one. Since I have taken one disciple, taking another is just as good. Of course, I need to see her and test her abilities before making a final decision," Lin Xuan said with a serious face.

Shangguan Yan's heart was finally at ease. She smiled widely.

"This is only right. I will tell my sister about this good news and bring her here in a month. I am sure she will be overjoyed."

"Ha, there's no rush. Bring her here next month. I have other matters to attend to now," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Yes!" Shangguan Yan bowed respectfully before retreating gracefully.

The two did not mention the doubts regarding the "Heart of Herbs." This saved Lin Xuan from embarrassment; as an advanced cultivator, he could not solve even a simple problem for a lower-stage cultivator. Such a situation would be hard to face without losing face.

After Shangguan Yan left, Lin Xuan went into the training room.

Having taken on a disciple with excellent character and abilities, Lin Xuan's mood was quite good. However, he still had something to do.

He reached out his hand and tapped his waist, causing a tower-shaped artifact to fly out.

The artifact had seven layers and appeared somewhat dilapidated. Without saying anything, who would have guessed that it was the coveted Tower of Heaven?

This once again proved that one should not judge an object by its appearance alone.

Lin Xuan looked at the artifact and cast a spell. The tower floated above his head as the spirit light enveloped it.

The Tower of Heaven was different from other artifacts; to use it, he needed to re-sacrifice using the Treasure Sacrifice Spell. This spell usually came with the artifact itself.

However, how to activate it still required further research.

Lin Xuan looked at the artifact and cast a spell with both hands.

Despite the spirit light entering, the tower showed no reaction.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not feel discouraged. Doing things could never be accomplished in one go; he would try other secret techniques.

He raised his right hand and recited ancient and mysterious incantations.

Time passed quickly as Lin Xuan trained. Unbeknownst to him, the sun had set behind the mountain. In the depths of the cave, Lin Xuan's laughter could be heard.

After trying 81 different secret techniques, he finally found the Treasure Sacrifice Spell for the Tower of Heaven.

The entire training room was bathed in golden light as the artifact emitted a burst of spirit light. A dazzling golden glow formed, and characters about the size of fists appeared from it.

The ancient words were clear; these were undoubtedly the Treasure Sacrifice Spell.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and focused his gaze.

The Treasure Sacrifice Spell consisted of only a thousand or so words but was filled with profound meanings, making it extremely difficult to understand. Each word contained hidden wisdom!
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If the cultivation level was slightly lower, understanding it would have been a problem.

However, Lin Xuan was now an中期 Cultivator of the Separation and Union stage, with extensive knowledge. Thus, he wouldn't face such issues. Nevertheless, he could only decipher one character at a time.

It took nearly half a month to fully understand a thousand-word treatise called the Treasure Key.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan raised his head and let out a breath, his expression filled with joy.

This was indeed a treasure. The Ten Thousand Soul Tower was even more mysterious than he had imagined. It could be used to raise various spirit beasts and insects, promoting their essence cultivation and maturation.

Moreover, it also worked on阴魂 ghost entities in the same way.

The tower was divided into seven levels with different functions.

What surprised Lin Xuan further was that only a part of this treatise he saw now existed. The Treasure Key had seven layers corresponding to the tower's levels. By practicing one layer of the treatise, one could unlock a level of the tower. Currently, all he possessed were the first three layers.

No wonder Elder Heavenly Ant said it contained divine treasures and ranked among the top. This indeed proved his words weren't exaggerated.

Speaking of these divine treasures, they also had different grades.

The differences between various treasures were significant, but Lin Xuan wasn’t entirely clear on how to categorize them yet. He only vaguely read about it in some ancient texts.

For now, he didn't need to worry about that; he would deal with it later.

First, he needed to practice.

Since the first three layers of the Treasure Key had been deciphered, practicing them posed no difficulty.

In just a few days, Lin Xuan completed his cultivation.

With the treasure now under his control, Lin Xuan cast out a spell: "Quick!"

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as the Ten Thousand Soul Tower emitted a bright light. Inside the light, the size of the treasure expanded, and a white glow appeared.

Then that white light transformed into a vortex, and three bloodfire ants flew out with their wings spread.

Unlike those he had seen on the deserted island, these were queen ants, much larger than ordinary ones—each about half a foot long.

Though only three, it was still a bit less. However, there was no need to worry; just as with plants, having one seed could ensure continuous growth.

After the three queens emerged, they didn't attack Lin Xuan but showed signs of panic, spreading their wings and trying to escape.

As fierce creatures from the wilderness, especially the highest-grade queen ants, although their intelligence hadn’t fully developed, it was far beyond that of ordinary spirit insects.

The role of a queen ant was reproduction; she lacked powerful offensive capabilities.

Seeing the situation wasn't favorable, they tried to flee, but this was sheer folly.

Lin Xuan had raised jade lotus bees for so long and knew their temperaments well enough. With a wave of his sleeve, a green light shot out, enveloping the three queen ants.

A large light ball formed around them as they struggled inside, unable to break free.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's other hand tapped his waist, producing several suitable materials.

Though not a master in array formation, Lin Xuan was quite skilled. Soon, a small and intricate recognition pattern took shape.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, sending out green light from his sleeve. It circled his wrist, and crimson blood dropped down, forming a bloody mist. He opened his mouth to expel his life essence, which mixed with the mist and integrated into the array.

Ordinary spirit insects didn’t need such complicated procedures for recognition.

However, Lin Xuan was very fond of the bloodfire ants, so he took this step as a precaution. Even if they mutated in the future, they would remain under his control.

Careful is always better; smart people plan things thoroughly and long-term.

Lin Xuan then cast another spell to guide the light ball containing the queen ants into the array: "Activate!"

The light burst forth, and the recognition pattern began to function. The entire process took only a few minutes.

Afterward, Lin Xuan withdrew the array, and the light around the queen ants dissipated. However, these wild spirit creatures no longer tried to escape; they had recognized him and established a mental connection with Lin Xuan.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief; the process went smoothly.

He then extended his hand again, tapping his waist, and a buzzing sound filled the air as an orchid-red insect cloud appeared before his eyes.

The sound of buzzing never ceased, filling the entire training room.

Jade Lotus Bees!

These were higher-grade spirit insects than bloodfire ants.

And what he saw was just part of them from a momentary bag. Since obtaining this item on Seven-Star Island's Cloud Sea, Lin Xuan had raised and bred these insects for over a hundred years, producing tens of thousands.

Unfortunately, they couldn’t be matured. According to Senior True Feather, these insects held the Time Law; being stung by them would cause one’s lifespan to diminish instantly.

With such an insect as a helper, he wouldn't dare claim dominance in the spirit realm, but many powerful cultivators might flee at his sight—this was beyond doubt.

After understanding this, Lin Xuan remained calm. Higher-grade spirit insects were harder to mature; this was natural.

He would keep them for now, as they would surely prove useful later.

With a mental command, the insect cloud flew toward the white light vortex formed by the Ten Thousand Soul Tower. The tower had nurturing effects on these creatures. Since he had successfully practiced the Treasure Key, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to place the jade lotus bees inside.

The queen ants followed suit and entered with them. Placing two different types of spirit insects together would surely lead to conflict, but they all obeyed him as their master, making it easy for them to coexist peacefully.

After completing these tasks, Lin Xuan took a brief rest before returning to his quarters. After taking a bath, he lay down in bed.

Holding a golden jade eye scroll, Lin Xuan immersed his consciousness within it.

The Art of Controlling Spirits!

This was an unspoken secret of the Spirit Control Sect, containing all the sect's ancestors' insights on raising spirit insects and nurturing spirit beasts.

Though from the mortal world, the Spirit Control Sect ranked among the seven major forces in Cloud Province. Their heritage was incredibly deep, allowing one to find information about most wild spirit creatures within it.

Lin Xuan was well-versed, quickly focusing his gaze on the section about spirit insects.

Among the descriptions at the end, he found the bloodfire ants.

The reason these insects ranked low was due to their individual combat power; however, once they formed a group, even powerful cultivators would only flee in fear.

With queen ants as seeds, it was time to start breeding.

Lin Xuan delved into the Art of Controlling Spirits, carefully studying its contents.
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Awhile later, Lin Xuan raised his head, a playful smile on the corner of his mouth.

"Purple Yang Grass. Just feed it to the queen ant, and it can quickly produce eggs."

After putting down the Jade Pupil Scroll, Lin Xuan didn't feel any pressure or difficulty. Although Purple Yang Grass wasn’t a common herb, it certainly wasn’t rare either; it could be found in the market.

In other words, as long as he had crystal stones, it wouldn’t be difficult to obtain.

Currently, Lin Xuan was rich enough that even cultivating the matured jade lotus bee was troublesome, but breeding blood fire ants would be a mere effort.

With this new ability, he could add another trump card when facing enemies in the future. How could Lin Xuan not be pleased?

Although the Great Vast Sea Region was barren, with so many cultivators living here, there should still be markets in the city.

He would ask Yan'er about it later.

As Lin Xuan pondered this, a strange sensation came from outside the禁制.

At first, he was taken aback. Then he suddenly realized that he had been in his cave for thirty days. His disciple had asked him to come and visit after a month, but time had passed so quickly.

Lin Xuan tidied himself up before heading out of the cave.

Two young women stood respectfully; Shangguan Yan was extremely respectful, while Shangguan Ling looked forward with anticipation.

However, her mental state wasn’t good. Last time she heard that Senior Lin might take her as a disciple, she had been so excited that she hadn’t slept for days. Now, she knelt before him: "To be able to serve you as my teacher is the fortune of several lifetimes. Just like Sister's vow, I will do anything for the sect if it calls me."

Her clear voice echoed in his ears, her face resolute.

Lin Xuan nodded. "Good. Extend your hand; let me see how talented you are."

"Yes!"

A blush spread across the girl’s face as she extended her wrist. Lin Xuan placed his hand on her pulse.

After a moment, he withdrew his hand. "Not bad. Your talent is similar to Yan's, an ice attribute spirit root."

"Senior, then... will you take me under your wing?"

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. This girl was really innocent; she still didn’t understand the obvious meaning of his words.

"Silly girl, what are you waiting for? Call me master."

Seeing her sister’s confusion, Shangguan Yan finally couldn't help but interject.

Shangguan Ling was overjoyed and knelt before Lin Xuan to perform a grand拜师礼.

Lin Xuan sighed. He hadn’t expected to take on two disciples so quickly, even if they were just nominal ones.

"Get up; I don’t have many formalities. Respect is in your heart, no need for such formalities."

"Yes!"

The two girls behaved obediently.

"Alright, I will teach you spells later. Now, there’s something I need to ask," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Master, please speak. As long as the disciple knows, they will answer without reservation," Shangguan Yan spoke obediently, and her sister nodded in agreement.

"Don’t be nervous; it’s just a small matter. I want to know where the largest market is around here."

"The master wants to buy something? The disciple can handle that."

"That won’t be necessary. I plan to go out for a walk as well. You only need to tell me the direction," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"The largest market is too far away, and what’s there isn’t worth your attention. Tomorrow is the twenty-first of腊月, the day of the market. Master, why don’t we all go together?" Shangguan Ling's clear voice echoed in his ears.

"Market?" Lin Xuan showed a hint of surprise. He had been on the path to immortality for eight hundred years and hadn’t heard about markets before.

Seeing his confusion, the two sisters began to explain.

"Master, the Great Vast Sea Region is different from elsewhere; it’s remote with scarce resources. Despite having many cultivators, there aren’t enough markets here. To make up for this, they started holding markets."

"Yes!" After her sister finished speaking, Shangguan Ling continued: "A market is like learning from ordinary people in the world. It’s not very special; everyone picks a particular day and exchanges what they don’t need with others at a specific location. Everyone is both a buyer and seller."

"Ah, I see. But it seems similar to low-rank cultivators setting up stalls in the market," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he pondered.

"There are some similarities, but there’s a significant difference. Cultivators can’t match the scale of the market on Fish Island. Practically all the cultivators and major factions from the Great Vast Sea Region gather here for one day only, so everyone tries to bring their best items,"

"Only one day each year? That's quite short."

The two girls nodded, with Shangguan Ling speaking last: "Although the Great Vast Sea Region is barren, it still produces some good things. The market is a yearly event, and even sea creatures like the Shark King’s clan come here."

"Sea creatures, you mean the Shark King's lineage?" Lin Xuan showed some surprise.

"Yes."

Hearing what his disciples said, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but ponder.

As one of the six kings of the sea race, the Shark King’s lineage had formidable strength that shouldn’t be underestimated. Their participation in the market indicated how significant this event was.

"Would you like to go too?"

Lin Xuan turned and looked at the two girls before him.

"Yes, the disciple wants to see more," Shangguan Yan bowed respectfully with a solemn expression on her face.

Although Lin Xuan appeared kind, she didn’t dare act presumptuous. Compared to others of her age, she was more mature and steady. With proper training, she could handle things independently.

Shangguan Ling was different; this girl was lively and younger. She had fewer concerns and fears. Since they established a master-disciple relationship, she felt very close to Lin Xuan. The little girl moved closer and held his arm: "Please take me with you and Sister so we can learn more."

"Shangguan Ling, don’t be disrespectful," Shangguan Yan was shocked; her sister was too impulsive. After just becoming a disciple, she used this tactic. What if the master got angry...

"Master, my sister is young and doesn’t understand things yet."

"Fengyan, you don’t need to explain. Ling is just more innocent and childlike. I wouldn’t hold it against her; after all, they are my nominal disciples," Lin Xuan sighed as he spoke about Moer and Qinxin.

Seeing his expression turn somber, the two girls exchanged glances and didn’t dare speak again.

After a long while, Shangguan Ling finally opened her mouth: "Master, don’t be sad. Sister and I will definitely take good care of you."

Hearing this childlike language, Lin Xuan laughed softly. He took a deep breath and put away his melancholy. Why should he act like a woman and be overly sentimental? Although they were temporarily separated, the path to immortality was long; one day, they would meet again. Lin Xuan had no doubt about it.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan’s expression turned calm: "Alright, there’s no need for begging. Since you want to go, I’ll take both of you with me to the market."

"Thank you, master,"

The two girls were overjoyed and bowed respectfully. Shangguan Yan was intelligent; she could sense Lin Xuan’s character—merciless towards enemies but very kind to his own people. To be able to serve such a master was truly their good fortune.

With Lin Xuan's personality, once he decided on something, he wouldn’t hesitate. It was tomorrow, the day of the market, and time was short. Leading the two girls out of the cave, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a faint green light appeared in front of him—a small spirit boat.

Although it was smaller than expected, it could still accommodate all three of them. He asked the disciples to board first before heading to the stern of the boat. After changing the crystal stone for fresh ones, he cast a spell, enveloping the spirit boat in a green glow that transformed into a streak of lightning flying towards the horizon...!~!
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Jiangyu Island.

This place is located in the western part of the Great Vast Sea. A thousand miles further, it would lead to the domain of the狂 Shark King of the sea creatures.

Usually, few human cultivators venture here because a single misstep could result in conflict with the sea creatures. The human strength here was too weak, making it impossible to compete against the Shark King's lineage.

Eggs don't clash with stones; one must be flexible and adaptable. So, humans rarely came to this sea region except on special days like Lunar February 21st.

On that day, cultivators would gather in gratitude, not just human ones but even sea creatures as well. This custom dates back to ancient times, where both sides had a tacit understanding over the years.

Jiangyu Island was almost universally known, serving as the venue for the market fairs.

Speaking of this island, it's hard to imagine how ancient cultivators chose such a place; there were no spirit veins here. The scenery was just so-so. Normally, it was completely deserted except on the day when the market was bustling with activity.

However, this island did have one advantage: its vast area could accommodate cultivators from all directions.

After a day and night of travel, as the sun began to rise, a streak of startling light suddenly appeared in the distance, several thousand miles away. Seagulls were still making noise, but when the light approached, they scattered in fright. In that patch of green light was a delicate flatboat, with three cultivators aboard.

The man at the stern was around twenty years old, his appearance unremarkable.

As for the two girls, they seemed slightly younger. Though their气质 were different, they looked quite alike, suggesting they might be sisters. Both had clear and beautiful features, exuding a striking beauty.

Of course, these were Lin Xuan and his apprentices.

A short while later, a black dot appeared on the horizon where sea met sky.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense; it was indeed a large island with many cultivators like a flood of fish. If he guessed correctly, this was Jiangyu Island.

Afterwards, Lin Xuan retracted his divine sense and scanned the two girls in front of him. The elder sister seemed fine, but the younger one, Shangguan Ling, had an excited expression on her face.

This girl was merely a cultivator at the Flexible Spirit Stage; she had never seen such grand scenes before, which explained why she was acting this way.

Lin Xuan smiled and didn't take offense. He remembered his first time visiting a market fair back then, feeling anxious about it. Later, as he broadened his horizons, he found it amusing to recall those days.

Seeing that they were close to their destination, Lin Xuan clasped his hands, emitting a burst of green light. However, the aura around him quickly diminished until it was barely noticeable, similar to an early-stage Immortal Core cultivator.

The two girls couldn't tell what stage Lin Xuan was at, but they could sense that he had lowered his profile.

"Master, why are you doing this?"

"To avoid drawing attention. You said the Great Vast Sea is dominated by small sects and minor schools; there shouldn't be many Separation Stage cultivators here. I don't want to attract unnecessary attention. Remember, in cultivation, it's best to remain low-key whenever possible."

"Yes, Master," the girls replied solemnly, knowing that their master was teaching them more than just spells and techniques. The rules of survival in the cultivation world were equally important.

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly; these two girls indeed had potential. After about a cup of tea's time, Jiangyu Island came into view, much larger than what the girls described, as they had only heard about it from their mother.

Above them, spirit lights flashed everywhere. The girls weren't wrong when they said this was a gathering of people from all directions. Though it was like a market fair, it far exceeded the scale of ordinary fairs. It reminded Lin Xuan of the Cloudy Summit Trade Fair in Yunzhou, but that time, the Luo family had stirred up trouble.

This time, he hoped everything would be smooth sailing.

Lin Xuan shook his head; he seemed to have overthought things. Markets had been held for countless years; it was impossible for him to come here and turn it into a period of turmoil. He wasn't a harbinger of disaster.

With this thought, Lin Xuan chuckled. He maneuvered the spirit boat, speeding towards Jiangyu Island.

The spirit energy here was indeed thin, but more cultivators were arriving. Lin Xuan chose an inconspicuous earth hill to land on. The sounds of hawking could already be heard in the air; the huge market was just a short distance away.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and couldn't help but express amazement. Although he didn't count them, there were at least seventy thousand cultivators here. In terms of scale, it far exceeded ordinary fairs.

The girls weren't wrong either. Besides human cultivators, there was a significant number of sea creatures.

While the Eastern Sea cultivation world had three major factions, the sea creatures ultimately belonged to the human branch. Visually, they differed slightly from humans but not significantly.

Sea creature men typically had bronze-colored skin, while women's skin was whiter than that of human female cultivators. Their eyes were deep blue, captivating in their depth. Apart from these differences, small fish-like scales adorned their wrists and ankles, though they didn't affect their appearance.

Lin Xuan had never seen so many sea creatures before, but he maintained a neutral expression. The market was bustling with various abilities, ranging from the Flexible Spirit Stage to Separation Stage. However, there were no traces of the Profound Dao Stage experts, indicating that this region's cultivation standards were indeed low.

The entire market was set up on an open field. Despite its vastness, it offered little shelter, and the stalls were simple. Some used earth-based spells to create stone tables and chairs, while others simply laid out mats with various items.

With so many stalls, Lin Xuan found himself overwhelmed.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows; he wanted to buy Purple Yang Grass but didn't know where to look.

The Shangguan sisters had similar expressions of confusion. Both girls were only at the Flexible Spirit Stage and attending a market fair for the first time, naturally not knowing how to find what they needed.

This was different from ordinary markets, where there were limited shops, everyone being both seller and buyer. The number of stalls could be counted in the thousands.

The complexity left Lin Xuan feeling lost!~!
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Their expressions, however, fell into the eyes of those who were observant.

"Pay your respects to the senior at two in the afternoon."

Suddenly, a voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned around and saw a tall and slender cultivator. His strength was negligible compared to his two disciples, just barely entering the Foundation Establishment stage.

But he had an astute demeanor.

"Is there something you need?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows slightly, speaking with indifference. Although he concealed his true power, it seemed that he would never have anything to do with a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator.

"The senior should not be angry. I naturally wouldn't harbor any ill intentions. I came here to help solve your problem," the man said, smiling.

"Your problem?"

"You're right. Allow me to speak frankly. The senior must be new to our Great Vast Sea region and is coming for the first time to the Fish Market Island."

"So what?" Lin Xuan replied coldly.

"Haha, since you are a newcomer here, facing thousands of stalls, it's bound to feel somewhat uncomfortable. Even if you want to buy something, where do you start? Might I have said anything wrong?" Niu Er grinned as he spoke.

"Oh, so you have some solution?"

The phrase 'hearing the strings and knowing the melody' came to mind for Lin Xuan. After hearing all that the man had said, how could he not understand his intentions? If he remained clueless now, after all these years of cultivation, would it be worth it?

"Of course. Just bring me the best."

Niu Er was efficient and arrived at the inn after an hour or so: "Senior, I've already contacted the seller. All that's left is for you to go over there. As long as both parties are satisfied, we can make the transaction immediately."

Lin Xuan was delighted and paid up right away.

Within a single meal, the transaction was completed. The quality of the Purple Lightning Grass was excellent, and the quantity was sufficient. The only drawback was that the price was slightly higher than expected.

But Lin Xuan had gone through many trials and tribulations, becoming rich beyond measure. A few crystals were nothing to him. He agreed with Niu Er on the spot, making a successful deal.

As for Niu Er, who had facilitated this transaction, Lin Xuan did not neglect his efforts. He casually tossed a small bag of crystals at the boy, rendering him speechless and grateful as he bid farewell to Lin Xuan, the god of wealth.

The sisters from Shangguan were equally impressed. The Herb School was now in decline, relying heavily on their tiny herb garden for resources. However, it took days for the herbs to mature, and there were so many fellow cultivators within the sect, each requiring resources for cultivation. Even though they were the daughters of the sect's leader, they received no special treatment. A single crystal was a luxury they could only dream of splitting in half.

Lin Xuan's lavish spending left the sisters wide-eyed with admiration. Although they felt heartache at his extravagance, they understood the hierarchical respect and did not dare to criticize him for wasting resources.

Could all high-ranking cultivators be so wealthy?

This question never crossed their minds, but having a comfortable life was something both desired. They resolved to work hard in cultivation and hoped one day to achieve such prosperity.

Having achieved his goal, Lin Xuan had no intention of returning immediately. The market seemed bustling, but it only lasted for a single day.

With nothing else to do, he decided to explore more. He wouldn't mind going back the next day.

Moreover, Lin Xuan planned to buy several high-grade灵器 (spiritual artifacts). While his storage bag contained many treasures, his two disciples' low cultivation levels meant they could not use them for now.

As they walked through the stalls, there were countless shops and a myriad of spiritual artifacts. However, Lin Xuan's discernment was unparalleled. He would only send his disciples items of the highest quality.

After some time, a magnificent pavilion caught their attention.

Most of the stalls here were simple, but this elegant pavilion stood out.

"Thousand-Weapon Pavilion!"

Lin Xuan walked in without hesitation with his two disciples.

"Senior, is there anything I can help you?" asked a young man dressed in blue.

"I want the best spiritual artifact."

"Spiritual artifact?"

The young man was taken aback. Although he couldn't determine Lin Xuan's exact cultivation stage, it was clear that he was above the Condensation Core stage. Asking for a spiritual artifact seemed strange.

However, upon seeing two young women behind Lin Xuan with their heads bowed, his expression changed to one of understanding.

"Please follow me upstairs. I will fetch what you need."

"Remember, only the best."

Lin Xuan instructed and led his disciples up the stairs. After a short while, the young man quickly brought out the spiritual artifacts. He removed the red cloth with great enthusiasm, but Lin Xuan was unimpressed.

The tray held a sword and a shield. To an ordinary person, these might be decent treasures, but to Lin Xuan, they were merely mediocre.

"Senior is not interested?"

"Not at all. I'll look elsewhere," Lin Xuan said disappointedly.

Shangguan Yan remained silent, while Shangguan Ling swallowed her saliva. The sisters understood that their master was buying for them, but these spiritual artifacts seemed already good enough.

They did not dare to speak out of turn.

Seeing Lin Xuan stand up, a voice interrupted: "Senior really wants the best spiritual artifact?"

Lin Xuan looked up and saw a middle-aged cultivator in gray robes. He appeared around fifty years old, with a cultivation stage at mid-Condensation Core.

"Of course not. Are you here for sightseeing?" Lin Xuan replied coldly.

"Fine spiritual artifacts are available here. However, the price is exorbitant, even surpassing ancient treasures. Would Senior still be interested?" The young man's words surprised the other customers upstairs. It was common knowledge that spiritual artifacts were valuable, but they could never match the power of a treasure. This price made no sense.

Was he trying to make them feel like fools?

But Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and seemed contemplative: "You must have something special if you can offer such a high price."

"You're mistaken. The spiritual artifacts are not crafted by us but obtained from ancient cultivators' ruins," the young man explained.

"Oh, then please show me what you have. If it's good enough, I won't mind the price. I will definitely make you satisfied," Lin Xuan said as he sat down again.

Soon, the young man brought out the spiritual artifact in a silk box.

"Appearance can enhance value."

Lin Xuan opened the box with his sleeve. He was surprised to see a pair of wings, gleaming silver and emitting cold metallic light, but their material was unknown.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. His intuition told him this was a good item.

Seeing a valuable treasure, Lin Xuan picked it up and gently tapped it. A clear sound echoed in his ears. He then infused mana into the shield, which glowed with blue lightning arcs.

It was a Lightning attribute artifact, not just a support tool. With a wave of his hand, he summoned this wing-shaped spiritual artifact.

With a loud rumble, it grew larger and appeared behind Shangguan Yan's body. The wings were enormous, nearly enveloping her entire figure.

"Yan'er, try out the power of this treasure."

Following her master's instruction, Shangguan Yan took a deep breath and infused all her mana into her body. She then flapped her wings, sending countless light waves in feather shapes.

The power was insignificant to Lin Xuan but terrifying for low-ranking cultivators. Even Foundation Establishment中期 cultivators might be instantly killed if they couldn't dodge it.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a green glow dissipated the attack.

After all, this was a store; he could not damage others' possessions.

Although Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, he was greatly surprised inside. This spiritual artifact had formidable power. Yan'er, at the灵动 stage, could easily challenge cultivators two ranks higher with its aid and even kill them instantly!
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During his Flexible Spirit Period, Lin Xuan could never have achieved this with the Dan Theory.

Others were equally astonished, their eyes filled with interest.

"How much does it cost?" spoke an old man in a black robe. He was also an Advanced Core Formation cultivator.

"Two hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones," the shopkeeper smiled.

"What? !" The people around almost thought they had heard wrong. Two hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones equaled two million lower-grade ones. Even if it were a decent magical treasure, one could buy several with that amount. This spiritual artifact was indeed something special, but it still couldn't match the power of ordinary magical treasures. Buying this, wouldn’t be overpaying?

Especially in the Great Vast Sea region, resources were scarce compared to other places. The cultivators here had even less wealth than their counterparts.

Two million crystal stones weren't hard for an average Advanced Core Formation cultivator to come by, but even then, they would have to carefully consider it before buying such a spiritual artifact, which looked good but was of no use to them personally. How could they bear to part with such a sum?

Thus, although many were tempted, after checking their pockets, none showed much interest.

The Shangguan sisters were equally stunned. For Bai Cao Sect, using two million crystal stones to buy even one spiritual artifact would be considered extravagant.

"Master…" The younger sister didn't need to say it; even the usually steady Shangguan Yan was breathing heavily and clearly anxious.

"Do not worry," Lin Xuan turned his head: "Two hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones are fine. I will take this."

The shopkeeper's face lit up. This item wasn’t a hot potato, but selling it required effort. At two million, most cultivators would be scared away. A spiritual artifact was still a spiritual artifact and couldn't compare to magical treasures. But lowering the price felt like underestimating its value.

It had been sitting unsold in the store for so long; now, finally, he found a willing buyer… no, a discerning one.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and light flashed over the ground. A pile of middle-grade crystal stones appeared out of thin air.

"Count it to make sure there's no mistake," Lin Xuan’s smile echoed in their ears.

The shopkeeper was elated and hurriedly covered with his divine sense. "No mistakes. This Thunder Crane Wing is yours—"

But before he could finish, a strange voice interrupted: "Wait, I want this treasure."

Though the voice wasn't loud, its arrogance was clear. Lin Xuan frowned; one could discern the owner's character from their voice. Clearly, the newcomer wasn’t someone to be trifled with.

And as that voice faded, several powerful auras appeared in the hall.

The new arrivals were a group of sea cultivators.

Ignoring the servants and attendants for now, the leader was a young man in fine robes, around twenty-eight or nine years old. He didn't look particularly handsome; his face was rather fierce. Notably, his pupils were blood red, making him appear extremely eerie with an added touch of madness.

This was an Advanced Core Formation cultivator. His rank wasn’t low, but what truly mattered was that his blood-red pupils made him a figure to be wary of.

The Shark King Clan!

Lin Xuan had seen this in some ancient texts; only the bloodline of the Shark Kings possessed red eyes in the sea realm.

"Did he just call himself a prince? Could he be the son of the Shark King?" Lin Xuan’s mind raced, and his heart tightened.

Though the shopkeeper's cultivation was low, his knowledge of the sea cultivators far exceeded Lin Xuan. His gaze swept over the newcomer, and his face showed clear shock: It was indeed from the Shark King Clan. Their attire and insignias on their clothes were impossible to fake; doing so would be equivalent to declaring war against the Shark King.

The Shark King himself was a late-stage Profound Origin cultivator, with an extremely prestigious status. His power and influence far surpassed that of even a rogue expert like Poison Dragon Ancestor.

At this moment, the shopkeeper couldn’t help but feel bewildered; after being unsold for so long, this treasure suddenly became highly sought after, only to be snatched by a major client.

The person before him, even if not the prince himself, must have some relation. Regardless, he could never afford to offend such a figure.

With these thoughts in mind, the shopkeeper forced a smile and cautiously spoke: "Esteemed senior, I apologize. If you had come earlier, this Thunder Crane Wing would still be available. It has already been sold to that esteemed senior over there."

This was his strategy; by claiming it wasn't related to the store anymore, he pushed the Shark King Clan away from him. If the prince wanted a spiritual artifact, let Lin Xuan deal with it.

The man in the fine robe turned and saw only an Advanced Core Formation cultivator, not worth considering.

"Esteemed friend, could you part with this item? Regardless of how much crystal stones you paid for it, I am willing to offer double. Please consider my proposal," his voice was mild, but there was a hint of arrogance.

Unfortunately, in front of Lin Xuan, it was like throwing a媚眼to a blind man. Lin Xuan's face remained calm: "This item has already been bought by me. Regardless of the price you offer, I won't sell it."

"What? !" The man in the fine robe frowned and anger spread across his face. He was the son of the Shark King, a figure everyone revered. Even higher-level cultivators would show him respect. This human, what did he think he was?

Though he was furious, he didn’t act. Instead, after a moment’s hesitation, he coldly said: "It's just crystal stones; I am willing to offer three times the price. Are you still unwilling to sell?"

Sss…

The cultivators around gasped in shock. Three times meant six million crystal stones. Even if it weren't an ancient treasure of the highest grade, with a bit of luck, one could buy a flawed imitation magical artifact. Such a price for a spiritual artifact was unprecedented; it had never happened before and likely wouldn’t again.

Everyone wished they were the ones who bought this treasure but could only envy from afar!~!
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Everyone's gaze turned to Lin Xuan, this guy had truly sharp eyes. He could easily make a fortune by selling such an item.

"Allow me to reiterate, I have no intention of selling it. Ling'er, Yan'er, why are you still standing there? Let's go."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he walked towards the stairs. The actions of this noble in a brocade robe completely enraged his servants, who leaped up and blocked them.

"Sir, you're refusing to accept our hospitality and instead choosing punishment. Do you know what position my master holds?" the leading servant said coldly. He was also an early-stage One Core Formation cultivator.

"Not only that, but you Far-Born Subordinate is utterly reckless, daring to ignore even the demands of Shark King Prince."

These words caused all present cultivators, including the innkeeper, to turn pale with anger. Their initial suspicions had been confirmed; it truly was the son of the Mad Shark King. Cultivators could only look up in awe at such power.

After the servants finished speaking, they all looked smugly at Lin Xuan, waiting for him to submit.

Unfortunately, what followed was something none of them expected.

Lin Xuan had no intention of making enemies with the Mad Shark King, but his opponent's attitude truly irked him. Buying things should follow a voluntary principle; this person was being too domineering.

"I have never heard of Shark King Lin. Do you really think the sea creatures consider the Great Vast Sea their territory? Do you believe we humans can be treated like livestock? If I don't sell it, what then?"

Lin Xuan had spoken diplomatically, but the noble in a brocade robe turned red with anger and his servants. The cultivator's strength was formidable; he was an advanced-stage One Core Formation.

"Old Master Qiao, you're thinking too simply. Although this Great Vast Sea is mainly inhabited by scattered human cultivators and small sects, we still can't ignore the rules of the cultivation world. In the market district, strong-arm tactics are inappropriate even if no one dares to speak out against us. However, it would be a waste for such a minor item," the noble in a brocade robe said leisurely.

"Master Young Lord is correct; my consideration was somewhat lacking. But this matter can't end here. What do you plan to do next?" The old man stroked his beard and looked satisfied. Compared to previous generations of Mad Shark Kings, who were often rash, the young lord seemed much more steady. No wonder the king favored him.

"How else? I've already sent people to keep an eye on that reckless cultivator. We can't act in the market district, but when we're alone somewhere..."

His face darkened as he spoke. "A mere early-stage One Core Formation cultivator dared to be so insolent before me. I won't rest until his soul and essence are extracted. As for those two girls with him, they look nice; I'll take them back as a cauldron."

"Good! Young Lord's approach is very prudent. I will accompany you to see if that arrogant and ungrateful fellow really has three heads and six arms."

"Haha, a mere early-stage One Core Formation cultivator doesn't need Old Master Qiao," the noble in a brocade robe said nonchalantly.

"I understand your meaning, but I'll come along for peace of mind. Rest assured, I won't interfere with Young Lord's actions."

"Haha, Old Master Qiao is overthinking it; I have no disrespect towards you."

"This old man understands. There's one matter I need to ask you," the old man said.

"Please ask."

"The item that Young Lord has chosen isn't just a minor treasure. Even if it's extraordinary, how can it compare to a precious artifact? Yet, you're offering a staggering million crystal stones for it. This is beyond my comprehension," the old man said slowly, clearly troubled by this matter for some time.

"Haha, Old Master Qiao doesn't know; this isn't just any ordinary treasure but a replica of an ultimate treasure."

"An ultimate treasure? That's impossible. While there are replicas of treasures, I've never heard of one being made into a treasure," Old Master Qiao shook his head. There was no need for the young lord to deceive him, but such an explanation seemed too far-fetched.

"Haha, it's understandable that you don't know. But this matter is absolutely true; I came across it by chance in some old and broken scriptures. In our Eastern Sea cultivation world, it might be impossible, but in other powerful realms of the spirit world, ultimate treasures can indeed be replicated into treasures and given to junior disciples of important figures."

He swallowed hard as he continued: "Replicating a treasure is much more difficult than replicating an ultimate treasure; only a Refining Master could do it. The power of these replicas might not be inferior to top ancient treasures."

"A base-stage cultivator holding such a treasure can easily challenge those above them in rank. It's said that the Immortal of the Cold Moon Realm, when young and just starting out, used a replica treasure with her base-stage cultivation to even the odds against an early-stage One Core Formation cultivator."

"Base-stage versus One Core Formation? That's impossible," the old man's face was full of shock. Such a tale sounded too fantastical.

"I don't believe it either, but that's exactly what the scriptures say. The most glorious battle wasn't even this time."

"What? Is there something even more exaggerated?" The old man was truly speechless.

"Yes, I did see one. It's about someone named True Dragon. A hundred thousand years ago, he was still a base-stage cultivator but had already reached the peak of his cultivation without condensing essence. He gained great fame with two replica ultimate treasures as weapons. No one in the same rank or even at the Condensation Stage could defeat him."

"Base-stage defeating One Core Formation? That's impossible," the old man's face was full of astonishment.

"I don't believe it either, but that's exactly what the scriptures say. The most glorious battle wasn't this time."
第一千七百二十一章 图穷匕见

The old man was speechless. This matter was indeed rather absurd: he had seen people with a big appetite, but never someone so reckless as to court death like this. "What happened next?"

"Later on, that old monster naturally wouldn't have any regard for a mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator," the old man said, preparing to extinguish him.

"And that Dragon Sovereign True Man, whether it was sheer audacity or just plain stupidity, in an attempt not to lose face before the beauty, disregarded all caution and didn't consider the disparity between their cultivation realms. He deployed a replica spiritual artifact and went head-to-head with the Core Formation stage cultivator."

"Ah, what happened?"

"The result was that Dragon Sovereign True Man was nearly killed, but the old monster at the Core Formation stage wasn't much better off; he was blasted to pieces by him."

The old man involuntarily swallowed. "Is this true?"

"I can't say for certain, but according to the records, it seems there is some basis for it. However, such a feat is rare in the Spirit Realm. Firstly, Fairy Sky-Absolute and Dragon Sovereign True Man were not ordinary figures; secondly, their replica spiritual artifacts ranked among the top."

"Ah." The old man nodded. Even so, hearing about this still made him feel like he was listening to fairy tales.

On another side of things, although the market was bustling with activity, it only opened for one day a year. When morning came and the sun rose on the second day, human and sea cultivators dispersed.

The once noisy Jia Yu Island gradually calmed down as Lin Xuan watched the scattered遁光. He flicked his sleeves, and a small spiritual boat flew out.

"Yan'er, Ling'er, we should head back."

"Yes, Master."

The two girls nodded obediently before boarding the spiritual boat. Lin Xuan's figure flashed, appearing on it as well. A spell was cast, enveloping the boat in green light, and it sped forward towards its destination.

However, their direction wasn't back to Yuanwu Island; the two girls seemed to have been warned not to speak, keeping their mouths tightly shut without any questions.

The speed of the spiritual boat wasn't fast, but soon enough, it became a mere speck in the distance.

Three hours later, sea breezes blew and strange fish called out. Looking around, the only color was blue; Lin Xuan and his apprentices had arrived at an unfamiliar sea.

Suddenly, the green light condensed, and the spiritual boat stopped. Lin Xuan turned his head to look towards a spot on the left side of the sky.

"Friend, you've followed me for so long, what do you intend? Shouldn't we meet face-to-face?"

"Eh?"

A surprised voice entered their ears as a ship materialized in front of them.

While it could be called a warship, this flying artifact was only several dozen feet long and didn't have any cannons or other attack-oriented tools; its shape resembled that of a shark with white teeth carved on the bow.

What caught everyone's attention were the white mists surrounding the ship, which helped conceal its movements.

Several figures emerged from the cabin, led by the young man in fine clothes whom Lin Xuan had met before. He was accompanied by servants and attendants, including an elderly man with long beard who was a late-stage Fusion realm cultivator.

There were over twenty people dressed in various sea creature styles.

"You actually managed to trace the movements of this spiritual shark boat?"

The young man's face showed surprise and astonishment. This ship had concealment capabilities; even if it were Core Formation or Fusion realm, unless one had a secret technique like Spirit Eye, they couldn't have detected its presence.

Moreover, his opponent seemed too calm, knowing he was following but showing no fear. How could he be so fearless?

Was there something he relied on? Even the young man in fine clothes, who had a look of suspicion, extended his divine sense as far as possible.

But within a thousand miles, not even a lowly cultivator could be found.

This was indeed strange; perhaps this guy was just posturing. His current show was merely an act of calmness.

With these thoughts, the young man in fine clothes revealed a cold smile: "No matter how you discovered me, if you want to live, kneel and beg for mercy. If I'm feeling generous today, maybe I'll spare your life."

"Is that so? Then I will definitely extract your soul and refine it," Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in their ears. Before the words were fully spoken, he raised his hands and gently clenched them.

Instantly, a green light flowed across his body as terrifying spiritual energy surged through his meridians like a flood.

The young man's smile froze on his face, but he didn't show any signs of panic. He merely expressed some surprise: "You're a late-stage Fusion realm cultivator?"

No wonder; it turned out the opponent had hidden his true cultivation level. This explained why he was so dominant at the Hundred Armory when he disregarded 600,000 crystal stones.

Fortunately, Jiao Bo came along this time. Otherwise, things might have been dangerous for him.

Thinking of this, the young man in fine clothes couldn't help breaking out in cold sweat and feeling relieved.

However, on the surface, he showed no signs of alarm; a late-stage Fusion realm cultivator was nothing to be afraid of now.

The long-bearded old man saw the scene and flashed over to stand beside the young man: "Young Master, don't worry. Leave this reckless person to me."

"You?"

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over the old man: "It doesn't matter who comes first; today, none of you will leave alive."

"Your words are bold, but aren't you mentally unwell? A mere late-stage cultivator dares to be so insolent. Today, I'll teach you how to write a 'death' character."

Before the words were fully spoken, he flicked his sleeves and a blue gem flew out.

About an inch in diameter, it shimmered with spiritual light and had a bright sheen.

"Sea Blue Pearl."

Lin Xuan recognized the old man's treasure at once. This was a unique artifact of the sea creatures, widely circulated.

Unlike other treasures, this one wasn't directly used to attack; instead, it served as an auxiliary item, significantly boosting water-based spells when held in hand.

Depending on its quality, the enhancement varied.
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It was said that some could even increase their power by several times. In terms of effectiveness, they were no worse than magical treasures and sometimes even more mysterious.

However, although the Azure Pearl could enhance water attribute spells, this treasure had an exclusive effect; using it meant one couldn't use other magical treasures simultaneously.

Lin Xuan hadn’t been in the Spirit Realm for long, but he had once witnessed its usage. The user was a young girl at the Foundation Establishment stage, and the quality and power of the Azure Pearl were quite limited.

In the Eastern Sea cultivation world, the three tribes stood on equal footing. However, Lin Xuan didn't interact much with the sea tribe, let alone engage in magical battles. Now, it seemed like he could test their strength.

Lin Xuan wasn’t eager to act; he was confident in himself. Seeing his arrogant expression, the elder felt a chill and sensed something amiss. But now that things had come this far, there was no turning back.

A sinister glint flashed in his eyes as he didn't want to waste any more words. He raised his left hand and summoned the Azure Pearl above his head.

Then, he muttered some incantations and cast several spells.

Wu…

The Azure Pearl spun around before emitting a layer of azure light that formed into a giant shield. Lin Xuan pointed forward with one finger.

Instantly, all his magical power and the surrounding primordial energy surged into the treasure. Seven shields flashed out in a fan shape, each emitting a burst of spiritual light, forming an interconnected green light curtain. A Taiji symbol flowed across it, appearing mysterious to the extreme, enveloping Lin Xuan and the two girls.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as if raindrops were hitting banana leaves.

Soon, Lin Xuan and his apprentices were completely engulfed by a storm of attacks, seemingly unable to retaliate at all.

However, as time passed, the sea tribe didn’t relax; their faces grew increasingly grim. Facing such fierce attacks, Ye Fang stood firm like a rock. The shield’s origin was unknown, but it seemed incredibly sturdy.

A moment later, the sound of boiling water reached their ears. The Azure Pearl emitted a bright green light column that shot up into the sky. After a short while, the light dispersed to reveal a mountain several dozen feet high.

But this wasn’t over; the surface of the treasure emitted spiritual light before spinning and rapidly increasing in size.

Soon, it grew tenfold, resembling an actual mountain.

"Is this thing...?" The elder’s pupils constricted as he felt something was amiss. What happened next sent chills down his spine.

Without warning, that mountain “whooshed” towards them at incredible speed, as if someone had thrown it.

The elder was terrified; even without its other abilities, such a massive object would result in broken bones and shattered limbs upon impact.

"Prince, quickly dodge," the elder shouted as he fled. Blue light flashed from his body before he vanished.

But not all sea tribe members were so lucky. They were merely ordinary元婴 cultivators, how could they withstand Lin Xuan’s attack? They couldn’t even run away.

"Ahh!" A series of screams filled the air as over twenty sea tribe members were crushed by the giant mountain and fell into the ocean.

Boom!

A terrifying wave of water rose, shocking everyone. Gusts of wind surged across the surface of the sea. Poor cultivators not only had their bodies smashed to pieces but also failed to escape with their元婴.

This scene was witnessed by both the elder and the Shark Prince.

Lin Xuan turned his head; their expressions were unnatural. Though they tried to hide it, that fear was hard to conceal?

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s face. The defense of the Azure Mother-Child Shield had met his expectations—clearly, it had reached its intended purpose.

There was no need to prolong this; better safe than sorry. After all, this guy wasn’t an ordinary cultivator. His own strength might be negligible, but the power behind him was something Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to provoke.

In other words, today’s incident must remain a secret.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and summoned a fiery red staff.

Then he injected magical energy into it; the staff transformed into a Buddha figure.

"Divine Treasure!" The elder, an advanced late-stage cultivator of the sea tribe, couldn’t help but exclaim. A chanting voice filled the air as the Buddha struck him with one palm.

The action was slow, yet for some reason, it felt like there was no place to hide.

The elder’s expression froze as he gritted his teeth and put away the Azure Pearl, instead summoning a similar meteor hammer. It spun rapidly before fiercely striking the Buddha's hand.

Boom!

Crackling sounds echoed in their ears as the elder retreated several steps, his face turning blood-red. His cheeks swelled like toads, finally reaching their limit after enduring for a moment.
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Puff...

A mouthful of blood spewed out, quickly transforming into a blood mist. However, he didn't care and reached for another treasure on his waist. It was too late.

A flash of green light, Lin Xuan appeared before him. He stood no more than a foot away, the elder's expression was one of shock, anger, and fear. What kind of escape technique was this? It was far more miraculous than instant teleportation.

Lin Xuan smiled on his face as he extended his right hand and gently pressed it against the elder’s chest: "A late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, how formidable are you? You're not the first or second cultivators of your level that Lin Xuan has killed." Before his words were fully spoken, a trio of colored light rays burst forth from his palm.

Struck by an illusionary fire, even if it was just at the late Separation Realm, let alone a Core Formation Realm monster, death would be inevitable. The elder's fate could only be imagined.

"Ahh!"

A loud and desperate scream. But soon, the sound abruptly stopped. At this moment, the sea surface also calmed down; the gale disappeared. Except for Lin Xuan and his apprentices, within a thousand miles around, there was only that young man in fine clothes.

However, at this moment, he no longer had any of the arrogance or domineering attitude from before: "You, you intend to do what? I am the most beloved son of the King Shark. If you kill me, it will be war with the Sea Clan."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan smiled: "Are you scaring me?"

"No, no..." As a "pride of heaven," this guy had never been so close to death before. He felt as if all his strength was being drained.

"Junior, I have no such intention. I... I just want to turn enemies into friends."

"Turning enemies into friends? Haha, do you think Lin Xuan is a three-year-old child who would believe such absurd words?" Lin Xuan didn't want to waste time with him. With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light shot out and flickered before transforming into a giant hand.

With fingers like hooks, it fiercely grabbed toward the top of his head.

The King Shark's son wanted to dodge but was only an Incorporeal Soul Realm cultivator. In Lin Xuan’s eyes, he was no different from an ant. The surrounding heavenly essence energy surged and bound him, rendering him immobile. Then, that giant hand took his head off.

The Incorporeal Soul tried to escape but was too late. Lin Xuan wouldn't let a tiger return to the mountains.

As for the storage bag, of course, Lin Xuan had to take it. Although the other party's cultivation wasn’t worth mentioning, as the King Shark’s son, his assets would be quite rich.

This time, killing the Sea Clan should bring some small gains.

The Shangguan sisters were dumbfounded. Their master was too powerful. With so many enemies arriving here, they had been easily eliminated in a casual conversation.

Though their realms were low, both girls were very smart and could deduce from the earlier dialogue that the other party wasn't a fake. The long-bearded elder's realm was even higher than their master’s.

But the outcome was like paper-thin!

Challenging someone of a higher level was just hearsay. They never thought they would witness it firsthand, with their master as the protagonist.

How great and amazing! It seemed that their sisters had truly blessed themselves with an outstanding master.

"Alright, we should leave this place."

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, his entire body was enveloped in a green glow, wrapping up both girls. He flew off at lightning speed toward the sky.

This time, he didn't use the Spirit Boat.

There was no need; flying artifacts were not sufficiently concealed and too slow.

Due to his state of mind, Lin Xuan valued doing as he pleased but did consider consequences. This young man was the King Shark’s son. The news of him dying in his hands mustn’t leak out. Otherwise, even with his current strength, he couldn't bear the repercussions. Quickly leaving this place was the right choice.

This time, Lin Xuan didn't hide his power and opened up full speed. In just a flash, he vanished into the distant horizon. Although there were no other cultivators within a thousand miles, Lin Xuan's cautious nature led him to avoid returning directly to Turtle Island. Instead, he circled around for several days, changing directions multiple times before finally releasing his Spirit Boat three days later. He took both apprentices with him and set off on the journey home at a steady pace.

The news didn't leak out. Lin Xuan also earnestly instructed the two apprentices not to say anything about it, even to their mother if necessary.

Though young, the girls were as smart as ice and snow. Being native cultivators of this sea region, they knew the significance of killing the King Shark’s son. They nodded repeatedly, vowing never to reveal a word, dead or alive, assuring Lin Xuan that he could rest assured.

Hearing their assurances, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and sigh. He hadn’t expected his apprentices to be so humorous, but it put him at ease.

However, the news not leaking out didn't mean this matter would remain calm. In fact, just as Lin Xuan had eliminated them, the King Shark received word of what happened.

His son’s life essence bead had inexplicably shattered.

A life essence bead was a special kind of magical weapon with no other uses. But since it was forged from the owner's blood, once the owner died, the bead would automatically destroy itself.

This outcome enraged and alarmed the King Shark. His son had only gone to the Jiangyu Island for the annual market. How could he have encountered danger?

Most high-level Sea Clan cultivators knew his son, and there were few monsters in the vicinity. Could it be that humans did this?

Did they lose their minds?

A grudge against one's father was unforgivable. What about a grudge against one’s own child?

Among the six kings of the Sea Clan, the King Shark wasn't the strongest but was known for his ferocity and ruthlessness. Unlike the Great Whale King, he acted on impulse without much forethought.

Moreover, this incident wasn’t trivial; his son had died at human hands. How could he bear to endure it? Sharks didn't hide their heads!

In just a few days, the King Shark's faction sent numerous high-level cultivators deep into the vast sea region.

This was where humans gathered—there were more than ten thousand cultivators here. Unfortunately, the land was barren, and most residents were scattered independents or small sects, along with third- and fourth-rate families.

Their strength compared to the six kings of the Sea Clan was incomparable.

In just a few days, the辽云派 (Liaoyun Sect), 海镰帮 (Haimian Gang), and Li Family from 清风岛 (Qingfeng Island) among several sects were all bloodily wiped out. Everyone lived in fear.

The Sea Clan was acting with such brazenness; did they really want to provoke a war between the two races?

The vast wilderness trembled, and various rumors spread incessantly.

However, soon people realized the truth. The incident started because of the King Shark’s son's death, and the Sea Clan suspected that their prince had been killed by humans with near certainty!
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This caused quite a stir. Fortunately, although the Shark King was brutal, he had his limits when it came to carrying out his actions. The Sea Race's bloodbath and harassment were limited to sects or scattered cultivators with Separation-Union period practitioners. Ordinary people could be ruled out as suspects due to their weak power; there was no way a Separation-Union period cultivator would pose any threat to the Crown Prince.

In times of chaos, human lives were like blades of grass. Yet sometimes, small characters might be safer. The Hundred Herb Sect had long declined, and the Tortoise Island was even poorer, lacking any prominent features on its spirit veins. However, several Sea Race groups passed by, showing no interest in it at all.

One day, a light dot appeared on the horizon of Tortoise Island—Lin Xuan, who had taken a roundabout route before heading home.

A tiny butterfly flapped its wings, stirring up a huge commotion a million miles away. The chaos in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm was inevitable.

As the instigator of all this, Lin Xuan showed no remorse for his actions. Even if he could go back to the past, he would not hesitate to deal harshly with anyone.

If he had let the Crown Prince of the Raging Shark live, that would have been incredibly foolish. The grudge was already settled; did he expect him to forgive himself?

Moreover, Lin Xuan felt no guilt about this matter at all. It was the other party who had acted too aggressively by force.

In the cultivation realm, strength spoke louder than words. If his skills were inferior, with just two girls, they might face even more dire circumstances if captured.

The world may be chaotic, but as long as it didn't harm himself and those around him, that was fine.

To avoid revealing his identity, he had deliberately taken a longer route. Although he encountered several Sea Race groups along the way, Lin Xuan's divine sense was much stronger than that of other cultivators at his level, allowing him to easily avoid them in advance.

A beautiful woman had been waiting on Tortoise Island for some time. Seeing Lin Xuan's transformed light beam, she was overjoyed and rushed forward without a second thought.

"Senior, you're finally back."

Over the past few days, Shangguan Mudouyi's heart had never relaxed.

You are her children’s life; your daughters have sworn allegiance to Senior Lin. Naturally, Shangguan Mudouyi was more than willing to agree. Though she was the head of a sect, in reality, she could offer little help to her two daughters due to the decline of the Hundred Herb Sect and its incomplete cultivation techniques.

In contrast, with such a powerful backing, given their talents, they were sure to reach the Immortalinfant stage without issue. As for where they would ultimately end up, as a mother, she dared not speculate; it was only left to the girls' fate.

Master introduces you into the path of cultivation; the rest depends on your own efforts.

Since his daughters had taken him as their master and were accompanying him to the market, this wasn't unusual. Shangguan Mudouyi was actually very pleased, indicating that Senior Lin valued them greatly.

With such a master looking after them, even if their cultivation levels were low, they wouldn't have to worry about any problems.

But life is like a chess game; who would have thought the Crown Prince of the Raging Shark would fall, causing chaos across the Eastern Sea? The market had long ended, and it was reasonable for Lin Xuan and his two daughters to return. Why hadn't they?

Although the Hundred Herb Sect was weak, news didn't spread quickly here. Still, rumors were everywhere these days.

High-ranking Sea Race from the Shark King's faction had been hunting Separation-Union period cultivators in this area, leading to several sects suffering mass destruction. Could Senior Lin have encountered such a fate?

Shangguan Mudouyi was extremely worried about her daughters' safety. Seeing them return safely, she finally breathed a sigh of relief.

"Mother."

A young voice called out as Shangguan Ling rushed into her mother's arms. Shangguan Yan remained more composed; after paying respects, she stood by the side respectfully.

"It's good to be back, Senior. Did you encounter any Sea Race on your journey?"

"We were lucky. If we had met them, would we still be standing here?" Shangguan Daoist friend said. "Please keep my existence a secret, Lin. I don't want to bring trouble to your sect."

"Rest assured, I understand the importance of discretion," Shangguan Mudouyi smiled.

The two sisters exchanged glances and silently shook their heads. The Crown Prince was clearly killed by Master; yet he acted as if he were afraid, making this performance too naive.

Of course, they wouldn't reveal his secret, not because they didn't trust their mother but because it would only cause her unnecessary worry. More people knowing meant more risks of exposure.

"Senior, we should head back to the main hall. You must be tired, and staying here might attract attention," Shangguan Mudouyi said, looking at the sky before speaking slowly. "The vast expanse of the Great Vast Sea is now filled with bloodshed. There's a chance that Sea Race could pass by anytime, seeing Lin Xuan as a Separation-Union period cultivator would be disastrous."

With the main hall protected byarray formation, it was at least able to conceal the presence of cultivators.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan had no objections and followed the three women toward the center of the island.

The rugged mountains stretched before his eyes. Noting the area, Tortoise Island was indeed quite large.

The scenery was also pleasant, with immortal cranes, deer, lions, and tigers living on the island. Of course, there were no monsters. As they ventured deeper, the spirit energy grew denser.

Soon, several towering peaks surrounded a valley where the main hall of the Hundred Herb Sect stood.

Terraces and pavilions dotted the landscape; for cultivators, constructing such elegant buildings was easy.

However, Lin Xuan noticed that these structures were quite ancient in style, indicating their long history.

"This place is different from last time when I was received..."

Shangguan Mudouyi's face showed a hint of embarrassment as she sighed. "Senior, please forgive me for the previous encounter. As the head of my sect, I had to be cautious for our safety. That’s why I took you to a guesthouse rather than the main hall."

"Ah, I see. No need to apologize; this is human nature. A long journey reveals one's true character. Now that you're bringing me here, it shows you don’t treat me as an outsider," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Seeing his understanding, Shangguan Mudouyi was overjoyed and felt more grateful.

She led him to a pavilion where three women served tea.

This building wasn't the most magnificent, but it was elegant. Without any attendants, Shangguan sisters personally offered fragrant tea.

Noticing the three women standing by, Lin Xuan looked at Shangguan Mudouyi. "Please sit down. As a guest, you shouldn’t feel pressured. I don’t follow formalities; you should know this. There are no outsiders here, so there’s no need for excessive politeness."

!~!
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The elder said it this way, so I will follow your wishes." Lady Shangguan Mu Yu curtsied gracefully and then sat down. Unlike when they first arrived at the Yuan Gui Island, after some time of interaction, both parties had become more familiar with each other. Especially since Lin Xuan had taken the two sisters as disciples, this further narrowed the gap between them. With this connection, they could now consider themselves not outsiders.

"Thank you for your kind eyes and acceptance. I hope the cultivation of these two girls will be in good hands."

"You needn't worry. Both Yaer and Ling'er have goodqualifications. Since Lin Xuan has taken them as disciples, he won't let them down."

Lin Xuan smiled and then waved his sleeves, causing a light glow to envelop him. A storage bag made of animal skin appeared before his eyes.

"I heard from the two girls that your sect is currently in dire straits. Although I am just an independent cultivator with modest wealth, these crystal stones are for you to use temporarily."

"How can this be acceptable? How could I possibly take something from such a senior?" Lady Shangguan Mu Yu's face flushed as she hurriedly declined.

"Don't worry about it. A small gift is not worth much to me. If you don't accept, it would seem that you do not value my kindness."

"How could I dare think so?"

At this point, Lady Shangguan Mu Yu naturally couldn't continue to decline. Moreover, Bai Cao was indeed in a difficult situation; in the words of common folk, she was struggling to make ends meet.

Of course, what was meant by 'struggling' here wasn't that there was no food but rather the various resources needed for cultivation. Everyone was in trouble, and if not for the lack of medicinal pills to swallow, Yaer would have already become a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator with herqualifications.

"Thank you very much."

Lady Shangguan Mu Yu stood up and bowed to Lin Xuan. At this moment, his generous offer felt like sending charcoal in winter; it was almost as if he had brought warmth to the cold.

"We need not be so formal. It's all about mutual support." However, there is something I would like to ask of you, if you don't mind."

"Senior, whatever can be done, I will not decline," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Such is the case. Yaer once asked me for advice on cultivation matters. The Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs practiced by your sect seem quite unique. I feel ashamed to say that as a Separation and Union stage cultivator, I couldn't help the two girls. If you don't mind, could you lend me the Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs so I can take a look?"

"Um," Lin Xuan's request was indeed somewhat excessive. For any sect, their main cultivation techniques were closely guarded secrets; even if relations were close, it was unheard of to lend them out. Lady Shangguan Mu Yu's face showed some hesitation.

"I am only asking this much. If you don't agree, there is no issue," Lin Xuan said with a raised eyebrow.

"Senior, I did not say no." Lady Shangguan Mu Yu's somewhat anxious voice reached his ears. She didn't want to create any rifts with Lin Xuan over this matter. Indeed, for most sects and families, their main cultivation techniques were indeed not passed on externally; it was a matter of preserving the lineage that even the leaders couldn't be careless about.

However, there are always exceptions to every rule, and one must understand when to adapt. Back then, Lady Bai Cao was indeed powerful, but what now? Her life had become so precarious that she could barely make ends meet. She had fallen to this level; how many rules and formalities were left? Moreover, the Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs had been lost before, and even though they had been recovered, it had also led to their incompleteness. This Lin senior was a person with great power; could he possibly be after any cultivation techniques?

With these thoughts, Lady Shangguan Mu Yu's doubts vanished, and she casually waved her hand, revealing a somewhat damaged jade cylinder.

"Senior, this is the Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs. Please take it."

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and placed the jade cylinder in hisembrace.

"Thank you for your kindness. I will now bid farewell to you. With the current conflict between our two clans, please remind your disciples not to venture out casually," he said.

"You're welcome. I understand," Lady Shangguan Mu Yu replied respectfully before seeing Lin Xuan off with the two girls.

"Flying and Yaer, come to my residence in a fortnight; I will guide you in cultivation."

"Aye, Master."

Lin Xuan then flew back to his residence, surrounded by a faint green glow. After bathing and feeling satisfied, he lay down on his bed.

This trip was highly rewarding. The Purple Yang Grass had both quality and quantity that met his expectations. With this, he could now freely accelerate the development of the blood fire ants. By letting the queen produce more offspring, once their numbers reached a certain scale, he would have another powerful weapon at his disposal.

Next, Lin Xuan took out a jade cylinder from hisembrace; it was the one Lady Shangguan Mu Yu had given him, containing the Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs.

In truth, Lin Xuan's intention in asking for this wasn't just to help the two girls but to have another plan. In the past, Fairy Xuanfeng and the founder of Bai Cao were close friends who stayed on Yuan Gui Island for a long time. Given their similar cultivation levels and shared spirit, he believed that the two must often exchange cultivation insights.

By borrowing from this Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs, could he find something useful?

With this mindset, Lin Xuan delved into it with his divine sense.
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One by one, the scriptural texts of various sizes entered Lin Xuan's vision. Clearly, these were ancient writings from a bygone era. Fortunately, he could read them.

Lin Xuan began to study each word and sentence meticulously. The text was not overly complex, but it was evident that this "Herb Lore" was indeed a top-grade cultivation technique with immense power.

Unfortunately, the text was incomplete, with many gaps and omissions.

Lin Xuan sighed. If it were complete, the Hundred Herb Sect would not have declined to its current state.

After spending a day reading through the "Herb Lore," Lin Xuan confirmed that while there were some useful insights, they were few in number and of limited practical value.

Despite his reluctance, Lin Xuan delved deeper into the jade cylinder. However, he found nothing else of interest.

"Damn it!"

Although he had obtained the cultivation technique from the Moon Shadow Sky Witch Art, the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was a secret art mimicking a phoenix's movements. He didn't want to abandon it either.

Moreover, in the spiritual realm, learning an additional technique alongside his main one wasn't unusual; it was practically standard practice.

But where could he find the next stage of the technique if even the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art from this world had reached its peak?

"Could the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art have become a peak-stage Daoist in this realm back then?" Lin Xuan murmured. Regardless, it was a significant gain. The improved version of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was significantly more powerful than before, and there was now a cultivation technique that could take him all the way to the peak of the Profound Dao stage.

Lin Xuan began to study the technique in detail. Half a month passed quickly as he found no difficulties understanding it, and many previously confusing points became clear.

To better integrate his knowledge later on, Lin Xuan planned to re-cultivate the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. This wouldn't take long.

Before that, however, there were things he needed to do. Since he had taken the Shangguan sisters as his disciples, Lin Xuan couldn't just ignore them and act like a hands-off mentor.

After half a month, he left his cave and came out into the ancient exterior. He saw two streaks of light flying past.

"Master, we greet you."

Seeing that Lin Xuan was waiting for them here, the sisters were alarmed and quickly bowed.

"I said no need to be so formal in front of me."

"Yes, Master."

Lin Xuan then led them to a pavilion where he waved his sleeves, revealing a pile of items. There were many bottles and jars among them.

As a wealthy individual, Lin Xuan still had plenty of leftover medicinal pills that would more than suffice for the two girls' cultivation needs.

In addition, each girl received one hundred middle-grade crystal stones. Lin Xuan was not stingy with his disciples; their talents were already good, and with such resources, he believed they would progress quickly without disappointing him.

"Yan'er, Ling'er, I have reviewed the Herb Lore. Although it is a fine technique, there are many omissions that make its practice unstable. For now, you two should not cultivate it," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Yes, Master."

The sisters had no objections; as their master, they would follow his arrangements.

"Master, then what do we cultivate next?"

Shangguan Ling curiously asked. Compared to her sister's reserved nature, she was much more lively.

"This..."

Lin Xuan took out an eye-shaped crystal from his pocket, which recorded the Nine Heavens Profound Technique, capable of reaching the peak of the Foundation Establishment stage. Lin Xuan had spent considerable thought on selecting cultivation techniques for the two girls.

After killing so many cultivators and collecting numerous cultivation texts, he still couldn't find a suitable technique for them. As his beloved disciples, Lin Xuan wouldn't settle for mediocre techniques; they needed to cultivate something powerful.

Both were holders of unique spirit roots: one with an electric attribute, the other with an ice attribute.

Finding appropriate techniques wasn't difficult, but top-tier ones required good fortune. Following the principle of "better none than a poor quality," Lin Xuan decided that both girls would practice the Nine Heavens Profound Technique for now. Its power was suitable for any attribute and could serve as their foundation.

Lin Xuan spent half a day explaining some difficult points to them before taking out two precious items.

One was a pair of wings, shining with cold metallic luster. No one knew what material they were made from, but the chaos in the Great Wilderness Sea was caused by this item.

"Yan'er, your spirit root attributes match these Thunder Crane Wings. I will give them to you."

"Thank you, Master."

Shangguan Yan was overjoyed and bowed to Lin Xuan. Even the Shark King's son coveted such items, spending millions of crystal stones for something far superior than ordinary ancient treasures. How could she not be delighted?

She respectfully accepted it.

Shangguan Ling looked envious but didn't begrudge her sister.

"Ling'er, don't disappoint yourself. Although I haven't found a suitable treasure for you yet, this talisman is enough to make you invincible in your peer group. Even against Foundation Establishment cultivators, you won't be at a disadvantage."

Lin Xuan took out a talisman that seemed unremarkable on the surface but had a sword embedded within it, which seemed alive.

Cold air sprang forth, and its attributes matched the young girl's spirit root.

"Thank you, Master." Shangguan Ling bowed gratefully.

"Alright, it's late. Go back now!"

"Oh!"

The two girls nodded and bowed again before reluctantly leaving.

After arranging his disciples, Lin Xuan returned to his cave. With all preparations in place, he planned to focus on cultivation.

In the realm of cultivation, strength was paramount. In a world teetering on chaos, more strength meant a higher chance of survival. Lin Xuan knew this well after experiencing so much turmoil.

Medicinal pills weren't an issue, and now that he had a cultivation technique, it was time to focus on his practice.

However, before that, there was one small matter to address.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and tapped his waist. A talisman-shaped magical tool flew out.

With seven layers, it looked somewhat worn. Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the Soul Gathering Talisman shook, emitting a luminous aura as the first layer opened. A ball of white light entered his vision.

The white light transformed into a vortex, and three blood fire ants emerged, flapping their wings excitedly. Each was about half a foot long, in good condition, indicating they were well-fed within the Soul Gathering Talisman.

Lin Xuan's left hand flipped, revealing a purple plant in his palm.

Purple Snail Grass!

The sound of wing vibrations reached his ears as the three ants flew over eagerly and began to devour it. After eating it up, Lin Xuan was pleased.

As expected, the records on the Soul Gathering Technique were correct.

Lin Xuan then returned the blood fire ants to the Soul Gathering Talisman before beginning his cultivation.

The Moon Shadow Sky Witch Art was still incompletely understood, so he planned to re-cultivate the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique from the beginning.

Every day, Lin Xuan would also feed the strange insects. After half a month, the blood fire ants started laying eggs, with each queen producing over a thousand.

The hatching process was quick; it took only another half a month.

Lin Xuan re-claimed ownership of them without needing to bleed, just setting up an array. The only regret he had was that none of the blood fire ants were queens, but this wasn't unusual as their birth rate was naturally low.

Following the Soul Gathering Technique's description, Lin Xuan threw some low-grade crystal stones, and the young ants quickly devoured them, forcing him to throw more. In total, over thirty crystals were consumed!
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He had used all his tricks, but still couldn't escape from the seabed. Not only did he suffer physical harm and die, but even his soul was captured by the Shark King and subjected to a soul-searching technique...

The real culprit remained at large.

This incident caused severe consequences. Even the ancient monster of the Dōngxuán period could no longer be ignored by the Holy City.

As they say, if something can be tolerated, why not everything? The sea creatures had overstepped their bounds.

The Holy City issued a call to arms to all major human factions. This meant that the conflict with the sea creatures was inevitable and would soon turn into a full-scale war. A great battle would commence every ten thousand years between these two races.

The sea creatures were not weak either. Although the other five kings thought that the Shark King's handling of this matter was too hasty, they couldn't ignore his faction. After all, the six kings were closely tied together—what affected one affected them all.

There were also rumors that the Three Sovereigns of the Demons had secretly gathered. Even if this incident didn't directly concern them, how could they remain indifferent when humans and sea creatures went to war? With the balance disrupted, they would certainly try to benefit from it.

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded. "Are you worried that even our minor cultivators might be involved?"

"In a nest destroyed, there are no intact eggs. If this were just a small-scale conflict, perhaps we could escape. But with a full-scale war between the two races, even ordinary humans would be caught up in it. How can any cultivator remain untouched? Especially in the vast sea of the Great Wilderness, where we started this, we will surely be at the forefront."

"What should we do then?"

Lin Xuan's expression softened. "We have no choice but to disperse and hide on remote islands. Each person must find a place to hide."

"Such is our only option," Lin Xuan nodded. In such circumstances, he couldn't think of any better strategy.

"The Lady’s plan makes sense. If that’s the case, why don’t you just come with me?" Lin Xuan said calmly. She was their teacher and mother, even if they didn't have much emotional connection, it seemed wrong to abandon her like this.

"Thank you for your kindness, but I cannot agree," Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ bowed respectfully, gratitude in her eyes.

"Why not?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"I may be a lowly cultivator, but as the head of our sect, how could I abandon my disciples when they are in danger? It would be selfish to run for myself."

"That...?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. He couldn't find words to say. To him, such reasoning made no sense. Over eight hundred years, he had seen countless self-interested cultivators—masters and apprentices alike.

In times of crisis, everyone looked out for themselves. Even his own men were no exception.

If he didn’t know Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ, he would have thought her extremely hypocritical. But now, things were different.

Recalling the first time he met Feiyī and Yànyàn, along with the other minor cultivators of the Hundred-Plants Sect, they seemed insignificant at the time. Yet when faced with danger, not one of them chose to run away; instead, they fought bravely for their comrades.

The tradition passed down by the Hundred-Plants Fairy was truly unique compared to other sects and families.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t do such a thing himself, but he admired these minor cultivators.

"Thank you. I will take your offer into consideration," Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ said with gratitude. "But as the head of our sect, I cannot abandon my disciples."

Lin Xuan nodded and remained silent.

After a moment, Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ stood up and bowed to Lin Xuan. "I entrust Feiyī and Yànyàn to your care. Please be kind to them. Even if I die, they will always remember you in the afterlife."

Before she could finish speaking, she turned around and walked away gracefully.

"Wait a moment."

Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ stopped after walking about ten steps and turned back with a puzzled expression. "What else do you need?"

"You said that even if you disperse, it will be difficult to survive in such a bloody sea," Lin Xuan continued. "But why not leave this place altogether?"

"I want to go too, but our situation is clear. My disciples' cultivation levels are too low. Even during ordinary times, moving the entire sect would be hard. Now, with the current circumstances..."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ's concerns were valid. Even a single cultivator traveling long distances could face various dangers.

Sea beasts, demons, and other hostile cultivators generally only dared to travel such vast distances if they had reached the Soul Formation stage or higher. Low-level cultivators doing so would be akin to suicide.

Moreover, an entire sect’s situation was far more complex. Without sufficient strength and thorough preparation, no one would dare undertake such a journey.

"You don’t need to rush. Staying here is too dangerous. If I can find a way for the Hundred-Plants Sect to migrate..."

Before Lin Xuan could finish, Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ's face lit up with joy. She fell to her knees before him and asked anxiously, "Is it really possible?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. "It should be quite reliable."

"If that’s true, you would have saved our sect from certain death. I will follow any orders you give me without hesitation." Lady Shànggān Mùyu said firmly.

If anyone else had made such a promise, Lin Xuan wouldn't have believed it. Cultivators cared about benefits and breaking their word wasn’t considered significant.

But Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ was different. Her disciples were somewhat old-fashioned, and as the sect leader, she would certainly keep her word once given.

Even though they were all minor cultivators now, they might still be useful in the future.

"Please rise. I need a map of this area first. I will have great use for it."

Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ didn't hesitate and extended her hand to retrieve a green Yu Tong Scroll from her waist. She handed it to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan took it. "When you return, instruct your disciples not to reveal any information. We should leave within three to five days at most, or one month at the latest."

"Understood!"

Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ bowed gracefully. Her expression was filled with both respect and gratitude. Lin Xuan's help was like a timely snowfall, but even more precious.

She then left.

Watching her retreating figure, Lin Xuan sighed. "I really am a hard worker."

But his promise wasn't made on impulse; he had carefully considered it.

He owed Lady Shànggān Mùyǔ for the Yu Tong Scroll that allowed him to obtain the improved version of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. The benefits were far greater than expected, and due to the enhanced power of the technique, his strength had significantly increased.

In summary, while the time was short, he had managed to regain much lost ground in both cultivation and power.
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One percent, which means an additional ten percent on top of the original. On the surface, it doesn't seem particularly impressive.

But note that Lin Xuan is now a mid-stage Separation Realm cultivator, and his strength is so formidable that he can easily kill even late-stage cultivators.

His one percent might not sound like much, but in reality, it's quite terrifying.

Moreover, the new version of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique can be practiced all the way to the Profound Void Stage peak.

Given such great benefits from the Hundred Herbs Sect, how could Lin Xuan abandon these可怜 cultivators?

Of course, he dared to say this because he had a large margin of safety; helping them relocate wasn't much of a burden for him.

Otherwise, with his personality, why would he do something beyond his capabilities just for others? After all, his own safety should come first.

After seeing off Shangguan Mudouyu, Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into the Jade Pupil Cylinder. His plan was simple: if it were a major sect, given his abilities, he couldn't help with their relocation, but the Hundred Herbs Sect only had four or five hundred people. It wasn't worth mentioning.

He just needed to buy a larger flying artifact and transport them all safely to another location.

Though this method seemed straightforward, Shangguan Mudouyu's intelligence might not have come up with the same idea. However, she couldn't do it because such flying artifacts required a certain scale, speed, long-range travel, and superior defensive capabilities—ideally, they should also offer some level of concealment.

With these requirements, the cost naturally became substantial. The Hundred Herbs Sect was now in ruins; how could they afford this large sum of crystal stones?

However, Lin Xuan was different. Several lucky coincidences had made him wealthy, even if it was a matter of life and death. Now, he was financially secure enough to compete with Profound Void Realm cultivators on wealth. This expense meant nothing to him.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan acted within his means. He picked up the Jade Pupil Cylinder and sank his divine sense into it...

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head, transforming into a streak of lightning that flew towards the distance.

To talk about spiritual boats, he did have one in his storage bracelet, but it could only carry a few people. It was also not as fast or concealed.

For such a large group, at least a small warship would be needed. Therefore, Lin Xuan planned to visit the marketplace.

Indeed, just recently, he had returned from a market trip. However, while the market's emergence was due to insufficient坊市, it didn't mean that there weren't any in this vast sea region.

There were fewer of them, and they were too far away from Yuan Turtle Island.

But it didn’t matter. Lin Xuan was confident about his speed. If he pushed himself to the limit, it would only take a few days to reach the nearest marketplace.

As night falls, one must be cautious. Throughout the journey, Lin Xuan did not delay but tried to conceal his aura as much as possible. This had nothing to do with being timid; in this critical period, Lin Xuan naturally didn't want any trouble. Safety was paramount.

With his concealment techniques and divine sense far surpassing those of his peers, he avoided danger even when encountering sea creatures. There were no incidents along the way.

Now, only half a day's journey remained to reach the marketplace. The sea was calm, and today’s weather was quite pleasant.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he turned his head slightly towards the left.

Approximately one thousand miles southeast, several powerful auras appeared.

One mid-stage Separation Realm cultivator and three early-stage ones.

Among them, two were sea creatures, while the remaining early-stage cultivator was a human.

There was no need to be curious. Although sea creatures were a branch of humans, their lifestyle over millions of years had caused certain mutations or evolution.

In the sea, they could breathe freely; their bodies were similar to those of humans. Their cultivation techniques formed their own unique system.

It was precisely these differences that allowed Lin Xuan to distinguish whether they were human or sea creatures.

Lin Xuan slowed his divine light and stopped.

Looks like someone is in trouble. Should I go take a look?

His personality didn’t usually involve meddling, but as he was a human cultivator, and this conflict stemmed from him, it wouldn't be wrong to stay out of it. However, if one encounters such a situation and ignores it, it might seem somewhat unreasonable.

Alright, let's see how things are going. With that thought, Lin Xuan changed his direction and quietly flew towards the scene of trouble.

Of course, he did this because the three sea creatures' strength was negligible to him. Otherwise, if there were any Profound Void Realm elders, he wouldn’t have bothered; he would simply leave.

With his divine concealment techniques, a thousand miles could be covered in an instant.

Sure enough, it was three sea creatures and one human cultivator facing off from afar.

The human cultivator was a young woman in her twenties. Though she wasn't breathtakingly beautiful, she was extremely attractive—on par with Sister Ruyan Immortal.

Spring orchid, autumn chrysanthemum; which is more beautiful?

However, unlike the female cultivators Lin Xuan had seen before, this girl's beauty exuded a sense of strength and firmness. Her face was angular, her skin not pale but healthy wheat-colored.

Wearing an indigo robe, she was slender yet robust, full of vitality. If one were to compare her to an animal, she resembled a cheetah, perfectly embodying the concept of beauty and power.

Additionally, there was an aura of danger surrounding her.

Indeed, it was dangerous. Looking at this girl made Lin Xuan feel a bit chilled.

This feeling only occurred when facing Profound Void Realm elders. Could this woman be playing the part of a pig to catch tigers?

Lin Xuan regretted coming here.

If he had known, he wouldn’t have meddled in others' affairs.

But it was too late now; this girl raised her head and swept his aura with a divine sense that was barely perceptible. She had been discovered.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a wry smile on his face. This time, he really did shoot the swan, only to miss its mark.

Though there was some frustration, Lin Xuan wasn’t scared or flustered. One, she was still human; two, he knew his strength well enough that he wouldn’t fear anything.

As they say, if you come, embrace it.

At this point, worrying and feeling down would be useless. Curiosity took over again. Then, something surprising caught Lin Xuan’s attention.

This girl had a sword slung over her back—a large one!
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From the outside, this sword looked unremarkable, quite plain and simple. The scabbard was wrapped in strips as if it were made of broken copper and rusted iron.

Unquestionably, this woman was a cultivator, but not all cultivators carried storage pouches, right? Lin Xuan had been in the cultivation world for eight hundred years, and he hadn't seen anyone carry their treasures like this before. The woman's actions were full of oddities and suspicious points.

She seemed shrouded in a fog, and such people would never provoke Lin Xuan. However, those three sea creatures clearly lacked his discernment.

In their eyes, the other party was fish on a chopping block—any cut they wanted to make. The leading sea creature looked around thirty years old, with an ugly face and a sly smile. His gaze swept over the woman as he laughed heartily: "Girlie, if you don't want to suffer more, just surrender. Otherwise, when we start fighting, I might accidentally hurt you."

"Indeed, indeed," said Brother Luo, "your abilities are far beyond those of other cultivators at your level. You always show such kindness towards others. May I ask what's your name?"

Lin Xuan hurriedly displayed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes and tightened his body, ignoring any concealment.

The woman showed no surprise on her face, but Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as a painful moan entered his ears. However, it was cut off after just half a breath. Blood mist filled the sky; those three sea creatures were completely shattered, not even escaping their essence bodies.

They had been instantly killed!

Lin Xuan involuntarily shrank back, feeling cold down his spine. If he and those three had switched places, could such an attack be avoided?

He began to assess himself.

The result was chilling. In this state, with the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes and full alertness, there would be no problem in dodging it.

But if just now, his vigilance was insufficient, he wouldn't even survive half a life.

He had never seen such a formidable late-stage Fusion Alchemy cultivator before. Even纤幕伊蓝would have to yield to her.

The Spirit Realm truly harbored hidden talents and experts; one must not be careless at all costs. Those who could transcend their level were not just him alone.

Lin Xuan shook his head, dismissing the idea of challenging someone of a higher level. Although he had been unprepared due to insufficient defense, the woman's aura suddenly rose when she made her move. She seemed to have reached the peak of late-stage Fusion Alchemy.

That was it; he felt that clearly and wasn't deluding himself.

But after her attack, she quickly returned to her original state, appearing as a late-stage Fusion Alchemy cultivator once more.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was genuinely puzzled. With his enemy eliminated and his whereabouts revealed, why would this woman still use concealment techniques? Hiding her cultivation level had no real meaning now.

No, it wasn't about concealment.

Lin Xuan shook his head; she did this differently from how he used his concealment techniques—it seemed related to her cultivation method.

In an instant, Lin Xuan made that judgment. The woman was also observing him. Seeing the fates of those three sea creatures, her aura remained unruffled. This person was clearly not simple.

"Ms. Immortal, your skills are impressive. My name is Lin Xuan. May I ask what's your name? Your abilities truly impress me. Would you consider befriending me?"

Lin Xuan solemnly bowed and greeted the woman. Although they had just met, his keen eyes could discern her personality from her actions.

This girl preferred to be straightforward; pretending otherwise would be suicide.

So, Lin Xuan directly revealed his name and purpose. Indeed, the mysterious woman turned her head, a hint of surprise in her eyes.

But quickly, her expression returned to its coldness: "Are you worthy enough to be my friend?"

Lin Xuan smiled. He had never seen such an arrogant woman before.

She was so proud that she might as well be a phoenix.

"Whether I'm worthy or not, we'll find out through battle. Ms. Immortal, forgive me."

Seeing such a cultivator in the late-stage Fusion Alchemy realm, Lin Xuan hadn't encountered anyone like her before. A cultivator with such abilities would surely bring great benefits if they could be friends. However, he had already gauged her personality; without showing his strength to gain her recognition, there was no chance of befriending her.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and unleashed his spiritual energy, radiating an astonishing aura. His eyes shone with divine light as well.

The woman's strength far exceeded expectations. Lin Xuan dared not hold back; he deployed both infant souls simultaneously, causing the sea before them to collapse.

"Surprise, late-stage Fusion Alchemy. Judging by your cultivation realm, you just recently ascended, but your spiritual energy is almost on par with a peak late-stage cultivator."

The woman's eyebrows raised in surprise. "Could it be that you have the ability to cultivate a second infant soul?"

Her eyes were sharp; she had guessed correctly.

But Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator. Having two infant souls was already impressive, but he still added a demon nucleus.

"Ms. Immortal is correct. Let me show you my abilities. Are they worthy of befriending you?"

Before the woman could react, Lin Xuan's spiritual energy surged out like a whirlwind, moving at incredible speed. However, she still showed a hint of disdain in her eyes.

She bent slightly, like a cheetah spotting its prey, and moved. Purple light flashed, but this time, Lin Xuan saw clearly; even if she was fast, the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes could lock onto her.

Clearly, although she appeared aloof, she wasn't a killer. She only treated their confrontation as a sparring match.

Her sword remained unsheathed but still emitted cold purple light.

It traced an odd path in mid-air, missing its target entirely.

Nine Heaven Microsteps!

Lin Xuan didn't fall for the sea creature's mistake; he moved swiftly, leaving behind his own shadow. He had already arrived beside her.

Speed was also a secret of Lin Xuan's, and this girl was still too inexperienced with such combat experience.

Lin Xuan reached out to grab her throat. While not a life-or-death battle, Lin Xuan wouldn't show any mercy; in all forms of combat, one must give their all unless the enemy is already subdued.

Fortunately for Lin Xuan, he stopped just before his hand touched her throat. She had already turned into a mist and vanished from her spot.

What kind of escape technique was this?

Lin Xuan's reaction wasn't weak either; he waved his sleeve, and a green霞 rolled out as the玄青母子盾 emerged like fish in water.

They formed a fan-shaped array, creating a green light screen.

The Taiji pattern shone brightly. Soon, ppp sounds entered Lin Xuan's ears as purple light flashed repeatedly, dozens of sword qi slicing through.

Her treasure hadn't been unsheathed yet, but its power already surpassed that of a peer-level cultivator's innate treasure. The玄青母子盾 was no slouch either; the light screen didn't tremble at all.

"Surprise!"

The woman's face finally showed some surprise as Lin Xuan's expression turned strange too.

He had confirmed she was a late-stage Fusion Alchemy cultivator, but why did her aura only fully release when she attacked or defended? Once the move ended, her aura quickly declined again.

In battle, concealing one's power was impossible. This must be related to her cultivation method.

But Lin Xuan didn't know exactly how.

This girl had many secrets; Lin Xuan found himself increasingly interested.

"Still want to fight?"

"Why not? Just warming up. I haven't used all my strength yet. If you wish to be friends, first defeat this purple霄离火剑 in my hand."

Before the woman could unsheathe her sword, Lin Xuan's voice stopped her: "Wait a moment."

"What's wrong? Are you scared and don't want to fight anymore?"

The woman's eyes showed both surprise and disappointment. She had never seen such a cultivator in the late-stage Fusion Alchemy realm before; she was full of bravado just now, but why did she suddenly become as timid as a mouse?

"Ms. Immortal, you've misunderstood. If we want to spar, we can find time for that later. We have bigger problems right now."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of bitterness.

"Bigger problems? What do you mean?" The woman frowned slightly, looking puzzled.
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Moreover, this time it was different. If he couldn't win, he could still run away. With the newly learned Illusory Shadow Evasion Technique, even a high-stage expert like that old monster wouldn't be able to catch him.

And speaking of the mysterious woman's strength, compared to his own, she likely wasn't far behind either. Working together with her, how would they fare in this battle? He was more than confident that he'd have an advantage on their side.

Turning his head, he saw the woman's face remained cold as ever. She showed no sign of retreating from the pressure exerted by the old monster; instead, she displayed a stubborn expression.

"Fine, what if I'm a high-stage expert? Today, I really want to see you," she said with a determined tone.

Before her words had fully faded away, a faint purple light burst forth from her body. A visible aura swept across, and the pressure it brought about vanished completely.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan didn't have time to think much of it. The old monster's face showed shock. The pressure was an aura unique to high-stage experts; no one had ever heard of something that could break through such a barrier before. What exactly was this purple light?

Moreover, while she broke the opponent's pressure, her own aura also rose steadily. Her current strength far exceeded what it used to be.

Lin Xuan didn't have time for further contemplation as he rushed forward. His body glowed briefly, and the Green Flame Qilin Armor appeared. Along with it came a surge of demonic energy. He had just retrained the new version of Phoenix Dance Nine Skies Technique and wanted to see how much stronger he was now compared to before.

Raising his right hand, the aura around him thickened with demonic energy. Five-colored lights flashed, and a bird-like claw appeared in front of him. The nails were sharp and gleamed like blades. With a light flick, the air crackled as countless beautiful claw slashes emerged... and even more bizarre phenomena appeared within them, vanishing just as quickly.

Next, they suddenly materialized three feet away from his opponent before splitting into two streams that rained down on him.

"Hey?"

The old monster's face showed shock. The claw slashes seemed to contain some kind of law or principle, but such things were beyond the reach of a high-stage expert. But he had no time to think about it as he activated an unusual war armor.

In the mortal world, the art of crafting armor was indeed lost, but in the spirit realm, it wasn't uncommon for high-stage experts to have access to such items. A few clicks of his crystal stone and he could purchase one from the market if he wished. However, not all spirit realm experts favored them; some even found them cumbersome.

But this old monster was different. The armor's appearance was somewhat ugly but had unique defensive capabilities. When the claw slashes hit it, ripples spread across its surface as they absorbed the terrifying attack effortlessly.

Though a single strike proved ineffective, Lin Xuan wasn't expecting the battle to be easy anyway. Compared to the clone of the Poison Dragon Elder, his strength had improved slightly, but he was still far from matching an old monster of high-stage. Even with the mysterious woman's help, he prepared for a tough fight.

So as soon as the claw slashes emerged, Lin Xuan extended his left hand and flipped it over, revealing a red staff.

The sound of Buddhist chants filled the air as both opponents were surprised by this dual nature. Such experts who could wield both divine and demonic powers were rare indeed.

Lin Xuan pointed at the staff with one finger: "Quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, countless staff shadows appeared, blocking half the sky like a mountain pressing down or a torrential rainstorm forming into a massive wave that crashed towards his opponent's head.

"Stupid fellows, do you think I have no treasures?"

The bald sea creature roared in anger. A spherical object shot out from its sleeve, not a Sea Blue Pearl but a blood-red one. It fell into the water with a splash and then something unbelievable happened: the entire area within several miles turned red, glowing with an eerie hue.

Lin Xuan's heart raced.

A bad feeling...

But once he had unleashed his technique in combat, there was no reason to retract it; doing so would be foolish. Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan suppressed this ominous feeling as his magical power surged into the divine staff, making the shadows more glaring. The image of a Buddhist treasure wheel appeared faintly behind him, indicating that the staff's power had reached its peak.

"Ha ha, you dare to challenge me with such trivial tricks!"

The high-stage sea creature showed no fear on its face as it extended its hand and pointed at the water surface. A spell was cast from between its fingers and quickly sank into the water.

Boom!

A heart-stopping sound echoed, and the sea surface suddenly formed countless whirlpools. The swirling water then condensed into grotesque arms, each several dozen feet long, some with spread fingers and others clenched fists, all slamming towards the sky.

Bang!

A deafening noise resounded as all the staff shadows disintegrated like bubbles. Only a high-stage expert could unleash such powerful techniques that far surpassed those of a divine staff.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. But this wasn't over yet. As the staff shadows retreated, the main body of the staff appeared before his eyes.

It had grown to more than ten times its original size and was now gripped by an enormous hand with a hundred feet in length.

The old monster's face showed a cold smile as he tried to crush it.

Thunderous sounds echoed as electric sparks crackled on the surface of the hand, but they were blood-red.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. Since arriving in the spirit realm, he had lost many treasures during battles. Could this divine staff from Penglai Mountain be taken away again?

Though unwilling to part with it, Lin Xuan realized that there was no time to save it now. But just as he thought this, a purple light flashed, and a dazzling sword beam appeared, aiming for the old monster's head.

The target was critical, so even though the sea creature wore armor, it didn't dare be careless. It raised its left hand and drew a circle in mid-air, creating a shield that materialized in its palm.

Sizzle...

The purple light was blocked.

"Stupid, using an unsheathed divine sword to harm me? Do you think I'm just a Lesser Divinity?" the bald sea creature said coldly.

But before he could finish speaking, a silver sword beam appeared, with runes glowing on its surface. Its power was astonishing, and where it struck, all the grotesque hands turned into nothingness.

"What...?"

He turned his head, showing caution as he saw Lin Xuan holding a broken sword in his hand, no more than a foot long, with cracks across its surface. Could that terrifying sword beam have come from this artifact?
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Chapter 1733: Sword Cultivator

His face was filled with confusion, but soon his expression froze in surprise. "Divine Treasure of the Heavens and Earth, is this a Divine Treasure of the Heavens and Earth in your hand?"

"Test it yourself," Lin Xuan said coldly. With things at this point, there could only be one winner—no need to waste words.

The mysterious female cultivator waved her hand: "Is it foolish not to draw it? Fine, let me show you the power of my Purple Heaven Departing Fire Sword."

The cloth wrapping around the sword fell off, revealing its sharp edge. Lin Xuan's eyes even stung a bit as he saw the sword like autumn water, yet with a hint of purple under the sunlight.

She then gripped the sword and charged at him as if it were a fist fight.

"What招数 is this?"

Even the merfolk, let alone his ally Lin Xuan, felt astonished. Cultivators usually did not use their treasures in such a way—flying swords weren't summoned but held horizontally with hands. Was she treating herself like a martial artist of the secular world?

But she ignored all that. Halfway through her charge, the sword in her hand swung down towards the ground. Instantly, countless purple sword shadows and red lightning arrows appeared, densely falling upon him.

The sheer number made it impossible to dodge; he had no choice but to face them head-on.

A look of surprise flashed across the merfolk's face, yet he remained calm. Having reached this stage in cultivation meant enduring countless hardships, and his combat experience was undoubtedly rich. With a flick of his left hand, a shield flew out from his palm, transforming into a thick light curtain that enveloped him entirely.

Unpierced by wind or rain!

With a thunderous sound, the next moment, explosions echoed as the sword arrows and lightning struck the barrier. The light curtain began to sway and flicker like a candle in the wind.

"Impossible!"

The merfolk's face turned pale. His Sand Shield was forged from precious materials, ranking among the best of its kind even among peers. How could it fall so easily? Could this woman's offensive power be stronger than that of an Abyssal Core cultivator?

This was impossible!

Before he could think further, the woman had already rushed up to him. With a flash of purple light from her long sword, she slashed at the barrier with a sound that made his teeth ache.

The barrier actually broke!

It vanished in a flash, and the shield fell like ordinary iron into the sea.

Lin Xuan was left speechless by this power. However, the old monster's reaction was swift as well. With both hands, he waved, sending a series of lightning orbs flying.

She showed no signs of dodging; with one sword in hand, she slashed at her opponent’s head.

Boom!

The head fell off, but there was no blood. The corpse then turned into a piece of talisman paper that burned by itself without wind, vanishing from sight as if it had never been seen.

"Replacement Talisman!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Such treasures were also in his storage bracelet—no wonder an Abyssal Core cultivator would have such wealth.

His mind raced, but he did not slacken; the battle was far from over. From several dozen feet to his left, a fierce light flashed as the old monster appeared.

A look of fear flickered across his face: "Sword cultivator, you… are an ancient传承下来的剑修? How is that possible? Those fellows from that sect haven't died out?"

"Sword cultivator," Lin Xuan's expression showed confusion. He couldn’t remember where he had heard this name.

The merfolk’s old monster looked even more displeased. Most cultivators today might have forgotten about the sword cultivators, but he had stumbled upon a detailed description in ancient texts by chance.

It was well-known that cultivation originated from humanity's pursuit of immortality.

As the saying went: "All streams flow into one."

Cultivation paths were numerous—Daoist, Buddhist, Confucian, and magical. There were also cultivators who transformed into beasts. In ancient times, there were even more sects, far beyond just these few.

Their understanding of Daoism varied, but over time, most had declined due to natural selection. However, one sect stood out: the sword cultivators!

Sword cultivators focused solely on swords as their only treasure and magical tool. They did not practice other elemental techniques or delve into talisman spells or array formations.

They revered the sword as a god, wielding it with supreme power over all.

This was not the worst part. While devoting themselves to swordsmanship might seem eccentric, it could be accepted since it didn’t affect his relationship with other cultivators.

However, most of these sword cultivators were ascetic practitioners, their personalities extremely odd. Occasionally interacting with the outside world often involved reckless and fierce battles.

Originally, this wasn't a problem; the killing and pillaging in the cultivation realm was common, and some bloodshed was normal.

But as time passed, other sects of cultivators began to notice something different about these sword cultivators.

While their treasure was singular, their focus led them to forget the ultimate goal: seeking immortality. Instead, they obsessed over the power of their swords.

Thus, the sword cultivators fell into a demonic state. While other flaws were ignored, their combat prowess far surpassed that of other sects.

In battles against other sects, sword cultivators were almost invincible in the same rank and often challenged higher ranks with ease.

Their strength was enviable, but for some reason, sword cultivators began to criticize other sects, claiming their cultivation methods were wrong. Only they, focusing on flying swords, had the right path.

At first, it was just debates; later, it escalated into physical confrontations until all sects united to attack the sword cultivators.

That battle could be described as a disaster. Although not as severe as inter-dimensional wars, it was unimaginable. Various levels of cultivators were involved—ranging from agile to those crossing the tribulation barrier—and even freelance cultivators. The entire spirit realm bled rivers.

The conflict lasted nearly ten thousand years, with the sword sects standing alone against all other sects' cultivators. This showed how terrifyingly powerful these ascetic sword practitioners could be.

But good fortune couldn’t stand up to overwhelming numbers. Even a mighty lion had to retreat when faced with a wolf pack.

In the end, it was the sword cultivators who failed. However, other sects suffered heavy losses as well; many small sects were wiped out entirely.

The cultivators despised the sword cultivators for their transgressions but were also amazed by their formidable strength.

During the battle, they seized numerous texts from the sword cultivators. After studying them, they lost interest due to the extreme nature of their cultivation methods—easy to go astray.

Note: The following text is free and can be read without charge.
Today, Huan Yu will attend an author's conference in Chengdu. This is a great honor, and Huan Yu thanks all fellow cultivators for your support. Without you, there would be no achievements of Hundred Refinements today, nor this honor. I am truly grateful; thank you all. Huan Yu will work harder to bring you even more captivating stories.

In the coming days, Huan Yu won't be able to access the internet. However, rest assured, I have written a lot and will update regularly. The number of updates may decrease temporarily as I can’t check the comments section for now. During this conference, Huan Yu will take some time off. Please thank Tinglou, Milk Dragon, and Kite for looking after it.

Next month, Hundred Refinements' web game will start a closed beta test. Huan Yu will work even harder; please continue supporting me!
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This wasn't the worst part. When their Life Span came to an end, the元气劫 they faced was much more formidable than that of ordinary cultivators.

As everyone knew, going through the元气劫 became increasingly difficult with each attempt. However, the first time was usually quite simple; as long as one's cultivation wasn't too weak and inferior to their peers, most could easily pass it. But for sword cultivators, despite being far stronger than other schools' practitioners at the same stage, over seventy percent often perished in their first attempt. Let alone the second or third time…

Thus, high-ranking sword cultivators were few and far between. During that millennia-long war, there were only two surviving sword cultivators who had gone through the元气劫. They were a couple, both at the initial stage of cultivation, yet they led a group of分神期 sword cultivators to battle against various other schools' practitioners. Each time, they faced overwhelming odds and even some Immortal Wanderingers.

Yet, they managed to escape each time until finally, with the help of an array, they were able to destroy their opponents.

From this point on, one could see that the combat prowess of sword cultivators was indeed formidable.

But what use is it when the disadvantages are so obvious? Other schools' cultivators showed no interest. They burned those ancient texts and hunted down all remaining sword cultivators, killing them where they found them. Lin轩 was overjoyed to find out this girl's strength exceeded his expectations.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flew out, radiating light. Lin轩 extended both hands and tightly grasped it before pouring in his mana without hesitation.

Roar!

The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flashed with intense light, emitting dozens of ice serpents and fire dragons that circled and danced around them, their roars echoing continuously.

However, this was far from over. As Lin轩's hands moved rapidly, the number of dragons increased to seven per original one, each still radiating an overwhelming pressure without any weakening. This instantly blocked half the sky.

"Add my Hundred Dragon Fangs to your Purple Heaven Separation Fire Technique, Fairy," Lin轩 said with a mocking tone. "Let this old fellow experience what it's like to be beaten into a pig."

Lin轩's laughter echoed as he cast his hand seals like butterflies. Countless ice serpents and fire dragons roared in unison, lunging at the opponent.

The scene was reminiscent of Purple Heaven Separation Fire Technique, but with more differences and no less power.

The ancient Immortal Wanderinger growled in anger. Lin轩's and the woman's attacks were already upon him.

There was no time to dodge!

With a roar of fury, he struck his head, spewing out a blood-red substance from his mouth.

Though vibrant, its shape was ever-changing.

This treasure turned out to be liquid.

Lin轩 was greatly surprised. He had seen many things but had never heard of liquid treasures before. The old Immortal Wanderinger waved his hands, casting several hand seals.

A vivid painting appeared in the light screen, with Taiji and Bagua patterns on it. Then, beams of light shot out from this scroll, dispersing into colorful spiritual rays that transformed into various flying knives and swords, their malevolent energy clashing head-on with Lin轩's and the woman's attacks.

Explosions echoed nonstop as the space trembled. The woman charged forward with her sword.

She was indeed formidable.

Lin轩 couldn't help but marvel at the experience of magical combat. Such a spectacle had never been heard before, and the intense conflict caused thick white fog to fill the surroundings, obscuring any vision of the opponent.

Pang! Pang! Pang!

Explosions continued as the woman rushed forward from several dozen feet away, engaging in close combat with the old Immortal Wanderinger. Lin轩's eyebrows rose; he couldn't stay out of it. As a cultivator, he had an advantage in close combat and decided to test the new version of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

Silver light flashed as he stepped forward lightly. Disappearing from his original spot, Lin轩 reappeared several dozen feet away.

Blood splattered as the woman and old Immortal Wanderinger fought fiercely. Both were drenched in blood.

The old sea monster's left hand was severed, but a thumb-sized hole appeared on the woman's shoulder.

Overall, she seemed to have the upper hand.

Lin轩 was delighted; he wouldn't retreat from such an opportunity. Beating down a fallen foe was the right choice.

Taking a deep breath, golden light flickered as the Lesser Heavenly Realm Bodhisattva manifested with nine heads and eighteen arms.

"Golden Body Bodhisattva."

The old sea monster's eyes widened in shock. He had already decided to retreat but Lin轩 wouldn't let him go. Multicolored lights flashed as each arm held a weapon—swords, spears, halberds, and more.

These treasures were the treasures of Poison Dragon Ancestor, not necessarily top-tier ancient treasures, but their power was considerable. With eighteen ancient treasures at such close range, there was no place to hide. The surrounding space was stirred as Lin轩's eighteen arms swung, sending all the weapons towards the opponent.

With Lin轩's flanking attack, the woman was extremely happy and ignored her injuries. She spat out a mouthful of blood; after being absorbed by the Purple Heaven Separation Fire Sword, it transformed into a massive dragon over ten meters long, its purple aura surging as it opened its maw to unleash a barrage of lightning.

If this were true magical combat, such techniques might not subdue an ancient Immortal Wanderinger. But now, with the close range and Lin轩 and the mysterious woman's dual attacks, the old Immortal Wanderinger had no place to hide. His full power could not be unleashed.

Though he managed to summon a few defensive talismans, they were utterly useless as those treasures were easily shattered into dust. However, this gave him some time to escape. Ancient Immortal Wanderingers weren't so easy to eliminate. Just as the old Immortal Wanderinger tried to flee, Lin轩 charged forward and pressed his right hand onto his chest.

In his palm, three colors of light flickered—Phantom Heaven Fire!

This was Lin轩's trump card; its power rivaled that of top-tier ancient treasures.

The old Immortal Wanderinger was shocked. But he reacted faster. His armor still clung to him as a flash of light appeared on his chest, revealing several sharp blades.

But Lin轩 ignored them and pressed his hand down. His entire palm glowed silver, the surface of the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique at its peak. Puff…

A soft sound echoed as the old Immortal Wanderinger's eyes widened in shock. Lin轩's hand wasn't cut; instead, those blades melted away like ice thrown into a fire.

"What…?"

The bald sea monster was shocked but it was too late to change his tactics. Lin轩's hand firmly pressed onto his chest. Blue light surged as an icy layer spread from his palm. This wasn't over yet. Then came the toxins and grayish hue, turning the hard armor into dust that blew away.

"You can go die now."

Lin轩's lips curled into a cold smile. An ancient Immortal Wanderinger in such close combat with no protection against his Phantom Heaven Fire had no chance of survival.

Three-colored flames began to spread over his skin, turning black as if life force was being drained from him.

The bald sea monster's face showed fear and angry roars echoed. But he couldn't surrender; he drew a breath, gathering all his mana to his chest, blue light piercing as he resisted Lin轩's Phantom Heaven Fire.

As an ancient Immortal Wanderinger who had endured thousands of years of cultivation, his true essence was formidable. The magic power of the Phantom Heaven Fire was halted for a moment, creating a stalemate.

Unfortunately, his opponent wasn't alone; that mysterious woman was watching with keen interest!
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Lin Xuan had already subdued his opponent, so the woman naturally wasn't going to be polite. With a swing of her sword, a beautiful blood flower bloomed as she took off his head.

A powerful Dantian Period cultivator perished in an untimely manner under Lin Xuan and this mysterious Sword Practitioner's combined efforts; none of his abilities were fully utilized before he inexplicably fell. But the matter wasn't over yet. A flash of blue light, and a baby about an inch high escaped from the corpse.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows as his right hand flipped, and an ancient-looking long spear appeared. However, the woman's actions were faster. With a flick of her left hand, a purple sword energy shot out from her fingertips, with lightning fire attached to its surface. The speed was so fast that it left people speechless; even before the元婴 could teleport, it was pierced through the head.

With wide eyes filled with不甘and fear, he never imagined dying at the hands of two Separation and Union Realm cultivators.

Seeing his元婴 destroyed as well, Lin Xuan tossed his sleeve, retrieving the opponent's storage bag. He then flicked his fingers twice, sending out two fireballs that turned the corpse into ash.

The sky brightened again, and the waves on the sea calmed down. However, this place was clearly not a suitable long-term location. Lin Xuan emitted a layer of green light and flew towards the distance. The woman hesitated for a moment before following him.

A few hours later, they arrived at a barren island with thin spiritual energy. Lin Xuan slowed his遁光and landed down.

The woman followed silently behind.

"How about it? We worked together to kill a Dantian Realm cultivator. With my strength, am I not worthy of being your friend?" Lin Xuan smiled and spoke. He had never seen such a powerful figure among his peers; this kind of strength was definitely worth befriending.

"Are you willing to be friends with me?" There was a strange look on the woman's face.

"Not bad, do you think I'm unworthy?" Lin Xuan scratched his head; her expression was too peculiar.

"Yes," but your friend should know what it means to be a Sword Practitioner."

"What… I vaguely saw this in an ancient book, but I’m not quite sure. If the Lady is willing, could you explain it to me?"

Surprisingly, she shook her head: "If you're interested, you can read the classics yourself. Many old texts have mentioned Sword Practitioners."

"Let's make friends after you understand clearly and if you don't mind my identity."

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was genuinely curious. When that sea monster recognized this woman’s identity, his face had changed dramatically as though he had been shocked.

The name "Sword Practitioner" sounded familiar, yet Lin Xuan couldn’t figure out what secrets it held.

He frowned and pondered while her voice entered his ears with a hint of embarrassment and shyness: "Friend Daoist, this time, we worked together to kill the sea monster. Can you split his storage bag with me?"

Lin Xuan was no fool; he quickly saw through the situation.

The woman’s expression was peculiar. Could it be that she had the power of a Dantian Realm cultivator but lacked money?

He guessed as much without showing any reaction on his face. With a wave, he threw the storage bag to the opposite girl and wore an air of generosity: "Lady, you jest. Take it if you want; there's no need for splitting."

"Wait…" The woman was taken aback by Lin Xuan’s generosity.

"That old monster was killed by us together."

"I know. But Lady, don't be so polite. I'm not short on crystal stones." Lin Xuan waved his hand, showing great magnanimity.

"If you're willing to be so generous, little lady, thank you very much," the female cultivator was overjoyed and didn’t put up any more pretenses before putting the storage bag away: "We’ll meet again."

Before her words were even finished, a layer of green light enveloped her. Then, as if remembering something, she turned back: "Oh right, my name is Ruoxuan."

Her voice still echoed in his ears as she vanished. Her speed was extremely mysterious and not much worse than teleportation.

"Ruoxuan."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. This time, he gained nothing but goodwill from the encounter, which was beneficial for him. The cost was merely a storage bag of war spoils; it appeared extravagant on the surface, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t really do such a generous thing. He had already used his divine sense to check the contents and found that there weren't many treasures inside—only a few crystal stones and talismans.

Even if he split them with her, what he got was negligible.

At least for him, it was just a chicken's rib; acting more generous would be worth it to gain her goodwill.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t after her beauty but had other plans. What cultivation technique did that woman practice?

Purple Heaven Separating Fire Technique!

Clearly, it was a dual attribute of lightning and fire.

And its power was immense. The attributes matched Yan'er’s spiritual root as well. If he could obtain this technique, it would be excellent for his disciples to cultivate.

Unfortunately, the woman left too quickly.

Of course, getting her cultivation technique required some investment.

This cheap storage bag had already earned him goodwill; he was actually making a profit.

With Lin Xuan's personality, how could he do a losing business?

But why didn’t these Dantian Realm cultivators carry any wealth? Were they like the Poison Dragon Ancestor and hiding their treasures in secret caves?

Lin Xuan shook his head and decided not to dwell on it. His goal for this trip was to find an appropriate flying artifact to help Baicao Sect complete its migration. Since the mysterious woman had left, there was no need for him to linger here.

After all, with a Dantian Realm cultivator lost, the sea monster would surely cause a commotion in their clan. The vast ocean would become increasingly perilous; who knew when a full-scale war between the two clans might break out.

Time was pressing. He needed to leave as soon as possible to avoid danger. With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan emitted a layer of green light and flew towards the distance.

Half a day later, they saw an island marked by the Jade Scroll Charm. The market was located here; it wasn’t as large as Jiangyu Island but had no mountains or lakes. In the center, there was a vast open space where the market was situated.

Lin Xuan’s green light condensed and he landed near the market while concealing his aura. Separation and Union Realm cultivators attracted attention, but Dantian Realm ones were more suitable.

He then walked into the market with great confidence!~!
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Unlike his initial expectations, the market was not as crowded with cultivators as he had imagined. However, it was still significantly busier than he had anticipated, at least several times more so.

Most people were bustling about hurriedly, and Lin Xuan even saw a couple of Separation and Union stage cultivators hawking their wares. The calls for attention never ceased.

"Come take a look! This is a bone spear made from a transformed monster crocodile, with unparalleled power that can match the top-grade ancient treasures. Hurry if you want to buy it; you'll regret missing out."

"And this shield crafted from millennium-old ancient crystal sand," even at Separation and Union stage, one strike could block such treasure items.

These calls drew Lin Xuan's attention as well. He knew that treasures were not like ordinary goods. Even in the Spirit Realm market, only large shops had such valuable items; seeing them sold on stalls was a novelty for him.

His gaze swept over the offerings but he found they weren't spirit artifacts. The quality of these two treasures wasn't worth mentioning and their sellers seemed to be exaggerating.

Nevertheless, it was still rare to find decent-quality treasures here. After wandering around, Lin Xuan did indeed discover several items with good qualities on the stalls—though they were not for his taste as a cultivator.

As the saying goes, "a storm is brewing," and with the looming conflict between humans and sea creatures, people's minds were unsettled. Everyone felt like they were living in a time of constant danger.

In such circumstances, different individuals made different choices. Major sects and families urgently needed supplies, talismans, magic artifacts, medicinal pills, and various materials—basically anything related to cultivation became scarce. Stocking up on these items could enhance their power.

While stalls occasionally yielded treasures, they were rare and unpredictable, much like waiting by a tree for a rabbit. For real quality items, one had to rely on reputable shops. And typically, the stronger the shop, the more prominent its building.

Standing before a towering structure over ten meters high, Lin Xuan saw it was divided into six levels, made of wooden structures reinforced with magic. The three large characters "Tian Yuan Pavilion" were written in flowing script.

Without hesitation, he entered. Inside, many customers were present—some appraising treasures, others carefully selecting items, and the occasional haggling. Despite its grand and ancient appearance, it was as noisy as a bustling market.

Lin Xuan frowned and headed straight to the second floor. The scene there was similar, so he continued climbing...

Eight hundred years of cultivation had made Lin Xuan familiar with markets; no cultivator could achieve enlightenment in isolation. Interacting with others was necessary for progress.

Buying and selling were inevitable for any cultivator, and Lin Xuan's experience was extensive. Generally, the higher the floor, the better the treasures.

Indeed, after ascending to the fifth level, it became quieter. However, on his way up, two cultivators stopped him. Both were at late Condensation Core stage; one male and one female. The man greeted Lin Xuan with a bow: "Excuse me, sir. Goods above the fifth floor are of high value. To avoid unauthorized access, this building has a rule requiring proof of identity for guests with less than eight million crystal stones."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was slightly surprised by such rules but understood their logic. The silence on the sixth floor made sense now.

Eight million crystal stones might be significant to others, but to Lin Xuan, it was just a drop in the bucket. He wasn't bothered.

Following local customs, he didn't want to disrupt the shop's rules. He nodded and flicked his sleeve, sending out a small storage bag: "Here are eight million crystal stones. Please check if they're sufficient."

The man took the item from Lin Xuan without hesitation, probing it with his divine sense. His eyes nearly popped out of his head.

Inside were countless colorful crystals, dazzling to the eye. They were high-grade weak stones in large quantities.

At a one-to-ten exchange rate, this man was well-traveled but still found such wealth rare. Money could make even ghosts move, and owning such a fortune indicated he wasn't an ordinary cultivator. His expression turned extremely respectful as he handed the bag to Lin Xuan: "That's enough, sir. Please come in. I apologize for any rudeness earlier."

Lin Xuan took the bag and walked inside confidently.

Just then, before his first step on the stairs, a female cultivator on his left whispered: "Brother, it’s just an Incubation Core stage cultivator. We receive many Incubation Core stage visitors; why be so respectful?"

It was understandable that she didn't understand. While her opponent's cultivation level was higher, to the owner of Tian Yuan Pavilion, this wasn't significant. As his subordinates, they shouldn’t have been so deferential.

"Little sister, you don't know," ordinary Incubation Core stage cultivators couldn't casually produce thousands of high-grade crystal stones with a wave of their hand. Even Separation and Union stage veterans who could prove such generosity were few. So if I'm not mistaken, the other party is an advanced Separation and Union stage cultivator with considerable status."

"What?"

The female cultivator was taken aback but then nodded thoughtfully. Her brother's analysis made sense. For them, offending Incubation Core stage cultivators wasn't a big deal, but Separation and Union stage was beyond their reach.

Though it was speculation, showing respect couldn’t hurt. Even if the assessment was incorrect, there was no harm in being polite. As an old saying went, "too much courtesy never hurts."

Their conversation was transmitted telepathically, but Lin Xuan's divine sense was too powerful, so he heard every word clearly.

He didn't mind that his identity had been discovered; a Condensation Core stage cultivator with such depth of character was commendable. He shook his head and continued up the stairs to the sixth floor.

The area here was much smaller than the previous five levels but elegantly decorated, with soft music playing.

"Another senior has arrived, please take a seat."

A pleasant greeting caught Lin Xuan's attention as he saw an elderly man and a scholar sitting at a table, surrounded by various delicacies. The hall was filled with beautiful maids singing and dancing while musicians played in the background.

For a moment, Lin Xuan thought he had gone to the wrong place; this seemed like both a treasure market and a banquet.

However, his gaze on the two cultivators revealed they were both at mid-Separation and Union stage. Interesting.

Seeing more cultivators as he entered, Lin Xuan realized hiding his true strength was pointless. These young ones couldn't be offended, so he ate heartily, enjoying the feast despite being an adept at cultivating without food.

The Separation and Union stage cultivators exchanged glances but showed no interest in him. He was just a lowly Incubation Core stage disciple after all.

However, as guests, they were served with respect. The maids led Lin Xuan to an empty table, each person having their own seat.

"Excuse me, sir," the young servant explained apologetically, "my lady has some urgent matters and will be delayed for a bit. Please wait here while enjoying the performances. You can purchase treasures only after my lady returns."

"Oh, I see."

Lin Xuan waited patiently despite his eagerness to buy a flying magic artifact. He nodded and began eating heartily, as even cultivators could enjoy food.

The two Separation and Union stage cultivators cast sidelong glances but Lin Xuan paid them no mind; he ate his own meal!
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Chapter 1737 - Inverting the Sea Saber

A little over half an hour passed, and the sound of hurried footsteps reached his ears. Lin Xuan turned to see a woman around thirty-seven or eight years old enter his view.

She wasn't particularly beautiful, with a somewhat plump figure, but she exuded the grace of a lady, truly resembling the shop owner in some ways.

Her cultivation was also impressive; she was an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator.

"Sorry for keeping you waiting. I had something come up at the last minute. Here, let me give each of you a small bottle of spiritual wine as compensation," said the woman with a smile, smoothing her hair and then waving her sleeves to cast light over their tables. Each of them now had a palm-sized gourd.

"These are just token gifts, but this Heavenly Pillar Spirit Wine is brewed using our secret recipe. Not only does it have an excellent taste, but it also recovers your spiritual energy faster than regular spirit wines by about ten percent."

Lin Xuan's interest was piqued as he picked up the purple-gold gourd and took a small sip. The taste was indeed good, and its effects seemed to match what she had said. However, such a small bottle of spirit wine would only be worth several thousand crystal stones—enough for low-stage cultivators but not much for Core Formation stage ones.

While the gift wasn't significant, this gesture made him feel like he was walking in spring breezes. Lin Xuan nodded inwardly; she was a shrewd businesswoman, offering a small sweetener to make up for their wait and perhaps gain an advantage during future transactions.

Though he saw through her intentions, Lin Xuan didn't mind. Since it was a gift, there was no need to refuse. He pocketed the gourd without hesitation.

"May I ask what kind of treasures you're interested in? My shop can certainly satisfy your needs if you can afford the price," the woman said with a charming smile. Her appearance might not be outstanding, but her voice was incredibly pleasant.

"Able to get satisfactory treasure just by paying the price—hmm, is that an exaggeration? Could I find a top-grade divine artifact here?" The scholar cultivator sneered.

The man appeared no more than twenty years old from his outward appearance, yet his face bore deep wrinkles and signs of hardship.

"Top-grade divine artifacts, hahaha. You really know how to joke. Such treasures are rare even for Core Formation stage cultivators. Each one causes a storm when it appears. How could this shop have such an item?" she replied with a laugh.

"But…" The scholar cultivator's words seemed to hint at something more, surprising him, and Lin Xuan turned his head along with the elderly-looking man.

"Such divine artifacts are naturally not available here, but through good fortune, we obtained a replica of one. Would you be interested?" she asked with a smile.

"What? A replica of a divine artifact?"

The scholar cultivator was delighted: "Is this true?"

"Of course. This Inverting the Sea Saber is crafted from ancient divine artifacts, using several pounds of meteoric iron and other precious materials like Fireworshiping Clay and Heavenly罡 Grass. Don't be fooled by its unassuming appearance; it's incredibly powerful."

She took the Inverting the Sea Saber in her hand and slowly infused spiritual energy into it.

Zzzz…

A resonant, ancient sound filled his ears as electric arcs began to dance across the saber’s surface. Miniature talisman arrays flickered within the arcs, and golden and silver inscriptions appeared. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this replica was far more powerful than the Watermark Fan he had seen before.

The difference lay in both craftsmanship and the quality of the divine artifact itself—there were grades among them.

Not all divine artifacts had the same power, and their differences could be significant. This was something he hadn't paid attention to before, but if given a chance, he would study more about it.

"May I examine this treasure?" The scholar cultivator's tone remained calm, yet his face betrayed excitement. He had come looking for top-grade ancient treasures, so finding a replica was unexpected.

"Certainly," the woman smiled and handed him the saber.

He examined the artifact closely as time passed. His eyes grew brighter with each moment, and finally, he sighed: "How much does this cost?"

"Three hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones."

The scholar cultivator's eyebrows shot up in surprise. "What? Three hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones?"

This was equivalent to three billion ordinary crystals. As a Core Formation中期 cultivator with some savings, it would nearly exhaust his entire fortune for such an item!
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This was a tricky situation to evaluate, as the saying went: "A wise man sees things differently from a fool." Normally, Lin Xuan wouldn't be willing to trade for such an item; even if it were a precious treasure, it would leave him penniless and without resources to cultivate. In the long run, this was foolish behavior that wasn't worth it.

However, circumstances had changed now. With the imminent war between two tribes about to begin, having one more powerful treasure meant a higher chance of survival.

If he fell in battle, there would be no future cultivation left to speak of. So, staying alive was his top priority.

"Madam, could we negotiate on price?"

"The senior should understand that this is a fair deal," the lady replied with a smile. "To be honest, if it weren't for the current storm brewing, I have some goods in my store that need to be sold. Treasures of this grade are usually auctioned off, and here, the value of the Dào Hǎi Gē is far more than three million mid-grade crystal stones."

Lin Xuan nodded. This wasn't a lie; he had bought imitation spirit treasures before, spending 2.7 million mid-grade crystal stones on the Shan Shui Fan. The Dào Hǎi Gē seemed to be even better. While this price was not cheap, it was still fair.

"Madam, I don't lack treasures. Currently, I'm stuck at the middle stage of Separation Period and need some drugs that can help me break through. Your store's reputation is well-known among my old friends. If you could provide something to assist with this breakthrough, I wouldn't be disappointed," a hoarse voice said.

The elderly man’s face lit up with excitement. His request surprised everyone. In such turbulent times, he was still diligently cultivating. However, it made sense; breaking through to the late Separation Period would significantly increase his chances of survival in future conflicts.

Yet, when the middle-aged woman heard this, a look of difficulty crossed her face: "This is indeed difficult. While we have some ordinary pills that can enhance Separation Period power, there are none that could help you break through your bottleneck."

"Then do you not have any?" The elderly man’s face showed disappointment.

"Not exactly," the middle-aged woman replied hesitantly. "We have one pill, but it's a different approach. This Mó Luǒ Pill contains剧toxicity that even Separation Period cultivators like yourself might find hard to bear. However, its toxicity can stimulate your meridians and potentially help you break through. But I must warn you, the risk of death is high—nearly 90%."

The store kept their word; they clearly explained the pros and cons.

Lin Xuan listened intently but showed no emotion on his face. A glint of curiosity flashed in his eyes as he heard this. The elderly man’s face turned pale as he examined the pill, looking conflicted. It seemed that a decision would be hard to make in the short term.

"Sir, what else do you wish to purchase?" the middle-aged woman asked, smiling at Lin Xuan.

"I want two things: one is a spirit weapon..."

"Spirit weapon?"

The other cultivators were surprised. Although Lin Xuan had hidden his aura, he was still at the婴婴期, so why would he be interested in a spirit weapon?

"Of course," she said with a raised eyebrow, slightly annoyed.

"I want to buy a spirit weapon that has been refined and is rare. Preferably one of ice attributes or as a set."

Lin Xuan’s reaction was expected; his face remained calm. He simply nodded.

He had come here primarily to purchase flying magical devices, but this store seemed well-stocked with valuable goods. So he decided to buy something for Ling'er as well.

While the Thunder Crane's wings were hard to obtain, Lin Xuan wouldn’t expect such a luxury. Any decent spirit weapon would suffice.

"Rare and refined spirit weapons? That’s quite an ambitious request," she said with a smile. "We don't have those here, but we do have some top-tier spirit treasures. Are you interested?"

"Yes," he replied, not wanting to lose anything by just looking.

The middle-aged woman clapped her hands, and two maids brought over a tray covered in red silk.

After uncovering it, the tray held a sword, a saber, and a set of flying needles.

"Are these the top-tier spirit treasures you mentioned?"

"They are. Are you interested?" she asked with a smile.

Lin Xuan looked at them but showed no interest. These were just ordinary quality items.

"I’ll pass on those for now. I want to buy a flying magical device," he sighed.

"Oh, what requirements do you have? We have plenty of such devices here."

"Something that can carry about five hundred people, fast and with some defensive and concealment abilities." Lin Xuan said slowly.

"There’s no problem, but the price is high."

She showed him a spirit ship. It resembled ancient warships in design, streamlined, with three levels of cabins. Several禁制符箓were affixed to its surface, making it possible for such a large ship to fit inside.

"This ship has defensive and concealment禁制 created by masters. Its speed is also quite fast."

Lin Xuan didn’t react; he simply waved his sleeve and summoned the spirit ship. The woman didn't stop him but watched with a smile.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

After a moment, he nodded in satisfaction: "Not bad. Please quote me a price."

"One million mid-grade crystal stones."

"Fine!"

The price was fair. Lin Xuan waved his hand and produced a storage bag before the woman could count it.

His straightforwardness surprised the middle-aged woman and her companions, who were shocked by the 1 million mid-grade crystal stones for an item that was significant to Separation Period cultivators.

Lin Xuan’s generosity left them speechless. On the other side, the elderly man had finished counting his materials, amounting to three million mid-grade crystal stones. The deal was done, and everyone was pleased.

Now only the elderly man in a robe remained. A look of impatience flashed in the middle-aged woman's eyes, but she maintained her smile: "Senior, do you still want that Mó Luǒ Pill?"

"I..."

The old man was indecisive. Lin Xuan spoke up: "If you don’t want this item, let me have it."

"Why should I give it to you?"

Lin Xuan’s provocation made the old man decide. If he couldn't break through his bottleneck, he wouldn’t survive the next元气之劫 anyway.

"Alright, I'll take it," the elderly man said with a determined look.

(To be continued)
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"Five million crystal stones, of course, they are lower-grade ones." **Fastest updates at Peninterest gallery**

"Such a high price?" The elder frowned. "This item is highly toxic and there's only one."

Fumu Nami's face showed a hint of displeasure. "My lady has offered a fair price. Regardless, this could potentially help break through your bottleneck. Do you think it’s just like common vegetables on the street? If you find it too expensive, you don't have to buy it; I won't force you."

"Old man, when did I say no? Count them."

The elder's face was a bit embarrassed. While this price wasn’t exorbitant, everyone had their own nature and he was used to being frugal. He didn’t expect the other party to leave him with no room for negotiation. Although Fumu Nami’s cultivation level was lower than his, considering the background of this shop, he wouldn't dare be too rash.

This was self-inflicted humiliation. Fumu Nami took over her storage bag and scanned it mentally. "Thank you, sir. The amount is correct. Do your fellow daoists want to buy anything else?"

She had said this just as a formality, but Lin Xuan unexpectedly spoke up. "Is the Molarus Pill only one?"

"Indeed, there's only one," Fumu Nami confirmed, slightly surprised. After all, the other party was only at the Core Formation stage; what did he care about such a medicinal pill?

Lin Xuan didn't explain but continued, "If you have the recipe for this pill, I am willing to offer a high price to acquire it." ##Fastest updates on Peninterest gallery##

"Recipe? I'm sorry, we do have it, but it's not for sale. No amount of crystal stones would be useful," she said firmly.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan smiled. "If I have such a pill, which can help Core Formation stage cultivators break through their bottleneck, are you willing to trade?"

"What?!"

Before the middle-aged Fumu could speak, the elderly man who had been acting as an old sage made a move, his face turning red. "Fellow daoist, is it true that this pill can help Core Formation stage cultivators break through their bottleneck?"

The middle-aged Fumu also showed interest.

Lin Xuan reached out and patted his waist; a jade box appeared in front of him. It was a pill the size of a lychee, emitting a refreshing aroma that made one feel at ease.

"Upper Clear Root Nourishing Pill."

The elder gasped. He had spent centuries researching methods to break through his bottleneck but had found nothing.

This medicinal pill was precisely what he needed to break through his bottleneck, yet the method for its creation had long been lost. How could it be in the hands of a Core Formation stage cultivator?

But that didn’t matter; his tone was filled with excitement. "Fellow daoist, can you trade this pill for me? I am willing to pay any price."

It wasn't surprising why the elder made such an offer. Unlike Molarus Pill, this medicinal pill not only had no poison but also a 30% chance of helping cultivators break through their bottleneck.

Money was just material; once dead, it would return to dust. Though he was frugal, he understood that principle well enough. With this item, his lifespan could be extended by thousands of years, making any price worth paying.

However, Lin Xuan's response plunged him into an icy pit: "I'm sorry, I will only trade the recipe for Molarus Pill."

The elder was alarmed and then seemed to remember something. "Right, you wanted a spiritual artifact earlier. Here, this treasure should meet your requirements."

He continued speaking without waiting for Lin Xuan's response, reaching out and pulling out a set of flying swords.

There were nine in total, shimmering with cold air. Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled; though not as powerful as the Thunder Crane Wing, they were among the finest spiritual artifacts.

Whether it was a treasure or a spiritual artifact, sets were generally more valuable than individual pieces, especially since this was an ice-type spiritual artifact that matched Ling'er's spirit root perfectly.

"How about these Heavenly Yin Cold Ice Swords? They are made from snow crystals of Mount Tianzhu. The main sword and eight sub-swords; their power is formidable."

"Not bad, but do you think a mere spiritual artifact can compare to the pills in my possession," Lin Xuan said, though he was tempted. His nature wouldn't allow him to be at a disadvantage.

The elderly man's face darkened as he turned his head. "Lady, make an offer. What price will you accept for the Molarus Pill recipe?"

...Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the Heavenly Dao Pavilion.

This time, he returned with everything he needed. Not only did he get a flying magical weapon, but he also had the Molarus Pill recipe in his pocket.

Molarus Pill was highly toxic; other cultivators might find it perilous to use for breaking through their bottleneck, but Lin Xuan’s situation was different.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was based on the Green Illusion Obscuring Flame and already contained a strange poison. To increase its toxicity required consuming highly poisonous pills.

Molarus Pill's toxicity was so intense that even Core Formation stage cultivators had only a 10% chance of survival after taking it. But for Lin Xuan, this was a rare treasure, especially since the poison itself could help break through his bottleneck.

That’s why he was determined to get it. Besides this item, Lin Xuan also obtained the Heavenly Yin Cold Ice Swords; the recipe came from the elderly man in exchange for the lady's favor.

The old man had paid a heavy price for these treasures, nearly emptying his treasury.

But that didn’t concern Lin Xuan; he only needed one Upper Clear Root Nourishing Pill to get both items. These pills were indeed extremely valuable, but with this one gone, he still had seventeen left in his possession.

His goal was achieved, even exceeded, but Lin Xuan didn't leave immediately. It was rare for him to visit the market, and given that he would be traveling for a long time soon, there wouldn’t be much time to replenish supplies. Thus, this opportunity couldn’t be missed; he looked around to see if there were any other items worth purchasing.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry; even if he had to travel, it didn’t matter at the moment. He scanned his surroundings and then walked into another shop.

Unexpectedly, Lin Xuan also spotted the scholar and the elderly man from Heavenly Dao Pavilion. These two seemed reluctant to leave as well. This was strange; given their remaining crystal stones, they should have other purposes for staying.

But he didn’t delve deeper; he only cared if it affected him personally.

As night fell, stars appeared in the sky, but this had no impact on the market. Many shops added lanterns and candles outside.

Suddenly, an unusual sound reached his ears. Lin Xuan lifted his head slightly as countless light points flickered far away at the horizon where water met sky. Accompanying them was a rumbling noise that grew louder, sounding much more ominous than thunder.

To be continued)
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he quickly released his powerful divine consciousness. Numerous war boats appeared in his vision, some flying through the air while others gliding through the water. The sizes of these war boats varied, but their designs were clearly different from those of human vessels.

"They are sea creatures; they're attacking," Lin Xuan said with a grim face. "They've even brought out their war boats. The sea creatures have no qualms at all and are preparing to start a full-scale conflict between the two races."

Various discussions filled his ears, making his expression even more severe. It was rumored that just before this, several dozen human sects and clans in the Great Vast Sea had been wiped out, but the shark clan hadn't deployed their war boats. This showed they were completely unfazed by the situation.

After a hundred thousand years of rest and recuperation, humans and sea creatures once again erupted into full-scale conflict. The uninhabited island, due to its proximity to the shark clan, became the first victim.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as various light beams and lightning strikes rained down like hailstones. Similar to human warships, these sea creature war boats were both offensive and defensive, rapidly chasing after the fleeing humans.

These guys seemed determined to leave no survivors behind.

Soon, cries of pain filled his ears. Lin Xuan frowned; he sensed a small boat speeding towards him. It was foolish for them to consider him prey as well.

A cold smile played on his lips. He continued walking, and in no time, he had traveled several miles away. The small boat pursued relentlessly.

Lin Xuan stopped the light trail, this distance seemed about right. Soon, the small boat also came to a halt, revealing three sea creatures: two men and one woman, all in their early twenties but advanced to late-stage Immortal Core practitioners.

The two men were robust, like powerful martial artists who trained in body cultivation techniques, while the woman was petite and delicate, holding a sapphire-colored pearl in her hand.

"Still running?" The woman's sweet voice echoed. However, there was only coldness on her face: "If you surrender now, you'll suffer less. But if you make me chase you this much, I'll let you experience the agony of soul refinement."

"Soul refinement? You mean to torture me?"

Lin Xuan laughed. He raised his right hand and flicked his fingers. An immense light appeared above the three sea creatures as a giant hand formed from condensed primordial energy descended upon them.

Simultaneously, Lin Xuan inhaled deeply, activating his internal cultivation technique, causing his body to radiate with vibrant magical power, which flowed out of his meridians.

"Are you an Alliance Formation practitioner?"

The three sea creatures were shocked. The woman's smug expression froze as she realized she had walked into a trap.

The hunter became the prey. However, they didn't want to die so easily.

The woman opened her mouth and spat out a ball of blood. After absorbing it, the sapphire pearl emitted a layer of light. Though mostly blue, some blood-red runes could be faintly seen.

The two men also shouted as they activated their defensive treasures, combining forces to counter Lin Xuan's attack. They cast a spell at the boat's array, trying to escape from danger.

But such thoughts were futile; three Immortal Core practitioners couldn't stop his attacks.

A sizzling sound filled the air as the light barrier shattered, and soon after, cries of pain echoed as their defensive artifacts were destroyed, falling into the sea.

The three practitioners' faces turned pale. They managed to gain some time to escape, but the sea creature woman was terrified. Her body emitted a flash of light before she transformed into a streak of lightning, flying away. The two men followed suit, jumping into the water.

"Hmph, your evasion techniques are not bad, but you think you can escape my sight? Too naive."

Lin Xuan's mocking expression flashed as he flicked his sleeves. A clear sound echoed as sword qi shot out from his sleeve, chasing after the streak of lightning.

A cry of pain followed as the woman was decapitated; her soul fragment was also sliced into pieces before dissipating in a shower of starlight.

The two men, having jumped into the water, were not spared. Lin Xuan could control the five elements; he wouldn't let them go easily.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and curled his fingers, then waved it forward...

Without any warning, the calm sea suddenly churned with wind and clouds. A massive wave surged out, binding the two men in its icy embrace.

"Senior, please spare us! We won't do it again."

"We made a mistake; everything was just a misunderstanding."

Their faces were filled with terror as they pleaded for mercy. Lin Xuan had no intention of showing leniency after so many practitioners had fallen without any mercy shown to them.

He closed his fingers, freezing the water into countless ice blades and arrows. The cries of pain echoed again as the two men met their end.

The entire process seemed lengthy but took only a moment. After eliminating the enemy, Lin Xuan didn't linger; he quickly left with a green glow enveloping him.

However, just as his figure moved, something caught his attention, causing him to stop and turn around. His eyes narrowed as a faint yellow light appeared on the horizon.

Instant teleportation!

The light approached from a hundred meters away—a tiny Immortal Core practitioner, whose face was familiar.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before recognizing him. It was the Confucian practitioner who had purchased the Inverted Sea Spear at the Heavenly Dao Pavilion for one million mid-grade crystals.

This person was also in late-stage Alliance Formation and quite formidable. However, his appearance showed clear signs of distress; he had used his Immortal Core to escape, indicating that his physical body had already perished.

Seeing Lin Xuan's face, the Immortal Core's expression turned surprised. He hadn't expected to meet a familiar face here, especially one at Alliance Formation stage.

However, soon after, he opened his mouth and spoke incoherently: "Friend Daoist Lin, please hurry! It's the Red Powder Shark Devil. That demon lady is too strong for us; many fellow daoists have already fallen. If we don't leave now, we'll suffer the same fate."

"Red Powder Shark Devil? Could it be a late-stage Primordial Formation?" Lin Xuan was taken aback but thought this idea absurd. How could there be so many late-stage Primordial Formations in the Eastern Sea?

Before he could finish his thoughts, a calm voice echoed, tinged with an eerie tone: "Want to leave? Do you think you can escape what's coming your way? But seeing that you're outmatched and choosing to flee by manifesting your Immortal Core, it shows great resolve. Hm, interesting; there’s another escapee."
呼，幻雨回来啦（免费）

Today, Lin Xuan only returned home in the evening. He hadn't been online for a few days and missed everyone. Yes, he would try his best from now on. It was the weekend, so he hoped fellow daoists could give him more recommendations. Phantasm Rain would sleep first and start writing tomorrow. Yes, that's how it is. During this year's gathering, he met many great masters. He also needed to work harder. Everyone should support him with their votes!

The crow army was like a pest, impossible to shake off. If things continued this way, exhaustion would lead to total defeat.

Qiu Mu hadn't felt such excitement in a long time; it was a mix of joy and anticipation, with a hint of restlessness.

Many professional players might have gotten angry if someone said that, but he just smiled faintly, his lips curling into a sardonic smile.

A voice as cold as ice, full of malice and eerily familiar, drifted from the white cloth. Each word left an indelible mark on Chen Bo's heart.

When Li Zhu lost his fingers, his ears began to fall off; when he lost his ears, his nose started dropping. Like a strange disease, Ye Tan cut away all the parts of him that could be seen in front of everyone, and yet he didn't seem bothered at all, only groaning without giving up.

The three immediately felt embarrassed and laughed, helping each other light cigarettes. But they couldn't hide their greedy looks. Zhang Zhao shook his head with a smile and led Li Zhuihui and Park Anna into the room.

He was certain that this one-armed man had hidden to recuperate. Once he recovered, he would surely return for another visit. That moment would be decisive.

For this suddenly appearing soul, Chen Bo felt guilty. After all, it was because of him that the other person had died back then.

"Nothing more to say! I reject your invitation!" Zeman stood up without hesitation.

The implication of taking people and resources by force was clear enough. Anyone with a modicum of intelligence could see it.

"Eldest Brother..." The one who heard this was about to die. Whenever a minister drew his sword, he would say that he had received the command. However, Guan Ziran wouldn't draw his sword; his vitality was as dim as his eyes. "Brother understands." Guan Yezhi stepped back and bowed in response.

The fourth chapter tells the story of Demacia's prince sneaking into Noxus' arena to rescue Zhao Xin.

Seeing the old woman with the black robe pause her attack, Xu Ming's gaze flickered slightly. Then, he placed his palm on the string, gently guiding it from the center of the Phantasmic Lute to its sides, and looked calmly at the old woman who showed signs of doubt in her eyes.

After leaving the villa, Ye Xi suddenly heard a household next door talking. He instinctively concealed himself outside their window.

Hearing Xu Ming's long exhalation, Song Xinxin turned around with surprise, her face lighting up as she looked at Xu Ming and asked softly.

Feeling the overwhelming force within his body, Lin Yunlu still found it hard to believe that he had so easily broken through the Swordmaster realm, which he originally planned to take years to achieve.

After observing the status of a group of golden worm larvae in his spirit beast bag for a moment, Xu Ming's eyes narrowed. The thick Nirvana sword force coiled in his dantian surged out and flowed continuously into the spirit beast bag space.

However, the cost of the intelligent system software could be ignored; it was only 5 yuan per month, or just 60 yuan annually. Therefore, most users who were already accustomed to the intelligent system paid for it.

At this moment, Jackie Chan was running through the streets, performing acrobatic stunts and chasing after a martial artist's car. Upon reaching his destination, Jackie Chan was out of breath, having expended a lot of energy, far from being the martial artist's match. He got injured by the martial artist but managed to escape into the driver's seat.

---

Note: The text provided seems to be a mix of different stories and contexts that don't directly relate to each other or fit neatly together as one coherent narrative. I've tried to translate them in a way that maintains their original tone and style while ensuring they flow naturally in English.
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Chapter 1741: Pink Peach Blossom Mist

The voice was sweet and seductive, with a hint of allure. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he turned to look. A large patch of pink mist appeared in his vision.

Like clouds, it surged endlessly, appearing slow but actually fast, soon only a few steps away from him.

"Friend, hurry! That pink peach blossom mist is highly toxic; just one breath will doom you," came the anxious voice of the婴灵 (yīng líng). Lin Xuan nodded. This person had a decent heart and wasn't just thinking about escaping himself.

Since that was the case, he would return the favor by saving him.

Before his thoughts could fully form, the seductive voice spoke again: "Run! You think you can escape? If you submit quietly, it will be much easier for both of us."

Before the words were out, a streak of light shot from the mist. The glow faded to reveal an enchantingly beautiful woman.

She seemed about twenty-two years old, with a voluptuous figure and radiant beauty in every move she made.

Clearly, she had mastered a highly domineering charm technique.

The Pink Shark Demon!

Though her appearance was not large, she had been terrorizing the cultivation world of the East Sea for over ten thousand years. She was one of the shark king's capable generals, though she hadn't advanced to the Cave Profound stage, her strength far surpassed ordinary Separation Realm cultivators.

Charm intensified poison; this woman could kill without even touching anyone.

The婴灵 (yīng líng)'s face turned pale with fear. He screamed and tried to escape in a diagonal direction.

The woman smiled gently as she waved her hand. A white thread shot out from her sleeve, like a venomous snake, biting the婴灵 (yīng líng).

With his scholar's body already destroyed, the fleeing婴灵 (yīng líng) had little chance to fight back and could only close his eyes, waiting for death.

Lin Xuan would not stand idly by. He raised his right hand, sending a silver light flying out.

Clang!

The sound of impact reached his ears as the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flashed and flew back.

The thread's glow dispersed, revealing its true form—a thin, leaf-shaped blade like a cicada's wing.

"Die!"

The woman was enraged. However, she soon smiled again, her face trembling as she spoke: "Friend, what do you intend? Do you want to fight me?"

Without any additional movements, the pink mist drifted towards them.

The婴灵 (yīng líng)'s face was filled with fear as he quickly clasped his hands and used teleportation to escape a dozen feet away. He called out to Lin Xuan: "Friend, hide!"

Though this person had good intentions, Lin Xuan ignored the warning. The pink mist soon enveloped him, making even his figure invisible.

"Hmph, useless."

A mocking smile appeared on the Pink Shark Demon's lips. Her peach blossom mist was crafted from eighty-one highly toxic poisons, and any cultivator below the Cave Profound stage would be doomed with just one breath. Even if they were wrapped in it, they might turn into a pool of blood.

A mere Separation Realm中期 (zhōng qī) cultivator dared to defy her—simply asking for death!

After about half a gong's time, she flicked her jade hand, and the mist dispersed. The hidden scenery reappeared before her, but her face suddenly changed, her smile freezing as she stared in disbelief: "You… how can you still be alive?"

Lin Xuan stood tall with his hands behind his back, his expression unchanged. Despite his appearance of vitality, it was clear he hadn't been poisoned.

No, Lin Xuan had indeed changed. A small ball of flame, the size of an egg, hovered over his chest, shimmering in three colors, but the emerald green one stood out most.

Phantom Phoenix Divine Fire!

Sunlight suddenly bathed the area again, and the Phantom Phoenix Divine Fire was breathtakingly beautiful. However, for some reason, the Pink Shark Demon felt a chill, as if facing an enemy.

"Is this thing what broke my peach blossom mist?" she rasped, her voice hoarse, almost like a whisper with a hint of questioning.

Lin Xuan showed no interest in replying. Instead, he raised his right hand and pointed it forward, commanding: "Quick!"

A whoosh sounded as the Phantom Phoenix Divine Fire flickered before forming a vortex, small but only a few inches wide. However, appearances can be deceiving; from within came an incredibly powerful suction force. The pink mist that had spread out seemed to be drawn in like a whale sucking water.

Devoured!

The Pink Shark Demon was both shocked and angry. Her peach blossom mist was her signature technique, and she had spent much effort collecting various poisons for it.

Now, it had been so easily nullified.

Her eyes twitched as they turned blood red, exuding an insane aura.

However, she didn't summon any flying knives or swords; instead, she flicked her jade hand. An unbelievable scene unfolded: the surrounding space began to ripple like water waves, and suddenly, the sea vanished, replaced by a forest with magnificent palaces visible.

"This is an illusion, and not just a low-level one."

Lin Xuan muttered, his lips curved in a smile. Despite the woman's disappearance, he showed no urgency. First, there was poison; now, she was playing illusions before him. This Pink Shark Demon truly had bad luck on her journey today.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and reopened them, his pupils turning silver, radiant.

Phantom Phoenix Divine Eye!

All illusions were mere clouds in its presence.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed as Lin Xuan saw a shower of lightning flames.

They were overwhelming, but he didn't dodge. Instead, he raised his right hand, sending several sword qi from his fingertips.

Clang!

To the left, where there had been nothing before, a leaf-shaped blade appeared in the sword qi's wake. Though the lightning looked dazzling, it was merely a distraction. The real attack came from the hidden blade.

The plan seemed good, but it met Lin Xuan.

He easily recognized the trick and didn't waste time. With nearby sea creatures around, he needed to resolve this quickly.

Swift combat was best.

With his thoughts in motion, a magical glow flashed as the Magic Bond Sword appeared in his palm.

Closing his fingers tightly, he turned his head and slashed at an empty space behind him.

Silver sword qi entered his vision. For dealing with the Pink Shark Demon, Lin Xuan didn't need to exert himself fully; a casual slash was enough.
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One force subdues ten!

With absolute power, illusions and tricks are nothing but jokes. Moreover, the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye had already seen through the demoness's movements; there was no suspense about what would happen next.

A scream pierced his ears. This woman never expected such a result—her head was struck by sword energy, and her entire body was swallowed by silver light before she could even escape with her soul...

Crash!

The surroundings shattered like mirrors, revealing a blue sea stretching endlessly around him. The Red-Faced Shark Demon had fallen; only his storage bag remained in the air. Wasting resources is shameful, so Lin Xuan grabbed it without hesitation.

The entire process was swift and decisive. The nearby soul was left staring in shock. As an advanced-stage cultivator, he witnessed a legendary demoness's body fall to pieces after just a few rounds. Yet this young man had easily dispatched the enemy with ease.

His gaze filled with reverence as he watched Lin Xuan fly away like a streak of lightning. In the distance, flames grew closer, indicating that the sea creatures had noticed something amiss.

The soul was alarmed and grateful for his narrow escape. He quickly used several techniques to vanish from sight, teleporting to a spot dozens of feet away. It was an instant displacement technique; he spared no effort, vanishing into the horizon in no time.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's speed was even more astonishing. There was no need to hide his strength now; he had to leave this place quickly. After a moment’s hesitation, he placed an invisibility talisman on his chest and watched as his figure grew fainter until it turned into a wisp of green smoke.

This wasn't the end. Lin Xuan continued to suppress his aura, making even his heartbeat almost invisible. Even if he weren’t a master, any cultivator below the Separation Stage would be unable to detect him within three feet.

He moved like a ghost towards Yuan Turtle Island.

The Hundred Grass Sect was on high alert; their island’s禁制阵法 were fully activated. About ten cultivators hovered in the air above it.

Leading them was an old man wearing black robes, exuding an aura of divine grace and wisdom. However, his face was dark, as if he had owed a great sum to someone.

The other cultivators wore uniform black attire; their cultivation levels varied but most were at the Condensation Core stage.

"Friend, what is your intention? Using arrays to block our Holy City's envoys—aren’t you rebelling?" The old man said coldly.

"Senior, there must be a misunderstanding. We would never disrespect the Holy City. Our Grand Elder has gone out on business, and with the conflict with the sea creatures escalating, we activated the array as per his orders to prevent any mishaps," Upang Mudui curtsied gracefully, her face showing anxiety but she spoke respectfully.

"Ah, I see." The old man's expression softened: "Given the current crisis, your caution is understandable. However, I must remind you that we are envoys from the Holy City. Do you think I am lying?"

Upang Mudui could not help but shake her head. "I dare not have such thoughts, but..."

Regardless of whether they were envoys from the Holy City or not, the outcome would be the same.

If it was the sea creatures, bringing them in at this critical moment would be akin to suicide.

But what if they were envoys from the Holy City?

As the saying goes: even those who haven’t seen a pig running know that pigs run. Despite its weakness, the Hundred Grass Sect had a long history. Their ancient texts recorded some experiences of the three tribes' war.

Once hostilities began, the Holy City would issue a call for all human forces to unite and fight together.

While it seemed harmless on the surface, in reality, they were cannon fodder. The low-level cultivators like them would be called upon but given no significant roles; their fate was to be sacrificial lambs.

Most ended up with tragic outcomes—spirits scattered, unable to reincarnate for further cultivation.

The harsh realities of the cultivation world!

Cultivators with higher strength had a much better chance of survival in such wars compared to low-level ones.

Upang Mudui understood this well. Despite her dissatisfaction, their sect was already on its last legs; they could do nothing but accept their fate. However, Lin Xuan's arrival changed everything. He promised to take them out of the crisis, giving their sect a chance at survival.

They had prepared for this moment, waiting only for Lin Xuan’s return so they could leave Yuan Turtle Island.

But human plans often fail against divine ones. Lin Xuan was nowhere to be found, and envoys from the Holy City arrived instead.

Upang Mudui couldn’t let them in under any circumstances.

However, the envoys were unwilling to leave easily, especially with a Soul Stage cultivator present. What should they do?

Seeing Upang Mudui hesitate, the old man's patience wore thin: "I have already wasted my words; quickly open the array."

"Open it…"

Seeing her hesitation, the old man’s patience finally snapped: "Wench, I will count to ten—"

"What if you reach ten? Do you think we would dare force our way in?"

A cold voice echoed. Lin Xuan removed his invisibility talisman and appeared.

The old man was shocked, as were the other Holy City cultivators. They never expected someone to be watching them so closely, just a few feet away.

They couldn’t even sense him; this was unbelievable.

The Hundred Grass Sect's cultivators rejoiced. Lin Xuan’s figure flashed, revealing two young women.

"Yan'er."

Upang Mudui froze but quickly relaxed as Lin Xian returned. With his power, he would certainly protect her from harm.

With the array open, Upang Mudui and the other Hundred Grass Sect cultivators flew out.

Lin Xuan did not greet them; his attention was on the Holy City's cultivators. His aura gradually revealed his Separation Stage cultivation level, making the old man’s face pale with the pressure.

"I wonder what your name is, friend. I am Guo Feng, an official of the Holy City. Please accept my respects," the old man bowed hastily, his expression filled with fear and no trace of arrogance.

He subtly revealed his identity as a Holy City official; even Separation Stage cultivators would not dare to oppose the Holy City in general.

"Your identity is obvious, why ask? Tell me, what is your purpose here?" Lin Xuan said coldly. Other cultivators might have some reservations about the Holy City, but he was indifferent. He had already offended a Holy City Elder at the Separation Stage; one more Soul Stage cultivator didn’t matter.

"I... " Under Lin Xuan’s gaze, the old man felt beads of sweat forming on his back but dared not refuse. His voice trembled: "Senior, forgive me. We know that our conflict with the sea creatures has escalated to a critical point. I came here without ill intent; it was just following orders to gather your sect at Twin Phoenix Island."

"Collecting at Twin Phoenix Island?"

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but began to chuckle inwardly. He knew this kind of inter-tribal war well, and he understood how dire the outcome would be for the Hundred Grass Sect.

"Hmph, I am just relaying orders; whether you go or not is up to Senior. If there’s nothing else, I will take my leave."

The old man focused on Lin Xuan's expression, relieved when he saw no signs of anger. However, Lin Xuan's next words plunged him into icy coldness: "Since you’re here, stay. You should feel lucky for meeting me!"

Before the old man could react, dozens of sword beams emerged from Lin Xuan’s sleeves.

Lin Xuan did not enjoy killing innocents; if it were just him, he would let them go. However, with the entire Hundred Grass Sect needing to relocate, their target was too large. Letting them return might cause unforeseen complications!
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Chapter 1743: Decisive Execution

Kill if in doubt, let go if certain. Since he had no connection to the Holy City, Lin Xuan would not hesitate due to a moment of compassion and put himself and the Hundred Grass Sect at risk.

Just moments ago, everything was fine; now, the old man in the black robe suddenly attacked with ferocious speed, leaving everyone dumbfounded. The cultivators from the Holy City all turned pale.

"Senior, spare me!"

The old man in the black robe was terrified to the point of losing color. How could he possibly fight a Separation Period cultivator?

He was doomed!

His eyes were filled with despair, but even ants struggle for survival. Despite knowing his defeat, how could he sit idly by and wait to die.

As he loudly begged for mercy, he flicked his sleeve, releasing vast amounts of pinkish-black demonic energy that quickly covered half the sky, creating a formidable spectacle.

Roar!

A loud roar echoed from within the mist, as if some monstrous creature was hiding there.

Lin Xuan ignored it and pointed with one finger. Instantly, countless sword qi surged like a storm, piercing towards his opponent.

"Ahh!"

Loud, chilling screams filled the air. Whether it was the old man in black or other Core Formation Period cultivators, despite their differences in cultivation level, to Lin Xuan, they were mere ants. The sword light fell like rain, and these people's heads and bodies separated without resistance.

Next, Lin Xuan flicked his right hand slightly, sending a small fireball from his fingertips. Small as it was, resembling a tiny prayer bead, the surrounding primordial energy rushed in...

Soon, that fireball grew rapidly into a sea of flames, coloring the entire sky red.

It looked incredibly spectacular, though not enough to burn everything. But turning the Holy City cultivators' corpses into ashes was easy.

Fast in coming and fast in going, within just a few breaths, the fiery sea dissipated, cooling down as if nothing had happened. The sky cleared, with occasional bird calls heard, making it seem like no event took place at all.

The Hundred Grass Sect's cultivators stood dumbfounded. Even Shangguan Mudouyi's face showed shock: "Senior Lin, they are messengers from the Holy City. Killing them will bring you great misfortune."

"Great misfortune?"

A cold smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips: "This matter is known only to heaven and earth, and us. Even if the Holy City's leader has supreme power, how would he know that his subordinates were killed by us? Sending them back with rumors will bring disaster. Do you doubt my judgment, Lady?"

"Of course not, Your Excellency," Shangguan Mudouyi quickly explained. "How could I have such disrespectful thoughts? I only worry about the worst-case scenario. Since You think this is secure, I have no objections."

"Hmm, if that's how you feel, it's perfect. How are preparations for departure from this place?"

"All items have been packed up. As soon as You give the order, we can leave at any time," Shangguan Mudouyi replied efficiently.

"Since that is so, let us not delay. The longer we wait, the more unpredictable things may become. Now that the war between the two tribes has begun, who knows when the flames might reach here."

"What? The flames have already started. I didn't know," Shangguan Mudouyi's face showed surprise.

"You naturally wouldn't know; Lin Xuan rushed here on horseback to deliver this news. We'll discuss details later. For now, let us leave this place."

"Yes, Your Excellency, I will immediately gather the sect members and wait for You." With a graceful bow, Shangguan Mudouyi flew towards the Turtle Island core.

"Yan'er, help Mother gather the disciples. Ling'er, stay here."

"Yes, Master."

Following Lin Xuan's instructions, both girls felt curious but did not probe further. They bowed with smiles and left for the main hall while Shangguan Ling stayed behind obediently.

The little girl blinked her big eyes, secretly observing Lin Xuan's face. She respected and feared her master; why was she asked to stay here when her sister went to help their mother?

Could it be that she did something wrong or made a mistake?

Her heart was uneasy, but since the master had not spoken, she dared not ask.

A day as a teacher, a lifetime as a father. While other cultivators might be selfish and self-centered, in the Hundred Grass Sect,从小的教育就是尊师重道。

Lin Xuan took advantage of this fact; even if the two girls were talented, he would never consider taking them on as disciples. Raising a white-eyed wolf was foolish, but having a disciple who respected him and obeyed him was wise.

As for their low cultivation levels, it wasn't an issue. With enough effort and plenty of medicinal pills, they could quickly advance.

"Ying'er," Lin Xuan did not notice the girl's expression as he spoke calmly.

"Master, what are Your instructions?"

"There is nothing; this time, due to good fortune, I found a treasure suitable for you."

Lin Xuan smiled and revealed nine ice swords from his sleeve. Each sword shimmered with cold light, and faint clear tones could be heard, indicating their high level of refinement.

Shangguan Ling's attention was immediately captured: "A top-grade灵器."

"Indeed, it is one of the best in its class. Not only does it match your spiritual root attributes, but this treasure is a complete set," Lin Xuan smiled.

While this item couldn't compare to Yan'er's Thunder Crane Wings, for low-level cultivators, it was undoubtedly a dream come true. After all, something that caught his eye could not be trash.

"Thank you, Master."

Shangguan Ling originally thought she would be punished for making a mistake but found out it was her master giving her a treasure. The joy in her heart was evident; her smile lit up like the sun and blossomed like a flower, making her exceptionally beautiful. Lin Xuan sighed, his eyes reflecting thoughts of longing and sorrow.

Four hundred years had passed since he arrived in the Spirit Realm. Where was Moon? When would they meet again? He missed her innocent smile so much.

Unaware of Lin Xuan's worries, Shangguan Ling happily infused her spiritual energy into the灵器.

Zing...

Clear tones filled the air as the ice swords grew with the wind. The girl extended her delicate hand and grasped the mother sword, gently shaking it; several child swords followed suit, emanating chilling light that made one's heart race. White mist accompanied them, lowering the temperature in the air!~!
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"Quickly!"

The young lady pointed at the immortal sword, which then transformed into a spirit snake and fierce python.

In an instant, half an hour had passed. A fine layer of sweat appeared on Shangguan Ling's forehead as she panted heavily—due to the excessive consumption of spiritual energy. She was merely a late-stage Flexible Spirit cultivator, but having achieved such accomplishments in just six months after becoming Lin Xuan's disciple was already quite commendable.

In the past, this would have been unimaginable.

Cultivation cultivation—it all came down to talent and effort, as well as resources.

The young lady brushed her jade hand and stored the spiritual artifact into her embrace. She then bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan, gratitude evident on her beautiful face: "Thank you for your kindness, Master. Lingling will certainly strive in cultivation and not disappoint your expectations."

"Xizi, no need to be so formal."

Lin Xuan gently raised his hand as a gesture of support. Then, the sky curtain on the left side suddenly lit up with dazzling light. Various colorful beams of light appeared before their eyes.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly. Even though they were still far away, he could see clearly—leading them was a woman in court attire; she was Shangguan Mudouyu.

"Senior, I apologize for the delay. All our disciples are here. Should we leave now?"

"Certainly."

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he extended his hand. A moment later, a silent spiritual boat materialized before them. It was about twenty meters long and ten meters wide, with elegant curves.

"Are all of you present?"

"Yes, Master," Shangguan Mudouyu replied.

Lin Xuan nodded without further words. He then began to dance his hands, revealing hundreds of medium-grade crystals. He embedded each crystal into the grooves on the boat's surface.

A clear sound filled their ears as the spiritual energy from the crystals was automatically drawn by an array and used to power the boat.

Satisfied with this outcome, Lin Xuan cast a spell. The clear sound turned low and dull. After several seconds, a brilliant yellow light enveloped the boat, serving both as protection and camouflage. From the outside, it seemed almost invisible.

While complete concealment was impossible, achieving such a level of stealth was already quite impressive. Many dangers could be avoided. Lin Xuan smiled with satisfaction before casting another spell. The spiritual boat transformed into a faint streak of light, flying towards the distance.

"Shangguan friend, your disciples will be taken care of by you. I will meditate on the third floor. Other than this level, feel free to explore elsewhere. Do not disturb me unless there is real danger. Of course, I will come out and handle it if necessary," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Junior understands. Thank you for your great kindness."

"Do not mention it. We have some connection with your sect. Mutual assistance is what we should do." Shangguan Mudouyu smiled as she turned to Lingling and Yangyang: "Lingling, Yangyang, follow me..."

"Yes, Master."

Lin Xuan ignored everyone else and entered the third-floor pavilion.

There were not many rooms here. Lin Xuan chose the largest one.

Inside, there was nothing but several mats laid on the ground.

Clearly, this was a place for cultivation.

Lin Xuan did not plan to shirk his responsibilities. Although he had only taken Shangguan sisters as nominal disciples, he would still teach and guide them in their cultivation. After all, two small Flexible Spirit cultivators could benefit greatly from his guidance.

With his current strength and abilities, instructing these two girls was a piece of cake. Moreover, Lin Xuan used the Nine Heavens Profound Technique to lay the foundation for them. This technique was so familiar to him that he understood it thoroughly—perhaps only the Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign could surpass him in comprehension.

Such an opportunity was too good to miss. The two girls were overjoyed, eager to ask about their cultivation difficulties. Lin Xuan explained a few points with ease, helping them gain clarity.

Two hours passed unnoticed. Due to their weak cultivation base, the two girls had gradually run out of questions regarding immortal techniques.

Lin Xuan then continued explaining some basic cultivation insights. Time was approaching noon, and this lesson was coming to an end.

The two girls bowed gracefully: "Thank you for your great kindness."

Their gratitude was genuine. Compared to other Flexible Spirit cultivators, they were indeed fortunate to have a Separation Period master. The gap between their current realm and that of the Separation Period was too vast—a mere apprentice would not be willing to take them in.

With this newfound determination, Lin Xuan's voice echoed: "Lingling, Yangyang, you two should prepare for your next cultivation stage."

"Yes, Master," Yangyang agreed. She had already reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit realm and felt it was time to advance to the Foundation Establishment stage, although the current conditions were not ideal.

"Is there any need to wait until we complete our migration? A mere Foundation Establishment can be done here." Lin Xuan's expression was casual.

"Here?"

Yangyang was taken aback. She dared not argue with her master but found his suggestion too dangerous. After a moment of hesitation, she said: "Master, we are still in the dangerous waters. What if we encounter sea monsters or immortal cultivators from the Holy City..."

"Yes, Master, are you joking?" Lingling, being more innocent than her sister, mumbled.

"I am not lying. You can establish your foundation here; it will only take a short half an hour," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"What? Half an hour?"

The two sisters exchanged glances, almost thinking they had misheard. They knew that even for a Flexible Spirit cultivator, the transition to Foundation Establishment was a significant leap in cultivation—usually taking at least two or three days.

This did not include sitting and refining the medicinal energy after consuming the Foundation Establishment pill, breaking through the bottleneck, and other tedious processes...

Lin Xuan's words sounded like idle chatter, but upon deeper reflection, they seemed impossible. Why would their master suggest such a shortcut? Was there really some way to bypass the Foundation Establishment bottleneck?

Seeing the sisters' confusion, Lin Xuan smiled: "In general, it usually takes ten or more days to reach the Foundation Establishment stage. But with my assistance, this stage is nothing to worry about. Half an hour is definitely possible."

Lin Xuan had such confidence because he was well-prepared. In the current Eastern Sea cultivation world, a war between two races was inevitable. The monster race likely had other plans as well. In such turbulent times, Foundation Establishment cultivators were invaluable compared to Flexible Spirit disciples. Even if their strength increased by just one level, it would be crucial in critical moments.

Lin Xuan himself had experienced the hardships of this world, so he understood its logic.

Moreover, his disciples still lingered at the Flexible Spirit stage—this was too embarrassing. Meeting Moer later might make her laugh herself to tears. Therefore, he needed to quickly boost Shangguan sisters' strength!
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"Master, you really can help me establish my foundation in half an hour?" Shangguan Yan still seemed half-skeptical.

"Master has said so. Master does not tell lies."

"But... the disciple's hands do not have any spirit materials for establishing the foundation," this woman muttered as she spoke.

"What kind of problem is that?"

Lin Xuan's face was full of amusement. For low-ranking cultivators, "the pills to establish the foundation are rare treasures, a thing one can only encounter but cannot seek out. Many scattered cultivators have reached the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period, yet because it's so difficult to obtain such a pill, they had to pass by the Foundation Establishment stage with full regret in their hearts."

But from Lin Xuan's high-ranking perspective, these things were not trash, nor did they hold any particular value.

They were simply worthless.

Lin Xuan flipped his wrist. A flash of light appeared, and an jade bottle was now in his palm. He then pulled out the stopper, and a fragrant aroma filled the air as sweet medicinal fragrance wafted into their noses.

"What is this..."

The two sisters sniffed at Xiaoyao's nose, looking puzzled. They had taken many Essence Cleansing Pills before, but what kind of smell was this?

Lin Xuan turned the bottle over in his hand, and a snow-white pill appeared in his palm.

"This..."

The two women were speechless. Although they were only at the Flexible Spirit Stage, spirit realm cultivators' knowledge was different from those on the lower realms; it far exceeded that of their peers.

"Is this a top-grade pill?"

"Oh, you've seen them?" Lin Xuan asked in surprise.

"Yes, disciple has seen them in ancient texts," Shangguan Yan nodded. Although Essence Cleansing Pills were among the lowest-grade medicines in cultivation circles, making such high-grade pills was still very difficult.

The alchemy technique needed to be extremely advanced. But why would a cultivator with such power waste their time refining such precious items for low-ranking cultivators? Unless the other party's backing was so formidable that it left one speechless. Such top-grade pills had only appeared in Donghai cultivation circles a few times.

She had seen them mentioned in ancient texts and occasionally heard about them, but she never thought she would have the chance to see such treasures.

Lin Xuan also showed some nostalgia. Eight hundred years ago, he was just a young cultivator at the Flexible Spirit Stage with mediocre资质 compared to these two girls. He couldn't even establish his foundation with an upper-grade Essence Cleansing Pill, so he had no choice but to rely on top-grade ones.

The Stream Leap Canyon journey was perilous and life-threatening, but it also brought many benefits. This top-grade pill was one of them left behind from that time.

Now, after all these years, the past truly brought back memories.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, enveloping the snow-white pill in a layer of spiritual light as he sent it flying towards Shangguan Yan at a steady pace.

The young girl hurried to catch it. Such items were like treasures that could only be obtained through chance for her; she was entranced by their beauty. She understood her situation well, and with the help of top-grade pills, establishing her foundation would no longer be uncertain. But would Master really be able to complete this in just half an hour?

She had little confidence in it, but since Master said so, she naturally followed his instructions.

Shangguan Yan sat cross-legged, placing both hands on her knees with her eyes closed, beginning the process of regulating her breath.

This was not a difficult task. Soon, she entered her best state.

Then Shangguan Yan opened her lips and swallowed the top-grade pill, starting to refine its medicinal power.

The effects of the top-grade pill were swift. In just half an hour, a rosy hue appeared on the girl's face as fine beads of sweat formed on her forehead. Her breathing became rapid, and she looked pained.

"Master..."

Seeing her sister's expression, Shangguan Ling was both worried and concerned. However, Lin Xuan remained calm. For ordinary cultivators, the power of top-grade pills was too overpowering; he had suffered much during his own breakthrough to Foundation Establishment. Moreover, before that, he had taken many upper-grade pills, so his resistance was stronger.

In other words, her suffering would be more intense. But it didn't matter. A jade unpolished is but a stone. This would greatly benefit her future cultivation.

"Yan'er, don't panic. Focus on the dantian and guide the medicinal power according to the methods described in Nine Heavens Mystical Art."

Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in their ears. Of course, he wouldn't sit idly by; if they wanted to establish their foundation within a short time, he would certainly assist her.

Thus, as soon as his words finished, his hands moved like butterflies, and he cast various spells towards Shangguan Yan.

The techniques the two had learned were closely related. With Lin Xuan's strength at the Separation and Union中期 stage, helping her break through was effortless. Shangguan Yan felt a gentle yet powerful force enter her dantian, flowing along her meridians to reach every part of her body.

Wherever it passed, her body felt as if it were immersed in warm water; all bottlenecks no longer posed any hindrance. The powerful force and medicinal power combined, pressing through the bottleneck, and she advanced to the Foundation Establishment stage without realizing it.

It seemed like a dream until Lin Xuan's voice reached her ears: "Yan'er, how are you feeling?"

The young girl opened her beautiful eyes, seeing everything had changed from just now. Each cultivation stage brought qualitative changes.

"Thank Master for your help."

Shangguan Yan knelt down and respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan, saying, "Master, I will work hard to repay your kindness." Cultivation was not only about effort but also about opportunities; countless low-ranking cultivators struggled their entire lives to achieve such breakthroughs, yet her sister had accomplished it so effortlessly with Master's help.

The increase in life span alone was significant. How could she not be grateful for the master who brought her such great cultivation luck?

"Enough, Yan'er. You don't have to be too formal. Remember, the path of immortality is long and full of challenges. Establishing your foundation is just the first step; never slack off."

"Yes, Master. I will strive to cultivate and not disappoint you," she bowed again before standing up.

Her father had passed away early in her life, making Lin Xuan both a strict teacher and a kind father in her eyes. Being accepted into his sect was her greatest fortune from past lives.

Beside her, Shangguan Ling was envious. Her sister had already established the foundation, but she herself was still lingering at the Flexible Spirit Stage.

Lin Xuan's keen gaze swept over, and he knew what this girl was thinking: "Ling'er, it's your turn now."

"Your turn, Master. You mean I can also establish my foundation right now?" Shangguan Ling's voice echoed as she looked both excited and surprised.

Seeing her sister upgrade, she envied her greatly. But she had only just entered the late Foundation Establishment stage; could she really establish it in such a situation?

The young girl was half-believing and half-doubting. This seemed too incredible to be true!
新的一月，急需各位道友相助（免费，大家请进来）

How time flies; it's already a new month. Last time, the competition for monthly votes seemed like a distant memory. In September, Huanyu decided to put in some effort and see if there was any chance of winning the category monthly review award.

Huanyu didn't dare to think about topping the overall rankings. Theimmortal herocategory was tough; the competition was intense now. But with Huanyu's efforts and the support from fellow daoists, they might still have a shot at it.

To be honest, Bai Lian had always valued recommendation votes but wasn't too concerned about monthly votes. Was I being lazy? Of course not. After all the hard work on writing, who wouldn’t want more rewards and recognition?

Monthly votes meant something to everyone; that was standard fame and fortune.

Huanyu naturally wanted them as well, but after all, he wasn’t a god author. Perhaps some fellow daoists would argue with him: "You've already attended the annual meeting, Huanyu. How can you say you're not good?"

Indeed, Huanyu wasn't bad; maybe even new authors envied his success. But comparing oneself to true gods was like being jealous of a mountain when standing by a molehill—far from enough in comparison. It’s not humility but the truth.

So, Huanyu rarely begged for monthly votes because he felt he couldn’t compete with others. However, one could never be afraid all the time. This month, Huanyu decided to give it a try. After all, there's a song that says "Only by loving to fight can you win." Even if things didn't work out, at least they had tried.

Huanyu wouldn’t say too much about this; instead, he humbly requested the support of fellow daoists: please back Bai Lian with your monthly votes this month. Huanyu would definitely update more frequently.

Tomorrow, no, it’s today now that it's past midnight, I will unleash a burst of creativity. How much? I don’t know, but at least 9000 words. If the mood is right, I’ll add even more.

That’s how it is. Please wait just a few minutes; the first chapter will be up shortly.

Please support me this month. Thank you all for your votes for Bai Lian's minimum monthly quota.

*The Refinement of a Thousand Trials* needs your help in September (free, everyone please come in). I am currently typing, so please bear with me for a moment.

After the content is updated, refresh the page to get the latest updates!
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The consumption of this white light point was much slower to recover compared to the blue one. In other words, such a method had low efficiency and couldn't meet his need for medicinal pills.

According to Lin Xuan's calculation, consuming all the silver light points could only purify three to four middle-grade pills at most.

A more stable approach was to use both types of light points together. After several experiments, Lin Xuan had a clear idea in his mind: take nine parts of blue light points and one part of silver ones; this mixture worked best.

Next, he wanted to try the top-grade pills to see if there was any chance of purifying them.

Just as Lin Xuan was preparing for further trials, something seemed to catch his attention. He turned his head and stopped his hand movements. "I knew it wouldn't be smooth sailing."

Lin Xuan sighed and stood up from the quiet room, moving out with a flicker of his figure.

On the deck, many cultivators from Hundred Grass Sect gathered. They all knew that meditating wasn't suitable in this situation, so they either exchanged cultivation insights or had several cultivators gather to have one with higher cultivation levels explain some strange tales and anecdotes about the cultivation world.

This way of passing time was not bad; most Flexible Spirit disciples listened with great interest.

Lin Xuan's sudden departure naturally attracted everyone's attention. Regardless of what they were doing, they all stopped their work and respectfully bowed to him.

The respect came from the heart, and many had looks of anticipation.

It wasn't surprising. Since Lin Xuan took the Shangguan sisters as his disciples, their cultivation levels had soared like bandits. Just recently, both broke through their bottlenecks and successfully established their foundations.

In Lin Xuan's eyes, this achievement might not be worth mentioning, but to low-level cultivators, such a goal was enough for them to strive with all their might.

Moreover, the possibility of achieving it was uncertain, making these disciples envious beyond measure.

Compared to falling from the sky like a pie, the Shangguan sisters' experiences were far more desirable. When would something like this happen to them?

Although they knew such thoughts were nothing but wishful thinking, the vivid examples before their eyes couldn't help but make them imagine. Who wouldn't hope for an instant rise in cultivation level?

Therefore, in front of Lin Xuan, they showed the utmost respect and obedience, hoping that this ancestor could accept them as a disciple or at least give them some benefits.

One must be content with what one has!

Lin Xuan was no fool; he knew exactly what these cultivators were thinking. But since he wasn't running a charity hall, helping Hundred Grass Sect migrate had already pushed him to the limit of righteousness. How could he possibly take on more disciples or give them any benefits?

Thus, their hopes went unfulfilled. Although the cultivators were disappointed, they dared not show even a hint of dissatisfaction as Lin Xuan passed by, with everyone retreating three steps whenever he came.

The waves surged on the sea surface, and the damp sea breeze blew past; everything seemed fine. However, Lin Xuan's frown deepened as he looked ahead.

After a moment, his right hand flicked, sending a spell out from his fingers that landed precisely on the ship's array plate. A faint humming sound entered his ears as the spirit boat stopped mid-air.

It hovered but its hidden state remained unchanged.

Lin Xuan stood on the deck, gazing into the distance, seemingly observing and pondering.

"Senior, what is it?"

A sweet voice called out. Shangguan Mudu came from inside the ship; she hadn't been on the deck before. The spirit boat wasn't large, so sensing Lin Xuan's departure from the quiet room, she hurried outside.

The sisters were not present; they were still meditating, having completed their foundation establishment with their master's help. However, their cultivation levels were unstable, and if they didn't put in more effort now, they might fall back. If that happened, how could they face their master?

Despite their different personalities, both sisters were working hard at the moment.

Lin Xuan turned his head to look at Shangguan Mudu; other disciples from Hundred Grass Sect also looked nervous and eagerly awaited his instructions.

"We're likely facing a big trouble," Lin Xuan sighed, his voice calm as he spoke.

Although the situation was critical, he showed no signs of panic.

"Big trouble. Senior, could you elaborate?"

Shangguan Mudu frowned, releasing her divine sense but feeling nothing amiss. However, she had no doubt about what Lin Xuan said; their divine senses were at different levels, and Lin Xuan naturally saw things beyond his own perception.

"I can't say much in detail," he began. "But I know that ahead, our human cultivators are clashing with the sea creatures—more accurately, the shark king's faction. Both sides have nearly ten thousand cultivators; it's a grand and fierce scene."

Human and sea creature cultivators clashing together?

The disciples of Hundred Grass Sect exchanged glances, their faces showing shock. Such a situation was unimaginable to them. Even Shangguan Mudu was at a loss, making Lin Xuan the only pillar of calmness for everyone, waiting for his instructions.

Lin Xuan didn't immediately speak; if it were just him, this situation wouldn't be troublesome. As long as he was careful, he could safely pass through. Regardless of other abilities, he had full confidence in hisqi collection technique (concealment technique). Even with the shark king present, as long as they weren't targeted from the start, Lin Xuan believed he could slip away unnoticed.

However, now it was different; Hundred Grass Sect and him were together, making such a large target almost impossible to escape. It was practically an unachievable task.

Lin Xuan quickly assessed his situation in his mind.

Knowing oneself and one's enemy led to victory in every battle. Since he wasn't clear about the outside situation, he first needed to thoroughly analyze his own strength.

"Senior, what should we do?" Shangguan Mudu's face was filled with worry; she was the sect leader and had to be responsible for her disciples' safety. In such a situation, could they turn danger into safety?

"It's simple: stay calm."

"Stay calm?" Shangguan Mudu blinked, looking puzzled.

"Yes, if we flee now, our target will be too large. Although this spirit boat has some concealment effects, it can't hide from all cultivators' divine senses," Lin Xuan said slowly. "Risking a departure would only backfire; staying here is better."
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Chapter 1748: Auxiliary Talismans (Second Update)

"Senior, since you have a plan, let me handle everything. If there are any instructions, just speak them out and your servant and the disciples under my tutelage will certainly comply."

Shangguan Muduyu combed her hair, her gentle voice entering Lin Xuan's ears. With this decision to relocate, she had handed over the fate of Bái Cǎo Sect to Lin Xuan.

After all, as a cultivator at the Condensation Core stage, her cultivation and experience were far from matching those of Senior Lin. To survive in this perilous area by following his instructions was quite normal.

Lin Xuan nodded. This lady understood matters well enough. However, if it weren't for the respect and loyalty shown by Bái Cǎo Sect's disciples, he might not have gone through all this trouble to bring them out of danger. Lin Xuan never did business at a loss.

He must have his own reasons for doing so.

"You needn't be overly formal or anxious. The current situation is dangerous, but we can turn it into an opportunity by following the natural course."

"Following the natural course?" Shangguan Muduyu was surprised, her eyes showing a hint of confusion.

"Indeed. You can instruct your disciples to return to their chambers and meditate," Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in her ears.

The art ofgather qi (concentrating qi) wasn't something every cultivator knew. Even if he were willing to teach it now, they wouldn't have enough time to learn.

Rather than engage in last-minute efforts, it was better for them to return to their chambers and meditate. When a cultivator meditates, the flow of qi is inward, which somewhat resembles the art ofgather qi.

A thousand miles away, humans and sea creature cultivators were fighting fiercely. At this critical moment, they might not notice these people.

Of course, this wasn't a foolproof plan; it depended on their luck.

In short, Lin Xuan was taking his chances. It was safer to stay here than to leave by another route, as the latter would attract more attention.

Without elaborating further, Shangguan Muduyu, despite being a woman, had a broad mind and trusted him implicitly. She didn't question much but followed Lin Xuan's instructions.

"Disciples will obey your command."

The cultivators bowed and returned to their assigned chambers, meditating and restraining their power within the dantian.

At such times, they couldn't risk practicing. If something unexpected happened, it would be dangerous if their practice was interrupted or disrupted.

No one would do that foolishly. Even though everyone wasn't clear on the specifics, they knew a crisis had arisen. These low-rank disciples hadn't experienced much hardship; many of them hadn't even left Yànguī Island before. Their minds were untested.

While sitting there, their hearts raced with tension.

Lin Xuan didn't care if they were tense or not. Seeing that his disciples returned to the chambers, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and several talismans flew out.

Ordinary-looking, these talismans seemed like nothing special. Shangguan Muduyu was curious when suddenly, a finger from Lin Xuan pointed at them.

"Quickly!"

With a light command from Lin Xuan, the talismans ignited without wind. They merged into one, releasing countless wisps of white mist that spread in all directions.

"What... auxiliary talismans?"

Shangguan Muduyu covered her mouth and whispered in surprise, her face showing disbelief. Auxiliary talismans weren't valuable; they were typically low-grade items meant for support rather than offense or defense.

Low-rank cultivators might have them, but Shangguan Muduyu was a Condensation Core cultivator. The other party was at the Separation stage... This was too unbelievable!

With a glance from the corner of his eye, Lin Xuan could easily deduce what she was thinking. A smile played on his lips.

Who said auxiliary talismans were useless? Ancient cultivators had researched them for a reason; they must have found their uses.

Moreover, these weren't ordinary auxiliary talismans but secret treasures from Dántuán Sect's hidden headquarters. These mists had concealment effects. With them surrounding the spirit boat, the chances of discovery would be much lower.

If not out of necessity, Lin Xuan wouldn't conflict with these cultivators. The saying "better to avoid trouble" applied here. He needed to protect many people; encountering danger meant avoiding it as much as possible.

Of course, the outcome was uncertain, but he had used all available means. As they say, do your best and leave the rest to fate.

Lin Xuan stood still, his divine sense already released. The battle ahead raged fiercely. He hoped it would end soon; naturally, a human victory was preferable.

Although cultivators were self-interested, Lin Xuan was on humanity's side from an emotional standpoint.

"Eh, cultivators from the Holy City."

Lin Xuan suddenly exclaimed in surprise.

"Senior, you mean there are cultivators from the Holy City here?" Shangguan Muduyu was also surprised.

"Yes, and not just one."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, sensing something. Cultivators from the Holy City were easily recognizable; even if their attire varied, they all had uniform markings.

The battlefield was about a thousand miles away, neither too far nor too near. With Lin Xuan's divine sense, he could fully encompass it without issue.

He didn't pay attention to minor battles but focused on Separation stage and above cultivators. There were over ten of them from each side, fighting in pairs. The battle was intense, with bursts of light and constant explosions entering his ears due to his powerful divine sense. Shangguan Muduyu saw nothing.

However, she remained calm. Worrying wouldn't help. Since they decided to leave the dangerous area, she trusted Lin Xuan completely during their journey.

She had a clear understanding of her limitations.

Lin Xuan observed the battle, noting that most Separation stage cultivators were in deadlock. The two most intense battles involved late-stage cultivators.

On the human side was an ugly-looking monk who wielded his fiery staff with mastery, transforming it into dragons and obscuring half the sky at times. His presence was overwhelming.
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Chapter 1749: Shark Spirit Beast (Third Update)

Opposing Lin Xuan was an unremarkable old man, his back slightly hunched as if a gentle breeze could knock him over. His height fell short of the average person by several inches, giving off the impression that he lacked any substantial strength. Yet, he wielded what appeared to be a heavy weapon.

A pair of one-legged copper figures danced in the air, deftly maneuvered by the old man, clashing with a monk's staff. A little further away, two human cultivators who looked like twin brothers controlled a yin-yang duo of giant arrows, facing off against a couple of sea creatures. The couple held mixed元葫芦s, and strange winds and foul odors issued from them.

Both sides were engaged in fierce combat!

As the saying goes, "United we stand, divided we fall." Since they had become dual cultivation partners, their intentions were undoubtedly aligned. It was hard to say who would emerge victorious or defeated in this instant.

For now, both parties remained evenly matched.

To the left, a swirling mass of blood-red mist surged violently. The thing opposing it was even more bizarre—a black, semi-transparent liquid that emitted eerie winds and foul smells, unmistakably a dark magic technique.

The strength of those small shrimp-like creatures aside, the high-ranking cultivators were evenly matched in their battle. However, the ugly monk's face was contorted with anger: "Friend Daoist Tang, your sea clan really doesn't care about consequences; you dare to ambush our Holy City envoy?!"

The monk was both shocked and furious. These sea clans were too reckless. The Holy City cultivators had only just arrived on Quilei Island a few days ago, barely establishing themselves when they faced an unexpected attack from the fierce shark clan. The losses were severe.

Fortunately, several major sects from the vast ocean regions had joined forces here, preventing a complete rout. Otherwise, the consequences would have been unimaginable.

"Ha ha, things have come to this point; why bother with these useless words? Do you think we still have any room for maneuver given the current situation? Since war is inevitable, let's strike first..."

The old man's eyes flashed with malice—part of the shark king's strategy. The shark clan was inherently combative, and after losing their son and having a Cave Profound elder mysteriously vanish, the outlook was grim.

With his anger and shock mounting, he discarded any lingering reservations about the situation.

An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. Only blood could cleanse a blood debt. He decided to act alone without informing other sea clans. His first move was to seize control of the vast Vast Ocean region bordering here.

With news of the Holy City's envoy arriving, he planned to strike them as his initial target, hoping to eliminate the envoy and claim this territory for himself. Although poor in resources, its expansive area made it a strategic location.

From a tactical standpoint, the shark king was right, and things were progressing smoothly. The Vast Ocean region was vast with many human cultivators, mostly scattered individuals or insignificant sects. Their strength was weak, and cohesion low—like sand that could be easily dispersed.

However, if all these cultivators could be united like a tightly wound rope, their combined power would be formidable. After all, cannon fodder had its uses, and sometimes ants can indeed bite an elephant to death.

Unifying so many sects and families was no easy task, but only the Holy City could achieve this feat among humans.

As one of the sea clan's leaders, Lin Xuan understood these dynamics well. He decided to strike first by attacking the Holy City envoy, aiming to take control of the Vast Ocean region in his initial assault.

The old man from the sea clan was now confident and launched fierce attacks. The one-legged copper figures shone brightly, their thunderous sounds echoing through the air as if each strike could carve a mountain.

However, as a Holy City envoy, the monk knew he couldn't afford to be careless; otherwise, once the Vast Ocean region fell into enemy hands, his life would be forfeit. The city lord would not spare him.

Yet, one question troubled him: why didn't they send more people if their intention was to eliminate them?

Despite the intense fighting, his side wasn’t faring badly. This strategy from the shark clan seemed out of character; could there be a hidden plot here?

These thoughts made him hesitate, but the fear of Holy City's punishment held him back. He was torn.

Regardless, his momentum began to wane as the sea old man gradually gained the upper hand. However, victory would not come easily.

Lin Xuan frowned. When would this battle end?

He couldn't leave; the Spirit Boat was too conspicuous and could attract attention.

Lin Xuan sighed. The only thing he could do now was wait.

Though he hoped for a human victory, the sea clan's actions were suspiciously out of character. Even the monk had noticed this, so Lin Xuan wasn’t oblivious to it either.

After half a cup of tea passed, the battle remained evenly matched. Suddenly, a cloud of demon mist flew into the sky.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he felt puzzled. Could it be demons?

Not likely!

Though humans and sea clans clashed, demons would certainly take advantage, but joining now seemed too early.

Lin Xuan was confused, and human cultivators were alarmed. Soon, they realized what the demon mist truly was—sharks emerging from the fog.

These weren't ordinary sharks; they were genuine sea beasts, ranging from Foundation Establishment to Transformed Phase. Yet, strangely, even those in the Transformed Phase retained their shark forms.

These were trained shark handlers.

Lin Xuan quickly deduced this.

Just as human cultivators could form contracts with demon beasts, the sea clan also kept many spirit beasts.

With such a vast area of demon mist containing tens of thousands of sharks, the humans would be at a severe disadvantage. Besides several Separation Realm experts, each person faced multiple sea beasts of their own level.
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This battle was hopeless. The quick-witted ones had already fled, while the unlucky were instantly killed. Even the chance to escape with their spirit cores intact was slim; often, they hadn't even managed to use Teleportation before being devoured by those sharks.

As the ocean's ruler, the sharks were naturally ferocious. But this wasn’t the scariest part.

A powerful aura suddenly burst forth, sending fear and trembling through all living beings within a hundred miles. The sea itself roiled with the force of it.

Could it be...

The cultivators stared in shock, halting their actions involuntarily. A strange scene unfolded: just moments ago, thousands were engaged in fierce conflict; now, everything was eerily calm, even the ferocious sharks lining up to look at something on the left and then bowing as if in reverence.

A cold wind blew, followed by a blood-red light that appeared with great suddenness. The area wasn’t large—only about an acre—but it was so vividly red, like drops of blood might fall from it.

The blood-red clouds hovered above the battlefield, spinning around before the red light faded to reveal a pale-faced cultivator. He wore fine silk robes and was much taller than average; he looked gaunt, with no hint of color in his face or hands.

"Ah... ah... ah..."

He clutched his chest, coughing violently. It gave the impression that he was frail, like a sickly rich boy.

Indeed, he seemed young—only twenty-five or so—with yellowish hair tied back by a golden crown. His hair was dry and looked as if it lacked nutrition.

This man appeared so fragile that even a gentle breeze could knock him down. Yet, while low-ranking cultivators didn’t need to worry, the representatives from the Holy City were visibly agitated.

"Evil Spirit!"

"The Evil Spirit of the Shark Clan!"

"It can't be! He’s an old monster at the Profound Void stage; why would he attack so early?"

The cultivators were shocked and terrified. However, there was no point in feeling depressed now—whatever the reason for the Evil Spirit's arrival, their situation was dire.

Escaping from a Profound Void stage powerhouse was impossible for anyone.

But what choice did they have? Wait here to die like ants?

Even if it was difficult, they had to try. No one wanted to give up without a fight.

The fastest to react was the monk with the highest cultivation—Separation Realm late-stage. His mystic arts were also the most intricate.

Seeing the situation turn against them, he made an immediate decision and fled towards the distance, even leaving his life-bound staff behind. Such boldness left the old man across from him stunned; in that moment of hesitation, the monk had already escaped to the horizon, leaving no chance for pursuit.

The old man reluctantly gave up.

The monk breathed a sigh of relief, but his danger hadn't passed.

The Evil Spirit sneered: "Fleeing? Do you think you have any chance against me?"

His voice was soft and sinister. He continued coughing after speaking.

But he acted without hesitation, sending a blood cloud from his sleeve... no, not a cloud at all; it consisted of numerous red liquid droplets that flickered continuously.

Lin Xuan had already retracted his divine sense to avoid being detected by the old monster but carefully observed nonetheless.

The strange blood cloud quickly caught up with the monk and enveloped him in an instant.

The monk was alarmed, immediately summoning a defensive artifact which transformed into a thick light barrier. But it was useless; the blood cloud seemed to have permeability, ignoring the barrier and easily penetrating through.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Lin Xuan watched from afar, feeling a chill. He had seen many secrets but hadn't heard of such a technique before. How would he deal with it if encountered?

Before Lin Xuan could ponder further, he heard the monk's agonized cries. Once enveloped by the blood cloud, his skin rapidly dried up.

It seemed as if life and essence were being sucked away from him.

In contrast, the noble young man’s face showed a hint of enjoyment; his pale complexion had a tinge of red.

Absorbing others' vitality for himself?

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp. He could see the outline of this technique, though its origin was unclear—it was undoubtedly a dark and powerful magic.

The monk continued to cry out but didn’t last long before he turned into a lifeless corpse, his essence completely drained, falling from the sky.

His spirit core hadn't escaped; it fell with his body.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew even more grim. The techniques of the Spirit Realm were indeed far more mysterious and complex than those of the Mortal World.

However, being thousands of miles away, he could only express his admiration. Those nearby human cultivators, however, were terrified.

A Profound Void stage powerhouse with such bizarre tactics—how could they possibly resist? Staying here meant certain death, likely a tragic end.

The cultivators scattered in panic...

During this process, many unfortunate souls fell to their original opponents, but some were lucky enough to escape quickly, though they bore injuries.

Thousands of defeated warriors began desperately fleeing, coincidentally choosing the direction of their Spirit Vessels.

Frustrating!

Lin Xuan’s face darkened. This was truly a case where human planning couldn’t match divine will; despite his efforts, fate seemed against him without good fortune.

The defeated would flee here, and the sea clan wouldn't let any escape. Soon, they would be discovered and pursued relentlessly.

Lin Xuan sighed, realizing it would be foolish to stay. With no other options, he had only one choice: flee!

Even with such a high risk of being caught, it was better than waiting for death.
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Lin Xuan wasn't sure about the outcome now. He could only do his best and leave the rest to fate.

With this thought, he cast a spell.

Wu...

A low rumble filled his ears as the Spirit Boat transformed into a massive streak of light, fleeing towards the distance.

Since it would be discovered anyway, Lin Xuan quickly abandoned his attempt at concealment. Only in such circumstances could speed reach its peak.

The sudden appearance of this huge vessel startled both human and sea creatures alike. However, their reactions were different.

While humans were still in shock, survival was the top priority. As long as the other party wasn't an enemy, they merely glanced towards the Spirit Boat before lowering their heads to continue their journey.

Everyone had curiosity, but at a moment of life or death, it naturally gave way to survival. Anyone who wasn't a fool knew that the right choice was clear.

However, the sea creatures were different.

As victors, they naturally couldn't ignore such a large Spirit Boat lurking nearby. Could this be a漏网之鱼 (escapee)?

What hidden intentions lay behind hiding in the shadows?

They didn't know, but as long as they could intercept the Spirit Boat, everything would become clear.

The sea elder who had been facing off with the monk suddenly flashed sharp eyes and was about to call for allies to chase after the Spirit Boat.

After all, a single person was still too weak. Who knew if there were any ambushes?

Those who advanced to the Separation stage were all cunning and shrewd. Caution was necessary; one life could not be wasted.

But just as he gathered his men to pursue the Spirit Boat, the voice of the Illness Demon rang out: "You handle those stragglers. This Spirit Boat will be dealt with by this seat."

"Lord, why trouble yourself? These little shrimp can easily be handled by your subordinate," said the sea elder, his face filled with flattery.

"How so?"

"I mean, given your status, there's no need to chase after a mere Spirit Boat. Such trivial matters can be left to us."

The elder was terrified and quickly tried to explain himself. High-ranking cultivators often had peculiar temperaments, and this Illness Demon was particularly eccentric. He rarely respected anyone except the king and the Great Elder, always acting madly according to his whims.

Thus, the elder's heart was already trembling with fear as he carefully observed the demon's expression.

Fortunately, at that moment, the Illness Demon seemed in a good mood. Smiling, he said, "That makes sense; I must have misunderstood you."

The elder lowered his head and repeatedly denied any disrespect. Even if the demon smiled now, he could turn hostile at any moment.

The saying 'turning one's face like turning a page' fit this Illness Demon perfectly.

His respectful demeanor had its effect. The Illness Demon's attention shifted to someone else: "You guys stay here for now. I'll deal with the Spirit Boat. I found some delicious vitality on that ship."

As he said this, the Illness Demon licked his lips, though no saliva dripped. His drooling expression was unmistakable.

This lord had ulterior motives after all.

With this understanding, the sea elder dared not contest him. Bowing respectfully, he said, "Since Senior says so, we will certainly follow your instructions and wish you a bountiful return."

Haha!

Before his words could finish, a boastful laughter echoed in his ears as the Illness Demon sped towards the Spirit Boat.

Lin Xuan's expression was terrible to behold. He had encountered the worst possible situation today. How unlucky he must have been not to check the almanac before leaving.

Lin Xuan was extremely frustrated. The current situation was beyond bad.

What should he do?

With only him left, escaping posed no problem.

Regardless of how formidable and domineering the Illness Demon might be, Lin Xuan had full confidence in his遁术 (illusionary evasion). If he couldn't defeat them, could he not run away?

But bringing along the Hundred Grass Sect was impossible.

Should he abandon these people?

No. Shaking his head, he considered the situation. In such a dire situation, abandoning the Hundred Grass Sect wasn't out of the question for someone with great resolve. Sacrificing pawns to save the king was nothing new.

After all, it was better to die separately than together.

This was similar to cutting off one's arm to save oneself.

But what about Ling'er and Yan'er? These two were his disciples, even if they were nominal ones. He had taken them under his wing after all.

Could he abandon his apprentices?

Others might not understand, but he couldn't.

When the girls had first become his disciples, they promised to risk their lives for the sect. Lin Xuan had also made a promise to care for his disciples as a master should.

That wasn't just idle talk; breaking one's word was not in his nature.

The Hundred Grass Sect could be abandoned, but his two apprentices couldn't.

But bringing them along was still a burden. He couldn't use the illusionary evasion technique with sisters by his side. In other words, he couldn't escape either.

In short, abandoning or keeping the Hundred Grass Sect didn't help the situation; he would just have to watch helplessly.

Would he face another ancient monster like the Poison Dragon Ancestor?

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan's frustration reached its peak. While he wasn't as afraid of such cultivators as before, even a fight was possible.

But victory was still extremely unlikely. Without any unexpected turns of luck, defeat was more probable than not. This wasn't self-deprecation; it was the truth.

During his encounter with the Poison Dragon Ancestor's avatar, Lin Xuan had won but only by sheer luck. If not for the Five Dragons Seal, he would have been severely injured or even died. In other words, it was all about luck.

Afterward, Lin Xuan had studied that mysterious treasure but still found no clues.
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Please remember this time around, such a good opportunity might not come again.

As an experienced cultivator who has fought in many battles, Lin Xuan naturally couldn't rely on such precious treasures for his fate. After all,

such reliance would be too unreliable!

To become a strong cultivator means to keep everything under one's control. Thus, the battle against the Poison Dragon Ancestor’s avatar didn’t prove anything.

Of course, just before this, Sister Xuan had also encountered another Inner Profound Period cultivator and won in that fight as well.

But on that occasion, it wasn't a solo battle; instead, there was a mysterious sword cultivator who joined forces with him.

Both were at the Separation and Union stage, but this woman's strength was beyond his comprehension. It’s hard to say exactly how powerful she is, but she’s definitely not inferior to himself.

At least among peers, Lin Xuan had never encountered such a figure; even compared to Tian Xiaojian and Ruo Wei from the past, he was slightly less capable. Hence, it wasn’t strange that they could defeat this Inner Profound Period old monster together.

But now, where is this woman? Who should one seek out for assistance?

In solo combat, he would be slightly inferior.

Though unwilling to accept this fact, Lin Xuan wouldn't deceive himself; after all, his opponent was not just the disease demon. Even if he could match him in strength, how could he deal with thousands of shark demons behind him?

Although it’s true that he wasn’t completely alone—cultivators from the Hundred Herbs Sect were on the same boat—the sect was too dilapidated. Apart from Senior Sun Guangyu, who was a Condensation Core cultivator, the rest were either Foundation Establishment stage or newbies in cultivation; they weren't even fit to be cannon fodder, let alone serve as assistants.

What should he do?

The current situation was dire beyond description. If it were just him, there wouldn’t be much of an issue—just fight and run if necessary. But with the Hundred Herbs Sect dragging him down, how could he escape?

Of course, Lin Xuan could also choose to abandon this battle. There’s a move in chess called 'sacrifice pawns for rooks.' Rather than dying together, it's better to live one more day. That would be the smart choice—cut off your own wrist if necessary.

At first glance, this seemed very tempting. But upon closer consideration, it was still impossible.

He could abandon the Hundred Herbs Sect, as he had no deep bond with them. If he truly faced a great danger and escaped alone, there wouldn’t be any blame. But what about Yan Er and Ling Er?

Unlike the other sect members, these two had taken him as their master, even if only as nominal disciples. Regardless, they were his apprentices. When they first entered, he promised to take care of them. Could he now break that promise for personal gain?

Lin Xuan shook his head; he couldn’t abandon them.

But staying here wouldn’t resolve the crisis either and would put him in an extremely dangerous situation. Thinking this way, Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim.

At this moment, a gentle voice entered his ears: "Master, is there a powerful enemy chasing us?"

The speaker was Young Miss Sun Guangyu. While other disciples from the Hundred Herbs Sect were meditating silently in their chambers, these two had stepped out; after all, they were Lin Xuan’s apprentices and had different statuses.

"Indeed, we are indeed being targeted by enemies, and they are Inner Profound Period cultivators."

Lin Xuan sighed. He didn’t lie because there was no point; facing reality meant no escape. The enemy would soon catch up here.

"Inner Profound Period cultivators?" The three women’s faces turned pale at once. They knew the situation was dire but hadn’t expected it to be this severe.

Silence enveloped them, only their rapid breathing breaking the tension. This news was too shocking for them; they couldn't digest it in a moment.

"Master, please go!" After a few breaths, a clear voice reached his ears.

"Go?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Yes."

Young Miss Sun Guangyu continued: "Disciple knows you’re not an ordinary cultivator. If you focus solely on escaping, even the Inner Profound Period old monster wouldn’t be able to catch up with you."

She spoke softly.

"But what about us?"

"…Master, don't worry about us. The situation is critical; we can only escape one at a time. Disciple doesn’t want to burden you."

Young Miss Sun Guangyu’s face was filled with sincerity, but her eyes betrayed a hint of reluctance: "Disciple has dull talents and was fortunate enough to be accepted by Master despite that. Being able to cultivate under your guidance is the heavenly fortune of several lifetimes for me. When I first entered, I said ‘a day as master, a lifetime as father,’ willing to risk life and limb for the sect, even if it meant falling into the netherworld with no regrets. Unfortunately, my cultivation is too weak; I can’t alleviate Master’s worries, which is already a sin. How could I continue to burden you? So, please leave quickly and seek revenge on our behalf in the future."

As she spoke, tears fell from her face, but her expression was resolute.

"Master, don't worry about us."

People are not trees or grass; who can be without emotion? Lin Xuan was deeply moved. He heard a thud in his ears as Young Miss Sun Ling also knelt down. Though their personalities were different—Young Miss Sun Ling was more lively than her sister—but at this moment, both showed the same sincerity and bowed: "Master, please leave quickly; we will seek revenge for you."

Both girls put their lives aside to think only of him. To have such disciples, what else could he ask for? Lin Xuan felt deeply moved. Although he didn’t rise early for profit, he was still a human being. How could he abandon them?

He would take the risk!

What if it’s an Inner Profound Period old monster? Don’t provoke me.

After all, Lin Xuan had another ace up his sleeve.

Back at Dan Yue Sect headquarters, he once found a mysterious medicinal pill. Unfortunately, the first one was eaten by Jin Yijie, resulting in his cultivation skyrocketing from Separation and Union to Inner Profound Period within no time—something unheard of.

Although it only lasted for about half an hour, they almost couldn’t defeat him during that period; he was indeed at the Inner Profound stage then.

That divine bird ended up in his hands, and inside one of its secret compartments, he found another similar medicinal pill. As long as he took this, his cultivation would also rise to the Inner Profound stage, making it equal to the shark demon’s realm. In the same realm, how could he be at a disadvantage?
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Chapter 1753: A Sudden Inspiration

Originally, Lin Xuan didn't intend to use such a trump card. After all, in critical moments, this could save his life. Using it here seemed a bit of a waste.

However, these two disciples were so adorable that Lin Xuan couldn't bear to abandon them. If he did, even if he managed to escape, his conscience would be troubled for the rest of his life.

I repay with sincerity what you show me in kindness.

Although Lin Xuan was accustomed to the bloodshed and had a habit of not rising early without profit, compared to other cultivators, he still had principles. A man should have some courage; how could he fail to protect his own disciples?

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan made up his mind. Using this pill here was worth it!

Others might think him foolish, but in his heart, there was another scale.

Sacrifice and gain—Lin Xuan believed that doing so wasn't wrong.

Rolling up his sleeves, a jade bottle flew out. It was slightly smaller than usual spirit pills bottles but incredibly delicate. The patterns on its surface were blue-and-white porcelain, though the most striking feature was a禁制符箓贴ed at the bottom of the bottle, much smaller than usual.

Even without opening it, Lin Xuan could feel the medicinal essence inside.

Though he had already made up his mind, looking at this object, Lin Xuan still felt a tinge of reluctance.

But what could he do? Could he really expect that old monster of the sea to treat Bai Cao Sect as if they were family?

Lin Xuan thought with a touch of self-deprecating humor.

Then he froze.

Wait, this assumption sounded absurd but wasn't entirely impossible.

With his divine sense sinking into his waistband, Lin Xuan searched through the须臾袋in an instant. Soon, a delighted expression appeared on his face as he gently patted it. A tiny and delicate command talisman emerged in his palm.

It was a blackish iron plate smaller than half a palm, unremarkable at first glance. Strange characters were carved on its front, though Lin Xuan didn't recognize them. The back featured an illustration of a whale, looking imposing.

With a flick of his fingers, an ancient voice emanated from the talisman. Though he couldn't tell what material it was made from, it was undoubtedly very hard.

As they say, one can’t judge a book by its cover; nor can one measure the depth of the sea with a dipper.

This unremarkable thing might be a treasure. Thinking back, that was four hundred years ago. At the time, he had saved the princess of the Great Whale King due to sheer luck. The young girl, grateful for his help, secretly left without any treasures on her person. So she gave him her father's command talisman.

He hadn’t paid much attention to it and casually tucked it away. Time passed like a white horse, gradually fading from memory until he finally remembered it at the last moment.

Could this talisman help them out of danger?

Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure but thought it was worth a try. After all, the six sea kings were closely related, and the relationship between the shark clan and the whale clan had always been good. On his side, they were just low-grade cultivators; the other party might give him some face.

Even if he failed, he could still fight back later.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's previously agitated expression calmed down.

"Master, please leave quickly and don't worry about your disciples."

"Yes, Master. You only need to avenge us in the future."

The two girls didn’t know what Lin Xuan was planning; they continued pleading.

"Enough, no need to say more. I have it under control. Don’t worry, I will protect you." Lin Xuan smiled gently, treating his understanding disciples kindly.

"Really?"

The two girls were half-believing and half-doubting. Though their cultivation levels were low, they knew the terrifying realm of Profound Knowledge. A mere breath from a Profound Knowledge cultivator could turn them into ashes.

"I won't lie to you. Go in now; don’t come out without my command." Lin Xuan’s voice was calm but firm. Facing such an old monster, it was hard to predict whether it would be a blessing or a curse. He needed to handle this alone.

"But…"

The two girls still looked worried.

"How dare you defy your master's orders?"

"Disciple doesn’t dare, but…"

Before Shangguan Yan could argue further, Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. Time was short. With a wave of his sleeves, a beam of light sealed their abilities. Then he turned to Shangguan Daoist Friend: "Shangguan Daoist Friend, take these two girls to the cabin and stay there until I give you permission."

"I understand. This time, it's our fault for dragging you down. Please be careful. If all else fails, please find a way out. We will be grateful even if we die at the hands of the sea clan in the afterlife." Shangguan Mudouyu sighed, her emotions complex.

Who wouldn't want to turn danger into safety? But she also knew that human strength had its limits. Lin Xuan had done his best.

Since this was so, she couldn’t be too selfish and advised him accordingly.

"Master Lin, indeed you are not like ordinary people." Shangguan Mudouyu felt deeply moved but didn't have time to linger. As the leader of a sect, she knew when to act. After regaining her freedom, she swept up her sleeves and took her two daughters with her, returning to the cabin.
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Lin Xuan turned his head, preparing to face this terrifying figure.

The Elder of the Profound Void period was indeed not something to be taken lightly. However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear on his face. If it weren't for the Hundred Grass Sect holding him back, such a level wouldn't have troubled him at all.

Moreover, he still had the Great Whale King's command talisman in his possession. The six kings of the Sea Clan were closely related, and there was no enmity between them. He believed that as long as this old monster wasn’t just feeling particularly full, he wouldn’t go to extremes.

With such thoughts, Lin Xuan’s face showed no emotion. Staying calm when facing a powerful opponent was crucial; showing too much fear might even provoke the other party's killing intent.

Lin Xuan had been rolling in the storm of cultivation for almost his entire journey, so he knew this principle well.

At that moment, the spiritual pressure grew stronger. A cultivator at the Separation stage would likely be unable to withstand it, but Lin Xuan showed no signs of strain.

He had once fought a Profound Void entity alone; such a level wouldn’t affect him now.

From afar, a blood-colored light appeared in his vision, identical to what he had just seen.

Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the moonlight flickered, halting any further action.

One must face reality. There was no point in running away when it was clear that escape wasn’t an option.

"Hey?"

The blood cloud seemed slightly surprised but paid no heed to his speed. A few flashes later, it had already arrived beside him, just a few dozen feet from the spirit boat.

Boom!

A sound like a muffled thunder echoed into his ears. Then, the blood cloud dispersed, revealing the pale-faced nobleman.

Shark Clan's plague of disease!

Lin Xuan hadn’t heard this name before, but he knew that the man’s attack had been ruthless and strange.

If it weren't for necessity, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have wanted to engage such an unpredictable enemy.

"Surprisingly, you stopped. It seems you know your limits and realize you can't outrun me," the nobleman's voice echoed in his ears, followed by a series of light coughs.

Before he could finish speaking, he raised his right hand, palm glowing red. Lin Xuan spoke up: "Senior, please hold back for a moment; I have something to say."

"Wanting to make your last words?!"

The plague's voice carried a hint of mockery. He loved seeing the pain in opponents' faces when they were scared.

Many old monsters had odd temperaments, but this one stood out among them.

Lin Xuan didn’t waste time. In such situations, quick and decisive action was the wisest choice.

With a wave of his sleeve, a light beam shot out, seemingly slow but actually fast, reaching the plague's side quickly.

This thing clearly lacked an offensive attribute. The plague was taken aback for a moment before waving his hand at the light.

The light circled briefly and then settled securely in his palm.

"Ah?"

The plague’s gaze shifted, his expression suddenly turning strange as he examined it closely.

Indeed, it was the Great Whale King's command talisman. This item wasn’t just made of special materials; it had been personally blessed by the Great Whale King with some secret technique, making it impossible to forge.

As a significant figure in the Shark Clan, not only did he recognize it but also knew that there were different grades of such talismans. The one before him was clearly high-grade.

Only a few members of the Great Whale tribe possessed such items; how could this fall into the hands of a human cultivator?

His mind reeled with shock and disbelief at the possibility.

Seeing his expression change, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. It seemed that this situation might still be salvaged. Without waiting for further words, he spoke first:

"Your humble servant offers you my respects. Given your senior status, I believe you recognize this Great Whale King's command talisman; is it not true?"

Lin Xuan bowed deeply, his expression utterly calm.

"It’s indeed genuine, but how can a mere human cultivator like yourself possess such an item? What relation do you have with the Great Whale King?" The plague's cold voice echoed in his ears. Such a situation hadn’t been encountered before; it was best to ask questions first before taking any action.

"This is a long story. In short, I happened to meet and befriend the two princesses of the Great Whale King through sheer luck," Lin Xuan said sincerely. There was no need for him to lie; he had nothing to gain from it, and if discovered, it would only backfire.

When should one tell the truth and when should one feign ignorance? These were matters that required careful consideration.

The subtlety lay in the heart.

"Do you know the two princesses?" A hint of doubt flashed in the plague's eyes. He wasn’t easily fooled: "Then, could you tell me their names?"

Relieved, Lin Xuan was glad he hadn't lied. If he had fabricated a story about receiving the command talisman from the Great Whale King earlier, this question would have exposed him.

"The first is called Dong Fang Mingyu, and the second is Dong Fang Mingqi."

Dong Fang Mingqi's name came directly from that girl herself. As for Dong Fang Mingyu, Lin Xuan hadn’t known of another princess of the Great Whale King before. However, combining his interactions with her and their names, which differed by only one character, he deduced that they were sisters who shared a mother, making it easy to guess this result.

The plague nodded. This was correct; while not a secret, most human cultivators wouldn’t know about the two princesses of the Great Whale King.

It seemed this person wasn’t lying after all.

"Do you bring out this command talisman to let us go?" The plague's cold voice echoed again. He was straightforward and direct.

"Yes, your humble servant is just a wandering cultivator, and the cultivators on this spirit boat are even weaker. We only wish to live peacefully; we have no strength or interest in getting involved in the conflicts between our two clans. Passing through here by chance, we were merely caught up in it. I beg you to show mercy for the sake of the two princesses of the Great Whale King and spare us. Your humble servant would be eternally grateful," Lin Xuan said sincerely.

At that moment, he had an 80% chance of escaping. Despite his brutal nature, the plague was a Profound Void entity, and bullying such low-level cultivators wasn’t worth it. Moreover, with two princesses vouching for him, there was no need to worry.

Lin Xuan’s deduction was correct. In the Sea Clan, the relationship between the Shark King and the Great Whale King was already quite good. From the plague's perspective, everyone except Lin Xuan were insignificant shrimp; sparing them wouldn’t affect the bigger picture.

As for this cultivator, he was only at the Separation中期 stage—nothing to be taken seriously.

Well, he would give the princesses a face.

!~!
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With these thoughts, the old monster nodded his head and his expression finally softened. "Alright, considering this Whale King Order Talisman, I'll let you go today."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and immediately felt relieved. The best outcome would be to avoid any conflict. He wanted to say a few polite words before leaving when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

The old monster's previously calm expression turned strange as he sniffed the direction of the spirit boat. His face then changed dramatically—first with surprise, then confusion, and finally intense joy appeared on his face.

"Bad luck!"

Although these changes occurred in an instant, Lin Xuan was too experienced to miss anything out of place. He felt a sudden jolt in his heart.

Despite feeling that things were not right, Lin Xuan did not dare act rashly. Making any decision at this moment would be foolish. He tried to maintain composure and observe the situation first.

However, the old monster was less hesitant. With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light shot out from his sleeve and struck one of the pavilions on the spirit boat.

"What are you doing?"

Lin Xuan did not expect this sudden change; he had thought that the old monster would keep his word after saying it. But as an ancient expert at the Foundation Establishment stage, such a breach of promise was too dishonorable.

He cursed inwardly but could not act in time to save anyone. The distance between them and the speed of his opponent made any rescue impossible. Although the spirit boat had strong defenses, they were no match for an ancient expert like this one.

Bang!

The explosion sounded as the protective shield shattered like paper. The light beam continued its momentum and struck a wall that was as hard as iron, creating a large hole. Three beautiful faces appeared in his view—Shangguan Mudouyi and his two disciples.

Was it intentional or just a coincidence?

Lin Xuan could not tell. He had no time to ponder; the previous attack was too sudden. This time, he would not make the same mistake.

With a flash of movement, Lin Xuan stood in front of the ruined room, blocking the old monster's path. As his teacher, it was his duty to protect them.

"Remarkable speed."

The old monster's pupils constricted as he showed a hint of surprise on his face, which quickly disappeared. While an alchemy cultivator might be surprised by such speed, there were many possibilities—perhaps someone with exceptional talent or some other reason. Lin Xuan had seen low-grade cultivators with faster speeds before.

There was no need to overreact.

Moreover, he did not have the energy to focus on this now. The old monster's face was filled with greed and joy, as if he had discovered a treasure. But his gaze was blocked by Lin Xuan.

"Move aside."

With a flick of his right hand, a strong wind emerged from his sleeve, so powerful that it blinded anyone who tried to look at it.

This was not ordinary wind; any cultivator of the same level would have to retreat. But Lin Xuan was no ordinary person—though he had relied on luck before, he had also killed ancient experts. Without considering luck, his strength was formidable.

The old monster expected him to retreat with a single strike, but that was impossible.

Facing the powerful wind, Lin Xuan did not dodge; instead, he extended his right hand. The action was steady and deliberate.

The surrounding primordial energy began to tremble as it easily neutralized the wind.

"Ah."

A hint of surprise appeared on the old monster's face. Using primordial energy to counter an attack was a skill that few cultivators at the Separation Stage could master.

Lin Xuan's voice followed, his expression still respectful but with a questioning tone: "Senior, you just said you would spare us for the sake of the two young princesses. Why are you going back on your word?"

Lin Xuan was also puzzled. The old monster did not seem to be playing a trick; he appeared sincere. But what had happened that made him change his mind?

He could not figure it out, and his thoughts were still muddled.

A faint groan came from behind, filled with pain. Lin Xuan's brow furrowed as he turned his head.

His gaze fell on his disciples. Shangguan Yan's face was pale, but a crimson bloodstain at the corner of her mouth made it shocking to see.

"Has she been injured?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. He had managed to neutralize that attack; logically, the three girls should not have been affected.

Was it the old monster's first strike?

No, Lin Xuan shook his head. Although he could not save everyone in time, he still saw clearly—after breaking through the light screen and the cabin wall, the light beam dissipated, so it was unlikely to harm the three girls.

But what about the bloodstain on her mouth? It indicated a severe injury.

Lin Xuan was puzzled as a strange laugh echoed. The laughter was unsettling, followed by a light cough.

Lin Xuan turned his head again; he had forgotten about the old monster. There was no time to ponder other matters now.

The situation was too bizarre—after agreeing to spare them, the old monster suddenly changed his mind. Lin Xuan had seen many eccentric characters but such a sudden change must have reasons.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan hoped for a peaceful resolution, though he knew it was unlikely. He could not be content without trying.

He bowed again and said: "Senior, you promised to spare us. Why are you going back on your word? With your status, aren't you afraid of being ridiculed?"

"Indeed, I did say I would spare you, but now, I have changed my mind," the old monster smiled, his gaze filled with greed as he looked at Shangguan sisters.

"Why change your mind?"

Lin Xuan was a shrewd person; from the old monster's gaze, he could sense the reason. But it puzzled him further—Shangguan Yan and Shangguan Ling were only Foundation Establishment stage cultivators, their cultivation levels unknown, and while they were beautiful, not exceptionally so. What about these sisters could attract such a powerful ancient expert?
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Lin Xuan, despite his intelligence, was left baffled. No matter how he thought about it, he couldn't find a reasonable explanation for this strange situation.

A high-ranking Daoist practitioner of the Profound Void stage would not take an interest in these two young girls; that was absurd.

At this moment, the disease demon finally spoke again, his face radiating excitement even more intensely. His previously lifeless eyes now shone with a fierce light.

"Old man never breaks his word. Although I've changed my mind slightly, you can still be spared. But now, I have one condition."

"Speak."

Lin Xuan had already guessed the outcome but wouldn't believe it until he heard it himself.

"Leave these two girls for me."

These words shattered Lin Xuan's last hope. The old man was indeed targeting his apprentices.

Lin Xuan cursed inwardly.

But on the surface, he remained calm and said, "Why? These two are mere Foundation Establishment stage practitioners with mediocre资质. If you want maids to serve you, your status would easily find better ones. Why insist on these two?"

"Indeed, sir, my daughters' looks are meager; they're not fit to serve you," Sang Mu Yu was also frantic. She preferred dying together rather than handing over her daughters.

"The ungrateful one! These girls are their good fortune. You have no say in the matter." The disease demon frowned and spoke coldly.

"This is too much, sir. Do you even care about the Great Whale King's face?" Seeing that things were worse than expected, Lin Xuan hardened his stance.

"Haha, dare threaten me?"

The disease demon was amused by Lin Xuan’s audacity: "Don't say a single command talisman, but even if the Great Whale King stood here, I would still take these two girls."

Lin Xuan's expression turned determined. The disease demon had no idea of his strength and saw everyone as mere fish on a chopping board.

"Since that's the case, then let me and my sister go with you. Mother and master can be spared," Sang Ying said as she stood shakily. Despite being restrained by Lin Xuan’s power, she was moved to make this decision. Her low power prevented her from aiding her sect but dying alongside her master was a sacrifice worth making.

This girl had a stubborn nature; once she made up her mind, nothing could change it. She knew her mother couldn't help her break the seal, so she would break it herself. Lin Xuan's seals were simple as he didn’t want to complicate things for his apprentice. He just wanted temporary restrictions on their actions.

Unfortunately, with her low power, breaking the seal caused her internal injuries and a blood cough.

"Sir, I am willing to follow you. I will go through fire and water as you command. But can you spare my sister?"

"Hmph," the disease demon looked surprised. A mere Foundation Establishment stage practitioner had such courage, especially a woman. This was even more commendable.

Honesty compelled him; he admired talent but these girls were useful. Absorbing their life force could help break through his current bottleneck and perhaps even advance to the late Separation stage.

He couldn’t miss this opportunity. These two were better than any elixir or medicine. His previous words weren't a lie. He wouldn’t spare them, not even if the Great Whale King was present.

His expression was resolute.

"Since that's so, then let me and my sister go with you. Mother and master can be spared," Sang Ling said as her voice reached Lin Xuan’s ears. Despite being unable to move, she was still determined like her sister in times of crisis.

Lin Xuan sighed; he had faced such situations before. Remembering the past, when he first met these two sisters, they were willing to sacrifice themselves for their fellow disciples. Such loyalty and righteousness were rare among Daoists.

But it mattered not; as their master, Lin Xuan wouldn’t allow them to suffer in vain. His right hand clenched around the mysterious medicinal vial, ready to discard his defense if necessary. He would extract the soul of this demon to settle his grudge.

Just then, the disease demon’s voice returned with a hint of pity and regret: "Too late. I did plan to spare these irrelevant ones earlier, but now, my mind has changed..."

"Changed your mind again?" Lin Xuan was stunned. Such inconsistency was shocking.

"Do you think you're something? A mere Separation stage practitioner isn't worthy of being toyed with. If you want the truth, here it is: I did this because of the Great Whale King's command talisman."

Fate can be both a blessing and a curse. Lin Xuan understood immediately. The Great Whale King’s talisman had initially spared him but now, he was targeted for death.

This made sense; the Great Whale Princess’s face couldn’t be ignored. He intended to spare them but had changed his mind due to unforeseen circumstances. Despite being able to forcibly take them, doing so would create a rift with Lin Xuan that could damage their relationship. The Great Whale King’s princess was significant and shouldn't be underestimated.

He needed to consider this carefully; he didn’t want to strain relations with the shark clan or the Great Whale lineage due to this incident. He had his plan.

Eliminate them all!

While this would further insult the Great Whale King, it mattered little. Death ensured silence. As long as he acted cleanly, who knew that the princess's friend was killed by him?

This plan seemed flawless. The disease demon was pleased with himself, believing Lin Xuan and company were mere fish on a chopping board.

Unfortunately for him, this was just wishful thinking.

Lin Xuan smiled; there was no need to be polite now. He directly expressed his disdain: "Wanting to kill us all and cover our tracks, do you think you're something? You'll likely die yourself."

"What?"

The disease demon froze, unable to believe what he heard. Did he mishear or was this a joke?

His expression suggested otherwise; the girl's eyes were sharp and clear, not of someone with mental issues.

But he didn’t care about such thoughts. Regardless of his intentions, it mattered little now.

With that thought, the disease demon sneered: "Junior, don't waste your words here. Let you see what Profound Void stage is all about."

Lin Xuan's smile widened as he prepared for battle.
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His expression turned cold, with a faint red light flickering in his eyes. A cruel look emerged as the thunderous sound echoed into his ears, and an overwhelming spiritual pressure descended upon Lin Xuan's head.

First to strike!

For most cultivators at the Separation Stage, such pressure would not threaten their lives, but it certainly made them fearful.

This was a psychological tactic. The disease demon’s intent was extremely malicious, but he had picked the wrong opponent. How could Lin Xuan use common sense to gauge his capabilities? For him, an attempt to challenge someone of higher rank was just another daily occurrence. A mere spiritual pressure would have no effect on him at all.

The disease demon's approach was like throwing a媚 eye at a blind man—it had zero impact.

However, this fellow was also experienced in magical battles. After his scheme proved ineffective, he recovered his composure with a slight surprise.

Good psychological resilience, but ultimately, battle is about strength. A Separation Stage cultivator daring to be so arrogant before him simply meant that the young man didn’t know how to write the word "death."

With no effect from intimidation, he flicked his right hand, and a cloud of blood mist shot out from his sleeve.

No, it wasn't blood mist; those supposed mists were composed of various-sized liquid red dots that kept flickering.

Lin Xuan had seen this attack before—it was some kind of dark magic technique, eerie and wicked, capable of draining the life force and magical power of cultivators effortlessly.

Though Lin Xuan was well-versed in many techniques, such a vicious method left him feeling slightly uncomfortable. Seeing the old monster use it, he remained undistracted.

With his sleeve flicking again, a head-sized ball of three-colored flames flew out.

Better safe than sorry, Lin Xuan didn’t want to suffer a defeat by surprise. So for this first round of combat, he used Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

No matter how strange or evil the opponent’s secret technique was, Lin Xuan believed his demonic flames could handle it.

With a dull thud, the blood mist and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire entangled in the sky.

"Hmph. Unaware of one's limits, dare to challenge my Blood-Sucking Art?" The disease demon wore a cold smile on his face. This move was something he had practiced for thousands of years; even peers often dared not directly confront it.

This brat is too ignorant. Let him be devoured into a dry corpse.

"Quick!" He pointed with one finger, and the blood mist glowed brightly as it transformed into a green-faced demon. Its aura surged, and the demon’s mouth began gnawing viciously. It then swallowed Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire whole.

"Master..."

"Senior Lin..."

The three women watched in clear fear, their faces showing concern. However, the disease demon remained expressionless.

Such results were expected.

Youngsters who don’t know when to quit should be sent off to the afterlife.

"Go!"

The cold voice of the disease demon echoed.

Red light surged as the green-faced demon turned its head and grinned ferociously at Lin Xuan.

Then, a flash of red light, it lunged towards him.

"Master, dodge quickly."

Both sisters were on tenterhooks. However, Lin Xuan showed no urgency; he stood still as if not seeing the attack.

"What...?" The disease demon was confused. Was the opponent being arrogant or just delirious?

Perhaps, a show of force?

He couldn’t decide. Forget it, in the face of absolute power, all schemes are meaningless. Let’s turn him into a dry corpse first.

With his mind racing, he licked his lips. An Intermediate Separation Stage cultivator would surely relish life and magical energy; this trip wasn’t wasted after all.

But then, arrogance turned to shock. As that green-faced demon approached within a dozen feet, Lin Xuan still showed no sign of dodging. Instead, he shouted: "Quick!"

Suddenly, the scene that stunned the old monster appeared.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as blue light surged on the demon’s surface, and an ice armor formed, quickly freezing it solid.

Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire!

This technique had been upgraded through countless iterations, even able to freeze space slightly. What was a Blood-Sucking Art compared to this? In Lin Xuan's arsenal, Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was no less powerful than顶级灵宝, sometimes outperforming them. It never let him down.

The same applied here.

The green-faced demon was frozen, but the terrifying aspect of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire wasn’t over yet.

It was accompanied by剧毒.

In an instant, the ice sculpture turned black, and the old monster’s face changed. He had lost control over that Blood-Sucking Art.

Damn it!

This technique wasn’t something he could just conjure up.

To produce such a large Blood-Sucking Art took him countless efforts; though the exact effort was hard to say, it was certainly more laborious than crafting his命宝. There was no doubt about this.

How could he watch helplessly as that Blood-Sucking Art was destroyed?

Without caring about his reputation as a high-ranking cultivator, he dashed forward. However, Lin Xuan seemed to have anticipated this; his left hand clutched a folding fan and flicked it lightly!

Instantly, green light flashed, and a dozen-meter-tall emerald jade peak appeared in his vision. It spun rapidly and grew to hundreds of meters wide, resembling a real mountain, pressing down on the old monster.

山水眉!

The disease demon’s attack abruptly stopped. Though he was an Inner Profound cultivator, he couldn’t ignore this imitation灵宝, especially its massive size; getting hit by it wasn’t something to joke about.

Despite his fiery eyes, he had to pause. But the old monster didn’t stop either. With a flick of his sleeve, a peculiar-shaped immortal sword flew out.

It was blood-red and slender, emitting an icy red light that chilled one’s heart.

The disease demon acted swiftly. After summoning the magic sword, several spells followed. The treasure flashed, forming a sword beam, then its essence merged into the blade itself.

Growing to a hundred meters in size, this technique was clearly different from Giant Sword Technique.

With a surge of blood light, it slashed at the mountain peak blocking the way.

Boom!

A thunderous explosion echoed as rocks fell like rain. Despite its massive size, the emerald peak couldn’t withstand the strike and split into two halves.

Though cultivators had the power to move mountains, this was an imitation灵宝, much harder than a regular mountain.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened.

As the mountain was destroyed, the green peaks in his fan also split in half.
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This spiritual treasure, though not completely destroyed, had its power significantly diminished. Lin Xuan's expression turned somewhat unpleasant. However, at this moment, he couldn't afford to worry about such trivial matters. He needed to have the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire devour that strange blood mist.

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward and said, "Quickly!" The innermost layer of the technique, the grayish, silent force capable of吞噬 all life, would now take effect.

Similarly, this force could devour the vitality. This was somewhat similar to the Blood-Curse God Mist, but their final attributes were different.

The two secret techniques began to devour each other. A scene that left the old monster stunned unfolded before him. His invincible Blood-Curse God Mist was now completely suppressed and being slowly devoured.

"Impossible!"

The demon was both shocked and angry. This Blood-Curse God Mist was a move even senior monsters of his level hesitated to face directly, yet this opponent was merely a Separation Realm cultivator...

"You rascal! You dare destroy my treasure?" The demon roared with rage, veins popping out on his forehead. He looked furious.

But Lin Xuan wasn't intimidated at all; after reaching this point, there was no turning back: "What's the harm in destroying your treasure? I'll even extract your soul and refine it." Lin Xuan said coldly.

"You…" The demon was so enraged that he could barely speak. He had never encountered a cultivator as arrogant as this one before.

Lin Xuan blocked his chest with a heavy breath, making him feel suffocated. This type of pill hadn't been heard of by the old monster, and he couldn't help but wonder what kind of trickery was going on here?

But Lin Xuan didn't care about that. Since he had decided to do this, there would be no hesitation. He flicked his hand and swallowed the pill whole.

A grayish protective barrier appeared, enveloping Lin Xuan's body. This barrier wasn't护体灵力; in fact, it seemed unrelated to his cultivation level at all. It emerged after consuming that mysterious pill, clearly meant to protect the person who took it.

The old monster's expression changed. He had heard of such powerful pills before, but he couldn't help but feel intimidated by their effects. Could this cultivator really pull off some kind of trick?

For a Separation Realm cultivator, he originally held them in contempt, but after experiencing that setback, he no longer underestimated his opponent. This person seemed quite different from ordinary cultivators.

Though Lin Xuan believed the other couldn't be his match, for some reason, he felt somewhat uneasy.

He had never encountered such a situation before; facing a cultivator of lower rank and feeling afraid before attacking.

Frustrated, the old monster acknowledged that Lin Xuan was indeed putting pressure on him. He didn't want to add any unnecessary complications to his journey and decided to eliminate this annoying youth first.

Roar!

A strange howl echoed as the old monster's hands moved like wheels, sending out over a dozen spells in an instant. The blood-red demon sword reappeared before Lin Xuan's eyes.

The surrounding primordial energy surged, and the vivid red light appeared once more. This time, though not as large as a hundred feet, it contained even more malevolent energy, making its power even stronger than before.

Zing!

The red light flashed past, then disappeared from sight. It reappeared just an arm's length away from Lin Xuan, leaving him no time to dodge. The attack wasn't limited to this; the old monster flicked his sleeves and released two lightning orbs, one white and one black, each about a finger’s width in diameter.

Once these orbs were activated, they not only glowed but also emitted countless runes that appeared and disappeared. These runes were peculiar, as Lin Xuan had never seen them before. More astonishingly, the runes on the black orb were pale white, while those on the white orb were pitch black, interweaving with each other, adding to their eerie aura.

The two attacks came almost simultaneously, like waves rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Though it seemed complicated, this process took only a moment—so brief that even an ordinary person couldn't blink. The speed of a cultivator was hard to describe in words.

"Master."

"Senior Lin."

Cries echoed as the two young girls and Shangguan Muduyu felt powerless against such attacks.

Lin Xuan wanted to dodge, knowing this protective barrier was incredibly sturdy. Back then, even with four people working together, they couldn't budge it.

But now, facing a Separation Realm cultivator, he dared not be careless. He preferred to avoid the attack if possible.

However, his situation was beyond control. After consuming that mysterious pill, Lin Xuan felt all his power trapped in his dantian, unable to move even an inch.

This situation was unprecedented for him; could it be a side effect of the pill?

He didn't have time to think about it and hadn't planned his next move when those terrifying attacks rushed towards him.

The bright sword light, tinged with an eerie color, made Lin Xuan's face pale as he felt powerless due to the trapped energy. He could only pray for divine protection, hoping this grayish protective barrier was indestructible. Otherwise, he would die in vain.

Even the wisest person can make mistakes; Lin Xuan hoped his luck held out.

The blood mist shone brightly, but the sword light didn't come close to him; instead, it fiercely struck the protective barrier. Following that, the two lightning orbs exploded, turning the sky into a second sun, blinding everyone.

"Master…"

Cries echoed as Shangguan Muduyu tightly hugged her daughters. Their efforts were futile at this point.

The old monster was satisfied with his consecutive attacks; even for a Separation Realm cultivator, such a defensive move would likely fail. The Separation Realm cultivator should be dead or severely injured by now.

A smile appeared on the old monster's face as he thought of the two rare-constitution girls in his possession. But soon, that smile froze when the gray light reappeared, still intact despite being slightly dimmer.

The idea of eliminating Lin Xuan seemed absurd.

The old monster's expression darkened.

What kind of protective barrier was this? It was so hard to penetrate! He held a Blood-Curse Demon Sword, not an ordinary treasure.

A simulated spiritual treasure!

And it had been refined as his命魂宝物.

Such cases were extremely rare. Condensation Realm cultivators could already drive their treasures in battle, and once they succeeded in condensing, refining treasures was their top priority. The Spirit World differed from the Human World; resources here were abundant, even solitary cultivators could gather materials to craft their desired treasure.

Once a命魂宝物was successfully refined, its power would gradually increase with time and cultivation energy nourishment. Thus, few cultivators abandoned their命魂宝物even if they felt it was insufficient in power, often seeking ancient treasures as supplements.

But this old monster was an exception; after advancing to the Separation Realm, he discarded his original命魂宝物and instead spent great effort finding materials to forge a Heaven-Piercing Spiritual Treasure as his new命魂宝物.
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Chapter 1759: Primordial Divine Treasures and Postnatal Divine Treasures

Now, after ten thousand years, this imitation divine treasure had served as his innate treasure, nurturing it with his primordial energy within his body. Although its power still couldn't compare to a true divine treasure, it was already quite formidable.

This was due to the insufficient time he had spent nurturing it; if he could continue cultivating it for another hundred thousand years, transforming this imitation into a true divine treasure would not be particularly unusual.

Primordial divine treasures originally came in two types. One type was crafted using various defying-nature materials directly, and these were known as primordial divine treasures. The other type was imitations of divine treasures or ordinary cultivators' innate treasures that gradually grew stronger through continuous nurturing within the body until they reached the level of a divine treasure. These were called postnatal divine treasures.

Though both were divine treasures, their origins differed greatly, leading to significant differences in power.

Generally speaking, theoretically, postnatal divine treasures could grow stronger with continued nurturing. However, there was always a limit to this process. While nurturing did enhance the power of the treasure, it became increasingly difficult as time went on, growing at an ever-slowing pace. It wasn't that they stopped growing entirely but the rate of growth became negligible.

Thus, postnatal divine treasures could theoretically continue to grow stronger indefinitely, but in reality, there was still a limit.

In contrast, primordial divine treasures were much rarer and far fewer in number. The known ones were few and far between, with high-ranking cultivators being well-acquainted with them. These items weren't created by ordinary cultivators; their origins remained shrouded in mystery, with some even suggesting that they originated from the True Immortal Realm.

Their craftsmanship was so advanced it seemed to defy nature. The great cultivators of the Divine Realm had attempted to replicate these treasures but found their own techniques lacking, always falling short.

The hardest part wasn't the technique; it could be passed down and studied over generations, offering hope for improvement. However, the materials required were nothing short of defying-nature items.

Originally, this was not a problem as several old monsters from the Tribulation Transcending stage gathered together in the Divine Realm, which had abundant resources. If necessary, they could even cross realms to raid the Netherworld or Demon Realm for these materials. With enough effort and dedication, they could certainly gather all the required items.

However, there was one issue that left them speechless: the materials needed to be extremely pure, containing only a negligible amount of impurities. This meant finding ways to purify the impurities within them.

This task seemed impossible, as purification methods existed in alchemy but were difficult to apply, especially for defying-nature items. Only True Immortals might have such incredible means to purify these materials.

In summary, given the current state of the Divine Realm, this bottleneck could not be overcome, making all efforts futile. Thus, the great old monsters could only sigh and abandon their delusions of creating primordial divine treasures.

In any case, the origins of such treasures were mysterious, but their power was unparalleled, far surpassing that of postnatal divine treasures.

These items were essentially devastating weapons that shook the entire realm. The so-called divine treasures people often spoke about were actually postnatal ones, while primordial divine treasures were held by a few superpowers.

Of course, none of this mattered to Lin Xuan; cultivators in the East Sea were too low-ranking and couldn't possibly come into contact with such items. When the disease demon used an imitation divine treasure as his innate treasure, he hadn't thought much about it, only assuming that its power would be greater. Given his realm and strength, he could never cultivate a postnatal divine treasure.

But regardless, this item's power was still formidable. With those two Yin-Yang Floating Iron Beads, he had already severely injured an old monster of the Profound Void stage; yet it managed to block him. This was simply inconceivable!

The disease demon was both shocked and angry but then a chill ran down his spine. He was no ordinary old monster; he had seen much in his long career as a cultivator, so he felt something strange.

Could this really be the time when things went wrong?

Of course, such absurd thoughts flashed through his mind for just a moment before being dismissed. How could it be? It was merely an attack mistake; why overthink it? He hadn't broken his opponent's defenses this time; just continue attacking.

The disease demon's eyes glowed with ferocity as he extended his hand. The Blood-Corrupting Demon Sword turned and flew back from afar, its fierce light piercing the air once more towards the gray protective barrier.

This was far from over!

He flicked his sleeves, and a black short axe slid out of them. It was covered in talisman inscriptions, with intricate miniature magical arrays carved into the handle. This item was clearly no ordinary treasure.

Unable to break through one item, how could two? The disease demon hesitated not as he summoned the short axe in his hand.

The demonic aura surged as the axe grew longer after leaving his hand, reaching over ten meters in length. Arcs of electricity wrapped around its body, drawing nearby primordial energy towards it, significantly enhancing its power.

A massive axe was inherently a heavy weapon, and such a treasure's offensive capabilities were outstanding.

Despite the opponent's attack, Lin Xuan remained immobile. At this moment, not only was his magical power restrained, but he also felt an extreme level of discomfort, finally experiencing the pain that accompanied Jin Yi's rapid cultivation.

That feeling was indescribable. Lin Xuan's willpower was far more resilient than most; otherwise, back in the Cloudy Valley, he wouldn't have dared to venture into the Heart Refinement Path at the first stage of the Flexible and Agile realm.

The pain of being on a knife mountain and in a pot of boiling oil was something Lin Xuan had already experienced. However, this current discomfort was much worse—hundreds or even thousands of times more painful.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but let out a low growl as his entire body trembled. His howls sounded like those of an injured beast. Human endurance had its limits; no matter how strong one's willpower might be, such pain required an outlet.

Lin Xuan didn't know what Jin Yi felt at the time, but he found himself on the brink of passing out from the pain. Yet, he still held on.

It wasn't for face or anything else; these were just fleeting thoughts. Lin Xuan realized this was a rare opportunity.

A once-in-a-lifetime chance!

Although his current realm breakthrough was temporary, it allowed him to truly experience the Profound Void stage. Especially as he broke through each bottleneck layer by layer, he could now understand what that process entailed, which would be invaluable for his future ascension!
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Lin Xuan wouldn't let such a good opportunity slip away.

Despite the excruciating pain that made his body numb, he still managed to keep his consciousness as clear as possible. He was trying to sense the flow of essence energy and the wonderful sensations brought about by the breakthrough in cultivation stage.

Although he couldn’t grasp every detail of the process, the benefits were obvious. Cultivation became increasingly difficult with each step, even though medicinal herbs could enhance one's chances of breaking through a bottleneck, they weren't guaranteed. Ultimately, it was still down to oneself, especially for someone like Lin Xuan who needed both rigorous training and spontaneous insights.

The opportunity was rare, so he focused intently on his inner refinement without paying attention to the enemy’s attacks.

Actually, he wanted to do something about them, but it was futile because his body remained immobile.

Boom!

The attack from the Illness Demon had already surged past. The explosive sounds continued non-stop, and though the light barrier hadn't been broken yet, it was becoming increasingly dim. This guy was a Core Formation cultivator; his full-out assault caused far more damage than when Lin Xuan and the others had teamed up.

A bit more time, and the protective shield would be shattered. However, the old monster's face showed no signs of joy. His expression grew even darker.

In fact, it could be described as shock and anger because Lin Xuan’s aura inside the barrier was visibly increasing at an alarming rate. Originally, he had only been in the middle stage of Separation, not yet reaching its peak. But soon enough, he broke through his bottleneck.

Middle-stage peak!

This wasn’t over; Lin Xuan's essence pressure continued to rise.

"What… This is impossible!"

The Illness Demon was getting restless. Could it be that the pill he had just consumed was something like a Blood Demon Pill? The Blood Demon Pill was one of the treasures in the demonic sect, allowing one’s cultivation level to surge significantly within a short time, but with obvious side effects.

No, even if it were a Blood Demon Pill, it couldn’t have raised his cultivation to this extent. At this moment, Lin Xuan had already broken through the middle stage bottleneck and continued to rise without pause.

"This…"

The Illness Demon’s expression turned into shock. In just a few breaths, that hateful brat's essence energy had reached the peak of Separation and was breaking through his bottleneck. The Illness Demon’s face became even more pale, with sweat beads dripping from his forehead. However, he finally regained clarity.

Could it be that the opponent could advance to Core Formation stage?

This thought was terrifying.

But there wasn’t time for further consideration; if this were true, he would regret it bitterly.

The Illness Demon gritted his teeth and stopped hesitating. His hands moved like butterflies as eight or nine treasures shot out from his waist, emitting piercing light that turned into various hues of light, crashing down on Lin Xuan with force.

At this point, the old monster wouldn’t hold back; despite the unfavorable situation, he could attack without restraint.

The bloodlight flowed, and the entire sky was dyed a deep red. Lin Xuan’s figure was completely obscured, making it impossible to tell if he was alive or dead.

The spirit boat wasn't affected as the old monster deliberately avoided it. The two sisters were his primary targets; they had to be captured alive. If they died, they couldn’t help him break through his bottleneck. Both girls looked worried, imagining such a fierce attack in their dreams. Master "… Can he hold on?"

Suddenly, the Illness Demon stopped his assault.

"Huff! Huff!"

He panted heavily. This Core Formation stage attack had left this old monster exhausted and drained of energy, but there was a smile on his face.

You were arrogant; you didn’t know when to die. In the end, your soul will scatter. The hateful brat’s aura had completely vanished.

This situation was indeed dangerous. He never imagined that a Separation stage cultivator would be so troublesome.

After a moment, the swirling smoke dispersed, revealing a gray cocoon.

"What…?"

The Illness Demon was taken aback; his triumphant expression vanished instantly as an ominous feeling arose in his mind. However, there wasn’t time for further reaction.

Sssshhh…

As if a cloth had been torn, the gray cocoon split open. Sure enough, it was Lin Xuan who slowly opened his eyes and stretched his arms.

Boom!

A terrifying essence pressure spread out like an airwave, more than doubling compared to before. This was undoubtedly Core Formation stage.

And he was at the peak of early Core Formation, just like himself.

The Illness Demon’s face turned ashen; the worst scenario had finally come true. Such a situation could only be believed if witnessed firsthand; no one would believe it otherwise.

The only description was absurd, but what he saw before his eyes proved that he wasn’t dreaming.

"How did you do this?"

His voice was hoarse as he asked the question that plagued him.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed nothing but contempt. His gaze was icy cold; there was no need to talk to a dead man.

In general, facing a Core Formation cultivator, he had no confidence in winning. If it came to a fight, he would likely lose and only manage to escape by running away.

But now, things were different. After consuming the medicinal spirit, he too had temporarily advanced to Core Formation stage. Their cultivation stages were equal.

For Lin Xuan, challenging someone of a higher rank was routine; killing a peer was no difficulty at all. The balance of power had shifted.

However, he harbored a burning resentment. If not for this old man, how could he have used the mysterious pill now?

That pill was crucial in critical moments.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan felt indignant and his teeth chattered with anger. This old man sought his own death; if he didn’t torture him properly, he would never be able to vent his frustration.

At this point, even though the Illness Demon didn’t know the true extent of Lin Xuan’s strength, he knew that things were not favorable for him. Regardless of how the Separation bottleneck was broken, they now stood on equal footing.

Moreover, based on his methods, it seemed likely that he would be at a disadvantage.

If given another chance, the Illness Demon would have chosen to retreat. At this stage of cultivation, safety was paramount, but those two girls couldn’t be abandoned; ice spirit and lightning soul were rare special constitutions that could only be obtained once in a lifetime!
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Chapter 1761: Black Water Leech

After weighing the pros and cons, he decided to stay. Even if his opponent advanced to the Void Profound realm, he didn’t believe that Lin Xuan would truly become a peer in cultivation.

Even if it was the legendary Peach Blossom Tree, consuming its peaches, which ripen once every million years, could only elevate one’s cultivation by one level, like from Separation Realm中期to后期.

Advancing to Void Profound realm was absolutely impossible!

Such matters defied the laws of nature; even whether such heaven-defying pills existed in the Immortal Realm was still a matter of debate, so how could it be possible in the Spirit Realm?

Thus, Lin Xuan’s current state was merely temporary, and there was no doubt about it.

The Illness Demon, as a Void Profound realm cultivator with extensive experience, guessed correctly to an extent.

From this standpoint, he still had the upper hand, and over time, his advantage would become more pronounced.

With that thought, a sly smile appeared on the Illness Demon’s face. He reached into his waistband and summoned several treasures, all of which were various shields.

He didn’t seek to achieve anything; just to ensure no mistakes, he focused on defense for now.

Then, an oddly shaped armor materialized on his body. As a Void Profound realm cultivator, he naturally had considerable wealth.

The Illness Demon cast several spells, and the ancient treasures emitted a bright aura. Some circled around him, while others transformed into thick light screens or even viscous fog, creating a fortress-like defense.

A smug look appeared on his face; such defenses would make it difficult for even King to breach them.

Lin Xuan’s experience in magical battles was unparalleled. Given the obvious intent of his opponent, he knew exactly what they aimed for.

"Delaying... Haha, do you think you can drag this out for so long?"

A mocking smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he loathed this old monster to the core. He didn't need to be courteous; with a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out.

However, unlike before, both rings moved without his control, seemingly possessing their own intelligence. As one of his innate treasures, they shared a mental connection. Lin Xuan's breakthrough from Separation Realm brought about changes in this innate treasure as well.

He grasped it and felt the connection between them. Though its power wasn't perfect, it had been nourished by his essence energy for centuries.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the center, and within a hundred miles of the surrounding space, the heavenly essence energy surged like a river flowing into a sea.

Though Lin Xuan’s current realm relied on medicinal pills, he was no different from a true Void Profound realm cultivator in terms of understanding the essence energy of heaven and earth.

The difference between Separation Realm and Void Profound realm was night and day. At Separation Realm, one could only touch it; at Void Profound realm, one could manipulate it with great detail.

This gap couldn’t be bridged even if Lin Xuan had some secret techniques or dual infant souls and a pill, as his cultivation stage was the limiting factor.

The old monster’s face darkened further. At this moment, he truly confirmed that Lin Xuan's Void Profound realm was without any水分.

Moreover, it seemed the opponent had summoned an ice-fire dual attribute treasure. Water and fire were opposite elements; yet, such contradictory treasures possessed unparalleled power.

His expression remained grim as his defenses were set up. However, he stood firm rather than passively taking hits. Engaging in a preemptive attack with Lin Xuan was the wisest choice at this moment.

The old monster exhaled deeply, spitting blood onto the magical sword floating above him. This Blood Transfusion Demon Sword was a copy of a spirit treasure and had been nurtured within his body for nearly ten thousand years. Though it couldn’t match true spirit treasures, its power was formidable, especially with an ensnared spirit trapped inside.

The soul he chose wasn't ordinary; it was the Black Water Leech, a fearsome creature from the primordial wilderness that even cultivators feared to mention.

When he had captured this leech as a spirit entity, it required significant effort. He later sealed it within his treasure.

Unfortunately, awakening it required vast amounts of blood.

The old monster’s face showed hesitation but quickly turned resolute. He extended his right hand and spat out a fierce ray that cut into his wrist, causing the wound to bleed profusely.

Despite the continuous bleeding, the drops didn’t fall onto the sea; instead, they seemed to have a life of their own, flying towards the demon sword before being absorbed completely.

The entire sword trembled as an eerie yet heart-stirring insect chirp echoed. Red light surged from the sword, and the immortal sword’s aura expanded rapidly, growing to over a hundred feet in length with a red glow enveloping it.

A blood-red water leech appeared before him.

Though it resembled ordinary water leaches found in rice fields, its size was incomparable. Who hadn’t been frightened by such a long water leech?

"This spell..."

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised; this wasn't a low-level transformation technique but seemed more like a soul reincarnation art.

Soul Reincarnation involved possessing the body of another entity, similar to taking over someone else's body, though it was a secret technique that could only be used under specific circumstances.

Firstly, one needed a treasure sealed with a spirit entity—binding the souls of beasts or demons into magical artifacts. Then, using soul reincarnation techniques, the beast’s or insect’s soul would take possession of the artifact as its body, restoring it to its former glory.

The Black Water Leech was over a hundred feet long, indicating that in its prime, it was nearly matured and could rival Void Profound realm cultivators alone.

It wasn’t surprising; each primordial creature had unique habits. Young black water leeches were social creatures but became solitary as they grew.

In the entire history of cultivation in the Eastern Sea region, such large black water leeches appeared only a few times.

Though Lin Xuan hadn't ascended step by step to Void Profound realm and was unfamiliar with this secret technique, he had read about it in some ancient texts.

But that didn’t matter; despite its intimidating presence, it couldn’t scare him.

No matter what tricks the leech used, he would crush it.

Lin Xuan was confident in his strength, and killing a Void Profound realm cultivator posed no challenge to him.
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The old fellow, you can go to hell."

Lin Xuan's words were dripping with coldness. At the same time, a spell was cast forward.

Regardless of what this leech is, let’s see how powerful his Fangy Tooth of a Hundred Dragons really is.

Around here, there had already gathered a large amount of primordial energy from heaven and earth. Now, even more surged into those brilliant twin rings.

Like a flood breaking its dam, the energy surged wildly. Following that, light flashed rapidly, and malevolent qi rose to the heavens. Over a hundred ice serpents and fire dragons appeared before him, far more in number than before, and much larger as well.

Since Lin Xuan had reached the Profound Abyss stage, how could this technique’s power remain unchanged? Of course, it had improved significantly. There were subtle changes as well that differed slightly from before.

The roar of a dragon filled his ears continuously.

The old monster’s expression changed abruptly. What kind of move was this?

However, what shocked him even more hadn’t ended yet.

Lin Xuan’s hands kept changing rapidly, and those serpents immediately turned into seven each. The pressure they exuded didn’t diminish at all; the sky was instantly covered over by them.

The Illness Demon was alarmed to no end as well. Several spells were cast out, and the black water leech opened its mouth. Countless pinkish-gray mists appeared in his vision.

They somewhat resembled the blood mist used earlier by the old monster but seemed a bit different.

The only description that fit was "reckless."

Despite being alarmed, he reacted quickly. A spell was cast with his right hand, and the black glow on the sharp edge of the axe became even more glaring. Strange electric arcs wrapped around it as well.

Lin Xuan ignored him completely and reached out with his right hand to grab the axe.

"Is this kid crazy?"

Lin Xuan’s actions shocked the old monster so much that he almost thought he was mistaken. This kid, had his head been kicked by a horse? How could there be any way for flesh and blood to withstand a divine artifact.

The shark race was known for its recklessness and arrogance due to their bloodline, but even the King Shark probably didn’t go this far.

The only description that fit was "reckless."

Despite being alarmed, his reaction wasn’t slow at all. A spell was cast with his right hand, making the black glow on the axe’s surface even more glaring, and strange electric arcs wrapped around it as well.

Lin Xuan ignored him completely and reached out to grab the axe.

The sound of metal clashing filled his ears as the giant axe struck Lin Xuan’s right forearm heavily.

On one side was a divine artifact over ten feet long that could easily cleave through mountains, while on the other, there was an ordinary human’s thin arm. It seemed like it wouldn’t be difficult to break it with no effort at all.

The difference looked so stark; logically speaking, the outcome should have been clear.

But…

An unbelievable scene did indeed happen. The axe struck Lin Xuan’s forearm but didn’t even scratch his skin a bit.

"This… How is this possible?"

The old monster was truly shocked. This situation had already exceeded his comprehension.

"Indeed, indeed. After advancing to the Profound Abyss stage, this body has grown much stronger."

Lin Xuan’s confident laughter echoed in his ears as if he had anticipated this result all along. Then a terrifying demonic aura surged from his body, and the momentum was truly shocking.

"You are an immortal cultivator?"

Surprise after surprise, the shark race old monster was already numb, but Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t answer anything. He flipped his wrist and already touched the giant axe. Three-colored fiendish flames appeared.

Sss…

The giant axe was covered with a layer of ice armor. Then the poison and corrosion took effect, and this treasure actually dissolved right in front of the old monster’s eyes.

Fear finally showed on the old monster's face. Now he understood that the other party’s strength was indeed far superior to his own. Even if they were both at the Profound Abyss stage, but it wasn’t even a level playing field.

But leaving like this was really hard to let go.

In hesitation, Lin Xuan rushed forward, and between them stood a gray fog. This was also a defensive treasure transformed.

However, from its specific effects, it more resembled an array formation. This so-called dense fog had the effect of confusing and generating illusions.

Defense didn’t necessarily mean shields or protective membranes; not allowing the opponent to pinpoint his exact position was just as good.

Lin Xuan indeed stopped before the gray fog. The old monster heaved a sigh of relief. Even if the other party could break this illusionary formation, it wouldn’t be done in an instant.

Now, what mattered was time. As long as the effects of the medicinal pill he had ingested wore off, he would inevitably fall back to the Separation stage cultivator. At that time, squashing him or shaping him into a ball were all at his mercy.

The old monster thought like this, and his plan wasn’t wrong. But Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator; one couldn’t use common sense to guess what he would do.

After stopping before the gray fog, Lin Xuan didn’t show any signs of difficulty on his face. He merely lowered his head slightly, and when he raised it again, his eyes had turned silver.

Celestial Phoenix Divine Eye!

And it perfectly fused with the Buddha Sect’s Heavenly Eye Technique. Using illusion in front of him was like a clown trying to play the lute.

His gaze swept over everything, and Lin Xuan already felt confident. Then he lifted his right hand, and an ancient-looking spear appeared in his palm.

Woo…

Mana poured into it, and the surface of the artifact was covered with intricate patterns as if something had been activated. Countless ancient symbols emerged, very different from what he had seen before. This wasn’t strange because they were fiendish script.

Lin Xuan showed signs of surprise on his face. He wanted to use this treasure in his hand but never expected such a result. It seemed that the treasure still had potential to be tapped into. Could it only be activated after reaching the Profound Abyss stage?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan poured out all the mana he could into his hand and more fiendish script appeared. Then they flashed and formed a circle in front of him.

A strange and intricate array formation appeared before them.

This change surprised even Lin Xuan, but at this moment, there was no time to study it. First, take down the enemy.

He lifted his right hand and swung the spear down hard.

A crescent-shaped light blade appeared in his vision.

However, compared to before, it was clearly different because that tiny array formation actually contained within the light blade.

Lin Xuan could feel the terrifying mana inside; it wasn’t mana.

More accurately, it should be rules.

Using this item and applying some of the laws of heaven and earth, it seemed to be spatial in nature. Although just a glimpse, it was already incredibly terrifying.

As the user, Lin Xuan felt somewhat fearful. This thing, from a certain perspective, even compared with the Primordial Divine Treasure, each had its own merits. What kind of treasure was this…

In an instant, that light blade had penetrated the gray fog in front. There was no hindrance at all; wherever it passed, space itself was distorted. Those gray mists were utterly worthless and swept away instantly!
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The demon illness was left speechless, its eyes widening in shock. What kind of treasure could be so formidable?

Before the thought could fully form, that terrifying light blade had already closed in for a clash.

What light screen or shield? Regardless of what type of ancient treasure it might be, before Xī's presence, they were all as flimsy as paper, barely making any impact and being swept away with one broad stroke.

There was no way to describe the situation.

As an expert within their clan, the demon illness had once sparred with the shark king.

Among the Sea Clan’s Six Kings, each had its own strengths. While the shark king might not have been the most powerful, he was undoubtedly the most aggressive in terms of attack.

When the shark king fought, his approach could be described as reckless and desperate, sacrificing defense for a higher offensive power.

Yet it seemed that even this technique wasn't enough to match the young man before him. A single strike had completely shattered his defenses, with seven or eight low-grade ancient treasures being swept away in one go. Such an occurrence would have been hard to believe if anyone else witnessed it.

However, there was no time for such thoughts now. If he were another old monster facing a similar misfortune, the demon illness would undoubtedly take pleasure in it. But for himself, it wasn't funny at all.

Now, survival was the top priority.

Zhuō…

The air ripped apart as the sound of breaking space reached his ears. The light blade left streaks of white behind wherever it passed, shocking to behold.

Even the tearing of space could be seen, indicating just how formidable Xī's attack was. This was also why spatial treasures were so terrifying; they often contained a hint ofrule's strength or force of rule (lawful power).

Despite this fear, the demon illness couldn't sit idly by and wait for death. He quickly formed hand seals, his body moving to either side.

Instantly, his body became hazy as seven or eight cultivators with identical appearances to Xī appeared on the spot. Each one looked lifelike, like real people, scattering in all directions.

"This…"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this scene before him truly shocked him.

The appearance was so similar to his own illusions that he couldn't help but wonder if this old monster had learned a secret technique identical to his?

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised and reacted swiftly. His eyes narrowed, turning his pupils silver. The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye wasn’t just for dispelling illusions; it could also be used for teleportation or concealment techniques.

Sure enough, he immediately reaped the benefits of this technique.

Without a second thought, he vanished in an instant.

A hundred feet away, the old monster appeared, looking shaken. His illusionary technique did resemble Xī’s to some extent, but its subtlety and complexity were far inferior.

It seemed like a poor imitation, with the awkwardness of trying to draw a tiger but ending up drawing a dog.

But it still had its unique advantages; at least he managed to escape from Lin Xuan's attack.

However, danger was not over. Lin Xuan had already spotted his movements and began pursuing him using Nine Heavens Micro-Step.

The old monster was in disbelief. How could this young man have so many techniques? Not only were his attacks incredibly powerful, but his illusionary technique was also so refined.

This was going to be troublesome.

The demon illness was extremely frustrated but had no choice. He cursed loudly while continuously using the mysterious teleportation technique to flee into the distance.

At this point, he didn't care about the two women anymore. The next Primordial Qi Tribulation would occur a thousand years later, and if he couldn’t escape now, he might die immediately.

He was unwilling to give up, but as a Core Formation stage cultivator, he knew which was more important.

Under these circumstances, it made sense to prioritize resolving the current crisis first. Survival was his top priority.

His choice wasn't wrong, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him go so easily.

Their figures flickered continuously amidst the spiritual light, disappearing and reappearing as they ran further apart.

After this brief exchange, the demon illness had grown fearful. He just wanted to escape from Lin Xuan, but that was impossible.

In terms of distance covered with each move, Nine Heavens Micro-Step clearly outperformed his technique.

While the illusions created by his technique did have a confusing effect, they were unfortunately caught by the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, which nullified them completely.

It could only be said that this demon illness was unlucky.

In the end, he not only couldn't escape but also found himself getting closer to Lin Xuan with each flicker.

The demon illness was both shocked and angry. As he moved, he shouted angrily: "Youngster, I want to leave now. Why are you still chasing me? Don’t be too overbearing."

"Overbearing?" Lin Xuan laughed. "Old guy, it’s your own fault for not knowing when to die. Now that you’re scared, what does it matter if I’m being overbearing? With your mediocre techniques, how could you even touch me?"

Lin Xuan said coldly.

"You…"

The demon illness was so angry he couldn’t speak properly. When had anyone ever insulted him like this before? As a Core Formation stage cultivator in the East Sea, he was undoubtedly an expert, and wherever he went, people would greet him with respect. But now, a young man was mocking and insulting him, making the demon illness nearly go mad.

But in cultivation, strength mattered. If you couldn’t defeat someone, what good did it do to be upset? It was just self-humiliation.

Despite their verbal sparring, both were moving without hesitation, quickly reaching the horizon.

However, Lin Xuan was clearly more skilled. The distance between them had narrowed to just a few feet. A smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips as he raised his right hand and closed his fingers.

Unlike in the Separation Formation stage, this large hand seemed almost tangible. This significant level of advancement allowed him to control primordial qi far better than before.

Once the hand formed, it immediately clutched tightly, delivering a powerful punch towards the opponent.

Even without reaching its target, the force was enough to shock anyone. The demon illness didn’t dare not defend; he flicked his sleeves and summoned another shield of grayish primordial qi.

The large hand struck, but the shield became hazy but wasn't broken. Lin Xuan had used medicinal pills to enter the Core Formation stage recently, relying on various secret techniques to overpower the demon illness. However, in terms of controlling primordial qi, he still fell short compared to true old monsters.

This required long-term practice and couldn’t be achieved overnight.

Though it seemed like a failed strike, Lin Xuan had already reached his desired effect. While the punch didn't break the opponent's shield, it did slow down their movements significantly!
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A hair’s breadth can make a thousand-mile difference. The situation seemed to be settling, but the old devil's face showed an odd excitement. He wasn't delirious; he had just used a Blood饮 dagger, a powerful treasure.

The name alone suggested its power—it was rumored to contain strange poisons that could kill even with minor contact. He had set up this trap, hoping for a turn of events that would give him the upper hand.

Despite his predicament, the old devil's plan worked. "Kid, you've fallen prey to my Blood饮 poison; it’s time for you to die." His face was filled with excitement as he anticipated revenge on his tormentor.

But Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. The black aura around him didn't deter his confident smile. "What? You tricked me!"

The old devil's expression changed from shock to panic. How could this plan fail? "Old man, you miscalculated; now it’s time for you to return to the underworld," Lin Xuan said calmly.

Before he could react, Lin Xuan closed in, his body moving swiftly. The golden light behind him shone brightly as the Nine-Headed Eighteen-Armed Xiao Luo Tian transformed into a terrifying figure. This time, Lin Xuan didn't use weapons; instead, he used his fists and feet to pummel the old devil.

In no time, the old devil was bruised and bleeding from all seven orifices. Despite his efforts to resist, he was reduced to a lifeless body.

A faint light appeared as his essence body emerged, but before he could teleport away, it was snatched by Lin Xuan's golden hand. Lin Xuan then used a greenish霞 light to shoot out seven needle-like projections that pierced the old devil’s essence body.

Lin Xuan sealed off all its actions and power, leaving only the ability to speak. "Kid, what do you intend?"

The old devil's voice was filled with desperation as he tried to beg for mercy. But Lin Xuan had no time for such nonsense. He flicked his sleeve, releasing a colorful light that enveloped the essence body.

Using the Five Elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—to create a powerful seal, Lin Xuan then placed the old devil’s storage bag in his possession.

Two treasures were added to his collection: the Blood饮 dagger, which contained potent poison, and the old devil's life force within the corrupted blood demon sword.

Lin Xuan quickly returned to the spirit boat. "Master."

The sisters had been anxiously waiting for Lin Xuan's return and rushed over with concern.

"Everything is fine; don't worry," Lin Xuan reassured them.

"Senior, that old devil..."

"Don't worry; I’ve taken care of him."

"Taken care of?!"

Upset, the old devil’s consort couldn’t believe it. Even though she was a low-level cultivator, she knew the power of an advanced dōng玄 period demon. How could Lin Xuan have defeated such a formidable opponent?

The truth was evident; Lin Xuan had proven his words with actions. The sisters were stunned, but Lin Xuan couldn't afford to waste time.

He returned only to reassure them and continued on his mission. "Stay here for now; I need to deal with the sea creatures."

Lin Xuan’s decision to intervene was driven by two reasons: first, he wanted to experience the dōng玄 realm more deeply, which would help him break through future barriers. Second, as a member of the human race, he supported humanity in this conflict.

He quickly transformed into a streak of light and headed towards the battlefield.
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The battle had turned decisively in favor of the Sea Clan.

On the side of the Sea Clan, tens of thousands of狂 Shark beasts aided their cause. In terms of strength, they far surpassed the Human Clan.

Almost every cultivator faced a group of sea creatures in attack. Their chances of winning were slim to none; if they could escape, it would be considered a miracle. The cries of pain filled his ears as the chaos intensified.

Despite the chaotic situation, the disease demon under Lin Xuan's control had been eliminated, but few noticed this fact.

Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness.

Soon, he gained a clear understanding of the chaotic scene.

It seemed that there were many enemies, but actually, eliminating those at the Separation Stage would not be as difficult as imagined. With a flicker of thought, Lin Xuan moved swiftly to act.

Several miles away, flames shot up into the sky. A beautiful woman in her thirties was being surrounded by several sharks. Although she had reached the Separation Initial stage, the three sharks were at the same level and posed a significant threat.

In one-on-one combat, she wasn't afraid, but when surrounded, her chances of winning were zero. Her fire attribute divine technique was completely outmatched by the fierce sharks. Would this be the end for her today?

The woman's face showed desperation, but even as she struggled to escape, it seemed impossible. What should she do?

Even ants seek survival. Despite knowing that continuing would lead to certain death, she had no choice but to fight on.

Just when she was at a loss, a bright light appeared in the distance.

It was a streak of lightning rushing towards them with incredible speed. It had just been on the horizon and now it was right before their eyes.

Boom!

A terrifying spiritual pressure suddenly emerged, surging like a tidal wave.

The woman's expression changed dramatically. Such speed and pressure far exceeded what a Separation Stage cultivator could achieve. The identity of the opponent was clear: a Profound Origin cultivator!

---

The disease demon of the Shark Clan!

The middle-aged woman had given up all hope; the current situation couldn't be handled, and with such a powerful cultivator present, she had no chance of survival.

Rather than suffer at the hands of others, it would be better to end her own life.

With a look of resolve in her eyes, the woman took a deep breath and prepared to self-destruct. Although this wouldn't threaten a Profound Origin cultivator, it could buy some time by taking out several sharks as collateral.

Just as she was about to act, green light flashed, and several sharks were torn apart.

"What...?"

The woman was taken aback. Realizing something, her face lit up with joy. Before her stood not an ancient sea creature but a human cultivator in his twenties or thirties. Although he looked ordinary, the spiritual pressure emanating from him was unmistakably that of a Profound Origin cultivator.

"Junior Mu Ji pays respects to Senior and thanks you for saving my life; I will never forget your kindness," she said with joy, though her mind was filled with questions. The Vast Ocean region might be desolate, but the presence of a Profound Origin cultivator here was unexpected.

Could it... be an envoy from the Holy City?

Her expression became even more respectful as she thought this.

However, Lin Xuan ignored her and coldly said, "The disease demon is dead in my hands."

Without waiting for a response, he transformed into a streak of lightning and vanished without a trace.

Seeing his figure recede, the middle-aged woman's face was blank. She murmured, "The disease demon is dead." The meaning behind these words was clear: the Sea Clan's ancient beings were gone, and in their place stood a Profound Origin cultivator. This meant that the balance of power would soon shift.

There was no need to run; she should gather her forces and prepare for a counterattack against those hateful sea creatures.

She flew towards another battlefield.

This was exactly what Lin Xuan wanted.

He only targeted Separation Stage Sea Clan members, saving human experts afterward. The rest could be handled by themselves without much delay.

The woman did not disappoint his expectations; from afar, Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction before moving to another battlefront.

This time, a powerful Sea Clan warrior and an aged Human cultivator were fighting each other. Both were at the Separation Middle stage, with no one else nearby of comparable strength.

With a wave of his sleeve, several sword qi flew out, turning both sea creatures and humans into cold corpses. Even their元婴s did not escape.

With Lin Xuan's current power, eliminating Separation Stage beings was like child's play; he sent them to the underworld with ease.

The old man was greatly surprised but quickly turned ecstatic as he prepared to bow in gratitude.

Just as he was about to do so, Lin Xuan coldly said, "The disease demon is dead," and vanished into a streak of lightning elsewhere.

There were tens of thousands of cultivators on both sides, but only a few dozen at the Separation Stage. With his strength, Lin Xuan could eliminate these enemies without breaking a sweat. Thus, he quickly wiped out all Sea Clan Separation Stage beings.

The situation in the battlefield began to shift subtly; humans started regrouping and counterattacking as the Sea Clan lost their unified command. The surviving cultivators noticed the change and became restless. With this development, the tide of battle was about to turn.

Lin Xuan did not linger further; he had done his part. There was no need for him here, and he needed to leave before something unexpected happened. After all, time in this place was precious as his Separation Stage form was running out.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and returned to the spirit boat.

"Master!" The three women waited anxiously, their relief palpable upon seeing Lin Xuan unharmed. Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan were overjoyed.

Shangguan Muduyu was more composed but still showed clear signs of happiness on her face.

"We're leaving now."

Lin Xuan said nothing else, allowing the three women to return to the cabin first.

"Ah!"

The three nodded without asking further. As Lin Xuan stepped onto the spirit boat, he frowned as a black aura appeared in his brows...!~!
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That Blood Drink's剧 poison was incredibly potent, even causing some restraint on the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire. Such a situation had never occurred before, but Lin Xuan found it unremarkable; after all, the various strange poisons in the Spirit Realm were far beyond what could be compared to those of the Mortal World.

Lin Xuan felt an unpleasant sensation in his heart, yet he did not hesitate. A spell was cast, enveloping the spirit boat with a layer of spiritual light. As the light faded, the silhouette of the spirit boat became increasingly ethereal. An ancient and melancholic voice entered his ears as the spirit boat seemed to depart toward the distance.

The pressing matter at hand was to leave this place of contention.

If he were an advanced玄 period cultivator, he could afford to ignore it; however, currently, he relied on medicinal pills for temporary strength, with a time limit.

Lin Xuan would not be foolish enough to remain here. If another sea creature elder appeared, his situation would truly become perilous.

He had already done his best in this battle, and he believed that after eliminating the sea creatures' experts, human cultivators had a significant chance of turning defeat into victory.

If they lost under these circumstances, Lin Xuan would not care; dead was dead for those who could never be saved.

Let's hope no more setbacks occurred.

With such thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan returned to his quiet room.

Based on his estimation, he could maintain this advanced玄 state for about the time it took to brew a pot of tea.

The pressing matter now was to remove Blood Drink’s剧 poison.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and employed Inner Vision. Sure enough, there was indeed剧 poison in the wound, though fortunately, he had already wrapped it with his spiritual power and restrained it with Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire. Even under such circumstances, this poison still caused him some discomfort; its potency truly far exceeded ordinary poisons.

Blood Drink really was a good thing.

Although the Mountains and Rivers Fan was destroyed by the opponent, obtaining this treasure meant he had gained more than he lost.

Lin Xuan's lips curled slightly into a smug smile. However, this expression did not last long as his joy over the weapon was overshadowed by regret regarding the other items. The medicinal spirit, while crucial for critical moments, seemed too wasteful to use here from any angle.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sighed but harbored no regrets.

He had lost something, but he helped the Hundred Herbs Sect safely navigate this crisis. Regardless of others' crises, his two disciples could not be abandoned.

After all, that master was not for nothing.

What intrigued Lin Xuan was why that shark elder persistently pursued those two girls with such determination?

In his eyes, their cultivation levels were negligible; at the Foundation Establishment stage, they were no different from ordinary humans in the eyes of an advanced玄 expert—just ants. As for appearance, while the two girls looked nice, they were merely exceptionally beautiful women and not what one would call breathtakingly stunning. This old monster's taste was questionable, given his status and cultivation level; finding a better concubine would be effortless. Thus, this theory did not hold.

Though intrigued, Lin Xuan had no time to dwell on these matters now. First, he needed to expel the poison. After all, the old monster’s元婴 was in his hands; he could take his time searching for its soul later.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's mind calmed down. He took a deep breath and adjusted his posture. Each hand formed a spell, placed on his knees. Employing Inner Vision to check his condition, he began the process of expelling the poison.

This process was smooth; although Blood Drink’s剧 poisons were formidable, with his advanced玄 spiritual power and Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire assisting, even the most potent toxins proved no match. After a short while, the poison was easily expelled.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. With this worry behind him, he finally managed a genuine smile. Moments later, a sense of weakness emanated from his body.

The medicinal spirit's effects had vanished, and he fell back to the realm of separation.

In fact, "falling" was inaccurate; he was already at the middle stage of Separation Realm, merely returning to his original state.

Despite anticipating this situation, Lin Xuan still felt a tinge of disappointment. If only... if that medicinal spirit had allowed him to breakthrough to advanced玄...

Lin Xuan thought to himself, shaking his head in self-deprecation. There was no such thing as effortless gain in the world; cultivation required unimaginable effort and hardship.

Such thoughts were immature.

In fact, carefully considering it, even though he had used up the medicinal spirit, this experience still yielded significant gains.

At least, he now understood what advanced玄 felt like.

While descriptions of the advanced玄 stage could be found in ancient texts, how could those rigid records compare to personal experience? Especially for subtle and profound aspects, these texts could not possibly cover. This was not just about whether one could describe it clearly; it involved secrets of晋级. Which cultivator would willingly share their experiences with others?

All the texts were merely rough descriptions, and there was no guarantee they were accurate. Some cultivators not only rose early for gain but also enjoyed causing harm to others while benefiting themselves by scribbling false texts.

This scribbling wasn't entirely random; it involved subtle modifications in key areas. The saying "a hair's breadth apart leads to a thousand miles off" held true, and the dangers were evident.

Thus, descriptions of each realm and how to突破瓶颈in ancient texts could serve as references but should not be taken as gospel. If one did so, it would be akin to seeking death.

But Lin Xuan was different; all his insights came from personal experience. He had felt the advanced玄 stage firsthand and understood the bottlenecks, how spiritual power should be突破. The gains were significant; while they might not completely eliminate future challenges, they would make breakthroughs easier and save hundreds of years of cultivation.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's mood improved considerably.

Misfortunes never come alone; he had gained much from relying on medicinal pills for a short time. Rather than wallowing in his current weakness, it was better to work harder and advance to advanced玄 as soon as possible.

Lin Xuan reached into his pocket and took out an玉瓶, uncorked it, and swallowed the contents without hesitation.

With the advanced玄 state gone, he felt weak. Although the medicinal spirit was a miraculous substance, significantly boosting his cultivation in a short time placed a heavy burden on him.

Given that they were still in the Vast Wasteland Sea, who knew what other dangers might arise? The pressing matter now was to quickly recover to peak condition.

For most cultivators, recovering within such a short period would be challenging. However, with his abundant medicinal pills, Lin Xuan found it manageable!。
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Chapter 1767: Begging for Mercy

The night passed uneventfully.

On the second morning, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. After a full night of meditation, he had finally recovered to his best state. He looked vibrant and energetic, both in spirit and in his magical power, seemingly restored to his peak condition.

Of course, this was because he had many pills that could be consumed, otherwise, it would take several days just from resting and meditating for him to reach such a state. This was the benefit of being wealthy; high-ranking cultivators didn't need to go madly scrambling for resources everywhere. With more treasures and pills, one might have a better chance of advancing on the path to immortality under similar conditions. Everyone understood this truth, which is why there were so many conflicts in both the mortal world and the spirit realm.

Now that his magical power had recovered and the toxins were expelled, Lin Xuan felt less burdened. His expression was more relaxed as he released his divine sense to scan the surroundings. At least within a thousand miles around him, there was no danger. With this assurance, he boldly extended his hand and a square jade box appeared before him.

The surface of the box was adorned with restraining talismans, making it particularly eye-catching. It was clear that this was the one containing the demon's essence infant.

This old fellow had been reckless, causing Lin Xuan to use his medicinal spirit, and going through all the trouble for nothing. However, Lin Xuan wasn't simply tormenting him for revenge; such a petty motive would be too childish.

Lin Xuan's goal was to understand how the shark tribe's forces were distributed so he could find their weak points. Knowing oneself and knowing one’s enemy led to victory in every battle. He didn’t want to clash head-on with the sea tribe, but this information was useful for his escape as well.

As for why he was so determined to obtain both of his apprentices, Lin Xuan was equally curious about that. To uncover everything, he needed to use soul probing techniques.

Clearing his thoughts, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and the box lid opened with a snap. A colorful light ball appeared, containing the demon's essence infant.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, causing the light ball to shatter.

The essence infant was no more than an inch tall at most, appearing weak and powerless despite its resentful expression. His fear was evident in his eyes, revealing his helplessness.

A powerful figure who could shake the Eastern Sea with a single step—now he lay in Lin Xuan's hands.

It was indeed a case of a tiger falling into a plain. He no longer had any hope of turning things around; for enemies like him, there would be no mercy from Lin Xuan.

"Boy, what do you intend to do?" The demon's voice trembled.

"What do you think?"

Lin Xuan maintained his calm demeanor, but this composure made the other even more uncertain.

The demon finally broke down. Face was nothing; survival was paramount.

He had always been a high-ranking figure, but now he realized how vulnerable he truly was, no different from low-ranking cultivators.

No, there was one significant difference: he feared death more.

Thus, after breaking down, the demon became shameless. Anything to survive.

"Esteemed young friend, please spare my life. If you let me live, I will serve as your slave for all eternity, obeying your every command without any resistance."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan remained unmoved.

Slavery?

Even if a master-slave blood pact was signed, the spirit realm had countless mysterious techniques; the other might still find a way to break it. Lin Xuan wouldn't make such a mistake.

He raised his right hand, and a finger touched the demon's head. He was about to perform soul probing when the demon's face filled with fear. He was on the brink of death.

"I am willing to give you my soul and essence, that should be enough. And if you wish to leave this sea safely, now that our shark tribe has deployed all its elite forces, if you charge in recklessly, you might run into our main army at any time. If you are alone, escaping would be easy, but with these low-ranking cultivators..."

Lin Xuan stopped his actions: "Oh, so you have a plan?"

"Indeed, even though I lost this battle, my cultivation is still considerable, and in the tribe, I am an elder. I understand the layout of this attack. With my help, you can easily escape from our shark army's encirclement."

Lin Xuan's face showed some contemplation: "Are you not lying?"

The demon sighed. He never imagined that he would end up in such a miserable and tragic situation.

"Very well, I believe you."

After considering for a while, Lin Xuan's hesitation was replaced by determination. His voice was slow but firm as it entered his ears.

"This is the wisest move. Although I lost to you, I will still teach your master without holding back in the future. With my help, based on your talents and resources, advancing to the Profoundprofound; mysterious stage is just a matter of time."

Hearing this, the demon was overjoyed. He had saved his life; his face was thick enough that he immediately changed his address, acting as if he were a loyal servant.

"Enough talk. Hand over your soul and essence first," Lin Xuan's cold voice seemed to douse him with icy water. This hateful little guy was too cunning, filled with hatred in his heart but not showing it on the surface. He continued smiling, knowing that patience was key.

"My lord, if you insist, I can swear by blood. I will never betray you."

"Enough talk."

Lin Xuan tossed a black wooden token to him. How could he be fooled so easily? "Place your soul and essence on this. Otherwise..."

His face now showed clear threats: "Do you want to go back on your word? Then I won't hesitate."

"Haha, serving the young master is my luck from eight lifetimes. How can I betray you?"

The demon laughed nervously. His thick skin was indeed impressive; Lin Xuan couldn’t help but admire his resilience.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he collected the token. With this leverage, he wasn't afraid of any future tricks.

The demon frowned but quickly put on a smile when Lin Xuan looked at him. Although unwilling, he had saved his life and was relieved.
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He could only console himself inwardly.

"Evil Disease."

"Old servant here."

"Why have you taken my two disciples?"

"Your disciple?" Evil Disease was stunned for a moment, then reacted: "You mean those two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators?"

"Not wrong," Lin Xuan spoke with a calm expression. Everyone has curiosity; even if one had ascended to the realm of immortals, it couldn't be avoided.

Upon hearing Lin Xuan's question, Evil Disease showed all the signs of regret on his face. This time, he wasn't pretending; he was genuinely remorseful.

As the saying goes: "A man dies for money," and "a bird dies for food." Cultivators would fight to their deaths over various treasures in this world.

The two girls were no exception. With their special constitution, one a Lightning Soul and the other an Ice Spirit, absorbing their life force and mana could break his bottleneck after thousands of years.

Such a great opportunity was before him; how could he not strive for it? Unfortunately, the result was pitifully tragic.

One man's success is another's failure. Evil Disease consoled himself inwardly.

"What do you mean by special constitution, Lightning Soul, and Ice Spirit?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. He had broad knowledge, having taken the sisters as disciples and examined their spiritual roots, but he had never heard of a "Lightning Soul" or an "Ice Spirit." There was nothing amiss with him.

"The master doesn't know," Evil Disease whispered. Of course, he knew, but it brought disaster to himself. Ultimately, his strength was insufficient; if he could defeat Lin Xuan, the outcome would be reversed.

"Oh? Tell me."

Lin Xuan's face showed interest.

"Lightning Soul and Ice Spirit, you haven't heard of them, but you should know about the attributes of Lightning and Ice."

"Bullshit," Lin Xuan knew this soon after entering the cultivation world. The two girls were indeed these types: "What does it have to do with this?"

"Not wrong." Evil Disease nodded. Now was the time to gain Lin Xuan's trust, so he couldn't lie: "The Five Elements interact and oppose each other. So-called Ice Attribute spiritual roots are derived from Water Attribute spiritual roots."

"An Ice Spirit after another transformation?" Lin Xuan was stunned. He had never heard of such a thing or thought about it. Was it possible?

Since the other party said so, it must be possible, but the odds were too small.

A special constitution was already one in ten million; finding someone with two transformations would be almost impossible.

"One out of a hundred million cultivators," Lin Xuan said, somewhat alarmed.

"Wrong. Master is still overly optimistic. The probability should be one in ten billion for such a transformation to occur twice."

Evil Disease smiled bitterly. Cultivators who underwent such a double transformation were crucial for him to break through his realm; how could he not care? But the more he understood, the greater his disappointment.

The odds were too small. Ten billion cultivators—was there that many in the East Sea? Where would he find someone with these conditions?

Initially, he had tried hard but was left frustrated. Finding a suitable candidate was like searching for a needle in a haystack.

After countless failures, he reluctantly gave up.

However, fate seemed to play a cruel joke on him. Previously, no one met his criteria; now, two appeared at once.

Evil Disease first thought he had misjudged but quickly confirmed that it wasn't an illusion or mistake. The Lightning Soul and Ice Spirit were indeed before his eyes.

Such a good opportunity couldn't be missed. But fate seemed to mock him, leading to such a tragic result. Regret was useless; he still needed to explain the nature of their constitution to the enemy.

Lin Xuan was deeply impressed by this revelation. One in ten billion cultivators—this joke was too big.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew that Evil Disease hadn't lied. Such rare constitutions meeting both sisters was indeed mind-boggling and perplexing.

But he didn't dwell on it; the two girls were simply lucky.

"Then," if an Ice Attribute spiritual root undergoes another transformation, would it become an Ice Spirit body? Lin Xuan had encountered many strange situations but still needed to digest this information. Indeed, a Lightning Soul works similarly: a Metal Attribute spiritual root transforms into a Lightning Spirit after one change, and another change turns it into a Lightning Soul.

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. "The names are different; compared to ordinary transformed spiritual roots, Ice Spirit and Lightning Soul are entirely different."

"Master is indeed wise. You've thought of this too."

Evil Disease's face showed flattery. His mental fortitude was impressive; he couldn't dwell on his frustration or disappointment. Gaining Lin Xuan's trust was the top priority.

Without waiting for Lin Xuan to ask, Evil Disease continued: "Such a double transformation is far more powerful than a single transformation. The odds are so low that their cultivation potential almost surpasses most cultivators, making them first-rate."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan showed disbelief. He knew his disciples well; while they were indeed talented, the other party's claims seemed exaggerated.

"In fact, such constitutions have limitations and can't be fully utilized under normal circumstances. They are too extraordinary, violating natural laws," Evil Disease had done extensive research on this topic, having read countless ancient texts and spent much effort answering.

"So you mean that if they practice ordinary cultivation methods, their talents will only slightly exceed those of ordinary transformed spiritual roots? Only by practicing ancient techniques can we fully develop their potential?" Lin Xuan frowned. "That sounds too absurd. Are you trying to fool me?"

"Master misunderstands," Evil Disease was alarmed. "This information comes from countless ancient texts I've studied, and it's not made up."

"And there is a famous cultivator in the spirit realm with such a constitution," Evil Disease added.

"Oh? Who?" Lin Xuan was curious.

"Ding Long True Man."

"Ding Long True Man?" Lin Xuan was surprised. He had never heard of this name: "Is he from the East Sea?"

"Of course not, just a minor cultivator in the East Sea. Ding Long True Man has been famous for tens of thousands of years. Legend says he is a notorious playboy but incredibly powerful. He might be at the Immortal or Tribulation Transcending stage now. He also has such a constitution, though which type I don't know."

"An Immortal or Tribulation Transcending cultivator?" Lin Xuan was shocked. Such a person could crush him like a bug, but he kept his skepticism: "How do you know about other realms' cultivators?"

"I jest," Evil Disease's soul infant was surprised. "Though the spirit realm consists of hundreds of small realms, super传送阵 connect them. Even if they don't interact much, the situation of such extraordinary figures wouldn't be unknown."

Lin Xuan nodded; this explanation made sense.

"Let me ask you again. If absorbing their life force helps you break through your bottleneck, will it work for other Foundation Establishment stage cultivators?" Lin Xuan asked a crucial question. If so, his disciples would become valuable targets like Tang Sanzang's flesh, making it hard to protect them.

"Don't worry," Evil Disease assured him. "Firstly, the Lightning Soul and Ice Spirit constitutions are too complex for ordinary cultivators to discern; I only have such insight because of my familiarity with them. Secondly, this constitution is useless to other cultivators unless they practice specific magical techniques like mine. So you needn't worry about your disciples being targeted."
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Lin Xuan nodded. Hearing the disease demon speak like this, he felt relieved. He really feared that the two girls would become a delicacy for others to covet. After all, his current cultivation stage was only at the Separation and Union realm. If the ancient experts of the Void Profound realm were all determined to obtain them, it would be almost impossible for him to protect them.

The term "Thunder Soul Ice Spirit" truly caused some headaches. It didn't matter if he didn't know about his disciple's special constitution; now that he did, Lin Xuan naturally didn't want to delay the sisters' prospects and let their great talents go to waste.

However, to fully utilize their innate abilities, they needed to cultivate specific techniques. With no leads at all, where could he find these ancient techniques?

A few strands of worry appeared on Lin Xuan's face, but soon he dismissed such emotions. There were priorities in life; thinking about this now was meaningless. If anything, it would be a problem for the future. The immediate task was to leave the Great Wasteland Sea as quickly as possible.

"Absolutely no issue," said the old servant. "With my guidance, we can easily bypass the shark tribe's blockade. I just don't know where our master wishes to go. Is it the Holy Star Sea?"

The Holy Star Sea was the location of the Holy City. With the two tribes already at war, going there would naturally be the safest.

Looking back at the history of the Eastern Sea cultivation world, in such tribal wars, no matter if humanity won or lost, even if they ultimately failed, as a foundation for the Holy City, the Holy Star Sea had never fallen.

In other words, it was absolutely safe.

However, Lin Xuan shook his head. If he were alone, he could go anywhere. But now, he had to consider the Hundred Grass Sect. While the Holy Star Sea was indeed safe, it was only relatively so. If his assumptions were correct, many human factions would rush there, and an inconspicuous sect like the Hundred Grass Sect would inevitably be used as cannon fodder.

There must be a price for seeking protection; how could one expect to gain without paying?

Lin Xuan had long understood this principle, so he never had any intention of going to the Holy Star Sea. He didn't want to get involved in such major conflicts.

He was a hard-core cultivator and found no interest in power struggles. Lin Xuan's goal was simple—to elevate his realm and ascend to the Immortal Realm.

Compared to eternal life, everything else was insignificant. Only eternal longevity could allow him to be with his loved ones forever.

Lin Xuan's goal was clear; he had never wavered for eight hundred years. Without such unwavering persistence, how could one hope to achieve immortality someday?

Seeing Lin Xuan's displeased expression, theinfant spirits (yīng líng) couldn't help but feel anxious. A former Void Profound realm cultivator now had to rely on Lin Xuan for his survival; it was indeed a sad situation.

But what could he do? When under someone else's roof, one must bow down.

This principle was clear in the disease demon's mind, so he couldn't help but smile and serve carefully: "If you don't plan to go to the Holy Star Sea, where is your destination? Tell me, I can take you there safely."

"Oh, are you confident?"

"Of course," said the disease demon confidently. His words were not exaggerated; although this guy now looked like a phoenix that had lost its feathers, appearing as humble and cautious, in his prime, he was someone of great weight in the sea tribe. Void Profound realm cultivators speaking their names here would be well-known.

As an elder of the Raging Shark lineage, how could he not know theadvance route (jìn zhēng lùnzhuàn) of his clan?

Knowing oneself and one's enemy led to victory every time. Escaping from this encirclement was easy.

Lin Xuan nodded, his voice devoid of emotion: "Since you say so, let us go to the Chaos Sea."

"Chaos Sea?"

The disease demon was surprised but quickly recalled that he had heard about it before. It seemed the other party didn't want to be caught up in the war; going to the Chaos Sea would indeed be a good choice.

The Nine Immortal Palace's strength should not be underestimated, and neither humans nor demons would generally target the Chaos Sea.

However, saying there was no impact at all was also inconsistent with reality. If humanity and the sea tribes were fully engaged in conflict, and the demon race coveted from the sidelines, even though the Chaos Sea seemed beyond the reach of their influence, its cultivators were still affiliated with one or another tribe.

In such a situation, conflicts would inevitably arise. Even if the Black Immortal Palace was present to prevent anything too serious, secretly?

Humans attacking sea tribes, sea tribes ambushing humans—such activities would be rampant. The demons would also likely get involved. Moreover, would the Nine Immortal Palace really remain neutral? As one of the most mysterious organizations in the Eastern Sea cultivation world, how deep were their roots and resources? In such a situation, might they also intervene to gain more benefits?

The disease demon thought these thoughts but naturally wouldn't tell Lin Xuan. Although he considered himself a servant, it was out of necessity; from his heart, he wished he could extract Lin Xuan's soul.

The more chaotic the situation, the better for him. The disease demon had no intention of serving Lin Xuan forever. What he did now was all about enduring and waiting for an opportunity to strike back.

Only those who emerged victorious would be the winners.

Since he harbored such thoughts, he naturally wouldn't remind Lin Xuan of the challenges in the Chaos Sea. He hoped that Lin Xuan would leave as soon as possible so he could regain his freedom.

Of course, these thoughts merely passed through his mind; there was no trace on his face.

"How is it? Is there a problem?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"There's absolutely none. Master, rest assured, with my guidance, you will definitely arrive at the Chaos Sea safely."

Time passed like a white horse running past a bow. This guy didn't lie; he really did ensure their safe arrival in the Chaos Sea after three months.

Originally, it wouldn't have taken so long, but they took extra precautions for safety and had to take many detours to avoid the sea tribes. Three months might seem long or short, but for cultivators, such a duration was negligible.

Relieved that he could finally arrive here safely, Lin Xuan exhaled.

Regardless of how much the other party boasted, he remained half-skeptical. Now it seemed they hadn't exaggerated after all.

It appeared his decision not to extract this guy's soul and essence was correct.

Lin Xuan thought to himself.

Choosing to come here, Lin Xuan had not consulted with Shangguan Mudouyue before making the decision. However, she would have no complaints about it.

She owed her survival entirely to Lin Xuan; how could she be ungrateful? !
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Lin Xuan had already made his intentions clear, but finding a suitable island wasn't as easy as it sounded.

There were plenty of uninhabited islands, but none with any signs of a spirit vein. Lin Xuan wasn’t looking for a place to retire in seclusion; he was rebuilding the main hall of the Hundred Grass Sect.

Without a spirit vein, even if the scenery was beautiful, he wouldn't consider it. The key issue was that there were no places suitable for cultivation and meditation.

Two days passed quickly. Although they hadn’t encountered any conflicts or robberies yet, they had come across several islands with spirit veins.

Unfortunately, these islands were already claimed by various sects and families.

The Warring Seas weren't a newly discovered wilderness; everyone had rushed here to settle down. The history of the Nine Immortals Palace alone spanned at least hundreds of thousands of years. By now, the area was well-trodden by cultivators, with most spirit vein islands already divided up. Finding one that met Lin Xuan’s standards seemed almost impossible.

Even Song Mangyu understood this. Why would Senior Lin not see through such a task?

This was clearly unfeasible.

Knowing it was futile, why did he still command the Spirit Boat to roam around aimlessly?

Song Mangyu pondered over this but refrained from asking, knowing that questioning his mentor might seem like a lack of trust. As her mother’s disciple, Song Yan had fewer reservations and spoke up softly.

"Master, islands with good spirit veins are likely already claimed by other forces. Our search is in vain."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded. He had known this from the start.

"Why then…" Song Yan was genuinely surprised. Her teacher's logic was beyond comprehension. Could there be another purpose behind his actions?

But this time, Lin Xuan didn’t answer her question. Instead, he narrowed his eyes and extended his immensely powerful divine sense.

Seeing Master seem to search for something, Song Yan remained quiet, obediently watching.

Time passed slowly. Soon, Lin Xuan opened his eyes with a faint smile: "Finally."

"Finally?"

Song Yan was taken aback but didn’t speak further. She followed her master’s gaze and widened her eyes in surprise.

Unfortunately, her cultivation level was too low for her divine sense to reach far. For now, she could only stare.

A few moments later, a warship appeared in their line of sight, battered and broken, yet the flag at the prow caught everyone's attention.

It was a skull flag!

Pirates!

The disciples of the Hundred Grass Sect were taken aback, their eyes wide with shock. The distance between them had narrowed significantly, allowing them to see clearly that the pirates’ appearance resembled those in the mortal world.

But this was the cultivation realm—how could there be pirates here?

Shock washed over everyone.

They all thought they were seeing things. But extending their divine sense revealed that these pirates radiated with immense spirit energy, truly cultivators of great power. Some were even at the Condensation Core stage.

"Needn't be surprised; these are indeed pirates."

Unlike the others who were shocked and panicked, Lin Xuan seemed in good spirits as he explained to them.

"Pirates? Really?"

The Song sisters exchanged glances, not fully understanding the question.

Lin Xuan continued unperturbed: "In the cultivation realm, there's much bloodshed. Killing and looting are common, but usually just opportunistic. Rarely do cultivators make it a career or hobby."

"Indeed,"

The disciples of the Hundred Grass Sect nodded in agreement; they had never imagined their mentors could be pirates.

Lin Xuan continued: "While true, there are always exceptions. In the Warring Seas, there's a group of cultivators who have fallen from grace. They don't seek out resources themselves but rely on killing and looting to obtain everything needed for cultivation. They're known as Black Wind Bandits."

"Black Wind Bandits? There are such cultivators in this world?" Song Ling murmured.

"There’s nothing strange about it; with a hundred people, there's always a mix of characters. The leader of the Black Wind Bandits, Black Wind Venerable, is said to have ascended from the mortal realm. Before he embarked on his cultivation path, he was a notorious pirate, wanted by the authorities. Afterward, he somehow turned to cultivation but couldn't shake off his old habits."

Lin Xuan had visited the Warring Seas long ago, though most of his two hundred years here were spent in meditation. He couldn’t have missed Black Wind Venerable’s notoriety; several of his acquaintances had even been robbed by him, leaving them seething with hatred.

However, escaping from Black Wind Venerable was a significant achievement.

According to Lin Xuan, the Black Wind Bandits had plagued the Warring Seas for thousands of years, accumulating many enemies. By rights, they should have been eradicated long ago.

Yet, here they were, living freely.

The reason? Black Wind Venerable was too cunning and sly; he knew who to avoid and who not to offend.

He never engaged in conflicts with forces he couldn’t handle.

Before every kill or loot, he would scout the area. Those he targeted were usually third- or fourth-rate sects or lone cultivators.

Even if they hated him, there was nothing they could do. The Black Wind Bandits remained untouchable.

As for major sects and families, they kept their distance; even if the bandits caused chaos, it didn’t affect them directly, so they had no reason to intervene, often mocking smaller sects instead.

Thus, despite thousands of years, Black Wind Venerable and his pirates continued to live freely.

Hearing Lin Xuan’s brief explanation, Song Mangyu and others understood.

"Then Master plans to take action? To rid the world of these bandits?" Song Ling's excited voice rang out. The Hundred Grass Sect had long been in decline, ranking near the bottom among all sects in the Eastern Sea. She could empathize with their plight.

Moreover, thinking about how Lin Xuan had guided the Spirit Boat aimlessly for two days, it was clear he was waiting for the Black Wind Bandits to fall into his trap.
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The second in command, who was in charge of the matter, was a corpulent and bald-headed cultivator.

His appearance was not much different from that of ordinary bandits. He wore a pair of jacket-like robes, shouldering a large ghost-head saber. His ears were wide and his nose resembled garlic; he was ugly to begin with, but what really stood out was the vulgar aura emanating from him.

To the naked eye, he seemed just an ordinary bandit—hardly someone who could be connected with a master cultivator. But as the saying goes, "One should not judge a book by its cover," and this fellow truly turned out to be a high-level cultivator. The spiritual pressure radiating from him was indeed that of a Separation Realm cultivator, thick and robust.

He naturally saw Lin Xuan leave the Spirit Boat and quickly approach his location. His eyes narrowed slightly as he let a hint of amusement show on his face: "Interesting. This fat sheep has some guts."

"Second Brother, could there be a trap? The other party's actions are not too bold," said the Sage Hand Scholar with more caution, his expression stern.

"There is no trap. In this vast area, there can't possibly be another cultivator of Separation Realm. A mere Separation Realm cultivator from the other side, how could he possibly turn things around?"

The second in command dismissed such thoughts. While it was true that one should be cautious when doing business, being overly careful wasn’t always wise. There was a limit to everything; overthinking would only make one lose sight of the opportunity.

That young man was at most mid-stage Separation Realm, and he could take him down alone without much trouble.

"Stay here while I go and play with them."

Unlike other Black Gale pirates, this second in command not only craved wealth and was viciously cruel but also enjoyed killing. Seeing Lin Xuan come alone, he couldn't resist the urge to fight.

Killing a mid-stage Separation Realm cultivator would be quite satisfying!

"Second Brother," the Sage Hand Scholar couldn't help but laugh at his brother's recklessness. But since his stubborn brother wouldn’t listen, he could only watch helplessly.

It was definitely not advisable. No matter how one looked at it, this fat sheep showed no fear and had no backing; such behavior would be unwise in normal circumstances. However, the second in command ignored all advice and charged out.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. This didn't seem like Black Gale pirates' style—too bold and arrogant. Had he picked the wrong target?

Before his thoughts could fully form, the second in command hastily drew his ghost-head saber from his shoulder.

What a war-loving fellow!

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be speechless. This was completely different from what the rumors about Black Gale pirates had described.

However, despite his surprise, he knew he couldn't stand idly by once the other party attacked. With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heavens Moon Ring flew out and rapidly grew to intercept the saber's blade.

Soon, the two precious items clashed. Although the ghost-head saber was of high quality, it could not compare with Lin Xuan’s ownsoul-bound treasure.

The disparity was obvious from the start; after barely touching, he was forced into a defensive position. As time passed, his situation grew worse, and the spiritual light dimmed.

"This..."

The second in command was dumbfounded. He hadn’t expected such a result when he rushed out to fight. How could an ordinary mid-stage Separation Realm cultivator be so powerful?

It seemed that his third brother’s doubts had some merit after all.

Although he loved fighting, he naturally didn't have much interest in losing. Seeing Lin Xuan's overwhelming strength, he began to think of retreating. After all, these bandits might kill and rob, but they were always cowards who feared the strong.

However, it was too late now. The second in command, despite his strange appearance, clearly held a high position among the Black Gale pirates. Lin Xuan couldn't let him escape so easily.

With a wave of his sleeve, the surrounding heavenly qi surged wildly, and a green hand appeared before reaching out to grab the other party.

Seeing how quickly Lin Xuan gathered the heavenly qi, the second in command also sucked in a cold breath. He too waved his sleeve, but what came out were two bright black lightning pearls.

Boom!

A loud humming sound filled his ears as the terrifying power churned the sea for miles around. His hand was shattered into pieces by the explosion.

The bandit disguised second in command didn’t waste any time and transformed into a streak of light to flee towards his companions, preparing to regroup with them.

Unable to fight back, he ran away. This guy was quite clever.

Lin Xuan vanished from sight, reappearing more than a thousand feet away. Nine Heavens Microstep!

Once this secret technique was unleashed, the distance between him and the second in command rapidly narrowed.

The other party was both surprised and angry but had no way to stop it; he seemed to be outmatched even by his elder brother.

Thinking so, the second in command didn’t dare turn around. He just ran as fast as he could.

But such efforts were futile. As Lin Xuan was about to catch up, a voice shouted: "Release!"

Before he could react, countless light waves appeared before him, along with ice arrows and various elemental spells. The spiritual light was so bright that it almost obscured the sky.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; this wasn’t just the effect of the crystal cannons on the ship. The pirates had joined in the attack as well.

One person couldn't defeat you alone, but many could. Even a master cultivator feared numbers. With so many attacks, how could he possibly defend against them all?

The attacks covered every angle, and the third in command’s strategy was truly cunning; there would be no chance for Lin Xuan to escape. The Nine Heavens Microstep was now meaningless.

Attacking from multiple sides was the wolf pack tactic—no matter how fierce a lion might be, it could only retreat.

Although they were bandits, Black Gale pirates weren’t low-level thugs. They had been trained rigorously; such coordination had been practiced countless times. The few cultivators holding up array flags indicated that their previous attack not only relied on coordination but also utilized the power of an array.

Even a Separation Realm peak cultivator would be severely injured if hit head-on.

The Sage Hand Scholar was confident about this. After all these years, Black Gale pirates had been able to live freely because they weren’t just cautious; they had other tricks up their sleeves as well.

This coordination was something even major sects couldn't replicate. Using the wolf pack tactic, they had defeated many formidable enemies.

The Sage Hand Scholar’s lips curled with satisfaction. The second in command's form also stopped. His third brother’s move this time was truly perfect—would he be completely annihilated if caught off guard?

He stared wide-eyed, his face full of unhidden anticipation. Soon, the smoke cleared, but the thick fog formed by the evaporating water vapor didn’t obscure their vision for cultivators.
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His face exuded a sense of leisure.

To say nothing of the annihilation, from his eyes, not even a hint of distress could be seen. The previous attack seemed like a gentle breeze that had barely troubled him at all.

"How... how is this possible?"

All the Black Wind pirates widened their eyes in disbelief, thinking they must have misjudged it. The pack tactic involved hundreds of high-ranking cultivators launching attacks in unison with close coordination and even array techniques enhancing their power.

How could he not be injured a single bit?

Unless he wasn't at the Separation stage but had reached the Profound Yin realm.

Thoughts raced through the minds of the leaders, and even the lower-ranked pirates. Pretending to be weak to catch the strong? That kind of ancient monster was beyond their reach.

At this moment, without any prompting from the leaders, they all hurriedly released their divine sense to verify his cultivation stage. It turned out he wasn't at the Separation realm but had reached the Profound Yin realm.

The leader's face remained calm as he commanded: "Don’t panic, activate the defensive array and target the sword beam."

He waved his hands, casting several spells towards the array in front of him. The other leaders understood the gravity of the situation and quickly joined in.

Whoosh...

A layer of yellowish-brown light appeared on the surface of the pirate ship. Earth element protection was indeed the most solid among the Five Elements.

The other pirate leaders also summoned their own treasures, unleashing them at the silver sword beam to slow it down and weaken its power.

This idea wasn't wrong, but it seemed useless.

Some pirates showed fear as divine light enveloped their bodies, trying to escape. But this was the most foolish behavior.

The sword beam moved slowly yet quickly, splitting the sea like a river. Those who tried to flee were hit first. Even a slight contact caused them to lose all combat ability and be instantly devoured by the dazzling sword light, leaving no trace of their souls.

Survivors' faces changed.

Suddenly...

Boom!

The sword beam struck the defensive barrier directly. The surrounding space vibrated intensely as waves crashed in the sea.

Vortexes appeared before everyone's eyes.

Could the ship’s protective membrane withstand it? Everyone wondered except Lin Xuan, who remained calm. He knew the final result.

Whether it held or not didn't matter. With a flick of his right hand, another sword beam was sent out.

With his current strength, using divine treasures no longer felt restrictive. A single strike consumed most of his mana.

Lin Xuan could still slash twenty to thirty times with his current mana and the help of the surrounding energy.

He hadn’t used full power; otherwise, it would have been a golden phoenix rather than silver sword beams.

No need for such extreme measures against this level of opponents. Just enough was fine to save mana.

The pirates were shocked as more sword beams appeared. They had no choice now. The yellowish-brown barrier was already falling apart. This terrifying attack made the outcome obvious.

Pfft...

A dull sound echoed, and the light barrier vanished like bubbles. Two silver sword beams combined into one, slicing towards the ship.

Cries of agony filled the air as cultivators scrambled to escape. Death was scary, but pirates feared the weak and respected the strong. Survival was their top priority.

The disciplined Black Wind pirates turned into a rabble, fleeing in all directions like birds scattering.

But how could Lin Xuan let them run?

He needed to seize this pirate den. He couldn’t allow any survivors to warn the Black Wind Venerable.

With a flick of his right hand, sword beams flew out from his sleeves as if alive, chasing after the enemies.

However, it wasn't enough. Among these pirates were several skilled experts who knew powerful evasion techniques. Lin Xuan counted about seven or eight.

No wonder they were called thieves in the Spirit Realm; there were dragons and tigers hiding among them. But this only added to his troubles.

Lin Xuan tapped a large ancient bell, its surface emitting purple light with more mysterious inscriptions than the Profound Green Mother-Child Shield.

"Quickly!"

He pointed at the ancient bell, causing it to vibrate loudly. However, the sound waves couldn't kill enemies; instead, they produced loud noises as countless crows appeared in their vision.

These creatures were much larger and had three demonic eyes, covered in grayish-white magical flames.

A cold aura emanated from them. These flame crows weren’t powerful enough to be considered a formidable race, but they suited the situation perfectly.

"Go."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as these thousand crows split into several groups, producing loud noises and chasing after those seven or eight pirates with the fastest evasion techniques.

Meanwhile, the sword beams were effective. Cries of pain filled the air as more cultivators fell. The Sage Hand Scholar tried to organize a counterattack but was ignored in this critical moment.

The battle's outcome was clear; within half an hour, all the pirates and leaders returned to the underworld. Lin Xuan had no mercy for these evil-doers.

Only two leaders remained alive.

They looked at each other with grim faces, having become the hunted instead of hunters. Both hated the cultivator who set them up.

Those young ones were blind; they treated such a powerful expert as prey and led their brothers to their doom.

If they could survive, they would never let these brats go.

Unfortunately, neither had any chance to escape. They felt anxious, turning around to see half of the warship sliced in two.

This enemy was too formidable, with flawless attacks and defenses. The pirates no longer wanted to fight; it was suicide.

"Hero, spare me. If you let me live, I'll serve you faithfully for life," the second-in-command pleaded first. After a moment's hesitation, the Sage Hand Scholar also knelt down. Face-saving mattered more than pride in this situation.

"You really have no backbone, playing that card again."

: The night update is here, 9000 words completed. Phantom Rain works hard; do you still have votes for me? More support means I can write with even more enthusiasm. Thanks to everyone!
第一千七百七十五章 杀鸡儆猴

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of disdain, but he paused his actions. These two still had some use to him; he needed to extract more information about the Black Wind Bandits from them.

The most crucial piece of information was the location of their lair.

Although soul searching could yield similar results, sometimes the information might be incomplete. In any case, having a real person guide them would definitely save time and effort.

Lin Xuan knew this well, so he wasn't in a rush to eliminate these two right away.

"Want to live?"

"Yes!"

The two nodded repeatedly, their actions resembling chickens pecking at rice. Who wouldn’t want to live when given the chance?

"Fine, hand over your soul and spirit here."

Without further ado, Lin Xuan tossed two black wooden tokens over.

"禁神术 (Soul Suppressing Technique)."

Both men were terrified; doing so would essentially mean handing their lives over to the other. But at this point, what choice did they have?

Not… there was still one.

At least, their reactions were different.

While Second Master was hesitating, Sage Hand Scholar had already acted first. He moved his hands swiftly, his movements so fast that it left everyone stunned.

The nickname "Sage Hand" wasn’t just for show; he was a natural talent, far quicker in both movement and招式 than his peers.

As he moved, various objects flew through the air—talisman scrolls, lightning beads.

They swarmed like a storm, transforming into various attacks that rained down on Lin Xuan.

Of course, Sage Hand Scholar didn’t expect to win; after seeing how formidable Lin Xuan was earlier, he knew any ambush would be futile.

Such efforts were only self-destructive.

His goal was simple: just delay long enough and perhaps create an opportunity for escape.

Sage Hand Scholar had grown accustomed to a free life. How could he be driven like this? Rather than being a slave, it might be worth taking his chances and fighting; even if he lost, there might still be a chance of escaping.

Seeing the numerous talismans and lightning beads on Sage Hand Scholar, Lin Xuan showed surprise. High-ranking cultivators generally didn’t do such things, but this guy had his own style.

But Lin Xuan wouldn’t pity him. Trying to escape from him was sheer madness.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flashed, sending countless wind blades flying. They gathered in the middle and began swirling, creating a white hurricane that entered his vision.

Though it didn't reach the heavens or touch the ground, its momentum was shocking. Especially considering how many palm-sized wind blades made up this hurricane, one could imagine its power.

And its speed was outrageous; even as Sage Hand Scholar used all his abilities to escape, he was still caught after a few flashes.

Wu…

The wind blades didn’t hesitate, falling directly on him.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed. Despite barely managing to release a defensive talisman, it couldn't withstand the overwhelming number of wind blades and was quickly sliced into pieces, turning into scrap metal that fell into the sea.

Sage Hand Scholar's face turned black with regret.

Regret washed over him like a flood.

"Senior, spare me! I made a mistake; I will hand over my soul and spirit."

"Hmph. It’s too late to regret now. Lin某 gave you an opportunity just now."

Lin Xuan remained expressionless. Since he had chosen this path, there would be no mercy. Sage Hand Scholar's protective aura was instantly broken.

A blood mist exploded in the sky as his元婴 (core) didn’t even have a chance to escape.

Seeing their comrade fall, Second Master’s face turned pale. Now that only he and the Black Wind Bandits were left alive, he began chattering uncontrollably with his teeth clacking together.

"How, you still don't want to hand over your soul and spirit?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears.

Second Master was like a mouse seeing a cat; his fear had paralyzed him. Hearing Lin Xuan’s impatience, he almost jumped out of his skin.

"Senior, I will do as you say."

Better dead than alive, Second Master understood the situation better than Sage Hand Scholar. Without hesitation, he quickly handed over his soul and spirit.

Though he was a higher cultivator in terms of realm, he didn’t mind this. He now suspected that Lin Xuan might be some old monster feigning weakness, but he dared not ask directly.

Several spells were cast, and the Soul Suppressing Technique proceeded smoothly. Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction; eliminating another leader with such force was like a warning to others.

For now, it seemed effective. Any hidden intentions of his opponents should be put aside.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan led Second Master back to the Spirit Boat. The disciples from Hundred Grass Sect had already gathered on deck, awestruck by Lin Xuan’s victory. They admired him deeply and wished they could achieve such power one day.

Everyone felt this way, but they knew it was a distant dream. Among the hundreds of disciples, only Sister Shangguan and her sister were fortunate enough to be recognized as unofficial apprentices by Lin Xuan. Their chances in cultivation were uncertain, but becoming a Separation and Union cultivator was still hopeful.

As for them, becoming Dan Field cultivators would already be an achievement; dreaming of becoming a Senior Lin’s master was just wishful thinking!

This reality was harsh, but the proportion of high-ranking cultivators in the world of cultivation was indeed negligible.

Second Master now had no air of superiority left; he bowed his head and trembled with fear, worried that any mistake might lead to his soul being extracted.

"Is there a nearby uninhabited island?" Just as Second Master was serving him, Sage Hand Scholar’s voice rang out.

"Uninhabited island?"

Second Master was taken aback. He didn’t know how to respond immediately.

"What conditions do you need?"

"It doesn't matter if it has a灵脉 (spirit vein), just make sure the location is remote."

Lin Xuan planned to take over the Black Wind Bandits' lair as his main base, but first, he needed to settle everyone from Hundred Grass Sect.

He couldn’t bring these novice cultivators along; there were more pirates at their old nest, and Black Wind Master wasn't weak either. Lin Xuan was worried about not being able to take care of everything.

"Of course."

Understanding Lin Xuan's intentions, Second Master immediately led the way without hesitation. Selling out his former comrades meant nothing; thieves couldn’t expect loyalty from each other. In truth, they were all self-serving opportunists who only cared for their own lives at such moments!
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Second Master, though a greedy and cowardly fellow, was quite familiar with the terrain around here. In just half an hour, he had brought Lin Xuan to his desired location.

The island in front of them was barren, covered by scattered stone slopes. Not only were there no signs of any spirit veins, but even plants were scarce.

Given that this area wasn't a well-known route for cultivators, Lin Xuan estimated it would take at least ten days or more before anyone passed through here.

How secluded!

Lin Xuan was very satisfied and instructed the disciples from Hundred Grass Sect to stay put, making sure not to reveal their presence. He then retracted his spirit boat and led Second Master towards Black Wind Bandits' stronghold.

Second Master had no objections; he only cared about surviving now. As for his former brothers?

Hmph, they were just a bunch of dog friends.

Black Wind Island was located in the chaotic sea, but it wasn't deserted. There was a thin layer of miasma surrounding it, making it less appealing to ordinary people. The area was so desolate that within a hundred miles, there weren’t even traces of mineral resources or sea creatures.

For cultivators, this place was like a barren wasteland; why would anyone bother coming here?

Moreover, the miasma made it unsuitable for settlement by ordinary people.

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he figured out how Black Wind Island managed to remain so secretive. However, establishing a sect headquarters in an area devoid of spirit veins seemed too risky and foolish from any angle.

Second Master’s voice interrupted his thoughts with a pleading tone: "Senior, you are mistaken. Our Black Wind Island does have a spirit vein, not just one but of good quality. Otherwise, we wouldn't be living here."

"Really? I didn’t see anything unusual," Lin Xuan was surprised. He had even used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, yet still found nothing amiss.

Second Master explained, "Senior, our leader once stumbled upon a set of array flags that can conceal the island's spirit energy, including the spirit vein itself. This way, outsiders would see it as an ordinary island."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded. He had some knowledge of arrays but rarely delved into them. Still, compared to most cultivators, he was well-versed in various array techniques.

He wondered if there were such wonders in the spirit realm that could conceal even a spirit vein.

However, this wasn’t unusual; the myriad wonders of the spirit world far exceeded those of the mortal world.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile. If Black Wind Island truly had such an excellent spirit vein as Second Master claimed, it would be perfect for Hundred Grass Sect's base.

Without wasting time, Lin Xuan intended to eliminate these pirates immediately. However, knowing his opponent was wise; he asked, "How many cultivators are on the island?"

"Excluding those killed by you, there are about seven or eight hundred left," Second Master answered bluntly.

He was the second-in-command of the bandits and knew the situation inside the island well.

"Only that few?" Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. There were fewer than he had anticipated.

"These resources can only support a few cultivators, all above Condensation Core stage," Lin Xuan nodded. The Black Wind Bandits focused on quality over quantity, so their strength wasn’t weak.

"Who is your leader?"

"Leader?" Second Master licked his tongue. "Black Wind Venerable is much stronger than me. Although he hasn't advanced, one foot has already stepped into the Profound Origin realm."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan frowned. "So, he’s significantly stronger than ordinary Separation Stage cultivators."

"Indeed, our leader's technique is extremely powerful but slow to progress. In combat with peers, it ensures victory every time!" Second Master showed fear but didn’t hide anything; his soul and essence were in the other party's hands.

Given his keen eyesight, even if the leader was strong, he would still lose more often than not against this mysterious cultivator. So, how to proceed, he had already decided.

Lin Xuan’s face showed contemplation. He had faced Profound Origin monsters before and knew that Separation Stage wasn’t something to fear. However, with so many opponents, Lin Xuan didn’t want a prolonged battle.

"Is there anyone else at the Separation Stage in the stronghold?" he asked after some thought.

"Yes," Second Master replied confidently.

"Does your leader have any spirit eye techniques?" "No." Second Master shook his head, puzzled by the question.

"That’s good."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. He had a plan that would save time and effort.

Suddenly, he clapped his hands, emitting a burst of spiritual light and loud crackling sounds. His appearance changed instantly.

The Heaven Demon Mimicry Technique was one of Lin Xuan's early techniques but proved very useful. "How do you think? Can anyone recognize me?" After the light faded, Second Master stared in shock as Lin Xuan seemed taller by several inches, looking like his third brother.

But Third Brother had died right before his eyes.

And Lin Xuan even mimicked his voice flawlessly.

"I have another piece of Chu here."

After a moment's silence, Second Master realized. "Here?"

A thought flashed across Lin Xuan’s face as he added another mole to his left cheek. A hundred precautions could be missed; after all, they only met briefly.

"Now..."

"Can’t see any flaws now."

Second Master circled Lin Xuan and said in admiration, "Senior, are you..."

"You guessed it. Why ask? I’m here for a surprise attack. You said Black Wind Venerable is strong, so I don’t have time to spar with him," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Senior..."

"If you win, will you spare me?" After some hesitation, Second Master finally asked the question that troubled him.

"You might suffer the same fate as a rabbit after a dog's feast. Trust me; I always keep my word and won’t break it. If you help me eliminate Black Wind Bandits, not only will I let you go free, but I’ll even give you your freedom," Lin Xuan said.

"Really?" Second Master was overjoyed. Who wouldn't want to be free?

But his expression quickly turned cold with a hint of bitterness: "Why lie to me? You plan to establish your stronghold here and won’t let me go?"

"Indeed, indeed, you are quite smart to guess this," Lin Xuan was surprised. This guy seemed even smarter than he thought.

"But don’t worry; I will keep my word but won’t spare you easily. I’ll use secret techniques to remove part of your memories."

"Really?" Second Master’s face showed genuine joy as the other party had been so clear about it, making him believe it wasn’t a lie.

"I can promise that, but whether I return your freedom depends on how well you perform later," Lin Xuan said.
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Chapter 1777: Water Waves Cave

Lin Xuan's words were concise, but Second Captain was not a fool. He understood the meaning behind them and his face showed immense joy.

"Senior, rest assured. I will do my utmost to help you eliminate the Black Wind Bandits."

This guy could change his expression like turning pages in a book; he had no regard for his former comrades, treating them as if they were strangers. Birds of a feather flock together; when disaster strikes, everyone goes their separate ways. After all, they were just bandits.

Watching the changes in their expressions, Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile. The art of manipulation required him to make them willingly submit.

Regardless of what Second Captain had planned before, once he offered this bait, he would unquestionably obey.

For his freedom, Lin Xuan believed that Second Captain wouldn't play any tricks; he would do everything in his power to help eliminate the Black Wind Bandits.

"Enough talk. Whether I honor my promise depends on your performance. As long as you genuinely put in effort, I won’t break it."

Lin Xuan's calm voice entered their ears, devoid of emotion.

"Yes."

Second Captain nodded like a rice paddy being plucked, his appearance radiating vitality. He was fully motivated to gain Lin Xuan’s approval, willing to extract the souls of his former comrades if necessary. Bandits were inherently selfish and unscrupulous, more so than ordinary cultivators.

"Alright, be careful. Remember, don’t show any weaknesses."

Lin Xuan gave him earnest instructions, which Second Captain nodded in understanding.

Then, both men displayed their abilities, transforming into different colored streaks of light as they flew towards the front island.

As they approached, the miasma grew denser, turning a purplish-red color. Even the scenery within the island became indistinct, barely discernible except for a vague outline.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over it. The miasma was good; it wouldn’t affect cultivators but would deter ordinary people. Even if one didn't die instantly from inhaling it, prolonged exposure could still be fatal.

"Let's go."

With a flash of his figure, Lin Xuan entered the miasma zone. Second Captain hurried after him without hesitation.

The old saying "a horse knows its way home" held true; with this guy leading the way, there were no issues. The traps and prohibitions on the island were all clear to him, some even set by his own hands.

They didn't trigger any of them as they flew for several miles. Ahead, a flash of white light appeared, and the scenery suddenly became clearer.

Looking around, there was no sign of miasma left.

Palaces and pavilions adorned with mountains and lakes; though this was an island, its vast area made it seem like a miniature paradise. Amongst the rugged peaks, a magnificent structure stood out.

Lin Xuan was initially surprised. This didn’t look like a den for bandits but more like an earthly paradise.

However, after a moment’s thought, he smiled and let it go. The Black Wind Bandits, from their leader to low-ranking members, were all cultivators of high rank. Compared to ordinary pirates, they were vastly different.

They hadn't hidden their presence; soon enough, the patrol bandits discovered them. Five cultivators led by a junior captain at the early-stage Immortal Core level caught Lin Xuan’s attention. Second Captain was surprised—this bandit group's strength far exceeded his expectations.

Seeing intruders, the small bandits rushed over with trepidation.

But recognizing their faces, they relaxed and bowed respectfully: "Subordinates bow to the two chiefs."

"Third Brother Liu, is it your shift today?"

Second Captain’s demeanor was different when dealing with subordinates; he had a commanding presence. Clearly, he wasn’t just a new leader but one who had been in this position for a long time.

"Yes, it's my turn today."

Liu lowered his head, showing familiarity.

"Brother, is the big chief here?"

"He’s inside Water Waves Cave. Should I guide you?" The Immortal Core cultivator said with a smile.

"No need. Continue your patrol; I know the way to Water Waves Cave," Second Captain waved dismissively.

He then gave Lin Xuan a glance: "Third Brother, let's go."

"Yes, Second Brother."

Since Lin Xuan was unfamiliar with this place, he wisely kept his mouth shut. The bandits couldn’t tell anything amiss and didn't suspect that Second Captain had switched sides; Third Captain was openly an enemy.

"Chief, have a good journey."

The bandits’ respectful farewells echoed in their ears as Lin Xuan followed Second Captain away. They passed through pavilions and encountered many Black Wind Bandit subordinates along the way, but with two chiefs together, no one suspected anything or questioned them.

Soon, they arrived at the foot of a large mountain.

Instead of a mountain, what met their eyes was a small river, clear water flowing into the sea.

Such scenery was rare on an island.

On the mountain, there were waterfalls, quite impressive. The name Water Waves Cave likely came from here.

"Senior, my brother’s personal guards are five late-stage Immortal Core cultivators. They work well as a team and should be stationed outside Water Waves Cave."

Second Captain knew everything about the island; his grave voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Don’t worry. Even if they cooperate skillfully, they can only do so much at early-stage Immortal Core level—they won't jeopardize our plans."

Lin Xuan’s dismissive tone entered their ears. He wasn’t being overconfident; the gap between them was clear. To Lin Xuan, even his peers were negligible, let alone Immortal Core cultivators.

Cooperation could enhance power, but if the disparity was too great, it would be laughable.

"Oh."

Second Captain nodded. He had seen Lin Xuan’s strength and didn’t doubt that he wasn't exaggerating.

"How are we going to handle this?"

Eager for his freedom, Second Captain wished the Black Wind Bandits were dead right now. He even seemed more concerned about eliminating Black Wind Guardian than Lin Xuan did.

"I have a plan; just cooperate when the time comes."

Lin Xuan’s smile echoed in their ears, but he didn't immediately reveal his strategy.

"Yes."

Second Captain's heart tightened as he understood that Lin Xuan still harbored suspicions. To gain approval, he would need to work harder. Otherwise, freedom remained an unattainable mirage.

They descended using their light forms.

At the foot of the mountain was a flat area where five cultivators sat, varying in height and build but all at late-stage Immortal Core level.

"Second Captain, Third Captain."

The five men’s gazes swept over them before they bowed respectfully but without any flattery. They were close to Black Wind Guardian; there was no need for them to cater to the chiefs.

"Is the big chief inside?" Second Captain's expression remained calm as he asked. His demeanor showed no emotion.
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"Here, Master just finished his seclusion. He's currently enjoying himself in the Water Ripple Cave by drinking and feasting. Why have you two Ma family members suddenly returned?"

The speaker was a tall and slender cultivator, also the one with the highest cultivation level among the five, only a hair away from entering the Separation stage.

"Of course, there is important business." The second-in-command's vague voice entered their ears, and the other party did not seem suspicious at all.

After asking two simple questions, they allowed them to enter.

The second-in-command heaved a sigh of relief. He really feared that these five would spot the flaw in his disguise. Although he knew such a possibility was unlikely, he couldn't help but be paranoid!

Fortunately, there was no need for worry, but the heavy stone in his heart wouldn't fall completely. The next step was to meet Black Wind Venerable and this test was the biggest.

Although Lin Xuan was very strong, Black Wind Venerable could almost be considered someone who had one foot in the Void Profound realm. Besides, this place was the Black Wind Bandits' old lair for thousands of years, with many experts and countless禁制traps. If his identity were truly exposed, even if the two of them managed to escape safely, his plan to regain freedom would be ruined.

Because it concerned his own interests, the second-in-command was extremely anxious.

In contrast to his unease, Lin Xuan appeared confident.

He knew his strength well; not only could he easily avoid detection from a Separation stage like Black Wind Venerable, but even a Void Profound old monster who hadn't mastered the Spirit Eye Secret Technique would be unable to spot him.

He wasn't worried about exposure at all.

Moreover, if it really came to that and his disguise was exposed, what of it? Lin Xuan's pretense was merely to make battles easier. With his strength, even a direct confrontation with Black Wind Bandits wouldn't pose much difficulty; he had full confidence in eliminating them. However, such an approach would require more effort.

Given Lin Xuan's nature, he naturally wanted to avoid unnecessary trouble.

With different thoughts but no visible actions, the two entered the Water Ripple Cave.

Though it was called a cave abode, it was spacious like a grand hall inside.

A burly man with a thick beard sat on the ground and drank heartily. He looked around forty years old, his demeanor formidable as he stared intently at something. An aura of unspoken power radiated from him; needless to say, this man was none other than Black Wind Venerable.

He had once been a notorious bandit, but fate brought him onto the path of cultivation. Although his current strength was impressive, he still couldn't shake off his old habits.

Cultivators could practice without food, and though they might indulge in delicious meals when encountered, Black Wind Venerable drank every meal, never missing a day. Such behavior was rare among cultivators.

Moreover, Black Wind Venerable loved alcohol; each meal had to be accompanied by wine, and he would drink an entire large jar. Fortunately, his deep cultivation prevented him from getting drunk easily.

Hearing footsteps, the slightly tipsy Black Wind Venerable raised his head, showing a trace of surprise: "Brother Second, Third Brother, you weren't out on your usual forays? Why did you return so quickly? How was business? Did you catch any big game?"

Relieved that Lin Xuan's disguise hadn't been spotted, the second-in-command smiled and said, "Big Brother, we returned to headquarters seeking aid."

"Aid? Are the targets giving you a hard time?"

Black Wind Venerable frowned but his eyes gleamed with excitement. Knowing it was tough, why wouldn't Brothers Second and Third let go of such a big catch? This meant the other party must have brought plenty of wealth.

"Not yet, sit down; we'll drink and talk."

"Thank you, Big Brother."

The second-in-command bowed in gratitude, and Lin Xuan sat down. The three then drank and chatted.

"Big Brother, it's like this..."

Lin Xuan spoke while filling Black Wind Venerable's bowl with wine. His goal was simple: to poison the wine. Compared to other cultivators, Lin Xuan had countless treasures, including many types of pills—especially toxic ones for weakening opponents.

The toxins were extremely potent, and given his nature, he wouldn't carry useless items.

While this method seemed straightforward, it would have few flaws.

Even with divine powers, poisoning would weaken one's strength. As a peak Separation stage cultivator, Black Wind Venerable had first-rate experience; poisoning him at any other time would be nearly impossible.

However, even the mightiest tiger could nap. His calculations were meticulous, but he never expected his two brothers who had known each other for millennia to conspire against him.

But Lin Xuan didn't poison immediately. It was too easy to spot, so better not do it at all or have absolute certainty first.

Feigning being Third寨主, Lin Xuan drank and ate with Big Brother while weaving a story...

He and Second Brother had been out on an expedition when they discovered a group of treasure-seekers. The other party had plenty of valuable items but their strength was formidable as well. With only the two of them, it wasn't certain they could handle it; so, he sent his subordinates to watch while he and Second Brother returned for reinforcements.

With Lin Xuan's experience, fabricating such a story was effortless. Though not perfect, it would be hard to spot any flaws in the short term.

Moreover, Black Wind Venerable didn't suspect anything as Lin Xuan continued to urge him to drink. By now, he had consumed two jars and felt somewhat dizzy.

"Big Brother has such an impressive capacity; here, brother, I'll raise another cup for you."

Lin Xuan refilled Black Wind Venerable's bowl while a pill slipped out of his sleeve.

This pill was snow white, only slightly larger than a grain of rice, inconspicuous.

It dissolved silently in the wine without making a sound.

Black Wind Venerable remained unaware. After several rounds of drinking, he felt particularly relaxed and couldn't have anticipated his brother poisoning him; after all, he had never mastered the Spirit Eye Secret Technique to see through Lin Xuan's true form.

Taking the sea bowl from Lin Xuan, he drank it down without hesitation: "That was refreshing! Really refreshing."

"Yes, quite refreshing. I didn't expect the mighty Black Wind Venerable to be such a mere drinker and eater. Looks like I underestimated you earlier."

Seeing the wine go down, Lin Xuan no longer felt the need for pretense. Now was the time to speak his mind; after all, they were fish on a chopping board.

"What did you say?"

Black Wind Venerable raised his head in surprise, still dazed from drinking too much. His thoughts were sluggish today, making him think much slower than usual.

Lin Xuan sighed and didn't waste words. Raising his right hand, he shot out a white sword of light.

Though no treasure was summoned, this move had been prepared for some time and its power was significant!~!
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The cold light flashed, and the icy killing aura was even more bone-chilling. Although Black Wind Venerable's head remained somewhat muddled, as a peak Separation Period cultivator, he had woken up in time at this critical moment.

With a flick of his right hand, a black blade energy shot out from his sleeve.

Boom!

It collided with Lin Xuan’s sword light.

Both attacks turned into nothingness simultaneously.

Lin Xuan did not show any signs of disappointment on his face. Although he had been poisoned, if one move could have killed Black Wind Venerable, the other party would be too weak to handle this situation. This was clearly impossible.

"Who are you?"

Black Wind Venerable’s voice, dripping with venom, sounded in Lin Xuan's ears. He was still not fully sober but his eyes had regained clarity.

As the leader of Black Wind Bandits, he was naturally a formidable figure who had seen many grand scenes while leading his subordinates through the chaotic seas.

He immediately realized that Lin Xuan was an undercover agent.

"Your observational skills are quite impressive, but you're too late to realize my identity," came a smile in response. Lin Xuan’s body emitted a faint green glow, and his figure blurred as he revealed his true form.

Black Wind Venerable's eyes showed a hint of confusion, then he turned his gaze towards the Second-in-Command with a cruel look.

"Second, you actually conspired with outsiders to plot against me?"

It was like being targeted by a venomous snake; the Second-in-Command’s heart pounded. However, at this point, there was no turning back as his fate and future were still in Lin Xuan's hands.

Realizing this, he smirked: "Even if I betray my allies for personal gain, what of it? Black Wind, do you think that a mere Separation Period cultivator can handle me today? Are you so desperate to die?"

Before the words left his mouth, he roared and summoned an unusual treasure. It looked like a pair of scissors but was more menacing in appearance, resembling the sharp jaws of a crocodile.

Crocus Scissors!

The Second-in-Command was shocked. He knew this was his master’s life essence weapon, forged from Black Yang Cold Iron with over ten rare materials added, all sharpened by thousands of years of cultivation. It was incredibly sharp.

This item could be considered a unique treasure. Facing such a formidable opponent, the ordinary treasures of other cultivators would not be used to directly engage; even less so with his inferior strength and weaker weapon. Seeing the enemy’s resentful attack, he fled towards Lin Xuan: "Senior, save me."

"Pathetic."

Black Wind Venerable's face was filled with disdain. He called a Separation Period cultivator ‘senior’ while seeking help from an opponent; this Second-in-Command had lost all dignity.

Despite his thoughts, his actions did not slow down as he cast the spell and sent the Crocus Scissors flying towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan had heard about Black Wind Venerable’s weapon before. His face showed no surprise when he raised his right hand with fingers slightly curled, seemingly trying to grab it.

"What...?"

Both Black Wind Venerable and the Second-in-Command were dumbfounded. As experienced cultivators, they had never encountered such a formidable opponent; even less so a common cultivator’s treasure that would be used for direct engagement?

Unless it was somedemon race with extraordinary talent.

Before this thought could fully form in Lin Xuan's mind, a strong demonic aura emanated from him.

Of course, unlike true demons, he was using the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens technique. His right hand transformed into sharp claws, and three-colored flames appeared.

While transforming into a demon was a secret art, Lin Xuan was still wary of facing a Separation Period cultivator’s treasure. However, with the added effect of Illusory Heavenly Fire, his chances were high.

Lin Xuan's actions seemed arrogant and reckless, as if not thinking through them, but that could never be true for someone as cautious as him. He had carefully considered this move.

"Demonic Cultivator!"

Black Wind Venerable’s pupils constricted but he did not pay too much attention. Even a mere demonic transformation technique was nothing to worry about; even the true demons of Separation Period would make a fool of themselves by directly engaging his Crocus Scissors.

Overconfidence always comes with a price.

Now, Black Wind Venerable waited for Lin Xuan's humiliation.

However, in the next moment, it was Black Wind Venerable who was stunned. An unbelievable scene unfolded before him.

The Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens technique could not be measured by ordinary demonic cultivators; it mimicked the secrets of the phoenix, a bird among the true spirits ranked among the top five for its immense power.

Moreover, the version Lin Xuan had obtained from Hundred Grass Sect was improved after Xuanfeng Fairy’s ascension. After re-merging and comprehending this technique, his strength had naturally increased.

Apart from that, his body's resilience post-demon transformation was on par with other demons of the same rank. He had been persistently consuming refined Nekrasia fruits for days without interruption, significantly enhancing his physical condition.

Adding Illusory Heavenly Fire, the divine nature of this demonic flame could mitigate half or more of the Crocus Scissors’ power.

The result was obvious; the weapon barely scratched Lin Xuan’s skin.

Black Wind Venerable was speechless, almost thinking he had seen a mirage. However...

This was not the worst outcome.

Subsequently, Illusory Heavenly Fire enveloped his treasure. The inevitable result was that the coldness, poison, and corrosion effects combined to destroy it. Apart from supreme divine treasures, ordinary treasures could not withstand such an attack.

The result was catastrophic; the Crocus Scissors were completely destroyed by Illusory Heavenly Fire right before Black Wind Venerable's eyes.

"This is impossible; it must be a illusion."!!
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Abandoning the pawns to save the chariots, this choice was painful but absolutely correct. At such a moment, hesitating would only lead to one's soul returning to the underworld. With the courage of cutting off one’s own arm, there might still be a chance to carve out a path.

The Venerable Black Wind, a once formidable hero, naturally knew what he should do at this juncture.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was also very experienced in magical battles and understood the principle of eradicating evil thoroughly. As the saying goes: "Letting a tiger back into the mountains will bring endless trouble." Given his personality, how could he allow Venerable Black Wind to turn things around?

The two met on a narrow path, and Venerable Black Wind's face turned pale.

Even at his peak, facing Lin Xuan would be a slim chance. Now that his physical body was destroyed, the gap in their power levels was even more pronounced.

Duelling with him was a suicide mission, which Venerable Black Wind was fully aware of.

Without hesitation, he clutched his hands together and emitted a burst of spiritual light from his body. His元婴 had vanished from its original spot.

Teleportation!

Of course, for a Separation Stage cultivator to perform this technique would be more wondrous than an Incubation Stage one. With a flash of light, he appeared over a hundred feet away.

However, Lin Xuan's face revealed a hint of mockery. Teleportation in front of him was merely showing off before a master carpenter.

Lin Xuan took another step forward and vanished without a trace as well.

Nine Heavens Microstep!

This far exceeded ordinary teleportation techniques. Lin Xuan arrived at his target first, while Venerable Black Wind had moved several times already.

The distance between them was only three feet, close enough to touch but not within breathing range.

"Ah!"

Venerable Black Wind shouted in shock. But by this point, escape was impossible. With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan sprayed out a green mist from his sleeve, which transformed into seven needle-like talismans that pierced Venerable Black Wind's major acupoints—forehead, chest, and abdomen.

His元婴's power and actions were completely sealed. Apart from being able to speak, he was utterly immobile, reduced to a mere cripple.

At this point, there was no need for Lin Xuan to be courteous.

With an extended finger, he began to perform soul-searching techniques on Venerable Black Wind.

This wasn't because Lin Xuan wanted to torment him. After all, they had no grudges against each other in the past. His intention was merely to gather more information about the surrounding seas since Venerable Black Wind was a powerful figure and the controller of this pirate group, undoubtedly holding much valuable intelligence.

Indeed, his findings did not disappoint.

This guy's knowledge of the chaotic sea was far beyond what Lin Xuan had imagined.

This journey hadn't been in vain. The information alone was worth the effort.

After a cup of tea, the fire light in Lin Xuan's hand flickered, and Venerable Black Wind turned into nothingness. Soul-searched元婴 were useless.

Meanwhile, the chaotic sounds reached their ears as other pirates finally noticed the commotion.

But by now, they had no idea what had happened; everything was too sudden. When they arrived to investigate, Venerable Black Wind had already vanished without a trace.

"Second Deputy Chief, what's going on?" one pirate muttered. With the collapse of Black Wind Mountain and the disappearance of the chief, they weren't dumb enough to make guesses.

Could it be an internal conflict? The second deputy chief eliminated the leader?

No way. Even as fellow Separation Stage cultivators, they knew the leader's strength. Even if the second and third deputies combined forces, they wouldn't stand a chance against him.

"Senior, what do you think?"

The second deputy didn't answer but turned to Lin Xuan for his opinion.

"Hmph, let’s just exterminate them all."

Lin Xuan wasn’t a cruel or bloodthirsty person. However, the Black Wind pirates were notorious troublemakers, and every thug had blood on their hands.

There was no need to be courteous towards such evil-doers; eliminating them was justice. Thus, Lin Xuan showed no hesitation.

Before he could finish speaking, his sleeve waved again, releasing sword qi that merged with the primordial energy of heaven and earth, rapidly increasing in power.

"Go."

Lin Xuan pointed a finger, and those sword qi seemed to have eyes, sweeping towards the surrounding cultivators.

Instantly, cries of pain echoed everywhere. The scene was like cutting wheat—despite the Black Wind pirates' formidable strength, only three leaders remained at the Separation Stage. How could an Incubation and Condensation Core stage cultivator match Lin Xuan? In fact, no one present had a chance to withstand his attack.

With sword lights flying, the pirates were cut into pieces, their souls returning to the underworld without even knowing how they died.

Seeing Lin Xuan act, the second deputy didn't hesitate either. Although he had been on Black Wind Island for a thousand years, his moves were swift and ruthless, showing no lingering affection for his former comrades. He was even more decisive than Lin Xuan.

"This guy is truly heartless."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. He knew why the second deputy chief acted this way—simply to gain recognition from him and regain freedom.

Their combined efforts made the battle utterly predictable.

A Separation Stage cultivator and an Incubation Stage one weren't on the same level, let alone a Condensation Core stage. The pirates were leaderless, and their traps and prohibitions couldn’t be activated since the second deputy knew them better than they did.

Resistance was futile; all they could do was flee.

Depending on their luck, perhaps they might find a way out if they had good fortune. Unfortunately, this was merely theoretical hope. Lin Xuan intended to make Black Wind Mountain the main headquarters of Bai Cao Sect. If anyone escaped, it would risk exposure. Thus, from the start, he resolved not to spare any.

With his divine sense so powerful that even an ant's movement within a thousand miles could be detected, every pirate's actions were clear to Lin Xuan. He closed his eyes and controlled the sword lights with his divine sense. Thousands of sword lights seemed terrifying but orderly under his command. A Condensation Core stage cultivator would fall to one sword light, while for an Incubation Stage one, several sword lights could ensure no escape.

No one escaped. Some pirates realized something was amiss and tried to conceal their presence, seeking a hiding spot. But facing Lin Xuan's divine sense search, they were still exposed.
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Entering the temple isn't just to survive; with time's sedimentation, even if one's realm doesn't rise, a solid foundation becomes increasingly robust. Especially for souls that have survived longer, they become more terrifying.

Of course, Cu Qingying's realm also surprised Dao Master Cu Yue Tian, but his surprise was less than Xiao Tao's. After all, Cu Qingying is a genius with supreme talent; given the right opportunity, she could rapidly advance in a short period of time.

"Alright, thank you. Has your son been accepted into No. 1 High School?" Ding Le asked the elderly man whose back seemed slightly hunched.

Fan Chen muttered to himself as he sensed the changes in his soul force within his识海 (soul sea). It was more than five-tenths stronger than before. Not only had he stabilized his current soul realm, but it had also become even more formidable.

After receiving guidance from Hu Hua last night, Rou Mei forced a smile and helped Liu Family host the few people who participated in the autumn examination. Regardless of anything else, this meal was to reward their hard work during the autumn exam and to celebrate the Mid-Autumn Festival with them.

There really is such an inconspicuous residence, and Zhang Yu only just learned about it. Could she have gone there? If so, things would be serious because Su Mu is also there. Her outfit was specifically for meeting Su Mu.

The fourth layer of the void corresponds to each living being's generated treasure, but not every living being can obtain their corresponding treasure; it still depends on strength, with stronger beings seizing them at any moment.

Kalina disappeared in an instant, while Mu Feng held his arms and looked at Mo Ruan's departure direction. A smile curved his lips, though no one knew what he was smiling about.

Although the lightning force is formidable, it's still lacking compared to this holy demon Nirvana Fire filled with destructive power. This is also why Lin Xuan dared to venture alone into the Lightning Pool.

However, that guy holding a paper fan, Xu Yuan Xing, immediately felt dizzy when his spiritual energy probed him, clearly indicating damage to his spiritual energy.

The hall was now completely silent, and even a needle dropping could be heard. The ministers no longer dared to argue because Min Yong Jun's words were indeed true.

Chen Ke pointed out the root cause of this brother's irredeemable situation with one word: he followed the wrong person and touched things he shouldn't have.

Despite his prayers, the declaration of war was not withdrawn. Since enemies won't automatically disappear in front of him as a soldier, he had to fulfill his duty to protect the country. Izak put on pure white flight gear and jumped into his aircraft with Diego.

"Haha, Young Master, this civil war is hastily initiated; your military funds must be tight. I returned from Beijing City southward to reclaim those strategic reserves!" Bafit said with a chuckle.

Hearing Emperor Tianqi's words, I nodded eagerly, in agreement with my thoughts. Honestly, I never intended to serve Emperor Tianqi. Had it not been for Zhou Bingna, I wouldn't have stayed here either.

Li Yunhai was momentarily taken aback, but Kai Ji's strong confidence permeated him, making him subconsciously take a few more steps until he was 3 meters away from Kai Ji before synchronizing his pace with Kai Ji.

After everyone heard this, they all sucked in a cold breath. Such a large army, if officially formed, could become the world's leading military force in terms of land, air, or naval forces. But is such an overwhelming military strength needed for already peaceful and stable East Asia?
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This Black Wind Island, although smaller than the Yuan Turtle Island in the Great Vast Sea, was still vast. The island's longest stretch approached a hundred li, and even if the Hundred Grass Sect had few members, there would be no problem accommodating one of the major sects.

Moreover, considering that "Black Wind Bandits" had operated here for thousands of years, they lived much like ordinary cultivation sects, with cave dwellings, medicinal gardens, and warehouses already in place.

The only thing the Hundred Grass Sect needed to do was take over this vast inheritance. Although there weren't many Black Wind Bandits, their numbers were still more than three times that of the thinly populated Hundred Grass Sect.

Thus, the cave dwellings, medicinal gardens, and alchemy rooms had plenty of empty space. Even the lowest-ranking cultivators could occupy a cave dwelling.

Such treatment was unheard of in any major sect.

In this wasteful scenario, there were still many empty cave dwellings, which meant that the Hundred Grass Sect's cultivators, from top to bottom, felt an immense gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

After all, they were currently using cave dwellings originally owned by cultivators at least at the Condensation Core stage.

There was no way anyone would consider a low-ranking member of the Black Wind Bandits. But since entering the Condensation Core stage meant their cave dwellings wouldn't be much different from those used by the bandits.

When the Hundred Grass Sect's new recruits moved in, they were overjoyed, something that could never have happened before even in dreams.

They felt a deep sense of gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

As the head of the sect, Shangguan Muduyu had to handle all the miscellaneous tasks. By the time she arrived at Lin Xuan's cave dwelling, it was already dark.

Lin Xuan chose a cave dwelling with an excellent spirit vein and in a very secluded location deep within a valley. After entering, a hundred flowers bloomed, emitting fragrances.

"Flower Valley," this name was indeed fitting. Shangguan Muduyu thought to herself as she sent out a sound transmission talisman.

Soon, the milky white fog before her stirred, and a path appeared in view.

She stepped gracefully into it.

Rumble!

A heavy voice reached Lin Xuan's ears as the stone door automatically opened, revealing his figure.

"Senior," Shangguan Muduyu said with a gentle bow.

"Why so formal? We've known each other for some time. There's no need to be so polite every time we meet," Lin Xuan sighed lightly.

"As a senior of the Separation and Union stage, the rules of the cultivation world cannot be ignored. Besides, you have done us such great favors; how could I dare be disrespectful?"

Shangguan Muduyu smiled, her words sincere. Without him, their sect would likely have vanished long ago.

Lin Xuan shook his head. He had no intention of arguing with her and let her continue being formal if she wished.

"Please take a seat."

"Thank you, senior."

After sitting down, Lin Xuan did not waste any time. With a wave of his sleeve, colorful spiritual light flashed, revealing numerous talismans and circular objects.

"These are..." Shangguan Muduyu was momentarily stunned but quickly recovered: "Array disks and command talismans. Do you mean..."

"Not exactly. The Black Wind Bandits have operated here for thousands of years, setting up countless restrictions and array formations that almost make the island impenetrable. These items are the control center. Take them and study them at your leisure. If you need any clarification, feel free to ask me."

"Thank you, senior," Shangguan Muduyu's face lit up with joy. She hadn't expected Lin Xuan to be so thorough. This place was already remote, and with these items, the sect should be safe unless they were cursed with bad luck.

"Thank you for your great kindness. Rest assured, though my cultivation is low, I have some understanding of array formations. While I may not fully grasp their complexity, having these array disks and command talismans, we should be able to understand how the island's restrictions operate," she said confidently.

"That would indeed be ideal."

Lin Xuan did not doubt Shangguan Muduyu's exaggeration. The Hundred Grass Fairy was a talented woman from an illustrious family. Even though her sect had declined, they still knew some array formation techniques that were not particularly rare.

"Indeed, you may keep these for now," Lin Xuan said as he reached into his pocket and revealed a jade cylinder with greenish light.

Though holding it, Lin Xuan appeared contemplative.

After a short while, he spoke: "Shangguan Daoist friend, what do you think of your sect's disciples' talents?"

"Ah..."

Shangguan Muduyu was taken aback. She hadn't expected such a question from Lin Xuan. Her gaze fell on the jade cylinder in his hand as she seemed to guess something: "Senior must be laughing at me. Our ancestor was a genius, but our descendants are unworthy. By my generation, the sect has declined greatly. The disciples' talents vary widely; only a few have excellent spirit roots..."

In front of Lin Xuan, Shangguan Muduyu did not need to hide anything. The decline of the Hundred Grass Sect was evident to all. While the quality and character of their disciples were generally good, compared to major sects, they still had no match.

While cultivators were often cold-hearted, the disciples of the Hundred Grass Sect were deeply loyal to each other.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan nodded with approval. "This evaluation is fair; it aligns closely with what I've seen. Apart from Ling'er and Yan'er, few excellent disciples remain in the sect. Most people's resources are adequate, but by 'adequate,' I mean they can only match the treatment ordinary members of other major sects receive."

Given this situation, only a couple could condense their essence cores. The majority remained at the Foundation Establishment stage for life.

Those even worse off might get stuck in the Spirit Cultivation stage and find it difficult to advance further.

The cultivation world was harsh; while high-ranking cultivators were numerous, low-rank ones still made up the majority.

However, Lin Xuan's level was different. The few he interacted with all seemed to have formidable cultivation.

"Head of the sect sees clearly. I will be frank," said Lin Xuan.

"Senior, please speak your mind; even if it is a harsh truth, I will not resent you in any way." Shangguan Muduyu's voice was soft and her expression extremely sincere!~!
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Chapter 1784: Transmitting Skills to the Hundred Herb Sect

"Agreed."

Talking with a wise person was easy. Lin Xuan couldn't help but show some satisfaction on his face, his lips curling slightly. "Master of the sect, since you've brought this up, I won't beat around the bush. Fellow Daoist Shangguan, may I ask if you have considered reviving the Hundred Herb Sect?"

"Reviving the Hundred Herb Sect?"

Although she had anticipated some part of it, Shangguan Mudu's expression still showed a hint of surprise. What Lin Xuan said was similar to her guess, but the specifics were entirely different.

"Fellow Daoist, you jest. Reviving a sect isn't as simple as just saying so. The tasks involved are extremely complex and can't be sustained by just one or two powerful cultivators..."

Shangguan Mudu sighed. Even if Lin Xuan joined in, with his boundless power, he could only ensure that the sect wouldn’t suffer bullying, leading a more comfortable life. But compared to reviving the Hundred Herb Sect, it was far from enough.

Whether a sect could flourish depended on its overall strength. The addition of one or two powerful cultivators at most provided a mere embellishment; fundamentally, nothing would change.

Just like the Cloud Province's seven major forces in the past—except for the Supreme Elder at the Separation Stage, all other cultivators from the Core Formation to Condensation Core stages were solidly grounded. That was why they could dominate Cloud Province and make other sects and families take notice. But what was the current state of the Hundred Herb Sect? Who knew it better than Shangguan Mudu?

How could she not want her sect to regain its former glory, but even as a grand master, she was only at the middle stage of Condensation Core cultivation. Saying that she wanted to revive the sect would just be empty talk and invite ridicule.

"You know what I said, Master Lin. How can I be unaware? Reviving a sect isn't an easy matter. I'm merely asking if you have this intention," Lin Xuan's voice was calm, his expression serious. There was no hint of emotion in it; he seemed to be discussing something ordinary.

Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely serious. Shangguan Mudu suddenly stood up and knelt before him with great enthusiasm. "If Fellow Daoist truly has the power to revive this sect, I swear here that your future commands will be carried out by my disciples even if it means going through a fiery hell."

"Please stand first."

Shangguan Mudu bowed again before standing respectfully, her eyes filled with hope. Although she also thought reviving the Hundred Herb Sect was an impossible task, Lin Xuan clearly wasn't an ordinary cultivator. He had already shown too many incredible feats on his journey. Perhaps he could create a miracle.

Lin Xuan did this preparedly. The treasure he unexpectedly obtained might be useless to him but in the context of the Hundred Herb Sect, it could transform the mundane into something extraordinary.

Lin Xuan tossed the jade cylinder at Shangguan Mudu.

She quickly extended her hand and respectfully took the jade cylinder without immediately sinking her consciousness into it. She believed Lin Xuan would have a thorough explanation.

"The Heart Techniques of the Hundred Herbs I've seen are indeed top-tier, but they're incomplete. Due to some omissions, there will naturally be issues during cultivation, leading to slow progress and even potential danger. This has also affected your sect's strength."

"Master, you’re correct. Could this jade cylinder contain a mysterious technique?" Shangguan Mudu’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as she asked.

Techniques held a special status in the cultivation world. They were graded, with low-grade techniques easily obtainable from markets for a hefty price. However, top-tier techniques were incredibly precious—on par with any top-grade treasure. Any sect or family, even solo cultivators, would cherish them and never reveal them to outsiders.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s item, Shangguan Mudu couldn’t possibly remain calm.

"Indeed, Master Mudu is correct. The technique recorded in this jade cylinder is a top-tier one, albeit with some flaws. But for your sect, it's a rare treasure that can make or break its revival," Lin Xuan’s voice was steady and full of confidence.

Shangguan Mudu listened in confusion. She understood the importance of techniques but many factors influenced a cultivator's strength. For a sect to revive, it needed many powerful cultivators. A single technique could decide the outcome, which seemed overly simplistic from any angle.

If this had come from someone else, Shangguan Mudu would have dismissed it as absurd nonsense. But she knew Lin Xuan’s character well; he wasn’t one to make empty promises. Could this technique be different and hold some hidden power?

"Correct," Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed. "The technique recorded in the jade cylinder is called The True Explanation of the Five Elements. It's a unique book, Fellow Daoist can just skim through it."

"Oh."

Hearing this, Shangguan Mudu felt curious and withdrew her consciousness to examine it.

She couldn't take her eyes off it after a moment. Lin Xuan didn’t urge her; for cultivators, time was nothing. Seeing her engrossed, he calmly adjusted his breath nearby.

Time passed slowly. Two hours later, Shangguan Mudu finally raised her head, her eyes full of intoxication. She exhaled and said excitedly, "Master is right. The True Explanation of the Five Elements truly is a unique book."

As they say, an expert's first move reveals their skill. Although Shangguan Mudu’s cultivation was negligible, she had good judgment.

This technique didn’t have any bottlenecks throughout its progression. For instance, reaching the peak of Core Formation wouldn't worry about breaking through; it would naturally form a golden core. The same applied from Golden Core to Separation Stage and beyond.

In other words, as long as one wasn’t abysmally talented and had some resources for cultivation, with effort, they could almost certainly advance smoothly to the Separation Stage.

Shangguan Mudu was left in shock upon seeing this. Her complex emotions were hard to put into words; it violated common sense in the cultivation world.

Although she hadn't read every word of the technique, she grasped its essence. It wasn’t nonsense; following the method would indeed prevent bottlenecks.

: The next 500 characters are free for reading.

The online game "A Hundred Refinements to Immortality" will officially open tomorrow at 2 PM for the first beta test. Fellow Daoists, if you're interested, please support it wholeheartedly. I'll also play it, but only without affecting updates.

Due to being a first-time beta test, there might be some bugs; please bear with us. The developers will gradually improve based on your feedback.

This is the second update of today. Today will see 9000 words as well. Continue supporting and recommending votes, thank you all! Wishing Fellow Daoists a happy Mid-Autumn Festival and everything goes smoothly! RO!~!
第一千七百八十五章 不算缺点的缺点

Can a cultivation technique really change the fate of a sect?

Originally, for cultivators, spirit roots were considered the most crucial factor in determining their strength. However, this "Five Elements True Explanation" had shattered Shangguan Mudu's long-held beliefs. [From Fengyun Reading Network]

Even though there weren't any outstanding figures among the disciples of his sect, half of them could still advance to the Separation and Union stage with effort.

This ratio was truly astonishing.

As for the other disciples, condensing an元婴 wasn't a problem either; even those who were at the bottom had a high chance of reaching the Condensation Core Stage.

After all, in the spirit realm, low-grade cultivators made up the majority. A sect filled with cultivators above the Condensation Core stage would be so unbelievable that no one would believe it if they heard about it.

However, holding this "Five Elements True Explanation" allowed him to transform the impossible into reality and help his sect achieve such a miracle.

Shangguan Mudu was overwhelmed with gratitude. He bowed down to Lin Xuan.

"Senior's great kindness will be remembered by our entire sect for life. If there is any task you need us to do, whether it involves climbing up a knife mountain or diving into a sea of fire, we shall not hesitate in the slightest," Shangguan Mudu said resolutely.

"Master has spoken too highly."

Lin Xuan raised his hand and waved it lightly. "Everything has its pros and cons. While this Five Elements True Explanation is indeed miraculous, its shortcomings are obvious as well."

After saying that, Lin Xuan sighed softly.

"Senior means the power is too weak?" Shangguan Mudu's light laughter entered his ears; clearly, she had already noticed some issues while studying it.

"Yes, although this technique allows for rapid upgrades and no bottlenecks, its power is far from satisfactory."

"Junior understands. But as they say, one cannot have both fish and bear’s paw. In the world, things are like that, and cultivation techniques follow general rules: the more powerful a technique is, the harder it is to cultivate. Conversely, this also applies. The Five Elements True Explanation lacks bottlenecks entirely; how could Junior possibly expect too much from it?" Shangguan Mudu's soft voice echoed in his ears as she clearly understood these points.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and showed approval on his face. Being pragmatic and not setting unrealistic goals was truly commendable.

However, while this woman recognized these issues, he should still explain some things to her.

"The weakness of the Five Elements True Explanation is far beyond what your friend imagines."

"Oh? What do you mean?" The woman's brows lifted as she showed interest on her pretty face.

"Even if one reaches the Separation and Union后期 stage, their strength will only be comparable to an apex元婴 cultivator."

"What? That much difference?"

Shangguan Mudu was greatly shocked even though she had already guessed.

Moreover, the Five Elements True Explanation has a fatal flaw: it can only be cultivated up to the Separation and Union stage; there are no subsequent techniques after that. This is not uncommon in the cultivation world; one could simply switch to another technique if they encountered such a situation. However, for the Five Elements True Explanation, this technique actually has an exclusive effect. Once one starts cultivating it, they can never learn other techniques again; otherwise, only one outcome awaits them...

"What? Walking into madness!"

Lin Xuan said resolutely. The ant elder had already clearly stated these matters in his will, and Lin Xuan was merely repeating them.

Shangguan Mudu was also stunned but quickly smiled: "It doesn't matter. These flaws are not significant."

"Not significant?"

"Yes, Senior, think about it; how many people in the Eastern Sea cultivation world can enter the Separation and Union stage? Before your help, our sect members didn't even dare to dream of reaching the元婴 stage. Now that you've given us such a great opportunity, what more could we ask for? Even if this technique's power is poor compared to before, it’s still incomparable to being at the mercy of others. Besides, the Separation and Union stage grants two thousand years of lifespan; it won't decrease."

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan nodded. This woman's thoughts were much more open-minded than his.

Originally, the Hundred Grass Sect had no hope of revival, only watching it decline. Now that they had received such great benefits, compared to their previous state, a few flaws weren't worth worrying about; naturally, this woman wouldn't be overly concerned.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help smiling. Earlier, he had overcomplicated things by thinking too much from his own perspective. After all, his goal was ascension to immortality, and ordinary cultivators rarely had such lofty goals.

Even the Separation and Union stage was a laughing matter; how could they think about what came next?

In truth, reminding Shangguan Mudu of these issues was just worrying needlessly. No wonder she wasn't overly concerned.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan shook his head with a bitter smile before extending his hand to tap on something in his palm.

"This..."

The woman was taken aback.

"This is a special cultivation technique," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"To me?" Shangguan Mudu looked slightly surprised.

"Yes. Despite the Hundred Grass Sect's current state, you managed to form a丹 at this point, proving your资质 are still good. If you don't want to advance further on the path of immortality and prefer to cultivate that flawed Five Elements True Explanation, I have another technique here: The Jade Maiden Seven-Heart Decision. While it doesn’t allow for rapid advancement like the Five Elements True Explanation, it is easier to learn. Crucially, this technique does not have an exclusive effect; even if you enter the Separation and Union stage, your path of cultivation won't be cut off."

Lin Xuan said calmly but with a hint of nostalgia in his eyes. Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin had both practiced this secret technique back then. Four hundred years later, he wondered how they were doing. If everything went well, they should already be at the apex or even beyond the元婴 stage. He wondered if they would ever have the chance to break through to the Separation and Union stage in their lifetimes.

"Thank you, Senior."

Shangguan Mudu gently accepted it and stored the Jade Maiden Seven-Heart Decision away. "Is there anything else you need me to do?"

"No more; I've said all I needed to say."

Lin Xuan didn't plan on interfering much with the Hundred Grass Sect's affairs. He believed this woman should have a clear idea of how to proceed.

He just needed to hint at it.

This was his help; whether the Hundred Grass Sect could revive itself depended on their own efforts and abilities.

Such matters were hard for outsiders to interfere in, so Lin Xuan didn't want to get involved too much.

It wasn’t about imposing one's will on others but that he had many things to do himself.

Lin Xuan wanted to break through to the Profound Mysteries stage as soon as possible.

Therefore, he didn’t want to deal with trivial matters.

(To be continued)

From Fengyun Reading Network m.
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Good, I called Master here today for just these two matters. If you have no other questions, you can go now," Lin Xuan began to politely dismiss his guest. He was about to start his serious cultivation.

However, contrary to expectations, Shangguan Mudouyu did not immediately leave but instead opened her lips slightly: "I'm sorry, my lady still has one matter to trouble the senior."

"Oh? What is it?"

A hint of surprise flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. He hadn't expected this woman to have other issues as well.

"According to your instructions, I arranged cave dwellings for the disciples and apprentices. After they entered, the disciples found that these caves contained many treasures left by their original owners," she continued, "Moreover, during my inventory of assets, I also discovered some crystal stones. Should we gather them together and send them here to you?"

Shangguan Mudouyu spoke respectfully. When they took over the bandits' property, they indeed found a considerable amount of wealth. Shangguan Mudouyu ordered her disciples to seal everything away, not moving even one crystal stone, as the Black Wind Island had been conquered by Lin Xuan. According to the rules in the cultivation world, all the island's resources should belong to him.

Lin Xuan had already established a main base for Hundred Grass Sect here; they couldn't be so ungrateful and keep this wealth for themselves. One must know when to show gratitude. Shangguan Mudouyu didn't want to create any rift with Lin Xuan over this matter, as the consequences could be severe.

"Senior, you can take these treasures," she said, "but they're not much compared to what's on the island." In Lin Xuan's eyes, the island's wealth was merely a drop in the bucket. The bandits' accumulated riches were hidden away in a secret location.

Lin Xuan already knew the exact location and planned to retrieve them when he had time. With such treasures at his disposal, it didn't matter if he gave a little to Hundred Grass Sect.

After all, one must share the benefits with others. Lin Xuan's actions were also aimed at gaining favor. He was investing in something that would surely pay off. After all they had been through together and the great benefits he had given them, his status among the sect's disciples was not much different from that of their founding ancestor, Hundred Grass Immortal.

There might be no immediate benefit now, but what about the future?

With Lin Xuan's character, he always sought to gain without losing anything. He wouldn't say all this to Shangguan Mudouyu, who was already overwhelmed with gratitude and kept thanking him before finally leaving.

The cave fell silent once more.

Lin Xuan sighed; it was indeed lonely without Moer. However, now wasn't the time to dwell on that. Focusing on improving his strength would increase his chances of meeting her again sooner.

Effort!

Before sitting down for meditation, there were still some matters he needed to address.

With a wave of his sleeve, Phantasmal Heavenly Fire flew out, its light shimmering brilliantly.

However, amidst the changing colors was an eerie shade of red. It wasn't continuous but composed of various-sized liquid droplets that flickered constantly.

This wasn't pure Phantasmal Heavenly Fire; it had been transformed after consuming his Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist during their battle.

The Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist was a terrifying secret technique, as Lin Xuan had witnessed firsthand how it turned a Separation Realm cultivator into a dry corpse, devouring both life and mana.

It was one of the demon's trump cards, but Lin Xuan's Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was even more mysterious. The Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist had been trapped by the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire for so long that it couldn't escape...

However, from another perspective, the fact that the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire hadn't been able to fully refine the Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist after such a long time showed how formidable this technique was.

Recently, Lin Xuan had been busy traveling. Now that he was finally settled down, it was time to address this issue; otherwise, his Phantasmal Heavenly Fire might leave behind some hidden dangers.

The Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist, though powerful, was now ownerless—like a rootless plant. With his control over the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire, he doubted that it would resist him.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and crossed his hands, hovering the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire above them by several inches. He then injected a thick layer of mana into the fire.

Time passed slowly.

After more than half a month, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes. After so much effort without rest, he had successfully refined the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire.

It was far more difficult than expected, but there wasn't any sign of regret on his face; instead, there was an underlying excitement.

He raised his right hand.

Ah...

A small flame the size of a chicken egg appeared and rapidly grew to over a foot in diameter. However, this wasn't the most important part.

What caught everyone's attention was that the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire had gained another color.

Previously, the outermost layer of the flames was a deep green, like the color of a thousand-year-old pond. This represented the world's most toxic poison, inherited from the original Green Illusion Misty Flame. Inside this, it turned into a vivid blue, resembling an ice that refused to melt for ten thousand years.

Its cold nature was obvious.

And at the very center, it was gray and unremarkable, yet it felt dead silent.

This represented the extreme yin and coldness of corrosive power.

Now, the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire had gained a new color, like that of a sunset.

It was bright and striking. Lin Xuan himself was surprised by this result; he hadn't expected such an anomaly after refining the Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist.

What did this beautiful red represent? Did it inherit the Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist's ability to devour life force?

Just these thoughts in his mind, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel excited. The power of the Blood-Devouring Spirit Mist was something he had witnessed firsthand; although it had been defeated by the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire, it was still a formidable secret technique.

Now, without needing to cultivate, he could wield its power. Such an opportunity was too good for Lin Xuan not to cherish.

Of course, only through trial and error would he know the truth.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan stepped out of his cave, leaving behind the Hundred Grass Sect members, and silently left Black Wind Island as a streak of light.

Lin Xuan's flight wasn't particularly fast. After a meal, he had already appeared several thousand miles away.

To test the current state of the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire, he needed an opponent.

Although Lin Xuan was not a benevolent person, he wouldn't harm innocent people without reason. He released his divine sense and flew while searching for targets.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as his light shifted to the left. Several hundred miles away, there was an unknown island with waves crashing fiercely.

A giant octopus, over 100 meters long, was causing trouble. Its massive tentacles slammed into a large rock, shattering it into pieces.

This was a third-stage sea beast, roughly equivalent to a condensation realm cultivator. In the sky above, several cultivators were fighting the octopus.

There was a human city on the island, but there weren't many cultivators here. Lin Xuan wasn't surprised; some unsatisfied wandering cultivators might become protectors for humans, providing them with safety. Otherwise, ordinary people would struggle to survive in such treacherous seas without the help of cultivators.

However, among these cultivators, only one was at the condensation realm stage, while the others were mid-to-late-stage foundation consolidation cultivators—far from a match for the octopus.

Seeing that they couldn't hold out, they turned and fled. The octopus didn't chase them but climbed onto the small island instead.

Cries of terror and cries of despair echoed everywhere; humans couldn't fly away, so they were doomed to be devoured by the octopus.

Many had already lost hope when Lin Xuan appeared before the octopus with a flash of his figure.

"Good luck. Using this giant creature to test the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire's new abilities is perfect," Lin Xuan said happily.

Although he didn't release his spiritual pressure, the giant octopus seemed to sense something was amiss. The difference between them was too great; even instinct could feel a hint of fear.

It tried to flee but Lin Xuan wouldn't let this rare experimental subject escape back into the sea.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire with its four colors flew out. The sunset-like red was the most striking because Lin Xuan specifically wanted to test its power.

As it approached the octopus, the entire flame turned red, enveloping it in one swift motion. There were no screams or struggles; the octopus rapidly dried up!
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The life and mana of the octopus were completely absorbed by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame, which now had an additional devouring effect.

Even Lin Xuan's composure could not hide his joy. His guess was just that—his confidence notwithstanding, there was still a degree of uncertainty.

But now it was different!

At this moment, Lin Xuan fully witnessed the new abilities of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame. The sacrifice now had four effects: poison, corrosion, freezing, and devouring.

The power of this demonic flame was growing stronger with each passing second. In just a few breaths, the nearly hundred-foot-long octopus completely wilted, its life force and mana being absorbed into the demonic flame without a trace.

Puff!

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame burned more fiercely than ever. Lin Xuan's brows twitched as he realized that the absorbed life force and mana still nourished the demonic flame.

This discovery filled him with even greater joy. Without any further ado, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame left the octopus's corpse and returned to his sleeve.

He then turned around, a green glow enveloping him, transforming into a streak of lightning that shot towards the horizon.

Lin Xuan had come here to study the new power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame. Now that he had achieved results, there was no need for further delay. He left without hesitation.

The sea breeze blew, and the surroundings returned to their calm. The ordinary people on this unnamed island looked up with a mixture of shock and confusion. They had just thought they were going to be devoured by the sea beast, but now everything seemed peaceful again.

"Is it all a dream?" Many wondered. If not for the dried-up corpse of the octopus still lying on the beach and the battle scars on the rocks, they would have assumed that what happened was merely a dream.

Now that they had woken up, their gratitude knew no bounds. Theseveral immortal masters who had taken their offerings before had cared little about their lives, only fleeing for themselves. If not for those brave cultivators...

Pfft!

An elderly man spat harshly and then knelt down, bowing his head in the direction Lin Xuan had left.

The others quickly followed suit, kneeling in a dense crowd.

Lin Xuan was unaware of this scene. To him, rescuing people was merely a matter of effort, and it did not conflict with his training. He could benefit from both actions at once.

As an Immovable Realm cultivator, Lin Xuan had no intention of seeking gratitude from these commoners. Although he was a man who rose early for gain, doing good deeds occasionally felt nice.

After about a meal's time, Lin Xuan returned to Black Wind Island. The Hundred Grass Sect had already arranged disciples to patrol the area. Upon seeing him, they immediately bowed respectfully.

Lin Xuan's status among the sect's disciples was indeed comparable to that of their founding ancestor, Immortal Lady Hundred Grass. In fact, it might even be slightly higher since this generation did not receive any benefits from the founder but instead benefited directly from Lin Xuan's assistance.

Having successfully won over the hearts of these disciples, Lin Xuan returned to his cave. With a wave of his sleeve, a blood-red sword appeared, its surface severely damaged and its light dimmed. Its power was almost depleted.

The Blood-Draining Demon Sword!

This item not only served as the life essence of the shark demon but was also a replica of a divine treasure. Its power was formidable, but Lin Xuan's skill had outmatched it, leading to its destruction in his hands.

Although this demonic sword itself was not exceptional, with a decent quality, it wasn't particularly remarkable given Lin Xuan's vast collection of treasures. However, the demon sword contained an artifact spirit within.

Black Water Leeches were highly ranked among the savage insects and could be considered near-mature forms. Although they hadn't fully matured, their size had grown to over a hundred feet in length.

Black Water Leeches did not live in groups; they emphasized individual strength. This near-mature form was almost on par with an Inner Profound Realm cultivator when alive but was now reduced to mere soul essence.

For Lin Xuan, this soul essence still held significant value. His combat experience was vast and extensive. After his encounter with the demon, he discovered that the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame's devouring ability had a connection with the Black Water Leeches' innate abilities.

The Blood-Draining Divine Mist devoured by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame was clearly similar to the leeches' own innate skill. After refinement and enhancement by an Inner Profound Realm elder, its power had significantly increased.

However, the essence of all rivers returns to their source. The soul essence of the Black Water Leech could be used effectively. By incorporating it into the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame and refining it, Lin Xuan could enhance its devouring abilities.

With a basic plan in place, he began executing his steps.

For Lin Xuan, this wasn't difficult; it merely required some time.

"Quickly!"

He pointed at the sword with one finger and then waved his hands like a butterfly. Spell after spell was cast forward.

The sword's light flickered as its brilliance grew. The Black Water Leech appeared before him, its soul essence forcibly extracted from the divine sword by Lin Xuan.

Sss...

The insect's cries filled his ears as it struggled fiercely, though its soul essence seemed substantial. At this moment, its size had not changed; it was no more than a foot long.

"Hmph, a mere soul essence body! You think you can escape me? Dream on."

Lin Xuan's low mutter reached the insect's ears. Although its intelligence hadn't fully awakened, it could understand some of his words.

However, as he spoke, the insect struggled even harder.

"Unlucky enough to be alive; I'll teach you a lesson."

A smirk appeared on Lin Xuan's face. With a flick of his right hand, several palm-sized lightning bolts struck down. Given his current strength, these palm lightning bolts had impressive power.

The soul essence of the Black Water Leech was dazed by the strikes. Taking advantage of this moment, Lin Xuan quickly pointed his fingers and completely sealed the insect's soul essence.

Surrounded by a colorful light ball, it could not move, floating in mid-air.

Lin Xuan looked satisfied as he raised his right hand. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame appeared in his palm, now in four colors, glowing more beautifully with its light.

"Quickly!"

With a slight command from Lin Xuan, the fiery red quickly replaced and devoured the other three colors, turning the entire flame red. Then, slowly but surely, it flew forward!
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Sigh...

The insect chirping grew increasingly mournful. Although the black water leech was only a spirit body, it had a relatively high intelligence. At this moment, its eyes were filled with fear, but restrained by Lin Xuan's technique, it could not move at all and could only watch helplessly as the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire approached.

A gust of wind sounded in his ears, enveloping the insect chirping in flames like a sunset. Instantly, the chirping sounds surged several times louder, causing the colorful light balls to tremble.

However, Lin Xuan was not anxious; he had anticipated such a scenario. He flipped his right hand and cast a spell, pouring continuous mana into it...

The desperate struggle of the dying insect was futile. The trembling of the light ball subsided as Lin Xuan firmly held it in place with mana.

Next, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to manipulate the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. Integrating and fusing this strange insect's soul would not be as simple as imagined.

Even a minor mistake could lead to all previous efforts being wasted.

Lin Xuan did not want such a hard-won treasure to turn into dust; he naturally had to be cautious.

Time slowly passed.

Before long, a month had slipped by unnoticed.

There was no sign of fatigue on Lin Xuan's face. A month meant nothing to cultivators.

In the morning when the sun rose, the cave seemed unchanged from the previous night. However, Lin Xuan, who had been sitting motionless for hours, suddenly flicked his sleeves and opened his eyes.

A light glow passed over him without raising any dust. The light ball hanging in mid-air trembled as it transformed back into Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Lin Xuan pointed a finger, and the sound of phoenix cries echoed through the air, like a baby bird hatching from its shell, transforming once again into the shape of a tiny phoenix.

This transformation technique was something Lin Xuan had used frequently before. The phoenix possessed some spirit awareness but was incomparable to the black water leech's; it was worlds apart.

After all, these faint spirits were cultivated through countless efforts as Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire evolved over time. The black water leech's spirit awareness, on the other hand, came from directly absorbing the insect's soul and thus was much easier to obtain.

What appeared before them was not a true phoenix but merely an illusion of one.

Lin Xuan tested its power again; it was far weaker than the black water leech.

Lin Xuan retracted Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire into his body, running his hand through his hair in thought. Clearly, objects with spirit awareness would naturally be much more powerful. This situation was similar to sealing a treasure and allowing an entity to form within it.

However, flames were different from treasures; one magical artifact could only absorb one soul, but flames could integrate many.

If he absorbed the souls of some strange insects, Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire's power would surely increase significantly, and its transformations would become more diverse. This discovery made Lin Xuan's face light up with excitement. Of course, this was just an idea; implementing it would be much harder.

But regardless, it was already a pleasant surprise that would greatly enhance the future prospects of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmed his excited emotions. The immediate priority now was not to rush into enhancing various techniques but to raise his own cultivation realm.

After all, mana was the foundation, and one's realm determined their strength in the end; other secret arts were merely dependent on these two factors.

In the short term, improving strength through powerful secret arts was a wise choice. However, from a long-term perspective, accumulating mana and raising one's realm was most important.

Lin Xuan was now 800 years old. His main yuan (core) had reached the late Separation stage, while his second yuan and demon core remained at an early stage.

He decided to focus on strengthening his main yuan first. He acted immediately but took a break after successfully upgrading Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire for the time being.

Lin Xuan went back to his room to sleep.

The next morning, he woke up feeling refreshed. Lin Xuan sent a sound transmission talisman and called Sister Shangguan to the cave. He was about to enter seclusion for cultivation and needed to address some matters regarding his two apprentices.

After all, calling them 'master' meant he could not be so negligent.

He had a clear understanding of this. Lin Xuan's method of teaching apprentices was simple: bestowing vast amounts of medicinal pills and treasures. With these two favored disciples, he could freely supply low-grade medicinal pills without any issues.

What if they encountered bottlenecks?

Just use the medicinal pills to break through!

While it sounded straightforward and seemed overly luxurious, this method would definitely work.

Although Lin Xuan was known for his generous nature, the girls were still stunned by his encouragement to consume more medicinal pills. However, their joy far outweighed their shock.

Nine Heavens Profound Technique was already familiar to Lin Xuan; he had advanced from low-grade stages step by step. He could guess some of the problems his apprentices might face.

The guidance within would be highly targeted.

Of course, based on what he learned from the Illness Demon, the two girls were ice spirit and thunder soul bodies. If they wanted to fully realize their innate talents, they should practice ancient techniques.

Unfortunately, ancient techniques were extremely precious, and whether they had been lost or not was uncertain. For now, Lin Xuan was at a loss but would find opportunities for them in the future.

Such matters required good fortune; forcing it would be futile.

The Nine Heavens Profound Technique was still good enough to lay a solid foundation for their cultivation.

While speaking with his apprentices, they stood respectfully before him. After he finished, Shangguan Yan hesitated slightly and asked: "Master, how long do you think this seclusion will take?"

"It's hard to say," Lin Xuan said with a sigh on his face. "It could be as short as seventy or eighty years, or it might last three or five hundred years..."

"Such a long time?" Shangguan Ling exclaimed in surprise.

Her sister's expression showed some astonishment; this was far more than she had anticipated: "Does Master intend to cultivate until the Profound Stage?"

"Don't be silly," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "Breaking through the Profound Stage barrier is not easy, but for me, I would be content if I could reach the peak of Separation Realm."

"Master, you are too modest. The Profound Stage barrier is indeed difficult to break for others, but for Master, there should be no problem," Shangguan Yan's soft voice echoed in his ears, filled with immense confidence.

"Exactly, exactly."

Shangguan Ling also agreed, echoing her sister's words.

Lin Xuan smiled without saying anything. After a moment of hesitation, he said: "Even if you two girls say so, this seclusion will still be extremely long. Black Wind Island is located in a remote area with powerful restrictions. According to reason, Bai Cao Sect should not encounter any issues, but reality can be unpredictable. Even without external enemies, your cultivation might still face crises. If you truly encounter unsolvable problems, come find me here."

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, the two girls exchanged glances. They knew basic common sense; it was most taboo to disturb someone during critical moments.

"Master, how could we do that? It would bring danger to you," Shangguan Yan shook her head and said.

"Don't worry, I can do this with full confidence."

Lin Xuan's hand touched his head, and a black yuan (core) appeared above it. Only an inch high, its appearance was identical to Lin Xuan's.

"What...?" The two girls were stunned; what did Master's core spirit leaving the body mean? Was there some deeper meaning behind this?

Their shock deepened when Lin Xuan began speaking again.

The girls were still in a state of shock. With the core spirit leaving, his physical body was like an empty shell with no ability to move, yet it could speak freely. This... was too incredible!
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"Could Master have attained the power to separate a second婴 in his cultivation?"

上官雁's mind flashed with a glimmer of light, her voice slightly incredulous as she spoke. She had only heard about such things; she had never seen it herself.

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. With his help, the two girls were merely at the Foundation Establishment stage and their power was negligible. Yet they had already heard about the issue of a second婴.

Such matters were unthinkable in the human world.

Sure enough, the higher realm truly lived up to its name; the knowledge and experience of cultivators far surpassed that of the mortal world.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan said calmly, "it is precisely the secret technique for separating a second婴. I have an infant spirit that can leave my body. Even when closing the life-and-death gate, it's not impossible to disturb me..."

"Of course." At this point, Lin Xuan changed his tone: "Though Master has special powers, it's best not to disturb during cultivation. You must carefully gauge the balance."

"Yes, disciple understands," replied上官雁 with a raised brow. She knew exactly what Lin Xuan meant.

"Mm, that's all I have to say for now. You can leave."

"Thank you, Master. Disciple wishes Master swift progress in cultivation and hopes you soon enter the Profound Void realm."

The two girls, being siblings, spoke in unison. They bowed gracefully before retreating.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as he activated his technique to fully open the禁制 outside his cave dwelling, entering into arduous cultivation.

His first goal was to elevate his realm to its peak.

In simple terms, this involved taking medicinal pills and meditating continuously to enhance his 法力.

While not particularly difficult in theory, it was immensely challenging. As cultivation progressed, progress slowed significantly. To boost one's strength required more than just words; ordinary cultivators would find the process frustrating, especially with the numerous丹药 needed.

However, for Lin Xuan, this posed no problem. During his time at the ancient ruins of Dan Yue Sect, he had obtained a large number of waste pills.

These were useless to others but could be refined by his blue Star Sea within him.

Lin Xuan had already tried it with middle-grade pills; they worked fine. However, he still needed to test whether upper-grade pills could also be refined.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a middle-grade pill that had been purified and placed it in his palm. He began调动his blue Star Sea, the light points flowing through his经脉 into his palm but remained ineffective. Lin Xuan's brow furrowed; this outcome was unexpected.

However, he did not show any signs of disappointment. He decided to try the upgraded silver light points instead and see what effect they would have.

Lin Xuan had full confidence in these variant light points. As he thought, so it happened, and the pill was successfully refined.

The aroma spread as the pill changed from pink to a deep red.

However, all his silver light points were now depleted.

Lin Xuan supported his chin with his hand, showing signs of contemplation.

When refining middle-grade pills, he could use both types of light points. Based on his calculations, using up one set of silver light points would allow him to refine three or four middle-grade pills at most.

For upper-grade pills, the blue light points were essentially useless; only the silver ones worked, but they could only be used once each time.

However, this was not a problem. After resting for a night, his Star Sea would recover, allowing him to continue using the silver light points.

Although the efficiency would be slower, Lin Xuan felt it was worth it. The medicinal power of upper-grade pills far surpassed that of middle-grade ones.

The precious elixirs at the Separation stage were too valuable to use middle-grade pills for this purpose.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan swallowed an upper-grade pill and began meditating.

The robust medicinal power spread through his dantian, a sensation incomparable to middle or lower-grade pills. The powerful effects were hard to describe. Lin Xuan was elated as he focused on absorbing the medicinal power.

By noon the next day, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, looking at his hands with disbelief. His meditation had almost equaled half a month of normal cultivation.

Though he knew upper-grade pills were extremely rare, he never expected such incredible effects. The one-day cultivation results seemed equivalent to half a month's effort. Perhaps, as the two girls predicted, he could reach the Profound Void realm in a short time.

Although refining the pills was slightly more difficult, with only one per day, it didn't matter. The medicinal power of upper-grade pills was incomparable, making their use worthwhile.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan decided to proceed as planned.

He turned his wrist and placed a pink middle-grade pill in his palm. He closed his eyes and used Inner Vision, familiar with the process of调动his light points. The blue ones were ineffective, while the silver ones worked. They flowed through his经脉 into his palm.

After a short time, no fragrance was emitted; instead, there was a hint of burnt smell. It was clear that the refinement had failed.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not show much disappointment. Refining upper-grade pills was inherently difficult, and occasional failures were not unusual.

He took another middle-grade pill from his bottle, swallowed it, and began cultivating to absorb its medicinal power.

Compared to upper-grade pills, the medicinal power of middle-grade ones was naturally weaker, but still significant. It equaled five days of cultivation for ordinary cultivators, especially those who needed lower-grade pills.

Cultivation required effort and resources; Lin Xuan's success was due in large part to his blue Star Sea.

Though middle-grade pills were good, taking upper-grade ones would be even better. Hence, when his silver light points recovered, he took another middle-grade pill for refinement.

However, this attempt also failed, leaving Lin Xuan looking rather displeased. He had been extremely cautious but still ended up with failure.

Was the first success due to luck?

Lin Xuan wondered. It was too early to conclude anything; having refined only a few times, it was premature to make such judgments.

Thus, he continued to attempt refining upper-grade pills.

Time passed quickly. After a month, Lin Xuan sighed and decided to give up.

While upper-grade pills could be refined, the success rate was too low—only three out of thirty days, or just 10% chance.
第一千七百九十章 五十年弹指一挥间

A 1% chance meant that refining ten superior-grade pills would only yield one success by sheer luck. For Lin Xuan, this was far too rare.

After careful consideration, it made more sense to refine middle-grade pills instead.

Lin Xuan wasn't a stick-in-the-mud; he knew when to adapt in critical situations. With plenty of waste pills at his disposal, taking the time to refine middle-grade ones would only be slightly slower than using superior-grade ones.

The number of pill formulas was irrelevant since he had more than enough resources to support his cultivation up to the Profound Origin stage. Of course, occasionally refining some superior-grade pills wasn't a bad idea either; they could come in handy when breaking through barriers.

...

Time passed without leaving any trace. Winter gave way to spring and summer turned into autumn. Lin Xuan's abode remained sealed, and Black Wind Island continued as it was. However, the strength of the disciples from Hundred Grass Sect increased significantly. The number of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators grew, along with a few Condensation Core stage ones. Lin Xuan had left ample resources behind, and the True Scripture of the Five Elements was indeed a godsend for those with inferior spirit roots.

With no bottlenecks, his disciples progressed rapidly. In contrast, Shangguan Yan and Shangguan Ling didn't stand out as much compared to their peers. Although they had Lin Xuan's cultivation insights, their progress through the Nine Heavens Profound Art was slow due to its complexity.

Fortunately, the treasures bestowed by their master were countless, allowing them to edge past most of their fellow disciples and reach the peak of Foundation Establishment stage.

...

The distance to becoming a Condensation Core cultivator was just one step away. Although not the highest in their cohort, Shangguan Yan and Shangguan Ling's strength far surpassed that of other disciples. The Nine Heavens Profound Art was a top-grade technique with immense power, while the True Scripture of the Five Elements took an opposite approach.

Even those who had successfully condensed cores found themselves vastly outmatched by these two girls. Without relying on their master's treasures, they could easily defeat them in hand-to-hand combat.

Shangguan Mudouyu also made steady progress as the head of her sect. Although she lacked the exceptional talent of her daughters, Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan, she was still quite capable. Cultivating the Jade Maiden Seven Heart Technique, while not achieving miraculous results, saw significant advancement.

Fifty years passed in a blink. The human race's war with the sea creatures did not affect Black Wind Island, where Hundred Grass Sect could rest undisturbed.

It was an ordinary morning, and the sea surface was calm and serene. Occasionally, fish leaped out of the water. Two beautiful young women were playing, appearing to be no more than ten years old. Of course, one couldn't judge a cultivator's strength by their appearance.

"Big sister, when do you think Master will break through to Profound Origin?"

"I don't know, but with our master's talent, it should be fine."

Shangguan Yan muttered, feeling both respect and gratitude toward Lin Xuan. However, fifty years had passed without any news from their master, leaving them uncertain of his current state.

Before the girls could finish speaking, they suddenly widened their eyes in alarm, a look of vigilance on their faces.

"Big sister, what's wrong?"

Shangguan Ling also noticed something amiss and quickly released her divine sense. A cluster of light points appeared on the horizon, numbering several hundred, all cultivators with far higher cultivation levels than them.

The sisters were alarmed. As the saying went, "The good are not troubled, but trouble finds the wicked." So many cultivators suddenly appearing in their vicinity was certainly not a cause for celebration. Could this fifty-year peace be about to end?

However, there was no time to think anymore.

Their opponents' strength far exceeded that of Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. They had already been discovered and couldn't hide now. The only option was to return to the sect's main hall as quickly as possible.

The sisters moved swiftly toward Hundred Grass Sect's main hall. Fortunately, Black Wind Bandits were not far away—just a few miles at most.

However, their opponents' speed was much faster than expected. As soon as they entered the miasma, the group of cultivators arrived nearby.

...

Closer inspection revealed that these seemed to be from the same sect, but many faces bore signs of distress and injury.

Their mental states were clearly poor. Some appeared to have suffered severe wounds.

Leading them was a red-haired old man with an immeasurable cultivation level, a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator.

"Grandfather, those two girls fled into the miasma."

"Hmph, just two Foundation Establishment stage cultivators—why bother? Our sect is facing a crisis and needs a place to settle down," a bald man growled.

"Second Brother, you're wrong. This place is so remote; how could there be two female cultivators here? If I'm not mistaken, this might be the secret main hall of some sect," the previous speaker said. He looked no more than twenty but seemed like an old man with his hunched back.

"A sect's secret main hall? Second Brother, don't joke around. There are no spirit veins here; how could a sect build its main hall in such a place? I think those two girls just happened to appear," the bald man said dismissively.

"Whether or not it is so, let us check first before making any conclusions," the hunchbacked youth seemed confident. His eyes glinted with cunning, indicating he was no ordinary character.

The two argued, but in the end, the decision rested with the Separation Realm old man.

"Let's go and see; it won't take much time."

Before the words were out, several cultivators flew off. Soon, a delighted voice reached their ears: "Grandfather, there is indeed an island here, and its spirit veins are quite good."

"What?"

The red-haired old man was overjoyed. He hadn't expected such a pleasant surprise. If they could rebuild their sect here, it would be perfect.

---
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While all this was happening, Lin Xuan's cave dwelling in Drifting Cloud Valley remained oblivious to the events outside.

Due to his consumption of a middle-grade Jade Spirit Pill, Lin Xuan’s rate of cultivation was beyond what outsiders could imagine. He could effectively spend one day meditating and achieve the same result as five ordinary cultivators working hard for days, provided he had a lower-grade pill to assist him.

However, even with lower-grade pills, most cultivators couldn't possibly consume them daily. Thus, Lin Xuan's fifty years of arduous cultivation seemed to have lasted six or seven hundred years in the eyes of ordinary cultivators.

Lin Xuan was now at the peak of the Separation and Union中period stage.

To be honest, this speed wasn’t particularly astonishing. However, it mustn’t be forgotten that Lin Xuan possessed two infant souls and one pill.

During this seclusion, he focused on stability rather than pushing for breakthroughs. Through meditation and pill consumption, he first boosted his main infant soul to the mid-stage bottleneck, then moved on to the second infant soul.

In other words, with both infant souls and a pill, Lin Xuan was just one step away from entering the late stage. "This is the only description that fits!

While this method slowed down his advancement slightly, it was more stable. With both infant souls and a pill advancing together, Lin Xuan’s spiritual energy had become incredibly profound.

He used this method to aim for the Void Profoundperiod. Steadily progressing, he was now preparing to break through the late stage bottleneck.

He had many pills at his disposal.

Setting aside the Upper Clarity Authentic Primordial Pill, which was intended for breaking through the Separation and Union period bottleneck, it was a divine object for this level of cultivator. Such a pill would never be seen in an auction house.

Lin Xuan didn’t consider refining these pills. The rarer the pill, the higher the difficulty of refinement. He lacked the confidence to do so, and he only had about ten Upper Clarity Authentic Primordial Pills; refining one would result in significant losses.

Adhering to a cautious approach, Lin Xuan was unwilling to take this risk.

Besides this item, he still had two other pills that could assist him.

One was the middle-grade Jade Spirit Pill he had accumulated over the years. He didn’t have too many—perhaps fifty or sixty—but these were superior items compared to ordinary ones and might help with breaking through the bottleneck.

The other pill was the Mo Luo Pill.

This pill contained a potent poison, which even Separation and Union cultivators found difficult to endure. However, its toxic effects could stimulate meridians, potentially helping break through the bottleneck.

Back then, Lin Xuan obtained the Mo Luo Pill formula from the market with relatively common materials. He had some ready-made items in his possession, though not many, enough to refine half a furnace of Mo Luo Pills.

He hadn’t used them out of fear of the poison, but he had the illusionary spirit heavenly firepossess body, making him immune to most poisons. The few useful poisons for him were scarce. Lin Xuan kept the Mo Luo Pill in hopes of breaking through the bottleneck.

With three pills at his disposal, as long as no bad luck struck, he should have an 80% chance of success.

Now, after consuming all three pills, Lin Xuan’s face was solemn as he sat cross-legged and began to meditate, absorbing the medicinal energy.

This moment was crucial for Lin Xuan. Breaking through a bottleneck wasn’t something that could be easily interrupted; any disturbance might lead to disaster.

However, coincidentally, a group of unknown cultivators attacked Black Wind Island at this critical moment. For fifty years without incident, it had happened just as he was trying to break through the late stage bottleneck. Lin Xuan’s luck indeed seemed terrible.

Originally, Baihu Sect didn’t intend to disturb him.

Although Shangguan Mudouyu didn’t know that Lin Xuan sought to break through his bottleneck, closing a life-and-death seclusion generally meant avoiding disturbances from external factors.

Their intentions were good, but their abilities couldn’t prevent it. Over these fifty years, Baihu Sect had seen some hope of revival; most disciples had entered the Foundation Establishment stage, and a few with betterqualifications even formed Golden Core.

It seemed that overall strength had significantly increased. However, the Five Elements True Explanation was more show than substance, just a way to intimidate others.

The disciples' actual strength was clearly lower than their cultivation stages.

Even if they matched their levels, it wouldn’t help; although not many, the opponents were extremely powerful. Leading them was an old ancestor at the Separation and Union stage!

The remaining cultivators were all at the Infant Soul or Core Condensation stage—high-level cultivators in general. Those who escaped from that battle couldn’t be ordinary people.

Even with injuries, their combat power was formidable. Baihu Sect dared not engage in direct conflict; otherwise, they might have been defeated instantly. Fortunately, as the Black Wind Pirates' main base, the defenses were formidable enough to withstand attacks for several hours, even if the pirates had put considerable effort into theprohibition array.

However, passive defense wasn’t a solution. Eventually, after a day and night of enduring attacks, Shangguan Mudouyu sighed and turned to her daughter: "Yan'er, go fetch Senior Lin..."

"Mother, Master is currently in seclusion; going now might..." The young girl’s face showed difficulty.

"Silly girl, I know too. But by the looks of it, they won’t stop until Black Wind Island falls," Shangguan Mudouyu said with a bitter smile: "No matter how strong the defenses are, there will be limits. This can’t continue..."

Shangguan Mudouyu didn’t finish her sentence, but everyone understood that her words were reasonable.

"But they have no grudge against our sect; why..." Shangguan Ling’s voice entered their ears, filled with a sense of unease. It was truly like a disaster from the heavens.

"I don’t know either," Shangguan Mudouyu sighed. Over these fifty years, she had restrained her disciples from causing external trouble, but who knew what caused this situation?

"If my guess is correct, they must be eyeing our Black Wind Island." Shangguan Yan bit her teeth; the girl’s observational skills were indeed sharp.

Recalling the situation, everyone agreed that this possibility was very high.

"If Sister’s prediction is right, it’s unlikely they will give up."

Shangguan Ling’s weak voice entered their ears: "But honestly, I really don’t want to disturb Master."

"Mother knows; we have no choice but to do so," Shangguan Mudouyu sighed.

"I understand."

Compared to her sister, Shangguan Yan was more mature. She knew this was inevitable and hoped that Master hadn’t reached a critical stage of cultivation. With a flash, she flew towards Drifting Cloud Valley.
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Lin Xuan was indeed at a critical juncture in his cultivation. The path of immortality became increasingly difficult the deeper one delved into it, and breaking through bottlenecks required more time and effort.

Taking Lin Xuan's current situation as an example, the transition from the mid-stage to late stage of Separation and Union took no less than ten days or a fortnight; yet he had only spent a day and a night since taking his medicine and meditating.

In other words, even if everything went smoothly for him, there was still a long way to go before he could emerge from seclusion. Ten days or so would be too late, as the green vegetable would have rotted by then, and Black Wind Island might well change hands.

Lin Xuan knew nothing of these events at this moment. His cultivation progress was going well; three types of pills had sequentially opened in his dantian, their medicinal power flowing through his meridians like a river to the limbs...

Suddenly, a flash of fire flew into the room. This was a transmission talisman Lin Xuan specially gave to his beloved disciple, as it bore his spiritual consciousness mark and could penetrate even the outer prohibitions of his cave.

Although Lin Xuan was deeply focused on breaking through his bottleneck, he wasn't oblivious to his surroundings. With his cautious nature, he kept a fragment of his spirit awareness outside even during such moments.

Upon discovering the transmission talisman, Lin Xuan's brows twitched slightly, but his posture didn't change. He had invested great effort in this attempt; he wouldn't back down now. A second dantian body had already emerged from the outer world.

Beside the cave entrance stood a beautiful young woman named Shangguan Yan, her face filled with anxiety. Although she was compelled to disturb her master's cultivation, it still felt wrong. She wondered if her master would be angry at her.

Just as she pondered this, thunderous sounds echoed in her ears—indicating the stone door of the cave had opened.

Shangguan Yan quickly raised her head but saw no familiar figure; instead, a tiny dantian body appeared.

Master's second dantian body!

Shangguan Yan's heart skipped a beat. Her master hadn't emerged from seclusion; he merely sent his second dantian out. This must be a critical juncture in cultivation.

With this thought, the young woman felt increasingly uneasy but stepped forward bravely.

"Master, I have come to see you."

Even though it was her master's second dantian body, she still showed great respect, just as she did when facing Lin Xuan before.

"Disciple, you've disturbed my cultivation. You are guilty of a thousand deaths, but the situation is such that," "It doesn't matter; I understand." Lin Xuan said expressionlessly. "This isn't your fault. Lead the way and show me who dares to be so reckless."

Shangguan Yan's face showed some hesitation.

"Master, are you worried about not being able to handle them?"

Lin Xuan was a man of great intelligence; he could see from his disciple's eyes what she feared.

"I apologize for my master. I have no doubt about your strength, but now that you're at this critical juncture, you can only manifest your second dantian body. The other side is an entire sect and even a late-stage Separation and Union elder," Shangguan Yan stammered.

These were the truth, but saying them out loud was somewhat disrespectful to her master.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. He wasn't someone who valued face over life; he acted based on facts. His disciple's concerns weren't unfounded, but he couldn't be judged by common sense.

"Girl, don't worry. I have full confidence in this situation. Lead the way."

"Yes, Master."

Since Lin Xuan had said so much, Shangguan Yan didn't dare to argue further; otherwise, she would be committing a grave offense against her master and ancestor.

She bowed and transformed into a streak of light, flying forward. Lin Xuan followed closely behind.

Unlike the Separation and Union stage, where an inner dantian body was quite stable but lacked physical form, its power was greatly diminished. Lin Xuan's second dantian body coming out to fight was indeed audacious.

As they say, those who haven't eaten pork can still watch pigs run; most disciples of the Hundred Grass Sect understood this principle well. Thus, when they saw Lin Xuan's dantian body, their eyes widened in shock.

"Senior, you..."

Shangguan Mudouyu covered her mouth and couldn't even speak clearly.

"Do not be alarmed, this is merely my second dantian body." Lin Xuan seemed very casual as he waved his hand. A layer of green light enveloped the dantian body, which flew out with a nonchalant attitude.

"Subservient."

Shangguan sisters were taken aback but immediately decided to follow closely behind. However, Lin Xuan's voice stopped them: "Yan'er and Ling'er, stay here and watch as I break through their defenses."

"Yes."

Since Lin Xuan said so, the two girls didn't dare disobey and stopped.

"Stop."

Outside, the uninvited guests noticed something was amiss. The red-haired elder shouted sharply, halting all attacks in unison.

This action revealed a hint of what was happening: they were from the same sect and excelled at coordination; otherwise, such precision wouldn't be possible.

The red-haired elder flashed past to stand before Lin Xuan, his gaze scanning him with a look of surprise on his face.

A Separation and Union stage cultivator, even at the top of mid-stage, should have two dantian bodies. Why hadn't he taken over? Was it because he couldn't find an appropriate body?

This was why the red-haired elder had such thoughts. For cultivators who mastered the secret technique to manifest a second dantian body, there was a primary and secondary distinction, but outsiders couldn't discern this.

However, he didn't delve deeper into the matter. Regardless of the reason, a mere dantian body wasn't on his level.

But he didn't rush to act; this old fellow was cautious. He decided to probe Lin Xuan's situation first.

"Which sect are you from, and is this your main base?"

"Yes, so what?" Lin Xuan replied coldly.

"Haha, I've also set my eyes on this风水宝地. If you're willing to give it up, I can let all of your disciples go in peace," the red-haired elder said proudly, as if offering a favor.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan smiled but his lips curled with mockery: "I think there's something you haven't understood."

"What is it?"

The red-haired elder felt uneasy but couldn't pinpoint why.

"Who is the hunter and who is the prey?"

Lin Xuan suddenly reached behind his head, lightly tapping it. A flash of green light shot from his mouth, then vanished as a peculiar object appeared before everyone's eyes.

It was a tower-shaped artifact with seven layers; although not in shambles, it lacked any striking features.

Originally, Lin Xuan had boasted so much that even the red-haired elder thought he would reveal some powerful treasure. But seeing this implement, they were all stunned and exchanged glances with the other cultivators below.

"Haha, what is this? Is this trash his main treasure?"

"Haha, Second Brother, you shouldn't say such things. This thing isn't worth a mention to us, but for this senior, it might be something he struggled hard to obtain," another cultivator's voice echoed, the tone sharp and cutting, emphasizing "senior" with disdain.

Other voices followed, as if treating Lin Xuan like a clown.

It wasn't surprising that these dantian stage cultivators were so arrogant. They had numbers on their side and an elder backing them up. Even if they fought alone, even at the Separation and Union stage, without physical form, a mere dantian body against theirs was still uncertain. What to fear?

Cultivators generally bullied the weak and feared the strong; such opportunities to openly mock senior cultivators were rare, so they must be seized.

The red-haired elder was taken aback but laughed silently. The other party's boasts were huge, yet it turned out to be a pillowcase filled with straw. Did he dare show such a trivial object?

Perhaps he had no better treasures left; after all, having only his dantian body indicated that his physical form was destroyed, and the loss of artifacts and storage bags was normal.

!~!
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With these thoughts in mind, the red-haired elder believed his assumptions were correct and felt a touch of pity for Lin Xuan. After all, a Separation-Union Realm cultivator, even if not as glorious as the Cave Profound monster, was still someone who could shake the four directions with a single step. He was certainly a dominant figure. To end up in such a shabby state, even the elder felt somewhat pitiful for Lin Xuan.

"Friend, your strength may have been formidable before, but now you're nothing more than an infant spirit body. Who is stronger and who is weaker—don't you know? Why not be wise and leave this place? Give up this prime location, and I won't make things difficult for you."

As he spoke, the elder had a look of pity on his face, as if he were a kind and benevolent person.

"If Lin某 does not?" The infant spirit replied coldly.

"No,…" The elder's gaze suddenly changed, taking on a fierce expression. "If you dare to defy death, I will extract your soul and refine it."

The conversation ended here; continuing would be meaningless. In the end, who was stronger was decided by their fists.

Whoever had the bigger fist was the boss—survival of the fittest. Cultivators had always followed this rule for millions of years.

"Since you want to die, I will make it happen."

The elder did not regard the infant spirit as anything to be taken lightly. He reached out and retrieved a treasure item with a flick of his hand. However, Lin Xuan acted faster. Given his character, he had enough confidence in letting the second infant spirit face the enemy alone.

For fifty years, Lin Xuan had been using the Ten Thousand Souls Tower to breed and accelerate the growth of blood fire ants, never missing a day. It was time to show off the results.

Wild toxic insects were not confined creatures; they could change the very color of heaven and earth. If properly bred and fully matured, even these fierce primitive bugs did not fall short of powerful true spirits.

Of course, it wasn't possible for blood fire ants, but dealing with the current batch was within Lin Xuan's grasp.

Without a word, he raised his right hand and shot out a spell. The Ten Thousand Souls Tower shook, emitting a brilliant light. The first layer opened, revealing a blinding white light.

The white light transformed into a vortex, and a blood-red insect cloud emerged from it.

Upon closer inspection, the insect cloud covered the sky, composed of tiny flying insects about the size of fingernails, like a crimson wave rushing towards the opponent.

"What is this…?"

The elder was shocked. The infant spirit cultivators who had been mocking Lin Xuan's worthless treasure were also stunned. As soon as the Ten Thousand Souls Tower opened, overwhelming pressure surged forth. This wasn't some trash treasure; they had simply underestimated their own eyes.

Although they couldn't be sure what the tower was, such a high-grade treasure item was something they had never encountered before.

The shock continued, and this change was too unexpected. They were momentarily flustered, not knowing how to respond when the blood fire ants surged out.

From afar, it seemed like only one insect cloud, but its momentum was so powerful that it almost blocked half of the sky.

"Insect cultivator!"

All the cultivators muttered under their breaths, realizing the danger. In the cultivation world, breeding strange insects was difficult, yet their power could be immense. They didn't recognize these insects, but their sheer numbers chilled them to the bone.

Regret…..

They had been so careless in facing a Separation-Union Realm monster. How could they have been so reckless?

Everyone felt regretful, except for the red-haired elder who reacted quickly. The treasure item he revealed was peculiar in shape—a wheel-like object with sharp points. He pointed it forward, and a brilliant light surged into the insect cloud.

The blood fire ants, though individually weak, were scattered and killed. However, the elder did not show any joy.

There were just too many of them!

Although they didn't count, Lin Xuan estimated that there were over a million insects before his eyes. The white light from the tower had not closed; more insects continued to pour out.

How many monsters was the other side raising?

The elder felt cold. He knew well how many locusts it took to kill an elephant. Just looking at the sky, the sheer number gave him a sense of powerlessness.

Other cultivators were in similar states, each summoning their treasures. Some used powerful spells. One bald man was particularly fierce; after reciting some incantations, he sent out a wind dragon that crashed into the ant swarm, causing thousands of blood fire ants to be crushed. A large hole over ten meters wide appeared.

The cultivators were elated. These strange insects weren't as difficult to handle as they thought. However, their expressions changed soon after; the buzzing sound filled their ears, and in just a few breaths, the large hole was filled with new insects.

The number of insects in the sky did not decrease but continued to increase.

"Is this real? Who raises so many insects?"

The cultivators couldn't help but curse loudly. However, their voices were drowned out by the buzzing of the blood fire ants.

Generally, ordinary cultivators could not raise such insects, but Lin Xuan had conditions.

Ten Thousand Souls Tower!

This auxiliary treasure played a significant role. It could nourish and accelerate the growth of strange insects. All Lin Xuan needed to do was feed the queen ant and inject some earth essence into common stones for newborn blood fire ants to consume before throwing them into the Ten Thousand Souls Tower.

The queen ant had already recognized him, so he didn't need to worry about the remaining larvae; they could be controlled directly.

Raising them was incredibly easy. It required no effort at all.

Blood fire ants were terrifying in their reproduction. After fifty years of breeding, Lin Xuan had over a hundred queen ants, and the insect swarm reached a frightening number of millions.

Back then, with his powers, facing the formidable wave formed by silver fish birds, he could only run away. Over a million blood fire ants were similarly fearsome. Now, Lin Xuan was merely releasing a small portion of the insects.

"Go!"

Although it was easy to obtain blood fire ants, Lin Xuan did not stand idly by. He pointed his finger at the enemy.

Driven by their master's command, the insect cloud buzzed louder and surged forward towards the opponent.

The scene could not be described in words. A single locust wasn't terrifying, but a locust plague could change heaven and earth.

The insect cloud before them was even more terrifying—its numbers and power far exceeded that of locusts. Even as a Separation-Union Realm cultivator, the red-haired elder dared not face it directly; he retreated backward.
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His movements were swift, but the reactions of the two Fáng Yīn cultivators behind him were noticeably slower. Although they managed to retreat, they were ensnared by the insect cloud.

"Ahh!" The piercing screams filled his ears. At such close range, there was no time for them to summon their treasures; their protective aura was easily broken through. Every inch of their bodies was covered in demonic insects from head to toe.

The sensation was indescribable, but it was certainly a living hell. The torment was akin to having one's soul and essence torn apart.

In just a few breaths, the screams became fainter until they were barely audible. Then, with a loud explosion, the two Core Formation cultivators chose to self-destruct simultaneously.

The power of their self-destruction was formidable, and countless Bloodfire Ants turned into dust. However, this number was insignificant compared to the vast scale of their enemies. The remaining demonic insects showed no fear or regard for death; they continued to swarm the cultivators like a horde of bees.

Everyone had already been terrified, and none anticipated such an outcome. Originally, these cultivators were seasoned veterans, but in the face of such terrifying demonic insects, they lacked the will to fight on.

A thought flashed through his mind as he sent out a mental command.

"Buzz."

The Bloodfire Ants flew back like a whale sucking water, their white light flickering before retreating into the Ten Thousand Souls Tower. The Core Formation then opened its mouth and emitted a burst of light, shrinking the treasure before swallowing it whole.

The red-haired old man's brows furrowed as his expression fluctuated with uncertainty. He understood his situation well; he knew that if this continued, he would eventually meet his end. Why had the other suddenly stopped?

Was there a trap?

His thoughts raced, but he didn't dwell on it too much. The enemy was far more formidable than expected, and this insect control technique alone had him pinned down.

With all his disciples defeated, he felt intense hatred, but he knew that staying here would only bring him harm.

The saying went: "A gentleman seeks revenge; ten years is not too long." For now, he needed to preserve his life before seeking his revenge later.

With this plan in mind, he glared at Lin Xuan and then shot off to the left with a burst of energy.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise or alarm. He had anticipated such a reaction from him.

With a flick of his hands, he vanished without a trace—no Nine Heaven Microstep, but instant teleportation. As an Core Formation cultivator, this secret technique was easy for him to use.

Several flashes later, he arrived in front of the old man and blocked his path.

"Suicide!"

The red-haired old man roared. The other's actions seemed mocking; did they really think he was made of paper? He had never been so arrogant as a sect leader, but without the demonic insects, he should not be underestimated.

With this thought, he flicked his sleeves and hurled two golden wheel-shaped treasures at Lin Xuan with all his might.

A loud buzzing filled the air. The power of this treasure was undoubtedly formidable.

A mere Core Formation cultivator—how could they possibly handle it?

The old man's thoughts were filled with malice as he poured his energy into the treasure, ready for a decisive strike.

Lin Xuan smiled and ignored the terrifying attack. With a wave of his hand, a light enveloped his palm, and an egg-sized flame rose from it.

Though small, this volume was terrifying when compared to the size of a Core Formation cultivator.

"Buzz..."

As if a sea breeze had blown over him, Lin Xuan leaned back and threw the flame with all his might. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire traced a beautiful arc and collided directly with the other's treasure.

The old man's anger surged as he faced this full-force attack from the other. They didn't even bother to summon their treasures; just releasing a ball of fire? He had never seen such arrogance before.

In his fury, he injected all his energy into the treasure, but the other's foolish behavior was suicidal.

From another angle, it was an unprecedented opportunity—how could he miss it?

The golden wheel became increasingly radiant as it absorbed the old man's energy. The space seemed to distort slightly, showcasing its power.

However, in the next moment, the old man was shocked.

A sizzling sound echoed, and a blue light burst from the flame. A layer of frost instantly formed on the treasure's surface before it was completely frozen over.

This wasn't the end; the flame turned gray and pounced onto the treasure. The prideful golden wheel began to visibly deteriorate.

"Spit!"

A mouthful of blood erupted as he lost his life force-bound treasure, causing him injury. However, his eyes showed disbelief—what kind of demonic fire was this? How could its power be so formidable?

Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire!

With just one move, it could sweep through the same rank. This was why Lin Xuan had no qualms about sending out a second Core Formation to face the enemy.

Protected by such demonic flames, even a peak Core Formation cultivator would only flee in fear. A mere mid-stage cultivator held no significance for him.

"Suicide!"

He pointed his finger forward as the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire changed again. It flickered and transformed into a dozen-meter-long demonic insect, its body red like sunset clouds.

Its flat shape was unmistakably that of a Black Water Leech.

However, this wasn't just a simple transformation; the soul of the Black Water Leech had truly been refined within the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

The large insect's appearance alone was terrifying. A hiss echoed as it shot out a red mist from its mouth.

No, not a mist—it consisted of numerous flickering liquid-red dots that continued to shimmer.

It resembled the Blood Siphoning God Mist but with greater purity. After being refined by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, this technique would have even stronger effects.

Soon, the eerie red mist enveloped the old man. With a wave, he was completely covered.

The old man's expression turned pale as he flailed his hands like butterflies. A thick light barrier appeared before him.

But it was useless; the mist seemed to have permeability, easily penetrating the defensive barrier.

"What kind of spell is this?"

The old man was terrified as the red mist enveloped his body and skin quickly dried up.

"Bang!"

A muffled sound echoed as he chose to self-destruct. Unfortunately, the Blood Mist absorbed not only life force but also some of his essence.

With little essence left in his meridians, the effect was minimal. When the light dissipated, only a Core Formation cultivator remained suspended in mid-air!
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The infant spirit's face was filled with fear, his eyes a dull gray, and he dared not even attempt to use instant teleportation.

Because the eerie fog had transformed into a cage, locking him inside. Any slight movement would surely result in a swift attack.

His physical body’s fate lay before him; any act of defiance at this moment would be akin to suicide.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he flashed past and flew over.

"Friend, spare me! I am but a foolish old man who was momentarily blinded by greed. I coveted your precious land and wanted to take it for myself. I was wrong; please release me, and I will offer you rich compensation as penance." The infant spirit's voice was weak and pleading. At this moment, dignity meant nothing; survival was the top priority.

However, Lin Xuan showed no surprise or alarm. Such words could not sway his resolve.

Release him?

That would be a joke.

If it weren't for his second infant spirit technique, he might have been trapped in this critical moment, unable to escape and deal with matters. He knew all too well the fate that awaited both Bai Cao Sect and himself once the island's prohibitions were broken by the opposing forces.

Lin Xuan was no fool; better to err on the side of caution than to let a potential threat go. The other party had attacked Black Wind Island, so they should be prepared to pay the price for their actions.

With no interest in further ado, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, releasing several beams of white light that ensnared the old man's infant spirit. Then he flashed into the fog.

Since it was one of his own secret techniques, it had no effect on him.

The elderly infant spirit was filled with fear, but even speaking was beyond his current state. Lin Xuan covered his head and began to perform a soul-searching technique.

This time, the duration was much longer than usual, and Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated, indicating he had discovered something significant through the soul-searching.

After nearly half an hour, Lin Xuan's hand burst into flames, reducing the old man's infant spirit to ashes. The black water leech then opened its mouth and sucked in the blood-curse fog, reabsorbing it into its body.

With a loud pop, the flames returned to their brilliance and entered Lin Xuan’s palm.

"Unexpectedly, the妖族 has also gotten involved in this great war, and they are even allying with the sea creatures. This makes the human race's prospects very bleak," Lin Xuan muttered, his expression showing a hint of bewilderment.

He had only intended to use soul-searching to learn more about these cultivators' identities but was shocked by the alarming information he received.

Such situations were rare; the three major tribes in the East Sea maintained a balance. Any conflict between two tribes would see the third tribe take advantage, but for one to openly join forces with another side was extremely uncommon. In millions of years of history, such occurrences could be counted on one hand.

It was sheer coincidence that he had stumbled upon this situation.

Lin Xuan wondered what kind of significant benefits the sea creatures offered to convince the妖族 to ally with them.

This development made human prospects very perilous; not only were they losing men and resources, but two tribes were constantly attacking their territories. The group that attacked earlier belonged to the Heavenly Feather Sect. Their main stronghold had already fallen to the sea creatures, specifically the water mother clan.

Water mothers were one of the six major clans in the sea realm, known for their mysterious abilities; their cultivators excelled in illusion techniques and could kill enemies within the five elements.

The Heavenly Feather Sect was not weak in the East Sea cultivation world. Although they lacked a Grand Daoist, they had several Separation and Union period cultivators. However, over 90% of them were killed by the water mother clan's cultivators.

Only a red-haired old man led a few defeated soldiers to escape back to human territory, but their path was blocked.

Even if they could return, he wouldn't want to do so. With both tribes joining forces and even the Holy City in fear, summoning orders were repeatedly issued, demanding that all major sects send their most elite members. The casualties from fighting against sea creatures and妖族 were countless; many smaller sects had even been wiped out.

The red-haired old man didn't want his sect to face the same fate of losing its lineage. After weighing the pros and cons, he decided to flee to the chaotic seas where neutrality still prevailed, hoping to avoid this crisis.

Despite the dangers and hardships of their escape, they finally arrived here, desperately needing a safe haven. Unfortunately, they had provoked an unwelcome figure, leading to a tragic end.

Understanding the situation, Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful. He never expected the war to spread so far, involving humans,妖族, and sea creatures. Could the chaotic seas truly remain unscathed?

After standing still for a moment, Lin Xuan shook his head. Thinking about it now was meaningless; he had faced many storms in his life. Even if the entire East Sea fell into chaos, with strength, one could live freely amidst the turmoil.

Lin Xuan's expression returned to its neutral state as he waved his sleeves, causing the surrounding primordial energy to tremble. A series of greenish霞light streaks shot out, lifting up scattered storage bags on the sea surface. These treasures might not be useful to him but would support Bai Cao Sect’s cultivators for a long time.

Following Lin Xuan's nature, he wouldn't waste his efforts; while exterminating powerful enemies, he naturally took their treasures as well.

"Master."

A delicate voice called out. Turning around, Lin Xuan saw the Shangguan sisters had arrived, their eyes filled with admiration.

Though the sisters were weak in strength, they possessed good judgment and common sense. With just a second infant spirit, Master had killed hundreds of high-ranking cultivators, including those at his own level. Such achievements couldn't be described as merely impressive.

"Thank you for your great kindness; this was unavoidable..." Shangguan Muduyu's voice echoed, her face showing regret.

"It's fine, no need to say more. I know what’s in my heart."

Lin Xuan waved his hand. As the head of a sect, Shangguan Muduyu had good character and temperament; Lin Xuan merely disliked her overly formal behavior sometimes.

Overly polite could be annoying at times.

Turning around, Lin Xuan scanned over the disciples of Bai Cao Sect with satisfaction on his face.

Indeed, they were not bad. Although their innate qualities weren't outstanding, they still worked hard. After fifty years, achieving this level of strength was commendable.

Waving his sleeves again, he gathered the hundreds of storage bags and handed them to the three women.

"There are many valuable items here; sort them out carefully," Lin Xuan instructed!~!
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The moment the voice fell silent, Lin Xuan did not wait for their replies but transformed into a streak of shocking light and vanished deep within the island. Although his main婴 was still busy breaking through its bottleneck, he could complete this process without the aid of his second元婴.

However, from another perspective, sending his second元婴 back would be easier. Breaking through a bottleneck is a major matter for any cultivator; it must not fail. Lin Xuan was extremely concerned about this and, out of both reason and emotion, his second元婴 should contribute to the effort, even if only slightly increasing the odds.

Lin Xuan's swift departure left the disciples of Hundred Grass Sect in shock. However, they were not fools. They could easily guess that he was at a critical point in his cultivation, so no one asked questions. Instead, Shangguan Muduyu began assigning tasks.

Due to the protective禁制, they had not engaged in a full-scale battle outside. Thus, none of their disciples or even outsiders were injured. However, the禁制 was badly damaged, with many broken. Thankfully, the main sect protection array remained intact, but the light screen dimmed significantly as it consumed numerous crystal stones.

At this moment, they urgently needed to replenish energy. As the head of the sect, Shangguan Muduyu handled such matters smoothly and began distributing tasks. They also had to inventory their treasures; Lin Xuan's storage bag contained hundreds of items, mostly from the Condensation Core stage and above, with a third being at the元婴 level.

This收获 was beyond imagination for Hundred Grass Sect. Various丹药, talismans, and materials needed to be sorted out meticulously.

There were many tasks ahead, but they had successfully turned danger into safety, easing the minds of their disciples who now felt even more grateful towards Lin Xuan.

In the following days, no unexpected incidents occurred, and the sea once again returned to its peaceful state. Time passed swiftly, and three months flew by like a song.

It was late afternoon in midsummer; the sun had not yet set behind the hills, casting an eerie but beautiful light on the distant horizon. Although located deep within the island, the sound of the ocean waves occasionally reached their ears, creating a clear sky.

Suddenly, a streak of shocking light appeared above them and rushed towards them. The speed was fast enough to reveal two figures inside.

The light faded, and Shangguan sisters landed together on the ground outside Hundred Flower Valley.

Here they were, near the entrance of the valley.

Over this period, the sisters visited their master's cave almost daily after completing their cultivation. They wondered when he might emerge from his seclusion.

Their gratitude towards Lin Xuan was obvious; they believed he would surely break through to the Profound Void stage.

However, a fifty-year seclusion was still too short. She wondered what level of power her master had reached.

As they pondered this, a sudden fluctuation in the fog within Hundred Flower Valley surged like waves, followed by a streak of shocking light—a transmission talisman.

The sisters were surprised; such a change was unexpected. Before they could react, the transmission talisman zoomed towards them at incredible speed.

They exchanged a glance and both sank their consciousness into it.

After a moment, Shangguan Ling raised her beautiful face with an expression of confusion: "Sister, Master asked us to inform Mother that we should remove all禁制 from the island. Why?"

"Master instructed me; I have no idea why."

Shangguan Yan took out a blank transmission talisman and pressed it against her forehead, quickly inscribing some instructions before waving her sleeves to send it off.

This was a magnificent building resembling a jade pavilion. Although Shangguan Muduyu had her own cave, as the sect leader, she mostly stayed at the main headquarters of the sect. At this moment, she was meditating and refining essence.

After fifty years of effort, she successfully advanced from the middle stage to the late stage of Condensation Core. Even in the spirit realm, such a speed was commendable, thanks to the Jade Maiden Seven Heart Technique.

She had every chance to condense her元婴.

Thinking of Lin Xuan's kindness, she felt immense gratitude towards him.

Suddenly, a flicker appeared on her brow as she noticed the incoming transmission talisman. After reading it, confusion and shock were evident on her face.

Lin Xuan asked me to remove all禁制 from the island. Could there be a heavenly calamity? Has he already begun breaking through his late stage bottleneck, at a critical juncture?

Is that possible?

In fifty years, I advanced from middle to late Condensation Core, while Lin Xuan spent the same time advancing from middle to late Separation stage.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable—advancing from middle to late. However, upon careful consideration, could the Separation and Condensation stages be equated? The difficulty was incomparable; they were entirely different levels.

If her guess was correct, Senior Lin's advancement speed was too alarming.

However, apart from advancing, she couldn't find a reasonable explanation for this phenomenon.

After standing still for a moment, Shangguan Muduyu sighed in relief and decided not to delve deeper into the issue. Since Lin Xuan asked, she would follow his instructions.

She ended her meditation and began issuing orders.

Soon, the previously silent Black Wind Island suddenly became bustling as disciples left their caves, carrying array disks to various locations.

Boom!

An unimaginable sound echoed, far surpassing a thunderclap in intensity. The sky darkened abruptly, despite the sun still not having set behind the hills. A chill ran down everyone's spine upon hearing that explosive noise…
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The sun seemed to have lost its luster, and the fiery clouds instantly turned black as if ink.

"Is... this..."

The two sisters were somewhat pale. As the head of a sect, Shangguan Muduyu naturally needed to remain calm. After all, in terms of cultivation level, she was far superior to her two daughters.

This natural phenomenon wasn't enough to make her panic; on the contrary, her gaze swept over the dark clouds with more joy than worry.

It seems Senior Lin is truly preparing to break through his bottleneck.

"Fei'er, Yan'er, let's temporarily leave this place."

"Leave this place?" The two sisters turned their heads. "Mother, why?"

"If my guess is right, our master should be at the critical moment of breaking through the late-stage bottleneck. He cannot be disturbed now, and we staying here won't help him in any way; instead, there's a certain chance that cultivators will face false heavenly tribulations when advancing to a higher stage. I think your master considered this before stopping theprohibition," Shangguan Muduyu’s analysis entered their ears. Although it wasn’t entirely accurate, her speculation was not far off from Lin Xuan’s intentions.

However, upon hearing this, the sisters exchanged glances. What is a false heavenly tribulation?

"Your rank is still low; it's no wonder you don't know about this thing," Shangguan Muduyu sighed. "The separation stage is a watershed not just in terms of strength."

Once cultivators step into the separation stage, their cultivation becomes much more difficult. Every small breakthrough also carries significant risks because at this level, they can mobilize primordial energy from heaven and earth. When they break through to a higher stage, nearby primordial energy will rush towards them.

This leads to two results.

If handled well, it won't cause any harm; instead, the dense primordial energy could aid in advancement.

However, if the handling is slightly off, a massive disaster would befall those surrounding the primordial energy. It would transform into something akin to a heavenly tribulation, though its power can’t compare to an actual heavenly tribulation but shouldn't be underestimated.

"Mother said that when closing oneself in for a breakthrough, one cannot move. How will Master block the false heavenly tribulation? We should quickly activate theprohibition; it might help our master," Shangguan Yan’s face was filled with anxiety after her mother's explanation. She quickly grasped the key point.

"Yes, yes."

Although Shangguan Ling wasn't as clever as her sister, her respect and protection for their master were no less.

"Is... this..."

Surprisingly, a look of hesitation appeared on Shangguan Muduyu’s face.

"Mother, why are you still hesitating? Don’t you think your master's safety is more important than these trivialprohibition?" Shangguan Muduyu, originally a filial daughter, couldn't help but criticize her mother with harsh words in the heat of the moment.

Shangguan Muduyu smiled bitterly but didn’t argue with her daughters. After all, Lin Xuan’s care for the two girls was evident to everyone; reciprocating his kindness and respecting their master were perfectly normal.

Seeing her younger daughter looking at her intently, Shangguan Muduyu sighed. "Silly girl, how could I not know your master's kindness? Without him, our Hundred Herb Sect would have been wiped out long ago. Even if it means sacrificing the entire sect, I wouldn’t flinch; however, my master specifically sent a transmission talisman for us to remove theprohibition. I think there’s a reason behind this."

Shangguan Muduyu didn't finish her sentence, as Shangguan Yan was already ashamed. Although she was more mature compared to other girls of her age, in comparison to her mother, her considerations were clearly less thorough.

If she had insisted on opening theprohibition despite her master’s instructions, it might have been a case of good intentions leading to bad outcomes.

Thinking about how she spoke to her mother just now, she felt even more guilty. Her father died before she could remember him, and it was her mother who raised her through hardships; how could she speak to her like that?

"Mother, Yan'er is disrespectful, please punish me," Shangguan Yan knelt down gracefully.

A thud echoed as Shangguan Ling did the same with a look of shame on her face. "Mother, me too."

Although she didn’t speak out earlier, her thoughts were the same as her sister’s; now that she thought about it, she felt extremely ashamed.

"Alright, alright, I know you didn’t mean to. Master Lin has done great favors for both of you and our sect. You respect your elders and are grateful, which makes me very happy. How could I punish you? Let's leave this place; otherwise, if a false heavenly tribulation really descends, we won't be able to help but instead add to the trouble, that would truly be shameful."

Seeing her mother’s understanding, the sisters breathed a sigh of relief. They had no objections to this proposal and each took off in their light formations toward the outside.

Though it seemed far away, they actually stopped about several thousand feet from Hundred Herb Valley. After all, whether Lin Xuan could successfully advance was something the three girls cared deeply about.

"Mother, do you think a false heavenly tribulation will really descend?" Shangguan Ling asked with great anxiety.

"I don’t know, but the probability is not high. Don’t you know Master Lin’s character? Doing anything means he has a strong conviction; I think as long as nothing goes wrong, the risk of primordial energy loss is minimal," Shangguan Muduyu said calmly. In truth, she didn't often interact with Lin Xuan but understood his personality very well.

Before her words were finished, the surrounding primordial energy began to surge wildly, like a sea of waves converging here.

At the same time, silver lightning danced in the sky, thunder roared deafeningly, and rain poured down like water. It then turned into ice rain.

The bright lightning seemed to pierce through the heavens with each strike, making it impossible for them to hear each other clearly.

Despite not wanting to leave, the three girls activated their protective barriers; neither hail nor torrential rain dampened a single thread of their clothes.

This phenomenon was exceptionally fierce. The primordial energy rushing in from all sides increased, gathering until colorful light points appeared in their sight.

Some were as large as a foot, others about the size of an infant’s fist, and some were mere tiny specks.

Regardless of size, each contained shocking amounts of primordial energy!
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Shangguan Muyu's eyes widened in shock, her face reflecting a level of astonishment that couldn't be expressed in words. After a moment, she finally muttered, "Yan'er, could it be that your master possesses a full attribute spirit root?"

A full attribute spirit root, as the name suggests, is also known as a five-element spirit root, referring to one that contains all the attributes of metal, wood, water, fire, and earth.

With this in mind, such an individual can mobilize all types of primordial energy from heaven and earth. However, such a phenomenon was merely a legend within the Spirit Realm; other minor realms were unclear about it. Since the records began in the East Sea cultivation realm, there had definitely been no cases like that.

"Daughter, I am also unsure. My master never mentioned his spirit root attributes to me," said Yan'er with an expression of shock not much different from her mother's.

They didn't know that Lin Xuan wasn't even talking about a full attribute spirit root. When he first embarked on the path of cultivation, he hadn't even possessed the most ordinary spirit root. With his averagequalifications, relying solely on effort and the Blue Star Sea, he gradually advanced step by step.

Later, in the Moon Ink Clan, using its sacred fruit, he did indeed develop a wood attribute spirit root. However, it was not particularly exceptional; it was just moderately above average.

Lin Xuan's experiences were so complex that they far exceeded what ordinary cultivators could achieve. The Peacock's innate spiritual light, Yin-Yang Art, and Phoenix Dance in Nine Heavens, combined with various medicinal pills, allowed Lin Xuan to freely mobilize primordial energy from all attributes despite not being a holder of the five-element spirit root. Nobody knew exactly how the Blue Star Sea played a role within him.

In summary, he could achieve such feats due to numerous coincidences and fortunate circumstances that made it impossible for anyone else to replicate.

"Is that so? Then let me consider another perspective: is it possible that Master is currently breaking through to the Dantian玄 (this term often refers to a mystical or supernatural concept, but without more context, it's hard to provide an exact translation) stage?" Yan'er proposed a bold hypothesis. Perhaps this was akin to the saying, "a calf dares not fear tigers."

Upset and amused at the same time, Songyangmuyu shook her head. "Impossible," she said. "Not only has too little time passed, but my ancestor mentioned that the anomalies during a breakthrough to Dantian玄 (this term often refers to a mystical or supernatural concept, but without more context, it's hard to provide an exact translation) are entirely different from this situation."

"Oh!"

The two girls lowered their heads, showing disappointment on their faces. From their perspective, they naturally hoped for their master's strength to be as powerful as possible.

However, it seemed like such thoughts were merely wishful thinking, causing them some disappointment.

"Perhaps…" After a few moments of thought, Yan'er said something and was about to speak when—

Boom!

A loud voice echoed in her ears, deafening yet different from the sound of thunder. She couldn't quite describe what it was but saw that the primordial energy enveloping the island suddenly found an outlet, rushing into Lin Xuan's Hundred Flower Valley with great force.

In a moment, colorful primordial energy converged into a heart-stopping torrent, breathtaking in its grandeur. No words could adequately describe it. The Hundred Flower Valley, though vast, felt like a tiny boat in the midst of an ocean, being submerged or permeated by the primordial energy.

"Ah…"

The three girls were too shocked to cry out; such a spectacle was something they would only see once in their lifetimes.

However, this was just the beginning. "Mother, look," said Yan, pointing at the mountain peak. The dense primordial energy had begun eroding it bit by bit.

The process was slow but undeniable. The mountain crumbled gradually as stones were eroded by the primordial energy and carried away by the wind. It felt like everything within a thousand feet of Lin Xuan's abode was slowly turning to sand.

Yan'er, despite her youth, was equally shocked, even dazed. She began to doubt whether he had surpassed her expectations or even broken through to the Dantian玄 (this term often refers to a mystical or supernatural concept, but without more context, it's hard to provide an exact translation) stage.

The process was magnificent, but the entire valley turned into sand at a glacial pace, visible only by the naked eye. From afar, Songyangmuyu and her two daughters stood for hours without feeling the passage of time.

Moreover, this phenomenon made it impossible to gauge what time it was based on the sky's color.

They had been standing there all night long, from dusk until dawn.

When the sun finally rose over the horizon, casting warm light across the sea, turning its waves golden. At that moment, the entire valley had completely turned into sand. Throughout this process, primordial energy gradually dissipated as if being sucked in by something.

In the morning sunlight, a young man sat on the ground, his face flushed with sweat. He looked exhausted and pained.

After all, breaking through a bottleneck required immense effort even when well-prepared. The actual process was far from easy; many challenges lay ahead that he had to overcome. This time, Lin Xuan encountered unforeseen difficulties that he never anticipated.

But regardless, he succeeded. The achievement was significant enough to bring him joy and celebration.

To be honest, Lin Xuan initially only aimed to advance his main maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation)'s realm. The second maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation) and the demon core were merely auxiliary effects in this process. After all, one must take it step by step without rushing or risking going astray.

Lin Xuan had planned well, being cautious, but reality proved different. He tried to gather more primordial energy to facilitate easier advancement as per the scriptures. His calculations turned out correct.

Thus, he gathered as much as possible, but he overlooked one thing: there is a limit to everything. Too much primordial energy, combined with the effects of several medicinal pills, overwhelmed his main maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation)'s capacity. If not absorbed into his body, it would trigger a false heavenly tribulation—a result Lin Xuan was determined to avoid.

Desperate and unable to bear it, his main maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation) had no choice but to let the second maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation) take over, absorbing the excess energy. The second maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation) was also full, so the demon core joined in.

Fortunately, as a dual maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation)-single demon core cultivator, Lin Xuan's fate wasn't dire; he wouldn't die from over-absorption or suffer a false heavenly tribulation. The concentration of primordial energy was so high that even a false heavenly tribulation would be nearly as powerful as the real one.

Lin Xuan originally aimed to advance his main maininfant or young child (context is needed for the most accurate translation) to the later stage, but now with both main infants and demon core fully absorbing primordial energy, he had no choice but to let them all advance together.

The process was dangerous and challenging. Lin Xuan was terrified at first, but there was no turning back once it reached this point. Knowing that a misstep could lead him astray, he gritted his teeth and went through with it.

But fortunately, the heavens were on his side. This difficult process went smoothly, and after a night of adjustment, both main infants and demon core successfully advanced to the later stage.

Perhaps this was what people meant by turning disaster into fortune.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. Regardless of how arduous the journey had been, the outcome was undoubtedly satisfactory.

Opening his eyes, Lin Xuan’s gaze shone with brilliance. Although no spiritual pressure emanated from him, Songyangmuyu and her two daughters sensed a subtle difference.

It was an intangible feeling, akin to facing the shark clan's disease—a mere shadow of its power.

Yet, the opponent was a veteran at the Dantian玄 (this term often refers to a mystical or supernatural concept, but without more context, it's hard to provide an exact translation) stage.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had successfully advanced both main infants and demon core. In terms of magical power, he no longer fell short of ordinary cultivators at the early Dantian玄 (this term often refers to a mystical or supernatural concept, but without more context, it's hard to provide an exact translation) stage. Of course, his lower realm still brought some disparity, but his cultivation techniques could compensate for it. With confidence, Lin Xuan was ready to face a veteran at the Dantian玄 (this term often refers to a mystical or supernatural concept, but without more context, it's hard to provide an exact translation) stage!
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After enduring numerous hardships, Lin Xuan finally succeeded in advancing to the later stage. A smile crept onto his face as he lifted his head and slowly scanned around him, only to spot three slender figures.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. His entire body was enveloped in a green glow before he vanished from his original spot with an eerie presence. In the next moment, he had arrived beside the two girls.

His speed was so swift that it left people speechless; it seemed as if no distance separated them at all.

Setting aside Shangguan Muyu for now, the two girls were visibly startled and reached out to pat their chests. However, their shock quickly turned into joy.

With a gentle wave of her hand, they knelt down in mid-air: "Yan'er, Ling'er, we welcome our Master's return from seclusion."

"Return from seclusion?"

Hearing the two girls say this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a strange expression. He turned his head to see that Baihua Valley had vanished without a trace, and all the rocks and soil within a thousand feet around it had also disappeared with the wind.

Lin Xuan remembered clearly how he broke through the bottleneck; this method of exiting seclusion was indeed quite rare.

From another perspective, it could be said to be unique in its own way.

However, Lin Xuan did not correct the girls' mistake. In a blink of an eye, fifty years had passed. Although his second婴had come out once during that time, seeing his beloved disciple again after such a long separation felt like a world apart. "Alright, alright, no need for formalities," he said with a smile. "I don't appreciate all these rituals and ceremonies. You two should know."

"Yes!"

The girls stood up respectfully, their faces filled with joy. Shangguan Muyu then approached to offer her congratulations.

Following them, Lin Xuan returned to the main hall of Baihua Sect.

There was no need for further mention; the entire sect celebrated together. Shangguan Muyu personally prepared a feast in the kitchen. Her cooking skills were quite good, with various delicacies laid out on the table, their fragrance permeating the air. Although cultivators could practice alchemy to survive without food, occasionally satisfying one's appetite was not a bad idea.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate and indulged himself in eating and drinking heartily.

Grapes and fine wine... Unfortunately, he didn't know where Mo'er was now. Qixin had already ascended to the Spirit Realm earlier, and whether she had been cured of her poison or settled down in some dimension remained unknown. Yuan Yuan had also been closed off in seclusion since he left for Penglai Mountain; he wondered how she was doing at this moment.

The joy of advancement truly made him want to share it with his beloved, but they were all far away from him.

Lin Xuan sighed softly and showed a hint of loneliness. When would he be able to reunite with his wife?

"Master, what's wrong?"

A concerned voice entered his ears. Shangguan Ling's eyes showed confusion. In this celebration, there was no distinction between seniority; her two disciples were sitting beside him.

"It's nothing," Lin Xuan shook his head. "I'm just missing my family from the past. Drink up."

"Oh!"

Shangguan Ling didn't say anything more. Her beautiful eyes blinked repeatedly. Was Master thinking of his wife? He had never mentioned such a person before, and she wondered what kind of woman could make such an impressive man fall in love.

The young girl's curiosity was natural; children often have a nosy nature, but she refrained from speculating about her respected master. However, she had already imagined various scenarios.

On the other side, Lin Xuan put his emotions aside. After all, wallowing in sadness wouldn't help. He pursued the path of immortality and their temporary separation wasn't significant; as long as he worked hard, they would reunite one day. The cultivation world was full of danger, but he hoped that she could overcome them safely.

Lin Xuan was not a fussy person; his mood quickly returned to normal as he joined in the celebration with Baihua Sect's disciples. By noon, he had drunk himself into a stupor.

After waking up and washing up, he saw a beautiful girl waiting outside: "Greetings, senior."

"Master, no need for formalities. Do you have something for me?" Lin Xuan glanced at Shangguan Muyu.

"Yes."

She nodded. "The last time, you destroyed our enemies and let us handle their storage bracelets. We've already inventoried them all. Please take a look to see if there's anything you need."

As the head of the sect, Shangguan Muyu was also someone with discernment. Although Lin Xuan was generous, they still needed to be cautious. The items in the storage bracelets had to be selected by him first.

"Thank you for your efforts," said Lin Xuan with a smile. "I'll take a look."

"Let me lead the way; please follow behind."

Shangguan Muyu took a few steps forward as she spoke, leading them through winding corridors and past artificial waterfalls until they reached a large door.

The door was adorned with various talismans and miniature arrays, emitting a faint white glow. Clearly, there were powerful restrictions inside.

Without hesitation, Shangguan Muyu raised her hand, and an unknown time, a storage bracelet fell from her sleeve into her palm.

A red light shot out of the token and entered the door's aura... A creaking sound echoed in his ears as all the restrictions simultaneously vanished. The large door opened as expected.

"The defensive array on this door is quite good," said Lin Xuan, rubbing his forehead with a faint smile.

"Master has keen eyesight; originally, this was where Black Wind Bandits stored their treasures."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding. Without hesitation, he followed Shangguan Muyu inside.

"This..."

Once they entered the circular hall, Lin Xuan was shocked. They were in a spacious room with a diameter of about a hundred feet, plain and unadorned. What caught his attention were the piles of treasures that seemed like small mountains.

There were various materials, spirit herbs, bottles, jars, and countless types of immortal pills. The sheer number far exceeded his expectations!
第一千八百章

How could there be so many treasures? Lin Xuan's expression was one of surprise. The storage bags had been handed over to Shangguan Muduyu, and although there were hundreds of them, with a third being cultivators above the Core Formation stage, the sheer number still left him somewhat stunned. It appeared as though they might even be akin to the accumulated treasures of an entire sect.

"Madam, I'm not sure."

Shangguan Muduyu's bitter-sounding voice entered his ears, but there was a hint of unrestrained joy in it. When she had counted these treasures before, she too had been greatly surprised. However, despite her surprise, who would complain about having more treasure?

Lin Xuan merely asked casually. He had already regained his composure.

He had once searched the soul of the red-haired elder, obtaining much information. But because the intelligence from the alliance between the beast races and sea races was too shocking, he had overlooked many other details.

Fortunately, after cultivating in the Five Elements techniques, almost everyone possessed a photographic memory. After careful consideration now, it wasn't difficult to recall these details.

Attacked by the sea race's jellyfish cultivators, while the Heavenly Feather Sect was not lowly, they still managed to hold their ground and repel some of them. Most died in battle, but a few elites escaped with the red-haired elder.

Although they had lost their main headquarters, their retreat was orderly. To rebuild, they took away most of the sect's accumulated treasures over the past ten thousand years. No wonder there were so many treasures here.

Lin Xuan was delighted and immediately put these materials in his bag without hesitation. He also picked up some high-grade ones but left the mid-grade and lower-grade crystals for the disciples of the Hundred Grass Sect.

He wasn't a selfish person, and such low-grade crystals weren't worth much to him. But they were still a significant amount of treasure for Shangguan Muduyu.

Next, Lin Xuan began counting other materials. These included various stones, minerals, and different kinds of spirit grasses. Some he didn’t recognize but could estimate their value roughly.

Among the useful items he found, there was an unexpected surprise: Fire Cloud Iron and Hundred Flames Stones—both key ingredients for forging the Nine Palaces Needles Sword's fire sword. With his previous collections, he was almost ready to complete the materials needed.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but put these two materials in his bag with great enthusiasm. For other eye-catching minerals and spirit grasses, Lin Xuan also didn’t hesitate, as there was no need for him to be polite towards the Hundred Grass Sect.

After all, due to his high standards, he only took a small portion of them. The remaining items were still valuable treasures that even crystals couldn't easily obtain.

Lin Xuan also found many talismans and medicinal pills, which he gladly accepted whenever needed.

For an entire afternoon, Lin Xuan picked through the treasures until the sun was setting. He finally stood up and clapped his hands, smiling contentedly: "Alright, I have finished selecting these treasures. The rest can be taken by the sect leader."

"Is there still so much?"

Shangguan Muduyu's face showed surprise. Although she knew Lin Xuan was generous, she didn't expect it to reach this extent.

After all, her sect relied on his protection, and he had used great power to eliminate their enemies. In terms of reason or the conventions of the cultivation world, these treasures should belong to him. Even if he wasn’t selfish, he deserved a large portion, like eating the meat and leaving some broth for the sect.

However, Lin Xuan only took a small amount of treasure, offering all the rest. Shangguan Muduyu felt somewhat apprehensive. She knew when to be respectful.

A drop of water should repay with a spring's worth. Given how well Lin Xuan treated her sect, she couldn't take advantage of him.

"Senior, this is inappropriate. Please take more treasures," Shangguan Muduyu said sincerely.

Lin Xuan smiled. This woman had good intentions and knew gratitude, but he was already past the stage where seeing treasure made him want to take it all for himself.

Take everything?

Even if his storage bag could hold them, he still found it unnecessary.

Ordinary treasures were useless to him, and he had plenty of crystals. Lin Xuan believed that even a late-stage Profound Origin cultivator would be stunned by his wealth.

He only needed rare and extraordinary materials now. He didn't need to tell Shangguan Muduyu this explicitly. After some hesitation, she thanked him deeply in gratitude.

In truth, the treasure was like timely rain for the Hundred Grass Sect. After fifty years of recuperation, their disciples still needed certain crystals and medicinal pills daily. The Black Wind Bandits' remaining treasures were scarce.

As Shangguan Muduyu thought this, Lin Xuan's voice came: "By the way, do your sect's disciples have enough medicinal pills for meditation?"

Medicinal pills were essential during meditation. In the past, even in the Floating Cloud Valley, spirit grass pills had been distributed to the灵动期 cultivators every month.

Even ordinary cultivators couldn't treat medicinal pills like candy, but they still consumed some over time.

"There aren’t many left."

Shangguan Muduyu shook her head. This was a source of worry for her. About a thousand miles away from Black Wind Island, there used to be a Heart随意Island, the headquarters of a Zhou family. There were also shops on the island, though small, they had a wide variety of goods, convenient for passing cultivators.

During his fifty years of seclusion, she had visited Heart随意Island several times, selling the bandits' remaining treasures to buy medicinal pills and crystals.

Compared to the mortal world, the Spirit Realm was incredibly rich in resources. The medicinal pills needed by spirit grass and Core Formation stage cultivators could be easily bought with crystals at the shops.

The supply was ample, and what was needed was merely crystal consumption.

Now that the bandits' remaining treasures were scarce, the most troubling thing for her was that two years ago, she had visited Heart随意Island again only to find it deserted. The Zhou family had been completely eradicated by unknown cultivators.

Shangguan Muduyu was greatly alarmed and didn’t dare to investigate further. She hurriedly returned.

Her strength was well-known to her. Although the Zhou family on Heart随意Island consisted of just a few individuals, there were said to be two Core Formation elders. Such power had been eradicated; if she encountered someone like that, she wouldn't have any chance.

She didn’t care about the Zhou family's rise or fall but needed their shops for medicinal pills and other items. Without them, where would her sect’s disciples buy these things?

The location was remote, making it difficult to find another shop even after flying many miles.

Although Shangguan Muduyu had made significant progress in fifty years, she was only at the late-stage Spirit Condensation stage now. Her strength wasn’t weak but couldn’t compare with powerful cultivators. She could barely handle slightly stronger sea beasts.

Especially in the chaotic seas, compared to other places, there were more blood and gore by several times. Shangguan Muduyu’s journey across the ocean for medicinal pills was extremely dangerous.

However, this wasn't a solution. She had planned to take the risk but found it coincidentally that Lin Xuan had just emerged from seclusion at the right time.

Hearing his question now, Shangguan Muduyu felt embarrassed. Her sect already relied heavily on him, and asking for such a small favor was awkward.

However, despite her words, she still revealed her difficulties.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan didn’t show any impatience. This matter was trivial to him; he planned to visit the Nine Immortal City anyway, buying medicinal pills and other cultivation materials for the Hundred Grass Sect as well. It was just a side trip with no trouble involved.

Now that his cultivation had reached the late-stage Bonding stage, and both his two cores and one pill simultaneously advanced, his strength had greatly increased. Even facing a Profound Origin cultivator head-on, Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, though he couldn't guarantee victory.
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The next few tasks required Lin Xuan's attention were numerous. One was the treasures hidden by Black Wind Sovereign, which he intended to retrieve. Although Lin Xuan knew through soul probing that those treasures were stored in a very concealed and secure place, the saying "a long night breeds many dreams" applied here. Especially with the chaotic state of the Eastern Sea cultivation realm today, these items needed to be secured under his control for peace of mind.

Through soul probing, Lin Xuan further understood the current situation of the Eastern Sea cultivation realm—it was so bizarre that it defied description. The妖族 did not attempt to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat but instead directly entered the fray. Facing two powerful forces united, humanity suffered significant setbacks.

In such a context, could the chaotic seas under the leadership of Nine Immortal Palace truly remain aloof?

Lin Xuan was unsure. He had no idea about the current state of the Eastern Sea cultivation realm; he only accidentally gleaned some information through soul probing. To get more details, Lin Xuan planned to go to Nine Immortal City and gather intelligence.

After all, if the chaotic seas were also drawn into this conflict, there would be no paradise in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm anymore. Lin Xuan had no interest in strife; for his own cultivation, he needed to make early preparations.

According to Lin Xuan's character, he always preferred planning before acting rather than scrambling at the last minute to find solutions.

Early preparation was definitely a good idea.

Of course, there was no need to inform Shangguan Mudouyi about these matters. After all, her cultivation level was too low; such issues were hard for her to offer sensible advice on.

There was no point in adding unnecessary worries to her. This woman had to cultivate and worry about the Hundred Herbs Sect's affairs, which was already a heavy burden.

Lin Xuan asked Shangguan Mudouyi for several storage bags and packed some of the treasures he found. He planned to sell them in Nine Immortal City and use the proceeds to buy medicinal pills and crystal stones.

However, considering the time, it was already late today. Lin Xuan did not wish to travel at night; he decided to rest first.

The next morning, as the sun rose over the eastern horizon, a streak of lightning left Black Wind Island.

Before leaving, Lin Xuan instructed Shangguan Mudouyi to activate the禁制. The place was remote, and the previous intrusion by Heavenly Feather Sect was purely coincidental; it would not happen again in the short term.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not worry about his disciples' and Hundred Herbs Sect's safety while he was away. Besides, jade unpolished remains a stone, and no matter how many girls or sect members relied on his protection, they eventually had to stand on their own feet. Cultivators especially needed self-reliance.

This departure would serve as a test for them.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's遁光 disappeared into the distance.

But where to go was not yet decided; after all, two matters needed addressing, and they should be prioritized.

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered. After a moment, a self-deprecating smile appeared on his face. What was the point of thinking about these things? It didn't matter which direction he went first.

With thoughts racing in his mind, Lin Xuan's surrounding spiritual light became more dazzling, and he headed towards the southwest sky.

After half a month, in an uninhabited sea area, apart from some seabirds and fish, no other life could be seen. The air here was noticeably less dense compared to other seas.

"Kwa kwa."

The noisy chirping of seagulls filled his ears. Apart from that, everything was silent. Suddenly, a green light appeared on the horizon where sea met sky.

Flashing rapidly, it seemed unremarkable at first glance but moved with incredible speed. In just a few breaths, it had approached closely.

As the light faded, a plain-looking young man emerged.

Lin Xuan turned his head and scanned around before muttering to himself, "Sure enough, that Black Wind Sovereign did an excellent job finding such a remote and desolate place. Buried here, these treasures are indeed very secure."

In half a month of travel, Lin Xuan felt the atmosphere in the chaotic seas was different from usual. Although there were always many bloody battles, more outsiders had entered.

Lin Xuan had encountered situations similar to Heavenly Feather Sect's multiple times. After many human sects' defeats, they fled to the chaotic seas for safety.

Of course, occasionally, remnants of妖族 or sea creatures would also appear. Despite humanity's unfavorable position against two powerful forces, they still had some counterattack capabilities.

With Lin Xuan's strength, he did not need to worry about danger. However, as the saying went, it was better to avoid trouble if possible. He had his own issues to deal with and preferred not to complicate matters further.

Whenever he encountered cultivators, Lin Xuan would detour around them; his evasive techniques were so adept that they could hardly be detected.

Continuing on this path, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the sea area Black Wind Sovereign remembered. According to soul probing, the treasures were buried underwater.

Of course, their exact location had some markings.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his extremely powerful spiritual sense to search meticulously. The process was not complicated but certainly tedious.

Fortunately, with the prospect of many treasures, Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with excitement. He could endure this patience.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, having found nothing in a thousand-mile radius.

Lin Xuan did not rush; he only obtained a general direction through soul probing. The exact location needed more thorough searching.

With spiritual light flashing again, Lin Xuan flew towards the chosen direction.

Releasing his spiritual sense to search for the marks in memory, he found nothing and then flew further away.

This cycle repeated itself.

Two days later, the sun hung high overhead, making it quite hot. Fortunately, this temperature was insignificant to cultivators.

Suspended above the sea surface, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed a flicker of joy on his face as he previously appeared calm.

"Finally found it."

A barely audible voice whispered in his ear. Then, Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped by green light as he flew towards the direction.

Several small islands appeared in his sight.

Technically speaking, they were more like reefs because the largest one was only a hundred zhang long from east to west and had just some low bushes on it. Calling them islands was somewhat misleading.

The other islands were similar; they looked unremarkable but their distribution was peculiar—arranged in the shape of the Big Dipper.

This detail, if not carefully noticed, could easily be overlooked.

Lin Xuan smiled as he scanned these seven islands with his gaze and then dived into the sea at the position of the Big Dipper.
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Lin Xuan's movements were incredibly swift. In just half an hour, the sea parted to reveal a dazzling ray of light that shot out. Following this, intense flashes of spiritual energy lit up the area, and a sharp sound of breaking through the air echoed loudly before the ray vanished into the distant horizon.

This time, Lin Xuan had come to search for Black Wind Sovereign's treasures. Although there were some unexpected setbacks along the way, his final收获 was greater than he originally anticipated.

However, where was that stone coffin in the center of the array? Who could have taken it away?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he guessed this must be a very troublesome opponent. He had dismantled and looted all the materials used to set up the array, leaving nothing behind for his adversary when they returned. It would be highly unlikely that they would just let him go.

Although Lin Xuan's current strength might not intimidate them, cultivators are driven by profit. Without any benefit, he wouldn't risk his life to confront them. The best choice was to leave as quickly as possible.

Thus, Lin Xuan sped up, making several turns in the process before heading towards Jiuxian City. By now, his speed had slowed down considerably. He figured that if nothing went wrong, his opponent would not be able to catch up with him.

However, Lin Xuan was overly confident this time around. Meanwhile, deep within the ruins of a sunken ship on the seabed:

"Damned! Who destroyed my Celestial Corpse Gathering Yin Array?"

A frustrated voice echoed through the air. The speaker was a middle-aged man in his forties, with a stern and imposing appearance. His expression was one of intense frustration as he furrowed his brows.

His body emitted an overwhelming spiritual pressure, nearly reaching the peak of the Xuanxiao stage, just a hair's breadth away from the中期 realm.

"Damned! To find this place filled with corpse energy, I've searched the entire chaotic sea for nearly a century. This array is no small feat to set up and required all my resources," he muttered, his expression becoming increasingly sinister as he continued: "Who in the world did such a despicable thing? Ruining my good fortune?"

In front of him lay true ruins.

With Lin Xuan's nature, he didn't leave any trace behind. After dismantling and looting the mysterious array, he unleashed sword energy to completely destroy the ship, aiming to cover his tracks.

"Damned! Do you think I can't track you down like this?" The middle-aged man's eyes flashed with mockery as he said: "No matter who you are, you will pay a heavy price. You cannot escape death."

His voice was filled with venomous hatred. He raised both hands and continuously cast spells, enveloping himself in a thick cloud of corpse energy. Tentacles seemed to grow from the array, extending out like living things.

After about a cup of tea's time, the middle-aged man lifted his head, his voice echoing like that of an owl: "I've found your life signature. You think you can run? Dream on! I will stick to your heels like a bone parasite..."

"Hahaha..."

His laughter was both eerie and frenzied as he turned around, more corpse energy emerging from him. He transformed into a pale ray of light and dashed out of the sea.

Lin Xuan did not know about this. At that moment, his speed had already slowed down significantly; he was leisurely flying along at a steady pace.

After all, even with full-speed flight, it would take several days to reach Jiuxian City. There was no need for him to exert himself so much. A few more or fewer days wouldn't make much difference.

As he flew, Lin Xuan began tallying the treasures he had acquired this time—his luck had been exceptionally good. The array was incredibly complex, and many of the materials used were beyond what even crystal stones could buy.

Feeling his fortune, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile happily as he continued to count his spoils while flying. Suddenly, his expression changed as if he had noticed something. He turned his head slightly towards the left.

There was a sky-high aura of malevolence in that direction, and the fundamental energy of the world surged violently. Clearly, cultivators were engaged in battle, with numbers, scale, and power levels far exceeding anything Lin Xuan had encountered before.

Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression as he sensed the situation. There were several Separation Stage cultivators fighting fiercely.

On his way here, he had seen similar scenes, but this was on an entirely different scale. Should he intervene?

A hesitant look appeared on Lin Xuan's face. His cautious nature could not suppress his curiosity, and he flew towards the scene.

Of course, he concealed his aura and hid his form to avoid getting involved in any conflict.

With his evasion skills, it took him only a moment to reach the area.

Seeing the scene before him, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show shock on his face. He had only briefly scanned with his divine sense without detailed inspection, so he knew there was significant fighting, but he never imagined its scale would be so grand.

Together, the combatants numbered over ten thousand. On one side were Daoist cultivators in robes, and on the other,妖族. The battle raged fiercely.

"Could even the chaotic sea have been drawn into this conflict?"

The sight left Lin Xuan in a state of shock. However, he was not an ordinary cultivator; he had long accustomed himself to remaining calm in face of adversity. He quickly reacted and silently approached without making a sound.

He caught a初级化形妖族, the process being extremely covert. With his strength, subduing such a cultivator was too easy for him to worry about exposure.

Moreover, with a conflict involving thousands of cultivators, one more初级化形妖族 would not be noticed.

After capturing it, Lin Xuan naturally used his soul-searching technique without hesitation. After a moment, he revealed a look of understanding on his face.

It turned out that his concerns were unnecessary. The chaotic sea had not been drawn into the conflict; rather, like the situation with Tiandiao Sect, one of the major human sects, Cloud Crane Sect's main headquarters, was also occupied by the combined forces of aquatic and妖族. However, more than five thousand disciples managed to escape.

They did not choose to return to their homeland but planned to rest in the chaotic sea, hoping to rise again.
第一千八百零七章 千龙之牙再现

By this time, it was clear that the moment had passed. Lin Xuan's experience in magical combat was vast; he targeted a moment when they were so engrossed in their battle that they couldn't spare any hands to retaliate.

His fingers traced an intricate path through the air as his mana surged into the法宝 before him with the force of a dam breaking. An incredible scene unfolded: the number of ice serpents and fire dragons suddenly multiplied tenfold, their terrifying presence overshadowing the entire sky. A destructive power burst forth.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and the ice serpents and fire dragons instantly transformed into seven each, with no reduction in their oppressive aura; it only grew stronger.

This was no longer a mere hundred dragon fangs; there were now over a thousand of them.

Such power was something Lin Xuan had used against shark demons before, but that time he relied on the miraculous effects of medicinal spirit to temporarily elevate his realm. Ultimately, it still depended on the power of pills.

Now, however, he hadn't consumed anything beforehand. Both infants and the single pill had advanced to a later stage, making his mana nearly comparable to that of an ancient monster. Thus, this terrifying technique was reenacted.

Using Hundred Dragon Fangs at this moment was most fitting. Lin Xuan's keen eye for opportunity left no doubt.

As for the妖族 being caught in this, he didn't care; they were all enemies to him—use a wide-ranging attack and completely annihilate them, which would be the most efficient way.

Roar!

Deafening roars echoed as the thousand dragons obscured the entire sky. They seemed to charge forward.

Frustrating!

The venomous curses of the妖族 filled his ears. At this moment, they knew they were being used and their eyes bulged with rage. The hatred towards Lin Xuan was beyond description.

What could they do? Curses and insults couldn't solve anything; in the end, it came down to strength.

The thousand dragons fiercely lunged forward.

Claws and fangs gleamed as they tore apart the remaining dozen or so妖族 without any悬念.

Originally, Hundred Dragon Fangs had immense power. However, over half of the妖族 were at the Separation stage or higher, making them not easily overwhelmed. But Lin Xuan chose a moment when their defenses against the zombie demons were in deadlock; even though they realized they had been tricked, they could only be shocked and enraged but couldn't defend themselves.

In other words, these poor妖族 were like fish on a chopping board—completely defenseless, relying solely on their strength to withstand Lin Xuan's attacks.

Though the妖族 had many tough-skinned members, Hundred Dragon Fangs weren't easily endured. In the end, they disintegrated into pieces with cries of agony, their souls returning to the underworld.

The zombie demon was in a similar predicament but, being an ancient monster, he wasn't completely defenseless.

Realizing he too had fallen into Lin Xuan's trap, the zombie demon was both shocked and enraged. With a fierce look in his eyes, he erupted with a gray-white aura. A battle armor materialized, composed of unknown bones, with sharp spines on his back and a large skull at his chest.

Red light shone from the eye sockets as a ghastly chewing sound filled the air. The skull opened its blood-red mouth, emitting greenish-blue ghost flames.

These flames were not only eerie but also carried a stench of decay.

This attack was insufficient; with a loud roar, the zombie demon's head suddenly swelled. His body remained the same size, looking comical.

However, his aura surged as he expelled gray-white zombie flames from his throat. These combined with the greenish-blue ghost flames, creating a formidable dual flame attack that seemed to ignite the entire sky.

It looked impressive, but in reality, this was hastily conjured magic.

Lin Xuan had been preparing for a long time. With intent against mindless action, their attacks couldn't compare in power.

Boom!

The two types of flames clashed with Hundred Dragon Fangs. There were over a thousand dragons and ice serpents. The cloud of fire held its own against the thousands of dragons but was soon torn apart by the destructive force. The dragons paused momentarily before continuing their relentless assault on the zombie demon.

"..."

The zombie demon was both shocked and enraged. He had guessed that the fire dragons and ice serpents were formidable, but he never expected them to be this powerful; his dual flames seemed as fragile as paper. This power left him in a state of shock.

With deep trepidation, the zombie demon opened his mouth, spraying out a gray-white sword light around his left arm before severing it at the shoulder.

Bang!

The severed limb exploded into a blood mist, releasing stench-laden ghostly aura. The zombie demon then used his remaining right hand to draw several strange talismans in the air, which flashed and merged into the blood mist.

Ghostly wails filled the air as a gray-white protective barrier appeared before him.

This wasn't over; another layer of protection emerged after a flash of ghostly aura.

One by one, more barriers appeared until there were seventeen or so.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened at this display. He couldn't afford to miss such an opportunity. With a loud shout, he poured all his mana into the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring before him. The artifact shone brightly, almost blinding like two suns. The mana consumed by the thousand dragons was replenished instantly as they turned their attention back to the zombie demon.

Soon, they touched the first layer of protection.

This barrier was clearly different from ordinary magical items; it was incredibly resilient and seemed alive. However, Hundred Dragon Fangs were formidable, tearing through it. But another barrier stood in their way.

Layer after layer, the barriers were broken but at a cost. When the seventeenth barrier was breached, they finally became spent!~!
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...

The corpse demon exhaled, visibly relieved. However, his expression was still extremely unpleasant. To block Lin Xuan's attack had cost him dearly. The previous move had required the sacrifice of an arm.

Lin Xuan’s expression mirrored his opponent’s. After meticulously planning and nearly guaranteeing success, he had been foiled by the other party. The frustration in his heart was equally evident.

Both raised their heads, their gazes meeting, with a hint of sparks flying between them.

"You brat, did you steal my treasure?" the corpse demon spoke slowly, his resentment clear even to those who weren’t blind.

"Indeed, it was me who stole it. What do you want? Do you plan on biting me?" Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in their ears. At this point, denying it held no meaning. A Corporeal Stage corpse demon or not, he wasn't a mere puppet. If they really fought, the outcome remained uncertain.

Perhaps testing his newfound strength would be worthwhile?

This advancement to the后期 stage had been quite difficult, but the benefits of having both infants and pills advance simultaneously were beyond imagination for outsiders. Moreover, Lin Xuan dared do this with full confidence. Even if he couldn't win, he was certain he could escape, so what did he fear?

"You..."

Lin Xuan's arrogance nearly burst the corpse demon’s lungs. He had stolen his treasure yet still acted as if it was justified. There was no sign of remorse.

"Very well, very well. It seems you are quite confident. I know you're not an ordinary Separation Stage cultivator, but what does that matter? You think a bit of power gives you the right to challenge me. Pathetic!"

The corpse demon's cold laughter filled their ears, turning into a roar at the end.

"How can one know without trying?" Lin Xuan said with a calm demeanor, clearly not taking his opponent’s threats seriously.

Upon hearing this, the corpse demon’s expression was indescribable, but he didn't speak. This guy seemed to be of the type who wouldn’t shed tears until seeing a coffin. Words were useless; direct action would soon have him suffering the consequences.

His body exuded an overwhelming aura of corpse energy. A fresh arm grew from his left shoulder, and in an instant, it withered again, transforming into a new corpse demon limb identical to his right hand.

This wasn’t over yet. A pale white light appeared, and the broken armor on his left hand reformed.

With a glance, the corpse demon had no visible wounds except for a slightly discolored face. However, reality was different. Indeed, with secret techniques, limbs could regenerate, but the lost essence couldn't be replenished instantly. In other words, the corpse demon’s current strength was significantly diminished compared to his full power.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn’t idle. He held a large jar of spirit wine in his right hand and was gulping it down like there was no tomorrow.

Lin Xuan wasn’t a heavy drinker, but he was replenishing his spent mana. Even if the immortal milk from ten thousand years ago was rare here, saving what he could was wise. The effects of spirit wine were inferior to those of immortal milk, but they were still quite good. His dantian and qi sea were continuously producing robust mana...

For now, both parties were content with their respective tasks, but as the saying went, before a storm comes, the wind fills the room. This was merely a calm before the storm.

Roar!

The corpse demon let out a loud roar, then cast a spell towards his ghostly face.

Dark clouds of阴风 swirled around the ghostly face, which opened its bloodstained mouth to spew foul black mist. Low-grade reanimated corpses numbered in the thousands, armored and armed. Crucially, these copper-armored reanimated corpses were formed by secret techniques; as long as their creator didn’t fall and they had mana, they could be considered immortal, making them extremely troublesome.

These low-grade beasts were literally worn out to death by them.

Now, hundreds of reanimated corpses roared and charged at Lin Xuan. The sheer force of the attack was formidable, though the corpse demon didn’t expect to defeat him with these creatures but hoped to cause significant trouble.

Next, the old monster opened his mouth, spewing a gray light that transformed into a long ribbon flying towards Lin Xuan’s neck.

This wasn't over yet. The old monster reached up and struck his crown, causing his body to spin rapidly in place. Gray-white corpse energy surged out, with an odd-looking treasure nestled within. It resembled a small mountain made entirely of white bones, with a waterfall cascading down its peak, the stench of blood permeating the air. A sea of corpses, rapidly growing in size.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned slightly grim but showed no fear.

With a wave of his sleeves, the Ten Thousand Souls Tower emerged from within. It looked unremarkable on the surface and even somewhat dilapidated, but the corpse demon's pupils constricted. As an old monster at the Corporeal Stage, he had keen eyesight and could sense the extraordinary nature of this treasure.

Lin Xuan cast a spell.

A buzzing sound filled their ears as the Ten Thousand Souls Tower emitted a bright light, opening its first layer. A blinding white light appeared inside.

This light formed a vortex, revealing a blood-red insect cloud.

The insects swarmed towards the copper-armored reanimated corpses, enveloping them in one strike with no悬念. The sheer number of blood ants was overwhelming.

At this moment, half the sky was filled by these insects. Although Lin Xuan hadn’t released all of them, over a million magical insects were dancing in the air.

As they say, like water to tofu, each has its match. These copper-armored reanimated corpses weren't originally meant for sacrifice; they were formed using secret techniques and nearly invincible. However, the blood ants ignored this and greedily devoured their corpse energy. Some even flew towards the ghostly faces in the sky.

The corpse demon’s powerful secret technique was immediately suppressed.

Regarding that ribbon-like treasure, Lin Xuan clearly saw it and pointed at it with a finger. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emitted a bright light, and both rings clashed against the magical artifact, effectively blocking its formidable power.

Although Lin Xuan wasn’t entirely satisfied with his own life-bound treasure, considering it more of a chicken’s rib, he was right about its effectiveness. That ribbon-like magic artifact struggled to break free but was ultimately held back by the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring. Despite the advantage, escaping seemed impossible!~!
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Chapter 1809: Treasured Items Flying Everywhere

Boom!

The ground trembled, the sea surface churned with wind and clouds, and space appeared slightly distorted as sunlight was blocked. The massive bone mountain suddenly crashed towards this location.

A stench filled the air as a foul blood mist emerged from the bottom of the mountain, containing potent toxins that could corrupt corpses.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale as he faced such a towering peak. He would rather not engage in battle unless absolutely necessary. His figure flashed and disappeared without a trace.

Reappearing a thousand feet away, Lin Xuan had used Nine Heaven Microstep, a technique so elusive it was almost untraceable.

With a loud shout, golden light flared behind him as the Little Heavenly Realm法相 appeared with eighteen arms. The spiritual energy around his body became even more glaring, and each of the eighteen hands held a weapon.

Surrounding Lin Xuan were powerful treasures radiating from his dantian, their forms distinct yet not rare enough to be considered unparalleled. Despite this, they were still top-grade artifacts in ancient times, floating towards the old monster with great force.

Manipulating these treasures required some of his divine consciousness, but he didn't need to focus on them as much since he had eighteen arms. This allowed him to fully utilize their power without distraction.

Seeing so many ancient treasures flying at him, the Corpse Demon was shocked. Recognizing such power, Lin Xuan's opponent held a piece of the legendary Heaven-piercing Treasure.

"An Alchemy Stage practitioner with this kind of item?" Lin Xuan muttered as he prepared for battle. However, it was too late to change his strategy; he was already surrounded by eighteen treasures and couldn't spare any hands.

He had no choice but to watch helplessly.

Boom!

The loud explosion echoed in the air, far more powerful than a thunderclap. Silver sword energy sliced through the mountain repeatedly from the same point. Despite its immense hardness, the small mountain crumbled, though not split in two, revealing countless cracks.

The Corpse Demon was both enraged and frightened. Lin Xuan seized this opportunity to use Illusory Heavenly Fire from his sleeve. Evolved into four colors, it instantly expanded into a head-sized fireball, heading straight for the bone mountain.

Though vastly different in size, the power of their attacks wasn't solely determined by magnitude. A layer of ice armor first covered the entire mountain, then the mountain turned green and crumbled to sand...

"Impossible!"

The Corpse Demon's eyes widened before he roared with fury. This was his innate treasure; how could this young man destroy it so easily?

A fierce howl filled the air as the Corpse Demon vanished without a trace. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, wondering what kind of secret technique allowed him to evade such an attack.

Though surprised, Lin Xuan showed no outward signs of alarm. His eyes turned silver and scanned the surroundings quickly.

He noticed a strange long spear in his right hand, which he activated with mana. With a swift downward swing, a crescent moon appeared mid-air, slicing through the air, leaving white streaks behind before hitting an empty space after flying for over a hundred feet.

The Corpse Demon staggered out, blood spurting from his mouth as the stench spread.

Actually, Lin Xuan had been lenient. The ancient spear could have dealt much more damage if he hadn't held back.

Seeing that he had severely injured the Corpse Demon, Lin Xuan flashed towards him in a blur of movement. In mid-air, the Green Flame Qilin Armor appeared, and his right hand was covered with fine scales, forming bird claws.

In three feet, both combatants were close enough for Lin Xuan to use Little Heavenly Realm法相's full power. With eighteen arms swinging wildly, he attacked the Corpse Demon from all angles.

Though the Corpse Demon was no less formidable in close combat than a demon, he could only defend himself now. This attack finally caught him off guard. Lin Xuan’s bird-clawed hand glowed as it aimed for the Corpse Demon's dantian.

This move was extremely cunning and well-timed. Lin Xuan ignored the punch that hit his chest, knowing full well how powerful a zombie could be.

The Corpse Demon had to fight with all his might; if he ignored this attack, wouldn't he end up in a mutual destruction scenario?

He went mad!

Despite his experience, the Corpse Demon couldn’t predict Lin Xuan’s actions. He was hit by a punch that shattered his Green Flame Qilin Armor.

Boom!

The punch echoed like a drum, and though Lin Xuan would likely suffer, the Corpse Demon's fate was even worse. Lin Xuan's sharp claws pierced through the Corpse Demon's dantian, and foul blood flowed out. When he retracted his hand, something was clearly visible in his palm.
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Chapter 1810: Returning to the Nine Immortals City

That was a small figure about an inch high, with features and eyes that were eerily similar to those of a Corpse Demon. Its flesh was withered like that of an Incubus, resembling the latter in many ways. However, this wasn't an Incubus; it was a Corpse Incubus.

Zombie cultivation differed from human cultivation. After entering the Incubus stage, there were two outcomes: some would condense into an Incubus core, while others would form a Corpse Pearl, each with its own unique benefits. The monster before him clearly belonged to the former category.

The little figure's face was filled with fear. He had guessed something of Lin Xuan’s intentions, but his punch, which should have struck Lin Xuan in the chest first, failed to cause any significant damage. Moreover, that punch contained hidden force, enough to send the young man flying.

Since he flew backward, his grab couldn’t hit him.

The old saying, "a miss is as good as a mile," held true here; such subtleties could decide victory or defeat. He had calculated everything perfectly and was sure there would be no mistakes!

Yet, that punch did hit Lin Xuan’s chest armor, which shattered violently. However, underfoot, Lin Xuan stood firm like iron. Not only didn’t he move, but the punch, powerful enough to crack a stone tablet or even collapse a mountain, was stopped dead in its tracks.

Lin Xuan's reaction was beyond the Corpse Demon's comprehension. Even among peers of his level, such strength shouldn't be expected.

He had no idea that Lin Xuan’s Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique mimicked the secrets of divine phoenixes. Simply practicing this technique made Lin Xuan’s body as resilient as a peer of his own rank in the Heavenly and Earthly Spirit races. Moreover, he had been consuming refined qilin fruit for centuries without interruption, making him strong enough to withstand blows from peers.

Though powerful, that punch could only injure him; any serious damage was out of the question.

A single miscalculation cost him everything. Due to a calculation error, his Corpse Incubus fell into Lin Xuan’s hands. His face showed both resentment and fear. Lin Xuan paid no heed, and with a flick of his claws, he crushed the Corpse Demon in one go.

Following this, a burst of flames turned its remains to ashes.

With the Corpse Incubus gone, the Corpse Demon was left as an empty shell. Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a sneer. Despite using many tricks in this battle, his strength remained the foundation. He had roughly gauged his own power; he no longer feared facing a Core Formation初期 cultivator alone, though he couldn’t claim any certainty of victory.

Lin Xuan was satisfied. While other minor interfaces didn't matter much, at least in terms of current circumstances, being at the Core Formation stage in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm was extraordinary. Though he hadn't reached this level, his strength was comparable, which was already impressive.

One should be content with what one has. After all, he had just entered the late stage and still had a high potential for improvement before hitting the Core Formation bottleneck. With ample medicinal pills, there was nothing to worry about.

The Corpse Demon was now merely a decaying corpse; it should have been destroyed. Such grade of zombie could potentially regain its spirit intelligence by absorbing earth yin qi, making it dangerous again. These ghostly creatures were fundamentally different from ordinary cultivators.

But Lin Xuan didn’t destroy him. Destroying the Corpse Incubus would be too wasteful. He was a practitioner who mastered both good and evil techniques, including methods to control zombies. Having such an assistant could be beneficial.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a pouch-like treasure flew out—Spirit Ghost Bag. Although he hadn’t used it for a long time, he had always prepared one.

The bag opened, releasing a black fog that enveloped the Corpse Demon, pulling him inside.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he affixed several prohibitive talismans on its surface before storing it away.

Next, Lin Xuan released his divine sense to gather the scattered storage bags from around the ocean. They were valuable treasures left behind by high-stage spirits. Even though he was wealthy and could afford anything, as a cultivator, one never had too much wealth. Collecting these scattered storage bags was merely a matter of convenience.

The fog gradually dissipated, and the surging waves calmed down. Sunlight bathed the sea surface, creating shimmering reflections. A thousand miles away, the scene looked serene, yet who knew that such intense battles had just taken place here?

Lin Xuan’s body emitted green light as he left this contentious area.

In the following days, he encountered no dangers. After a fortnight, an inconceivably grand city appeared before him—this was the most magnificent city Lin Xuan had ever seen in his cultivation journey. Other so-called great cities paled in comparison.

This was the main stronghold of the Nine Immortals Palace. The size of this city was hard to determine for those who had lived here for a long time, but according to ancient texts, it might be comparable to the Youzhou region on the mortal plane.

In other words, spanning several million miles, while seemingly unbelievable, such wonders were common in the cultivation realm, especially in upper-level interfaces where miracles could occur beyond normal understanding.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no great surprise. After all, he had been here centuries ago. This was a return to familiar grounds, and though his emotions fluctuated, it was more out of nostalgia than anything else.

However, soon Lin Xuan's thoughts settled, and his expression returned to its usual neutral state. He came here with specific goals, not just for reminiscence.

The Eastern Sea cultivation realm was now in turmoil, involving humans, demons, and sea creatures. Lin Xuan wanted to know the situation in this chaotic sea region; could it still be a place of peace?

Given his nature, undisturbed cultivation would be ideal. However, as the saying went, "ten out of ten are not satisfied," meaning one couldn't always avoid being entangled in affairs.

This was something Lin Xuan understood well, which is why he came to Nine Immortals City to gather information. Knowing oneself and others allowed him to make decisions based on the current situation in the cultivation realm.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan walked into the city. (To be continued...) If you enjoyed this work, please support it by leaving a recommendation or review; your encouragement is my greatest motivation. You can continue reading on [your preferred website].
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Jiu Xian City was more prosperous than ever before, with the number of human, beast, and sea races increasing significantly. After all, many people's goal on the path to cultivation is longevity; they have no interest in power struggles. However, as the saying goes: "Under a collapsing nest, there can be no intact eggs." Thus, these people had no choice but to flee to the Chaos Sea and use it as a temporary refuge.

Many sects and families that had just withdrawn from battlefields were now filled with remnants of defeated forces. Thepopularity in Jiu Xian City almost doubled compared to before. Originally, this place was already a mix of dragons and snakes; now, it naturally added countless more bloodstains and strife. As Lin Xuan walked along, he saw cultivators with peculiar lotus symbols on their clothes—these were enforcers from the Nine Immortal Palace.

Due to too many outsiders, the Nine Immortal Palace had no choice but to add more personnel to maintain order.

The Chaos Sea was now even more fitting its name. In Jiu Xian City, cultivators often caused disturbances. A disagreement could lead them to use their treasures against each other; of course, this was not allowed by the enforcers. During such times, regardless of who was right or wrong, severe punishments were inevitable.

Mild cases would be expelled from the city, while more serious ones might even lose their lives.

The situation outside the city was even worse. Murder and plunder had become so rampant that low-ranking cultivators no longer dared to venture out alone. They either had senior mentors from their sects or traveled in groups; otherwise, their fate usually ended tragically without a clear understanding of how it happened.

Lin Xuan found a bustling tavern where he could gather information. Taverns and teahouses were the best places for this.

He ordered a sumptuous meal and ate heartily while concealing his cultivation level to mid-stage Golden Core. After all, being at the Separation stage would attract too much attention; in the later stages, it was even somewhat terrifying. If that happened, cultivators around him would be surprised, making it difficult for Lin Xuan to gather information.

Externally, Lin Xuan seemed engrossed in his meal. However, with his powerful divine sense, he could cover not only the tavern but also nearby teahouses. This was because there were no high-ranking cultivators above the Golden Core stage near him; otherwise, they would have detected his divine presence.

Various pieces of information, useful or not, filtered into his ears. Lin Xuan then slowly analyzed and sorted through them.

After filtering out the useless ones, he received some truly alarming news. The situation was even worse than he had imagined.

After all, when two races joined forces to fight against one, such a scenario rarely occurred in the Eastern Sea cultivation world. Human cultivators were not only numerically inferior but also lacked powerful experts. They could not be said to have suffered a complete defeat, but their situation was indeed dire. They had been losing battles almost continuously and struggled to stabilize their positions.

Many sects and families had even suffered total annihilation, with their legacies cut off.

Lin Xuan sighed. Although he was a hardworking cultivator who wasn't interested in these matters, as a human, he still didn't want his fellow humans to lose this battle.

Of course, although he didn't wish it, Lin Xuan couldn't change the situation himself and had no intention of getting involved.

At that moment, a hoarse voice entered his ears: "Brother Ma, you really think the Holy City has sent people to the Nine Immortal Palace?"

Lin Xuan discreetly turned his head. Two cultivators were using sound transmission techniques; one was in his forties with an unusually long horse face, while the other was an old man with a youthful appearance and a somewhat ethereal aura.

Both of them were mid-stage Golden Core cultivators engaged in a careful conversation. Lin Xuan's divine sense far exceeded theirs, allowing him to overhear their discussion without their knowledge.

"This can't be false; you know, my senior from the family is a high-ranking figure in the Holy City and also an expert at the Golden Core stage. This information came directly from his esteemed person," said one of them.

Lin Xuan perked up even more as he listened intently. The two cultivators were unaware that their conversation had already been overheard, continuing to talk freely.

An hour later, they settled their bill and left the pavilion. Lin Xuan's face showed deep thought; originally, he just wanted to gather information casually, but such a secret had fallen into his ears.

The alliance between sea and beast races made it difficult for humans to defend themselves. If he were the ruler of the Holy City, he would also seek allies. Looking at the Eastern Sea cultivation world, few could offer assistance; in the end, only the Nine Immortal Palace came to mind.

However, how would the other party react? Moreover, both sea and beast races had many wise individuals who could easily understand human moves. How would they respond?

"Alas."

Lin Xuan sighed. If his assumptions were correct, this Chaos Sea would eventually be swept into the vortex and cease to be a haven for them.

He didn't know when or if they would join the human side; these were still unknowns. However, he should prepare early.

With the information he wanted, Lin Xuan left the tavern without lingering further. He had already achieved his goal of gathering intelligence. Besides this, he also promised to help Bai Cao Sect obtain necessary cultivation materials for Uphang Mo Yu.

Lin Xuan walked towards the market district where there was now an unusually lively atmosphere due to the influx of many cultivators. While it wasn't as crowded as a human marketplace, it was bustling with activity.

A variety of rare treasures were emerging one by one.

This situation seemed strange but was not uncommon; after all, this was a special period. Even if they stayed in the Chaos Sea, the cultivators felt like a storm was brewing on the horizon.

In such times, even sect legacy treasures didn't need to be hidden. They should quickly exchange for resources that could be used, especially those that enhanced their strength.

Lin Xuan had many items to sell; only at high-ranking exchange markets did cultivators prefer bartering. In normal times, they still used crystal stones as a medium of exchange and means of pricing. The storage bags he obtained from killing cultivators contained numerous materials that needed to be sold one by one.

Lin Xuan wouldn't waste his time setting up a stall; with his current realm and strength, it was purely a waste of time. He walked towards the largest pawnshop in the market district.

Pawnshops existed in secular society, and their functions were similar in the cultivation world. Customers usually fell into two categories: one for high-ranking cultivators like Lin Xuan, who had much wealth but no time to set up stalls; such people often frequented pawnshops because prices were slightly lower than selling directly, but it was convenient and quick.
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As for the second type, they were ordinary cultivators, even some with mediocre cultivation and an unsatisfactory life.

These people, relatively speaking, were quite poor. They lacked sufficient pills and crystal stones to support their cultivation, but they might stumble upon special goods due to good fortune or luck during adventures outside.

Such items could be passed down from ancestors or obtained mysteriously while venturing out. The reason why they are considered special is because the value of these goods is hard to determine.

They were mostly uncommon and rare things.

However, rare materials aren't necessarily valuable; they must have practical uses before anyone would take an interest in them. A large portion of such rare materials could be useless trash.

Thus, these cultivators' assets were in a rather awkward position. Due to the difficulty in identifying their value, it was hard to say whether they were worth anything. Selling them at marketplaces would likely go unnoticed since their purpose remained unclear. Cultivators weren't exactly in the business of spending money unnecessarily.

If not sold, these items would be useless as well, given that many cultivators belonged to a poor and destitute group who desperately needed pills and crystal stones for cultivation.

With no buyers at the marketplace, pawnshops became their only option.

Pawnshops generally accepted any goods without discrimination. Even if ninety-nine out of one hundred pieces were trash, as long as one item was useful, they could turn losses into profits.

Although Lin Xuan had never been to a pawnshop before, he knew its basic situation very well. Soon enough, an imposing building appeared in front of his eyes.

The grandeur of the structure lay in the fact that it was entirely made from heavy stones, towering over ten zhang high and shaped like a tower.

Lin Xuan's face showed some bewilderment; such a shop design was indeed puzzling. However, he didn't delve into why. With a flash of his figure, he entered the building.

Before him were counters crafted from expensive wood, making the entire hall bright and elegantly decorated.

"Esteemed friend, please stay. What can I do for you?"

A magnetic voice reached his ears as Lin Xuan looked up to see a cultivator in scholar robes with three long strands of beard. His appearance was peculiar, holding a scroll of poetry. He seemed like an erudite scholar without any mercantile greed.

His cultivation wasn't weak either; he was at the middle stage of元婴期 (Yànyīnqí). Such strength to be a shopkeeper was clearly a waste of talent.

"Coming here, what can you do? Of course, it's for pawning things," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"What precious items do you have that I might take a look at?" the man asked, speaking in a refined manner but being straightforward. Lin Xuan nodded and waved his sleeves to reveal several storage pouches flying out.

He understood the principle of not showing off wealth, so he didn't pull out too many goods at once. The materials and treasures inside these pouches were more than enough to fetch many crystal stones.

The transaction proceeded smoothly as expected. The valuation of this batch of goods was naturally a bit lower than market prices, but that was the pawnshop's rule, and Lin Xuan had no objections.

After completing the transaction, everyone was pleased.

Staying any longer would be meaningless. Lin Xuan walked out.

Earlier, he had conducted a large business in a private room, so when he returned to the hall, he heard an argument.

No, it wasn't an argument; it sounded more like desperate pleading.

"Esteemed senior, have mercy. This item in my possession cannot be identified, but my ancestor was a late-stage 离合期 (Líhéqí) cultivator back then. He obtained this treasure from an ancient tomb, so it's not just any ordinary thing. You should value it at one thousand pieces of lower-grade crystal stones; that is too meager," the young cultivator said, his face full of anxiety as he pleaded.

"Go away! A mere Foundation Establishment period cultivator dares to claim your ancestor was a late-stage 离合期 (Líhéqí) cultivator and that this item came from an ancient tomb. You think I'm easily fooled?" the clerk's face showed disdain, though he himself was only at the middle stage of Foundation Establishment.

Scattered cultivators had no future; they were always the lowest rung in the cultivation world.

The young man continued to beg, but the clerk remained unmoved: "Whether you pawn or not, one thousand pieces of lower-grade crystal stones is all I will offer."

Lin Xuan frowned. The clerk's face was genuinely unpleasant. He understood their hardships as he had risen from a lowly cultivator and could easily tell if this young man was in trouble.

Taking advantage of someone's misfortune was despicable!

"I won't pawn it then," the young man said.

The clerk was taken aback, his expression filled with surprise. Such situations were common; even without customers, pawning shops would try to press down prices, and most would eventually give in.

He didn't expect the other party to abandon the idea of pawning. Feeling a bit humiliated, he coldly said: "If you don’t pawn it, find another shop. The price will be lower elsewhere."

"Humph, that may not be true," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Who are you to speak out here?"

The clerk was furious but quickly became fearful when he saw Lin Xuan's face: "It’s you, esteemed senior. I’m sorry for my rudeness just now."

Lin Xuan ignored him; such behavior among cultivators wasn't uncommon.

"I'll take that material. Fifteen pieces of middle-grade crystal stones will suffice," Lin Xuan said.

"Thank you, esteemed senior," the young man was overjoyed but still showed some fear: "But this item requires ten thousand pieces of lower-grade crystal stones for me to sell."

As he spoke, he glanced at Lin Xuan's face and stammered an explanation: "It’s not that I’m greedy. My younger sister was poisoned by a monster and needs something to detoxify her; various expenses..."

"It doesn’t matter," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Who didn't have their troubles? He trusted his ability to discern the truth, even if this person hadn't been lying.

Without hesitation, he took out fifteen pieces of middle-grade crystal stones and handed them over.

"Esteemed senior, that’s more than enough."

"It doesn’t matter. The extra is a gift from me. Detoxifying can be more expensive than expected," Lin Xuan said indifferently. Saving someone was rewarding; such small favors made him feel good.

The clerk felt resentful but dared not say anything. The young man thanked him profusely, but Lin Xuan didn't care; he simply helped out of kindness. Lowering his head, he glanced at the item in his hand.
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A treasure item with spatial abilities?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted involuntarily. With his extensive experience in magical combat, he wouldn't fail to recognize such items.

There were many Heavenly Laws, but those related to space and time were undoubtedly the most mysterious and profound.

For now, let alone the lower planes, even after entering the Spirit Realm, he had encountered very few spatial treasure items… no, not a single one at all.

Apart from the Frost Fox King's spear on Jadespirit Island, this rope before him was his first encounter with a spatial treasure item.

Before his thoughts could fully process, Lin Xuan felt his body tighten as if being bound by that strange rope. Even his Nine Heavens Microstep technique was interrupted.

A flash of light and he tumbled down from the sky, appearing mid-air.

"Wh-What?"

Lin Xuan's expression betrayed a hint of shock. Previously, it had always been him breaking others' teleportation techniques; this time, however, he found himself at a disadvantage.

Fate does indeed have its ways.

Despite his surprise, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of panic.

A mere rope trying to bind me? Too naive!

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan roared. His body was now surrounded by flickering spiritual light, changing colors in vibrant hues. His muscles bulged, and the sound of bones cracking filled his ears.

"Haha, it won't work. This捆仙索was given to me by Father. Even if you're a Separation Realm妖族 with blood ties to Heavenly Spirits, once bound, there's no way you can escape."

The wicked voice of the Amoral Elder rang in his ears. Although he was a despicable scoundrel, both his strength and treasure items made him stand out among peers.

Especially this捆仙索given by his adoptive father, which had spatial effects. Without considering his other abilities, with such a treasure item, he could easily sweep through his peers.

Before the words were fully spoken, the Amoral Elder extended his hand, slapped it against his head, and a double-edged battle axe shot out from his mouth.

"Brat, daring to defy your uncle! Next time you reincarnate, remember to be more cautious."

The lion demon's sinister laughter echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. He then stretched out his right hand and grabbed the axe, emitting an astonishing aura that rose into the sky.

This aura mixed with the surrounding primordial energy and was infused into his battle axe.

Wu…

A mournful voice reverberated through the air as he switched to holding the axe in both hands, his previously smirking expression vanishing. In its place was a killing intent and solemnity.

The Amoral Elder wasn't just a despicable scoundrel; he was also cunning and vicious. As the saying goes, better to kill wrongfully than let go. Since he had already made an enemy of Lin Xuan, there was no point in being courteous. He would kill to silence him for good.

With shocking killing intent rising into the sky, a bright axe blade swung towards Lin Xuan's midsection.

Bound by捆仙索, his hands were tied behind his back, unable to defend or teleport as he had done before. In his view, this brat was doomed; no accidents would occur.

Bang!

The sound of metal clashing filled the air. Despite the binding, Lin Xuan couldn't evade the blow. He couldn't even summon his Xuanqing Mother Shield. The axe, mixed with a skyward surge of malevolent energy, cleaved through him.

But an unbelievable scene unfolded—Amoral Elder's eyes widened as if he had been struck by an illusion.

Lin Xuan was indeed hit but there were no splashes of blood. With his flesh and blood body, he managed to withstand the sharp axe.

"How… how is this possible?"

The lion demon's face showed shock. His emotions were too complex to describe at that moment. As a late-stage Dongxuan妖族, regardless of whether Amoral or despicable, his strength was unquestionable. And so was his experience.

Knowing that demons had much longer lifespans than humans, their upgrades became increasingly difficult over time. In his long journey as an immortal cultivator, such a scene was unheard of—let alone witnessed; he hadn't even heard about it.

No… there were reports in ancient texts. The魔族 and阴司界ghosts had many branches, some with bodies so hard they could withstand the attacks from peers without injury.

Thinking of this, he turned his gaze back to Lin Xuan. While a few scratches marred him, the injuries weren't life-threatening; just a long cut on his body.

Though it looked like a significant wound, for cultivators, such an injury was nothing to worry about.

The critical issue was that even with full strength, he couldn't sever his head. This outcome was unsettling from any angle.

Amoral Elder quickly regained his composure. His expression showed shock but his eyes were filled with more murderous intent.

He wasn't stupid; clearly, he had wronged a formidable enemy.

捆仙索bound him unexpectedly, giving him an element of surprise. Once he broke free, the tables would turn, and it would be him crying for mercy.

With this thought, the lion demon's expression turned ugly but quickly hardened into malice as he pulled out a peculiar dagger from his hand. He flipped his left hand, spitting blood onto the blade which was quickly absorbed by the treasure item.

A faint roar echoed in his ears as he tightly gripped the dagger and thrust it towards Lin Xuan's neck.

Lin Xuan wasn't one to sit idly by. During that process, he had blocked the opponent's fatal strike with his well-trained body. The peril involved was immense, and the expended magical energy was colossal. He couldn't afford another attempt; no sane person would do such a foolish thing.

Roar!

To turn the tide, he needed to destroy捆仙索 first. This much was certain. Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a surge of demonic energy as primordial energies from all five elements rushed into his body.

"Wh-What? You can absorb the energies of metal, wood, water, fire, and earth?"

Amoral Elder's shock and anger intensified. His face showed disbelief again. Could this opponent be a cultivator with a Five Elements Spirit Root? Impossible! Such talent was merely legend; it couldn't have appeared in reality.

Despite his astonishment, he couldn't concede on the surface. A cold laugh echoed in Lin Xuan's ears: "You won't succeed by struggling. Even a late-stage Dongxuan cultivator can't escape this捆仙索for now."
第一千八百一十五章 灭除狮妖

Is that so?

Lin Xuan smiled, his expression filled with deep mockery. A frog sitting in a well would never understand the power of strength.

"Drink," a layer of vibrant flames emerged from his body surface.

The four-colored light circles flowed around him, appearing exceptionally splendid.

Bound by the Restraining Chain, not only could he not use his treasures, but even driving secret techniques seemed to be somewhat restrained.

However, in the end, Lin Xuan still used out the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Here we go...

Ice armor began to float on the surface of the Restraining Chain. Following that, apart from his head, every other part of Lin Xuan's body started to transform into a monster. His two arms turned into sharp claws.

"Ah..."

The Unlucky Elder was dumbfounded. Today had truly been an eye-opening experience for him.

Crunching sounds filled the air as demonic energy surged in. Lin Xuan's body began to rapidly grow larger.

Giant Technique!

After being frozen, the Restraining Chain seemed to be showing signs of collapse.

"Bad luck!" The Unlucky Elder was alarmed. Though it might seem complex, this process took only a few breaths. After enduring hundreds of punches from Lin Xuan, the lion demon had swollen all over. Its head was noticeably larger than before, and its eyes were puffy like panda eyes.

"Huff... huff..."

He could no longer bear it; human strength has its limits. If he continued like this, he might truly perish.

Lin Xuan understood the situation clearly as well. A sneer curled at his lips: "Want to beg for mercy? It's useless. You should have expected such a result when you stole my treasure from me. People always pay a price for their actions..."

"You can die now."

Just as Lin Xuan spoke, his right hand transformed into sharp claws again. At this point, the lion demon had no strength left to retaliate. A single blow could sever its head.

However, at that moment, another voice entered his ears: "Boy, you know people pay for their actions. Let me fulfill your wish!"

Before Lin Xuan could react, a powerful spiritual pressure appeared above him. His pupils constricted; this old fellow was a proficient in concealment techniques and had managed to deceive his divine sense.

Even during the most intense battle, Lin Xuan still released his divine sense, observing everything from all angles. It wasn't hard for an opponent weaker than him to do so.

Moreover, he knew that any fight in Nine Immortals City would cause a stir, and the enforcers had no reason not to intervene. However, he never expected it to be a Core Profound Realm cultivator.

Was this too exaggerated?

Before he could think further, the surging demonic energy pressed down on him.

"Ah, demons... They're not the old monsters from Nine Immortals City. Could they be the same kind as that scoundrel?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with sharpness. He had no time to ponder; better safe than sorry. Extending his hand, he flicked out a blood ray from his sleeve, its speed like lightning. It circled around the Unlucky Elder's neck and dropped a large head.

This was far from over. Lin Xuan flexed his left finger, sending dozens of sword lights that cut through the lion demon’s body into pieces, leaving no soul to escape.

Lin Xuan acted swiftly, snatching the storage bag thrown away and putting it in his pocket. The entire process was so quick that even before the spiritual pressure could fully descend from the sky, the Unlucky Elder had been dismembered.

In an instant, time seemed to pause. Then, a wave of rage erupted across the sky. Clearly, the hidden old monster had been completely enraged.

A voice thundered in his ears, filled with murderous intent and anger: "Boy, you overestimated yourself. I will extract your soul and refine it!"

Before he could react, clouds in the sky suddenly churned into a vortex, ten zhang (about 3 meters) wide. A giant lion emerged, its fur golden yellow, covered in mysterious runes.

Opening its blood-filled mouth, it spat out a light beam.

The light column was over eight zhang wide and carried a destructive aura that could sweep across the entire world. At that moment, even the sun paled. The attack of a Core Profound Realm cultivator was formidable, especially for the lion clan known for their bravery.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as his expression turned extremely serious. Golden light erupted from behind him; the Lesser Heavenly Heaven Dharmic Form manifested, each arm holding a treasure.

He wielded eighteen ancient treasures: swords, spears, halberds, and other legendary weapons.

With one flick of the hand holding the ring-shaped treasure, countless ring shadows appeared. The same happened with the other treasures.

Eighteen arms exerted force simultaneously; the resonant sound of eighteen ancient treasures echoed in his ears as they struck the sky together.

This was not over yet. The nine heads of the Dharmic Form opened their mouths and spat out a light column about the size of a bowl.

Though smaller than those from the lion, each one was deep purple, seemingly containing some mysterious force within.

Boom!

A terrifying explosion sounded as powerful gales surged, creating an air vortex that wreaked havoc everywhere.

Wherever it passed, trees were uprooted, buildings leveled, leaving only desolation behind. This wasn't a deserted area; most cultivators had already fled due to Lin Xuan's earlier battle with the lion demon.

Even those few bold enough to watch from afar were now alarmed, fleeing while summoning their defensive talismans.

Despite this, some unlucky individuals were caught in the aftermath and perished.

The sky was completely obscured by spiritual light.

Lin Xuan's chest surged with blood energy; he hadn't gained much advantage. Any Core Profound Realm cultivator, whether human or demon, would be no pushover.

With the Unlucky Elder eliminated and his True Yang Genuine Iron recovered, Lin Xuan had no interest in further conflict with a Core Profound Realm demon. The wisest choice was to flee.

Thus, after blocking one strike, he emitted a layer of green light and shot off in an oblique direction.

"Hmph, thinking you can escape? Not so easy; leave your life here..."

Rumbling sounds echoed as the lion spoke. Golden light surged behind him, following Lin Xuan's fleeing light. It seemed unwilling to give up!~!
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And judging by the speed of his遁光, it was clearly much faster than Lin Xuan's. The distance between them was rapidly closing.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he naturally didn’t want to be caught so easily. He moved swiftly and vanished from sight. When he reappeared, he was several thousand feet ahead.

Nine Heaven Microstep!

At this moment, Lin Xuan was fully exerting his abilities. His figure flickered, and with the flashing of spiritual light, he was quickly distancing himself. Although the golden lion was furious, it could only sigh helplessly as it couldn’t catch up.

For about a cup of tea’s time, it seemed that Lin Xuan would escape. However, just when this seemed certain, something unexpected happened. A dense white fog suddenly appeared from the front and enveloped him.

"Bad."

Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast enough for him to immediately recognize the inappropriateness of this mist. But its appearance was too strange; there were no signs beforehand, and it covered a vast area. Trying to dodge would be nothing but wishful thinking.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't sit idly by. He flicked his sleeves, and the Xuan Qing Mother-Child Shield flew out. Seven palm-sized shields lined up in front of him. A buzzing sound filled the air as the shields rearranged themselves into a fan shape. Each shield emitted a burst of spiritual light, forming a greenish light curtain. A Taiji pattern flowed across it, appearing mysterious and profound.

Suddenly, something strange happened. The space rippled like a small stone had been thrown into a lake, creating concentric waves.

The environment around him changed drastically as an icy world appeared before his eyes. The cold wind howled fiercely, slicing through his face like knives.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, and his expression became more serious.

This... is an illusion?

And it's not just any illusion; it's a high-level one.

The lion tribe was known for its bravery, preferring to engage enemies head-on. Illusions were rarely explored by their demon cultivators.

Realizing there was a new enemy, Lin Xuan knew he had to deal with this situation. Without even meeting the opponent, they managed to trap him. It was clear that it must be a daoist of at least Cave Profound stage, and his strength likely surpassed those he had encountered before.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, and when he opened them again, his pupils turned completely silver.

Heaven Phoenix Divine Eye. This divine technique could see through illusions. Lin Xuan scanned the surroundings but found no clues.

The five elements interacted; water extinguished fire, but if there was enough heat, it could turn water into steam. Similarly, while the Heaven Phoenix Divine Eye was powerful and mysterious, when faced with a sufficiently complex illusion, it was still ineffective.

After all, Lin Xuan was only at the Separation stage now, and his cultivation of the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Art was incomplete.

Only legendary phoenixes could break through all illusions. What he had learned so far were just superficial techniques.

Since this secret technique didn't work, Lin Xuan wasn’t going to sit idly by. Even the most ingenious illusion had flaws; he needed to try something else.

He reached out and tapped his waist, summoning an ancient bell. The bell was no more than a foot tall, its surface adorned with countless intricate talismans, emitting a startling amount of spiritual energy.

This must be one of the treasures obtained from Immortal True Centipede during his time in the human world.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast a spell.

The bell’s surface flashed purple as an annoying noise filled his ears. Numerous crows-like demon birds appeared before him.

However, their size was twice that of regular crows, and they had three demonic eyes. Their bodies were wrapped in grayish-white infernal flames, emitting a chilling aura. Although he didn’t know the power of this fire, it was clear it wasn't ordinary demon flames.

Flame Corpse Crows!

These were pets from Venerable Thousand Beasts. After hundreds of years, Lin Xuan’s strength had greatly improved, and the powers of these crows were formidable. To his delight, they could even evolve while inside the Hundred Spirit Bell.

Like the Ten-thousand Souls Tower, the Hundred Spirit Bell was a divine treasure that nurtured spirit beasts. Over this long period, the Flame Corpse Crows’ abilities had vastly improved.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at them, and the flame corpse crows circled around his head. With their wings flashing, thousands of wind blades appeared before him. Each blade was about a foot in diameter, emitting an unbearable stench of rotting corpses. The sharp cries echoed in his ears, clearly different from ordinary wind blade techniques.

The wind blades shot towards a single point, while Lin Xuan’s silver eyes became even more glaring. He seemed to be trying to find the weakness of this illusion through this test.

But then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Strange bird calls filled the air as white light flashed. A thousand birds like geese appeared, completely white.

With their wings flapping, countless wind blades emerged, matching the flame corpse crows in power. These wind blades were so bright they resembled sword lights.

Puff puff puff...

The two clashed mid-air. The sound of battle was like a million horses galloping.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed as he pointed forward without hesitation. The corpse flames spat out grayish-white toxic fire, far more terrifying than the ordinary wind blades.

The distant birds did the same, but they released ice balls formed from condensed frost instead.

Despite the clash, it was still evenly matched, and the battle remained tense.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t show any anxiety. Instead, he seemed contemplative.

Could this be...?

He summoned the Nine Heaven Moon Ring without delay.

He threw it at the white birds. But as the treasure appeared, several flying swords also appeared mysteriously.

Clang clang clanged filled his ears as the Nine Heaven Moon Ring engaged in battle with them.

Lin Xuan raised his hand and gently pulled.

The Nine Heaven Moon Ring flew back, while the flying swords chased after him. Lin Xuan ignored them, putting the treasure away into his sleeve.

Suddenly, several flying swords slashed at his neck and chest.

But an unbelievable scene unfolded; Lin Xuan remained unharmed. It wasn’t because of his resilience but because those flying swords were mere illusions.

The Nine Heaven Moon Ring was fighting against something invisible and intangible. Wasn't the situation similar for the flame corpse crows?!!
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Of course, this was just a guess. But Lin Xuan still had an eight out of ten chance. A spell was cast, and the light from the golden phoenix bell flashed. The flames immediately returned to their original positions. This time, the white spirit birds did not follow closely; instead, they vanished with a puff.

The surroundings quickly calmed down again. However, this calm was only superficial. In reality, there lurked an ominous threat that could send shivers down one's spine.

How could he break through this illusionary array?

Lin Xuan had no time to dally here. At the moment, he faced at least two cultivators of the Profound Dao stage or higher, and their strength was on par with his. If he delayed too long, he might indeed face a fatal danger.

Ordinary attacks were ineffective; whether it was spirit birds or treasures, they would all be ensnared in this endless illusionary spell.

Time could not be wasted, but acting blindly was also not the right choice. Lin Xuan found himself caught between two difficult decisions.

At the same time, the golden lion had already chased up to him. However, with a look of reverence on his face as he gazed at the thick fog, it seemed that this object both intimidated and inspired respect in him.

Indeed, there was an aura of reverence, as if this thing made him both fear and respect it. Even though he knew Lin Xuan was right before him, he did not advance but instead shrank down with a flash of light.

In just a few breaths, the lion vanished, replaced by an elderly man with golden hair standing in front of him. Despite his furrowed face, he was tall and imposing, his beard and eyebrows a fiery gold, giving off an aura that did not need to be angry to command respect.

After deeply scrutinizing the dense fog ahead, the fury on his face dissipated, replaced by a leisurely expression. He had never expected such a high-ranking official to personally intervene; most cultivators would have been ensnared in this illusion and likely met with a gruesome fate.

That young man was indeed unlucky.

Now, all he needed to do was wait for the outcome here.

While his thoughts were correct, Lin Xuan was far from an ordinary cultivator. Common sense could not be used to gauge him.

Silver light shot from his eyes but without effect. This illusionary spell was too profound and complex; even if he fully activated his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, he still couldn't pinpoint its weaknesses.

He couldn’t wait any longer. Otherwise, the hidden danger lurking beneath would make Lin Xuan extremely anxious. Once it erupted, escaping might be impossible.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with resolve. He could feel the terrifying nature of this illusion; ordinary attacks were ineffective. What about his final moves?

For instance… Illusory Heavenly Fire?

At least this divine technique had never let him down before!

And after a series of evolutions, it had even reached a point where it could freeze space, albeit very slightly.

However, from a certain perspective, it did possess spatial techniques' effects. If paired with another treasure, they might be able to break through the illusionary array.

While he couldn't claim full confidence, there was still a good chance of success.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He raised his right hand, and an ancient-looking long spear appeared in his palm.

He clenched his fingers tightly as he shouted loudly. The power surged into the treasure before him like a flood.

Woo…

Finally, a mournful sound entered his ears, as if something ancient had been activated. Countless runes emerged, mysterious and ancient, shining like stars.

This process was much more complex than when he dealt with shark demon diseases. Although Lin Xuan had coincidentally advanced both of his infant souls to the later stages along with his pill, there was still a gap compared to true Profound Dao cultivators. To fully unleash the potential of this ancient treasure would be extremely difficult.

However, it wasn't impossible. As moreYouzhou characters appeared as Lin Xuan's power surged in, they quickly formed a circle, revealing an intricate and peculiar array before him.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. Without hesitation, he raised his right hand high and swung the spear forward with all his might.

A crescent-shaped light blade appeared in his vision, more glaring than ever before. Tiny arrays were embedded within it, containing some spatial rules. Although they were just a surface-level understanding of these rules, they still represented rule power, far beyond his current level. To be precise, Profound Dao cultivators couldn't even touch such things.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he watched the path where the light blade sliced through.

Sss…

After flying several hundred feet, a sound like tearing cloth filled his ears. Then, before him, space… no, more accurately, that ice and snow world illusion shattered.

A long gash was torn in it, though it quickly healed. Lin Xuan had finally seized this opportunity after much effort. With his usual impatience, he didn't hesitate to use Nine Heavens Micro-Step, darting out of the illusionary realm with a whoosh.

This result exceeded his initial expectations. Without using Illusory Heavenly Fire, he managed to break through the illusion. However, Lin Xuan was still not complacent.

As he exited, he activated the Azure and Green Mother-Son Shields.

Bang!

There was no suspense as a peculiarly shaped treasure flew from an unexpected direction, sending both Lin Xuan and his protective barrier flying.

Blood surged in Lin Xuan's chest as he finally identified it. It was a shape like a piercing cone, only half a foot long. Despite its small size, the power of this object was unparalleled. At least with his bare skin, there was no way to withstand such an attack. Lin Xuan felt a chill.

The opponent was not a Profound Dao cultivator at the initial stage and excelled in illusions. Could it be…

He had already guessed who the opponent might be but didn't have time or mood to confirm it now.

Run first!

Despite the blood surging in his chest, Lin Xuan did not idle. He raised both hands, drawing mysterious and ancient incantations from his lips.

The syllables were extremely strange, different from any current language's pronunciation, as if they came from an ancient era.

Blue light flickered on Lin Xuan's body, then turned red.

Multicolored light circles rotated rapidly, appearing mysterious and ancient. These spiritual lights suddenly grew in size, like living beings expanding outward, quickly covering a square area of about ten feet, enveloping Lin Xuan's figure.

"Eh?"

A short exclamation echoed as the hidden expert seemed finally taken aback!
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Chapter 1818: Queen Jellyfish

The elderly figure, transformed from the lion, was already dumbfounded. He knew the identity of the one who had acted; others might not understand, but he was well aware.

Queen Jellyfish!

One of the six powerful sea creatures.

She was on par with the three妖皇.

As a洞玄期 cultivator who had lived for countless millennia, she had once interacted with Queen Jellyfish.

The opponent was not only an intermediate cultivator, but her abilities were incredibly mysterious and strange.

The cultivation techniques passed down by the six sea kings were inherently different.

For the jellyfish lineage, they excelled in illusionary arts, and Queen Jellyfish was particularly skilled among them.

He wasn't the strongest of the six, but he was undoubtedly the most troublesome. Even for a洞玄期 existence like him, being trapped by her illusions wouldn’t guarantee survival; escaping would be no easy feat.

He remembered that over ten thousand years ago, their Lion King had sparred with Queen Jellyfish.

The sparring involved more than just combat; otherwise, they wouldn't have easily engaged in such conflicts at their level.

In the end, although the Lion King emerged slightly victorious, it was a matter of chance. The entire process was fraught with danger.

Most of the time, the Lion King was on the defensive, especially when trapped by her illusions, nearly being ensnared within them.

Although he managed to escape, it wasn't as clean and straightforward as that young man's feat.

Even the mighty Lion King, one of the three great powers among the妖族, found himself in such a predicament. This only highlighted how formidable Queen Jellyfish’s illusions were.

Seeing a first-stage cultivator like this boy escape was almost too much for the balding old man to bear; could it be that Queen Jellyfish had intentionally let him go?

However, his next move proved otherwise.

Queen Jellyfish, if she had ulterior motives, wouldn’t have needed to reveal her true form and use her命宝 immediately. He clearly saw the attack, though weakened by the illusionary technique. This was far from letting water through; it was a direct hit.

In other words, this boy truly escaped with his own strength. The old man sucked in a breath, feeling a sharp pain in his teeth. If he were in Lin Xuan's position, he would have struggled to achieve such a feat.

No wonder the Unfavorable Venerable had died at her hands.

While the old man was in shock, Lin Xuan continued without pause.

"Bang!"

A dull explosion sounded, and before his eyes, an impossible scene unfolded. Nearly a hundred Lin Xuans appeared, each performing different actions but with lifelike appearances that almost reached perfection, blurring the lines between reality and illusion.

The balding old man was stunned. Then he heard a short cry of surprise as Queen Jellyfish's unexpected move left her hidden form disoriented.

Or rather, she was dumbfounded.

Seizing his moment of distraction, Lin Xuan took off, causing nearby space to distort and collapse. The nearly hundred Lin Xuans vanished in an instant.

"What...?"

The old man’s eyes widened with shock. Despite the surprise, as a洞玄期 cultivator, he reacted swiftly, releasing his powerful divine sense.

Lin Xuan was well aware of the limitations of illusionary techniques. Instantaneous travel over long distances was impressive but far from escaping the detection of a洞玄期 monster's divine senses.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn't pause; he kept moving continuously. His physical strength and deep magical power allowed him to teleport seamlessly. Soon, the old man frowned as Lin Xuan vanished from his divine perception.

This proved that at this moment, Lin Xuan had escaped beyond the range of his divine sense.

But it was too shocking. In just a few breaths, what kind of technique could be so miraculous? It was almost unbelievable?

Could it be... random teleportation talismans?

The old man shook his head. While such effects were possible with random teleportation talismans, those level of supernatural artifacts had never appeared in the East Sea cultivation world. How could this opponent possess one?

Damn it! A mere first-stage cultivator managed to escape right under his nose.

But upon reflection, there was nothing worth lamenting; even Queen Jellyfish, a formidable figure, returned empty-handed like him.

Who exactly was this guy?

The old man pondered silently. Despite breaking his head, he found no clues. Suddenly, space rumbled, and in an otherwise empty area, a flash of light appeared, revealing the form of a lean elderly figure.

He looked around fifty years old, with unremarkable features, lacking any aura of a king. His attire was no different from ordinary cultivators.

In short, he appeared as just another ordinary cultivator. Even his spiritual pressure didn’t match his true strength; it was only at the元婴中期 level.

However, the lion cultivator showed no signs of contempt and respectfully bowed: "Greetings, Queen Jellyfish. Thank you for your righteous intervention."

He looked uncomfortable saying this. Two洞玄期 existences had failed to catch a first-stage cultivator; such a tale would be laughed off by others.

But this lean elderly figure was undoubtedly Queen Jellyfish.

One needn’t look like a king to be the leader of a lineage. The jellyfish lineage’s techniques were known for their strangeness and excelled in illusions, not direct confrontation.

Stealth and assassination were more suited to them. In other words, the jellyfish lineage's techniques were akin to those of assassins, and its king was naturally an elite killer.

Such people didn’t need a regal appearance; the more ordinary they looked, the better. No past Queen Jellyfish had ever been handsome or dashing.

Turning his head, he showed no emotion, as if Lin Xuan's escape hadn't stirred any waves in him. He simply said: "I apologize for the trouble. That boy isn’t an ordinary cultivator; he might not even be from this realm."

"From another realm? What does that mean, friend?"

The old man had planned to glean some information from Queen Jellyfish. Her power was beyond his comprehension, and perhaps she could offer clues. But he never expected her first words to be so astonishing.

Third update for the evening! How many of you still have your储物袋? Roll on the floor in desperation!
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"How could it be that you, Fellow Daoist, think I am just blabbering nonsense?"

The King Jellyfish turned its head, and a sharp light flashed in its eyes. Usually, his ordinariness was the best disguise. Since the other party recognized him, there was no need to continue pretending.

"Haha, how could I dare have such thoughts? It's just that I'm curious—why did you say this?"

"The strength of the cultivation world in the Eastern Sea. We both know it well; none of those old fellows possess the talent to train such a master. At mere Separation and Union stage, his power has already reached such an extent, especially with his treasures..." Here, the King Jellyfish's eyes actually showed some trepidation: "Do you know how he broke through my illusion?"

The bald man with golden hair shook his head. The scene in the illusion was unseen by outsiders; how could he possibly know?

In that boy's hand, there was a long spear-shaped treasure that could manipulate spatial laws.

"Manipulate spatial laws?"

The bald man with golden hair was greatly alarmed. He noticed the King Jellyfish's choice of words—manipulating rather than borrowing. Such an item...

"Fellow Daoist, are you sure you didn't see wrong?" he said seriously.

"I'm not sure either." The King Jellyfish's face showed a hint of a bitter smile: "After all, such things I have never seen before; only some vague descriptions in ancient texts."

The bald man with golden hair nodded. He was also an Inner Profound cultivator and naturally understood the King Jellyfish's predicament. After all, compared to the entire Spirit Realm, the cultivation world of the Eastern Sea was still too low.

Such level treasures were impossible to come into contact with.

"Even if we can't be certain, there should be more than a fifty percent chance." The King Jellyfish's voice continued.

The bald man sighed and then changed his tone, speaking words that left the old man speechless.

However, he had to admit that what the other party said was reasonable. After all, no one wanted to provoke such formidable enemies, but what should he do? The Unscrupulous Venerable had fallen here—going back, it would be hard for him to explain his actions before the King.

That fellow, though despicable and shameless, was very good at flattering; he said many flattering words to the Lion King, who was delighted and adopted him as a foster son. He seemed quite favored.

But in any case, even if that mysterious figure's illusion couldn't trap him, it wasn't his fault.

The bald man with golden hair didn't send out hands to search anymore. Finding them wouldn't help; they could still escape easily.

On the other side, two Inner Profound cultivators from the Human race watched this scene with glee.

One had a square face and looked distinguished; he was probably around fifty years old. The other was an elderly Daoist in robes, with a Taoist air about him. What was peculiar was that there was a long sword on his back—carried openly.

Clearly, it was a precious item, but not stored in a storage bag, which was rare.

Both were Inner Profound middle-stage cultivators and did not fall short of the King Jellyfish's strength.

The situation had developed to this point; with the Sea and Demonic races sending people, how could humans lag behind? Actually, they arrived at the Nine Immortals Palace much earlier.

"Old Man翁, what do you think about this person? A mere Separation and Union stage, yet it made that old King Jellyfish fall." The square-faced cultivator said indifferently, but his eyes showed a hint of excitement.

Cultivators of their level were enemies with the Sea race to the death. Seeing them humiliated was particularly satisfying.

"I'm not sure either," the Daoist in robes shook his head; Lin轩's face was too unfamiliar.

"Anyway, tell your subordinates to keep an eye on this young fellow. He has great potential; if you can recruit him, do so. Do not let him fall into the hands of the Demonic or Sea races."

"I understand. Even without Old Man翁 saying it, I would have done so anyway," said the square-faced cultivator with a frown. "But his movements are unpredictable, and finding him might be difficult."

"Hmm, just do your best; there's no need to force anything. Regardless, this young fellow is a Human race cultivator, which is already enough to make us happy." The Daoist in robes stroked his beard, smiling.

Lin轩 was unaware of all this. At this moment, he was tens of thousands of miles away.

Lin轩's face was as pale as paper; even with the strength of his physical body, repeatedly using the Illusionary Escape Technique for over twenty times was no easy feat, and his mana nearly depleted. Fortunately, there was a ten-thousand-year-old Spirit Nectar. Even so, it would take some time to recover after consuming such a holy substance.

Lin轩 released his divine sense; within several thousand miles, he saw no suspicious figures, and the pursuers were nowhere to be found. This was normal; using Illusionary Escape Technique to escape meant that even Inner Profound cultivators could only sigh helplessly.

However, in all honesty, this time was indeed very dangerous. The mysterious figure lurking in the shadows used an illusion array to trap him. Although he never saw his true face, there were obvious guesses. This was clearly a high-level expert from the Sea race's Jellyfish faction—Inner Profound middle-stage. If his guess was correct, this mysterious expert might be none other than the King Jellyfish himself.

The Six Kings of the Sea race were top-notch experts in the cultivation world of the Eastern Sea.

Thinking about it, Lin轩 felt a bit relieved. The Jellyfish faction excelled in assassination; fortunately, he had escaped quickly like oil on water. Otherwise, even without the Lion race's formidable figure lurking nearby, he would not be his match in a one-on-one fight.

Lin轩 was never an arrogant person. Although his mana and abilities far surpassed those of his peers, compared to the Six Kings of the Sea race, there was still a significant gap. The two were not on the same level; escaping from the illusion array this time involved some luck.

Firstly, he had obtained the spear from the Snow Fox King. Even though he knew it was a spatial treasure, its involvement with spatial laws was an unexpected bonus.

Secondly, although the King Jellyfish did intervene, there seemed to be no intention of holding back; otherwise, he would not have escaped so easily and comfortably now.

Lin轩 had self-awareness. This time, he clearly caused a major disaster. The Unscrupulous Venerable was likely an important figure in the Lion race. Killing him brought endless trouble. However, Lin轩 did not regret it. If given another chance, he would do the same. He was never one to shy away from trouble; who let that guy snatch his Nine Yang True Iron?

Everyone has to pay a price for their actions.

As for the consequences of killing him? There's an old saying: too many lice don't itch, and too much debt doesn't worry you. Anyway, he had already killed the son of the Shark King; offending the Lion race now would not matter much.

Even if they wanted revenge, they needed to find him first; otherwise, it was just dry eyes.

With his mind made up, Lin轩 confirmed that he was safe. At this moment, he was in a vast wilderness where neither cultivators nor ordinary people could be seen.

This desolate place suited him perfectly. He quickly found a secluded valley and flew over to establish a small cave there. Then, Lin轩 entered the cave to meditate.

Time passed like a white horse; before long, it had been a month. The tranquility here was never disturbed. Until one day, Lin轩 finally left the valley, completely recovered from both the energy depletion caused by using the Illusionary Escape Technique and his injuries sustained in battle.

Feeling good, Lin轩 transformed into a streak of lightning that soon disappeared on the horizon.

Lin轩 did not return to Black Wind Island; he had yet to buy the medicinal herbs for Shangguan Muduyu. Lin轩 was not one to break promises, but he also didn't plan to risk returning to Nine Immortals City, as it would be like throwing himself into a trap. Fortunately, the chaotic sea area wasn't just controlled by Nine Immortals Palace.

It was the largest and actually the controller of the chaotic sea region, forcing other cultivation sects and families to live at his whim.

Actually, there were many islands nearby, large and small, scattered like stars; it was hard to count them all.

Lin轩 didn't need to know about them but urgently needed a map of the seas to understand which forces existed in this area so he could make a well-informed choice.

Lin轩 closed his eyes and released an extremely powerful divine sense. Soon, he lifted his head with a hint of satisfaction on his lips; clearly, he had gained something.

Then, Lin轩's body emitted a green glow as he flew towards the left side.

A streak of lightning was traveling, but it was thicker than usual, indicating multiple people were driving it. In the faint light, two men and one woman could be seen—clearly a couple with their son.

Lin轩 blocked their path without any warning!~!
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The couple couldn't help but laugh and cry at the same time. However, they also breathed a sigh of relief. It turned out to be just a false alarm; they had scared themselves for nothing. Even without their grandmother's connection, the other party showed no malicious intent.

The male cultivator reached into his waistband and gently tapped it. A flash of light appeared, and a clear green jade cylinder materialized before him.

He respectfully handed it over.

Lin Xuan naturally wasn't going to be polite; he took it with one hand and then lowered his head, sinking his spirit sense in.

"Good, this is exactly what I wanted."

A satisfied look appeared on Lin Xuan's face. Then his gaze stopped at the young man behind the two.

He was about fifteen or sixteen years old, still showing a bit of childishness, but his cultivation level was quite high; he was just one step away from Foundation Establishment.

For someone so young, that was already remarkable.

"Is this your flesh and blood?" Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

"Yes, exactly my son...

"Hmm, very goodqualifications..."

Lin Xuan's face showed approval. "Thank you for the compliment. The quality of his Spirit Root is indeed far beyond what I can match. My wife and I have always had high hopes for him..."

"Two hundred years later..."

"It will depend on his own destiny."

Though Lin Xuan wanted to help all the way, he couldn't send a cultivator off without a purpose. After helping with the Foundation Establishment and Condensation Core materials, he decided it was time to return to Black Wind Island.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan walked out of the market district. But just as he turned a corner, a familiar figure caught his eye.

"Is she?"

At first, Lin Xuan thought he had mistaken or misidentified someone. However, upon closer inspection, it was indeed Fairy Red Leaf.

Although they hadn't seen each other for over four hundred years, Lin Xuan still remembered her appearance clearly.

A moment of hesitation flashed across his face. Should he go up and introduce himself?

In the end, Lin Xuan shook his head. Although they had once sworn brotherhood in name, she called him "big brother," it was just a formality. In reality, both parties knew that their alliance was purely for mutual benefit.

Back then, when Lin Xuan first arrived in the Spirit Realm, he needed a place to stay and was desperate for one. As for Fairy Red Leaf?

She was nominally the ruler of an island but faced internal strife and external threats. If she made a wrong move, it could lead to her death or even worse.

Under these circumstances, their alliance seemed like a perfect match. Their brother-sister relationship was similar to a family's strategic marriage in ancient times—without any emotional foundation between them.

Seeing her again now would only bring back memories. Why go up and introduce himself?

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't heartless. Deep down, he was happy to see Fairy Red Leaf safe and sound after escaping the Poison Dragon Demon Sovereign. Now that she had broken through her bottleneck and become a Separation Stage cultivator, he hoped for her long-term safety.

He didn't need to disturb her current life. With this thought, Lin Xuan turned around to leave.

Fairy Red Leaf was completely unaware of everything. Even though Lin Xuan used disguise techniques, it would be difficult for her to recognize him even if they met face-to-face.

This small encounter brought a bit of surprise but remained calm. However, just as Lin Xuan prepared to leave, something unexpected happened.

It seemed too coincidental, but there's an old saying: "No coincidence without reason." This was how Lin Xuan's journey had been; he kept running into people and events related to him.

Just as he turned to leave, a commotion caught his ear. It sounded like Fairy Red Leaf's sharp rebuke.

Lin Xuan frowned and turned around. He was stunned to see that Fairy Red Leaf was surrounded by several cultivators in black armor, each holding long spears with expressions of intense hostility.

Lin Xuan felt a mix of shock and unease. The cultivation level of these warriors wasn't impressive, but they represented an intimidating force behind them—the main headquarters of theSaber Yang Sect.

"Who are you to do this? Red Leaf has no grudge against your sect; she's just here to buy some items in your market district. Why..."

Fairy Red Leaf frowned slightly. Although her expression remained calm, a hint of panic was evident in her eyes.

However, the warriors didn't say anything and simply stood their ground.

The scene was somewhat eerie.

Fairy Red Leaf found herself in an awkward situation. With her current power as a Separation Stage cultivator, she could easily deal with just a dozen Condensation Core cultivators, but doing so here would mean no escape from the main headquarters of theSaber Yang Sect.

Her mind raced, and Fairy Red Leaf decided to wait and see what would happen. Perhaps they had mistaken her for someone else, she consoled herself.

Although she knew this was unlikely, in such a situation, what could she do besides waiting?

Fortunately, it didn't take long. A few breaths later, a long laugh echoed: "Stop! You young ones, why are you so unruly? The old ancestor sent you to invite our guest, and this is how you treat him?"

Before the words were fully out of his mouth, a bright black light streaked from afar.

！~！The chapter ends here.
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In the bustling market, there was no restriction on flying or levitation. However, this person seemed to treat it as if it were nothing—either due to a special cultivation technique or because he possessed great supernatural abilities and had specialized magical tools.

After a moment, the light faded, and an elderly cultivator in black robes stepped out. He was around forty years old, with a long scar running from his left forehead over his nose to his mouth.

He looked quite terrifying, especially when he smiled, which made people shudder involuntarily.

His cultivation level was also not low; he exuded an aura of dominance. This turned out to be a late-stage Separation and Union cultivator.

"Is it Xia Tianhao!"

"Yes indeed, this is him. I heard that he's the senior disciple of True Man Shaya, a powerful figure in his sect. Why has he come here?"

"What for? Haha, seems like you're new to our region, Fellow Daoist. You don't know how Shaya likes to operate. Just wait and see; there will be quite a show."

The chatter spread through the crowd as this incident attracted many nearby cultivators. Many were pointing and discussing.

Lin Xuan frowned, sensing something ominous. After a moment's hesitation, he returned.

Although it was better not to meet than to remember, he had some connection with Red Leaf.

However, Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Ever since arriving in the Spirit Realm, why did he keep getting into trouble? His nature was generally peaceful, but by chance, he often ended up offending powerful forces and cultivators.

From the Poison Dragon Patriarch to Shark King, Beast Clan, and even the terrifying experts of the Jellyfish Tribe...

Counting just Core Formation cultivators, there were quite a few who wanted to extract his soul. Did this mean that for Red Leaf's sake, he was going to offend Shaya Sect today?

If it had been in the past, Lin Xuan would have thought twice; after all, he wasn't very familiar with Red Leaf. But now, getting involved didn't bother him.

It wasn’t because his strength made him fearless but rather that he had offended too many people. He was like a pig that doesn’t fear boiling water.

Nonetheless, Lin Xuan wasn’t impulsive. He decided to observe the situation first before acting.

He needed to understand what was happening. Even if he ended up in conflict, it would be better to know why rather than being caught off guard.

So, he remained silent and hid among the spectators.

Then Red Leaf's voice rang out: "Fellow Daoist, I seem to have done nothing to offend your sect; why are you blocking my path?"

"Haha, miss, there must be a misunderstanding. Xia has no intention of offending. Please step over and come to our main hall for a chat. There’s something big in store for you."

"Go to the main hall of your sect?"

Red Leaf's face showed surprise. She wasn’t stupid; she understood the intentions behind this but foolishly placed herself in danger, which was like inviting death.

"Fellow Daoist, I appreciate your kindness, but as I said before, I am not familiar with your sect. Your invitation to the main hall seems a bit presumptuous. Emotionally and logically, you should provide an explanation."

"Haha, Fellow Daoist, you are cautious. But Xia indeed has no ill intentions. Inviting you to our main hall is for something big," Red Leaf remained unmoved: "Please explain in detail."

"Alright, in a few days—August 15th, the Mid-Autumn Festival—it’s also my master Shaya's birthday, his 29,800th year."

The surrounding cultivators all showed envious expressions. Although Core Formation cultivators typically only lived for about five thousand years, those who entered this realm could transcend the primordial energy tribulation and live for tens of thousands of years.

"But what does this have to do with Red Leaf?"

"Haha, Fellow Daoist, you must not know that my master is a top-tier expert in the East Sea. He has lived so long that he no longer desires much; only female beauty remains an unfulfilled wish. Every time it's his hundredth birthday, we disciples gather beautiful women to celebrate with him..."

These words were clear and straightforward. Red Leaf was furious upon hearing them, her face turning pale: "Fellow Daoist, what do you mean? Are you saying that you plan to present me as a gift for your master on his birthday?"

"Haha, Fellow Daoist, why get so excited? You're right; this is mutually beneficial. Xia can please my master, and you will have someone to rely on."

"Remember, my master is a man who cherishes beauty. With your cultivation and appearance, you are sure to please him. Although it’s unlikely that you would become his partner in cultivation, he might still grant you the status of a concubine. This isn’t dishonorable; such opportunities are beyond the dreams of most women."

Xia Tianhao nodded and advised earnestly. His words were disrespectful but gained unanimous approval from the spectators, even prompting some to advise Red Leaf.

In the cultivation world, it was different from the mortal realm. The path of immortals was fraught with challenges, especially for women, who faced more difficulties. Thus, female cultivators from prominent families often sought powerful male partners as support.

Being a dual-cultivation partner would be ideal, but even if that wasn’t possible, becoming a concubine could still offer benefits and protection. Shaya's situation was even more special; as an old monster in the Core Formation realm and the Supreme Elder of a major sect, he had both power and influence. Many female cultivators were willing to serve him, whether as a partner or a concubine.

These words were not exaggerated. Nearby female cultivators' faces showed envy, with some even volunteering. If she could please this powerful figure in the Demon Sect, it would be like rising to fame overnight.

Such an opportunity was hard to pass up.

However, Xia Tianhao politely declined all offers from other women. His master's status made him understand his preferences well. This woman in red wasn’t considered a beauty, but as they say, beauty is in the eye of the beholder. Her appearance matched what his master liked.

Moreover, being at the early stage of Separation and Union was already impressive; he couldn't find better gifts from his fellow disciples. The benefits of pleasing his master were countless!
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Chapter 1823: Fine Curtain Iblan Arrives

"Fair maiden, what do you think? My words today are from the heart and without any bias. This matter will greatly benefit both of us in the future; we can support each other."

Summer Hao spoke with a broad smile, while nearby cultivators echoed his sentiment. For most people, gaining the favor of an Immortal Stage elder was indeed a rare opportunity.

Lin Xuan frowned as he observed Red Leaf Fairy's reaction. If she were swayed and chose to marry the Old Demon Tyrant Shaya, he would have no reason to intervene. However, if she refused but still faced intimidation from him, he couldn't remain indifferent either.

The other cultivators shared similar expressions; their only concern was watching the show, as they had nothing at stake regardless of Red Leaf's decision.

Lin Xuan hid among the crowd, making himself unnoticeable. He could act freely, whether or not he chose to intervene later.

Many people's gazes were fixed on Red Leaf's delicate face, with envy and jealousy being predominant emotions.

A concubine? For ordinary folks, it was already a stroke of luck just to befriend an Immortal Stage cultivator, let alone receive guidance from a Separation Union Stage one.

Who could deny the wisdom that it was better to stay under a big tree for shade? This explained why some people felt envious.

"Thank you for your kind offer. However, I am too humble and unsuitable to serve the Grandmaster."

Red Leaf Fairy's eyes flickered as she spoke softly.

"What?" Summer Hao roared in anger, his smile freezing on his face. He had thought he had made the situation clear, but now it seemed there was no chance of a peaceful resolution.

He was truly being disrespectful!

Meanwhile, Red Leaf took a few steps to leave. The black-armored guards hesitated, unsure how to proceed.

Suddenly, Summer Hao's long laugh echoed: "Wench, you are too disrespectful! I didn't want to offend you, but now it seems I must take action."

"What? Do you really intend to forcibly kidnap a female cultivator in broad daylight?" Red Leaf's expression changed as she realized the situation might be different from what she had expected.

"Little girl, even if I forcefully take someone, what of it?" Summer Hao's face twisted into a sinister grin. The young woman was too naive; he knew this chaotic sea was unlike any other place. They were of the Demon Sect and didn't care about righteousness or ethics. For them, killing, stealing treasures, and forcibly taking female cultivators were all justified.

Who would dare complain in broad daylight? Survival of the fittest was an unchanging truth in the cultivation world. If someone wanted to save a damsel in distress, they had better consider their strength; otherwise, it would just be laughable.

This was Shaya Sect's territory, and his mentor's reputation was well-known here. No one would dare provoke him.

With these thoughts, Summer Hao felt secure. He saw no point in wasting words since Red Leaf wouldn't cooperate. With a wave of his sleeves, essence energy surged, forming a large black hand above her head. Lin Xuan frowned and stepped forward to intervene.

However, an unexpected voice suddenly interrupted: "Stop! Shaya Sect is so lacking in spirit; you actually tried to forcibly kidnap a beauty when others refused. Don't you know that forcing someone isn't sweet at all."

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as he turned to see a young man in fine attire and white robes, about 27 or 28 years old, with an elegant demeanor and striking appearance, comparable to Tian Xiaojian. Yet, his aura was ostentatious; simply put, he seemed like a man of hollow glory.

Lin Xuan knew better. One couldn't judge a book by its cover. Some people might appear foolish on the surface but were far from it.

"Fine Curtain Iblan, I didn't expect to meet this young fellow again. This outing is much more exciting than expected."

Though Lin Xuan muttered to himself, he stopped his actions. It had been over two centuries since their last meeting; Fine Curtain Iblan was now at the peak of Separation Union Stage. Though she hadn't broken through her later-stage bottleneck, her rapid progression was astonishing.

He was one of the few cultivators who Lin Xuan feared at that level.

During their last adventure to Dan Yue Sect, all five of them were exceptionally powerful, but they faced even more terrifying dangers. Jin Yi and Mingquan Fairy succumbed in the end.

As the sole survivor, Lin Xuan had also faced an Immortal Stage elder alone. Anyone else would have perished, but he managed to escape with great effort. Iblan's fate was unknown.

Unexpectedly, they met again today.

Too many coincidences left Lin Xuan numb, yet this young man's heroic rescue style was genuine.

With him intervening, Lin Xuan decided to remain a spectator for now.

On the other side, Summer Hao's expression darkened. Red Leaf had already rejected his offer, and now someone dared to interfere, trying to save her. He was beyond furious.

"You dare meddle in my affairs?!" he snarled.

"How intimidating! Kidnapping female cultivators is wrong. As a dashing young master like me, it's only right for me to step in," Iblan said, his fan swinging gently. He clearly didn't take Summer Hao's threats seriously and looked extremely annoying.

The crowd was shocked by his words; it was akin to blatant provocation. Lin Xuan shook his head. Everyone had their own personalities, and Iblan always acted this way—mocking him with Jin Yi and flirting with Mingquan Fairy before. He might not have been malicious but merely enjoyed playing the role.

However, Summer Hao didn't know about this. Iblan's arrogant attitude was driving him to madness.
第一千八百二十四章 借助宝物的火焰秘术

"Alright, alright, boy. Since you don't know when to die, I won't blame myself for being ruthless. You'll go down to the netherworld and learn that not everyone can be a hero rescuing a damsel in distress!"

Summer Hao's face was twisted into a grimace as he reached out with his hand. The massive black hand flashed and vanished from Red Leaf’s head, only to reappear before纤幕伊蓝.

He had lost his temper and was ready to grab the other person's head, making it clear that the Sha Yang Sect's authority could not be trifled with.

If someone didn't know when to die, they would pay a heavy price for it.

In short, he wanted to establish his dominance by showing off his power. However, things turned out the opposite way.

As the black hand reached toward his head,纤幕伊蓝 did not show any signs of panic. Instead, she flicked her fan.

Silently...

Without lightning or wind blades, the massive black ghost claws inexplicably disintegrated.

"What...?"

Summer Hao was shocked.纤幕伊蓝 wasn't one to take a beating without retaliating. After all, as a descendant of a demon, he couldn’t be afraid of death. His casual demeanor was just an act; deep down, he was very combative.

He dared to strike first, and the corners of纤幕伊蓝's mouth curled into a cold smile. She closed her fan and pointed it forward.

Puff...

A long blade shaped like a willow leaf appeared, made from a mixture of essence qi and primordial energy, transparent in nature.

The blade sliced towards Summer Hao’s head with great force.

"An audacious fellow!"

Summer Hao shouted loudly. Although his previous attack had failed, he wasn’t afraid. As an advanced late-stage cultivator, he still held many advantages over a mid-stage one. Besides, this was the main base of the Sha Yang Sect; he didn’t believe that they would be completely without caution.

He flicked his sleeve and a claw-shaped magical artifact flew out, moving slowly but accelerating sharply to meet the blade.

Of course, he wasn't just limited to these tactics. He flipped his left hand, revealing a dark葫芦. The cork was pulled off, and a large cloud of demonic mist appeared above him, filled with ghostly wails...

The nearby cultivators were shocked into fleeing as birds. Even the shops on both sides activated their禁制, protective barriers appearing in view.

After all, it wasn’t a big deal to watch, but no one wanted to be caught in the crossfire. A few perceptive cultivators retreated several meters and closely watched how things would unfold.

At the mid-stage level, any action could have significant destructive power and impact. If something went wrong, it might bring about great disaster. They were waiting to see if there was an opportunity to take advantage of the situation, like a shop being flattened with various cultivation materials scattered everywhere...

The cultivators in the chaotic sea weren’t many good people. Seeing that two people had started fighting, Fairy Red Leaf sighed and flipped her hand, revealing a fiery sword before her chest. Since others were already taking action, she couldn’t afford to remain idle.

Moreover, facing an advanced cultivator, she felt that纤幕伊蓝’s chances of winning were slim. However, if she helped, two against one might be enough for a fight.

But this was the main base of the Sha Yang Sect; what would happen when reinforcements arrived?

This thought left her feeling anxious. She couldn’t abandon her benefactor and run away, so she had to take a look.

Taking a deep breath, Fairy Red Leaf was about to join the battle when something unexpected happened, leaving her speechless.纤幕伊蓝 reached out and summoned an unusual treasure that looked like an egg.

She flicked her left hand several times, casting several spells on it. A crackling sound filled the air as the eggshell shattered, revealing a black firebird no longer than a foot in length.

The bird resembled a phoenix but was entirely made of black flames.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. This was clearly a secret technique that required a magical item to be used, and its power seemed formidable. He felt the illusory heavenly fire within his body resonating with it.

With a loud cry, the firebird flew forward, colliding with the demonic mist emitted by the葫芦. The flames ignited the dark wind, turning the entire sky black with black flames. The wails of thousands of ghosts abruptly stopped.

Summer Hao finally turned pale. However, things weren’t over yet. After consuming the demonic mist, the firebird seemed to gain nourishment and suddenly grew in size. What was originally no longer than a foot now had wingspan exceeding two meters. With a flap of its wings, a wave of scorching wind rushed towards him.

Following this, dozens of black wind blades appeared, all made from black flames.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed as the first to be hit were the cultivators holding long spears and wearing black armor. Despite her casual demeanor,纤幕伊蓝 was ruthless. She never shied away from conflict; she either didn’t do it or went all out.

Thus, several condensation period cultivators were caught in the crossfire, turning into nothingness with their souls burned to ashes as well.

"You..."

Summer Hao was both shocked and angry. He raised a shield shaped like an evil spirit to block the demonic flames but felt his essence energy rapidly flowing out...

The power of this technique was too shocking.

Fear showed on his face, but it was already too late to retreat. Apart from several light blades, the black bird also rushed towards him.

With a flap of its wings, it emitted a sound wave that could be seen with the naked eye before it arrived!
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Boom!

The explosive sound barely registered in his ears as the shield finally couldn't withstand the wave of energy. It shattered into pieces with a loud crack.

Puff…

Summer Hao's chest heaved as blood surged, despite his desperate attempts to calm himself. A mouthful of blood spewed from his lips, but at this moment, he had no time or energy to think about it. With a flash, he vanished without a trace.

Teleportation!

Although not as swift as Nine Heavens Micro-step, it was still quite impressive.

This old fellow named Xia was also decisive. Seeing the situation deteriorating, he fled for his life. A gentleman takes his revenge ten years later; as long as he survives, there will be an opportunity to retaliate.

"Move!"

However, Ilyan Fine could not be easily intimidated. With a flick of her hand, a spell shot out from her fingertips. The black demon bird raised its talons and slashed at the void space.

An incredible scene unfolded before their eyes.

A spatial rift appeared in front of them.

The demon bird then dove into it without hesitation.

"Secret technique to tear through space?"

Lin Xuan was equally stunned, as he had heard that among all true spirits, the phoenix, known as the king of birds, excelled at spatial techniques.

Tearing through space was indeed a divine skill of the phoenix. Although this one only showed a hint of it, it seemed to require a treasure to be used.

This situation was quite unusual; Lin Xuan had never encountered anything like it before.

Despite his curiosity, he felt no fear. He had played with fire many times and was not afraid of it.

The moment the demon flames appeared, the Illusory Heavenly Fire was eager to join in. After all, this strange flame had evolved a bit of intelligence, or what could be called spiritual awareness.

The battle concluded, but most people were still in shock. Ilyan Fine was preparing to escape. Although she was arrogant and domineering, she wasn't stupid. Killing the sect's top disciple at the main hall of Shalang Sect would have been a severe blow to their reputation.

She needed to leave quickly before being surrounded and attacked.

The Thirty-Six Stratagems: Escape!

Before leaving, he turned back to call out, "Beautiful lady, what are you still doing here? Hurry and get away from this dangerous place."

"Oh."

Ilyan Fine was initially stunned but soon realized her situation. If she had been caught by Summer Hao at the beginning, she would have been offered as a gift to the demon Shalang. But now, things were different.

Killing an important figure of their sect meant that they would not rest until she was soulless and spiritless.

Thinking this, she quickly transformed her appearance with a dazzling aura and flew towards the market area, vanishing into the horizon in a few flashes.

The surrounding cultivators naturally scattered like birds fleeing from a storm. With Shalang's top disciple dead here, who knew how angry that old man would be? If he couldn't find the culprit, they might become his scapegoats.

No one wanted to suffer such misfortune.

They ran as fast as possible.

Lin Xuan was no exception but took a different direction. He turned into an unnoticeable grayish streak of light, following Ilyan Fine.

"Helping is helping to the end; sending a Buddha to the West. Even though I didn't fight, since I decided to get involved, I must ensure that Lady Ilyan can escape safely. Whether we are friends or not, she's my sworn sister, and I value loyalty."

Ilyan Fine's direction matched Ilyan Fine's, and he slowed down to match her speed.

"Look at me, how amazing am I? That guy was a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, yet I easily defeated him. You don't need to thank me; my nature is to help the weak. Rest assured, with my protection, you will be safe from their clutches."

Ilyan Fine's self-aggrandizing voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, even though he was familiar with her character.

Her exaggerated image seemed too much for him. Could it be a facade?

This was indeed an unconventional way to play the role of a pig-eating tiger.

Regardless, Ilyan Fine's boasting continued, and Lin Xuan dismissed such thoughts. She genuinely enjoyed this persona.

Lin Xuan shook his head. Since entering the cultivation world, he had seen many powerful individuals, but none as unique as her. This confirmed an old saying: "A hundred people, a hundred faces." He couldn't fathom her behavior, but she was undoubtedly strong. Only Tian Xiaojian could match him in terms of pressure.

Even Lin Xuan found Ilyan Fine's personality unbearable. Her expression on Lady Ilyan's face was even more awkward. Refusing would be ungrateful since she had saved his life. Agreeing meant dealing with her thick skin and self-aggrandizing words, which made her sound insincere.

How could there be such cultivators?

If not for witnessing it firsthand, she wouldn't believe that a powerful individual, let alone one who challenged higher ranks, was standing before her.

Was this the so-called "a true man doesn’t show his hand"? Or were all powerful individuals eccentric? Poor Lady Ilyan, lost in thought, but her speed increased as they approached.

They both knew the danger of being caught. The Shalang Sect might not match the Nine Immortal Palace's power, but it had a senior-level True Profound Realm elder.

They maintained a safe distance, Lin Xuan’s concealment and retraction technique was indeed powerful, and his estimation of Ilyan Fine's strength from their battle made him cautious.

Meanwhile, in the grand hall of Shalang Sect's main headquarters, an elderly man in a black robe was enjoying himself. Before him were beautiful maids dancing gracefully, and beside him were strange-looking female cultivators serving him food and drinks.

The old man smiled broadly, knowing his current state of cultivation made it unlikely to advance further or survive the next energy cycle. However, with his knowledge of longevity techniques, he had a thousand years left. He should enjoy himself while he could.

Fine wine, beautiful women, fine cuisine—life was meant to be enjoyed. Even if he couldn't achieve immortality, at least this life would be filled with pleasure.

Just as the old man was sipping his fine wine, his expression changed suddenly. He reached out and a pearl the size of a dragon's eye appeared before him, but it had several visible cracks on its surface.

Shalang's demon elder's face darkened. His top disciple had fallen. Although Summer Hao wasn't the most powerful among his disciples, he was undoubtedly one who pleased him the most.

Furious!

Summer Hao should be at the main hall now. Could someone dare to provoke him? This showed they didn’t respect him. The old man’s anger was palpable as the temperature in the room dropped dramatically.

The maids were unaware of what had happened, but their master's bad mood was obvious. They all trembled with fear.

As the saying goes, "When a king is angry, rivers flow with blood." This True Profound Realm monster's wrath was just as deadly.

"Go down."

Shalang’s true man’s voice echoed in the hall. The maids were overjoyed but remained respectful and left slowly.

Suddenly, a fiery light entered the hall. As it dimmed, a cultivator of about thirty years old appeared, dressed in black, exuding an icy aura.
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This was a cultivator at the中期 stage of Separation, his face grave as he knelt before an elder. "Disciple greets Master. There is an important development; I beg for your wisdom in deciding."

"Is it that your senior brother has fallen?" the Malevolent Yang Old Demon said with displeasure.

"Indeed, Master already knew," the man in black looked even more reverent and anxious.

"Hmph, Your senior brother's primordial spirit pearl has shattered. If my memory serves correctly, Heavenly Prosperity should be at our main sect by now. Could there really be someone so bold as to disregard the煞阳宗 entirely?" The old demon’s voice was calm, but his anger was clear even to a fool.

"Master, please do not be angry. I have already sent people to pursue them; no matter what, they won't escape. I will definitely bring the murderer of your senior brother before you for soul extraction."

". Well, that's unnecessary. Regardless if it’s a plot or some trickery, whoever caused his fall must be quite formidable. Ordinary disciples would only increase casualties in pursuit. You need not interfere; I’ll handle this myself."

"Master, are you planning to take personal action?" the man in black was surprised.

"How so? Do you have any objections to my decision?"

"I beg your forgiveness, Master. How could such disrespectful thoughts enter my mind? If you decide to act yourself, that would be perfect. I will wait here and wish for your success."

The man in black was visibly alarmed as he tried to explain respectfully.

Fortunately, the Malevolent Yang Old Demon, despite his cruel nature, still cared about his disciples. He had just said it as a show of concern; there was no intention to delve deeper into the matter.

Seeing him acknowledge this, the old demon’s face softened with satisfaction. Then, enveloped in black light, he disappeared without a trace.

The killers of his disciple still thought they could escape? These fellows were truly reckless. He had secret techniques on each of his disciples; capturing the murderer was no problem.

Fen Mu Yilan didn’t know this, but killing an important figure from the煞阳宗 wouldn’t end well for them.

Red Leaf Fairy shared the same thoughts and thus made no pause as they fled several thousand miles away. However, it wasn't enough. Within a hundred thousand li around here was the domain of the煞阳宗.

They would eventually be found if they stayed long enough.

Lin Xuan understood this too and followed from afar. His plan was to escort them safely until they reached a secure location.

Due to his quick thinking, their escape had been smooth so far; no signs of pursuers were seen.

However, Red Leaf’s face showed no relief. The calm before the storm. As long as they hadn’t escaped the煞阳宗's domain, danger could still strike at any moment.

Fen Mu Yilan remained carefree despite her usual demeanor. She seemed to enjoy playing with the dust of the world more now.

Lin Xuan pondered this when he suddenly froze and stopped his遁光, his eyes narrowing as he turned around.

"Hmph, I didn’t expect it to be the Malevolent Yang Old Demon himself," Lin Xuan muttered. "This old guy is really cautious."

His divine sense was always better than his cultivation level; after all, the blue Star Sea had honed it. His current strength wasn't inferior to a洞玄初期 cultivator and might even surpass them.

Given that he had hidden his trail, the Malevolent Yang Old Demon might not have discovered him yet.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan vanished without a trace as he appeared on a nearby barren island.

It was actually just a large rock. After scanning it, Lin Xuan found a more concealed spot and hid there, using his敛气 technique to its fullest extent. Not only did he stop all mana from leaking out, but even his heartbeat and breathing became almost imperceptible.

Knowing that an old monster of the洞玄 stage was chasing them, Lin Xuan didn’t want to reveal himself just yet. With Fen Mu Yilan in front as a shield, he would first assess this young man’s strength. If it suited him, he might wait for both sides to be evenly matched before making his move from the side...

The principle of cultivation combat was to win; how one achieved that victory—whether by outnumbering or using cunning—was not out of the question.

Lin Xuan had finished hiding when Fen Mu Yilan’s遁光 slowed suddenly, and she fell silent. Her casual expression vanished as she became serious, turning her head to look behind her.

"What's wrong?"

Red Leaf Fairy’s divine sense was much weaker; she didn’t notice anything amiss. But this woman wasn’t a fool; seeing Fen Mu Yilan’s actions made her uneasy. Could the pursuers have arrived?

"Hmph, They really think I’m worth it. The old guy himself is here."

"Old guy? What old guy?"

Red Leaf Fairy was even more alarmed. These cryptic words only increased her unease.

"Naturally, the Malevolent Yang Old Demon," Fen Mu Yilan said with a serious expression. "And to add insult to injury, Miss, this far we go no further. I’ll be on my way."

Before she could react, Fen Mu Yilan’s body was bathed in brilliance and left at an even faster speed.

"What…?"

Red Leaf Fairy couldn’t believe it. Just moments ago, Fen Mu Yilan had been boasting about protecting her; now he was leaving so quickly…

She had never seen someone turn their promise into a joke like this before.

Lin Xuan was surprised but soon recovered his composure. He sighed, realizing that he had underestimated Fen Mu Yilan.

Indeed, breaking a promise could be considered dishonorable, but it was also smart. If Lin Xuan were in the same situation, he would make the same choice.

After all, he and Red Leaf Fairy had just met; helping within his means was reasonable given her delicate nature.

But facing a洞玄 cultivator, he needed to be cautious. There was no need to put himself in danger for an unknown woman!
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In this situation, self-preservation was the wisest choice. However, Red Leaf Fairy found herself in a very awkward position.

Fiyue Iblu had left her behind, how should she handle it? Should she run away?

It seemed to be the only option, but compared to Fiyue Iblu's speed of evasive light, she was far slower. Compared to an old monster at the Profound Abyss stage, there was no comparison in terms of speed; running would ultimately result in her being caught.

She knew her own situation well—facing such a powerful old monster, she had no chance to fight back.

A look of sorrow and anger flashed across Red Leaf Fairy's face. But what could she do now?

Even ants try to survive. Knowing that running was useless, she didn't want to sit idly by either. She gritted her teeth, put away the sorrow and shock on her face, and flew forward.

"Looks like I underestimated Fiyue Iblu," Lin Xuan sighed. He had originally planned to profit from their conflict, but now it seemed there was no such opportunity.

Facing this old monster alone, although he wasn't afraid of Black Yang Ancestor, he didn't want to risk his life for a fight without sufficient benefits. However, Lin Xuan liked to see things through; giving up halfway was not his style. He couldn't just leave Red Leaf Fairy behind.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan fell into contemplation.

But with his rich experience in magical battles, an idea quickly flashed across his mind.

This plan wouldn’t work on its own, but if he deliberately drew the old monster's attention to himself, it might allow Fiyue Iblu to slip past unnoticed. He smiled and said, "Fiyue, don't worry, I have a plan."

"But how will you escape?" Red Leaf Fairy was shocked, filled with gratitude as she realized Lin Xuan intended to sacrifice himself.

"Relax, I've got it under control. Just hide well," he reassured her. With no time for further discussion, he focused on adjusting his aura to match Fiyue Iblu's.

Of course, perfect mimicry was impossible, but a close enough approximation might work. As the saying goes: "When in doubt, act confidently."

Lin Xuan's body glowed with green light as he flew towards where Fiyue Iblu had escaped. He didn't want to face such an enemy alone; if possible, he would drag her into it.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away, a dark aura streaked through the sky at incredible speed. Even low-level cultivators struggled to see its movement.

It was undoubtedly Black Yang Demon, who could easily outstrip human speed with his evasive light.

"Surprised they split up? No, one of them changed their aura slightly; trying to fool me? Too naive," Black Yang Demon muttered sarcastically.

"But now both are heading in the same direction—what do these two want?" he grumbled. "No use, my secret technique on Tian Hao will ensure you can't escape."

With a burst of dark energy, he continued his pursuit.

Fiyue Iblu's strength was far superior to that of her peers, but her evasive light was still slower than Lin Xuan’s and couldn’t match the speed of an old monster at the Profound Abyss stage.

Lin Xuan had no intention of hiding his power. Fiyue Iblu noticed something amiss; Red Leaf Fairy had caught up with them.

How could that be?

Though he admired beauty, he was a stranger to her, so in danger, he had no qualms about leaving her behind. Fiyue Iblu didn't see anything wrong with this; a man of honor should never place himself in danger for a woman.

Despite his showy demeanor as a cultivator, Fiyue Iblu was actually quite calculating. He reasoned that Red Leaf Fairy's speed was slightly slower, giving him more time to escape if he focused on her first.

This boy had sharp and ruthless thoughts indeed.

Unfortunately, plans are made by man but success depends on heaven. His plan might have worked, but it met with Lin Xuan’s interference.

Fiyue Iblu's expression turned grim as he realized the cultivator behind him wasn't Red Leaf Fairy.

Who was this person?

What had caused such a change?

He was uncertain and puzzled.

But there was no time for further thoughts. He gritted his teeth, making his evasive light even faster. However, it was impossible to shake Lin Xuan off.

Soon, he felt another powerful aura approaching from the distance like an insidious shadow.

Black Yang Demon!

Indeed, misfortune comes in threes. Fiyue Iblu's expression turned grim but there was no point in feeling depressed now.

He shouldn't have meddled; but regret is not sold in the cultivation world.

His mind raced as his evasive light suddenly stopped. He decided to face it head-on since he couldn’t escape anyway.

Lin Xuan sensed this immediately.

"Hmph, finally, he’s not running anymore."

The distance between them was now only a hundred miles or so. With his Daoist techniques, the chase would last mere breaths. But Lin Xuan had a new plan.

Red Leaf Fairy had already escaped; could he change direction and run in another? If he pursued him, they could meet up with Fiyue Iblu later—more accurately, to cause trouble for her.

If he didn't pursue, he would act as circumstances dictated. Fiyue Iblu was no weakling; facing a Profound Abyss stage cultivator, Lin Xuan had the chance to profit from the chaos.

With this thought, Lin Xuan changed direction and shot off in another direction.

"Splitting up again?" Black Yang Demon was confused but had his own plan.

He sneered, ignoring Lin Xuan's intentions, and continued towards Fiyue Iblu.

This made sense; through a secret technique, he had already identified Fiyue Iblu as the culprit.

Although he learned the truth from his disciple, it seemed another woman was to blame. But she was only at the Separation stage, so his disciples could handle her.

With a wave of his sleeve, a fiery light shot out and danced in the air before disappearing into Lin Xuan's direction.

This magical symbol would ensure they wouldn't escape.

On the other side, Fiyue Iblu remained clueless. He felt the cultivator had left but Black Yang Demon still targeted him.

He sensed he was being manipulated by someone.

But there was no time to think now; a few hundred miles for an ordinary person might be unattainable, but in their world, it was just a moment.

Soon, a dark streak of light appeared on the horizon and flashed closer. The aura vanished as an old man in black robes stood before him.

His face was filled with a sinister expression, accompanied by a terrifying pressure that descended from above.

The sky had turned gloomy, and fierce winds whipped up waves like a storm was about to break.

Such power would have terrified even a Separation stage cultivator, but Fiyue Iblu's eyes narrowed. He wasn't an ordinary person.

He had faced old monsters at the Profound Abyss stage before; no amount of pressure could make him submit.
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Chapter 1829: Sending a Fattened Sheep to the Tiger

Meanwhile, on another side.

Lin Xuan encountered trouble as well. He sensed that the煞阳 Old Demon had not changed his direction and was still pursuing Xiān Mò Yī Lán. Lin Xuan was overjoyed but did not take this opportunity to retreat far away. Instead, he surprisingly stayed put.

As they say, "Artistry begets boldness." After battling with a Corpse Demon, Lin Xuan had a clear idea of his strength. Although he didn't dare claim victory against a daoist of the 离合 stage, he was not necessarily weaker than them either.

Given this situation, there was no need to rush away. The current circumstances were actually very advantageous for him—advance and attack if possible; retreat and defend when necessary. If all else failed, he had a 100% chance of escaping.

Lin Xuan decided to observe the situation first.

In a game of cat and mouse, the fisherman benefits most. His hope was to muddle things up.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan stopped his遁光 and soon his face turned grim.

He raised his right hand and lightly grabbed something on one side.

A moment later, light flashed, gathering天地元气 towards that direction. A green hand appeared mysteriously, reaching down with no hesitation.

That place was empty before, but now a flicker of firelight emerged.

It transformed into a red spirit talisman, though trapped by the hand, it still showed great vitality, struggling left and right. Unfortunately, it was firmly held by five fingers.

"What kind of talisman is this?"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with some confusion on his face. Daoist arts were vast and deep; many sects had secrets they did not share even among true immortals. Not all spirit talismans could be recognized.

However, its purpose was likely to track someone down.

Lin Xuan's face darkened further but made no extra moves. Green flames appeared on the hand, turning that talisman into nothingness.

Unfortunately, too late for him. Several black dots appeared in the distance at the horizon.

Lin Xuan scanned them with his eyes, showing no signs of panic. They were merely a group sending lambs to the wolves.

He did not retreat but stood there calmly.

The 煞阳 Sect's daoists also noticed something amiss as their遁光 stopped far away.

"Senior Brother, that guy is waiting for us at a distance with no fear. Could it be an ambush?" A woman's voice entered his ears. She was about thirty and still had a unique charm despite her age.

"Hmph, what ambush? The opponent has only one person, their cultivation level is at the 离合 stage but merely initial-stage daoists. We are in our sect’s territory with many more of us. How could we be afraid?" spoke an imposing-looking daoist wearing black robes, also around thirty years old.

"Second Senior Brother's words are correct. A single person cannot possibly match our numbers. He is just trapped and trying to act like he has a plan," another voice disagreed. It was a scholar-like daoist with a gaunt appearance, extremely thin and tall.

The man sighed. Although still somewhat suspicious, he did not say much more. After all, this mission was personally assigned by his master. Even if they knew the danger, they had to try their best. If they showed too much fear, it would be bad for them.

Hopefully, it's just my overthinking.

With these thoughts in mind, several daoists flew towards Lin Xuan’s location.

Soon they arrived.

Apart from the three Senior Brothers and Sisters at the 离合 stage, there were more than twenty元婴 level daoists accompanying them. They excelled in array formations and had formidable strength.

After stopping their遁光, they formed an elliptical formation around Lin Xuan.

The three daoists of the 离合 stage did not need to be mentioned; the 元婴 level existences not only revealed their命宝 but also took out a few阵旗.

With the power of array formations and mutual cooperation, even against daoists of the 离合 stage, they had the strength to fight.

Lin Xuan ignored all this.

The three exchanged glances. If it was an empty city strategy, then the opponent was too calm. Perhaps his earlier assumptions were wrong; this guy really has a plan, which is why he can be so bold.

Despite their doubts and some unease, they knew that once a bow is drawn, there's no turning back. Could anything change at this point?

Regardless of whether it was an ambush or a trick, even if the path ahead was filled with knives and fire, they would have to forge ahead.

And on the surface, they couldn't show any signs of fear. In such a battle, one must not lose in terms of气势.

The black-robed daoist stepped forward: "Boy, if you surrender now, I can spare your suffering."

"Surrender? Haha, I doubt you know where you are. Rest assured, with the benevolence of heaven, Lin will release your souls to be reborn soon."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed in their ears. These so-called pursuers were no different from fattened sheep.

With three daoists at the 离合 stage and over twenty 元婴 level daoists, they could plunder a lot of wealth from their储物袋 after this battle.

"You..."

"Arrogant words! I want to see what strength you have that allows you to brag here."

The three daoists at the 离合 stage exchanged looks. Initially, they had some reservations about Lin Xuan, but his arrogance only provoked them. After all, even a clay figure has its temper, let alone a daoist.

Angry, the black-robed daoist struck his head and a stream of dark light shot out like lightning, aiming at Lin Xuan's head. If it hit, even a peer-level monster would be split in two.

He had full confidence in his命剑’s power.

Seeing his senior act, the other two daoists did not want to fall behind. The man flicked his hand and revealed an ornamental hairpin-shaped treasure.

It looked unremarkable but possessed dual properties of gold and wood. A hit would strip even a daoist of the 离合 stage or an old monster of the 动玄 stage of half their life force.

As for the scholar, he held up a golden澜笔, ready to write with it...

The other 元婴 level daoists also did not idle; they raised their阵旗 and cast spell after spell.

Demon energy erupted from the array flags as black fog swarmed out in large numbers.

A demon cloud gradually formed, enveloping them.

Suddenly, demon winds and powerful attacks surged towards Lin Xuan.

If another daoist of the 离合 stage were to face Lin Xuan here, they would likely be panicking. But Lin Xuan did not even blink an eye.
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Chapter 1830 - Ice and Snow Cage

Lin Xuan truly did not place these Core Formation cultivators in his sight, even with their array techniques and coordinated attacks. As for the three Separation Realm cultivators, they were merely mid-stage cultivators.

With Lin Xuan's strength, challenging someone from a lower realm was like a daily routine. With so many of them, what could it matter? It was nothing more than a fleeting illusion.

His figure flashed, and Lin Xuan vanished without a trace.

The attacks that rained down on him were merely hitting air for the time being.

"Wha—"

The three cultivators were shocked to no end. They did not expect their opponent's evasive techniques to be so miraculous, truly breathtaking. However, this was nothing but a nightmare for them.

Their hearts screamed in alarm as they each released their defensive treasures.

A dark-robed cultivator extended his hand, and a jade bowl appeared before him. It spun rapidly, its size increasing dramatically, and a layer of light shielded the owner from harm. Combined with the jade bowl itself, it created two layers of protection within an instant.

His reaction was swift, but Lin Xuan also emerged almost simultaneously, just over ten feet apart. A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he exuded a demonic aura.

A phoenix shadow materialized behind him and plunged into his head. The more formidable his presence became, the louder the cracking sounds in his ears grew. His right hand transformed into a sharp, jagged claw.

The nails alone were several feet long, and the frosty glow on their surface was blinding. The dark-robed cultivator was terrified; it was too late to retreat now that Lin Xuan had closed the distance.

With a sudden burst of strength, his claws grew larger and lashed out at the head of the dark-robed cultivator.

The aura surrounding him could not be described in words. What seemed solid moments ago turned into paper-thin defenses.

A tearing sound filled the air as the light shield was torn apart. The jade bowl itself met a similar fate, pierced by Lin Xuan's nails and shattered.

The brilliance of his treasure dimmed rapidly.

Without protection, the cultivator's fate was clear; though he managed to dodge the head, his shoulder was struck by Lin Xuan's claw.

Blood splattered!

Although he did not fall, severe injuries were inevitable. However, the attack continued as Lin Xuan opened his mouth and expelled a sword of light that pierced through with pinpoint accuracy, ensuring both his physical body and his Core dropped dead instantly.

"Senior Brother!"

The other two Separation Realm cultivators were equally shocked, their cries filled with sorrow. This was not because they had deep bonds with the dark-robed cultivator; in fact, they often competed for favor from their master, harboring many grudges and secrets.

Seeing him fall, they marveled at Lin Xuan's strength, feeling a sense of vicarious grief.

Now, who could remember the strict orders from their master? This was probably the most important thing.

The two cultivators fled in opposite directions. The Core Formation cultivators were equally alarmed; without any prompting, they scattered in all directions.

"Move! Do you think there's still an opportunity now?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he anticipated this scenario. With a wave of his sleeves, the surrounding primordial energy began to tremble and surge wildly. An unbelievable scene unfolded.

Being deep in the sea, water primordial energy was abundant. The water merged with it, creating towering waves on the surface.

The sky turned dark, and these waves towered over a thousand feet high. They appeared from all directions simultaneously.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the waves fused into one giant sphere that encompassed a thousand-mile radius. Simultaneously, he summoned the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, its colors shifting before settling on a deep blue. The chilling aura spread throughout the area.

This was far from over as the strange flames transformed into a sapphire phoenix, teleporting to the water sphere with incredible speed.

Pfft!

The deep blue ice armor rapidly spread. In an instant, the water sphere froze solid, forming a massive icy cage.

The two Separation Realm cultivators' escape lights stopped abruptly. They sensed that this was extremely dangerous and decided to let others test it first.

It is true that old age makes one wise; the longer a cultivator lives, the more cunning they become.

Several Core Formation cultivators noticed something amiss and halted their escape lights with suspicion.

However, not all were as cunning or meticulous. Most Core Formation cultivators continued their escape without pause, despite seeing the water sphere freezing over. A few inches of ice could easily be shattered!

Many cultivators merged their bodies with swords or had their treasures orbiting them, rushing towards the ice ball.

They wanted to break through the ice but found their enemy too formidable. Staying here meant certain death; only by fleeing might they have a chance.

Prosperity comes from danger; in such perilous conditions, seeking survival required extraordinary courage.

Their choice was not wrong, yet what followed left everyone shivering with cold.

Seventeen Core Formation cultivators simultaneously collided with the ice ball. Upon contact, their protective light or core treasures seemed to unleash demons.

Boom!

The ice wall ignited, and the four colors of flames continuously shifted—coldness, toxicity, corrosion, and devouring.

These four-colored flames enveloped their bodies, causing horrific screams. The Core Formation cultivators, engulfed in flames, crashed about like headless flies, acting madly but to no avail. No matter what secret techniques they employed, the flames could not be extinguished. They rolled on the ground, wailing until their souls returned to the underworld.

Interestingly, their storage bags remained intact. Lin Xuan's control over the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was precise and meticulous.

Seven or eight cultivators were still alive; at this moment, they looked pale. As魔宗cultivators, they naturally spared no one, but now it felt like they were fish for someone else to cut up on a chopping board. The feeling was indescribable.

Fighting was impossible, and fleeing was futile as they were trapped in the giant ice ball with no hope of escape.

"Senior, spare my life! If you forgive me, I will serve you faithfully until the end of my days."

In desperation, one Core Formation cultivator finally broke down, kneeling before Lin Xuan and showing submission.
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Someone led the charge, and the other cultivators had no choice but to adopt a more conciliatory approach. Soon, pleas for mercy echoed everywhere as everyone expressed their willingness to serve Lin Xuan.

The tall, slender scholar and the woman exchanged glances before they too knelt down. After all, in the eyes of cultivators, life was paramount; face and prestige were just fleeting clouds.

Their current goal was to survive this crisis, and expressing loyalty to Lin Xuan was merely a temporary measure. On one hand, it could be seen as biding their time while nursing their wounds. On the other, they hoped to turn the tables later when given an opportunity for revenge.

After all, the old patriarch wasn't far away. Once he arrived, these young men and women would face his wrath.

Despite Lin Xuan's formidable power, none of them believed that he could defeat a Core Formation Period monster. This plea was merely a temporary measure to buy time and preserve their lives.

Their plan made sense, but Lin Xuan had seen countless such tactics before. His experience was vast, and these minor tricks couldn't deceive him. Cultivators were often cold-hearted, especially those from the Demon Sects who were unrepentant of their actions.

A faint sound of breaking air entered his ears as the remaining fragments of illusory Heaven Fire converged on a single point. In an instant, a head-sized flame burst forth, and a four-colored phoenix emerged from it, its wings vanishing into Lin Xuan's sleeve.

The sea surface gradually calmed down as if nothing had happened.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his immense divine consciousness cautiously, not wanting to alert the opponent.

Meanwhile, two thousand miles southwest of where he stood, a faint sound akin to a needle hitting the ground echoed. Accompanying it was a sharp blade light that pierced through the air with blinding intensity, carrying an aura of destruction.

Shalang Senior Demon's pupils constricted as his face showed signs of tension. It wasn't just any tension; despite being a Core Formation Period monster, he had gained no advantage at all.

The young man's transformation had significantly boosted his power far beyond what the old monster could have imagined. Moreover, the divine treasure in his hands was incredibly difficult to deal with, nearly invincible. His defensive treasures had already been destroyed by this blade light, and if not for his quick thinking, he might have suffered an injury.

The same went for his demon fire, which seemed capable of tearing through space as if it were alive. Could these flames be a spirit pet?

Too many things didn't make sense, and the old monster's inner turmoil grew. He had no certainty that he could survive the Primordial Energy Tribulation, with only a few centuries left.

The thought of death made him nervous, especially since his youth was long gone. The battle was at an impasse, and Shalang Senior Demon began to consider retreating, fearing that he might meet his end in this trap.

He wanted to leave but couldn't because he wasn't a lone cultivator; he was the Supreme Elder of the Shalang Sect. Everyone knew he had come out to capture the murderer. If he returned empty-handed, how could he face them?

While he valued his life, the loss of face was equally important.

In this moment, Shalang Senior Demon found himself in a difficult position, unsure what to do next.

Just as things were looking bleak, three magical pearls hidden in his robe began to crack open one after another. Three more disciples had fallen?

Shalang Senior Demon was both shocked and angry, unable to comprehend how the situation had escalated so quickly.

His anger turned into fear when he realized that some old monster might be plotting against him. The series of events today were too strange, and these young men seemed to match his power level.

No cultivator could claim with certainty that they would remain calm in any situation. Shalang Senior Demon was now agitated, even paranoid.

Fiber Curtain Iblan's pupils constricted as he saw this as a golden opportunity. Since the old monster had made a mistake, he wouldn't hesitate to take advantage of it.

He raised his right hand, and the demon energy in his body surged towards his palm like living creatures. Soon, a vortex appeared before him.

Intriguingly deep, countless black threads shot out like needles, aiming at the old monster.

"Bad move!"

Shalang Senior Demon was alarmed. If he hadn't been distracted earlier, this wouldn't have happened. The power of this technique was formidable, and he didn't want to block it directly.

He clapped his hands together and then apart, creating a black barrier before him.

It was dense but useless as only half the needles were blocked while the rest pierced through.

The old monster's brows furrowed as he removed his outer robe. With one hand drawing a circle in the air, he flung it away with his other hand.

His outer robe was made from the silk of Yin Cold Silkworms and was actually a valuable treasure. As soon as magical runes appeared on its surface, dark winds howled, and a ghost face emerged, its wide mouth opening to release black waves.

Defend while attacking!

A loud explosion filled the air as the needles were shattered into pieces, leaving only a few that posed no threat anymore.

Shalang Senior Demon heaved a sigh of relief but suddenly realized Fiber Curtain Iblan had vanished. He was alarmed but didn't have time to think about it. Over the past thousand years, this old man had accumulated much experience in combat despite his love for pleasure. Black light enveloped him as he dashed forward.

However, it was too late. A crack appeared as Fiber Curtain Iblan used the demon fire's transformed bird to tear open a spatial rift.

Along with the bird came the demon fire's spirit creature.

Fiber Curtain Iblan held the space magic sword formed from the willow leaf blade and slashed fiercely forward.

The demon bird spread its wings, launching an attack on both sides. The attacks were well-coordinated but not perfect enough to leave any room for escape.

Shalang Senior Demon turned at breakneck speed, his face filled with anger as he never imagined being forced into such a dire situation.

"Damn it!"

Do you want my life?

A look of murderous intent flashed across his face. Clearly, Fiber Curtain Iblan had pushed him to the brink.

Without hesitation, Shalang Senior Demon opened his mouth and struck his head hard with his right hand, spewing out a mixture of blood and bone sword. The bone sword flashed and exploded into fragments, mixing with the blood to form a grayish-white cloud that enveloped the demon bird.

The demon bird was furious, clawing and pecking at the cloud, but it didn't fear. It writhed and flickered, transforming into a giant snake that fought the demon flames head-on.

While he managed to block this attack, his other side was left vulnerable. The power of the divine treasure lay in its sharpness, which was extreme enough to be troublesome.

His many treasures couldn't withstand it, so he resorted to using a heavy weapon shaped like a wolf's tooth. He blocked with it but was cut in half by the blade.

The wolf's tooth was a decent treasure, but it wasn't enough to stop the attack and was split in two.
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Chapter 1832 - Lin Xuan's Ambush

The blade flashed brilliantly. Even if it were the Demon Tyrant Sovereign or the Six Sea Kings, let alone the High City Lord, they would have no place to hide at such close range.

But the old demon was unwilling to die so easily. With a loud shout that echoed like thunder, his demonic energy surged throughout his body and gathered on his right arm. His entire arm turned dark with energy, scales of purple-red appeared, and his nails grew rapidly. The arm looked like a ghastly claw.

He then turned his head slightly, barely avoiding the critical areas, and extended his right hand. With a move akin to Black Tiger Pouncing Heart, he aimed for Iblan's left ribcage. This was a tactic that would result in mutual injury.

The old demon, at the Profound Yin stage, had vast experience. Few could reach this level without enduring countless trials.

In an instant, the outcome was decided.

Iblan was both shocked and enraged but it was too late to change his tactics now. He poured all his magical power into the Heavenly Treasure...

Blood splattered as they both screamed in pain. The area within several miles was soon filled with a stench of blood. Despite their efforts, neither gained an advantage; both were severely injured.

The demon's face was filled with venomous looks. He had lost one arm and leg. If he hadn't moved quickly, he might have been disemboweled.

Though the bleeding had stopped, it still hurt so much that his teeth gritted together.

Iblan wasn't faring any better. A large blood hole marred his left ribcage, nearly perforating his body. But there was no blood oozing from the wound; only dark demonic energy surged like a living entity.

Both had suffered greatly and separated after their attack.

"Old fellow, I merely killed one of your disciples. If we continue this way, it will likely end in our mutual destruction. Do you really want to risk everything for just one disciple?" Iblan's cold voice echoed.

The demon fell silent. He was no longer daring to be complacent. Although the opponent was at the Separation stage, his strength wasn't inferior.

Though unwilling, he understood that what Iblan said held no exaggeration.

"Then what do you propose?"

"Cease this fight."

"Agreed!"

Surprisingly, the demon didn’t hesitate and readily agreed. At this point, he knew his strength was on par with the opponent. In the cultivation world, it was about who had the stronger fists. With no hope of victory, further discussion was pointless.

Though returning would be a great embarrassment, considering the benefits, preserving his life was more important.

Iblan’s agreement seemed too straightforward, raising suspicion in him. His wary gaze swept over the old demon, and he turned into a streak of light, flying away.

After several flashes, he vanished at the water's edge.

The demon's face showed deep resentment. After a long while, he sighed.

This time, it was truly a case of trying to catch a fish but ending up with one’s own fingers bitten.

A mere Separation stage could be so formidable. The Heavenly Treasure and that demonic transformation... what was the young man’s background?

He shook his head as he transformed into a dark cloud, flying towards the Demon Tyrant Sect's main hall.

He had to keep this injury hidden; otherwise, those who sought revenge wouldn’t miss such an opportunity.

As he flew hundreds of miles, suddenly, a sword energy streak rose from the sea like a rainbow. The momentum was so powerful it seemed to split heaven and earth, heading straight for his head.

Caught off guard, the demon was shocked. He never expected to be ambushed. Could that young man have circled back to attack him again?

No, this magical power was different; it must be another person.

With clear thoughts, the Demon True Man’s face showed more sorrow and anger. It was truly a case of a tiger being bullied by dogs. Even small fish dared to provoke him.

But soon he realized his mistake. This wasn’t just any small fry. The sword's power terrified him; it felt familiar, much like Iblan’s previous magical weapon...

Heavenly Treasure?

The idea flashed through his mind, but the demon hesitated. Such a powerful treasure was rare in the Eastern Sea cultivation world. Could this be true now?

But pondering these thoughts was meaningless. Regardless of what kind of treasure it was, this sword light was incredibly difficult to handle. He had no defenses left after Iblan's attack.

In other words, his current situation wasn’t much better than when facing Iblan’s ambush.

Danger!

A slight misstep could lead to his demise.

This adversity seemed to ignite the demon’s courage.

Roar!

Despite losing one arm and leg, his severely injured body now burst with endless vitality. His demonic energy enveloped several miles around him, and he was at its center. His right hand was entwined, turning into a ghastly claw again. He then lunged forward.

Sizzle...

Like a river converging, the surrounding demonic energy suddenly coalesced towards his center. A fierce wind howled as cries of pain filled the air. In mid-air, an incomprehensible ghostly claw appeared, over a hundred feet long, with extremely sharp nails and black electric arcs wrapping around it, along with countless mysterious runes.

This move seemed fluid but left no trace on the demon’s face; his magical power and blood seemed to be almost completely drained by this attack.

Boom!

The next moment, the ghostly claw clashed with the incomparable sword energy.

After a brief exchange, the sword energy was shattered and dispersed.

But it wasn’t over. The first sword light had vanished into nothingness, but another followed closely behind.

Lin Xuan had been hiding in ambush; he could now drive his demonic缘sword without restraint, even launching multiple attacks.

And this wasn't the end. Following the sword were thousands of fire serpents and ice dragons...

Hundred Dragon Fangs!

Lin Xuan emerged from hiding but made no further attempt to negotiate. Since it was an ambush, there was no need for idle chatter with his prey; he aimed to overwhelm him completely.

This fierce attack was just as powerful as Iblan's earlier assault. The demon had no time for anger or thoughts about the enemy’s identity. He had already used all his strength in that move and could only watch as sword light and ice dragons buried the ghostly claw...
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In an instant, the sea surface surged with towering waves, and a series of ferocious gale winds swept across. The world seemed to spin out of control, as if the entire space could collapse at any moment.

With the Heavenly Dao Treasure and the Hundred Dragon Fangs, their power was undoubtedly shocking. Even though Sha Yang Old Demon was an Immortal Sage cultivator, his full strength might not be enough to withstand such a powerful attack. Now, it was even less likely.

The endless demonic aura was eventually swept away, with the wails of厉鬼 (Evil Ghost) echoing in the ears. The giant ghost claws were ultimately devoured by sword light and the Hundred Dragon Fangs.

Despite this, the attacks did not cease; instead, they continued to target Sha Yang's main body.

The expression on the old monster’s face was beyond description. What had happened today seemed like a dream to him.

Originally, he wanted to capture the murderer of his disciple, but now, he found himself facing certain death.

His inner rage and sorrow were evident, but in the world of cultivation, survival of the fittest prevailed.

With insufficient strength, complaining about fate was useless.

As the sword light approached his body, he raised his head and let out a bitter roar. The surrounding primordial qi rushed into him, causing his internal spirit energy to become extremely agitated, almost chaotic in nature.

His surface demonic aura turned blackish-red, forming tentacle-like structures that looked like demonic snakes writhing wildly.

Lin Xuan's experience was vast; he immediately noticed something amiss. This guy was a bold character. Seeing no hope of victory, he chose to self-destruct his body.

This was his only option. The overwhelming attacks were clearly beyond his defense, but self-destruction was an exception.

With his physical body already crippled, it made sense to sacrifice his eyes and use the opportunity for his spirit core to escape and possess another body. Although this would weaken him, it was far better than certain death.

Seeing through the other's intentions, Lin Xuan did not stand still; he flashed away, activating Nine Heavens Microstep, vanishing from sight. When he reappeared, he was several thousand feet away, faster than teleportation.

Despite his precautions, Lin Xuan could not afford any complacency. He reached out and tapped his waist, summoning the Azure-Black Mother-Son Shield, which transformed into a green light screen with an intricate Taiji diagram spinning in its center.

Boom!

A thunderous explosion echoed through the air. Then, where Sha Yang Old Demon had stood, a fist-sized light ball emerged.

Although not particularly large, it was far brighter than the sun and contained a power that left Lin Xuan speechless.

This was just the beginning. The light ball rapidly expanded, baking everything in its path until it looked like it would melt away.

Ice Serpent and Fire Dragon were swept aside, and the sword light vanished into nothingness.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had underestimated the power of a late-stage Immortal Sage's self-destruction.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed repeatedly, using Nine Heavens Microstep to retreat further and become just a tiny black dot on the horizon.

Fortunately, while the explosion was powerful, its range was limited, lasting only a short time. Like a tide, it came quickly but receded just as fast.

Lin Xuan wiped his forehead with cold sweat; he had escaped unscathed.

But the battle was far from over. Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, and his pupils turned silver.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes!

The dust had not yet settled, but in Lin Xuan's Inner Vision technique, everything remained clear. He flashed away again, disappearing from sight.

In just an instant, Sha Yang Old Demon’s spirit core had escaped over ten miles. Lin Xuan was far from done pursuing him.

As the saying goes, evil must be rooted out completely; releasing a tiger back into the wild will only result in more trouble.

The two moved one behind the other, with the spirit core's teleportation being incredibly swift. However, compared to Nine Heavens Microstep’s divine妙, it was still slightly inferior.

Soon, Sha Yang Old Demon noticed Lin Xuan’s pursuit and saw panic on his face. Even with a physical body, he could not defeat him; now that he had only his spirit core, there was no chance of victory.

Would this be the end for him today?

In his mind, thoughts raced as he watched the opponent take out a long spear-like treasure and swing it fiercely. A flash of light interrupted his teleportation, and he tumbled into view.

"Space Treasure!" The spirit core's face turned even more pale.

He now knew that facing such an opponent, no matter what, he could not escape.

After weighing his options, he decided to stay put.

In just two breaths, Lin Xuan had arrived nearby, only a dozen feet away from him.

"Youngster, what do you intend? I have no grudge against you. Do you really want to exterminate me?" Sha Yang Old Demon’s gaze swept over Lin Xuan, confirming that he had never met this person before. His shock and anger were mixed with some confusion.

"Don't joke around, as a Separation Period cultivator, don’t you know that in this world, survival of the fittest prevails? Do you really expect me to say that heaven is kind to all?" Lin Xuan’s smile echoed through the air.

"Alright, tell me how I can let you go."

"Letting go, hmpf. Are you waiting for revenge?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"You jesting friend, we have fought before; you are not a common Separation Period cultivator. Your power is far beyond that of your peers. If my guess is correct, your cultivation method is unique, and you possess the Second Spirit Core Secret Technique. There might be other opportunities as well. Add to that the treasures in your possession; even at full strength, I would not necessarily be your match. How can there be revenge? Those disciples seeking trouble will only end up dying sooner."

With a sigh, the spirit core said: "Due to my limited天赋, my current cultivation is unlikely to advance further. The next元气劫 (Primordial Energy Tribulation) cannot be survived, and I have at most a thousand years left. Injured as I am, another possession might reduce my lifespan by another third or more."

"In other words, I am on the brink of death; these grudges and honors mean little to me now. The remaining time is just for enjoyment and peace. You not troubling me is a blessing; how could I have the heart for revenge?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. With six or seven hundred years left, he considered himself near death?

But considering his late-stage Immortal Sage status, this statement wasn’t entirely exaggerated.

Lin Xuan could tell that he was telling the truth. Such examples were common in the cultivation world; when one’s cultivation hit a bottleneck and their lifespan was limited, many cultivators became cautious and chose to retreat rather than retaliate.

After all, retreating opened up new horizons, and with life almost at its end, what could come from revenge? It would be better to have a broad mind and enjoy the remaining time.
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Chapter 1834 - Sky-High Demands

"Let me go, what's in it for you?" Lin Xuan wasn't fond of beating around the bush and went straight to the point.

"What do you want, friend?"

Shaya Zhenren was overjoyed at Lin Xuan's softer tone. After all, they had no grudges from past or recent times; he was just after some treasure.

As the saying goes, money is a transient thing that can't be taken to the grave. He would only need to make his demands if Lin Xuan was willing to negotiate.

Though he knew it would come at a great cost, he had no choice but to bow down. After all, when you're under someone's roof, you have to bend your head.

Seeing him cooperate so well, Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he flicked his sleeve and released an empty jade cylinder. He sank his divine sense into it quickly.

Soon, the object was carried by a ball of spiritual light towards the other party.

The婴 (yīng) in the body didn't dare to be careless and raised his right hand. Using some unknown technique, the jade cylinder shrank rapidly before he grabbed it with ease.

He then narrowed his eyes and sank his divine sense into it.

...

Half a cup of tea later, he finally looked up, his face full of a mix of amusement and exasperation.

Indeed, it was an amusing yet frustrating situation. Shaya Zhenren had no idea how to express his anger at such terms.

Though he knew the conditions would be harsh, he hadn't expected them to be so extreme. The seven materials listed were all extraordinary items that defied nature. For instance, this lava fire was a legendary substance produced from volcanic eruptions deep in the earth for millions of years, and only after a million years could it condense into its current form.

"Hmph, overblown words," Lin Xuan said coldly. "Legendary things? You must be exaggerating."

"Jade, you think I'm that bored?" Lin Xuan retorted.

"But these conditions are too harsh, no, they're beyond harsh. The seven materials you've listed are all extraordinary items defying nature." The voice of the婴 (yīng) in the body sounded agitated as he spoke.

"Hmph, legendary things? You must be exaggerating," Lin Xuan said. "Lava fire is indeed precious, but it has appeared in the Eastern Sea region at least seven times before. The most recent one was bought by a mysterious cultivator over a thousand years ago."

Lin Xuan had no intention of letting this old demon go easily. He wanted to take advantage of his storage bag's contents and resources. However, he realized that this old demon was weak on the inside despite his tough exterior. With limited time for cultivation, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to waste it searching for materials.

If he had a sect or organization to rely on, he could delegate such tasks to his disciples. But with his small team and their weak abilities, he couldn’t expect them to handle this task effectively.

Thus, he decided to put off the search for materials temporarily and use other treasures at hand. However, he was still anxious about obtaining the nine palace moment sword as described in ancient texts.

This time, fortune smiled on him. Shaya Zhenren, fearing death, wanted Lin Xuan to let him go. Thus, without further ado, Lin Xuan made his demands.

According to the records in his典籍 (dǎnjí), these were the seven materials needed for the fire sword. Since he had no time, he would ask this old monster to do it instead.

His own strength was formidable, but Shaya Sect was also strong. In the Eastern Sea, excluding the Nine Immortals Palace, it ranked among the top sects with tens of thousands of disciples and apprentices who could serve as messengers or gather information.

As the saying goes, cast a wide net to catch more fish. With so many people working together, it would be much easier than searching alone like a headless fly.

Seeing Lin Xuan's cold expression, the婴 (yīng) in the body was furious and cursed under his breath but couldn't show it openly.

"Alright, I agree with you," he sighed as he put away the jade cylinder and tried to escape, only to be stopped by Lin Xuan's laughter.

"We agreed on this, didn't we?" the婴 (yīng) in the body grumbled.

"Yes, but do you think I'm a fool? You expect me to let you go without any guarantees?"

Lin Xuan said coolly. The other party was clearly overestimating his carelessness and thought he would make such a mistake.

The face of the婴 (yīng) in the body turned red. He had indeed harbored this侥幸心理 (jiǎoxiǎngxīn,侥幸 means侥幸心理 is a lucky guess), though it was unlikely to succeed.

There's an old saying: "Even a wise man can make one mistake." Sometimes even great leaders could make foolish errors due to momentary lapses in judgment.

Of course, he wouldn't reveal his intentions.

"Ha, it was my carelessness. How about I take a heart demon oath before you?" the婴 (yīng) in the body said with a dry laugh.

Lin Xuan frowned and sighed after a long pause. "You're an immortal who has lived for thousands of years. You've seen the ups and downs of life. Why do you still hold onto such a侥幸心理?"

The face of the婴 (yīng) in the body darkened, while Lin Xuan continued his steady tone.

"A heart demon oath? Even if such an oath can be broken, it's useless to you when you're already at your limits and won't advance further. You've said so yourself; you have no time left for cultivation."

Lin Xuan's words were clear: "If I'm not mistaken, the only thing you'll do is possess someone else’s body in the remaining time."
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Chapter 1835: Soul Sealing Technique

"Since you won't practice, your Heart Demons are as good as nothing. You've sworn a hundred Heart Demon oaths, but it's almost the same as not swearing at all. Don't you think that my friend would believe I don’t know such a simple truth and deliberately came to deceive me?"

Lin Xuan’s blunt words made the婴灵 (yīng líng) feel uneasy. Fortunately, Lin Xuan didn't press further; it was better to let bygones be bygones.

"Such an unequal condition."

"You think we're at a fair exchange market? Equality? In this cultivation world, there's no such thing as the weak being preyed upon by the strong. Now you are the fish and I am the chopping board. You have no bargaining power," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Do you really think I'm made of clay?" The婴灵 (yīng líng) was furious; his opponent had gone too far.

"I don't know if you're made of mud, but do you believe that right now, I can extract your soul and refine your essence? You will not only perish here, but also lose the chance to reincarnate," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed. Accompanying it was a wave of chilling killing intent.

The婴灵 (yīng líng) took a step back as his previously lost rationality slowly returned due to anger.

Although he didn't want to admit it, he couldn’t fool himself. He knew that Lin Xuan’s words were not exaggerated; he truly had the power to scatter his soul and essence.

In this situation, he was in someone else's house and had no choice but to bow down. Agreeing might mean lifelong servitude, but there was a chance the other party would keep their word, allowing him to enjoy life for hundreds of years.

Luxurious wine, beautiful women, indulging himself...

But refusing meant immediate disaster; his soul and essence would be extracted. He knew that the other party had the power to do so, making this not just a scare tactic.

A few thousand years ago, even further back, when he first entered the Dòng Xuan realm, such harsh conditions would never have been considered by Shi Yang Old Monster. At worst, it was a case of fish or cut bait.

He wouldn't become his slave.

But now, after too much ease in life had dulled his edges, he cherished his life more than ever before. He feared death to an extreme; better to live poorly than die well. With any chance of survival, he would not let it go.

Lin Xuan did not urge him further, knowing that this was a difficult decision. So, he waited quietly by the side, understanding that taking more time could make him even more attached to life. Every change in expression from the other party was carefully observed by Lin Xuan.

At this point, Shi Yang Old Monster no longer had the heart to hide his inner changes and activities.

Clearly, his desire for survival had taken precedence. He wanted to submit but was struggling with making that final decision.

I should help him.

Lin Xuan’s soothing voice filled the air, laced with temptation: "Rest assured, my friend only seeks a few rare materials. We have no grudge against each other; as long as you find those items for me, I will definitely keep my word and return your soul."

"Is that true?"

"Trust me, a gentleman's word is like a swift horse. I won't break it," Lin Xuan said with sincerity.

"Alright!"

Though brief, these words seemed to be the last straw for Shi Yang Old Monster, finally helping him make this difficult decision.

He chose to submit; let future events take their course at least for now, and prioritize his own survival first.

With agreement reached, things became simple. The婴灵 (yīng líng) handed over a soul and essence, which Lin Xuan sealed in a magical artifact within moments.

"Rest assured, as long as you find these treasures, I will keep my word."

Lin Xuan put the soul-sealing talisman away and began to comfort the old monster.

"My lord, rest assured. With this matter settled, I will spare no effort or expense to gather all resources for your master," the婴灵 (yīng líng) said dejectedly.

"Very well, we are of equal rank; there's no need to address me as master."

Lin Xuan was in a good mood and spoke with a pleasant smile.

"Alright!"

The婴灵 (yīng líng) did not object. After all, his current predicament was forced upon him; if possible, he didn't want to call himself a slave.

"Now you can go. These blank talismans carry my aura. With them, you should know how to send me messages via your flying sword," Lin Xuan handed over several blank talismans with his aura imprinted on them. The婴灵 (yīng líng) carefully stored them away.

"Finding those materials is urgent. I understand it's difficult, but with Shi Yang Sect’s power, there should still be a chance. Don't dally or else..."

Lin Xuan also gave some warnings along with his comfort; after all, the art of ruling others lies in combining kindness and authority.

"My lord, rest assured, Shi Yang has it under control and won’t let you down."

The婴灵 (yīng líng)’s expression changed as he quickly bowed respectfully. He understood what Lin Xuan meant—delaying was impossible; if he couldn't find the items, he would not be spared. With his soul and essence in hand, a little trickery could ensure that he neither lived nor died.

"Good."

The婴灵 (yīng líng) sighed as this truly turned out to be a case of trying to steal but ending up losing something. For such a minor disciple, he had been forced into this dire situation.

Shaking his head in a bitter smile, he decided that learning from this experience was the most important thing. He would no longer worry about empty pride or superficial honor.

With these thoughts, a green glow enveloped him as he transformed into a streak of light and flew away.

Watching his back disappear, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile. For himself, this was an unexpected windfall; the materials for the Fire Sword were secured. With Shi Yang Sect’s resources, finding the remaining seven items would be certain—perhaps five or six at least. Re-forging his命宝 (mìng bǎo) was just a matter of time.

The best part was that he wouldn’t have to expend any effort or energy; it was like a pleasant breeze. The joy of this outing was immense.

After a while, Lin Xuan flew towards the Red Leaf Fairy’s hiding place.

Poor girl had been living in constant fear, not knowing when Shi Yang Old Monster would come looking for her again.

Although her brother was far stronger than his peers, she didn’t believe that Lin Xuan could defeat an old monster of the Dòng Xuan realm. Just escaping safely would be a victory; after all, the last encounter with the Poison Dragon Ancestor had only been a manifestation.

After much worry and fear, seeing Lin Xuan arrive made Red Leaf Fairy extremely happy.

"Brother, you’re safe! That’s wonderful."

"Haha, what could I possibly have to worry about," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Where did that old monster of the Dòng Xuan realm go?" Red Leaf asked, worried yet curious.

"That old guy... this is a long story. Let's walk and talk as we go. Do you have any place to stay? Why are you here in the Chaos Sea? Red Leaf Island?"

"Red Leaf Island was taken over by the Poison Dragon Ancestor," the young girl clenched her teeth, filled with hatred. After all, her grandfather had entrusted his legacy to her, and now it was lost; she naturally harbored resentment towards their enemies.

PS: The night update is here, 9000 words of爆发 (bào fā) completed. Over a thousand monthly votes for Hundred Refinements to Immortality, unprecedented in history. Raindrops are awesome, thank you all. But we're still ranked tenth on the仙侠榜 (xiān xiá bǎng), and it's going down instead of up. Only one day left; I won't give up, nor will you. Let’s fight to the end together. I believe we can create a miracle. Do you still have monthly votes for Hundred Refinements? Please support me, give Raindrops strength and motivation! Writing these past two days has made my back ache and fingers hurt, but I'll persevere. Please also keep going, Raindrops still need your support!
第一千八百三十六章 一个承诺

Chapter 1836: A Promise

"Ah, I see."

Half an hour quickly passed. After Red Leaf Fairy narrated her tale in detail, Lin Xuan showed no signs of surprise on his face.

Since the Poison Dragon Ancestor had been scheming, it was highly likely that Red Leaf Island would not survive this ordeal.

"Sister, you shouldn't worry too much about it. Wealth is just something external. This ancestral inheritance should be treated the same way. If we lose it, so be it. As cultivators, our horizons should be broad. Preserving what we have is a task for ordinary mortals. Our path to the Heavenly Dao, how could it depend on the gain or loss of one city or island?"

"Brother, you make sense."

Red Leaf Fairy sighed. Although she was deeply reluctant, there was nothing she could do about it. She knew well that her opponent was an Immortal Profound Stage cultivator, and thus she had a clear understanding of her own limitations. Red Leaf Fairy realized that this grudge would likely remain unavenged.

"By the way, brother, how did you manage to escape?"

Red Leaf Fairy combed her hair, her eyes filled with curiosity.

"Escape?" Lin Xuan smiled but remained silent.

"Why? Did I say something wrong, Sister?" Red Leaf Fairy asked in confusion.

Lin Xuan then slowly recounted the events that transpired.

As an observer, Red Leaf Fairy's mouth opened wider and wider. If she didn't know that her brother was not a man of empty promises, she would have thought he was telling a fairy tale.

The separation technique actually managed to defeat a Profound Stage cultivator—such an exaggerated claim could never be believed by anyone else.

Even if it were a sneak attack, it still seemed impossible!

However, Lin Xuan's vivid description and his character made Red Leaf Fairy believe him without doubt.

"Brother, you truly are a transcendent cultivator. You're simply too impressive."

"Ha ha, Sister, you flatter me," Lin Xuan naturally did not need to explain further. Overly humble was also a form of excessive pride.

"But there's one thing I've always been curious about."

"Brother, please speak."

"I must be frank—Red Leaf Island is located in a remote area. In the eyes of an old Profound Stage cultivator, it should not hold much value. Why did the Poison Dragon Ancestor go to such lengths…" Lin Xuan hesitated as he spoke, thinking of Eastern Ming.

If his guess was correct, this woman should be the princess of the Whale King's domain. Her presence on Red Leaf Island was indeed strange.

Even if there wasn't enough benefit for her to stay, Lin Xuan would never believe it.

But what kind of temptation could draw such a powerful figure as the Poison Dragon Ancestor and the Whale King to seek out this small island?

Lin Xuan was very curious about this. He even had a desire to uncover the truth.

After all, everyone has curiosity.

And with his high skills, he now had the courage to challenge Profound Stage monsters. "I… I'm not sure."

Red Leaf Fairy was still puzzled. Red Leaf Island was her home since childhood, and she knew every detail of it well. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't figure out why so many powerful figures were drawn to this small island.

Was this what people called a disaster from the heavens?

Lin Xuan had some insight into discerning people's true nature. His gaze swept over her, confirming that she was indeed not hiding anything; she truly did not know.

Lin Xuan sighed: "Sister, how do you plan to proceed? Do you have any place of your own?"

Although they had sworn brotherhood in the past for mutual benefit, Lin Xuan wasn't a cold-hearted person. Besides, as the saying goes, help those in need until the end and send them off with blessings. He couldn't just leave now.

"Don't worry, Sister. I've been on Soul Turmoil Sea for several hundred years and have made many friends. One of them is the Green Wave Fairy, who serves as an official at Nine Immortals Palace. Although she can't make my life flourish like a wind, she has some connections. Recently, she sent me a message through her flying sword, inviting me to visit her place even suggesting I join the palace."

Red Leaf Fairy smiled. Her strength was far from Lin Xuan's level, but in reality, the Separation technique wasn't weak either. It would be very easy for her to join a major force no matter where she went.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Since you have such good options, Brother won't interfere further."

Lin Xuan's words were sincere. For now, joining Nine Immortals Palace was an excellent choice compared to wandering with him.

"Sister, do you want to come along? With your strength, the palace will certainly welcome you," Red Leaf Fairy's gentle voice filled Lin Xuan's ears, her face full of hope. She hoped for more companionship.

"I can't go. I have my own place. Besides, my path as a cultivator is different from others; it doesn't suit too much restriction. So, I won't join the palace."

"Oh!"

Red Leaf Fairy nodded, disappointment flashing in her eyes. But everyone has their choices, and such matters couldn't be forced. She didn't say anything more.

The two continued chatting about other things. Reunions with old friends always brought joy, but this world had no eternal gatherings.

"Alright, Sister. Brother has some urgent business to attend to. I'll take my leave now. As long as we have a chance, we will definitely meet again."

"Mm, Red Leaf understands. If Brother has time, please come visit Nine Immortals Palace," she said with reluctance and gratitude. Lin Xuan had saved her several times.

Lin Xuan then extended his hand to retrieve two desire essence pills and a magical treasure.

"These two bottles of Desire Essence Pills can enhance my Separation Stage cultivator's power. Brother doesn't have any other valuable items, so I'll give these two pills to you as a gift."

"What? Desire Essence Pills?"

Red Leaf was greatly surprised. Although the Spirit Realm had abundant resources, with enough crystals, one could buy pills that increased Separation Stage cultivators' power in the market. However, their price was shocking, and ordinary Separation Stage cultivators would only look on in envy.

Moreover, the quality of those pills varied widely, and most were low-grade.

But Desire Essence Pills were different; they were precious ancient elixirs that could significantly boost one's power far beyond ordinary spirit medicines.

Red Leaf's face lit up with excitement. This was truly a valuable gift.

"Thank you, Brother."

Despite her reluctance to accept the temptation, Red Leaf happily took the pills.

"This sword is something I obtained by chance. Its power is quite impressive, so I'll give it to you as a self-defense tool."

"Thank you."

Red Leaf extended her hand and accepted the flying sword. The blade shimmered like autumn water, its power evident even at first glance—it was far beyond ordinary magical treasures.

She was deeply moved by Lin Xuan's generosity, repeatedly expressing gratitude before reluctantly bidding farewell.
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Chapter 1837: Crafting a New Assistant

Lin Xuan watched the red leaf fairy's figure disappear, his expression gradually calming. He wouldn't linger here; instead, he emitted a bright green glow all over and flew towards the distant island.

Throughout the journey, Lin Xuan was extremely cautious. Although he had already used his divine sense to scan a few thousand miles around him, ensuring no one was following, he didn’t head directly for Black Wind Island. Instead, he deliberately took a long detour, making several turns left and right, taking three or four days before finally changing direction and heading towards the island.

This seemed like an unnecessary precaution, but it shouldn't be forgotten that this was a critical time. A bit more travel wouldn’t matter much.

After all, there were many miraculous cultivation techniques among cultivators. Lin Xuan couldn’t guarantee with certainty that no one could secretly follow him from hiding.

On the seventh day, Black Wind Island finally came into view. The surroundings remained calm as Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief and flew over without hesitation.

He didn't hide his form; before he could even get close to the island, he was intercepted by some disciples patrolling the area.

The cultivators were naturally delighted to see Lin Xuan. They paid their respects with grand bows while sending sound transmission talismans into the interior of the island.

In just a short moment, flashes of light appeared from afar as most of the disciples of Hundred Grass Sect came out to greet him. The gratitude and care these disciples had for Lin Xuan over the years was evident; without his efforts to turn things around, many might have perished long ago in the cultivation world.

Even Shangguan Mudouyu and her two daughters emerged.

The three girls greeted Lin Xuan with a mix of relief and joy upon seeing him.

In the Eastern Sea cultivation realm, it was a time of bloodshed and chaos. Although they knew Lin Xuan’s strength, they couldn’t help but worry.

"Disciple greets Master."

The sisters bowed gracefully, their faces filled with joy.

"Enough, enough, no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan's face was full of smiles. The sincere expressions of his disciples brought a warm feeling to his heart; the comfort of having someone care and be concerned was very pleasant.

After exchanging pleasantries, the disciples escorted Lin Xuan back to the main headquarters. Although the sect had declined, it still had over five hundred disciples. Not all could gather here; apart from Shangguan Mudouyu and his two favored apprentices, everyone else went down below.

"Master, why did you stay away for so long? Did you encounter any trouble?"

Shangguan Yan's voice was filled with concern as she asked.

"Yes, Master, we thought you wouldn't be gone for so long," Shangguan Ling said curiously, her face full of affection.

After spending time together, Lin Xuan had become like a father to them in their hearts.

"Indeed, I did encounter some trouble this time."

Lin Xuan casually brushed it off. There was no need to tell his two apprentices about these matters; after all, they were still too weak to understand the battles he fought against high-ranking cultivators.

"Oh!" The girls nodded and didn't ask further, being well-behaved.

"How has the island been while I was away? Any unexpected incidents?"

"There haven’t been any."

Shangguan Mudouyu combed her hair, smiling respectfully: "Following your instructions, we disciples did not venture out lightly during this period. No one came to visit, and everything on the island is well."

"Ah."

Lin Xuan nodded and waved his sleeve, causing a light glow to envelop him as several storage bags appeared before him.

"All the medicinal pills and other items you need are inside these bags. I bought many of them; they should last for quite some time."

"Thank you, Master. Your great kindness will be remembered by Mudouyu."

Shangguan Mudouyu didn't say much in return, as gratitude was too profound to express. The disciples of Hundred Grass Sect would never hesitate if Lin Xuan asked them to endure anything.

After chatting with the three girls for a while, Lin Xuan called Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan aside to give them some cultivation guidance. As their master, he couldn’t just shirk his responsibilities.

A single lesson was worth ten years of study. With his experience and insight, he believed the sisters would benefit greatly from it.

The next day, Lin Xuan left Hundred Grass Sect’s main headquarters and returned to his den.

Everything remained as before.

After a brief rest, Lin Xuan entered the training hall.

He waved his sleeve, and a bag-like treasure flew out. The ghost spirit bag had its mouth untied, releasing a dark fog that dispersed into two sides, revealing a withered creature.

Though not green-faced or fanged, it was still terrifying.

Corpse Demon!

More accurately, an empty shell since the Corpse Infant had already been killed by Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's eyes half-closed as he revealed a sinister expression. He had once dabbled in necromancy techniques from the魔道 (Martial Dao) long ago. Although he hadn’t used them for a while, he knew their power well.

This Corpse Demon was originally at the 动玄 level. If he could control it, it would bring countless benefits to his immortal path…

Of course, the initial Devil Corpse Technique had no use now, but Lin Xuan had killed many cultivators, including many from the Martial Dao. He naturally wouldn’t lack manuals on controlling corpses.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into the须臾袋 (Momentary Bag).

After a moment, a dark jade pupil appeared before him.

Lin Xuan took it out and began to carefully study the techniques for cultivating and sacrificing the corpse spirit. He spent three days doing so. When he finally looked up, Lin Xuan’s face was filled with admiration.

Indeed, the secrets within were invaluable. Even with his experience, it required careful consideration to understand them fully. The power of the Yùmíng Corpse Demon was formidable; it might even be able to fight him on equal terms if successfully cultivated.

It was said that such techniques originated from阴司鬼物 (Yinshi Ghost Beings), and Jinyue Corpse King was one of the Six Kings of Yinshi. However, the corpse cultivation technique Lin Xuan held wasn’t comparable to Jinyue’s; it merely borrowed some elements.
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Chapter 1840: Thirty Years of Cold and Heat

Don't underestimate these five hundred miles. The saying goes, "A miss is as good as a mile," highlighting the critical importance of divine consciousness for cultivators. Whether it's exploring paths, breaking through bottlenecks, or dueling, divine consciousness has its uses.

Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness had been tempered by the Blue Star Sea countless times before. With this unprecedented opportunity, his strength was truly astonishing, offering great benefits to his future path of cultivation.

However, Lin Xuan kept his joy in check. His mind remained calm as he reappeared inside his den.

A fire dragon flew out from within.

It was a transmission talisman!

Shangguan Muduyu was meditating when she received Lin Xuan’s message and her expression turned surprised. Nevertheless, without hesitation, she delved into her divine consciousness.

After a short while, she raised her head, looking somewhat bewildered but more envious.

"Having just returned, Senior Lin is closing himself off again. Could this time be for cultivating to the Profound Yin stage?"

Comparison makes one feel inferior. Compared to Lin Xuan’s cultivation speed, Shangguan Muduyu felt ashamed of herself. She had to work harder. Compared to the flawed Hundred Herbs Heart Method, refining the Jade Seven Heart Technique seemed incredibly smooth, and with ample medicinal pills, she believed condensing her essence core would be no issue.

Once she broke through this bottleneck, her lifespan could increase significantly. How could she not strive for it? She was filled with gratitude towards Lin Xuan, as he brought hope and change.

Shangguan Muduyu issued orders to all disciples of the Hundred Herbs Sect, including her two daughters, prohibiting them from visiting the Hundred Flowers Valley during this period. The area around Lin Xuan’s den, spanning several dozen miles, was declared off-limits.

This den wasn’t the same as before. The previous one had been reduced to ruins when he last broke through a bottleneck and was completely leveled. Now, Shangguan Muduyu selected an area with excellent spirit veins for reconstruction, but still named it Hundred Flowers Valley.

Time passed slowly. Lin Xuan remained in his den for thirty years without emerging.

Autumn turned into winter, then spring, and summer arrived once more. Leaves and dust had accumulated outside the den.

Despite missing her teacher, Shangguan sisters dared not disturb their master’s cultivation due to their mother's strict orders. The Hundred Flowers Valley seemed forgotten by time.

It was a tranquil morning as the sun rose over the horizon, casting warmth upon the earth. Suddenly, thunderous sounds echoed in his ears.

The long-sealed den door finally opened.

Lin Xuan stepped out from the secret chamber.

His face appeared somewhat haggard and pale due to lack of sunlight. However, he looked quite well otherwise. The past thirty years hadn’t been wasted.

He had successfully sacrificed the Profound Yin Corpse Demon. Of course, there were twists along the way, especially when fusing the corpse infant with its main body, which resisted fiercely. Lin Xuan used all his efforts to overcome these crises one by one.

Thinking back, he was still sweating coldly. Nevertheless, it had been worth it. The power of this Profound Yin Corpse Demon far exceeded that of ordinary sacrificed corpses, as recorded in the texts.

Thus, he gained another Profound Yin ally.

However, over thirty years, Lin Xuan couldn’t just focus on sacrificing the corpse demon; he also trained his own cultivation. Initially, things went smoothly, but now he faced a bottleneck. Despite consuming countless medicinal pills, there was no sign of breaking through it.

This wasn’t surprising. While divine pills and elixirs greatly aided cultivators, they weren’t a guarantee of success. Sometimes, breakthroughs happened spontaneously during meditation; sometimes, traveling could lead to a breakthrough. Some chose life-or-death battles as their path to success.

In any case, Lin Xuan faced this bottleneck despite his efforts. Continuing cultivation would yield little benefit, so he decided to travel and explore the world.

The past thirty years had undoubtedly changed both the Hundred Herbs Sect and all of East Sea.

Lin Xuan’s lips curved into a smile as he anticipated these changes. He felt a strange sense of anticipation. A green glow enveloped him as he prepared to fly towards the main den of the Hundred Herbs Sect, but suddenly, the sky darkened. Dark clouds drifted in from nowhere, covering a nearby mountain peak. Lightning danced across the sky, and thunder rumbled loudly.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed with surprise. His divine consciousness revealed what was happening.

"Coincidence is truly remarkable. I didn’t expect to emerge just as Shangguan Muduyu condensed her essence core," Lin Xuan murmured before flying forward.

Below the mountain, many cultivators had gathered. The faces of Hundred Herbs Sect disciples were filled with excitement after thirty years of hard work. With the Five Elements True Teachings breaking through bottlenecks, their cultivation was rapid.

Soon, they discovered Lin Xuan’s emergence and rejoiced, bowing in reverence.

"Master."

Two voices called out as Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan approached. The girls were more beautiful than before, having reached the middle stage of essence core formation. This progress pleased Lin Xuan greatly.

As master and disciple reunited, there was much to discuss.

However, a buzzing sound interrupted them. From atop the mountain peak, a massive attention beam shot out as Shangguan Muduyu’s essence core formation officially began.

That night, the Hundred Herbs Sect held a grand feast to celebrate Lin Xuan’s emergence from seclusion and his master’s promotion to the Essence Core stage—a double celebration.

Lin Xuan feasted heartily. After such hard work in seclusion, he deserved some relaxation.

He stayed on Black Wind Island for another fortnight, spending this time closely with his two apprentices, fulfilling his duties as a teacher. He guided their cultivation, greatly benefiting them.

With both disciples now having condensed their essence cores, Lin Xuan bestowed many new medicinal pills and treasures upon them before leaving the island amidst heartfelt farewells. To break through the bottleneck, he embarked on a new journey in his path of cultivation.
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Now, it had been exactly half a year since Lin Xuan emerged from his seclusion.

On that day after he left Black Wind Island, he did not head to the Nine Immortal City. The Chaos Sea was rife with complex and intricate factions; seeking out any information would be incredibly easy.

Lin Xuan casually found himself in the headquarters of a cultivation family within the marketplaces for several days before obtaining the desired news.

Unexpectedly, the Nine Immortal Palace had not been involved in the conflict among the three tribes. The Chaos Sea remained neutral during this major calamity.

This outcome left Lin Xuan quite surprised. Logically speaking, with the conflict between the three tribes at such a critical stage, it should have been impossible for the Nine Immortal Palace to remain uninvolved. Was there something fishy going on?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but did not dwell on it too much; after all, he was just an independent cultivator. The machinations of these major factions were none of his concern.

It would be best if they remained neutral. Lin Xuan knew the saying "where there is a nest, there are bound to be eggs," and he hoped that the Chaos Sea could maintain its neutrality.

Of course, he also knew this was highly unlikely.

Additionally, he heard about an odd piece of news, more accurately, one that had been circulating throughout the Eastern Sea.

Logically speaking, with the Nine Immortal Palace maintaining a neutral stance during the conflict, humans were fighting alone against the beast tribes and sea tribes. The disparity in power should have made it impossible for them to turn the tide.

Indeed, early on, they had managed to do so. In the past, there had been tales of overnight wealth from treasures found within ancient ruins, and even divine artifacts. However, Lin Xuan did not head there after considering his options.

Even if he was going to take risks, he preferred them to be purposeful rather than aimless. He needed a goal.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan decided to return to the Red Leaf Sea, where he had once stayed when first ascending into the spirit realm. There were memories of his initial experiences after becoming a cultivator there.

Of course, he was not going out of nostalgia; rather, it was part of his plan. He was curious about the Red Leaf Island, which, despite its remote location, had attracted both the Poison Dragon Ancestor and the Great Whale King. One was determined to succeed, while the other sent their daughter as a spy. What could be the reason behind this?

Could there be some hidden treasure on the island? Lin Xuan's wealth made him indifferent to most treasures, but something that could pique the interest of both the Poison Dragon and the Sea Six Kings would certainly be different.

He had speculated about this for centuries. However, he needed strength as a backup before venturing there; otherwise, it would be akin to suicide. At that time, his strength was merely speculative, bolstered by newly refined Dark Phantom Corpses, which had increased the number of Bloodfire Ants to nearly a billion.

With his current power, Lin Xuan was no longer afraid of encountering killers and treasure snatchers. If they did not come looking for him, their only fate would be like that of a dog chasing after a bun—disappointing.

Still, he preferred to avoid trouble if possible. So as he traveled, he often released his immensely powerful divine sense. When he encountered cultivators, Lin Xuan would simply detour around them; with such a strong divine sense, he could leave before they even noticed him, ensuring no troubles arose.

Though the journey was longer due to these detours, it allowed for peace and quiet.

Two months passed without incident.

A streak of brilliant light sliced through the sky—a manifestation of Lin Xuan's spirit boat. The sun shone warmly upon the sea, its surface shimmering with waves. In this desolate expanse, there were no signs of life; it was a completely uninhabited unknown sea.

Such places existed in abundance within the Eastern Sea cultivation world. Given the vastness of this realm compared to the number of humans, beasts, and demons, many areas remained unoccupied, though their spirit veins were often inferior.

However, exceptions did exist. The surrounding spirit energy here was exceptionally dense.

This place would be a fine place for cultivation.

Yet such thoughts only flashed through Lin Xuan's mind briefly.

Suddenly, his brows furrowed as he sensed something. He turned to the left and narrowed his eyes, his expression turning serious.

"Such a powerful aura."

"It feels like it belongs to a beast tribe."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself, hesitated for a moment, then retracted his spirit boat and flew forward towards the source of the aura.

His evasion techniques were so subtle that he arrived at the location in no time.

There was a creature resembling a dragon but not quite one; it was over ten meters long with a dragon's head and a fish's body. Its claws were extremely sharp, yet behind its back, there were bat-like wings. It looked peculiar.

However, the aura emanating from it was incredibly powerful—Peak Separation Stage… No, it had surpassed that stage but had not reached the Inner Core realm.

This was not strange; beast tribes had diverse types and their stages of cultivation often differed significantly from those of ordinary cultivators. Some beasts could surpass the Inner Core stage without opening their spirit intelligence.

Lin Xuan had read about such creatures in ancient texts, and upon seeing the one facing off with the Poison Dragon Ancestor, he was left speechless, his eyes wide with shock!~!
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Chapter 1842: Reunion with a Spirit Pet

"..."

After years of trials and tribulations, Lin Xuan's mind had matured to an extraordinary degree. Though he couldn't claim to be as calm as the mountain falls before him, such events were indeed rare enough to shock him.

Lin Xuan was not just shocked; his mouth hung open wide enough to fit a salted duck egg. He never dreamed of seeing this little creature here.

It had vanished mysteriously when it was on Cloud Sea Island, so how could it have appeared in the Spirit Realm?

Lin Xuan blinked, confirming that he wasn't mistaken. The creature before him was indeed the small one with the ball-like body. Its entire body was round and plump, its limbs slender, covered in white fur, making it look very cute.

Despite being drowsy, this little creature showed no fear towards the ancient beast before it. Although the difference in size between them was obvious—like ants compared to an elephant—the ancient beast's expression of caution revealed that it wasn't as formidable as it appeared.

Lin Xuan found this interesting. The ancient beast seemed wary and, despite its continuous roars and intimidating aura spreading around, its facade was weak on the inside. Its fearful expression couldn’t hide from Lin Xuan no matter how hard it tried.

This was intriguing.

With his chin propped up in his hand, a look of interest appeared on his face. He could clearly feel his lingering presence within this little creature’s body. They had undergone a blood pact back then; although the bond between cultivators and spirit beasts wasn't unbreakable, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but wonder what abilities this little one possessed.

While they had performed the recognition ritual, the contract between cultivators and spirit beasts was not always unshakable. If the beast grew too quickly, it might turn against its master.

In the cultivation world, cases of spirit beasts turning on their masters were rare but certainly not unheard of. Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be careless with this mysterious little creature. He wouldn't act rashly without full confidence in his abilities.

This was a good opportunity. Let’s see how capable this strange ancient beast is by letting it test the little one's strength first.

His gaze swept over both, and what surprised him was that while the ancient beast exuded an overwhelming presence, he couldn’t determine the little creature’s power level at all. There was no spirit pressure, and from its body, Lin Xuan could not sense any realm.

Lin Xuan frowned; such a situation hadn't happened before. This little one wasn't of the妖族 (youzhi) race, so what exactly was it?

Doubt filled his mind.

However, this situation could be put aside for now and considered later.

Lin Xuan's arrival caught both parties' attention. The monster with the dragon head and fish body merely glanced at him before turning away, too preoccupied to care about anything else. As for the little creature, it looked at Lin Xuan with its large, inquisitive eyes.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and sigh. If his guess was correct, this little one seemed to have forgotten him. The blood pact hadn’t completely vanished from its body, still lingering there, yet it could forget him so easily; the little creature really was confusing.

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the monster’s eyes turned blood red. The oppressive atmosphere seemed too much for it to bear, and it prepared to strike first.

Suddenly, a surge of妖气 (yaoqi) filled the air, causing fierce winds to swirl over the sea, creating vortexes where calm had been just moments ago. The once peaceful scene was now chaotic.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a serious expression; he couldn’t afford to be too careless against such a powerful spirit beast.

How would this little creature handle it?

Lin Xuan's heart grew more and more eager as he wondered.

Another dragon roar echoed, and the monster's scales suddenly stood on end, resembling a porcupine in a storm. Not only did妖气 (yaoqi) surround them, but electric arcs danced around the surface, making the scene even more terrifying.

The beast’s growl deepened as well.

A hint of tension appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he turned his head to see the little creature hopping about, its babyish cries indicating that it was so confident that it didn't care at all about the monster.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but mutter. Facing such a powerful beast, even he had to be cautious. Could this fluffy, ball-like creature really be as strong?

Ahow!

The monster's eyes glinted with fury. Even a clay figure had some fire left; it was even more so for the inherently aggressive creature. With its anger reaching the heavens, it completely forgot its fear of the little one.

Electric arcs entered Lin Xuan’s line of sight, and his calls grew angrier. A loud explosion echoed as the monster's scales, like arrows shot from a powerful bow, turned into a shower of arrows aimed at the little creature.

The force of the attack left Lin Xuan impressed. His expression became more familiar; he was curious to see how this little one would dodge or counter it.

However, what shocked Lin Xuan even more appeared next.

Facing the arrow rain,

"Zi..."

The little creature's fur stood up, and a very human-like expression appeared on its face. Lin Xuan could clearly see fear in them.

Wasn't that creature so arrogant just now? Could it have been all for show?

Lin Xuan was speechless.

However, after a moment of hesitation, he still didn’t intervene. The ancient beast's fear was genuine; no matter what, Lin Xuan didn’t believe this little one could be fake. There must be some reason behind it.
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Chapter 1843: Doubts about the Power of Law

Not in a hurry, let's first observe and then decide.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan remained motionless where he stood.

And just as quickly as it happened, the arrow rain formed from the scales had already been shot over.

The little guy didn't summon any treasure or use any defensive spells; instead, it scrambled away with its head in its paws like a rat.

There was no mistake—indeed, it was scrambling. With two slender claws raised high, it hugged its head and frantically dodged about.

It looked just like a helpless fly, with all the awkwardness of one.

Lin Xuan stared in disbelief, almost thinking he had seen wrong. This little guy had just seemed so formidable earlier; how could it end up as trash now?

The clumsy appearance made Lin Xuan shudder, but by this time, it was too late to help.

Fortunately, the little guy's small size and agility allowed it to avoid injury for a while.

Though the process seemed complex, in reality, it only took a few breaths. The attack ended quickly, and the little guy managed to escape unharmed. However, Lin Xuan couldn't yet determine if this was due to its strength or luck.

The little guy's face showed a human-like expression of relief as it used tiny claws to pat its chest. It even exhaled a breath with relief.

Lin Xuan laughed and sighed, but he had to admit the little guy was still cute.

As for its strength, it hadn't been fully tested. It seemed like a clumsy piece of trash, but could it really be?

Lin Xuan kept some doubt in his heart and decided to wait before making any judgments.

Roar!

Seeing no effect from the first attack, the monster with a dragon head and fish body naturally wouldn't give up. It let out a fierce roar while opening its blood-red mouth.

Sure enough, another powerful technique was about to be unleashed. However, this time, the little guy didn't wait for it to land; instead, it showed signs of anger on its face with large eyes filled with tears.

It flashed and spun around in place as a milky-white light halo emerged from its actions.

Initially, only covering itself, it soon spread outward.

In just an instant, the area for several miles was enveloped by this milky-white light curtain. Lin Xuan was shocked; his nature wouldn't allow him to be trapped in such unknown danger. He tried to dodge but found that the light curtain had already filled the space before he could react, completely covering it.

Lin Xuan's expression changed.

Without a word, he emitted a bluish-green glow all over his body. Among his defensive techniques, only the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield allowed him to control its usage with his mind.

A layer of greenish haze enveloped his body as Lin Xuan calmed down and began inspecting everything.

There was nothing amiss; despite being under that milky-white light, his entire body felt normal. His power flow remained unchanged, showing no hindrance.

Not only did the light not cause any discomfort, but it felt like warm sunlight, making him feel comfortable.

This was strange!

Lin Xuan raised his head in surprise as he saw a scene before him that left him stunned.

Unlike himself who remained unaffected by the light curtain, the monster with a dragon head and fish body trembled violently, clearly uncomfortable.

Struggling to fly out, but every attempt was futile; it would be repelled back whenever it approached the edge of the light curtain.

Lin Xuan witnessed this with his own eyes and couldn't help being shocked. Was he trapped here too?

With a flash, Lin Xuan flew backward. To his surprise, the light curtain posed no resistance to him; he easily escaped.

Was it only targeting monsters? This was strange.

The scene before him seemed familiar but he could not recall where he had seen it.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he continued to observe silently.

Aaah!

Seeing the escape route blocked, the monster let out a roar and released blood energy from its chest. It might as well face the consequences; better to fight than to run.

Opening its mouth, it shot out a light column about a foot in diameter. After leaving the mouth, this dispersed into thousands of sharp blades, raining down on the little guy like raindrops.

"Such a technique..."

Lin Xuan also couldn't help admiring. If he were in that little guy's position, he would have found it difficult to handle too; with so many swords and knives, this secret technique was no small feat.

But then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

This time, the little ball didn’t dodge; it seemed destined for a gruesome death. Suddenly, it extended its tiny claws and waved them in front, lifting its head proudly as if boasting.

Lin Xuan sensed a strange force of law emanating from it, different from his own use of spiritual energy. It felt familiar—like the aura he had vaguely sensed when the Five Dragon Seal was activated.

Law!

Yes, that's right! Law!

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened to the size of cow eyes. Was this really possible? Could such an unremarkable little guy actually comprehend law?

How could it be?

After all, understanding the power of law was almost the pinnacle in the cultivation world—almost the most profound and mysterious thing.

One had to reach the Tribulation Transcendence stage to even begin comprehending it. That was the final level among the eight stages of cultivation.

Such extraordinary figures were rare even in the Spirit Realm, but not nonexistent.

Could this unremarkable little guy, like a tiny ball, actually have reached the Tribulation Transcendence stage?

Thoughts raced through his mind. In just an instant, he saw thousands of blades falling down, only to turn into flower petals after the little ball waved its claws.

Indeed, it was flower petals; the sword and blade shadows vanished as a fragrant breeze filled the air.

Such things were hard to believe but were happening right before his eyes.

Lin Xuan was stunned. His eyes glinted with fierce light, turning his pupils into brilliant silver. All his spiritual energy rushed to his eyes as he pushed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its limit.
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...

A faint crackle sounded in Lin Xuan's ears, surprising him. The light ball actually shattered.

Lin Xuan's expression turned strange. He had tried to steal a chicken but ended up losing his hand. Now the old master-servant contract was completely nullified. But he wouldn't let it go so easily.

The little guy seemed visibly relieved and shot off in front with a burst of brilliance.

It seemed that Xi also knew what was going on; her domain had no effect on this "big fool," so she decided not to embarrass herself further.

Running was the only option.

However, outside her domain, she could barely summon "space displacement." The speed of her fleeing light was impressive in human eyes but looked pitiful to Lin Xuan.

Trying to run? Just a dream.

Lin Xuan's figure flashed, effortlessly catching up with Xi without even using Nine Heavens Micro-step.

Then, Lin Xuan wasn't going to be polite; he reached out his right hand and grabbed the little guy.

Though he didn’t want to hurt it, he couldn’t let it escape.

"Zhis zhis..." The little guy's voice was shrill with anger as its fur stood on end. Clearly, it was furious but to no avail; it was too weak.

Lin Xuan smiled satisfactorily: "Why run? Back then, I had to exert all my strength just to hatch you and take care of you. Who knew you would leave without saying goodbye? The spirit realm is vast, we might meet again. This only proves our deep connection. Stop struggling; I am going to get your blood for the re-confirmation ritual."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile. Of course, this was just to scare it. If it didn't work, he would think of another plan. But he definitely wanted to capture this beast.

The little guy, however, was terrified and its white fur stood on end. Its eyes were filled with fear as it made short, incoherent sounds. Lin Xuan couldn’t understand but could tell from the tone that it started out angry but gradually submitted.

Lin Xuan felt triumphant but kept his expression neutral.

"Alright, if you want to be my spirit beast, nod your head. If not, I am merciful; once I pull all your teeth, I will let you go. From now on, we are even." Before he could finish, the little guy showed extreme fear and nodded vigorously. Pulling out its teeth seemed to work.

The initial problem was solved smoothly.

Lin Xuan’s face lit up as he released his divine consciousness. In a short while, he had everything ready. He flashed away towards the horizon. Half an hour later, they landed on a barren island that looked more like a large coral reef than an actual island.

"Alright, we need to start the confirmation ritual now. Don’t try running; it’s useless. I will pull your teeth if you are caught."

"Zhis."

The little guy squeaked in fear, understanding what was happening.

Lin Xuan released Xi and took out several materials from his storage bag. He set up a complex recognition array with intense concentration.

Generally, spirit beasts needed to be confirmed through magical arrays.

These arrays could vary greatly—simple ones for灵动期 (flexible period) cultivators to more complicated ones as the beast’s level increased...

The higher the spirit beast, the more intricate the array required. This was to ensure a strong contract. However, even with such an array, there were no guarantees; nothing in this world was absolute. Even a cultivator's second Yuan婴 (spirit embryo) could develop new intelligence and betray them if they were not constantly together.

The array Lin Xuan set up was the most advanced he knew. He wanted to ensure everything went smoothly. Although his domain had flaws, it could be a powerful weapon against formidable beasts or ancient creatures when used properly.

He couldn’t afford to let this opportunity slip away.

Seeing Lin Xuan busy, Xi's eyes kept darting around. She really wanted to run but the thought of his threat made her sweat.

She knew that her speed was terrible and escaping would be impossible.

The decision was hard.

In the end, fear overcame the desire to escape.

This array was complex; it took Lin Xuan from morning until late afternoon to complete. He meticulously followed a diagram he had in an emerald eye, which contained the Heavenly Origin Array Scripture. After much effort, he sighed with relief that everything went as planned.

Even small mistakes could lead to catastrophic failure.

Once completed, Lin Xuan took out several high-grade crystals from his robe. These were of very good quality and worth a lot on the market—each crystal was equivalent to ten thousand ordinary ones. Using them for the array was incredibly luxurious.

This array’s complexity showed how serious Lin Xuan was about this. Back in the human world, he had only used weak stones.

With a wave of his sleeve, light beams flew out and placed the crystals accurately into their slots. Then, he cast a spell.

The array hummed to life like water pouring down. First, the outer symbols lit up, then the entire array glowed brightly.

Lin Xuan smiled in satisfaction; everything was going as planned.

"Step into the array without any thoughts of resistance or you will regret it. I won’t hesitate to pull out all your teeth."

Lin Xuan turned and spoke softly but firmly. At this moment, he needed to warn Xi not to have any侥幸 (侥幸 means侥幸, which is a pun on "侥幸," meaning侥幸, which means taking chances) thoughts.

"Zhis."

Xi's eyes showed reluctance, but fear ultimately prevailed. She seemed to understand that resistance was futile and submitted with a look of resignation. A layer of white light enveloped her as she slowly flew towards the center of the array.

Lin Xuan watched intently, fearing any tricks from Xi.

But his worry was unnecessary; finally, Xi obediently entered the array.

Lin Xuan’s left hand drew back, and a sharp flash appeared. His wrist was cut open, and blood dripped down. However, the blood didn’t enter the array directly but hovered in mid-air before coalescing into a pool.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, opened his mouth, and expelled a five-colored aura—his命元气 (life essence).

The blood exploded, mixing with the five-colored life essence before entering the array. Xi absorbed it completely.

Lin Xuan was pleased; this went as planned. He continued to cast spells, making the light more dazzling...!~!
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Chapter 1846: Grandfather and Grandson

After about half an hour, the soul binding ritual was completed satisfactorily.

Although the creature was reluctant, it eventually didn't try to play tricks under the threat of having its teeth pulled out.

Don’t be fooled by its inability to speak; its intelligence wasn't lower than that of humans. It naturally understood that one couldn't defy a bigger leg.

Since resistance was futile, it might as well choose submission and avoid many hardships.

Lin Xuan's expression was quite satisfied. After the soul binding ritual, he held the creature in his palm.

Upon close inspection, Lin Xuan found that this thing indeed looked comical yet adorable.

"From now on, you'll have a good life with me."

Lin Xuan stroked its head as he spoke: "You will be called Xiao Mao Ball from now on."

"Chiao chiao."

The creature clearly didn't want to comply. However, under the constraints of the soul binding blood contract, it couldn’t defy its master.

But it turned around, holding its chest with two small claws while narrowing its eyes and pouting, adopting an indifferent attitude toward Lin Xuan.

"Even despising me?"

Lin Xuan was at a loss—laughing or crying. However, he naturally wouldn't get angry at this creature; after all, he knew that subduing the spirit pet would be a show of power to the other party, and they certainly couldn’t submit willingly.

But it didn't matter. First impressions could always change. Lin Xuan believed that Xiao Mao Ball would eventually return to his side through constant companionship.

This required time, which couldn't be rushed.

In any case, this result was already more than satisfactory for Lin Xuan. He had no mood to linger on the remote island after that. Although the sun had set and night had fallen, it made no difference to cultivators whether they traveled by day or night; there was no distinction in their eyes.

However, before leaving, he still needed to deal with something.

The ancient beast killed by Xiao Mao Ball's descendants was still floating on the sea surface. Knowing that this creature was a powerful monster near the realm of dao, its hide, bones, and other parts were invaluable treasures. Although Lin Xuan was wealthy, wasting such grade treasure would bring divine retribution.

However, as he approached, Lin Xuan frowned; someone had already beaten him to it, and there weren't just one group but several. The sounds of battle continued, with flashes of light occasionally appearing in the air.

Two groups of cultivators were fiercely fighting each other.

Lin Xuan sighed and released his immensely powerful divine sense to see their strength levels.

What he saw was somewhat amusing.

Both sides had formidable cultivators, but they were merely at the initial stage of the yuanxian realm. The rest were condensation core cultivators, each using their treasures to fight desperately.

While their cultivation levels were similar, the number of participants differed greatly.

One side only had two people; one was an old man with a sunken face, appearing over seventy, and the other was a young woman in her twenties, with snow-white skin and a pleasing appearance. They seemed to be related by blood, perhaps a grandfather-granddaughter pair.

The other group of cultivators numbered five, dressed strikingly. They wore golden robes, each adorned with different patterns that emitted a faint spiritual glow.

Clearly, they were all from the same sect, and one was an initial yuanxian cultivator while the others ranged from early to late condensation core stages.

Fighting against such odds, it was no wonder the grandfather-granddaughter duo was at a disadvantage.

However, this had nothing to do with Lin Xuan. He only came here to retrieve the materials of his spirit beast; he wouldn't care about who won or lost in those young cultivators' battles.

When it didn’t concern him, he would stay aloof. The coldness of human relations in the cultivation world was well known. Despite the young woman’s good looks, Lin Xuan wouldn’t save her; he wasn’t a greenhorn anymore.

Raging for a pretty face was not uncommon in the cultivation world, but it had to be for one's true love. Meeting someone by chance and acting like they were in love? That was just silly. Even seasoned cultivators wouldn't do such things.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm as he glanced at the old man’s face, his expression turning strange.

"Is it really him?"

This person seemed familiar. Initially, Lin Xuan hadn’t paid much attention, but after a careful look, he realized that this initial yuanxian cultivator had met him before.

That was over four hundred years ago.

Back then, Lin Xuan had just ascended to the spirit realm and was unfamiliar with it. The first spirit realm cultivator he encountered was precisely this unremarkable old man.

At that time, the old man’s cultivation level was only at the foundation gathering stage, far from the current yuanxian realm.

With the passage of time, Lin Xuan had long forgotten about this matter, but here they were, meeting in a strange sea after so many years.

Lin Xuan sighed and couldn’t help but marvel at fate. As the ancients said, "Without coincidence, no good story," it was true.

Although their past interactions only amounted to a brief encounter, there was still a bond of old acquaintance. Even if they didn't know each other before, seeing him in peril now, Lin Xuan had no reason not to help.

With that thought, Lin Xuan flew over and stopped concealing his aura. A powerful spiritual pressure descended from above.

"Plunk plunk," the sounds echoed as the grandfather-granddaughter duo was safe under Lin Xuan's protection. The cultivators opposing them were in a worse state; they felt like they had fallen into an ice cellar. The initial yuanxian cultivator fared slightly better, just turning pale and shivering, while three condensation core disciples directly fell unconscious into the sea.

The sounds of battle abruptly ceased as several people struggled to control their treasures, their faces filled with fear. Lin Xuan appeared in mid-air with a calm expression.

Despite only being an ordinary-looking young man, their expressions didn't improve; his divine sense revealed nothing about him. Could he be at the separation union stage?

This thought made them shiver internally.

The grandfather and granddaughter exchanged glances, feeling both frightened and puzzled. The spiritual pressure clearly wasn’t directed at them. Did this person recognize them? But they had no such high-ranking cultivators in their memories.

This was understandable; Lin Xuan had used a spell to seal part of the old man's memory when they parted ways. Unless one reached separation union, they wouldn't remember it.

Despite the confusion, the grandfather and granddaughter bowed together, as did the other group of cultivators. In the cultivation world, meeting an unfamiliar high-ranking cultivator meant showing utmost respect.
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For those few men, Lin Xuan naturally paid them no mind. He didn't even spare a glance their way, instead turning his head to focus on the elder.

Despite Lin Xuan's latent spiritual pressure and lack of any hostile intent, the elder's face still couldn't help showing signs of fear under such scrutiny.

After a moment’s hesitation, he timidly spoke up: "Mr. Huang, do you know me from somewhere?..."

Before he could finish his sentence, he swallowed nervously, his tension evident on his face.

"Indeed, we did meet once before many years ago. Back then, your friend was just an apprentice cultivator in the Foundation Establishment stage..." Lin Xuan said coolly.

The elder's expression turned confused as he listened. He genuinely had no memory of such a meeting.

"Senior, I..."

"Enough with this old stuff from hundreds of years ago. It doesn't matter if you've forgotten it. What does matter is that your spiritual root isn’t particularly impressive. The fact that you managed to condense an infant spirit core is indeed something to be happy about," Lin Xuan said.

"I beg your forgiveness, Senior. I was just fortunate enough to obtain a vial of ancient immortal's essence milk through chance. Without it, the possibility of condensing my infant spirit core would have been unknown." The elderly man lowered his hands and spoke meekly.

Lin Xuan nodded but didn't show any signs of envy on his face. Fortune was indeed unpredictable sometimes. He rubbed his forehead with interest: "Why is that?"

"Long story short, we were fortunate enough to find a vial of essence milk in an ancient immortal's ruins. Unfortunately, these fellows stumbled upon us and refused to let us go, chasing after us all the way here," the elder explained.

"What? Essence milk from ten thousand years ago?" Lin Xuan was shocked, his breathing becoming more labored. With his current wealth and experience, few treasures could sway him, but essence milk from ten thousand years ago was definitely one of them.

This vial in his possession had been obtained on the lower planes, and despite careful use over many years, he had very little left after enduring so much hardship.

Lin Xuan was worried about this. If not for the essence milk, his illusionary escape technique would be useless. In dangerous situations, he would lose a crucial means of self-preservation.

However, while worrying, solving this problem proved difficult.

Indeed, the Spirit Realm had abundant resources, but that was relative. Certain materials were still extremely rare and hard to come by. Essence milk from ten thousand years ago was undoubtedly one such item.

Over many years, Lin Xuan had visited countless markets and auctions, attending small transactions among high-ranking cultivators whenever possible. He spared no effort when it came to essence milk, willing to do anything to obtain it if he ever encountered it.

Yet while his resolve was strong, time was not on his side. It was like trying to cook a meal with no ingredients—impossible.

For centuries, Lin Xuan had searched tirelessly but found nothing of the essence milk.

With no market for such items, even with great wealth, one could only sigh in frustration.

Despite feeling depressed and frustrated, Lin Xuan knew he couldn't rush this. He would have to wait for an opportunity.

To his surprise, fate had brought him here, and Lin Xuan was overjoyed. Who said good fortune doesn’t come twice? As long as you were lucky, it was hard to resist. Today was a stroke of luck indeed.

The elder's expression remained calm despite the situation. Although he was only an infant spirit core cultivator, he had lived for centuries and knew that in such circumstances, keeping the essence milk would be impossible. He had already prepared himself when he spoke.

He reached into his belt, and a small, delicate jade vial flew out. It bore some floral patterns and looked ancient, clearly a long-lost treasure.

"Senior, this is what my grandson and I found. With such shallow fortune and thin luck, we are unworthy of possessing it. Today's meeting with you must be fate’s intention. Mr. Huang wishes to offer this precious item to you," the elder said with reluctance but quickly recovered his composure.

"Really?" Lin Xuan showed surprise. The other man was even more astute than he had imagined.

Before he could respond, a voice from across the group interrupted: "You, you do have ten thousand year essence milk! You denied it just now. This is what our sect leader requested. How can you..."

The speaker was the shortest of the golden-robed cultivators, his face rough and full of muscle, clearly not one who relied on intelligence.

"Stop."

Before he could finish, a leading figure among them cut him off sharply. The other three golden-robed cultivators glared at him angrily. This guy was a fool, speaking without thinking in such a dangerous situation. He might as well be asking for trouble.

After their scolding, they turned their heads with fear, worried that the elder's disrespect had angered this mysterious high-ranking figure.

Knowing that they were all in this together, one misstep could bring them all down. The ancient immortal’s saying flashed through their minds—afraid of a powerful enemy but not a foolish ally. Their frustration was palpable.

Sure enough, Lin Xuan smiled as he turned his head. Despite the smile, the others felt like needles piercing their backs and beads of cold sweat forming on their foreheads.

"Leader? What leader? Are you trying to take this item from me? Do your friends have any objections?" Lin Xuan’s cold laughter echoed in their ears.

With his current cultivation, he would not back down for anything. Even if facing only a few infant spirit core and condensation stage cultivators, let alone the three imperial beasts or six sea kings, Lin Xuan would never yield.

"Haha, Senior is mistaken. I dare not have such disrespectful thoughts. With our lives, we could never compete with you for this treasure. You may take it," said the leading figure among the golden-robed cultivators, a white-haired elder who now wore an expression of reverence and forced laughter.

"But...the leader specifically ordered..." The short man opened his mouth to argue but was cut off again by the leader.

"Stop!" This time, the leader was truly angered. He turned swiftly and slapped the man across the face without another word.

"Crack..."

The sharp sound echoed in their ears as the shorter cultivator’s face showed surprise. He touched his swollen cheek: "Uncle... why did you hit me?"

"You are a fool who doesn't know when to keep your mouth shut..." The leader was truly infuriated: "If you speak again, I will immediately extract your soul and refine it..."

"Oh."

The short man recoiled but still looked confused. Lin Xuan watched the scene with a cold expression on his face, though he remained calm. He had never seen anyone as foolish as this before. Could this guy really have an IQ problem? Even fools could successfully condense their golden cores—something unheard of.

Seeing that he finally silenced the fool, the leader turned and his anger vanished, replaced by fear and a smile: "Senior, please don't be angry. My nephew has some issues with intelligence. We have no disrespect for you. The ten thousand year essence milk should go to you. Please excuse us as we leave, not wanting to delay your business here..."
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He was speaking while secretly wiping cold sweat, discreetly observing Lin Xuan's expression. After all, the opponent's strength was unfathomable; a wave of his hand could easily send him to oblivion.

Facing such a high-ranking cultivator, he dared not be careless. He prayed fervently in his heart, for everyone’s life is precious. Cultivators are even more afraid of death compared to ordinary people, from a certain perspective.

"Departing? When did I say you could leave?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice rang out. The few golden-robed cultivators present turned pale at the sound. After taking deep breaths, they finally suppressed their urge to flee recklessly.

"Senior, we have not offended you in any way. As the saying goes, Heaven has a benevolent heart. Please spare us and let us go."

A thud echoed in his ears. The situation had reached this point; the leader of those golden-robed cultivators could no longer care about face and turned to Lin Xuan with a grand bow.

"Yes, Senior, we are just chance acquaintances. We have never offended you in word or deed..."

Another person spoke with great sorrow, his expression filled with fear. Even that short man who had spoken out of turn earlier was now trembling like a leaf, more afraid than his companions.

"Heaven has a benevolent heart, but if I spare you, who knows whether you will turn on me once you escape danger."

Lin Xuan said coldly. He wasn't a killer by nature, but the East Suburb Sage also wouldn’t do such things. As they say, man does not harm a tiger's intentions, and the tiger harms man’s heart. Lin Xuan had been through so much bloodshed; he was certainly wary.

Although his strength would make him unlikely to fear those few people behind their sect leader, it was easier to avoid an open attack than a hidden one. Besides, they could have eliminated this danger in its infancy. Why should he leave a potential threat? Being ruthless mattered not; these clearly weren’t good people. Eliminating them was simply upholding justice.

Seeing Lin Xuan remain silent, the expressions of those few people grew even more fearful, yet they dared not make any moves.

In just a few breaths, it seemed like a hundred years had passed. This wait was always the hardest.

Especially in such a situation, their lives were entirely at the mercy of others; they wanted to run but couldn’t move freely. The feeling was indescribable.

The five people's expressions were filled with fear and trepidation, as if they had offended Heaven’s laws, awaiting the judgment of an Immortal Emperor.

Lin Xuan showed no change in his expression. Finally, a slow voice echoed: "Indeed, Heaven has a benevolent heart. But you all are likely evil to the core. Punishing evil is also a way of doing good. Let Lin Xuan guide your souls to the Pure Land."

Before he could finish speaking, those few cultivators turned pale, their faces devoid of any color as they realized their last hope had vanished.

Their desperate pleas for mercy ended in the same result; their hearts were filled with bitterness and resentment.

Their eyes glowed with hatred, but their inferior strength was useless. No one wanted to wait passively for death. They stretched out their hands, casting various talismans and precious treasures that could increase their speed of escape. The leadinginfant spirits cultivator roared loudly, his body emitting a dazzling light as a tiny infant appeared above him.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he couldn't help but show surprise in his eyes. This guy was indeed resolute. Knowing ordinary evasion techniques would be futile before him, he had even sacrificed his body to manifest theinfant spirits.

But thinking that would allow them to escape was too naive!

A mocking smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he waved his sleeves, releasing several streaks of green swordlight from his fingertips. The swordlight mixed with the surrounding primordial energy, appearing slow but actually fast, slicing towards the opponents.

The few cultivators were terrified upon seeing this scene; their hair stood on end as they frantically cast various defensive talismans and treasures.

Facing such a high-ranking cultivator, hiding one's true strength meant certain death.

Colorful protective barriers and numerous misty veils appeared in his vision.

To be honest, these few cultivators were not weak at the same level; their defensive techniques were diverse.

Unfortunately, all of this was futile!

The gap between them was too great; no matter how hard they tried, it would all come to naught. With a single force overcoming ten, nothing in defense could withstand that terrifying swordlight, turning into mere paper before being torn apart.

Blood splattered as the heads of four people were taken off without fail.

However, this wasn't the end of the story.

In just a few breaths, theinfant spirits had fled several miles away. Teleportation was indeed much faster than ordinary flight.

He never turned back but through his divine sense, he knew his companions had fallen. The fear in his heart was understandable; at the same time, he felt relieved that he had made the right decision, sacrificing his body to escape danger.

Unfortunately, his joy was premature.

Teleportation of theinfant spirits was indeed miraculous, but it meant nothing to Lin Xuan.

He didn't even take out the long spear with spatial abilities because it wasn’t needed.

With a flash, Lin Xuan vanished from sight and appeared several thousand feet away in front of them.

The teleportation of theinfant spirits had moved countless times, while his Nine Heaven Microstep only moved once. The difference between them was immeasurable.

Surprised, theinfant spirits's face turned pale as he cried out: "Senior, please spare my life."

While begging for mercy with his mouth, he quickly shattered a spiritual pearl. A green glow appeared, forming a small vortex that seemed to swallow theinfant spirits whole.

Lin Xuan showed surprise in his eyes.

He had been wandering through the cultivation world for nearly a thousand years and had never seen such defensive techniques before.

Indeed, the world was vast and full of wonders; as ancients said, the methods of cultivation were boundless. Anyone was just a drop in the ocean compared to them. This saying truly held true.

Thinking to himself, Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged. No matter how wondrous the technique, without support from his realm, it was like rootless floating leaves.

With a wave of his sleeves, he didn't make any extra movements; spatial fluctuations appeared, and a green hand materialized in mid-air, ignoring the vortex as it grabbed theinfant spirits.

"Senior, spare me."

The opponent tried to beg again but stopped halfway through. A pure yang true fire about a foot long appeared on the green hand, enveloping theinfant spirits, which was reduced to ashes.
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Chapter 1849: Reciprocity

Lin Xuan's actions from the start to the complete annihilation of five people took mere moments, like a flowing stream. There was no sign of any hindrance.

The grandfather and grandson were left speechless, their eyes wide with shock. The formidable enemy that almost brought them down seemed, in this Lin Senior’s hands, as fragile as paper or clay, easily manipulated at will.

The disparity between the two sides was so vast it defied description. Despite knowing how strong the other party was, they never imagined it would be to such an extent.

It wasn’t just about looking up to them; for themselves, these individuals were akin to deities—merely a flick of their fingers could reduce them to nothingness.

With this thought, the grandfather and grandson exchanged glances, seeing fear in each other’s eyes. Although they had decided to offer ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, the other party was clearly someone ruthless. They couldn’t be sure if he would stop after receiving it; there was a chance he might want to kill them to eliminate witnesses.

These thoughts flashed through their minds, causing both to shudder in fear. But what could they do at this point?

They couldn't fight and wouldn't survive. Running away had the same outcome. At this juncture, they could only wait for fate or take a chance on luck.

Despite their trembling hearts, Lin Xuan’s smile was warm as he said, "You two needn’t be afraid. Those fellows were despicable, so I acted to uphold justice. I won't kill innocent people; hence you shouldn’t worry."

The old man's face turned red with relief upon hearing this. If Lin Xuan intended harm, there would have been no need for such lengthy explanations—just a swift execution. Strong individuals don’t pity the weak. His words indicated genuine benevolence.

"Thank you, Senior for your great kindness," said the grandson, respectfully handing over an jade bottle filled with ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

The old man's expression was tense but relieved. With such a powerful opponent, merely surviving was already a stroke of luck; expecting any treasures would be sheer folly.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan’s smile turned satisfied. The other party had indeed acted wisely. He accepted the jade bottle gracefully, knowing it would be hypocritical to refuse now. Lin Xuan always dealt straightforwardly but wouldn’t hesitate to use deceit when dealing with weaker opponents.

Removing the stopper, a refreshing aroma filled the air. The liquid inside was white and looked like ten-thousand-year-old stone milk.

Lin Xuan’s heart leapt in joy; it truly was that rare elixir capable of instantly replenishing one's spiritual energy.

This time, his luck had been exceptionally good.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s evident satisfaction, the grandfather and grandson also breathed a sigh of relief. As long as nothing went wrong, their lives should be safe this time.

"Ha ha, Senior is satisfied. The old man and my granddaughter bid you farewell."

The old man bowed before turning to leave. Even if there was no malice, staying with such an ancient monster was too nerve-wracking. He feared any misstep could lead to a change of heart that would be disastrous.

"Wait."

Just as the old man signaled his granddaughter, Lin Xuan’s voice suddenly reached their ears. The old man jolted awake; those previous cultivators had also perished under similar circumstances. Were he and his grandson about to follow suit? Had his earlier words been mere jests?

"Senior, Senior, you… what do you want now? You said just now that you would spare me."

"Yes, Senior, with your great cultivation, you can’t go back on your word."

The young woman’s voice also reached their ears. It seemed the old man and his granddaughter were genuinely terrified.

"What nonsense are you talking about? Who said I was going to break my word?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh.

"Then… then why do you want something from us?" The old man's face still showed apprehension.

"I called you over; does that mean I must harm you? What logic is that?" Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a mocking smile. This old man was too fearful.

"Since there’s no reward without merit, as an elder, how could I accept your ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk for free."

"You are saying…?"

The old man finally understood, his face showing both surprise and joy.

Of course, Lin Xuan intended to compensate them. He wasn’t a bully who would take advantage of the weak.

"Ha ha, Senior is too kind. The old man doesn’t need ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk; I know my blessings are shallow and don’t deserve such an extraordinary item. If I were to forcefully obtain it, the result would only bring disaster. Therefore, I offer this to you sincerely," said the young woman, speaking with sincerity.

Indeed, each person had their strengths. The old man’s words were soothing to hear.

"Hmm, your intentions are commendable, but don’t regret my gifts!" Lin Xuan smiled as he waved his sleeves and revealed several treasures glowing in front of him.

"What…?"

The old man wasn't foolish; he sensed the deeper meaning behind Lin Xuan's words. His face showed hesitation despite his awe at the other party’s power. Any item could bring endless benefits, but he couldn’t refuse a good opportunity.

Politeness aside, he couldn’t bear to miss such an opportunity. His earlier boasts had been premature.

The old man felt awkward but knew Lin Xuan wasn't trying to make things difficult for him.

"These few bottles of medicinal pills can enhance your spiritual energy and even help break through barriers in critical moments. For those at the元婴期, the effects are even better," said Lin Xuan calmly.

"What? Can it really help break through barriers?"

The old man’s face turned from embarrassment to excitement as he realized the value of these medicinal pills. He no longer cared about propriety and eagerly accepted the bottle, its aroma filling the air. The other party hadn’t exaggerated.

"Thank you, Senior for your generous gift. Since this is such a good item, I can only break my promise and accept it with shame."
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Chapter 1850: Return to Red Leaf Island

Lin Xuan's voice, tinged with a smile, entered the old man’s ears. "Friend, you need not be so polite; this was originally promised by me." As he spoke, he flexed his fingers slightly, and the ancient treasures flashed with a divine light, as if they had souls, flying to the old man's front.

The grandfather and grandson were naturally delighted, filled with gratitude towards Lin Xuan. Although objectively speaking, the value of a ten-thousand-year-old spirit root far exceeded these few bottles of pills and ancient treasures, sometimes things couldn't be judged so simply.

As the saying goes: "A commoner is innocent until he harbors jade; then he becomes guilty." A ten-thousand-year-old spirit root truly was an extraordinary object. However, precisely because it was too precious, only a cultivator at the元婴 stage had the fortune to enjoy its benefits.

In fact, what just happened was a perfect illustration of this point. If not for carrying such a rare item, how could they have been pursued by several Golden Robe cultivators?

Had it not been for meeting Lin Xuan, their grandfather and grandson would likely have already perished in the netherworld.

From this perspective, without sufficient strength, that treasure was no longer a treasure but a death warrant that could bring disaster or misfortune.

Hold onto it, fearing calamity; discard it, feeling regret.

It was like carrying a hot potato—extremely uncomfortable to handle. The old man already felt remorse in his heart. When he had fought with the five Golden Robe cultivators, he had offered to hand over the ten-thousand-year-old spirit root, but they were unmoved and determined to kill him to cover their tracks, seemingly fearing that the news might leak out.

However, this senior was different; not only did he spare them, but he also presented a large number of treasures. Although these treasures weren't as valuable as the ten-thousand-year-old spirit root, they perfectly met their needs.

One must be content with what one has. It's no wonder that the grandfather and grandson were moved to tears by Lin Xuan.

The outcome was mutually beneficial; everyone was pleased.

"Senior, if there are any further instructions, may I ask? If not, can old man and granddaughter bid you farewell?"

After repeatedly thanking Lin Xuan, the old man spoke with great respect.

"It's fine." Lin Xuan nodded.

"Then senior take care. I hope we have another chance to meet in the future."

The old man respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan, and the young woman beside him also bowed gracefully. Soon, their figures vanished into the distant horizon as a brilliant light enveloped them.

Lin Xuan's face was still full of joy. He played with the bottle containing the ten-thousand-year-old spirit root for a while before storing it in his momentary bag.

Then, he waved his sleeves and several streaks of green swordlight shot out, quickly decimating the ancient beast, taking its妖丹 and other useful materials. The rest was discarded.

Lin Xuan didn't delay further; with a flick of his hand, a brilliant light flashed, and the spirit boat reappeared before him.

With a flash, Lin Xuan sat on the spirit boat, casting out a spell that enveloped it in a dazzling light as he shot forward towards the front.

...

The rest of the journey was uneventful; smooth sailing was the best description. After all, danger and opportunity were not related to each other like cabbage and lettuce; one couldn't just bump into them on the street.

Lin Xuan didn't rush his journey, spending another two months before finally arriving at Red Leaf Sea. Although it was a sea, there was still some distance from Red Leaf Island.

He concealed his cultivation level, appearing only as an中期元婴 cultivator. He had come here to uncover any secrets on the island and, if possible, settle accounts with Old Patriarch Poison Dragon. That old monster had made him look like a fool back then. Given Lin Xuan's clear-cut nature, he wouldn't easily let it go.

Before, he couldn’t fight; now... hmm, wasn't it time to take that old fellow down a notch?

But whether for investigating secrets or seeking revenge on Old Patriarch Poison Dragon, such matters couldn't be done openly. A sudden disturbance could lead to many complications. His cultivation at the离合 stage was too conspicuous, so concealing it as an中期元婴 cultivator was most suitable.

As for his appearance, Lin Xuan didn’t change much; he was always one who blended into a crowd without drawing attention.

Lin Xuan’s face exuded a carefree demeanor, but deep down, his vigilance had increased significantly. He subtly released his divine sense to monitor the surroundings.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he turned his head slightly to the left. Several life forces were rapidly approaching this area. However, despite the heightened alertness, his expression remained calm. From the fluctuations in spiritual energy, they were only a few中期元婴 cultivators, not worth fearing. Besides, being here in Red Leaf Sea, encountering some traveling cultivators was nothing unusual.

About half an hour later, a spirit boat appeared in view. Compared to Lin Xuan's boat, this one was much larger, like a giant ship.

Three men and one woman were on the boat, engaged in conversation. After a short while, their boat was close enough that it seemed they would pass by each other. Suddenly, one of them stood up.

This man looked around forty years old, with an extremely handsome face exuding righteousness. He held a scroll in his hand, looking like a well-learned scholar.

"Friend, please."

With a wave of his right hand, he cast a spell, and the giant spirit boat's light flickered to a stop.

Lin Xuan looked up; he had already determined that this was an后期元婴 cultivator with significantly deeper spiritual energy than others at the same stage. He must have either practiced some extraordinary techniques or cultivated a second元婴.

"Friend, may I ask your name? What instructions do you have?" Lin Xuan naturally wasn't a proud person and stood up, returning the bow while smiling.

"Haha, we are the Four Friends of Yanshan. I am from Huang Ting Sect. Seeing that your bones are so clear, would you be interested in joining our boat for a chat?"

The voice of the well-learned scholar sounded sincere as it reached Lin Xuan's ears.

"Clear bones?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. His first thought was whether his concealment technique had been discovered, but he quickly regained composure; that was impossible.

Even an ordinary中期元婴 cultivator or a玄期 old monster wouldn't be able to discern his concealment method unless they met face-to-face and used their divine sense with full effort. Lin Xuan had confidence in his own abilities.

His mind raced as he replied, "Friend, you jest; I am just a mere wandering cultivator. How could we discuss clear bones?"
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Chapter 1851 - The Four Friends of Yan Mountain

"Haha, friend, there's no need to be so modest. I'm not just saying this out of courtesy; in truth, due to my background, I have learned many miscellaneous arts, including physiognomy and aura reading. Your appearance truly sets you apart from the common folk, indicating a promising future. Therefore, I am bold enough to make your acquaintance. Please don't take it amiss."

These words were delivered with such sincerity that Lin Xuan felt an immediate appreciation for the speaker. Although he didn’t know much about physiognomy himself, recognizing people was something he excelled in. This scholar from Huang Tingzhong sect seemed genuinely humble and gentlemanly.

In the world of cultivation, there were many cunning and deceitful individuals who played mind games, but Lin Xuan had never shied away from such tactics. However, that didn’t mean he enjoyed them; they were merely tools for survival in his quest for power.

Three can profit by one another. Younger cultivators often brought unique insights that could greatly benefit him. He had encountered such situations before and wouldn't be so haughty as to treat junior disciples with arrogance.

Besides, people should remain humble. After all, he was on this journey of exploration due to hitting a wall in his cultivation. Swapping notes or engaging in casual conversation couldn’t hurt; perhaps it would even help him break through that barrier by chance.

---

Lin Xuan didn't have much qualms about this and didn't feel like he had any ulterior motives. He agreed with the others, then stowed away his flying artifact before stepping onto their spirit boat.

Huang Tingzhong naturally greeted him with a bow, his smile genuine and warm. The other three also stood up to greet Lin Xuan.

"I am Lin Xuan, offering my respects to all of you."

Lin Xuan bowed slightly; he was only pretending to be an intermediate-stage cultivator for now, while the four friends from Yan Mountain were all late-stage cultivators.

He should show some respect. Bending a little wouldn't hurt anyone. Lin Xuan was practical and unlike many high-ranking cultivators who loved to save face.

"Haha, Brother Lin doesn’t need to be so formal. We are the Four Friends of Yan Mountain, united by our spirit. Since our big brother has taken an interest in you, you are now part of my clan, Zhuge Tianyuan," said a rather unremarkable cultivator with dry and thin features, appearing around fifty years old. His attire was peculiar, resembling a chessboard.

This man seemed to be very friendly, making Lin Xuan chuckle inwardly. He couldn't say much more.

"Little Brother Yu Miaorong, I have the honor of meeting you, Brother Lin."

Another cultivator held a brush and looked like he was in his twenties or thirties. His bow was awkward, as if he had never interacted with people before despite being a scholar.

Lin Xuan knew better than to believe that; after all, reaching late-stage cultivation meant living for hundreds of years. A nearby woman merely waved at Lin Xuan without speaking.

"Do not blame us, my younger sister's name is Purple and her given name is Xuan. She has a speech impediment and cannot speak. Although there are lip-reading techniques in this world, using one’s stomach to make sounds would be too unrefined," sighed the learned scholar, his voice filled with regret.

"A speech impediment?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. In the mundane world, those who couldn't speak were common, but these were cultivators, even late-stage ones. What kind of minor ailment could not be cured by a cultivator?

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, the scholar spoke up: "Brother Lin, my sister’s speech impediment is unique; no ordinary method can cure it, and even if she were to change bodies, it might not help."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan was intrigued. Could it be an issue with her soul or spirit? That would indeed be a formidable challenge.

However, he didn't delve into the matter further. Although their conversation had been pleasant so far, they weren’t well acquainted, and making such statements could come across as presumptuous.

---

Next, Lin Xuan introduced himself, this time telling only half-truths. He claimed to be an independent cultivator who encountered a bottleneck in his practice and was here for training.

This wasn't exactly a lie; after all, facing the old dragon and investigating Red Leaf Island were part of his training.

"Why have you come to this place? Are you also out on a journey?" Lin Xuan casually asked.

The others blushed and looked at each other awkwardly.

"Haha, I was too forward. If there are secrets, please don't feel obligated to share them," Lin Xuan chuckled, but he couldn’t help feeling amused by their honesty.

Entering the cultivation world for so long, he had never seen such a straightforward person. They wouldn't make up small lies if they didn't want to, and now it was his turn to give them an out.

"Haha, we can share this much. A true gentleman speaks openly. In this world, there is no secret that cannot be shared with others. We came here looking for suitable positions," said the scholar.

"Finding jobs?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. The more he heard, the more confused he became: "I heard that the island's lord is the old dragon. He’s a tyrant and a member of the demon sect. How could there be any position on Red Leaf Island suitable for you?"

Despite not knowing them well, Lin Xuan had keen eyesight. These four cultivators were indeed straightforward, almost naive in their simplicity. Such personalities were rare in the cultivation world.

"Seeking positions? Haha, it seems you misunderstood. We are not looking to serve the old dragon," Huang Tingzhong stroked his beard and smiled.

"What? The old dragon is no longer the lord of the island. Could Red Leaf Island have been taken by the sea creatures?" Lin Xuan was shocked. If that were true, his mission would be much more difficult than he had anticipated.

"Red Leaf Island, such an important place, naturally remains in human hands. However, it has been taken over by the Holy City, which dispatched high-ranking cultivators to oversee it. The old dragon is still influential but not the lord," said Yu Miaorong curiously.

"I have never heard of this. I haven’t closed myself off for centuries," Lin Xuan chuckled. He realized he had made a basic mistake—ignoring the current situation on Red Leaf Island before rushing here.

Knowing oneself and one's enemy was key to victory, but he had forgotten that lesson. Fortunately, fate intervened, and he met the Four Friends of Yan Mountain along the way. What would have happened otherwise was anyone’s guess.

Feeling relieved, Lin Xuan began to ask questions humbly: "Since I haven’t been out for centuries, I am unaware of Red Leaf Island's current state. Please enlighten me."

"Haha, Brother Lin is too polite. This isn't a secret; if you want to know, we will gladly share," said Huang Tingzhong with a smile.

He then seated himself and invited Lin Xuan: "We still have some distance to travel to Red Leaf Island. Let’s drink and talk while we wait."

The others also took their seats as various delicacies were placed on the table. Huang Tingzhong added a set of chopsticks for Lin Xuan, then personally poured him a glass of wine.

"This wine isn’t a spirit substance, but it has a rich aroma. Please try it," he said with a smile.
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Chapter 1852 - Lin Xuan's Analysis

"Thank you, Daoist friend."

Lin Xuan had no reason to refuse. He stood up and accepted the offering. The wine was amber-colored, emitting a rich aroma that was unmistakably not ordinary.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't much of a drinker, his fingers twitched involuntarily as he prepared to down it in one go. However, a squeaking sound caught his ear.

Lin Xuan's expression changed.

He reached into his belt and pulled out a spirit beast bag. The bag opened up, revealing an unusual-looking pet.

It was about the size of a basketball, covered with white fur, with slender and short limbs. Its large black eyes gave it a comical yet adorable appearance.

The Four Friends of Yanshan were puzzled by this unfamiliar spirit pet. As advanced cultivators who had lived for hundreds of years, they hadn't seen such a creature before. The faint aura of spiritual energy around the pet was undetectable, and its level seemed lower than that of even a novice in the Flexible Spirit Period.

Apart from being cute, there didn’t seem to be anything commendable about this spirit pet. Was it truly just a pet?

The little creature ignored everyone's gazes and dashed into mid-air, rolling around before landing on the coffee table with a thud. It stared longingly at the wine glass, its face filled with yearning.

"Do you want to drink from that?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

The little creature nodded vigorously.

"Alright, you can have some wine, but listen to me in future," Lin Xuan, who never let others take advantage of him, made it clear that this pet would be subject to his commands. He had already signed a master-pet contract with the creature, and now that it was seeking his help, he decided to make use of its gratitude.

"Squeak." The little creature's displeased voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. This owner was too cunning. But Lin Xuan remained stern; once he made up his mind about something, he wouldn't yield easily.

In the end, the little creature hung its head low and couldn’t resist the temptation of the fine wine. It wept and agreed with tears in its eyes.

"Alright, go over there and drink."

Lin Xuan passed the wine glass to it. The little thing quickly grabbed it with its small paws, sniffing the aroma as a look of contentment spread across its face. It scampered off to one side.

"Haha, Lin Brother's spirit pet is truly unique," Huang Tingzong chuckled. He was equally stunned by what he had just witnessed.

"Indeed, this little fellow is incredibly cute." The scholar with the paintbrush nodded and said, "Why don't you let Little Brother draw a picture of it drinking?"

"A picture of it drinking?" Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh. It seemed that this man was indeed an artist at heart, speaking without considering the situation.

Fortunately, Zhuge Tianyuan stepped in: "Fourth Brother, we invited Lin Brother to drink with us. You can paint and write poems at another time. Now, wouldn't it be disrespectful to our guest?"

"Fourth Brother's consideration is lacking; please don’t blame me, Daoist Lin."

The scholar’s face flushed as he drank three cups of wine in a row, making amends.

Lin Xuan politely declined but his eyes sparkled with insight. He knew that the Four Friends of Yanshan were no ordinary characters. Their true natures shone through their broad chests and genuine personalities. If he hadn’t been mistaken, these four would have much more to offer on their path to immortality than what was currently apparent.

This was why Lin Xuan had agreed to lower himself to make friends with them. He wouldn’t have cared about even the Separation and Union realm cultivators if it weren't for this opportunity.

Though the Four Friends were curious about the little creature, they didn’t delve too deeply into it. Talking of one’s secrets could be dangerous, especially when dealing with centuries-old cultivators who knew how to handle such matters delicately.

"Why not ask them more questions?" Lin Xuan thought as he nodded in approval of their restraint during their first meeting.

Returning the conversation to Red Leaf Island, he said, "Brother Huang, you mentioned that Old Patriarch Poison Dragon no longer serves as the island's leader. It seems the Holy City has taken over. Is this true?"

"Indeed," Huang Tingzong’s steady voice replied. "A hundred years ago, the Holy City dispatched many cultivators to settle here. With just Old Patriarch Poison Dragon and that Bone Elder, how could they have held out against the whale tribe? They were eventually taken by the giant whales."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan touched his forehead in thought as he listened. Though only a few words, they contained much information.

Firstly, Old Patriarch Poison Dragon was no longer just an independent cultivator; he had joined the Holy City and was now working for it. Additionally, there were likely more Core Formation period cultivators on the island than just that old monster. The Bone Elder might be one of them, but Lin Xuan suspected he was also at the Core Formation stage.

Moreover, the Holy City probably sent high-level cultivators as well. In other words, even the most conservative estimate suggested there were at least three Core Formation period existences on Red Leaf Island, possibly more.

This mission couldn’t be taken lightly; otherwise, he might end up losing instead of gaining revenge against the old monster.

Furthermore, Huang Tingzong’s words revealed that the whale king was determined to take over. Even though a war had begun and the whale king attacking here wasn't strange, his tone suggested that this wasn't just a casual raid but an all-out effort with no regard for cost.

This behavior was peculiar because Red Leaf Island was in a remote location, making it difficult to understand why they would waste resources on such a place. If they could easily take it by chance, there wouldn’t be any need for such efforts.

The whale king was brave, but not foolish. He must have seen enough value in the island to justify his actions.

Old Patriarch Poison Dragon wasn't foolish either. After failing to resist, he chose to use the Holy City’s power against the whale tribe's invasion, proving that whatever secrets were hidden here were worth fighting for.

Lin Xuan was a genius who deduced much from these few words. He felt both alarmed and excited. The secrets hidden in this place might be far greater than his expectations. Unveiling them could bring unimaginable benefits!

However, Lin Xuan maintained his composure as he asked, "So, the Holy City and the whale tribe are both determined to take over Red Leaf Island. But it's not rich in resources. Is there something unknown here that we haven’t discovered?"
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Everyone was speculating about this, but no one knew for sure. Zhuge Tianyuan took a deep breath and continued.

"Nobody knows? …" Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression as he listened.

"Indeed, whether it is the cultivators from the Holy City or those sea tribes, they all keep their mouths shut. The war has been going on for so long that many independent cultivators are curious. They have used every means at their disposal to capture some of the sea tribes and perform soul-searching techniques on them, but there was no use. Lower-grade cultivators need not be mentioned; even those with元婴 or even离合级别的 sea tribes did not yield any clues after a soul search. They do not know what is on Red Leaf Island; all they are doing is carrying out their orders."

"Indeed, so it is …" Lin Xuan nodded. This news was expected. If there were really a great secret, neither humans nor the sea tribes would publicize it. It wouldn't be beneficial for everyone to know about it. If his guess was right, only a few Core Formation stage cultivators might have known the truth.

As for the others, they were merely pawns in this game. The cultivation world was so pragmatic; lower-ranking cultivators could only follow orders from higher-ups.

Since no one knew anything, asking further would not yield any results. It seemed he had to wait until after arriving at Red Leaf Island to think of a way out.

If all else failed, he might find an opportunity to draw the soul and refine the essence of Zhuge Tianyuan's fourth younger brother. After all, it was a desperate measure.

The young scholar with the paintbrush on hand already looked ashamed as he spoke: "Brothers, it is all my fault; I have brought you so much trouble."

"Fourth Brother, that’s not right," said Yellow Court Sect. "When we became sworn brothers long ago, we swore to die together if we could not live together. A few pieces of treasure and spirit stones are nothing; what matters most is your safety."

Lin Xuan sighed. Who would have thought that cultivators were not all devoid of emotion? True feelings still existed in this world.

From this point on, his association with the four was justified. Friends should be those who could back you up even if it meant cutting through your ribs.

"Let our guest think us foolish," said Lin Xuan with a smile.

"Haha, Brother Yellow does not need to say so much. Your deep bond moves me…" Lin Xuan's words were sincere and not just for show.

"What are the four of you planning to do on Red Leaf Island?" Since he had already started talking, Lin Xuan decided to be straightforward and ask about their plans.

"We don’t have to worry about that," Zhuge Tianyuan said with a laugh. "We came here to take on tasks; otherwise, would we accept employment as guards for the city?"

Lin Xuan was still confused but Zhuge Tianyuan explained further: The call from the Holy City only applied to sects and families, which made sense given that independent cultivators were self-sufficient.

Even if they ignored the order, the Holy City could not do much since there were too many of them scattered around. However, for sects and families, ignoring orders was impossible because they would find a way to deal with it.

The tree was big and drew attention; sects and families had to follow the Holy City's call.

But while independent cultivators were numerous, their overall power was low. If they could gather together, their strength would be formidable, especially in light of the dire situation for humans. The Holy City would not let such a force go to waste.

To get them to serve, both soft and hard measures were used. Since threats did not work, they offered substantial rewards: "Where there is great reward, there will be brave men." They would not fear that no one would follow this path.

Compared to sect members, independent cultivators were generally poorer, making such incentives effective. Red Leaf Island had provided two types of tasks: One was to join the island's guard force alongside other sect and family cultivators, with varying pay based on their cultivation level; the other was open missions like hunting sea tribes or gathering intelligence, which could be freely taken by independent cultivators.

"Indeed, that makes sense. Do the four of you plan to take on tasks from Red Leaf Island?" Lin Xuan nodded as he understood.

"Yes, yes. We are all free-spirited and cannot bear constraints," said Yellow Court Sect. "But these tasks on Red Leaf Island suit us well, especially with generous rewards. How about it, Brother Lin? Do you have any interest in joining?"

"Perhaps …"

Lin Xuan showed a hesitant expression before saying: "I originally had no such intention, but your mention has piqued my interest. However, I cannot decide now; we will see when we get to Red Leaf Island."

"That is reasonable."

Lin Xuan's words were logical, and the four did not press further. With their shared spirit, they soon became lively as they drank and ate together, exchanging cultivation insights.

Lin Xuan did not reveal his true strength but occasionally offered some advice that benefited them greatly.

In a few hours, Red Leaf Island finally came into view.

Looking at its lush greenery, Lin Xuan felt a sense of nostalgia. Time passed quickly; over four hundred years had gone by since he ascended. He could not help but feel a myriad of emotions as he thought back to his first flight.

Red Leaf Island was now more bustling than before.

Colorful lights appeared in his vision, and upon scanning with his divine sense, Lin Xuan saw that the cultivators' cultivation levels varied from灵动 to离合. Most were independent cultivators based on their attire. The four of Yellow Court Sect had not been lying; the Holy City's generous rewards had brought even rebellious independent cultivators under its control.

Upon arriving at Red Leaf Island, they found it was completely enclosed by a massive light barrier. The barrier was thick and shimmered with countless runes, indicating its significance.

Lin Xuan could only marvel inwardly. Knowing that Red Leaf Island’s area was considerable, the Holy City had managed to enclose the entire island with禁制. This was truly a grand gesture.

Previously, when Fairy Red Leaf was the island's ruler, she only set up a protective array for the main city and did not activate it regularly. It was nothing like this luxurious setup now.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as he narrowed his eyes. The Holy City's strength was indeed formidable; he had to be extra cautious to avoid attracting unwanted attention from Core Formation stage experts.

Although the Illusory Shadow Escape Technique was incredibly powerful, it wasn't foolproof. Who knew if there were any secret techniques that could disrupt it? Such a scenario would be disastrous!
第一千八百五十四章 桀骜不驯的散修

Thinking this, Lin Xuan found the Spirit Boat already approaching a thick layer of light. From close range, one could feel how magnificent and vibrant it was. The amount of crystal stones consumed by its operation was undoubtedly astronomical—ordinary Core Formation period experts might not be able to afford such extravagance; only superpowers like the Holy City would dare.

However, this light barrier wasn't completely sealed off. Around it were several dozen entrances resembling city gates, allowing cultivators in and out.

At each "gate," there stood a team of nearly a hundred cultivators. They wore armor and wielded long spears, their cultivation levels not weak. The main and deputy captains were all at the Core Formation stage. Among the remaining twenty people, they were Condensation Core stage experts, with the rest being at the Foundation Establishment middle to late stages.

Lin Xuan had seen many great cultivator cities, but such stringent defenses were rare. This was truly a broadening of his horizons.

Entering or exiting the city required inspection, which was perfectly normal given the current tense situation. They needed to prevent Sea Clan anddemonic race spies from infiltrating.

In the hands of these gatekeepers were round-shaped talismans. Although unremarkable at first glance, they were crafted by the Holy City's array masters. The Three Clans—Human, Beast, and Demon—had been in a trilateral standstill for centuries, fighting countless wars, knowing each other inside out. How to identify spies had been developed since ancient times.

The Bright Mind Talisman was one of the best among them. It had two major benefits: it was simple to manufacture and inexpensive, allowing mass distribution; secondly, its accuracy...

Indeed, it was accurate. As long as they weren't Core Formation experts who were adept at transforming and hiding themselves, most would be detected.

In the East Sea, Core Formation was already a top-tier existence. Even the Three Demon Emperors and Six Sea Kings were only at mid-Core Formation. Such high-ranking experts were few in number, and even if they did appear, they wouldn't stoop to espionage work; although cultivators could be devious, such old monsters still had some face.

Therefore, under normal circumstances, the accuracy of the Bright Mind Talisman was sufficient.

Lin Xuan wasn’t aware of these details. However, his companions from Yan Mountain were well-traveled. With them by his side, Lin Xuan felt enlightened as they approached the city gate, just a hundred paces away.

"Brother Lin, you need to stow your Spirit Boat when entering."

"Hmm, I understand."

Lin Xuan had no objections; one should follow local customs. Since he was here for Red Leaf Island with ulterior motives, he needed to remain low-key until his plan unfolded.

With a step, Lin Xuan prepared to leave the Spirit Boat but then furrowed his brow as if remembering something, turning slightly to his left.

He nearly forgot about that little guy.

Upon turning back, Lin Xuan's expression was a mix of amusement and exasperation. The little fellow was already drunk, leaning against the corner of the Spirit Boat, sound asleep with eyes half-closed, snoring softly. Moreover, bubbles were forming in his mouth, growing and shrinking with each breath.

"This guy has good alcohol tolerance; he just sleeps after drinking."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself before flicking his sleeves, causing a storage pouch to fly out. The pouch opened, and light enveloped the little ball, which was still dazed from its slumber, being scooped up without waking.

The Yan Mountain Four Friends shook their heads. Lin Xuan's pet was indeed peculiar; they had never seen anything like it in all their travels. They could only marvel at how vast the world was and how diverse it could be.

However, other than this, they paid little attention. Apart from its cute appearance, the creature’s essence energy was barely perceptible. A Flexible Spirit stage cultivator could easily eliminate it.

Such a pet was no different from cats or dogs—nothing but for play. It offered no real help on the path to cultivation.

One should not judge by appearances; one could never tell how deep the sea ran. Ignoring such a creature was normal, and this outcome suited Lin Xuan perfectly.

Many cultivators were waiting in line to enter the city, with varying cultivation levels. Low-level cultivators didn't need to be mentioned—Lin Xuan noticed that even Core Formation and even Separation stage experts were obediently following the rules.

Such situations weren’t common, but a brief inquiry revealed why. It was a special period; Red Leaf Island needed order. Those who defied orders would be executed without mercy, and those disrupting the order faced the same fate.

When this command was first issued, many cultivators dismissed it as trivial since independent cultivators were like wandering clouds and wild geese. Although their overall cultivation levels were weak due to sheer numbers, some lucky few managed to advance through chance. These individuals had peculiar temperaments.

Describing them as rebellious would be accurate; they were used to not being bound by rules. Their presence here was purely for the generous rewards after completing tasks. Otherwise, if disaster struck, someone of higher rank would take the fall. The conflict with Sea Clan anddemonic race was left to the Holy City and those sects.

With a mentality of "take what you can get," independent cultivators didn't bother with Red Leaf Island's commands. Entering alongside low-level cultivators to avoid mistakes?

The high-ranking independent cultivators were unconcerned, with the most notable example being a Separation stage expert named Heavenly Wind Demon Monarch. Relying on his superior strength, he not only disregarded order but also injured several gatekeepers upon entry.

Initially thought of as a minor incident, it ended up shocking the Holy City's Core Formation experts stationed there, who personally apprehended him and publicly tortured him to death.

This was clearly meant as a deterrent. However, it proved effective; after Heavenly Wind Demon Monarch’s demise, independent cultivators' rebellious nature significantly diminished due to witnessing the Holy City's severe measures.

After all, no one wanted to die for no reason. While some left, they were in the minority. The lure of treasures like medicinal pills and crystal stones was too tempting for most cultivators. This time, Red Leaf Island offered generous rewards for various tasks.

With effort and a bit of luck, one could earn substantial profits. Such opportunities didn't come often.

As Lin Xuan gathered information and analyzed the situation, they entered the city without any trouble!~!
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Chapter 1855: Lin Xuan's Kind Deed

After entering the island, Lin Xuan and his companions did not linger. Soon, a magnificent city came into view.

Lin Xuan’s expression was indifferent on the surface, but deep within, he sighed softly. Centuries had passed, and here he was again, standing before the same coastal city that once stood tall. Alas, its master no longer resided there.

This time, their entry into the city went smoothly. The city's禁制 had not been activated; after all, the outer island already had protective measures in place. If this city’s protective array continued to run without pause, it would be considered reckless rather than prudent, wasting crystal stones.

Though the Holy City was vast and rich with history, there were countless places that required spending crystal stones. Therefore, saving where necessary was a must.

The streets inside the city remained as wide as ever, but the number of cultivators had significantly increased. Among them were both seasoned martial cultivators in battle gear and scattered cultivators dressed in various odd outfits.

Crowds thronged about, and Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept across the scene. The cultivators’ cultivation levels varied widely.

"Brother Lin, why don’t we find a place to stay first? We can go to the main hall later to see if there are any suitable missions."

The voice of Huang Tingzong entered his ears. Lin Xuan had no objections and led the group towards the northern city.

This city had changed hands multiple times. Initially, it fell into the clutches of an Old Demon Dragon, then was reclaimed by the Holy City. Over centuries, it endured countless storms. The layout now differed greatly from its former state.

Currently, the northern city was entirely allocated for scattered cultivators to reside in. It was the largest among the four cities—east, west, north, and south.

There were no restrictions on flying within the city, but a strict order had been issued: no aerial travel by cultivators. While some lower-ranked cultivators might have ignored this rule before, none dared test it since the punishment meted out to Heavenly Wind Demon Sovereign. After all, one life was enough; playing with fire meant no place to cry.

Fortunately, they could use animal-drawn carriages, which were quite affordable. So, colorful animal-drawn carriages pulled by various exotic creatures roamed the streets, along with teams of cultivators in uniform patrolling for security.

Lin Xuan and his companions hired a carriage and headed towards the inn.

After a short while, they passed through numerous streets and arrived at a row of beautifully designed pavilions.

These were the reception halls for high-ranking cultivators above the元婴期.

Contrary to low-rank cultivators who stayed in inns, the reverence and envy on the faces of passing cultivators indicated that this was a place of status.

Of course, condensation core and foundation establishment stage cultivators could also stay here, but under much stricter conditions. The same buildings required ten times more crystal stones than those for元婴期 cultivators.

Such terms were supposed to deter low-rank cultivators from even considering it. After all, their purpose in coming here was to earn crystal stones; spending ten times the amount would be sheer foolishness.

Wouldn’t that go against their original intent?

However, as they say, there are no limits to human ingenuity. From a rational standpoint, this situation should not have occurred, yet it did—more than once. Among these pavilions, three-tenths of the cultivators were below the元婴期, with one even at the peak of the灵动期, which was laughable.

Yet no one dared to provoke them. Considering their weak cultivation levels, they could only be either mentally unstable or backed by powerful allies, such as descendants of a scattered sect’s old master.

It seemed more likely that it was the latter. Until his identity was confirmed, no one would dare act rashly. After all, killing and looting required absolute certainty; acting recklessly would only bring disaster.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced. The information had been revealed by the carriage driver just now. They were already in front of the pavilion, where a cultivator dressed in green greeted them with a respectful bow: "Cui'er pays respects to the seniors. Do you wish to stay here?"

"Of course," replied Zhuo Tianyuan. "Otherwise, why would we be here? How much does it cost?"

"A single pavilion is akin to a miniature mansion, fully equipped. Renting for one year requires ten thousand lower-grade crystal stones." The cultivator’s gentle voice echoed.

"What? So expensive?" Zhuo Tianyuan’s expression changed dramatically. The other three members of the Yanshan Four Friends shared similar looks. In their city, renting such a mansion would cost them for decades.

"Hahaha, seniors don’t know that with so many fellow daoists flooding our city, prices naturally rise," the cultivator explained calmly.

The Yanshan Four Friends exchanged glances, their expressions grim. Indeed, misfortunes never come alone; they were already in financial trouble...

Lin Xuan’s expression turned slightly odd. He was skilled at reading people and knew that these four must be at least元婴期; it seemed unlikely that they couldn’t afford a few thousand crystal stones.

"Ha ha, Brother Lin, I think this place isn’t very suitable for us. Why don’t we stay in the city’s inns? What do you say?" Huang Tingzong’s voice carried an awkward tone.

"Yes, little brother also thinks the inn is better; perhaps it will be cheaper," Yu Miaorong added, his words honest and straightforward.

"No need, I think this place suits us well. Let’s get five independent pavilions connected." Lin Xuan smiled as he waved his sleeve, sending out five sparkling crystal stones.

"High-grade crystal stones," the cultivator’s eyes lit up, impressed by the generous offer.

"Haha, fellow daoists, we share a common spirit; several thousand crystal stones are nothing. If you refuse, I won’t consider you friends." Lin Xuan waved his hand with great ease.

"Fellow daoist, since you say so, the four of us will be honored to accept," Huang Tingzong’s eyes flashed with determination and he no longer refused.

"As it should be."

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. Over centuries, he had seen all kinds of cultivators—crafty ones and honest ones. These four clearly fit into the latter category; a few thousand crystal stones were nothing compared to their status.
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But this timely assistance would leave a lasting impression on them.

As the saying goes, a drop of water should be repaid with a spring. Lin Xuan believed he had not misjudged their intentions. He felt these people were not ordinary and might prove helpful in the future.

For now, let's establish a good relationship first.

Even if his judgment was wrong, it didn't matter much. Four high-grade crystal stones were insignificant to him; such an investment would definitely be worthwhile.

No need for further discussion. The efficiency of the Holy City cultivators was impressive. After paying enough crystal stones, everything was handled in just a short while—five interconnected pavilions forming a complete miniature cave dwelling. There were practice rooms, rest areas, bedrooms, herb gardens, and beast stables; Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied. He bid farewell to the Yan Mountain Four Companions before entering his own cave dwelling.

By this time, it was already late in the day. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan decided to take a nap first.

He wouldn't rush into action just yet; he needed to rest and regain his strength before making any decisions.

Nothing happened during the night.

The next morning, as the sun rose, as cultivators, they didn't need much sleep. Early in the morning, the Yan Mountain Four Companions invited him over. Lin Xuan had already woken up and joined them at the city center's plaza, which used to be the Lord’s residence but was now occupied by several ancient experts.

Several fortress-like buildings loomed overhead, surrounded by a mysterious light barrier. Patrols of cultivators moved around, making it seem impregnable.

Below these structures lay a vast plaza filled with stone monuments.

These monuments varied in size and shape, emitting faint glows. Small texts were carved on them—this was where missions were posted.

Even though the sky was still dim, the plaza was already bustling with hundreds of cultivators circling around each monument.

The variety of tasks here was endless; one could do almost anything. The rewards varied based on difficulty and danger but were generally generous.

The four newcomers paid close attention to these postings. Lin Xuan seemed indifferent, but he secretly released a strand of his divine awareness towards the buildings above. It bounced back upon touching the light barrier.

Lin Xuan sighed. As expected, there was no opportunity here.

However, patience is key; one cannot eat hot beans in haste. For now, they would wait for their chance to present itself.

"Eh, big brother, that monument has so many people around it. Should we go take a look?" Fish Miaorong's clear voice rang out with excitement on her face.

To be honest, she didn't seem like an advanced-stage cultivator based on her demeanor and actions.

This was probably due to her personality; Lin Xuan could find no other explanation.

Following the direction of her finger, he saw a large stone monument towering over 100 feet high. The inscription read "Collect Heavenly Heart Stone."

It was clear that this was the mission title.

Below it, hundreds of cultivators gathered around, their heads forming a bustling crowd.

Apart from the eye-catching title, the rest of the text on the monument was smaller.

Lin Xuan's expression turned peculiar as he scanned the inscription.

According to the text, Heavenly Heart Stone was a substance formed in the body of a frog-like monster. Due to this, it was named "Heavenly Heart Toad."

This monster had low levels and could not advance throughout its life. Even when mature, its cultivation level only reached the early Foundation Establishment stage.

Unlike ordinary monsters, there was nodemon pillin its body; instead, it contained Heavenly Heart Stones. Each stone could be exchanged for a high-grade crystal stone.

After reading this mission, Lin Xuan felt genuinely surprised. Even a third-stage monster's inner core wouldn't fetch such a price. The Holy City seemed too generous with their offer.

Lin Xuan believed they weren't issuing this task to be charitable; what was the hidden agenda?

Heavenly Heart Stone—something he had never heard of before, even when on Red Leaf Island. What use did it have?

Unlike the excited cultivators, Lin Xuan pondered many things as he looked at the mission.

Scanning his surroundings, a lone-arm Daoist appeared about 100 feet away.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred; without hesitation, he walked over.

"Brother Lin?" Huang Tingzong’s surprised voice echoed. After yesterday's incident, they really considered him a close friend.

"This task seems peculiar. I want to investigate it," Lin Xuan didn't hide anything. The question was straightforward: "Do any of you want to join?"

"I agree with Brother Lin." Zhuo Tianyuan nodded and the four exchanged glances before following from behind.

Though they couldn't fly, cultivators could use lightness techniques to cover a hundred feet in an instant.

"Please follow me."

Lin Xuan bowed and greeted the lone-arm Daoist.

"Hello, we don’t know each other. What brings you here?"

Although private duels were forbidden within the city, the lone-arm Daoist's face showed extreme tension as he was only an early-stage cultivator. Being surrounded by several mid-to-late stage cultivators made him visibly nervous.

Lin Xuan noticed his expressions and smiled kindly: "Don’t worry; we have no ill intentions. We just want to ask a few questions."

"Of course, please speak your mind; I will share everything," the lone-arm Daoist was surprised but had to respond this way.

"I noticed that many cultivators are interested in collecting Heavenly Heart Stones, yet when you mentioned it, you seemed unconvinced. Is there something hidden behind this?" Lin Xuan directly asked his doubts without any pretense.

"There's no secret; however, the task is extremely difficult and not as simple as some new arrivals might think," the lone-arm Daoist replied with a hint of sadness, sighing before continuing.
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Is it really that difficult? The strength of the Heavenly Heart Toad isn't much different from that of a Second Stage Low-grade Beast, so why would capturing and killing them be any more challenging?" Fish Miaorong couldn't understand. Her face was filled with surprise: "Could it be that the instructions on the task guide are actually misleading us?"

Of course not, she thought to herself. How could the Holy City engage in such a foolish act of lowering its prestige by lying? The Heavenly Heart Toad is indeed only slightly weaker than Second Stage Low-grade Beasts.

Why...

Before he could finish his sentence, Fish Miaorong's voice rang out again, revealing that this person was still as impatient as ever.

The realm of the Heavenly Heart Toad isn't an issue; its strength is like ants to us cultivators at our level. The danger comes from external competition; it’s too intense." The one-armed Daoist smiled coldly, and Lin Xuan could almost see the sword and spear shadows in his expression.

The other four weren’t fools; what he was saying was quite clear.

"Friend, are you suggesting that we kill to claim treasure?"

Yellow Court Sect's leader asked.

Of course, he can say so. In fact, it’s not particularly rare. The buyers of Heavenly Heart Stones aren't just the Holy City of our race. The Great Whale King of the Sea Race also offered a substantial reward for their acquisition,"

Hearing this, Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances. The Sea Race was buying them too? But these were only low-grade Beast cultivating materials. What special qualities could make such powerful factions go to such lengths?

Since Heavenly Heart Stones are so valuable, why can't we find them elsewhere?" Fish Miaorong asked weakly.

I think you all have broad knowledge; have you ever heard of the Heavenly Heart Toad before?" The one-armed Daoist said with a cold smile.

Lin Xuan and his companions shook their heads in unison. They had never heard of it, either on Earth or in the Spirit Realm.

That’s right. This task is the worst because the Heavenly Heart Toad is rare and can only be found on an uninhabited island over ten million miles away from Red Leaf Sea,"

An uninhabited island?

Yes, that place is called an island, but its size is many times larger than Red Leaf Island. More strangely, it used to be a vast ocean; this island emerged mysteriously from the seabed about a hundred years ago.

The one-armed Daoist slowly continued his explanation. He didn’t hide anything, though these details might not have been secrets in the first place.

Lin Xuan listened with growing interest and remained silent, waiting for him to continue.

The island’s aura was thin, and it produced no precious materials; only a few low-grade Beasts. These Beasts were weak and unremarkable, but when the Holy City and Sea Race suddenly posted high-reward tasks for Heavenly Heart Stones, they became highly sought after.

This led to a sudden surge of treasure hunters from all races—human, Beast, and Sea—to the island. The Heavenly Heart Toad was easy to kill, but the enemies were other treasure hunters. Humans and Beasts, already at odds with each other, had no reason to be polite; they fought fiercely until one side fell. The carnage was terrible.

However, as your friend said, because of the rarity of the Heavenly Heart Stones, they were easier to obtain. Despite the strict orders from the Holy City, those who killed and stole still couldn’t be stopped.

The law of the jungle applied there; at any moment, someone could appear out of nowhere.

Could it be that...

Seeing his pained expression, Lin Xuan’s gaze fell on his missing arm.

Your imagination is correct. I lost this arm in that place. I encountered a Formed Spirit Stage Beast and used all my strength to take its head. Before I could retrieve the treasure left behind, another human cultivator ambushed me. That thief... he hid and waited until I was exhausted before taking what he wanted.

The one-armed Daoist’s face was full of resentment. It wasn’t surprising; anyone in his position would be furious too.

But there was no way to change things. Cultivation is a path against heaven, and those who see profit at the expense of righteousness are countless.

What happened next...

That thief was only an early-stage Core Formation cultivator. But if I were at my peak, he wouldn’t have stood a chance. After defeating that Beast cultivator, I was on borrowed time; I was willing to give up the treasure, but that thief wasn’t satisfied and wanted to kill me for good.

There was no choice; I had to use the Substitute Body Transcendence Technique...

Hearing this, Lin Xuan and his companions sighed deeply and tried to comfort him.

Cultivators’ medical techniques are miraculous, so in theory, a severed limb could be reattached. However, there’s a limit to everything, and not every situation allows for it.

For example, the Substitute Body Transcendence Technique involves sacrificing part of one's body to protect the main body. This is a secret technique from the Evil Sect; once lost, whether hand or foot, they can’t be reattached.

No matter how many miraculous elixirs and medicines there are, they cannot achieve this. It’s said that it involves the laws of heaven and earth. Only true immortals in the upper realms might have such abilities.

Of course, as a Core Formation cultivator, there was another option: possession. Finding a complete body to possess would be enough.

However, this is purely theoretical; possession goes against nature and faces many restrictions. Even if one could reattach a limb, the cost would be too high—simply put, it’s like trying to steal chickens but losing your own rice bowl.

Generally, no cultivator would do such foolish things.

Lin Xuan and the Five Friends of Yanshan felt great sympathy for the one-armed Daoist. After all, he was so tragic; not only had he lost his right hand, but that scum thief had also taken all his treasures.

After all their efforts and sacrifices, they received nothing in return, which is why he despised this task so much.

Understanding the details from the other’s mouth, Lin Xuan and his companions looked uncomfortable.

Brother, should we take on this task? Or do we switch to something else?" Fish Miaorong asked again. She lacked any courage, truly not fitting for a late-stage Core Formation cultivator.

Yellow Court Sect's leader was in a dilemma too. At the moment, they were short of resources; their remaining crystals could be counted on one hand. If this continued, cultivation would become an issue.

Other tasks might also yield good rewards, but compared to the Heavenly Heart Stones, it was like raindrops in a vast ocean.

Given their current situation, even if they took other tasks, the meager rewards wouldn’t meet their needs.

But after hearing what the one-armed Daoist said, taking on the task of acquiring Heavenly Heart Stones seemed as dangerous and challenging as trying to pull teeth from a tiger’s mouth.

Humans, Beasts, and Sea Races—anyone who entered that uninhabited island could be an enemy.

Although he had some confidence in his own abilities, others might not be so easy targets. Just now, under the stone tablet, he saw several ancient experts eagerly taking on the task.

Even if Yellow Court Sect's leader was confident, he didn’t have the confidence to challenge higher levels.

What should they do?

Seeing their eager looks, Yellow Court Sect's leader was also hesitant. This decision wasn’t easy.

Brother Lin, what are your plans?" He turned his head and asked. Since he had no idea how to proceed, listening to others’ opinions might be a good idea.

Me...

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the stone tablet. The reward for Heavenly Heart Stones was tempting; I plan to take this risk and accept the task,"

What? Brother Lin, you must think carefully. While the reward is enticing, it also requires life to enjoy it. This task of acquiring Heavenly Heart Stones is almost as dangerous as a nine-in-one death," Fish Miaorong exclaimed in shock, her face changing dramatically.
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Chapter 1858: Task Commencement

Lin Xuan's cool voice entered everyone’s ears. "Nine out of ten chances to die, that doesn't necessarily mean it will happen. The one-armed daoist friend we met just now was only at the early stage of元婴, yet he made it back here alive."

"But..." Yu Miaorong moved her lips slightly, about to persuade them further, but Lin Xuan spoke first: "As they say, wealth and honor can be sought in dangerous times. Honestly speaking, this task is indeed perilous, but the rewards are generous enough. If we miss this opportunity today, there might not be another chance next time. In any case, I won't give up."

Though he said so, Lin Xuan had his own considerations. He was after something else; with his vast wealth, a few high-grade crystal stones wouldn’t make much of an impact on him.

However, the Holy City and the Great Whale King both spent significant effort acquiring the Heartstone. If there were no hidden agendas, Lin Xuan would have died from shock. If he hadn't guessed correctly, perhaps the sudden popularity of Red Leaf Island was tied to this task.

Lin Xuan was eager to find a way to break through his current stage, and such an opportunity shouldn’t be missed.

"Alright, Brother Lin values danger so little. My three siblings and I will accompany you in risking our lives," Huang Tingzong said with a wave of his hand, showing great enthusiasm.

"Not bad. Brother Lin's courage is commendable. We are not afraid to die either. As they say, wealth can be sought in dangerous times; let’s go together," Zhu Tianyuan’s voice echoed, as he was the one who liked stirring up trouble among the four friends of Yan Mountain.

As for Purple Orchid Immortal Lady, she couldn’t speak due to her speech impediment, but her expression clearly showed her agreement with her brothers' decision.

Fish Miaorong didn't need to be mentioned; although he was a late-stage元婴 cultivator, his disposition was naturally weak, and he always let his brothers make the decisions.

"Four daoist friends have decided to join Brother Lin for this task?" Lin Xuan turned around with a slightly somber tone in his voice.

"Yes."

The four of them nodded.

"Well then, there's no time to lose. Let’s start now."

After Lin Xuan finished speaking, he swiftly moved towards one side of the square. The other four followed closely behind. There was a tower-like building where cultivators came and went to register their tasks.

Their journey was very smooth, and after about an incense stick's worth of time, they emerged from the tower with each holding a Yutong.

The instructions inside detailed everything about capturing the Heartstone, including its habits and how to catch it. The information was incredibly thorough, but the dangers were not mentioned at all.

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances, feeling somewhat cold towards the Holy City's approach. They clearly treated independent cultivators like cannon fodder.

However, once they accepted the task, there was no turning back. They called for a beast carriage and left the city of Linhai.

Soon after, their entire bodies were covered in green light as they displayed their abilities, transforming into several dazzling streaks that flew towards their destination.

The mysterious island lay to the west of Linhai City, about tens of thousands of miles away. They didn’t use flying artifacts because compared to a灵舟, personal遁光 was much faster. Additionally, it was more concealed, and given the numerous dangers along the way, hiding their forms would be beneficial.

All five understood this principle, so they chose similar methods. Their luck held out; there were no major incidents during the journey. After about a day and night, Huang Tingzong slowed down first.

He then took out a Yutong scroll with an engraved summary of the task from his sleeve. He sank his spirit into it, and his voice grew serious: "From here, we are approximately five hundred miles away from that mysterious island. This means we might encounter sea creatures or other cultivators who kill for treasure. Everyone needs to be extra cautious."

"Brother Huang is right; everyone should use收敛之术 to hide their forms," Lin Xuan interjected.

The four friends of Yan Mountain had no objections, and they prepared to display their abilities. The method of收敛气息 was versatile, and most cultivators learned it at some point, though the difference lay in proficiency.

However, just then, everyone seemed to sense something and turned around. Lin Xuan’s expression mirrored theirs due to his calm demeanor.

His spirit perception far surpassed that of mere元婴 cultivators; he had noticed something amiss from afar but hadn’t pointed it out yet.

About a hundred miles away, the air was filled with surging qi and an overwhelming aura of killing intent. It was clear that cultivators were fighting there, and the battle was intense!

The four friends of Yan Mountain were shocked, their brows furrowed. They hadn't expected the situation to be more dangerous than they imagined. They hadn’t even seen the island yet but had already encountered a fight where cultivators were killing for treasure.

"Brother Lin, what do you think? Should we go and see or just bypass them?" Huang Tingzong asked. Although all four were late-stage元婴 cultivators, they still respected Lin Xuan as an "intermediate" cultivator.

"Since we've encountered it, let’s take a look. Perhaps one of our fellow daoists is currently battling the sea creatures," Lin Xuan didn’t overthink it; with his strength, he had no reason to fear danger.

"Alright!"

The four friends of Yan Mountain agreed without objection. They then concealed their qi and flew forward quietly together.

With the use of concealment techniques, their speed naturally slowed down. The hundred miles took them about a cup of tea's worth of time.

Before them, light flickered as explosions echoed in their ears. However, the battle was nearing its end.

Or rather, Lin Xuan and his companions had arrived too late.

The combatants were indeed human cultivators and sea creatures, but their strength was vastly disproportionate. The sea creature was a初级化形妖修 with long ears, red eyes, bat-like wings, and exposed fangs. His true form couldn’t be determined from appearance alone, but it was terrifying.

Facing him were seven cultivators in different attire—five at the凝丹 stage and two at the筑基 stage. Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling speechless; such strength coming to take on the Heartstone task was almost suicidal.

How they met those sea creatures, Lin Xuan didn’t know, but the current situation was clearly dire. The gap between元婴 and 凝丹 cultivators was obvious, let alone the 筑基 ones.

This wasn't a battle of the same level.

Moreover, these seven were not coordinating well; it would be easy to break them apart individually.

Initially, with their numbers, they managed to hold off for some time. But now, they were at the end of their strength, and their deaths were imminent.
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This situation was well understood by the seven of them. Suddenly, a startled cry entered their ears, followed by angry accusations. It turned out that a tall mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator had taken out a Golden Escape Talisman from his chest and fled without hesitation.

The golden light flashed into a streak of lightning, speeding away towards the distance.

"Stupid."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh. He understood this cultivator's psychology; staying here wouldn’t increase their chances of victory by even half, and they might not survive at all. Even self-preservation was just wishful thinking.

But Lin Xuan didn’t want to die either. So he took a risky move and fled first.

Yan Ran also knew that the hope of turning danger into safety was slim.

However, there was still some chance. At least with six companions holding their ground, he was most likely to escape.

The angry curses came from other cultivators. This guy was too shameless—fleeing in battle. The anger and dissatisfaction among the cultivators grew as they began to turn on each other.

No one wanted to be treated like a discard.

You don’t play by my rules, I won’t either. Since they were going to scatter, they would do it together.

Thus, these cultivators gathered their treasures and prepared to flee in all directions.

But such hopes rarely come true. This became the beginning of their retreat. Originally, with seven working together, they couldn't withstand the attack. With unity broken, no one could stop this old monster's vicious attacks.

The remaining mid-stage Condensation Core cultivators fell one by one. The old monster was smug as he collected their storage bags and examined them with a proud expression.

But his joy didn’t last long. In just a few breaths, he looked up, his face showing gravity and tension, his voice lowering.

"Who is hiding in the shadows? Do you want me to find you?"

"Haha, a mere early-stage transformed beast dares to be so arrogant. Brother, should we torture him until his soul shatters?"

"Do not extract his soul, but make sure he shatters into pieces," said Lin Xuan.

"Of course, what do you think, brother?"

The brazen voices echoed, leaving the old monster speechless. Not only was there more than one opponent, and they clearly didn’t take him seriously. Could it be...

His back was already drenched in cold sweat.

A green light flashed as a plain-looking young man appeared. However, when the old monster scanned his aura with divine sense, he sank to the bottom of his heart.

There was only one mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator. He no longer had any confidence, but this was just the beginning.

Terror once again emerged. This time, it came in a series.

The Four Friends of Yanshan all appeared. The old monster’s face turned as pale as death.

One mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator was enough to make him regret his life. Add four ancient monsters, and he was asking for death!

No chance at all!

Actually, the situation was just like those human young cultivators they had faced earlier.

Running away was also a distant dream.

The hunter became the hunted in an instant. This retribution came too quickly.

His eyes were filled with despair, but surrendering wasn’t possible. With a roar, his demonic aura surged out and he charged at Lin Xuan, even if it meant dying, he wanted to take someone down with him.

Popping sounds filled the air as various beams of light and magical treasures flew in all directions.

After a cup of tea’s time, the sea returned to calm. Although Lin Xuan was hiding his strength, with the Four Friends of Yanshan here, this early-stage transformed beast couldn’t cause any trouble. He had no chance to fight back and was directly killed by five people working together.

Of course, this description was a bit exaggerated. He merely fell, as his true form was that of a demon, making him valuable material for cultivation.

Wasting such materials would bring divine retribution. Moreover, the Four Friends of Yanshan were already penniless, so they stripped every last thing from him, dividing everything that could be sold into pieces.

Lin Xuan also received some. Originally, these things meant nothing to him, but to avoid drawing attention, he reluctantly put them in his storage bag.

Apart from the transformed beast’s materials, there were several more storage bags filled with other treasures. Among them, the Heart Core Stones amazed the Four Friends of Yanshan, totaling 152 stones.

That was equivalent to 152 high-grade crystal stones.

At a ratio of high-grade to low-grade crystals, this amounted to over 1.5 million ordinary crystal stones.

For an advanced-stage Immortal Core cultivator, this was a significant fortune that couldn’t be ignored. The key was how easily it came.

Just recently, they were penniless, but now, they had received so much wealth. The Four Friends of Yanshan’s eyes sparkled with excitement, finally understanding why so many cultivators applied for this mission one after another.

Money can corrupt the soul, food can kill a bird. These new arrivals might not know the dangers, but many who had already obtained Heart Core Stones didn’t give up due to danger; they were just too eager. Simply put, compared to other missions, the rewards of this task were irresistible.

How dangerous could it be?

In the world of cultivation, one couldn’t help themselves. Each cultivator who reached here hadn’t gone through blood and sweat. While people generally had a tendency towards profit and away from harm, they also needed to consider the returns. For example, the Heart Core Stone mission was enough to make them fight.

Prosperity comes from danger. Without this kind of courage, why even step onto the path of cultivation? It would be better to remain an ordinary person, facing much greater dangers.

"Brother Lin, should we split these Heart Core Stones evenly?"

"Of course."

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. So they each received thirty stones. The extra two, he generously gave to the Four Friends of Yanshan.

This small fortune wasn’t worth his attention.

Holding a Heart Core Stone in his hand, it looked similar to crystal. With divine sense attached, its demonic power was peculiar but hard to discern for now. Lin Xuan couldn’t figure out its purpose in a short time.

Unveiling the mystery proved not easy.

Though disappointed, Lin Xuan remained calm. If the use of Heart Core Stones were so obvious, scattered cultivators would have noticed by now. After all, both the Holy City and the Great Whale King valued it greatly; anyone knew this wasn’t ordinary. But since no one could figure it out, they had to obediently hand over their treasures in exchange for high-grade crystals.

Even before officially stepping onto the wilderness island, they received their first harvest. It was safe to say that everyone’s mood was excellent.

Although Lin Xuan was preoccupied, he at least appeared just like the Four Friends of Yanshan on the surface.

With his depth and breadth, he had long mastered the art of not showing emotions. The five of them turned into streaks of lightning, flying towards the wilderness island.

However, this time they were even more cautious. Rumors could never compare to firsthand experience.

They faced an early-stage transformed beast earlier with their numbers overwhelming, allowing a clean and decisive victory. But fortune wouldn’t always be on their side; what if they encountered someone at the Separation and Union stage...

Better safe than sorry. The Four Friends of Yanshan were cautious people. Thus, it took them half an hour to cover just a few hundred miles.

Finally, a huge island appeared before their eyes!
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In the final five hours, Rain Illusion pleads.

Liu Wuyou picked up a wine bottle and poured himself a glass. He closed his eyes to smell it before opening them again. After placing the drink on the table, Nan Gongmuyu noticed he only smelled it but didn't take a sip, causing a faint smile to appear on her lips. She took the bottle and poured herself a glass, then praised.

Zhao Jindao, with great effort, pushed open the door of the Cemetery and stepped inside. Once he saw what was happening, his expression turned to shock.

"Aunt Hua, Brother Ye is right; they are dark arts that should be eradicated from this world!" Luo Qiyu said softly.

Number Two responded with a nod, reluctantly lowering her head to press her ear to the ground. Meanwhile, she noticed a tray flying horizontally just above the ground.

At this moment, Gu Yifeng, who had been rendered speechless by fear, no longer spoke. His mind was filled with images of Bai Susen's appearance. He seemed to have seen a large snake sitting on that wooden chair, its enormous head facing him. The thought made his body tremble involuntarily as he kept repeating in his mind.

No matter what, the former Iron Sword Sect prodigy had now fallen so low that he was kneeling in the rain, waiting for the judgment of fate from within the grand hall.

After everyone had rested somewhat, they began to descend. The large hall downstairs remained full, causing each of them to cast glances around, praising Wang Ming's business acumen and the bustling trade.

The white snake turned her head when she heard a sudden voice. She saw that she still had her eyes closed, so she knew her anger had subsided. A hint of amusement flashed in her eyes as she quickly climbed onto the bed and sat beside her, closing her eyes to meditate.

Andy had killed many mushrooms in search of poisonous ones but found none.

"Don't worry, big brother," Dong Min forcefully opened his eyes, stopping himself from crying, then nodded fiercely at Dong Zhuo.

This voice was so familiar. Chen Tong was startled by the sound and stopped walking, looking back behind Zhen Li Shuo who was trapped. The assassin's face was covered with a black cloth, revealing only cold, terrifying eyes that chilled one to the bone. However, Chen Tong felt as if he had seen those eyes before.

"You're too arrogant! Even if you have Sharingan, what of it? Descendant of a fallen clan!" Fugao Zabu sneered.

I know this girl has been standing outside my door for three days. I also know she is very worried about me. But she's afraid of upsetting me and so hasn't come in.

Who would run from the bustling capital to a remote new city? "We heard that Governor Li has returned, and we were just thinking of paying him a visit," Derrick replied.

The man's fingers pressed down on LiuInk Speech's red lips, stopping him. A faint but genuine smile appeared on his cold face, not deep but enough to be real—the scenery after the ice melted, even covered with a thin layer of snow, was already mesmerizing.

At this moment, countless forces in the universe began to stir, breaking the calm surface.

"Your visit has instantly made me feel twice as at ease," Night Shadow leaned against the sofa and took a deep breath.

Bai Ruishu sat quietly on one side with a smile. She watched Wang Jie walk into the room, causing him to feel somewhat awkward about what he needed to say to Bai Ruishu.
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At the same time, in a desolate sea tens of thousands of miles away, a huge ancient warship was speeding towards a barren island.

The length of this warship was about a thousand feet. In terms of size, it wasn't particularly outstanding. It was similar to ordinary large warships, but various exquisite carvings and magical talisman arrays subtly exuded an aura of vitality that made people feel intimidated.

Moreover, two old monsters at the Immortal Profound stage were standing on the bow of the ship. The aura they emitted was shocking. One had a fierce appearance; his hair and beard were all white, wearing extremely luxurious robes. But the patterns drawn on them were terrifying to behold—skulls and various bones. Although their appearances differed, each exuded an evil spirit, making it clear that this bone robe was a demonic artifact made from many cultivators he had killed.

The identity of this person was obvious: the Supreme Elder of White Bone Sect, White Bone Old Demon. Of course, he preferred to call himself True Monarch of White Bones.

As for the one on the right, while his appearance was much thinner, it was equally disgusting.

He stood no more than four feet tall, with a gaunt and bony body. His eyes were large and his nose flat, with yellow teeth. A messy head of hair in dark green color covered his head. His limbs were thin and dry, with fingers like bird claws.

This was Lin Xuan's bone-deep nemesis, Poison Dragon Ancestor.

Both were old monsters at the early stage of Immortal Profound.

While True Monarch of White Bones didn't show much emotion, drinking and enjoying himself carelessly, Poison Dragon Ancestor had a gloomy expression.

"White Bone, you still have the heart to enjoy yourself. We're now treated like errand boys. It was your idea back then to join the Holy City, promising us that 'it's cool under the big tree.' But look at our current situation," Poison Dragon Ancestor's voice entered his ears, and everyone could easily recognize his displeasure.

"Poison Dragon, why be so anxious? What errand boys. This is a bit too harsh to say." True Monarch of White Bones took a sip of wine; his expression was noticeably more composed.

"Hmph, isn't it the case? In the past, no one ever dared to tell this old demon what to do. Look at that old monster with the surname Qiu—now he treats us like subordinates," Poison Dragon Ancestor said resentfully.

"Originally, you were worried about this?" True Monarch of White Bones laughed hollowly.

"Why? Don't you get angry?"

"Haha, there's nothing to be angry about. That old monster Qiu is a mid-stage Separation Realm cultivator, one of the six senior enforcers of the Holy City. In terms of strength, he's on par with the three demon emperors and six sea kings. I jest that even if you and I joined forces, tied together, we wouldn't be able to defeat him. The cultivation world values might—being used by such a powerful cultivator for a few words of scolding isn't something to be surprised about. There's no need to take it personally."

"But..."

Poison Dragon Ancestor still showed unwillingness on his face, but he had to admit that the other's words couldn't be refuted. After changing his expression several times, he finally gave in with a sigh: "I never thought the Holy City was so deep-rooted. Besides the city lord, there are also such monsters as the six senior enforcers. They can match the strength of demon emperors and sea kings."

"Indeed, this matter wasn't something I expected either. We were careless, but analyzing it carefully, it's not surprising. After all, if the Holy City only had a city lord, how could it lead humans to resist demons and sea creatures? Two fists can't match four hands—only with six senior enforcers can there be a delicate balance. However, their existence has always been kept secret and unknown to outsiders..."

"Indeed, this matter did deceive all cultivators. Even beings of our level haven't heard any whispers about it. From this, we can infer that the Holy City isn't the only one hiding its strength; Nine Immortals Palace is also not an easy opponent... Just "Your words are correct. Nine Immortals Palace dominates the chaotic seas and can be said to be the fourth power in the East Sea after humans, demons, and sea creatures, existing for a million years. If it wasn't deep-rooted enough, it would have been devoured long ago by the three tribes,"

"Hmm. But this has nothing to do with us. We just joined the Holy City too hastily. Originally, we thought that with our strength, the Holy City wouldn't refuse us and would entrust us with important tasks—most likely continuing to oversee Red Leaf Sea. Even if they sent a few high-ranking cultivators, it would only be on par with us. They are unfamiliar with this place, whereas after operating for centuries, we can say that even if we revealed the location of top-grade crystal ore veins to the Holy City, we could still benefit from it. Who knew they would send an advanced-stage Immortal Profound cultivator who also serves as a senior enforcer? With his strength, there's no way we can refute him, so he has turned us into subordinates," Poison Dragon Ancestor said resentfully. A single misstep led to the loss of everything; he never imagined that it would end up this way.

The only description was frustration, but in this world, there were no regret pills for sale.

"Actually, you don't need to be so upset. If we carefully consider our decision back then, it wasn't entirely wrong. Frankly speaking, even if time could go back, I would still make the same choice," after a moment of silence, True Monarch of White Bones unexpectedly spoke up.

"Why?" Poison Dragon Ancestor frowned: "We are both Immortal Profound cultivators, free and carefree. Being treated like errand boys now—don't you find it more comfortable?"

"Old fellow, why be so sharp-tongued?" True Monarch of White Bones couldn't help laughing loudly: "What errand boys? That old monster Qiu is indeed stubborn, but he has never treated us this way. After all, at the Immortal Profound stage in the East Sea, we are figures who can shake the four directions with a single step. Besides, since the two tribes' war began, the Great Whale King has shown no mercy to us; there's nothing left to hide. With you and me alone, how could we resist the Great Whale faction? If we don't seek help from the Holy City, Red Leaf Island will be occupied by them in the end—just like pouring water into a bamboo basket, all our efforts would be in vain."

Hearing this, the anger on Poison Dragon Ancestor's face flashed for a moment but eventually subsided. Despite his disagreement with True Monarch of White Bones' words, he couldn't find the right words to refute them.

Since arguing wouldn't work, and they were at the same level, True Monarch of White Bones continued his analysis:

"Joining the Holy City as support was not a mistake; if anything, it was our failure to anticipate that they would have senior enforcers,"!~!
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Chapter 1861: Heavenly Heart Toad King

"But it's fine. At least, the benefits promised by the Holy City will still be there for us. Although we have to lose a bit compared to our initial plan, it is much better than being driven out of the Red Leaf Sea by the Great Whale King and getting nothing."

"Friend, your words are correct. But you mustn't forget that in order to obtain the benefits from the Holy City, we must first find the vein of top-grade crystal stones. Otherwise, they won't honor their promise," said the Poison Dragon Ancestor coldly.

"We haven't found the vein yet, but isn't there a method to open that spatial rift? The array mages of the Holy City have almost completed setting up the boundary array. All we lack now is enough Heavenly Heart Stones as power." White Bone True Monarch's voice slowly entered his ears.

"Humph! What’s so joyful about this? We calculated and planned for thousands of times, but we didn't expect that the entrance to that mysterious space had two locations—besides Red Leaf Island, the Beast Isle also has one. And there, the sea race already occupies it, with their array almost complete, lacking only Heavenly Heart Stones," said the Poison Dragon Ancestor with a hideous expression.

"This is indeed our mistake. But now that we are in this situation, what can we do? Since the Holy City's forces intervened, both sides' power levels are roughly equal, and neither side can do anything to the other. They cannot conquer Red Leaf Island, nor can we reclaim Beast Isle from the sea race," White Bone True Monarch sighed after hearing that.

This was their greatest mistake—no one could have anticipated that the entrances left by ancient cultivators were both obvious and hidden.

After much effort, they managed to hold onto Red Leaf Island. But coincidentally, the sea race discovered another entrance.

The humans didn't know this, so the Great Whale King easily claimed Beast Isle without much effort.

When they finally understood the situation, it was too late. The sea race had deployed a large number of elite forces on Beast Isle, making any attempt by humans to reclaim it a costly endeavor.

Moreover, not just one or two cultivators fell; that battle was truly horrific.

The ensuing conflict between both sides reached its peak, with their strategies and tactics vastly different from before. Humans wanted to take Beast Isle, while the sea race aimed for Red Leaf Island.

Thus, they engaged in mutual attacks, with countless cultivators falling. However, after several battles, both sides finally realized that their power levels were roughly equal, making it unrealistic to conquer each other's territories.

Since it was clear that these efforts would be futile, the conflict between them shifted from open to covert. Attacks didn't cease but became mostly harassment. Their main focus was on outpacing the other side in setting up the boundary array—essentially, collecting more and faster Heavenly Heart Stones.

Thus, the Holy City and the sea race offered substantial incentives, drawing countless wandering cultivators into the desolate islands...

On the surface, the intense battles ceased after that. However, compared to before, the bloody and treacherous atmosphere didn't diminish in the slightest; it merely went underground.

Most of those who fell were wandering cultivators, but this didn't mean that neither side's elite forces would engage in combat.

In fact, how could they entrust such a crucial item as Heavenly Heart Stones solely to wandering cultivators?

After all, whoever managed to activate the array first could secure the vein of top-grade crystal stones.

At such critical moments, they couldn’t afford to be cautious. Regardless of whether it was humans or sea races, their elite forces infiltrated the desolate islands.

As for issuing tasks to gather Heavenly Heart Stones from wandering cultivators, that was merely a supplementary measure, hoping to speed up the process.

The fact was, the number of Heavenly Heart Stones required for activating the boundary array was astronomical. The more hands they had, the faster they could collect them.

In essence, all their struggles now boiled down to racing against time.

After a moment's silence, the Poison Dragon Ancestor suddenly spoke again: "Those array mages are truly useless fools. Only now have they realized that activating the boundary array requires a central hub—Heavenly Heart Stones—but not just any ordinary ones; it needs the inner core of the Heavenly Heart Toad King."

"Friend, your words are correct. But in all fairness, we can't blame those array mages either. After all, setting up the boundary array is extremely complex, and much of what they did was based on ancient texts—some things were never fully understood," said White Bone True Monarch.

"Humph! You're defending them, but your words are right. At least, these array mages didn't go completely stupid; they managed to thoroughly understand the boundary array at the last moment."

"Friend, it's good that you think so. Remember, the Heavenly Heart Toad is not an easy target. Even if both of us take action, we can’t guarantee a quick victory. Otherwise, why would Old Monster Qiu insist on our collaboration instead of assigning a few Separation and Union period cultivators to do this task?" White Bone True Monarch said.

"That's true. But what worries me now is not the Heavenly Heart Toad King’s difficulty. A mere beast can be troublesome, but since we've taken action, it won't be difficult for us."

"You're worried about the sea race..." White Bone True Monarch was a shrewd and adaptable figure; he understood that his friend meant something specific.

"Indeed," the Poison Dragon Ancestor sighed, his expression grave. "On our side, we have completed the study of the boundary array. On the sea race's side, they are likely on par as well—given their similar array mastery, could they also dispatch ancient monsters at the Profound and Mystical level, or even the Great Whale King himself?"

At this point, a look of fear appeared on the Poison Dragon Ancestor’s face. Although he was rebellious, he knew his limitations; compared to sea race's Sixth King-level existence, the gap remained enormous. If the Great Whale King were here...

"You're overthinking it. Old Monster Qiu may be harsh, but the Holy City's leader has given him a task that he can't afford to neglect. If the Great Whale King himself must search for treasures on the desolate island, how could he sit still? He would likely go there personally instead of sending us," White Bone True Monarch frowned and then spoke as if understanding something.

The Poison Dragon Ancestor remained silent for a moment before nodding. "Your words are correct. Even if the Great Whale King doesn't personally visit the desolate island, other ancient monsters at the Profound and Mystical level will be dispatched. We can’t be careless."
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"Of course, my friend," the True Monarch of White Bone said in a leisurely voice. Clearly, he had anticipated this issue long ago.

"Yes, Fellow Daoist, your words are reasonable. However, we must still try to seize the inner core of Heavenly Heart Toad King; only by truly finding an upper-grade crystal vein will the Holy City honor its promise and reward us with the good fortune it once promised," replied the Poison Dragon Ancestor, his expression serious.

The Poison Dragon Ancestor's face showed a hint of resentment. The phrase "stealing chickens and losing rice" aptly described his past experiences. He had painstakingly schemed to obtain an upper-grade mine vein but was thwarted halfway by the Whale King, who was far more powerful than him.

Unable to do anything else, he had to seek refuge under the Holy City's tree of power, even though most of the benefits would go to others. At least he could still drink some soup; it was better than doing all this work for nothing.

Such a choice was undoubtedly correct, but what made things worse was that his lair had been picked clean by someone else. The Poison Dragon Island lay in ruins, its landscape scarred and desolate. Not one of his subordinates or disciples survived; they were either soul-enslaved by their enemies or scattered like birds.

The sight of this scene filled the Poison Dragon Ancestor with sorrow and anger beyond measure. Who dared to meddle with him?

However, reality proved that he had miscalculated. The other party not only dared to meddle but was even more brazen, leaving a provocative message on the mountain peak: "Murderer Lin Xuan!"

Seeing these five characters, the Poison Dragon Ancestor's hatred nearly made him spit blood. Who was Lin Xuan? He knew well that hundreds of years ago, he had narrowly escaped from his possessed avatar.

Although only at the Separation stage, Lin Xuan's abilities were indeed impressive. Indeed, it was a case of letting the tiger back into the forest, leaving behind endless trouble.

The Poison Dragon Ancestor's hatred for Lin Xuan was understandable. The brat had managed to escape from him and now dared to live. If he fell into his hands again, he would ensure that the boy could neither live nor die...

Anger aside, this Poison Dragon Island was merely a temporary refuge for him. Its destruction was not a problem; as for those so-called disciples, they were nothing more than servants of the old monster and their deaths meant little.

If things had stopped there, the Poison Dragon Ancestor would have been most angry. However, what happened next left him with bulging eyes and no place to cry.

As an Immortal Profound Stage cultivator who had lived for tens of thousands of years, he had accumulated countless treasures through cunning and force. These were hidden in a secret location that the Poison Dragon Ancestor cherished deeply.

He had also spent much effort cultivating an external avatar. This avatar's cultivation technique was unique; if all costs were disregarded, it could still achieve Immortal Profound stage power.

This arrangement seemed foolproof, but to his shock and fury, such a formidable avatar was killed, and the accumulated treasures over ten thousand years naturally fell into others' hands.

His sorrow was palpable. Not only had he failed to obtain the upper-grade crystal benefits, but he had also lost decades of accumulated wealth.

In other words, although at this moment he appeared to be an Immortal Profound cultivator, his situation was not much better than that of the Yan Mountain Four Friends; he was penniless.

Thus, the old monster was even more eager for the benefits promised by the Holy City. He desperately hoped to seize the inner core of Heavenly Heart Toad King.

The True Monarch of White Bone swept his gaze and understood what the Poison Dragon Ancestor was thinking, feeling a twinge of joy at his misfortune. However, on the surface, he showed solidarity: "Fellow Daoist, rest assured; I am unwilling to give up the benefits promised by the Holy City. I will do my best."

"Then that is the best," replied the Poison Dragon Ancestor.

The two old monsters did not say much more as the ancient warship sped towards the mysterious荒岛 with incredible speed.

Their concerns were justified. A玄龟 puppet was also diving at high speed from a distance of hundreds of miles, heading for the deserted island.

This was a unique underwater weapon of the sea race; its offensive and defensive capabilities did not fall short of human ships. Inside the artifact, numerous sea cultivators were also present.

They were all elite members of the Whale Clan.

The True Monarch of White Bone's assessment was correct; the Whale King indeed did not personally handle this matter. However, among these sea cultivators, the highest-ranking ones were Immortal Profound Stage cultivators, and there were two: one male and one female.

The man appeared to be in his thirties, with a bronze complexion, bald head, bare feet, an ugly face that gave no impression of being a high-stage cultivator but rather a strongman.

However, one could not judge a book by its cover. This giant's aura was hidden yet formidable; he was indeed an old monster at the Immortal Profound stage.

As for the woman beside him, she wore black clothes and had her face covered with a silk scarf, making it difficult to determine her age, but she seemed to be in her twenties.

Lin Xuan had never seen this person before. However, she knew Lin Xuan; the two princesses of the Whale King called her Auntie Xiao. Four hundred years ago, when Lin Xuan first arrived in Red Leaf Sea, she was already a great Separation Stage cultivator. Now, after so many years, this mysterious woman had advanced to Immortal Profound stage.

This task of seizing the inner core of Heavenly Heart Toad King was led by her and the old monster named Li.

Lin Xuan did not know any of this. After a long journey, he and the Yan Mountain Four Friends finally arrived at the mysterious荒岛.

Though called an island, it was actually enormous, far beyond Red Leaf Island's size. Lin Xuan could hardly estimate its area from his vantage point.

In such perilous terrain, the five of them were even more cautious but did not retreat. Lin Xuan needed no explanation; with his abilities, he could go anywhere in the Eastern Sea cultivation world. The other four cultivators, though often immersed in nature, were still cultivators and thus could not be completely detached. Moreover, they were now penniless and urgently needed Heart Stone to obtain the resources for their cultivation.

The Yellow Court Sect took out its jade eye and sank its divine sense into it. After a moment, it raised its head: "According to this marking, we can penetrate from any point on this island. Brother Lin, let's set off now; what do you think?"

"Of course."

Lin Xuan nodded. The outer perimeter of the deserted island was shrouded in some miasma and fog, but these were mere trifles for cultivators!
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Chapter 1863: Desert and Spatial缝隙

Since they had agreed, the five of them no longer hesitated, immediately flying towards the island together.

Soon, they plunged into dense mists. Once inside, Lin Xuan realized that these mists restricted their divine sense. However, this was not a problem; his divine sense was incredibly powerful, and such minor mists were insufficient to suppress him. Moreover, he had cultivated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, which perfectly combined with the divine eye technique, making any attempt by these mists to limit his senses nothing more than wishful thinking.

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's lips, but he remained vigilant. After all, this island rose from the seabed and was inherently mysterious; Lin Xuan could not afford to be overly careless.

Shipwrecking in a hidden ravine was something that should never happen.

In contrast, the Four Friends of Yanshan were much more anxious. Their flight speed wasn't particularly swift.

After about several dozen breaths, suddenly, a gust of wind appeared out of nowhere. Lin Xuan frowned as he immediately activated his divine light, and the Nine Heaven Qi Shield appeared in his vision. The Four Friends of Yanshan reacted quickly despite their surprise, each summoning their respective defensive artifacts.

However, there was no attack; instead, darkness rapidly enveloped them, making it impossible to see anything. In other words, they were no longer hindered by any restrictions.

The Four Friends of Yanshan were nowhere in sight; who knew where they had been teleported?

Lin Xuan didn't feel curious about their whereabouts since the location for such teleportation was random.

He released his divine sense and after a moment, raised his head with a thoughtful expression. Then, he emitted a faint green glow and flew out of the valley.

Outside the valley, the landscape stretched endlessly, a sea of greenery. The scenery was breathtakingly beautiful.

The mountains stood tall and winding, their scent of wildflowers and fresh grass invigorating one's senses. It looked like an idyllic paradise.

However, it was too early to draw such conclusions. While the scenery was indeed pleasant, lifting his head revealed a different scene: the sky wasn't clear blue but dark and ominous, with fiery clouds and lightning streaking across the horizon.

Lin Xuan blinked as he waved his sleeve, releasing a green light that lifted a massive stone into the air.

At first, nothing out of the ordinary happened. But when they reached about a thousand feet in height, lightning and thunderfire simultaneously descended, reducing the stone to dust almost instantly.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this was an incredibly powerful force. He wasn't sure if it was a restriction or not, but he certainly wouldn't want to face it head-on.

No wonder Yutong had mentioned that one could enter the island from any point but leave only through specific teleportation points.

What was even stranger was that these teleportation points weren't fixed; they constantly moved. Fortunately for him, otherwise, evil-minded cultivators would surely wait at those points to murder and rob them.

There were over a hundred such points. For a cultivator wanting to leave, it wouldn't take much time to find one.

Lin Xuan had seen many unusual places but never anything like this before.

Moreover, why was there only here in the East Sea where the Heavenly Heart Toad, a妖兽, could be found?

In fact, he wasn't even sure if the Heavenly Heart Toad was truly a妖兽.

Regardless, Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts. Hence, his cultivation level didn't allow him to be overly reckless.

Fortunately, there were no restrictions on his divine sense, which was advantageous; at least he wouldn't have to fear surprise attacks.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan transformed into a faint gray streak and flew off towards the distance.

Meanwhile, several miles away from where Lin Xuan was, another cultivator with a bearded face wiped sweat from his forehead. His robes were open, as it was unbearably hot, like being inside an oven.

Although he was at the late-stage凝聚丹期 cultivator level, he felt the heat too much and had to release protective light shields, but this consumed a lot of divine energy.

He had been here for two days, his two flasks of spirit wine already empty.

However, he didn't want to leave.

The heat was unbearable, and the hardship was significant. But compared to the benefits he could gain, it was insignificant.

While other cultivators were searching everywhere for the Heavenly Heart Toad, he found himself in a safe place where he could wait for his prey. He had even managed to catch one of these creatures by chance.

He knew that the island's terrain was full of surprises—mountains, rivers, hills, lakes, and even snow plains and deserts. He had seen enough of it not to care much anymore. After killing a Heavenly Heart Toad, he planned to rest since it was quite hot here but not too dangerous for a cultivator if they didn't stay too long.

However, by chance, he discovered something secret after resting for about an hour. As he prepared to leave, he noticed a spatial crack in his vision.

It wasn't more than a foot long, but it was indeed a spatial rift. A "croak" echoed as a frog-like Heavenly Heart Toad hopped out of the crack.

The creature's eyes widened in surprise, followed by joy; he had unexpectedly found a golden opportunity while resting.

With its power equivalent to only a foundational stage cultivator, it was easily dispatched.

He took the Heavenly Heart Stone and began to think. The tiny spatial rift had vanished, but this was his first encounter with such an event. Would the Heavenly Heart Toad appear again if he waited here?

The desert was hot, but who would want to venture into a place of danger when they could wait in safety? So, he settled down and stayed put.

And indeed, he was right. Not only did he find a pattern after several attempts; he even caught the rhythm.

This spatial rift appeared roughly every hour with the Heavenly Heart Toad. Although not precise, it gave him an idea of the interval.

He naturally waited for more opportunities. The wait was rewarding; over two days, he had obtained fifty Heavenly Heart Stones, a significant fortune for a凝聚丹期 cultivator.

If only he had brought more恢复法力的spirit wine.

The cultivator sighed but decided to stay another few hours since his divine energy could still sustain him.

He finally understood why the Heavenly Heart Toad seemed endless; it must be coming through spatial rifts from other dimensions.

There were many small dimensional planes in the spirit realm, but the Heavenly Heart Toad was peculiar. It almost didn't seem like a妖兽.

Wasn't it something from another dimension?

An idea flashed across his mind. Where could it come from?

Could it...

The thought made him shudder with fear. He shook his head; what mattered was that he could trade the Heavenly Heart Stones for great wealth. Why overthink other matters?

Just as he was contemplating, a sudden sound of tearing reached his ears, and excitement lit up his face. The Heavenly Heart Toad was about to appear.

However, this time, the interval seemed much shorter than an hour.

But such doubts were fleeting; the shorter the wait, the better for him.

A smile played on his lips, but his expression froze when he saw the spatial rift expand dramatically.

This time, it was far larger than before—over a yard in diameter. Over two days, each spatial rift's diameter had been no more than a foot, but this one was much bigger.

Inside, it was pitch black and deep, with faint growls of demons echoing. The凝聚丹期 cultivator's eyes widened in shock as he felt an inexplicable fear. His back broke out in cold sweat.

Although he didn't know what had happened, staying here clearly wasn't wise.

He wanted to leave but found his feet rooted to the ground, unable to move. He could only stare in horror as more Heavenly Heart Toads appeared from the spatial rifts.

P.S.: The night update is complete—9000 words have been uploaded. Fellow daoists who still have monthly votes, please consider voting for me! Thank you all!
第一千八百六十四章 神秘的敌人

A sharp tearing sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as the spatial rift widened further.

Woo...

It sounded like a gentle breeze, but the howls of ghosts and demons grew more piercing. The coldyinwind swept over him. Thick earthyyinqi poured out from within, causing the mid-stage condensation core cultivator to look utterly terrified. A chill ran straight through his heart from his feet.

Although his cultivation was negligible, he had read extensively, making his experience quite broad. This scene before him clearly indicated something ominous.

This spatial rift might be connected to another plane. The earthyyinqi was unusually intense—such a presence was rare in the Spirit Realm, almost unheard of, indicating that the place was rich inyin meridian resources.

A thought flashed through his mind as he grew even more fearful. However, inexplicably, his feet seemed rooted to the ground, and his sweat had completely soaked his clothes.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only a few breaths. The agony of being trapped there was excruciating, like waiting for death.

A large amount ofyinwind and dark qi poured out from the spatial rift, but inside, everything remained pitch black.

Suddenly, a white hand emerged from within, adorned with a silver jade bracelet.

It wasn't wrong; it was indeed a silver jade bracelet. The secret silver and bone jade were perfectly combined, with small bells on the wrist that jingled softly as she moved.

The hand was beautiful, with slender fingers clearly belonging to a woman. Footsteps followed, and sure enough, a pretty young girl emerged from theyinwind.

She appeared to be around ten years old, slim and charming, looking exceptionally pure. However, her attire was peculiar; such clothing was rare in both the Spirit Realm and the mortal world.

A small pendant hung from her waist—a tiny skull, though only an inch or so in diameter, it exuded a strange aura.

The spiritual energy flowing through her seemed different from ordinary cultivators—more akin to that of rare ghost cultivators, but purer.

However, the oppressive presence remained. As soon as she appeared, the mid-stage condensation core cultivator fell to his knees involuntarily. It wasn't because he wanted to; it was due to the terrifying spiritual pressure exerted by her.

This disparity between a mid-stage condensation core and an outer realm cultivator is hard to describe in words. If he could still stand firm, that would be truly shocking.

She scanned him but didn’t linger on his form. Instead, she scrutinized the surrounding desert with changing expressions—surprise, joy, disdain...

"Here is the Spirit Realm."

Her voice was low, almost a whisper: "This place where ourunderworldarmy sank their weapons millions of years ago. Hmph, not much to it."

"陰司army?"

The mid-stage condensation core cultivator’s expression grew even more fearful upon hearing this brief statement. The past interface war wasn’t a secret; even ordinary people had heard about it.

"Ahh!"

He roared, drawing all his spiritual energy to its peak and breaking free of the bindings. His entire body was enveloped in green light as he tried to escape.

His retreat was swift, quickly surging out a thousand feet.

The woman ignored this scene, only curling her fingers into a mocking gesture.

"Ah!"

A scream echoed as the mid-stage condensation core cultivator’s form abruptly halted and then disintegrated into blood mist.

Similar scenes unfolded elsewhere on the island. At a riverbank, a middle-aged man with bloody face expressed relief after narrowly escaping an attack by a demon cultivator.

Their power levels were similar—both at the lateyuan embryostage—but he had the upper hand due to his cultivation technique countering that of the demon. After a fierce battle, the hunter became the hunted, and he emerged victorious.

After extracting the soul from the demon’s body, he found a storage bag in its possession. Upon opening it, his face lit up with joy.

However, this expression soon froze.

His smile still lingered on his lips as his head fell to the ground, blood spurting out. He didn’t even know how he died.

A light flashed, and hisyuan embryo escaped just in time, but his small face was filled with anger and confusion. This fall was too mysterious.

Suddenly, he felt something and looked up, his expression turning fearful as a green-faced demon ghost hovered above him, carrying a large cleaver dripping with blood. A spatial rift behind him rapidly closed; could this be aunderworldghost crossing over?

Hisyuan embryo’s eyes were filled with suspicion as he scanned the area with spiritual perception, growing even more fearful—this entity was at the stage of separation.

No longer concerned about anger, he tried to use instant teleportation but it was too late. Clicking sounds echoed as his opponent’s arm suddenly elongated, crossing several feet in an instant and grasping hisyuan embryo.

"What do you want...?"

The chill from behind his back intensified, but this voice abruptly stopped as he was swallowed whole by the entity.

On a snowy plain, snowflakes fell heavily while fierce winds howled. Several mid-stage condensation core cultivators formed an array to fend off attacks from stone-like creatures.

These stone beings stood over ten feet tall, made entirely of black granite, impenetrable. The sea cultivators couldn’t withstand their assault. More terrifying was that these stone beings were clearly living entities, a type of monster unknown in the Spirit Realm.

Recalling the spatial rift, the sea cultivators’ fear intensified. They knew the danger of the Heartstone mission; it had happened twice now. But they hadn't anticipated this time being different—how couldunderworldmonsters be involved?

The stone creature’s realm was hard to determine as its attack style differed from that of a cultivator. There was no spiritual energy flowing through him, but his strength rivaled anyuan embryo cultivator!
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Straining to resist, but the gap between their realms was evident. Moreover, this stone man was impervious to weapons and magic; whether a high-ranking cultivator could break through his defenses was uncertain. At least, their treasures and spells had minimal effect.

After about a tea-cup's worth of time, all the sea creatures perished, reduced to powder by the stone man’s fists.

At one volcanic crater,

A half-bird, half-human demon surrounded by blue electric arcs swiped its front limbs, sending countless claws flying out.

Over several miles in every direction, the air was filled with a demonic aura and corpse stench.

A tall, thin figure fought against this demon. After about an hour, the corpse stench dissipated, leaving behind a green-haired monster that had been thoroughly beaten by the demon.

Then, a flash of green light appeared as the demon descended, his face looking rather grim. He had won because he was at the middle stage of the Separation Realm, but the battle had still been perilous. How could there be a Corpse Demon from the Separation Realm here? Looking at the fallen creature, he couldn't help but think deeply, feeling an ominous premonition.

In this mysterious island, many cultivators were facing阴司界ghosts and spirits. Without warning, how many humans, demons, and sea creatures had fallen to their hands. Some powerful ones had even taken down monsters' heads.

They were puzzled, but little did they know that this was only the beginning of the slaughter.

In a hidden valley somewhere,

The young woman from阴司界 stood still, facing a scar-faced cultivator. He appeared to be around thirty years old, sturdy and robust. At first glance, he seemed no different from an ordinary cultivator, but upon closer inspection, his spiritual energy was at the Separation Realm level, making him insignificant in this realm. How could the Overlord possibly recognize him? If that were the case, he wouldn't have been sent to this remote Eastern Sea.

"Your words are quite presumptuous," the young woman said with a raised eyebrow. "Even though I am also at the Separation Realm, here I am just an insignificant pawn. The Overlord would never know me."

The scar-faced cultivator sighed. While this realm was part of the spirit world, it paled in comparison to the Cold Moon Realm and the Azure Deer Kingdom. He added, "But you, with your thin but still related lineage to the Overlord’s clan, should have been taken care of by your family. Why are you here?"

"Your words are quite presumptuous," she retorted. "I am just following orders."

The scar-faced cultivator continued, "This Eastern Sea realm is our responsibility, but I doubt the Five Dragon Seal would appear in such a remote place. Other clans have sent their experts to other minor realms. We won't be considered for any achievements here..."

"Indeed," she said with a sigh. "But we can’t afford to be careless. If we fail to complete our mission, what will happen? You know the consequences."

"I understand that, but I didn’t expect this place to have such unique terrain and so many cultivators from the spirit world. Our identities are already exposed; how can we remain undetected?" he said with a hint of difficulty.

"Ha! What’s there to be worried about? Kill one if you see them, two if you find pairs. As long as all the cultivators on this island are eliminated, our worries will vanish," she said coldly.

"The Overlord's plan is brilliant. I’ll relay your message." The scar-faced cultivator took out a conch-like artifact and blew into it, but no sound came out. He explained that he was using some form of secret communication.

The woman raised her hand in the air, drawing patterns in mid-air like throwing stones onto water, creating ripples that spread outward from her palm. This method of communication also seemed strange.

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. He was flying at a steady pace through the sky, with black clouds and red clouds floating above him.

The禁制was extremely peculiar; Lin Xuan dared not test it but as long as he stayed below 3000 feet, he wouldn’t be attacked.

He had no idea what his goal was this time. He had intended to break through a bottleneck in cultivation after meditating proved ineffective. While elixirs were miraculous, they weren't always effective.

At such moments, breakthroughs required a catalyst, which was why Lin Xuan chose to travel and explore.

Choosing the Red Leaf Island on a whim, he found it wasn’t a bad choice; there was indeed a great secret hidden here.

But what exactly? He didn’t know. The situation in this realm was too complex for him to figure out, so he decided to focus on the Heaven Heart Stone as his breakthrough point.

Though he had good intentions, he still had no idea of the stone's purpose.

He held the Heaven Heart Stone and frowned, lost in thought.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan sensed something and slowly raised his head. His gaze swept left. "Who’s watching me? What a bold move! Come out!"

"Haha, I didn’t expect an insignificant human to break my concealment technique. This is interesting. But you’ll regret it."

A deep, resonant voice echoed in his ears. The accent was peculiar, and Lin Xuan frowned. He could sense something wrong due to his superior divine awareness compared to other cultivators of the same level. However, the opponent didn’t reveal any spiritual energy, which was strange.

But he remained calm on the surface. A rumbling sound entered his ears as a large stone suddenly moved.

More accurately, it seemed like the stone had come alive, growing limbs and even a head. Even more bizarrely, there was a ghost face etched into its surface.

If a common person saw this, they might shiver in fear, but Lin Xuan merely narrowed his eyes. "A demon from阴司界?"

Lin Xuan’s knowledge was vast; he had encountered the Mountain of Iron and Gold in the human world before.

This stone monster was much smaller, barely ten zhang tall. However, its strength wasn’t necessarily related to its size.

Similar creatures existed in the Demon Realm as well, with both阴司and ancient demons having various forms.

Seeing the ghost face on its head, it was clear that this creature had no connection to ancient demons.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but his mind was racing. Why would there be a demon from阴司界on this island? Could the Heaven Heart Stone and the demon have any relation?

The situation was becoming increasingly strange. However, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to overthink it. This creature was unusual but almost like a gift in disguise. By capturing its soul and essence, he could learn what he needed.

With that thought, the stone monster attacked first.

Its fists were as heavy as ten thousand pounds, striking with the force of wind and thunder towards Lin Xuan.

Despite its large size, it moved gracefully.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn’t stand his ground to take a direct hit. Although his physical strength was formidable and he had been consuming refined lotus fruits for centuries, practicing the Dragon Elephant Subduing Demon Technique from the Buddha Sect, his primary goal as a cultivator was to use artifacts, not rely on brute force.

With a flash of movement, Lin Xuan vanished from sight. In the next moment, he appeared beside the stone monster!~!
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Chapter 1866: Giant Stone Monster

Boom!

The loud noise reverberated through the air, causing the entire earth to tremble. The Nine Heaven Microstep was incredibly subtle and precise; though the opponent failed to hit Lin Xuan, he managed to create a large hole in the mountain behind him.

Though the mountain wasn't particularly majestic, it was still quite sizable. Broken stones flew everywhere as dust filled the sky.

The monster's attack was indeed terrifying, but Lin Xuan showed no signs of worry. The opponent was undoubtedly powerful, even formidable, but not beyond his capabilities. If he didn’t use any treasures, his sheer physical strength could achieve similar results.

Given the monster’s peculiar appearance and lack of detectable mana flow, it was difficult to determine its realm accurately.

However, this attack did give Lin Xuan some insight. While he couldn't say he fully grasped the opponent's power, he had a general idea of their capabilities.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and several sword lights emerged from them like fish swimming out. They converged in the center, forming an eight-to-ten-meter-long giant sword before his eyes.

Though made of spirit energy, the surface was covered with runes, giving it a tangible appearance.

Having gauged the opponent's strength, Lin Xuan now wanted to see how resilient their body was.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward.

Before he could finish speaking, the giant sword flashed like lightning, slicing fiercely towards the front.

The sword’s light moved swiftly as a movie, directly targeting the monster’s head. Regardless of what kind of yin-spirit creature it might be, Lin Xuan knew that the neck and head were critical points—this was an instinctive realization.

Since they weren’t far apart, and considering how fast the giant sword was, one would expect suspense to remain. However, the ghostly creature’s reaction outshone Lin Xuan's expectations.

It was too late to dodge; Lin Xuan didn't know if it had any treasures or not. Even if it did, there wouldn’t be enough time for him to use them now.

Unless the opponent excelled in the Five Elementsevasion technique or something similar to Nine Heaven Microstep, which involved spatial prowess.

Clearly, this field was beyond the stone monster's expertise. Instead of dodging, it took a step forward with an awkward movement that almost made it fall. Yet, precisely because of this action, it gained a momentary reprieve.

Short as it was, it allowed the monster to raise its right arm and block the attack, protecting its vital areas.

Pang!

In the next instant, the giant sword fell, making a dull sound upon impact. The sword’s light failed to sever his arm, but the stone monster wasn’t unscathed either; a shocking wound appeared on its wrist.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. Though it seemed blocked, this attack had achieved the desired result. Lin Xuan didn't follow up with an immediate offensive.

There was no need for that. The opponent was formidable, with a win rate of over 90% against ordinary late-stage Separation Realm cultivators. However, he couldn’t be judged by conventional standards after his two embryos and pill had advanced simultaneously. With all the treasures and secret techniques at his disposal, his combat power equaled that of a Dantian realm cultivator.

In other words, he had bridged the gap between realms.

With such strength, why rush to attack? It wasn’t about arrogance; it was about confidence. Lin Xuan's judgment was confident enough to take down this stone monster without much effort.

This was his first encounter with a yin-spirit creature in the Spirit Realm. He couldn't help but feel curious about it.

After taking a significant hit, the stone monster seemed thoroughly enraged and let out a loud roar. A bright light column emerged from its mouth, about as thick as a bowl.

Lin Xuan's figure blurred again, vanishing from his spot. The stone monster suddenly turned its head, seemingly having seen through Lin Xuan’s teleportation.

An unbelievable scene unfolded next.

It extended its fist and punched its chest, followed by a flash of gray light. A series of circular holes about an inch in diameter appeared on the stone monster's chest.

They were densely packed, arranged neatly like a beehive.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he heard the sound of breaking air. Arrows shot out from his chest holes, flying swiftly like those fired by powerful bows and crossbows. The space around him was soon filled with these arrows, leaving no place to hide. However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic; his experience in combat was vast.

He flicked his sleeves, sending several talismans flying out: the Golden Body Talisman, Six Soul Metal Armor Talisman, and Tai Qing Divine Shield Talisman…

Various colored lights flashed as protective barriers surrounded him like a fortress.

Though these arrows were powerful and ancient treasure-grade, they posed no problem if they merely pierced one or two defensive talismans. However, with too many low-level talismans, the arrows gradually lost their strength.

Seeing that their speed had slowed, Lin Xuan prepared to counter. With a spell cast, clouds gathered as the surrounding primordial qi rapidly converged.

Two giant hands appeared in mid-air: one with fingers curled into claws, and the other clenched into a fist. Without hesitation, it grabbed those arrows, pinning them within its palm despite their attempts to break free.

The other hand clenched into a fist, exerting immense force as if pressing down like Mount Tai, striking the opponent fiercely…

At over ten meters tall, the stone monster was indeed a giant compared to Lin Xuan. However, when faced with fists formed from condensed primordial qi, it became a small fish in a vast ocean.

Pang!

The stone monster had no time to dodge; despite its rage, it raised both fists above its head and clashed them against the fist of condensed primordial qi.

Courageous indeed!

Unfortunately, this struggle was futile. Lin Xuan had already gauged the strength of his opponent’s punches, estimating their power with some accuracy. This fist formed from condensed primordial qi was beyond what he could withstand.

Sure enough, when the fists collided, the entire space seemed to tremble violently. The ground shook intensely, like an earthquake.

The scene was so dramatic that it could be described as a shaking of heaven and earth. Despite his best efforts, Lin Xuan was still struck by the fist and buried underground.

However, the stone monster's body was indeed incredibly resilient; he didn’t die even after such a blow. Lin Xuan remained unperturbed on his face. If he used treasures to obliterate it completely would have been easy, but where could one find such an excellent target for practice?

He wanted to test his control over primordial qi.

Even though he could practice alone, the efficiency with a partner was incomparable.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward again, and the giant fist disintegrated into earth primordial qi. However, it quickly reformed, several smaller fists appearing in his vision. Each one was roughly the same size as the stone monster's fist.

These hundreds of fists alternately struck out, mimicking the stone monster’s assault.
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Chapter 1867: Blue Crystal

In an instant, the scene resembled a stampede of thousands of horses, with dense explosions sounding like popping beans. Hundreds of fists rose and fell in unison, each striking the giant stone monster without hindering one another, showing remarkable coordination as they surged towards it from all directions.

As the saying goes, even a hero can't withstand too many people; a fierce tiger would retreat when faced with a pack of hungry wolves. Although Lin Xuan had not entered the Yin Stage, his control over dual infant souls still helped him greatly. The earth essence energy forming these fists was exceptionally adept at cooperating, rendering the giant stone monster powerless to retaliate.

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp; despite this being his first encounter with such a creature, he could clearly see its strengths and weaknesses. The opponent had immense strength and robust defenses but lacked proficiency in other elemental techniques. Although it matched the power of an advanced Separation Stage cultivator, its inherent limitations made it vulnerable. Lin Xuan's strategy was both time- and energy-efficient due to his superior strength.

After a short while, hundreds of fists descended upon the giant stone monster. Despite its efforts to escape, all were in vain. Finally, a mournful sound reached his ears as something seemed to shatter.

Silver light flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes; he could see that the monster’s body was now covered by countless spider-web-like cracks that continued to spread outward.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan clenched his hands and cast another spell.

Pfft...

The sound of a bursting bubble filled his ears as those hundreds of fists dissolved into nothingness, reverting back to earth essence energy.

The giant stone monster's head bore the face of a ghost with green skin and sharp teeth, vividly lifelike. But now, any arrogance was gone, replaced by fear.

Clearly, staying here meant certain death. Even though he didn't know why the attack had stopped, in such circumstances, not fleeing would be sheer madness.

Amidst black light, it tried to escape on a gust of dark wind. However, Lin Xuan, prepared for this moment, raised his right hand and pointed forward with one finger.

Woo...

The mountain breeze blew past, but there seemed to be an undercurrent of melancholy.

Next, the air seemed to solidify into a barrier that slowed its movements.

It was clear that Lin Xuan's control over wood essence energy wasn't ideal. In the next moment, he broke free from this constraint, though it had bought him some time.

A small margin could make all the difference in high-level combat; every second counted.

Earth essence energy reformed, and a hundred-foot-long arm appeared again in his vision, fists clenched tightly as they delivered a powerful punch to the monster's head.

Due to the previous delay, the giant stone creature had no place to hide. With a fierce expression on its ghostly face, it retaliated with another punch.

Bang!

The scene was reminiscent of the earlier one, but this time, the outcome was entirely different. After being beaten by hundreds of fists, the monster was already severely injured; in other words, it was at the end of its strength. This time, instead of being knocked underground, it was shattered into pieces.

A pile of scattered stones remained on the spot, with nothing else visible except for no apparent infant soul escaping.

No, there was still something.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the black rocks, his brows rising as if he had noticed something. Without hesitation, his right hand flicked out, and a beam of light shot from his sleeve into view.

A blue crystal-like object appeared in his sight—about the size of a palm, it looked mysterious. This was undoubtedly the most important item within the giant stone monster's body.

After carefully examining it for a moment, Lin Xuan found no clear use for it and casually stowed it away in his waist pouch.

This outcome differed slightly from his initial expectations; he hadn't anticipated that there would be no infant soul or spirit after the monster's death. Therefore, he couldn't perform a soul-searching technique.

But that was fine; Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry. If something unexpected occurred here, he believed it wouldn't take long to find other clues.

Years of experience had taught him patience and calmness.

After killing the giant stone creature, Lin Xuan's powerful aura weakened visibly. Soon, it returned to an intermediate-stage infant soul level. Whether this was considered playing a fool for a tiger or not, Lin Xuan knew it would be advantageous in his current situation. He always liked to keep some backup plans.

After calming down, Lin Xuan transformed into an inconspicuous streak of light and flew away towards the distance. Honestly speaking, he had no specific goal but was looking for opportunities through this method.

The truth will eventually come to light; Lin Xuan believed that he would slowly uncover the mystery.

Meanwhile, atop a nameless mountain, two infant soul cultivators stood side by side. The male, around thirty-five or so years old, was strikingly handsome, while the female wore a white imperial robe, her figure curvaceous but with an unremarkable face. Despite their intimate expressions, worry etched their brows.

After about a short tea break, silver light flashed in the distance as several streaks of light appeared in their vision. Although not particularly fast, they weren't far apart to begin with.

Soon, these lights descended onto the mountain peak and slowed down.

The cultivators' powers varied, but even the weakest was at the condensation stage, just barely entering it, still somewhat unstable.

"Disciples bow before Master," the cultivators bowed together.

"Enough, it's late; no need for formalities." The male waved his hand impatiently. "How are things progressing with what I asked you to do?"

P.S.: Second update of the day, more recommendations would be greatly appreciated!
第一千八百六十八章 被困住了

Chapter 1868 - Trapped

The cultivators at the Condensation Core stage exchanged glances, and finally, an elderly man with full white hair sighed. With a firm step forward, he said, "Master, my disciples and fellow apprentices have thoroughly searched this area for over ten miles in every direction, but we still haven't found any exit."

"What?"

The male cultivator and the palace-dressed woman exchanged glances; their expressions turned grim.

After a few moments, the man's voice resumed. "Are you sure that no place was overlooked? You've already checked everything, right?"

"Disciple is certain," the elderly man replied, his expression equally puzzled. How could this happen? Could it be related to those yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit?

The Holy City had offered substantial rewards for the Heartstone, not only repelling rogue cultivators but also attracting many small sects and families who selected their best apprentices to take on the task.

Not surprisingly, the Holy City encouraged such efforts. Compared to individual rogue cultivators, a sect or family would be more formidable in battle, thus increasing their chances of securing more Heartstones.

The current Lingyun Sect was one example.

Though its name sounded impressive, it lacked any notable strength and was quite poor. The offerings within the sect were meager, and when the Heartstone task appeared, they immediately dispatched people to participate.

Led by two Elder Immortals, several dozen Condensation Core disciples completed their mission with great efficiency due to their默契 cooperation, harmony. They had made multiple round trips between Red Leaf Island and this location, though some of their disciples had fallen in battle, it was insignificant compared to the benefits gained.

As long as they didn't encounter killers above the Separation stage, they were nearly invincible.

However, not long ago, they encountered several yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit on a narrow path.

The Lingyun Sect's cultivators naturally panicked. Thankfully, their luck held; those yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit were only one or two Immortals and a few Condensation Core cultivators, with similar levels but fewer numbers.

They successfully eliminated the yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit.

Though there was no loss, the leading Elder Immortal of Lingyun Sect sensed something amiss. They had been here for several days without encountering any yin魂魄 ghostly essence objects.

It was a coincidence that this male Immortal had learned divination as one of his hundred arts. Though rarely useful, he decided to cast a卦 divination,卦 also refers to the trigrams in I Ching (Book of Changes)for himself out of curiosity.

The result was ominous.

He was alarmed and recalled the unsettling encounter with yin魂魄 ghostly essence objects. Thus, he planned to quietly leave without causing any trouble.

These small sects relied on their extra caution in the harsh world of cultivation. With this mission already profitable, leaving now wouldn't be a loss.

However, there was still a regret. But with sacrifice came gain; compared to life, wealth was insignificant.

His plan seemed sound until an unexpected situation arose.

They couldn’t find any exit portals.

The island’s environment was peculiar—any point could lead in from the outside, but leaving required specific portals that were constantly moving within a certain range. Although it was inconvenient, finding such a portal wasn't difficult with time and effort, especially for the Lingyun Sect's cultivators who had mastered this technique.

However, now they couldn’t find any of these portals, even after searching the area thoroughly. The Immortal male’s expression grew increasingly grim as he recalled his divination results.

"Senior Brother…" the palace-dressed woman also looked worried, her cherry lips slightly parted, but she didn't know what to say next. This outcome left her at a loss.

Not just Lingyun Sect's cultivators encountered this situation; humans, sea creatures, and demons all found that familiar portals had vanished despite their efforts. Fear spread, but they were still unaware of the severity of the situation—disappearing through teleportation meant being trapped here.

Lin Xuan didn't know about this either because he hadn’t planned to leave. Several hours had passed since he dispatched the stone monster.

During these few hours, Lin Xuan faced five attacks from humans, sea creatures, and yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit. He encountered all the various sects of cultivators who entered the island, none spared except for a few demon cultivators.

Despite their weak power, they dared to attack him due to his hidden cultivation level. Some Immortal stage cultivators even tried to challenge him.

The results were uniformly tragic; like throwing a meat bun at a dog. Lin Xuan never showed mercy to any enemy—whether human, sea creature, or yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit, as long as they provoked him, he would obliterate them into dust.

Of course, before their demise, he always used Soul Scouring Techniques but found no useful information from the humans and sea creatures. As for the yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit, his Soul Scouring Techniques were ineffective; all it did was cause pain without yielding any valuable information.

The situation was peculiar—unlike being under a high-stage cultivator's restriction, which would have made his Soul Scouring Techniques ineffective. Instead, it seemed that the yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit had different structures from the spirit realm’s creatures, rendering his techniques useless on them.

Lin Xuan’s frustration was evident; he even tried to capture and interrogate several yin司厉鬼 a type of ghost or spirit; note that "司厉" is an ancient term for a god of punishment or disease, and "鬼" means ghost or spirit but found no results.

He sighed. He hadn’t anticipated this situation, as no matter how clever Lin Xuan was, he couldn't predict the future.

There seemed to be no solution at hand, which was understandable. Only by leaving could they review ancient texts for a way out.

After all, Soul Scouring Techniques had their uses, and Lin Xuan didn’t want them to mysteriously lose effectiveness on yin魂魄 ghostly essence objects.
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The sky was gradually darkening, and though the island's environment was peculiar, it still had day and night cycles.

However, for cultivators like Lin Xuan, such conditions made no difference. They didn't need to rely on their eyes; they could simply use their divine sense to explore.

Lin Xuan originally had no intention of resting. As the sky grew darker, however, a sudden gust of cold wind began to swirl around him. This wasn’t due to any presence of ghosts or spirits; it was the lingering essence energy in the air transforming into extremely yin and coldyin power or yin strength (referring to a form of energy associated with the feminine or lunar in some traditional Chinese beliefs).

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. He had never encountered such a situation before. Taking a deep breath, silver light shone from his eyes as he gazed at a small hill in the distance.

The mountain wasn’t more than a hundred feet tall, its vegetation lush green. However, upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan’s expression grew strange. At the base of the peak, there was originally a spirit vein snaking through it. Although the quality of the vein wasn't extraordinary, at this moment, it was gradually transforming into a yin vein.

Indeed, just as essence energy transformed intoyin power or yin strength (referring to a form of energy associated with the feminine or lunar in some traditional Chinese beliefs), this spirit vein was visibly turning into a yin vein.

Could this be… Lin Xuan’s expression turned unusually ugly.

This situation would likely only be known by a few powerful cultivators in the Spirit Realm, excluding the majority of ordinary ones. Lin Xuan knew about it because he had heard from Little Tao when she was still in the human world. Although Little Tao often spoke harshly to him and called him stupid, as the personal attendant of the Arhats, her extensive knowledge after being imbued with divine essence made her insights invaluable.

Lin Xuan vaguely remembered how Little Tao mentioned that between the Spirit Realm and the Netherworld, there were many peculiar spaces. These could be seen as another realm, neither belonging to the Spirit nor the Netherworld, more like a passage connecting both worlds. This analogy was apt; in ancient times, such spaces were indeed called 'passage realms.'

A passage between two worlds!

If you were a cultivator from the Spirit Realm and entered this passage, it would be akin to standing on an active volcano. No wonder such beasts hadn’t been seen before in the Spirit Realm—perhaps they came directly from the Netherworld.

This revelation answered some of his questions, but Lin Xuan still had many uncertainties. For instance, was the ghost he encountered by chance, having entered this passage, or was it a premeditated trap?

The former wouldn't matter much, but if it were the latter, that would be serious.

Little Tao once said that even the Arhats couldn’t accurately pinpoint where these passages appeared. However, with time passing, could the powerful beings from the Netherworld now find them? Lin Xuan wasn’t sure about this.

But he didn't care; after all, he was a wandering cultivator. Moreover, due to Moon’s past identity, Lin Xuan didn’t hate those ghosts as much as other cultivators did—those were subjects of the Arhats and their followers.

Of course, he also had no fondness for them, given that Moon's past life was so distant in time. Who knew what the Netherworld was like now?

In his heart, Moon was simply Moon—the sweet, innocent girl who needed him to protect her. There was nothing to do with the Arhats.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan’s face broke into a smile tinged with melancholy. He thought about Moon and how much he missed her. The path of cultivation could be lonely without her, but Lin Xuan believed that their separation was temporary; one day, he would find her again.

Even the strongest person had moments of weakness. Thinking of Moon now, Lin Xuan’s face softened with tenderness.

However, his expression quickly changed as a cold killing intent emerged from him. Turning his head slowly, he said, "Why must you hide in darkness? Do you want to ambush me? I’m sorry, but this opportunity is over."

Lin Xuan's words were polite, yet his face was filled with murderous intent. He had just been thinking about Little Tao and recalling their time together when someone interrupted him. The frustration was evident.

Feeling resentful, Lin Xuan didn’t bother to hide it. A powerful aura surged out, heading in the direction of the source he discovered.

He didn't attack, but his aura was tangible, like an angry lion ready to devour its intruder.

If it were a regular cultivator, even someone at the Separation Stage, they would have suffered some consequences. After all, everyone knew that Lin Xuan’s power with two infants and one pill was no exaggeration.

"Hey?"

A surprised female voice caught his attention, causing Lin Xuan to show surprise on his face. It was a female cultivator. However, he didn’t care about gender; in the cultivation world, there was no such thing ascherish fragrant flowers and delicate jade (idiomatically meaning to be tender towards women) (treating women with extra kindness). Being merciful to an enemy was foolish.

Such mistakes were made by inexperienced newcomers who fell for beautiful women. Lin Xuan wasn't like that; his enemies were his enemies regardless of their gender.

Despite the aura not weakening, it grew stronger. Although the opponent had used some secret technique to mask themselves, Lin Xuan could sense they weren’t at a low level. Having faced many dangers, he knew this enemy was formidable and wouldn’t be easily defeated.

Anger aside, Lin Xuan’s mind remained clear. How could he act on impulse?

Releasing his aura was both an expression of anger and a test. This action also had the benefit of making the opponent think he was rash, which would mislead her in their next battle. Without realizing it, Lin Xuan was already considering the enemy's psychology. The outcome of a cultivation battle wasn’t just about strength; intelligence played a significant role.

The aura drew attention but then seemed to be swallowed by something.

Indeed, a vortex suddenly appeared in the empty night sky without any warning. All the essence energy that surged towards it was absorbed and vanished.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he realized this wasn’t just an illusion or some kind of magical barrier. The aura had been absorbed without breaking through, something ordinary cultivators couldn’t do.

No, not ordinary cultivators; even a初级神秘洞穴知识 (early-stage Spirit Realm) cultivator wouldn’t be able to achieve this with his experience. Could it be…

Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious. A level difference in strength could make all the difference. With his current power and all his treasures, he could face an early-stage cultivator without much difficulty, especially if he summoned the successfully cultivated Corpse Demon.

However, facing a mid-stage cultivator would be another matter entirely; he wouldn’t have any chance of victory. The gap was too great for even him to bridge.

Of course, if the Five Dragon Seal could be used effectively, that would change everything. Its power was described as heavenly-defying, but Lin Xuan didn’t know how to use it beyond releasing some colorful clouds. He had no idea how to control it. If only Moon were here; he could ask Little Tao when she woke up. Her knowledge and insight in the cultivation world were unparalleled.

As these thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan’s expression grew more serious. Suddenly, a cool breeze began to blow, accompanied by a clear, melodious sound that sounded like bells clinking together.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he looked at the vortex. A slender figure soon appeared in his vision!
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Chapter 1870: Creating an Opportunity

The woman?

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback. This supposed late-stage Profound Knowledge expert turned out to be a woman?

But his expression soon returned to calm. What did gender matter on the path of cultivation? The former Asura King, who ruled over the Netherworld and had power comparable to True Immortals, was known as the first beauty in the world.

From the lowest depths of the Nine Hells to the highest heavens, except for the Queen of the Azure Peak Kingdom among the Three Demon Kings of the Spirit Realm, no woman could compare to her charm.

However, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly. His expression did not show even a hint of carelessness; instead, it grew more serious.

His earlier feelings were correct—the opponent was indeed an expert at late-stage Profound Knowledge. Her attire was unique to the Spirit Realm, and that pure Yin energy indicated she was undoubtedly a ghost from the Netherworld.

Lin Xuan had no doubt about this. He was one hundred percent certain of his judgment. His face showed apprehension, but he was secretly mulling over something. This really was an unlucky turn of events; with no clue about Red Leaf Island's secrets, he had run into such a powerful Netherworld expert.

He wasn't lying when he felt uneasy. He knew his situation well. Even with numerous great techniques and treasures at his disposal, facing such a cultivator would still leave him without any chance of victory.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan's expression became resolute.

Not only was there no chance of winning, but even if the odds were fifty-fifty, he had no interest in fighting this powerful expert to the death. Lin Xuan always sought benefits when doing things; he would never engage in a futile effort unless absolutely necessary.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand. Dozens of talismans slid into his palm.

These were Five Elements Talismans, containing various spells. However, due to their difficulty and one-time use, high-stage cultivators rarely paid much attention to them.

After all, they were too expensive, and their utility in battle was uncertain. Ordinary Five Elements Talismans lacked the power of true treasures.

But Lin Xuan had different needs. With his substantial resources, these talismans were always at hand. While they might not show significant effects in ordinary battles, they could be crucial in critical moments.

The key lay in timing and the cultivator's skill.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, arranging dozens of talismans before him. These talismans had considerable power, mostly at the Separation stage. Individually, each wasn't much, but collectively, even a late-stage Profound Knowledge expert would hesitate to face them head-on.

Without any extra movements, the talismans ignited on their own. Various attacks followed—ice arrows, lightning fire, thunderbolts, earth spikes, and wooden chains—all rushing towards the opponent.

But this was not the end. Lin Xuan's actions were as fluid as flowing clouds; he did not pause at all. As soon as he threw out the talismans, his left hand extended, brushing his waist. A flicker of spiritual light appeared, revealing a peculiar-looking treasure—a dilapidated tower with seven layers.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast an incantation. The Ten Thousand Souls Tower shook, and a bright light emerged from the first layer. The white light transformed into a vortex, buzzing loudly as a blood-red insect cloud flew out.

The insect cloud was vast, covering several dozen acres. It obscured the entire space around it. If one were to count carefully, Lin Xuan had likely released over two hundred blood fire ants this time.

The sheer number was astonishing, but what mattered most about these blood fire ants was their reproductive power. These demonic insects were just a small fraction of those Lin Xuan possessed.

While they couldn't defeat a late-stage Profound Knowledge expert, they could buy him some time.

Lin Xuan's strategy was interconnected. Using the talismans aimed to delay the opponent so he could release the blood fire ants. Once these demons were out, they would provide even more time.

His calculations proved correct.

Dozens of powerful attack talismans only bought a few moments' respite before those ice arrows and lightning fires were swept away by this woman.

With a roar, fierce Yin winds blew from behind her. The Fairy Green Abyss was angered by Lin Xuan's immediate engagement without any regard for women.

"Die!"

The woman's cold voice rang out, though its pleasant tone did not mask the lethal intent within. She flicked her jade hand, preparing to summon a treasure. At that moment, the massive insect cloud flew out from the Ten Thousand Souls Tower.

Her expression froze.

In the Netherworld, she had faced insect cultivators before, but none were as exaggerated as this. One move unleashed millions of demonic insects; she was tempted to flee.

However, such thoughts only flashed through her mind briefly. The demons before her carried a hint of primitive savagery but lacked any outstanding qualities. She would test their power first and decide how to proceed.

A fierce look appeared in the woman's eyes as she extended her hand gently forward. Despite this, the cold Yin winds clashed with her delicate movements.

The Yin wind coalesced into view, revealing a grotesque green-faced demon.

Of course, it was just an illusory image, half of its body visible—head and shoulders only—but still enormous in size. It gnawed loudly before opening its blood-red maw.

Puff...

From the demon's mouth, green ghost flames shot out, sweeping towards the blood fire ants.

The acrid smell spread as the frontmost circle of blood fire ants was instantly incinerated into charcoal.

"Only a superficial attempt."

Fairy Green Abyss exhaled in relief. A hint of disdain appeared on her face. Just now, she had nearly been frightened by him; it seemed this test was indeed correct.

As she thought this, her expression changed. The frontmost blood fire ants were reduced to nothing, but the demons behind them ignored everything, seemingly unaware of death, continuing their relentless assault.
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Chapter 1871 - The Bloodfire Ants' Immunity to Harm

A buzzing sound filled the air as a crimson cloud of insects completely enveloped the sky. As the evil insects fell, the bloodfire ants quickly sealed any gaps.

Initially, the ghostly figure of the demon seemed formidable, but soon its body was covered in densely packed bloodfire ants.

These demons did not bite or sting; they merely clung silently. However, Lady Bixiu's expression remained grim as a bad feeling filled her heart.

Sure enough, an overwhelming and savage aura suddenly erupted, accompanied by intense rage. A deafening roar echoed through the air.

The bloodfire ants attached to the ghostly figure simultaneously self-detonated.

These demons individually were insignificant in terms of power, but with thousands of them together, their self-detonation became a formidable force. However, this delay was enough for Lin Xuan.

He raised his hands and drew mysterious and ancient incantations from his lips, casting a spell that shimmered with five-colored light. The aura seemed to have life as it spread outwards, covering an area of about ten feet in diameter and concealing Lin Xuan's form.

"..."

Lady Bixiu was shocked. Although she did not know Lin Xuan's intentions, as a middle-stage Dongxuan cultivator, she recognized the significance of his secret technique. She tried to stop him but was met with a barrage of bloodfire ants that continued to approach despite her efforts.

Enraged, Lady Bixiu waved her hand, and a demon sword flew out, reducing the bloodfire ants to dust. Lightning fire burst from her sleeves, shattering the insect cloud into pieces.

These demons' immunity to harm was irrelevant; they were merely minor tactics. But this delay gave Lin Xuan enough time. As Lady Bixiu broke free, she witnessed an incredible scene.

A dull explosion sounded as the aura dispersed, revealing a hundred Lin Xuans. Each one moved differently but looked identical, achieving a perfect illusion that could deceive anyone.

Lady Bixiu was stunned. Even with her vast experience, this technique was too amazing to have heard of. The delay caused the space around them to distort and collapse. The hundred Lin Xuans vanished instantly.

"Such powerful concealment techniques."

Lady Bixiu's eyebrows furrowed tightly. However, she remained calm despite the shock. Closing her eyes, she released a powerful divine sense.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was already a thousand miles away.

Instantaneous travel over long distances could not escape middle-stage Dongxuan cultivators; their divine senses could reach five thousand miles. Therefore, Lin Xuan planned to move continuously from the start.

For ordinary cultivators, he had to consider whether his body could withstand it, but for Lin Xuan, with his resilient physique, there was no issue.

After manifesting a hundred feet away, Lin Xuan immediately used the Illusory Shadow Escape technique again. He repeated this process five times.

Just a few more attempts and everything would be fine. However, at that moment, a light exclamation caught his attention.

A chill ran down Lin Xuan's spine as he turned to look. To his left, about a hundred feet away, dozens of cultivators gathered.

Two in particular stood out. Their powerful presence was concealed but recognizable to Lin Xuan—middle-stage Dongxuan monsters.

Fortunately, they were only at the beginning stage, but their strength still sent shivers down one's spine.

The one on the left was no taller than four feet, emaciated with large eyes and a flat nose, and a mouth full of yellow teeth. His hair was messy and greenish-black.

"Toxic Dragon Patriarch."

Although Lin Xuan had never met this monster in person, he recognized its avatar after two life-and-death battles. The Toxic Dragon Patriarch was not alone; beside him stood White Bone True Monarch at the middle-stage Dongxuan level. Behind them were dozens of high-level cultivators, each with formidable strength.

The Holy City spared no expense for this mission.

Now, these cultivators from Red Leaf Island stared in disbelief as Lin Xuan appeared out of thin air. Their faces showed nothing but shock.

Among them, the fastest to react was the Toxic Dragon Patriarch. Just like his familiarity with Lin Xuan, he hated him deeply and could not have missed his presence.

After a brief moment of surprise, the Toxic Dragon Patriarch's face lit up with joy.

"Lin Xuan, it's you!"

His excitement was evident from his voice.

He did not know why Lin Xuan appeared here but cared little. This guy had destroyed his lair; there was no way he would let him escape.

With a loud shout, the Toxic Dragon Patriarch raised his hand like a bird claw and curled his fingers, reaching out toward Lin Xuan...

This single strike seemed to grasp the essence of heaven and earth's primordial energy, merging with the demon's aura to form an enormous hand that descended upon Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan did not show fear. In just a few moments, he had already conjured several thoughts in his mind. He was momentarily distracted, but so was the opponent. Thus, he still had ample time to use the Illusory Shadow Escape technique.

However, Lin Xuan chose not to run.

Why escape when one could turn danger into opportunity?

Despite being in a dangerous situation now, there might be an opportunity for transformation.

The enormous hand descended upon him.

If it were just a regular Separation Period cultivator, this would have reduced them to dust. But Lin Xuan did not rely on common sense.

He did not dodge; instead, he raised his right hand and shouted as he punched toward the sky.

As he moved, primordial energy gathered around him, forming a massive fist that clashed with his punch against the sky.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed through the air. The two enormous objects formed by the primordial energy collided violently.

The impact was beyond description; Lin Xuan staggered back a step.

This was expected. Although dual婴 and one丹 helped control the primordial energy, they were still inferior to middle-stage Dongxuan cultivators in terms of strength.

The gap between their levels made it difficult to overcome. Sometimes, the chasm became apparent without notice.

In this confrontation, Lin Xuan was slightly at a disadvantage, but he maintained his composure. Instead, the Toxic Dragon Patriarch, who seemed to have the upper hand, showed extreme shock on his face.

"Impossible!"

He even exclaimed in surprise and scanned his divine sense toward Lin Xuan.

His expression then turned puzzled. Late-stage Separation Period, correct? Just now, he almost mistook Lin Xuan for a peer-level cultivator, thinking that he had somehow advanced to middle-stage Dongxuan through good fortune.

Such occurrences were rare but not unheard of; luck could play a significant role in cultivation.
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Chapter 1872 - Clear Trap

Yet, when his divine sense swept over the scene, it proved that such concerns were unnecessary. The opponent was clearly only at the Separation and Union late-stage, so why could he easily block Lin Xuan's attacks?

Though Lin Xuan hadn't used any treasures, the other party was also unarmed.

Manipulating the primordial energies of heaven and earth to clash, a Separation and Union cultivator actually seemed on par with him. Such a situation would be laughed at if mentioned aloud, and beside them, the old Bone Demon's expression was extremely shocked.

The strength of the Poison Dragon he knew well; it hadn't held back during their previous encounter. Why...

"Old friend, do you recognize this child?" the True Monarch White Bone said hoarsely, his shock evident in his voice.

Of course I know him, Lin Xuan destroyed my island with his hands," the Old Demon Poison Dragon's voice was filled with hatred. He couldn't be sure if the grudge against his avatar form had been carried out by Lin Xuan. Originally, he thought such a possibility unlikely, but if the other party truly matched Separation and Union stage, this likelihood would increase significantly.

With that in mind, his apprehension towards Lin Xuan grew alongside his resentment.

"True Monarch White Bone, can you assist me in capturing this child?" The Old Demon Poison Dragon's eyes flickered as he spoke with deliberate slowness.

"You mean the two of us should team up to deal with a Separation and Union cultivator?" True Monarch White Bone's face showed disbelief. Although Lin Xuan had blocked his attack, leaving him shocked, he didn't believe that the other party could challenge across levels; perhaps it was just coincidence.

Capturing a junior Separation and Union cultivator required two Intermediate Realm experts to work together. Such a situation would be laughed at if mentioned aloud, but with hundreds of subordinates watching, they couldn’t murder them in cold blood without risking word getting out.

The old Demon Poison Dragon had become increasingly cowardly.

"Why not? If you help me..."

Before the Old Demon Poison Dragon could finish his sentence, something unexpected happened. In the distance, a dark light ball appeared on the horizon. Despite it being night and the sky already dark, it shouldn't have been so easily visible. However, the light was surrounded by emerald green lightning arcs, and powerful spiritual energy radiated out without restraint.

Even from afar, the overwhelming pressure of spiritual energy made them pale.

Plop, plop...

The Soul Stage cultivators couldn’t bear this weight; they were forced to kneel on the ground, their faces filled with shock. Although they eventually managed to stand up again, their trembling bodies revealed their fear.

Even the Old Demon Poison Dragon and True Monarch White Bone were shocked. They exchanged glances, both noticing each other's change in expression.

"This feeling, this pressure... It’s an Intermediate Realm expert! Could we have miscalculated? Is it the Great Whale King himself?" True Monarch White Bone exclaimed in shock.

"No, it’s not the Great Whale King. The yin energy emanating from his body is overwhelming and doesn’t match the Great Whale King's cultivation technique; he must be a Yin Spirit Demon," the Old Demon Poison Dragon said with a grim face.

"Why would there be a Yin Spirit Demon here? This place shouldn't have any!"

True Monarch White Bone turned his head, his expression filled with confusion. He asked this because of sheer good fortune. The group from the Holy City had entered the portal interface and hadn’t encountered a single Yin Spirit Demon for several hours. They didn’t know what was happening until now, meeting an Intermediate Realm Green Mist Fairy.

Despite their shock, they were also baffled.

Among them, Lin Xuan remained the most calm.

This situation was intentionally created by him in some sense.

If he had continued to use the Illusory Shadow Escape Secret Technique without stopping, he would have easily escaped the Poison Dragon. However, after meeting the Old Demon Poison Dragon on a narrow path, he changed his strategy unintentionally.

Lin Xuan’s actions were for a purpose; luring the danger away. There was no grudge between him and this Intermediate Realm female ghost, and she attacked because of their different paths in life.

Since there was no enmity between them, her attack on him would be the same as if any other cultivator had encountered her.

Blurring the waters to catch fish—this was Lin Xuan’s specialty. His trap was simple and could be considered straightforward, but he believed it would work.

It was normal for his opponent to arrive so quickly; after all, five thousand miles wasn’t much time for them at this level, even without teleportation.

Lin Xuan had intentionally planned everything, including the Poison Dragon and Green Mist Fairy. As the planner, Lin Xuan understood every detail of what happened. However, the Old Demon Poison Dragon was still confused by the sudden appearance of a Yin Spirit Demon, which made his heart chill. The difference between initial and intermediate stages was only one level, but their power was incomparable.

Green Mist Fairy’s gaze swept over them, revealing surprise on her face as well. Were so many human cultivators setting a trap?

She frowned slightly but soon wore a cold smile.

A trap? Even if it were a sea of knives or fire, this fairy would still forge ahead.

Who said women were always cowardly? Everyone's situation was different; at least she had the demeanor to swallow mountains and rivers. Green Mist Fairy’s body was enveloped in yin winds as she flew forward.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t plan on jumping into his own trap.

Seeing that his goal was achieved, he should retreat now.

Lin Xuan raised both hands, drawing strange trajectories through the air, once again using the Illusory Shadow Escape Secret Technique. Under the cover of hundreds of illusions, he vanished without a trace.

The Old Demon Poison Dragon was speechless, and Green Mist Fairy was both shocked and angry. Did the other party use this technique repeatedly to humiliate him?

She released her immense divine sense to locate Lin Xuan’s whereabouts. This time, it was ineffective; since Lin Xuan wanted to escape, he didn’t pause in his use of Illusory Shadow Escape Secret Technique, teleporting over a dozen times with the aid of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

More than ten thousand miles had passed, far beyond an Intermediate Realm expert’s range of divine sense.

Green Mist Fairy was shocked but now filled with anger. Her eyes turned blood red, and her expression became iron gray as Lin Xuan's repeated pranks enraged her. Unable to find the culprit, she vented her fury on the unfortunate cultivator.

Turning her head sharply, a cold killing intent flashed across her face: "You cunning cultivators will pay for your mockery of this fairy. I will tear out your souls and spirits, ensuring you can never be reborn."
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Chapter 1873: The Fierce Battle

The moment the woman spoke, her entire body was enveloped in a brilliant light. Dark and sinister winds surged from her slender figure, making the sky even darker. With a flick of her jade hand, two precious artifacts were summoned.

One was an immortal sword, its body a deep green hue, with a surface that emitted a dark luster. It flashed swiftly, as if a fierce old dragon had slashed at it.

This technique was incredibly simple, yet the immortal sword exuded a terrifying aura that made one's heart race. Its speed was astonishing. The old dragon was taken aback and couldn't think straight; he instinctively flicked his hand, summoning his own命定宝物.

A yellowish-brown immortal sword shot out.

The two swords clashed in mid-air, their power surging as they fought fiercely. However, the yellowish-brown sword quickly fell into a disadvantage. The path of cultivation became increasingly difficult as one advanced through each small realm, and the gap between them widened significantly. Facing an intermediate-stage cultivator, the old dragon was completely outmatched.

In just a few breaths, the aura of the yellowish-brown sword dimmed considerably. The old dragon's anger and fear mingled as he shot out a mixture of essence blood and spellwork.

Zzzzt...

Electric sparks flashed, and his change in tactic proved effective. The yellowish-brown sword turned,摆脱对手, then merged with primordial energy from the heavens and earth. Soon, it was enveloped by a yellow fog that transformed into a writhing dragon.

This wasn't an ordinary transformation technique; as a cultivator who had lived for ten thousand years, the old dragon's命定法宝 wouldn't be weak. A soul of a late-stage Reunion Dragon was sealed within the sword, serving as its spirit essence. After being nurtured with pure yang infant fire for a millennium, it had reached perfect harmony with the sword.

Now, relying on the sword’s body to manifest the dragon’s essence, its power matched that of before, making it one of his trump cards.

However, the Green Mist Immortal Lady remained unperturbed. Her features, usually pure and innocent, now showed a terrifying edge due to her anger.

She raised her jade hand and pointed at the green sword with one finger.

"Quickly!"

Dark winds and sinister auras entered the green sword.

Following this, light flickered, and the artifact transformed into a bone dragon.

Indeed, it was a bone dragon, resembling a dragon but lacking any flesh, only bones. It would be hard to imagine that such an entity could have originated from an immortal sword.

The old dragon was equally alarmed! He couldn't change tactics in time; the two monsters clashed with claws and teeth, fighting fiercely. However, the situation mirrored what had happened earlier—the bone dragon took the upper hand, while the old dragon's transformed dragon struggled desperately.

"Bone Friend, why are you still standing there? Help me quickly!"

The old dragon's desperate voice reached his ears. Alone, he couldn't possibly resist an intermediate-stage cultivator.

True Monarch White Bone's face showed a hint of embarrassment. He wasn't unwilling to act; it was just that he had no opportunity to do so.

While the woman from the Netherworld fought fiercely with the old dragon, he knew she had more than enough leeway. At least half his divine consciousness was focused here, feeling like prey being hunted by a predator. Any attempt would only invite an overwhelming counterattack.

Such a situation was not what he wanted.

But since the old dragon was already in a panic and begging for help, he couldn't delay any longer.

True Monarch White Bone's expression was dejected. The woman had summoned two precious artifacts. One was the bone dragon, which transformed from the green sword… cough, that wasn’t entirely wrong as it originated from the green sword.

The other was a small bracelet, resembling a piece of jewelry but with unique features. It was a silver jade bracelet, combining secret silver and beautiful jade, with tiny bells that jingled when shaken.

True Monarch White Bone didn't know its power, but it hovered beside the ghost woman, directly facing him. Its intent was clear to anyone who wasn’t a fool.

Damn!

How could he suddenly encounter an intermediate-stage Netherworld spirit?

True Monarch White Bone muttered inwardly, but his frustration was useless. As he cursed the old dragon, he still had to act.

His artifact was even more peculiar—a sickle, made of惨白之色, clearly crafted from a beast's bones. Just as it appeared, dark winds surged. True Monarch White Bone was also known for his ghost cultivation, but this time, he was unlucky; encountering the real version after pretending to be one.

Previously, White Bone Old Demon relied on his unpredictable and vicious techniques. But the Green Mist Immortal Lady came from the Netherworld’s Asura royal family; doing the same would be like a carpenter showing off his axe in front of Lu Ban.

Dark winds and ghostly energy?

The Green Mist Immortal Lady had been exposed to such things since birth. She smiled lightly, pointing her jade hand forward.

A burst of sound filled the air as various lights flashed across the sky…

Lin Xuan was originally unlucky, but he had cleverly used his illusionary escape technique, making the old dragon and True Monarch White Bone do his dirty work.

As they say, others’ money buys sweeter candy. Similarly, it would be more satisfying to outwit one's enemies rather than rushing in headfirst for a fight.

Lin Xuan didn’t know how this battle would end, but regardless of who won or lost, he was satisfied. He had already fled countless miles away.

He continuously used illusionary escape techniques, completely摆脱了对方的神识, but Lin Xuan remained vigilant. He didn't linger; instead, he changed direction and continued to evade using ordinary light travel. He kept changing directions multiple times in the middle of his flight.

Although Lin Xuan guessed that the old dragon would fight with True Monarch White Bone, caution was always wise. Even if the other party still pursued him, all these evasive maneuvers should be enough to escape.

Lin Xuan felt rather weak at this moment. While he could replenish his essence energy with immortal milk, repeatedly using illusionary escape techniques over twenty times put even his resilient body under strain. A cultivator of the same level would surely find it challenging!
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Lin Xuan's situation wasn't as dire, but he looked pale and weak, his entire body appearing frail. In his current state, if he encountered an enemy of the Profounddark; deep; mysterious stage, even though he couldn’t say that he had no chance to retaliate, his life was certainly in danger.

At least, the Shadow Illusion Evasion technique, which he considered a trump card, could not be used for now.

If he couldn't defeat them, it would be extremely difficult to escape from these opponents.

He knew his own situation well. Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who valued face at all costs.

Seeing that the situation was unfavorable, he urgently needed a place to rest and recover.

The more secluded the better.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his divine sense.

Soon enough, he found what he was looking for. He looked up and flew towards a remote valley.

However, just halfway through the distance, Lin Xuan suddenly sensed something and abruptly raised his head. The light of his evasion technique slowed down as he stopped in place.

His eyes half-closed, he stared at a particular spot.

In an instant, Lin Xuan’s expression turned extremely grim. Without hesitation, he landed on the ground and hid behind a large stone.

Taking a deep breath, he held his breath and practiced the Sealing Qi Technique. Not only that, but he also used other concealment techniques, leaving nothing to chance. Lin Xuan almost stopped breathing and even his heartbeat.

Just as he finished all this, a brilliant light appeared in the distance on the horizon. Nearly a hundred streaks of light suddenly appeared in his line of sight.

If it were just ordinary cultivators, Lin Xuan wouldn’t be so fearful. The key was that two of them were Profounddark; deep; mysterious stage cultivators.

Was there something wrong? According to what he knew about the Eastern Sea region, Profounddark; deep; mysterious stage existences were powerful figures who could cause tremors with a single step. How did they all gather here?

Lin Xuan pondered this but remained still.

Given his current state, if discovered, it wouldn’t be nine deaths out of ten. But escaping would require much effort.

After barely evading the middle Profounddark; deep; mysterious stage monster, Lin Xuan didn’t want to fall into a fight again for no reason.

Fortunately, compared to them, his divine sense was much stronger, which allowed him to anticipate their moves.

Lin Xuan had just hidden when the light approached above his head. From their appearance and attire, they were clearly sea cultivators.

The light slowed down as the leading woman stopped. She wore all black, with her face covered by a silk handkerchief. Still, one could tell she was in her early twenties.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan’s vigilance increased. Had his opponents discovered him?

He remained motionless, waiting to confirm before taking any action.

"Xiu Fairy, what's the matter?"

A rough voice came from beside him. It belonged to a bald, barefoot cultivator who looked puzzled and stopped his evasion technique as well.

"I don’t know either," the woman in black replied, her response somewhat abrupt.

"Even Fairy Xiu is unsure. Why did you stop?"

The bald man couldn’t help but laugh. If they weren’t of the same rank, and considering their close relationship with Princesses Mingqi and Yanming of the Great Whale King, he would have scolded them already.

"I should tell you that my spirit beast, ‘Fat Rat,’ may not be extraordinary in other ways, but its innate ability to sense danger far surpasses that of any other spirit beast. After all, Fat Rat inherited a fragment of true spirit blood."

The woman sighed and flipped her hand open. A small spirit beast bag appeared in her palm, the mouth loosening as a squirrel-like creature came into view.

Cute yet trembling, it was curled up with its head hidden in the woman's palm.

"Could this be the reason why Fat Rat is so frightened? Could the Heavenly Heart Toad King be here?" The bald man was initially stunned but then became very excited.

"But he still seems puzzled as to why we haven’t sensed anything."

"You ask me, but I don’t know. But thoroughly searching this area will give us a clear idea," the woman smiled.

Lin Xuan heard all of this and couldn't help but inwardly groan. This was truly a misfortune from heaven.

He knew what Fat Rat feared—those little furballs were to blame.

The creature was still in its spirit beast bag, looking excited as if it had seen delicious food.

If Lin Xuan hadn’t re-established his master-servant contract with Xi and forcibly suppressed the little guy, he might have already rushed out of the bag to forage.

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. He wished he could take out the little guy and give him a good beating. After all, it wasn't the time or place to be so greedy; this was almost trying to kill his master.

At the same time, Lin Xuan was very curious. According to what he knew, Fat Rat had very specific tastes. Apart from the powerful ancient beast they met before, which it treated as food, it ignored other monsters. Although those monsters seemed like natural enemies when they saw Xi, showing great fear, Fat Rat showed no interest in them.

Fortunately, Fat Rat could survive on its own and wouldn’t starve if it didn't eat any of these creatures. But the way it reacted to them was still puzzling—why did it seem so excited?

Lin Xuan was filled with questions but had no time to think about it now. Following the instructions of their leaders, the sea cultivators began a thorough search.

His expression turned extremely grim; in this situation, he couldn’t escape.

What should he do?

Fight? His current state made that impossible.

He couldn't use Shadow Illusion Evasion anymore.

Lin Xuan wanted to cry. People had moments when they were unlucky. He didn’t act rashly but instead kept thinking about how to break out of this deadlock.

Suddenly, a flash of divine light appeared, and Lin Xuan’s face lit up with a smile.

He had an idea, though he wasn’t sure of its success rate, but it was worth a try.

The sea cultivators were useful in themselves. However, don’t forget that they belonged to the Great Whale King's lineage.

Although he hadn't interacted much with the Great Whale King, he had some connections with his two daughters by chance—especially Princess Mingqi, whom he had saved twice and considered her a benefactor.

Mingqi was grateful and once gave him an order token, promising to repay him if given the opportunity. Could this token have unexpected effects now?

Lin Xuan hoped that by using this treasure, they might achieve something surprising!~!
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Lin Xuan was not entirely confident about this approach. After all, human hearts were the hardest to fathom in this world.

However, trying it out couldn't hurt.

If he could successfully deceive them, that would be best. Even if it didn’t work, he wouldn’t lose anything and could take action later.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and quietly placed several defensive talismans on the palm of his left hand. He emerged from his hiding spot, moving slowly towards the crowd surrounding him. At this point, he no longer used his concealment technique; doing so might backfire if he wasn’t careful.

Actually, there was no need to hide anything. Lin Xuan’s own strength already had a strong concealment effect. As long as they hadn't faced each other in battle, who would have thought that his power could rival the Separation Realm?

In other words, Lin Xuan didn’t need any disguise; under normal circumstances, he already had the effect of playing the fool to catch the big fish.

As soon as Lin Xuan left his hiding spot, everyone’s attention was drawn to him. A "whoosh" sound entered his ears, and he found himself surrounded by a group of Sea Clan cultivators.

The sky seemed to be completely blocked out by their dark forms. In the pitch-black night, only the light from theirtreasurewas strikingly visible.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but turn pale. There were over ninety high-level Sea Clan cultivators, all at the Core Formation stage or above. At this distance, even without two Core Formation cultivators, they could easily overwhelm him with their treasure.

Fear was clearly written on Lin Xuan's face, though he was pretending it. If he appeared too calm now, that would raise suspicion. The Sea Clan merely surrounded him but didn't attack; in the cultivation world, strength and hierarchy were paramount. Without two senior figures speaking first, no one dared to act on their own.

A powerful pressure descended from above as two Core Formation cultivators flew over. Their cold gazes swept across Lin Xuan, making his expression even more fearful. His reaction was flawless—most late-stage Separation Realm cultivators would behave similarly when facing a Core Formation powerhouse.

Surprisingly, Lin Xuan didn't beg for mercy; instead, he flipped his wrist and a beam of light shot out from his palm. It moved quickly to his side, clearly not meant as an attack.

The woman was taken aback by this, but she raised her hand and pointed at the light.

It seemed to have a mind of its own, landing in her palm.

"What…?"

Her gaze swept over it, and her expression turned strange. She then brought it closer for inspection.

Sure enough, it was a royal command talisman. As a key figure from the Great Whale lineage, she would recognize such an item. The king had personally imbued this with some secret technique, making it impossible for anyone else to forge.

The woman's shock gave way to a mix of emotions as she examined it closely.

Beside her, the elderly man with the surname Li also looked surprised: "Are you serious? How could he have a royal command talisman?"

After all, even their elders couldn't produce one. Only core members of the Great Whale lineage were able to obtain such items.

"This item was personally given to me by Princess Mingqi of the Eastern family," Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

"How could Princess Mingqi give it to you?" The elderly man with the surname Li was taken aback, his expression showing disbelief.

The woman, however, was different. She lowered her head in thought after her initial shock.

After a moment, she looked up: "When did you last see Princess Mingqi? Please explain everything in detail. If there is even an iota of falsehood…"

Before he could finish, the threat was clear to anyone who listened.

Lin Xuan then quickly recounted his two encounters with Eastern Mingqi, omitting no details. It took about half a cup of tea for him to finish.

"Watch over this person."

The woman's voice echoed in everyone’s ears as she gave orders to her subordinates. Then, a flash of light appeared on her body as she flew backward.

Seeing this, the elderly man with the surname Li hesitated before following suit.

"Do you believe what he said,fairy maiden?"

"Indeed," the woman replied slowly. "I’ve heard both these incidents from Princess Mingqi."

The elderly man with the surname Li remained silent, of course believing his companion. The queen had passed away early, and the two princesses were raised by this fair maiden. It was natural for Princess Mingqi to speak truthfully.

"Then according to your wishes, what should we do?"

"This person has saved our little princess twice. In our Great Whale lineage, we are clear about our debts and grudges. Emotionally and logically, it would be unwise to make things difficult for him. Why not…"

However, before she could finish, the elderly man with the surname Li shook his head: "No, that wouldn't work."

"Why is it inappropriate?"

"If we encountered this person on another occasion, even if there was no conflict or potential one, as you said earlier, out of consideration for our little princess, we couldn’t make things difficult for him. But now, that’s different. Even without saying anything, you know how important the Heart-Cultivating Toad King is to our clan. In other words, this mission must succeed; there can be no failure. For this purpose, any danger must be eliminated at its source. This person is a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, and in our eyes, that’s nothing. But finding the Heart-Cultivating Toad King requires both strength and luck. If we let him go, what if…"

The fair maiden fell silent for a moment before sighing: "Your friend may have a point. Since he has saved our little princess, how can we…?"

"Do not worry, Senior Fellow Li never said we must kill to cover our tracks," the bald cultivator smiled coldly, showing his confidence.

"So, what do you suggest?"

"It’s simple. We just need to prevent him from finding the Heart-Cultivating Toad or causing trouble for us without killing him. Just seal his power and bring him with us. Once the mission is over and we leave this island, we can release him."
第一千八百七十六章 引狼入室

Chapter 1876 - Luring Wolves into the House

"Your strategy is good. This will benefit us in two ways; it won't hinder our mission, and we can repay Princess Xiao's kindness," the black-robed female cultivator was overjoyed as her worried expression vanished. Although cultivators were often cold-hearted, she didn’t want to bear a name of injustice if not necessary.

This approach seemed very secure, solving their current dilemma effortlessly. With their plan in place, they immediately returned without delay.

Though Lin Xuan did not know the outcome, he was skilled at reading people’s expressions. His mind had already calmed as he scanned the faces of two Spirit Formation existence cultivators; a stone had settled in his heart. As long as nothing went wrong, this ordeal should be over for him.

He maintained an appearance of humility and fear as he spoke. "This token is correct. It seems you are indeed Princess Xiao's savior."

"Haha, Senior, that’s too much praise. I am unworthy to bear the title of benefactor; it was just a coincidence," Lin Xuan sighed in relief, bowing deeply.

Then, hesitating slightly: "I know our two clans are currently at odds, but I have some connection with the Great Whale lineage. As they say, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. Can you spare me and let me leave?"

"You can’t leave just yet," the response was unexpectedly firm.

Lin Xuan was taken aback; this differed from his expectations. While their hostility had lessened, why wouldn't they allow him to leave?

"Don’t worry, other sea creatures aside, my Great Whale lineage is known for settling scores with a vengeance. Since you saved Princess Xiao, we won’t make things difficult for you. Follow us and once we leave this island, I will release you," the black-robed woman’s voice was calm.

However, the bald man’s next words carried a clear threat: "Princess, out of respect for Qi Princess, we won’t cause trouble for you, but you must know when to retreat. Don’t try any tricks on us."

"Senior, I am just an ordinary cultivator with no conflict with nobles. Coming here was merely to hunt the Heavenly Heart Toad for some goods. It would be foolish to make enemies of both of you," Lin Xuan patted his chest and spoke frankly.

"That’s good to hear."

The bald man smiled satisfiedly, then flicked his left hand, sending a light halo flying. Lin Xuan was alarmed; this might just be a show, but he was an ordinary Separation Period cultivator. How could the Great Whale lineage dare to attack him?

Despite the shock, Lin Xuan did not act rashly. He lowered his head slightly and a faint silver glow flashed in his eyes.

Celestial Phoenix Divine Eye!

Although it only lasted for a moment, Lin Xuan saw that it was a talisman, one without offensive effects but a restriction talisman.

"Are they planning to bind my power?"

Lin Xuan’s mind raced. Weighing the pros and cons, he did not dodge; the light hit his chest. The mystical symbols flashed before vanishing.

Part of his power was bound.

But only part!

His strength had dropped to Separation Initial stage.

"Senior, what are you doing?" Lin Xuan was shocked and angry but kept a facade.

"To prevent you from making foolish decisions. Rest assured, once we leave this island, I will remove the restriction."

The bald man’s expression remained indifferent, his tone showing no respect for Lin Xuan. If not for Xiao Fairy’s objections, he would have killed the youngling to be safe. Repaying a favor with enmity was fine; Princess Xiao wouldn’t know.

But he knew Xiao Fairy’s nature and wanted to avoid any conflict, so this was a compromise.

A Separation Late-stage cultivator might seem insignificant, but controlling him made things easier.

Lin Xuan looked dejected but did not argue. Everything seemed normal as the bald man smiled approvingly.

In truth, Lin Xuan was just as pleased. He couldn’t show his true feelings for fear of drawing attention. Luring wolves into the house was perfect; he was glad they planned to take him along.

He had a rough plan if they found anything valuable or magical. As for the restriction talisman, it could bind ordinary Separation Late-stage cultivators but not Lin Xuan. He had used Inner Vision and checked thoroughly; with full effort, breaking this seal would be easy. Relying on such a talisman was just wishful thinking.

Lin Xuan’s nature wouldn’t let him entrust his fate to others. While he appeared to lose out, he was gradually gaining the upper hand.

The sea creatures were still in their own world. This misfortune had turned into a blessing for Lin Xuan; he was very satisfied with the current situation.

With this matter resolved, they resumed their journey. Lin Xuan could only reluctantly follow them. The island’s size was vast, but his guess was that it would take at least ten days to fly from one side to the other non-stop.

The trip went smoothly. Occasionally encountering human cultivators or yin souls, they were dispatched mercilessly. Lin Xuan observed silently, carefully assessing their strength through these battles.

Unfortunately, no Spirit Formation existence appeared; thus, the leaders did not intervene.

Lin Xuan was “honest” and did not probe their intentions with words. As the saying went, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. Asking now would only be a waste of time. He had thought this through and wouldn’t make such mistakes.

He followed silently for three days until they finally stopped traveling.

PS: Second update today; I aim to reach 9000 words. Checking the rankings, it seems... I’m in last place on the ImmortalChivalry List. Fellow daoists, Rain of Illusions is crying! Do you still have recommendation votes? Don’t save them; throw them my way!
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Chapter 1877: A Shocking Great Crack

A dark forest appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight.

The area was vast, and Lin Xuan quietly released his spirit sense, but he had no idea where the end lay. Unlike ordinary forests, this one continuously churned with阴气 (yin qi), and if his guess was correct, there should be a high-quality yin vein deep within it.

What could the other party be doing here? Many questions swirled in Lin Xuan's mind, but he remained silent, observing their actions from afar.

Keep an eye; say little.

"Fair Lady, can you confirm that the Heavenly Heart Toad King was indeed here?"

"I cannot claim absolute certainty, but my spirit beast, Great Rat, has a divine friend who is also aware. At least, the information it conveyed to me suggests so," said the black-robed woman as she gently ran her fingers through her hair.

"Great Rat… Yes, I've heard this creature isn't adept at combat, yet it carries traces of true spirit bloodline. If you say so, then there's a good chance it’s correct," nodded the bald giant, his voice barely audible.

Lin Xuan's mind stirred, but before he could ponder further, something seemed to catch his attention. He suddenly lifted his head sharply, squinting as he looked ahead.

At the same time, an alarm sounded deep within him.

Thunderous rumbling filled the air as the forest in front began to collapse. It was indeed collapsing, like a powerful earthquake splitting open the earth into a vast fissure or gap, with countless trees and soil disappearing into it.

Though called a crack, its width was over dozens of丈 (zhang), deep beyond measure, and its length unknown. From above, it looked as if a giant wielding a colossal sword had cleaved the forest in two.

This sudden change not only shocked Lin Xuan but also the sea cultivators present, who exchanged puzzled glances, unsure what had transpired. All they knew was that within a few thousand li, all阴风 (yin feng) and 魔气 (mo qi) converged into this bottomless gap.

Lin Xuan's expression turned intensely serious. With his vast experience in cultivation, he far surpassed ordinary洞玄期 (dongxuanqi) cultivators. The number of trials and tribulations Lin Xuan had faced was beyond counting.

Such an anomaly could not have occurred by chance; it must be either a great calamity or a significant opportunity. Regardless, Lin Xuan wasn't sure which.

If he were to err on the side of caution, the best course would be to leave as quickly as possible, the farther the better for safety. However, Lin Xuan wouldn’t do that.

Though cautious by nature, he understood the principle that fortune and misfortune often go hand in hand. Besides, his primary goal this time was to seek breakthroughs. Knowing how arduous cultivation could be, some bottlenecks couldn't be overcome with pills alone.

In dangerous moments, there was a higher chance of unlocking one's potential. Thus, Lin Xuan wasn’t inclined to leave.

Moreover, misfortune can turn into fortune. The danger might also present an unprecedented opportunity.

Indeed, Lin Xuan’s confidence in his abilities allowed him to take such risks. Over the past three days, though he had adhered to a low-profile approach, he had ingested numerous pills and herbs. His twin元婴 (yuan yin) were meditating within his dantian while his body healed from injuries.

For an ordinary cultivator, such injuries would take months to recover, but Lin Xuan’s robust physicality, enhanced by various pills, allowed him to heal in just three days. While he wasn’t fully restored, he was at least 90% recovered, making the use of his Illusionary Escape Secret Technique inconsequential.

Two洞玄期 (dongxuanqi) sea cultivators couldn't stop him from leaving now that he had chosen to stay. He intended to see what this situation held.

Regardless if fortune or misfortune awaited, they would assess it before deciding their next move.

The sea cultivators wouldn’t leave either. Though they exchanged puzzled glances and felt an ominous premonition, they had a mission here. If they returned without seeing the Heavenly Heart Toad King, how could they report to the king?

"Fair Lady Xiu, what do you think of this…"

"I’m not sure either; no one has ever seen the Heavenly Heart Toad King. It’s uncertain if he's in that crack or not. Let’s investigate," said the black-robed woman after a moment.

"Agreed."

The Li surname cultivator nodded. With them already here, there was no turning back. Finding the toad king’s inner core would make him a significant figure. The king wouldn’t break his promise… His thoughts warmed with anticipation as he pushed aside any lingering fear.

A reward so great would inspire even the bravest. This principle held true in both secular and spiritual realms.

The two ancient sea cultivators agreed, ready to issue orders, but just then, another thunderous explosion echoed. It seemed a barrier had shattered, followed by a cacophony of ghostly howls that shook the earth as dark clouds swirled out.

These clouds varied in size, some covering only a few acres while others resembled just the tip of an iceberg. Most were still within the crack.

Despite their sizes, each cloud harbored countless monsters.

What was happening? Even if this place connected to another realm, shouldn’t so many阴魂鬼物 (yin hun gui wu) be flooding into the spirit world?

Wouldn't such an influx reignite conflicts between realms?

Lin Xuan's expression changed abruptly. The monsters' cultivation levels were negligible, but their numbers were staggering—entirely composed of阴魂鬼物.

Why was this happening? Even if it connected to another realm, shouldn’t so many阴魂鬼物 be flooding into the spirit world?

Wouldn't such an influx reignite conflicts between realms?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he watched the vast horde of 阴魂鬼物. His expression turned grave.

The sea cultivators were equally alarmed. Such a sudden change was beyond their wildest dreams.

Without needing orders from their leaders, the spirit and阴司 (yin si) worlds were indeed sworn enemies. Seeing so many 阴魂鬼物 rushing towards them, the sea cultivators reacted in shock, unleashing their treasures on the opposing side.
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In an instant, loud explosions echoed through the air as various beams of light pierced the sky. Diverse and bizarre treasures streaked across the heavens before crashing down onto the dark, ominous clouds.

The treasure hunters from the Sea Clan were at least at the Yuaninfant stage, making their individual strengths far superior to those ghostly creatures.

Amidst the explosions, hundreds of fierce ghosts vanished in an instant, turning into nothingness. From a superficial perspective, it seemed that the Sea Clan was gaining the upper hand.

However, this wasn't entirely true. The reason lay in the sheer number of enemies; they were countless and densely packed like a sea of spirits. The Sea Clan's attacks resembled throwing stones into a lake; while they could create significant ripples temporarily, they would soon be swallowed up by the vastness.

Their situation was now extremely precarious.

Although there were many ghosts, most were mere low-level wandering souls and wild ghosts with no spiritual intelligence, equivalent to practitioners at the Flexible Spirit Period.

These were cannon fodder indeed.

But even cannon fodder wasn't always meant for death. They had been surrounded; if they had chosen to retreat from the start, it would have been a sure thing that these high-ranking cultivators could safely escape without anysuspense.

However, having chosen to stay here, their fate was different.

Layer upon layer of ghosts now surrounded them. Yet, these Sea Clan cultivators weren't mere sacks of food; using various powerful techniques and treasures, they managed to clear out an island a thousand feet wide.

It was truly an island, encircled by the vast sea of spirits that could potentially engulf them at any moment.

Lin Xuan naturally joined in the battle but didn't reveal his true strength. Instead, he fought while observing his surroundings carefully.

As time passed, the situation for the Sea Clan cultivators began to worsen.

In the first half an hour, relying on their individual combat prowess, they could easily defend this island. Any ghost that entered would be torn apart by theirtreasure or secret woods. However, the rate of energy consumption was much higher than fighting against peers in pairs.

Over these few hours, countless ghosts had been killed, possibly numbering over a million. Yet, new ones continued to emerge from the cracks like an endless stream.

Finally, casualties began to appear.

One was a fifty-year-old elder with only early Yuaninfant strength. His energy reserves were already low; after struggling for some time, he was dizzy and disoriented when a wandering ghost pounced on him, trying to bite his body.

Fortunately, it failed. As the saying goes, "a thin horse is still bigger than a fat one." Despite having little energy left, as an early Yuaninfant cultivator, he couldn't be easily harmed by such a low-level spirit. His protective spiritual light blocked the attack, and with a wave of his hand, the ghost was reduced to ashes.

However, this delay allowed several more ghosts to approach; although they were dispatched, more followed—seven, eight…

In a vicious cycle, more and more ghosts rushed towards him, completely enveloping him. Nearby Sea Clan cultivators were alarmed but could do nothing as their own situations were dire. They were being held back by the numerous spirits.

As ants can indeed bite an elephant to death, this scene was playing out before their eyes.

Despite being surrounded, the elder fought desperately. Although many ghosts fell, new ones immediately replaced them. In such a situation, his efforts were futile!

In just a short while, the protective spiritual light on his body thinned until it finally shattered with a soft pop.

"Ahh!"

Followed by a piercing scream as he was devoured by countless spirits. Even if he tried to instantly teleport away, there would be no chance of escape surrounded by so many ghosts.

"Damnit, you youngsters! Even if I perish, I'll ensure your annihilation!"

The roar of the early Yuaninfant cultivator echoed, filled with malice and hatred. A terrifying aura surged from his body as his energy was on the brink of exhaustion but still capable of devastating blows.

"Watch this, self-destructing at Yuaninfant stage!"

Before anyone could react, a beam of light hundreds of feet wide burst out from his center, obliterating any ghosts in its path. The Sea Clan cultivators were shocked and retreated, while the low-level spirits couldn't dodge and perished instantly upon contact.

In an instant, thousands more fell.

The scene was tragic but futile. Although the elder chose to self-destruct rather than be devoured by countless spirits, it only killed a few more ghosts. Soon, new ones poured in like a deluge.

These wandering souls could spawn from any dead soul and negative energy in the Netherworld, their numbers overwhelming. Without spiritual intelligence, they were fearless and hard to deal with despite being cannon fodder.

The Sea Clan cultivators' faces grew increasingly grim. If just now they could still endure, many had already started planning their escape after witnessing their comrade's tragic end.

This was a hopeless battle; the enemy's strength wasn't formidable, but their numbers seemed endless. How long would this go on?

And with their own energy reserves limited, staying here was akin to waiting for death.

No one wanted to do such foolishness, especially when they had no idea what had happened and were inexplicably killed here. With sufficient energy left, it might be better to break through the encirclement.

Not just the Sea Clan cultivators but even the two Immortal Profound Realm existences now shared this sentiment.

Their energy was still abundant, but such a prolonged battle would also bring danger.

"Fair Lady, let's leave first," said the bald-footed cultivator with a serious expression.

"Hmm, I never expected things to turn out like this. We'll have to put off our search for the Heavenly Heart Toad King for now." The black-robed woman sighed. Priorities were important; such choices were unavoidable. She didn't want to continue fighting aimlessly and desperately wanted to know why so many ghosts had appeared here.

With their decision made, there was no more delay. The black-robed cultivator extended her hand, and a vibrant blue bead appeared in her palm!~!
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This treasure was not unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; it was a special artifact of the sea tribe, with limited powers and unable to be used like ordinary magical treasures to attack enemies. However, it had its own unique benefits, amplifying water attribute spells, making their power comparable to that of using a magical treasure. Of course, the exact degree of enhancement depended on the quality of the Sea Blue Pearl itself.

This woman was an early-stage Profound Realm cultivator; thus, the power of her Sea Blue Pearls was naturally no secret.

The bald monk beside him also took out his own artifact—a trident over several meters long. Just its size alone was enough to make one feel heart-pounding.

Indeed, it seemed completely disproportionate to his physique, making it look more like a weapon used by giants.

A hint of surprise flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he saw the Sea Blue Pearl and the trident; these were precisely the two hallmark treasures of the sea tribe. They had been passed down for ages but were rarely used by high-ranking cultivators because humans were too familiar with them, so they usually chose more unique artifacts.

He did not remove the restriction yet, but dealing with the ghostly entities before him was effortless. Lin Xuan wondered if it was related to his body type or cultivation technique; he found that he could not only mobilize the five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—but also pure yin energy without any hindrance.

It felt as though he himself were a ghost from the underworld… Well, this description might be too extreme, but it was just to say that these yin energies perfectly matched him with no rejection effects at all.

Could it be because of his practice of the Profound Demon Technique?

Lin Xuan thought to himself. After all, the Profound Demon Technique was named a secret art of the demonic path; in reality, it leaned more towards the ghost cultivation lineage.

Lin Xuan did not know that this estimation was entirely wrong. Ghost cultivators had existed since ancient times, and their powers mimicked the secrets of the underworld. However, yin spirit energy and pure yin energy were different. If another ghost cultivator came here, even an early-stage one, they could still mobilize some surrounding yin energy but would struggle to use it as easily as the five elements; there would be some rejection.

Lin Xuan's ability was not due to his cultivation technique but rather his unique body type.

However, the story behind all this happened long ago in Yunzhou. After participating in the auction at Xuanyuan City and being recognized by Huitong, Lin Xuan was pursued relentlessly until he was nearly killed.

Even with Xiahou Lan's help, back then, Lin Xuan was only an intermediate-stage Spirit Body cultivator. Facing a veteran monster of the Separation Realm, he used all his skills but still couldn't resist. Despite the fortunate circumstances that allowed him to escape from the tiger's mouth, the energy consumption had nearly broken his body.

Lin Xuan fell unconscious, and Yue'er was in a state of panic, only able to sit by his side crying. At this moment, Xiao Tao woke up and revealed the shocking secret about Yue'er—she was the reincarnation of the Arhats' King!

Although she was weak now, her past self had been the ruler of the underworld with a cultivation level comparable to a true immortal. During her rebirth, some divine power must have been passed down.

By injecting this force into Lin Xuan's body, it could help him out of danger. With Xiao Tao's assistance, Yue'er did as instructed, and that force indeed worked wonders—curing his injuries and even advancing him to the late-stage Spirit Body.

Everyone was happy!

It seemed like the matter had been resolved, but the benefits of divine power were far from over. The original life force of a peacock could change Lin Xuan's body type, allowing him to practice the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Technique; how much more so with the life force of the ruler of the underworld.

Although Lin Xuan only received a tiny portion, it was insignificant for the former Arhats' King. However, this seemed like a seed slowly changing his body type.

Other benefits were unknown, but at least it allowed the various forces of the underworld to not reject him. For example, the current yin energy here; even if other human cultivators had higher realms and were far from Lin Xuan, they could only sigh helplessly. But Lin Xuan could use it as easily as ordinary elemental energy.

Thus, when so many sea tribe cultivators groaned inwardly, Lin Xuan was still handling the situation smoothly on the surface. While manipulating his treasures to eliminate the ghostly entities rushing towards him, he also released his divine sense to monitor the surroundings. Therefore, the actions of these two early-stage sea tribe cultivators were immediately within his sight.

Initially, these old monsters did not exert themselves fully.

Now that they wanted to break through and create a path, they would naturally not hold back any longer. Speaking of this "Xiu Fairy," the black-robed female cultivator, after summoning the Sea Blue Pearl, raised her hands, flicking them like playing an instrument, sending spell techniques from her fingertips one after another.

Ploosh! Ploosh!

A river appeared above everyone's heads, cascading down with waves surging one after another. Lin Xuan's face showed surprise as he recognized this water attribute spell that resembled the "Galaxy Falls." It was said to have been created by a great ancient cultivator known as the Poet Immortal.

The momentum was overwhelming; someone once described it in verse: "Waterfalls three thousand feet high, like the Milky Way falling from the sky."

This technique bore this name. However, later generations considered it exaggerated. A mere water attribute spell, no matter how impressive its power might be, could not reach such heights.

Lin Xuan agreed with that view; however, at this moment, he seemed to change his mind. This Xiu Fairy's move truly reached the level of legend. Was it because she was naturally skilled in this technique or due to the amplification from the Sea Blue Pearl?

Lin Xuan did not know for sure but guessed both factors played a role.

Before his thoughts could fully form, he saw her delicate hand point forward with a soft cry: "Fall!"

The sound of the surging water grew louder. Boom! The river surged forward with an unstoppable momentum, pouring backward. Her goal was simple—to use this powerful technique to break through the ghostly entities' encirclement and create a gap.

And it seemed that her objective had been achieved.

Many ants could kill an elephant; similarly, the surging water could clear out their nest. As the saying went, "One thing subdues another," like brine curdling tofu. At this moment, such a powerful killing technique was just right.

Although these ghostly entities were numerous, they lacked intelligence and thus did not cooperate well or even avoid danger. They were born from malevolent energy, inherently extremely fierce, rushing forward to face enemies without hesitation. This trait made cultivators headache, but it also had its drawbacks. If used properly for killing, it could be quite effective!
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Chapter 1880 - The Plague of Phantom Souls

The Yellow River's waters come from the heavens, rushing to the sea and never returning.

This scene was perfectly described by that verse. A daoist practitioner at the Cave Profound stage indeed proved formidable; thousands upon thousands of phantom souls were swept into the river, vanishing without a trace. Originally tightly surrounded, they now managed to carve out a path through the torrent.

The Sea Clan practitioners rejoiced greatly and quickly gathered in this direction. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with sharp light as he too flew over.

However, while the Heavenly River's power was immense, its duration was too short. In just a few breaths, the surrounding phantom souls reassembled, resolutely gathering once more.

The practitioners' faces fell dramatically. But at this moment, a loud roar echoed, followed by the sound of cracking bones. The practitioner surnamed Li's eyes glinted with ferocity as he doubled in size. In just a few breaths, his body grew to nearly ten zhang (about 30 feet), muscles rippling like steel.

Simultaneously, an aura of primordial savagery emanated from him, though it was unclear if this was due to the cultivation technique. The seemingly robust trident he held in one hand now looked like a child's toy.

Without further ado, Li surnamed practitioner exhaled a cloud of green mist that entered Lin Xuan’s ears with a pop. The trident absorbed it, and its surface glowed with a vibrant green light.

"Wow..."

Several Sea Clan practitioners nearby were shocked, even two daoists at the Cave Profound stage turned to look back.

This boy was actually playing the fool to catch the big fish?

Regret flashed in their eyes, but they had no time for such thoughts. The black light column fully expanded, revealing several daoists at the Cave Profound stage—seven or eight of them.

Although just at the early stages of the Cave Profound realm, this number left the Sea Clan speechless with awe.

The appearances of these creatures varied greatly. One on the far left was over eight chi tall and looked much more imposing than an ordinary person, a green-faced, fanged phantom soul.

Beside him stood someone much smaller, resembling a child, but with three heads on his shoulders...

Another wore imperial attire, clearly a very strange woman. If not for her horned forehead, she could have passed as a human daoist.

The most eye-catching was the one in the middle. His lower half resembled a tortoise-like creature, carrying a hard shell on its back, but his upper body was identical to that of a human.

This creature towered at nearly ten zhang and looked like a counterpart to the bald-headed Sea Clan giant. They complemented each other well.

"Haha, this is the Spirit Realm, right?" The phantom soul resembling a child said with excitement on its face.

"No, it's more likely a connection channel. But from here, we should definitely be in some small interface of the Spirit Realm," the woman in imperial attire spoke slowly.

"Shouldn't we really attack here? If so, this might ignite war between the two realms." Another voice echoed, spoken by a daoist with a horse's face and human body.

"Horse Face, are you scared?" The man with the turtle shell on his back frowned as malevolent energy surged from him.

"No, just that King Asura isn't here. Our power in the Nether Realm is insufficient to contend with the Spirit Realm. If we do this, I fear it might bring trouble upon us. If all six interfaces of our realm are destroyed..."

"Hmph, doing so would be better. You forget, our clan was originally traitors of the Nether Realm, not tolerated by the Six Kings or the Asura Clan. Our people have been nearly wiped out by the Five Kings of the Nether Realm and the Elder Grandmaster of the Asura Clan. We are just lucky to have escaped. With such a small number, how can we restore our clan? So, let's fight to the death. The King staked his life and treasures to determine this connection channel’s location, sending us here."

"Horse Face, everyone swore before the King that we would avenge those who died. We couldn't handle the Nether Realm's six clans, but the Spirit Realm is different. Our goal is to ignite conflict between the two realms and use their enmity to settle our grievances..."

These phantom souls spoke without using sound transmission techniques. Lin Xuan heard every word clearly, his face showing a strange expression.

From these snippets, he couldn't deduce the entire story of the Spirit Realm, but making some simple inferences was straightforward enough.

These seemed to be traitors of the Nether Realm or those not tolerated by the Six Kings and Asura Clan. The specifics were unclear to Lin Xuan.

Perhaps they had offended the most powerful figures in the Nether Realm, or perhaps they wanted to replace the six clans. Many possibilities existed, just as there were conflicts among Spirit Realm sects over territory.

The Eastern Sea daoist world was currently in chaos, with humans, sea creatures, and monsters all involved. It was hard to say who was right or wrong; the daoist world always followed survival of the fittest.

Unfortunately, they failed. As victors, the six clans naturally wouldn't be lenient, massacring them until only a few lucky survivors remained.

After escaping, knowing their strength wasn’t enough for revenge, they devised a strategy to use others as pawns. Their goal was to ignite conflict between the Spirit and Nether Realms, allowing them to settle their grievances by proxy.

Thus, they came to the Spirit Realm, planning to conquer a small interface. If successful, major daoists in the Spirit Realm wouldn’t ignore it, reigniting the war between the two realms.

Despite this, they would inevitably die. But at this point, survival was pointless, so they were willing to risk everything for a chance of revenge.

With their backs against the wall, Lin Xuan was the only one remaining calm. He cast a mysterious incantation in the air, and the Illusory Shadow Secret Technique activated. There was no time for hesitation; he needed to leave immediately or be trapped by these phantom souls.

The situation had become extremely urgent. The Sea Clan paid no attention to what Lin Xuan was doing. These phantom souls were their common enemy. Any rational human daoist should realize that joining forces with them was the only option.

But they were disappointed as Lin Xuan vanished without a trace, using his Illusory Shadow Secret Technique, a spatial ability allowing him to travel thousands of miles in an instant. The surrounding layers of encirclement proved futile.

Lin Xuan continued his flight, repeatedly casting the Illusory Shadow Secret Technique over ten times until he felt his body could no longer bear it and his mana was nearly depleted. He flicked his sleeve, sending a jade bottle flying out—containing immortal milk. After drinking a drop, green light enveloped him as he flew off in another direction.
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Although he didn't use any spatial techniques, Lin Xuan's speed was still astonishing. At this point, how could he afford to hold back?

He must leave as soon as possible from this dangerous place.

With so many yīn souls and ghostly creatures around, unless he advanced to the dōngxuán period, there was no way he could match them in combat.

As for his original goal of this trip, Lin Xuan had long forgotten about it. In times of crisis, one's life is always the most important thing.

Although he knew that his pursuers couldn't catch up with him, Lin Xuan changed direction several times during the journey. Life and death were at stake; he could not be careless.

In this way, two hours passed without him noticing. He had no idea how far he had traveled, but it was definitely over a million li away from his starting point.

Such a distance would make even dōngxuán period cultivators unable to trace his movements. For now, he could consider himself out of danger.

But remember, this is only temporary. As long as he remained on this mysterious island, there was always the possibility of being drawn back in. Lin Xuan needed to find a way to leave.

With a wave of his sleeve, a jade cylinder, emerald green and vibrant, shot out.

Lin Xuan reached out and grabbed it, lowering his head and sinking his spirit into it.

After a moment, he raised his head, but his face was filled with a grim expression. He had already seen the content in this yùtóngjiǎn; he just wanted to confirm it again.

According to what the jade cylinder described, the island's environment was peculiar. To enter from outside, any point could be chosen. However, leaving was not easy; specific teleportation points were required. The禁制 above his head was too powerful, making it almost as dangerous as suicide to try and leave there.

The teleportation points themselves were also quite unique. They weren't fixed but moved around within a certain range.

Although finding the teleportation point would be troublesome, with some time spent searching, he could find it easily because of its distinct features.

But after flying so far, Lin Xuan hadn’t seen any such points. Not only had none been found earlier, but over these few days, none had appeared either.

Was this just due to bad luck?

Lin Xuan shook his head, his expression darkening. With his deep-seated wisdom, he knew there were no coincidences. The absence of teleportation points meant something unknown had happened.

With that thought, Lin Xuan raised his head again. The sky was still pitch black, with red clouds floating overhead and lightning occasionally streaking like serpents. He could feel the terrifying nature of the禁制; he wouldn't try to leave unless absolutely necessary.

Let's think of other options first.

Lin Xuan took out a葫芦 from his robe, raised his head, and drank some spirit wine. While this didn’t replenish his energy as effectively as a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, it was better than nothing. Since there hadn't been any intense fighting, just travel, the consumption of spirit wine kept up with his needs.

Then Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and continued flying forward. As he flew, he released an extremely powerful spiritual sense without reservation, hoping to find a teleportation point or exit.

Soon, half an hour passed, but there was nothing found.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of anxiety as the longer he stayed, the more dangerous it became. What should he do?

He shouldn't have come here in the first place, but regret was useless. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmed his agitated mind. In times of crisis, maintaining composure was crucial.

Don’t rush. He had faced many storms before; this time, he believed he could also turn danger into safety.

He continued flying forward.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he stopped the streak of light and turned his head to release an extremely powerful spiritual sense.

After a few breaths, he touched his forehead with his hand, his face showing a grim look.

A hundred thousand li away, there was intense fluctuation in spirit energy, indicating that a battle was taking place there.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense now covered five thousand five hundred li. At this distance, even the slightest movement could be detected if he focused on it.

Beyond this range, his spiritual sense wasn't useless but gradually became more vague. However, specific situations mattered; for example, in a battle where spirit energy fluctuated intensely, he might still detect something from tens of thousands of li away.

From the scale of the spirit energy fluctuations, there weren’t many participants—only about five or six people, mostly cultivators at the yīnshēn stage with one at the líhé level.

Despite the distance, Lin Xuan was experienced. He could confirm that his judgment was likely correct.

Logically speaking, how to leave this mysterious island should be his top priority. Regardless of what happened, he shouldn't get involved in other people's affairs.

But Lin Xuan didn’t think like that. Riches come from taking risks; opportunities often arise from traps. He had already flown for so long without seeing an exit. If he continued flying aimlessly, the result would likely be the same.

Why waste time when a small change could be made?

He decided to stir up the battle and see if he could glean something useful from the mouths of those cultivators.

Opportunities were created by people themselves.

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He changed direction slightly and quietly flew towards his left.

At his speed, a hundred thousand li wasn’t too far; it wouldn't take long to reach. Ahead, spirit lights flickered, and explosions echoed in his ears. Within several miles, white and orange-yellow mist lingered.

Four cultivators' faces entered his line of sight.

All four were late-stage yīnshēn cultivators, each holding a palm-sized array flag. Clearly, they had used the power of an array, but their expressions were still miserable.

It was them—Yanshan's Four Friends. Lin Xuan couldn't help laughing and crying at the same time; this world really was small, as he unexpectedly met his old friends again.

Amidst his surprise, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s face. He had gotten along well with these brother-sister cultivators, so seeing them safe brought him great relief.

Then Lin Xuan turned his head again and focused on their opponent. After identifying the opponent, Lin Xuan's expression changed in surprise; it was an enormous toad.

It resembled a common heart-centering toad but was much larger, measuring over ten feet long. Although just a frog, its presence was formidable indeed!

Its cultivation had reached mid-líhé stage.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling surprised. The difference between líhé and yīnshēn stages was clear in his mind; even an early-stage existence could easily defeat four late-stage yīnshēn cultivators.

But the four still managed to hold their ground, indicating that the array had some mysterious power.
第一千八百八十二章 紫萱仙子与欧阳琴心

Training in a hundred arts, the history of cultivation is long and rich. Array formations are inherently powerful tools.

A strong array formation, with sufficient crystal stones to power it, can be controlled by several minor cultivators, making it no surprise if they defeat high-ranking cultivators.

Array formations generally fall into two categories: one that is extremely complex and stationary, typically used for protecting the main headquarters of major sects. The other consists of simpler, portable array disks or flags that can be deployed to fend off enemies when needed.

For now, the Four Friends of Yanshan were clearly using the latter type. A good set of array flags was not something ordinary cultivators could afford; in fact, it often surpassed top-grade ancient treasures.

Although the Four Friends were financially strained, they had plenty of valuable items on them. Lin Xuan’s knowledge was broad, and he had studied array formations. He did not immediately step forward but remained hidden to observe the situation first.

The array formation indeed seemed impressive, yet the gap in their cultivation levels with their opponent was too great. As time passed, they could no longer hold out; the Heavenly Heart Toad breaking through the formation was inevitable.

"Kwa!"

Its voice resembled a frog’s, though much louder and more powerful than a dragon's roar, indicating its impatience. The creature opened its blood-filled maw, emitting a visible sound wave that crashed into the dense fog before it.

The space around it visibly distorted as the impact of this attack was immense. Seeing this, the Four Friends grimaced in fear but did not dare to turn and flee. If they left, the array would be broken, leaving them with no chance at survival; death was their only fate.

Thus, despite knowing they couldn’t hold out, the Four Friends gritted their teeth and endured. Yellow庭宗 drew a deep breath, biting his tongue and spitting out a mixture of essence blood and primordial energy from his mouth.

His face was pale, but he paid no heed to it. After leaving his mouth, the blood instantly exploded into a cloud before being absorbed by the array flag in his hand.

The array flag unfurled with the wind, and the inscribed runes on its surface lit up. The other three acted similarly, focusing their primordial energy to bolster the formation. No one cared about the consequences; falling through levels or severe injuries were better than death here.

As long as they lived, there was hope. Once dead, all their ambitions and worldly attachments would be nothing but dust. They understood this, so they risked everything to trap that terrifying beast.

Yet, deep down, many questions lingered: why did a weak Heavenly Heart Toad appear so large? Its realm had reached the Separation stage, yet its spirit intelligence hadn’t awakened; was it an ancient beast? No, there was no significant difference from ordinary beasts.

Despite these doubts, they were grateful that the toad’s spirit intelligence hadn’t awakened. With such a mindless creature, they could handle it much better than their peers of similar rank. This was beyond doubt.

United in purpose, the Four Friends’ combined power significantly boosted the array formation's effectiveness. The light flickered as the fog grew denser, blocking the toad’s sound waves and forming lightning that coalesced into a dragon, lunging at the Heavenly Heart Toad.

The large frog panicked, struggling to defend itself. This turned the tide in their favor, allowing the Four Friends to regain some ground.

Overjoyed, they seized this opportunity, each summoning their treasures: a zither, chess pieces, a book, and a painting.

Lin Xuan, hidden in the shadows, couldn’t help but chuckle; these people’s treasures were indeed refined and elegant. He wondered about their power.

Originally, Lin Xuan had planned to intervene. Seeing this scene, he decided to wait a bit longer.

With his spiritual sense, he could perceive everything around him clearly. The Four Friends simultaneously activated their treasures. The closest was the Purple Orchid Fairy, extending her delicate hands. Though she couldn’t speak, her graceful fingers played a beautiful melody.

Golden notes shot from her fingertips, transforming into sword energy that swept towards the trapped Heavenly Heart Toad.

"Wow..."

Lin Xuan was stunned, his eyes widening as he focused on the scene before him. "Sound Wave Technique."

He confirmed it; there was no mistake. Although different from Qinxin’s technique, they shared a similar origin.

This realization made Lin Xuan excited. Could this Purple Orchid Fairy know Qinxin?

Lin Xuan didn’t deny that among the women he cared about, Yueer held his heart most deeply, but he also often thought of Qinxin and Yuanyuan.

At Wuding River, Qinxin had ascended to the Spirit Realm by chance. This was a great blessing for her, but it separated him from his wife. After arriving in the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan had wanted to inquire about Qinxin’s whereabouts.

However, unlike the mortal realm, the Spirit Realm consisted of numerous small dimensions. His location in the East Sea was still relatively low-level, making it difficult to search.

Thus, while he missed them deeply, he buried these feelings in his heart, knowing that worrying would only add to his烦恼. Instead, he focused on cultivation, believing that if fate brought them together, they would meet again someday—perhaps a thousand years from now.

Unexpectedly, the opportunity arose here; could this woman who used Sound Wave Technique be acquainted with Qinxin? !~!
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Thinking this, Lin Xuan's face couldn't help showing an excited expression. At this moment, all his scheming and calculations were thrown out of the window.

However, just as he was about to act, something unexpected happened. Facing the four attacks, Heavenly Heart Toad King erupted in anger. His eyes turned blood red, and a fierce aura emerged from him.

"Glug!" The toad's cheeks bulged, then it opened its mouth wide. A red shadow flashed by, and out came a blood-red tongue.

The speed was so fast that Lin Xuan barely caught a glimpse of it. In shock, he quickly took a breath, silver light emerging in his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Wind Divine Eye to see clearly.

That tongue shot forward like an arrow. But the array had its unique advantage. The mist swirled and then coalesced into a dark shield that appeared before their eyes.

Said shield was actually over ten feet thick, looking indestructible.

But the tongue continued on, striking it hard.

"Zzzt!" The sound of tearing filled his ears as the seemingly impenetrable shield was easily broken through. Then the toad's tongue did not retract but whipped around like a whip in all directions.

Pang-pang-pang! The impact sounds were like beans being fried, and the entire array shook violently. From Lin Xuan's perspective, it seemed on the verge of collapse. As the manipulators of the array, the Four Friends of Yanshan could not help but feel grim. Yellow Court Sect shouted loudly: "Retreat!"

In truth, this was definitely the right choice. If he were in their position, he would have done the same. However, his decision had come too late.

"Glug!" Another deep roar echoed as the Heavenly Heart Toad King managed to escape. Its eyes glowed blood red, and with a powerful leap, it bounded forward.

Despite its clumsy movements, which seemed no different from an ordinary toad, its speed was astonishing. A single leap spanned hundreds of feet, almost on par with teleportation.

The Four Friends of Yanshan were shocked. Without the array, even if they joined forces, how could they possibly resist a Transcendence Realm existence?

Their fate would surely be death if they stayed here. So, they had no choice but to flee.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with complex emotions. Logically, fleeing in different directions was the correct choice—run one by one and minimize the risk of being wiped out entirely. But why did they choose to stay?

Such loyalty in the cultivation world was rare. Was it really "not born in the same year, but hope to die in the same month"?

Lin Xuan couldn't help admiring their resolve. However, setting aside emotional factors, such a choice was foolish.

Four Core Formation Stage cultivators dared to compete with a toad for speed? Perhaps due to its innate talent, this creature might be much faster than other beasts of the same rank. Unless he used Nine Heavens Microstep, he would likely fall short.

Lin Xuan shook his head.

Sure enough, the Heavenly Heart Toad King's reaction matched his expectations. With great effort, it pursued them relentlessly.

Each leap covered a hundred feet. In just a few moments, it closed in on the Four Friends of Yanshan. Its eyes glinted with ferocity as its mouth opened wide. The tongue shot out like an arrow from a crossbow, striking hard.

The sound of breaking air filled their ears. This attack's power was beyond description, and its target was Purple Orchid Immortal Lady. This creature had no怜香惜玉 (pitying the beauty) feelings.

This woman could not speak, but her expression turned pale as she勉强 waved her hand, summoning a round-shaped treasure. But she knew it would be useless; even the array couldn't stop it, let alone this tiny jade plate.

"Third Sister!"

"Third Brother!"

The other members of the Four Friends of Yanshan also noticed and chose to stay behind to aid them, each summoning their treasures to attack the monster in front of them.

But they were clearly too late. The distant help was useless. Even if it had been timely, there would be no time.

With its thick skin, such attacks could be endured.

As the monster's tongue approached Purple Orchid Immortal Lady, her fate was clear—she would surely die. They were just a few feet apart, and for cultivators, that distance was mere moments away.

But then, something unexpected happened. A spatial fluctuation occurred, and a bright sword light suddenly appeared, slicing through the sky like lightning. It fell with blinding speed.

Zzzip…

It seemed as if something had been hit, but no one could see clearly due to its speed. The Heavenly Heart Toad King seemed stunned for an instant. Then, the monster's deafening roar filled their ears, carrying fear and anger. Its tongue was cut in two.

殷红的血滴落，天心蟾王痛苦地在地上乱蹦乱跳。而四人友则面面相觑，个个脸上露出喜色，尤其是紫萱仙子，原本以为难逃一死，没想到却有贵人相助，这绝处逢生的感觉自然是极其美妙。

林轩出手后，强大的气息自然显露。此女对着他所在的地方盈盈一福。可惜不能开口说话，在修真者中哑巴倒是很少见。

“是哪位前辈出手相助，我兄妹四人在这里多谢了。”

黄庭宗洪亮的声音传来，脸上同样满是感激之情，与鱼妙容、诸葛天元一起对着林轩所在的地方拜下。

离合后期，他们知道自己的命算是保住了。毕竟对方肯出手相助，那肯定不是敌人。

四人心中松了一口气，暗自庆幸不已。

“呵呵，四位道友何必如此多礼，这出手相助是应该的。”清亮的声音传来，听起来十分熟悉。

燕山四友不由得一愣，面面相觑起来。

“大哥，我没有听错吧，这声音好像是林道友。”诸葛天元摸了摸胡子，脸上满是古怪之意。

“我也觉得像林兄，但这应该是不可能的！”鱼妙容期期艾艾的声音传来，听起来完全没有自信，更像是纠结不已。

紫萱仙子不能开口，但眼中震惊与疑惑一点也不比各位兄弟少。他们与林轩交往不多，却谈得上莫逆之交。对方为人和气极了，这样的人怎么会是离合期？

他们实在无法将林轩与前辈的身份联系在一起。

好在这个问题不用一直纠结下去。因为既然林轩决定出手相助，那肯定是要现身的！~！
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The scene was illuminated by a faint green glow as the space a hundred zhang away began to distort. A plain-looking youth appeared in their line of sight.

His appearance was utterly unremarkable, his simple green robe drawing no attention at all. His features and eyes were identical to Lin Xuan's, with one exception: his cultivation level. At this moment, standing before them was not a junior cultivator of the One婴中期 stage but an old monster on the late 合stage, just a step away from 穴玄.

Despite their initial speculations, the gap in their ranks left everyone speechless for a moment. None dared to approach and recognize him.

"Is it really you, Senior Fellow Daoists? Just a few days have passed since we last met, yet you no longer recognize me?" Lin Xuan's voice was warm as he spoke, his tone still friendly.

"You are indeed Senior Fellow Lin?" Huang Tingzong's face was filled with confusion—surprise, bewilderment, and joy all mixed together. He couldn't possibly know what he felt at the moment.

The other three also looked similarly surprised. It was natural; while it was delightful to turn a dangerous situation into safety, having a peer suddenly become a revered senior cultivator left them feeling somewhat off-balance.

"Of course, it's me..."

Lin Xuan didn't believe that a mid-合stage monster posed much of a threat, especially one without any discernible intelligence. He swiftly extended his right hand, grabbing the monster's tongue with ease. The sharp spikes on its tongue were no match for him; they failed to even scratch his skin.

"Brother, did I miss anything?" Yu Miaorong widened her eyes in amazement.

"This... is too impressive," Cao Tianyuan's face was filled with admiration as well, though he didn't seem to feel any pain from the few hairs he had plucked.

Although Zixuan couldn't speak, a series of strange lights flashed in her eyes. The leader of the Four Peaks, Huang Tingzong, was equally stunned by Lin Xuan's display.

First, he saved them in crisis, revealing that their long-time friend was not an One婴期 cultivator but a mid-合stage one with life-saving gratitude. This revelation was already shocking enough, but his next actions left everyone speechless. He lifted his other hand and grabbed the monster's tongue again, spinning around to throw it like a javelin.

Lin Xuan was indeed throwing a javelin, aiming at the monster. After several rotations, he let go with all his might.

The giant toad, despite its formidable strength, couldn't match Lin Xuan's power. It flew off like a kite, leaving a large hole in the mountain. His strength was unparalleled.

The Four Peaks were left speechless; even if they were body cultivators, their natural abilities wouldn't compare to that of an 合stage monster.

"Brother, you are too formidable."

"I would have doubted he's human if not for our acquaintance," Cao Tianyuan added.

"That's true. How could a human body be so powerful..."

The two continued discussing in whispers.

"Hold your tongues, brothers! Don't forget that Senior Fellow Lin is now an advanced 合stage cultivator and has saved us. If he hears you saying such things..."

Huang Tingzong, always cautious, quickly interrupted them. The two realized their words were inappropriate; although they got along well with Lin Xuan, his demonstrated cultivation level meant a change in status. In the competitive world of cultivation, it was better to be careful.

They closed their mouths but remained puzzled about why Lin Xuan had concealed his true strength and adopted such a humble demeanor.

The battle shifted as Lin Xuan's immense power became evident. A nearby mountain peak was shattered by the giant toad. If a fellow 合stage monster had known the difference, they would have left immediately; continuing the fight was suicidal.

However, the toad continued its relentless charge towards Lin Xuan despite the damage it took.

"Find death!" Lin Xuan's face showed impatience as he flicked his sleeve and released a dark green gourd. A spell was cast, opening the gourd's mouth to release countless black-red sand grains that coalesced into a fierce dragon rushing towards the monster.

The monster wasn't afraid; it collided with the sand dragon, causing a massive explosion. The Heaven Thunder Sand had formidable power, and although the toad didn't die immediately, its life was severely damaged.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, fingers like blades, and swung them down forcefully.

"Crack..."

A visible sword of green light emerged from his palm, slicing through the dying toad with unyielding force. The toad was split in two, and a small object shot out. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed; he wouldn't let it go. He flicked his sleeve again, releasing a silver light that mixed with the surrounding dark winds, enveloping the object.

Despite its desperate attempts to escape, Lin Xuan wouldn't allow it to get away, pouring more power into binding it tightly.

He then retrieved the object with a gesture of his hand. In his palm was a fist-sized妖丹.

Unlike ordinary妖丹 or 天心石, this one resembled a diamond in shape but was multicolored. The amount and quality of its spiritual energy were astonishing. Lin Xuan had seen inner cores from mid-合stage monsters before, but none contained such immense power or different nature.

Though he didn't know the exact use, it wasn't an ordinary item. Inside the妖丹, a misty substance was the monster's soul. Lin Xuan wouldn't let it go either; he wanted to completely destroy it.

Several spells were cast, forcing the monster's spirit out. Although it was mid-合stage, its intelligence hadn't awakened, making it useless. Lin Xuan intended to burn it with Illusory Spirit Fire but a light flash revealed a spirit bag that flew from his waist. The bag opened, and a small creature emerged!
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Chapter 1885: Friend Turns Senior

The small creature blinked its large, round eyes and drooled at the sight of something. It then turned its head to Lin Xuan, calling out in a pleading manner while rubbing against his arm.

"Do you want to eat this?" Lin Xuan's eyes showed some hesitation.

"Meow."

The small creature nodded, making a chirping sound that left Lin Xuan speechless. He remembered the first time they met; the kitten’s cries weren’t like this back then.

However, delving into this issue was meaningless. Lin Xuan waved his hand generously: "Take it."

With the owner's consent, the small white ball of fur was extremely happy. Its body emitted a milky-white light as it zipped away.

The soul of the Heavenly Heart Toad King was greatly alarmed. Although its intelligence hadn’t been awakened yet, its instincts could sense that this was its natural enemy. Unfortunately, Lin Xuan had sealed it, leaving no chance to escape.

In the next moment, the small white ball appeared beside the toad king. A meowing sound of great joy entered his ears as he swallowed it whole.

Gulp!

Lin Xuan clearly heard the swallowing sound. The small creature then licked its lips and rubbed its round belly with a clear sense of dissatisfaction.

The Four Companions of Yanshan were left speechless, realizing that Lin Xuan’s pet wasn’t ordinary; it could even swallow such a powerful demon soul in one go. This was truly impressive!

However, the many shocks Lin Xuan had given them made their expressions numb. They no longer knew how to react to his awe-inspiring actions.

They stood there, dumbfounded.

Lin Xuan played with that magical demon pill. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, he had hunted countless monsters, but such a peculiar demon pill was something he hadn’t seen before. What special effects would it have?

He was greatly curious, but now wasn’t the right time for research. The immediate priority was to leave this dangerous place. Lin Xuan flipped his hand, and the inner core vanished into his storage bracelet.

Next, a light surrounded him as he flew forward.

The Four Companions of Yanshan had complex expressions.

It was understandable; originally, they were on equal footing with each other, but suddenly, one of them had become an existence at the Separation Stage. Such a transformation couldn’t fail to impact their psychology.

Although the other party had timely intervention and helped them out of danger, that feeling was incredibly awkward.

However, they still needed to face it.

The Yellow Court Sect sighed silently before raising its head and signaling the others with his eyes. They then approached Lin Xuan, bowing in respect.

"Thank you for your assistance, senior. We are deeply grateful."

These words weren’t just formalities; indeed, they felt a deep sense of gratitude towards Lin Xuan. If not for his help, none of them would have survived the ordeal.

This outcome was too frightening to think about, so naturally, they were immensely grateful to their savior.

"Friends, there’s no need for such gratitude. I didn’t intend to deceive you; I merely concealed my cultivation level to make travel easier. Let's consider ourselves equals," Lin Xuan’s smiling voice echoed in their ears as he casually brushed off the matter of his cultivation.

This wasn’t entirely groundless; beings at the Separation Stage were too conspicuous.

The Four Companions of Yanshan didn’t say anything, but they accepted this explanation internally. They weren’t ungrateful people and thus resolved to put aside their differences. After all, there was a vast gap in their cultivation levels. Lin Xuan wouldn’t have any ulterior motives; he had helped them just now.

This reasoning was simple and clear.

With the barriers removed, they naturally became more friendly, though still showing respect. They firmly rejected the idea of considering themselves equals with Lin Xuan.

In the cultivation world, there were strict age hierarchies. A senior at the Separation Stage could lower himself to converse with them, but they couldn’t follow suit.

One must know when to advance and retreat; otherwise, one would be ungrateful.

This was understandable given his actions. Lin Xuan didn’t show any surprise, as being too enthusiastic might scare him off. So he nodded in agreement.

"Alright, this isn’t the place for conversation. This island is too dangerous; we need to leave quickly. Do you have any leads?"

"Do you mean the teleportation point? I’m not sure why, but there are fewer of them now. Two days ago, we saw one on a desolate mountain," Zhuo Tianyuan was taken aback and spoke hesitantly.

"What?"

Lin Xuan was initially stunned before he became delighted. He had only asked casually without any hope. Unexpectedly…

Could it be that heaven was helping me?

The joy in Lin Xuan’s heart was evident as he took a deep breath, calming himself down: "Good, lead the way; we’re leaving now."

"Shouldn’t we wait? This island is dangerous," the Four Companions of Yanshan were greatly surprised. They already knew about the dangers when they accepted the mission and had prepared for it.

Moreover, despite the danger, the rewards were substantial.

Besides, Lin Xuan wasn’t an婴期 cultivator; with his Separation Stage abilities, he could travel safely as long as he didn’t encounter a powerful old monster.

There weren’t many such beings in the East Sea. It was uncertain whether this island had any.

From this perspective, there was no need for him to fear anything.

Seeing their blank expressions, Lin Xuan sighed. The Four Companions of Yanshan were fortunate; they hadn’t encountered formidable阴魂 or ghostly creatures along the way. They especially didn’t know about the significant changes he had experienced earlier.

Ignorance breeds courage; it was perfectly normal for them to react this way.

Time was pressing, and Lin Xuan didn’t have the patience to explain everything in detail. A little delay could mean being caught by those阴魂 or ghostly creatures.

Of course, a brief explanation was necessary.

"You don’t know what happened here. Even cultivators like us can barely protect ourselves; I’ll tell you more later. Lead the way to where that teleportation point appeared," Lin Xuan spoke with an不容置疑 tone.

The Four Companions of Yanshan exchanged glances, but hearing his serious words, they didn’t dare delay. The Yellow Court Sect nodded: "Alright, let’s go."

Before he could finish speaking, a brilliant light enveloped him as he flew forward. The others did the same. Lin Xuan naturally followed.

"Senior, what happened? With your strength, why are you in such a hurry to leave? Even an old monster at the婴期 might not be able to protect itself," Yellow Court Sect turned his head and asked with confusion while flying.
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Chapter 1886 - Lin Xuan's Questions

The other three also showed similar expressions, their faces revealing surprise and doubt. They turned their heads around, and upon seeing this scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh inwardly. It seemed his guess was correct; these Four Friends of Yanshan had indeed never encountered those ghostly creatures face-to-face.

"Here's the situation..."

Lin Xuan整理ed his thoughts and spoke briefly about his recent experience, leaving out unnecessary details. Despite this, the Four Friends of Yanshan were left speechless, their eyes wide with shock. If not for seeing Lin Xuan’s serious expression, they would have thought he was joking.

"Senior, aren't you just making this up?" Yu Miaorong stuck her tongue out and said, finding it hard to believe.

"Do you think so? Such news coming from me, a cultivator, is meaningless," Lin Xuan's voice carried through the air, calm and composed.

"Third Brother, don’t be rude."

Huang Tingzong reprimanded them. He believed that no matter what, Lin Xuan would never lie about such matters.

Turning to his companions, he said with concern, "Senior, what should we do?"

"What can we do? We must leave this place as quickly as possible," Lin Xuan sighed. He felt his luck had been particularly bad lately. Since starting on the path of cultivation, wherever he went, disaster followed. Was it just a coincidence, or was he indeed a harbinger of misfortune?

Lin Xuan shook his head and dismissed that thought. It was too absurd to consider.

The immediate priority was to reach the teleportation point as soon as possible.

Within moments, their speed had increased by at least seven times compared to before. What would have taken a day and night now took only three hours. They arrived just as the sky grew dark in an apparently uninhabited wilderness. The air was thin with both qi and negative energy, devoid of any traces of cultivators or ghostly creatures. All that could be seen was a barren stone mountain.

"Did you see an exit here two days ago?" Lin Xuan’s voice echoed through the air, emotionless as he asked.

"Yes, Senior, we couldn’t possibly have made a mistake," Zuo Ge Tianyuan's calm voice replied confidently. "You saw it too, right? It was on that mountain top. The exit lingered there for some time."

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan nodded, feeling a bit relieved as he released his green aura and sped towards the mountain peak.

The journey took only moments, and after circling briefly, they landed atop the mountain.

Though not towering, this mountain had a barren summit, offering no hiding spots. Lin Xuan did not see any signs of an exit.

He was not worried; it might still be too early for the exit to open. Despite the urgency, rushing would not solve anything. Patience was key at times like these.

The Four Friends of Yanshan also looked calm, their mental fortitude evident.

"We'll wait here a while and see what happens," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Agreed, I too think that’s best."

Huang Tingzong agreed respectfully. They had faced many challenges on this journey—ghostly creatures, sea monsters, and strange beasts—but none of it had been particularly dangerous. Lin Xuan's performance was far more impressive than expected.

Even if the opponent’s cultivation level was lower and easily defeated, they had encountered a late-stage Linghe妖族. Their levels were comparable to Lin Xuan's.

The Four Friends of Yanshan had initially been wary, their hearts in their throats. Such battles would inevitably be grueling, especially with such a significant difference in cultivation levels. Even if they wanted to help, it was futile.

After all, they couldn’t fight back. If they were drawn into the conflict, they would have been lucky not to perish.

The Four Friends of Yanshan’s hearts raced, but what happened next left them stunned.

It seemed like a one-sided battle!

In just a few moments, Lin Xuan had thoroughly defeated that妖族, leaving no trace behind. The defeat was total and final.

The Four Friends of Yanshan were once again taken aback, almost thinking Lin Xuan was an old dianxian期 monster still playing the fool.

Lin Xuan couldn’t explain it either; such misunderstandings were hard to clarify. Although he wasn't a true dianxian期, his strength would match that of any old monster. From this perspective, their misunderstanding wasn’t entirely wrong.

Arriving at the destination, they saw no sign of an exit. There was nothing else to do but wait.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before looking towards Zuo Ge Fairy.

If he hadn't misjudged, she too possessed sound transmission skills.

What connection did she have with Qinxin?

This had been troubling him.

Most cultivators would lose their composure by now, but Lin Xuan knew that matters of urgency came first. The immediate priority was to leave this dangerous place; other concerns could wait.

"Zuo Ge Fairy, I have something to ask you. Would you come over?" Lin Xuan said confidently.

The Four Friends of Yanshan were surprised, and Zuo Ge Fairy’s face showed shock. She didn’t understand what Lin Xuan wanted to discuss with her privately.

"That, Senior, Third Sister has a speech impediment," Yu Miaorong nervously explained.

"Don't worry, I won’t harm you. There are some questions I need to ask. You can help me with that. As for the speech impediment, we’re both cultivators; even if we can’t speak, there must be other ways to convey information."

Lin Xuan’s words were calm and without malice. His companions couldn’t argue against him. Zuo Ge nodded in agreement.

"Alright, let's go then."

Before they could say anything else, Lin Xuan’s green aura flared as he flew towards the distance. Zuo Ge followed quickly, her body wrapped in a misty aura.

Soon, both of them were flying for several miles. Their spiritual sense could detect each other, but their eyes couldn’t see clearly.

The Four Friends of Yanshan exchanged glances, worry etched on their faces.

"Big Brother, what do you think Senior Lin will discuss with Third Sister? Will she be in danger?" Yu Miaorong’s face was filled with concern. She truly didn't want to see a late-stage cultivator acting so immaturely, her emotions clearly visible.

"Don’t worry, Senior Lin won’t harm Third Sister," Huang Tingzong said more calmly.

"Big Brother, are you sure?"

"Of course." Another voice echoed as Zuo Ge Tianyuan interjected. "Fourth Brother, your worries are unfounded. To be honest, if Senior Lin truly wanted to harm us, his strength alone would make it impossible for the four of us to resist. There’s no need for such a show. I believe he just has some questions for Third Sister."

Huang Tingzong nodded in agreement, though still suspicious.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan and Zuo Ge Fairy had flown nearly a hundred miles within moments. Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense, covering several thousand miles with no other cultivators or ghostly creatures in sight.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he cast a soundproof barrier around them.

Zuo Ge Fairy raised her eyebrows, curious about what Lin Xuan wanted to ask. She too was unsure why he suddenly thought of seeking advice.

"Since you have a speech impediment, but I believe using spiritual sense transmission should be fine. Do you object?" Lin Xuan wasn’t domineering; despite his superior strength, he still used a consultative tone.
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A group of tech guys looked at the product they had spent months working on late into the night, which now had users who accepted their intrusive methods for acquiring new ones. They felt a bit anxious about it.

This was the topic Wei Yuenian wanted to avoid most, but facing Shang Wanzhou's straightforward gaze, she let out a light sigh.

Tears welled up in her eyes; Zhiyi didn't want Xu Zejun to see and comfort her at such a time. As he paused, the Iron Forest soldiers saw their chance and rushed forward.

"Look at his face! Really, what good word is 'playboy'?" Zhiyi blurted out as if she had found an outlet for her emotions.

Cao Xiaoxiao was so angry with Lin Zhengyang's sarcastic smile that she wanted to slap him. But she had to hold back.

"How do you know!" Nanxing pulled the person away, his eyes filled with a dangerous signal.

Lan Yu understood and tiptoed to the door, peeking out before raising her voice.

She held up her phone in front of him, her cold face suddenly breaking into a sardonic smile. Her angular face leaned close to the screen, magnified, scrutinizing it from every angle with satisfaction.

She squinted, following Xu Zejun's movements as the setting sun cast its glow behind him, serving as his backdrop.

Jian Xiyan shook her head and turned away, facing the opposite direction. The night's passion was vivid in her mind, causing her body to ache, but compared to her heartache, it was negligible.

Her voice was sultry with allure, complemented by her charming appearance and curvaceous figure, making it difficult for any man to refuse.

With his wish fulfilled of purchasing a five-color ginseng from the past millennium, Tian Dan Sect's sect leader couldn't stop smiling.

The rain had been falling all night, filling the air with moisture. Pink roses bloomed on the cabinet, their fragrance unusually rich and strong. Crystal dew clung to the stamens like tears.

Ice crystals encased the two cultivators, unbreakable. Chu Sheng's hand extended, his chaotic spiritual soul domain enveloping them, strangely penetrating the ice and摘下两个修士手指上的“空间戒指”。

Chu Xiaotian was not willing to stay here any longer; losing face wasn't enough. Huang Xuanling always gave him a very dangerous feeling, as if he would perish with just one thought from Huang Xuanling. This feeling was both terrifying and something he disliked.

Peng Hongyu was taken aback, his eyes filled with confusion. After a moment, he shook his head firmly and said.

Love comes in many forms—there's instant attraction or it develops over time. Both Duan Linfeng and Qiu Yue are good people; they will definitely find love.

"Stop!" Just as Shiyi dodged three consecutive kicks from Dong Cheng, unable to avoid them, a loud shout rang out. The voice was powerful and resounding, indicating that an enemy general had arrived.

Last night, when he heard Huang Xuanling wanted to choose another location for the Huang Family Fortress, Huang Xuanpu's four brothers came early to his courtyard.

He didn't want to waste this time, so he split a strand of divine consciousness to control it as it continued to extend. The rest of his divine consciousness went back to studying sword-casting flight techniques.

Their eyes showed reluctance, their hearts unwilling, but that was the result of strength. That overwhelming pressure made them unable to resist even if they used all their cultivation.
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Chapter 1887: Heavenly Sound Palace

紫萱仙子 nodded. Since Lin Xuan had brought her to this place, she would naturally follow his instructions.

Seeing such cooperation from the other party, satisfaction spread across Lin Xuan's face as he raised both hands and cast several spells in succession. Then, closing his eyes, a faint five-element light began to flow around their bodies.

Their physical forms remained motionless, appearing as if they were sleeping. However, this was merely an illusion; despite her speech impediment, the sound of her voice was surprisingly melodious. Her spirit had already left its body.

Note that it is the spirit, not the soul embryo. This subtle difference represents entirely different things.

This was a space of nothingness, surrounded by murky fog, as if everything were in its primordial state. Yet, two figures stood apart from each other, one male and one female, both around twenty years old—Lin Xuan and Purple Orchid Fairy.

At first glance, they seemed no different from their usual selves, but what appeared here was merely their spirits.

"Senior, what questions do you wish to ask me?" Purple Orchid's lips slightly parted. Her speech impediment was now irrelevant; her voice was unexpectedly enchanting.

"Could the fairy recognize someone named Ouyang Qinxin?" Lin Xuan's calm yet tense voice echoed in his mind.

"Ouyang Qinxin?" Purple Orchid's delicate brows furrowed as she lowered her head slightly. However, her eyes showed a look of confusion. After a moment, she shook her head: "Qinxin? Which Qinxin? Senior, I apologize; this name is new to me, and I have never met her."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not show too much disappointment. Instead, he calmly continued: "Perhaps she changed her name for some reason. That's uncertain..."

Lin Xuan then described Ouyang Qinxin in detail as time passed. His expression gradually softened with a hint of tenderness.

Undeniably, Lin Xuan’s most beloved woman was Mo'er; however, his feelings for Yuanyuan and Qinxin were genuine too. The sudden news about Qinxin undoubtedly stirred deep emotions within him.

Yet, despite his efforts to hide his emotions, some traces inevitably slipped through.

Unfortunately, Purple Orchid shook her head again with a look of regret: "I'm sorry, Senior. I have never met the fellow cultivator you mentioned."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he asked, "Where did the fairy learn her sound cultivation techniques?"

"Sound cultivation techniques?" Purple Orchid was taken aback, seemingly surprised by this question. Why would it be related to her cultivation methods?

However, she quickly recovered and appeared enlightened: "Senior, you are questioning whether Ouyang cultivator has a connection with Heavenly Sound Palace? Could it be that she shares some similarities in her abilities?"

"Heavenly Sound Palace?"

Lin Xuan frowned. He had been in the Spirit Realm for so long; even small sects in the Eastern Sea were familiar to him, but he had never heard of Heavenly Sound Palace. Was it powerful?

Seeing Lin Xuan's confusion, Purple Orchid sighed, her eyes showing a struggle before quickly resolving into determination: "It seems you have no knowledge of Heavenly Sound Palace. I am indeed curious about how you met the fellow cultivator who learned sound cultivation techniques. Could it be that she had a similar experience to mine? Well, if not for your help, Purple Orchid would long since have perished. Great favors are never spoken of in return. I will tell you a secret; even my brothers do not know."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. Was there something significant behind the sound cultivation techniques: "Please speak, rest assured, Lin Xuan is no gossiper. Whatever you say, I will keep to myself and never reveal it to anyone else."

Hearing this, Purple Orchid relaxed; Lin Xuan was indeed thoughtful for her sake. Otherwise, she would have hesitated before speaking.

After all, the gap in their strength was obvious, and disrespecting a senior was a grave offense in the cultivation world.

"Actually, Purple Orchid is not a native cultivator of the Eastern Sea."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan, though expecting some part of it, still showed surprise: "Fairy, are you from another plane?"

Purple Orchid nodded. "Indeed, I am a cultivator from another plane. By chance, I broke through the barriers and arrived in the Eastern Sea."

"May I ask which plane you come from?"

"Pardon my formality, since I have started speaking, there is no need for reservation. I naturally come from the Heavenly Sound Plane."

"Heavenly Sound Plane!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. She had just mentioned the Heavenly Sound Palace, clearly a powerful sect named after its plane. Such naming was rare in the Spirit Realm.

For instance, the Great Cold Immortal lived on the Great Cold Plane, and the Nine-tailed Sky Fox Empress ruled over the Azure Ridge Kingdom.

Then there was the Cauldron Dragon Plane.

This was due to the presence of the renowned Cauldron Dragon True Man.

Although the Cauldron Dragon True Man could not compare with the existence of scattered immortals or demon kings, he still possessed terrifying power at the Tribulation Transcending stage. His reputation as the Spirit Realm's most prestigious young master was well-known throughout the world.

Could Heavenly Sound Palace be on par with such an entity?

Lin Xuan's expression showed a hint of shock. After all, while hiding emotions was not absolute, it depended on the situation.

Seeing Lin Xuan's reaction, Purple Orchid sighed in relief; if he understood the meaning behind "Heavenly Sound Plane," explaining would be easier.

"Indeed, unlike the Eastern Sea, Heavenly Sound Plane is one of the top few planes in the Spirit Realm. In terms of area, cultivator strength, resources, and excellent spirit veins, it far surpasses the Eastern Sea. Moreover, this plane has fewer factions; although many sects exist, they all rely on Heavenly Sound Palace for support—de facto vassals."

"The supreme elder of Heavenly Sound Palace is the Heavenly Sound Fairy, a cultivator who has lived for over a million years and participated in major battles against Yin司界 and the Demon Realm. Countless demon kings and yin司 creatures have fallen at her hands. And sound cultivation techniques are precisely the unique power of the Heavenly Sound Fairy..." Purple Orchid's soft voice echoed with reverence and envy.
第一千八百八十八章 音波功的缘由

Chapter 1888 - The Reason Behind the Sound Wave Technique

To ordinary people, cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending Stage were nothing but legends. They were just one step away from becoming immortals. Even if they couldn't pass through their final Nine Great Heavens Tribulation, their longevity was still astonishing, living for millions of years without any issue.

Such existences in the Spirit Realm were few and far between. Though not as rare as a single finger could count, they were still extremely scarce, mostly ancient cultivators who had lived for countless ages.

Each one was powerful and mysterious.

They could be considered role models for all cultivators; who wouldn't wish to reach the Tribulation Transcending Stage?

However, Lin Xuan's heart was filled with great doubt as he spoke aloud: "Friend, you say that the Sound Wave Technique is a unique secret art of Fairy Tianyin. Then how did you come by it? Moreover, from your tone, it seems like not just one or two people have practiced this technique, but countless versions exist, spreading far and wide."

It was no wonder Lin Xuan had such doubts. After all, the cultivation techniques of Tribulation Transcending cultivators were without exception top-grade!

No, that wasn't enough to describe them; they should be considered treasures among top-grade techniques. Their value was not inferior to elixirs and magical artifacts, perhaps even surpassing them. Such items would only be taught with some reservation by masters to their disciples. How could such things spread widely?

"Senior's words are correct. There is a reason for this. The Sound Wave Technique indeed has boundless wonders, but what's precious is the techniques above the Profound Concealment Stage. The rest have been passed down extensively in the Realm of Heavenly Sounds, where even sects and families can obtain them. Moreover, after improvements, countless versions have emerged, with some even spreading to the lower realms..." Purple Orchid Immortal's voice entered his ears. This explanation was indeed detailed.

"Then I see."

Lin Xuan nodded, showing disappointment on his face. At this point, he had already guessed the reason behind it. He remembered that Zhenxin once mentioned that her Sound Wave Technique seemed to have some connection with the upper realms. It appeared she wasn't lying; it should be brought down from the ancient times by Spirit Realm cultivators.

He originally thought that a fortunate chance would bring him news of Zhenxin, but now he realized the truth was far different.

Lin Xuan sighed, feeling empty after his hopes were dashed.

However, he then asked another question that concerned him greatly: "Immortal, can you tell me how you crossed realms to arrive here?"

If his guess was correct, the entire Eastern Sea cultivation world would soon be in chaos. This time's scale far exceeded the turmoil of the Three Tribes; the whole Eastern Sea would be involved, and the Nine Immortal Palace-controlled seas were no longer a place beyond worldly troubles.

Such results were certainly not what Lin Xuan wanted to see. However, with his current strength, he had no power to change anything.

So, he needed to find ways to protect himself next. The safest method was to leave this place.

After all, there were many small interfaces in the Spirit Realm; the Eastern Sea was just unlucky and had become a fuse for those evil spirits. Other realms remained safe.

However, with his current strength, he couldn't overcome the realm barrier at all. How to leave was a difficult problem. Since Purple Orchid Immortal came from another place, could her experience offer any借鉴?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's face showed some hope. The young girl before him sighed: "Senior, I'm sorry, but I can't help you. I arrived here by accident. During my adventure, I encountered a spatial rift and was sucked inside."

"Then I see."

Lin Xuan nodded without saying more. He trusted his ability to discern truth from falsehood.

He fell into silence.

After some time, Purple Orchid Immortal couldn't hold back and spoke: "Senior, do you have any other questions? As long as I know the answer, I won't hide anything."

"None."

Lin Xuan shook his head, showing a touch of desolation on his face. He had struggled for so long but gained no useful information. However, it was fate's will; sulking wouldn't help.

"We should return."

Since talking more would be futile, Lin Xuan didn't want to linger here any longer. They could consider other small realms later. The matter at hand was to leave this mysterious island like a cage as soon as possible.

With these thoughts, everything around him began to blur. Lin Xuan withdrew his spell and returned to his body with Purple Orchid Immortal's spirit. The surrounding spiritual light dimmed, and he flew back along the same path.

Purple Orchid Immortal didn't hesitate either; her figure shimmered into a dazzling streak of light.

The hundred or so miles were quickly covered.

Seeing them return, Huang Tingzong, Yu Miaorong, and Zhu Tianyuan all breathed a sigh of relief. Although Lin Xuan wouldn't harm Purple Orchid Immortal for the sake of reason and emotion, matters in the cultivation world could be unpredictable. Even if they had no concerns, it was still a comfort.

They kept their emotions hidden on the surface and didn't ask what they did. If they could speak, Lin Xuan would have avoided them; opening up now would only bring trouble upon himself.

Lin Xuan took out a gourd and drank some spiritual wine to keep his energy充沛. The exit remained invisible, but rushing wouldn't help either. Where should he look for the exit next? Waiting here was better than leaving.

An hour passed, and the surroundings were still silent.

Two hours later, Lin Xuan released his divine sense, covering several thousand miles in all directions, yet there was no sign of movement.

His face turned slightly gloomy, and the Four Friends of Yanshan exchanged glances.

"Senior, two days ago, we really did see a teleportation point here..." Huang Tingzong's expression was extremely anxious as he spoke cautiously.

"I know."

Lin Xuan didn't doubt their lies; it would be meaningless. Hurting others wouldn't benefit him either, unless they wanted to die here. Clearly, that was impossible.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan decided to wait.

Time slowly passed.

It was now deep into the night, with even the fiery clouds in the sky hidden from sight; it was pitch black.

Lin Xuan had been sitting cross-legged on a large stone when he suddenly seemed to sense something and slowly opened his eyes. The action was small, but the Four Friends of Yanshan felt it too.

"Senior, what's wrong?"

Huang Tingzong spoke nervously.

Though they couldn't match Lin Xuan in terms of composure, they were far from him.

After waiting for a long time, their hearts were tense. After all, Lin Xuan's description of evil spirits and ghosts had genuinely frightened them.

"Let's go."

Lin Xuan didn't say more; he transformed into a streak of light and quickly flew towards the night sky.
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第一千八百八十九章 林轩的空间神通

Chapter 1889: Lin Xuan's Spatial Divine Power

The four individuals stood in silence, exchanging glances before following without hesitation.

They weren't fools; the situation had clearly changed. The teleportation point was moving within a certain range and appearing at different locations each time—had Senior Lin discovered something? Overjoyed, they didn’t dare to slack off as their遁光 (flying light) raced like lightning, pushing them to their maximum speed.

They moved swiftly, like meteors chasing the moon. In just a short while, they had flown several thousand miles. The surroundings remained desolate, with similar scenery all around.

Lin Xuan slowed his flying light and stopped.

After a moment, the Four Friends of Yanshan arrived as well. They didn’t catch their breath; instead, they lifted their heads to scan the area, then each showed signs of excitement.

Just ten paces ahead, the space was originally dark, but upon closer inspection, it differed from its surroundings. A faint spatial波动 (disturbance) could be sensed there.

It was indeed a spatial disturbance—there was no mistake about that. Just as throwing a stone into water creates ripples, these waves spread outwards, signaling the imminent appearance of an exit.

All five sighed with relief. The long wait had been agonizing, but they would soon leave this place.

Their attention turned to the source of the disturbances.

However, as time passed, the teleportation point didn’t activate. The spatial波动 seemed sealed off by something, and its intensity was continuously weakening in cycles.

The expressions on everyone’s faces grew grim.

In the minds of the Four Friends of Yanshan, a bad omen emerged.

Could it be…

Senior Lin had mentioned that other teleportation points had vanished. This situation wasn’t an instant occurrence but rather part of a gradual process.

Just as they exchanged glances, a thunderous sound echoed from afar. The noise was so loud that words couldn’t describe its magnitude; the entire sky turned pale and the ground trembled violently.

A sharp scream pierced their ears. Lin Xuan remained calm, but the Four Friends of Yanshan nearly lost balance mid-air in shock. They quickly activated their protective membranes.

A dark beam of light appeared before them, far away, appearing as a faint shadow. Its direction was towards where Lin Xuan had encountered the yin spirit fissure. Considering its distance, this was terrifying.

The other party had said that they wanted to conquer the entire interface, serving as a catalyst for interdimensional warfare. Although the East Sea was weak, it couldn’t be conquered by just eight or nine玄期 (spirit realm) beings leading a group of wandering ghosts and spirits.

They were merely vanguards. This thought made Lin Xuan shudder.

How would that group of sea creatures fare? Apart from two powerful玄期 (spirit realm) beings who had a chance to escape, the others’ chances of survival were bleak unless they possessed some hidden secret techniques like his own.

As he pondered, the entire island might be searched and cleansed by yin spirits. Regardless of whether one was human or sea creature, those unable to escape would inevitably face their demise.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim as he decided there was no other choice. While this approach lacked certainty, it was better than waiting passively for death.

He raised his hand, and the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared in his palm, its surface shimmering with a striking radiance.

"Quickly!"

With a finger strike, four different-colored琉璃 (crystal) shards emerged, transforming into a dozen or so one-foot-long dragons. The surrounding yin winds rushed towards them furiously.

However, the dragon’s size didn’t increase; instead, it seemed more violent and arrogant than before.

The Four Friends of Yanshan watched in confusion, unsure what Lin Xuan intended. They couldn’t help but feel hesitant to interfere or speak out.

But their eyes held hope—after all, Lin Xuan had created many miracles just now. He was their main source of confidence; their fate rested on him.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned tense as he raised his right hand and forcefully struck downwards.

The dragon suddenly surged forward, then lunged towards the spatial disturbance.

Blue light flickered, creating an unbelievable scene. The space twisted, torn apart by coldness, seemingly shattering.

"What…?"

The Four Friends of Yanshan were shocked. They knew Lin Xuan was powerful but not to this extent; their eyes turned into expressions of awe. As they say, one who hasn’t seen a pig running can only imagine it—was that spatial technique?

Their admiration was indescribable. Everyone understood the difficulty of spatial divine power—it was among the most mysterious and powerful spells.

Impressive.

Hope blossomed in their hearts as Lin Xuan didn’t disappoint them. Or perhaps, he wouldn’t miss this opportunity. The island had become a cage; Lin Xuan wasn’t willing to die at the hands of yin spirits and ghosts.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand again, revealing an ancient-looking spear in his palm. He infused mana into it, its surface covered with intricate patterns as if something was brought back to life. Ancient symbols appeared, and Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate; he needed to unleash all the power of this treasure to create a new vitality.

Those were beast texts, increasing in number. Suddenly, they formed a circle, revealing an eerie and ingenious array before him.

A smile crossed Lin Xuan’s face as he raised his right hand again, swinging the spear down forcefully.

A crescent-shaped light blade appeared in his vision.

Compared to previous attacks, it was incomparable; for within this blade lay tiny spatial arrays. They contained formidable mana—or rules.

Although just a trace, they were indeed from the spatial realm.

The attack struck the unstable void with a缓实急 (slowly fast) motion, following the Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Sizzle…

Space shattered visibly before their eyes as a half-foot-long spatial gap appeared. Lin Xuan was elated, his right hand swinging repeatedly, creating more light waves while focusing on infusing mana into the Illusory Heavenly Fire.

The fate of this battle hung in the balance.

Finally, the sizzling sound grew louder as the fissure expanded rapidly within moments, reaching a diameter of several feet.

However, it remained dark and bottomless, with an unknown pressure emanating from inside.

The teleportation point had opened, but in such a manner that it was highly unstable. Entering would involve some risk.

But Lin Xuan hesitated little; staying here meant certain death.

There were always ways out when taking risks. Everyone understood the choices at hand.
第一千八百九十章 不到黄河心不死

Chapter 1890: Not Seeing the Yellow River, One's Will Does Not Die

"Companions in cultivation, have you all made your minds up?" Lin Xuan looked towards the distance with a slow and steady voice.

"Of course not. We'll face our fates, no matter what," Master Tiantian Yuan sighed. The others had no intention of retreating either.

If they still harbored doubts about yin souls after hearing Lin Xuan's recounting, their fears were dispelled by the sudden crisis that followed.

They would surely die if they stayed here; thus, entering the spatial rift was their only choice.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He had indeed made the right judgment. Though these four individuals were different from each other, none of them were cowards.

"Let fate take its course for us all," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "There's no need to worry about that. These spatial rifts are short-range at best. Even if there is danger, I have confidence in making it through safely. Let me escort you."

"Senior, are you serious?"

The four of them were overjoyed and felt even more grateful towards Lin Xuan.

"Why would lying to you be meaningful? You saved my life, so this is just a small favor," Lin Xuan said with a nod.

Soon after, the five of them released their divine senses to determine their location. Yellow Court Sect率先抬起头，脸上露出惊喜之色，向前飞去。林轩一愣，燕山四友中的其他三人也有些茫然，但对方这么做肯定有原因，四人也不急着询问什么，浑身青芒一起，随后跟了上去。

茶盏的时间很快过去，一座小岛出现在他们视线中，灵气稀薄，却有一个凡人的村落，大约几百人左右。

林轩略感惊讶。这样的地方居然还能有凡人存活。

不过稍作思索后也就释然了。虽然三族凶恶，但一般修仙者的争斗很少牵连到凡人。作为能够移山填海的修仙者，除非心里有问题，否则欺负凡人没有意义。

五人并没有隐藏行迹，那些凡人见状大惊失色，又是茫然又是欢喜，还透着畏惧之色，忙扶老携幼地向他们行礼。

"Brother, did you come here before?" Fish Miaorong curiously asked.

"Not just once. I was a cultivator from this small fishing village," Yellow Court Sect said with a touch of sadness.

"What? !"

Even Lin Xuan was surprised by the answer. The other three were equally stunned. Though the four from Yan Mountain had similar interests, they only knew each other for about a century before that. Each had their own lives and wouldn't share them unless willing to do so.

Yellow Court Sect being a cultivator who came out of this village seemed too coincidental.

While the others were shocked, Lin Xuan was the first to recover. He looked pleased. "Since this is your friend's hometown, you must know our location here."

"Senior, that's correct. I am well aware. The place we are in is only a few days' journey from Red Leaf Sea. If Senior has a map of the sea, I can mark it for you," Yellow Court Sect said.

"Thank you, senior."

"Why be so polite? Your life was saved by me. This small favor is not worth mentioning."

Lin Xuan nodded and continued with casual conversation. He reached into his waistband and pulled out a jade瞳简, which contained maps of the Red Leaf Sea as well as nearby seas.

Yellow Court Sect accepted it without hesitation and soon finished checking its contents before respectfully returning it to Lin Xuan.

"Thank you, senior."

Lin Xuan sighed: "I have already told you about the yin souls. What do you plan to do in the future?"

"I don't know."

"You don't know?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"That's right. As Senior said, those yin souls are traitors from the Yin Realm, seeking to ignite a war between the realms and attack all of the Eastern Sea. This is different from what happened within the three tribes; we can't find any safe haven unless we leave this plane," Yellow Court Sect said with a bitter smile.

"Indeed, but staying away will be safer in the long run." Lin Xuan's expression was equally gloomy. The current crisis truly made him feel helpless: "Those yin souls may come in strong numbers, but there are many cultivators in the Eastern Sea. They might not have enough strength to fight back."

"Especially if they have a Presence Dividing Realm existence," Master Tiantian Yuan's voice echoed.

"Senior Lin, brothers, discussing this is pointless. The most urgent thing now is to leave here as quickly as possible. As the saying goes, let the tallest person bear the weight when the sky falls. Even if the enemy can conquer this realm, it won't happen in a short time. Staying here might lead to yin souls escaping that island," Fish Miaorong said anxiously.

"Brother Three is right." Yellow Court Sect nodded. "Senior, do you have any plans? If we leave together, it will be safer."

"I can't stay. I need to go back to Red Leaf Island once more," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"What?" The four were stunned.

"Senior, did you hear that correctly? At a time like this, why are you going back to the Red Leaf Island?"

"Yes, remember that both the Human and Beast Islands are major strongholds for humans and sea creatures in this area. After those yin souls appeared, they will surely be the first targets," Fish Miaorong said in shock.

"Correct. Whether or not these yin souls can conquer the Eastern Sea is uncertain, but taking over Red Leaf Island and the Human Beast Island would be a mere formality. Senior, you just escaped danger; why put yourself back into it?" Master Tiantian Yuan also spoke up to dissuade him.

Purple Orchid Fairy couldn't speak, but her worried and confused expression was evident.

"Companions, don't worry. I have absolute confidence in what I'm doing. I indeed have something important that requires my return to the Red Leaf Island. The danger is known to me, but I can avoid it," Lin Xuan said with a smile, showing complete confidence.

The four exchanged glances; they weren't stupid and could see that his expression meant no persuasion would work!

"Senior, take care. We won't follow you."

"You don't need to accompany me on this risky journey. Where do you plan to go in the future?"

"We haven't planned anything yet, but I intend to transfer all the villagers here as well since they have a deep connection with me," Yellow Court Sect said.

Lin Xuan understood what Yellow Court Sect meant. The yin souls' invasion was different from that of the three tribes; they would kill everyone without discrimination.

"Alright, take care. If we are lucky, we might meet again."

"Yes, senior, you should also take care. Your life is a debt I and my siblings will always remember. We won't let our gratitude go unexpressed. We don't want to die either; one day, we hope to repay your kindness," Yellow Court Sect said.

"Haha, your words are right. You must live."

Lin Xuan's laughter echoed as he suddenly became radiant and flew towards the Red Leaf Island.

He flashed a few times before disappearing into the horizon.

Lin Xuan had his own reasons for doing this. He could say it was "not seeing the Yellow River, one's will does not die," or that he was bold because of his skills. He still didn't want to give up on the secrets of Red Leaf Island. Even though the yin souls' attack was dangerous, Lin Xuan believed the island wouldn't fall easily; perhaps he could use it as a decoy.

In any case, he wanted to try. If there were no opportunities, he would abandon them later. Lin Xuan understood that one should seize every opportunity.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan carefully concealed his tracks while flying at incredible speed.
第一千八百九十二章 大战老魔

Is it you?

Toxin Dragon Ancestor was taken aback. His expression became extremely strange, with a sinister and cruel look on his face: "Boy Lin, did you actually dare to stand here? Didn't you just want to brazenly attack me earlier?"

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke. With the situation as it is, denying it would be meaningless: "I did indeed think about that just now. Unfortunately, I'm not so lucky this time, and there's no chance for me."

"Hmph. Even if you succeeded in ambushing me, what could you do? Just a lowly Separation Realm cultivator like you trying to trouble an old man—what a joke," Toxin Dragon Ancestor said coldly.

He indeed had the right to say that.

The gap between great realms couldn't be easily bridged. While it might be possible for someone to challenge across levels, most people saw it as just a distant legend.

Toxin Dragon Ancestor hadn't even considered such a possibility.

In his rage and shock, he shook his body, and a dark aura began to seep out from his surface. His complexion grew paler. He extended his remaining right hand, curling his index finger and thumb together before pointing them forward.

"Pop."

A light sound echoed in the air as the dark aura started swirling, forming a black vortex that seemed bottomless. A monstrous demon snake appeared within it.

The demon snake was over ten feet long with three heads, wings on its back, and an intimidating presence that rivaled even a dragon's.

This wasn't just some ordinary secret technique!

But Lin Xuan showed no fear.

Even at his peak, he could handle Toxin Dragon Ancestor. Now that the old man was half crippled, what tricks could he possibly pull?

However, despite this thought, a silver light flashed in the depths of Lin Xuan's eyes. Even an eagle hunting a rabbit still had to use all its strength; after all, his opponent was a Core Profound Realm cultivator. He shouldn't underestimate him.

But as he swept his gaze across it, Lin Xuan's expression became strange.

A tiny figure hovered in the center of the demon snake's head, about an inch tall.

Its features were identical to Toxin Dragon Ancestor's, but composed of a light projection, clearly not an infant spirit but an essence spirit.

This wasn't some secret technique; it was his essence spirit manifestation.

What a cunning old man. If not for his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye with its ability to see through illusions, he would have been almost fooled by this trick.

Even if he lost, it wouldn't be too bad. But he would definitely suffer.

Lin Xuan's face turned dark as night. He was cunning, but so was the old monster.

A hint of gloom flashed across his face as Lin Xuan reached out again and swept his hand over his waist, revealing a bag in his palm.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan raised his hand to summon this treasure, casting a spell at it.

Wu...

A buzzing sound filled the air as the bag opened, releasing milky white corpse aura that soon permeated several miles around. A tall and thin monster could be vaguely heard growling from within.

Could it be...? Toxin Dragon Ancestor's eyes widened in shock, full of confusion. This little guy must have mastered some demon arts and practiced both good and evil. How did he resolve the conflict between them?

There was no time for him to ponder this as the corpse aura was quickly absorbed by the monster within. A terrifying zombie appeared before their eyes.

Its face was withered, long purple hair fluttering in the wind, fangs exposed at its corners, and fingernails a full half-foot long, resembling sharp blades.

"Roar..."

The zombie raised its head, emitting an awe-inspiring roar that shook the heavens. Accompanying it was a磅礴 spiritual pressurethat descended from above. Toxin Dragon Ancestor's eyes widened in shock as he couldn't help but exclaim: "Impossible. You're only at Separation Realm. How can this zombie be Core Profound?"

"Hmm, there are still many things you don't know."

Lin Xuan coldly shouted, his body emitting a bright green aura as he charged towards Toxin Dragon Ancestor. In mid-air, a red staff appeared in his palm, and with a wave, countless staff shadows emerged, covering half the sky before crashing down on his head.

Buddhist chants filled their ears.

"Divine Staff of the Spirit Realm!"

The old monster's face was full of shock as he frantically waved his sleeves to release an oval-shaped treasure. It spun around before forming a protective light barrier around him.

However, Toxin Dragon Ancestor didn't feel any safer. He bit his tongue and spat out a mixture of essence energy and primordial blood towards the shield, which quickly dissolved.

Just as this action ended, Lin Xuan's attack arrived on schedule.

Bang!

The countless staff shadows converged at the last moment into one hundred-foot-long staff shadow that appeared before them, still carrying lightning fire. It descended heavily like a mountain, smashing down on Toxin Dragon Ancestor.

"What...?"

Toxin Dragon Ancestor was shocked but had no more tricks up his sleeve. The sound of shattering echoed as he used all his strength, but the shield couldn't hold and felt like trying to break an egg with a stone. The staff shadow crushed him into powder before continuing its descent onto the sea.

Bang!

A hundred-foot-high wave rose, far more terrifying than any storm. A nearby small island was instantly submerged, fortunately uninhabited so no one was harmed.

The shield being shattered didn't mean Toxin Dragon Ancestor had fallen. Such a powerful old monster still had formidable vitality.

His last attack was dodged, but he used some secret technique to make the situation even worse.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw a sudden surge of demon winds converging in the middle, revealing Toxin Dragon Ancestor.

A shallow stream could play with a shrimp, and a tiger on flat ground could be bullied by dogs. At this moment, Toxin Dragon Ancestor was truly at his last breath. His face wasn't just pale; it was almost like death itself. Not only had he lost much of his energy, but that attack also triggered injuries from days ago, causing his body to collapse.

This wasn't the worst part!

What alarmed him most was how strong the enemy was, far exceeding his initial expectations.

There was a Core Profound Realm corpse in his possession, and its strength wasn't just at Separation Realm. That last strike had more power than an ordinary Core Profound Realm old monster.

"Are you really Lin Xuan?"

Toxin Dragon Ancestor even doubted his judgment now.

"I'll leave that to you."

Lin Xuan's body emitted a green glow as he stepped forward, vanishing without a trace. The old monster saw this and immediately raised his right hand, releasing dozens of lightning orbs from his sleeves. They spun around but didn't explode, instead forming an array to protect him.

"What is this?"

Spatial fluctuations occurred as Lin Xuan appeared beside the old man in shock. Could those lightning orbs be used like that?

Then, something even more astonishing happened.

Puff... Puff...

The lightning orbs shot back and entered his body. Toxin Dragon Ancestor's aura began to surge wildly.

"Is this some secret technique?"

Lin Xuan didn't believe a few dozen lightning orbs could save him. This method must be some demonic art that would only make things worse in the long run.

"I don't care if you're that Lin boy or not. You've humiliated an old man so much, I might as well sacrifice this body and find another one to possess when I return..."

Although his words weren't clear, they confirmed his suspicions.

Lin Xuan wasn't alarmed; the old man's plan was good, but would he fight him?

Dream on!

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan waved his right hand again, releasing countless staff shadows once more. He repeated his previous tactic, smashing down on Toxin Dragon Ancestor's head.

How can you dodge that?

Toxin Dragon Ancestor didn't move or raise any defensive treasures. Instead, a torn-off talisman appeared in his palm.

This talisman was golden-yellow with about a third of it missing. Lin Xuan immediately recognized the difference—it felt inexplicably different.

A small bell was drawn on this talisman.

Talisman treasure!!
第一千八百九十三章 先天灵宝的符宝

Chapter 1893: The Talisman Treasure of an Innate Divine Treasure

Lin Xuan's eyes betrayed a hint of surprise. With his current abilities, this talisman treasure was nothing extraordinary. If he wished, he could even forge it himself.

However, the object before him was different.

It was clearly just a fragment of a talisman, yet as soon as it was taken out, an unusual aura spread around, causing Lin Xuan's heart to race inexplicably.

A bad feeling arose.

Lin Xuan frowned. His combat experience was vast, and he knew this treasure was problematic. But there wasn't enough time to change his tactics now; he could only take a deep breath and pour more magical power into the staff in his hand.

Instantly, the chanting grew louder, and the staff shadows became even more powerful. They then converged towards the center, forming a hundred-meter-long staff shadow that appeared before his eyes.

Similar to the previous attack, but its power had increased by at least twenty percent.

Lightning, fire, and electric arcs emerged simultaneously.

As the Poison Dragon Ancestor was about to be reduced to pulp, another fragment of the talisman ignited with a layer of golden light. Within this glow, there was a bronze bell.

The design was ancient, exuding powerful and mysterious energy.

Next, the bell flashed and fell over his head, protecting the Poison Dragon Ancestor.

In the next moment, Lin Xuan's attack arrived as scheduled.

Bang!

A loud noise echoed in his ears, causing the entire space to tremble violently. The shockwave and gale-force winds flew outwards.

Wherever it passed, waves of destruction surged forth. A nearby small island was completely submerged by seawater. The power of a cultivator capable of moving mountains and turning seas upside down was evident in this strike.

Ordinary玄期 old monsters would find it hard to produce such powerful attacks.

However, Lin Xuan's expression showed no signs of joy.

Because his previous all-out attack had failed to achieve the expected results.

Not only did he fail to break the bell, but not even a single crack appeared on its surface.

Lin Xuan's face darkened considerably.

How could a mere fragment of a talisman be so terrifying? Could it...

Before he could finish his thoughts, the Poison Dragon Ancestor's voice echoed in his ears, filled with arrogance and malice:

"Lin family brat, do you really think you can break through my defenses? Dream on. This talisman is something I obtained from the ruins sea; it’s a talisman made from an innate divine treasure."

"What, an innate divine treasure?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. He wasn't a greenhorn and knew what an innate divine treasure meant. Although they were collectively called divine treasures with their postnatal counterparts, they were fundamentally different in power.

In the spirit realm, there weren’t many known innate divine treasures, and those that existed were mostly held by top-tier cultivators. Their origins remained mysterious, with the most convincing theory being that they came from the Immortal Realm.

Some had attempted to replicate them, but their craftsmanship was so extraordinary that no one in the spirit realm had ever succeeded.

However, this talisman was a different matter.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely grim. He didn't think it was an outright lie because there was no other explanation for such a fragment of a talisman having such terrifying power.

While it made sense that such a treasure shouldn’t be within the Poison Dragon Ancestor’s reach, the situation in the East Sea was unique. The ruins sea had been where scattered immortals and Heavenly Saber King clashed. So leaving behind this fragment of a talisman wasn't impossible.

Despite his shock, Lin Xuan was also relieved.

Fortunately, this talisman's function was defensive. If it were offensive, he would be the one fleeing in panic.

This old monster had quite a good fortune; he managed to escape from that mysterious small island, and this talisman likely played a significant role.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan didn't stop his actions. Since it was only a defensive treasure, its threat to him was much reduced. He wouldn’t give up so easily.

He flicked his sleeve, and the Magic Bond Sword flew out.

Holding it with his hand, silver light shone brightly as magical power flowed in like water.

Then, raising his right hand, he swung it fiercely at the old monster. Silently, a majestic sword aura rose from nowhere, converging to form a creature with the head of a qilin and the body of a horse, with wings on its back and scales that shimmered silver.

Qilin!

From this beast's body, an infinite amount of malevolent energy emanated as it opened its blood-red mouth, roaring fiercely towards its enemy.

The momentum seemed capable of tearing through any defense.

However, the result left Lin Xuan extremely disappointed. The thunder was loud but the rain small; not because the Magic Bond Sword lacked power, but because the talisman's defensive capabilities were too formidable.

Inside the golden bell, the Poison Dragon Ancestor’s aura continued to increase. Even its severed left hand began to regenerate visibly...

Lin Xuan's face turned pale with shock. The thunder pearls actually had such extraordinary effects. Although the old monster admitted that his physical body would have to be abandoned after this battle, it wasn't good news for Lin Xuan.

The Magic Bond Sword was useless too; using Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire or the Hundred Dragon Fangs would yield the same result.

What should he do? Should he leave in disgrace?

Lin Xuan was unwilling. This was a great opportunity to eliminate the Poison Dragon Ancestor, and if he allowed him to reincarnate again, it would be much harder to kill him.

Moreover, with the chaos in the East Sea, no one knew where the old monster might flee.

However, continuing to fight only made the talisman's defense even more troublesome. Without breaking through his defenses, all efforts would be in vain.

Facing this dilemma, Lin Xuan was at a loss for what to do.

Just then, an unexpected change occurred. A dragon-like voice sounded from his waist. Before he could react, a golden light shot out of the须臾 Bag on his waist and flashed before revealing a square-shaped treasure. It was golden-yellow in color with five dragons coiled around its edges and center.

It looked like a jade seal used by secular emperors but was even more magnificent.

Five Dragon Seal!

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned, then his face showed a playful expression.

Last time facing the Poison Dragon Ancestor's avatar, this treasure had also shown great power, almost turning danger into safety. It helped him turn defeat into victory and defeat a formidable enemy.

The reason for the Five Dragon Seal’s surprising transformation last time was that it absorbed a talisman from the demon realm. This time, with an innate divine treasure's talisman, what kind of miraculous effects would it have?

Lin Xuan didn’t know and couldn’t figure out how to use it because its mysteries were too deep.

Nevertheless, he poured all his magical power into it regardless. The Five Dragon Seal’s glow intensified as it was forcefully sent forward.
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Chapter 1894: The Five-Element Seal Reveals Its Power Again

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor paid no heed to it, confident in the defense of his talisman treasures.

Not even a mere Separation Period cultivator could break through this barrier. Even if all six sea-tribe kings were present here, their chances would be uncertain.

This wretched youth had pushed him to such an extent that he was willing to sacrifice his flesh body and kill this young man right here.

After all, if the flesh body was destroyed, it could still recover through possession. He would just retreat and seal himself away for a few hundred years at most. He absolutely couldn't leave behind this heartache.

With such power even in the Late Separation Stage, what would he be like when he advanced to Profound Yin?

He knew his own situation well; this wasn’t boosting the enemy’s morale while lowering his own. It was simply that this young man's growth rate genuinely frightened him.

The crisis must be eradicated at its inception… no, it had long ceased being an initial stage and was now his last chance.

No matter what, he must seize it!

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor had roamed for over ten thousand years, considered a great hero of his time. He still possessed some discernment.

The sound of a deep breath entered his ears as the Five-Element Seal descended upon him. The talisman treasure emitted golden light, with various mysterious runes flying out to form an impenetrable barrier.

Despite his lack of concern, what happened next made his eyes widen in shock.

The Five-Element Seal collided with the barrier but produced no sound. That seemingly unbreakable defense suddenly vanished without a trace.

No… it was even more than that.

All the runes converged like a myriad streams returning to their source and were absorbed into the jade seal.

The process was extremely strange, but it had only just begun.

Next, an ancient bell sounded, followed by the mysterious small bell disintegrating. In its place appeared a golden aura of essence energy.

Vast and filled with mystery, it seemed to contain法则power that was also absorbed by the Five-Element Seal.

"What…?"

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor gaped in disbelief, almost thinking his eyes were playing tricks on him or he hadn’t woken up yet. Everything he saw appeared to be an illusion.

Had he gone mad? That was a先天灵宝!

Well, technically, it should have been a talisman made from a fragment of a先天灵宝.

But that didn’t matter; the grade remained intact.

Describing its power as incomparable wasn't wrong. Logically speaking, there shouldn't be anyone in this world who could easily break through it.

Yet not only was it broken, but it had been shattered to such an extent. The old monster felt a chill. What kind of treasure was the Five-Element Seal?

Just as his thoughts turned, he inexplicably felt pain in his chest, causing his blood and qi to surge.

Opening his mouth, he spat out a mouthful of blood.

Misfortunes never come alone. When the talisman treasures were broken by the Five-Element Seal, that demon python was killed by the Corpse Demon. This wasn’t unusual; a mere soul fragment couldn't stand against an old monster in the Profound Yin stage. The Corpse Demon’s abilities weren’t inferior to those of the Toxic Dragon Ancestor.

Two consecutive bad news reports left the Toxic Dragon Ancestor stunned, though he had experienced many hardships. He could only bear so much before losing his composure.

Lin Xuan was elated at this moment; he didn't think about the Five-Element Seal anymore. He raised his Demon Bond Sword high, and a clear ringing sound echoed as another sword strike descended upon the ground below.

Silent yet majestic, a grand sword energy appeared out of thin air. The qilin’s shadow appeared in his vision, exuding endless ferocity and once again lunging at the Toxic Dragon Ancestor.

"No…"

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor was shocked into silence. By the time he realized what was happening, it was too late. Not only could he not dodge, but he couldn’t even summon a treasure to defend himself. All he could do was activate his protective essence energy shield.

But what use would that be? A spirit shield was just a basic five-element spell. Even if an old monster in the Profound Yin stage cast it, its defensive power was limited. Blocking a strike from the Demon Bond Sword was as futile as dreaming.

The old monster knew this but had no other choice. Being pushed to such a point, he could only make this choice. Whether alive or dead, there was no other way.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air, with faint cries of pain audible. Within a dozen miles, the ferocious qilin swept everything up in its wake. Lin Xuan had intentionally controlled the scale, but the residual shockwave’s power would be unimaginable to ordinary cultivators.

Not far away, that solitary island was no longer submerged by seawater; it was directly blasted into the air.

Dust and stones scattered everywhere as thick white fog enveloped the area, making it impossible to see five feet ahead. This was due to the high temperatures turning vast amounts of seawater into steam.

But it didn’t matter. Ordinary cultivators might be affected by this, but Lin Xuan had cultivated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

Silver light flashed in his eyes as everything became clear before him.

A streak of light entered his vision.

Though faint, Lin Xuan could see clearly. Trying to escape was too naive.

Raising his right hand, a large expanse of light rushed out from his sleeve, moving at lightning speed and arriving in front of the opponent first.

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor’s face showed intense fear as he had received a blow from the Demon Bond Sword. However, only his flesh body was destroyed; his essence core still existed. This result was deliberately arranged by Lin Xuan.

Otherwise, under those circumstances, killing the old monster would have been difficult but not impossible.

A spatial fluctuation occurred as the light condensed in the center. A few dozen feet long, a greenish hand appeared before him, moving swiftly to grab downward.

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor’s expression was extremely ugly; he was at his last breath. His essence energy wasn’t nearly depleted; it had completely vanished.

Yes, it had completely vanished.

At this moment, the Toxic Dragon Ancestor's essence core floated in mid-air, barely hanging on by a thread. He never imagined falling into such a dire situation.

The only appropriate description was tragic. Facing Lin Xuan’s attack, he couldn’t possibly dodge; he was directly grabbed by that light hand and held in its palm.

Many feared death, but the Toxic Dragon Ancestor, despite being an old hero, lacked the courage to burn his boats. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have ended up in this predicament.

Whether fortune or misfortune, the Toxic Dragon Ancestor didn’t know. As long as there was a chance for survival, he wouldn't miss it. Thus, Lin Xuan was surprised by his actions below.

When that streak of light returned, before Lin Xuan could speak or extract his soul, this fellow had already "plop" kneeled down with a servile expression, treating dignity as nothing: "Senior, spare my life! Please be merciful to your juniors. I admit I offended you, but please overlook me like an adult would overlook a child's mistake and let junior go."
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With Lin Xuan's composure, he couldn't help but secretly marvel. He had seen many fear-of-death cultivators before, but one who was so utterly terrified was truly a sight to behold.

Setting aside their current power levels, it was unprecedented for an Immortal of the Separation Stage to be called a senior by someone at the Core Formation Realm.

"Why should I let you go? If not for my good fortune and longevity, I would have already been killed by your hands," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Yes, that's because junior is blind and foolish. It was my mistake."

Theinfant spirits (yīng líng) continued to apologize while repeatedly bowing: "Since the grave error has been committed, regret comes too late. But I am willing to compensate you."

"Compensate me?" Lin Xuan’s expression changed.

"Yes, as long as Senior spares me, junior is willing to serve you for life and be your slave, ready to obey your every command. Though my strength is low, at least I'm at the Core Formation Realm. Even guarding the dōng fǔ (dōng-fǔ) would be of great use to you."

"Humph," Lin Xuan agreed that this was correct, but both knew that even if he were to serve him, it would only be out of necessity. Since it wasn't from genuine loyalty, there could be no talk of faithfulness. He had no interest in keeping a foe by his side; who knew when such a person might turn against him.

A Core Formation Realm slave was indeed advantageous, but the risk of backlash couldn’t be ignored.

"Senior, don't say that. Serving as a slave is not something anyone would willingly do, but junior wishes to live and has no other choice. If you are still uneasy, you can place multiple restraints on me. In this way, my life will be entirely in your hands; how could I dare resist? Look, I am just a greedy coward who will never rebel as long as he lives."

Lin Xuan was speechless. Such an extreme fear of death counted as a talent.

The old monster's recognition had some merit given his situation, but Lin Xuan didn't believe that this was genuine loyalty. The old monster’s fear of death might be a blessing in disguise, but it could also be a ruse to protect himself once he got the chance.

This was clear to Lin Xuan.

But what did it matter? He had no qualms about being deceitful; after all, he held the upper hand now. If this old monster dared to serve him as a slave, why couldn't he accept such an offer?

Perhaps keeping the old dragon alive on Red Leaf Island would prove useful.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced but his expression remained unchanged. He flicked his sleeves and a black wooden token flew out.

The old dragon cooperated willingly, offering one soul and one essence.

But Lin Xuan didn’t let him go; he added several restraints in addition to the Soul Sealing Technique.

The old dragon stared in disbelief as Lin Xuan was even more cunning than expected. A hint of resentment flashed in his eyes but quickly disappeared.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and several jade bottles flew out.

The old dragon hesitated for a moment before lifting his hand to shrink the bottles and hold them.

"These contain some medicinal pills that can help you recover your essence energy. Rest now and answer my questions," Lin Xuan said coldly. He wasn’t being kind; this old monster still had some value.

Lin Xuan didn’t truly need this slave, but using him for a while was quite beneficial.

The old dragon listened without suspicion. It made no sense to poison him now. He opened the bottle and his face lit up with joy.

One of the bottles contained half a vial of liquid that seemed to contain astonishing essence energy.

"Is… is this a diluted substance from a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk?" The old dragon was stunned. Such an instant power replenishment was something any cultivator would dream of, and even in diluted form, it was extremely rare.

But the shock was only beginning. Several other medicinal pills were also extraordinary, though they couldn’t fully restore his cultivation, they could still recover about thirty to forty percent of his essence energy in a short time.

"Thank you, my lord. I will swear loyalty to you."

The old dragon expressed great gratitude, but these words were undoubtedly fake.

"Do not be so formal. Recover your essence energy quickly; I have more questions for you," Lin Xuan said with a smile. His prediction was correct; the old monster, though at the Core Formation Realm, was indeed unfamiliar with yàoxìng (poisoning), failing to see through his scheme.

The items Lin Xuan gave him, aside from half a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in the vial, were all meant to temporarily boost his essence energy. They were like drinking poison to quench thirst; while it seemed he was recovering, the root of the problem had been planted.

Though Lin Xuan’s wealth was substantial, he wasn’t foolish. He wouldn’t give a foe such good things. Accepting the old dragon now was merely for exploitation.

But the old monster remained unaware. Seeing so many treasures, he felt both surprised and secretly pleased. It seemed this young man had indeed been deceived by him. The Soul Sealing Technique might be troublesome, but it wasn't unsolvable. With patience, he would have his chance.

Today's humiliation would be tenfold returned to this boy in the future.

The old dragon thought viciously as he thanked Lin Xuan. Nearby, the small island had already turned to ashes, but a hundred miles away lay another desolate island.

So they flew over together.

A hundred miles was no great distance. After reaching the Core Formation Realm, the old dragon directly took his seat and meditated. He felt himself on the verge of collapse. Lin Xuan found a place to sit down and drank some spirit wine; though he had expended little essence energy in this battle, it needed to be recovered quickly.

A day passed swiftly.

The old dragon opened his eyes.

"How are you?"

Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed.

"I have recovered about seventy percent," the old monster replied happily. The medicinal effects were far better than expected, and the rest couldn’t be recovered in a short time.
第一千八百九十六章 等待时机

Chapter 1896: Waiting for the Right Opportunity

"Mr. Lin, I have a few questions to ask you."

"The master speaks, and this old servant will answer without reservation," came the respectful voice of the Toxic Dragon Ancestor.

...

An hour later, a streak of shocking light pierced through the sky as Lin Xuan understood the entire situation. His遁光 was filled with deep contemplation.

"The mineral deposits of top-grade Spirit Veins—no wonder the Holy City and the Whale King were unwilling to let each other have it."

This result left Lin Xuan greatly surprised. Although he had guessed that there was something significant on Red Leaf Island, he hadn't anticipated it would be so astonishing.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a strong desire. Ordinary top-grade crystals weren't difficult for him to obtain with his strength, but just one or two wouldn't suffice. The concept of mineral deposits was enough to make all major factions go wild.

No wonder the Toxic Dragon Ancestor had been scheming so hard; unfortunately, he ended up doing it for Lin Xuan. Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid of being deceived by lies since he had placed several powerful restrictions on him, making it easy to discern whether he was lying.

If there were other benefits, that would be one thing, but top-grade crystals, especially mineral veins, no doubt would appeal to any cultivator.

Crystals always held endless uses in the cultivation path. Lin Xuan decided to visit Red Leaf Island.

He wondered how things stood now, hoping they hadn't fallen into the hands of evil spirits and ghosts.

With these thoughts, his遁光 became even more swift.

...

Several hours later, Red Leaf Island finally came into view. Looking at each plant and tree, Lin Xuan felt like he had stepped out of time. He nearly didn’t return this time.

However, to his relief, there were no signs of evil spirits or ghosts.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief; he was glad to have arrived in time. Otherwise, Red Leaf Island would be lost to those villains, and his plans would be nothing but mirages.

Since the news about the evil spirits hadn’t come yet, everything on Red Leaf Island remained as it was. Lin Xuan encountered no obstacles and easily entered the island.

He didn't stop and headed straight for the coastal city. The city was bustling as ever with countless cultivators. Lin Xuan once again used his敛气 technique to blend in, his middle-stage元婴 cultivation not drawing any attention.

The禁空 restrictions were still active, so he called a carriage and flew towards the inn.

After a short while, passing through many streets, rows of beautifully designed pavilions came into view.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand, revealing a token. A red light shot out from it.

He removed one of the barriers around a pavilion and entered without haste.

Previously, he had lived here with the Four Friends of Yanshan, but their lease was far from over.

Entering the pavilion, Lin Xuan reached into his waistband, taking out a spirit beast bag. The opening expanded as the Toxic Dragon Ancestor flew out.

Spirit beast bags were meant to hold spirit beasts, and it was uncommon for cultivators to live in them.

However, there were exceptions; while ordinary cultivators couldn’t, an元婴 body could. Lin Xuan didn't know why or bother researching further—there wasn’t always a need to delve into everything.

Of course, living inside would be uncomfortable, but the Toxic Dragon Ancestor had no choice. Despite his deep hatred for Lin Xuan, he showed no signs of it and greeted him respectfully, showering him with flattery.

Lin Xuan chuckled inwardly; such petty tricks were being played before him. It seemed this old monster was determined to seek revenge…

Lin Xuan also pretended to be cooperative, as the old guy still had some value.

...

The following few days passed in silence. Lin Xuan was unfamiliar with the place and wouldn’t be disturbed by anyone. He didn't leave the pavilion but his powerful spiritual sense allowed him to perceive everything around him clearly.

Lin Xuan was patient, waiting for something.

Three days went by without any sign of evil spirits.

The speed at which the evil spirits were spreading seemed much slower than expected. However, it made sense when he thought about it—the exit from that channel had disappeared, and the sky's restrictions were incredibly complex, making it take a lot of time to break through.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan remained calm; he was waiting for his opportunity.

As for the fate of the cultivators in the city, Lin Xuan didn’t care. The cultivation world always saw bloodshed.

Moreover, even if he were to openly claim that evil spirits had appeared and describe his experiences on the mysterious island, no one would believe him.

He might be labeled as a troublemaker, drawing attention from the city’s enforcers. Although Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, such exposure would hinder his plans. He wouldn’t do something so counterproductive.

Lin Xuan was lost in thought when he suddenly became alert and stood up abruptly.

"Master, what is it?"

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor was taken aback; even as he meditated nearby, he opened his eyes with a curious expression. His peak state of consciousness couldn't compare to Lin Xuan's, let alone now.

"The evil spirits have arrived."

"Oh."

The old monster’s face showed a complex emotion but quickly masked it. He feigned joy: "So, the master has an opportunity. Once chaos breaks out in the city, we can take advantage and go to that array location. By filling the inner core of the Heavenly Heart Toad King into the array, it will activate, tearing through space and bringing the master to a separate space with top-grade crystal veins."

"Exactly," Lin Xuan said calmly. He had discussed their plan with the Toxic Dragon Ancestor; he wasn’t afraid of being tricked since his life was still in his hands.

As he spoke, he waved his sleeve, and the spirit beast bag flew out. A light enveloped it as the old monster was sealed inside.

The old monster’s expression remained unchanged, but deep down, he cursed loudly. What could he do? As they say, when under someone's roof, one must bow. But there would come a day when he would seek revenge, he vowed to himself.

Lin Xuan ignored his thoughts and tied the bag tightly, then added another restriction rune for extra caution.

He then slowly walked out of the pavilion.

The city was filled with large buildings, but most were cultivators. The禁空 restrictions had been lifted, allowing many遁光 to fly by. Most cultivators looked panicked or confused.

Some people were still gossiping about what had happened...
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Chapter 1897: Super Giant

Lin Xuan barely paid attention, and various discussions filled his ears.

"Yīn Soul Invasion."

This phrase was mentioned the most.

Despite the cacophony of voices, Lin Xuan's divine sense allowed him to understand all the information clearly. The current conflict with the sea race had reached a stalemate; both sides occupied separate islands, each with nodes that could transport them to independent spaces.

Since neither side could do much about the other, the main focus was on collecting Heart Core Stones as quickly as possible. However, this did not mean the fighting had stopped entirely. Occasionally, attacks of varying sizes were launched against enemy-controlled islands.

Of course, these were mostly just provocations. Still, as the saying goes, "warfare knows no bounds in deceit." If one could take advantage of an opponent's complacency to successfully capture their island, it would undoubtedly grant them the initiative and victory.

Thus, amidst the provocations, occasional real attacks were launched.

The sea race had done this before, and Red Leaf Island had suffered significantly. Although they ultimately held on, many suffered greatly.

Reflecting on these mistakes, they naturally wouldn't repeat them. They dispatched numerous cultivators to patrol within a few million li around their territory. These people's cultivation levels might not be high, but each was skilled in evasion techniques. Their role was akin to scouts and spies in mortal warfare.

Recently, they encountered Yīn Soul ghosts, with most of them perishing without clear reason. But some lucky ones managed to escape back safely.

Despite surviving by chance, the shock these encounters caused was evident. News of a large-scale Yīn Soul invasion spread rapidly throughout the city like an epidemic.

Initially, cultivators dismissed this news with derision. Yīn Souls and ghosts? What kind of joke is that? In the Spirit Realm, they were as inconspicuous as rats in daylight; it was impossible for such a large group to appear here. This rumor seemed too absurd.

But as more survivors returned, the truth became undeniable, and no one dared to take this lightly anymore. The origins of these ghosts and monsters were irrelevant; carelessness would come with consequences.

An atmosphere of unease permeated the scene that Lin Xuan saw.

Ding!

A resonant ancient bell rang out, solid and heavy, serving as a warning signal. Armored soldiers appeared in the sky, with anti-air barriers already removed. Cultivators clad in armor were everywhere, numbering in the thousands but organized, rushing towards the edges of the islands.

This was just the beginning. Soon, thunderous explosions echoed through the air.

Even Lin Xuan's composure couldn't hide his surprise as he saw flying fortresses appear on the horizon. These structures were actually buildings with varying shapes and designs, all incredibly sturdy and heavy. Originally standing in the city, they now rose from the ground, their surfaces covered by colorful light screens.

Black cannon towers extended from these fortresses, with different calibers but unmistakable destructive power. The crafting techniques of the Spirit Realm far surpassed those of the mortal world.

These flying fortresses were built differently from ancient warships. Ancient warships were more intricate, combining attack and defense, and had extremely high flight speeds. If they couldn't win, they could still flee. In other words, they could both attack and defend, and as a last resort, serve as evacuation tools.

In contrast, the flying fortresses were easier to construct, also combining attack and defense, but their capabilities in this aspect might even exceed those of ancient warships. However, their flight speed was much slower; if they couldn't win, there was no way to escape, making them formidable defensive tools.

Looking around, the fortresses were densely packed, with only a few launching from the coastal city. Many more were hidden on deeper parts of the islands. Lin Xuan estimated that all together, there must be at least eight thousand or ten thousand such fortresses.

This kind of combat power was unimaginable in the mortal world; these fortresses alone could sweep through the entire Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces. Add to them other cultivators and various levels of practitioners, numbering in the hundreds of thousands.

This was just a corner of the Eastern Sea. Lin Xuan was truly shocked. Such a level of siege warfare was unprecedented for him. The battle with Immortal Pavilion against Ten Thousand Buddha Sect paled in comparison to what he saw now.

Various prohibitions were activated simultaneously.

Red Leaf Island was covered by at least fifty or sixty layers of light screens.

The surfaces of these screens displayed various mysterious and extraordinary runes. There were also multicolored toxic mists and miasmas...

The number of prohibitions was beyond description. At this moment, Red Leaf City resembled a fortress in battle.

After centuries of warfare with the sea race, their preparation efficiency was extremely high. Apart from the cultivators of the Holy City, other scattered practitioners were now conscripted; no one could refuse or face immediate execution. Of course, compensation would be provided after the scattered practitioners joined the fight.

Lin Xuan remained silent as he mixed with seven to eight other Core Formation period scattered practitioners. All cultivators had been expelled from the coastal city at this moment.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but knew they wouldn't be among the first wave of attackers. The Old Ancestor of Poison Dragon likely knew, but speaking now would be inconvenient.

After a brief hesitation, Lin Xuan didn't choose to quietly ask; instead, he stood there, observing coldly. The truth would eventually reveal itself.

The scene below left him wide-eyed.

Boom!

A sound louder than a thunderclap echoed through the air, causing the entire earth to tremble.

Then, the coastal city was suddenly shattered and lifted into the sky in pieces.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was stunned as he watched the city split into nine sections based on different neighborhoods. After rearranging the buildings and streets, each section rose from the ground, transforming into a fighting fortress—more accurately, a giant.

Standing at a thousand feet tall, these giants looked incredibly formidable. The nine giants, formed from the disintegrated city, still bore various structures on their bodies, with Crystal Power Cannons extending from within.

"This is truly awe-inspiring!"

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive experience, felt like he was as ignorant as a frog in a well at this moment.

The Spirit Realm was indeed so magical; siege warfare and individual combat were fundamentally different. Gazing upon these towering giants, Lin Xuan's eyes revealed a hint of fear.

While the opponents might be clumsy, they wouldn't dare face such an attack head-on. Of course, evading them would not be a problem.

However, in a siege battle with thousands of cannons firing simultaneously, one could only imagine the destructive power.

Yes, just thinking about it was terrifying.
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That shimmering curtain was a deep cyan-blue, clearly not an advanced禁制 but rather a simple technique known as the **Ethereal Shadow Qi Shield**.

The **Ethereal Shadow Qi Shield** sounded impressive, but its power was weak. It was one of the most basic ghostly spells, with effects similar to those of a spirit force shield, and could be performed by someone in the Flexible Spirit Period.

However, with so many wandering spirits and wild ghosts together, their combined effect naturally added up.

Of course, it wouldn't be millions of them stacking on top of each other; such an increase would be absurd. After all, the wide-ranging area would significantly weaken their defensive power.

Still, compared to a single **Ethereal Shadow Qi Shield**, this was vastly stronger and could provide some resistance against the Crystal Power Cannon.

But even so, with thousands of cannons firing simultaneously, it wasn't enough for the tiny **Ethereal Shadow Shield** to withstand. Countless wandering spirits and ghostly creatures turned into nothingness without a sound.

The faces of the cultivators were still extremely grim, but that didn't matter as long as it didn't affect the overall situation—just some waves in the vast sea.

Morale was low, which was undoubtedly fatal. In battle, if one side lacked fighting spirit, the outcome was clear: collapse like a mountain.

This applied equally to the secular world and the cultivation realm.

Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings with a frown. He needed to stir up chaos and create confusion to gain an advantage, but he couldn't afford to be reckless. A mid-stage **Cavern Profound** cultivator's arrival naturally drew everyone's attention.

His voice echoed far away without any effort: "Friends of the Dao, Ye does not have much to say. I ask only one question: who among you has the confidence to escape from this sea of wandering spirits if Red Leaf Island falls? Ye does not have that confidence, so there is no choice but to fight or perish."

Silence fell over Red Leaf Island as his words resonated.

But in just a few breaths, the cultivators were not fools. They understood the logic behind what the white-robed senior had said: if the island falls, who has the confidence to escape?

With its heavily guarded禁制 and advantageous terrain, the island could still hold out against the wandering spirits. But once breached, no one would be safe.

The enemy was strong, so fear crept in. But they needed to find a way to survive, which meant fighting their way through.

His words were not grandiose, but each sentence stirred the cultivators' fighting spirit.

"No one wants to die," Lin Xuan thought. "We must fight for our future."

"Agreed. Let's fight these wandering spirits."

"Better to be bold than timid. We can use our treasures and kill enough to make a profit."

"Your optimism is commendable, but your point makes sense."

Various discussions filled the air as Lin Xuan scanned the scene. The previously low morale was visibly rising.

The wandering spirits were not idle either. Ethereal flames rained down fiercely, breaking through two protective barriers. Although it would take much more to breach the island, this was clearly disadvantageous.

Cultivators began their counterattack. Thousands of battle swords and giant warriors unleashed their attacks. Besides the Crystal Power Cannon, there were also lightning fire and ice spears, all due to pre-set offensive arrays that consumed many crystals but were worth it in the face of such a crisis.

Various spells poured out like they didn't cost anything. Low-stage cultivators also used their spirit weapons, from swords to spears. Some preferred spells or talismans.

However, most of those fighting were mid-stage and base stage cultivators. The terrifying number of wandering spirits at the front was just cannon fodder.

High-stage cultivators couldn't afford to waste their energy; they had to save it for the more formidable ghostly creatures behind them. If they acted rashly, they might clear out the low-stage ones but leave themselves vulnerable to stronger foes.

This siege required strategy, especially when outnumbered. They couldn't ignore their sustainability, which was crucial.

The island seemed crowded with cultivators, but in the cultivation realm, it was always a pyramid structure. Eighty percent were mid-stage and base stage cultivators. Their attacks lit up the area as many wandering spirits were destroyed.

However, these spirit creatures lacked intelligence and didn't fear anything. They continued to throw Ethereal Ghost Flames at the island while charging forward viciously.

The clash was spectacular.

"These damned spirit realm cultivators are more troublesome than I thought."

A hoarse voice came from within the ghost army. The speaker was a mid-stage ghost with half-human, half-tortoise form that Lin Xuan had seen before.

"Nothing surprising," the woman in traditional robes replied. "You've used soul-snatching techniques on humans in the interface channel. This is their important stronghold; it's natural to be difficult."

"Difficult? Can they hold out?"

"They can't, but I don't want my subordinates to suffer too much. Our goal is to ignite a war between the two realms. Even if we can't fully occupy this small interface of the East Sea, we must at least poison it thoroughly..."

The tortoise ghost said coldly.

"I understand," the woman nodded. "Zhegu, don't worry. Although our numbers are dwindling, according to the souls we've captured, these cultivators in the spirit realm aren't strong. They rank near the bottom among all interfaces. The three妖皇and six海王are just empty boasts. However, there are no mid-stage or even分神 stage cultivators here. We can definitely occupy it."

"But let's not be careless. The king cannot come to this world, and we have few hands to use. Even the wandering spirits aren't our kin; they're cannon fodder that must be saved. After all, this isn't the underworld. Even if we kill spirit realm humans and capture their souls, turning them into ghostly cannon fodder is difficult."

The tortoise gestured with its hand, revealing several round orbs in its palm.

These were dark black, each about the size of a human fist.

It waved its right hand, and these orbs transformed into different colored streaks, flying high above it.

"What are those?" Lin Xuan saw them clearly; he had never seen such things before. If Xiao Tao was here, she would explain their purpose.

Many cultivators reacted similarly, as the last inter-realm conflict was millions of years ago. Few had experienced this firsthand, and their understanding came from legends, making the ghostly creatures' methods even more mysterious.

But then something incredible happened.

The moment the orbs were released, the wandering spirits without intelligence rushed towards them like dogs to bones, merging rapidly into a formidable force.

Several thousand feet tall厉鬼 appeared in Lin Xuan's vision.

"What...?"

These spirit creatures' exact stage was hard to determine, but their power was undeniable. As light flickered, they each held weapons.

Three giant ghosts, each with sharp teeth and holding wolf clubs, huge axes, and double hammers, surged forward towards Red Leaf Island!
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Boom!

The ear was assaulted by a continuous barrage of explosions and flashes of light. The siege by the厉鬼had been ongoing for nearly half a day.

Now, in addition to the low-grade ghostly entities, high-grade厉鬼also made their appearance. On the human side, there was no showing weakness; condensation core cultivators, essence bodies, and separation-stage practitioners all took action.

In the sky, the howling of yin winds and surging essence energy created a chaotic scene. The ghostly entities relied on their sheer numbers for an advantage, while the humans had defensive barriers to rely on.

However, as time passed, the situation began to turn against the humans. Although the barriers were not completely breached, they had opened up a gap.

The ghostly entities swarmed through this opening, with some high-grade ones among them. The human side was alarmed and quickly sent reinforcements to plug the hole...

That gap wasn't large, about a hundred meters in diameter, but it was crucial. As soon as it widened, the barrier would be broken, allowing more ghostly entities to flood in. The humans had no choice but to fight back.

"Quick, you should go up there."

An order came from behind Lin Xuan. He turned around and saw an elderly man with white hair and eyebrows, at the early stage of separation. Based on his insignia, he was a law enforcement cultivator from Lianhai City.

Several other essence body cultivators in Lin Xuan's group looked extremely displeased. Their luck had been terrible; they hadn't been sent up first but were now being used as reinforcements. They didn't expect to be given the most dangerous task—engaging with the ghostly entities flooding through the gap. The danger was obvious, and even if they managed to survive, their essence bodies would have no chance of escaping.

It was a matter of life or death, yet no cultivator dared to back down. Disobeying orders meant immediate execution.

Given that, it might as well be worth taking a risk. Even with a one-in-nine chance of survival, it was better than nothing. Anyone who wasn't a fool knew the right choice.

Despite his inner curses, the essence body cultivators had no choice but to bravely rush forward.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with an unusual light, but he made no extra movements. He silently followed the other cultivators toward the gap.

Even from afar, it was clear what was happening, but as they approached, Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. The difference between observing and participating was stark.

The area was filled with dense flashes of spirit lights and magical artifacts. Explosions, roars, screams, shouts, and ghostly wails blended into a cacophony that assaulted his ears. Ghostly entities clashed fiercely with human cultivators, making it hard to distinguish them.

More than just Lin Xuan's team of eight had joined the fray; there were condensation core to separation-stage cultivators numbering nearly a thousand. They quickly scattered and fought individually. Lin Xuan found himself surrounded by ghostly entities.

However, his divine sense revealed that these ghosts' cultivation levels weren't high—two essence bodies, and about ten others at the condensation core stage. Each held different magical tools, brandishing them with挑衅.

Lin Xuan had no time to dawdle; the battle was tense and chaotic, offering a good opportunity for him to escape.

In such chaos, it would be easy to slip away unnoticed. His mind made up, the ghostly entities attacked first. A dozen bones, claws, and steel forks flew at Lin Xuan from all directions.

"Die!"

A cold aura flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he waved his sleeves. Dozens of sword lights emerged, vanishing in an instant.

There was no suspense; these low-grade ghostly entities posed no real threat to him, easily cut down.

With that done!

However, this scene didn't cause much commotion. The battle above and below was chaotic, with countless magical artifacts colliding in a queue-like fashion. Every moment saw cultivators falling, so the deaths of a few ghosts went unnoticed.

Lin Xuan vanished as he moved through the chaos. Such a situation wouldn't draw attention to him—a mere essence body. With his abilities, it wasn't difficult for Lin Xuan to escape from the battle, though it required some effort.

He managed smoothly and within about half an hour, had quietly arrived at the interior of the island.

Looking up, the distant battle remained tense but clearly unfavorable for the humans. Blocking that gap seemed impossible.

Although he knew retreat meant death, human morale was still dropping in this hopeless fight.

"Looks like things are not going well!"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself when a light laughter, akin to a dragon's roar, reached his ears.

A beam of light shot up and rushed towards the gap. Although only one person, the impact was so powerful that it far surpassed any group of thousands.

It was as if a sun had risen, casting an overwhelming presence down.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The low-grade ghostly entities couldn't withstand this pressure and exploded in their bodies. Only one such figure existed on the human side—the law enforcement elder from the Holy City. This mid-stage powerhouse finally couldn't hold back.

Ten thousand men can be defeated by one man!

This description was apt; with just one person joining, the battle seemed to shift direction. The humans erupted into a wave of cheers as other cultivators rallied and launched fierce attacks. The ghostly entities at the gap began to retreat.

The array mage had flown over, using magical flags to repair the gap, but it would take some time. The mid-stage man in white stood bravely, blocking the way like a lone soldier, repelling countless enemies with his valor.

The ghosts wouldn't give up easily; roars echoed as the woman in a palace robe and the man named Turtle also rushed out.

Though both were only at the beginning of the separation stage, they could still纠缠with mid-stage cultivators when working together. More importantly, ten other evil spirits stood by them—peak separation-stage beings, clearly aiming to overwhelm with numbers.

However, the white-robed man remained unafraid and summoned his magical treasures. Various colors of light interwoven created a dazzling display.

Lin Xuan withdrew his divine sense; this battle wouldn't end quickly, so he had to act now. He intended to seize the opportunity to gather the rare crystal vein!
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The battle was intense, but Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned about the future of Red Leaf Island. Whether they could hold it or not had little to do with him; his goal was simply to obtain top-grade crystal stones.

Although Lin Xuan was rich beyond measure, who would begrudge more crystal stones? Especially those of top grade, which had unimaginable uses for ordinary people and even for himself.

This information was better left unknown. Since he already knew the details, he would try it regardless. His boldness stemmed from his high skill level; both infants and pills had advanced to their later stages, making Lin Xuan's true strength comparable to a Primordial Stage expert. Moreover, with various treasures and magical insects, along with the Illusory Escape Technique, even against an Intermediate Stage cultivator, he could still retreat unscathed.

Thus, this opportunity must not be missed. Seeing that the battle between the ghostly entity and the cultivators was fierce and unlikely to end soon, Lin Xuan slipped away, now being a perfect time for him to search for treasures.

With the help of Old Ma the Poison Dragon, who knew the way, Lin Xuan had no worries about taking the wrong path. From what he learned from Old Ma, he flew towards the mysterious array that was hidden and camouflaged by illusions.

"Master, are you sure this array can tear through space?" asked Lin Xuan.

"Yes, I've coveted this top-grade ore vein for centuries; how could I be mistaken? There might still be some cultivators inside," replied Old Ma honestly.

"Hmm..."

Lin Xuan nodded. He didn't care about the guards; even if they were Primordial Stage experts, they would be mere snacks in his presence.

After clarifying the situation within the valley, Lin Xuan put Old Ma back into his spirit beast bag and entered the valley.

With sufficient strength, he was not worried about risks. This had nothing to do with bravado; in front of absolute power, all tricks were just clouds.

The entrance of the valley wasn't wide, a mere dozen feet, but once inside, it opened up like a new world, resembling an idyllic paradise.

Green mountains, clear waters, bamboo groves, and good air. However, Lin Xuan paid no attention to these sights; several beams of light flew towards him.

Two men and one woman, all at the Separation Stage later period, were likely the guards for this valley.

The woman wore court attire, was in her twenties, and although not strikingly beautiful, she wasn't unattractive either. The two men were of different heights and body types—tall and short, fat and thin.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he didn't stand there with his hands behind his back but instead approached them directly.

The distance between the parties quickly shortened until they were only a dozen feet apart.

A murderous aura flashed across their faces. They didn't know how this person had arrived here, but the elders' orders were clear: any intruders should be killed without mercy.

They each activated their treasures.

One sword, one saber, and an enormous axe fell towards Lin Xuan's head with great force.

How could they allow that? With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring flew out. Then he raised his right hand, sending a blade technique from his fingertips. A white whirlwind appeared, instantly engulfing their treasures and blowing them off balance.

They tried to regain control but found it impossible.

Their expressions turned pale with shock. As Separation Stage cultivators, they wouldn't just have one treasure; however, the power of this single move was beyond their expectations. They weren't fools and knew they couldn't win.

Could he be a Primordial Stage expert?

Despite being only a guess, the more they thought about it, the more likely that possibility seemed.

The three were terrified and ignored the elders' orders, fleeing as fast as possible. But Lin Xuan wouldn't let them escape; with a flick of his body, he arrived next to the fat cultivator.

Standing at four feet tall, with a waist circumference of four feet, he looked like a large pumpkin.

Seeing Lin Xuan float and suddenly appear beside him, this cultivator was shocked and reached out to strike. He activated his magic weapon—a wolf-tooth mace—hurling it towards Lin Xuan's head.

The blow carried intense force, though not particularly powerful, still packed a significant amount of spiritual energy and primordial qi, making the attack formidable.

Lin Xuan didn't dodge but instead reached out to catch it.

Was this guy crazy?

The fat cultivator was shocked yet delighted. Even if he was indeed a Primordial Stage expert, such overconfidence would surely lead to his death.

He poured more power into the wolf-tooth mace with a loud roar, betting everything on one strike.

A green glow enveloped Lin Xuan as the Green Flame Qilin Armor appeared, and a demonic wind surged. His right hand turned into a sharp claw, with Illusory Heavenly Fire leaping from his palm, wrapping around it and pushing against the wolf-tooth mace.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The wolf-tooth mace was actually blocked.

"Impossible!"

The fat cultivator's expression turned terrified as he sounded like he had seen a ghost. He knew his situation well; although not his main treasure, this magic weapon still had decent quality. But what shocked him even more was that the Illusory Heavenly Fire rapidly dissolved it with visible speed.

Not just the fat cultivator but also the other two—male and female—were stunned. They were certain he must be a Primordial Stage expert; no matter how powerful, Separation Stage cultivators couldn't be this formidable.

"Senior, please spare me..."

The fat cultivator's lack of fighting spirit was evident. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at the man's forehead.

Slowly but surely, a beam of light entered as the fat cultivator fell backward.

The other two were terrified, desperately activating their escape techniques.

But it was useless; within mere seconds, they were all captured by Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn't kill them because he still had use for them. He retrieved his treasures and looked at the three, a thoughtful expression on his face. Then he raised his right hand, and the fat cultivator was sucked into his palm with a "whoosh."

A light aura circulated as Lin Xuan performed Soul Search, a technique he used so often that it had become second nature.

He opened his eyes, and flames appeared, turning the fat cultivator to nothing. Of course, before this, he took off their storage bags; even if they were only minor treasures, three Separation Stage experts would have some assets.

Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. In critical moments, being overly cautious was necessary. Thus, he repeated the process on the other two and compared the information with what Old Ma had said.

With his eyes closed, Lin Xuan pondered for a moment when an earth-shattering explosion sounded in his ears. His pupils constricted as he turned to release his spiritual sense towards the direction of battle.

He saw another breach in the barrier as ghostly entities flooded through. The cultivators were alarmed and tried to stop the counterattack, but their defenses were clearly weakening.

In a Primordial Stage battle, the enforcement elder from the city was exceptionally brave, single-handedly fighting two early-stage ghosts and dozens of late-stage厉鬼, maintaining an upper hand in the fight.

However, while victory might be possible, killing them seemed unlikely. Time was running out for him. Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew towards the depths of the valley.
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Chapter 1902: Large Array Techniques and Small Array Techniques

Soon, a hidden cave appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight.

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful as he lightly touched his forehead. According to the results obtained from soul searching, the array technique was indeed within this cave.

Instead of using his Wind Control Technique, Lin Xuan walked into the cave with just his feet.

Though called a mountain cave, its area was vast, stretching thousands of zhang in all directions.

Lin Xuan moved cautiously, not wanting to trigger any hidden restrictions by accident.

Inside the cave, large rocks were haphazardly piled up. However, what stood out most prominently were columns made from white jade.

The surface of these columns was embedded with Heart Core Stones.

After a rough count, Lin Xuan found there were one hundred and eight such columns arranged in an extremely peculiar pattern. There seemed to be some hidden meaning behind their placement, but he couldn't decipher it immediately.

Lin Xuan didn't feel like studying further; instead, he looked up at the center of the array technique where a trapezoidal stone platform stood. At its top was a faintly visible small array technique.

Yes, there was no mistake—within this large array technique, there was also a smaller one.

A composite array!

Having a broad knowledge of cultivation arts, Lin Xuan had quite an in-depth understanding of array techniques. Although he couldn't match true masters, he certainly wasn’t a beginner.

The two arrays were independent yet interdependent, their complexities hard to explain in a short moment. Outside the main array technique was a layer of white misty light.

This was a protective restriction set for the array technique.

Clearly, one needed to break this barrier first before entering. Through soul searching, Lin Xuan knew that it wouldn't be an easy task.

Attacking with too little force would be useless. Conversely, using excessive power might destroy the internal array technique as well.

In short, mastering the right force was difficult. The command talisman controlling this restriction was carried by the law enforcement elder from the Holy City.

This situation had been mentioned before by the Toxic Dragon Ancestor. Lin Xuan confirmed it through soul searching.

That was troublesome!

But Lin Xuan wouldn't be discouraged by such a small setback.

Good things take time!

Lin Xuan frowned, hesitated for a moment, and finally decided to give it a try.

He extended his hand and flicked his fingers, releasing several sword qi that swelled with the wind. They formed a giant sword over seven zhang long, which he slashed forward.

Puff…

It was as if the sword had fallen into the sea without stirring any waves.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. Though he hadn't used full power, this attack was merely a test but still incredibly powerful—only late-stage Separation Realm cultivators dared to face it head-on. The light barrier showed no reaction despite its immense destructive force. This defense was truly astonishing.

Although his treasures were at hand, Lin Xuan knew that controlling the right amount of force would be challenging. He might accidentally destroy the array technique.

That old guy had really set a tricky dilemma for him.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't give up. His character was inherently resilient, and he had endured so much hardship to gain this advantage. This small challenge meant nothing.

As the saying goes: where there's a will, there's a way. Lin Xuan would certainly find a solution.

Using his treasure, controlling force proved difficult. Lin Xuan exhaled a burst of demonic energy, raised his right hand, and transformed it into a sharp claw.

He then swung it at the light barrier, though not entirely without effect, he failed to break through it.

"Turns out it's even more troublesome than I imagined."

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as light danced around. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared in his palm and spread rapidly, enveloping the demonic claw.

This fire was incredibly powerful but harmless to Lin Xuan himself. It merged with the demon claw, tearing through the barrier once again.

Sizzle…

There was no suspense this time. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, combined with a secret technique from the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, tore through the light barrier. However, the hole was only one zhang wide and couldn't accommodate a person.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as he quickly shrunk in size.

Divine techniques were miraculous; if there was a spell to enlarge his body by ten times, there must be one that could shrink it too.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan easily entered the light barrier.

He then waved his sleeve and summoned the spirit beast pouch, releasing the Toxic Dragon Ancestor.

"Go ahead and clear the way."

Time was short now. Lin Xuan had no patience for formalities. With the old monster's soul trapped in his hand, he could easily take its life if needed. The other party wouldn't dare to play tricks unless absolutely necessary.

"Yes."

With the Toxic Dragon Ancestor's deep-seated resentment barely concealed on his face, he was too much of a target if any traps or restrictions were encountered. However, what could he do?

Even a fierce snake had to bow its head when under someone else's roof. Knowing that Lin Xuan treated him as cannon fodder, the old monster could only grit his teeth and charge forward.

Fortunately, the old monster was lucky. Or perhaps Lin Xuan was too cautious. After entering the array technique, they encountered no danger.

After all, setting traps here would be redundant. A wrong move might interfere with the array's operation, which wouldn't be beneficial at all.

Soon, both of them reached the jade steps.

The small array technique before their eyes was more intricate than those seen in the past in the Aushora Palace by the Indeterminate River. However, it was simpler overall.

In general, it resembled a teleportation array.

At the center of the array stood a fist-sized demon core, and the entire array was now complete, with crystal stones embedded everywhere, all of them being top-grade crystals.

"Master, as long as you place the Heart Core Stone of the Heavenly Heart Toad into the groove, the whole array will activate."

The Toxic Dragon Ancestor's eyes sparkled with excitement. After centuries of effort, this moment finally arrived. Unfortunately, he wouldn't be the one to benefit; it would be his enemy instead. The thought made him want to cry—such a cruel twist of fate.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. As the beneficiary, he was more composed than the Toxic Dragon Ancestor. He waved his sleeve and sent out the fist-sized demon core.

However, this demon core was vastly different from ordinary ones and even Heart Core Stones. Its shape resembled diamonds, but it was colored in five hues.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan bent down to feel the immense power within the Heavenly Heart Toad's inner core before embedding it into the groove of the array technique.

Woo…

An eerie voice echoed as the entire array suddenly lit up like mercury pouring out.
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Subsequently, from the center of the array, a massive wave of spiritual energy suddenly erupted. The array on the jade tablet was fully activated. This wasn't over yet; a buzzing sound entered his ears as the inner core of the Heavenly Heart Toad suddenly lit up and shot out a dazzling beam of light about the size of a forearm.

Lin Xuan's face couldn't help but show a hint of joy as he heard the even more melancholic voice. Below, another larger array was activated, with beams of different colors shooting from each of the 108 stone pillars.

These beams intertwined and then a strangely beautiful rune appeared in his vision.

It spun rapidly for a moment before transforming into golden sparks.

Boom!

A sound like thunder entered his ears as those sparks converged towards the center. A treasure shaped like a scythe suddenly appeared in his sight.

Sizzle...

Swinging it at the void, he tore through space, creating a crack about ten feet wide above their heads.

Lin Xuan and the Toxic Dragon Ancestor both raised their heads simultaneously.

The situation within the crack was unclear because they could only see a black mist that seemed endless. No one knew what lay inside.

"Is this where you said there's an upper-grade crystal stone mine?"

Lin Xuan's slow voice entered his ears.

"It should be correct, my lord. I have over 80% confidence."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. Eighty percent was enough. Besides, they had come this far; how could he retreat? Even if it meant traversing a sea of flames and mountains of blades, he would take the risk.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's body emitted a green glow as he wrapped himself around the Toxic Dragon Ancestor and entered the crack together.

Meanwhile, tens of thousands of miles away in the Ten Thousand Beast Sea,

The sight was ominous. Ghostly spirits filled the sky, their presence indescribable. No one knew where it ended.

Currently, the Ten Thousand Beast Island was occupied by sea creatures. The crisis they faced was similar to that on Red Leaf Island. As the largest two cultivation bases in this region, ghostly spirits and ghosts were a must-conquer target, much like intimidating others with a show of force.

Bright light flashed continuously as explosions echoed everywhere. Both cultivators and ghostly spirits vanished into nothingness; the siege battle was extremely fierce.

After centuries of development, Ten Thousand Beast Island's defenses did not fall short of Red Leaf Island's. The Great Whale King lineage was known for its bravery, but even with their advantage, breaking through would be no easy task.

Deep within the island, a magical array quietly stood, similar to the one Lin Xuan had used to tear apart space.

At this time, several high-ranking sea creatures were standing beside the array. The three leaders were all ancient experts of the Profound Void stage.

Two of them Lin Xuan recognized—the black-clothed woman and the old monster named Li. As for the last one, he was eight feet tall, extremely robust.

With a square face, he wasn't handsome but very heroic. He looked to be in his forties, at the peak of his vitality.

In reality, he was far beyond that. He was an ancient expert of the Profound Void middle stage, and there were no cultivators in the world who could reach this stage before their fortieth birthday, not even the Arrogant King.

His appearance here revealed his identity—Great Whale King!

Among the six sea kings, Great Whale King might not be the strongest, but he was undoubtedly the bravest.

Apart from these three, other sea creature cultivators were not outstanding. The condensation cores and spirit infants varied in rank; they were all array mages.

"Have you fine-tuned it?"

"Yes, Your Majesty. As long as we have the inner core of the Heavenly Heart Toad, this array can be activated at any time to send you to that independent space," a sea creature with white hair and eyebrows respectfully spoke, his face filled with fervor.

"Take it."

The Great Whale King waved his sleeve, and a colorful crystal stone flew out. It was identical to the inner core of the Heavenly Heart Toad Lin Xuan had obtained.

The array mage didn't dare delay; he quickly accepted it with respect, bowed to the Great Whale King, and then retreated to refine the array.

"Your Majesty, do you really not want me to accompany you to retrieve the upper-grade crystal stone?" a pleasant voice entered his ears. The speaker was the woman wearing black cloth over her face.

She and Old Monster Li looked grateful. Recalling several days ago, they were surrounded by countless ghostly spirits on that mysterious island with no place to escape or hide.

It had been an utterly despairing battle. Low-ranking ghosts were one thing, but then seven or eight Profound Void experts appeared. They saw their demise approaching when the Great Whale King suddenly descended like a deity and unleashed his full might, leading them out of the bloodied path.

Due to good fortune, on their way back, they even encountered the Heavenly Heart Toad in a narrow encounter. Thus, despite all the twists and turns, this journey ended with a perfect conclusion.

Later, when they tried to escape from that mysterious island, it was too late; upon returning, they found Ten Thousand Beast Island besieged by ghostly spirits but not yet fallen.

The Great Whale King's bravery had allowed them to return to the city. Seeing the Great Whale King and two elders return invigorated the sea creatures' morale. For a short time, their situation seemed favorable...

However, this situation couldn't last long.

After hearing Fairy Xi's suggestion, the Great Whale King shook his head: "No need. Xi, you and Elder Li should assist in defending the city. As for retrieving the crystal stone, I can manage on my own."

"This disaster of ghostly spirits will likely require the combined efforts of three tribes to overcome. In future battles, resources will be consumed heavily, so upper-grade crystal stones will have significant use. Therefore, no matter what, I must retrieve the crystal stone mine," the Great Whale King said resolutely.

"Your Majesty, rest assured. Before you return, Ten Thousand Beast Island won't fall," Fairy Xi's slow voice entered his ears, filled with determination.

"Indeed, Your Highness, with Old Li here, those ghostly spirits and ghosts can't break through."

The Great Whale King nodded, a look of relief on his face: "But don't push yourselves too hard. As long as we rely on theprohibition to defend, given their strength, it's not difficult to breach this island. However, if they suffer significant losses, I think they will reconsider; no one wants to engage in a losing battle."

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. After completing the transmission, he shook his head and entered the spatial crack, feeling dizzy from the experience.

However, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to dwell on it as he had already released his divine sense.

In an unfamiliar place, one must be cautious.

Compared to Lin Xuan, the Toxic Dragon Ancestor was even worse off. He was still disoriented; after all, the old monster's current state was like a tiger in plain sight being bullied by dogs—just a spirit body with damaged spiritual energy that had yet to recover. The spatial transmission clearly affected him.

PS: Second update (to be continued)
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"This is the independent space with top-grade mineral veins?

Lin Xuan was looking around at this unfamiliar place, his expression utterly strange.

At this moment, he found himself in a cold ice plain. Snowflakes as large as goose feathers were falling from the sky. Lin Xuan extended his divine sense to its limits but failed to locate where the top-grade crystal stones were. The space before him seemed vast beyond measure.

This was somewhat peculiar. According to common sense, such an independent space created by ancient great existences should have a limited area.

Lin Xuan couldn't help muttering to himself. Old Patriarch Poison Dragon also appeared confused; this differed from his original expectations.

However, it wasn't unusual for there to be differences since they were merely speculations about the space's conditions.

Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan sensed the concentration of qi in this space and quickly found the result. Following that, he shot forward towards the direction with the densest qi.

He didn’t know where the top-grade mineral veins were, but if there were any, they would definitely be located in areas with the highest density of qi; this was beyond doubt.

A fierce look flashed across Old Patriarch Poison Dragon's eyes as he silently followed behind Lin Xuan.

After about a tea-cup’s time, not only did snowflakes continue to fall like goose feathers, but milky white fog also spread around. The denser the air got, the more restricted it became for his divine sense.

It didn’t look like an illusory禁制 or restriction, but rather something naturally formed.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as he frowned.

"Bang!"

Suddenly, a sharp exclamation escaped him as his light speed slowed down and stopped.

This was because an ice mountain had appeared in front of him. While it was called an "ice mountain," its height barely exceeded ten feet; it wasn’t even close to the mountains’ edge but merely a large block of ice.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, and he flashed his figure before that ice block.

The ice was pristine white, indistinguishable from ordinary ten-thousand-year-old ice. However, there was something peculiar… The large ice block had nothing embedded in it.

At this moment, Lin Xuan saw bones inside the ice block.

These were not just bones; they were preserved to an astonishing degree, almost lifelike. They belonged to a daoist cultivator with three long beards and intricate bone structure. He was performing hand seals as if casting spells, even though his sword was encased in ice, it still exuded vitality, indicating that it wasn’t just any ordinary treasure.

From this, Lin Xuan could deduce that the cultivator’s strength wouldn’t have been low.

There were also his clothes.

Lin Xuan had been in the spirit realm for several centuries and no longer knew nothing about anything. Although he had traveled extensively over the years, whenever he had free time, he would read through ancient texts. His knowledge of the spirit realm far surpassed that of most native cultivators.

This wasn’t an exaggeration.

The other party’s attire was quite different from his own. However, the jade pendant around his waist had been popular about eighty thousand years ago.

Therefore, this person might have been a daoist from that era.

Lin Xuan was still confident in this speculation, but it didn’t really matter much.

What Lin Xuan wanted to know most was how he died and why he couldn’t delve deeper through the ice block.

Rolling up his sleeves, green sword light emerged like fish swimming out of water. The light flickered as it broke through the ice block.

Ten-thousand-year-old ice was indeed far harder than iron or stone, but it wasn’t a match for Lin Xuan’s attacks.

Even without using any treasures, the sword energy he released was superior to that of his peers at the same level.

Then, silver light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. His expression darkened further as he saw that this person’s meridians were severed and the元婴 within his body had collapsed in the dantian; it hadn’t escaped because it had already disintegrated.

Beside him, Old Patriarch Poison Dragon also looked pale, his expression equally grim. Although he didn't know the secret technique of divine eyes, he could still make judgments based on his divine sense.

"According to your observation, how did this person die?" Lin Xuan’s slow voice echoed in their ears. Despite their ulterior motives, discussing it wasn’t a problem.

"According to old servant's view, this person was instantly killed," Old Patriarch Poison Dragon said, his face pale. The scene before him was too eerie.

"Instantly killed," I also believe so. Our judgments are the same. However, could you determine what kind of divine technique caused his death?"

"Well…,"

Old Patriarch Poison Dragon rubbed his forehead and showed a look of contemplation. He had abandoned his pretense with Lin Xuan; this independent space seemed to be hiding some great danger. If they really encountered it, the first to suffer would be him. Therefore, he couldn’t afford to be careless or complacent.

"His meridians were severed, and even his元婴 collapsed within his body, yet there was no external damage. Such a way of dying isn't caused by ordinary divine techniques. If I had to guess, he might have died from some kind of sound wave secret technique," Old Patriarch Poison Dragon said slowly. The old monster had lived for tens of thousands of years; how could his experience be lacking?

"Correct."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement with this judgment. This was almost the same as his own.

At the same time, he couldn’t help but mutter to himself. Dying under a sound wave technique reminded him of Purple Orchid’s introduction about Heavenly Sound Fairy.

But that thought flashed by quickly; Lin Xuan shook his head and dismissed it. Although he had never met this Heavenly Sound Fairy, she was a great cultivator who had passed the tribulation. Why would she come to such a remote place in the East Sea?

Besides, sound wave secret techniques weren’t exclusive to one lineage.

Old Patriarch Poison Dragon’s analysis continued: "It's hard to say his exact cultivation realm, but he was at least an元婴 cultivator. Judging from how he was performing spells when he died, it seems like he was instantly killed by a divine technique. The user of this technique was actually a sound wave secret technique. What kind of cultivation could that be?"

"Buddhist Lion’s Roar, Great Thunder Sound Secret Technique, or perhaps the Demonic Sect's Heavenly Demon Soul Howl…,"

"Friend, you don't need to guess. According to what I know, both the orthodox and heretical sects, as well as the Confucian and Buddhist traditions, including cultivators of demons, have sound wave secret techniques. It’s hard for us to guess from that day's scene, and even if we did, it wouldn’t matter much since so many years have passed…"

"Master is correct; old servant was too literal. Circumstances change with time. No matter what happened back then, I think everything has long been forgotten," Old Patriarch Poison Dragon nodded in agreement. His words weren't flattery but genuine approval of Lin Xuan’s statement.

"I hope so."

Lin Xuan's expression remained dark as a heavy stone seemed to be pressing on his chest. Valuable treasures weren’t easily obtained; he had no assurance that everything would go smoothly. However, since things had reached this point, how could he give up halfway?
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Chapter 1905: Lin Xuan’s Speculation on the Poison Dragon

Without entering the tiger's den, one cannot catch its cubs. Even though he knew the path ahead was perilous, Lin Xuan had no choice but to forge ahead with determination.

Sighing, Lin Xuan casually sent out several sword qi, creating a deep pit in his line of sight. He then swept his sleeves and buried the remains of the ancient cultivator inside.

Though Lin Xuan was not one to shy away from benefits, burying this man’s bones was merely an easy task for him.

Such matters did not bother Lin Xuan; the path to immortality was fraught with challenges, and he had no idea where it would lead. While he spoke of seeking eternal life, he had no assurance that he could achieve it.

Seeing this ancient cultivator fall mysteriously, his body undecayed for a thousand years, buried in ice, Lin Xuan felt a hint of melancholy deep within him.

After all, who can remain completely unaffected by such scenes?

The sight evoked emotions. However, ever since choosing the arduous path to immortality, Lin Xuan had said goodbye to weakness.

If not for his unyielding mind, he might never have reached the Foundation Establishment stage, let alone possess his current strength. Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan’s expression became resolute once more.

Without the courage to face death and seek opportunities, one could not advance on the path of immortality.

Lin Xuan’s body emitted a bright green light as he flew forward again.

The poison dragon patriarch hesitated for a moment but had no choice at this juncture. Hoping his judgment was correct, that danger no longer existed, the old monster sighed and followed Lin Xuan.

As time passed, the fog grew denser, obscuring even the divine sense. A hint of an unusual color flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes as silver light erupted from within, turning his entire pupil into a brilliant silver hue.

He had activated his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes!

In such circumstances, the Spirit Eye technique was perfectly suited for this situation; it could penetrate through several feet of stone walls, let alone this mist.

After flying for another cup of tea’s time, Lin Xuan once again saw the remains. Due to the extreme cold and frost, the bodies here remained undecayed for a thousand years.

This time, Lin Xuan did not stop to examine them closely; he merely used his divine sense to sweep over them.

The cause of death was similar to that of the previous ancient cultivator—his meridians shattered by sound waves.

Lin Xuan’s face grew more somber as he clenched his fists in his sleeves, several talismans already in his palms.

Though this incident had occurred tens of thousands of years ago, Lin Xuan still felt uneasy. The unknown was the most terrifying; what other dangers lay hidden in this mysterious ice plain beyond just the rare crystal veins?

During his journey, more remains appeared, mostly in lifelike positions as if they were still fighting off enemies. It seemed that some powerful force had killed them.

However, Lin Xuan noticed something new: while many of these cultivators died from sound waves or other divine arts, others had their heads severed by sharp claws or were pierced through the chest and abdomen.

Moreover, he found several spirit artifacts among the remains, indicating that not all of these cultivators were high-ranking.

"Poison Dragon, what do you think?" Lin Xuan’s voice echoed as he sought someone to discuss this with.

"It's hard to say, but these people don’t seem like treasure hunters; they might be..."

"They are likely from the same sect," Lin Xuan’s voice continued.

"Indeed, Master’s speculation aligns perfectly with my thoughts."

Though their negotiations were complex, both Lin Xuan and the poison dragon patriarch had extensive experience. Given that they reached the same conclusion, this speculation was likely correct.

Why would cultivators from the same sect all perish here? What dangers did they face in life?

Lin Xuan wasn’t interested in the reasons; he wanted to know what kind of danger lurked in this mysterious space and whether it still existed after so many years.

With time running short, Lin Xuan had no choice but to press on.

After a while, the path opened up before him as the dense fog suddenly vanished. A range of hills appeared in his view.

These were not towering mountains; they reached only a hundred feet high and stretched for over ten miles, winding like a dragon from above.

The vegetation was sparse, covered by thick snow, making it look like a world of silver and white.

At the foot of these hills, abundant qi surged forth.

Unlike veins, this was crystal vein energy, extremely concentrated and of high quality.

Lin Xuan’s heart leapt with joy.

Could this be where the rarest crystal veins were located?

It felt like finding treasure after searching for it in vain.

Well... not exactly, but certainly easier than he had anticipated.

Lin Xuan swept his sleeves again, sending a green sword light slicing towards the nearest peak.

The sword qi struck the mountain wall, instantly emitting blinding white light.

Clearly, this was no ordinary rock; it was incredibly hard.

However, Lin Xuan showed no surprise. The location of veins should be like this.

Finally, the surface layer of rocks was shaved off by his sword light, revealing perfectly clear and pure crystals embedded within.

Each crystal resembled a dried apricot in size, smaller than usual but with pure qi inside.

Sure enough, these were rarest crystals!

Lin Xuan’s face lit up with joy. He had risked so much for this; he feared the intelligence might be incorrect.

Such incidents were common in the cultivation world, and his hopes would have been in vain.

Fortunately, his worries were unfounded as he now saw the genuine rare crystal veins before him.

And they were extremely easy to mine.

It was truly heaven’s blessing.

On the other side, the poison dragon patriarch’s expression was complex. He had spent centuries planning for this moment and had risked everything.

Seeing so many rare crystals, it was impossible not to be elated. However, none of them would benefit him; he now held his life in Lin Xuan’s hands.

The thought made the old monster disheartened. Heaven didn’t treat people like that.

Lin Xuan cared nothing for what the old monster was thinking. His sole task now was to quickly mine these rare crystals and store them in his waist pouch, then leave this unknown ice plain.

He had a bad feeling about staying here.
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Chapter 1906: Ten Thousand Sword Qi

Time was pressing, and there could be no delay. Lin Xuan's mind was set as he began to act.

With a flick of his sleeve robe, a vast expanse of light霞 rushed out, swirling for a moment before appearing three feet in front of him. Surrounding元气 then surged into the space, and several techniques were cast by Lin Xuan, pouring more power into his body.

The light霞 transformed into a Taiji diagram, with a diameter of seven or eight zhang. It was mysterious and profound, with subtle符文 emanating from its surface, exuding an ancient and mystical aura.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious as he pointed a finger forward.

"Ten Thousand Streams Returning to the Source!"

This was a technique he had created during his seclusion, using sword qi to injure enemies without relying on treasures. Its power was incomparable.

From the Taiji diagram, different-colored light columns shot out.

Red represented fire.
Yellow signified earth.
...

Different colors indicated different elements.

Each contained metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—none were missing.

As these light columns decomposed visibly, sword qi began to emerge.

Depending on their thickness, each light column transformed into dozens or even hundreds of sword qi.

The lengths varied greatly. The largest was over seven zhang, while the smallest resembled a dagger.

Even with the gathered essence qi, Old Demon Tyrant Zhen felt shaken. Even at his peak, he would find it difficult to withstand this attack.

Lin Xuan's youth had formidable strength even without taking advantage of the situation. This thought made him feel somewhat fearful.

At that moment, Lin Xuan paid no mind to what Old Demon Tyrant Zhen was thinking. With a snap of his fingers, tens of thousands of sword qi surged forward.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his powerful divine consciousness fully. Unlike in combat, where he could simply slash and cut, here he needed meticulous control.

A moment's distraction could destroy the precious crystal ore. Lin Xuan aimed to avoid such issues.

Speaking of luck, this vein was exceptionally easy to mine.

Otherwise, encountering a vein with extreme impurities would make it impossible for even a well-staffed team to extract anything in a short time.

Clanging sounds filled his ears as one by one, precious crystal ore emerged from the embedded stone walls.

With a wave of his right hand, a storage bag flew out and was raised into the air. The bag's mouth opened, and streams of green霞 spread outwards, sweeping towards all sides...

Soon, the entire storage bag was filled. Lin Xuan quickly stuffed it back onto his waist.

According to spatial laws, storage bags cannot contain other storage bags inside them.

However, a higher-level storage bag could hold another one for a moment because it contained more advanced principles.

First, he stored the crystals in the storage bag, then returned it to his waist, saving space significantly.

Old Demon Tyrant Zhen was dumbfounded. Could this youth possess a precious storage item?

He had only heard of such things. The old monster realized that he could no longer fully understand Lin Xuan.

Cutting through the vein with sword light and filling the crystals back in was not complicated, but it wasn't done by just one person or one sword.

Countless colorful sword qi filled the sky—over ten thousand. This was terrifying. While using sword qi was easier than using a treasure, having so many required an astonishing amount of divine consciousness. Even Old Demon Tyrant Zhen doubted he could match Lin Xuan.

His eyes were filled with complex emotions as his confidence wavered. Could he really fight against Lin Xuan after removing the soul-sealing technique and finding a body to possess?

The old monster was in turmoil, realizing that Lin Xuan was far more powerful than he had imagined.

Lin Xuan paid no mind to Old Demon Tyrant Zhen's thoughts. All his energy was focused on mining the crystals while controlling so many sword qi—impossible under normal circumstances.

Time passed quickly. Before long, an hour had gone by.

The vein extended only a dozen miles and wasn't large at all; it could even be considered miniature.

This was not strange. Generally, veins of top-grade crystal were very small, and having one over ten miles was already impressive.

Lin Xuan's actions were swift. Already, a third of the vein had been mined by him.

Suddenly, an angry shout rang out, accompanied by terrifying spiritual pressure that appeared on the horizon, rolling towards them like a storm.

Lin Xuan's expression changed.

A cultivator of the Profound Stage!

And not just at the initial stage; it was an old monster. The feeling was no weaker than that of the Law Enforcement Elders in the Holy City. Could this be...

The answer came quickly as a startling light appeared on the horizon, flying closer with incredible speed.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he shouted loudly, his hands moving like butterflies, casting several techniques forward.

"Quickly!"

With his loud shout, the tens of thousands of sword qi changed direction. They stopped cutting and converged towards the center, transforming into patches of light霞 while buzzing loudly. The sight was terrifying as they surged towards the approaching figure.

Strike first; suffer later. Lin Xuan had some guesses about the identity of the newcomer but knew that it didn't matter now. With crystal ore veins here, any cultivator must be an enemy.

Eliminate them first!

Lin Xuan's choice was correct. The cultivation world was a place where the strong preyed on the weak. In the face of such treasures, who would expect to negotiate with the newcomer?

Reasoning with a cultivator was useless; power determined everything.

Seeing this terrifying light attack, Old Demon Tyrant Zhen sucked in a cold breath.

Just used for mining before, it now revealed its full potential as an attack. A mere Separation Period cultivator could not be so formidable.

While challenges across levels were legendary, he had never taken them seriously. Legends and reality couldn't be compared.

Even forced to sign the master-servant blood pact by Lin Xuan, Old Demon Tyrant Zhen was不服气. He represented a far different comparison of true strength than what it seemed.

However, his confidence wavered at this moment. Without any treasures, Lin Xuan had unleashed such a terrifying technique. Even at his peak, he would have to temporarily avoid the attack. Such a cultivator having the ability for cross-level challenges was not surprising.
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Countless sword qi converged towards the center, layer upon layer like a surging tide of waves, rushing towards the enemy with ferocity.

For this newly created technique, Lin Xuan was extremely confident. Even if the opponent were an old monster at the Profound Void stage, they wouldn't dare to directly confront it head-on. All he needed to do was retreat or dodge, securing the initiative for himself.

In a battle between experts, every millimeter counted. A slight advantage could be maintained and transformed into victory if used properly. At worst, he could maintain his advantage by continuously attacking.

Lin Xuan had extensive experience in duels. This technique wasn't just a simple ambush; it was filled with intricate maneuvers. Described as cunning and meticulous, but as the saying goes, "Planning is within one's control, but success depends on fate." Despite Lin Xuan’s calculations being correct, how could the Great Whale King fall for his trap?

In terms of cultivation stages, there was a vast difference between them.

Lin Xuan had the ability to challenge opponents at higher levels. He could single-handedly take on an early Profound Void stage, but mid-stage old monsters were beyond him.

Although Lin Xuan considered this, the sword qi not only was sharp and swift but also fast-moving enough that even a mid-stage old monster would likely choose to temporarily avoid it.

However, the Great Whale King was one of those rare exceptions. The six sea kings each had their strengths. The Shark King was known as a madman, the Jellyfish Queen played with the bizarre, while the Great Whale King's bravery was never doubted. Each generation of Great Whale Kings was renowned for their courage and strength.

Facing that surging tide of sword qi, the Great Whale King showed no hesitation. A hissing sound echoed as he punched directly towards it.

It wasn't a flashy move; in fact, it seemed like an ordinary punch from a mighty whale king who didn’t use any treasures. This was not uncommon, as body cultivation techniques weren’t exclusive to humans. The sea race had been around for millions of years, with their cultivation system being well-developed through the efforts of countless predecessors.

Body cultivation was just one aspect; all branches of the sea race studied it, but none excelled more than the Great Whale King’s clan. It was said that seven out of ten Great Whale Kings practiced body cultivation.

The ability to tear apart a lion or tiger was merely child's play compared to mastering their secret techniques. Even against peers from the Celestial and Terrestrial Spirit races, they wouldn’t be at a disadvantage in terms of resilience.

Thus, human cultivators often mocked the Great Whale King’s clan, saying they were just borrowing others' wisdom.

While it felt satisfying to mock them, Lin Xuan found himself feeling a bit sour. After all, human cultivation techniques were more complex, with various schools like Taoism, Buddhism, and even martial arts. Many of these had their own body cultivation techniques. But after so long in the East Sea, he hadn’t heard of any cultivator’s mastery of body cultivation surpassing that of the Great Whale King.

Mocking others is merely sour grapes; belittling them serves no purpose. What Lin Xuan wanted to know was how much advantage his calculated attack could secure for him.

To his surprise, the Great Whale King didn't dodge at all but instead punched directly into the sword qi.

Silent and swift!

Lin Xuan and the Great Whale King were still several hundred feet apart. The middle was filled with majestic sword qi. From a distance, Lin Xuan’s position seemed dominant, overpowering in its might. As he saw the sword qi engulf his opponent, it felt like a giant beast being crushed into dust. But just as that moment arrived, the Great Whale King's punch appeared.

It wasn’t flashy or dramatic, but from this single punch alone, one couldn’t see the might of the Sea Race’s first warrior.

It was just an ordinary stretch of the arm, with no signs of any spiritual light flashing.

Ordinary!

This was everyone’s initial reaction. But if one truly believed that, they would be deceiving themselves.

Lin Xuan had the same initial thought but then his pupils involuntarily constricted as he sensed a danger. However, it wasn’t because Lin Xuan truly detected something wrong; rather, it was an instinct honed through years of survival in treacherous circumstances.

Yes, it was an instinct.

But sometimes, instincts could decide the outcome. Any experienced cultivator wouldn’t dismiss such feelings.

"Bad!"

Lin Xuan’s heart tightened as if the fate of failure had already loomed over him. Without much thought, he quickly stepped to his left and vanished from sight.

This was purely a reflex action; at this stage of the duel, Lin Xuan's mind couldn't keep up with his body's movements. In essence, it was just an instinctive reaction.

Since the beginning of his cultivation journey, Lin Xuan had faced countless vicious battles, dancing on the brink of death so many times that he could barely remember them all. His body had long since developed instincts for dealing with danger.

Faster than the brain’s decision-making process, this split-second difference often decided the outcome of a battle.

Nine Heaven Microsteps was Lin Xuan's most proficient secret technique. After countless refinements, its complexity far exceeded what Nine Heaven Profound尊originally intended.

Facing spatial techniques, even an old monster at mid-Profound Void would find it challenging and impressive.

Almost as soon as he dodged, the surging wave of his sword qi began to dissipate. A crackling sound followed, indicating that the punch’s destructive force had already surpassed the speed of sound.

Where Lin Xuan had stood, his physical form escaped due to his body's extraordinary agility, but a faint shadow remained. Suddenly, without any warning, it was torn apart by an unseen force, reduced to dust and vanishing into nothingness.

Lin Xuan’s face turned ashen with fear.

Despite facing many dangerous situations, the current one seemed insignificant in comparison. His clothes were already soaked from cold sweat, and thinking about that scene still sent shivers down his spine.

Initially, he wanted to secure an advantage through a surprise attack, suppressing the Great Whale King's arrogance.

Up until now, Lin Xuan didn’t regret this decision; if anything, it was just that the enemy was far stronger than expected. Much stronger than he had imagined.

The plan was good, but all his plans and dreams were shattered by one punch.

That light, effortless punch turned defense into offense. His countless sword qi attacks were useless, nearly costing him his life in the process.

Wasn’t this ridiculous? An old monster at mid-Profound Void stage could be so terrifying?

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. Despite his unbreakable will, he had limits. The sudden turn of events left him plummeting into an icy abyss; even if one’s nerves were made of steel, it couldn’t withstand such a shock!
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For a moment, Lin Xuan felt the urge to retreat. After all, no matter how tempting the treasure might be, he had to survive to enjoy it.

Lin Xuan was always clear on this principle: one shouldn't risk their life for money. Once you were dead, even if your soul was extracted and refined, what use would any treasures have?

This was a simple truth.

Though Lin Xuan considered retreating, the thought only flashed through his mind briefly before he shook his head to reject it. He wasn’t hesitating because of the treasure; rather, something about this situation seemed too suspicious.

The saying went: "Even if you haven't eaten pork, you've seen pigs run." Indeed, Lin Xuan had never faced a middle-stage Daoist, but that didn’t mean he knew nothing about them. Books could provide enough knowledge to understand their capabilities even without direct experience.

Lin Xuan prided himself on his extensive reading and had even taken the time to review many ancient texts. He had made assessments of mid-stage cultivators' strength based on these studies, concluding that he wouldn't be able to defeat them easily but certainly not like this—crumbling under their first blow.

He was confident in this conclusion after much deliberation; it seemed correct unless the ancient texts were all wrong, which was highly unlikely. Such power would completely suppress him, and even a mid-stage cultivator of great accomplishment could not achieve such dominance. Unless it was an old monster from later stages, there might be some possibility.

With that thought, Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as he released his divine sense to scan the opponent. Both sides were continuously probing each other with their divine senses, and the results left them both shocked.

The opponent hadn’t concealed their strength; how was this possible?

A look of confusion flashed across their faces before they simultaneously launched an attack without hesitation.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, releasing dozens of sword lights that expanded as they flew. In a moment, they reached several dozen feet in length. He didn't allow them to attack blindly. With tens of thousands of attacks failing earlier, launching just dozens now would only invite ridicule.

Lin Xuan wasn’t a fool; he wouldn’t do something so foolishly embarrassing.

"Combine!"

As the sword lights expanded and formed, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, pointing it forward with one finger.

Swoosh! The sword lights instantly converged in a single direction, merging into a dazzling five-colored sword light.

"What...?"

"It's impossible. Earth, Metal, Water, Fire, Wood—this technique actually uses all five elements of the primordial energy. Could this guy be a cultivator with all five spirit roots?"

The Great Whale King and the Poison Dragon Ancestor almost simultaneously shouted in shock. In the cultivation world, only those with all five spirit roots could wield all five types of primordial energy. They knew this well, but they were certain that such a cultivator had never appeared in the Eastern Sea over millions of years—only legends recorded in ancient texts. Who could be sure if it was real? They had always treated such tales as jokes. But now...

The shock and awe from witnessing this firsthand were hard to put into words. However, by this time, the Great Whale King’s movements were already too slow.

Lin Xuan, with his rich experience in combat, couldn’t miss an opportunity like this.

Seeing the scene, he didn't say much and flicked his sleeves again. This time, what emerged wasn't the five-colored sword lights but a silver glow as the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring appeared in mid-air.

Buzz...

A sound akin to bells clashing echoed in their ears. The rings rapidly expanded, seemingly slow yet actually fast, falling harshly towards the opponent.

The momentum looked unmatched.

After all, this item was refined with countless treasures collected over an unknown period and then cultivated within Lin Xuan for several hundred years. Even if its power wasn’t outstanding, it still stood out compared to others.

Lin Xuan didn't stop here; as he summoned the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, his left hand flipped, emitting a red glow that revealed a dark black gourd in his palm.

Without further action from Lin Xuan, the gourd flew out with a flicker of black light. Its size rapidly increased until it exploded open, releasing black-red lightning sand.

Just as it emerged from the gourd, the sand was disorganized and chaotic. With a wave of both hands, the lightning sand coalesced into a ten-meter-long sand dragon.

With fangs bared and head raised, it let out a fierce roar before lunging at the Great Whale King.

The entire process seemed complex but was actually executed in one fluid motion. In an instant, Lin Xuan had launched several consecutive attacks.

The Poison Dragon Ancestor gaped in astonishment. Could this kid have hidden his true strength and abilities during their previous encounter?

Otherwise...

At this moment, he had a completely new understanding of Lin Xuan. He couldn't fathom how such a mere Separation cultivator could possess such power. What other tricks did he have up his sleeve that Lin Xuan didn’t know about?

As these thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan's fierce shout echoed: "Poison Dragon, what are you waiting for? Hurry and join me in the attack." !~!
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The White Bone Demon King had taken several slaps and finally realized the severity of his situation.

After washing up, their hands were red with cold. They huddled by the fire stove for quite some time before they came back to life.

"Absolutely true! Without a doubt!" Yi Shiyao raised her hand, and De Uncle immediately poured her a cup of hot tea, which she passed over.

At this moment, Ye Feng's desire for the Pocket Space grew even stronger.

"No." This wasn't what Yun Xiang said; instead, it was a sudden voice from Cheng Qi’s left side.

"An injury ointment combined with an Avoid Water Pearl? Wow, that’s already beyond heaven and earth!" Ye Feng exclaimed in admiration.

According to his original plan, and the reminder from Gao Yao today at the Heavenly Palace, he would definitely expand his business in the Divine Realm more and more in the future.

Lin Yi said indifferently. This guy seemed a bit too confident; there would be times when he cried.

Of course, this was also out of necessity. If possible, it would have been best to sign with Wu Qing, but Gong Yanjun was just an employee; he couldn't match Zhou Hong in terms of financial power.

Xue Ji’s face showed intense hatred as she roared, "I don’t kill living beings, but I will make her wish she were dead." With that, she struck another fierce blow, aiming at Ling Er's crown.

Su Qianqiu’s personality was generally quite easy-going. But for those close to her, she would never forgive anyone who harmed them.

"Attraction is a good thing; besides, you’ve been attracted by me, right? Otherwise, how could you have come here obediently?" Gu Mengling said smugly.

He planned to propose to Su Qianqiu at the hotel where they first met formally.

The next scene wasn’t a crying one. They had to wait until her emotions were completely normal and her physical reactions returned to normal before filming the next scene.

Zheng Xize wore a景泰蓝 narrow-sleeved long robe today, with cloud patterns embroidered along the collar and cuffs. A silver祥云 wide-belted ribbon was tied around his waist, making his eyes stand out even more due to the purple-vine headband.

The large ceramic bowl felt wronged as it hid behind its feet, feeling extremely dejected. It was about to slap itself a few times but hesitated. At this moment, she suddenly turned her head and saw something that made her eyes widen in shock.

In the morning, Senior Brother San Shixi Gou Tiancheng had to return to Daliang Country due to his family being massacred. The other senior brothers were worried about him and sent Qing Xuan along with him. After seeing off Gou Tiancheng and Qing Xuan, the mood at the Hidden Mist Valley became even emptier without the heart-wrenching flute music.

Joy Place, Anger Place, Sorrow Place, Anger Place—these are the four emotions of life. To make everyone in a city express the same emotion and thought, and then instantly end their lives, this was no less difficult than dealing with a divine artifact.

Seeing me summon my weapon, the monster also became serious. He pulled out a white long sword from the icy pond; its blade was transparent, like crystal, shimmering with light.

"But how can it be? Our house is so old and dilapidated. I've been here for years without encountering any thieves. How could there have been one after just a year?" Su Nuansi was puzzled.

"Hahaha, of course not. With such a beautiful wife like me by my side, why would I bother with others? Let’s go upstairs to watch some movies instead," I said as I hugged her and turned off the TV.
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Chapter 1909: The True Clash

The Old Demon Dragon's heart tightened as he flashed through all his schemes in his mind. Before he could make a decision, he suddenly felt warmth at the center of his brow.

The old monster's face changed abruptly.

All expressions vanished completely, replaced by fear.

禁魂术!

His soul and spirit were still in Lin Xuan's hands; he could neither live nor die as easily as moving a single thought.

"Master, please calm down. I will act now."

The Old Demon Dragon's voice was filled with terror as he spoke. Just as the words left his mouth, the warmth at his brow dissipated.

However, the Old Demon Dragon knew that Lin Xuan was warning him. If he continued to dawdle, it would be a fatal outcome. The old monster dared not act so foolishly anymore.

A trace of viciousness flashed across his face as he raised his small hand and struck his head with force. A "pop" echoed in the air, and an object shot out from his mouth.

After a slight rotation, it turned out to be a fan-shaped treasure.

It expanded with the wind, reaching over ten feet long almost instantly.

At this moment, the Old Demon Dragon had no physical body; his essence infant was only an inch high. Compared to the size of the fan, he appeared laughably small.

However, in the cultivation world, strength wasn't directly proportional to height. He raised his right hand and pointed at the treasure before him.

Immediately, a buzzing sound filled the air as layers of spiritual light enveloped the fan. It then moved forward, releasing a strange wind.

The wind was white, causing sand and stones to fly everywhere. More astonishingly, at the very front of it, rings of light pulsed, transforming into the head of a monstrous creature with an open maw, spewing out a blazing white light column...

Just now, he had almost provoked Lin Xuan's anger, putting him in danger from the Soul Sealing Technique. The Old Demon Dragon was terrified but did not hold back this time; he put all his effort into it.

As a Cave玄期 cultivator, even if his physical body perished, his essence infant remained very stable, allowing him to unleash over eighty percent of his true power.

The old monster had abundant experience in magical battles. This attack targeted the opponent's critical points, working well with Lin Xuan.

Facing their combined assault, the King Whale showed no fear on its face. It did not underestimate them either; Lin Xuan had just dodged his Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, greatly shocking the old monster.

He was unsure if Lin Xuan had seen through his ultimate move's weakness or had hit upon it by chance.

Regardless of the reason, he didn't want to tangle with him here. On their way, they had also seen the corpses of ancient cultivators. His感应and Lin Xuan were in agreement; staying here was not beneficial. A quick resolution was best.

Unfortunately, due to his shock earlier, he missed an opportunity and now found himself on the defensive.

The King Whale roared angrily as it faced the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring coming down from above. It didn't dodge or avoid it. Instead, it opened its mouth and spat out a fist-sized pearl.

The pearl spun around, creating a hurricane that enveloped Lin Xuan's life treasure.

While the King Whale excelled in physical cultivation, he wasn't without any treasures. With his status and strength, acquiring some high-grade ancient artifacts was effortless for him.

As for the majestic sword energy, it was formed by dozens of sword beams converging. The King Whale didn't dare to underestimate it. He raised his right hand, lifting it above his head. No additional movements were seen as a strange spatial fluctuation appeared three feet in front. The earth's essence gathered, forming multiple shields.

Not just one.

More shields emerged, enveloping him from all sides, layer upon layer with no gaps.

Boom!

The sword beam descended fiercely. Where they met, spiritual light flared up, creating dazzling multicolored lights that made it hard to see anything.

However, these shields were far sturdier than expected.

Lin Xuan's attack didn't end there. Soon, the dragon formed from雷沙聚合 also arrived with a myriad of vicious attacks.

Roar!

The roar was deafening as the dragon's claws moved, creating countless shadowy claw images. Seeing no use, the dragon immediately wrapped itself around the shields like a snake.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan roared, and numerous crackling sounds echoed, combining to create an awe-inspiring spectacle. The giant sword beam continued its relentless attack, horizontally chopping and vertically slicing while the Old Demon Dragon's attacks followed closely.

The sand dragon exploded!

A single grain of 雷沙的威力 in the eyes of a Cave玄 cultivator might be negligible, but when combined into a tower, it became incredibly powerful.

Although the King Whale was an intermediate cultivator, his ability to manipulate earth's essence far exceeded Lin Xuan. However, under such intense attacks, even he couldn't withstand them, and the shields shattered one by one in terrifying assaults.

Lin Xuan felt elated. But before this joy could fully manifest, a warning sign suddenly reappeared behind him.

Lin Xuan was shocked. It was too late to use Nine Heavens Microstep now. He turned his body at an almost imperceptible speed and found the King Whale standing just a few feet in front of him.

His face remained calm, but a hint of murderous intent appeared on his lips.

He raised his right hand and punched towards his own face.

Unlike the previous light punch, this one was accompanied by a loud noise.

Crackling sounds filled the air as fierce winds surged. A fool could see how powerful this strike was.

There was no time to dodge; he had to take the hit.

Lin Xuan didn't want to clash with the King Whale head-on but had no time even for that now.

A trace of viciousness flashed across his face, and Lin Xuan punched forward as well.

From their movements, it seemed they were almost identical.

Far away, the Old Demon Dragon was drenched in cold sweat. Punching against the King Whale was tantamount to suicide.

Who didn't know how powerful and resilient the King Whale's strength and body were? Even cultivators wouldn't dare do this.

The Old Demon Dragon was now trembling with fear. He wasn't truly concerned for Lin Xuan but knew that if he perished, his own fate would be equally grim.

However, at this moment, he had no time to act; his face turned pale.

Bang!

Though their fists didn't collide, the pressure formed a whirlwind in between. The next instant, the entire space seemed to shake violently. Blood splattered as Lin Xuan was like an arrow shot backward, colliding with the icy surface of the plain.
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The ice plain was shattered, forming a large hole with a diameter of several dozen feet. The depth was immeasurable. High above the gaping hole stood the King Whale, but his face did not bear the smile of victory.

Instead, there were more shock and curiosity!

That punch just now had seemed to result in a decisive victory for him on the surface. However, it wasn't quite like that at all.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was sent flying, but the King Whale knew in his heart that the damage inflicted upon the opponent was actually minimal.

In other words, that strike was merely superficial and did not achieve its intended purpose.

The glory of victory meant nothing to the King Whale. He was more curious about how a mere Separation Realm cultivator could be so formidable. It was astonishing that he managed to dodge his Heaven-Embracing Technique, but it might just have been luck.

However, the punch just now had actually hit its mark. The opponent hadn't even had time to summon their treasure before countering with a palm strike.

Such an occurrence had never happened before.

The shock in the King Whale's heart was understandable.

But there wasn't enough time for him to think about it. A brilliant flash of light erupted, and a streak of shocking brilliance shot out from the hole.

It soared into the sky!

The King Whale's pupils constricted as he followed without hesitation. Although his opponent’s strength was impressive, his secret technique, Shadow Splitting Technique, made it easy for him to dodge attacks effortlessly.

Despite the sharp claws of the monster tearing through the King Whale, the latter vanished like a bubble.

"Shadow Splitting Technique!"

The Poison Dragon Patriarch sucked in a cold breath. He had long heard about this secret technique of the King Whale, but seeing it with his own eyes was far more impressive than hearing others describe it.

The Poison Dragon felt a chill down his spine and admired Lin Xuan's endless array of tactics. Even at full strength, he wouldn't dare to engage in such combat with the King Whale.

After the monster's attack missed, the King Whale’s true form silently approached from behind. A cruel expression flashed across his face as his bones cracked loudly. He roared, and the punch was powerful beyond measure.

The monster had no time to dodge it.

But Lin Xuan emerged from another side through a crack in the ice.

He held a red treasure in his left hand, shaped like a staff. Lin Xuan had already infused his essence energy into it. He merely raised it high above his head and swung it forward.

It was as if there were Buddhist chants echoing in one's ears. Countless staff shadows appeared at an incredible speed, then condensed. It seemed that time stood still for a moment, but countless staff shadows converged to form a massive staff over a hundred feet long—like a pillar of heaven—that crashed down on the King Whale’s head.

"Buzz!" The sound of friction with air alone was enough to make one's eardrums ache. A look of shock flashed across the King Whale's face as he suddenly grew ten times his size in an instant.

The punch that had been aimed at the monster now turned upward, towards the sky, creating a powerful posture.

The monster quickly turned around, its movements more agile than expected. It cooperated flawlessly with Lin Xuan. The right hand, which had retreated earlier, shot out like a flash of lightning. Due to being well-prepared, it moved at an incredible speed. The black light flickered as the five fingers converged into a sharp cone-shaped treasure.

No… that was just a trick of the eye. Actually, because his nails were too long and had hooks on them, covering his palm, its power might not be inferior to a true sharp cone.

It plunged towards the King Whale’s heart—absolutely vital for any beast.

The two sides quickly formed an encirclement. The Poison Dragon Patriarch was delighted and pointed his finger at the banana leaf fan in front of him. Facing a mid-stage Essence Realm cultivator, he still felt some fear but not enough to lack the courage to beat a downed opponent.

This was a trap Lin Xuan had set up earlier.

The trap wasn't complicated but simple and practical.

Sure enough, the King Whale stepped into it.

Once in the trap, even if he didn’t die, he would definitely be injured. For a mid-stage Essence Realm cultivator, a hit on his heart could significantly reduce his combat effectiveness. This was beyond doubt.

His plan was right, but plans couldn't keep up with changes.

A flash of light appeared as the King Whale’s figure became blurry, and an armor-like object emerged from his body.

"Bang!"

The punch met the staff shadow, resulting in a standoff. Lin Xuan had underestimated the opponent, failing to seize the initiative. The monster's attack arrived on schedule but was blocked by the armor. Through the dust, Lin Xuan could see that the armor’s design wasn't fancy; it looked extremely rugged. However, coincidentally or not, its most effective position seemed to be the chest and abdomen, even with a shield-like piece embedded there.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling amused at his own carelessness. In the spirit realm, armor wasn’t rare, but many cultivators didn't like them because their protective value was slightly more expensive than other treasures.

For a mid-stage Essence Realm cultivator like the King Whale, a few crystals weren’t significant. Moreover, he primarily engaged in close combat and would definitely equip his most effective gear.

He had overlooked this point.

This sneak attack failed to achieve its goal, but unexpectedly, both Lin Xuan and the King Whale chose brief silence instead of rushing into more attacks. They needed to adjust their strategies and think about what they should do next.

It seemed it would be a long battle!

After this round of combat or probing, Lin Xuan had a clear idea. Facing an old monster from the Essence Realm, his chances were slim. However, the treasure was right in front of him—exquisite crystals! Not just one or two but an entire vein. He couldn’t give up no matter what.

He would have to take a chance.

If he retreated now, he would regret it later and might even be haunted by it for life. Such a loss wasn't worth it, so Lin Xuan wouldn’t do that.

Moreover, facing such a formidable opponent, there was still a chance of breakthrough between life and death.

Regardless of the real reason or just an excuse, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to retreat.

The King Whale’s reaction was similar. He had never expected a mere Separation Realm cultivator to cause him such trouble. Instead, he treated the Poison Dragon Patriarch as if he were invisible air. Neither Lin Xuan nor the King Whale took him seriously, and this situation was clear to the Poison Dragon. As an Essence Realm cultivator, being ignored should have made him angry, but instead, he felt relieved. He understood his own position; participating in such a battle wasn’t beneath him, but carelessness could lead to disaster.

"Whoosh."

The monster quickly flew beside Lin Xuan, and the King Whale didn't stop it. The battle was about to begin, and now they were just building up their strength. The storm was brewing.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a flash of light shot out. After the light faded, an unusual treasure appeared before him.

At first glance, it looked like a ruined tower with seven layers, unremarkable in appearance. Lin Xuan cast a spell at it.

The King Whale’s eyes narrowed but didn’t move to attack. He would wait and see; he had been surprised by Lin Xuan several times now and decided to strike last.

Whether this plan worked or not was irrelevant, as it suited Lin Xuan's intentions. The Ten Thousand Souls Tower shook, emitting a brilliant light as the first layer opened, revealing blinding white light.
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The buzzing grew louder, and the white light transformed into a vortex. A crimson insect cloud emerged from within, spreading over Lin Xuan's head, covering several acres of space. The sight was terrifying.

The Great Whale King's brow furrowed slightly as he scanned the scene. The insect cloud seemed to cover everything, but it was actually composed of tiny insects no bigger than fingernails.

"This is...," Lin Xuan wasn't familiar with theworm expulsion technique (Drive Insect Technique), but such a large number of insects was indeed daunting.

The post-processor seemed like an unwise choice. The Great Whale King was about to make a move, but at this moment, Lin Xuan's expression became strangely odd.

The Great Whale King was taken aback; could the little guy be planning another trick? He hesitated for a moment and stopped his intended attack.

On the other side, Lin Xuan's face was unusually strange. Through their mental connection, he sensed that Yu Ro-Feng was extremely agitated, desperately trying to convey some message.

However, while Lin Xuan's spirit insects had already recognized him, they could only command them to defend; communicating was not easy.

But Lin Xuan was very smart. His mind raced as he vaguely thought of a possible solution: the insects were showing interest in the crystal vein before them.

He wasn't sure if this was true, but such speculation was worth trying.

The saying "one leaf knows autumn" applied to everyone. After the series of events, Lin Xuan had a clear understanding of the Great Whale King's strength. Despite not being at a significant disadvantage, he used both wisdom and power in battle.

In truth, his chances of winning were virtually nil, but that was something Lin Xuan knew better than anyone else. He was just stubbornly holding on to what he had.

Eventually, defeat might still be inevitable, and if he lost, the treasures would belong entirely to the Great Whale King.

This outcome was something Lin Xuan could never accept. But with enough strength, perhaps things could change.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan pondered deeply until a solution seemed to present itself before him.

Indeed, there was always a way out of any situation!

With various thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and shot several more spells at the Ten Thousand Souls Pagoda.

The sounds were clear as they struck the pagoda's surface almost simultaneously.

The white light became even brighter. Another insect cloud emerged from within, this one purplish-red in color and much smaller than before. The Great Whale King could see that these insects, aside from their spots, resembled bees.

Of course, their size was incomparable; each was about the size of an infant's fist.

The Great Whale King's face darkened further. This kid’s tricks were endless. The spirit insects he had raised weren't just one type.

He couldn’t hesitate any longer and must act quickly. With a punch forward, he unleashed his power.

Spirit energy surged, creating a vortex in his vision. Surrounding elemental qi rushed into the vortex as it merged with the fist, heading towards Lin Xuan.

Before reaching him, the air around them suddenly became thick and stagnant.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim, but he didn’t show any signs of panic. He pointed at the blood fire ants above his head.

The buzzing grew louder as the insects circled before transforming into a massive crimson cloud, rushing towards the fist and vortex.

Soon, they collided. A small group of blood fire ants was reduced to dust.

A look of surprise appeared on the Great Whale King's face.

These spirit insects were so fragile; what use could he have for them?

For ordinary Separation Stage cultivators, such a situation would not be surprising, but Lin Xuan had already demonstrated his strength and abilities, making him seem like an equal. The spirit insects this kid released couldn't be useless.

Was there some hidden plot?

Before the thought fully formed, a loud explosion echoed in his ears, accompanied by intense rage. The sound was deafening.

The blood fire ants, though individually weak, were fearless and had a unique self-destruct ability. As they said, one must risk everything to bring down an emperor. The explosion from their self-destruction was formidable, especially with hundreds or even thousands of them detonating simultaneously. Even a Golden Core veteran would have to temporarily avoid the attack.

Sure enough, despite his powerful punch, the Great Whale King's fist was dispersed by the explosions of thousands of blood fire ants.

Seizing this opportunity, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time. He raised his hand and summoned the Magic Bond Sword. Facing an old monster at Golden Core middle stage, he couldn’t afford to hold back; he had to use his divine treasure.

On the other side, Yu Ro-Feng didn't need to be driven; it buzzed away and flew towards a distant mountain range, burrowing into the ice layer as if it were nothing.

The Great Whale King was stunned. What did the opponent want?

But regardless of the truth, he wouldn’t let him succeed. He raised his right hand and prepared to punch forward when a majestic sword aura appeared in his vision. Though not reaching heaven or earth, it was over ten dozen feet long and descended upon him.

This sword aura was not only imposing but also had countless light halos pulsating on its surface, with runes flickering. It was incredibly mysterious.

"This... is a divine treasure!"

The Great Whale King's experience was vast; in his shock, he immediately recognized the item Lin Xuan held. With such a sword aura driven by a divine treasure, it far surpassed what he had seen earlier.

It would be foolish to directly confront it. He moved swiftly and vanished from sight. This old man wasn't just brave but also very agile. He was skilled in water escape techniques, capable of both offense and retreat. His movement covered over a hundred feet, but Lin Xuan had already spotted him.

The reason? The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

Lin Xuan's various secret arts were formidable, vast, and complex. No matter what happened, he could handle it effectively.

A spell was cast, and the divine treasure’s staff transformed into a dragon, roaring as it rushed towards the Great Whale King with lightning speed.

The timing was perfect; there was no way to dodge. The Great Whale King's face turned pale as primitive energy burst from his body.

Boom!

A terrifying aura surged out from him, centered on him.
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"Ah..."

Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast, yet even this scene before him left him speechless. The blue protective aura centered around the King Whale surged outward, spreading in all directions.

The aura stretched for over ten meters, its power overwhelming to describe in a moment. It seemed as if the King Whale’s eyes had turned blood red.

It wasn't an advancement in his cultivation stage; it was merely an increase in the amount of spiritual energy within the old monster's body—more than doubled. His muscles stood out prominently, and though he hadn't used the Enlargement Technique, his body had grown significantly larger. He exuded a burst of explosive vitality, the aura of a true powerhouse.

The Sea Beast’s First Hero!

"This spell..."

Lin Xuan regained his composure, his eyes narrowing with intense concentration. The increase in power was substantial; if he hadn't been mistaken, this technique bore a striking resemblance to the Beast Race's unique狂化体质 (Raging Body). And its effects were even better.

Right, it must be the Raging Body Technique!

This should be something similar to what he saw.

However, the Raging Body Technique wasn’t exclusive to shark clans; when had the King Whale learned this?

A single warrior was already formidable enough. When that warrior used the Raging Body Technique, it turned into a nightmare for his enemies.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and cry at once—what bad luck he had!

But now, there was no retreat. The Jade Spider Bee had entered the vein, though he didn’t know exactly what they were doing or how much different their actions were from his guesses. Regardless, he needed to buy as much time as possible.

Sweat dripped from his palms as Lin Xuan tightened his grip on the Demon Fate Sword.

Roar!

The spirit-possessed treasure transformed into a dragon that had already closed in. Its presence was formidable, but since the King Whale had used its secret technique, it couldn’t be gauged by ordinary means—Gods and Buddhas be destroyed!

He raised his right hand, fingers slightly curved, and struck out with a palm.

Suddenly, fierce winds rose as the primordial energy of heaven and earth converged before him. No spiritual light flashed; instead, an invisible force emerged from the side, colliding with the dragon's head.

The ten-meter-long厉蛟 (Fierce Dragon) was no match for this terrifying power, being flung away like a kite string broken.

It flew several miles back, its wails barely audible as it lost its form. The staff reappeared in his vision.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt a shiver of awe within. What an old monster! A single strike was this powerful.

Close combat wasn’t a wise choice. Lin Xuan activated the Nine Heavens Micro-Step.

A swift shift had him appearing over a hundred meters away.

He raised his right hand, pouring all his spiritual energy into the Demon Fate Sword. The silver light grew intense as a layer of fine scales enveloped his entire palm. Surrounding primordial energy surged...

Lin Xuan revealed no weakness; he was preparing to unleash the Heavenly Treasure fully.

But just then, an ominous sign appeared—a black shadow suddenly materialized in his vision.

It was a venomous snake!

Its body was emerald green with two pitch-black heads, both biting toward Lin Xuan's neck.

The shock on Lin Xuan’s face was obvious. He had no idea where this venomous snake came from, but it was undoubtedly a terrifying predator.

But despite the shock, his response was swift and decisive.

There was no time for blocking; he barely turned his head to the left, managing to move several feet away. The snake's heads were fierce, but its bite failed to succeed.

However, the venomous snake didn’t stop there. Its body shone with spiritual light as a pair of bat-like wings appeared on its back. With a gentle flap, it changed direction and bit toward Lin Xuan’s throat again.

The attack was brief but extremely cunning in its angle.

This time, Lin Xuan had no place to hide, but he managed to block the snake's mouth with his hand.

Though the Demon Fate Sword was formidable, Lin Xuan moved faster. The beast didn’t give up; instead, it bit down on his palm.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

Despite the碧焰麒麟甲 (Ember Phoenix Scale Armor) forged from countless treasures and years of effort, and the silver scales that appeared when using the Demon Fate Sword, they couldn't stop the snake's sharp teeth.

A searing pain shot through Lin Xuan’s hand. Furious, he grabbed the snake’s tail and slammed it downward with all his might.

His strength was considerable; fueled by anger, the snake, though fierce, could no longer resist.

Bang!

The small snake, only a few feet long, created a large hole in the ice plain.

This showed how formidable Lin Xuan's strength truly was.

Though he seemed to have avenged himself, his hand felt useless. More accurately, it was paralyzed after being bitten.

Zing!

Lin Xuan withdrew his right hand, which had been transformed into the Ember Phoenix Scale Armor. The entire palm was wrapped in black energy, turning black as numbness spread.

He released his grip, and the Demon Fate Sword fell to the ground. He didn’t intend this; his whole right hand was too weak to hold it anymore.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let a Heavenly Treasure fall into someone else's hands.

With his left hand, he cast out a streak of green light that caught the falling sword and returned it to his waist pouch.

But just as he completed these actions, the atmosphere turned hostile. The King Whale had taken advantage to attack. Although the ambush didn’t achieve its best effect—killing him—the snake had poisoned him, which was enough.

What more could be said?

Seize the opportunity while they’re down. This rule wasn't only familiar to Lin Xuan; the King Whale was equally adept at it. Now, Lin Xuan found himself in a dire situation, turning from hunter to prey. The odds were against him, and his prospects looked bleak.

The opponent’s power was on full display, making direct confrontation foolish. Lin Xuan flashed away, intending to use the Nine Heavens Micro-Step, but he realized the air around him had inexplicably solidified. At this moment, the King Whale performed a hand seal!
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The opponent's technique couldn't hinder the Nine Heaven Microstep, but it could slow him down.

As they say, a miss is as good as a mile. In a battle between experts, every moment counts.

This slight delay allowed the Great Whale King to rush within ten feet of Lin Xuan. His face twisted into a grotesque grin, daring Lin Xuan to come up with some fancy move this time around.

However, even the wisest make mistakes. The Great Whale King's strategy was sound, but he made a very foolish error... He forgot that Lin Xuan wasn't alone. While the Poison Dragon Ancestor wasn't mentioned, there was a loyal and devoted Corpse Demon beside him.

A flash of black light revealed the Corpse Demon charging forward with a roar, bravely blocking Lin Xuan's path.

Seeing his fatal strike interrupted, the Great Whale King unleashed an angry punch at the Corpse Demon.

That punch was incredibly fast, accompanied by thunderous sounds that distorted and collapsed space wherever it passed. This proved just how terrifying its power was. However, the Corpse Demon couldn't dodge; he had to shield Lin Xuan.

Both hands came out in a desperate clash. While this wasn't a wise choice, with no other options, he could only do what he did.

With his two claws dancing, the air crackled and whistled. As a Core Formation Stage Corpse Demon, its strength was formidable, and it showed no mercy. The claw shadows obscured half of the sky.

From the momentum, the Corpse Demon seemed to have some fighting spirit, but that illusion was about to be shattered.

Klunk klunk sounds echoed as the Corpse Demon used all his strength, yet the disparity in power made it impossible to overcome. Punch and claw met, and he broke both arms like twigs under a powerful force.

To be fair, the Corpse Demon wasn't weak; rather, its opponent was simply too overpowering.

For an ordinary cultivator, such injuries wouldn't lead to immediate death but would severely incapacitate them. However, for the Corpse Demon, his mind had been erased, making him nothing more than a puppet with no fear or sense of self-preservation.

Despite the severe wounds, he paid them no heed, opening his blood-stained maw and baring his fangs as he charged at the Great Whale King.

Such tactics were truly insane!

The Great Whale King's fierce demeanor made him furrow his brow. He vanished in an instant, then appeared behind the Corpse Demon with a roar, delivering a powerful punch to its back.

Bang!

As if struck by a hammer, a hole as big as a bowl appeared in the Corpse Demon’s chest. It fell like a broken bird, snowflakes scattering as it crashed into the ice, creating another deep pit. Whether he was dead or alive remained unknown.

The Great Whale King retracted his fist, his expression calm as if defeating a Core Formation Stage Corpse Demon was just a minor matter.

He always considered Lin Xuan to be his greatest threat; a mere Corpse Demon wasn't worth much concern, but leaving it unchecked would be like an annoying fly. So, he decided to solve the problem once and for all.

First, he cut off that boy's wings, then sent him to the underworld. The Great Whale King’s plan was meticulously laid out, step by step.

Though this process seemed complex, it took only a moment. He looked up, ready to confront Lin Xuan, but another small figure stood in his way.

Indeed, it was a small figure; how high could aninfant spirits be?

The Poison Dragon Ancestor.

At that moment, the Poison Dragon Ancestor was furious and anxious, cursing at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan had ordered him to block the opponent.

Hearing this command, the Poison Dragon Ancestor wanted to cry. He knew his own limitations; even in full strength, he would be no match for the Great Whale King. Any attack from the other side would leave him struggling to defend himself.

Now reduced to a mereinfant spirits, he could only muster about eighty percent of his strength, and most of his treasures were lost. This meant his remaining eighty percent was severely diminished.

Block?

The Poison Dragon felt like dancing on the edge of a knife, but he had no choice; if he refused, Lin Xuan would activate the Soul Restriction Technique, condemning him to an endless cycle of rebirths.

In or out, it was still a blade. Weighing his options, the Poison Dragon Ancestor reluctantly flew towards the Great Whale King, hoping to bluff his way through.

He knew he couldn't fight, but perhaps he could just get by.

Lin Xuan understood the old monster's thoughts. At this moment, he was already a thousand feet away.

A moment of carelessness had allowed the Dark Shadow Twin-Headed Snake to sneak an attack.

What kind of spirit pet was this? Lin Xuan hadn't heard of it before, but clearly, it excelled in concealment and had razor-sharp teeth with potent poison.

Lin Xuan's right hand had completely lost sensation.

Moreover, the black aura rapidly spread up his arm at a terrifying speed.

The consequences of ignoring this were clear to Lin Xuan. He took a deep breath, focusing all his spiritual energy on his right hand in an attempt to suppress the black aura.

While it wasn't entirely useless, its effect was negligible.

If the battle had ended and he could retreat to his cave for treatment, that would be effective. But now, there was no time for such luxuries.

At this moment, the Great Whale King had just broken the Corpse Demon's arms. The old monster glanced over but remained unperturbed. In the East Sea, Dark Shadow Twin-Headed Snakes were rare and potent poisoners. Even if he was bitten, it wouldn't be an immediate threat.

Though that boy repeatedly surprised him, he should have run out of tricks now. This speculation seemed reasonable, but Lin Xuan couldn’t be reasoned with.

Seeing his spiritual energy ineffective, Lin Xuan opened his mouth, and the Illusory Heavenly Fire spewed from his lips, enveloping his right hand.

Lin Xuan didn't do this to burn himself; he had practiced the Illusory Heavenly Fire technique diligently, so it naturally provided immunity. His intention was simple: use poison to counter poison.

Sure enough, the fire worked as expected. It transformed into a vivid green, maximizing the effectiveness of the poison. The black aura on his hand retreated visibly.

"What...?"

The Great Whale King looked up just in time to see this scene, his mouth agape. At that moment, he began to doubt himself.

Could this boy create any miracle?

He had set up a fatal trap, but it was undone by him.

At that instant, the Poison Dragon Ancestor was knocked away. He didn't die; instead, he lay on the ground pretending to be dead.
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Chapter 1914: True Spirit One Strike vs. Heaven and Earth Fist

The shock was immense, but the Whale King's actions showed no hesitation. After sending the Poison Dragon Ancestor flying, he did not rush in to finish it off.

A mereinfant body (yīng tǐ) could not change the final outcome; what mattered was that the Poison Dragon’s attitude was clear—he and that hateful fellow were obviously not on the same page.

Since he had already been dealing with this, why should he go out of his way? Suspended in mid-air, the Whale King appeared motionless, but terrifying spiritual energy gathered around him. From the flow of primordial qi in the surroundings, one could see a hint of what was happening.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally grim. Even though the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire’s supreme power barely managed to suppress the Absolute Poison, his own primordial qi had suffered significant losses.

And now, his opponent was preparing a powerful move; he must strike first.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and raised both hands, dancing them in front of him. In the sky, countless illusions appeared, resembling the Thousand-Handed Avalokitesvara from Buddhism.

One after another, mystic seals were cast. A faint sound of Buddhist chanting could be heard.

True Spirit One Strike was rarely used by Lin Xuan; such a scene had only occasionally occurred before. The last time he felt curious about it—could this secret technique still have ties to the Buddhist sect?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but there was no time for further contemplation. He focused on dealing with his current enemy, leaving other matters to be dealt with later.

All of his spiritual energy surged into his palms in an instant, almost draining every drop from his dantian and meridians. His mind went blank as the power drained away; he felt dizzy and nauseous, suffering immensely.

This technique was incredibly powerful, but it required a high level of mental and spiritual awareness to be used. Compared to the Demon Fate Sword, it was even more formidable, and the Hundred Dragon Fangs were inferior in comparison. It could be said that this was one of Lin Xuan’s most powerful techniques.

Compressing his spiritual energy into a small light ball, he held it in his palms. The ball was about the size of a jīdàn (a type of fruit), with electric arcs swirling around its surface and countless tiny talisman inscriptions flickering faintly. It appeared mysterious beyond words.

Inside this round ball, a vague shadow bounced and flashed.

A tiger!

But unlike ordinary mountain kings, True Spirit One Strike was a secret technique that mimicked a divine beast from the spirit realm—White Tiger of the Four Symbols!

Meanwhile, the Whale King had completed his move.

He absorbed all the primordial qi within several miles into his body. More accurately, it entered his right fist.

His appearance was terrifying yet somewhat comical. The muscles on his body bulged prominently, especially in his right arm, which grew to over seven or eight zhang (about 23-27 feet) long, while the rest of his body remained unchanged.

It seemed as if he had attached a giant's arm to his body, creating a stark contrast that was visually striking.

Heaven and Earth Fist!

The Whale King’s preparation was his most powerful secret technique.

This move had two forms—one light and ethereal, like when he first clashed with Lin Xuan, and the other, which he used now.

It created an overwhelming commotion, clearly indicating its immense power. The two styles were vastly different; one suited ambushes, causing the opponent to fall without realizing it.

But in terms of power, this form was naturally more formidable.

With a roar, the Whale King raised his massive arm and tightly clenched his fist, delivering a fierce punch towards Lin Xuan.

There was no sound as he struck, but thunderous sounds echoed into the ears.

Blue light flickered as all the brilliance converged in the center, revealing an enormous sperm whale. Its mouth opened wide, with teeth sharper than those of a killer whale and more menacing than a shark, lunging at Lin Xuan.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan did not hesitate; he raised his head and let out a thunderous roar, pushing the light ball forward with all his might.

Who fears whom? Clash!

True Spirit One Strike met Heaven and Earth Fist in mid-air.

Halfway through its flight, the light ball, which had gathered all of his spiritual power, shattered. The White Tiger’s fierce roar echoed as it emerged, rapidly growing to over three zhang (about 10 feet) long. Although still insignificant compared to the sperm whale’s shadow, the tiger showed no fear, charging forward with overwhelming momentum.

Strength does not determine who is stronger.

Whale vs. White Tiger!

In an instant, they clashed, and instead of a gale force wind, a spiritual energy vortex was created. The commotion was so intense that it was difficult to describe in words.

The ice plain began to melt, the entire space trembling. The residual shockwaves seemed capable of destroying everything. The Poison Dragon had already retreated far away, his face filled with shock.

After this scene, he no longer sought revenge against Lin Xuan; all he wanted was to remove any restrictions placed on him and retreat as far as possible.

Though unwilling to admit it, he was genuinely impressed by Lin Xuan’s strength—or rather, terrified. Hiding would be useless; this kid was too formidable.

Lin Xuan's power was evident, but the Whale King was no mere pretender—mid-stage accomplished cultivator, a clan king. Lin Xuan had not yet reached the point where he could challenge him.

In truth, this direct confrontation was extremely disadvantageous for Lin Xuan and might even be considered foolish.

Indeed, it was foolish; facing an opponent stronger than himself, the best choice was to avoid a direct clash and instead engage in maneuvering. But Lin Xuan knew this well; at this moment, he had no other choice.

If he did not use True Spirit One Strike, his opponent’s powerful move would still come.

Between two evils, he chose the lesser one. Despite knowing that using True Spirit One Strike was not a smart choice, Lin Xuan could only grit his teeth and use it.

To be honest, this technique was indeed formidable.

The White Tiger shadow faced a sperm whale ten times its size but showed no fear. However, in the end, it still could not withstand the attack. After a brief standoff, the White Tiger’s head was bitten off by the sperm whale.

With a loud explosion, the True Spirit One Strike shattered and exploded fiercely. The sperm whale was engulfed but did not disintegrate; its size simply decreased slightly.

P.S.: I recommend Fairy Xiayan's "Demon Cultivator Ascends to Immortality," book number 1652383.

A child burdened with a mission is born into the family of an alchemy cultivator. Watch as he grows in the cultivation world until reaching the pinnacle of the Way.
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Chapter 1915: Sealing

The giant sperm whale was still over twenty meters long, its eyes glowing with a red light as it fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

The king of the giant sperm whale's lips curled into a smug smile. This time, he would see how Lin Xuan could dodge his attack; human strength had its limits after all.

He didn't believe that Lin Xuan still had any tricks up his sleeve and was certain that he would be blown to pieces by the explosion.

This battle was indeed tough for him.

However, in the end, it was still a victory.

The little brat was truly tenacious. But he should know that everything has its limits in this world; no matter how powerful your divine treasures are, you can't challenge someone of a higher rank at such an advanced stage.

He couldn’t take these daoist practitioners of the Profound Yin period lightly anymore.

With a vicious thought, the king of the giant sperm whale prepared for another assault.

Thinking that he could easily kill Lin Xuan here with near certainty, he was wrong again this time.

While challenging someone from a lower rank does have its limits, Lin Xuan wasn’t yet at his limit either.

Seeing thesperm whale冲过来 with overwhelming force, Lin Xuan didn't show much fear or trepidation on his face. The Nine Bright Moon Ring, which had been trapped by the king of the giant sperm whale's spell, returned to his hand. However, he paid no mind to this as the power of that treasure hadn’t shown any extraordinary abilities in such a critical moment.

A sneer appeared on the king of the giant sperm whale’s face. He thought Lin Xuan was just making a last-ditch effort.

However, reality proved otherwise.

Lin Xuan had already prepared. With his right hand raised, he pointed it forward and said, "Quickly!"

Hundreds of fire dragons and ice serpents appeared in his vision, then multiplied into seven each, reaching thousands in number. The pressure emanating from every one was formidable; the dragon-serpent figures blocked half the sky as they surged forward…

The king of the giant sperm whale’s pupils constricted, his face showing a new sense of gravity.

This outcome was beyond his expectations.

The Hundred Dragon Fang!

And the true attack wasn’t just about its name; there were already over a thousand of them.

To be honest, its power still couldn't match that of the Heaven and Earth Punch. However, the secret technique used by the king of the giant sperm whale had been greatly weakened by the True Spirit Strike.

Bang!

Hundreds of dragons andsperm whale clashed with each other. This time, it was a deadlock.

The king of the giant sperm whale’s expression was extremely displeased. How many more miracles would this boy create? However, the situation still favored Lin Xuan.

Two consecutive powerful attacks had left his mana somewhat depleted, while the king of the giant sperm whale remained much better off. He was after all an intermediate Profound Yin cultivator; in terms of mana depth, he far surpassed Lin Xuan.

A fierce look flashed across the old monster’s eyes. However, at this moment, Lin Xuan did something that left him speechless. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and patted his waist, a jade bottle appearing before him. He then uncorked it and dripped some spirit liquid into his mouth.

An unbelievable scene unfolded as his mana replenished like magic after he swallowed.

"Impossible!"

The king of the giant sperm whale’s expression was one of biting his teeth in anger: "How could this guy have ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in his hands?"

Lin Xuan's tactics were endless. While the king of the giant sperm whale had the upper hand, a sense of defeat began to rise within him.

His gaze seemed somewhat dazed.

However, it was only for an instant. The first warrior of the sea’s mind was naturally extremely resilient and not easily shaken.

Taking a breath, his body was enveloped in blue light as he prepared to rush at Lin Xuan. But just then, something unexpected happened.

Buzz…

Bees' chirping entered his ears.

Then, the yù lu bees rushed out from the ice layer with urgency.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, and so was the king of the giant sperm whale, who paused mid-action. Both felt a sudden warning, but this unease didn’t seem to come from their current opponent.

Why would that be?

Lin Xuan couldn't help thinking about all those ice corpses he had seen along the way. Why had an entire sect of ancient cultivators perished here? Some were even shattered by sound waves, causing their essence souls to disperse. Could the truth finally be revealed now?

Scanning his gaze over the insect clouds above, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and summoned the Ten Thousand Soul Tower. The yù lu bees seemed to find a home as they rushed in.

Having just consumed an enormous amount of top-grade crystal stones, it would take time for them to mature. At this moment, their combat strength wouldn’t increase much, so Lin Xuan didn't want to waste them here without purpose. He couldn’t afford to be careless and squander his resources.

The king of the giant sperm whale’s brows furrowed tightly as he scanned with his divine sense towards the distant veins of minerals. His expression turned extremely gloomy; the top-grade crystal stones were almost depleted.

What was going on? Could it have been those demonic insects?

Which kind of insect could devour such high-grade crystal stones?

He hated Lin Xuan to a great extent, and this vein of minerals had become useless now. Even if he won, there would be no use for the gains; continuing the fight seemed meaningless. But he couldn’t give up. He had schemed for centuries, only to have his plans ruined by this boy.

How could he let him go?

Although killing him wouldn't change anything, his endless divine treasures and techniques were worth taking if he could get them.

The king of the giant sperm whale found another reason to kill Lin Xuan. Just as he was about to act, the ground began to tremble. No, not just the ground; even the entire space started trembling.

A fierce aura emerged, making it feel like this small space would collapse.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan was alarmed and turned his head. The ferocious aura came from beneath the top-grade mineral vein. Various scenarios flashed through his mind: could there be a monster sealed under this spirit mine?

After careful consideration, he realized that it was highly possible; ancient cultivators had a habit of sealing powerful demons with the essence of veins.

Moreover, the current scene was clear enough—wasn’t there no other explanation for what was happening here?

Lin Xuan’s expression turned extremely grim. The king of the giant sperm whale felt similarly, given his extensive knowledge and experience. Clearly, they were thinking along the same lines.

Leaving this place was undoubtedly the right choice. Unfortunately, it was too late now. As the yù lu bees consumed the top-grade crystal stones, a terrifying monster had already been released due to the seal losing its effect.

Roar!

A massive sound entered his ears, echoing from underground. The exact source of the roar couldn’t be identified due to the deep reverberation.

Following that, the mountain crumbled.

Postscript: Second update for today.
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The ice layer cracked, sending shards flying everywhere. A thick white mist emerged from the fissure.

A deep, bottomless hole appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight.

"Ku!"

A deafening roar echoed, shaking the very soul. Then a massive black shadow emerged from the underground cave.

Along with it came an intense spiritual pressure that made Lin Xuan feel slightly shaken. He wanted to flee but felt as if he was trapped.

The Giant Whale King reacted similarly, staring intently at the creature in the mist. It was a toad-like creature, over thirty zhang long, almost completely transparent with faintly swirling light around it.

"This..."

Lin Xuan remained calm, but the Giant Whale King's face turned pale: "Ice Demon Heart Toad? Impossible! How could such a creature be trapped here?"

The voice of the Sea Tribe’s first hero trembled as he revealed his fear.

"Friend, do you recognize this beast?" Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed.

There are no eternal enemies; only interests to consider. Whether they would clash depended on the situation. As the giant toad appeared, both Lin Xuan and the Giant Whale King shifted their attention.

Their previous encounter seemed like a mere cloud.

Lin Xuan believed that the Giant Whale King would make the right choice as he was undoubtedly not a short-sighted ruler.

And indeed, the Giant Whale King did not disappoint.

"Beast, hmpf. You underestimate it too much," the Giant Whale King's cold voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears. "What? Not a beast?"

Could it be a true spirit at the first level? Lin Xuan was genuinely shocked.

True spirits were beyond his current capabilities and even more so in combat. A simple wave of its claws or breath could annihilate him instantly.

"Of course, not a true spirit," the Giant Whale King sighed. "But it’s no better. It is an offspring of a true spirit with a trace of Golden Jade True Toad blood."

"Golden Jade True Toad?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He knew this existence; as a cultivator, he had imitated the power of the Golden Ming True Toad. In terms of true spirits, the Golden Jade True Toad ranked among the bottom, but as they say, a skinny donkey is still bigger than a horse. Even at the bottom, it was considered a true spirit.

Fortunately, what faced them was merely an offspring and not the actual Golden Jade True Toad.

True spirit descendants were far beyond ordinary beasts; even the Heavenly Spirit Tribes would be inferior to them.

However, this wasn’t entirely accurate as true spirit descendants varied in strength. Their abilities differed based on how much of their true spirit bloodline they inherited.

Those who inherited more were naturally stronger, while those with less were generally weaker, though there were exceptions where some offspring underwent mutations due to certain reasons, similar to cultivators with abnormal spiritual roots.

Such true spirit descendants, despite inheriting little, could still possess astonishing abilities. In any case, one had to analyze each situation individually as it was hard to predict without seeing it firsthand.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan spoke: "Do you know the strength of this Ice Demon Heart Toad?"

Before his words were finished, he suddenly sensed something and stepped to the left, vanishing from sight with a flash of spiritual light.

It had to be Nine Heaven Micro Step.

As a spatial technique, it was incredibly useful for evading enemy attacks.

---

The Ice Demon Heart Toad extended its tongue, easily passing through the lingering shadow on the ground. Its movements were fluid and graceful like a toad hunting prey.

On another side, the Giant Whale King grunted, mixed with explosions and roars. The old middle-stage Profound Knowledge expert seemed to have suffered some harm. Lin Xuan was alarmed; had he misunderstood? Did the Ice Demon Heart Toad attack both him and the Giant Whale King at the same time?

He waved his sleeve, summoning the Mother-Child Shield. He didn’t seek glory but merely wanted to avoid trouble.

The seven shields arranged themselves like a fan, emitting spiritual light that formed a green curtain with a swirling Tai Chi symbol, exuding an aura of mystery.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief as he turned his head to see the Giant Whale King entangled in the creature’s tongue.

One of the Ice Demon Heart Toad's tongues had dodged Lin Xuan, but the other forced the Giant Whale King to roar with rage.

The creature actually had two tongues that could operate independently, allowing it to fight against two enemies simultaneously.

Lin Xuan observed as the creature's tongues were incredibly agile, resembling venomous snakes. They were powerful enough to clash with the Giant Whale King without being at a disadvantage. In fact, he was clearly winning and even outperforming the Giant Whale King.

"Ku!"

The Giant Whale King dodged left and right, punching through an opening. The Ice Demon Heart Toad’s tongue rose like a venomous snake before launching itself like an arrow.

There was no trickery; this attack was a direct clash.

Boom!

The two tongues collided, creating spiraling force waves that generated gusts of wind. The Giant Whale King's face turned red as if he had drunk alcohol. Lin Xuan knew it was due to the surge of qi in his chest.

The Giant Whale King stepped back, having lost the strength contest.

The Ice Demon Heart Toad wouldn’t stop; its tongue rose again and viciously stabbed downward.

There was no way for the Giant Whale King to dodge as he let out a roar, punching with both fists.

Lin Xuan raised his staff, infused it with mana, and swung it hard at the demonic toad.

Though they were still enemies just moments ago, their fate was now intertwined; if one fell, the other would suffer too.

Therefore, Lin Xuan intervened.

Zing...

Countless staff shadows emerged, converging in the middle and smashing down on the Ice Demon Heart Toad. The impact was formidable, but the creature remained unafraid. Blue light flashed in its eyes as it gathered cold energy to form a transparent ice shield above its head.

A dozen feet thick, it appeared incredibly solid.

Bang!

The staff shadows crashed down, breaking the ice shield as expected. However, Lin Xuan’s attack also lost momentum. The Ice Demon Heart Toad didn’t even try to dodge; the remaining shockwave hit its head but caused no harm!~!
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This strike allowed Lin Xuan to gauge a bit of the Ice Devil Heart Toad's strength. From its realm, it was undoubtedly still within the Void Profound stage, but it wasn’t something he could handle alone; even working with the Great Whale King wouldn't be useful. Running away like oil on ice was his best option.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t act immediately. It wasn’t for the sake of showing off strength, but because he wanted to wait for a suitable moment.

Otherwise, blindly fleeing might not turn danger into safety; it could give the enemy an opportunity. Lin Xuan refused to see such a situation happen under any circumstances.

In other words, this matter couldn't be rushed; patience was essential.

The key issue was that he was in a small spatial pocket and didn’t know where the spatial node was located. How could he escape without knowing?

Otherwise, for other techniques, Lin Xuan still had some confidence in his Illusionary Shadow Escape Technique against a True Spirit descendant. Even if it were a True Spirit descendant, escaping would be possible with some degree of certainty. However, now that he was in this small spatial pocket, the Illusionary Shadow Escape Technique wouldn’t be useful; far water couldn’t quench near thirst. The only hope was to wait for the real showdown.

The Ice Devil Heart Toad dragged itself along as its cheeks suddenly bulged. Lin Xuan’s expression changed instantly. He recalled the fate of an ancient cultivator whose essence had been shattered by that tongue. The recent tongue was just a test, but now he needed to use his Sound Wave North Secret Technique. He didn’t want to repeat the same mistake.

Not only did he wrap himself in the protective light curtain of the Azure Green Son’s Shield, but he also waved out several dozen colorful talismans with different attributes.

At this point, it was better not to be stingy or save anything for later.

The Great Whale King reacted swiftly. He reached into his waistband and a mirror appeared before him. The coin-shaped object looked ancient and seemed made of azure jade, clearly a high-grade ancient treasure.

Suddenly, a thunderous sound echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. It was similar to the croaking of a common frog but far more deafening. Actually, calling it thunder wasn’t enough; there was no visible wave. In other words, the attack wasn’t tangible or intangible—any protective barrier would be useless.

Lin Xuan felt his heart tremble as if a huge hammer had struck his chest. His head spun and he felt dizzy.

The enemy’s sound waves could ignore all defenses.

Fortunately, it hadn’t reached the point where it could shatter his essence. However, Lin Xuan wasn’t in good shape either; the danger was far from over… more accurately, it had just begun.

Using Sound Wave North, the Ice Devil Heart Toad was delighted. It lunged forward and opened its bloodthirsty mouth to spit out those snake-like tongues again, aiming directly at both of them.

This beast showed no mercy—kill or be killed.

Lin Xuan didn’t know how the Great Whale King handled it, but his methods were limited; he couldn’t muster any strength. The Corpse Devil hadn’t fallen yet but was defeated by the Great Whale King and had lost its ability to protect him. As for the talismans, although he still carried many, they were meant as a last resort.

If just a few talismans could block this attack, it would be laughable. Lin Xuan’s methods weren’t lacking, but without strength, everything was useless. Fortunately, there was one more option: Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire!

Originally, this had been a technique, but after multiple upgrades and fusions, it gained some intelligence. It existed between a technique and a spirit pet—a unique existence that didn’t require much force to control.

Using the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire wasn’t his best choice at this moment, but he had no other options. This was his only chance to block the attack. How effective it would be, Lin Xuan couldn’t say for sure; all he could do was try!

He勉强 can be translated as "勉强" (qiǎng qiǎng) which means勉强:勉强 to translate, it would be "勉强" (qiǎng qiǎng) meaning reluctantly or half-heartedly. stretched out a hand and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared in his palm. It emerged like a chick from an egg, a small bird about a foot long but incredibly beautiful.

Like a phoenix rising from the flames or a nestling bringing good fortune to its eyes, it had the sharpness of an eagle’s claws. With a flick of its wings, it flew towards the front.

Uncontrolled by Lin Xuan, this fire already possessed spirit-like properties.

Almost instantly, it collided with the Ice Devil Heart Toad's tongue.

Sizzle…

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was no ordinary flame; it immediately froze the enemy. Next came the poison, corrosion, and devouring effects. Four attributes worked together to deal damage. Even if you were a Void Profound cultivator, this wouldn’t be easy. This fire had been nearly invincible before.

However, with an outside factor, the principle of mutual generation applied. The True Spirit descendant wasn’t easily dealt with. The Ice Devil Heart Toad’s tongue whipped back, and a blue light exploded like ripples, pushing the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire away.

How strong! This was the first time Lin Xuan encountered such a situation.

He couldn’t help but marvel at how ineffective the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire had been. But it did give him some breathing room.

Lin Xuan regained his composure and returned to normal. On the other side, the Great Whale King was also unharmed. How he managed to dodge this Lin Xuan didn’t know; all he could do was take care of himself for now.

Clearly, the old monster wasn’t in good shape either. Lin Xuan noticed that the ancient coin he had just used was already broken and damaged.

Both were safe, but danger hadn’t passed yet. This was only the beginning.

A single call from the Ice Devil Heart Toad made them feel like they were walking on thin ice. If it could call once, twice, or even three times…

Lin Xuan didn’t know how many waves of attacks he could withstand in such a dangerous situation. It was one of the most perilous moments in his cultivation journey.

What should he do?

A look of grim determination appeared on the Great Whale King’s face. He suddenly raised his right hand, and a round pearl the size of a dragon’s eye appeared in his palm, rotating like a top.

Lin Xuan was stunned. Was this a Thunder Pearl?

Clearly not; ordinary Thunder Pearls had no use at this level of combat. The Great Whale King wouldn’t be unaware of such simple logic.

Moreover, the reluctance on his face wasn’t fake.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced as he watched the Great Whale King forcefully throw the pearl towards the sky and follow it with his body radiating intense light.

This was definitely not a Thunder Pearl!

The Ice Devil Heart Toad was clearly startled too. The second sound wave had become thunder without much rain, and Lin Xuan also benefited from this, dodging an attack!
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幻雨做父亲了

Phantasm Rain Became a Father

Yesterday, I had to take a break from writing, but I hope my fellow cultivators can understand. My wife gave birth earlier than expected; her due date was next month. In the morning, I rushed to the hospital, thinking it might not happen that day. However, by afternoon, she went into labor. Phantasm Rain barely slept all night long, and finally, a healthy baby boy was born, along with his mother. It was tiring, but also very joyful; becoming a father is a significant milestone in life. My wife is still at the hospital, and I just got back home to find the whole house in chaos. Updates will be less frequent due to this, so please understand.

I won't complain too much; after all, it's a happy event. Phantasm Rain will do his best to hold on through any fatigue. During these past few days, there have been many things to handle with my wife at the hospital. Please bear with me and allow me some time to catch up. I'll try to update as much as possible.

My wife should be discharged soon, so please understand if updates are sparse for a few more days. Even when I get home, I'm often called away by phone. The baby has been born, and I hope you can all share in my joy. By the way, there will be a red envelope for the baby—everyone knows what that means: monthly tickets, of course! In the coming days, updates may not be frequent, but I'll do my best to keep them going. The competition is fiercest at the end of the month, so fellow cultivators, please share in Phantasm Rain's joy by sending your monthly tickets as red envelopes. This month will surely bring good fortune, and it would mean a lot if you could help secure the category monthly review award for me. Thank you all!

*The Hundred Refinements to Immortality* - Phantasm Rain is now a father and is currently typing. Please wait a moment,

After content updates, please refresh the page to get the latest version!
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Chapter 1918: The Little Ball Awakens

The explosive sound entered Lin Xuan's ears, shaking the entire space as if it had been struck. Even at his current strength, he almost lost his balance in mid-air. He quickly took a deep breath and emitted a bluish-green glow all over his body before regaining stability.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan looked up to see an eye-piercing light ball hovering above him, far brighter than the sun. It seemed like fire at first, but then something unbelievable happened: the space itself was ignited and melted, forming a crack about ten feet wide.

"Boundary-Breaking Pearl!"

Lin Xuan murmured. He had only heard of this item; he never expected to see it in person. This was indeed one of the six sea lords, and his use of such a treasure was truly extravagant.

The Boundary-Breaking Pearl, as its name suggested, was a spatial technique that could tear apart space, similar to breaking through voids.

Of course, there were different grades for these pearls. It was said that top-grade ones could even allow passage between the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm.

The Great Whale King was only at the middle-stage of Cave Profound, so he couldn't possibly have a high-grade one. However, this lower-grade pearl was still sufficient to escape from such a small space.

Seeing the crack appear as expected, the Great Whale King was overjoyed and immediately crawled inside without hesitation.

To be honest, Lin Xuan also wanted to use it for his own escape, but he was too late. The crack appeared in an instant and quickly sealed itself shut with visible speed.

The path of escape had been blocked.

Lin Xuan's face darkened to the extreme.

That old Great Whale King, boasting as the first warrior of the sea clan, shamelessly fled at a critical moment, leaving him here in this unlucky place.

Furious!

But despite his anger, Lin Xuan knew that venting it wouldn't help. The pressing issue was how to survive this crisis. This ice demon heart toad, being a descendant of true spirits, was far beyond what he could handle.

Unable to team up with the Great Whale King and defeat him, he now had no choice but to face this creature alone.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan felt like crying over his dire situation. If only there were some help...

He thought about it, then suddenly remembered something important: the little ball.

Its power was bizarre; from a certain perspective, it could manipulate法则 forces and wield legendary domains. However, these abilities had flaws—only ordinary beast races were affected, while humans remained unaffected. Similarly, if any of those beast races could transform into human form using their shapeshifting techniques, the light screen would lose its effect.

But for any beast in its animal form, no matter how powerful it was, it would be at the mercy of the little ball.

Didn't this ice demon heart toad fit that description perfectly?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. He waved his sleeve and a spirit beast pouch flew out, opening wide as a small, fluffy creature emerged from it.

"Rrroar."

The little creature was sound asleep and hadn't been disturbed by being taken out of the pouch. It continued to snore and bubble in its mouth.

Though its appearance was adorable, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel frustrated. He had fought hard here while this creature slept through its dreams.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let it continue sleeping. He reached out and gently rubbed its head.

"Miau... Rrroar."

The little creature's meow didn't wake it up; it seemed to be speaking in a dreamlike language. Lin Xuan could no longer bear it, exerting a bit of force to pinch its ear.

"Miau..."

This time, the little creature finally woke up, tears streaming down its face as it flapped its ears like butterfly wings, pushing away his hand.

It looked hurt and confused, clearly trying to understand what was happening. The owner had overstepped their bounds by treating a pet with such favoritism.

Ignoring the "resentful" look, Lin Xuan pointed ahead: "Look, what is that?"

The little creature's eyes were still somewhat bewildered but soon sniffed the air as if detecting something interesting. Its gaze suddenly became clear and its ears perked up. The hurt expression vanished completely, replaced by joy.

Its demeanor was almost like it had seen a delicious meal. Lin Xuan could even hear the sound of saliva being swallowed.

In contrast, the ice demon heart toad, which had been acting arrogantly before, now seemed wary, its expression turning serious from the moment the little ball appeared. It abandoned the obvious gap and chose not to retreat.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was overjoyed. His choice seemed right.

The terrifying strength displayed by the little ball against beast races was something he had witnessed firsthand. However, this toad was different—it wasn't just any ordinary beast race; it was a descendant of true spirits.

These two words held significant meaning for cultivators. Even if the little ball only inherited some of the true spirit's bloodline, its abilities were not to be underestimated. Whether these abilities would be useful against the toad remained uncertain.

Fortunately, given the current situation, his worries seemed unnecessary. The little ball should be able to handle this crisis.

With those thoughts in mind, the little creature began to act.

It flicked and spun around, creating a milky-white light halo that expanded rapidly from its body. Initially surrounding only itself, it soon spread outwards.

In an instant, a mile-wide area was enveloped by the white light screen. Unlike before, Lin Xuan didn't panic but calmly basked in it. It felt warm and familiar, just like sunlight on his skin.

However, while Lin Xuan felt no discomfort, the toad did. As the light halo expanded, it reacted quickly but was too late to avoid it. Its blue glow flared up, forming a protective sphere around itself, but this didn't help as the toad still felt uncomfortable.

Though it didn't shake like before, its discomfort was evident.

Thank you for your understanding and support, dear friends. Thank you for your blessings. Your kindness means a lot to me. My wife is in the hospital, so my updates may be less stable recently due to some unexpected events. I will try not to stop writing. Again, thank you!~!
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Chapter 1920 - Annihilating the Demon Toad

Great!

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with joy.

If he had claimed that he wasn't a bit anxious just now, he would have been lying. After all, the title of True Spirit Descendant sounded too impressive. Lin Xuan still had some doubts about whether the Law Domain of Little Mao Ball actually worked or not.

But now, the facts were laid out before him, completely dispelling his doubts.

As long as nothing went wrong, he should be able to turn danger into safety.

With a thought, Lin Xuan didn't make any move. It was time for Little Mao Ball to show its prowess.

"Ku!"

However, what met his ears was the angry roar of the Ice Demon Heart Toad. This guy had acted first, using Sound Wave Technique!

Lin Xuan's heart tightened. Not long ago, he had suffered from this technique. The defense of the Law Domain wouldn't work either. How would Little Mao Ball deal with it?

But Little Mao Ball's reaction was completely different from what Lin Xuan expected. It was arrogant to the extreme, treating the opponent as if they were nothing.

It stood tall and proud without making any move.

The opponent’s invincible Sound Wave Technique had no effect at all. The "ku" sound sounded just like a regular frog croak.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Such an outcome even surprised him. The wonders of the Law Domain were only heard about before, but now he could witness them with his own eyes.

Being able to neutralize the opponent's attack without leaving any trace was something that no one would believe if he said it out loud.

The Ice Demon Heart Toad’s face showed a very human-like expression of shock. However, it naturally wouldn't give up easily. It opened its blood-red mouth and spat out a light ball.

When this light ball left the mouth, it was only about ten feet in diameter but quickly expanded to over thirty feet. The light ball was white, but there was a destructive aura emanating from it, with black and red lightning arcs swirling around its surface.

Indeed, those were black and red lightning arcs.

The intensity of the malevolent energy was shocking.

Lin Xuan's experience in magical battles was extensive. He immediately recognized how terrifying this technique was. In terms of power, neither the Hundred Dragon Fang nor a True Spirit strike could compare to it. If hit by it, he wasn't sure if he could bear it. Even with good luck, he would likely suffer severe injuries.

Despite his confidence in Little Mao Ball, Lin Xuan quickly deployed Nine Heavens Microstep. His fate was in his own hands; he wouldn’t let others take responsibility for his safety at such a critical moment.

Lin Xuan ducked to the side, but Little Mao Ball still stood there.

"Meow!"

The little guy roared angrily and swung its tiny claws.

There were no magical lights or lightning arcs. However, Lin Xuan felt the波动 of the Law's power.

Yes, it was the Law. Although he couldn't touch this level now, he had seen enough to know what it entailed. Descriptions of the Law’s power filled ancient texts. He had a general idea of how things worked.

Moreover, when Little Mao Ball demonstrated its might before, Lin Xuan had witnessed it firsthand. However, this time, the Law's power being调动 was clearly more advanced.

Woo...

A sound like the breeze from the sea entered his ears. Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The light ball turned and spun, then flew back.

The Ice Demon Heart Toad widened its eyes in shock. Although it couldn’t speak, as a True Spirit descendant, its intelligence wasn't lower than that of humans, and its lifespan was extremely long. It had once roamed the cultivation world freely. But such things were unheard of, let alone seen.

Both shocked and angry, he knew the power of his own techniques.

But how could Little Mao Ball allow him to achieve his goal? It stretched out its thin claws in mid-air and made some indistinct sounds. Lin Xuan couldn’t understand what it was saying, but there was a rhythm to it that gave it an almost magical quality.

Then, an iron chain appeared out of nowhere, binding the Ice Demon Heart Toad tightly.

The opponent tried to struggle, but it was useless. The iron chain didn't look impressive, but its power was immense, like the legendary Binding Chain.

Boom!

In the next moment, the light ball he had spat out rushed back. The Ice Demon Heart Toad couldn’t dodge it; a loud explosion filled his ears, accompanied by muffled cries of pain.

This guy was indeed tough-skinned. Despite taking such a heavy hit, he didn't perish but ended up looking rather beaten up.

The iron chain still bound him tightly. Little Mao Ball wanted to beat the fallen foe. It waved its claws and a flying sword appeared out of nowhere, slicing down with terrifying sharpness. In no time, it dismembered the Ice Demon Heart Toad into eight pieces.

There was no dragging or hesitation; it felt like doing something trivial. The only word that described Little Mao Ball’s actions was "brutal."

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and looked at the demon's corpse. A snow-white demon heart entered his vision.

About the size of a fist, it shimmered with light.

The most striking feature was the demon heart itself, which was translucent. The demon toad swam within it.

Before Lin Xuan could do anything, Little Mao Ball meowed loudly and bounced around in excitement.

Zhu...

But just then, a sound pierced the air. The white light of the demon heart flickered as it flew up into the air.

It shot outwards, but at this point, escaping was not easy. Little Mao Ball ignored it; it couldn't escape its Law Domain.

Sure enough, when it reached the edge, it was bounced back.

Little Mao Ball called triumphantly and waved its claws in the air with arrogance, like a cat playing with a mouse.

But there came a time when even cats got tired of their games. After about a cup of tea's worth of time, Little Mao Ball’s claws moved slightly backward. An invisible force seemed to pull the demon heart back along its original path.

The opponent was shocked and frightened. A white light burst from inside the demon heart as a wisp of demonic soul flew out. It looked terrified and frantically tried to escape.

Unfortunately for it, Little Mao Ball was a gluttonous creature. How could it let such a delicious morsel slip away?

Gulping sound...

Then, space ripples appeared, and Little Mao Ball disappeared from sight.

It wasn't instant teleportation but almost as effective. In its Law Domain, Little Mao Ball had overwhelming power over the demon race.

Opening its mouth to reveal two small fangs, it swallowed the demonic soul whole.

The little guy didn’t chew; he always ate in one big bite, looking like a gluttonous pig!

Then, Little Mao Ball licked its lips and patted its belly. Clearly, it was full.

Next, a rumbling sound filled the air as the little guy fell asleep right where he stood.

Postscript: Thank you to all my fellow cultivators for your understanding and support. Thank you for your monthly tickets and donations. I am deeply grateful to everyone. This is Huan Yu speaking on behalf of my wife and baby, thanking you all. By the way, I have an appointment at the hospital in a bit, but I should still be able to write another chapter today. Again, thank you all.

"
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True Spirit Descendant Mo Luo had managed to easily resolve the crisis. Lin Xuan's joy was evident.

With a wave of his sleeve, patches of light flew out.

Even ordinary demon beasts were full of treasures; let alone this toad in front of him.

Lin Xuan stored the corpse entirely into his storage bracelet. There wasn't enough time now to sort through it. He would examine the toad's skin and bones later when he reached a safe place.

Then Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, sending out his divine sense. The ore vein needed further exploration.

Soon, Lin Xuan raised his head with a thoughtful expression as he spoke aloud: "Sure enough, my previous conjecture was correct. This ore vein seals the Ice Demon Heart Toad before us. The Jade and Luo bees consumed vast amounts of top-grade crystal stones, causing the seal to weaken and fall off."

Lin Xuan had already figured out the details of Fēngqí's origin. Most of the top-grade crystal stones were devoured by the Jade and Luo bees, but a small portion remained.

Lin Xuan wouldn't miss this opportunity; even in Spirit Realm where resources were abundant, top-grade crystal stones were still hard to come by.

With another wave of his sleeve, several dozen sword qi emerged like fish swimming. Lin Xuan continued mining for treasures using the same technique.

This time it went much smoother. After nearly half an hour, he had exhausted all the top-grade crystal stones.

However, this was because the ore vein here was easily accessible. Lin Xuan suspected that originally there were no crystal stone veins here; ancient cultivators deliberately piled top-grade crystal stones in this place over a long period of time to form these veins.

Otherwise, ordinary crystal stone mines would be mixed with regular rocks or metals, requiring complex refining processes after extraction. It wouldn't have been as easy as what he was facing now.

But regardless of the reason, Lin Xuan had made significant gains. Whether his conjecture was right or wrong didn't matter much.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to ensure no treasures were overlooked before flying off to the left with a full layer of green light. His flight speed was slow as he aimed to leave this independent space.

As for how to exit, Lin Xuan had methods in mind. It wasn't difficult but also not easy.

Find the spatial node.

A spatial node referred to a weak or unstable point within a space; small spaces generally had nodes. However, while the theory existed, it was hard for ordinary cultivators to locate them.

Nodes were of two types:

The first type was ordinary nodes. They could be easily identified by either naked eye or divine sense. Unfortunately, such nodes were rare and required luck to find.

The second type was invisible, meaning they couldn't be seen at a glance unless the cultivator had some special techniques that could reveal them.

The stronger the spirit eye technique, the more likely one would discover an invisible node.

Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye naturally met these requirements. His pupils turned silver as he searched around meticulously without missing any spot.

After an hour passed with no results, Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; patience was key. Although this space wasn't vast, it certainly wasn't small either.

Two hours later, still nothing was found. Lin Xuan's expression darkened. After being delayed for so long, he wondered about the situation on Red Leaf Island. If it had already been breached, leaving would be a difficult task surrounded by ghostly entities.

In other words, the longer he lingered here, the worse off he would be.

But fretting wouldn't help. Lin Xuan took a deep breath to calm his impatience and continued searching.

Perhaps this time, he was just unlucky. As time passed, another day and night went by without finding any spatial nodes.

Now, Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; given his knowledge of ghostly entities, the city by the sea wouldn't hold out for long. It had already been broken if it needed to be. So why rush? The situation couldn't get worse.

Though this delay was not beneficial, at least Lin Xuan's magical power had fully recovered. Though he didn't want to use the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, he brought plenty of spirit wine which he sipped to replenish his magic power.

The only thing that worried Lin Xuan was whether there were no nodes in this space.

Logically, it shouldn't be possible; small spaces usually weren't stable and would have nodes. The fact that he couldn't find them indicated the nodes were too few.

Patience!

Lin Xuan reminded himself to remain patient. Suddenly, his expression changed as if he had discovered something.

He took a deep breath, focusing all his magical power into his eyes. Silver light surged, more dazzling than before, almost blinding.

He stared intently at a spot several feet in front of him.

After a long while, Lin Xuan exhaled and spoke aloud: "This node is indeed rare; I've never seen it described in any ancient texts."

It was no wonder Lin Xuan said so. The node before him exhibited periodic changes, fluctuating between strong and weak states.

After observing for some time, Lin Xuan had a general understanding of its pattern. Although different from what the ancient texts described, he believed he could exit through it.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the illusory heavenly fire appeared in his palm. The surface emitted light that turned blue, shining brightly.

Lin Xuan didn't rush to use this secret technique; he needed to wait for the best moment.

The spatial rift would be easier to tear when the node was most visible.

Though it took only a short while, Lin Xuan had plenty of patience. What was one more moment?

Suddenly, his eyes sparkled as the awaited opportunity arrived.

With a wave of his sleeve, the illusory heavenly fire was flung forward.

A blue light burst forth, and a one-foot-long dragon materialized, rushing toward the spatial node.

Sizzle…

The sound of fabric tearing filled Lin Xuan's ears. The small section of space froze.

Indeed, it had frozen; the illusory heavenly fire was too miraculous.

Lin Xuan was elated. He raised his right hand and pulled out a long spear from his sleeve. With a sharp cry, he injected all his magical power into it.

Symbols appeared on the surface of the spear, and its edge glowed with a dazzling light.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and swung it down hard.

Sizzle…

A crescent-shaped light wave, seven or eight zhang in diameter, shot toward the frozen spatial rift.
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The sound was so sharp it made teeth ache. Countless pieces of ice shattered, and the spatial node was torn apart. Finally, a passage large enough for one person to enter appeared.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed as he emitted a layer of green light all over his body before flying into the passage without hesitation.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't unprepared at all. He not only activated the Xuan Qing Mother-Child Shield to protect himself but also held several talismans in his palm. His combat experience was rich; who knew what kind of situation he might encounter outside? There could be people waiting for him, so he had to remain cautious.

After all, a long time had passed since the incident at Linhai City. The human territories were now under the control of ghostly entities. Lin Xuan preferred to act after careful planning, starting with the worst-case scenario.

He was fully recovered by this point.

Even if he met the ghosts on his way, although he couldn't defeat them, he might still have a chance to escape from a tough battle.

This was some unfamiliar sea territory under human control. From afar, the ocean surface shimmered with light, dotted with several islands like green gemstones, their lush vegetation making them appear beautiful and serene.

On one of these larger islands, there were quite a few cultivators gathered, numbering in the thousands. There was a marketplace on the island, naturally attracting travelers from all directions.

The cries of merchants filled the air, but something different now—tension could be felt among them. The news about ghostly entities wreaking havoc had spread throughout the three tribes, shocking the entire East Sea.

No one doubted that it was not a false rumor. The Holy City and the whale king of the sea race had already confirmed it. Red Leaf Island had fallen, with tens of thousands of cultivators losing their lives to ghostly entities. Only a few lucky ones managed to escape, including two Core Formation stage cultivators—Toxic Dragon Patriarch and White Bone True Monarch.

Although these two were notorious figures in the魔道, they possessed formidable strength, which was undeniable.

Fortunately, the mid-Core Formation Holy City Elder had still managed to break through the ghostly horde with his exceptional power, escaping. Otherwise, it would have been a significant blow to human morale.

The situation on the sea race side wasn't much better. They lost control of Beast Island as well, falling into the hands of ghosts. However, due to the whale king's bravery, the retreat was orderly despite heavy casualties. No Core Formation stage experts were among those who fell.

This news would certainly cause a stir throughout the East Sea once confirmed. The three tribes' war came to an abrupt halt. Cultivators were all in shock—would a two-world war be reignited?

How could so many ghostly entities appear out of nowhere?

The information from the whale king was overwhelming. So many ghosts couldn't just appear spontaneously.

However, mere speculation. In the East Sea cultivation world, which was relatively weak among the various spirit realms, if ghostly entities were to start a war again, it wouldn't be something they could handle alone; other realms would need to provide support.

But for ordinary cultivators, the most important thing was to ensure their survival. To increase their chances of surviving, they needed to enhance their strength as much as possible.

However, time was pressing, and cultivation itself couldn't solve immediate problems. Thus, purchasing various talismans became the fastest way to improve one's strength.

From the moment news spread, within a few hours, many cultivators flocked to nearby markets, exchanging items they no longer needed for powerful talismans in hopes of surviving this catastrophe.

Everyone had different needs—what was useless to one might be invaluable to another. This situation was quite common.

As a result, all kinds of markets in the East Sea cultivation world, whether human, sea race, or chaotic seas, were bustling with activity. Merchants and buyers moved about like ants, haggling incessantly.

"Friend, look at this Azure Dragon Inverting Whip—it's made from the spirit bones of a formed-stage jiangshu. Its power is unmatched. I got it by chance, but if my cultivation path doesn't suit me, I wouldn't part with it so easily. You can't miss out on this."

A young man in blue robes was enthusiastically recommending his treasure to passersby.

However, the other cultivator wasn't naive and wore a doubtful expression. In markets, sellers could be categorized into two types: those who had fixed shops and were long-term vendors, generally more trustworthy but possibly charging higher prices. They wouldn't sell fake goods because that would destroy their reputation.

The other type was temporary stalls set up by ordinary cultivators, who left after selling out. Fraudulent behavior wasn't surprising in such cases—after all, it was the buyer's responsibility to be discerning.

In front of him, the potential buyer looked uncertain. The item seemed decent, but the seller was only a Core Formation stage cultivator. How could he possibly obtain a treasure made from a formed-stage jiangshu? The thought sounded too far-fetched.

Wouldn't it be better to leave?

But then, above their heads, golden light flashed, followed by a loud noise and spatial distortion. A crack appeared in the vision.

"Space rift!"

The surrounding cultivators were stunned as someone shouted.

A figure fell from the rift, crashing onto one of the stalls with a thud.

The force was immense; it left a deep pit on the ground.

Caught off guard, the cultivators didn't know what to do. The stall owner screamed in horror, his goods damaged by the impact.

Just as he was about to scold the intruder, he felt an intimidating spiritual pressure. Not just him but all the other cultivators in the market showed fear on their faces. This unexpected guest was a late-stage Separation stage cultivator.

After all, this small marketplace wasn't of high rank; few Core Formation stage cultivators visited, let alone Separation stages.

A light flashed as Lin Xuan emerged from the pit.

The location he appeared at surprised him—it wasn't Red Leaf Island. This outcome hadn't been anticipated but was fortunate.

With great luck, there were no dangers here, and he could easily escape. Despite his joy, Lin Xuan remained expressionless and asked coldly, "Where am I?"
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Chapter 1922: Uncertain Future

The cultivators present were silent as cicadas in winter, shifting the blame onto each other for a long while before finally a slender and tall cultivator stepped forward. Bowing respectfully to Lin Xuan, he said, "Junior Gou Wu pays his respects to Senior. This is the White Elephant Sea Region. If you have any instructions, I will do my best as long as it's within my capabilities."

"White Elephant Sea Region?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly as a look of surprise appeared on his face. He had never heard this name before.

However, after some thought, he found nothing strange about it. Although the Eastern Sea was just one of the hundreds of small planes in the Spirit Realm, its vastness far surpassed even the former Yunzhou. It was normal for him not to know many of these seas.

Seeing Lin Xuan frown in deep thought, the cultivators nearby dared not breathe a word. This senior's cultivation level was unfathomable, and many old monsters had very peculiar temperaments.

They did not want to invite any unforeseen disaster upon themselves.

After a moment, Lin Xuan finally spoke again: "Who among you has a map of this area? The more detailed, the better."

"Map?"

Many cultivators muttered in their hearts. This was an item almost everyone carried, but no one dared to speak up, fearing they might inadvertently provoke the old monster's enmity.

Seeing that no one responded, Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he was about to lose his temper when a timid voice entered his ears: "Senior, I have one. Do you think it would be useful?"

Lin Xuan turned around and saw an eighteen-year-old youth. His cultivation level was negligible—just at the Flexible Spirit Period—and he held a jade cylinder that looked old and worn.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and gently flicked his fingers, causing the jade cylinder to fly towards him like it was being pulled by something, stopping three feet in front of him.

Taking hold of the cylinder, Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into it. After a moment, he looked up with a glint in his eyes as he had a general understanding of the nearby seas.

"Thank you for your help."

Lin Xuan spoke slowly.

"You are too kind,"

The youth's face was filled with fear and trepidation. He had accidentally entered the cultivation world only a few years ago, witnessing much bloodshed and strife. In the eyes of high-ranking cultivators, they were no different from commoners in their lowly status.

The other party being so polite took him by surprise. He did not know how to respond except for his first sentence, stammering afterward.

Seeing Lin Xuan's reaction, there was nothing unexpected. As a low-ranking cultivator himself, he understood what the youth was thinking.

With a wave of his sleeve, two middle-grade crystal stones flew out and hovered in front of the youth.

"This..."

"These are your rewards. I never accept gifts without reason. The White Elephant Sea Region map is mine now."

"Yes, thank you for your generosity,"

The youth was overjoyed and quickly put away the two middle-grade crystal stones. To Lin Xuan, this small amount of wealth meant little, but to low-ranking cultivators, it held significant value.

Maps required detailed surveys before they could be made, a laborious task that ancient cultivators had already completed long ago. Now, using divine sense and imprinting them on the jade cylinder was not only convenient but also extremely cost-effective.

In shops, just two middle-grade crystal stones would buy such a map, so this senior's generous offer left the youth elated.

The other cultivators' eyes were filled with envy, regretting their late arrival. Lin Xuan's expression was one of satisfaction as he had achieved his initial goal.

"I still have matters to inquire about from you. If your answers satisfy me, I will give you greater benefits."

Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in the air. When seeking help, it was best to offer incentives; this would make the other party more willing to exert effort.

"Senior, please speak. We will answer anything within our knowledge without reservation,"

A cultivator's face showed flattery, and the others followed suit.

Lin Xuan nodded: "Regarding information about yin spirits and ghosts, I believe you have heard some. Can you tell me how things stand now?"

As soon as Lin Xuan finished speaking, a cacophony of responses filled the air. His brows furrowed as his spiritual pressure surged powerfully. The cultivators were alarmed and quickly fell silent.

"Senior asks..."

Lin Xuan casually pointed at a short and plump old man. This naturally garnered envy from other cultivators.

"I..." The old man was taken aback, still not quite believing his good fortune had landed on him.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded.

After confirming, the old man's face lit up as he cleared his throat to speak: "Senior asks about yin spirits and ghosts. This news has spread throughout the Eastern Sea..."

...

An hour later, Lin Xuan left the island. He had gathered all the necessary information; staying here would be pointless.

Lin Xuan did not use a spirit boat because it was too slow. In this critical time, he should return to Black Wind Island as quickly as possible.

Amidst his ethereal light, Lin Xuan's expression turned somber. The speed of the news spread faster than he had imagined. The three tribes' great battle had come to an abrupt end; continuing would only be suicide against yin spirits and ghosts.

On the surface, the Eastern Sea cultivation world seemed peaceful again, but this was merely a calm before the storm. Lin Xuan did not know what lay ahead.

However, since he embarked on his immortal path, such situations were too familiar to him, even more dangerous ones. The current situation was nothing compared to them.

He didn't care if the interdimensional war would restart; it had no bearing on him as long as he remained cautious. Lin Xuan still had a good chance of self-preservation.

As for his future plans, Lin Xuan did not know either. As they say, plans often fail to keep up with changes. For now, formulating any strategies was meaningless; he would wait and see before making decisions.

Lin Xuan didn't want to think about anything right now. His mind was focused on returning to the mixed sea region and Black Wind Island.

This time, his luck had been good—mysteriously escaping danger and facing strong opponents. Especially witnessing the power of the mid-stage old monster, the Leviathan King, left a significant impact.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not dare say that this alone would help him break through his current bottleneck, but it gave him some hope.

From this perspective, most of his goals for this trip had been achieved. Especially with recovering the small ball, although the little guy was greedy and lazy, he could provide unexpected assistance at critical moments.
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"Great, come out here if you've got the guts and attack my spaceship! I'll be waiting. If not, you're a coward," Long傲天 taunted Mei奕华.

Both of them were notorious playboys who loved to hang around women, but they had different tastes.

Lu霞 didn't appoint Guo婷 as the head of finance; instead, she made her deputy manager to assist Yang辉 with his affairs.

"Where's Huo庭州?" She was used to waking up and seeing Huo庭州 every time she got sick. This time, not seeing him was strange.

Lady Li actually meant that if Lady Zhang had properly disciplined her son, this wouldn't have happened.

Let's see how things unfold. Although we don't know what they're planning, it might be a good thing for Pengpeng to come back.

Although Long傲天 seemed a bit off these days, he was remarkably well-behaved compared to his usual self. The only times he had lost his temper were when he fell from the stage and yesterday due to some unknown misunderstanding.

The investigator began asking Fang想 several questions, which the male translator translated for Tang Yao.

Hearing this, Asma nodded in satisfaction before turning back to Molefox.

After the beast tribe conquered the 6th region, they clashed with the bird tribe over food, leading to a full-scale conflict.

"Jealous, you actually have such an advanced secret base…" Zhou不易's eyes shone.

Carly stared curiously at Invincible's actions. Her large golden eyes were filled with curiosity, but as a mid-level mage, she couldn't hear what Invincible had just said to the waiter. So, she patiently waited for him to return.

A faint golden light appeared in his hand, and the inner fighting energy gently touched the magic crystal. The crystal suddenly emitted bright icy blue light, releasing ice elements that instantly formed a thin layer of ice on the surface of the Westphalia fruit wine. Then, the crystal returned to its normal state.

Zhao倾城 was also somewhat confused now. At the time, she hadn't thought much about it; she just found the comment amusing and clicked on it out of curiosity.

"Mother, Mother, Xing'er has broken through too!" Mu以恩 wasn't far behind, seeking approval with a pouting face, making everyone giggle.

"Mmm, let me think…" …Old Zheng沉入 deep thought. Xiao寒 saw the somber expression on the old man's face and, though he felt a bit sorry for him, didn't say anything.

Puxian no longer looked as dignified as usual; his gaze was filled with cruelty and a sinister laugh, as if toying with something in his hands.

When selecting their spokespersons, they required high popularity, good looks, but most importantly, no negative news.

In Rujia's eyes, Bai羽 was an esteemed cultivator who belonged to another realm. Xiao Yue仙 was just a mortal; how could she catch the eye of such a powerful figure?

However, even just looking at her made Lejin swallow his words.

Bulwent shook his head and sent a ball of light flying towards Yisha, as if putting on shackles that immobilized her.
第一千九百二十三章 三分之二的路程

Chapter 1923: Two-Thirds of the Journey

Rain clouds gathered as the Yin Soul厉鬼's involvement was sure to plunge the Eastern Sea into even greater chaos. Although Lin Xuan had confidence in his own safety, it was unwise to remain outside during such a critical time.

Moreover, he was no longer alone; two disciples needed his care, and the state of Lingyun Sect was unknown.

For both reason and logic, Lin Xuan aimed to return as quickly as possible to the chaotic sea region.

However, the Eastern Sea was vast, and the location where he was teleported out was far from the chaotic sea. Even with his speed, it would take about a month to get there.

In other words, haste truly did make waste.

There was no point in rushing; thus, Lin Xuan focused on his journey.

He wasn't flying day and night, though. While his endurance allowed him to go without rest for a month, he knew that in such critical times, it was foolish to ignore external affairs.

Lin Xuan had extensive experience with this. He understood the importance of gathering intelligence at every opportunity.

Whenever he encountered cultivators along the way, Lin Xuan would stop to gather information.

Some cooperated and freely shared what they knew, while others harbored ill intentions, even attempting to kill him for his treasures.

After all, who could blame him for concealing his aura to the middle stage of the元婴?

This strength was formidable in the mortal world but somewhat low in the spirit realm. It naturally attracted those with malicious intent.

Unfortunately, these fellows were too dim-witted; they ended up being outsmarted by Lin Xuan's counter-robbery.

"Those who do not provoke me, I will not provoke," he thought. "But if they do..."

Lin Xuan used soul-searching techniques to extract the information he needed from them, including their元婴.

The situation was far more severe than expected. The Yin Soul and ghostly creatures were countless, dominating the Red Leaf Sea and spreading across various territories—human, sea, and beast alike. Though the attacks weren't intense, they left no survivors in their wake, turning the Eastern Sea into a land of fear.

It could be said that everyone was on edge.

Many sects and families had formed alliances to weather this storm.

"Ally? Association?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled with irony. The cultivation world was inherently treacherous; these powers might not honor their agreements if the Yin Souls truly invaded.

However, it wasn't his concern. The chaotic sea region was far from where the Yin Souls were gathering, making it relatively safe.

Whenever he encountered cultivators or markets, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss them.

For one thing, marketplaces were hubs for information exchange among cultivators. The intelligence gathered there was more reliable and detailed than what could be gleaned on the road.

With news of the Yin Soul invasion spreading, many markets were bustling with activity. Cultivators needed items to boost their power, so hiding valuable goods made no sense in such circumstances.

Thus, many treasures and rare materials appeared for trade.

Despite his immense wealth, Lin Xuan couldn't be certain that he wouldn't find something useful in the marketplace.

Opportunities like these were hard to come by. He decided to take a detour even as he wished to return to Black Wind Island quickly.

Since leaving the White Elephant Sea twenty days ago, only about one-third of his journey remained.

That third was still considerable; reaching the chaotic sea would take several more days.

...

The sky was clear with not a cloud in sight. This was an unfamiliar sea when suddenly, a dazzling light streaked from the horizon into view.

At first distant, it soon grew clearer as the light dimmed to reveal Lin Xuan's face.

He turned his head and surveyed the surroundings before reaching for the jade cylinder containing the map of the sea.

Lin Xuan grasped the item and lowered his head, plunging his consciousness deep within.

After a moment, he stowed away the jade cylinder. After a brief hesitation, a faint green light enveloped him as he flew to the left.

According to the map, in that direction, a significant marketplace lay about ten thousand miles away.

This sea region was where the three races met, meaning there would be many cultivators from all three races in the market.

Consequently, it gathered treasures from each race. Such an opportunity couldn't be missed.

Lin Xuan flew towards it.

With his speed, such a distance posed no challenge. Soon, a vast island appeared before him.

Indeed, numerous cultivators passed by, and they were of all three races, just as the jade cylinder had described. Lin Xuan's face lit up with satisfaction as he landed.

The marketplace was formed by intersecting streets on both sides, with shops of various designs lining them.摊贩则集中在中间的一个广场上，人来人往，各族修士互通有无，讨价还价声此起彼伏，热闹非凡。

然而，林轩花了两个时辰才逛完大部分商铺，并未发现感兴趣的东西。

当然，也不是一无所获。至少他了解到了许多消息。

不过收获仅限于此。林轩叹了口气，准备离开市场，这时几名修士的对话传入了他的耳中。

“东方道友，你说一会儿会有一场地下拍卖会？”

林轩眉头微挑，转过头来，说话的是一个留着一寸多短须、肤色淡黄的老者。

“不错，这次地下交易会只邀请元婴中期以上的修士，妖族和海族也会有许多同级别的高手参加。听说宝物很多。”被称为东方兄的年轻人年岁不大，披头散发，英俊潇洒：“几位道友有兴趣参加吗？”

“当然，不过除了修为，不知道还有没有其他限制条件？”
第一千九百二十四章 神秘拍卖会

Chapter 1924: Mysterious Auction

"Besides the restrictions on cultivation, the conditions for participating in this auction are extremely simple. All you need to do is spend two hundred middle-grade crystal stones as a ticket," said the cultivator with the surname Dongfang slowly.

"Two hundred middle-grade crystal stones?"

The other cultivators were taken aback; their expressions turned somewhat unpleasant. While such an amount wasn't significant for mid-stage Immortal Core cultivators, it still depended on how they intended to use them. Simply as a ticket? From any angle, it seemed rather extravagant...

"Dozen friends need not hesitate. I've known you for some time and would never deceive you. The price of the tickets at this auction is indeed high, but it's definitely worth the value. If you want certain treasures, they should appear here."

"Friend, are you serious?"

The others exchanged glances; their expressions changed noticeably as if intrigued.

While speaking, none used the technique to transmit sounds secretly. Lin Xuan could hear them clearly.

His expression shifted, and he walked over.

"Dozen friends, please," Lin Xuan bowed with a smile on his face.

They all returned the courtesy, despite the competitive nature of cultivators who would kill or steal without hesitation. But between peers, they were generally amiable as long as there was no enmity.

Who wouldn't be skilled at such pretense?

All were mid-stage Immortal Core cultivators. Lin Xuan used the technique to conceal his qi, making him appear on par with them in terms of cultivation level.

"I happen to pass by and wish to participate in this auction," said Lin Xuan casually. "As a guide, I am delighted."

"However, we must follow certain rules. Have you prepared any crystal stones?"

Although the owner was only late-stage Condensation Core cultivator, he spoke with neither arrogance nor humility, as if not fearing the mid-stage Immortal Core cultivators in front of him.

The others' faces showed anger, but Lin Xuan paid no heed. He tapped his waist and took out a small bag of crystal stones: "Count them."

"Correct, you can enter now."

Seeing Lin Xuan hand over the crystal stones so willingly, the owner's expression softened significantly. His tone became more respectful.

He then took out a token from his body and waved it, sending a red light flying out. A rumbling sound echoed as the rock formation moved aside, revealing an underground passage that descended into darkness, with steps leading down to who knew where.

Despite their dissatisfaction with the owner's attitude, the cultivators knew better than to act rashly. They obediently handed over their crystal stones.

The group then entered one by one. The stone steps were indeed long, extending a hundred zhang underground. On the walls, bronze castings of beast heads glowed faintly purple flames, casting an eerie light inside.

Even Dongfang Xue felt uneasy as he saw this. His expression showed caution despite his outward calmness; such scenes were nothing to him after seeing much bigger and more dangerous things.

Still, Lin Xuan's confidence stemmed from his own strength. He had fought the Great Whale King, even if he often found himself on the losing side, he managed to retreat unscathed, showing that his power was formidable indeed. In the East Sea, few could pose a real threat to him.

While he generally adhered to the principle of being careful, prudence and fear were two different things.

His guess proved correct; this passage seemed strange but was merely an elaborate show. There was no danger at all. After walking about two hundred zhang underground, the steps finally ended in a vast hall.

Though not crowded, there were several hundred cultivators present, ranging from mid-stage Immortal Core to Separation Stage. Lin Xuan even saw some late-stage Separation Stage cultivators.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but he was satisfied. The strength of participants could usually indicate the quality of an auction; with a few late-stage Separation Stage cultivators here, he might indeed find something valuable.

While not certain, the chances were good.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as if he had noticed something. He slowly raised his head. Despite being underground, this hall was unusually spacious. He found several suspended booths in one corner.

This surprised him; while late-stage Separation Stage cultivators remained seated in the main hall, who would be the guests inside those booths?

Two possibilities:

1) The organizers were just creating a spectacle.
2) High-stage Void Profound cultivators!

The revelation was astonishing. While it might have been a coincidence for one or two, several high-stage Void Profound cultivators? That made this ticket worth every crystal stone.

Of course, that applied to Lin Xuan; for other cultivators, the presence of such powerful beings could be problematic.

After confirming there were people in those booths, Lin Xuan found it impossible to determine their exact stage without breaking the restrictions. He wouldn't do so anyway; he didn't want to draw attention by revealing his true strength.

Regardless of who was inside, this auction would definitely be worth attending.

With that thought, Lin Xuan chose a seat and closed his eyes, beginning to rest.

Soon enough, after about half an hour, most of the expected cultivators had arrived. While not completely full, only a few empty seats remained. Lin Xuan estimated there were nearly one thousand two hundred participants, mostly human cultivators, with about half being transformed beasts or sea creatures.

The three races' war had stopped due to the invasion by ghostly entities. The wise leaders of the Three Demons, Six Seas, and Holy City wouldn't prolong the conflict; it would only benefit their enemies.

While the fighting could cease, the mutual hatred between them was not easily resolved. The three races were clearly distinct, but there was no conflict here. The cost to participate was too high in this extraordinary period, so everyone focused on surviving the calamity without unnecessary complications.

Despite his closed eyes, Lin Xuan noticed every movement around him. However, he showed no emotion; no one knew what he was thinking.

This auction was quite prestigious. Mid-stage Immortal Core cultivators barely met the participation criteria. Who would care about a common small cultivator like him?

Suddenly, Lin Xuan felt something and slowly opened his eyes as the noisy surroundings fell silent.

A silver-haired elder entered his view. He was also a late-stage Separation Stage cultivator but dressed in an auctioneer's attire.

He approached a table facing the crowd below. The hall became eerily quiet.

"Old man Jin Tong, many of you know me, but some are attending our auction for the first time," said the elder. "There are certain rules I need to explain."

Lin Xuan was surprised by this; auctions were generally similar. Anyone who had reached mid-stage Immortal Core wouldn't need any explanation.

Whispers filled the air as many shared his confusion.

No one spoke up, and the elder would explain anyway.

"Our auction items are all treasures, but each is obtained through killing and robbery. If you purchase them, they might bring misfortune," said the elder.

This statement caused shock; while it wasn't uncommon for auction items to have questionable origins, every item being stolen or killed for was unusual.

The elder's warning made sense as such items attracted more attention and potential enemies.

But Lin Xuan didn't care. With his strength, what could he fear? He had offended the Holy City and the Great Whale King; who in the East Sea would dare threaten him?
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The elderly man with silver hair spoke, causing many cultivators who were attending the auction for the first time to look bewildered. However, this only sparked a brief round of murmurs.

No one withdrew their bids; after all, at their current cultivation levels, few would find killing and stealing unfamiliar. In fact, everyone had experienced such situations.

If the owner of this treasure was from some powerful sect, it might attract unwanted attention, but what did that matter? As they say, to catch a tiger you must enter its den. If one were too timid, why embark on the treacherous path toward immortality when one could simply live a peaceful life among ordinary people.

Fear not if you're afraid; just don't be a cultivator!

As long as the treasure was truly rare, they didn't care about potential risks.

Thus, the brief murmurs quickly subsided.

The elderly man with silver hair noticed this and his pupils constricted slightly. A satisfied expression appeared on his face: "Since none of you have any objections, let's get started. The auction will now begin."

Before he could finish speaking, a beautiful maidservant walked forward carrying a tray.

This woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, not an absolute beauty but quite attractive. She was a mid-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator.

Many people projected their divine sense out, but it was blocked by the red silk on the tray. Fortunately, this was just the first item up for auction, and the elderly man wouldn't engage in unnecessary theatrics; he simply lifted the silk himself.

A small object about an inch long appeared before them.

"This is a Cold Ice Spear, a treasure from the sea tribe with water attributes. I believe many of you have heard of its name. It's crafted from deep-sea cold iron and Western fine gold, enhancing various water attribute spells. The cold ice attack alone can be quite dangerous for even an元婴 cultivator; the starting bid is five thousand middle-grade crystal stones. Each increase must be at least one thousand."

The elderly man with silver hair had barely finished speaking when the room erupted in chatter.

"Is this the Cold Ice Spear from Old Monster Qiu's lair?"

"It’s made of deep-sea cold iron and Western fine gold, so it can't be wrong."

"This thing... despite being an unexpected find for Old Monster Qiu, he holds it even more dear than his own命宝. How could such a rare item end up here? Could it be that Old Monster Qiu has fallen from grace? His strength far exceeds that of ordinary late-stage元婴 cultivators..."

Various murmurs filled the room as Lin Xuan's face remained calm. However, deep within him, he felt some emotion stir. To him, this Cold Ice Spear might not seem significant, but to an元婴 cultivator, it was a precious treasure. The first item up for auction was already impressive; it seemed his journey here wasn't in vain.

Five thousand middle-grade crystal stones weren’t insignificant, but if the treasure was truly rare, he wouldn’t mind going broke. Such items often caused bloodshed even under normal circumstances, let alone now.

Dozens of cultivators joined the bidding right away. Although this item came from a sea tribe, humans and monsters could still find it useful.

In an instant, the price of the Cold Ice Spear rose to seventy thousand middle-grade crystal stones as bids fell silent.

While the item was indeed rare, seventy thousand middle-grade crystal stones seemed too high for any angle.

It was only the first auction item; many cultivators chose to give up. However, some had different thoughts. If this first item was so precious, how could they afford better ones later? Thus, the Cold Ice Spear was sold for seventy-five thousand middle-grade crystal stones by a mid-stage sea tribe cultivator wearing a black hood that shielded his face.

That hood also blocked divine sense detection to an extent, but not necessarily his own. The difference in cultivation levels was too great.

Lin Xuan didn’t bother with such trivial matters. A mere mid-stage sea tribe cultivator couldn't interest him enough for such scrutiny.

When the sea tribe cultivator successfully purchased the item and left without lingering, Lin Xuan nodded approvingly. Though this person’s cultivation wasn’t impressive, his self-awareness was commendable.

Leaving now was a wise choice; otherwise, he might be ambushed just a few miles away from the marketplace. The world of cultivation was unforgiving—those who carried valuable treasures often faced danger.

Despite many cultivators’ covetous glances, they chose to focus on the next auction item, hoping for something even better.

The departure of this person drew some attention but was merely a minor distraction. Above the Separation Realm, few cared about such trivialities.

According to auction rules, items grew rarer as the auction progressed; the first item was just an appetizer.

High-level cultivators didn’t care much, and another beautiful maidservant walked forward with a tray.

Her appearance was even more captivating, but no one paid attention. They were here for treasures, not pretty faces.

"This second item is also suitable for元婴 cultivators," the elderly man said, his tone exuding confidence that made many cultivators exchange glances. However, their curiosity was piqued.

Some remained indifferent like Lin Xuan; these people were either seasoned or cunning.

While not everyone showed great interest, the atmosphere pleased the elderly man immensely.

He removed the red silk to reveal a jade bottle no taller than an inch, indistinguishable from ordinary medicine bottles.

The elderly man uncorked it and two purple-red pills emerged. A pleasant aroma wafted into their noses.

"These are...," Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he heard the elderly man say: "Two Wishing Departure Pills. I believe many of you have heard of this name. When one's cultivation reaches late-stage元婴, taking these pills can significantly increase the chances of advancing to Separation Realm; two together start at twenty thousand middle-grade crystal stones, with each bid increasing by no less than five hundred."
第一千九百二十六章 拍卖会与本命法宝

Buzz!

The atmosphere in the entire hall suddenly became even more intense. Not only did the cultivators of the Core Formation stage react, but many experts at the Separation Realm were also visibly moved, their gazes filled with greed.

It was no wonder. The path to cultivation was fraught with difficulties, and medicinal pills played an irreplaceable role. Pills that could increase one's Essence Power were already rare enough; let alone those that could aid in breaking through cultivation stages. Such items were essentially unattainable treasures, and even if one had the money, they couldn't be bought.

Twenty million middle-grade crystal stones was not a small sum, but compared to the value of this medicinal pill, it seemed too cheap. The expressions on Core Formation cultivators' faces became urgent. The benefits of entering the Separation Realm were well-known; not only did one's cultivation advance further, but their lifespan could also increase by several times.

Indeed, it was a matter of several times. From the Core Formation stage to the Separation Realm, one’s lifespan could increase from 1000 years to 2000 years. However, one mustn't forget that in the Spirit Realm, once one's lifespan ends, they would face an Essence Qi Tribulation. If they survived it, their lifespan could surge again.

The Essence Qi Tribulations became more difficult with each passing day. For the first time, as long as one’s cultivation method wasn’t weak, they usually had no trouble surviving the tribulation.

In other words, for this Core Formation cultivator named Dong Cheng, his chances of advancing were virtually non-existent. Over the past few centuries, he had attempted to break through to the Separation Realm seven or eight times but failed each time. Participating in this auction was originally just to buy something useful for future generations. However, fate had intervened, and he happened upon the emergence of the Wandering Away Pill.

Knowing his own situation, if he could obtain this treasure, he still had several thousand years left. If it failed again, he would turn into dust in a few decades.

Thus, Dong Cheng was putting all his chips on this one roll of the dice. He didn’t care about losing everything; money was just something external. As long as he could advance to the Separation Realm, what did a few crystal stones matter?

In reality, he had no more than 950,000 middle-grade crystal stones and was already using some materials and treasures as collateral.

The rules of the auction stipulated that if a cultivator’s crystal stones were insufficient, they could use any other cultivation materials to offset the difference. Materials, pills, talismans—everything was acceptable. Appraisers would evaluate these items at 80% of their market value.

While it seemed the auction house had an advantage, such rules were common in the cultivation world. It was a matter of mutual agreement; no one forced anyone to participate. Thus, cultivators couldn’t complain much about it.

However, because of this rule, few cultivators would risk it unless absolutely necessary. After all, using items as collateral was too costly.

But Dong Cheng had already put everything on the line and didn’t care anymore. His attitude alone made him a formidable opponent for most Core Formation cultivators. However, he was now facing an expert at the Separation Realm中期 stage.

She was a woman with a plump figure, about thirty years old in appearance, though her actual age was much older. Most female cultivators, regardless of their cultivation level, chose methods that had some anti-aging effects.

When she heard the price of 950,000 middle-grade crystal stones, her expression remained unchanged; a Core Formation cultivator daring to compete for such treasures was clearly out of his mind.

"1 million."

She spoke with a calm demeanor as if it were just another number.

Sighs echoed among many cultivators. Lin Xuan’s face also showed signs of surprise. A Separation Realm中期 cultivator could indeed afford 1 million middle-grade crystal stones, but that was still a significant sum.

The woman seemed unconcerned about the price; her worth truly couldn’t be underestimated.

Unfortunately, she didn’t understand the principle of not showing wealth. Or perhaps, despite knowing it, she couldn’t resist flaunting it. Some people loved to bask in others' admiration.

Lin Xuan’s face remained calm as he idly played with his jaw. This woman was indeed foolish. Suddenly, his pupils constricted, and a glint appeared in his eyes.

From the VIP box above, a divine consciousness swept over her, almost imperceptibly. Most cultivators wouldn’t notice anything.

The female cultivator showed no signs of awareness, but Lin Xuan could sense it clearly. He was certain he hadn’t misjudged; there was indeed a Transcendent Realm cultivator in that VIP box.

Interesting.

It seemed the old monster saw her wealth and planned to kill her for the treasures. Of course, he wouldn’t do this here, but she would likely be caught soon after leaving.

However, the female cultivator didn’t realize the danger had already arrived. She wore a smug expression.

Dong Cheng’s face turned green when he heard the 1 million price, but he still refused to give up. He gritted his teeth and extended his hand, tapping his head as a green sword materialized from his mouth.

A hint of reluctance flashed in his eyes before he resolutely said, "This Green Willow Sword was made primarily with a ten-thousand-year-old willow tree spirit wood, supplemented by dozens of rare materials. I cultivated it for several hundred years in my dantian and qihai. This is my root treasure. Please appraise its value now."

Buzz…

The entire hall erupted as the auctioneer, an old man with silver hair, was visibly moved. He had never seen such a situation during his centuries of hosting auctions. Root treasures meant that all present cultivators understood the significance of putting this on the auction block.

"Friend, have you thought it through..."

"My lifespan is only a few decades left. If I can’t break through to the Separation Realm, what use would my root treasure be?" Dong Cheng’s voice was filled with helplessness but showed no hesitation as he waved his sleeves and completely erased the root treasure mark from the Green Willow Sword.

The cultivators’ expressions were complex. Lin Xuan sighed; such a situation was beyond his experience, but it clearly highlighted how difficult the path to cultivation truly was. For this old man, he had even put his root treasure on the line just to advance his cultivation stage.

Soon enough, the result came: The Green Willow Sword was appraised at 250,000 middle-grade crystal stones. Dong Cheng gritted his teeth and added it all in one go.

"1.2 million middle-grade crystal stones."

This was all he could afford, and adding it so quickly showed his determination.

After the bid, Dong Cheng turned to look at the female cultivator who had been competing with him. 1.2 million seemed too outrageous a price; she should give up now.

But his hopes were soon dashed.

"1.205 million middle-grade crystal stones."

The woman hesitated but followed the bid, though this time it was more restrained, merely following the minimum bidding principle.

"Shit..."

Dong Cheng was both surprised and angry. He had already pushed himself to the limit, willing to risk everything, yet his opponent still wouldn’t give up. From the bids, he could tell she was nearing her limit as well.

But he couldn’t afford a single crystal stone.

With a burst of anger, he spat out blood. A Core Formation后期 cultivator being killed by sheer frustration!
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Chapter 1927: Mysterious Array Flags

The outcome truly left the cultivators in awe, but no one paid much attention. After all, a few Core Formation期 cultivators competing with Separation Period cultivators for treasures wouldn't end well.

Who could blame him for his poor psychological resilience?

Top-grade materials and treasures were priced to the highest bidder; some things simply couldn’t be forced upon.

Several servants dressed in robes entered the hall, carrying an elderly man down.

The auction continued. The first two items already garnered such results, fully igniting the emotions of the cultivators present.

The subsequent auctions were nothing short of spectacular, and the treasures presented by the auction house did not disappoint either. Each item was more precious than the last, with a wide variety of types.

Materials, talismans, ancient treasures—there was no shortage of rare items. Every single one was fiercely snatched up by the cultivators.

Newcomers aside, even those who had attended this store’s auctions several times couldn’t help but mutter under their breath; this time, the treasures seemed more precious than before.

It made sense when you thought about it. Due to the unexpected intrusion of ghostly entities, although the three tribes had ceased hostilities, the entire Eastern Sea cultivation realm was actually in a state of greater turmoil.

While major conflicts were less frequent, opportunists continued to take advantage of the chaos, committing murders and stealing treasures.

In such circumstances, the store’s ability to secure more abundant and precious supplies wasn’t surprising. It was only natural.

Several hours passed as one after another of the twenty-plus magical treasures were successfully auctioned off. Many cultivators had gained some spoils, but Lin Xuan's face gradually showed signs of impatience.

To be fair, this auction was indeed well-organized. However, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary Separation Period cultivator; his wealth was so vast that even a Cave Profound期 monster would envy him.

While these twenty treasures were highly prized by most cultivators, they still didn’t stir much interest in Lin Xuan…

With nothing to show for it, Lin Xuan felt somewhat restless. Although he had passed through the marketplaces several times over the past few days, he hadn't lingered so long before.

He was still eager to return to Black Wind Island, and time was precious. Lin Xuan wasn’t interested in wasting any more of his time here.

---

Several times, he wanted to leave but hesitated each time, deciding to stay put.

There was a lingering sense of dissatisfaction.

After all, the time wasted was regrettable if he were to give up now.

Thus, after careful consideration, Lin Xuan decided to see it through. The auction wasn’t over yet; maybe something he needed would come later.

Suddenly, a deep, ancient bell rang in his mind.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as did many others'. A beautiful woman, dressed in white palace robes, slowly walked onto the stage with a tray in hand.

She was in her early twenties and exuded an air of nobility that wasn’t just from her attire. Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense detected this, causing his expression to shift slightly.

This woman wore several bell-like ornaments, which jingled as she moved.

Soon, she reached the stage.

Opening the red cloth on the tray revealed several colorful array flags.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise.

Cultivation arts were vast and long-standing; arrays held a significant place among them. The subtlety of their application lay in one’s heart.

Among these arrays were both protective formations for sects and families, as well as those that could be activated by individual or multiple cultivators using only an array disk and flags.

Lin Xuan had some experience with this field; he had studied the璇玑心得and later read the 天元阵书. While his mastery of array techniques was far from masterful, it was still beyond most ordinary cultivators.

At least, his discernment was quite seasoned.

---

Even before the red cloth was fully opened, Lin Xuan noticed the extraordinary nature of these flags just by glancing at them. Clearly, he wasn’t the only one who recognized their value.

Many Core Formation mid-to-late period cultivators’ eyes gleamed with greed. Moreover, Lin Xuan sensed an unusual波动emanating from a box above his head in the gallery.

While he remained calm on the surface, Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed inside.

Core Formation mid-to-late period cultivators weren’t worthy of competing against him, but Cave Profound期 monsters still needed to be cautious.

Although he had fought with the Whale King, Lin Xuan wouldn’t become overconfident.

Humility had its benefits; one shouldn't be arrogant just because they were talented.

At this moment, a silver-haired elder's voice echoed through the hall, his tone carrying a sense of gravity.

"Thank you all for your support. This auction has been very successful with no items left unsold. Now we have only one last treasure to auction off. I know many of you traveled far and wide just for this final masterpiece. So please pay close attention; I expect the competition will be intense."

The silver-haired elder’s words were surprisingly confident, indicating his faith in the item about to be auctioned. His opening remarks stirred a commotion throughout the hall.

While those who had received intelligence beforehand weren’t surprised by this situation, they still anticipated it. They came here specifically for the final masterpiece.

However, most cultivators present remained clueless until now.

But no one who entered was a fool; even without prior information, seeing this scene made them realize that what was being auctioned was something extraordinary.

Even if they didn’t have the means to compete, their faces showed interest. After all, gaining more knowledge never hurt.

At that moment, the silver-haired elder held up an array flag: "This set of flags wasn't crafted by our Eastern Sea’s array masters; it was unearthed from a relic sea. Its power is beyond my ability to describe. Now let everyone witness its might."

As he spoke, he took out one of the array flags from the tray and waved it gently. The flag grew several times in size, resembling a stormy wave.

Rays of light flickered on its surface, accompanied by a buzzing sound. Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he saw various mystical inscriptions carved into the flag, layer upon layer, shimmering with blue light. More intriguingly, as the flag moved, the surrounding water attributes of the elemental energy surged and swirled!
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In the center, a blue water dragon appeared in the Zuxian's line, measuring over seven or eight zhang.

It thrashed about with its fangs and claws, its eyes flashing with an eerie light as if it had some sort of consciousness. With a flick of its claws, countless ice spikes and arrows emerged.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; the power of this array flag was surprisingly formidable.

The voice of the silver-haired elder continued to echo in their ears: "This array's name is unfamiliar. It’s called the Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array. As its name suggests, it consists of five flags that can mobilize the elemental essence qi of metal, wood, water, fire, and earth from heaven and earth. What you just saw was merely one-fifth of its power.

"Of course, to fully unleash this array's might requires five fellow daoists with different spirit roots. Additionally, their cultivation must surpass the Separation stage, and they need to share a common mind. If only one cultivator is present, then it can only drive one flag, and thus can only utilize a fraction of its power...

"However, there are always exceptions. If any pre-Separation daoist possesses all five attributes in their spirit root, even with just one person, they could operate the array flawlessly. Unfortunately, this condition is too stringent; it’s not easy to meet."

Lin Xuan's heart stirred as he listened. The conditions seemed harsh but were tailor-made for him.

Though he was at the Separation stage, his dual infant and pill effects made his essence qi as deep as that of a pre-Separation cultivator. He lacked all five spirit roots, but through various coincidences, he could easily mobilize the essence qi of all five elements, meeting most of the requirements.

With this thought in mind, the voice of the silver-haired elder continued: "The value of this Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array is clear to everyone. Let's start the bidding now. The base price for each flag is one million mid-grade crystal stones; each bid must be at least five thousand crystal stones..."

"One million..."

"One hundred and five thousand..."

"Two hundred thousand..."

Before he could finish, the bids were already flying, the prices skyrocketing in just a short while to two million mid-grade crystal stones.

The onlookers, all of whom were Separation-stage cultivators, gasped with shock; this price had surpassed their limits. Crucially, the bidding was only beginning, and the pace of price increases showed no signs of slowing down.

Lin Xuan's face revealed a cold smile. It was just another trick, setting such a low base price to draw more cultivators into the competition.

This tactic was akin to feigning retreat to gain an advantage.

Lin Xuan did not rush to bid; he knew that the current price was merely a drop in the bucket. He planned to wait until the price reached a suitable level before making his move, thus avoiding unnecessary effort.

The array flags of the Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array were perfect for him, fitting all aspects so well. If he hadn't known about it, he wouldn't have missed such an opportunity. With his vast resources, Lin Xuan was confident that no one could outbid him.

With this in mind, he closed his eyes and began to rest, believing that the matter would not be resolved quickly. He had time to wait; he could focus on other matters later.

From a rational standpoint, Lin Xuan's plan made sense. However, unexpected events can occur at any moment.

"Two million mid-grade crystal stones..."

A voice with an air of authority drifted from one of the upper boxes.

This announcement halted all bidding as everyone’s faces showed shock and disbelief. No one had ever bid so generously before.

The amount was ten times higher than previous bids; it was beyond description, truly impressive.

All were awed by his generosity, but more so with envy and jealousy.

Lin Xuan's cunning was unparalleled, but the smart ones here weren't just him. Many guessed that the cultivator in the box must be a pre-Separation powerhouse.

Many gave up on competing; not only had the price surpassed their limits, but they lacked the courage to challenge a pre-Separation elder, fearing potential disaster.

The scene turned eerily quiet as if ice was thrown into a fire. The lively atmosphere suddenly became dead silent, with no one speaking.

The silver-haired elder frowned. Two million mid-grade crystal stones seemed outrageous, yet it wasn't far from their psychological threshold. They had hoped to incite the cultivators to bid fiercely, but this unexpected interruption left them frustrated.

Desperately trying to salvage the situation, he didn’t know how to proceed in such a scenario.

Lin Xuan's frown deepened; it was time for him to act. He wouldn't let this treasure fall into someone else’s hands.

Just then, another hoarse voice echoed: "Two million and five thousand crystal stones..."

The silver-haired elder's face lit up with joy. Lin Xuan turned his head in surprise as the bid came from a cultivator seated at the corner. This old man looked emaciated, pale-faced, and thin, with sparse hair and beard, his face lined with wrinkles.

His cultivation level was unknown to Lin Xuan; he could sense a faint mist surrounding him that repelled Lin Xuan's probing consciousness.

Interesting!

Lin Xuan’s face showed amusement but didn’t continue probing. Now was the time for others to panic, not him. He decided to wait and see.

After several breaths of silence, a powerful divine consciousness burst from the box, sweeping towards the emaciated old man.

Sure enough, it was a pre-Separation cultivator!

Initially just a guess, this revelation confirmed his suspicion.

Many cultivators showed reverence; in the East Sea region, pre-Separation cultivators were elite experts. Many had never seen one in their lifetimes.

The divine consciousness was domineering but proved ineffective as the old man's surrounding mist absorbed it like water into mud.

"Ah..."

The person from the box seemed shocked and angry. A voice of surprise and annoyance echoed among the cultivators, followed by a loud crackling sound as visible divine consciousness shot out from the box.

Everyone gasped; clearly, the mysterious elder in the box was enraged. According to auction rules, fighting was forbidden within the venue, but faced with a pre-Separation existence, the shop owner ignored them, allowing him to make a silent profit.

However, an unexpected event occurred: despite the divine consciousness forming a shape, it failed to have any effect. The old man remained listless as everyone suspected he might also be a pre-Separation cultivator.

Regardless of the truth, the auction continued.

The voice from the box spoke again: "Two million and one hundred thousand crystal stones."

A powerful voice echoed; this person truly had the audacity to bid generously. But before his words were finished, the old man interrupted: "Two million and one hundred and five thousand crystal stones..."

This announcement left many cultivators speechless. Each time, the other party raised their bid by the minimum amount, making it seem less like a genuine auction and more like an attempt to disrupt.

The person from the box was taken aback; his strategy was confirmed as he continued to raise bids by five thousand mid-grade crystal stones each time.

Five thousand wasn't insignificant, but in this context, it seemed trivial.

Finally, after reaching three million and five hundred thousand crystal stones, the old man in the box fell silent. A voice filled with anger then entered their ears: "I suspect he’s just here to cause trouble; his body probably doesn’t have that many crystal stones..."

Though the other cultivators remained silent, this statement resonated with them. Three million mid-grade crystal stones was a significant amount; even for pre-Separation cultivators, it would be challenging to produce such wealth.

The mysterious old man might just be hiding his true strength, but so much crystal stone, could he really afford it? The doubts lingered among everyone.
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Actually, by this point in the proceedings, even those present were somewhat doubtful. The silver-haired elder, despite his mysterious aura, didn't seem to be a wealthy and powerful individual. Three million middle-grade crystal stones weren’t a small sum, so it was unclear if he could produce them.

While such disruptive actions might drive up prices, the integrity of the auction house was more important than a higher price for any single item. Moreover, the identity of the person in the private room was only speculation; this elder was clear about his true nature—a powerful figure from the Profound Yin Realm who had already lost his temper. The silver-haired elder didn’t want to offend him and sighed before continuing.

"Friend Daoist, you must have participated in auctions before. Calling out a price isn't just empty talk. Can you provide some proof that you can afford such a bid?"

"Humph."

The thin elder's face showed a sneer. "What’s the matter? You look down on me and my companion in the private room. Why don’t you see if he has any proof?"

His words angered the silver-haired elder, but he didn't want to offend this mysterious figure. He sighed again and continued, "Friend Daoist, why ask such a question that you already know the answer? The senior in the private room is from the Profound Yin Realm. With his status, three million middle-grade crystal stones wouldn’t be an issue."

The moment he spoke, murmurs spread among the crowd as they had over 80% confidence based on the earlier mental probe. However, now that the auction organizer confirmed it, things were different.

Most of the attendees showed signs of respect and awe, but the thin elder remained unconcerned, even sneering. "Profound Yin? How does that make a difference? A Profound Yin Realm cultivator might not have such wealth. Perhaps he’s a despicable scoundrel here to deceive."

The thin elder's words caused shock among the cultivators, and many rushed towards the exits, fearing they would be caught in any conflict.

"Say what?"

The cultivator in the private room was enraged. A terrifying aura surged out, unlike mental attacks. He didn’t believe that the mysterious fog could stop him.

Other cultivators who hadn't fled showed amusement on their faces as several nearby elders quickly moved away. However, to everyone's surprise, the aura dissipated with a wave of the elder’s hand.

"Want to fight? Old Demon Gong Sun, you tried to ambush me in the Water Wave Cave. Why do you want to try again? You despicable scoundrel."

The elder's voice echoed as the fog around him dispersed, and his presence suddenly surged.

"What?" The person in the private room was clearly alarmed by the sound of the voice. A cultivator wearing a high-crowned hat appeared with a loud explosion.

He looked about forty years old, had a square face, and exuded an imposing aura. His attire was extraordinarily luxurious, almost golden.

Clearly, this was a treasure item with many uses.

"Indeed, Old Demon Gong Sun."

"He is a major figure in the魔道, known for his formidable strength among free cultivators." "Who is that elder daring to confront him?" The murmurs of the other cultivators reached his ears. Gong Sun's name was familiar even to Lin Xuan; he was more renowned than the Poison Dragon Patriarch and was also a ruthless individual.

However, this old monster now appeared highly suspicious, staring intently at the thin elder. His cultivation had risen to the Profound Yin Realm, but his face was unfamiliar—no disguise. None of the present cultivators recognized him.

This was unusual. Profound Yin Realm cultivators were not numerous in the East Sea, and each one was a prominent figure. It was almost unbelievable that none could recognize this person.

Was he a reclusive cultivator who had hidden away? But the current situation didn’t seem to fit. The thin elder's words and actions clearly indicated an old grudge with Gong Sun.

The Profound Yin Realm cultivators were all seasoned veterans, but Gong Sun looked utterly surprised. "You… You are Old Master Mo. Impossible! I personally used Bone Demon Fire to refine your essence soul."

Gong Sun was indeed shocked. He had known this elder well and trusted him deeply. But centuries ago, he had plotted against Mo, betrayed his friend, and ambushed him severely, taking the treasure. To prevent any future retaliation, he had killed both body and essence soul.

He should have been certain of success, but now, Mo appeared unexpectedly, causing immense shock. Although their appearances didn’t match, Gong Sun’s energy flow was identical to Mo's cultivation technique, leaving no doubt.

"Hmph. In the Water Wave Cave, you nearly ambushed me. Fortunately, I once practiced the Second Essence Soul Technique. While my main essence soul was destroyed by you, the Second Essence Soul survived. Using a瞒天过海strategy, I escaped your trap. Old Demon Gong Sun, I considered you a friend, but you betrayed me. Today, I came here to seek justice from you." "Second Essence Soul? I see," Gong Sun's eyes showed understanding before he sneered again. "You were lucky to survive. Instead of hiding in a remote place, why provoke me? Do you want to die?"
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The old demon's harsh voice echoed in his ears. Since they had already broken their truce, what was there left to be polite about? "Previously, my cultivation was inferior to yours. However, your main元婴 has been destroyed. This body you possess is merely a second元婴 that took over another’s life; how can it possibly be arrogant? The last time I managed to eliminate you, this time, you will not escape from my hands."

"Is that so?" The thin old man chuckled. "Old Demon Public, do you really think I came here unprepared for revenge? This place will be your grave. Not only you, but every cultivator present will not survive. Who let fate bring us together? Blame yourself for having such bad luck."

"What?" Everyone was startled by his words. His tone seemed too presumptuous, as if he intended to challenge all the cultivators here and even massacre them. Such arrogance had never been seen before.

Everyone had witnessed arrogant people, but none so bold as this.

Was everyone present just paper puppets?

Before long, a murmur spread among the crowd, followed by a light laugh: "Oh, this must be the famous Master Ink! I heard that he passed away hundreds of years ago and even mourned him. It’s surprising to see him alive and well. Congratulations on your good fortune. However, what grudge do you have with Master Public? You can settle it in an empty place if necessary. This shop is just a small business; why drag me into this?" The voice was soft yet pleasing to the ear. Soon, a beautiful woman dressed in a palace-style robe entered his view. She looked around thirty years old, her beauty fading but still radiant.

"Madam Fragrance!" Many cultivators begged for mercy. "Master Ink, I have no ill will towards your shop. Everything is this man’s fault..." This fellow's audacity was truly unparalleled; he could lie without a blush.

Flipping the truth upside down mattered not in the cultivation world where success defined one as a hero.

Madam Fragrance frowned slightly but showed no interest in their feud. She turned to Master Ink: "Master Ink, you know what I mean. If you leave now, I will forgive you. Otherwise..."

Her words left much unsaid, but her intentions were clear. The current situation was unfavorable for the thin old man.

Two hands could not fight four, facing two same-level cultivators and multiple元婴s, he had no chance at all.

Of course, Madam Fragrance would not intervene unless necessary; she would not be foolishly used by Public Old Demon.

Now it came down to what the thin old man chose. Would he throw a stone against a boulder?

The crowd watched with anticipation, but Lin Xuan's thoughts were different.

He had remained silent throughout, observing coldly. The thin old man seemed well-prepared and his reaction suggested clear thinking. What could be his secret support?

What was it?

Though he did not wish to linger in such a place, Lin Xuan coveted the Five Elements Enveloping Spirit Array deeply. He would not give up easily.

He had faced many storms before; this strange scene did not scare him.

Let's see what happens first. Maybe there was still a chance for him to profit from the chaos.

Lin Xuan carefully released his spirit sense, observing everything around him. Suddenly, "Pang," a sound echoed in his ears.

It seemed out of place. He turned to find an中期元婴 cultivator on the ground, writhing in pain as if poisoned by a剧毒.

Poisoned!

The thought flashed through his mind, and Lin Xuan's expression grew serious. But before he could use his spirit sense to investigate, more "Pong" sounds followed, one after another, as cultivators fell to their sides.

Those who first fell were中期元婴 cultivators, then the离合期 ones began to wobble.

"How... what have you done?" Public Old Demon was both shocked and angry. Madam Fragrance's face turned pale.

"I said everyone here would not leave today. How does this taste of仙人醉?" The thin old man sneered with satisfaction on his face.

"仙人醉, you actually found such an ancient毒?"

Public Old Demon's expression changed to fear. Lin Xuan frowned; he had been in the East Sea cultivation world for so long that he was no stranger to its conditions.

仙人醉was one of the most potent poisons from ancient times, capable of eroding one’s经脉, leaving them weak and unable to use their法力, even for a洞玄期 cultivator. The most terrifying part was that this poison was odorless and tasteless, able to mix with air and enter a cultivator's body through breathing.

In ancient times, it was feared by all cultivators. It required dozens of rare ingredients to be synthesized successfully.

It was so feared that the formula had been lost over time. Occasionally, remnants could be found in ancient cultivators' ruins, but such discoveries were rare, and this poison had not been seen for tens of thousands of years.

Where did this old monster find it?

Lin Xuan was shocked, as were other cultivators who wondered where he got it from.

仙人醉was not lethal but left one powerless.

In short, those poisoned would be at the mercy of others.

After understanding his situation, many cultivators begged for mercy, using both emotion and reason.

"Senior Ink, I have no grudge with you; please spare me. I will erect a memorial tablet for you when I return."

"Yes, senior, we have always admired your reputation. You should not kill the innocent,"

"I am a disciple of Ghost Cloud Sect. If you kill me, my sect will never let it go. Why provoke an enemy?"

"Senior, if you spare me, I can offer you treasures as compensation."

Various voices echoed, all begging for mercy.

Lin Xuan remained calm; he was the only one who did not panic.

The仙人醉was indeed terrifying, but the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was too powerful. It had evolved to include toxic, freezing, and devouring properties, each capable of affecting cultivators differently. Toxicity was its foundation as it originated from碧幻幽火.

Due to his cultivation in this secret art, most toxins did not affect Lin Xuan.

He was unsure if the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire could resist 仙人醉, but the result was surprising and pleasing. The fire seemed immune and even benefited him; once inside his经脉, it was absorbed.

Lin Xuan's heart calmed down. As long as he did not get poisoned, there was no need to fear!~!
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However, in the saying "when river clams fight, fishermen benefit," Lin Xuan remained unharmed and showed no signs of being affected. On the surface, he acted as if he was suffering, just like other cultivators. He fell to the ground with a thud.

虚与委蛇!

After enduring so many trials, Lin Xuan's acting skills were undoubtedly top-notch.

Even if it were face-to-face, Old Master Mo would not have been able to spot any flaws in his performance. After all, he wouldn't even consider such a scenario. Since entering the auction, Lin Xuan had remained inconspicuous and unassuming. Who could have guessed that he was playing the part of a pig eating tiger, and even the Demon Intoxicated Ancient Poison failed to affect him.

As the saying goes: "when the mantis catches the cicada, the oriole is waiting." The sudden turn of events at the auction left it uncertain who would emerge victorious.

"Ahh!"

A shrill scream pierced the air. Public Old Devil's head had been severed. Even though the Cave Profound Period monster was formidable, he could no longer muster any power and was reduced to a mere puppet, at the mercy of others.

A flash of light revealed an infant spirit body about an inch high in front of him. Its spiritual aura was dimming severely, unable even to perform instantaneous teleportation due to lack of energy.

The potency of Demon Intoxicated lay in its ability to poison both the physical body and the spirit essence together.

To be honest, with ten or eight days, even without external aid, they could have expelled this poison from their bodies using their profound power. However, with a major enemy looming, there was no time for such luxuries.

With his flesh body mortally wounded, Public Shave Old Devil's face was filled with fear. Facing the crisis of death, he had no choice but to beg for mercy, shedding tears and kneeling before Mo Old Master.

"Brother Mo, please spare me. I made a grave mistake by being blinded by greed, and now I deeply regret it. Please forgive me in light of our past friendship."

"Spare you?" The dry old man chuckled, his mouth full of mockery: "Old Devil Public孙 is only seeking mercy after the fact. Isn't that rather amusing?"

"Brother Mo, if you spare me, I will be your loyal servant for life and do anything within my power to assist you in your cultivation." Public Shave Old Devil's eyes were filled with fear. At this point, he just wanted to survive; everything else was irrelevant.

"Will you serve as a slave?"

A strange look flashed across the dry old man's eyes.

"Yes, I will be loyal and devoted if Brother Mo spares me. With my help, your cultivation might advance further," Public Shave Old Devil's flattering voice echoed.

He wore a hopeful expression, confident that Mo Old Master would agree. After all, having a Cave Profound Period slave was something beyond the wildest dreams of even three demon emperors or six sea kings. There was no reason for him to refuse.

Unfortunately, his hopes were dashed.

Mo Old Master's face showed a cold smile as he raised his right hand and grabbed Public Shave Old Devil. A scream filled the air as Mo Old Master began to extract his soul.

"You are too slick with your words; I won't fall for that again. How could I dare to play tricks on you, a lowly scoundrel? If I were to be outwitted by you, I would have nowhere to cry. It's better to eliminate you now and save myself the trouble."

Mo Old Master's calm voice echoed in everyone’s ears. Compared to his peers, he wasn't skilled at playing mind games, but he had a plan for handling situations.

Before coming here, he had already decided not to be swayed by others' words. Clever people stick to their choices; falling for the same trick twice would be foolishness.

As the saying goes: "self-inflicted suffering cannot be avoided." He certainly wouldn't be so stupid.

After eliminating Public Shave Old Devil, Mo Old Master took his storage bag without hesitation.

With this matter settled, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction. The smooth progress of events brought joy to the dry old man's face.

He then turned around and began to survey all the cultivators in the room.

Or rather, the hall was more fitting; there were over a hundred people present.

Among those participating in the auction, the lowest level was mid-spirit essence stage. Those above separation realm made up one-third of the crowd. To mention nothing of Lady Fragrant, she was at Cave Profound stage.

In total, they constituted a formidable force.

Many of them were powerful rulers, capable of shaking the foundations of their domains with a single step.

But now, fear was etched on everyone's faces.

They had all been poisoned by Demon Intoxicated Ancient Poison. Their divine abilities were useless. No matter what level of cultivator you were, at this moment, you were like toothless tigers, helpless and at the mercy of others.

Pleading for mercy echoed through the hall; no one wanted to be left behind. Moreover, it was akin to a city gate collapsing and drowning nearby fish. The enmity between these two old monsters had nothing to do with them; they were merely attending an auction when disaster struck. They didn’t know who to blame even if they ended up in the netherworld.

However, the dry old man did not wish to spare them. After all, he had already made his move. If he released these cultivators, who knew what would happen once their power returned and they harbored resentment?

Better to do nothing than to half-heartedly start something. Seeing the murderous intent on the other's face, Mo Old Master stepped forward.

Lady Fragrant’s composure was gone as she screamed in terror: "You... you can't kill me! I am the daughter of Holy City's Law Enforcement Elder Light Spirit True Man. If you harm me, my father will never let it go."

"Law Enforcement Elder of Holy City?"

Hearing this, the old man paused, clearly taken aback. While others might not know about Holy City, these Cave Profound cultivators had lived for thousands of years; how could they have missed hearing about the six Law Enforcement Elders? Each was a mid-Cave Profound cultivator, akin to the sea kings.

Seeing the old man hesitate, Lady Fragrant's heart leaped with hope. She quickly added: "We have no grudge or enmity between us. Why must you bring trouble upon yourself? If you spare me, I swear that I will forgive and forget..."

Before she could finish, her expression changed to one of terror as the old man flicked his sleeve, sending a purple-red immortal sword hurtling towards her head.

A scream filled the air, echoing Public Shave Old Devil's fate. Despite her formidable strength, Lady Fragrant couldn’t gather any energy in her body. There was nothing she could do but be slaughtered!
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Despite his reluctance, he could only watch helplessly as the opponent had no means to retaliate.

A mournful cry reached his ears. This must be one of the most unjustly fallen Immortal Cultivators in millions of years.

The path of cultivation was arduous; she didn't know how many hardships she had endured before reaching this point, especially considering her situation by the East Sea. She could easily be called a daughter of heaven. With her talent, her cultivation might have progressed further. But facing such bad luck, what could she do but cry in vain?

This fully proved that when someone was unlucky, even drinking cold water could cause them to choke.

However, viewed from another angle, encountering such setbacks was due to bad luck, but at the end of the day, it still came down to her own insufficient strength. If Lady Aroma had been able to resist the Poison of Immortal Drunkenness, things might have turned out differently.

The lean and thin old man was no stranger to ruthless actions; once he made his move, there would be no hesitation. Although he did not draw out her soul or refine her essence, he still spat out infant fire, reducing her yuan婴 (core) to ashes.

Not only had the opponent lost any chance of reincarnation, but they also couldn't seek revenge in the future.

Of course, he wouldn’t let go of their storage bags either. This was truly a stroke of luck; not only did he get his revenge, but he also made a fortune.

The cultivators in the hall who had come to participate in this auction were all bound by their powers. Despite that, their eyes widened with shock as curses echoed around them.

But words couldn’t help. The lean and thin old man exuded killing intent from every pore. With a sharp command: "Quickly!"

Instantly, the leaf-shaped flying knives like a storm of rain swept towards the immobile cultivators, spraying blood everywhere. Those cultivators who could not even muster one-tenth of their power were silenced as they met their end.

Not only did their physical bodies perish, but their yuan婴 (core) was also destroyed by those flying knives.

"Haha."

The lean and thin old man’s face showed satisfaction. He wasn’t out to kill indiscriminately; he just didn't want his identity exposed. A petty mind is not a gentleman; without poison, one cannot be a hero. Now that all the cultivators participating in the auction had perished, who would know it was him?

It was flawless!

He flicked his left hand, and a large amount of light rays flew out, swirling around the hall. Instantly, countless storage bags floated up.

Picking one at random, he delved into its contents with his divine sense. A look of joy flashed in his eyes; as expected, the quantity was substantial.

He only glanced through it briefly since there wasn’t enough time to inspect thoroughly. However, another problem arose: how could he carry all these storage bags?

The spatial rules prevented one storage bag from being placed inside another.

A saying goes, "Even a hundred precautions can be missed." The old man had considered every possibility before acting but overlooked this issue.

His brows furrowed in concentration.

But time was of the essence. After a moment’s hesitation, he took off his outer robe and turned it into a large bundle to stuff all the storage bags inside.

This method seemed incredibly crude, but there was no other way; he had to do it.

The repelling spatial rules were truly annoying.

A single garment couldn’t hold them all, so he combined several pieces of clothing to form a large bundle. All the storage bags were packed without any left behind.

"Phew."

The old man exhaled in relief as he carried this large bundle out. It was certainly noticeable, but it didn't matter. The highest cultivators within the market were only at the yuan婴 (core) stage; their strength would only allow them to catch a glimpse before dying. There was no way they could discern his identity.

If not for the vast size of the market and the numerous cultivators inside, he might have attempted to clear out everyone completely. But now, he had to settle for this.

He tied the bundle securely and slung it over his back. Then, with a flick of his sleeve, a large purple-red flame flew out. His intention was straightforward: to erase all traces of the auction. Even if some cultivators tried something last-minute, their efforts would be futile now.

With full confidence in his demonic flames, he cast them without hesitation and turned into a streak of light, flying down the stone steps behind him.

This place was no place for lingering; his plan was sound. But just as he took two steps on the stairs, an unexpected change occurred.

A ripple suddenly appeared from nowhere, followed by a green claw like that of a demon bird's, swiftly lunging towards his chest.

The warehouse had caught them off guard. Even if it were an old Immortal Cultivator, being hit would mean certain death.

But this lean and thin old man reacted quickly. He was surprised but not afraid as he pushed out a palm in response.

The move was simple, but it gathered all his power. As the light flickered, a thin shield materialized before him.

It wasn't an actual treasure; it was conjured from his own energy.

Suddenly, the claw touched it, producing a sharp crack that echoed in his ears, making his teeth ache. The force of this impact was evident.

Due to the warehouse, he seemed to be at a disadvantage. But he remained calm and even took advantage to retreat.

His response was like flowing water; there were no hesitations. Clearly, he had extensive experience in combat.

But just as he did so, another sharp light appeared, blocking his path of retreat. From afar, it looked as if someone had foolishly charged right into it.

The lean and thin old man fought with strict form, showing great discipline, but the attacker was clearly more skilled, anticipating that the first strike might not be fatal. What should he do next?

The old man was shocked; human strength has its limits. He had already used all his abilities to defend against the attack, and dodging the second hit seemed beyond his capacity.

"Aaah!"

A mournful cry echoed as pieces of cloth scattered in mid-air, resembling fluttering butterflies.

That was when his bundle on his back was broken. The crescent-shaped light blade then sliced through his protective aura.

Even without any treasures, a cultivator's final defense at the yuan婴 (core) stage was formidable. But now it was like paper; the blade cut through with no delay.

The speed was incredible. He didn’t feel pain as he was split in half from the chest.

A flash of light revealed his yuan婴 (core) floating in mid-air, showing disbelief. It wasn't surprising; a moment ago, he had been in heaven and now in hell.

In that moment of shock, he missed his best chance to escape. A green glow appeared, and Lin Xuan's figure materialized beside him with no expression on his face.

He opened his mouth, and a stream of four-colored flames erupted from it.

It was a thin flame about the size of a thumb, but incredibly swift. "Pfft," the sound echoed as it engulfed the old man’s yuan婴 (core).

"No…" came a weak cry that quickly faded into nothingness, cut off in mid-sentence.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and released several fireballs to reduce the old man's body to ashes.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan sighed with relief. Dealing with an old Immortal Cultivator was no easy task; it required precise execution. !~!
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The attack seemed to last only two rounds, but who knew how much preparation and assumption Lin Xuan had done before making his move. If not for the advantage of anticipating the opponent's every possible reaction, it would have been almost impossible to successfully eliminate a cultivator at the Profound Void stage.

Behind this seemingly glorious victory lay Lin Xuan’s hard work and mental strain.

Otherwise, if he could only injure the enemy without completely eliminating them, he would surely be plunged into a bitter battle. Although Lin Xuan believed that with his strength, he would ultimately win, the struggle between two Profound Void cultivators was no small matter. The current location was just underground for several hundred feet; as the fight continued, this place would inevitably be exposed.

This was something Lin Xuan did not want to see. He had taken advantage of the situation by tying up the cicada and luring the sparrow, only to end up with a significant benefit from an unexpected crisis. He didn't wish for any benefits to be shared with others.

Fortunately, his calculations had led to a satisfactory outcome. After eliminating the gaunt old man, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of relief. Instead, he closed his eyes and released his immensely powerful divine consciousness, sweeping around the area without missing any corner.

There was no discovery, but Lin Xuan still wasn't satisfied. He lifted his head, silver light flaring in his eyes as he deployed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye once more.

He did this for a purpose. The cultivation world had many miraculous techniques, and Lin Xuan would never be arrogant enough to underestimate cultivators from all over. At that critical moment, he could pretend to be a tiger eating grass, using a瞒天过海strategy; others could do the same.

Therefore, even though it seemed like all strong enemies had been eliminated, Lin Xuan still planned to be cautious. He used his divine consciousness and Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye repeatedly to ensure there were no hidden cultivators nearby. He did not want to suffer the same fate as the gaunt old man—being ambushed when he was at his peak.

Though the possibility of someone hiding was negligible, Lin Xuan remained vigilant for a whole tea time before the silver light in his eyes dimmed.

No one was hiding around him.

Other supernatural abilities aside, Lin Xuan had full confidence in his divine consciousness and Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Even if ordinary cultivators tried to sneak past him, they would be no match.

Since there were no other cultivators, Lin Xuan did not linger any longer. In such a place of conflict, who would willingly stay? He flicked his sleeves, sending out a streak of green light that collected the scattered storage bags on the ground. There was no problem for him to carry them away.

Storage bags could not contain other storage bags, but his Fiery Ash Bag could because it involved more advanced spatial techniques. Even with Lin Xuan’s composure, he couldn’t hide his joy at this moment. After all, the wealth of over a hundred high-ranking cultivators was incredibly exciting to think about. The treasures from the auction, including the array flags for the Five Elements Spirit Array, had all fallen into his hands.

Although Lin Xuan was already wealthy, in cultivation, resources were everything. No one would complain about having too many treasures; the more he possessed, the higher his chances of success.

After gathering up all the storage bags, Lin Xuan was about to fly away when a sudden movement caught his attention. He went to where Old Master Mo had fallen.

He raised his right hand and gently hooked with his fingers. A palm-sized black object flew into his palm. Although he had not used Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire to refine the opponent's corpse, the flames he emitted were still formidable enough to reduce ordinary treasures to ashes. This item’s preservation was unexpected.

Could it be a special treasure?

Lin Xuan scanned it and saw that it was like black leather with small characters written on it. He didn’t bother to identify them at the moment; he would deal with it later. He tossed it into his Fiery Ash Bag.

Next, Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness one last time to ensure no treasures were overlooked. Then, a green glow enveloped him as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew down the stone steps toward the surface.

After exiting through the entrance, Lin Xuan did not rush out of the market district; doing so would draw attention. Although the exit was in front of a shop, his concealment techniques were too advanced for several Foundation Establishment and Core Condensation stage cultivators to spot him even if they faced him directly.

Lin Xuan left the shop unnoticed, blending into the crowd on the street. To avoid drawing attention, he further lowered his cultivation level; he appeared only at the middle stage of Core Condensation. With his plain appearance, he would not stand out in a crowd.

Who knew that he was actually the sole survivor of the auction?

Of course, Lin Xuan did not plan to linger in the market district. He needed to leave as soon as possible. After a tea time, Lin Xuan arrived at the exit of the market district. With the dense flow of people, many cultivators came and went. A middle-stage Core Condensation cultivator leaving would go unnoticed.

After traveling for a long distance from the market district, Lin Xuan no longer concealed his cultivation level. With his current strength, his speed was incredibly fast. Occasionally meeting some cultivators, they could not even see him as he passed by, vanishing without a trace before their eyes. The sound of air friction followed.

These cultivators were greatly alarmed. Those with lower cultivation levels thought it was a ghost appearing in broad daylight, while those with higher cultivation levels knew an elder had passed through. Regardless of what they thought, none dared to interfere and hurriedly fled the scene.

A few days later, Lin Xuan entered the chaotic sea region. He could sense that the atmosphere was different from usual; cultivators seemed to be coming and going in a hurry. Surprisingly, the number of killings and treasure snatchings had decreased significantly. Occasionally, he saw law enforcement cultivators wearing clothes from Nine Immortals Palace patrolling on the surface.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned thoughtful. This was far from what he had expected. He originally thought that the chaotic sea region would become even more dangerous, but now it seemed to be the opposite.

If his guess was correct, this change must have been brought about by Nine Immortals Palace. In such a critical period, their actions were undoubtedly the right choice.

However, this did not concern him much. Lin Xuan’s transformed streak of lightning continued its rapid flight toward Black Wind Island.
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I wonder how the Hundred Leather Sect is faring these days.

As time passed, Lin Xuan encountered more and more cultivators on his journey. At first, they were few and far between, but later he saw entire groups of cultivators, clearly from a sect or family. And they were elite disciples led by elders.

"These fellows must be heading to the Nine Immortal City, Yuwu. Could something have happened there?" Lin Xuan thought to himself, though he didn't make any fuss about it.

Another two days passed, and finally Black Wind Island came into view.

The scenery remained unchanged, and the sect's protective array was still functioning properly. Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. Although the island was hidden, the Hundred Grass Sect's strength was too weak.

Since his absence, significant changes had occurred in the East Sea. Lin Xuan truly worried that something might have happened to the Hundred Grass Sect during this time.

Fortunately, there was no need for worry as he felt a heavy stone lift from his heart.

A smile played on his lips as he flashed through the poisonous miasma.

Almost immediately, several Hundred Grass Sect disciples patrolling the area greeted him. They were alarmed and quickly summoned their treasures.

"Don't worry, it's me… Lin Xuan said calmly.

That voice was so familiar.

The Hundred Grass Sect cultivators were first surprised but then their faces lit up with joy as they prostrated before him. They sent out transmission talismans.

Soon, a brilliant light enveloped the area, and colorful beams of light entered his eyes.

All the Hundred Grass Sect cultivators who weren't in seclusion came to greet him.

"Master…

Shangguan Mudouyu's gentle voice reached his ears as she reported on important matters. Lin Xuan listened quietly, occasionally asking questions when necessary.

There wasn't much to report; within a short hour, he had the gist of it.

"By the way, Master, what did you experience this time? With your vast knowledge and abilities, I'm sure you must have gained something invaluable," Shangguan Mudouyu's voice said. This girl was genuinely sweet and clever.

Although Lin Xuan knew she was half flattery and half teasing, he still found it heartwarming.

"Indeed, my experiences this time were quite valuable… " Lin Xuan smiled as he recounted some of his adventures to his two disciples. Cultivators needed more than just strength; knowledge could be a lifesaver in dangerous situations.

Lin Xuan didn't want his disciples to close themselves off and become foolish ascetics. However, his experiences were too shocking. Even Shangguan Mudouyu's mouth hung open wide as she listened intently. If not for their long association, she might have thought he was exaggerating.

"Master, you said you escaped from the encirclement of ghosts and spirits and even fought the Whale King to a draw? " Shangguan Yufei, despite her young age, was still quite composed. But at this moment, she was visibly moved.

The Six Sea Kings were top-tier figures in the East Sea. Lin Xuan could stand toe-to-toe with them; it was truly unbelievable.

"Drawn to a draw? Ha, Ye'er, you're overestimating yourself and flattering me. I had no choice but to fight the Whale King, but I barely managed to protect myself. If we were to settle this, my chances of winning are less than 20%…" Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. Self-praise was useless; he judged based on their encounter.

"Master is being too modest. The Whale King is a formidable figure. Even if you didn't reach the Profound Origin stage, just his title as the Sea's First Hero would make him an intimidating opponent to any hero in the world. How many cultivators can escape unscathed from his grasp? With your current rank of Separation and Union, you already have such incredible abilities. In the future, who will be able to challenge you after reaching the Profound Origin stage?" Shangguan Mudouyu's voice continued. Her words were sincere, not flattery.

Lin Xuan smiled without replying. Excessive modesty was akin to arrogance; it was unnecessary.

Just then, a transmission talisman flew into his sight. Lin Xuan felt surprised. Could things be so coincidental? Just as he returned here, an emergency had arisen?

"Do not be surprised, disciple reporting back. The feast is ready, hence the notification," Shangguan Mudouyu's light laughter reached his ears.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan chuckled; it was just a case of overthinking things. While coincidences do happen, there should still be limits to them.

Since the feast was prepared, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate to join in. After days of travel, he hadn't had a proper meal for a long time. Although cultivators could practice abstinence, Lin Xuan enjoyed various delicious foods.

Shangguan Mudouyu led him and his two disciples to the dining area. As the sun set on the horizon, Lin Xuan returned to his cave.

The scenery remained unchanged; although he was gone, the Hundred Grass Valley was still tidied by disciples who dared not enter the forbidden zone around it. The disciples had been warned by Shangguan Mudouyu.

After a hearty meal and returning to Black Wind Island, Lin Xuan felt refreshed and invigorated. He decided to meditate in his practice room.

He sat cross-legged and pondered deeply. This journey was fraught with danger, almost life-threatening, but the rewards were bountiful. The experiences he gained from fighting the Whale King brought him many insights.

The bottleneck that had once held him back now seemed surmountable with an 80% chance of success.

With the impending chaos in the East Sea and the invasion by ghosts and spirits, every step up would bring more self-preservation. Therefore, Lin Xuan planned to retreat for three months of cultivation.

However, there was a complication.

While his own cultivation was crucial, he couldn't ignore his two disciples either. After all, as their master, how could he just occasionally give them guidance?

Was there a way to do both? If it were any other peer-level cultivator, this would be a difficult problem. But Lin Xuan had unique abilities that surpassed ordinary cultivators.

The second yuan-ling could solve this issue perfectly.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan touched his head and summoned the black infant-like figure of his second yuan-ling.

It was identical to him in appearance—his second yuan-ling technique. Since his main yuan-ling and demon core were still within his body's dantian, the second yuan-ling's manifestation only slightly affected his strength but posed no other issues.

Next, he reached into his waistband and produced a storage bag.

It was empty.

Lin Xuan rummaged through his waistband and filled it with various cultivation resources: medicinal pills, talismans, materials, jade eyes, and crystals.

"These should suffice…" Lin Xuan muttered to himself. These were for Shangguan sisters. As he was already wealthy, he wouldn't be stingy with his disciples. He provided them with all the cultivation resources they needed.

With a master's guidance and abundant resources, coupled with their excellent spiritual roots, the progress of the sisters was rapid, far outpacing even the elite disciples of famous sects!
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But his flesh at the wound stopped deteriorating quickly; after a moment, the blood-soaked tissue began to fall off, revealing fresh pink flesh.

She tugged on my arm with extra force, her fingers digging into my skin in anger—just one word: pain.

Next, she scooped some red bean paste from the well in the courtyard and made sweet potato red bean pancakes using a large spoon.

Why not show it? The senior brother's palm had already severed all past ties; she was someone who had died before. Now, she was reborn.

Gao Qiong still wore his arrogant expression. For a fiery young man of fifteen or sixteen, they never feared anyone. A newborn calf doesn't fear tigers. Even saying that the troops in Luzhou were not bad was already high praise for him.

Fu Shijin kicked away the disheveled Xiao Boss on the ground and strode out of the room with long strides.

Song Cheng squinted at me, his face sporting a mischievous grin, clearly up to something.

Xiao Chen waited for the demon offspring to wake up before proceeding with the next step. After several repetitions, the demon finally stopped being stubborn and truthfully answered Xiao Chen's questions.

Later on, she had wanted to tell him, but his phone never worked, so she eventually forgot about it when she went out with Pei Jun.

"Alright, I'll wait for you." Li Mingzou coming over was welcome; there were some things he could help me with.

The black shadow no longer chased after me but seemed to be pleading for something. It kept turning its head to look at me, and the single eye socket even had tears.

This drug would make her lethargic but wouldn't harm her body or threaten her life.

For a long time, he had urinated on the one who stepped on his neck; today, she finally spat in his face.

Then I dreamed that my son Wei Zhongdiao's talent was recognized by the true cultivators of the Luliang Family, and he became their disciple. The Wei family's status rose sharply, overshadowing other clans in the capital city.

When his strength was exhausted and he was utterly drained, he would activate a strange energy to instantly recover to peak condition.

"Shen Bo, we unanimously recommend you for this city election; if you pass the Lu Tian Prefecture selection, you can participate in the kingdom's Olympic Games," Mr. Sun said excitedly.

They showed no signs of discomfort at such a bloody scene and seemed accustomed to it. They didn't even spare a glance at the dead prisoners.

Knowing he was no ordinary opponent, after successfully binding Liehong with Dragon芒, Shi Tianqi unleashed his Heavenly Dragon power, emitting a mighty roar like thunder.

"Let's clean up here and retreat!" Honestly, although Xing is ruthless, she couldn't take it either.

"It was all worth it." The black-clothed man thought about the valuable video he had recorded; he believed it would cause a stir throughout the entire Chinese region. Haha, when that happens, my name will once again echo across China.

When I opened my eyes, I was still lying on the sofa in that underground facility's room.

Han Yun gently removed the乾坤戒 from each skeleton and placed them with the seven corpses before him.

Although Zhao Xuan had deliberately made things difficult for them earlier, after his words, several people expressed gratitude to him.
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Chapter 1935: Ancient Battlefield

Lin Xuan tossed a storage bag to his second元婴, who caught it without hesitation. Following that, the figure flashed and condensed into a black cloud, obscuring Lin Xuan's form as he flew towards the outside at a deceptive pace.

Relieved, Lin Xuan let out a breath. The second元婴 was himself, so with its guidance, there was no need to worry about his sisters' cultivation for now. After all, Lin Xuan had no intention of having both元婴s progress in unison; while that would make him formidable at the same level, it would be too slow.

If time permitted, such a strategy might have been acceptable, but given the current situation, there was little time to spare. Lin Xuan planned to temporarily slow down the cultivation of his second元婴 and focus all his energy on upgrading his main元婴.

While cases like his were rare in the cultivation world, they weren't uncommon when considering absolute numbers. The specific realm a cultivator belonged to was determined by the strongest among their multiple元婴s or妖丹s, with weaker ones providing support.

For instance, if any of Lin Xuan's two元婴s and one妖丹 reached the Dao玄期, he would possess the strength of a Dao玄 cultivator. His own realm was decided by the strongest among his元婴s and妖丹s.

Lin Xuan had a clear plan for what to do in the coming period, but how far he could progress remained uncertain due to unforeseen obstacles. Despite having great confidence in breaking through, the amount of time available for cultivation was still unknown.

The Eastern Sea was already in chaos, and the question now was how long it would take for the ghostly entities to breach this area. Without a proper comparison of strength between both sides, making any estimate was impossible.

In short, he could only rely on fate and try his best to enhance his power during this period. However, the composition of a cultivator's strength included more than just their realm; while it was crucial, there were multiple factors at play, allowing for challenges across levels. Lin Xuan often undertook such challenges due to his exceptional abilities and powerful talismans.

Lin Xuan had profound insights into these matters and decided to address other issues before secluding himself for cultivation. This trip had yielded rich rewards that needed immediate attention to boost his strength.

With his mind made up, he followed his plan step by step. He reached out with a hand, tapping his waist, and black light flickered as a spirit ghost bag floated in front of him. Lin Xuan pointed at it, casting a spell, and the bag opened, releasing pale white mist. The Corpse Demon appeared before him.

Its eyes were tightly shut, and its corpse aura had significantly diminished after battling the Great Whale King. Although it hadn't perished, the injuries it sustained were severe.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his immensely powerful divine consciousness to scan the unconscious Corpse Demon. After nearly half an hour, he raised his head with a frown.

"Truly troublesome. The extent of its injuries is more than I imagined."

Lin Xuan's mood was naturally somewhat gloomy, but he couldn't give up. A Corpse Demon at Dao玄期 as an assistant meant a lot to him. Even if it was complicated, he would restore the Corpse Demon and just spend more time and resources.

With this thought, Lin Xuan used his divine consciousness again to carefully examine the injuries of the Corpse Demon. He then waved his sleeves and took out various materials from his须臾袋.

Lin Xuan began the complex ritual of restoration. Three months passed in a blink, during which he didn't leave the secret chamber.

Finally, at noon that day, the stone door opened with a loud rumble. Lin Xuan emerged, looking more tired than anything else on his face.

He left the Hundred Flowers Valley and turned into a streak of light, flying towards the horizon.

A few days later, Lin Xuan arrived at an uninhabited area in a strange sea. The region seemed lifeless; within a hundred miles, there was not even a trace of humans or cultivators, let alone fish or marine beasts.

The Eastern Sea was home to human,妖族, and sea races standing in equal footing, with the Nine Immortal Palace representing another major force. Over millions of years, these three tribes would inevitably clash at certain intervals, but this chaotic sea wasn't an isolated paradise either.

Occasional conflicts still erupted among them, and the place where Lin Xuan was now had once been an ancient battlefield. The exact era could no longer be determined, but it was a battle against the sea race.

In the sky and deep in the ocean, there were tens of thousands of marine cultivators. On this side of the chaotic sea, the Nine Immortal Palace led an alliance with dozens of thousands of participants.

Additionally, both sides had mobilized millions of trained human warriors who hadn't yet embarked on the path of cultivation but had practiced some body-building techniques suitable for ordinary humans.

When the battle began, blood flowed like rivers in the sky, seas, and depths. One man's success came at the cost of countless lives, and the battle was even more brutal in the spirit realm. When it ended, few survivors remained among both cultivators and human warriors, turning this area into a place of darkness.

Due to the heavy killing, despite the passage of time, the阴气here remained thick. Occasionally, ghostly entities appeared here.

This situation could have led to the formation of a 阴脉, but for some reason, despite the heavy阴气, no 阴脉had ever formed.

Thus, this area became extremely special due to its thick阴气; ordinary lifeforms couldn't survive here. However, since there was no 阴脉, it remained a place of limited use to ghostly cultivators—useless for their ghostly entities and newly sentient zombies.

Even occasional visits by ghostly cultivators were limited to the筑基 stage at most, with condensation期 cultivators viewing such places as unremarkable.

Lin Xuan had learned about this area from ancient texts and sea maps. Initially, he didn't pay much attention; while the heavy阴气from an ancient battlefield was dangerous and mysterious in human eyes, it held no value for him. He could enter and exit freely without any hindrance.

Unlike a relic sea, there were no treasures here since they would have been claimed by other cultivators over time.
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If it were under normal circumstances, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't have come to this water city after eating his fill. However, the current situation was quite different from what he had anticipated. After months of effort and the consumption of countless precious treasures, Lin Xuan finally managed to save the Corpse Demon from the brink of extinction.

However, the recovery of its vital energy was still a distant goal. With time pressing on, Lin Xuan didn't have the luxury to dawdle with the Corpse Demon. To restore it completely would require finding a Yin Pulse place where it could absorb the most Yin and cold energies for nourishment.

Although this process would be slower than ideal, it would save both time and effort.

But this wasn’t the Netherworld; it wouldn't be easy to find an excellent Yin Pulse place in such a short period. Due to the two great realms' war millions of years ago, the Spirit Realm harbored intense hatred for阴司鬼物 (Yin Realm Ghosts). Because of this, even though ghost dao cultivators weren’t as feared as they once were, finding a suitable place was still challenging.

Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a faint greenish aura that shielded him from the pale white fog. He entered the island without hesitation, and the grayish stones echoed around him. The entire island had a dull gray color, though not completely barren, the plants here were bizarre to say the least.

There were numerous zombies on the island, which was unsurprising given the pale white fog, formed from accumulated Corpse Qi.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and confirmed his judgment before swiftly entering the island. The stones crunched underfoot as he entered a place where everything appeared grayish. Though not completely barren, the plants here were peculiar.

The number of zombies was significant on this island, which made sense given that the pale white fog was formed from Corpse Qi.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense again to confirm his judgment before flying westward towards two small hills. These hills weren't more than a few dozen feet tall and looked more like small mounds. Between these hills lay a narrow valley where the Corpse Qi was most concentrated.

However, contrary to expectations, there were no zombies around this valley. Instead, a grayish禁制 (restraining force) surrounded its entrance.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead in thought; this situation was indeed unexpected. As they say, seeing is believing, not hearing. According to ancient maps and texts, the ancient battlefield was considered extremely dangerous for mortals but merely a chicken's rib for cultivators—what use were the extreme Yin and cold conditions if there weren't even any Yin Pores?

Yet, on this unremarkable island, Lin Xuan found a Corpse Well.

A Corpse Well, as its name suggests, is something few cultivators have heard of. It was rarer than a Yin Pulse but had similar effects.

However, ordinary ghosts and spirits couldn’t benefit from it. Only zombies would be drawn to it for cultivation, offering significant benefits to those who trained there.

Due to the stringent conditions required for formation, many cultivators didn't know its uses. Even if they encountered one, they merely saw it as a place with particularly dense Corpse Qi.

Lin Xuan finally understood why no cultivator had discovered this place; not only was it remote and hard to find, but even if a cultivator passed by occasionally, they wouldn’t recognize its true value.

But there was already an owner in the valley. That didn't matter; he could just take over. With a sneer, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. The restraining force before him wasn't complex and could be easily broken with a wave of his hand.

With a flick of his sleeves, a sword energy shot out.

Boom!

Just as expected, the grayish禁制 (restraining force) was swept away effortlessly by the thunderous blast. Lin Xuan smiled satisfactorily but frowned after a short while.

Turning around, he narrowed his eyes and looked at something, his expression strange. He seemed to have underestimated something.

But it didn't matter; even a King of Leviathan had fought him before. If the other's strength was slightly higher than expected, that would be just a minor inconvenience.

A long roar echoed from the sky, followed by intense light flashes as a pale golden flying rainbow streaked towards them at incredible speed.

The flying rainbow approached and revealed an old man in wide robes with a high hat. He looked to be around seventy years old but had a ruddy complexion; he didn’t look like a zombie or any other ghostly entity.

Lin Xuan’s expression was one of surprise despite his vast experience.

But appearances can be deceiving. Who would think that such a beautiful woman as Mo Er could be a ghost, let alone someone like the Arhats King, who exuded unparalleled beauty? Many things couldn’t be judged by their surface appearance.

The old man looked healthy and was undoubtedly a zombie, having reached the late stage of Separation and Union. He was just one step away from becoming a Cave Profound Realm cultivator.

His gaze swept over Lin Xuan, revealing a look of shock on his face.

He had rushed back to his cave after feeling that the禁制 (restraining force) before it had been broken, only to find an ordinary cultivator causing trouble. This was strange.

The Corpse Well could only benefit zombies and some special ghost dao cultivators. For others, holding it would be useless.

This person’s spiritual energy attributes were peculiar but clearly not from a ghost or zombie; why would he come here? Was he just looking for something to do?

Despite his shock, the old man didn’t intend to let this intruder take over his cave. His gaze swept over Lin Xuan as his expression turned grim.

He was also an advanced Separation and Union cultivator, though not yet at the peak stage. He couldn't be underestimated; he would have to deal with him here or risk exposing his Corpse Well.

"Your cave? Hmph, you merely arrived before me and claimed this Corpse Well for yourself. In the Spirit Realm, resources belong to those who can claim them. What makes you think it's yours?" Lin Xuan sneered.

"You..."

The old man turned red with anger at Lin Xuan’s words. "Boy, you're asking for death."

Before he could finish speaking, he raised his head and let out a roar like that of an animal. A torrent of Corpse Qi erupted from his body, enveloping him in a cloud-like fog. The fog churned violently before dissipating to reveal a green-faced monster.

Upon closer inspection, the features of this monster bore some resemblance to the old man but were at least three feet taller. His skin was withered, yet it emitted a dark black glow that seemed unbreakable.

A Corpse Demon in its late Separation and Union stage indeed.

This guy acted decisively; he really did attack without any hesitation.

With his left hand, he flicked out a thread of black energy that streaked towards Lin Xuan’s head with incredible speed. His right hand wasn't idle either; he snapped his fingers, and a large amount of Corpse Qi separated from his body to form a pale white whirlwind before him.
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The opponent actually attacked without hesitation, leaving Lin Xuan slightly surprised.

However, this surprise was only momentary. With his strength, he had no reason to fear; the other party was merely courting humiliation by himself.

A mere late-stage Separation Realm cultivator, Lin Xuan didn't even deign to use any treasures. He simply flicked his sleeves, and two streaks of green light shot out from his sleeves, heading straight for the black rays and whirlwind that the opponent had summoned.

A loud tearing sound echoed as the black rays and whirlwind were enveloped. Only then did Lin Xuan clearly see what was happening. The whirlwind was a gathering of the corpse qi on the old zombie's body, while the black rays appeared to be a blade-shaped object with a dark luster flowing over its surface—unknown material it seemed.

In the light, this blade was moving left and right, but there was no effect; Lin Xuan's spiritual energy was just as formidable as that of an early-stage Separation Realm cultivator.

"This..."

The old zombie couldn't help being shocked. Such a result was far from what he had expected.

However, even more shocking was the next scene. Before Lin Xuan moved, his figure vanished without a trace.

In the next moment, spatial fluctuations surged as Lin Xuan appeared before him at three feet's distance.

He clenched his fists and punched straight towards his chest with his right hand.

It looked similar to the Black Tiger Picking Heart move in secular martial arts, but its power was incomparable.

Lin Xuan’s fist emitted a flickering light of spirit energy, actually causing an aura of force to appear.

The Dragon Elephant Subduing Demons Skill had been diligently practiced for so many years, and after consuming refined fruits, Lin Xuan's strength had grown to unimaginable levels—no less than that of his peers. In fact, even a late-stage Separation Realm demon with the bloodline of a celestial beast would be slightly inferior.

However, the zombie didn't know this.

Lin Xuan’s actions nearly made him spit out his nose in anger.

A gentleman could be killed but not humiliated. The other party treated him as nothing, and it was well-known that zombies were incredibly strong and had extremely hard bodies, excelling at close combat. Their ferocity even surpassed some demons.

Among human cultivators, although there were body cultivation techniques, they were just imitating others without any unique features. This late-stage Separation Realm cultivator dared to come in for a close-range fight without using his treasures—wasn't this looking down on him?

"Die!"

The old zombie roared as he grabbed Lin Xuan’s fist with his right hand.

His fingers were like hooks, wrapped in dark electric arcs that seemed formidable.

Bang!

Lin Xuan's fist collided with the zombie's claws. The sound of explosion was deafening.

At first contact, it was the force aura and the dark electric arc. Both looked brilliant, giving a sense of a fierce battle between dragons and tigers. However, what followed left everyone speechless.

There was no intense struggle; the dark electric arc immediately extinguished upon contact, offering no resistance at all.

Was this just a show or did Lin Xuan's force aura exceed expectations?

No one knew for sure, but it didn't matter anymore. The zombie’s face hadn’t even time to show surprise before he heard loud cracking sounds. This round of combat ended with his defeat; his right hand was broken and basically useless.

"This..."

The zombie widened his eyes, unsure if the expression on his face was shock or fear. Such a thing had never been heard of, let alone experienced firsthand. But Lin Xuan wouldn’t stop because he was stunned. Now was the perfect time to beat a fallen foe.

Golden light flashed as Lin Xuan’s fist continued to strike, punching and kicking. The grand late-stage Separation Realm zombie could do nothing; it became merely a punching bag for Lin Xuan's training.

Although zombies were much harder than their peers due to their innate abilities, there was still a limit. Being so brutally beaten by Lin Xuan, how could he withstand it? His protective spirit energy weakened until the corpse qi dispersed into nothingness, and he was actually killed by Lin Xuan.

Indeed, it was his demise. Lin Xuan’s divine sense clearly sensed this, but no zombie infant emerged.

Lin Xuan was initially stunned before a thoughtful expression appeared on his face.

Could... could this be...

He flicked his sleeves again, sending another streak of green light to envelop the remains. A small white pearl about the size of a fist was pulled out.

A relieved look appeared on Lin Xuan’s face; he had guessed correctly. This creature's body generated a corpse pearl.

Zombies came in two types: one similar to cultivators, where after reaching the Immortal Core stage, they would generate a zombie infant. The other type was akin to demons.

However, corpse pearls were much larger than demon cores but served a similar purpose.

Generally, zombies with zombie infants had higher magical talent, while those with corpse pearls focused on bodily resilience.

It was hard to say who was superior.

But the probability of generating a corpse pearl was much lower than that of a zombie infant, making it rarer to see.

Holding this item, Lin Xuan’s expression seemed in thought. Could he use it for his own zombie?

It looked difficult, but one had to try.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a self-satisfied smile as he entered the small valley.

Though the entrance was narrow, once inside, it opened up. However, the plants were peculiar and emitted foul odors.

This wasn't unusual; this place was extremely yin and cold, so plant mutations were expected.

With his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan didn’t find it strange as he flew towards the most dense corpse qi area.

A small well appeared, with an opening no bigger than a foot. Inside, white corpse qi spewed out.

Indeed, it was white, because the corpse qi was too thick that even its color differed from ordinary ones.

Foul odors wafted in the wind; Lin Xuan quickly flicked his sleeves to block the unpleasant smell.

He then reached out and tapped his waist. The spirit ghost bag flew out, opening wide as black yin winds emerged. The zombie appeared before him.

After three months of repair using countless precious treasures, the zombie could move normally again, though its energy hadn’t fully recovered.

As it stepped out of the spirit ghost bag, he immediately opened his eyes and transformed into a dark wind, flying towards the corpse well.
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Lin Xuan saw this scene and a satisfied expression appeared on his face. Gains in the east, losses in the west—this environment before him was far superior to ordinary Yin veins. In fact, it could be said that it was incomparable.

The Corpse Demon would definitely recover its energy more quickly here than expected. There was no doubt about this; even if he cultivated here, there might be a chance for the Corpse Demon to advance in cultivation.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and the Corpse Pearl appeared in his palm, enveloped by an eerie aura.

The Corpse Demon's face showed signs of greed as it saw this.

Lin Xuan shook his hand and threw the treasure over.

Roar!

Overjoyed, the Corpse Demon summoned a whirlwind of foul-smelling corpse mist with its entire body covered in dark energy, rushing towards the item. It opened its bloodstained mouth wide and easily swallowed the object whole, producing a series of crunching sounds that entered Lin Xuan’s ears. After chewing wildly, it swallowed the Corpse Pearl into its belly, then wore an extremely happy expression.

"Really... ate it?"

Lin Xuan stared in amazement; such results were something he had not even expected. Could it be that the Corpse Pearl was a great tonic for this monster?

Of course, this was just speculation, and Lin Xuan could do nothing to verify it.

But that didn’t matter. Although the Corpse Pearl was rare, it held no real use for him anyway. Being used as nourishment by the Corpse Demon was a good way of utilizing its value.

While the Corpse Demon had lost its spiritual intelligence under Lin Xuan’s control, it wouldn’t be easily manipulated. His command to the Corpse Demon was simple: do not attack unless attacked first. With its energy still not fully recovered, this ghostly creature at the Profound Dao level would surely fall before ordinary cultivators; only those of the Three Demonic Emperors or Six Sea Kings might pose a threat.

Thus, leaving the Corpse Demon here alone caused Lin Xuan no concern. No matter how one looked at it, everything was foolproof.

Several days later, a streak of light appeared over Black Wind Island. This time, Lin Xuan did not disturb the patrolling disciples; even though the sect’s protective array was activated, he had his own command talisman and returned to his cave without making a sound.

Although there were some minor setbacks during this trip, overall it went extremely smoothly, better than expected. With the Corpse Well as a treasure, the puppet Corpse Demon would likely recover its energy quickly and advance in cultivation.

With the Second Essence Body overseeing Bai Cao Gate and guiding his two disciples, Lin Xuan had no worries about anything. Now he could start his own cultivation in earnest.

Time was pressing; who knew when more ghostly entities might attack here. Thus, the current situation was extremely urgent.

Before that, there were still some small issues to address.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and patted his waist. A series of flashes of spiritual light appeared as a pile of storage bags suddenly materialized before him.

Soon, these bags piled up like mountains; after a rough count, they numbered more than a thousand.

These were the spoils from the auction.

Since he started on the path to cultivation, Lin Xuan had participated in countless auctions. However, such a situation was unprecedented.

The thought made his spine shiver. Fortunately, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire could neutralize all poisons; otherwise... Thankfully, no such incident occurred because of the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire’s detoxifying effects, which not only saved him but also brought unexpected benefits.

These storage bags were the spoils from the auction.

Knowing that their original owners had at least mid-Advanced Soul Stage cultivation, they wouldn’t be too impoverished. The accumulated wealth of a thousand people was undoubtedly a shocking number. Now, Lin Xuan needed to sort through these items and categorize them.

He needed to see what valuable treasures he had obtained, which were necessary for his current cultivation, and which could wait.

This required careful counting.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, and one storage bag flew over, landing in his palm with a thud.

Turning it over, the light flashed, revealing a pile of colorful treasures before him.

"Flower of Falling Phoenix, Three-Leaf Indigo, Hundred Grass Plum, Black Dragon Fruit. Haha, good harvest."

Lin Xuan’s chuckle echoed as he began to sort through these items methodically.

After a cup of tea had passed, another storage bag appeared in his hand.

Time slowly passed; before he knew it, several days had gone by. Lin Xuan did not rest but remained energetic and spirited.

Indeed, as the saying goes: when good fortune comes, one’s spirit lifts. With so many precious treasures obtained easily, Lin Xuan was overjoyed while sorting through them, completely ignoring any fatigue.

"Phew!" Lin Xuan stretched, looking at the pile of treasures before him.

The crystals were beyond count; as for ancient treasures and magical artifacts, he roughly counted more than five thousand pieces.

This made sense. The auction had hundreds of participants, all Advanced Soul Stage cultivators. Even solitary practitioners wouldn’t be too impoverished—having two or three magical items wasn’t uncommon. Some sect members or local rulers had even more extravagant storage bags.

Lin Xuan was surprised but considered the other person’s wealth as insignificant compared to his own.

Among these treasures, except for the soul-bound magical items that needed their marks removed before use, the rest of the ancient treasures could be used after a simple ritual.

Identifying which ones were useful would take some time. For now, he didn’t think about it; he had plenty of handy treasures already and wouldn’t be short when facing powerful enemies.

However, what Lin Xuan was most looking forward to was the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. According to the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, its power was truly formidable.

If he could obtain this item, it would be as if he had divine assistance.

The materials for the Fire Sword were almost collected after years of effort; only seven more items remained.

Though they seemed few, these seven items were all supreme treasures.

Fortunately, by chance, when the Supreme Elder of theSchool of Extinguishing Yang was at his weakest, Lin Xuan managed to capture him. There was no need to be polite; this old demon had committed countless atrocities, and in his time of trouble, Lin Xuan naturally took advantage.

He used a Soul Sealing Spell on him as leverage, forcing him to find the last seven materials needed for the Fire Sword.

Knowing that although theSchool of Extinguishing Yang’s strength couldn’t compare to the Nine Immortal Palace, it was still one of the renowned sects with immensedepth of cultural foundation. With such a powerful sect at his disposal, finding these materials would be much more efficient than doing so alone.

This was incomparable.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t put all his eggs in this basket; those seven items were too rare. Finding them required not only strength but also some luck and opportunity.

Finding half of them would already be a great success for him.

During the sorting process, Lin Xuan unexpectedly discovered two materials: Lustrous Five-Colored Stone and Nine Yang Heavenly Fire Liquid.

With these, he now needed just five more items to complete the Fire Sword. This was an unexpected joy that filled Lin Xuan with happiness as he quickly stored these treasures away.

Additionally, he found many spiritual pills; some were suitable for his current cultivation.

There were also dozens of sets of differently graded magical arrays, and the number of talismans was even greater because high-ranking cultivators always carried a few to prepare for emergencies. Lin Xuan had all of them tucked in his pocket now!
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And this time, Lin Xuan's收获 went beyond what he had acquired from the auction.

Firstly, aside from the items obtained at the auction, Little Furball was still in his storage pouch. Although the little guy could be mischievous, his ability to instantly kill妖 beasts was undoubtedly beneficial for Lin Xuan's cultivation path.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and summoned a spirit beast bag again. A spell was cast, and the bag opened, revealing the little guy amidst a glow of light.

"Rumble, rumble."

A strange sound reached his ears; it turned out that Little Furball was fast asleep on its back. More amusingly, as he slept, he was blowing bubbles that grew larger or smaller with each breath.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless. Looking at the little guy's lazy expression, who could have imagined that he could easily eliminate Ice Demon Heart Toad with just a few punches and kicks?

You can't judge a book by its cover; you can't measure the sea in a斗量. This was especially true for Little Furball.

Lin Xuan had his reasons for calling out this little guy at this moment. He had been planning this, but it wasn't feasible during their travels. Now that he was back to his own den, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to test it out.

He wasn't a miser; since Little Furball followed him, he wouldn't stint on its care.

The space inside the spirit beast bag was too cramped for Little Furball, so Lin Xuan intended to find it a better place.

Of course, that place would be the Ten Thousand Souls Tower.

This item somewhat resembled the Hundred Birds Bell and served as an auxiliary treasure. Instead of subduing spirit insects, its function was similar to a spirit beast bag but at the highest level.

Not only could various types of spirit beasts and insects be raised here, but it also had the ability to nurture essence and accelerate growth. Placing spirit beasts or insects inside, the Ten Thousand Souls Tower would absorb primordial energy from the world and nourish them, aiding their quick maturation.

Additionally, the space within the tower was vast; essentially a treasure that could last for an eternity. Spirit beasts and insects could still move freely in this expansive area, enjoying great freedom.

This somewhat resembled the Celestial Oracle Mansion, but it far surpassed it. Unfortunately, only spirit beasts could enter; humans and妖 creatures couldn't. However, once they became spirit beasts, they could be placed inside.

Lin Xuan didn't know why exactly.

---

With a wave of his sleeve, a faint glow appeared, and a dilapidated tower flew out. Lin Xuan had mastered the Wealth Spell, so using this item was as natural as breathing.

Several spells were cast, and white light enveloped everything before converging into a vortex in front of him.

"Ah!"

A breathy sound entered his ears. Whether by coincidence or due to some influence from the supreme treasure, Little Furball woke up groggily. It lifted its tiny paws, making an adorable pose as if stretching lazily.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and sigh at the same time; this little guy was truly a drowsy one.

After blinking his big black eyes, it seemed that Little Furball finally regained consciousness, then focused on the Ten Thousand Souls Tower. A human-like expression of joy appeared on its face, followed by jumping with both legs while making chirping sounds.

Lin Xuan was even more speechless; this little guy's voice was too bizarre—sometimes like a cat, sometimes like a mouse, leaving him utterly confused.

After Little Furball made some chirping noises, it suddenly emitted a glow and flew toward the vortex. However, only a "bang" sound reached his ears, as it didn't manage to enter; instead, its head hit against something, causing a bump.

This wasn't surprising; since the Ten Thousand Souls Tower was a supreme treasure, without the Wealth Spell controlling it, even if the entrance opened, spirit beasts couldn't come in from outside.

"Little guy, why are you so anxious," Lin Xuan scolded with a smile.

Seeing Little Furball's tearful expression, he didn't want to be too harsh. A spell was cast, and a green light enveloped it before sending it into the vortex.

Inside, this little guy would surely have a more comfortable time. As for its growth, Lin Xuan had no such thoughts; after all, Little Furball's behavior was already extraordinary, with domain techniques that were beyond normal methods to upgrade. However, there was no need to worry since he considered it already incredibly powerful.

After dealing with the little guy, Lin Xuan didn't put away the Ten Thousand Souls Tower but instead waved his sleeve and another green glow appeared.

A bright light enveloped everything as the vortex from before vanished completely. A smaller vortex now appeared in front of him. The first layer opened, but no spirit beasts or insects emerged.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes slowly, releasing a powerful divine consciousness. A moment later, a tiny figure about an inch high appeared before him, yet it had no physical form—it was the元神 (Essence Soul).

The main body of cultivators, including their元婴 (Essence Embryo), couldn't enter the Ten Thousand Souls Tower, but the essence soul being intangible wasn't affected by this.

A vast space unfolded in front of his eyes. Green mountains and clear waters, even clouds floated in the sky. The peaks were majestic, and the lake water was so clear that he could hardly see its end.

Lin Xuan flew towards the distant mountain range.

---

At the foot of the mountain, a deep cave was visible. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan entered it.

Several beehives came into view.

Compared to ordinary beehives, these were enormous in size; the smallest one was about ten feet high, and the largest had a diameter of more than thirty feet.

The large beehive stood out prominently, but there was no sign of Jade Net Bees coming or going.

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful. He raised his hand and cast a spell, and soon an object was enveloped in green light, being swept out from the hive.

It was about the size of a pigeon egg.

It looked somewhat like a silkworm cocoon.

After scanning it with his gaze, Lin Xuan revealed a strange expression before releasing his divine consciousness.

A moment later, he raised his head and confirmed; indeed, it was Jade Net Bees. However, compared to before, their size had inexplicably become much smaller.

Their appearance was even more ferocious, with some faint silver-colored spots appearing on their heads.

Indeed, those spots were in fact the pale silver color, something that hadn't been present before.

"Looks like after consuming a large amount of top-grade crystal stones, these demon bees have finally started to undergo changes," Lin Xuan muttered, his tone clearly filled with joy.

He remembered meeting his teacher, Truefeather Immortal, on Penglai Mountain and describing the Jade Net Bees. The power of this demonic insect didn't lie in its vitality or corrosive effects but in the Time Poison.

Instantly aging one's beauty, although this poison couldn't directly cause cultivators to die, it could consume their lifespan significantly.

Cultivation was all about seeking immortality; falling victim to time poison would be at odds with his original purpose.

This poison was essentially a death warrant.

Seeing the Jade Net Bees forming cocoons now, Lin Xuan's face showed great anticipation. He wondered what would happen when these demon bees woke up.
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Lin Xuan's face was filled with anticipation as he carefully examined the Bloodfire Ants before sending them back to their nest. A faint green light enveloped his body, and he flew out of the cave.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan arrived outside. The Bloodfire Ants were flying everywhere in the sky.

After so many years of rest and recuperation, the number of these magical insects had grown into the billions. Fortunately, the Ten Souls Tower was a treasure with momentary powers, vast in size; otherwise, it would have been impossible to fit them all in an ordinary spirit beast pouch.

Despite their numerous numbers, Lin Xuan could easily command them through the queen ant. After a brief inspection and finding no issues, he left contentedly.

A flash of light appeared, and the tiny figure from the vortex emerged, hovering above his head. It then transformed into points of starlight that dispersed and entered his body.

Lin Xuan raised his head and cast hand seals, causing the Ten Souls Tower to emit a colorful glow that entered his sleeve.

"Phew."

Relieved, Lin Xuan stood up and stretched his stiff limbs. Although it was just a matter of counting treasures and handling some minor tasks, he had expended quite a bit of energy.

Fortunately, there wasn't much left to deal with. The top-grade crystal stones from the mysterious space didn't need cleaning; they were still impressive in number even though only a small part of the vein had been mined.

Top-grade crystal stones were indeed rare resources, as even in the spirit realm, their value was significant. Typically, the exchange ratio for crystals was one to one hundred—meaning one top-grade crystal stone could be exchanged for a hundred ordinary ones. However, if properly cultivated, its power would increase significantly.

Lin Xuan examined his hand and picked up the green array flag. With a gentle wave, it grew several times in size, catching the wind.

The surface emitted light and buzzed with sounds as Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. The inscribed runes on the flag were mysterious, layered upon each other, and the green glow seemed to exude an indescribable aura of mystery. More intriguingly, as the flag moved, surrounding wood attributes of the natural energy began to swarm towards it.

"Sure enough, just a slight command and such results. If I properly cultivate this, its power will surely increase even more."

Lin Xuan muttered, his face showing satisfaction. He rolled up his sleeves and opened his mouth, spitting out a sharp beam that circled his finger before red blood dripped into the five array flags.

His fingers glowed with spiritual light as the wound healed instantly. Lin Xuan then formed intricate hand seals in the air, which seemed to fly away like the array flag.

By recognizing the treasure, he left an imprint of his essence on it, making it harder for others to take and easier to use freely.

The process seemed simple but was actually quite complex. This method of imprinting one's mark was different from gradually cultivating a spirit artifact within oneself.

Three days passed quickly.

Finally, Lin Xuan showed signs of joy as he had completed the secret technique.

With a flick of his hand, the five array flags transformed into colorful light that returned to his sleeve with thunder and lightning.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan exhaled again. Now all issues were resolved, allowing him to focus on cultivation and breaking through any bottlenecks.

Due to the ghostly spirits' threat, Lin Xuan didn't know how much time he had left. If only he could advance to the Cave Profound Realm...

As long as his realm reached that level, even if those ghostly spirits were extremely arrogant, he wouldn't be bothered by them at all.

Of course, while this idea was good, whether he would have enough time remained uncertain. Because of this, he couldn't delay and needed to focus on cultivation.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged.

Just as he was about to close his eyes for meditation, something unexpected happened.

A flash of light entered from the door, bypassing the禁制 he had set up outside his cave. A blood-red sword appeared before him.

It was a flying sword message!

But it wasn't just any ordinary flying sword; it was the second元婴 using some secret technique to send out an urgent message...

Could it be that something happened to the second元婴?

Lin Xuan's face darkened with concern.

Without hesitation, he reached out and caught the small sword. It then transformed into a tiny jade瞳简.

The power of仙法 was hard to describe in words.

Lin Xuan delved into his mental awareness.

Soon, he raised his head with a layer of killing intent on his face: "Good, that裂空真person, daring to provoke this young master! You won't know the meaning of regret until I extract your soul and refine it."

It was no wonder Lin Xuan felt gloomy. This matter was purely an unexpected disaster. When he had closed himself in meditation, he had sent his second元婴 to guide the Shangguan sisters' cultivation. As their teacher, he couldn't just abandon them.

The second元婴 was essentially another part of him, with no difference in experience or knowledge.

Guiding two girls' cultivation was simple, and since there was nothing else to do, he wouldn't stay on Black Wind Island all the time.

After all, meditation could be done with his main元婴. The second元婴 didn't need to enhance its power; staying inside would serve no purpose unless facing a bottleneck, in which case it could return and work alongside the main元婴.

Now that the second元婴 wasn't required for cultivation, he could venture out to gather information about current events in the East Sea. As an advanced stage cultivator, the second元婴's realm was very stable, making travel safe unless encountering a Cave Profound Realm expert, which was unlikely.

The Cave Profound Realm was not easily encountered.

Moreover, he hadn't intended to go far.

Yet as they say, when one is unlucky, even drinking cold water can cause problems.

At this moment, Lin Xuan faced such misfortune. The second元婴 had only gone to a market about ten thousand miles away for information. Although it lacked a body, its ability to hide made it unlikely to be discovered.

However, fate seemed to conspire against him as he encountered an old monster claiming to be裂空真人.

This creature was from the妖族 realm, and the cultivator's元婴 was considered a great supplement. Seeing Lin Xuan's second元婴, he couldn't let it go; for him, it was like stumbling upon a feast.

There weren't many late-stage cultivators without their bodies, making such an encounter rare and potentially disastrous if missed.

Lin Xuan quickly realized the old monster's intentions. He wouldn't submit easily, leading to a fierce battle.

A mere late-stage cultivator, let alone one in its元婴 form, dared to resist.裂空真人的 face showed disdain, but soon he was alarmed as his opponent proved far more difficult than anticipated.

Despite the struggle, he remained elated; the harder it was to defeat, the greater the benefits.

The old monster was determined to succeed, while Lin Xuan found himself in a difficult situation. He had faced Cave Profound Realm experts before and emerged victorious, but now his second元婴 alone was here, far from his main body, making the difference significant!~!
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Fighting, he couldn't win. Escaping, Lin Xuan had no confidence at all.

There was nothing else. Without a body, just an ethereal infant spirit could not perform the Illusory Shadow Evasion Technique.

Moreover, the second ethereal infant, although it didn’t lack magical treasures, did not have any suitable items. The magical treasures that Lin Xuan commonly used were always carried with him.

Thus, he couldn't withstand the attacks. After a long and arduous battle, he finally found an opportunity to escape, but Li Kongzhen was hot on his heels.

The second ethereal infant consecutively employed several secret techniques, but it was all in vain. Not only could they not escape, but their pursuer was getting closer by the minute.

In other words, there was no chance of escaping back to Black Wind Island.

Seeing that he couldn't turn danger into safety, the second ethereal infant weighed the pros and cons and immediately ran to a small island. Utilizing its geographical advantage, it set up array flags carried with it, engaging in a prolonged standoff with the opponent to buy as much time as possible. It then spared no effort, expending a great deal of primordial energy, and used secret techniques to send a flying sword message back to its main body for rescue.

At the Separation Realm, one could use this secret technique, but what the second ethereal infant was using now was different. Not only was it faster, but it was also extremely covert—Li Kongzhen didn't even notice that he had quietly transmitted a message.

With the situation understood, Lin Xuan's anger was palpable. It was truly an unexpected disaster; this damned old man actually dared to meddle where he shouldn’t have. If he hadn't taken his soul and essence apart, Lin Xuan wouldn't know how to write the word "regret." Fortunately, the second ethereal infant was unharmed, but Lin Xuan didn't dare delay any further. After all, rescuing someone was like putting out a fire.

His entire body emitted a faint blue glow as he transformed into a streak of shocking light and shot towards Black Wind Island.

His speed was astonishing, leaving people speechless. At this moment, Lin Xuan no longer hid his true form. For ordinary people, traveling tens of miles was unattainable; even if they lived their entire lives, they couldn't go that far.

But for cultivators, it was nothing to speak of. With all hisescape technique fully activated, Lin Xuan quickly arrived at the scene of the incident.

The vast blue sea stretched endlessly, and a solitary small island came into view.

Still in its original position, various colored lights and rainbow-like hues could be seen. Roaring explosions filled the air, and an incredible shockwave rose to the sky. The ground shook as massive waves crashed upon the sea—this was all caused by the cultivator hovering high above.

He had a grotesque appearance, with thick facial hair, wearing a golden crown, and dressed in fur. His eyes were narrowed, making his face look extremely long.

However, there was an eerie glow emanating from his eyes.

His ears were small, and he had two horns on either side of his forehead. His mouth resembled that of an eagle to the extreme. Without saying more, this was the damned Li Kongzhen.

At this moment, he was using several magical treasures to bombard the island relentlessly. The air above the island was filled with dark fog, desperately trying to withstand the attacks from the magical treasures.

However, it appeared very strained. Clearly not on the same level, both were merelyhang on by a thread (barely hanging on).

In the center of the small island, the second ethereal infant sat cross-legged, each hand forming a spell and resting on his knees. His expression was extremely serious, but he couldn't hide his fatigue.

At this moment, he connected his energy flow with the large array. In other words, he used extraordinary means, sacrificing some of his own primordial essence to boost the defensive power of the array. Otherwise, the current restrictions would have already been broken through. He did this out of necessity.

During the previous battle, the ethereal infant had already experienced the wonders of the old monster's spells. Several magical treasures were directly destroyed by him. Now, his available means were increasingly limited.

Facing an opponent was easier to fall into their hands. Rather than that, he gritted his teeth and risked expending some of his own primordial essence.

Lin Xuan’s character was extremely resilient, and this second ethereal infant's decisiveness naturally carried on from him.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's expression was indescribably grim. Having been bullied to such an extent, he no longer cared about hiding his form.

A faint glow enveloped his body as he rushed forward. A powerful spiritual pressure rose into the sky, carrying endless intimidation and ferocity.

"You're asking for death!"

Lin Xuan roared, flicking his sleeves, and dozens of sword energy beams shot out like fish in water. After a gust of wind, they grew to be over ten feet long.

Then, flashing forward, they all converged towards the same direction.

Gathering together, a massive sword over ten meters long appeared before their eyes.

Although it was formed from gathered magical power and primordial energy, the surface of this sword shimmered with light, making it seem almost实体 (solid).

Lin Xuan's mastery of sword techniques and energy techniques had reached a state of perfection.

The sudden appearance of Lin Xuan surprised the demon. It was too fast, too unexpected.

However, anyone who advanced to the Profound Dao Realm had experienced bloody battles, so his combat experience was very rich. Although Lin Xuan’s surprise attack left him somewhat astonished, he reacted quickly. He flicked his sleeves and a massive blob of demonic energy shot out, converging into countless round shields the size of palms.

Layer upon layer, they shone brightly.

The next moment, a loud tearing sound echoed as the giant sword clashed with the circular shields. The impact was astonishing, sending shockwaves and ferocity everywhere on the sea and in the sky.

Li Kongzhen frowned, slightly surprised by the power of the other party. Moreover, for some inexplicable reason, he felt that this person’s magical energy seemed familiar, as if he had seen it before. But he couldn’t recall it immediately.

This was understandable.

The second ethereal infant and its main body might have different magical attributes, but overall, they were quite similar.

Although Li Kongzhen had just fought the second ethereal infant, he didn't think in that direction, so not remembering was completely normal.

In this attack and defense, it appeared to be a probing nature. However, Lin Xuan's true intention was to quietly draw the other party’s attention.

Whether or not he broke through their defenses wasn’t important to him. Seeing the other party turn its head towards him, he immediately used Nine Heavens Microstep.

With just one light step forward, the air around Lin Xuan rippled like water waves. His body was enveloped in a flickering glow as his figure became hazy and then vanished without a trace.

The next moment, he arrived at the center of the small island.

Since this array restriction was set up by the second ethereal infant and connected to its energy flow, it had no effect on the main body.

Lin Xuan came unimpeded into the restrictions.

The second ethereal infant opened his eyes, his face filled with joy.

No need for further communication, the little guy flashed and directly entered Lin Xuan’s head from above.

Returning to his dantian’s energy sea, his experiences flooded his mind like a tidal wave.

Lin Xuan's main body seemed to witness everything firsthand. His aura of killing grew thicker!~!
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Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped in a bright green light as he flew upward towards his opponent. Since the second元婴 had already united with the main one, there was no need for him to continue hiding. If people didn't provoke him, he wouldn't provoke them. This guy had come and disturbed the sacred ground; Lin Xuan would have to be prepared to face the consequences.

The humiliation that his second元婴 had suffered, he intended to reclaim from Li Kung, the裂空真人, in full measure.

With Lin Xuan's character, there was no way he would endure such an insult silently.

Soon after, he left the island. The array set up by the second元婴 only served a defensive purpose and its effectiveness in battle was negligible. Lin Xuan decided to ignore it completely.

Standing about a hundred feet apart from each other, they faced off.

The裂空真人's eyes were already extremely narrow, but now they squinted even more as he let out a dangerous glint. "That little guy you just attacked—was that your second元婴?"

Lin Xuan's voice was cold and filled with mockery. "Yes, it is mine. Do you still plan to make my second元婴 into your meal?"

The裂空真人 roared in anger. He was a洞玄期妖族, never before had he faced someone of the离合 stage so boldly.

But this mysterious figure seemed to be an exception. The裂空真人 wasn't afraid of his strength; it was just that he found the situation not worth it. He hadn't expected such persistence from him.

Wasn't this guy really treating him like a god? A mere离合, daring to act with such insolence.

But Lin Xuan's expression was even calmer than he imagined. Facing a洞玄期 cultivator, he wasn't intimidated at all. His lips curled into an almost invisible sneer as he said, "You guessed right. If you don't give me an explanation today, I won't let this go."

"Oh? What kind of explanation do you want?" The裂空真人's voice was filled with a mix of anger and amusement.

"It's simple. Your goal is to devour my second元婴 for nourishment. In return, I will make sure you spit out your妖丹 as an apology."

"You want me to give up my inner core? You must be crazy," the裂空真人 said, not even bothering to be angry anymore. Even a fellow human cultivator of his level wouldn't dare claim such a thing. Either he was mad or had lost his mind.

Why argue with a lunatic?

"Come and take it if you have the guts." The old monster's voice echoed as he transformed into half-human, half-妖兽 form. His back spread out iron wings, each over a yard long, resembling an eagle's. His fingernails also elongated, looking like claws of a bird of prey.

This old monster was straightforward. Or perhaps he had been thoroughly provoked by Lin Xuan's arrogance and wanted to see how powerful his abilities truly were. A challenge across levels was just a legend; it hadn't happened in the East Sea for years.

After transforming into combat mode, he didn't stop. With a flick of his hand, a peculiar-looking object appeared before him—a blue array flag about ten yards long made from snake bones.

"Thunder Eagle妖兽."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he identified the creature. He was sure it was a Thunder Eagle妖族, known for its lightning abilities and fondness for snakes. Many high-level Thunder Eagles liked to forge snakebone whips.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, revealing a blue array flag in his palm—the one from the Five Elements Enriching Spirit Array he had just finished crafting. He wanted to test it out now.

He didn't summon all five flags because he wasn't confident with them yet and needed practice.

As soon as the flag appeared in his palm, the old monster attacked without mercy. His hand shook, and the snakebone whip emitted a bright light. The whip suddenly elongated at an incredible speed, turning into a monstrous serpent that lunged towards Lin Xuan's chest.

"Is it this fast?"

The attack's speed surprised Lin Xuan. Then another shock hit him—the whip transformed from a coiled serpent to a long spear, with crackling lightning around its surface, aiming directly for his heart.

One strike to kill!

But how could the old monster expect that?

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he immediately released his divine sense. A brilliant light flashed over his body, and the Green Flame Qilin Armor appeared, enveloping him in a protective layer of blue-green energy—Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.

Although not as powerful as defensive talismans, it was far from ordinary cultivators' protective aura. Its defense was commendable.

With every additional layer of protection, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss the opportunity. The snakebone whip struck the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield with a dull sound, then became clearer and sharper.

The protective shield had been breached, but not completely. It significantly reduced the attack's lethality.

"Bang!"

Lin Xuan was hit, but it wasn't his heart; he dodged just in time. A few inches could make all the difference.

He was sent flying several dozen feet away. Lin Xuan used this moment to raise his left hand and release a greenish light from his sleeve, transforming into a tiger with wings.

"Roar!"

Opening its blood-red mouth, it emitted a wave of light about a foot wide. Its paws then formed a whirlwind as it charged towards the old monster.

Though impressive, Lin Xuan used this move merely to gain some time.

Seeing that the old monster was now distracted by the tiger's attack, Lin Xuan smirked. He tightened his right hand and poured all his magical energy into the array flag in his palm.

A burst of light erupted from the flag as it grew larger, dancing with the wind. A series of buzzing sounds filled the air, drawing water essence around him.

"Is this...?"

The裂空真人's eyes widened. Was he mistaken? How could a mere离合 cultivator be so proficient in controlling elemental energies compared to himself?

But that was his mistake. Lin Xuan wasn't at such an extreme level of control. The change happened because the water essence converged into a blue dragon.

Several yards long, it thrashed and glinted with eerie light, as if alive. Its claws produced countless ice spears and arrows.

The entire sky was filled with white mist!
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Chapter 1943: Iron Feather Flying Locust Blade

Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of surprise or joy. He raised his right hand and flicked a finger towards the front.

Instantly, a loud crackling sound echoed as those ice spikes and arrows trembled slightly before being launched forward with the force of powerful bows and crossbows.

A dense shower of arrows obscured several miles around, creating an intimidating spectacle.

The True Immortal Li Hai's eyes narrowed. His expression turned grim, but he showed little fear. He raised his left hand, and a banner appeared in his palm.

This banner was no more than a foot long, seemingly unremarkable at first glance. However, it bore several ancient characters that stood out.

These characters were extremely complex and clearly had nothing to do with human script; they belonged to the demon race's language.

Most ordinary cultivators would not recognize them, but Lin Xuan, in his leisure time, loved reading extensively and had seen countless ancient texts. As a cultivator, he also possessed the ability of instant recall, so he recognized some of these characters.

However, he did not fully understand all of them, recognizing only half of them at most.

"Quickly!"

As soon as Li Hai spoke, one character on the banner began to glow brightly and became clearly visible.

Lin Xuan could see it was the character "守" (to guard).

Wu...

A buzzing sound filled his ears as a golden cloud appeared, enveloping the old monster's figure.

Lin Xuan showed a trace of surprise in his eyes but continued his attack without pause.

In the next moment, the ice spikes and arrows rained down like a fierce storm. They flashed briefly before turning the golden cloud into a honeycomb.

Though it looked impressive, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of joy on his face.

All attacks had missed their mark!

The purple cloud was empty; all the attacks fell mysteriously into thin air.

Lin Xuan frowned.

"Space technique!"

His experience was vast. He immediately understood the complexity of this cloud. In essence, it utilized spatial secrets to create a certain displacement, making it appear as though they hit when in reality, it was just an optical illusion.

Indeed, it was an illusion—quite different from hallucinations but equally troublesome.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile. He raised his right hand, and an ancient-looking spear appeared.

As the saying goes: "To counter poison with poison." A spatial technique required a spatial artifact to counter it.

Lin Xuan infused his essence energy into the spear. The surface of the weapon was covered in faint runes that shimmered with green light. His right hand swung down fiercely.

Sizzling sounds filled the air as an ominous aura surged forth, accompanied by countless runes appearing and disappearing on the spear's surface.

These characters were ancient and peculiar, somewhat similar to those carved on the banner.

Clearly, they belonged to the demon race's language.

Next, these characters flashed and formed a circle. A bizarre yet intricate array appeared before them.

Then, a crescent-shaped light blade emerged!

Unlike ordinary light blades, this one was imbued with a miniature array, significantly enhancing its power.

This made it far more formidable than regular attacks.

Li Hai's expression changed as he felt the rule-like essence within the artifact.

However, it was too late to dodge. In an instant, the light blade pierced through the mist ahead, leaving no obstruction behind. It even distorted space in its wake, and the pale golden mist was swept away effortlessly.

Simultaneously, a furious scream echoed, and blood rained down as Li Hai lost half his arm.

Seeing Lin Xuan's artifact, his face showed both shock and fear, along with malice and greed. The complexity of his expressions was hard to describe.

He spoke slowly: "The treasure in your hand is clearly from our demon race. Where did you get it?"

"You have no say in this," Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile. He did not deny the claim, as those demonic characters were too conspicuous: "Demon race treasures? So what? In the cultivation world, might makes right. Your envy is useless."

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand moved again, and a buzzing sound filled the air. The bizarre light blade reappeared.

An ominous aura surged forth, falling fiercely upon the opponent.

Li Hai's expression turned pale with shock. He had just suffered greatly; it would be foolish to repeat that mistake. He did not dare confront this object directly. With a wave of his sleeves, he threw two thunderballs.

Boom!

A loud crackling sound filled the air as the thunderballs' power was insufficient to match the light blade but still managed to slow its advance.

Li Hai then retreated, but Lin Xuan's combat experience was rich; the attacks continued non-stop.

Blue light shone brightly as a water element dragon formed from the汇聚的水元气和法理，扑向了他。

裂空真人的瞳孔微缩。无奈之下，他抖动了一下手，蛇骨鞭脱手而出，在妖气中转折，黑芒大作，

在滚滚妖气之中化为了一条粗如桶的巨蟒，表面鳞甲遍布，头上还长着半尺来长的角，狰狞程度丝毫不逊于蛟龙。

顿时魔蟒和厉蛟互相缠绕，狠狠地撕咬在一起了。

然而并非不分胜负。仅仅几个回合后，那魔蟒明显抵挡不住，被逼落至下风。

裂空真人大惊失色，虽然早就猜到对方不好对付，但林轩之强还是远远超出他的想象。

自己堂堂洞玄期的妖修，居然步步受制，完全不是对手。

而且对方还步步紧逼，简直欺人太甚！

是可忍，孰不可忍！

老虎不发威，你真当自己是病猫了。

裂空真人的目光中厉芒一闪，背后的翅膀骤然展开，黑芒流转，一根根铁羽激射而出，浮现于身前。

妖气如墨，那些羽毛已经变成了黑色的飞刀，长数寸有余，看上去锋利无比。

不过最可怕的还是数量，层层叠叠，挤满了半边天幕，起码有成千上万柄之多。

火海是什么林轩未曾见过，而眼前的一幕，称之为刀山绝不为过。

“小子，就让你见识一下我的铁羽飞蝗刀威力如何。”

裂空真人大喝一声，两手在空中连连点出。顿时凄厉的破空声传入耳中，如同炒豆子般密集，数以万计的铁羽向着林轩激射而去。

方圆数里都被遮蔽，根本躲无可躲，林 Xuan 的脸色顿时阴沉下来了。

高手一出手，就知道有没有。这铁羽飞蝗刀的威力绝对远非一般的法宝可以比拟，自己如果轻心大意，恐怕也会吃不小的亏。

今天早上有事，更新晚了点，抱歉。

贺兰山的魂道友又打赏了十一万币，真是太慷慨了，幻雨是无以为报啊，谢谢魂盟主，谢谢各位道友的支持！~！
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Hard confrontation was not a wise choice. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as his figure flashed, causing ripples to suddenly appear in the space around him. Lin Xuan had vanished mysteriously.

**Instant Teleportation!**

No, it was even more miraculous.

Because with this move, Lin Xuan actually crossed several thousand feet of distance.

The Nine Heavens Micro-step was a mystery, and this made Li Kong, the True Man of Splitting Void, somewhat uncertain.

However, he remained calm despite his shock. A red light shone from his eyes as he waved his hand. The Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blades suddenly emitted black light and vanished into thin air.

It wasn't easy to increase distance between them.

This little guy still didn’t know the true power of my treasures.

**"This thing can teleport?"**

Lin Xuan's eyes showed surprise, but only for a moment. Such abilities were far from enough to trouble him.

With his right hand raised, several ancient-looking shields appeared. Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blades clashed against them.

Li Kong was alarmed. He wasn’t just showboating; he had keen eyesight and saw that both attacks were formidable. With a roar, two streaks of light shot out from his sleeves. One was a hooked sword-shaped treasure, while the other was a small gourd about the size of his palm.

The hooked sword blocked the blue dragon, but the gourd missed its target.

Because Lin Xuan’s attack with the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was merely an illusion, it didn’t actually fly towards the enemy. Instead, it burst upon encountering the transformed light shield, turning into a blinding white light.

Instantly, the blue light turned to extreme cold, and terrifying frigid energy surged outwards in waves. At the center of this chill stood a tiny phoenix, exuding an aura of nobility despite its small size.

This phoenix wasn’t a legendary beast; it was made from blue ice crystals.

The Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blades slashed down but only created ripples.

Moreover, they were gradually frozen by the surrounding cold air. Blocks of ice about the size of his palm appeared, sparkling with a dazzling light.

Li Kong was alarmed. He knew well the power of these blades; he had endured countless hardships to forge them. But now…

Was this guy really at the Separation stage? Or an old monster pretending to be weak?

Li Kong’s heart raced as he pondered various possibilities, showing his fear and trepidation.

However, as they say, when it rains, it pours. Just as the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blades were broken, the hooked sword-shaped treasure was torn apart by the blue dragon.

The Five Elements Spirit Enchanting Array truly wasn’t ordinary; even with just one array flag, it displayed far greater power than normal treasures.

If all five flags were used, its might could rival that of a supreme divine treasure.

Lin Xuan’s expression was satisfied. But Li Kong looked extremely displeased, regretting his actions deeply. He had no idea what he would face when he left the door this time.

Continuing to fight would only result in defeat; he might even lose his life.

He wanted to escape, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him go. After several attempts, Li Kong found no opportunity.

Li Kong was anxious but maintained his attacks and defenses.

He knew that the worse the situation became, the more he needed to stay calm.

Several times, Li Kong tried to free the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blades with his divine sense, but it failed.

One thing could subdue another; while the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blades were formidable, they were easily countered by cold attributes. By chance, Lin Xuan had used Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

With the danger gone, a hint of joy flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes as he stowed away the Green-Blue Mother and Child Shield.

He then reached for his waist to retrieve another treasure. Li Kong was delighted; this was an excellent opportunity.

If he could turn defeat into victory, it would be decisive.

With a gleam in his eye, he flapped his wings and disappeared from sight.

**Wind遁 Technique!**

Lin Xuan recognized the technique immediately but couldn’t do anything about it. In the next moment, Li Kong appeared before him.

He had crossed several thousand feet with one move, just like his Nine Heavens Micro-step.

However, he clearly used some energy-draining technique; his face was pale, unlike Lin Xuan’s effortless appearance while using the Nine Heavens Micro-step.

But regardless, the ambush had succeeded. Li Kong sneered as he waved his hand, and a pair of green claws appeared, breaking through the air and lunging at Lin Xuan.

This old monster wasn’t just cunning; he was decisive. Seizing opportunities, he knew he couldn’t match this cultivator in combat but might still have a chance to win.

With his long claws appearing, Lin Xuan’s face showed amusement.

**"Cleverness backfires."**

Behind him, golden light flashed as nine heads and eighteen arms appeared, creating an impressive display.

**"Golden Body Incarnation!"**

Li Kong was alarmed. He knew this would be a tough fight. With a roar, the green claws grew larger and were surrounded by blue lightning.

**"Blindly imitating the masters!"**

Lin Xuan showed no fear as his eighteen arms clenched tightly and struck at Li Kong. The nine heads opened their mouths to shoot out white beams of energy.

Double fists can’t match four hands, especially since the Lesser Heavenly Palace Incarnation was already formidable. Bangs echoed as the green claws were blocked by the nine arms, while the rest swung wildly, causing Li Kong’s face and nose to swell.

**"You…"**

Li Kong was furious and shocked. He hadn’t expected to fail in his attempt to gain an advantage but lose something valuable instead. It was too late for him to retreat now; Lin Xuan was also good at seizing opportunities. Such a chance couldn’t be let go.

Otherwise, the old monster would still be formidable. Even if he won, it would take more effort than necessary. He might even let his opponent escape.

Such a risk wasn’t something Lin Xuan wanted. Therefore, he must seize this opportunity and eliminate this troublesome demon cultivator here.

【……Chapter 1944: Cleverness Backfires ……】
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Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as his attacks grew more ferocious, like a dam breaking and flowing unceasingly.

He gave the opponent no chance to recover or retreat.

Liankong Zhenren was both shocked and furious, his heart filled with despair. He never expected a human cultivator to be so formidable in close combat; if he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, he wouldn’t have believed it even if someone told him.

But this was only the beginning. The nightmare was about to follow.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and the essence energy around him suddenly transformed. A demonic wind appeared out of nowhere.

"You… still call yourself a cultivator."

Liankong Zhenren was terrified, his face showing clear panic. Even with his golden body form, he could barely withstand the attack; as a cultivator, this opponent was even more formidable, turning the situation into an even worse predicament.

"Damnit! How did I get involved with such an overpowered individual?"

But there were no regrets in either the secular world or the realm of cultivation. Lin Xuan roared loudly, his body radiating essence energy as multicolored light flowed around him. His hands also turned into sharp claws.

A loud tearing sound echoed. With a single strike, he tore through the opponent's defenses. Liankong Zhenren's pupils constricted slightly as he barely managed to dodge the critical areas, escaping the fatal blow but sustaining severe injuries.

"You brat, don't push me too far," Liankong Zhenren shouted furiously.

"Push you? What do you think can still be done at this moment?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

I'm not one who was frightened into submission. In terms of experience with the brutal world, even this Core Profound old monster is no match for me.

"Fine, brat, you forced my hand. I didn't want to use that secret technique," Liankong Zhenren said angrily. "Now, let's see who ends up worse off."

With a roar, he flapped his wings and unleashed a fierce wind. A stream of essence blood shot from his mouth, temporarily blocking Lin Xuan's attacks. His entire body was enveloped in black light, with electric arcs swirling around it and mysterious runes spinning.

The sky darkened significantly as thick clouds gathered overhead, and the waves on the sea churned violently.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed, and silver light suddenly shone from his pupils—Celestial Phoenix Divine Eyes. This divine technique had many uses, rendering any illusions ineffective.

A large ball of black and blue energy formed, with a proud iron-feather eagle standing inside it. The wingspan exceeded ten zhang (about 30 feet), the feathers sharp as spears. His claws were razor-sharp, not inferior to those of any sword or blade.

More terrifyingly, his entire body was wrapped in electric arcs.

This creature had revealed its true form—Thunder Eagle.

Lin Xuan smirked; this guy really misjudged himself. He made another mistake.

He didn't know what the beast intended by showing its true form but it mattered little now. In front of him, such a move was akin to an old man hanging from a noose, seeking death.

Inane.

Lin Xuan's face was full of amusement. To Liankong Zhenren, this expression seemed incredibly arrogant.

"You brat, you won't shed tears until you see your coffin. I'll make you regret it now," the demon bird roared. It opened its mouth and spat out a round pearl.

It was light blue in color, roughly the size of a human's fist—clearly an ancient demon core that had taken him thousands of years to cultivate.

For demons, the demon core was the most precious item. However, it differed from human essence cores; losing one wouldn't result in death but would drastically reduce his cultivation level, possibly dropping several ranks.

Thus, demons guarded their demon cores meticulously, usually storing them within their bodily qi seas. Some secret techniques required the use of a demon core to be activated.

Such secret techniques were invariably powerful. At this moment, Liankong Zhenren had spat out his demon core, clearly intending to fight to the death with Lin Xuan.

Unfortunately for him, he hadn't checked the almanac today; his luck was terrible.

Even if he were a mere early-stage Core Profound demon, such an action would be suicide.

With a wave of his sleeves, light flickered as a tattered tower flew out. Lin Xuan had mastered the Treasure Transfer Art thoroughly and used it with ease.

Several spells cast, white light burst forth, coalescing into a vortex in his vision.

"What is this treasure?"

Liankong Zhenren instinctively sensed something amiss but was too focused to care. He opened his mouth and released more essence energy from his core.

Inside the vortex, strange light shone as a small ball of fur emerged groggily. It stretched its tiny claws, still half-asleep.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh; this little guy ate and slept all day, making him wonder if he was reincarnated as a piglet.

There wasn’t time to waste now; the enemy was right in front of them.

Lin Xuan threw a pineapple bomb. It exploded with a loud sound, instantly waking up the small creature. It covered its head with a paw and tears welled up in its eyes—his master was too cruel, always bullying this poor little pet. Wuhu…

"Don't cry. Look, what is that?"

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh; the little guy always seemed harmless but was actually better at feigning innocence.

Indeed, there's a reason why you get such pets when you have such a master. But Lin Xuan wasn’t fooled by this trick. Following his words, the small ball of fur turned its head and the pineapple bomb didn't hurt much.

The transformed Liankong Zhenren appeared before him. The small creature’s expression changed from one of disappointment to joy.

It was understandable; just waking up with a feast in front of it would make anyone happy.

Liankong Zhenren's pupils constricted as he trembled inexplicably. Despite the cute appearance, his instincts made him feel extreme fear—like facing a natural enemy?

Why?

He appeared so weak and insignificant, but Liankong Zhenren was stunned. He had no time to ponder; the small creature had already acted.

Mew mew, it emitted sounds of great joy as its paws flicked, sending out a milky white light that enveloped him.

Initially, it only wrapped around itself but soon spread outward. In an instant, a milky white light shrouded several miles in all directions.

Liankong Zhenren was now trapped; once inside the small creature's domain, he became a fish on a chopping block, unable to escape or revert back to his human form!
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True Immortal Lièkōng's face was filled with fear. Just one Lin Xuan had proven so difficult to deal with, and the opponent actually summoned such a terrifying spirit beast. Could it be that this desolate water area would truly become his final resting place?

The thought sent a chill up from his feet. However, fear did not solve problems. Lièkōng True Immortal knew this well; he had also emerged victorious from the fiery trials.

In times of crisis, one must remain calm to have any chance of turning danger into safety. Perhaps the opponent was just posturing.

With these thoughts in mind, he decided to stick to his original plan. After all, he was confident about the secret technique he intended to use; it required centuries of essence energy and even a mid-stage Daoist Immortal would hesitate to face it head-on.

Iron wings flapped up and down, making the evil wind denser. Thedemon's pill or demonic essence floated in place, emitting tiny bluetalisman or spell from its surface.

Though only rice-sized, there were countless of them, dancing around thedemon's pill or demonic essence.

"Boy, let you see my true power—lightning. You can die now," the beastly bird roared, speaking human words that entered his ears.

Then it raised both claws and slowly grabbed at the void.

The action was incredibly steady, as if containing a hint oflaw or principlepower.

Indeed, it was a rule. Lin Xuan's expression showed some shock; logically, a Daoist Immortal manipulating primordial energy should not involve such rules.

Was this his delusion?

Although that rule power was minimal and far from sufficient to mention, Lin Xuan still showed signs of fear.

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed in the air. The entire sea trembled as a vortex appeared before him.

It seemed bottomless.

Then a tearing sound resounded; the vortex was torn apart, revealing a grotesque centipede.

Its body was over seven or eight zhang long and looked terrifying. This centipede was entirely composed of purple lightning.

Feeling the destructive energy within, Lin Xuan's face turned pale. It had nothing to do with ordinary lightning but was劫雷 is a term specific to certain fictional contexts, often translated as "劫雷" in Chinese wuxia or fantasy literature; it can be translated as "calamity lightning" or "destiny lightning"—lightning that struck during a tribulation.

Lightning Tribulation, as its name suggests, is the heavenly lightning that strikes when a cultivator passes through their tribulations; it is terrifying.

However, this referred to an energy tribulation, not the nine heavens of tribulation one faces upon ascending. Yet, it was still incredibly dangerous.

The opponent could actually cast such a secret technique. Lin Xuan underestimated him. Would Baby Ball be able to withstand it? A hint of worry flashed in his eyes as he looked down at the little creature.

Facing the thunder centipede, the little creature showed no fear but instead stood tall and arrogant. Its domain was its own; how dare this insignificant meal try to show off before him?

"Guwu!"

Baby Ball's voice echoed, followed by a silver light that shot out of its mouth. At first glance, there was nothing extraordinary about it, but halfway through, it transformed into a large net, ensnaring the thunder centipede.

Despite the creature's desperate struggles, it was futile. The net was fragile yet capable of subduing dragons and tigers; this was the mystery of domains.

Then came an even more unbelievable scene: the light flickered, shrinking in size rapidly. The centipede was trapped within, its body also reducing to a mere inch long, appearing like an ordinary insect.

However, the power of monsters in cultivation wasn't solely determined by their size. At least what Lin Xuan perceived from this thunder centipede remained unchanged.

What did Baby Ball intend to do with it?

Lin Xuan guessed and was surprised when Baby Ball opened its mouth and swallowed the centipede along with the net.

"Eaten."

Lin Xuan stared in disbelief. Did this little creature think he was a pig, eating anything indiscriminately? Would it not be indigestible?

But his worries were unfounded; the little creature did not show any discomfort but instead munched contentedly.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan rejoiced. This little guy was incredibly effective against beastly creatures—truly an ultimate kill!

Lièkōng True Immortal nearly fell from the sky in shock, his eyes bulging like eggs. Such a thing would never have happened if he hadn't witnessed it with his own eyes.

Wasn't this guy actually swallowing the thunder centipede?

To summon such a creature required hundreds of years of cultivation. Even three beast emperors and six sea kings wouldn't dare face it head-on, but this opponent treated it as a meal.

This wasn't about winning or losing; it was a completeoverthrow or subvertof his understanding of cultivation. A chill rose from his feet. What kind of harmless little guy was this?

In short, the little guy's performance was so outrageous that it completely shattered Lièkōng True Immortal's confidence.

His fighting spirit vanished. All he wanted now was to escape as far away as possible, preferably all the way to the horizon.

That sounded good, but how easy could it be? Baby Ball had not yet finished its meal and wouldn't let a cooked duck fly away.

The beastly bird flapped its wings, becoming indistinct in the air. It expended great essence energy to use the Windescape or evadetechnique again, but it was futile; he crashed into the milky white light barrier and was bounced back.

This domain was like a cage for him. Once inside, there was no chance of fighting back or escaping.

Such results only made Lièkōng True Immortal more fearful. He frantically collided with everything, while Baby Ball looked even more spirited. It extended its thin claws in the air and made some indistinct sounds that Lin Xuan couldn't understand but had a certain rhythm, like a mysterious incantation.

Then several sword qi appeared out of nowhere, cutting down at him. Lièkōng True Immortal naturally tried to dodge, but the surrounding air suddenly froze.

He was unable to move.

"No!"

A mournful scream echoed as his head was severed from his body.

There was no hesitation; it seemed like a trivial matter. Brutal was the only word that fit.

Though separated into head and body, as a beast of the Daoist realm, he wasn't truly dead. A blue light shot out from the wound—exactly thedemon's pill or demonic essence he had just summoned.

Lin Xuan didn't intervene because Baby Ball wouldn't let it go either.

Sure enough, with one hand dance, that thing wobbled back.

Struggling was clearly futile!

Postscript: Thank you for your support; there will be another chapter tonight.
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Boiling tofu with brine—each thing can suppress another. Against the妖族 in the form of Wildform杰… Little Furball was a surefire solution.

That demon essence offered no resistance as it was drawn before Xi's gaze.

The light shimmered, appearing quite tempting to look at.

Little Furball's face showed a drooling expression, and with a flick of its claws, a crystal-clear demon soul was pulled out from within.

"Meow."

Opening its mouth, two small fangs appeared, then it swallowed the demon soul whole.

The sound of swallowing reached Xi’s ears. The little creature didn’t chew slowly; each time it devoured a demon soul, it did so with gusto, much like a gluttonous pig!

Afterward, Little Furball licked its lips and patted its belly, clearly indicating that it was full.

"Not bad, not bad."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, looking extremely satisfied. But the little creature, now content, drooped its ears, showing a drowsy expression.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan shook his head. This little guy could even play the part of a pig to eat tigers. If it weren’t for witnessing it with his own eyes, who would believe that he had just dispatched another Cave Profound period monster with a single move?

It was truly impressive, but the innocent and harmless expression made him too trusting.

He wondered if this approach still worked against more advanced妖族.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan revealed a self-deprecating smile. It was too early to think about such things; when the time came, there would always be a way. The pressing issue now was how to quickly advance in cultivation. The threat from ghostly and demonic entities was urgent. If he could break through his bottleneck and enter Cave Profound period, that would be worry-free.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, storing the corpse of裂空真and the demon essence into his storage bag.

Knowing this fellow was a Cave Profound period妖族—his skin, fur, bones, all were invaluable. Such treasures weren’t sold in the market; it made no sense for Lin Xuan to let such a good thing go to waste.

Next, he flashed over to another side where countless ice blocks of palm size appeared before him, numbering in the tens of thousands.

Inside each block was a black flying knife, frozen but still emitting demon energy through the icy surface. Clearly, this treasure hadn’t lost its spirit or power despite being trapped.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a thoughtful expression.

With his vast resources, ordinary treasures no longer caught his eye.

But these Iron Feather Flea-Harvesting Knives were different. Lin Xuan was strangely drawn to them.

Just the sheer number of them was astonishing. With the remnants of裂空真’s demon energy still present, as long as he erased their mark, he should be able to use them.

With this thought, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve again, and a light halo enveloped the ice blocks. The cold air transformed into illusory Heaven Fire, full of essence qi, returning to his body.

The Iron Feather Flea-Harvesting Knives regained their freedom but with no master, they wouldn’t attack him. Instead, they floated in mid-air, continuously wailing and trembling as if having a bit of sentience.

"Not bad, not bad."

Lin Xuan grew even more eager. He raised his right hand and shot out a spell.

The air above trembled, ripples spreading like water waves. A large green hand materialized and swiftly descended to catch the knives.

After several movements, tens of thousands of flying knives were in the hand’s grasp. This wasn’t strange; with no one controlling them after their master’s death, they posed no further threat.

Lin Xuan took out a storage bag and gathered these knives inside. He then affixed a禁制符篆 to seal it before putting it back on his waist.

After completing all this, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time. His body was enveloped in green light as he flew towards Black Wind Island.

A distance of tens of thousands of miles would be unattainable for ordinary people, but not a challenge for Lin Xuan.

Not much effort was needed before Black Wind Island came into view.

The sea was calm with occasional bird calls. Clearly, nothing unusual had happened during his absence. Lin Xuan flashed in and entered the island, deliberately avoiding detection by patrolling disciples. Though the protective array was activated, he used a command talisman to slip back into his cave without making a sound.

Overall, this outing went smoothly, but his second元婴 suffered significant energy loss. This thought made him grit his teeth.

But with the culprit dead and turned into a feast for Little Furball, Lin Xuan no longer harbored any resentment.

Without resting, he headed directly to the training room. He had urgent matters to attend to; after fighting a Cave Profound period cultivator alone, his second元婴 lost too much energy. Now, it needed proper rest and recuperation.

Rest meant taking medicine and meditating.

Lin Xuan’s supply of medicinal pills was abundant due to his extensive experience in cultivation. He placed great importance on them, far surpassing other cultivators. His collection included various types—pills to enhance power, break through bottlenecks, heal injuries, restore energy…

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and used the inner vision technique to check the condition of his second元婴. This process was quick. Then he opened his eyes and extended his hand, snapping his fingers to open three jade bottles.

Three pills slowly flew out from each bottle, enveloped in a light halo, landing beside him.

The pills were round, about the size of a soybean, but their colors differed—red, pale yellow, and milky white.

If another cultivator had been here, they would have stared in amazement at Lin Xuan's extravagance. These three pills were rare treasures that could not be easily obtained even in the market or auctions, often attracting fierce competition from high-ranking cultivators.

For instance, this red正元丹 was a treasure to carefully preserve for emergencies.

Indeed, it was meant for survival. When a cultivator made a mistake during cultivation or suffered severe injuries, losing too much energy, the 正元丹 could potentially save their life.

Ordinary people would never use them casually, and neither would Cave Profound period monsters, as this treasure was too precious.

But at this moment, although his second元婴 had lost some energy, it wasn’t a matter of life or death; with more time spent in meditation, he could recover. Yet, Lin Xuan still took out such precious pills!
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Moreover, it wasn't just one pill; the other two types of medicinal pills were rather obscure items. However, in terms of their effects, they weren’t inferior to True Essence Pills.

Lin Xuan's actions were enough to make ordinary cultivators bang their chests and stomp their feet. They had never seen anyone so extravagant before.

However, Lin Xuan didn't feel that way. Everyone’s situation was different. Although he was only at the Separation stage, his wealth far surpassed even the ancient monsters of the Void Profound realm. A few pills in others' eyes might be extremely precious, but to him, they were nothing.

Lin Xuan simply wasn’t lacking these items; what he lacked now was time alone.

Unlike the war with the Three Tribes, this unexpected invasion by ghostly and demonic entities meant that there would be no secluded paradise anywhere in the East Sea. Lin Xuan didn't know how much time he had left, so he wouldn't waste any if possible. Instead of spending more time for his second元婴 to meditate, it was better to consume a large number of spiritual pills.

Lin Xuan had been on the cultivation path for such a long time that he knew what needed to be done in every situation.

With this thought, Lin Xuan raised his head and swallowed all three medicinal pills at once. Then, he placed his thumb and index finger together flat on his knees and began meditating.

Seven days passed quickly. The damage the second元婴 had suffered was significant; normally, it would take several months to fully recover. However, with the miraculous effects of multiple spiritual pills, Lin Xuan managed to restore the little guy in just a few days.

In the training room, he still kept his eyes closed, but above him was a tiny infant about an inch tall, playing and laughing in his hair. This baby was pitch-black like ink; it was naturally the second元婴.

Compared to when they met on the small island, this little guy's complexion was rosy, his eyes half-closed with flickering divine light inside. His essence had fully recovered, leaving no trace of harm behind.

After playing for a while, the little guy seemed tired and disappeared into Lin Xuan’s body through his crown.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes, showing satisfaction. The second元婴 was now fully restored; this worry in his cultivation was gone.

Next, he reached out and a storage bag flew from his waist. Holding it by the mouth, he gently shook it, revealing countless iron-feather-shaped flying knives with flickering black light.

After eliminating Li Kongsen, the other treasures of this old monster were unimportant, but the power of these Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Knives was truly formidable, making Lin Xuan want to possess them.

He extended his right hand and lightly hooked a flying knife. The knife was enveloped by spiritual light and fell into his palm.

A silver light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he looked at the item. After a while, he raised his head with a touch of desolation on his face. Although these Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Knives weren't Li Kongsen’s main treasure, they were made from his feathers and had strong innate marks. Erasing them would require significant time and effort.

Lin Xuan didn’t have the energy to do that now. However, after a moment's thought, he came up with another solution.

With a wave of his sleeve, several scattered cultivation materials flew out. Lin Xuan’s hands moved swiftly, setting up a small array in no time.

It was possible to quickly erase innate marks, such as the spirit-moving array before him. However, generally speaking, cultivators wouldn’t do that because setting up a spirit-moving array wasn't overly extravagant; it consumed large amounts of precious materials each time and had greater value than the crystals obtained from ordinary treasures.

In short, doing this was completely unprofitable.

But Lin Xuan didn’t care. He hadn’t considered such issues at all. As he said before, everyone’s situation was different. His wealth far exceeded that of his peers; even ancient monsters couldn't compare to him.

Erasing the marks on the treasure using a spirit-moving array would make other cultivators feel extremely stingy. But in Lin Xuan's eyes, it was just a drop in the ocean.

As long as he could save time and spend some money, it was worth it for Lin Xuan.

The array was set up, and Lin Xuan took out several top-grade crystals to place them at the edges of the array.

Once the crystals were installed, a milky white light appeared. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, sending all the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Knives into the center of the array.

Several spells were cast, enveloping the treasure in mysterious runes…

Lin Xuan began using this method to erase Li Kongsen’s marks on the treasure.

A day and a night quickly passed.

The light from the array gradually dimmed until it disappeared completely.

New Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Knives appeared before him.

Not only were the marks erased, but their shape had changed slightly. The new knives resembled willow leaves, extremely thin like cicada wings, and their color turned semi-transparent.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with a hint of strangeness. Why did such changes occur just by erasing the marks?

He didn’t know. Using his divine sense and the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to check for any issues, he found nothing amiss, so he let it be.

In any case, these changes were beneficial; the semi-transparent form allowed for more unexpected attacks.

Lin Xuan raised both hands like a butterfly, casting numerous mystical seals in the air. After a brief flash, the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Knives flew away.

By recognizing the treasure and imprinting his innate mark on it, Lin Xuan could now control it freely when fighting.

The process was smooth and didn’t require much time or effort.

After completing the marking, Lin Xuan stored the knife in his waist pouch.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. The things he needed to handle were finally done; now, he should focus on cultivation.

Just as he thought this, a glimmer of divine light flashed through his mind. Wait, he seemed to have forgotten something.

Even though cultivators had the ability to remember everything they saw, if there were too many things, it was inevitable that they would be careless at times.

A wise man might make one mistake in a thousand considerations. This saying was ancient and well-known.

Lin Xuan reached his waist and slapped it; a palm-sized, black object flew before him.

This item came from the auction where the old monster had been. His infant fire hadn’t yet been refined, so if he guessed correctly, it should be a treasure.

Lin Xuan touched it with his hand; the material seemed to be animal skin, and there were tiny inscriptions on it. Lin Xuan delved into his divine sense…!~!
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About a cup of tea's time later, Lin Xuan raised his head. His face couldn't hide the joy he felt. Truly, it was like finding a needle in a haystack; he had obtained what he sought without much effort. The beast skin recorded the recipe for Immortal Drunk and how to refine this substance.

Lin Xuan's joy was evident.

After all, he had already experienced firsthand the effects of Immortal Drunk, an ancient poison. If not for the miraculous protection from Phantasmal Heavenly Fire, which made him immune to poisons, he might have perished mysteriously.

Back at that auction, once this poison took effect, even a thousand cultivators could only be bound by it, including two old monsters of the Profound Dao realm.

From this, one could see that this poison was not so terrifying after all.

If he could successfully refine it, it would certainly prove useful in the future.

What interested Lin Xuan more than just the recipe were the materials and treasures listed. He gently stroked the beast skin with his hand; if his guess was correct, this should be a fragment of some ancient text.

Since it recorded such an extraordinary ancient poison as Immortal Drunk, other items might also be significant. He wondered where this treasure might now be...

Lin Xuan sighed. Although he coveted it, without any clues, there was nothing else he could do but stare helplessly.

Jealousy wouldn't help; for now, he needed to refine the recipe for Immortal Drunk.

Not long after,

A streak of lightning descended upon Hundred Flowers Valley. Soon, faint footsteps were heard.

"Uncle, why did you call me here? Is there anything you want me to do?"

The clear voice entered his ears as a woman in court attire walked in. The visitor was the head of Hundred Grass Sect; she wore an expression of utmost respect.

She curtsied gracefully to Lin Xuan.

"You needn't be so formal, my friend," Lin Xuan said with a gentle smile, lifting his hand slightly. He didn’t show any arrogance or domineering attitude, making him seem very approachable.

"Uncle, you shouldn’t say such things. If not for your help, our Hundred Grass Sect might have perished long ago. No matter what you ask, I and the sect’s disciples will never hesitate," Guan Mumu said resolutely, without any pretense or exaggeration. She was undoubtedly someone who knew gratitude.

"Head of the sect, you are too polite." Lin Xuan smiled slightly at her reaction, which pleased him immensely. He had helped Hundred Grass Sect because they were different from other cultivators; there weren’t many cold-hearted people in their sect, and everyone got along well with each other.

"Please sit down and talk," Lin Xuan said kindly.

"Thank you for the seat."

Guan Mumu curtsied again. Although Lin Xuan was casual about such things, she felt it was necessary to show respect. She owed her sect’s survival to his kindness.

"This time, I want you to help me refine a type of medicinal pill," Lin Xuan said after drinking some clear tea.

"Of course, Uncle. If there are other tasks, my abilities might be insufficient even if I try my best. However, in the realm of refining pills, I have some experience." Guan Mumu was surprised but then her voice turned both playful and serious.

"Exactly as expected."

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief upon hearing this. If she were truly ignorant about pill refinement, his plan would be complicated.

Fortunately, his guess was correct; the name Hundred Grass Sect suggested that they had some knowledge in refining pills.

"This is what I need you to do," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he outlined the task. Guan Mumu started smiling but her expression turned stiff when she heard more details.

"Is there something wrong, Head of the sect?"

Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"I didn’t want to refuse, Uncle, but..."

Guan Mumu looked up at the numerous treasures before her—over a hundred in total. Each was legendary or unheard-of, and their value was beyond her imagination.

To be blunt, even if she sold Hundred Grass Sect at an auction, it wouldn’t fetch such a price.

In fact, some of these materials alone were unaffordable for her. Although this analogy was inappropriate, the logic held true.

Lin Xuan had entrusted so many treasures to her; Guan Mumu felt both grateful and anxious. While she wanted to serve Lin Xuan, after weighing the pros and cons, she declined.

Lin Xuan knew what she was worried about and smiled: "Head of the sect, you needn’t worry too much. I have a plan. Even if it turns into waste pills, that’s fine."

Guan Mumu almost thought she had heard wrong. It was common knowledge that waste pills were trash; how could Lin Xuan be so casual about it?

"Uncle..." She wanted to push back but assumed he just wanted her to relax.

"But you said you would do anything for me," Lin Xuan’s cold voice entered her ears, though his expression was actually feigned. If he hadn’t done this, she might not have agreed.

"I misunderstood, Uncle..."

Guan Mumu was shocked and tried to explain but Lin Xuan wasn’t willing to say more.

An hour later, Guan Mumu left Hundred Flowers Valley. She finally agreed to help refine Immortal Drunk for Lin Xuan.

Before leaving, Lin Xuan reiterated that even if it turned into waste pills, there would be no problem. However, her face still showed anxiety.

This was understandable; the common knowledge in cultivation circles was that waste pills were useless. She didn’t know about his Blue Star Sea, which could overturn this belief.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t tell anyone else, not even Moer. He couldn’t reveal such secrets to Guan Mumu.

While Guan Mumu was anxious, Lin Xuan felt relieved. Who said fish and bear’s paw were unattainable? He had finally resolved one of his concerns.

He leaned back slightly, pondering. There was nothing else for him to do now; he could focus on cultivation.

Lin Xuan returned to his bedroom and rested well that night. The next morning, after bathing and dressing, he came to the training hall when his spirit energy was fully restored.

His life was simple—meditation and taking medicinal pills. With ample medicinal pills, all he needed was to practice diligently.

Time passed like a flash; two hundred years had gone by in an instant.

During this time, Lin Xuan rarely left the valley. Occasionally, his second Yuan婴 would leave the cave to guide his disciples or handle unsolvable problems, but such instances were rare. His main body never left the cave.

This was similar to closing oneself off from the world. And it was surprising that he wasn’t disturbed for so long; one might expect ghostly entities to have attacked by now.

But in reality, the chaotic sea remained peaceful, and the threat of those ghosts had been eliminated. It wasn’t because cultivators from the East Sea defeated them; even if they wanted to, they couldn’t manage it. In the early years, all three races were at a disadvantage against the ghosts, but their location kept them out of harm’s way. However, this wouldn’t last forever.

This was beyond doubt!

[... Chapter 1949: Two Hundred Years ...]!!
周末，求一下推荐票

Whenever Wu Di released a new chapter, the main base of the Sheli (Gravel) community—the Tianjingsha Forum—would experience a surge in discussions about the plot. Each character's design was distinct and well-defined, and its world-building was meticulously detailed.

Wu Di’s Mythology series was undoubtedly characterized by an extremely rigorous and expansive setting. The personalities of his characters were also highly distinctive. For instance, when Zhun Qi (Zhun Ji) claimed that certain artifacts were destined to be his due, the image of a rogue instantly came to life. Every plot development seemed to follow the "Heavenly Dao's Great Trend" as meticulously outlined by Wu Di.

Identifying these subtle hints leading to inevitable outcomes was something Sheli fans loved doing. Some readers enjoyed nitpicking details; when they discovered overlooked clues, they felt an immense sense of achievement.

At this moment, Xiao Yiren saw a post about such a discovery. The poster claimed that who would become a Sage and who wouldn’t had already been predetermined at the Purple Void Palace’s seating arrangements. Those with seats were destined to achieve sainthood, while Hongyun (Red Cloud), a good-natured character, was killed by Kunpeng and Minguo due to their rivalry for positions.

It was known that Kunpeng originally had a cushion but gave it up to Hongyun, which led him to be pushed out by Zhun Qi and Jie Yin. This act of giving way caused the current outcome.

The detailed analysis in this post earned many readers’ praise as “the Master of Details.” Previously, they hadn’t paid much attention to the disputes at the Purple Void Palace, but now it was revealed that these events were linked to sainthood, leaving them with a sense of enlightenment.

Xiao Yiren admired this meticulous reader. If reading was like being immersed in the story, finding such clues would be far more challenging. Most people’s attention was drawn by the grand scenes, enjoying the epic battles between dragons, phoenixes, and qilins in the first book, or the conflicts between witches and demons in the second. They paid less heed to minor details.

After admiring this “Master of Details,” Xiao Yiren was even more impressed with Wu Di as an author. Generally, the grander the setting, the harder it is to maintain detail. However, Wu Di had seamlessly combined both elements, ensuring that readers who enjoyed deep analysis and those who preferred a broad overview could both find immense enjoyment.

Previously criticized for lacking originality, Wu Di’s works now demonstrated unparalleled world-building capabilities through the Mythology series. Her ability to vividly depict such a magnificent world was further enhanced by incorporating second-world technology, creating an irresistible effect.

The strange creatures of the Primordial World had already captivated many readers due to their incorporation from The Classic of Mountains and Seas. The Mythology series focused on the Primordial Era but also integrated various mythological legends from Wu Di’s universe, making the world more vivid and rich.

Now, Tianjingsha Forum had a “Visual Party,” who preferred an immersive reading experience over text. They constantly asked when such a grand world could be turned into a game.

The allure of the Primordial World was undeniable; merely being a spectator was a feast for the eyes, but the prospect of joining and becoming part of certain magical races sounded even more exciting!

Xiao Yiren also looked forward to such a game. Recently, he had been deeply engaged in online games with Shui Yi. After defeating Dong Zhuo, the first book’s plot had entered the era of warlords, where players’ factions clashed intensely. However, The Three Kingdoms wasn’t about immortals or deities; it couldn’t achieve feats like moving mountains or capturing stars.

In contrast, in Mythology, even minor characters could perform incredible magic. Xiao Yiren relished the idea of entering this world and mastering supreme techniques!

Xiao Yiren browsed Tianjingsha Forum again, where various opinions resonated with him:

"Although The Mythology series’ second part was released quickly from a time perspective, it felt like an anticlimax when we were about to see our human race rise. It was like the prelude had just concluded, and then something important vanished!"

"The guy above hit the nail on the head. I constantly imagine entering that world; I’d want to be one of the earliest beings in the Primordial World, co-creating humans with Nuwa."

"Indeed, Wu Di’s ability to develop entities seems honed by online writing. This speed and quality are comparable to Yao Qiong's."

"Laughing, you call The Mythology series a peak? Where does The Three Kingdoms fit into this? Everyone knows it’s just part of The Civilization series. I think The Civilization has more depth and significance than The Mythology."

"I laughed too. Isn’t The Civilization also fictional? What makes it superior?"

...

When Xiao Yiren saw the debate about which epic, The Mythology or The Civilization, was greater, he had a peculiar thought: perhaps this Mythology was a myth created by Wu Di in her imagined world of The Civilization.

Xiao Yiren firmly believed that if Wu Di could write both The Civilization and The Mythology, she would be almost on par with the Creator. Because she constructed an entire world so convincing it blurred the line between reality and fiction. (To be continued. If you like this work, please vote for recommendations and monthly tickets; your support is my greatest motivation. Mobile users can read at m.qidian.)
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Chapter 1950: Advancing to the Profound Void (Part 1)

The summoning order from Nine Immortal Palace had been issued multiple times, and alliances were formed with major sects and scattered cultivators in the Chaos Sea. After all, this crisis couldn't be weathered alone; only by uniting could they stand a chance against those ghostly entities.

However, the conflict never reached here.

The reason was simple: the Vengeful Sovereign of Heaven's fragmentary soul had descended upon them!

Though it was just a fragment of his soul, and due to the boundary powers limiting its abilities, its strength didn't even amount to one ten-thousandth of his true form.

But who was the Vengeful Sovereign of Heaven? He was a cultivator at the Dispersed Immortal stage—powerful enough that even with restrictions, he could easily destroy several minor foes. The battle had no suspense; the Vengeful Sovereign of Heaven didn't do much more than eliminate the leaders of those rebellious ghosts.

Target the leader first, and the rest will follow. This was a strategy to cut off the roots. It wasn't easy for them to provoke a war between the two worlds. The Vengeful Sovereign of Heaven demonstrated his stance with actions; their six clans in the Netherworld had no desire to covet the Spirit Realm.

Within just a short while, the Vengeful Sovereign of Heaven returned to the Netherworld. Since the interdimensional portal hadn't truly opened, staying here was rather futile.

Moreover, even though it was only his fragmentary soul that descended, he was still the leader of the Netherworld. If several old-timers in the Spirit Realm misunderstood him, things could get complicated.

Seeing the situation improve, after losing their leader, the number of invading ghosts in the East Sea was vast but leaderless—just a rabble. Naturally, they couldn't cause much trouble.

The three Demon Emperors and six Sea Kings, along with the human city of sages, weren't fools. They wouldn't let such an opportunity slip away; otherwise, they would face severe consequences. Thus, various experts from different sects launched a comprehensive counterattack on the ghosts.

At this moment, the ghosts were already in disarray, unable to withstand the attack. They were slaughtered and scattered like birds fleeing a storm.

The original crisis was unexpectedly resolved in such an unexpected manner.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised upon learning of it, initially thinking it was hearsay. He dispatched several disciples from Hundred Herbs Sect to gather information, which finally confirmed his suspicions.

He felt both shocked and delighted.

However, Lin Xuan didn't abandon cultivation as a result.

His goal for enhancing his cultivation wasn't solely to survive the crisis; as a cultivator, who wouldn't hope to advance further? The closer he got to immortality, the better.

After all, since ascending to the Spirit Realm, he had been separated from Yue'er for so many years. If his guess was correct, she likely wasn't in the East Sea anymore.

To reunite with Yue'er, Lin Xuan couldn't stay here indefinitely.

The Spirit Realm consisted of hundreds of small dimensions, each with its own boundary powers. Although these were far weaker than those between the Spirit and Mortal Realms or the Spirit and Demon Realms, they shouldn't be ignored. How to travel to other dimensions was still unclear to Lin Xuan, but his hopes would certainly increase with further cultivation.

Thus, even without considering immortality, he should strive for advancement to reunite with Yue'er sooner.

Despite the crisis being resolved, Lin Xuan continued his life-and-death meditation, showing no signs of slackening.

Time passed swiftly. Two hundred years seemed like a mere blink of an eye.

One day, Shangguan Yan was meditating in her cave dwelling.

Years had passed without her neglecting her cultivation; she was now at the middle-stage Immortal Core realm, while her sister was just one step away from the peak of the early stage.

There was no need to wonder—these two girls' progress was astonishing, advancing by leaps and bounds. With such speed over two hundred years, they outpaced Lin Xuan's own progress significantly.

It wasn't strange at all; although Nine Heavens Mystical Art couldn't fully unlock the potential of their Ice Soul Thunder Body, their innate abilities far surpassed Lin Xuan's.

With a generous and wealthy teacher providing unlimited elixirs and medicines, combined with various favorable conditions, it was miraculous if they didn't advance so quickly.

Actually, this rapid advancement was due to them deliberately slowing down, as the teacher once said that everything has two sides; advancing too fast meant unstable foundations.

The sisters followed their teacher's words religiously, intentionally slowing down to ensure a solid foundation. Otherwise, advancing to late-stage Immortal Core and becoming great cultivators within two hundred years wasn't impossible.

Compared to them, Shangguan Mudouyu's progress was much slower but still outpaced her daughters, now at the middle stage of Immortal Core.

"Uncle, when will you come out of your meditation?"

Shangguan Yan sat cross-legged, not meditating but supporting her chin with her hand. Her face showed a mix of longing and worry.

It wasn't surprising; even if they couldn't see their primary body or second Immortal Core for years, they didn't dare disturb the Hundred Herbs Valley to check on him. They had no idea how his meditation was progressing.

Had he hit a bottleneck?

A worried expression appeared on Shangguan Yan's face before she shook her head. Why worry unnecessarily? With such abilities, even if faced with great difficulties, he would surely overcome them. It was better for her to focus on cultivation and not disappoint his expectations.

With this thought, Shangguan Yan put away her melancholy feelings and raised her jade hand, drawing intricate seals in the air...

But at that moment,

Boom!

An unimaginable loud noise echoed through the air, far more shocking than a thunderclap. Shangguan Yan stumbled, nearly losing control of her mind if not for her stable mental state.

What was happening?

The young girl opened her eyes, her face filled with shock and curiosity.

Such a loud noise; even in the depths of Black Wind Island, she couldn't escape it. Was there an external enemy invading?

No, that sound came from deeper within the island.

That direction... It seemed like Uncle's cave dwelling!

Could it be...

Thoughts raced through her mind. Although Shangguan Yan was relatively calm compared to others, she couldn't sit still in such a situation. She transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the source of the noise.

As an Immortal Core中期 cultivator, her speed wasn't slow. In just a few breaths, she arrived at the Hundred Herbs Valley. However, she found that someone had beaten her there; not only was her mother and sister already present, but several other disciples from Hundred Herbs Sect had also quietly arrived.
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The faces of the people present were all filled with excitement.

The protective formation for the sect had already been withdrawn early on.

Above the sky, colorful clouds swirled, radiating a dazzling array of colors. However, upon closer inspection, these so-called clouds were actually composed of primordial energy from heaven and earth, converging over the area above Hundred Herb Valley.

"Mama."

Shangguan Yan approached her mother and bowed respectfully, a hint of anticipation on her face: "Such dense primordial energy—could it be that Master is breaking through to the Profound Concealment realm?"

Hearing what her sister said, Shangguan Ling also perked up her ears. If Master could advance, the benefits would be immeasurable. She naturally hoped so.

"Mother doesn't know either," Shangguan Muyu sighed. "After all, the Profound Concealment realm is far from us. The anomalies that occur when breaking through such a bottleneck are described in ancient texts, but each senior's experience is unique."

Therefore, she couldn’t make any definitive statements. However, given how dense the primordial energy had become, it was highly likely.

Before her words could finish, this woman’s voice suddenly cut off abruptly.

The wind began to stir, and a series of intense gales swept through the sky. The colorful clouds started to shake violently, seemingly moving in an erratic pattern.

Within a thousand miles around, the primordial energy became chaotic beyond measure.

Seeing this scene, Shangguan Muyu's expression turned grave: "Hundred Herb Valley disciples, all leave this area and return to your own abodes. Do not move about without permission from the sect leader."

"Yes, Sect Leader."

Such an order left the disciples in shock, but outwardly, none dared to defy it. They bowed and retreated.

In no time, the island became quiet and empty, leaving only Shangguan Muyu and her two daughters behind.

She had given these instructions for a reason: too many people might disturb Lin Xuan as he advanced.

Firstly, high-ranking cultivators breaking through bottlenecks—whether successful or not—would cause immense commotion. It was easy to inadvertently harm others. Although the sect's disciples' cultivation levels were now far beyond what they once were, with condensation core and foundation establishment stage practitioners sprouting like mushrooms after rain, Shangguan Muyu knew that their true situation was just a facade.

The Five Elements True Explanation bestowed by Lin Xuan was indeed miraculous; even mediocre disciples could advance rapidly. However, the power of this technique was truly abysmal.

The combat capabilities of these disciples were far from proportional to their cultivation levels.

Shangguan Muyu had no complaints. She only felt gratitude towards Lin Xuan for his teachings. As he said before, one couldn't have both fish and bear's paw; the weakness in this technique was negligible compared to the extended lifespan gained by advancing.

After other disciples left, Shangguan Muyu and her two daughters retreated a bit further. At the same time, she activated protective barriers to prevent any collateral damage.

As time passed, the surrounding primordial energy grew increasingly chaotic.

Suddenly, the clouds converged in the center, forming a vortex that appeared before their eyes.

Bottomless and filled with vibrant colors, it seemed.

After some time, the primordial energy inside suddenly became violent. A beam of light as thick as a bowl shot out from within, crashing onto Hundred Herb Valley.

While the volume of this beam wasn't particularly impressive, its power was not determined by size.

Boom!

Rocks flew everywhere, and nearby mountains collapsed entirely.

"What…?"

The expressions on Shangguan sisters' faces showed shock. Although they had the power to move mountains after advancing to the Immortal Core realm, what they were witnessing now was different. A single beam of light so casually released turned a mountain into nothingness.

"Is Master safe?"

Both sisters felt anxious. But at that moment, the entire Hundred Herb Valley was enveloped in colorful light, with dust clouds obscuring everything, making it impossible to see clearly.

"Don't worry. Lin Xuan is no ordinary person; he will surely succeed in breaking through this bottleneck. This minor difficulty is nothing," Shangguan Muyu said, pulling her daughters' hands and speaking with a reassuring smile.

"Mm."

The sisters nodded. The girls were just worried, but they had complete faith in their master.

The sounds of explosions grew louder.

From the vortex, another beam of colorful light shot out, this time mixed with lightning and fireballs. It didn't seem like breaking through the bottleneck; it looked more like a tribulation.

Of course, compared to true tribulations, this was different. Lin Xuan's advancement had caused unique anomalies in the primordial energy, which continuously bombarded him with thunder and fire.

This situation was far more dangerous than when Meng Ruyan encountered false heavenly tribulations. Generally, even demons or ancient fiends rarely faced such tribulations during their own. For human cultivators, encountering it usually meant certain death. Throughout history in the cultivation world, only a few managed to survive such a tribulation.

Four-sided Thunder and Fire Tribulation.

As its name suggested, this was an attack by primordial energy-induced lightning and fire. Its power far exceeded false heavenly tribulations, comparable to ordinary primordial energy tribulations.

If it were any other time, cultivators could easily withstand such tribulations, as the first primordial energy tribulation was relatively easy to handle.

However, during a cultivation breakthrough, external disturbances were strictly avoided.

At this moment, movement was impossible. The only option was to endure with one's physical body.

The power of the four-sided thunder and fire tribulation, though similar to the initial primordial energy tribulation, could not be resisted by any treasure or dodged. Overcoming it would be extremely difficult.

Even demons or beasts, with their thick skin, found it arduous, with an 80% chance of perishing.

Ordinary cultivators had no hope; even if they excelled in body-cultivation techniques, they could not withstand it and would surely perish.

However, every coin has two sides. While the four-sided thunder and fire tribulation was terrifying, successfully passing through it brought immense benefits. The effects of washing away impurities were unparalleled by any elixirs or medicines.

Only those who endured such a tribulation could gain an incredible resilience. It could be said that while this tribulation was terrifying, it also presented an opportunity.

Alas, the danger was too great.

Such opportunities were not what cultivators wished for.

But once encountered, how could one avoid them? As they say, if it's your fate, you can't escape it. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in his cave, fully aware of his current situation.

What bad luck!

With a determined look, Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and continued to circulate his inner breath while breaking through the Profound Concealment realm bottleneck. He also allocated some primordial energy to prepare for the tribulation洗礼.
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As time passed, the heavens around Lin Xuan's abode became more and more chaotic. The vortex formed by colorful clouds seemed to deepen even further.

Sizzle...

It was as if a piece of cloth had been torn. Suddenly, the vortex grew much larger in an eerie manner.

Its diameter increased tenfold compared to before, radiating terrifying的aura/breath/qi (in the context of energy) that could destroy heaven and earth.

"Yan'er, Ling'er, let's move farther away."

Shangguan Muduyu looked up at the sky, her cool voice filled with concern. She had certainly read about cultivators advancing to the Daoist Profound Realm in ancient texts. However, this heavenly omen seemed too extraordinary, resembling a tribulation more than an advancement.

Was she overthinking it or would Lin Xuan face hardships? Shangguan Muduyu was unsure but knew that her and her daughter's cultivation achievements were still insignificant compared to Lin Xuan. She could only hope to stay far away to avoid being caught in the crossfire.

Shangguan Yan had similar thoughts, deciding to leave so as not to hinder her master. With a sisterly tug, they both emitted greenish-blue light and flew backward with their mother.

Cultivators' vision was far beyond that of ordinary people; after advancing to the Core Formation stage, their spiritual awareness could reach hundreds of miles. The distance didn't matter much for observing Master's movements.

Boom!

Almost immediately after the three women moved, countless beams of lightning and fire rained down from the vortex, smashing into Flower Valley.

There was no doubt about it—the valley was soon flattened to a massive pit over a thousand feet in diameter. Lin Xuan sat at its bottom.

"Sister, look, Master is right there."

Shangguan Ling's face was filled with excitement. However, before she could finish speaking, countless ice arrows and lightning flames engulfed Lin Xuan.

He could summon the five elements of heaven and earth—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth. The current attack involved all five elements, relentlessly battering him one after another.

To be honest, that power was formidable. A regular cultivator would have been overwhelmed by it. At this moment, he couldn't use any treasures.

Even as a monster cultivator who had long ingested refined qilin fruit, Lin Xuan's flesh was torn and bleeding.

This wasn't going well.

His physical body's resilience might match that of his peers, but with the five elements converging, these four heavenly tribulations were much larger than usual.

Lin Xuan roared three times as Nine Heavens Qi Shield appeared. While he couldn't use treasures, the secret techniques he had cultivated weren't affected by this restriction.

However, within just a few breaths, the Nine Heavens Qi Shield began to waver. Lin Xuan frowned as his dantian's energy sea revealed two core infants in panic. The demon nucleus flew around chaotically, searching for a way out.

What should be done?

The dual cores and single nucleus quickly huddled together to devise a plan.

They soon came up with a clear division of labor: the main core infant would work with the demon nucleus to focus most of their strength on breaking through the bottleneck. Once they advanced, this crisis would naturally resolve itself.

However, they couldn't ignore the terrifying attack. Otherwise, falling before reaching the breakthrough stage would be fatal.

Thus, the second core infant took charge of defense. It controlled about twenty percent of his power to counter the four heavenly tribulations. While that might seem insufficient from any angle, it was necessary to focus on advancing as quickly as possible.

Most cultivators couldn't do this; even in the Spirit Realm, few practiced techniques for cultivating a second core infant, let alone demon nuclei.

Even if they did practice, their success depended heavily on the depth of their cultivation. A slight difference could mean failure. How could other cultivators spare any power?

But Lin Xuan was different. His strength was immense; though he hadn't advanced, he already rivaled a Daoist Profound Realm cultivator in early stages. Dividing some of his energy wouldn't be an issue.

Under the dual cores and single nucleus's control, Lin Xuan's energy flowed in different directions through his meridians. This process was extremely dangerous; even a small mistake could lead to a demonic transformation. He didn't want it but had no choice now.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's control over his energy was so precise that he made no mistakes. Without any visible action, the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared and enveloped him in its glow.

The light danced beautifully.

Now, the Illusory Heavenly Fire possessed four attributes: coldness, toxicity, corrosion, and devouring.

The last three were ineffective under these circumstances, but the coldness had excellent effects. Whatever ice arrows or water-based attacks faced him turned into mere raindrops.

Thus, among the five elements' attacks, only water was no longer a threat.

However, even with this, the remaining lightning and fire still left Lin Xuan exhausted. The twenty percent of his power was barely holding on.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. He knew that breaking through this bottleneck wouldn't be done in a short time.

Could he hold on?

It was truly unfortunate. The odds of encountering heavenly tribulations during the breakthrough stage were less than one in ten thousand, and it had happened to him.

But now that it had occurred, complaining wouldn't solve anything. Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and endured.

If only he could use treasures...

Even with just twenty percent of his power, he could drive them against this tribulation.

However, due to the laws of heaven and earth, all treasures and talismans lost their effects in such a situation. Lin Xuan didn't know why but felt like they were as useless as ordinary iron or scrap paper.

He didn't need to test; his spiritual awareness confirmed that all his treasures had lost their essence.

Wait...

Although Lin Xuan's eyes were closed, the corners of his eyes suddenly twitched violently. He had forgotten one thing—his Five Dragon Shield still retained its essence and was no different from usual.

Five Dragon Shield!

Among his many treasures, the Five Dragon Mirror was the most mysterious. Lin Xuan's expectations for it even surpassed those of supreme treasures.

Without this item, he would have died at the hands of the Toxic Dragon Patriarch's avatar back then.
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This divine artifact, though its spiritual essence hadn't been lost, left Lin Xuan with no hesitation. He didn’t need to make any moves; a square-shaped treasure flew out, golden yellow in color and adorned with five golden dragons.

It looked somewhat like an imperial jade seal used by secular emperors, but it was even more magnificent and exuded an aura of mystery.

**Five Dragon Seal!**

Once this artifact was summoned, its spiritual light immediately shone brightly. Without Lin Xuan's control, it seemed to have a life of its own. A flash of light shot towards the top of his head.

This outcome shocked the second Yuan Yin greatly; the artifact had actually escaped from his grasp.

Such a situation was unexpected.

However, with the sudden change in storage, there was no time for additional compensation. The Five Dragon Seal flashed briefly and flew to a thousand feet above his head, entering the vortex formed by the five-colored clouds with a pfft sound.

"What...?"

Though Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface, he was greatly surprised internally.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. The chaotic primordial energy around him surged like a river breaking its banks, rushing towards the vortex at the top of his head.

However, inside, no ice arrows or lightning flames were emitted; it seemed that all the primordial energy had found an outlet and was absorbed by the Five Dragon Seal.

"Senior Sister, did I see correctly? What divine artifact did Master summon to effortlessly dispel this thunderbolt?" Shangguan Yi's voice reached his ears. Her surprise was mixed with joy; she was overjoyed that her master could turn danger into safety.

However, such a divine artifact was too mysterious and important for him to let it go.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know what the Five Dragon Seal was used for so far, he had been saved twice from near-death situations. He believed its rank surpassed even the supreme divine treasures.

Even without evidence, he trusted his instincts.

How could such a good thing be left to wander away?

So, despite knowing that taking this reckless action might lead him astray, Lin Xuan couldn't resist.

He lifted his head abruptly, silver light flickering in his eyes. The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes had the ability to penetrate illusions and spatial abilities. Under the effect of this secret technique, Lin Xuan indeed found the artifact's whereabouts.

Raising his right hand, a green hand appeared in mid-air, just forming before it shot down like lightning towards the Five Dragon Seal.

Though fast, it was useless; the artifact couldn't be restrained by him. It easily broke free from any restrictions.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely difficult to bear.

The movement of his main body might lead to a dangerous state, and he still had some breakthroughs left in his Yuan Yin phase. But at this moment, he had no other choice.

Risking everything for the Five Dragon Seal was worth it.

Lin Xuan flashed away, flying in a seated position.

His speed was swift; soon, he approached the Five Dragon Seal, reaching out to grab it.

Initially thinking it would be easy, he didn't expect the artifact to retaliate when unattended. A burst of spiritual light hit him from above.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was shocked beyond measure. Such a sudden change was unimaginable in his dreams. There was no way to avoid it; he barely moved back, avoiding the vital areas but still getting hit hard on his chest. The force was so immense that even the King of Whales' full power strike would have been inferior.

"My life is over."

Despair flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he hadn't expected such a powerful artifact to be unleashed. But at this moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The impact on his chest caused a picture to appear before him.

That picture was very familiar to Lin Xuan; it seemed like the blue star sea in his dantian had been painted onto his chest with exquisite brushwork.

The terrifying force of the Five Dragon Seal was completely nullified. But what shocked Lin Xuan even more was that upon contact, the artifact entered his body without causing any pain or discomfort.

He was saved from danger effortlessly, but such a mysterious scene left him speechless. He stood there, stunned.

Ancient people said that surviving great calamities would bring good fortune. Soon after, Lin Xuan felt the last bottleneck holding him back finally broke through as smoothly as water flowing into its channel.

Had he advanced to the Void Profound realm?

Lin Xuan scratched his head, surprised by this fact rather than elated. This advancement was indeed unexpected and had been a rollercoaster ride.

Perhaps still dazed, Lin Xuan's face showed confusion. Meanwhile, Shangguan Mu-ru and his two apprentices were all overjoyed.

They stood far away, witnessing everything clearly but remained outsiders to the life-and-death scene Lin Xuan experienced. They only knew that when the strange artifact hit him, his demeanor changed completely.

It was understandable; Void Profound and Separation realms differed greatly despite being just a step apart.

At this moment, Lin Xuan had finally become one of the top existences in the Eastern Sea cultivation realm.

"Congratulations, Master Body. Congratulations, Senior Brother."

Both girls curtsied, their faces showing unrestrained joy.

"Congratulations on advancing to Void Profound; you are now closer to achieving immortality. I believe that with time, you will ascend to the True Immortal Realm," Shangguan Mu-ru's voice reached his ears, filled with genuine blessings and admiration. The strength of a Void Profound cultivator was beyond him, but even more so, its longevity extended for tens of thousands of years.

Such ancient monsters had already passed through several Primordial Qi Tribulations, making their lifespans exceptionally long.

"Am... am I successful in my advancement?"

Unlike his usual composed demeanor, Lin Xuan appeared somewhat dazed. He muttered to himself as he spoke.

"Master, what's wrong? You are definitely a Void Profound cultivator now," Shangguan Yi turned and exchanged glances with her sister, showing concern on their faces.

Shangguan Yi’s expression was similar; worry flashed in her eyes. Could Master Body have made a mistake during the breakthrough? That would be troublesome.

Such cases were rare but documented in ancient texts.

If one broke through and entered the Void Profound realm without dying but damaged their mind, they might become mentally unstable despite successfully advancing.

"Senior Brother, are you alright?" Shangguan Mu-ru couldn't help worrying.

"Don't worry; I'm fine."

Despite a series of inexplicable events, Lin Xuan's mental resilience far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators. His eyes swept over the three girls' worried faces as he regained clarity.

Taking a deep breath, he found his body in perfect condition with his cultivation energy doubling and more than doubling. He could sense primordial energy much better now—indeed incomparably so. He had definitely advanced to Void Profound.

This realization brought him joy, regardless of the reasons behind it.

He was truly blessed by heaven!

Thinking about what just happened, Lin Xuan felt a chill down his spine. He never imagined that in an uncontrolled state, the Five Dragon Seal would attack him. If not for the blue star sea...

However, he also wondered why the blue star sea had such a reaction to the Five Dragon Seal; what was the connection between them?

Too many questions flooded his mind, but Lin Xuan knew that at this moment, no matter how much he speculated, it wouldn't lead anywhere.

The crucial question now was: where did the Five Dragon Seal go?

Recalling the scene just witnessed, Lin Xuan immediately used the Inner Vision technique. He found the blue star sea in his dantian slowly floating, with a mysterious aura around it—the Five Dragon Seal!
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"Master."

The melodious voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. He turned his head and saw the Shangguan sisters staring at him with anxious expressions.

Shangguan Mudou also had a similar expression, showing concern mixed with fear.

Of course, the three girls were genuinely worried that something might have gone wrong during Lin Xuan’s attempt to break through his bottleneck, potentially causing damage to his spirit soul and seven souls.

If that was indeed the case, how should they help him?

"Never mind, I'm fine."

Lin Xuan's mental acuity far exceeded that of ordinary people. Although he did not know what exactly happened during his breakthrough, it was beneficial for him.

It would take some time to figure out a result regarding the Five Dragon Seal issue. For now, he would put it aside and focus on his current situation. With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan's expression returned to its usual calmness.

"Phew!"

The three girls collectively exhaled, as they considered Lin Xuan their main support. If something were wrong with him, they wouldn't know what to do.

Fortunately, there was no need for worry; Lin Xuan was fine.

"Master, you really scared Key'er just now," Shangguan Key patted her chest and said with a lingering sense of fear on her face.

"Yes."

Shangguan Yan nodded in agreement but did not ask any further. She had an inkling that Master's promotion to the Profound Void realm might have involved some issues, but as long as he was willing to speak, she would not pry into it as his disciple.

"I'm fine," Lin Xuan smiled. It felt good to be cared for. He turned and scanned their faces with a satisfied look: "Good job, both of you successfully condensed your core souls."

While the main body was not mentioned, he had not interacted with his second core soul in quite some time. Their rapid progress in cultivation surprised him.

Their character was also commendable; when he took them as disciples back then, this decision proved to be correct.

"Congratulations on your promotion, entering the Profound Void realm is no small feat," Shangguan Mudou's smiling voice filled with sincerity entered his ears.

"And indeed, with Master’s divine techniques and secrets, those three demon emperors and six sea kings should not be a match for you anymore," Shangguan Key combed her hair and said excitedly.

She clearly admired him to the point of worship. In the little girl's mind, Lin Xuan after advancing to the Profound Void realm had already become the first expert in the East Sea.

"Stupid girl, your confidence is good, but being too arrogant will only bring you trouble."

Lin Xuan waved his hand and showed a nonchalant expression. He had faced the Whale King before; now that he was at the Profound Void stage, he no longer feared middle-stage old monsters. Based on that battle, Lin Xuan believed he could defeat those three demon emperors and six sea kings.

However, this was just speculation. In the cultivation world, many things couldn't be understood with common sense; who knew what hidden skills these mid-stage old monsters might have?

Moreover, the East Sea was vast; who could say there weren’t some reclusive experts? For instance, that Saint City ruler remained mysterious and had never appeared during the Three Tribes War. His strength might even surpass those three demon emperors and six sea kings.

Lin Xuan thought this was very possible.

Of course, being cautious was right, but he would not undervalue himself because of it. Even if there were reclusive experts, what could they do? After advancing to the Profound Void realm, Lin Xuan no longer feared anything; at least in the East Sea cultivation world, he dared to walk upright.

Seeing their faces filled with anticipation, Lin Xuan felt that a small celebration wouldn't be amiss. Regardless of the angle, entering the Profound Void realm was indeed something to be happy about.

The East Sea was vast, but even though its rank in the spirit world was low, it had abundant resources compared to the mortal world. However, there were only a few old monsters at the Profound Void stage; although not scarce, their numbers were still extremely limited. Describing them as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns was no exaggeration.

With such longevity, they could live for tens of thousands of years. Lin Xuan had just over a thousand years, meaning he had plenty of time to advance further. The light at the end of the immortal path seemed within reach.

He wondered where Moon was now and how Qiongfei's heart was doing.

These thoughts brought a hint of longing and melancholy to his face.

"Master, what’s wrong?"

Shangguan Key’s concerned voice entered his ears. At that moment, her all-powerful master appeared vulnerable.

"I'm fine."

Lin Xuan shook his head and put away those wistful emotions. These matters were meaningless to his disciples; temporary separation was for eternal reunion. Lin Xuan believed he would one day reunite with his beloved wife.

"Let's go back,"

Seeing that Master did not want to talk more, Shangguan Key naturally did not dare to pry further. Although this girl seemed less mature compared to her sister, she had basic discernment; knowing what to say and what not to say.

Thus, guided by the three girls, Lin Xuan arrived at the main hall of the Hundred Herb Sect. The grandeur of the hall was more impressive than before. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and found that the number of auras was significantly increased compared to before; if he remembered correctly, there were no more than four hundred people in the Hundred Herb Sect previously, but now the fluctuation of spiritual energy had at least tripled.

"Headmaster, it seems your sect has developed well over these years," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Hahaha, it's all thanks to Master’s blessings that our sect has found a safe place," Shangguan Mudou's face was filled with gratitude. Over the past two centuries, they indeed accepted many disciples from ordinary people and did not accept those who came with skills; these were carefully selected good candidates.

The Hundred Herb Sect had grown significantly over two hundred years. Reflecting on their origins, this was all due to Lin Xuan’s blessings.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan nodded. Although unexpected, it made sense given the circumstances.

Shangguan Mudou issued a summoning order seal; as it was a celebration, everyone in the sect must participate without exception.

Soon, lights flickered and disciples arrived one after another in the main hall.

Among them were familiar faces, but there were many new ones. Compared to the previous few hundred disciples, they still did not form a small cultivation family. The Hundred Herb Sect had indeed grown significantly.

The elders filled with respect for Lin Xuan, while the newly joined disciples had various expressions; none of them had seen him before, but he was already well-known as an ancient legend. His heroic deeds were recounted countless times by his master and senior disciples. After some embellishment, Lin Xuan was portrayed almost like a true immortal!~!
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,"Congratulations to Senior for advancing to the Profound Void Realm."

Thousands of disciples from Hundred Grass Sect fell to their knees in celebration. Lin Xuan had done much for his sect, but even if he didn't mention it, just reaching the Profound Void Realm was enough to make them look up to him.

Among the cultivators present, especially those who joined later, most were still at the Condensation Core or Foundation Establishment stage. Even if they hadn't heard of the Profound Void Realm, seeing a Senior Immortal would still command their utmost respect.

Their expressions now carried a mix of admiration and surprise as they looked at Lin Xuan.

"Such formalities are unnecessary."

Lin Xuan waved his hand. He knew that these disciples were likely hoping for some favor from him, having seen the benefits high-ranking cultivators could offer. As he wasn't stingy, he swept his sleeve to reveal a large number of treasures.

Mostly they were spirit artifacts and magical treasures—things he considered trivial and would not miss if discarded. But to low-ranking cultivators, these were all sought-after treasures. The disciples gratefully accepted the gifts, filled with gratitude.

There was nothing else to mention. The disciples prepared a sumptuous feast of mountain delicacies and fine wines. Lin Xuan, who had been diligently cultivating for two hundred years, relished the meal, eating heartily with his disciples.

The feast continued until late into the night before Lin Xuan took his leave.

Returning to his old den, he found it in ruins. The Hundred Flower Valley was now a wasteland. Lin Xuan sighed, remembering that this den had been destroyed during his晋级.

But there was no need for concern; the area around it remained intact. He waved his sleeve and opened up a new den, then set up an array of flags before entering.

Although he had drunk much wine at today's celebration, Lin Xuan felt slightly dizzy. But after a brief adjustment, he regained his composure—cultivators were different from ordinary people.

Thinking about the晋级, it was too mysterious. What exactly happened? As the party involved, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear on what transpired between the Five Dragon Pendant and the Blue Star Sea.

He first sat cross-legged, closed his eyes, and used Inner Vision to examine himself.

His body seemed more resilient than before, though not yet as indestructible as the legendary Golden Body. But it was far beyond that of a regular Profound Void Realm beastman.

The Four Great Elements Lightning Fire Tribulation had been broken by the Five Dragon Pendant, but he still endured for some time. The tribulation was unbearable at first, but now he saw its benefits.

"Indeed, as expected. This tribulation will greatly enhance my Essence Refinement." Lin Xuan opened his eyes and muttered to himself, then calmed down to continue probing his body.

In the Dantian Sea, the two infant souls sat facing each other. The beastheart hovered above them. Both infants were stronger than before; after advancing to Profound Void Realm, the元婴 was now completely stable, even for teleportation.

The changes in the beastheart were even more dramatic. It had turned into a multicolored hue representing the five elements: gold, wood, water, fire, and earth.

Below the sea of energy, it seemed more like an ocean than a lake, with waves surging on its surface. But when Lin Xuan willed it, the entire ocean turned green without any signs.

Different colors represented different attributes.

Previously, he could freely command the five elements, but now, his control was even more refined.

Advancing to Profound Void Realm had indeed brought significant benefits. His mana was not only greater in quantity but also purer than before.

His divine awareness had greatly improved as well, surpassing that of a late-stage Profound Void Realm cultivator. In other words, while he couldn't claim the same strength, his divine awareness alone made him the top cultivator in the Eastern Sea.

But Lin Xuan was more interested in the relationship between the Five Dragon Pendant and the Blue Star Sea.

He extended his divine sense into the depths of his Dantian Sea.

Soon, countless blue light points appeared before him, floating slowly like a starry sea. However, at the center, there was now something new: the Five Dragon Pendant.

His two most mysterious treasures had come together, indicating they were related.

Lin Xuan tried to control the Five Dragon Pendant but found no effect. This was strange; it seemed to be in a dormant state.

"Wait."

He noticed an increase in silver light points in the Blue Star Sea, all concentrated around the Five Dragon Pendant.

Could this mean...

Lin Xuan calmed down and patiently observed without doing anything else.

Time passed quickly. After half a day, Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes, which had been tightly closed for so long.

His efforts paid off. After observing for some time, he finally noticed something.

The Five Dragon Pendant was indeed related to the Blue Star Sea. Since practicing the Lesser Heavenly Law Form, the Blue Star Sea had undergone certain changes, with some light points turning silver.

He wasn't sure why, but this was a good thing because the purification ability of the silver light points far exceeded that of the blue ones.

As his cultivation improved, the difficulty in refining elixirs also increased. The blue light points could no longer meet his needs.

However, cultivating Lesser Heavenly Law Form only slowly increased the number of silver light points, which was frustrating!

Lin Xuan was deeply troubled by this and even doubted whether he would face issues with elixir refinement after advancing to Profound Void Realm.

But the silver light points were too precious. He couldn't find a solution without Mo'er's help. He needed someone to discuss it with, but that wasn't possible now.

Fortunately, everything was in place. The joy in Lin Xuan's heart was evident.

However, he wasn't satisfied. Based on his speculation, the Five Dragon Pendant could promote the Blue Star Sea's changes, but their relationship was more complex than just that. He had only uncovered a small part of it.

Closing his eyes again, Lin Xuan used Inner Vision once more.

Compared to half a month ago, the number of silver light points had increased by several hundred. The increase in speed was significant; compared to before, it was like comparing heaven and earth. It was remarkable.

Now there were about seven or eight thousand silver light points, all revolving around the Five Dragon Pendant, forming a small cycle.

From afar, it looked as if his body now contained two star seas: one blue star sea, vast and deep like an ocean after years of cultivation; and another, smaller but more mysterious, centered on the Five Dragon Pendant.

Each rotation gradually turned the blue light points into silver. After 365 cycles, a single blue light point would fully transform into silver, representing a year's worth of cycles. On average, it took only ten days to complete one cycle.

Even with his divine sense, he couldn't connect with the Five Dragon Pendant. Lin Xuan sighed; it seemed he needed more time to figure out anything else.

But he wasn't anxious. He had plenty of time.

Patience was key. For now, he focused on stabilizing his realm after just advancing.

This couldn't be delayed; otherwise, his realm might drop again, which would be a waste.

So Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began meditating.

The Shangguan sisters visited the Hundred Flower Valley later, seeing their destroyed den restored. They were shocked. Lin Xuan sent a voice transmission from his second元婴 to briefly explain and asked them to return.

Of course, they obeyed without hesitation. They realized how impulsive they had been, coming just because of their longing for him, forgetting that he needed time to stabilize his realm.

Their admiration for the sisters was genuine when it came to restoring the valley with magic.
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Chapter 1956: Return to Simplicity

Lin Xuan's seclusion lasted for several more years. Winter gave way to spring, and summer turned into autumn. Time in cultivation had no meaning.

The entrance of his cavegovernment office or governor's mansion was tightly shut, and the once barren Hundred Flowers Valley now thrived with new plants and trees.

Outside the cave, a thick layer of dust covered everything. For seven years, no one had stepped foot in the Hundred Flowers Valley. Lin Xuan's consolidation took longer than expected, as it usually did for those who advanced to higher stages.

This was a peaceful morning, with birds chirping and insects being caught in the forest. Everything seemed tranquil and harmonious.

Without any signs, a loud rumbling sound echoed through his ears. The door that had been tightly shut for seven years swung open. A young man dressed in a light blue robe stepped out.

His appearance was unremarkable; he looked no more than twenty years old. There was nothing extraordinary about him. His body emitted no trace of spiritual energy, and his eyes were merely transparent and clear. In short, at first glance, this person did not look like a cultivator but rather resembled an ordinary mortal.

After reaching the Daoist stage, Lin Xuan's cultivation had reached a state of simplicity and purity. Most old monsters in the Daoist realm could not achieve such a state. For instance, Old Demon Tyrant, with his exposed malevolent energy, could only intimidate low-level cultivators but was useless against high-ranking ones.

Compared to Lin Xuan's current state of simplicity, it was clearly inferior. His every movement did not involve any spiritual energy yet harmonized perfectly with nature. Even at the Daoist stage, few would reach this level of purity and simplicity.

In fact, in ancient times a million years ago, such states had existed but were rare. Just like the cultivation method that Lin Xuan encountered last time, called Ruo Xuan's technique, which did not belong to any school—be it daoist, demon, scholar, or buddhist—it was a sword cultivator.

The state of simplicity and purity could only be achieved by very few ancient techniques.

One benefit of reaching this stage was that he could sense the Dao in his breath, making it easier for him to understand the laws of nature. Although it seemed somewhat ethereal, true high-ranking cultivators sought such understanding. The state of simplicity and purity was something they aspired to.

Lin Xuan's ability to experience this state naturally wasn't due to luck but rather the influence of the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique.

The Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique was one of the oldest techniques in the Mo Yue clan, a treasure that had been passed down through generations.

Five years ago, Lin Xuan had encountered this technique while exploring underwater. Compared to his previous stages, it took him only two years to stabilize at the Daoist stage. He could have emerged from seclusion then but decided against it after some contemplation.

He flicked his sleeve and a small ring appeared. This was an artifact he obtained from the Mo Yue clan, specifically worn by the Heavenly Witch Goddess.

The ring was small, elegant, and ancient-looking, with no other special features. However, it could be activated using Illusory Heavenly Fire. Inside were records of the most important treasures of the Mo Yue clan—the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique.

Lin Xuan had studied this technique before; each character contained profound meanings and incomparable power. Even his Nine Heavens Profound Technique seemed like a trick for children when compared to it.

While he hadn't seen the top-tier techniques in the spiritual realm, the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique's power was no less impressive and might even surpass them.

His decision wasn't exaggerated; however, whether or not to practice this technique troubled him. The conditions required were not strict—reaching the Separation stage and possessing a Five Elements Spirit Root or being able to harness the essence of the five elements.

What troubled Lin Xuan was that the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique was divided into four parts: Upper, Middle, Lower, and Ascension. Each part corresponded to the Separation, Daoist, Shen Dividing, and Tribulation stages.

The ring contained only the Upper part. An incomplete technique had limited use; even if it were powerful, half-finished cultivation could be detrimental. The time spent on such a practice was wasted, and sometimes different techniques conflicted within his body, leading to significant drops in cultivation or even ruptured meridians and death.

Though unappealing, the technique was too tempting to abandon. After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan decided against it but later changed his mind.

Recalling an artifact he obtained from the Human Realm—a root-like object from Demon King Hundred Toxins—Lin Xuan realized that with a similar method, he could activate the Middle part of the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique.

In essence, he already had half of this technique and could cultivate up to the Daoist stage without issues. This decision made him reluctant to abandon it.

The technique was too profound for Lin Xuan to ignore. Even if ordinary cultivators met the conditions, they could achieve dominance over their peers by following its methods.

After much deliberation, Lin Xuan decided to make the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique his primary cultivation method. While future plans were important, he didn't know how many years it would take to reach the Shen Dividing stage and might find the remaining parts of the technique.

This thought was not entirely prudent but Lin Xuan could not resist the technique's power. He decided to practice it regardless.

He had made this decision long ago and now merely followed through with it. Since the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique still met his needs at the Separation stage, he did not practice the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique during that time.

Lin Xuan intended to continue practicing the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique as a secondary method. In the future, he planned to cultivate two techniques simultaneously: the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique and the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

It was coincidental that after reaching the Separation stage's peak with the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique, Lin Xuan naturally turned to the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique for further cultivation.

He couldn't start from the Middle part; he needed to begin from the beginning and thoroughly review the Upper part, which corresponded to the Separation stage.

Despite this being a quick process due to his Daoist realm strength, Lin Xuan took five years to ensure a solid foundation.
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After a period of consolidating his foundation, Lin Xuan's seven-year seclusion seemed a bit too long. However, the收获 was rich enough to make up for it. Initially, he had only understood that the Black Moon Celestial Witch Technique was incredibly powerful, but after actual practice, its power far exceeded his expectations.

This technique was mysterious and incomprehensible, quite different from the styles of Taoism, Buddhism, Confucianism, or even cultivation techniques of demons. It could be described as a unique path.

In summary, he gained much benefit.

Now that his foundation was stable, Lin Xuan had mastered the first part of the Black Moon Celestial Witch Technique. He thought to himself: "I've been in seclusion for two hundred years; it's time to go out and walk around."

They say that when good things happen, one feels particularly happy. Besides advancing to the Profound Void stage, there were other reasons for his joy.

Previously, the Jade Silk Bee had consumed a large amount of top-grade crystal stones and then entered a cocoon state, falling into a deep sleep.

In just two hundred years, this demonic insect finally emerged from its cocoon.

Its size was much smaller than before, but it appeared even more ferocious. Not only did it have silver light points on its head, but the entire body was also covered in them.

Indeed, those silver light points were something that had never been seen before.

Lin Xuan spread his hand open, and a Jade Silk Bee was crawling on his palm. After consuming top-grade crystal stones and undergoing mutations, what kind of power would this demonic insect possess?

A strange light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he lowered his head to examine the dead pig. Then he raised it again.

"Sure enough, it is Time Poison."

Lin Xuan's voice was filled with joy as he spoke these words. The pig had not been poisoned; rather, it had aged and died. This perfectly matched what Senior Immortal Tongyu had described about the Jade Silk Bee. His master truly did not deceive him.

Although this large animal was a pig, not a demon race, its death could only indicate that Time Poison was effective but not how strong it was. For cultivators facing the Jade Silk Bee, they would not instantly lose their lifespan as easily as the pig had. The intrinsic effect of spirit energy in suppressing toxins also applied to Time Poison.

The effectiveness of the Jade Silk Bee in combat depended on the strength of its poison. This needed to be tested during actual battles against enemies.

Moreover, the defense of each insect was crucial when they swarmed together. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and sent a sword qi flying out.

A bright green light flashed as he only used seven-tenths of his strength. Despite this, it still split a hundred-meter-high mountain in half. However, a sharp sound echoed in his ears as the Jade Silk Bee was pushed away but remained alive through their mental connection.

The demonic bee had become so hard after evolving into its mature form.

Lin Xuan was surprised and delighted more than anything else.

This Jade Silk Bee was not yet fully mature, but it already possessed formidable power. Lin Xuan felt joy in his heart as he added another tool to his arsenal.

After the seclusion, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of green light and flew away. Soon, he arrived at the main entrance of the Hundred Herbs Sect. The disciples patrolling there were surprised and delighted upon seeing him. They quickly sent out a sound transmission talisman, and soon, Shangguan Mudouyu came to greet him.

Despite her unchanged appearance, Lin Xuan noticed that there was no trace of spirit energy on his body. "Why is Master not emitting any spirit energy?"

Although she was surprised, Shangguan Mudouyu still greeted him respectfully: "Senior, you have returned!"

"Call me by my name," Lin Xuan nodded and followed her into the main hall.

Princess Fang sat down, and a servant brought tea for them. After sipping it, Lin Xuan felt that the quality of the black wind island's spirit tea had improved slightly. He chatted casually with Shangguan Mudouyu before getting to the point: "I came here this time to ask Master about the immortal drunkenness ancient poison you helped me refine last time."

Shangguan Mudouyu's expression turned a bit uneasy as Lin Xuan spoke. She stood up and knelt down, bowing to him.

"Master, why?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by her reaction. He waved his sleeves, sending out a green glow that brought her closer. "Could it be that the refining of the treasure went wrong?"

"I apologize, Master. I failed to fulfill your request," Shangguan Mudouyu's face showed deep regret.

"Why?" she continued. "I have been very careful in refining this poison, but all attempts ended in failure."

Her eyes were filled with fear as she spoke. She knew the materials needed for such a poison and how rare they were. Even if she sold herself, she could not afford them. Although Lin Xuan had said that it was fine even if the refinement failed, Shangguan Mudouyu still felt guilty.

How could this be? Master must have known I would fail and just comforted me to ease my mind.

Despite Lin Xuan's usual kindness, Shangguan Mudouyu wondered how he would react after losing so many precious materials. She lowered her head, waiting for his wrath.

"Immortal drunkenness failed; where is the waste pill now?"

"It's here," Shangguan Mudouyu replied, taken aback. "I've been keeping it."

She was unsure why Lin Xuan asked about the waste pills. Once refined and wasted, weren't they just trash?

Lin Xuan did not answer her question but instead showed a reassuring smile: "Master need not worry. This poison is hard to refine; failure is normal. Give me the waste pills; I have my uses for them."

"Ah,"

Shangguan Mudouyu was surprised and confused, but more so with joy. She nodded.

"Alright, Master, please wait a moment."

Before she could finish speaking, she flew out of the hall to retrieve the failed immortal drunkenness. It was stored in her cave. In no time, she returned with an jade bottle: "Master, all the waste pills are here. I am ashamed for consuming so many treasures but failing every attempt. Please count; there are ninety-nine waste pills."

"Thank you, Master," Lin Xuan responded generously, taking the waste pills.

Shangguan Mudouyu was amazed by his demeanor. His expression did not seem forced; rather, it appeared as if he had expected this outcome. Why would he give so many precious materials when he knew they might fail? Wasn't that a waste?

What was Master's true intention behind this?

Shangguan Mudouyu could not fathom the reason and attributed his actions to his profound understanding. Since Lin Xuan did not explain, she did not ask.

"Alright, thank you, Master. I have some matters to attend to in the near future; please do not disturb me. As for my two disciples' cultivation, I will have my second spirit embryo guide them,"

"Understood."

Shangguan Mudouyu respectfully accepted his instructions and escorted him out of the cave. Lin Xuan returned to his own cave, where a black light flickered as his second spirit embryo appeared. He waved his hands, giving him many medicinal pills and treasures, all for his two disciples.

Lin Xuan's generosity toward Shangguan Mudouyu and her sister could not be described as generous; he was practically giving away his entire fortune. In the cultivation world, such a master was rare indeed. The two girls' consumption meant nothing to him, but he hoped they would grow quickly to help him in the future.
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Chapter 1958: Suspicions

The purification of Immortal Drunkenness by the Immortal Recluse was smoother than expected. The reason? Since the Five-Dragon Seal joined in, the silver light points had increased significantly. These light points were far more valuable than ordinary blue ones.

In just a few days, Lin Xuan successfully purified all the ancient toxins of Immortal Drunkenness.

Now, his palm held a round, deep-red pill.

Playing with this object, Lin Xuan's face showed an extremely satisfied expression.

It was time to leave Black Wind Island.

Having advanced to the Profound Void Stage, Lin Xuan had a plan for future cultivation. However, staying in the East Sea seemed less meaningful now.

Among the various realms of the Spirit World, this one was relatively inferior. The resources and quality of its spirit veins could not compare with those of famous major realms.

In other words, staying here would be detrimental to his future cultivation.

The most critical point was that Moon and Qinxin were not here; Lin Xuan wanted to find them in other realms.

He had made up his mind but still lacked a clear plan. Although both the Profound Void Stage and the Spirit Refinement Path belonged to the Spirit World, they were different realms. The inter-realm barriers between these small realms were naturally present due to the laws of nature.

These barriers, though not as formidable as those between the Spirit World and the Human World or the Spirit World and the Demon World, could not be easily overcome by him.

A high-level Immortal Recluse with profound strength would certainly be able to break through space and freely traverse these realms.

Advanced cultivators of the Spirit Refinement Path who specialized in spatial techniques might also achieve this without much difficulty.

However, their power was unattainable for Lin Xuan. He couldn't even dream about it.

Despite his confidence, Lin Xuan knew himself well enough not to overreach.

Thus, he needed another method to leave.

Given his extensive experience, the teleportation array was the easiest solution to consider.

Lin Xuan believed that there must be some connection between the various realms of the Spirit World. During ancient battles, any realm couldn't have withstood the demons led by the Asura King without coordinated cooperation.

For a small realm like the East Sea, high-level cultivators wouldn't be used as messengers; teleportation arrays would handle communication.

Of course, times change, and ancient teleportation arrays might be abandoned. But Lin Xuan believed he could find some.

He needed only one to activate, allowing him to leave this realm.

The plan was clear, but where should he look for these ancient teleportation arrays?

His target remained clear: the Three Demon Emperors, the Six Sea Kings, and the human Holy City. As long as such places existed, Lin Xuan believed that the leaders of the three races would be aware of them, keeping them in their possession.

However, this was a difficult task for him. Although he had advanced to the Profound Void Stage, he couldn't claim invincibility in the East Sea. Blind arrogance was undesirable. Even if he truly dominated the East Sea, what then? Lin Xuan lacked the courage to storm the strongholds of the three races.

That wasn't bravery; it was foolishness. Two fists could never match four hands.

He dismissed the idea of dealing with the demon race for now, as their relationship with humans had always been hostile. As a new Profound Void Stage cultivator, he would be a target if he ventured deep into their territory. Such risks were meaningless...

His relationship with the sea race was even more strained. The son of the Shark King had died at his hands in a conflict over crystal mines. He had also fought against the Whale King.

Having offended two out of six Sea Kings, seeking information from them would only cause trouble.

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; such actions seemed like sending a lamb to a tiger's den.

As for the Holy City, there were occasional conflicts. Lin Xuan didn't want to delve too deeply unless absolutely necessary.

All paths seemed blocked, but he couldn't forget another powerful force in the East Sea: the Nine Immortals Palace in the Chaos Sea!

He had no significant interactions with them, so there was no reason for conflict. Perhaps this could be a breakthrough point.

Lin Xuan wasn't sure if his plan was correct, but it seemed feasible to him.

After extracting the ancient toxins from Immortal Drunkenness, Lin Xuan rested for one night before leaving Black Wind Island.

Time was of the essence; he didn't want to delay once he had decided on a task.

A few days later, Lin Xuan arrived at an isolated place. Like two hundred years ago, there were no signs of humans or cultivators, not even fish or sea creatures.

Satisfied with this, Lin Xuan's figure flashed as if returning to the island from memory.

With his current eluding techniques, covering a few dozen miles was mere seconds.

Soon, he reached his destination. However, when he scanned the area, his eyes narrowed slightly.

He remembered setting up an illusionaryprohibition around the small island before leaving. Now, there were no traces of it. Had enemies come here?

A Corpse Demon couldn't break such aprohibition on its own.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of alertness as he considered this.

Nevertheless, with his current power, he had nothing to fear.

Moving swiftly, Lin Xuan arrived at the small island. He walked boldly because his divine sense had confirmed that the Corpse Demon wasn't here.

This was suspicious; there was no reason for him to ignore it. He needed to investigate thoroughly, as losing a puppet Corpse Demon of the Profound Void Stage would be regrettable.

Unlike last time, lower-level zombies and other wandering spirits on the island were completely cleared out.

However, the corpse fog had not diminished but grown denser instead.

This was one reason for his presence. Regardless of what happened to the Corpse Demon, it hadn't left this place.

It made sense; a Corpse Well was far more precious than a Yin Vein. The Corpse Demon wouldn't leave unless something significant changed, as this unknown island provided an ideal place for cultivation.

Lin Xuan arrived at the valley where the Corpse Well was located. Residual traces confirmed his suspicions. Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction; if the Corpse Demon had only temporarily left, it would return.

Lin Xuan intended to wait until he could see clearly. There was no other choice but to wait and watch. Sitting cross-legged, he decided to stay here and await the demon's return.
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Chapter 1960: Mysterious Elder

Waiting in boredom is meaningless, but for cultivators like Lin Xuan, it's nothing to worry about.

Lin Xuan had endured two hundred years of cultivation; this place was merely a drop in the bucket. The Corpse Demon could return at any moment, and Lin Xuan naturally couldn't meditate here. While cultivation required diligence, there was no need for constant effort.

Though Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, he only adjusted his breathing to maintain peak condition. He remained motionless for days, like a large stone that had always been there.

One morning, as the sun rose, thick fog still lingered around. Regardless of the weather, the island's Corpse Qi was dense and never dissipated. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed; he detected the Corpse Demon from over ten thousand miles away. The demon was running towards him at incredible speed.

Since advancing to the Daodark; deep; mysterious stage, Lin Xuan’s divine sense had become incredibly powerful, rivaling... or surpassing, a late-stage Daodark; deep; mysterious cultivator.

Such old monsters could only perceive for eight thousand li; Lin Xuan's range extended to ten thousand. For his realm, this was truly astonishing.

Lin Xuan felt the Corpse Demon returning here. He hesitated but didn't ambush. Instead, he continued sitting, unsure of what had happened in these two hundred years. He decided to wait and see before making any moves.

Ten thousand miles seemed unattainable for ordinary people, but not for Lin Xuan. He stood up, raising his head to scrutinize the Corpse Demon.

To his surprise, the demon looked different. Though it once had a master, Lin Xuan had personally refined it. The connection had been severed, leaving only a puppet. But now, this figure was unrecognizable. It appeared as an elderly man wearing a headscarf, dressed in clean robes and bare feet.

Despite the disguise, Lin Xuan could detect lingering Corpse Qi and the faint connection. This was indeed the Corpse Demon, but why had it transformed so drastically?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but his sharp mind couldn't deduce anything quickly. Just as he pondered how to approach, the Corpse Demon attacked. With a wave of its sleeve, it released dark Corpse Qi and transformed into a white-boned demon snake with wings. It lunged at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. "Friend, please hold your ground. Let's talk properly. Why attack me on sight?"

Though he wasn't afraid of combat, Lin Xuan didn’t want senseless fighting. He wanted to understand the situation clearly before engaging in battle.

The Corpse Demon ignored him and sneered. "Hmph, you pretend to be innocent. I thought I had escaped into the chaotic sea, but you still found me on this remote island. Why are you alone? Do you think I'm at my wit's end, forced to hide as a Corpse Demon, vulnerable to your attacks? You underestimate people too much..."

Lin Xuan realized he was misunderstood! The demon seemed ensnared by enemies and had previously been formidable against even early-stage Daodark; deep; mysterious cultivators.

From the demon’s few words, Lin Xuan deduced its situation but showed no sympathy. Regardless of the reason, this was unacceptable. He was angry that the demon wouldn't sit down to talk.

"Fine, let's see your skills," Lin Xuan thought. "I'll test my strength against a mid-stage Daodark; deep; mysterious monster."

He waved his sleeve and released a light beam, which transformed into a large white-tufted tiger. The two beasts clashed, with the tiger gaining the upper hand.

"Surprise!" an elderly man wearing a headscarf exclaimed. He was surprised by how well Lin Xuan performed despite the disguise.

Lin Xuan revealed his array flag and asked, "Hold your ground! Who are you?"

The situation reversed; it was now the elderly man who hesitated. "You ask me, but I want to know why you took over my Corpse Demon's body."

"Is this Corpse Demon yours?" The old man was taken aback. This outcome was unexpected.

"Of course. Why else would I come here? To reclaim the Corpse Demon, only to find myself in such a predicament," Lin Xuan said coldly. "What should we do?"

Even if it was just an early-stage Daodark; deep; mysterious Corpse Demon, its presence could be useful in battle. Lin Xuan wasn't about to let this go.

The old man sighed, his expression melancholic. "If you think I want this, before being harmed by that villain, I would have compensated for your loss. But now..."

Lin Xuan was surprised by the demon's arrogance. Even the Whale King didn’t speak so boldly. The old man’s identity was intriguing!
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I have no idea if you're just blowing smoke, especially after what happened to you. Even if you were truly formidable in the past, now you're a fallen phoenix that can't compare to a chicken. Now that you've taken over this puppet demon's body, we should discuss how to compensate Lin Xuan."

Lin Xuan’s slow voice entered his ears. His experience in the cultivation world was vast; he wasn’t easily fooled.

The elder’s face showed some displeasure. He had a very prestigious identity, but due to being ambushed by an ancient demon, he now found himself in a state where humans were not human and demons were not demons. Even three Demon Emperors or six Sea Kings wouldn't dare speak to him like this; it was truly a tiger fallen from its perch.

However, complaining didn’t solve the problem; power mattered in the cultivation world.

He knew this well, so he took deep breaths and suppressed his anger.

“Believe me if you will,” said the old man. “I’m now in such a predicament that no words can help. If my dao friend wants compensation from me, I currently have nothing of value. After much effort, my soul and this puppet demon finally merged. You want me to abandon it? That’s impossible. If you insist on forcing me, the only option is battle.”

The old man’s face showed a sneer. Although his cultivation had fallen to the middle stage, and due to his body being that of a puppet demon, which conflicted slightly with his previous methods, his abilities were significantly reduced. Without any suitable treasures, he wasn’t easily bullied.

A mere initial-stage cultivator, he believed it would take little effort to kill him. However, in his current state, there was no need to unnecessarily make an enemy.

Moreover, fear not a thousand dangers; fear the one that might come. The other’s strength seemed peculiar and not ordinary for someone at this stage. If they had some secret technique to escape and reveal his whereabouts, it would be a loss.

Hearing these words, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh bitterly. This guy was clearly being unreasonable, just like those who demand money or their life in the secular world.

In such a situation, Lin Xuan felt somewhat at a loss. The puppet demon had already been taken over by this person; even if he reclaimed it, it would be useless. It was a law of nature that couldn’t be reversed.

Moreover, this guy seemed truly in trouble and had nothing of value. Even if he were killed, no compensation could be obtained. In other words, whatever action Lin Xuan took seemed to result in a loss.

By chance, he found himself in a predicament where there was no easy way out.

Lin Xuan felt genuinely frustrated but was unwilling to simply let him go. What should he do?

He narrowed his eyes and remained silent. At that moment, something caught his attention, and he raised his head to gaze at the distant sky on his left.

The elder was taken aback. But after a while, his face also turned sour.

In the distance, where the water met the sky, dark clouds were thickly gathered. This wasn't unusual; this sea area was one of the most famous ancient battlefields, with extremely dense阴气, and the sky had always been like this.

What concerned them weren’t these clouds. In just a few breaths, a black-red cloud drifted over, covering several acres. It rolled loudly but seemed slow, actually moving at an incredible speed. It was still far away in the distance when it suddenly appeared before their eyes.

The clouds dispersed, revealing two cultivators. The man was tall and muscular, standing eight feet high, looking around thirty years old. He had a bald head and bare feet, with a face full of coarse features, making him look ugly.

As for the woman beside him, she looked younger, in her early twenties, petite, and beautiful. However, she wore heavy eyeliner that made her appear very exotic. Her attire was also peculiar, leaving both her feet bare.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he scanned these two cultivators. They were at the middle stage of Profound Knowledge, just a hair away from becoming experts. Compared to three Demon Emperors and six Sea Kings, their strength wasn’t much inferior. What was going on? The Eastern Sea was supposed to be a less advanced realm; when did it produce so many powerful cultivators?

Curiosity aside, Lin Xuan felt highly vigilant. Both the puppet demon’s elder and these two individuals seemed too strange.

He had seemingly been drawn into some conflict without realizing it. But Lin Xuan wasn’t one to fear anymore.

Thinking this way, he remained silent, deciding that watching developments was the wisest choice for now.

"Is it you two? Damn guys, I didn't expect you to find me so quickly," the elder’s gritted teeth voice echoed in his ears, filled with hatred and a hint of fear.

"Hmph. What's surprising is nothing. During our last encounter, although you managed to escape by luck, the mark left on your body won’t be erased because of that. Do you think changing your appearance would make us lose track of you? Struggling is futile; it’s better to surrender. As a great city lord, ending up in this state using a puppet demon as your body—don't you find it meaningless? Wouldn't it be better just to die?"

The man's coarse voice echoed in his ears, filled with mockery.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed abruptly. What was going on? A city lord?

He had guessed that the other’s identity was significant but never imagined such a drastic situation. Knowing that the Eastern Sea had three tribes standing tall, there were only a few Demon Emperors and Sea Kings, while the human side had just one great city. As its lord, his power must have been much greater than that of a Sea King or Demon Emperor.

No wonder he acted so arrogantly when they first met; it wasn’t mere boasting but genuine confidence.

But now, he was in such a predicament. What had happened to the great city? Lin Xuan was shocked and curious about this turn of events.

"Hey, Mo City Lord seems to have found an ally," said the woman’s seductive voice. "This young brother is unfamiliar, but—can you really help yourself escape with just an initial-stage cultivator?"

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over him, though his smile was charming, it gave a chill.

Ancient demon!

Lin Xuan had dealt with demons from other worlds before and recognized her identity. While she did a good job of concealing herself, Lin Xuan’s divine sense was stronger than that of an advanced-stage monster, and he could detect the faint demonic aura emanating from her body, which Lin Xuan caught.

"I merely passed by; I have no connection with this Mo dao friend," said Lin Xuan calmly. His face showed a hint of fear, but it was all pretense. (To be continued)
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……Pass by? | The woman was stunned for a moment before she burst into a giggle. "So it is, but no matter why you are here, it doesn't matter anymore. Even if you suffer collateral damage, that just means your luck has been bad. Since you're here now, there's no need to think about leaving. The only outcome will be the destruction of your soul."

The woman had already acted as her words fell silent.

She raised her left hand and waved a few strands of silk in it. Instantly, a pinkish-red fragrance spread out like bees rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan frowned, his expression filled with extreme annoyance. This time he really had bad luck; not only did the Corpse Demon have its soul stolen, but he was also caught up in this conflict without reason.

He understood what the other party's purpose was. In essence, it was nothing out of the ordinary—just killing to cover their tracks.

Damn!

Although Lin Xuan didn't want to engage in pointless combat, he couldn't allow himself to be slaughtered either. At this moment, countering was his only choice.

However, compared to cultivators, ancient demons at the same level would be more difficult to deal with; he couldn't afford to be careless.

In a blink of an eye, that pinkish-red mist had rushed up to him and gathered in the middle. A pinkish-white skeleton appeared in his vision.

It looked eerie and mysterious, making a series of cracking sounds as it chewed away, then suddenly plunged down towards Lin Xuan.

"Impossible!"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help but change color. He had clearly seen that the woman only used one magical blade; when did it split into two? Not far from him, another identical magical blade was still clashing with the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring. Although he hadn’t activated the Divine Phoenix Eye, his divine sense was confident enough. There should be no such misjudgment.

Excluding his own factors, this magical blade indeed had its unique advantages. However, at this moment, thinking about it was meaningless. Due to how sudden that attack was, Lin Xuan couldn't avoid it and didn’t even have time to summon any treasures.

Just as he was about to lose his head, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his right hand.

Bang!

A dull collision sound echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan’s right hand bled profusely, indicating that he had suffered a significant blow, but he avoided being killed. The woman's eyes widened with shock, her face filled with disbelief.

"Come... impossible, your body is so resilient; you actually blocked my magical treasure bare-handed."

It was no wonder the woman was shocked. She knew her own powers well. Her life-bound treasure might not have been extraordinary in terms of power, but it carried a spatial ability that allowed it to split into two. This effect often left unenlightened cultivators dead for reasons unknown.

This time, she tried this trick again, and the opponent indeed failed to see through it. However, at the critical moment, it was blocked.

Wasn't there something wrong? The person's body was so hard that he could block her magical treasure with his bare hands.

On the other side, Lin Xuan was drenched in cold sweat. He almost walked into the ghost gate. If not for his arm blocking the blade, his head would have been cut off.

He couldn’t help feeling terrified and then became extremely angry. The ancient demon at the middle-stage of the Corpse Demon realm? Let’s see how much power she truly has when I take it seriously.

With a wave of his sleeve, dozens of sword qi emerged like fish swimming out of water. They surged forward like a storm, piercing towards her.

This was just the beginning.

He then raised his right hand, and an egg-sized flame appeared. It glowed in four colors before emerging as a small bird about a foot long.

A phoenix-like cry echoed as it flew toward her.

The attack wasn’t over; the Magic缘Sword appeared in his palm. This time, Lin Xuan was truly enraged, preparing to send this woman straight to hell.

If you don't show your claws when you're a tiger, people will think you’re a sick cat?

Meanwhile, that ancient demon woman knew her first attack had failed and realized she might have kicked a hornet’s nest. As Lin Xuan's attacks followed like a storm, those sword qi were merely casually cast by the opponent and not difficult to deal with. She suppressed her hand, and black magical energy surged out like tentacles, quickly engulfing the sword qi.

However, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was much harder to handle. The woman first summoned a shield, but it was pierced through by the small phoenix.

Her face turned ashen as she frantically reached out and slapped her chest, opening a slot from which she spat out a black yuan珠. The dense magical energy around her managed to resist the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, but he didn’t show much surprise. Ancient demons came in many varieties; after reaching the stage of an infant spirit, some resembled human cultivators and condensed something akin to an infant spirit within their bodies, while others were more like beasts, producing a treasure similar to a demon nucleus.

This woman was clearly the latter.

These things were called yuan珠, and she had sprayed this out, containing her years of cultivation’s true essence. It could withstand the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, which wasn’t surprising.

However, what did it matter? For her, the crisis hadn't ended yet. A silver light suddenly appeared before her eyes, a majestic sword qi over twenty feet long. Although it didn’t reach the heavens or touch the ground, it was still astonishing as it descended upon her head.

This attack from Magic缘Sword wasn’t at full power; Lin Xuan wasn’t being chivalrous but wanted to continue attacking. Using only sword qi made the speed much faster.

Although not fully powered, with his strength having grown significantly after entering the middle-stage of the Corpse Demon realm, the power of Magic缘Sword naturally increased as well.

The demon woman was already pale and gasped in horror: "Divine Treasure of Heaven!" This is undoubtedly a genuine divine treasure; it’s not a fake.

Lin Xuan's attacks were seamless. At this moment, she had no place to hide. In shock, the woman didn’t want to wait for death either. She waved her hands repeatedly and flew out over ten magical treasures. Some were offensive, some defensive, but their goal was the same—to block or weaken that sword qi…!~!
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The sharp crackling sound was intense, like a continuous burst of popping beans. None of the treasures managed to hinder or block him; they were all swept aside effortlessly.

The female demon's face changed dramatically. This opponent didn't seem like an early-stage cultivator; even late-stage monsters behaved similarly. Could it be that she had been feigning weakness?

Her mind raced with these thoughts, and her regret was palpable. She had underestimated her foe too much, leading to this dire situation. But she wasn't willing to sit idly by. With a swift motion of her hands, the magical patterns on her body flared up in brilliance.

The figure before her was peculiar—a spider-like face with legs as tall as a man. It leaped towards her and transformed into something akin to armor.

However, this armor was not solid; it was merely an illusory form. The demon's techniques were indeed strange, but that mattered little now. Silver light shone brilliantly, and the terrifying sword energy sliced through with great force, as if splitting a mountain in half.

Despite the danger, her expression grew calm. With an extended hand, she traced a strange path in mid-air, uttering ancient and mysterious incantations.

A strong demonic wind swept over, transforming the spider's eight sharp claws into black arms. Each finger spread wide, revealing eight magical blades shaped like cattle-knives in her palms.

The eight demon-possessed arms swung together, emitting black light and lightning. The eight beams of light converged to form a vortex about a yard across, smaller than the silver sword energy but incredibly dark, with an endless abyss within. It approached her head-on.

"What is this power? So strange!"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. He had encountered ancient demons before, but none at the Profound Profound level—this was his first encounter.

The more powerful the ancient demon, the more unpredictable its techniques seemed, making them hard to grasp.

With a loud crackling sound, the sword energy and the vortex collided fiercely.

The vortex was torn apart, but pure demonic energy emerged from within. These energies had corrosive and entangling effects, enveloping the sword energy and turning it into nothingness.

"Phew."

The female demon exhaled in relief, though her expression showed no sign of ease. She had barely managed to mitigate this crisis, but the enemy's strength far exceeded expectations. Her resolve was wavering.

But there were no easy retreats in battle. The sneak attack had left Lin Xuan shaken, and he hated this woman with a passion. How could she be spared without satisfying his inner resentment?

With a flash of movement, Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

After practicing the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique, something coincidental had made Nine Heavens Microstep even more mysterious. It allowed him to move farther distances while becoming more concealed.

He appeared three feet in front of her with a flicker. In his right hand, he extended an array flag—a part of the Five Elements Spirit Infusion Array, red in color representing fire. The runes on it glimmered and shimmered, indicating its extraordinary nature.

Injecting mana into the flag, Lin Xuan waved it, gathering fire essence around him. A monstrous head appeared before his eyes, neither lion nor tiger but resembling a legendary creature called the Qilin.

Opening its blood-filled mouth, it lunged at her with a deafening roar that echoed in her ears. The spider-like figure on the armor reacted first, shedding its form and transforming into a living face-spider. Its human face came to life, with numerous white silk threads spewing from its mouth.

Attempting to block the monster's head, but it was ineffective. The Qilin opened its blood-filled mouth and unleashed a loud roar. The spider's silk was melted by the fierce flames that erupted from the Qilin's mouth.

This wasn't over yet. In an instant, the Qilin's head grew several times in size, opening its blood-filled mouth to emit a red glow that enveloped the face-spider and pulled it back into its belly.

"Wha—"

The female demon's eyes widened in shock. The terror on her face was indescribable. Her cherished figure had been obliterated so easily after years of cultivation.

If she hadn't witnessed this with her own eyes, she would have thought she was dreaming. Could late-stage monsters be this formidable?

But there was no time for contemplation. Lin Xuan wasn't about to let his advantage slip away. With a wave of the array flag, a loud crackling sound echoed as dozens of fiery sword beams emerged and shot towards her.

At such close range, she had nowhere to hide. Her magical patterns were faint, and her aura weakened significantly.

Taking deep breaths, she勉强凝聚起体内的魔气，聚集在中间，一个奇怪形状的盾牌出现在视线中。

随着这个物品出现，那些魔法图案消失了踪迹。对于高阶古魔而言，这无疑是元气大损的征兆。

但此时此刻，保住性命才是最重要的。她哪还顾得上其他。

下一刻，那些光刃狠狠地劈刺上去，却被那魔幕一般的盾牌挡住。

虽然这位女恶魔的实力无法与林Xuan相比，但她毕竟是中期，拼起命来还是会有一些手段的。

可惜挣扎是徒劳的。下一刻，瓷器破裂的声音传来，她的元珠终于抵挡不住幻灵天火，被小巧的凤凰啄裂了。碎片也被火焰包裹，吞入凤凰口中。

这打击可真是致命的。

对于古魔而言，元珠的重要性与妖丹差不多。失去妖丹后，虽然不会陨落，但受到的伤害也不少。

境界掉落是再正常不过的事，在战斗中遇到这种情况就是致命的。

“噗……”

鲜血从她口中喷出，她的血也是黑色。

这么好的机会林Xuan当然不会放过。面对异界的妖魔，哪还有怜香惜玉一说？当然是趁他病，要他命了。

再次注入法力，手中阵旗一挥，破空声大作，数十道烈炎光刃重新浮现而出，又一次向她激射而去。

这一次，悬念全无。那魔幕轻易被撕破，光刃消耗了一半，但剩下的依旧激射到身前。
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That demoness's face paled, and her previously arrogant demeanor was replaced entirely by shock.

She wanted to dodge, but with her life essence pearl broken, the remaining spiritual energy in her body was nearly depleted. Facing such a fierce attack, she had no means of turning the tide.

The fiery light blade descended upon her head without any obstruction. At this moment, she was at her weakest, and the glaring red light split her body into two halves.

No infant spirit emerged from within, but Lin Xuan still waved his right hand, causing a flag to flutter. A large number of flames surged out, engulfing the demon's remains and turning them into ashes.

Ahow!

The deafening roar echoed in his ears, creating massive waves on the sea surface. Thankfully, there were no fish or shrimp nearby; otherwise, they would have died from the shock.

Lin Xuan slowly turned his head to see that the bald demon's face was filled with anger and fear. The hunter had become prey, and he never imagined his companion would be killed by the enemy.

Was this a mistake? After all, ancient demons were generally stronger than same-stage cultivators... This opponent was only at the initial stage of Cave Profound...

Could it be that this guy was playing the fool to catch the big fish?

Even if an advanced ancient demon could not be defeated with just three or two punches, Lin Xuan's divine courage left him trembling. "Since you've come here, don't think about leaving," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Stop bullying us..." The ancient demon's voice boomed, sounding fierce but revealing his inner fear.

"How do you bully me?" Lin Xuan replied coldly. He then waved his sleeves and revealed another treasure, causing the ancient demon to be both surprised and angry, but he had no choice but to fight back.

Blinding light and explosions filled the air as various beams of light pierced through...

The strength of this ancient demon was only on par with that of the female demon. Facing Lin Xuan and the elder's combined efforts, he could not even muster a single counterattack; he was completely at a disadvantage and was killed after half an hour.

Even his infant spirit did not escape, being directly incinerated by the corpse fire.

"Thank you for your assistance. If it weren't for you, I might have fallen victim to these two demons," said the city lord as he retracted his corpse aura and transformed back into an old man wearing a headcloth. He bowed to Lin Xuan with gratitude in his eyes but fear in his heart. This young man's strength was too formidable; if he were at full power, he would not be afraid, but now...

Initially, the old man did not take Lin Xuan seriously, but after their positions reversed, if this opponent wanted to turn against him and kill him...

The old man felt extremely uneasy as he assessed his situation. He realized that he had no means of defending himself or escaping.

"Friend, there's no need for such formalities. Those two ancient demons sought their own demise; I did what was necessary to protect myself," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. His words were humble but accurate.

Hearing this, the old man breathed a sigh of relief. At least Lin Xuan had no malicious intentions.

"Are you the city lord?" Lin Xuan asked calmly.

"Yes, I apologize for any inconvenience caused."

The old man forced a smile; he had already revealed his identity to the two ancient demons earlier and could not deny it now.

"So, did something happen in your city that has anything to do with those demon creatures from other worlds?"

Lin Xuan was not out of curiosity but wanted more information, which would be beneficial for him as he traveled through the cultivation world.

"Since you saved me, there's nothing I can hide. As expected, the current city lord is an ancient demon from another world, and I am now a homeless dog..."

The old man sighed and recounted the events that had transpired in his city. In essence, it was not surprising; he was originally a cultivator of the Confucian school who stumbled upon an ancient demonic technique by chance. The technique was incredibly powerful and promised to help him break through to the Spirit Cultivation stage.

The current city lord was at the advanced stage of Cave Profound, but his cultivation had stagnated for thousands of years. Breaking through to the Spirit Cultivation stage was his greatest wish.

He could not afford to miss such an opportunity, and with his extensive knowledge, he recognized that this demonic technique was indeed a treasure.

So, he began practicing...

Although it was challenging at his level, the effort was worth it compared to the benefits gained. His cultivation progressed smoothly until near the breakthrough stage, where he needed a special ritual involving summoning the soul of an ancient demon from another world.

The old man did not doubt this; in his previous practice, although he followed Confucian techniques, he had heard that powerful demonic cultivators required the presence of actual ancient demons to enhance their cultivation.

And the more powerful the ancient demon, the rarer and more valuable the technique...

This was not unusual. After practicing the demonic technique, the long-standing bottleneck finally broke, leaving him just one step away from Spirit Cultivation stage.

Overjoyed, he had no reason to doubt it and continued his arduous cultivation.

The old man sighed, his face twisted in regret as he spoke with extreme bitterness: "I thought I was lucky. After all, the technique was a stroke of luck, but at great cost. Little did I know, this was a trap."

"Trap?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing deep contemplation.

"You are correct; I deeply regret my actions. This so-called powerful technique is nothing more than a scheme by ancient demons from another world to invade our spirit realm," the old man explained.

"Oh? That's interesting," Lin Xuan became more intrigued: "Please explain in detail."

"This technique was indeed beneficial at first, but when it came time to break through the bottleneck, the summoned soul was not that of an actual ancient demon. Instead, a practitioner's soul was used as bait to summon the demon spirit here..."

After hearing the detailed explanation, Lin Xuan finally understood the demons' deception. It was well-known that there were powerful inter-dimensional barriers between the spirit realm and the demonic world, far more formidable than those within the spirit realm.

Even a Transcendence cultivator would struggle to cross over easily, let alone ordinary ancient demons. However, for some reason, they had devised this trap using the technique as bait.

It was unclear who invented it in the demon realm but managed to deceive everyone.

Using the power of the practitioner, the demon spirit could be summoned here.

However, only the soul of an ancient demon arrived, not its physical form. Thus, the practitioner became a target for possession.

The city lord, thinking he had found treasure, stepped into the trap and became a tragic figure.

His soul was stronger than his body, which had unknowingly been corrupted by demonic influence during practice. With unfavorable conditions, he faced a crisis in the struggle to possess his body.

Seeing no other option, the city lord abandoned his body and escaped, while the demon took over his position.

"So, this current city lord is an ancient demon?" Lin Xuan was shocked after hearing these events. The demons from other worlds must have had some ulterior motive. Was this demonic technique exclusive to the Eastern Sea cultivation world or had they set traps in other parts of the spirit realm?

What did they intend to achieve by doing so? Were they trying to stir up conflict between the two realms?

In ancient times, apart from the Asura King leading his ghostly forces to massacre the spirit realm, the demons also engaged in similar activities. Even conflicts between the demon realm and the ghost realm were common.

"That's not right. You said there was only one ancient demon who possessed you, an advanced stage Cave Profound cultivator. What about those two ancient demons earlier?"

"There's nothing strange here; if this demon impersonated me, it could easily pass off the demonic technique to other elders in the city," Lin Xuan concluded.
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"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of sudden realization. If what the old man said was true, the ancient demon's plot could be quite serious, potentially causing more damage than a soul invasion.

Indeed, it seemed like repelling wolves at the front gate and welcoming tigers through the back door; the cultivation world in East Sea would soon face turbulent times.

Though his mind raced with thoughts, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. He had faced many storms before, and he knew that even if the sky fell, there was always someone to hold it up. Whether or not the cultivation world in East Sea would descend into chaos, as long as he had his current strength, ruling over East Sea was a non-issue.

In other words, whatever ancient demon's plot might be, it did not concern him.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold sneer.

"Comrade, your misfortune is indeed heartbreaking. However, the corpse flag I obtained required considerable effort on my part. If you now take possession of it, shouldn't you provide some compensation to me? This request, I believe, should be reasonable."

The old man was taken aback by Lin Xuan's words and then showed a hint of embarrassment.

"My misfortune is clear to you; why bring up the past again? Had I still been the ruler of the Holy City, no matter what your demands were, I would have accommodated them. But now, I am merely a homeless dog with nothing left. How can I possibly compensate you?"

This was undoubtedly true, but Lin Xuan's words had their own reasoning.

"Why should Comrade belittle yourself? I am not unreasonable; the compensation I propose is within your reach, almost trivial."

"Oh?"

The old man's expression showed surprise as he asked for clarification.

"Comrade, please explain. If it truly lies within my power, naturally, I will not refuse."

"Comrade, although you are currently experiencing misfortune and have encountered some setbacks, you were once the ruler of the Holy City, one of the top existences in this world. May I ask, if Comrade wishes to leave here, what plan do you have?"

"Do you mean leaving East Sea?"

Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing a hint of anticipation. He had originally intended to seek an answer from the Nine Immortal Palace, but now, with this unexpected encounter with the ruler of the Holy City, he wouldn't let such a good opportunity slip.

After all, while the Holy City was more powerful than the Nine Immortal Palace in terms of authority, the current person might be like a dragon trapped in a shallow pond, but his knowledge and memories remained intact.

"Comrade, it is difficult to leave East Sea now."

"How so? If I am not mistaken, this world should have teleportation arrays that connect to other minor worlds," Lin Xuan's expression was extremely serious. He believed in his judgment; he had no reason to doubt himself.

"You are correct. Teleportation arrays did exist before. However, 300,000 years ago, East Sea fell into chaos as all three races were involved in the conflict. The Holy City itself was even breached, and its teleportation array was destroyed. I believe the same fate befell the妖族and 海族,"

"In short, our cultivation world in East Sea has lost contact with other minor worlds. Although the barrier between us is not as formidable as that from the human world to the spirit realm, without a teleportation array, one would need to master spatial techniques or at least be an early-stage cultivator to breach it."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan's face darkened significantly. It was reasonable; there was no reason for the old man to lie.

After some thought, he said in a low voice, "If Comrade says so, leaving here would indeed be difficult. But with such vast East Sea, could teleportation arrays only exist at three places?"

"Of course not. According to what I know, during ancient times, there were five teleportation arrays instead of just these three."

"Five? Where are the other two?"

"The other two… you can forget about them,"

"Why?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"One is in the deepest part of the Ruins Sea, where even late-stage cultivators would face certain death. The other location has always been a great secret; ancient texts that might reveal its whereabouts have long been destroyed. Heaven only knows where it is."

The old man's slow voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply. This matter was indeed complicated.

Ignoring the hidden teleportation arrays for now, since no cultivators had discovered their location over decades, he doubted his chances of finding them even with extraordinary luck and fate.

As for the deepest part of the Ruins Sea, it remained unexplored for many years; the dangers were obvious.

Finally, he had a clue to leave, but it seemed like a dead end. What should he do?

"Comrade, given your strength, why bother leaving here? If you can help me eliminate the ancient demon that took over my body, I am willing to become your sworn brother and jointly manage the Holy City,"

The old man's face was filled with hope as he spoke.

Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; his abilities had already been witnessed. If he could assist in eliminating the demon, it wouldn't be impossible…

His offer was tempting, but for Lin Xuan, it was not even worth considering.

He was a hardworking cultivator whose sole wish was to ascend to the Immortal Realm and live as long as heaven and earth. Even if they jointly managed the Holy City or ruled over East Sea, he showed no interest.

No matter how glorious the power might be, what difference would it make? If he couldn't advance to the Spirit Formation stage, in tens of thousands of years, he would still end up as dust. Such a short-sighted goal could never compare to ascending to the Immortal Realm.

"Comrade, you should reconsider. Do you know how much convenience and benefits you can gain by becoming the ruler of the Holy City? It will greatly aid your advancement," the old man persisted in his persuasion.

"Even if there are such benefits, what difference does it make when East Sea has not produced a single Spirit Formation cultivator over countless years?"

Lin Xuan's brief remark effectively shut down the old man's arguments. Both were clear-sighted; some things didn't need to be said explicitly. Lin Xuan's point was obvious: compared to other spirit realms, East Sea was too worthless for such benefits to produce a Spirit Formation cultivator. Thus, those supposed advantages held no allure.

"Comrade, your ambition is commendable, but the Spirit Formation stage isn't as simple as you think. Although resources in East Sea are scarce, even on larger worlds, few reach that stage; it's not an easy advancement," the old man tried to persuade again.
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...

Lin Xuan said slowly, his tone resolute to the extreme. "My friend, there's no need for such insistence. Everyone has their own aspirations. No matter what, I won't be staying here."

The elder sighed and said, "Since that is the case, then I will not persuade you further. However, finding an ancient teleportation array is indeed extremely difficult. If my friend changes your mind, feel free to come find me anytime."

"Oh, my friend's whereabouts have already been exposed; yet, are you still not planning to leave?" Lin Xuan said with some surprise.

"I act this way for a reason," the elder replied.

Lin Xuan nodded. Although there were reasons behind his actions, they had nothing to do with him. Digging deeper would be meaningless and might even invite suspicion. With Lin Xuan's smoothness, he certainly wouldn't be so foolish.

"Thank you for your clues. However, the Corpse Demon you are occupying is a Tier 1 monster. This small help may not be enough to compensate for my losses," Lin Xuan said. He was one who only took and never gave, always trying to maximize his benefits from any situation.

Hearing this, the Lord of the Holy City couldn't help but laugh bitterly. His opponent was indeed too cunning.

"Why must you press so hard? I have revealed all the information I know to you. Given my precarious position now, how could I possibly have anything left to compensate you..."

The expression on the Lord's face showed his wariness. If he said this, it might not be for good intentions. Perhaps he was trying to play the cunning rabbit and the cooked dog game.

By probing him with information from his mouth and then killing him to silence him...

After all, there were many opportunists in the cultivation world, and giving Lin Xuan a copy of the Corpse Demon's cultivation techniques would cause him no pain. He agreed readily without hesitation.

"Thank you for your assistance."

Lin Xuan said as he waved his sleeve, sending out an empty white epiphany scroll. The elder took it with one hand and sank his divine sense into the scroll.

After half a cup of tea, he looked up and threw the epiphany scroll back to Lin Xuan.

"Thank you." Lin Xuan examined the treasure in his hands: "When my friend copied this, did you make any alterations or omissions?"

The elder was taken aback. "My lord, what are you saying? This is just a trap. I have nothing to cherish; if my friend wants it, he can take it. Why would I do something that's not worth the effort?"

Lin Xuan chuckled and said, "I only said this as a joke. My friend doesn't need to be too concerned."

Lin Xuan flicked his hand, lowering his head and sinking his divine sense into the epiphany scroll. One mustn't have the heart to harm others but always be wary of them. Although it was unlikely that the Corpse Demon had tampered with anything, he still needed to check thoroughly before feeling at ease.

To his surprise, despite its subtle and profound nature, the Corpse Demon's techniques were not overly complex. Lin Xuan read each word carefully for several hours. In this time, although full comprehension wasn't possible, it was easy to spot any alterations or omissions.

"Did I deceive my friend?"

"It seems that I was too cautious."

Lin Xuan looked satisfied as he put the epiphany scroll into his waist pouch: "With this matter settled, I will not disturb your meditation. Farewell."

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow and flew away like an arrow toward the distance.

He disappeared from sight after a few flashes.

The Lord of the Holy City sighed as he watched him go: "What a pity that young man is a hard worker. If willing to help me, things would be completely different now."

Having missed out on strong support, he was extremely disappointed but wouldn't give up. He would make the ancient Corpse Demon pay one day.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan flew toward the direction of the Nine Immortals City after leaving the small island.

This time, his original intention was to reclaim the Corpse Demon, and he never imagined encountering so many unexpected changes.

The Corpse Demon had already been taken over by the Lord of the Holy City, so there was no way to retrieve it. However, he gained a lot of useful information in the process.

The interdimensional teleportation array was undoubtedly an extremely important secret. If he had relied on his own efforts to find out, he would have spent much more effort. From this perspective, he wasn't too much at a loss.

After all, everyone's situation was different. With his current strength, a mere Tier 1 Corpse Demon could no longer provide significant assistance.

In the ethereal light, Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and a black epiphany scroll appeared in his palm.

"An ancient Corpse Demon's plot?"

Looking at this object, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sneer. For most people, knowing about it would be like avoiding a venomous snake or scorpion, but Lin Xuan didn't think so. Everything had two sides; if used properly, it could also be a treasure.

As long as he didn't cultivate it, there was no harm. Lin Xuan naturally felt comfortable carrying it around.

Moreover, even if he cultivated it, the Lord of the Holy City's downfall was due to falling into the ancient Corpse Demon's trap on the surface. But from another perspective, it was still because he wasn't strong enough.

Thinking back to the initial encounter, when the Corpse Demon's soul invaded and took over his body, if the Lord of the Holy City had won, would this outcome be so tragic now?

In essence, strength mattered most.

While flying, Lin Xuan analyzed the information obtained from the Lord. There was no need for him to lie; it should be true.

There were five interdimensional teleportation arrays in total. Three had already vanished, and one of their locations was unknown. Over many years, none of the three tribes' cultivators had found any trace. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't place much hope on that.

The only remaining one was in the Ruins Sea.

However, the Lord of the Holy City clearly stated that this teleportation array was deep within the Ruins Sea and fraught with danger. Even with his current strength, the chances were slim.

He still needed to carefully consider it.

After all, the Ruins Sea was different from other places; it was an ancient battlefield.

Its origins could be traced back millions of years when the Arhats' King had just fallen. The ghostly creatures scattered in all directions. However, the Tyrant Bright King led his remnants and fled to the Eastern Sea, this realm. Although no one here could resist them, one of the Three Loose Immortals of the Spirit Realm led a pursuit.

A fierce battle ensued, shaking the heavens and earth. Both sides had no weak points, resulting in a devastating clash that left the small interface in ruins, creating the Ruins Sea.

As an ancient battlefield, countless powerful beings had fallen here, leaving behind countless treasures. However, danger was everywhere.

And it increased as one ventured deeper. After decades of exploration, the Ruins Sea was divided into five regions by cultivators.

The first three layers were unremarkable, and even the fourth layer wasn't too dangerous for Lin Xuan to venture into if he took precautions. However, the fifth layer was different.

No one knew what dangers lay within because many high-ranking experts had ventured there but never returned alive over countless years. This included the 18th Patriarch of the Nine Immortals Palace, as well as the Great Whale King and the Mad Shark King from the Sea Tribe who entered together in the 300,000-year period, and even elders from the Human City's Holy City...

There were rumors that the reclining brow Bodhisattva, once hailed as the top figure of the Eastern Sea, had also fallen within.

Other high-ranking experts aside, each was a Tier 1 cultivator. The reclining brow Bodhisattva was an advanced cultivator in his later years.

Although Lin Xuan's abilities far surpassed those of his peers, he still lacked confidence when facing the perilous fifth layer. However, the other party claimed that the last teleportation array was within it.

This left Lin Xuan somewhat at a loss.

However, for him now, the Eastern Sea was merely a chicken's rib—meaningless to stay in. Therefore, no matter what, he must leave this place.

Danger wouldn't deter his steps, but before leaving, he had to visit the Nine Immortals Palace first.
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After saying this, Tang海棠 seemed to realize her overstep and left without further ado, carrying the lute.

Just then, Bai Li岚 heard the commotion from here and stopped the carriage, peering inside with the curtain lifted.

Below the mountain peak, those strange beasts were actually starting to self-detonate. After detonating, they turned into countless blood mists that were absorbed by the dozens of altars.

"Alright, get some rest early tonight; we have to wake up early tomorrow," said昊天 with a smile, leading Fairy Bell to go rest first.

It was strange. When Huang玄灵 re-entered this Hundred Li Dark Forest, all those sinister things inside actually avoided him, not daring to approach. It seemed that there was something terrifying about Huang玄灵.

"What does the general mean?" Chu Fan was taken aback and started thinking. Liao Hua's words couldn't be wrong; after a moment, his eyes lit up as he looked at the general again.

The situation had indeed been rather sudden. Ye Han didn't know what to pray for. If the other party really were Phantom Ice King, shouldn't he have led thousands of troops in grand procession? As a king, acting so recklessly was too overconfident.

A gust of wind rose, and the scattered willow catkins seemed even more chaotic at this moment. They fluttered down like woven mist, interwoven with an array of faint fragrances, as if the entire world had been shrouded in mystery.

Yin Le found it hard to believe. It looked like she needed to send Bai Zi out for something; otherwise, keeping him confined every day would surely turn him into a snake smothered by his own boredom.

"Good! Good! You wait!" The leader was so scared that he retreated and left with a harsh threat before going to seek reinforcements.

Could it be that she bribed the bodyguards I hired to watch over the secret formula? Although he didn't know where the secret formula was, Sun Deguang still felt uneasy. He planned to return to Hong Kong soon to check on the situation.

Just as Zhu Dan started her car, her phone rang. Zhu Dan glanced at the caller ID and saw a strange number. She put in earplugs and slowly drove out of the parking lot.

Although Bone Curse City had become ruins, the metals, wood, and various remnants together were worth over one billion gold coins. He wouldn't let them slip away.

Seeing a glimmer of survival, the count smiled at Ye飘's smile and immediately mimicked it with a sycophantic laugh. Apart from the dog-like humility, all that remained was the excitement to live.

So, when facing litigation, shouldn't I seek advice from someone well-versed in law?

Lu Xue stuck out her tongue, looking unconvinced but still glanced at Augustus. The latter stared intently at Gu Nansheng with a sharp look on his face.

"Second body!" said Xie Yuming simply. His meaning was that this was the second corpse they had seen since entering the Crow's Nest House.

This judge was amateur, a graduate student in sports who occasionally took up the role. He lacked the authoritative presence of an international referee and felt a bit lost when so many people were looking at him, instantly feeling immense pressure.

Regarding this matter, it concerned his future development on the frontier, so Huang Lefu decided to personally go to Huo Hua City to talk with the third wife. After all, there was much that couldn't be discussed in front of an envoy.

Destruction roared and gripped the giant axe tightly, slashing towards Gu Nansheng with a force that shook the mountains. It seemed like a strike from Pangu when he cleaved the heavens and earth.
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Although the information provided by the City Lord should be accurate, Lin Xuan was still cautious about verifying it further. Better safe than sorry; he didn't want to fall into a trap due to carelessness.

Regardless of whether he could gather any intelligence or not, Lin Xuan intended to make an effort in this direction.

That was one reason.

The other reason for his visit to that sea region was related to the events from years ago. Back then, he had encountered Red Leaf Fairy at Sha Yang Sect and clashed with its Supreme Elder, even involving Fian Curtain Iblan. The battle of wits and strength ended up in a situation where Lin Xuan benefited as the fish.

In the end, Sha Yang Old Demon was forced to acknowledge him as his master and was implanted with Soul Suppression Technique.

This old demon had committed countless atrocities, so Lin Xuan wasn't going to be lenient. He proposed stringent conditions: if they wanted their freedom back, they must find the last seven materials for forging a fire sword.

After all, those materials were extremely rare, not just something that could be found with strength and luck; it required substantial manpower. Although Sha Yang Sect's power couldn't compare to Nine Immortal Palace in this chaotic sea region, it was still one of the renowned sects with deep roots.

With such a major sect at his disposal, the efficiency of finding materials would naturally be much higher than if he were alone.

Two hundred years had passed since then. By sheer luck, Lin Xuan obtained two precious items: the Lustrous Five-Colored Stone and Nine Yang Heavenly Fire Liquid.

Now, only five materials remained for forging the fire sword. He didn't know how many of them his opponent could find.

Regardless, he decided to pay a visit to Sha Yang Sect on his way there.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush to travel. Three days later, an island appeared in sight.

It was vast and this was where Sha Yang Sect's main headquarters was located.

Revisiting the place, Lin Xuan’s mindset had changed significantly. After so many years of hard work, he could finally look down on other cultivators from his position at the Daoist Cave Heaven.

On the side closer to the shore, there was a huge market bustling with activity. However, Lin Xuan didn't linger here; his current status and power made it unlikely that anything in this market would be useful to him.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew directly towards the central buildings on the island.

The protective array wasn’t activated during normal times, but some small restraints still functioned. Any cultivator approaching would trigger an alert automatically.

Several cultivators were patrolling. The leader was a plump and thin old man, both at the Condensation Core stage.

Suddenly, the plump old man raised his head, showing signs of surprise on his face.

"Brother Wind, what's going on?" The thin old man was taken aback as well, following the plump one’s gaze. A streak of light appeared in their vision and flew towards them at incredible speed.

"I didn't see it wrong, right? There should be at least seven restraints set up for warning, but none of them have sent any alerts," the thin old man said in shock.

"You ask me; I wouldn’t know."

The plump old man retorted unceremoniously. He scanned the area with his eyes and his expression turned even more serious.

He couldn't tell how deep this person was. To be precise, he didn’t detect any signs of spirit energy emanating from him. It seemed like a common mortal. Could it be because of this that none of the restraints had detected his presence?

Lin Xuan’s face also showed a satisfied expression. Returning to simplicity truly worked wonders; without using Concealment Technique, he managed to fool those minor restraints.

Despite their shock and alarm, they didn't dare to slack off due to their duties. The two old men exchanged glances before flying up together.

"Salutations, Senior. We are Sha Yang Sect's officials responsible for patrolling. Could you tell us why you have come here? Do you need us to relay your message?" They bowed respectfully, with the plump one speaking, neither arrogant nor humble, quite appropriate.

"I came here for a reason, but your cultivation is too low; it might be hard for you to pass on my request," Lin Xuan said in a calm voice. It wasn't just show-off; at his current level, he exuded an aura of a hermit.

Their tone was overly grandiose, but the two old men exchanged glances and didn’t dare to contradict him. Despite not emitting any signs of spirit energy, their presence next to this person made them feel like insignificant ants. Could it be that this unfamiliar senior was actually at the Separation stage?

Indeed, they had reason to doubt; in Lin Xuan's eyes, Separation Stage cultivators were unremarkable and could easily be annihilated with a wave of his hand.

However, judging from his perspective, looking at the cultivation world was incorrect. The path of cultivation was fraught with difficulties, whether it was the mortal realm or the Eastern Sea, or other planes in the Spirit Realm; low-grade cultivators dominated while high-grade ones were much fewer.

In the Eastern Sea, Separation Stage cultivators were already quite remarkable and not something ordinary cultivators could easily encounter.

With this thought, they dared not breathe. At that moment, another streak of light flew from behind, entering their line of sight.

It was fast, arriving before them in no time.

The light faded, revealing a young woman with delicate features. She looked to be only seventeen or eighteen years old, extremely youthful. Wearing a pure white robe, she seemed like a beautiful fairy.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly as he saw the surprise in his depths. If this woman were from a righteous sect, he wouldn’t have found her unusual. However, Sha Yang Sect was notorious for its evil deeds and was a major demon sect. Seeing such an elegant young lady here was indeed surprising.

The two old men on the side showed signs of excitement as they bowed in mid-air: "Revered Senior Yao."

The woman didn't pay attention to the low-ranking disciples but immediately changed her expression when she saw Lin Xuan.

She quickly bowed and said, "Junior Yao Chou pays respects. Welcome, Senior; please tell me what you need, and I will do my best to fulfill your wishes."

"Yao Pool?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead. The name was interesting indeed.

"Yao Pool, Fairy Yao Pool? Hmm, it seems like I've heard this before," Lin Xuan felt familiar but didn't pay too much attention; a Separation Stage cultivator was no longer worth considering.

The low-ranking cultivators, including the plump and thin old men, were equally shocked. If their revered senior called him Senior, could he be an Old Monster at the Daoist Cave Heaven stage?

Everyone became excited. In the Eastern Sea, there weren't many Daoist Cave Heavens; Sha Yang Sect's Supreme Elder was only in the initial stage but had already made the sect notorious and powerful for over ten thousand years, second only to Nine Immortal Palace!
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And though they had been part of the sect for centuries, the faces of these few young cultivators were unfamiliar to Shi Yang's golden face. They hadn't expected to meet a True Monarch-level cultivator at this moment.

A mix of joy and unease washed over them as they dared not breathe.

Yao Chi Fairy arrived here, so Lin Xuan naturally didn't pay attention to the few junior cultivators.

After taking a good look at this woman, he found her impressionable enough. Thus, with a pleasant smile, he said, "I've come here to visit an old friend."

"Visit an old friend?"

"Yes, I have an old acquaintance in your sect, Shi Yang True Monarch. Today, I specially came to pay him a visit," Lin Xuan spoke calmly. The lie was flawless.

"Oh, that makes sense."

Yao Chi Fairy nodded, showing respect on the surface but secretly pondering. She was Shi Yang's direct disciple and one of his favorites; she had been his disciple for over a thousand years. Why hadn't her esteemed teacher ever mentioned such a friend?

Although vast, Donghai only had so many True Monarch-level experts, each renowned, yet this person seemed too unfamiliar…

In any case, the matter was full of mysteries, and she even suspected that Shi Yang might have some ulterior motives.

Not long after, just as they were about to wait for a while longer, suddenly, celestial music filled the air, and countless beams of light shot out from the front.

"What…?"

The low-ranking cultivators didn't need to be mentioned; even Yao Chi Fairy was stunned.

In the flickering light, figures could barely be seen. They were clearly all cultivators.

Leading them were dozens of female cultivators, divided into two lines on either side, each with twelve people, around seventeen or eighteen years old, their faces delicate and beautiful. Each held a lantern in hand as they walked gracefully from the sky, like celestial maidens descending to earth.

Behind them, phoenixes called out, and countless rare beasts sang and danced, their beauty dazzling. They were clearly trained by high-ranking cultivators.

More and more light appeared; Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over it, discovering that even the lowest-ranked among them were at the婴 stage, but they showed no ill intent, instead displaying great respect.

Most of Shi Yang Sect's high-ranking cultivators had gathered here.

Yao Chi Fairy was genuinely surprised. She covered her mouth in shock and looked at Lin Xuan differently.

Who could this be? Even if it was her esteemed teacher returning to the sect after his travels, he wouldn't need such a grand welcome.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly. Although Shi Yang had been ensnared by soul-binding techniques, welcoming him with such fanfare didn't make sense. His actions suggested that he was trying to curry favor and was somewhat anxious.

It seemed that finding materials for him hadn't gone as smoothly as expected.

Lin Xuan sighed but didn't show any disappointment just yet. He simply floated in place nonchalantly.

Soon, the group of lantern-carrying maids arrived before him, bowing gracefully toward Lin Xuan. Following them was an old man in black robes who appeared energetic and sprightly—Shi Yang, the old demon.

His gaze swept over Lin Xuan, revealing shock on his face. He had just received a message from his disciple, Yao Chi, detailing everything with great care. She had even used powerful techniques to imprint Lin Xuan's appearance within it.

Seeing this, Shi Yang was shocked and dismayed after two centuries of freedom. This kid had finally come looking for him.

Especially when his disciple said that the other was a True Monarch-level cultivator.

He was half-believing, half-doubting. He had personally experienced Lin Xuan's power, which was indeed incredible, but to advance from the元 stage to True Monarch in just two centuries? That seemed too exaggerated.

Such speed defied natural laws, so he was uncertain.

Even if Lin Xuan hadn't advanced, his soul and essence were still in his hands. Killing him would be easy. At such a moment, face didn't matter; survival did. His task had been far from satisfactory—those rare materials were hard to find, and after two centuries of effort, he could only gather a little.

Would the other get angry?

He was afraid of Lin Xuan's wrath, which led him to put on this grand show.

As they say, one doesn't strike a smiling face. He hoped that Lin Xuan would be lenient for his efforts and give him more time.

The old demon had indeed gone through much trouble.

Seeing Lin Xuan now, he hesitated. The other had indeed advanced to True Monarch.

He could only envy the kid's cultivation methods.

In addition, he wanted to show respect but felt awkward in front of so many disciples. Although he had prepared himself, it was harder than expected when faced with reality.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't a harsh person and didn't want him to feel too uncomfortable. He simply bowed and said, "Brother Shi Yang, long time no see."

"Friend Daoist Lin, welcome! I've missed you so much," the old demon responded, bowing as well.

After some formalities, the old demon turned to his disciples and shouted, "What are you still standing there for? This is Brother Lin's esteemed friend. Quickly come over and pay your respects."

His shout was like a thunderclap in a clear sky, echoing loudly in their ears.

The cultivators exchanged glances; they had never seen the ancestor (master) treat anyone so respectfully. They quickly approached to greet him.

A white light appeared as a red-haired old man leaped out and stood before Lin Xuan at a distance of about ten feet. He knelt down, bowing deeply: "Junior Shen Wuxuan, the head of Shi Yang Sect, pays his respects to the senior."

"Head of Shi Yang Sect?"

Lin Xuan waved his hand lightly, saying, "Daoist friend, no need for such formalities." This was a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator. Although his strength wasn't impressive compared to Lin Xuan's current level, he was still the head of a sect, and such grandeur surprised Lin Xuan. He looked at the old demon, who seemed overly eager.

Though Lin Xuan had some dissatisfaction, he knew better than to show it.

The cultivators paid their respects one by one, each kneeling down respectfully and calling him senior. After several hours, they finally finished.

Lin Xuan was escorted toward the main hall.

Beautiful pavilions and palaces awaited them.

Although Shi Yang Sect was a demon sect, who said that a sect's headquarters had to be ominous? As they say, everyone has an appreciation for beauty. This grand hall was indeed magnificent.

After taking their seats, beautiful maids brought wine and fruit. Soon, delicious delicacies arrived, their aroma filling the entire hall.

"Dismiss them," the old demon waved his hand.

"Yes!"

The maids had been standing respectfully; they quickly bowed gracefully before retreating.

Soon, only the two of them remained in the hall. Moreover, within several miles, no other cultivator's presence could be detected. The old demon had already ordered that this place was off-limits without permission.

"Junior servant pays homage to Master and thanks you for giving me enough face in front of the juniors."

The old demon stood up and bowed toward Lin Xuan, truly showing gratitude.

"It's just a small matter; don't worry about it," Lin Xuan sighed. A True Monarch-level cultivator worrying over trivial matters was amusing. But people had their own goals, so he didn't blame him.

"Daoist Shi Yang, you haven't forgotten the instructions from my last visit? Have all the materials been gathered after two centuries?" Lin Xuan took a sip of spirit wine and picked up his chopsticks, satisfying his appetite with these delicious foods. They wouldn't go to waste.

"How…," Although he had expected this, the old demon still looked pained when Lin Xuan asked about it.

"Did you forget or didn't try hard enough?" "Of course not, Master misunderstood. Your instructions were impossible for me to ignore. These two centuries, I've been putting in all my effort, but these things are too difficult to find," the old demon said with a sigh.

!~!
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Chapter 1968: Snow Yang Thunder Fire Crystal

"Good, those materials are indeed rare. However, with the power of the煞阳宗, if one puts in effort, two hundred years have passed; I think there should be some收获," Lin Xuan's cool voice entered his ears. "Do not tell me that up until now, you still have no leads."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan's expression turned cold.

Given his personality, it was clear he would not easily be fooled. If the other party were to act with one face and mean another, he would certainly make them regret their actions.

"Master, there is a misunderstanding. As an old servant, I have done my utmost; how could I possibly have no收获? The treasures you listed, four of them already have leads," the Old Demon of煞阳 rushed to explain, then waved his sleeves and sent out a storage bag flying before placing it on the table in front of Lin Xuan.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's exterior remained calm, but he was secretly quite pleased. Since these materials were ones he had listed himself, how rare they were was clear to him at the core of his being. Not only did one need effort, but luck as well. The other party managing to collect four out of them far exceeded his expectations.

Reaching out, Lin Xuan grabbed the storage bag and then sank his spirit sense into it.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head with a hint of joy on his face. Indeed, the four materials collected by the other party did not overlap with those he had obtained.

Thus, combining both sets, only one material was needed for refining the fire sword.

The Old Demon of煞阳 had been secretly watching Lin Xuan's expression and seeing no signs of anger, he breathed a sigh of relief. Some flattering words entered his ears: "I am not unhardworking; the other three materials are not too difficult to collect..."

"You do not need to explain. I have my own understanding. The琉璃五彩石 and 九阳天火液 I already obtained. Do you have any clues for the last Snow Yang Thunder Fire Crystal?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Master, it turns out you also collected two; that is truly impressive," the Old Demon of煞阳 was taken aback, feeling quite surprised by this. These words were not mere flattery. Although those seven materials were all extremely rare, they certainly had differences among them.

Compared to the four materials he had collected, the琉璃五彩石 and 九阳天火液 were clearly more precious. He wondered how he managed to obtain them.

Not to mention the miracle of advancing from洞玄期 in two hundred years.

In the Old Demon's mind, Lin Xuan became even more mysterious.

With these thoughts, his expression grew even more respectful, almost with a hint of awe. This effect was not solely due to the Soul Suppressing Spell; it was also because Lin Xuan's displayed power had convinced him.

"Indeed, I do have some clues for the Snow Yang Thunder Fire Crystal," the Old Demon of煞阳 hesitated before speaking.

"Oh, you say..." Lin Xuan remained calm.

"To complete the task given by Master, I put in a great deal of effort. However, the Snow Yang Thunder Fire Crystal is no small matter. I searched through major markets and auctions, as well as various sects and families; even if I wanted to take them by force, it would be like a skilled woman trying to cook without rice. Later, after reviewing ancient texts, I found that this item appeared once over 100,000 years ago..."

"Over 100,000 years ago, where did this item originate from?"

"The fourth layer of the Ruins Sea; it is said to have been brought out by a wandering cultivator at the洞玄期."

"So that's how it is."

Lin Xuan's face showed no sign of surprise. As an ancient battlefield, such treasures scattered in the Ruins Sea were perfectly normal.

However, the dangers there were well-known, and even洞玄期 cultivators could fall victim to them without any shame.

"Is your information accurate?"

"I dare not deceive Master; I am willing to swear by a curse."

Lin Xuan waved his hand, showing a disbelieving expression. For cultivators, curses and oaths were just jokes. Even if one swore by the Heart of Evil, there was still some binding power, but with enough benefits, they might break their word.

Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before asking more questions.

The Old Demon of煞阳 was under the Soul Suppressing Spell; naturally, he did not dare to be evasive. He spoke without reservation...

After several rounds of drinks, the old demon reached out and another beautifully crafted storage bag appeared in front of him.

He then gave Lin Xuan a bow: "Master, I am ashamed. The task you assigned me was not completed, but I have indeed done my utmost; there is no question that I did not slack off at all. Here are some treasures as a token of my heart. There may be little here, but please accept them."

The Old Demon of煞阳 was an ancient being who had lived for tens of thousands of years and naturally had deep plans.

He had long thought that Lin Xuan would eventually come looking for him, and the materials he asked to gather were incomplete. Who knew if Lin Xuan might be furious?

As they say, when under someone's roof, one must bow down. Therefore, he prepared many treasures in hopes of calming any anger from his side.

Lin Xuan was a very clever person; even without saying it, he understood the other party's intentions. With such valuable items present, there was no reason to refuse. Lin Xuan reached out, and a flash of spirit light entered the bag.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head with satisfaction on his face. The storage bag contained crystals, materials, medicinal pills, and magical treasures; it would take some time for Lin Xuan to estimate their value.

"Since you have such good intentions, I will not be rude."

Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and put all the items into his waist pouch.

"Thank you, Master, for your kindness."

The Old Demon of煞阳 appeared humble before Lin Xuan. With only about eight hundred years left in his lifespan, he was no longer interested in advancement; peace was enough. He did not mention receiving the gift but secretly breathed a sigh of relief. A man who received food could not refuse it, and one who accepted gifts would not be harsh.

"I have another question to ask."

"Please do not hesitate to ask, Master. I will speak without reservation."

"Do you know how many隔界传送阵 there are in the East Sea?" Lin Xuan asked, revealing his doubts. The power of the煞阳宗 was considerable; as a Supreme Elder, he knew the secrets, which was not surprising.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan planned to leave. The clues obtained from the Old Demon of煞阳 were the same as those from the High Lord of the Holy City.

Comparing them, this information should be true.

"Master, there is one more thing I wish to ask," seeing Lin Xuan's intention to leave, the Old Demon of煞阳 hesitated for a moment before speaking.

"When Master said earlier that if all the treasures were gathered, the Soul Suppressing Spell could be lifted, two hundred years have passed. Although I did not gather them all, I put in my best effort. Now with the last material having leads, I believe that with your great power, you can obtain it. Can you lift the restrictions on me and return me to freedom?"

: Thank you so much for the generous donation of 50,000 coins from Soul Friend Helan Mountain. I really appreciate it! Thanks to the Soul Lord, thank you very much! Phantom Rain is here with my wife and baby bowing in gratitude. I will strive to do better.

Also, please vote for recommendation tickets!
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Chapter 1969: Mechanized Puppet and Soul Restriction Technique

Master Shaya's face was filled with anxiety, but also with a look of anticipation. Although Lin Xuan was much more宽容 than expected, he hadn't made things difficult for him, the soul restriction technique still felt like a heavy burden. He had dreamed of removing it, so when Lin Xuan seemed ready to leave, he seized the opportunity.

"Friend, you wish to be free from control, and I can understand your feelings. However, regardless of the reason, you failed to fulfill our agreement," Lin Xuan's gaze swept over him with a hint of mockery. "To remove such shackles is not an easy task in this world."

"But..."

Master Shaya moved his lips but ultimately said nothing more. Regardless of the reason, he had indeed failed to complete their agreement.

What could Master Shaya do if Lin Xuan refused to lift the soul restriction?

Sighing softly, his expression dimmed, yet unexpectedly, Lin Xuan spoke again.

"However, there's always a solution for everything. If you agree to one of my requests or make a deal with me, we might be able to remove the soul restriction."

"Master, please speak your terms. No matter what conditions you set, I will do my best to comply," the old demon said eagerly.

Initially thinking it was a dead end, he was pleasantly surprised as things turned around at the last moment. Master Shaya's face lit up with joy despite knowing that Lin Xuan’s demands would be extremely harsh. He didn't hesitate; any conditions were acceptable if they could remove his shackles.

After all, Master Shaya's situation was different from other Daoists of the Profound Origin stage. His next Essence Energy劫was inevitable, leaving him with only eight hundred years to live.

For mortals, time seemed abundant, but for a powerful old monster like him, it was precious and limited. Lin Xuan’s words were straightforward: "No specific number; the more, the better. As long as you try your best, I won't make things difficult for you. Come back in three months to collect..."

"But..." Master Shaya's face showed hesitation when Lin Xuan spoke thus. However, before he could ask further, Lin Xuan’s figure was enveloped in a green glow and disappeared like a swift bird.

Leaving the old demon standing there with an expression of extreme discomfort, Lin Xuan had thrown out hope that perhaps his shackles might be lifted. But without knowing how many puppets were needed, what should he do now?

"Little Lin, are you toying with me?"

Though he grumbled inwardly, at this moment, he was like a drowning man grasping at any straw. In three months, he would know the outcome.

Regardless, Master Shaya wouldn't give up.

After some contemplation, he returned to his main base and summoned his disciples to issue an order: collect as many mechanized puppets as possible, no matter the cost. His disciples were curious but dared not ask questions since their master hadn’t spoken.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan continued westward after leaving. Since he had arrived here, he planned to visit the Nine Immortals Palace for information. The ancient ruins' sea was something he had only heard about and never seen; who could better understand that ancient battlefield than the Daoists of the Nine Immortals Palace?

Knowing oneself and knowing one's enemy ensured victory in a hundred battles. To explore such notorious places, gathering intelligence was essential.

In his遁光, Lin Xuan’s expression was content. His visit to Shaya Sect’s main base had been profitable. He only needed one more material for the Fire Sword: the location of it was known from clues.

The fourth layer of the ruins' sea was perilous for ordinary Daoists but would be a detour as he planned to delve deeper into the fifth layer. There, he could search thoroughly and hopefully find what he needed.

As for the mechanized puppets, Lin Xuan wasn’t keeping them for himself; they were meant for Bai Cao Sect’s preparations. He couldn't take his disciples with him since their strength had grown significantly but was still relative.

What worried Lin Xuan was the ancient demons' plots. In the near future, Donghai might face greater chaos. He feared whether his apprentices and Bai Cao Sect could survive such turmoil.

However, young birds eventually leave the nest. Daoists needed to grow in harsh environments. Relying solely on his protection wouldn't lead to success, no matter how high their cultivation was.

Just as a jade uncarved is not an artifact, Lin Xuan decided to use the soul restriction on Master Shaya for mechanized puppets.

He only said he wanted them to try their best without specifying the exact number. The lack of clarity made his demands more pressing; they would surely work hard to meet his expectations.

...

Several days later, the Nine Immortals Palace came into view.

Revisiting old grounds, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a sense of nostalgia. Countless immortal cities he had visited, but this one was undoubtedly the largest. Described in ancient texts as vast as the human world’s Youzhou province, it was a true metropolis, an adventurer's paradise and a dream for treasure seekers.

With courage and fearlessness, anyone could seek their fortune here, though luck and strength were still required to succeed.

In the immortal city, Lin Xuan had lived for over a century. He knew its secrets well.

This time, his purpose was different; he went alone to the Nine Immortals Palace.

The Nine Immortals Palace, the dominant force in the chaotic sea, had a long and mysterious history. Rumors abounded about its origin, but few could say with certainty. Some claimed it was founded by descendants of an immortal who fought against Tiansha Ming Wang, aiming to guard this place from evil souls.

While such claims were dismissed as propaganda, the Nine Immortals Palace's power was undeniable. Its leader stood alongside the Three Demon Emperors and Six Sea Kings but remained mysterious. No one knew if it was a human, sea creature, or demon.

These rumors, Lin Xuan had heard before, but he hadn't paid much attention then. The Nine Immortals Palace’s mystery didn’t concern him.

Now, circumstances had changed. He needed to consider these matters seriously.

Fortunately, he wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with the palace; Red Leaf had joined it once and even invited him to join. Though he declined, this visit as a family reunion seemed fitting.

Deciding firmly, Lin Xuan flew over without hesitation.

The Nine Immortals Palace was at the heart of the city, surrounded by numerous fortresses and protected by various禁制. Its defenses were impenetrable, though these arrays were usually inactive due to the palace’s formidable power.
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However, even so, the Nine Immortals Palace generally did not allow random cultivators to enter and exit at will. Its main headquarters was a vast complex of琼楼玉宇-like buildings. Within this area, a radius of five ten-thousand li was designated as forbidden ground; any outsider who trespassed would face certain death.

Previously, some had violated the rules, but all ended up with their souls being extracted and refined. Over time, few cultivators dared to repeat such foolish acts.

In terms of strength, the Nine Immortals Palace was only slightly inferior to the three races in the Demon Sea, yet it held sway over the chaotic seas. Those unruly scattered cultivators might not hold the three races in high regard, but since they were part of this sea, they had to give a little face to the Nine Immortals Palace.

Countless cultivators wished to join the sect, and the Nine Immortals Palace would recruit new disciples every fifty years.

This situation could be divided into two categories.

One was rookie cultivators just stepping into the cultivation world. These were low-ranking junior disciples at the bottom of the hierarchy. If they caught the attention of the Nine Immortals Palace, although their initial status was low, they could become part of the mainline. With effort and time, they might rise to important positions.

The other category involved those who brought skills when seeking a master.

These cultivators had considerable strength but lacked powerful patrons. They sought the protection of the Nine Immortals Palace, which would also benefit from their addition by strengthening its power.

These people were not rookies; they had long been wandering in the cultivation world, with sufficient strength and experience. Once accepted, based on their abilities, they could gain certain positions and benefits. On the surface, this seemed better than what low-ranking disciples received.

However, reality was different. Because they brought skills, it was hard for them to become part of the mainline. Even if their status was high, they were still outer sect disciples and couldn't access core secrets. In terms of development prospects, they fell short compared to those who joined step by step as low-ranking disciples.

Every coin has two sides; this was the principle at play here. However, things weren’t absolute. These people, despite their strength, would be secretly evaluated by the Nine Immortals Palace. If they achieved great merit, they might become core members.

Recently, due to certain circumstances, the Nine Immortals Palace was open for external recruitment. As a result, non-members could enter during this period, though patrols were intensified to prevent opportunists.

The illusory light of Lin Xuan's transformation did not attract attention. He didn't want to make a big fuss when visiting his friend at the Nine Immortals Palace.

Despite his current strength, he wouldn’t be intimidated by meeting the mysterious headmaster of the Nine Immortals Palace. But what was the point of being arrogant? Lin Xuan preferred to stay low-key unless necessary.

"Xuan," he thought, referring to himself, "looking around the East Sea, there are only a few such places. I don't want to draw attention when making my debut here."

Thus, he subtly suppressed his aura, making his realm appear like that of an early-stage one-star cultivator. This was no challenge for him; he had done it many times.

"Is Red Leaf doing well at the Nine Immortals Palace?"

Although visiting under the guise of a friend, Lin Xuan still cared about Red Leaf's situation. They were old acquaintances, and in this cold world of cultivation, reuniting with an old friend brought some warmth.

With that thought, a smile appeared on his lips. Suddenly, he frowned and stretched out his hand to grab at the void, causing a flash of fire to appear in his palm.

A transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into it quickly, then raised his head with a strange expression.

The message was brief: "Friend, please wait for Wu."

This unexpected situation surprised Lin Xuan; he had never encountered such a scenario before. Nevertheless, after some hesitation, he waited in place. Soon, an illusory light appeared from the horizon and approached him.

As the glow faded, a young man dressed in brocade robes and a jade belt revealed himself. He was around twenty years old, handsome with long hair that added to his carefree demeanor. He held a folding fan, giving off the impression of a wealthy young master from a noble family. However, he was an advanced-stage one-star cultivator.

"Phew, your遁光 is truly swift; I chased you for half a day. If not for this transmission talisman, we might have missed each other," the youth panted, sounding slightly resentful.

"I don't know you, so why are you chasing me? What do you want?"

Lin Xuan's voice was indifferent as he assessed the situation. An ordinary one-star cultivator wouldn’t pose much of a threat to him. Besides, Lin Xuan himself was adept at scheming.

The youth seemed unconcerned by Lin Xuan’s cold demeanor; he appeared very outgoing and sociable.

"Why be so distant? I am Wu Yong, known as Big Master. I’m a scattered cultivator seeking to join the Nine Immortals Palace. From your appearance, it seems we share the same goal. Hence, I stopped you to travel together," the youth boasted proudly. This matched Lin Xuan's judgment; this guy was indeed a social butterfly.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle inwardly.

"Big Master… that nickname is quite something."

How could one describe it?

It was normal for powerful cultivators to have nicknames, like venerable ones or immortals. But the nickname "Big Master" for Lin Xuan was unheard of; was he making a joke?

Despite his amusement, Lin Xuan subconsciously felt less concerned about this guy. He seemed simple-minded and unlikely to engage in scheming.

Moreover, Lin Xuan didn’t believe anyone would randomly target him.

Regarding the Nine Immortals Palace's recruitment, Lin Xuan knew all about it. Thus, he replied calmly: "I am not joining the Nine Immortals Palace; I’m just visiting a friend."

"Visiting a friend?"

Wu Yong was taken aback but grew more delighted. He looked flattered and rubbed his hands as he spoke.

"Then you’re not a scattered cultivator? You have old connections with high-ranking figures in the Nine Immortals Palace. This is great! Can you recommend me to your friend so I can join?"

Lin Xuan was speechless; just a few sentences, and they were already calling each other brothers. Did he really think Lin Xuan had any connection with him? !~!
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However, the story comes full circle. Although this eldest son's actions are outrageous, his personality at least won't be too annoying. Since it’s a detour anyway, Lin Xuan decided to accompany him as they flew towards the Nine Immortals Palace.

This guy wasn’t just自来熟 (casual and familiar) but also extremely talkative. Despite Lin Xuan ignoring him, he kept talking non-stop without stopping.

While much of his chatter was trivial, it contained a lot of useful information.

"Friend Daoist, you've never been to the Nine Immortals Palace before, right? I’ve observed for a long time and collected all sorts of intelligence. The major forces in the East Sea would definitely be best suited for us independents to join, especially for cultivators like us at the Yuanxiao stage. Passing the assessment will allow you to become an outer palace executive with generous benefits—cave dwellings, maids, and substantial annual rewards. It’s a life of ease," the eldest son said excitedly.

"Oh, so joining the Nine Immortals Palace is just for a life of ease?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face.

The eldest son nodded: "To be honest, I have no grand ambitions. With my资质 (talent), even if I work hard, it’s impossible to advance beyond the separation stage. Life is short; why should I bother with rigorous cultivation?"

He then gave a knowing glance at Lin Xuan and said mysteriously: "I joined the Nine Immortals Palace because independents are easily bullied. Having a sect means we can rely on our power, making us less vulnerable."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed silver. The faces of the cultivators were clearly visible.

There were five female cultivators, each with different appearances and body types, all at the Condensation Core stage or above.

Thunderous sounds reached their ears as a dark cloud chased after several streaks of light. Behind it, there was a sound of metal clashing: "Wench, you dare defy your master’s authority? Just because we are a few, do you think you can betray the sect? Surrender and I might plead for leniency from Deputy Palace Master; otherwise, you’ll be tortured to death."

The cultivator inside the dark cloud was only at the early Yuanxiao stage. Compared to these female cultivators, she seemed like an ancient monster.

"Big Sister Honghong, what should we do?" A thin woman looked behind her and asked fearfully.

"Maybe we can split up?" A purple-robed woman suggested, looking equally scared.

The woman called Big Sister Honghong was slightly older, around twenty years old, with the highest cultivation level at the False Immortal stage. She shook her head: "No, splitting up will only make us easier targets."

"But staying here means we’ll be caught," said the thin woman.

"Juelv, I understand. Our escape plan has failed since we were discovered. With our current numbers, it’s impossible to escape from the Nine Immortals Palace's lairs," the older woman sighed: "Are you afraid of death?"

"Big Sister Honghong, what should we do?" The purple-robed girl asked.

Knowing they couldn’t escape, this woman was willing to take a risk. "Let’s fight this old monster and make him pay for his actions."

The mature woman waved her hand, summoning an ornate hairpin from her head.

The other women were stunned but quickly summoned their treasures as well.

Thunderous sounds echoed as the dark cloud spun around. A bald man with bare feet appeared, his face covered in stubble: "You dare attack your master?!"

He too summoned a bowl-shaped treasure, its light flickering between them. Yuanxiao and Condensation Core stages were different; not everyone could challenge higher levels. After several rounds, the female cultivators couldn’t hold back.

Lin Xuan watched this bizarre scene unfold. The Nine Immortals Palace’s cultivators were fighting within their main base. Could there be a crisis in the sect?

The eldest son was indignant: "Men don’t fight women; this guy is bullying the weak, too shameless!"

Before he could finish, he charged forward.

Was he trying to save the damsel in distress?

Lin Xuan’s face showed amusement. He wasn’t one to shy away from trouble. With his current strength, a mere Yuanxiao cultivator was nothing to fear. Even if it were the Palace Master himself, what harm could they do?

Confident and bold, Lin Xuan flew over.

Meanwhile, the eldest son had already joined the fray. As an advanced Yuanxiao cultivator, he outmatched the bald man, with several female allies supporting him. The outcome was clear; there was no suspense.

The bald man roared continuously while the women were both terrified and relieved that they had reinforcements.

"Stop."

With great effort, the bald man managed to break away from the fight and glared at Wuyong: "Who are you? These ladies are traitors of our palace. I’ve been ordered to capture them; why do you interfere?"

Although his opponent was a higher stage, this was still within their sect’s territory.

"..."

The eldest son was taken aback. He hadn’t thought about the consequences and had no idea if what he said was true. If it were, he could be in deep trouble.

He felt lost.

However, the purple-robed girl spoke up: "Senior, don’t listen to him. The Palace Master hasn’t been seen for two hundred years. We don’t know if she’s alive or dead. Power has shifted within the Nine Immortals Palace; several elders have been sidelined. All authority now rests with a Deputy Palace Master who emerged from nowhere. Our master was killed by this Deputy Palace Master when she inquired about the Palace Master's whereabouts."

Lin Xuan felt his head spinning. The Nine Immortals Palace was in chaos?

"Stop, wench! Don’t speak nonsense. A mere Condensation Core cultivator has no right to concern herself with such matters. The Palace Master is in seclusion, trying to break through her Shen Stage bottleneck; she can’t see guests or handle affairs," the bald man roared.

"The Palace Master going into seclusion isn’t new, but our master said that even if it’s urgent, a manifestation would come out periodically. This doesn’t affect cultivation. Why not this time?" The older woman retorted coldly.

"You heard me; you’re just Condensation Core cultivators and have no right to interfere," the bald man was furious.

"But we don’t have the right, but what about our master? She’s a senior Hall Master who can handle palace affairs. Just asking about the Palace Master's whereabouts got her killed by this Deputy Palace Master," the purple-robed girl said with anger on her face.

"Those details I’m not sure of. I was just ordered to capture these traitors and bring them back," the bald man said, looking at Lin Xuan and Wuyong: "Two friends, you saw clearly; this is our palace’s internal matter. I won’t hold your earlier actions against you, but if you make a mistake again, do you think you’ll survive?"

The eldest son looked hesitant. After all, he was only an advanced Yuanxiao cultivator and had come here to join the Nine Immortals Palace.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t bothered. If he hadn’t intervened, he could have ignored it. The cultivation world was filled with bloodshed; who was right or wrong? But now that they were involved, and his companions had already acted, Lin Xuan wouldn’t back down halfway.

"How, are you threatening me?"

"Correct, Friend Daoist," the bald man said with a smile: "You have no kinship with these girls. How should you choose, your heart must have a scale."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan’s sleeve fluttered, and without further action, the bald man was split in half by a flash of green light, leaving only his Yuanxiao stage core floating mid-air.
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The yuan婴 was about an inch tall, and its facial features were eerily similar to those of the large man. However, its expression was extremely strange—more than just fear, there was a great deal of stupefaction. Clearly, it had no idea what had happened.

Wu Yong and the few women also stared in shock. This was too powerful; a high-ranking yuan婴 cultivator, right? In his hand, he looked like a scarecrow compared to the real thing. They didn't know either how things changed so quickly just now.

Lin Xuan chuckled lightly. He waved his sleeves, and a swirl of green light emerged, enveloping the other's yuan婴. Soon after, an agonized scream reached their ears—clearly, Lin Xuan was performing Soul Pinching Technique.

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head; his expression showed no emotion. This guy was just a yuan婴—too low in cultivation to understand anything important. He was just running errands.

However, the secret of the teleportation array still needed verification. Besides, they had already arrived here; giving up halfway would be a pity.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided not to give up. With his current strength, he could easily go anywhere in the East Sea—what did he have to fear?

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan turned and addressed the young master: "The Nine Immortal Palace is now full of hidden dangers; it's no longer a safe place. Fellow Daoist, I suggest you reconsider your plans and don't go there."

"I understand," Wu Yong nodded, his face showing an unusual seriousness. He wasn't stupid; he knew that Lin Xuan was playing the part of the pig to catch the tiger. If this were just a mid-stage yuan婴 cultivator, how could he have killed the bald man with such ease?

"Are you still planning to visit the Nine Immortal Palace?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded and then swept his gaze over the few women: "Do any of you know someone named Fairy Red Leaf?"

"Thank you for saving us." The women curtsied, and it was the one called 'Red Red' who spoke with a look of apology on her face. "We have never heard of such a person."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan didn't show disappointment; he had just asked casually. As the fourth major force in the East Sea, the Nine Immortal Palace had tens of thousands of disciples, so it was unlikely that they would all know each other.

"Take care," Lin Xuan hesitated and then flipped his left hand, revealing a light ball in his palm.

Inside, green light flickered, indicating abundant qi.

Lin Xuan tossed this light ball to the older woman. She froze for a moment before instinctively catching it.

"Those who meet are destined to be together. This light ball is my gathering of power; it can release 108 palm strikes. Even if surrounded by many cultivators, you should be able to escape with its help." Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in their ears. Before the words were finished, he was enveloped in a green glow and vanished.

Red Red finally realized what the light ball was; she was overjoyed despite her initial shock.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already disappeared several thousand miles away.

Thinking back on his journey, he couldn't help but feel amazed. First, the Holy City's ruler fell into an ancient demon's trap, and now the Nine Immortal Palace was full of hidden dangers.

Whether or not it had anything to do with the ancient demons, the East Sea had entered a period of unrest without him even realizing it.

The ghostly disturbances on the surface had dissipated, but greater dangers lay ahead.

All these signs strengthened Lin Xuan's resolve to leave. Not only was the East Sea's spiritual resources no longer suitable for cultivation, he didn't plan to stay even if they were abundant.

He must confirm the ancient teleportation array first.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan accelerated his speed.

In just a few miles, a magnificent building appeared before his eyes.

The most prominent feature was a mountain gate-like entrance. Though not towering into the clouds, it was elegant and majestic.

Outside the gate, people were gathered, numbering in the tens of thousands—these were cultivators who had originally planned to pass their exams and join the Nine Immortal Palace as apprentices.

These were skilled practitioners; over 70% were above the condensation core stage. Some even reached yuan婴 or separation stages.

Lin Xuan's arrival wasn't initially noticed, but after learning of the Nine Immortal Palace's hidden dangers, hiding his qi was no longer beneficial.

While he adhered to a low profile, he wouldn't hesitate to be more conspicuous when necessary.

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

Boom!

Most of the tens of thousands of cultivators fell to their knees.

The feeling was indescribable. The East Sea was vast, and there were only a few daoxuan cultivators—none in attendance had ever seen one at this level. Chaos ensued as various whispers filled the air.

Many people struggled to lift their heads and look towards the source of the spiritual pressure.

"Could it be... could it be that the palace master is here?"

"Nonsense, the palace master never appears during recruitment; plus, the spiritual pressure comes from outside—how can it be the palace master?" another voice countered.

Regardless of what they speculated, the arrival of a daoxuan-level old monster was beyond doubt. Soon, the clamor died down as respect replaced their doubts.

Many clever individuals bowed respectfully towards the source of the spiritual pressure.

Two streaks of lightning then appeared before Lin Xuan's eyes, and the light faded to reveal two cultivators—a separation stage at the front and a late yuan婴 behind him—both around thirty years old.

Their gazes swept over Lin Xuan with utmost respect. The man bowed as he spoke: "Greetings, esteemed senior. I am an inner palace resident and executor of duties here. May I ask your name? Why have you come to this place?"

His face showed nervousness; even a separation stage had never seen a daoxuan-level cultivator.

"I came to visit a friend," Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed, and the other became even more respectful. Few in their Nine Immortal Palace could interact on equal terms with daoxuan-level cultivators—anyone was a powerful figure within the palace. With this thought, he added a touch of flattery: "May I ask who your friend is? I can relay your message."
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"Esteemed Lady Red Leaf of the Imperial Palace," Lin Xuan's younger sister by adoption, I specially came to visit this place. Lin Xuan spoke with a calm expression, floating in mid-air, exuding an aura of a sage.

"That esteemed Lady Red Leaf?" The man was taken aback. This name sounded unfamiliar; after all, Nine Immortal Palace was so vast that even fellow disciples might never have met each other before.

However, the man was shrewd and immediately bowed to Lin Xuan with an apologetic expression: "Perhaps, Senior, you could first take a seat in our palace's inn. I'm sure we can find out about her name soon..."

Before he finished speaking, a surprised exclamation came from behind him.

"Eh? Esteemed Lady Red Leaf, how regretful!"...

The speaker was the female cultivator of late-stage Golden Core, but she abruptly stopped talking as if something terrifying had crossed her mind. Her eyes revealed a hint of panic.

Lin Xuan frowned and turned his head: "What's wrong? You seem to know my sister's name by some chance. Do you think we've met before?"

"No, I must have misunderstood. How could a junior like me possibly have such good fortune as to meet Senior's younger sister?" The woman hastily shook her head, avoiding eye contact and speaking hesitantly.

"Misunderstood? " Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, narrowing his eyes slightly. This lie was too poorly crafted; even an ordinary person would be suspicious. After all, for a thousand years, he had been involved in countless schemes and plots.

He stared intently at the woman, causing her to sweat as she felt his gaze. She couldn't help but wonder why this Senior believed what her disciple said. But it didn't matter; a Golden Core cultivator was not someone they could provoke. As long as they didn't cause trouble for him, everything would be fine.

As for what chaos this Senior might stir up because of his sister, he left that to the vice palace master and elders. All he hoped was to get rid of this pestilence as far away as possible.

Despite his unease, he dared not show too much emotion at the moment; otherwise, it could backfire and make him look suspicious. He had to endure it for now.

The two led the way with utmost respect, but Lin Xuan knew very well that he was in a den of wolves. Red Leaf must have encountered some trouble or misfortune.

If it were before his promotion to Golden Core, such trivial matters would not concern him.

After all, Nine Immortal Palace wasn't an easy target!

But now, with his current power and abilities, even if three demon emperors and six sea kings attacked together, he could still escape.

So what if he was in a den of wolves? He might as well explore to gain more experience.

Though it sounded easy, only Lin Xuan dared think this way across the Eastern Sea. Even the Holy City's ruler would not dare to venture into Nine Immortal Palace alone and unprepared. Describing him as bold could be an understatement.

Led by the two, in just a short while, Lin Xuan arrived at the heart of Nine Immortal Palace, where the famous guest pavilion was within sight.

It was a beautifully designed pavilion. Although it didn't exude grandeur, its beauty was breathtaking.

Around the pavilion, several women were cleaning, collecting fallen leaves in bamboo baskets. Lin Xuan noticed they showed no signs of any spiritual energy; they were mere mortals.

This wasn't unusual; many sects and families recruited commoners as servants.

The young women, around seventeen or eighteen years old, though not stunningly beautiful, had refined features.

"Salutations to the Immortal Master," the girls hurriedly bowed when they saw Lin Xuan and his companions. They were extremely respectful, with a hint of fear in their expressions.

"That goes for you all. This Senior Lin is our esteemed guest here; make sure to serve him well. If any of you are negligent, be prepared for severe consequences."

The man said harshly before turning to Lin Xuan with a sycophantic smile: "Senior, if there's anything you need, just tell me. I'll do my best to fulfill your wishes. I'll go check on Lady Red Leaf and inform you as soon as I find any leads."

"Thank you for the trouble."

"It is my duty," the man bowed repeatedly. "If there's nothing else, I will take leave now."

Lin Xuan nodded, and the man and the female cultivator quickly bowed before retreating.

"The young lady wishes to meet the Immortal Master. May I ask which pavilion you wish to stay in? We'll prepare it for you," said an older woman.

"Any will do."

Lin Xuan walked towards a nearby pavilion as he spoke, followed by the women.

"I shall remain here. I don't like being served." Lin Xuan's voice was calm and distant.

"Yes, sir."

The women hesitated before stopping, their orders from the Immortal Master being absolute. They dared not defy his wishes.

Lin Xuan entered the pavilion, which was elegantly simple inside, like a small cave dwelling. It had everything he needed except for a medicinal garden, with even anti-snooping wards in place. However, how useful these were remained to be seen.

He casually took out an array talisman and cast it around the pavilion. While not as powerful or flexible as an array flag, this one-time use talisman was perfect for his needs—simply preventing spiritual invasions by cultivators. A cheap array talisman would suffice.

Then Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began meditating to rest. The Nine Immortal Palace was turbulent; he sensed that a confrontation might be inevitable. To prepare, he needed to conserve his strength.

The sect's strategy was indeed cunning. Using commoners as servants who only handled menial tasks, they knew nothing about the sect’s affairs. If it were cultivators, he would have long since sent one back for soul probing.

Several hours passed without any incident. Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly strange. According to his calculations, after the lead cultivators reported their findings, high-ranking officials from Nine Immortal Palace should have contacted him soon. But they had left him here instead, which was unexpected and peculiar.

The sky grew dark as night fell. Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes with a cold smile: "Do you really think Nine Immortal Palace is a den of wolves? I'm surrounded by many enemies, yet I won't act rashly. You underestimate me, but today, I'll turn this place upside down."

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan stood up and took deep breaths to conceal his aura. The Lian Qi术 from Nine Heavens Mystical Power was already powerful enough, and after practicing the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique, it had a more natural effect. Concealing himself for stealth wasn't difficult.

He quickly blended into the night, leaving no trace behind.

His goal was to find Lady Red Leaf first, but he didn’t know where to start. Without any leads, the vast area of Nine Immortal Palace made searching like looking for a needle in a haystack. Soul probing wouldn’t be effective either; randomly finding someone might not even know her.

Lin Xuan sighed and decided not to give up. After failing to find Lady Red Leaf by probing several low-rank cultivators, he decided to seek out high-rank cultivators instead. They would have more information.

He didn't want to cause conflicts with his peers before finding Lady Red Leaf.

However, high-rank cultivators above the Separation stage were hard to come by. In Nine Immortal Palace, they had status and lived closer to the center, making it difficult for him to sneak in unnoticed without setting off alarms.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan frowned, then closed his eyes and quietly released his divine sense. After a short while, he found a Separation stage cultivator.

With that, what was there left to be polite about? Lin Xuan silently flew over.

The figure was an old man in black robes. No matter how well-crafted his Lian Qi术, once close enough, his presence would still be detected.

"Who's hiding there? Do you want to ambush me?" the old man looked around anxiously.
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Chapter 1974: Grandfather of Flowers

A calm, almost water-like voice entered his ears. Then, a light flickered from an empty space to the left, and a young man appeared like a ghost.

There was no warning, and the old man involuntarily shivered as a bad feeling arose in his heart. He quickly released his divine awareness to scan Lin Xuan's body.

At this moment, there was no need for Lin Xuan to hide anything; his immense magical power flowed freely within him, causing chills from the old man's core.

"You... Senior is an Immortal of Profoundmystic/profound Period," the old man felt as if he were dreaming.

But in the next instant, he realized that this ancient monster had trapped him for a nefarious purpose. He hastily took deep breaths and opened his mouth to emit a sky-piercing roar, hoping to attract other cultivators' attention.

However, it was too late. With Lin Xuan's rich experience, how could he make such a low-level mistake? His left hand flicked, and the space rumbled as a green hand formed from both primordial energy and magical power clamped around the old man's throat. Before his cries could be heard, they were abruptly cut off.

Fear was etched on his face, but he would not sit idly by. However, Lin Xuan acted even faster. He flicked his fingers, sending several strands of magic into the old man’s major meridians, sealing his magical power.

Of course, reaching this step was due to his far superior strength; any cultivator of the same rank could never be manipulated like a puppet.

The gap between Profoundmystic/profound and Separationleave/separate was immense.

When a cultivator's magical power was sealed, they were no different from ordinary mortals. The old man was both angry and desperate, but he could do nothing about his current situation. Lin Xuan had no intention of sparing him; sympathizing with an enemy would only lead to trouble. There was no need for hesitation; the only choice was soul probing.

After a cup of tea's worth of time, flames erupted in Lin Xuan’s hand as the old man turned into nothingness. The entire process was silent, and many Separationperiod/term cultivators fell without a trace.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, digesting the clues he had just obtained.

The red leaf fairy did not know him, but she provided an important piece of information.

This vice palace master was known as the Grandfather of Flowers. Since the main palace master sealed himself in meditation, he had been the actual controller of Nine Immortal Palace for over two hundred years.

However, no one knew his origins; it was said that he was extremely lustful and practiced top-tier demonic arts, excelling in seduction and using female cultivators ascauldron. Initially, this Grandfather of Flowers followed the principle of not eating from his own nest, sending subordinates to kidnap beautiful and powerful female cultivators.

Recently, especially over the past two years, it seemed that his cultivation had reached a critical juncture where he needed morecauldron, both in quantity and quality. Female cultivators were already scarce compared to males, making it even harder for them to reach advanced stages. Consequently, the number ofcauldron was severely insufficient; such matters could not be openly discussed, as Nine Immortal Palace was the dominant force in the chaotic sea.

Seeing that hiscauldron were lacking, this Grandfather of Flowers resorted to underhanded tactics. With numerous beautiful and powerful female cultivators within Nine Immortal Palace, he began targeting disciples.

His actions caused great discontent among the disciples, especially since the vice palace master was mysterious and his origins were questionable, with the main palace master absent for two hundred years...

Speculation spread, and some even claimed that the main palace master had been assassinated by the Grandfather of Flowers.

Nine Immortal Palace was a formidable force, second only to four major powers in the East Sea. Besides the main palace master, there were several Profoundmystic/profound period elders who also mysteriously disappeared.

Thus, while the disciples disliked this Grandfather of Flowers, they could do nothing. This old man, despite his lustful nature, was still at the same level as other Profoundmystic/profound cultivators and had a large number of loyal followers.

By coincidence, the old man whose soul Lin Xuan just probed belonged to the Grandfather of Flowers' lineage. From his mind, Lin Xuan learned that the selected female cultivators were all theircauldron, imprisoned in a building called the Hundred Garden Pavilion.

He was unsure if the red leaf fairy was among them, as this task wasn't assigned solely to the old man.

Analyzing the clues, Lin Xuan's expression darkened. The Grandfather of Flowers, this despicable and shameless individual, had indeed given him a difficult problem.

Given Nine Immortal Palace’s current state, it would be wise to leave without hesitation; any involvement would surely lead to trouble.

However, if he were unaware, that would be fine. Now, based on logic, the red leaf fairy might also be trapped in the Hundred Garden Pavilion. Knowing this but ignoring it, Lin Xuan felt a bit guilty.

After some thought, Lin Xuan muttered, "Alright, I'll go check out the Hundred Garden Pavilion and decide what to do next. If we can save them, let's act; if too dangerous..."

Lin Xuan’s voice grew softer, but his meaning was clear: he would assess the situation before making a decision. He would help if possible, but not at the risk of his life.

His figure moved as Lin Xuan remerged into the night.

Based on the clues from soul probing, Lin Xuan knew where the Hundred Garden Pavilion was; it was already in the heart of Nine Immortal Palace.

Despite numerous restrictions, a normal cultivator would never dare to venture so deep. However, Lin Xuan faced no such difficulties. While he couldn’t walk as easily as on flat ground, few obstacles truly troubled him.

Lin Xuan’s prowess and his understanding of arrays allowed him to bypass most barriers without breaking them. Not every array was ineffective.

Looking at the building before him, Lin Xuan fell into deep thought.

From the outside, it appeared to be a square with severalcauldron, but as Lin Xuan looked closely, silver light flashed in his eyes, and his expression grew gravely serious.

"A combination of illusionary and killing arrays. I didn’t expect there to be a composite restriction here. Breaking through will be troublesome."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. While he could force his way through, the array wouldn't stop him. However, Lin Xuan couldn't do that; it would expose him.
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This array couldn't stop him, the key was how to enter without anyone knowing.

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered. But for now, there were no good strategies.

He looked around but found nothing useful. Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan released his extremely powerful divine consciousness.

With his current divine consciousness strength, as long as it wasn't a peer-level cultivator, Lin Xuan wouldn't be discovered even if he eavesdropped on their conversation.

Thus, sounds from all directions entered his ears. He began to listen carefully.

The process was not easy; Lin Xuan had to sift through the complex and ever-changing information to find what was useful.

Suddenly, his expression changed.

A coarse voice suddenly reached his ears.

"Brother Ye, how did your mission go? Did they agree to anything? As long as you can save Little Sister, I'm willing to pay any price. How did that guard of the Hundred Flower Garden respond?"

Lin Xuan was delighted at this point and quickly gathered all his divine consciousness. Not only could he hear their voices, but also see their appearances.

The two middle-aged cultivators were in a cave's living room. The one on the left wore a scholar’s robe, resembling an ordinary scholar from the secular world, but his appearance was unremarkable.

The other, who stood by the right, was tall and robust, looking shrewd and capable.

Several layers of restrictions surrounded the cave, with soundproofing effects. It was clear that what they were plotting was no small matter; otherwise, they wouldn't have taken such precautions.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer.

The shrewd man continued to speak.

"Even though he helps us, he can't risk his own life. Brother Ye wants to save Little Sister, the only choice is to find an Incarnation-stage female cultivator as a substitute for the plan to succeed. Otherwise, he won't agree to help."

He paused and added, "It's also fortunate that Little Sister is only at the Incarnation stage. If she were mid-stage, even with more crystals, he wouldn't take such risks."

The shrewd man looked displeased.

"Brother Ye, this is your friend's face. Fu Dao Fa’s request isn’t unreasonable. However..."

"How so? You have difficulties?" The shrewd man took a bite of his apple, crossed his legs, and said with satisfaction.

"Brother, you know that female cultivators are few compared to male ones. High-stage female cultivators are even rarer. Otherwise...," he hesitated but continued, "the Deputy Palace Master wouldn’t target our disciples. In such a short time, where can I find an Incarnation-stage female cultivator? Even if I do, capturing her alive would be impossible."

"The task is to help you connect. Whether it’s possible or not has nothing to do with me," the shrewd man said leisurely.

"Is there really no way to negotiate?" The scholar's face was full of bitterness and desperation.

This guy seemed a hopeless romantic.

From childhood friends, he had loved his little sister for centuries but couldn't express himself well. His persistent love had failed, but he never gave up hope.

Finally, the heavens took pity on him, and Little Sister agreed to marry him. They became a dual cultivation couple, and he was overjoyed.

But three days before their marriage ceremony, the Deputy Palace Master gathered thecauldron tripod furnace, and Little Sister couldn't escape; she was imprisoned in the Hundred Flower Garden with her powers sealed.

The dream shattered, and the scholar was furious but helpless. He was only at the Incarnation stage and just a steward within the palace. With his hatred, he had no grounds to challenge the Deputy Palace Master.

Despite his bookish nature, he wasn't foolish. Such an action would be like throwing an egg against a stone—useless and dangerous.

Not only could he not save Little Sister but also risk his own life. Even if he sacrificed everything, he couldn’t bring down the emperor; their power and status were too different.

After several days of contemplation, he finally calmed down. He refused to give up on Little Sister and began thinking about other ways to rescue her.

Direct confrontation was impossible, but there might be other methods...

However, it wasn't easy to implement. After many trials and tribulations and spending countless crystals, he finally got Brother Ye to help him.

Through his connections, they contacted the Hundred Flower Garden’s guards, who demanded such a condition.

While the million-crystal worth of goods was acceptable, he wouldn’t hesitate even if he had to sacrifice his life force. But demanding an Incarnation-stage female cultivator as a substitute was beyond his capability.

Seeing the scholar's desperate expression, Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and appeared thoughtful.

There seemed to be a plot, but it was too early to draw conclusions. He decided to observe first.

"Brother Cheng, you don't need to worry. If we can’t find an Incarnation-stage female cultivator, there’s another plan," the shrewd man said when he felt the time was right.

"What other plan?" The scholar was overjoyed, feeling like a drowning man who clung to a straw.

"Brother Ye, what do you think?"

"If we can’t use an Incarnation-stage female cultivator for this ruse, Fu Dao Fa would bear more risks. Emotionally and logically, should he not give us some additional benefits?" The shrewd man said with a smile on the outside but no sincerity in his heart.

The scholar was taken aback and looked displeased.

"Fu Dao Fa is generous; it seems you are sincere. However, Fu Dao Fa doesn’t care about crystals..."

"Why does he need crystals? Whatever Brother Cheng can do, I won't refuse," the scholar said eagerly.

This guy truly seemed a hopeless romantic, but revealing his bottom line so quickly made him an easy target.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh inwardly. The key now was how to use these two to infiltrate the Hundred Flower Garden.

Their conversation continued clearly in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Fu Dao Fa’s requirements are simple and not difficult for Brother Cheng. Just gather the crystals, and give him your ancestral treasure."

"What ancestral treasure?" The scholar's face changed abruptly, looking panicked.

Despite denying it, his acting skills were terrible; this only made him look like a man who had nothing to hide.

"Speak frankly in front of me. Fu Dao Fa has asked for such a condition because you must have an ancestral treasure," the shrewd man said with a mocking smile.
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"Or perhaps, the deep affection of your friend is merely a pretense. In your heart, that Snow Fairy is just a fleeting cloud and mist. If you truly can't bear to part with your family treasure, I have no objections. After all, it's not my responsibility to make decisions; this transaction between you and Fellow Daoist Fu has nothing to do with me."

With these words, the lean man deliberately sighed. "Poor Snow Fairy, she is about to be abandoned by her beloved senior brother. The fate of the Cauldron Furnace... I imagine your heart aches for it as well."

His eyes filled with pity and compassion, but beneath his gaze, there was a flicker of mockery. Clearly, this was intentional.

The scholar's face was filled with pain. This matter truly left him in a dilemma.

On one hand, there was the family treasure he had inherited. He understood its importance from childhood.

On the other, his junior sister's sorrowful expression, about to become his wife... how could he let the happiness within reach slip away?

He was torn!

This choice really wasn't easy.

It was just so difficult!

Seeing the scholar's face filled with pain, the lean man wore a smug smile. He had considered all possibilities and knew that from his character, the other would surely yield.

Indeed, after a while, the scholar stopped pacing and his eyes flashed with determination. Taking a deep breath, he turned around.

"Brother Ye, can you guarantee that when Fellow Daoist Cheng hands over our family treasure, my junior sister will be safe?"

"Of course, Brother Young, there's no need to worry about Fellow Daoist Fu's credibility. He has no intention of going back on his word. Hand over the money and goods will follow..."

"No, what I mean is that once you hand over your family treasure, he'll release Snow Fairy from her bindings. Then you can be together with your junior sister as a couple everyone envies."

"Envy?" The scholar's face showed a flicker of hope. This had been his goal for centuries.

"Indeed, Fellow Daoist Fu even said that if Brother Young hands over the family treasure, he'll give you an additional benefit for free," "Benefit?" The scholar was taken aback, not quite understanding.

"Nowadays, in the Nine Fairy Palace, there are hidden dangers. A beauty like Snow Fairy, if she stays in the palace, will eventually be caught despite her efforts to avoid it."

The scholar agreed with this and showed signs of tension on his face.

"So Fellow Daoist Fu said that he'll help you all the way through. He'll take you out of the palace, allowing you to live freely as a couple, without any worries. Isn't that wonderful?"

Hearing the other's description of an idyllic future, the scholar showed signs of longing. Lin Xuan watched coldly and was speechless. Since he had embarked on his cultivation path, he had met many foolish cultivators, but none so naive or trusting as this one.

The lean man wasn't a good persuader; his words were full of holes, yet the other fell into the trap step by step.

Clearly, the two were working together to trick him with his family treasure. But this fool didn't see through it.

Lin Xuan was speechless.

If he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, he would have found it hard to believe that there were such foolish cultivators in the world. The other's cultivation level was at the early-stage Immortal Core, but his scheming skills were no better than a Flexible Spirit period novice.

But what did it matter? At least from their conversation, Lin Xuan had found important clues. That was enough. There was another benefit: although both were only at the Immortal Core stage, their tone suggested that the family treasure was of great importance and might even have some suction on him.

At this thought, he silently approached their abode. The scholar's voice reached his ears once more:

"Alright, let's settle it like this. It's better to act now than to wait and see what happens."

"Haha, I didn't expect Brother Young to be so eager. But your point is valid; waiting too long might cause trouble. Let's go to the Hundred Herbs Garden to save Snow Fairy. Have you brought your family treasure?"

The lean man nodded in agreement.

"Relax, that item has always been with me. However, I'm sure Brother Young knows that this family treasure was sealed by our ancestors using a Blood Soul Seal. Only direct blood relatives like myself can remove it. The seal must remain for the family treasure to be useful."

The scholar suddenly spoke up, showing he wasn't as foolish as expected.

"What do you mean?"

"Once we arrive at the Hundred Herbs Garden, I won't hand over the treasure until my junior sister is saved,"

"Don't worry, Fellow Daoist Fu promised that he wouldn't break his word. If Brother Young still has doubts, let's proceed according to your requirements."

The lean man's eyes flashed with a hint of cunning as he spoke.

Seeing this agreement, the scholar relaxed. They then left without further words and flew out of their abode. It was already past midnight; few cultivators were outside.

Both wore cautious expressions, looking around before confirming no one was following them. Then they headed towards the Hundred Herbs Garden.

They had been very careful, but soon after leaving, a faint light appeared in an empty area. Lin Xuan materialized like a ghost.

Rubbing his chin, he smiled playfully and silently followed them.

The two rushed ahead nervously. At first, everything went smoothly, but soon, barriers blocked their path.

This was just a simple array; with Lin Xuan's abilities, he could pass without triggering any alarms. But these two were only at the Immortal Core stage, so they couldn't do that.

However, they weren't anxious. The lean man took out a small token and a beam of light flew into the fog ahead.

Boom!

A faint rumble echoed as white mist surged, revealing a path before their eyes!~!
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"Come on!"

The lean man called out, then flew into the white mist first. The scholar hesitated for a moment but then bit his lip and followed.

However, neither of them knew that just several feet behind them, an almost invisible figure flashed by and vanished into the white mist as well.

With great skill comes boldness; it would be impossible for another cultivator at the same stage to track two Core Formation Stage cultivators from such close range. But Lin Xuan managed to do so thanks to the return-to-basics effect brought about by his cultivation of the Moonlight Heaven Witch Art, combined with the Conceal Qi Technique. This made him virtually invincible.

The two did not notice anything amiss and the barriers around them posed no hindrance. This was not unusual; the lean man could communicate with the guards at the Herb Garden, so he must have ensured their safe arrival there.

This guy had low cultivation but possessed a few tricks up his sleeve. Thanks to him, Lin Xuan remained undetected, using only the Conceal Qi Technique and exerting no effort until they reached their destination safely.

They found themselves in a small courtyard, roughly a hundred feet square. The surroundings were empty, but at the center of the courtyard stood an odd structure.

Standing over seven or eight feet tall, it looked like nothing more than a large door.

It stood alone, giving off a sense that there was a building here, yet other parts had vanished, leaving only this grand entrance...

"..."

The lean man had been to this place before and thus his expression remained calm. The scholar, on the other hand, showed signs of surprise.

But he quickly took deep breaths and released his powerful divine sense quietly while silver light shone in his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

"Turns out it's not an illusion; could this so-called Hundred Garden be a separate small space?" Lin Xuan muttered to himself, looking puzzled.

Of course, his voice was so low that even a Core Formation Stage expert standing nearby would have trouble hearing him. Hence, he did not fear revealing his whereabouts through sound.

Suddenly, he looked up and directed his attention towards an empty space. A clear voice promptly reached his ears.

"Why are you two here now?"

Before the words were fully out of his mouth, spatial ripples appeared as a Nine Immortal Sect cultivator dressed in gray robes materialized before their eyes. He was around fifty years old, with short stubble on his chin and an extremely cold expression.

This was a Core Formation Stage mid-stage cultivator; no wonder he had such an arrogant demeanor.

"Senior Fu, we came because it's getting late, and we don't want to cause you any trouble," the lean man said with a pleading look, quickly bowing. He then gave his companion a meaningful glance.

Seeing this, the scholar hurriedly stepped forward and bowed deeply, showing great respect.

"Humph, causing trouble is out of the question; it's just that the time has come for our action to be more urgent. You see, the Hundred Garden isn't guarded by me alone; I've managed to distract two others with a trick. Fortunately, you're only after an early-stage Core Formation female cultivator, or else, no matter how much benefit we offer, I wouldn't dare take such a risk," the gray-robed cultivator said.

"We understand, and this is all thanks to your noble assistance," the scholar said, trying his best to flatter him.

"Ha, I did this for Little Ye's sake. But remember, while help comes with a price; no benefits can be shortchanged," the gray-robed cultivator said coldly.

"That makes sense. We risked so much to assist you, and Cheng Brother will pay whatever it takes as a token of our gratitude. How could we possibly underpay you?" the lean man said, his face full of flattery.

"Alright, then what are you waiting for? Quickly bring out your offerings," the lean man urged anxiously, giving another hint.

"Oh."

The scholar nodded and responded木讷地点头。虽然有些书呆子气，但他毕竟不是傻子，被对方牵着鼻子走，内心深处多少有些不舒服。

但现在已经上了贼船，即便略有不甘，又能如何？

他只能叹了口气，在腰间摘下早已准备好的储物袋。

灰袍一拂，此物就被灵芒包裹，看似缓慢实则迅速地飞向对方面前。

灰袍修士心中一喜，眸底闪过贪婪之色，伸手接过储物袋，随后微微低头放出神识在其中扫过。

检查过程很快完成。

没有问题。他所要求的晶石一样不少，脸色不由得缓和下来：“不错，还算你有诚意，并没有短少什么东西。”

“哪里敢呢，既然前辈吩咐，我们砸锅卖铁也要筹足，怎么敢阳奉阴违呢？”

那瘦子如此说道，脸上满是讨好之意。不远处的林轩却满脸讥讽，这家伙明显是一唱双簧，可怜那学者被蒙在鼓里。

不过没关系，螳螂捕蝉黄雀在后，既然有自己在此处，那两个无耻之徒也别想得到好处。

“财货没错，你们带的人呢？”

“人，什么人？”学者讷讷地问道。

“废话，难道叶道友没有告诉你，要想救出一人，需要拿一名同样修为的女子来抵数，否则怎么施行瞒天过海之术。”灰袍修士不满地说。

“前辈，事起仓促，我们没有找到合适的女修。”

“没有合适的人选，你们跑这里做什么？百草园的女修可不少，如果少了一人，你让我如何向上面交代？”灰袍修士脸色阴沉下来：“既然你们没达到要求，这个忙恕老夫无法相助。”

话音未落，他将刚刚那储物袋抛了回来。

瘦子连忙接住：“前辈不要生气，没有满足条件是我们错了。不过你说过还有替代条件吧？”

“替代条件？”灰袍修士愣了一下，仿佛如梦初醒：“你是说这小子的传家宝物，他真舍得？”

“怎么舍不得？”又是瘦子代学者开口了：“俗世不是有一句浪漫的话叫‘美人不爱江山’吗？这种事情人间帝王都能做，我们小程又有什么做不到？”

“传家之宝再好，留在手中也不一定有用处，否则也不会流传那么久。与其抱着这么一件没用的东西，还不如换一名活色生香的大美女，双宿双飞，只羡鸳鸯不羡仙，那是何等逍遥快活。”瘦子如此说道。

“哦？”

灰袍修士抬起头：“看不出你还真是一多情种子，不过叶贤侄也有道理。但老夫还是要问一句，这是你自己的意思，没人强迫你，老夫不想落人口实，说我以大欺小，贪图后辈的东西。”

林轩看得一阵无语。

这家伙明明是巧取豪夺，偏偏还要摆出前辈高人的姿态，在此拖延时间。

然而不满归不满，此时此刻还不适宜露面，林轩只好耐着性子继续等待。

“是。”学者满嘴苦涩，但不得不这么说。

“好，既然程道友自己愿意，那我们就公平交易。有了这件宝物，老夫冒这个险确实值得，还可以将你们两人平安送出宫去，做一对羡煞旁人的双修道侣。”

灰袍修士的表情十分满意，态度也明显缓和了一些。

“多谢前辈。”学者只好深深作揖，林轩在一旁替他憋屈。

“好，那你现在就拿出那件宝物。”

“过……”学者听了脸上露出为难之色。

“怎么，难道道友这么快就后悔了？”灰袍修士愣了一下，表情顿时有些古怪。“不是的前辈，你不要误会，晚辈既然到了这里，怎么可能出尔反尔呢？”学者忙摆手解释。

“那你是什么意思？”灰袍修士眉头皱起。
宝宝满月了

Time passed like a white horse running through a gap... cough, cough, Fellow Daoists, please forgive me. It seems I've developed the habit of writing too much. But indeed, time flies; it's been another month already...

Last month on this day, Rain of Illusions became a father.

Fatherhood is a heavy responsibility, as they say men may not mature after marriage but become more mature once they are fathers. Rain of Illusions has truly felt that transformation.

Reflecting on the past month, I borrowed a phrase from Fellow Pavilion: it's been a painful yet joyful experience being a father. Yes, there have been moments of pain, but mostly happiness and contentment watching my baby grow day by day.

In no time, our little one is due to be a month old. According to local customs, this marks an important milestone.

The baby is healthy and strong; right now, he might be getting too warm, trying to kick off the blanket.

This month's updates haven't been as frequent as I would have liked, for which I apologize. Being a first-time father has its challenges, but with our little one, my responsibilities are greater. Rain of Illusions will not slack off.

Next month, I'll redouble my efforts. However, with the baby to care for, daily updates might be unrealistic. I’ll try for every other day and hope you continue to support me.

Apart from the adorable baby, this month has brought other good news: the first million-point alliance leader of Hundred Refinements Ascends to Immortality! While not a big deal for a godlike figure, it's a significant boost and encouragement. Thank you, Purple Moon Alliance Leader, and thank you.

Also, Fellow Soul of Helan Mountain, your generous donations this month have propelled you into the top ranks. A million-point alliance is within reach now. Thank you, Soul Alliance Leader, and thank you.

To be favored by two alliance leaders is a blessing for both Hundred Refinements Ascends to Immortality and Rain of Illusions. I am grateful to both of you and all Fellow Daoists who have supported me so far. I will continue to strive to make Hundred Refinements Ascends to Immortality even better.

Today marks our baby's one-month birthday, a joyous occasion for us. As such, I have a gift for everyone: today’s update is 9000 words long, sharing in your happiness.

Once again, thank you all for your support...

* * *

Hundred Refinements Ascends to Immortality has reached the baby's one-month milestone and is currently being typed out. Please wait a moment,

After content updates, please refresh the page to get the latest!
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Chapter 1978: Snow Fairy

"Want to pass on the family treasure? Fine, but shouldn't Senior also keep his promise and let this junior see Little Sister?" The scholar clenched his fist tightly.

In a hidden corner, Lin Xuan nodded. This guy probably just lacked experience; he wasn’t born stupid.

"How can you not trust me?" The elderly man was taken aback, his expression turning grim.

"Brother Cheng, that's where your mistake lies," the thin man quickly chimed in to mediate their dispute, but it sounded more like an attempt at persuasion. "Senior Forefather is highly respected. His character and integrity are beyond reproach. You shouldn’t doubt him. He’s not after your treasures or wealth; he’s only asking for compensation due to the risks involved this time. If not for my face, no other cultivator would help you even with greater benefits. Your actions disappoint me..."

But this didn't work.

Although the scholar lacked experience in dealing with people, his stubbornness was evident. He was of a nature that wouldn’t budge, no matter how many bulls were used to pull him back.

After much persuasion and threats, they finally approached a pavilion. The elderly man waved his sleeve, and a token flew out, entering the door which creaked open.

The three entered one after another. Lin Xuan followed closely behind without any hesitation.

Before them lay an expansive hall, magnificently decorated, stretching over a thousand feet in width.

To their sides were winding corridors leading to four directions.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and passed through the corridors, revealing hundreds of small courtyards. Each contained a female cultivator.

Their appearances varied, but all were strikingly beautiful.

These women had considerable cultivation levels, mostly at the Yuan婴 stage, with a few at the Separation stage as well. Lin Xuan even spotted five cultivators in the late Separation stage.

But regardless of their power, they were all imprisoned here, their magical energy sealed away, unable to sense the primordial qi of heaven and earth. Thus, these women were no different from ordinary mortal girls.

These courtyards served as cages; even with wings, they couldn't escape.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as he spotted a familiar figure. Though two hundred years had passed, his keen eyesight as an cultivator immediately recognized the Red Leaf Fairy.

This girl was indeed brought here.

Lin Xuan sighed but didn’t rush to act. Saving her wasn’t urgent; what interested him were the family treasures mentioned in their deal.

Guided by the elderly man in gray robes, they soon arrived at a courtyard on the left.

"Your little sister is kept here."

The old man took out a token and removed the seals around the courtyard. The door opened, revealing a slender woman.

She appeared to be about ten years old, with an attractive face, but fear was etched across her features. Upon seeing who stood outside, she turned from terror to joy and surprise.

"Brother... Brother, you, how did you end up here?" Snow Fairy gaped in disbelief, never expecting to see her fiancé here.

It was common knowledge that the vice palace master had used a female disciple’s cauldron. Her fear and despair were understandable as an advanced cultivator; she knew what fate awaited those in the cauldrons. However, with her magical energy sealed away, she couldn’t fight back at all.

Despair turned to hope when she saw Brother here.

"Little Sister, you’ve suffered enough. I came to save you."

Overjoyed, the scholar rushed forward and grasped his little sister’s hand, tears streaming down his face from excitement.

Lin Xuan was speechless; an advanced cultivator acting so emotionally was something he had never seen before.

Compared to Snow Fairy, who remained calm despite her excitement. After a moment, she regained composure: "Brother, how did you get here and what plan do you have to save me?"

"I won’t rush you, Little Sister. I asked someone to help us," the scholar said.

"Who?" The woman’s eyes showed hesitation.

"Enough of this emotional talk for now. We don’t have time to dawdle; we’re in a dangerous place," the elderly man in gray robes said coldly. "But your point is valid."

After nodding, his heart flew to her after seeing her.

"Now that you’ve seen each other, shouldn’t you fulfill your promise?"

"Alright."

Though the scholar was stubborn, he was straightforward. He waved his sleeve, and golden light flashed as an jade box appeared beside him.

It bore several seals, but these were peculiar—blood-red in color.

"This isn’t a family treasure passed down by our ancestors," Snow Fairy exclaimed in shock. "Are you using this to get someone to save me?"

: First update of the day! Happy baby's first month, may all cultivators share in our joy!
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Chapter 1979: Lin Xuan and Elder Flower

The affection in Master Brother's voice was so deep that a few droplets of moisture appeared in Snow Fairy's eyes. All she could feel was gratitude.

"Even the family treasure is lifeless, how can it compare to you, my dear sister?"

Master Scholar's voice filled with intense emotion, yet it remained simple and sincere. He was never good at eloquence, but no amount of sweet words could match genuine feelings.

"Sister..."

Snow Fairy did not say much more, but her deep gaze brought a smile of joy to Master Scholar’s face. All his efforts had not been in vain.

"Ah..."

A dry cough sounded, and the gray-robed cultivator's expression turned impatient.

Master Scholar blushed and quickly lowered his head, reciting incantations under his breath.

Suddenly, he opened his mouth wide, spewing a burst of fierce light that circled around his wrist. Instantly, crimson blood flowed out but was enveloped by a glow, not dripping down but floating in mid-air.

Master Scholar's eyes were filled with seriousness as he extended another hand and danced it through the air, using his fingers as pens to transform the blood into several talismans. The light flickered, emitting an aura of bloodiness.

"Quickly!"

With one finger pointing forward, a fierce wind arose. The few talismans flashed and vanished into the禁制 on the jade box's surface.

Sizzle...

As if something had been torn apart, the few red talismans fell off the jade box’s surface.

Before the lid was opened, an unfamiliar feeling inexplicably entered his heart.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, staring intensely at Master Scholar's treasure. A sense of anticipation and hope surged within him. The gray-robed cultivator looked even more despicable, his eyes filled with greed.

"This thing will finally be in my hands," he thought viciously, ready to betray the others after taking the treasure. However, just as this critical moment arrived, an unexpected change occurred.

"Such audacious fellows, do you think you've eaten bear's heart and leopard's gall? You dare to secretly release my cauldron without informing me. Don't you know that such actions will bring upon you the suffering of a thousand snakes searching your soul," a lazy voice echoed, tinged with a hint of leprosy, yet not sounding menacing at all.

The four present cultivators' faces instantly turned pale, as if they had been caught by a snake. Even Snow Fairy's fair complexion drained of color and she began to tremble.

A light flashed, and the once calm space suddenly rippled like water waves. An old man appeared in an eerie manner.

His demeanor was peculiar; while he seemed elderly with white hair and rosy cheeks, his expression was that of a young man, like someone from a game who had seen the world. He wore a long red robe adorned with various flowers—over a hundred kinds—in vivid colors, meticulously crafted.

"Greetings, Palace Master."

The gray-robed cultivator was so frightened that he fell to his knees, repeatedly begging for mercy.

Elder Flower!

His identity was clear.

Lin Xuan, hiding in the shadows, felt a sudden sense of alarm. The appearance of this figure here could only mean one thing—this was likely targeted at him...

Though it was just a guess, Lin Xuan found it highly plausible as Elder Flower's power was formidable and not inferior to the Three Demon Emperors or Six Sea Kings. He was an advanced cultivator of the Profound Abyss stage, making it absurd for such a figure to wait here for a mere early-stage婴灵 cauldron.

Yet, looking at Elder Flower, he seemed fully aware and nothing like someone with a mental issue.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's vigilance heightened. If the other party was calculating his move, they were unlikely to come alone. What kind of traps might be set nearby?

As these thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan released his divine sense to thoroughly search the surroundings. Just as he prepared to do so, Elder Flower’s leisurely voice sounded.

"Friend Lin, why hide and conceal yourself now that we've reached this point? Shouldn't you know that hiding now is just a futile attempt at deception?"

Before Elder Flower's words had fully faded, the other cultivators exchanged glances. Their fear did not diminish as they realized that regardless of why Palace Deputy was here, they were all in for the thousand snakes' soul search.

紧接着，只听一轻笑声传入耳朵：“林某何德何能，能得堂堂的九仙宫主大半夜在这里相候呢？”

话音未落，青光一闪，林轩已在几名修士背后诡异浮现，倒背双手，神色淡然，那表情，一点也没有落入圈套的慌张之色，就仿佛在自家闲庭散步一般。

洞玄期 cultivator!

Several cultivators were greatly alarmed. Could it be that he had followed them into the place? The scholar and the thin man exchanged a glance, their expressions filled with shock.

At such close range, they hadn't noticed him at all. If he wanted to take their lives, it would be as easy as picking fruit from a tree. This thought sent cold sweat down their spines.

Two small early-stage婴灵 cultivators were lost in their thoughts, but Lin Xuan ignored them. To him, early-stage婴灵 were no different from ants; with a wave of his hand, they could vanish into nothingness.

The only formidable enemy before him was Elder Flower. As the saying goes, a good man does not come uninvited, and an unwelcome guest is never good. The purpose of this late-night wait was clearly not to chat.

From the start, Lin Xuan had suspected that his actions in the Nine Immortal Palace were too smooth.

After those two cultivators led him to the Guesthouse Inn, they seemed to have no further intentions. Normally, a visit from a洞玄期 existence would warrant a grand reception by the high-ranking officials of the Nine Immortal Palace. However, he had waited for hours without anyone showing up.

Such an unusual scene was strange if there were no hidden motives.

Moreover, his night raid on the Nine Immortal Palace, though guided by Master Scholar and the thin man, seemed too easy from every angle.

With Lin Xuan's extensive experience in the cultivation world, these doubts had long been noticed. But he pretended to be unaware, confident in his abilities.

Now, the Nine Immortal Palace Master had revealed his true intentions. However, what exactly was his purpose? As a fellow洞玄期 cultivator, it would be foolish to conflict over such trivial matters like unauthorized entry into the Hundred Flowers Garden.

Finally, Mount Helan's Soul Friend donated another 100,000 credits. For the generous support of Soul Lord, Fantuyu felt nothing but gratitude. This was a form of encouragement and support; thank you, Soul Lord, I will strive to improve.

With this, the Hundred Refinement Alliance gained its second million-level leader in less than two months. It seemed like a dream come true for Fantuyu. The power of Soul Lord was impressive; I am deeply grateful, and I will work hard.

This is the second update today, with 9000 words planned. Thank you again to Soul Lord for your support!
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Chapter 1980: Fire Essence Energy Space

"Lin Dao, you have a bold and fearless spirit. So, you must have anticipated my presence here waiting for you?" Flower Master Senior frowned, rubbing his forehead with his hand, showing some surprise as he spoke.

"I couldn't say I anticipated it, but there was indeed a hint of foreboding in the depths of my heart." Lin Xuan sighed, his expression as if talking to an old friend: "But what puzzles me is why you would scheme against me. Don’t even mention that it’s because I intruded into the Hundred Flower Garden; such minor conflicts are trivial for beings like us."

"Your curiosity truly knows no bounds," the Flower Master Senior said with a lazy voice, his tone so relaxed as if Lin Xuan was already at their mercy and could be manipulated at will. "But why must you know? You're about to perish anyway. For someone who's going to die, knowing the reason doesn't seem to matter."

The sound of his voice was clear and crisp, followed by a strange action with his fingers. He snapped them together.

"Snap!"

The sound was sharp, like a bell ringing. Then, as if mercury had spilled out, countless light halos appeared on the ground, along with mysterious symbols that quickly arranged themselves into a teleportation array.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan's face finally showed surprise. How did he manage to set this up without any prior notice?

But at this moment, it was no longer important to ponder over these details.

With a wave of his sleeves, the Mother and Son Shield flew out, converging in the middle. A green light shield appeared before him, protecting his entire body. The surface of the shield had the Taiji symbol flowing through it, making it seem incredibly mysterious. A primitive aura surged forth, seeking no success but ensuring no failure. Lin Xuan first focused on self-preservation.

Woo...

A buzzing sound filled his ears as the array became even more dazzling and brilliant, enveloping the entire hall in colorful light. But this splendid scene only lasted for a brief moment before it dimmed down again.

"What's happening?"

The voice of the gray-robed cultivator was hoarse, echoing through the air. Besides him, Scholar, Leaf Cultivator, and Snow Fairy were still standing there, their faces filled with confusion and fear. Lin Xuan and Deputy Palace Master had vanished without a trace.

The teleportation array also disappeared, as if nothing had happened at all.

"Are we dreaming or are we still trapped in the illusory realm?" Snow Fairy's soft voice whispered into his ears, her face showing lingering fear.

Scholar and the slender man exchanged glances. They were equally bewildered.

"Dreaming, hehe, you're too naive. Betraying the Palace Master and intruding into a forbidden area—do you think there will be any good outcome?"

A cold laugh echoed in his ears as light flared at the entrance. Over ten cultivators appeared before him, led by an old man whose cultivation level was at the Separation stage.

Despite their different attire, all had strange patterns on their sleeves, resembling a creature with nine heads.

"Palace Master's attendants!"

The gray-robed old man was shocked. He was also part of the Deputy Palace Master’s faction and knew what these cultivators represented—each one was formidable and close to the Palace Master's heart. With over ten of them appearing at once, what should he do...

On another side,

"Where are we?"

Lin Xuan turned his head, surveying the surroundings. He had been teleported to an unfamiliar place.

Looking around, everything appeared grayish-white, but as he looked further, rolling mountains could be seen in the distance.

Boom!

A rumbling sound echoed through his ears. These weren't ordinary mountains; they were volcanoes.

More accurately, a cluster of volcanoes.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened slightly. Due to the presence of these volcanoes, the surrounding elemental energy was dominated by fire. The other four types of energy were present but so negligible as to be almost nonexistent.

Had they brought him here for...

Releasing his spirit sense, Lin Xuan realized he was in a small space. Even if he tried to escape, there would be no place to go.

The Flower Master Senior hovered about ten feet in front of him, with a lazy expression on his face. His gaze at Lin Xuan was even more bizarre, filled with greed.

"Your cultivation technique appears to be the most fierce and yang, fire-based."

Lin Xuan sighed, his voice devoid of emotion as if recounting something unrelated to himself.

"Indeed, you seem to already know my intentions. Your subordinates have already investigated; your cultivation technique is wood-based. Is there any mistake in what I say? In this special space filled with fire essence energy, the Nine Departure True Fire Art will have an additional effect of over twenty percent. As for your wood-based techniques, they will be greatly weakened. With such a disparity and no place to escape, do you think you can still protect yourself?" The Flower Master Senior seemed pleased with himself. He didn't claim to be omniscient but believed that Lin Xuan was now like a fish on the chopping block.

After all, his cultivation level had reached its peak, while the other was only at an early stage, and the environment favored him greatly. There was no way he would lose.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan lowered his head slightly, falling into silence for several moments before speaking again: "You've been scheming against me, but we have no grudges or enmity between us. What's the reason? Do you truly refuse to reveal it?"

His tone carried a hint of despair and dejection as if he was in grave danger.

"Why not just let me die like this?" The Flower Master Senior laughed: "I can tell you, I practice a demonic technique that requires your元婴to be useful. If everything goes well, perhaps I could advance to the late Separation stage?"

Lin Xuan frowned: "You want my元婴to advance? Are you an ancient demon?"

"Ha, of course not; I'm not from another world or realm," the Flower Master Senior said coldly. "But a quarter of my bloodline is from a beast tribe."

"A quarter beast lineage... So, you can be considered half-beast..." Lin Xuan murmured, his face showing signs of deep thought.

: Third update for today! More coming tonight!~!
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Chapter 1982: Counter with Fire

Lin Xuan's voice echoed, "I've heard that you suddenly appeared two hundred years ago. Almost at the same time, the Palace Master of Nine Immortals Palace vanished. What is the connection between these events?"

Flower Elder Zuo's cold laughter rang in Lin Xuan’s ears. His face was filled with contempt: "I have no interest in idle chatter here. Do you think that by delaying things, you can change anything? Hand over your soul essence if you are wise; otherwise, I will not spare it."

Lin Xuan smiled. "If my friend doesn't want to speak, there's nothing wrong with that. You asked me how I choose. Now, let me tell you: whether I submit or perish, I am indifferent. Let’s change the perspective. If you hand over your life to me, what do you think?"

The situation before him was indeed unfavorable, but in Lin Xuan's eyes, it held no real significance. He claimed his abilities were wood-based; that much was true, but he had overlooked a critical detail: this referred only to Nine Heaven Profound Technique. His knowledge and techniques far exceeded just one.

What about the fire attribute?

Flower Elder Zuo flicked his sleeve, and a red light shot out, powerful yet not sweeping past Lin Xuan as it headed towards a distant volcano.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. The target was his heart. Instant kill!

The attack was extremely vicious. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he could have used Teleportation to dodge but didn’t. Flower Elder Zuo’s left hand was hidden, indicating a backup plan. If he dodged, more attacks would follow.

Why bother dodging? Did he think he couldn't handle it?

As his thoughts raced, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. The light screen before him disintegrated into several small shields, one of which appeared in his palm.

Lin Xuan held the object lightly; a "zing" sound echoed as if metal clashed. The round-shaped treasure struck the shield with force.

Flames and sparks erupted everywhere, but it was ineffective. It felt like arrows from an iron-hard bow striking a steel shield.

Although it failed to penetrate Lin Xuan’s defenses, he was propelled sideways by the immense force.

"How fast!"

Flower Elder Zuo's eyes widened in surprise. He hadn't expected such a swift reaction that blocked his attack.

But what did it matter? Once confined to this small space, there was no escape; only death awaited him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a fiery light streaked out, powerful but didn’t sweep past Lin Xuan as it headed towards the volcano.

Lin Xuan stood still, ignoring Flower Elder Zuo’s actions. The old man's eyes widened in confusion. Did he have some hidden plan?

Before he could ponder further, thunderous sounds approached from afar, like distant lightning.

The ground trembled; rocks tumbled down the mountains. It felt as if the entire space was collapsing, akin to an apocalyptic scene.

Boom!

Another loud noise echoed. The highest peak in the distance erupted in thick smoke. Red light flickered at the mouth of the volcano, followed by a black-red beam shooting out.

Lava appeared!

The volcano had awakened. Only one initially erupted but soon others joined, their rumbling sounds echoing from within. Thick smoke and beams shot out as lava flowed, raising temperatures dramatically.

With the volcano’s eruption, fire essence in the area surged. The initial concentration was already high; now it reached terrifying levels.

"Are you satisfied with this, friend?"

"Why didn't you stop me?"

Flower Elder Zuo's face showed astonishment. Logically, more fire essence should have been detrimental to Lin Xuan. He should have tried to stop him, but he allowed it. This was too unusual; Flower Elder Zuo sensed something amiss.

"Is there anything I can do? Fire essence is just fire essence. Do you think this will trouble me?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile as his sleeve moved, and the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out, swirling around him with an impressive display.

"You brat, don't get too cocky."

Flower Elder Zuo was furious. He extended his left hand, and a light flickered, producing a feather fan in his palm.

A strong wind surged as fire essence gathered towards Flower Elder Zuo, forming fiery serpents of various lengths and sizes, numbering thousands, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

This was just the beginning. He waved the fan over his head, revealing a beautifully crafted longbow in his palm. His right hand drew three arrows from his belt, nocked them, and they appeared on the bowstring simultaneously.

Lin Xuan had never seen an archer before; he showed surprise but continued his actions without pause.

A flick of his wrist produced a small bell with purple light. It was about a foot tall, its surface glowing with ancient symbols.

Lin Xuan pointed forward. A "sizzle" sound echoed as the Spirit Bird Bell grew in size within electric arcs. Soon, bird cries filled the air as several crow-like demonic birds emerged from it.

Their bodies were much larger than crows and had three magical eyes. Their entire bodies were wrapped in grayish-white demonic flames.

A chilling aura emanated; though unsure of its power, it was clear that this wasn't ordinary demonic fire.

Flame Corpse Crows!

These were once the pet of the Venerable Master of Ten Thousand Beasts but had grown significantly under Lin Xuan's training. Their claws were sharper, and their heads resembled those of a demon eagle rather than crows. With a flap of their wings, thousands of wind blades appeared.

Each blade was about a foot in diameter, emitting an unbearable stench. High-pitched cries echoed as these weren't ordinary wind blades; they were composed of flames.

The flame was grayish-white—Corpse Fire!

This wasn’t just a wind blade technique but resembled it. Calling it Flame Light Blades would be more accurate.

Continuous flapping sounds filled the air as the Corpse Fire light blades clashed with the fire essence serpents.

Two types of flames, fundamentally different: Corpse Fire was cold and demonic, while the serpents' energy came from nearby volcanoes, making them more violent. Regardless, they shared a common origin—fire!

Counter with fire!

Flower Elder Zuo never expected such a tactic; he had assumed Lin Xuan's wood-based abilities would be his downfall. But now, the outcome was unexpected.

Sizzling sounds echoed as flames cut through the demonic serpents. The remaining fire essence hadn't fully coalesced when thousands of Corpse Crows flew in, devouring it.

"Damn!"

Flower Elder Zuo was furious but didn’t give up. His initial attack was just a start; he still hadn't realized his mistake. He thought this was merely an accident. Lin Xuan was wood-based and had some demonic crows as pets, but the environment remained favorable to him.
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Receiving a call from the elderly scholar Niu, Xiao Qi gave a brief explanation and then agreed to no longer stir up trouble in public places in America.

On one hand, he was showing respect for Old Man Cow; it made more sense to give Obama some face now rather than after he became president. On the other hand, this decision was also about his own business interests.

Xiao Qi understood that if you hated someone, don't always show your hatred; people will constantly be on guard and you'll find it hard to strike when the time is right. Instead, bury your hate in your heart, act casual around them, and wait for a critical moment—like when they're at the edge of a cliff—to push them off.

Of course, Xiao Qi's enmity toward America wasn't as deep. In fact, one of his wives was genuinely an American beauty, making him an American son-in-law too.

But while emotions were one thing, earning money was another.

Just like Clinton and Bush, they made life difficult for China when in power but once out, would act as "old friends" to China, constantly seeking favors. Clinton even gave seven or eight speeches in China, insisting that he wasn't shameless, making others believe him. Truly a genius!

So Xiao Qi decided to learn from his seniors; he'd only occasionally show off his prowess and always appear as America's good friend when it came to business.

However, Xiao Qi's bet against American oil futures had already caught the attention of Wall Street's big sharks, who were determined to take a piece out of him. This was unavoidable.

On a late afternoon in early May, Tony invited Xiao Qi for tea.

The custom of afternoon tea originated from either England or Guangdong—this much was lost to history. But it was well-known that people from these regions loved their afternoon teas.

In America, Xiao Qi didn't often indulge in snacks during the day, but after reincarnating, he drank a lot of afternoon tea for business and task assignments.

The weather in Chengdu in early May wasn't quite summer yet, but the sun was shining brightly. Xiao Qi usually enjoyed a cup of black tea, which had a slight bitterness that could be enhanced with lemon and honey.

However, he preferred it plain, just as he liked natural beauty over surgically enhanced beauties from South Korea.

Even the woman walking past their café didn't catch his attention.

"Hey, Tony, when are you going to stop staring?" The young man said lazily. "That woman's obviously got implants; can't you feel how hard those two lumps are?"

"You have no taste!" the fat American turned his head, disdainfully saying, "I'll just squeeze her tonight and who cares if they're fake? I'm not marrying her!"

"Would it be okay to break them?"

"I thought you were Schwarzenegger! How could you break them?" Tony said with a lecherous look. "Eastern women are like water; much more enduring than our American women, whose pores are so big."

Xiao Qi shrugged and didn't bother discussing such matters with the lecherous American.

The woman who had walked by was in her late twenties or early thirties, and apart from her artificial breasts, she wasn't particularly attractive. Xiao Qi wondered why Tony found her so captivating.

Americans were peculiar; while countless Chinese women were willing to jump on them for honor, respect, envy, and green cards, the ones they chose were mostly considered ugly by their own standards—super ugly.

Sometimes, Xiao Qi thought that if China and America merged, with Chinese people marrying American types, it would be a harmonious society indeed!

After drinking a cup of coffee, Tony whispered, "Young Master Qi, did you know that at least ten investment banks in the US want to take you down? Including Citibank?"

"Really?" Xiao Qi was taken aback. "Our relationship with Citibank isn't good enough for that? Americans are really mercenary!"

"Don't be so sensitive," Tony said with a smile. "It has nothing to do with me. In fact, none of us who are close to you participated; they excluded us."

Citibank had many acquaintances among Xiao Qi's circle—Tony, Wade, Powell, Mochiev, and Jiup. They were known as the Asia-Pacific faction.

However, compared to the Americas and Europe, the Asia-Pacific faction was clearly less influential in major financial centers. Despite being a key client of Citibank, Xiao Qi wasn't worth 5 billion dollars in this high-stakes bet.

They calculated that while they still made some money from their business dealings with Xiao Qi, the big profits were going elsewhere. The shares of DreamPad and its app store, as well as Chosegirl, had all been sold without their involvement.

If it was just a regular company's shares, it might have been fine, but these were clear golden geese—buy them and make money!

Xiao Qi's relationship with Citibank was so good that they wouldn't sell to him. The Americas naturally harbored resentment, deciding to win this bet against Xiao Qi to show him who was boss.

While the others were blinded by greed, the Asia-Pacific faction understood clearly: although Xiao Qi had sold shares in three companies, none of them went to a bank.

This proved that he wasn't planning on selling to any banks. If he did sell to other banks but not Citibank, it would be unreasonable. Since he hadn't done so, they couldn't say he was ungrateful.

That's why Tony came to Xiao Qi early to avoid any lingering resentment from his faction.
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"Boy, you have some skill. But you're too stupid. Originally, if you had been restrained for a few years, you could have suffered less. Soon, I'll put you in my hands and let you taste the torment of having ten thousand serpents devour your soul," he sneered.

Before his words were fully spoken, the sound of bowstrings being drawn reached Lin Xuan's ears. The three arrows shot out like venomous snakes, fiercely lunging towards him with a snarl.

The speed was incredible, almost as if they had streaked through the air in an instant, arriving before him.

In the martial world, nothing could stand against speed. This saying held true even in the cultivation realm.

However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic. He lowered his head slightly and seemed to regard the sharp arrows with indifference.

A buzzing sound filled his ears as the Xuan Qing Mother-Son Shield, which he had previously used successfully, reappeared. It was a shield with six faces arranged in a fan shape. Without any additional movements from Lin Xuan, light began to emanate from each face, forming a greenish light curtain. A Taiji pattern flowed across it, exuding an air of mystery and ancient simplicity.

This item was a replica of a divine treasure, complete with a set of attributes, making its power unparalleled. The arrows might be extraordinary, but Lin Xuan did not believe they could break the shield's defenses.

The arrows...

A clashing sound reached his ears as the arrows were indeed blocked. However, instead of becoming enraged, a mocking smile appeared on his lips.

The three arrows converged into a monstrous snake with three heads.

The shape was peculiar. The middle head resembled that of an enormous python, while the right side had a human head, and by appearance, it looked like a very beautiful woman.

Her brows were arched, her mouth slightly open, but her voice was faint yet clear as she spoke. Her tongue, which emerged from her mouth, was identical to a snake's fang.

The left head, however, had a greenish-gray complexion with sharp teeth and scales, looking like a fearsome ghost.

"This is not just any transformation technique!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he vaguely recognized the monstrous snake. But in that moment, his mind could not recall where he had seen it before.

"Ugh..."

The head on the left opened its mouth wide, emitting a black light.

An incredible scene unfolded. When this dark light struck the greenish light curtain, the Xuan Qing Mother-Son Shield was defiled.

"This... ghostlydemonand yin ink, no, but it has the same effect."

Lin Xuan's expression turned pale as his opponent continued to attack. Seeing that the defense had been broken, the other two heads suddenly emitted fierce light.

The python head retracted and fiercely bit towards Lin Xuan's neck. The woman's head opened her mouth, exhaling a pink mist.

Three-headed bone-devouring snake!

At this critical moment, a flash of enlightenment appeared in Lin Xuan's mind as he recalled the origin of these demonic snakes. Although they were not true spirit creatures, they were still formidable in the savage world. Legend had it that the left head could defile cultivators' treasures and break defenses, while the right head's pink mist could melt anything.

The middle python head was weaker but incredibly powerful, capable of creating a hole even in mountains forged from steel.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of shock, but he knew this wasn't the real three-headed bone-devouring snake. It should be just a fragment of its soul that had been refined into an entity spirit.

Nevertheless, the power was still formidable. Especially with the Xuan Qing Mother-Son Shield defiled, his situation became even more dire.

But Lin Xuan remained calm as silver light flashed behind him. The Small Heavenly Palace Dharmic Form appeared, with nine heads and eighteen arms, looking magnificent and mysterious. Each hand held a different treasure: sword, spear, saber, halberd, axe, mace, hook, fork, whip, copper hammer, claw, ring, staff, pike, club, cane, shield, totaling eighteen weapons.

With a slight wave, the light grew intense as he struck at his opponent with all his might.

Bang!

The python head was the first to be hit. With so many treasures simultaneously in effect, the power must have been immense.

The pink mist was also dispersed.

However, even this only bought him a moment's respite. Lin Xuan flickered and vanished from sight.

In an instant, more than a hundred feet away, ripples of energy surged as Lin Xuan reappeared clearly.

"Golden Body Dharmic Form, and spatial teleportation!"

The Fresh Flower Patriarch was dumbfounded, his expression turning grim. Clearly, the opponent was harder to deal with than he had imagined.

No wonder this boy was so confident; relying solely on these few tricks to escape from him was too naive.

"Quickly!" The old monster pointed forward, and a piercing scream echoed as the three-headed bone-devouring snake contracted. Three colors of spiritual light surged forth, flying towards Lin Xuan with great force.

Then his right hand raised, and a staff several feet long floated before him.

The staff was pitch black, carved from what appeared to be rare jade, with countless runes and miniature arrays etched on its surface, indicating its immense power.

The Fresh Flower Patriarch grasped the staff with his right hand and waved it lightly. Instantly, myriad shadows of the staff emerged, obscuring half the sky as they struck Lin Xuan.

Two consecutive attacks were both ruthless, but Lin Xuan was no one to be easily subdued. His eyes glinted with determination against a formidable foe.

"Come on!"

Lin Xuan roared loudly, his hands dancing like butterflies in mid-air. He continuously changed hand seals. As he moved, the Ten Thousand Soul Tower appeared, followed by intense light as the first layer opened. A blinding white light entered his vision.

The white light formed a vortex, buzzing loudly as a blood-red insect cloud emerged from it. The number was astonishing; insects danced everywhere within several miles without needing Lin Xuan's command. They approached the monstrous snake with great vigor.

Soon, the vanguard made contact, but there were no results. The battle was one-sided. Each head displayed different spells: the evil ghost head emitted a thick black light that turned blood ants to nothingness; the woman's head's pink mist melted them instantly upon contact; and the python head devoured with great force.

However, Lin Xuan showed no urgency. Instead, he smiled confidently as his left hand waved, sending out a red staff with a Buddhist chant. He gripped it tightly and fiercely struck at his opponent.

Clash!

Thus, in the sky, there appeared an unusual scene: black staff shadows on one side and red ones on the other, clashing violently.

Postscript: I had something to do today, taking my baby for a vaccine, so the update is late. Apologies. Huanyu will type up the next chapter right away.

Yesterday was my baby's first month; several sponsors sent blessings and donations. Thank you, Soul Lord Helan Mountain, Purple Moonlight Lord, Brother Biao, and all the fellow daoists who supported me. I am grateful to everyone in the main version and sub-version. Thank you, and Huanyu will work harder next month.

Thank you again for your support. Wishing everyone good health, success, and eternal happiness and joy!
第一千九百八十三章 三头六臂

In an instant, the entire space seemed to tremble violently. Then, a loud rumbling sound filled the air, with continuous cracking noises echoing in his ears—much like raindrops hitting banana leaves.

Black and red lights interwoven, neither side was gaining the upper hand for a moment.

"Divine Spirit Treasure!" exclamations of shock followed as Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch's voice seemed to come from between his teeth. His attack had been blocked, while on the other side, Three-Headed Bone Snake encountered some resistance. Although Bloodfire Ants were individually weak in combat, their sheer numbers gave them an edge; the disadvantage was only temporary.

Explosion!

Seeing that he couldn't win, this demonic insect self-destructed. The power of a single one might not be significant, but if hundreds exploded simultaneously, with their combined strength and the added effects...

"Bad!" Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch's expression changed dramatically. He hadn't truly controlled the Three-Headed Bone Snake; it was merely an animated spirit artifact created from a fragment of his soul.

Thousands of Bloodsharp Ants detonated at once, causing this treasure to lose much of its spiritual essence.

"How despicable!" Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch was infuriated. However, Lin Xuan didn't care about such matters. After all, it wasn't easy for an item with a spirit essence to change hands. He should have known better; the other party was also a Daoist cultivator of the Profound Mysteries realm.

He fixed his gaze on Lin Xuan's movements. As the swarm dispersed, Lin Xuan's wrist flipped, and a small ball of fire about the size of an egg appeared.

The flames flickered in four colors before transforming into deep blue.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire could change its attributes at will.

"Go!" Lin Xuan waved his hand, sending the deep blue Phantasmal Heavenly Fire flying.

Sizzle...

In a blink, a thick layer of ice armor covered the Three-Headed Bone Snake's surface. It transformed into an icy sculpture suspended in front of Lin Xuan by several feet, floating motionlessly.

"What..."

Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch's face turned ashen. He had completely lost his connection with this treasure.

"How is that possible?"

The old monster was bewildered and at a loss for words. He knew the power of his item well; it shouldn't have been frozen so easily, even if its spiritual essence was severely damaged. However, reality lay before him, and he couldn't deny it. He licked his lips, realizing he had underestimated this guy. A mere初级 cultivator managed to master such powerful techniques.

But that mattered little. Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch showed no signs of discouragement. He believed the final victory would still be his.

"Unexpectedly, dealing with you requires my true skills. It seems sending you here was a wise decision."

"True skills?"

Lin Xuan scratched his nose and couldn't help laughing: "Friend, your words are truly shocking. Did we just spar for fun?"

His tone carried a hint of mockery, but Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch didn't respond.

The fan-shaped treasure floated back into his hand. The old monster remained still, but the fire yuan qi around him surged into his body.

From his actions, it was clear he intended to use some extremely complex technique. His left hand was hidden in a sleeve, yet Lin Xuan could see through the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes that there were several items inside: talismans, thunder pearls, and spirit beast pouches.

Clearly, this was going to take time, but his preparations were thorough. If Lin Xuan tried to rush forward, those items in his left hand would delay him.

Lin Xuan didn't want to be led by the nose.

Skillful people are bold; he wanted to see what the old monster could do!

Taking a deep breath, the Magic Bond Sword appeared in his palm. He grasped it and infused his mana like a tidal wave, sending an icy sensation through the blade. Silver light burst forth, and fine scales enveloped Lin Xuan's right hand from the wrist to the elbow, with surrounding primordial qi flowing into him...

"That can't be true; you practice techniques of wood attributes. How could fire yuan qi enter your body?" Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch was genuinely shocked.

"Who told you I can only control wood attributes?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Hmph, so you have a multi-attribute spirit root? That's troublesome." Flower Fragrance Senior Patriarch continued: "But it won't defeat me."

Before he could finish, his sleeve flapped, and an jade bottle flew out. He grabbed it without removing the stopper and smashed it open with a loud crack.

A black pill about the size of a dragon eye appeared, emitting a pungent smell.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as various thoughts raced through his mind. Despite their earlier exchange, neither had consumed much mana. What was he going to do with this pill?

Could it be something that significantly boosted one's strength in a short time?

But that didn't make sense; although Lin Xuan had the upper hand, the old monster hadn't suffered much damage. There was no reason for him to take such a pill.

After all, consuming such pills could greatly enhance one's power temporarily but came with severe side effects. Most cultivators would only use them as last resorts.

Lin Xuan pondered many things in an instant, but before he could finish, the old monster swallowed the pill...

At their level, refining medicinal energy was incredibly swift. His face turned purple, yet his strength didn't increase at all.

Surprised, Lin Xuan wondered what this pill was for.

The answer soon became clear.

Fire yuan qi from around him rushed to the old monster's side, but only a few were under Lin Xuan's control. This could only mean that the other party had far greater abilities in manipulating primordial qi.

But that shouldn't be possible; they had been evenly matched just moments ago. How did this turn so drastically?

Could it have been due to that pill?

Lin Xuan pondered this as a strange scene unfolded: the divine images began merging, reducing from nine heads and eighteen arms to two, with six arms in total.

Though there were fewer, the new golden body image was more radiant, almost实体like. Lin Xuan had practiced the Lesser Heavenly Realm Image for centuries; such changes weren't out of the ordinary. He did this for a reason.

The Ninefold Moon Ring flew out and was easily seized by two of the divine images' arms. Mana infused into it, causing its light to flash wildly as malevolent energy rose. Hundreds of ice serpents and fire dragons appeared before him, circling and dancing, their roars filling his ears.

But this wasn't over; as the divine images' hands moved, the serpents and dragons transformed into seven each, their oppressive presence unchanged, obscuring half the sky.

Thousand Dragon Fangs!

Previously used by Lin Xuan himself, it was now employed solely by the divine image.

And that wasn't all; his remaining two arms continued moving, producing countless intricate seals. A faint sound of Buddhist chanting seemed to echo.

The posture was familiar—Lin Xuan's ultimate secret technique, True Spirit Strike!

Noticing the potential power of the technique, Lin Xuan prepared to use the Magic Bond Sword, Thousand Dragon Fangs, and True Spirit Strike simultaneously.

Triumvirate, see how I break your enemy!
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On the other side, Elder Huaxian also had his hands full. His posture was extremely ancient and archaic, and the incantation in his mouth exuded a mysterious and savage aura.

Almost all of the fire essence energy within the entire space was sucked into the periphery of his body, while at the same time, the monster's power surged out, blending with the primordial energies of heaven and earth...

A strange call entered Lin Xuan’s ears. The fire essence energy gathered in the center, forming a peculiar-looking creature before his eyes.

Its appearance resembled that of a crane but had only one leg, with red markings on its green body and a white beak. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly.

"Phoenix!"

Phoenix was undoubtedly the king of all birds, yet even with its majestic presence, it could not command the submission of myriad creatures. The phoenix Phoebe, born from fire essence, dared to challenge Phoenix for supremacy.

Phoebe was also one of the renowned true spirits, possessing unparalleled power.

What appeared before Lin Xuan was certainly not the true form of Phoebe; otherwise, even a hundred Lin Xuans would be unable to withstand its attack. However, it wasn't merely an illusion formed from fire essence either.

This creature had spirit.

Could it be that this was a manifestation of one of Phoebe's soul fragments?

Lin Xuan’s face revealed a look of great caution.

Indeed, his suspicion proved correct as the bird took on a haughty expression after forming. Meanwhile, Elder Huaxian changed from his arrogant demeanor and respectfully bowed to the creature.

Both their mouths uttered strange languages that Lin Xuan couldn’t understand; they should be from the ancient times of the primordial era.

It seemed like an exchange!

Phoebe aside, Elder Huaxian’s gaze towards this bird was filled with ill intentions.

How could Lin Xuan allow himself to be slaughtered? He wouldn't wait for the enemy's communication but seized the perfect moment to attack.

"Old fellow, you can go to hell."

Lin Xuan roared and thrust his Demon缘 Sword forward.

Silently, a majestic sword energy emerged from nowhere. It gathered in the center, transforming into a monster with the head of a dragon and the body of a horse, sporting twin wings and scales that shimmered like silver.

Qilin!

This was one of the divine beasts of the spirit realm, on par with Phoenix. With Lin Xuan’s current strength, even the power of a supreme treasure had far surpassed what it used to be.

Unfortunately, this wasn't a soul fragment; it merely resembled one. Nevertheless, the spiritual energy contained within the Qilin was formidable indeed. Opening its blood-filled maw, it charged at the opponent with divine might.

This was only one-third of Lin Xuan’s attack.

As his Demon缘 Sword sliced forward, the Primordial Triad also unleashed its ultimate technique.

The roar of a giant dragon echoed in their ears as thousands of ice serpents and fire dragons let out fierce cries. They lunged at the opponent with claws bared.

Shrouding the sky, but this time, the fire dragons were far more powerful than the ice serpents. In this space, there was almost no water essence energy; all the ice serpents relied on Lin Xuan’s own spiritual energy for support.

Accompanying them was a Buddhist chant, and countless golden runes appeared...

A true spirit strike would drain every drop of one's spiritual energy. However, with Lin Xuan having advanced to the Profound Abyss stage, using this technique wouldn't leave him as vulnerable as before. He only needed about a third of his remaining spiritual energy.

Puff…

A faint sound entered their ears, accompanied by an egg-sized light ball leaping from the Primordial Triad’s arm and soaring into the air.

The light ball was incredibly bright, with compressed spiritual energy swirling around it, countless tiny runes flickering. It appeared mysterious beyond words.

Inside the spherical light, a shadow flickered.

A tiger!

However, this tiger was vastly different from ordinary mountain kings. A true spirit strike mimicked the secrets of a divine beast in the spirit realm.

The White Tiger of the Four Symbols!

Its archenemy was the Vermilion Bird.

After the light ball formed, the Primordial Triad’s head roared loudly. It then suddenly pushed its right arm forward. The light ball flashed and shattered, releasing a miniature version of the White Tiger that roared fiercely as it grew in size, quickly surpassing three zhang (about 10 feet). Its majesty was no less than that of the Qilin, charging at the opponent with thunderous force.

Elder Huaxian’s expression turned pale. Though he knew the young man before him was formidable, he never imagined his attack could be so swift.

A Triumphant Strike!

Even Phoebe’s eyes revealed a hint of surprise; this attack's power was somewhat excessive!

But what did that matter? As one of the true spirits, even facing Phoenix, Phoebe wouldn’t back down. Could she fear a mere human cultivator?

Raising its head, it let out a hoarse cry, different from the phoenix’s call, filled with intense hostility. It soared into the sky as Phoebe spread its wings, sucking in all the fire essence energy around and charging at the opponent like a meteor.

In an instant, they collided, their bird calls and roars echoing loudly, far surpassing thunder. The entire space seemed to tremble, spiritual lights intertwining until two distinct light walls formed: one with five colors and the other blood-red.

The battle was evenly matched, neither side gaining the upper hand.

Inside the colorful wall, Lin Xuan could see the sounds of dragons, Qilin, and tigers. The red wall was filled with Phoebe’s fury as it continuously flapped its wings to gather more fire essence energy.

However, the space's remaining fire essence energy was scarce, and even Elder Huaxian’s face turned pale, clearly having exhausted his spiritual energy by summoning Phoebe’s soul fragment.

Yet, on the old monster’s face, there was a look of self-satisfaction. Lin Xuan’s condition was far worse, and he believed he could endure longer.

But this boy's tenacity exceeded expectations. If it weren’t for luring him here with his design, winning would be uncertain.

Elder Huaxian’s thoughts were interrupted by a look of lingering fear on his face. However, the next scene left him wide-eyed in shock.

Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, emitting white light as an jade bottle flew out.

Opening the cap, a refreshing scent wafted out. Elder Huaxian sniffed and his expression changed dramatically.

What could this thing be…

Before he could fully process his thoughts, a bad feeling surfaced. Lin Xuan had already uncorked the bottle and dripped a milky white spiritual liquid into his mouth.

His pale face flushed red in an instant as his spiritual energy rapidly filled him.

"How can such a treasure belong to this guy?"

Elder Huaxian’s voice of frustration echoed, his expression so furious it could split his eyes. But regret came too late.

"Um… Today's update is late again, but the quantity won't be less. Fantuyu will continue working on it immediately."
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Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. The situation had already turned in his favor, and he raised his right hand, revealing an ancient-looking long spear.

He grasped it firmly.

Wu...

The mournful voice echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan poured force into the weapon. The surface of the treasure was marred with patterns that glimmered with a bluish light, countless ancient runes appearing, quite different from human script and somewhat resembling demonic writings.

Perhaps this spear originally belonged to the demon race.

As more force was absorbed, more demonic runes appeared until they formed a circle, revealing an eerie and intricate array before him.

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan swung the spear down with all his might.

A sharp tearing sound filled the air as a fierce aura burst forth, followed by a crescent-shaped light blade that emerged. It seemed to be slicing through the void, aiming directly at the blood-red light curtain.

The phoenix's eyes glowed red, and its feathers stood on end. The situation was extremely unfavorable for it, but its pride wouldn't allow it to retreat.

This hesitation cost it precious time, as a sharp tearing sound reached his ears. The light blade had already pierced through the front of the light curtain with no resistance. This treasure possessed spatial techniques, and the phoenix's head was severed.

"Impossible!"

The eyes of Elder Fresh Flower widened in fear as his previously calm expression vanished, replaced by panic.

Lin Xuan's voice echoed, "How dare you!" As he spoke, a thousand flying knives transformed into chilling rays that shot from all directions toward him.

Elder Fresh Flower roared and tore off his outer robe, waving it to form a light curtain with various flowers appearing on its surface—clearly another treasure.

But how could this help? Even if it protected his entire body, how long would it last?

Electric-like rays struck continuously as Elder Fresh Flower's remaining strength rapidly faded.

This single treasure was enough to overwhelm him, let alone the looming danger from Lin Xuan.

Desperation flickered in Elder Fresh Flower's eyes. Truly, he had brought this upon himself by digging his own grave.

There were no regrets in either secular or spiritual realms.

"Absolutely not! I won't fall here," Elder Fresh Flower's eyes filled with hatred as his body suddenly swelled.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly grew grim. "Could it be that the old man is planning to self-destruct?"

Before he could finish, a loud explosion echoed in his ears. The ancient monster had indeed chosen to self-destruct.

Lin Xuan hastily summoned the Azure and Green Mother-Child Shields. The light flickered as the power of an exploding cultivator was formidable, especially for a peak Profound Realm monster, but it mattered little here. With Elder Fresh Flower's remaining strength minimal, this self-destruction was insignificant.

But the intense light that followed was brighter than the sun.

Even if another cultivator might have been blinded, Lin Xuan's silver light shone through with barely any effect.

The Divine Eye of the Celestial Phoenix!

Lin Xuan's timing was perfect. He saw several dark rays emerge from the explosion's center.

"Hmph, a Chrysalis Evasion Technique or abandoning pawns to save the king. The body may have fallen, but can you really escape with your essence?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed as his eyes glowed brighter.

There were seven dark rays, a cautious opponent indeed using six illusions and one rare transformation talisman.

Double insurance had deceived Lin Xuan, Elder Fresh Flower breathed a sigh of relief. But the next moment, he was overwhelmed by disappointment. He had lost big this time.

"Damned little Lin, I won't let you go. You'll regret it…" Elder Fresh Flower gritted his teeth in determination.

But before he could finish, an icy chill emerged from behind him.

Elder Fresh Flower's eyes widened in shock as he instinctively grabbed his body with both hands, the light around him flickering as he teleported away.

Instant teleportation!

Almost simultaneously, a dazzling green hand appeared and snatched at where Elder Fresh Flower had stood. If he reacted any slower, he would have been caught.

"Hmph, you're quite alert."

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed from nowhere. His figure suddenly materialized with a flicker of light, his face showing a nonchalant smile.

"You... how did you end up here? I just left," Elder Fresh Flower was shocked. He thought he had succeeded but now realized it was all for naught—a heavy blow to his ego.

"Trivial illusions, trying to fool me—too naive."

Lin Xuan said coldly as he flicked his sleeves and the Iron Feather Flying Snake knives reappeared. Despite being only an essence body, the phoenix was mid-stage Profound Realm. As they say, desperate rabbits bite, so Lin Xuan wouldn't be careless.

"Wait, I have something to say."

Elder Fresh Flower's shrill voice echoed as he tried to negotiate. But Lin Xuan wasn't easily fooled. He ignored him and sent a thousand flying knives slicing toward the phoenix.

The essence body dodged but didn't want to surrender. In panic, it reached behind its head and spat out something that grew in size upon contact with air—a black shield that was unremarkable yet sturdy, forming a thick light curtain around it.

"Friend, spare me. I'm the Palace Master of Nine Immortals. If you let me go, I can offer you great benefits."

"Benefits?" Lin Xuan laughed. He didn't care; he only knew that releasing such a dangerous foe would be problematic.

He continued his attack. The phoenix's essence body soon couldn't hold on and exploded again.

No, it wasn't an explosion but three separate entities fleeing in different directions.

Lin Xuan used the Divine Eye of the Celestial Phoenix to discover they were all real. This was indeed the Palace Master of Nine Immortals, using a technique to split his essence into three parts.

"More would be troublesome, but just three..."

Lin Xuan muttered as he touched his head. Two more essences appeared in a flash. Without hesitation, he chased each one in different directions—three were real and couldn't be spared.

With both essences out of the body, Lin Xuan's eyes remained sharp. Thedemon pill still lingered in his aura.

He flashed away to chase them down.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan's two essences and thedemon pill reunited. His expression was serious as he realized the phoenix had failed to escape but also that he hadn't managed to capture him alive.

"This old man is quite tenacious."

Lin Xuan's main essence toyed with a pearl-like treasure, his voice filled with disappointment. He didn't waste time and flashed away with the second essence back into his body.

Extending his right hand, the pearl lay flat in his palm, its surface glowing faintly. It wasn't an ordinary treasure. Lin Xuan examined it closely, his expression changing as he closed his eyes and focused his spirit...

"What is this?"

After a moment, Lin Xuan's face was filled with shock as he looked up.
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Chapter 1986: Mysterious Amber

"Divine Providence Mansion?"

After retracting his divine sense, Lin Xuan couldn't help but take a deep breath, his face filled with shock.

Then he furrowed his brows slightly and rubbed his forehead as if in contemplation.

A moment later, a determined light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes, as though he had finally made up his mind.

His figure turned, and Lin Xuan was enveloped by a bright green glow from head to toe. The light flickered and rapidly shrunk into a whirlwind that encased the pearl. A buzzing sound filled his ears before all the light vanished, disappearing into the pearl.

...

Green robe, lake, bamboo grove.

The scene before him was so unexpected—like stepping into a treasure chest. However, as he scanned the space, it appeared too small, and its laws were clearly different from those of the须臾宝物 (Momentary Treasure) or 万魂塔 (Ten Thousand Souls Pagoda).

This wasn't a Momentary Treasure; just a Divine Providence Mansion.

The Elder Flower had always carried this item, even during his escape with an infant soul. Clearly, it was invaluable and far superior to ordinary Divine Providence Mansions.

Lin Xuan stepped into the bamboo grove.

A faint mist hung in the air, similar to what one might see in the morning, but unremarkable.

However, as Lin Xuan looked on, his gaze grew increasingly serious. This wasn't a simple illusion; it contained principles of the Nine Palaces and Eight Trigrams, interwoven with each other.

It was tricky!

But only tricky. To think he could stop me is sheer folly.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Magic Fate Sword flew out.

Lin Xuan grasped it, silver light emanating from his eyes as he struck at the weak point of this禁制 (restriction).

Boom!

A silver sword energy shot up like thunder, connecting heaven and earth. No matter how complex or mysterious the array's secrets were, they could not escape the principle that force overcomes all.

In other words, with sufficient power, any array could be cut down in one stroke.

The sword light flowed like mercury, distorting the scene before him. Under the might of this Heaven-Breaking Palm, everything turned to nothingness.

After all, it was merely a protective restriction for a cave dwelling; it couldn't compare to a sect's protective arrays.

Lin Xuan smiled as he sheathed his Magic Fate Sword.

The bamboo grove lay in ruins before him, but he continued forward without hesitation.

...

Lin Xuan broke through numerous restrictions along the way until a cave dwelling finally came into view.

His eyes narrowed. From its exterior, this cave dwelling appeared no different from any other, built halfway up a mountain.

With the outer array already broken, Lin Xuan merely waved his sleeve and heard the rumbling as the stone door slowly opened.

He stepped inside without hesitation.

Passing through a narrow passage, he entered a large hall.

The circular hall was about twenty to thirty feet in diameter, quite plain. However, when Lin Xuan's gaze landed on the center of the hall, he couldn't help but gasp.

There, a massive crystal shaped like amber glowed with an eerie light, and inside it, a仙风道骨 (immortal wind and Taoist bone) cultivator was sealed.

The cultivator had kind eyes, white hair, and beard, looking as if over a hundred years old. Yet his face was smooth, rosy-cheeked, and exuded the aura of an immortal.

Lin Xuan had never expected such a scene in the Divine Providence Mansion before arriving here. The cultivator clearly lived, making him more intriguing. Could it be...

A faint suspicion stirred within Lin Xuan's heart, but he needed to verify his guess.

Lin Xuan reached out and gently touched the amber-like crystal, extending his divine sense…

The moment contact was made, a slight movement twitched at the corner of his mouth. Although sealed, his realm was correct; the cultivator before him was an advanced stage Core Formation cultivator.

In terms of strength alone, he surpassed even the Three Demon Emperors and Six Sea Kings, second only to the Saint City's ruler.

Could it really be that big figure?

Lin Xuan's thoughts barely formed when the sealed cultivator suddenly opened his eyes. Despite being unable to move a single finger, his eyes shone with divine light, confirming he was an advanced stage Core Formation cultivator.

Seeing Lin Xuan's face, his eyes flashed with surprise: "Friend, who are you? How did you end up here? Where is Elder Flower?"

A series of questions poured in like rapid fire, tinged with a mix of caution and joy.

The caution was understandable; bound as he was, even an advanced stage Core Formation cultivator would be at the mercy of others. Seeing this unfamiliar cultivator, any sane person would feel wary.

But the joy was puzzling. Considering his mention of Elder Flower, Lin Xuan had some guesses.

Lin Xuan didn't rush to answer. With him in control now, he wouldn't be led astray: "Friend, who are you? How did you end up here?"

"I..."

The person hesitated, and Lin Xuan's voice continued: "Your situation is dire; it would be best not to lie. Being honest might earn my friendship. I detest being played with."

"Answer me first, how did you get here?"

"Hmph, what's there to guess? Naturally, I killed Elder Flower and seized this Divine Providence Mansion from him," Lin Xuan said coldly. Since the other was fixated on this question, he might as well be honest; after all, he held the upper hand.

"What! You killed that old demon? How is that possible? You're just an early-stage cultivator. Elder Flower not only advanced to middle stage but also had vicious thoughts and several powerful treasures. It wouldn't leave Nine Immortal Palace lightly," the elder's face showed disbelief.

"Hmph, why lie to you? Otherwise, how do you think I got this Divine Providence Mansion? Look at what this is."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he spread his palm, revealing a tiny figure about an inch high. The face was blurry, and the body almost transparent, but the features vaguely resembled Elder Flower.

Lin Xuan had originally intended to draw out the soul of that old monster for cultivation purposes, but it failed as his opponent's infant soul self-destructed. Although not completely vanished, only a faint remnant remained, with very unclear consciousness!~!
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However, as he looked at the lifeless figure, the old man's eyes flashed with sharp light and a look of wild joy appeared on his face. "Good, good! It is indeed that Flowered Demon Elder. I overestimated my own cleverness. I never expected this old demon to fall into the hands of a daoist friend. This is too wonderful. Great kindness does not require gratitude. Once I am freed from these constraints, I will certainly repay your kindness."

"Let's discuss this later. I have already answered your question about my identity and origin. Shouldn't you also be open and honest about yours?" Lin Xuan's cold voice entered his ears; there was no visible emotion on his face.

"It is only right,"...

After learning of the Flowered Demon Elder's death, the old man's expression had become much more benevolent, and he even showed a hint of gratitude in his words: "I am Valley Tianyang, the Supreme Master of Nine Immortal Palaces. I offer my respects."

"Supreme Master of Nine Immortal Palaces?"

Lin Xuan placed his hand on his forehead; there was little surprise on his face. He had long anticipated this result. Although the old man had fallen from grace, his cultivation level could not be deceived. His late-stage Profound Abyss period strength was evident, and it surpassed even the Three Demon Emperors and Six Sea Kings.

In the chaotic sea, who else could have such power? Thus, the identity of the other party wasn't hard to guess.

Lin Xuan was merely curious about how he had ended up in the Flowered Demon Elder's hands.

After all, this self-proclaimed Valley Tianyang, the Supreme Master of Nine Immortal Palaces, should be his own second soul. Yet, over these years, that entity had shown nothing but submission and no mistakes. The old man had gradually become careless about him.

In recent years, due to the need for long-term seclusion to cultivate a certain secret technique, he had neglected palace affairs. Since outsiders couldn't be trusted with such power, he entrusted it to this second soul, publicly promoting him as deputy supreme master...

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan's eyes revealed understanding. He finally grasped how the Flowered Demon Elder managed to wield so much authority.

"I was careless for a moment and didn't realize that my second soul had evolved an independent spirit long ago. It pretended to be submissive on the surface but waited for its chance. When I reached the critical stage of cultivation, it suddenly attacked me," Valley Tianyang's face was filled with hatred as he spoke. The taste of being betrayed by one’s own self was unpleasant.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of surprise: "According to your words, why didn't he just kill you once he had you under control? Why did he merely confine you instead?"

"There is nothing strange about this. That Flowered Demon is far more vicious than you can imagine. He collected some dark secrets and managed to reverse the situation. He left me alive not out of benevolence or any sense of filial piety, but to nourish himself as a powerful medicinal ingredient..."

"What?!" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"Of course, it's understandable that you didn't know; this second soul was also created by the reverse of its master. Its purpose is to devour the main soul and use it for nourishment. Do you think he left me alive out of goodwill?" Valley Tianyang said with great indignation.

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan's face showed deep contemplation as he observed the old man. He didn't seem to be lying, and this explanation was reasonable.

The mystery was almost solved, and a thoughtful expression returned to his face. "For repaying your kindness in killing the Flowered Demon Elder, which is like being reborn for me, can you do me a favor? I am feeling weak now, and alone, I cannot break this seal." Valley Tianyang's hoarse voice carried hope.

"Break the seal, alright."

If it were any other time, Lin Xuan would have taken advantage of the situation to extract numerous benefits. Taking advantage of someone in distress was common among cultivators. However, at that moment, he agreed with great enthusiasm.

Of course, his agreement had another reason: he wanted to ensure Valley Tianyang's gratitude and offer him substantial rewards after his release.

"Now, what do you need me to do?"

Seeing Lin Xuan agree, the old man was overjoyed, a genuine expression of gratitude in his eyes. He understood cultivators' ways; if placed in his position, he would not have missed this chance either. The other party's prompt agreement made him even more grateful.

After all, people were human, and cultivators rose early to catch the dew because of the many dangers they faced. Not taking advantage of such an opportunity was rare, making him decide to reciprocate after his release by offering Lin Xuan significant benefits.

Now that the Flowered Demon Elder had been defeated and he was the Supreme Master of Nine Immortal Palaces, few in the Eastern Sea cultivation world could match his power or status. The treasures he lacked were few, making it easy for him to express gratitude.

"You just need to attack this amber crystal body. Just be careful not to harm my physical body."

"Is that so simple?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Why do you think it would be difficult?"

Lin Xuan smiled and then waved his sleeve, sending out dozens of sword qi like fish swimming through the air, quickly growing larger as they moved with the wind.

"Bang!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward. The sword qi fell like heavy rain, piercing the amber crystal body fiercely.

Crack...

The sound of shattering entered his ears. The amber crystal wasn't particularly hard; soon, cracks appeared on its surface.

[PS: Please vote for recommendation tickets, thank you to all daoist friends.]
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Chapter 1988: Escape from the Trap

"Thank you for your assistance. Your great kindness will be deeply remembered by me, and I will certainly repay it."

After a short while, the amber crystal had turned to nothingness, and the old man emerged from his predicament with a grateful expression on his face.

"I am too polite. Helping others in need is our duty. You were deep in danger; how could I have just stood by?" Lin Xuan's smile echoed through the air, though he knew this was merely pretense. He had long gotten used to such performances and felt no shame about it.

He then reached out and tapped his waist, causing a jade bottle to fly out. After removing the stopper, he poured out several crimson pills from within.

"I see you are weak. This Cultivation Root Pill should be of great use to Brother Valley," Lin Xuan said as he tossed some pills over.

"Thank you."

The old man's face lit up with joy. As a late-stage Cave Profound expert and the Palace Master of Nine Immortals, he had seen many treasures in this world. He could tell from his slight release of spiritual sense that these were genuine Cultivation Root Pills.

Moreover, if the other party intended to harm him, they would have acted earlier. Tampering with the pills now was unnecessary.

Taking a deep breath, Valley Tianyang began meditating to regulate his breathing. Lin Xuan also sat cross-legged and, although he had consumed immortal milk from ten thousand years ago, he needed proper rest to replenish his essence, qi, and spirit.

Time passed slowly, and before long, it was almost half a day.

"Phew."

Valley Tianyang exhaled deeply as he stood up. Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes and scanned the old man's body. The monster was still weak but had improved significantly from earlier. Full recovery would take time, but this progress was already excellent.

"Thank you for your help. We should leave now."

"Mm."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement without objection. Soon, a green light enveloped both of them as they left the Heavenly Mechanism Mansion and returned to the mysterious small space.

---

Looking at the fiery earth and the devastated landscape, Valley Tianyang showed some surprise: "Did you defeat that flower villain here?"

Although his second元婴 had betrayed him, he knew well the cultivation technique Lin Xuan practiced. It was one of the top-tier fire techniques in this world, immensely powerful, especially in a volcanic environment like this. His few treasures were also formidable. In such a fight, even Valley Tianyang would not be certain of victory. This young man was only at the early-stage Cave Profound; how did he manage?

These thoughts flashed through his mind as he could not help but show some surprise.

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Valley Tianyang understood what he was thinking: "It was just luck. Lin Xuan and I were in the same boat when we fell into the flower villain's trap. Fortunately, my good character meant that during our battle, his old illness flared up, leading to a reversal of fortune. Otherwise, I might not have survived."

"Old illness flaring up, leading to a reversal of fortune?" Valley Tianyang was taken aback for a moment before nodding in understanding: "Indeed, the cycle of heaven and earth is just; retribution is never wrong."

"I do not understand your words," Lin Xuan replied.

"Humph. That old monster sought every means possible to break through his realm. He obtained some secret technique from somewhere and used countless female cultivators as cauldrons for this dual cultivation method, which can indeed strengthen one's foundation. However, there is a limit to everything. He harmed too many women, leading to an inevitable backlash."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan feigned a look of realization. Keeping a low profile was his principle. Although he and Valley Tianyang were currently allies, Lin Xuan did not want to reveal too much power in front of him. Holding back some cards was always wise.

Valley Tianyang remained unconvinced but followed the logic: it made sense that Lin Xuan could not have defeated the flower villain with his current strength, given his old illness and reversal of fortune.

"How should we leave this place now?"

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed in difficulty, though he was just acting. The transformed Phantom Heavenly Fire had some freezing effects, and the mysterious long spear made space disruption impossible. However, leaving such a small space posed no problem.

"Friend, there is no need to rush. This is a forbidden area of my Nine Immortals Palace; it cannot be difficult for me."

Valley Tianyang appeared confident as he discerned the direction and flew forward. Lin Xuan followed closely behind with narrowed eyes.

Soon, they arrived at an unremarkable ruin where fiery lava dominated. Ordinary people would struggle to survive in such a high-temperature environment, but cultivators found it manageable.

Valley Tianyang extended his right hand without further action, and the space around him fluctuated. A large red hand appeared before he effortlessly reached down.

"Could there be something hidden within this lava?"

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as the hand returned to mid-air with a stone box in its palm. It was not much different from an ordinary rock at first glance.

"I see why my spiritual sense did not detect anything."

Seeing this, Lin Xuan understood.

Valley Tianyang opened the stone box, revealing a colorful talisman.

"This Boundary-Breaking Talisman is not something commonly seen," he said.

"Your knowledge is broad. Even for late-stage Cave Profound cultivators, few can recognize such a talisman," Valley Tianyang's smile echoed as he waved his hands to form a mystical hand seal and activated the talisman.

A loud crackling sound filled the air as electric sparks burst from the talisman, followed by a crack in space that stretched several feet wide.

"Go!"

Valley Tianyang called out. Lin Xuan responded swiftly, diving into the spatial rift.

...

In a grand building within the Nine Immortals Palace, hundreds of cultivators sat on the ground with impressive cultivation levels, all at the Yuan婴 stage. Above them stood a robed old man holding a scroll, preaching to them.

The robed old man was at the Separation stage and his guidance was indeed beneficial for the cultivators below. This was one advantage of joining a major sect; even if other offerings were not mentioned, the opportunity to listen to high-ranking cultivators preach was enough to make independent cultivators green with envy. With guidance, they could avoid many detours.

December had arrived, and it was the last month of 2011. The new year was just around the corner. Could Phantom Rain secure this final month? With a busy life, Phantom Rain would do her best, posting every other day but unable to today due to an appointment. She promised to post 9,000 words tomorrow and hoped for everyone's support.
第一千九百八十九章 重掌九仙宫

That scholar-robed cultivator was speaking loudly when suddenly a flash of light appeared, followed by a thunderous sound that echoed in his ears. A black vortex materialized above his head.

"Wh-What is this?" The old scholar's expression turned to shock. Below him, the婴期 cultivators listening to his lecture were equally stunned. Despite their high cultivation levels and broad experiences from gathering together, such a situation had never been encountered before.

A red light shot out of the vortex, followed by a flash of green light as an indistinct figure appeared.

The light faded, revealing two cultivators in front of him.

One had a kind face, appearing to be at least over a hundred years old. The other was much younger, around twenty, dressed in a green robe with ordinary features.

The scholar-robed cultivator's keen eyes swept across the old man's face, his expression changing dramatically.

"Outer Palace Clerk Snow Not-Ordinary, greetings to the Pavilion Lord," came an excited and trembling voice as the Separation Period cultivator bowed deeply towards the elder in mid-air.

Below, the other婴期 cultivators were taken aback, their reactions turning into a flurry of movement.

Pavilion Lord?

The Pavilion Lord had been in seclusion for two hundred years; hadn't he not appeared at all? Even rumors suggested that he was poisoned by Freshman and could never be freed.

"Sir Pavilion Lord, you are too polite. I dare not accept such an honor," said the Fairy Leaf, her hands shaking as she quickly shook them away.

She had been part of the Nine Immortals Sect for two hundred years, greatly benefiting from its protection. In her heart, the Pavilion Lord was like a deity. Such direct communication left her somewhat unaccustomed.

Of course, Fairy Leaf knew that this courtesy was merely out of respect for Brother Lin. As a mere Separation Period cultivator in his eyes, what could she possibly be worth?

Thinking thus, Fairy Leaf felt immense gratitude towards Lin Xuan as the Pavilion Lord's voice continued: "What position does Daoist Friend hold now?"

"I am currently serving as the Outer Palace Punishment Hall Clerk," replied Fairy Leaf respectfully.

"Merely a clerk of the Punishment Hall? The Inner Palace is still missing a Purple Robe Elder. Would Daoist Friend be willing to take on this role?"

"Purple Robe Elder?" Fairy Leaf was shocked, almost disbelieving her ears. While the Outer Palace Punishment Hall Clerk had some power, it was nothing compared to a Purple Robe Elder, completely different levels.

A Purple Robe Elder was one of the few high-ranking positions in the Nine Immortals Sect, usually held by experts at the Profound Abyss stage. She...

This gap was too great.

"Is Daoist Friend unwilling?" The Pavilion Lord's voice echoed again.

"I am willing to accept, but my cultivation is too low..."

"What does your cultivation have to do with anything? I see that Fairy Leaf has potential, but no mentor. Would you be willing to join me as a disciple?"

"What?" Fairy Leaf almost thought she had heard wrong. One after another, the surprises came.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. The Pavilion Lord was indeed a straightforward man who had previously invited her to join the Nine Immortals Sect and co-manage it. He had been turned down politely.

Now, promoting Fairy Leaf was because of his gratitude towards Brother Lin and a sense of repayment.

But that wasn't bad; with such a master, Fairy Leaf's cultivation path would surely be smooth. Lin Xuan felt relieved.

Despite some nervousness, Fairy Leaf wasn’t stupid. Missing this opportunity meant missing out on everything!

"Fairy Leaf pays respects to Master."

She curtsied gracefully.

"Enough of the formalities. I have just escaped danger and there are many matters in the sect that need attention. We will hold a formal ceremony when we have some free time," said the Pavilion Lord.

Fairy Leaf had no objections, her gaze filled with gratitude towards Lin Xuan. Without Brother Lin, she wouldn’t be here today!

Half an hour later, everyone left, and only Lin Xuan and the Pavilion Lord remained in the grand hall.

"Say what you want, Daoist Friend. As long as it’s within this world's treasures, I can hardly refuse," said the Pavilion Lord, his words not empty promises. He indeed had such power and authority as the Pavilion Lord of the Nine Immortals Sect.

"But Daoist Friend has already promoted Fairy Leaf and she is taking on a disciple."

"You jest. Promoting Fairy Leaf was merely an effort of my hand. Your life-saving favor cannot be so easily dismissed. I do not like owing favors to others. What do you want, just say it," replied the Pavilion Lord.

"Are you afraid that I will ask for too much?" "Too much? At our level, such actions would be foolish. If you truly do that, it would be bad for both of us. I believe you are not so stupid," said the Pavilion Lord nonchalantly.

Lin Xuan nodded and stopped joking: "My requests are few, just three in total. Would Daoist Friend prefer to hear the harder or easier one first?"

"Whichever Daoist Friend wishes."

"Very well, let's start with the easier one. The first thing I need is two people from you," said Lin Xuan.

"Two? Which ones?" The Pavilion Lord was surprised; this request was beyond his imagination.

"One is a woman from the Hundred Flower Garden, nicknamed Fairy Snow. The other is her dual cultivation partner. Both are at the early stage of the婴期," replied the Pavilion Lord, nodding as he felt slightly shocked but still agreed readily.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction; he bowed and said: "My second request is a bit harder. Have you heard of the Snow Sun Thunder Fire Crystal?"

Although Lin Xuan already knew about this treasure from Old Demon Sharpness, it was better to ask here for his luck.

"Snow Sun Thunder Fire Crystal?" The Pavilion Lord frowned, recognizing the name but then recalled something and smiled bitterly: "The materials Daoist Friend needs are indeed extraordinary. It seems that your third request will be even harder."

"So the Nine Immortals Sect has this item?"

Lin Xuan was delighted; he had only a one percent chance of success, but it turned out to be his lucky day.

"Can you give me this item? If there is any compensation needed, I can pay," said Lin Xuan, his face betraying his joy despite his composure.

"You are too polite. Although the Snow Sun Thunder Fire Crystal is precious, compared to saving my life, it’s nothing. Take what you need."

The Pavilion Lord waved his hand generously and then flicked his sleeve, sending a firelight flying out. Lin Xuan saw clearly that it was a transmission talisman.

Not long after, two streaks of light entered the hall in just a short time. The lights faded to reveal an elder and a female cultivator.

The elder was at the Separation Period late stage, while the woman was only at the middle stage of the婴期 with stunning beauty, carrying a tray gracefully behind her.

"Greetings, Pavilion Lord!" "Hmm."

The Pavilion Lord nodded, closing his fingers as the tray was enveloped in light and flew over slowly.

"Daoist Lin, this is what you need. Please take a look," said the Pavilion Lord.

At this point, Lin Xuan no longer pretended to be polite; he flicked his sleeve, lifting the red cloth on the tray, revealing a crystal-clear treasure before him.

It looked like crystal but had countless purple lightning arcs swirling around it. More strangely, despite its appearance, it was not a thunder attribute item but a fire attribute one, raising the temperature of the surroundings significantly!~!
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Chapter 1990: Mixed Feelings on the Teleportation Array

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense, and after a moment, he raised his head with a look of great joy. "Sure enough, it's Snow Sun Lightning Fire Crystal. I thank you for this, Master."

"Friend, it's my pleasure. This is just what I promised you," Valley Tianyang shook his head. Money was but an external matter; compared to the life-saving favor, the Snow Sun Lightning Fire Crystal wasn't much.

"Master, there’s another request you mentioned earlier. Can we discuss that now?"

"I won’t be so polite then. May I ask if your Highness has any methods for me to leave this place?"

"Do you mean leaving the East Sea?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing a hint of anticipation. Although he had already received an answer from the Holy City’s ruler and the Malevolent Yang Old Demon, the fifth layer of the Ruins Sea was too dangerous. If possible, Lin Xuan would rather not go there.

Could Master Nine Immortals find other paths for him? Lin Xuan wasn’t sure but decided to try his luck.

"Your Highness wishes to leave the East Sea; I can help with that, though it involves some risk. Are you willing to take this on?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by the unexpected answer and quickly showed a look of joy. "Does Nine Immortals Palace have a teleportation array? What kind of risks are we talking about?"

"Your Highness’s guess is correct. This palace indeed has an ancient interdimensional teleportation array, which I believe both human and sea races once had. However, in the great battle thirty thousand years ago, they were all destroyed," Valley Tianyang's voice continued.

"I know this much. But does your Highness still have one? Could it be preserved?" Lin Xuan’s tone was filled with eagerness. Perhaps Nine Immortals Palace was his lucky place—after finding the Snow Sun Lightning Fire Crystal and now having a solution to teleporting between dimensions.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, calming himself down, and looked at Valley Tianyang with hope in his eyes. The only thing that worried him was the risks involved as mentioned by the other party.

There were no free lunches in this world; Lin Xuan had a feeling there would be some bumps ahead.

"The teleportation array of my palace is better preserved, not destroyed. However, the battle was too intense, and so my array has been somewhat damaged..."

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as he listened but didn’t interrupt. He continued to listen quietly.

Valley Tianyang sighed before changing his tone: "But don't worry, things have changed over time. After many generations of our palace's array masters worked on it, the teleportation array is now restored."

"Restored?" Lin Xuan’s face showed no joy; he was still worried.

"You guessed right. The array can be used, but as you know, such an interdimensional array is incredibly complex. It was set up by ancient sages. In our entire spirit realm, the human race's cultivation capabilities are weak, and the so-called restoration of the array is just a superficial one."

Lin Xuan fell silent upon hearing this.

"Does your Highness’s palace have any experience with using the restored array?"

Of course it can be used, but...

"But how reliable would it be? I cannot guarantee that," Valley Tianyang said. "You know, teleportation involves spatial laws. If something goes wrong, the consequences could be dire—likely leading to a thousand-year catastrophe. Let me explain everything here."

Lin Xuan’s face was dark as he listened. After some time, his voice came softly: "Could I have some time to consider this matter? I'll give you an answer in a few days. What do you think?"

"This is reasonable. Welcome your Highness to our Nine Immortals Palace; you can take as much time as needed. If you wish to join us, I’ll always welcome you."

"Thank you."

---

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at a beautiful pavilion.

This was also the Nine Immortals Palace’s guesthouse, but not everyone could stay here. Former residents included the Sea Race's Water Mother, the Beast Race's Lightning Eagle Emperor, and the Holy City’s Chief Enforcement Elder—each a renowned figure. Lin Xuan naturally had the right to stay as well.

The density of the spiritual energy in this place was evident; it wasn’t just a guesthouse but an ideal spot for even a Cave Profound period monster to establish a den.

The pavilion was magnificent, blending seamlessly with its surroundings, almost like a fairyland.

"Who are you? How dare you intrude into our heavenly paradise."

Before he could approach, a sharp voice rang out. A colorful cloud drifted over from the distant building.

Several female cultivators stood on the cloud. Their cultivation levels varied; only the first woman was at the Core Formation stage, while the other four were at the Condensation Pill stage. They were all exceptionally beautiful, considered to be of unparalleled beauty.

Lin Xuan wasn’t alone; Red Leaf Fairy was by his side as a guide.

Seeing them block the way, Red Leaf Fairy flipped her left hand and produced a token from her palm. She waved it slightly, causing the women’s expressions to change dramatically: "I apologize for not greeting you properly, Highness Elder. Please forgive us."

Valley Tianyang hadn’t formally taken Red Leaf as his disciple but had issued decrees regarding her status; the women present were well aware of this.

"Please don't be so formal. Lin Brother is a distinguished guest of my master, and you should treat him with respect. If anything goes wrong, I can't bear the blame from the palace ruler," Red Leaf said earnestly.

"Highness Elder, please rest assured."

The women’s eyes swept over Lin Xuan, sensing his profound cultivation, and they quickly lowered their heads in alarm.

One shouldn’t judge a book by its cover; this senior was unremarkable. Could he also be at the Cave Profound stage?

"Brother, my master has more instructions for me to handle first. I’ll visit you tomorrow," Red Leaf turned her head with an apologetic expression.

"It’s fine. Go on and do your work. This is a rare opportunity," Lin Xuan wasn’t bothered; he was always understanding.

"What are the master's orders? You can tell them directly, Sister. I’m leaving now," Red Leaf curtsied again before reluctantly departing.

Lin Xuan was led by several women into the pavilion. The interior was splendid, with all necessary facilities and even protective barriers.

These barriers were not simple; they were intricate and effective in preventing prying eyes and even repelling enemies. Since he held the array disk, it was clear this was a genuine VIP area.
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After Red Leaf Fairy left, Lin Xuan settled down in this place.

This trip to the Nine Immortals Palace was indeed more dangerous than expected. But there were also unexpected joys.

The Snowlight Thunderfire Crystal wasn't a concern for now, but the teleportation array left Lin Xuan with mixed feelings of worry and joy. Honestly speaking, it was really hard to make a decision.

After all, although the damaged teleportation array had been repaired and could operate without doubt, this was just on the surface. Would there be any errors during transmission? Even the array法师 who had made the repairs couldn't guarantee anything.

Boundary-crossing teleportation involved spatial laws. If something went wrong, what dangers would they face? Lin Xuan knew in his heart that he should abandon it.

"Then, how about giving up?"

But Lin Xuan felt a reluctant heart. The Ruins Sea wasn’t an easy place to navigate; three Demon Emperors and six Sea Kings had perished there with no trace left behind.

Lin Xuan asked himself if he was certain he could safely find the teleportation array on the fifth level without any issues. He didn't have much confidence, as unknown dangers were the scariest.

Moreover, even if they were lucky enough to find a functional array on the fifth level, would it definitely be intact? That area was at the center of an ancient battlefield, with a high likelihood of destruction.

After careful consideration, seeking a distant path seemed like an incorrect choice. Leaving the Nine Immortals Palace might be more reliable.

Shaking his head, he decided that making a decision now was too early. He wasn’t in any rush to leave this place and could take some time to think about it.

As Lin Xuan thought thus, a波动 suddenly came from outside the禁制, followed by a streak of fire entering his vision.

It was a transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan sank his spirit sense into it, and a gentle yet melodious voice entered his ears: "Revered Senior, the Palace Master has sent someone to deliver two cultivators for you. They say these are what you want."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan swept his robe, and a light flashed as the禁制 outside opened immediately.

"Then why wait any longer? Bring them here," he said.

"Yes." Outside the pavilion, an infant-stage Palace-dressed young lady bowed and then turned to the two people: "Seniors, according to your instructions, please follow me."

These were Scholar and Snow Fairy. At this moment, they looked extremely anxious, having just escaped one danger only to face another. Their recent experiences felt like a dream.

They had thought that by paying a large sum of goods, they could save their sister and live freely, traveling the world together. But instead, they had been discovered by the dim-witted Palace Master, who was now threatening them with soul extraction.

Suddenly, hope emerged as the Palace Master escaped captivity, but the powerful Senior Immortal Flower turned out to be a traitor.

With renewed hope, they were summoned by an enigmatic Elder Immortal. The anxiety was immense as they wondered what this high-ranking cultivator’s intentions might be.

The future seemed full of challenges, but what could they do? The cultivation world was one of survival of the fittest.

Their power gap with the Elder Immortal was too great; they had no chance to resist. They couldn’t show any dissatisfaction and followed the dressed woman into the room: "Bow before Senior."

They knelt together, but compared to the composed demeanor of the Palace-dressed lady, Scholar and his wife looked more unnatural.

"Enough, no need for formalities, go out," Lin Xuan said as he raised his head and waved at the Palace-dressed lady.

She lowered her head in submission without any objections, bowed gracefully, and left.

"I wonder what Senior wants us here. Whatever it is, I will not hesitate to do my best," Scholar licked his lips nervously.

"You needn't be afraid; I have no ill intentions. I just want to ask a friend if they can transfer an item to me."

Lin Xuan's calm voice entered their ears, which relieved them greatly and sparked curiosity in their hearts. They were only at the infant-stage, so what kind of treasure could possibly interest a high-ranking Elder Immortal?

"Senior, please speak your mind. Whatever I have, I won't be stingy."

"You naturally do, can you consider transferring that family heirloom to me?"

Scholar hesitated for a moment but then said without hesitation, as he was somewhat reluctant but the outcome was much better than expected. He was already overjoyed at saving his sister, so what did it matter about the family heirloom.

Lin Xuan swept his robe and emitted a faint light, flying out an jade box about a foot long.

His eyes narrowed with anticipation; although not his own, this jade box exuded familiar energy.

"Senior."

Scholar held the jade box, showing reluctance but still respectfully handed it over.

Lin Xuan took it gently, opened the lid, and saw a broken sword blade inside. It had no hilt, resembling a仙剑 that was snapped in half. The blade was covered with numerous cracks, giving an impression of imminent breakage.

However, this broken sword seemed to possess great vitality, clearly a non-trivial treasure. Lin Xuan immediately recognized it as the same source as his Magic Fate Blade. This filled him with joy.

The Magic Fate Blade was one of his most prized treasures now. Even though only half remained, its power was formidable, almost like a trump card.

Lin Xuan had long thought about repairing it but couldn’t figure out how to do so. Such grade treasure was beyond the reach of even a Spirit Formation cultivator. Although Lin Xuan knew some alchemy techniques, he wasn't qualified for this repair task. But by sheer luck, he found half of his Magic Fate Blade here.

Lin Xuan’s joy was evident. Reconnecting the broken blade was impossible, but simply joining two halves together was within his capabilities. Seeing a familiar treasure that could be repaired made him extremely happy.

After carefully examining it, Lin Xuan resealed the blade in the jade box and smiled: "Friend, I will take this family heirloom. But I won't forcefully take anything from you. What benefits do you need? Just say them, and I will not delay."

Initially thinking it was a sudden misfortune, he found himself pleasantly surprised.

"Thank Senior for your kindness. I have no demands; all I ask is to leave the Nine Immortals Palace with my sister," Scholar said with relief.
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Leaving the Nine Immortals Palace was simply a matter of such a straightforward request.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with surprise. For an Inner Alchemy cultivator, if someone promised him such a favor, he would certainly not miss this great opportunity.

He was sure that they would ask for some medicinal pills or cultivation insights in return.

However, the scholar’s face was filled with firm resolve: "Indeed, I have nothing else to request. If Senior can help my wife and me leave the Nine Immortals Palace, I will be eternally grateful."

"Very well."

Lin Xuan thought for a moment before nodding his agreement. Although he had not joined the Nine Immortals Palace, he believed that Valley Tianyang would still grant him this face-saving gesture. After all, it was just about letting two Inner Alchemy cultivators leave, and there was no need to trouble the palace master; he could simply inform Red Leaf.

"Thank you for your great kindness."

Both of them bowed gratefully in thanks.

"Do not be so formal. For me, this is merely a small matter."

Lin Xuan sighed. He understood their mindset. After enduring so many hardships, they no longer had any aspirations to seek immortality; all they wanted was to live together safely.

Better to be a pair of swans than an immortal!

Such a life might not be bad after all. After all, the path to immortality was arduous, and few truly made it to the end.

Lin Xuan's face also showed a hint of melancholy as he missed Yue'er.

"Go down now. I will handle everything regarding your departure," Lin Xuan said with a calm voice.

"Yes."

The two bowed respectfully and left the room quickly when they saw Lin Xuan looking somewhat despondent.

Lin Xuan toyed with an jade box in his hand, then took out aprohibition seal talisman from his pocket. He stuck it on the box with a "snap" sound and put it away in his storage bag.

He then took out a blank transmission talisman and sank his spirit into it. Since he had promised the scholar couple, Lin Xuan would not break his word.

Over the next few days, Lin Xuan stayed indoors, pondering whether to use the Nine Immortals Palace's teleportation array. The risks and benefits of doing so troubled him greatly.

During this time, no one disturbed them; only Red Leaf Fairy visited daily, showing immense gratitude towards her sworn brother.

Half a month passed in a flash.

Lin Xuan could not remain here indefinitely. With only two paths ahead, he had to make a decision, regardless of the risks. He was not one to dawdle.

So, on this day, he sought out the palace master again.

"Seems like you've made up your mind," Valley Tianyang said without any surprise at Lin Xuan's arrival.

"Yes, I fear it will be troublesome for you once more. I plan to use your teleportation array."

"The risks involved—do you not worry?"

"How could I not? But as cultivators, we deal with danger every day, don't we?" Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Indeed, that makes sense. Since you have decided, I will not persuade you further. However, the interdimensional teleportation array is no small matter; it requires at least three months to activate again."

"I understand. Then please trouble yourself. I also need to handle some matters. I will come back in three months."

"Of course," said Valley Tianyang generously. "I will wait for you here."

With that, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew away.

Half a month later, Lin Xuan arrived at the small island where the煞 yang宗 resided. Without any fuss, Master煞 yang welcomed him to the main hall of their headquarters.

"The time we agreed upon has come. The puppet devices—how are your preparations?" Lin Xuan got straight to the point without wasting any time.

"Master, I have not been negligent in this matter. For the past month, I ordered all disciples to collect puppet treasures with no expense spared," the old demon Master said.

"Enough of that boasting. Show me the puppets first, and then we can discuss your efforts."

The old demon Master smiled bitterly. He had once been a formidable figure who could shake the world with just one step. How did he end up in this predicament? But there was no choice; when under someone else's roof, one must bow down.

Banishing Soul Technique—just one thought from you and I would be unable to live or die.

Since Lin Xuan had given his instructions, the old demon Master dared not prolong the conversation. The puppets were ready. He flicked his sleeves, and a few storage bags appeared with white light flashing inside them.

Lin Xuan reached out and picked up one at random, sinking his spirit into it...

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head, then picked up another, repeating the process.

The old demon Master stood nervously by, waiting. When Lin Xuan left last time, he had not specified how many puppets were needed. Because there was no target, he had worked hard without rest for a month, ordering all disciples to abandon their cultivation and other tasks to focus solely on collecting puppets.

They spared no expense—both openly and secretly...

Indeed, the results were impressive: over a thousand Inner Alchemy puppets, including more than a hundred at the Separation stage, even three late-stage Separation puppets.

In just one month, such an achievement was comparable to what the Nine Immortals Palace could offer. The煞 yang宗 had paid a heavy price; their accumulated crystals and treasures were nearly depleted.

But despite this, the old demon Master still felt anxious. He had no bargaining power with Lin Xuan. The feeling of being at his mercy was extremely unpleasant. He hoped that his efforts would be recognized and appreciated by the other party.

There were seven storage bags filled with puppets. After checking each one thoroughly, it took about an hour for Lin Xuan to finish.

Not long, but the old demon Master waited anxiously. He carefully observed Lin Xuan's expression without any success; there was no sign of joy or anger on his face. The feeling of waiting seemed unbearable.

Finally, Lin Xuan said: "Not bad. It seems you did not waste my time and have indeed collected diligently."

Lin Xuan's satisfied look confirmed the old demon Master's relief. He could finally breathe a sigh of relief: "Master, I dared not neglect your instructions. To be honest, to obtain these puppets, our煞 yang宗 has exhausted all its resources; we are now penniless."
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Chapter 1993: Parting Woes

Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing no signs of sympathy. The煞阳宗 was a major figure in the demon sect, and most of its treasures were acquired through cunning and force.

Encountering him now could only be considered their bad luck. If this sect declined as a result, it would be beneficial for the cultivation world without any harm.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan waved his hand, causing the storage bags to disappear into his waistband.

"Treasured items."

The old demon煞阳 was shocked and alarmed. He recognized valuable items and couldn't help swallowing hard. However, too many shocks from Lin Xuan had dulled his reactions.

"You did a good job this time," said Lin Xuan with a faint smile.

"Thank you, Master." The old demon's face lit up in joy before he hesitated slightly and finally asked: "Since the master is satisfied, can we remove the soul-sealing technique from me as per our agreement?"

"Why would you be worried that I might break my word?" Lin Xuan raised his head with a smile.

"Of course not. I wouldn't dare to disrespect the master," the old demon replied in alarm. He didn’t want any reason for Lin Xuan to get angry at him.

"Don't worry, as long as I make a promise, I will fulfill it. But now isn't the time," Lin Xuan said, changing his tone.

Since he had already obtained the puppet, staying in the煞阳宗 was pointless. The sect had been drained of its resources and was no longer useful to him.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew out as soon as he spoke.

Both were daoist experts at the洞玄stage. Their teleportation techniques allowed them to travel thousands of miles instantly, so they quickly left the sect's territory without any trouble. Lin Xuan didn't make things difficult for the old demon and removed the soul-sealing technique from him directly.

The old demon thanked Lin Xuan profusely, not trying to turn on him. Even if he had challenged Lin Xuan when he was still a daoist expert, he wouldn’t have stood a chance now that he had advanced to the洞玄stage.

...

Everything went smoothly, and several days later, Lin Xuan returned to Black Wind Island.

"Master."

This time, there were no patrolling disciples. Instead, he met the Shangguan sisters head-on.

The two girls were both surprised and delighted, their faces beaming with joy as they quickly bowed before him.

"Don't bow so deeply," said Lin Xuan with a smile on his lips, though his eyes showed a hint of reluctance. Although their personalities were different, both were good disciples to him.

However, the path of cultivation was too important for him to slack off, especially since Mo'er and Qinxin weren’t here. Staying in the East Sea didn't make much sense anymore.

Though he had no choice but to leave, this time, he couldn't take the Hundred Herb Sect with him. Not even his two disciples could come along; he would have to leave them behind.

After all, as the saying goes, some things are hard to let go of, but every good thing must end.

"Master, what’s wrong?"

Shangguan Ling was more perceptive than her sister and noticed something unusual in Lin Xuan's expression.

"Don't worry, I'm fine. Let's head back to the main hall," said Lin Xuan, waving his hand lightly.

"Yes!" The two girls exchanged glances but obediently didn’t press further as they followed Lin Xuan into the main hall.

The disciples bowed and then left one by one. Only Shangguan Mudouyu and Lin Xuan's two disciples remained in the vast hall.

"Master, did your journey outside go smoothly?"

"It was okay," said Lin Xuan with a sigh. Even though he knew that all good things must come to an end, his face still showed a hint of sadness.

The three women exchanged glances before Shangguan Yan's voice broke the silence.

She was lively and had always been the most favored by Lin Xuan.

"Master, did you encounter anything unpleasant on your journey?"

"No. This time, I gained much," said Lin Xuan shaking his head.

"Why then..."

"I just miss you all. Thinking about having to part ways, not knowing when we might meet again, that's why I feel sad."

"Why is Master leaving us?" The three women were alarmed as Shangguan Ling, ignoring the etiquette, asked anxiously.

Lin Xuan sighed and finally revealed his intention to leave...

"Master, do you think it’s bad for you to stay here?" Shangguan Yan was puzzled.

Lin Xuan nodded: "The situation in the East Sea is worse than most minor realms. That's why there hasn't been a single daoist expert above the凝聚stage for centuries. Now that I have advanced to the洞玄stage, staying here might be too slow. Besides, Mo'er and Qinxin aren’t in this realm..."

His two disciples were close people, and Shangguan Mudouyu was absolutely loyal to him. Therefore, he didn't hide anything and told them about his relationship with Mo'er and Qinxin.

Of course, the fact that Mo'er was the reincarnation of the Arrogant King would remain a secret. It wasn’t just about trust; it was too shocking for anyone else to know. The more people who knew, the higher the risk of exposure, which could bring disaster. For safety’s sake, there was no need to reveal this.

...

"Then I understand."

The three women remained silent after hearing Lin Xuan's story. They had no grounds to persuade him further.

"Master is going to find your wife. Do you know where they are?" Shangguan Yan asked.

"I don't know," said Lin Xuan straightforwardly, "but even if there are many difficulties, I will find them."

"Hmm."

Shangguan Yan nodded in admiration for Lin Xuan. He was indeed a man of honor and emotion, worthy of being her master.

The two sisters exchanged glances before kneeling down in front of Lin Xuan.

"Why?"

"We won't stop you, Master. Please take us with you. As your disciple, I will always be by your side to serve you," said Shangguan Yan firmly.

They wanted to follow Lin Xuan not just for the various elixirs available there but because they truly appreciated him. He had shown them kindness and care when he could have easily ignored them. They felt guilty and couldn’t bear to part ways.

Lin Xuan looked at them, understanding their intentions. He sighed and raised his hand lightly: "I appreciate your offer, but inter-realm teleportation is not easy. I might be able to protect myself alone, but taking you would distract me."

Even those who hadn't tasted pork knew about pigs. The two girls had been influenced by Lin Xuan and liked reading ancient texts in their free time. They understood that what he said was true, and their faces showed sadness.

"When will we meet again?"

"Don’t worry; we will see each other again if our fate brings us together. As daoists, our lifespans are much longer than ordinary people’s. Besides, remember that you and your sister have the体质of雷魂冰魄and excellent spiritual roots. With effort, I believe you can achieve great things in cultivation. So don’t be sad. I trust we will meet again someday, but the cultivation world is full of challenges. You must take care."
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"Yes!"

Parting is sorrowful. In上官雁's eyes, a thick mist of emotion had already gathered, while 上官翎 was more resolute but also filled with reluctance and melancholy.

However, both girls were very understanding and managed to hold back their tears. They knew that if they cried, it would make the master even sadder.

Lin Xuan sighed slightly. This was unavoidable; there's no such thing as a banquet without an end in this world. He reached out and patted his waist, instantly producing a pile of storage bags from thin air.

It was indeed a pile. Lin Xuan was always generous with those he trusted. Since he would soon leave, it was only natural to give his two apprentices many valuable items.

He picked up one bag and turned it upside down. A flash of light appeared, revealing numerous bottles and jars, as well as various jade boxes. The value was beyond measure.

Another bag was taken out, and the same white light flashed, this time showing all sorts of talismans and magical treasures.

There were several storage bags in total, leaving the two girls speechless with astonishment.

"Master, why are you giving us so much?" 上官雁's voice trembled as it reached his ears.

"A silly girl, of course for our benefit," Lin Xuan smiled.

"To me?" 上官翎 was also stunned. Although she knew her master was generous, she never imagined he would be this generous. The treasures before them might well belong to a powerful Profound Yin cultivator.

"Since Master is leaving, how can I not give you some of my resources? Though jade unpolished cannot become a gem, for you to become great cultivators, you will inevitably face hardships and trials. But as your master, I should give you more benefits! This will greatly aid your cultivation in the future. However, since Master is leaving, he can no longer take care of you. The world of cultivation is full of danger and deceit. You must be careful from now on."

"Disciple understands."

Though they didn't cry, tears still shone in their eyes as they knelt and bowed to Lin Xuan.

"I am an ungrateful disciple." I cannot always serve by your side, so please take good care of yourself. I believe we will meet again one day," the two girls said in unison.

Lin Xuan nodded. He then reached out and took a jade cylinder from his storage bag, handing it to 上官翎.

"What is this…", "Inside" are my accumulated cultivation insights over time. They should greatly benefit your future cultivation, but be cautious; never let them fall into the hands of other cultivators," Lin Xuan's soft voice echoed in their ears.

"Cultivation insights?"

The two girls' faces lit up with joy. This was something that didn't appear on the market, yet its importance could not be underestimated—it was far more valuable than ordinary pills and magical treasures.

Listening to one person speak is better than reading for ten years. Without guidance, the arduous path of cultivation can make a huge difference. Sometimes, a single word from a high-ranking cultivator can save juniors countless detours, with the time saved often measured in decades or even centuries.

The benefits were obvious.

Cultivation insights were precisely what cultivators cherished most—teachers would often keep back some techniques for themselves, and even couples who shared cultivation wouldn't usually share them.

But Lin Xuan didn't do that; it was wrong to hoard such treasures. However, the two girls felt differently, filled with gratitude as they looked at him affectionately. Though their master had only taken them in as nominal disciples, his kindness was real. Few, if any, could enjoy such treatment even as direct disciples. The girls' gratitude and respect for Lin Xuan were evident.

They silently vowed to repay their master when they achieved success in cultivation.

After dealing with the two girls, Lin Xuan turned his attention to 上官暮雨, giving her some pills and treasures as well. While not as generous as what he gave his apprentices, it was still very generous. He then handed three storage bags to this woman one by one.

"Senior Lin, you've already given us too much. I cannot accept without merit," 上官暮雨 shook her head. She knew when to be modest.

"Do not rush to refuse. First, take a look inside the storage bags and decide later," Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in their ears. The old demon Shaya had collected many more puppet treasures than he imagined, so he didn't take them all out at once. These three storage bags contained only half of what was available. Given the scale of Bai Cao Sect, this was already sufficient; giving any more would be a waste.

Lin Xuan's words left 上官暮雨 slightly surprised. She looked confused as she reached out with her delicate hand and grabbed one of the storage bags.

She lowered her head and delved into it with her divine sense. Soon, a look of shock appeared on her face: "This is… Subsequently, she shook her hand, and various puppets appeared before her eyes, each only a few inches tall but exquisitely crafted. The audience recognized the quality; these puppets were clearly high-level, most at the Core Formation stage, with some even rivaling the Separation Realm.

"The strength of Bai Cao Sect has increased significantly from before, but for Donghai, it remains weak. To preserve its legacy, the sect leader must work hard. These puppets should help greatly. With these items, self-preservation should not be a problem."

上官暮雨 was deeply grateful and stood up to bow to Lin Xuan.

"Thank you, senior for your great kindness. For considering our sect so thoroughly, I, on behalf of the disciples, bow here. If given the chance in the future, no matter how dangerous or difficult it may be, we will never hesitate."

"The sect leader is too kind," Lin Xuan waved his hand and said indifferently. He didn't spend a single coin to obtain these puppets, and it felt good to help others.

After giving some final instructions, he left.

For the next two weeks, Lin Xuan stayed on Black Wind Island without going anywhere else, while 上官翎 and 上官雁 accompanied their master, not engaging in cultivation but staying by his side. After all, soon Lin Xuan would leave Donghai, so they wanted to spend more time with him.

I wish time could freeze at this moment. However, how long can two weeks last? Finally, Lin Xuan had to depart.

The girls were very reluctant and did their best to hold back their tears as they saw off their master together with their mother from Black Wind Island.
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"Alright, seeing you off for a thousand miles, we must part ways. Little Feathers, as long as you work hard and strive to improve, I believe that one day we will meet again. So, this is where our farewells end, and you should return home," said Lin Xuan.

The two girls could no longer hold back their emotions, rushing forward with tears streaming down their faces. Their sobs were like raindrops on a pear blossom, heart-wrenching to the core.

Apart from Shangguan Yan, even Shangguan Ling, who was usually so strong-minded, couldn't control her sorrow at this moment. Human hearts are not made of stone; how could they be without emotion? The two girls had lost their father since childhood, and Lin Xuan's affection for them filled the void in their hearts. To them, he was both a strict teacher and a kind father. In their eyes, his status among the sisters was no less than that of their mother.

Lin Xuan believed that immortal life could be exceedingly long, but who knew when they would meet again after this departure? Regardless of their personalities, at this moment, all that mattered to them was their reluctance to part with their master.

"Good boy, alright."

Although Lin Xuan felt the same way, he had no choice but to leave. Reaching out, he embraced his two disciples and gently patted their backs as a form of comfort.

After hugging for a moment, Lin Xuan let go and helped them dry their tears: "Alright, don't cry. From now on, you must take care of yourselves without me. The world is full of treachery; whether you're out searching for treasures or in the marketplaces, always be more cautious."

"Disciple understands, Master also take care," said the two girls as they knelt and gave Lin Xuan several respectful bows.

"By the way, Senior, please stay well," said Shangguan Muduoyu, bowing gracefully before him. Her face was full of gratitude. As head of the sect, she couldn't show such emotion like her two subordinates.

Nodding at them, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and suddenly his body was enveloped in a sharp green glow. The piercing sound of breaking the void soon faded into the distance.

Lin Xuan did not turn back; doing so would only make him more reluctant. A man should be decisive when making decisions.

Lin Xuan firmly believed that his judgment wouldn't be wrong. He knew he would meet them again someday.

But even so, there was an uncomfortable feeling in his heart. As the saying went: people have joys and sorrows, the moon has its waxing and waning; such is life since ancient times. Even immortal beings couldn't break this curse. Whether it be ordinary humans or those who had transcended the mundane world, they could not escape the influence of laws and reality. Only legendary immortals could truly transcend the Five Elements.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but his resolve to pursue eternal life grew stronger.

Travelling at a dizzying speed, since he had decided to leave the Eastern Sea, Lin Xuan no longer bothered with trivial matters on the way. Soon enough, they returned to the Nine Immortals Palace.

Returning to this place, there was an evident sense of prosperity compared to the previous day. With Valley Tianyang back in control, he didn't resort to random punishments like Soul-Extraction or using beautiful female cultivators as cauldrons for his disciples. Instead, he dealt with them fairly and justly. After being subjected to Fresh Flower's cruelty, the disciples quickly realized the benefits of their old sect leader and remained loyal.

"Big Brother."

News of Lin Xuan's arrival spread quickly, and many high-ranking cultivators came out to greet him. Leading them was Lady Red Leaf. A few days ago, she had already held a grand ceremony for his initiation into the sect. As her beloved disciple and also an Elder in charge of the Imperial Robe, although still at the early stage of Separation and Union, she was now a high-ranking official within the Nine Immortals Palace.

Seeing Lin Xuan again, Lady Red Leaf was surprised but her face lit up with genuine joy.

Other cultivators also came forward to greet him. Although they didn't know who he was, his identity as a Core Formation cultivator was enough for them to show respect.

Surrounded by them, the group welcomed Lin Xuan inside.

"Little Sister, where is my master?" asked Lin Xuan.

"My master is busy with something, but I can handle it within an hour. By the way, Big Brother, why are you back at the Nine Immortals Palace so quickly? Don't you welcome me?"

"I haven't left yet, Little Sister; what makes you say that?" Lady Red Leaf hurriedly waved her hand.

"Three lives and three deaths, I am fortunate to meet you. If it weren't for Big Brother, my soul might not have survived. The kindness of Big Brother towards me is beyond words. Although I can't repay him with my shallow abilities, if you give me any orders, Little Sister will be overjoyed even if it means going through a knife mountain and oil river."

"Ha ha, no need for such seriousness. I just want to borrow your ancient传送阵to leave this place," said Lin Xuan with a smile.

"Big Brother plans to go to another plane of existence?" Lady Red Leaf covered her mouth in surprise. After a while, she asked: "Where do you plan to go?"

"I will be going to the Spirit Realm, but the transmission is random, so I don't know where it will take me," Lin Xuan said as he looked up with seriousness.

"Little Sister, before I leave, could you please do something for me?" Lin Xuan continued.

"Big Brother, why are you saying such things?"

Lady Red Leaf quickly waved her hand. "I am honored to meet you, Big Brother. If it weren't for you, my soul might not have survived. The kindness of Big Brother towards me is beyond words. Although I can't repay him with my shallow abilities, if you give me any orders, Little Sister will be overjoyed even if it means going through a knife mountain and oil river."

"Big Brother, don't worry; I will do so," said Lady Red Leaf.

"You misunderstand, Big Brother is not asking for your immediate assistance. Rather, in the future, should they encounter danger, if they come to the Nine Immortals Palace for help, you can assist them," Lin Xuan said as he extended his hand, revealing a palm-sized jade pendant.

This was identical to the one given to Shangguan Ling; these were meant to be a pair.

"This is a token of recognition. If anyone holds this same jade pendant and comes to the Nine Immortals Palace, they are my disciples. I hope you can assist them."

"Big Brother, rest assured," said Lady Red Leaf with a nod, her face showing a hint of reluctance: "Big Brother leaving for another plane must have its reasons. Little Sister will not offer unnecessary advice, but please take care."

"I understand, Little Sister is now in a high position; the path to immortality cannot be taken lightly. Please also take care," said Lin Xuan.

An hour later, after Valley Tianyang finished his affairs, he personally came to see Lin Xuan: "Friend Daoist Lin, have you made your decision?"

Lin Xuan nodded and said without further ado: "How is the preparation on your side?"

"Of course it's ready."

Valley Tianyang sighed. Although the传送阵had been repaired, it was a risky move as it involved spatial laws. A mistake could lead to eternal damnation. Lin Xuan was already at the Core Formation stage; there was no need for such risks.

After all, once one enters the Core Formation realm, their lifespan is five thousand years long, and with the Essence Energy Tribulation, they usually have tens of thousands of years to live. Such a long time could be spent in leisure, why take such risks?

Of course, everyone had their own choices. The other party was likely an ascetic pursuing immortality, which explained his reluctance to join the Nine Immortals Palace despite the generous offer.

"Let's go!" Seeing Lin Xuan's resolve, he didn't bother with further persuasion and transformed into a streak of green light, flying ahead.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly as he followed closely behind. The传送阵was located deep within the heart of the Nine Immortals Palace, passing through layer upon layer of restrictions. Even with his strength, it would be difficult to force his way in. The Nine Immortals Palace was indeed a legendary sect from ancient times; its profound heritage was beyond imagination.

Despite the strict defenses and traps, Lin Xuan's path was smooth as he had the sect leader leading him. Half an hour later, they arrived at the depths of the underground caves!~!
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Chapter 1996: Unexpected Teleportation

"Is this the interdimensional teleportation array?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise as he looked at the scene before him.

Lin Xuan was no stranger to teleportation arrays. Not only had he studied array techniques, but he had also used various ancient ones in his ascension to the Spirit Realm. Even after ascending to the Spirit Realm, it wasn't by breaking through the void; instead, he cleverly found an ancient teleportation array deep within Penglai Mountain and used it to bypass the heavenly tribulation.

Throughout Lin Xuan's cultivation journey, teleportation arrays were familiar territory for him. However, this one before his eyes still left him in awe.

It wasn't a single teleportation array but rather a cluster of them. Lin Xuan counted nine complex arrays arranged in some pattern, paired together to form an intricate network.

"Compound array."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. The current array design seemed more elaborate than those recorded in the Book of Primordial Elements, as this book had been obtained from the mortal realm while the Eastern Sea ranked lower in the Spirit Realm. Nevertheless, it still represented a level of complexity typical of the Spirit Realm.

Actually, this array wasn't just designed by mortals; it was set up by ancient powerful beings.

"Greetings, Palace Master."

The vast cave, elliptical and several thousand feet wide, housed an old black-robed cultivator besides the mysterious array. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over him; the man looked elderly with deep wrinkles, his skin as dry as bark.

This was a cultivator at the Separation Stage, but Gu Tianyang's face showed some respect. He raised his hand in a gesture of reassurance: "Old Master Wu, no need for such formalities. Is there any issue with the teleportation array?"

"Reporting to Palace Master, I have already inspected it and confirmed that it is functioning normally. However, if we actually activate it, there might be some errors. Please forgive my limited abilities; I cannot guarantee a hundred percent success," said the black-robed cultivator, standing respectfully.

"Brother Lin, although Old Master Wu's cultivation level is low, he is our chief array mage. His words usually hold true. Do you still wish to teleport?"

"Yes, Palace Master, my mind is made up. There’s no need for further persuasion."

"Very well!"

Gu Tianyang sighed: "Since that is the case, let us begin, Old Master Wu."

The black-robed cultivator nodded and did not delay. He flicked his sleeves, and an jade box flew out. Then he lightly tapped his fingers, opening the lid to reveal a colorful array of light.

"Top-grade crystal stones and demon pills," Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed in interest. The value of these items alone was significant, but he showed no unusual expression; interdimensional teleportation arrays required substantial spiritual energy to activate.

The black-robed cultivator consecutively tapped his fingers, sending crystal stones and demon pills into the array slots with precision.

Next, he raised both hands and drew strange trajectories in mid-air. He also recited ancient and mysterious incantations, his voice resonating with an archaic tone that Lin Xuan had never heard before—likely from the era of the Great Void. His body twisted as if performing some ancient ritual.

After a short while, the array stirred to life, as if awakened by a sea breeze. Spiritual light flashed wildly, followed by a liquid silver glow that connected all nine arrays into one.

"Senior, please step up quickly," the black-robed cultivator's hoarse voice echoed.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate and appeared in the center of the array.

"Go!"

The black-robed cultivator bellowed, his voice like thunder. As he spoke, the surrounding primordial energy became agitated, forming a swirling vortex that enveloped Lin Xuan, obscuring him from view.

This chaos lasted only a few seconds before everything settled down in the underground cavern.

The array's light dimmed, and Lin Xuan disappeared without a trace.

...

The sky was darkening. This was an uninhabited wasteland.

Withered vines, old trees, and crows' cacophony filled his ears. On the ground lay bones of some wild boar or unknown animal, attracting a flock of crows that circled around them.

The scene was desolate to the extreme.

Suddenly, vibrant spiritual light appeared in the distance, followed by several streaks of different colors hurtling towards this area with incredible speed. In just a moment, they approached and "caw," the crows scattered from the wild boar bones.

Now, Lin Xuan could see the cultivators within the light. Among them was an elderly man in his fifties, a late-stage Foundation Establishment cultivator, while the rest were young men and women with barely any cultivation power—some just at the Foundation Establishment stage, and the weakest ones were at the Separation Stage.

Such strength would be considered mere novices in the cultivation world.

Their faces showed panic as beads of sweat dripped from their foreheads. The young cultivators' spiritual energy was pale, especially those at the Separation Stage.

"Uncle Zhao, have we managed to escape that monster? If we keep flying like this, we won't last much longer," a trembling voice said, followed by labored breathing.

"I don’t know, but the Three Yang Eight Trigram Array's array talismans were personally bestowed by the sect leader. I heard from my senior brother that it took eight hundred crystal stones to procure them. Their power is formidable; even if we can't kill the monster, trapping him for a couple of hours should be possible."

The elderly man sighed, his words uncertain despite the confidence in his tone. He had witnessed the powers of those foreign demons firsthand and knew they were no ordinary foes. Although the Three Yang Eight Trigram Array was an expensive treasure bought with eight hundred crystal stones, its effectiveness against enemies remained questionable.

But he couldn't help but speak this way; he was the backbone of these cultivators. Among them, only a few Foundation Establishment cultivators had just recently ascended and were still in their early stages, needing his care like对待侄子一般。

这次魔劫真是可怕，那么多名门大派都灰飞烟灭了，云州五大势力也覆灭了许多，如今只剩下松风书院、天涯海阁和拜轩阁苦苦支撑着。然而面对魔族一波接一波的攻势，他们也无法抵挡。难道这界真的会落入古魔之手？
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Chapter 1997: Ancient Demons and Demon Ravens

The elder shook his head. "When the sky falls, there's always someone to hold it up," he mused. But in a situation where the nest is destroyed, how can the eggs remain intact? A city gate burning could spread to nearby fish ponds; if this realm were truly taken by ancient demons, their fate would be dire.

With that thought, the elder sighed. Thinking about these matters now was meaningless. The pressing issue was how to resolve the immediate crisis before them. Concerning Yunzhou's fate and whether it would fall to the ancient demons, worrying too much was futile. A mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator couldn't possibly sway the course of events.

"Uncle Senior, perhaps we should rest for a moment. Many of our fellow disciples are struggling to hold on," another voice entered his ears. It belonged to a young woman in her late teens or early twenties. Though not a beauty, she was lively and likable.

"Yes, Uncle Senior, you said the Three Yang Eight Trigram Formation is a treasure bestowed personally by the sect leader; its power is formidable. Even if it can't kill that demon creature, it should be able to hold him for at least two or three hours," a round-faced fat boy's voice echoed in his ears. His face was pale as death, indicating severe energy depletion.

"Ah...?" The elder's expression was familiar. "Even the Three Yang Eight Trigram Formation couldn't stop them. We can't escape. It would be better to stay and fight for these juniors a chance at survival," he said with a grimace.

"Hmph, Senior Brother, if you want us to stay and face the ancient demons, that's fine by me. But I've just managed to reach Foundation Establishment stage; I don't want to die here. You go and stall them."

The gray-robed cultivator's cold voice rang in his ears. Sacrificing himself for a dozen or so灵动期 cultivators was out of the question.

To become a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, he had endured much hardship. He didn’t want to die this way. As he spoke, he suddenly increased his speed and darted off to the left.

There was only one ancient demon; it wouldn't abandon so many cultivators to chase him. From this angle, he might escape. However, after witnessing this, he would not return to his sect.

What did it matter? Survival was paramount. The sect's target was too large and dangerous. He could find a secluded place in the wilderness, establish a secret cave dwelling, and perhaps survive this demonic calamity.

With these thoughts, Wang Kun’s speed increased further.

"You..."

He couldn’t believe how dishonorable his fellow cultivator was to abandon their comrades. The elder was both shocked and angry but knew he had no choice. With the enemy at hand, internal strife would only bring disaster.

Biting his lip, he prepared to make other arrangements when an ancient demon’s laughter echoed in his ears: "Hmph, do you think you can run from me? You're too naive."

Before he could react, the ancient demon clapped his hands together and pushed them forward. A streak of dark magic shot out, shaped like a crescent moon, clearly containing some treasure.

With a sharp whistling sound, it accelerated towards the fleeing cultivator, closing in to within a few feet.

Wang Kun’s face paled. He had calculated everything but ended up being cleverer than himself. Why would that ancient demon chase him when there were so many other cultivators?

Feeling frustrated, he raised his hand and summoned a fiery red flying knife. This was a fine upper-grade treasure; the ancient demon might not be able to withstand this blow.

Wang Kun’s thoughts raced as he aimed at the incoming magic light, preparing to block it first before escaping.

However, an ironic glint of disdain flashed in the ancient demon's eyes, though Wang Kun didn’t notice.

Pfft...

As the two magical artifacts were about to collide, something incredible happened. The crescent moon-shaped magic light split into two halves, resembling two sharp horns.

It then dodged around the opponent’s treasure...

"No!"

Wang Kun was shocked. This unexpected turn of events had never crossed his mind. By now, it was too late to avoid it.

Black light flashed as the two demonic weapons pierced his neck and chest...

Blood gushed out, accompanied by a strange "huh-huh-huh" sound. It wasn’t laughter; he had lost his vocal cords due to the weapon's impact on his throat.

Cleverness backfired. He never imagined it would be him who died first.

His eyes showed不甘之色 as the light in them dimmed and disappeared.

The ancient demon waved a hand, causing the cloud of demon ravens to swirl. The sound of wings flapping filled the air as one small piece flew out, enveloping Wang Kun’s body.

In no time, he was completely devoured, leaving not even a trace behind.

The other dozen or so cultivators witnessed this scene with horror. Even the elder, the most powerful among them, swallowed his saliva involuntarily. The power of these demon creatures from another realm far surpassed legends; it truly was better to see once than hear a hundred times.

"Uncle Senior, what should we do?"

The young woman’s trembling voice entered his ears. The elder felt helpless. The enemy was much more formidable than he had imagined. Even if they fought to the death, it would be futile.

Would all of them perish here today?

Bitterness filled the elder's heart. What could he do? In this world of survival of the fittest, these ancient demons didn’t need talismans; once captured, their fate was sealed.

"Uncle Senior..."

Another young voice entered his ears, its tone increasingly filled with tears as they were only a few hundred feet apart. Death seemed within reach for them both.
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"Everyone, don't be afraid. Let's fight this ancient demon to the death."

The elder gritted his teeth. At this point, they had no other choice but to make a stand.

"But how can we possibly match it?" The young woman's trembling voice entered everyone's ears, doubting if her uncle was out of his mind.

"Even if we can't match it, what else can we do? Can we just let ourselves be slaughtered? Even without any hope of survival, we cannot allow this demon to have an easy time. We must make him pay a price for trying to drain our souls and refine our essences," the elder's vicious voice echoed. He was terrified as well, but what could he do when forced into such a desperate situation by these foreign demons?

Gritting his teeth, he raised his left hand. A blue immortal sword flashed with spiritual light, flying out more dazzling than the red throwing knives before.

Following his command to "go," the elder charged towards the enemy first.

A group of young cultivators hesitated, unsure if they should follow their uncle into battle.

Some wanted to flee, but Wang Kun's example was clear. Who dared to have any other thoughts?

Fleeing meant death, and fighting might only result in a different kind of demise.

How could they choose? The young cultivators were mere rookies who had barely entered the cultivation world for a few years, with little experience in trials. Making such decisions was too difficult for them.

"Haha, daring to challenge this sovereign, your courage is commendable. But do you really think you have any chance of victory?"

The ancient demon's voice echoed, using abdominal speech that sounded bizarre and unsettling.

Suddenly, an even louder sound reverberated through the air. A black vortex appeared a hundred feet away on their left side as space twisted and darkened the sky within a radius of a hundred miles. The wind howled furiously, and the primordial energy was chaotic beyond measure.

"What...?"

Not only were the already frightened cultivators stunned, but even the arrogant ancient demon was taken aback.

A tearing sound filled the air as the vortex seemed to be torn apart by two gigantic hands. It expanded mysteriously, and a green light ball shot out from within. The surface of the ball was covered with countless purple lightning bolts like serpents and dragons.

"What is this...?"

The ancient demon cried out in shock, as that light ball was closer to him.

These foreign demons were naturally vicious. After a brief moment of surprise, their faces showed signs of anger. Raising his right hand, he grabbed towards the light ball with dozens of crows following suit.

Inside the light ball, someone could be seen moving, though not clearly. Any human cultivator was doomed to die.

The sound of wings flapping and flames ignited by magic echoed. Even condensation core stage cultivators dared not underestimate such a threat. The cultivator inside seemed dazed; he was surely going to die.

The ancient demon gloated, but his dream shattered when the purple lightning turned the magical fire into nothingness. The crows became agitated as well, showing signs of high-level cultivators.

"Could it be..."

The ancient demon felt uneasy.

Suddenly, the light ball spun and exploded with a loud boom. Wherever the shockwave went, space seemed to melt... human world's space was much more fragile compared to the spiritual realm. The area involved was also lower in rank.

Under this shockwave, even the crows vanished without a trace.

"What..."

The ancient demon, though fierce, wasn't stupid. He had clearly encountered something formidable!

Was it an infant soul cultivator?

Thinking so, he wanted to flee, but a cold gaze swept over him, making him feel like a snake locked in by a predator, unable to move.

This feeling was even worse than facing several grandmasters. Could the opponent be at the union stage?

The ancient demon shivered uncontrollably. Despite their ferocity and combativeness, they were much stronger than same-stage cultivators, but such a disparity made it impossible.

He wanted to run now, but his feet wouldn't budge, and he felt no fear—only emptiness.

At this moment, a clear voice echoed: "What's going on? The spiritual energy here is so thin. It's even worse than the East Sea. Oh, there's a low-grade demon. Could this be the ancient demon realm?"

Lin Xuan shook his head. Even as an Inner Profound cultivator, he felt dizzy from the interdimensional teleportation.

But now, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to feel uncomfortable. After teleporting, he had to determine if he was in a safe or dangerous place.

His gaze swept over and found the ancient demon facing off with several human cultivators.

However, both sides' cultivation levels were abysmal—mere ants to him.

Amusingly, that ancient demon still attacked recklessly.

Lin Xuan didn't care. Regardless of whether it was an ancient demon or a thousand human cultivators, they posed no threat at all.

What surprised Lin Xuan was the thinness of this realm's spiritual energy, worse than even the East Sea. Had he accidentally teleported to the ancient demon realm? If so, things would get complicated.

After all, ancient demons and cultivators were mortal enemies. The relationship between the spiritual realm and the ancient demon realm wasn't much better than that with the阴曹地府. Even though he had advanced to Inner Profound, facing a high-stage ancient demon meant certain death. Let alone the Demon Primordial, there was no way he could defend himself.

"Gulp!"

A frog-like sound echoed. Perhaps the ancient demon was too terrified and lost his sanity, roaring at Lin Xuan.

"Suicide."

Lin Xuan's thoughts were interrupted as he glanced at the ancient demon with a trace of dissatisfaction on his face.

Right, just a glance. He didn't even move a finger or summon any treasures. The disparity between them was too great.

Just this glance made the ancient demon's limbs turn cold. Then, like magic, his body melted away, first his hands and feet, then his entire form vanished as if he had never been there.

The fate of the crows was similar.
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Hundreds of feet away, all the human cultivators were stunned.

Each one widened their eyes in shock. If it wasn't for seeing their companions equally shocked, they almost thought they were dreaming.

No, even dreams couldn't be this fantastical.

A powerful ancient demon had been chasing them relentlessly, but now someone had easily dispatched it with just a glance. Not a single finger moved the entire time.

Was there anything in the world more exaggerated than that?

Apart from shock, they truly couldn’t distinguish between reality and dreams.

The danger was over, yet no one felt relieved as the immensely powerful cultivator slowly flew towards them.

"Master, could this be a true immortal from above?"

The plump-faced young man swallowed his saliva. Apart from celestial immortals, he couldn't imagine anyone in the world who would be so powerful.

In an instant, the formidable enemy was vanquished, even more exaggerated than the legendary realms. It had to be an immortal!

"Who knows."

The elder's expression was similar. Although his experiences were much broader compared to his nephew, Lin Xuan’s existence far exceeded what he could comprehend. So whether this person was a true immortal... "Even though I thought this guess was outrageous, I really couldn't dismiss it easily.

Powerful, the opponent wasn’t just ordinary strength.

Perhaps it truly was an immortal descending from above to eliminate ancient demons and save the cultivators of the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds.

Others had similar thoughts. Hence when Lin Xuan arrived beside them, their greetings were varied.

"Salute the senior."

"Great True Immortal, prostrate yourself before your humble servant."

"True Immortal?"

This title nearly tripped up Lin Xuan. He couldn't help but touch his nose, feeling as if something was amiss.

Looking around, he saw that the dozen or so cultivators had all knelt down, repeatedly bowing their heads in fear and trepidation.

"This is either the Spirit Realm or the Ancient Demon Realm, why would the spirit energy be so thin?" Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed, carrying a tone of authority.

"Spirit Realm, Ancient Demon Realm?"

This time, it was those pitiful young cultivators who exchanged glances. After a moment, the most senior elder spoke up. At this point, he had discerned some clues. If it were truly an immortal, they wouldn't ask such questions. This person likely came from the upper realms.

Regardless, this was an existence he couldn’t afford to offend. Hence, his expression of respect didn't waver as he knelt and bowed: "Senior, this is not the Spirit Realm or the Ancient Demon Realm, but the Human Realm."

"Human Realm," even with Lin Xuan’s composure, he turned pale. If it were a joke, he would have spit out his drink. Hadn’t they gone through so much trouble to arrive in the Spirit Realm? How could they end up back here after just a loop?

"Wait."

Lin Xuan suddenly frowned. The new moon had mentioned that millions of years ago, the laws of the universe had changed due to some reason.

Thus, even high-ranking cultivators from upper realms couldn’t break through the void to come here. Why was he any different?

Thinking this, his face turned slightly cold as he looked at the elder: "You didn't deceive me. This is truly the Human Realm?"

Seeing Lin Xuan's anger, the elder was terrified. He had witnessed that scene firsthand; the ancient demon had been killed by this senior with just a glance.

"Senior, please calm down. Even if I were to eat a bear’s heart and a leopard’s liver, I would never dare deceive you. This is truly the Human Realm. If you doubt it, ask these nephews of mine," the elder was terrified and quickly knelt, repeatedly bowing his head towards Lin Xuan.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan raised his head and scanned the young cultivators.

"Wham!" The lower-ranking cultivators all kneeled down, their voices trembling. Some even cried out in fear.

"Senior, Uncle is right. This truly is the Human Realm."

"Yes, we dare not deceive you," they sobbed.

Recognizing these cultivators, Lin Xuan knew they hadn’t lied.

"Alright, get up."

Lin Xuan’s expression softened. Deep down, he was even more frustrated. How could such an absurdity happen? Even with the change in the laws of the universe, it couldn't stop him. Could it be related to the teleportation array? Since it was restored by following a blueprint, perhaps it had inadvertently aligned with the laws of the universe, sending him back to the Human Realm.

"Such luck,"

Lin Xuan wanted to cry but that feeling of defeat only lasted for an instant. Transferring to the Human Realm again? He wasn’t afraid. Back when he was at the Separation stage, he had managed to reach the Spirit Realm. Now that he was at the Profound Stage, how could he be afraid of returning?

Thinking this, Lin Xuan's expression improved.

He was a tenacious person; jade needed to be refined before it became useful. He encouraged his disciples in the same way—without countless trials and tribulations, how could one ever become an immortal?

It wasn’t anything significant. This was just a small detour on his path of cultivation.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s mood improved significantly. However, he clearly understood that knowledge about different realms mattered. The Human Realm couldn't compare to the Spirit Realm, but it wasn’t the only one. His primary task now was to determine where he had been teleported.

Thinking this, he raised his head and regained his composure as he looked at the elder: "Tell me, which part of the Human Realm is this? There must be a place."

Lin Xuan didn't mention the specific Human Realm; the other person was only at the Foundation Establishment stage. They wouldn’t know about different realms, so it would be in vain to say anything.

"This is Cloud State."

"What, Cloud State?"

Lin Xuan almost tripped again. This Cloud State might not be the same as the one he left. Perhaps they just had the same name.

However, Lin Xuan soon realized his mistake.

When he asked more detailed questions, the other person actually mentioned all twelve states of Heavenly Clouds.

Was this a coincidence? Lin Xuan was truly shocked.

Previously, he heard that coincidences happen for a reason. Now, it seemed to be true.

The Human Realm had nine parts, and each one was vast. It just so happened that he arrived at the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds, which he left from.

After initial shock came joy. After all, randomly arriving in an unfamiliar place couldn’t compare to familiar places like the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds. Over the years, where were his old acquaintances now?

How was Little Sparrow? She had been in seclusion at the Five-Color Spirit Mountain when he went through the Netherworld Gate; she should have come out by now!
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As a celestial spirit bird, Lin Xuan was not worried about this woman. However, he wondered how far his wife's cultivation had progressed and was more concerned about the Elder Bay Pavilion.

Lu Ying'er and Liu Xin should both be around a thousand years old. With their talents, it was almost impossible for them to advance to the Separation Realm, but as long as they were properly cared for, they should still be alive in this world.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, lost in thought. The dozen or so young cultivators crouched there, not daring to breathe a sound, fearing that they might disturb this mysterious senior cultivator.

After a while, Lin Xuan raised his head again and scanned their faces with his gaze, as if pricking them like needles: "Did something happen in Cloud Province? Which sect are you from? How did you encounter ancient demons?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely curious. According to reason, the human world and the ancient demon realm had no connection; even if there were occasional appearances of otherworldly monsters, they would be remnants left over from the ancient times.

Due to various reasons, those ancient demons should not have weak cultivation levels. By now, even a Foundation Establishment stage demon long ago faded into nothingness; it was impossible for them to still be causing trouble here.

"Senior, we are disciples of Sea Peak Sect. We were sent by our sect leader on an errand and unexpectedly met with an ancient demon. If not for your rescue, we would have been killed. Your great kindness is beyond words, old man, I prostrate myself before you."

The Foundation Establishment后期 cultivator knelt down and respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan.

"Enough of the formalities! Just answer my questions briefly. Tell me, has something happened in the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud? How could a mere Foundation Establishment stage ancient demon dare chase after us all over town?"

"The senior doesn't know? Are you not from this world? Are you really from the Upper Realm?" Despite his suspicions, the old man's face showed extreme surprise. For low-ranking cultivators like them, the term 'spiritual realm' was still too distant.

"Enough of the chatter! I've already told you what my background is; it's your turn to ask," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in their ears. The old man felt his blood pressure surge and trembled with fear as he quickly admitted his mistake: "Senior, please forgive me for speaking out of turn. Yes, the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud are currently undergoing a demon calamity, like a house on fire."

"What is this demon calamity? Is it related to ancient demons?" Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. Could those guys in the ancient demon realm dare not confront the spiritual realm head-on and instead use a roundabout strategy, targeting their lower world first?

Lin Xuan thought to himself while the old man continued: "Senior, this happened fifty years ago. I remember clearly; it was the fifth day of the fifth month, around noon. The sky suddenly turned dark for no reason, with sandstorms and rocks flying everywhere. All cultivators in our Sea Peak Sect were awakened, everyone looking at each other in shock. Our sect leader ordered us to activate the protective array..."

"We didn't know what happened; we thought it might be a precious artifact or some high-ranking cultivator practicing secret techniques nearby. We couldn't afford to provoke them; our sect is just a small one with no ambitions. All we hoped for was peace and the continuation of our daoist lineage."

Lin Xuan nodded, knowing full well the difficulties faced by minor sects in the cultivation world. The Drifting Cloud Valley had been like that too. Cloud Province was far more prosperous than Chongzhou, making it even harder for small sects to survive, walking on eggshells every day, fearing any high-ranking cultivator could wipe out their entire sect.

In such a situation, even if they stumbled upon good fortune or a precious artifact, they wouldn't dare seize it. Otherwise, they might have the misfortune of dying without enjoying what they had gained.

The saying goes that an ordinary person is innocent until proven guilty, but possessing something valuable brings its own troubles. This was especially true in the cultivation world.

As the old man wiped his forehead with sweat and continued: "But we were wrong. What precious artifact or high-ranking cultivator it was, instead, it was a great calamity. The anomaly didn't occur at our main sect headquarters but throughout all Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud, visible to everyone."

"Dark clouds loomed overhead, ancient demon energy surging like a flood. The entire sky seemed torn apart by an enormous claw, rumbling sounds echoing in the ears as the ground trembled. Then, a vortex appeared in the sky, not a vortex but something bottomless with a diameter of several ten thousand li, resembling a breach through the very interface..."

The old man's voice carried a hint of fear, as if he still couldn't shake off that nightmare from so many years ago.

Lin Xuan frowned and looked surprised: "A wormhole. You mean ancient demons opened a portal between their realm and this world, allowing otherworldly monsters to invade."

"Exactly," the old man nodded with a mournful expression. "Those otherworldly monsters are warlike and ferocious, poisoning living beings without discrimination. They didn't spare either ordinary people or cultivators. Fifty years have passed, and my Cloud Province is in ruins. Over a million cultivators have fallen, not to mention the countless commoners. The five major forces of Cloud Province have disintegrated; only the Pine Wind Academy and Bay Heaven Pavilion are still struggling."

"What? You mean even the ancient sects like Heavenly Skill Gate, Spirit Manipulation Sect, and Departed Medicine Palace have perished?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

Although he hadn't experienced this demon calamity personally, as someone who had toured the spiritual realm, he knew enough basic knowledge. Due to the laws of the universe, even if a powerful existence opened a wormhole using secret techniques to connect with the lower realms, it would be restricted in various ways. High-ranking ancient demons couldn't easily cross over; otherwise, the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud wouldn't have lasted for fifty years. A true demon progenitor could turn this world into their domain within three days.

In other words, what came through were only low-ranking monsters. This was strange. The Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud had formidable strength; how could they not resist and let ancient demons run rampant?

Even the Heavenly Skill Gate, Spirit Manipulation Sect, and Departed Medicine Palace, with their deep foundations, had perished.

Lin Xuan asked about his doubts, but the old man's expression grew even more somber: "Senior, you don't know. If this demon calamity had happened five or six hundred years ago, we would have fought back despite our inferior strength. This is all fate."

"Fate?" Lin Xuan was confused. Could something else have happened in the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud over these years?
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"Senior, you don't know that our Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces are quite prosperous. However, a few hundred years ago, the major forces in Yun Province were fighting each other, suffering heavy losses. Later, the Gate of Devils opened..." "You needn't continue."

The other party's words had not yet finished when Lin Xuan waved his hand, causing the elder and the young cultivators behind him to look surprised. He wasn't seeking a complete understanding of what happened; he just started talking about it. What was his intention?

Although Lin Xuan felt curious, they naturally didn’t dare speak out recklessly. These high-level old monsters were mostly unpredictable in their moods. He wouldn’t want to invite disaster by speaking too freely.

But Lin Xuan ignored the thoughts of these young cultivators and sighed. He really had been wise all his life but foolish at one moment; he forgot that the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces were currently in their weakest period since history began.

First, outside the city of Xuanyuan, the Luo Family of Tian Province schemed to obtain true blood from the Gate of Devils, causing tens of thousands of human and demon cultivators to die. A large portion of them were high-level cultivators. This weakened the strength of the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces significantly.

But that wasn’t the worst part. Soon after, the Wanshi Sect and Li Hai Valley in Yun Province had a conflict with the Boundless Sea Pavilion. The battle was so fierce that it even involved demon tribes, and Lin Xuan's relationship with Yuanyuan led to their involvement as well.

In the end, the Boundless Sea Pavilion won, but the other two sects were completely eradicated. As they say, killing a thousand enemies can cost you eight hundred lives. Even though the Boundless Sea Pavilion and the Five-colored Spirit Mountain suffered heavy losses among their elite members, they still managed to survive.

The supreme elder of the Heavenly Skill Sect also perished in the Gate of Devils, Yinren True Man, who was at the same high level as Lin Xuan.

Other powerful figures from major forces like Wanshi Sect, Li Hai Valley, demon Tianshishangren, and the Spirit Cultivation Sect's Biezhuren had already died long before the Gate of Devils opened.

Thinking about it, their deaths seemed to have some connection with him, though these old fellows brought it upon themselves.

Before the Demon Tribulation fell, Yun Province was indeed weak. Most high-level existences were either dead or had ascended to the Spirit World due to various reasons.

Even if they had a solid foundation, after several thousand years of rest and recuperation, their strength might recover. But that was just speculation; the Demon Tribulation would fall in a few hundred years.

With such a situation, how could the cultivators of this world withstand it? Even without ancient demons, the talent shortage in the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces would make things dire.

Who knew how many high-level cultivators remained in this world. After all, ancient demons at the High Union stage might find their way through wormholes with some difficulty but were still possible to encounter.

Though Lin Xuan had been away from Yun Province for centuries, he was well aware of the situation here. He just couldn’t remember everything due to the passage of time. With these young cultivators reminding him, all his memories came flooding back.

Lin Xuan sighed. No wonder Yun Province's situation was so dire.

"Let me ask you: Do the Boundless Sea Pavilion and Wind Academy still have no issues?" Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over them as he inquired about more details.

"Yes, their foundations are extremely deep. However, things aren't going well now because they are the largest forces in Yun Province and thus the primary targets for ancient demons."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding what the ancient demons intended. If they could completely eliminate these two major forces, it would be a significant blow to the morale of Yun Province's cultivators. Once Yun Province fell, the entire Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces might follow closely behind.

This was indeed a cunning plan—simple but highly effective.

It was clear how much pressure the Wind Academy and Boundless Sea Pavilion were under at this moment.

Lin Xuan sighed again before asking another question that concerned him more: "Do you know about the Baxuan Pavilion, friend? Do you have any idea about his current situation?"

To be honest, Lin Xuan just asked out of curiosity. Although Baxuan Pavilion had developed well under his care, its foundation was still shallow and couldn’t compare to ancient sects.

This young cultivator at a Foundation Establishment stage probably hadn't even heard of it before.

"Devil Tribulation, devil tribulation... I wonder if those girls are safe," Lin Xuan thought deeply about his people. He couldn’t help but worry.

"Baxuan Pavilion, senior, you're not from the upper world. How could you know our province's sects?" The elder looked surprised and slightly worried.

"What? You've heard of Baxuan Pavilion?" Lin Xuan was overjoyed at this unexpected turn of events.

"Senior, you jest. Among all the sects in the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, Baxuan Pavilion is the strongest, and its rise is a legend. It now ranks alongside the Boundless Sea Pavilion and Wind Academy as one of Yun Province's three major forces, leading us to resist demon tribes from another world," the pretty girl corrected him.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan’s face showed great joy: "Do you know where Baxuan Pavilion's main base is located now?"

Lin Xuan knew exactly where it was. He had chosen and reinforced it himself. However, Jiuling Mountain wasn’t particularly rich in spirit energy; in fact, it could be considered poor. Its advantage lay in its strategic location, which made it an ideal place for a commercial alliance.

Now that circumstances had changed, Baxuan Pavilion was one of the top three forces in Yun Province. It wouldn’t make sense to use Jiuling Mountain as their base anymore.

"The junior knows; it's in Linglong Valley."

"Linglong Valley?"

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered this name, which he had never heard before.

But that wasn't strange at all. Although it couldn’t compare to the Spirit World, Yun Province was vast, so not knowing about Linglong Valley was perfectly normal.

"Have you heard of..."

"What...?" The elder showed a look of difficulty on his face, as if afraid Lin Xuan would get angry. He hesitated and said: "I'm sorry, senior; I am just an insignificant sect's cultivator. I can only admire Baxuan Pavilion but have no way to visit it. But you don’t need to worry; find a more powerful cultivator and ask, and they should know where Linglong Valley is."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding the elder’s concern. Many high-level cultivators were eccentric, but he was different—logical-minded. He wouldn’t blame them for not knowing about Linglong Valley.

"Alright, I'm leaving now. There are no ancient demons within a ten-thousand-mile radius here. Be careful; you shouldn't encounter any danger. Go back to your sect quickly."

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow and vanished without a trace.

The speed was astonishing. For ordinary cultivators of this world, it seemed incomprehensible.

"Uncle Senior, is that senior really a True Immortal?" A round-faced fat boy asked curiously.

"Hetie, you're so stupid; True Immortals are all-powerful. This senior might have great abilities, but he definitely isn't a True Immortal," the pretty girl corrected him.

"Don’t just talk nonsense."

The round-faced boy wanted to argue further when the elder suddenly spoke sternly: "Youngsters, don’t speak nonsense. Although this senior is not a True Immortal, he’s likely a powerful cultivator from an upper realm. His abilities are beyond our imagination. Though he saved us, we don’t know his temperament. If we rashly discuss him here and anger him, it will be the end of us. He can kill us as easily as crushing a tiny ant."

The young cultivators were shocked by this revelation. They quickly agreed and stopped talking to avoid any trouble from their uncle senior.
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Unlike his several junior disciples, the elder was frowning in thought at this moment, showing a hint of doubt on his face. How did the other party know that there were no魔族 within a ten-thousand-li radius? Could it be that his divine sense could span such vast distances?

Even for seniors above the Separation and Union stage, it would not be possible to have such terrifying abilities. Could the other party really be an existence of the Tyrant Demon Sovereign realm or higher?

However, due to the laws of heaven and earth, such existences were not unable to come to this world.

All that remained was doubt.

The elder shook his head, dismissing these thoughts. He was merely a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator after all; why think so much? Regardless of the reason, it was most important to bring these junior disciples back to the sect as soon as possible. The other party's cultivation level might be unknown, but he believed that his judgment would not be wrong. However, if they lingered here for too long, who could say what would happen; another ancient demon appearing now would leave him regretting it.

"Are you all well?"

"Yes, Master Uncle," the young disciples replied after a brief rest.

"We should leave this place."

As the elder spoke, he already summoned his flying sword, merging with it to fly forward.

"Yes, Master Uncle,"

The other disciples did not dare to delay and transformed into streaks of light, racing behind.

On another side,

Lin Xuan was also flying at a rapid pace. The recent series of unexpected events were one after another. First, he had mistakenly teleported to Cloud Province. Then, he heard that the Twelve Provinces were suffering from demon calamities, their situation precarious.

Fortunately, the Star Sea Pavilion and the Flying Cloud Sect could still hold on, which was fortunate in misfortune.

As for Yuyu, Lin Xuan was not overly worried; his wife's cultivation level was clear to him. With her personality, self-preservation should be no problem.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat relieved that he had teleported incorrectly. Otherwise, the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud would have fallen into the hands of demons from another world. But now that he had arrived, the situation naturally changed.

This sounded arrogant, but if it were not for his ascension to the Profound Abyss realm and acquiring so many powerful techniques and treasures, he might still only be able to protect himself. He could hardly even protect the Flying Cloud Sect "But now...

With circumstances changing, I have advanced to the Profound Abyss realm, with numerous powerful techniques at my disposal. Ancient demons cannot come from the laws of heaven and earth.

Since that is the case, what should he fear? With his own strength, he might be able to turn the tide alone.

However, his immediate priority was to head for Drifting Cloud Valley. After all, among the people in Cloud Province, apart from his wife, the girls at the Flying Cloud Sect were undoubtedly the ones he valued most.

Lin Xuan did not want them to encounter any misfortune; thus, he had to go to Drifting Cloud Valley first.

Unfortunately, he was unfamiliar with the way. But this wasn't a problem. As that elder said, just ask a cultivator of higher cultivation for directions or extract souls from ancient demons to learn their whereabouts—both were very easy for him.

Three days passed in an instant.

A streak of light pierced through the sky. Lin Xuan already knew where Drifting Cloud Valley was. Along the way, he encountered some cultivators and ancient demon cultivators. He did not bother interacting with them. As for the ancient demons, there was no need to be courteous; upon encountering any, he would immediately kill them.

To tell the truth, with his current strength that made him nearly invincible in the Eastern Sea of Spirit Realm, facing these ancient demons, it wasn't a matter of fighting but rather bullying.

Low-level ones were easily dispatched by his gaze. Occasionally, even if he encountered an婴灵 (yinling) or higher, a single sword energy blast would suffice to send them to their doom.

Throughout the journey, there was not a single opponent that could match him. The ancient demons in his hands numbered in the thousands, but compared to the number of invading monsters, they were merely沧海一粟 (a drop in the ocean). Lin Xuan did not care about this; he was rushing and had no intention of dealing with the monsters. He would first ensure that the Flying Cloud Sect was unharmed.

Estimating the distance, there were still millions of li left, but given his evasion techniques, three hours should be sufficient.

"How are the girls?"

Lin Xuan was thinking when suddenly his flight slowed down, and he narrowed his eyes, turning to look to his left.

A large group of cultivators entered his divine sense range. There were thousands of them. If they belonged to the same sect, it would not be strange. Perhaps they had moved to avoid ancient demons migrating, but their attire and appearance clearly indicated that they did not belong to the same sect; there were monks, commoners, and even some who looked like wandering cultivators, with all ages present.

What was going on?

Had a large group of ancient demons appeared behind them, chasing them?

However, it didn't seem so. Their expressions were not panicked but rather high-spirited.

This was strange.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before approaching them. To avoid causing a sensation, he concealed his cultivation to the middle stage of婴灵 (yinling).

Soon, they met with that group of cultivators.

"Salutations from Lin."

"Amen, this friend seems unfamiliar. May I ask which sect you belong to?"

Leading the group was an old monk who looked benevolent and was a middle-stage婴灵 cultivator.

"I am merely a wandering cultivator; my name is not worth mentioning. May I ask Master, where are you heading?"

"How could you not know..."

A rough voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan followed its direction. It came from a bearded giant who looked imposing and was slightly lower in cultivation at the early stage of婴灵.

"Could it be that I should know?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face; perhaps what the other party sought to do was something everyone knew about.

"The Flying Cloud Sect's main headquarters is currently besieged by a large army of ancient demons. We are heading there for reinforcements," a woman's voice said, and Lin Xuan turned around to see a middle-aged beauty in court attire.

"What? The main headquarters of the Flying Cloud Sect is under siege by a large group of ancient demons?" Lin Xuan was shocked.

"How could you not know?"

The bearded giant's expression did not show any less surprise than Lin Xuan. This matter had already spread throughout the world.

"Imperial Spirit Cultivation Sect, Heavenly Ingenuity Sect, and the Departed Medicine Palace have all been destroyed in succession. Currently, only three major sects remain in Cloud Province: the Flying Cloud Sect, Pine Wind Academy, and Star Sea Pavilion. These demons from another world want to remove the last three nails. Once these three main headquarters are annihilated, it will be unimaginable for the morale of the Twelve Provinces' cultivators."

"Indeed, this time, the ancient demons aim to win at all costs. They have dispatched their most elite forces to besiege the main headquarters of the three sects, and the number is enormous, almost overwhelming," the woman in court attire added.

"How long has it been?" Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he listened.

"It has been a month." The woman in court attire sighed slightly.

"What? A month?" Lin Xuan stared wide-eyed, his face turning even more gloomy.
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...

The thick voice of the bearded giant gradually entered his ears. Indeed, most cultivators were early risers for profit, but it depended on the situation.

For example, in front of them, facing the demonic calamity and foreign demons that were eroding their homeland, how could cultivators possibly fear death? They would certainly unleash their treasures to fight with all their might.

Ancient demons did not need captives; they either directly extracted souls or turned cultivators into demon puppets. The consequences were far worse than death.

The goal of the ancient demons was to conquer this realm, without sparing ordinary people or cultivators. Therefore, they had no choice but to fight desperately.

Many sects and families in Yunzhou had suffered from their depredations, though many still remained powerful enough to challenge the ancient demons. Only the Three Pavilion Sects—Bai Xuan Pavilion—could stand up to them.

If these three sects fell, the consequences would be unimaginable!

Thus, for this month, apart from the Three Pavilion Sects relying on their main base's array restrictions to fend off the ancient demons, other cultivators, regardless of whether they were orthodox or heterodox, and whether they were sect members or independents, had been rushing to aid them.

Without their help, the Three Pavilion Sects would have long collapsed. After all, this demon horde was determined to win, with both quantity and quality far beyond what could be imagined.

Even demons who practiced cultivation did not hesitate; after all, they only favored ancient demons but were fundamentally human cultivators. Unless they broke through the Separation Realm and ascended to the Spirit Realm, becoming part of the ancient demons, that was a different matter.

"Let's go," the old man's voice echoed in his ears.

Lin Xian's speed had increased significantly; he could no longer conserve energy: "Ying'er, Xin'er, you must be safe."

At Bai Xuan Pavilion,

Ling Dong Valley, afeng shui treasure landwith extremely dense qi, was naturally hard to attack. With the Three Pavilion Sects making it their main base, they fortified it like an impregnable fortress.

However, at this moment, this seemingly unassailable fortress was on the verge of collapse.

Outside Ling Dong Valley, demonic energy surged, blocking all exits. The enemy's formation not only aimed to breach Bai Xuan Pavilion but also ensure that no cultivator could escape.

This would be a heavy blow to the morale of the other cultivators.

The leader of this demon horde was at the Separation Realm late stage, and there were several other Separation Realm demon generals. They were determined to win.

Other ancient demons were numerous and varied; most of those who had come through the wormhole could be seen here.

If 300,000 elite demons still couldn't take Bai Xuan Pavilion, he wouldn't have face to return home.

Not to mention the large number of monsters, demons, and cultivators they had turned into demon puppets.

They were overwhelmingly strong in numbers. Their overall strength far surpassed that of Bai Xuan Pavilion. If not for their advantageous position and formidable array restrictions, along with the continuous reinforcements from other cultivators, this place would have already fallen long ago.

But what did it matter? The disparity in power was clear; Bai Xuan Pavilion could onlybarely hanging on.

No matter how they struggled, their fate was sealed. This realm belonged to them, the Holy Clan.

The sound of a gong echoed through the sky as demonic energy surged once more. The roar of beasts and demon insects filled his ears—this was a sign that the ancient demons were about to launch another offensive.

Since besieging Ling Dong Valley, their attacks had never ceased; only the intensity varied.

Now, this drum indicated they would launch a full-scale assault.

Inside Ling Dong Valley, various lights flickered. Whether it was large protective arrays or small restrictions, they were all activated.

In times of life and death, who cared about the consumption of crystals?

Countless cultivators in the valley unleashed their treasures—many with injuries but still resolute. There was no retreat; these demons were too cruel. If captured by them, one would neither live nor die. It might be better to fight bravely here until death.

In a deeper part of the valley, there stood a magnificent tower, Ling Dong Pagoda—the most prominent building in Bai Xuan Pavilion.

Inside its seventh floor hall,

Four graceful women sat on the ground; no one else was present.

The four pavilion leaders—Lu Ying'er, Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er, and Ye Ping'er—all gathered here.

After centuries of companionship, their bond had grown close to that of sisters. At this moment, they wore serious expressions.

"Big Sister, ancient demons have heavily besieged our sect for a month now. If we don't break through, they won't stop. What should we do? Should we continue to hold the line?" Liu Xin's voice carried anxiety.

"Yes, Big Sister. In these past months, our losses have been severe, but the ancient demons can quickly replenish their ranks with reinforcements from outside. Though other cultivators are coming to aid us, it’s merely a drop in the bucket. This mutual attrition is clearly unfavorable for us; we must make early plans," Ye Ping'er sighed.

The once young girls had now reached late-stage Golden Core stage. Ping'er was younger and thus had the best potential among them.

Xin'er was also at mid-stage, but not yet at the peak. Xin'er wasn't lazy; she simply lacked some opportunities and luck... her spiritual rootqualificationwas slightly inferior as well.

The other two pavilion leaders—Lu Ying'er and Wu Yun'er—were a step ahead, both at late-stage Golden Core stage.

A person's abilities improved with time; Lin Xian had been in the Spirit Realm for over 450 years. The girls had worked hard, but none could break into the Separation Realm. This was why Bai Xuan Pavilion couldn't withstand it—due to a lack of high-level strength. Facing several Separation Realm demon generals, they couldn’t win even if they attacked together; they could only rely on arrays for a stalemate.

With no room for initiative, Lu Ying'er's voice echoed: Though she hadn't seen them in centuries, her风采 grace or charmremained unchanged. Her demeanor had become more mature and steady. Several pavilion leaders contributed to Bai Xuan Pavilion’s current scale, but she was undoubtedly the one who had worked the hardest.

Her gaze swept over her sisters; there was nothing to hide here: "You don’t need to say anything. I know what's best for this sect—it can't be saved."

"Big Sister, how can you say that?"

Liu Xin and Ye Ping'er were shocked, while Wu Yun'er remained calm, as if she knew something.

"At this point, self-deception is useless. The ancient demons' power far exceeds ours, and they are determined to win. Bai Xuan Pavilion won't hold out for long."

"Then what should we do?"

"We must ensure that the sect's tradition doesn’t end in our hands," Lu Ying'er said resolutely. "After all, this sect originated from Lord’s Baisan Tang. If it falls now, it would be a great disservice to him."

"Mm."

The three nodded in agreement; Lin Xian’s kindness toward them varied, but they revered him like a deity, not to be desecrated.
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"Can't you see, Elder Sister, that the opponent has sealed off Linglong Valley completely and won't let anyone go? How can we preserve the Daoist tradition of Baxuan Pavilion and avoid our destruction?"

Ye Ping'er's voice entered Ruan Xin's ears, making her face filled with curiosity: "Yes, Elder Sister. What should we do?"

"I naturally have a solution."

Lu Ying'er sighed slightly as she raised her jade hand, sending a beam of fire flying out from her sleeve.

It was a transmission talisman!

Within just a dozen breaths, a streak of light entered the grand hall.

The light faded, revealing an old and withered figure. His silver hair and face were lined like tree bark. He was indeed a mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator, but his expression was full of respect once he stepped into the grand hall—after all, their statuses were vastly different.

"Elder Lady pays her respects to the four Pavilion Masters."

"Enough, in times such as these, Lady Dragon doesn't need to be so formal."

Lu Ying'er's calm voice entered Ruan Xin and Ye Ping'er's ears. She then turned her head: "My three sisters, everyone should know Lady Dragon's background since she joined our pavilion. To prevent any unforeseen events, I instructed her to set up a one-way giant teleportation array in the main hall of our sect. And within these past two days, it has finally been completed."

"What?!"

Ruan Xin and Ye Ping'er were stunned, their faces showing signs of joy.

The background of Lady Dragon was something they, as Pavilion Masters, knew well. Although she was only a mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator, in the various skilled craftsmen at Tianqiao Sect who excelled in miscellaneous arts, she ranked among the top five. Her expertise lay in array techniques.

After the fall of Tianqiao Sect, some fortunate disciples managed to escape from under the nose of the ancient demons, including Lady Dragon.

However, the demonic calamity engulfed all twelve states of Drifting Cloud Valley, leaving no sanctuaries or havens. Although Lady Dragon was a mid-stage Immortal Core cultivator and skilled in array techniques, as an independent cultivator, she had nowhere to go. Joining a sect seemed safer.

With her strength and past cultivation experience, ordinary small sects looked down on her, so she eventually joined Baxuan Pavilion.

Such situations were common since the demonic calamity began. Baxuan Pavilion had taken in many other sect members who fled from various sects during this time, growing significantly stronger. Otherwise, they might have been destroyed by the ancient demons' relentless attacks.

"Ying'er, you mean that the giant teleportation array is now set up? That's wonderful! We can leave here, right?" Ruan Xin's face was filled with joy. It seemed like a dead end had suddenly opened into a new path.

The ancient demons' evil intentions would be thwarted.

However, Lu Ying'er sighed: "Silly sister, you're thinking too naively. A giant teleportation array capable of transporting large numbers of cultivators is extremely complex and not easily set up. Moreover, time is so limited that the one Lady Dragon has painstakingly arranged still has flaws."

"Flaws?" Ye Ping'er and her sisters exchanged glances, sensing something ominous.

"Yes, it can only be used once, meaning only a few disciples will be able to escape," Lu Ying'er's voice entered their ears.

"Why not set up several more? That way, we could transport more people, right?"

"Second Pavilion Master, that's because the materials are insufficient," the old and withered figure bowed his head in response.

"Inadequate materials?" The girls were taken aback. Although Baxuan Pavilion wasn't as ancient or deeply rooted as other major forces, it had started as a commercial alliance and accumulated countless treasures over centuries. How could they only build one giant teleportation array?

Lu Ying'er nodded. The girls fell silent; they unconditionally trusted their elder sister.

"Ying'er, what will you do?"

"Baxuan Pavilion was founded by the young master. His Daoist tradition must not be broken in our hands. Even if the main hall is attacked today, we must leave a spark of inheritance. So my plan is this: Xin and Ping, you two lead nine hundred ninety-eight disciples to evacuate. The largest capacity of the teleportation array is only one thousand people. Therefore, these disciples must be carefully selected for their potential development rather than their current strength. This way, Baxuan Pavilion might rise again someday. You two should understand my intentions."

"Elder Sister, what about Cloud and Ling'er?" Ruan Xin was alarmed.

"I've discussed this with Cloud. We will stay here to lead the remaining disciples in resisting the ancient demons," Lu Ying'er said calmly.

"What? This is unacceptable! If you and Cloud stay here, it's a dead end for both of you. No, we won't seek birth on the same day but death together. If neither of you leave, I and Elder Sister Xin will also stay," Ye Ping'er, who had shared hundreds of years with them, was resolute.

"Right. We'll either all go or none of us will," Ruan Xin nodded, her face showing firm resolve.

"Nonsense."

Lu Ying'er's sharp voice cut through the air as she became enraged, her cheeks flushed and her eyebrows raised.

"Elder Sister..."

Seeing their elder sister angry, Ruan Xin and Ye Ping'er involuntarily shrank, looking confused. This was understandable; although Lu Ying'er was decisive in managing the sect, she had always treated them like family, almost as a mother would. The saying "elder sister is like a mother" rang true for her. She had never seen their elder sister angry before, which explained why they were so bewildered.

"You two are being foolish. Now isn't the time to be whimsical. Staying here won't help; even if it's just you and Cloud, or another hundred Immortal Core cultivators, what use would that be? The gap in strength is too great, leading only to futile deaths," Lu Ying'er's cold voice entered their ears.

"Understood, but why aren't you leaving then?" Ye Ping'er asked in confusion.

"How can I leave? I am the Pavilion Master of Baxuan Pavilion. Everyone is watching me. If I also leave, no one will hold up the situation, leading to a collapse and allowing ancient demons to slaughter us. This isn't what we want," Lu Ying'er sighed: "This time, our opponents are targeting not just us but also the morale of the entire Drifting Cloud Valley. My leaving would only make the ancient demons' wishes come true!"
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The other three women remained silent, nodding in agreement. Sister Lin's words were indeed reasonable: if the Four Pavilion Masters of the Vast Cloud Pavilion all abandoned their posts during a critical moment, it would be devastating for the morale of the cultivators from the Twelve States of Heaven and Cloud.

If they fought to the death, at least they could inspire future generations with their sacrifice. But abandoning their positions and fleeing, what was that about?

Cultivators might rise early for gain, but in such a moment, they should have blood and courage, not just thinking of themselves.

"Alright, my two sisters, don't be sad. Actually, falling isn't so terrible," Wuyun'er suddenly spoke up after her long silence. "Sister Lin and I had already discussed this."

"But..."

"Sisters, no more talking. The bigreason or principleI've said." Lu Ying'er's face showed a touch of sadness: "After all, Sister Yun and I are both over nine hundred years old. With our current situation, we can never break through the bottleneck to reach the Separation Realm. In other words, even if we don't die here today, we have at most a century left. What's the point?"

"Myqualificationsaren't outstanding," she said with a sigh. "I should be content with my achievements and just die. The only regret is that I can no longer see Brother."

The faces of the other three women turned grim as well. "Could it be that some ancient demons have infiltrated us, masquerading as cultivators?"

Lu Ying'er's mind raced. The others had similar thoughts. In the face of an invasion from another world, cultivators naturally wouldn't surrender. However, ancient demons were not only vicious but also cunning. Some of them, known as Illusion Demons, could temporarily disguise themselves and sneak in. Although their strength wasn't formidable among the ancient demons, they caused significant destruction.

The sound of a huge explosion entered their ears, shaking the ground despite the protectiveprohibition. The four women were startled.

"Could it be that ancient demons have breached our defenses?"

Lu Ying'er's voice echoed as she shook her head. "No, Vast Cloud Pavilion is in an extremely disadvantageous position, but we are not soft targets. Our subordinates just reported that they launched a fierce attack. Even if all the ancient demons came out, it wouldn't be so easy to breach us."

"Bad luck! Could there be some ancient demons masquerading as humans?"

Lu Ying'er's mind raced with thoughts. The other three women agreed. In the face of an invasion from another world, cultivators naturally wouldn't surrender. However, ancient demons were cunning and could disguise themselves temporarily to infiltrate. Although their strength wasn't formidable among the ancient demons, they caused significant destruction.

The faces of the four women turned grim. "Let's go see."

Lu Ying'er stood up: "Follow me." The other three women followed without hesitation, each displaying their abilities as colorful spiritual lights enveloped their bodies and they flew out from the Precious Tower.

Their leader, known as the Dragon Lady, didn't hesitate to follow them. Outside the tower, a fierce battle was raging on the left side. Flames shot up, black demonic energy flashed, and thunderous explosions filled the air.

"Brother..."

The Dragon Lady's expression changed dramatically, her voice full of fear: "It's bad! The direction is where the large teleportation array is located."

"What?"

Lu Ying'er's face turned pale as she realized that the fate of Vast Cloud Pavilion rested on this array. She couldn't afford any mistakes.

"Damn it!"

Anger and sorrow flashed across her face as she emitted a green glow, flying towards the densest demonic energy. The others followed closely behind.

The explosions continued. Despite their precarious situation, Vast Cloud Pavilion still had considerable strength, especially in places like the teleportation array, which was heavily guarded. However, the Illusion Demons were incredibly cunning and had infiltrated the pavilion long ago, with some even being given important roles to protect the array.

Realizing the importance of the array, Lu Ying'er acted swiftly. The other Illusion Demons cooperated from within, as the saying went: "Aiming is easy; defending against a hidden arrow is hard." They caught Vast Cloud Pavilion's cultivators off guard.

Soon, Lu Ying'er and her companions arrived at the scene.

"Report to the Pavilion Master."

Several cultivators were shocked and bowed. However, Lu Ying'er was too preoccupied with the situation to care about formalities: "How are things? How is the teleportation array?"

"We... we don't know," the leader stammered.

"Trash!"

Lu Ying'er snapped, her body emitting a green glow as she flew towards the densest demonic fog. It was a small valley that had been thoroughly destroyed. Lu Ying'er's gaze turned blood-red as she saw the large hole in the center of the teleportation array. Her fears had come true: it had been destroyed.

"Damn it!"

Lu Ying'er stared at the destruction, her eyes turning bloodshot. She had hoped to preserve Vast Cloud Pavilion's legacy, but now that was a distant dream.

"These damned ancient demons!"

Lu Ying'er shouted as she waved her hand, summoning a fiery sword. Flames burst forth from its tip.

"Go!"

Lu Ying'er pointed at the nearest ancient demon. The flames formed a phoenix shape and charged towards it.

The ancient demon, the most powerful among them, was only at the late-stage Core Formation stage. These demons were skilled in concealment and illusions, not direct combat.

A cultivator fiercely attacked. The ancient demon didn't dare to underestimate him. It punched its chest with a loud thud, creating a black shield that rotated before forming a triangular shield.

The phoenix charged head-on.

Boom!

Explosions filled the air as green and black energy intertwined. The scene resembled a torn tapestry, with the ancient demons' deafening cries mixed in. In one strike, he was killed despite being at the same stage as his opponent.

Though it was a vengeful attack, its power was impressive.

Times had changed; Lu Ying'er's strength seemed far beyond that of ordinary cultivators.

The ancient demon fell to the ground withunwillingness to accept defeat or be satisfied.

With their leader dead, the other Illusion Demons were no longer formidable. The other three Pavilion Masters and the Dragon Lady wouldn't stand idly by. With five Core Formation cultivators joining in, the battle had no suspense. All infiltrating ancient demons were killed without a single escapee.

The victory was swift, but Lu Ying'er's face showed no joy as she looked at the destroyed teleportation array. Her expression was grim.

Ruci and Wuyun'er exchanged glances, their expressions complex. They wanted to die with their sister, but Sister Lin had made it clear that if Vast Cloud Pavilion's lineage was cut off, they would let down Brother.

Now there was no choice; the array was destroyed, leaving them with nowhere to go.

"What should we do now, Sister Lin?"

Wuyun'er, the smartest of the four, scanned the area and spoke slowly: "I don't know."

Lu Ying'er sighed, her face showing exhaustion. She had strived for this moment but ended up in ruins. Any cultivator would be devastated by such a situation.

"Please forgive me, Pavilion Master. Please forgive me. It was my carelessness that allowed the ancient demons to infiltrate. Please punish me," the Dragon Lady knelt with fear on her face.

Lu Ying'er sighed: "Dragon Lady, please rise."
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Chapter 2066 - Demonic Cultivators

"Headmaster?"

The old woman's face was filled with shock. Given the headmaster's anger and sorrow, one would expect severe punishment, even if it wasn't soul extraction or essence refinement.

She had been released so easily; did she mishear? Could it be that the headmaster had lost her temper?

With this thought, she didn’t dare to follow up on her mistake. She stood up from the ground.

"Alright, Sister, since you let me go, there’s no need for further punishment. You don't have to keep cowering here."

Wu Yun'er's voice was impatient as it reached her ears. Having been sisters for hundreds of years, she knew her elder sister’s intentions well: "At this point, punishing you won’t help. It would be better to save your life and kill more ancient demons instead of going through soul extraction."

There was another unspoken truth: the demon could have easily infiltrated due to more than just Lady Dragon's fault. The enemy had likely been lurking in the Tower of Drifting Clouds for years, waiting for an opportune moment.

The old woman didn’t realize that humans are made of flesh and blood. Despite her grave mistake, the headmaster’s forbearance moved her deeply.

"Thank you, Headmasters, I will repay your kindness with my life."

Lady Dragon bowed several times before standing up. However, releasing this person did not solve their crisis. Wu Yun'er's face was filled with worry as she had no solution at hand.

"Sister, what should we do?"

"I don’t know."

Lu Ying'er was also flustered after the events unfolded. After a moment of silence, she sighed and spoke: "We must adapt to the situation. In the upcoming battle, whoever has an opportunity to break through must not hesitate. We can only escape if we want our sect to survive.

"We understand."

The girls nodded in agreement. The current situation was dire; they didn’t need their elder sister’s reminder to know that emotions would lead them astray.

Though they wanted to die together, betraying the Tower of Drifting Clouds would be a great disservice to Young Master. But with ancient demons determined to conquer, and the Crystal Valley surrounded like an iron fortress, could they truly escape?

They had no idea but hoped for good fortune from heaven’s favor.

Suddenly, a loud rumbling sound reached their ears—the demonic drum was heard here too.

Could it be...

The girls were shocked. Soon after, Lu Ying'er's grim laugh echoed: "Misfortune follows misfortune. It seems those despicable ancient demons have discovered their plot and are launching a full-scale attack on our Crystal Valley."

"Senior Sister, what should we do?" Liu Xin was uneasy.

"Hmph, when the enemy comes, we’ll meet them head-on. Let’s show these demons that our sect isn’t easy to bully," Lu Ying'er seemed to have recovered from her earlier shock. As their elder sister, if she lost hope, the girls would lose confidence too.

"We will follow your orders."

Indeed, seeing Lu Ying'er's confidence, the other three girls gained more courage. They bowed and followed her towards the entrance of Crystal Valley.

The surrounding cultivators, led by Lady Dragon, didn’t slack off either; they all followed suit.

Soon, they arrived at the scene.

Various spiritual lights rose into the sky as demonic energy surged like a dark cloud covering everything.

Since the demon disaster began, the Tower of Drifting Clouds had been directly involved in thousands of battles against ancient demons. Now, encircled by a vast army, it had endured for over a month with ceaseless magical conflicts. The headmasters were seasoned veterans; such ordinary situations rarely moved them. However, everyone’s faces showed shock.

They hadn’t expected the battle to be so intense. It seemed the enemy was willing to make any sacrifice to conquer their valley.

Accursed, they were too arrogant!

Previously, ancient demons had attacked in waves. The first wave consisted of low-level magical beasts that lacked strength but were numerous and eager for combat. They would die without hesitation when facing stronger foes.

In the demon realm, such creatures were countless; losing them was no loss.

Then came the demonic cultivators.

Demonic cultivators originally belonged to the Twelve Cloud States, but they had fallen into ancient demons' hands due to various reasons.

They hadn’t undergone soul extraction or immediate slaughter. However, their fate was far worse than death. Ancient demons used secret techniques to erase their minds and turned them into puppets.

The exact method usually involved using demonic insects. They were implanted in the cultivators’ bodies; when hatched, the bugs controlled them like marionettes.

They couldn’t die or live!

Demonic cultivators were slightly weaker than before but still formidable. Their cultivation levels remained intact, meaning a mid-stage condensation core cultivator under demon control would remain at that level, albeit with less refined energy. They also found it harder to use various techniques and treasures.

This time, the demons brought over 50,000 demonic cultivators, most of whom were relatively strong. They all joined the assault, acting as cannon fodder.

However, these demonic cultivators proved difficult to deal with. The Tower of Drifting Clouds’ cultivators felt immense pressure. Fortunately, they had favorable terrain and numerous prohibitions at their disposal. Their protective array’s power was formidable.

Inheriting Lin Xuan's style, the Tower of Drifting Clouds placed great emphasis on puppetry and crystal cannons. Now, these were all used to their fullest extent.

Boom!

The sound of explosions filled the air as countless light beams from crystal cannons scattered everywhere.

Instantly, thousands of demonic cultivators and leading magical beasts were reduced to nothingness.

However, there was a gap in the attacks. In this brief moment, each demonic cultivator activated their treasures while the magical beasts unleashed their full power. Rain-like attacks fell upon them.

Despite the protective light, many crystal cannons were still destroyed by these relentless assaults.
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Subsequently, a flicker of spiritual light appeared. The puppet with an unusual form rushed out and engaged in battle with the魔兽and the魔化 cultivators, causing explosions that shook the heavens.

However, as soon as the puppets made contact, they were completely at a disadvantage. Although the Bai Xuan Pavilion was wealthy, how many could it produce? In terms of both quantity and quality, they fell far short compared to the cannon fodder of the魔族.

Unable to bear this, the cultivators from the Bai Xuan Pavilion had no choice but to take the field themselves. While fighting against cannon fodder clearly did not make sense, what else could be done at this moment?

Even if they relied on禁制, they couldn't just defend without attacking; otherwise, the array would soon be broken.

Based on previous experience, such a stalemate was likely to last for some time. Those despicable ancient demons used this method to gradually wear down the Bai Xuan Pavilion's active forces.

Knowing fully well what their enemy’s scheme was, but unable to counter it, several of the cultivators responsible for decision-making wore expressions of hatred on their faces.

However, in the next moment, something that left them stunned happened.

The drums of the demons resounded loudly as the demonic fog parted. A team of elite魔族 actually charged through.

These were creatures half dragon and half horse, with hooves that moved like lightning. They wielded various kinds of magic treasures and unleashed a barrage of attacks.

"Brother Li, did I see correctly? Those good demons have already deployed their Dragon Demonic Riders so quickly. This is one of their elite forces; although the Dragon Demonic Riders who can traverse wormholes to this lower realm are all eliminated trash, they remain formidable among these lesser demons and are key combat forces in the invasion of the Twelve Provinces of Tianyun." A red-faced cultivator expressed his bewilderment.

"Ask me? Where do I get that from?" a cold voice came from beside him. This was actually an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator, one of high rank within the Bai Xuan Pavilion. With only two Pavilion Masters, there were more than ten senior cultivators in the Bai Xuan Pavilion, and this Li Haotian was highly trusted by Lu Ying'er.

"Who knows what kind of treachery those ancient demons are plotting, but with the Dragon Demonic Riders deployed, the pressure will be immense. Order the reserve forces to mobilize." "Isn't it too early to send out the reserve forces?" the red-faced cultivator exclaimed in surprise.

"Humph, it's too early. If we delay any longer, even our protective array won't hold. What if they break through? I don't need to say more…"

"Understood, I'll pass on your orders."

The red-faced cultivator was also an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator and knew the gravity of the situation well. However, before he could finish speaking, thunderous drumbeats resounded from above.

Boom! The demonic fog dispersed as a large number of stone demons charged forward.

They varied in size; some were roughly the same height as the cultivators, while others towered over ten feet tall. Each step they took caused the ground to tremble violently. "Stone demons, have they also joined the battle?"

Panic erupted among many cultivators. However, this was only the beginning. Soon after, iron-winged demons, two-headed demons, and various strange and bizarre monsters rushed forward one after another.

This time, the ancient demons didn't just send cannon fodder; instead, their entire army launched a full-scale assault, prepared to bring all their might to bear on this battle.

"Brother Li, what should we do?"

The red-faced cultivator was visibly alarmed, his face showing signs of fear.

"I don't know either."

Although Li Haotian was an advanced-stage cultivator, he had never anticipated such a situation and didn’t know how to handle it.

"Greetings, Pavilion Master."

At this moment, a sharp voice echoed as four beautiful women, each no less than flower-like in appearance, hovered about ten feet away.

"Has the Pavilion Master received news so quickly?" Li Haotian was greatly surprised but also relieved. The current crisis had surpassed his capabilities.

He hurriedly approached to pay respects to the Pavilion Master, though his strength was slightly higher than Liu Xin and Ye Ping'er's, his position within the Bai Xuan Pavilion was far less significant.

However, at this moment, none of the four women cared about formalities; Lu Ying'er immediately gave clear instructions: "Issue my command. Mobilize all forces. All disciples of the Bai Xuan Pavilion, regardless of rank or cultivation level, gather here and fight bravely against the enemy. Those who delay will be executed without mercy!"

This proclamation left surrounding cultivators speechless.

"Pavilion Master…"

Before Li Haotian could say anything else, Lu Ying'er interrupted: "Be silent. Can you not see how dire the situation is? At first, the ancient demons wanted to wear us down with minimal loss and destroy our sect. But for some reason, they've changed their minds. Even if we mobilize all forces of the Bai Xuan Pavilion, it's uncertain whether we can withstand this attack."

"Understood."

The high-ranking cultivators bowed and quickly relayed the orders. Soon, thousands upon thousands of cultivators emerged from within the inner valley and joined the battle. However, with the ancient demons' overwhelming numbers, they could not hold back.

Lu Ying'er’s face was as calm as water; she waved her robe, and a fiery sword flew out. Even as Pavilion Master, she had joined the fray.

"Sister!"

The other three women did not hesitate to summon their own treasures upon seeing this.

As for the cultivators around them, they were all at the stage of元婴. Initially, they held themselves in high regard, but now that four Pavilion Masters were engaged in direct combat with ancient demons, who would dare remain idle? The situation was indeed perilous, and they quickly summoned their treasures to join the battle.

These were the elite forces of the Bai Xuan Pavilion; the addition of over a hundred元婴 cultivators brought about significant effects. The precarious situation gradually stabilized, but this did not mean that the crisis had been completely resolved.

About ten miles away from here, there was a cloud of demonic energy covering an area of several acres, the deepest part of which.

At the center of this demonic fog, hundreds of魔族gathered. Compared to the entire army of ancient demons, these numbers were insignificant; however, none of them were below the stage of元婴.

Sitting in the middle was a creature with two heads and four arms. Its limbs were extraordinarily long, its body covered in dark green scales. Its eyes were a lifeless gray-white without pupils, its mouth wide with sharp teeth, and it had a lizard-like tail.

Ugly and fierce, but this was an advanced-stage离合 ancient demon, the leader of this assault on the Bai Xuan Pavilion.

To his left stood a woman barely a foot tall. Behind her were butterfly wings, making her as beautiful as a peach blossom; she looked like a fairy from a forest, even evoking a sense of affection.
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However, one cannot judge a book by its cover or measure the sea with a dipper; beautiful things often come with danger. The current butterfly demon before them was known for its ruthless nature.

As for the ancient demon on the right, it looked rather peculiar.

To be honest, this demon resembled humans in appearance but was excessively overweight, standing eight feet tall and having an equally wide waist, making it look like a large sphere.

Its face was always smiling, but there was a glint of sharpness in its eyes. It loved to stab people in the back with a smile.

This demon's cultivation level was the same as that of the butterfly demon—initial separation stage—and could not be underestimated either.

Moreover, the Great Commander of the Demon Cloud and the three other demons were closely monitoring the battle.

"Jia Brother, Bai Xuan Pavilion has already sent out all its forces. Even those few girls have joined the fight. It seems they have no hidden reserves," the butterfly demon's voice entered their ears, naturally carrying a hint of seductiveness.

"Not wrong at all, little brother also sees it this way," said the round and fat ancient demon with a large body.

The four-armed ancient demon nodded: "Issue my order and mobilize everyone. We should launch an attack together to ensure we achieve our goal in one fell swoop and take down Bai Xuan Pavilion."

"Right, we must seize the initiative before those guys do. We need to capture Bai Xuan Pavilion before the Ice Spirit Ancestor's fragment soul arrives," the butterfly demon nodded in agreement.

"But Iron Wing Demon and Blood Sucker Demon are leading their armies to attack Songfeng Academy and Bai Xuan Pavilion respectively. Can we really outmaneuver them?" the round ancient demon said with some worry.

"Who knows? We can only do our best and leave the rest to fate. Although Bai Xuan Pavilion is a formidable force, compared to Songfeng Academy and Tianya Hai Pavilion, it's a new power with less heritage. Thus, we have more chances," the four-armed ancient demon's deep voice echoed.

"But Brother, this does seem strange. The Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces are just part of the lower plane, and Ice Spirit Lord is one of our True Demons' nine Ancestors, ranking among the top three in power. How can she show interest in such a lowly plane?" the butterfly demon extended his fingers to support his face, showing genuine curiosity.

"I don't know either," the four-armed ancient demon could only sigh: "Sister's question is simple enough; we just need to ensure that our army can eliminate the targeted sect first. That will earn us great merit in front of Ice Spirit Lord."

"Even a casual favor from her would be enough for us to enjoy forever."

"Brother's words are correct," both the butterfly and round ancient demons nodded, their faces filled with fervor: "Then what are we waiting for? Order now!"

"The order was given just now. We must mobilize all our forces at any cost to take down Bai Xuan Pavilion. Now it's time for us to act."

Before the four-armed ancient demon could finish speaking, a thick cloud of demonic energy enveloped his body. With a loud roar, he charged forward as the vanguard.

The butterfly and round ancient demons followed closely behind. Seeing their three leaders acting together, the other ancient demons of the initial separation stage dared not hesitate and transformed into massive clouds of demonic wind that swiftly followed them.

"Ha ha ha!"

The four-armed ancient demon arrived above Linglong Valley, raising his heads to emit ear-splitting roars.

While high-ranking cultivators remained unaffected, those with lower cultivation levels were directly stunned by the sound. Their eardrums ached, their breaths turned tumultuous, and worse still, they couldn't even summon their power. Although this state only lasted for a moment, many cultivators fell during that brief period.

No wonder it was an ancient demon of late separation stage; it immediately gave all the cultivators a taste of its power.

And this demon didn't stop at just roaring; he began to dance with his four arms, spinning like wheels. As he moved, hundreds of black energy balls appeared, each about half a foot in diameter, filled with deep demonic energy.

"Combine!"

With a loud roar, the energy balls gathered before him, forming an enormous ball seven or eight zhang (about 20 feet) in diameter.

Then, raising his four arms high, he swung them down forcefully. The black energy balls descended like stones, aiming at Linglong Valley and smashing into it with long trails of flame.

"Bad luck, quickly dodge."

"F*ck, leave this place immediately."

Suddenly, cries of alarm echoed everywhere as nearby cultivators were shocked. They were mere initial separation stage cultivators; who dared to face the wrath of an ancient demon in late separation stage?

This had nothing to do with bravery or cowardice; it was simply suicide.

Boom!

The energy ball struck the protective light curtain surrounding Linglong Valley without any resistance.

Black and luminous energies intertwined, producing a continuous crackling sound. At the point where they met, countless electric snakes danced around. After a moment, the black energy ball vanished into nothingness, but the red light curtain also dimmed significantly.

No wonder it was an ancient demon of late separation stage; a single strike caused damage comparable to that of a full-scale demonic army's assault.

Following this, a sweet laughter sounded as the butterfly demon waved her hands. Countless black wind blades appeared around her body and shot forward with a loud piercing sound.

Blood flowers filled the sky as dozens of cultivators fell in an instant. The remaining wind blades struck the light curtain after the four-armed ancient demon's attack.

It was like raindrops hitting banana leaves, or throwing stones into a calm lake, creating ripples…

The light became dimmer and dimmer.

Meanwhile, the round ancient demon didn't idle either. He spun in mid-air like a top, quickly forming a cloud of demonic wind that enveloped his large body.

Then this demonic wind pressed down on Linglong Valley. Wherever it passed, cultivators died upon contact; none dared to stop them.

Puppets were no different. Although they lacked life and were fearless, the disparity in power was too great for them to even serve as cannon fodder. They couldn't withstand an ancient demon of separation stage; only crystal energy cannons might be somewhat effective, but they needed hundreds firing together to have any impact!
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However, this only temporarily forced the ancient demons to retreat; it did nothing to harm them. With Crystal Power Cannon's redirection of its firepower, the demon army no longer had any suppression over the situation. The balance was now heavily tipped against the cultivators, essentially meaning that they were fighting a losing battle.

The key issue lay in the fact that Bai Xuan Pavilion lacked high-level combatants. They could not effectively hold back the ancient demons at the Separation and Union stage, leading to their current predicament of being outmatched.

"Damn it!"

Seeing those three ancient demons moving freely across the battlefield, no cultivator was able to stop them. In just a few breaths, over a hundred of their disciples had fallen under these demons' hands. The situation with the restrictions was worsening by the minute, and the entire battle seemed on the brink of collapse.

Lu Ying'er's eyes were red from anger.

But Wu Yun'er pulled her back: "Big Sister, don't act rashly. Even if we fight four against one, we can't defeat a Separation and Union stage ancient demon. Never mind the later-stage ones. Charging in recklessly will only lead to our deaths."

"Alright," Lu Ying'er said, but she was still red-faced. "But what should I do now? Just sit here and watch?"

A hundred years of坚守 ended with this outcome. At least it had brought the usually cunning cultivators together in unprecedented unity.

"Companions, the current situation is dire. Today, Piao Yun Valley will likely fall. Once the demon disaster has lasted for over fifty years, what does that mean for our sect? I believe everyone understands. The ancient demons are surrounding Piao Yun Valley like a fortress to prevent anyone from escaping. Instead of being picked off one by one, why don't we take the initiative?"

"Take the initiative, Sect Leader," one cultivator said. "I'm not afraid of death, but those Separation and Union stage demons can't be stopped. It would just be a waste."

"The idea is to sacrifice ourselves, but not in vain. While we can't defeat them, if all of us, as high-stage cultivators, self-destruct our bodies and元婴s together, what might happen?"

"What are you saying?"

All the cultivators around were shocked.

"Big Sister wants us to self-destruct our bodies and元婴s."

"Correct," Lu Ying'er said. "As they say, a tough guy fears no one, and no one fears those who fear death. High-stage cultivators may not be able to defeat Separation and Union stage demons, but the power of their self-destruction is something these ancient demons can't ignore. If over a hundred of us self-destruct together, even later-stage ancient demons might fall if they get caught in it."

The other cultivators were inspired by this idea. After all, what was there to lose? They could die with the satisfaction of taking out a few Separation and Union stage demons.

"Big Sister's plan is brilliant. I'll follow you to my death," Fire Old Man said, bowing resolutely.

"Me too."

"What more can we fear when facing certain death?"

The other high-stage cultivators agreed without hesitation. The idea was quickly unified. Lu Ying'er sighed and thought silently: "Young Master, I'm sorry. The Daoist tradition of Bai Xuan Pavilion may not be able to continue."

Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er also had different expressions, but if anyone could read minds, they would find that the three girls were all thinking about Lin Xuan in some way.

As the situation worsened, Lu Ying'er shouted: "Let's go!"

She led the charge, and the other high-stage cultivators followed closely behind.

"Hey!"

The combined force of over a hundred high-stage cultivators was formidable, causing surprise on the ancient demons' faces. But soon, they sneered.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan raced through the air at incredible speed. Despite the strain on his mana, he was determined to reach Bai Xuan Pavilion faster than expected.

"Ying'er, hold on."

Lin Xuan silently prayed as he approached the main base of Bai Xuan Pavilion, about five million miles away. His powerful divine sense could already feel the terrifying demonic aura.

"F*cking demons! How many ancient demons are there?"

Lin Xuan had a bad feeling. For cultivators, such premonitions were not always accurate but should never be ignored. Were Ying'er and her companions in danger?

He gritted his teeth and used Nine Heaven Microsteps, doubling his speed. He didn't care about the mana consumption.

Reaching them quickly, Lin Xuan saw a hundred high-stage cultivators flying towards three Separation and Union stage ancient demons. They were preparing to die together.

The two-headed four-armed ancient demon waved his hand, dispersing the surrounding demons as he approached with Butterfly Demon and Round Demon. Lu Ying'er was pleased; they had fallen for their trap. As long as she got closer, she could catch them off guard.

Dying with three Separation and Union stage demons would be worth it.

Soon, the distance between them narrowed to a hundred meters.

Lu Ying'er suddenly smelled something fragrant but faint. She didn't pay much attention.

"It's time. Ancient demons, die with me. Let you see our resolve."

Lu Ying'er shouted loudly as her mana reached its peak. The other cultivators were almost at their limit too. But the self-destruction did not occur.

"What is this? What's happening…" Lu Ying'er was stunned and confused. Her internal mana could flow freely, but she couldn't initiate a self-destruction for some reason. Why?

"Ha! Foolish creature, thinking you can force us into a desperate battle. Too naive. Do you think you have any chance?"

The two-headed four-armed ancient demon's cold laughter echoed in her ears. While their courage was commendable, this tactic had been used before by other cultivators, leading to heavy losses for their army. He wouldn't make the same mistake.

Seeing so many high-stage cultivators coming out together, he was wary. His precautions were correct!
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Chapter 2010: Lin Xuan Makes His Grand Appearance

The ancient demon seemed quite smug. "How about that? You've exhausted all your tricks, and now what can you do? If you're wise, surrender and suffer less."

"Never!"

Ying'er was both shocked and angry. She had risked her life, but still fell short by one step. Her heart was filled with sorrow and frustration, yet she would never submit: "Fellow Daoists, there's no other choice now—only to fight to the death! Let's fight these ancient demons. Kill one, you break even; kill two, and you make a profit."

...

"Fight? What do you have to fight with? Just an early-stage Immortal婴后期 cultivator, this master can send you straight to hell with just one hand. But I won't kill you—I'll capture you alive and turn you into a demon puppet. As the head of Bai Xuan Pavilion, it's bound to be quite entertaining."

Ying'er shivered in fear. The ancient demons were ruthless; not only would she have no chance at survival or death, but this would also deal an incalculable blow to the morale of the entire Twelve Provinces of Tianyun.

Think about it: if even the head of Bai Xuan Pavilion could be turned into a demon puppet, what hope was there for anyone else?

Just as Ying'er's face paled with fear, she realized that self-destructing wasn't an option either. The ancient demons' array had already nullified her attempt to blow herself up.

Ying'er was in such a state of shock; even the others were trembling and weeping uncontrollably. The morale of Bai Xuan Pavilion plummeted to its lowest point, and it seemed their resistance would collapse completely.

But just as this despair reached its peak, chaos erupted behind the ancient demons. A cold voice echoed: "Turning Ying'er into a puppet? What audacity! You dare bully my servant without asking me first. Just a few Separation期 existences dared to be so arrogant here. I'll make you suffer in life and death."

This voice...

The others were already shaken.

Four Pavilion Masters of Bai Xuan—Ying'er, Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er, and Ye Ping'er—all froze, their faces filled with shock beyond measure.

A look of confusion flashed across their eyes.

Was this a dream?

Or was it the last delusion before death? She actually heard her master's voice!

How could that be possible? Didn't he ascend to the Spirit Realm long ago?

And due to the laws of the universe, high-level cultivators couldn't return to lower realms.

How could he possibly be here?

After the initial shock and confusion, Ying'er turned to face Lin Xuan. She confirmed she hadn't heard wrong; it was indeed her master.

Innumerable hardships later, this time, heaven had not disappointed her. The chaos behind the ancient demons suddenly dissipated as countless ancient demons fell. A patch of clear land emerged from the swirling demon mists.

A flash of green light revealed a common-looking youth in the sky.

Surrounding him were numerous grotesque ancient demons. Yet he stood calmly amidst them, smiling: "Ying'er, are you all well?"

His voice was soft but thunderous to Ying'er's ears.

She had not faltered even when surrounded by ancient demons; she did not retreat even as she chose self-destruction. But now, tears streamed down her face like a small woman.

If it weren't for the many ancient demons between them, she would have thrown herself into Lin Xuan's arms.

Heaven was indeed kind to her—she could see her master one last time before falling; even if she were to be turned into a demon cultivator or suffer eternal torment in the Netherworld, she would still find contentment.

After all these thoughts and hopes, Ying'er was so overwhelmed with emotion that she didn't know what to say. The other girls trembled uncontrollably, their tears streaming down their faces.

"Master, I've missed you."

All her feelings condensed into one simple sentence, too moved to check on Lin Xuan's current cultivation level.

But the ancient demons were in a state of shock.

Lin Xuan did not recognize them and was unaware of his connection with Bai Xuan Pavilion. But he knew for certain that this man was an early-stage Daoist cultivator.

Initially, he thought it might be a mistake, but after several scans with his divine sense, he confirmed the man's true nature—certainly not anything less than an early-stage Daoist.

He asked two trusted assistants, Di Demonic and Yuan Demonic. Their responses further solidified his conclusion: these two Separation期 ancient demons couldn't even determine the other's cultivation level; what else could it be but a true early-stage Daoist?

But... how was this possible?

How could there be an early-stage cultivator in the mortal realm? They should have ascended to their demon realm or Spirit Realm long ago.

Could he possibly be from the Spirit Realm?

But that explanation didn't hold either. A million years ago, the laws of the universe had changed; high-level cultivators from the Spirit Realm could no longer break through the void and come here.

Shocked, he realized there was nothing to do. The ancient demons knew how terrifying an early-stage Daoist was—though they hadn't encountered one in their realm, they heard tales of their power and strength.

What should he do?

"Dai Ge, what should we do now?" Di Demonic's voice entered his ears; she looked terrified, her earlier bravado gone.

"Right, Dai Ge, come up with a plan quickly," Yuan Demonic's voice echoed. The two-headed four-armed ancient demon was in a dilemma.

How could he know what to do?

Fight? He feared he couldn't win against an early-stage Daoist and lacked the courage to face one. But fleeing would be dishonorable, and Ice Soul Ancestor would surely be furious if he knew.

That person's anger would be too much for him to bear.

Just as he was torn, Lin Xuan's voice entered his ears: "All demons and monsters listen up! If you're wise, surrender yourselves. You'll suffer less that way. Otherwise..."

This statement caused a commotion among the demon realm and even human cultivators.

Although this new cultivator had immense power, his boasts were too grand. There were over 300,000 demons here, not to mention various beasts and demonified cultivators.

Even if he was strong, could he really fight a million opponents? This boast was too exaggerated!

It must be mere posturing!

The Separation期 ancient demons were furious; their natures were notoriously fierce.

"Brother, this person is too overbearing. Let's fight him."
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Not bad, how can the Cave Profound compare? Can it match my army in strength? The ancient demon's eyes flashed with a cruel look. It waved its spiritual artifact and suddenly, thunderous explosions filled his ears as countless monsters charged towards Lin Xuan from above.

These creatures resembled rhinoceroses but had even sharper horns on their heads, and they were extremely irritable. They made excellent cannon fodder.

"A bunch of things that won't shed a tear until they see the coffin."

Lin Xuan's eyes showed disdain. What kind of trashy demons dared to be so bold in front of him?

He crossed his arms behind his back, floating mid-air without moving an inch.

However,磅礴的灵压 surged out and enveloped the nearby ancient demons.

The first to face this pressure was that rhinoceros-like monster.

No matter how irritable they were, even if they were as stupid as pigs, such a level of suppression could still be felt.

Wherever the spiritual pressure passed, the monsters stopped, shivering in fear. Then Lin Xuan shouted, and the demon rhino was terrified to pieces. It turned its head and charged towards the main army of the demon forces instead.

In an instant, deafening roars of beasts and the howls of demons filled his ears as the front ranks of the demon army were completely shattered.

"Damned it, let's fight him," the ancient demon with two heads and four arms was so angry that he jumped out of his skin.

But for them, this nightmare had only just begun.

Boom!

Suddenly, a sea of flames spread across the sky.

It was obvious that fire energy was taking effect. Among the five elements, fire was the most offensive.

The entire area within a hundred miles was engulfed in flames, creating an endless sea of fire. Those trapped inside—demons, monsters, and even demonized cultivators—cried out desperately. Only a few high-ranking cultivators could withstand that terrifying blaze.

Under the scorching flames, all the demonic energy was quickly cleared away, but the sky wasn't clear; it was instead dyed red by the flames, with the cries of demons adding to its eerie atmosphere.

The flames continued their rampage as green light flickered, and countless vines emerged like plant tendrils, wrapping around those higher-ranking demons and monsters...

Next, blue light shone brightly as water energy converged. Several terrifying blue dragons appeared, swiping their claws at the demons.

Cries of "Father" and "Mother" filled the air. Despite being ferocious, the demons couldn't withstand it for long; they were killed in droves.

As the saying goes, one thing can suppress another. The fierce demon army was like paper-thin, easily manipulated by anyone.

Then, golden energy began to take effect.

White light balls flickered, and countless flying daggers and swords appeared.

Blades, spears, swords, and halberds—eighteen kinds of weapons—swarmed towards the remaining demons.

More cries echoed as the demon army was utterly destroyed. It didn't seem like Lin Xuan was fighting a hundred thousand demons alone; it felt more like he was bullying many with few.

A Cave Profound old monster was truly terrifying, and Lin Xuan wasn't just any ordinary cultivator.

He hadn't used his true power but merely subtly manipulated the five elements, decimating half of the demon army in one move.

The phrase "a strong man can destroy a thousand arrows" had been heard by many, but few could actually do it.

Facing such a powerful Lin Xuan, all demons were like clouds before him. Strong—too strong!

On the other side, Baxuan Pavilion's four elders were overjoyed.

The situation earlier was dire for even an婴灵期 cultivator to see. Lingdong Valley had been breached almost instantaneously, and no one could escape.

But at the most critical moment, this senior suddenly appeared like a divine warrior, turning the tide. The joy of the cultivators was genuine; some were so elated that they cried with happiness. Some even howled in joy due to their emotional nature.

However, after the initial excitement, they were utterly shocked by Lin Xuan's terrifying strength.

Wasn't it?

With one person, he could slaughter demons and make rivers of blood flow. What kind of cultivation base would be needed to create such a miracle?

They didn't know exactly how strong he was, but it was certain that the former top expert of the Ten Thousand Clouds Twelve Provinces couldn't do this.

From this, they deduced that Lin Xuan's realm had reached the threshold.

At least, he must have been at the Cave Profound level.

Wasn't it a blessing from heaven for a great cultivator to come and save them?

Apart from shock, there was more joy. But in terms of excitement, none could match Baxuan Pavilion's four elders.

Lin Xuan had been here for about half an hour, and the four women had gathered together. Despite their mutual glances, they still felt like they were dreaming.

But even if it was a dream, as long as this beautiful dream never woke up, that would be fine.

"Ying'er, is it really the master?" Liu Xin's voice trembled. Until now, she couldn't believe what she saw—it was too good to be true. After centuries of longing, she had dared not hope for such a reunion with her master.

Heaven and earth were merciless; they treated all things as刍狗. Cultivators were meant to defy heaven, but at this moment, Liu Xin felt differently. Heaven was so kind!

To see the master again, what regret would there be even if she died?

"Indeed, it's the master."

Lu Ying'er wiped away her tears and nodded, grabbing Liu Xin's hand, noticing that she too was trembling with excitement.

The other two women were in a similar state of mind. Their emotions were hard to describe; their gazes followed Lin Xuan everywhere, ignoring the ancient demons and battles. At this moment, they could only see the master in their eyes.

But the battle wasn't over. Even if it seemed like ants to Lin Xuan, there were still hundreds of thousands of ancient demons, not to mention demonized cultivators and monsters that needed to be completely wiped out.

Moreover, compared to the mortal world, the heavenly energy here was too thin. Lin Xuan's single attack almost drained all five elements within a hundred miles. Recovery would take time.

In other words, even as a Cave Profound cultivator, he couldn't manipulate the heavenly energy now. The ancient demon with two heads and four arms quickly realized this and flashed a look of joy on his face.

Without the ability to manipulate heavenly energy, this guy was like a tiger without its teeth. Using lower-ranked demons as cannon fodder, they would drown him in numbers. Once he exhausted his power, even a Cave Profound cultivator wouldn't be able to escape their grasp.

"Men, charge! He's just one person."

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms shouted enthusiastically but quietly retreated. His action wasn't unnoticed, but the strict hierarchy of demons meant that those lower-ranked ones had no choice but to rush forward fearlessly.

"Foolish creatures."

Lin Xuan was well-versed in magical battles; he knew exactly what his opponents were planning.

How naive!

It seemed they hadn't learned their lesson enough. These ancient demons still didn't know how terrifying he truly was!
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To drain their own power, it was nothing but a vain hope.

"Since you won't submit, I'll send you all to the Underworld."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in their ears. With a wave of his sleeves, hundreds of sword qi emerged like fish swimming through water, then swelled up as they met the wind and quickly grew larger. Five-colored light began to swirl around them, transforming from one into three, and then nine, soon covering half the sky. The five different colors of sword qi danced around Lin Xuan's body, numbering in the thousands.

From afar, it looked like a sea of five colors, mysterious beyond words. The ancient demons' faces were filled with contemptuous laughter as they broke through the air, making it clear how sharp these sword qi were. Despite the fierce and ruthless nature of the demon creatures from other worlds, not all of them were willing to risk their lives. Each one showed signs of fear, hesitating in their steps.

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms grew furious. The sound of his thunderous demonic drum echoed through the air, but he didn't need to urge anyone because Lin Xuan had already planned on sending them all to the Underworld.

"Break!"

With a loud shout from Lin Xuan, explosions filled their ears as the sword qi dispersed in all directions, moving so fast it was like watching a high-speed film. Blood splattered everywhere, and an acrid smell spread around. Even without using any treasures, not one of the ancient demons could match him in combat.

Wherever the sword qi went, death followed.

In just a moment, thousands of ancient demons fell to their deaths.

The cultivators were shocked. This senior figure must have come from somewhere, and he was forcing them into a corner with such ease that it seemed like nothing compared to his power.

"Don't be afraid; even if the opponent is strong, there's only one of him. We can use our numbers to wear him down."

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms shouted behind them, encouraging their comrades.

But this claim lacked credibility. Just a few breaths later, tens of thousands of ancient demons lay dead at Lin Xuan's hands. The remaining demon army seemed vast, but how long would it take for them to be wiped out?

Low-ranking ancient demons weren't without intelligence and certainly feared death. This battle had no hope, and their morale plummeted.

After a while, the limbs of the ancient demons flew everywhere, none coming within three feet of Lin Xuan's body. Their endurance was finally at its limit.

An under-ranked demon cried out and turned into a streak of light, fleeing to the distance. He had abandoned his post.

"Damn it!"

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms became furious as he saw this. His smaller head turned, and a black ray shot from between his brows.

"Bow down!"

The under-ranked demon fled over a hundred feet but was hit by the black ray through the chest. A strange scene unfolded: his entire body was engulfed in demonic flames, leaving no chance for his soul to escape.

A lesson to be learned!

This late-stage Separation Realm ancient demon reacted quickly, but it was too late. As the saying goes, a dike a thousand miles long can collapse due to an ant hole. The confidence of the ancient demon army had been shattered by Lin Xuan.

With no will to fight, and seeing one flee, others followed suit. A loud commotion filled the air as the ancient demons scattered in all directions.

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms showed a hint of reluctance but knew it was futile to stay. Even if he escaped, he might face the wrath of Lord Frost Essence. What other choice did he have?

Butterfly Demons and Round Demons weren't fools. Hearing their elder's call, they immediately shone brightly and flew in another direction.

"You want to leave now? It's too late. You just said you wanted to make Ying'er into a puppet. Now that I'm here, you want to run away. That's too much to hope for."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed again as he extended his right hand, reaching out through the air.

A wave of energy rippled, and a green light hand appeared, moving swiftly towards them.

He actually wanted to capture them alive! How presumptuous. The ancient demon with two heads and four arms roared in anger. He opened his mouth and spat out two black lightning balls, each glowing with inner light as if containing some treasure.

Then, he struck his chest with both hands, sending the lightning balls crashing into the green hand.

Boom!

Explosions filled their ears as demonic winds surged. The ancient demon's face showed a hint of satisfaction; even if Lin Xuan was a Profound Origin cultivator, he couldn't be taken lightly. Such a small move had easily been broken...

But before this thought could fully form, his smile froze on his face. A dazzling light shone as the green hand emerged from the demonic winds.

It seemed unharmed and powerful, like a mountain falling on him.

"Impossible!"

The ancient demon was shocked and terrified as he roared. Countless venomous snakes formed in the air, tearing at the green hand. But it had no effect; this hand was indestructible.

Unable to break free, he was grabbed by the hand. The ancient demon struggled but the green hand suddenly clenched, sending purple lightning arcs from its fingers. He trembled and lost half his life.

This wasn't over yet; his power was sealed in an instant.

He couldn't even move a finger. Fear flashed across his face. Earlier, the main group of Xie Xuan cultivators had wanted to self-destruct their essence cores, but now the situation was reversed. Was this what they called karma?

Before he could think further, two more companions were grabbed by identical green hands. But in Lin Xuan's eyes, even a few late-stage Separation Realm ancient demons were no different from trash.

The remaining ancient demons had already scattered. While his sword qi was abundant, he couldn't keep up for long. Normally, there would be some escapees.

But Lin Xuan's methods defied normal logic and couldn't be measured against ordinary cultivators. Looking at the fleeing ancient demons, Lin Xuan sneered. He once said that all of them would be sent to the Underworld, and he was confident he could fulfill his promise!~!
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"Want to escape? Too naive."

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and lightly tapped his waist, causing a tattered treasure tower to fly out. However, the surface was covered in faded runes. Lin Xuan cast a spell, and instantly, a luminous aura enveloped it. The first layer opened up, revealing a blinding white light.

The white light then transformed into a vortex, buzzing loudly as a blood-red insect cloud emerged from within.

Upon closer inspection, this insect cloud was vast, composed of countless tiny insects the size of fingernails, resembling a crimson tide rushing towards their opponent.

Bloodfire Ants!

This time, Lin Xuan released at least over one billion of them!

As one of the bizarre creatures in the wilderness, the Bloodfire Ant's greatest killer was its reproductive ability. After being released from the Ten Souls Tower, they immediately split into countless groups, flooding the sky and chasing after the fleeing ancient demons.

With a billion Bloodfire Ants, even the sound of their wings flapping was unbearable to the ears. Using sheer numbers against them, it was like showing off in front of an expert—foolish.

Lin Xuan merely tested his strength lightly, but both the ancient demons and the practitioners from Baixuan Pavilion all showed expressions of disbelief as they took a deep breath. The sight of these insects overwhelming everything truly left them stunned.

Wherever they went, nothing was spared; the fleeing demon race quickly disappeared under their onslaught. Occasional explosions could be heard, with Bloodfire Ants using self-detonation against those who resisted fiercely.

The sounds of various voices rose and fell, filling the ground and sky outside Linglong Valley. Everyone was guessing Lin Xuan's origins, but a few knew some details. After all, Lin Xuan had left the mortal world only about four hundred and fifty years ago, and the expressions on the Four Pavilion Masters were a silent reminder.

Baixuan Pavilion!

It was said that this sect was founded by this person.

Before long, the cacophony gradually ceased. The practitioners were not fools; generally, those who embarked on the path of cultivation had more than a few wits compared to ordinary people. They noticed the strange expressions of their seniors and felt quite peculiar.

Could it be...

Lu Ying'er and her companions were indeed overjoyed beyond measure. While being saved was secondary, the key point was that they never dreamed of reuniting with Young Master.

Such scenes had been imagined countless times in their dreams over centuries; now, they became reality, making their hearts overflow with excitement.

Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er, and Ye Ping'er still stood there, while Lu Ying'er, as the eldest sister, flew over alone. This strong Baixuan Pavilion master was already crying like a rain of pearls, her tears sliding down her fair face.

"Young Master."

She softly called out, fearing she might mistake him for someone else.

"It's me," Lin Xuan smiled. "Ying'er, I'm back."

The word "back" seemed to ignite all the sorrows and emotions in Lu Ying'er's heart. After centuries of longing, it was finally realized at this moment; she couldn't hold back any longer and burst into tears, throwing herself into Lin Xuan's arms.

"Young Master, it's you, really you."

"Yes, it's me."

This girl's excitement left Lin Xuan somewhat taken aback, but he was touched by her genuine emotions. It was just a hug, but Lin Xuan wrapped his arm around the young lady's body: "Silly girl, don't cry. With me here, ancient demons won't dare to bully you."

"Young Master!"

"Auntie!"

Several more cries of excitement echoed in their ears as the girls' tears fell like raindrops. Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er, and Ye Ping'er were also overjoyed, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

In an instant, they embraced him with warmth, softness, and tenderness, causing Lin Xuan to look somewhat awkward. Although his relationship with these four girls was very close, such intimacy had never happened before, especially in front of so many practitioners.

However, the genuine emotions of the girls moved him deeply. This time, it was indeed a case of serendipity; originally, he was quite annoyed about the transmission error, but now he felt fortunate.

If not for this incident, Baixuan Pavilion and several of these girls might have truly faced their end.

"Alright, everyone's fine."

Lin Xuan patted the shoulders of his companions, speaking softly. After a while, their excited expressions gradually calmed down.

Realizing she was still in Young Master's arms, they blushed but secretly felt a mix of joy and shyness deep within their eyes.

Compared to her sisters, Lu Ying'er had a more resilient mind. She took a few steps back and bowed respectfully: "Servant Lu Ying'er greets you, Young Master. I was too emotional just now; please forgive me."

The girls understood and moved away from Lin Xuan, bowing deeply before him. However, their words and expressions showed no sense of estrangement or fear; they were nothing but intimacy and joy. After all, although they were servants to him in name, how often did he treat them as such? Without Young Master's support, none of them would have reached this point; many years ago, they might already be in the netherworld.

"Alright, everyone stand up."

Lin Xuan was also filled with joy. After being apart for over four hundred years, he never expected to meet these girls again, and his heart was full of peace and happiness.

Around them, more than ten thousand practitioners were mostly old men who had once met Lin Xuan. The rest were all in shock.

Today's excitement and awe were endless; originally thinking they would die, this mysterious senior descended from the heavens, single-handedly defeating tens of thousands of demons without losing ground. In just a meal's time, he turned the tide, saving Baixuan Pavilion from crisis.

No one could have believed it if not for their own eyes.

After all, such powerful cultivators should not exist in the mortal world.

Was it heaven's mercy? A spirit realm cultivator breaking through the void to save Tianyun Twelve Provinces from peril? Yes, that must be it.

However, the next scene left everyone stunned. The Four Pavilion Masters were so agitated, and their reactions clearly indicated they knew this mysterious cultivator personally, even bowing as servants.

This scene confused the practitioners further; did the sect have some connection with this senior?

But they didn't dwell on it much. These weren't matters for them to concern themselves with. The most important thing was that the crisis had been averted, and they had survived when they thought they would die. The joy in their hearts was beyond measure.

Lu Ying'er and her companions still surrounded Lin Xuan. They had countless words to say but knew it wasn't the right place for such talk. Thus, they簇拥着林轩飞向玲珑谷深处。

很快，眼前出现了一片琼楼玉宇般的建筑，那玲珑宝塔自然是其中最显眼的。

来到第七层的大殿中。

"Young Master, please take your seat."

All the cultivators were chased out by the girls. Liu Xin brought them tea, while Lu Ying'er personally prepared fine wine and fruits for Lin Xuan. Although they were among the most powerful cultivators in Tianyun Twelve Provinces, to these girls, in front of Young Master, they were always just maids. As long as he didn't mind, letting them serve him was enough; serving his meals was perfectly normal.

Lin Xuan took a sip of tea, which tasted very good. The girls still stared at him intently, as if afraid that if they looked away, Young Master would disappear from their sight.

Isn't it so?

The events of today were like dreams to them, too beautiful and perfect. Now, the girls felt as if they were in a dream, floating high up, fearing that any moment could wake them up, leaving Young Master gone forever.

Although he knew these four girls well and had very close relationships with them, being stared at so intently by four beautiful maidens made Lin Xuan slightly embarrassed.

The girls didn't feel this way; they just wished time would freeze in this moment.

After a long while,

Lu Ying'er finally regained her composure. She was one of the first to recover, coughing lightly.

Liu Xin and the others realized something was wrong and lowered their heads, blushing as they saw Young Master's joy.

"How are you all?"

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over the four girls. Four hundred years had passed; the young maids from back then were now more mature, not disappointing his expectations. Among them, two were late-stage Core Formation cultivators—powerful figures in the mortal world. Liu Xin and Ye Ping'er were also mid-stage Core Formation.

It was clear they worked hard to get here. Their achievements were impressive!
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The development of Blood Curse Document Pavilion was beyond mention.

Though Lin Xuan had his own protection back then and had prepared a fallback plan before entering the Netherworld Gate, it was mainly due to several girls that he achieved today's success. This was akin to how a teacher could only lead one into the door of cultivation; the rest depended on individual effort.

Lin Xuan felt extremely relieved in his heart. "Young Master, back then, you and Fairy Ruyan entered the Netherworld Gate together, but later there were no traces of you. I thought..."

"Thought that I had perished?"

"Not at all."

Lu Ying'er shook her head, a look of anxiety on her face. "Young Master, you misunderstood. Your servant dares not think such disrespectful thoughts. In our sisters' eyes, Young Master is omnipotent; we just thought you ascended to the Spirit Realm..."

"Enough, don't be in such a hurry. I was just joking with you."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly, his mood good. At that moment he entered the Netherworld Gate, Lin Xuan also thought they would never see each other again.

He didn’t expect to meet here one day, so telling jokes was perfectly normal.

"Young Master, you are truly..."

Lu Ying'er laughed and cried but dared not scold him. Lin Xuan treated his servants kindly, but she had to know when to be respectful. It wouldn't do to push himself on others. Hence, no matter what their personalities were in front of outsiders, they all obeyed him completely.

"Young Master, after you entered the Netherworld Gate, how did you disappear? And why have you suddenly appeared here now? Where did you go these years?" Liu Xin spoke up for her elder sister who was feeling awkward.

"I indeed ascended to the Spirit Realm."

Lin Xuan sighed slightly and briefly explained his experience on Penglai Mountain. These girls were all his confidantes, so there was no need to hide anything from them.

The four girls listened in silence. Although they were now top-tier existences in the Mortal World, their strength still fell far short of breaking through the void and ascending to the Spirit Realm. Such a good thing was beyond their wildest dreams.

"Does this mean that Miss Yue is separated from you halfway through your journey by teleportation?" Ye Ping'er's voice sounded somewhat shocked.

"Yes," Lin Xuan said with a hint of melancholy on his face. "Back then, how could I have known that the Spirit Realm was composed of hundreds of fragmented small realms? Inter-realm teleportation is unpredictable, so I don't know where Miss Yue was teleported to."

"But it doesn’t matter."

Lin Xuan changed the subject and looked resolute in his eyes. "Even if we are temporarily separated, I will find her no matter how far I have to go."

"Indeed, your servant knows. With Young Master's ability, he can definitely succeed."

Lu Ying'er smiled and interjected but sighed inwardly. Young Master was truly deeply attached to Miss Yue. If she could even get a tenth or a thousandth of his affection, she would be willing to die with a smile in her afterlife.

Of course, these thoughts were just for her own comfort. One should be content with what one has. With Young Master's protection, they had made it through the perilous times and received aid when needed; there was no reason to feel unsatisfied. Pride goes before a fall.

Actually, she didn’t have many desires. As long as she could stay by Young Master’s side, doing small chores for him like making his bed and fetching water, she would be content and grateful to heaven.

But...

Lu Ying'er sighed deeply in her heart. This wish was impossible to fulfill. Not only was it unlikely that Young Master would remain in the Mortal World forever; the sparse qi here made it difficult for him to return to the Spirit Realm one day. At nine hundred years old, even with some cultivation techniques, she could live at most a century more. There was no time left to break through and enter the Separation stage. With her remaining lifespan so short, how could there be any chance of serving Young Master by fetching tea?

The other girls also seemed lost in thought as the atmosphere turned somewhat silent.

"Ying'er, what’s wrong?"

Lin Xuan spoke with a slight surprise. He didn’t know the reason behind it: "Did you get injured during the fight just now?"

"Not at all," Lu Ying'er said with a smile. She was happy to see Young Master; she didn't want to share her worries. After all, no matter how powerful Young Master was, he couldn't make her enter the Separation stage in such a short time.

Just as Lin Xuan wanted to say more, his brow furrowed. The girls' brows also furrowed as well. The reason was that there was suddenly a commotion outside.

Lu Ying'er couldn’t help getting angry. Didn’t she clearly tell everyone not to disturb them at this moment? Who dared be so bold?

Though the girl appeared gentle and compliant in front of Lin Xuan, she had her own opinions and decisiveness when dealing with outsiders. She wasn't afraid to make tough decisions.

She seemed very assertive, but that was because of Young Master's protection; otherwise, as a woman, how could she rule Blood Curse Document Pavilion?

One should know the rules before one can achieve anything. As the head of a sect, if one wanted respect and reverence from subordinates, the most important thing was to enforce discipline and be fair in rewards and punishments.

She had clearly given instructions, but someone ignored her words as if they were mere wind. How could Lu Ying'er not be angry? They didn't even consider her existence.

Who dared to be so bold?

The thought made a hint of anger appear in the girl's eyes. But when she turned to Lin Xuan, her expression softened with apology and gentleness: "Young Master, I am sorry. I will go out right away to see what happened. Please stay here."

"No need," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. "Since you have nothing else to do, why not come along?"

"Alright..."

Lu Ying'er didn't argue as she followed Young Master's instructions.

Lin Xuan stood up and the four girls followed him like shadows. They walked out of the hall toward the outside.

Soon they reached the door. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew down, with the four girls following closely behind.

Outside Ling珑 Tower, several cultivators gathered.

Among them were three people dressed in the attire of enforcers, facing off against two cultivators, one male and one female. The man was around thirty years old, wearing a scholar’s robe, exuding an air of a bookish person.
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Chapter 2015: Contact Agent

The woman was somewhat younger, around twenty-seven or eight years old.

She wore a green palace robe and had a plump figure, but her head ornament suggested she wasn't yet paired with a cultivation partner.

However, the insignia on her sleeves caught Lin Xuan's eye as he felt it vaguely familiar—this woman was indeed a cultivator from the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion.

Could this be...

A hint of doubt flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes.

Lu Ying'er scanned the surroundings and also showed signs of surprise.

She never expected that the commotion would involve them two.

This man and woman were not from the Buxuan Pavilion, but belonged to the Pine Wind Academy and Far Horizon Sea Pavilion—contact agents sent by both sides.

Both were at the early stage of Immortal Core formation, a position that didn't exist before the Demon Disaster.

But now, with the fall of the Sky Artifice Sect, Spirit Manipulation Sect, and Parting Medicine Palace, only these three factions remained as formidable opponents in the Twelve States of Heavenly Cloud.

To prevent being picked off one by one, the three factions naturally needed to strengthen their communication. If any one side was in trouble, the others could offer support. Thus, contact agents were dispatched.

In the past few years, this arrangement had indeed proven highly effective.

But now, ancient demons launched a full-scale assault. The headquarters of all three factions were besieged by massive armies, making it impossible for the contact agents to break through and escape. They were thus forced to remain in their respective sects.

They would have died wherever they fell anyway, so these two had resolved to die with honor alongside Buxuan Pavilion cultivators.

The situation was indeed more perilous than expected. The ancient demons were determined to succeed at any cost.

The danger was so severe that even the pavilion heads prepared to self-destruct and fight the demons to the death.

Though they weren't from Buxuan Pavilion, under those circumstances, what choice did they have but to follow suit?

But the ancient demons proved far more cunning than anticipated, having anticipated this move. Their resolve to die was in vain, leaving them with a sense of frustration.

The ancient demons were extremely arrogant and planned to capture and transform these two into demonified cultivators.

At this point, they had been pushed to their limits.

Just then, a mysterious senior figure descended from the sky like a dream.

Though his origins were unknown, he was so powerful that words failed to describe him. With one man alone, he defeated tens of thousands of demonic troops, driving them into disarray and scattering like melting ice...

No one would believe such a thing unless they had witnessed it with their own eyes.

Could this senior figure be a powerful cultivator from the Spirit Realm? Before Lin Xuan could even finish guessing his identity, Lu Ying'er was surprised to find that he knew Buxuan Pavilion's four pavilion heads and seemed on good terms with them...

The two quickly revived their spirits. This led to their joint attempt to breach Linglong Tower.

"Originally, it was Fairy Wang and Daoist Autumn."

Lu Ying'er frowned slightly as she spoke, her tone carrying a hint of displeasure but overall remaining mild. After all, they weren't from Buxuan Pavilion, so even if they were contact agents for other factions, they couldn’t be dismissed lightly. If they didn’t explain themselves clearly, she would make them regret it.

But first, she had to ask: "Pavilion Head has already ordered that without permission, no one is to disturb us. What are your intentions? Do you think I don't hold this in high regard?"

"Head Pavilion has spoken too harshly."

The two were visibly shaken but, seeing Lin Xuan still present, they didn’t dare be rude. They knelt and paid great respect to him, their expressions respectful with a hint of fear. Then, turning to Lu Ying'er, they said: "Greetings, Head Pavilions. Your words are too harsh. You are the head of Buxuan Pavilion, on par with our sect's senior elder. Even if I had the courage, I would never defy your orders. We did this out of necessity..."

"Oh?"

Lu Ying'er wasn’t unreasonable either. Seeing their anxious faces and knowing that they weren't lying: "Speak."

"Report to Head Pavilion,"

The female cultivator known as Fairy Wang smiled with relief and bowed deeply; "Head Pavilion knows, I and Daoist Autumn bear the responsibility of being contact agents. Buxuan Pavilion's crisis has been resolved, but our Far Horizon Sea Pavilion and Pine Wind Academy are still under siege by ancient demons. We don't know how things stand now, so..."

The woman in the green robe glanced at Lin Xuan before lowering her head again, her expression full of pleading.

On the other side, the scholar-robed cultivator had a similar look on his face. Though they didn’t speak out loud, their intentions were clear.

They hoped Lu Ying'er would intercede and ask Lin Xuan for help. After all, they weren't familiar with this senior figure, and many powerful cultivators could be quite unpredictable.

As an early-stage Immortal Core existence in the eyes of such figures, they were mere ants. How should they approach? Thus, they sought assistance from the pavilion heads.

"Master."

Lu Ying'er understood the situation and her expression softened. She was too careless, as did Liu Xin and others, who looked embarrassed. They had promised to stand together, but now focused only on their own sect's peril, ignoring the plight of Pine Wind Academy and Far Horizon Sea Pavilion—both were under siege by demonic armies.

Though not intentional, they were overjoyed at seeing Master again, so absorbed in reminiscing that even death seemed unimportant.

Lin Xuan was no stranger to such matters; after so many years in cultivation, he had seen it all. Though he only caught snippets of their conversation, a moment's thought revealed the situation.

"I have been careless."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead. He heard about the siege on all three factions' headquarters during his journey. How could he forget?

He didn’t consider himself a savior; for instance, if it were the Spirit Manipulation Sect under siege, he might not be as eager to help.

But Pine Wind Academy and Far Horizon Sea Pavilion were different.

Though Fairy Ranyan had left him, she was still his sworn sister. Their bond wasn't like that with Red Leaf—Lin Xuan genuinely considered her a sister. She had helped him many times in the past; he truly regarded her as such.

Moreover, he had joined Far Horizon Sea Pavilion by invitation and held the position of senior elder there.
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Although the bond of kinship between Lin Xuan and Baixuan Pavilion was far stronger, he knew that he couldn't abandon these people in their time of need. In other words, no matter what, he would not stand idly by as they crossed the river and broke the bridge.

In short, Lin Xuan could not remain indifferent to the plight of both the Tianya Hai Pavilion and the Songfeng Academy. The latter had a somewhat shallow connection with him, but it was still part of the human race. Moreover, back on Penglai Mountain, they had once joined forces against ancient demons in the Wating Tower. For this reason alone, Lin Xuan could not bear to watch as the Songfeng Academy suffered.

For both personal and professional reasons, he needed to resolve the situation. Therefore, he would not waste any more time rescuing others while his own people were in danger. Although his遁光 was incredibly fast, the distance between the two factions was considerable.

With that thought, Lin Xuan waved his hand. "Alright, you don't need to say anything else. I understand what both of you mean. Rest assured, I won't stand by and watch. How is the situation at Tianya Hai Pavilion? Is Senior Taoist Liu Ying still in charge?"

The woman dressed in a palace-style robe looked surprised. "Senior actually knows Master Liu! Could it be that you are one of our cultivation practitioners from Yunzhou?"

"Is it just Yunzhou? Look, what do you see here?" Lin Xuan said as he extended his hand and tapped his waist, revealing a palm-sized token that was smooth like jade with some small篆 inscribed on it.

"Tianya Hai Pavilion!"

The woman read the name softly. Then her face showed an incredulous joy, and she even stammered: "You are… you are…"

It wasn't surprising for this woman to be shocked; after all, this token was a command from their senior Taoist, how could it possibly be someone else?

"It's only been four hundred years or so. Don't you know the relationship between Baixuan Pavilion and Tianya Hai Pavilion?" Lin Xuan sighed, his tone carrying a hint of reproach.

"You… You are Senior Lin! No, Senior Lin Ancestor."

The woman was taken aback at first but then suddenly remembered as Lin Xuan had said. He had only ascended to the Spirit Realm a few hundred years ago; how could high-ranking cultivators in Tianya Hai Pavilion possibly forget him? It was just that he couldn't recall it immediately.

"Disciple pays respects to Senior Ancestor. I did not know your identity earlier, so please forgive my rudeness."

Wang Fairy was overjoyed and tears welled up as she spoke. Since the senior Taoist was from their own sect, there was no way they would ignore the crisis at Tianya Hai Pavilion. As long as Penglai Island had not been breached, this rescue mission was still possible.

"Alright, those who do not know are not to be blamed." Lin Xuan then turned to the scholar-clad cultivator and said: "Rest assured, I have some connection with Wating Tower in Tianya Hai Pavilion. For your sect's situation, I will not abandon you."

"Thank you, Senior for such great kindness."

The scholar-clad cultivator also hurriedly bowed deeply, his face filled with gratitude. However, he couldn't help but secretly laugh at himself. The saying "saving someone is like putting out a fire" meant that the current state of their sect was dire. Even if it hadn't been breached yet, the situation was already precarious.

Would they be able to arrive in time after saving Tianya Hai Pavilion and then reaching the main headquarters? He wasn't sure himself; after all, there were countless mountains and rivers between them.

But what could he do? The fact that someone else was willing to lend a hand was already a great favor. Moreover, this senior had significant connections with both Baixuan Pavilion and Tianya Hai Pavilion. How could it be possible for him to save his sect first?

Such hopes were useless, so he decided not to speak about it.

However, Lin Xuan was an extremely intelligent person; he immediately understood the scholar's thoughts: "Rest assured, saving someone is like putting out a fire. I said that I would help both factions, and I will ensure that no faction is left behind."

"Helping both at once?"

The scholar-clad cultivator was taken aback. Was it possible that there were other helpers?

Despite his shock, he was also overjoyed and quickly expressed his gratitude.

Since the decision to aid them had been made, Lin Xuan would not delay any further. However, for Baixuan Pavilion, he wouldn't make any arrangements either. After all, ancient demons were cunning; even though they had suffered a crushing defeat here, it was uncertain whether they would launch a counterattack.

If Baixuan Pavilion fell at that time, he would be in deep trouble. Therefore, Lin Xuan needed to prepare for such an eventuality.

In fact, this problem would be very difficult for other cultivators to solve, but in Lin Xuan's eyes, it was nothing significant.

The treasures obtained from the煞阳 old demon could now be put to use.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and tapped his waist. The light flashed wildly, and four storage bags appeared before him.

He grabbed one of them, shook it gently with the bag opening facing down, and a white light enveloped it as over a hundred different puppet figures emerged.

"What are these…", the other cultivators present were all in shock when they saw the puppets.

The saying "you may not have eaten pork, but you've seen pigs run" applied here. All the cultivators present were at least at the元婴 stage and had some experience.

These puppets, although of different forms, their cultivation levels were extraordinary. Even the weakest one was equivalent to an early-stage元婴 cultivator, while others were even higher, with several reaching the合体 stage, and the most powerful puppet was a late-stage合体 cultivator.

All present, including Lu Ying'er and other Pavilion Masters, were stunned. The young master truly had experience in the Spirit Realm; considering the situation on Earth, even the Tianqiao Sect, which excelled at this art, could only produce one元婴后期 puppet after decades of effort, a feat that was already remarkable.

As for puppets at the合体 stage, they were simply inconceivable.

The young master was truly too powerful!

"With these puppets' assistance, even if the demon army returns, I believe Baixuan Pavilion will be fine. I'll first go to aid Songfeng Academy and Tianya Hai Pavilion, resolve their crises, and then return here," Lin Xuan said.

He felt relieved; he had only left half of the puppets with Biecao Sect in the East Sea, otherwise, it would have been more difficult now.

"Your servant understands. Thank you for your generous gift, Senior. Although your power is profound, ancient demons are fierce and cunning. You must be cautious on this mission," Lu Ying'er said gracefully.

"Yes, Young Master, take good care of yourself."

"Cloud, wish Senior Ancestor success in battle."

The other girls also gave him earnest advice, their eyes filled with reluctance as they had to part ways so soon after meeting.

But no one would hold them back; after all, they had been in charge of Baixuan Pavilion for a long time and understood the bigger picture. For both personal and professional reasons, the young master must take action; otherwise, Songfeng Academy and Tianya Hai Pavilion would surely not withstand the ancient demons' assault!
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Lin Xuan smiled and spoke, "No need for you to see me off. The war has just ended, and there are still many things that need to be handled. Besides, dealing with a mere few hundred low-rank ancient demons isn’t something I can’t handle quickly."

This statement caused the others present to involuntarily draw in a sharp breath. A few hundred low-rank ancient demons? The audacity of this claim was so great it left people speechless. However, after witnessing Lin Xuan's abilities, they knew that he wasn't exaggerating; this senior indeed possessed such strength.

"Respectfully following your lord’s instructions, we will stay here and wish you success in battle," the lead concubine, Lu Ying'er, led the four women as they all bowed gracefully. The other cultivators dared not stand, but knelt down one by one.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded, then stretched out his hand to tap his head. A flicker of light appeared above his head, and a black infant immediately materialized before him. It was no more than an inch tall, yet its features were identical to Lin Xuan's, clearly the second元婴 he cultivated.

Though this little fellow’s strength couldn’t match that of the main元婴, it had reached the late stage of Separation and Union.

Since Lin Xuan said both factions needed saving, naturally only the second元婴 could be sent. Otherwise, he would first save the Tianya Hai Ge, then head to the Songfeng Academy—there were countless mountains and rivers in between. His speed couldn’t match his main body’s.

"Thank you for your great kindness," a robed cultivator bowed gratefully.

Though it seemed trivial to send out the second元婴, Lin Xuan had full confidence in this move. After all, he was an expert who had broken through from the Spirit Realm and entered this world; one couldn’t judge his actions by common standards.

There was no other choice but to trust Senior Lin. "Let’s go," said Lin Xuan as he clasped his hands together, emitting a burst of spiritual light that enveloped Lu Ying'er's body, transforming into a sharp beam of light that vanished in the distance.

His speed was astonishing, almost like teleportation. "We should also leave."

The second元婴’s face showed a playful expression. He spread his palm, and a small blue flag appeared in his hand. Strange runes were inscribed on it; even those present had never heard of them before.

Though weaker than the main body, Lin Xuan gave him the array flags he obtained from the East Sea—five flags that could harness the essence of earth, metal, water, fire, and wood. If fully utilized, their power could rival ordinary divine treasures.

With a single spell, the second元婴 waved the flag, which then grew to several times its original size, emitting light and vibrations. Blue light shone brightly as more runes appeared, and with the movement of the array flag, water essence from around them gathered here.

A blue water dragon appeared in their vision, over seven feet long, with fierce eyes that seemed almost alive.

The second元婴 flashed again, appearing above the blue dragon’s head. "Come up," he beckoned to those below.

"Ah!" The robed cultivator showed signs of shock but quickly climbed aboard as an infant-level cultivator. Soon, the dragon let out a roar and vanished in a flash of light, its speed not much slower than Lin Xuan's main body.

The robed cultivator smiled with relief; this Senior Lin’s strength was truly unfathomable. The second元婴 could indeed break through the ancient demons' encirclement.

But hoping that their main base hadn’t been overrun by those foreign monsters, he silently prayed.

It had been three days since they last met, and one should always look at people with new eyes. Hundreds of years ago, Lin Xuan had visited the outer sea of Yunzhou. It took him nearly half a month to travel from inland to here. Even though he hadn’t pushed himself back then, it still showed how far this place was.

Now, after so many years, Lin Xuan arrived in just a few hours. The sun had yet to set as they heard the waves crashing on the horizon. After flying for some time, an old city appeared before them.

This city was built on a small island. Despite its name suggesting otherwise, it was far from ordinary by human standards; even its spirit veins were extremely poor and unsuitable for cultivation. Yet, there was still a city of cultivators here—Entry Sea City!

Beyond this city lay the outer sea of Yunzhou.

Lin Xuan had stayed at Tianya Hai Ge to rest and buy maps when he visited before. Now, revisiting it, his mood was somewhat gloomy.

There were no survivors in Entry Sea City; Lin Xuan’s divine sense revealed nothing but ruins and no signs of cultivators. The ancient demons had thoroughly destroyed this place, leaving only the remains of cultivators to be devoured by beasts.

These foreign monsters were truly despicable!

The woman dressed in a palace robe also showed sorrow on her face.

Fortunately, Senior Lin's speed was much faster than expected. "Grandmaster, there are no survivors here. We should hurry to Tianya Hai Ge; I fear our fellow cultivators can’t hold out," she said.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. He knew they couldn’t afford any delay in saving people. The sooner he arrived, the fewer of his disciples would be lost.

As they flew towards Tianya Hai Ge, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in green light, and he carried this woman forward. Meanwhile, on Eyu Island, the main base of Tianya Hai Ge, a fierce battle raged.

Compared to the Baixuan Pavilion, things were much better here. Although the latter had grown rapidly, it hadn’t been around for long—only a few hundred years—and its foundation was shallow. Its depth and strength couldn’t compare to Tianya Hai Ge’s.

Eyu Island had been built and reinforced by generations of Tianya Hai Ge’s ancestors over millions of years; even after last time's battle, the defenses were still intact. The Nine Palaces Sword Array was reactivated, and it wasn't clear how Liu Ying and her companions managed to gather enough spirit energy in just a few hundred years. But its power was incomparable.

The ancient demons died or perished upon contact with this array; even late-stage Ironwing Demons were wary of it. Though Liu Ying was only at the early stage of Separation and Union, she still managed to block him using the array. Although she was at a disadvantage, the Ironwing Demon didn’t gain much advantage.

Forced by circumstances, the demon ordered his beasts and puppets to attack day and night, numbering in the tens of thousands. It was a clumsy method but effective.

In the Songfeng Academy’s Water Sky Unity Hall, dozens of female cultivators were worried. Although they faced the Demon Tribulation, Tianya Hai Ge still followed its ancestral teachings by only accepting female cultivators.

This didn’t mean male cultivators who sought refuge would be ignored; they just couldn't join immediately. In special circumstances, some flexibility was necessary.

Men could not join Tianya Hai Ge directly but were allowed to enter Eyu Island if they sought refuge and obeyed the academy’s commands.

The other cultivators had no objections. The reputation of Tianya Hai Ge in the outer sea was legendary; it offered much more safety than elsewhere, even for ancient demons. Besides, as an old saying went: a guest shouldn’t overshadow the host. Obedience to their commands made perfect sense and was nothing to complain about!
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Lin Yihan saw the city gate close and understood that these people wouldn't easily let him succeed. So, this was a test checkpoint?

Shen Fu spoke louder as he got angry, holding his whip to beat Jiang Yuanheng again, exhausted from the effort before he started talking.

Sending her to the hospital for emergency treatment made me heartbroken. Sitting on the chair in the corridor, I suddenly heard about this incident. For now, let's not mention the unreleased TV drama. How will she handle the rest of her life?

Shen Yuxin and Jiang Yuanheng were equally impatient, both stubborn as a mule, and they wouldn't easily change their minds.

Xuan Xuan shook her head, feeling dizzy at first but now much better. Looking at the one meter distance from the door, she couldn't believe how she got here.

The Demon Emperor's response was straightforward: "Everything you said is right. The only thing that can stir my heart in this world is none other than you."

An Nanchu repeated her words countless times, but Qin Mu Chen smiled and nodded without really listening to her.

A figure stood in the corner of the wall, silently observing me on the bed, making no sound at all.

Since his master was from one of the Three Teachings, he couldn't make Sun Changning a "master" again; that was impossible.

Her kindness back then might just have been seen as mockery by Wu Yuahan.

He had no problem catching this ball. However, it was different for Ayame. Even though Ayame's defense was flawless, his physical strength was limited. His five-dimensional score was only 20, while Hermes' were likely at 26.

The reason the other party said they sensed a very familiar aura from him was obvious—it was the Ocean Heart's aura.

Zhang Mengxi never expected that Jiang Chengzhe would grab her hand tightly and then let it fall onto the bed after she spoke.

Chen Rong followed behind the two Wang family servants, getting into the carriage and silently entering Wang Hong's estate.

This statement left the scholar stunned. He chuckled a few times inwardly, thinking: I've heard about this before; Wang Qilang's uncle, Wang Yi, has a poisonous tongue and is hard to deal with when speaking. It seems he really isn't wrong.

Just as he was enjoying his meal, Yan Yaoying hit him again, causing him to wince in pain, almost screaming out loud.

Ye Fan's expression was equally grim, his eyes filled with a sinister look at the white skeleton appearing at the entrance of the grand hall. His pupils revealed a hint of fear.

The "kind-hearted" CEO, though displeased, didn't waste any words and took action instead.

One of these two people was someone he knew very well—the rugged young man pretending to be injured on the ground, who was Cheng Biyin, whom they had met once before.

Perhaps it was because Nan Gonghan's actions were too exaggerated while undressing Jin Susen, or perhaps Jin Susen wasn't fully asleep; she suddenly opened her eyes, startling Nan Gongyu and stopping what she was doing immediately.

Feng Ji sucked in a cold breath, feeling that this matter was hard to explain. He mentally slapped himself, wondering how he could have been so off the mark as not to sense Full Ai Le's arrival.
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At this moment.

In the Water Sky Unity Hall, dozens of cultivators gathered here. These were high-ranking cultivators from the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion, their appearances varied—some were slender and some were robust—but most looked quite good.

The Far Horizon Sea Pavilion was known for its beautiful female cultivators, but there were exceptions. For instance, the woman sitting at the head seat appeared to be around twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. If one only looked at her left side, she would have been considered breathtakingly beautiful, comparable even to the former Cloud Fairy. However, while her left half was incredibly beautiful, her right half resembled withered bark.

Not only did her skin lack luster, but her muscles were deeply sunken, making a chilling impression on anyone who looked at her. Her ugliness was so extreme that it could not be described in words.

However, one should not judge by appearance. This woman named Liu Ying was the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion's sole Separation and Union cultivator now.

As for the others, Lin Xuan felt quite unfamiliar with them. After all, most of the Senior Immortals at the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion who hadn't reached Separation and Union had long exhausted their life spans and passed away. The women in this hall were mostly promoted from Condensation Core or Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

"Current battle status?" Liu Ying slowly spoke up. Her voice was exceptionally pleasant to listen to, unlike her appearance.

"Auntie, the situation is dire," a purple-robed female cultivator stood up and bowed respectfully. "After one month of attacks by the ancient demon army, our disciples suffered heavy losses. Even with the replenishment from external cultivators, it can't keep up with the rate of casualties."

The purple-robed woman's words were filled with worry.

Back in the day during the battle on Immortal Isle, the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion was vastly outnumbered by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and the Desolate Soul Valley. They were confined to their main base, so they had to activate the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array. This protective array was incredibly powerful but required accumulated Primordial Qi before it could be activated.

In that battle, although not as severe as today, it still concerned the survival of the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion. The accumulated Primordial Qi from millions of years of effort was completely depleted, and this array couldn't be used in the short term. Now with the ancient demons surrounding Immortal Isle, the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion was at a critical juncture. If the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array were just for show, it would be laughable.

Fortunately, their forefathers had anticipated such a scenario and left alternative methods. However, that would require astronomical amounts of crystal stones. While ordinary ones weren't too much to ask, given the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion's million-year accumulation, they couldn't do without them. But for some critical positions, only top-grade crystal stones or demon cores above the Transformed Stage were acceptable.

These items, if placed in the Spirit Realm, would be fine, but how many could be found in the mortal realm? The Far Horizon Sea Pavilion was one of the top forces among the Twelve States of Heavenly Cloud, yet there weren't many. To activate the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array, they had to gather these materials despite their difficulties. Apart from the accumulated resources over the years, high-ranking cultivators within the pavilion who possessed such materials were also mobilized.

The Far Horizon Sea Pavilion's cultivators wouldn't hide anything for defending against the ancient demons. Once the main base was breached and everyone perished, what use would there be in keeping precious materials?

After gathering these materials, they managed to barely make it enough. Fortunately, top-grade crystal stones and demon cores were only needed at critical positions. Otherwise, even if they sold out the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion, they wouldn't have accumulated so many rare materials.

However, despite this, the situation was still not optimistic. The ancient demon army had besieged Immortal Isle for a month, and the few top-grade crystal stones and demon cores collected were already running low.

"How long can we hold on with the current intensity of the enemy?" Liu Ying's expression changed as she spoke, her eyes revealing a hint of worry.

"Three days."

The purple-robed woman sighed, her face showing even more anxiety.

This statement caused all present cultivators to be taken aback. Everyone knew that the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion hadn't been breached mainly due to the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array's effectiveness.

After all, while Immortal Isle had many restrictions, only this protective array could truly restrain the ancient demons. The rest at most provided some slight delay but couldn't withstand a heavy assault. Once the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array lost its effect, their power would be insufficient to block the ancient demons.

In an instant, discussions filled the air as the female cultivators became restless.

"Do not panic; when the enemy comes, we fight; when water comes, we use earth," a clear voice rang out. Liu Ying spoke thusly.

"Originally, Auntie had prepared for this."

The purple-robed woman was overjoyed upon hearing this. The other female cultivators fell silent, acknowledging their aunt's foresight.

No one knew about this matter, but it wasn't surprising given its importance. Knowing fewer people would be more beneficial for secrecy.

As long as the protective array remained intact, they could hold out for a while longer. As the saying goes, "long nights breed many dreams." The longer they delayed, the greater the chances of something changing and easing their crisis.

One by one, female cultivators who handled other affairs came forward to report the latest battle status to Liu Ying.

After about a cup of tea's time had passed, suddenly, a fire dragon flew in from outside, exploded with a loud bang, and a fist-sized fireball appeared before them.

Inside the fireball was a faint figure about an inch high. This wasn't an Immortal Core but a residual soul.

"Senior Sister Lu," the female cultivators were initially surprised, then quickly recognized the figure. The faces of others showed sorrow.

This transmission talisman was the Far Horizon Sea Pavilion's unique secret technique called Heavenly Soul Transmission Talisman. As its name suggested, it allowed cultivators to use their souls as a conduit for this ability. It not only had extremely fast speed but also high safety; even higher-ranking cultivators found it almost impossible to intercept.

!~!
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However, no one would use it unless absolutely necessary, as it was a technique that cost one's life.

Even Liu Ying turned pale. She suddenly stood up from her seat.

Lulingshuang was one of the ten younger brothers she had sent out to collect top-grade crystal stones and transformed demon pills. Now, he actually used the secret technique of the Heavenly Soul Transmission Talisman. Could it be...

Her expression immediately became very unpleasant.

She raised her jade hand, and a flicker of spiritual light appeared as that fireball landed in her palm.

"Senior Auntie, hurry to rescue them. My younger brothers were ordered to collect treasure crystal stones. On their way back, they were blocked by ancient demons on Tianlan Island. Although the leader wasn't at the stage of Separation and Union, there were many ancient demons at the level of Primordial Spirit. The sisters are barely holding on. My younger brother was severely injured, so he had to use the Heavenly Soul Transmission Talisman."

"Master, you're going out..."

The voice of the well-dressed woman sounded with a hint of urgency.

"How can I not go? If those crystal stones and demon pills fall into the hands of ancient demons, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Formation won't be able to open. What are the consequences? I think everyone is clear about that," Liu Ying sighed, her voice filled with helplessness.

"Of course, Master, but jumping down might be too dangerous. What if there's an ancient demon at the Separation and Union stage lurking nearby, waiting for you to come out?" the well-dressed woman worriedly said. "After all, without the support of the main base formation, even facing the Iron Wing Demon would be very dangerous. If something happens to you, what about the Heavenly Sea Pavilion..."

"Enough, don't say any more. I've weighed the pros and cons. Even if it's extremely dangerous, this journey must be taken," Liu Ying waved her hand. Her character was sharp and unyielding. Since Fairy Yushan entered the Netherworld Gate, she had been in charge of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion for many years, making decisions with few to advise her.

"Master, since you insist on going, can we pick a few powerful sisters to accompany you..." The well-dressed woman proposed another suggestion. She was trying to find a compromise. Ever since hearing about the incident at Tianlan Island, she had a bad feeling, but in this situation, there was no one to advise her.

"Unnecessary. More people might attract more attention from ancient demons. I'll be easier to move alone," Liu Ying knew her apprentice's intentions and softened slightly. "However, after my departure, the pressure on Yu Zhou Island will increase immensely. You must guard the main base well; don't give ancient demons any opportunity."

"Senior Auntie, please rest assured. We will follow your orders and carefully guard against ancient demons," the female cultivators in the hall knelt down with solemn expressions.

"Hmm."

Liu Ying nodded. Saving people was like saving a burning building. She didn't dare delay and flew out of the hall with a green glow enveloping her.

Soon, she disappeared into the distant horizon. With her departure, the female cultivators left the hall in small groups. A major battle was about to begin, and no one dared to carry anything.

Moreover, Senior Auntie's warning wasn't without reason. If ancient demons learned of her departure, the pressure on the Heavenly Sea Pavilion would increase by several times. The opponent wouldn't miss such a good opportunity.

The future battle might be even more brutal than imagined. Since they knew the situation was severe, it was better to make preparations in advance.

On another side,

Leaving the ruins of the Inland City, Lin Xuan flew towards Yu Zhou Island.

Although he hadn't been here for several hundred years, as a cultivator who practiced the Five Elements Technique, his memory was sharp. He didn't dare delay; the scene of the Inland City's destruction still lingered in his mind. If the Heavenly Sea Pavilion had fallen into the hands of ancient demons, it would end up like the Inland City—no one spared. This wasn't what he wanted to see.

He sincerely hoped that Yu Zhou Island hadn't been captured yet as he flew, silently praying.

Due to his concern, his concealment technique became even more swift.

Amidst the light, Fairy Wang's face was filled with worry about whether the main base was still in the hands of her sisters.

She didn't know or couldn't be certain.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan slowed down and stopped, turning his head towards the left side.

"Senior Ancestor, what happened?"

The well-dressed woman was taken aback. She knew that this senior wouldn't make such a move without reason.

"About ten thousand miles ahead, the primordial energy is extremely chaotic, with ancient demon aura surging. If I'm not mistaken, there are cultivators fighting against ancient demons over there. It's not just one or two; it seems to be on a larger scale," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Senior Ancestor, Yu Zhou Island's situation is critical now. Please allow your younger brother to make a suggestion. We shouldn't interfere in this matter," the well-dressed woman hesitated and spoke with some trepidation.

"Oh, if the cultivators ahead are also from the Heavenly Sea Pavilion?"

"Yes..." The well-dressed woman was taken aback but bit her lips: "We can't worry about so many things now. There's a difference between light and heavy matters. The safety of Yu Zhou Island is most important."

"Humph."

Lin Xuan showed an expression of disapproval, his gaze becoming sharp: "What do you mean by that? Do you want to influence my decisions?"

"Of course not,"

Fairy Wang was shocked and quickly knelt down: "Senior Ancestor, forgive me. Your younger brother doesn't have thecourageto make such a suggestion. I'm just worried about our sect's safety."

"Alright, get up. I only said that."

"Thank you, Senior Ancestor!"

The well-dressed woman stood up obediently but still had some trepidation on her face. As people say, great cultivators are unpredictable. This was indeed true.

Initially, seeing Lin Xuan's amiable personality, she became bolder, but after this setback, she became more cautious. After all, the gap between them in terms of identity and strength was unbridgeable.

Lin Xuan still turned his head to look into the distance, his expression fluctuating.

Of course, he knew that there were light and heavy matters. However, the spiritual energy fluctuations from afar had a faint familiarity that Lin Xuan couldn't shake off.

This made him feel somewhat surprised.

Familiar!

But after careful thought, it was still unclear.

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan couldn't resist his curiosity and flashed over to the scene.

Ten thousand miles wasn't far for him; it was just an instant.

Soon, thunderous explosions filled his ears. In front of him, spiritual light flickered as ancient demon aura surged. Countless ancient demons were surrounding a group of cultivators in the center.

Although most of these ancient demons were cannon fodder, there were many at the Primordial Spirit stage. The seven female cultivators surrounded by them were all at the Primordial Spirit level.

Sure enough, they were from the Heavenly Sea Pavilion.

And only seven of them.

While these seven female cultivators were all at the Primordial Spirit stage, their strength was negligible compared to the surrounding ancient demons.

Logically, they should have returned to the underworld long ago. However, at this moment, they were still holding on.

It wasn't because the Seven Goddesses had passed away; it was that the ancient demons intentionally let them live. After all, a bait must stay alive for the big fish to bite.

"Sir, are you sure that the Heavenly Sea Pavilion's Supreme Elder will definitely come here?"

In an unnoticeable cloud, two ancient demons hid.

One of them had long ears and green eyes, covered in thick scales. Particularly eye-catching was his pair of eagle-like wings on his back, though the feathers seemed to be made of metal, giving off a strange metallic luster. His cultivation level was non-trivial; he was the highest among the ancient demons present—Late Separation and Union.
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Beside her, a young woman in an indigo robe stood. At first glance, she appeared almost identical to a human woman, but for the fact that her entire body was enveloped by extremely pure demonic energy, making it difficult to tell her apart from a real person.

This was a late-stage Immortal Core demon, and one at the peak of its late stage, just a step away from reaching the Separation Realm.

Moreover, she looked quite beautiful. The form of an ancient demon could be endlessly varied, with many possessing breathtaking beauty.

For instance, Ice Spirit, one of the Nine True Demons, was renowned for her extraordinary beauty, second only to the Arrogant Deva King and the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox from ages past. Other so-called beauties paled in comparison to this Ice Spirit demon.

Of course, the indigo-robed young woman before them was merely passable; she fell far short of being considered a true beauty.

Hearing her question, the Iron Winged Demon's face showed a sneer: "Rest assured, these female cultivators from the Far Horizon Pavilion carry plenty of top-grade crystal stones. There are also hundreds of refined demon cores. These items are essential for activating their sect’s protective array, so no matter what happens, the Far Horizon Pavilion will not abandon them. Liu Ying is likely to handle this personally. As long as there's no ban on assistance, and without other ancient demons intervening, I have no doubt that I can defeat her in a one-on-one battle."

"Knowing this much about our opponents, could it be that the Illusory Demons who infiltrated Immortal Isle sent back intelligence?"

"Yes, indeed. I did send numerous Illusory Demons to disguise themselves as cultivators and infiltrate the Far Horizon Pavilion. My intention was to destroy their Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array, but they were more prepared than expected, leaving no opportunity for the Illusory Demons to act. Instead, their presence was exposed, outnumbered and outmatched." The Iron Winged Demon's expression darkened as he spoke, then softened slightly with a sneer: "However, although these Illusory Demons suffered heavy casualties and failed to complete their mission, they did gather valuable information. Otherwise, how would I know there’s a teleportation point on this Sky Sound Island?"

"That is why I set up this trap, to eliminate Liu Ying along with the female disciple carrying top-grade crystal stones. When that happens, without a Grand Elder overseeing operations, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array will be useless. The Far Horizon Pavilion won’t stand a chance against my army, and Immortal Isle will become mine." The Iron Winged Demon's smug voice echoed through the air.

However, it was fair to say his plan was sound. Ambush an enemy where they must come to your aid; that is the highest form of strategy. Even if the opponent sees through it, they still have no choice but to rush into the trap.

Unfortunately, as the saying goes, planning lies with man, success with heaven. Sometimes, even the best calculations can be undone by bad luck.

The Iron Winged Demon was chatting with his subordinates when he suddenly turned his head and narrowed his eyes, looking towards his left side.

A green light point appeared in his line of sight.

Initially distant, it quickly approached.

"What is that?"

The old demon's face showed surprise. His already ugly features paled further.

Artistry begets boldness; at this moment, why should Lin Xuan hide his cultivation?

Seeing was believing for the Iron Winged Demon. He nearly tumbled off the clouds as he saw the cold smile on Lin Xuan’s lips and the powerful mana flowing freely through his body.

"How is that possible?" The old demon's face was drenched in sweat; disbelief clouded his expression, and his mouth hung open to its maximum extent: "A Core Profound cultivator? Are you kidding me? How could a cultivator of such rank appear in the mortal realm?"

The indigo-robed demon woman beside him was equally stunned. Although Lin Xuan’s specific cultivation stage was unclear, her ears were not deaf; she had heard the old demon's words clearly.

A Core Profound ancient demon?

She found it hard to believe, almost like a dream.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense was much stronger, allowing him to immediately detect the two demons hiding in the clouds. Truly, he had been searching for such an opportunity without success; now, it came easily.

The late-stage ancient demon leading the attack on the Far Horizon Pavilion should be here. Although Lin Xuan didn’t know why he was present, seeing him meant he couldn't let this opportunity slip away. He would deal with him first before considering anything else.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and released dozens of sword qi, which shot towards the demon.

A master’s first move reveals their true skill. Although Lin Xuan didn’t summon any treasures, the sheer volume of sword qi was overwhelming, enough to make anyone gasp.

The Iron Winged Demon was taken aback. In the ancient demon realm, he had seen Core Profound beings in action. Despite being at late Separation Realm, there was a significant gap between their power and his own.

This was a decisive character; knowing defeat was inevitable, he saw no point in纠缠. Rather than waiting to be captured, he transformed into a streak of light and tried to escape.

But it wasn’t that easy. The sword qi Lin Xuan released moved at incredible speed, reaching the demon’s side within moments.

The Iron Winged Demon’s expression turned grim.

Without hesitation, he clasped his hands together, and a black demonic energy surged from his body, transforming into numerous demonic crows.

Sharp beaks and wings flapped loudly. Opening his mouth, he spat out a large amount of demonic flames, creating a burning curtain before him. The crows gathered in the center, forming a second layer of defense.

Of course, he didn’t expect such tactics to hold back a Core Profound being; he just hoped for enough time to escape.

After releasing the demonic crows, he immediately cast aside his sleeves and took out a black talisman from his chest. With a flick, he turned into a faint black smoke that shot off at incredible speed towards the distance.

The indigo-robed demon woman was left behind; the tens of thousands of ancient demons present also abandoned her.

Boldness, but in vain.

The sword qi moved too quickly, treating both demonic crows and flames as nothing. They were effortlessly swept away without any hindrance.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and the sword qi suddenly shot towards a single direction, merging into one. A giant rainbow-colored light saber over ten feet long appeared before their eyes.

Its surface was covered in multicolored glass, with some tiny runes faintly visible. A clear ringing sound echoed as the giant sword transformed into an iridescent rainbow, moving at an incredible speed and catching up to the ancient demon within a blink of an eye.

"No!"

The Iron Winged Demon’s face showed shock as he revealed his fierce expression, his hands changing rapidly like butterflies.
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The demon wind surged, and a dark shadow of a demon appeared.

A Secret Art of Dharma Form!

Lin Xuan's knowledge was vast; he had faced high-rank ancient demons before. He immediately recognized what the other party was doing.

That dharma form was extremely peculiar—actually, it was a muscular demon arm that stretched over ten feet long.

Surprise flashed across Lin Xuan’s face as he confirmed to himself that this was indeed just an individual arm. Five fingers tightly clenched; a powerful punch descended on the sword light above his head!

Bang!

A thunderous explosion echoed in his ears, and the sword light was shattered. However, the dharma form’s demon arm wasn’t spared either; it dimmed noticeably.

"Good work. It seems that ancient demons are indeed much stronger than cultivators of the same rank due to their ferocity. This isn't just boasting."

Lin Xuan muttered these words into the air. He had killed countless cultivators at the late Separation stage, but few could withstand his attacks.

However, this ancient demon thought he could escape so easily? That was too naive.

A mocking expression flickered across Lin Xuan’s lips as he vanished in a flash of movement and reappeared three feet away from the ancient demon. Then, with one palm strike, he hit down.

The action resembled swatting a mosquito.

The face of the Iron Wings Demon showed surprise; his opponent's divine technique was too mysterious. But now, there was no way to escape. The sea surface began to churn into vortexes, and white ice blades and columns shot out from within.

Cries filled the air as these were merely low-rank ancient demons, none able to withstand Lin Xuan’s attacks for even a moment before falling.

In just an instant, over ten thousand ancient demons were exterminated. The demon aura was swept away, and the sky returned to its clear blue hue, though not quite as bright as a cloudless day.

Only seven women remained at the original location of the demon army—some in their late teens or early twenties, others in their thirties, all in the婴 stage.

Their faces were filled with relief after narrowly escaping death. However, more than anything else, they were incredulous. The ancient demons had been terrifying; these women knew this well. Thus, what just happened seemed like a dream to them.

Even the first expert of the Thousand Clouds and Twelve Continents hundreds of years ago hadn’t possessed such power.

Who could it be?

Doubt filled their minds, but one thing was certain: he was a human cultivator with no ill intentions toward them.

With this thought in mind, the women flew over to Lin Xuan hesitantly.

"Thank you for saving us. I am Elder Li Qingru of the Inner Hall of the Sky Sea Pavilion. Please accept my respects," said the woman at the forefront, who was around twenty-seven or eight years old and in the late婴 stage. She bowed gracefully, followed by the other women.

Li Qingru showed great respect, but deep down, she was surprised. This senior looked familiar, yet she couldn’t recall where she had seen him. As she pondered, a voice of joy rang out: "Senior, it’s you!"

Lin Xuan turned to see an excited young woman in her early twenties wearing a green silk dress. Her eyes were bright with joy as if she had found a long-lost family member.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Li Qingru also expressed surprise: "Sister Li, do you know this senior?"

"Li?" Lin Xuan’s mind flashed back to the identity of this woman. She was named Li Zhilan; he had met her when he first arrived at the Sky Sea Pavilion, a mere灵动 cultivator then. He hadn’t expected that she would have advanced to the婴 stage.

"Originally, you have made significant progress in cultivation," Lin Xuan smiled.

"I, Zhilan, bow before my ancestor. If not for your great kindness back then, I wouldn’t be here today," the young woman’s face showed excitement as she bowed deeply instead of just slightly.

The conversation between them caused the other women to gape in shock.

Ancestor?

Did they hear wrong?

When had a male cultivator joined the Sky Sea Pavilion with such high seniority?

Wait!

That familiar face! Li Qingru suddenly realized something, her expression turning shocked as she also knelt and bowed deeply toward Lin Xuan.

"Senior, why are you bowing?" several women asked in surprise.

Lin Xuan smiled at the Li woman: "It seems Sister Zhilan already knows who I am."

"Sister Zhilan, please forgive my stupidity. I failed to recognize you just now. When I visited the Ancestor Shrine to burn incense, I saw your ancestor’s portrait," said Li Qingru, her face showing excitement despite bowing low.

Lin Xuan had joined the Sky Sea Pavilion when she was still in the early丹 stage; much had changed since then. She couldn’t recall him clearly due to the passage of time.

At the late Separation stage, his current abilities were even more advanced based on his earlier performance. Could he be at the late Separation stage or even beyond?

"Please rise," Lin Xuan said, and several women bowed deeply in excitement.

"Enough, no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head, narrowing his eyes slightly.

"Senior," the women’s faces showed tension before relaxing as they remembered his earlier display of power against the demon army.

Though they didn’t know his exact cultivation level, he had easily killed the ancient demon leader. What else could threaten him in this world?

A red light suddenly appeared on the horizon, and Lin Xuan frowned slightly. His eyes turned silver, and after a moment, he understood what was happening.

"Her—she actually came here personally," despite the distance, Lin Xuan’s divine eye allowed him to see Rong Ying’s puzzled expression in the light. The demon trap had been obvious; they had to save them when their weakness was hit. But now that they were close to Heavenly Mist Island, no demons appeared.

Not even a trace of demon aura could be found within a hundred miles.

Rong Ying’s face showed surprise. If it was a trap, its setup was too strange.

"Eh, who is that?"

Her divine sense and eyes couldn’t compare to Lin Xuan's, but as they drew closer, she finally spotted the cultivators ahead. The other women were unremarkable, but the man in the middle

Could it be

Senior Fellow?

Rong Ying’s face showed shock; she almost thought she had misjudged. However, she had seen Lin Xuan personally over four hundred years ago and remembered him vividly.

But what shocked her most was his cultivation level. She herself was at the peak of the late Separation stage, yet she couldn’t discern anything about Lin Xuan’s strength. How could this be?

After Lin Xuan and Sister Rouyan entered the Netherworld Gate, they had disappeared without a trace, leading everyone to believe they were dead. Now it seemed that wasn’t the case.

With these thoughts in mind, Rong Ying didn’t slow down her flight but quickly approached.

"Salutations, Senior Aunt!"

The other women were taken aback before bowing deeply.

"Rise," Rong Ying gestured with a hand and then fixed her gaze on Lin Xuan. "You, you are really Senior Fellow?"

Lin Xuan smiled as he looked at Li Qingru: "It seems Sister Zhilan already knows who I am."

"Sister Zhilan, please forgive my stupidity for not recognizing you just now. When I visited the Ancestor Shrine to burn incense, I saw your ancestor’s portrait," said Rong Ying, bowing deeply despite her surprise.

Lin Xuan's smile widened as he nodded.
第两千零二十二章 剑阵

Chapter 2022: Sword Array

"Of course it's me. It has been four hundred years since we last met, and your cultivation has grown quite rapidly. You're just one step away from the middle stage of Separation and Union."

Lin Xuan smiled gently. Although his relationship with Liu Ying was not particularly deep, they had met a few times. The joy of reuniting with an old acquaintance couldn't help but show on his face.

"Uncle Senior, you flatter me too much. Compared to your extraordinary talent, my cultivation is insignificant," Liu Ying said as her spiritual sense swept over Lin Xuan, unable to discern his true strength. This left her somewhat startled.

She knew that with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array's cover, she had fought a late-stage Separation and Union ancient demon, but it was nothing like this.

Could Uncle Senior have surpassed the Separation and Union stage and entered the Profound Void realm?

But... was that possible?

After all, Tianya Hai Ge also originated from prehistoric times. Countless classics were stored within its palace, yet none mentioned human world cultivators reaching the Profound Void realm. Late-stage Separation and Union cultivators were already rare.

Profound Void?

That should have ascended to the Spirit Realm long ago.

Her heart was in turmoil, but she maintained a respectful demeanor on the surface. Regardless of whether her guess was correct or not, one thing was certain: Lin Xuan remained an existence that needed to be looked up to.

Given the unprecedented crisis facing Tianya Hai Ge today, Uncle Senior's sudden appearance here was undoubtedly a pleasant surprise.

While others were unclear about Lin Xuan’s abilities, Liu Ying knew well enough. During their conflict with the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect and Linghun Valley, if not for Lin Xuan's timely assistance and clever tactics to distract the low-rank cultivators of both sides, it would have been anyone's game.

With Uncle Senior here, everything was in his hands. Liu Ying felt immensely relieved and respectfully addressed him as a junior.

"Indeed, I eradicated those ancient demons," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Uncle Senior, our ancestor is truly majestic and formidable. He swiftly wiped out over ten thousand ancient demons in just a few moments, even the demon leader, Iron Wing Demon, also perished," Liu Ying's apprentice, Liu Qingru, couldn't help but interject.

"What? !"

Liu Ying was stunned, then she became elated. Although she had guessed that Uncle Senior was strong, she never imagined he would be so extraordinary—Iron Wing Demon had fallen to his hands as well.

"Is this... true?"

Overwhelmed by the sudden joy, Liu Ying felt a bit anxious, fearing it might just be a dream.

"Of course, it's true."

Another woman’s voice entered her ears. It was Wang Immortal who had just arrived. Although she hadn't witnessed Lin Xuan's battle with Iron Wing Demon, the scene at Linglong Valley was vivid in her mind—tens of thousands of demon troops crumbled under his sword array within a short time. A mere ten thousand ancient demons were nothing.

Hearing this brief explanation, including Liu Ying, all the female cultivators showed shock and extreme joy: "The crisis at Baxuan Pavilion has been resolved. Uncle Senior came specifically to rescue our sect. Disciples thank you."

Liu Ying knelt in a bow, and the other women quickly followed suit.

"Enough with the formalities. Let's discuss anything else later. The危机 on Immortal Isle is not yet over; let's first eliminate these ancient demons," Lin Xuan said.

"Uncle Senior has spoken wisely. Disciple will follow your instructions."

Liu Ying’s face showed a hint of shame. She had been so elated that she forgot about the safety of her sect.

What questions to ask could be discussed in detail later; the current priority was to eliminate the demon troops, or many more disciples would fall.

"Uncle Senior, shall we leave first?" Liu Ying tentatively asked.

Lin Xuan nodded: "But your遁光 is a bit slower. Let Lin stay with you."

"I thank Uncle Senior for the trouble."

Liu Ying’s face showed a bitter smile. As the Supreme Elder of Tianya Hai Ge in the human world, she was already at the top tier. But being rejected due to slow遁光 was unexpected. However, she knew that Lin Xuan had such grounds; although she didn't know if he had reached the Profound Void realm, his strength far surpassed hers.

"Let me and Uncle Senior leave first. You follow us to Tianya Hai Ge," Liu Ying instructed the other women.

"Yes, disciples respectfully see off our ancestor and wish you both victory in battle against ancient demons."

"Take care yourselves."

As Lin Xuan spoke, a sudden green glow enveloped him, wrapping Liu Ying as he flew towards Immortal Isle.

...

At the same time, at Tianya Hai Ge, Immortal Isle was surrounded by dense demon fog. From afar, it looked like dark clouds pressing down, with no other colors visible for miles. The ancient demons' might was truly formidable.

However, closer to the island, the demon fog became much lighter, replaced by vibrant colors in stark contrast. Upon closer inspection, these were sword qi, extremely sharp and numerous.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array had fully activated.

These sword qi fell like rain, with one wave after another of魔兽 falling. But they were merely cannon fodder—too many to count in the demon realm; their deaths weren't worth mourning.

With the cover of these魔兽, demon cultivators and ancient demons rushed forward as well. They were not so easily dealt with, but Tianya Hai Ge's cultivators couldn’t fully rely on the array’s protection. Thus, they charged out one after another.

In a moment, celestial swords flew across the sky while demon treasures danced. Cultivators relied on timing, location, and allies, plus the protective禁制大阵. The ancient demons, with their sheer numbers and fearless nature, fought fiercely. Various lights and demonic qi intertwined, making for an intense battle that was hard to determine a winner in the short term.

Compared to Linglong Valley, Immortal Isle's defenses were significantly stronger. However, these ancient demons weren't easily defeated either.

Soon, two Separation and Union cultivators emerged.

These fellows looked peculiar—one was engulfed in flames, continuously burning. Approaching them felt unbearable due to the intense heat; this was an炎魔 from the Fire Hell of the ancient demon realm. The other was made entirely of stone, clearly a monster from the Stone Demon tribe.

It was much taller, both being early-stage Separation and Union ancient demons.

These two were formidable right from the start, far more difficult to handle than ordinary ancient demons. While the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array had some use, its killing power was limited, only providing slight牵制 effects.

First update of the day, aiming for 9000 words today. Also, a reminder: The hundred-refined immortal webpage game has officially launched. Fellow cultivators, if you're interested!
第两千零二十三章 炎魔与石魔

The flames of the demon flared as dark red demonic energy surged out. Soon, various monstrous creatures formed—lions, tigers, dragons, and giant bats larger than humans...

These were still considered normal; more bizarre monsters that none of the present cultivators had ever seen appeared. They seemed to be unique to ancient demon realms.

Rumbling roars and sharp screams filled the air as the waves of demonic energy surged towards nearby cultivators.

The stone demon was not to be outdone, towering over normal cultivators due to its immense size. It raised fists as big as vinegar jars and pounded on its chest with great force.

Dong... Dong...

The sound was louder than a drumbeat. Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded: countless large and small meteorites plummeted from the sky.

They rained down like raindrops, enveloping the entire Island of Penglai.

Cries of agony echoed everywhere as the destructive power of these meteors was formidable; many cultivators were crushed to pieces, weakening their resolve.

Seeing an opportunity, the ancient demons charged forward with ferocity.

Close combat favored them due to their superior physical strength from innate abilities, making it advantageous for them in hand-to-hand battles against human cultivators.

However, after a month of fighting, how could the Sky and Sea Pavilion have failed to prepare?

A burst of spiritual light flashed before the sound of whizzing air filled the ears. Countless ice arrows emerged from behind the lines, shooting towards the ancient demons.

For a moment, these magical arrows decimated the demonic creatures, slowing down their offensive.

These were high-grade water element talismans, but they were wielded by mere flexible spirit period rookies.

Low-ranking cultivators lacked strength and could barely be used as cannon fodder. However, even with high-grade talismans, only a small amount of spiritual energy was needed to trigger them.

In other words, low-rank cultivators couldn't afford crystal stones, but that didn't mean they couldn't use the talismans effectively in critical moments.

Though these cultivators were not fit for cannon fodder, giving them talismans could still prove highly useful when the situation demanded it.

Of course, this was extremely costly in terms of crystal stones. However, inherited from ancient times, the Sky and Sea Pavilion had accumulated a significant amount over time. In such critical moments, they wouldn't hide their resources but instead revealed all their reserves.

Both sides suffered minor setbacks, and the battle returned to equilibrium, becoming a stalemate. Both ancient demons and cultivators continued to fall as casualties.

Demonic energy surged into the sky, making the battle incredibly brutal.

While ordinary ancient demons were blocked, two Separation Period flames and stone demons moved with ease, entering like they owned the place.

Without any same-level opponents to hold them back, the Sky and Sea Pavilion's cultivators faced a difficult time.

Soon, a tear appeared in the colorful light, allowing two Separation Period ancient demons and their followers to enter.

Nearby cultivators were alarmed and rushed to block the opening, but the ancient demons attacked with ferocity.

Around that center, within several miles, bodies littered the ground as various magical treasures and secret techniques combined to instantly kill anyone who entered this range.

However, compared to the ancient demons, the Sky and Sea Pavilion's cultivators were even more fearless. If the protective array was breached, Island Penglai would likely fall.

With no retreat, they fought with greater determination. After suffering nearly double the losses of the ancient demons, they finally managed to seal the tear.

Yet, patching up after the fact, who knew if it would work? The flames and stone demons had already entered, both at Separation Period.

Both were surprised and pleased by this outcome; even the ancient demons themselves found it unexpected.

However, unbeknownst to them, nine women stood solemnly somewhere on Island Penglai. Atop was Liu Ying's beloved disciple, a woman in traditional attire named Jing Qing.

"Senior Sister Xu, is it really correct for us to risk letting two ancient demons enter? What if the killing array fails and backfires..."

The speaker was a young girl dressed as a maiden. All nine were at the Core Formation stage.

"There are no 'ifs.' With Master not here, two Separation Period ancient demons are too difficult to block. Instead of trying to stop them all, we should lure them deeper. The ancient demons won't know that the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array is divided into two layers; compared to the outer array, the inner one's power far exceeds it by several times. By bringing in these two demons, even if they can't be killed, simply trapping them will pose no problem," said Jing Qing resolutely.

Despite her calculations being correct, she was superfluous because Lin Xuan and Liu Ying had already returned here.

The demonic energy filled the sky; there seemed to be more ancient demons here than in Linglong Valley.

"Senior Aunt."

Liu Ying's face showed hope. With her strength, she could easily break through the ancient demons' blockade, but their numbers were too staggering for her to completely annihilate them.

What could Senior Aunt do?

She had been too busy rushing that she didn't have time to say more, but at least she asked about Senior Aunt's current cultivation stage.

Lin Xuan's response confirmed her suspicions. He openly admitted he was a Daoist of the Profound Origin realm and had even visited the Spirit Realm before returning to the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Continents by chance.

Profound Origin?

Liu Ying felt excited just thinking about it, admiring him immensely. The path of immortals became increasingly difficult as one advanced. She herself struggled at the Separation Initial stage, let alone how challenging Profound Origin would be.

She eagerly awaited Lin Xuan's move to see how powerful he could become. Profound Origin cultivators had never existed in the human world since ancient times; even descriptions in texts were vague and mostly speculative. Now she would have a chance to witness it firsthand—how could she not feel excited?

The saying "hearing one's words is better than reading for ten years" held true, especially in the cultivation realm. If given the opportunity to watch a high-ranking cultivator act, one might gain insights and avoid many detours.

Faced with the overwhelming number of ancient demons, Lin Xuan did not casually release sword energy or summon blood fire ants this time.

Instead, he truly brought out his treasures because killing them in such a manner would be faster.

Lin Xuan didn't want to show off; he had no interest in纠缠于此，不如直接进入正文。面对铺天盖地的古魔，这一次，林轩没有随手释放剑气横砍竖劈，也没有放出血火蚁。

这次，他真正祭出了宝物，并非觉得对方难以对付，而是这样杀起来速度会快很多。

林轩不想摆谱儿，也没有兴趣与这些低阶古魔在这里慢慢纠缠了。
第两千零二十四章 砍瓜切菜

He waved his sleeves, and spirit grains flickered. Countless leaf-shaped talismans shot out, thin as cicada wings, in astonishing numbers—thousands of them.

These were precisely the treasures from Li Renzhen’s past. After Lin Xuan refined them, their forms had changed significantly; they now appeared semi-transparent instead of pitch black.

The Iron Feather Flying Locust Blade was originally a group attack weapon.

Following this, Lin Xuan’s hands moved rapidly, forming several hand seals in mid-air.

"Quickly!"

He pointed his finger forward.

The thin leaf-shaped blades emitted a brilliant light, then split into seven identical copies from within.

In an instant, tens of thousands of flying knives hovered around Lin Xuan, creating a terrifying sight akin to a mountain of swords.

Liu Ying, as one of the top cultivators in the human world, had seen many wonders. Yet she was still taken aback by the sheer number and the formidable spiritual energy each knife and blade aura contained—far beyond ordinary treasures.

Some ancient demons recognized the value of these treasures. However, Lin Xuan’s mere presence sent shivers down their spines; even the Great Leader was no match. Many high-ranking ancient demons were already planning to flee.

But it was too late!

Lin Xuan extended his right hand and pointed forward, uttering a weighty "斩" (cut).

A piercing sound filled the air as sharp blade auras shot out in all directions. The ancient demons hadn’t even had time to cry out before their heads were severed.

This happened so swiftly that they didn’t know how it occurred.

Crucially, not just one or two ancient demons but thousands had already met their end in this manner. Their deaths were brutal beyond description.

Liu Ying stood beside Lin Xuan and couldn’t help covering her mouth with a hand. Could this be the power of a Daoist of Profound Secrets? She felt utterly powerless to intervene.

The ancient demons were stunned; their situation was dire, worse than a crumbling army.

Lin Xuan didn't stop despite their dazed state. Surrendering wouldn't work—revenge was his goal. Countless blade auras flew about in a short time, and the demon forces were decimated within half an hour.

No ancient demons had a chance to escape. This time, Lin Xuan’s attack was cleaner than at Drifting Cloud Valley; he didn’t even need to release blood fire ants to chase them down.

Most ancient demons died without understanding what happened. The female cultivators of the Lingyun Pavilion were equally shocked.

How could this be?

One person alone had easily defeated the entire demon army with such ease.

Such a thing would never be believed unless witnessed firsthand.

Was it truly a True Immortal descending to earth?

As the demon fog was swept away, everyone’s gaze turned to Lin Xuan.

Their expressions were complex—shock, confusion, but mostly admiration. Even if they didn’t know his exact cultivation level, could he not have killed so many demons easily enough?

Most of those present were cultivators from the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, yet as a Supreme Elder, Liu Ying was overlooked. This wasn’t her disciples’ fault; Lin Xuan’s presence was too dazzling.

After some time, someone finally recognized this withered-faced fairy and hurriedly bowed: "Master Uncle, I’ve come to greet you."

Liu Ying smiled slightly. Her voice was soft but clear enough for every cultivator present to hear: "No need to bow—everyone, meet Master Lin. My ancestor has already ascended to the Spirit Realm. This time, he’s broken through the void and returned to the human world to save the Twelve States from demonic disasters."

"What? Senior Master?"

"How is this possible? Didn’t our sect not accept men?"

"Is it true that a spirit realm cultivator would return to the pre-fly-up world for the sake of the demonic disaster?"

It’s said three women can put on a show. With so many women gathered and hearing such shocking news, various whispers filled their ears.

Apart from the disciples of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion, some overseas cultivators who had come to Yizhou Island for protection were equally shocked.

"Still not trusting what I say? Why are you standing there like statues? Quickly pay respects to Master Lin," Liu Ying’s expression darkened, and her tone carried a hint of anger.

"Indeed, it is Master Lin. I saw this senior in the ancestral hall," another yuanxian cultivator recognized him before speaking.

"Correct. About four hundred years ago, a man did indeed join our sect and served as Supreme Elder."

Though times had changed over four centuries, many cultivators still recalled that long-forgotten past.

These cultivators were both surprised and delighted, rushing to pay their respects to Lin Xuan. The other cultivators, though still confused, quickly knelt in obeisance when the Supreme Elder got angry and so many fellow disciples confirmed it.

Even without considering his identity, he was a powerful cultivator, leaving no doubt. Moreover, he had saved the sect from peril by eliminating demons, making him everyone’s savior. From this perspective, bowing to him was willingly done.

"Enough of these formalities."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, a streak of light flew over and revealed a young girl in purple robes.

"Qing'er, what is it?"

"I have news for Master Uncle; the battle hasn’t ended yet. Flame Demon and Stone Demon were placed in the main hall by Senior Sister Jingqing, who intends to use the inner array," she said anxiously. They hadn’t reached a state of complete safety.

"What?" Liu Ying’s expression changed abruptly. While the inner array was more powerful, controlling it with just a few yuanxian cultivators was too risky.

"Master Uncle, let's go."

Lin Xuan’s experience was vast; though he didn’t know what had happened, there would be time to explain later. The immediate task was dealing with the demons placed in the main hall.

Liu Ying was decisive and didn’t hesitate. She bowed to Lin Xuan and led the way into the hall.

Lin Xuan followed closely behind as they entered.

Meanwhile, at Nine Swords Pavilion, intense battles continued. Located deep within Yizhou Island’s core, those inside were unaware of what was happening outside!~!
第两千零二十五章 林轩的危机感

Originally, introducing two Separation Period ancient demons here was intended to catch them in a pot. However, it turned out that the cleverness of the wise could backfire. The second layer of the Nine Palaces' Momentary Sword Array had formidable power, but precise control was beyond the capabilities of an Incarnation Soul cultivator.

Frustrating!

Xu Jingqing's face showed regret as he realized it was too late to change his course. Although the禁制had some auxiliary effects, it could not contain the two demons. The situation they faced was extremely dangerous, like a small boat in the vast ocean, always at risk of capsizing.

They knew they couldn't afford to retreat because this was the core of Yizhou Island and the location of the Nine Palaces' Momentary Sword Array's center. If it were destroyed, the entire Skyward Sea Pavilion would be left defenseless.

What consequences could arise from that? The answer was obvious.

If such a situation truly occurred, they would face no mercy. So even if they knew there was a risk of perishing, they had to hold on here.

"Ahh!"

Another scream echoed as Ma Shi'mei's shoulder gushed blood, and one arm was severed. Although no one had fallen yet, everyone was injured.

"We can't continue like this; we'll be picked off one by one. We need external aid to turn the tide," Xu Jingqing thought. He waved his sleeves and intensified his offensive while sending a sound transmission talisman silently.

However, the stone demon's face showed a sneer as it waved its hands, releasing two sword qi from his sleeves.

Boom!

The two demons that had been so arrogant were suddenly beheaded.

"What...?"

All the female cultivators were stunned. The ancient demons, who were at Separation Period, had fallen so easily into their clutches.

"The Grandmaster's divine power is truly beyond comprehension."

Liu Ying's admiring voice echoed as they finally regained their composure. Wait a moment—Grandmaster?

After Liu Ying's brief introduction, everyone was overjoyed and immediately paid their respects.

Other cultivators were not mentioned. Lin Xuan looked at the pale-faced girl in front of him; she was the Ma woman who had lost her arm. Although the bleeding had stopped, the pain was unbearable.

While not fatal, this injury would leave her permanently disabled unless she could find a new body to possess. But that would be even more disadvantageous due to the laws of nature.

Lin Xuan sighed and stretched out his hand, snapping it at his waist. An jade bottle flew out, from which he poured a divine pill.

In the human world, such injuries couldn't be restored, but in the spirit realm, they could.

"This limb restoration pill should allow your left arm to grow back within a year or half a year."

"Thank you, Grandmaster."

The Ma woman's face lit up with joy as she hurriedly bowed deeply at Lin Xuan.

"Enough. Get up."

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at the Water Sky Unity Hall. Liu Ying accompanied him closely, and several dozen other high-ranking cultivators were present, including Li Zhilan, who had advanced to the early Incarnation Soul stage but was still considered junior. Due to his old acquaintance with her, she was allowed to enter the Water Sky Unity Hall.

"Thank you for your assistance, Grandmaster. If not for you, the crisis on Yizhou Island would have lasted longer and possibly been breached by ancient demons. Our sins would be great, even in the underworld."

"Thank you, Grandmaster."

The other Incarnation Soul cultivators bowed down gracefully. Although they were several hundred-year-old cultivators, most of them looked like young women due to their cultivation methods often having anti-aging effects. Moreover, the Skyward Sea Pavilion had always been a place for female cultivators, making it one of the top experts in anti-aging techniques.

"There's no need for such formalities. Since you call me Grandmaster, I couldn't just let you die. However, this demon disaster is strange. According to logic, the human world should be a lower plane not worth the effort of ancient demons. Even true primordial deities with先天灵宝would find it difficult to open a portal here due to the laws of nature. Why are they here?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. Ancient demons must have their own purposes. To find out, he didn't hesitate to use his soul probing technique.

However, low-level ancient demons were merely cannon fodder and couldn't understand these secrets. As for those at Separation Period, they seemed to know something but had their memories sealed, rendering the soul probing ineffective.

The only possibility was that the entity sealing their memories was far more powerful than him. This wasn't surprising; portal openings weren't ordinary demon lords' work. In other words, the memories of these Separation Period beings were likely sealed by him.

This made Lin Xuan even more surprised. True primordial deities had lived for millions of years and were as formidable as scattered immortals. What could such terrifying entities gain from occupying the human world?

Since soul probing was fruitless, Lu Ying'er didn't know either. However, would there be any special intelligence at Skyward Sea Pavilion?

Unfortunately, Liu Ying's answer disappointed him: "I'm sorry, Grandmaster. We don't know either. The demons have been massacring cultivators and even ordinary people since they arrived here, clearly aiming to conquer this world. But their true purpose remains unknown."

"Yun Feng, you're in charge of contacting other fellow practitioners; tell me any news quickly."

"Yes."

The woman pointed out was a tall figure who stepped forward: "Grandmaster, we don't know the demons' goal, but wherever they conquer, they search extensively as if looking for something. More bizarrely, there are many ancient demons appearing in Youzhou, where numerous sects and families have been wiped out. You know that's where Bai Xuan Pavilion rose to prominence, but two hundred years ago, it moved to Yunzhou, abandoning its former headquarters. As a result, the cultivators there are few, with no Incarnation Soul cultivators left. They fell like a mountain of troops when faced with ancient demons. However, after they conquered Youzhou, more forces were sent, as if searching for something."

"Youzhou?"

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat. The Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces should be considered Thirteen Provinces if one insisted on being precise, but the area was too small to be considered separate.

The demons looking for something in Youzhou made Lin Xuan think of the Blue Star Sea, which he had obtained from Yanzhou.

It seemed strange that such impoverished regions could yield the most important and mysterious treasures. The jade pendant found in Xiuyue Jie and the ruins of the underground city also hinted at a significant secret there.

Originally, Lin Xuan hadn't taken this demon disaster seriously, but now, with the thought of potentially valuable items even true primordial deities coveted, the Blue Star Sea came to mind.

After all, he had obtained those treasures from Yanzhou. It was strange that such impoverished regions could yield the most important and mysterious treasures.

The more Lin Xuan thought about it, the more he felt there were significant secrets hidden in Youzhou.

Initially, he hadn't paid much attention to this demon disaster, but now, with the thought of potentially valuable items even true primordial deities coveted, he felt a sense of impending danger.
第两千零二十六章 祖师祠堂

Could those ancient buildings really be here for the Blue Star Sea?

Lin Xuan's vigilance grew as he pondered this. However, on the surface, there was no hint of anything unusual. With his deep-seated composure, it would be impossible for anyone to notice any anomaly in him.

After all, the blue star sea was his greatest secret—only Mo'er knew about it, and even YuYu and Qinxin were unaware. A strong sense of crisis formed within Lin Xuan's heart. Regardless of anything else, he must find out why this ancient demon came to the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces.

Of course, he considered the worst-case scenario. It was possible that his concerns might be unfounded, but one could never be too careful in a world filled with danger.

However, there was no rush on this matter. He could investigate the purpose of the ancient demons later. For now, Lin Xuan had another task to handle.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, he spoke slowly: "Although the demon army has retreated, the Island of Penglai is still in shambles. There are likely many things that need to be dealt with. You can go for now; I have something to discuss with Senior Apprentice Liu."

Lin Xuan's words clearly indicated that they should leave. The female cultivators below exchanged glances. Although Lin Xuan was the senior patriarch of their sect, such an overreaching command left them somewhat at a loss.

"Senior Apprentice said we can go down. Why are you still standing here?" Liu Ying asked hurriedly to avoid any conflict with Lin Xuan.

"Yes!"

The female cultivators bowed gracefully and exited one by one. The grand hall was now empty except for Lin Xuan and Liu Ying.

"Senior Apprentice, if there is anything you need to instruct me, please do so," Liu Ying said respectfully.

Lin Xuan nodded. She was indeed perceptive; he had asked other disciples to leave because he wanted to discuss something confidentially with her.

"What do you know about the origin of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array?"

"Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array's origin?"

Liu Ying frowned, feeling even more surprised. She never expected Lin Senior Apprentice to inquire about this. According to logic, since they had already ascended to the Spirit Realm, their horizons should be broader. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array was indeed significant, but in the Spirit Realm, it wasn't something extraordinary.

Why would Senior Apprentice care?

Despite her confusion, she answered truthfully.

"The origin of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array is not something I've paid much attention to. It seems that this array wasn't established when the Heavenly Sea Pavilion was founded; instead, it was set up by the 19th patriarch, Immortal Tianlan, a few ten thousand years later."

"Immortal Tianlan? Could this senior be skilled in阵法?" Lin Xuan asked with interest.

"No, Immortal Tianlan wasn't particularly adept at阵法. The exact reason is unknown to me, but there should be records in the patriarch hall," Liu Ying said apologetically.

"The patriarch hall isn't the library?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"No, the treasures in the library are mainly cultivation techniques and other extremely valuable items. The patriarch hall is different; it houses the spirit images of past patriarchs along with jade cylinders that record their lives and achievements," Liu Ying explained.

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded. "Then let me take a look."

"Don't joke around, Senior Apprentice. If you say so, of course, there are no forbidden areas in our sect for you," Liu Ying said with a smile as she waved her hand, and a flicker of fire light appeared.

Soon, an elegantly dressed woman named Xu Jingqing appeared, the senior cultivator.

"Salutations to Master, Senior Patriarch."

"Jingqing, take Senior Apprentice Lin to the patriarch hall. Do your best to fulfill any instructions he gives," Liu Ying said with a smile.

"First,"

Xu Jingqing's face showed surprise but she obediently agreed.

They then followed her to the western part of the Island of Penglai.

Soon, they arrived at a magnificent building that exuded both elegance and solemnity.

Lin Xuan had never been here before, but it was likely the patriarch hall of the Heavenly Sea Pavilion.

"Senior Patriarch, this way."

Xu Jingqing led Lin Xuan to a three-story pavilion. It was made of special spiritual wood, much harder than thousand-year-old copper. The defense of the patriarch hall naturally couldn't be weak.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over it, and he smiled in satisfaction as a small girl ran out from inside.

She was about 17 or 18 years old, not particularly beautiful but adorable with her childlike face. Her cultivation level was mid-stage Condensation Core.

"Salutations to Senior Apprentice."

Recognizing Xu Jingqing's appearance, the girl showed great surprise and bowed gracefully. Xu Jingqing was a beloved disciple of the Supreme Elder; although she wasn't the sect leader, her power was significant.

"Senior Patriarch, this young lady is in charge of guarding the patriarch hall. If you have any instructions, just tell her," Xu Jingqing said with a smile to Lin Xuan and then turned serious: "Xu Senior Apprentice, this is our patriarch, Senior Immortal Lin, an Immortal of the Profound Mystery Realm who came from the Spirit Realm to deal with demonic calamities. You must treat him well; any neglect will result in severe punishment by the Supreme Elder."

Spirit Realm cultivators?

Senior Immortals of the Profound Mystery Realm?

The girl with the childlike face was shocked. Due to the special status of the patriarch hall, someone always needed to guard it, especially since she was only at mid-stage Condensation Core. In such a significant battle, one more or less didn't matter much.

She hadn't known that the crisis on Penglai Island had been resolved until now and was shocked by Xu Jingqing's words.

Her face showed suspicion but quickly faded; how could Senior Apprentice joke about this?

She knelt before Lin Xuan and bowed deeply. However, her eyes secretly scanned his face. Indeed, she recognized him.

This girl had guarded the patriarch hall for three years, and cultivators usually have a photographic memory after studying the Five Elements Arts extensively.

Lin Xuan did join the Heavenly Sea Pavilion but not for long; he disappeared with Fairy Yuxian after entering the Netherworld Gate. However, his image was still in the patriarch hall as part of its offerings.

She recognized him now, even if she hadn't paid much attention before. With her keen eyes, she easily identified him.

It really is Senior Patriarch Lin. The girl's expression became more respectful.

Xu Jingqing then gave some instructions to the young lady and bid farewell to Lin Xuan. She had many other tasks to handle and wasn't familiar with the patriarch hall anyway, so staying here was useless.

---

The Moon Lord of the Moon Alliance donated 10,000起点 coins. Thank you, Moon Lord! I will work hard for you.

Friend also donated 10,000起点 coins. Thank you, Fellow Daoist! Please continue supporting and following the Hundred Refinements.

Additionally, the Moon has won a vote. Fellow Daoists can check their storage bags to see if there are any new monthly votes. Please support Huan Yu and投给百炼.
第两千零二十七章 天岚仙子

"Go ahead."

Lin Xuan waved his hand. There was no need to try and retain him.

"Thank you, Grandmaster."

The woman in a court dress bowed respectfully before transforming into a streak of light that flew off towards the distance. The surroundings soon fell silent as the girl with the baby face stood still, her head lowered, not daring to breathe. A grandmaster of the Core Formation realm had arrived here, and she felt quite intimidated.

Lin Xuan shook his head. He could easily guess what was going through her mind, for he too had once been a low-rank cultivator. Suddenly seeing such an advanced senior cultivator made him both fearful and eager to learn more.

To put it simply, if a high-level old monster suddenly appeared now, his feelings would be similar to hers.

"Lead the way in front of me. You needn't be afraid; just follow my instructions carefully, and I won't make things difficult for you. In fact, there will be some benefits for you." Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Yes, thank you, Grandmaster."

The girl's face lit up with joy. After all, the other party was a Core Formation realm cultivator. Even if they just took out one treasure item, it would be enough to last her a lifetime.

She hurriedly bowed and led Lin Xuan towards the ancestral hall of the grandmasters.

Lin Xuan had his own purpose for coming here as well.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword Array was something he knew about from when he was in the mortal realm. Back then, he didn't pay much attention to it, only thinking that it was a good array but not necessary for cultivation. However, later on, he changed his mind. The reason? He had obtained the middle section of the Mo Yue Clan's treasure from the Hundred Toxin Divine Lord, which turned out to be the Core Formation realm part of this array. This meant he now possessed half of the Mo Yue Immortal Technique, making it much more feasible for him to cultivate.

Who knew how long it would take before he could advance to the Spirit Separation realm?

But Lin Xuan was a man who planned his moves carefully. Even though he didn't need to worry about the rest of the cultivation techniques now, early preparation was always better.

Especially when there was an opportunity, one shouldn't let it slip away.

If the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Array in the Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion truly had anything to do with the Mo Yue Clan, perhaps there would be clues regarding the Mo Yue Immortal Technique through sacrifice.

---

He didn't need to tell Liu Ying and the others about this. It was better to rely on himself than to ask for help. Lin Xuan decided to go to the ancestral hall himself to seek out any clues.

Following the lead of that girl with the baby face, they encountered no obstacles as they quickly arrived at the ancestral hall.

Although it was called an ancestral hall, it wasn't a large hall but rather a place where all cultivators who reached the婴灵 realm from each generation could be enshrined. However, their treatment varied depending on their rank.

The元婴 cultivators of each generation were grouped together like in a family's ancestral hall, while those at the离合 realm had individual shrines and received more respect and offerings.

Following the girl's lead, Lin Xuan entered a beautifully decorated room.

Once inside, he was momentarily stunned before his expression turned to one of bemusement. The shrine enshrined here was him!

On the golden pedestal were tablets listing his name: Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion, 2379th Supreme Grandmaster Lin Xuan. Hanging on the wall behind it was a scroll painting in ink and wash depicting his likeness. His appearance and demeanor were vividly portrayed.

"Why did you bring me here?"

Lin Xuan had long known that the Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion enshrined his spirit tablet, but seeing it firsthand still felt strange.

"Of course not, Grandmaster, I beg your forgiveness," the girl was shocked and quickly knelt down. However, she also looked a bit委屈: "But you didn't say where we were going, so I thought..."

Lin Xuan scratched his head; he had made a mistake. If he hadn't been clear, anyone would have brought him here.

"I'm going to the spirit tablet of Fairy Tian Lan."

"Tian Lan Fairy?" The girl tilted her head, momentarily unable to recall which grandmaster it was.

After all, the Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion had been passed down from ancient times and now had over 2300 generations. Countless元婴 and离合 cultivators had lived through these years; even if a cultivator had an excellent memory, how could she remember every single ancestor?

"Tian Lan Fairy was the nineteenth-generation grandmaster and a cultivator of the 离合 realm," Lin Xuan sighed and gave her some guidance.

"Oh, I understand now."

The girl's face lit up. With such detailed information, there was no reason to get lost. She immediately led Lin Xuan towards the third level.

They passed through winding corridors until they arrived at a small courtyard that looked nothing like an enshrined spirit tablet place but rather like the private chamber of a noblewoman.

"Grandmaster, this is where it is."

"Hmm, stay outside and don't go in."

"Yes, Grandmaster."

The girl obediently bowed and stood still. Lin Xuan then entered the room.

Inside, the decor was ancient and elegant, far from resembling an enshrined spirit tablet place. His eyes fell on a divine inscription.

"Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion's nineteenth-generation grandmaster Tian Lan Fairy."

This was indeed her. Following that, Lin Xuan's gaze shifted to the wall behind.

Another ink-and-wash scroll painting showed a woman in white robes, looking no more than twenty-seven or eight years old, also an outstanding beauty. However, this painting didn't reveal anything extraordinary. Lin Xuan then turned his attention to the altar before him.

On it lay an jade eyeball, and inside was a brief account of her life story.

And unlike others who wrote such accounts, these were usually left by the supreme grandmaster just before their lifespan expired.

Lin Xuan picked up the jade eyeball scroll and without hesitation, sank his divine sense into it.

The first part detailed Tian Lan Fairy's life. It included how she embarked on the path of cultivation and some major events in her life. Lin Xuan skipped over these parts as they had nothing to do with what he was looking for.

He spent several hours reading before suddenly raising an eyebrow, his expression turning serious.

Sure enough, his guess was correct; the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Array did indeed have something to do with the Mo Yue Clan.

That happened when Tian Lan Fairy just recently advanced to the 离合 realm.

Even in ancient times, a cultivator of the 离合 realm would be considered top-notch. After advancing successfully, Tian Lan Fairy was elated and went out on a journey. She arrived at Tianzhou...

Tianzhou?

Lin Xuan's expression changed; during ancient times, that place had been more advanced than Yunzhou in terms of cultivation.

Later, she coincidentally saved a Mo Yue Clan shaman and exchanged cultivation insights with the tribe for some time.

What happened during this period was not mentioned in the jade eyeball scroll, but it hinted that there were connections between the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Array and the Mo Yue Clan.

"Sure enough."

Lin Xuan raised his head, his face showing signs of joy. It seemed he had guessed correctly; the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Array at the Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion was indeed related to the Mo Yue Clan.

Although Tian Lan Fairy didn't explain what happened, she did clearly state the location of the Mo Yue tribe. With time passing, perhaps there would be some remnants left there. Lin Xuan had already made up his mind; he must visit Tianzhou once.

Since he had found what he was looking for, Lin Xuan wouldn't stay here any longer. After burning a stick of incense at Tian Lan Fairy's spirit tablet, he departed gracefully.

"Grandmaster."

The girl with the baby face was still waiting outside. Seeing Lin Xuan come out, she smiled widely. Although she was curious about his purpose, she didn't dare speak casually.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a streak of red light shot out. The light dissipated to reveal a peculiar-looking throwing knife.

"You've been good. I said I would give you some benefits. Take this Fiery Blade; it's a treasure from the Spirit Realm, and its quality and power should far exceed your current treasures."

"Thank you, Grandmaster."

The girl was overjoyed. Lin Xuan waved his hand as green light enveloped him before he left the ancestral hall.

Over the next two days, Lin Xuan stayed in the Far Horizon Immortal Pavilion to wait for the second婴灵to join him.

Although he didn't know the outcome of the Pine Wind Academy, the lack of any spiritual signs meant that the little one was safe. During this time, Lin Xuan wasn't idle either; with a Core Formation realm cultivator present here, Liu Ying and the others would surely come to seek cultivation insights!~!
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Chapter 2028: The Second Yin returns

Lin Xuan was not a miser. While he didn't speak his mind without reservation, he still tried to help this woman as much as possible with non-secretive matters.

As the saying goes, hearing someone out is worth more than ten years of reading. Since the change in the laws of nature, there had been no Transcendent Realm cultivators in the human world. Such a good opportunity was not one Rong Ying would miss. Not just her, several late-stage Yin婴 also came with eager faces.

Lin Xuan did not take offense. In just two days, these women benefited greatly from his teachings. Many long-standing problems were resolved by his single words.

With such life-saving and generous treatment, the gratitude of these women was obvious. They wished he could stay forever in the Far Horizon Pavilion.

Of course, that was impossible.

Even if it was Penglai Island, let alone the entire human world, where else would Lin Xuan find something worth his attention? He had already reached the Transcendent Realm, making him merely a transient figure to the Twelve States of Heaven and Clouds.

It was mid-morning when they were in the Water Sky Unity Hall on Penglai Island. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged at the head, while nine women below focused intently as he shared his cultivation insights, not missing any word.

Among these nine, Rong Ying had reached the Separation stage, and the other eight had also advanced to late-stage Yin婴. Compared to four hundred years ago, the Far Horizon Pavilion's strength seemed more than doubled.

"Uncle Senior, when encountering a heart demon during cultivation, you can..."

Before Rong Ying could finish her sentence, a black flash suddenly shot into the hall from outside, without any prior warning. Rong Ying was startled and flicked out a bright flying knife.

However, the black flash ignored it entirely, showing no extra movements. The flying knife struck the surface but bounced off.

"What...?"

Rong Ying was alarmed, and the other women stood up abruptly. "Sit down, there's no need to be so anxious."

Lin Xuan's voice came from beside him, filled with a hint of disdain.

The respect for this uncle senior (great-grandmaster) was evident among all present as they sat back down.

The black flash shot towards Lin Xuan and vanished in a flash. A tiny, entirely black Yin婴 appeared before them, barely an inch tall, yet its features were eerily similar to Lin Xuan's.

"What...?"

Even though these women's strength was not in his eyes, their status among the human world was top-notch. The second Yin婴 had never been seen by Rong Ying, but could she have never heard of it?

Relieved, they saw that Lin Xuan had indeed split into two, with the second Yin婴 going to rescue the Pine Wind Academy.

Seeing its return brought joy, and they wanted to ask about the academy's situation. However, now was not the right time to speak.

They could only look at Lin Xuan eagerly.

As expected, a light flashed from his body as the second Yin婴 entered through his head.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began digesting the information brought back by the second Yin婴.

After what seemed like a tea break, he sighed in relief. "Uncle Senior, how is it? Has the crisis at Pine Wind Academy been resolved?"

"How can you say that, Rong Nvnci doesn't trust me to handle the ancient demons' army with my second Yin婴?" Lin Xuan said calmly.

Of course not, Uncle Senior, don't misunderstand. I have no such thoughts; it's just that I was anxious and couldn't express myself clearly," Rong Ying exclaimed, quickly explaining herself.

"Never mind, I was just joking. Uncle Senior shouldn't be so petty." A hint of smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face. "Rest assured, my second Yin婴 fulfilled its mission. The crisis at Pine Wind Academy has been resolved, and the attacking demon forces have all perished."

Hearing this, the women's faces lit up with joy. It wasn't because they had a deep bond with the Pine Wind Academy; rather, in the face of ancient demons, the Twelve States of Heaven and Clouds were united against them.

Pine Wind Academy was one of the three major forces remaining for humanity to weather the crisis, which greatly benefited the overall situation of the demon disaster. As allies, they naturally felt elated.

Before their smiles faded, Lin Xuan suddenly stood up. "The crisis on Penglai Island has been resolved, and my second Yin婴 has returned here. It's time for me to leave."

Rong Ying and the others were alarmed as he spoke. "Uncle Senior is leaving? Why not stay longer?"

According to Rong Ying’s intentions, they naturally hoped Lin Xuan would remain at the main hall of Penglai Island for a longer period. Whether it was intimidating ancient demons or guiding their cultivation—such opportunities were rare.

"I have made arrangements with Yínér and will return to Linglong Valley once the crisis is over," Lin Xuan said.

Hearing this, Rong Ying sighed. She knew well about his connection to Bái Xuān Pavilion; there was no comparison between them. Since he had clearly stated his intention to return to Linglong Valley, she could not persuade him further—doing so would be impolite.

Rong Ying bowed respectfully and said, "If that's the case, I will see you off here. If Uncle Senior has any instructions, I promise the Far Horizon Pavilion will do its best."

"Now, I don't know what they are, but rest assured, I won't abandon the Twelve States of Heaven and Clouds' calamity. When the time comes, we might meet again soon."

"Understood."

Hearing this, the women were overjoyed. Although they claimed Lin Xuan came to Penglai Island specifically to deal with ancient demons, the real reason was that his return here had been an unexpected event.

While he had helped greatly, it wasn't enough to turn the tide of the demon disaster; in fact, there was still much more needed. They feared he might abandon them if they didn’t act now. Hearing him confirm this made their faces light up with joy.

"Thank you for your great kindness and generosity. I believe all cultivators in this world will be grateful to you. If any instructions are given, the Far Horizon Pavilion will do its utmost."

Rong Ying's firm voice echoed, filled with sincerity.

Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing satisfaction. "Take care of yourselves."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan was surrounded by a bright green light and left the place.
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Compared to his journey back, Lin Xuan no longer needed to rush. However, his current strength was far beyond what it used to be. It only took him a day and night to return to Lingyun Sect.

On the way, he encountered several scattered魔族 members. Naturally, Lin Xuan did not let them go unscathed; with just a few sword qi attacks, they were obliterated into nothingness.

If you don't provoke me, I won’t provoke you. When it comes to foreign demons and monsters, there's no question of showing mercy.

When Lin Xuan returned to Lingyun Sect, the sun was just beginning to rise.

Outside the valley, everything was still in disarray, with traces of the battle from that day scattered everywhere. Of course, the bodies had been cleared away, and the remaining treasures were picked up by cultivators.

As for the broken禁制, specialized array masters were repairing them. Although the immediate danger had passed, it didn't mean the demon disaster was over.

This calamity had encompassed all twelve states of Heaven Cloud, leaving tens of thousands of low-grade ancient demons unscathed. While they couldn't be compared to a drop in the ocean, their injuries weren't negligible either.

The difficult battles were yet to come, and this temporary relief was only a respite. They needed to focus on restoring their energy as quickly as possible.

Countless cultivators were bustling about inside and outside the valley.

Lin Xuan had no intention of hiding his presence; he spoke freely with the others.

"Master, did your aid to Tianhai Pavilion go smoothly?" Lu Ying asked thoughtfully. She never showed such gentleness towards her subordinates.

"It went well."

Lin Xuan briefly recounted his experiences during this trip and then turned to Lingyun Valley: "How is Baxuan Pavilion doing?"

"Thanks to Master's efforts, everything is in good order. The injured cultivators have been properly cared for, and the damaged array formations are being repaired as quickly as possible. In recent days, many more cultivators from all directions have come to aid our sect. They were overjoyed when they heard that Lingyun Valley was no longer under threat and that the ancient demons had suffered a major defeat."

Lu Ying's words were interrupted by Liu Xin: "Indeed, especially after learning about Master, an expert of the Profound Realm in the Spirit World, who shattered the void to descend and assist. The morale of our fellow cultivators is very high."

"Oh, did they doubt such matters?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, surprised.

"Master, you jest," Wu Yun'er said with a smile. "Since it concerns so much, everyone knows that our sect would never lie. Moreover, on that day, tens of thousands witnessed your might firsthand..."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Baxuan Pavilion is doing well; I'm relieved."

"Yes, despite the heavy losses from the demon army's siege, many cultivators have joined us in recent days thanks to Master. You also bestowed so many puppets, which has greatly strengthened our sect," Lu Ying expressed her gratitude.

"By the way, where is Zheng Wei?"

Lin Xuan was concerned about his disciple Mo'er. He hadn't had a chance to ask last time; now that he had some free time, he wanted to know more.

"Xuan'er..."

The four women exchanged glances and hesitated.

"What happened? Did something untoward happen to her?" Lin Xuan's brows knitted in worry. If she were gone, it would be hard for Mo'er to bear the loss when they met again.

"No, Xuan'er is alive; she just went missing," Lu Ying sighed.

"Missing? What do you mean?"

"A century ago, before the demon calamity struck, Xuan'er was on a journey. She disappeared afterward..."

"How can you be sure that Zheng Wei didn't perish?" Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he heard this.

"Because Xuan'er left her essence core pearl behind when she went out. Master knows—anyone who perishes will shatter their essence core pearl, no matter the distance. After a century, it remains intact, so we know that Xuan'er is alive."

"Indeed."

Ye Ping'er spoke up: "We've never stopped searching for her over these years. We've covered almost all of Heaven Cloud's twelve states, but there's still no news."

"It must have been difficult."

Lin Xuan was a reasonable person. Although Baxuan Pavilion now had tens of thousands of people to mobilize, the vast area of Heaven Cloud made finding one person as hard as searching for a needle in a haystack.

"What about Hong Ling? Why haven't I seen her during this visit? Do you know where she is?"

Lin Xuan was also impressed by the stubborn cultivator. He asked out of curiosity.

"Princess Hong Ling has ascended to the Spirit World through the void," Lu Ying said.

"What?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. It wasn't unusual for an advanced-stage元婴 cultivator like Hong Ling to reach the Separation stage in just four hundred years, but ascending to the Spirit World within such a short time was extraordinary.

He had never imagined that she would shatter the void and ascend so quickly. This revelation left Lin Xuan speechless.

However, he shook his head. It wasn't impossible for an early-stage Separation cultivator to ascend; it just happened rarely.

Princess Hong Ling truly amazed him. Perhaps they might meet again in the Spirit World someday.

Seeing Master frowning in thought, the four women didn't dare disturb him and silently accompanied him.

After a long while, Lin Xuan lifted his head: "By the way, Ying'er, where is the ancient demon's main base?"

"The ancient demons' main base?" Lu Ying was taken aback. The other three women also focused their attention.

"Indeed, since I returned to Heaven Cloud by chance, it’s only right to deal with this calamity for both reason and emotion. I want to help you completely eliminate the ancient demons once and for all. However, there are too many of them; we can't kill them all in a short time. We need to target their main base first..."

"Thank you, Master," Lu Ying's expression showed gratitude: "The ancient demon's main base is in Tianzhou."

"Tianzhou?"

Lu Ying nodded: "Today, the commoners and cultivators of Tianzhou have been completely wiped out by the ancient demons. The entire state has fallen under their control..."

While Lin Xuan was discussing with the four women on how to deal with the ancient demons, chaos had already erupted at the main base in Tianzhou.

Although many ancient demons had entered through the wormhole and attacked Baxuan Pavilion, Tianhai Pavilion, and other places, they were considered elite forces. They never imagined that all of them would be completely annihilated, leaving no survivors.

Thanks to Lin Xuan's thorough extermination, it took several days for the ancient demons in Tianzhou to finally understand what had happened.

Although Tianzhou wasn't large, it was more prosperous during ancient times than Yunzhou. However, with the decline of the Luo family, it gradually became desolate.

The main reason was that most of the spiritual veins in Tianzhou were destroyed during a major battle, making it unsuitable for cultivators. But for the ancient demons, this might be beneficial; thinning out the spirit energy made them more susceptible to true demon qi.

The ancient demons had chosen Tianzhou as their main base, and the remaining cultivators and commoners had been corrupted into demons. They also planted plants from their home realm in the area.

To the west of Tianzhou, mountains stretched endlessly, with some strange buildings visible among them. The true demon qi was the thickest throughout the entire state!~!
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Looking around, one could see a group of ancient demons patrolling. In the center was a structure resembling an altar.

However, compared to ordinary altars, this building was incomprehensibly large—over a hundred feet tall—and surrounded by thousands of stone pillars of varying sizes, all emitting a dark luster.

From afar, it appeared mysterious and ancient, as if forming some kind of eerie magical array.

At the base of the altar stood a grand hall. The style was rough and ancient, and inside were gathered about a dozen ancient demons.

The number of people seemed not too many.

Among these ancient demons, none were below the Reunion Realm. Their appearances varied greatly; some looked like human cultivators, while others were even uglier and more vicious than the evil ghosts from the Netherworld.

Yet at this moment, these warlike and fierce ancient demons all showed signs of panic on their faces.

"Friend Mephisto, is the intelligence correct? The elite forces of our clan that surrounded Cloud State's three major sects have been completely wiped out. How could this be possible?" A deep voice echoed, coming from a stone giant with a face chiseled like a rock, full of disbelief.

"Yes, each of the three armies had tens of thousands of Holy Clan members, not to mention the魔兽 and those corrupted cultivators. Although the three major sects in Cloud State are quite powerful, they absolutely cannot withstand our numerous elite forces from the Holy Realm. The idea that all were wiped out is as absurd as a fairy tale," another demon with a green face and fangs spoke similarly.

"Ah, if these two friends say so, do you think this palace is lying?" A displeased voice sounded, but it was filled with allure, captivating one's heart.

A Mephisto, as its name suggests, could most easily sway minds. This was part of its innate secret technique, far more powerful than similar techniques practiced by human female cultivators.

Once trapped in their trap, they could be killed without a trace.

From the surface, this Mephisto seemed no different from a human female cultivator—wearing purple robes, with an extremely alluring figure and not particularly beautiful features. However, just looking at her, one felt an endless charm.

Despite appearing frail, the stone giant and green-faced ancient demons seemed to be slightly afraid. They hurriedly smiled as they spoke: "Friend Mephisto, don't get angry. We wouldn't doubt your word. The key is that no matter how we analyze this matter, it's too unbelievable. How could the three sects in Cloud State have such power?"

"Indeed, according to common sense, there's nothing wrong with that. But if a Transcendence Realm cultivator appeared…," Mephisto's cold voice echoed, still filled with allure.

"A Transcendence Realm cultivator is impossible. This is the human world; how could such an existence appear? A Transcendence Realm cultivator should have long ascended to the Spirit Realm and wouldn't stay here," a demon with the head of a man and body of a horse interjected, his frown deepening as he continued: "Could it be that they came from the Spirit Realm."

"Friend, you jest. The Spirit Realm is also an upper-level plane; millions of years ago, the laws of nature had already changed. The difficulty to break through the void and come here is no less than ours coming from the Holy Realm. A Transcendence Realm existence…,"

"Enough! You all stop arguing. Mephisto's words are correct. I have verified her intelligence; Ironwing, Bloodsucker, and Twinhead demons indeed suffered a complete defeat, with not even one survivor." A cold voice sounded from the highest seat. It was an ancient demon.

She looked no different from a human maiden, barely seventeen or eighteen years old, dressed in a strange manner that resembled a servant girl of a wealthy family. Her appearance wasn't particularly beautiful; she just had a refined and pretty look.

As for her cultivation level, she had only just entered the Reunion Realm, not standing out among the dozen ancient demons here. In fact, she could be considered at the bottom. After all, there were three later-stage Reunion Realm ancient demons in this hall.

However, her identity seemed significant. When she spoke, those ancient demons immediately fell silent and stood respectfully. These usually rebellious creatures now showed extremely humble expressions.

But their shocked faces couldn't be hidden. The shock of no survivors was greater than the loss of a hundred thousand Holy Clan elite forces.

"How could this be possible? With so many Holy Clan members, even if a Transcendence Realm cultivator appeared, they wouldn't all be wiped out in one strike."

However, these ancient demons only muttered to themselves. They dared to question Mephisto but would never offend the maiden sitting on the highest seat.

Although her cultivation level was just entering the Reunion Realm, she had a surprisingly significant background—she was the attendant of Ice Soul Demon Ancestor.

Even if not an intimate one, she was still a lowly servant. What did it matter? As they say, even a prime minister's door has officials of seventh rank. This saying held true in the cultivation world; even as a mere servant, she was still the attendant of Ice Soul Demon Ancestor—something these Reunion Realm ancient demons couldn't afford to offend.

"I don't know the exact situation, but the opponent shouldn't be an ordinary Transcendence Realm cultivator," the maiden said slowly.

The other ancient demons looked at each other in confusion. After a moment, Mephisto resumed speaking: "Lady Qiao Yun, what should we do? Although losing over a hundred thousand Holy Clan elite forces isn't much, a Transcendence Realm cultivator is beyond our capabilities. With such an existence here, it will be difficult for us to conquer the Twelve States of Heaven and Cloud."

"Yes!"

The other ancient demons echoed in agreement. They all knew how terrifying a Transcendence Realm existence was; they couldn't handle it. Just thinking about facing such an entity made their hearts tremble.

Ancient demons were indeed warlike, but that depended on their opponent. After all, they weren't fools; who would willingly sacrifice themselves?

"Hmph, don't panic. A Transcendence Realm cultivator? My miss will naturally deal with them. When the time comes, it won't be any different from clay figures and paper dolls. Can they overturn heaven?" The maiden seemed extremely calm, her voice filled with disdain.

"What?"

The demons below were shocked, their faces showing a mix of surprise and joy.

"Lady Qiao Yun, what did you say? Will Ice Soul Holy Ancestor descend to this realm?"

"Hmph, given my miss's status, it's impossible for the main body to come here. After all, how could she trouble herself with such a lowly human world? As one of the nine True Demon Primordial Ancestors, if she breaks through the laws of nature and forcefully descends here, the old monsters in the Spirit Realm and Netherworld will surely suspect something and interfere. This would be extremely detrimental to our mission,"!~!
第两千零三十一章 声名鹊起

"Are you saying that Lord Ice Soul will descend here in the form of a fragment of his soul?"

The ancient demon with a green face and sharp teeth spoke, his expression showing some oddness.

"How so? Don't you have any grievances or do you think my lady's fragment of her soul is not enough to deal with an Ascendant Realm cultivator?" The young woman raised her eyebrows, her voice carrying a hint of disapproval as it reached the ears.

"Of course not. Even if I had the audacity, I would never dare have such disrespectful thoughts. Lord Ice Soul is one of the nine true demons and primordial ancestors in our holy realm. His cultivation is boundless, and even his fragment of soul is incredibly powerful. How could he possibly fail to deal with a mere Ascendant Realm cultivator? Lady Qiaoyun, you must be mistaken," the ancient demon was so frightened that his face turned pale as he frantically shook his hands in defense.

If these words reached Lord Ice Soul's ears, just one glance from him would doom me to eternal damnation. How could I not clarify this clearly? Otherwise, I would die unjustly.

The other ancient demons were pleased at the misfortune of others but calmed down after hearing this news. If Lord Ice Soul was indeed going to personally descend upon the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud, then a mere Ascendant Realm cultivator wouldn't matter much.

However, the two-headed demon, iron-winged demon, and blood-liquefying demon each led their subordinates to attack the Windy Pine Academy, the Far Horizon Pavilion, and the Reverence Pavilion. Could it be that they knew in advance that Lord Ice Soul's fragment of soul would descend upon the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud, so they wanted to claim the first success before him?

Hmph, being too clever backfires. They deserve to run into an Ascendant Realm cultivator.

Although these ancient demons served under Lord Ice Soul, their relationships were not harmonious at all; there was no solid bond among them.

The survival rule in the demon realm is far more brutal than that of the spirit or human realms.

"By the way," Miss Qiaoyun instructed you before your departure. How has your mission been progressing? Have you found any leads on that item?"

All the demons shook their heads.

"Miss Qiaoyun, although this Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud is much smaller than our holy realm, it's still vast. Finding such a small item is like trying to find a needle in a haystack," the succubus sighed and stammered.

"Yes, we have tried our best, but no leads yet," the other ancient demons quickly agreed.

"Of course, I understand the difficulty, but you must hurry. Miss Qiaoyun recently urged us to complete this task. If we fail to fulfill her instructions, imagine how terrible the Ice Peak Demon Prison will be. I'm sure everyone has a clear idea of that. Once we find what she wants," my lady would certainly not let him down. With my lady's protection, even becoming a demon lord is not out of the question..."

The young woman's words made the eyes of the ancient demons gleam with hope. Promoting to a demon lord was something few true demon ancestors dared to claim, except for Lord Ice Soul.

"Miss Qiaoyun, we will do our utmost to complete this task assigned by Lord Ice Soul. Even if it means climbing a mountain of knives and boiling in oil, we must finish it."

"Indeed, Miss Qiaoyun, you can wait for good news."

The ancient demons all swore their commitment.

"Miss Qiaoyun, when will Lord Ice Soul descend upon this realm?"

"I don't know the exact time. We need to wait for my lady's instructions. But rest assured, it won't be too long. In the meantime, you can temporarily pause your attacks on the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud. After all, an Ascendant Realm cultivator is not easy to deal with. Although our holy clan has many members, there's no need to waste resources here," said the young woman.

"Understood!"

The ancient demons were overjoyed. They had no hope of facing such a formidable old monster. The young woman's words perfectly suited their desires.

In the following days, the ancient demons indeed relaxed their attacks on the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud. Meanwhile, news spread that Elder Lin Xuan from the Reverence Pavilion, who had ascended to the spirit realm centuries ago and returned to the human world to help his fellow cultivators against demonic calamities, was a true genius in cultivation.

In the spirit realm, an Ascendant Realm cultivator is already formidable; in the human world, it's unheard of. This news initially left many cultivators skeptical but soon gained credibility as more evidence emerged. The three sects' attacks were all defeated by this Lin Xuan elder, with various accounts describing his feats.

However, these accounts were exaggerated to the point of being unbelievable and vividly detailed. Stories like how a single glance from Lin Xuan caused countless monsters to vanish in an instant, or how he decapitated several demon leaders with one sword swing...

Lin Xuan was indeed powerful, but not to such an extent. Such exaggerations could be understood as so many cultivators retold the stories, naturally inflating them.

Even when Lin Xuan heard these accounts, he found them hard to believe. However, quite a few cultivators did believe it because there had never been any record of an Ascendant Realm cultivator in the human world—how strong they were could only be inferred from ancient texts, which were often vague.

In any case, due to Lin Xuan's arrival, the gloomy atmosphere across the Twelve Provinces of Heaven Cloud was lifted. Although the number of demons remained high and their losses weren't severe enough to cripple them, at least people saw hope for victory.

Since demonic calamities had struck this realm, cultivators' situations could be described as a steady retreat. Countless sects and families were destroyed, including Liuyao Palace, Spirit Manipulation Sect, and Heavenly Craft School. Although the three major forces still existed, they were merely holding on. Without Lin Xuan's timely luck, their main headquarters would have surely fallen.

Although only one person had arrived—Lin Xuan—he was able to single-handedly turn the tide and defeat the demon armies with such ferocity that they fled in disarray. This victory was indeed rare, but what mattered most was the morale boost it provided. Confidence!

With few pessimists, many cultivators believed that with this elder's help, they would surely survive the demonic calamity!
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Several months later.

In a desolate plain of Yunzhou.

"Jade Sword Qi Soaring, Talismans Flying," the magical artifacts danced through the air. Five-colored spiritual light clashed with dark demonic energy, like two fierce beasts tearing at each other in mid-air.

For a while, the spiritual light dominated, then the demonic energy surged back. The battle seemed to be evenly matched, making it difficult to determine who was winning or losing, except for the constant crackling and popping sounds that filled the air.

Clearly, this was a conflict between cultivators and ancient demons. Both sides had about a hundred people each, but they were evenly matched, making the fight all the more brutal.

Before the soul fragment of Ice Soul Demon Ancestor arrived, the demonic forces had toned down their attacks, focusing on reinforcing Tianzhou's defenses. However, this didn't mean they had abandoned the other eleven states; it just meant that their attacks weren't as fierce compared to before. The conflict between cultivators and demons never ceased.

As both sides were evenly matched, a prolonged battle would result in heavy losses for all involved—kill one thousand, lose eight hundred.

Suddenly, from afar, a brilliant light appeared, with colorful light points entering the vision.

"Damn it, they're cultivators! Retreat!"

The leading demon's divine sense swept over and instantly caused alarm. It hurriedly instructed its subordinates to retreat.

Although cultivators generally have an "it doesn't concern me" attitude, the situation in Tianyun Twelve States was different now that a demonic calamity had struck. Even unfamiliar cultivators would lend a hand if they could help their own kind fight against the demons.

With the sudden addition of hundreds of reinforcements, it wouldn't be beneficial for them to stay.

The demons weren't stupid; of course, retreat was the sensible move!

"Trying to escape now? Too late!"

The cultivators saw the distant light and grinned. They wouldn't let the demons leave easily. The sword qi intensified, making their attacks more fierce.

"Fucking bastards!"

The demons desperately tried to break free, unleashing various powerful demonic techniques. The battle instantly became several times more intense, with cries of agony echoing as they fell.

However, the demons couldn't escape because just a few breaths later, those distant cultivators joined the fray.

After a cup of tea's time:

"Thank you for your assistance; otherwise, my Lightning Sword Sect would have suffered heavy losses." The speaker was an elderly man in his fifties, but he looked vigorous. He was a late-stage condensation core cultivator, just one step away from forming an immortal embryo.

"Haha, it’s our duty," the red-faced old man on the other side said with a chuckle. "Against demons, we should stand united."

"By the way, are you also heading to Linglong Valley?"

"Yes, Baxuan Pavilion, Songfeng Academy, and Tianya Hai Pavilion jointly issued a Celestial Alliance Order. As cultivators, how could we not respond? After all, as long as ancient demons remain, there's no safe place for us in the Twelve States of Tianyun. It’s said that Senior Lin from Profound Obscure Stage is also at Linglong Valley. If I can meet him on this journey, it would be worth dying."

"Haha, our Lightning Sword Sect is the same. Although we are few and weak, we must do our part to eliminate ancient demons. We're heading to Linglong Valley as well; why don't we join forces?"

"We share the same intent. By combining our forces, our safety will increase significantly," the red-faced old man agreed.

Both sides indeed joined forces and flew towards Linglong Valley under their respective light travels.

This scene was repeated in many places of Yunzhou, with millions of cultivators flying to Linglong Valley from not just Yunzhou but Qingzhou, Lingzhou, and other regions. The major sects and families, along with formidable independent cultivators, rushed there as well.

The reason? The three major forces jointly issued the Celestial Alliance Order.

A Celestial Alliance is a union of cultivators established after the demonic calamity struck, under the advocacy of major sects and families. No one wanted to be attacked individually; thus, the alliance aimed to coordinate efforts against ancient demons.

While the intentions were good, no one had anticipated the scale of this demonic calamity. The alliance was established but proved ineffective as various forces were divided by demon hordes, leading to separate battles.

Tianzhou and Youzhou fell in succession, and other regions faced dire situations.

However, this time was different. Lin Xuan single-handedly defeated three waves of demonic armies, his Profound Obscure Stage cultivation restored the spirits of the cultivators.

Lin Xuan wasn't one to give up halfway; if he didn't know before, now that he had returned to Tianyun Twelve States, he would completely eliminate the demonic calamity. Although a Profound Obscure cultivator, he couldn't single-handedly combat the entire demonic threat.

Lin Xuan never saw himself as a savior; blind confidence was inappropriate. To deal with ancient demons from across realms required the combined strength of all Tianyun Twelve States' cultivation communities.

After consulting with Lu Ying'er and his four companions, Baxuan Pavilion took the lead in issuing the Celestial Alliance Order. However, this matter was significant, so agreement from Songfeng Academy and Tianya Hai Pavilion was necessary as well.

If it were a different time, the leaders of these three factions would have debated for a long time. But with Lin Xuan's presence, everything became straightforward.

After all, if not for his aid, both sides might already be destroyed. The two factions couldn't ignore his instructions; moreover, their support was crucial since he aimed to end the demonic calamity.

With unanimous agreement among the three factions, the Celestial Alliance Order was smoothly issued. Before that, Lin Xuan's strength had spread throughout Tianyun Twelve States.

News of a Profound Obscure cultivator leading them against ancient demons made all cultivators in the regionboiled over (boiling). Major sects and powerful independent cultivators responded enthusiastically, while even those with decent cultivation rushed to Linglong Valley. They knew that the outcome of this battle was directly related to each one of them; if they couldn't defeat the ancient demons under the guidance of this Profound Obscure senior, the realm might truly fall into demon hands.

In such a moment, self-preservation was impossible. More strength meant more chances for victory.

The large-scale action by cultivators didn't go unnoticed by the demons. They dispatched elite demonic forces to hunt down those heading to Linglong Valley while also reinforcing Tianzhou's defenses!~!
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Chapter 2034 - Lin Xuan's Hope

A storm was brewing as a great battle loomed between the ancient demons and cultivators. Both sides were amassing their forces, for this final confrontation would determine the ultimate fate of the Twelve Provinces of Tianyun—would they fall to the lower demon realm or remain safe?

No one knew.

While the morale of the cultivators had improved significantly, most still felt uneasy. After all, how much did they really know about the ancient demons' strength? Although a rumored Dao玄期 cultivator was among them, he was just one person. Could his presence truly turn the tide against such formidable foes?

Unlike the optimistic lower cultivators, many of the more seasoned元婴期 cultivators were deeply concerned.

But they couldn't show it; low spirits would demoralize their allies. The current state of affairs, where everyone was on edge but united in purpose, was precious. Without confidence, how could they face the ancient demons?

In Yanzhou, the atmosphere was equally tense. However, the Separation期 ancient demons seemed carefree. What did a single Dao玄期 cultivator matter when Ice Soul大人's spirit fragment had already arrived? They pretended to attack groups of cultivators making their way to Drifting Cloud Valley, but this was merely for show.

They wanted more cultivators to gather so that they could clash with the Celestial Race armies led by them. It would be the most efficient way to subdue the Twelve Provinces of Tianyun once and for all. The dispersal of cultivators made their task difficult; one sect or family might fall, only to have another rise in its place.

The Immortal Alliance Order was indeed a blessing. They feigned weakness, allowing Lin Xuan's Dao玄期 cultivation to temporarily flourish.

Who said ancient demons were merely ferocious fighters? They were cunning as well. They planned to lure Lin Xuan and the cultivators of Tianyun into their trap.

So far, everything seemed to be going according to plan. But only those who laugh last are truly victorious. Lin Xuan's situation was clear; he would not abandon them...

As his words hung in the air, the girls exchanged glances. His statement had a hidden meaning—could it mean…

"Lord, can you help us break through Separation期?" Lu Ying'er's eyes widened with disbelief.

The other three girls' gazes turned intense. The tension and anticipation were palpable.

"I can say that much, but I have no guarantee of success. It depends on your efforts."

"Please tell us more," Lu Ying'er said, her voice trembling. Advancing to Separation期 meant extending one's lifespan by a thousand years or more, even the chance to ascend to the Spirit Realm like Lord Lin. How could she not be nervous?

"I've calculated your situations. With some rest and cultivation techniques, you should survive another ten or so decades without issue."

The girls nodded. Ten decades might seem like an eternity for mortals, but it was nothing for them. It might not even be enough to close a single life-and-death barrier.

Ten decades were insufficient under normal circumstances, Lin Xuan knew. But with his cultivation insights and Spirit Realm elixirs...

Lu Ying'er's eyes lit up. She had forgotten the vast resources of the Spirit Realm. Countless miraculous herbs existed there. If Lord Lin came from the Spirit Realm, he must have brought some such treasures.

Seeing their excitement, Lin Xuan felt it was time to temper their hopes.

"The elixirs from the Spirit Realm are here, but remember that they can only assist; I cannot guarantee your success. The outcome depends on you."

"I understand," Lu Ying'er said brightly. "Lord Lin has taught us that cultivation relies on effort. I won't forget that. But now at least we have a glimmer of hope."

"Ha ha, it's not that much. With your efforts, there's still a 50-70% chance."

Lin Xuan's smile reassured them. Although the Eastern Sea was insignificant in the vast Spirit Realm, compared to the mortal world, its resources were invaluable. His elixirs were anything but ordinary; after refining with Blue Star Sea, their effectiveness would be even greater.

The girls' disbelief was palpable. The path of cultivation had been arduous for them. A 50% chance seemed almost impossible...

Gratitude filled their hearts, but they knew better than to express it openly. They owed Lord Lin everything and were willing to give their lives if needed.

They must advance to Separation期; otherwise, they would disappoint him. The two girls silently vowed this as Lu Xin lowered her head slightly, though she tried not to show her emotions.

With Lord Lin's help, Ying'er and Yun'er had a good chance of breaking through Separation期. Pin'er was young with an excellent Spirit Root and ample lifespan; there were no issues for her.

But she, still at the middle-stage元婴期, faced the same challenge as her sisters. Even with Lord Lin’s aid, cultivation insights, and elixirs, it would be impossible.

In the end, she alone would remain behind, sitting in meditation until her time came?

These thoughts remained unspoken. Ultimately, it was her own fault; even Lord Lin couldn't help her.

But her sorrowful expression could not escape the others' notice.

Lu Ying'er's lips moved but said nothing. She didn't know how to comfort them. The four sisters had shared a bond for centuries, and she and Lu Xin were closest. But now, there was little she could do.

The other two girls felt similarly helpless. In such moments, what could they do? Lord Lin wasn't omnipotent; facing this situation, he too might be at a loss.

Before these thoughts fully formed, Lin Xuan's voice cut through the silence: "Xin'er, don't cry."
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Liu Xin had originally been holding back her sorrow and pain, but now that Young Master had spoken out, her resolve crumbled. Though she didn't cry aloud, tears streamed down her face like pearls breaking free from a string.

"Stupid girl, why are you crying? With me here, I won't let anything happen to you," Lin Xuan's gentle voice entered her ears.

"But—but I'm only at the middle stage of the Immortal婴中期," Liu Xin knew that it was all her fault. No one could blame anyone else; if she had been even slightly more advanced, this wouldn't have happened.

"Fortunately, you are an Immortal中期 cultivator." Lin Xuan's tone changed, carrying a hint of relief: "If you were just a little lower, I would be unable to help."

"Young Master, do you mean that there is still a way for Sister Xin?" Lu Ying'er was both surprised and delighted. The other two girls also showed concern; they had lived together for centuries and didn't want Liu Xin to die alone.

While the joy was genuine, more than anything else, she was amazed. Such things were too incredible—within less than a century, turning an Immortal中期 cultivator into a Separation合 stage was simply too fantastical.

If anyone else had said this, they would have thought them mad. But Young Master had created countless miracles over the centuries; he must have some confidence in his words. The four girls all looked at him with hopeful eyes.

Lin Xuan's calm voice entered her ears: "Sister Xin is now an Immortal中期 cultivator. How long has she been held back by this bottleneck?"

"Your servant is useless; it's been over 150 years."

Liu Xin sighed. It wasn't entirely her fault—there were so few late-stage Immortals in the mortal world, and many geniuses got stuck at this bottleneck. Her own talent was mediocre to begin with.

Cultivation, cultivation—it takes both effort and opportunity.

Lin Xuan knew this well enough. For a Core Formation stage cultivator like him, an Immortal中期 bottleneck wasn't much of an obstacle.

"Don't worry; with my help, you can advance to the late stage in just half a month. However, after that, your cultivation will depend on yourself. Of course, I can provide many spirit world pills for you to train. Your spiritual power should improve quickly. With about thirty years, you might reach the peak of the late stage. Then, try breaking through to Separation合. This way, it will take Sister Ying'er and the others more time, but your chances of success will be higher—though not entirely without hope."

Lin Xuan left his words there. He could provide a lot of help, but the final result would depend on her.

Liu Xin was already overjoyed to tears. The thought that she might have avoided certain death brought immense joy.

"Thank you, Young Master for your assistance. I will remember this great kindness in my heart."

Lin Xuan said, "Enough talk between us. We mustn't delay; let me help you break through the bottleneck now."

He spoke with urgency. Why wait when he could do it right away? It was a critical moment during the demon disaster; every bit of strength she gained would increase her safety.

"I need a quiet room where the spirit energy is strong."

"Please come to my cave if you don't mind," Liu Xin blushed and said.

"Alright, lead the way." Lin Xuan had no objections.

"Yes."

Liu Xin stood up and transformed into a streak of light, leaving the Precious Tower. Lin Xuan followed closely behind.

The three girls were still in shock as they watched their backs disappear. They knew how difficult it was to advance from Immortal中期 to late stage; otherwise, Liu Xin wouldn't have been stuck at this bottleneck for so long.

But Young Master claimed he could help her break through within half a month. Their amazement was indescribable. They hoped he would succeed.

They arrived at Liu Xin's cave, which was beautifully decorated. Not all cultivators had to live in hardship; making their living quarters pleasant was perfectly acceptable.

After bathing and changing, Liu Xin followed Lin Xuan into the training room.

Alone together, Lin Xuan focused on his task, but Liu Xin felt a blush rising to her cheeks. Humans were not made of stone—some thoughts inevitably stirred within her. She didn't dare say anything; content with being by Young Master's side as a servant, what more could she hope for?

Just as she was trying to calm herself and clear her mind, Lin Xuan reached out and held her hand.

Liu Xin's heart raced.

But she felt pure spiritual energy flowing into her meridians from his palm. Lin Xuan didn't know what she was thinking; he had no distractions. He wanted to check the state of her internal spirit energy since everyone faced different challenges during cultivation, and only by understanding them could he tailor his approach.

"The spirit energy in your body is so chaotic. How can you break through the realm with such disarray? Calm yourself first and organize your spiritual energy."

Lin Xuan sounded slightly displeased. After all, this girl was an Immortal中期 cultivator; she should know that calmness was necessary before training.

"Oh," Liu Xin knew it was her overthinking. Her face turned red as disappointment mixed with a hint of shame. She quickly began to regulate her chaotic internal breath.

Half an hour later, she finally calmed down.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and several jade bottles flew out. He uncorked them, and various fragrances wafted into the air.

These were all elixirs from the spirit world that Lin Xuan had brought back; even a single one would spark intense competition in the mortal realm. But he seemed to have no qualms about handing out many of them.

Without these elixirs, even he wouldn't dare make such bold claims. Of course, just having the pills wasn't enough—during the breakthrough process, his own powerful and pure spiritual energy had to guide and assist her. Both were essential.

"First, take these pills."

"Yes."

Liu Xin took them without hesitation as they were Young Master's things.

The effects of the elixirs were quick. Within a short time, Liu Xin's face turned slightly red, sweat beads formed on her forehead, and she breathed heavily, showing signs of pain.

It was understandable—serious illnesses required strong medicine. Lin Xuan had given her powerful pills to break through the late stage in such a short time.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan didn't sit idle; he raised his hands, forming various hand seals that entered Liu Xin's meridians...
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A month later, Lin Xuan finally emerged from the secret chamber.

His face was marred by fatigue, but a hint of relief could be discerned upon closer inspection. He had boasted about his abilities earlier, yet helping this woman break through to a higher realm proved more challenging than he imagined. There were significant setbacks along the way.

Liu Xin nearly went astray during the process and even risked damaging her meridians. If it had been any other Core Formation Realm cultivator, they would have been helpless. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's wealth was vast, far beyond that of an ordinary cultivator. Still, he expended considerable effort and resources to ensure Liu Xin’s safety.

Of course, apart from the pills, some of his own primordial energy had also been depleted during this process. Reflecting on the past month, Lin Xuan felt immensely fortunate to have helped that girl advance to late-stage Core Formation Realm. It seemed he was indeed too overconfident.

Cultivation is ultimately about one's efforts and opportunities; even if he advanced to Core Formation Realm, helping lower realm cultivators progress would not be easy. Such endeavors should be avoided in the future to prevent harming oneself or others.

"Master Yan."

Lin Xuan’s thoughts were interrupted by a soft call from his ears. Upon learning that he had emerged from seclusion, Lady Lu Ying’er and two other women approached him together.

They curtsied upon seeing Lin Xuan, showing their respect for the master's kindness to them.

"Rise now!"

"Thank you, Master. By the way, where is Sister Xin?"

As she spoke, Lady Lu’s neck stretched slightly as she looked behind her.

"Yes, about Linglong Valley, how are things there? How many cultivators from all directions have gathered for the assembly?" Lin Xuan changed the subject and asked.

He approved of the Immortal Alliance Order's issuance. Even though he was a great cultivator from the upper realm, he did not dare claim that he could single-handedly eliminate the ancient calamity.

"Many cultivators from the Twelve States have arrived, including those from themonster race. After all, this demon calamity affects all living beings in this world; no one can be exempted. The exact number is still being counted, but it should be around three to four million," Wu Yun'er replied from the side.

"Three to four million."

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. It seemed that the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud had indeed mobilized their cultivation communities.

However, due to time constraints, many cultivators might not have arrived yet. Lin Xuan did not want to engage in a prolonged battle with ancient demons; a decisive victory was preferable.

"Many from themonster race have also gathered. Do you have any news about Miss Yuan?" Lin Xuan spoke slowly, his eyes revealing a hint of tenderness.

"There is no update on Miss Yuan’s whereabouts yet," Lady Wu replied. "I instructed my disciples to gather information, but they haven’t reported back."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan’s expression turned somber. According to the women, Peacock had been practicing at the Five Color Spirit Mountain until she mysteriously disappeared after the demon calamity struck.

While he tried not to worry, his concern was evident. Given Peacock's abilities, it should be possible for her to escape from a Separation Realm ancient demon if she encountered one. She had been in seclusion before Lin Xuan left, and over centuries of practice, she might have advanced to the Separation Realm.

This made her disappearance even more puzzling. Could there have been some special circumstances? As he pondered this, Lady Ye’s voice interrupted his thoughts: "Master, you shouldn’t worry too much. I heard a rumor from a servant that cannot be verified."

"Tell me," Lin Xuan became interested.

"I overheard it by chance. You know, the ancient demon has completely occupied Tianzhou, but not all cultivators there perished. Some managed to escape before the fall of the region… I met a small cultivation family who claimed they had seen Miss Yuan’s presence in Tianzhou."

"Peacock went to Tianzhou? Are you sure?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"This can’t be verified, but based on their description of the woman's appearance, it is highly likely that she is Miss Yuan," Lady Ye said.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. While he felt less worried, he became more puzzled about why Yuan had gone to Tianzhou. However, there was no point in speculating further; he needed to find out where his wife was. For now, he had other pressing matters to attend to.

He would not act on rumors without proper investigation. Rushing to Tianzhou based on such half-baked information would be immature and impulsive.

Lin Xuan had been cultivating for so long that he couldn’t afford such mistakes.

Taking a deep breath, he calmed his mind.

"Ying’er, prepare me a residence; I need to enter seclusion for a while."

"Seclusion?"

Lady Lu Ying’er was stunned. While she always followed her master’s instructions, this request seemed overly extravagant from any angle. The other two women shared similar expressions—why would he want to seclude himself at such a critical time?

"Rest assured; I just need to handle some minor issues. It should only take about two months," Lin Xuan explained.

"Oh, that makes sense."

Lady Lu combed her hair and realized she had misunderstood: "If you don’t mind, Master can use my residence. The environment in Linglong Valley is excellent, with good qi and seclusion."

"Leave it to me."

Lin Xuan was not a fussy person; he agreed without hesitation.

After chatting briefly with the women, Lin Xuan left.

Half an hour later, he arrived at Lady Lu’s residence.

The interior differed from Liu Xin's, lacking the elaborate decorations but still tastefully arranged. He went straight to the training room and sat cross-legged.

He took out a spirit pill from his pocket and swallowed it, helping Lady Lu break through her bottleneck. Although some of his own primordial energy was expended, he knew he needed to recover before the battle. However, seclusion was not primarily for that purpose.

Rather, there were other intentions behind this decision: to fully repair the Demon Bond Sword.

While Lin Xuan felt confident in his abilities and power, leading both human andmonster race against ancient demons would be a challenge. He wanted an extra advantage. Repairing the Demon Bond Sword was a quick and effective solution.

This sword had been with him for centuries; its true power was well known to him. A broken sword could already serve as a formidable weapon, but if fully repaired, it would likely become even more powerful.

Lin Xuan felt a mix of anticipation and satisfaction.

First, he needed to recover his primordial energy. After three days of cultivation and taking medicine, Lin Xuan’s primordial energy was restored to its original state when he broke through for Lady Lu.

Using the inner vision technique, he checked his meridians and dantian. Satisfied with what he saw, he reached out and lightly tapped his waist. A flash of light revealed two items.

The most noticeable was the Demon Bond Sword, which hovered beside him, albeit broken but still exuding vitality. It was a true divine treasure; no ordinary item could have such power.

The other item was an oval-shaped jade box from the Nine Immortal Palace. Lin Xuan examined it for a moment and flicked his fingers, opening the lid to reveal half of another identical broken sword. Clearly, they came from the same source.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but smirk. While he knew some alchemy techniques, repairing such a divine treasure was beyond him. However, rejoining two halves of a broken sword seemed within his capabilities.

After examining both pieces for a moment, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and green light enveloped the area, revealing various bottles and jars. There was also an alchemical furnace.

While rejoining the sword was simpler, auxiliary materials were still necessary.
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Chapter 2036: New Sword出炉

The materials he had were mostly from the Spirit Realm, and any one of them could spark a frenzied competition among cultivators in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud.

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over these materials, muttering to himself. "With these materials as support, it should be sufficient."

However, his tone carried an uncertain undertone. After all, something like the Heavenly Treasure was considered a divine object that defied nature. Even just reattaching the broken sword would require rare and precious materials far beyond those needed for ordinary magical artifacts.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's wealth was vast. His pouch still contained many treasures, so even if he lacked anything, he could find substitutes.

Lin Xuan sat in silence for a moment, adjusting his mind and spirit to their best state.

Then, he clasped his hands, forming a mystical seal, and raised his right hand, pointing forward with a sharp flick.

A green light flashed, enveloping the small tripod as it slowly rose into the air.

Next, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, sending out a streak of emerald flames. This was the infant fire he had cultivated for nearly a thousand years, warming up the tripod first.

Unlike when making pills, the flames flickered and changed color, not just enveloping the tripod but also the entire body of it, with the colors shifting unpredictably.

Earth, Metal, Water, Fire, Wood!

Lin Xuan's spirit root’s attributes aside, he could control and use the Five Elements. Over time, his infant fire gained these elemental properties as well.

The preheating took about half an hour.

Then Lin Xuan raised his right hand, pointing forward with a flick.

Puff…

The tripod lid flew up, spinning before floating in mid-air.

Lin Xuan's left hand wasn't idle either. He grabbed and shook the lid off a jade box on the ground, revealing a layer of white powder inside.

It looked like crushed pearls.

Of course, its actual value was incomparable; it was made from the powdered remains of a妖兽 (monster) at the Separation Stage, with traces of true spirit blood. Although extremely thin, this was already quite rare.

This single box of powdered妖丹 (monster's essence) could be worth as much as a mid-rank sect’s accumulation over a thousand years.

Lin Xuan was not stingy and tossed all of it into the tripod furnace.

Whoosh…

The flames roared to life, spreading an odd fragrance. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with sharpness, but he didn't make any extra movements. The two broken sword pieces floated up.

"Combine!"

With a sharp command from Lin Xuan, the two broken swords fused together. Lin Xuan flipped his hand, and a bright flame appeared.

Four-color glass seemed mysterious.

Of course, it was the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

If not for his mastery of this secret technique, Lin Xuan would have had no confidence in repairing the Magic Fate Sword. The requirements for refining tools with flames were often extremely high, let alone Heavenly Treasures where even the infant fire at the Profound Stage wouldn't suffice.

Lin Xuan raised both hands, forming one mystical seal after another. The four-color glass flame flickered and changed shape.

The process took three days and nights of intense heating.

Finally, a molten state appeared on the edge of the broken sword.

Lin Xuan was elated as he took deep breaths. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire became even more brilliant. Then, he waved his sleeve, causing ripples in space. A series of light flashes appeared before him.

These lights flickered and transformed into arms like lotus stems, opening jars and adding various materials to the tripod furnace one by one.

Though this process seemed simple, it required precise timing and order; a single mistake could undo all progress.

Despite his outward calm, Lin Xuan was somewhat tense. Although he was wealthy, if these materials were wasted, it would be difficult to gather them again.

As more materials were added, the fragrance grew stronger, spreading from the tripod furnace. While this aroma might not benefit one's body, as a Profound Stage cultivator, Lin Xuan could ignore its effects.

After over two weeks, all the materials finally dissolved.

The lid opened, revealing milky white liquid that looked like ancient stone stalactites. The fragrance grew even stronger.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan flicked his finger forward, enveloping the broken swords in spiritual light as they fell into the tripod furnace. The lid flashed and spun back to its place on top of the furnace.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan raised his head, silver light emanating from his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

This secret technique not only revealed illusions and restrictions but also allowed for clear vision through obstacles like mountains. Using this technique, Lin Xuan could see how well the Magic Fate Sword was being repaired. This was because Lin Xuan had mastered multiple incredible techniques; otherwise, another cultivator with similar skills would be unable to perform it.

Time passed day by day.

Two months seemed short to ordinary people but were mere blinks for cultivators.

One day, a clear sound echoed from the tripod furnace.

It wasn't like the roar of dragons or phoenixes, yet it was incredibly high-pitched and filled with an imposing aura.

No… not just one. It sounded as if several spirit beasts were calling simultaneously before merging into one.

Despite constantly monitoring the furnace, Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise at this moment.

At that exact moment, several beams of light suddenly burst from the furnace, shielding his divine sense and even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

However, amidst shock, Lin Xuan felt joy.

In times like these, treasures often appeared. This repaired Magic Fate Sword seemed to be even better than expected.

Lin Xuan's expression turned hopeful as he waved his sleeve, opening the lid of the furnace, and the surrounding flames flew back into his sleeves.

Boom!

A surging surge of spiritual energy erupted from the tripod furnace.

Actually, four streams.

The white was metal, green was wood, blue was water, red was fire…

Though not all five elements were present, earth was missing.

Then, these four streams of energy converged. The entire practice room began to crumble.

But Lin Xuan didn't care about that at the moment.

Clear sounds and powerful roars filled his vision as four massive spirit beast shadows appeared.

Despite their differences, each had a noble or rebellious aura emanating from them…
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"Ah!"

Lin Xuan scanned the four ghostly figures before his eyes, and his expression drastically changed.

The Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise—these were indeed the legendary Four Sacred Beasts.

Four Virtuous and Four Malevolent Spirits. Even for cultivators, let alone ordinary people, these creatures were well-known in folk tales. The Azure Dragon governed wood, the White Tiger metal, the Vermilion Bird fire, and the Black Tortoise water. Among the True Spirit Rank beings, they ranked among the top strongholds, far surpassing those like True Gold Pill.

Lin Xuan's face couldn't help showing astonishment. Four ghostly figures had actually appeared! Could it be that this Magic Fate Blade was somehow related to the legendary Azure Dragon and White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and waved it towards the front. However, at this moment, an unexpected scene unfolded. Like a whale sucking water, as if myriad streams converging into one sea, a vortex appeared within the cauldron. The four ghostly figures were sucked back inside.

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his life, but he couldn't help showing surprise again. This was truly a series of shocks. Could it be that this Magic Fate Blade was actually an innate divine treasure?

This thought stirred Lin Xuan's emotions, and his expression became excited.

After all, while both were divine treasures, the origins and power of innate versus acquired divine treasures differed greatly.

The so-called divine treasures people often spoke about were usually acquired ones. Lin Xuan spent a month or so to fully comprehend the new Treasure Formula. He couldn't say it was effortless, but he could now drive the treasure with ease. The power of this treasure far exceeded his expectations, leaving him extremely satisfied.

It was time for him to emerge from seclusion. Compared to his initial plans, he had spent an additional month. Whether it was the girls or those distant cultivators, they must be eager to see their master.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were interrupted by a commotion outside. According to his guess, there were already over eight million cultivators and demons gathered in Linglong Valley. While most of them didn't need food or shelter, so many people would inevitably lead to conflicts among various factions—sects, families, and independents on the human side; and even more complex among the demons.

This caused headaches for the girls. However, what troubled them even more were the endless rumors about Lin Xuan's absence. Some claimed that there was no True Spirit cultivator at all, and everything was just a performance by Baxuan Pavilion to expand their influence…

As time passed, more and more cultivators believed these rumors.

Without the support of Fengfeng Academy and Tianya Hage, they would have been drowned in gossip. Even with this support, things were becoming increasingly difficult. While humans could rely on the combined power of the three major sects to suppress rumors, demons didn't buy into it. The pressure from them grew with each passing day.

The girls were discussing these matters inside Linglong Tower when two more people joined—Land Yinglei and a man and woman.

The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, with an absolutely stunning face on the left side but a dried-up appearance like bark on the right. She was none other than the Supreme Elder of Tianya Hage, Dry Face Fairy, Liu Ying.

On the right stood a white-bearded and white-mustached cultivator who looked over seventy but still appeared energetic. This was an old monster at the Separation and Union realm. Although Fengfeng Academy only had one Separation and Union cultivator—Wang Tinglou—the current Wang Xiaolou was also at that stage, leading his elite disciples to Linglong Valley.

"Basically, it's like this," Land Yinglei said with a sigh. "The old monster, Black Dragon King, caused the most trouble. He is a mid-stage Separation and Union demon. After the death of Ten Thousand Dragon King, he became the top demon expert, renaming his valley to Black Dragon Valley. His strength isn't inferior to that of the three major sects."

Wu Yun'er's voice was filled with anxiety as she continued, "The old monster is just a short-sighted fool. He wants to seize this alliance meeting and become the dominant force in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud Realm."

Liu Ying analyzed coldly, "Fairy Lady's analysis is correct. But that old monster is just daydreaming. With Senior Lin here, what does he matter?"

Wang Xiaolou chimed in, "Young Master said he would emerge after two months. He has already exceeded the time limit and might have encountered some trouble."

"Master said he would come out after two months, but it's been longer than that," Land Yinglei's face was filled with anxiety. "The reason is unknown, and we can't disturb him."

Hearing this, Liu Ying and Wang Xiaolou exchanged glances, equally helpless. Land Yinglei was right; they couldn't just go against Lin Xuan's wishes.

What should they do?

Everyone was speechless as they stood there in silence. Suddenly, a commotion caught their attention.

Land Yinglei frowned as she heard the noise. Linglong Tower was Baxuan Pavilion's most important building, and she had already forbidden anyone from disturbing it without permission. However, this rule was repeatedly broken—last time, an envoy sought help, which could be excused; but what about now?

Damn it! They treated our restricted area like a market where cats and dogs could come and go as they pleased.

Just as Land Yinglei was about to get angry, a loud bang echoed. The seventh floor door of Linglong Tower had been forcibly torn off by someone.

Several cultivators guarding outside were also flung into the hall, spewing blood. Even if they didn't die, their injuries would take time to heal.

"What...?"

Land Yinglei stood up abruptly. The other three girls' faces turned pale with anger. This kind of humiliation was no different from a slap in the face. Who dared treat Baxuan Pavilion so disrespectfully?
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Hmph!

If not for the nearly eight million cultivators stationed outside the valley, the four women would have thought it was an ancient demon.

Such a situation had never happened since the establishment of Ruyan Pavilion. Truly, this was beyond endurance.

Liu Ying and Kang Xiaoru were both seasoned individuals who witnessed great events. At that moment, they were equally stunned. Even they wouldn't dare to act like this in Ruyan Pavilion—who would dare to make a mortal enemy out of the Ruyan Pavilion?

However, as guests, they naturally wouldn't show any reaction for now.

Let's just observe and see how things unfold.

The entire process seemed complicated but was actually completed in an instant.

Lu Ying'er hadn’t even had time to get angry or ask questions when she heard a loud, arrogant laugh.

"Wahaha..."

That voice was extremely boastful and artificial. It was clearly intentional.

Lu Ying'er frowned again but remained calm.

Ruyan Pavilion's development today was inseparable from her clever tactics, and her ability to remain calm in the face of adversity was one of her key strengths. Everyone knew that impulsiveness could be disastrous, yet few could maintain composure when faced with sudden changes.

But at least Lu Ying'er was among those who could.

Initially, she had been genuinely infuriated by the other party's provocations.

However, his artificial laughter was unnecessary and only served to calm her down.

She raised her jade hand to stop her three sisters from scolding. Her eyes narrowed as she looked towards the door, though no sound escaped her lips, a dangerous glint flickered in her eyes.

Calmness didn’t mean submission; it meant better preparation. Ruyan Pavilion was one of the last major forces among humans, and they would never tolerate any humiliation from anyone, even without their master.

Anyone who dared to face Ruyan Pavilion must pay a price.

Lu Ying'er thought this as she kept her expression neutral, which the newcomer misinterpreted as weakness.

On his face, there was an air of triumph. Aside from that, he was arrogant and domineering.

It was a ten-meter-long dragon, completely black like ink, emitting terrifying pressure towards Ruyan Pavilion's four members.

Of course, he didn't intend to use his hands; instead, he wanted to give Lu Ying'er and the others a taste of their own medicine. This was an old monster from the late stage of the Separation Formation Realm, whose identity was about to be revealed—just like the six people in the hall had mentioned earlier: the top expert among themonster race.

The Black Dragon King of the Ink Dragon Valley had arrived.

Originally, he wasn’t a prominent figure. Since the fall of the Ten Thousand Dragons King at the Netherworld Gate, he had become the king of the mountain when the tiger was gone and the monkey took over.

However, compared to the old and wise Ten Thousand Dragons King, this Black Dragon King, despite his title difference, was simple-minded and physically strong. He had ambition but couldn’t be considered a true leader; at most, he was just a fool with grand ambitions.

This kind of person especially liked to believe in their own superiority.

He had long desired to become the Immortal Grove Alliance Lord of the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud, but always lacked an opportunity. This time, receiving the Immortal Grove Order made his thoughts active. However, the legends about Lin Xuan kept him from acting rashly; after all, no matter how foolish and self-important he was, he wouldn’t think he could challenge a Core Formation cultivator.

Otherwise, that would be arrogance turned into madness.

Regardless, these foreign demons were common enemies of both human andmonster race. Thus, he brought his followers here.

This kind of thing couldn't fall behind; otherwise, other cultivators andmonster racewould look down on him.

However, something unexpected happened. For months, the great cultivator they had boasted about hadn’t shown up at all, even giving an excuse to seclude himself.

Wasn’t this ridiculous? The Immortal Grove Order was already issued.

At such a critical moment, he went into seclusion. Such reasons could only deceive those ignorant ones. As for him, the Black Dragon King, he would never believe it.

Many cultivators andmonster racewere doubtful, but everyone was worried.

However, the Black Dragon King was different; this guy was actually happy instead of anxious.

After all, four hundred years ago when the Netherworld Gate opened, a large number of human andmonster racehigh-ranking experts had fallen. He was one of the few survivors from the late Separation Formation Realm, and he was an advanced cultivator with the bloodline of a celestial beast. To be frank, not only was he the top expert among themonster race, but if placed in the human realm, he might also be hard to match.

The cultivation world respected strength. If his judgment was correct, that so-called Core Formation cultivator didn’t exist at all.

Otherwise, why fear a mere mortal?

Moreover, it wasn't the age of antiquity; the laws of heaven and earth had already changed.

Core Formation, how could they shatter the void to come into this world? If such a thing were possible, ancient demon armies would have long contained Core Formation cultivators.

He had repeatedly reasoned that his judgment was undoubtedly correct. Ruyan Pavilion's actions today were a case of cleverness backfiring; he would be setting himself up for punishment. As soon as the time came to prove Lin Xuan’s nonexistence, he could take advantage and ascend to the position of Immortal Grove Alliance Lord.

Of course, the three major sects weren’t easy to deal with. The Pine Wind Academy and the Boundless Sea Pavilion were clearly aligned with Ruyan Pavilion.

To make them submit, he had to be more assertive. After much thought, the Black Dragon King decided to storm Linglong Valley first, giving a taste of his power to the three major sects.

Whether or not this was foolish, the old man believed it was the best plan.

Thus, today's scene unfolded.

But no matter how simple-minded and ambitious he was, as an advanced late-stage Separation Formation cultivator, that couldn’t be denied.

That spiritual pressure naturally wasn't trivial; like a surging tide, it crashed towards the four women.

If ordinary Core Formation cultivators were present, they would definitely struggle to withstand it. They might suffer serious injuries or look foolish, but their goal was clear: to make a big fuss and gain the position of Immortal Grove Alliance Lord.

All or nothing, the Black Dragon King wasn’t one to hesitate. From this perspective, he had his merits.

Kang Xiaoru still looked doubtful, but Liu Ying couldn't let the four women suffer in front of her. Regardless of their long-standing relationship with Ruyan Pavilion, if Lin Senior Apprentice Brother found out, it would reflect poorly on him.

As they say, when monks don’t look after each other, they should at least respect Buddha. For this reason alone, she had to help them.

Liu Ying was only an early-stage Separation Formation cultivator; in terms of cultivation realm, she was one level below the Black Dragon King. But since he wasn't really using his hands and just wanted to give the four women a taste of their own medicine, Liu Ying could handle it without much difficulty!~!
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The woman waved her jade hand, and no light flashed. Instead, a gentle breeze swept out, dissipating the oppressive aura that seemed like the roar of a stormy sea.

"Thank you, Sister," Lu Ying'er nodded to Liu Ying. Despite their difference in cultivation levels, she was not a junior; they always treated each other as equals.

Liu Ying smiled and did not waste time on pleasantries. The six people turned their heads towards Mo Jiao Wang, especially the four Pavilion Masters of Bai Xuan Pavilion, whose expressions were almost frozen with shock.

Mo Jiao Wang had expected to intimidate Liu Ying but was now left speechless. He let out a loud laugh as he transformed from his human form into a massive dragon in the grand hall.

Regardless of how much he mocked her internally, Mo Jiao Wang's appearance was indeed impressive. His armor was dark and black, with a luster like that of hellish gems. He had a mosquito-like head and a human body, holding an enormous axe in his left hand. The axe bore intricate talisman carvings, indicating its non-trivial nature.

In the eyes of ordinary cultivators, this was nothing but scrap metal to Lin Xuan's eyes. But behind the armor, a crimson cloak fluttered in the wind, adding to Mo Jiao Wang's imposing presence.

"Is... what is going on here?"

The cultivators exchanged glances, speechless at his antics. After several breaths, Lu Ying'er sighed but her expression remained icy: "Mo Jiao Wang, what is your intention? What did we do wrong in Bai Xuan Pavilion that you would forcefully intrude and injure our disciples? Why are you doing this? Do you not respect the power of our sect?"

"Hmph. Young Miss Lu, stop talking nonsense," Mo Jiao Wang's expression was disdainful. "Your friend has no logic. Although Ying'er's sister’s cultivation is low, she is the master of Bai Xuan Pavilion, a highly respected figure in the cultivation world."

Liu Ying ran her fingers through her hair and spoke clearly: “Friend, your words are without merit. While Ying'er’s sister may have lower cultivation, as the head of Bai Xuan Pavilion, she wields great power and influence. You should not underestimate her.”

Mo Jiao Wang's face showed a hint of anger but he did not argue with the withered-faced fairy. His goal was to subdue Bai Xuan Pavilion; he did not want to divide his attention. The three sects were united in their fate, so as long as he became the leader of the Immortal Forest Alliance, they would bow to him eventually.

"Mo Jiao Wang, what do you intend by coming here? Although you are at the Separation and Union stage, my Bai Xuan Pavilion is not afraid. If you wish to provoke trouble, just come out with it. No matter how many schemes you have, we will take them all on," Lu Ying'er was a shrewd woman who did not want to weaken her sect's reputation. Facing Mo Jiao Wang before, she might have had to endure his provocations, but now that Young Master was here, there was nothing to fear.

Separation and Union?

That was just a joke for Young Master; it was mere ants in his eyes.

Lu Ying'er spoke without any reservations. Mo Jiao Wang's expression turned dumbfounded as he did not expect this response. He had dealt with her before, but she never acted arrogant or domineering. Why now? Was she on drugs?

According to logic, he should have exploded with anger at such a strong stance. However, his mission was to make Bai Xuan Pavilion submit, not seek revenge. If he tore down the facade, it would be detrimental. Bai Xuan Pavilion was no soft target; they could not be easily manipulated.

Mo Jiao Wang knew that killing one thousand enemies and losing eight hundred was not a wise move, even in extraordinary times like the current disaster. He did not want to turn this into an all-out conflict with such a formidable opponent.

Despite not fearing enmity, he did not want to turn it into outright hostility.

Mo Jiao Wang was momentarily stunned by her words but quickly recovered. His goal was for Bai Xuan Pavilion to submit; he had exposed the lies of the Core Formation cultivators. Why hadn't they begged for mercy? Instead, his authority seemed diminished.

Wasn’t this the opposite of what he wanted?

Mo Jiao Wang's expression turned grim as he thought about it: "Wench, stop being insolent here. If you anger me, I will destroy your Bai Xuan Pavilion."

To avoid appearing weaker in terms of presence, he began with some empty talk before getting to the point: "I came here today for an important matter. I ask, where is that senior Lin?"

"Of course, it's in Linglong Valley," Lu Ying'er frowned, puzzled by his persistence on this question. Had he come all this way just to confirm something so obvious?

Despite her shock, she remained calm. Regardless of what Mo Jiao Wang wanted, she would deal with it as it came. With Young Master here, there was nothing to fear.

Other three girls did not speak, following Lu Ying'er's lead.

"Hmph, Linglong Valley. After all this time, why hasn't that so-called senior Lin appeared?"

"I have already explained clearly; Young Master is in seclusion for some reason," Lu Ying'er said calmly.

Mo Jiao Wang laughed loudly: "Do you think I am a fool or someone with low intelligence? Can you deceive me like a three-year-old child?"
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"Friend, what do you mean by that?"

"What do I mean?" Master Black Dragon's expression was extremely cold. "What period is it now? Eight million fellow cultivators gathered at Linglong Valley because they received the Immortal Alliance Order from the monkeys. They all came here after traveling great distances and enduring countless hardships, but he remains silent and just leaves them here. When can't he retreat into seclusion? Why does he pick this moment to claim that I won't believe your lies?"

"If you insist on saying such things, then this Pavilion Master has nothing more to say. In any case, everything I said is the truth, without a single iota of falsehood. Whether or not you believe it is up to you. Besides, what meaning does deceiving fellow cultivators have?" 6 Ying'er sighed; such a verbal sparring match was rather boring.

"Meaning," heh, if I don't know, you're trying to take this opportunity to strengthen the Pavilion of Reverence while treating millions of fellow cultivators like fools. Truly despicable!"

"Master Black Dragon, do not speak nonsense here. What my sister says is true; I can vouch for them." Liu Ying spoke up from the side. She was naturally protecting the Pavilion of Reverence because of Lin Xuan.

"No, I can too," Kang Xiaoru's voice also reached their ears. The three major sects were now in a situation where they would rise or fall together. Moreover, helping the Pavilion of Reverence might even bring some benefits from that Senior Lin. Such mutually beneficial actions, why not?

"Hmph, you two?" A trace of disdain flashed across Master Black Dragon's face. "You're just a bunch of conspirators. How can I believe what you say?"

"Get…," Liu Ying's expression turned angry but quickly calmed down. Master Black Dragon was no ordinary opponent; he was merely a fool. Arguing with him would be pointless.

Senior Lin was truly in Linglong Valley. The other party was making unreasonable demands here. Could there still be any good outcome?

With this thought, Liu Ying's mood also eased, and she even wore a slight smile on her face as she waited to see the drama unfold.

As for Kang Xiaoru, he was a cunning old fox. What could he possibly get angry about with such a fool? He had his eyes half-open and appeared ready to fall asleep.

However, as the host, 6 Ying'er couldn't ignore the other party's provocation.

"Master Black Dragon, what do you intend?" This woman spoke in a stern voice.

"It's simple. Either bring out that nonexistent Senior Lin, or leave here and apologize to eight million fellow cultivators for your mistake."

Master Black Dragon said this, making it sound like a reasonable demand. However, admitting fault by apologizing and offering tea implied acknowledging the lie behind his Immortal Alliance Order.

Although the cultivation world was full of deceit and cunning, such behavior was unacceptable in critical moments when millions of fellow cultivators were at stake. Master Black Dragon would only make things worse if he tried to stir up trouble. Even if the Pavilion of Reverence wasn't destroyed by enraged cultivators or beasts, it would be hard for them to survive in the Twelve States.

The Wind Resonance Academy and the Boundless Sea Pavilion, as responders, would also fare no better.

Thus, the three major forces were effectively neutralized.

Their actions were despicable, using a scorched earth strategy.

Unfortunately, their plan was not well-executed.

Even 6 Ying'er, Liu Ying, and Kang Xiaoru, who were experienced veterans, had seen through it. Once they saw through it, how could they fall into the trap again?

No matter how cunning your plot is, once it's exposed, it becomes useless.

Of course, if he used a legitimate strategy, that would be another story.

However, despite his considerable strength, his ambitions were too grand for his abilities. With such intelligence, how could he come up with a legitimate plan?

"If this Pavilion Master does not do so?" 6 Ying'er said with a smile. "What can you do?"

"I will tear down your Pavilion of Reverence," Master Black Dragon roared.

Actually, the situation had already deviated significantly from his original expectations. However, once he started, there was no turning back for Master Black Dragon.

The principle was to lose in battle but not in spirit.

This fellow valued face too much.

But before he could finish speaking, a cold laugh sounded in their ears: "Friend, you really think you can tear down the Pavilion of Reverence? What are you, worthy of such arrogance? Dare say it again in front of me?"

The voice seemed to come from far away but was clearly heard. A figure then appeared in their line of sight.

His appearance was very sudden, as if he had used some spatial secret technique. However, 6 Ying'er and the others all showed great joy: "Young Master, you have returned from seclusion?"

Liu Ying's reaction wasn't slow either; she quickly stood up and bowed to Lin Xuan. "Niece pays respects to Senior."

"Thank you for your great kindness. Your rescue of Wind Resonance Academy is something I will never forget," Kang Xiaoru's grateful voice echoed, as he paid a grand bow to Lin Xuan.

He knew the power of this Senior Lin well; with just a Second Stage Outer Core body, he could kill tens of thousands of ancient demons and save Wind Resonance Academy from dire straits. What could his true form be capable of?

Such a senior was not only greatly beneficial but even if there were no ties, they should still try to be friendly.

"Enough!"

Lin Xuan waved his hand. Then, he narrowed his eyes and looked at Master Black Dragon in front of him.

A mid-stage Separation Realm cultivator was already formidable enough in the human world. Correctly speaking, it was a top-tier existence. But in Lin Xuan's eyes, he was nothing but an ant!

Lin Xuan was very protective. In fact, he had arrived earlier and hid on one side to understand the situation.

The other party actually dared to plot against the Pavilion of Reverence, and such despicable actions. What did he have to be polite about? Lin Xuan wasn't a good man or a believer; if others didn't offend him, he wouldn't offend them either. Since Master Black Dragon had dared to provoke him, he would make him pay a heavy price.

A dangerous glint flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as Master Black Dragon's voice reached their ears, carrying a hint of cold laughter: "Hmph, do you think I'm an idiot? Sending someone like this out to act is just trying to fool me with a fake Profound Realm cultivator. Too naive."

"A Profound Realm powerhouse, him? Is he even worthy?"

These words shocked 6 Ying'er and the others, Liu Ying, and Kang Xiaoru into speechlessness. They were stunned. If Lin Xuan wasn't here, Old Dragon's arrogance was understandable given his strength, but since Lin Xuan had appeared, his arrogance was truly incomprehensible.

... Chapter 2040 - Lin Xuan Emerges ...
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Could he be blind?

A Great Profound Knowledge cultivator was someone he could offend.

As the saying goes, one who does not know is not to be blamed. But now that they had seen the real person, and he still did this... it was like an old man hanging himself, wishing for a longer life.

Was it possible that Lord Black Dragon wasn't foolish, but had gone mad from cultivation?

All around him were expressions of shock.

However, their thoughts were actually unfair to Lord Black Dragon.

When Lin Xuan first appeared, he indeed got scared. His whole back was drenched in cold sweat. Could it be that his guess was wrong? This Crystal Heart Valley did have a Great Profound Knowledge cultivator?

The fear in his heart was obvious. He almost knelt down and begged for mercy.

But before he could complete the action, he habitually released his divine sense to scan Lin Xuan's body quickly.

Then his expression became very strange.

He couldn't feel any pressure or flow of essence energy from him. Was this a mistake? Even if the other party was a Great Profound Knowledge cultivator, at such close range, just a few dozen feet away, he shouldn't be unable to discern their strength.

He firmly believed in that.

The only possible explanation for this situation was that Lord Black Dragon couldn't see it. That was normal. Thus, he met his tragic fate.

Although Lin Xuan knew the misunderstanding wasn't Lord Black Dragon's fault, he still didn't plan on letting him go. Mercy to women was not advisable; who made trouble deserved punishment.

Moreover, at this moment, he had initiated the attack himself. Heaven punishes those who sow their own karma.

Lin Xuan did nothing but released his repressed aura.

Boom!

The pressure of essence energy clashed together.

Great Profound Knowledge and Profound Knowledge were on different levels.

When Lin Xuan was still a Profound Knowledge cultivator, he had been chased by the Poison Dragon Ancestor to the point where he almost couldn't find heaven or earth. But now his strength far surpassed that of the Poison Dragon Ancestor.

Thus, Lord Black Dragon met with great misfortune. His pressure seemed to be sucked into an endless vortex.

The next moment, it bounced back tenfold.

"No..." Lord Black Dragon finally realized something was wrong and showed fear on his face. However, he couldn't dodge in time. With a loud "bang," the rebounding essence energy hit him, sending him flying.

He fell from the Crystal Heart Pagoda, looking exactly like the guardsman he had just been thrown away by.

It was truly karma coming full circle; justice was served.

Lin Xuan didn't even raise an eyebrow. Although the other party had fallen out of his sight, Lin Xuan wasn't worried about him escaping.

Although this guy was overambitious and lacked talent, his intelligence couldn't be that low. He firmly believed he wouldn't make a mistake in judgment.

Sure enough, after just a few breaths, a light flashed, and Lord Black Dragon returned. Blood stains covered his chest, and the flashy armor he wore had multiple cracks. His earlier arrogance was nowhere to be seen; instead, fear filled his face.

He knew he made a big mistake.

It was too foolish. The speculation turned out to be wrong. Baye Xuan Pavilion did indeed have a Great Profound Knowledge cultivator. Otherwise, even the former Wang Ting Building's top expert in the Heavenly Cloud Twelve States wouldn't have been defeated so badly by just pressure of essence energy alone.

Only now did Lord Black Dragon feel his chest filled with blood rushing and his meridians throbbing painfully. This made him more fearful and terrified. Facing such a powerful existence, he had no means to resist; it was like dealing with an ant.

"Senior, please spare me your life. Please don't hold this against me. It's all my fault. I deserve death. I'm foolish," Lord Black Dragon said as he kept bowing and even slapped himself in the face. Although such actions were embarrassing, his life was at stake; what mattered was survival.

Knowing that, he had a bloodline of a heavenly spirit beast and the lifespan of a demon race was much longer than humans. Even if stuck at a bottleneck, unable to advance further, he still had ten thousand years left. He didn't want to die so easily.

"Do you know your mistake?"

Lin Xuan said calmly. In his eyes, the other party was just fish on a chopping board; he could cut them however he pleased. Thus, there was no need for anger.

"Senior, please spare me," Lord Black Dragon trembled all over and desperately kept bowing to Lin Xuan.

"Do you want to spare me?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Lord Black Dragon didn't dare lift his head; he knew he had no room for resistance. Whether or not he would be reduced to ashes was up to the other party: "It can be done, but death is forgivable, life isn't. If you want to live, you must give me one soul and one essence."

"One soul and one essence?"

Lord Black Dragon's face turned pale. Could it be that... the other party wanted to perform a Soul Sealing术 on him, making him his pet for eternity?

He didn't want to lose his freedom, but compared to death, this was nothing. Moreover, he was an Inertial Period cultivator; as long as he served well, there might even be benefits. With such thoughts, his depression gradually lifted.

"Senior, do you want me to become your pet? Fine, I can serve a great cultivator like you," Lord Black Dragon said, flattering himself.

Little did he know that Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile: "Become my pet? You're mistaken. A mere Profound Knowledge period dragon isn't even worth my attention."

"Why...?" Lord Black Dragon was confused.

"You're not foolish; you only guessed half right. I do want one soul and one essence, but it won't be as your pet," Lin Xuan said, "but as Ying'er's."

"Your pet?"

Lu Ying'er was stunned.

Others were also surprised, their expressions filled with shock.

Lord Black Dragon thought he had heard wrong; he was heartbroken: "Senior, you... You want me to become this little girl's pet?"

It wasn't surprising that he felt depressed. He was already at the middle Profound Knowledge period, while the other party was just an Inertial Period cultivator. As her pet? How could he face people after that? It would make him a laughingstock in the cultivation world.

"Do you not want to do it?"

Lin Xuan's voice turned cold. He had provoked this trouble; as a mere ant, he didn't have any room for negotiation.

"No, I'll just..." The moment his eyes met Lin Xuan's piercing gaze, Lord Black Dragon shivered involuntarily. There was no anger in those eyes; only indifference. In his eyes, he was an ant that would be crushed without hesitation.

A single word of disagreement and he would be reduced to ashes.

Forget it, being ridiculed wasn't a big deal.

As long as he could survive, ridicule didn't matter.

Between fish and bear's paw, Lord Black Dragon chose to be a coward.

With a gritted teeth: "It was all my fault. Do whatever you say."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan nodded. "You made the right choice. So, let's get this over with; your soul can come out now."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan waved his hand and an ink-black wooden tablet flew out, about the size of a palm. This was obviously a magical tool to seal one soul and one essence.

"Ying'er, catch it."

"Oh!"

Lu Ying'er reflexively extended her jade hand and caught the black Soul Sealing tablet. However, she showed signs of confusion on her face; this matter was too unexpected, leaving her unprepared.

"Master, you want him to be my pet?" Lu Ying'er said uncertainly. After all, it was a mid-Profound Knowledge period dragon. Could their master really do that?

Lin Xuan, being such an intelligent person, naturally understood what she was worried about and showed encouragement: "Don't worry; with my help, I can make it happen."

"Yes, thank you, Master."

Since Lin Xuan said so, Lu Ying'er naturally did as instructed. In her heart, Master was all-powerful, like a god.

Moreover, having a mid-Profound Knowledge period dragon as a pet was tempting enough for her.

The other cultivators in the hall, including Liu Ying and Kang Xiaoru, also showed envy, their expressions filled with admiration. Lord Black Dragon wasn't just an individual; he had the powerful Black Dragon Valley backing him up.

Thus, Baye Xuan Pavilion's influence would skyrocket. However, envy was useless; who cared if they were being taken care of by Lin Xuan?

The process went smoothly with Lin Xuan watching. Lord Black Dragon didn't dare play tricks anymore. The Soul Sealing术 was completed without any issues!
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Cleverness can be one's undoing, and the Demon King Mo Jiao never imagined that his efforts would end in such a result. He had originally aimed to become the Immortal Grove Alliance Lord of the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds, but now he was reduced to nothing more than a pet for Lu Ying'er.

There were no words to express his sorrow; the frustration in his chest felt as if it might burst. What could he do? The Soul Sealing Technique had already been completed. Not only would that damned Elder of the Profound Void Realm not be able to bother him, but even Lu Ying'er's mere thought could make his life miserable.

Frustrating!

Yet, he dared not show any signs of it on his face.

As they say, when under someone else’s roof, one must bow. Now that his identity had changed from the top demon in the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds to merely a pet for Lu Ying'er, how could he dare make her unhappy?

"You may leave now."

"Yes."

Lu Ying'er was not like those unintelligent spirit pets; she would not store them away in a Spirit Beast Bag. However, she certainly did not have a pleasant expression either. As the Master of Bai Xuan Pavilion, she had long mastered the art of maintaining authority.

Mo Jiao King's current state left him angry but unable to speak up or stay at this place that hurt his heart. Hearing Lu Ying'er let him go was more than he could ask for; with great effort, he bowed to her and transformed into a black beam, flying out.

His eyes betrayed his resentment, but Lin Xuan and Lu Ying'er paid no mind. Of course, Mo Jiao King had怨气, but what could he do? He had already surrendered one soul and one spirit, making him nothing more than a fish on the chopping block. Could he really turn things around?

Moreover, this fellow's intelligence was questionable. Lin Xuan believed that with Ying'er’s skills, she would be able to control him.

For Lin Xuan, this scene was just a minor interlude; he paid no mind to it. After all, his strength far surpassed the Separation Realm, and he did not consider it worth his time.

After Mo Jiao King left, Lu Ying'er and her four companions, Liu Ying and Kang Xiaoru, came over to pay their respects.

Lin Xuan acted with great kindness, but Liu Ying and the four girls of Bai Xuan Pavilion were put aside for now. Kang Xiaoru did not dare show any arrogance or negligence; Mo Jiao King's warning still lingered.

This senior Lin was kind on the surface but ruthless and cunning in his methods. It would be foolish to offend him.

Unintentionally, Mo Jiao King’s disturbance helped establish Lin Xuan’s authority. Next, Kang Xiaoru, as the Supreme Elder of Pine Wind Academy, behaved submissively, showing a clear deference to Lin Xuan.

Liu Ying was the same way; she showed no resistance. Without Lin Xuan's intervention, Penglai Island might have already been breached. Moreover, unlike Pine Wind Academy, there was some connection between Tianya Hai Pavilion and Lin Xuan. Although not as close as Bai Xuan Pavilion, he still called her a senior uncle.

Although they could not compete for dominance, showing deference would be better than offending him. With eight million cultivators gathered here, without Lin Xuan's presence at Linglong Valley, it would have been chaos. However, Pine Wind Academy and Tianya Hai Pavilion had already shown mutual respect.

On the demon side, there was no room to interfere; Mo Jiao King was now Lu Ying'er’s pet. Would any other demon factions dare be so disrespectful?

If such a troublemaker existed, Lin Xuan would not mind forcing them to surrender their souls as well for his three young ladies' spirit pets.

There wasn't much to discuss.

Most of the time, they reported on the gathering of cultivators and the movements of ancient demons in Tianzhou.

"Senior Uncle, many more fellow cultivators have arrived at Linglong Valley. Now, there are over eight million human and demon cultivators," Wu Yun'er's gentle voice entered his ears. She was responsible for welcoming new arrivals, so she knew best.

Lin Xuan nodded, a satisfied look on his face. Eight million cultivators were significant; with this many allies, along with himself, they should be able to handle the demons from other realms.

"How about the ancient demons? Our intelligence can't keep them hidden. Have there been any recent movements?" Lin Xuan said slowly, though he was of the Profound Void Realm, he did not underestimate his enemies. Knowing oneself and one's enemy led to a hundred victories in a hundred battles. His first task was gathering intelligence.

"Indeed, Tianzhou has strengthened its defenses. The demon energy there is more ferocious than ever before. Recently, the ancient demons have reduced their attacks on other states; many elite ancient demons were recalled to Tianzhou. It seems they plan to fight us to a standstill," Ye Ping'er interjected from the side. As the leader of intelligence gathering for Bai Xuan Pavilion, she was always involved.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan placed his hand on his forehead with a contemplative expression: "They actually want to decide this in one battle. This aligns with my plans. But do they have any hidden tricks?"

Such questions were futile; even if he sent cultivators into the ancient demons, it would be impossible to gather such crucial information.

Since he couldn't detect anything, Lin Xuan did not trouble himself further. He would face whatever came his way. Although cautious by nature, Lin Xuan was not timid.

Afterward, Lin Xuan chatted with Kang Xiaoru and Liu Ying for a while before they left together.

They walked out of Linglong Tower, and Kang Xiaoru's expression turned somber as he sighed.

"Friend, what is wrong?" Liu Ying stopped walking, turning back, looking puzzled.

"Just thinking. After this incident, the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds will likely no longer have three major forces. At that time, regardless of human or demon cultivators, Bai Xuan Pavilion will undoubtedly be dominant."

"Oh, are you worried about this?"

"Why not? Isn't it normal for sects to rise and fall in the cultivation world? What's there to worry about? Besides, at that time, neither our sect nor yours would be weakened; instead, Bai Xuan Pavilion would become too strong. There’s nothing wrong with facing our ancestors. If it weren’t for Senior Lin’s kindness, we might already have fallen into ancient demon hands and lost our lives. Why argue over the strength of a sect?"!~!
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Listening to Liu Ying's words, Kang Xiaoru remained silent for a long time. After nearly a cup of tea’s worth of time had passed, he finally raised his head: "Mistress, your words are correct; I was indeed too focused on the trivial."

"Friend, it is good that you have come to this realization. The honor and disgrace of individuals and sects in this world are not significant matters. Our primary task now is to eliminate the ancient demons that have descended upon the Twelve States of Tianyun. Remember, Senior Lin will not remain here forever; if we cannot properly cooperate with him before he returns to the Spirit Realm, I fear you know what the consequences might be."

"Hmm, I understand. I will take your advice and rest assured, for the ancient demons are our common enemy. Senior Lin saved the Wind Refining Academy from peril, so I certainly won't have any second thoughts," Kang Xiaoru said as he bowed deeply.

"Thank you for your guidance, Mistress Liu,"

"You're welcome," replied Liu Ying with a bow of her own. She couldn’t be too domineering even if she was given the courtesy; she knew well that it’s not uncommon for people to gather and gossip. After exchanging a few more pleasantries, they parted ways and flew towards their accommodations in Linglong Valley.

These two were of such high status that their resting places would naturally not mix with those of ordinary cultivators.

Over three months had passed, but Lin Xuan remained hidden. The excitement of the many cultivators and demons who had come here for the Alliance of Immortals Decree was waning as they grew impatient without seeing him. The rumors about the three major sects putting on a show were rampant, leading to increasing unrest among them.

In one corner outside Linglong Valley, a group of cultivators gathered. It wasn’t just humans who enjoyed gossip; even cultivators could be curious and idle at times.

Two cultivators were arguing heatedly in the middle.

One was around thirty years old, tall and muscular. The other had red ears and green eyes, an unknown demon race.

Both were at the early stage of the Core Formation period.

They argued fiercely over something, each summoning their treasures as a battle seemed imminent.

A flash of light streaked by from afar.

The figure that emerged was a late-stage Condensation Core cultivator. By his attire, he represented one of the three major sects.

"Senior, please hold your ground; we cannot cause chaos here," the condensation core cultivator said.

"What do you think you are? To dare interfere with my affairs?" The tall and muscular cultivator sneered, showing a domineering attitude.

"How can you say such things? Are you not respecting the three major sects?"

The condensation core cultivator’s face turned dark. Despite his lower cultivation level, he represented the mightiest three human sects. It was unreasonable for an early-stage Core Formation cultivator to be so disrespectful.

"Ha! You’re acting like a bully because of your three major sect allies. Have you forgotten that we, who came from afar, are not treated with respect either? The notion of great cultivators at the Profound Origin stage is just a figment of imagination. You leave us here and use vague excuses to stall; do you think we’re fools?"

"Indeed, this friend’s words make sense. Such reasons are too weak," another cultivator agreed.

"The three major sects? What can they do? They can’t treat me like an animal. Today, give a clear explanation or else..."

"Or else we’ll tear down your Pavilion of Joy." The crowd was agitated, with some actively stirring up trouble. Among the eight hundred thousand cultivators, there were surely ancient demons hiding, and if they could incite conflict between outsiders and the three major sects, it would be a laughing matter.

More and more cultivators began cursing loudly as the situation seemed to spiral out of control. Just then, a cold snort was heard.

The voice wasn’t loud but seemed to come from afar, yet it was crystal clear. Every cultivator felt their hearts constrict at that moment.

Discomfort!

Without knowing when, they were drenched in cold sweat.

"..."

All the cultivators looked shocked.

Then, everyone turned to follow the sound as seven figures emerged from Linglong Valley, emitting dazzling light.

The light faded, revealing seven people. Six of them were familiar to all present; although they hadn’t seen them personally, their appearances and mannerisms had been glimpsed through the Jade Vision Scroll.

The Pavilion of Joy’s leader, the Supreme Elders of Wind Refining Academy and Heavenly Horizon Pavilion, these six individuals were figures who could shake the entire Twelve States of Tianyun with a single step. Yet now they bowed their heads submissively, following the lead of someone in front.

The one at the forefront looked ordinary, no more than twenty years old, with an unremarkable appearance. Strangely, there was no aura of spirit energy on him; he seemed like an ordinary mortal.

Yet, everyone felt a strange unease that made them dare not look directly at him.

Could this be...

The great cultivator at the Profound Origin stage that the three major sects had always boasted about?

Everyone’s hearts were filled with doubts. They couldn’t confirm it outright but knew something was amiss.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, knowing he needed to demonstrate some convincing abilities to command these eight hundred thousand cultivators.

He inhaled deeply and emitted a faint green light. An overwhelming spiritual pressure surged like a tidal wave towards him.

The eight hundred thousand cultivators spread over several kilometers were all enveloped by this spiritual pressure.

Initially, all the cultivators were shocked. This spiritual pressure was as formidable as a tidal wave, something they had never heard of or seen before.

"What does this senior want to do?"

Everyone didn’t have time to think; instead, they wanted to first summon their defensive treasures. However, it was too late. Their movements were swift, but the spiritual pressure’s momentum was even faster. They couldn’t set up defenses in time and were enveloped by it.

It was over!

Lower-ranked cultivators didn’t know what happened, while higher-ranked ones turned pale. But soon, they realized their worries were unnecessary; Lin Xuan only wanted to establish his authority, not harm these cultivators.

The spiritual pressure was terrifying. All those who were affected felt as if they were in a vast ocean, insignificant. Yet, there was no discomfort or distress beyond that.

Relieved!

These cultivators weren’t fools. Although the strength of Profound Origin cultivators could only be described in ancient texts, the effect of such a spiritual pressure couldn’t have been caused by someone at the Separation Stage.

Only an old monster from the Spirit Realm and great cultivators at the Profound Origin stage could make eight hundred thousand cultivators tremble simultaneously.

The spiritual pressure came quickly but retreated just as swiftly. It was enough to establish authority without causing harm.

Silence reigned over a vast area for several minutes before someone finally reacted, bowing deeply towards Lin Xuan.

A great cultivator at the Profound Origin stage, the three major sects didn’t lie; now defeating the ancient demons had hope.

Cheers erupted. There was no need to say more; morale had been boosted.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. His planned strategy had succeeded.

No further words were needed.

Turning around, Lin Xuan instructed his six companions: "Divide these cultivators into groups. Three days should be enough. On the third day, we will launch our assault on the ancient demons."

PS: Everyone, still need Moon Tickets and Recommendation Votes! Any more? Any more!!~!
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The Heavenly Cloud Twelve States. In terms of both area and its prominence in the cultivation world, they naturally ranked with Yun State at the top.

However, if we traced back a few million years to that ancient era, Yun State was nowhere near as formidable compared to Tian State.

Although its territory wasn't vast—only slightly smaller than Chong State—the quality of its spirit veins far surpassed those in Yun State. Moreover, it was brimming with countless rare treasures and oddities. If there were any place in the human world that most resembled the Spirit Realm's environment, it would undoubtedly be Tian State.

Back then, Tian State had no other sects or families; they were entirely dominated by the Luo Family, which was indeed the de facto ruler of the Heavenly Cloud Twelve States. Neither humans nor demons needed to look down their noses at them.

However, the rise and fall of a sect is par for the course. The Luo Family would inevitably face periods when its strength waned, but there were still hundreds of元婴期 cultivators within the clan. Yet, the number of离合期 elders had dwindled to just two.

At that time, with the Seven Great Forces led by the Ten Thousand Buddha Sect flourishing immensely, their rise naturally clashed with Tian State's decline. They no longer wanted to rely on each other.

Thus, these seven sects joined forces and, along with some other families, launched a war against the Luo Family of Tian State and its followers.

The heavens lost their light; the winds changed color. Although cultivation battles never ceased in the cultivation world, this one could be described as a calamity. In terms of brutality, it was only surpassed by the ancient era when humans and demons eradicated the ancient devils.

All twelve states were swept up in this conflict, even affecting ordinary mortals who died or were injured in the hundreds of billions.

The heaviest losses fell on Tian State, for its main base was located there. The battlefield naturally centered around it.

In the final battle, the scene was apocalyptic. A small part of Tian State was utterly destroyed, and the remaining areas saw the primordial energy become extremely thin, no longer suitable for various spirit herbs to grow.

In other words, this once-desired cultivation holy land had deteriorated to a level similar to Chong State, where mortals could still reside, but cultivators abandoned it.

Of course, with time passing and changes in circumstances, Tian State's environment gradually recovered. Today, it was entirely under the control of ancient devils, leaving one to wonder what state it would be in since no cultivator had returned alive after investigating.

Three days passed quickly.

On a sunny morning, over eight million human and demon cultivators led by Lin Xuan set off for Tian State.

The previous day's display of power was highly successful. The accumulated resentment among the cultivators was swept away, replaced with joyous anticipation. With a powerful cultivator from the Spirit Realm leading them against ancient devils, they were certain to achieve ultimate victory.

Thus, Lin Xuan ordered them to be organized into groups and march toward Tian State in three days. These cultivators complied enthusiastically, and within just three short days, they were indeed fully reorganized.

For this result, satisfaction was evident on Lin Xuan's face. He acted decisively, always adhering to the principle of swift action. Immediately, he led the eight million cultivators out.

Tian State

As its name suggests, Tian State wasn't just a state—it was more accurately described as an island floating in the sky.

In fact, calling it Sky Island would be more fitting.

Tian State was approximately one million miles away from Yun State.

For mortals, this distance was utterly unattainable; even a lifetime wouldn't suffice to cover such a vast expanse. But for cultivators, it wasn't particularly noteworthy.

However, the eight million cultivators participating in this alliance varied greatly in their cultivation levels. Lin Xuan couldn't possibly proceed at the pace of those lower-ranked cultivators.

At that rate, reaching Tian State would take at least half a month. Speed was crucial; following the principles of military campaigns on Earth, Lin Xuan divided these cultivators into three groups: front, middle, and rear.

The vanguard, led by him personally, consisted mainly of Bai Xuan Pavilion and Mo Jiao Valley, with other sects' elite cultivators as reinforcements. There were roughly a million members in this group.

Although the number wasn't large, the proportion of high-ranking cultivators was outstanding. This part of the vanguard played an assault role.

Less is more when it comes to troops; here, it was evident.

Apart from Lin Xuan, Bai Xuan Pavilion's Pavilion Master followed closely behind. With so many powerful cultivators, the vanguard moved swiftly and cleared the ancient devil's barriers first.

The middle group was led by Liu Ying, who, while not a close confidant of Lin Xuan, still had some connection to him. This group comprised the main forces from various sects and families, with varying cultivation levels but a substantial number—six million cultivators in total.

As for the rearguard, it was led by Kang Xiaoru, consisting of one million human and demon cultivators. The numbers were similar to those in the vanguard, but their quality was incomparable; they were simply not on the same level.

During the journey, there were no significant setbacks as ancient devils did not send anyone to harass them. Such tactics would be inconsequential given the current situation. The outcome hinged on both sides' combined strength.

In a narrow path, the brave prevail. Both sides were determined to settle everything in one decisive battle.

On the morning of the second day, just as dawn broke, the vanguard of a million cultivators silently approached Tian State.

Although it seemed slow from an external perspective, this was not a solitary journey; with such a large group of cultivators, the difference was significant.

"This is Tian State."

Many cultivators were visibly shocked upon seeing the massive island. Indeed, the size of Tian State could not be compared to Yun State.

But regardless, it was one of the twelve states. From an individual's perspective, it remained enormous.

At this moment, the floating island was enveloped in thick demonic aura; there was no trace of primordial energy. The closer they got, the denser the demonic aura became, appearing shocking and terrifying.

Many cultivators involuntarily sucked in a cold breath.

This place no longer resembled a state within the human world; it looked more like the legendary ancient devil realm.

Could it be...

Before many could finish their thoughts, someone shouted: "Hey, what's that?"

In fact, this voice was not from any single cultivator but from several sharp-eyed ones who suddenly cried out. The others turned to follow their gaze.

Subsequently, the expressions of most cultivators grew serious.
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In the depths of the dark fog, towering peaks began to appear.

The sizes varied; some were over a hundred feet tall while others stretched to several thousand. Regardless of their size, these peaks were sheer and steep, with险峻的 terrain covered in bizarre plants that looked menacing. These were things that didn't exist in the human world.

Clearly, they were all from the demon realm.

From afar, there could be over a hundred such peaks, like stars surrounding the moon, guarding Tianzhou.

"What are these?"

Though the demonic disaster had been ongoing for decades, such sights hadn’t appeared before. Most of the cultivators present exchanged glances in surprise.

"Hmph, nothing special; just ancient demons' warships," Lin Xuan said with more knowledge than the other cultivators. After all, the spirit realm and demon realm were on par, so the information was incomparable.

The ancient demon warships sounded mysterious but were essentially similar to the ancient ships of the spirit realm. The advanced alchemy techniques in the higher realms far surpassed those in the human world; both were high-level magical artifacts. While they might not be useful for direct combat, their sheer numbers tilted the scales towards the humans.

These warships were merely obstacles set up by the demons to protect Tianzhou. With a million cultivators led by Lin Xuan, this was nothing compared to the combined strength of human and demon races. If such an obstacle could stop them, the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud would have fallen long ago.

Despite not being on par with the spirit realm, the forces in the Twelve States were still formidable, especially given their overwhelming numbers. The defenses of these warships might be formidable, but sheer force eventually broke through one by one.

Lin Xuan didn't intervene; neither did the four masters of Baxuan Pavilion. They had no reason to hold back for personal pride, as they hadn’t reached that stage yet.

The progress was smooth, and within half an hour, all a million cultivators entered the demon-infested area.

"Even Tianzhou has changed so much."

Lin Xuan himself was from one of the Twelve States, though he had never visited Tianzhou. The descriptions in ancient texts were vastly different from what he saw now; this place had become the demon realm's stronghold, with true demonic energy gradually corrupting it. It looked similar to legends of the demon world.

Many cultivators frowned and their expressions turned grim. In such an environment, their cultivation levels might suffer some setbacks. Only those who practiced magic could remain unaffected.

But how many were there among them?

The environment was against them!

However, they had no choice but to fight on. With Lin Xuan leading the way, this was the only comfort for the cultivators. After all, a Core Formation stage cultivator was almost omnipotent in the human world.

With such a powerful figure present, what did a little demonic energy matter? Encouraged by his presence, they pressed forward towards the heart of Tianzhou.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as hundreds of leading cultivators accidentally triggered a禁制. The demon energy transformed into deadly blades, and within moments, it brought about a bloody massacre. Not one of those hundred cultivators survived.

The casualties were severe, but compared to Lin Xuan's million-strong army, they were insignificant.

More cultivators rushed forward, using their treasures and talismans to bombard the area. In the spirit realm, brute force was just as effective as strategy; powerful arrays could be broken with sheer strength.

Boom!

The禁制 couldn't withstand such a blow and shattered into chaotic demonic energy. Meanwhile, tens of thousands of demons clashed with beasts.

Most of these demons hadn’t reached their transformed form yet, looking like wild beasts. But the beasts were even more grotesque.

Both sides collided like tidal waves.

One side emitted terrifying demon energy while the other was encircled by demonic energy.

These pre-transformed monsters didn't use much in the way of treasures; claws and teeth were their best weapons. Their magical powers were weaker compared to these.

Screams filled the air as the beasts fought fiercely, unable to match the high-level cultivators or demons but still providing a thrilling spectacle with their close combat, fangs and claws flying everywhere.

The battle was evenly matched for a time, but more demons and human cultivators joined in. The beasts couldn't hold out and were eventually annihilated.

A million cultivators continued to advance with overwhelming force.

Lin Xuan remained calm at the command center. With his powerful divine sense, he didn’t need reports; he knew the situation better than anyone else.

Despite everything going smoothly, this was just the beginning. His vanguard had cleared obstacles, but the main forces of ancient demons hadn't appeared yet. In other words, the toughest battles lay ahead.

"Master, do we really have to charge in like this?" Lu Ying'er asked from beside him, finally speaking after keeping silent for a while.

"Yes, that's exactly what we should do," Lin Xuan replied without turning around.

"But I think we should use some strategy and tactics at least," Liu Xin said from the side. She had grown more independent over the centuries.

"Strategy and tactics?" Lin Xuan smiled. "We're not ordinary people; if it were just two sects fighting, your words would be correct. But now, with so many cultivators facing ancient demons, a decisive battle will determine true strength. All those hidden plots are mere illusions."

"Oh!"

Liu Xin nodded in understanding while Lu Ying'er looked thoughtful. "Since you say so, there must be a reason. I won't comment on it; we'll follow your lead. Since strategy and tactics aren't necessary, let's just push forward until we reach the ancient demons' stronghold..."

Lu Ying'er was a woman with strong opinions, otherwise Baxuan Pavilion wouldn’t have grown to its current size. While she didn't entirely agree with Lin Xuan’s approach, she wouldn't argue; her life was given by him.

As long as he gave an order, she would face any danger without hesitation.

"Ying'er."

Lin Xuan understood that Lu Ying'er had reservations about his methods but chose not to explain. He continued commanding the cultivators and demons forward.

The first day's progress was like a breeze cutting through obstacles—traps,禁制, and ancient demons were all eliminated with overwhelming force.

Of course, many casualties occurred among both cultivators and demons, but it didn't matter; this was just the vanguard.
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Chapter 2046: Ten Thousand Years of Ancient Demons

Soon, the sun set behind the hill.

Lin Xuan swept his gaze across the scene; many cultivators showed signs of fatigue. After all, a day-long battle was no joke. Unlike in the Spirit Realm, where they could recover their essence energy by meditating and taking medicinal pills, there were no spirit wines to replenish them here. Moreover, due to the thick demon aura, meditation wasn't yielding much either.

Pills for recovery were just words; most cultivators couldn’t afford such elixirs. With meditation not providing much help, they could only rely on absorbing essence energy from crystal stones. Thus, after a day of combat, many cultivators were extremely tired.

"Pass my decree: Rest temporarily."

Seeing the exhaustion in his subordinates, Lin Xuan felt it was time to halt their advance. He was still considerate towards them.

He found an open area, clearing out all demons within a hundred miles. The rest could be handled by Lu Ying'er and her companions, who would arrange everything meticulously.

Surrounding the area with temporary array formations and having cultivators patrol ensured no gaps were left. Everyone understood that leaving any openings was like inviting trouble; they couldn’t allow ancient demons to find an opportunity.

Actually, these concerns were unnecessary. Lin Xuan was a Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator, his divine sense far surpassing ordinary ones. While he might not notice something from afar, within five to eight thousand miles, nothing could deceive him.

Ancient demons attempting a sneak attack would be futile.

But Lin Xuan didn’t say this; instead, he watched the girls bustling about. He wanted them to rely on themselves and avoid developing a dependency. After handling matters here, he planned to return to the Spirit Realm. This was also a form of training for him.

Watching their actions with cold eyes, he found them satisfactory, especially Lu Ying'er. She was bold yet meticulous, though not perfect in her work, she always left room for contingencies—qualities Lin Xuan greatly admired. He hoped she could enter the Bonding Stage and eventually ascend to the Spirit Realm one day.

Of course, this was just his wish; he couldn’t do much to help. Cultivation was about self-reliance, and what he could offer were mere suggestions. Ultimately, their strength depended on them.

The night passed uneventfully. The next morning, as soon as the sun rose, Lin Xuan led a million cultivators deeper into Tianzhou.

After a night’s rest, most cultivators’ essence energy had recovered significantly compared to the previous evening. For two hours, things went smoothly.

However, at noon, when they broke through a massive illusory array, thunderous explosions echoed in their ears. Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed deeply as he scanned the scene.

"Good heavens, what is that?"

"Could it be ancient demons? Why so many?"

"We are surrounded."

Whispers and gasps filled the air. Just an incense stick ago, they had unknowingly fallen into a complex illusory array.

The range of this array was vast; nearly a million cultivators and demon tribes were ensnared within. Since Lin Xuan hadn’t activated his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye beforehand, it wasn't surprising he didn’t notice anything amiss.

Though the illusionary array was terrifying, it couldn’t truly contain so many cultivators; soon, it was broken. Lin Xuan began to wonder what the purpose of this array was. It seemed they were buying time.

The sky turned dark as thick clouds surrounded them. A million cultivators weren't few, but compared to the vast army of ancient demons approaching from all sides, their numbers seemed insignificant.

Grim demon energy permeated everywhere; ancient demons appeared terrifying and roared continuously. The enemy’s massive force had gathered here.

Though it was hard to estimate, a million was certainly within range.

The disparity in strength was obvious; many cultivators showed signs of fear.

Even with a Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator like Lin Xuan present, could they really exterminate a million ancient demons? It would exhaust them.

Lin Xuan’s face revealed surprise. Were the ancient demons planning to end this battle here?

No, it wasn’t that simple.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes. Although he couldn't pinpoint their intent, he sensed a sinister plot. The ancient demons weren’t just seeking a decisive battle; something else was at play.

But with such a formidable enemy, contemplating these matters now was meaningless. Roars filled the air as over a million ancient demons charged forward.

"Engage!"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, releasing hundreds of sword qi that swam through the air. With their numbers tenfold greater than the cultivators, if he didn’t intervene, the outcome would be obvious.

The sword lights immediately surged, each exceeding ten feet in length. They slashed and hacked at the demon clouds ahead.

Screams filled the air as almost every sword cut down a group of ancient demons.

Lin Xuan was indeed a Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator; his display of power was remarkable. However, for over a million ancient demons, such losses were trivial—mere drops in an ocean. Individual strength had its limits. Soon, those ancient demons surged forward like waves crashing against the shore.
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"Met Lady Qiao Yun."

Although there were a few ancient demons nearby whose cultivation levels surpassed this young lady, none of them showed any disrespect. They bowed slightly in reverence.

"Friends, no need for such formalities," the young lady said as she raised her hand and opened her lips to speak. A peculiar light flashed in her eyes. While not an absolute beauty, there was something unique about her appearance.

However, at this moment, none of them paid attention to that. Today was the day when the fragment soul of Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign descended. Every ancient demon present had a look of fervor in their eyes.

The young lady stopped several yards away from the altar. Only then did she realize that she was barefoot and wore anklets with bell-like decorations, but there was no sound as she walked. Clearly, these were not for decoration but magical artifacts, though their specific functions remained unknown at present.

"How is the battle progressing?"

"Report to Lady Qiao Yun, the stone demon has led our holy sect's thousands of disciples to intercept the demons and cultivators in the Heavenly Essence Mountains. Our forces are ten times greater than theirs. However, the intelligence reports were correct; there is indeed an old monster of Profound玄 Yin period in charge, with a large number of reinforcements behind them. For now, we can suppress them, but if this continues for too long, our defenses may still be breached," said a black-dressed demon, his face filled with respect.

Hearing this, the young lady, dressed like a servant, casually ran her fingers through her hair: "For now, suppressing them is enough. As long as my sister's fragment soul descends into this world, those Profound玄 Yin period cultivators are just fleeting clouds..."

"Have all the sacrifices been prepared?"

"We will not disappoint you, Lady Qiao Yun. Witnessing the descent of Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign is a once-in-ten-lifetimes blessing for us; how could we be negligent? All the items you asked for have been gathered here."

The ancient demon reached into his waistband and produced a storage bag, which was enveloped in black light and landed gently in the young lady's palm.

She examined it without hesitation, sinking her spirit awareness inside. After a moment, she raised her face with satisfaction: "Excellent, all the necessary items are gathered. If these materials were common in the Holy Realm, they wouldn't be remarkable, but here on this lower plane, they are truly precious. Everyone has done well; I will inform my sister of this."

"Thank you, Lady Qiao Yun," the ancient demons said with joy. To gain favor from Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign would bring countless benefits.

"By the way, Qiao Yun Sister, is the physical form for when our Lady descends prepared?"

The question came from a demon with green skin and sharp teeth, known for his excessive talk and unnecessary inquiries.

"It's naturally ready."

A look of displeasure flashed across her face, but she still replied: "You will see it soon. For now, let's not discuss this. Everyone, finish setting up the altar's array first; I don't need to guide you."

She shook the storage bag in her palm, and black spiritual light flickered. The sound of various materials clattering filled her ears—top-grade crystal stones, seeds of three-leaf flowers, lightning crystals...

A variety of items were present, all of which would be hard to come by in the mortal world.

"Yes!"

The other ancient demons did not hesitate; they picked up these treasures and began setting them up on the altar's top.

In a short while, half an hour passed. A mysterious array appeared at the center of the altar.

This array was primarily black, vastly different from ordinary human-world arrays. It was adorned with countless intricate magical runes, but their effects were unknown.

The young lady scanned the array with satisfaction, then raised her hands and drew mystical trajectories in mid-air. Spell seals appeared one after another before her eyes.

"Quickly!"

Her jade hand extended forward, lightly tapping. The spell seals grew as they danced through the wind, merging into the array.

"Woo!"

Immediately, a clear sound echoed, and the entire array began to operate. Black light flowed continuously, appearing extremely mysterious.

The young lady swayed her slender waist, rising slowly from above to survey the altar.

She then opened her left hand, revealing a coffin in her palm.

Indeed, it was a coffin, but surprisingly small, barely half a foot long, seemingly made of dark jade, completely black with a faint glow like that of underworld gems.

With both hands, she grasped and chanted incantations as magical runes enveloped the coffin, slowly flying towards the center of the altar.

In the next few seconds, an unbelievable scene unfolded before their eyes.

As the coffin flew, it strangely grew larger. Initially only half a foot long when taken out, by the time it was embedded in the center of the array, it resembled a real coffin.

Seeing this, the young lady's spell seals condensed even more quickly, then pointed forward with one finger.

"Whoo!"

Demon energy burst forth, and the entire array began to operate. Demon winds appeared out of nowhere, and the lid of the coffin slowly rose.

"What...?"

All the ancient demons widened their eyes as they saw what was inside the coffin.

"Is it possible? This is the physical form Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign has chosen for her descent?"

"Qiao Yun Lady, are you sure about this? We cannot joke about such matters."

Whispers and murmurs filled the air. A dozen ancient demons' faces showed shock.

They had thought that when Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign's fragment soul descended, she would need a human or demon body for possession, with the owner's cultivation level being as high as possible.

However, what was inside the coffin far exceeded their expectations. It wasn't a human or demon woman but a white ginseng root.

Yes, it was a ginseng root, though not ordinary; its height matched that of an adult.

In other words, this ginseng root had at least hundreds of thousands of years of age.

From the perspective of cultivators, a ginseng root wasn't particularly remarkable. However, if it were a ten-thousand-year-old spirit object, it would be invaluable. And such a ginseng root that could grow for hundreds of thousands of years was even more precious, with its spirit intelligence likely already awakened.
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This truly qualifies as a heavenly spirit object.

At first, the ancient demon was shocked to see ginseng. Now, they were all obediently keeping silent.

If it were a precious object with hundreds of thousands of years of age, naturally, it could be used for soul swapping.

However, such things wouldn't exist in lower planes; did Sovereign Demon Ice Soul originally plan to split his soul and descend here? Could this spirit ginseng have been brought from the Holy Realm?

Of course, they didn't raise these questions. The ritual had already begun.

Above mid-air, a maiden named Qiao Yun revealed a treasure. It was a black gemstone as dark as ink, about the size of a fist. Its body exuded an aura of mystery.

The maiden then moved, seemingly dancing. As she did so, sounds of tinkling bells emerged from her ankles—clinking from the footbells.

These sounds were extremely clear and pleasant to the ear, but they also caused a sense of unease. They felt like a soul-calling that was unbearable.

Her incantations grew more urgent. She spat out three drops of blood in succession toward the front.

Puff...

The black gemstone absorbed them completely.

A gust of wind entered her ears as the gemstone's dark aura flickered, and the demonic energy inside seemed even deeper.

Sizzle...

After a few breaths, there was actually a crack on the surface of the artifact. It started shallowly but soon spread like spider webs across its entire surface.

The demonic energy inside the gemstone turned crimson, then exploded into countless red light points.

The maiden stretched out her hand and cast several more spells. The light points rotated and flickered, forming a vortex the size of a fist.

However, this was just the beginning; all demonic energies within a hundred miles gathered here and were sucked into the vortex.

"Go!"

With a wave of her jade hand, the vortex flew toward the altar and merged with it. The entire array suddenly emitted an extremely violent aura.

"What..."

Everyone widened their eyes. They had never experienced such a scene before. What kind of wonders would Sovereign Demon Ice Soul's soul-splitting bring?

"You all stand around the altar; I need your help."

The maiden spoke, and this request left the ancient demons in shock.

"Is it because everything I'm doing is to ensure Miss's successful descent here? Don't you want to serve our lady?" She frowned, her voice turning cold.

"Mistress Qiao Yun misunderstands us. We just didn't know about such a requirement beforehand," said one of the ancient demons with a green face and fangs, as he stepped onto the altar.

The other ancient demons, though still hesitant, dared not disobey. After all, to Sovereign Demon Ice Soul, they were mere ants; defying orders would surely lead to dire consequences.

Moreover, they respected this maiden Qiao Yun, so she wouldn't wrongfully harm them.

Only the succubus cast a strange look in her eyes and reluctantly joined the others on the altar.

"Good. You all input demonic energy into the array. This array still requires some more power to fully activate," the maiden instructed.

"Oh!"

The ancient demons obeyed, feeling relieved that it was just a lack of power. Miss Qiao Yun hadn't anticipated this.

After about fifteen minutes, the entire array glowed with demonic light. The demonic energies converged in the center, revealing an ominous figure.

It had six legs and four wings, its skin as red as cinnabar fire, broad mouth with fangs, but no face.

Chaos!

The ancient demons were greatly alarmed; they recognized the Four Evils of Chaos.

Four Spirits and Four Evils are natural enemies. Lin Xuan had many grudges against one of the Four Evils—Diao Hang—but back then his cultivation was too shallow to realize that the Four Evils were from the lower planes, not the spirit realm.

In reality, this was a misinterpretation. The Four Evils were true spiritual beasts in the demon realm, with Chaos at the top.

How did Chaos appear here?

The ancient demons were shocked. Then, something even more unexpected happened: the figure of Chaos opened its blood-stained mouth and several dozen shadowy figures flew out.

Tongue!

Legends said that Chaos had hundreds of tongues; this was indeed not a misinterpretation.

They moved too fast for the ancient demons to dodge, being tightly bound by them.

"Great Lady Qiao Yun, why are you doing this?"

The ancient demons were both shocked and angry. They used their talismans and secret techniques to break free while turning around to loudly question her.

"We have been loyal to Sovereign Demon Ice Soul; why would she secretly attack us?"

"It's true, won't you fear retribution from the sovereign if you do this?"

"Hmph, foolish. I don't need to secretly attack you. As one of the Nine True Demonic Sovereigns, even with a soul-splitting descent here, overcoming the laws of heaven and earth isn't easy; sacrifices are needed..."

"What?"

The dozen or so ancient demons showed signs of rage. It was understandable—loyalty to Sovereign Demon Ice Soul meant hard work, but now they were treated as sacrificial offerings. This would anger anyone.

Demonic energies surged, even manifesting some demonic forms. However, their efforts were in vain; the deep rumbling voice of Chaos dragged them into its wide mouth.

The face of the demon maiden showed satisfaction: "Why struggle? You should feel honored to serve our lady."

But before she could finish speaking, she suddenly noticed something and waved her hand. A demonic blade flew out and slashed at the left side of the void.

A fiery figure staggered out, looking terrified.

"Hmph, as expected of a succubus; you are indeed cunning and sly. If you cooperate, Chaos will devour you, sparing you from suffering. Otherwise..."

Regardless of what she said, the succubus wouldn't surrender. She flashed away, attempting to use some mysterious escape technique. Her race wasn't skilled in combat but had some experience with deception.

No wonder stone demons were sent out to lead armies; that guy couldn't be used as a sacrifice.

The succubus thought hatefully and ran faster.

However, spatial fluctuations appeared, and the Chaos figure strangely appeared before her. It opened its mouth, swallowing her like she was committing suicide. This demonstrated the formidable strength of this Chaos shadow.
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"Stupid fellow, I've told you that struggling is futile," the young girl's face showed a hint of mockery. Then, with a flick of her jade hand, a silver platter flew out, carrying a melon-shaped fruit.

The chaotic shadow figure instantly displayed joy upon seeing this item and opened its bloodstained maw wide, extending its tongue to snatch it before swallowing it whole.

"Expel!"

The young girl's hands formed various mudras as she softly chided the chaos.

The chaos did not erupt in anger but instead emitted black-red demonic energy, flying towards the sky above her head.

After about a cup of tea's time,

Boom!

An unimaginable thunderclap echoed through the air. Compared to the lightning and thunder, it was utterly insignificant; the entire space trembled violently.

Then, a light halo appeared, and a crack, roughly a yard wide, gradually emerged in the sky above her head.

This wasn't just any spatial rift but true void fragmentation.

From that gap, a fist-sized light ball flew out, extremely dark. It contained an incomparably pure essence of true demons.

It slowly flew towards the coffin at the center of the altar.

The young girl held her breath, her expression agitated. This method was taught to her by Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor before she descended to this world. But as Sister Xiaoguan also said, even if that chaotic shadow figure used self-explosion to open a spatial rift, the success rate would only be around 30%.

Nevertheless, even if it wasn't, they should still find some clues about this treasure. The effort spent on finding the Demon Treasure was definitely worth it.

The demonic girl thought as she watched the black light ball enter the coffin at the altar's center.

Boom!

Demonic energy surged out, accompanied by a faint scent of grass and flowers. After a while, the black coffin was enveloped in demonic wind, slowly rising before exploding open.

A yard-wide light ball appeared before them, though what was inside couldn't be seen clearly, it was obviously the figure of a graceful woman, as if just waking up from sleep, her posture resembling that of stretching.

Meanwhile, countless miles away,

The battle raged on. Despite Lin Xuan's help, the ancient demons' numbers were too great; even with human cultivators and beastfolk gradually falling behind, it was like a tiger couldn't withstand a pack of wolves. Fortunately, at this critical moment, Liu Ying's main force finally arrived.

Although their individual strength could not match that of the vanguard, they had enough numbers—five million cultivators in total. While still far fewer than the ancient demons, it was timely reinforcements. With them joining, although they were still slightly on the back foot, at least their formation was stabilized.

From afar, the scene was breathtakingly magnificent, impossible to describe with words. Cultivators, beastfolk, and ancient demons fought in every direction, various colored light beams and demonic energies passing through the sky.

There were both solo battles and formations; no one could afford to rest as they desperately used their treasures to attack each other.

At this moment, an unimaginable thunderclap echoed through the air. The volume was so great that even a million cultivators' battle noise couldn't mask it, everyone hearing clearly.

Many paused in their actions, but only for a moment before explosions resounded again as various spiritual essences and demons clashed with demonic winds.

Lin Xuan's sleeve fluttered, sending out a beam of light. The light enveloped everything within a hundred feet around him, turning all ancient demons into nothingness, even the few Incorporeal Core cultivators didn't escape.

The surrounding ancient demons retreated like a tide, everyone's faces filled with fear and trepidation. Although ancient demons were more aggressive than cultivators, it still depended on their relative strength.

Facing a late-stage Profound Transformation cultivator, who would dare to challenge?

Lin Xuan didn't pursue further; he was just one person after all, killing too many ancient demons wouldn't be meaningful. He raised his head and narrowed his eyes, looking in the direction of where that thunderclap had come from.

As a late-stage Profound Transformation cultivator, Lin Xuan felt the strange fluctuations in the surrounding cosmic energy, suggesting possible void fragmentation.

This thought made him look very serious.

He was always curious why ancient demons gathered such elite forces to fight against cultivators here when they could have chosen better options.

After much contemplation, he realized that perhaps there had been some unforeseen changes within their ranks, necessitating a delay in time.

Though it was just a guess, Lin Xuan found this theory increasingly plausible.

If so, staying here would be foolish and right into the ancient demons' trap.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan's sleeve fluttered again, sending several sword beams flying towards Baixuan Pavilion's four women and Liu Ying.

Sword transmission!

With his strength, he could pinpoint any location with precision; ancient demons couldn't intercept this item.

Then, Lin Xuan flashed to the left.

"Master is heading for the main demon lair."

Lu Ying raised her head, reading the flying sword message in her hand. Her eyes sparkled with a hint of worry but quickly replaced by resolve. Master did what he had to do; she just needed to support him.

The thoughts of Liu Xin's three women were similar. Liu Ying's face was more somber, but what could she do? Fortunately, only they knew about this matter, so the impact on morale wouldn't be as severe.

Without her uncle here and reinforcements led by Kang Xiaoru not yet arriving, she had to shoulder more responsibility for the current situation. With that thought, Liu Ying's jade hand fluttered, sending out a divine sword towards the ancient demons.

At the main demon lair, the demonic winds surrounding the light ball finally dispersed, and the halo gradually faded, revealing a beautiful young girl.

She was a silver-haired girl with bare feet, appearing to be only in her teens. Though she was breathtakingly beautiful, there wasn't an ounce of magical power on her; she looked like an ordinary mortal woman.

No one would associate such beauty with the most terrifying true demon ancestor. However, appearances can be deceiving.

Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor was a figure comparable to scattered immortals millions of years ago and could rank among the top three even among true demon ancestors.

Although this was just a fragment of her soul, it was still formidable. This avatar had been formed from an enlivened ginseng root, inherently endowed with some plant attributes, its appearance identical to the original, truly breathtaking beauty.

The first beauty in the demon realm!

She could rank third among all three realms after Axi and Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

Unlike Yue'er, her face was completely unveiled. Her beauty was beyond description; even the most famous beauties like fish sinking or flowers falling paled in comparison to hers.

Due to being just a fragment of her soul, her realm was only early-stage Profound Transformation.

She didn't carry any treasures, but that mattered little. The name Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor alone could strike fear into people's hearts. Her various magical techniques were countless; ordinary late-stage Profound Transformation cultivators couldn't compare to her. Correctly speaking, she and "same-level cultivators" belonged to different categories.

If a common late-stage Profound Transformation cultivator faced this Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor, instant death might be an exaggeration, but three or two punches could certainly kill them.

"Servant greets Sister Xiaoguan."

The demonic girl named Qiyun hurriedly knelt down.

"Excellent work," the Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor's gaze swept over her surroundings before speaking calmly.

"Sister Xiaoguan flatters me. I merely followed your instructions; what merit is there?" The young girl spoke with respect.

"How are things now?" The Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor didn't waste time on trivialities but directly got to the point.
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Chapter 2050 - Ice Soul's Guess

"Now..."

The young girl slightly raised her chin, about to explain when Ice Soul Demon Ancestor stepped forward.

Despite only seeing her left foot move and take a small step forward, an unbelievable scene unfolded. This subtle action allowed her to suddenly cover more than twenty meters in distance, arriving beside the demoness.

Dimensional shrinking technique?

No, it was a higher-level spatial power.

However, Ice Soul's actions weren't for show; she truly possessed great powers that naturally manifested with every movement.

The girl named Qiao Yun was taken aback as Ice Soul extended her jade hand and lightly pressed it on her head. A layer of demonic energy then surfaced, and this woman hesitated not to perform a soul-searching technique on her servant. Surprisingly, Qiao Yun's face showed no signs of pain; instead, she maintained an expression of reverence, as if expecting this.

In just a short while, Ice Soul withdrew her jade hand, her expression thoughtful: "So it is like this. I didn't expect that your mission would meet with setbacks and retreat to the Heavenly Region."

"Miss forgive me, my servant was useless," said Qiao Yun nervously. "But we truly did not anticipate that a Core Formation cultivator would appear in this realm..."

"It's fine; this isn't your fault."

Ice Soul waved her hand dismissively: "A low-level plane actually produced a Core Formation cultivator. I didn't expect this either. With him here, it's normal for the mission to have little progress."

"Thank you, Miss for not blaming us. However, this is indeed unusual. According to reason, a Core Formation cultivator should be constrained by the laws of heaven and earth; they shouldn't be able to breach the void and come down here."

"It's hard to say. The cultivation world is full of uncertainties," said Ice Soul slowly. "And who knows what kind of background this Lin Xuan has..."

"Background, my servant has already investigated. This person seems to have been a cultivator from the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, vanishing four hundred and fifty years ago through the Netherworld Gate. Perhaps by chance, he ascended to the Spirit Realm," explained Lin Xuan's background wasn't hidden; with the demon race's strength, it was easy for them to gather such information.

"Netherworld Gate..."

Ice Soul's expression turned peculiar upon hearing this. If she didn't remember wrongly, the last time the Netherworld Gate opened, it should have transported people to Penglai Mountain.

Penglai Mountain had a history; others might not know its origin, but Ice Soul was clear about it. Millions of years ago, the Arrogant King fought in the Spirit Realm, blood flowing like rivers, only for true immortals to intervene.

The Arrogant King, with his extraordinary talent, faced three opponents and managed to drag one immortal down while the other two barely survived but were severely injured.

For their demon race, this should have been a cause for celebration. However, as an old saying went, beauty was often a curse. The Arrogant King not only matched true immortals in power but also possessed breathtaking beauty, making him the first beauty of the Three Realms.

Their demon leader was deeply enamored, though it was a one-sided affection. Regardless, his beloved immortal's demise filled him with sorrow and anger.

A furious outburst!

Remembering that their leader was a figure on par with true immortals.

Perhaps slightly weaker, but only by a hair.

Moreover, he wasn't alone; his demon pet Nether Dragon was among the top in power even among true spirits. It was almost as formidable as a true dragon or phoenix.

This leader took responsibility for his actions and didn't provoke a war between realms. Instead, he single-handedly confronted two severely injured immortals...

That battle left heaven and earth in chaos. In the end, all three were equally exhausted, ending with a mutual demise.

Penglai Mountain was originally part of the Spirit Realm but had been cut off as their battleground. It contained remnants of true immortal treasures, though major powers feared each other's strength, making it impossible for anyone to take them without provoking conflict.

If this person ascended from Penglai Mountain through the Netherworld Gate, could he have those true immortal treasures?

Though only a guess, the idea seemed plausible. Searching in vain and finding unexpectedly, what was originally just a quest for the Five Dragon Seal now included a true immortal treasure.

A smile played on Ice Soul's lips; her beauty was beyond description, though she fell short of the Arrogant King and Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, ranking among the top three beauties across the Three Realms.

"Interesting. I will personally meet that cultivator named Lin Xuan shortly."

Dangerous glints flashed in her eyes; no one had ever escaped from her watchful gaze.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was racing towards the demon race's headquarters, his bad premonition growing stronger.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. Such experiences weren't new to him as a cultivator; he couldn't predict fortune and misfortune but some intuitions were unignorable.

If judged solely by human standards, his Core Formation cultivation truly made him invincible. But don't forget, the enemy came from the Upper Ancient Demon Realm, with the laws of heaven and earth providing some protection. Still, could they be completely secure? Was there a powerful entity that survived?

He shook his head; it was only speculation. The truth would become clear once he reached the demon race's headquarters.

Lin Xuan wasn't one to back down at the last moment. Since embarking on the path of cultivation, he had faced countless challenges.

The journey was mostly uneventful, and with his strength, few cultivators could stop him. Moreover, Lin Xuan used the敛气术to conceal himself, making it even harder for others to detect him. The effects of the墨月天巫诀had also helped him blend in seamlessly.

As for those禁制阵法, what effect could they have?

Most were set up by lower-level ancient demons, and he had easily broken through them all.

The power of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was no exaggeration; even if he occasionally fell into traps, how long would it take to ensnare him? The principle that one force can overcome ten applied here as well, allowing Lin Xuan to effortlessly break through them.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan approached the altar.

However, something unexpected happened just then.

"Who is hiding there? Come out!"

A sharp voice echoed, and his figure was discovered by a pair of patrolling ancient demons. The leader stared wide-eyed and shouted, drawing other ancient demons to surround him.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he revealed a look of surprise. He had encountered no obstacles throughout his journey, but at the last moment, someone had managed to discern his movements.

Could this be fate?

The thought flashed through his mind, yet Lin Xuan's face showed no trace of fear. He was merely trying to avoid trouble by concealing his tracks; there was nothing to fear. Since he had been discovered, it made sense to reveal himself now.

With a flick of his sleeve, the surrounding magical energy and treasures were swept away with a single motion. All attacks ceased as if they never existed.

"Such foolishness."

Before he could finish speaking, a series of popping sounds echoed in his ears. The team of ancient demons had been obliterated by his strikes, even the leading婴魔 also perished without a trace.

With fluid movements, Lin Xuan eliminated his enemies like water flowing down a mountain stream. However, his face did not show much joy; instead, he narrowed his eyes and stared intently at a woman in white who entered his line of sight.

She appeared ethereal, floating gracefully in the air with bare feet. How she had arrived was beyond Lin Xuan's comprehension, as her mysterious powers left him wary.

Lin Xuan had seen many beautiful women before—Moon, Qin Yan, and Peacock were all breathtakingly stunning. Ouyang Qixin exuded both grace and beauty. However, compared to this woman, none of them could match or even come close. (Moon's appearance was sealed with her power, so it couldn't compare.)

Looking at the silver-haired maiden before him, Lin Xuan almost thought she was a celestial maiden who had descended from the heavens. She was undoubtedly a fairy; no one would associate her with ancient demons.

However, he knew that appearances were deceiving. This woman was definitely an ancient demon.

Lin Xuan had heard that there were many types of ancient demons, some of whom were incredibly beautiful. He never imagined they could be so stunning, leaving him in awe. Besides her appearance, she also possessed a unique aura; this woman was no ordinary ancient demon.

He released his divine sense and scanned her body, discovering that their levels were the same—初期洞玄!

Despite this, Lin Xuan felt no relief or ease; instead, he sensed immense pressure. His expression became even more serious.

Since he embarked on his path to cultivation, such feelings had been rare. In recent centuries, with the continuous training of his second元婴 and demon core, challenging higher levels was as common as eating breakfast. He no longer paid much attention to fellow cultivators at his level; defeating them was almost effortless.

However, this woman presented a completely different challenge. She was the first to instill such a sense of danger in him among those of his own level.

Could it be...

She wasn't an ordinary ancient demon of初期洞玄.

"Are you a fragment of which Demon Sovereign?" Lin Xuan said with deliberate words. His statement implied that she might indeed be one.

"You could join my realm and become part of the Holy Clan," she said, her eyes filled with expectation. "I see your alertness; I will use the technique to infuse you with demonic energy."

"I have no interest in such a practice," Lin Xuan replied coolly. He had seen Demon Sovereigns before—such as the fragment of Heavenly Origin Demon Sovereign that he and Wangting Tower had jointly destroyed on Penglai Mountain.

"Such audacity! Do you know who you are speaking to? My lady is not an ordinary Demon Sovereign; even a lowly ancient demon sovereign would be beneath her."

Before Lin Xuan could finish, a sharp rebuke rang out. The young demon maiden named Qiaoyun was visibly angry.

A mere初期洞玄 cultivator, and my lady is willing to perform the demonic energy infusion technique for him—what an honor! He not only failed to show gratitude but also spoke disrespectfully. Such ungrateful behavior should be punished by being thrown into the Frost Demon Prison.

"Insolent!" Ice Spirit's face showed displeasure as a white demonic energy shot towards Qiaoyun's forehead.

"Ahh!"

Qiaoyun's expression turned painful, but the process was swift and ended just as quickly. However, she trembled in fear and fell to her knees, no longer daring to speak.

Lin Xuan's face darkened; while Ice Spirit was punishing her servant, it also served as a warning. She had indeed made a move, though so fast that even his divine sense could barely catch it—just the slight movement of her left hand.

How terrifying these ancient demons were! Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt a chill run down his spine.

She was far more formidable than he imagined. This challenge was no trivial matter; he almost had an urge to flee.

Of course, this was just a thought and not yet time for action. While feeling wary, Lin Xuan also became curious about her true strength. Even if she were a fragment of Demon Sovereign, their levels were the same—what kind of power could she wield?

"Consider my offer," Ice Spirit smiled. "While I don't truly value you, with my status and power, a mere初期洞玄 cultivator is beneath notice."

However, her magic was mysterious and tricky; facing him, it felt like a challenge.

Perhaps he had misjudged or sensed wrongly, but given that she could discern his hiding place, it was likely the latter. After all, their levels were identical—she was not easily defeated.

Ice Spirit didn't want to engage in a prolonged battle, so offering to join her realm seemed like a better strategy.

Even without action, they had already begun to outwit each other.

Despite Ice Spirit's immense age as an ancient demon sovereign, Lin Xuan wasn't about to fall behind.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan showed signs of hesitation, seemingly uncertain. However, Ice Spirit didn't press him; delaying served no purpose.

"May I ask which Demon Sovereign you are?" Lin Xuan inquired, using the principle that knowing oneself and one's enemy leads to victory.

"I am Ice Spirit. Have you heard of me?"

"What? Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. He knew about the nine True Demon Sages, so how could he not know such a powerful figure?

Her background was far beyond his expectations; this explained why she exerted such immense pressure despite being only初期洞玄.

"Then you are indeed Lord Ice Spirit. I apologize for my oversight," Lin Xuan said humbly. "However,"

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan suddenly flicked his sleeve again, releasing a brilliant light—four-colored琉璃火焰.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

Lin Xuan couldn't surrender; however, after learning her identity, he didn't underestimate her either. He unleashed one of his most powerful techniques, the dazzling flames flying towards Ice Spirit's direction.
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Not a move was made until it had to be, but once it was, it was with his most treasured technique.

Lin Xuan chose this strategy after careful consideration. The enemy was no ordinary foe; he had never faced an opponent of the same rank who exerted such immense pressure on him. As the saying goes, "A name for nothing is a lie," and the title "Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor" alone could terrify most people to death.

Lin Xuan was not one of them, but he did not dare underestimate his opponent either. He had no confidence in winning against this woman before making his move, so he unleashed a formidable technique right away.

A flash of spiritual light revealed the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire rushing towards him.

The four-colored crystal shards shone brilliantly.

Coldness, toxicity, devouring, and corrosion—now, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire had evolved into a terrifying attribute with these four properties.

While most cultivators could defeat their enemies with one technique, Lin Xuan was not entirely confident in his chances against this woman. However, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire never failed him before; what would be the outcome now?

"Die!"

The Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor's anger flared at Lin Xuan’s actions. A mere Profound Period cultivator dared to attack after learning of her identity—wasn't he tired of living?

Although she felt that Lin Xuan had some extraordinary abilities, it mattered little; strong ants were still ants. As a fragment of the demon ancestor, she could easily deal with him without much effort.

With a sharp cry, she raised her Ice Spirit Jade Hand. The palm glowed with milky white demonic light as if no treasures were at hand, and she lunged towards the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire with bare hands.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he involuntarily sucked in a cold breath. He was half worried and half relieved. He was glad that his opponent did not know the true power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire; this bold move would surely bring her pain, even if it couldn’t kill her.

But he was concerned that the Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor might have some real confidence in her actions. Her strength far exceeded what he had imagined, making her a formidable opponent indeed.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not slacken his efforts at all.

Though the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s attack was formidable, it still seemed too single-minded. He extended his left hand and flipped his wrist to reveal a red fire staff in his palm. Taking a deep breath, he infused his essence energy into it.

Instantly, golden light enveloped him as Buddhist chants filled his ears. A surge of abundant Buddhist power surged around them, swiftly purifying the surrounding demonic aura.

Among all cultivation techniques, none had more effective countermeasures against ancient demons than those from the Buddhist sects.

Although Lin Xuan was not a disciple of the Buddhist sect, he could still use their secret techniques due to his possession of the Golden Core. The staff in his hand amplified its power significantly.

"Divine Buddhist Treasure!"

The fragment’s strength might be inferior compared to the main body, but her eyes were sharp. She showed surprise but no fear on her face. It was understandable; she had been a peak cultivator for millions of years and still hadn’t ascended to the Immortal realm. Who knew what terrifying demonic techniques she had mastered? Even against true immortals, would she be intimidated?

This boy meant nothing.

Despite their similar ranks, Lin Xuan was confident in his victory. He raised his hand, emitting a faint fragrance as he grabbed the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire with his palm.

The process seemed complex but took only an instant. Her jade hand caught the fire. The demonic light tried to ensnare it.

Her plan had some merit; even with his abilities, he couldn’t be said to underestimate her. However, knowing oneself and not others would inevitably lead to a disadvantage.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was no easy foe.

Ordinary flame techniques were incomparable to his.

A sigh…

The four-colored crystal shards instantly dispelled the milky white demonic aura. The flames touched the Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor’s hand.

With a loud crackle, her face showed pain as her entire palm turned black and melted away. Moreover, the strange fire quickly spread up her arm.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire had not disappointed Lin Xuan; even the Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor suffered severe injuries due to this oversight.

This outcome was beyond what the Ice Spirit expected. After initial shock and anger, she quickly regained composure.

Opening her lips, a black-red pure demonic aura shot towards the area enveloped by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

A sigh…

The sound was faint but incredible; that black-red demonic aura transformed into countless fiery serpents heading for Lin Xuan’s flames.

Though formidable, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s power could not compare to her secret technique.

This time, she learned from her mistake. She stopped the spread of the fire and raised her right hand, drawing a finger across her half-removed arm.

Silver light flashed as a silver streak appeared, splattering blood. She had cut off her own arm.

A hero cutting his hand!

This was akin to removing the fuel under the cauldron.

Though the black-red demonic flames couldn’t withstand it, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire lost its effect. However, Lin Xuan’s Divine Buddhist Treasure had already been activated.

Buddhist chants resounded as he shook his left hand, sending countless staff shadows covering half the sky towards her head.

The air around them tightened as if to trap her… but Lin Xuan didn’t expect such a thing. Even a momentary delay could be useful for him.

Furious!

The Ice Spirit raised her head, with a hint of murderous intent in her eyes. However, she did not dodge; the staff shadows converged and fell upon her head.

A cry echoed as she was struck from above. Her face showed不甘 (reluctance) before she tumbled backward.

Easily defeating a formidable opponent was an unexpected delight. But Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged; how could such a powerful enemy be so weak?
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Lin Xuan's figure flashed as he instantly deployed Nine Heavens Microstep. In an instant, he moved a thousand feet away.

He did this not because he had discovered any danger or anomaly, but simply due to his experience honed in the midst of blood and gore.

In other words, such a decision was instinctive for Lin Xuan; he didn't even need to think about it. However, sometimes instinctive reactions are crucial.

Almost as soon as he moved away, the faint shadow still lingered where it had been. Then, "tsk" sounded in his ears. The sound was so light and fine that it could almost be ignored. But with it came a ripple in space, and several sword qi emerged from Lin Xuan's sleeves, each no longer than an inch but rapidly expanding as they cut through the air. They multiplied into three, then nine, and soon there were thousands of them, piercing toward the opponent.

The sight was astonishing, but this was just surface-level impression. Even a spirit Buddha Treasure would be useless against such sword qi. How could these possibly achieve their intended effect? There was no way they could even provide any hindrance.

But that didn't mean they wouldn't work at all. With his extensive experience in combat, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to use a wasted move. Even if the thousands of sword qi couldn't injure her, they might still confuse her, causing her to lose focus.

Then, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it toward the left front.

"Tsik..."

The sound of breaking air echoed as the illusory spirit heaven fire flew back like a whale sucking in water.

Lin Xuan's figure flashed again, and the space seemed to melt, like throwing a stone into water, creating ripples that spread outward slowly. The scene was so strange it was hard to tell if it was an illusion or reality.

In the midst of these ripples, Lin Xuan vanished.

Nine Heavens Microstep!

But it seemed as though he had only just begun using it because after vanishing, he never reappeared, seemingly hidden in the void.

This was a secret technique he recently mastered, essentially a variation of Nine Heavens Microstep that incorporated more advanced spatial techniques to conceal his position.

Of course, this didn't mean he could truly become invisible. But in high-level combat where every millimeter counts, even a few seconds of confusion could give him the upper hand.

Lin Xuan named this technique "Void Forming Technique." This was his first time using it today.

He hoped for unexpected results but overestimated himself. Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign was no ordinary entity; she had seen all manner of spatial techniques. Moreover, Lin Xuan hadn't even grasped the spatial laws yet, just a superficial imitation at best.

The woman's brows shot up as an eerie gap appeared on her forehead.

Her eyes!

But there were strange colors continuously changing in her pupils.

"Ahhh!"

Lin Xuan staggered and fell out of the void several dozen feet to his left. The opponent had broken through his spatial technique; that beautiful eye seemed unlookable, for once gazed upon, it would cause dizziness.

What kind of spell was this?

His mind raced as he realized there wasn't time to delve into it now. Despite only suffering a minor setback, he was at a disadvantage. This was an excellent opportunity the opponent wouldn't miss.

Lin Xuan's combat experience was rich, so his reaction was naturally swift.

A burst of green flame appeared on his body as the Green Flame Qilin Armor materialized. Then, with another wave of his sleeves, a glow enveloped him as the Mystic Azure Mother-Child Shield also covered him.

There were seven shields in total, distributed fan-wise. Lin Xuan issued a spell, and each shield emitted a burst of light, forming a green light screen. A Tai Chi pattern flowed over it, making it seem mysterious beyond words.

This was a replica of a spirit treasure, a rare complete set. Its defensive capabilities were obvious; Lin Xuan believed that even compared to the supreme spirit treasures, they wouldn't be inferior.

His only concern was what powerful treasures Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign might have brought from the lower realms. After all, with her status, it wasn't strange for her to produce a primordial spirit treasure.

Of course, this was just a joke; Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign definitely had a primordial spirit treasure but wouldn't entrust it to a mere Daoist of the Profound Knowledge realm.

If anything happened, this ancient demon sovereign would be furious.

Lin Xuan was certain about this. Otherwise, why bother fighting? He might as well quickly agree to serve her. The difference between a primordial spirit treasure and a later-formed one was not just a single character; their power was incomparable, almost on different levels.

His guess was correct. In reality, the situation was even better than he had hoped. Not only did she lack any primordial spirit treasures, but she didn't bring any法宝at all. Her mysterious spells were enough to handle any threat.

Lin Xuan's judgment was right; such a good opportunity wouldn't be missed. She raised her hand and snapped her fingers forward.

Sharp light surged as the white magical aura condensed into several gleaming black swords, forming a dazzling beam that slashed toward Lin Xuan.

"Bang!"

A loud explosion echoed.紧接着，清脆的撞击声接连传入耳中。Lin Xuan吸了口气，双手平举，浑身法力如江河决堤般灌注到身前的盾牌上。

无论如何，总要先撑过这一波。

Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign's face showed a hint of surprise. She didn't hold back, and if it were an ordinary Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator, he would have been killed long ago.

This guy, though insignificant, indeed had some skill.

But what does that matter?

How many tricks can he use to stop me?

A light laughter sounded in his ears. Then the woman raised her hand, pointing a finger as a sword toward the front. The white beam spun around and transformed into a several-meter-long giant snake, coiling its body around the Mystic Azure Mother-Child Shield's light screen, biting fiercely.
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Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he continued to pour his cultivation energy into the technique, regardless of what means the other party employed.

Sure enough, the Mother-Child Silver Shield was no trivial matter. No matter how many tricks the opponent tried, there seemed to be no effect. As long as this wave of attacks could be sustained, Lin Xuan would break free from the predicament.

Lin Xuan's plan was correct, but how could Ice Soul Demon Ancestor be easily dealt with? Seeing that his several attempts at casting spells had failed, he lightly brushed his jade hand over his hair.

Not only did this woman possess an incomparable beauty, her silver-colored hair also caught the eye. As she moved, a strand of hair danced in the wind and transformed into a silver light, shooting towards Lin Xuan's side but not attacking; instead, it merged with the giant snake's body.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as an unbelievable scene unfolded. With the integration of the silver thread, the giant snake also melted away like ice.

In its place was white flames, with a flicker of silver light visible within them. Instantly, these flames spread across the light screen formed by the Mother-Child Silver Shield, and in the next moment, this treasure froze solid.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed deeply; such changes were unexpected. He swept his sleeves, and a spell flew out with a "puff" sound. The light screen flickered and returned to its shield form, but the silver-white flames still clung to it.

Ignoring this, Lin Xuan moved swiftly, retreating backward. This time, he did not use Nine Heaven Microsteps; instead, he employed ordinary concealment techniques.

A lesson learned, a wise man gained. Since the opponent had broken his Void Concealment Technique, using Nine Heaven Microsteps would likely be equally ineffective. Before fully understanding the nature of their opponent's move, Lin Xuan could not afford to act rashly.

Better safe than sorry; in combat, one should only take risks when necessary. Although this principle was simple, few could truly put it into practice.

The subtlety and complexity lay in the heart. Without the trials of blood and sweat, such thoughts were mere fantasies.

Lin Xuan was a master of these nuances, his grasp of the rhythm of combat reaching perfection.

His calculations proved correct; the Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's beautiful eyes, which had already opened halfway, now had to close again.

Though her expression remained unchanged, she could not help but sigh inwardly. This boy was indeed extremely troublesome.

However, this woman's response was equally impressive. Lin Xuan's danger had yet to be resolved; her jade hand pointed forward once more.

Sizzle...

A loud crack echoed as the ice flames separated from the Mother-Child Silver Shield and gathered in the center. A 200-foot-long demon arm emerged, with ice flames burning around it. Five fingers extended, reaching for Lin Xuan's head.

This time, there was no way to dodge; the timing did not allow it.

The Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's attacks were not limited to this one. Her hands moved like butterflies, casting intricate magical seals from her sleeves. These seals grew in size with the wind and transformed into terrifying beasts that roared loudly, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Such power was indeed impressive, but within moments, hundreds of these beasts obscured half the sky.

Two consecutive attacks, both deadly. Ordinary Daoists at the Profound Void stage would struggle to handle even one; this boy, despite his spells, could only face certain defeat.

Though this speculation might be correct, Lin Xuan could not rely on common sense. Seeing that the demon arm was approaching, with no time to retreat or summon treasures, Lin Xuan remained calm and composed.

"Kek"

This expression caught Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's attention; her delicate brows furrowed. Could it be that the opponent had a hidden move?

Before this thought could fully form, Lin Xuan acted. There was no hiding now; facing danger, he must unleash all his abilities to turn crisis into safety.

Lin Xuan roared loudly, and the sound echoed like thunder in the sky. A fierce wind surged around him, accompanied by an aura of demonic energy.

"Ah..."

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's eyes widened as well. The opponent was a cultivator of demons? But what did she know; changing tactics at this moment would be too late.

"Hu"

Lin Xuan shouted and his bones cracked loudly. He clenched his fists, and his right fist struck forward with force.

Though the action seemed simple, a tearing sound erupted in the air. A vortex of one yard in diameter also appeared, floating into view.

A Force Vortex!

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's expression changed dramatically. It was not uncommon for cultivators to master multiple techniques; however, this boy's single punch displayed more power than even true Profound Void demon creatures could muster.

Before the thought could fully form, a loud "boom" echoed as the force vortex and the demon arm collided midair, clashing fiercely.

In narrow streets, bravery wins. This time, there was no trickery involved. A tearing sound filled the air as the demon arm shattered into pieces.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise; after years of swallowing Qilin Fruit and diligently practicing Dragon Elephant Subduing Demons Technique, his strength had reached unimaginable levels.

However, danger persisted. The monsters created by the demonic runes were now closing in. Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's attacks were a series of consecutive strikes. Her lips curled into a sneer; if this boy could break one, what about the other?

Though demon cultivators' bodies were much stronger than ordinary cultivators, they were far from invincible. How would he handle it?

Lin Xuan's expression remained serious and unflappable. These successive attacks might not be enough to overwhelm him.

Having blocked the first wave, how could these illusions pose a threat?

Lin Xuan had freed his hands and lightly tapped his waist.

Flashes of light appeared as countless leaf-shaped法宝flew out, thin like cicada wings, with an astonishing number—thousands in total. These were the treasures from裂空真人's past, but after Lin Xuan refined them, their appearance was vastly different, now semi-transparent instead of black.

Despite this change, their power had not diminished; it even surpassed before. The Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade had transformed under Lin Xuan's hands.
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The unexpected happened as soon as the words left his mouth.

Like melting spring snow, both the ice dragon and the fire dragon instantly dissolved away.

Reduced to pure mana, they were now utterly harmless, no longer able to form any attacks. They had broken all contact with Lin Xuan’s consciousness.

"Is... this real?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. In that instant, his expression was as dark as a storm cloud. Had he misjudged the situation? Was this domain truly what it seemed?

A gust of wind suddenly rose up, and the mana fragments from the Thousand Dragon Fangs transformed into demonic energy. They converged in the middle, countless claws appearing before him. The air crackled with their approach.

"Damn!"

Was this a case of using his own methods against him?

Lin Xuan was furious and alarmed, but he had no time to defend himself. A burst of demon aura erupted from his body as his hands transformed into sharp talons. He raised them and swung them forward.

Instantly, countless sharp claws materialized, glowing pale green, rushing towards him.

In the next moment, a loud tearing sound echoed as Lin Xuan’s attack collided with the opponent's claw attacks.

The moment of contact showed signs of strain on his side. Before he could react, the ice spirit's claws swarmed over him.

Lin Xuan’s face contorted in shock. He had no choice but to take a deep breath and activate the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.

But it didn’t work as expected; before he could even touch it, it was knocked away. Fortunately, the Azure Flame Qilin Armor protected him. Lin Xuan's body was far more resilient than those of the thick-skinned demons, so he wouldn’t fall to his death, but his condition would be dire.

The sharpness of those claws meant that he might suffer a gruesome fate—ripping open his abdomen. Even Lin Xuan couldn't help spitting out blood, his face pale as death.

Despite the severe setback, Lin Xuan’s battle experience was vast. He reacted quickly and retreated while flicking his sleeves to release the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade. The clattering sound of its impact with the claws filled his ears.

Then a flash of light appeared before him, and the True Azure Mother-Child Shield materialized. He didn’t seek victory but merely wanted to avoid defeat. He had intended to test the opponent’s domain, only to find himself in such a humiliating predicament. Since Ice Spirit Demon Overlord had gained an advantage, she wouldn't let this opportunity slip away.

However, what followed left Lin Xuan speechless. The ice spirit didn’t seize the moment to expand her gains.

Lin Xuan's face remained grim as his surroundings changed. The altar vanished without a trace, and the massive structure suddenly disappeared. In its place stood buildings amidst an icy landscape with snowflakes falling like feathers from the sky.

The biting cold cut through his face. He found himself in a vast white expanse of ice plains, surrounded by frozen earth and crumbling ruins.

"Is... this real?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he wore an expression of sheer discomfort. The environment had changed. Was it...

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with silver light as mana surged into his gaze—the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. This divine technique could dispel illusions, and it rarely disappointed him. However, this time, there was no effect.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened further.

Either this wasn’t an illusion or...

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye wasn't infallible. Water could extinguish fire, but if the flames were too intense, they would evaporate water. Similarly, if the true king of a hundred birds arrived here, he would easily dispel any illusions. But Lin Xuan’s Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was merely a mimicry, and he hadn’t mastered it to its finest detail.

The domain created by his opponent was too magical for him to discern. That made sense.

Regardless, the current environment favored the ice spirit demon. He had entered her domain, and she clearly excelled in manipulating cold energy.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew more serious as he thought about this. Having traversed countless trials in the cultivation world, he was no stranger to perilous situations. However, such a dangerous scenario was rare. A wrong move could lead to his downfall.

"Little Lin, let me ask you one last time—do you really not want to surrender?" The cold voice of Ice Spirit Demon Overlord echoed, accompanied by an oppressive presence that sent shivers down his spine.

But Lin Xuan laughed.

If the opponent hadn’t bothered with such a gesture earlier, he would have been more alarmed. But now, in their dominant position, why bother offering him a chance to surrender?

This was merely adding insult to injury, revealing his weakness. This proved that Ice Spirit Demon Overlord wasn’t as formidable as she had initially appeared.

Otherwise, there would be no need for both soft and hard tactics.

If his assumptions were correct, this domain must have flaws. By finding its weaknesses, he might defeat her.

Even a clever mistake—Ice Spirit Demon Overlord had made one.

Of course, if Lin Xuan hadn’t been so astute, another cultivator might not have noticed the subtleties.

"Want to surrender and bind yourself? Fine," Lin Xuan spoke slowly.

"I’ll see how long you can be so reckless."

A hint of shame and anger flashed across Ice Spirit Demon Overlord’s face as she had given up on recruiting him.

Before he could finish, her right hand rose, and slender fingers pointed forward: "Rise!"

Another astonishing scene unfolded as white light burst forth, revealing ice giants appearing in his vision.

Lin Xuan’s expression was the epitome of distress. These monsters appeared out of thin air without consuming any of her demonic energy.

This is a domain!

In this realm, she could manipulate the laws of nature.

Of course, that refers to Ice Spirit Demon Overlord's true form. The current situation had flaws; otherwise, he would have been frozen into a statue with just a glance.
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(End of Chapter)
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A hissing sound of breaking air entered Lin Xuan's ears. This treasure shot out in all directions, instantly forming a layer of blade curtain before him, sealing off everything around.

Defend while attacking!

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's face also showed a trace of surprise. This kid was indeed full of cunning plans. However, the time to change tactics had already passed. She could only point her finger forward as she did.

Roar!

Sharp rays shot out. Not only did those monsters' eyes turn blood red, but their sharp claws and teeth also extended. A violent aura surged forth, making the faces of these monsters even more terrifying. They fiercely charged towards Lin Xuan with no fear of death.

The clashing sounds were loud, yet there was no rain of blood. Because they weren't true demon pets; even if their heads were cut off, they would merely revert to white demonic energy, extremely troublesome.

In just a few breaths, most of the monsters had been wiped out. However, the remaining ones broke through the light curtain set up by Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade and rushed towards Lin Xuan with bared teeth.

Any other person would have turned pale and panicked, unsure how to handle it.

But Lin Xuan was a smart individual. Although his experience in combat wasn't as rich as Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's, he far surpassed ordinary people.

Before making the move, he had already calculated that Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade, although sharp, might not be enough. Ice Soul stared wide-eyed at him, somewhat surprised by this outcome but not frightened.

If it weren't for her own eyes witnessing it, she would have found it hard to believe that a mere Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator could be so cunning, even surpassing those who had interacted with her many times.

Lin Xuan ignored what the other was thinking. With a loud shout, his hands formed hand seals like butterflies, and thousands of ice scorpions and fire dragons roared fiercely, charging at him.

Boom!

The sound was indescribable. The moment they touched, those monsters that had broken through Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade were swept away. Although some of the thousand dragons suffered losses, it was minimal. The remaining ice scorpions and fire dragons continued their ferocious charge towards Ice Soul with renewed vigor.

The offensive and defensive positions had already changed in an instant. Lin Xuan had turned from being at a disadvantage to taking the initiative.

Ice Soul widened her eyes. Such results were truly unexpected but only by surprise, not fear. With a cold snort, she emitted a flash of light, vanishing mysteriously. Only some snowflakes danced around where she stood, beautiful and enigmatic.

Spatial magic!

And it was far more advanced than hers. Where could the opponent be hiding?

Lin Xuan raised his head sharply, silver light flashing in his eyes as he directed all his power towards them...

Celestial Phoenix Divine Eye!

Suddenly, Lin Xuan raised his hand, and an ancient long spear appeared.

As they say, use poison to counter poison. Spatial abilities require spatial treasures to counteract.

Lin Xuan injected his power into the spear. The surface of the spear was covered with ancient runes that glowed brightly in green light. His right hand swung down fiercely.

A sizzling sound echoed as a violent aura surged forth, accompanied by countless runes flickering on the surface of the spear.

Those texts were also ancient and peculiar. After a brief flash, they formed a circle, revealing an intricate magical array before his eyes. Following that, sparks flashed brightly, and a crescent-shaped light blade shot out from the treasure.

Unlike ordinary light blades, this one had tiny miniature arrays attached to it.

The power was immense, far beyond ordinary attacks.

"Bang!"

A loud explosion sounded as a white hand appeared several dozen feet away, space ripples emanating. The fingers were slender and delicate, lightly pointing forward.

White demonic energy suddenly emerged, flying silently but quickly towards the center where they gathered into a triangular shield.

The light blade collided with it, causing the entire area to tremble. It was as if this small area had become a tiny lake, and a stone had been thrown in with great force.

Due to the immense force, the disturbance was also significant.

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor had no choice but to appear, her expression darkening: "Divine eye secret technique, spatial treasure... A mere Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator knows so much. It seems you won't be easily captured alive. But it's just a fragment of soul. Even if I destroy it, there's nothing to worry about. Little fellow, angering me will definitely make you regret it."

Before her words were fully spoken, Ice Soul raised both hands, and the white arms in mid-air waved incessantly. As she moved, mysterious runes appeared.

Her lips slightly parted, and a melodious voice sounded like pearls falling on jade plates into his ears.

The voice was extremely pleasant, but the incantations within it were incredibly complex. Lin Xuan couldn't understand what she said, yet he felt an alarm rise in his heart for some reason.

"What..."

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. Such a premonition must not be taken lightly. But before he could act, a layer of heart-stirring white light enveloped him from Ice Soul's center.

Familiarity struck him as the white light enveloped him. He didn't want to dodge; it was too late.

There wasn't even a momentary gap for him to react. Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's voice, clear and deliberate, echoed in his ears. Most Profound Knowledge Realm cultivators might have heard of the term "domain," but their reactions would not be so swift.

But Lin Xuan was different; remember he had a pet that could also manifest a domain—albeit with flaws.

Though it wasn't perfect, Lin Xuan had seen its terrifying power and never expected Ice Soul to use one.

"You actually know your stuff. If you surrender now, I might consider giving you another chance," Ice Soul's face showed surprise. Talking to someone smart was simple; if he knew the fear of a domain, he might reconsider submitting.

Her voice was full of temptation, but Lin Xuan's mind was as resilient as steel, having been tempered through countless trials and tribulations. It wasn't easily swayed.

"If you want me to submit, friend, you should show some strength first."

Lin Xuan shouted loudly, the Nine Heaven Moon Ring rotating随意 in his hand before floating back in front of him. Then he raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

The movement seemed extremely gentle, but the thousand dragon shadows reappeared in his vision.

Initially alarmed by the domain, Lin Xuan was indeed panicked for a moment. But quickly, he realized something crucial.

Ice Soul, as one of the Nine True Demon Ancestors, naturally had domains at her disposal. However, she was only a fragment of soul now, not her full self.

Although this shouldn't be underestimated, her fragment's cultivation level was still Profound Knowledge Realm, similar to his. With so many secret techniques, how could she manifest a domain?

She simply didn't have enough power to support it.

Could there be something more behind this?

Was it just an attempt to scare him or did the domain itself have flaws?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure but felt relieved.

Because he understood that no matter what divine technique or spell Ice Soul used, as long as it looked terrifying, one thing remained unchanged... The fragment of her soul's cultivation level was similar to his.

Without its foundation, how could the hair remain? A single Profound Knowledge Realm existence using a domain couldn't possibly exceed her realm in power.

Even if there were other mysterious aspects, what difference did it make? In any case, he would face it with courage. He firmly believed that "Thousand Dragon Tooth" had enough power to test this out.

However, the next scene was beyond his expectations.

The opponent didn't dodge or use another secret technique to counteract the terrifying attack; instead, she raised her right hand and muttered a short, strange incantation as the ice scorpions and fire dragons approached.
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The unexpected happened as soon as the words left his mouth.

Like spring snow melting, both the ice dragon and the fire dragon instantly dissolved into nothingness.

Their essence was pure and clean but no longer forming attacks; they had severed their connection with Lin Xuan’s spirit.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim in an instant. Could it be that he had misjudged this domain? Was it truly as real as he thought?

His heart sank. He had never expected to lose so easily, let alone by such a method.

They were reduced to pure force.

Could this really be a true domain?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced but he didn't have time to ponder further. A whirlwind appeared out of thin air, and the force from the thousand dragons' fangs transformed into demonic energy. It coalesced in the center, countless claws appearing before his eyes, breaking through the air as they rushed towards him.

Frustrated!

Was this a case of using their own method against them?

Lin Xuan's expression was a mix of anger and shock; he had no time to defend himself. His body exuded fierce demonic energy, and his hands transformed into sharp claws. He raised them, swinging them forward.

Instantly, countless sharp claws emerged, appearing pale green as they rushed towards him.

In the next moment, a loud tearing sound echoed as Lin Xuan's attack clashed with the opponent’s claw attacks.

Just from contact, Lin Xuan showed signs of strain. But in an instant, the ice spirit's claws swarmed over him.

Lin Xuan's face showed extreme shock. He had no choice but to take a deep breath and activate his Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.

But it didn't work as expected; he was sent flying upon contact. Fortunately, the Green Flame Qilin Armor blocked him, or else his resilience would have been severely tested against those thick-skinned beasts.

With the sharpness of those claws, he might face a gruesome fate—ripping open his belly. Lin Xuan couldn't help but spit out blood, his face pale to an extreme degree.

But with his vast experience in combat, despite the significant setback, his reaction was swift. He retreated backward and flicked his sleeves, sending out the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade again. The clanging sounds filled his ears as those claws were finally halted.

Then a flash of light appeared, and the Xuanqing Mother-Son Shield floated before him. Lin Xuan didn't seek to test the opponent's domain but was prepared for the storm of attacks that would follow.

However, what happened next left him speechless. Ice Spirit did not seize this opportunity to expand its territory.

Lin Xuan's face showed no hint of amusement; his surroundings had changed.

The altar vanished without a trace, and such a large building seemingly disappeared out of thin air. The distant mountains were nowhere to be seen, replaced by buildings in an icy landscape with snowflakes as big as dog hairs falling from the sky.

The cold wind howled, slicing through his face like knives. He found himself in a vast white ice plain, surrounded by some frozen earth and crumbling walls.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, showing an extremely unpleasant expression. The environment had changed; could it be...

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with silver light as his power flowed into both of them—his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes were activated to their utmost extent.

This divine technique had the effect of dispelling illusions and rarely disappointed him. But this time, he found no trace of it. Lin Xuan's expression darkened further.

Either this wasn't an illusion or... the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes weren’t all-powerful. Water could extinguish fire, but if the flames were too intense, they would evaporate the water. Similarly, if a true king of birds had arrived here, he might have broken through any illusions. But Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes were merely an imitation and hadn't been cultivated to their finest subtleties.

The illusion created by this domain was so magical that it couldn’t be penetrated; that was normal.

But regardless of whether it was an illusion or not, the current environment was unfavorable for him. Ice Spirit Immortal had a reputation for controlling cold energy, and he was in her domain.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's expression grew more serious. He had faced countless battles since entering the cultivation world, but such a dangerous situation was rare. If he didn't handle it carefully, he might fall here.

"Little Lin, I ask you one last time—do you really not want to surrender?" Ice Spirit Immortal’s cold voice echoed in his ears, accompanied by an oppressive presence. But Lin Xuan laughed instead.

He had been genuinely alarmed when the opponent hadn’t bothered before, but now that she was in a dominant position, why would she try to persuade him?

This was just adding insult to injury and exposing her weakness. While it might be a bit excessive, it at least proved that Ice Spirit wasn't as formidable as she appeared.

Otherwise, there would have been no need for both soft and hard tactics.

If his assumptions were correct, this domain had flaws. Finding the weak point and attacking could potentially defeat this woman.

Ice Spirit Immortal also made a mistake.

Of course, it was due to Lin Xuan's exceptional intelligence; another cultivator might not have noticed such subtleties.

"Wanting me to surrender is fine too," Lin Xuan spoke slowly. "Very well."

Ice Spirit Immortal's expression turned from anger to laughter: "Such recklessness! I wonder how long you can be so arrogant."

A hint of shame and anger flashed across her face as she had given up on the idea of persuading him.

Before he could finish, her right hand rose, pointing forward with slender fingers. "Rise!"

In an instant, a bizarre scene unfolded. White light surged, and one by one, ice giants appeared in his vision.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely grim because these monsters had seemingly materialized out of thin air without consuming any of her demonic energy.

This is what a true domain can do!

In my territory, I am the master; she could manipulate natural laws here.

Of course, that referred to Ice Spirit Immortal’s true form. The current situation had flaws; otherwise, he would have been frozen into a statue with just a glance.
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Besides the Frost Giant, more than a hundred魔兽 with various appearances emerged from the ice plain. They all exhaled cold air and were composed of ten-thousand-year-old ice.

"Go!"

The light voice of Ice Soul Demon Ancestor entered Lin Xuan's ears. The魔兽 giants together let out deafening roars as they rushed towards him.

Though the scene was shocking, it wasn't enough to deter him. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and his body was enveloped in green light. He intended to fly diagonally away.

It wasn’t because he feared; rather, given the current situation, directly confronting them wouldn’t be wise. Ice Soul now had the advantage of timing, location, and manpower. The only way for him to win would be to find her domain's weaknesses.

Lin Xuan didn't want to face the full force of her attack head-on, but things weren't as easy as he anticipated. One after another, Ice Soul Demon Ancestor’s countermeasures came into play. As Lin Xuan moved, a sudden fluctuation appeared in the void behind him.

Innumerable silver threads mysteriously surfaced and crisscrossed, resembling spider webs. Lin Xuan was bound with these threads.

"Phew..."

Lin Xuan stared in shock as Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's lips curled into a mocking smile: "Stupid fellow, this domain is mine to control. Do you think you can escape?"

The situation had taken an unexpected turn. Lin Xuan was truly unprepared for the sudden attack. The魔兽 and Frost Giants were already closing in.

With nowhere to hide and his hands tied, he couldn't even summon his treasures. Thus, he was completely defenseless at this moment.

"Ignorant fellow, where did you learn this technique?" Ice Soul Demon Ancestor didn’t stop him; instead, she looked shocked. Although the small罗天相 compared to her own from millions of years ago had significant differences, she wouldn't mistake it for anything else.

Lin Xuan was equally surprised that Ice Soul could recognize the small罗天相. Could this secret technique be more powerful than he thought? After all, though Ice Soul was only a fragment of her essence, her strength and knowledge were no different from the original.

One of the Nine True Demon Ancestors, an entity comparable to a scattered immortal, had a vision that couldn't be underestimated. However, Lin Xuan didn’t have time to ponder much at this moment.

After the crisis, Lin Xuan realized that while his opponent's domain might have flaws, he wouldn’t necessarily see them. After all, domains were something only渡劫期 cultivators could possess, and they were still far beyond him.

Such unfamiliar things involved concepts he couldn't fathom, so even if there were weaknesses, he would likely not notice them.

This realization was clear to Lin Xuan, but it was too late for him to act on it. Now wasn’t the time to be clever; he prepared for a straightforward battle.

One force overcomes ten!

What did his opponent’s domain matter? As long as the power was sufficient, he believed he could break through it.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan extended his right hand. A short sword about a foot in length flew out with a flick of his wrist. The design was entirely different from his original魔缘剑; this was clearly another treasure.

Ancient yet not plain, the sword exuded a magnificent and domineering aura.

Lin Xuan grasped it, then turned his left hand to reveal a small jade bottle.

He uncorked it and swallowed a drop of spiritual essence.

"Ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk."

Ice Soul recognized the item immediately. She looked surprised; obtaining such a天才地宝 for an洞玄期 cultivator was no easy feat.

However, her pupils narrowed as she focused on the short sword in Lin Xuan's hand. It seemed familiar but different from what she remembered—perhaps a copy of that item?

"Phew... Even if it’s a copy, it shouldn’t be in the hands of an ordinary洞玄期 cultivator."

Before Ice Soul could finish her thoughts, Lin Xuan acted.

This was the first time he used the噬灵剑 after its forging. He wanted to see how effective it was. Although he hadn't tried it before, the unique phenomena during its creation were promising.

After drinking the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, his strength had fully recovered. He took a deep breath and infused all his power into the short sword.

Instantly, a fierce light erupted from the sword as磅礴的 spiritual energy radiated outward from Lin Xuan's hand.

Then, it split into four streams, each with distinct properties: white for gold, green for wood, blue for water, and red for fire.

The four streams of spiritual energy converged, producing clear and powerful roars. Four giant spirit beasts appeared in his vision—Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise.

Despite their differences, each exuded a noble or rebellious aura...

Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise.

Ice Soul’s eyes widened as she stared at the scene.

"Is this the Four Symbols Sword? No, even among先天灵宝, the Four Symbols Sword ranks high. Its power is much more terrifying. This must be a copy."

Ice Soul's murmured words reached Lin Xuan, highlighting the significance of his噬灵剑. However, he had no time to delve deeper; defeating this powerful foe was his top priority.

Lin Xuan focused on his task, ignoring what Ice Soul said. His expression mirrored his initial use of魔缘剑—his strength seemed insufficient and was being drained away.

The four spirit beasts in the air became more menacing, lifelike, and their ferocious energy spread as they charged towards the enemy.

Ice Soul no longer appeared confident. Her face showed a serious look as she waved her hands like butterflies, casting out intricate seals.

It wasn’t clear if it was an illusion, but Lin Xuan felt time seemed to slow down and space distorted. However, the spirit beasts continued their advance inch by inch.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew grim as he felt his guess confirmed—One force overcomes ten still applied even in a domain. Ice Soul's fragment was only at洞玄期; she couldn't change the laws of nature but could use her experience to some advantage.

The power of the噬灵剑 was formidable, and her domain no longer restrained him completely. However, it wasn’t without effect—both Lin Xuan and Ice Soul held their hands out, presenting a stalemate.

After a moment, a sharp sound echoed as the scene changed. The ice plain vanished, and the four spirit beasts faded into a large light ball, flying towards Ice Soul.

Every inch was difficult to traverse as space continued to distort.

Ice Soul wasn’t any better off; despite the slow-moving light ball, she couldn’t move due to the domain's constraints. At this stage of combat, they were merely exhausting each other.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only a few breaths. The struggle would eventually decide the outcome.

While Ice Soul’s techniques might be more intricate, Lin Xuan still had an advantage—his body contained two souls and one essence, meaning his strength was deeper than hers.

With the噬灵剑 in hand, this stalemate favored him.

Lin Xuan knew this; continuing to delay wouldn’t benefit him. With a loud shout, he released all his power, spitting out several mouthfuls of primordial energy.

The light ball formed by the four spirits brightened and began to fragment under the pressure. The domain's constraints finally lost effect, and its speed increased dramatically.

"Phew..."

Ice Soul gasped in disbelief as her face showed shock. This was impossible—though she was only a fragment, how could she lose to such an insignificant creature? A mere洞玄期 cultivator shouldn’t have this kind of strength!

However, the light ball had already flown within three feet of her and would soon engulf her.
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Chapter 2058: Double Shadow Demonic Impact!

The explosive sound entered Lin Xuan's ears, and a powerful gale wind surged around. A dazzling light appeared centered on Ice Soul, with four colored符文spinning and flashing, exuding an aura of mystery. More terrifying was the overwhelming spiritual pressure that flooded out like a tide towards all directions.

This power and momentum were so formidable that even heaven and earth seemed to change color. The space began to collapse inch by inch under this immense pressure.

Fortunately, no spatial rifts or whirlpools appeared, but the fact that it could cause such a breakdown in space indicated just how powerful this attack was.

The Demon缘Sword failed to land any hits.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as Ice Soul had not managed to dodge. Even with her divine powers, she should have perished.

However, his thoughts barely changed when a cold sweat broke out on his forehead. A chilling sensation arose from the soles of his feet without warning, and Lin Xuan instinctively flew sideways...

But it was still too late. A jolt hit his chest, sending a searing pain throughout his body. A beam of light as thick as a thumb pierced him.

"Keh keh keh..."

Lin Xuan coughed up blood as he struggled to breathe. The lung damage was severe even for cultivators.

But Lin Xuan had no time to worry because several sharp rays shot from behind, targeting his head, throat, and abdomen—vital points that would surely cripple him if hit.

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. A "bang" echoed in his ears as the three beams of light struck but failed to deliver fatal blows.

A Substitute Talisman!

Lin Xuan had used one of his secret treasures, ensuring he survived.

But it was definitely worth it. He managed to stay alive.

With a golden technique, Lin Xuan appeared ten meters away on his left side. His face was grim as he pressed his hand over the wound, blood seeping through his fingers.

The Green Flame Qilin Armor seemed like paper compared to this attack's severity. Fortunately, he had dodged quickly enough; otherwise, it would have hit his heart instead of just his lungs.

Thinking about it made Lin Xuan shudder.

Despite the earlier assault, Ice Soul was still alive. A silver light appeared as a young woman materialized in mid-air.

It was indeed Ice Soul!

This girl was indeed alive.

But her condition wasn't good; she was covered in blood and looked exhausted. Her silver hair danced with the wind but could not hide her disheveled appearance.

Recalling what had just happened, she too felt shaken.

"Little brat, I never thought you'd push me to this extent. Well, this demon ancestor will sacrifice this incarnation and send you to hell."

How could Ice Soul be humiliated like this? Her face was filled with hatred as her words were not empty promises but actions.

As the woman spoke, a silver beam shot from her mouth, circling around both of her shoulders.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. She had severed his arms! What was she doing?

But the wounds healed smoothly without any blood, instead enveloped by milky-white demonic energy. Soon, two complete arms grew back on him.

Re-growing limbs, this woman's technique was truly amazing. However, such a feat came at a cost; her face turned even paler.

But what did it matter? Ice Soul had decided to discard this incarnation anyway. With her strength, losing such a minor division would have little impact on the main body.

In fact, she could ignore it entirely.

However, Lin Xuan's expression was grave as he had almost exhausted his secret techniques with no effect. What should he do now?

The Thirty-Six Stratagems—flight is best?

But that wasn't realistic. The Illusionary Shadow Escape Technique was formidable, but Lin Xuan couldn't guarantee it wouldn't be detected.

If he failed to escape, he might fall into greater danger.

After considering his options, Lin Xuan decided the best course of action was to observe and wait.

For now, there was no other choice but to face whatever came.

Sure enough, Ice Soul did not give up. With a slight smile, she recited an ancient incantation. Her new arms moved in mid-air as mystical符文appeared one after another.

"Bang!"

A loud noise echoed. An unbelievable scene unfolded next.

The two severed arms exploded, and then two light balls the size of a meter appeared. Soon, the lights dimmed, revealing two ancient demons before him.

One had headless arms covered in dark scales, with lifeless eyes that sent shivers down anyone who met their gaze. The other had green eyes and long ears but bore a ghastly face on his chest, lifelike to the extreme. His exposed limbs were also wrapped in demonic patterns, exuding mysterious power with every movement.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grave as he recognized that both new demons were at the beginning stage of the Profound Realm. However, Lin Xuan was certain their true strength far surpassed those of their peers.

Damn it!

Just two severed arms had created formidable enemies. The opponent's subtlety was truly beyond comprehension.

"You brat, you have many tricks. It’s hard for this demon ancestor to defeat you alone, but with the help of these two, how about that?"

Ice Soul sneered, her face pale and indescribably so. Using secret techniques came at a cost; she had lost too much energy. This incarnation could only last until tea time before collapsing into nothingness.

But it didn't matter. With his two Shadow Demons aiding him, he would be sent to hell in one tea time.

Ice Soul was determined to eliminate Lin Xuan at all costs. Otherwise, her anger would remain unquenched.

How could Lin Xuan not realize the danger? A lone warrior fighting for survival could withstand countless opponents. Ice Soul's strength far exceeded his own.

This time, he might truly perish. With no other options, he had one more secret treasure left, but he was unwilling to use it.

Because that treasure was too rare and its origin unclear. But Ice Soul might recognize it, making future troubles inevitable if used.
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However, at this moment, Lin Xuan had no time to worry about future troubles. The pressing issue was how to deal with the immediate danger.

Otherwise, if he fell, all his worries would become a joke.

There were priorities in matters of life and death. Lin Xuan naturally understood the importance of weighing benefits against risks.

His trump card was the Five Dragon Seal.

This treasure could easily shatter even a lightning strike. In terms of power and rarity, it far surpassed the Devouring Spirit Sword.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan closed his eyes. Ice Soul Demon Ancestor, not one to sit idle, flashed past and surrounded him with her two ancient demons in a triangular formation.

Three against one would surely eliminate this young man quickly.

Her jade hand was already raised, but Lin Xuan's closing eyes surprised her. What was he doing?

Was he mocking her or just playing games?

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor was taken aback as Lin Xuan used Inner Vision to sink his divine consciousness into his dantian.

In the depths of his qi sea, a blue starry ocean slowly floated, with light points rotating and flickering, incredibly beautiful. Compared to before, another object hung in the center of the starry ocean, exuding an aura of mystery—the Five Dragon Seal.

His two most mysterious treasures were now together, clearly indicating they had a connection. That was why Lin Xuan hesitated to reveal the Five Dragon Seal unless absolutely necessary. While it might attract attention from ancient monsters, he feared more that accidentally revealing the blue starry ocean could be disastrous.

Suddenly, a silver light point appeared on the surface of the Five Dragon Seal and rapidly spread, soon making the entire treasure shine with pure silver brilliance.

A highly refined spirit energy burst forth from within.

Earth, Metal, Water, Fire, Wood!

The nature of this energy was difficult to discern. It seemed to contain all five elements at once.

The dark sky grew even darker, so that it was pitch black and impossible to see anything. Lin Xuan, being a cultivator, could still clearly perceive his surroundings with divine vision.

A strange incantation suddenly appeared in his mind.

This incantation was short but sounded like nothing he had ever heard before—something not found in any ancient texts or records.

It left an indelible impression on his mind.

Lin Xuan's eyes lit up. He had experienced this once before, so it came naturally to him without much thought. With a firm grip, the ancient incantation emerged from his mouth, though he himself was unsure of its meaning. It sounded majestic and powerful, like an ancient deity judging sinners in primordial times.

Wu...

It seemed as if a breeze had blown through. The Five Dragon Seal flashed and flew to the top of his head. Its surface emitted more silver light, forming a vortex.

This vortex was enormous, with a diameter of over a hundred feet. Lightning crackled inside it, and fierce winds made it difficult to open one's eyes.

From within emerged an illusory figure.

Snake body, lizard legs, phoenix claws, deer antlers, fish scales...

Even more mysteriously, there were tiger whiskers at the corners of its mouth, and a fist-sized gemstone faintly visible on its forehead.

Sss...

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor involuntarily sucked in her breath. It was indeed the Five Dragon Seal. Otherwise, how could it summon an illusory true dragon?

True dragons and phoenixes were legendary as the strongest true spirits. Their power might not match that of true immortals, but they were still formidable.

Not only did he possess this treasure, but he could also command it. Could there be more secrets hidden within him?

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's thoughts raced, but she found herself unable to move. This was the effect of Dragon Aura. If her main body were here, a mere illusory true dragon wouldn't matter much. But since she had only summoned a fragment of her soul, and after fighting to this extent, despite appearing powerful, she was actually on the verge of exhaustion.

Unable to move, the true dragon's claws flashed, and a silver light streaked past before Ice Soul Demon Ancestor's head was taken off. This wasn't over yet. The roar of the dragon echoed in her ears as the illusory figure opened its mouth, spewing out silver flames. While not true spirit fire, it was enough to reduce her fragment of soul to nothing.

The enemy fell!

Everything happened so simply and quickly that Lin Xuan almost doubted his eyesight after such a long fight.

Pfft...

Two more soft sounds followed as the two ancient demons at the Convergence Realm level also vanished. This wasn't surprising; these fellows were merely illusory manifestations created by Ice Soul's secret techniques using her fragment of soul.

Since Ice Soul had fallen, they couldn't possibly survive.

This outcome left Lin Xuan with a look of disbelief. He knew the Five Dragon Seal was powerful, but he never imagined it would be so extreme.

A single strike, and his troublesome enemy was eliminated effortlessly.

If not for witnessing this firsthand, Lin Xuan wouldn't have expected such an outcome.

But facts were facts, and this result brought him immense joy, though at a heavy cost.

The silver light points in his body had been completely exhausted. While he knew these points were rare, they couldn't be replenished as quickly as the blue ones. It would take years to recover them.

In other words, during this period, Lin Xuan wouldn't be able to use the Five Dragon Seal, or if he did, it wouldn't have the same impressive power.

The silver light points he had painstakingly accumulated were now gone, and while he wasn't heartbroken, the exposure of the Five Dragon Seal was a source of great concern.

Although Ice Soul's fragment of soul had been defeated, she could still communicate with her main body. She would surely know what happened.

Could the Five Dragon Seal be an innate divine treasure? Lin Xuan wondered. If so, Ice Soul wouldn't let it go. Such treasures were coveted by even true demon ancestors.

Sighing, he realized this trouble was indeed headache-inducing.

But Lin Xuan didn't dwell on his worries. The incident had already occurred, and worrying about it would be futile. He wouldn't waste time on such matters.

As a seasoned cultivator, he knew better than to let trivial concerns bother him.

After all, as the saying goes, if it's meant to be, it will happen; why worry over what can't be avoided?

Regardless, the immediate danger had been resolved. Lin Xuan looked up and found another ancient demon trembling in the distance—Qiao Yun, the Ice Soul attendant.

If he used soul probing on her, might he find some clues? For example, what was Ice Soul's true purpose for descending to this world and causing a demonic calamity?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan flashed past. Despite his depleted energy, a Convergence Realm ancient demon posed no challenge to him. He pressed his hand against her head and used soul probing...

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan withdrew his hand with a grim expression. He hadn't gotten the results he wanted; Ice Soul had already sealed away her memories.

Of course, it was Ice Soul who acted. And given that she likely did this from her main body, there was no way to undo it. Lin Xuan could only sigh.

He wondered if any clues might be found in the altar. Lin Xuan flashed past and entered.

...

At the same time, in the demon realm.

As one of the upper-tier interfaces on par with the spirit realm, the demon realm was vast beyond measure. Unlike the spirit realm, which consisted of hundreds of smaller realms, the demon realm was complete.

Its expanse could only be described as boundless. Its borders were impossible to determine.

The demon realm wasn't as dark and terrifying as rumored; it had its share of beautiful landscapes. Some places were like paradises, not inferior to the spirit realm.

This was a vast icy plain covered in snow. However, demonic energy permeated everywhere. At the end of the ice plain stood a crystal palace-like structure.

Without being summoned, ordinary demons wouldn't dare come here.

For this was Ice Soul's territory. As one of the nine true demon ancestors, her power was beyond imagination for outsiders.
第两千零六十章 好人做到底

Chapter 2060: Doing Good to the End

As Lin Xuan's soul fragment was destroyed, Bingpo was trimming flowers in the garden. She stood barefoot on the ground, surrounded by a snowy landscape, yet her expression showed no hint of change. The bone-chilling cold seemed like mere vapor.

"Snap..."

A crystal ice flower fell from the branch, having been accidentally snipped by Bingpo. Such a small action caused the ancient demon beside her to hold his breath in fear. A strange look flashed across Bingpo's face but quickly returned to normal.

However, she seemed to lose interest in trimming flowers and vanished with a flash of movement.

In the next moment, Bingpo appeared before a magnificent building that looked like a琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilion). The grand hall was empty except for a five-colored light array standing tall, appearing incredibly mysterious.

Above the light array, several large characters floated in the air: 五龙玺 (Five Dragon Seal).

"Who would have thought this treasure ended up in the hands of such a lowly Core Formation cultivator. But this boy has some skill; he managed to activate this treasure and even destroyed my soul fragment."

If she could, Bingpo wished her true form could descend here. This was a divine dwelling treasure, and with her strength, there would be infinite benefits. However, she couldn't do that, as it might alert the others—senior monsters from the Spirit Realm and Yin司界 (Yin Realm)—who would also vie for it.

If that happened, an accidental mistake could spark a conflict among the three realms.

With Five Dragons out, rivers of blood would flow. At that point, true chaos in the three realms would ensue.

Bingpo was not afraid; however, this wasn't the best time!

"Damn brat, let you enjoy some freedom for now. A Core Formation cultivator has the fortune to retain a divine dwelling treasure? Truly ignorant of death's face. Your fate will be unbearable," Bingpo muttered, her voice barely audible. Now was not the time to alert anyone.

Actually, considering it carefully, there wasn't much reason to be too upset. After all, she had ordered her subordinates to invade the Twelve States of Tianyun to find clues about the Five Dragon Seal. She already got what she wanted.

As for destroying soul fragments? No problem; with her strength, a few days' meditation would restore them. Besides, the more powerful Lin Xuan became, the better it was for her. He wouldn't easily perish and could continue holding onto the Five Dragon Seal.

"Little guy, one day, this Sovereign will personally reclaim this treasure from you."

Bingpo's demon sovereign's voice echoed in his ears, indicating she planned to put an end to this matter first. When to trouble Lin Xuan again would depend on circumstances.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this as he searched the main demon stronghold for any valuable clues but found none. He felt extremely disappointed. Then, he flew towards where the battle had taken place.

Millions of ancient demons were clashing with a joint force of cultivators and monsters. Kang Xiaolu's reserve team arrived, making the situation tense. Lightning flashed, and demonic energy surged, but it was hard to tell which side was stronger.

The number of high-ranking cultivators on the ancient demon side was only one: Stone Demon!

Others were sacrificed as offerings for the chaotic shadow to devour.

On the human-monster alliance side, there were still several dozen survivors: Liu Ying, Kang Xiaolu, Black Serpent King, and some hidden old monsters.

However, with more ancient demons, their strange and evil techniques generally made them stronger than their counterparts. Thus, the stalemate was understandable.

When Lin Xuan arrived, he saw this scene—no one could do anything to each other. At this rate, it would take at least a few days before anyone emerged victorious. Even then, victory wouldn't be easy; it would likely end in a惨胜 (cruel victory).

Lin Xuan couldn't allow that.

As the saying goes: help someone all the way through and see them off to the West. He had promised to eliminate the demon disasters in the Twelve States of Tianyun, not just kill a few big bosses; he would also deal with the minions.

Releasing his divine sense, Lin Xuan quickly grasped the situation. With a wave of his sleeves, the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring flew out.

Apart from Thousand Dragon Fang, this treasure's other abilities were somewhat redundant for him. However, against these opponents, they were still more than sufficient.

With a wave of his sleeve, several spells were cast, and a white mist hurricane appeared, spanning ten zhang (about 30 feet), its destructive power terrifying. It swept forward.

Boom!

Lin Xuan chose the area where ancient demons were most concentrated. These creatures had varying levels of cultivation but none could withstand his attack. Instantly, blood rained down as thousands of ancient demons were sucked into the hurricane, their screams echoing in his ears. In an instant, countless ancient demons fell.

Lin Xuan wouldn't stop there.

He raised both hands and another spell was cast.

Suddenly, cold air and fierce flames emerged. The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring was a rare dual-element treasure; ice spikes and fireballs rained down like raindrops on the ancient demons.

These attacks were dense but not particularly powerful... for Core Formation cultivators at least. They were more than enough to kill the ancient demons in front of him, none could withstand Lin Xuan's strike.

Explosions echoed as countless more demons fell.

Then, with a wave of his sleeves, countless leaf-shaped法宝 (magical artifacts) flew out. Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Knives and similar types were perfect for such situations.

...

Lin Xuan employed various tactics; his secret arts and divine techniques hardly repeated. His subordinates didn't have any match for him. In just half an hour, countless ancient demons fell to his hands.

However, the power of one person was limited. No matter how strong Lin Xuan was, compared to millions of ancient demons, he could only destroy a tiny fraction. But it wasn't meaningless; at least it served as a deterrent. Wherever he went, ancient demons would panic.

Some fearless ancient demons tried to surround him in groups of hundreds or thousands but their strength gap was too great. With just a wave of his sleeves, the sword light that emerged from his sleeves cut them down mercilessly, leaving no survivors.

After several attempts, no more ancient demons dared to charge forward.

Although he couldn't destroy all the ancient demons due to numbers, such a deterrent made the situation increasingly favorable for humans and monsters.

However, Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied. He decided to eliminate the most formidable ancient demons on the scene.

With no leader, chaos would reign among the ancient demons.

Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan released his divine sense and quickly locked onto the Stone Demon far away.
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Chapter 2061: When the Tree Falls, Monkeys Scatter

A son of a thousand gold does not sit near a dangerous hall. This fellow was either too timid or overly cautious; he hid deep within the ancient demon army.

If it were anyone else, taking his head would have been difficult, but for Lin Xuan, this wasn’t an issue at all.

The ancient demons before him seemed endless, but in Lin Xuan’s eyes, they were merely a bunch of chickens and dogs. The Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring emitted radiating light as it circled around his body, continuously sending out ice daggers and fireballs that dispatched any ancient demons blocking the way.

Lin Xuan didn’t take the easy route; he charged forward with such dominance. No one could withstand him for even a single exchange of blows. In the end, the ancient demons retreated to either side, and Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over them, looking incredibly formidable.

Lin Xuan ignored those who stepped aside, as his strength was evident. It didn’t make sense to bully weaklings. He continued charging towards the stone demon.

Shoot the horse first; capture the king first. By eliminating the only Separation Period ancient demon among their ranks, it would greatly help the current situation. From a morale standpoint alone, this would be a devastating blow.

This was beyond doubt.

Lin Xuan’s progress was smooth, while the stone demon’s face showed signs of panic. However, he couldn’t avoid it and shouted, "I’ll fight to my death with you."

"Delighted," Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile. He had already broken the Ice Soul Demon Ancestor’s soul fragment; what could a mere Separation Period ancient demon do?

He would only explode if he had the qualifications.

The stone demon was well aware of this as well. If there were other options, he wouldn’t have done it. But now, wasn’t he forced to this corner?

A fierce look flashed in his eyes as he charged towards Lin Xuan with great strides. The rumbling sound echoed into his ears; the momentum was formidable.

The nearby ancient demons looked up in admiration. Their leader’s courage was admirable—facing a powerful enemy without retreating, losing battles but not honor.

Around the stone demon, a violent aura enveloped him. Lin Xuan couldn’t help but notice this strange light in his eyes.

Could it be…

Lin Xuan had a vague guess.

Though he wasn’t certain, given the current situation, such an outcome was highly possible. If faced with a powerful enemy that he couldn’t escape from and forced to a corner, he would likely choose self-destruction as his only option.

The opponent’s plan seemed well thought out, but would Lin Xuan let it succeed?

If the opponent were to perish in a self-destructive explosion, the morale of the ancient demons might actually rise instead. A desperate soldier wins battles.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t allow this outcome.

As he saw the distance between them shrink to just over a thousand feet, Lin Xuan slowed his light and stopped on the spot. He then took a step forward, vanishing from sight as if he had teleported.

Nine Heaven Microsteps!

Following that, space rumbled as Lin Xuan crossed the thousand-foot gap and appeared beside the stone demon.

After centuries of refinement, this technique was truly wondrous, far beyond ordinary instantaneous teleportation.

The stone demon’s expression changed in shock. He wanted to self-destruct but wasn’t ready yet.

"Friend, do you want to die? I can make your wish come true."

Lin Xuan’s sarcastic voice echoed in his ears as he waved his sleeve, sending a streak of green light flying out and into the stone demon's body.

The demon's actions were immediately sealed off, and its internal power was no longer under control.

"You…"

The demon was both terrified and angry. He had just said one word before his voice gave out; his face showed mixed emotions of frustration and fear.

But who provoked Lin Xuan? The disparity in their strength was too great, and the opponent’s rich experience in combat made such a result unsurprising.

"Friend, do you want to self-destruct? I can help."

Lin Xuan’s teasing voice entered his ears, making the demon’s lungs ready to burst. Yet, he couldn’t move.

Lin Xuan extended his right hand, pressing it on top of the stone demon's head. His entire palm was enveloped in a spiritual glow, but he wasn't performing a soul extraction; instead, he injected five-element essence qi into the demon's body.

The process took only an instant. Lin Xuan then grabbed the stone demon’s arm and lifted him high above his head. Despite being a large figure, Lin Xuan’s strength far surpassed that of his peers among the beast races, making it easy to lift him over his head.

"What does this old monster want?"

Thoughts raced through the stone demon's mind as he felt himself flying like riding a cloud or chariot.

"Bang!"

In the next moment, he crashed into the ancient demons' central camp. There were many there, and their cultivation was relatively high compared to others.

Due to Lin Xuan’s swift action, those nearby couldn’t dodge in time; several were broken bones and dislocated limbs. However, considering their vast numbers, this wasn’t significant.

Was that all his method entailed?

Of course not.

He clutched both hands together and whispered, "Break!"

The stone demon felt his internal power surge with violence. His face showed fear, but he couldn’t move.

"Bang!"

A loud explosion shook the space as a series of forceful winds appeared. Within several miles, tens of thousands of ancient demons were swept up. These were elite troops from the demon army; their self-destruction in the Separation Period hadn’t had such power. However, Lin Xuan had injected much of his own essence qi into him.

Self-destructing now not only didn’t trouble Lin Xuan but turned him into a fish on a chopping block or a marionette. The result was that many ancient demons were killed, significantly impacting the morale of the remaining ones and making the situation more favorable for the human and beast alliance.

...

Half an hour later.

News of the main base’s destruction and all leaders’ deaths spread through the demon army like wildfire. Fear quickly spread among them. Although the ancient demons were brave, they had their limits. With all leaders dead, wasn’t it insane to continue fighting?

Soon, some ancient demons became deserters.

One led to another; more and more fled as if dominoes falling. Even those who tried to resist couldn’t change the overall situation.

After about an hour, the entire demon army collapsed. When the tree falls, so do the monkeys. The stubborn ones were exterminated, and the rest ran away.
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One decisive battle determined the outcome. After this conflict, while the demon disaster could not be said to have been completely resolved—after all, many ancient demons still lingered in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud—it was clear that even with the loss of a million ancient demons just now, only about forty percent had perished. From the standpoint of numbers alone, the ancient demons were severely weakened but far from being entirely eliminated.

However, quantity did not determine victory or defeat. The leaders of the ancient demons had all returned to the Underworld, and those remaining were thoroughly defeated in this battle, their morale at an all-time low.

Their ability to cause harm was now extremely limited; they were like a pile of sand, unable to accomplish anything significant. From this perspective, saying that the demon disaster had been resolved wasn't entirely wrong. The task now was to pursue and eliminate the ancient demons.

This logic was known by most cultivators, even if their emotions weren't as deep. With some quick thinking, they could understand it clearly. Their faces couldn't help but light up with joy.

Thinking back on these years under the threat of ancient demons, everyone felt like they had just woken from a dream.

For Lin Xuan, there was an especially profound sense of gratitude. After all, everyone knew that if not for Senior Lin's presence here and his significant contributions in battle, their current situation would be entirely different. The positions of the victors and vanquished might have been reversed.

Although cultivators were generally cold-hearted, such favors had to be remembered. Lin Xuan didn't dwell on this; after all, he was about to return to the Spirit Realm soon, while the benefits for Bai Xuan Pavilion were immense.

Lu Ying's actions with her wrist were beyond doubt. After gaining Lin Xuan's approval, she began actively promoting his connection to their sect. The saying "love the house and its occupants" applied; these cultivators, having benefited from Lin Xuan, would naturally show favor towards his sect. Moreover, Bai Xuan Pavilion wasn't a minor faction; it was one of the three major forces in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud, which had long been an object of admiration for many.

Although they were still pursuing ancient demons, several high-ranking cultivators had already applied to join.

Bai Xuan Pavilion became extremely popular. Liu Ying and Kang Xiaolu could only sigh; even a fool could see that Lin Xuan was intentionally allowing Lu Ying to act this way, supporting Bai Xuan Pavilion.

With his current prestige, the benefits for Bai Xuan Pavilion were obvious. It would likely expand rapidly and become the first force in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud within no time.

But what could they do? Who could envy someone who had a high-ranking cultivator's support?

Even without these new recruits, the strength displayed by Bai Xuan Pavilion was already causing them alarm.

The Black Dragon King was now Lu Ying's spirit pet, which wasn't strange. But during their recent battle, many puppets appeared in the Bai Xuan Pavilion camp.

While puppets were not uncommon—most major sects had them—their numbers and quality were unusually high. The puppet masters among the four pavilion leaders had reached the stage of Separation and Union.

"Really..."

Liu Ying and Kang Xiaolu weren't fools; it was impossible for human realms to have such things. Thus, their origin could only be attributed to Lin Xuan.

"Sending so many puppets to Bai Xuan Pavilion, with the Black Dragon King's help, even without these new recruits, the strength of Bai Xuan Pavilion is far beyond ours," Kang Xiaolu sighed.

Liu Ying nodded, her face showing a touch of melancholy. "Envy won't help; in cultivation realms, the rise and fall of sects are normal. We shouldn't be too upset."

"Right. Fortunately, Bai Xuan Pavilion is friendly with our two sects. Even if it becomes powerful, it won't affect us," Kang Xiaolu could only console himself.

Regardless, the prosperity of Bai Xuan Pavilion seemed unstoppable.

Meanwhile, in their camp, after this battle, while humans and beast-kin forces had achieved a great victory, they suffered heavy losses as well—killing one thousand demons meant losing eight hundred. Their own losses were significant. As night fell, they needed to rest properly.

As cultivators, setting up temporary camps wasn't difficult. Using earth and wood element techniques, various buildings quickly sprang up.

Bai Xuan Pavilion was located in the western part of the camp, occupying a vast area due to its status as one of the few major forces.

In the central pavilion,

"Master, what do you mean? Are we leaving now?"

Lu Ying's expression was shocked. Liu Ying and Wu Yun'er, Ye Pin'er also looked similarly dismayed. It wasn't surprising; they had just met not long ago, only a few months apart. The thought of parting now filled them with deep reluctance.

Lin Xuan sighed. He too felt the pangs of separation, but there was no such thing as an eternal feast in this world. He would eventually return to the Spirit Realm.

The girls understood this logic, though they hadn't expected Lin Xuan to leave so quickly.

"Master, the demon disaster hasn't been resolved..."

Lu Ying's words were cut off by Lin Xuan. His expression was unamused: "You brat, if you want to keep me, come up with a better reason. The demons are now leaderless; without me, you can handle them just fine..."

Lu Ying lowered her head. She had spoken impulsively and felt somewhat embarrassed when directly confronted by Master.

Wu Yun'er was about to speak but was stopped by Lin Xuan.

"Enough. You don't need to persuade me anymore. Even if I stay a few more days, it wouldn't change anything. It's better for you all to focus on cultivation; perhaps we'll meet again someday."

Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in their ears. Though he knew the possibility was slim—despite several girls' potential breakthroughs, they might not ascend to the Spirit Realm—the hope remained.

It would ease their sorrow and serve as encouragement. Cultivation realms were unpredictable; back when he was mocked at the Cloud Pavilion, he never imagined his current situation.

With Lin Xuan's words, how could the girls persuade him further?

Lu Ying bowed gracefully: "Then I wish Master a smooth journey."
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The other young ladies also knelt down, their faces filled with sorrow. Although it wasn't a permanent separation, whether they would have the chance to see each other again in the future was hard to say.

"Alright, get up. Why are you kneeling?"

Lin Xuan spoke softly.

Before his words had even finished, he heard a "wah" sound enter his ears, as Liu Ying couldn't help but cry. Among the four young ladies, she was undoubtedly the most fragile.

The other three were almost in the same state, just not weeping loudly; instead, they were sobbing quietly, but their reluctance was evident nonetheless.

"Alright, why are you crying?"

Seeing their genuine emotions, Lin Xuan felt a bit moved. He waved his sleeves and a white light flashed as several jade bottles appeared in the glow.

"These medicinal pills should be kept by you."

Before this, Lin Xuan had already given the four young ladies a large amount of medicinal treasures. This time, however, he brought out something even more precious—the spirit medicines inside those dozen jade bottles were enough to cause chaos in the mortal world if just one was taken out.

He hoped that these things could help them walk further on their cultivation path.

Lin Xuan's actions were already generous. He could only do so much; the rest depended on their own efforts and good fortune.

"Thank you, young master." The four young ladies expressed gratitude deeply. Lu Ying'er hesitated for a moment before speaking in a hesitant voice: "Since today’s parting, I don’t know if there will be an opportunity to serve you again. As a humble servant, I have one request that I hope the young master can agree to."

"Speak your mind," Lin Xuan said.

"It's about my wife, Lady Huan Yu. Although I believe she is safe, as the saying goes, worry can cloud judgment. I cannot rest easy until I know her whereabouts clearly. Therefore, I wish to return to the Spirit Realm with peace of mind."

There was another matter he needed to attend to: the ruins of the Mo Yue Clan in the天涯海阁. In the scroll left by Tian Lan Immortal, it mentioned that the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Array had a connection with the Mo Yue Clan.

He couldn't afford to ignore such clues; there might be a chance to find the remaining cultivation techniques of the Mo Yue Sky Priestess Technique.

There were two matters he needed to address urgently. However, finding Lady Huan Yu's whereabouts wouldn’t be completed in just one or two days. He instructed Lu Ying'er and the others to keep their eyes open as well; it would take some time to gather information.

Considering the pros and cons, searching for the Mo Yue Clan’s ruins seemed more feasible.

His choice wasn't because he thought the Mo Yue Sky Priestess Technique was more important than finding his wife. It was simply that there were no clues at all. Rather than wandering aimlessly like a headless fly, it made sense to do what could be done first.

After making this decision, Lin Xuan set off.

Where was the ruins? Tian Lan Immortal had left an eye-shaped talisman in her scroll, but the description of the location wasn't very detailed; it was just a general area. However, that didn’t matter. Lin Xuan’s aura flared as he flew swiftly towards his destination.

The journey was smooth. Occasionally, he encountered ancient demons, and those with lower cultivation levels were ignored by him. They weren’t worth dealing with. But for those at the Yuan婴 level or above, Lin Xuan would casually send a sword energy to their demise.

After all, such ancient demons posed significant threats to cultivators. Although the overall situation was stable now, any help he could offer was appreciated.

Lin Xuan’s flight speed was incredibly fast. After about an hour, he arrived at his destination.

This place was a range of rugged mountains that stretched endlessly like a giant snake winding its way forward. It was extremely desolate here, and only faint traces of demonic energy could be felt.

It seemed the ancient demons were also uninterested in this area.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. He had truly feared that the ancient demons might have discovered this place, which would have caused trouble. Fortunately, his worries were unnecessary; the ruins of the Mo Yue Clan should still be intact.

He flew deep into the mountains and released an extremely powerful divine sense to search for the location. Since he didn’t know the exact spot, it required thorough searching. This time, Lin Xuan’s flight was much slower, and he paid attention to every detail. After two hours, however, there were still no signs.

Lin Xuan wasn’t anxious; a bit of patience wouldn't hurt. As long as he knew the ruins were in these mountains, he would eventually find it.

Continuing his search, suddenly, Lin Xuan’s brows raised slightly, as if he had discovered something. A trace of joy flashed across his face before he flew to the left.

Soon enough, they arrived at their destination.

Lin Xuan landed on a small valley and looked around, examining his surroundings carefully.

"Not bad; it's about eight-tenths similar to what Tian Lan Immortal described in her eye-shaped talisman."

Lin Xuan muttered. Although not entirely identical, considering the million years that had passed, even with protective禁制, some changes were inevitable.

This must be the right place. Now, he needed to find the entrance to the ruins.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the area and quickly found a strange array. It looked like a pile of random rocks; without Tian Lan Immortal's description, Lin Xuan would have failed to recognize it as a teleportation array.

The disguise was extremely clever, almost beyond belief.

Lin Xuan raised his hand and several first-grade crystal stones flew out. He flicked his fingers slightly, embedding them into some unnoticeable slots.

Then he cast a spell, but there was no reaction. Lin Xuan paused, looking somewhat displeased.

"This array... could it be broken?"

The ruins of the Mo Yue Clan were located in a small space that had been carved out. This array was the entrance to the ruins.

Lin Xuan checked several times and finally sighed slightly. The array did indeed have issues and couldn’t be repaired easily. The Mo Yue Clan's array techniques were unique, very different from what Lin Xuan had previously encountered, so he could do nothing about it.

If another cultivator faced this situation, they might be at a loss. However, Lin Xuan was different; he had already dabbled in spatial techniques to some extent. Although the problem was troublesome, there might still be a solution.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and sat cross-legged on the spot, having traveled for so long, he felt somewhat fatigued. He needed to recover his energy first.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, his silver light shining brightly as he released his divine sense to find the weakest point in this space.

This process was challenging, and Lin Xuan didn’t have much confidence, but it was worth a try. As long as there was any hope, he wouldn't give up.

Hard work paid off; finally, Lin Xuan discovered a weak spot in the void—a tiny area about the size of a fingernail that was extremely unstable, constantly collapsing and repairing itself, very hidden indeed. It explained why it took so much effort to find its traces.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and an ancient-looking long spear appeared. Without hesitation, he poured his energy into it, creating a crescent-shaped light wave that struck the unstable area of the void.

Sizzle...

The space shattered visibly, revealing a half-foot-long spatial gap in front of him.

However, the crack began to heal itself quickly due to the self-repairing nature of space. Lin Xuan wasn’t about to stand idly by; he waved his sleeves and the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared, its blue light more glaring than before.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and the flames turned a fierce green before turning icy cold. A one-foot-long dragon emerged from the spear and lunged towards the spatial gap.

The space around the gap twisted as it was torn apart by the coldness. It seemed to shatter further. Due to the effects of the coldness, the self-repairing process of the space almost stopped.

Lin Xuan was delighted and poured more energy into his long spear.

A larger crescent-shaped light blade appeared, and a sizzling sound echoed as the spatial crack finally became wide enough for one person to pass through.

Such results pleased Lin Xuan immensely. He flared with green light all over his body before flying inside.

However, he hadn’t even seen what was inside when five-colored spiritual lights suddenly overwhelmed him in an unexpected attack.

"Wait, five-colored spiritual lights?"

The situation changed quickly, but Lin Xuan’s reaction was always swift. He wouldn’t strike first unless provoked; if anyone dared to provoke him, Lin Xuan was prepared to retaliate. His right hand rose as he thought about what he saw. Five-colored spiritual lights—how familiar they were. Could it be...

Lin Xuan hesitated and stopped his actions at that moment. He had just exited the spatial rift and didn’t dare use Nine Heaven Microsteps rashly. Although the attack was fierce, it might not harm him. Lin Xuan’s mind changed, and he immediately activated the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield.
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Before his eyes, a flash of five-colored light hit the Nine Heavens Spirit Shield. Although Lin Xuan did not summon any treasures, this secret technique's defensive power was formidable. He moved back gracefully.

Then he finally had time to look up and saw a young woman’s face in his line of sight.

From the appearance alone, she looked no more than twenty years old, with black hair as glossy as silk that reached her waist. She wore a light green dress, her figure curvy and well-proportioned, complementing her beautiful features. Describing her as a peerless beauty was not an exaggeration at all.

However, despite being young, this woman’sdemonic powerwas extraordinary, reaching a level that could shock anyone, according to the standards of the mortal world.

Separation!

But what surprised Lin Xuan at this moment was not this revelation. When he finally saw her face clearly, his joy knew no bounds.

After much searching, she had been found without effort. The woman before him—wasn’t she the one he had longed for, Yu Yu?

Centuries apart, but her appearance remained unchanged. The only difference from his memory was that her complexion was unusually pale, giving off a delicate and sickly look.

Yet, right in the center of her forehead, there was a black aura, and golden light flickered in her eyes, adding an air of mystery and eeriness to her beauty.

Lin Xuan did not dwell on these thoughts. His heart was filled with immense joy at this moment. For centuries, he had been alone, even without Mo Er by his side. To say that he didn’t think about his wife would be a lie.

Heroic spirit fades, but the emotions of a husband and wife endure. Lin Xuan was no longer an Enlightenment Stage cultivator; he was simply a husband reunited with his beloved after a long separation.

They say absence makes the heart grow fonder. How could it matter if they had been apart for centuries?

Lin Xuan’s mind was already filled with anticipation, waiting for his wife to show her gentle side.

In his memory, Yu Yu’s character was incredibly strong-willed and fierce, almost brimming with a heroic demeanor that few female cultivators possessed. But the more such a woman showed gentleness, the more captivating she became.

Among all his wives, Mo Er was his favorite without question, having shared countless life-and-death moments together. For her sake, he would offend all gods and even risk enmity from the Three Realms.

Their time with Yu Yu had been much shorter, marked by frequent separations and a tumultuous history that transformed them from mortal enemies to a blossoming couple.

The love for Mo Er was like fine wine, becoming richer and more delightful over time. But his feelings for Yu Yu were akin to the fiery spirit of the nomads, intensely potent yet initially harsh on the palate before leaving an indelible aftertaste.

After centuries alone, seeing Yu Yu suddenly brought immense joy. Lin Xuan’s usually calm demeanor was momentarily thrown off balance; he did not notice the black aura in her brows but did not dwell on it either.

His heart was brimming with surprise and sweetness at this moment. However, what followed next left him utterly shocked.

Instead of rushing into his embrace or showing similar excitement, Yu Yu’s face was filled with murderous intent. Seeing that the five-colored spiritual light had no effect, she flicked her hand, sending a peculiar-looking treasure from her sleeve flying towards him.

It was an inch-long jade shuttle, its surface covered inruneand purple-red electric arcs. Its power was evident; it made a crackling sound as it clashed with the air and flew straight at Lin Xuan.

"Yu Yu, what are you doing? It’s me!"

The outcome left Lin Xuan speechless. He could not help but feel both amused and frustrated that there would be no romantic embrace or lingering moments of passion; instead, his wife was drawing a sword against him, her eyes full of murderous intent as if she wanted to tear him apart.

Lin Xuan felt deeply disappointed at this sudden turn of events.

Just when he was most emotionally invested, it seemed like a bucket of cold water had been poured over his head. What could be happening? Was the heavens playing tricks on him?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan’s response was swift. Regardless of what had happened to Yu Yu, her current strength was only at the Separation stage, and even with the bloodline of a celestial bird, she couldn’t harm him. Of course, he would not hurt his beloved wife.

Having exited the spatial rift, Lin Xuan handled the situation calmly. He flicked his sleeve, making no other movements except for creating a space disturbance that gathered the earth’s energy into a green hand.

With a swift motion, he grabbed the jade shuttle in his palm. The explosion was loud, but its power was still formidable. However, there was little he could do; Yu Yu’s strength was far too different from his own, and she couldn’t break free of his grip.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim as he realized something was amiss with his wife. The black aura in her brows and the golden light in her eyes were clear signs.

Initially, he had noticed this but had been too overjoyed to pay much attention when first seeing her.

What could have happened to Yu Yu? Was it a mistake during cultivation that led to an internal injury, or was she possessed by some evil spirit?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan still couldn’t determine what had happened. He needed to capture her first.

With this in mind, he cast another spell with his right hand.

As he did so, the space around them rippled, and this time, it was earth energy that gathered into a net-like structure.

Though Yu Yu was his wife, Lin Xuan didn’t want to hurt her. He hoped she would be unharmed. Fortunately, their strength difference allowed him to capture her alive.

However, this time, Lin Xuan underestimated the situation. The net blocked her escape route, but Yu Yu did not show any signs of panic.

With a flick of her finger, a spatial rift appeared in front of her.

She vanished into it with a flash.

The next moment, space rumbled as Yu Yu reappeared unharmed before his eyes.

Spatial technique?

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned. However, he quickly realized that although Yu Yu belonged to the celestial bird clan, she still had some phoenix bloodline in her.

Phoenixes and true dragons naturally possessed spatial abilities.
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After clarifying this point, Lin Xuan's expression returned to a calm demeanor from Rong.

He slightly shook his shoulder and took a step forward without making any sound. As he moved, the space around them began to ripple again.

Silently, Lin Xuan had already chased after her.

Due to the Phoenix Spirit Blood, Yu Huan possessed some spatial secrets, but compared to his Nine Heaven Micro-Step, she was still slightly inferior. After all, their strength levels were incomparable.

Seeing that Yu Huan was following closely behind him, a look of panic appeared on Peacock's face as her jade hand shot out towards Lin Xuan's face.

As she moved, the妖风 (fiendish wind) rose up. However, Lin Xuan paid no attention to it; though his wife had delicate and beautiful fingers, even a small mountain could be pierced by such a grip in the hands of an entity at the Separation Stage.

But what did that matter? He was not just any cultivator.

Lin Xuan extended his hand as well, faster than lightning, grabbing Yu Huan's jade hand in his palm.

The blow that would have shattered stone felt like hitting cotton; it had no effect. But Yu Huan wouldn't be so easily restrained. She raised her left hand and a short sword slid out from her sleeve, plunging towards Lin Xuan's heart.

"Damn this girl; she really wants to murder me."

Lin Xuan shook his head in exasperation and amusement. His movements were even faster as he lifted his left hand and flicked the short sword away with his fingers.

A "sibilant" sound echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan's eyesight and strength were formidable; Yu Huan lost her grip, and the short sword fell to the ground.

Lin Xuan had anticipated this turn of events. He took a step to the left, raised his left hand slightly, and effortlessly pulled his wife into his embrace.

The difference between the Void Profound and Separation Stages was truly incomparable; otherwise, Yu Huan's formidable cultivation wouldn't have allowed Lin Xuan to subdue her so easily.

The entire process happened in an instant. Before Yu Huan could fully understand what was happening, she was already being held by Lin Xuan. She seemed both shocked and angry as she raised her head, emitting a strange bird-like sound from the depths of her throat.

This sound was peculiar because it didn't resemble the natural call of a peacock but was extremely high-pitched, filled with an aura of authority.

Subsequently, more black energy appeared in her brows, and the golden light in her eyes intensified.

Lin Xuan's expression turned狂怒 (furious). It seemed like possession, but there were subtle differences. However, he didn't have time to discern these details now.

He stared at her with wide eyes and shouted: "What kind of demon or evil spirit dares to meddle with the sovereign? I will make sure you can neither live nor die."

While saying this, Lin Xuan didn't idle his hands; he continuously cast spells to seal all of Yu Huan's spiritual energy.

He had no choice but to do so. To save her, he first needed to subdue her.

However, the next scene left Lin Xuan surprised. Before he could even cast a spell or investigate what had happened to his wife, she suddenly fainted.

This fainting only lasted for a few breaths before she reopened her eyes. The golden light in her eyes dissipated, and the black energy vanished from her brows. Her eyes regained their clarity.

People say there is a telepathic connection between lovers. A single glance was enough for Lin Xuan to know that Yu Huan had returned to normal.

Their gazes met, but neither knew what to say. Overjoyed yet hesitant due to the rarity of this meeting, they remained silent for a long time.

"Master."

After a while, Yu Huan's voice reached his ears, filled with disbelief and tears: "Is... it you?"

Compared to other female cultivators, Yu Huan was indeed exceptionally strong. But even the strongest can have moments of weakness, something Lin Xuan couldn't escape from either.

Decades of longing and waiting; now, her beloved finally appeared before her. Amidst joy, there was also disbelief that this might all be an illusion.

Centuries of cultivation for this moment—no wonder she couldn't believe it.

"Yu Yu."

Lin Xuan's excitement was evident. He had been thinking about how to expel the evil entity from his wife but found out she had recovered on her own.

The joy in Lin Xuan's heart was palpable, and hearing such a passionate call made him even happier. He embraced her tightly with both arms.

Very forcefully.

Only deep affection could express this joy.

Her strong arms responded to his embrace, confirming that it wasn't a dream but reality.

"Master."

She called out softly, abandoning her reserve as she hugged Lin Xuan back.

Two people, two hearts, united in this moment.

Hugging his beloved felt reassuring. After a long time, they finally separated.

But Lin Xuan's hands remained around his wife's slender waist.

Beauty like jade, Lin Xuan suddenly leaned down and kissed her cherry lips.

A faint flush appeared on Yu Huan's face, but she wasn't shy; she closed her eyes and responded to the kiss. They lingered in each other's embrace for a long time.

Hundreds of years of longing seemed to be condensed into this single kiss.

When they parted, the lingering affection still remained on Yu Huan's face. Lin Xuan had countless words to say but didn't know where to start.

"Yu Huan, how have you been these past few years?"

The simplest greeting often carries the deepest concern. Lin Xuan's voice seemed softer as well.

"I'm fine; I just missed you so much. How about you, Master? Since you and Fairy Ruyan disappeared through the Netherworld Gate, I've never stopped thinking of you. But I didn't believe you would perish. The ancients said that good fortune brings its own blessings. Now I finally see you again after all these years. Why are you here, and what happened to you?"

Yu Huan's character was straightforward; she spoke without any pretense or artifice. This was different from other women.

"Me? That’s a long story for another time. But why did you end up here, and it seems like you encountered some evil entity. What exactly happened?"

Lin Xuan's expression grew serious as he spoke. With his vast experience, he knew that Yu Huan wasn't safe; she only appeared normal because her spiritual energy was sealed by him.
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But he couldn't keep this restriction on Phoenix forever.

This was just a temporary measure. He would have to lift the restrictions soon, but if he did, would Phoenix revert back to her abnormal state? It was hard to say.

Before that, he needed to know what had happened to his wife so he could treat her properly and eliminate any potential dangers.

Hearing Lin Xuan's question, Phoenix sighed. "It's all my fault for being too careless. That guy took advantage of the situation and almost sent me into a state from which I couldn't recover. My lord, but you saved me..."

Before Phoenix finished speaking, she suddenly stuttered. At the moment when they had just clashed, although her consciousness was suppressed, she regained clarity and still retained some memories. She recalled how easily Lin Xuan subdued her with minimal effort, which seemed too incredible.

She knew her own abilities; even a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator couldn't leave her completely defenseless. Could it be...

Phoenix thought of a possibility.

Unless the opponent was an Abyssal Profound Realm cultivator, but that would be too unbelievable.

How could there be an Abyssal Profound Realm cultivator in the human realm?

But if not, how could his lordship have easily subdued her?

A questioning look appeared on Phoenix's face.

Lin Xuan was a very intelligent person. Since he was talking to his wife, they shared a deep understanding and had no reason to hide anything from each other. He scratched his head with a slightly bitter smile: "Yes, my lordhood has indeed advanced to the Abyssal Profound Realm. I also went to the Spirit Realm once due to an unexpected opportunity."

"What?"

Zhou Yan was shocked. This kind of experience was unheard of. But before she could ask anything else, Lin Xuan preemptively spoke up: "My lady, don't worry about me. Let me tell you what happened first."

There were more pressing matters to discuss; he could recount his own experiences later. The key now was to resolve the danger that threatened this girl.

"Mm."

Phoenix nodded. She had just been curious a moment ago, but after her husband brought it up, she understood what the top priority was. Even as a strong woman, she still wanted her beloved man's attention.

Feeling his focus on her, Phoenix felt that her years of longing hadn't been in vain. The bitterness of past love now turned into the sweetness of being cared for, like sipping a fine wine.

With a gentle sigh, she said: "It was all my fault for being too careless, almost sending me to an irreversible state..."

She had already said this before, but Lin Xuan didn't understand what she meant. He wasn't in a hurry and didn't immediately ask questions; Zhou Yan's words were just spontaneous.

"Here’s the story, my lord also knows that I was sealed away on Five Color Spirit Mountain for many years. Although it was tough, things went well..."

Zhou Yan leaned into Lin Xuan, speaking softly as she recounted her experiences over the past few decades—how she had broken through to the Separation Realm and traveled extensively before arriving in this Tianzhou realm about a hundred years ago.

"A hundred years ago?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He looked puzzled. Could it be...

"Zhou Yan, did you come here a hundred years ago? How did you find the remnants of the Mo Yue tribe, and did you encounter any ancient demons?"

Phoenix's face showed confusion.

"So it is like this..."

Her answer confirmed his initial thoughts; how could she have been involved in the demon disaster if she hadn't appeared?

This didn't match her personality. She wouldn’t stay out of such matters.

In fact, before the demon disaster, Zhou Yan had already arrived here and was likely trapped in this small space without knowing that countless ancient demons had descended upon the Twelve Cloud States.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he became more curious: "Zhou Yan, how did you find the remnants of the Mo Yue tribe?"

If not for examining the traces left by Fairy Tianlan, Lin Xuan wouldn't have known this place was somewhat remote.

"I found it through chance. One day while shopping in the market, I stumbled upon a broken jade cylinder with a map to an ancient cultivator's site inside. At that time, I had just broken through to Separation Realm and felt very confident. So I came here to search for treasures."

Lin Xuan nodded. In the human realm, a Separation Realm cultivator was already at the top of the hierarchy. With Zhou Yan’s innate connection to celestial birds, even though she had only recently broken through, her strength would have made it easy to face mid-stage Separation Realm cultivators. The world was hers for the taking; he would have done the same.

Exploring and traveling were good ways to pass time, so following the map to search for ancient sites might yield unexpected rewards.

Opportunities needed to be seized; they wouldn’t come knocking on their own doors.

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. Zhou Yan's choice wasn't wrong: "What did you encounter after that?"

"I followed the map and arrived at Tianzhou. At first, everything went smoothly, and I used a teleportation array to enter this mysterious small space. It seemed like it was part of the Mo Yue tribe's ruins."

Phoenix knew about the Mo Yue tribe; she had once been the ruler of Yuzhou's Yin Mountains, where the Mo Yue tribe lived. They had some interactions, and even formed a close friendship with an Incarnation Realm female cultivator from the Mo Yue tribe.

Lin Xuan nodded, waiting for her to continue.

"There are remnants of the Mo Yue tribe here, which surprised me. I never thought they still lived in Tianzhou. Judging by the traces left behind, this used to be a Mo Yue tribe settlement with exceptional cultivation levels. It's hard to say exactly how high, but perhaps..." Phoenix hesitated: "on par with the Luo family of Tianzhou."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was also surprised. With his current strength, the Luo family in Tianzhou wasn't impressive, but that was because he had entered the Abyssal Profound Realm. In the human realm, the Luo family's power had nearly reached the pinnacle of a sect. The Mo Yue tribe settlement being on par with them would certainly surprise him.

Moreover, although they were apart more often than not, Zhou Yan’s nature wouldn't lie without solid evidence.
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Thinking this, Lin Xuan became increasingly interested in the ruins before him. However, there were priorities to consider. The immediate concern was to resolve the danger that his beloved wife faced.

"Yuhuan, if I understand correctly, Mi arrived here safely and encountered something?" Lin Xuan said with a slight surprise.

"Indeed. Follow me, my lord. You will see for yourself," the Fairy Peacock replied.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not object since the fairy had spoken thus. He followed his wife as they walked forward.

As they moved, Lin Xuan released his divine sense to explore this small space. His focus was on Yuhuan, and he did not pay much attention to what lay around them.

Looking around, countless ruins and broken walls greeted their eyes. The style of the buildings here was vastly different from those commonly seen today, confirming that these were indeed the remains of the Mo Yue tribe.

Apart from the dilapidated structures, some skeletal remains could be found, both human and unknown creatures. Lin Xuan's expression grew serious as he realized that the Mo Yue tribe had not gradually abandoned their settlement over time but had been destroyed by a great calamity.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan stopped in his tracks. Not far away was a skeleton with delicate bones, indicating that this person must have been female before her death.

Beside the skeleton were fragments of some magical artifacts.

Lin Xuan curled his fingers slightly, and the fragments were drawn into his palm.

"Is this...?"

"It looks like a bell," Lin Xuan said as he released his divine sense. The artifact's spirit had not been lost; through it, they might gain some insight.

Indeed, that stone was golden in color, not metal. Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of surprise.

With such extensive knowledge, this kind of stone was something he had never seen before.

Lin Xuan's face grew more serious as his gaze swept over the statue.

It was no ordinary human immortal; it resembled a divine bird. While Lin Xuan could not describe its appearance precisely, there was an inexplicable familiarity to it.

Thoughts raced through his mind.

"Is this...?"

"My lord has recognized it," the fairy said with a nod.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's face showed clear surprise: "The Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird. How can I not recognize it?"

The Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird, also known as the Jialuo or妙翅鸟, was a legendary creature whose wings were golden and spanned miles. It was said to feast on dragons.

Although this was just legend, it still demonstrated how formidable the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird truly was—a primordial true spirit.

Primordial true spirits referred to powerful beings from the beginning of time, most of which had long since perished.

Their power often surpassed that of current true spirits. For instance, if the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird were still alive today, its strength might be comparable to that of a phoenix, and whether the bird-king was indeed the phoenix remained uncertain.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan recalled the pressure he had felt from the altar outside. His expression darkened as he realized something.

"My lord has also come to this conclusion," the fairy sighed: "The situation is like this. When I first arrived here, I was drawn by this magical force and eventually found myself at this altar. Behind this statue, I discovered a vial of true spirit blood."

"True spirit blood? Could it be from the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird?" Lin Xuan's expression turned grave as he realized the gravity of the situation.

"Yes, indeed, it is the true blood of the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird. This ancient true spirit has long since perished, but for some reason, this Mo Yue tribe still reveres a vial of its blood. It seems that the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird was their totem," the fairy said with a frown.

Lin Xuan did not pay much attention to these details; he was more concerned about what had happened to his wife: "Could it be that you lost consciousness due to this true spirit blood?"

"Essentially, yes."

The fairy's face showed a mix of emotions—fear and self-blame. "To be honest, my greed led me into this situation. You know, as a Peacock immortal with traces of phoenix blood, I am indeed the descendant of the Great King of Peacocks," she said.

Lin Xuan nodded and continued: "However, you didn't mention that the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird is closely related to our peacock tribe."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was surprised. He had read extensively but knew little about the secrets of妖族, as he found them less relevant. As for his wife, she would not hide anything from him: "The Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird and the phoenix are actually siblings," she said.

Lin Xuan's astonishment grew. Although both were primordial true spirits, their appearances and features were vastly different. In her words, they were siblings—how could this be?

"The deception was meaningless to me. The Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird and the phoenix were born from the Great King of Peacocks. While the phoenix is known as the king of birds, the first bird in existence would indeed belong to our peacock tribe," Yuhuan said with a proud expression.

"Of course, the Great King no longer exists, but the phoenix and true dragons are among the most powerful primordial true spirits because they are the few survivors. The Mo Yue tribe's true spirit blood is invaluable for me; if I were to refine it..."

Refining true spirit blood was not an easy task. However, even if unsuccessful, it should not result in such a situation. "Yuhuan, did you encounter other troubles?" Lin Xuan asked.

"The king's guess was correct," the fairy said with a wry smile: "I was too careless. Before refining the true spirit blood, I failed to check thoroughly. In that vial of blood, there was still a trace of residual soul."

"Residual soul?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. He had seen the power of the Ice Soul Demon Lord's fragmentary soul, and according to Yuhuan, the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird’s strength should surpass it.

The fairy smiled in relief: "I was careless, but I am fortunate. After all these years, that residual soul has been consumed by more than seventy percent. Otherwise, with only a Separation Stage existence, I would have no chance to resist and be taken over. However, even so, his soul power is still stronger than mine, so although he could not devour me, he took control of my body."
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"Thus, it is."

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of understanding. The truth behind the matter turned out to be this way; no wonder Wei Huan didn't recognize him when they met.

Fortunately, only the phoenix's spirit soul was suppressed and not devoured by the Golden-winged Great Peng’s residual soul. Otherwise...

Lin Xuan did not dare to imagine the consequences.

"Spouse, how do you feel now?"

"Well enough," she said with a smile. Due to his mana being sealed, he could not use Inner Vision, but he still had some sense of his own condition. "Don't worry too much; I'm fine."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's worried expression did not dissipate even after hearing her words.

He was not as familiar with the secrets of the demon race as his wife, but he had been to the Spirit Realm and had seen such situations in ancient texts. Since the residual soul’s power wasn't much stronger than hers, it couldn’t devour her; it could only suppress her to a certain extent. However, over time...

Unable to swallow her whole at once, but he could nibble away at her little by little.

"Lord, what's wrong?"

Seeing Lin Xuan's worried expression, Wei Huan naturally asked.

"How do you feel about your spirit soul? Has it become weaker than before?"

Her expression turned grim. After a long while, she sighed, "You're right, my lord; my spirit soul has indeed weakened..."

"Perhaps not just that. While the phoenix’s residual soul is weakening, its power is gradually growing stronger..." Lin Xuan's voice carried a hint of killing intent as he spoke. It was only natural for him to be angry.

"Could it be..."

Wei Huan was originally an extremely intelligent woman, but her spirit soul had weakened slowly over time; she hadn't noticed before. Now, after hearing her husband’s words, she felt a chill down her spine.

How could weakening slowly matter? Little by little, one day, her soul would be completely devoured... and then it would be too late to do anything...

But Wei Huan was still Wei Huan; she was different from ordinary weak women. Despite being in danger, she did not show any signs of panic.

Silence for a moment, she slowly spoke: "Lord, is there any solution?"

"Let's see..." Lin Xuan frowned deeply and sighed after a long while. His tone carried an apology. "There isn't one yet, but Wei Huan, don’t worry; I’ll think of something."

"I’m not in a hurry. There’s always a way to solve things. After all these years, I’ve endured it. Now that you’re here, is there any fear about absorbing that residual soul?" She smiled, her words showing her bravery and strong will.

"Mm."

Lin Xuan nodded. The joy of reuniting with his wife had turned into a headache over this troublesome issue. Hundreds of years of longing could only be suppressed for now. There were matters of urgency; he couldn’t focus on intimacy or treasure hunting until the danger to Wei Huan was removed. But how could he resolve this crisis?

For days, Lin Xuan began to search through ancient texts.

He loved reading extensively, and his waist pouch had ample space. Whenever he passed by a market, he would collect anything useful or not, hoping to find something helpful in these books.

Seeing the scene, Wei Huan approached gracefully, picked up an jade cylinder, and delved into her spiritual sense. Although her mana was sealed, she could still use her spiritual sense to read the texts without any problem. As time passed, over a month went by, though no solution was found yet, their reunion brought immense joy.

Unfortunately, they couldn’t be intimate; the residual soul’s interference had not been lifted. This was a great source of pain for Lin Xuan. Though she was beautiful and he longed to be with her again after so many years, he hated that pesky residual soul just thinking about it.

After so much time, he had no idea how many texts he had read, but nothing useful was found.

Lin Xuan felt extremely frustrated. But upon careful consideration, this wasn’t surprising; the refinement of True Spirit Blood wasn't something any random text could cover.

If that were the case, it would be incredibly strange.

As the saying goes: "To solve a problem, one must use the same mind that created it." The true blood of the Golden-winged Great Peng was discovered in this ancient ruin. Wei Huan’s spiritual sense had also been suppressed by the bird's residual soul. Could there be a solution within this very ruin?

Lin Xuan stood up abruptly; he should have thought of this earlier.

"Lord, what is it?"

Wei Huan was surprised and then overjoyed, wondering if they might have found a solution through sheer luck.

"It’s not that, but the solution may lie in this ancient ruin."

Wei Huan was an intelligent woman. She understood Lin Xuan's meaning immediately and nodded in agreement. They had overlooked this issue before.

Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense to search within the ruins. The most important clue would be at the altar. This was undoubtedly a significant hint.

Since her mana was sealed, Wei Huan could not help much, but she wasn't idle either. She scanned the hall with her eyes, looking for anything unusual.

"Lord, look! What is that?"

Lin Xuan had noticed nothing; Wei Huan, relying on her vision, pointed out something first. Lin Xuan turned to see a cauldron-like object appear in his sight.

This object didn't seem out of place; it was no taller than a foot and appeared merely as a small decoration.

Lin Xuan’s face showed confusion but found nothing amiss.

"I'm not talking about the cauldron, but the text below," Wei Huan said as she walked over gracefully.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan moved to follow. The cauldron was located beneath the central altar; it wasn’t noticeable in size or decoration.

Six ancient characters were engraved on top of the cauldron, though they were tiny. Wei Huan had good eyesight; if he had been there, he might have overlooked them.

Lin Xuan had interacted with the Moon Clan several times and recognized some of their common scripts but found these ancient texts extremely unfamiliar.

"幽火出，秘宝现... What does this mean..." Wei Huan's voice echoed in his ears.

[Note: The text "幽火出，秘宝现" translates to "When the dark fire appears, hidden treasures will manifest."]
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"Come, YuanYuan, do you recognize these characters?"

"Yes, my lady was fortunate enough to learn them once. But what exactly do these words mean?" Peacock's delicate brows rose slightly as she murmured to herself. The meaning of the text was straightforward—treasure, indicating hidden valuables. But what did "yōuhuǒ" (幽火) refer to?

Peacock continued her musings, but Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a sharp glint. If his guess was correct, it should be Bìhuàn Yōuhuǒ (碧幻幽火). Although this was just speculation, the likelihood was high.

In any case, it was worth a try.

With that thought, Lin Xuan stepped forward: "Yuyu, you wait here for me."

"Master, have you deciphered this phrase?" Peacock said with some surprise.

"Yes," he nodded. He raised his right hand and turned the palm upward, sending a small flame into his ear with a "puff." The flame was the size of an egg, and its multi-colored glow caught Peacock's attention. Despite her current state where her strength was sealed, she could still sense the terrifying power within.

The force seemed to be so potent that it could reduce one to ashes upon contact.

Lin Xuan inhaled as he sent a divine thought towards the flame. The fire flickered and became unstable, then the other colors faded quickly while the green grew deeper until it turned into a deep green flame.

Since Bìhuàn Yōuhuǒ was derived from a sacrifice, Lin Xuan could revert it to its original form if needed.

"Quickly!" he whispered, lifting his wrist and flicking his hand. The green flame shot forward and entered the ear with a "whoosh," enveloping the unassuming cauldron.

Neither Lin Xuan nor Peacock spoke as they stood in silence on the vast altar, only the sound of flames crackling filling the air.

As time passed, the cauldron began to melt slowly.

"Ah..."

Peacock's lips parted slightly, but she was stopped by Lin Xuan. After a moment, a rumbling noise echoed and the ground trembled. A hole appeared before them, deep and dark with cold drafts coming from within. Steps carved into green stone extended downwards.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, only to have it bounce back. He rubbed his forehead in surprise; he was a Cave Profound cultivator with an exceptionally strong divine sense compared to most of the same rank. To encounter such a situation in the mortal realm was truly unexpected.

Could there be danger within?

His thoughts raced as he walked forward without hesitation, followed by Peacock after a moment's pause.

The hole turned out to be deeper than expected. After a meal’s time, they finally reached the bottom.

A rock cave appeared before them.

Though not large, it was oval-shaped with fist-sized night明珠s embedded in the walls, emitting a milky white light.

To mortals, these were priceless treasures, but to cultivators, they held no value.

Lin Xuan paid no attention and instead looked towards the center of the cave.

There, an intricate array stood mysteriously. Although Lin Xuan did not know its exact purpose, he knew it was no ordinary object.

At the heart of the array, four statues stood tall in two rows—two males and two females. Despite being statues, they exuded grandeur, indicating that their former lives were far from ordinary.

"These four, could they be the Four Sage Masters of the Mo Yue Clan?"

"Sage Masters?" Lin Xuan turned to Peacock: "YuanYuan, what do you know about this? Tell me."

Peacock knew more than he did. Lin Xuan was not ashamed to ask.

In the Yin Mountains, she had once befriended a Mo Yue cultivator named Miao Youxian and heard stories of her clan's history. Now, she recounted these tales to him.

"The Mo Yue Clan may be in decline now, but they were once at their peak during ancient times. They had four Sage Masters who were formidable figures even after the tribulation. The power of Tian Wushen Nv (天巫神女) was incomprehensible. But for some reason, the entire clan declined,"...

Peacock did not know much, but Lin Xuan's heart stirred as he listened.

Could their sudden decline be related to the battle between the Asuras and the Spirit Realm?

Recalling this, the Mo Yue Clan seemed mysterious indeed—inheritors of Lesser Luo Tian Xiang’s legacy. But how had they ended up with Qinxin?

Lin Xuan pondered these thoughts as he looked back at the array's center.

The statues of the four sage masters were undoubtedly the most striking, but their positions suggested they were guardians. If this was just a guess, then the pedestal in front confirmed it.

Yes, it was a pedestal, the base of the statue.

But the statues themselves had vanished.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the area with a playful expression.

Could it be...

"Master, these statues might be keys. Once we gather enough, this array can be activated, and perhaps the treasure will appear," Peacock suggested tentatively.

"Yes, I see your point as well." Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he spoke.

"But now what should we do? We have no idea where the statues are. I’ve searched the entire site, but there’s nothing similar to these statues here," Peacock said hesitantly.

"Indeed, Yuyu. Who do you think they might be?" Lin Xuan asked.

"The Tian Wushen Nv (天巫神女) must be one of them." Peacock replied without hesitation: "Who else could command the Four Sage Masters?"

"If it is her statue..."

Unlike Peacock's anxiety, Lin Xuan appeared calm. He waved his sleeve and a small jade box flew out, no more than a foot long, with several golden and silver禁制符箓贴ed on it. The curse characters on these were not of this mortal realm.
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Lin Xuan flexed his fingers slightly, and the talisman ignited on its own without any wind. A spark flashed by, and to everyone's surprise, the jade box shattered silently. An image of a woman appeared in front of him; it was only an inch or two tall but quickly grew larger.

In just a few breaths, the statue became about the size of a real person.

"This..."

Peng Que rubbed her forehead with her hand, her expression filled with shock. The statue was carved from an unknown black stone. It depicted a young maiden whose features were incredibly lifelike—beautiful and slender. Despite being made of black stone, her face still shone with extraordinary beauty.

However, this woman had nine heads and eighteen arms, looking extremely bizarre. This was very similar to when Lin Xuan performed the Lesser Heavenly Realm Technique.

"Divine Witch Goddess!"

"Wife, do you recognize her?"

"Yes, I once saw her in Fairy Miao You's chamber. Of course, what she worships is just an ordinary statue, nothing like this," Peng Que's honest voice echoed in his ears: "Where did you get this from?"

"Haha, by chance, I discovered the ruins of the Black Moon Clan at the bottom of the Spirit Realm," Lin Xuan revealed to his beloved without any reservations. He briefly described it and then waved his sleeve, sending a streak of green light that enveloped the statue of the Divine Witch Goddess towards an empty pedestal.

A thud echoed in their ears as the pedestal perfectly fit the statue, fitting together seamlessly. Clearly, they were meant to be together.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan felt relieved and fortunate. Had he not brought back this statue with a 'better safe than sorry' mentality when he was at the bottom of the Spirit Realm, he might have been stuck without it today.

After the statue returned to its place, the array indeed began to activate. Like mercury spilling on the ground, one by one, the runes lit up, and simultaneously, an overwhelming spiritual pressure surged out. If not for the protective array in the cave, the entire structure might have collapsed.

Then, the Divine Witch Goddess's hand actually moved.

For a moment, Lin Xuan thought he had misjudged it. How could something carved from unknown black stone move?

However, many things in the cultivation world do not follow common sense. The statue's jade hand not only moved but did so with great agility. One after another, magical seals appeared and were directed towards the array.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as a golden beam shot up from the array, reaching the top of the stone cave before dispersing into countless beams of light. Each beam flashed several times before transforming into words about the size of fists.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but then showed signs of extreme joy. He quickly raised his head and focused on reading them.

These characters were ancient and archaic, but he recognized all of them. Unlike the difficult-to-read ancient texts at the entrance, these were more straightforward to understand.

However, while the words themselves were simple, what they described was incredibly complex and profound—each character held secrets, each sentence contained wisdom...

The Black Moon Divine Witch Technique!

After reading just a few lines, Lin Xuan knew exactly what this cultivation technique was. Moreover, if his memory served him correctly, it should be the second part, corresponding to the Spirit Separation stage.

Lin Xuan felt overjoyed. He had come here precisely for this; now that he had achieved his goal, how could he not feel elated?

The cultivation technique for the Spirit Separation stage was beyond what he currently possessed, but as a cultivator with an unforgettive memory, memorizing it wasn't much of a challenge.

Lin Xuan began to focus on memorizing it.

Peng Que's expression became somewhat bewildered. Although she recognized these characters, she had yet to reach the Spirit Separation stage and had never studied the Black Moon Divine Witch Technique. The idea of understanding a cultivation technique for that stage seemed too far-fetched.

After reading just two lines, her head began to spin. Peng Que was intelligent and decisive. Knowing how significant this technique was, but recognizing she lacked the necessary depth, she decided not to force herself. After all, if her husband mastered it, it would be beneficial regardless.

So, she stopped focusing on the text and instead turned around to examine other objects in the cave.

Time passed slowly.

The combined text filled about 70,000 characters, which Lin Xuan memorized word for word.

Next, he took out a blank jade cylinder and carved these texts into it. As cultivators might make mistakes over time, he decided to engrave them now so that when he reached the Spirit Separation stage, he could slowly decipher them.

After completing this task, Lin Xuan and Peng Que carefully checked every corner of the cave, ensuring they hadn't missed anything. Only then did he reach into his waistband and pull out five jade boxes one by one.

He not only placed the statue of the Divine Witch Goddess in these boxes but also included those of the Four Sage Masters, reducing their size before placing them inside as well.

Having tasted the benefits of bringing back multiple statues, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss anything this time.

"Lord, what were those words you just read? Your expression suggested that you recognized them," Yuan Yuan finally asked.

"Yes, it's a cultivation technique. It's considered one of the Black Moon Clan's treasures. However, there are four parts to it, and I already have three. This is my main cultivation technique," Lin Xuan replied.

"The Black Moon Clan's treasure must be incredibly powerful? Is that correct?"

Lin Xuan nodded and sighed: "Unfortunately, Yuan Yuan, you're a spirit bird body; you can't cultivate this. Otherwise..."

"Haha, Lord, don't worry about it. Our Peng Que clan has its own cultivation techniques. The Black Moon Divine Witch Technique is good, but it's not suitable for me, so there's no point in feeling sorry," Peng Que said nonchalantly.

"Indeed, I was too focused on you just now. However, although Yuan Yuan can't practice this technique, some of the abilities within might be worth exploring. Honestly, wife, this cultivation technique is meant for Spirit Separation cultivators, and I don't understand it yet. But there's a small technique that doesn't relate to any stage; it could be very useful for us," Lin Xuan suddenly said with joy.

"Oh, what does Lord mean?" Peng Que knew Lin Xuan wouldn't speak in vain, so she was interested as well.

"I can't say exactly, but the technique seems related to refining true soul blood. I only skimmed through it just now and can't make a definitive judgment; I need to understand it fully," Lin Xuan said with a smile.
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Chapter 2071: True Spirit of Black Jade

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be overjoyed. He had come to this ancient site specifically to find the fragmentary techniques of the Moon Murmur Heaven Witch, and now that he had found them, his heart was overflowing with joy. Moreover, there was a chance to treat YuanYuan's persistent illness.

Who said good fortune doesn't come in threes? At this moment, wasn't he experiencing two joys at once?

Of course, as he had just mentioned, the secret technique hidden among the fragmentary techniques of the Spirit Separation stage required further contemplation. He couldn’t make a hasty judgment; otherwise, if it turned out to be a false hope for both him and YuanYuan, they would be deeply disappointed.

When Lin Xuan said this, Peacock did not press further. She was not one to get impatient easily; her husband's decision was final on such matters.

After thorough searching, there were no other interesting items in the cave. The couple left together.

Once outside, Lin Xuan didn't rush to rest. He needed to refine YuanYuan’s residual soul, a significant task. So he took out the jade cylinder inscribed with the Moon Murmur Clan's techniques and began to deeply contemplate it.

Entering meditation for over two weeks, Lin Xuan skipped past the techniques related to the Spirit Separation stage. It was inappropriate to force growth; even if he studied them meticulously, they would be of no use to him. In these two weeks, he focused on the secret technique he had mentioned earlier: True Spirit of Black Jade.

The text detailed how to refine true spirit blood. However, the conditions were extremely stringent and not something a single person could achieve alone.

This was because the True Spirit of Black Jade was a dual cultivation technique requiring both male and female practitioners to work together for it to be effective.

Though Lin Xuan found this surprising, he didn't dwell on it too much. After all, in the vast world of cultivators, while many were single, there were also numerous couples supporting each other as they sought immortality.

This dual cultivation not only brought joy but could also enhance their cultivation. Thus, such techniques emerged.

However, True Spirit of Black Jade was more accurately described as a secret technique rather than a cultivation method. It required one partner to have true spirit bloodline. Only then, when refining the blood of other true spirits, would they be able to use their own lineage to suppress any backlash from the true spirit's blood. Otherwise, the cultivator would inevitably suffer an explosive death.

Such stringent requirements were indeed extreme, nearly as demanding as the Moon Murmur Heaven Witch’s requirement for pure spirit roots, if not more so.

Theoretically, it was possible, but in practice, this technique clearly stated that since its creation, only one couple had met all the criteria.

This strictness left no room for doubt. However, coincidences were common in the world of cultivation. After reviewing the conditions, Lin Xuan was pleasantly surprised; it seemed tailor-made for him and Peacock.

Dual cultivation required a human and an advanced spirit beast, with one having true spirit bloodline. All three conditions were met: YuanYuan not only descended from Great Brightness Queen Peacock but also had some phoenix blood in her. In other words, they surpassed the requirements.

Lin Xuan was naturally delighted. The secret technique itself wasn't particularly difficult or complex; he had already comprehended it word by word after two weeks of contemplation and study. All that remained was for Peacock to agree.

He needn’t worry about this. After all, YuanYuan was his wife, and they shared a deep bond. They had already consummated their marriage long ago, so dual cultivation was perfectly normal. Moreover, it would help mitigate the threat of residual souls, benefiting both him and her. How could she possibly refuse?

Thus, Lin Xuan happily presented the technique to Peacock.

When Lin Xuan explained his intentions, YuanYuan felt a mix of shame and joy. She was relieved that what he had said earlier was correct; the threat from the Golden-winged Phoenix’s residual soul could be eliminated. As for the shame… well, everyone understood.

Though she was bold and straightforward, dual cultivation couldn’t be easily accepted even by her. Even men might feel awkward about such matters.

"Alright, wife, what do you think?" Lin Xuan boldly asked, his heart full of longing after centuries apart.

In the heat of passion, dual cultivation seemed natural to him. Peacock was no different; even a bold and spirited woman would feel shy in such moments.

However, her straightforward nature made her finally extend her hand: "My lord, please show me the technique first before you decide if I’m being tricked."

This was actually an attempt to save face. Lin Xuan wasn’t foolish; he understood what she meant. The implication was that she had agreed but was still shy.

Lin Xuan’s heart leaped with joy. He couldn’t show any signs of excitement, or his wife would be upset. He needed to maintain composure.

Centuries passed in an instant, and Lin Xuan was no longer the naive young man he once was. Remembering how his clumsiness had infuriated Peacock back then, he knew better now.

With a serious expression, he said: "Of course, my dear wife, if you want to see the technique, I have no objections."

As he spoke, he reached into his waistband and produced the green jade cylinder. Peacock took it without hesitation.
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Half a month later, a beautiful palace rose from the ruins of the Mo Yue Clan. This was Lin Xuan's work over several days, completed by himself alone. Such an achievement seemed almost unbelievable to others, but for cultivators who were adept in the Five Elements techniques, nothing was impossible.

It merely cost some experience points.

Lin Xuan even turned stones into jade and collected earth-elemental primordial qi to shape various furniture using transformation techniques, making everything look incredibly beautiful.

He did this not out of idle curiosity, but because although Peacock had reluctantly agreed, she still consented to a joint cultivation session with him. This was a great joy for Lin Xuan, who had been looking forward to it for a long time.

Although they had already shared their first night together, the moonlight didn't necessarily have to be involved this time; however, as a husband, it was his duty to take good care of his wife. Lin Xuan wasn't a young man anymore and knew how to show his concern. After centuries apart, he understood that Yuan Yuan had endured much hardship in the mortal world, and could he still put her through any more?

The answer was definitely no. Even if they couldn't have an elaborate joint cultivation ceremony with all the major forces of the mortal realm watching, some effort should be made for their abode.

After all, refining true spirit blood wasn’t as simple as it seemed; without a year or two of hard work, there would be no way to achieve it. While this time was negligible for cultivators, Lin Xuan wouldn't let his wife and him live in the ruins like pitiful partners in cultivation.

A palace had to be built.

To please his lover, Lin Xuan made sure everything was as luxurious as possible, resulting in a small but exquisite palace rising from the ground. For him, it merely required some additional effort, which he deemed well worth it for her smile.

Under the bright moon and clear stars, this secluded space had its own day and night cycle.

As the sky grew dark, Peacock set up a simple feast in their newly built small palace. Calling it a feast was somewhat of an understatement; it consisted mainly of wild vegetables and fruits with limited variety. The space had long been abandoned, so there were no birds or animals to serve as food. Even the wine came from Lin Xuan's momentary bag.

The spirit wine that could restore his magical power tasted good, but using it in such a context felt somewhat extravagant. However, for Lin Xuan, it was nothing; crystals were just external things, and if they pleased Yuan Yuan, he wouldn't mind wasting some.

Though the feast wasn’t grand or elaborate, with no guests present, several candles added to the festive atmosphere. Yuan Yuan wore a red dress, reminiscent of their first encounter centuries ago, which had been too short-lived and filled with naivety.

Now, thinking about it, Lin Xuan felt ashamed. The next day, Yuan Yuan left hurriedly due to chaotic demonic qi. Thinking back on those days, he realized he had indeed wronged his beloved wife; at that time, he didn't know how to love her properly, while Peacock had been more generous.

However, times change and people mature. Lin Xuan was now a responsible man who knew how to take care of his wife. The debts from the past would be repaid in this new era.

The environment might have been simple, but it didn't matter; he had done his best. After all, as cultivators, they valued their hearts more than material possessions.

When two people truly love each other, what matters is not the daily routine but the deep bond that holds them together. Even though there was a saying about cherishing every moment, true togetherness meant being doubly precious and protective of one another.

Lin Xuan picked up the wine jug; this was top-grade spirit wine with an amber hue. He carefully poured it into a cup without spilling any.

"Yuan Yuan, I love you. In this life, I will always cherish and protect you, walking side by side on our path to immortality." Lin Xuan raised his cup, speaking earnestly.

There was no hint of frivolity; he was making a solemn vow to himself.

"Lord," Peacock's face was filled with affection. As the fierce woman shed her tough exterior, she revealed an even more alluring gentleness: "I love you too. As long as I am by your side, even if we face all the gods and demons or fall into the netherworld, I will never leave your side."

These words moved Lin Xuan deeply. They drank their vows together.

The spirit wine didn't intoxicate them; it was their emotions that did. A red cloud ascended from Peacock's delicate cheeks, making her even more alluring.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be stirred and lowered his head to kiss her tenderly.

Peacock’s face turned even redder with desire, but she consented gracefully.

So many sweet memories melted into this single kiss. It was filled with longing, nostalgia, and hope… They remained like that for what felt like an eternity before Lin Xuan finally raised his head.

"Yuan Yuan."

"I love you too," Lin Xuan repeated the three words, then lifted her up in his arms.

"Ahh!"

Yuan Yuan couldn't help but gasp as she lightly hit Lin Xuan's chest with her jade hands: "Why… Lord, what are you doing?"

"Just holding my wife for our first night together; it’s only natural," he said confidently, not allowing Peacock to protest. He was more dominant towards such a strong woman.

This made Peacock even happier inside.

"You naughty man." She hit his chest again but lay still in his arms.

Lin Xuan brought her into their new room. Although they had shared before, this time felt the sweetest.

With mutual affection, the moon climbed higher as they spent an unforgettable night together… They didn't rest for a whole day and only separated when the sun rose. Peacock leaned against Lin Xuan's chest.

"Lord."

"Mmm?"

"We didn't practice the True Spirit of Jade technique last night?"

"It doesn’t matter; we can make up for it now, my love," Lin Xuan said, his tone full of confidence.

"But… but…"

"What’s the problem? Don’t you like it?" Lin Xuan was domineering, not giving Peacock a chance to protest. He needed to be even more dominant towards such a strong woman.

This made her heart happier.

"You naughty man," she hit him again, then lay still in his arms.

Lin Xuan brought her into their new room. Although they had shared before, this time felt the sweetest.

With mutual affection, the moon climbed higher as they spent an unforgettable night together… They didn't rest for a whole day and only separated when the sun rose. Peacock leaned against Lin Xuan's chest.
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Chapter 2073: The Peacock Who Dares to Love and Hate

Time passed like water, especially when spent with someone you love. It seemed to fly by even faster.

In a blink of an eye, three months had already passed. With their hearts entwined, they spent their days in the moonlight, enjoying the warmth and sweetness of these nearly one hundred days together.

Since embarking on his path of cultivation, this was the happiest period for Lin Xuan. It was indescribably blissful, almost to the point where he wished time would freeze at this moment.

Of course, that was impossible.

During these three months, Lin Xuan and his beloved wife were not always immersed in the sweetness of love. Although dual cultivation was indeed delightful, they both knew too well the harsh realities of the cultivation world. After a few initial days, they began practicing the True Spirit Jade Technique.

Just like fish in water, their practice went smoother than expected. As the saying goes, "what is lost on one side may be gained on another." Although this secret technique had strict conditions for its cultivation, once those conditions were met, there was no bottleneck or hindrance. In particular, when a man and woman full of love practiced it, the deeper their love, the easier it became. However, this detail was not mentioned in the Jade Pupil Scroll.

The soul essence of the Golden-winged Great Peng had been completely refined away, and with the danger gone, Lin Xuan naturally removed the restrictions he had placed on her. The Fairy Peacock now regained all her magical power.

Though still at the early stage of separation, she could still hold her own against a cultivator of that level due to her celestial bird heritage.

The true spirit blood of the Golden-winged Great Peng hadn’t fully merged yet, but even partial refinement brought significant benefits to both. Indeed, it was not just for the Peacock; Lin Xuan also integrated part of this true spirit blood into his own body through their dual cultivation method without any adverse effects.

The couple’s love was intense. Lin Xuan even revealed many secrets to her, such as the Blue Star Sea and Moon’s past life.

As they say, trust those you employ and mistrust those you doubt; if one cannot trust their spouse, then who else in this world can be trusted?

Sure enough, the Peacock was shocked by everything Lin Xuan told her. However, she showed no fear but only surprise.

"One-Yuan, are you afraid I might drag you down?" Lin Xuan jokingly asked once. He had a premonition that his future would be fraught with numerous trials and tribulations. This incident with the Ice Soul Demon Ancestor revealing the Five Dragon Seal was just the beginning. Although he had destroyed her soul fragment, she knew of his secret and might one day seek revenge.

Then there was Moon’s past life; it was what worried him most. As time passed, their combined strength would eventually attract the attention of those powerful beings who wouldn’t hesitate to eliminate them.

The Arrogant King of Devils was a name that could change the fate of the Three Realms. Countless people wanted her dead, and they wouldn't spare Moon even though she was just reincarnated.

Could he protect his beloved woman, or would he drag Peacock into this as well?

Lin Xuan didn’t want any harm to come to those he loved.

But hearing these half-joking words, the Peacock was shocked and angry. Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. Lin Xuan had never seen her so enraged before.

She no longer showed him any tenderness but spoke sternly: "My lord, what do you think of me? A coward who fears death! You are my husband; we swore to each other by heaven that we would always protect and support one another, no matter what. Yet, you speak of dragging me down. How do you see your wife? Do you look down on her?"

The Peacock grew angrier as she spoke. Lin Xuan realized his words had been too harsh.

"One-Yuan, don’t be angry; I was just joking."

"Joking? Is this the kind of joke you make?"

Peacock拂袖而去, a woman with a strong personality who loved Lin Xuan deeply but wouldn't blindly follow him. She would not have allowed herself to be so easily swayed.

"It’s over. My wife is truly angry this time."

Lin Xuan stood dumbfounded as the facts confirmed his suspicions. For the next month, Peacock ignored him completely, making dual cultivation a distant dream for Lin Xuan who was left alone in his empty quarters. Only after much pleading did she finally turn her anger into joy.

This wasn’t because Lin Xuan was weak; it was truly his mistake this time. With Peacock’s character—loving and unrepentant of death—the words he spoke were an insult. If not for their marriage, she would have drawn a sword against him.

Peacock’s forgiveness stemmed from her deep love for Lin Xuan, which had been cultivated over hundreds of years. She was unwavering in her commitment to him, no matter what. If his lordship truly stood against all the gods and buddhas, even if it meant descending into the Netherworld, she would follow without any regrets.

This small incident passed, and through this experience, Lin Xuan finally understood the depth of Peacock’s love for him. He was moved rather than angry, and their relationship grew stronger as a result.

...

Time flew by like a white horse passing through a crevice. Soon, it had been over a year since Lin Xuan arrived here. They were diligent in their dual cultivation. The true spirit blood of the Golden-winged Great Peng had been completely refined away, bringing significant benefits to both. Lin Xuan felt his body had undergone further changes, becoming stronger than before. Other changes would take time to manifest.

Living in this small space was peaceful and free from strife or pain, like living in an idyllic paradise. Both Lin Xuan and Peacock enjoyed it immensely. However, they knew they couldn’t stay here forever. While Peacock’s lifespan was sufficient, it had its limits. Lin Xuan's situation was even worse; this was the mortal realm where the primordial energy was thin. Without a lifespan-depleting calamity, he would only have another four thousand years to live. For mortals, that seemed unimaginably long, but for cultivators seeking immortality, it was merely a short period.

At first, refining true spirit blood was enough. Now with nothing to do, wasting his remaining lifespan here wasn’t worth it. They needed to find a way out and return to the Spirit Realm.
第两千零七十四章 孔雀渡天劫

A year's worth of memories was enough for Lin Xuan and his wife to cherish. After all, the future held more years together.

No matter how difficult or dangerous the path of cultivation might be, they would not abandon each other.

The road of cultivation had been full of hardships, but with her by his side, it no longer felt lonely.

Of course, at their current strength, they wouldn't rush into things. Any mistakes could lead to significant losses.

Thus, even though they were set to leave, the two lingered in this small space for half a year. They enjoyed the intimacy and tenderness of cultivation together, while also refining the Black Moon True Spirit Technique to perfection, ensuring that the true spirit blood of the great phoenix had been completely refined and would no longer be a hindrance.

After all, as they say, "Better safe than sorry." Lin Xuan was always meticulous in his actions.

A mere half year was nothing for him or the peacock. Staying a bit more in the mortal world wasn't a big deal either.

During these months, the couple didn't just indulge in sweet moments; Lin Xuan wouldn't be so lacking in spirit. Instead, he and his wife thoroughly searched through every inch of the Black Moon Clan's ruins, not missing even a single crumbling wall, though there were no more valuable discoveries.

Though disappointed, they understood that contentment was key. They had already reaped enough here.

It was time to go.

Hand in hand with his beloved, Lin Xuan stood side by side, gazing at the scenery before them, their eyes filled with reluctance. Though they had only lived here for a year, those days held countless cherished memories.

"Yuan Yuan, we should leave," he said softly.

She nodded in agreement.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and an ancient-looking long spear appeared. Without hesitation, he infused it with magical power. A bright crescent-shaped light wave emerged and slashed forward into the void.

A loud tearing sound echoed as Lin Xuan then summoned the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Just like on their way here, a space rift of about ten feet in diameter appeared before their eyes due to Lin Xuan's actions.

Satisfied with what he saw, Lin Xuan emitted a bright green light and took off with his wife.

Two months later, an unknown valley.

It was noon, the sky clear and blue without a cloud. The weather was pleasant. Suddenly, the sky darkened as if by magic. A strong wind blew, and something incredible happened: multicolored clouds appeared in the sky... but these were not ordinary clouds; they were formed from condensed primordial energy.

These multicolored clouds churned violently, their primordial energy so intense that any cultivator present would have been terrified.

This was a sign of a minor heavenly tribulation. For an Alchemy Foundation stage cultivator like Lin Xuan, it was terrifying and almost impossible to survive, even for advanced cultivators there was a high chance they might perish.

Throughout history, few cultivators managed to ascend from the lower realms to the Spirit Realm successfully; one every several years at best. It required excellent资质and luck.

Since the laws of the universe only allowed Alchemy Foundation stage cultivators one chance to pass through this tribulation, Lin Xuan had lost that opportunity after advancing beyond the Profound Mysteries realm.

He possessed some spatial secrets but couldn't open a passage from the mortal world to the Spirit Realm. Thankfully, he was here with his wife, who could help him withstand the minor heavenly tribulation.

In fact, helping someone during their tribulation was foolish; according to the laws of the universe, doing so would increase the power of the tribulation by several times. Some say it could even reach sixfold strength.

Thus, throughout history, no cultivator had ever done this. But Lin Xuan didn't care.

As a Profound Mysteries stage cultivator, his existence shouldn't have been in the mortal world.

Even if the minor heavenly tribulation's power reached six times its normal level, he wouldn't be affected.

With the tribulation clouds hovering above them, Lin Xuan stood confidently beside his wife. He wasn't overconfident; the scene before him was nothing to worry about. Honestly, it didn't even reach Profound Mysteries stage.

Back then, when he ascended from the Alchemy Foundation realm, it had been a teleportation from Penglai Mountain. Now that he was at the Profound Mysteries realm, looking back, this minor heavenly tribulation seemed insignificant.

As his thoughts raced, a loud thunderous sound echoed in his ears. The first attack was a barrage of lightning and fire. Its power seemed to change the very fabric of heaven and earth, but Lin Xuan saw it as nothing more than child's play. With a wave of his sleeve, a green light shot out, forming a shimmering barrier that protected them.

The thunder and fire descended, but only produced loud explosions without breaking through the barrier.

Of course, this was just an initial test. Soon after, a clear sound rang in their ears as the multicolored clouds spun around. To his surprise, they transformed into green ones.

"Wood attribute!" Lin Xuan sensed it clearly. A series of piercing sounds followed as countless wind blades shot out.

Despite their power surpassing the lightning and fire, Lin Xuan merely flicked his finger, infusing magical energy. The barrier flashed brighter, while the wind blades failed to cause any damage.

Beside him, the peacock was dumbfounded. Though she knew her husband's strength had reached a level beyond comprehension, she never expected he could treat such tribulations as if they were nothing.

Originally, she was supposed to be the one facing this tribulation, but now she stood by idly with nothing to do.

Such an event would surely be met with disbelief if told to others.

Of course, the power of the tribulation wasn't limited to that. The winds and clouds continued to change.

In fact, the three minor heavenly tribulations the peacock was facing were more powerful than usual due to her celestial bird bloodline. But with Lin Xuan here, such strength merely amounted to nothing.

Postscript: Fellow cultivators, Happy New Year! Rest assured, there will be a second update this month, though it might be a bit less frequent. I'll still ensure the updates are consistent. @.
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Half a day passed quickly. In the nearly six hours, the heavenly tribulation continuously changed its attacks hundreds of times. However, all these attempts were easily deflected by Lin Xuan.

This wasn't particularly remarkable. The Conceptional Profound Realm should not appear in the mortal world.

As time went on, the multicolored clouds' light dimmed significantly. The heavenly tribulation was about to end.

However, Lin Xuan's expression grew more serious instead.

Having traversed the Spirit World once, Lin Xuan had a deeper understanding of the heavenly tribulation than most cultivators. This wasn't due to personal experience; rather, there were many descriptions in the Spirit World’s ancient texts regarding this matter.

The hardest part of passing through today’s minor heavenly tribulation was the final moment. Although Lin Xuan was confident, he still didn’t dare be careless. Even a hawk needs all its strength to catch a rabbit. He didn't want to end up like a frog in a well when facing the tribulation.

Ascending to the Conceptional Profound Realm wasn’t something to boast about. Lin Xuan had never been one to be overly proud.

The path of cultivation was long and arduous, after all. Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be too complacent.

With a wave of his sleeves, spiritual light flashed, and seven shields the size of palm leaves flew out, arranged in a fan shape. Lin Xuan sent a spell, causing each shield to emit its own spiritual light, forming a green screen with a Taiji pattern that seemed mysterious.

The玄青母子盾 (Xuanqing Mother-Child Shield) would be enough to handle these three spirit beasts.

A loud crack echoed as the fire rain only caused ripples on the screen, producing no other effects.

Lin Xuan's face showed great satisfaction. However, the three spirit beasts wouldn't give up so easily. The left side of the trio, the phoenix head, let out a loud call before two sharp claws extended into the void. A green claw appeared, with countless runes spewing forth and electric arcs shining brightly. It descended like a mountain crushing down on everything.

"Quickly!"

This time, Lin Xuan wasn't careless either. He raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

The next moment, the giant claw collided with the Taiji pattern shield. A loud rumble echoed as if the entire space shook for a thousand miles.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, muttering to himself: "This is really interesting. The power of this heavenly tribulation is already comparable to that of a Conceptional Profound Realm cultivator."

With the spirit beast lineage and Lin Xuan's assistance, the heavenly tribulation had undergone some degree of mutation. Its power was now sufficient to kill anything in the mortal world.

However, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He sneered: "Even if it’s comparable to a Conceptional Profound Realm cultivator, do you think that can defeat this young master?"

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, and countless leaf-shaped talismans shot forward.

They pierced the trio of spirit beasts in an instant. The opponent was too large to dodge. However, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of satisfaction; instead, he narrowed his eyes as the strange bird wasn’t a true spirit beast but merely gathered from the primordial energy of the heavens. The wounds quickly healed with flashes of spiritual light.

Lin Xuan sighed but remained calm. Such minor injuries couldn’t eliminate the heavenly tribulation. He needed to use more powerful techniques.

"Really, even this minor heavenly tribulation is forcing me to use my true skills."

Lin Xuan muttered. Before his words were finished, silver light flashed as the Ninefold Bright Moon Ring appeared from his sleeves.

He grabbed it and poured all his magical energy into it like a flood. The talisman emitted intense spiritual light, radiating malevolent energy as hundreds of ice serpents and fire dragons appeared around him, their roars filling the air.

Small-scale attacks couldn’t eliminate those three strange birds, so he used more powerful techniques.

Lin Xuan’s hands moved like butterflies, transforming into seven dragons. They covered the sky, flying towards the giant trio of spirit beasts.

Various sounds filled his ears—dragon roars and bird calls echoing together. However, in a short time, the Thousand Dragon Fangs proved formidable as the strange birds were left with no intact parts.

Lin Xuan was pleased. He cast several more spells, one of which was a white mist-like hurricane that quickly enveloped the severely injured spirit beast.

Next, he raised his right hand again and a red staff appeared in his sight—A Communicating Buddha Treasure.

After a short while, Lin Xuan held up his right hand high, swinging the ancient spear down with great force. A loud tearing sound echoed as an aura of ferocity emerged, accompanied by runes flickering on the surface of the spear.

The words flashed and formed a circle, revealing a strange and intricate spell array before a crescent-shaped blade appeared!

Wherever it went, space seemed to distort, and plops sounded as the spirit beast lost three heads. Numerous sword qi flew out from Lin Xuan’s sleeves, converging into a terrifying giant sword.

A loud tearing sound split the monster bird's remains in two.

"Wow..."

Pheasant watched the entire process, her eyes wide with amazement. She was only at the Separation Realm and couldn’t enter such battles. However, she admired Lin Xuan’s strength. A Conceptional Profound Realm cultivator was indeed formidable.

A faint sound entered his ears. However, Lin Xuan's spiritual awareness was so powerful that it escaped his notice.

Silver light flashed as he looked over. It was a trio of strange birds, but they were only a few inches long.

The heavenly tribulation had become sentient!

Lin Xuan was delighted. He had encountered such a situation before when in Yunzhou. The tribulation cloud had transformed into a human-faced centipede and had already become a sentient object after years of refinement. It turned out the current tribulation cloud was just forming, but it could also do so, likely due to Pheasant’s true spirit lineage.

Such things were very useful. They were a great supplement for Phantasmal Heavenly Fire. Lin Xuan couldn’t let this go.

He flashed his body and used Ninefold Microstep, appearing behind the tribulation cloud.

Blocking its retreat path, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and large patches of green clouds flew out. The flame essence didn't want to be trapped; it tried to break free but was useless. Lin Xuan released several more green clouds, completely enveloping it before turning it into a round ball the size of a fist.

Lin Xuan reached out and caught the ball in his palm.

Even for Lin Xuan now, this was an extraordinary treasure—the essence of tribulation fire, something rare to obtain. He examined the ball for a moment before tapping it with his hand, taking out an jade box from his须臾袋 (Yuxu Bag). After opening the lid, he placed the ball inside.

He then took several禁制符录 (Restriction Talismans) and stuck them on. Satisfied, he put everything back in his waistband.

Just as he finished, a strange rumbling echoed above him. After a while, the sky grew darker until it was pitch black. However, a white dot appeared.

At first, it was only the size of a fingernail but grew larger and larger until it became a vortex with a diameter of ten feet.

"Master."

"Don't worry. Although I haven’t personally experienced this, I’ve seen descriptions in ancient texts. This is the path to the Spirit World. Let's go," Lin Xuan said calmly as he turned around.

"Alright."

Pheasant wasn’t a coward but was nervous about ascending to the higher realms.

Lin Xuan then took Pheasant’s hand and enveloped her with green light, flying into the void together.
第两千零七十六章 鼐龙界

Legend had it that when cultivators passed the heavenly tribulation, they could ascend to the Spirit Realm.

However, mortal realm cultivators did not know that this desirable higher-level plane was incomplete. The Spirit Realm was composed of hundreds of fragmented small planes, arranged and combined together.

Each plane actually differed greatly in its own right. While their spirit veins were superior and resource-rich compared to the mortal world, the differences between them were astonishing, reaching a level that left one speechless with admiration.

East Sea ranked at the bottom among the small planes forming the Spirit Realm. Despite being just one of these small planes, Pidragon Realm was incomparably different from East Sea in terms of area, cultivator strength, and resources. The quality of spirit veins was simply not on the same level.

Even within all the planes of the Spirit Realm, while it couldn't be considered the absolute top, ranking among the top ten would definitely not be a problem.

The naming after Pidragon had its origins. It was closely related to the legendary Monkey Dragon Immortal.

It is well-known that the greatest existences in the Spirit Realm are the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings.

However, when it came to fame, Pidragon Immortal was no less than them. Legend said this was an old monster who had lived for millions of years. His cultivation period during tribulation was not discussed, but he was known as the Spirit Realm's most famous playboy, his reputation reverberating throughout the world.

As one of the top existences in the Spirit Realm, Pidragon Immortal lacked any signs of a master’s demeanor. His greatest characteristic wasn't profound cultivation, but rather his lust for women.

A graceful woman is a match for a gentleman, and this was not unusual. However, Pidragon Immortal went overboard with it, which was due to his nature. Many tales of his amorous exploits circulated in the Forbidden Dragon Realm.

But these were just rumors. Although the realm was named after Pidragon, this guy was like a dragon that only showed its head but not its tail. At such a level, while he wasn't yet immortal, his lifespan was long enough to be envied by others.

Pidragon Immortal was also a master of worldly games. As an advanced-stage cultivator who had mastered the heavenly tribulation laws, if he wished, he could tear through space and freely roam between the three realms. Although he would still face some restrictions in the mortal world, his freedom within the Spirit Realm's various planes was absolute. Thus, he might not necessarily stay in Pidragon Realm.

Moreover, even if they left this plane, unless it was to visit close friends, this guy would definitely use an invisibility talisman. "A true cultivator does not reveal himself."

The area of the Spirit Realm and its various planes differed greatly, beyond just resources and spirit energy concentration. Each plane had unique conditions.

In Pidragon Realm, in a desolate mountain.

Boom!

The sound of explosion entered their ears as several figures moved swiftly. Just as they left the original location, a light ball exploded with a deafening boom, sending shockwaves outward.

A large pit appeared before their eyes.

"Phew, close one..."

The leader spat out some mucus. The fierce Claw Dragon was even more difficult to deal with than legend suggested.

Although they were outnumbered, they had already been completely on the defensive and regretted getting involved with such a formidable opponent. However, it was too late now. The Claw Dragon not only had an extremely short temper but also a grudge, so this beast would not let them go even if they gave up pursuing them.

Just as thoughts raced through his mind, he heard a scream: "Uncle, save me..."

But the voice abruptly stopped.

The leader turned around and saw a blood flower. The Claw Dragon's claws moved, several claw rays appeared, breaking the silence. A young man with a tiger head was caught off guard and instantly pierced through by the claws.

The wound was horrifying; there seemed to be no way to save him.

"Fei'er..."

The leader’s eyes widened in pain, his expression twisted with sorrow. The dead youth was his own nephew.

How would he explain this to his older brother when they returned?

"I’ll fight you to the death..."

The leader roared, and a strange aura seemed to burst from his body. No, it wasn't a demonic aura; just something similar. The spirit energy floating around cultivators of the same nature was vastly different.

Then, his figure suddenly accelerated, fingers tightly clenched, revealing a half-foot-long bone spike on his fist. The explosive power was extraordinary as he transformed into a shadow and charged at the giant creature in the center.

The Claw Dragon, a second-grade top-tier demon beast, equivalent to an advanced-stage cultivator, wasn't easily dealt with.

Especially this kind of demon beast; although its spirit intelligence hadn’t been awakened, its combat instinct was high.

Seeing his opponent charge towards him, the dragon's eyes showed a human-like hint of mockery.

"Bad move, trap!"

The leader was shocked and tried to dodge but it was too late. He had no choice but to pour all his demonic crystal energy into his body.

Crackling sounds filled the air as black-red electric arcs appeared on the bone spike’s surface. The crystal in the center of his forehead glowed intensely, indicating he had pushed his demonic crystal energy to its limits.

However, the Claw Dragon stepped left and turned its body, its tail like a demon snake, striking him hard.

"No!"

The leader seemed to recall something, fear showing on his face as he changed tactics too late. The next moment, he was flung away by the strike.

Crackling sounds echoed as trees were broken along the way.

"Uncle Senior!"

The remaining dozen or so young men and women were shocked, their faces filled with terror, appearing at a loss. Some tried to help the leader, while others wielded knives and swords, attacking the Claw Dragon.

Your hands haven't fused with the demonic crystal yet; you're no match for this demon beast. Retreat quickly!

The leader was both anxious and angry but could do nothing as he struggled to stand. The desperation in his heart was evident. Would they all perish here today?

His face showed deep sorrow, regretting their greed for the demonic crystal that led them to provoke the Claw Dragon. But what could be done now? There were no regrets in either the cultivation world or the mortal realm.

Several of his nephews and nieces hadn't fused with the demonic crystals yet; they were mere mortals despite years of training in family-secreted advanced martial arts. How could they possibly withstand a demon beast equivalent to an advanced-stage cultivator, leading to their total annihilation?

But just as things seemed dire, something unexpected happened. In a hundred-mile radius, the sky suddenly darkened without warning. A black dot appeared in the void.

Initially about the size of a fingernail, it rapidly grew larger within seconds.
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A loud tearing sound echoed as a dark, luminous ball suddenly appeared out of thin air.

Along with this, all the primordial qi within a hundred miles around rushed towards it. Then, the dark light flickered slightly before a spatial rift appeared in its place.

The rift was about ten feet long and could accommodate several people comfortably.

"What…?"

Everyone present was stunned by this bizarre scene. Even the fierce clawed dragons paused their actions to stare at the rift above them, their faces filled with fear. Although they had not yet awakened their spiritual intelligence, their instincts were enough to make them feel terrified.

"What… is that thing?"

The question came from a round-faced young girl who looked no more than seventeen or eighteen years old. Though she wasn't particularly beautiful, her appearance was still charming and likable.

Suddenly, two figures appeared in the vision.

A man and a woman stood embracing each other. They both seemed to be around twenty years old. The man wore a light blue robe and had an ordinary-looking face.

The woman beside him, however, was breathtakingly beautiful. Her features were more distinct than those of a typical woman, and her demeanor was incredibly steady, exuding a sense of vigor and grace.

The sudden appearance of this male-female pair left both the human beings and the dragons in awe. The round-faced man stood with his hands clasped respectfully, his expression even more respectful.

"What? A mere mortal?" Lin Xuan almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. Mortals didn’t usually have such an appearance. Moreover, although the energy within him was peculiar, its intensity nearly matched that of a middle-stage筑基 cultivator.

Even martial artists who had ascended to the Dao realm wouldn't possess such strength.

The round-faced man seemed adept at reading people's expressions and noticed Lin Xuan’s doubts. He felt somewhat puzzled but quickly understood what he meant when he said, "Senior, you must be visiting our Dragon Realm for the first time. If you are a guest from another plane of existence, it wouldn’t be strange not to have seen creatures like us."

"What is a 'mortal'?" The clear voice of the peacock echoed, also expressing her doubts.

Yuan Yuan, who had never been to the Spirit World before, found everything new and exciting. However, what delighted her most was the primordial qi in this realm, which was incredibly dense!

This wasn’t unusual; even among the hundreds of smaller planes that formed the Spirit Realm, the Dragon Realm ranked high.

"Senior, if you are a cultivator from another plane, explaining things would be quite difficult. If you don't mind, we can take you to our Star Peak City, and I will explain everything on the way," the round-faced man said with an ingratiating smile.

"Yuan Yuan, what do you think?"

"Let my husband decide," the peacock smiled. She had already heard about the general situation of the Spirit Realm from her husband but didn’t know which plane they were visiting this time.

Regardless, his strength far surpassed hers, and he had been to the Spirit Realm once before. Therefore, she naturally left it up to Lin Xuan to make decisions.

"Alright, my wife and I are just arriving here for the first time. We have many questions we want to ask. Since that's the case, let’s go."

Lin Xuan nodded after a moment of thought, agreeing with him. The round-faced man’s strength was only at the筑基 stage, which wasn’t worth mentioning. As for those young disciples, they were even more absurd; there was no sign of any magical energy around them, just ordinary mortals. However, true qi flowed through their meridians, indicating that they practiced martial arts.

He presumed that Star Peak City wouldn't pose a threat to him and thus agreed generously.

"Thank you for your kindness. I will… "

Before the round-faced man could finish his sentence, he started coughing violently. The injury from the fierce clawed dragon’s attack was quite severe.

Lin Xuan sighed and waved his sleeve, sending an jade bottle flying. The man instinctively caught it.

"Don't worry if you are a mortal or one of those 'mortalized' creatures; this bottle contains Mo Yuan Pills that should be beneficial to you."

Hearing Lin Xuan’s words, the round-faced man showed immense joy. His family had interacted with cultivators before, and their crafted medicinal pills indeed possessed unimaginable effects.

"Thank you for your kindness."

He pulled out the stopper and poured a small black pill into his mouth. With such power that could kill a fierce clawed dragon in one strike, there was no need to plot against him.

The medicine took effect, and he felt warmth spreading through his chest as his injuries began to heal.

"Thank you for your kindness."

"It’s nothing; it's not worth mentioning."

"I have another request. I would like Senior to agree," the round-faced man said nervously.

"What is it?" Lin Xuan replied with a gentle smile.

"With your strength, this fierce clawed dragon wouldn’t be in your sight. But for us, its remains are rare materials. Do you mind…?"

"Take what you need."

Lin Xuan didn't care; a mere筑基-stage creature was nothing to him and his peacock wife.

"Thank you for your kindness."

The round-faced man was overjoyed as he repeatedly thanked Lin Xuan before leaping towards the fierce clawed dragon’s corpse. A flash of light appeared in his hand, transforming one of its bone spines into a short sword. He skillfully dismembered the creature and placed useful parts into his waist pouch.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan noticed something unexpected as he observed. He raised his right hand, and white light flickered, causing the object to break free from the round-faced man’s grasp, seemingly with its own consciousness, flying before him.

It was a small crystal nucleus about the size of a soybean, clear and lustrous like crystal. The amount of妖力 it contained was quite abundant.

"This is indeed strange," Lin Xuan muttered to himself. He hadn’t found any妖丹 in the creature’s remains just now. Unlike cultivators who form golden cores, all妖族 should have妖丹 regardless of their strength, but this guy didn't and had an extra crystal nucleus instead.

"Yuan Yuan, look."

Lin Xuan casually handed it over to his wife. As a妖族, she would likely understand such things better than he did.

"I’ve never seen anything like this before,"

After examining it, Yuan Yuan shook her head, noting that the crystal nucleus was clearly different from a妖丹.

"Senior, these magic crystals are unique to our Dragon Realm. I will explain everything in detail later. Do you mind…?" The round-faced man cautiously asked, knowing that all the materials from the fierce clawed dragon were far less valuable than this magic crystal for them, which was their main reason for coming here.

"Just take it."

Lin Xuan was merely curious about such a rare item but its value to him was negligible. He wouldn’t compete with his juniors over it.

"Thank you, Senior."

The round-faced man gratefully accepted the gift and expressed heartfelt gratitude. He had truly feared that Lin Xuan would keep this for himself.

"Now that you want to go to Star Peak City, are we ready to leave? I still have many questions about this Dragon Realm,"

Lin Xuan said. As newcomers, they should gather as much information as possible. The Dragon Realm was unfamiliar to him; the records of the Eastern Sea didn’t describe it, but its dense primordial qi suggested that this plane of existence was extraordinary.

The man before him couldn't lie, but what were these "mortalized" creatures? And what about this strange crystal nucleus? Lin Xuan had many questions he wanted answered.

"Yes, Senior. We can leave now," the round-faced man said as he extended his hand and a light flashed, summoning a one-meter-long spiritual boat.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed slightly; such flying devices were common in the Eastern Sea, but it was unusual to see them on a self-proclaimed mortal.

What exactly were these "mortalized" creatures? Why did they claim to be mortals despite possessing cultivator-level strength?
第两千零七十八章 天才之殇

心中疑惑，不过以林轩的心机，表面上自然不会露出什么，一会儿慢慢相询就是了。

"Senior, please."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and his figure flashed as he arrived at the center of the spirit boat with the peacock.

The middle-aged man stepped forward and climbed onto the stern of the boat.

The young disciples followed suit, entering the spirit boat one after another.

Then, the middle-aged man raised his right hand. A beam of spiritual light shot out from his fingertips, making a whistling sound as it entered Lin Xuan's ears. A flash of white light enveloped the spirit boat before it shot forward towards the front.

The peacock's eyes showed a hint of curiosity. Such a flying artifact capable of carrying multiple people was extremely rare in the mortal world. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and composed. Although he guessed that this plane might indeed be superior to the Eastern Sea, merely these things were not enough to surprise him.

However, if it truly was as the other party said, then he was just an ordinary person. The differences between the various planes in the spirit realm would indeed be vast.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with a hint of excitement. What kind of scenery awaited him on this newly arrived plane?

Unknown challenges always brought anticipation.

"Friend, you already know that I am from another plane in the spirit realm. Due to some coincidental circumstances, my destination when breaking through the void was uncertain. Therefore, it's hard for me to determine where exactly we are now. Could you please enlighten me on this?"

"It is too kind of you to say so, friend. It's just a small matter and doesn't deserve your concern. Moreover, if not for your timely assistance, both I and these young disciples might have met our end. Great kindness does not need thanks. Please tell me what you wish to know," the middle-aged man said with certainty.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. This news was a mixed blessing for him.

The cultivation level in the孕龙 plane was so high that even the Core Profound realm, though formidable here, might not be as impressive. He must remain cautious; otherwise, he could attract powerful cultivators who might pose a fatal threat. He would no longer enjoy the glory of being unbeatable in the Eastern Sea after advancing to the Core Profound realm.

This was indeed a cause for concern!

However, every coin has two sides. The resources and spirit veins here were likely incomparable to those in the Eastern Sea.

Cultivating here would certainly be twice as effective with half the effort.

After his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan's expression returned to its calm state.

He didn't need to worry; he had faced cultivators of higher ranks before. What was there to fear?

"By the way, you mentioned 'yaohua beings.' Could you explain what they are?"

"I will gladly share all I know with you," the middle-aged man said, slightly taken aback.

In the spirit realm, there were only a dozen or so yaohua beings among hundreds of planes. They were still ordinary humans but possessed power comparable to cultivators in some ways.

"Indeed? A yaohua being?" Lin Xuan's brows twitched as he realized it shared the name with the plane.

"Yes, Senior. The First Cultivator here is the Nasal Dragon Immortal," the middle-aged man said proudly.

"The Nasal Dragon Immortal?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose in surprise. This was even higher than their initial guesses.

"Did you not make a mistake?" the peacock breathed deeply, still unable to hide his astonishment.

"The Nasal Dragon Immortal is well-known throughout this plane. As a mere lowly yaohua being, my knowledge of him may be shallow, but I am certain that he cannot be mistaken," the middle-aged man said with conviction.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. This news was both good and bad for him.

The cultivation level in the孕龙 plane was so high that even Core Profound realm power here might not stand out much. He must remain cautious; otherwise, he could attract powerful cultivators who might pose a fatal threat. He would no longer enjoy the glory of being unbeatable in the Eastern Sea after advancing to the Core Profound realm.

This was indeed a cause for concern!

However, every coin has two sides. The resources and spirit veins here were likely incomparable to those in the Eastern Sea.

Cultivating here would certainly be twice as effective with half the effort.

After his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan's expression returned to its calm state.

He didn't need to worry; he had faced cultivators of higher ranks before. What was there to fear?

"Speaking of yaohua beings, could you explain what they are?"

"I will gladly share all I know with you," the middle-aged man said.

In the spirit realm, only a dozen or so planes possessed such beings. They were still ordinary humans but possessed power comparable to cultivators in some ways.

"Yes? But how can mere mortals compete with cultivators?" Lin Xuan's expression was one of disbelief.

The middle-aged man continued his narrative, seemingly oblivious to their astonishment: "Mortals know that to embark on the path of cultivation, one must possess a spirit root. However, spirit roots are extremely elusive and cannot be gained merely through intelligence or effort. There is a legend about yaohua beings."

"Several hundred years ago in ancient times, there was a small village where two families named Zhou and Zhang lived next to each other and were good friends. Their children's ages were similar."

"The child from the Zhou family was not only extremely handsome but also intelligent, capable of both literature and martial arts. The child from the Zhang family, on the other hand, was lazy and mediocre in both studies and martial arts. Villagers said that the Zhou child would surely have a bright future, while the Zhang child was just a fool."

"However, when a passing immortal passed by the village and saw these two children playing, he expressed great joy, saying he had found a rare cultivator talent."

"He descended his light to take them as apprentices. The news spread quickly in the small village, with everyone envying the Zhou family's child, believing that even an immortal had taken him as a disciple."

The Zhou family was overjoyed, proud of their son.

When it was rumored that they would have an immortal as a disciple, villagers sent many gifts and even local officials came to curry favor.

In contrast, the Zhang family faced cold reception and ridicule. However, when the immortal appeared, he said: "No, no, I am taking the apprentice who is not the Zhou child but the unremarkable Zhang Bao."

Everyone was stunned. After some explanation, they finally understood that cultivation was about seizing opportunities, with the first being a spirit root. The Zhou child, despite his intelligence and talents, lacked a spirit root and thus could not embark on the path of cultivation. However, Zhang Bao's extraordinary spirit root made many powerful sects covet him.

This was indeed a twist of fate or divine providence. In any case, it was Zhang Bao who embarked on the path of cultivation while the Zhou child, once considered a genius prodigy, was left behind.

It seemed to be just another joke by heaven. For cultivators, such matters were common; spirit roots could not be predicted. Otherwise, major sects would not go through so much trouble in recruiting disciples.

However, for the Dan family and Zhang family, this event had profound implications.

If Zhou Long was ordinary from the start, it wouldn't have mattered. But he had a reputation as a genius prodigy, known throughout the region. Although he and Zhang Bao were neighbors and got along well, he secretly looked down on Zhang Bao, believing his future would be more promising.

He never expected such a result; Zhang Bao, who was always slow and inferior in everything, became an immortal capable of flying and being revered by all. He... what did he count as? Just another laughingstock with his parents?

Zhou Long's pride was hurt by the ridicule and humiliation. He wrote a letter and left home.

He believed that Zhang Bao could not be a jade block but had turned into a stone. The immortal must have lacked discernment. He would travel to famous mountains and visit cultivators, determined one day to become part of their ranks. He would surely outshine Zhang Bao in the future.

Zhou Long was not only intelligent but also incredibly resilient, someone who wouldn't give up until he reached his goal. However, human effort could not always overcome fate. Without a spirit root, one couldn't cultivate, and this was an ironclad rule of the cultivation world. This time, he faced repeated setbacks.
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Many cultivators sighed deeply after learning about Zhou Long's situation. With his innate talent, if he could embark on the path of cultivation, he would surely achieve extraordinary accomplishments.

However, it seemed as though fate was playing a cruel joke. Even with a low-grade spirit root, diligence could make up for its shortcomings. Yet, despite numerous cultivators checking him, the result remained the same—no chance to tread the path of cultivation.

Enduring countless hardships, he still fell short of achieving his goal.

Zhou Long was on the verge of losing his mind.

Originally a proud prodigy, now he seemed like a mere waste. Such a stark contrast and blow were not something everyone could bear. If it had been someone else, they might not have sunk into despair, but certainly would have given up hope.

However, Zhou Long did not sink into depression. He wasdiscontent (unconvinced) and this guy truly was a genius. Although he couldn't step onto the path of cultivation, his martial arts in the secular world had been practiced to perfection.

But what difference does it make? Even if compared to cultivator's treasures, martial arts were insignificant. Besides, even if one could defeat an opponent, it wouldn't increase their lifespan by a single day.

In the end, he was still inferior to Zhang Bao. Zhou Long was unwilling to accept this and began exploring martial techniques. By chance, he discovered that certain demons had undergone mutations, lacking demon cores but possessing crystal nuclei instead.

These magical crystals could be utilized by humans, so he sought ways to integrate them with his own body...

After hearing the other party's description, Lin Xuan and the Peacock were dumbfounded. Ordinary people could actually compete with cultivators in this manner? If not for the fact that this middle-aged man was also a demonized being, they would likely dismiss him as talking nonsense.

"Are you saying that demonized beings can practice special martial arts techniques, then fuse them with demonic crystals to command demon power and resist cultivators?" Lin Xuan pondered thoughtfully.

"Yes," the middle-aged man nodded. "Take my Sun family for example; we cultivate The Fiery Technique. Once reaching a certain level, it allows us to merge with the magic crystal of fire-type demons."

"Oh, so there must be specific requirements based on different levels of cultivation and demon spirits?" The Peacock's face showed signs of deep thought. This woman was indeed very intelligent.

"Indeed," the middle-aged man replied. "The Fiery Technique has three parts: after mastering the first part, one can fuse with a Level 1 demon; after the second part, a Level 2 demon; and if successful in fusing with the third part, their strength could rival cultivators at the Condensation Core stage."

These were not secrets, so he had nothing to hide. Of course, this was just an overview, as each technique also had different stages, similar to how cultivators progressed from initial stages to maturity.

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded in understanding and admiration. Senior Zhou Long truly was remarkable for finding a new path and establishing the demonized lineage.

From his description, they were indeed ordinary people, but their strength could rival cultivators.

After millions of years of development, the demonized lineage had flourished immensely. Although far from matching the power of cultivators, it was not to be underestimated.

Especially, their connection with humans was closer. Their families and sects accepted humans as disciples, and once martial arts reached a certain level, they could fuse with demonic crystals.

Of course, this process was extremely difficult. Just like cultivators breaking through barriers, merely having the power did not guarantee success; most failed.

"Once fused with a magic crystal, your strength does indeed match that of cultivators. But what about lifespan? Does it increase as well?" Lin Xuan thought of another question.

"This is not the case," the middle-aged man sighed. Even if we fuse with a magic crystal, our lifespans will not increase at all.

"Oh?" A look of surprise appeared on Lin Xuan's face: "Then what use is this? It only means having more strength than ordinary humans, and even a hundred years is just a blink of an eye. I doubt the Sun family could complete the third part of The Fiery Technique in that time. There must be some hidden meaning."

"Senior truly has keen insight. If lifespans couldn't increase, demonized beings would have little reason to exist. A mere hundred years is but a fleeting moment. Perhaps it was heaven's testing; Senior discovered a type of demonic longevity fruit which can extend our lifespans significantly," the middle-aged man explained.

"Demonic longevity fruit?" "Yes, that explains why you haven't heard of it before. This magical fruit has no use for cultivators or ordinary humans, but for us demonized beings, it greatly extends our lifespan."

The middle-aged man elaborated patiently: "Demonic longevity fruits are fruits that increase the lifespan when consumed by demonized beings. Those in the Flexible Spirit stage have a set lifespan of one hundred years and cannot benefit from them. Base Foundation stage demonized beings can consume Level 1 demonic fruit, gaining ten more years for each fruit consumed, with a maximum limit of ten. Thus, if they could find ten such fruits, their lifespans would match those of base foundation cultivators.

"Condensation Core stage demonized beings can consume Level 2 demonic fruits, also limited to ten. The accumulated lifespan, added to the original, is similar to that of Condensation Core cultivators," Lin Xuan was amazed: "So, surely, the same applies to Immortal Embryo and Separation stages?"

"Indeed, but reaching those levels is extremely difficult. Humans trying to increase their strength by fusing with magic crystals are even harder than cultivating higher realms for cultivators," the middle-aged man sighed. Cultivators seeking eternal life were already defying nature; demonized beings without spirit roots doing so were even more rebellious against fate. But there was no point in complaining; they had at least extended human lifespans.

"What about if a demonized being consumes fruits from higher stages, like a base foundation stage consuming a Level 2 demonic fruit?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and asked another question that had been on his mind.

"No one would do that. Not only does it not increase lifespan; it could even cause their body to fail under the strain, leading to death," the middle-aged man said with a bitter smile.

Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction, then asked more about demonized beings and this world. After all, they still had several hours before reaching Star Peak City. Knowing more information would be beneficial for his cultivation path here.
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The other party did not hide anything either. Perhaps he had intended to curry favor from the start, and since what Lin Xuan asked about was not a secret, it would be easy for him to find clues elsewhere if he didn’t speak up. He certainly wouldn't act so foolishly as to offend these two powerful Immortal Masters.

During this time, he also tried to probe Lin Xuan’s cultivation level and background indirectly, but Lin Xuan merely smiled without revealing much, leaving him unable to ask further questions.

From the middle-aged man's words, Lin Xuan gained a more comprehensive understanding of the Dragon Ink Realm.

Firstly, it was one of the top-tier realms in the Spirit World. The gap between this realm and the Cold Moon Realm or the Azure Deer Kingdom was merely marginal. In terms of resources, Spirit Energy, area, and other numerical values, they could rank among the top ten in the Spirit World.

If judged purely by suitability for cultivation, it would be an ideal place.

Of course, with every advantage came a disadvantage. The Dragon Ink Realm was not lacking in powerful cultivators. At this realm, the Daoist Profound Stage strength might be considered decent, but wanting to dominate like in the Eastern Sea was nothing more than wishful thinking.

However, that didn't matter. When he was still in the Mortal World, he had also risen from a lowly rookie to his current position step by step. Besides, with Wanwan accompanying him now, Lin Xuan was confident in his abilities. What did he have to fear?

Lin Xuan was confident about his future path. Unlike other realms, in the Dragon Ink Realm, ordinary people were not mere ants. After becoming a demonized being, they could challenge cultivators on equal terms.

This was something Lin Xuan would never believe if he hadn't seen it with his own eyes. The existence of demonized beings had made the ordinary people in the Dragon Ink Realm an indispensable force within this realm, unlike other realms where ordinary people were either protected by cultivators or slaughtered without any chance to resist.

At least in the Dragon Ink Realm, such a situation would not occur.

Of course, it wasn't that ordinary people could stand on equal footing with cultivators. The appearance of demonized beings had given ordinary people some leverage, but Immortal Masters remained Immortal Masters. Their status was beyond challenge by mere mortals.

To increase one's strength through the fusion of魔晶 (magic crystals) required more effort than a cultivator absorbing natural energy from the world to advance in cultivation.

Setting aside this point, demonized beings had two major limitations.

One was the issue of lifespan. Although Dragon Fruit could solve this problem, such divine treasures were not easily obtained. Many demonized beings who fused with magic crystals ended up dying without extending their lifespans due to a lack of Dragon Fruits. Unlike cultivators, whose lifespans naturally increased as they advanced in cultivation, there was no need for them to do so.

The得天独厚 (unique advantages) of demonized beings lay precisely here.

This was the first point. The second was that when cultivators exhausted their strength and wanted to recover, there were various methods available: taking medicine, meditating, absorbing natural energy from the world or Spirit Energy from crystal stones, or simply waiting for it to naturally replenish over time, albeit at a slower pace.

However, demonized beings had no such options. In essence, they remained ordinary mortals. The strength of cultivators—whether moving mountains or riding clouds—was real and cultivated by themselves. Therefore, when their strength was depleted, they could recover on their own.

Taking medicine or absorbing Spirit Energy from crystal stones merely sped up the recovery process but did not allow demonized beings to replenish their energy naturally. They had no means of drawing natural energy from the world or using the Spirit Energy in crystal stones.

When the magic crystals within them were depleted, they could only find another crystal of the same attribute and absorb its Spirit Energy into their core to restore their strength. Most beasts did not have such cores; those with magic crystals were merely a few that had undergone mutations.

This was an extremely rare item.

Due to its scarcity, it greatly limited demonized beings. These two limitations meant that although demonized beings could possess the power of moving mountains and seas, they could not challenge cultivators on equal terms.

Of course, there were advantages for demonized beings as well, which made cultivators envious. For instance, all their strength came from their cores; if they did not use the Spirit Energy within them, they would be indistinguishable from ordinary mortals in terms of cultivation level.

There had been cases where cultivators bullied ordinary people only to find out that the other party was a formidable demonized being and ended up being killed instantly.

This was why cultivators could no longer treat ordinary people as mere ants; after all, it wasn't clear whether someone was a demonized being without an attack. Although the number of demonized beings was minimal compared to ordinary mortals, encountering one would be disastrous.

The inability to gauge their cultivation level also meant they were naturally endowed with high-level Qi Control techniques, which was invaluable in the cultivation world.

With the middle-aged man's words, Lin Xuan had a general understanding of the Dragon Ink Realm. The rest he would have to discover on his own since it was only his first day there and expecting everything to be clear-cut within a short time was unrealistic. He wasn't one for impatience; haste made waste.

As the sun began to set, a small black dot appeared in the distance on the horizon.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, but with his spiritual sense, he could still perceive it clearly. It was a city! And an extremely grand one, towering over a hundred feet high and thick enough to be seen from afar. However, within a thousand miles, there were no cultivators, while ordinary people were negligible in number.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, but his expression remained unchanged. With his extensive experience, he had seen more magnificent cities, but those were built by cultivators. A city constructed by ordinary people could still be so imposing, which was enough to impress him.

"Senior, look! That is Star Peak City," the middle-aged man's face showed excitement. The feeling of returning home was good.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded slightly, his expression showing no emotion.
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Chapter 2081 - Another Wind Arises

"Thankfully, it was not for naught that Senior gave his aid; otherwise, my juniors and I would have surely perished. Might you grace us with a visit to your family? We will certainly welcome you with open arms," the middle-aged man said with a smile, attempting flattery.

Though Lin Xuan did not know his exact cultivation stage, he could deduce that it was beyond the Condensation Core realm from one strike alone, which could destroy the fierce-clawed dragon.

Was it an Immortal Embryo?

Or perhaps the Separation and Union Realm?

He was unsure but knew well that befriending such a high-ranking cultivator would be immensely beneficial to his family. Thus, he readily offered his flattery.

"Visiting your esteemed family..."

Lin Xuan's face revealed a hint of contemplation. The middle-aged man's expression grew more hopeful. However, what followed was something neither had anticipated.

With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan sent out a beam of light that enveloped everyone on the Spirit Boat. Moments later, both the middle-aged man and the young men and women fainted without a sound.

"Lord, what are you doing?"

Peacock's expression turned curious as she too was taken aback by this sudden turn of events.

In a secluded area outside the city, Peacock raised her jade hand and gently clasped it. Her entire figure was enveloped in brilliant multicolored spiritual light. Soon after, the light dissipated, revealing a young woman dressed in green.

Slim build, but her appearance had changed drastically. Gone were her breathtaking beauty; she now looked merely an ordinary fair maiden.

Shape-shifting!

Peacock's purpose was clear: her appearance could attract too much attention in crowded areas. She preferred to keep this extraordinary beauty hidden.

"Lord, what do you think?"

"Good," Lin Xuan replied with satisfaction after a moment of thought. The low profile was fitting; it aligned with his own philosophy. They entered together.

The city was far more bustling than expected. Paved with cobblestones, the streets could accommodate several large carriages. Buildings lined both sides, densely packed. Lin Xuan and Peacock extended their spiritual senses outwards.

They observed their surroundings as they walked forward.

However, after a short while, they exchanged glances and shook their heads in unison.

The city housed millions of inhabitants, but it was no different from the mundane world's cities—merely larger.

Lin Xuan sighed. He wasn't in a rush; he had plenty of time to familiarize himself with his surroundings as he strolled with his beloved wife.

After some time, Lin Xuan's expression changed.

"Lord, what is it?"

"In the western part of the city, several cultivators are gathered. Though their cultivation levels are insignificant, we can check on them; there might be something to gain."

Peacock agreed without hesitation and they approached.

Though they couldn't use their Wind Manipulation technique in the city, their pace was swift enough to arrive quickly.

A secluded corner revealed two groups facing off against each other. One group had more members, all cultivators from the same sect based on their attire. The leader was young, around twenty years old, but his eyes were lined with wrinkles, indicating he wasn't as youthful as he appeared.

He had merely practiced anti-aging techniques!

This was a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator. His disciples behind him were much weaker—basically only Base Formation Realm cultivators.

There were both men and women, looking even younger than the leader.

While Naelong World ranked among the top ten in the Spirit Realm, low-ranking cultivators predominated.

The faces of these cultivators showed fear.

Facing them was a red-faced old man who seemed around fifty to seventy years old. He lacked any spiritual energy, appearing like an ordinary mortal. Yet, his appearance exuded fear from the cultivators.

If Lin Xuan had just arrived in Naelong World and encountered this situation, he would have been surprised. Though these cultivators' strength was negligible, it was still amusing to see them fear a mere mortal.

However, now, he wasn't so sure. This red-faced old man lacked spiritual energy but seemed arrogant and domineering. Could he be an Evolved Being?

This was intriguing; just entering the city, they had already witnessed a conflict between an Evolved Being and cultivators. The cultivators looked intimidated.

Could this Evolved Being even be at the Immortal Embryo realm?

Lin Xuan was intrigued but his spiritual sense revealed nothing. There would be no flow of energy in the Evolved Being's meridians, making it impossible to gauge their strength.

But wasn't evolving with a魔晶 more difficult than advancing as a cultivator? Could this guy really have an Immortal Embryo realm?

Lin Xuan was skeptical when the mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator spoke nervously: "Senior, we did not know your identity; we only offended you by accident. Surely, you won't be so harsh?"

He regretted his actions deeply. He had long known that Evolved Beings existed among mortals but their numbers were negligible compared to humans, making such encounters rare.

Moreover, Evolved Beings' advancement was difficult even with a魔晶; most were Base Formation Realm, posing no real threat.

Yet, he had just encountered an Evolved Being, and it was terrifying. In such a small place, this should not have been possible. Why did he get so unlucky?

"Stop your flattery," the red-faced old man said coldly. "You offended me; do you think a simple apology will suffice?"

"What do you want? We are willing to compensate."

"Compensation is meaningless. I won't spare any of you, and what you have isn't mine anyway."

The situation was now dire with no room for negotiation. The cultivator gritted his teeth, ready to summon his treasures.

However, the old man turned his head sharply: "Hm? Someone else has arrived. Interesting; which unlucky fool is so bold?"

Lin Xuan's brows twitched but he didn't show any emotion. He and Peacock hadn't hidden their presence, so being discovered was not surprising.

The old man's arrogance was over the top!

Lin Xuan and Peacock stepped out together.

"Who are you staring at?"

Though Lin Xuan had no intention of interfering, the martial world was full of bloodshed. This was a dog-eat-dog world; who was right or wrong mattered little to him.

He wouldn't favor cultivators just because of his status, but the old man's reaction was infuriating. Any other person would be furious if someone stared at their partner so intently.

Was this guy a lecher, trying to flirt with Peacock?

Lin Xuan was both angry and surprised; any cultivator would find such behavior intolerable.

While Lin Xuan believed in low-profile living, he wasn't afraid of conflict. However, his loud shout did not deter the old man but made him even more arrogant.

"Your strength is decent," the old man sneered. "But it's nothing special. Bring out that woman; I'm in a good mood and might let you off."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan laughed. He had never encountered someone as arrogant as this—just because he was a mere mortal, even an Evolved Being couldn't be that powerful.

Their strength came from external sources, making them formidable but not a match for true cultivators.

"I'll see if you have the ability to spare my life."

"Lord, let me handle this arrogant fool."

Peacock was also angry; in the mundane world, she had never been so belittled.
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With孔雀's character, there was no dragging or hesitation. Her jade hand rose gracefully, like a gentle breeze caressing willow branches, sweeping forward with extreme gentleness. [From Fengyun Reading Network]

However, a clear and sharp sound entered his ears as five-colored spiritual light surged out, enveloping the opponent.

Though it lacked the mundane烟火气息, it carried an ominous aura of deadly intent.

Daring to slight his wife so openly was unforgivable for孔雀. People must pay the price for their actions. Since this creature did not know when to die, he would send him to hell.

林轩 stood by idly, observing. Although媛媛had just entered the Separation stage, her celestial bird lineage gave her a mix of phoenix, peacock, and golden eagle true spirit bloodlines. Her strength could match an intermediate Separation realm cultivator. Could this mere demonized entity really overturn the heavens?

Lin Xuan was confident in his judgment.

He believed he had chosen correctly, but what happened next left him speechless.

The red-faced elder let out a long roar, facing the five-colored spiritual light without flinching. His expression wasn't one of fearless ignorance; it was full of confidence. His face lit up with joy after seeing孔雀strike.

"Haha! A thousand searches and no trace, yet here you are unexpectedly. The bloodline of this little celestial bird seems even more superior than I imagined... actually contains true spirit blood..."

"Bad news!"

Lin Xuan's experience told him something was wrong when he heard the elder's laughter.

"Yuan Yuan, get out of the way."

He shouted loudly, rushing to his wife's side. Fortunately, they were standing together, so this action was timely.

The red-faced elder waved his hand, exuding the aura of a master. The fiery waves surged, and upon contact with the five-colored spiritual light, it instantly melted away like ice in summer.

"What...?"

孔雀's face showed shock. Her own abilities were clear to her; the five-colored spiritual light was top-notch secret technique among peers.

It was completely nullified after one exchange—only if the opponent was far more formidable than she imagined, with such overwhelming power.

The elder wasn't just a passive recipient of blows. He curled his fingers and gathered the fiery waves into a grotesque wolf's head, which lunged at孔雀.

Caught in the warehouse, Yuan Yuan had no place to hide. The disparity in their strength was too great.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan reacted quickly, blocking her with his body just barely in time.

The妖力in that wolf's head made him extremely cautious. He couldn't retreat because his wife was behind him. Men must protect the ones they love.

He took a deep breath and punched at the wolf's head.

The entire process was swift; he didn't even have time to summon a treasure. Thankfully, Lin Xuan’s knowledge was broad, and his body was more resilient than most beastly cultivators. Otherwise, the consequences would have been unimaginable.

His punch seemed ordinary but perfectly embodied the principle of great skill appearing simple. It appeared light and unremarkable in terms of angle or position.

Simplicity!

Since mastering the Moonlit Heaven Witch Art, Lin Xuan's understanding of this realm extended beyond just gathering energy. Each move reflected his mastery well.

Puff... a dull sound echoed, followed by a loud tearing noise. A vortex a dozen feet across appeared out of nowhere.

Forceful Air Current!

The elder’s face showed genuine surprise at the opponent’s technique. This move was far more unexpected than he anticipated. It was too late to change tactics now.

In the next moment, the wolf's head collided with the forceful air current!

A deafening sound reverberated, and a powerful wind gusted around them. A hundred-foot-wide crater appeared at their battle site, bottomless and terrifying.

Within this range, all structures and living beings were swept away by the disaster.

After the winds subsided, only three survivors remained: Lin Xuan, Yuan Yuan, and the red-faced elder.

While they fought,孔雀's face showed shock. She stood right in the center of the battle. The force of her husband’s clash with their opponent was clear to her. If not for his protection, she wasn’t sure if she would have survived.

This was the power of a spirit realm cultivator—too formidable.

While孔雀was awestruck, Lin Xuan didn't idle either. After missing his first strike, he gently embraced his wife's waist and retreated with a burst of green light.

But it was just retreating; he had no intention to escape. Facing such a powerful foe, fear only revealed vulnerabilities. With his extensive experience in combat, he wouldn’t make such a low-level mistake.

Now, his body radiated spiritual energy as he stared intently at the red-faced elder.

At this stage, the elder's form changed. His clothes were tattered, and his aura was strange. A crystal nucleus about the size of an egg appeared on his forehead, blood-red with flames burning inside.

Strange symbols emerged from his limbs and face. Around him, the air flowed strangely, turning red under intense heat, making him even more terrifying.

"Flame Wolf Venerable."

"Good heavens, it's that legendary old monster."

Further away, cries of shock echoed as the disturbance was immense. The entire Star Peak City seemed to be alarmed.

The commoners looked up in confusion, unprepared for this sudden disaster. How could they not feel panic?

And there were more than just humans here; several small demonized families guarded Star Peak City. They couldn’t remain unaffected.

Additionally, among the millions of ordinary people, a few hidden cultivators also showed shock.

Flame Wolf Venerable was notorious for his cruelty and ruthlessness. Why would he come here?

Panic spread like an epidemic, quickly reaching others who began to flee. Demonized entities and humans alike turned pale with fear.

They shouted and ran towards the distance.

(To be continued)
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Stupid fellow, since you've met the true form of this Sovereign, do you think I'll let you escape?

The cruel expression flashed across Flame Wolf Sovereign's face. Without any action, a terrifying wolf head凝聚 from the fiery waves behind him.

This wolf head was much larger than the one Lin Xuan had shattered earlier, occupying half of the sky. It then opened its blood-red maw and spat out several crimson light balls with diameters of seven to eight zhang.

Boom!

The light balls fell into Star Peak City, spreading flames that turned the hit areas into a sea of fire.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he saw this. He had also endured the harsh trials of the world, so he wouldn't show any mercy.

But Lin Xuan followed the principle of not striking first unless struck. He never relied on his strength to indiscriminately kill innocents. Those who deserved death in his hands were few and far between, but this Flame Wolf Sovereign actually attacked ordinary humans as well.

The fleeing cultivators fared even worse. Several red claws appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight, easily taking their heads off.

Those who had chosen to run for a gap found themselves on the path to hell, dying faster than before.

"Madman, this guy is nothing but a madman."

A murmured voice entered his ears. As a regional lord, she had spent more years in the cultivation world than Lin Xuan, and had seen many tumultuous events. Such a person was unprecedented—using high-stage cultivators' strength to bully ordinary people; what kind of hero or righteous man could that be?

They say cultivators rise early for profit, but doing this brought him no benefits at all. Wasn't he just throwing媚eyes at the blind? Not only useless, but laughable.

Moreover, even if Lin Xuan had heard of his "reputation," what difference did it make? He wasn't a meek person; in fact, he had already destroyed Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign's soul fragment. Knowing that Ice Spirit was one of the nine true demons, with power comparable to an Immortal, Lin Xuan dared to offend her. A mere Flame Wolf Sovereign was nothing more than a fart.

Lin Xuan had endured countless trials and tribulations; his achievements today were not achieved by being scared easily.

Of course, he wasn't afraid, but he wouldn't underestimate this old fellow either. He was stronger than expected.

Cave Profound后期!

In the East Sea, three demon kings and six sea emperors were only at Cave Profound中期. The Holy City's ruler and Nine Immortal Palace's master had reached later stages, but due to various reasons, they had been assassinated. Even after escaping, their true late-stage power could not be fully unleashed.

But this guy before him faced no such hindrances; he was the strongest enemy Lin Xuan had ever encountered since entering the Spirit Realm. That said, it was based on his cultivation realm. The soul fragment of Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign might have a lower realm but knew various mystical techniques—still formidable opponents.

Moreover, Lin Xuan felt that this Flame Wolf Sovereign was much stronger than ordinary late-stage cultivators. With the added factor of being a demonized entity, he had never faced such an opponent before. The experience in fighting against cultivators gave him significant advantages, making his position somewhat disadvantageous.

He must be cautious; otherwise, he might fall into the trap.

Lin Xuan thought thus and would not make the same mistake again. He also felt some unease.

Cultivator strength was greatly influenced by the realm they were in.

This wasn't about high-stage cultivators' power but… let's use a metaphor!

If an Immortal Core初期 cultivator met one from the Human Realm, ten out of ten would lose to the Human Realm cultivator. The reason? Their cultivation methods and treasures were inferior.

The two key points put them at a disadvantage; who would win was clear.

This applied to other same-stage cultivators as well.

The gap between the Human Realm and the East Sea was significant. Even if Lin Xuan hadn't seen late-stage cultivators in the East Sea weakened, he believed they wouldn’t stand a chance against their peers even if placed in the Dragon's Lair Realm due to those two key points.

So, the strength of late-stage cultivators from the East Sea wasn't worth considering for his current situation.

Lin Xuan was not an arrogant person. He had already thought through everything before acting. Knowing oneself and one’s enemy was necessary but required accurate self-assessment.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and steady as he looked into Flame Wolf Sovereign's eyes. His voice was clear and deliberate: "Are you a late-stage demonized entity?"

His tone conveyed no emotion; it seemed like he was merely stating a fact.

In reality, the cultivation晋级 of demonized entities differed entirely from that of cultivators. They were only classified together for convenience.

There were no hidden secrets; they simply divided them based on simplicity.

Flame Wolf Sovereign's displeasure was evident in Lin Xuan’s expression. He had hoped to see fear and trembling but found himself disappointed. Lin Xuan's calm demeanor made him even more agitated.

"Is it because you're not afraid, or are you so terrified that you’re trying to maintain your composure?"

"Do I seem like someone who would be scared?"

Lin Xuan smiled. He had already read the enemy’s character—a highly arrogant individual.

To deal with such a person, one must first undermine their confidence before they could falter.

Sure enough, Lin Xuan's casual response made Flame Wolf Sovereign extremely displeased. This wasn't about his composure; it was sheer anger: "You're not afraid of me? Why aren't you afraid? I've already killed countless early-stage Cave Profound cultivators like you. Although the true form can’t extract your soul, there are many ways to make your life a living hell."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan said calmly, though he was internally exasperated. Indeed, as YuanYuan had said, this guy was truly mad and incomprehensible. Cultivators rise early for profit, but this guy's enemies were inexplicably numerous.

Flame Wolf Sovereign posed no real threat to Lin Xuan; it was like punching a cotton ball—ineffective and only causing him unease.

Lin Xuan hadn't encountered such an enemy before. After looking at Flame Wolf Sovereign twice, his confidence wavered.

And Lin Xuan clearly saw the subtle changes in his expression. This guy really did have some issues. He was unlucky to meet this problem just as he entered a new realm.

"Comrade, we've had no grudges or grievances; fighting won't benefit either of us. How about we call it quits?" Lin Xuan said slowly.

"Call it quits?" Flame Wolf Sovereign laughed arrogantly: "Fine, but unless you agree to leave the woman beside you behind, otherwise…"

There was no 'otherwise.' At this point, there was nothing left to discuss. Lin Xuan couldn't tolerate such an insult in front of his face; he wasn’t afraid, just didn't want to fight for no reason.

Damn it!

Regardless if this guy was mad or not, Lin Xuan wouldn't tolerate it. Talking nonsense would have consequences.

Since deciding to act, Lin Xuan had no hesitation. The first strike was the best choice.

With a wave of his sleeves, countless leaf-shaped treasures flew out, and Iron Feather Flying Locust Blades shot towards him with intense light.

The piercing sound echoed as if to startle anyone who heard it.

This appeared to be a fatal situation for Lin Xuan but was merely a test. He had never fought demonized entities before; he didn't know their combat methods differed from cultivators, so he needed to probe further.

Lin Xuan didn’t expect the Iron Feather Flying Locust Blades to defeat him; he only hoped to gauge his strength.

Facing the barrage of treasures, Flame Wolf Sovereign's expression darkened. This wasn't what he wanted. He had aimed for a non-combat victory but now couldn't.

Anger flashed in his eyes as he waved his sleeves, sending out waves of heat that enveloped him in a fiery cloud. His aura vanished, and even Lin Xuan’s divine sense could not detect anything.
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"..."

Lin Xuan's face flashed with a hint of surprise. To be honest, he had never seen such a fighting technique before.

Among the secret techniques that cultivators were proficient in, only the Qi Collection Technique was somewhat similar to this one.

However, it wasn't entirely the same. The Qi Collection Technique could indeed conceal his figure, but only before the battle began. Once a cultivator used their treasures for attacks or defense, their qi would inevitably surge throughout their body, making it impossible to use the Qi Collection Technique again.

But the transformed beings were different; they managed to completely conceal their aura during the fight.

This was simply against the common sense of the cultivation world.

Of course, the methods by which cultivators and transformed beings obtained energy were fundamentally different.

Could he be planning a sneak attack?

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts. But at this moment, it was too late to change his tactics. The sound of "puff puff" continuously entered his ears as he stabbed the red clouds from above and below.

However, there was no effect. Indeed, the opponent had vanished without a trace.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely ugly. He quickly raised his head, silver light suddenly flashing in his eyes.

A faint figure could be seen quietly approaching him from behind.

Although the face was very blurry, it was definitely the Flame Wolf Sovereign. Could transformed beings actually use such a fighting method?

Such blatant attempts to attack were indeed audacious.

Of course, saying that one's skill was so high they didn't need to fear anything wasn't wrong either. Because the opponent's abilities were truly mysterious and profound.

If not for the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye being able to see through all illusions, it would have been impossible to discover him with just his divine sense.

In such a case, even if he had to rely on his wits against an opponent who didn't, he wouldn't necessarily be at a disadvantage, but severe injuries were inevitable.

Lin Xuan's mind raced. He was extremely relieved. On the surface, however, there was not the slightest hint of unease. Since he now knew what the other party wanted to do, he certainly wasn't afraid anymore.

If they wanted to attack, then let them try his counterattack.

Lin Xuan had never feared playing yin-yang tricks and schemes; he was just as cunning.

His mind raced, but on the surface, there was not a hint of unease. He pretended to be completely unaware and continued manipulating the Iron Feather Flying Locust Sword, stabbing at the red clouds.

It seemed like nothing was wrong.

In just a few breaths, that faint figure had arrived beside Lin Xuan. His right hand raised, striking Lin Xuan's head with a fist. Bone spurs extended from his fist, half a foot long.

If this hit, even if he managed to survive, it would definitely not be in good condition.

It was both fast and fierce. As the saying went, "A name for nothing is a name indeed." Regardless of whether or not the opponent was mad, they had earned such a reputation by truly having two solid moves up their sleeve.

But just as he struck, Lin Xuan took a step to his left. That small step allowed him to dodge the attack; it was a hair's breadth away from disaster.

Then, his left hand raised and gently swept forward. As he moved, a four-colored flame burst forth like a jade light.

Carrying the power of destruction, it surged towards the opponent.

Playing along with their scheme!

However, contrary to expectations, the Flame Wolf Sovereign showed no signs of fear on his face; his expression was extremely wooden.

Could it be...

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's heart sank. But at this moment, changing tactics was too late. The space behind him trembled as the Flame Wolf Sovereign appeared, his hand forming a sword to stab directly towards his heart.

"Impossible!"

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. This was his true form. Could the first attack have been just an illusion?

He had always hunted doves, only to be pecked by one today.

Lin Xuan felt extremely regretful. He had trusted too much and relied too heavily on the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. After all, as the saying went, "One thing can suppress another." No divine technique or secret art could be invincible in every situation.

"Lord Husband!"

Peacock watched clearly from the side. With a wave of her hand, a large amount of five-colored spiritual light swept out, but it was useless. This level of combat wasn't something she could get involved in at this moment, and there was no time to spare either.

Everything depended on Lin Xuan himself.

But by now, he had lost the initiative.

Even avoiding critical areas was impossible; the opponent had grasped the timing perfectly.

The experience of fighting techniques wasn't just Lin Xuan's. The cultivation world had countless strange people and oddities. Although this Flame Wolf Sovereign had questionable character, his combat skills were not lacking in precision.

Lin Xuan was in peril!

But he didn't panic; such actions would be useless at critical moments. Suddenly, golden light flashed as the Little Heavenly Palace appeared.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, they all tried their best to block the opponent's attacks.

The sudden change startled the Flame Wolf Sovereign. This kid had so many tricks up his sleeve. He had killed countless Profound Origin cultivators over the years, but he had never encountered one this tenacious before.

Boom!

The explosion sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as golden light and red energy waves intertwined, distorting space. The power of this strike was evident.

In the next moment, all the golden light vanished, and the Little Heavenly Palace manifestation was shattered by that terrifying blow. Although Lin Xuan was at a disadvantage, it didn't matter; he had only been improvising in the storage room.

Regardless of how things turned out, this divine technique had given him some breathing space, even if just for a moment, which was more than enough.

Lin Xuan took advantage to use the Nine Heavens Micro-step and retreat backward. A flash of light, and he instantly teleported a thousand feet away.

After standing still, Lin Xuan's expression showed lingering fear. It had been truly dangerous; he hadn't expected transformed beings to be so tenacious.

Of course, it wasn't that they were necessarily stronger than cultivators; it was just that they lacked experience against such entities, making their tactics somewhat lacking.

"Cough, cough."

Lin Xuan coughed lightly, blood trickling from the corner of his mouth. He had indeed been injured a bit earlier.

"Lord Husband, are you alright?"

Peacock came to his side, her expression filled with concern and frustration. Her nature wasn't one that liked to shelter her husband; she was willing to face any danger alongside him.

But now, due to the significant difference in their cultivation levels, it wasn't something she could get involved in. If forced to intervene, not only would she be unable to help, but it might even backfire.

These thoughts made Peacock feel extremely uncomfortable.

She had become a burden, and she was unwilling to accept that.

To be honest, YuanYuan's cultivation progress hadn't been slow; the problem was that Lin Xuan couldn't use common sense to gauge her speed. It was too miraculous, which is why he had left her far behind.

"I'm fine, YuanYuan. Stay back a bit."

Lin Xuan extended his hand and wiped away the blood from the corner of his mouth. A minor injury, nothing to worry about. He had been overly careless just now, but it didn't matter; such mistakes would only happen once. He wouldn't give them another chance for an ambush.
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With these thoughts, Lin Xuan extended his right hand. A short sword about a foot long appeared with a flicker of light. Its shape was entirely different from the original Soul-Sucking Sword; in fact, it seemed to be an entirely separate treasure.

The sword was ancient yet not plain, exuding a majestic and luxurious aura.

"This…"

Flames appeared on Immortal Flame Wolf’s face as he showed signs of caution. Given his combative and self-important nature, his combat experience was quite rich. He narrowed his eyes slightly, already sensing that the Soul-Sucking Sword in Lin Xuan's hand was no ordinary weapon.

Lin Xuan had indeed been provoked.

First, he had belittled the Peacock, then caused him significant trouble. Lin Xuan wasn’t one to swallow his pride and let things slide; if a tiger didn't show its teeth, it would be treated as a sick cat.

Even if this old man was difficult to deal with, he still believed that by using all of his treasures, he could take down the old man. However, the Five Dragon Seal couldn’t be used. Last time, when battling Ice Spirit Demon Sovereign, the silver light points in his body had been depleted, leaving him unable to use it now.

For several hundred years, the Chaos Demon Qi had been a nightmare, separating Lin Xuan from Yu Yu. He had researched many ancient texts on this subject. The Chaos Demon Qi was the most primitive and purest demon qi, much like the difference between ordinary demonic qi and True Demon’s qi.

True Demon's qi was said to be possessed by only nine True Demon Ancestors, while lesser ancient demon sages could manipulate some but it was always fragmented.

Similarly, not all demon races could possess Chaos Demon Qi. Yu Yu had a tiny bit in her body, inherited from their bloodline, and she wasn’t powerful enough to command the Chaos Demon Qi.

Even if she couldn't, most of the great demon existences in the Dragon禁界, like the Three Demon Kings, could only manipulate fragmented Chaos Demon Qi.

In the spirit realm, there was another entity that couldn't command Chaos Demon Qi: True Souls!

Phoenixes and colorful dragons were essentially part of the demon race. They wielded the purest form of Chaos Demon Qi.

True Souls weren’t just limited to phoenixes and colorful dragons; in the Dragon禁界, a top-tier interface, True Soul existences could be seen. However, Lin Xuan’s luck was truly unprecedented. Just as he had successfully broken through the void, trouble followed him like a shadow. First came Immortal Flame Wolf, now there was even a True Soul involved.

While dealing with Immortal Flame Wolf wasn’t much of an issue, Lin Xuan had been caught off guard by his combat style. However, he hadn’t suffered severe injuries; he could use all his treasures to defeat him if the opportunity arose.

But at that moment, Chaos Demon Qi appeared.

Its scale was vast and terrifying, clearly not a mere fragment like hún spirits. It was… the True Soul itself.

What a joke! The existence of a True Soul meant it was the famous playboy of the spirit realm, Immortal Dragon. Facing a True Soul would be a 50-50 chance for him; he couldn’t handle overly powerful ones. Even when True Phoenix and True Rainbow Dragon came into the world, they could only look on helplessly as the Three Demon Kings fought against scattered immortals.

However, if it wasn’t an extremely powerful True Soul like Golden Bright True Toad, Immortal Dragon would still be able to handle them; after all, he was a True Soul existence too. But he couldn’t compare to Immortal Dragon, who was a late-stage Great Sage.

The gap between them was unquantifiable; one flick of Immortal Dragon’s thumb could send Lin Xuan to his doom.

Immortal Dragon would dare face a True Soul, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t have the courage to do so. He had only one option: flee or die where he stood.

Although he didn’t know what kind of entity this True Soul was, why it had come here, and that it wasn’t for him, it didn’t matter. The city gates burning would inevitably affect nearby areas.

Compared to the other party, Lin Xuan was too weak. He didn’t want to die in such a mysterious way.

Even if the True Soul was just passing through, he was merely an ant in its eyes; any unexpected event could lead to his demise.

In a moment, that vast expanse of Chaos Demon Qi drew closer, appearing more terrifying. Lin Xuan didn’t want to stay here anymore.

With a wave of his sleeves, thousands of talismans flew out from his sleeves, of various ranks. He spat out a mouthful of blood, which turned into a blood mist and merged with the talismans.

Due to their sheer number, Lin Xuan could only use this method to activate them instantly.

Suddenly, piercing sounds filled the air as ice arrows, lightning, wind blades, and electric bolts rained down on his opponent.

"This…"

Immortal Flame Wolf was both shocked and angry. Although he had extensive experience in battling cultivators, such extravagant tactics were rare. Did talismans not require crystals? How could ordinary cultivators carry so many talismans?

But there was no use feeling depressed now; it was impossible to defeat this overwhelming attack. However, making the other party flustered and disoriented was easy.

Taking advantage of the situation, Lin Xuan used Nine Heavens Micro-Step. A flash of light appeared as he vanished from sight. This time, however, his goal wasn’t to attack but to reach Yu Yu’s side.

He gently embraced her waist with his long arms and quickly used Nine Heavens Micro-Step to escape in a diagonal direction.

Ordinary flight wouldn’t be enough; the speed of Nine Heavens Micro-Step was faster. Behind him, explosions and roars echoed as Immortal Flame Wolf struggled to deal with the thousands of talismans Lin Xuan had unleashed.

Lin Xuan’s move was indeed clever. A two-pronged strategy: it kept the enemy occupied so they couldn’t interfere with his reunion with the Peacock, while also trapping them in place, preventing their escape.

The location where they were fighting seemed to be on a critical path as indicated by the direction and speed of the Chaos Demon Qi. If the enemy didn’t have time to leave, they might be killed by the True Soul at any moment.

Lin Xuan was quite cunning; sometimes killing could be done without his direct involvement.

Using an opportunity was wise and saved him effort. Why not?

His strategy seemed successful as Immortal Flame Wolf was caught off guard and trapped in place. The Chaos Demon Qi, though still far away, quickly approached, engulfing everything like a devouring vortex, covering an area of over a hundred miles. This was beyond doubt.

At the center of this vortex, there was a swirling maelstrom. Lin Xuan didn’t dare release his divine sense or use Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, but his eyesight was still sharp enough to see something in the vortex.

No… he saw two silver lights. Could it be that…

In an instant, Lin Xuan clearly saw true eyes, the True Soul’s eyes. Just a fleeting glance, and Lin Xuan shuddered involuntarily as if his soul had been drained of its energy.

He stumbled mid-air, revealing himself. The failure of Nine Heavens Micro-Step left him almost falling from the sky.

Clearly affected by this, Lin Xuan could feel the Peacock’s body trembling in his arms.

Lin Xuan knew Yu Yu's nature; she was unbending and resolute.

The tremor wasn’t necessarily out of fear but a lack of control. Under such overwhelming pressure, the gap between them was too great; it was almost impossible not to tremble like a frog caught by a snake.
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Chapter 2086: Enlightenment

"This is the True Spirit, even in the Spirit Realm, it's a top-tier existence."

Lin Xuan trembled all over as he was deeply shaken. To be honest, he had long been an entity of high standing; his strength in the mortal world was formidable, and now, with his current power, he could easily dominate the Eastern Sea.

Lin Xuan’s mind was incredibly resilient, but humans always have their flaws.

Accustomed to giving orders, he also harbored a touch of arrogance. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have underestimated Flame Wolf Sovereign when they met today.

If not for that initial three parts of contempt in his heart, even without facing the transformed beings, Lin Xuan’s strength should still have given him an advantage.

In other words, the root of this problem lay within himself. Having been fortunate all along, he had developed a bit of self-importance and arrogance. Perhaps Lin Xuan didn’t realize it, but it was subtly influencing him.

Wasn't that so?

Even with the soul fragment of Ice Soul Demon Sovereign under his control, Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling proud.

However, such thoughts were not advisable.

Lin Xuan was human, not a god. Humans always had their flaws, and changing oneself in an environment of constant success proved difficult.

But at this moment, Lin Xuan was deeply affected.

Under the terrifying pressure, he felt as if he were still a simple farmer boy from a thousand years ago, facing cultivators who seemed like boundless oceans, while he was but a tiny ant. Before such a massive creature, his life was no longer in his own hands; it was determined by others with just a thought.

Lin Xuan hated this feeling of having his fate controlled by others. So after saving Elder from Drifting Cloud Valley, instead of accepting the wealth offered to him for a comfortable life, he chose the uncertain and perilous path of cultivation.

Despite being told that even if he put in ten times the effort, he might not achieve the same results due to lacking spiritual roots, Lin Xuan didn’t regret his choice. He wanted to one day control his own destiny.

Now, he had done it, surpassing expectations.

Since ancient times, how many cultivators from the mortal world ascended?

As a Core Formation Stage cultivator, Lin Xuan felt that he could now control his fate. But at this moment, he realized he was wrong, and terribly so. What did Core Formation mean? He was just an ant compared to the countless powerful beings in the Spirit Realm. The path of immortals remained treacherous before them.

Thoughts flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind like lightning, but he no longer dwelled on them. He turned around, took a deep breath, and forcefully suppressed his unease. His body was enveloped in a bright green glow as he endured the discomfort and fear to fly forward.

Meanwhile, the chaotic demon aura had already devoured the entire Star Peak City...

The term "devoured" might be inappropriate, but at this moment, the entire city was indeed shrouded by the chaotic demon aura.

Its ferocity was beyond Lin Xuan’s imagination; it seemed no living beings could survive.

This wasn’t because the True Spirit was cruel or enjoyed killing. It was simply too powerful. Just as one often stepped on ants while walking without intending to, this principle applied here.

Humans wouldn’t mind stepping on an ant to avoid a detour, and neither would the True Spirit care about destroying Star Peak City. To it, Lin Xuan was just another insignificant creature.

Lin Xuan didn’t dare look back; the chaotic demon aura was at its most violent. Amidst the howling winds, countless spirits seemed to be screaming in anger, but their resentment meant nothing to the True Spirit’s eyes.

Life felt so fragile at this moment. Lin Xuan’s face turned pale as he escaped more than ten miles within an instant. However, that distance was meaningless; his fate remained uncertain.

Nine Heaven Micro-Step had been pushed to its limit, yet it still seemed too slow. Whether he could escape was anyone's guess.

Despite the Nine Heaven Micro-Step, Lin Xuan felt a sense of helplessness. The key now wasn’t how fast he could run but whether the True Spirit would notice him.

This feeling was truly distressing. Lin Xuan hated not being able to control his own destiny.

Of course, this experience also served as an enlightenment for his arrogance. If he could escape, it would be a great benefit.

But at that moment, Lin Xuan felt the chaotic demon aura’s center, the terrifying True Spirit in the vortex, coldly blink its eyes toward him.

It was a strange feeling.

Lin Xuan didn’t turn around; fearing to offend this formidable creature, he didn’t release his divine sense. Under normal circumstances, he should be blindfolded.

But strangely, Lin Xuan felt it—a chilling sensation.

Powerful, too powerful.

Just with that glance, Lin Xuan felt as if his blood had frozen, making him immobile. The Nine Heaven Micro-Step lost its effect again.

With a stumble, Lin Xuan reappeared in mid-air. Most cultivators would have gone numb at this point, but Lin Xuan was a man of firm resolve; the more critical the moment, the more he knew he couldn’t panic.

Otherwise... the consequences were unimaginable.

He could not fall here.

Lin Xuan had experienced many storms and tempests, but none compared to this one. The feeling when facing Ice Soul Demon Sovereign was different because that was just a soul fragment of Ice Soul; before him stood the True Spirit itself—a completely different level.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan felt his magical power flow constricted, and his meridians ached intensely. A mere glance from the True Spirit brought such discomfort. But at this moment, he didn’t care about much. The more uncomfortable it was, the worse his situation seemed to be.
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At this moment, Nine Heaven Microstep seemed to lose its effect. Lin Xuan didn't know if using ordinary Dao Light could help him escape. But with no other choice, he gritted his teeth and did what he had to do.

He hoped that the True Spirit's glance was just a coincidence. Otherwise, it would be troublesome for him. He truly didn’t know how to handle this situation where their levels were so vastly different; there was no room for resistance.

With things reaching this point, all he could do was pray.

But fate seemed to be against his wishes. The more he feared something, the more it happened.

The True Spirit wasn't just casually glancing over. After seeing him and YuanYuan, it locked onto them.

That terrifying feeling swept over Lin Xuan like a tidal wave, causing his face to turn pale.

What should he do?

Since he started on the path of cultivation, he had encountered countless dangers, but none as extreme as this. He truly didn’t know what to do at this point.

There was no room for resistance.

Should he submit without a fight?

That was impossible given his nature.

The feeling of helplessness enraged him to the core; everything was because he was too weak.

Otherwise, how could he have encountered such a situation?

Even though he had reached the Profound Abyss stage in the Profound Void Realm, it still felt like he was about to fall apart under the chaotic Primordial Beast Qi. He didn’t know which True Spirit had him, but from that clear and unique call, it seemed to be a bird.

But there were many powerful bird True Spirits besides Phoenixes—Bixiang, Zhuque, Jingu, and even the Yellow Birds of Mount Xuanyuan. From just that sound, Lin Xuan couldn’t tell which one it was.

Actually, it didn’t matter much since any of these True Spirits could crush him like a bug.

His power was useless as the chaotic Primordial Beast Qi obscured his vision. He felt as if he were drowning in a stormy sea without knowing how to swim.

The Phoenix and Lin Xuan had already separated. Although Lin Xuan wanted to hug his beloved, it was futile under those circumstances. Sometimes, no matter how strong one’s willpower was, human power couldn’t match the heavens.

Primordial Beast Qi surged around him, and the wind cut through his body like steel knives. Even though Lin Xuan's physical strength far exceeded that of ordinary beasts at their level, he still struggled to bear it, feeling as if he would disintegrate.

Lin Xuan didn't know which True Spirit had him until now. The clear yet powerful voice said, "A mere human with the bloodline of a Golden-Winged Great Peng. Although very thin, you are indeed from that lineage."

After a moment's silence, it continued, "Well, since you have this trace of True Spirit blood, I won’t harm you anymore. Go!"

Before he could react, the chaotic Primordial Beast Qi suddenly churned violently as if something large was stirring inside.

It was wings!

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly realized that the anomaly was due to the other party flapping its wings hard.

Then, a gust of wind blew, and the sky turned dark. Lin Xuan felt himself enveloped by a light halo before being blown away in an unknown direction.

He didn’t know where he had been sent until he fainted from the force of the wind.

When Lin Xuan woke up, the sky was clear and calm.

But something wasn’t right; it wasn’t the world that had cleared up. He was no longer on Star Peak City. The last thing he remembered before fainting was being blown away by a True Spirit's wing.

He didn’t know where he had been sent. With the terrifying strength of a True Spirit, they could have transported him hundreds or even thousands of miles with just a flick of their wings.

"Where is YuanYuan?"

Lin Xuan tried to get up but found himself unable to move. Even trying to lift his thumb caused unbearable pain throughout his body.

"This..."

He was stunned and then examined his body. He couldn’t help laughing bitterly; every bone in his body had shattered, and even his meridians were torn apart.

Externally, he seemed unharmed, but internally, everything was a mess.

For an ordinary person, such injuries would be fatal within moments. Even for a cultivator, without miraculous medicines, recovery would be impossible.

Although the True Spirit spared him, this pain must have been intentional.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. His entire body except his head was in pieces.

But the other party had shown mercy by not completely destroying his meridians and bones. His divine consciousness wasn’t affected, and both his yin and dantian were intact.

The Blue Star Sea’s secret hadn’t been discovered, nor had the Five Dragon Seal. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have survived to be set free.

As long as his essence infant and demon core were fine, his physical injuries weren’t a big deal; they could be healed eventually despite the trouble.

But YuanYuan wasn’t here.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened.

He didn’t panic or rush but started analyzing and recalling everything carefully.

In truth, he had thought he was doomed. Clearly, that True Spirit intended to kill him.

Indeed, he had no grudge against her, but as with stepping on an ant, did one need a special reason?

Perhaps it was just because she found him annoying, or perhaps it was merely a coincidence. In any case, his death would be nothing more than a thought for her.

But in the end, that True Spirit abandoned this idea. The reason was clear; before she acted, she discovered he had some trace of Golden-Winged Great Peng blood within him.
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As for the reason, Lin Xuan was naturally clear. In the ruins of the Ink Moon Clan's site in Heavenly Province, he obtained the true blood of the Great鹏Bird, and later, through understanding the True Spirit Technique of Profound Yin, he knew how to refine it.

A miraculous dual-cultivation technique.

For more than a year, Lin Xuan and Yu Yu stayed in those ruins due to mutual affection. However, the main reason was to refine the true blood of the Golden-Winged Great鹏Bird.

And because this refinement was done through dual-cultivation, not only did Yu Yu benefit from it, but Lin Xuan also incorporated a bit of true spirit blood himself.

Although minimal and extremely thin, that true spirit blood had been sensed by the true spirit.

Because of this, she showed leniency towards Lin Xuan, sparing his life.

In the eyes of the true spirit, Lin Xuan was just an ant. But now, this ant had some connection to one of its kind, so sparing him a life wasn't unusual.

To date, Lin Xuan still didn’t know which true spirit he had encountered, but it was certain that the creature was a bird.

Phoenix?

Golden Bird?

Or Zhu Xi, Yellow Bird, or even Bixiang?

Thinking about it, any one of them could be possible. These bird-like true spirits were somewhat related, their connections intertwined and unclear. Any one of them might have spared him because of the true blood of the Golden-Winged Great鹏Bird.

This thought left Lin Xuan feeling relieved. If not for a fortunate chance, he would already be long gone.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan no longer worried about Yu Yu's whereabouts. After all, she had only been spared due to her incorporation of some of the true blood from the Golden-Winged Great鹏Bird, while he had merely integrated a small amount. What was there for Yu Yu to worry about? She was at most in the Separation Stage, but compared to the purity and thickness of true spirit blood, she far surpassed him.

Yu Yu was originally a descendant of the Great Peacock Dharmaraja, carrying some phoenix blood with her. The true blood from the Golden-Winged Great鹏Bird that he had obtained only brought minor benefits, while Yu Yu's incorporation was much greater.

With this in mind, there was nothing to worry about. Perhaps the true spirit would treat Yu Yu as a relative!

Thinking further, it wasn’t impossible.

Moreover, delving deeper, Lin Xuan even suspected that the true spirit’s appearance here might be due to Yu Yu.

In the Eastern Sea, he had read some ancient texts, and while true spirits occasionally appeared in major spiritual realms, such sightings were rare. Generally, true spirits rarely revealed themselves; they usually resided in the realm of true spirits.

The realm of true spirits wasn’t considered part of the spiritual realm but also not quite the celestial realm. It was an intermediary between the two.

Speaking of groups, each realm of true spirits housed only one true spirit.

For example, the Phoenix Realm was home to the phoenix.

The玄武Realm, the玄武.

And humans, even those who had transcended their fates, couldn’t enter these realms.

Of course, this wasn’t always the case. For instance, the mightiest of the true spirits, Jiuying, originally resided in its own realm.

However, in a distant ancient moment, a snow-white maiden arrived here.

Someone dared to intrude into her territory, and Jiuying was enraged. She immediately unleashed her powers, aiming at that person, intending to send them to the underworld.

But this time, Jiuying made a mistake; the one who had trespassed was none other than the Lord of the Underworld.

Asura!

The strength of Asura King didn’t need mentioning—she was on par with true immortals. After fierce combat, Jiuying ultimately submitted to her.

A master-servant blood pact was signed, and the Jiuying among the true spirits became a pet for Asura King.

Similar events played out in other realms of true spirits.

The Nether Dragon fell at the hands of an ancient demon lord.

Chaos was subdued by Ice Soul Demon Ancestor.

Many such stories existed. Powerful beings from the spiritual realm, demonic realm, and underworld all liked to domesticate true spirits as pets.

Of course, not everyone had a smooth journey. Although they dared to do so, they were all old-timers at the Separation Stage or beyond. But what did it matter? The strength of true spirits was no less than theirs, and with the added effects in their realms, most ended up losing instead of gaining.

Over time, fewer people attempted to subdue true spirits unless they had solid assurance. Who would risk their lives for such a joke?

The true spirit would spare him because of the bloodline of the Golden-Winged Great鹏Bird, Lin Xuan was certain.

And his guess was correct.

At this moment,

This was a special plane located between the spiritual realm and the celestial realm.

Since ancient times, true spirits had resided here, living carefree lives. Of course, occasionally they would venture into the Three Realms when bored.

In the eyes of true spirits, beings in the Three Realms, except for a few great existences, were like ants.

The nature of true spirits varied widely.

Some were gentle, while others were destructive, leading to various legends.

What four spirits, what four evils—these tales differed greatly. But one thing remained unchanged: people feared and admired true spirits due to their immense power.

Even the least powerful true spirit, the True Moon Toad, could stir up chaos in the spiritual realm. Most Separation Stage cultivators would fare poorly against it.

People couldn’t help but fear them. Fortunately, true spirits rarely appeared in the Three Realms; most of the time, they stayed in their own territories.

No one had made an accurate estimate of how many types of true spirits there were.

The strength between different true spirits varied greatly.

Which was the strongest remained a mystery.

Phoenix, True Dragon?

Not necessarily!

Jiuying and Nether Dragon couldn’t be said to dominate all true spirits either.

But clearly, these four creatures were among the top in the realm of true spirits!

In more distant times, there even existed a true spirit stronger than them.

Great Peacock Dharmaraja!

The progenitor of bird-like true spirits; phoenixes and Golden-Winged Great鹏Birds originated from her.

Of course, it wasn’t that the Great Peacock Dharmaraja was necessarily stronger than today's Phoenix. Such comparisons were meaningless.

Blue surpassing green was not uncommon, considering each generation of true spirits was different.

But the Great Peacock Dharmaraja was one of the mightiest true spirits, a fact no one would doubt.

Unfortunately, the progenitor of bird-like true spirits had long since gone extinct in ancient times.
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However, the Realm of the Peacock still existed.

Once upon a time, true spirits had also coveted this place. But the Phoenix treated it as its own territory and kept a close watch over it. With the King of All Birds guarding here, even true spirits would not dare to challenge him directly. Over time, people came to regard the Realm of the Peacock as part of the Phoenix's domain.

After all, everyone knew about the connection between the Great Peacock Dharmaraja and the Phoenix. As a King of All Birds, it was natural for him to oversee this place, and true spirits had no objections. The most crucial point was that the Phoenix's power was formidable; in some ways, true spirits were like cultivators—fearful of weakness.

The Realm of the Peacock did not appear desolate due to its master's absence because it was always tended by the Phoenix.

But at this moment, an unexpected guest had arrived here. She was a young woman around twenty years old, with black, lustrous hair reaching her waist. She wore a light green dress that accentuated her curvaceous figure and beautiful face, making her look like a peerless beauty without exaggeration.

However, she lay unconscious, her eyes tightly closed as if in a deep state of confusion.

"Mm, where am I..."...

With a groan, the woman's eyelashes fluttered. Her eyes slowly opened, filled with bewilderment.

In an instant, it seemed like something came to mind, and she suddenly lifted her head.

"Where is my husband?"

The expression on Yu Yu's face was full of anxiety. She remembered clearly what happened before she lost consciousness—the couple had been caught in the chaotic aura of a true spirit, separated by a terrifying force.

There was no way around it!

Where was her husband now? She scanned the surroundings, trying to find any clues about Lin Xuan. Only then did she realize that she was inside a palace—or rather, its ruins—still magnificent despite being destroyed.

"Oh, so you know of the legends of the True Spirit Realm?" The Phoenix's voice revealed some surprise. "That's interesting."

Although Yu Yu didn't know why it said this, there seemed to be no malice in its tone, which was reassuring.

Yu Yu thought for a moment before speaking honestly: "Yes, I do know about these legends. I wasn't reading from any ancient texts; I had some vague memories since birth."

"Passed down through the bloodline, huh? That's good. It seems your inheritance is much better than expected. Perhaps we can truly merge with that True Spirit Heart, and fulfill this palace's wish of a million years."

"What is this True Spirit Heart?" Yu Yu asked urgently, her voice filled with questions she needed answers to: "Why did you bring me here? And where has my husband gone?"

"Your husband, the man like an ant—what a joke. A mere human cultivator doesn't deserve to be paired with someone of the Great Peacock Dharmaraja's bloodline. If not for his golden-winged phoenix lineage, I would have already sent him to the underworld."

The Phoenix spoke in a calm voice, as if discussing the life and death of an ant.

Yu Yu breathed a sigh of relief upon hearing this. She didn't mind the way the Phoenix looked down on her; she and her husband were like ants in the eyes of the King of All Birds. This was reality, nothing to be angry about.

Face and dignity could only be earned through one's own efforts, not by relying on others' pity.

If her husband ascended someday and became a true immortal, then this would all be worth it when she returned.

For now, there was no point in arguing; it was merely laughable. She knew he was safe, which satisfied her.

"Why did you bring me here?" Yu Yu began to care about her current situation.

"I've said before—my wish is for us to merge with the True Spirit Heart," the Phoenix replied slowly.

"What exactly is this True Spirit Heart?"

Through her bloodline, although she had some vague memories, many details were unclear. She didn't know what a True Spirit Heart was.

The Phoenix's expression remained calm.

"Then what are true spirits? Do you know about them?"

True spirits were the most powerful beings, even the weakest among them equaled a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Top true spirits...

Yu Yu couldn't help but raise her head to look at the Phoenix: "...could be as powerful as true immortals."

"Compared to true immortals, they are not quite on par, but the difference is minimal," the Phoenix nodded, its voice still as soothing as a falling pearl.

"But you haven't gotten to the point yet."

"What point?"

"You asked about which lineage these true spirits belong to. Do you know that?"

"Which lineage?" Yu Yu's face showed curiosity: "True spirits are true spirits—how can they be divided into lineages?"

This was something she had never thought of, and few people would consider it.

Of course, there were distinctions. If one must categorize them, true spirits belonged to the realm of demons.

"Demons?" Yu Yu gasped in surprise: "If that's the case, wouldn't our demon race be much stronger than humanity?"

It was well-known that humans and demons fought each other but also supported each other; their power levels were roughly equal since ancient times. But suddenly hearing that true spirits belonged to the demon realm would break this balance, a shocking revelation.

However, as the King of All Birds, there was no reason for it to lie.

"Please don't be anxious, listen carefully. True spirits can indeed be considered part of the demon race, but once they become true spirits, they have nothing to do with their original demon lineage."

Yu Yu listened in confusion but didn't interrupt; she knew the Phoenix would explain further.

"This involves the True Spirit Flame. For example, how many phoenixes are there in this world?"

"Isn't it just one?" Yu Yu hesitated. If there were more powerful creatures like phoenixes, wouldn't the world be chaotic?

However, the other party laughed: "Compared to other demon birds, while the number of phoenixes is smaller, there are still a hundred or so."

"What..."...Yu Yu was stunned.

"Please don't be anxious; I haven't finished. Although there are a hundred phoenixes, they are just ordinary ones. I am the only true spirit here."

"Why?" Yu Yu exhaled deeply.

"The reason lies in the True Spirit Flame—it is unique."

Yu Yu's brow twitched as she sensed something significant. She waited for the other party to continue.

"The difference between true spirits and demons does not lie in power but in the inheritance of the True Spirit Flame. Otherwise, if we only consider strength, even the Three Great Demon Kings like Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox could be on par with me or even surpass me. Most true spirits would fall short, so why isn't Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox a true spirit?"

"Because that Queen of Qingqiu did not have the True Spirit Flame."

"Exactly, it's about the True Spirit Flame. Its origin is unclear to me as well; I only know it appeared in the first generation of true spirits and was passed down through generations. It contains our true spirits' experiences, knowledge, memories..."

"Wait a moment, you said it was passed down through generations—so are you not the original Phoenix? Can true spirits die?"

"Stupid girl, I am certainly not the original Phoenix. Even true immortals can fall, let alone true spirits."

The Phoenix's voice remained soothing but carried a hint of melancholy.

True spirits do indeed die; counting from ancient times, I am the ninth generation Phoenix.

"Ninth generation Phoenix?"

"Yes, when any true spirit completely dies, its True Spirit Flame will fly out on its own and return to the True Spirit Realm, waiting for the next successor to merge with it."

"Merge and become a true spirit?"

"Not that simple. But close enough. The creation of true spirits is most challenging—the fusion of the True Spirit Flame. Afterward, the steps are much easier because the True Spirit Flame contains not only the experiences, knowledge, but also the seed of power."

"Seed of power?"

"Yes, don't underestimate it. Although the power within that seed might be insignificant to me, a seed is still a seed. Once planted and sprouted, it will one day grow into a towering tree."
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"It's difficult because not everyone can integrate True Spirit Fire. First, one must have the corresponding bloodline of the True Spirit, and it should be as pure as possible. Even so, there is no guarantee that integration will succeed." However, from a probability standpoint, the chances are greater.

"Once integrated, with the experience from the previous generation and the seed already sprouted, as long as you diligently practice, one day you'll become a True Spirit."

"So, does each generation of True Spirits have different strengths?" YuanYuan's face showed some surprise upon hearing this.

"That's correct. Humans say that 'a teacher leads you into the door, but cultivation depends on yourself.' Although the seed has sprouted, there are still differences in innate talent, opportunities, and effort among individuals from different generations. Even if they all become True Spirits, their achievements will vary."

"Why bring me here then? You just said that integrating True Spirit Fire requires a pure Peacock bloodline, but I'm not entirely pure," the voice of the Peacock entered her ears. Having heard so much, YuanYuan would be considered unintelligent if she still didn't understand the purpose.

Of course, this was impossible.

"Indeed, besides the Peacock Great Brightness's bloodline, my phoenix lineage and Golden-Winged Great Peng's spirit blood are also present, though in lesser amounts."

The Phoenix's gaze swept over YuanYuan, clearly explaining her situation. True Spirit phoenixes can see through all illusions with their eyes.

Anything hidden would be revealed to him.

"Why bring me here if you know this?" "Haha, I did say that integrating True Spirit Fire has no set rules, but the more pure and concentrated the bloodline is, the greater the chances of success. However, it's not necessarily true for Peacock Great Brightness."

"Oh, how so?" A strange expression appeared on YuanYuan's face.

"Peacock Great Brightness was one of the oldest spirit birds. After falling in the Three Realms War, no new Great Brightnesses have been born since then."

"Fell in the Three Realms War?"

"The Asura King massacred the Spirit Realm back then and even involved True Immortals." However, these details are not important. If you can integrate the True Spirit Fire, this knowledge will be included in your experience."

"Over millions of years," countless Peacock descendants have tried to integrate. Many had good innate talents and lineage, but they all failed. For so many years, if it weren't for successive phoenixes guarding here, this Peacock realm would likely have been taken over by other True Spirits."

"Ah, I see. Compared to those failures, my bloodline might be even less pure," YuanYuan wondered.

"Why...?"

"Do you think I'm just desperate and trying random methods? My choice has reasons."

The sound of the Phoenix's voice like a jade drop on a plate entered her ears: "Because there are too many failures. I've also reflected on this. Logically, several bloodlines should be sufficient. But,"

"But what?"

"Perhaps Peacock Great Brightness is different from other True Spirits. I know we phoenixes and Golden-Winged Great Pengs were all nurtured by the first Great Brightness. This further proves that there was both Phoenix and Great Peng spirit blood in his body."

"So you chose me?"

"That's right. A person with three types of spirit blood is harder to find than pure ones. Over these years, I searched through the Spirit Realm but found no suitable candidates. It was a stroke of luck that brought you here."

"Ah, I see."

YuanYuan finally understood: "You want me to integrate with True Spirit Fire. But what if I don't want to?"

"Why not? What's your reason for refusing?"

The Phoenix's voice held surprise: "I've already told you the benefits of integrating with True Spirit Fire. If successful, you'll become a new Peacock Great Brightness in time. You know how powerful True Spirits are. Following normal methods, from Separation and Union to Profound Void, through entering the State of Divided Consciousness, and finally into the Tribulation Period—how many hardships will you face? Do you think you have a chance?"

Peacock fell silent. Although she believed in her own talents, there were countless geniuses among ordinary people. Peacock didn't dare to underestimate Tian Ping Hero.

But how many had entered the Tribulation Period?

And even if they did enter it, could they match up against Peacock Great Brightness?

Of course not.

Not just the Tribulation, but even facing the Three Loose Immortals, True Demon Ancestor, or Yin Palace Six Kings (though Asura King was excluded), would likely result in defeat for Peacock Great Brightness.

Even among True Spirits, she ranked high.

"Although becoming a True Spirit means losing the chance to become an immortal, powerful True Spirits aren't much weaker than True Immortals. Moreover, their lifespans are no longer limited by heavenly tribulations; they can live forever."

The Phoenix's voice was filled with allure. Although she wouldn't let Peacock leave, if the other party willingly integrated and succeeded, the chances would be much higher.

"Is that so?"

Peacock was also moved by this prospect. Any normal person would find it hard to resist such an offer. The path of immortality is winding, but now there's a clear and broad road before you—wouldn't anyone choose to walk it?

But YuanYuan didn't immediately agree.

There are no free lunches in heaven.

She knew this well and slowly spoke: "What happens if the integration fails?"

The Phoenix smiled satisfactorily. "Good question. You haven't been blinded by sudden good fortune. If you fail, you'll explode and die."

"Oh?"

A glint of sharpness appeared in YuanYuan's eyes, but she didn't show any fear.

"Are you afraid?"

This expression surprised the Phoenix.

"There are no free lunches in heaven. Becoming a True Spirit brings great benefits, but integrating with True Spirit Fire is the hardest step. So, dying and scattering your soul isn't too much to expect," YuanYuan said calmly.

"You see through the risks; the greater the risk, the greater the reward. Since you know this, I don't need to waste words. What's your choice now?"

"Your question—"

@.
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Clouds were light, and the breeze was gentle.

Lin Xuan still lay quietly in place. At this moment, except for his head, every bone in his body had shattered to pieces. His meridians were also in a mess, disordered beyond repair. He couldn't even muster enough strength to move a single finger.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of anxiety. At least the two infant souls and the pill were intact. As long as his infant soul and demon core were fine, any physical injuries could be recovered with time. Although it would take some effort, he believed there was always a way to recover.

Still, he couldn't move at all now, so he had nothing else to do but lie quietly in place.

Day after day passed.

Before Lin Xuan knew it, more than a month had gone by. He was well acquainted with the surroundings of this valley. The area was surrounded by undulating mountains that stretched far into the distance. Lin Xuan didn't know where these mountain ranges ended; his spiritual sense could only detect so much.

Despite his shattered bones and damaged meridians, which prevented him from using any power, his spiritual sense remained unaffected. This made him feel relieved. Even though he was unsure of his location, this place was undoubtedly one of the top-tier regions in the Spirit Realm. The resources here were abundant, and the quality of the spirit veins was exceptional. The valley itself was uninhabited, making it a perfect place for cultivation.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan's brows twitched as if he had discovered something. He released his spiritual sense to confirm his suspicion. A hundred miles ahead, several streaks of light were heading towards him. They were cultivators!

Normally, Lin Xuan should have detected them earlier. His spiritual sense could cover five thousand li in theory, but that was just a theoretical limit.

If he had fully extended his spiritual sense, it would have covered such distances, but there was no need to do so constantly. He needed rest and recuperation now.

Releasing his spiritual sense required a lot of energy. The past month had been peaceful, and Lin Xuan didn't see the point in doing this now. It wouldn't help him recover from his injuries.

He originally thought he would be left alone but was surprised to find uninvited guests. He released his spiritual sense silently, scanning them without making a sound.

Soon, Lin Xuan's expression returned to calmness.

The cultivators' power levels were surprisingly low. They were all at the Spirit Flowing Stage, and none had reached the Foundation Establishment stage.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel amused. He had seen so much in this realm—just yesterday he encountered a true spirit, now here came some low-level cultivators. Was fate playing a cruel joke on him?

But regardless, Lin Xuan felt reassured. Despite his shattered bones and damaged meridians, the saying "a thin camel is still bigger than a horse" held true. A few Spirit Flowing Stage cultivators wouldn't be able to threaten him.

Still, he couldn't help but release his spiritual sense. Even though they were insignificant, there was no harm in being cautious, especially given his current situation.

His spiritual sense could extend up to five thousand and five hundred li if he focused on it fully. He could cover a wider area with some blurriness, reaching ten thousand li or more, but that would be tiring.

...

After a few breaths, Lin Xuan's expression relaxed completely. There were no other cultivators within ten thousand miles, so the others couldn't have any elders following them. This was beyond doubt for him.

Since these people posed no threat, Lin Xuan didn't worry about it anymore. Perhaps they had just passed by. Being cautious was wise, but there was no need to be overly anxious.

Watching and waiting was the smartest choice.

Lin Xuan lay quietly in place. A hundred miles might seem like a mere blink of an eye for him, but for these Spirit Flowing cultivators, it would take some time.

After about an hour, they arrived near the valley. With a flash of light, one streak of red light descended, revealing a young woman around seventeen or eighteen years old with clear and lively eyes.

"Xingxu junior brother, you've been practicing the flying technique for three months now. Why are you still stumbling?"

A gentle voice echoed through the valley, like a yellow thrush singing. The laughter was warm but not malicious; it was just amusement.

Another streak of green light descended from the side, revealing a young man around twenty-seven or eight years old with a muscular build and a slightly older appearance. He had reached the late Spirit Flowing stage and was only one step away from Foundation Establishment.

Their robes were different, but each bore a few auspicious clouds on their sleeves, indicating they belonged to the same sect.

Hearing his senior's words, the young woman nodded. They were here to seek out rare materials for cultivating Foundation Establishment pills.

Lin Xuan had already noticed some spirit herbs growing in the valley, but with his current strength, these herbs were insignificant. He hadn't paid much attention to them, but to low-level cultivators, they were precious.

The three cultivators didn't pay much mind when they landed their lightbeams and only realized there was someone else in the valley once they were closer.

They were shocked but quickly noticed Lin Xuan's immobility.

"What happened?"

The young woman looked surprised but showed genuine concern. Lin Xuan was taken aback; with his experience, he knew that most cultivators would take advantage of a situation like this. A few might be kind, but it was rare—like encountering a true spirit. He had actually encountered such kindness here.

"Nothing much. From the look of his shattered bones, he must have been hit by the cold winds from the icy cliff during the trial at our Cloud Concealment Sect. But to survive is a blessing, isn't it? Fellow cultivator, am I wrong?"

The leader's eyes scanned Lin Xuan as he spoke.

"Mmm."

Lin Xuan had prepared an elaborate lie but was cut off. He could only nod in agreement.

"Since you're alive, you've passed the trial and become a junior brother of our Cloud Concealment Sect. Since we found you here, we can't just leave you behind. We'll take you back to our main sect headquarters shortly."
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A streak of lightning pierced the sky, but it appeared much larger than ordinary cultivators'遁光.

It was a divine sword, measuring over ten feet in length and several feet wide. Although Lin Xuan lay on it with three other cultivators standing beside him, they managed to fit comfortably.

Faced with these three kind-hearted cultivators, Lin Xuan felt quite grateful but remained cautious. Through their conversation, he learned much about the Dragon Wing Realm.

The Dragon Wing Realm was vast and divided into eighty-one prefectures. Each prefecture was expansive, comparable in size to the Eastern Sea Cultivation Realm.

In other words, even without considering resources, the Dragon Wing Realm's area alone was more than a hundred times that of the Eastern Sea.

Though Lin Xuan had guessed some aspects, he was still amazed by their detailed explanation.

He had spent over four centuries in the Eastern Sea but never reached its borders. Now, one prefecture in the Dragon Wing Realm seemed to be an exaggerated size.

Indeed, you can't help being surprised when you see it.

"Traveling between these prefectures must also be a difficult task," Lin Xuan mused.

"It is indeed, but what's the point? We mere cultivators rarely have such opportunities. Even leaving our own Chu State would only be within the reach of Senior Immortals in the late婴灵 stage."

The young Taoist spoke casually.

Through their introduction, Lin Xuan learned that the Dragon Wing Realm was composed of eighty-one prefectures, each divided into hundreds or thousands of ordinary human states.

They were currently in the Frost Heaven Prefecture's Chu State.

Chu State had a population of nearly ten billion and was considered medium-sized within the Frost Heaven Prefecture.

However, while Chu State might not be large, the Cloud Virtue Sect here was no small matter. It ranked among the top five sects in the entire Frost Heaven Prefecture.

"Friend, you're here to participate in trials? How can you not know such basic information?" The man dressed in civilian attire frowned. He seemed more worldly than the young Taoist.

"Haha, I beg your pardon," Lin Xuan blushed, feeling embarrassed. "I'm just a simple farmer from a remote mountain village who stumbled upon cultivation by chance. Without any guidance, my progress has been slow..."

"Your progress is still slow? At the Fourth Stage of Flexible Spirit? That's on par with Junior Disciple Jingxu. Friend, being able to cultivate to this level on your own is truly commendable!"

The voice of a young woman echoed in his ears as the young Taoist blushed. As a sect member, he was at the same stage as an ordinary cultivator, which was hard to justify given their monthly supplies and guidance from mentors.

"Haha," said the red-clothed woman with curiosity. "Your cultivation level is at the Fourth Stage of Flexible Spirit."

Lin Xuan's face turned shy. "I accidentally obtained a cultivation technique and have been exploring it on my own, so my progress has been slow..."

"Slow progress? At the Fourth Stage? That's on par with Junior Disciple Jingxu. Friend, being able to cultivate to this level on your own is truly commendable!"

The young woman's voice was clear as she spoke of his achievement.

"That is true," said the young Taoist, feeling ashamed. "As a sect member, I should be at a higher stage than an ordinary cultivator."

Lin Xuan continued probing, "So, Cloud Concealment Sect is quite powerful?"

"Indeed," the young Taoist began. "Our sect's strength is formidable..."

From their conversation, Lin Xuan learned that Cloud Concealment Sect had over three hundred thousand cultivators in its main branch alone, not counting affiliated sects and families.

However, a sect's power wasn't solely measured by the number of cultivators.

The red-clothed woman's words dispelled his doubts. "Our sect has two senior spirit formation stage immortals."

Senior spirit formation stage monsters?

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine at this revelation.

With his current strength, he wouldn't fear even late-stage Profound Void cultivators, but facing a spirit formation stage would be entirely different. Each major cultivation stage brought significant power increases. He had never encountered such an advanced cultivator and would likely have no chance against them.

The presence of such powerful seniors made Cloud Concealment Sect formidable indeed. Although there were even more powerful Golden Transformation stage immortals in the Dragon Wing Realm, they were rare and generally uninterested in worldly matters.

Lin Xuan swallowed hard as he continued probing to determine if it was suitable for him to settle down at the sect.

He didn't want to end up worse off than before. At least, he wouldn't give any impression of harboring ill intentions towards the senior spirit formation stage immortals.

However, the young woman's next words brought relief.

According to her, the two senior spirit formation stage immortals were always in seclusion and would only leave if it concerned the sect's honor or prosperity. In the past hundred years, no one within the sect had seen their faces, not even the sect leader.

This made Lin Xuan feel much more at ease. As long as those two seniors didn't cause any trouble, who could discover his presence?

He wouldn't fear other late-stage Profound Void cultivators once he recovered.

"Hmph, if it weren't for the two senior immortals being busy with cultivation, our Golden Core Peak branch would not suffer such humiliation," the young woman's tone was filled with indignation.

Lin Xuan was taken aback and quickly probed further.

It turned out that Cloud Concealment Sect valued a wide range of knowledge, akin to a hundred rivers converging into one sea. Besides smaller branches, there were five major ones: Golden Core Peak, Divine Artifact Peak, Array Formation Peak, Spirit Beast Peak, and Heavenly Sword Peak.

Each peak had its own unique heritage, beyond their cultivation techniques, they also delved into various other fields of knowledge. @.
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Golden Pillar Peak, as the name suggests, was renowned for its unparalleled techniques in refining elixirs.

The Artifact Peak excelled in crafting spiritual artifacts.

The Array Peak delved deeply into array arts.

As for the Spirit Beast Peak, it was naturally adept at controlling beasts.

Among the five peaks, only the Heaven Sword Peak did not dabble in miscellaneous studies. They inherited from an ancient lineage of sword cultivators, and their attacks were incredibly robust. In terms of combat prowess, the cultivators of Heaven Sword Peak led all others without a doubt.

Apart from these five main peaks, Cloud Concealment Sect had some minor branches that specialized in various cultivation arts, but they were extremely weak compared to the main peaks. They were like insignificant weeds in comparison.

The three young cultivators accompanying Jia were disciples of Golden Pillar Peak.

Originally, each peak was led by a Core Formation stage cultivator. Typically, there would be more than ten or twenty Core Formation stage cultivators on each peak. However, now, the other four peaks thrived, but Golden Pillar Peak found itself in a dire situation; it had no Core Formation stage cultivators to support its operations, and even the acting head was only at the Separation stage.

Lin Xuan was surprised upon hearing this. It was normal for a sect to experience periods of decline, but given that all five peaks belonged to Cloud Concealment Sect, their relative stagnancy was quite worrying. After gathering information, Lin decided he would temporarily stay and cultivate within the sect as it offered an excellent environment.

Lin Xuan continued his journey, asking about various interesting topics. Despite not being as cunning as Lin Xuan, the three young cultivators were still unable to hide their true intentions from him. Whatever Lin wanted to know, he could always get through subtle inquiries without arousing suspicion. After all, they had only just started their cultivation journey and lacked experience compared to Lin.

Lin Xuan also learned the names of these three young cultivators. The young Taoist, named Jingxu, was a novice who had taken his vows at a young age. He was currently at the Fourth Layer of the Flexible Stage, making him the weakest among the trio in terms of cultivation level.

The smiling girl was surnamed Su and her given name was Ru. She was seventeen years old and had entered Cloud Concealment Sect at the age of twelve, reaching the Fifth Layer of the Flexible Stage.

The man dressed in civilian attire was named Chang Hu. He was twenty-four years old and a master cultivator at the peak of the Flexible Stage, just one step away from Core Formation.

Lin Xuan frowned upon hearing this; their cultivation journey wasn't short, but their progress seemed slow, not particularly impressive even by mortal standards. Despite the predominance of low-level cultivators in the Spirit Realm, these were disciples of a prominent sect, and such slow progress was quite embarrassing. However, his divine sense revealed that while their spiritual roots weren't exceptional, they also weren't terrible. Could there be some other reason for this?

Lin Xuan felt puzzled but decided it didn’t concern him much. He had no need to pry into these matters.

Two hours passed quickly as a verdant mountain peak came into view. The continuous range of mountains stretched like a giant snake, extending who knew where.

The air here was significantly more potent than outside. It was clear that Cloud Concealment Sect's main headquarters was located in this area.

Lin Xuan remained silent as he followed the three young cultivators through a misty array into the heart of the mountain range. The mist was merely a minor illusion; no sect would keep its protective arrays active all the time.

Emerging from the mist, they found themselves in an entirely different world. The fragrant aura of the air was much more potent than before, dozens of times stronger.

Even if he didn't consider the mortal realm, Lin Xuan had never seen a place with such superior spiritual energy in the Eastern Sea. A smile spread across his face; cultivating here would be incredibly effective.

His plans were correct. If he could cultivate without interference, it would indeed be an excellent choice. After enduring so much hardship, Lin Xuan was no longer interested in getting involved in trivial matters of good and evil. He wanted to find a place where he could focus on his cultivation.

"Comrade Fellow Daoist Lin, we will take you to the Ascension Platform. Although you are severely injured, your survival under the Cold Cliff's gales proves that you have passed the test and are eligible to become one of our disciples. However, I am not sure which branch you will join..." Chang Hu’s voice echoed.

"Comrade Fellow Daoist Lin, joining Golden Pillar Peak, do you think it over? As I said earlier, this branch is less promising compared to the others." Su Ru's expression showed surprise. New recruits generally avoided choosing this branch out of fear. Why...

"Haha, I am merely a lowly wandering cultivator. What right do I have to choose? Moreover, you all saved my life, and I would like to be your fellow disciples in this branch," Lin Xuan said sincerely.

The three respected his choice. With his acting skills, deceiving these inexperienced recruits was easy. He had no malicious intent; he just wanted a place to cultivate without too much trouble.

With that settled, Lin Xuan didn't need to go to the Ascension Platform. Chang Hu's figure zipped left, and soon they arrived at a towering peak.

The mountain stood over ten thousand feet tall, reaching towards the clouds.

The air here was even more potent.

Their flying swords stopped at the base of the mountain where a structure made of green stone awaited them. Though not luxurious, it was incredibly sturdy.

"Comrade Fellow Disciple Lin, this is our Golden Pillar Peak's residence for Flexible Stage cultivators. Once you reach Core Formation stage, you can establish your own cave dwelling. At the Flexible Stage, there’s no need to seek a master. Every month on the first and fifteenth day, senior masters from our peak will give lectures. After reaching Core Formation, you'll be evaluated by the Golden Pillar Elders. If chosen, you’ll become part of the sect," Chang Hu explained in detail.

Lin Xuan nodded obediently, feeling as if he had returned to the Cloud Concealment Valley. However, here, his current position was different; Cloud Concealment Sect's strength far surpassed that of the Cloud Concealment Valley.

Lin Xuan settled down there for cultivation. Time passed quickly; thirty years seemed like a blink in the cultivation world.

"Comrade Fellow Daoist Lin..."

A pleasant voice reached his ears as he sat in meditation, looking at Jia’s transmission scroll and smiling wryly.

The girl had come to visit again.

Standing up, Lin Xuan walked out of his cave dwelling. Thirty years had passed, but she looked the same as when they first met; it was not uncommon for women cultivators to have anti-aging effects.

Now, Su Ru was a Core Formation中期 cultivator, and Chang Hu and Jingxu had also reached Core Formation stage with Lin Xuan's help. They wouldn't have been able to even attempt such cultivation without his assistance.

"Comrade Fellow Daoist Su, what is it?"

"Why can’t you come see me when you're not busy?" Her expression showed a hint of displeasure before she smiled: "Brother, I have some news about the waste pill room."
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"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's face immediately showed interest. After thirty years of潜伏, he was well aware of everything about the Cloud Concealing Sect.

Compared to other sects and clans he had previously encountered, this sect indeed seemed extremely powerful, but that wasn't unusual; the Nascent Dragon World and the Eastern Sea were fundamentally different levels.

Although the Golden Core Peak had declined, it referred to daoists at the Profound Dao level. Some of them were in a transitional phase, but the miscellaneous arts, such as alchemy, were not affected by this decline. The Cloud Concealing Sect's supply of medicinal pills was always managed by that lineage.

Of course, alchemy wasn't easy. Moreover, the more precious the pill, the harder it was to produce. For example, pills that increased one’s strength during the Separation and Union stage had a success rate of less than ten percent; those for the Profound Dao level were even worse, with many天才地宝 being wasted.

Waste Pills were useless items, but they couldn't be discarded after spending so much precious material on them. Therefore, a special warehouse was built to store these waste pills.

This situation mirrored that of Drifting Cloud Valley in the past, but the types and quantities of waste pills here were incomparable.

In others' eyes, waste pills were useless; yet for Lin Xuan, they held value. Given his nature, he wouldn't leave a treasure mountain empty-handed.

Lin Xuan naturally had his sights set on this situation.

After all, advancing to the Profound Dao stage made cultivation particularly difficult. Thirty years passed with little progress in his cultivation, though not entirely stagnant.

"Brother's assistant in the Waste Pills Room usually has no benefits. Why bother choosing a position that’s hard and unrewarding?" Su Ru's voice was somewhat puzzled but filled with concern.

"I have my reasons for doing this, don't worry; I won’t be at a loss."

"Oh."

The girl nodded. Over these thirty years, she had seen Lin Xuan's achievements and was convinced of his worth, so she no longer urged him to reconsider.

"Since that’s the case, come with me, Brother. Everything in the Waste Pills Room is already arranged."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. The two then displayed their abilities and flew towards the Golden Core Peak.

The path wasn't crowded; they only met a few disciples from their own peak. Things were going smoothly until they approached their destination, where a brilliant light suddenly appeared.

Lin Xuan looked ahead and saw a young man in fine attire.

"It’s Luo Yunjie from Sword Heaven Peak."

Disgust flashed across Su Ru's face, but she still had to stop her遁光.

"Master Uncle, I’ve come to pay my respects."

"Luo Yunjie?"

Lin Xuan stood with his hands clasped. In his mind, he quickly recalled the information about this person; Su Ru had mentioned him before.

This man was said to be a renowned talent among the younger generation of the Cloud Concealing Sect, having condensed his Golden Core at just fifty years old. His cultivation speed was indeed astonishing, but that only scratched the surface. Here in the Nascent Dragon World, where spiritual resources were far more abundant than on the mortal world, and considering he was a direct descendant of Sword Heaven Peak's vice peak master, it wasn’t surprising.

With an old monster behind him helping for fifty years to enter the Condensation Core stage, it wasn't much to brag about.

However, Luo Yunjie was arrogant and domineering. While this wasn’t uncommon among daoists who bullied the weak and feared the strong, he had a powerful ancestor backing him up.

Lower-ranking daoists often suffered but couldn’t retaliate, so they just accepted their fate.

Unfortunately, his eyes weren't sharp enough; he provoked someone unworthy of his attention.

Luo Yunjie was extremely lecherous. Since seeing Su Ru a few months ago, he had been pestering her frequently, despite already having a dual cultivation partner and wanting to make her his concubine.

Su Ru naturally refused, but his status made it difficult for her to escape his纠缠.

Lin Xuan had heard the young girl complain about this before and thought of helping her deal with this annoying playboy. He hadn’t expected Luo Yunjie to come looking for trouble so soon.

A cold smile curled at Lin Xuan's lips.

"Ah, it’s Master Apprentice Su. You look even prettier since we last met."

This guy was indeed smooth-talking; his gaze almost drooled as he looked at Su Ru: "How about it? What do you think of my suggestion from yesterday? Just follow me and enjoy all the luxuries—no more looking over your shoulder."

—

His voice was filled with temptation. He knew that life for Golden Core Peak disciples wasn’t easy, often mocked by daoists from other lineages.

"Master Uncle’s good intentions don't interest me in becoming someone else's concubine," Su Ru said coldly. This little girl had a straightforward personality; she didn't bother with pretense.

"What…?" Luo Yunjie was furious. He was used to being the center of attention, so being publicly humiliated like this was unbearable.

Lin Xuan sighed. This little girl truly lacked tact. Now that things had reached this point, he couldn’t just sit back and watch; otherwise, she would suffer consequences.

Seeing Luo Yunjie about to lose his temper, Lin Xuan spoke first: "Sister, Master Ancestor Wan specifically requested you. He has something important to discuss with you. If we stay here any longer, the master will be angry."

Lin Xuan's so-called "Master Ancestor Wan" was the acting peak master of the Golden Core Peak, a late-stage Separation and Union daoist with considerable strength. Although Luo Yunjie was a playboy, he couldn’t afford to offend him.

Luo Yunjie gritted his teeth in hatred but stepped aside, unable to block their path any longer.

"This guy is truly dim-witted; he’s easily fooled."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself before pulling Su Ru's sleeve: "Sister, let’s go."

The girl's face was full of resentment, but Lin Xuan didn’t care. Flies were annoying, though, so his right hand slipped into his sleeve as a finger lightly tapped, sending a thread of qi into Luo Yunjie without warning.

Lin Xuan had no soft spot for enemies; with this hidden move, Luo Yunjie wouldn't face any issues if he did nothing. However, the moment he started meditating, he would inevitably fall into madness.

Even a Profound Dao daoist couldn’t detect anything amiss.

As a daoist, he couldn’t avoid meditation, so his fate was sealed.

"Brother, you're lying; that Luo will eventually discover it and cause you trouble," Su Ru said uneasily.

"Don't worry; I have my plan. Sister, don’t be concerned either; she won’t bother you again."

Su Ru didn’t take Lin Xuan’s words seriously, thinking he was just comforting her.

Soon, they arrived at their destination.
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第两千零九十五章 废丹大收获

"Is this the Senior Brother Lin?"

A monkey-faced cultivator stepped out from a building in front. His face was filled with flattery. After all, those assigned to manage the Waste Pill Room were usually individuals without much future prospects. Since he had become a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, it had been thirty years and he hadn't made any progress.

In other words, his path of cultivation seemed to have ended here. Within the sect, he was naturally not very favored.

Today, he heard that a respected senior brother from the sect would be coming to work in this place as well. He thought it must be a joke.

But unexpectedly, it turned out to be true. So, he hurriedly came out to greet him. Although he didn't know what Senior Brother Lin was thinking, befriending such an influential figure could only benefit him.

"Senior Sister, this Li Junior Brother has been working in the Waste Pill Room for over a decade. If you have any questions or doubts, just ask him," said the cultivator.

"Mmm, alright." The voice sounded calm and composed.

The monkey-faced cultivator's expression changed as he appeared before them. He looked to be around thirty years old. Lin frowned.

"You! It can't be... A mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator could not have uncovered my concealment technique," said the monkey-faced cultivator, his eyes wide with shock.

Lin's brows tightened. "You are right. But you should know that a mere Foundation Establishment stage cultivator like me cannot see through your concealment."

The monkey-faced cultivator looked even more surprised. "Why would I want to steal the Waste Pills of the Core Formation stage? You must be here for something else, right?"

Lin's expression turned cold. "Then what do you intend to do? Are you also planning on stealing the Waste Pills?"

"Indeed... Surprisingly, Senior Brother Lin is quite open about it," said the monkey-faced cultivator.

The other man was taken aback and a killing intent emerged from his face. "Since our intentions are the same, I won't hesitate to deal with you."

Before he could finish speaking, he flicked his sleeves, and grayish-white corpse energy rushed out, enveloping him. His body suddenly grew three feet taller, transforming into a hulking figure.

"Impossible... You're a Core Formation stage cultivator. Why would such an advanced cultivator be here?" the corpse asked in shock.

"You are right. A mere late-stage Core Formation cultivative cannot see through my concealment," Lin said with a surprised tone. "So, your true form is also at the Core Formation stage?"

Lin's hand didn't stop as he spoke. The corpse's face was filled with fear. Black light flashed and a shadow shot out from his head.

"Even if you are at the Core Formation stage, a mere fragment of soul cannot escape me. How naive..."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin flicked his left hand, and a greenish霞light shot out, enveloping him. Unfortunately, with just a small fragment of soul, there was no way to use Soul Pulling Technique. A burst of fire light from Lin's hand turned the corpse into nothingness.

Without the fragment of soul, the corpse's eyes lifelessly fell to the ground.

Lin smiled sarcastically. "Thanks to this friend, I won't be suspected." He waved his hand and released the corpse. It was smashed against the禁制光幕 with a loud bang.

A series of sparks jumped out, burning it into ashes.

Satisfied, Lin quickly removed all the restrictions and plundered the Waste Pills suitable for Core Formation stage cultivators.

"Ha, someone is already taking the blame. Might as well go all out..." said Lin to himself.

He returned and took all the Waste Pills suitable for late-stage Core Formation, Condensation Core, even Foundation Establishment stages. After all, he had enough storage space in his spatial ring to hold them all.

The whole process, though complex when described, only took less than half a cup of tea. Satisfied with his work, Lin left without further delay.
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Fire cannot be concealed by paper. Half a day later, the matter of the waste pills room being plundered finally came to light.

At the peak of the Golden Core Peak in a certain pavilion, several cultivators gathered and were discussing something.

These cultivators had both men and women, with varying ages, but their cultivation levels all reached the Separation Stage. Although the Golden Core Peak was declining and currently lacked Core Formation cultivators, there were still quite a few individuals at the Separation Stage.

There weren't just these few people present; most were in seclusion for intensive cultivation. The seven or eight here were due to their responsibilities, which required them to handle daily affairs of the peak.

Seated at the head was an elderly man dressed in gray clothes, who had reached the late Separation Stage. Although his appearance was withered and gaunt, his eyes sparkled with vitality. This was none other than the acting Peak Master of the Golden Core Peak—Master Wan, who Lin Xuan once used to scare Luo Yunjie.

"Regarding the matter of the waste pills room, do any of you have thoughts on it?" The elderly man withered face swept over the crowd and he slowly spoke.

"Hmph. This is obvious. The corpse left behind in the waste pills room was clearly a member of our sect, but it had been possessed by a substitute devilish corpse technique. Looking at the entire Frost Heaven Prefecture, only the Heavenly Corpse Sect would have such a vicious secret technique. Could anyone else from other sects frame us with this?" A man with a waxy yellow complexion spoke indignantly. He was an intermediate Separation Stage cultivator and seemed to be of a short temper.

"Brother Qiang has a point. The substitute devilish corpse technique is the Heavenly Corpse Sect's exclusive secret, and no other cultivators could possibly imitate it even if they wanted to," another elderly man with a white face stroked his beard as he spoke.

"The two brothers have spoken well. However, given that the opponent can use such a secret technique, their cultivation level likely won't be weaker than ours. They might even be a Core Formation elder. Why would they stealthily infiltrate our sect just to steal waste pills? Moreover, why leave a corpse here. Don’t you find this strange?" The Wan cultivator's eyes flashed with sharpness as he questioned the oddity.

"Indeed..."

The other Separation Stage cultivators exchanged glances. This matter was indeed peculiar and even seemed full of mystery. However, due to too few clues, they could only speculate wildly here.

Silence prevailed for a moment.

"Have we interrogated all the disciples guarding the waste pills room? Were any suspicious?" Seeing that the atmosphere had become tense, the Wan cultivator changed his question.

"No, there are twenty-one disciples guarding the waste pills room. Apart from the one possessed, I personally interrogated the other twenty. The latest among them has been in our sect for over ten years and shows no signs of anything amiss," the man with a waxy yellow complexion replied.

"The technique 'Questioning Heart' that Brother Mo cultivates is extremely mysterious. Even Core Formation cultivators might not be able to deceive you. Since he says there's nothing wrong, it should indeed be fine," the Wan cultivator stroked his beard.

"However..." The man with a waxy yellow complexion revealed an odd expression on his face.

"What? Could Brother Mo have discovered something amiss?" The Wan cultivator asked curiously.

"It can't really be said to be amiss. However, as for your esteemed brothers, you should know that the disciples in charge of the waste pills room are usually those with poor prospects and little promise. But this time, it's different. Among these twenty, there is a disciple named Lin Xuan who entered thirty years ago as an unaffiliated cultivator and has now reached late Foundation Establishment stage. Logically speaking, his future should be bright, but he applied to manage the waste pills room," the man with a waxy yellow complexion continued.

"Thirty years to reach late Foundation Establishment in our sect without any help from elders? What could he possibly need to do at the waste pills room?" A look of surprise flashed across the Wan cultivator's face.

"I asked him, and this disciple said it was because the waste pills room is relatively quiet," the man with a waxy yellow complexion continued. "Quiet does make sense as an excuse. Brother Mo, have you thoroughly examined this disciple for any other issues?"

"No. I probed several times but found nothing amiss. Then I sent two disciples to secretly monitor him. Lin Xuan has been in seclusion and hasn't interacted with the outside world," the man with a waxy yellow complexion said.

Before he could finish, a light laugh sounded from beside them. A woman dressed in white robes spoke up: "Brother Mo really went all out by sending two Core Formation disciples to monitor a late Foundation Establishment cultivator. Don’t you find that too amusing?"

"I...," the man with a waxy yellow complexion turned red as his two direct disciples had also shown reluctance when assigned this task.

Monitoring a Foundation Establishment cultivator with Core Formation ones was indeed somewhat absurd.

"Alright, it's an extraordinary time now. Brother Mo’s arrangement is cautious and without fault; there’s nothing to criticize," the Wan cultivator said from the side.

Clearly, as acting Peak Master, he still had considerable influence among his peers. Hearing this, the other cultivators fell silent.

After a moment:

"Brother Wan, according to your judgment, what should we do now?" The white-faced cultivator pondered and spoke up.

"Although we don’t know the true intentions of the opponent, since it involves Core Formation cultivators from the Heavenly Corpse Sect, this is beyond our sect’s ability to handle. We must report this matter to the main sect for them to make a decision," the Wan cultivator said slowly.

"Reporting it? The other four peaks might spread idle gossip. Besides, although we excel in alchemy techniques, the resources of medicinal pills are shared by the entire sect. With all our waste pills plundered, the other four peaks won’t let this go easily. Who will bear the responsibility?" The woman in a palace robe raised her eyebrows and clearly disapproved.

"I understand Sister’s concerns, but fire cannot be concealed by paper. This matter has already been influenced by the Heavenly Corpse Sect, beyond our control. Hiding it would only make things worse. As for the responsibility... It's just some waste pills; I’ll take full responsibility," the Wan cultivator said.

"Brother, you can’t do that. The waste pills room isn’t your responsibility. How can you bear the blame?" the woman asked.

"How? Should we let a group of Foundation Establishment cultivators shoulder the blame and risk offending the other four branches?"

"But...," "Enough, don't say any more. Let’s put this aside for now. Brother Mo, follow me to Sword Peak to explain the situation. The rest of you stay at home and be vigilant; don’t give our enemies any openings."

"Your command."

The Wan cultivator and the man with a waxy yellow complexion then revealed their true forms and flew out of the pavilion. Watching them depart, the white-faced cultivator sighed.

"Brother, what’s wrong?"

"I’m thinking that Brother Wan's mission won’t be smooth. The direct descendant of Old Man Luo from Sword Peak had an accident during cultivation and has died. Old Man Luo has been in a rage for days," @.
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The theft from the Waste Pills Room had caused a significant commotion on Golden Core Peak, potentially leading to conflicts between Cloud Conceal Sect and Heavenly Corpse Sect, two major cultivation sects. However, this was of little concern to Lin Xuan at the moment. He instructed his avatar to stay in his cave while he silently made his way to the peak's absolute summit.

This place was a forbidden area within their lineage, with only a few miles around it occupied by him alone.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he looked at the misty sea before him, which seemed endless and vast. Of course, this was actually an array of restrictions; until he fully understood its workings, he dared not venture in rashly.

It wasn't out of fear that the restriction itself would harm him, but because he didn't want to draw attention from other cultivators.

Lin Xuan had come here for a purpose. He had been潜伏ing at Cloud Conceal Sect for over thirty years and knew everything about it inside out.

Like their cultivation sects' rules, the higher one's status within the sect, the better the spirit veins they received.

This was not unusual; the Spirit-Clear Mist Sea was meant for Golden Core Peak's peak toxins and the various Cave Profound Period elders to meditate in.

When this lineage was at its prime, dozens of Cave Profound Period existences would establish their cave dwellings here. However, now that Golden Core Peak was experiencing a period of decline, no one had reached the Cave Profound stage for over a century.

The difficulty lay in breaking through the restriction without making any noise. If not for his proficiency with array techniques, Lin Xuan wouldn't have dared to attempt it.

He didn't act rashly but instead activated his Divine Eye of Celestial Phoenix, pushing its capabilities to their limit.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan lowered his head and rubbed his temples, a hint of fatigue appearing on his face. This divine eye technique was quite energy-consuming.

However, he had finally discerned some clues. The strength of the mist sea fluctuated in cycles; if one could seize the right moment, they should be able to slip through unnoticed.

Of course, this change was extremely subtle and would not be detected by ordinary spiritual senses. Only the Divine Eye of Celestial Phoenix could perceive it, but even then, it wasn't easy.

After a brief rest, Lin Xuan's eyes glowed again…

Suddenly, his expression changed as he raised his right hand, producing a loud tearing sound as a green sword energy sliced through the air. The sword energy was perfectly timed and positioned to neither break the restriction nor tear open a gap in the mist.

A path wide enough for one person appeared, and Lin Xuan flashed into it. Before him, dense mist rushed forward; his eyes still glowed with silver light as he waved his sleeves, slicing another sword energy through the air.

The mist sea split again, though the passage was narrow, allowing Lin Xuan to step inside. He continued waving his hand, slicing out a series of sword energies.

In this manner, using the Divine Eye of Celestial Phoenix to locate the array's nodes and cutting through with sword energy, he finally entered the center of the mist sea after eighty-one sword slices.

Boom!

A light halo flashed past him as the mist sea cleared. In front was an open valley surrounded by dense bamboo groves, with a thick layer of spirit energy rushing towards him.

Just breathing it in felt refreshing.

Lin Xuan surveyed this idyllic place; this was where the Cave Profound Period existences on Golden Core Peak practiced. Not bad at all. The rumors weren't exaggerated; the concentration of spirit energy here would definitely result in twice the effort for half the results.

Moreover, it was safe. Although there were many Separation Stage cultivators on Golden Core Peak, they wouldn't break through anytime soon due to the bottleneck between Separation and Cave Profound stages, which Lin Xuan himself had experienced.

He could now settle down and focus on his cultivation.

Lin Xuan entered a deeper part of the valley without needing to establish a cave dwelling. He simply chose an existing one from those left by previous Cave Profound Period existences.

He used his spiritual sense to search but found no treasures. Lin Xuan didn't show any disappointment, for contentment was a virtue.

After cleaning it up, he settled in.

Time passed swiftly as Lin Xuan immersed himself in rigorous cultivation.

Once again, he returned to the undisturbed life of cultivation.

Taking medicine and meditating; before that, he needed to refine the waste pills using Star Sea first.

Cave Profound level waste pills had no effect with their blue light points, while silver light points were consumable, producing a maximum of three per day.

Though it seemed like less, the more powerful medicinal pills became rarer as one progressed. Other Cave Profound Period elders, even those from prestigious sects, would be secretly delighted if they could consume one every ten days or so.

Compared to them, Lin Xuan was fortunate and content. If not for the insufficient number of silver light points, he could have refined more. Due to low yield, waste pills far outnumbered finished ones, and with the sect's million-year accumulation, there were plenty of waste pills sufficient for his generous consumption.

Lin Xuan wasn't stingy with medicinal pills; the abundant spirit energy here made his cultivation extremely smooth. However, he didn't rush to refine his main core to Saint-grade. His cultivation was from easy to difficult, starting by letting his second core and demon nucleus advance to Cave Profound.

Since his main core had already reached the Cave Profound stage, there would be no bottlenecks for his second core and demon nucleus; as long as he could muster the strength, they would naturally enter the Cave Profound realm.

However, this process was not simple. It took Lin Xuan nearly seventy years to complete before both cores entered the Cave Profound realm.

This gave him a qualitative leap in power, but Lin Xuan remained unsatisfied. He had thought himself strong until he saw the True Spirit; now he realized how limited his vision was compared to true great cultivators who could easily annihilate him with a wave of their hand.

Lin Xuan harbored a grudge and decided this time to deepen his cultivation.

Of course, during these seventy years, Lin Xuan didn't stay in the Spirit-Clear Mist Sea all the time; he also went out for fresh air occasionally.

Even for cultivators, that wasn't short at all. Many low-level cultivators had grown up, with Su Ru and Chang Hu both condensing their Golden Core. However, the somewhat dull Daoist Jingxu met his demise during a conflict with Heavenly Corpse Sect's cultivators while out.

When Lin Xuan learned of this news, he was deeply saddened; in the cultivation world, opportunities and dangers coexisted.

Speaking of Heavenly Corpse Sect, its strength didn't lag behind Cloud Conceal Sect. However, its main headquarters wasn't in Chu State but Wei State, ranking among the top five sects in Tian Shuang Prefecture.

This sect practiced Ghost Dao, focusing on controlling corpses, making them formidable opponents. Previously, they had maintained a non-interference policy with Cloud Conceal Sect, but since the theft of waste pills from Golden Core Peak seventy years ago, tensions between the two sects had escalated. Although there were no large-scale conflicts, many covert actions had taken place.

If any cultivator fell alone, they would be attacked and killed by the other side.

As time passed, their contradictions deepened.

However, this was of no concern to Lin Xuan; he cared more about his fellow cultivators around him. Seventy years had passed, but Golden Core Peak still hadn't produced a Cave Profound Period cultivator, leaving its disciples disheartened.

For Lin Xuan, it was good news as it meant no one would disturb his cultivation here.

Although both cores and the demon nucleus had entered the Cave Profound realm, Lin Xuan remained unsatisfied; he believed in controlling his own destiny. The appearance of True Spirit had completely sobered him up.

Lin Xuan continued with his monotonous life of taking medicine and meditating. Three hundred years passed quickly.

One morning, the weather was clear and cloudless, everything seemed fine. However, after noon, the sun inexplicably dimmed, and within a thousand miles around, the primordial energy from all directions converged towards Golden Core Peak.

This was a sign of a cultivator's advancement, and given its scale, it should be at the Cave Profound stage.
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As time passed, the sky grew increasingly overcast. At the peak of Golden Core Peak, a series of colorful auspicious clouds appeared one after another.

A dense array of light points stretched endlessly across the horizon, representing the gathering of heaven and earth's primordial energy from within a thousand-mile radius. These energies then vanished into the clouds, creating an imposing spectacle that was grand in scale.

After a moment, these clouds merged into one, forming a vast expanse that seemed to stretch like an ocean.

Such a grand display naturally stirred the entire Cloud Concealment Sect.

A brilliant rainbow emerged as thousands of cultivators left their dwellings and gazed up at this magnificent scene. Low-ranking cultivators were dumbfounded, completely unaware of what was happening.

However, those above the婴 stage had much broader perspectives. Their expressions were one of shock and envy; such a powerful aura and grand spectacle clearly indicated that an elder was about to advance in cultivation!

This rare sight offered great benefits if one could gain insight from it. Thus, apart from those who were meditating for life-and-death trials, all other cultivators put down their work and focused entirely on Golden Core Peak.

On the main peak of Spirit Beast Peak, in a cave filled with dense primordial energy, an elderly man with white beard was practicing breathing exercises while sitting in meditation. He suddenly raised his head, showing signs of surprise and suspicion.

Without hesitation, he left his dwelling, gazing at the imposing celestial spectacle above. He rubbed his forehead and muttered to himself: "How is this possible? The scale of this phenomenon far exceeds what a cultivator advancing from the Profound Void Lower Stage would cause. Golden Core Peak has no Profound Void Initial Stage cultivators; how could it possibly advance to the Intermediate stage?"

"Something strange is happening!"

On the sheer cliff at the peak, a palace-dressed woman stood, gazing intently at the celestial spectacle with her brows furrowed in disbelief.

On Spirit Sword Peak, several Profound Void cultivators gathered together, whispering about this eerie phenomenon.

At Golden Core Peak, chaos reigned supreme. The sight of a cultivator's advancement had caused such an impressive display, but never before to such a degree.

The disciples on Golden Core Peak looked up at the colorful auspicious clouds with expressions of shock, confusion, and doubt. It was difficult to describe their reactions uniformly in words.

They had no idea what was happening.

This included Chang Hu and Su Ru. While it might be human nature to watch the spectacle, even cultivators couldn't escape this instinct. At the peak of Golden Core Peak, thousands of cultivators gathered; if not for restrictions, they would have already rushed into the Spirit Clear Mist Sea to investigate.

With so many people present, various rumors spread, and the most outlandish stories were believed. Yet, no consensus was reached in a short time.

Three hundred years later, Chang Hu and Su Ru had both advanced to the early婴 stage.

"Junior sister, My will has also arrived."

"Mm, Senior Brother Chang, have you seen Lin Xuan?"

"No," Chang Hu shook his head. "Lin Xian is like a dragon's tail; I've only seen him a few times in these hundreds of years as he seems to be constantly engaged in arduous cultivation."

A look of admiration flashed across Chang Hu’s eyes. While most cultivators were accustomed to monotonous meditation, those who could maintain such rigorous practices for centuries were rare indeed and often went on to achieve greater success.

But admiration was useless; this kind of perseverance was beyond the ordinary.

As they discussed, several brilliant rainbows appeared in their line of sight.

The light dissipated, revealing a group of Separation Stage cultivators from Golden Core Peak. At the forefront stood an elderly man who looked like he had withered away, now even more robust. He was just one step away from reaching the Profound Void stage.

He scanned his surroundings and noticed the large gathering of cultivators. His expression turned displeased: "Disciples, listen up. Return to your dwellings and do not act without permission until further notice; otherwise, you will face the sect's rules."

"Yes!"

The cultivators, though inwardly displeased, followed the strict hierarchy of the cultivation world and bowed before departing.

"Junior brothers, what do you think?"

"Judging from the celestial spectacle, it should be a Profound Void stage cultivator advancing," said the man with a waxy yellow complexion, his voice heavy with solemnity.

"That's right. But this peak has no Profound Void cultivators; who could possibly have entered the Spirit Clear Mist Sea?" The elderly man’s voice carried an anxious tone. This was one of their sect's most important restricted areas; how could outsiders enter without anyone noticing?

The others remained silent, equally puzzled by the situation.

Before they could reach a conclusion, another brilliant rainbow appeared from afar. Soon after, it dissipated, revealing the vice headmaster of Spirit Sword Peak.

"Uncle Senior."

The Separation Stage cultivators from Golden Core Peak bowed respectfully. Although the five peaks were not under one command, there was still a hierarchy between them.

"Never mind!"

Luo Tianheng waved his hand; he was the ancestor of Luo Yunjie and bore a striking resemblance to him. However, Luo Tianheng looked much older with a weathered expression that indicated his late-stage Profound Void status.

Spirit Sword Peak dominated the five peaks, focusing solely on sword cultivation, which was widely recognized as superior to other cultivators of similar rank.

Luo Tianheng frowned at the strange phenomenon before him. The spectacle of advancing to the Profound Void Intermediate stage was even more impressive than his own experience. Had he misunderstood something? Who could possibly be undergoing a trial for that stage?

Just as he was about to speak, another brilliant light appeared from afar. It turned out that the heads of Spirit Artifact Peak and Array Peak had also arrived.

The head of Spirit Artifact Peak was an elderly man in formal attire; the head of Array Peak was a palace-dressed woman; while the representative from Spirit Beast Peak was a peculiar-looking bald man with bare feet, wearing animal skin.

"Salutations, seniors."

The Separation Stage cultivators from Golden Core Peak exchanged glances and bowed. Originally, this matter belonged to their own peak, but now so many elders had arrived from the other four peaks, leaving them somewhat at a loss.

"Uncle Senior Wan, what's going on? If I remember correctly, no one in your group has advanced to Profound Void; how could there be a cultivator undergoing that stage's trial in Spirit Clear Mist Sea? Did you secretly allow others into the sect?" The palace-dressed woman, with a fiery temper, began questioning them immediately.

"Of course not. Senior Sister, you must have misunderstood," the elderly man quickly explained.
第两千零九十九章 进阶洞玄中期

Not you guys, who else could it be? Could there possibly be a cultivator daring enough to sneak into our Cloud Conceal Sect?" The fair lady in court attire frowned her eyebrows and exuded an aura of malevolence.

"Junior Sister Liu, please don't get angry just yet. In my opinion," this matter has nothing to do with Junior Brother Wan and his companions." The Daoist elder from the Artifact Peak sighed and furrowed his brows as well, showing a hint of helplessness.

"Oh, Senior Brother Wu, why do you say so?"

"Spirit Clear Mist Sea is the source of the Golden Core Peak's spirit veins. It’s such an important place; even if Junior Brother Wan and his companions have the audacity to enter, they wouldn’t dare risk it, right? They would surely fear inviting retribution from the two senior elders for treason."

"Senior Brother Wu makes a valid point. But what about those five-colored auspicious clouds?"

"These are unusual phenomena because there must be an Inner Profound cultivator pushing through their limits inside. However, if someone did intrude into Spirit Clear Mist Sea, it might not have been Junior Brother Wan and his companions who let them in."

"Humph! Even if outsiders snuck in, Junior Brother Wan and company would still be responsible for the oversight."

The fair lady's expression softened slightly but she persisted. "Let’s discuss responsibility later. Senior Brother Wu, what do you think we should do?"

The Daoist elder had a shrewd plan. After this gathering of heaven and earth energy dissipates, even if the cultivator self-destructs, the damage would be within acceptable limits.

"Your words make sense. We can wait here for now,"

The others nodded in agreement; the Daoist elder’s suggestion was sound. A mere Inner Profound cultivator couldn’t possibly cause any trouble.

"Look, it's changing."

Before Ro Tianheng could finish speaking, the other cultivators also raised their heads to see the five-colored auspicious clouds swirling and transforming into a massive vortex. The diameter of the vortex was over a hundred feet, with no bottom in sight, and nearby heaven and earth energy accelerated towards its center.

The range affected by this phenomenon extended far beyond a thousand miles, expanding tenfold. The heaven and earth energy condensed into various sized five-colored light balls, rushing into the vortex.

"Is... is that it?" The cultivators from the Cloud Conceal Sect were all taken aback; they were well-versed in such matters.

"If I hadn’t seen this with my own eyes, I wouldn't have believed an Inner Profound cultivator could advance to Middle Profound just like that," the fair lady said, visibly shocked as she exhaled.

"Indeed. When I advanced from late-stage to final-stage back then, the density of heaven and earth energy was far less than this." Ro Tianheng sighed.

"It seems this guy isn't an ordinary cultivator. We should be cautious when he emerges,"

The Daoist elder warned.

However, Lin Xuan’s face showed no trace of excitement. This breakthrough was purely accidental. It sounded absurd, but it was the truth. After three hundred years of relentless cultivation, his main yin essence had indeed reached the threshold for advancing to Middle Profound, but he hadn’t sought this breakthrough; he wanted his power to stabilize further.

Moreover, this wasn't an ideal place for advancement because breaking through a bottleneck would attract massive celestial phenomena, and that could expose him. The Cloud Conceal Sect was not something to be trifled with; there were even senior monsters at the Spirit Concentration realm. If they demanded clarification, it wouldn’t end well.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s initial plan was to strengthen his power here before seeking a new spirit land for advancement. However, this plan had already been overtaken by events.

Today, he sat in meditation as usual. At first, everything went smoothly, but halfway through, the energy inexplicably lost control.

Maniacal possession?

Lin Xuan was alarmed and quickly calmed himself, gathering the errant spirit energy within his meridians. After two hours of effort, he managed to stabilize the situation. He breathed a sigh of relief, only for the next development to leave him speechless. The Middle Profound bottleneck had begun to break on its own.

Fortunate misfortune!

In another time and place, Lin Xuan would have been overjoyed, but now, he was at a loss. He hadn’t intended to advance here.

What could be done? He might as well go with the flow.

As for how the Cloud Conceal Sect would react to this celestial phenomenon, Lin Xuan didn't care; he was in a bind and had no choice but to act.

Bang!

A loud explosion sounded from within the vortex. Five columns of light, each about ten feet wide, shot out into the cloud sea.

The mist dispersed, revealing the scene. More light columns followed.

Technically, these weren’t attacks; each column was composed of pure heaven and earth energy.

They entered Lin Xuan’s body directly to his dantian.

It had an effect similar to the Easy Classic Washing Essence, but that didn't mean there were no dangers. The intensity of this Easy Classic Washing Essence could easily go wrong, especially with such dense and abundant heaven and earth energy, which was a heavy burden on a cultivator's body.

Like overeating, too much heaven and earth energy could potentially cause the body to collapse. If Lin Xuan couldn’t handle it, his physical form might also disintegrate.

This process was full of opportunities but also risks.

A barrage of light columns fell like raindrops into the sky. The cultivators from the five peaks of the Cloud Conceal Sect turned pale; they were well aware that such intensity would be unbearable for them.

"Old man, I roughly estimated just now," this heaven and earth energy density is at least seven to eight times greater than when I advanced to middle-stage." The Daoist elder’s voice carried with shock.

"Senior Brother Wu's estimate is correct. But it’s too strange; such intensity of Easy Classic Washing Essence, ordinary cultivators wouldn’t be able to withstand it, their bodies would collapse long ago," the fair lady echoed.

The other two had similar expressions. Such a thing couldn't be believed unless witnessed firsthand.

However, they didn’t know that for Lin Xuan, this advancement was unusually easy. It was just another Easy Classic Washing Essence; his physical strength could handle such intensity without issue.

Lin Xuan’s body had been tempered through countless trials and tribulations. Even if the energy concentration increased several times, it would be nothing to him.

This advancement was particularly opportune for Lin Xuan.

Half an hour passed quickly.

The vortex stopped spraying light columns, replaced by a fierce five-colored hurricane that surged into his meditation cave like a whale drinking water.

"It’s almost over; he must have advanced successfully. Even if we don’t know his background, this guy isn’t an ordinary cultivator. We should be cautious and not underestimate him," the Daoist elder said seriously.

"Senior Brother Wu, you can rest assured; we will handle it carefully. But he is just a newly promoted Middle Profound cultivator at most. There’s no need to make a big fuss over nothing." The bald man shook his head and spoke.

As time passed, all the heaven and earth energy gathered above converged into Lin Xuan's meditation cave. The sky cleared again, returning to its usual tranquility.

Nothing seemed to have happened, but the expressions of the Inner Profound cultivators from the Cloud Conceal Sect grew more serious. He must be emerging now.

Inside his cave.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes.

He raised his hand and looked at it; it appeared slightly whiter than before.

Advancing to Middle Profound had an Easy Classic Washing Essence effect, as described in the classics. This was indeed the easiest advancement for him with no risk involved, like water flowing into a channel.

However, the biggest trouble lay ahead.

Even though Lin Xuan was pushing through his bottleneck, he knew that this massive celestial phenomenon had already alarmed the Cloud Conceal Sect’s cultivators. With several Inner Profound cultivators guarding outside, Lin Xuan wasn’t concerned; with his strength, he could easily break free from their encirclement. But don't forget, the Cloud Conceal Sect also had two Spirit Concentration cultivators. Against such a formidable old monster, Lin Xuan was unsure of himself.

Moreover, after hundreds of years of cultivation in the Cloud Conceal Sect, it felt like leaving paradise. The choice between fighting or negotiating was difficult; it wasn’t up to him anyway.
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Unexpected advancement was successful, but the troubles that followed had Lin Xuan frowning. After a moment's thought, however, his expression relaxed.

"Good fortune or misfortune, it can't be avoided!"

Worrying here would serve no purpose; better to go out and see what could be done.

Harmony is always best; the least we should do is avoid conflict if possible. Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't a coward; he wouldn't shy away from action if forced.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and rose to his feet.

Having just advanced, he hadn’t even stabilized his realm yet. But now was not the time for such considerations. Lin Xuan knew that if he didn't make an appearance soon, they would come barging in.

Once action is taken, things will become much more complicated.

Outside, several Core Formation Stage cultivators from Cloud Concealment Sect did not deploy any treasures but their wary expressions were clear to see. They had all witnessed the astonishing celestial phenomena just now and didn't underestimate the cultivator who advanced. The few old monsters looked like they were in a state of war readiness.

"Senior Brother Wu, should we charge in?"

The woman with an official-style attire combed her hair; her temperament was indeed as fiery as her appearance suggested.

"Not to worry, Sister Lin," said the elderly man dressed in Daoist robes. "A duck that's cooked won't fly away."

Before he could finish speaking, a faint green light flickered and a figure appeared in the扭曲 of the Spirit Clearing Mist Sea above.

The figure looked no more than twenty years old with an extremely ordinary appearance.

His gaze swept over Lin Xuan’s face; the Core Formation Stage old monsters widened their eyes. Although one can't judge a book by its cover, these old monsters were still disappointed that this person's appearance was far from what they expected. They had imagined someone much more domineering and powerful, but here he stood, utterly ordinary.

If not for his aura, Lin Xuan would indeed be a Core Formation中期 cultivator; the others almost thought they had made a mistake in identification.

The reaction of the other party caught Lin Xuan’s attention, causing him to frown. But soon after, his expression relaxed and regained its composure.

With a flicker of green light, Lin Xuan flew over.

The Core Formation Stage cultivators from Cloud Concealment Sect did not want to be outdone; they formed a line to meet him.

They stopped about thirty feet apart.

"Xianjun Lin, I've come to greet you. I borrowed your sect's spiritual land for cultivation and failed to inform you beforehand. If there are any offenses, please bear with me," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he bowed slightly.

This matter was indeed his fault; hence, he lowered his stance, adhering to the principle that one should not strike a smiling face.

The other party had come to seek retribution, and Lin Xuan's actions were unexpected. The Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators exchanged glances but soon heard an astonished voice.

"Hey, it’s you?"

"How could it be, Junior Disciple Jiang, do you know this person?" the Daoist-robed elder turned his head, his eyes flashing with curiosity as he spoke.

"I report to Senior Uncle that I have indeed met him. Three hundred years ago, there was an incident in the Waste Pill Room. I was ordered to manage and investigate the disciples there at the time; he was only a late-stage Foundation Establishment then. How..."

The speaker was a Separation-Union Stage cultivator from Golden Core Peak, his face pale with shock. It was hard to imagine that such a lowly disciple had now become someone worthy of respect.

"Three hundred years? It's impossible for one to advance from Foundation Establishment to Core Formation."

After hearing the words of the Jiang cultivator, the old monsters took a deep breath and immediately expressed their doubt. No matter how one advanced, it was impossible to do so at such an incredible speed; it was too absurd.

There must be a limit to everything; even if one treated pills like candy, it would never happen.

"Senior Brother Wu, what do you think?"

"He has been lurking in our sect with malicious intent. He deserves punishment."

"Agreed, we cannot let this person off the hook. We need to apprehend him and extract his soul for interrogation," said the old monsters, their faces turning grave as they reached a consensus.

Lin Xuan inwardly groaned; although he was clever and adaptable, he hadn’t anticipated things would escalate so much. With the other party’s aggressive stance surrounding him, what should he do?

"I have only been borrowing your land for cultivation over these hundreds of years. I've never done anything detrimental to Cloud Concealment Sect."

"Flattery won't work; we don't believe you," said a voice.

"How about it, Fellow Daoists? What do you think?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned cold. He didn’t want to fight but wouldn't be a sitting duck either.

"If you wish to engage in combat with me, so be it." A threatening voice echoed as the official-style woman raised a colorful ball.

Lin Xuan smiled; indeed, good intentions are often taken for weakness. His polite approach had been misinterpreted as cowardice.

If that was how they wanted it, he would leave Cloud Concealment Sect. There were many suitable spiritual lands in the cultivation world, and Lin Xuan didn't want to endure such humiliation.

After all, power mattered most in the cultivation realm.

He needed to show some prowess to intimidate these fellows; otherwise, he wouldn’t be leaving this place today.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's expression grew serious. The Cloud Concealment Sect old monsters did not stop the official-style woman from her actions.

Letting her test his limits was fine; knowing one’s enemy is key to victory. Although she didn't look like an ordinary cultivator, she had just advanced and hadn’t stabilized her realm yet. How formidable could she be?

"Do you wish to engage in combat with me?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

The official-style woman did not speak further but waved her hands like butterflies, casting spell after spell. The colorful ball before her spun, its light swirling as the scene around them changed dramatically.

Green trees and mountains vanished; instead, a barren plain appeared, and the surrounding elemental energy became extremely thin.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted: "Illusion!"

Not just an ordinary illusion but likely some form of array. But no other array disks or flags were deployed; could it be the ball's effect?

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

He had spent centuries in Cloud Concealment Sect, not oblivious to what was happening outside.

She was a senior from Array Peak, and as its name suggested, they excelled in array techniques. Some great cultivators of this lineage were said to have combined arrays with treasures, enhancing their effects synergistically.

He had only heard rumors before but now witnessed it firsthand; he needed to be cautious. Moreover, the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array he was crafting involved combining arrays and treasures. He couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity.

Though temporarily trapped, Lin Xuan’s combat experience was vast. He didn't rush but extended his divine sense, aiming for no harm but ensuring nothing went wrong.
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Lin Xuan suddenly frowned, raising his left hand. Two sword qi streaked out from his sleeve, seemingly slow but actually quick, shooting towards a seemingly empty space to the left front.

**Jin!**

A rumble echoed as spatial ripples surged.紧接着，爆裂声响起，天空中闪过一道道罡风与电弧。Two bolts of lightning and fire that had ambushed Lin Xuan were struck down.

"Impossible, this boy is only at the Cave Profound stage. Even if he's a late-stage cultivator, once trapped in the Heaven and Earth Inversion Formation, it would be impossible for him to detect my Mother and Son Yin Lightning," the woman in the palace attire exclaimed, her face filled with disbelief. She was confident that no one could decipher the mechanism of her treasure unless they had divine consciousness comparable to a god-stage monster.

"Divine Consciousness Stage?" The surrounding cultivators were greatly alarmed. However, as fellow disciples, they knew how effective this lady's treasure was. Sister Liu indeed wasn't lying; could it be that this boy’s divine consciousness is on par with a Divine Consciousness cultivator?

Their expressions turned into those of monsters as they looked at Lin Xuan.

"Impossible, even if he surpasses his peers, he can’t be so spectacular. It must just be a coincidence," someone said uncertainly.

Before the thoughts in everyone's minds could settle, Lin Xuan moved within the formation.

He raised his head, and silver light shone from his eyes, dazzling to the point that it was hard to look directly at him. He suddenly turned his body, clenching his fists tightly as cracking sounds of bones echoed. Then, he punched out into the void.

"Even without using a treasure, could this guy be proficient in physical refinement techniques? Besides, how can one punch break through the Heaven and Earth Inversion Formation?" Someone thought aloud.

As Lin Xuan's actions unfolded, an overwhelming force suddenly arose from nowhere. The nearby primordial qi of metal, wood, water, fire, and earth were all drawn by his fist towards a weak point in the void, colliding with it fiercely.

Instantly, the sky changed color. Under the gaze of the Divine Phoenix, the flaw in the Heaven and Earth Inversion Formation was exposed without any concealment.

After centuries of cultivation, Lin Xuan's power had reached an inconceivable level, far surpassing ordinary cultivators at his stage.

A crack echoed as if something broke. The surroundings blurred like a painting being torn apart. Green mountains and clear waters reappeared, the barren plains vanishing into nothingness.

The Heaven and Earth Inversion Formation was broken by Lin Xuan.

Consequences followed actions. The person who set up the formation would not fare well either.

**Puh!**

A stream of blood spewed from the woman in the palace attire, indicating severe injuries. However, she paid no heed but lowered her head to stare at a colorful ball in her hand. Cracks covered its surface; it had already shattered into pieces.

"Ah," several late-stage Cave Profound cultivators nearby gasped. Although Sister Liu was weaker among them, with the aid of the formation's power, she wasn't easily dealt with.

However, he only made two moves: the first to counterattack Sister Liu's ambush, and the second to break through the Heaven and Earth Inversion Formation. The outcome in such a brief moment seemed far from that of peers fighting each other or seniors facing juniors.

It was too formidable!

Lin Xuan won so effortlessly that several Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators were still in shock. They knew he wasn't an ordinary cultivator, but they never expected him to be this strong.

Gulping, many people swallowed their saliva.

Several late-stage Cave Profound monsters from the Cloud Concealment Sect began to exchange glances.

"Perhaps it was just a coincidence; perhaps he has seen the Heaven and Earth Inversion Formation before," said the robed old man. However, even he couldn't convince himself. Even if he had encountered this formation and knew how to break it, the power of that punch wasn’t fake. A single strike destroyed Sister Liu's treasure. If not for seeing him just pass through his stage transformation, one would think he was playing a pig to eat tiger.

"Discussing won't lead to any conclusion; let me test his strength," an ominous voice echoed as the bald man with bare feet stepped forward.

"Fine, Brother, be careful. We will support you from the side,"

"Do not fight head-on; just let him show his true strength,"

The voices of discussion reached Lin Xuan's ears, but he ignored them. He looked at the cultivator who had stepped out to fight: "Is it your turn next?"

This question was rather impolite, but in this moment, how could there be any trace of contempt on the bald man’s face? He thought he was stronger than the woman in the palace attire, but he had no confidence in this battle.

"Correct, it's me. Don’t boast; you just happened to defeat Sister Liu," the other said with a hint of fear.

"Happenstance? You think so. Fine, try and see if I'm just lucky," Lin Xuan stood with his hands behind his back, appearing extremely calm.

Seeing him so overconfident, the bald man was delighted instead of angry. He raised his left hand, taking out a灵兽袋 from his waist and throwing it into the air.

This 灵兽袋 was blood red, with countless ghost-like符文 faintly visible on its surface. It was clearly different from ordinary 灵兽bags. The mouth was tightly tied, even sealed with a禁制符篆.

The previous lesson had taught this bald man not to be careless; he immediately brought out his trump card at the beginning.

"This," the robed old man frowned, showing a look of shock on his face.

"Could it be that thing? The Blood Bat King has fallen into Brother Wei's hands?" Luo Tianheng murmured.

Even the woman in the palace attire raised her head, temporarily forgetting the disappointment of losing her own treasure.

Clearly, the 灵兽 that the bald man was about to summon was extraordinary. Otherwise, his fellow disciples wouldn’t have shown such expressions.

"Boy, if you don't fall, a Blood Bat will never return to its nest. If you're wise, surrender and we might show leniency," the bald man's sinister voice echoed. He didn’t want to use this trump card unless absolutely necessary.

"Enough talk; just fight cleanly. Do you think scaring me away with pretense?" Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed. Even his true spirit had seen him, so a mere 灵兽 was not worth worrying about.
第两千一百零二章 剑葫

Chapter 2103 - The Sword Gourd

The bald man with bare feet sneered. He raised his hands, and one after another, seals were struck towards the spirit beast pouch in front of him while he exhaled a mysterious and ancient aura.

Wu...

A sound like fierce winds blowing through a canyon entered Lin Xuan's ears. The talismans on the surface of the spirit beast pouch ignited without wind, its mouth opening to release an atmosphere of wild beasts from within.

The dark red demonic energy surged, but it was unclear what lay inside. Only the demonic energy kept surging, giving off a feeling of extreme ferocity.

"Surely, this is the Bloodthirsty Bat King."

"Heard that to cultivate such a spirit beast requires at least a thousand years, with countless bloodthirsty demon bats devouring each other. The victors are fed various treasures and must be extremely powerful by the end."

The bald man's expression turned grim as he continued.

"Indeed, but this is not just any Bloodthirsty Bat King. It seems that even this one has been defeated."

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly. "Are you a sword cultivator?"

His voice carried an element of surprise. He had heard from Ruixuan in the East Sea that ancient sword cultivators were pursued by other cultivation sects, but it seemed Naelong World was different.

"Correct. As vice headmaster of the Sword Peak, how could I not be a sword cultivator?"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened slightly as he spoke. "Then this is a top-grade sword gourd? Legend has it that only top-grade sword cultivators can use such a treasure. It supposedly contains an inner world capable of holding 36,000 flying swords."

While Lin Xuan was surprised, he had no intention of making the first move. He intended to wait and strike last.

Seeing Lin Xuan's boldness, Luo Tianheng was secretly delighted. With a wave of his left hand, he released the fiery red gourd from his waist.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he saw the gourd. "You're not a sword cultivator, yet you use this gourd-shaped treasure?"

He knew that while cultivation tools were diverse, a sword cultivator must have swords. But he was still curious about how Luo Tianheng could wield such an item.

Luo Tianheng's voice echoed. "Correct. As vice headmaster of the Sword Peak, I must be a sword cultivator."

The fiery red gourd spun and grew larger like a mountain.

"Is this...a sword gourd?"

A top-grade sword gourd was a treasure that only the most powerful sword cultivators could use. It was rumored to contain an inner world capable of holding 36,000 flying swords.

While exaggerated, it showed how revered such treasures were among sword cultivators. Their power far surpassed ordinary treasures.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly agitated. But he quickly recovered and thought, "This is likely a fake."

He dismissed the idea and focused on his defense. With a wave of his sleeve, several palm-sized shields flew out in a fan formation, forming a shimmering curtain before him with a flowing Tai Chi symbol.

These were undoubtedly the Xuanqing Mother-Son Shields.

Lin Xuan did not want to be on the receiving end of an attack. He cast them out as a precautionary measure.

Luo Tianheng had already sent several seals towards Lin Xuan's head.

Wu...

A loud buzzing sound echoed as a beam of light, about ten feet wide, shot from the gourd. Upon closer inspection, it was composed of numerous divine swords.

"Since this is not an actual sword gourd, why imitate it?"

"Even if it’s not genuine, it's still powerful enough to slay demons and monsters!"

Luo Tianheng shouted. The divine swords within the beam flickered with a spirit light as they surrounded him.

Lin Xuan counted over a thousand of them.

"Cut down!"

Luo Tianheng's voice boomed again. Thousands of divine swords fell like rain, cutting towards Lin Xuan from all sides. There was no way to avoid it; the entire sky was filled with swordlight.

From afar, Lin Xuan appeared like a small boat in a storm, always at risk of capsizing. But reality was different.

Firstly, the Xuanqing Mother-Son Shields provided formidable defense that Luo Tianheng might not break through. Even if he did, Lin Xuan would not be passive and let himself be cut down.

Seeing the swordlight raining down, Lin Xuan raised his hands to release a barrage of sword energy. He had no actual sword gourd, but these were formed from condensed force and primordial energy. This was a familiar move for him, and soon thousands of swordlights surrounded him.

The sound and spectacle matched Luo Tianheng's attack, making it hard to tell who was stronger. However, Luo Tianheng's expression darkened as he realized that Lin Xuan had not even used his offensive treasure. He felt underestimated.
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"Why are you here?" said Cai Bai, hearing Xin Long's words and seeing Xin Zhihao preparing to attack.

With a smile, Cai Bai dispersed his palm wind and waited for the blade to come, smiling wickedly at Xin Zhihao with a sinister look.

There were over one thousand two hundred revolutionary ruins sites, but only three red-themed exhibition halls: "Cangchang Zhu De's Former Residence Exhibition Hall," "Luzhou Uprising Exhibition Hall," and "Red Army Four Crossings of the Chishui River Taipingcross/overExhibition Hall."

I know this request is a bit too much to ask, I really don't want to owe anyone a favor. But right now, I feel so helpless.

Under the blood-red moonlight in the dark night, I sat on the roof eaves in white clothes, looking down at all of humanity. My ethereal posture seemed to float among the clouds, starkly contrasting with Huang Family's old man who lay on the ground, beaten and miserable.

Millions of years ago, did you ever think about waiting for someone? Millions of years of waiting, have you ever thought about who might wipe away that sealed memory?

But Cao Ge looked furious. Recently, he had been complaining that the main character acts like a pig, lacking any trace of a domineering tycoon. He kept finding fault with his lack of power.

However, Day Wan, the base operation expert, said to wait until after his morning routine and after writing ten thousand words for a trial push before adding a chapter. This would yield better results since there weren't many words now, and some people might not even open it.

Qin Yu lowered his head as he repeatedly stomped on the tiger's head three times. Instantly, he rolled down the steps.

Looking at this young man with blank eyes, he couldn't help but wonder: Is this still the Lin Tian I knew?

Theoretically, the Supreme Fascist Commission was equivalent to the president of a unicameral parliament, holding an extremely prestigious position almost like Mussolini's deputy. However, since all power resided in the executive branch and the legislative branch had no real authority, oldcyanide would receive a high-ranking but powerless role.

Looking at the closed gap, Youyou sighed softly before turning around and flying towards the White Jade Pavilion.

The lawyer would definitely tell Cold Heceng what she asked. At that point, Cold Heceng would surely guess something.

Su Xing suddenly froze, then activated his spirit vision to look around. On the floor, a circular hole about one meter in diameter appeared before him.

The entire virtual world belonged to their company; even if all humans from across the universe participated, they wouldn't be under any pressure.

Lu Yulin placed the fruits and nutritional supplements he bought on the bedside table, then shook the water bottle to find it empty. He hurriedly went out to fetch some water.

Fortunately, Jin Feng scored a goal with a free kick at the last moment, successfully breaking through the opponent's hopes of taking three points away. This kept Atletico Madrid in first place.

Holding a round cake only twelve centimeters in diameter, Rod was lost in thought, failing to notice the strange looks from both the owner and the chef.

As long as they didn't reveal the secrets of Heavenly Dragon City-Breaking and Nine Absolute Tyrant's Saber, Jiang Wu Village could migrate away safely, and the Yi Zhou Army wouldn't likely send a large force to pursue them.

Lock watched the group of people talking under the tree, then looked up at the lake. He shook his head with a smile. "Are you all safe now??" Probably not.

In their view, perhaps it was the other side calling Zhao Tianming, so they were all acting like they had been injected with stimulants, staying alert and energized.

The old man appeared to be in his seventies or eighties, with a firm expression. His eyes seemed to have seen countless vicissitudes of life, containing wisdom and generosity, yet also a sense of indifference.
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Never had Lin Xuan seen someone so arrogant. Did this guy really think he had reached the Spirit Separation Realm?

Ro Tianheng's eyes glinted with ferocity, but his expression turned to a bitter smile.

He no longer bothered with words; instead, he waved his hands like butterflies, and a series of heart refinement methods surged out from his sleeves.

Though this person was narrow-minded and protective, as the vice headmaster of Sword Peak, Ro Tianheng couldn't be just a figurehead.

As his movements continued, those sword lights converged into the center, forming a Taiji diagram in mid-air.

"Jade Array!"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. Although he had little contact with sword cultivators, this was only the second one he faced. Many other cultivation sects chose swords as their primary treasure.

Lin Xuan was familiar with sword arrays; they were usually performed by several cultivators from the same sect together, but a single person could also use them, though it required great power to set up such an array.

In other words, Ro Tianheng being able to command a sword array was a sign of his strength.

This old guy wasn't just a fake. Among those in the Profound Void后期 Realm, he should be considered quite formidable.

But what did that matter?

Although Lin Xuan faced this challenge without using his treasures, it wasn’t out of arrogance; he had confidence.

Upon seeing the sword array, Lin Xuan merely frowned slightly.

"Quickly!"

He pointed a finger forward. Instantly, spiritual light surged, and those sword lights began to rearrange themselves into five groups—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—each emitting a fierce aura.

Ro Tianheng was alarmed but quickly replaced his expression with a sneer. It was just showboating. Even if this guy could set up the sword array, he hadn’t used any treasures. Could he really expect to match his sword gourd after years of practice with just some worthless sword lights?

Although the sword gourd wasn't an ancient treasure from legends, it was a replica based on ancient records. With three thousand six hundred swords inside, there were bound to be subpar ones, but their power far exceeded those worthless sword lights.

Ro Tianheng clenched his fists and pointed his index finger forward with great force. "Fall!"

A rumbling sound echoed as the Taiji diagram slowly rotated. A chilling aura emerged, and the power of this move was indeed beyond ordinary cultivators.

Next, two sword arrays clashed violently.

A thunderous roar followed, and a powerful wind rose from the ground. In that moment, all sounds ceased. But this process lasted only an instant before the impact sounded like popping beans.

The sword lights were as white as snow, and the sword energy was like colorful rain. It seemed like hundreds of cultivators were fighting in a chaotic battle!

Even the Profound Void Realm old monsters watching couldn't help releasing their protective barriers. The fight's range was too vast; they didn't want to be collateral damage.

Ro Tianheng's expression rapidly changed from calm and composed to confusion, then panic. He originally thought that mere sword lights were insignificant, and the five-element array was just a facade. When his treasure arrived, he expected it to dominate, but instead, it wasn’t as easy.

At first, he did gain an advantage, but soon, they entered a stalemate, and eventually, he couldn't withstand it anymore.

The reason? The opponent's sword lights far exceeded the three thousand six hundred number. Their sharpness surpassed his expectations.

When he refined the sword gourd, to maximize the number of swords as treasures inside, he had to take shortcuts by taking from others. Although this saved time, it also resulted in subpar quality swords.

Though a Profound Void Realm cultivator, collecting three thousand six hundred swords was no easy feat; many were just filler pieces.

In regular battles with peers, the sheer number allowed him to dominate, but Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator. Filler pieces meant death before his eyes.

Even without using his treasures, Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of a late-stage cultivator. The sharpness of these sword lights was unparalleled, and subpar swords were being cut down one by one.

If just one or two had been destroyed, it might not have mattered much, but with nearly a third of the swords ruined, the so-called sword array became laughable.

The sword array was broken.

Lin Xuan's sword lights also consumed much energy, but what remained continued to slash furiously at Ro Tianheng.

Ro Tianheng was alarmed and quickly waved his sleeves. A turtle-like armor appeared from his sleeve, rapidly expanding a hundred times larger to fully cover him.

Clanging sounds filled the air as the remaining sword lights were easily blocked.

But it was already clear who won.

And like before, only one move was needed. The opponent's treasure was destroyed, while Lin Xuan merely expended some easily regrown sword lights. Who was stronger was evident.

They still couldn't gauge how deep Lin Xuan’s strength went.

All they knew was that he was incredibly powerful, far beyond the Profound Void Realm!

"Could this guy be a monster?"

The Cloud Concealment Sect's old monsters, who originally had no intention of fighting, were now completely disheartened.

What should they do? Let Lin Xuan go or activate their sect’s protective array?

After these rounds, they no longer wanted to oppose Lin Xuan; their confidence was severely shaken.

But letting him go would be a waste, and they couldn’t decide on their own either. He had broken through his realm in the Spirit Clearing Mist Sea, which damaged their reputation. And after losing fluids earlier, he needed rest. Please support with monthly votes, and recommend tickets on Monday; thank you!
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Fighting him wasn't an option, and letting him go would bring about numerous consequences.

Stuck in this predicament, he was at a loss as to what to do. The situation was indeed described perfectly by the phrase "at a crossroads."

For a moment, everyone froze, regretting their decision to come here.

After all, things had progressed to such an extent that pretending they didn't see anything was no longer an option.

However, just then, Lin Xuan's composed expression suddenly vanished. He looked up as if he'd discovered something important, his face becoming extremely serious. He spoke slowly and clearly: "Senior, since you've arrived here, why not show yourself? With your strength, wouldn't you be trying to ambush me?"

Before the words were fully out of his mouth, a series of raucous laughter echoed in their ears.

"Indeed, indeed. How long has it been since anyone dared speak to me like this? I can hardly remember."

The others were stunned, and the cultivators of Cloud Concealment Sect couldn't help feeling both surprised and delighted.

"Senior Master Dragon!"

They hadn't expected one of the senior elders, who was also a top elder, to be here. The cultivators of Cloud Concealment Sect felt relieved as well, although they still couldn't determine Lin Xuan's true strength. Letting him go or trying to keep him here were both headache-inducing choices.

At this moment, Senior Master Dragon coming here was like a lifeline for them.

How difficult could the opponent be?

Could he possibly face off against a Spirit Formation cultivator?

"Greetings, Senior!"

Accompanied by these words, an overwhelming spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

The clouds and winds changed color as the entire mountain trembled continuously. Pebbles fell one after another, making it seem like the Golden Core Peak was about to collapse.

Pfft... pfft...

Several cultivators of this lineage were among the weakest in the group, unable to withstand it, and they all knelt down with a thud.

To be honest, even if they hadn't been there, the other Core Formation cultivators would have had expressions that could only be described as grim. They were just holding on by sheer willpower.

The gap between Core Formation and Spirit Formation was so great—just this spiritual pressure alone made it impossible for them to move.

Only then did Lin Xuan truly realize the difference in strength compared to his peers.

Among the cultivators present, he was the only one who could remain calm under such a spiritual pressure, showing no signs of disturbance.

Lin Xuan turned his head to look at the left side. The spiritual pressure and voice were both coming from that direction.

Boom!

A loud noise filled their ears as lightning streaked down from mid-air. Following this, brilliant light shone, and celestial music rose into the sky. A handsome young man with white hair appeared in the air.

Yes, it was a young man with white hair.

His face was so handsome it almost seemed otherworldly, but his eyes were filled with an air of沧桑 (suffering). His ears were also different from normal people—pointed—and his eyes, full of suffering, were silver.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Could this guy be a Spirit Formation cultivator with the bloodline of a妖族 (younger race)?

Thoughts raced through his mind as the figure moved swiftly, shoulder slightly moving to cross several hundred feet and arrive beside him.

"This..." Lin Xuan's eyes involuntarily twitched. An expert's move could reveal much.

The guy's teleportation was so subtle that it surpassed Nine Heavens Microstep.

Indeed, he was no ordinary old monster; he had mastered some spatial secrets.

"You can all leave now. I will handle this matter," the white-haired youth said coldly.

"Of course!"

The Cloud Concealment cultivators naturally had no objections and respectfully bowed before retreating one by one.

Soon, only Lin Xuan and the Dragon-named cultivator remained on Golden Core Peak outside the spiritual clear mist.

Facing each other from afar, this was the first time Lin Xuan faced a Spirit Formation cultivator.

"You have courage."

The voice entered his ears with no emotion, devoid of any hint of joy or anger.

"Senior flatters me," Lin Xuan still maintained an unassuming demeanor.

"If you really want to do that, I would've acted long ago," he said with a smile.

"You are very clever and your judgment is good. Do you have any interest in joining my Cloud Concealment Sect?" The white-haired youth's face showed a trace of appreciation as he spoke unexpectedly.

"Joining your sect?" Lin Xuan seemed taken aback: "Senior, are you offering me goodwill? Could it be that you're not afraid I'm an agent from a rival sect who infiltrated here?"

"Haha, an agent from a rival sect? If any sect had such a talented cultivator, they would treasure him and hide him away to prevent any disturbances. They wouldn't send him on a mission like this.

Lin Xuan fell silent. No wonder he was a Spirit Formation cultivator—his intellect far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators in both strength and flexibility.

His analysis was correct; no sect would let such a genius go on a covert operation.

"How about it, your potential is impressive. If you can advance to Spirit Formation, even the head elder wouldn't be able to match you. Would you like to join my Cloud Concealment Sect? The terms are very favorable, and I could make you the leader of one of the peaks. If you want to focus on cultivation, our sect would provide plenty of crystal stones for your support," the white-haired youth's voice filled with temptation.

Lin Xuan didn't immediately respond but fell silent instead.

The other party didn't urge him either; they just floated facing each other.

"Alright, how do you feel about it?"

"Senior, I am grateful for your kindness. However, I'm more curious as to why you want to recruit me."

"You're asking a question you already know the answer to, friend. Talented cultivators like you who are independent are of interest to any sect or family. Joining our sect would be beneficial to you and us. It's a win-win situation. How about it? I've been straightforward; do you still think my sincerity is insufficient?"

"Senior, if I don't show some indication now, it would seem disrespectful. I'm not someone who turns down good offers. When I infiltrated your sect, it was just to find a good spiritual land for cultivation. With such generous intentions from Senior, how could I refuse?" Lin Xuan spoke with propriety.

"Very well, joining our sect will definitely be worth it. I will honor my promise and make you the leader of one of the peaks," the white-haired youth said joyfully.

"Thank you, Senior."

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully, saying he would not regret his decision. For him, such a superficial exchange was nothing.

It was mutual exploitation for both sides—though he couldn't fully trust what the other party said, there was still some sincerity. Besides, Lin Xuan didn't want to fight a Spirit Formation old monster and indeed needed a place to cultivate.

Today's writing is done. Sorry for the low efficiency due to illness; please forgive me.
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A great misfortune was quietly averted, and the final outcome was one of universal joy. Both sides got what they wanted.

Lin Xuan officially became a cultivator of the Cloud Concealment Sect.

However, given his special identity, this grand initiation ceremony was kept simple.

Naturally, Lin Xuan had no objections to it. He wasn't someone who liked to draw attention to himself. The two parties agreed on everything right away. Nevertheless, even with minimal pomp, important sect members still needed to be greeted. Thus, the Elder Long of the Dragon Clan passed down an order for cultivators from the Golden Core Peak to meet their new peak master.

The lower-ranking cultivators were fine; they had no clear understanding and didn't know what was happening.

But the Separation and Union Period existences led by the Elder Ma were in a complex state of mind.

The development of events far exceeded their expectations, turning an enemy into a senior uncle overnight. This change was beyond anything a drama could describe—it felt like a dream come true.

However, there was nothing they could do; it was decided personally by the Elder Long. They had no choice but to obey.

After all, these Separation and Union Period cultivators weren't fools.

The addition of this mysterious Senior Lin would be beneficial for their faction. From now on, the Golden Core Peak wouldn’t be ignored like before, finally aligning with the other four factions under a new patronage.

Moreover, the strength of this patron was far beyond imagination. Even the Fortunate Peak’s lucky peak master fell in one move. Such power left them speechless; there likely wasn't anyone among the sect's Profound Concealment Period cultivators who could match him.

Regardless of their thoughts, this had become an irreversible fact. Resisting it wouldn’t benefit them at all. These thousand-year-old old-timers had some sense and showed no signs of disagreement as they bowed and called Lin Xuan "Senior."

"Alright," Lin Xuan waved his hand. After everyone stood up, he began to speak: "Since I have joined the Cloud Concealment Sect, my priority will naturally be this sect. However, you all probably guessed that I am a hardworking cultivator. Therefore, even though I am the peak master of the Golden Core Peak, I generally won't concern myself with mundane matters. The previous affairs of the Golden Core Peak can still be handled by you."

After saying this, Lin Xuan turned to look at the elderly peak master with white hair: "Senior Long, is there any problem with my arrangements?"

"Of course not," the young man with white hair smiled. "We agreed that we would follow your lead as a hardworking cultivator. I won't interfere."

It was just tacit understanding.

"Thank you, Senior," Lin Xuan bowed in gratitude. Another happy ending.

After the initiation ceremony concluded, the Dragon Clan youth left.

A Separation and Union Period cultivator generally wouldn’t concern themselves with mundane matters. Since this issue had been resolved here, he naturally didn't need to stay any longer.

However, just as he returned to his cave dwelling, the young man stopped in his tracks.

"Senior Sister, has Sister Mi already come out of seclusion?" He asked respectfully. Following that, faint footsteps could be heard.

A beautiful young girl emerged from the cave.

She looked no more than twenty years old, with a delicate and refined face, clear and ethereal. Like the Dragon Clan youth, her ears were pointed, and her pupils shone silver.

Clearly, this was another Separation and Union Period powerhouse of the Cloud Concealment Sect. The two Profound Concealment Period elders had non-human bloodlines; what secrets lay behind that?

"Senior Sister, have you come here because you know about the Golden Core Peak's affairs?"

"Yes," the young girl nodded. "Through the power of tomorrow's Illusory Realm, unless there are restrictions in place, any happenings within a thousand miles can't be hidden from me. You should know this."

"Of course, Senior Sister. Is it because you're dissatisfied with my handling?"

The Dragon Clan youth directly said: "Senior Brother, I'm overstepping. Sister, you didn’t come here to scold me. However, your curiosity about recruiting that Lin boy is understandable—do you really value his potential as much as you say?"

"That's just one reason," the young man nodded.

"One reason?"

"Yes," he agreed. "That Lin boy’s strength was witnessed by Sister herself. Although it falls short of yours and mine, he can't be easily manipulated. He has only recently advanced to Profound Concealment中期, yet already possesses such formidable power. Given time, if he can continue his cultivation, the achievements will far surpass even you and me."

"Such a cultivator is better off unknown. Once encountered, there are only two choices: one, eliminate him while he's weak; or two, recruit him to serve us. If he truly becomes a member of our sect, then in a thousand years, Cloud Concealment Sect might rise to prominence through his efforts."

"Your words make sense. But aren't you afraid that he could be an enemy spy?" The silver-eyed girl’s voice echoed.

"A spy, Senior Sister? You think so too," the young man asked. "That Lin boy has already questioned me about this. My response is still the same: if our sect had such a genius, would Sister be willing to send him on a mission as a spy? If he falls in battle, wouldn't that be a waste?"

"True, but we can’t afford to overlook anything. This world holds no absolutes," she said.

"Hmm, Senior Sister makes a valid point. But neither of us are sitting ducks. If the other party really has ulterior motives, they will eventually reveal their hand. That boy’s strength is impressive, but from the Profound Concealment standard, his path to Separation and Union is fraught with difficulties. If he harbors ill intentions during this process, either you or I can eliminate him without much effort."

"If he truly reaches Separation and Union without revealing anything, then I think he won't be a spy after all. In that case, having such a powerful figure would be an immense opportunity for our sect," the young man said.

His analysis was indeed sound.

"Hmm, Senior Brother makes sense. But you mentioned this as just one goal…"

"Indeed, Sister shouldn’t forget that in fifty years, the Separation and Union trial will restart."

"The Separation and Union trial?"

"Yes, there are eight stages of cultivation: advancing from Profound Concealment to Separation and Union is entirely different. Ordinary elixirs won't work; at least two Separation and Union pills are needed for advancement. Otherwise, it's just a dream," he concluded.
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Jiang Peng said, "So you were only planning for that matter. Compared to my junior brother's painstaking efforts, I seem a bit unfit as senior sister. Maybe I'm not suited for the position of Great Elder."

"Senior sister, don't say such things," the dragon-named youth quickly responded. "How can one say such words? If it weren't for your intimidating presence, just me wouldn't have been able to uphold the face of Cloud Concealing Sect. Our sect would never have had the qualifications to be among the top forces in Tian Shuang Prefecture."

"Good, I was just saying that. You don't need to worry about it. Have you mentioned the spirit division trial to him?"

Of course not," said the dragon-named youth with a smile. "He's only recently joined our sect. Whether he is loyal or harbors ulterior motives remains unknown and needs time to prove himself."

"Indeed, your actions are very prudent. However, there isn't much time left for the spirit division trial. We should also send disciples to gather information about his background," the silver-eyed girl urged.

"I understand. I'll have people do that as well. You don't need to worry about it."

Lin Xuan was unaware of the two senior figures' conversation, but what did it matter? From the start, Lin Xuan knew that the other party had invited him into Cloud Concealing Sect with ulterior motives. Despite knowing this, he agreed because there were things he sought as well. In short, both parties were simply getting what they needed from each other.

At least here, the cultivation conditions were excellent—this was the most satisfying aspect for Lin Xuan.

Regardless of their intentions or motives, it didn't matter to him. Smiling at the two, he said, "Senior, we are still friends after all. If not for your rescue, I wouldn't have faced such hardships even if I wouldn't have perished. We've known each other for centuries; there's no need to be formal."

The dragon-named youth was taken aback by Lin Xuan’s words. His reaction wasn’t surprising—his character was too straightforward.

On the surface, he respected his seniors and valued traditional values, but on a deeper level, he could be considered old-fashioned.

"Haha, I told you that Lin Senior Brother wouldn't be someone who would turn their back on others. You guessed right," said Su Rou with a joyful expression. "Senior!"

Before the dragon-named youth could persuade her otherwise, she had already walked over to him.

Seeing her acting so casually, the dragon-named youth was anxious but relieved when Lin Xuan didn’t seem angry.

"Alright, come in as my guest and sit down at my cave," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Thank you for your hospitality. But I heard that the dense qi in Spirit Clear Mist Sea can be harmful to cultivators who haven't reached the Cave Profound stage," the dragon-named youth replied. He was an Inner Alchemy cultivator now and naturally had aspirations for the main lineage, so he knew a bit about its history.

"Indeed, but only if you're cultivating or meditating inside. If you do nothing, how can the qi harm you?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Thank you for clearing that up."

"Alright, Senior Brother, stop being formal. I appreciate your good intentions and have always wanted to see our main lineage's holy land," Su Rou said.

"This girl..."

Lin Xuan shook his head but liked Su Rou’s character. Leading the way, they entered Spirit Clear Mist Sea together.

After settling into their seats, Lin Xuan took out several treasures—some elixirs and others. Since he had returned to a Cave Profound cultivator, it was only fitting that he gave them some gifts. He was always generous.

An hour later, both left the cave with full pockets.

Lin Xuan then began his seclusion again. After all, he had just advanced in cultivation, so he needed time to stabilize his realm.

Three years passed quickly. One day, the long-sealed entrance of Lin Xuan's cave suddenly opened with a creak.

Lin Xuan walked out.

Compared to three years ago, the divine light in his ears was more abundant now. After thousands of days of cultivation, he had finally stabilized his realm.

Thus, Lin Xuan emerged from seclusion. Everything should be balanced—overdoing things could be detrimental. He knew this and didn't hesitate as it was time. Moreover, there were still matters to attend to.

In fact, there were two important tasks he had been putting off for a long time.

The treasures mentioned in the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, including the materials needed for the Nine Palaces Refreshing Sword Formation's fire swords, he had collected after much effort in the Eastern Sea. Originally, Lin Xuan intended to refine these treasures, but unexpected events delayed him.

Firstly, he accidentally returned to the mortal realm through a transmission error and found that the Twelve States were experiencing a demonic calamity. He couldn't ignore this and spent his time helping mortal cultivators fight ancient demons instead of refining new treasures.

Later, coincidentally meeting Phoenix Feather, many things happened in Nylong Realm after their arrival. One event followed another, so he kept putting off the task.

Now that he had a place to settle down and was officially a Cloud Concealing Sect cultivator at Cave Profound Middle stage, there was no reason to delay refining these treasures any longer.

Although Lin Xuan had many methods, including the Five Dragons Seal, which even Ice Soul Demon Ancestor coveted, it wasn't something he could use lightly. Every cultivator would want more options. The sooner he refined the fire sword, the better his arsenal would be.

After all, as described in Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, this treasure was no small matter.

Refining a personal treasure required great attention to detail and high-quality flames. Lin Xuan's thousand-year-old infant fire naturally met these requirements, but dissolving materials and refining it according to the technique’s description could take months or even years. The flame must remain stable throughout, with no fluctuations that might reduce its effectiveness.

Maintaining a year of infant fire was beyond his capabilities, so he decided to borrow from the Artifact Peak instead. It wasn't because their flames were superior; rather, different types of flames for refining elixirs and treasures had distinct qualities—temperature, purity, stability—all factors Lin Xuan needed.

Thus, after emerging from seclusion, Lin Xuan turned into a streak of light and flew to the Artifact Peak.

Half an hour later, he arrived at the mountain’s midsection. A grand palace loomed before him. The building wasn't ornate but exuded a sense of ancient grandeur. It was constructed with earth and stone, giving it a rugged style reminiscent of ancient times.

This was the Heavenly Fire Hall, where the peak's underground flames entered. Lin Xuan took in his surroundings before walking past the entrance.

Before approaching, red light flared up. A layer of fiery protective barrier appeared, followed by several cultivators appearing in front of him.

There were men and women of various ages, all dressed in white robes with beautiful flame motifs on them. They were all at the Separation stage, their realms quite impressive.

Their eyes swept over Lin Xuan before their faces changed. The leader was a red-haired elder who greeted Lin Xuan with a bow: "Greetings, Senior Uncle. May I ask which lineage you belong to and why you are here?"
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Chapter 2107: Purple Heart Ground Fire

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. With a wave of his left sleeve, a streak of spiritual light shot out from within it, holding an object that gleamed with a bright green aura.

The red-haired elder did not show any surprise upon seeing this; instead, he became even more respectful in demeanor.

Both men extended their left hands to receive the object.

"Ah..."

Just a glance was enough for his face to change dramatically. He respectfully handed back the token: "It is Master Senior Lin from the Golden Core Peak! Pupil Yu has been too rude! Please come inside, Master Senior."

Lin Xuan nodded and did not waste any time, retrieving the token before entering the Fire Heaven Hall calmly.

The other cultivators stood respectfully, daring not to breathe a word.

Only after he had walked away was there whispering heard in his ears.

They probably thought Lin Xuan could not hear them, but Lin Xuan's divine sense far exceeded that of his peers; even without deliberately projecting it, any breeze or rustle within dozens of miles would escape his notice.

"Senior Brother Ma, the person just now... was said to be the new peak master of the Golden Core Peak. He doesn't seem impressive at all!"

"Not so," they agreed. "His appearance and temperament are quite ordinary."

"Is he a fake? I heard that Master Senior Lin's abilities are formidable; even Deputy Peak Master Luo from the Sword Heaven Peak lost to him in one move. How could such an unremarkable person be him?"

"Enough! One cannot judge a book by its cover, right? It is not for us to discuss elders' matters. Although I have never seen Master Senior Lin of the Golden Core Peak, that token represents his identity and cannot be fake. Besides, who would dare impersonate a peak master in our main hall?" The red-haired elder said coldly.

This person clearly held considerable prestige among his peers; they all fell silent at his words.

Lin Xuan paid no mind to this minor incident as he walked deeper into the hall.

The place was vast and empty, with occasional cultivators passing by. They all had hurried expressions, understandable given their purpose here—this wasn't a place for sightseeing.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan arrived at an open stone house.

Though it was called a stone house, it would be more accurate to describe it as a large hall, with elliptical distribution. At the end, there were several stone tables where cultivators were busy, seemingly registering something.

Lin Xuan, though visiting for the first time, was familiar with this setup.

While the ground fire from the earth veins was considered a public resource of the sect, even its members had to pay certain crystal stones or treasures to use it.

Lin Xuan scanned his gaze and saw that one cultivator in front had finished their work, leaving an empty stone table. He walked over without hesitation.

Surprisingly, the cultivators handling matters here were not formidable; they were merely at the Condensation Core stage. However, after a moment's thought, Lin Xuan understood. Guards bore significant responsibilities and thus required higher-stage cultivators. Registering and collecting crystal stones was an easy task that even Condensation Core cultivators could handle.

As Lin Xuan approached the stone table, the cultivator behind raised his head to look at him. His gaze froze before he showed a highly respectful expression.

His divine sense revealed no depth in Lin Xuan; he must be at least at the Separation stage or beyond. How could a mere Condensation Core cultivator not show respect?

"Saluting Grandmaster, I do not know which layer of ground fire you need. The deeper it is, the more expensive it becomes."

"I am visiting for the first time and am not quite familiar with the details; please elaborate," Lin Xuan's voice was calm.

"Oh?" The cultivator was taken aback but did not dare to speak further. He detailed: "Our Fire Heaven Hall has ground fire divided into thirteen layers, with resources becoming richer as you go deeper."

"Layers one through three are suitable for Foundation Establishment stage cultivators. The ground fire there is merely introductory level, sufficient for the preparation of Foundation Establishment pills and magical artifacts."

"Layers four and five are suitable for Condensation Core stage cultivators. The intensity of the ground fire is similar to that of Pure Yang Essence Fire, but its stability is much better, with a slightly higher temperature than Pure Yang Essence Fire. It's perfect for refining ordinary magical treasures."

"Layers six through eight are suitable for Qi Embryo stage cultivators. The ground fire there is no less impressive compared to general Qi Embryo fires. Layers nine and ten are suitable for Separation stage cultivators. I have not been there, but the elders who used them all praised it highly."

"Layer eleven is suitable for Profound Stage cultivators, while layer twelve would be sufficient even for the two Supreme Elders. That's about the situation. Do you know which layer you plan to go? I will arrange everything carefully," the Condensation Core cultivator said with a pleading smile.

"You mentioned there are thirteen layers of ground fire?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face, certain he had not misheard.

"There are indeed thirteen layers, but the purple one..."

"Purple, could it be the legendary Purple Heart Ground Fire?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically upon hearing this.

Purple Heart Ground Fire was already an elite form of ground fire, with its intensity surpassing that of Separation stage cultivators' Qi Embryo fires and possibly even better. However, such a treasure did not appear often.

Its emergence required a nurturing process, much like a volcanic eruption.

"Generally, it appears for more than a month every three hundred years, making it extremely precious. Only two rooms are available, and they aren't given to just anyone."

"I see. When will the next Purple Heart Ground Fire appear?" Lin Xuan asked with great interest. If he could use this to refine treasures, their quality would be superior.

If not too long, he was willing to wait.

"Please wait a moment while I check," the Condensation Core cultivator said and reached into his waistband, pulling out a green jade pupil token. He sank his divine sense into it before looking up quickly: "The next Purple Heart Ground Fire will appear in about five years."

"Oh, five years?"

Five years was not long for ordinary people but merely a blink of an eye to cultivators.

"Then I'll come back then," Lin Xuan said.

"No, Master Senior! You won't be able to use the Purple Heart Ground Fire even if you wait another five years," the Condensation Core cultivator hurriedly stopped him.

"Why? Are you saying that I don't deserve it?" Lin Xuan's voice turned cold.

"Of course not. I misunderstood your meaning, Master Senior."
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Chapter 2108: Sect Contribution

"Ah, there seems to be more twists and turns here. Please elaborate," Lin Xuan wasn't unreasonable either; he spoke with a relaxed demeanor.

"Ancient Master, this purple heart earth fire is so rare, occurring only once every three hundred years. Only two rooms can absorb the earth fire, making it like many monks fighting for a limited amount of porridge. Many senior masters within the sect are waiting in line to use it," said the condensation core cultivator with a difficult expression.

Lin Xuan nodded: "Since everyone is waiting in line, I imagine the order isn't decided by queuing up. How is it determined?"

"It's through the sect contribution system, Ancient Master. To ensure fairness, those who can use the purple heart earth fire are chosen based on their contributions to the sect."

"Sect contribution?" Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before his expression turned understanding. He knew what sect contribution was; any sect or family had it.

In simple terms, completing tasks assigned by the sect, or contributing certain crystal stones and treasures, could be converted into contribution points according to their value. With these points, one could enjoy various services provided by the sect.

Of course, the number of contribution points required for each service varied.

Generally, low-ranking cultivators were enthusiastic about earning contributions, while high-ranking ones were busy advancing their cultivation; who had time for such trivial matters?

However, there were always exceptions. Using the purple heart earth fire through a contribution system was incredibly fair—no one could object.

"Based on this, Lin Xuan will likely be busy over the next five years and need to earn more sect contributions. Tell me, how many contribution points has the cultivator with the highest accumulated points for using the purple heart earth fire?"

"I'm not sure, Ancient Master. You'll have to check with the Tianwu Pavilion where all sect tasks are posted," replied the disciple.

"Ah, thank you."

"It's my pleasure, Ancient Master. This is what I should do." The condensation core cultivator was taken aback by the praise.

Lin Xuan waved his hand and left the stone house.

After a short while, he arrived at the peak of another mountain. While this area didn't have particularly impressive spiritual energy, it was an important place for Cloud Concealment Sect.

The Tianwu Pavilion issued all sect tasks here; compared to the Heavenly Fire Pavilion, there were more cultivators coming and going, with varying levels of cultivation from flexible spirit period to Profound玄阴真经.

Various tasks were posted in the pavilion: gathering materials, seeking out heavenly treasures and earthly gems, hunting enemies, even teaching lower-ranking cultivators—all could be converted into contribution points.

The types of tasks were numerous, each with different difficulties, suitable for various cultivation levels.

"Meeting Ancient Master. What can this disciple do for you?"

A female disciple in court attire greeted Lin Xuan as he entered the Tianwu Pavilion, performing a respectful bow.

"I want to check how many contribution points have accumulated for those who wish to use the purple heart earth fire," said Lin Xuan directly.

"Understood, Ancient Master. Please wait."

The woman apologized and turned towards a nearby stone pavilion, her steps light as she approached it.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and followed closely behind.

Inside the empty stone pavilion, only a small array was in operation. The woman raised her hand and cast a spell, causing text to appear from the array.

"The cultivator with the highest contribution points for using the purple heart earth fire is currently the Heavenly Sword Peak's peak master, Heavenly璇剑尊, already possessing 80 million contribution points."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed. He knew of Heavenly璇剑尊; before he entered the sect, this was the first Profound玄阴真经 cultivator in Cloud Concealment Sect, with formidable strength and a high chance to advance to the spirit transformation stage.

Eight million contribution points were indeed troublesome.

After all, earning these points wasn't easy. A mid-grade crystal stone could only be exchanged for one point.

Moreover, there were still five years until the purple heart earth fire appeared; during this time, the other's contribution points wouldn't remain constant.

This was indeed troublesome, but using the purple heart earth fire to refine treasures would enhance their power. Since he now knew of its existence, he had to strive for it.

"List all the most difficult sect tasks for me," Lin Xuan instructed.

"Yes!"

The woman complied without hesitation and unfurled her sleeves, taking out an empty jade cylinder. She placed it in the array, various runes flooding into it.

"Ancient Master, done."

Lin Xuan took the jade cylinder and left the Tianwu Pavilion with a glow surrounding him.

Returning to the Golden Core Peak, Lin Xuan issued a decree, summoning several of his main disciples. After a series of instructions, although he hadn't handled mundane affairs in years, as the head of this branch, it was necessary to address some matters before leaving.

The cultivators showed great respect despite not knowing him well; their admiration for his power and past victories at the peak of the Golden Core Peak were evident.

Lin Xuan spent a night at the Golden Core Peak. The next morning, he left Cloud Concealment Sect.

Over the next five years, while traveling, he could complete sect tasks to earn contributions. After advancing to Profound玄阴真经 stage, he needed to refine his innate treasures; this would be beneficial in both aspects.

With a trace of light, Lin Xuan immersed his divine sense into the jade cylinder.

After a moment, he looked up with a thoughtful expression.

Five years was not long for a cultivator. Even for him, it wouldn't be easy to catch up with Heavenly璇剑尊's contribution points; thus, he would have to start with the most difficult tasks.

Hunting high-ranking cultivators from the Heavenly Corpse Sect: each Profound玄阴真经 cultivator killed could earn one million contribution points.

This was a good deal, but few Cloud Concealment Sect members dared to undertake it. The Heavenly Corpse Sect was one of the five top sects in their region, with formidable strength; high-ranking cultivators from his own sect were not easily hunted. A misstep and he could become prey instead.

However, for Lin Xuan, this was different. With his power, ordinary Profound玄阴真经 cultivators were no longer a concern, and few within Cloud Concealment Sect knew him. Going to the Heavenly Corpse Sect to blend in would be perfect.
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As one of the top-tier interfaces in the Spirit Realm, the Dragon Wing World was vast and expansive. It was divided into 81 prefectures, each covering a considerable area—likely not much smaller than the Eastern Sea Immortal Cultivation Realm.

Each prefecture was further subdivided into hundreds or even thousands of ordinary human states.

The Cloud Concealment Sect was located in Chu State, where it held almost exclusive dominance. The Heavenly Corpse Sect resided in Yue State and, despite having no friendly relations with the Cloud Concealment Sect, its strength did not fall short; in fact, its mysterious and cunning nature might even surpass that of the former.

Originally, both were among the Five Great Sects of the Heavenly Frost Prefecture. Although the Cloud Concealment Sect and the Heavenly Corpse Sect had no friendly relations, they kept to themselves.

However, three hundred years ago, an incident occurred between these two sects.

The Golden Core Peak branch of the Cloud Concealment Sect, after centuries of accumulation, saw its waste pills completely plundered.

Based on the evidence left at the scene, it was almost certain that the culprits were cultivators from the Heavenly Corpse Sect.

From then on, hostilities began. Although there was no large-scale war, covert battles continued for several hundred years, resulting in many cultivator casualties from both sides. Over time, their hatred deepened.

Lin Xuan knew the truth of what happened, but it mattered little to him. In a realm where might made right, the key was power. To gain more Purple Heart Fire, he needed to hunt down more cultivators from the Heavenly Corpse Sect and accumulate sect contributions through this method; it was the most efficient way.

Thus, Lin Xuan arrived in Yue State.

Of course, his identity would not be revealed.

No matter how arrogant or domineering Lin Xuan might be, he could not single-handedly challenge the Heavenly Corpse Sect. After all, the sect had experts at the Spirit Transformation stage. He knew his limits well enough and planned to target lone cultivators from that sect for covert assassination.

One-on-one hunting of Core Profound cultivators was within his grasp; if things went smoothly, he could quickly accumulate a lot of sect contributions.

In the Eastern part of Yue State lay Yuanwu City, a bustling human city. Despite its ordinary appearance, it was exceptionally prosperous—no less so than the immortal cities. In the Dragon Wing World, both immortals and humans were significant forces; even transformed beings among humans could rival cultivators.

Among the nearly thousand human states in the Heavenly Frost Prefecture, Yue State was the most martial, with a leading number of transformed beings. Yuanwu City had the largest market for such beings.

Afterward, Lin Xuan passed through Yuanwu City and learned about its transformed being market. He naturally could not miss this opportunity; he needed to see it even if what was inside might be useless to him.

With his Inner Refinement Method, he blended in with ordinary humans. The streets were wide, so he did not linger elsewhere but headed straight for the market district.

The market was bustling, but the shops differed from those of cultivators. After all, these sold materials and treasures needed by transformed beings—quite different from what immortals required.

Lin Xuan found it interesting to browse.

Jade cores were the most common items; whether becoming a transformed being or needing energy replenishment, they were indispensable.

However, this was expensive. A lower-grade cultivator'smonster beast pillcould be worth only two or three hundred crystal stones, while a similarly graded jade core would cost ten times as much.

Rarity made things valuable. The number of mutated beasts was far fewer than normal ones.

Apart from jade cores, the market also offered special magical artifacts and treasures. Transformed beings used these differently from cultivators, but their power was no less formidable.

Lin Xuan paid little attention to ordinary items in the shops. However, he soon learned that there would be an important auction in the afternoon.

Auctions were something Lin Xuan had participated in countless times since his path of cultivation began. The items here were incomparable to those found in regular markets; seizing this opportunity was wise.

After paying a thousand crystal stones, Lin Xuan entered the underground stone hall where the auction would take place.

The hall was elliptical, about a hundredyardstickin diameter, not grand but simple. Most of the wooden chairs were already occupied by cultivators and ordinary humans, dressed in various attire.

While it was easy to identify the highest-ranking cultivators—those at the Separation stage—the strength of transformed beings remained unknown until they acted.

Many people turned their heads as Lin Xuan entered, their gazes sweeping over him. But soon, interest waned; with his Inner Refinement Method making him appear like an ordinary human and his unremarkable appearance, who would pay attention?

Lin Xuan found a chair and sat down. Moments later, the auction began.

The host was an elderly man with a somewhat gaunt face.

"Welcome to Yuanwu City's auction. Whether you are a transformed being or an immortal master, it makes no difference. The principle is that the highest bidder wins. So, all our customers will be treated equally."

His voice boomed and easily filled the hall: "Are there any questions? If not, let us begin the auction."

There were naturally no objections. The elderly man's face showed satisfaction.

"The first item up for auction is a jade core from a Separation-stage beast. As everyone knows, higher-grade beasts are harder to transform into, and such items can never be found in regular shops. Their value speaks for itself; those who need them should seize the opportunity."

Lin Xuan was surprised by how rare this first item was. A jade core at the Separation stage could be worth almost as much as a Core Profoundmonster beast pill. @。
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The reactions of the others were similar to Lin Xuan's. As the old man had said, the higher the grade of a monster, the smaller the chance it would produce a crystal nucleus. Although this wasn't an item that could be considered rare and hard to come by, in general shops, it was indeed something you couldn't buy.

The atmosphere at the scene suddenly became lively.

Seeing this, the old man's face lit up with satisfaction: "This crystal nucleus from a Separation Period monster has a base price of five million low-grade crystal stones. Each bid must be no less than ten thousand."

As soon as he finished speaking, the crowd below began to compete for it.

"Five hundred and ten thousand."

"Five hundred and twenty thousand."

In just a few breaths, the crystal nucleus was raised to six million crystal stones. Although this wasn't an astronomical number, it certainly wasn't something ordinary people could afford.

Those who lacked the financial means could only swallow their saliva and curse before giving up.

After intense bidding, the crystal nucleus was sold for eight million crystal stones by a short and plump cultivator. This made many monsterized individuals seethe with anger, while Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised. While a crystal nucleus was useful to cultivators, its effects were similar to those of a demon pill. What use was it to spend such a large sum just for a Separation Period crystal nucleus?

Though curious, Lin Xuan didn't intervene; the auction continued.

"The second item up for auction is this statue," the old man said. "It's no more than a foot high and has nine heads with eighteen arms, making it quite unique."

"This...?" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. To others, the statue might just be something special, but to him, it held different significance. He immediately recognized that it had some connection to Xiao Luo Tian's Dharmic Image.

It was like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without much effort. Since he had stumbled upon such a treasure, how could he let it go?

The old man continued: "This statue was found in the ruins of the Mo Yue tribe. We don't know its exact purpose, but during ancient times, the Mo Yue tribe was extremely powerful. This statue might be an important secret artifact. Therefore, we are auctioning it off at a base price of one million crystal stones, which isn't too expensive."

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat as he heard this. It was indeed a relic from the Mo Yue tribe. Since that was the case, no matter what, he had to get it.

However, others showed disapproval.

"Are you serious? We don't even know its purpose and we're bidding one million crystal stones."

"And if it turns out to be useless when we buy it, won't we lose a lot?"

"A fool would buy such an item." Regardless of what the others said, the auction for the statue began. Although Lin Xuan was determined to win, he didn't rush to bid. Patience was key.

"One million."

A clear voice rang out. Turning around, Lin Xuan saw that it was a female cultivator bidding. The veil she wore had an effect of shielding her from others' divine senses, making it impossible for Lin Xuan to discern what she looked like with his Divine Phoenix Eye here.

However, he could tell that her figure was good.

"One point two million."

Before the woman's words were even finished, someone else bid. It was a bald old man who had no trace of magical power flowing through him. If his guess was correct, he should be a monsterized individual.

He hadn't expected this item to attract such attention; he thought it would be easy to secure.

After a cup of tea's time, the statue's price had already risen to seventy-two million crystal stones.

Everyone was stunned, even the old man in charge of the auction showed disbelief. He never imagined that the item would fetch such a high price.

The bald old man bid again, and the female cultivator's eyes flashed with reluctance but she didn't follow up. The current price had become too outrageous.

"Seventy-two million first time."

"Seventy-two million second time."

Seeing this treasure about to be sold, Lin Xuan finally spoke: "One billion."

An ancient saying went that a silent bird is seldom seen; the first bid by Lin Xuan attracted everyone's attention. One billion low-grade crystal stones was no small sum for an Inner Profound Realm cultivator, let alone what use the statue had.

"Master Immortal, are you sure you're bidding one billion crystal stones?"

The old man in charge of the auction blushed as if drunk; he'd never seen such a high-priced transaction before.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded and said calmly.

"This... one billion crystal stones requires collateral."

"Hmph, afraid I can't afford it, trying to bluff me?"

Lin Xuan understood what the other meant. He waved his robe, and a storage bag flew out: "Check if this is enough?"

The old man took it and scanned it; all were high-grade crystal stones, with the correct amount. Although one billion was substantial, for Lin Xuan, it was still just a drop in the bucket.

Satisfied, the old man said: "Master Immortal, you bid one billion crystal stones. Is there anyone who can bid higher?"

The entire crowd fell silent. The female cultivator from earlier and the bald old man who had bid seventy-two million were both out of their depth at this price; even if they didn't want to, it was beyond their means.

"Alright, since no one else is bidding, this statue belongs to Master Immortal."

"Wait." Just as the auctioneer finished speaking, the bald old man spoke up.

"How so? Fellow Daoist, do you still wish to bid?" The auctioneer was delighted; the higher the final price, the better for him.

"I won't be bidding anymore. But I want to know what's going on with today's auction. All items have been bought by cultivators, and we monsterized individuals haven't gained anything. Is there any hidden agenda here?"

The old man's words sparked a commotion among others.

"Is there really any hidden agenda? The price is high for the highest bidder; this shop doesn't care if it's a cultivator or a monsterized individual."

"Don't listen to him. This shop must be colluding with the cultivators, bullying us monsterized individuals. We can't let them take these items." "Exactly, get out of our city, you cultivators!"

Lin Xuan frowned. He had attended countless auctions and never seen anyone cause a disturbance before; usually, there was always a powerful background behind such events. Were these people so fearless that they didn't fear death?

Before he could think further, a loud explosion echoed in his ears as the stone hall shook. Was something happening in the city of Yuan Wu?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

The entire city glowed with light as various magical treasures flew everywhere; it seemed that cultivators and monsterized individuals were fighting fiercely within the city.

He didn't know what had happened, but for the cultivators, their situation was clearly unfavorable. This place was a stronghold of the monsterized, and there were far more human experts than cultivators.

Each cultivator faced attacks from several monsterized individuals, screams filled the air as many fell without understanding what had happened.

Why would cultivators and monsterized individuals suddenly fight?

Considering the strange scene at the auction, it must be some plot.

Lin Xuan wasn't interested in knowing the details; he wanted to avoid unnecessary trouble.

With a flash of his figure, Lin Xuan disappeared from where he stood and reappeared on the auction stage.

Regardless of what happened, he was determined to get that nine-headed eighteen-armed statue. His right hand reached out as if to grab it, but space rippled, and a crescent-shaped light blade appeared, slicing at him.

The situation had changed abruptly, but Lin Xuan's experience in magical battles was vast; such an ambush wouldn't work on him. His right hand didn't change its motion, while his left finger flicked, releasing a sword beam that intercepted the crescent-shaped light blade.

In the next moment, he grabbed the statue with both hands.

"Put down the item!" A roar echoed as several monsterized individuals blocked his path.

PS: There's another New Year's Eve dinner tonight. I've been rushing to finish this chapter. Please vote for monthly tickets; everyone, have a happy new year! @
第两千一百一十一章 等待时机

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over the three figures. Three of them were at the Subtle Baby stage, and one was at the Separation stage. For a transformed entity, their strength could be considered rather formidable. After all, transformed entities enhanced their power by fusing with crystal cores, which was more difficult than cultivators advancing to higher stages.

Ultimately, they were still mere mortals who had gained the ability to contend with cultivators through cunning means.

However, cultivation itself was a path that defied nature. For transformed entities, it was even more arduous. Reaching the Separation stage was already an incredible achievement.

Yuanwu City was where transformed entities gathered. If this were any other place, such high-ranking existences would be hard to come by.

But what did it matter?

The Separation stage beings before Lin Xuan were as insignificant as ants.

Seeing that four of them had blocked his path, Lin Xuan had no patience for idle chatter. With a flick of his sleeve, several dazzling sword lights shot out.

"You... you are an Inner Profound cultivator?"

A shocked voice entered his ears. At the moment he released the sword lights, Lin Xuan revealed his true strength. Terrifying spiritual pressure spread like a tide, causing anyone enveloped by it to feel suffocated.

Although the Spirit Realm was one of the most顶级的 interfaces in the Spirit World, Inner Profound cultivators were not easily found. The few transformed entities who had blocked his path barely managed to get their heads cut off before they could even express their shock.

Lin Xuan then approached the auction table and grabbed the statue with nine heads and eighteen arms. Since he had obtained what he wanted, Lin Xuan did not linger there but flew towards the ground in a burst of green light.

Explosions echoed as the entire Yuanwu City was in utter chaos. Lin Xuan did not know why cultivators and transformed entities suddenly erupted into such a massive conflict. It mattered little to him whether it involved conspiracy or trickery, as long as it did not concern him directly.

Six months later, in the Tianshuang Prefecture of the State of Yue, in the Filth Yin Mountains.

The sky was overcast with white mist permeating the valley. However, this was not ordinary white fog; it was corpse qi. The main headquarters of the Heavenly Corpse Sect was located here.

As one of the five top-tier sects in the Tianshuang Prefecture, the Heavenly Corpse Sect had reached its zenith. Yet, like any organization, its glory could not last forever. In recent months, the Heavenly Corpse Sect faced significant troubles. Initially, transformed entities within Yue State inexplicably turned hostile towards cultivators. Someone must have incited this conflict, but the truth was now irrelevant.

The largest gathering of transformed entities was also their holy site. The attack on Yuanwu City by cultivators had reduced it to ruins, resulting in countless deaths among both humans and transformed entities. Such a grudge could not be easily resolved.

While表面上, the conflict seemed to be between cultivators and transformed entities, the Heavenly Corpse Sect dominated Yue State unchallenged. Thus, they naturally became the target of transformed entity attacks!

To be fair, although transformed entities had taken an unconventional path to cultivation, their strength still fell short compared to cultivators.

However, in the State of Yue, which valued martial prowess, the transformed entities were among the strongest.

Although they could not match cultivators, they could still cause significant damage to the Heavenly Corpse Sect alone.

A myriad of ants can devour an elephant. In just half a year, the Heavenly Corpse Sect had lost thousands of cultivators, mostly low-ranking disciples but including some at the Immortal Core and Separation stages. While this was not a fatal blow to their scale, losing so many cultivators was undoubtedly detrimental to any sect.

But what could be done? Fate had dealt them a bad hand.

Cultivators did not have the option of enduring humiliation. Sects from the Dark Path were known for their vendettas. With so many disciples slain by the Heavenly Corpse Sect, they unleashed brutal reprisals on transformed entities, escalating the conflict further.

Lin Xuan was hiding in a cave within the Filth Yin Mountains, propping his chin with his hand as he pondered Yue State's situation. The conflict between cultivators and mortals seemed suspiciously sudden and strange.

Back when Lin Xuan was in Yuanwu City, he had no idea how this conflict began.

He would not believe there was no conspiracy if someone dared to tell him otherwise.

However, the originator of this conflict remained unknown to him.

During a review of ancient texts, he discovered some clues. It was said that millions of years ago, during the Three Realms War,阴魂鬼物 had sent numerous spies to sow discord in the Spirit Realm.

Did the Ancient Demons also do the same when they invaded the Spirit Realm one million years later?

Could this current incident involve traces of the Ancient Demons and阴魂?

Lin Xuan pondered these questions.

Of course, these were mere speculations. There was no concrete evidence to support them. Sowing discord was not exclusive to the Ancient Demons and阴魂; rival sects of the Heavenly Corpse Sect could have mimicked this tactic as well.

Lin Xuan did not continue his musings. Since he had nothing to gain from such thoughts, why should he waste effort here? The Heavenly Corpse Sect's current predicament was beneficial to him. Killing more high-ranking cultivators from that sect would help accumulate contributions for his own sect.

This area was on the outskirts of the Filth Yin Mountains, still ten million li away from the main headquarters of the Heavenly Corpse Sect. Lin Xuan had been here for over a fortnight but had remained hidden, never making a move. He waited for an opportunity.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as if sensing something. He looked up.

Approximately a thousand miles away, explosions continued, and spiritual fluctuations spread far and wide. In front, a gray-white aura was desperately fleeing, while behind it, several colorful streaks of light pursued relentlessly.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense swept over the scene, his brows rising unconsciously. Finally, he had found what he was looking for.

Opportunity knocked but once. Lin Xuan immediately rose to his feet and transformed into an inconspicuous flash of green light, flying towards the location of the incident.

A thousand miles in distance, with his speed, it took mere moments to reach. In those few instants, the gray-white corpse aura was intercepted by the pursuing streaks of light.

The figure was a thin old man wearing yellow robes, appearing weak and listless. However, he was no pushover, as he was an Inner Profound cultivator.

From his emanating cold aura, it was clear that he belonged to the Heavenly Corpse Sect.

Behind him, three middle-aged men landed, each clad in armor with similar appearances. If Lin Xuan's guess was correct, they were related by blood and transformed entities.

"Three brothers of the Zhong family, do not overstep your bounds! Now we are back at our main headquarters; if you still refuse to leave, will you end up scattered like spirits?" The old man's voice echoed, but his expression betrayed fear. He was clearly a tough exterior with a weak inner core.
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Soul flying, body scattering. Old Master Zhang, you think we're easy to fool? Though this is the Filth Yin Mountains, it's still far from your Heavenly Corpse Sect headquarters. We can leave after eliminating you with plenty of time. It should be you who should be soul flying and body scattering...

The old man's face turned extremely ugly as he heard this. However, he knew that his opponent wasn't bluffing. Facing three fellow-stage妖化者, he had no chance at all, let alone these three brothers who were naturally skilled in coordinated attacks.

Would I really have to fall here?

With a look of extreme panic on his face and eyes darting around, the old man desperately planned an escape strategy. However, how could he come up with a good idea in just a moment?

"Old fool, submit obediently, and you can avoid much suffering."

The eldest of the three brothers barked loudly. He raised his left hand, and a flicker of spiritual light appeared as a golden spear materialized. Arcs of electricity danced around it, producing crackling sounds.

He then gripped the spear and thrust it directly at the old man's chest.

Unlike how cultivators would release their treasures,妖化者 could control them without letting go, making them look like martial artists.

However, with his transformed body, he was no less in speed or strength compared to fellow-stage cultivators.

The old man had clearly faced妖化者 before and was experienced. He reached into his waistband and conjured up a bone shield just as the spear approached him.

He timed it perfectly, blocking the spear's momentum.

Boom!

Spiritual light exploded around him, allowing him to escape this peril.

However, he didn't have time to relax because he faced three brothers instead of one.

The three brothers moved in unison. Seeing that their eldest had already attacked, the second and third naturally couldn't sit idle. They each took out their treasures.

One wielded a golden hoop saber, another danced with an official's pen, working together to attack the old man.

Facing three opponents, the old man was extremely disheveled in just a few breaths. If this continued, his fall would be inevitable.

"Evil!"

The old man was both anxious and angry but could do nothing about it. As time passed, despair began to show on his face. However, at that moment, a cold laugh echoed: "A mere mortal dares to be so arrogant! Thinking you can stand equal with us cultivators just because you're a妖化者 is truly ignorant of your own death."

Before he could finish speaking, an terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky. Despite the range being compressed, it still enveloped several miles around.

"Divine Separation Stage cultivator!"

The intensity of this spiritual pressure caused the four to turn pale. However, their expressions changed drastically in the next moment.

The old man was overjoyed: "Senior, save me! Junior Zhang Deli will surely repay you greatly..."

The faces of the three brothers darkened.

"It's a Divine Separation Stage old monster; we can't fight him. Quickly, leave here."

Before he could finish speaking, the three brothers moved in unison and retreated.

"Go, do you think there's still an opportunity to escape at this moment?"

A mocking voice echoed as spatial ripples appeared. A cultivator dressed in a green robe suddenly appeared within their sight.

Despite the overwhelming spiritual pressure, they didn't realize that Lin Xuan had hidden his true strength. After all, while a Profound Concealment Stage cultivator was highly noticeable, a Divine Separation Stage one wasn't as eye-catching.

Nevertheless, dealing with three元婴级别的妖化者 was still more than enough for him.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and a golden-orange divine sword flew out. With Lin Xuan's abundant resources, various treasures in his storage bracelet were numerous, making it easy to pull out one to show off.

"Sever!"

Once the treasure was summoned, Lin Xuan pointed at it. As he did so, a rumbling sound filled the air as the divine sword grew larger within the light, reaching seven or eight zhang long.

"Giant Sword Technique"

Many cultivators who used divine swords liked this move; simple and practical with significant power.

The divine sword swung and severed the eldest of the three brothers.

"Big Brother!"

The second and third brothers were shocked. However, it was too late for rescue. Fear flashed across the eldest's face as he held his spear high above his head, hoping to block the opponent's attack. While his reaction was quick, it was futile. With a loud tearing sound, both he and the spear were split in two.

One strike downed an enemy, and the other two brothers of the three brothers were so terrified that they didn't even dare to seek revenge, fleeing in different directions.

Unfortunately, their efforts were in vain as Lin Xuan calmly used his treasure to kill them both.

"Thank you for your assistance. Your great kindness will be remembered by me forever. May I ask if you came here to participate in our Grand Treasure Fair?" The old man's face was filled with joy as he bowed to Lin Xuan, his smile clear.

"What is the Grand Treasure Fair?" Lin Xuan looked surprised and sighed: "I came to your sect to visit a friend."

"Visiting a friend. Senior, do you know any of our senior disciples?" Hearing this, the old man's expression became even more respectful.

"Yes, unfortunately, my friend was killed by妖化者. Therefore, entering your headquarters will be troublesome for me. But if you want to see that Grand Treasure Fair..." Lin Xuan replied.

"Indeed, because of those hateful妖化者, our Heavenly Corpse Sect has been on high alert recently. However, Senior, if you wish to enter, I can vouch for you," the old man said with a hint of mystery in his voice.

"Do you mean leading me into your headquarters?" Lin Xuan remained noncommittal.

"Haha, though my cultivation level is low, I have some status within the sect. I may not be able to help much, but bringing Senior into the headquarters should be no problem."

"Since that's the case, please lead the way. Do you think this Grand Treasure Fair is different from ordinary market auctions?"

"Of course, it's called the Grand Treasure Fair for a reason; it differs significantly from regular market transactions. This is our major event held every three hundred years. Participants must be at least元婴级别, and the treasures they bring are extraordinary. You won't see such items in general auctions, so don't miss this opportunity," the old man said proudly.

"Alright, I'll trouble you to lead the way."

"You're too polite. Let's go."

The old man's face lit up; befriending a Divine Separation Stage cultivator was beneficial for him. Since Lin Xuan had saved him, he wouldn't harm the sect.

With that, the old man gripped his hands and was enveloped by grayish-white corpse energy as he flew forward.
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Lin Xuan followed calmly behind, his expression as composed as a stone. Soon, the two of them disappeared on the horizon.

For the rest of the time, they focused on their journey, though not flying aimlessly. Lin Xuan pretended to casually inquire about the Tianshi Sect's activities.

On the surface, he asked some rather unimportant questions, and the elder naturally had no intention of hiding anything. He revealed everything like a bamboo shoot splitting open, spilling out all the details.

However, Lin Xuan’s questioning was incredibly clever, allowing him to gather much of what he wanted through casual conversation. The journey proceeded smoothly with no unexpected incidents. Two hours later, they arrived in the depths of the Filth Yin Mountains, where a vast swamp surrounded by mountains stretched endlessly before them, filled with stench and corpse qi.

Lin Xuan’s gaze turned serious as he observed this scene. In this swamp, countless wandering souls and corpses floated about. This wasn’t an ordinary swamp; for the Tianshi Sect, it served as both a warning and a protective barrier. Combined with their sect’s main array, breaking through would be nearly impossible.

They stopped at the edge of the swamp where the elder took out a transmission talisman from his pocket, raised his hand to cast it. Moments later, ghostly howls echoed, and the corpse fog in the swamp dispersed, revealing a passage about three or four zhang wide.

"Senior, please," the elder said respectfully.

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded, activating his qi shield as he entered the fog with the elder.

The passage stretched far into the distance. The souls and corpses within the swamp seemed to be restrained by some powerful force, unable to enter this channel.

But don’t underestimate its defensive capabilities; if used in combat, this corpse fog swamp would be terrifying beyond compare, far more formidable than any ordinary sect’s protective array.

After a cup of tea, they reached the end of the passage where an island appeared. Though small compared to the entire Filth Yin Mountains, it was oval-shaped and stretched over five million li from east to west, with vast expanses of land.

As soon as he stepped onto the island, a heavy cloud of阴气 (yin qi) enveloped him.

The Tianshi Sect’s main headquarters had excellent spirit veins and yin veins. Lin Xuan released his divine sense; everywhere were cultivators, but their attire allowed him to distinguish between Tianshi Sect disciples and other outsiders like himself.

No doubt, these people were all here for the Great Treasure Assembly.

"Senior, you can go to the inn first. As a Separation-Union stage cultivator, you will be well received," the elder said with a smile. Lin Xuan had no objection to this suggestion.

Following the elder’s lead, they flew towards the southwest corner of the island where some cultivators were checking identities. With the elder as their guarantor, nothing went wrong, and soon, they arrived at magnificent buildings.

"Senior, these are for Separation-Union stage cultivators; you can choose any one," the elder said.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. He wasn’t particularly interested in accommodations but chose a quiet pavilion. The elder quickly handled the paperwork and handed him an order talisman.

"Thank you."

"Haha, senior is too kind. Compared to your life-saving favor, what I did was nothing more than a simple gesture," the elder said.

"The Great Treasure Assembly will be held three days from now. Senior can rest here for a while; someone will notify you when it starts."

"Alright, then Lin will stay here for now. Fellow cultivator, there’s no need to accompany me; go do your own business." Although Lin Xuan had meticulously planned to infiltrate the Tianshi Sect’s main headquarters, this smooth progress was somewhat unexpected.

The Great Treasure Assembly held some interest for him. He decided to participate and see what would happen next.

Perhaps he might find something useful. With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan spent the next three days quietly meditating at the inn without going anywhere else, merely recharging his energy.

Time passed quickly. The three days were uneventful, but with his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan was aware of everything happening around him. Many more cultivators had arrived at the inn, mostly Separation-Union stage, even some Core Formation level ones.

Feeling their strength, Lin Xuan became more interested in the upcoming Great Treasure Assembly.

One day, while meditating in his cave, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his head as if sensing something.

In his right hand appeared a transmission talisman. A red light flashed, and an array split open, allowing a fire dragon to fly inside.

It was a transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan’s divine sense sank into it, and he heard a respectful voice.

"Senior, the Great Treasure Assembly will be held in the Ascension Hall. If you’re interested, please come now," the voice said.

The light then disappeared, leaving behind an invitation card in his vision.

"Finally," Lin Xuan muttered to himself as the invitation card fell into his hands without any further action from him.

After releasing the array, he left the pavilion.

He didn’t know where the Ascension Hall was, but it didn’t matter. Most of the cultivators at the inn were heading there, and if he followed them, he wouldn’t get lost.

On his way, Lin Xuan saw many Tianshi Sect’s officials, but their checks weren’t strict. Although the Tianshi Sect was in a critical situation now, it still maintained its grandeur with two Spirit Formation stage patriarchs guarding within. Who would dare to come here and provoke them?

However, there were some changes. In the past, high-level demonified beings could also participate in the Great Treasure Assembly. Now that humans and cultivators were at odds, such beings couldn’t possibly enter the Tianshi Sect’s main headquarters.

As Lin Xuan flew slowly, he released his divine sense, concealing his cultivation level to Separation-Union stage so as not to attract attention. After about a cup of tea, an enormous building appeared before him.

Majestic!

This building was suspended in mid-air, vast beyond measure. This was the Tianshi Sect’s iconic structure—the Ascension Hall. And what caught everyone's eye were the numerous stone coffins floating around it, varying in size, some similar to ordinary coffins, others over ten zhang long, totaling thousands.

Lin Xuan had seen many things, but he had never encountered such a scene before. He couldn’t help but look at them for a moment when a voice carried on the wind said, "This is the Tianshi Sect’s flying coffin. Indeed, it exudes an imposing presence. I heard this is one of their three treasures; who would have thought they placed it here?"
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"Is this one of the Three Treasures of Heavenly Corpse Sect?"

Lin Xuan's brow involuntarily furrowed. He seemed to have heard about it before in Cloud Concealing Sect, but back then he didn't pay much attention. Now, he couldn't quite recall the details.

However, this Flying Heaven Casket was clearly not an ordinary item.

Lin Xuan quietly released his spirit sense, only for it to be bounced back as soon as it touched the casket.

He shook his head and decided there wasn't enough time to investigate further. Otherwise, if he drew attention from Heavenly Corpse Sect members, it would greatly disadvantage him.

Weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan continued on as if nothing had happened towards the Ascension Pavilion above his head.

The closer he got, the more vibrant this structure appeared, almost obscuring half of the sky. There were nine entrances, each guarded by several armored cultivators.

Lin Xuan casually chose one that was closest to him and slowly flew past it.

"Salutations, senior. To enter here, you need a Pass Token."

"I'll give it to you."

Lin Xuan handed over the pass token. The other party took it and then produced an oval-shaped object, casting a spell on it.

A beam of yellow light radiated out, enveloping Lin Xuan.

"Do not mind this, Senior. This magical tool is harmless; it only serves for inspection to prevent demonized individuals from impersonating cultivators."

Seeing Lin Xuan's displeased expression, the other party quickly smiled and explained further.

"What? Demonized individuals can still impersonate us?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had been in Respect Dragon Realm for several hundred years, but most of his time was spent in seclusion, so he wasn't well-informed about demonized individuals.

"Senior, do you not know that as long as a demonized individual consumes the Immortal-like Pill, they can convert their demonic energy into spiritual energy within a short period? Thus, they can impersonate cultivators," the armored man's smiling voice echoed in his ears.

Before he could finish speaking, an explosion sounded through the air.

Lin Xuan was startled and turned to see where the noise came from. The conflict originated from another entrance.

Demonized individuals!

There were two of them, already surrounded by Heavenly Corpse Sect cultivators.

"Bold spy! Daring to cause trouble in our sect's main hall; you've outlived your usefulness."

The leader was a cultivator wearing silver armor and had considerable strength, on par with the Separation Realm stage.

"Friend, please don't be angry. My two brothers have no ill intent. We only want to participate in the Great Treasure Fair," said the red-faced old man, his face filled with fear as he hurriedly explained.

However, this explanation was useless. Since the anomaly in Yuanwu City, Vat Kingdom cultivators and demonized individuals had formed a deep grudge. As the top sect of Vat Kingdom, Heavenly Corpse Sect had lost countless disciples due to their actions.

As a Demon Sect, they had no concept of repaying kindness with kindness. If these intruders had entered the main hall, how could they be allowed to leave?

"Kill!"

The silver-armored cultivator bellowed, and nearby Heavenly Corpse Sect members rushed forward. Cultivators didn't fight alone; overwhelming numbers were common.

Though the two demonized individuals weren't weak, good men couldn't stand up to a crowd. They were soon obliterated into nothingness.

This small incident didn't draw much attention from other cultivators, but Lin Xuan's face darkened slightly. Heavenly Corpse Sect's strength was indeed formidable; it wouldn't be easy for him to take a bite out of the tiger.

Fortunately, he still had his trump card.

Lin Xuan entered the Ascension Pavilion without drawing any attention.

Inside, there were wonders beyond imagination, magnificent and beautiful like a celestial abode.

A young maiden in green robes approached him.

"Senior, do you need me to guide you? Which level of the Great Treasure Fair are you participating in?"

"How come there's more than one Great Treasure Fair?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Haha, it seems this is your first time. Indeed, the Great Treasure Fairs have two levels and they're held simultaneously," the maiden said with a smile.

"Lin indeed has never been here before. Please explain in detail."

"You are too polite," the maiden's expression changed to one of trepidation. Many old monsters were eccentric, but such a talkative one was rare.

She became even more enthusiastic; he was an advanced-stage cultivator. If she pleased him, it would be enough for her to enjoy for life.

"The Great Treasure Fair has ordinary and advanced levels, both held simultaneously. Each cultivator can only participate in one."

"What's the difference between the two?"

"Ordinary level of the Great Treasure Fair is open to all without restrictions on cultivation. Our sect members or esteemed guests need only pay five thousand crystal stones to enter. For the advanced level, you must be at least at the Separation Realm stage and show a treasure item for exchange, which needs to pass inspection," the maiden's clear voice echoed.

"Ah, I see. No wonder it's called the Great Treasure Fair; each participant must provide a treasure for auction." Lin Xuan nodded. "I want to participate in the advanced level. Lead the way."

"Very well, Senior, follow me."

The maiden obediently replied and then took a few steps forward.

Looking at her graceful figure, Lin Xuan frowned as if he had noticed something but continued on without showing any signs of unease.

Soon, they arrived at an entrance to a corridor. There was nothing else there except for a thin old man sitting nearby.

"Are you here to participate in the Great Treasure Fair?"

"Yes."

"What item are you auctioning? I need to check if you have the right to enter," the old man said expressionlessly.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and reached into his waistband, taking out an item.

"This ancient treasure, Cold Ice Halberd, was obtained by chance. Due to my cultivation techniques, I can't use it myself. It would be perfect for auction at the Great Treasure Fair. What do you think?"

The old man took the item and examined it carefully.

"It's not a remarkable treasure, but with this, you have the right to participate in the advanced level of the Great Treasure Fair. Pay five thousand crystal stones, and you can enter."

"Thank you, friend."

Lin Xuan nodded. Five thousand crystal stones meant nothing to him, so he handed them over and walked into the corridor.

After a short while, Lin Xuan arrived at a stone door covered in runes.

A guard stood before it. After bowing to Lin Xuan, he cast a spell, and the stone door opened with a rumble.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan frowned. The Great Treasure Fair's security was indeed strict. If he wanted to cause chaos in Heavenly Corpse Sect's main hall, the difficulty seemed greater than expected.

Nevertheless, once he was there, he might as well stay. On the surface, Lin Xuan showed no signs of unease and walked inside. (To be continued)
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Chapter 2115: Zombie Talisman

The sound of stringed instruments filled his ears, and before him stood an extraordinarily magnificent palace.

This palace was about several hundred feet wide. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over it, discovering that there were already more than a hundred cultivators inside, all with serene expressions as they scattered throughout the place.

In the center of the palace, a group of beautiful women were dancing gracefully.

Their cultivation levels were only at the Foundation Establishment stage, but each one was strikingly handsome or pretty. Their appearances and figures were top-notch.

Just from this group of women, it could be seen how grand the plan of the Heavenly Corpse Sect was.

The Great Treasure Fair had not yet begun, but with such a performance by beautiful ladies, there would naturally be no boredom or loneliness.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept around. He found that most of the cultivators in the hall were at the Separation and Profound Void stages, with over thirty percent being at this level. This clearly showed how significant the Great Treasure Fair was.

About half of these cultivators were disciples of the Heavenly Corpse Sect, while the rest were outsiders.

There were fewer people than expected, but as the Great Treasure Fair had not yet started, more cultivators would likely arrive soon.

With such thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan remained unmoved on the surface. He began to enjoy the fine wine and fruits placed beside his seat.

Three hours quickly passed. As time went by, more and more cultivators entered the hall. Suddenly, Lin Xuan raised his head as if sensing something. The entire hall started to stir.

"Is it really possible? That ancient demon, that old monster actually came! I didn't see wrong!"

"Could there be a great treasure emerging during this Great Treasure Fair, attracting a Separation Stage cultivator?"

"I heard he is already ten thousand years old this year. Is that true?"

Various discussions filled the air. However, when an elderly man with one eye entered the hall, all voices stopped.

The one-eyed old man was riding in a carriage pulled by a single-legged strange bird. From its appearance, it somewhat resembled the Phoenix Bird, but only somewhat. The Phoenix Bird was a true spirit and even Separation Stage cultivators or late-stage Golden Transformation monsters couldn't possibly use such a powerful entity as a carriage.

"Greetings to my senior!"

The Heavenly Corpse Sect's cultivators immediately fell to their knees in the hall, their faces showing surprise and suspicion. They hadn't expected the sect's Supreme Elder to visit them here.

The outsiders also stood up, bowing respectfully. In the cultivation world, respect was shown to power, so it was necessary for them to show reverence to a Separation Stage cultivator.

"Enough of this formalities. I just finished my seclusion and coincidentally, the Great Treasure Fair has started. Let's join in the fun," the ancient demon's hoarse voice echoed. He seemed quite pleased as he spoke.

Although the ancient demon was at the Separation Stage, his presence didn't exude any pressure; however, his voice carried an irresistible authority.

The cultivators below naturally agreed and no one voiced any objections.

"Good. Since you all agree, I will first present a treasure to spark interest."

The ancient demon's face showed satisfaction as he spoke. His words immediately made the atmosphere lively. The Great Treasure Fair had never seen Separation Stage cultivators before, so his presence alone guaranteed that what he would show was of great significance.

Many cultivators revealed expressions of anticipation.

The ancient demon scanned the crowd with his eyes and a beautiful woman handed him a tray covered in red cloth, which shielded their minds from prying.

Lin Xuan's face showed curiosity. He didn't know what the old demon would present.

Soon enough, the mystery was solved as the old demon removed the red cloth to reveal a wooden box about a foot long.

A pleasant scent wafted into his nostrils. Two talismans were affixed on top of the box, adding an air of mystery.

The cultivators in attendance, all knowledgeable, recognized that whatever was inside was no ordinary item. The old demon's face remained calm as he flicked his fingers, igniting the talisman without wind. With a snap, the lid opened and revealed its contents.

"Ah, what is this..."

Lin Xuan had guessed it might be either materials or a treasure, but to his surprise, it was a talisman.

However, it wasn't just any ordinary talisman; the paper was pale white with an eerie appearance. A ghastly zombie was drawn on it.

"A Zombie Talisman!"

The path of cultivation was vast and deep, and Lin Xuan had some understanding of talisman-making but far from mastery. After all, a person's energy was limited, and he mostly spent his time taking medicine and meditating.

Zombie Talismans did not exist in the human world, but after arriving in the Nael Dragon Realm, he had heard about them—rumored to be a secret technique of the Heavenly Corpse Sect.

Of course, what was sealed within the talisman wasn't a zombie, but rather corpse energy. Through special techniques, once this talisman was summoned, the corpse energy could coalesce into a temporary zombie monster.

The strength of such a creature would depend on the level of the Zombie Talisman itself.

As one of the two Separation Stage Supreme Elders of the Heavenly Corpse Sect, the ancient demon's Zombie Talismans couldn't be trash; they were likely incredibly powerful.

Sure enough, his voice continued: "This talisman was made from the corpse energy of a Silver-Winged Corpse King I've nurtured for ten thousand years. It has about one-third the strength of a Separation Stage cultivator and only lasts half an incense stick's time."
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The ancient demon's voice had barely faded when the expression of every cultivator below turned hot with interest. A third of their power at the Spirit Diversion Initial Stage meant what?

Even though the effect was only for half a joss stick, it was enough to kill several Core Profound cultivators.

If one could obtain this treasure, it would be like having a life-saving talisman.

Plick!

The sound of someone swallowing saliva entered his ears. The cultivators present were greatly intrigued but knew that an ancient demon lord wouldn't simply offer such a treasure for nothing.

The conditions for the exchange must be extremely harsh.

Everyone watched eagerly.

"This Zombie Talisman's value is clear to me, Fellow Daoists in attendance. If anyone can produce a small bottle of Nine Profound Heaven Water, this talisman will belong to them."

"What is Nine Profound Heaven Water?"

Lin Xuan had extensive experience but his previous realm was so impoverished compared to the Dragon Scale Realm that he hadn't heard of such a thing before.

Below, however, erupted in a roar: "Nine Profound Heaven Water, isn't it a special treasure from the Yin Office Realm?"

"Indeed. It is said to contain pure yin qi, and cultivators practicing yin-cold techniques will find great benefit if they absorb it, aiding their breakthrough."

"Could it be that the ancient demon has reached the peak of Spirit Diversion Initial Stage, preparing for an晋级突破, so he needs Nine Profound Heaven Water?"

"I don't know. But if Tianzhi Sect could produce a mid-stage Spirit Diversion elder, our recent setbacks would mean nothing."

Various discussions filled his ears as Lin Xuan felt a chill. To avoid attracting the ancient monster's attention, he had kept his divine sense hidden, but now it seemed likely that the opponent was at the peak of Spirit Diversion Initial Stage and even had a Silver Wing Corpse King under his control—likely also in the Spirit Diversion stage.

This was quite worrying.

As thoughts raced through his mind, the ancient demon's voice continued.

"How about this? Over the millennia, I've only made a few Zombie Talismans, so it won't be easy to get them. Anyone with Nine Profound Heaven Water can exchange for one."

But after several attempts, no one responded. A look of disappointment appeared on the ancient demon's face. He had used all his resources and still found nothing, hoping to win by chance at this Great Treasure Fair. Now it seemed like a vain hope.

Suddenly, a clear voice sounded: "I don't have Nine Profound Heaven Water, but I do have two Black Cleansing Stones. Does the senior have any interest?"

"What? Black Cleansing Stones?"

The ancient demon was stunned before his face lit up with excitement. "Fellow Daoist really has such treasures; of course, they can be exchanged. But let me check their authenticity first."

"None needed."

Lin Xuan turned to see a woman in black robes speaking. She wasn't beautiful but had an average appearance and her cultivation was no less than his own—Core Profound Middle Stage.

She walked onto the stage gracefully, reaching into her waistband where two dark stones appeared.

Unremarkable at first glance, but appearances can be deceiving.

These ordinary-looking stones made the ancient demon's face light up with excitement. As a Spirit Diversion cultivator, such an emotion was rare.

The ancient demon waved his hand and the stones flew to him as if drawn by some unseen force.

He then performed a surprising action—贴ing both stones to his forehead, as if using divine sense to examine them.

A cup of tea passed.

"Indeed, they are Black Cleansing Stones. My decision to participate in this Great Treasure Fair was correct. I won't take advantage of juniors. The value of these two Black Cleansing Stones far exceeds that of Nine Profound Heaven Water. So, I will exchange three Zombie Talismans for them."

"Thank you, senior."

The female cultivator was delighted. She had intended to haggle but the offer was so generous. No wonder a great elder from a major sect would have such an imposing demeanor!

Both parties were pleased. The other cultivators, though unfamiliar with Black Cleansing Stones, knew the value of Zombie Talismans—three in one go! Clearly, many here possessed rare treasures.

The atmosphere was electrified.

After their exchange, another shrewd-looking cultivator eagerly stepped forward. He was only at the Talent Unification Early Stage, but unexpectedly, he produced five bottles of ancient elixirs that could increase Core Profound cultivators' qi.

These were said to have been found in some ancient ruins. Ancient cultivators’ alchemy techniques far surpassed those of today. As everyone marveled at his luck, they began a fierce bidding war.

In the end, a wealthy Tianzhi Sect cultivator bought them for an astronomical price.

Another plump cultivator stepped forward after the exchange ended.

Sure enough, this Great Treasure Fair was as advertised—treasures and rare materials emerged one after another. Most were so precious that even underground auctions rarely saw such items.

Most exchanges targeted other rare treasures, leading to many failed bids.

Lin Xuan even found two useful materials he could bid on.

An elderly man in red robes approached the stage.

"Ah, isn't this Firecloud Venerable of Tianwu Mountain? He's come as well."

"What old fellow is a Core Profound Late Stage cultivator and what treasure will he bring?"

Various discussions filled his ears. The robed elder was clearly someone with a high reputation.

He tapped his waist, and a flash of spirit light appeared—a miniature daoist dwelling.

Tianji Mansion, better than Tianqiao Sect's due to the superior alchemy techniques in this top-tier realm.

"This treasure is an excellent cauldron. This woman is a飞升 cultivator who fell into my hands by accident. She remains intact and has rare Five Yin Absolute Meridian Body, making her valuable for fellow daoists practicing yin-cold techniques. Dual cultivation with her will greatly aid your breakthrough."

With the elder's words, a beautiful female cultivator appeared in his line of sight.

Rain Illusion also wished all Fellow Daoists a happy New Year and a prosperous dragon year.

Today was not only Lunar New Year but also his wife's birthday. He would spend time with her today. (To be continued.) If you like this work, please give me your support through recommendations or monthly subscriptions; it is the greatest motivation for me.
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Today was the second day of Chinese New Year. Fantu originally intended to resume normal updates, but... sigh, I don't even know how to put it into words. Yesterday was his wife's birthday, and he took their baby out for a play. But in the evening, the baby started coughing again. This morning, they went to the hospital, where the baby had to receive intravenous treatment.

His wife cried uncontrollably, regretting that she would never have any more children.

The baby was discharged from the hospital less than half a month ago, and I really don't know how to explain it. My mind is in turmoil.

Updating...

Chu Yun tightly clenched his fist, with sparks of electricity occasionally crackling between his fingers. He couldn’t unleash them directly due to Eramu's presence, but if he were someone more impulsive, he might have already sent a lightning god punch at the target.

It turned out that the move he had just used was extremely draining for Fangyu in terms of true qi. He had attempted it without fully mastering its technique, and while it appeared impressive on the surface, it was essentially a fight to the death with his life. Any slight mistake could result in damage to his meridians.

"Chu Yun, I have a question for you," a low, middle-aged male voice said into Chu Yun's ear.

After completing all this, they disappeared into the darkness once more, hiding around Wang Jin again.

With the King's Cup championship under his belt, Mourinho had gained enough confidence to boldly challenge Baracano.

But even with his bright smile, one could still see a hint of bitterness behind it.

They say Lady Liu Yuen's third wife was as beautiful as a flower, but when she emerged, she covered her face with a red headscarf, leaving people guessing about the beauty beneath. They turned their heads to catch a glimpse of her.

These two incredibly arrogant individuals, now famous throughout the Murafan world, were being beaten up by Ares' relentless punches and kicks, crawling on the ground in defeat.

Ferdin's heart skipped a beat as his entire body tensed. He saw Basserlas suddenly jump from his seat with a snap.

Even though Sky Sports had obtained the rights to broadcast, they wouldn't know how difficult it would be to reach an agreement. There was a high likelihood that Sky Sports would continue to suffer losses, given their different strategies compared to New Sports Media Company—Sky Sports desperately wanted profits, while the latter was willing to incur losses for promotion.

It seemed as though some force was trying to suck me in. I felt like my body was being torn apart by countless hands, causing immense pain.

"You take good care of me, and your family will have a life of luxury. If not, I'll throw all of you into the river to feed turtles," said Guan Young Master, his mouth dripping with saliva as he swallowed it back down before unbuttoning his belt.

From Zhang Tongling's and Chen Yiming's perspective, "seed capital" was better when more was available. Since Qin Daguang agreed to contribute one million, they would continue to strive for more.

"Lin Fei, I can't talk with Yun Jun anymore. You're a lady, so you have finer feelings. Let me discuss something with you," the old devil began flattering me.

Ghostly energy gathered around his heart, and purple light gradually emitted from it. One minute later, the ghost seed appeared, followed by the brightening of his purple eyes.

"What happened after that? Just tell me, I'll take responsibility for it," I promised, though I might have already fled by then.

Now that Huafu Tianxia had broken through to the初级丹丸 (Primary Golden Pill) stage, this meant he was very likely to inherit the position of National Lord.

"Ay! She's just a Soul Ferryman!" Tong'er left these words and hurriedly escaped the scene.

As for the leaders and powerful figures of Fuyang Sect, they returned to their temporary accommodations, waiting for Fuyang Sect’s arrangements.

"We are here to pick up our people," Qing Nian's voice carried an air of arrogance as he prepared to bypass Fangxiang Clan.

After much contemplation, I decided against it. I didn’t want to make things difficult for this girl, so I asked the village chief a question instead.

Two hundred years ago, after the dimensional closure, he wanted to leave but knew that the process might be extremely long—longer than his lifespan. So, he took possession of Fengyue's Nirvana Pearl and used it to gain infinite rebirth, extending his life indefinitely.
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The scene revealed a tall and slender young woman, who appeared to be around twenty years old. Her appearance was delicate and beautiful; though not breathtakingly stunning, she was certainly a first-rate beauty. Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise as he recognized her: "Zheng Xuan? How could she be here?"

Lin Xuan's astonishment was understandable. This young woman was Moon's beloved disciple in the mortal world. During their last encounter, an unexpected event had brought Lin Xuan back to the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, and several of Moon's disciples, including Liu Xin and Yin'er, had seen her. However, Zheng Xuan seemed to have vanished without a trace.

It was said that she had mysteriously disappeared during one of her outings.

Though Lin Xuan felt a tinge of regret, he couldn't do anything about it. The affairs in the cultivation world were unpredictable; perhaps she had met with danger and perished, or maybe she had encountered some other opportunity to greatly advance her cultivation.

Regardless of what happened to her, Lin Xuan never imagined that after hundreds of years, they would meet again under such circumstances.

Zheng Xuan had actually ascended to the Spirit Realm as well. This was indeed a cause for celebration, but it also brought about hidden dangers; she had been captured and brought here to be sold at the Grand Treasure Fair.

To be fair, Lin Xuan wasn't very familiar with Zheng Xuan as a junior disciple, but Moon and this young woman were like sisters, bonded by their shared bond. Without knowing her, there would have been no reason for him to intervene now that she was in captivity. Otherwise, he wouldn't be able to face Moon again.

Regardless of the situation, Lin Xuan had to save her from this predicament.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as a voice echoed in his ears: "Fire Cloud Venerable, is this truly a body with the Five Yin Absolute Pulse?"

The speaker was a short and plump cultivator who looked around thirty years old. He said proudly, "It's genuine. You must know how valuable such a body can be. If it weren't for my cultivation technique conflicting with hers, I wouldn't have sold her off. It would greatly assist in breaking through the bottleneck."

"This kind of opportunity is rare and hard to come by. Fellow cultivators, don't miss out on this chance."

With Fire Cloud Venerable's words still ringing in his ears, a murmur spread among the crowd.

"Five Yin Absolute Pulse body? I didn't hear wrong?"

"The典籍say that only an infant or higher stage yin spirit can perform the传承融合ritual to reincarnate and re-cultivate. The chances of such a body are slim."

"But if it is true, it would be immensely useful for us. We should try to acquire her."

The murmurs continued as Fire Cloud Venerable brought Zheng Xuan to the Grand Treasure Fair instead of the underground auction hall, clearly with his own agenda.

Indeed, Tianshi Sect's cultivation techniques were mostly of a Yin-cold nature. Bringing in a female cultivator with the Five Yin Absolute Pulse would make her a valuable commodity.

Seeing that the Tianshi Sect's cultivators were indeed interested, Fire Cloud Venerable beamed with satisfaction: "The base price for this girl is one million middle-grade crystal stones. Fellow cultivators, feel free to bid."

"One million middle-grade crystal stones?"

Many cultivators gasped in shock; converting it into lower-grade crystals would amount to ten billion.

Although most participants at the Grand Treasure Fair were above the Separation Stage, few had witnessed such a high-priced auction before. It was like a bucket of cold water being poured over their heads, extinguishing any hopes they might have had.

The base price was one million middle-grade crystal stones. While this body would be immensely useful for breaking through the bottleneck, it wasn't something they could afford to desire.

Most people gave up, but as the auction began, several cultivators still joined in the bidding.

One million middle-grade crystal stones? In a room filled with wealthy cultivators, many had deep pockets.

"Ten million."

"One hundred and ten million."

"Two hundred million."

"Two hundred million."

The cold voice echoed, increasing the bid by eight hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones. All the cultivators were stunned, their expressions turning to awe and bewilderment.

Not only did this person increase his bid by eight hundred thousand middle-grade crystal stones, but his identity was also significant. The ancient demon, a formidable old monster from Tianshi Sect at the Separation Stage, had joined the bidding.

Wasn't he known for his aversion to female companionship?

But considering the Five Yin Absolute Pulse body's potential in breaking through the bottleneck, it made sense that he would be interested.

With this bid, other cultivators immediately gave up. After all, they were Tianshi Sect members; how could they dare compete with their own senior elder?

Moreover, they couldn't afford to do so since a cultivator's wealth was generally proportional to their cultivation stage.

Fire Cloud Venerable was taken aback by the scene and frowned slightly. He hadn't expected even the ancient demon to be interested in this girl, but two million middle-grade crystal stones wasn't too high a price.

The room fell silent as Fire Cloud Venerable asked: "Senior Ancient has bid two million middle-grade crystal stones. Is there anyone willing to offer more?"

After repeating his question twice, he was about to confirm the auction when a cold voice interrupted: "Hold on, Lin's bid is three million middle-grade crystal stones."

"What?!"

All cultivators were stunned. Zheng Xuan trembled at the sound of this voice and turned her head in excitement, only to see disappointment as she recognized the unfamiliar face.

Lin Xuan had used the Shape-Shifting Technique and restored his cultivation stage to the late Profound Concealment Stage. A Separation Stage cultivator spending such a large sum of crystal stones would attract too much attention, making him an easy target for others.

Someone was bidding so generously without fear of offending the ancient demon. The other cultivators were shocked and turned their heads in curiosity.

They wanted to see who dared to challenge this formidable old monster openly.

Though the auction was based on the highest bid, in the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme. Lower-stage cultivators wouldn't compete with higher-stage ones unless necessary, as it brought no benefits and was an unwritten rule.

Despite being watched by everyone, Lin Xuan remained unfazed. His composure ensured he didn't show any signs of unease.

Suddenly, two piercing gazes shot his way.

It was the ancient demon!

Though he casually glanced over, that gaze seemed to penetrate his very soul.

Lili!

The other party hadn't released any spiritual pressure, but Lin Xuan swallowed hard, feeling like a prey being stared down by a venomous snake or beast.

"Four million."

The ancient demon's calm voice echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan smiled. His prediction was correct; he couldn't be upset about it. While cultivators could privately use their strength to bully others, they had to maintain certain etiquette publicly, especially at the Grand Treasure Fair hosted by Tianshi Sect. As a senior elder, he couldn't afford to undermine his own sect's reputation. (To be continued)
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"Five million!"

Lin Xuan delivered another figure with a blank expression.

"Sss..."

The surrounding cultivators all sucked in a cold breath. Five million middle-grade crystal stones... such an Inner Core period cultivator couldn't afford it.

This fellow was truly someone who had deep pockets, but what did he gain from doing this? Even if they were to couple and potentially break through their cultivation bottleneck, it wasn't worth bankrupting himself, let alone the fact that this would offend a Senior Spirit Phase monster.

Even Zheng Wei's face showed some surprise. His assets had reached such a level.

Everyone's gaze first swept over Lin Xuan's face before shifting back to the ancient monster.

This unknown cultivator was determined to win. How would this Heavenly Corpse Sect's Supreme Elder respond?

Would he be furious and raise his bid, or continue bidding against him?

The guesses in everyone's minds varied, but their emotions were all filled with schadenfreude.

However, what followed exceeded their expectations.

The ancient monster actually slowly closed his eyes and stopped bidding.

"Five million, first time."

"Five million, second time."

"Alright, this woman with the Five Yin Dead Pulse constitution will belong to Daoist Friend Lin."

The auction ended. Under everyone's watchful eyes, Lin Xuan walked forward and extended a hand. With a flick of his wrist, a storage bag appeared before him.

He then shook it downward, and light flashed over, creating a sound as he revealed a pile of crystal stones like a small mountain.

Five colors, all high-grade.

The opponent's divine sense swept over them, amounting to fifty thousand.

The numbers were correct. Both parties were happy, completing the transaction.

"Old man, I buy one and give you another. This Heavenly Dao Mansion is for you."

"Thank you."

Lin Xuan gave a bow to the other party, but a hint of sharpness flashed in his eyes.

He then returned with Zheng Xuan to their seats.

The auction continued.

---

An hour later, it finally ended.

However, Lin Xuan did not immediately leave the Heavenly Corpse Sect's main hall. Instead, he went back to the inn.

Entering his residence, Lin Xuan immediately activated theprohibition without hesitation. Then, with a wave of his hand, a talisman appeared before him.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it. The talisman flashed and instantly ignited on its own, releasing a Taiji pattern into the surrounding void.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction before he entered the room.

He took out that Heavenly Dao Mansion from his pocket, waved his hand, and light flashed over him. A beautiful young woman appeared in front of him.

Zheng Xuan!

However, at this moment, fear and suspicion were etched on her face. Her power had been sealed.

In other words, she had no strength to fight back. She could only be a victim.

But when the woman raised her head and saw Lin Xuan's face, she showed incredulous joy, her voice trembling slightly.

"You... You're Senior Master Lin?"

"Xuan'er, it's been a long time," Lin Xuan's expression showed some melancholy. His transmutation technique had naturally been removed at this moment.

Truly the senior master!

After confirming Lin Xuan's identity, Zheng Xuan's expression could no longer be described as merely surprised. She had been in the cultivation world for so many years and knew the fate of the Cauldron of Alchemy—living like a living death was unbearable. Zheng Xuan preferred to die rather than endure such torment with her power sealed. Unexpectedly, she met Senior Master Lin at this moment when all hope seemed lost.

The original strength that had been as cold as ice melted away.

Tears streamed down her face as she threw herself into Lin Xuan's arms and cried out.

"Alright, it's over."

Hugging the young woman's body, Lin Xuan showed a hint of embarrassment but couldn't push her away. He comforted her instead.

After crying for a moment, Zheng Xuan finally calmed down.

"Girl, don't be sad. I'll first help you remove theprohibition."

"Thank you, Senior Master. However, theprohibition inside me was placed by the Old Fiery Cloud Monster, and it seems quite troublesome to remove."

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. He sent several techniques at her, then raised his right hand and pointed at her forehead: "Quickly!"

Before he finished speaking, a five-colored spiritual light appeared and entered the young woman's head.

Immediately, everything spun, and she felt drowsy. But the feeling came and went quickly. In just a few breaths, Zheng Xuan stood straight again.

---

At the same time, the power sealed in her dantian was like opening the dam of a reservoir, flowing through her body rapidly.

"Thank you, Senior Master."

Zheng Xuan's face showed shock. She had tried to break thisprohibition herself many times before.

Not only could she not break it, but even slightly disturbing it was impossible.

The problem that seemed insurmountable in front of her now appeared as simple as paper and clay in Lin Xuan's hands—too powerful.

Could it be that Senior Master Lin had also advanced to the Inner Core stage?

Zheng Xuan scanned Lin Xuan with her divine sense but couldn't discern his strength. Her expression became even more respectful.

"Right, Senior Master, where is my master?"

Zheng Xuan turned her head. She thought he would always be by Senior Master Lin's side. Why didn't he come to meet him now?

"Mi said Yue'er?"

Lin Xuan's face showed deeper melancholy as he sighed deeply.

Seeing this scene, Zheng Xuan was alarmed and her voice trembled: "D-does it mean my master met with danger?"

"Don't talk nonsense. How could Yue'er have any problems? We just temporarily parted ways," Lin Xuan rebuked.

"Senior Master, what's the matter?"

"This is a long story. Back then when the Netherworld Gate opened, I went in with Fairy Ruyan..." Lin Xuan sighed and began to narrate.

"So that's how it was."

"And why did you end up in the Spirit Realm? And fall into the hands of the Old Fiery Cloud Monster?"

"I, this is all by chance. The story starts several hundred years ago. After I condensed my spirit core, I went out traveling. Later, I arrived in Zhongzhou..."

"Jiaozhou?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. By human standards, Zhongzhou was also quite impoverished, but there were too many secrets—blue star sea and Spirit Net Jade Talisman were all discovered there.

"Yes, Xuan'er originally just wanted to wander around. But I accidentally found the ruins of a cultivator city underground in Stream Leaping Gorge..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had been there as well, where he met Fairy Cloudy Sky Qin Yan. Through a mysterious teleportation array, she went to another human world.

Could it be that Xuan'er was...?

PS: Tomorrow the baby still needs an IV infusion, so recent updates may disappoint everyone. I apologize. Huan Yu can only say they will try their best.
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Zheng Xuan's subsequent narration confirmed his suspicions.

This woman indeed inadvertently triggered a teleportation禁制, but unlike the Cloud Fairy, she was not sent to another human realm. Instead, she gained a tremendous opportunity and directly ascended to become part of the Spirit Realm.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded, not showing too much surprise. With Zheng Xuan's strength, it was impossible for him to break through the void. Her experience was somewhat similar to Qin Xin’s.

"How did you end up in the hands of that Fire Cloud Elder?"

"Thank my ancestor for your concern, but this matter is beyond simple explanation."

"Beyond simple explanation?"

"Yes." Zheng Xuan sighed and opened her lips as she began recounting her experiences over these years: "When I first arrived in the Spirit Realm, I was extremely happy. Such a fortunate coincidence; there have been few like it since ancient times. Without breaking through the void or undergoing the separation and union process, I ended up here."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's face showed interest. However, upon careful consideration, he found it not surprising at all. Although Zheng Xuan was Xu Yin’s daughter, she had been transformed by the Mysterious Heaven Ghost Emperor using inheritance fusion techniques. Her cultivation potential was exceptional.

Breaking through to the separation and union stage would be difficult in a resource-poor human realm. But in the Spirit Realm, especially in the Dragon Region among its various planes, resources were abundant, and the concentration of essence qi was far beyond that of the human world. With effort, Zheng Xuan’s breakthrough to the separation and union stage was certain.

However, cultivation also involves luck. For several hundred years, Zheng Xuan's progress had been smooth. But as fate would have it, during one outing, she encountered Fire Cloud Elder. The old monster recognized her as a Five Yin Absolute Pulse body with his secret technique.

Fire Cloud Elder was elated. Although this kind of体质was merely a burden to him due to his own reasons, for a yin-cold cultivator, such a rare treasure was invaluable.

A valuable commodity!

Seeing that Zheng Xuan was alone, the old monster immediately disregarded his status and made his move.

With a larger force overpowering a lesser one, a Profound Origin against Separation and Union, what could be in doubt? Back when they were in the East Sea, Lin Xuan’s supernatural abilities and abundant treasures had left him with nowhere to turn as he was pursued by a manifestation of Poison Dragon Elder. He nearly perished until he used Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk to keep up with the Nine Heaven Microsteps.

Lin Xuan himself had faced such dire straits; Zheng Xuan, being weaker, had no chance against Fire Cloud’s late-stage Profound Origin. She was captured alive without any resistance.

Fortunately, the old monster did not harm her much, merely restraining all of her strength and locking her in a secret cave until recently when he brought her to Tianshi Sect for the Treasure Fair.

"Indeed."

Zheng Xuan's experience after arriving in the Spirit Realm was unremarkable. After understanding the entire story, Lin Xuan’s expression gradually calmed as he rubbed his forehead, seemingly lost in thought.

"Ancestor..."

After a moment, she finally spoke again.

"What is it?" Lin Xuan seemed to wake up and looked up.

"Thank you for saving me. However, the ancient demon who participated in the bidding was Tianshi Sect’s Supreme Elder. We are now at their main base; I am worried..."

"Worried that they won’t let this matter drop?" Lin Xuan anticipated her question.

In a secluded part of the Tianshi Sect, within a deep cave.

The ancient demon was meditating when suddenly, the door to the cave burst open with a loud noise. Three cultivators appeared before him, standing respectfully and extremely deferential.

These three were all Profound Origin cultivators—two mid-stage and one late-stage. In the outside world, they would be formidable figures, but here, not even a breath could be drawn.

After a while, the ancient demon finished his meditation and slowly opened his eyes, which appeared somewhat hazy but with a glint of curiosity.

"Greetings, Master. I wonder what instructions you have for us," the three hurriedly bowed and knelt down respectfully.

"The scene at the Treasure Fair is something you should already be aware of." The ancient demon spoke nonchalantly as if it were an insignificant matter.

"Yes, master. Such a bold individual dared to tamper with our territory. It’s clear he has no fear of death. He is still in the inn; should we capture him now and await your instructions?" The speaker was a cultivator with a sinister appearance, also the most advanced among them.

"Foolish, when did I say to take him down?" The ancient demon reprimanded unhappily.

"What then are master’s intentions..." The three were taken aback, looking at each other. Then, the woman on the left spoke up.

"Five million middle-grade crystal stones; do you think I can’t afford it? But for any matter, one must consider its worth. To go so far just to obtain a female cultivator’s鼎炉is too wasteful. I would not stoop that low," she said.

"But we cannot take him down either. Cultivators should not break rules in this world." The old demon pondered.

"Ancestor, are you concerned about the reputation of our sect if we act here and it becomes known?" The youngest-looking cultivator, dressed like a scholar preparing for an imperial exam, spoke up.

"Yes, acting here would damage our sect’s reputation. It's not worth it. But that Five Yin Absolute Pulse woman is something I must have. Remember to take action only after they leave the sect’s influence..."

"Understood, Ancestor. We will ensure we extract his soul and spirit, and bring back that woman intact."

"Hmm, you may go now. Work hard; if this fails, your consequences are clear." The old demon said coolly.

"We will do our utmost."

The three disciples bowed and retreated respectfully.

In the deep cave, only the ancient demon remained. His low laughter echoed in his ears.

"Five million middle-grade crystal stones; I can provide them, but why should I engage in such foolishness? Sending a few disciples to eliminate that ruffian would yield the鼎炉without spending a single crystal."

PS: Happy New Year! May all your wishes come true. Do you still have monthly votes? Thank you.
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Lin Xuan knew the old demon's arrangements for a day, but with his rich experience, he certainly wouldn't naively think that this matter would end so easily.

The other party was overjoyed to get two black jade stones; naturally, they wouldn’t let an excellent cauldron furnace pass.

Five million zhongtou crystal stones might be a considerable sum for a daoist of the Cave Profound stage, but the old demon was a spirit-splitting cultivator and one of the two senior elders of the Heavenly Corpse Sect.

His status and strength were evident, so while these few thousand crystal stones weren’t trivial, they also weren't something to boast about.

The other party actually abandoned bidding, which seemed very strange.

Without knowing their specific plans, this matter would definitely not be considered finished.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this point in his heart.

Although he was currently in the midst of a dragon den and tiger lair, it was actually safer because with so many people around, even if that old demon hated him to death, he wouldn’t risk damaging the reputation of the Ten Thousand Treasures Conference over such a trivial matter.

That would be too costly; the other party definitely wouldn't do such foolish things.

Over these two days, Lin Xuan lived leisurely. On the surface, there was no sign of anything out of the ordinary. However, after that scene at the Ten Thousand Treasures Conference, he had become somewhat famous among the outsiders.

Wherever he went, people would point and talk about him, but Lin Xuan didn't care; the more so, the safer he felt.

The two days passed quickly, and finally, the Ten Thousand Treasures Conference reached its conclusion.

Just as the sun was rising, cultivators began to leave one by one. Within an hour, a little over half of them had gone.

And the Heavenly Corpse Sect warmly saw off their guests, even dispatching specialists who used flying devices to escort the outsiders out of the Corpse Qi Swamp.

After observing for a while, Lin Xuan stepped forward and approached a flying device.

Though it was called a device, its shape resembled a large bone boat with a diameter of about seven zhang. It was spacious enough that even dozens of cultivators could board without feeling cramped.

The one operating the device was an ordinary-looking disciple from the Heavenly Corpse Sect. He appeared to be in his thirties and had only reached the Condensation Core stage.

While his cultivation level was low, he merely handled welcoming and seeing off guests, so a Condensation Core cultivator was sufficient for such work.

Lin Xuan stepped onto the device with a single step. Several cultivators were already inside; upon his arrival, most turned to look at him, but Lin Xuan ignored them and found a seat.

The disciple responsible for seeing off the guests didn't show any unusual reaction when he saw Lin Xuan's face. However, as soon as he turned around, a look of joy appeared on his face. He discreetly broke a bead in his sleeve, releasing a white mist that quickly dissipated into the air without any obvious signs.

After waiting for a moment, several more cultivators boarded. Then, with a single gesture from the Condensation Core disciple, a pale blue light flashed, and the bone boat sped forward at high speed.

However, no one knew that this incantation not only activated the spirit boat but also mixed with the white mist in the air, forming an extremely covert seal that quietly entered Lin Xuan's shoes.

Lin Xuan didn't know about it; after all, he wasn’t omniscient.

He probably wouldn’t believe that one day he would be marked by a mere Condensation Core cultivator and have a tracking mark imprinted on his body.

The bone boat moved swiftly. In less than half an hour, they left the Corpse Qi Swamp. The other cultivators either traveled in small groups or alone as they departed.

Lin Xuan did the same; he identified a direction and transformed into a streak of light that vanished into the distance.

Seeing him disappear, the Condensation Core disciple suddenly raised his hand and produced a joss stick from his palm. He lit it gently with a flick of his fingers.

After just a few breaths, mist swirled, and three cultivators appeared in sight.

Two men and one woman, all at the Cave Profound stage—exactly the three disciples sent by the old demon to hunt down Lin Xuan.

"Salute Master Ancestor," the Condensation Core disciple hurriedly knelt, his face full of excitement. With his cultivation level, even a Cave Profound elder was rare to see, let alone the realm-splitting existence within the sect.

"Did you light the message stick because you found that Lin's guy?" the stern-faced cultivator coldly asked.

"Yes, Master Ancestor, I did find him and used the tracking soul ball you provided to mark him," the disciple replied respectfully.

"Oh?"

The stern-faced cultivator’s expression softened. He then took out a round device from his chest.

With a single incantation, a blue light point appeared on it, gradually moving away.

"Good work; the tracking soul ball has indeed worked. It seems that Master's decision to give each seeing-off disciple one was correct. However, we still need to confirm if the tracker is really Lin," the Condensation Core cultivator said solemnly.

"I dare not deceive you, Master Ancestor," the disciple’s face changed dramatically.

"Now, no need for oaths or vows; if the tracker is right, great merit will be recorded, and you won’t lack your share of rewards."

"Thank you, Master Ancestor."

The stern-faced cultivator stopped there without continuing. He then glanced at his two fellow disciples before following the device's direction.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this, but he remained cautious. Knowing that the old demon wouldn't easily give up, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate; as soon as they left the Corpse Qi Swamp, he transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the distance at full speed.

He didn't stop for even a moment, continuously using the Illusory Shadow遁 technique.

Instantly, a thousand miles!

After several shifts in location, Lin Xuan reappeared in mid-air. He was now about five or six ten-thousand li away from the Heavenly Corpse Sect’s main base. Although he hadn’t escaped their territory yet, flying to such a distance so quickly made it difficult for them to track him down.

At least, they should have completely disrupted his original plans. Even if he had any schemes, they wouldn't work now.

But this was just temporary safety. Lin Xuan patted his waist and took out an jade bottle. He uncorked it, and the fragrance spread around as he dripped several drops of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk into his mouth.

The spent energy quickly replenished itself.

However, a look of concern appeared on Lin Xuan's face; with his growing cultivation level, each drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was becoming less effective. If he continued to drink in this manner, the treasures in his possession wouldn’t last long.

Postscript: It’s the third day of the Lunar New Year, and my baby is still sick, making me feel anxious. This year has been tough; the weather is cold, so I hope you can give me some warmth by voting with monthly tickets to comfort my heart.
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In the Spirit Realm, a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was considered a rare treasure that could not be easily obtained even in the markets or underground auctions.

The jade bottle contained only a few drops left. Lin Xuan carefully stored them away and soon vanished into the distance with a flash of green light.

"Didn't I see correctly? That kid escaped over several miles in an instant."

The sky was somewhat dim, and three streaks of light suddenly stopped. The stern-looking cultivator's face was filled with displeasure as he shouted out loud.

As he spoke, he lowered his head to examine the round talisman in his hand, waving his hands rapidly and casting multiple inner refinement methods upon it.

A flash of spirit light followed, making the blue light point brighter and more dynamic. It moved swiftly, gradually receding into the distance.

"Could it be that the kid has a random teleportation talisman?" The scholar on the left spoke up. Although he appeared young, he had actually lived for tens of thousands of years.

"It seems so; otherwise, even a spirit division cultivator wouldn't be able to run such a great distance in an instant," a seductive voice echoed as the only woman among them spoke.

"Indeed, this should be a lower-grade teleportation talisman that can only transmit over several miles. If we truly lose track of him, it would be hard to explain to our master," the stern-looking cultivator's expression softened.

"The brother's words are correct; with just this distance, within these Secret Yin Mountains, using the sect’s power, catching up to him shouldn’t be a problem," the scholar replied. He then turned his head towards an ancient figure: "Sister Cao, find out where the nearest transmission point is for that kid?"

"Alright." The woman in red makeup nodded and extended her hand, tapping it on her waist. A green jade cylinder appeared before her.

She then sank her divine sense into it and after a few moments, she raised her head: "The two senior brothers, based on his speed, he should reach Lieta Mountain soon. There is a transmission point of our sect in this area."

"Oh?" The stern-looking cultivator's face showed a cruel expression. "Lieta Mountain sounds good; we can use it as the kid’s final resting place. What are we waiting for? Let’s head to the transmission point."

The other two did not object, as they knew that this mission was personally assigned by their master and thus could not afford any negligence.

They all understood the consequences of failure, but with their combined strength, dealing with a late-stage Yin essence cultivator would be like using a bull to kill a chicken—no difficulty at all.

Lin Xuan did not know about these plans. Although he had fled several miles away in one breath, it didn’t mean he was safe.

A streak of blue light cut through the sky as Lin Xuan continued his rapid escape.

---

The energy consumed by the illusory flight technique had been replenished with a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. However, while flying, Lin Xuan still held an object in his hand—only the size of a chestnut—and it was emitting a dazzling light.

Top-grade crystal stone!

Lin Xuan absorbed the pure essence qi from within as he flew, ensuring that despite his high-speed flight, he didn’t expend much energy. He needed to maintain peak condition at all times.

In the streak of light, Lin Xuan’s face remained expressionless, but he was undoubtedly thinking something intense.

After a short while—about half a cup of tea—he suddenly raised an eyebrow and turned his head as if sensing something. The streak of light also stopped abruptly.

"Impossible, the pursuers have caught up here."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself, his eyes narrowing as he gazed into the distance.

His divine sense had not failed; he continuously released it in this area, and just a moment ago, there was no trace of life. But suddenly, three powerful spirit pressures emerged from nowhere.

"Could there be a Heaven Corpse’s teleportation point nearby?"

Lin Xuan’s mind raced as his experience was indeed vast enough to deduce the truth with one dive into the abyss.

"F***ing bastard."

Lin Xuan cursed under his breath but did not turn to flee. Instead, he turned and flew towards the direction where those spirit pressures appeared.

Meanwhile, several hundred miles away, the three had just completed their teleportation. Even a late-stage Yin essence cultivator would experience some dizziness from such spatial jumps, but it passed quickly after only a few moments.

"Zzzt?"

The stern-looking cultivator shook his head and then showed a serious expression.

"Senior brother, what’s wrong?"

"Check your divine sense; you’ll see."

"Oh!"

The two others were taken aback. They followed the advice and released their divine senses.

"I didn’t feel anything wrong—instead of running away, he actually flew towards us," the scholar exclaimed with wide eyes, his expression filled with shock that was not feigned.

"Of course, because my divine sense detected it too," the beautiful woman said slowly, her face stern.

Could this person be fearless or plotting something?

The three ancient Heaven Corpse sect’s late-stage Yin essence cultivators looked at each other nervously.

Their reactions were indeed out of the ordinary!

But there was no time to think about it now; several hundred miles might seem far for them but were mere moments away in their realm. A light point appeared on the horizon.

At first, it was faint and indistinct, then suddenly became clear. Afterward, the light dimmed as a young man in green robes emerged—Lin Xuan himself.

At this moment, Lin Xuan had no need to hide his cultivation; powerful energy flowed through his meridians, making him glow with a mysterious aura.

The three’s faces showed suspicion. Although they were not afraid of a late-stage Yin essence cultivator, the fact that he dared to come alone suggested he was well-prepared.

"Three Daoists, are you here to see off Lin某?"

"You can say it’s for your farewell, but we’re sending you somewhere else—Yin Court," the scholar revealed a cruel expression and then waved his hand, summoning a bone staff.

It appeared ghastly, crafted from white bones.

Upon its appearance, a strong gust of cold wind blew, sucking in nearby阴气and drawing it into the staff. Soon after, ghostly howls filled their ears as the staff unleashed an endless torrent of阴气towards Lin Xuan’s head.

Postscript: There are many things to attend to today, so only one update is possible. However, if nothing unexpected happens, updates should resume normally starting tomorrow.
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This old monster was a ruthless and decisive character. Upon spotting the telltale signs of his approach, he immediately acted without hesitation or idle chatter.

The white bone sword, filled with endless阴气, sliced through the air in an instant, already approaching Lin Xuan's position.

Lin Xuan found himself in peril, but his expression remained calm as he did not summon any treasures. Instead, his shoulders twitched slightly.

Instantly, ripples of space spread out from where he had been standing, like a stone being thrown into a tranquil lake. Lin Xuan’s shadow was still far away, yet the man vanished without a trace.

Wooosh…

A sound akin to howling winds swept through the valley, piercing his ears. The white bone sword had already sliced through where Lin Xuan had just stood, but it only severed his shadow. His true form had long since disappeared into thin air.

Teleportation!

The scholar-like cultivator’s eyes narrowed slightly. However, in the next moment, ripples of space surged, and Lin Xuan appeared beside him.

Boom!

A爆裂 sound echoed as Lin Xuan emitted a demonic aura. A flash of light revealed that his left hand had transformed into something akin to a bird's talon. He swung it, sending a piercing sound through the air. Green claw-like projections emerged, shooting towards the opponent.

At such close range, the scholar could not dodge; he was hit by the dazzling claws and turned into a honeycomb of wounds.

Lin Xuan’s attack did not end there. His right hand rose, swiftly descending downwards. A green sword light, several feet long, appeared as it slashed at the opponent's head.

The opponent was still an Inner Profound cultivator; he had been severely injured by Lin Xuan’s previous strike but was far from on the brink of death.

"Rascal!"

A sharp cry came from beside them. The other two were not alone; the阴厉 cultivator and the woman in艳妆 would not watch their companion perish. With a roar, they both launched attacks.

The green sword light had barely left his hand when several gray-green sword lights and black beams intercepted it, creating bursts of explosions mid-air.

Taking advantage of this momentary distraction, Lin Xuan vanished again.

From past experience to present caution, the scholar-like cultivator’s companions were alarmed. They quickly summoned their defensive treasures as they raised their heads.

"Bad luck, his target is..."

Upon seeing where Lin Xuan was, the woman in艳妆's expression changed dramatically. However, it was too late to stop him; a brilliant light shot out from his sleeve and transformed into a grayish-misty hurricane that enveloped the teleportation array they had just used.

A sound of shattering filled their ears. When the hurricane dissipated, the teleportation array was completely destroyed.

With Lin Xuan’s strength, he would not be intimidated even by three Inner Profound cultivators. However, if reinforcements arrived, it could become troublesome.

Thus, Lin Xuan feigned an attack on one side while destroying this heart of the matter first.

The faces of the three members of the Heavenly Corpse Sect were extremely displeased, especially the scholar-like old monster who had been severely injured by Lin Xuan’s earlier ambush. His face now showed signs of extreme frustration and anger.

He slapped his waist, affixing a gray-white talisman to his body, then swallowed several pills. The bleeding slowed down significantly.

His injuries were temporarily under control, but his strength would be somewhat affected in this state.

However, that was fine; they had three people. It was just because of their carelessness. Once they took it seriously, the opponent, with only one person, could not match them, three Inner Profound cultivators.

"Boy, I will extract your soul and essence to make you regret coming into this world."

A sinister look flashed across the scholar-like cultivator’s face; he hated Lin Xuan deeply.

"Is that so? But I doubt you have such power. Why don’t you hand over your life to me, friend? I can ensure a painless death for you. Do you want to consider this deal?" Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in their ears.

"You talk too much. Do you think you can win just by words?"

The scholar-like cultivator became even more furious. He pointed his finger forward, and crackling sounds filled the air. The white bone sword’s surface flickered with light, transforming into a pen shape.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback; he had never encountered such a situation where his innate treasure could change its form during combat.

But that mattered little; he would deal with it as it came. He waved his sleeve and also summoned his treasures. The Heavenly Moon Ring flew out, circling him.

"Quickly"

Lin Xuan’s ten fingers flicked rapidly, sending several magical formulas from his fingertips.

As he moved, the light around the Heavenly Moon Ring grew even more dazzling. Nearby primordial energy converged towards it, rushing into the treasure.

A grayish-misty hurricane emerged, sweeping across the sky and ground, charging at the opponent with ferocity.

"Trivial tricks; you dare to show off here."

The scholar-like cultivator roared. His hands moved rapidly as well. The white bone sword’s transformed treasures began to write in flowing strokes, producing one after another of the characters.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan recognized those characters from a book he had seen before but could not recall which one it was.

Before his thoughts fully formed, a deep voice echoed in his ears.

"Moo-ma-nei-ba Mi-hum."

"..."

Lin Xuan’s expression changed wildly. He remembered; this was the Six-Word Evil Ghost Spell.

The Six-Word Evil Ghost Spell was created by an ancient ghost dao cultivator who had suffered at the hands of a high-ranking monk from the Buddhist sect, losing to the Six-Word Demonic Suppression Spell. However, he only retreated and was not completely eradicated.

Painstakingly, this ghost dao cultivator created a spell that could counteract the demonic suppression spell—this was the Six-Word Evil Ghost Spell.

Though the Six-Word Demonic Suppression Spell had only six words, it was said to have seventy-two transformations when fully mastered. The same applied to the evil ghost spell.

He wondered how many transformations this Heavenly Corpse Sect old monster had achieved.

As "Hmph" sounded, space itself seemed to be torn apart. A gap in space appeared before their eyes.

From within, endless阴气 emerged, followed by an arm, then a body. An ugly-faced demon appeared in his sight.

In the human world, daoist cultivators who reached great depths of their cultivation could summon the essence of famous demons from above to inhabit them. This Inner Profound old monster was even more powerful, using the Six-Word Evil Ghost Spell to create a gap in space.
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Below the Fame, Crimson Void Artisan, Six Word Evil Ghost Punishment—this really is beyond mysterious!

The ghostly creature with a green face and fangs exuded an aura that was no small matter; it was also at the peak of Profound Yin.

"Senior Brother Senior Sister, don't interfere. Wu wants to personally extract this boy's soul and refine his essence," the scholar said through gritted teeth.

"Oh, you want to fight me one-on-one?"

The scholar didn’t speak further but instead extended his right hand and drew a talisman in front of him.

"Combine!"

Before he could finish speaking, the summoned ghostly spirit suddenly shook its shoulders and shot out.

However, it wasn't Lin Xuan who moved first. Instead, he took a step back.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded as the ghost and the scholar actually merged into one, starting to fuse together.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Was this one of the Six Word Evil Ghost Punishment's seventy-two transformations?

It was extremely strange!

The fusion seemed to be led by the scholar, giving the impression that he had swallowed the ghost.

A heavy aura of Yin energy enveloped his body, and within it, flickered blood-red spiritual light, making him appear mysterious while adding a few ferocious energies.

Then, grayish-blue scales appeared on his cheeks and arms, his nails became sharper, and even a third eye appeared on his forehead.

With each movement, a grayish-blue claw beam emerged, shooting into an empty space in the void.

Bang!

Lin Xuan staggered out. He held up both hands, and a shield floated before him. But soon, cracking sounds filled his ears as the shield's surface was riddled with cracks, shattering to pieces.

Earlier, Lin Xuan had no time to summon the Azure Profound Mother-Child Shield, so heat hand;随手 (idiomatically) means "to do something casually or without much thought" took out a defensive treasure from his waist.

He barely blocked the other party’s attack but didn’t fare well overall.

"You can break through instantaneous teleportation?" Lin Xuan’s face showed shock.

The other party said nothing, but the curve of his lips suggested that he was smirking.

Zhu!

A sound of breaking air entered his ears as the monster vanished without a trace.

Was this old fellow trying to use his own method against him?

Lin Xuan's expression turned to one of shock. At this moment, it was too late to summon any treasures for defense; all he could do was roar and release demonic energy.

Colorful spiritual lights flashed, and Lin Xuan transformed into a demon.

This time, not just his arms but his entire body transformed. Behind him, the outline of a phoenix appeared, and with a flap of its wings, a clear cry echoed.

Phoenix Cry to the Heavens, then it entered Lin Xuan’s body.

Externally, he didn’t change much except for his hands turning into sharp claws and his eyes becoming longer.

However, many beautiful red patterns appeared on his surface, adding a mysterious aura to him.

Phoenix Transformation!

Although Lin Xuan now prioritized the Black Moon Celestial Witch Art as his main cultivation, he hadn't neglected practicing the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Technique.

Previously, the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance had nine layers and could be cultivated up to the Separation Realm. Later, after improvements from the Hundred Grass Sect, it was divided into eight chapters corresponding to major realms on the Immortal Path—such as the first chapter for the Flexible Period, the second for the Foundation Establishment period, etc.

Lin Xuan currently possessed six complete chapters.

In other words, he could cultivate up to the Profound Yin Realm peak.

After advancing to the middle of the Profound Yin Realm, Lin Xuan could perform full-body demon transformation Phoenix Transformation.

However, this was his first time transforming into a demon during combat.

The process seemed complicated but was completed in an instant.

The monster’s instantaneous teleportation was faster; it appeared before Lin Xuan's face.

"Filthy little brat, you can go to hell."

The monster roared as its claws and tail attacked. The ghost face on his chest wasn’t idle either, opening its blood-red mouth to spew a red light beam.

Lin Xuan’s hands flashed, creating countless claw shadows. Sizzling sounds echoed, followed by dense explosions as the demonized body clashed with the fused ghost.

However, Lin Xuan was clearly struggling and was knocked back after one exchange.

Although he quickly stabilized his stance, the monster wouldn’t rest either. As a Profound Yin Realm cultivator, it had rich combat experience and would take advantage of any opportunity to strike. It teleported again, appearing beside Lin Xuan, with bone spines extending from its shoulder to strike his chest.

Bang!

Even though he hadn't been injured by the previous defensive measures in the warehouse, he was still pushed back.

"Little brat, where did your arrogance go? Do you only have this much strength?" The ugly woman’s voice filled Lin Xuan's ears with a mocking laugh as her face showed relief.

"Hmph, there’s nothing strange about it. Third Senior Brother previously received Master’s transmission of the Six Word Evil Ghost Punishment fusion transformation, although just one of its seventy-two transformations and only lasting for an incense stick, its power is formidable. Even I, a late-stage cultivator, would have to be cautious against him. What does this boy matter? Of course, he can’t match Third Senior Brother," the grim-faced cultivator said coldly.

"Master sent us three out of caution; it’s not necessary for all of us to fight. One person is enough."

It was no wonder they said so because Lin Xuan was already struggling and seemed close to defeat.

However, they overlooked a detail: although he appeared unable to withstand the attacks, none were fatal—each was either dodged or blocked by his defenses.

Lin Xuan only looked bad on the surface but maintained good physical condition throughout.

As time passed, the distance between them increased, now several miles away from the grim-faced cultivator and the ugly woman.

Although this distance wasn’t significant for Profound Yin Realm cultivators, it could be advantageous if used properly.

A hint of sharpness flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes, but the other party didn't notice anything amiss and continued pursuing him aggressively.

Neither of them had summoned any treasures; they were using their enhanced bodies for close combat. Of course, various secret techniques were still within reach, with continuous explosions echoing, making the scene incredibly intense.

"Little brat, you can go to hell."

The monster roared again as its attacks became more confident. Seeing Lin Xuan being knocked back by a punch, it showed satisfaction and turned, chasing after him. With five fingers forming claws, it fiercely grabbed at Lin Xuan’s head.

This was such a satisfying feeling of overpowering the opponent! He estimated that the young man wouldn’t dare take this attack head-on.

Although the boy was a demon cultivator, his demonized body couldn’t match the fused ghost's strength. He should dodge backward, and with the tail already prepared for an attack, it wouldn’t miss its target—aiming at the dantian instead of the heart.

This attack would be fatal, not only destroying the opponent’s physical body but also piercing through their primordial soul.

The old monster’s mouth curled into a sinister smile. However, what followed left him dumbfounded.

Lin Xuan didn’t dodge; he had been acting all along to reach this moment.

Although Lin Xuan estimated that brute force could kill these three Heaven Corpse Sect cultivators, the location was too close to their main base. To prevent any unforeseen complications, he chose a flanking tactic.

In combat between cultivators, strength is crucial, but wisdom is equally important.

Three together might overpower him, but it would be too troublesome. Killing one first would make things much easier.

Thus, Lin Xuan pretended to be weak, both to lower their guard and to lure the scholar to a distance. When he struck, even if they tried to save him, it would be too late—the few miles of distance was just enough.
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The show of weakness worked, and the opponent indeed fell into his trap.

Lin Xuan's face showed a sinister expression. This time, he did not dodge but instead inhaled. His inner qi circulated slightly within him, instantly spreading an astonishing aura around him.

Though his cultivation stage remained unchanged, the aura emanating from his body was more than doubled compared to just now.

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan swung it towards the opponent's sharp claws. Simultaneously, he opened his mouth and spat out a ball of multi-colored flames.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire grew in size with a "sizzling" sound as soon as it left his mouth, transforming into a massive fireball over an instant.

Boom!

The fireball exploded, splitting into several smaller flames. These flames then surged up like baby birds hatching from their shells, each one emerging as a fiery bird about a foot long.

Their appearances varied greatly, and so did their attributes—representing coldness, toxicity, corrosion, and devourment.

Even an eagle hunting a rabbit had to exert its utmost strength.

Lin Xuan didn't hold back. With his first move, he unleashed the Lightning Rainbow Strike, aiming for one decisive hit.

"Accursed brat! He's luring us in!"

The monster's face turned extremely ugly. It was too late to dodge now; enraged, it stretched out a hand and pounded its chest with all its might.

As this action unfolded, several ancient black runes appeared on the surface of its body, swirling up with the wind.

These runes grew into thick wooden rods, opening wide mouths as they lunged at the four spirit birds. The sound of their approach suggested that they intended to swallow them whole.

Though these rods were much larger in size, when they met Lin Xuan's Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, the outcome was entirely different.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire rarely disappointed Lin Xuan; even the Ice Soul Demon Ancestor had once been left battered and bruised by it. At this moment, he faced only a peer-level cultivator.

Though the demon rods seemed fierce, they were quickly subdued. Some froze into ice sculptures, others were corroded by剧毒, and some directly vanished…

In short, their fates varied widely.

The old monster's face turned even more interesting at that moment.

He had just activated a powerful secret rune technique, consuming much of his life essence in the process. Yet it was so easily broken, contrary to his expectations. He had thought he could buy himself some time by resisting the flames.

His carefully laid plans were shattered. Now, there was no time for him to change tactics; he gritted his teeth and summoned a thick layer of dark energy and corpse qi to form a Yin Dark Shield.

It looked incredibly solid but proved utterly ineffective against the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. The four spirit birds broke through it with one strike before pouncing on the old monster's body.

"Ahh…"

The agonized scream reached Lin Xuan's ears as his flesh was scorched by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. The old monster couldn't withstand it, and his soul didn't even have a chance to escape; he was directly obliterated into nothingness.

Though the process seemed complex when described, it took only an instant to complete.

The grim cultivator and the woman in bright makeup were shocked but too late to rescue their companion. By the time they crossed the vast distance, their ally had already fallen.

Their faces turned ashen with anger and fear. A single misstep led to a total loss; who would have thought that Lin Xuan was merely feigning weakness to lure them in? The true power of his technique proved so devastating—destroying the monster formed from scholar and ghost in just one exchange.

The two exchanged glances, feeling both anger and great caution. Their enemy's strength far exceeded their imagination; even if they worked together with their senior siblings, they had no guarantee of victory. They truly didn't want to be enemies with Lin Xuan.

But the task set by their master was too important to abandon. Without a place in Dragon Realm, they would have nowhere to hide.

They must fight!

Realizing this, both now saw Lin Xuan as a terrifying opponent. The woman took a deep breath, calming her nervousness before reaching into her waist and pulling out a silk handkerchief-like treasure.

Nine intricate wheels were embroidered on the center of the handkerchief, each no bigger than a fingernail but lifelike in detail.

She waved her hands rapidly, fingers flicking out spells. Dark energy swirled around her body, quickly engulfing the handkerchief.

Ghostly wails echoed as the nine wheels emerged.

"Quick!"

With another finger strike, those wheels multiplied—three became nine, and so on. In just a few breaths, they covered half the sky. With a series of grunts, phosphorescent flames shot out from her mouth, charging towards Lin Xuan.

The sheer momentum was astonishing; Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. He flicked his sleeves, releasing thousands of leaf-shaped flying knives.

As thin as cicada wings and razor-sharp, he commanded, "Go!"

A loud crack filled the air as iron-feathered scorpion blades shot forward.

Such a multitude of ghost heads—this treasure was perfect for dealing with them.

Soon, both clashed in close combat. Explosions echoed as spirit qi and dark energy flickered interminglingly. The two treasures fiercely collided, their power evenly matched within a short time.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't deceived by the current battle. Suddenly, he seemed to sense something and turned his head. Raising his right hand, a green sword light shot out from between his fingers.

Boom!

The loud crack came from the void as a black flying spear appeared.

"Hey?"

The woman's face showed surprise. The wheels had seemed formidable, but they were merely a decoy. The real attack was this spear.

This treasure could absorb all its power; she hadn't expected it to be discovered so easily.

A trace of shock flashed across her face as she summoned the flying spear back into concealment.

"Hmph, truly ignorant of death—do you dare to show off such trivial tricks again and again?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile. With his Phoenix Transformation, the effects of Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes became more pronounced—essentially, they provided an enhancement effect.

He waved his hands, and the Wutan Bright Moon Ring shot out without hesitation towards some point in the void.

Another explosion sounded as the flying spear was intercepted once again.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He vanished from his spot with a flash of movement.

Wutan Microsteps!

The woman was alarmed and quickly summoned a white bone shield from her waist, dark energy swirling up to protect herself.

"Think you can use that?"

Lin Xuan roared, actually clenching his fists empty-handed as his claws had returned to normal. He punched forward with one fist.
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The woman was shocked, and without a moment's hesitation, she opened her mouth wide. A highly refined aura of spirit energy shot out. Instantly, a dim light wall appeared from the bone shield, blocking Lin Xuan and the woman.

It was incredibly dense and clearly had formidable defensive capabilities.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed. With a cold snort, he gathered fire elemental qi around his right hand. He then struck the light wall with a powerful punch.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed in the air as an aura of force appeared. The gale-force winds shook the space, causing it to tremble violently.

"Impossible! What kind of secret technique is this? Even among cultivators, none can withstand such a blow."

Lin Xuan sneered. "So what if I destroyed your treasure?"

More heavenly sand rained down from the greenish light as he continued to bombard the wolf-tipped rod with it.

"Damn you!"

The sinister cultivator's angry shout reverberated through the air.

"Even if you destroy my treasure, what of it?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a cold smile. He accelerated his movements, and the thunderous sounds never ceased. The wolf-tipped rod quickly lost its luster and was completely destroyed by the heavenly sand.

Meanwhile, the black gourd continued to spew out more heavenly sand, forming a small cloud.

"Drop!"

With a fierce shout from Lin Xuan, the heavenly sand shot towards his left side.

The space ripples surged as the sinister cultivator appeared. His face was even more hideous than before, but he had no intention of surrendering. He had already experienced the power of the heavenly sand and knew that ordinary treasures couldn't withstand it. Fortunately, he had obtained a powerful ancient treasure earlier.

With these thoughts in mind, he extended his hand and tapped his waist. A black object appeared before him—a miniature mountain.

The sinister cultivator muttered some incantations and cast a spell on the mini mountain. The light flashed as the tiny mountain rapidly grew to over a hundred feet tall, resembling a real mountain.

However, there were no plants or trees; instead, it was covered in森森白骨 (ominous white bones).

The heavenly sand rushed towards it, causing explosions. Despite its massive size and solid structure, the mountain resisted the attacks of the heavenly sand.

"Interesting."

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. A Cave玄期 cultivator indeed had some strength.

Dragon界 was full of hidden talents, but those in the East Sea were not as easily dealt with.

Seeing that the heavenly sand failed to work, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a strange light. He was about to use another secret technique when he suddenly turned his head.

He saw the woman, who had gritted her teeth and flown over quickly. Taking advantage of her senior brother being occupied by Lin Xuan, she quickly took out a talisman and stuck it on her shoulder. Then, from her chest pocket, she pulled out an jade bottle, uncorked it, and swallowed all the pills inside.

Although half her body was still numb, she managed to stabilize her injuries.

She then bit her lip and took out a leather bag from her waist, flinging it over her head. A loud hiss sounded as white corpse qi poured out.

The corpse qi surged, hinting at something hidden within. Her divine sense couldn't penetrate the fog, but for Lin Xuan, who had transformed into a beast, using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was effortless.

He clearly saw the strange insect inside the corpse qi.

It was a peculiar-looking bug.

Even if another cultivator might not recognize it, Lin Xuan had studied the Heart of Controlling Spirits and knew various strange insects well.

"Corpse Wife."

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. However, his face soon relaxed again.

He waved his sleeve, and a greenish light shot out. The light dimmed as an unusual treasure appeared before him—a tower-shaped object with seven layers. Although not in bad shape, it was unremarkable.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell forward. The Ten Thousand Soul Tower shook, emitting a bright light. The first layer opened, revealing a blinding white light.

The light transformed into a vortex, buzzing as a blood-red insect cloud flew out.

Upon closer inspection, the insect cloud was made up of countless tiny insects, like a blood-colored wave rushing towards the opponent.

Blood Fire Ants!

He knew the technique to drive away these insects.

While single Blood Fire Ants might not match those kept by his opponents, their sheer numbers could overwhelm them.

The two insect clouds clashed, buzzing as the Blood Fire Ants and Corpse Insects fought each other.

Despite initial resistance, the Blood Fire Ants were clearly outmatched. But that didn't matter; these demonic insects had no fear and charged forward relentlessly.

"Opponent also knows how to drive away insects, and there are so many of them."

The woman's face turned even more hideous. However, this was only the beginning. Lin Xuan raised his hand again, and another treasure flew out.

No taller than a foot, it looked ancient with purple spirit energy flowing over its surface.

This was also an auxiliary-type heavenly treasure. Under normal circumstances, it had no effect on cultivators, but in this situation, it was perfect.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, curling his fingers and gripping the object.

"Buzz!"

The ancient bell's sound echoed as purple sound waves centered around it spread out. Within a short distance, they enveloped everything within dozens of miles.

Both the woman and the sinister cultivator were shocked. They quickly deployed their defensive treasures.

Lin Xuan's revealed strength made them extremely wary, so they didn't dare be careless. However, to their surprise, the purple sound waves turned out to be mere show, with no destructive power. They exchanged glances, showing confusion.

"Bad luck."

The woman suddenly realized and turned her head. But it was too late; the Blood Fire Ants had already self-destructed within the purple sound waves. The fierce Corpse Insects were now staggering, their defenses and attacks significantly weakened.

Such a good opportunity mustn't be missed. Lin Xuan sent out his divine consciousness.

"Break!"

The moment he finished speaking, the Blood Fire Ants containing the Corpse Insects self-destructed.

Despite the Corpse Insects' formidable defenses, most of their abilities were now restrained by the sound waves, making them extremely vulnerable and vanishing into nothingness.

However, the battle wasn't over. Ghostly howls filled the air as Lin Xuan turned his head to see the miniature mountain-shaped treasure the sinister cultivator had summoned. The white bones on it began to stand up.

Demonic fog surged, revealing hundreds of skeletal soldiers holding various treasures, gnawing and spewing out demonic flames as they charged towards him.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. These skeleton soldiers were formidable, at the Separation stage, but he showed no fear.

With a light exhalation, the Blood Fire Ants changed direction.
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Soon, the buzzing sounds grew louder as the insect cloud clashed with the skeletal figures.

Both sides were unwilling to yield. The grayish-white demonic aura and red light interwove together, creating a dense popping sound that filled the air like popped beans.

The battle was evenly matched, resulting in a stalemate!

Seeing this scene, the grim-faced cultivator's expression darkened even more. He had spent thousands of years refining these bone demons, consuming countless treasures and resources, only to be blocked so easily.

"Ridiculous!"

Though he was angry, his powers were not limited to just that. Without hesitation, he stretched out his hand, forming a mystical seal before pointing at the mountain peak.

The mountain instantly emitted a bright light, plummeting towards Lin Xuan like a meteorite.

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath; even without considering its power, the sheer size of this treasure was intimidating. A hit from it would not be something to joke about.

Without thinking twice, Lin Xuan flicked his body into action, activating Nine Heavens Micro-Step and disappearing in a flash. The mountain peak naturally landed on empty air.

In the next moment, Lin Xuan reappeared over a hundred feet away. He was no pushover; just as he reached for another treasure, he suddenly turned his head as if sensing something. His sleeve flapped, releasing a streak of green light from his fingertips.

Bang!

The green sword struck a small round gem about the size of a fist. The gem shattered upon impact, emitting a chill that made Lin Xuan shiver involuntarily. However, there were no other issues.

When Lin Xuan tried to use Nine Heavens Micro-Step again, he found it had failed.

"What is this? It actually nullified my teleportation?"

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but he didn't have time for deep contemplation. The small mountain-shaped treasure was coming at him viciously once more.

The two cultivators from Tianzhi Sect worked in perfect harmony.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's face darkened as well. He had originally not intended to use that treasure, but now it seemed he was forced into using it.

Extending his right hand, Lin Xuan flicked it lightly, and a short sword about a foot long flew out. Its design was entirely different from the original Bone Bond Sword; this was clearly another treasure.

Ancient yet not plain, it exuded an imposing and luxurious aura.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and infused all his magical energy into it. The mountain peak was now only dozens of feet away. He inhaled deeply, thrusting the sword forward with force.

Instantly, fierce light surged forth from Lin Xuan's hand, centered on his magical sword. A powerful burst of qi radiated outward, splitting into four streams.

Each stream had a different nature: white for metal, green for wood, blue for water, and red for fire...

The four streams converged, producing clear and mighty roars as four massive spirit beasts appeared in Lin Xuan's vision.

Though each beast was distinct, they all exuded either noble or rebellious vibes...

Green Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, Black Tortoise.

As the four silhouettes materialized, a ferocious aura emanated from them and rushed towards their enemies.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the entire sky was filled with multicolored light. A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above, making breathing difficult wherever it covered.

The hundred-foot-tall mountain was now in the most glaring area of the light, with four-color talismans appearing around it and flickering in and out.

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded: the massive mountain began to melt away.

Yes, there was no mistake; it was like pouring ice into a furnace. It melted instantly and vanished into nothingness.

Although this treasure was quite formidable, the Bone Bond Sword was even more extraordinary. According to Ice Soul Demon Ancestor, it was a replica of an originalprimordial spirit treasure.

Aprimordial spirit treasurewas something that even old monsters at the Transcendence stage coveted. Even as a replica, its power was beyond what ordinary cultivators could imagine.

Even back then, when she was just a fragment of her soul, Ice Soul Demon Ancestor struggled to deal with the Bone Bond Sword.

Seeing the mountain melt away, the grim-faced cultivator's expression changed drastically. He muttered "No good" and dashed backward while continuously casting various defensive treasures.

At this critical moment, he spared no effort, using every means at his disposal as a late-stage Profound Realm cultivator. His wealth and quick reflexes were evident.

However, it was futile; the Bone Bond Sword's attack was too terrifying. The barriers set up by those seven or eight treasures shattered upon contact with its aura.

"No..."

The remaining sound was the woman's shocked cry, but it was very short-lived. In just a breath, she was swallowed whole.

A formidable late-stage Profound Realm cultivator couldn't even withstand one hit.

Such power left Lin Xuan in awe; he had only used half of the Bone Bond Sword's strength to save magical energy. The wielder herself was stunned, and the woman with the elaborate makeup looked pale with fear.

The hunter had become the hunted. At this moment, she no longer cared about her master's commands; preserving her life was now top priority.

With a startled cry, the woman turned and fled towards the horizon.

"Think you can run? Can you even make it?"

Lin Xuan wasn't one to show mercy to his enemies. The principle of eradicating evil thoroughly was clear in Lin Xuan's mind from the moment he entered the cultivation world. Moreover, killing this woman would bring significant benefits; how could he abandon such a chance?

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of green light, collecting all the treasures and chasing after the fleeing cultivator.

Though only mid-Profundity Realm, the woman's evasion techniques were somewhat intricate. Unfortunately, she was no match for Lin Xuan. The distance between them rapidly narrowed.

The woman's face showed extreme fear as she glanced back, her expression worsening. Suddenly, she raised her hand, and several streaks of dark light shot out.

Inside were various weapons like swords, spears, and axes. The woman didn't expect these treasures to harm the enemy; she just wanted a little time.
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Lin Xuan frowned as several sword grains emerged from his sleeves, moving slowly but swiftly, heading towards the few streaks of dark light.

The woman in bright makeup seemed to sense something and her face turned pale. But then a sinister glint flashed in the bottom of her eyes. She raised both hands and cast an inner refinement method.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air as several precious items enveloped by the dark light exploded simultaneously.

Sharp rays flashed, sending countless fragments flying everywhere.

Precious items were no small matter; even ordinary quality ones had significant explosive power. This woman was a middle-stage Profound玄门 cultivator, so she naturally did not bring out common treasures. With multiple pieces involved, Lin Xuan's body paused as he temporarily dodged the sharp rays to avoid the immediate danger.

The woman rejoiced and immediately took out a talisman from her bosom.

This talisman was silver-colored with ancient inscriptions that seemed extremely mystical, exuding an aura of mystery. She then opened her lips and recited complex incantations while dancing her hands.

It seemed this talisman's activation wasn't easy.

However, the more powerful such a talisman was, the greater its effect.

Soon, after several breaths, countless tiny符文 spread from the surface of the talisman, radiating with spiritual light. It looked like it would ignite by itself soon. The woman let out a sigh of relief as she regained her previous gloom and showed some satisfaction on her face.

But just then, an unusual fluctuation appeared in the air beside her.

"Bad luck!"

The woman was greatly alarmed but could not dodge in time. She felt a sharp heat at her brow as a black ray pierced through her head, causing blood to gush out instantly.

This ray was only thumb-sized, yet its speed and force were astonishing; it wasn't something ordinary elemental techniques could match.

The woman's face still showed disbelief before she heard a "bang" and realized that her physical body had self-destructed.

Unfortunately, this failed to affect Lin Xuan who was already prepared. The玄青子母盾 had been summoned, easily blocking the explosion’s remnants. How could he let his元婴 escape?

After all, the ray wasn't an ordinary technique; it was a move called 墨灵钻 that he had only mastered after advancing to middle-stage Profound玄门. It compressed force and then released it with immense power and speed.

The sole weakness was that it couldn’t be used at will; one needed to compress force and元气 in the dantian beforehand, making it a consumable technique requiring time for replenishment.

Lin Xuan had not intended to waste such techniques on his peers, but circumstances forced him to reveal his true strength. The Enchanted World was indeed one of the top-tier interfaces in the Spirit Realm; cultivators here were far more powerful than those from the Star Sea.

By this point, the woman's physical body had already perished. Lin Xuan naturally would not let her元婴 escape.

Spatial fluctuations appeared as a green hand emerged above the元婴’s head and swiftly grabbed it.

The元婴 hadn’t even managed to use瞬移 before being caught. Lin Xuan sighed in relief, his expression clearly pleased.

"Little Lin, don't be so smug; your master will seek revenge for us. Your fate will be unbearable, and you'll regret coming into this world."

A venomous voice echoed in his ears as the woman self-destructed.

Lin Xuan was stunned. The woman was that resilient? But soon, his face turned pale as two streaks of dark light shot out at incredible speed. They were so fast that even the Heaven Microstep seemed like child's play compared to them.

One streak vanished into the distant horizon while the other pierced Lin Xuan’s body.

"What..."

Lin Xuan was surprised by this outcome; his expression was grim.

There wasn't time for gloom now. Lin Xuan closed his eyes and used Inner Vision. After a few breaths, he looked better but still quite ugly.

The dark light did no harm but marked him.

In other words, the opponent could easily track his movements through this item.

Of course, it could be removed, but doing so wasn't easy in the short term. If he dared to take medicine and meditate here, enemies would soon find him.

Three middle-stage Profound玄门 cultivators had just attacked; would a senior spirit being be enraged enough to intervene? It was hard to say.

This place was unsuitable for lingering.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in green light. Suddenly, he paused.

"What is this?"

He muttered as he summoned a pale silver talisman that flew towards him—exactly the one the woman had intended to use.

After two self-destructs, all her treasures were reduced to ashes, but this talisman remained. This showed its extraordinary nature.

Lin Xuan carefully examined it.

It seemed familiar!

The more Lin Xuan looked, the hotter his expression became.

"Good luck indeed; just thinking of how to escape and I meet a random teleportation talisman."

Lin Xuan's self-voiced words echoed in his ears. There was no need for hesitation anymore. He raised both hands and cast inner refinement methods one after another.

Numerous符文 spread, the talisman ignited by itself, emitting a milky white light beam.

Spatial distortions appeared as something akin to a teleportation array materialized before him.

Of course, it wasn't an actual array but a virtual image formed by spiritual energy. But its effect was no different.

Lin Xuan was delighted and stepped onto the platform without hesitation. A soft light enveloped his body.

The next moment, Lin Xuan vanished.

Meanwhile, at the main headquarters of the Heavenly Corpse Sect in some extremely hidden cave, an ancient demon was meditating when a streak of dark light flew in, ignoring any restrictions.

The old demon opened his eyes and widened them upon recognizing the item. He had only been moved by very few things as a senior spirit being, but...

"Impossible, could it be that they..."

Thoughts raced through his mind as he raised his left hand. The streak of dark light flickered before landing in his palm.

The old demon examined the talisman like reading an 玉瞳简, sinking his consciousness into it. His face turned pale as he lifted his head. Damn, three disciples had truly fallen to that boy's hands.

Unfortunately, limited by this secret technique, he didn't know the exact details of the battle.

But it didn’t matter; his disciples hadn’t died in vain. Before their demise, they had already left a tracking mark on him.
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The ancient demon's face showed a sinister expression.

With the grudge-holding nature of the Demon Sect, he naturally couldn't let Lin Xuan go. It seemed necessary to take personal action now.

At the same time, on another side.

The sky was somewhat dim, and this was an uninhabited wasteland. Suddenly, lightning streaked across the sky, followed by a space that became blurry. A teleportation array-like object appeared out of nowhere.

Wu…

A buzzing sound grew louder. As time passed, it took only a few breaths for the teleportation array to become clear.

Then Lin Xuan materialized in mid-air.

He shook his head, and the slight dizziness vanished.

Lin Xuan immediately released his divine sense with heightened alertness. There was nothing amiss nearby, so he relaxed slightly.

A random teleportation talisman, as its name suggests, had no directional function. Thus, Lin Xuan didn't know where he was now.

How far away from the Heavenly Corpse Sect's main headquarters was this place? Had he already escaped danger?

These were urgent questions that needed answers.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan released his divine sense again and extended it as far as possible.

Soon, he raised his head. His entire body emitted a green glow, which shot forward.

Lin Xuan's speed of flight was astonishing; the two thousand miles or so distance took only an instant.

In a field strewn with rocks, over ten cultivators gathered, standing distinctly apart. From their attire, this should be two small sects or families.

A pair of young men and women stood in the center, both no more than seventeen to eighteen years old. They were engaged in fierce combat, one wielding a flying sword while the other used a short spear.

Others watched with excitement, pointing and gesturing.

Clearly, this wasn't a life-or-death battle but merely a display of skill.

Unfortunately, their cultivation levels weren’t impressive; most hadn’t even reached Foundation Establishment stage.

A powerful realm was always composed of cultivators from various stages. Low-stage cultivators far outnumbered high-stage ones.

Both were at the Sixth Layer of the Flexible Spirit Stage, and their spiritual artifacts' qualities were similar. It would take some time to determine a winner.

Meanwhile, representatives from both sides were discussing endlessly behind them.

This scene was not unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; it likely involved two small families bringing their disciples for skill practice.

He had already flown here, but the cultivators’ low strength left no one suspicious until a cold snort sounded. A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above.

Of course, this terror was relative. In reality, Lin Xuan had already toned down his aura to less than one-tenth of its original power. Otherwise, these young cultivators would have been unable to bear it.

But even so, in their eyes, he remained unfathomable. They had never seen such a high-stage cultivator before.

In an instant, everyone was at a loss, unsure how to handle the situation.

"Where are we?" Lin Xuan swept his gaze over them with a neutral expression but a tone filled with authority.

The cultivators quickly reacted and prostrated themselves in reverence.

"Senior, this is the Wrecked Rock Wasteland," said an elderly man with a red face as he bowed. He was at the middle stage of Foundation Establishment, the highest among the dozen or so cultivators, making him the one who had to speak.

"Wrecked Rock Wasteland?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead. The name seemed familiar, but he couldn't recall it immediately.

"Is there a map around here?"

"Yes."

Facing such an incomparably powerful senior, the elderly man didn’t hide anything and quickly reached into his waistband, presenting him with a jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into it.

Soon, his expression turned grim. No wonder he felt familiar; this place was only thirty million miles from the Profound Yin Mountains.

Although it seemed far, his trail had been marked by a Core Formation cultivator. At that stage, crossing such a distance wouldn’t take much time.

Damned!

Could it be that the random teleportation talisman was merely of the lowest quality and could only transmit a short distance? To escape danger, he still had a long way to go.

Lin Xuan sighed. There was no time for lamenting; he needed to leave as soon as possible.

With this thought, his sleeve flapped, and a beam of light shot out: Plop, something seemed to land. Then Lin Xuan's voice entered their ears: "This jade cylinder is mine."

Before the words were fully spoken, green light enveloped him, and everyone felt as if their eyes were momentarily blinded. Lin Xuan vanished without a trace, almost like a ghost.

The cultivators stared in shock. Thisevasion technique seemed too incredible.

The young disciples, stunned, were filled with excitement. They had just entered the cultivation world not long ago, and today they witnessed Lin Xuan's might. When would they be able to become such powerful cultivators?

Only the elderly man with a red face showed a look of disappointment. He was far past his dreaming years; the path to immortality was long, and few could travel that far.

He lowered his head but soon shouted excitedly: "Top-grade spiritual artifact! This is a top-grade spiritual artifact."

The other party had left behind something in exchange for the jade cylinder, but he never imagined it would be so rare—a top-grade spiritual artifact. Such things were almost legendary to him.

The old man's expression of disappointment vanished, replaced by joyous dancing. He was immensely grateful to that unknown senior.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was already ten thousand miles away. His speed of flight was astonishing; the spirit formation cultivar would be even more formidable. If his calculations were correct, the other party would definitely take personal action this time.

What should he do?

How could he escape?

Although skilled in over-level challenges, Lin Xuan wasn’t arrogant enough to believe he could single-handedly face a spirit formation cultivar.

He had some self-awareness and chose to flee without hesitation.

But how could he escape? As he flew, Lin Xuan pondered. The simplest solution was to return to the main headquarters of Cloud Concealment Sect. Since both sides were already at odds, if he returned, that ancient demon would only be able to stare in anger—what could he do?

However, this wasn’t realistic; it was too far away. Even with full-speed flight, it would take a few days or weeks to return, and by then, the ancient demon would have caught up.

He had to think of another plan.

Lin Xuan desperately thought but found no easy solution in moments. The sky was already noon when Lin Xuan suddenly felt something and raised his head. About ten thousand miles behind him, an aura was rapidly approaching.
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Lin Xuan's face darkened, and his brows furrowed tightly. Taking a deep breath, he reached into his waistband and pulled out a small bottle.

He tipped in a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, instantly replenishing about thirty percent of his power.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan raised both hands, tracing patterns through the air while mumbling mysterious and ancient incantations. The sound was strange, different from any current language, as if it came from an era long ago.

A green glow flickered on Lin Xuan's body before turning red. Five-colored light rotated around him, looking ancient and mysterious. Suddenly, the spiritual light surged outward, like living entities spreading outwards until they covered a hundred square feet, shrouding Lin Xuan in their midst.

A dull explosion sounded in his ears as he saw an incredible scene: the spiritual light dispersed, revealing nearly a hundred Lin Xuan's images. Each one moved differently but looked exactly alike, almost to the point of being indistinguishable from each other.

After several more breaths, the space around them began to distort and collapse. The hundred Lin Xuan figures scattered and vanished without a trace.

"Hey?"

From afar, miles behind him, a gray-white streak of light abruptly stopped amidst swirling dark mists.

The light dimmed, revealing a beautifully crafted carriage. A fierce-looking cultivator sat inside—this was the ancient demon from Heavenly Corpse Sect.

His face showed surprise as he muttered to himself: "What's going on? The opponent managed to escape nearly ten thousand li in an instant. Could it be that he has random teleportation talismans?"

"No, even a low-grade teleportation talisman shouldn't have allowed such a distance. But if it was aevasion technique (dun shu), the distance is still quite alarming."

The ancient demon's eyes flashed with intrigue as he seemed to ponder something.

However, this wasn't over yet. Lin Xuan knew his greatest enemy was behind him and wouldn't stop using illusions just once. After all, that distance was far from enough for escape.

Just as teleportation ended, Lin Xuan immediately began casting again. He repeated the process several dozen times.

A flash of light appeared above a forest. The nearby spirit energy was still quite dense, but Lin Xuan's face was deathly pale.

This was because he had advanced to the middle stage of Cave Profound and his body was exceptionally strong; otherwise, for an equal-level cultivator, such secret techniques would be impossible to use repeatedly.

His internal power reserves were nearly depleted. However, this effort was worth it. As his cultivation level increased, each teleportation distance grew from a thousand li to almost ten thousand li.

In other words, the gap between him and that ancient monster had widened by tens of thousands of miles.

Though not out of danger, he could now consider himself temporarily safe.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, retrieving more ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. He tipped in several drops into his mouth as his depleted power replenished from his dantian.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan flipped his left hand and revealed several jade bottles floating in his palm. Opening the lids, he poured the pills inside directly into his mouth.

After repeatedly using this secret technique dozens of times, he had consumed a lot of internal energy and physical strength. There was no time for rest or meditation; he could only rely on medicinal pills to recover.

While swallowing various spirit pills, Lin Xuan flew off towards the distance. Time passed quickly, and it had been more than three months since the Great Treasure Fair ended.

The sky was vast, the wilderness boundless, as cattle grazed under the wind-swept grasslands. The sound of a hearty song filled his ears.

Suddenly, a light point appeared on the horizon. Initially far away, it quickly became clear. A faint green streak of light entered his view.

The shepherds were shocked but soon showed excitement and reverence. They dismounted their horses and bowed deeply towards the streak of light.

Legends said that these were cultivators, and sages had great powers like moving mountains and overturning seas. Meeting them was a blessing, promising good fortune and opportunities in the coming year.

As the light faded into the distance, the shepherds slowly stood up, looking at each other with joy on their faces. Little did they know that the sage who brought them such blessings was currently feeling extremely grim.

Three months had passed, three full months.

He still hadn't escaped from that ancient monster. This time's danger was no less than when he faced the spirit of the Poison Dragon in the East Sea.

The sky was closed above, and the earth below offered no escape. Several times, he nearly fell into the monster's trap, forcing him to risk his life by using the illusionary teleportation technique. He managed to shake off the old monster but knew it would catch up again soon.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and continued to use the technique repeatedly. This left him physically and mentally exhausted. Without his exceptionally strong body and the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, he wouldn't have lasted long.

Looking at the jade bottle in his hand, the remaining ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was scarce. At this rate, it would soon be gone.

"Damn."

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he thought. He didn't want to return to Cloud Conceal Sect headquarters but that ancient demon was too cunning, always blocking the way back. As a result, his distance from the sect had only grown.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth in frustration. If pushed into a corner, there might still be a way out. Although his cultivation level made it impossible to use the Soul Devouring Sword against that old monster, another treasure might offer some hope.

Five Dragon Pile!

Even Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor coveted this treasure, and its power was astonishing. Even a peak spirit realm old monster had a chance of destroying it.

However... Lin Xuan hesitated to use it.

For one thing, he couldn't bear the burden of holding such a precious item. Because of this treasure, he had already attracted Ice Spirit Demon Ancestor's attention. Here in the Spirit Realm, his only option was to avoid confrontation; otherwise, someone from Dragon World might seek him out for revenge.

Thank you all for your support, but we can't slack off. The competition for monthly votes is fiercer than ever, and with just two days left, please check if you still have any votes and cast them for Refining a Thousand Times. Thank you! We need the monthly votes very much.
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After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan could only keep the Five Tiger Seal hidden. He wouldn't use it unless he was in a life-or-death situation.

Despite his current dire state, Lin Xuan had not yet been pushed into a corner. However, how to escape this crisis troubled him deeply.

Three months of pursuit had worn out his patience almost entirely.

This was intolerable. He even considered stopping and fighting with the opponent right away.

But that was just in his thoughts; Lin Xuan wasn't a rookie cultivator who would act on impulse. Such an action would only play into the ancient demon's hands, as the gap between his current cultivation stage and the Divination Realm was too great. Even if he tried, it would likely end in bitter defeat.

Small indiscretions can lead to big mistakes. Therefore, Lin Xuan continued to flee.

However, this couldn't be a solution forever. How could he escape this crisis?

Lin Xuan's face was grim. Suddenly, his hand flicked, and an jade cylinder flew out. He sank his spirit into it, revealing the map of Tianshanguan County.

This wasn’t the map he had obtained from that Foundation Establishment stage cultivator three months ago; it was much more detailed and covered a wider area. Lin Xuan had bought this in a market later on.

"Hey,"

Lin Xuan looked up, his face showing a strange expression. He suddenly reached out and patted his waist, revealing another black jade cylinder.

This jade cylinder appeared extremely old and broken.

Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of surprise: "Xuan'er, what are you doing?"

"My cultivation is shallow. If it’s something else, I can't help you much, but regarding concealing your cultivation level, there is a treasure."

"Treasure?"

"Yes, this jade cylinder was obtained from an ancient cultivator's site. It records a demon sect technique called Heavenly Demon Transformation into a Fetus."

"Heavenly Demon Transformation into a Fetus? I've never heard of it. What effects does it have?" Lin Xuan frowned, showing some surprise.

"This technique is somewhat similar to the敛气术 (Concealing Qi Technique), but its wonders are beyond compare. It can scatter all your cultivation energy from your body's meridians into a fetus, even turning your primordial spirit into an invisible form."

"Oh," Lin Xuan was delighted. If this technique was truly as powerful as described, he would have a solid chance of passing off as a commoner without being detected.

It seemed like the pillow had come to him just when he needed it. Xuan'er must have such a treasure in her possession?

"Have you already mastered it?"

"No," Xuan'er surprisingly shook her head: "I report to my master, this technique requires a Divination Realm cultivator to comprehend."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Given that, let's leave here first. Once I escape the ancient demon, we can meet up at Yue Luo City."

"Alone?"

"Don't worry, silly girl. The ancient demon is still tens of millions of miles away from us. He could track our movements because a tracking mark was placed on me. Otherwise, even a Divination Realm cultivator's spirit would not be able to reach that far. You don’t have any marks, so you can leave without issue," Lin Xuan’s voice remained calm.

"But this matter started with me..."

"You are of no use here. Do you have any objections to my decision?" Lin Xuan’s tone turned cold at the moment.

"Xuan'er dares not," seeing Lin Xuan's anger, Xuan'er showed a look of fear: "Where should we meet?"

Lin Xuan threw her an jade cylinder: "A hundred million miles away is a small immortal city called Yue Luo City. Go there and wait for me. I will naturally come to you once I escape the ancient demon."

"Disciple understands."

Xuan'er understood that following Lin Xuan would only be a burden, so she readily accepted this arrangement.

She bowed gracefully towards Lin Xuan with an expression of both guilt and respect on her face, took a deep breath, and transformed into a streak of light to fly off to the left side.

As Lin Xuan said, there was no tracking mark on her. She would naturally be out of danger. The ancient demon, who was tens of millions of miles away, couldn't detect her departure.

Lin Xuan then flicked his sleeves, and a small spirit boat appeared. He stepped onto it, waved his hands, and cast a spell. The light enveloped the spirit boat as it shot towards Tianshanguan City.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged at the stern of the boat, took out the black jade cylinder, half-closed his eyes, and sank his spirit into it.

Time was running short. Could he master this technique in such a short time? He wasn't very confident.

If he could understand it, that would be ideal; if not, he would have to take a risk and hope that the return of the Moon Black Witch Technique combined with the敛气术 (Concealing Qi Technique) could deceive Tianshanguan City's restrictions. If his identity was exposed, he would use an illusionary escape technique and then think of other ways to escape.

However, time was running out. He had almost no more Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk. If he used it up without a plan, he would have to take the risk and fight with the ancient demon.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's face turned grim. This old bastard had pushed him into such a predicament.

Revenge is a dish best served cold. If he escaped this time, he would find an opportunity to completely destroy Tianshi Sect.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as he began to comprehend the Heavenly Demon Transformation into a Fetus technique.

Meanwhile, tens of millions of miles away:

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as a grayish-white demon cloud churned violently. Despite its seemingly slow movement, it had already moved several miles in an instant.

This speed was only slightly behind instantaneous teleportation.

Suddenly, the demon cloud stopped, and a figure appeared faintly within it.

After three months of pursuit, even the ancient demon was at his wits' end. Initially, he thought that capturing this mere Divination Realm中期 cultivator would be easy, but with his own hands, as expected.

He never imagined things would be so complicated. Although he didn't know how powerful Wenwen was, his evasion techniques were astonishingly profound and mysterious. He also likely had quick-recovery cultivation pills in hand. After three months of pursuit, he almost caught him several times, only for the small cultivator to escape at the last moment.

His frustration was obvious.

Three months of pursuit had pushed Lin Xuan to the brink, but it had done the same to the ancient demon. At this moment, he found himself in a difficult position.

Firstly, three brothers had died under mysterious circumstances; how could he face them if he gave up?

Secondly, he had already reached the peak of the Divination Realm初期 and couldn't miss out on the Five Yin Absolute Meridian鼎炉 (cauldron).

Finally, after pursuing for three months, giving up would mean all his efforts were in vain. Therefore, no matter what, he must try to catch Lin Xuan.

With these thoughts, the ancient demon's face turned grim. This hateful old man had pushed him into such a predicament.
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However, at this moment, the ancient demon's face showed a hint of surprise. His voice, filled with self-talk, entered Lin Xuan's ears: "Why has that brat suddenly slowed down in his escape? Could there be some hidden plot or trick?"

He rubbed his forehead with his hand, and a look of contemplation appeared on his face.

But soon, a sneer replaced it. "Even if there is a hidden plot, what can one do about it? A mere Dao玄期 cultivator, how could he overturn the heavens?"

Without further ado, he enveloped himself in gray-white demonic energy and transformed into a pale streak of light that shot forward.

Several hundred miles away, Lin Xuan slowly raised his head. He breathed a sigh of relief; fortunately, the heavens had not made things difficult for him at this crucial moment.

Lucky as it was, Zheng Xu's description of the technique, the Heavenly Demon Incarnation Art, was accurate. It could scatter all the magical energy in one’s meridians to the dantian and even make the core temporarily vanish. This technique was truly a new path; no matter how refined the art of gathering qi might be, it couldn't compare.

For gathering qi merely meant containment, but if he encountered a powerful cultivator, it would likely reveal itself. However, once this technique was successfully practiced, all magical energy and the core would become intangible. Even an old monster at the Transcendation stage wouldn’t notice anything amiss.

In other words, fooling the禁制 of Wind Heaven City shouldn't be a problem either.

Lin Xuan felt extremely pleased with himself as he retracted his灵舟 and emitted a burst of vitality. He flew towards Wind Heaven City.

Not long after, the city came into view. It was grand and imposing, exuding an awe-inspiring aura that stretched endlessly. Lin Xuan couldn’t use his divine sense to determine its size. But it was undoubtedly no less formidable than any other cultivator city.

Unlike immortal cities, as a place for ordinary people, Wind Heaven City wouldn't have any禁空禁制. However, the sky wasn't empty; from time to time, streaks of light could be seen, belonging to demonified beings. The city gates were open and accessible.

However, Lin Xuan noticed that on the hundred-meter-high walls, there were guards patrolling at regular intervals.

The city's defenses were formidable indeed.

Lin Xuan felt satisfied. The stronger Wind Heaven City was, the more likely he would be able to escape the ancient demon’s pursuit. Of course, whether or not this would turn out well remained uncertain. After all, an old monster of his level was no ordinary matter; Lin Xuan wasn't sure if a mere mortal city could withstand it.

But even if the ancient demon didn’t stop, he wouldn’t mind. With these demonified beings, he might be able to drain some of its magical energy.

A full-strength Transcendation cultivator was beyond his reach, but if that strength were weakened, there might be a chance for him to triumph in battle.

This was all part of luring the ancient demon eastward.

Of course, if the ancient demon could retreat knowing it would face difficulty, Lin Xuan would welcome such an outcome as well.

君子报仇，十年不晚。如今他还没有与分神期修士火并的把握。

如今他的“陷阱”已经设好，就看对方会做怎样的选择了。

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and walked towards the city gates. Although he was confident in the Heavenly Demon Incarnation Art, it was impossible to say that he wasn't nervous.

Wind Heaven City was merciless toward cultivators, and its surrounding禁制 could distinguish between cultivators and mortals. Even a fraction of the灵动期 couldn’t escape. Could he successfully pass through undetected?

This was the most critical step in his plan; success or failure depended on this moment.

The city gates were enormous, capable of accommodating dozens of carts. Although Lin Xuan was tense inside, he showed no signs of it on the outside. The result was a smooth entry into the city.

Several thousand miles away, a gray-white streak of light shot across the sky. The ancient demon's expression grew more astonished as his opponent moved so slowly now.

It didn't seem like flying; rather, it looked like walking. What did he want to do?

Despite his surprise, the old demon, with his mindset of not underestimating any situation, didn't slow down in the least.

Regardless of what hidden plots and tricks the other party might have, they were insignificant against his overwhelming power.

Three months of pursuit had already drained the ancient demon's patience. He just hoped Lin Xuan wouldn’t run away. As long as the opponent was willing to stop for a battle, he would jump in without hesitation, even if he knew there was a hidden plot.

This wasn't because the ancient demon was foolish; it was due to his arrogance. The gap between Dao玄 and Transcendation was too vast.

Even an advanced Dao玄 cultivator couldn’t pose much of a threat with full effort. Even if that brat were stronger, he wouldn’t understand how terrifying such existence could be without experience against a Transcendence cultivator.

You go ahead and set your traps; when Old Man arrives, you'll find out just how wrong you are. Your trap will become your grave.

PS: The Hun Lord of Helan Mountain rewarded another 100,000起点币. Thank you, Hun Lord! You're too generous, like sending charcoal in winter. Thanks a lot. Phantom Rain will strive to improve. Also, thank all the fellow daoists for your support with monthly tickets. Phantom Rain thanks everyone. We still have seven hours left; although the situation is good now, we can't relax. The competition for monthly tickets gets fiercer as time goes on. Please check if you still have any and cast them over!

Phantom Rain will continue to write the next chapter. One more shout out: please vote for monthly tickets!
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With the power of a Spirit Dividing cultivator, covering just tens of thousands of miles wouldn't take long. However, it still took some effort.

Soon, an imposing city came into view.

Tianfeng!

But the ancient demon didn’t pay much attention; this was merely a human city and he had no intention of taking notice of it.

At this moment, there was no need to follow any tracking marks as his divine sense could already detect that hateful Lin Xuan within the city. However, the other’s aura was surprisingly weak—almost on par with an ordinary person.

From him, the ancient demon couldn’t even sense a single trace of cultivation energy.

If he didn’t keep pushing, he might actually mistake that kid for a mere human.

How could this be?

As a veteran Spirit Dividing cultivator, the ancient demon had seen many things. But such a situation was unheard of—never mind experienced; he hadn’t even heard about it before.

If not for the tracking marks, the ancient demon would have hesitated. However, with his identity and strength, there was no reason to retreat in the face of difficulty.

Besides, he hated that Lin Xuan so much that he couldn't possibly let him go.

"Please stay here, Master Immortal. This city does not welcome cultivators. Please leave elsewhere."

A stammering voice reached his ears. The speaker was an old man with white hair and a long beard. He was at the late Separation Stage of transformation, quite formidable in strength. But compared to the ancient demon, he was on a completely different level.

Nevertheless, as per his duties, he had no choice but to speak up. Fortunately, the tracking marks protected them from the ancient demon’s spiritual pressure. While ordinary humans might not be able to move, even lower-level transformed demons would likely struggle to stand upright.

"Your enemy has fled into Tianfeng City. If you hand him over, I will leave." The ancient demon's voice was calm as he spoke, but before his words were finished, a powerful spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

The ancient demon’s intention was clear—impressing his might. Fortunately, all of Tianfeng City was under the protection of these tracking marks. Even if ordinary humans couldn’t move, those with lower cultivation levels would likely be unable to stand.

"Could it be that your enemy is one of us transformed demons?" The old man with white hair and a long beard changed his expression.

"Nonsense! That person is also a cultivator, currently within the city." The ancient demon’s voice was cold. If not for Tianfeng City's reputation being so extraordinary, he wouldn’t have bothered to deal with such a low-level existence here.

"Impossible. Any cultivators approaching this city would trigger an alarm," the old man shook his head, his expression filled with disbelief. How could any cultivator enter Tianfeng City without being detected? It was inconceivable.

"How dare you doubt my words?" The ancient demon’s face darkened.

In the center of Tianfeng City, things were different from other cities; this wasn’t the city lord's residence but a steep and towering mountain peak. About three hundred feet tall, it stood like a knife-cut landscape, offering stunning scenery.

However, at the top of this mountain, seven people gathered—four men and three women all gazing towards the distant city gates with worry etched on their faces.

Their cultivation was formidable; even though they hadn’t revealed themselves, any high-level transformed demons would recognize them. The Seven Elders of Tianfeng City.

All were above the Profound Transformation stage, with two at the late stage and five in the middle stage.

After all, cultivating against heaven was a difficult path, and transforming into demons made it even more so. In all of Tianfeng County, one would be hard-pressed to find such high-level transformed demons outside this city.

The news of a Spirit Dividing cultivator’s arrival was significant, hence the Seven Elders had gathered here.

"Any thoughts on what we should do?" The speaker was an elderly man with silver hair and was the highest in cultivation among them. Although there were two elders at the late Profound Transformation stage, he was slightly higher than the other white-haired elder.

The others’ faces showed contemplation as they remained silent. Suddenly, a red light flashed, followed by a streak of fire flying towards them.

The seven people were momentarily stunned before the silver-haired elder waved his hand, and the light condensed into a bamboo strip-shaped object.

However, it was fiery red, similar to a sound transmission talisman.

The silver-haired elder frowned as he placed it on his forehead. After a moment, he looked up with an expression of utmost severity.

"What’s wrong, Great Elder?" The speaker was a bald and barefoot man who seemed quick-tempered.

"Just look for yourself."

The old man handed over the object to him.

"What?"

The bald man also placed it on his forehead. However, after just one glance, his face changed dramatically as he let out a startled cry.

This reaction made the other elders exchange glances before passing around the bamboo strip quickly—no more than half an hour later.

Everyone’s faces were grim.

"Great Elder, they clearly meant to provoke us."

"Yes, the tracking marks of Tianfeng City are inherited from ancient times. Even a Spirit Flowing cultivator at the first level would struggle to fool them. The concealment technique is useless in front of these marks. For years, there has been no mistake. How could a Profound Transformation cultivator enter this city without triggering any response?" A transformed demon wearing black clothes and with a pale face spoke.

"Brother Situ’s words are reasonable; the other party clearly intended to cause trouble," a clear voice echoed as an elegantly dressed woman expressed her displeasure. She was also at the middle Profound Transformation stage.

"Madam Long, what do you think?" The silver-haired elder turned his head and asked the white-haired old lady, who was second in strength among the Seven Elders.

"I believe your analysis is correct. This city cannot possibly have any cultivators mixed within it. The ancient demon’s request to search the city is too impolite; he clearly doesn’t consider Tianfeng City important," the old lady’s eyes narrowed as she spoke with a touch of indignation.

"Your words are right, and I don’t believe this city would have any cultivators either. But that ancient demon is a veteran Spirit Dividing cultivator. Should we really clash with him?" The silver-haired elder, being the Great Elder, was naturally more mature and cautious.

"Now it’s not about us wanting to conflict; the ancient demon has already come to our doorstep. If he truly intimidates us into abandoning our principles and allowing him to search the city, how can we still face this world? Tianfeng City would become a laughingstock among transformed demons," the bald man spoke directly.

The other elders’ attitudes were extremely firm, causing the silver-haired elder’s face to show signs of difficulty.

Indeed, the matter was tricky. On one hand, he didn’t want to clash with a Spirit Dividing cultivator; on the other, showing weakness would be inappropriate. He firmly believed that this city couldn’t have any cultivators mixed within it.

"Let's go and see what’s happening."

The other elders naturally had no choice but to use their abilities to fly towards the city gates.

"Simply put, will you let me in or not?"

The ancient demon’s cold voice echoed. His patience was nearly at an end after three months of pursuit; finally reaching Lin Xuan's vicinity, only to be blocked by a mere human city. Did he really have such a good temper?

Tianfeng City? How big and famous it might be, but compared to humans, it was just relatively so.

Cultivators inherently looked down upon transformed demons.

After being blocked for some time, the ancient demon’s patience had reached its limit.

"This... I can't make that decision," the old man with white hair said fearfully.

"Really? Fine, then I’ll send you to the afterlife. How about that?"
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The old demon's face twisted into a grotesque grin. Without any additional movements, he merely shrugged his shoulders slightly, and the corpse aura on his body surged out. Two one-horned giant snakes appeared in his vision, each over ten zhang long, with gaping mouths as they lunged towards the city wall.

"Attack!"

The old man with white hair and beard was greatly alarmed. He would not dare to face a cultivator of the Spirit Dividing realm alone; he hastily issued orders for an attack.

However, it was too late. The two one-horned giant snakes had already closed in on their targets.

Fortunately, this city had protective barriers. A blue light flashed, and the shield grew even brighter.

The power of a cultivator at the Spirit Dividing realm was indeed impressive, but ancient prohibitions were not easily broken.

Both one-horned giant snakes were repelled back with no effect. Meanwhile, the demonified entities on the city walls also launched their attacks.

Various kinds of attacks streaked across the sky, but only a few managed to hit the ancient demon. Even if they did hit him, it was useless; how could mere numbers defeat a cultivator at the Spirit Dividing realm?

The actions of the crowd enraged this old monster even more. He sneered and said, "It seems you won't shed tears until you see the coffin. Do you think that with an ancient prohibition protecting you, you can hide like a coward?"

Before his words had fully left his mouth, the ancient demon acted.

He stretched out his hand and reached into his sleeve. A peculiar-looking treasure appeared in his grasp. It was no more than a foot long, pointed at the front and wider at the back, resembling a sharp cone. Black electric arcs flickered across its surface, with tiny mysterious runes swirling around it.

It wasn't just any ordinary item.

This treasure had indeed been obtained by the old demon two hundred years ago, and its power was formidable, especially when breaking through prohibitions. While he couldn't guarantee breaking down the entire protective array of Tianfeng City in a short time, he could open up a gap for himself to enter, and the old demon was quite confident about that.

With a wave of his sleeve, the treasure rose high into the air. He then opened his mouth and expelled an extremely pure essence qi.

The treasure emitted a shimmering light, and a cold aura spread out. The temperature around it dropped sharply.

The electric arcs on the surface of the cone became even more glaring, with more gray-white runes spewing forth.

The demonified entities on the city walls saw this scene and knew things were not going well. Their attacks grew more intense.

However, only a few hits landed on the old demon, and they were useless.

"Ants, it's time for you to realize your folly."

The old demon's cold laughter echoed in their ears as he shook his hand, causing a loud crackling sound. The mysterious cone shot forward with great force.

Boom!

A deafening explosion sounded. The electric arcs flickered and expanded to cover an area of several mu. Simultaneously, the space around it shattered, revealing a gray-white aura that contained dozens of large runes spinning and emitting terrifying spiritual pressure.

Even the protective array was hit; a hole appeared, about ten zhang in diameter. While insignificant compared to the size of Tianfeng City, it could accommodate several people.

However, this ancient prohibition was truly wondrous. Although a gap had been created, blue light flashed as the gap rapidly narrowed.

This prohibition had self-repairing abilities.

On the surface, there seemed to be nothing special, but in an all-out siege, its effects were unimaginable.

Unfortunately, they faced only one enemy, and how could the old demon let this fleeting opportunity slip away?

With a flash of his figure, he entered the city before the gap closed completely.

Rolling up his sleeves, a gray-white demonic light emerged from them. Wherever it passed, the faces of the demonified entities showed extreme pain; they clutched their chests and gasped for breath. Within just a few breaths, one by one, they turned black and died.

Corpse poison!

The demonified entities' expressions changed dramatically. It wasn't because they were cowardly but because the enemy was too terrifying. With just one strike, hundreds of companions had fallen; this disparity made it impossible to continue the fight.

Cultivators feared the weak and bullied the soft, and these demonified beings were no different. They scattered in all directions.

However, it was already too late. Demon sect cultivators never let grudges go unavenged. Once they started, there would be no half-measures.

Since Tianfeng City had offended them, why wait for the other side to recover and retaliate?

All or nothing.

A cruel look appeared on the old demon's face: "Who asked you to protect that Lin boy? Since you've opposed me, you must accept your punishment. Join him in the Netherworld."

Before his words were fully spoken, the old demon stretched out his hand and took a black bag from his waist. He then flung it into the air.

The old demon waved his hands while muttering obscure incantations.

Woo...

An ear-piercing sound filled their ears as the bag opened up, releasing an eerie wind that blew out. Gray-white corpse fog surged forth, quickly covering half of the sky.

Corpse clouds pressed down on them, blocking the sunlight aimed at Tianfeng City. Within these clouds, countless shadows emerged, pressing against each other and occasionally emitting low growls, as if there were countless soldiers hidden inside.

A satisfied look appeared on the old demon's face. While he did not care about the demonified entities in Tianfeng City, dealing with such a large number of them was no easy task; it would be difficult to exterminate every last one.

He did not want any stragglers because that would make relations between his sect and the demonified beings even more hostile, potentially making them targets for everyone's wrath.

As a Supreme Elder, he naturally had many trained corpses under his command.

Soon, the corpse fog dispersed, revealing the faces of the soldiers underneath. @.
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A low growl entered Lin Xuan's ears, and it was a creature clad in copper armor.

Its eyes bulged out, its appearance grotesque to the extreme. Without saying, these were undoubtedly refined corpses.

Looking around, there seemed to be tens of thousands of them.

On the city walls and nearby buildings, transformed beings stared with wide eyes, swallowing their saliva.

How could there be so many copper-armored corpses?

Each monster had exposed fangs, and even those at the lowest level were equivalent to late-stage Condensation Core cultivators. Some had reached the stage where their essence bodies separated from their physical forms.

The strongest few corpse kings emitted an aura that was no joke; they could give a peak-stage old monster a run for its money.

In the distance, Lin Xuan hid among the crowd, his eyes narrowing with some surprise. However, upon thinking about the other party's identity, he became at ease.

A cackling laugh sounded out. Lin Xuan saw the silver-haired elder wave his left hand slightly, and a light beam as thick as a bowl shot out.

The beam was pitch-black, exuding an overwhelming spiritual pressure.

"Bad luck, get down!"

The bald old man was shocked, but it was too late. Seeing that the bald giant was about to be hit, he roared, raising both hands with clenched fists and striking them against his chest.

As he moved, a yellowish light enveloped him, forming an odd shape like a turtle shell.

Boom!

A blast echoed as Lin Xuan's expected effect from the old monster's sneak attack failed. However, the bald giant wasn't doing well either; blood trickled from the corner of his mouth. Nevertheless, he managed to block the opponent's attack.

"Hmm..."

The old monster's face showed surprise. This was just a mid-stage Condensation Core transformed being, and such defense was too outrageous. Could it be that he had fused with a turtle crystal nucleus bearing the bloodline of a heavenly spirit beast?

Turtles' defensive capabilities were already formidable among their kind, making this explanation plausible.

The expressions on the seven elders of the city turned grave. With things at this point, there was no turning back; they could only fight to the end.

"Bad luck, we can't match this old monster in one-on-one combat. We mustn't let him break us down individually. Quickly set up the Seven Heroes Formation of Xuanwu! Only by relying on the power of the formation can we counter this old monster," the silver-haired elder said with a panicked expression.

Before his words were finished, he reached into his robes and quickly produced a green array flag in his palm.

The other elders didn't hesitate either. They took out different items: talismans, golden bowls, long swords, even a soul banner-shaped treasure.

Though their appearances varied, they resonated with each other when taken out. The seven transformed beings then consecrated the seven treasures together.

Boom!

The entire sky turned gloomy; though not pitch-black, the sunlight was dimmed to a great extent. Soon, dark clouds appeared in the horizon and rapidly converged, continuously surging.

The cloud formation grew larger, eventually covering an area of several dozen miles.

This was just the beginning. The shape of the cloud began to change.

"..."

Lin Xuan's face changed from nonchalance to surprise as he observed the scene. The dark clouds had transformed into a monstrous turtle, but its tail resembled that of a fierce snake.

Xuanwu!

Although Lin Xuan hadn't seen this spirit beast in person, it was well-known from ancient texts—part of the Four Symbols.

Its power was unquestionable; however, at present, it only looked like a cloud. It was unclear what connection there might be with the real Xuanwu or the secrets hidden within the Seven Heroes Formation of Xuanwu.

Lin Xuan didn't have time to ponder these matters as he watched. The old monster's face also showed surprise. A vortex suddenly appeared at the bottom of the dark clouds, several dozen feet in diameter and deep beyond sight, emitting a powerful suction force similar to that of a black hole.

Its target was only the old monster.

The old monster naturally wouldn't surrender easily, but the suction force was too formidable. Despite his best efforts, he could only hold on for a few breaths before being sucked into the cloud formation shaped like a turtle.

"We should leave."

The seven elders exchanged glances and nodded. They then flicked their hands, activating the Seven Heroes Formation of Xuanwu. Light points appeared from the head, chest, limbs, and tail of the turtle-shaped cloud, revealing seven Taiji patterns. The elders' faces lit up as they flew towards them.

Eight figures disappeared in a flash. However, moments later, thunderous explosions echoed, and the turtle-shaped cloud trembled continuously, with various spiritual lights swirling inside.

Due to the formation's concealment, it was hard to gauge the battle's progress.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He had broad experience and could discern the formation's subtleties. Although he didn't know its exact power, seven Condensation Core transformed beings might indeed be able to counter the old monster evenly or even wear him down.

This was beyond doubt.

It truly felt like reaching a dead end only to find a new path.

Lin Xuan's expression relaxed as this situation favored him. The battle inside the turtle-shaped cloud raged on, and nearby, the refined corpses and other transformed beings were also engaged in a tight fight.

The copper-armored corpses' strength was formidable, and they didn't need the old monster to control them; they could fight alone with great tenacity. Despite their smaller numbers, they held their own due to their bravery.

Lin Xuan scanned the battlefield, his expression growing smug. Seeing no one paying attention, he silently left the scene.

Of course, it wasn't a retreat; there was no need for that. In a clamorous situation, Lin Xuan remained calm as this favored him greatly.

After wandering around for a while, Lin Xuan arrived at a secluded place after a cup of tea.

Looking around, there were neither ordinary humans nor transformed beings nearby.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he clutched his hands. A series of mysterious symbols flickered before vanishing. He then undid the Heaven Demon Incarnation Secret Technique.

Lin Xuan dared to do this because the city's restrictions had a flaw. When cultivators entered from outside, they were detected, but once inside, the restrictions wouldn't take effect.

Thus, Lin Xuan could safely undo the secret technique without any harm.

Of course, he still didn't want his identity exposed and immediately practiced the concealment technique as he undid the Heaven Demon Incarnation Secret Technique.

It was late today; I wrote eight thousand words but will save three thousand for tomorrow. I need to return to my wife's family home since her father is having a birthday.

I'm busy, but I'll try my best. Please support me and my work with your votes!
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The demonized beings were fighting the copper-armored corpses fiercely, gaining an upper hand but still far from victory. No one noticed Lin Xuan's side.

"Truly, heaven is aiding me."

Lin Xuan murmured softly to himself before quietly extending his divine consciousness outwards.

Of course, he was very careful. He searched every corner of the entire Sky Wind City without missing a spot.

Lin Xuan was looking for treasures. After all, this was the largest demonized city in Heavenly Frost Prefecture, and its strength was formidable.

Cultivators usually had treasure vaults in their immortal cities. The same should be true for demonized cities.

Cultivators rose early to gain benefits; naturally, they would try to seize any advantage available.

Seeing the situation favorable to him, Lin Xuan began pondering how he could obtain even greater benefits.

No matter how unscrupulous it might seem, the path of cultivation was fraught with challenges. There was no reason for a cultivator not to return from a treasure-filled mountain empty-handed.

However, after a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan raised his head. After such an extensive search, he had found nothing useful.

But Lin Xuan did not lose heart. Obtaining treasures was never easy.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression on his face. He was delighted at the prospect. There seemed to be a high-ranking demonized being here, and it looked like they were indeed guarding some treasure.

"Little fellow, no matter how you discovered me, now you can die."

The hunchbacked demonized being roared loudly, enveloping himself in flames that made him look as if he had been set alight. However, his face showed no pain; instead, he fiercely charged at Lin Xuan.

What kind of technique was this?

Lin Xuan did not have much experience fighting demonized beings but he was not afraid of playing with fire.

He sighed and spat out a ball of flame the size of an egg. The multi-colored glassy flames immediately grew larger, like meteors falling from the sky, and crashed hard towards his opponent.

Lin Xuan had no time to engage in prolonged combat; thus, he unleashed his hidden technique at once.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire!

The other party was not afraid either, advancing slightly faster.

In the next moment, they collided.

Silent and unseen!

But a blue light flashed, freezing both the demonized being and the flames on him.

Indeed, even the flames turned into ice sculptures.

At this time, all Phantasmal Heavenly Fire had transformed to blue.

This represented extreme cold. The four attributes could freely convert between each other.

The demonized being's expression was frozen in a look of disbelief and terror.

He never imagined that he would lose to an equal-ranked cultivator with just one move.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he reached out his hand, placing it on the ice sculpture. The ice had formed due to Phantasmal Heavenly Fire; for him, the caster, there was no hindrance.

Lin Xuan began performing soul probing.

Soon, Lin Xuan raised his head with a pleased expression. His guess was correct. This demonized being was indeed still here at this moment, guarding the treasure vault.

Having obtained what he wanted, Lin Xuan had no reason to spare him. He flicked his sleeves and several sword lights emerged like fish swimming out of water.

Cracking sounds filled the air as the ice sculpture shattered into pieces.

...

Meanwhile, outside Sky Wind City, in the cloud layer resembling a tortoise.

Rumbling explosions echoed. The Seventh Elder and the Ancient Demon were still engaged in fierce combat. These seven individuals had formidable strength, especially their ability to cooperate, which, combined with the power of the array, managed to block a Spirit Transformation cultivator. Although they seemed slightly disadvantaged from the scene, achieving this was already an incredible feat.

"Something's wrong."

Suddenly, the silver-haired elder cried out in alarm, his face showing both fear and anger.

"Senior Elder, what is it?"

"Hu Daoist has fallen."

"What? Hu Daoist has fallen?" The white-haired old woman was shocked. The remaining five also looked alarmed.

"Yes."

"But those cultivators in the city..."

"Naturally not our fellow daoists; they are likely the old demon's accomplices. He used a decoy to draw us here while sneaking into the city," the silver-haired elder said with gritted teeth.

"What? Does his target include that treasure?" The woman in a palace-style dress exclaimed.

"Of course, what else could it be? This old monster cannot be easily appeased," the silver-haired elder was furious: "I mean, how can a Spirit Transformation cultivator come to Sky Wind City? He must have come for our treasures."

"What nonsense are you spouting here? As an old man of my status, I would not covet your demonized things. The one causing trouble in the city is surely my enemy. You better let me go inside..." the Ancient Demon said with deep resentment.

"Let you in?" The silver-haired elder was furious: "Old demon, do you think we are fools? What enemies? Stop acting like that. That guy in the city must be your accomplice. I will fight to the death for our treasures." As he spoke, he waved his treasure item.

His expression and tone were filled with extreme anger; the other six were similarly enraged, intensifying their attacks.

"Stupid fools! The one who killed your comrades is that little demon, yet you blame me. Do you really think a mere array can stop an old man like me?"

The Ancient Demon's voice was ominous as he clearly had lost his temper. He flicked his sleeves and a grayish-white spirit bag appeared.

After swirling slightly, the bag opened, revealing a ferocious growl.

Dark winds surged, and a grayish-white corpse aura flew out, transforming into an ugly monster.

A refined corpse!

However, its body was pale silver, much larger than usual. Notably, it had a pair of silver wings on its back, resembling bats.

Silver-Winged Corpse King!

Unlike the ordinary copper-armored corpses, this corpse king had been nurtured for ten thousand years by the Ancient Demon with great effort and difficulty.

Its strength was formidable; though not as powerful as the Ancient Demon, it could match a newly promoted Spirit Transformation cultivator. Moreover, its body was almost invincible, its strength indescribable.

"Bad luck!" The Seventh Elder of Sky Wind City did not expect such a hidden weapon to be used. Their faces turned pale in shock.

A ghastly laughter echoed: "How about that? Regretting your opposition to this old ancestor? Too late now; I will extract your souls and refine your bodies."

Before the words were fully spoken, the Silver-Winged Corpse King charged forward ferociously.

Knowing they could not win, several demonized beings had no choice but to harden their resolve and use their secret techniques. The explosions grew louder as the battle became more intense.

In the cloud layer, the Seventh Elder was in a precarious position, facing severe danger.

On the city walls, other demonized beings were triumphant. As time passed, more demonized beings from within the city arrived, relying on their numbers to gain complete control. The refined corpses were being eliminated one by one.

Victory was only a matter of time.

This had little to do with Lin Xuan. Regardless of who won or lost, they would all suffer significant losses. He could sit back and profit from their conflict.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's mood was good at this moment. Through soul probing, he already knew the exact location of the treasure.

Standing on a mountain slope, following the demonized being's memory, Lin Xuan found a steep cliff face nearby. The terrain matched perfectly. He raised his right hand.
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A flash of clear light, and a dazzling sword streaked out.

Boom!

Without any suspense, the rock wall was broken open, revealing a cave entrance before his eyes.

The cave was pitch black with a cold breeze blowing from within. A set of steps made of green stone slanted down into the depths of the mountain.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped in joy as he immediately extended his divine sense without hesitation. However, it was instantly bounced back. The禁制 inside the cave had an effect that suppressed divine senses, making exploration impossible.

Lin Xuan's expression froze for a moment but this minor difficulty did not deter him at all. After a brief pause, he walked towards the entrance of the cave.

The cave turned out to be deeper than expected, and it took Lin Xuan nearly half a cup of tea before he reached its end.

A bright light appeared ahead, causing Lin Xuan's heart to leap with joy as he quickened his pace.

Soon, a large hall over twenty feet in length came into view. The area was not expansive but incredibly tidy. The floor was paved with beautiful jade, and the walls were adorned with gemstones the size of eggs.

Even the imperial palace in the mortal world would not have such luxury.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not care about these luxuries; jade or gems meant nothing to cultivators. He turned his head to search for something that interested him.

Quickly, he noticed some wooden racks and boxes at the end of the hall.

Lin Xuan approached them.

However, these items were surrounded by a faint blue protective shield.

Although this shield seemed as thin as a butterfly's wing, it was covered in a layer of mist. Numerous rune symbols rotated and pulsed within the mist, exuding an aura of mystery.

Lin Xuan had seen enough to realize that this shield was no ordinary one.

"Good, very good."

A low murmur entered his ears, and Lin Xuan's face lit up with excitement. He raised his right hand and flicked his fingers outward.

A faint crackle filled the air as a brilliant sword energy streaked into the blue mist.

Although Lin Xuan did not use any treasure, his strength was formidable. This casual strike still had impressive power.

But to no avail, that sword energy failed to break through the shield, barely making an impact, like a stone thrown into deep water.

"This..."

Even though this strike was merely a test, such results left him staring in surprise. The shield proved far more challenging than he imagined.

However, his astonishment quickly turned to joy.

The harder it was to deal with, the better it indicated the value of what lay inside.

Good luck!

Lin Xuan did not believe that someone could truly stop him; it would just be a waste of time.

Still, he did not linger here. Time dragged on, and unexpected changes might occur. He could not afford to make things worse by delaying too long.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and flipped his palm upward.

Boom!

A dazzling light shone as the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire leaped out, emitting a destructive aura.

This was certainly one of Lin Xuan's trump cards. He had just used it to destroy that hunchbacked demonized creature; would this time be any different?

Lin Xuan was confident.

But what followed next made his brows furrow slightly.

A flash of blue light spread out, and the icy aura diffused. However, the layer of blue light below similarly seemed to gain a life of its own.

Clear sounds echoed as the blue mist on the shield began to churn violently. The faintly visible runes lit up, becoming clear and bright.

No crackling sound entered his ears; the freezing power of Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire failed to take effect.

Of course, this was not entirely accurate. The ice封 did indeed get blocked, but Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of surprise. He knew better than anyone how powerful Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was, and such situations were rare.

But what mattered?

Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire had evolved into four attributes now.

Could the extreme cold be resisted? What about剧毒, devouring, or corrosion?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and poured more force into Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

Boom!

With his master's support, the color of this demonic fire became even more brilliant. The azure blue had vanished, replaced by three colors of glass.

The extreme cold failed to work, so Lin Xuan did not waste any more power on it.

The禁制 trembled incessantly as clear sounds echoed. Countless runes spewed from within, increasing in number and desperately resisting Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

Meanwhile, outside the city of Tianfeng, a cloud layer shaped like a turtle.

"Ahh!"

A scream entered his ears as one of the demonized creatures was pushed close by the Silver Feather Corpse King. A flash of silver light followed, and blood splattered, creating a large hole in its chest.

Later, when the Silver Feather Corpse King retracted its left hand, the bald man fell to the ground.

Blood continued to flow; even a洞玄期 demonized creature could not survive such severe injuries. Unlike cultivators who had元婴, they would perish if their bodies were destroyed, and there was no chance of reincarnation.

In the end, demonized creatures were fundamentally different from cultivators. Severe injuries meant death with no second chances for revenge.

"Fourth Elder!"

"Friend Wu!"

Shouts echoed as other洞玄期 demonized creatures expressed sorrow at seeing a companion fall.

They knew deep down that defeat was inevitable.

Seven of them working together with the aid of the Azure Turtle Formation might have had a chance against a分神初期 demon, but now that another peer-level Corpse Demon appeared, they had no hope left.

They were just holding on for dear life. But they could not turn and run; otherwise, once their combined strength was broken, without the formation's support, a few洞玄期 demonized creatures would be no match for a分神期 monster.

Such an escape would only result in being picked off one by one, dying faster.

But now that one companion had fallen, staying here meant the same fate eventually.

Escape meant death; not escaping also meant death. The faces of the other洞玄期 demonized creatures were pale with despair as they pondered what to do.

In a dilemma!

Just when they were at a loss, a crackle filled the air. The white-haired old woman, who was in her后期, turned and fled.

"Dragon friend...,"

The remaining demonized creatures were shocked, their faces filled with anger. They never imagined that the second-strongest expert among them would flee like this.
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Several people were both shocked and angry. However, there was no time to stop what was happening; they could only watch helplessly as the old woman with white hair turned into a streak of light and flew away at an oblique angle.

"Want to leave? Too naive!"

Just then, a cold laugh entered their ears. Before anyone could react, something unexpected happened.

The old man had just run over a hundredyard丈 (zhàng) can also refer to a unit of length in traditional Chinese measurement, equivalent to 3.33 meters. In some contexts, it can be translated as "丈" or "yard." However, for clarity and accuracy, specifying its meaning is recommended. (about 300 feet) when grayish-white corpse energy suddenly surged from his side. A terrifying ghostly hand appeared out of nowhere and pierced the female cultivator's heart with incredible speed.

The old woman's screams echoed through the air, her body emitting a burst of spiritual light as she desperately tried to break free. But it was all in vain; grayish-white corpse energy emanated from the ghostly hand, enveloping her entire body.

"Help!"

Her screams grew even more desperate.

But she had abandoned her companions and run alone; how could anyone save her now?

Moreover, those transformed beasts were too busy to help. Even if they forgave her, they lacked the strength to intervene.

The woman's cries became even more mournful as time passed. The grayish-white corpse energy was highly corrosive, turning her into a withered skeleton within moments. Her face still showed fear and disbelief that she had just perished so quickly.

"Mark my words; you will regret offending me today. No one is leaving this place alive."

The ancient demon's form appeared beside them, his face filled with malice.

He then spread his hands, producing a crackling black lightning bolt about the size of an arm. The bolt transformed into a ferocious electric dragon that lunged at the black-clothed man.

The black-clothed man was shocked but still managed to retaliate. He swung his arms in wide arcs, creating countless fist shadows that clashed with the electric dragon.

But it was useless; the difference between Inner Core and Spirit Cultivator stages was immense. They had barely held their own against the old demon when they worked together.

Now, with the silver-winged corpse king aiding the enemy, and two of them already dead, their combined strength was broken. They couldn't match him anymore.

Crackling sounds filled the air as countless fist shadows clashed with the electric dragon, instantly vanishing like ice meeting fire.

But the electric dragon continued to advance with ferocity.

"Great Elder, save me!" This time, it was the black-clothed man's desperate cry. But it was too late; his body was already encircled by a ring of lightning arcs.

The intense current caused him immense pain as a black light column pierced his abdomen. The transformed beast had also fallen.

Three out of seven souls had returned to the netherworld, leaving only four faces filled with despair.

Was their fate truly sealed for today?

How despicable!

The old man's face was so grim that it was almost unbearable. Humans have limits to their endurance; such excessive bullying was unacceptable.

Despicable cultivators not only sought to exterminate everyone but also sent people into the city to steal treasures. This could not be tolerated. He would stop at nothing to foil their plans, even if it meant his own death.

He would make them pay for their actions.

"How, are you so frightened? If you surrender now, you can avoid suffering," the ancient demon's shameless voice echoed in their ears.

"Surrender? Do you think you control everything?"

To everyone's surprise, the old man began to mock. He knew the cruelty of the cultivation world; even if he surrendered, they would not be spared. The faces of the remaining three were resolute as well. Though they didn't want to die, there was no choice but to use their last resort and fight this ancient monster.

They wouldn't let him have it easy.

Four minds agreed. Each took out an array flag, and a short, mysterious incantation filled the air.

The ancient demon's experience in combat was vast; he sensed something amiss.

"What are you planning?"

He was wrapped in grayish-white spiritual light, rushing forward with the silver-winged corpse king.

But their opponent didn't dodge.

Puff...

A dull sound echoed as the old man's chest was slit open by a curved blade. But his face showed no pain; instead, he sneered: "Ancient demon, I'll wait for you in the underworld."

With all his remaining strength, he raised his hand and roared: "Break!"

The other three transformed beasts did the same.

"No... not good!"

The ancient demon was shocked. The turtle-shaped black clouds began to churn violently and shrink, gathering all the cosmic energy within a ten-thousand-mile radius into them.

The old man's face turned even more grim as he realized they had drained their life force with this final move. Simply put, it required sacrificing one's own life to perform.

He must leave quickly!

He rushed out of the cloud layer, and the turtle-shaped black clouds shrank to a thousandth of their original size, becoming dense and impenetrable, like a tightly sealed cage.

Boom!

The old demon crashed into them but was repelled. "This..."

His face turned even more grim as he pulled another sharp artifact from his pocket.

Mana infused it.

"Quickly!"

He pointed forward, producing crackling sounds as the mysterious sharp artifact shot forth with great force.

Not only did this item have immense power, but it could also break through barriers. The protective barrier around Tianfeng City had once been breached by such a technique. In critical moments, the old demon dared not hold back, hoping to save himself from danger.

They must escape this cage quickly, but it was useless; this time, the artifact failed. Despite the sharp crackling sounds, the clouds remained tightly sealed.

And cosmic energy from all directions continued to pour into the cloud layer... To be continued

Please log in to read the rest of the chapter. Reading is a pleasure, and we recommend you to bookmark it for future enjoyment.
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On the other side.

Squeak…

An unpleasant sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as various shades of luminous light flashed. The blue barrier finally dimmed down.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a surge of joy and let out a sigh of relief. This barrier was indeed no ordinary one; it had taken him considerable effort to break through with the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

If he were another cultivator of the same rank, perhaps he would have been at a loss as well, unable to open this item even by exerting all his efforts. He might end up empty-handed despite entering the treasure trove.

Puff…

With a low sound, the barrier finally broke after dimming down to its lowest point. The contents inside were revealed.

At first glance, they seemed unremarkable—just some wooden racks and several large boxes.

But Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with excitement. He knew for certain that his desired treasure was hidden here.

Given the strength of this barrier, he had no doubt that whatever treasures were stored here would not disappoint him.

Lin Xuan licked his lips, lowered his head, and scanned the wooden racks first.

What lay on them were nothing but ancient books.

Yes, just books.

Unlike cultivators who followed a conventional path,妖化者 took an alternative route to cultivation by fusing with demon cores of beasts. They gained immense power through this method, capable of moving mountains and overturning seas.

Despite their heightened senses,妖化者 did not have the ability to pass on their knowledge in the same way as cultivators. The most powerful among them were called Heaven Dao experts, followed by Grandmasters.

However, just like in the cultivation world, one's success depended greatly on both innate talent and effort, as well as the cultivation techniques they chose.

The "Snowy Jade Dragon" was clearly a top-tier technique suitable for妖化者. Lin Xuan had already deduced its significance after considering all factors.

While it seemed useless to him at first glance, who knew? He hadn't thoroughly examined it yet. Even if there were no immediate uses, he could sell it to other妖化者 and gain many treasures in return. After all, rare goods are valuable.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not hesitate to tuck the "Snowy Jade Dragon" into his robe. He wouldn't overlook any of the books on the racks either; these contained top-tier techniques that he couldn't afford to miss. He placed them all in his Momentary Bag.

The wooden racks were now empty.

But Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. Who would complain about having too many treasures? He turned his head and focused on the boxes beside him.

There were three of them, made from unknown precious woods, with a simple but elegant design suggesting they had been crafted by skilled artisans.

Lin Xuan approached, waving his sleeves to emit a greenish light that opened the first box with a "thud."

The dazzling light revealed various crystal cores inside.

Lin Xuan's face lit up in joy. Due to the rarity of mutated beasts, each core was worth much more than an ordinary妖丹 at the same cultivation level.

"This is indeed worth my time."

With a sigh, he scanned the crystals and found about two hundred of them. Judging by their aura, many were at the Core Formation stage, with several even reaching the Separation stage. He also discovered a dozen cores from creatures in the Profound Transformation realm.

Lin Xuan, who had seen his share of grand scenes, couldn't help but take a deep breath. The value of these cores was beyond estimation; this was truly a windfall.

With a smile on his face, he closed the box and put it back into his robe without delay.

Next, his gaze fell upon the second box.

What treasures would be inside?

Waving his sleeves again, Lin Xuan opened it as before.

"Eh, what's this?"

The boxes were琳琅满目, of various sizes and shapes. He picked up one wooden box that flew towards him.

Opening the lid, he saw a piece of beast bone inside. At first glance, there was nothing remarkable about it, but Lin Xuan's gaze was immediately drawn to it.

"Heavenly Dragon, I didn't see this coming. This is from a Spirit Formation stage beast."

He couldn't determine the exact type of beast, but its cultivation level was beyond doubt.

Where did Tianfeng City get such treasures?

If they had the strength to hunt down Spirit Formation beasts, ancient demons would have long been extinct.

Lin Xuan pondered this, but quickly dismissed it. "Why bother with their origins? Perhaps these were passed down from ancestors. Regardless of where they came from, they are now mine."

He didn't have time to inspect each box thoroughly; he merely opened a few at random and found that the contents were all from Spirit Formation beasts.

Unfortunately, there weren't many boxes—less than twenty in total. But one must be content with what one has. Such-grade beast materials would never appear at underground auctions, making them rare treasures for his future use.

Lin Xuan put them back into their respective boxes and directly stored the boxes in his Momentary Bag.

With such a large haul, he was already rich beyond measure. He expected the third box to contain more treasures as well. Just as he thought this, a deafening explosion echoed through the space.

The entire area trembled, and the ground seemed to be experiencing an intense earthquake. If not for the protective barrier of this small mountain, it would have collapsed long ago.

Lin Xuan was shocked. The power of that explosion was terrifying; if he had been there, he would surely have perished. What happened?

Was it an ancient demon?

His mind racing, Lin Xuan didn't have time to count his treasures. He waved his sleeves and the green light flashed as he put away the boxes.

He then flew out of the cave like a green flash, back into Tianfeng City.

"What…?"

Scanning the scene, Lin Xuan was speechless. While he knew that many妖化者 would fight an ancient demon to the death, this level of destruction still surprised him.

Half of Tianfeng City had been destroyed—entire sections were flattened, and everyone within, whether human or妖化者, had perished completely.

It was caused by the explosion.

As his companions fell one by one, the remaining four elders used their lives to activate the final move of the Seven Heroes Formation.

The area was filled with all five elements' primordial energy, which converged into a cloud that served as a prison. This primordial energy was compressed into a spherical light ball and exploded.

The ancient demon was caught in the center of the explosion; whether it lived or died remained unknown. However, its power was immense.

Though Lin Xuan didn't fully understand what had happened, he could make some guesses from the scene. He smiled, truly a double blessing—gaining many treasures while an ancient demon perished.

But just as this thought crossed his mind, a gray light beam shot down from the clouds, aimed directly at his head.
第两千一百三十九章 怒气冲天

The attack came suddenly, without any prior warning. If another cultivator had faced it, they would likely have been struck down. However, Lin Xuan's experience in magical battles was incredibly rich, and his senses were far more acute than those of an ordinary cultivator. Despite the sudden change, he managed to sidestep at the last moment.

Boom!

The gray-white light column missed its target, striking the ground nearby with a terrifying explosion. A large crater appeared before his eyes, measuring several feet in diameter and seemingly bottomless.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale.

Without hesitation, he moved away from his original position, appearing more than ten feet away. Only then did he raise his head, looking furious and alarmed.

A hair's breadth difference could make all the difference. How close that danger had been, only he knew best.

How dangerous!

The corpse gas contained in the light column was enough to make anyone wary. Even if he were hit, it wouldn't be a pleasant experience.

An ancient demon… still alive?

His mind raced as Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and released his divine sense.

Wu…

A strong wind blew, dispersing the dark clouds above. Two figures came into view.

Sure enough, standing in front was the Ancient Demon. However, this cultivator of the Spirit Refinement Stage no longer had any arrogance on his face; instead, he looked utterly miserable, almost like a beggar at first glance.

This wasn't surprising given the intense magical battle, especially the explosion just now. His clothes were torn and tattered, with holes everywhere, looking like rags hanging from his body. His face was also darkened by soot, making him look as if he had been covered in ashes. He had numerous wounds all over his body, though the bleeding had stopped thanks to secret techniques, but it would take some time for them to heal.

These were just surface issues. The crucial point was that the ancient demon's aura had weakened significantly. Lin Xuan witnessed firsthand how powerful the explosion was; he estimated that even he might have perished from such an attack. As a Spirit Refinement cultivator, the ancient demon surviving wasn't unusual, but it certainly consumed a lot of his essence energy. Whether or not he suffered internal injuries remained uncertain.

Regardless, at this moment, the ancient demon's powers were significantly diminished, which was certain.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, and his expression relaxed as well. Everything was unfolding according to his expectations. The only downside was that the ancient demon wasn't alone.

His gaze shifted towards the terrifying Corpse Refiner nearby.

Silver-winged Corpse King!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. His strength equaled a cultivator just entering the Spirit Refinement Stage, but at this moment, the Silver-winged Corpse King seemed to have lost its ferocity due to injuries worse than those of its master. Lin Xuan's expression turned strange as he began to speculate. Perhaps the explosion earlier was meant to eliminate the ancient demon, and it was the Silver-winged Corpse King that bore most of the brunt, allowing the ancient demon to survive by chance.

While the corpse king had saved his master, it was now nearly immobilized and posed no threat.

The ancient demon clearly noticed this. With a wave of his sleeve, a black light shot out, wrapping around the Silver-winged Corpse King before returning him to its spirit ghost bag.

Turning back towards Lin Xuan, the ancient demon's eyes were filled with intense hatred. He hadn't suffered such humiliation in decades.

Lin Xuan was right on target. If not for the Silver-winged Corpse King's desperate defense, he would have perished.

How despicable!

It was all this damned youth's doing.

The opponent had used a diversion tactic, forcing him and the demonized beings to fight while he searched for treasures.

This was intolerable. The ancient demon's face was full of fury as he was on the verge of losing his mind.

"You will pay for this."

He snarled, looking around at the copper-skinned corpses that had been completely destroyed in the battle. The ancient demon's heart seemed to be bleeding. He knew how much effort it took to gather thousands of these copper-skinned corpses; they might not match the Silver-winged Corpse King's power, but their strength was considerable.

He had invested countless efforts and resources into this, only for everything to be lost in one battle.

The ancient demon was both regretful and aggrieved. He wished he could tear Lin Xuan limb from limb.

Despite his rage, Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed: "Punishment, what do you want? Do you wish to reduce me to ashes? You've wanted this for the past three months, but did you succeed?"

Lin Xuan's tone carried a hint of mockery. With both parties already at each other's throats, it was an all-out war.

The ancient demon's rage only benefited Lin Xuan. The more he raged, the more likely he would make mistakes in battle.

Although his strength had been weakened significantly, a Spirit Refinement cultivator still couldn't be underestimated.

Thus, before making his move, Lin Xuan employed a strategy.

"Such an evil fellow, I… must make you regret it. To live or die is beyond my control."

The ancient demon's angry roar echoed in the air. Lin Xuan deliberately provoked him, knowing that he might not fully understand. However, after enduring so much hardship, his anger was too intense to suppress. Even if he knew it was a trap, he would still jump into it.

Before his words were finished, the ancient demon waved his sleeve again, and a black light shot out with a loud crackling sound, rushing towards him with ferocity.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he couldn't see what the treasure was. However, his reaction was swift. He had anticipated such an attack.

Seeing the bright light approaching, Lin Xuan calmly waved his hand, and the Xuan Qing Zimo Shield flew out. The seven shields formed a semi-circle, emitting divine light that merged into a green barrier. A Tai Chi symbol flowed on the surface, making it appear mysterious.

Plop!

The black light struck the green barrier. With the two magical treasures colliding, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he was hit and sent flying several dozen feet away.

How terrifying an attack! How powerful!

Lin Xuan shuddered with fear, but a surprised exclamation came from afar. The ancient demon's face showed astonishment. Though he had acted suddenly, it was almost like a sneak attack. He didn't expect the other party to have summoned their defensive magical treasure.
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Lin Xuan's reaction was even quicker than expected. This Water Cloud Needle was a precious treasure he had obtained through much effort, and it could be quite formidable against peers of his level. Although his current state wasn't optimal, he should have been able to defeat a Core Formation Period cultivator in one fell swoop. However, the old demon managed to block his attack with ease.

The old demon was somewhat stunned, but Lin Xuan was not someone who would just take hits without retaliating. He flicked his sleeves, and several sword lights emerged, expanding rapidly upon contact with the wind until each was over a meter long. Then, he closed his hands together, and a massive sword appeared, about ten meters in diameter. Although this weapon was formed from gathered spiritual energy, it seemed almost tangible.

The surface of the giant sword even emitted faint runes.

"Drop!" Lin Xuan roared.

A loud tearing sound echoed as the sword pierced through the air, heading straight for the old demon's head. The ancient demon was taken aback but quickly regained his composure.

Lin Xuan’s strength was indeed stronger than expected, but that didn’t matter. Could this brat really challenge a Core Formation Period cultivator? He feared Lin Xuan would try to take advantage of his weakened state, so he wouldn't be easily defeated.

With a sigh, Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and summoned a small array flag. The blue flag swelled as it danced in the air, growing several times its original size. It emitted a faint hum, and various runes carved into its surface shimmered, creating an aura of mystery and power.

While he couldn’t control spiritual energy with just his hands, this Five Elements Enriching Spirit Array Flag could change that. With the flag’s assistance, the outcome was uncertain.

As the flag moved, water attributes from the surrounding environment converged here.

Countless ice crystals, each about the size of a palm, suddenly appeared in the air, covering several miles with their frosty presence.

"..."

The old demon's expression changed as he realized what Lin Xuan had done.

"You managed to block my Iron Feather Flea Saber. Now try this," Lin Xuan said before waving his array flag again. The ice crystals shot forward like arrows from a powerful bow, heading straight for the old demon.

"Trivial tricks. Your flying knives were useless earlier. Do you think this move can harm me?"

The old demon's face showed disdain as he spread his hands widely. More corpse energy emerged and condensed into thick tentacles, covering him completely.

With a roar, countless ice crystals rushed towards the old demon.

Just like with the Iron Feather Flea Saber, the ice crystals were numerous but the tentacles were formidable, moving swiftly to block them all. The ice crystals melted upon contact without causing much damage.

"You brat, you might be strong at Core Formation Period, but facing me, you’re overestimating yourself."

The old demon's sinister laughter echoed as he prepared his next move. However, an unexpected event occurred.

Suddenly, a warning signal flashed in the old demon’s mind. He looked up and noticed that one of the ice crystals seemed... bluer than the others.

"Bad luck"

Even though he didn’t know what this crystal was, it wasn't from the array flag. The old demon was alarmed but it was too late to change his strategy.

A strange sound filled the air as the ice crystal melted and a small flame about the size of an egg appeared, emitting a piercing blue light. The four attributes of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire could be adjusted according to need, and Lin Xuan had converted all its effects into extreme cold.

The flame swelled to several feet in diameter, forming a freezing fireball that crashed down on the old demon.

Deception is a weapon!

After their initial skirmish, Lin Xuan had already gauged some of his opponent’s strength. Although the old demon was weaker than usual, he wasn’t easily dealt with. Core Formation Period cultivators were far from Core Formation, and even if it was an opportunity to strike, he still couldn't be certain of success.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided to use strategy instead of brute force. He didn't intend to defeat the old demon with the Five Elements Enriching Spirit Array Flag; that was just a decoy. The real killer weapon was Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Though this fire had proven formidable in the past, he estimated it might be harder for the old demon to resist if used openly. So, Lin Xuan concealed the fire within many ice crystals, creating a deceptive illusion to catch his opponent off guard.

Sure enough, the old demon was alarmed but didn’t give up without trying something else.

"Rumble!"

The ancient demon roared as he spread his hands widely. His tentacles converged and formed a massive tentacle about a meter in diameter, like a terrifying whip that struck at the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Their powers clashed with a loud crackle.

Despite expecting an explosive sound, it was silent. However, what followed shocked the old demon as he realized his defenses were useless.

A tearing sound echoed as the tentacle froze, and nearby corpse energy began to solidify into ice.

Lin Xuan's heart filled with joy. With his calculated strategy, the old demon’s sudden attack couldn’t withstand the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Soon, not only did the old demon’s corpse energy freeze over, but he was encased in a blue ice armor, turning him into an ice sculpture frozen in mid-air.

"Core Formation Period old monster? You’re still caught in my trap."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed with a hint of satisfaction. However, his work wasn't done yet. He extended his right hand and flicked it, releasing a short sword about a foot long.

The sword was simple but elegant, exuding an aura of power.

Lin Xuan grasped the sword, took a deep breath, and infused all his spiritual energy into it.

Instantly, a fierce light erupted as磅礴的灵气以林轩手中的仙剑为中心，向四周轰然爆发。林轩右手狠狠向下挥落。

灵气汇聚，一道银色的剑芒凭空而起，长达七八丈，耀眼夺目，表面符文若隐若现地喷吐旋转，狠狠斩向被封印在玄冰中的老怪物。

趁你病要你命！对敌人当然不必手下留情。噬灵剑此时虽然没有四灵浮现，但仅从威力来说，银色剑气有所削弱，但这只是相对而言，这种形态的攻击最为合适。

而老怪物动弹不得，可以说是最好的靶子了。

“哼哼，Core Formation Period又如何？在这种情况下能抵挡住我的攻击吗？”林轩心中得意地想着。然而，冰封的老怪物瞪大了眼睛，一着不慎满盘皆输，但他不甘心就这样陨落。

可是眼前的玄冰真的难以破除，如果时间够长也许他还能够想出办法，但现在根本不可能。

该怎么办呢？

“老怪物，你死定了。”

“未必”

眼看剑芒已接近自己身周三尺之处，尽管老恶魔依旧动弹不得，但他的眸底突然闪烁起厉芒。

这么近的距离难道他还有别的花样？林轩心中念头一转，只见剑芒狠狠撞击上去。
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Boom!

The deafening sound and blinding silver light enveloped a several-mile radius, with half the sky seemingly wrapped in dazzling silver radiance. Numerous mystic runes of about fist size appeared, rotating and swallowing each other, accompanied by磅礴的精神压力 descending from above.

It made breathing difficult; this vicinity seemed to have been scorched into a desolate wasteland, with the earth collapsing as everything within the silver light shattered into fragments.

Far away, the remaining commoners gasped in fear, their faces filled with terror. The scene before them resembled an apocalyptic end of the world.

Under such a powerful divine technique, nothing could survive.

However, Lin Xuan was not so optimistic.

Just before the sword beam struck the Mystic Ice, he could still clearly see the old monster's expression. Although angry, that look was far from one of despair.

Despite his confidence in his own techniques, this was his first encounter with a spirit-splitting level elder monster. How would the opponent respond?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he stared intently at the center of the explosion. Suddenly, his pupils constricted.

An incredible scene unfolded before him. Space distorted, and a milky white light flashed. The old monster in the midst of the explosion disappeared entirely.

"Impossible!"

Lin Xuan saw it clearly; that was not teleportation, for the opponent did not move to another location but truly vanished.

"What...?"

With his extensive experience in magical combat, Lin Xuan had never encountered such a situation before. Shocked, he emitted silver light, driving his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its limit.

Even as the explosion's remnants dissipated, everything was clear under the secret technique of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Yet, the opponent remained completely untraceable.

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

As he hesitated and wondered how to respond, a spatial disturbance suddenly arose. The void before him distorted, and the opponent reappeared in his original spot.

He was still trapped by the Mystic Ice, but showed no signs of injury. That strike had been completely dodged.

How could this be possible?

Not teleportation... Could it be some other spatial secret technique? Although Lin Xuan did not understand the principle behind this divine technique, it clearly involved distorting space at the moment of attack to hide in thegap between planes. Once the opponent's attack passed, he would reappear from within.

Thus, no matter how fierce the attack, it could be immune.

Lin Xuan's face darkened. This secret technique used for defense was truly invincible?

However, this thought flashed through his mind only briefly as Lin Xuan noticed that although the old monster had dodged his attack and showed no visible injuries, his complexion was much worse, pale like a corpse, and his aura significantly weakened. If his assumptions were correct, this secret technique could not be easily used; it was likely an ancient monster's hidden skill, closely tied to its primordial essence.

With this conclusion, Lin Xuan regained composure.

One cannot escape forever. Since the old monster’s attack had failed, he would try again.

Lin Xuan took several sips of spirit wine and then recharged his magical power into his treasure.

A buzzing sound echoed as the Soul-Sucking Sword resonated with a life-like vibration.

But suddenly, an anomaly arose. A crack appeared on the Mystic Ice, initially shallow but rapidly spreading like spider webs in all directions.

Soon, it covered the entire surface of the ice block.

With a loud crash, the ice block shattered into pieces, falling from mid-air like broken porcelain.

Lin Xuan was shocked. Even if it were the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, he knew it might not have contained this old monster. He never expected such an easy escape.

After so much effort, he had only created one attack opportunity for himself.

Damn! Was a spirit-splitting level elder really that powerful?

What should he do—continue fighting or retreat?

Various thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan's gaze became resolute.

Opportunity knocks but once. Although the old monster appeared overwhelmingly strong now, this was merely an illusion. His strength had significantly weakened compared to its peak. If he could not take this chance to eliminate the old monster, he would be dead without a place to rest in peace.

In other words, he had no choice.

There was no time for contemplation. Lin Xuan felt anger, but the ancient demon was equally infuriated.

For so many millennia in the cultivation world, he had never desired to extract and torment someone's soul as much as he did with Lin Xuan. His hatred towards him reached its peak.

Their enmity would not end until one of them died.

"Kill!"

The ancient demon roared. He flicked his left hand, sending a gray-white light streaking toward Lin Xuan.

Moving too slowly to dodge the Nine Heaven Micro Steps, Lin Xuan was alarmed and quickly raised both hands, pouring all his magical power into it.

Instantly, a clear ringing sound filled the air as the Mystic Ice Mother Shield's light curtain grew denser. The Taiji pattern on its surface rotated ceaselessly, emitting an aura of mystery.

The power of this treasure had been fully unleashed by Lin Xuan.

Boom!

In the next moment, the gray-white light streaked before Lin Xuan and clashed with the Mystic Ice Mother Shield's light curtain.

A silent explosion echoed in his ears. Soon, it became sharp.

The Mystic Ice Mother Shield could not withstand it, being pierced through.

A long spear of white bones appeared, its appearance grotesque. Not only did faint runes emerge from its surface, but a ghostly face was vividly carved at the handle, or rather, imprinted there as if alive.

The old monster's primordial treasure naturally had extraordinary power.

Even though the Mystic Ice Mother Shield was a copy of a divine artifact, it could not withstand this attack. However, although the light curtain was breached, it still bought him some time.

Lin Xuan moved swiftly with the Nine Heaven Micro Steps to another location. When he reappeared over a hundred feet away, he touched his right shoulder with his left hand.

Blood flowed from that spot.

With the Mystic Ice Mother Shield blocking the front and using the Nine Heaven Micro Steps, even these measures could not completely nullify the opponent's attack; Lin Xuan was still injured.

Damn!

That old fellow was incredibly difficult to deal with. This magical confrontation truly had no guarantees of success. The perilousness compared to his encounter with Ice Soul Demon Ancestor hundreds of years ago was almost on par.
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Lin Xuan's face was ashen with worry, but his actions were swift and unhesitant. He flipped a piece of paper talisman in his palm, which quickly appeared over the wound on his body. Then he struck it with a quick slap.

The blue light was dazzling, but soon dimmed down. The blood stopped flowing, and the wound began to heal visibly before one's eyes.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief, but his heart was still trembling with fear. He had practiced the Phoenix Dance Heaven Technique and had been enhanced by the effects of the Qilin Fruit. While he dared not claim invincibility against weapons and magic, his physical body was already beyond that of ordinary demons at his level. Even facing a Core Formation Realm cultivator's treasure, he might have only a few chances.

The old demon's attack, however, had left him shaken. The ghostly black liquid spewed from the bone spear, hitting the transformed dragon head-on and causing it to disintegrate. The light on the artifact rapidly faded.

"Ghostly Black Ink!" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized this powerful technique that could defile an opponent’s treasure. He couldn't help but exclaim in surprise, though quickly shook his head. This was similar to Ghostly Black Ink, but there were subtle differences when closely examined.

The dragon's spirit had been severely damaged by the liquid, and Lin Xuan knew it would never recover fully. As he pondered this, the bone spear pierced through the dragon’s head again. Fortunately, it wasn't histreasure of life (life-prolonging treasure), or he might have suffered a severe mental blow.

Lin Xuan was both amazed and relieved. He hadn’t used the Heaven's Bright Moon Ring, which would have been more devastating if it had failed.

However, his life-prolonging treasures were powerful but not indestructible. If they self-destructed, it could block the enemy’s attack effectively. The Iron Feather Snake Blade had retreated to a distance, and Lin Xuan deliberately limited the explosion's range.

The bone spear was formidable, but its destruction would still be significant. The resulting energy wave pushed the old demon off course.

The old demon sneered as he saw how much Lin Xuan was willing to sacrifice. "You're just delaying your inevitable doom."

Lin Xuan’s eyes glinted with determination as he unleashed his final trick. "Feel the power of a hundred dragons' teeth!"

A deafening roar echoed, and thousands of ice serpents and fire dragons surged out from behind Lin Xuan, charging towards their enemy.

The old demon was taken aback by the sheer force of it all.

With a loud explosion, everything was engulfed in the chaos of dragon-like creatures.

Just as he thought about the power of this attack, a massive red-glowing sphere appeared in the sky. The sphere was blackish-red with gray-white lightning bolts swirling around it.

The sphere grew larger and swallowed all the ice serpents and fire dragons. In its center, an outline of the old demon flickered.

Lin Xuan was truly startled. His Hundred Dragon Teeth had failed, and his desperate tricks were useless against this formidable opponent.

"Child, you can't escape my wrath," the old demon's harsh voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s mind. "Trying to take advantage while I'm weak? Too naive. Even if I’m not at full strength, killing you would be like crushing an ant."

Although exaggerated, the old demon was indeed far more formidable than expected.

Before he could react, the old demon moved.

The bone spear was now in his hand. With a flick of his wrist, five black spheres appeared, each about the size of a fist but packed with powerful energy and crackling with electricity.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grave as he shouted, summoning the Golden Body Dharmakaya. The eighteen heads and arms glowed with rainbow-colored light, dispelling the spheres.

"Golden Body Dharmakaya!"

The old demon showed surprise but quickly returned to his sinister demeanor. This young man had far more tricks up his sleeve than expected.

Lin Xuan flicked out a small tower, seven layers of it, looking somewhat dilapidated. It was hard to imagine this was connected to the Supreme Heaven Treasure.

"Quickly!"

A white light burst forth as he pointed at the tower. The first layer opened, releasing countless bloodfire ants that swarmed and formed an enormous insect swarm, covering the sky like a lid. Even the Hundred Dragon Teeth seemed inferior in terms of force.

The old demon was stunned. His divine sense couldn’t scan it all. Was this a bug control technique?

But how could there be so many insects? A rough estimate suggested over a hundred million.

For an instant, fear flashed across the old demon's eyes. As the saying went, "many ants can kill an elephant." With such numbers, even if each insect was weak, their sheer quantity made them formidable.

What to do?

He couldn’t retreat; he hated Lin Xuan with every fiber of his being and wanted to extract his soul for torment.

No matter what, only one person would leave alive today. He had to fight!

Please log in to continue reading. It's a pleasure to read and highly recommended that you bookmark the site.
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A sinister glint flashed in the old demon's eyes as he reached into his waistband and summoned a black treasure. Θ:Θ随Θ梦ΘΘ说Θ网Θ

The shape of this treasure was peculiar, resembling a honeycomb regardless of its size.

Next, the old demon waved his hands while mumbling obscure incantations.

Woo,

An ear-piercing sound filled Lin Xuan's ears as the treasure began to spin rapidly.

A thick gray-white fog of corpse mist poured out from the honeycomb-like holes, quickly obscuring half the sky like a demonic cloud, violently surging and churning.

"What is this secret technique?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He was not about to wait for the old demon to finish casting his spell. A mental probe sent out, and the swarm of insects above his head buzzed loudly in response. Bloodfire Ants surged forward with overwhelming force towards the old demon.

The old demon's eyes twitched as he began waving his hands even more urgently, spitting out several drops of blood.

Bang!

A series of explosive sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears. The blood splashed out and quickly mixed with the corpse mist.

Rumble, the cloud of corpses churned violently, turning a bit blood-red in addition to its gray-white hue, looking shocking and eerie. But even more astonishing was what followed.

That large cloud of corpses began spinning and transformed into countless demonic insects.

These insects were grotesquely terrifying, with disproportionately large heads, mouths filled with sharp fangs that glinted menacingly.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose; he did not recognize these insects either. However, this was unsurprising as they were merely illusions created by corpse mist and blood, common in the cultivation world but not actual creatures.

Trying to stop his Bloodfire Ants with such demonic insects was too naive!

A mocking smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as a faint clear sound emerged from his mouth. The Bloodfire Ants' eyes turned blood-red, exuding an untamed aura along with a fierce and insane energy.

"What,"

The old demon sensed something amiss but had no time to act now.

Boom! A deafening roar echoed in the air.

As soon as the insect clouds touched each other, the leading Bloodfire Ants exploded.

Lin Xuan knew his Bloodfire Ants well after so long of breeding them; their strength and weaknesses were clear to him. These demonic insects had little individual power, but with thousands exploding together, their combined explosive force could not be ignored. The more ants, the harder they bite.

Moreover, these demonic insects had immunity against such damage. They did not harm fellow Bloodfire Ants.

After the explosion, the residual energy spread outwards, enveloping the Bloodfire Ants. Not only was there no harm, but it seemed to nourish them, absorbing the lingering essence from their dead comrades.

Their bodies grew a bit larger, making them more formidable.

But the old demon's treasure was not ordinary either; those corpse insects merely flipped over and did not perish.

Lin Xuan frowned but quickly relaxed. The old demon was only a Soul-Scattering Stage cultivator, who even struggled against Illusory Heavenly Flame and Devouring Essence Sword. How could Bloodfire Ants possibly defeat him in one strike?

Patience is a virtue!

Lin Xuan roared as more Bloodfire Ants surged forward, explosions echoing around them. A series of energy waves spread outwards, the earth turning into a wasteland once again.

The corpse insects were devoured by the blood-red essence light. They could withstand it for now but eventually succumbed to the relentless assault over time.

"Damn you,"

The old demon was both enraged and alarmed, his face showing a hint of helplessness. He had never seen anyone use insect repelling techniques this way, making his precious demonic insects self-destruct. Such behavior was simply wasteful.

However, Lin Xuan knew that Bloodfire Ants' reproduction rate was astonishing; as long as there were queen ants, he would not mind losing others.

Seeing the old demon's spell broken, a trace of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face, but he did not slacken. The clear sound grew more urgent, buzzing loudly as the remaining Bloodfire Ants swarmed towards the old demon.

The old demon's expression was terrible!

He flicked his sleeves and a white qi shield flew out, transforming into a gray-white light barrier that enveloped him.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan roared. The explosions of Bloodfire Ants continued. He had decided to exhaust the old demon; even if he was at the Soul-Scattering Stage, as long as he drained his opponent's energy, it would be easy pickings.

This strategy was a bit unsavory, but what did it matter? In the cultivation world, results mattered, not process.

The explosions continued one after another. The old demon's expression turned increasingly grim. He understood Lin Xuan's intentions clearly.

Although Bloodfire Ants' explosions could not break through his defenses, this strategy was still disadvantageous for him.

"Damn you!"

The old demon roared as he exuded a thick layer of dark energy and flew towards Lin Xuan despite the barrier.

Lin Xuan, with rich experience in combat, immediately changed his tactics. As he moved, Bloodfire Ants surged forward, forming walls covered with sharp spikes that looked terrifying.

The old demon's eyebrows rose but did not hesitate to charge ahead.

Puff!

A dull sound echoed as the thick insect walls were breached one by one.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan frowned but did not retreat. He cast another spell.

The floating Ten Thousand Souls Pagoda emitted a bright light, and the first layer opened, releasing a cloud of insects.

However, unlike Bloodfire Ants, these were fewer in number—only a thousand or so.

They were Jade Net Bees!

These were the demonic insects Lin Xuan had carefully bred. After devouring an upper-grade crystal vein in the East Sea, they began to evolve. Although not fully mature yet, he could use them for combat now.

This was the first time Jade Net Bees appeared after hundreds of years; how would their effect be?

Lin Xuan did not know but decided to try it out.

Compared to before, these bees were larger and more ferocious. Not only their heads, but their entire bodies were covered in faint silver points.

Those points were indeed silver, a clear difference from the past.
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The deafening roar echoed through the sky as a tiny silver insect swarm flew towards its opponent.

At this moment, the insect wall created by the Bloodfire Ants was being breached one by one. Even their self-destructive explosions couldn't stop the old demon, though it consumed much of his power. As he approached closer, a sinister smile appeared on his face.

With a flick of his left hand, white light flashed and the bone spear that had caused such fear in people's hearts reappeared in his palm, now wrapped with grayish-white lightning arcs.

The crackling sound filled his ears, making him even more agitated.

The old demon spat out some of his essence blood, which exploded into a bloody mist quickly absorbed by the bone spear. The sacrificial insect let out an extremely happy expression as a streak of red light appeared on the spear, accompanied by a sinister aura that made one feel chilled to the core. Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a serious expression.

The old demon didn’t pay much attention. Although these insects looked more fierce than the Bloodfire Ants, they were still just a tiny swarm. How could such small creatures pose any threat to him?

But what happened next left him shocked. The defenses that even the Bloodfire Ants couldn't break fell to the insect swarm created by the Jade Luo Bee.

The light screen formed from the bone shield didn’t break, but when the Jade Luo Bees spread their wings, they managed to penetrate it.

"How is this possible?"

The old demon was stunned, but his reaction was swift. He flicked his sleeve and a grayish-white aura flew out, containing sharp talons and toxic corpse essence.

The Jade Luo Bees that rushed in were all enveloped by the talon strikes, making pattering sounds as they tumbled about.

But none of them fell; after evolving, these demonic insects had become much harder than before. Although not invincible to weapons or fire, their current attacks didn’t harm them at all.

Soon, they fiercely attacked again.

This time, the old demon couldn't dodge in time. Lin Xuan seized this opportunity and the dozens of Jade Luo Bees that rushed into his protective barrier had already covered him.

Pig-like screams echoed through the air!

Lin Xuan was stunned as a look of shock appeared on his face. A Core Formation cultivator shouldn’t scream so pitifully even if their limbs were cut off, right?

Could it be...

Before he could finish his thoughts, the Jade Luo Bees that had clung to him fell off.

Just like honey bees in the mortal world, once they latched onto a person, they would die.

The mist cleared, revealing the old demon. Although there was no visible change on the surface, the shock and fear inside were indescribable. He felt his life span rapidly disappearing.

Time Poison!

The old demon recalled an ancient legend about this poison.

He was terrified to the point of losing his soul. He took a deep breath and began to mobilize all his power to resist the Time Poison's invasion.

His once-aged face started to regain its vitality, with his skin visibly recovering.

Though it seemed that the Jade Luo Bees had no effect on the old monster, he was actually on the verge of spitting blood. Ordinary power couldn’t suppress the poison from the Jade Luo Bee; at this moment, he was using his Essence Soul Energy.

After all, this energy could only be replenished over several decades or even a century.

But the old demon had no choice. If too much life span were lost, the Essence Qi Tribulation would descend immediately, and that meant certain death.

Considering the danger of facing a strong enemy during tribulation, it was obvious how perilous this situation was.

Weighing his options, though he felt heartache over losing his Essence Soul Energy, the old demon had no other choice but to do so.

The Core Formation cultivator indeed proved formidable; he managed to suppress the Time Poison.

However, for the old monster, the crisis wasn’t over yet. He was now struggling with multiple fronts.

While focusing on suppressing the Time Poison, the old demon neglected controlling his main treasure. This item was a malevolent object that could backfire if mishandled.

The enlarged ghost face, now about an acre in size, emitted fierce light. It opened its blood-red mouth and spat out a strange light beam.

This beam resembled an olive, pure black with long trailing flames, grayish-white lightning arcs wrapped around it, and countless rotating rune symbols.

Although small, the aura was formidable enough to cause space-time distortions as it passed through.

Self-Enveloping!

Lin Xuan’s heart leaped in joy. He wouldn’t miss such an opportunity.

This was a perfect chance to deal with the old monster.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Devouring Spirit Sword reappeared and Lin Xuan grabbed it, shouting loudly as he poured all his power into the treasure.

Instantly, fierce light surged forth from the sword. A powerful aura emanated from the divine sword centered in his hand, radiating outwards.

Then, the light split into four streams, each with a distinct nature.

Four spiritual beasts—Qinglong (Azure Dragon), Baihu (White Tiger), Zhuque (Red Bird), and Xuanwu (Black Tortoise)—appeared, roaring as they shook the walls of Tianfeng City.

The ghostly images of these spirits became more fearsome, lifelike, and their fierce aura spread out, rushing towards the enemy.

"See if you can dodge this time."

Lin Xuan’s cold snort echoed in his ears. Even a Core Formation cultivator had its limits.

Boom!

A deafening explosion rang through the air. Lin Xuan was right; the old demon couldn’t use spatial abilities anymore and was hit by the ghost face's black light beam.

A wave of destruction swept across the sky, followed by strong gales.

The entire sky dimmed as a dark hole-like object appeared in his vision.

However, it wasn't real; no suction emanated from inside.

This attack’s power defied description. After the ghost face spat out the black light beam, it became weak and fell to the ground with a thud.

The old demon's nightmare didn’t end there. After being hit by his own main treasure, the Devouring Spirit Sword viciously attacked him without reserve. With nowhere to hide, he was engulfed by the multi-colored lights.

Phew!

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief as he took out a bottle of spirit wine from his pocket and drank it greedily.

He didn’t use the ten-thousand-year-old divine milk; one, there wasn’t much left, and two, he didn’t need to.

Though Core Formation cultivators were formidable and even exceeded expectations, they weren’t immortal.

Such an attack should have been enough to end their life if it hadn’t.

Lin Xuan was right; after the explosion, no movement was heard inside for a while.

After a cup of tea’s worth of time passed, the smoke cleared, revealing the old demon again.

But he couldn’t move, like a stone statue or wooden sculpture.

A gentle breeze blew, and the old demon's flesh turned to sand.

All that remained was nothingness; it seemed his essence soul didn't escape either.

Phew!

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. This battle had been extremely dangerous. The strength of Core Formation cultivators far exceeded his imagination.

How close he came to death!

He used every trick at his disposal and almost perished under such circumstances.

Lin Xuan wiped the sweat from his forehead, feeling a chill down his spine.

Looking towards Tianfeng City, originally, the battle between the old demon and Seventh Elder had destroyed half of it, and then Lin Xuan destroyed another half. Poor Tianfeng Prefecture's largest city was left in ruins, though not completely flattened.
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Most ordinary humans and妖化者, seeing the situation turn unfavorable, scattered in all directions. As a result, casualties were significantly reduced, an outcome that Lin Xuan was quite pleased with.

After all, these people had already recognized the ancient demon and knew he was the Supreme Elder of Heavenly Corpse Sect. However, his own background remained unknown to them; thus, any grievances or debts would fall squarely on Heavenly Corpse Sect's account.

The sect's future days would not be easy. While the strength of妖化者was no match for cultivators, they still had a good chance against an entire sect or family.

With Lin Xuan's encouragement and support, this matter was bound to end in mutual destruction.

His only feeling was joy; what could be more satisfying than using someone else’s blade to kill his enemies?

"Haha." A smug laugh entered his ears. Then, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning, flying off towards the horizon.

Time passed slowly. Soon, an incense stick's worth of time had elapsed.

The mountain breeze blew, but the surroundings were eerily quiet. The once bustling Heaven Wind City had turned into a desolate ruin, with only a flock of crows circling above it.

There was no sign of anything unusual until suddenly, something strange happened. Space distorted, and an inch-high元婴appeared in his line of sight.

The features and expressions were identical to the ancient demon; this old monster was still alive.

"Phew, how close that call was. If I hadn't abandoned my physical body and used this瞒天过海术, I might have already perished." The voice of the元婴 echoed in his ears, laced with venom. He was at his weakest, nearly depleted of both strength and true essence.

"Damn brat! Even if the green hills remain unchanged, the clear stream flows on; one day, I will take revenge for this. You wait, I'll drain your soul and spirit, leaving you to suffer."

The ancient demon's hatred towards Lin Xuan was beyond words.

But before he could finish his sentence, a calm voice interrupted: "So, you hate me so much? Then let me be the first to act; send you straight to hell. Otherwise, I won't be able to eat or sleep in peace."

"What?"

The元婴 was shocked and turned around. A few dozen feet away, a flash of green light appeared as Lin Xuan materialized, his face showing a faint smile.

"You... How did you get here? You should have left by now."

The ancient demon's expression was one of sheer terror. He had witnessed Lin Xuan leave the area and estimated that with his speed, he must be at least several miles away. Otherwise, he wouldn't dare show himself.

"I did leave, but then I secretly returned. If not, how could you have dared to appear so boldly?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of mockery. He now had the upper hand; the demon's true essence was nearly depleted, and capturing him would be effortless.

"But..." How can you know that my元婴hasn't perished? Even if he struggled with his last ounce of strength to use this瞒天过海术, it was still a formidable feat."

"I didn’t see through your trick; I just noticed a flaw in your approach," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"What?" The ancient demon's voice was filled with rage.

"Greedy." Lin Xuan chuckled. "Originally, I hadn't seen through your final secret technique and didn't know you had abandoned your physical body. You were too attached to your storage bag; if you could have let go of it, I wouldn’t have discovered your whereabouts. When the dust settled, your physical body would have crumbled, but your storage bag was still on your waist. This is the biggest flaw—cleverness backfires when you're too smart for your own good."

The ancient demon fell silent. Unfortunately, there were no regrets in this world; he never knew that not only was his technique formidable, but his mind was also so meticulous. One wrong move and everything was lost.

Anger welled up inside him as he realized the grave mistake he had made.

Lin Xuan's voice continued: "I have explained the situation clearly. There’s no need for you to be a confused ghost anymore. Will you now hand over your life to me?"

Before his words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan acted.

He waved his sleeve, and a sword aura emerged like a fish swimming out of water, slicing towards the ancient demon. The old monster couldn't just sit idly by; despite being at his last breath, he still fought back.

His small元婴face showed fear as he gripped his hands, causing thunderous sounds to erupt. He vanished from sight.

Instant teleportation... No, it was a more powerful lightning遁术.

Compared to his Nine Heaven Micro Steps, this was no less formidable; indeed, it was fitting for a peak spirit realm demon.

Lin Xuan's expression showed shock but remained calm. He had anticipated this.

He raised his left hand, and a flicker of spiritual light appeared as an ancient-looking spear materialized—obtained from the space power of the Snow Fox King.

Lin Xuan grasped it and lifted it high before swinging it down with all his might.

A flash of green light erupted, forming a crescent-shaped blade that struck the void.

Pang! A muted explosion echoed in his ears as the元婴stumbled out.

The ancient demon was alarmed. The other had managed to break through his lightning遁术; this was bad news.

As thoughts raced through his mind, a wave of energy appeared above his head without warning.

A green hand materialized and fiercely grabbed down. There was no escape for the元婴, who was instantly trapped.

Out of the shallow waters, a dragon is fished out; in plain sight, a tiger is preyed upon by dogs. The元婴's anger flared as a grayish-white light appeared on his face. He tried to use his last bit of strength to break free but it was too late. A ball of blue flame the size of an egg appeared at the palm.

Phlegm Blue Fire!

He had once broken free from this demon's flames, but times change; now that he had lost his physical body and most of his strength, breaking out of the ice was impossible.

"Want to drain my soul? Now that you're in my hands, what do you think?" Lin Xuan's smile echoed in his ears. The ancient demon could no longer respond. Lin Xuan placed his hand on the ice and began to use his soul-searching technique.
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After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan raised his head and pointed forward with a finger. The originally deep blue ice block instantly burst into flames, turning into a ball of multi-colored glassy fire.

The most horrific screams came from the婴灵's mouth, spinning wildly in mid-air as if mad. However, it was useless. If he were at full strength, perhaps he could extinguish the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, but now there was no hope.

In just a few breaths, the婴灵's cries abruptly stopped under the power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and turned into nothingness.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. To be honest, the元婴 of a 分神期 cultivator could be very useful, but Lin Xuan was not about to keep this烫手山芋 (hot potato).

He had used every trick in the book during that battle, and luck played a significant role in his victory.

Even thinking about it made him feel a bit scared.

Leaving the old monster's元婴 behind might be very useful, but there could also be unforeseen consequences. 分神期 cultivators were too terrifying; even with multiple layers of restrictions, he couldn't rest easy. Greed was a sin—Lin Xuan wouldn't risk it for any treasure.

So, he had taken the initiative to eliminate it, and now everything was settled.

With that relief, Lin Xuan raised his hand, and a green light shot down fiercely.

A green sword qi emerged like a fish swimming out of the water. Mud exploded as a large pit appeared, deep beyond measure. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and descended.

Soon, he emerged from the bottom of the pit.

In his hands was a storage bag.

Actually, two spirit ghost bags containing Silverwing Corpse Kings were also in his possession.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. The old monster's assets must be substantial for a 分神期 cultivator.

The old monster had moved so stealthily and quickly that he didn't even know where the treasures were hidden underground, not without Lin Xuan's Soul Scouring Technique. It would have been quite a task to find them otherwise.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan put the spirit ghost bags back on his waist and turned the storage bag over, shaking it lightly. A flash of white light revealed numerous items scattered on the ground.

Multicolored lights entered his eyes, with the top being dozens of top-grade crystal stones, which were particularly dazzling.

For a 分神期 cultivator, such assets were not surprising.

Other treasures were also found, but they weren't as impressive compared to the Water Cloud Spear.

Lin Xuan flicked his hand, and an ancient artifact in the shape of a sharp cone flew into his palm.

Water Cloud Spear!

The artifact bore several tiny篆文 (seal script) etched on it. Lin Xuan's keen eyes could clearly make out these characters.

He had personally witnessed this artifact being used by the old monster; not only was its combat power formidable, but it also had a special function to break through restrictions. However, there were still remnants of the old monster's aura, but that didn't matter—after some refinement, he could use it.

Lin Xuan tucked the Water Cloud Spear into his pocket.

The other treasures weren't as impressive compared to the Water Cloud Spear in terms of quality and utility, but they were still valuable. With this thought, Lin Xuan put them all away.

There were many bottles and jars containing various items—pills, various heavenly materials, and earth treasures. At that moment, Lin Xuan didn't have the time or interest to inspect each one thoroughly. He knew instinctively that these contained priceless treasures.

"Hey, what's this?"

Suddenly, a bead caught his eye. It wasn't particularly noticeable from the outside, but a grotesque face was carved on its surface, emitting a faint glow.

Lin Xuan didn't know what this artifact was, but he had an intuition that it was something significant.

He held the object between his thumb and index finger, pressing it to his head and sending his divine sense into it.

A sea of black light dazzled him, but for Lin Xuan, it made no difference. Soon, the black light dispersed, revealing large characters.

"Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse"

The text was ancient, but he recognized the title.

He felt elated.

He knew the power of this secret technique; he had suffered greatly from it in the past and couldn't help feeling a surge of interest.

However, after scanning through the text, Lin Xuan sighed again.

This was merely a fragment of an incomplete technique. Legend said that the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse had seventy-two transformations, but only a few were recorded here.

A hint of disappointment flashed across his mind, but quickly, he regained his composure. Greed is a sin; obtaining such a top-tier secret technique all at once was unlikely.

The fragment was already impressive enough; after cultivation, it would grant him several formidable abilities.

With this thought, Lin Xuan put the mysterious black bead away.

Counting the treasures didn't take much time. Afterward, he flicked his sleeve and another white light shot out to retrieve a long bone spear that had fallen on the ground.

He wasn't sure what material was used to forge this treasure, but it was undoubtedly a wicked object with formidable power.

After tidying up everything, Lin Xuan naturally didn't need to stay here. With all done, he left the是非之地 (place of right and wrong).

Yue Luo City was a small city in the far west of Tian Shuang County.

Of course, this wasn't an ordinary human city but a gathering place for cultivators—essentially, a tiny immortal city.

It was very small, with no notable features. It was controlled by two cultivator families: one named Yue and the other Luo. The city's name came from their family names.

These guys weren't particularly powerful; they were merely fourth- or fifth-rate cultivator families, and even their most senior ancestor was only at late元婴期 (Incubation Stage). Fortunately, this city was in a remote area with little spiritual energy and scarce resources. No other strong forces would contest for it, so their lives were quite comfortable.

Peaceful coexistence wasn't bad!

In the immortal city, not only did cultivators reside, but there were also many more ordinary people. After all, every generation of each cultivator family had disciples with spiritual roots who could cultivate and many others who couldn't.

These people might not be able to embark on the path of cultivation, but they were still part of the family's bloodline, so they were allowed to live in the city and serve their families.

It was a common morning. The sun rose, casting sunlight through the clouds as another day began.

However, at this moment, Chapter 2 is up today, and I'll hit 9000 words! (To be continued)
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The upheaval in Tianfeng City had already reached this place.

Originally, although cultivators and demon transformed beings didn't get along well, the two cities of Tianfeng and Yue Luo had existed for countless millennia. Even if there was no affection between them, they at least kept to themselves without interfering with each other's affairs.

However, now that Tianfeng City had been reduced to rubble by cultivators, the conflicts between demon transformed beings and their opponents were irreconcilable. Whether or not this would extend to this place was hard to say.

Folk in Yue Luo City were indeed living in fear.

After all, it was too close to the original location of Tianfeng City.

When a city's gate catches fire, even fish in nearby ponds suffer. It was certain that many demon transformed beings would come here soon, with the Heavenly Corpse Sect naturally being their primary target. But whether Yue Luo City would be punished for this was hard to predict.

The two Ancestral Monarchs of the Yue and Luo families had already debated several times but still couldn't come up with a concrete solution. After all, this place was where both families' foundations stretched back for countless years. To give it up now would be difficult for anyone, making their determination hard to muster.

Storms were brewing in the sky, even though Yue Luo City remained calm on the surface, there was already a turbulent undercurrent.

Lin Xuan arrived here under these circumstances.

It had been ten days since he defeated the ancient demon. A mere one million miles wasn't enough for Lin Xuan to fly so long; he only came now because after leaving Tianfeng by several hundred thousand miles, he found a secluded spot to take some medicine and meditate.

Although he had used all his might in that battle, Lin Xuan was far from well. It was a hard-earned victory at best. Not only were his physical reserves nearly depleted, but the mental strain was significant as well; even his body felt fatigued. These weren't things that could be restored by a few thousand years of spiritual nectar.

Even if it was possible, Lin Xuan wouldn't waste such precious medicinal pills here. He had already used up most of them, and he knew how to use good steel on the right blade. With the current situation not being dire, why would he squander his valuable spirit medicines?

Wastefulness invites divine retribution.

Lin Xuan wasn't stupid; he knew when to act accordingly. Thus, after consuming some ordinary pills, he began meditating. Although this was slower, it yielded the best results.

The time took longer than expected, but once Lin Xuan exited his meditation, he didn't delay and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying towards Yue Luo City.

Initially, in preparation for the battle against the ancient demon, Lin Xuan had sent Zheng Xuan ahead. Although she had advanced to the Separation Realm, her strength was still too weak compared to his; not only could she not help, but she would just be a burden.

Though harsh, this was the truth. Lin Xuan's choice was smart, and he met with Zheng Xuan at Yue Luo City as they had agreed.

Rescue those in need until the very end, send the Buddha all the way to the West. Moreover, since he and Zheng Xuan already shared some spiritual bond, Lin Xuan wouldn't abandon her. After recovering, he arrived at Yue Luo City.

By the standards of a celestial city, this place was indeed somewhat dilapidated.

Even the皓石城of the mortal world paled in comparison. It seemed unbelievable on the surface but made sense when one thought about it; even if Dragon World was one of the top-tier planes within the Spirit Realm, it didn't mean that all inhabitants were high-ranking cultivators or that resources were abundant everywhere.

Lin Xuan's expression of surprise flashed for a moment before returning to normal. He suppressed his aura and entered the city.

Initially, Lin Xuan had agreed with Zheng Xuan to meet here but also left a mark on her as an extra precaution. This double insurance could prevent any unexpected incidents.

After entering the city, Lin Xuan released his divine sense, and indeed, he soon sensed something.

A smile played at the corners of his lips; he was quite pleased. He transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the location he had discovered.

"What is this?"

Before him stood a small courtyard surrounded by a more secluded and elegant environment. However, around the courtyard, there was a faint red protective barrier, indicating that someone lived here.

"This girl chose an excellent spot," Lin Xuan shook his head as he walked forward. A mere layer of禁制 couldn't stop him; he placed his palm on it, and a flash of light revealed a passage wide enough for one person to pass through.

Lin Xuan stepped into the passage without hesitation.

However, just as he took a step, many bolts of lightning and fire appeared from all sides, raining down on him.

Lin Xuan frowned. Although such an ambush was entirely unexpected, these minor tactics wouldn't faze him. He flicked his fingers, and a green light emerged, sweeping away the surrounding lightning and fire in one swift motion.

This action also woke up the owner of the small house at the front. A slender girl stepped out.

Zheng Xuan!

Initially, she had a wary expression on her face but turned to joy upon recognizing Lin Xuan.

"Grandmaster."

She bowed respectfully, then performed an even deeper bow.

"It's alright; no need for such formalities. Xuan'er, why is this?" Lin Xuan scanned the surrounding禁制 with his gaze and asked somewhat puzzled.

"I apologize for troubling you, Grandmaster. I live here. A few days ago, while shopping in the market, I encountered a group of lecherous men, and I教训ed them. I left a harsh warning that I would have our elders come to settle this score. That's why…" Zheng Xuan's voice reached his ears.

Lin Xuan was speechless: "Xuan'er, are you saying there were lecherous men who coveted your beauty, so you made enemies with them?"

"Correct," the girl nodded honestly; she wouldn't hide anything from her Grandmaster.

"Why didn't you just kill them then? Soul extraction and spirit refinement would have ensured no future trouble?" Lin Xuan asked in puzzlement.

"Kill them?" Zheng Xuan was stunned. After a while, she hesitantly said: "Those fellows, although frivolous, their crimes weren't severe enough to deserve death..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest; once enemies were made, why not resolve matters decisively? Xuan'er, at least at the Separation Realm, how could she not understand this principle? What had Moon Girl taught her?

Although he found it hard to believe, these principles in the cultivation world weren't easily explained. Lin Xuan decided to discuss it later; after all, the little girl was safe now. As for those lecherous men calling on their elders to take revenge?

They would reap what they sowed.

Lin Xuan wasn't a good and righteous person; daring to bully his disciples meant that these fellows had met their just desserts.

He didn't dwell much on this matter, but Zheng Xuan led him around. Third chapter, more coming tonight, expect an explosion! Please vote for monthly tickets!
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"Master Ancestor, please have some tea!"

Lin Xuan sat down, and Zheng Xuan quickly brought a pot of fragrant tea. Along with the tea were fine wines and fruits. Lin Xuan tasted them and found the flavors quite good.

"Master Ancestor, you've already escaped from that old monster of the Heavenly Wind Sect?" The young girl's face was filled with hope as she spoke. If not, Lin Xuan wouldn't have come here.

"How so? Are you saying you haven't left recently?"

Lin Xuan showed a trace of surprise on his face. The events in Heavenly Wind City had already reached here, although the rumors differed significantly from reality. Still, some useful information could be gleaned from them. Zheng Xuan's expression was one of innocent confusion.

"Master Ancestor, I have only gone out to buy things when I first arrived in this city. Since then, I've really stayed within this courtyard."

Zheng Xuan lowered her head as she spoke truthfully.

Although the ancient demon hadn't used it as his main treasure, it had lingered for so long that some divine consciousness traces remained on it.

Lin Xuan planned to refine it first before using it.

In a quiet room, Lin Xuan had set up restrictions around him. Although the process of refining wasn't complicated, he was cautious.

He sat cross-legged and adjusted his spirit and energy to their best state before waving his sleeves. A cone-shaped treasure flew out.

The surface was wrapped in electric arcs, with mysterious runes rotating and emitting light. This was naturally the Water Cloud Needle.

Lin Xuan frowned as he looked at it because the ancient demon was an elder of the Heavenly Corpse Sect, and its yin energy was too heavy. Lin Xuan didn't like such nature-based treasures.

With a thought, Lin Xuan extended his hand and several materials flew out.

He sat upright and exhaled a thumb-thick flame from his mouth. It was silver in color, his innate infant fire.

Although the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire had more power, it was for combat. To erase the marks on this treasure, using his infant fire would be more appropriate.

The silver-colored flame wrapped around the Water Cloud Needle. Regardless of anything else, he needed to remove those marks first.

This refinement took three days and nights.

Lin Xuan inhaled as he swallowed the infant fire into his body. He held out both hands, then lightly pressed them onto his knees. His face showed signs of fatigue after such a long effort. The ancient demon's consciousness traces on this treasure were finally completely refined by Lin Xuan.

Once he stamped his divine awareness on it, the treasure could be used without issue. However, Lin Xuan wouldn't be satisfied with that alone.

The nature of this treasure was too yin-cold and unsuitable for him to use. He planned to re-refine it using other rare materials.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, and a white light flew out. In mid-air, a purplecauldron tripod furnace appeared.

This time, Lin Xuan used the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire to wrap around thecauldron tripod furnace. Although this demonic flame was powerful, he controlled it, so there was no need to worry about damaging thecauldron tripod furnace.

After just half a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan raised his head and flicked his fingers. Thecauldron tripod furnace lid flew up on its own. He poured in the prepared materials—green powder and red stones—which he had added earlier. Even more, he threw in several ancient treasures with lightning nature.

He re-forged them into a molten state.

Although this process seemed simple, it was quite energy-consuming. Thanks to the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, Lin Xuan spent several days refining these materials and treasures.

Judging by the heat, the timing was just right.

Lin Xuan cast a spell and withdrew the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire before throwing in the Water Cloud Needle.

He opened his mouth and exhaled the silver-colored infant fire to wrap around thecauldron tripod furnace. This was similar to cooking—using high heat initially, then switching to low heat for slow simmering.

Ruling a great country is like cooking a small delicacy; refining treasures as a cultivator follows similar principles.

Lin Xuan added more materials over nine days.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan lifted his head and opened his eyes. Thecauldron tripod furnace lid flew up on its own without anyone controlling it.

Red and blue light flared out from thecauldron tripod furnace. Lin Xuan was delighted. He raised his fingers as spells flowed out.

Thecauldron tripod furnace stopped spinning and floated in mid-air, enveloped by a glow.

Lin Xuan got up and walked over. At three feet away, he felt intense heat emanating from inside. However, his body's strength was comparable to that of a demon at the same level, so it didn't matter.

"Up!"

With one finger, Lin Xuan pointed, and light flowed out, flying out of thecauldron tripod furnace as a treasure.

After all this effort, he had successfully refined the Water Cloud Needle.

Its shape hadn't changed much, but the electric arcs on its surface turned deep blue. The tip was red, glowing brightly, as if it had been slowly heated in fire.

A wave of heat spread out.

Looking at the glaring electric arcs, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted with joy. He had succeeded; this yin-cold treasure had been transformed into a dual nature treasure—lightning and fire.

Even without demonstrating, Lin Xuan knew that its power had significantly increased after using so many rare materials and even some ancient treasures.

However, calling it the Water Cloud Needle now seemed somewhat inappropriate.

He rubbed his forehead in thought. "Perhaps I should rename this treasure to Lightning Fire Needle. A dual nature treasure is a straightforward name."

With his right hand, he flicked the Lightning Fire Needle, which landed in his palm. Lin Xuan played with it for a moment before putting it away.

After so many days of effort, he had finally completed the task without any mistakes. He wondered how things were outside now; was Luo City still in turmoil?

Lin Xuan removed the restrictions and walked out slowly.

"Master Ancestor."

A clear voice sounded as Zheng Xuan's long figure appeared.

Lin Xuan hadn't arranged for her to guard him, but she had stayed outside all this time. He showed approval on his face. She understood propriety well; he didn't regret taking a liking to her. Moon-Child was indeed a filial disciple.

"Master Ancestor, have you successfully refined the treasure?"

"Yes."

"Now what should we do? Should we return to Cloud Conceal Sect?" On this journey, Lin Xuan had mentioned his experiences since arriving in the Dragon's Wing World to her, so she knew he was the head of one peak at Cloud Conceal Sect.

"It's too early to go back now."

The young cultivator said that the Purple Heart Earth Fire wouldn't open for five more years. Since leaving the sect, it had only been over a year. Although killing the ancient demon increased his contribution significantly, the Purple Heart Earth Fire was already within reach. There was no point in going back too early; Lin Xuan planned to continue traveling.

"Oh, where does Master Ancestor plan to go now?"

"Of course, I'll head for Heavenly Wu Mountain."

"Heavenly Wu Mountain?"

"Yes, it was the Flame Cloud Venerable who captured the monkey. The Grand Treasure Fair is crowded with people, so I had no choice but to give him five million mid-grade crystal stones. That old guy won't escape my notice; I've already secretly planted a tracking mark on him," Lin Xuan said.
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"Thank you, Grandmaster."

Zhou Xuan's face lit up with joy as gratitude filled her eyes. She performed a bow and deeply knelt before Lin Xuan.

Back then, when she was in the hands of Firecloud Venerable, she had suffered greatly. If not for Lin Xuan's rescue, she would have been someone else's cooking pot by now; the outcome would have been unimaginably tragic just to think about it.

Although Zhou Xuan was generally considered a kind figure among cultivators, even honest people can get angry sometimes. This woman hated Firecloud Venerable to the core, but their differences were obvious: Zhou Xuan was at the Separation stage, while Firecloud Venerable was an advanced Stage of Profound Void cultivator. The gap between them was simply incomparable. While Zhou Xuan was filled with hatred, her lack of strength left her helpless.

Hearing Lin Xuan's words now, she felt an immense gratitude towards him. Grandmaster was truly kind; not only did he save her from danger but also avenged her.

Lin Xuan smiled without saying anything. He indeed had the psychological satisfaction that Moon's disciple was no different from his own disciples. He always protected his people fiercely. If he didn't know about it, there would be nothing to do, but since he knew she was being bullied, how could he not take action for her?

However, this was just one reason.

Another reason was the loss of a million middle-grade crystal stones.

Lin Xuan's money wasn’t easy to make. Catching his disciples and selling them back wouldn't be so simple in the Grand Treasure Conference with its many eyes and ears, especially within an enemy sect’s main stronghold. Lin Xuan had to bear this temporary frustration.

Now that circumstances had changed, he would not let this injustice continue. If given a chance, he would certainly reclaim his position.

Firecloud Venerable was indeed a renowned figure, but even a spirit-splitting old monster had fallen in his hands. How could Lin Xuan care about a mere late-stage Profound Void cultivator?

Such a level of challenge across ranks posed no pressure to him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan did not explain to Zhou Xuan and swept his sleeves. A flash of spiritual light appeared as a spirit boat materialized before them. Although smaller than usual, it was not an impressive flying device but suitable for travel since he wasn't in a rush. He had already placed tracking marks on the target and knew their lair was within Tianwu Mountain; they couldn’t escape.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, sending out a诀窍from his fingertips. A whistling sound filled his ears as the spirit boat was enveloped by a green glow, quickly vanishing into the horizon.

Tianwu Mountain lay west of Heavenly Frost Prefecture, at least several million miles away from their current location. At the speed of the spirit boat, it would take about a month to reach.

During this journey, Zhou Xuan asked Lin Xuan some cultivation insights. As her master's disciple, there was no need for him to hide his skills; she gained much along the way.

However, as he watched her, Lin Xuan felt a myriad of emotions. He often had a look of disappointment flash across his face. Since ascending to the East Sea, over seven hundred years had passed, and where was Moon?

Though Lin Xuan firmly believed they would meet one day, with each passing year, his longing for Moon grew stronger.

Sighing softly, he suppressed his feelings deep within. He hoped to reunite with her sooner rather than later.

Without a home, it felt lonely and isolated. According to old tales, even the Cowherd and Weaver Girl could reunite on themagpieBridge once a year, but Lin Xuan had been separated from his beloved for centuries.

Time passed like a white horse running through a field; a month was just a moment in time for cultivators.

As the continuous mountain range came into view, Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes on the spirit boat.

Before them lay Tianwu Mountain.

Lin Xuan's face brightened with joy. He raised his right hand and patted his waist, revealing a green jade plate from the storage bag.

Though small, it was emerald green, radiating astonishing spiritual energy. Clearly, this was a high-quality treasure.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and pointed at it.

A faint green glow enveloped its surface as a red light point appeared in the center, flickering on and off.

"Hmph, that Firecloud Venerable is indeed here."

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. The tracking mark had worked.

Although he was never worried about their escape, this situation saved him much trouble.

His gaze swept over the jade plate; he confirmed its exact location before changing direction to head deep into the mountains.

As they flew for a while, the vegetation ahead became greener, but the terrain gradually grew more perilous.

Suddenly, the spirit boat slowed and stopped abruptly.

A thick fog gathered in front of them, obscuring everything. The temperature rose sharply around it.

Clearly, this was not naturally formed; it was a restriction set by cultivators.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with a faint smile.

Such things couldn't stop him.

With a wave of his sleeves, a green sword light emerged like a fish swimming through the air.

It flickered and grew in size, transforming into a giant sword over ten zhang wide.

A loud tearing sound echoed as it slashed downward.

Boom!

The explosion filled his ears, akin to pouring water into oil. The fog below began to churn violently but soon couldn't withstand the force, being pierced through with a large hole that rapidly spread outward.

Though impressive, this restriction was no match for Lin Xuan's attack; he broke it in one strike.

Rumbling voices reached his ears. Such a commotion naturally startled the cultivators below. Glowing lights appeared as colorful beams shot up towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise. He had already learned that Firecloud Venerable, though not planning to found a sect, still had many disciples and apprentices.

If he guessed correctly, these should be his descendants.

"Really, you don't know when death comes."

A bearded man at the forefront shouted loudly as soon as his light stopped.
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As soon as his words were barely out of his mouth, he abruptly stopped. It wasn't Lin Xuan who interrupted him; it was the man himself who released his divine sense and swept over Lin Xuan.

For cultivators, this was a very common action.

When facing an enemy, one always needed to assess their strength first. But just this assessment left the big man dumbfounded, even to the point of being shocked beyond words.

A dry voice echoed in his ears: "You're a Core Profound period cultivator?"

It wasn't surprising that the big man was intimidated; he might be the top disciple among Firecloud Venerable’s disciples, but he was still only at the Separation Stage, far behind the Core Profound realm.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered his ears. His expression showed no hint of anger.

This made the big man relax: "Mister Senior, are you here to visit? My teacher..."

"You're visiting friends, but if I had a good relationship with Firecloud Venerable, would I have broken through his barriers? Don't tell me you’re stupid enough to think that your head was kicked by a donkey?" Lin Xuan's mocking voice entered his ears. However, at this moment, the big man no longer cared about his ridicule. As soon as Lin Xuan finished speaking, his expression changed dramatically.

"Bad luck, he’s an enemy of my master. Quickly go and get two more people!"

Lin Xuan had already probed thoroughly before coming here; knowing your opponent was key to winning every battle. He didn’t want any unforeseen setbacks due to carelessness. According to all the intelligence gathered, Firecloud Venerable merely lived with his disciples in Tianwu Mountain, apart from him, there were no other Core Profound cultivators.

But what about now?

Could it be that the old man had friends here?

Lin Xuan shook his head. He knew Firecloud Venerable’s temperament was rather unpredictable; he tried to avoid offending anyone as much as possible over the years, making a friend seemed impossible.

Was there an error in the intelligence report?

With various thoughts flashing through his mind, Lin Xuan suddenly burst into laughter. Why think so much? Just two Core Profound cultivators at most, what could they possibly fear? Capture them alive and use Soul Search to find out everything soon enough.

Soon, those two beams of light approached him.

Lin Xuan frowned; something was familiar about them.

It wasn’t that the people in the beams were familiar. It was their cold aura that Lin Xuan found extremely familiar.

Was it really possible?

After making his judgment, Lin Xuan was taken aback. Could this be Tianshi Sect’s cultivators?

He was right. In recent times, he had interacted with many of the sect's Core Profound cultivators, and although their cultivation methods varied, they shared a common origin, making them somewhat similar.

But why were they here?

There was no record of Firecloud Venerable having any connection with Tianshi Sect. Could it be just that they happened to cross paths?

Despite his confusion, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on it further; he still had one thing in mind: as long as he captured them alive and used Soul Search, the outcome would be clear.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced but were completed in an instant.

The two beams of light approached him. The lights dimmed, revealing a fat and a thin cultivator.

Their appearances were so similar that they seemed like twins, making it hard to tell which was which. They clearly had blood ties.

"You are the Fat and Thin Twin Demons?" Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he spoke.

"Indeed," these two slowly replied in unison, their voices and steps matching perfectly.

"Sure enough, these two."

Lin Xuan muttered under his breath; he had heard of them before. Now, it was confirmed that the brothers were Tianshi Sect’s cultivators.

In this sect, they were the most famous Core Profound cultivators for two reasons. Firstly, their appearances were extremely unusual—twins usually look alike, but these two brothers looked completely different; even their parents couldn’t find any differences in their features. However, one was tall and thin while the other was short and fat.

This was a rare anomaly.

Despite their different body types, they had an unusually strong bond of mind. They started their cultivation journey together and chose complementary cultivation methods after joining Tianshi Sect. Thus, even though both were only at the Core Profound中期 stage, their combined strength far surpassed two mid-stage cultivators, let alone four.

It was said that even a Core Profound peak cultivator couldn’t defeat them in a joint effort. In Tianshi Sect, they held significant positions.

But why were they here?

Lin Xuan wasn't afraid; on the contrary, he felt elated. After all, this incident had deepened his grudge with Tianshi Sect. If not for his current strength, Lin Xuan would have wanted to attack their main base and eliminate this threat.

Now, he couldn’t do that.

No matter how arrogant Lin Xuan was, he didn't believe he could single-handedly destroy such a major sect. As one of the Five Great Clans in Tianshuang County, there were hundreds of Core Profound cultivators alone. A lone hero couldn’t stand against many; if they all attacked together, even Lin Xuan wouldn’t be able to withstand it.

Moreover, although he had used strategy and managed to eliminate the ancient demon, this process was unique and unrepeatable. Tianshi Sect had more peak spirit-stage experts than just one ancient demon. His senior brother was still alive.

If these old monsters were in charge at their main base, going there would be suicide rather than eliminating a threat.

Although the incident in Tianfeng City had deepened the grudge between Tianshi Sect and demonic transformed beings, it wasn’t certain if they could eliminate the sect. Other cultivation sects might get involved, which was unknown.

Lin Xuan didn't dare to enter Tianshi Sect’s main base but wouldn’t let such an opportunity pass to weaken their strength.

The Fat and Thin Twin Demons were among the top figures in the sect, though he wasn’t sure why they were here. But Lin Xuan would not miss this good chance.

However, one thing was too strange; Lin Xuan quietly glanced at the green jade platter in his hand. The red light point flickered on and off, indicating that Firecloud Venerable was indeed here. This place should be his territory, but he had already killed all of his disciples. Why didn’t this old man show up to fight?

Why were the Fat and Thin Twin Demons out instead? There must be some hidden agenda.

Lin Xuan didn't know, but whatever it was, everything felt strange. Despite this, with much experience in big battles, Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid at all.

"Xuan."

"Grandmaster," the girl's face showed utmost respect.

"You stay back and take care of yourself; you can’t interfere in such a high-level battle."

"Yes." The girl knew what Lin Xuan meant. She bowed and then turned into a beam of light, retreating several thousand feet away.

Even so, Zhengxuan still prepared the treasures around her body, including talismans, setting up protective layers. Although they were far apart now, Core Profound cultivators’ battles could be quite destructive; she didn’t want to get caught in it accidentally.

Although Grandmaster would surely save her, that would make her a burden. Zhengxuan was unwilling to do this; if she couldn't help, why drag Grandmaster into the fray?

The Fat and Thin Twin Demons paid no attention to this. A mere Separation Stage cultivator could be easily defeated by killing this boy.

They hadn’t participated in the Great Treasure Fair, unaware of Zhengxuan’s unique constitution.

Moreover, they didn’t recognize Lin Xuan; he was their archenemy. Back then, when the ancient demon chased him, he never imagined a Core Profound cultivator would cause such trouble, so no one informed other sect members.

But what they didn’t know now might become known later. The incident in Tianfeng City had many witnesses, and it wouldn't take long for news to spread. Then Tianshi Sect would consider him their archenemy and eliminate him as soon as possible. This was why Lin Xuan wanted to weaken the sect's strength.

Strike first; suffer consequences if you strike later. With his temperament, he naturally planned ahead.
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The three stood facing each other, the atmosphere gradually becoming tense.

"Little fellow, since you recognize my brother as Twin Fat and Skinny Demons, why not submit? You'll suffer much less. Otherwise..." The voices of the two were identical, their intonations matching perfectly.

Lin Xuan smiled.

They really don't know when to die. Of course, it's no wonder they act this way; after all, they have no idea about their own strength and never imagined that even Uncle Lin would fall prey to me.

Otherwise, how could they dare be so arrogant? Even if they didn’t beg for mercy on their knees, they would have turned around and fled.

Lin Xuan did not believe he could challenge a Spirit Formation cultivator. But facing the Cavern Profound, it was still without pressure.

"Submit now, you'll understand what truly terrifying means in a moment."

Before his words were fully spoken, Lin Zang made his move. He inserted his sleeve and a cone-shaped magical treasure shot out. The object was fiery red with electric arcs swirling around its surface, faintly emitting tiny runes.

In the past, this had been a formidable weapon. It had almost always proven effective against peers of the same rank, even against late-stage Cavern Profound cultivators. But now, in just one exchange, it seemed to be losing ground.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. A thunderous crack echoed as the electric arcs from the Lightning Fire Cone expanded and shot towards the target with a loud bang.

The Skinny Demon did not show any weakness either. A sinister expression appeared on his face as he chanted an odd incantation. The black bone saber began to tremble rapidly, appearing slow but actually quickening, heading straight for the Lightning Fire Cone.

Boom!

A burst of sound filled the air as the two magical treasures clashed mid-air, emitting different colored electric arcs. However, the result left both brothers in shock.

With a sizzling sound, the black electric arcs transformed into black water dragons, only to vanish upon touching the blue electric arcs.

The Lightning Fire Cone emitted red light, sending out waves of flames that completely nullified the bone saber's emitted negative energy. The two magical treasures' battle revealed that his bone saber was no match at all.

How could this be?

Not just the Skinny Demon, but even his elder brother’s face showed a look of shock. They knew well the power of the Black Water Bone Saber; it had been made from the bones of a Profound Cavern-level妖兽, soaked in a Yin Corpse Cold Spring for thousands of years and refined with various rare treasures. It was almost invincible against peers.

But now, after just one exchange, they were being forced to retreat. No… not just retreating; the Skinny Demon suddenly spat out blood as spider-web-like cracks appeared on his black bone saber.

"What's happening?"

The Skinny Demon was both shocked and angry, but he couldn’t hide the look of shock on his face. He had been confident in his treasure, but he didn't dare claim it was invincible against peers.

To see such a treasure so easily destroyed was unbelievable; could this little fellow be an old monster at Spirit Formation level, pretending to be weak? The brothers were shocked and even began to think that way.

Regardless, once they started fighting, there was no turning back. The Fat Demon roared loudly, two gray light beams shooting out from his sleeves.

In mid-air, the beams transformed into fierce white tigers, each over ten feet long. They charged at Lin Xuan with a roar, shaking the ground as they approached.

"Trying to use Wei to save Zhao?"

Lin Xuan sneered. Such tricks were useless against him. He waved his hand and a small gourd appeared, expanding rapidly before opening its mouth to release countless black-red sand grains.

The grains flickered in and out of existence, coalescing into a sand dragon that charged at the tigers.

It seemed like a battle between dragons and tigers, but when they touched, the dragon curled up. The Fat Demon was stunned but didn’t think much of it; the two tigers fiercely attacked.

"Idiot, you fell for it."

Lin Xuan’s cold laughter echoed as he clenched his hands. A thunderous explosion filled the air as the Heaven Lightning Sand exploded.

A few grains weren't significant, but when they all gathered together, their combined power was formidable. The two tigers were caught off guard and were blasted back.

Roars of pain filled the air as their faces turned pale. They revealed their true forms: short halberds no more than a foot long. Despite still glowing with spiritual light, it was dimmer now; that blow had severely damaged its spirit.

At this moment, another strange sound entered their ears as the Lightning Fire Cone unleashed its full power to destroy the bone saber.

This was the Skinny Demon's life treasure. He spat out blood and showed signs of shock; losing a life treasure was no pleasant experience.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan smiled. He inserted his sleeve again and shot out the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Sword, its fierce light covering half the sky as it charged towards them.

The Skinny Demon showed no reaction; he had not recovered from the mental strain yet.

The Fat Demon's face turned even more pale with fear. He gritted his teeth and cast a spell, emitting negative energy. His defensive magical treasure glowed brightly, showing that he was truly afraid now.

Pops echoed as the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Sword collided with the blue light barrier, like throwing stones into a small lake; ripples spread out. However, the barrier held strong despite its tremors.

But the Fat Demon wasn’t doing well either; his pale face showed how much mana he had consumed.

"Not bad, you managed to block my treasure, but how long can you keep it up?"

Lin Xuan’s calm voice echoed as he continued manipulating the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Sword towards them. He stepped forward, blurring and vanishing from sight.

"Far…,"

The Fat Demon was shocked. In the next moment, Lin Xuan appeared before him with a sinister smile on his face. He raised his right hand and punched him.

The move was simple, but the surrounding heaven’s qi quickly gathered into this punch. A force vortex emerged, viciously charging towards them.

Oh!

A thunderous sound echoed as the Fat Demon's face showed disbelief. Among humans, there were those skilled in physical cultivation, but none could be so exaggerated. He felt his blood surging and his mana consumption tripled. Despite that, the treasure’s defense was nearly at its limit; it hadn’t broken, but it was close.

Damn!

It felt like being hit by a monstrous creature. Were these human cultivators?

Even peers of妖s were rarely this formidable.

The Fat Demon was both shocked and angry, his fear more pronounced. But with no turning back, he raised his right hand again and punched out.

"Bad luck!"

The Fat Demon's face turned the color of pig liver; he knew he couldn’t withstand it.

Was he really going to die here?

Fortunately, there was a way out in this critical moment as the Skinny Demon finally recovered from his mental trauma.

This fellow had extensive experience in magical battles and quickly realized what they were facing.

He inserted his sleeve and shot out a talisman.

Bang!

Lin Xuan's fist struck hard. The barrier shattered, followed by cracking sounds as the shield also crumbled into pieces.
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The residual force of the fist wind was still formidable, sweeping a dozen feet around with its power. The whistling sounds of the iron feather flying locust knife pierced his ears as it effortlessly turned the two brothers into a honeycomb.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no joy; instead, his eyes narrowed slightly, revealing something strange. The two demons that should have been destroyed vanished after a flash of spiritual light.

Only a torn talisman remained in mid-air, riddled with holes and completely useless.

A substitute talisman!

Lin Xuan recognized this treasure at once. He sighed. These twin fat and thin demons were indeed significant figures from the Heavenly Corpse Sect; ordinary Core Formation stage cultivators wouldn't have such treasures on them.

The substitute talisman wasn't invincible, but it could save a life in most cases. It was a pity to waste it on these two.

If he had known they possessed such a treasure, he should have used more drastic means to eliminate them. Then, they would not have had time to use the substitute talisman, and it would belong to him.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but his eyes gleamed with silver light. The two fellows hadn't appeared after using the substitute talisman; were they planning a sneak attack?

They must be out of their minds trying to hide from him.

Unless they were Spirit Transformation stage cultivators, nothing could evade his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

It was just suicide.

Soon, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a sharp beam shot out from his index finger with incredible speed and force.

"Ah!"

A shrill sound echoed as the beam, only as thick as a thumb, tore through space with such power that it distorted reality.

"No!"

A bloodbath erupted ten feet away from Lin Xuan, and two figures gradually took shape—those twin fat and thin demons.

The fat demon's face was filled with disbelief; his head had been pierced by Lin Xuan's Black Spirit Drill.

"Big Brother!"

The thin demon was overcome with grief, tears welling up in his eyes. At that critical moment, if not for the push from his big brother, he would have died instead.

Despite their many crimes and ruthless nature, these brothers shared a deep bond. They had lived together for fifty thousand years, taking care of each other, but now, Big Brother was gone.

"Accursed!"

Evil cultivators also had emotions. The thin demon turned back with venom in his eyes: "You… you killed my big brother."

"How does that matter?" Lin Xuan's face remained calm. "I'm merely upholding justice. Those innocent souls who died at your hands deserve retribution, and I am avenging them."

"Rubbish!" The thin demon spat. "Stop pretending to be righteous. You killed my big brother; I don't want to live alone either. Let's die together."

Before he could finish speaking, he waved his sleeves, releasing several talismans and lightning orbs into the air.

Suddenly, a shocking amount of yin energy burst from his body.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted with curiosity but no foolishness. "Go!"

With a sharp command, the iron feather flying locust knife emitted a fierce beam, aiming at him.

But the thin demon was prepared for this too.

He flicked his sleeves, and several bags were thrown out. Their mouths opened wide, revealing countless lightning orbs and talismans.

Lin Xuan's expression froze. He knew the power of these talismans well; he often used them himself.

However, as one-time-use items, most high-ranking cultivators considered them a waste and didn't pay much attention to them. In previous battles, Lin Xuan had taken advantage of this, but now it was his turn to experience their might.

The power of just a few talismans wasn’t significant for Lin Xuan, but too many could be alarming. He would surely suffer if he faced them head-on.

Lin Xuan sighed and his body was enveloped in green light as he chose to dodge the attack temporarily. This allowed him to nullify the opponent's talismans and lightning orbs, but it also gave the thin demon time to prepare.

His body began spinning like a top in mid-air before rapidly inflating, resembling a balloon.

The thin demon, who was originally very skinny, now looked much fatter. It seemed he had bloated; his head and body were round, and his limbs were covered with fat, making him look even larger than the fat demon.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock, but there was an ominous sign. The power of this technique must be formidable.

He couldn't delay any longer. Lin Xuan raised his right hand again.

Black light burst from his fingertips once more. Although the Black Spirit Drill required recharging after each use, he didn’t hesitate; he needed to eliminate this troublesome opponent first.

But it was too late!

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the thin demon exploded like a balloon.

Squealing sounds filled the air as a demonic insect emerged from his body.

Though called an insect, it was over ten feet long and resembled a tiger in size. Its appearance was grotesque with purple flowers covering its body, and it had two pairs of wings.

"This… is the Purple Carnation Corpse Insect?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he had some knowledge ofworm expulsion technique (demon repelling techniques). It was said that corpse insects were just a general term for various types. Most spirit insects relied on sheer numbers, but only a few, even as single entities, could be incredibly powerful. The Purple Carnation Corpse Insect ranked among the top five in numerous corpse insects.

It could match a Spirit Transformation stage cultivator when mature.

However, few cultivators would keep such a corpse insect because it required using their own body as a nest and feeding it with essence blood; any carelessness could result in fatal consequences. The danger was too great.

While Daoist and evil techniques often had flaws, this level of danger was rare. @.
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The information about this insect flashed through Lin Xuan's mind, and his expression changed dramatically.

Power against a Spirit Dividing Realm?

If that was true, then he would be in serious trouble.

Although he had killed the ancient demon, Lin Xuan did not believe that his strength could truly match up to a Spirit Dividing Realm monster. It was just a matter of chance. The same scenario couldn't be replicated.

Lin Xuan even wanted to turn and run away.

Because this purple wove corpse insect was indeed mature, resembling the legends almost perfectly.

Fortunately, a burst of spiritual light flashed through his mind, and Lin Xuan regained his composure.

No!

While raising such an insect was dangerous, there were no reports that it required self-destruction when used. If that were true, nobody would raise this insect despite its immense power. What was the point of the thin demon doing all this?

Could it be that this insect wasn't fully mature and the thin demon had poured all his spiritual energy and primordial essence into its body to seek revenge?

If so, it could indeed quickly mature in a short time.

Yes, that must be it.

This explanation was the most reasonable. Self-destruction would allow for the maximum injection of spiritual energy and primordial essence.

Lin Xuan had seen enough to think of this possibility instantly.

If true, there was no need to fear too much.

Because such a prematurely matured demon insect could only maintain its form for a short time. Once the spiritual energy and primordial essence were depleted, it would revert to its original state.

On balance, the other party's plan wasn't wrong. Generally speaking, Spirit Dividing Realm beings could easily kill Cave Profound ones in an instant.

But what of that? Could he not outthink common sense?

While a Spirit Dividing Realm cultivator couldn't defeat him, Lin Xuan was still confident about holding his ground for a while.

You have your Zhāng Liáng's strategy; I have my ladder over the wall. The thin demon's plans were correct, but this time, he would likely waste his efforts.

But regardless, Lin Xuan did not dare be careless. A mature purple wove corpse insect was truly at the level of a Spirit Dividing Realm existence.

---

First strike is advantageous; second strike suffers disadvantage.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he inserted his sleeve and shot out a black sharpness. He once again unleashed the Secret Art of Ink Spirit Drill to test this insect's abilities.

"Zhi...,"

The insect made a loud noise, opening its mouth and spraying out a gray-white light beam. Though it didn't seem extraordinary, its power was immense, actually annihilating itself with Lin Xuan's technique.

Equal strength!

Lin Xuan's eyes showed surprise. The Ink Spirit Drill was something he had only just managed to refine, while the opponent merely cast a casual attack.

Though seemingly evenly matched, the outcome was clear.

The legends were right; this purple wove corpse insect truly belonged at the level of a Spirit Dividing Realm.

Despite his prior guesses, Lin Xuan still couldn't help but take in a sharp breath.

Then he cast another spell and the Iron Feather Flying Locust Sword shot out to bombard the opponent. However, it was ineffective as well. With both treasures working together, they only slightly slowed down the insect's speed.

While not as powerful as the ancient demon, this purple wove corpse insect was at its full strength...

Under pressure, Lin Xuan was incredibly alarmed. At this moment, he could only hope to avoid any trouble and buy some time.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan did not slow down in action. He flicked his shoulder and used the Heaven Defying Microstep, appearing far away on the next move.

The purple wove corpse insect changed direction, still charging fiercely with the Iron Feather Flying Locust Sword and lightning sand trying to delay it.

Lin Xuan's expression was serious as he reached for a small bell from his waist. The bell was about a foot tall, made of purple with intricate patterns and faintly visible inscriptions emanating from it.

He almost forgot this treasure.

Seeing the Hundred Birds Bell, Lin Xuan's confidence increased significantly.

This was a divine artifact that could suppress spirit beasts but had no effect on cultivators or demons.

---

Of course, water can extinguish fire, but only if the fire isn't too intense. A few buckets of water wouldn't work if the flames were too big!

Similarly, while the Hundred Birds Bell could subdue strange insects, it might fail against highly advanced ones.

At Spirit Dividing Realm, Lin Xuan wasn't sure, or rather, he had no confidence. But given that even partial suppression would be beneficial, he hoped for some effect.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan silently chanted the Treasure Art and raised his hand, curling his index finger and thumb to tap the bell lightly.

"嗡."

The ancient bell's sound echoed as a visible purple wave centered on the bell radiated out, targeting the insect.

"Zhi...,"

A loud noise filled the air as the insect suddenly stopped in mid-air.

Both the lightning sand and Iron Feather Flying Locust Sword were ignored by it. However, when faced with the purple sound waves, it showed clear signs of fear. The insect's wings flashed, and it vanished from its spot.

Teleportation!

Fortunately, this insect wasn't very proficient at teleportation, only moving a dozen feet away.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief as he saw the purple wove corpse insect quickly fly back towards him after escaping the sound wave attack.

From this, one could see that it had considerable intelligence, though not on par with humans. At least it knew how to avoid harm and seek benefits.

"Tenacious fellow."

Lin Xuan muttered, raising his right hand again and tapping the bell once more. The insect stopped, teleported, changed direction, and flew back towards him.

After two attempts, Lin Xuan was overjoyed. If this continued, it would be very advantageous for him to buy time.

With a flick of his nose, he used Heaven Defying Microstep, moving even farther away.

This cycle repeated as the purple wove corpse insect noticed something amiss and its eyes turned blood red, showing signs of impatience.

"Zhi zhi zhi,"

The insect's purple patterns lit up, forming a continuous line. The insect's cries became high and low, seemingly reciting some obscure incantation.

Then a protective barrier appeared, different from the previous one, seeming to have实体包裹住它的身体。这一次，面对百灵钟的声音波浪，紫罗纹尸虫不再退避。
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. What a tenacious opponent!

Indeed, it was a spirit-level demon insect; more formidable than he had anticipated.

Despite the barrier protecting it, the sound waves emitted by the Hundred-Sparrow Bell were barely effective, if at all.

The Thunder Sand and Iron Feather Flying Locust knives proved even less useful—basically, they were like trying to shake a tree with a cicada.

Frustrating!

Lin Xuan smirked as he calmed down. A mere insect dared to be so arrogant; did it really think that this young master was afraid of him? He inserted his sleeves and a short sword no longer than a foot flew out, shimmering in the light.

He grasped it with both hands, took a deep breath, and poured all his essence force into it.

Instantly, fierce rays of light erupted from it as a powerful aura of qi centered around Lin Xuan's sword, radiating outward to test its power against the Hundred-Sparrow Bell’s attacks.

Lin Xuan shouted, "Let’s see what you can do!"

The ancient bell rang out, but this time, it emitted not just purple sound waves. Such an attack was too monotonous.

Lin Xuan had already reached the Profound Origin stage. This divine treasure wasn't too shabby; he had mostly finished its cultivation.

Actually, there were still some variations within it.

However, in previous battles, Lin Xuan rarely got to use this treasure, so he felt somewhat unskilled. But a practitioner’s memory is good, and after a moment's thought, everything came back to him.

The purple sound waves converged into a long spear that shot forward with deceptive slowness but real speed, aiming at the demon insect.

Fear flashed in the demon insect's eyes as the sound waves weakened due to their dispersion. With enough essence force, Lin Xuan could barely withstand them.

But when they transformed into a spear form, it was a different story. Moreover, his purple cocoon defense had been broken; now he couldn’t be so arrogant.

Thus, he dodged to one side.

Effective!

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he waved his hands, striking or tapping the bell. The sound waves turned into various weapons, and as he used this technique more, Lin Xuan became increasingly proficient.

The situation seemed favorable for Lin Xuan, given that his divine treasure was specifically designed to counter spirit insects.

However, a spirit-level monster wasn’t easily defeated. The purple-rope-patterned corpse insect was now furious, its eyes glowing red as it expelled purple sound waves: poison for poison!

The various flying swords and objects transformed from the Hundred-Sparrow Bell were instantly shattered upon contact with the demon insect’s sound waves.

The remaining sound waves surged forward menacingly toward Lin Xuan.

What a strange attack!

Lin Xuan didn’t dare to withstand it. He dodged, but the sound wave brushed past him, causing his chest to surge with blood and qi. Behind him, a mountain was struck; with a boom, the towering peak collapsed, sending boulders raining down in one hit.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of fear. If he had been hit, he wouldn’t know what would have happened, but severe injury was certain.

Dangerous!

Lin Xuan couldn’t afford any complacency. But just then, something unexpected occurred.

The terrifying demon insect suddenly shrank.

In mere seconds, it became half its original size.

Clearly, this wasn’t the mature form anymore.

Lin Xuan was initially surprised but then felt relieved.

Continuing to fight wouldn’t have lasted much longer; he didn’t know how long he could hold out. But now that his prediction had come true, the purple-rope-patterned corpse insect’s strength had significantly diminished. The situation was favorable for him—now it only emitted a presence equivalent to the Profound Origin stage, and he could easily kill it.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as his spirit worm sword reappeared in his hand. But a thought crossed his mind, and he put away the treasure again.

Now that he wanted to capture this insect alive, there was no suspense. He extended both hands, fingers flicking, colliding with the Hundred-Sparrow Bell.

A circle of sound waves spread out but quickly converged into a net covering an acre's worth of area.

"Go."

Lin Xuan lightly commanded as his right hand cast another spell on the bell.

Rang!

The bell’s sound became even more ancient. The purple net shot toward the demon insect.

Although this insect didn’t fully possess intelligence, it showed signs of fear in its eyes, realizing that things were not going well for it now.

The demon insect had no backbone and turned to flee. But Lin Xuan's body flashed as he used Nine Heavens Microsteps, intercepting its escape route first.

Then, with a wave of his sleeves, dozens of sword qi shot out like fish in water, expanding against the wind and blocking all possible escape routes.

But the corpse insect ignored this. Seeing no way out, it showed signs of desperation as it fled to the left.

It seemed like an ordinary choice, but that direction had the weakest sword qi. The insect’s intelligence was indeed impressive, but Lin Xuan saw a mocking expression on his face. Where the sword qi was sparse, each beam contained twice the essence force.

Lin Xuan had anticipated this; he had set up a trap for it to fall into.

Sure enough, the opponent fell for it.

Playing mind games, countless old monsters couldn’t match Lin Xuan, let alone a mere demon insect.

"Fall!"

With a loud shout from Lin Xuan, those sword rays became brighter. The purple-rope-patterned corpse insect was startled but too late; several sword beams hit it hard despite its diminished state. However, Lin Xuan had no intention of harming the enemy; he just wanted to block its retreat path.

And now, his goal was achieved.

Though the insect wasn’t injured, it was knocked back by the sword beams. This delay allowed the purple net to fly over and ensnare it, trapping it like a fish in a net.

"Ah…"

The sound of the insect’s wings filled Lin Xuan's ears as it didn’t want to surrender. But its struggle was futile; now that it wasn’t the mature form, its strength had greatly diminished. Facing his divine treasure designed to counter demon insects, it found itself at a disadvantage.
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"Is this person really so reckless? Even now, still wanting to make futile struggles?"

Lin Xuan's cold snort entered his ears. He raised his right hand and another spell was shot at the White Crane Bell.

"Wen," the ancient bell sounded far away, more sound waves shooting out from within.

The bell transformed into countless threads, interweaving together, wrapping layer upon layer around the large net. At the same time, the purple net began to contract, quickly turning into a round ball about ten feet in diameter.

Satisfaction spread across Lin Xuan's face. However, he then lowered his head and pondered deeply.

This Purple Woven Corpse Worm was no ordinary creature; however, there was one difficulty in taming it—according to legend, only by using one’s own flesh as a nest and feeding it with essence blood could it survive. But Lin Xuan would never do such dangerous things.

Unable to make use of it himself, he should have killed the worm with a sword. However, deep down, Lin Xuan had another plan.

Apart from the Devouring Spirit Sword and White Crane Bell, he also held a supreme divine treasure.

This item did not possess other powers; its sole purpose was to raise rare and exotic insects.

Although the Purple Woven Corpse Worm’s nature was peculiar, could it be raised using this treasure?

Lin Xuan had no great confidence in that.

However, trying would do no harm.

With his thoughts turning, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves. A flicker of spiritual light appeared as a dilapidated tower flew out.

Seven stories high, unremarkable on the surface, who would have thought it was a supreme divine treasure?

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with one finger.

A creaking sound entered his ears, followed by a deep and heavy voice. The second door of the tower slowly opened, purple light surging forth, transforming into a vortex.

Satisfaction spread across Lin Xuan's face as immense suction force erupted from that purple vortex, drawing in the ball containing the Purple Woven Corpse Worm.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief; the entire process had gone smoothly without any mishaps.

He hoped to raise this item successfully so that it could become an additional ally when facing enemies in the future.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again and stowed away the Ten Thousand Soul Tower.

Then, his eyes narrowed as he looked into the depths of the mountains. The Fire Cloud Venerable was clearly inside the old den; why had he not shown himself amidst such chaos?

Moreover, according to intelligence reports, this old fellow’s personality was unpredictable, with no connection to the Heavenly Corpse Sect. Were the Fat and Skinny Twins appearing in Tian Wu Mountain a coincidence or something more?

These doubts swirled in Lin Xuan's mind as he filled with confusion. However, he did not waste effort pondering; all he needed to do was capture that old fellow, extract his soul and essence, and then the truth would be revealed.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan swept his gaze over the jade plate in his hand, clearly seeing the other party's position. He then flew towards it with a layer of green light enveloping him.

The distance of tens of thousands of miles was nothing to him; he could cover it instantly.

Soon, a deep valley appeared before his eyes.

The temperature here was much higher than elsewhere. If he had not made a mistake, there should be a pure yang fire vein in this valley.

It wasn't surprising; the Fire Cloud Venerable's name alone suggested that he practiced fire cultivation techniques, and staying here was perfectly normal.

How patient he was! After killing his disciples, he now dared to come to his doorstep without fleeing or showing himself. Lin Xuan, with extensive knowledge, was filled with confusion at this moment. What was the other party up to?

Lin Xuan did not know but showed no fear.

At this point, even if there were a sea of knives and flames in front of him, he would not retreat; he could only meet swords with swords or water with earth.

A sneer flashed across his face as Lin Xuan was about to enter the valley. Suddenly, he felt something and turned his head sharply.

It was already evening, but the sun had not completely set behind the hill. The sky began to darken.

However, a bright color appeared on the horizon.

"What is that?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as silver light erupted from his eyes, revealing the secret technique of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

This divine power could penetrate all illusions in the world and had an unbelievable enhancement effect on vision.

Lin Xuan saw clearly. It was the color of sunset, the most vibrant kind. A vast expanse of fiery clouds swirled and moved towards him.

Though described as 'swirling,' their speed was astonishingly fast, not inferior to Lin Xuan's instant teleportation, even faster in fact. This was natural power with a hint of heavenly laws.

"What is this?"

Confusion showed on Lin Xuan's face as he felt something amiss. He did not know what to do at the moment.

This delay caused the vast red clouds to fly past, covering hundreds of miles and enveloping nearby mountains.

These were not ordinary clouds; they exuded a suffocating aura.

The spiritual energy contained within made Lin Xuan feel fearful as well.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. Deep down, he had some guesses.

Suddenly, a burst of laughter entered his ears, followed by loud explosions.

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw an unbelievable scene—the entire valley collapsed.

Large chunks of rocks fell, raising clouds of dust.

The situation was difficult to describe; it seemed like an earthquake had occurred.

What was that laughter?

Since arriving at Tian Wu Mountain, everything had been far more unexpected than he imagined. It differed from what he expected.

He originally thought a mere Fire Cloud Venerable would not take much effort to defeat, but now so many twists and turns had arisen.

However, Lin Xuan was not intimidated; as things stood, he remained calm.

He tried to release his divine sense while widening his eyes, desperately trying to see what happened.

Despite the smoke, it eventually dispersed. After the valley collapsed, a whirlwind emerged, quickly clearing away all the dust and making the scenery clear again.

In the debris of the collapsed valley, a red-robed old man was sitting cross-legged.

Although Lin Xuan had only seen him once, as a cultivator with an unforgetting memory, he knew this fellow was the Fire Cloud Venerable.

At that moment, the old man slowly raised his head and swept his gaze over Lin Xuan before speaking in a faint voice: "You came?"

"Did you know I would come?"

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. Everything that happened on Tian Wu Mountain was too astonishing. Why were the Fat and Skinny Twins here? What was the Fire Cloud Venerable's purpose?

PS: First update, today will have a 9000-word爆发please support me with more votes for monthly tickets. @.
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Chapter 2156: The Truth Revealed

"Originally, I didn't know. But when my many disciples fell in battle, the news naturally came to me."

The robed elder sighed slightly as he spoke: "I was wondering which powerful enemy had provoked you. Little did I expect it would be you."

"Surprised?"

"Not at all," the Fire Cloud Sovereign's voice, though calm, carried a hint of anger and frustration.

"Finding grievances against me? You think Lin Xuan is someone who regrets his purchases and vents his anger on others?"

"Is that not the case?"

"Certainly not."

Lin Xuan did not mind debating with him slowly: "Xuan'er, come out and explain."

"Yes."

A beam of light appeared, transforming into a beautiful young girl—Zheng Xuan, as instructed by Lin Xuan, now emerged from the Heaven's Oracle Mansion.

"Salutations to my senior."

The girl bowed gracefully before Lin Xuan with great respect on her face.

"What? She calls you her senior?"

Fire Cloud Sovereign was stunned.

"Yes. You should now understand why I sought grievances against you. Five million middle-grade crystal stones are not beyond me, but since you captured one of my disciples and then sold her back to me, if I do not reclaim what is mine, how can I bear the humiliation," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears.

"Ah, so that’s it." The Fire Cloud Sovereign's expression turned blank. "They say fortune changes unexpectedly. Who would have thought such a coincidence could happen. Indeed, if this were me, I would seek grievances as well."

"It is good to see you understand," Lin Xuan nodded.

"At this point, even if I concede and return those five million middle-grade crystal stones with compensation, I doubt your character would accept it."

"You know me well."

Lin Xuan smiled. "Besides, you probably don't intend to do so. I heard that you are宁为玉碎,不为瓦全—preferring to break like jade rather than survive as pottery. You never bow down or surrender."

"True. Whether by chance or fate, this matter has no right or wrong. In the cultivation world, the weak perish and the strong survive. You killed my disciple; I cannot let you leave alive," the robed elder said viciously.

"Can you do that?" A trace of mockery flashed across Lin Xuan's face.

"I know I am late-stage Profound Abyss, but my strength is inferior to yours. Even if I faced the twin fat and thin demons, I would not stand a chance, let alone when they released even the purple lotus纹尸虫and still lost," Fire Cloud Sovereign said frankly.

"Actually, I was curious as to why the twin fat and thin demons had no connection with your sect."

"Hmph. You must have thoroughly investigated me before coming here, doing extensive homework. But some things cannot be gleaned from the outside—such as my being the cousin of the twin fat and thin demons," Fire Cloud Sovereign said.

"Ah, so that’s how it is." Lin Xuan's expression showed great surprise. The three old fellows were all beings who had lived for tens of thousands of years; even if outsiders didn't know this relationship, few within the Sect of Corpse would be aware.

"So that’s why the twin demons appeared here suddenly. It seems you are nearing your lifespan and called on your two cousins to help protect you as you prepare to pass through the元气劫," Lin Xuan was a smart man; he quickly pieced together the situation with a few words.

"Indeed, given my strength and prepared treasures, I had no doubt of passing this heavenly calamity. Invoking the help of my two cousins was merely an insurance measure in case of stronger enemies. But who would have thought…"

"Hmph, but who would have thought that your arrival would fulfill the prophecy. Your two cousins couldn't stop you; instead, they fell to me," Lin Xuan's voice interrupted.

"True, this outcome was unforeseen by me. My two cousins are mid-stage Profound Abyss and skilled in teamwork. Even facing two late-stage cultivators simultaneously, they could handle it. But helping your brat has proven so extraordinary that he managed to harm my cousin with his own strength," the Fire Cloud Sovereign said.

"Hmph, don't say such harsh words. They were simply outmatched. Moreover, the twin fat and thin demons are notorious for their wickedness. If I am known for this, many cultivators will cheer me on as a righteous champion," Lin Xuan retorted sarcastically.

"Lin, you should not take advantage of your victory here. Do you think you can leave alive today?" The Fire Cloud Sovereign, who had remained calm until now, seemed to be provoked by Lin Xuan's words.

"I cannot defeat you."

"You know that, but have you looked up above?"

"Up there?" Lin Xuan did not lift his eyes; he had already noticed and guessed: "You mean those heavenly calamities? You want to perish with me, using the power of the heavenly calamity to eliminate me?"

"Correct. Normally, I could not defeat you, but this coincidence—my heavenly calamity just happened at this moment. Can't I take advantage of these cosmic laws…"

"You can if you wish," Lin Xuan's smile cut off his words.

"Why are you not afraid?" The Fire Cloud Sovereign was surprised.

"Fear?" Lin Xuan laughed: "If now is your time to advance to the Spirit Separation realm, such a heavenly calamity will descend. I would be in shock and likely unable to escape. But now…"

"How now?"

"Just another heavenly calamity for late-stage Profound Abyss cultivators. With my strength, can you really kill me with it?"

Lin Xuan said coldly; few beings at the Profound Abyss stage could threaten him.

"Little fellow, don't be so arrogant. I know your power far exceeds that of other same-level cultivators, otherwise, you couldn't have killed my two cousins. But what if? Do you really think you can sweep away everything in the late-stage Profound Abyss realm alone? My two cousins died for me; I cannot live alone. You guessed right—I want to drag you down to hell with me. This heavenly calamity is one I deliberately invoked, using more of my essence than I originally intended, making it much stronger."

"So what if that's the case? I don't believe you can summon a Spirit Separation-level heavenly calamity even by risking your life," Lin Xuan's expression changed but quickly returned to calm. He would not let anyone shake his resolve.
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Fire Cloud Senior Patriarch chuckled: "Boy, you don't have to talk me into it. Just relax—bound by the laws of heaven and earth, Fire某 indeed lacks the strength to summon a spirit division period's essence energy tribulation. But I've said this before; geniuses emerge in every era. Don’t think that just because you're the only one, you can challenge across levels. Remember, here is Dragon Realm—there are countless experts. You shouldn't really believe that you can sweep away all of Void Profound level's challenges. My enhanced essence energy tribulation remains at Void Profound level, but it should be close to its limit. Try and feel the power for yourself. I'll take my leave now; I’ll wait for you in the Yellow Springs Netherworld."

"By the way, if you truly can pass through, I will admit defeat. The treasures I've collected have not been destroyed; they are hidden behind the mountain. You can go and retrieve them."

With those words, Fire Cloud Senior Patriarch burst into a loud laugh. However, an unbelievable scene unfolded next: his body began to rapidly erode like rocks that had been weathered by countless years of wind and rain, turning into sand in just a few breaths. This once formidable figure was reduced to dust.

Yet, the last words he spoke made Lin Xuan frown. What did this old man intend by saying his treasures were hidden behind the mountain? Was he really that generous?

Though he was only at the late Void Profound stage, it was said that this old man loved collecting treasures more than anything else in life. His wealth must be considerable, and this place was his stronghold; all his treasures should be concentrated here.

Unlike the ancient demon, who, despite being a spirit division period, had most of his treasures hidden within the Heavenly Corpse Sect's main hall, Lin Xuan reasoned that he would likely find more treasures in Tianwu Mountain than by destroying the ancient demon.

Lin Xuan's greed was stirred.

Suddenly, an alarm flashed through his mind: wait, no matter what the old devil’s purpose might be, saying such things didn't make sense; it seemed too kind. And hearing these words caused Lin Xuan's emotions to surge, indicating a psychological tactic.

What deep cunning! Truly treacherous and despicable.

Fire Cloud Senior Patriarch had calculated that whether true or false, his words would inevitably stir up Lin Xuan’s greed. This emotional turmoil could affect his strength, and the slightest difference might be fatal in facing such a terrifying tribulation.

The opponent's strategy was indeed correct; however, he would likely be disappointed. Even if another cultivator saw through this scheme, they would still be somewhat affected.

But Lin Xuan was different: not only did he have a more steadfast mind than most, but the Black Moon Sky Witch Art had a purifying effect that could calm his emotions.

Though this tactic was vicious, it would serve no purpose before him. However, given Fire Cloud Senior Patriarch's confidence in his enhanced essence energy tribulation, Lin Xuan couldn't take it lightly. The fiery clouds above were already swirling, and he didn't have time to escape the tribulation’s range; he had only one choice: endure.

"Xuan'er."

"Grandson knows."

At this moment, Zheng Xuan dared not delay, transforming into a white light as she returned to the Celestial Fortune Mansion. She couldn’t be a burden on her senior master even if she couldn't help.

An essence energy tribulation was unique to the spirit realm; cultivators above the Separation stage were theoretically close to immortality.

However, this was only theory.

In the spirit realm, with its abundant essence energy, when a Separation stage cultivator's lifespan dwindled to one-tenth of its original length, they would face an essence energy tribulation. Its power rivaled that of the heavenly tribulations; however, those who could withstand it would gain immense benefits.

Lin Xuan had yet to experience this tribulation, and the reason was his rapid cultivation—unprecedented in history. But there were few who could match him now that he had advanced beyond the Separation stage long ago.

With a lifespan of nearly five thousand years, Lin Xuan wouldn’t face such a tribulation unless his lifespan was severely depleted.

But even without experiencing it firsthand, Lin Xuan knew well what benefits an essence energy tribulation could bring. According to legend, successfully passing through would allow the remaining essence energy to forge one’s body, doubling the life span of their spirit core.

Lin Xuan originally thought he wouldn't face this tribulation until after advancing to the spirit division stage, as the later stages were more challenging. He couldn’t possibly pass all tribulations and directly enter the final cultivation realm in one go.

But fate had other plans; his essence energy tribulation hadn't yet descended when it arrived in such a form, leading him to face someone else's heavenly tribulation.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, summoning the Azure Green Mother-Child Shield. It consisted of more than seven shields arranged fanwise into an arc. Then, each shield emitted a burst of light, forming a green screen. A Taiji pattern flowed across it, exuding mystery and antiquity.

Not seeking to achieve anything but avoiding failure, Lin Xuan had faced tribulations before, but this situation was rare indeed. Fire Cloud Senior Patriarch risked his life for the increased power of this tribulation, though it remained at Void Profound level; Lin Xuan couldn't underestimate its strength.

The previous moment's Purple Violet Jade Corpse Worm had already caused him much trouble. Regardless, he wouldn’t be so careless again.

Looking at the heroes of the world, that one statement was right: here in Dragon Realm, experts were countless. Overestimating himself would come with a price.

After setting up the Azure Green Mother-Child Shield, Lin Xuan immediately raised his head and drank several mouthfuls of spirit wine. With only a few thousand years left from its ten-thousand-year supply, he had no choice but to use it to replenish his mana. Although this was slower than usual, it was better than nothing.

As soon as Lin Xuan completed the action, a rumble echoed above him, and fiery balls the size of small cars shot out from the swirling clouds.

Over a thousand in just the first wave, raining down like raindrops from the heavens. More terrifyingly, these fireballs seemed to have eyes; although not every one aimed precisely, most landed within a circle centered on Lin Xuan with a diameter of about ten feet.

The small area would put immense pressure on him.

Sss...

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but draw in a cold breath. Essence energy tribulations were described in ancient texts, but the experience was incomparable to mere words. @.
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Of course, Lin Xuan was not afraid. After all, what could the first bolt do to him?

However, he had misjudged the situation. The power of the bolt far exceeded his expectations.

Boom!

The explosive sound continuously entered his ears, like a series of thunderbolts converging and crashing down together.

In an instant, where Lin Xuan stood turned into a sea of fire.

Heat waves surged, and even the air was baked to a fiery red. The temperature around him rose dramatically, making it look almost like the legendary inferno from hell. Even rocks began to melt; volcanic eruptions were far less impressive in terms of sound alone.

The feeling was that any creature would be destroyed by this.

But that was just an impression.

Soon, the smoke and dust cleared, revealing a large hole at the center of the fire cloud. About seven or eight zhang wide, it seemed to go on forever into the depths above his head.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his face turned even more grim: The first move is the best; the second one will suffer. With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan waved both hands and flicked out ten fingers. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring emitted a deep blue glow, transforming into a dark blue color.

This was originally a dual-element treasure that could transform between ice or fire based on his will.

Countless dragon silhouettes gradually took shape in the void as Lin Xuan intended to use the secret technique of Hundred Dragons' Fangs. However, this time there would be no fiery dragons; only icy ones.

But just then, something unexpected happened.

There was no prior warning.

A bright red beam of light descended from the sky.

The beam was about seven or eight zhang wide and seemed incredibly powerful, wrapped in a blue electric arc that made it even more dazzling.

"Bad luck!" Lin Xuan exclaimed as he saw this scene. He had originally intended to strike first, but the fire cloud above his head moved faster than expected. Before Hundred Dragons' Fangs could be used, the new bolt of lightning descended.

At this point, the ice dragons were still forming and were completely enveloped by the red beam.

Though not as powerful as the Devouring Spirit Sword, Hundred Dragons' Fangs was still a formidable technique that Lin Xuan had kept in reserve. Its power would not be easily outmatched by the fire bolt from heaven, but at this stage of its development, it was like an infant—powerful when grown, but helpless in its infancy.

Boom!

The newly formed ice dragons were completely melted away as if spring snow was thrown into a blazing furnace.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan's face turned extremely ugly. The feeling of having interrupted his technique halfway through was unbearable.

That terrifying red beam still carried immense power and descended towards Lin Xuan, overpowering him despite the setbacks. There was no choice but to endure it.

This was the worst option.

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he took a deep breath, raising both hands horizontally. His mana surged like a dam breaking, flooding forward into the light shield.

The Dark Azure Mother Son Shield emitted a fierce glow, and the Taiji pattern became more prominent. However, Lin Xuan had no confidence that it would withstand this attack, so he could only hope for the best.

Roar!

When both beams touched, Lin Xuan was completely engulfed by the red beam: The ground cracked, and explosive sounds echoed in his ears.

Heat!

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as grinding sounds entered his ears. Despite not breaking through yet, the Dark Azure Mother Son Shield was losing mana at an alarming rate.

He had underestimated this attack’s power; even Hundred Dragons' Fangs couldn’t match it.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't give up. He couldn't die here.

With a wave of his sleeve, a jade bottle flew out. After removing the stopper, he swallowed a drop of ten-thousand-year-old Spirit Induction.

Though this spirit material was scarce, at this critical moment, he couldn’t be frugal; once ingested, it would immediately generate mana in his dantian and quickly flow through his meridians to reach every part of his body.

Lin Xuan raised his left hand, continuing to pour mana into the Dark Azure Mother Son Shield. With his right hand, a small egg-sized flame appeared in his palm.

Sapphire!

Then, as light flashed, the other three colors disappeared, leaving only a deep blue. Intense coldness emanated from within.

Using water to counter fire, Lin Xuan intended to fully utilize the five elements for this.

He threw out the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, while his right hand quickly cast several spells like a butterfly dancing through flowers.

Whoosh!

Like a mountain breeze, an incredible scene unfolded.

The Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire transformed into icy blue vapor that spread over several zhang in front of him, forming a smooth mirror-like ice wall that suddenly appeared before his eyes with a "sizzle" sound.

Of course, it was the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire transforming.

Using extreme cold to replace the Dark Azure Mother Son Shield to block the flames, continuous cracking sounds echoed as the blue ice wall gradually melted. But supported by Lin Xuan's mana, new ice formed from the remaining coldness.

In short, it was a process of consumption.

This cycle repeated for about half an hour.

For both cultivators and ordinary people, this time seemed endless.

But at this moment, it felt particularly unbearable, like living through years in a day.

Damn it! The power of the Primordial Energy Tribulation far exceeded what was described in the classics. Damn that Fire Cloud Patriarch; Lin Xuan's teeth gritted with hatred, but he was helpless because his opponent had already passed away. What could he do to a deceased cultivator?

The worst part was that unlike combat techniques, against the heavenly tribulation, many of his treasures and secret arts couldn't be fully utilized.

For example, the Devouring Spirit Sword, though incredibly powerful, Lin Xuan dared not use it recklessly because the heavenly tribulation contained natural laws. It could only be endured; attacking might have counterproductive effects.

But with the help of Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, Lin Xuan managed to withstand this bolt once more.

The range of the fire cloud had shrunk significantly, but the area remained dense: Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he prepared for even tougher attacks.

"Damn it! I was too careless this time," Lin Xuan thought inwardly. Though his techniques far surpassed those of his peers in terms of complexity, when it came to defense, Lin Xuan’s treasures and secret arts were limited.

If the tribulation had been his own, he would have received some prior signs, allowing him to prepare adequately before facing it calmly.

But this time was different; he was framed under duress. The power of the primordial energy tribulation increased significantly, making him extremely discomfited.

Boom!

The fire cloud continued to churn, and the hole’s diameter expanded further. What kind of attack would come next?

Lin Xuan didn’t know. He drank another drop of ten-thousand-year-old Spirit Induction, showing a hint of bitter laughter on his face.

Even if he could survive this heavenly tribulation, these spirit-recovery elixirs might be exhausted: But at this moment, Lin Xuan couldn't care less; he took out two top-grade crystal stones and held them in his hands.

Try to replenish as much mana as possible? (PS: The evening update is here, as promised. I've reached my word limit for today, but I really need your votes for month tickets.)
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Above, Lin Xuan had not finished his preparations when a torrent of fire rain descended once again.

Indeed, it was raining.

But these were drops formed by flames, and in terms of power, they couldn't match the previous fire pillar attacks. However, they were so dense that there was nowhere to hide; the ice wall forged from Illusory Heavenly Fire was gradually weakening.

Lin Xuan's face first showed a trace of surprise.

Why did this attack suddenly become gentler? Of course, compared to before, it was easier to deal with, but still formidable.

Could this be a sign of an impending storm?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's expression turned vigilant.

He waited for the terrifying attacks to fall at any moment.

However, as time passed, nothing else besides the continuous fire rain appeared.

"Is... this it?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. He muttered to himself but his vigilance did not wane.

There was no such thing as a gentle end to a heavenly tribulation; logically speaking, the later stages should be harder to handle. What secret lay hidden in between?

Three days passed like a flash.

Lin Xuan raised his head and drank a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. Looking at the jade bottle in his hand, he showed signs of regret—only a few drops remained.

Thinking back on these three days, Lin Xuan truly felt relieved. Above him, the sky continued to pour down fire rain, but he did not take it lightly.

Indeed, while its power was inferior compared to fireballs and pillars, its continuous nature made it equally terrifying. Like a frog in boiling water, you could be slowly worn out without realizing it.

For these three days, there had been no respite from the fire rain. Lin Xuan had long abandoned Illusory Heavenly Fire; while the ice walls formed by its transformation provided better defense against flames, they consumed considerable amounts of mana. In this situation, using such powers was unwise and impractical.

The Mother-Child Green Azure Shield was the best choice. Now sitting cross-legged, he held two top-grade crystal stones in his hands, restoring his mana. His face was flushed, and several empty葫芦were scattered around him; besides ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk and high-quality spirit wine, Lin Xuan had consumed much.

Otherwise, his mana would have been depleted long ago.

His tolerance for alcohol wasn't great, so he already showed signs of intoxication, but his mental clarity remained sharp.

A faint green light surrounded him, though the light screen appeared somewhat dim.

After all, Lin Xuan had endured for three full days.

Remember, this was an essence energy tribulation. Although the fire rain's attacks were slightly weaker than before, it must be noted that this comparison was relative. The tribulation Lin Xuan faced now was a strengthened version; in terms of true power, the fire rain would not be any less effective than a full-strength attack from a late-stage Profound Abyss cultivator.

If another cultivator of the same level were placed in his position, they might survive longer than one tea break but no more. This estimation should hold true and reveal Lin Xuan's strength.

A regular mid-stage Profound Abyss cultivator could only endure for one tea break, yet he had managed to withstand three days with full energy. Moreover, Lin Xuan was caught off guard.

Of course, Lin Xuan's resources were abundant; ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was a rare treasure in the Spirit Realm.

The Mother-Child Green Azure Shield’s defensive capabilities might not match true divine treasures but should be comparable.

Illusory Heavenly Fire, with its ability to change nature, was truly an unprecedented technique.

Combined with his two infant souls and pills, his mana depth and thickness were unparalleled among peers.

All these factors allowed Lin Xuan to remain unmoved under the fire rain. However, any situation has a limit.

At this moment, his remaining mana was already scarce; even the precious few drops of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk he had saved would soon be depleted.

Just as Lin Xuan was pushed to his limits, so too was the tribulation cloud.

Its coverage shrank further, now encompassing only a few miles and its volume reduced to less than one-tenth... no, perhaps one-hundredth of what it initially was...

Despite the small amount left, Lin Xuan's expression turned serious.

For it had brightened significantly.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense; he could feel the pressure, with mana highly concentrated within.

"Is this finally the last moment?"

Lin Xuan's murmured voice entered his ears.

One has seen a pig even if one hasn't eaten pork.

Tribulation passage is divided into several stages. Lin Xuan had already endured the initial and middle phases; each heavenly tribulation was different.

The final stage, however, was similar for all.

Not in terms of attack patterns but rather that every level of tribulation's final phase brought about the most intense attacks.

If one could endure this, congratulations—success!

What awaited you would be great benefits.

Should unfortunate events lead to failure, there was only one path left: death.

Therefore, whether it was a heavenly tribulation or an essence energy tribulation, they were all fearsome for cultivators, akin to walking the path of no return.

Unlike transformed creatures, they did not have to endure such trials.

But do not envy them; as the saying goes, every family has its own hard-to-swallow scriptures. This truth held in the cultivation world too.

Transformed creatures lacked the tribulation but their晋级was far more challenging and arduous than that of a peer-level cultivator, much harder.

Moreover, without an essence energy tribulation, they could not undergo alchemical purification to extend their lifespan. Fortunately, the Spirit Realm was filled with countless treasures; they discovered longevity fruits specifically beneficial for transformed creatures.

These were called妖寿fruits because this spirit object had no use for cultivators or ordinary humans but greatly increased the lifespan of transformed creatures.

Unfortunately, such a divine object was not easily found.

The higher the level of a transformed creature, the stricter the requirements for these longevity fruits. This was another significant constraint on them.

As various thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan did not know why he suddenly thought so much in this rush.

In any case, it had come to a critical stage for him.

Success or failure hung in the balance!

From stepping onto the path of cultivation to ascending into the Spirit Realm, over 1500 years of storms and trials. Even facing Ice Soul Demon Ancestor, he had endured; how could he fall here?

Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with determination as his strong will to survive surged from within him.

No matter what, this heavenly tribulation must be overcome.
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With these thoughts, Lin Xuan raised his head and drank the last few drops of a ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence.

Whoosh!

His power surged like flames burning fiercely, igniting his dantian. The energy quickly filled his body, though Lin Xuan's face was still marred by fatigue. However, both his fighting spirit and power had recovered to their best state.

Master Fire Cloud intended to kill him here, but it would be in vain.

Thoughts raced through his mind as he waved his hands, sending a series of techniques towards the light barrier before him. The Xuan Qing Mother-Child Shield's light flickered back to life, becoming brighter once more.

This was not over yet.

Lin Xuan swept his sleeves and a dazzling light flashed out, revealing the No Heaven Bright Moon Ring.

Colder air radiated as the two rings appeared in mid-air, turning deep blue. Then, dragon roars filled his ears as ice dragons gradually took shape.

Three days ago, he had used the Secret Technique of the Hundred Dragon Fangs but it was destroyed by the flames before it could fully manifest.

"Too many!"

Despite expecting this final wave to be formidable, Lin Xuan couldn't help but stare. But no matter how many there were, they would have to be braced against.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as if a massive tidal wave had surged over him. The flames seemed to find their targets and descended from the sky with precision, covering several dozen feet around Lin Xuan.

This alone suggested just how terrifying the attack was.

"Damnit!"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he waved his left hand, performing two actions simultaneously. Dozens of talisman scrolls flashed and ignited on their own, casting multi-colored light as protective barriers flickered to life.

There were dozens in total—carefully collected talismans whose value was hard to estimate. But now they seemed like trash being thrown away.

Layer after layer of protective barriers lit up, dazzlingly bright. But moments later, various-shaped flames crashed down upon them.

Boom!

Explosions echoed as the high-grade talisman defenses proved formidable but also fragile, breaking one by one. These were all crystal stones.

Using talismans to withstand the heavenly tribulation, Lin Xuan couldn't say he was the first in history, but such a practice was rare and could not be called wasteful. Even with abundant resources, it would still lead to bankruptcy.

However, Lin Xuan's situation was different; these talismans were not specially prepared but already stored in his storage bag. Although they caused him pain, he showed no change on his face except for a sharp twitch of the corner of his eye.

Seeing protective barriers breaking layer by layer, Lin Xuan extended his right hand and more talisman scrolls appeared in his palm.

He waved them out, and the light flickered again as new protective barriers formed.

The first wave's attacks had been partially weakened due to these barriers. Otherwise, he wouldn't have time to summon a second batch of talismans.

Thus, Lin Xuan used talismans to block the first wave of flames, saving power. However, the cost in crystal stones was incalculable; any ordinary Inner Profound Realm cultivator would surely vomit blood from such an expenditure. But Lin Xuan didn't care—using them was worth it for future collection.

But this was just the first wave. Overcoming the final heavenly tribulation was still a long way off.

Buzz!

The tribulation clouds continued to churn, and more flames emerged, transforming into various animals—flies, tigers, leopards, dragons, and many unknown monsters. The number was immense, covering most of the sky. Lin Xuan estimated there were at least a thousand.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. Although the tribulation fire hadn't descended yet, its momentum suggested it would be far more powerful than before.

The interval between attacks was extremely short. As soon as his thoughts raced, the tribulation flames fell upon him.

This time, they transformed into animals in their mature forms.

Lin Xuan threw out the last few remaining talismans but to no avail; they were easily broken like paper.

These fire beasts, lacking consciousness, still attacked fiercely. A tiger-like flame creature's claws flashed as it struck, sending countless claw rays flying.

A bat-like flame creature stretched its wings, over a dozen feet long, and opened its mouth, emitting visible sound waves.

The attacks weren't limited to these two.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. This was too brutal.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward.

Dragon roars echoed as thousands of ice dragons lunged at the enemies with fangs bared.

It was hard to describe the scene in words. The ice dragons met the fire monsters, battling each other with cold and heat, using their teeth and claws.

On one side, an ice dragon was fiercely bitten by a boar-like monster. Despite its size, no less than ten zhang (about 30 feet), it had two razor-sharp fangs that pierced deep into the ice dragon's neck, preventing it from moving.

On the other side, another ice dragon swung its tail and sent a tiger-like flame creature flying.

The battle was evenly matched. The number of tribulation monsters and ice dragons rapidly dwindled.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, his face showing no emotion as he watched the flames continue to churn above him.

"Is this just more consumption?"

Lin Xuan sighed and drank several mouthfuls of spirit wine. He then waved his hands, forming intricate hand seals.

"Quickly!"

His expression was grim as he pointed forward with one finger. Hundreds of ice dragons appeared in mid-air, transforming into seven at once—using the Secret Technique of the Hundred Dragon Fangs for the first time in a short period.

The energy cost and physical strain were immense, but Lin Xuan didn't care; to survive this heavenly tribulation, he had no choice.

Thousands of ice dragons flew through the air. This was timely reinforcement as the initial batch of ice dragons were almost extinguished.

The fire monsters faced similar fates.

Lin Xuan used the Secret Technique of the Hundred Dragon Fangs five times, consuming half his internal power but finally withstanding this wave.

"Damnit!"

The tribulation clouds shrank significantly, but clearly weren't over. Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine—could he survive?

He dismissed these thoughts, knowing that confidence was crucial at such moments. He took deep breaths and drank more spirit wine while grasping high-grade crystal stones.

Even if the brief interval allowed only minimal recovery of power, every bit helped in his struggle to endure the heavenly tribulation.

The tribulation clouds continued to churn.

Buzz…

Suddenly, a clear sound echoed as the tribulation clouds flickered on and off. Numerous combat talisman runes emerged from within, filling half the sky.

As more runes appeared, the clouds diminished until they vanished completely.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had read many descriptions of essence energy tribulations in ancient texts but never heard of this form before.

Was he merely ignorant or facing an exceptionally formidable heavenly tribulation that defied normal understanding?

Lin Xuan's expression was grim, yet there was a hint of joy. For one thing, it would be the final wave. If he could survive, his life would not only be saved but also bring great benefits.

This was a matter of life and death; success or failure rested on this moment.

Lin Xuan's eyes glinted as he refused to give up no matter what.
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Chapter 2161: Life and Death Unpredictable

The large talisman characters above Lin Xuan's head continued to rotate slowly.

Then, they flickered slightly before beginning to arrange themselves into a small but intricate array formation.

"This..."

Lin Xuan widened his eyes. He had never heard of the heavenly tribulation being able to utilize an array formation's power. However, there was no way around it; he could only hope for bad luck.

The only thing Lin Xuan could do now was drink more spirit wine.

Unfortunately, the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk had been consumed almost entirely. Otherwise, his chances of successfully passing through the tribulation would have increased significantly.

With his thoughts racing, the array formation above him was fully formed.

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the heavens, indeed a spiritual pressure.

Just like for cultivators and monsters, it wasn't as formidable as the spirit realm experts, but to the Daoist Realm of Profound Vision standards, it was still very frightening.

Boom!

Inside the array, flames erupted, entwined with arcs of lightning. Then, a terrifying fireball, over ten feet in diameter, descended from the sky.

Was this the final attack?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he could see a vague figure within the fireball—only one foot, resembling the mythical Phoenix Bird.

The spiritual energy contained within the fireball was far more powerful than the previous attacks. Lin Xuan roared and raised his hands, injecting all his magical power into the Azure Ice Talisman in front of him.

Instantly, blue light surged, the extreme cold nature of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire reaching its peak.

In the next moment, the fireball crashed into him with great force.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as Lin Xuan's eyes bulged out. It felt like he had been struck in the chest by a large hammer. Unable to bear it, he spat out a blood jet.

His face turned deathly pale. However, at this moment, Lin Xuan didn't care about his injuries; he waved his hands and continuously cast several magical techniques onto the Azure Ice Talisman before him.

The strength of the fireball far exceeded expectations. Even the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire couldn't withstand it. Just a brief contact melted away half of the ice wall that was over ten feet thick.

Was this how I would perish here?

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth. The magical techniques he had cast weren't useless; blue icy fog surged, and new Azure Ice Talismans formed.

表面上看，有消耗也有弥补，然而这不过是杯水车薪罢了。

The formation of the Azure Ice Talismans didn't keep up with the breakthrough's speed. The gap was too great.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and prepared to spit out a portion of his primordial energy. Although this required much effort, he had no choice but to prioritize his life at this moment.

Driven to desperation, Lin Xuan had such thoughts. But before he could do so, a sizzling sound reached his ears. Countless sharp rays of light burst from the fireball.

How can I describe it? It was like a regular sphere that suddenly sprouted countless sharp spikes, transforming into a cactus.

These fine but incredibly sharp rays instantly pierced through the azure ice.

The ten-foot-thick ice wall cracked and shattered with a loud noise.

Lin Xuan's face turned ashen. The fireball continued to fall like a meteorite, regardless of his emotions.

"No, it's not good!"

Lin Xuan exclaimed in shock for the first time, feeling that death was so close. His mind, though resilient, had its limits; fear showed on his face.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't give up. He quickly thought through the situation and injected all his magical power into the Azure Mother-Child Shield while pondering how to handle it if this last layer of protection were breached.

He roared, and a phoenix figure appeared behind him. With a flap of its wings, a clear call echoed.

Nine Heavens Phoenix Call, then it entered Lin Xuan's body.

Externally, he didn't change much; just his body surface, chest, abdomen, arms, and ankles were adorned with beautiful red patterns, and his eyes became longer.

Phoenix Transformation!

Lin Xuan had performed this secret technique for the second time. In essence, it was a transformation into a monster form.

Unlike last time, Lin Xuan's hands didn't turn into sharp claws.

However, the benefits of the transformation remained unchanged. His goal was clear: if the Azure Mother-Child Shield failed, he would have to endure the heavenly tribulation with his physical body.

Although his physical strength wasn't in the same league as other monster races, there was still room for improvement after the Phoenix Transformation.

Lin Xuan had no choice but to prepare for the worst!

And it turned out that his assessment was correct. After the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and Azure Mother-Child Shield held on for only a short while—like bubbles—they vanished into nothingness.

Seeing the fireball falling towards him, Lin Xuan roared once more, knowing it was futile but still trying to use Nine Heavens Micro Step. The result was as expected; the spatial laws in this area had completely nullified all teleportation techniques.

Nine Heavens Micro Step was forcibly terminated just after activation.

Lin Xuan moved a few feet, but that distance was meaningless as the fireball already struck his head.

In an instant, Lin Xuan was engulfed by flames. His entire body was bathed in raging tribulation flames.

The feeling was indescribable.

But Lin Xuan's skin didn't come into contact with the flames; at the last moment, he activated Nine Heavens Spirit Shield.

Even though he knew it wouldn't work, he still tried to make a final stand.

His magical power rapidly depleted. Lin Xuan didn't know how long he could endure this situation—half an hour or just a short while.

Everything was uncertain.

For whether he would turn danger into safety, he had no confidence and could only rely on fate.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the fireball continued to fall, not stopping even after swallowing Lin Xuan. It kept descending.

Dust rose, and where Lin Xuan stood just moments ago, a large hole appeared, over ten feet in diameter, deep beyond measure.

No one knew where it led.

With this final attack, this tribulation of spirit energy finally came to an end. The tribulation clouds dispersed, and the array formed by red talisman characters also vanished into nothingness.

Looking around, the area for dozens of miles was reduced to ruins, with several mountains flattened.

Lin Xuan didn't know where he was—whether he had perished or somehow turned danger into safety.
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A night passed by in a blink.

The next morning, as the sun rose over the mountain, thick white fog still lingered. Suddenly, two bright points appeared on the horizon. Initially distant, they quickly sharpened into dazzling streaks of light, speeding towards them.

After several breaths, the streaks approached the valley that had turned to ruins. They flickered slightly, and soon two figures became clearer.

They were two elderly men, but their appearances differed greatly. The one on the left was youthful with long white hair, his face smooth except for the lines of experience around his eyes, indicating a seasoned cultivator who had weathered many storms.

The man on the right, however, had full silver hair and beard, his face lined like bark, showing that he had no anti-aging effects from his cultivation method.

This was not uncommon; many male cultivators did not care about their appearance. The two men hovered above the valley, its scene laid bare before them. They could not help but gasp in surprise as they looked around.

"Brother Cumei, you said that Old Fiery Cloud was going through a tribulation? Is this true?" The man with black hair asked hesitantly. After all, Old Fiery Cloud was notorious for his viciousness and unpredictable nature. If they dared to intrude on his territory without permission, they might suffer dire consequences.

"Don't worry, Brother Situ," the silver-haired man said, rubbing his forehead excitedly. "I heard of this by chance, but it's real. We won't find anything else around here. Come, let's quickly search for any treasures left behind by Old Fiery Cloud. He is known to be rich, and we might even reach the Daoist realm if we can find something."

"But why must you work with me?" The black-haired man asked sharply.

"Ah...," the silver-haired man hesitated.

"If you don't tell me, I'll have to leave then."

"Friend, please stay. This isn't a problem at all. Old Fiery Cloud was both vicious and stingy. He placed special restrictions on his treasures to prevent others from stealing them."

"What kind of restrictions?"

"They are incredibly powerful but the most troublesome part is that they can't be broken by brute force. If you break it, the array inside will activate and destroy the treasure."

"Better to shatter than survive in pieces. What a cruel old man," the black-haired man growled.

"But these arrays can still be broken. Anyone with the same bloodline as Old Fiery Cloud can enter and deactivate them. Your background is well known to me, so you're part of his family's younger generation."

"Ah, I see. Is your information reliable?"

"I assure you it is. How about we split the treasure fifty-fifty?" The silver-haired man said eagerly.

The black-haired man was not swayed by the offer and instead looked towards the distance with a contemplative expression. After some time, he sighed: "Alright, I'll work with you. But..."

"How?"

"Once we get the treasures as agreed, two plus one makes five," the black-haired man said coolly.

"You jest, friend. We are both late-stage Immortal Core cultivators and our abilities are similar. Besides, we've known each other for centuries; how could I betray your trust?" The silver-haired man chuckled.

"Let's hope so."

The two finally agreed and started discussing how to retrieve the treasures when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

BOOM!

A massive explosion echoed in their ears, shaking the ground as if a bolt of lightning had split the sky. The earth trembled violently, much louder than an earthquake.

The two cultivators stared wide-eyed, wondering if it was indeed an earthquake.

"Brother Cumei, look..." The black-haired man's voice cut off mid-sentence.

The silver-haired man turned to follow his gaze and found himself equally stunned. The anomaly came from the large hole beneath their feet.

They had noticed this hole upon arrival but its depth was unfathomable; they couldn't see where it led with just their eyes, nor could divine sense help as the deep cave was filled with chaotic primordial energy that interfered with their senses. They didn't know what lay inside.

If curiosity drove them, they might have ventured down themselves, but of course, neither would do such a foolish thing. Though only late-stage Immortal Core cultivators, they understood the danger of venturing into unknown caverns. What lay within was uncertain, and it was likely to be perilous.

The ground trembled violently as more magma erupted from below. The two men's faces contorted with fear as they stared at the erupting hole.

After a few breaths, red light appeared in their vision.

"By heaven, what is that?"

The silver-haired man gasped. Before he could finish his sentence, molten lava surged out of the hole, forming a towering pillar hundreds of feet high. The lava then scattered, sending thick smoke and rocks into the air. It was like a volcanic eruption, but there were no volcanoes here.

The two elderly men were shocked as they felt the rising temperature around them. They each summoned their protective treasures, knowing that such a scene wouldn't scare them. Magma at a few hundred degrees wasn't enough to break through their barriers.

What worried them was what lay inside the hole. If not for Old Fiery Cloud's treasures, they might have left. But now, they had no choice but to stay and face whatever danger awaited.

The lava continued to erupt for about a quarter of an hour without stopping, only increasing in volume.

BOOM!

The ground shook violently as another object erupted from the hole, landing over a hundred feet away. The impact caused a mountain peak to collapse under its force.

Rocks fell like rain, and the two men's expressions were even more shocked. After this eruption, though lava continued to spew out, it was much weaker than before.

"Brother Cumei...," the silver-haired man said hesitantly. "Since we've met with this, let's go and see what it is."

His choice made sense; if there were real dangers, trying to escape now would be too late. Better to face them head-on. As they said, a coward starves while a brave one thrives.

In the ever-present balance of danger and opportunity in the cultivation world, maybe this was an emergence of some precious treasure.

With such thoughts, the silver-haired man's eyes glowed with excitement as his fear diminished.

"Alright, Brother Cumei, if you want to go, I'll accompany you," the black-haired man agreed.

The two men exchanged a glance and then flew towards the mysterious object's landing site. They arrived quickly.

However, when they saw the ruins before them, their breaths caught again. Though the mountain wasn't tall, it had been reduced to flat ground by one strike, showing the power of this mysterious object.

What could it be?

They didn't know as rocks covered what lay beneath. The silver-haired man frowned and waved his sleeves, sending a gust of wind that scattered the rocks, revealing the hidden mystery below.
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"Ah...

The two men widened their eyes. However, upon clearly seeing the object hidden beneath the rubble, both were left staring in shock, as if they had been struck dumb.

That thing was actually a cocoon-like structure, but it was enormous, with a diameter of seven or eight zhang (approximately 23 to 26 feet).

"Wh-What is this...?" muttered the silver-haired elder.

"I don't know either. Why ask me?"

The black-haired elder walked past slowly as he spoke. The giant cocoon still emitted heat, and its surface was incredibly vibrant. However, it wasn’t entirely red; some black patterns adorned its surface.

At first glance, these patterns seemed chaotic but were actually exquisite, giving off a sense of ancient decoration that felt both mysterious and imposing.

Indeed, it was pressure!

Drops of sweat began to form on the black-haired elder's forehead as he inhaled deeply. He raised his right hand, and a flash of spiritual light enveloped his palm. The entire hand was protected by a blue shield, which then reached out toward the cocoon.

"Zzzip..."

The moment it touched, there was a sound like water being poured into a hot pan.

At the same time, white steam billowed from the black-haired elder's body as he gasped in alarm. He felt his spiritual energy rapidly flowing out; within moments, the shield protecting his hand began to wobble.

He hastily retracted his hand, his face showing shock.

Footsteps echoed, and the silver-haired elder approached as well, his face displaying a hint of greed. He kept staring at the cocoon, even swallowing hard. This time, he might really be in for good luck; this giant cocoon was almost certainly an extraordinary treasure.

Just when that thought crossed his mind, something unexpected happened.

Woo!

An eerie sound filled the air as the cocoon began to spin rapidly on its spot. The speed increased until it became impossible to discern anything but a red shadow.

Simultaneously, the surrounding primordial energy was drawn toward the cocoon like a whale sucking in water, rushing inside.

The entire process lasted about a meal's time before the spinning of the cocoon gradually slowed down, revealing a crack on its surface.

Initially shallow, the cracks rapidly spread like spider webs, covering the entire surface. A more vivid light shone from within.

"Ah..."

Both men were taken aback; such an unexpected change was beyond their wildest dreams. Although they didn't know what would happen next, they felt inexplicably uneasy to the core.

Without further ado, they quickly retreated. Just as they had moved a dozen steps back, a deafening explosion echoed. The cocoon exploded, sending fragments flying everywhere. Both men were shocked; getting hit by one of these was no joke.

Fortunately, both were late-stage Immortal Core cultivators and not weak. The shards merely scattered in all directions, not targeting them specifically.

They managed to dodge with all their might but barely did so, each breaking out in a cold sweat.

After taking deep breaths, they finally calmed down and turned their gaze toward the direction where the cocoon had been.

"Eh? What is this..."

What met their eyes was even more shocking. The cocoon revealed a crystalline structure resembling amber. It was entirely red and semi-transparent.

Inside, someone was sealed.

The person looked young, around twenty years old, with no remarkable features on his face. However, beautiful red patterns adorned his skin, chest, abdomen, arms, and ankles. His eyes were slightly longer than usual.

He exuded an aura of mystery.

"Who is this person?" the silver-haired elder said in shock.

Without waiting for a response from his companion, he waved his sleeve, and a golden-orange divine sword flew out. Regardless of who this person was, appearing here would be nothing but harmful to him.

As a late-stage Immortal Core cultivator, he had seen enough bloodshed to know that being ruthless was justified. Once he confirmed the other party was harmful, he decided to strike without hesitation.

After all, the other party couldn't move; it was now or never.

"Fall!"

The silver-haired elder shouted as his divine sword emitted a fierce light and slashed at Lin Xuan's head.

His face showed a cruel smile, but in the next moment, his expression froze.

Almost simultaneously with the sword strike, the figure inside the amber opened its eyes.

It seemed like a dormant demon had been resurrected. A single glance sent the elder into an icy abyss of discomfort.

Unbearable!

The sensation was indescribable.

Boom!

Without any warning, the amber shattered.

Lin Xuan emerged from his confinement with a dazed expression, seemingly ignoring the approaching divine sword.

Initially, the silver-haired elder was shocked, but now he showed intense joy. He could feel how terrifying this youth was, yet clearly, he was human. No matter what level of monster you were, even if it were Fire Cloud Venerable standing still and not dodging or using treasures, a single sword stroke would be enough to kill him.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, the divine sword indeed struck Lin Xuan's head.

A muffled sound echoed. Surprisingly, no blood splattered; instead, a red light flashed, and the sword's mournful cry was pushed away, its glow dimming significantly, indicating severe damage to its spirit.

"How is this possible?"

The elder was taken aback, not bothering to wipe the blood from his lips. He knew that his divine sword was his life essence weapon; any damage would affect him as well due to their mental connection.

"There's nothing impossible about it. A mere late-stage Immortal Core cultivator dares to attack Lin某? Truly ignorant of death!"

A cold voice echoed, and Lin Xuan had been awakened by the sword strike. He slowly raised his head, expressionless, saying,

"Senior, spare my life; everything is a misunderstanding. My name is Cumei Shuo; I had no intention of offending you."

The silver-haired elder was shocked, his face filled with fear as he said, "Smooth talker! Do you think Lin某 would believe just because it's a misunderstanding?"
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Opposing party's plea for mercy was ignored by Lin Xuan. If not for his body strength far surpassing that of the same-rank妖族, he would have been killed with a single sword strike.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed; how could Lin Xuan be lenient towards such a pitiful explanation?

With a wave of his sleeves, a streak of green light shot out. The silver-haired elder tried to dodge but failed as the green light was too fast. It flashed and enveloped him, causing him to fall unconscious.

The entire process was swift; this high-ranking元婴期 cultivator appeared as weak as an infant in Lin Xuan's eyes, with no chance of resistance.

Too strong!

The black-haired elder named Suo, after swallowing a mouthful of saliva, hesitated before deciding to stay put and do nothing.

"Is it wise of you not to flee?" Lin Xuan turned around and said coldly.

"Ancient one, I jest. With my meager cultivation, fleeing would be futile," the black-haired elder replied with a bitter smile.

Lin Xuan nodded, then looked up at the sky before turning his head to survey the surroundings.

Roar!

Without any warning, he suddenly let out a long howl.

The voice was ancient and profound, echoing through the heavens like a dragon's cry.

It lingered for quite some time until finally stopping after what seemed like an hour.

The process was intricate. Lin Xuan remained dazed but knew that his life had been saved by two treasures: the Star Sea and the Five Dragon Seal.

As Lin Xuan's body was about to be consumed by the fierce flames, blue Star Sea and the Five Dragon Seal began absorbing the heavenly essence from the divine fire.

The entire process was mysterious. Lin Xuan was unaware of what exactly happened but knew for certain that these treasures saved his life.

Moreover, he gained significant benefits. Once he overcame this calamity, the surrounding heavenly essence rushed towards him.

Through the wash of Essence Cleansing Classic, his body and soul were reborn... though perhaps an exaggeration, after absorbing this heavenly essence, Lin Xuan could truly be called a new being.

His body strength had always far surpassed that of same-rank妖族, but now it reached an incredible level. Not only was he stronger, but his absorption and transformation of the heavenly essence improved significantly.

This was something ordinary cultivators dreamed of, as it meant more efficient cultivation and combat. The benefits were obvious.

Moreover, while the Five Dragon Seal remained unchanged, the blue Star Sea absorbed much heavenly essence, turning many points into silvery ones. Although still far fewer than the blue points, this represented a significant improvement, enough to make Lin Xuan happy.

With each level of cultivation came increasingly rare medicinal pills, and even with废丹 in hand, purifying them was difficult. The blue points were inefficient, often useless for particularly precious pills.

The increase in silver points would greatly help, at least delaying the issue.

Lin Xuan's joy upon discovering this was understandable.

Good fortune from misfortune!

However, Lin Xuan gained more than just these benefits. He advanced to a higher realm due to the influx of heavenly essence.

He had entered the late stage of洞玄.

But Lin Xuan found himself speechless about his current situation because it wasn't his main元婴 that advanced; instead, the妖丹 leaped two realms from early-stage to late-stage.

This was good.

Lin Xuan's realm advancement didn't mean changing both元婴 and the妖丹. His highest realm would determine his overall level. Thus, he had indeed advanced to a higher stage.

However, there were discrepancies between theory and practice.

Previously, Lin Xuan's main元婴 always outshone the others, so he never felt any discomfort. But now, it was reversed, with the妖丹 suddenly advancing dramatically, leaving him stunned. This meant that in future battles or using treasures, he would rely on the妖丹 more...

On the surface, nothing seemed amiss, but Lin Xuan's feelings were entirely different. He found this uncomfortable.

This was a隐患, but Lin Xuan couldn't worry about it now. Despite feeling awkward, he had no pressure from these low-rank cultivators and easily subdued them.

His eyes scanned over the silver-haired elder lying unconscious. With a wave of his hand, the elder's body was drawn to him as if by an invisible force.

Lin Xuan then closed his eyes and began performing soul-searching techniques.

Soon, he opened his eyes, and with a flicker of fire, the elder vanished in ashes.

Who could blame him for being ruthless towards enemies?

"Originally, you wanted to find treasure here," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"I beg your forgiveness, ancient one. With you present, I dare not dream," the black-haired elder exclaimed, visibly shaken by his companion's demise.

This was truly a self-inflicted death, encountering such an ruthless old monster.

Now that he couldn't even hope for treasure, all he wished for was to survive.

At this moment, Lin Xuan spoke: "Rest assured, I am not cruel. We have no grudges; you did not attack me. If you help me with a small favor, I will let you go."

"Are you referring to breaking the禁制 of where Old Fire hid his treasures?" the elder asked nervously.

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded, pleased. Discussing matters with smart people was efficient.

"I dare not disobey your command, but can you really spare me after completing this task?" the elder asked cautiously.

"Hmph, a mere元婴 cultivator is insignificant to me; do I need to lie to you?" Lin Xuan said irritably.

"Yes, yes. My words are clumsy, please forgive me," the elder quickly bowed and apologized.

Despite his lingering unease, he knew there was no room for negotiation. If he defied orders, he would die horrifically. But if he followed instructions, even if it meant a rabbit's death after the dog's feast, at least he had some hope of survival.

Facing such a high-ranking existence, his fate was out of his hands; all he could do was hope for no betrayal.

This explained why cultivators strived to strengthen themselves. Not only for immortality but also to live freely in the cultivation world without constant fear.

With these thoughts clear, the elder cooperated and led Lin Xuan to a valley.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as green light enveloped him, following behind.

Half an hour later, they arrived at a valley.

Compared to the previously devastated Fire Cloud Valley, this place was insignificant. The valley was barren, covered in weeds and vines, giving the impression that no one had been here for ages.

"Is the treasure here?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face.

"Yes, ancient one. I have long observed Old Fire's movements; the location of the treasure is correct," the black-haired elder said eagerly.

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. The old fire cultivator had indeed put effort into hiding it here, where few would notice.

But all that effort was for naught as the treasures were now his.

"Let's go!"

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and flew towards the valley. The black-haired elder hurriedly followed.

The weeds and vines blocked the path, but they posed no challenge to cultivators. Soon, Lin Xuan and the elder reached the end of the valley.
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The scene appeared ordinary at first glance, with nothing particularly noteworthy.

However, Lin Xuan was not deceived by appearances. Closing his eyes, he released his spirit consciousness and quickly found something: there were traces of magical fluctuations deep within the mountain. If his guess was correct, it was undoubtedly a禁制.

Lin Xuan did not summon a sword aura with a wave of his hand; using brute force was unnecessary unless absolutely necessary.

With a contemplative expression on his face, Lin Xuan turned to look around nearby.

However, after a cup of tea's worth of time had passed, he still found nothing amiss. The black-haired elder stood respectfully, showing extreme reverence. He was now so afraid of making a mistake that he dared not speak rashly.

There was no need for such caution originally, but through the soul-searching technique, Lin Xuan knew that once this禁制was forcibly broken, it would destroy the treasures inside.

The destruction was one thing; what about the consequences if it attracted attention? Lin Xuan did not know, so he dared not try anything rash. He did not want to suffer a loss for nothing.

After a moment's hesitation, Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and spoke in a low voice: Wenda, now that today’s heavenly tribulation has passed, you don’t need to stay at the Celestial Mechanism Hut anymore.

Yes, Grandmaster.

A respectful voice entered his ears as a beautiful young girl appeared before him. She was about seventeen or eighteen years old, with a tall and slender figure—Zheng Xuan, Mo'er’s beloved disciple.

Compared to Lin Xuan, she seemed dignified and virtuous, dressed in fine attire, having never encountered danger while staying at the Celestial Mechanism Mansion.

After appearing, she bowed gracefully towards Lin Xuan: Greetings, Grandmaster.

What are you doing so formal for? I called you out here to find any hidden mechanisms around here.

Xuan'er understands.

The young girl nodded and then began to look around. Lin Xuan did this with a purpose; girls were naturally more meticulous. The black-haired elder was dumbfounded but quickly realized it was the Celestial Mechanism Mansion.

As an advanced元婴 cultivator, he could sense Zheng Xuan’s cultivation level, which only made him even more surprised. This girl, as a Separation Period cultivator, called that person her grandmaster—was this mysterious figure actually a分神 cultivator?

In his mind, the elder's expression became even more respectful.

A分神 cultivator was beyond his reach; killing such a person would be like crushing an ant.

Such misunderstandings were quite common. The ranks of cultivators were based on strength, but Zheng Wan and Lin Xuan’s situation was special. Her parents called him uncle, so naturally she had to call him grandmaster. This did not mean that Lin Xuan was actually two cultivation stages higher than her.

The elder didn’t know this; his hidden thoughts vanished into thin air. The gap between them was too great for any plots or schemes to be of use. He dared not have any more sinister intentions.

Lin Xuan’s choice was correct—girls were indeed meticulous. Soon, Zheng Wan’s voice entered his ears: Grandmaster, look at that…

Following her voice, Lin Xuan saw a stone standing alone in the middle of the ground.

What is it?

Lin Xuan did not see anything amiss but had no time to investigate further; he walked forward and squatted down to examine the stone. Gripping both sides with his hands, he gently turned it left. Suddenly, a loud rumbling sound filled his ears as a large hole appeared in front of the mountain wall.

The diameter was about ten feet, wide enough for several people to pass through easily.

Lin Xuan was delighted and praised Zheng Wan before stepping into the hole without hesitation. Artistry bred confidence; Lin Xuan had already passed the enhanced元气 tribulation, so he did not worry about danger. Following closely behind was Zheng Xuan. The black-haired elder’s face showed a bitter smile as he followed in.

The cave was deep, and it took another cup of tea for them to reach the end.

Suddenly, they found themselves in an open space, with a large hall before their eyes. However, at the entrance, there was a red-hued light barrier. It was obvious that this was the禁制set by the old man.

Although Lin Xuan had some knowledge of formations, he still fell short compared to a specialist. He could not immediately identify what kind of formation it was. While he could break it with force, he would not do so until its self-destruct mechanism was activated.

Now, you should act.

Lin Xuan turned and looked at the other party: As long as you deactivate this禁制, I will let you go; my word is binding.

Thank you, senior.

The black-haired elder was half-believing, half-doubting. At this moment, it was useless to say more. He bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan before walking towards the light barrier.

What followed was simple enough for Lin Xuan to be speechless. Just like the clues obtained through soul-searching, as a being with the same bloodline as the Fiery Cloud Monster, that禁制had no effect on him; he simply walked right through it.

Grandmaster, he is now on the other side of the禁制. Do you think…,

Relax, he won’t dare. Lin Xuan understood what Zheng Xuan was implying. Indeed, just as he finished speaking, the light barrier flickered and ripples spread out before dimming.

Hmm…

A sound like a strong wind sweeping by entered his ears as the light barrier completely vanished.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he walked forward.

Senior, thank you, senior.

The elder was overjoyed. He had been nervous, thinking that the other party would surely break their word, but this outcome was heartwarming. He hurriedly bowed and thanked Lin Xuan repeatedly. However, just then, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his right hand and pointed forward.

A white light flashed as a thick beam of light pierced through the elder’s head, causing him to fall unconscious.

Grandmaster, why…?

Zheng Xuan showed surprise on her face. Based on her understanding of Lin Xuan, he should not be someone who breaks promises; why?…

Releasing this person is fine, but I don’t want him to talk about what happened here.

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed in his ears as he rolled up his sleeves and a beam of light flew out, enveloping the black-haired elder. He began erasing that part of his memory.
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The entire process went smoothly, taking only a single incense stick's worth of time to complete.

The elder remained unconscious. However, Lin Xuan no longer paid him any attention; it would be three days before he regained consciousness. By then, he would remember nothing that had happened.

Lin Xuan scanned the grand hall with his gaze. What treasures might this journey yield?

This trip to Heavenly Wukong Mountain was almost a matter of life and death. Lin Xuan naturally hoped for some compensation. Although his wealth was already substantial, no alchemist would begrudge more crystals, materials, or artifacts.

Alchemists competed on resources.

The hall wasn't spacious; it measured only twenty paces in each direction. It was indeed possible to see everything at a glance. Chest after chest caught his eye.

There were twenty chests in total.

Apart from these, there was nothing else. However, the treasures that could fit into these twenty chests would be more than enough. Lin Xuan's face couldn't help but flash with anticipation. The old fiend Wukong was known for his stinginess and love of collecting treasures.

With this thought, Lin Xuan walked forward slowly.

The chests were about a dozen feet in size, carved from an unknown type of sandalwood that emitted a faint fragrance, making one feel refreshed.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. Then, with a slight flick of his right thumb, a beam of light shot out and struck the lid of the first chest. With a pattering sound, it opened. The radiance was dazzling as the treasures inside came into view.

"What's this?"

At first, Lin Xuan was surprised. But then he showed great joy. Inside were objects shaped like dried apricots, semi-transparent in appearance.

"Crystals."

Lin Xuan recognized these well enough. However, ordinary crystals no longer mattered to him; these top-grade crystals were a different story.

A whole chest of them, their value incalculable and far surpassing the five million middle-grade crystals he had paid for Zheng Xuan's acquisition.

This was beyond doubt, and Lin Xuan was extremely pleased. This old monster was even richer than expected. The first chest hadn't disappointed him; what about the rest?

With this thought, Lin Xuan flicked his thumb again, and another chest opened with a pattering sound. The radiance was dazzling as objects shaped like dried apricots appeared.

Top-grade crystals

Only the first one was green, a top-grade crystal of the Wood element. This time it was blue, a Water element crystal.

Regardless of their elements, they were extremely valuable. Although resources in the Spirit Realm were abundant, top-grade crystals weren't easily found but still very rare.

With his current strength, Lin Xuan could obtain a few without much effort, but more would be troublesome.

But now, he effortlessly obtained two chests. How could he not be delighted?

Lin Xuan's face lit up as he opened the third chest, and once again... it was crystals, top-grade ones at that.

This time, Lin Xuan showed an odd expression. One after another, the same treasures appeared. Could this mean...

Lin Xuan had a vague guess. With a flick of his thumb, he opened each remaining chest one by one. Indeed, the radiance was dazzling as all the contents were top-grade crystals.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan exhaled the stale air from his lungs. The entire treasury contained nothing but top-grade crystals in twenty chests.

Such a situation Lin Xuan had never imagined before and certainly hadn't encountered.

However, he wasn't disappointed; he was merely surprised.

This Wukong Sovereign truly had an eccentric personality, showing a particular fondness for top-grade crystals.

But this was good news for Lin Xuan. With his wealth, the other party might not have any materials or ancient treasures worth mentioning.

As for cultivation techniques, that would be laughable. The Black Moon Heaven Witch Art he practiced was already at the pinnacle in the Spirit Realm. Even if Wukong Sovereign left behind some secret arts, they would be useless to Lin Xuan.

Top-grade crystals were just right. Not only did he benefit from them, but even a Golden Transformation cultivator could find great use for them.

There were twenty chests of top-grade crystals, each element—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth—occupying one-fifth.

It was truly remarkable how much Wukong Sovereign had managed to collect. Even the head elders of major sects might not be able to match him; he was indeed deeply hidden, his wealth comparable to a Spirit Formation cultivator.

However, no matter how many treasures he collected, in the end, it would all go to waste, serving as a dowry for someone else.

Zheng Xuan was even more speechless. She had never seen such wealth in her entire life.

Of course, she had some self-awareness and knew these top-grade crystals should belong to her master; she wouldn't have any unreasonable thoughts.

Lin Xuan swept his sleeves, and the light beam enveloped all twenty chests, which vanished without a trace as he stored them away at his waist.

"Alright. We should leave now."

Lin Xuan turned around, his voice faint but clear in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Yes."

Zheng Xuan had no objections. Then, Lin Xuan raised his hand and summoned the spirit boat. His figure flickered slightly, and both of them arrived on it. Lin Xuan lifted his right hand, and a beam of white light shot out from his fingertips.

Woo...

The spirit boat was enveloped by a bright green glow as it transformed into a streak of lightning, shooting towards the distance.

There's no such thing as a completely secret matter; after several days, news of Heavenly Wukong Mountain spread throughout the alchemical world.

Nearby sects and families, along with some scattered cultivators, sent their disciples to gather information here.

However, no one knew what had truly happened. No one witnessed it firsthand. The black-haired elder, upon waking up, couldn't remember anything that had occurred on his person. However, he was shrewd enough to understand the danger of speaking and quickly left, not mentioning a single detail, as if he had never been here.

This prevented any leaks in the news, but the traces left behind still shocked cultivators. The area spanned dozens of miles, completely flattened, especially that large cave, which seemed bottomless.

It looked like an Essence Drainage Calamity, yet its power was almost comparable to a heavenly tribulation during Spirit Formation cultivation.

All cultivators were bewildered, but no one pursued the matter further. There were many unsolved mysteries in the alchemical world; if they tried to investigate everything, it would be impossible.

Instead, what interested them more were the treasures left behind by Wukong Sovereign. Before major forces could find anything, they started fighting over them, only to end up with nothing but empty hands as all the treasures had been taken by Lin Xuan.

Only after several days did cultivators realize this fact, regretting it deeply and cursing the one who took the treasures. But what use was that?
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In the events that transpired on Mount Tianwu, Lin Xuan was unaware. Several days later, he had already traveled a million miles away.

Lin Xuan did not rush to return to Cloud Concealing Sect. Firstly, there were still many months before the eruption of Purple Heart Earthfire; secondly, the recent series of extraordinary encounters left him with much to handle. Given that the Cloud Concealing Sect was too far from here, Lin Xuan decided to find another secluded place.

By "secluded," it naturally meant a place where few people would disturb him.

After reviewing the map, Lin Xuan headed westward. He was already in the westernmost part of Tianshuang Prefecture, and continuing in that direction would see even fewer inhabitants.

Lin Xuan entered the territory of Yu State.

Tianshuang Prefecture was vast, much larger than East Sea, divided into hundreds of small human states. Yu State was roughly the most western one; further ahead lay barren lands where high-ranking cultivators found it difficult to traverse.

Yu State was a smaller state among ordinary human states, but that was relative—its population numbered in the billions. Considering the true sparseness of its land, one could imagine the extent of its area.

The number and quality of spirit veins in Yu State were not as good as those in Tianshuang Prefecture. Consequently, the strength of the cultivation world there was weaker; prominent sects had no interest in this cold region.

However, Lin Xuan chose this place with a purpose. The events on Mount Tianwu were one thing, but he believed that his actions would remain discreet enough to avoid leaks.

The destruction of Wind City, however, had already caused a stir throughout Tianshuang Prefecture. Angered transformed beings gathered many people and began besieging the main hall of Sky Corpse Sect; some survivors from the city had also seen him, though they did not know he was behind the "Woes of East River" strategy. All their hatred fell on Sky Corpse Sect. To avoid trouble, Lin Xuan decided to stay out of sight for a while.

The remote Yu State was an excellent choice for avoiding trouble.

After all, although there were few spirit veins here, that was relative; it was still better than the Netherworld Realm. How bad could it be?

As a transcended cultivator, Lin Xuan saw everything clearly. Even if he did not rush to make decisions, traveling and sightseeing while riding his Spirit Boat, with Zheng Xuan by his side, made him feel no loneliness.

Lin Xuan shared many cultivation insights with the young girl, greatly benefiting her.

One day, as Lin Xuan sat in meditation on the Spirit Boat, the young girl was pondering her master's teachings. Suddenly, he seemed to have an epiphany and raised his head.

"Master, what is it?" Her clear, melodious voice echoed like a yellow oriole singing from a valley.

"There's nothing; just that there's a good spirit land about five thousand miles southwest."

"A good spirit land?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded. "The scenery is beautiful, and the quality of the spirit veins is also quite good. If we use it as our temporary place of seclusion, it would be an excellent choice."

"Oh?"

Zheng Xuan's face showed a hint of interest but then frowned after some thought: "As Master said, this land has both scenic beauty and high-quality spirit veins, so it must already have been claimed by a sect or family."

"So what?" Lin Xuan's expression was dismissive. "In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest; whoever is capable can take possession. Although these spirit veins are good, they don't cover much area and cannot support large sects with numerous disciples. A few minor sects surely won't be a challenge for me."

Lin Xuan's words seemed somewhat unreasonable but were quite normal in the cultivation world.

Moreover, given his strength, he did not consider any other sect or family except those with Senior Immortal Stage monsters.

"Still..."

Zheng Xuan showed a hesitant expression. She was still kind-hearted and dared not contradict her master, sighing softly. She understood the principle of survival of the fittest in the cultivation world but had a naturally weak disposition.

Lin Xuan then raised his right hand, sending out an inner refinement method from his fingertips. The Spirit Boat changed direction and headed towards that spirit land.

"Hey!"

However, halfway through the journey, Lin Xuan suddenly stood up, showing surprise on his face.

"Master, what is it?"

Zheng Xuan was taken aback; she rarely saw him react so abruptly.

"This really is unusual. I wanted to seize this spirit land, but someone else had the same idea and got there first," Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he explained the situation. It seemed too strong for words.

Zheng Xuan also whistled softly in amazement, unsure how to respond.

The Spirit Boat was a common item Lin Xuan bought from East Sea Market; its speed could not compare to his own. Nevertheless, covering a few thousand miles did not take much time. After about an incense stick's worth of time, the two arrived at their destination.

Sure enough, it was a beautiful place with picturesque scenery. Green mountains and clear waters, lakes and bamboo forests complemented each other beautifully.

Several mountains were covered in dense vegetation, with rugged rocks that seemed crafted by divine hands, leaving one in awe.

Wildflowers bloomed everywhere, vibrant and fragrant, their scent mingling with the spirit energy from the veins, making one feel refreshed and invigorated.

Establishing a cave here would indeed be an excellent choice. Zheng Xuan's eyes scanned the surroundings, showing great satisfaction; her master had truly good taste.

However, the tranquility was shattered by the explosive sounds coming from the sky. Lin Xuan looked up to see five cultivators surrounding a long-eared green-eyed beast in a fierce battle.

The combatants were all at the Separation stage—three mid-stage and two early-stage—while the beast, despite its single appearance, was actually a late-stage Separation creature.

Despite being outnumbered by five, it did not fall behind. On the contrary, it launched continuous attacks, forcing the five human cultivators to struggle to defend themselves.

Although there were only six combatants, at least a thousand more cultivators watched the battle. Unfortunately, their cultivation levels were too low; they could neither condense essence nor build bodies of immortals, so they could only watch helplessly.

Lin Xuan had cast an invisibility spell on the Spirit Boat, so no one noticed another unexpected guest approaching.
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Faced with five opponents, it wasn't easy to win. However, in the cultivation world, numbers didn’t always guarantee victory. The妖族had innate talents that far surpassed those of human cultivators. While they relied on brute force at lower stages, once they entered the transformation phase, their intelligence and strength would skyrocket. It was like a sudden leap forward.

Thus, this monster with long ears and green eyes, despite being outnumbered five to one, wasn’t losing ground. After all, he was a late-stage Separation Realm cultivator from the妖族, far beyond what several initial and middle-stage human cultivators could match.

Fortunately, those few were from the same family, coordinating well together. This significantly bolstered their combined strength; otherwise, they would have been defeated long ago.

But even with this advantage, things were still perilous. The situation was dire enough to be described as fraught with danger.

Seeing that resistance was futile, the leading woman in a courtly dress sighed. "Stop, friend. Don’t force us any further. We will leave and give you the Bamboo Sea Snow Mountain."

The voice of this woman was icy cold, her face dark like it was about to rain.

"Senior Elder, how can we do that?" The black-robed elder beside her exclaimed in shock. They had settled here after much hardship and now enjoyed a peaceful life. How could they just give up such a place?

"Yes, Auntie, isn’t this too hasty?" A woman dressed in light yellow and holding a divine sword spoke from the left.

"Silence," the courtly woman turned her head, her eyes narrowing with a threatening look. "Do you know how important it is to consider the bigger picture as Senior Elder? The first priority is for our family to survive."

The pressure was immense on this woman alone, but the monster with long ears and green eyes chuckled. "Lady Ye, if you had agreed from the start, I wouldn’t have troubled you at all. Even given you three days to leave peacefully. But now..."

"How so?" The courtly woman’s eye twitched.

"Of course, we’ve changed our minds."

"Why? Isn’t your goal to take over the Bamboo Sea Snow Mountain? If we agree and move everyone out of here, why would you still insist?"

The courtly woman was taken aback. Her face turned ugly as she roared loudly.

"Indeed," the monster with long ears and green eyes spoke directly. "All I need are your five elders’元婴s. The young ones aren’t my concern; they will be spared."

"What?!"

Gasps echoed among the cultivators, who thought they had heard wrong. They had never seen such blatant bullying.

"Then what do you want?" The courtly woman’s cold voice rang out.

In the cultivation world, people often had to lower their heads when faced with overwhelming power. But these five elders couldn’t afford to be so weak. Their juniors were barely worth mentioning as cannon fodder. So they could only endure this unreasonable demand.

But enduring was like carrying a knife on one’s back—it was hard. That was why cultivators and妖族strived to strengthen themselves—to truly control their own fate.

"Nothing, just hand over your five elders’元婴s for me to consume," the monster with long ears and green eyes laughed. "The young ones aren’t interested; I will spare them."

"What?!"

Shouts of shock filled the air as the cultivators couldn’t believe what they were hearing. This guy was asking too much.

But if they knew his character, it wouldn’t be surprising. He had a reputation in the Frost County妖族as someone who bullied the weak and feared the strong. Once he faced higher-ranking cultivators, he would submit, but when dealing with weaker ones, he was ruthless, squeezing every possible benefit.

Such a personality made him unpopular among the妖族, forcing him to seek refuge among humans. He had found this place by chance, just like Lin Xuan.

Unlike Lin Xuan’s impulsive decision, this monster had carefully planned his move for months. Initially, he only wanted to take control of the land, showing some courtesy, hoping Ye Family would leave.

But Ye Family was unwilling, leading to the fight. This confrontation revealed their weaknesses and strengths.

The monster was pleasantly surprised to realize he had underestimated his opponents. Even with combined efforts, the five elders weren’t a match for him. He could easily kill them at minimal cost.

With such a greedy nature, he wouldn’t let Ye Family go so easily. Cultivators’元婴were a great boon to the妖族.

His eyes scanned the faces of the five elders, revealing his greed.

But how could they agree? "To ask for our元婴s is too much," Lady Ye said, her voice filled with indignation. "We have no grudges..."

"Do you think I care about grievances or enmities?" The monster with long ears and green eyes sneered. "I only want to know if you will agree. If not, I can easily eliminate all five of you, and the entire Ye Family."

"Are you threatening me?"

"Threatening? What then?" He laughed. "If you cooperate, only five of you will die. Hand over your元婴s, and I won’t harm your juniors. Either the whole family perishes or just these five sacrifice themselves. Which do you choose?"

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh at this man’s audacity. He had seen shameless cultivators before, but such blatant greed was unheard of.

However, he admitted that the monster was cunning. By offering two choices, he forced Ye Family’s elders into a dilemma.

Cultivators valued their families, and threatening them with the entire family’s fate would surely make them hesitate.

The courtly woman’s expression changed from anger to indecision.

After a long moment, she said, "Fine, I agree."

"What?!"

The other four elders were shocked. Even Ye Family’s disciples were stunned.

"Senior Elder, don’t do this," one of the elders pleaded.

"Grandmother, how can we trust such a deceitful person?" another added.

"Silence."

The courtly woman roared, her authority clear. The disciples’ faces showed their sorrow, but they obeyed.

"Haha, your choice is wise. Sacrificing a few will ensure our family’s survival—a very profitable deal," the monster with long ears and green eyes laughed. "Quick, hand over your元婴s, and I’ll let your juniors leave."

"Wait!"

Approaching two steps, she reached for her元婴. The disciples wept uncontrollably, but suddenly, something unexpected happened. Instead of her元婴 emerging from her丹田, two yellow beams shot out from the back of her head, striking the monster with surprising speed.

"Attack!"

The courtly woman’s voice echoed as the other four elders moved in unison, their attacks precise and well-timed. It seemed they had anticipated this turn of events.

If it were another妖族, they might have been defeated. But this one was cunning and alert. With a wave of his sleeve, he conjured a shield that blocked the beams before darting to the side.
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The carefully laid ambush ended in failure. The Fifth Elder of the Ye Family's face turned pale, but he was unwilling to surrender easily and instead became even more ferocious.

"Stupid fellows, I gave you a chance, yet you chose to make such foolish choices. Refusing to accept my hospitality and taking the punishment instead, since that is so, there is no need for the Ye Family to exist in this world anymore. I will send your entire clan to the netherworld," the妖族 with long ears and green eyes was both angry and alarmed. He had just narrowly avoided an attack from a beautiful woman, but he still felt a chill of fear.

Not only was this guy greedy and shameless, but he also bullied the weak and feared the strong. For those who offended him, he always took his revenge with no exceptions.

"Hmph, stop talking nonsense here," the woman in court attire said coldly. "Is it amusing to pretend? Do you think I am a three-year-old child? If we surrender now and hand over our essence cores willingly, my disciples of the Ye Family would die horrifically."

As they say, cutting grass without uprooting it will grow again. Given their deep-seated enmity, there was no way to spare the Ye Family's juniors; he wouldn't worry about future generations of the Ye Family rising as powerful individuals and seeking revenge after a thousand years?

This logic was clear.

So, the other side was clearly bluffing.

The Ye Family’s First Elder wasn’t foolish either. He had originally planned to wait for an opportunity to strike but found that the opponent's vigilance far exceeded his expectations. Although he set up a good trap, the result ultimately returned empty-handed.

With no room for retreat, both sides were now openly at war—either you or me would die today. Only one of the Ye Family and this cunning妖族 could leave alive from here.

However, given the current situation, it was clearly disadvantageous to the Ye Family. Therefore, several powerful late-stage Essence Core cultivators from their family also revealed their treasures, joining the battle.

One more person meant an extra effort.

This idea wasn’t wrong in itself, but the gap between the Essence Core and Separation stages was too vast to be compared. Not every cultivator had Lin Xuan's ability to challenge across levels.

Facing the Ye Family’s attack, the妖族 showed no fear; instead, he sneered: "How dare these youngsters touch my whiskers?"

Before his words were even finished, his figure split into three.

Then, those three figures became nine and spread out in a row.

Not only did their movements match perfectly, but they also had identical appearances. They suddenly scattered towards all sides.

Each figure emitted妖气and spiritual pressure, making it difficult to distinguish the real from the fake in an instant.

The Ye Family cultivators were thrown into chaos, no longer coordinating with each other as they fought individually, using their treasures against the nearest妖族.

Eight of them vanished without a trace; this was merely a more advanced illusion meant to confuse. While it could distract the enemy, it lacked power and couldn’t be used for combat.

"Phew!"

Exhales filled the air, but soon after, cries of pain echoed.

Three beautiful blood flowers bloomed in the sky as three Essence Core cultivators from the Ye Family fell in a single instant.

"Master!"

"Auntie!"

"Brother!"

...

Cries of alarm rang out, coming from the lower-ranked cultivators watching. The relatives and disciples of those three cultivators were filled with grief and anger, rushing to retaliate but were held back by their fellow clan members. With even an Essence Core late-stage cultivator falling so easily, how could anyone else survive?

"Do not help them; retreat! We five will fight this old demon, while you all leave quickly," the woman in court attire was alarmed as she stopped her clan from rushing in. The ambush had failed, and continuing would only result in their entire family’s demise. Their only hope was for the five of them to hold back the old demon while everyone else escaped.

"But..."

"We won't leave."

...

The Ye Family cultivators were unwilling to abandon their elders and flee. The woman in court attire grew angry: "Stop wasting time! Do you really want your entire family to perish here?"

"Ha, it’s too late now; no one will be leaving this place alive today. I’ll send all of you to the netherworld."

The妖族 revealed a cruel expression and fiercely declared his intentions. He then broke free from the包围圈and launched himself towards the surrounding Ye Family cultivators.

Most were low-ranked disciples, mostly at the Foundation Establishment or Condensation Core stage; even if there were some Essence Core cultivators, what good could they do?

This guy was indeed cunning and despicable, bullying the weak without shame.

"What... What are you doing?"

The Fifth Elder of the Ye Family was alarmed but too late to stop him.

As he approached a young woman who seemed about ten years old, her delicate features and ethereal aura made her stand out despite not being an absolute beauty.

"By, this girl is..."

Recognizing that woman's face, Lin Xuan’s expression turned strange.

The妖族 with long ears and green eyes was no lover of beauty; he paid no attention to the ethereal aura. With a flick of his sleeves, countless claw-like rays shot out.

A piercing sound echoed as she barely managed to deploy her defensive treasure, but it seemed so thin against those glaring claws. Clearly, it wouldn’t be effective. She was about to meet her end.

However, at that moment, the nearby void ripples like water, and a streak of green light appeared, wrapping around the seemingly sharp claws. The fatal strike was effortlessly deflected.

The sudden change left everyone stunned, unable to react.

After several seconds, they finally realized what had happened, their expressions starkly different.

The Ye Family was relieved; that young woman was well-liked in the family. Meanwhile, the妖族 was alarmed and furious, with a hint of uncertainty. Could it be so unlucky for him to receive unexpected reinforcements at such a critical moment?

"High-ranking cultivator, why don’t you reveal yourself if you can break my technique?" Despite his doubts, he didn’t retreat; perhaps this was just another Separation stage cultivator hiding in the shadows.

If he retreated now, wouldn’t that be exactly what the other side wanted?
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"Want to see me? Don't you want to fight Lin Xuan again?"

The cold voice entered his ears, but it was very elusive and hard to pinpoint from which direction it came.

That妖族 with long ears and green eyes released its divine sense, but found no trace of收获. Its expression turned even more suspicious, yet it still didn't want to retreat. After all, the Ye family was already in its sights; how could it give up so easily?

This guy was very greedy, and considering that the enemy hiding in the shadows wasn’t willing to show itself, perhaps he was just nervous.

Though his concealment technique was extremely mysterious, it might not be due to his own strength. Perhaps he relied on some magical treasure, who knew?

This妖族 had a lot of experience; it was one of those who wouldn't let go until it got what it wanted. Seeing the fat chance in hand, he wouldn't easily give up.

"Is that so? If you really want to see me, then report to the Underworld and don’t regret it."

A sigh entered his ears as a green light flashed from about a hundred feet away on the left side. A spirit boat suddenly appeared, with a man and woman sitting at either end. They looked extremely young.

His gaze swept over the tall girl, and the妖族's eyes narrowed slightly.

A Separation Period cultivator!

This was troublesome; fortunately, it was only in its early stages. Even if she teamed up with Ye family cultivators, he could still manage to deal with her.

Hopefully, that man is just a show.

Lin Xuan never hesitated when he decided to act. His sleeves fluttered, and a green light shot out.

The妖族's expression turned pale. Though it appeared to be begging for mercy, it had been closely watching Lin Xuan’s every move all along.

Seeing him as a ruthless killer, the妖族 immediately swung its hands, conjuring a series of intricate mudras in front of it.

This妖族 was cowardly and greedy, so naturally, it had enemies. The reason he could live freely until now without being killed by his enemies wasn't because of his outstanding strength but due to several life-saving techniques, especially evasion skills.

Now, with the situation at a critical point, facing an old monster of the Separation Period, any misstep would result in his death.

How could this妖族 still hide? Just as he was about to use some secret technique that would drain his essence energy and try to escape, Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered again. A green light flashed, replaced by countless threads forming a net above him.

The妖族’s body was bathed in green light, but before it could even cast its secret technique, it was tightly bound.

Then those green threads flickered slightly and entered his body, sealing all of his妖力, rendering any secret techniques impossible to use.

Lin Xuan had no interest in killing a Separation Period cultivator.

"This guy, you can handle him."

"Thank you for saving our lives. If not for your help, the Ye family might have perished here. Great kindness doesn't need thanks. In the future, if there's anything you need from us, we will do anything to repay it," said the woman in a respectful tone.

Other disciples also bowed respectfully.

"..."

Lin Xuan wore a bitter smile. The world was unpredictable; he had come here with the intention of bullying weaker cultivators and claiming this spiritual land for himself. He wouldn't kill innocent cultivators but would certainly drive them away.

Who knew, however, that he ended up doing good instead, fighting against bullies and upholding justice. Now seeing the grateful expressions on the Ye family's disciples, Lin Xuan couldn’t bring himself to chase them away, even though his skin was thick.

With a bitter smile, Lin Xuan had no other expression left.

Seeing his master’s awkwardness, Zheng Xuan found this situation truly bizarre and couldn't help but chuckle secretly.

Lin Xuan didn't speak for a moment, making the scene somewhat stagnant. The Ye family disciples might not feel any discomfort, but as the head elder in a formal attire, she felt some unease.

However, on the surface, her expression remained unchanged; after all, this was a Separation Period cultivator who could wipe them out with a wave of his hand. How could she afford to be careless?

She lowered her gaze and bowed again respectfully: "On behalf of the Ye family, I thank you for your help. If there's anything else you need, I will do my best."

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression calm and composed. In just a short while, he had already thought through what to do.

With things developing this way, he couldn't drive them away anymore. However, that didn’t stop him from staying here for a while; the spiritual veins weren’t vast, but it wouldn’t put any pressure on him to stay.

"Thank you for your courtesy. As fellow humans, how could I watch as you are bullied by妖族? No need for repayment. I wish to establish a cave dwelling here due to its beautiful scenery and intend to stay for some time. Is that acceptable?" Lin Xuan's voice was calm.

The woman relaxed; establishing a cave dwelling wasn’t much of a request, and it would be greatly beneficial to the Ye family. With such a powerful expert stationed in Bamboo Snow Mountain, they wouldn't have to fear any small-time intruders with covetous intentions.

"Of course, we welcome you warmly," said the woman.

Lin Xuan bowed slightly. This result was satisfactory; though different from his original plan, it didn’t matter much.

Next, he asked the head elder to lead him to a suitable spiritual land.

"This isn't urgent," Lin Xuan shook his head and turned towards the beautiful girl about a hundred feet away.

Though she wasn’t breathtakingly beautiful, her ethereal aura was captivating.

Lin Xuan waved at her.

The girl’s face showed surprise: "Senior, are you calling me?"

Lin Xuan nodded.

Despite the affirmative answer, Ye Ying still seemed unsure. Then the head elder's voice echoed in his ears: "Ying'er, if senior has any instructions, why are you lingering? If not for senior's help just now, I would have already gone to the Underworld. Quickly come over and thank senior."

"Yes, Aunt," said the girl as she flew towards Lin Xuan.

The hundred-foot distance was covered in an instant. The girl bowed respectfully: "Ye Ying pays her respects to senior. Thank you for... earlier..."

"Just enough, no need for formalities," Lin Xuan waved his hand; such back-and-forth greetings were rather boring, and he didn’t like empty rituals much.

His gaze swept over the girl's face, making his expression even more peculiar.

The other Ye family elders beside him couldn't help but feel some unease. Could this senior be a lecher who had taken an interest in Ying'er?

If so, it wouldn’t be bad to make her his concubine; befriending such a high-level cultivator was crucial for the family’s interests.

"Looks like they’re really alike."

Just as they were pondering how to bring them together, Lin Xuan's voice entered their ears. It didn't sound like he was a lecher at all and turned his head: "Xuan'er, what do you think?"

"Grandmaster is right; if not for the different aura, I would have thought it was Sister Ping'er already in the Spirit Realm," said Zheng Xuan.

Though Lin Xuan’s words were vague, she knew who he was referring to. This girl named Ye Ying looked exactly like Fourth Pavilion Master of Buxuan Pavilion, down to every feature and expression; they could almost be twins.

But their auras were vastly different. Ye Ping'er had an innate allure, while the current Ye Ying was ethereal to the extreme, as if she came from the mountains.

One was a cultivator in the Spirit Realm, and the other came from妖灵 Island; how could they look so alike? Lin Xuan felt some doubt, but the Ye family cultivators were left speechless by their conversation. They didn't know what to say or do next.
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Lin Xuan sighed for a moment and waved his hand, dismissing the girl named Ye Ying.

The young woman was clearly puzzled. She didn't know who this senior had said she resembled, but since he hadn't mentioned it, she didn't dare to speculate. With a respectful bow, she left.

The palace-dressed beautiful woman also seemed somewhat taken aback. However, she was smart enough not to ask any more questions and instead invited Lin Xuan to choose a suitable spiritual land for his residence.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan selected a valley. The place was surrounded by clear waters and lush greenery, with hot springs cascading down the mountain. The scenery was breathtaking.

As for setting up his abode, of course, he didn't need to do it himself. Lin Xuan had saved Ye Family from a dire situation once, so naturally, there were dedicated disciples who would take care of everything.

"Senior, since the sun is about to set, your residence will be ready by tomorrow morning. How about we have you stay at the inn tonight?" The head elder of the Ye family had been accompanying him and was now showering him with flattery as a sign of respect for his mysterious prowess.

"That sounds good. Thank you very much," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Senior, there's no need to be so polite. I am also from the Ye family, my name is Hongxue."

"Ye Hongxue, that’s quite an interesting name."

"I flatter you. You must have guessed by now that our family and the Ye family on Jiale Island are of the same lineage, descendants of your ancestor."

"Hmm, but according to what I know, White Crane was a cultivator of demons, yet your family's cultivation techniques seem to be Daoist in nature," Lin Xuan said with a puzzled look. If not for the resemblance between Ye Ping'er and Ye Ying, he would never have connected them to White Crane.

"Alas, it’s not by choice."

Ye Hongxue sighed as she began to explain. Originally, after successfully passing through the heavenly tribulation and ascending to the Spirit Realm, White Crane had not fared well. His cultivation technique, White Crane True Interpretation, was not a formidable one; he never advanced beyond the Profound Dao stage in his lifetime. Eventually, disheartened, he married and started a family on the Spirit Realm.

His descendants abandoned their ancestor's techniques and instead practiced Daoist secrets.

"Ah, I see!" Lin Xuan finally understood the whole story and felt much better. After chatting with Ye Hongxue for a long time, she took her leave.

Lin Xuan was then led to his best bedroom by one of the servants. The night passed uneventfully.

The next morning, the head elder of the Ye family came again, surprising Lin Xuan as he brought along Ye Ying. Clearly, the Ye family was trying their hardest to win over this powerful cultivator.

The two women personally accompanied him to inspect his newly built residence.

In fact, from choosing the location to completion, it had only taken a single night. For ordinary people, such an enormous project would be impossible to complete in so short a time, but for cultivators, it was another matter entirely.

Entering the valley and walking a bit further, a new abode came into view.

Even though he guessed that Ye family would try to curry favor, Lin Xuan was still taken aback by its grandeur. The place was bright and spacious, far larger than an ordinary cultivator's residence.

The living room, training hall, medicinal garden, spirit beast room, and alchemy workshop were all present, with various furniture pieces available. Decorated in a golden and opulent style, the furniture made of precious woods and warm jade stones on the ground would be priceless in the mortal world.

Although it was cheaper for cultivators, Ye family had clearly put a lot of thought into this.

"Senior, please take a look. Because of time constraints, some parts are still unfinished. I hope you can bear with us," Ye Hongxue said nervously. She truly feared that Lin Xuan would be dissatisfied.

"Haha, the sect leader has spared no effort; it’s already good enough."

Lin Xuan smiled. He wasn't a fussy person and could live in a simple abode if necessary, but he wouldn’t turn down comfort if it was available.

After some pleasantries, the Ye family cultivators took their leave.

Then Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, sending out several array flags.

Transforming into a streak of light, Lin Xuan flew to the top of the valley. With a few hand gestures, he set up the array flags. Although they were neighbors, there should be no issues, but Lin Xuan’s cautious nature always meant he took extra precautions. Better safe than sorry.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan was satisfied and returned to his abode.

"Senior." Zheng Xuanyue greeted him with a bow.

"I have some matters to attend to here for the next few years. Here are some medicinal pills; you can practice on your own."

Lin Xuan scanned the young woman with his eyes, waving his hand in front of him and sending out three white lights that transformed into differently shaped jade bottles, which flew towards her.

"Thank you, senior."

Zheng Xuanyue was overjoyed. She quickly bowed to Lin Xuan again before opening the bottle cap. Her expression became even more incredulous as she realized what he had given her—indeed, it was something extraordinary. No wonder she was so surprised.

After expressing gratitude, Zheng Xuanyue left respectfully. The abode was spacious enough for two cultivators and could easily accommodate a few more people.

Watching the young woman disappear, Lin Xuan strolled into the training hall. (To be continued)
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Last night's rest was quite good, and Lin Xuan felt his spirit and energy were at their peak. Thus, he didn't need to practice breath control meditation; instead, he could do what he wanted.

This time, the trip was originally intended for using Purple Heart Earth Fire to earn some sect contributions. However, all the unexpected encounters turned out to be beyond his expectations. He nearly perished several times but survived each time, and as a result, he gained many benefits and treasures.

Previously, Lin Xuan had been busy traveling, so now that he finally had some free time, he planned to establish a cave dwelling for two purposes: one was to avoid danger, the other was to handle his newfound benefits and treasures.

Many things aren't immediately beneficial just because you obtain them; they need to be digested before becoming truly yours.

However, Lin Xuan's first task seemed somewhat peculiar:

Instead of enhancing his strength, he intended to seal a portion of his power.

Lin Xuan wasn’t being foolish; this decision was the result of careful consideration.

During his time on Heavenly Wukong Mountain, he almost perished in the Primordial Energy Tribulation due to Firecloud Venerable's deception. However, two mysterious treasures saved him from that peril: Blue Star Sea and the Five Dragon Seat!

Lin Xuan couldn't help but marvel at his good fortune.

Regardless, this tribulation was finally over. Following it, Lin Xuan began reaping benefits. A large influx of primordial energy unexpectedly propelled him to late-stage Profound Void Realm.

This was a rare encounter indeed.

However, for Lin Xuan, it wasn’t entirely positive; in fact, it brought both advantages and hidden dangers.

Because of his unique situation, the infusion of primordial energy didn't advance his main core婴 but instead promoted his demon nucleus from early-stage Profound Void Realm to late-stage directly.

Frankly speaking, this was still a good thing.

Lin Xuan's advancement wasn’t about changing all three cores; his realm would align with the strongest one. From that perspective, Lin Xuan had indeed advanced to late-stage.

However, sometimes theory and reality differ.

Previously, his main core婴 was always far superior to the others, so he never felt any discomfort. But now, it was reversed: the demon nucleus became the primary focus, while the two cores were merely auxiliary.

This created a problem.

Lin Xuan felt uncomfortable or rather, extremely awkward about this situation. If left unaddressed, it could become a hidden concern.

Against ordinary enemies, it wouldn’t matter much, but if he encountered those dangerous situations again, it might turn into his Achilles' heel.

Given Lin Xuan's nature, how could he ignore such an issue?

Solving the problem wasn't difficult; there were several approaches for him to consider:

Firstly, he could enhance his main core婴's realm. This would restore the primary and secondary roles, making it the most secure option.

However, practically speaking, this was the hardest to achieve. Although Lin Xuan had obtained a large number of waste pills that could increase his Profound Void Realm power, cultivation wasn’t without its challenges. In just three hundred years, he managed to advance from early-stage to mid-stage, which was already remarkable. Without any special opportunities, it would be extremely difficult for the main core婴 to advance further in a short time.

So, this most secure approach had to be abandoned.

The second option seemed simple: Lin Xuan could adjust his cultivation habits to adapt to the demon nucleus as the primary focus and the two cores as secondary ones.

However, such an adjustment would be extremely difficult given that he had lived for over a thousand years with the core婴 as the main focus. Moreover, even if it were possible, doing so would introduce significant risks.

Because the advancement of the demon nucleus relied on the infusion of primordial energy rather than diligent practice. Although both cores had advanced to late-stage, their foundations seemed unstable, much like trying to grow a plant too quickly. With the demon nucleus as primary, there was a risk that it might cause trouble at any moment.

Thus, Lin Xuan also discarded this option without hesitation.

That left only one path: sealing part of the demon nucleus's power.

In this way, while his realm would remain late-stage, his strength would be less profound compared to the two cores. This allowed him to continue using his first core婴 as primary and the second core and demon nucleus as secondary support.

Although it seemed like he was losing some power, this approach was the most secure and easiest to implement. Moreover, the impact was limited; once his main core婴 also advanced to late-stage, he could break the seal, allowing the demon nucleus to regain its full strength.

After much deliberation, Lin Xuan decided on this course of action.

Given that his strength far surpassed that of his peers, stability was the wisest choice.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room, his eyes closed, and his hands resting flat on his knees. The entire room was silent, so quiet it seemed like a needle could be heard falling.

Lin Xuan was practicing Inner Vision at this moment. In his dantian, the two cores were seated facing each other, while above them, the demon nucleus had grown significantly larger, rotating slowly with auras radiating from its surface, and faint symbols appeared intermittently.

Indeed, having advanced to late-stage, there were noticeable differences in form compared to before. The blue star sea was still beautiful, but it seemed even more so because of the benefits gained from the tribulation; nearly ten percent of the light points had turned silver, dazzlingly bright, with obvious advantages.

Now, Lin Xuan needed to seal a portion of the demon nucleus's power temporarily.

Suddenly, both cores opened their eyes and slowly stood up. Their movements were calm yet powerful as they began forming hand seals. At the same time, small lakes beneath them started to ripple without any wind. The lake water was vividly colored, representing extremely pure spiritual energy.

Wu!

As the two cores moved, the ripples in the lakes grew larger and louder. Boom! A black water column shot up into the air, though not reaching the heavens or earth, its momentum was terrifying:

"Go!"

Both cores simultaneously pointed at the water column, with about one-fifth of their hand seals resembling petals falling like rain, merging into the water column.

Then, a dragon's roar echoed. The surface of the water column emitted auras that transformed it into a giant dragon, fierce and powerful, with intense light in its eyes. A formidable aura surged out.

But this was just the beginning.

Next, thunderous sounds entered his ears as four differently colored water columns shot out from the lake: green for wood, red for fire, white for metal, yellow for earth, and black representing water. The five elements were now present here.
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The actions of the two元婴 became even more rapid. Their fingers flicked rapidly, and various magical seals shot out from within, each entering a different-colored water column. Dragon-like roars echoed as four more dragons emerged. They circled and danced in the air, along with the black dragon that had just appeared. Together, they fiercely attacked the妖丹 above.

Five Dragons Playing with a Pearl!

Wu! At that moment, the妖丹 seemed to sense danger too. Its surface emitted a burst of spiritual light, and more talisman inscriptions emerged, forming an intricate and colorful protective barrier before it.

Of course, this wasn't Lin Xuan's doing; it was the instinctive self-protection response triggered by the threat. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel amused and satisfied. The five dragons seized their opportunity and simultaneously dived into the妖丹.

Both processes were under Lin Xuan's control, making his timing impeccable.

As the five dragons approached the妖dan, an unbelievable scene unfolded. The spiritual light of the five dragons intensified as they shrank to a hundred times smaller or more. A "whoosh" sound filled the air as they all vanished into the妖丹. No trace remained on the surface, but a dragon-headed mark appeared, indicating that the妖丹 had somehow shrunk in size.

The oppressive aura diminished significantly, and the amount of spiritual energy it could mobilize was now equivalent to an intermediate-stage洞玄中期元婴. The sealing process went smoothly, allowing Lin Xuan to focus his main元婴 without worrying about any hidden dangers during combat or cultivation.

After exiting Inner Vision, he slowly opened his eyes, showing a satisfied expression. Despite having sealed part of the妖丹's spiritual energy, his strength had actually increased slightly. Before crossing the Yuan Qi Tribulation, his main元婴 was at an intermediate-stage洞玄中期, while the second元婴 and the妖丹 were both somewhat inferior—just in their initial stages.

Now, both his main元婴 and the妖dan were at the intermediate stage, with only the second元婴 remaining at its initial stage. This increase in strength wasn't a sudden leap, but it was still significant.

Moreover, the effect of the I Ching Washing Essence had further enhanced Lin Xuan's physical body. However, amidst his joy, he also felt puzzled and rubbed his forehead as he pondered deeply. After some time, Lin Xuan returned his consciousness to his dantian.

This time, instead of focusing on the元婴 or the妖丹, he turned his gaze towards the Star Sea.

At its center, a treasure floated quietly.

While it didn't look particularly extraordinary, it resembled an imperial seal from the secular world. However, one couldn't judge a book by its cover; this five-headed dragon seal was no ordinary item but Lin Xuan's most mysterious treasure. Though he wasn't sure what it was, even the Ice Soul Demon Ancestor coveted it, indicating its immense value.

Lin Xuan had once speculated that it might be an innate spirit treasure, though he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was. Regardless, he knew it was a significant secret for him and his blue Star Sea. The benefits of this treasure were obvious.

However, Lin Xuan also realized how low his strength was and didn't dare delve into the five-headed dragon seal's secrets just yet. After all, studying something without knowing its true nature could be dangerous. He held onto it cautiously, fearing that revealing it might attract powerful cultivators' attention and lead to retaliation.

Lin Xuan maintained a cautious attitude towards this treasure, deciding to keep it for now and use it when the opportunity arose. This approach was sound, but after using the Five Dragons Playing with a Pearl technique to seal the妖丹's spiritual energy, Lin Xuan felt that the Star Sea center's five-headed dragon seal had moved slightly.

Unfortunately, he could only observe this once before it fell into a state of slumber. At that moment, sealing was crucial, so he didn't have time to investigate further. Now that the sealing was successful and he had some free time, Lin Xuan couldn't detect any changes in the five-headed dragon seal. Could what he saw earlier just be an illusion?

Lin Xuan pondered this but shook his head, confident that he hadn't made a mistake. After several fruitless attempts, he decided to give up.

With his current cultivation level, even if he discovered something about the five-headed dragon seal, it wouldn't be useful. Why waste time on futile efforts? Resting for a moment, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a black pouch flew out from his waist. He examined this item with a thoughtful expression before pulling out an array of flags to set up in the training room.

Lin Xuan's actions were swift. Soon, a small array formed before him, transforming into a golden light curtain that covered several feet around. He then threw the black spiritual ghost bag into the light barrier and raised his right hand, casting a spell.

The bag opened, releasing grayish-white corpse energy, and a fierce roar echoed as a monster appeared in front of him—A Refined Corpse! However, this refined corpse was pale silver-colored, much larger than usual. Notably, it had a pair of silver wings on its back, resembling those of a bat.

Silver-Winged Corpse King!

Unlike the ordinary copper-plate corpses, this corpse king took over ten thousand years to cultivate and nurture by an ancient demon, requiring immense effort. Its strength was formidable; though not as powerful as the old demon, it could match a cultivator who had just entered the Shen State. Moreover, its body was almost immune to damage from artifacts due to its iron-like bones and copper skin. The force of its blows was beyond description.

With the ancient demon's demise, the Silver-Winged Corpse King naturally became Lin Xuan's possession. If he could subdue it for his own use, it would be an invaluable ally.

Lin Xuan daydreamed about this prospect but knew that it was merely a theoretical ideal. The Silver-Winged Corpse King had taken countless years to cultivate and couldn't possibly recognize him as its master so easily. However, the gap in cultivation between them made subduing this demon more challenging. Nevertheless, he decided to give it a try.

@.
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This demon was released from the Spirit Ghost Bag, and its eyes immediately glowed with a fierce light as it viciously lunged towards Lin Xuan.

"Devil畜生, you really have no sense of when to die!" Facing a spirit monster at the level of a Focused Spirit, Lin Xuan showed no fear. He raised his right hand, sending a technique from his fingertips out.

A golden protective shield on that layer rippled with tiny waves as hundreds of Sanskrit characters burst forth from it simultaneously. The chanting voices grew loud, instantly enveloping the Silver-winged Corpse Demon.

Lin Xuan did not stop there; he sat cross-legged and earnestly pondered this technique. He was not trying to learn it but rather looking for a way to subdue the Silver-winged Corpse Demon. Most of what had come before he skipped over.

At the end, he found the incantation he sought. It was a thousand-word secret technique that seemed unremarkable at first glance. However, each word was obscure and ancient, and it took Lin Xuan several days to read through it completely—merely reading it, not yet comprehending its full meaning.

This secret technique detailed how to refine the Silver-winged Corpse Demon. The conditions were harsh and difficult, but he did not go into those details. Just satisfying the conditions of refining a corpse was headache-inducing. It took the ancient demon countless efforts to find suitable materials for refinement.

The various heavenly treasures and earthly rarities required were numerous, no lighter than his own Nine Palaces Instant Array.

Lin Xuan found it hard just reading these methods; it truly tested the ancient demon's prowess in refining the Silver-winged Corpse Demon.

"Phew!" Lin Xuan sighed with relief. He did not find a method to subdue the corpse demon, and though he was unprepared for this outcome, his face still showed disappointment. Could such an excellent helper be left unutilized?

After all, Lin Xuan had personally experienced the power of a Focused Spirit cultivator. If he could have such a powerful corpse demon as an ally, it would be incredible.

However, no matter how much he desired it, there was nothing he could do. He dared not forcibly subdue the corpse demon; otherwise, if it went berserk and retaliated, the consequences would be unimaginable.

"Let this matter rest for now. I'll find a way later," Lin Xuan sighed. Though he felt disappointed, as an ordinary cultivator, he knew how to pick up and put down. He had many other matters to handle.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan pointed at the storage bag in front of him, which shook slightly, releasing a round object.

It was a bead-like thing, unremarkable on the surface but with a grotesque face carved into it, radiating a soft glow.

Lin Xuan held this item between his thumb and index finger, pressing it to his forehead as he delved into its essence with his divine sense.

A myriad of black light blazed, dazzlingly bright, but Lin Xuan was unaffected by it. Soon, the black light dispersed, revealing huge characters that entered his vision.

"Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse!" These ancient characters were familiar to Lin Xuan despite having seen them before. The title still stirred him deeply.

After all, this Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse represented something significant; even in the Spirit Realm, it was one of the top magical arts, with seventy-two transformations that could rival the Buddhist Six-Word Dharma Spell.

How many great demons desired but never obtained such a powerful spell now lay within his grasp.

Of course, what this bead contained was not complete; at best, it detailed only a few of the numerous transformations in the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse. But even these were remarkable enough for any cultivator to be content with. A Focused Spirit cultivator could never hope to wield such a complete spell.

It had to be one of the great demons or an old monster who had achieved Immortality.

After all, according to ancient lore, mastering the final few transformations required reaching the realm of Transcendence.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan remained calm. The bead contained three transformations:

The first was a summoning technique. Human world demon cultivators could invoke the essence of famous demons from higher realms when their magical arts reached a certain depth. But the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse was even more miraculous; it could open spatial rifts to bring ghostly creatures from the Yin Realm here.

With enough will, one could merge with the summoned ghosts, enhancing their strength. However, this came with significant drawbacks and hidden dangers, so most cultivators only used the summoned ghosts as support.

This transformation was known as exorcism magic.

The second transformation was a demonic form technique.

Demonic forms were similar to golden body Dharmic forms but fundamentally different. Lin Xuan's Lesser Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form could condense into an实体, incredibly powerful, like a second body for the cultivator. If broken, it would need to be reformed, though its inherent strength made breaking it difficult.

In contrast, demonic forms were versatile and had lesser power compared to golden body Dharmic forms but were easier to recover with some Essence Qi and Dharmic Power.

Both had their advantages, each having its own merits. However, for a true great cultivator, the golden body Dharmic form was preferred; using a demonic form would be like showing off in front of a master craftsman. But given Lin Xuan's current situation, learning this demonic form could serve as a complementary skill.

The third transformation was Mother and Son Yin Lightning.

Yin lightning spells were common in many magical arts, but the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse detailed a unique version with significant power.

"Good, good," Lin Xuan raised his head. "Though there are only three transformations for the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse, they are all practical."

After some thought, he decided not to miss any of them and would learn them one by one.

With this in mind, he repositioned the bead on his forehead, releasing his divine sense to study it meticulously.

He read through it briefly before now delving into each word and sentence. As they say, a small difference can lead to great errors; Lin Xuan did not want any mistakes when truly practicing.

Following the sequence, he started with exorcism magic first.

Lin Xuan pressed his forehead against the bead, and the practice room fell silent as if a needle could be heard falling.

Three hours later, Lin Xuan looked up, his face filled with admiration for the ancient cultivator who had created this secret technique. The method of commanding ghosts was too wondrous; it defied comprehension.

The cultivation world truly produced countless geniuses, and Lin Xuan felt a deep respect.

He began to practice.

Three months passed unnoticed.

One day, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning, leaving his cave and vanishing on the distant horizon. He did not leave without saying goodbye; he planned to find an uninhabited place to test his exorcism magic.

To summon ghostly creatures from the Yin Realm, practicing in this area would be too shocking, so Lin Xuan sought a desolate place where no one lived.

The Yu Kingdom was vast and sparsely populated. Finding such a place was easy.

Soon, he spotted a vast wilderness stretching for miles without any signs of life.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over it with satisfaction before he climbed to the top of a nearby mountain.

Here, undisturbed by others, he could test his new technique.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, and mystical hand seals appeared as he whispered obscure incantations…
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...

The wind howled fiercely. The originally clear sky suddenly turned gloomy without any warning.

Though it wasn't pitch black, the dark clouds still made people feel压抑.

Then, spatial ripples surged abruptly.

A hundred feet away, space twisted and a one-meter wide spatial rift appeared.

This was just the beginning!

Crack...

The sound of tearing echoed. The gap instantly expanded.

Soon, an evil ghost with a green face and sharp teeth appeared in Lin Xuan's sight. It radiated malevolence and its cultivation level was roughly at the Dao玄 stage.

"Good job, good job!"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he heard his voice. He had summoned such a fierce ghost on his first try; he was already satisfied.

After three months of hard work, it wasn't in vain. He had mastered this exorcism technique.

With the trial over, Lin Xuan didn’t waste any time. His body emitted a bluish light as he flew towards the Bamboo Mountain Snowfield.

Lin Xuan didn’t use his full speed but the speed was still astonishing. In just a few minutes, he turned around as if sensing something.

His eyes narrowed as he looked into the distance.

There was nothing unusual, which wasn't strange considering Lin Xuan's divine sense could cover much farther than his vision.

"Really coincidental. Why would that girl be pursued?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. Then, he clapped his hands and a layer of spiritual light appeared on his body before quickly fading away, making him seem almost invisible.

He then attached an invisibility talisman to his body, and his figure gradually blended into the void.

After doing all this, Lin Xuan hung in mid-air silently for what seemed like a few minutes.

Suddenly, a red glow enveloped everything. A pinkish-red lightning bolt streaked through the air, flying frantically towards him.

Behind it, two dark and white magical energies chased relentlessly.

Though the pinkish-red lightning was swift, it appeared somewhat dimmed. If its owner wasn't severely injured, it must have been due to excessive energy consumption. Despite this, it still flew so fast because of some secret technique that boosted its potential.

Lin Xuan thought as he saw the pinkish-red bolt and the two dark and white magical energies clash.

"贱婢, really don’t know when to die. Even now, you dare to escape. If you submit, you can avoid much suffering. Otherwise..."

A thunderous roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. A bird-like streak of black energy emerged from the dark magical energy and transformed into a ferocious black dragon, about eight or seven meters long, lunging at its opponent.

The pinkish-red lightning halted as it dimmed, revealing a graceful young woman with clear features—Ye Family’s girl who possessed ethereal qi.

She waved her hand, and a greenish-blue lightning bolt shot out. It exploded loudly, clashing with the black dragon.

Both were mid-Dao玄 cultivators, making it difficult to determine the outcome in a short time. However, there was another pursuer.

The gray-white magical energy dispersed, revealing a woman dressed provocatively, around twenty-five or six years old, with good looks.

However, Lin Xuan noticed strange patterns on her face, causing his pupils to contract slightly as he felt they were familiar.

Was it a魔纹?

Only the demons had such markings.

This woman wasn’t a human cultivator but an ancient demon?

Lin Xuan’s expression turned surprised. This was the Nixia Realm, where even old monsters with渡劫期 power were present. Could there be ancient demons daring to provoke them?

His gaze shifted to her companion—a scholar-like cultivator in his thirties.

Though he seemed unremarkable, Lin Xuan’s keen eyes detected a single-inch-long horn hidden in his hair.

Indeed, not a human cultivator, but it wasn’t an ancient demon either. Their emitted magical energy was clearly impure compared to true ancient demons.

This couldn’t be due to disguise; two mid-元婴 cultivators wouldn’t fool him.

Lin Xuan had confidence in this.

His eyes flashed with doubt, but he quickly deduced their identities.

Half-demons!

Or more simply put, descendants of humans and ancient demons.

The Three Realms War would start every few tens of thousands of years.

From the ancient times, the spiritual realm and the upper魔界 never ceased to clash. Sometimes, it was the spiritual realm that invaded the ancient demon realm, calling it a "spiritual tribulation." Other times, the ancient demons attacked the spiritual realm, known as the "Six Tribulations."

Regardless, both sides would kill each other mercilessly.

Countless cultivators were killed on both sides!

The scale of this war was unimaginable to those who hadn’t experienced it firsthand. However, sometimes, love stories between ancient demons and humans emerged.

One of the most famous was Tian Mo!

Tian Mo’s name alone sounded formidable. He was one of the nine true demon primordial ancestors, with power reaching the heavens. During the last war between the spiritual realm and the demon realm, he even fought against a Loose Immortal but managed to escape. Countless powerful cultivators fell at his hands...

Despite being such an intimidating figure, Tian Mo couldn’t resist love. When leading his army into the spiritual realm, he coincidentally met a beautiful woman from that realm and fell in love, unable to extricate himself. He betrayed his demon kin for her, joining the spiritual realm.

Without his inside help, the previous war might not have been won against those ancient demons, as their power was formidable. Even mid-元婴 cultivators like Tian Mo could fall in love with human cultivators during such wars, making half-demons common.

These half-demons, though their bloodline wasn’t pure, still had enhanced magical abilities.

Half-demons were only mentioned in ancient texts before, but this time, Lin Xuan had the chance to witness them firsthand. It was a worthwhile journey.

His thoughts raced, but he didn’t have time for such reflections. In just a short while, Ye Ying faced numerous dangers. His prediction was correct; she indeed sustained significant injuries, with blood still on her lips, and was now under two enemies' attacks.

Half-demons naturally outmatched ordinary cultivators of the same level, so their advantage was even more pronounced.
第两千一百七十六章 意外的自爆

Ye Ying was already struggling on both sides. If not for the opponent deliberately holding back to capture her alive, she would have been injured again.

However, even with this, she couldn't hold out much longer.

Lin Xuan sighed. He could just ignore it if he didn’t witness it firsthand, but since he did see it, there was no way he would stand idly by.

After all, he had some connection to the Ye family. This girl looked like a twin of Bīnghéng, how could he watch her be bullied by a half-demon?

Seeing that the sword light cast by the seductive woman no longer dodged Ye Ying, Lin Xuan acted. He didn't need any extra moves; he merely flicked his little finger, and a thin green beam shot out with a 'snap' as it collided with the seductive woman's demon sword.

An unbelievable scene unfolded. The demon sword that had been ferocious just now turned into tofu in front of Lin Xuan or rather, it shattered like a piece of green porcelain.

The three were left speechless, and the half-demon woman spat out blood. Even for someone with ancient demonic bloodline, losing their life essence treasure would not be pleasant.

"Little Sister Fú, what happened?"

The half-demon dressed as a scholar was equally shocked.

"S Brother, let's go quickly!"

Indeed, although this girl’s cultivation wasn’t impressive, her reaction was top-notch. She immediately realized something was wrong and that the opponent could easily destroy their life essence treasure. If they didn't retreat in time, they might lose their lives here.

The half-demon seemed to trust this woman greatly and didn't ask any more questions. They both emitted black light all over and started retreating towards the back.

That wasn’t a bad plan, but if two Immortal Foundation cultivators could escape before Lin Xuan’s eyes, he would really be buying himself a block of tofu to crash into.

"Want to leave? Too late."

Lin Xuan's calm voice entered their ears. Then, he stretched out his hand and pointed forward with one finger.

There was no burst of spiritual light or any dazzling seals appearing, but the two figures were instantly locked in place. The surrounding air seemed like a copper wall and iron barrier, making it impossible for them to move.

Spiritual Shackles!

This was an application of primordial energy, but the conditions were very strict; the gap between both parties had to be unmeasurable. Otherwise, it would easily fail.

Clearly, these two half-demons had heard about this technique, and their faces turned pale in a flash.

The opponent could use spiritual shackles to seal their actions, something even Separation-Union cultivators couldn't do. Could they really be so unlucky today as to encounter an ancient expert of the Cave Profound realm?

Both were shocked and scared, feeling depressed. Meanwhile, Ye Ying, who had been saved, showed a look of suspicion before her expression turned into one of joy. However, it was fleeting; she quickly regained her composure and curtsied gracefully towards Lin Xuan.

"Thank you for your great kindness, this is the second time you have saved me."

"It's nothing, it's nothing." Lin Xuan smiled: "It’s a small effort. I happened to pass by, so seeing you in danger, how could I just stand idly by?"

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan suddenly frowned.

"Something isn't right."

Then, his shoulder moved slightly, and he disappeared from his original spot. In the next moment, he appeared beside the young woman, stretched out his monkey-like arm, and hugged her waist. His body was then bathed in spiritual light as Nine Heaven Spirit Shield materialized.

Boom! The sound of explosion filled their ears, and a gale arose. Grayish-white demonic energy spread throughout the sky, extremely violent. Fortunately, this place was already desolate, so it only made the barren rocky wasteland more desolate.

After a cup of tea's time, the gale gradually dispersed, and a whirlwind appeared out of nowhere, quickly clearing the surrounding demonic energy.

A blue light screen appeared in their sight.

Inside the light screen, Lin Xuan still held the young woman’s slender figure. Of course, it wasn't for any improper purposes; if not for his intervention just now, she would have turned to ashes.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled and his expression was extremely strange. He had been in the cultivation world for over a thousand years, with extensive experience, but such experiences were rare.

Previously, lower cultivators who were subdued always begged for mercy because living forever through cultivation meant only one life. If given a chance to live, no one would seek death.

However, these two half-demons were extremely fierce; they didn't even beg and simply blew themselves up neatly.

Note that they did not sacrifice their bodies to create an opportunity for the Immortal Foundation to escape so as to reclaim it later. These guys blew both their physical body and Immortal Foundation together, treating death like a natural part of life. No, Lin Xuan shook his head; he didn't believe these guys were truly fearless of death. Could they be trying to protect some secret?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but there was no evidence left.

After all, both the male and female half-demons had already perished, leaving no one to testify.

Lin Xuan sighed but didn’t dwell on it much. After all, there were many secrets in the cultivation world; how could he possibly understand everything?

That would be impossible and unrealistic.

Sacrifice meant not only giving up benefits but also suppressing curiosity.

This way, more disasters could be avoided, a lesson Lin Xuan had long understood.

So, these thoughts merely passed through his mind, and he didn’t dwell on them further.

"Senior, please release me."

At this moment, a voice as thin as a mosquito’s wing entered their ears. Lin Xuan turned around to see the young woman's face no longer showing that serene indifference; her delicate face was filled with rosy cheeks.

Lin Xuan had been so engrossed in thinking about why these half-demons treated life so lightly that he forgot to release his grip on her waist, and it seemed tighter. Ye Ying’s pretty face pressed against his chest, though they didn’t touch skin-to-skin, she had never been this close to a man before, which was why she blushed furiously.

"Oh!" Lin Xuan noticed the awkwardness and released his hand. Ye Ying then moved away from him with a flash of movement but still couldn't lift her head due to embarrassment.

"Haha, Fairy Ye, I didn’t mean it; I just lost focus for a moment. Please forgive me," Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling embarrassed as he spoke.

His explanation only made Ye Ying even more bashful. It was impossible to act like nothing happened anymore. She silently blamed him, wondering if this senior was really stupid or pretending to be so in such an awkward situation? However, on the surface, she couldn’t truly complain; not only had Lin Xuan saved her multiple times, but today would see his second 9000-word update, seeking monthly votes!
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"Senior, you are too kind. Ying'er is not someone who does not know gratitude. If it were not for your timely intervention, I would have perished long ago, how could I dare to resent Senior?"

The woman said this with a smile on her face, but her heart was racing.

She knew very well what had happened. She had heard from her aunt about the connection between Lin Xuan and their family. The White Crane Sage was once one of the Five Great Experts in the Demon Spirit Island, renowned across the heavens. However, there were countless powerful beings in the spirit realm after his ascension to immortality. This family, which had branched out from his lineage, faced many challenges.

Over these years, they had endured much hardship to preserve their daoist tradition. Just recently, they nearly fell into the hands of the demon race, but fortunately, Senior Lin came to their aid.

Moreover, there was a connection between them.

The Ye family naturally wanted to be associated with this powerful figure.

Her aunt and several elders shared the same sentiment.

However, his cultivation was beyond measure. What could they rely on? Relying solely on the incense offerings from the mortal realm was clearly insufficient.

The Ye family also couldn't offer anything that would catch their eye.

Thus, her aunt had intended to marry her off as a concubine to this senior. In this way, the Ye family would have a powerful ally.

She had discussed this with Ye Yingyin, and she believed that the other party wouldn’t refuse given that it was just about being a concubine. After all, for a female cultivator to rely on a powerful man as a concubine in order to seek assistance was quite common. Many cultivation families specifically cultivated beautiful women to be sent to those old monsters, hoping to gain support.

After all, the path of immortality was arduous, and it was much more difficult for females than males by several times due to various reasons. Thus, such behavior wasn’t strange at all.

However, Ye Ying was different. She had a calm exterior but an inner strength. She didn't want to entertain others with her beauty, nor did she think it beneath her to rely on Senior Lin in order to advance her prospects. Nevertheless, growing up in the family, she knew well the dangers they faced. Although both of her parents passed away when she was young, her aunt treated her like a daughter.

How could she refuse such a request for the sake of the family?

---

She found it difficult to reconcile with this arrangement. While it was common for female cultivators to rely on powerful men as concubines in order to seek assistance, many cultivation families specifically cultivated beautiful women to be sent to those old monsters, hoping to gain support.

After all, the path of immortality was arduous, and it was much more difficult for females than males by several times due to various reasons. Thus, such behavior wasn’t strange at all.

However, Ye Ying was different. She had a calm exterior but an inner strength. She didn't want to entertain others with her beauty, nor did she think it beneath her to rely on Senior Lin in order to advance her prospects. Nevertheless, growing up in the family, she knew well the dangers they faced. Although both of her parents passed away when she was young, her aunt treated her like a daughter.

How could she refuse such a request for the sake of the family?

---

It conflicted with her own desires, making it difficult to reconcile. At this moment, Lin Xuan began his performance, and Ye Ying couldn't help but wonder if her aunt had already let something slip. This senior seemed completely unconcerned about her, even daring to touch her.

Forget about judging a gentleman by his actions; who would have thought that Lin Xuan still held onto her after the explosion?

He was indeed a gentleman, not paying attention to such things. But how could she think he was anything but lecherous? And Lin Xuan was intentionally stirring up trouble—now that you’ve taken advantage of me, can’t you just be silent?

Lin Xuan was a gentleman, not giving it much thought. However, the girl didn't see it that way; she thought he was lecherous and using this to tease her.

Ye Ying felt a bit disdainful, a bit angry, and a bit frustrated. But she couldn’t show any of these feelings towards her savior and senior. The frustration was immense.

Lin Xuan had no idea. He never imagined that his good intentions would be misconstrued as smooth-talking lechery.

The only description was injustice. This misunderstanding hadn't been resolved yet, so Lin Xuan felt Ye Ying's attitude toward him was a bit distant. While he respected her, there was still an unbridgeable gap between them.

Lin Xuan wasn’t stupid, but his emotional intelligence was lacking. Although he had grown out of his natural naivety, explaining girls' thoughts to him would be like asking him to challenge the Great Dragon True Man.

Women's hearts are as deep as the sea; how many men truly understand?

Even if they were cultivation partners, it wasn’t always clear why she was upset.

Moon was a rare girl who was both gentle and beautiful. Ye Ying felt that her attitude toward him was a bit distant, but he couldn't understand why—after all, just holding her didn’t seem like such a big deal.

Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who couldn’t take his eyes off women; why should he be the one to serve this young lady? His gaze swept over Ye Ying's delicate face, and his expression turned cold. "The danger has been resolved. There are no cultivators within a ten-thousand-mile radius. I have other matters to attend to. Goodbye."

He flicked his fingers slightly, sending a medicinal pill flying toward her. "This injury-stabilizing pill should help restore your energy. Take care of yourself."

---

Though he was somewhat displeased with her attitude, saving lives was Lin Xuan's principle. Besides, she and Bottle Girl looked like twins. With this in mind, he wouldn’t be too strict with her.

So before leaving, he left the medicinal pill behind.

As Lin Xuan watched his figure disappear, a complex expression crossed Ye Ying’s face. Although he seemed a bit rough, his cultivation was indeed profound, and he was very considerate. If her aunt insisted on marrying her as a concubine to him, should she agree or refuse?

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had no idea how much trouble he had caused the young lady. The trial was over, and he was flying back to his cave dwelling.

With nothing else to do during the journey, Lin Xuan recalled the ghost-expelling technique, filling in any gaps and considering ways to improve it.

Suddenly, his figure slowed down as he stopped. It wasn’t due to another incident; rather, a sudden flash of inspiration had struck him.

It was like there was something he could grasp, but it wasn’t entirely clear. What exactly was the inspiration that flashed through his mind?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he felt it was important, so he stopped his flight and rubbed his forehead as he pondered deeply.

"Come on, why can’t I remember?"

A mumbled voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan frowned, then relaxed his expression, scratching his head in apparent distress.

He continued like this for a long time, until the sun had set. When Lin Xuan finally stopped his flight, it was still bright outside. At that moment, the moon hung on a tree branch without him noticing.

Lin Xuan floated in mid-air, performing various strange actions, seemingly mad or possessed.

Time passed as he delved deeper into his thoughts: Third chapter of the night, more to come tonight. I will burst forth! Please vote for my monthly ticket!
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Snap,

In the still night sky, a crisp sound echoed. Lin Xuan clapped his hands together with force.

"Haha, I've got it! How could I have been thinking so long about such a simple problem? It's like a sudden enlightenment."

Lin Xuan’s delighted voice reached my ears; the excitement in his tone was palpable. Without further ado, he transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the Bamboo Forest Snow Mountain.

This time, he pushed himself to travel at maximum speed, more than doubling his previous pace as if he had something urgent to attend to.

Soon, the cave dwelling came into view. Lin Xuan did not disturb the Ye family’s patrolling cultivators and directly returned to the valley where he had established his cave dwelling.

Everything was as it was, with theprohibition still intact. Clearly, no one had visited during his absence.

A satisfied expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He didn't even bother resting before heading into the training room.

On his way out of the training room and into the main hall, a graceful young woman greeted him—Zheng Xuan.

"Salutations, Grandmaster!"

Seeing Lin Xuan, her expression brightened, though there was an odd hint in her demeanor. She bowed gracefully.

"Do not be so formal."

Lin Xuan's mood lifted as he waved his hand lightly. He swept his gaze over Zheng Xuan’s face; she had made significant progress over the months, even if she hadn't advanced to a higher cultivation stage. Her strength had clearly improved.

"Thank you for your gratitude," Lin Xuan nodded. "Indeed, without all the medicinal pills and treasures I gave you, your progress would not have been so swift."

"What about what happened during my seclusion?" he asked.

Zheng Xuan’s expression turned curious: "The Elder of the Ye family has been waiting outside the cave dwelling for a full month to see you. She hasn't left this valley at all."

Lin Xuan was surprised: "A whole month? Did she not leave?"

"No, that's not it," Zheng Xuan shook her head. "Lady Ye came to seek your audience a month ago, but you were in seclusion and said no one could disturb you. So, Lady Ye didn't come to the training room. But she seemed genuinely anxious, coming by every noon to check if you had emerged."

Zheng Xuan's words brought a thoughtful look to Lin Xuan’s face as he released his spiritual sense to feel the sky: "It is almost noon now. As expected, she has arrived."

Lin Xuan sounded surprised. He waved his sleeve, and the sound of the cave dwelling door opening echoed.

Opening the door for guests.

Surprised by her unwavering dedication over a month, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew out. Soon, two elegant figures came into view: an attractive middle-aged man named Ye Hongxue and his granddaughter, Ye Ying.

Lin Xuan frowned.

Both saw him. Ye Hongxue was both surprised and delighted, while Ye Ying’s expression turned complex before she blushed and followed her aunt as they flew over.

"Salutations to the senior."

The two women bowed gracefully.

"Do not be so formal," Lin Xuan said. "I heard from Zheng Xuan that Lady Ye comes here every day. Is there something you wish to discuss with me?"

"Yes, Senior, it's true that you have finally emerged from your seclusion," Ye Hongxue sighed in relief.

"Very well, Lady Ye need not worry. Please come inside and we can talk."

Zheng Xuan naturally agreed as Lin Xuan led the way into the reception hall where they took their seats. Zheng Xuan served tea, then stood behind Lin Xuan. She didn’t have a seat either, standing behind her aunt.
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Chapter 3295: The Great Void Marvelous Pill

The Great Void Marvelous Pill was a divine object, something even the immortal realm could not easily obtain. Although all the necessary ingredients were available in the spirit world, no one had ever heard of anyone successfully crafting it.

Legend said that only masters skilled in alchemy would be able to produce such a pill, even in the true immortal realm.

Clearly, the other party's request was an attempt to make things difficult for Lin Xuan. However, they did not violate their promise. After all, what had been agreed upon initially was the crafting of a medicinal pill that could help cultivators break through barriers during their tribulation period. And the Great Void Marvelous Pill served this purpose well.

Moreover, its effectiveness in breaking through barriers far surpassed other pills by a significant margin. Its value was almost comparable toprimordial spirit treasure (primordial spirit treasures).

Thus, while Lin Xuan's approach might have been clever, it did not violate their agreement. He had nothing to say about that.

"Lord," said Ouyang Qinxin with concern on her face.

Although she could not touch such high-end treasures due to her current strength, she guessed from the expression of the Immortal Lady Tianyin that Lin Xuan was likely ensnared by their trap.

Lin Xuan's face was indeed gloomy but he showed no signs of giving up: "Who said I would violate my promise? If I haven't done it yet, how can I know for sure that I won't be able to do so? The quiet room is ready, and the Immortal Lady promised me waste pills."

"Oh?"

Seeing Lin Xuan still refusing to admit defeat, Immortal Lady Tianyin's expression turned puzzled. But she did not dwell on this.

At this point, she was already in a strong position. Her tough talk would be of no use; at most, it would take another month or so for the outcome to become clear. By then, Lin Xuan would have nothing left to say. The True Monarch Demon Tyrant and Fairy Hundred Flowers could not provide any further assistance either. Could this young man still escape from Immortal Lady Tianyin's clutches?

Two primordial spirit treasures were already in her possession.

And a mere month or so of effort was no big deal for cultivators at their level—like the snap of a finger, it would pass by quickly.

With these thoughts, Immortal Lady Tianyin's expression remained calm and composed: "Friend, rest assured. The quiet room is ready. You can focus on crafting your treasures without any interruptions."

As for the waste pills? Just wait a moment...

Immortal Lady Tianyin waved her sleeve, sending out a beam of light that was a transmission talisman.

Not long after, a disciple brought over a red gourd.

"Lord Lin," said Immortal Lady Tianyin as she handed it to him. "These are the waste pills you requested."

"Good. I will start alchemy immediately. Please take care of my companions during this time."

"I will treat them with respect and as honored guests. The entire sect will show no disrespect to them," Immortal Lady Tianyin said generously.

With that, the matter was settled for now.

Immortal Lady Tianyin led everyone to the quiet room where alchemy would take place.

The group transformed into colorful streaks of light, vanishing into the towering mountains and peaks.

These were top-tier cultivators in the spirit world. Their speed was swift; they arrived quickly.

"This is..."

A black mountain appeared before their eyes. The entire mountain peak was made of hard rock without any plants, and the temperature around it had risen significantly.

"The best geothermal fire in this region will provide ample resources for alchemy or crafting," Immortal Lady Tianyin's voice said. "I have already arranged a spacious and excellent quiet room for you."

Before her words were finished, light shone brightly ahead.

The sect leader and several senior elders arrived here. The disciples in charge naturally did not dare to slack off; they all rushed over.

"Salutations, Sect Leader," the disciples said.

"Salutations, Senior Elders."

At the forefront was a middle-aged man with a square face and large ears. His appearance was unremarkable, but he gave an impression of being steady.

"Auntie Feng, everything is ready?"

"Yes, Lord, we have prepared the best alchemy cave for you to settle in," the middle-aged man reported.

"Good!"

Immortal Lady Tianyin's expression showed satisfaction: "Lord Lin, you heard that. We have already arranged a quiet room for you. If there are any needs, feel free to speak up; I will do my best to provide assistance."

"Thank you, friend."

"Very well. Then I will wait here and wish you success," Immortal Lady Tianyin said with a light laugh.

Her expression was filled with smugness.

"Lord!"

Lin Xuan turned his head to see Ouyang Qinxin's concerned face.

"Do not worry; I have it under control. You can stay in the Immortal Palace for now."

Lin Xuan smiled, giving her a reassuring look before he flew into the stone house with a green glow. His voice echoed faintly: "Do not approach without my permission."

"Yes!"

The middle-aged man bowed and retreated.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan looked around, inspecting the alchemy room.

This was more of an alchemy cave than a simple stone house. It was spacious and bright, with ample space for alchemy. The geothermal fire was exceptionally good for refining medicinal pills, achieving twice the result with half the effort.

Lin Xuan's face showed great satisfaction.

He then waved his sleeve, sending out several colorful array flags that disappeared into the mountain wall with a loud crack.

Still unsatisfied, he took out another talisman from his pocket. This was not just any spirit talisman; it was an artifact left behind by the true immortal.

With a gesture of his hand, a flash of light appeared, revealing countless golden characters that also vanished into the surrounding rock walls.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, his expression filled with satisfaction.

This way, unless a true immortal descended to this world, he would not need to worry about their discovery of his secret using the blue star sea for refining medicinal pills.

Lin Xuan did not immediately start alchemy. Instead, he sat cross-legged and planned to rest before making any decisions. (To be continued.)
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"Madam, what brings you to me? Please speak."

Lin Xuan took a sip of tea and spoke in a leisurely tone. He was indeed in good spirits after the success of his Inner Refinement Method ritual.

The intentions of the two women were somewhat curious. They seemed to have come for some trouble that had made Ye Hongxue so anxious as to seek him out immediately.

The middle-aged man hesitated, looking unsure of where to start.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle. "Is there something troubling you, Madam? No need to rush, speak your mind."

"Thank you for your kindness,"

She stood up and bowed gracefully: "Then I shall follow your lead. The matter is as follows..."

Ye Hongxue's respectful voice echoed in his ears, but Lin Xuan was left speechless. Someone had offered a young beauty to him with such humility, fearing rejection.

The idea seemed absurd on the surface, but considering he was an advanced cultivator and held some status in the Dragon Realm, it wasn't entirely out of the question for lesser families like Ye's to be intimidated by his power.

"Master Lin, this is unnecessary. I am not a man who seeks such things,"

Lin Xuan tried to soften his words, but Ye Ying's face paled at his refusal. She had given up her dignity and agreed to follow him out of familial duty, only for him to reject her so easily.

Even though she was no match for Lin Xuan in strength, low-level cultivators still had pride. Her feelings were now crushed by rejection.

She remained bowed, trembling slightly. Behind them, Zheng Xuan's eyes showed pity but she couldn't say anything, knowing the relationship between Master and Lin Xuan.

"Master, do you find my appearance unattractive?"

The middle-aged man was taken aback at his blunt refusal. He stammered: "That is not it."

Lin Xuan sighed. "It’s not about your beauty or ugliness. I simply cannot marry someone out of affection."

Ye Hongxue persisted in trying to convince him, knowing she had no choice but to approach this way due to the recent troubles facing her family.

They needed Lin Xuan's help, but his connection with Ye Ping'er was too weak to warrant such a risk. Her family didn't have any valuable treasures either, so they resorted to this desperate measure.

Ye Ying wasn’t a beauty, but her ethereal presence could still stir the hearts of men. The plan seemed good until Lin Xuan outright rejected it without consideration.

This greatly surprised Ye Hongxue. She was at a loss on what to do now that their family's future hung in the balance.

She had brought Ye Ying for this very reason, but seeing her fainted from frustration and humiliation, Lin Xuan felt some guilt.

Though he disliked Ye Ying, he couldn't help feeling pity for such a beautiful girl reduced to this state.

"Madam, there is no need to worry."

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a green mist flew out, entering the young woman's head. It contained his pure energy, and she immediately regained consciousness.

Her eyes were open but still weak.

"Ying, are you alright?"

Ye Hongxue felt guilty, but her duty as the family elder was to consider the greater good of the clan. She couldn't hesitate even for her own daughter when necessary.

She should have come alone first to gauge Lin Xuan's intentions before bringing Ye Ying along. This awkward scene could have been avoided if she had done so.

But now that it had happened, there was nothing she could do but console herself with pity and love as she helped Ye Ying sit down.

Lin Xuan approached, taking her hand gently, not out of lewdness, but to check her pulse due to her weakness.

Ye Ying blushed, biting her lip, but didn't resist. Despite her anger, she still hoped Lin Xuan would take her to save the family's crisis.
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Lin Xuan grasped the young lady's delicate hand and injected a thread of power into her meridians from his pulse.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan originally intended to check on Ye Ying’s condition. After all, he had just knocked her out with his own hands, so there was some guilt in his heart.

He didn't intend to marry this girl, but if she were to have any issues, treating her would be a way to show his gratitude.

All people love beauty, and although Lin Xuan wasn't interested in marrying the young lady, he still had some sympathy for her.

This wasn't contradictory or unusual.

However, as soon as he injected the power, Lin Xuan suddenly stood up abruptly, his expression filled with disbelief.

He was truly astonished!

"Senior Ancestor,"

"Senior Lin, what's wrong?"

Beside him, Zheng Wan and Ye Hongxue were also startled by this sudden turn of events and couldn't help but ask.

But Lin Xuan ignored the two ladies and sat down again. He lowered his head and examined the young lady in front of him as if he had never seen her before, with a look of surprise on his face.

Under such blatant scrutiny, Ye Ying's rosy cheeks reappeared on her ears and neck. But over time, she began to feel some confusion deep within herself. Lin Xuan wasn't doing this out of lust; otherwise, why go through the trouble? He could have simply agreed with his aunt and served in bed.

If he didn't want it, then he certainly wouldn't be after her beauty. So what was the purpose behind all this?

He couldn’t figure it out no matter how much he thought about it.

And the answer to this mystery had to come from Lin Xuan himself.

After a moment, he finally spoke: "Miss Ye, may I ask about the quality and attributes of your spirit root?"

Everyone present was taken aback. How did they suddenly jump back to discussing the qualities and attributes of the spirit root? This was too strange for Lin Xuan's performance.

Ye Ying was still dazed when her aunt’s voice came through. Although she was also puzzled, she couldn’t ignore Senior Lin’s question: "Senior, your niece has average talent. She is a wind attribute anomaly spirit root."

"Jia family..."

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan became even more certain of his suspicions and smiled. "A wind attribute anomaly spirit root? Your friend must have made a mistake,"

"Mistake?"

This time, the beautiful woman was shocked. Although their family might not be significant in the Dragon Vein World, they did have some cultivators at the Separation stage. How could it be possible to misidentify the attributes and qualities of a spirit root? Even an entry-level cultivator could handle such checks.

"Do you not believe what I say, Lady?" Lin Xuan’s calm voice reached her ears.

"No, just..."

Ye Hongxue didn’t know how to respond. Honestly, she did doubt Lin Xuan's words, but answering straightforwardly would be too disrespectful.

"Haha, it’s understandable why the adult might have made a mistake. Miss Ye, your spirit root attribute is indeed rare in this world. Even if you were an adult, I myself wouldn’t have recognized it as a wind attribute anomaly spirit root without seeing something similar before."

"According to Senior's words, isn't that so?"

"Certainly not," Lin Xuan smiled. "I wonder whether Miss Ye has deep blessings or I’m just lucky. Such a spirit root attribute was actually encountered by me. How about it, would you be willing to take me as your teacher?"

Lin Xuan’s words were shocking.

In such a short time, the situation had changed so dramatically that everyone stared in amazement. In the cave, three women were stunned.

This was too dramatic. Originally, Ye Family’s Elder brought Ye Ying here hoping she would become Lin Xuan's concubine.

But now, this beautiful woman, who was so desirable, didn’t care at all and directly rejected him. Turning around, he hoped to take her as a disciple. Wasn’t this too cliché?

"Senior, are you joking?" Ye Ying felt like her head was spinning.

"It’s not a joke. Do you think I’m that bored? Miss Ye, would you be willing to take me as your teacher? This is only once, so decide whether to accept or decline."

Ye Ying's gaze swept over Lin Xuan's face; his expression was indeed serious. The young lady stood up from her seat and directly kneeled before him, bowing repeatedly.

Clearly, this was a sign of respect.

"Good, good." Lin Xuan clapped his hands in delight. It would be great to have such an eager disciple again.

As for Ye Ying’s choice, it made perfect sense. She didn’t want to be a concubine to a high-ranking cultivator; she agreed with her aunt only out of family duty.

But Lin Xuan had rejected that.

However, while he was trampling on her dignity, he also expressed his willingness to take her as a disciple.

Compared to being unwillingly a concubine, becoming his disciple was something Ye Ying was willing to do gladly.

Lin Xuan was an Immortal Profound period cultivator; teaching this entry-level cultivator would be more than enough. And the benefits of having a master were obvious.

Moreover, as a concubine, she had no real status; being a disciple and teacher meant much closer relations. With such connections, her family could have a powerful ally.

Considering these factors, taking on a disciple was beneficial to both herself and her family. How could Ye Ying refuse?

Ye Hongxue’s face also showed joy. She knew what Ye Ying was thinking, this girl truly had deep blessings.

But why did Senior Lin suddenly think of taking on disciples? What was the connection with Ye Ying's spirit root attribute?

Before she could ponder further, Ye Ying asked the question for her: This young lady was equally curious and no longer harbored any resentment towards Lin Xuan.

"Ying, you don’t know. You are not a wind attribute anomaly spirit root; you are a Wind Spirit Body," Lin Xuan slowly said into her ears.

"What is that?"

The three women present had never heard of it before.

"Hmm, this is quite simple to understand. How did the wind spirit root come about? Shouldn’t we know."

"Of course, a wind attribute spirit root comes from an anomaly of a wood attribute spirit root. The probability is extremely low—about one in ten thousand,"

"Correct." Lin Xuan nodded. Such common knowledge wouldn't be wrong even if he asked any cultivator: "A Wind Spirit Body means undergoing another transformation on top of the wind attribute anomaly spirit root."

"A second transformation?" Ye Ying was truly astonished. An ordinary spirit root already had a probability of one in ten thousand, and now they were talking about doing it again based on that. The combined probability was negligible.

"Ying, you thought of this too. Even among a billion cultivators, there might not be one," Lin Xuan said with a serious expression.
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This was truly a coincidence, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but think of his other two disciples from the East Sea.

"Lightning Soul Frost!"

The spiritual nature of Sister Shangguan's Spirit Root seemed similar to Ye Ying's as well.

Such an extremely rare occurrence had actually happened three times in a row. Lin Xuan was both surprised and couldn’t help but marvel at his own luck, wondering if he might have gone slightly against the natural order.

"Master, what are the benefits of this Wind Spirit Body? Why has Ying'er felt nothing over these many years?" Ye Ying's voice sounded through his ears.

The middle-aged man beside her also looked puzzled. Although Ying'er had good资质, she was not much different from the other disciples with unusual Spirit Roots in terms of special qualities, so what was going on?

"I don't know the specifics, but Wind Spirit Bodies are indeed rare and have limitations. They can only be fully utilized under specific circumstances," Lin Xuan sighed.

"Oh, please explain further."

"Specifically, I'm not entirely sure, but perhaps this second-stage body is too extraordinary, defying natural laws. To fully benefit from it, one must cultivate a specialized technique," Lin Xuan muttered.

"A specialized technique? What does that mean?" Ye Ying's confusion grew as she listened.

"This requires us to go back to the ancient times. About half a million years ago, there was a period where this special body type appeared frequently. The probability was much higher than now. Many powerful ancient cultivators discovered its benefits and created special techniques to break these limitations. If one cultivates these techniques, they can fully tap into their potential..."

"Exactly as Master said, where can we find such ancient techniques?" Ye Ying's face showed a hint of excitement.

Even if this girl wasn't mature enough, Lin Xuan would have been just as excited in her position when faced with such good fortune.

"I don’t know."

Lin Xuan’s answer left the young lady disappointed. There was nothing he could do about it; many things in the cultivation world relied on fate and timing.

Without sufficient opportunities, all efforts would be in vain. As the saying went, "Success depends on oneself, but planning depends on heaven."

"Alright, Ying'er, you don't need to overthink this. When the time comes, a path will appear. I'll keep an eye out for ancient techniques," Lin Xuan said.

"Thank you, Master." Ye Ying bowed respectfully. She truly felt grateful.

Lin Xuan helped her up and turned his head towards the middle-aged man: "Lady Ye, please allow me to be frank. You must have come here for a reason. Now that Ying'er is my disciple, there's no need for you to beat around the bush. Please tell me what’s on your mind."

"Thank you, senior,"

Ye Hongxue's face showed gratitude: "Senior, I can never repay your great kindness. This young man will boldly ask then. The matter concerns the prosperity and decline of our Ye family..."

So she began to narrate her story. It indeed related to the fate of the Ye family, involving their finances and livelihood.

Back in the day, White Crane Immortal was one of the top five experts on Spirit Beast Island. However, after ascending, he became rather ordinary. With countless powerful figures in the Nael Dragon Realm, what did a mere Separation Stage cultivator matter?

The family that inherited his wealth was merely fourth-rate at best.

Fortunately, although Ye Family was weak, they had weathered many storms over the years and managed to survive.

However, this time, they faced a huge problem.

It was well-known that in the cultivation world, whether it be sects or families, they needed support from various resources like pills, crystals, and materials to sustain their existence.

In other words, cultivation required significant resources. The Ye family's smaller cultivators had different consumption levels, but the family annually provided them with a certain amount of offerings.

For major sects and families, they naturally had their own sources, such as mining crystal veins or treating certain areas rich in spirit herbs as their own. Even if that wasn't possible, their disciples could hunt妖 beasts for materials, which were excellent resources for cultivation.

These three paths were the best ways for famous sects to make money.

However, for a weak force like the White Crane Ye family, it didn’t suit them. They needed sufficient strength to control crystal veins or spirit herb-rich areas; otherwise, they would only bring disasters upon themselves.

As for hunting妖 beasts, the Ye family's disciples had been doing so, but their strength was too weak. For safety reasons, they couldn't provoke high-grade妖 tribes. Most of the hunted creatures were below the Transformed Phase, and thus, the materials obtained weren’t very valuable.

If income depended solely on this, the Ye family would surely be in the red. Fortunately, it merely supplemented their livelihood; their true source of wealth came from a shop in the capital city of Yu State.

There, they operated a store called Hundred Treasures Hall.

Although its name sounded impressive, it mainly dealt with miscellaneous goods and catered to low- and mid-stage cultivators.

It wasn’t an outstanding business by any means, but after a million years of careful management, Hundred Treasures Hall had ample supplies, fair prices, and excellent reputation among lower-stage cultivators.

Describing it as bringing in gold every day was not far from the truth. The Ye family's wealth mainly depended on this.

However, misfortune came unexpectedly. Perhaps due to its success, many cultivators coveted Hundred Treasures Hall.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise: "Is there a sect or family that dares to openly snatch it away?"

"It's not about snatching," Ye Hongxue sighed: "But a month ago, the Mu Family from Guocang Mountain approached and said they wanted to buy the shop."

"Bought?" Lin Xuan’s expression changed. He waited for her to continue.

"Master, their offer was just an excuse," Ye Ying's voice sounded indignant. "Hundred Treasures Hall is like a golden goose that lays eggs for our family. It can't be sold. Moreover, the Mu Family showed no诚意; they offered too little, less than what Hundred Treasures Hall earns in a year. This is no different from snatching!"

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded: "This does seem unfair. No wonder Lady has been coming to me for help."

"This disciple has no choice but to seek your assistance. The Mu Family's ultimatum is about to expire,"

"Oh, how strong is that family?" Lin Xuan was interested.
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"From the perspective of the entire Dragon Dome Realm, it's nothing remarkable. But compared to Ye Family, it's not even on the same level," said Ye Hongxue with a sigh.

"Could you elaborate further, Madam?"

"Certainly. Mu Clan’s main hall is located west of Bamboo Forest Snow Mountain, about ten million li away. The family has a large number of cultivators, totaling eight thousand and more. Apart from low-rank disciples, there are five cultivators above the Profound Abyss stage. And the Grand Elder is an advanced-stage Profound Abyss cultivator..."

At this point, the middle-aged woman's expression became somewhat uneasy. Logically, such a powerful force would not be something Lin Xuan would want to provoke. But with no other options left for the Ye Family, they had no choice but to seek help.

"Seeking help in desperate times is what it comes down to."

She raised her head and discreetly observed Lin Xuan's expression, fearing that he might reject their offer, leaving the Ye Family in a very awkward situation. Without the support of the Hundred Treasures Hall’s crystal stones, the continuation of the family would be a significant issue.

Fortunately, there was no sign of fear on Lin Xuan's face, which brought relief to Ye Hongxue. She quickly explained her plan.

"Late junior understands that this matter is extremely difficult. The Mu Clan cannot be easily dealt with, and we need your assistance."

"Haha, the Mu Clan is just a small fry in my master’s eyes. It will be like curing a chicken or dog of its illness... no, it should be capturing them," said Zheng Xuan with a smile.

Her words reassured Ye Hongxue as she had seen her master's power firsthand during their journey. Though not fully clear to the young girl, the Mu Clan was clearly insignificant compared to her master’s abilities.

That night, Lin Xuan returned from his mission.

The Mu Clan’s main hall was ten million li away, a vast distance in human terms, but for Lin Xuan, it took only a short time to travel there and back. He did not go with the intention of negotiating or bargaining as Ye Hongxue suggested.

Lin Xuan simply went straight to their door and demonstrated his power before stating his intentions. The Mu Clan’s elders were shocked. Although Lin Xuan appeared at the Profound Abyss stage, his abilities far exceeded those of a cultivator of that rank. He was undoubtedly a late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator, just not revealing his identity.

The consensus among the five elders was clear: they had provoked an enemy they could not handle. In the realm of cultivation, might made right.

Thus, they humbly invited Lin Xuan to their main hall as if welcoming a revered ancestor. Lin Xuan reiterated his intentions, and only then did they realize that they had offended a late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator with ties to the Ye Family.

The Mu Clan’s five elders apologized profusely, vowing never to covet the Hundred Treasures Hall again. To appease Lin Xuan, they offered compensation for any losses he incurred.

Though the family was small, it could not offer much in return. However, Lin Xuan accepted their gifts without hesitation, as he had no use for them himself but could pass them on to the Ye Family.

This was the power of his abilities. The problem that had plagued Ye Hongxue for a whole month now had a satisfactory resolution.

When Lin Xuan returned to Bamboo Forest Snow Mountain and recounted the events, Ye Hongxue found it hard to believe her ears. But she could not deny the benefits they received from Lin Xuan’s intervention.

"Thank you so much, thank you. Your kindness is beyond our gratitude," said Ye Hongxue, feeling that her words were inadequate.

The Ye Family had no valuable treasures to offer, only their gratitude and respect. Feeling a bit guilty, she suggested, "How about we place your name on the family’s longevity altar?"

"Haha, my friend, you are too polite. There is no need for such formality."

Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively. "By the way, I have something to give to the head of the family."

"What is it?"

Ye Hongxue was surprised.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and several storage bags flew out. "Madam, please check them first."

"Of course," said Ye Hongxue gratefully, following Lin Xuan's instructions without hesitation as she took one of the storage bags in her hands and delved into it with her spiritual sense.

"What...?" Ye Hongxue was stunned. She looked up, her face filled with surprise. "What is your intention?"

It was indeed strange that after solving their problem, Lin Xuan should give them so many valuable items instead of expecting something in return.

"Haha, those who are good are often deceived, and horses are ridden by people. I am not easily fooled. The Mu Clan must pay for their actions," said Lin Xuan calmly.

"Ah, now I understand." Ye Hongxue finally grasped the situation but still hesitated to accept the storage bags. She respectfully presented them to Lin Xuan with both hands. "If it weren't for your help, our family would not have even survived. Let alone these treasures. We are grateful and know that this is yours."

"Madam, there's no need to be so polite. I have already offered these items, so please accept them. To be honest, with my strength, the contents of these storage bags are insignificant. I don't need them myself, so there's no reason to refuse."

"But..."

Despite Lin Xuan’s clear explanation, Ye Hongxue still felt uneasy about accepting such gifts. After several refusals, she finally accepted them out of gratitude.

She was even more grateful for Lin Xuan. The materials and treasures were significant for the Ye Family but insignificant for Lin Xuan himself. They could be worth years of profits from the Hundred Treasures Hall.

With these resources, some young disciples in the family had a chance to enhance their cultivation.

After bidding farewell to the Ye Family, Lin Xuan left with their blessings.

"By the way, Headmaster, there's one more thing."

"What is it?"

"Let Ying'er come to my cave tomorrow," said Lin Xuan.

"Yes, I understand," replied Ye Hongxue.

Thus, Lin Xuan settled in Bamboo Forest Snow Mountain. Over a year of effort, he mastered the other two secret techniques from the Six-Word Ghostly Curse: Mother and Child Yin Lightning, which he had prepared for forty-nine days.

These Mother and Child Yin Lightnings were powerful but required extremely rare materials. With his vast wealth, Lin Xuan managed to craft them in that number.

The environment here was good, so Lin Xuan continued his cultivation.

Three years passed quickly. Apart from his own cultivation, Lin Xuan also guided Zheng Xuan and imparted the Wu Tianmystic technique to Ye Ying, similar to what he did for the Shangguan sisters. He began teaching her the Wu Tianmystic technique, which was beneficial as a foundation.

Five years had passed since leaving Cloud Concealment Sect. It was time for Lin Xuan to reforge histreasure of life, a top priority that could not be delayed. With this in mind, he bid farewell to the Ye Family.

The Ye Family cultivators were reluctant to part ways but understood the nature of life. They saw him off for hundreds of miles as he left alone, with both his disciple and Zheng Xuan staying behind at Bamboo Forest Snow Mountain.

In the midst of everyone's blessings, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a green glow before vanishing into the distance.

PS: Please vote for monthly tickets, thank you.
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Two months later, a verdant mountain range came into view.

The continuous peaks stretched endlessly like a giant snake winding its way across the landscape, extending who knew where. Although the Naelong Realm had abundant spirit veins, the spiritual energy here was clearly more potent than in most places. The main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect was located right here.

It was tranquil and peaceful as a dazzling light appeared on the horizon.

The direction indicated that it was heading straight towards Cloud Concealment Sect. Lin Xuan had returned to his sect, so he had no intention of concealing his presence.

Soon, the disciples patrolling the mountains spotted him.

Leading them was a man with a stern face and a rather capable demeanor. His gaze swept over Lin Xuan, and his expression changed immediately. Despite the hidden pressure emanating from the other party, their cultivation was formidable beyond measure, their realm unfathomable; it was absolutely not something he could provoke.

Although this was the main sect hall of his own sect, there was no need to be overly fearful. However, his face became extremely respectful: "May I ask your esteemed name? What business brings you here?"

Lin Xuan slowed his ethereal light and stopped the dazzling light as well. With a wave of his sleeve, a green jade plaque flew out.

The man with the stern face hesitated before taking it, looking down at it with a sudden change in expression. He bowed deeply: "Pupil Yan has never met the Senior Ancestor; I did not know that the Senior Ancestor would grace us with your presence, so I failed to greet you properly. Please forgive me."

"You are a disciple of Peak Tower?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded but said little more before his entire body emitted a brilliant light and flew off towards the distance.

"Uncle Senior, could it be that the person we just saw was also our sect's Senior Ancestor? I've never seen him before," a red-robed maiden asked curiously behind him.

"Girl, how long have you been in the sect? How many of our Senior Ancestors do you know? The esteemed senior before us is someone of great importance; he is the head of Golden Pillar Peak." The stern-faced man's murmured words entered her ears as his expression was filled with admiration.

"What! That person joined our sect just five years ago, defeating four peak experts single-handedly. He was personally recruited by the Supreme Elder and joined our sect," the maiden's face showed shock.

That battle had made Lin Xuan famous far and wide; many people even whispered that his strength surpassed that of the Peak Master of Sword Heaven Peak, making him the real top-tier expert in the sect.

Although it was just a private discussion among some disciples, this could clearly show how popular he was for single-handedly challenging four peak experts within the sect. The impact was profound.

The other disciples looked excited as they surrounded the stern-faced man and began discussing.

Lin Xuan shook his head; although he had already flown far away, with such a strong divine sense, he naturally heard everything clearly. But Lin Xuan wasn't bothered by such trivial matters. Even among cultivators, sometimes one could be quite nosy, so there was no need to worry about it.

Soon, a towering and majestic mountain range came into view.

The height of the peak exceeded ten thousand feet; the mountain stretched towards the clouds.

The spiritual energy here became even more concentrated.

At the foot of the mountain stood a building made of green stone. Although not luxurious, it was extremely solid. Five years had passed, but the scenery remained unchanged; he had returned to Golden Pillar Peak.

Lin Xuan's ethereal light did not stop as he changed direction and flew towards the peak, occasionally passing by cultivators. However, Lin Xuan's speed of flight was so fast that they couldn't see him clearly. Otherwise, they would have prostrated themselves in reverence.

These formalities didn't bother Lin Xuan; on the contrary, he disliked such troubles, which is why he flew so quickly.

Golden Pillar Peak was over ten thousand feet high. As he approached the middle of the mountain, a sudden explosion sound reached his ears. Lin Xuan frowned and slowed his ethereal light, stopping abruptly.

His gaze swept downwards, seeing a dazzling display of spiritual energy accompanied by continuous explosions.

Lin Xuan's experience was vast; from the waves of spiritual energy that came, he could sense how intense the battle was. Clearly, it wasn't just fellow sect members sparring; could there be an external enemy here?

No, Lin Xuan shook his head. This was Cloud Concealment Sect’s main hall; if someone really wanted to provoke a tiger, wouldn’t other areas be in turmoil as well?

Lin Xuan's thoughts quickly turned to the only possibility.

It wasn't an external enemy; it could only be disciples from one of the other peaks coming to challenge him.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He had been part of Cloud Concealment Sect for over a thousand years, though most of his time was spent in seclusion. How could he not know about the sect’s situation?

Golden Pillars, divine artifacts, arrays, spirit beasts, and Sword Heaven Peak were all standing tall. Originally, each peak's master was a top-tier cultivator; usually, there would be more than ten or twenty at any given time.

Now, the other four peaks were indeed flourishing, but Golden Pillar Peak was in a dire situation, with no top-tier cultivators to uphold its facade. Of course, this referred to before he joined and took up his post as head of Golden Pillar Peak.

A weakened lineage naturally faced exclusion; until Lin Xuan joined, the situation gradually improved.

But now...

"Hmph, have those little clowns come out to show off after I left for five years?"

Lin Xuan's expression was icy. He was very protective. Although he had joined Golden Pillar Peak mainly for spiritual cultivation, how could he allow others to bully his disciples?

Lin Xuan wasn't so easygoing; he wouldn’t let anyone have the satisfaction of putting him in a difficult position.

"Ah!"

Suddenly, a startled cry reached his ears. It sounded familiar, and Lin Xuan's expression changed as he shook his shoulder and vanished from sight, landing below.

Two groups of opposing cultivators came into view. Although their attire varied, they could be distinguished by the insignia on their collars and sleeves.

The group on the left were Golden Pillar Peak disciples. These people had lower cultivation levels; at this moment, two young men were supporting a man in his twenties or thirties who was tall and robust, dressed in layman's attire. He was the highest-ranking disciple of Golden Pillar Peak, an advanced-stage baby spirit.

Lin Xuan knew his name: Chang Hu. It was he along with Jing Xu and Ye Ru who had rescued him back to Cloud Concealment Sect years ago.

From this angle, they could be considered benefactors. Over these years, Lin Xuan had taken good care of them, which is why his cultivation had progressed so rapidly.

However, at this moment, Chang Hu's face was pale, and there was a streak of bright red blood on the corner of his mouth; clearly, he had suffered severe injuries.

"Brother Mou, what happened? How are your injuries? Are you alright?"

Beside him, a young woman in her twenties looked anxious. Her features were delicate, though not an absolute beauty, but her large, black eyes sparkled with gratitude as she asked, "How can I repay the deep friendship of all our fellow cultivators? Today is my thirtieth birthday; at thirty, one should have hope for their wishes to come true. Today's votes have already surpassed records; could you help me reach two hundred?"

She would continue asking for more votes, hoping that her requests would be fulfilled.
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"Still... it's better."

Chang Hu took a deep breath, trying to suppress his injuries. However, a layer of black qi appeared on his face instead, and he spat out a mouthful of blood, his complexion turning even paler.

"Sifu Shi, what do you mean by this? Not only are you bullying the weak, but you also used such harsh methods."

Su Ru turned her head, anger clearly visible on her face. "Do you still consider us fellow disciples if you act like this?"

Lin Xuan appeared beside Su Ru with a flash of his figure.

"Grandmaster, it's like this," Su Ru said, her lips slightly parted as she began to narrate the story. Her clear voice filled the air, but Lin Xuan was furious upon hearing it.

The other disciples from Jindan Peak were equally delighted when they saw Lin Xuan. In their loneliness and helplessness, Grandmaster's sudden arrival brought them great joy. Even Chang Hu, who had been supporting Su Ru, dropped his hand and knelt before Lin Xuan with the rest of the disciples.

"Enough, no need for such formalities."

"What happened?"

Lin Xuan moved to stand beside Su Ru.

"Grandmaster, it was like this," Su Ru said, starting her tale. Her voice was clear as she recounted what had transpired.

Lin Xuan's expression turned furious upon hearing the story. The other disciples from Tianjian Peak lowered their heads in submission when Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them.

"Greetings, Grandmaster."

They reluctantly performed a bow towards him.

"Good, good. You dare to bully my Jindan Peak at its doorstep. How do you think this should be resolved today?"

Today was our fault, disciple Chang is willing to compensate for the losses," the yellow-robed elder said, his eyes rolling as he tried to soften his stance.

After all, Tianjian Sword Sage's strength was formidable; he held the title of the first Duanxuan cultivator in Yunyin Sect and had a high chance of advancing to the Spirit Formation stage. With such a powerful patron, there were few who dared to offend him within the sect.

"Is that so? Didn't your sifu teach you how to speak to elders?" Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed, repeating his earlier rebuke to Su Ru verbatim: "Kneel down."

"What?"

Stone Yu was taken aback and showed signs of anger. He had never been humiliated like this before.

"Will you not kneel?"

"If I don't kneel, what then?"

Lin Xuan did not say more but a powerful wave of qi descended from the heavens. The sound of bodies hitting the ground filled their ears as the disciples from Tianjian Peak fell to their knees. Stone Yu was even worse; he landed with his face in the mud, looking utterly miserable.

"Reckless, my grandmaster is none other than Sword Sage Tianjian," Stone Yu said, both angry and fearful. Such a scion could only rely on his patronage.

"But what if the Sages of the Highest Rank come?" Lin Xuan was not intimidated by threats. He flicked his sleeves and a green light shot out, transforming into a large green hand.

Crack! crack!

Stone Yu's ears were slapped with force as Lin Xuan delivered two powerful slaps to him.

Such a minor disciple could be killed without dirtying one's hands, but he would suffer the consequences of his actions. He had to pay for his transgressions here.

The sound continued until Stone Yu's face was swollen and half his teeth were gone. After a cup of tea's time, the hand dissipated, leaving Stone Yu's once handsome face looking more like a pig's head.

Lin Xuan had been lenient; not because of Tianjian Sword Sage's strength but to avoid deepening the enmity with fellow disciples. Such an outcome would make it difficult for the Sages of the Highest Rank to save face.

Duanxuan cultivators were nothing to Lin Xuan, but a Spirit Formation cultivator still held some fear.

Stone Yu was spared death but not his life; as for the yellow-robed elder beside him, he faced even greater punishment. He had dared to harm someone on Lin Xuan's territory...

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves again and another green light shot out, forming a hand that landed on the elder's chest.

Puff!

A mouthful of blood spewed from the elder's mouth as he tried to dodge but found himself trapped in an unyielding barrier. He could only endure the blow.

With Lin Xuan's strength, dealing with a Duanxuan cultivator was a mere matter of a snap of his fingers.

"You injured Chang Hu; now you will receive one from me. This should settle things."

Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in their ears. Only he knew the true situation. The elder would not die but had suffered damage to his meridians, which would cause recurring injuries for centuries to come.

Postscript: With 160 votes, excluding those during the double points period and monthly tickets within Hundred Refinements Day, this was the highest number of monthly tickets received in a single day. The Raindrops were impressive; could they continue their efforts and break two hundred?

With forty more votes, it seemed likely. Today marked Huanyu's thirtieth birthday, and she was very happy and grateful to everyone for their support.

Lin Xuan requested more monthly tickets to push past the two-hundred mark.
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Lin Xuan's formidable skills left everyone, including Shi Yu and Su Ru Changhu, in awe. It was known that the Cloud Concealment Sect had five major peaks standing tall, but the Heaven Sword Peak had always been a standout.

Its strength consistently overshadowed the other four peaks, even among the senior elders like the man surnamed Long who also came from the Heaven Sword Peak. This made the peak's status even more exalted.

Though the senior elders generally didn't interfere with sect affairs, this small token of gratitude couldn't be ignored by the other disciples.

Moreover, since the Heaven Sword Peak was home to countless experts, its disciples had always been used to bullying others within the sect.

Shi Yu’s identity was particularly significant. He was the only descendant of the Heavenly璇 Sword Venerable in the secular world, and even the elders treated him with respect.

In contrast, the Gold Core Peak was now the weakest among the five major peaks, its strength incomparable to that of the Heaven Sword Peak. It was a completely different level.

Was Lin Xuan's action perhaps excessive? Perhaps it could bring disaster or trouble to their peak.

Though these thoughts raced through his mind, Ye Ru Changhu naturally didn't dare to advise him. Although Lin Xuan had always been kind to them, respect for seniority couldn’t be forgotten just because of that.

Besides, while he was somewhat concerned, seeing Shi Yu and his companions in such a miserable state made him feel even more satisfied.

Several of the Gold Core Peak disciples wore excited expressions on their faces.

"Master Lin is truly formidable."

"Vengeful justice, a true man should act like this."

Shi Yu, however, was thoroughly enraged. His cheeks were swollen, and half his teeth had fallen out; he could barely speak due to the pain, though his eyes burned with hatred.

Lin Xuan saw it all clearly but didn't care. A mere pampered youth at late-stage Core Formation, Lin Xuan wouldn’t pay him any mind.

He was just angry, what did he fear in return? The other party had no right.

Of course, the others would surely spread rumors to the Heavenly璇 Sword Venerable after returning home.

But... the Heavenly璇 Sword Venerable might be extremely wary of other Core Formation experts, but Lin Xuan wasn’t. "You can go now."

Lin Xuan’s calm voice carried no hint of anger, yet the Heaven Sword Peak disciples were filled with fear and left without a word.

"Thank you, Master Lin."

The Gold Core Peak disciples thanked him earnestly as they bowed to Lin Xuan.

"How are your injuries?" Lin Xuan scanned Changhu's face.

"Thank you for your concern. I’m fine; just some loss of Essence Qi."

Lin Xuan nodded. "But the other party was quite ruthless, so this injury will take time to heal. Take this stabilizing core pill. After meditating for a few days, it should be fine."

Before his words finished, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a crimson pill flew out.

Changhu hurriedly caught it. "Thank you, Master Lin."

After giving them some more instructions, Lin Xuan left.

...

There were no further obstructions as he quickly arrived at the top of the Spirit Clear Mist Sea.

The scenery remained unchanged. The white mist was extremely dense, and faint sounds of wind and thunder could be heard within. This禁制 was indeed extraordinary.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a talisman appeared in his palm. A few flicks later, a pillar of spiritual light shot out as wide as an arm.

A loud crack echoed, the mist surged, revealing a channel about ten feet wide.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in green light, and he flew into it without hesitation.

Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

After tidying up, roughly half an hour later, a transmission talisman flew in. Several Separation Period experts from the Gold Core Peak had come to pay their respects.

However, they didn’t dare enter the Spirit Clear Mist Sea; instead, they asked Lin Xuan to leave.

Lin Xuan sighed. Although he was merely a nominal peak master and rarely dealt with affairs, it was necessary to make some show of it after such a long absence. So, he closed his cave dwelling again and flew out as a streak of green light.

...

When the sun began to set, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling. He had taken care of everything that needed attention. The mundane matters would be handled by subordinates; Lin Xuan wouldn’t waste time on them.

Regarding the Purple Heart Fire, he had already sent someone to inquire about its eruption date, which was slightly delayed from the original estimate—about three months away.

Though this wasn’t long, it wasn’t short either. If he were to close himself off and meditate, there wouldn’t be much progress in such a short time. Fortunately, Lin Xuan had other matters to attend to.

In Tianfeng City, he had obtained many treasures, but due to the urgency of time, he hadn’t even opened the last box yet.

During his stay at the Bamboo Forest Mountain Range, he had been busy practicing the Six Words Evil Ghost Spell and hadn’t had a chance to count the treasures. He didn’t know what was in that final box.

Now with some free time, it was high time to sort things out.

In fact, Lin Xuan had more than just this task at hand. The purple-rosette corpse worm still needed to be claimed, and he hadn’t studied the nine-headed eighteen-armed puppet obtained in Yuanwu City.

However, compared to these tasks that would require a lot of time and effort, sorting out the treasures was easier. Priorities were important.

Lin Xuan’s sleeve flicked, and green light flashed, revealing an ancient-looking box no longer than a foot. It was made from an unknown precious wood, clearly crafted by skilled artisans.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a green beam shot out, entering his ear with a thud. The lid of the box had opened.

Before him lay an old book.

It looked like something that had been around for many years.

Lin Xuan had seen such ancient texts before in the treasure vault, placed on shelves among dozens of others. They were all top-tier treatises from transformed creatures, and this one was particularly precious, kept separately in the last box.

Lin Xuan wasn’t stupid; its value was evident.

It must be a more advanced martial arts manual.

Though such transformed creature’s skills weren’t useful for cultivators, since their purpose was to merge with beast cores, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but out of curiosity. So he opened it anyway.

True Understanding of the Hundred Birds!

Four powerful characters appeared before him, ancient and robust, exuding a sense of antiquity.

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed as he flipped through the pages quickly.

Time passed slowly until several hours later when Lin Xuan finally raised his head.

A thoughtful expression crossed his face.

He had underestimated the transformed creatures’ martial arts.

Though it was recorded in the art of combat, its complexity and depth were challenging even for him to comprehend. Moreover, this skill had a significant history; it belonged to a transformed creature that had advanced to the Transcendence Stage. No wonder it was so carefully stored in the treasure box.
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Lin Xuan closed the ancient text and rested his chin in his hand, a thoughtful expression on his face.

To be honest, this item truly left him somewhat astonished.

A妖化者渡劫期 cultivator—if not for personally witnessing the description in the True Scripture of a Hundred Birds, Lin Xuan would have found it hard to believe such a thing existed.

By now, he had been here long enough and had some understanding of the transformed creatures. At their core, they were mere mortals without spirit roots, though they had taken an alternative path to cultivation. Deep down in his heart, he always subconsciously believed that their achievements would be limited.

He had seen a few洞玄期 cultivators who had undergone transformation, and it was estimated that among them, only a few might advance to the 分神 stage at most.

Unexpectedly, there were still beings who had reached the渡劫期 realm.

After all, living for millions of years as a cultivator was commonplace. Although they hadn't truly embarked on the path of immortality, their longevity was astonishing.

As for strength, it was beyond imagination. They possessed almost godlike power, able to manipulate celestial laws. To them, Lin Xuan himself was just an ant.

Could transformed creatures also reach such heights?

That was too incredible.

However, according to the description in the True Scripture of a Hundred Birds, this didn't seem like mere boasting.

The value of this martial arts secret text was beyond measure.

Once it came into circulation, it would ignite a bloody struggle among the transformed creatures. For cultivators like him, though it might not be useful, it could still be considered a rare treasure.

At an appropriate time, exchanging for it could bring unexpected benefits.

Lin Xuan thought happily as his mind raced to store this precious item carefully. However, at that moment, a flash of spiritual light appeared in his mind, and Lin Xuan stopped his actions.

Wait, wasn't there some use for cultivators after all?

Lin Xuan re-opened the True Scripture of a Hundred Birds and began studying it meticulously until he finally raised his head the next day.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. His thoughts had shifted to another plan.

Indeed, cultivators with spirit roots couldn't fuse with demon cores; if they tried, the demonic energy would conflict with their own essence energy, leading to disastrous consequences.

Many predecessors had attempted this before but none succeeded.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't intend to try it himself. He was aware of his limitations and did not believe he could achieve what others couldn't.

But aside from fusing demon cores, the True Scripture of a Hundred Birds was still an unparalleled martial arts secret text.

Its complexity far exceeded that of ordinary martial arts, belonging to entirely different realms.

Practicing it could strengthen one's body!

Of course, Lin Xuan wanted more than just physical strength. His bodily strength had already rivaled that of his peers... no, he should say, surpassed many.

Over the years, he hadn't taken the elixirs of the qilin fruit in vain.

In other words, Lin Xuan could now fight with both offensive and defensive capabilities, using either magic artifacts or bare fists to strike.

However, martial arts techniques rarely contained such intricate moves. It was as if someone had immense strength but didn't know how to use it effectively when facing an opponent.

Lin Xuan had noticed this weakness before, but since such situations were rare, he hadn't paid much attention. But if there was a chance to improve, he wouldn't miss it.

The True Scripture of a Hundred Birds contained many such intricate moves. From that perspective, he might as well learn them.

Thus, over the following days, Lin Xuan began practicing. He skipped the essence energy part; for cultivators, that wasn't useful at all, and spirit energy could replace it more magically. As for how to fuse demon cores, he wouldn't even bother with that. What he learned were just the moves.

For martial arts, this was the simplest thing, progressing rapidly.

Time passed like water. Three months had already gone by in a blink.

A voice reached his ears as Lin Xuan's figure swiftly moved through the training room, leaving hundreds of residual images in the air. Each movement was different yet incredibly lifelike.

Combining martial arts with essence energy explained why his moves were so extraordinary. If the opponent wasn't familiar with spirit eye techniques like his, they would be disoriented by his sudden attacks.

In a high-level confrontation, even a moment's hesitation could give him an opening.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he realized that in just three months, he had managed to enhance his strength through alternative means. It was very encouraging.

"Whoosh," the sound of something flying entered his ears, and all the illusions vanished instantly. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged at the center of the stone chamber, with a thin layer of steam rising from his head—sweat evaporating.

After a moment, he suddenly looked up as if sensing something.

With a wave of his sleeves, a loud rumbling sound echoed as the door to the training room burst open.

A fiery light flew in and stopped three feet away from Lin Xuan, forming a fist-sized fireball. A respectful voice came from within: "Master Uncle, there are still three days before the Purple Heart Ground Fire erupts."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan stood up abruptly. He had already ordered his disciples to keep an eye on the Purple Heart Ground Fire before entering seclusion.

Sure enough, he received a definitive reply now.

"Three days until it erupts? It seems I should set out soon."

Exiting the training room, Lin Xuan changed into fresh clothes and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the Artifact Peak.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan arrived at the foot of the mountain. A grand palace appeared before his eyes. The building was not luxurious but exuded grandeur and antiquity. It was constructed from layers of earth and stone, with a rugged style that seemed to date back to ancient times.

The Fire Temple!

This was where the entrance to the Artifact Peak's underground fire lay. Lin Xuan didn't hide his strength as he walked in slowly.

Passing cultivators bowed respectfully. A洞玄期 cultivator held a high position within Cloud Concealment Sect.

Lin Xuan did not linger outside but directly headed towards the depths of the Fire Temple.

Inside, it was vast and empty, occasionally encountering other cultivators who seemed to be rushing about. The level of these cultivators here was quite formidable.

Lin Xuan didn't show any curiosity on his face; after all, this place was familiar ground for him now.

After a short while, Lin Xuan arrived at an empty stone house. At the end, there were several stone tables where some cultivators seemed to be busy with something.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over and directly walked past one that was unoccupied.

"Salutations, Grandmaster. What can your disciple do for you?" The cultivator behind the table had only reached the condensation stage and couldn't discern Lin Xuan's true strength but showed extreme respect, clearly a senior within their sect.
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"Let me use Purple Heart Earth Fire," Lin Xuan said in a calm voice.

"Purple Heart Earth Fire?" The cultivator was taken aback. His expression quickly turned more respectful. Requesting such high-quality earth fire would at least be from someone of the Profound玄 Void period, something completely out of reach for him.

"I understand, but Grandmaster likely knows that Purple Heart Earth Fire is very rare, occurring once every three hundred years. Only two rooms can absorb it, so with many monks and few bowls of porridge, our grandmasters queue up to use them. Therefore..."

"Is it a matter of comparing contributions to the sect?"

"Grandmaster already knew this, making things much easier. Follow this corridor until you reach a stone house at the end. There is someone in charge of reviewing everyone's contribution points," the young cultivator said respectfully, his voice tinged with fear as he secretly observed Lin Xuan's expression, afraid of provoking him.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and walked along the corridor according to the young cultivator's instructions.

There were禁制s preventing flight. After a few minutes, he finally reached the end where a stone door appeared. The surface of the door had a faint blue light barrier with flickering arcs of electricity. The power of this禁制was formidable.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face. Why set up a禁制here? His gaze swept over and found some inscribed characters on the door: Profound玄 Void Entry Allowed.

"Ah, I see."

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he extended his right hand, emitting a faint green light that touched the barrier with a crackling sound. Sure enough, it parted effortlessly.

Almost simultaneously, a creaking noise came from inside, and the stone door swung open. Lin Xuan entered swiftly.

Inside, Lin Xuan was taken aback by the grandeur of the hall. The red carpet and ancient, well-crafted furniture made the room look extremely luxurious.

The hall was about several dozen feet wide, with eight rows of wooden chairs occupied by dozens of cultivators of various appearances.

There were men and women, young and old, all with different faces, but each had formidable Profound玄 Void period strength.

It was only three days until the day when Purple Heart Earth Fire would erupt. Experts from all sects gathered here, and Lin Xuan noticed some cultivators whose attire clearly did not belong to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Lin Xuan felt a bit surprised but naturally didn't interfere. He found an empty wooden chair and sat down.

However, with so few people in the hall, any cultivator entering would attract significant attention. Lin Xuan was no exception.

As soon as he stepped inside, several dozen pairs of eyes scanned him.

Whispers filled his ears.

"Who is this kid? I haven't seen him before," said an old man with white hair, his staff adorned with a dragon head, drawing attention due to its quality.

Because the staff looked like a fine treasure, few cultivators would keep such valuable items in their storage pouches. Lin Xuan had heard of this old man; he was known as "Blackwood Venerable," an elder from the Artifact Peak.

"Haha, Brother Blackwood doesn't know, but this young brother is quite famous. Five years ago, Senior Dragon personally invited him to join our sect and became the head of a peak," said a deep voice beside him. The speaker was a balding old man with a horse face.

"What? This kid is the new Golden Core Peak Head?"

"Are you kidding? He looks too young! I heard he single-handedly fought four peak experts outside Spirit Clarity Mist Sea five years ago, even defeating Senior Luo from Sky Sword Peak?"

"Is that true? Senior Luo is the head of Thunderbolt Peak, and his cultivation technique is incredibly powerful. He advanced to Profound玄 Void late period hundreds of years ago. How could he lose to a mid-period cultivator?"

"You ask me, I don't know. They say Senior Song from our peak participated in this battle. You should go ask her."

"It's hard to say, but if his strength isn't extraordinary, Dragon Senior wouldn't have invited guests for centuries," Lin Xuan thought, amused by the various comments.

He chose not to react and focused on obtaining Purple Heart Earth Fire. A young woman nearby looked curiously at him, staring intently.

Lin Xuan frowned and turned around. She was about twenty years old, though her veil hid most of her face. From what he could see, she had a striking appearance; a Profound玄 Void first period cultivator.

"Brother Senior, greetings!"

Seeing Lin Xuan turn, the woman stood up and bowed politely. Lin Xuan scratched his head, thinking that it was better not to offend someone who showed such friendliness.

Though her veil was thin, it could block spiritual sense probing, so he didn't know what she looked like.

"Please forgive my poor eyesight; I dare not ask your esteemed surname," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"It's understandable. My name is Lin Jiaojiao. Three years ago, I advanced to Profound玄 Void by chance. I am from the Spirit Beast Peak," she replied sweetly.

Lin Xuan nodded, realizing that this woman had only recently reached Profound玄 Void and was naturally more polite.

Meeting someone who could converse was rare, so Lin Xuan wasn't going to be formal anymore. "Jiaojiao Sister, isn't this place for exchanging contribution points to decide who can use Purple Heart Earth Fire? It should only be open to our sect's disciples. Why are there other Profound玄 Void period cultivators from different sects here? Can they also participate in the competition?" Lin Xuan asked as he looked at the twenty or so cultivators on his left, all clearly not from Cloud Concealment Sect.

"Brother Senior didn't know this either?" Lin Jiaojiao's beautiful eyes were filled with surprise. She looked at Lin Xuan as if he was a fool.

"Haha, I rarely concern myself with sect affairs and joined recently. Please enlighten me," Lin Xuan said, his face turning slightly red.

"Ah, I see. You misunderstood Brother Senior. The situation is that those cultivators are not from Cloud Concealment Sect but have significant ties to our sect as elders of affiliated sects and families," Lin Jiaojiao said with a sweet smile.
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Lin Xuan nodded his head. He finally understood the entire situation. The Cloud Concealment Sect was one of the five major sects in Heavenly Frost County, and it could be considered a top-notch great sect within this region.

Such a sect wouldn't lack external forces that relied on it. For example, families established by disciples from the sect or other sects that followed its lead.

These cultivation forces were closely tied to the Cloud Concealment Sect—rise and fall together.

Though they weren't officially part of the sect's disciples, their close relationship made them seem like natural participants in such grand events.

"Thank you for clearing things up, junior sister."

Lin Xuan said with a bow to the young woman.

"You're too kind. However, what you just mentioned isn't entirely correct. The fellow disciples gathered here are indeed exchanging contributions for the sect's benefit, but it's not solely for the Purple Heart Earth Fire," Lin Yu娇 smiled.

"Oh, I didn't know this. Please explain in detail, junior sister."

Lin Xuan was surprised and quickly continued his inquiries.

"The Purple Heart Earth Fire is indeed valuable, but there are other treasures at stake here. The fellow disciples are gathering to test their skills against each other. Those who perform the best will be rewarded with a place in the sect," Lin Yu娇 explained softly.

To be honest, Lin Xuan's words were so quiet that they could barely be heard. However, all those present were Core Transcendence cultivators, and their spiritual senses were incredibly powerful. The difference between loud and soft was irrelevant to them. Everyone could hear every word clearly.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and sigh. If he hadn't seen the innocent look on Lin Yu娇's face, he might have suspected that she deliberately framed him.

The moment these words were spoken, the originally noisy hall instantly fell silent, as quiet as a needle dropping.

Then... Lin Xuan once again became the center of attention.

However, this time, it was more out of curiosity and a hint of schadenfreude. Lin Xuan had no familial bond with any of the cultivators present, and many harbored enmity towards him due to his young age and immense reputation.

Who wouldn't wish for him to fall on his face?

However, after the battle in Spirit Clearing Mist Sea, Lin Xuan's displayed strength was truly formidable. Although most Core Transcendence cultivators who hadn't witnessed it didn't believe it, they still harbored some fear, unwilling to provoke him.

This scene perfectly suited their desires; the young and arrogant Tianshen Sword Master would surely be humiliated this time.

Everyone looked forward to seeing Lin Xuan suffer. The Tianshen Sword Master turned his head as well.

Of course, he had heard of Lin Xuan's name. It wasn't just because of the dispute over being the top Core Transcendence cultivator; with such a refined temperament and cultivation, the Tianshen Sword Master wouldn't care about lowly rumors.

However, three months ago, Yu'er ran up to him crying.

It was clear that it was the纨绔子弟 Shi Yu who had been beaten by Lin Xuan. Unable to retaliate due to his lack of strength, he could only complain to others.

This boy, though not particularly strong in cultivation, was incredibly skilled with words, adding fuel to the fire.

He had boasted about his own arrogance and brutality on the Golden Core Peak, injuring Tang Hu first. In his version of events, Lin Xuan was portrayed as unreasonable and bullying the weak.

Shi Yu's intentions were malicious; he wished for Tianshen Sword Master to be enraged and destroy the Golden Core Peak, killing Lin Xuan in retribution for his humiliation.

However, things couldn't possibly go as easily as he imagined. Firstly, as a junior, Shi Yu knew well enough that Tianshen Sword Master wasn't an old fool who couldn't distinguish right from wrong.

Secondly, even if Lin Xuan belonged to another sect, he could still be dealt with by a sword.

The problem was that Lin Xuan did belong to the Cloud Concealment Sect. In other words, they were fellow disciples.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was the head of his own peak; while the Golden Core Peak had declined, their statuses and positions remained equal.

If he went to the Golden Core Peak with a sword, killing its head, it would be tantamount to betraying the sect.

Yu'er's nature was impulsive. After being humiliated, she only wanted revenge without understanding the gravity of her actions. Tianshen Sword Master wouldn't fail to see through this.

He certainly wouldn't act so foolishly.

After all, as the saying goes, "Even a dog must be treated with respect." Regardless of what others said, Lin Xuan was personally invited by Senior Tianshen. Going to the Golden Core Peak would be disrespectful to Senior Tianshen.

Though Tianshen Sword Master was aloof and arrogant, he couldn't afford to offend his two senior masters.

Regardless of seniority or hierarchy, a Core Transcendence cultivator wasn't on the same level as a Spirit Transformation cultivator.

In any case, though Yu'er's face was swollen from the beating and she had lost half her teeth, for a cultivator, her injuries weren't severe. In other words, Lin Xuan had shown restraint in his actions.

Considering these points, Tianshen Sword Master, despite feeling protective of his juniors, ultimately decided to hold back. He couldn't openly seek revenge or challenge him; he could only wait for an opportunity to settle the score.

When he heard this, Tianshen Sword Master turned his head and looked at Lin Xuan with piercing eyes.

High-ranking cultivators should have a demeanor befitting their status. They didn't release their spiritual pressure or test Lin Xuan's strength openly; however, that gaze was like a tangible force.

Lin Xuan smiled. He wasn't someone who shied away from conflict, and a mere Core Transcendence cultivator meant nothing to him.

Lin Xuan lifted his head without hesitation and met the other's gaze.

Their eyes locked, and the other's gaze seemed bottomless, filled with an aura that could draw one in.

Though they couldn't fight openly, Tianshen Sword Master still had confidence in making Lin Xuan suffer a bit.

Practicing sword skills required keen eyesight. Although Tianshen Sword Master hadn't cultivated any specific eye techniques, his cultivation method naturally enhanced his vision.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he smiled.

It was like trying to show off before an expert.

Just as his mind was about to be drawn in, a silver light flashed in the depths of his eyes. It quickly vanished but was enough.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye had already dispelled the other's trick.

Tianshen Sword Master remained calm on the surface, but the corner of his eye twitched slightly. His inner turmoil far exceeded what he showed externally.

This little brat actually managed to break through my Heavenly Vision technique. Knowing that this technique had some confusing effects, even peers could be caught off guard and suffer.

It seemed the rumors weren't entirely wrong; this boy still had some strength.

Their brief confrontation went unnoticed by the other two hundred Core Transcendence cultivators. Tianshen Sword Master continued walking forward, where a Core Transcendence elder from the Sword Peak was already standing to greet him.

"Indeed, indeed. A true master lives up to his reputation. This Tianshen Sword Master is the strongest among those I've encountered," Lin Xuan thought to himself.

(To be continued)

[From Feng Yun Reading Network]
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This minor incident quickly passed.

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign suffered a small setback, while Lin Xuan had the upper hand. However, this wasn't an official duel, so it was hard to draw any conclusions from it.

Although Lin Xuan had faced Spirit Dividing cultivators before, he didn’t dare claim superiority over all others and dismiss entities of Void Profound level. The journey to Tianwu Mountain left a deep impression on him. What started as a simple trip turned into a series of twists and turns, with both the fat and thin twin demons from Heavenly Corpse Sect and the enlarged heavenly tribulation of Firecloud Old Monster causing Lin Xuan significant trouble.

In Nai Long Realm, there were countless high-ranking experts beyond himself. There might be those who could challenge higher ranks without hesitation.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn't underestimate any heroes in the world.

But his respect was more about acknowledging potential threats rather than fearing them. After all, how could a battle with Tianxuan Sword Sovereign be avoided? He was confident he would have an advantage if they did clash.

With this confidence, Lin Xuan sat calmly on his seat, his expression as indifferent as possible, seemingly not caring at all about the previous incident.

While Lin Xuan remained composed, nearby cultivators were in a frenzy. Various discussions filled their ears—some saying that Lin Xuan was overconfident, while others praised him for his cultivation skills and speculated he might be an expert.

Among the Void Profound cultivators present, opinions varied, but all looked forward to seeing how things would play out between Lin Xuan and Tianxuan Sword Sovereign. They were eager for conflict.

All of them, including Lin Xuan, were ancient beings who had lived for thousands of years, with unique perspectives. They knew this wouldn't end here; a clash was almost certain.

Amidst the crowd, only that young woman in the mask would openly chat with Lin Xuan. The other Void Profound cultivators held some degree of hostility and suspicion towards him.

But Lin Xuan didn’t mind. He joined for a suitable place to cultivate undisturbed; what did their opinions matter?

With these thoughts, the auction began. A creaking sound entered his ears as the wooden door behind the stone house opened, revealing several people walking out.

Leading them was Elder Ma with some freckles on his face, whose appearance was rather unappealing but radiated a warm and pleasant smile.

He was a Void Profound cultivator of mid-stage, quite powerful. He stepped forward to a stone platform and bowed to the crowd below: "Respected fellow cultivators, welcome to this exchange ceremony. You all have made significant contributions to our sect over the past century. Now, you can use your sect contribution points to redeem various treasures. Of course, the rules remain the same—highest bidder wins. This is a familiar event for most of us; I won't go into details to avoid being considered tedious."

His words brought laughter from many cultivators below. Clearly, Elder Ma was well-liked.

"Junior Sister Lin, have you participated in this ceremony before?"

"I just recently advanced and haven’t had the chance yet," Lin Yu said with a slight smile, her voice sweet as it entered his ears.

Lin Xuan nodded but remained silent. The exchange ceremony began, following steps similar to those of the secret store auction.

Elder Ma clapped his hands, and a female attendant brought a tray forward. The tray held various treasures covered by red silk that could shield one's divine sense.

Of course, its effectiveness was debatable; among the two hundred Void Profound cultivators present, many had practiced spirit eye techniques.

Without any pretense of mystery, Elder Ma lifted the red silk and revealed a celestial sword. Its body was crimson.

A faint glow flowed over it, with various runes emanating from its surface.

Elder Ma flicked his fingers, and a long howl like that of a dragon echoed in his ears. The sound was so high-pitched that it lingered on for a while.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had seen countless rare treasures but recognized the significance of this crimson sword. It seemed not just an ordinary ancient treasure.

Surprise flashed across Lin Xuan’s face. This exchange ceremony at Cloud Concealment Sect was truly significant, far surpassing regular auctions. The first ancient treasure appeared to be a historic artifact.

After all, few things could impress Lin Xuan, and Elder Ma's introduction continued: "This treasure is called Crimson Phoenix Sword. As the name suggests, it has some connection with the phoenix..."

Immediately, the interest of the cultivators below was piqued. The phoenix was one of the most powerful true spirits, not far from the phoenix or dragon. With such a connection, this sword couldn’t be ordinary.

"Chromatic Phoenix Sword is an ancient treasure obtained by a senior who found a fragment of a phoenix scale during a fortunate chance a million years ago. Although it’s broken, only as big as a fingernail, it still contains traces of true phoenix power. The senior used it to refine this sword with dozens of top-grade treasures. Now, the opportunity is here—don’t miss out on it. Starting bid: one million sect contribution points; each increment must be at least ten thousand."

P.S.: Purple Moon盟主 donated 10,000起点币, thank you for your support, Moon Alliance Master.

Xtuo Fellow also donated 10,000起点币, many thanks. Congratulations on advancing to Elder!

Thank you all for your support. There are still four days left until the end of the month. Many xianxia novels have been pushing hard, and the category monthly votes remain uncertain. Please continue supporting.

Please vote for the monthly tickets! @
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Lin Xuan frowned. Although the Scarlet Phoenix Sword was good, its price was still a bit too high—1 million sect contribution points. He knew that these sect contribution points weren't easy to earn; one medium-grade crystal stone could only be exchanged for one contribution point.

In other words, this base price alone was already in the billions, making it quite expensive indeed.

Although he could afford such a small amount of contribution points, bidding wasn’t worthwhile since it was merely a fragment of a phoenix. Even if it contained true phoenix energy, its power would still be limited. With his abundant wealth, Lin Xuan didn't find it worth his attention.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan abandoned the idea of bidding.

However, just because he found it uninteresting didn’t mean other Core Formation Realm cultivators could ignore it. After all, this was a treasure related to true spirit energy, and its effect on fire attributes was evident.

Several eager cultivators quickly placed their bids, driving up the price of the Scarlet Phoenix Sword to three times the base price before being bought by an unremarkable cultivator from Sky Sword Peak.

This person was also from Sky Sword Peak, but he was weaker among Core Formation Realm elders and only had initial cultivation. His eagerness to bid indicated his high value for such a treasure.

"If friends have already recognized this treasure, that’s good. Then I won’t need to repeat it," the old man said as he announced, "Ten pieces of Heavenly Frost Spirit Armor at a base price of three million sect contribution points. Each increase must be no less than 200,000."

No matter how powerful an elixir might be in enhancing one’s cultivation, its price couldn’t be this high.

But with the added benefit of breaking through bottlenecks, it was another story entirely.

Lin Xuan knew all too well. However, he wouldn’t participate in the bidding since he already held the Golden Flame Phoenix Armor and had obtained countless pieces of waste elixirs from Sky Sword Peak hundreds of years ago. The Heavenly Frost Spirit Armor, though rare, wasn’t worth his effort.

The Blue Star Sea was an inherently unnatural thing, making it one of the most sought-after elixirs for cultivators.

However, others were in different situations, leading to a fierce bidding war. As soon as the base price was announced, Core Formation Realm cultivators below immediately began their competitive bids.

"Three million."

"Thirty-two hundred thousand."

"Thirty-five hundred thousand."

"Four million."

In just a few moments, the price of this elixir soared to seven million, finally being purchased by a thin and dark-skinned cultivator.

These fellows truly had deep pockets.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced, but he remained calm as usual. The third and fourth auction items soon appeared—rare refining materials and ancient treasures with higher values than the first two. There was no chance of them going unsold; after intense competition, they were all bought at prices far above their base value.

Time passed slowly as one precious item after another emerged. Lin Xuan seemed like a mere spectator, never speaking, just watching quietly.

Until a gentle voice asked, "Senior Brother Lin, don’t you want to buy anything?"

"I merely came to look around," Lin Xuan said with a calm demeanor, his expression indifferent.

Lin Yu Jiao smiled but didn't respond. She didn’t believe what he said.

"Junior Sister, then what about Mi? What are your plans? Are they the same as mine?"

"I..."

Lin Yu Jiao was taken aback and was about to answer when an old man with a square face’s voice interrupted: "This treasure is called Heavenly Frost Silk Armor. It's made from silk threads spun by ten-thousand-year-old ice silkworms, sewn together with other treasures. Unlike ordinary armor, this item is very light and can be worn as inner armor. Its defensive capabilities are not weak, and it also has an automatic freezing effect on enemies."

Before the old man finished speaking, a spell was cast, and the Heavenly Frost Silk Armor floated up into the air. A white glow emanated from its surface, and a layer of coldness appeared. The nearby space froze for several breaths, which was quite impressive.

It could be foreseen that this treasure would also face fierce competition.

Even Lin Xuan felt a slight interest. Although he already had the Golden Flame Phoenix Armor, buying another piece of Heavenly Frost Silk Armor wouldn’t hurt. After all, it could be worn under clothes.

As his thoughts raced, Lin Xuan hadn’t decided what to do when the old man’s voice continued: "This Heavenly Frost Silk Armor is quite valuable, so its base price is ten million sect contribution points. Each increase must be no less than 500,000."

When he said this, a silence fell below.

Many cultivators were shocked by the high price. Killing an enemy Core Formation Realm cultivator from another sect only cost one million sect contribution points as a reference value, but that could vary based on their strength and reputation.

This showed how valuable ten million sect contribution points were. Hunting enemies of the same rank was far from easy; it required great risk, and not everyone could handle it properly.

Many had lost their lives while trying to earn contribution points without success.

Most cultivators in attendance had accumulated these contribution points over time. Few actually ventured out to hunt enemy Core Formation Realm cultivators because it was too dangerous.

Thus, this price seemed a bit steep for such a rare treasure. Since the grand exchange ceremony began, there had been an unusually silent moment.

After about half a minute of silence, the old man frowned: "No one wants to buy this Heavenly Frost Silk Armor? If no one bids, I'll take it as unsold."

Before he finished speaking, a cold voice echoed in his ears.

"One million."

The voice was truly icy and chilling, not just from its tone but also from the frigid air it seemed to carry.

"Is it Fairy Li from Spell Array Peak? She actually bid?"

"Fairy Li from Spell Array Peak?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback as he turned around. He had been in Cloud Concealment Sect for centuries, but most of his time was spent in seclusion, so he didn’t know many of the sect’s experts.

But there were a few names he had heard before, such as this Spell Array Peak leader.

Among the Five Pulses, only this peak had a female head—Li Hongxu. Her name wasn’t unusual, but she had become the head of the peak due to her profound cultivation.

Core Formation后期！

所修炼的寒属性功法威力极大。

据说此女脾气古怪，但同时也精通各种阵法。

作为一峰之主，能拿出一千万贡献值并不奇怪。这件宝物虽然被很多人看中，却没有人愿意出价争夺，眼看就要落入她的手中，令人意外的一幕发生了。

"Eleven million."

Another cold voice echoed, this time from a woman. Many cultivators turned to look, but Lin Xuan frowned.

The bidder was his junior sister behind him. She hadn’t just entered the Core Formation Realm recently; where did she get so many contribution points?

Lin Xuan didn’t believe she was trying to feign weakness. At such close range, it would be impossible for her to hide her strength unless she were at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, which was clearly out of the question.

As a result, the chatter continued.

"Who is this girl? I’ve never seen her before."

"I don’t know either; she looks unfamiliar, but since she’s here, she must be from our sect. Disciples from other sects couldn’t possibly get in."

"I also don’t know. Among our Core Formation Realm cultivators, brothers and sisters we haven’t recognized are still around. Don’t you think this is too strange?"

"Indeed, that’s true. But why should we care? I’m curious to see if a Core Formation Realm first-stage woman can afford such contribution points."

"She shouldn’t be bidding recklessly; disrupting the grand exchange ceremony would result in disciplinary action."
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The discussion had not yet concluded when the head of the Array Peak turned his head. The woman's appearance was decent, but she gave off a cold vibe.

Lin Xuan glanced at her and felt an icy chill emanating from behind him. This woman’s cultivation technique truly was rather peculiar.

His gaze swept over Lin Yujiao’s face, causing her already narrow eyes to narrow even more slightly.

After a moment, he slowly spoke with his voice still as cold as ice: "So it turns out that Senior Sister also has interest in the Ice Silkworm Heart Armor. Then I won't contest with you."

This statement left most of the Cosmology Realm cultivators dumbfounded. Li Hongxu actually knew this mysterious girl, and the head of Array Peak had chosen to yield.

The matter was indeed somewhat shocking.

A buzzing sound entered his ears as those present began whispering again.

"Since no one is contesting for it, this treasure belongs to Senior Sister Lin."

The voice of Elder Ma with a square face sounded in his ears. It seemed he also recognized the woman and harbored some apprehension towards her.

"Interesting!"

A faint smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips. This woman with the same surname as him truly had some non-trivial abilities.

"Sister, you’ve truly done well. Your first move has already stunned everyone. My brother congratulates you."

"My brother flatters me. Compared to your Moonlight Radiance, I am but a tiny firefly."

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. He certainly wouldn’t believe that she was a disciple of Spirit Beast Peak now. The cultivators at Spirit Beast Peak were sitting there, and none of them seemed to recognize this woman.

But Lin Xuan naturally didn’t reveal the truth. No matter what her identity was, it had nothing to do with him.

The grand ceremony continued as the items presented became increasingly rare and precious. The competition among the cultivators was intense.

Unfortunately, no item that caught his eye appeared yet. But that was fine; his goal was Purple Heart Earth Fire, which he believed would be the final treasure.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. As a thousand-year-old cultivator, he certainly had patience.

Time slowly passed. Although they were deep within the mountain, it was impossible to determine the exact time. If his guess was correct, the sun should have already set by now.

The grand ceremony was gradually coming to an end, but no one left. Instead, their attention became even more focused, as if they were waiting for something.

This state of mind naturally caught Lin Xuan’s eye, but he remained silent. Finally, the last auctioned treasure was sold. The elder cleared his throat and did not present any further treasures. Instead, he bowed to those below and spoke.

"Many friends have probably guessed it; this final treasure is Purple Heart Earth Fire. Although most of you are aware of its value, according to tradition, I must mention…."

"Elder Ma, please continue."

The cultivators below had no objections, their faces showing excitement instead.

Clearly, this was what they were eagerly awaiting.

"Purple Heart Earth Fire is a top-grade fire from the earth vein. Legend has it that its strength surpasses even the infant fires of Spirit Separation Realm cultivators and may be even stronger. However, such treasures are not common. For our sect, although we have an advantageous position, Purple Heart Earth Fire only appears for more than a month every three hundred years to refine various treasures and artifacts, making it extremely precious. There are only two rooms available. In three days, Purple Heart Earth Fire will erupt. Now is the time to determine itsbelong to."

"However, this situation differs slightly from previous ones. A month ago, Senior Dragon sent word that a treasure needed to be refined using Purple Heart Earth Fire. Therefore, there’s now only one remaining room…."

Elder Ma's words left the cultivators exchanging glances, but no one showed any surprise or dissatisfaction.

Purple Heart Earth Fire was indeed extremely precious, and these Cosmology Realm cultivators were fighting for it with all their might. But Spirit Separation Realm cultivators were different; as a senior elder of the sect, he had the right to requisition such valuable resources without needing to compete against junior disciples using sect contribution points.

Don’t complain about unfairness; in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest applies. If you have the ability, you can advance to Spirit Separation Realm.

Who wouldn’t comply if Senior Dragon needed it? Even HeavenlyXuan (Note: "璇" is often used as a surname or a character in names, and can also mean "jade disk" or "spinning top" in certain contexts) Sword Venerable would never dare complain.

However, with only one slot left for using Purple Heart Earth Fire, the cultivators present who coveted this treasure felt a bit tense.

"The final treasure is Purple Heart Earth Fire. There’s no minimum bid, and there are no restrictions on how much to increase by. In short… the highest bidder wins. Now, let's begin."

The elder’s voice sounded faintly in their ears.

The cultivators present fell into silence upon hearing this.

No minimum bid meant anyone could join the bidding. However, as Cosmology Realm cultivators, they knew their limits and wouldn’t rashly call out a price; it would be sheer folly.

Many people were eager to obtain Purple Heart Earth Fire in the room, but with the current situation, no one dared to speak up.

Silence persisted for nearly half an hour before a hoarse voice broke through: "Since all of you are being so modest, let this old man make the first bid. No matter what price is offered for Purple Heart Earth Fire, it cannot be too low; otherwise, it would appear that I am stingy. Haha, after working hard for centuries and earning 15 million sect contribution points, this time, I will put them all in."

"It’s Senior Gu from the Artifact Peak."

"A 15 million sect contribution is a huge gesture."

"Indeed, but taking Purple Heart Earth Fire still isn’t possible."

"Hmm, didn’t you hear Senior Gu say that it was just to break the ice?"

...

Various voices filled their ears. Since someone had broken the silence, others followed suit and bid as well; otherwise, winning the right to use Purple Heart Earth Fire with a mere 10-20 million sect contribution points would be laughable.

"16 million!"

"17 million!"

"18 million!"

"20 million!"

...

It was no wonder this was the final treasure. The price had already surpassed the previous record in just a few breaths and continued to rise.

At this point, most of those bidding were late-stage Cosmology Realm cultivators; mid- and early-stage cultivators had given up on competing as they knew that the contribution points earned generally correlated with their strength.

Lin Xuan remained silent, not joining the bidding. It was still too early for the highest price, so there was no point in competing now. He would wait a bit longer.
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Thus, in a short while, the purple heart earth fire had climbed to an insane price of 50 million points. It was known that contributions from the sect were hard to come by, and even for late-stage Profound Dao cultivators, it was rare to earn so many points over several hundred years.

Even if one could afford such a contribution, whether or not they would be willing to spend it on such a precious item was another matter. After all, 50 million points in contributions could buy several powerful ancient treasures or other spirit pills and medicines.

Though the purple heart earth fire was valuable, not everyone needed it so desperately.

Even if one had to refine a treasure, lower-grade earth fires could be used instead of this one. There was no need to fight over such a precious item; after all, it seemed rather unwise.

Of course, each person's situation was different, and one couldn't generalize about their willingness to spend the contributions.

At that moment, many old monsters from late-stage Profound Dao cultivators had already given up on the purple heart earth fire. However, just then, a hoarse voice rang out.

"50 million points."

"What?"

Many people thought they must have heard wrong, even the bald-faced Elder Ma who was hosting the auction showed signs of surprise. Though there were no limits to how much one could bid, an increase of 15 million points in contributions was rather excessive.

Even Lin Xuan was taken aback and turned his head to see who had spoken. The farmer-like cultivator added: "52 million points."

"53 million points,"

After the Heavenly Sword Sect's sect master bid, he turned away and said to his junior, "Senior Brother Wan, this purple heart earth fire is of great use to me; I must have it. You can't beat me on this. If you lose, let's not continue bidding."

Lin Xuan was stunned. The bald-faced Elder Ma also frowned as if the bid violated the rules but ultimately remained silent. After all, what did it matter? The Heavenly Sword Sect master was one of the most powerful figures in the sect, and he might even advance to the Spirit Transformation stage someday. The bald-faced Elder had no choice but to look the other way.

That wasn't someone Lin Xuan could offend.

The unnamed Elder Wan said nothing for a moment before leaving.

"Wha—"

The cultivators were speechless. This person was indeed straightforward and silent, just giving up without saying anything. It was truly unexpected!

"Is there any other friend willing to bid higher on the purple heart earth fire?"

Though the Heavenly Sword Sect's sect master had left, it was still customary to ask if anyone else would bid.

But no one expected this to happen. The bidding continued: "54 million points."

A hoarse voice rang out again, and someone really did raise their bid.

"What—"

The cultivators were shocked but also excited; the auction of this key item had taken an unexpected turn. Even with the Heavenly Sword Sect's sect master choosing to retreat, who dared to provoke the Heavenly Sword Sect's sect master?

Curiosity was the only thing on everyone’s minds as they turned their heads in Lin Xuan's direction once more. Once again, Lin Xuan became the center of attention.

"It's that young Lin."

"An ignorant and arrogant person."

"Is this guy here just trying to show off? Can he really afford 50 million points?"

Various voices filled with ridicule echoed around as many cultivators turned their heads in his direction. Though Lin Xuan was a sect master, his position wasn't on par with the Heavenly Sword Sect's or the Profound Dao Sect's sect masters.

The bald-faced Elder frowned and flicked his sleeve to reveal an emerald glow before withdrawing a jade pupil. He sank his divine sense into it as if inspecting something.

After a moment, he looked up at Lin Xuan: "Friend, you haven't registered your contributions yet. Do you really have more than 50 million points? Remember, these can't be falsified; otherwise, the two senior aunts might blame me."

Lin Xuan smiled. It was indeed looking down on him, but that was normal. His expression remained calm, but his tone carried a hint of mockery: "What's wrong, Lin is also a sect master. Do you really think so little of me?"

"Haha, junior brother misunderstood; I only said that as a joke. Your contributions haven't been registered yet, and this matter..."

"Yes, boy, no matter what Golden Core Sect master you are, I don’t believe a mid-stage late-stage Profound Dao cultivator like you can afford 50 million points."

"Show yourself! If you're just going to talk big here, it's useless. Go up there and verify your contributions!"

Ridicule filled the air as several cultivators began to jeer. The Heavenly Sword Sect had many members; over eighty late-stage Profound Dao cultivators were present, all supporting their sect master.

The Heavenly Sword Sect's sect master didn't say anything but was impressed by Lin Xuan’s audacity. He was indeed bold!

Despite the crowd's taunts, Lin Xuan remained calm and slowly rose from his seat before walking to the stage under everyone's gaze.

He flicked his sleeve, and a vase-like treasure flew out.

"What is this..."

The cultivators were surprised as they watched intently. The Heavenly Sword Sect master frowned; perhaps

Lin Yu娇's mysterious face also showed interest.

Under everyone’s scrutiny, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward.

A "bang" echoed in the air as the vase shattered, revealing five crystal ball-sized treasures.

"Soul珠!"

Recognizing them immediately, a cultivator shouted out.

Soul珠, as its name suggested, was used to seal a cultivator's soul. However, for ordinary cultivators, it had another use: collecting residual souls. For example, if an opponent self-destructed during battle, their soul would disperse over time. Using the Soul珠, one could collect these residual souls.

Ghost Dao cultivators could refine treasures with them, but ordinary cultivators found no other use for them. However, in this situation, it served as proof of his victory against a Tianshi Sect cultivator.

After all, if he hadn't personally defeated the opponent, how would he have collected their residual soul?

"Soul珠! Could this guy really kill an enemy from another sect?"

The bald-faced Elder's face showed signs of doubt. He extended his right hand and took one Soul珠 to his forehead, releasing his divine sense.

"What!"

His doubts were quickly replaced by shock as he looked at Lin Xuan with a mix of respect. A cultivator who could defeat peers was undoubtedly strong.

"Indeed, Junior Brother Lin killed a late-stage Profound Dao cultivator from the Tianshi Sect according to sect rules, earning 10 million points."

The crowd erupted in a roar. The other cultivators were shocked; he had indeed killed a peer from the Tianshi Sect. But there was more: five Soul珠s! Could it be...

The bald-faced Elder was equally puzzled. If only one person, it might have been luck, but killing five? That couldn't be attributed to luck.
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With myriad doubts in his heart, Lin Xuan once again released his spirit awareness and probed the second soul bead.

"…This…"

Despite having some guesses already, the expression of Elder Ma's face changed when he confirmed that the residual souls inside belonged to Core Profound period cultivators from Heavenly Corpse Sect.

A great name does not hide a false man. Could it be true that five years ago, this young Lin managed to defeat four peak experts single-handedly? Wasn't it just hearsay?

With such thoughts in mind, Elder Ma's expression became even more respectful. In the cultivation world, strength was supreme.

No longer hesitant, he extended his spirit awareness towards the third soul bead.

"Impossible!"

Just a glance caused his face to suddenly contort with shock, and he even let out an exclamation of surprise. He raised his head, his eyes filled with disbelief as he looked at Lin Xuan: "Junior Brother Lin, you actually managed to kill a Core Profound后期 cultivator from Heavenly Corpse Sect!"

Boom!

The room erupted in chaos, like water being dropped into boiling oil, suddenly becoming lively.

"What? Did I hear that right? Even a Core Profound后期 cultivator was hunted down by this kid. Is he really that strong?"

"I don't know where you got your information."

"This is too strange; do you think it's fake?"

"It can't be fake! If we didn't kill them, how could we collect their residual souls? After all these years, I've never heard of such a thing being faked."

"That may be true, but can this little guy really have the ability to kill a Core Profound后期 cultivator?"

"Who knows. This kid was personally invited by Master Dragon. It's unlikely that it would be fake. Maybe others are just not showing their true selves!"

Various discussions filled his ears with a mix of envy and anticipation. Although Lin Xuan's strength was admirable, there were going to be good times ahead.

On the other hand, Sword Sovereign Heavenly璇 remained emotionless. As a sword user, he had excellent cultivation techniques for qi control. Killing a Core Profound后期 cultivator wasn't difficult; his sect contributions included many such kills.

"A Core Profound后期 cultivator can earn three million contribution points," Elder Ma muttered. The other cultivators showed no disagreement, as the difference between middle and late stages was significant—late-stage cultivators could indeed earn three million contribution points.

No one now looked down on Lin Xuan; their gazes were replaced by awe. In the cultivation world, reality was harsh: if you were weak, others would look down on you. But once they realized you were a powerful figure, their attitudes could change dramatically.

"Haha, Junior Brother Lin is truly impressive. Heavenly Corpse Sect is our main enemy, and he killed three high-ranking members of that sect in succession. I'm sure your two seniors will be very pleased with this."

This person even started praising him, forming a stark contrast to his earlier coldness and doubt.

Lin Xuan smiled but said nothing, gesturing towards the remaining two soul beads floating in mid-air.

"Haha, let me show you my technique," Elder Ma patted his head and grabbed the last two soul beads with both hands. He released his spirit awareness again.

"…This…"

Soon, he let out another exclamation as he raised his head. This time, his expression towards Lin Xuan was no longer one of awe; it seemed like he had seen something unbelievable.

You, you, you pointed at Lin Xuan but couldn't explain anything. The cultivators below grew impatient and curious about the mysterious Golden Core Peak Lord who killed such an impressive figure that Elder Ma couldn’t even speak clearly.

After several breaths, Elder Ma finally exhaled deeply.

"Elder Brother Ma, what did Junior Brother Lin kill to scare you so much?"

"Right, tell us. Don't keep us in suspense," the clamor of curiosity filled his ears, even cultivators couldn't escape their gossiping nature.

"The two Heavenly Corpse Sect cultivators that Junior Brother Lin killed, I'm sure everyone here has heard about them," Elder Ma glanced at Lin Xuan, nodding in agreement with the old saying: "You can't judge a book by its cover."

"They are the Fat and Thin Twin Demons!"

His words caused shock among the cultivators.

"What? The Fat and Thin Twin Demons, those two guys?"

"It's impossible. Elder Brother Ma, did you get it wrong? Are they really that pair of demon brothers?"

More discussions arose, even Sword Sovereign Heavenly璇 seemed uneasy.

As the saying goes: "A man's name is like a tree's shadow." The Fat and Thin Twin Demons were well-known throughout the cultivation world.

Though their bodies differed in size, these twins were more closely connected than ordinary twins. After entering Heavenly Corpse Sect together, they chose complementary cultivation techniques, making them formidable even at Core Profound中期. Together, they far outmatched two middle-stage cultivators, let alone four.

It was said that the Fat and Thin Twin Demons could defeat a Core Profound顶峰 cultivator in tandem. They held significant status within Heavenly Corpse Sect.

Many Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators had fallen to the Fat and Thin Twin Demons, including three at the Core Profound level just recently.

Now, it turned out that they were truly dead, killed by this Lin cultivator.

The cultivators were amazed but also excited. If Lin Xuan could really kill the Fat and Thin Twin Demons, he had the strength to challenge Sword Sovereign Heavenly璇.

Who would win the battle for the Purple Heart Earth Fire?

"How are their contribution points calculated?" Lin Xuan's voice was calm.

"These two…,"

Elder Ma swallowed hard, then reached into his waistband and took out a jade token. He sank his spirit awareness inside to read the detailed records of the Cloud Concealment Sect's enemies and high-ranking Core Profound cultivators, detailing the contribution points one could earn for their deaths. The amount varied based on each individual's strength and fame.

He raised his head, looking envious as he spoke in a hoarse voice: "Killing the Fat and Thin Twin Demons earns you… one hundred million."
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"One hundred million?"

Lin Xuan's brows rose, a hint of surprise flashing in his eyes. Such a result was something he hadn't anticipated even beforehand.

A common Core Profound中期 cultivator would only gain one million contribution points by eliminating one, so the brothers' total contributions were merely double that.

However, the benefits gained now were five times as much, which showed how exalted the Twin Fatties and Slenders' status was in the Heavenly Corpse Sect.

Even if they couldn't compare to the Celestial璇 Sword Senior, they were likely on par with him.

As the cultivators envied Lin Xuan's vast contributions, their respect for him grew as well.

"Thus, my current contribution points are one hundred and fifty million?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead thoughtfully.

"Correct," the bearded elder nodded respectfully. At this moment, Lin Xuan finally gained the respect due to a peak sect leader—earned through sheer strength.

"This Senior Swordmate, do we still need to compete now? You just said younglings shouldn't be too arrogant."

Lin Xuan sighed slightly. He wasn't angry with his opponent; he simply had no choice but to accept this situation. Crafting the fire sword required the Heart Core Earth Fire, and it seemed that even a shocking outcome was inevitable.

Originally, Lin Xuan didn't want to make a big deal out of the ancient demon's death because once the secret became public, he would become the center of attention. That was different from killing the Twin Fatties and Slenders.

Those two brothers had significant reputations, but they were still Core Profound cultivators. Although Lin Xuan's actions drew attention, it didn't reach the level of shocking the world.

But the ancient demon was a Senior Elder of the Heavenly Corpse Sect, one of the two peak spirit realm experts in the sect. The difference between Spirit Realm and Core Profound was immense.

Facing such an opponent, though not unheard of, usually only existed as legends in ancient texts. Now that he had revealed himself, wouldn't he become the center of attention?

Although he didn't want to, Lin Xuan now had no choice but to face this situation head-on. As he said earlier, he was determined to obtain the Heart Core Earth Fire and would never yield.

"Is there still something you haven't shown? Let me see what else you have," the Senior Swordmate's tone suggested skepticism as he watched Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, a spiritual light flashing, and an eerie white bone spear appeared. The moment it materialized, a sense of malevolence surged forth. Although its owner was long gone, this treasure still exuded vitality, radiating terrifying pressure.

"Bang bang bang..."

The bearded elder stumbled back four steps under the spiritual pressure, unable to stand his ground. He was also a Core Profound cultivator and turned red with anger. The Senior Swordmate remained standing but his face paled in an instant.
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What a treasure is this?

The mere pressure was terrifying to such an extent. [No Pop-up Ads]

Below, the cultivators widened their eyes as well. At this moment, the entire stone house was under the influence of this spirit’s pressure. Fortunately, all present were Core Profound period cultivators; otherwise, they might have fallen to their knees.

Everyone changed color!

Guesses and exclamations arose one after another.

Lin Xuan said nothing. Just by taking out the treasure, he had already achieved a striking effect.

The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 stared with wide eyes, tightly focusing on that strange item emitting eerie light. It seemed… familiar, but he couldn’t recall it immediately.

"This is also a core treasure I obtained from hunting a Heaven Corpse Sect cultivator. Senior Brother can take a look and see how many sect contributions it’s worth," Lin Xuan said indifferently, ignoring the shock of the other cultivators. Such results were expected.

"Yes, I understand."

Elder Ma's face showed a wry smile. He didn’t need to look; he knew this treasure’s owner was no ordinary figure. Monsters? Both these fellows are monsters.

The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 and Lin Xuan—neither did he want to provoke. This water must be carefully balanced.

Otherwise, even the slightest mistake would have him in a bind.

Taking a deep breath, a faint green hue flashed across Elder Ma's face before he managed to dispel the pressure from the long bone spear. His expression regained composure as he stepped forward again.

The cultivators below also widened their eyes, eagerly awaiting the result. This battle over purple heart earth fire was indeed full of twists and turns.

Whose hands would it end up in?

Now that Lin Xuan had become a dark horse, no one dared to look down on him. Each of them regarded him as a contender capable of challenging the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇.

Would this be true?

Could this strange treasure turn the tide, granting him the same sect contribution points as the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇?

The answer would soon be revealed.

Elder Ma had already taken the long bone spear in hand and released his divine sense to envelop the mysterious item.

"Ah…"

Just a glance was enough for him to change color. "Impossible! This is made from the spirit bones of a seventh-stage monster!"

"What?"

This statement caused a commotion below, even the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇’s face showed disbelief.

Seventh-stage monster’s spirit bones?

Did he mishear? Was this some kind of joke?

Remember that monsters’ levels correspond to cultivators' realms. A seventh-stage monster is equivalent to a Spirit Formation stage cultivator.

Such an old monster was considered a great power in the monster realm.

Who could obtain its spirit bone and use it to forge a treasure?

Core Profound period cultivators couldn’t even dream of it.

Pfft, just thinking about it would be laughable. Even if dozens tried together, they’d end up with bitter regrets.

Even for Spirit Formation stage cultivators, the odds were only fifty-fifty. Generally, few Spirit Formation stage cultivators dared to target their peers.

Of course, rare didn’t mean none existed; such cultivators were likely among the most formidable in their own ranks.

Could this actually be a core treasure of a seventh-stage old monster?

The thoughts raced through the minds of the other cultivators.

But soon, they dismissed that possibility.

Impossible!

A Spirit Formation stage was an incomparable existence. How could a mere Lin Xuan challenge it?

The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 was always arrogant. He was already at the peak of Core Profound, and his cultivation method was incredibly powerful. However, even with such prowess, facing a Spirit Formation cultivator meant certain defeat.

Could this boy, despite his extraordinary abilities, have ascended to Core Profound only recently? Could he challenge someone of equal rank?

Stop joking!

While such cases weren’t unheard of in the interface, there had been only one such record—kept by Master Dáilóng. Only a great power like him could achieve such a feat, challenging and defeating a Spirit Formation cultivator at Core Profound.

But how many others could match his stature? The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 didn’t believe it.

After all, Master Dáilóng was unattainable in his heart—a legend that couldn’t be encountered in reality.

"Junior Brother Ma, you must have made a mistake. This is truly the spirit bone of a seventh-stage monster?"

The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 finally couldn’t maintain his indifference and asked with suspicion on his face.

"Yes, this is indeed the spirit bone of a seventh-stage monster. If I didn’t have absolute certainty, how could I speak so freely?"

The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 frowned. The Ma cultivator had no connection with Lin Xuan; naturally, he wouldn’t be speaking in favor of him.

In fact, even if they were good friends, such matters couldn’t be joked about or cheated on.

Elder Ma’s discernment was reliable—born from the peak of the Artifact Peak, though not gifted for alchemy, his ability to identify talent treasures was unparalleled within the sect. In other words, he was a鉴定师 (appraiser) as well—a Core Profound cultivator and an appraiser.

Appraising treasures was one of the hundred arts in cultivation, albeit a specialized one.

Given that the other party was so certain it was from a seventh-stage monster’s spirit bone, his judgment couldn’t be wrong. The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇’s expression turned to its most difficult state.

Though he had anticipated Lin Xuan would have a trump card, he never dreamed it would be this outrageous.

Could this treasure… A gasp echoed in his ears as the shock was too great, even changing his voice.

"O… Ancient Evil, this is actually the…"

"What did you say?"

The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 urgently asked. His face lost its composure, and the Core Profound cultivators below also showed signs of anxiety. The other party stammered, making it hard to understand.

Isn’t this causing unnecessary tension at a critical moment?

"Senior Brother Ma, please elaborate on whose treasure this is."

A clear voice echoed, carrying a calming effect.

With this voice, Elder Ma’s heart finally calmed down. However, his surprise was still evident. He swallowed and cautiously glanced at Lin Xuan before murmuring, "This treasure belongs to the Ancient Evil, one of the two Supreme Elders of the Heaven Corpse Sect."

"What… What?"

The statement caused a commotion among the cultivators below, even the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 took a step back. His expression was beyond description.

(To be continued)
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How is this possible?

A brief silence followed, then the crowd erupted.

The cultivators exchanged glances. If not for everyone's expressions of astonishment, they would almost doubt their own ears. This matter was too incredible.

Recently, although the Heavenly Corpse Sect had faced many setbacks, its strength did not lag behind their own sect in the Sky Frost Prefecture; it was one of the five major sects there.

As one of the two Supreme Elders of this sect, Elder Ancient Mo was certainly no ordinary figure. He had already advanced to the Spirit Separation Stage tens of thousands of years ago.

Although relations were strained between both sides, his strength alone would make him a towering figure that everyone here would look up to.

The Heavenly Corpse Sect specialized in controlling corpses; it was rumored that this old demon controlled a Silver-Winged Corpse King.

That was a monster selected from countless iron-armored corpses and nurtured with various divine treasures. Its strength approached the Spirit Separation Stage.

Even if it fell slightly short of true Spirit Separation cultivators, it could still hold its own for some time.

In other words, with the controlled corpse demons, the old demon was fighting on even terms against his peers.

His strength surpassed ordinary Spirit Separation cultivators.

Such a presence would not have given their senior uncle much confidence. Lin Xuan had defeated him in battle; this…was it possible?

But if there was deceit involved, the old demon's life essence treasure could not be fake.

Moreover, several years ago, when Tianfeng City turned to ruins and the Heavenly Corpse Sect fell out with the demonized beings, rumors spread that their Supreme Elder, Ancient Mo, had perished.

However, this information remained unverified.

Could it be true?

Perhaps the old demon provoked public anger and was ambushed by the demonized beings. This young man happened to be there and got a lucky break?

The Sword Sovereign of Tianxuan secretly pondered. In all honesty, this outcome seemed closer to reality.

However, Lin Xuan was far stronger than he had imagined. Even with his strength diminished, an old Spirit Separation cultivator could not easily deal with ordinary Profound Concealment cultivators.

Nonetheless, the fact remained that Lin Xuan had produced Ancient Mo's life essence treasure; this could not be changed.

Lin Xuan paid no heed to the cultivators' astonishment. His goal was simply to obtain Purple Heart Earth Fire.

---

The impact of his actions would be beyond his control.

With a slight smile, he said in the stone house: "So, how many sect contribution points can this treasure fetch?"

"Um…"

Elder Ma's face was slack with shock. He could only stare blankly for a moment before stammering an answer.

Despite having overseen this task for thousands of years and knowing how much contribution points different missions warranted, the current situation was unprecedented.

Sect contribution points were meant to measure a cultivator's contributions to their sect.

However, a cultivator could only do so much within their own abilities. For example, hunting enemy sect Profound Concealment cultivators posed challenges but was still possible.

Hunting Spirit Separation cultivators was different; it exceeded the capabilities of ordinary disciples and amounted to suicide.

Thus, Yun Yin Sect would never issue such a task, making contribution points irrelevant.

This had never happened in their sect's history.

Elder Ma looked pained as he explained his predicament to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow: "Then what do you suggest we do?"

"Um…"

Elder Ma scratched his head; he dared not make a decision. "Brother, I don't know either. We must seek our senior uncle's advice, but the two seniors are currently in seclusion and have forbidden us from disturbing them unless it concerns the sect's survival."

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. It would take who knows how long for those old demons to emerge. Purple Heart Earth Fire was due to erupt in three days.

"According to you, is there no solution?"

"Senior Lin's emotions on this matter are truly significant; I cannot make a decision," Elder Ma looked desperate. He could not offend this lord and only begged for mercy.

Seeing the impasse, a cold voice interrupted: "This doesn't need to be complicated. Senior Lin, would you dare challenge me to battle?"

Lin Xuan turned around. It was the Sword Sovereign of Tianxuan who spoke.

"Why should I fight with you?"

"Since you want Purple Heart Earth Fire, just defeat me and I'll withdraw. Do you think this condition is acceptable?"

The Sword Sovereign of Tianxuan repeated his offer, though his expression remained icy. Deep down, he was already agitated.

This was understandable. He had gained a reputation in Yun Yin Sect for thousands of years. Apart from the two seniors, no one treated him with anything but respect. Although he appeared indifferent on the surface, he secretly enjoyed this feeling.

People naturally gravitate towards power; he did not like being revered by all.

However, since Lin Xuan joined Yun Yin Sect, his influence had been waning. His blood relative was humiliated by Lin Xuan, which he could endure as he knew Yu'er's nature. Wilding on the Golden Core Peak was a self-inflicted humiliation that Lin Xuan managed to avoid.

But when it came to his juniors, he could tolerate their actions but not if they dared to provoke him directly.

He had no choice but to take a stand; otherwise, his honor would be lost!

This was not just about Purple Heart Earth Fire. Regardless of the outcome, he must establish who was stronger than Lin Xuan. However, with Ancient Mo's life essence treasure in Lin Xuan's possession, it mattered little how this spear came to be. With that fact alone, he could no longer overshadow Lin Xuan.

To reverse his defeat, there was only one path: a battle against Lin Xuan.

Letting strength speak for itself; if he won, he would reclaim his honor.

The Sword Sovereign of Tianxuan's plan made sense. How would Lin Xuan respond? The cultivators around were excited.

These two were undoubtedly powerful figures in the sect. Who was the strongest below Spirit Separation?

Everyone's gaze fell on Lin Xuan. Slowly turning, he asked: "Is this acceptable?"
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"Of course."

The Elder Ma with a round face spoke cautiously, "As long as the junior disciples below renounce their claim to Purple Heart Ground Fire, then the two of you can resolve this matter through combat. That way, we can determine who gets possession of the treasure."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan nodded, "Then I wonder what everyone else's opinion is on this?"

"We naturally renounce it."

"Right, we give up."

"Purple Heart Ground Fire has no use for me anyway. Even if there was a need, how could I dare compete with you two senior brothers?"

"There are no objections from us. The two senior brothers can fight to your heart's content. The Purple Heart Ground Fire that erupts once every three thousand years is yours."

Various voices entered his ears, though the words were different, their meaning was clear—renunciation.

Who would dare compete with these ruthless individuals? Even if one had the胆量, they wouldn't dare defy public opinion at this moment. Everyone was eagerly waiting to see Lin Xuan's battle against the Peak Master of Sky Sword Peak.

They wanted to see who emerged as the stronger or weaker, and everyone could enjoy the spectacle.

Proposing objections now would be out of place. All present were Core Formation stage cultivators; none would do such a foolish thing.

"Very well, then let us sign the contract."

Before Elder Ma's words had even finished, he swept his sleeve, and a patch of light flew out, circling the hall. Soon, each cultivator in attendance held a piece of treasure that resembled animal hide.

This was the document renouncing Purple Heart Ground Fire. Words alone were not enough; they needed to sign it. Although everyone knew no one would break their word, rules were still rules, and every step had to be followed.

Elder Ma signed his own copy as well. His excited expression indicated he too was looking forward to seeing the battle between these two powerful figures.

After all, such opportunities didn't come often.

The necessary steps were quickly completed. Lin Xuan's voice, calm and emotionless, echoed through the air, "Since there are no objections, where should we begin? It can't be here."

"Haha, of course not here. Otherwise, with your two senior brothers' abilities, you'd tear this place apart in one fell swoop."

Elder Ma bowed repeatedly as he spoke. While his words were true, the tone seemed to contain a hint of flattery.

"You don't need to rush. Such matters are rare but not unheard of at exchange ceremonies. Since the sect rules allow it, there must be designated battlegrounds," said the Sword Sovereign Tianxuan coldly, his heart pounding with anticipation. Lin Xuan showed no signs of nervousness; was he just posturing or truly capable?

However, these thoughts were meaningless now that he had chosen this path. A win would mean continuing as the revered Peak Master of Sky Sword Peak, while a loss would be catastrophic.

In other words, he was gambling, risking his honor and future to prevent Lin Xuan from taking it away.

Sword Sovereign Tianxuan didn't need to do this, but his narrow-mindedness made him want to keep others from boasting over him. Lin Xuan, however, cared not.

Though he no longer underestimated the heroes of the world, the current Peak Master of Sky Sword Peak was clearly beneath him.

Challenging himself? He thought he had ascended to the Spirit Formation stage?

Lin Xuan's principle was humility, but when necessary, he wouldn't hesitate. The Purple Heart Ground Fire was his goal; he had been preparing for centuries to refine a new命宝 (soul treasure).

Since Sword Sovereign Tianxuan insisted on blocking him, it was time to make him a stepping stone.

Their thoughts differed, but only one could win. Following Elder Ma's lead, they continued deeper into the mountain.

Other Core Formation stage cultivators followed suit; such excitement couldn't be missed.

After a short while, the path ended, and a solid stone wall blocked their way.

This wall was different from ordinary ones, adorned with strange talismans.

Without pausing, Elder Ma swept his sleeve again and took out a bright令符 (command talisman). A red light shot forth from it.

Pfft...

The light entered the mountain wall and vanished. Soon after, spiritual lights illuminated the walls, making the talismans glow brightly.

A moment later, rumbling sounds filled their ears as the stone wall opened up, revealing a layer of water curtain in front.

It was indeed a water curtain, blue in color, resembling a deep lake. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and found it had a shielding effect.

But Elder Ma entered without hesitation.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't think there were any traps inside.

After all, he too was from Cloud Concealment Sect.

With this thought, Lin Xuan followed suit.

Then came the Peak Master of Sky Sword, followed by other Core Formation stage cultivators.

Sure enough, it felt like diving into water.

But soon, before them, a vast open space appeared.

In the center stood grand and majestic buildings, resembling an arena.

If ordinary people witnessed this scene, they would be stunned.

How could there be such spacious grounds deep in the mountain?

To cultivators, however, it was nothing extraordinary; the wonders of cultivation magic were on display here.

"Please."

Elder Ma led the way again. The group flew above the ancient building.

Sure enough, around them were tiers for spectators, with a large circular arena in the middle, over a hundred feet in diameter.

"Not bad," Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and composed, his relaxed demeanor making Sword Sovereign Tianxuan secretly grumble. Lin Xuan wasn't nervous, but he was already anxious.

"Please take your positions. We can serve as witnesses. The winner will get the Purple Heart Ground Fire. But remember, this is a competition; please try to hold back," Elder Ma's voice echoed.

Lin Xuan nodded and didn't waste any time. Green light enveloped him as he flew towards the center of the arena.

Sword Sovereign Tianxuan, though doubtful internally, couldn't afford to show weakness at this moment. So, regardless of his thoughts, he too flashed with spiritual lights, transforming into a streak of lightning to face Lin Xuan across from him.

Ten paces apart, they stood facing each other without moving. However, the atmosphere around them instantly became tense.

Around them, over two hundred Core Formation stage cultivators dispersed and chatted, their voices filling the air. Naturally, all their discussions centered on who would win this battle.
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The Ten's conundrum could be said to contradict the views of Zongcang... Some were confident in Tianxuan Sword Master, believing that Lin Xuan couldn't possibly defeat a peak spirit realm monster. Such things were too far-fetched.

Though innate treasures could serve as evidence, this didn’t mean they couldn’t be faked, right?

Not necessarily!

Tianxuan Sword Master had earned his reputation in the sect for over ten thousand years. His fame wasn’t something Lin Xuan could match with a few "surprises." He had many supporters.

Still, at this moment, Lin Xuan was no longer alone. Everyone’s opinions differed, and he now had his own followers. There were still around two layers of Core Formation stage cultivators who believed that Lin Xuan could create a miracle.

The arguments continued, and since their views clashed, there inevitably arose disputes.

Neither side had yet gained the upper hand in this battle, so neither could convince the other with words alone.

Occasional arguments filled his ears, but Lin Xuan’s mind remained unaffected by them.

Then Tianxuan Sword Master spoke: "Junior Brother Lin, do you think you can win? If you admit defeat now, I won’t have to use too much force. After all, this is just a battle for your honor and future."

Lin Xuan's expression was tense. He could feel the anger in Tianxuan Sword Master, which also masked his fear.

But regardless, he acted. Knowing that if he didn't move now, allowing Lin Xuan to continue provoking him would only shake his confidence further.

Perhaps everything he had feared was just a result of overthinking. Maybe Lin Xuan's acquisition of the ancient monster’s treasure was simply a matter of luck!

Tianxuan Sword Master prayed fervently.

But could that be possible?

Despite his complex emotions, outsiders couldn’t know them. All they saw was Tianxuan Peak Lord shouting loudly. A red light shone behind him as a wall of fire suddenly spread out.

The scene was impressive. Lin Xuan was startled by the sudden appearance. Then he heard a dragon’s roar.

The wall of fire expanded and contracted, splitting apart to reveal five fierce-looking fire dragons emerging from within like a sea monster breaking through waves.

These dragons were terrifyingly large, each over ten feet long, with different faces and ferocious expressions as they lunged towards Lin Xuan.

Even before reaching him, the temperature around them soared. Waves of flames rushed towards Lin Xuan.

Such an aggressive attack! If faced by a less powerful cultivator, one might have to retreat. Even though defeat wasn’t inevitable, such a move would put him at a significant disadvantage.

But Lin Xuan didn't choose to retreat. His eyes were fierce as he flicked his sleeves and sent out a red葫芦.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, sacrificing the葫芦 towards the sky, then shouted: "Quickly!"

Before the words left his mouth, a burst of red smoke emerged from inside, releasing countless thunderbolts that rolled like a whirlwind. A vortex appeared in mid-air, over ten feet wide, and split into five parts, each heading for one of the dragons.

The distance between them was minimal, so there wasn't much room to maneuver. With a deafening explosion, the vortex of thunderbolts collided with the dragons, exploding instantly.

A single thunderbolt might not be significant, but in such quantities, its power was extraordinary. The dragons were blasted back, flipping over and retreating.

The flames dispersed, revealing five gleaming celestial swords.

These swords were fire-elemental treasures, but their lengths, sizes, and materials varied greatly.

Lin Xuan frowned. There were even such peculiar sets of innate treasures. However, he had no time to study them now.

His goal was the Purple Heart Earth Fire, and he didn’t intend to engage in a formal battle with Tianxuan Sword Master.

Defeating his opponent and ending this meaningless fight was what Lin Xuan aimed for. His body moved swiftly.

He vanished from sight as if nothing happened.

Nine Heaven Micro-Step!

Lin Xuan’s timing was perfect, dodging the five celestial swords while charging towards Tianxuan Sword Master like a bolt of lightning.

Attack and defense combined; he appeared just a few feet away from his opponent.

"Teleportation!"

Tianxuan Sword Master's pupils constricted as he looked shocked. As they say, great names don’t have false warriors. As the peak leader of Sky Sword Peak, known for being the best cultivator below the spirit realm, such a defeat would be too strange.

Seeing Lin Xuan approach, his shock was evident on his face, but there was no sign of panic.

He raised his right hand and flicked his fingers, drawing an arc from left to right in front of him.

Despite the lack of flamboyance, Lin Xuan felt a warning. He flashed again, leaving countless shadows around them while his true form vanished.

A tearing sound filled the air as if silk was being torn. All the shadows nearby disintegrated.

"Ah..."

Gasps echoed from the surrounding spectators, who were all experts. Tianxuan Sword Master's attack had even torn through space.

While some of the cultivators present might have been capable of such feats, none could do it so effortlessly with no innate treasures used. The mere flick of his fingers as a sword was too incredible.

Could sword energy tear through space?

Everyone marveled at Tianxuan Sword Master’s divine technique.

But the revered Sky Sword Peak Lord was both shocked and angry. He had actually dodged his Hand-Throwing Sword Technique?

Though he appeared so relaxed, this was his secret skill. He knew how much effort it took to master such a technique. The Hand-Throwing Sword was his signature move.

Its advantage lay in its simplicity; no innate treasures were needed, just bare hands. This made the attack swift and caught opponents off guard.

Especially now, Lin Xuan had used Nine Heaven Micro-Step, aiming for a surprise attack. At this moment, he was most vulnerable. Tianxuan Sword Master calculated that after using Nine Heaven Micro-Step, there would be a brief interval before its next use. He seized this opportunity to catch Lin Xuan off guard.

He expected his opponent to suffer greatly or even admit defeat. But reality proved him wrong.

Lin Xuan easily dodged the attack, rendering the Hand-Throwing Sword ineffective and exposing Tianxuan’s vulnerability.

Tianxuan was frustrated. This technique was only effective for surprise attacks; once the opponent was prepared, its effectiveness would be significantly reduced.

"Too close!"

From several dozen feet away, Lin Xuan shivered with cold sweat, far from his outward composure. He still felt a chill at the thought. It was truly heaven's favor that he had recently learned the skills of a demonized creature, specifically the martial arts manual called "Hundred Birds True Explanation," which greatly enhanced his agility and allowed him to use his spirit energy instead of inner energy in critical moments.

Even though Lin Xuan’s body was incredibly resilient, an attack capable of tearing through space would be too much for it. However, his judgment and keen eyesight played a significant role in dodging the strike.
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She wasn't worried about Lin Xuan not loving their son but rather if the son would look down on him as a rich dad?

Zhang Ji, who usually excelled in sword techniques, felt like he was holding onto an iron block that couldn’t be used at all. He could neither approach his enemies nor even protect himself.

The only thing she knew was that Lin Xuan didn't care about her openly making enemies with him. No matter what she said or did, he remained indifferent.

Rich people hate betrayal and being cuckolded the most, so as long as Xu Chen had any doubts, he would definitely dump Chen Yan.

When Xue Ling heard that Mo Deng's blood was demonic, he was still shocked. He wondered why Charlie, who was a demon-human, had powers similar to his own. Now he knew it was because half of him was demonic.

The rain stopped abruptly, and the clear blue sky became even more vivid. "Maiden Jasmine,衍Brother, it's great! You're finally back!" Ning Xue clapped her hands in joy and laughed.

"Then you all go first. Order everyone to be on high alert and thoroughly investigate every detail of this incident. Also, remember not to reveal yourselves unless absolutely necessary. To avoid complications. I'm going to sleep now," she said before closing her eyes and falling asleep.

A few days ago, Ruo Jasmine returned with a covered face. She explained that she had died and was no longer suitable for public appearances. Xiao Yan promised to give her a new identity and removed the mask.

"Wait! What did you just say? Where are you going?" Wu You asked, staring wide-eyed in disbelief at her.

"Haha, Aunt Zhai, don't worry. The alcohol I brought today isn't from our northern region; it's a special kind of lamb wine from the grasslands. It has a low alcohol content, so please don’t restrict us," Xiao Han said to Que Xiulian as he pointed to the bottle.

Primordial felt an invisible pressure emanating from Laojun’s gaze that seemed to envelop him. This pressure was very familiar; it was exactly like what his teacher had exuded when they studied at the Purple Heaven Palace under Lord Primordial.

In Bianjing, the main camp of Song Dynasty generals, Yue Fei was discussing with a group of officers the meaning behind Zhang Bairen's message through Bai Suzhen. However, these were rough men who could only come up with nonsense. The more they spoke, the more absurd their ideas became.

If he could persuade them to secretly cause trouble for Jiang Ziya, it would surely lead to the destruction and annihilation of Western Zhou. But Shen Gongbao was unsure about their intentions now, and even if they agreed, they might not be willing to follow his plan.

The scattered earth qi from the Three Realms seemed to have been inspired by some great force, dancing joyfully in the sky before coalescing into dark clouds rushing towards the Netherworld.

In the Beyond Sky Palace, Tai Qing Saint Laojun and Yu Qing Saint Primordial were seated facing each other. Laojun's eyes were closed with occasional flashes of light; while Primordial’s eyebrows twitched slightly, showing a hint of worry.

"What!" Yellow Springs withdrew his spear as he smiled perfectly on his childlike face: "It's too late." In an instant, Zhuang Wangan’s hands and feet transformed into scythe-like dinosaur claws.

"Now this situation is somewhat difficult. The Four Sea Dragon Clan currently relies on our sect for protection. His third prince was killed by Nezha according to reports from Black Dragon. Should we intervene now?" Queen Mother Xi rarely frowned as she pondered the matter.
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The two faced off again, and Lin Xuan's face no longer showed any trace of contempt.

No wonder the HeavenlyXuan Sword Sovereign was hailed as the first person below the Shenxi stage in their sect. He truly had some skills.

Just this tearing-space technique alone, looking at the entire East Sea cultivation realm—whether it be the Three Demonic Emperors or the Six Sea Kings—no one could do that.

Lin Xuan's senses suddenly went on high alert, but he wasn't even a bit afraid.

While Wenwen's strength was formidable, if she thought she could beat him, that was just a joke.

However, when facing off with him, he needed to be more cautious.

With myriad thoughts passing through his mind, Lin Xuan made his move. He flicked his sleeve and a cone-shaped treasure flew out. This treasure was red in color, with arcs of electricity swirling around it, and faintly emitting tiny runes.

The HeavenlyWǎn Sword Sovereign's eyesight was no joke either; her face tightened as she saw the item. Her pupils constricted:

"Is this... a dual-element lightning-fire treasure?"

She sucked in a cold breath and flicked her sleeve again, sending out another spell. The sound of metal clashing entered his ears, and five divine swords flew back to form a fan shape before him.

The light flickered, then coalesced into a red light barrier.

Extremely dense, it looked like a shield.

"Oh, this treasure is actually both offensive and defensive?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but didn't change his intentions. Even if it were a shield, he needed to see if it could withstand the attack. His hands moved like butterflies as ten fingers shot out, pure essence qi pouring into the ancient treasure with each movement.

Immediately, thunderous sounds echoed, and the light halo on the lightning-fire cone surged, spreading wildly in all directions. The speed of this treasure's emission doubled, turning into a vague shadow that rushed forward.

Boom!

In the next moment, the lightning-fire clashed against the shield, as if it was roasting the air. The force of impact was shocking; even though HeavenlyXuan knew the power of the lightning-fire cone wasn't to be underestimated, he still didn't expect it to reach such a level.

The only description that fit was terrifying. It was hard to put into words exactly how formidable this was.

After all, his Five Tyrant Sun Swords were both offensive and defensive, with defenses far superior to ordinary shields. He hadn't expected them to show signs of collapse after just one exchange.

This technique must be so fearsome?

HeavenlyXuan's scalp tingled.

Even though the cultivation technique he practiced was known for its ferocity, feeling the speed at which his power was dissipating made him hesitate against Lin Xuan here.

A strange look flashed in his eyes as he slightly shook his shoulders and appeared several feet away.

Pang!

Without the support of his power, that red light barrier was instantly breached.

The five divine swords flew back.

In this round, it seemed HeavenlyXuan wasn't outmatched by the opponent's avoidance technique; he had played a very clever move. A smug look appeared on his face.

"Humph, feeling pleased now is too early."

Lin Xuan's expression showed a hint of disdain. Although he was much younger than the other, his experience in combat was unparalleled—how could he be easily led by him?

Combat required rhythm, and Lin Xuan preferred to control it himself.

Although HeavenlyXuan had temporarily escaped from the lightning-fire cone, Lin Xuan wasn't done yet. He raised both hands and quickly formed a talisman while muttering an arcane incantation.

With his opponent's strength not weak, he wanted to test out his newly cultivated divine power.

Lin Xuan's incantation was short. A torrent of dark qi surged from his body. HeavenlyXuan's eyes widened; how had Lin Xuan's power suddenly changed?

Was Lin Xuan a dual-cultivator of the Dao and the Way of Evil? However, two completely different cultivation techniques—how could that be possible?

His thoughts raced as he didn't have time to wait for confirmation. A look of ferocity appeared on his face as he clapped his hands together and pushed them forward.

Swoosh-swoosh!

A hundred sword qi suddenly appeared, rushing towards Lin Xuan with a powerful momentum, not inferior to the attacks from ordinary cultivators' treasures.

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. The dark figure behind him took shape—a black tiger as dark as ink with fiery red eyes, over several dozen feet long, far more ferocious than any common tiger. It roared and pounced on the sword qi with its front claws.

The sound of raindrops hitting banana leaves filled his ears—popping sounds non-stop.

Those sword qi actually couldn't harm the dark figure. HeavenlyXuan was once again stunned but at least gained time to make a move.

The five divine swords converged into one, and an oddly-shaped treasure appeared in his sight. It looked like a sword, but compared to ordinary ones, it had blades on both ends.

HeavenlyXuan's shoulders shook as he blurred again, this time turning into five figures. They were identical in appearance, holding divine swords, and fiercely charging at Lin Xuan.

Trying to confuse him with illusions?

Lin Xuan laughed.

It was like a clown trying to play a musician.

Silver light flashed in his eyes as he casually waved his right hand forward.

Due to the sleeve covering his palm, it was hard to discern his intention. However, HeavenlyXuan's back bristled; an alert suddenly arose.

This intuitive sense was usually very accurate, so he didn't dare take it lightly. He moved to the left at the last moment, sidestepping half a foot away from danger.

Then, he felt a heat on his shoulder as a black sharpness pierced through him. Blood gushed out like a fountain.

How close!

HeavenlyXuan was drenched in cold sweat. The sharpness, though only thumb-sized, had speed and force that left him speechless—far beyond ordinary five-element spells. His protective aura was as weak as tofu; it didn't slow down the attack at all.

Lin Xuan sighed. This old man truly was formidable; he managed to dodge the Black Spirit Drilling under such circumstances. He thought this strike would end the battle.

After taking such a heavy beating, most people might have submitted, but HeavenlyXuan couldn't afford to lose.

He had staked his reputation and honor on this. If he conceded now, what face could he have as the Sword Peak Master?

In fact, he wouldn't even be able to survive in the Cloud Conceal Sect.

All or nothing!

HeavenlyXuan took a deep breath despite his left shoulder's injury and fiercely charged at Lin Xuan.
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This man was renowned far and wide, his agility unmatched.

Almost in an instant, he had arrived before Lin Xuan.

No one knew what spell or technique he used. It wasn't teleportation, but it was as if it were.

Lin Xuan didn’t even have time to summon his treasures.

The crowd on the platform gasped in shock; many cultivators’ faces lit up with joy—after all, more supporters of Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch than Lin Xuan himself.

"Space displacement technique. Truly worthy of being the head of the Sword Peak. Such a secret technique is far beyond teleportation."

"Not bad, he timed it perfectly. This time, Junior Brother Lin will surely be in trouble," another voice chimed in.

Various voices filled his ears, but Lin Xuan’s face showed an odd expression as he sighed softly. He had chosen to attack proactively.

Indeed, Lin Xuan couldn’t summon his treasures, but bare-handed combat wasn't necessarily a disadvantage.

The Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch was only about ten feet away from him now, the sword in hand glowing fiercely and raised high for another strike.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced. He decided it would be best to take out this formidable opponent before he could advance further. Otherwise, with his current prowess, he wouldn’t stand a chance against the later stages.

No wonder Senior Dragon invited him personally and entrusted him with the leadership of one peak; this fellow was truly formidable. Although killing him might anger Senior Dragon, it would be worth it to eliminate Lin Xuan as a potential threat.

The benefits clearly outweighed the risks in his mind. His lips curled into a vicious grin.

Onlookers gasped in shock. Suddenly, there was a loud tearing sound as the sword’s spirit light touched Lin Xuan's palm, and an intense burst of light erupted between them.

It was so bright that it outshone even the sun for a moment. The spectators, all Core Formation cultivators, found their eyes dazzled by the brilliance.

The scene was blindingly bright; they couldn’t see anything clearly.

Cultivators on the platform were in shock. They had never imagined such a spectacle before. It was too impressive!

What happened next?

Did Lin Xuan perish?

Some of them had the ability to shield their eyes from intense light, so they quickly did so. However, to everyone’s surprise, that strange light disappeared just as quickly. The spirit light dimmed, and all the surroundings became clear again.

Everyone widened their eyes in anticipation, regardless of whether they supported Lin Xuan or the Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch. They wanted to know the outcome.

Even though most believed Lin Xuan had perished, a scene like that, even for Core Formation cultivators, would have been impossible to overcome.

Humans are strange creatures; despite believing it, their minds couldn’t fully accept what they saw until they witnessed it firsthand.

Some were even hoping against hope for a miracle, although they knew deep down it was impossible.

With mixed emotions and thoughts, all eyes turned toward where the two had fought.

The result was clear!

"Impossible!"

When the scene became clear, the cultivators on the platform erupted in surprise. Everyone thought they had seen incorrectly. Even those who hoped Lin Xuan would survive found it hard to believe.

How could this be?

Wasn’t he dreaming?

They couldn't believe their eyes anymore.

As the saying goes: "Ears can deceive, but what the eye sees is real." They now doubted that adage.

"How could this happen?"

This thought echoed in everyone’s minds. Their eyes were still wide open, and their mouths agape, as if they could fit an egg inside them.

The description was exaggerated, but it couldn’t capture the shock they felt.

They had expected Lin Xuan to perish.

But now, the situation had completely reversed.

Lin Xuan stood there unscathed. There wasn’t a single scar on his body; it seemed that the terrible attack never happened. Instead, the Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch was still in an offensive stance, his sword poised at his chest. However, he couldn’t move because he was frozen!

A blue ice appeared before their eyes.

The ice glowed with cold light and emitted intermittent flashes of brilliance, making it beautiful to behold. The Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch remained in a comical position, trapped in the ice.

He couldn't move; his smug grin stood out starkly against the ice.

It seemed he believed that Lin Xuan would be cut in half by this attack.

Unfortunately, all these events were captured by Eternal Heaven Fire, and the Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch's hopes turned into mockery for himself.

Sighs of relief filled the air as they finally understood what had happened.

Their expressions varied, but their gaze towards Lin Xuan was now one of awe.

Bare-handed combat in such a situation, freezing his opponent.

This power...

Many cultivators were still taking deep breaths and could barely believe that the ancient demon from the Ling Tian Sect might have perished at the hands of Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s lips curved into a smile as he slowly lowered his hand. Turning to face the old man with a square face, he said, "How about it, Senior Brother Lin? Did I win?"

"Of course! Junior Brother Lin possesses divine and ghostly powers that are truly exemplary for us all. Now, apart from the two senior brothers, you can be considered the first in Cloud Concealment Sect," the old man’s face was full of flattery.

Lin Xuan smiled without replying, taking a deep breath after his efforts. However, just as he thought it was over, something unexpected happened.

No one had anticipated this scene.

Everyone was stunned.

A tearing sound came from the defeated Sword Peak Patriarch. A crack appeared on the ice that imprisoned him.

At first, it was small.

But in an instant, it rapidly spread across the surface of the ice like a spider’s web.

Then...

Light seeped out through the cracks, and the ice began to crumble.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan was unprepared for this outcome and was shocked.

A loud noise filled the air as the ice shattered completely. The Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch burst out from within.

His hair had fallen loose, his face twisted in a snarl like that of a demon, and he wielded his sword as one with his body, emitting an overwhelming aura of malice, striking Lin Xuan.

The timing and angle weren’t as precise as before, but the suddenness caught everyone off guard.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed. He couldn’t dodge with Nine Heaven Microsteps; he had just used Illusory Heaven Fire, so it was too late to use it again.

Frustrated!

At this critical moment, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and two thunderballs flew out.

These were the twin Yin Thunder he had recently mastered after practicing Six Words of Evil Ghost Spell.

Each about the size of a thumb, they were grayish-black. However, their power was immense.

A loud explosion filled the air as black light enveloped the approaching Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch. The old monster’s expression changed.

With a roar, his body suddenly expanded.

"Bang," he chose to self-destruct, but no blood emerged. His body had completely fused with the sword, turning into thin silver threads that shot out in all directions.

Lin Xuan widened his eyes.

This technique seemed familiar; could it be the highest level of transforming swords into threads?

Transforming a sword into threads is something even an Incarnation Core cultivator can do. It involves making the sword incredibly thin. However, what Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch did was different.

He had reached the realm where he was one with his sword and now transformed himself entirely into threads.

As he pondered this strange technique, the twin Yin Thunder failed to harm him. The threads shot out, then converged in the center, and the Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Patriarch reappeared.

However, his face was deathly pale; clearly, this move had consumed a lot of his energy.
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The stands erupted in exclamations of astonishment. The faces of the cultivators were filled with admiration and respect, but inevitably, there was also a hint of jealousy.

How could such a significant disparity exist among fellow Core Profound Realm cultivators?

These two fellows before him were nothing short of monsters!

By the standards of Core Profound Realm cultivators, they were simply too powerful!

Discussions continued to pour into his ears as their battle had yet to end.

"Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant Kingly Fist? Isn't that one of the three devastating moves on Mount Tiankuan?"

"Yes, it's rare for a successive peak master to be able to cultivate this technique," someone said. "Once mastered, it can even withstand the attacks of Spirit Separation Realm monsters."

"Hmm, I've heard about this too," Lin Xuan mused. "That’s why I have such a reputation in our sect..."

"True enough, but for Core Profound Realm cultivators to use this technique would inevitably result in significant loss of essence energy." "Is it really necessary to go that far just for sparring?"

Some faces showed disapproval, but regardless, the situation was spiraling out of control.

This wasn't about the Purple Heart Earth Fire anymore; these two were clearly fighting to the death, determining their strength.

Lin Xuan's expression finally turned serious.

Dealing with this guy would be even more challenging than dealing with Fat Monster Mother Demon. Moreover, he was determined to fight to the end. If he didn't take it seriously, he might indeed fall into a trap.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan inserted his sleeves and sent out the Azure Green Mother Son Shield, which transformed into a radiant light screen with a Taiji pattern at its center, brimming with qi energy.

He decided to focus on defense first before making any further moves.

Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant naturally wouldn't wait either. As Lin Xuan began his attack, he also moved.

With both hands raised, the old monster continuously cast spells, causing auras of light to flash around him. A shocking amount of malevolent energy suddenly spread from his body.

A mouthful of crimson blood erupted from his lips, followed by a flicker as a large talisman appeared and quickly entered his body.

The aura emitted by Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant became more sinister.

With a loud shout, his body swelled like a balloon.

A thud echoed in the air as the old monster chose to self-destruct once again.

This time, blood mist filled the sky before transforming into vicious red threads.

The light suddenly intensified. Each thread turned into a celestial blade, densely covering the entire sky.

There were thousands of them, living up to their name "Ten Thousand Blades Technique."

In an instant, the process was completed. Red light rained down, and countless celestial blades descended upon Lin Xuan with terrifying force.

Even without considering its power, this display alone made one's heart race.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. Fortunately, he had already set up defenses beforehand.

Clanging sounds filled his ears as the Azure Green Mother Son Shield transformed into a light screen that rippled slightly. The force seemed to flow away from him.

This was due to his solid foundation and profound strength, far beyond those of his peers. Otherwise, this treasure might not have been able to withstand such an attack.

Damn it!

Ling Xuan's eyes flashed with fierce determination. He would never be passive in battle.

With his right hand raised, a brilliant blue flame emerged from the palm—Phantasmal Heavenly Fire reappeared.

Starting as small as an egg, it rapidly grew to a diameter of about a foot.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan forcefully pushed the flames forward through the light screen. The cold air surged out, and a thick, azure ice shield materialized, capable both of defense and freezing attacks.

The intensity of the attack immediately decreased. The celestial blades that struck the ice surface formed a layer of frost, indicating that the freezing effect was working, slowing down the attackers.

Their offensive power naturally weakened as well.

Lin Xuan visibly relaxed. However, just then, his expression changed dramatically. A roar echoed in his ears, and flames appeared on the surfaces of the celestial blades, melting the frost. The attack resumed with renewed vigor.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was ineffective!

"Little guy, you made me suffer once from your demonic flame. Do you think I'll fall for it again?"

The voice of Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant filled his ears. His body had already transformed into an offensive stance, but his mental power still enveloped the area.

"Haha, die!"

His laughter was tinged with madness. At this point, Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant hated Lin Xuan to the core and no longer concealed his intent to kill him.

Before he could finish speaking, the attacks from surrounding celestial blades suddenly intensified. He had made up his mind to kill Lin Xuan here.

"Senior Brother Du, why don't we help our fellow disciples on the stand separate them?"

A clear voice echoed, but it was icy cold—this was none other than Array Peak Master Li Xianzi speaking.

In the Five Pools, Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant and Golden Core Realm Sovereign were currently in a fierce battle. The Treasure Peak Master wasn't present, so naturally, Li Xianzi and Senior Brother Du of the Spirit Beast Peak held the highest status.

"Alright," an elderly man with all his hair and beard white nodded.

Seeing that two peak masters had reached an agreement, several anxious cultivators immediately activated their treasures and rushed down.

"Aaah!"

A cry echoed in the air. However, it wasn't Lin Xuan or Core Profound Realm Sovereign Demon Tyrant. Everyone was stunned as they turned to look.
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Subsequently, their eyes widened in shock, almost thinking they had seen a mistake.

"Senior Brother Shi, could he have gone mad?"

"How can he..."

The cultivators were all in a state of astonishment. They stopped what they were doing.

They couldn't help but take a deep breath. The Master of Heavenly Sword Peak actually attacked one of his fellow disciples who was trying to mediate.

From over a hundred feet away, two cultivators were loudly crying out in pain. One had lost his left arm, and the other's leg was severed from his body.

"He must be mad! This person is definitely crazy."

Lady Li's murmured voice reached their ears. Above her head appeared the face of Sword Sovereign Tianxuan, formed by凝聚的精神力。

He spoke with white beard fluttering and bloodshot eyes: "In my battle against Lin Xuan, anyone who dares to interfere will be treated as an enemy. I won't spare him."

The consequences didn't matter to him; it was somewhat like falling into a maniacal state.

Lin Xuan seemed to have nowhere else to run but he smiled instead.

"Self-inflicted suffering, self-inflicted death."

Lin Xuan's soft murmur reached their ears.

Too naive. Do you think you're qualified to break through my Illusory Heavenly Fire?

A mocking smile appeared on the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth. He raised his right hand and curled his fingers slightly. Several streaks of spiritual light shot out from his fingertips, piercing into the collapsing玄冰.

Boom!

The cracking sound echoed in their ears as the玄冰 decomposed faster, turning into a deep blue mist.

However, immediately after, the mist changed to a multi-colored glass-like Illusory Heavenly Fire. It wasn't just cold; it also had corrosive, toxic, and devouring properties.

These other three attributes began to take effect. Lin Xuan was hidden in the fog, and none of the swords could escape the Illusory Heavenly Fire's restraints. Some turned black, some developed small holes on their surfaces, and others melted away completely.

"Ahh!"

A cry echoed in their ears.

The swords weren't pure treasures; they were formed from Sword Sovereign Tianxuan's body. Once damaged, he wouldn't fare well either. This was far more painful than destroying his own命宝.

The situation seemed to have reversed.

Not exactly a reversal but rather a delicate balance.

If too many swords were destroyed, Sword Sovereign Tianxuan would fall.

But before that, could Lin Xuan's defenses be broken first? Who would emerge victorious?

Or both of them would suffer mutual destruction?

At this stage, it wasn't impossible for the two to die together.

The cultivators on the platform all had complex expressions. Regardless of who won or lost, the outcome would undoubtedly be extremely惨烈.

But Lin Xuan and Sword Sovereign Tianxuan were beyond their comprehension.

Feeling the difficulty of Illusory Heavenly Fire, the flying swords in mid-air changed again.

"Swoosh!" sounds echoed as they shot towards a common direction. They soon condensed into...a huge red sword.

"Unification of Ten Thousand Swords!"

The virtual image of Sword Sovereign Tianxuan reappeared in the air, his hair and beard standing out as he roared. The surface of this treasure burned with fierce flames, piercing Lin Xuan's head like a bolt of lightning.

Wherever it passed, space twisted and collapsed, showcasing its immense power.

One strike to decide the outcome.

Clearly, this was at the critical moment.

Due to the vast power distorting the space, Nine Heaven Micro-Step wouldn't work. How would Lin Xuan respond?

Would the result still be Sword Sovereign Tianxuan's victory?

Various thoughts flashed through the minds of the spectators. Suddenly, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. He didn’t want to reveal his hidden treasures but was forced to now.

He flicked his sleeve and a short sword about an inch long flew out.

Lin Xuan grasped it, took a deep breath, and poured all his magical energy into it.

Instantly, fierce light erupted. A majestic and powerful spiritual aura centered around the sword, radiating outward.

Was he going to fight to the death? Then let him taste the power of his supreme divine treasure.

Lin Xuan roared.

The four spirit figures appeared out of thin air, quickly becoming more distinct as they lunged forward.

"This person..."

The cultivators on the platform were speechless. Those who advanced to the Profound Origin realm naturally weren't weak. Even if their strength was not considered, their vision and insight were excellent choices.

"Green Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, Black Tortoise"...

Someone had already called out the true forms of the four spirits in mid-air.

Amidst astonishment, these four were genuine divine spirits. Although they were just virtual images, could Lin Xuan's held item be a supreme divine treasure?

This was their only explanation. In the rank of postnatal divine treasures, it must be one of the top items to have such power.

The cultivators' eyes filled with envy as the outcome became uncertain once again.

Although the nature of the spirits differed, their combined strength left people speechless. The virtual image of Sword Sovereign Tianxuan's face showed shock but was quickly replaced by his obsession.

His eyes were on fire, filled only with hatred and determination; he would fight to the death.

Boom!

The flames on the sword surface suddenly intensified. The blade became semi-transparent, yet it emitted more malevolent aura and power.

"He must be mad! This old man is crazy."

Lin Xuan was also shocked. This sudden increase in power couldn't come from nowhere—it was the price he paid by burning his life force.

In other words, even if this strike could surpass him, the outcome would still be extremely tragic.

Was he really losing his mind? He was just a dispute of honor between friends. Why did he do it? People who didn’t know might think there was a grudge against the Master of Sword Peak, or that he had stolen his wife.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh inwardly. Facing this madman, he couldn't afford to be careless. He roared and poured all his magical energy like a flood outwards. The four spirit figures became even more prominent.

Next moment...

Boom!

An unimaginable roar echoed in their ears as the attacks clashed head-on. It was just like two comets colliding; the entire space collapsed, quickly mended by the laws of nature, only to be torn apart again and then re-mended by those laws...

The process repeated, leaving them trembling with fear.

Gale-force winds rose, turning the platform into a ruin. The arena was flattened, and the spectators, all their defensive treasures activated, were filled with shock. The attack wasn't aimed at them; it was just the residual effects. How terrifying the pressure was! What kind of situation did Lin Xuan and Sword Sovereign Tianxuan face in the explosion's center?

Unimaginable!

They stood still, waiting for the outcome.

Due to the spiritual energy radiating outwards, their divine sense detection was automatically blocked.

After a tea time, the smoke gradually dispersed, revealing the clear situation.

Lin Xuan!

"Junior Brother Lin is still alive!"

"Could he have won?"

The cultivators' faces were filled with reverence. They saw Lin Xuan suspended in mid-air peacefully. Below him was a huge hole that went deep into the ground—caused by their hard clash.

But Sword Sovereign Tianxuan had vanished without a trace. Could it be that he suffered a crushing defeat and turned to ashes?

The cultivators thought so, but before their thoughts could fully form, whoosh, suddenly, a gust of wind arose, several streaks of fire appeared, converging into one, revealing an元婴 in the center.

It had the same appearance as Sword Sovereign Tianxuan.

Senior Brother Shi's physical body was gone, but his元婴 survived. The cultivators breathed a sigh of relief. The元婴 spoke: "I accept my fate..."

The final few hours, there are still monthly votes. Please don't keep them; cast them!
月初，求保底月票

Thank you all for your generous support last month. It's a new month again, and Huan Yu will continue to strive as before, releasing updates every three days. Huan Yu hopes to receive more support from everyone.

Please vote for the monthly ticket!
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I couldn't help but agree with Zhong Jinwei's first plan; it was clearly made with me in mind.

"Hey! I didn't expect to hear such a compliment from Nan哥 after so many years. It’s really rare!" Although they hadn’t seen each other for years, their relationship remained as strong as ever. Upon meeting, Chen Chong started teasing Wang Beinan.

Chang Yuan followed behind him, holding his military overcoat. They were discussing something when they entered the house and stopped. Shen Yi glanced at me coolly; I was looking back at him. Our gazes met, and a hint of emotion lingered between us.

"Your obedient servant!" Zu Kui responded and then waved his hand to summon one hundred elite cavalrymen. He mounted his horse with a loud cry and galloped towards the battlefield in front of the two armies.

The disciples from the Double Gate still showed no signs of action, causing Lin Yi and others to look somewhat embarrassed.

Whether Green Horn or Talon International had any business needs, Wang Nuozhen didn't care. His mindset was: if they wanted something, they should come negotiate; otherwise, he would just sit back and watch him profit from his investments.

"Go on with whatever you want to do here. Don’t get in the way!" Wang Beinan glared at them and turned away, not wanting to engage with these people anymore.

This aura was created by Ye Fengling. Although the disciples present could sense its power, most chose to remain silent. Everyone knew that without some pressure from this itinerant merchant, he might never give up.

Since matters concerning North Korea were involved, the governor of Deng-Lai had a right to be informed. After all, Zhong Jinwei wouldn't stay in Deng-Lai for long; the one who would directly manage North Korea afterward was still the governor of Deng-Lai.

"You can keep them. I don’t need arrows or bows anyway. What use are these things?" He flicked his sleeves and tossed the jade ring back into Li Xu's arms.

The car finally left, amidst the driver’s complaints, reaching the orphanage after lunchtime. The director was surprised to see her; she had said yesterday that she would go to Sanya with her husband today.

Suddenly, the giant snake began to contort its body and roll on the ground. This time, the white jade ring showed no reaction; it was purely a change in the giant snake itself.

The fire seed gathered strength once more, forming a massive black ball of demonic flames that was even larger than before, with correspondingly greater power.

"Assistant Liu." Nie Wanlu hurried to her feet. Qianeng had told her earlier that Assistant Liu would be accompanying her for two months.

After speaking, Meng逊 waved his sleeve and rolled up a spatial force, tearing the space apart. The torn space was filled with powerful suction, giving people a deep sense of fear.

Eternal Freedom Great Governor, known as Lord Xiao, was upright in character. A year ago, he had served as the commander-in-chief of Dàyě, the highest military official there.

Upon hearing this, Zeng Guofan’s face changed dramatically; Bao Qiba and Qing De, among others, were all stunned into silence.

After saying goodbye to Yan Xiye and Yi Meng, she teleported alone to the planet where Chaos City was located.

According to the system prompt, he had triggered a rare plot. Although it wasn’t a task, the rewards given were still impressive. The reason was that his surname Chen played a dominant role in this plot, leading to high completion evaluation and thus generous rewards.

Before Qing De could say anything else, Zeng Guofan sat down, closing his eyes as if he were dozing off. Clearly, he didn’t want to listen.
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"Submit," the word barely left his lips when he suddenly widened his eyes. A black, ominous light pierced through him.

"You..."

The Soul Core of Yuan婴 lowered its head in disbelief, unable to accept what had just happened.

He, the Master of Sword Peak, a figure who had dominated the cultivation world for countless millennia, had fallen like this—without reason or cause.

Regret, fear, and hatred flashed through his mind. But it mattered not; he was already doomed to disintegrate into nothingness.

His consciousness began to fade as a gust of wind swept by, causing the Soul Core to rapidly crumble and freeze.

Sss...

The surrounding cultivators gasped in shock.

They certainly didn't believe Lin Xuan had been too slow. This was an open act of extermination.

Lin Xuan showed no regard for the sect's rules; he was a madman!

Just like the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇, who had perished due to his执念, Lin Xuan seemed unconcerned about the consequences of his actions. The two Senior Elders' warnings were mere clouds to him.

Lin Xuan didn't care much either.

This encounter had sealed an unbreakable enmity between them. Moreover, that old man was indeed formidable; while he couldn't defeat Lin Xuan in open combat, what if he tried a sneaky ambush?

Lin Xuan wasn't interested in constant vigilance. Killing the opponent was the most straightforward choice.

As for the consequences...

Even if the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 had been at fault, and regardless of who was right or wrong, that old monster was dead. What could two Senior Elders do about it? Would they make him pay with his life?

That would be a foolish move.

Instead, because the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 was gone, Lin Xuan's position would only grow more significant.

Thus, he felt secure.

As he turned around, the expressions of the surrounding cultivators were reduced to fear and admiration. The cultivation world was one where strength reigned supreme.

The dozens of Core Formation period cultivators from Sword Peak lowered their heads, avoiding eye contact with Lin Xuan.

Perhaps some harbored resentment, but after this battle, who would dare provoke him?

Unless they wanted to die!

Such fools didn't exist.

"Is it not so? I believe that in such a scenario, I should be considered the victor."

A faint voice entered his ears. The cultivators below nearly tripped over their feet; their faces were filled with bitter smiles. With the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇's Soul Core scattered to pieces, was Lin Xuan jesting?

"Haha, Brother Disciple, you are joking," the bald elder nodded and bowed. "With so many witnesses, naturally, you will be the ultimate victor."

"May I use the Purple Heart Earth Fire?"

"Certainly, after this incident, no one would dare compete with you for it."

"Indeed, Brother Disciple's powers are unparalleled in our sect. Aside from the two Senior Elders, there is no cultivator who can match you."

"The Golden Core Peak is fortunate to have Brother Disciple as its Master; I believe the prosperity of this lineage will be imminent."

...

Various voices echoed around him, praising and flattering Lin Xuan.

This battle not only allowed Lin Xuan to obtain Purple Heart Earth Fire but also established his authority in Cloud Concealment Sect.

...

Three days later.

"Uncle Disciple Lin, please follow me. Just walk another thousand feet down this passage, and you will reach the thirteenth layer's Earth Fire room. The purple heart earth fire is emitted from there. According to tradition, I can only bring you here; the rest of the way, you must continue along this tunnel."

An elder dressed in the attire of the Divine Artifact Peak bowed respectfully as he spoke.

Droplets of sweat could be seen on his forehead. Lin Xuan's reputation had soared after that battle. The Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇's name was now a stepping stone for him, and the Golden Core Peak felt vindicated. Cultivators from any lineage in Cloud Concealment Sect showed extreme respect to Lin Xuan.

This led the Divine Artifact Peak disciple guiding him to be visibly nervous, sweating profusely.

Though he was a Separation Stage cultivator, his strength had long protected him from the elements. Yet, he was still trembling with fear and tension, as if he were a commoner while Lin Xuan was a tiger.

Lin Xuan understood what he feared but showed no reaction: "Alright, you may go."

"Thank you, Uncle Disciple."

The elder bowed to Lin Xuan before retreating, visibly relieved. This small incident didn't bother Lin Xuan as he looked around the surroundings.

They were deep underground now; even the rocks had turned dark gray.

A few dozen feet ahead was a large cave entrance.

It was pitch black inside with hot air blowing out and a small stone staircase leading down into the depths.

There was nothing else.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before stepping down. As his guide had said, this tunnel stretched over a thousand feet; the temperature increased as he went deeper. Even ordinary people couldn't withstand it, let alone possibly disintegrate to ashes.

Even cultivators would likely activate their protective barriers. Lin Xuan paid no mind; his body's strength far surpassed that of his peers.

After walking for some time, a stone house finally came into view.

It was more fitting to call it an ancient temple than a simple stone house.

Lin Xuan stopped and examined the structure before him.

The style was clearly different from other buildings in Cloud Concealment Sect. It seemed heavy, ancient, and somewhat dilapidated.

It was as if it were a significant building from ancient times but had long fallen into disuse.

"Is this the thirteenth layer's Earth Fire room?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. For some reason, he felt an odd sensation when seeing the structure before him—both familiarity and repulsion, a contradiction that Lin Xuan couldn't explain.

His gaze lingered on it for what seemed like a long time until finally snapping back to reality.

What was he doing here?

Perhaps this temple had its own history, but who cared now? He was here to refine his命宝. Staring blankly at the structure didn't make sense.

A self-deprecating smile played on Lin Xuan's face as he put aside his doubts and walked into the stone temple.

Inside, it was far more spacious than expected, yet empty. However, there were numerous carvings on the walls, mostly of a strange beast: a dragon's head, deer's body, ox's tail, with a single horn atop its head, covered in scales from head to toe.

Was this not a qilin?

PS: It's the beginning of the month; please support me by voting for my monthly ticket. Thank you!
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Qilin

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of shock as his thoughts raced. This was indeed one of the legendary divine beasts.

Even among true spirits, qilins were rare and formidable beings. Although they might be slightly inferior to true dragons and colorful phoenixes, they certainly ranked among the top.

How could there be so many carved qilins here? What connection existed between them and the raw qilin?

Lin Xuan stood in silence for a moment before he slapped his forehead. He had fallen into his own thoughts again. Even if this place was related to the qilin, what did it matter now that he was here to refine his命魂宝物 (soul essence treasure)?

He couldn't afford to be distracted!

With his mind set, Lin Xuan continued walking forward.

Although the grand hall was spacious, it wasn’t empty. In the center stood a dragon’s head crafted from ten-thousand-year-old玄铁 (mysterious iron). Only raw qilins could withstand the purple heart inferno.

This addition was clearly by later hands.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he approached and sat down in a cross-legged position.

Refining treasures wasn’t as difficult as breaking through bottlenecks, but it still required careful handling. He had already tested the intensity of this flame; it didn’t fall short of a divine spirit’s infant fire and was even more stable, making it an excellent choice for refining treasures.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and tapped his须臾袋 (momentary bag) several times. A colorful light shot out, revealing nearly a hundred treasures: bottles, jars, jade boxes, and wooden chests—accumulated over centuries of effort.

Seeing these treasures, Lin Xuan had some hope for the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword’s power. But what about the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring?

Lin Xuan wasn’t wasteful. He already had a plan for disposing of his命魂宝物 (soul essence treasure).

He inserted his sleeve and released two silver rings, which he grabbed. The ring had accompanied him for a thousand years, and he couldn’t help but feel a tinge of reluctance.

Although the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring seemed somewhat redundant now, it had served him well over the years.

"Relax; you will continue to accompany me in your new form."

Lin Xuan’s whispered words echoed. The true value of the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring wasn’t in its materials but in the fact that it was already integrated into his dantian and had been cultivated for a thousand years, achieving a level of spiritual connection with him.

He wouldn’t give up on this no matter what.

After reviewing countless ancient texts, Lin Xuan found a solution. The first time one refines their命魂宝物 (soul essence treasure) is after forming a丹 (dantian). As cultivation levels increase, the original treasures might become unsuitable and need to be re-refined.

This wasn’t unique to him; some cultivators had to re-refine their命魂宝物 (soul essence treasure) multiple times. They faced similar challenges, but Lin Xuan’s solution was to use the previous命魂宝物 (soul essence treasure) as a material for the new one.

This process required special refinement techniques and that both treasures didn’t conflict in attributes.

Fortunately, this wasn’t an issue for Lin Xuan; he had invested considerable effort to obtain these techniques.

Lin Xuan raised his hands, fingers flicking, forming seals. These seals entered the dragon’s head.

A burst of spiritual light emerged, a one-foot-diameter purple heart inferno that exploded into fine fire snakes enveloping the Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring.

Within an hour, two large purple flames hovered before Lin Xuan, with fire snakes constantly moving between them.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan raised his sleeve and released a jade bowl-shaped object. Without further ado, he called out: "Break!"

A pungent sound filled the air as the two flames rapidly spun apart, disintegrating into greenish liquids that dissipated in the air, leaving behind two silver orbs.

Lin Xuan’s mental command caused these liquids to fly towards him.

"Phew!"

Relieved, Lin Xuan saw his efforts pay off. The Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring had been refined but retained its spiritual connection with him.

The liquids fell into the jade bowl.

Lin Xuan then lifted his right hand and curved his fingers. A wooden box exploded, releasing a blackish block of material, which was actually an extremely rare fire attribute material.

With the inferno from the dragon’s head, Lin Xuan began refining it again.

Half an hour later, the object had melted into a liquid form. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and summoned a small jade bottle, opening its lid to sprinkle green powder inside.

Time passed quickly in this underground realm; fifteen days flew by without him resting. He hadn’t wasted any time, as the purple heart inferno was limited.

All preparations were now complete, leaving only the final refinement process.

Lin Xuan inserted his sleeve and released a fiery light. He took out the last and most crucial material—a three-foot-tall object with forked top resembling deer antlers.

"This is you!" he said softly, and a small creature appeared, barking loudly.

It was a snow-white puppy no more than a foot long, with bright black eyes that were adorable but curious. It quickly found Lin Xuan and pounced on him, licking his face.

This thing was clearly the spirit of ten-thousand-year-old fire coral, yet it still behaved like a true dog after all these years.

Despite its unchanged size, its behavior had become more erratic due to the countless top-grade crystals Lin Xuan had fed it over the centuries. Thus, it showed great affection towards him and wouldn’t be easily driven away.

The puppy didn’t speak but had a high level of intelligence. Seeing the purple heart inferno, it seemed to recall something, raising its head and barking loudly.

"Relax; I won't break my word. Although you will become part of the命魂宝物 (soul essence treasure), your spirit won’t be erased. There’s no need for that, and it wouldn’t benefit me either. For now, stay here. Once the treasure is complete, you’ll exist as a spirit within."

"Wo wo…"

The puppy barked anxiously after Lin Xuan spoke.

"You’re too timid; I’ve said not to worry. The value of this treasure far exceeds that of ten-thousand-year-old fire coral. As a spirit, you will gain much more. After all these years, have I ever deceived you?"

The puppy’s barks softened as Lin Xuan was true to his word, which is why the puppy received so many top-grade crystals.

"Your cooperation will bring you benefits."

Lin Xuan finished speaking and cast a spell, levitating the ten-thousand-year-old fire coral.

[End of Chapter]
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Lin Xuan gazed intently at the precious object before him, taking a deep breath. He then slowly raised his right hand and pointed his index finger with an unusually serious expression.

"Quickly!"

Instantly, the treasure shaped like a deer's antler shot upwards into the air. Red light flickered across its surface, and a clear ringing sound echoed far away. A colorful aura began to emit from it.

On the surface of this aura, countless tiny runes rotated and pulsed, numbering in the millions, exuding an immense mystery. The Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral truly lived up to its legendary status as a fire-type treasure.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, silver light flaring in his pupils. After a moment of contemplation, he wore a satisfied expression on his face.

Compared to when he first obtained this treasure hundreds of years ago, the quality had clearly improved significantly. This was no surprise; after consuming so many top-grade crystal stones, as the body of the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral, it naturally reaped great benefits.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with sharp light as another spell shot from his fingertips, a crackling sound ringing in his ears. The snake head opened, and a thick purple heart fire gushed out like an arm.

In an instant, purple light surged outward. The earth fire seemed to have a mind of its own, flying toward the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral at a distance of several feet away.

However, before it could get close, it was blocked by the bright red aura.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as the red and purple lights intertwined in battle, creating a deadlock.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan did not feel angry but rather delighted. The Purple Heart Earth Fire's power was almost on par with an infant fire of a spirit cultivator at the Divination Stage, yet it still couldn't penetrate the barrier.

This demonstrated just how formidable the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral truly was.

Such divine materials and rare ingredients, combined to create a treasure that Lin Xuan could only imagine would rival a heavenly treasure. But for now, he needed to break through the protective aura of the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral first.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan raised both hands and fired several more spells.

Whoosh!

More purple light surged from the snake head, transforming into fiery serpents that surrounded the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral from all directions.

From afar, it appeared as a purple fireball.

The bright red aura dimmed significantly; after all, this was an unowned object with no mana to support its defenses. How long could it hold out on instinct alone?

Time slowly passed.

After a day and night, a faint crackling sound echoed, the nearly invisible red light finally breaking like a bubble. The Purple Heart Earth Fire rushed toward the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral, beginning to refine this rare treasure even in the spiritual realm.

Without its protective aura, the material's essence was not difficult to refine. Within an hour, red liquid droplets appeared on its surface.

Lin Xuan wore a satisfied expression.

"Woof..."

Just then, a clear dog bark sounded, sounding somewhat weak and feeble.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he turned around. The puppy was trembling all over, its large black eyes filled with pitiful expressions. It seemed to be thinking that Lin Xuan wanted to cook it for red-braised dog meat.

"Pathetic!"

Lin Xuan scolded playfully.

"I know the process of refining the essence is painful, but once the treasure is successfully refined, you as a spirit will gain great benefits." There's no such thing as something for nothing; what's wrong with enduring some hardship?"

But the puppy ignored him and continued to look at Lin Xuan pitifully.

Lin Xuan sighed, his sleeve sweeping out. Red light shone brightly, and a translucent red crystal flew out.

"Woof..."

Despite being in pain, the puppy stood up without hesitation, chasing after it and biting into the fiery red crystal, savoring its taste.

Lin Xuan shook his head. Over these few hundred years of contact, he knew this little fellow's nature—basically a glutton who would risk his life for food. To him, top-grade crystal stones were like meat bones; as long as there was such a thing, even his own life could be sacrificed, let alone the small pain before him.

Lin Xuan continued to refine the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral.

After some time, Lin Xuan formed hand seals and flicked his fingers rapidly. Spell after spell shot out, then he gently curled his little finger.

The suspended jade bowl spun around, silver liquid forming bright threads that flew toward the half-melted Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral.

These silver liquids were transformed from the Nine Palace Moon Ring. Lin Xuan now needed to integrate them well with the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral so that the thousand years of cultivation in his dantian would not be wasted.

Although this process seemed simple, it was actually quite difficult. Any small mistake could result in all his efforts over a millennium being for naught.

Lin Xuan was extremely cautious throughout the process, adjusting the temperature and adding various divine materials.

Time passed swiftly. Twenty-seven days had already elapsed since Lin Xuan arrived here.

Now he sat cross-legged.

Above him, a crimson lotus flower slowly floated.

This lotus was incredibly beautiful, with a diameter of several feet.

After all this effort, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword finally took shape.

Although it was just one of the "Nine Swords," its power was unparalleled.

However, while the sword had taken form, the refinement process was not yet complete; two more steps remained.

Lin Xuan's sleeve swept out again as he retrieved two treasures. A bottle and an jade box appeared.

He flicked his fingers slightly, opened the lid of the box, and a three-inch-long stone emerged.

It sparkled with vibrant colors.

Then, "Peng," another sound echoed, as the bottle cap was removed, revealing a mass of fiery red gas that condensed into a beautiful pattern.

The Crystal Rainbow Stone and Nine Yang Heavenly Fire Liquid were precious materials second only to the Ten Thousand Year Flame Coral.

Lin Xuan intended to integrate these with the lotus sword when barking sounds filled his ears. The puppy ran over, barking wildly at Lin Xuan.

While barking, it used its large black eyes to look at him.

Although the little fellow couldn't speak, after spending so much time together, Lin Xuan could understand some of what he meant.

"Are you saying that by consuming these two treasures and fusing them into the spirit of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, their power will be greater?"

"Woof woof," the dog barked excitedly.

"You're not just trying to trick me for a snack, right!" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, wearing a contemplative expression.

"Woof woof," the puppy shook its head vigorously and bounced in front of him.

To please him, wagging its tail incessantly. "Alright, I won't believe you."

Lin Xuan ultimately made his choice. Although the dog was greedy, such matters were too serious for it to deceive him. With Lin Xuan's permission, the puppy happily leaped forward and swallowed the Crystal Rainbow Stone whole. Its greedy gaze then turned toward the Nine Yang Heavenly Fire Liquid.
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Two days later.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes.

Before him, a fiery glow danced in the air, appearing incredibly splendid.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan reached out and a strand of light fell into his palm. The light dispersed to reveal its true form—a simple yet ancient仙剑.

The blade was like a pool of autumn water, razor-sharp and thin as if semi-transparent, reflecting even the faintest shadow.

"Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it lives up to its name!"

A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face. Other swords were still circling around him, numbering over eighty-one in total. This matched the description in the Black Moon Celestial Witch Technique.

With so many flying swords, they could form a large sword lotus. In battle, they could split into smaller lotuses of nine swords each according to need. The core principle was the unity of ninety-nine, which was also the essence of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Could it be that his consumption of refined Numinous Fruits had something to do with this?

Lin Xuan pondered. Perhaps other cultivators from Cloud Concealment Sect would not notice any discrepancies here. His eyes sparkled with excitement as he focused on the mosquito head at the center of the hall.

Raising his right hand, a spell was cast.

Boom! Purple flames burst forth from the fruit's surface.

More intense than before, it was almost time—only half an hour left until the purple heart fire would fade completely. Yet this period was when the intensity of the fire was at its peak.

Indeed, as that flame entered his vision, Lin Xuan felt the agitation intensify.

What should he do?

Perhaps the secret lay below. However, descending there required great risk. The purple heart fire was no joke; it rivaled the infant fires of a Spirit Formation Realm cultivator.

Searching for treasures in such flames would be perilous, and he might even perish.

Another option was to give up, but Lin Xuan was unwilling to leave just yet. After all, this secret might have something to do with the Numinous Fruit. Missing out on such an opportunity would be a sin worthy of divine retribution.

Time was short, but Lin Xuan wasn't ordinary. In mere moments, his indecisive gaze vanished, replaced by a resolute expression.

He had to take the risk!

As they say, one must enter the tiger's den to catch its cub. This secret deserved a try.

Looking at the mosquito head, he knew it was too small for him to fit inside. But as a cultivator, he could use the technique of an infant spirit stepping out of his body.

He stretched out his hand and tapped his forehead. A flash of light revealed a tiny infant, about an inch in size, with features identical to his own.

After a glance at the mosquito head, the little face showed fear but quickly gritted its teeth before grabbing the head with both hands. A surge of magical flames enveloped it.

Using fire to counteract fire, protected by this demonic flame, he should be able to endure in the purple heart fire for some time.

Deciding to act, Lin Xuan didn't waste any more time. The little figure darted into the mosquito head.

The surroundings turned purple as soon as he stepped inside. Pressure increased dramatically. He felt like a hunted prey surrounded by purple flames. However, the illusory heavenly flame was truly magical, blocking the flames with its light, though it drained his power quickly.

He could only hold on for a short while.

Lin Xuan didn't dare delay any longer and dove deep into the flames.

The pressure grew even more intense.

"Hey, what's that?"

After traveling thousands of feet, time was running out. He had to return soon or risk missing it entirely. Suddenly, something shiny caught his eye.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed, thinking he might have failed after all his efforts.

To his surprise, the effort paid off. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the shiny object.

It turned out to be a pearl.

His face showed confusion but time was short. He didn't waste any more time. With a flick of his infant spirit's hand, several spells shot out, causing the illusory heavenly flame to surge. It condensed into a flaming hand that grabbed the shiny pearl.

The infant spirit returned along its original path in no time.

After half a cup of tea had passed, the mosquito head opened wide. A flash of light revealed the infant spirit flying out.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. He was lucky to make it back.

As the infant spirit re-entered his body, Lin Xuan's right hand spread open, revealing a pearl in his palm.

If he hadn't been mistaken, this must be where the secret lay. However, Lin Xuan didn't waste time studying the treasure. After a brief inspection, he returned it to his waist and left the hall.

Following the same path, he soon arrived at the entrance of the Purple Heart Fire Hall. A familiar figure caught his eye.

It was a graceful woman who wore a veil, making her face invisible. However, from half her face visible, she was undoubtedly beautiful—a初级玄真境 cultivator.

"Senior Brother Lin."

Seeing him, the young lady bowed politely.

"Why are you here as well? Don't you need to use the purple heart fire to refine your treasures?"

"No, not at all," Lin Yujiǎo shook her head. "I came specifically for Senior Brother Lin."

"For me?"

Lin Xuan's face showed confusion before his eyes narrowed in curiosity: Why?

He and this young lady had only met once during the exchange of sect contributions, a mere acquaintance with no significant connection.

"Don't worry about it, I have no ill intentions. I'm here to deliver a message from two Supreme Elders," Lin Yujiǎo quickly explained as she opened her lips.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He had expected this after killing the Peak Sword Pavilion master; he was called by the Supreme Elders sooner or later, so it wasn't surprising.

The only surprise was that a woman would deliver such a message. What was her connection to the Supreme Elders?

Could she be one of their disciples?

Lin Xuan's curiosity piqued, but his face showed no signs of surprise as he didn't ask any questions. After all, he had lived for over a thousand years and knew how to keep calm.

With a burst of green light, Lin Xuan followed the young lady into the sky.

As one of the five major sects in Frosty Cloud County, Cloud Concealment Sect was vast. The two Supreme Elders' residence, Tomorrow Illusion Realm, was about a hundred miles away. But this distance meant nothing to cultivators.

Soon, they entered a sea of clouds, revealing peaks hidden within.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; the aura here was more potent than in Spirit Clear Mist Sea.

Their speed slowed down as Lin Yujiǎo flipped her hand and produced a token. A red light shot through the white mist, parting it to reveal a path wide enough for one person.

"Senior Brother, please!"

Lin Yujiǎo gestured with her hand, inviting him in.

"You go first."

She didn't hesitate but led the way, followed by Lin Xuan.

They entered Tomorrow Illusion Realm together.

After a short while, they arrived at a mountain peak.

This peak was tall and steep.

Lin Xuan scanned it; this area had the densest aura nearby.

"Most likely, our two senior aunts reside here," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"They are indeed waiting on top of the peak. Let's go."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded as they changed direction to head towards the summit.
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The mountain was steep and险峻, towering into the clouds. Yet it took only a short while for Lin Xuan and Lin Yu娇 to reach the peak. [High-quality update from Pen趣阁]

The mist swirled beneath their feet as they looked out over clouds like cotton balls, concealing magnificent buildings that resembled琼楼玉宇.

The air was thick with spiritual energy, making one feel refreshed and content—truly a paradise for immortals.

No wonder this place belonged to a Spirit Cultivator of the Scatter Mind Stage. It was indeed enviable.

Lin Yu娇 seemed familiar with these surroundings, leading them quickly to a secluded spot.

It was a small lake where ripples danced on the surface as a gentle breeze blew by. Nearby bamboo groves rustled softly, adding to the serene atmosphere.

Two figures stood by the lake.

From afar, one could see a man and a woman.

They stood quietly, their bodies emitting no spiritual energy. Yet Lin Xuan's pupils constricted—this was the pressure of a Spirit Cultivator of the Scatter Mind Stage, which he naturally felt.

The two Senior Disciples of this sect?

After a moment, the woman with silver eyes smiled. "Overpraise."

"Senior, it is an honor," Lin Xuan replied, his tone more respectful than before.

The woman's smile deepened as she said, "You killed the Sky Sword Peak headmaster in Tianfeng City, right? You harmed our fellow cultivators—don't you fear retribution?"

"If Senior wishes to punish me, why meet with me here?" Lin Xuan replied calmly. "I have already settled my score with Shi Brother."

The woman's expression changed as she pondered for a moment. "You're correct. But his body was destroyed, and he admitted defeat. Why did you still pursue him? He was the Sky Sword Peak headmaster—among our top cultivators at the Scatter Mind Stage. His destruction is a significant loss to us."

"Senior's words are true," Lin Xuan agreed. "If it were me, would I have spared him?"

The silver-eyed woman fell silent for a moment before smiling. "Indeed, if I were you, I'd also want to eliminate the threat completely. After all, there's no room for compromise once an enemy is made."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan felt relieved internally despite his outward calm.

With his current strength, he could probably escape from a Spirit Cultivator of the Scatter Mind Stage, but he didn't wish to antagonize such beings. Besides, he was living comfortably in Cloud Concealment Sect and had no reason to offend the Senior Disciples.

"Senior, you need not worry about me. You were merely testing my resolve," Lin Xuan said with a bow.

The woman smiled. "Thank you for your honesty! Now, I have something important to ask of you."

Lin Xuan bowed again, his demeanor more respectful than before.

"The ancient demon of the Sky Corpse Sect was truly killed by you?"

"Indeed." Lin Xuan nodded. He couldn't afford to lie now that things had reached this stage.

The woman nodded in approval. "I believe your word. His life force and main treasure wouldn't have fallen into your hands otherwise. But your strength is commendable, yet a lone effort can't defeat a Spirit Cultivator of the Scatter Mind Stage. What happened in Tianfeng City? Please share all details."

Lin Xuan took a deep breath before recounting the events. The two Senior Disciples listened intently as he exaggerated the power of the Seventh Elder of the Sky Sword Sect.

He claimed that the ancient demon was injured, making his own strength seem less impressive and more unremarkable in comparison.

"Wood that stands out will be felled," Lin Xuan thought. He didn't want to arouse suspicion from these two Senior Disciples by appearing too strong.

After he finished speaking, the woman's expression changed to one of approval. She waved her hand, and a light flew toward Lin Xuan, who caught it—it was a half-inch-long command token.

It was a pale silver color, and its material was unknown to Lin Xuan. The front had an intricate pattern while the back bore some inscriptions.

"Cloud Concealment Sect!"

The woman read out the inscription in a low voice.

"What is this, Senior?" Lin Xuan asked.

"It's the Cloud Concealment Token," she replied. "You've joined our sect recently, but you should know about it."

Lin Xuan was stunned. "Cloud Concealment Token? I've heard of it. The Sky璇 Sword Venerable wanted one but couldn't get his hands on it."

The token was only given to top cultivators at the Scatter Mind Stage who had made significant contributions. Holding such a token elevated one's status within the sect, surpassing even the Five Great Sects' heads and second only to Senior Disciples.

In other words, Lin Xuan was now among the elite of the sect.

"Senior, what is your intention?"

Lin Xuan's excitement quickly faded as he remained calm. The woman noticed his composure and nodded inwardly—his ability to maintain his cool was impressive.

"You asked about the contribution points for killing an ancient demon during the exchange ceremony. Master Lin couldn't answer because it was unprecedented. But I can, this achievement is too significant to be rewarded with mere contribution points."

"Thank you, Senior," Lin Xuan said humbly. "But killing that ancient demon was just luck—"

The woman smiled. "You're modest, but I'm clear about rewards and punishments. However, the rarity of the Cloud Concealment Token isn't just for killing an ancient demon—it requires more."

"What else?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"If my guess is correct, that ancient demon didn't stay in the Sky Corpse Sect's main hall; he went to Tianfeng City and caused chaos. This is unusual—there must be a connection with you," she said with a smile. "I heard you snatched a cauldron from him during the Ten Thousand Treasures Conference."

Lin Xuan's eyes widened slightly, impressed by how well-informed his opponents were.

"Merely good fortune," he replied.

"You're modest, but I know better. Didn't you intentionally lead him to Tianfeng City?" she asked with a smile. Lin Xuan cursed inwardly—these old fellows were too sharp.

The woman continued, "Killing an ancient demon alone isn't enough for such a reward. But by making the transformed beings enemies of the Sky Corpse Sect and causing their downfall, you've done more than just that. Even if these transformed beings aren't significant in the grand scheme, dealing with one sect is still challenging. And now, with another Senior Disciple's death, they're already struggling—our actions will ensure their removal from the Five Great Sects of Tianxiang Prefecture."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded.

The Sky Corpse Sect's downfall was inevitable, as he had anticipated. [To be continued]
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"Your achievements are commendable, and obtaining the Cloud Concealment Order is not a problem. This auntie rewards according to merit," said the silver-eyed maiden.

"Thank you, Uncle Senior."

With an understanding expression on his face after comprehending the situation, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. After all, the Cloud Concealment Order would bring immense benefits, and Lin Xuan was not foolish enough to reject such a good opportunity.

Although the other party had their own motives, Lin Xuan didn't mind; he and the Cloud Concealment Sect were mutually beneficial.

"Congratulations, Junior Disciple. You've achieved great accomplishments in just a few years of joining our sect. Your speed in obtaining the Cloud Concealment Order is unparalleled by anyone before or after you," said the long-silent dragon-named youth with a smile on his face.

"I merely had some good luck, and I still greatly appreciate your generous praise," Lin Xuan responded modestly. His calm reaction pleased the two old monsters immensely.

"You don't need to say that. Even if there was an element of luck in killing the ancient demon, hundreds witnessed you defeat Tianxuan personally. Aside from us, no one else can match your strength at the Profound Concealment stage," he continued.

Lin Xuan smiled without saying anything more; too much humility might make him seem insincere.

"If I'm not mistaken, Junior Disciple, you have a good chance of advancing to the Spirit Separation stage. For the next three days, you can stay here and ask for any guidance on your cultivation," said the dragon-named youth.

"Thank you, Uncle Senior."

Lin Xuan bowed in gratitude; he was genuinely pleased this time. Although Lin Xuan believed that his current strength made a significant gap with a Spirit Separation cultivator, he had absolute confidence in escaping if he couldn't defeat one.

However, it was due to the powerful treasures and techniques he possessed. With two infants and a pill, his power far surpassed those of his peers.

Despite being strong, Lin Xuan remained at the Profound Concealment stage. His understanding of cultivation was still light years away from these ancient monsters who had lived for countless millennia.

With their guidance, he could save much time and avoid many detours.

"Words of wisdom are worth ten years of study," as they say.

...

For the next three days, Lin Xuan stayed in the Illusory Mirror, seeking cultivation insights from the two Supreme Elders. The silver-eyed maiden indeed fulfilled her promise; she did not hide anything when Lin Xuan asked questions.

Time passed.

Three days later, Lin Xuan left. As he watched his figure disappear, the dragon-named youth couldn't help but speak up: "Senior Sister..."

"What is it? Speak your mind," said the silver-eyed maiden with a smile.

"Brother Junior has some doubts. Senior Sister's reward for that young man, isn't it too generous?"

"Too generous? Are you questioning my intentions?" The silver-eyed maiden frowned.

"No, Senior Sister, I dare not challenge your authority. I merely think that although our sect is at odds with the Heavenly Corpse Sect, we are not in a life-or-death situation. Lin Xuan's defeat of the ancient demon and turning the Heavenly Corpse Sect into an irredeemable state have limited benefits for us. According to the rules passed down by our ancestor, giving him the Cloud Concealment Order so easily seems too light," said the dragon-named youth.

"You are being overly cautious. Do you really think I gave Lin Xuan the Cloud Concealment Order because of the Heavenly Corpse Sect? No, my intention was to win his loyalty," the silver-eyed maiden's smiling voice echoed in their ears.

"Merely for loyalty, but Senior Sister, didn't you say that he might be an infiltrator from another sect?" The dragon-named youth asked with some confusion. "After all, he has only been here for a few years and his identity is still a mystery."

"Infiltrators from other sects are certainly possible, but what of it?" the silver-eyed maiden said nonchalantly.

"What of it?"

The dragon-named youth was speechless: "Senior Sister, you can't be serious. Holders of the Cloud Concealment Order have almost equal status to us within the sect and wield immense power. They can essentially control all cultivators below the Peak Transcendence stage. If we cannot be certain of his loyalty, how could such great authority be given so freely?"

"Ridiculous!" The silver-eyed maiden's expression showed her disapproval: "As they say, you must enter a tiger's den to catch a tiger cub. A great leader shouldn't lack courage. I can't rule out the possibility that Lin Xuan is an infiltrator, but what if he turns out to be loyal? Can we not try to win him over?"

"Win him over?"

"Yes, with enough benefits, even if Lin Xuan is from another sect, we can make him a true disciple of our sect. People can be swayed by incentives."

"Senior Sister, don't you think this is risky? What if Lin Xuan is stubborn?" the dragon-named youth stammered.

"Stubborn?" The silver-eyed maiden laughed: "Brother Junior, let me ask you. How do you feel about our sect? Would you betray us?"

"I am speaking for myself, Senior Sister," the dragon-named youth replied indignantly. "I grew up in the Cloud Concealment Sect and have always been loyal to it; I would never betray."

"Brother Junior, I believe your sincerity. But what if given a chance to become a Peak Transcendence cultivator by betraying our sect, how would you act..."

"I... I..."

The white-haired youth was speechless. He couldn't imagine his senior sister asking such a question. He wanted to say he would remain loyal but in the face of silver-eyed maiden's intense gaze, he could not utter anything insincere; it was just a hypothetical scenario.

"So, you now understand. Even if Lin Xuan is an infiltrator, we can still turn him into a true Cloud Concealment Sect cultivator with enough benefits. Can his original sect offer such power?"

The dragon-named youth nodded in agreement, acknowledging the wisdom of his senior sister's words.

"Moreover, all this is hypothetical. Tianxuan Sword Sage fell to his hands, and Lin Xuan advanced to Profound Concealment stage in just five years. His strength is astonishing; he could be considered a genius. With such talent, I would never send him on a mission as an infiltrator—it's too precious," the silver-eyed maiden smiled.

The dragon-named youth nodded: "Then Senior Sister, what is your urgent need to win Lin Xuan over? Is it because of the Spirit Separation trial?" @.
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"Good job. In another forty years, the trial of Spirit Separation will begin again. With Tianxuan already fallen, who else in our sect is suitable for this task?" said the silver-eyed girl with a sigh.

The young man with the surname Long could not help but fall into silence. After all, hadn't he initially lured Lin Xuan to join the sect with this very intention?

One must understand that cultivation was arduous, and advancing from the Foundation Establishment stage to Spirit Separation was entirely different from breaking through other stages. Without a Spirit Separation Pill, it would be nothing but wishful thinking.

Just as his senior sister had said, while there were many Core Formation stage cultivators in the sect, considering the brutality of the trials, sending others would likely result in failure for most.

Apart from Lin Xuan, no one else in the sect was truly suitable.

Such a choice could not be considered wrong. Now he could only pray that Lin Xuan did not disappoint his own and his senior sister's expectations; otherwise, there would be no leniency towards him.

...

However, Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. After leaving the abode of the two Supreme Elders, he went straight back to the Golden Core Peak.

Lin Xuan did not fly swiftly. On the way back, he encountered many sect disciples who greeted him with utmost respect.

He paid no mind to it; his exploits in slaying Tianxuan Sword Sage had already spread throughout the entire main hall of the sect. As cultivators revered strength, such reverence from so many was perfectly normal.

Lin Xuan thought thusly.

Upon arriving at the Golden Core Peak, he found something amiss.

The Cloud Concealment Sect nominally stood on equal footing with the other four major branches, but due to a shortage of new recruits, the Golden Core Peak now had few members. Most newcomers were taken by the other four branches, leaving only some inferior candidates for the Golden Core Peak.

Counting up, there were no more than ten thousand cultivators in the entire peak. Compared to the other four major branches, their numbers were pitifully thin.

However, upon arrival, he found that almost all of the peak's cultivators had gathered at the foot of the mountain.

"Could something have happened?"

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, a hint of surprise flashing across his face.

This was the main hall of the sect; an external invasion was impossible. Otherwise, why would only one branch gather here? Could it be that these were the disciples from Sword Peak coming to stir up trouble because he had killed their peak master?

That was the only possibility he could think of.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He wasn't a soft target; with the recognition of two Supreme Elders, his status and position had significantly improved. If Sword Peak cultivators dared to provoke him, there would be no retreating; they would regret it.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

After scanning, his expression grew even more peculiar.

Apart from the Golden Core Peak's cultivators, many disciples from Sword Peak were also gathered at the foot of the mountain.

From this angle, his speculation seemed correct. However, in addition to these two branches, cultivators from the other three major branches—Spiritual Artifact, Spirit Beast, and Formation—were also present in large numbers.

What was going on?

He hadn't wronged those three branches; why were they here?

Lin Xuan felt puzzled, sensing that things might be more complicated than he imagined. However, his face showed no signs of fear. Instead, he took a deep breath and sped up towards the gathering.

Soon, he arrived. Lin Xuan slowed down and descended.

"Salutations, Peak Master!"

A unified voice entered his ears, followed by the sect disciples from Golden Core Peak kneeling down in unison.

"Salutations, Senior Ancestor."

The disciples from the other four major branches also bowed, their expressions extremely respectful.

"Why are you all here?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

"Congratulations to Uncle Junior! We're here to congratulate you on taking up the Cloud Concealment Order. Our branch is honored by this, and we've come especially to wish you well."

A cultivator from Golden Core Peak stepped forward through the crowd. He was an advanced-stage Separation stage cultivator who might be the last one to break through to Core Formation.

"Why are you all here just for congratulations? What about these people?" Lin Xuan turned his head and looked at the other four major branches' cultivators.

"We're also here to congratulate Uncle Junior, and we've prepared gifts," a Separation stage cultivator from Sword Peak spoke up. He appeared old, with kind eyes, showing extreme respect.

"Indeed, we are all here to congratulate you."

The cultivators from Spiritual Artifact, Spirit Beast, and Formation branches also spoke up.

This left Lin Xuan confused. After questioning for nearly half an hour, he finally understood the situation.

It turned out that when Lin Xuan stayed in the Illusory Mirror of Tomorrow to seek advice from his senior uncles on cultivation techniques, the silver-eyed girl had already issued a decree announcing his assumption of the Cloud Concealment Order.

The entire sect was taken aback.

What did the Cloud Concealment Order mean? The sect cultivators knew all too well. Thus, Lin Xuan's status was now second only to his senior uncles; he could command life and death over other cultivators except for the five peak masters.

He had become the third most important person in the Cloud Concealment Sect in name and reality.

Originally, when Lin Xuan fought with Tianxuan Sword Sage, many Core Formation stage cultivators from various branches witnessed his victory. Not only did he win the Purple Heart Earth Fire, but it also served as a demonstration of power.

With the Supreme Elders' announcement, Lin Xuan's already prominent position soared even higher. The peaks and major branches showed no opposition; instead, they vied to show their goodwill by sending gifts.

Even Sword Peak could not avoid this. Although Tianxuan Sword Sage had died at his hands, he was dead. Could anyone expect others to risk offending the rising star that was Lin Xuan for a deceased person?

Pragmatists were wise, and these ancient monsters understood this principle well.

Of course, as Core Formation stage cultivators, they still felt awkward about making personal visits, so they sent their trusted disciples to congratulate him with various treasures.

Lin Xuan was now in high demand, and the Golden Core Peak's disciples adored him to no end. It was understandable; after all, for centuries, due to a lack of new recruits, the Golden Core Peak had been marginalized within the sect, making its cultivators seem inferior compared to those from the other four major branches.

They had endured countless slights and were often denied good opportunities. Who could blame them when they lacked influential elders? The cultivation world was always harsh.

However, times changed, and Lin Xuan's remarkable actions brought glory back to his branch. With Tianxuan Sword Sage falling at the hands of the peak master, this alone allowed the branch cultivators to vent their frustration. And with the Supreme Elders' decree, he would now hold the Cloud Concealment Order.

The once marginalized Golden Core Peak disciples naturally adored Lin Xuan even more.
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An hour later, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

Thinking of the attitude the various sects had towards him, Lin Xuan shook his head. After this incident, he would no longer be able to remain低调 even if he wanted to in the future.

However, such a result was something he more or less anticipated before engaging in battle with the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇. Therefore, it wasn't something that bothered him much.

The saying goes that one cannot have both fish and bear's paw; since he had to compete for Purple Heart Earth Fire, his reputation would naturally spread far and wide as a result.

Fortunately, this wasn't too bad.

After all, there was also a certain satisfaction in being revered by others. Moreover, given Lin Xuan’s current situation, he didn’t have to worry about attracting attention due to his strength; after all, who would dare provoke a tiger without first assessing their own capabilities?

Furthermore, this time around, he had gained significant benefits. Although the Core Formation cultivators were too embarrassed to come and curry favor with him personally, they sent their disciples as representatives to present him with gifts.

Countless treasures and earthly treasures poured in, and no one who practiced cultivation would turn down such resources. This would greatly assist his path towards immortality in the future.

Returning to his cave dwelling, Lin Xuan did not rest but instead went to his training room.

Over these three days, he had sought advice from two Spirit Formation cultivators on refining techniques, truly reaping a great deal of benefit. Many long-standing problems that had troubled him were now easily resolved.

One word is worth ten years of study; the ancient sages did not speak falsely.

Due to time constraints, Lin Xuan had hastily asked his questions during their sessions. Now was the time for verification.

Reviewing what he knew and gaining new insights—such was a principle that Lin Xuan understood well. He would never slack off when it mattered.

Lin Xuan had already instructed his fellow sect members to handle matters in his absence, allowing them only to come if there were urgent matters.

The cultivators did not find this unusual; how could Lin Xuan, who wasn’t a hardworking practitioner, possibly defeat the Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇?

For someone like him, it was perfectly normal to retreat into seclusion for extended periods.

After nearly ten years of effort, Lin Xuan finally clarified his doubts from those three days. It sounded rather absurd, but compared to the benefits he had gained, this decade of hard work was insignificant.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not advance in cultivation; after all, he was already at the Core Formation stage. If one could break through a bottleneck within decades, then the path to immortality would be too easy.

However, compared to when he first entered seclusion, his strength had grown significantly due to solving many difficult problems.

Lin Xuan still had no intention of leaving his seclusion. He had much more work to do.

He stretched out his hand and gently tapped it against his waist. A flash of light appeared before him—a bright gemstone.

At first glance, there was nothing particularly special about this gemstone. However, Lin Xuan had risked a great deal to obtain it from the Purple Heart Earth Fire; what could it be?

He had never had time to study this gemstone in detail until now, so he prepared to uncover its secrets.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and used his thumb and index finger to grasp the gemstone. It was smooth and slightly warm to the touch, but Lin Xuan couldn’t determine what material it was made of from the sensation alone.

He lowered his head and released his divine sense.

However, he quickly frowned as there seemed to be no effect; this object had some kind of shielding mechanism that prevented him from probing its nature with his powerful divine sense.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed lightly. He didn’t look particularly disappointed on his face. After all, if such a simple gemstone could reveal so much information, it would have been strange.

In this world, there was no such thing as effortless gains; the more challenging something was, the greater its significance.

If necessary, Lin Xuan believed he could figure out what it was with some effort.

What about using his Spirit Eye Secret Technique?

Thoughts raced through his mind. A silver light began to emanate from his eyes, becoming increasingly glaring as all of his strength was directed towards his vision, fully utilizing the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

But there was no use!

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, which could see through even a mountain wall, encountered difficulties here; everything before him remained blurry and indistinct.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened slightly.

Of course, he wouldn’t give up because of this minor setback. After a brief rest, he continued his attempts.

Time passed slowly, and in the blink of an eye, several days had gone by.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in his cave dwelling, completely at a loss as to what to do with that gemstone. Was he just going to sit here like a fool?

He tried every secret technique and method he could think of, even if it meant making minimal progress. However, the reality was that he gained no insights whatsoever.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn’t completely out of tricks; there was one more method he hadn’t used yet.

Breaking this gemstone to see what lay inside.

However, doing so was too risky; Lin Xuan didn’t want to resort to it unless absolutely necessary. After all, if the secret was hidden within the gem itself, destroying it would be a pity.

Should he wait and study this gemstone later?

Lin Xuan had another choice, but how long that might take was anyone’s guess.

He supported his head with his hand and pondered for a moment before finally becoming resolute in his gaze.

Why waste time on such nonsense? Let fate decide. Lin Xuan flicked his palm, and a copper coin appeared in his palm—a treasure he had obtained from defeating an enemy, used for divination.

Divination was one of the hundred arts of cultivation, though it was considered somewhat obscure.

Few practiced this art, and Lin Xuan wasn’t among them; however, throwing a coin shouldn’t be too difficult.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and tossed the coin high. Soon, a clinking sound reached his ears. He opened his eyes to see that it had landed on its face.

This was fate’s choice for him. Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and cast a sword energy at the gemstone with his hand.

A "sizzle" sounded in his ears, but there was no effect; this object seemed harder than he expected.

Since ordinary sword energy didn’t work, he decided to try his newly refined treasure.

Thoughts raced through his mind as a streak of light emerged from his sleeve.

Soon, the light spread out, and a fiery red divine sword appeared before him. It was like a clear stream, with a thin blade that seemed weightless.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a flash of red light passed by, silently slicing through the air towards the gemstone.

"Zhi..."

The sound of cloth tearing echoed in his ears, but there was no effect; a crack appeared at the center of the gemstone.

It split into two halves, revealing a small purple object.

Lin Xuan saw it clearly and his pupils suddenly narrowed. It was actually a drop of blood floating in mid-air.

Indeed, it was blood, but purple in color with powerful spiritual energy emanating from within.

If he had obtained this treasure suddenly, Lin Xuan would have had to spend considerable time figuring out what the blood was. However, considering the stone carvings in the underground chamber, its identity was already obvious.
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"Could it be... that the blood is from a Qilin?"

Lin Xuan's murmured words reached his ears, and his eyes lit up with intense excitement. If what he suspected was true, its value would be beyond description.

The Qilin was one of the legendary divine beasts. Even among true spirits, there were only a few powerful ones like the Qilin—though it might fall short in comparison to True Dragons and colorful phoenixes, it was undoubtedly among the top ranks.

Qilin's true blood, if it contained the essence power of Xi, would be invaluable to him. Of course, this was just speculation. Although the possibility seemed high, he couldn't be one hundred percent certain that the blood belonged to the Qilin.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and tried to suppress his excitement. He then lowered his head and began searching through the pouch on his waist.

With enough space in the pouch, Lin Xuan had stored various treasures and important texts within it. After much searching, which took him about half an hour, he finally found what he was looking for.

The process of refining true spirit blood was complex and tedious. Without realizing it, several decades passed as Lin Xuan worked diligently in his cave.

Spring came and went, with flowers blooming and wilting again. Lin Xuan continued to practice in the Clear Spirit Mist Sea, and as time passed, the Cloud Conceal Sect returned to its usual silence. His story was still whispered about within the sect, but it had lost some of its luster compared to when he first entered.

However, the Golden Core Peak disciples were now proud. Even if Lin Xuan didn't emerge from his seclusion, no one dared to look down on them anymore. Protected by his influence, they revered him as a deity.

It was an ordinary morning, with the sun just rising and dispelling the mist in the mountains. Early birds flew around the trees, searching for insects to eat. Suddenly, a streak of light descended from the sky. It wasn't dazzling but carried a sense of nobility.

As it danced through the Cloud Conceal Sect's main headquarters, even the barriers and patrolling disciples seemed to be deafened by its presence, none noticing its arrival.

The light circled around the Golden Core Peak before landing outside the Clear Spirit Mist Sea.

The silver glow faded, revealing a beautiful young woman.

She appeared no more than twenty years old, with a delicate and elegant face. Her most striking features were her pointed ears and brilliant silver eyes.

This was the Senior Elder of the Cloud Conceal Sect, a mid-stage Divination Realm cultivator known as Silver Eye Fairy to her peers.

Without hesitation, she waved her hand, and a beam of fire shot out towards Lin Xuan's cave.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he opened his eyes. The fire circled above him, and his right hand extended, seemingly with its own will, to catch it.

"Who...?"

Lin Xuan's face turned pale as soon as he delved into his spirit perception. Why had the Silver Eye Fairy come here?

As a Divination Realm cultivator, she usually stayed out of worldly matters. What significant event could have brought her here?

Despite his confusion, Lin Xuan stood up. Regardless of what was on his mind, he couldn't refuse the Senior Elder's visit. He bowed and invited her to sit.

"Master Uncle, I am honored by your presence," Lin Xuan said with a bow. "Please, take a seat."

Silver Eye Fairy did not hesitate but moved gracefully into the cave.

Lin Xuan followed behind.

After returning to his cave, they took their seats. Since he had no disciples around, Lin Xuan served them wine and fruit.

"Master Uncle, what brings you here?" Lin Xuan asked directly.

"Do you wish to advance to the Divination Realm?"

"What?!"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this shocking statement. He couldn't believe his ears.

Despite the suddenness of her question, he knew it wasn't without reason. There must be a purpose behind it.

Unfortunately, with so little information, Lin Xuan could not gather any useful clues.

"Master Uncle, what do you mean?" Lin Xuan asked, showing his surprise: "Who wouldn't want to advance to the Divination Realm?"

"Yes, that's true," she replied. "But let me ask again, do you have a Divination Pill?"

Lin Xuan fell silent. He had already guessed her intentions.

Although he was only at the Profound Core Realm mid-stage, it was still far from reaching the Divination Realm for most cultivators. However, Lin Xuan's cautious nature meant he had been collecting items related to the Divination Realm long ago.

He knew of the Divination Pill—said to be necessary for advancing from the Profound Core to the Divination Realm. Without such a pill, even geniuses couldn't break through their barriers.

After learning this, Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned since he had Blue Star Sea as a backup. While rare, collecting some waste pills shouldn't be too difficult.

But his hopes were dashed when he found no leads in the markets or auctions. It took him great effort to discover that Divination Pills were completely different from other spirit pills—once wasted, they turned into dust and could ignite spontaneously if exposed to air.

In short, there were no waste Divination Pills.

Lin Xuan was disappointed. Without even a waste pill, how could he refine it?

As for the auctions, after thorough inquiries, Lin Xuan gave up. In Tian Shuang Province, there had never been any reports of Divination Pill auctions.

It was truly a case of having something but no place to buy it. No matter how many materials and crystals you had, there were none available.

But Lin Xuan wasn't too concerned. After all, he was now the Golden Core Peak head of Cloud Conceal Sect and later became the first Profound Core cultivator in the sect.

He reasoned that even if the Divination Pill was rare, a prestigious sect like Cloud Conceal would have some on hand.

"Master Uncle, do you have any task for me?" Lin Xuan said. "I will do anything to fulfill your request."

"I misunderstood you, Lin junior disciple," she replied. "You think I'm here to exchange contributions for treasures? If that were the case, it would be perfect. Unfortunately, Divination Pills are a violation of nature, and even our sect has none."

"What? Not even in the sect? How can one obtain a Divination Pill?" Lin Xuan was shocked.
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"Li Cheng, where are you working now?" Finally, Sun Juhao couldn't hold back and started to attack Li Cheng.

Before I could speak, Gege hung up the call. I was frustrated, wondering what this person's problem was—sometimes polite, sometimes crude.

In such a high-end police vehicle, there would be built-in scanning devices. Since I hadn’t deliberately concealed my identity, they must have already known who I was.

That night, not only were the candles in the Senate House lit up brightly, but so were those on the Roman Square. Moreover, it was bustling with people.

Tapiirus looked at his attendant and then cast his gaze towards the Senate House under the night sky: Regardless of anything else, he had to complete his mission first.

Even so, Ye Han had already broken through to the peak realm of the Third Martial Sage. With Ye Han's current strength, he was enough to challenge a Seventh Martial Sage powerhouse.

Ordinary Golden Immortals didn't need to buy their own houses; they only needed to join Heavenly Might City. Of course, joining Heavenly Might City also meant joining the Heavenly Court organization. They would become celestial messengers and be ready to follow any dispatches at any time.

At this moment, Chen Zheng seized an opportunity of a heavenly tribulation, directly performing a technique called Diverted Transport to borrow the power of heaven and earth, taking the brunt for himself. Even more so, he swore by the heavens, validating his path.

Lu Chen roared again, his Azure Dragon Sword sweeping out horizontally, killing dozens of Wing Clan members around him.

Of course, there were also some party members arranged by Empress Wu in the Eastern Palace, such as Fan Lubi, Liu Jingshian, Liu Yizhi, Yuan Wanqing, and Xue Yuanchao.

When they heard that Xiao Ling had defeated Old Tyrant Pride and Liye all on his own, Lei Yan and Snow Fei looked at Xiao Ling with disbelief. Their expressions were akin to those of looking at a monster.

"My information comes from... Go to hell." Qiqing Chunshui didn’t finish her sentence before suddenly raising the saber she held in hand, then slashing towards Da Zuoren's neck.

Internal strife broke out within Wan Gui Trading House. An elder brought outsiders to attack their own reputation. Naturally, this couldn't be left alone, but how to handle it was a matter of skill, and the level of that skill would prove Wan Guishen's abilities.

Ye Qi cursed loudly, declaring he couldn’t trust this person. Just as he was about to move, his legs felt like they were weighed down with lead, and an invisible mountain seemed to be pressing him down, unable to move at all, let alone escape.

When I looked over, the gap in the wooden door revealed nothing but a black night.

But the Tibetan army didn't give the Tang forces any time. The cavalry on the side that had been waiting for orders launched their attack immediately.

The disciples who were called out knew very well why they were chosen.

This situation was undoubtedly due to this reason. With such thoughts, Li Yi prepared to take a risk and act. After all, in his view, only such an explanation could make sense.

The water lizard dragon mockingly looked at Luo Tianhua. A bright and dark light appeared around it, enveloping its entire body with a water elemental magic shield. Judging by the strength of this shield, it was probably at the Seventh Level.

She felt towards Rudolf Feil Qi in the same way that he felt towards her—full of trust for each other.

"Xuan is not afraid of being framed, but it's hard on Seventy-Seven," Li Xuan's hand covered Yan Shufei’s back tightly. He smiled gently and looked tenderly at her.
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"Although the Divided Spirit Pills are hard to come by, there are still two ways to obtain them," said the silver-eyed maiden with a slight smile, her voice pleasant as it entered Lin Xuan's ears.

"Please enlighten me." Lin Xuan's face showed signs of interest.

"The rarity of the Divided Spirit Pills lies in the fact that several main ingredients have extremely strict growing conditions. While I won't go into details about other realms for now, within our Dragon Peak Realm, only a few places produce them."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he listened. After a moment's thought, he said, "If there are places where these main ingredients are produced, but this sect cannot obtain them, it must be controlled by some powerful forces."

"Indeed," the silver-eyed maiden nodded, her face showing approval. "Your nephew is correct; those areas are indeed under the control of several superpowers."

"Superpowers?"

"Yes."

"The Thunder Palace, Valley of a Thousand Gorges, and within Dragon Peak Range."

"Dragon Peak Range? Could it be that Master Dragon's place of seclusion?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Correct. It is where Master Dragon practices in solitude; outsiders dare not tread there," the silver-eyed maiden said with a bitter smile.

"And what about the Thunder Palace and Valley of a Thousand Gorges? Are they stronger than our sect?"

"You jest, my nephew. Although Cloud Concealment Sect's strength isn't weak, it's only relative to Tianshuang County. Compared to the Thunder Palace and Valley of a Thousand Gorges, we are on entirely different levels. Both major sects have powerful veterans guarding them."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan sighed but still looked puzzled. "But even so, can't we exchange some items for these Divided Spirit Pills from those powerful forces?"

"Theoretically, your nephew is correct, but practically speaking, it's not feasible at all."

"Why?" Lin Xuan's face showed great confusion.

"Firstly, the main ingredients are produced in limited quantities within the control of those three major powers. Moreover, the production of Divided Spirit Pills is extremely difficult with a low success rate. These major sects have many disciples and followers already, so they don't even have enough Divided Spirit Pills for their own use, let alone exchanging them."

Lin Xuan fell silent, as expected, it was exactly what he had anticipated.

To progress to the Divided Spirit Stage, this elixir is essential. However, a single pill may not be sufficient; two or three would be better, and if one's luck is bad, even eight pills might fail to break through the barrier.

Since these major powers couldn't even meet their own needs, they certainly wouldn't consider exchanging them for anything else.

Of course, there are always exceptions. If you really had an item of divine level, it might be possible to exchange Divided Spirit Pills.

But that was clearly not the case; it would be too much to ask.

After fully understanding everything from the silver-eyed maiden, Lin Xuan fell silent again. After a while, he spoke up once more: "Uncle, you mentioned two ways to obtain the Divided Spirit Pills. What is the other way?"

"The other method involves seeking out in the Ancient Demon Realm."

"What? The Ancient Demon Realm?" Lin Xuan was stunned. This outcome surprised him greatly; it was something he never would have imagined.

"Indeed," the silver-eyed maiden nodded. "The main ingredients for the Divided Spirit Pills are considered divine treasures in the Spirit Realm, but the environment in the Ancient Demon Realm is just right. Although they are also rare, the chances of finding them are much higher..."

The silver-eyed maiden continued to narrate, and Lin Xuan listened intently.

Over time, he finally understood the entire situation.

It turned out that the places where the main ingredients for Divided Spirit Pills were produced were controlled by three major powers. Although other cultivators in Dragon Peak Realm were extremely dissatisfied, they could do nothing; these three factions were too powerful. Trespassing into their territory to steal herbs was tantamount to suicide. If they tried exchanging items, the cost would be too high.

Thus, they had to find another path. By chance, they actually found one.

This happened millions of years ago during a great war between the Three Realms. The Spirit Realm's army was in high spirits and directly invaded the Ancient Demon Realm. Regardless of who won or lost, they were delighted to discover that the main ingredients for Divided Spirit Pills grew much more easily in the demon realm.

On this occasion, they returned with a full harvest.

However, although the Spirit Realm and the Ancient Demon Realm had long-standing enmity, major battles broke out rarely. How could they obtain these herbs during normal times?

Initially, they were at a loss. After all, only cultivators who had reached the Transcendence Stage could directly breach the void between realms.

But such powerful beings didn't need Divided Spirit Pills.

Other cultivators lacked that ability but refused to give up. Through countless efforts by senior cultivators, they eventually found a clever solution.

They discovered some spatial nodes between the Spirit Realm and the Ancient Demon Realm.

These nodes weakened periodically every two hundred years.

During this time, with the help of array masters, special arrays could be set up to breach the void, allowing a certain number of cultivators to enter the Ancient Demon Realm.

Unfortunately, due to the laws of nature, the number and strength of the cultivators entering these nodes were limited. Divided Spirit Stage and above couldn't enter.

This discovery immediately caused a sensation throughout Dragon Peak Realm. Major powers rejoiced and fiercely competed for thequotato enter the demon realm.

After all, the more cultivators from one's sect entered the demon realm, the greater the chance of collecting those divine herbs.

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan's face showed contemplation. "Then may I ask Uncle, how many slots does our sect have to enter the demon realm?"

"Two."

"What? Only two?" This result was somewhat unexpected for Lin Xuan.

The silver-eyed maiden wore a bitter smile. "Didn't I just say that Cloud Concealment Sect's strength isn't weak, but only relative to Tianshuang County. In the entire Anlong Realm, we are insignificant."

Lin Xuan fell silent again. He had already thought of this when he spoke.

After all, as one of the top-tier realms in the Spirit Realm, Dragon Peak Realm was vast, divided into ninety-nine counties and cities.

Tianshuang County was just one of them, a smaller one at that.

By thinking about it, one could deduce how many powerful forces existed within Dragon Peak Realm. Since each node had limited slots for entering the demon realm, Cloud Concealment Sect's two slots were already quite good.

"Ah, I see."

With everything explained, Lin Xuan's expression became calm. "Uncle came here today to hope that I would go to the Ancient Demon Realm, right?"

"Yes. Although this journey is extremely dangerous, if you can return safely, it will greatly benefit both you and our sect."
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"Of course, Lin Nienv also knows that this spot was provided by my Cloud Concealment Sect for you. Although the journey to the Demon Realm is dangerous, even as an independent cultivator, one cannot obtain such qualifications. Therefore..."

Lin Xuan nodded with a smile. "I understand. To secure this spot will definitely come at some cost. Uncle, just speak your mind; there's no need to be evasive."

The silver-eyed maiden on the other side was pleased. Speaking with someone of intelligence could save much time and effort. She had indeed made the right decision in coming here.

"As a return for entering the node provided by our sect, you only need to bring back spirit herbs used in refining the Spirit Dividing Pill. No more is needed; just enough for two pills will do. Of course, this sect won't take without giving something in return. When the time comes, regardless of what treasures or materials you desire—crystals, spiritual medicines, treasures, or anything else—the sect will try its best to meet your needs and ensure that you don't suffer a loss."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. This price was within his expectations; the other party hadn't asked for too much.

The silver-eyed maiden continued, "Of course, to prevent you from taking spirit herbs without returning, I need to place a restriction on you before entering the node. This is an old tradition passed down by our ancestors. When my younger brother and I entered the node for Spirit Dividing trials, we also had to endure this."

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't argue; such preventive measures were necessary. With the power of those spirit herbs, many cultivators might have taken them for themselves.

After all, one more Spirit Dividing Pill meant a higher chance of advancing. From that perspective, exchanging these herbs for anything was not worth it.

"But Uncle, you don't need to worry. This restriction will have no effect on you for two hundred years and won't hinder your progress in the slightest."

"Two hundred years? Why?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise.

"How could you forget? The node weakens every two hundred years. In other words, when a new batch of cultivators enters the node, it is also the time when the previous batch exits," the silver-eyed maiden combed her hair and smiled.

"Then if I can't return after two hundred years..."

"Then that restriction will activate, and your fate will be worse than death." The silver-eyed maiden said emotionlessly.

"I understand. When will the node open?"

"It's about three months from now."

Lin Xuan nodded. "Thank you, Uncle. However, this is a big matter; could I have some time to consider it?"

"That's reasonable. I'll wait for your reply," the silver-eyed maiden smiled and stood up. "Well, there are no other issues. I bid you farewell."

"Uncle, take care."

Lin Xuan didn't stay but rose to see his guest off.

Soon, the figure of the woman disappeared into the distance. Lin Xuan frowned as he returned to his cave.

Although he knew that Spirit Dividing Pills were rare, he never imagined it would come to this. He began to carefully consider and compare the pros and cons of both paths to make a choice most advantageous for himself.

Would he try to snatch from the three major forces?

Lin Xuan quickly dismissed this idea. If this path worked, why would other forces risk going to the Demon Realm?

Although his wealth could secure him a few Spirit Dividing Pills without issue, he knew his own situation well.

One or two pills meant no advancement; seven or eight were still uncertain. At least ten would be needed.

With so many Spirit Dividing Pills, even if he was willing to sacrifice everything, it wouldn't work with the three major forces. Thus, going to the Demon Realm was his only option.

Although this risk was enormous—knowing that cultivators and demons were mortal enemies, any discovery would lead to certain pursuit—the difficulty of escaping in the ancient demon realm was beyond imagination.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned. Ordinary demons weren't worth considering; if a cultivator could blend into the Demon Realm and find what he needed, so could he.

What truly worried him was Frost Spirit Demon Ancestor. Last time, he had accidentally teleported to the Twelve States of Heaven Clouds, and he had destroyed her Spirit Dividing. Even if she didn't care about the grudge, she still longed for the Five Dragon Seal.

Staying in the Spirit Realm was safe; even with her anger, she wouldn't cross realms to trouble him. After all, as a True Demon Ancestor, such an action would inevitably lead to a full-scale conflict between the two worlds, which Frost Spirit couldn't afford. But going to the Demon Realm was different. Once discovered, his fate would be clear; even without personally acting, she could send any subordinate to crush him like a bug.

Lin Xuan wasn't undervaluing himself but acknowledged that the gap between them was too great.

Frost Spirit Demon Ancestor might not have much strength against True Immortals, but she could still hold her own. In their eyes, what did he amount to?

The greatest threat in going to the ancient demon realm was her.

Should he go or stay?

While Lin Xuan pondered this, the silver-eyed maiden had returned to the Mirror of Tomorrow.

Just stepping into his cave, a beautiful young woman greeted him.

This girl was around twenty years old, with exquisite features that resembled the silver-eyed maiden but were even more striking. She was undoubtedly an absolute beauty.

"Big sister, you're back."

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be shocked. The voice sounded exactly like Lin Yujiao's, just without the scarf covering her face.

Her identity had always been a mystery; only a few sect members knew who she was—the silver-eyed maiden's younger sister. However, they shared the same father but different mothers, so their appearances were quite different. The silver-eyed maiden had demon blood, while this one was a pure human cultivator.

"How did it go? Did Lin Xuan agree to go to the ancient demon realm?"

"He said he needs some time to consider before replying."

"Still considering?"

"Don't worry; it's only natural for him to think. He will definitely go. But why should little sister risk it? The ancient demon realm is a one-in-ten chance, with most cultivators failing in Spirit Dividing trials. Sister, I almost died in the ancient demon realm back then. Please don't follow my path; I'm your only sister, and I'll find you a Spirit Dividing Pill no matter what."
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As one of the few top-tier planes in the spirit realm, Black Dragon Plane was vast and expansive. It was divided into ninety-nine prefectures.

Each prefecture was incredibly spacious, likely comparable to the Eastern Sea cultivation world.

In other words, while other resources might be scarce, Suilong Plane alone had an area nearly a hundred times that of the Eastern Sea.

With such a vast expanse, naturally, there were barren lands.

For example, in the northern part of Tianshuang Prefecture, there was a vast ice plain. Snowflakes as large as goose feathers fell throughout the year, and the thick ice reached over a thousand feet, never melting for ten thousand years.

This ice plain was rarely visited by ordinary people, let alone cultivators or monsters; the climate was too harsh. Not only was it extremely cold, but the spirit energy was also very thin.

It was a peaceful morning as the sun just began to rise, and snowflakes still fell like goose feathers. The sunlight shone down, but there was no warmth; it was cold.

Boom!

The explosion shattered the tranquility, tearing through it with force.

In the distance, a streak of red light and black energy clashed and fought against each other in the sky.

Although this ice plain was rarely visited by people, that didn't mean no cultivators would come here. Despite its thin spirit energy and harsh conditions, there were still several medicinal herbs suitable for growth in such places due to natural laws.

For this reason, some cultivators occasionally came here to seek their fortune.

Knowing how rare these medicinal herbs were, finding just one could fetch a sky-high price at an auction.

Even in such barren lands, the traces of treasure-seeking cultivators could be seen.

Unfortunately, this ice plain was too vast. Although there weren't any powerful monsters, it would take immense effort to find even a single medicinal herb. Often, after ten or eight years, they might not have any收获.

Today, however, there was such a coincidence; two groups of treasure-seekers met head-on.

Normally, this wouldn’t be an issue; they could simply pass each other without conflict. However, the meeting place happened to be near a precious spirit herb: Purple Violet Grass!

To Lin Xuan, it might not seem valuable, but for condensation core stage cultivators, such herbs were rare and hard to come by, enough to ensure their cultivation up to the yuanxian stage.

Who would willingly give up such a treasure?

The two groups of treasure-seekers immediately began arguing over who had seen the herb first.

But what did it matter? Who saw it first was irrelevant; in the end, it came down to strength. After some commotion, they started fighting fiercely, but no one could gain an advantage within a short time.

In just half an hour, many people from both sides had fallen, but none were willing to retreat.

Suddenly, a bright rainbow streaked across the sky towards their battle site.

Initially far away, it moved incredibly fast and arrived above them in the blink of an eye.

The light faded, revealing a middle-aged man around forty years old. He wore black clothes, his appearance unremarkable except for the silver sword insignia on his collar, making him look like some kind of enforcer.

A massive aura descended from the sky, startling both groups of cultivators. This was an advanced yuanxian cultivator; why would such a powerful being come to this barren land?

Anxious and uneasy, their fight naturally stopped as they exchanged glances.

The two leaders had no choice but to step forward.

"Salute senior, we do not know what you require, but rest assured, your wishes will be carried out."

Given the significant difference in strength between them, they couldn’t help feeling anxious.

"Listen to my commands, and stay here with your lives." The middle-aged man sneered as he spoke.

"What?!"

The treasure-seekers were immediately shocked.

"Senior, why say such a thing. If you want this Purple Violet Grass, just take it; we will not contest for it."

"Purple Violet Grass... This herb is indeed valuable, but do you think I am here to steal your spirit herbs? Wrong. I am merely carrying out an order. Within twenty miles in all directions, no living beings are allowed. Otherwise, there will be no mercy. You should blame yourselves for being unlucky; because this ice plain has a gateway to the demon realm."

Before he finished speaking, his face turned sinister as he waved his right hand, sending a large amount of black energy that condensed into claw-like formations towards both groups of cultivators.

Although the treasure-seekers were numerous, their highest-ranking cultivator was only at the condensation core stage. They couldn’t withstand such an attack; they could barely scatter in time, and惨叫声此起彼伏，很快就全部魂归地府。

The same scene played out repeatedly on this cold ice plain as treasure-seeking cultivators fell, dying in a haze of confusion, just as the middle-aged man had said. Because within this ice plain was a gateway to the demon realm.

Normally, there were no signs, but during its weakened state, it would reveal itself.

Major powers with slots for entering the demon realm wouldn't allow others to interfere, so this twenty-mile radius area was declared off-limits and maintained by several major powers' enforcers. Any living beings who trespassed would be killed without mercy.

This was a bit domineering, but in the spirit realm where survival of the fittest prevailed, no one would reason with him. The middle-aged man had already killed two groups of treasure-seekers; naturally, he wouldn’t let the Purple Violet Grass go to waste either. He quickly gathered it and put it in his arms.

Just as he finished, he suddenly noticed something and looked up. In the distance on the horizon, a spirit boat appeared.

The middle-aged man released his divine sense, revealing a cold smile: "There really are fools who don’t know when they’re dead!"

Before his words were fully spoken, he flew towards the spirit boat.

From this distance, it was impossible to determine the cultivators' strength. However, riding such a crude flying device suggested nothing special.

Soon, a man and a woman appeared on the spirit boat.

The man looked no more than twenty years old, with an unremarkable appearance. The woman had an elegant figure, her features covered by a silk scarf.
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Chapter 2215: Within Reach

Although the figure was shrouded in a veil, from the half of their face that was revealed, one could already tell they were not ordinary.

The Core Soul cultivator initially thought these two were treasure hunters. However, judging by their demeanor...

A hint of doubt flashed across his face as he hurriedly released his divine sense. Given how close they were now, it would be clear to perceive their cultivation realms.

After a quick scan, his expression changed dramatically.

Incomprehensible depths!

Could it be...

His expression turned respectful: "Junior Wu Qi pays respects to the two seniors. May I ask which sect you belong to and why you have come here?"

Although he had already guessed their identities, he still needed to inquire politely.

"We are cultivators from Cloud Concealment Sect. Is that spatial node nearby?" Lin Xuan spoke emotionlessly.

The young woman beside him was none other than Lin Yuxiao, the younger sister of Silver-Eyed Immortal Fairy.

After much consideration, Lin Xuan decided to participate in the trial of splitting consciousness.

While this journey posed many dangers, compared to the benefits, it was insignificant.

To him, the greatest threat was Ice Soul.

However, after careful thought, Lin Xuan resolved his doubts.

Indeed, Ice Soul was powerful, ranking among the Nine True Demons. He and Ice Soul were in different leagues entirely.

Moreover, he hated him to the bone and coveted the mysterious Five Dragon Seal. But what did that matter?

Even if she crushed him like a ant, there was one condition: finding him first.

A true immortal didn't have foresight, so how could Ice Soul know he had gone to the Demon Realm and sent someone to hunt him down?

After all, the Demon Realm's strength differed little from the Spirit Realm. Both realms were vast in area and resources.

However, unlike the fragmented spirit realms composed of numerous small interfaces, the Demon Realm was a whole entity. In other words, its vastness was beyond description.

Ice Soul’s status was there for everyone to see. It was unlikely he would meet her by chance.

Their chances of meeting on this path were too slim—almost negligible.

Unless his luck was truly abysmal, it seemed impossible they would run into each other.

Once he understood this, Lin Xuan's courage grew significantly.

With Ice Soul’s threat eliminated, the journey wouldn’t be much trouble.

Indeed, in most people’s eyes, splitting consciousness trials were a matter of life and death. Only one out of ten cultivators survived, at best.

But what did that matter? His strength was comparable to ordinary Profound Origin cultivators. He had faced countless risks on his path to cultivation; going to the Demon Realm wasn’t much different.

Thus, Lin Xuan agreed.

Of course, during those remaining three months, he didn’t idle away. Lin Xuan allowed the Purple Vein Corpse Worm to recognize him as its master. Such a demon creature required using its body as a nest and feeding it with essence blood; any carelessness could result in fatal retaliation.

Lin Xuan wouldn't do that—too dangerous and disgusting. Even if matured, the Purple Vein Corpse Worm could withstand a Splitting Consciousness cultivator, but he didn’t consider it.

However, he had the Ten Thousand Soul Tower. It wasn’t just any treasure; it was a divine artifact specifically for nurturing spirit beasts and insects. Could it be used as a nest for the Purple Vein Corpse Worm?

To his surprise, it worked.

This journey added more support. As long as they didn't run into Ice Soul in person, Lin Xuan believed he could return safely.

With his resolve set, Lin Xuan looked forward to his trip to the Demon Realm.

After all, both realms were upper-level domains, but their environments and treasures differed greatly from those of the Spirit Realm. Perhaps he would have another chance at fortune there.

Silver-Eyed Immortal Fairy was delighted with Lin Xuan’s affirmative response. She had participated in such trials before, staying for two hundred years. Thus, she knew a lot about the Demon Realm and shared her knowledge to help him later.

Lin Xuan listened attentively. However, he was surprised when he found out that the woman participating alongside him was Lin Yuxiao.

She was only at the Profound Origin Initial stage. Initially, Lin Xuan thought that even if Tianxuan Sword Venerable had perished, his sect wouldn’t lack a late-stage Profound Origin cultivator to send.

Wasn't Lin Yuxiao too hasty?

Nevertheless, out of curiosity, he didn’t probe further because they would separate after arriving in the Demon Realm. Two fellow disciples walking together were more likely to be discovered and had lower chances of finding spirit herbs.

Since they wouldn’t act together, it mattered little if she was weak or strong compared to him.

After all, she was Silver-Eyed Immortal Fairy’s younger sister. The Senior Elder didn’t care; why should he?

Three months passed in a flash.

Lin Xuan and Lin Yuxiao set off into the wilderness. They had never been here before, but with her silver eyes and map, they wouldn’t face any trouble.

Unexpectedly, they encountered an obstacle—a hostile cultivator. His aggressive demeanor suggested ill intentions.

However, after discovering their cultivation realms, he quickly became subservient, reflecting the reality of the cultivation world: only strength commands respect.

"Originally, these are two seniors from Cloud Concealment Sect. Wu Qi was disrespectful. I am a cultivator under Azure Dragon Gate. I came here to maintain order. Welcome, seniors. The node is not far in the southeast. Do you need me to lead the way?" The middle-aged man bowed and curried favor.

"Azure Dragon Gate?"

Lin Xuan frowned. It was one of the Five Great Sects in Frost Dew Prefecture. He didn’t understand what maintaining order meant. At this moment, Lin Yuxiao’s voice reached his ears with a gentle tone: "No need. It's not far to the southeast. We can go on our own."

"Understood. May you travel well."

Wu Qi naturally didn't dawdle and stood respectfully.

"S Brother, please stow your spirit boat. The path is near; we don’t need to conserve energy anymore."

Lin Xuan nodded. Their figures flashed as they exited the spirit boat simultaneously. Lin Xuan then flicked his sleeve, sending a green light flying out, which shrank and was tucked into his waist pouch. Soon after, both displayed their abilities and vanished on the horizon.
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This was still a part of the icy plains, but unlike other areas, there wasn't any snow falling in this region.

Several dozen cultivators gathered nearby.

These cultivators were of mixed genders and ages, dressed differently, some standing while others sat, waiting quietly.

Most of them stood alone, but a few had two or three people gathered together, whispering to each other.

Although they didn’t fight among themselves, there seemed to be no significant hostility. However, their expressions were extremely cold, and their cultivation levels were not trivial—essentially all were late-stage Profound Void cultivators, with some even near the peak of that stage, just a step away from breaking through to Spirit Formation.

Of course, this step was worlds apart.

It was clear these were representatives from various major factions attending the Spirit Formation trial.

Certainly, the entire Nael Dragon Realm wasn’t limited to just these few people.

The senior cultivators had discovered hundreds of spatial nodes, and this was only one of them.

Suddenly, many cultivators raised their heads as if sensing something. Two streaks of light—one green and one red—appeared in the distance and flew towards here.

These two streaks moved incredibly fast. Upon closer inspection, they resembled massive grayish-white light spheres, about a dozen zhang (master) in diameter. At first glance, they looked similar to black holes, bottomless and dark, but composed of grayish mist instead.

"Is this the spatial node?"

Lin Xuan had seen many things during his travels, but he hadn’t encountered anything like this before.

"Little fellows, are you from Cloud Concealment Sect?" a cold voice rang out. The tone carried an obvious hostility.

Lin Xuan turned around to see a long-haired cultivator standing there. He was tall and thin, hard to determine his age—thirty, forty, or fifty could all be plausible.

"Are you from Heavenly Corpse Sect?"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

He had interacted with this sect many times before, so recognizing its members wasn’t difficult. Moreover, the faint stench of decay emanating from him indicated he was someone who dealt extensively with reanimated corpses.

"You are disrespectful to seniors! I am asking you a question, and you dare not answer?!" The long-haired cultivator frowned and glared at Lin Xuan, his eyes filled with rage.

The other cultivators nearby were delighted by the commotion. Such trivial matters were none of their concern.

"Ha ha, recently, Heavenly Corpse Sect has had some bad luck. A Supreme Elder mysteriously perished, becoming a target for those demonized beings. Their days are tough."

"Yes, indeed. If not for Old Monster He holding things together, the sect might have disintegrated long ago."

"Hmph, even if they manage to hold on now, their crisis hasn’t been resolved yet. Even if they can barely preserve their dao lineage, they will surely fall into a second-rate sect."

"This doesn’t need to wait; look at this Spirit Formation trial. The sect only has one slot, and it’s said that Old Monster He fought tooth and nail to secure it. How could things have deteriorated so much in just two hundred years?"

"Exactly, Heavenly Corpse Sect was once among the top five sects in Frosty Region. They even managed three slots last time. Who would have thought they’d fall so far in such a short period."

"It’s all those demonized beings’ fault. Rumor has it that Cloud Concealment Sect also bears some responsibility, indulging in malicious acts. No wonder this long-haired old monster wants to take revenge on them," the cultivators said with malice.

The malicious gossip continued, filled with insinuations and provocations. The long-haired cultivator might not be unaware of this, but how could he bear such insults?

Heavenly Corpse Sect’s situation was indeed dire. Not only were demonized beings constantly pressuring them, but Cloud Concealment Sect clearly played a significant role.

As the saying goes, enemies see red when they meet. If it had been Elder Tianxuan Sword Sage here, Lin Xuan would have had to endure. That old man was too formidable for him to defeat.

But these two little fellows…

Although he didn’t know if Cloud Concealment Sect’s Supreme Elder was mentally unstable and sent a mid-stage and an early-stage cultivator to this trial, the opportunity before him couldn’t be missed. It was perfect revenge for his sect.

Generally, participants in Spirit Formation trials wouldn’t fight each other—everyone had similar strength levels, and there were more important matters at hand. Even if they got injured or expended energy, it wasn’t worth it.

However, this situation was different. With just a mid-stage and an early-stage cultivator, he could easily eliminate them.

The long-haired cultivator’s eyes glowed with malice as he thought about it. However, Lin Xuan looked at him as if he were staring at a madman.

How dare you? You won’t get away with this!

Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed. To someone on the brink of death, there was no need for politeness. He had already killed many Heavenly Corpse Sect cultivators; why not finish the job now?

You’re asking for it!

The long-haired cultivator roared in anger. Yellowish light flashed in his eyes as he reached into his waistband and sent out two streams of black energy, which flew at Lin Xuan with malice.

Laughter rang out from nearby, and other cultivators gathered to watch the show.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn’t move before a green light appeared. A divine sword shot out diagonally and intercepted the black energy, clashing loudly.

"Senior Brother, let me handle this old man; you just stand by and support me," a clear voice said as Lin Yudelicate or frail stepped forward to attack.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows twitched in surprise. However, an unexpected glint of interest flashed through his eyes as he decided to watch from the sidelines.

Although Lin Yudelicate or frail was only at early-stage Profound Void, she had a One Spirit Formation sister.

Lin Xuan didn’t know why she would participate in this trial, but it couldn’t be for nothing—she wouldn’t come here just to die.

What kind of treasure did that silver-eyed immortal maiden give her?

Curiosity being universal, Lin Xuan couldn’t resist either. He decided to watch and see what happened; as long as he was there to protect her, she wouldn’t suffer.

After a few rounds, the green light began to falter. The disparity in strength was too great.

Rumbling sounds echoed as the divine sword was pushed back by force, its spiritual light dimming significantly. The two streams of black energy followed closely behind. A fierce expression appeared on the long-haired cultivator’s face as he raised his right hand and pointed forward, shouting, "Break!"

Before the words left his mouth, the two streams of black energy converged into a bright-black ghost head saber, which descended viciously.

How dare you, old man? You want to destroy my life-bound treasure on sight?

The other cultivators didn’t comment. Lin Xuan’s right hand had already raised slightly. Emotionally and logically, he couldn’t allow this outcome. He watched as Lin Yudelicate or frail handled the situation.

A palm-sized mirror appeared in her hand, its back crafted from bronze with inscriptions carved into it—clearly not a common item.

Grayish light shot out of the mirror, intercepting the ghost head saber before it could reach Lin Xuan.

The long-haired cultivator’s face changed. He had lost his connection to this treasure.

Lin Yudelicate or frail seemed prepared for such an outcome as she calmly sent out a divine thought. The divine sword flashed and turned into a green light, slicing at the other cultivator’s head. In just a moment, she went from defense to offense.

The long-haired cultivator frowned but didn’t rush. He pulled something from his waistband and swung it fiercely forward.

Rumbling sounds echoed as several dark lightning bolts exploded, blocking the divine sword’s attack. Dust hadn’t settled when mist appeared, revealing several reanimated corpses.

Each had the abilities of an early-stage Profound Void cultivator.

"lowly female servant，see how you will deal with it？"

The long-haired cultivator snarled. However, before he could finish his sentence, a spatial disturbance arose as Lin Xuan appeared three feet in front of him and punched him.
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——Boom!

A loud crackling sound echoed as terrifying qi surged out, converging into a fearsome vortex with a diameter of ten feet. Though it seemed slow, it pressed forward viciously towards its opponent.

"Forceful Qi Vortex!"

"It can't be! Could this guy be a cultivator? He's supposed to be a disciple of the Cloud Concealing Sect?"

Whispers filled the air as nearby cultivators exchanged shocked glances. How could this be possible?

The hair-covered cultivator's expression was even more grim. Although he had anticipated Lin Xuan might strike, he never expected it would unfold in such a manner.

With the situation suddenly changing and no time to dodge, the young man from Heavenly Corpse Sect reacted swiftly. He opened his mouth, spewing out a black, blood-stained bead.

The bead spun around before floating in front of him, enveloping his body with a layer of dark, lustrous light. This old fellow was indeed quick to set up defenses.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed. The Forceful Qi Vortex crashed into them viciously.

A tearing sound filled the air as if silk was being torn apart. Despite its formidable appearance, the light barrier was destroyed in an instant.

The Forceful Qi Vortex continued its relentless assault, enveloping the hair-covered cultivator. A blood-curdling scream echoed as his body disintegrated completely, leaving no trace of his soul behind.

Surprise!

Around them, many cultivators could hardly believe their eyes.

One strike!

The entire process was swift and decisive. From Lin Xuan's first move to the hair-covered cultivator's demise, it took only one attack.

Like a thunderbolt, a senior cultivator at the peak of the Profound Void stage had been killed by an intermediate cultivator with just one blow.

Although the opponent had ambushed him, such a result was still too shocking. Without witnessing it firsthand, they would never have believed it.

It seemed as if they were still in a dream.

Could that unremarkable figure be the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealing Sect?

Many people wondered this.

But quickly, their heads shook to dismiss the notion because divine laws prevented a spirit at the Spirit Separation stage from entering spatial nodes. Moreover, unless the Cloud Concealing Sect wanted to become the target of everyone's wrath, its Supreme Elder would not dare to come here.

The cultivators around them were all drawing in their breaths as they watched Lin Xuan with complex expressions—surprise, confusion, and admiration. The earlier contempt was nowhere to be seen.

Lin Yuqiao was also startled. She knew how strong Lin Xuan was; otherwise, the renowned Sword Master of Profound Void stage at her sect would not have fallen to him.

But even the strongest had limits. Could this Senior Brother Lin actually practice both physical and spiritual cultivation simultaneously?

That single strike could only be matched by a peer-level妖族 with near certainty. What other secrets did he keep hidden from her?

Her thoughts raced, but she quickly regained composure as she bowed to Lin Xuan: "Thank you for your assistance, Senior Brother. However… I believe I could have handled it myself."

Whether this was true or not, no one knew what treasures and bottom cards the girl might still hold.

"Haha, I didn't overstep my bounds. We simply don't have time to dally with that guy," Lin Xuan said, his voice carrying a meaning behind it as he raised his head.

Though his voice wasn't loud, all cultivators present, at the peak of Profound Void stage, could hear him clearly.

"Could it be…"

The cultivators paused before realizing what was happening. Following Lin Xuan's gaze upward, they saw that the stable cloud formation in the sky began to churn violently.

Rumble!

A sound like a dull thunderclap echoed through their ears, growing more intense with each passing moment. Blue lightning flickered faintly into view.

Simultaneously, within a hundred miles around, all kinds of primordial qi from different elements converged and rushed into the spatial node.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he observed this strange scene. His face remained expressionless, though what he was thinking was anyone's guess.

For nearly half an hour, the bright sky gradually darkened.

It was midday, but the sun seemed to be blocked by something, its light dimming to an indescribable level.

After a while, all sunlight vanished, and darkness enveloped everything. Only the sound of fierce winds could be heard as rumbling noises filled their ears.

"Space node decay has begun. Quickly activate that array."

A harsh voice echoed in their ears.

No one dared to show any opposition; they knew this was the critical moment of their mission. They all reached into their belts, retrieving black array flags.

The decay of space nodes was indeed crucial, but breaking through required an array. Fortunately, senior cultivators had already prepared everything for them.

The cultivators activated the array flags, and a dazzling light shone as a complex array appeared before them.

Lin Xuan had once dabbled in arrays, but he couldn't make sense of this one. The others were even more clueless. Thankfully, they didn't need to control it; they just needed to inject their essence energy into the array.

Soon, the entire array began to function, emitting a buzzing sound as a ten-foot-wide light pillar rose and entered the cloud formation.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed through their ears as the cloud formation started contracting violently. Many cultivators showed signs of tension on their faces, but they could do nothing but watch helplessly.

The process lasted much longer than expected.

After another hour, the changes in the cloud formation finally ceased.

A thunderous sound followed, and the cloud formation solidified into a massive spatial vortex before them.

"Why is it a spatial vortex? The Elder said it would be a space rift," someone muttered.

"Indeed. My senior told me it was a space rift."

"Could something have gone wrong?"

Various whispers filled the air as the cultivators looked uneasy. It made sense; while crossing through a space rift was also dangerous, its stability compared to a vortex was much better.

Entering a spatial vortex meant they would likely perish before reaching the Netherworld.

The cultivators grew agitated but no one dared retreat. Missing this opportunity would result in severe punishment upon their return to the sect.

Lin Xuan shook his head as he saw an unusual light flash in his eyes, then vanished into the vortex.

He didn't care what others chose; Lin Xuan was determined to seize this chance for spirit separation training.
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"Head feels so heavy!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and expelled the foul air from his chest, calming down that feeling of nausea in his heart. He had extensive experience with long-distance teleportation, but breaking through the void was different. This time, although he did use some array power, the main reliance was on spatial nodes.

The danger was obvious, but thankfully, he arrived safely here. Lin Xuan, after all, was already at the Profound Void stage; his body's strength far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators. Soon, the uncomfortable feeling vanished.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to survey his surroundings. This was a vast barren plain, stretching for miles in every direction with no signs of life. A faint aura of demonic energy permeated the air. If one ignored this detail, it would be hard to imagine that he had arrived at the legendary demon realm.

As one of the upper-tier planes on par with the Spirit Realm, the Ancient Demon World was shrouded in mystery. Lin Xuan had read numerous ancient texts, all describing the Ancient Demon World as terrifying beyond measure.

Ancient demons were highly combative and brutal creatures; the demon realm was perpetually filled with bloodshed, making it seem like the legendary Nine Infernal Hells. However, that wasn't entirely true. At least what Lin Xuan had heard from Silver Pupil Fairy wasn't so. While ancient demons were indeed combative, they weren't completely different from humans in appearance; their aura gave them away.

For Spirit Realm cultivators to blend in, it was still quite difficult. Of course, there were ways to do so. The trial of spirit division had existed for nearly a million years, and senior cultivators had long developed methods to impersonate ancient demons.

Lin Xuan reached out and a jade bottle flew from his waist. He uncorked the bottle, and the pungent aroma wafted towards him. From inside, he poured out a red pill and swallowed it whole. With this fake demon pill's assistance, no one would be able to tell that he was a human cultivator for thirty years. This type of pill was very rare; Silver Pupil Fairy had only given him seven before she left.

While the fake demon pill was miraculous, it didn't mean there were no risks. If an ancient demon with much higher cultivation or special techniques encountered him, his identity could still be revealed.

But that wasn't the most dangerous part. The fake demon pill solved only his aura; he might still be detected by ancient demons in terms of cultivation methods. Unless one was a cultivator of dark magic, any confrontation could reveal his true nature.

This was particularly disadvantageous for Confucianists, Taoists, Buddhist monks, and monster cultivators. But to Lin Xuan, it mattered little. His knowledge was broad; while dark magic techniques were relatively weak compared to others, he could still defend himself against weaker opponents. If he encountered a formidable foe, he would simply use all his abilities and… kill them.

With these thoughts in mind, the risk of him being exposed seemed small. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew off in an arbitrary direction.

Upon arriving at the demon realm, Lin Xuan had no intention of finding what he needed right away. The environment was suitable for certain spirit herbs, but that was relative. The things required to advance his cultivation were extremely rare here, considered divine treasures. Finding them wouldn't be easy.

Lin Xuan didn't expect such luck; instead, he would first familiarize himself with the demon realm. As they say, seeing is believing. Despite what Silver Pupil Fairy had told him, a firsthand experience was invaluable.

This place seemed quite desolate, but Lin Xuan needed to find where the demons gathered. He flew slowly, his cultivation concealed at the late-stage Core Formation stage.

For someone like Lin Xuan, being low-key was his principle. The more concealment techniques he had, the better his chances of survival in critical moments, especially in unfamiliar places.

The vastness of this plain made him fly for nearly half a month without seeing an end. He began to feel impatient as he considered speeding up. Suddenly, something caught his attention, and he turned around.

Lin Xuan stopped his flight. Soon, a streak of lightning appeared from the distance. It was emerald green with several grayish-white wisps chasing it relentlessly.

"Hmph, fitting for the demon realm; this is your first encounter with an ancient demon, isn't it? Such a chase scene?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and muttered to himself before swiftly approaching them.

Despite the distance, their appearances were clear. "Eh?"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he saw a young woman at the front. Her appearance was mostly human but had some differences: she had a sharp horn on her forehead about an inch long, and black scales covered her arms and ankles.

Appearance wasn't the main issue; ancient demons came in all shapes and sizes, and even those who ascended from the Spirit Realm could look completely human. The key was the aura and spiritual energy波动 around this woman. It was slightly different from what he expected of an ancient demon.

If other cultivators participating in spirit division hadn't recognized her, Lin Xuan, having encountered many ancient demons since his time in the Human Realm, wouldn't have failed to notice the difference.

This woman was too strange. She seemed partly human but had a strong demonic aura. This was completely different from ordinary dark magic practitioners.

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise; he hadn't expected such an odd situation so soon after arriving in the demon realm.

The grayish-white wisps behind them were genuine ancient demons, with three heads and six arms, looking extremely fierce.

Unfortunately, a scary appearance didn't necessarily mean formidable strength. These ancient demons were only at late-stage Core Formation, as was the fleeing woman.

Despite his shock, Lin Xuan still approached without hesitation.

Boom!

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above. Although he had concealed his cultivation to the Core Formation stage, it was still overwhelmingly powerful against these Core Formation-level ancient demons.

Their flight stopped abruptly, and they nearly fell from the sky in surprise. Their expressions changed instantly.

"We offer our respects to Senior. We are cultivators of Cold Snow Cliff. If you have any instructions, we will certainly do our best."

The strange woman remained silent. Suddenly, a determined look flashed across her face as she raised her right hand and struck it towards her head.

"What's going on?" Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, releasing a green light that enveloped the woman at incredible speed. Her actions halted, but her face was filled with anger: "You damned demons! Even if I kill myself, you won't let me?"

"Friend, what are you doing?" Lin Xuan said indifferently. Although he didn't know their grudge, gaining this woman's trust wouldn't be difficult.

He raised his right hand and flicked his fingers at the front. No other movements were needed; a sharp "sizzling" sound filled his ears as a black sword beam flew out, slicing through the three-headed six-armed ancient demons in one flash, destroying their essence entirely.

The woman was stunned, her voice trembling: "Life… you actually helped me?"

"It's not strange to help someone," Lin Xuan waved his hand. "I find you more appealing."

"But, but you and those guys are all ancient demons, while I…" the woman swallowed hard.

"Indeed, you do seem peculiar. If we say you're human, this demonic aura is too strong; if we say you're a demon, it seems…?" Lin Xuan scanned her with his eyes, muttering to himself.

"You don't recognize me, so are you just ascending from the lower realm?" The woman was surprised and said hopefully.

"Correct. I am indeed an ascended cultivator," Lin Xuan had no choice but to go along with her story since she was too weak to distinguish between Core Formation and Separation stages. Deceiving her wouldn't be difficult.
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Thus it was. The young lady's face revealed a look of understanding, and she then bowed gracefully to Lin Xuan: "Thank you for your assistance."

"None needed," replied the elder. "It was merely a trivial matter. Might I ask if you are not from the Demon Realm? Could you tell me your identity, Lin?"

"Per…." The young lady hesitated on her face but after a few breaths, her doubt dissipated: "My life is indebted to Senior's rescue; naturally, I dare not hide anything from you. I am a half-Demon."

"A half-Demon? What does that mean?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, feeling vaguely familiar with the term, though he could not quite place it.

The young lady did not take offense at his confusion: "It's understandable that Senior doesn't know; after all, you have just arrived in our Holy Realm," she sighed. Then, her cherry lips slightly parted, and she began to narrate to Lin Xuan.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan finally understood. A half-Demon referred to a creature with one-half demon bloodline. They were not native inhabitants of the Ancient Demon Realm but…

To put it simply, this was something that happened several million years ago.

Back then, a war between two realms had broken out, and the Spirit Realm's power prevailed, pushing deep into the Demon Realm. Led by three Loose Immortals and three Beast Kings, they wielded primordial treasures to reverse the laws of nature, forcibly opening a passage between the two planes.

Unlike a mere spatial node, this allowed thousands of cultivators to enter the Demon Realm openly. Over a million had flooded in.

In that battle, despite being at a disadvantage, the Ancient Demons could not simply surrender; under the leadership of nine True Demon Ancestors, various demon tribes united and fought fiercely with Spirit Realm cultivators.

The fighting was so intense that it dimmed even the sun and moon. Countless demons and cultivators perished, and both sides formed an unbreakable enmity.

However, this was a broad overview. With such a large number of cultivators entering the Demon Realm, their experiences varied widely, leading to some unexpected coincidences.

Despite the chaos between the Spirit and Demon Realms, there were rare cases where a few cultivators had deep grudges with Ancient Demons but eventually reconciled, even forming dual cultivation partners.

While this was unusual, given over a million cultivators, even a one-in-a-thousand chance meant quite a few such cases existed. These matters could not be openly discussed; both demon and spirit realm cultivators would consider them traitors.

The thought of others fighting while you were enjoying your love life would surely drive anyone mad with envy!

---

Both races issued edicts: kill on sight.

Thus, these lovers who risked everything became pariahs. Many found themselves in the same boat but some managed to escape. With the vastness of the Demon Realm, a few inevitably slipped through the cracks and even had offspring.

These were known as half-Demons.

The term was apt; their bodies contained equal parts human and demon blood.

Ancient Demons did not outright kill them, but their status was lowly. Due to impure demon bloodlines, their cultivation potential was limited.

Survival of the fittest—this was a harsh rule in the cultivation world. Half-Demons faced many hardships.

The young lady spoke hesitantly, her words tinged with sorrow. Her life had been filled with hardship from birth. She managed to reach this stage through great effort, and locals said she had good potential; with more effort, she might even enter the Condensation Core stage.

She yearned for it but needed some medicinal pills to aid in cultivation. However, their impoverished stone wasteland lacked resources, a fact beyond their control. Half-Demons could not live near densely populated demon territories or risk being exterminated. Thus, they settled in such barren lands.

Despite poverty, there were still things cultivators needed; just more effort was required.

This girl had endured much hardship to find some spirit herbs but on her way back, she encountered those six-armed Ancient Demons.

Lin Xuan knew the rest of the story well: killing and looting. The girl was smart enough to surrender when outnumbered and handed over the herbs to avoid further trouble. But the demons persisted, wanting to capture her soul for some dark purpose.

Had it not been for Lin Xuan's intervention, she would have had little chance of survival.

Lin Xuan nodded: "That makes sense. Are there any demon settlements nearby?"

"No," replied the young lady. "The Stone Wasteland is remote; the nearest Demon City is a million miles away. It’s late today; if Senior doesn’t mind, how about we visit our village for the night?" she said eagerly.

Even though Lin Xuan was also an Ancient Demon, this newly ascended elder seemed to have no ill will toward them. If he could glean some cultivation insights from him, it would be invaluable.

"Your village?"

"Yes, there are nearly a hundred like me," she confirmed.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan hesitated but agreed. He had just arrived and did not need to rush; gathering more information from these half-Demons before resting for the night seemed reasonable.

Seeing his agreement, the young lady was delighted: "Thank you for your time, Senior. I’ll lead the way; please follow closely."

She bowed again and transformed into a streak of light, flying ahead. Lin Xuan smiled and followed at a leisurely pace.

Two hours later:

"Senior, cross this barren mountain, and in half an hour, we'll reach our village," said the young lady with a smile.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded but suddenly frowned as he realized that according to her, their village was only a few thousand miles away, yet he had detected no trace of spiritual energy.

Could it be…?

Lin Xuan did not speak. Perhaps there were unknown reasons; without confirming, it was premature to jump to conclusions.

After flying for a while, they indeed saw the village.

But the young lady gasped in horror as she saw that the entire village lay in ruins, reduced to rubble and debris. Corpses of fellow villagers littered the ground.

"How could this happen?" The young lady's tears fell as she sobbed. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he turned his head slightly to the left. @.
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About a hundred丈 away in that direction, two ancient demons lay dead.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with surprise as he immediately flew over without hesitation.

These two ancient demons were tall and imposing. One had a green face and sharp fangs, while the other had two heads and four arms. Their appearances were grotesque beyond measure, far more terrifying than any half-demons.

Although they had perished, their bodies still emitted an intense demonic aura. If his calculations were correct, these two should be at the Separation stage of ancient demons.

The battle traces around them confirmed this. A small mountain was reduced to powder, and a deep crater appeared as if caused by a meteorite impact.

Both ruins retained primordial energy, which would only be accessible after reaching the Separation stage.

"Who killed these two? Were they from the same group?" Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them, quickly determining that none of the half-demons in this village had the strength to do so. None among them had even reached the Spirit婴期stage, how could they defeat a Separation-stage ancient demon?

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and conjured an image in his mind.

The small village was peaceful but suddenly met with misfortune. Two Separation-stage ancient demons wreaked havoc here, but their murderer did not triumph. A powerful figure arrived to take the lead.

After fierce combat, both ancient demons fell.

Though it seemed like a coincidence, Lin Xuan noticed that many corpses had their storage pouches rifled through and discarded in disarray.

Something was amiss; there were clear signs of trouble.

This tiny village wasn't just unlucky enough to encounter plunderers; they had attracted unwanted attention due to their wealth.

"Comrade, does your village have any treasures?" Lin Xuan turned his head, his expression grave as he asked.

"Treasures?" The half-demon girl stopped crying. Although she was still heartbroken, tears wouldn't solve the problem. As a cultivator, she knew this lesson well.

The girl frowned in thought before slowly opening her lips: "We are merely lowly half-demons; we don't have any treasures. But..."

"What is it?"

"Princess, I do have something that might be considered valuable. It's said to be passed down from our ancestors. Might it be a treasure?" She hesitated.

"Can you show me?"

"It would be an honor."

The girl stretched out her hand and patted her waist, sending a wooden box flying out. It was no more than half a foot long and looked quite worn, suggesting its age.

Lin Xuan took the box and opened it. A map-like object appeared, but it was clearly incomplete.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly. Such an item could be valuable or worthless. He didn't pay much attention; after all, this had nothing to do with him. It was just a fleeting curiosity. Even if there were treasures in the village, a Separation-stage ancient demon might not find them useful.

After an hour, Lin Xuan left with the half-demon girl.

Before leaving, he casually cast a fire spell to reduce the area to ashes, ensuring no one would know what happened here for centuries.

Lin Xuan and the girl flew away. The girl remained silent throughout their journey, her heart heavy with sorrow.

Lin Xuan continued on his own, flying without speaking.

The Great Blackstone Wasteland was vast indeed. After several days, Lin Xuan finally found a secluded place with better surroundings.

He landed silently, surrounded by mountains. The greenery was refreshing after the bleakness of the wasteland. However, these trees and flowers were clearly different from those in the Spirit Realm.

After circling nearby, he brought the girl down. Then, he waved his sleeves to release several sword qi, quickly clearing a cave dwelling.

He then took out some array flags, which he inserted into the mountain walls. With a flick of his hand, an array disc appeared before him. He cast a spell, and faint demonic mists formed into clouds that concealed them.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he casually handed over the array disc to the half-demon girl. She hesitated for a moment before accepting it.

"You can stay here. I can only do so much."

"Thank you, Senior," she fell to her knees in gratitude.

"Take care and try not to venture out too often."

"I understand, thank you for your advice."

Lin Xuan waved his hand and flew away as a streak of light.

He already had the map from the half-demon girl. The nearest demon city was only two or three days' travel at his speed.

But Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush; he maintained his Spirit婴期stage and continued flying.

There were no incidents.

Three days after parting with the half-demon girl, Lin Xuan flew while studying the map she had given him. It wasn't complete, so there was nothing to discern quickly.

"Perhaps I'm being too literal. My goal here is to find materials for a spirit division pill. Why should I bother with other trivial matters?" Lin Xuan's self-deprecating voice echoed in his mind. However, before he could finish, his expression changed as he sensed something unusual.

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise and uncertainty. About a thousand miles to the left, primordial energy was agitated, and demonic aura rose into the sky. If his calculations were correct, there should be a battle... no, ancient demons fighting.

Should he investigate?

Despite his earlier words about not meddling in trivial matters, Lin Xuan hesitated. Could this have anything to do with the half-demon village's destruction?

Lin Xuan wasn't seeking revenge; he just had curiosity.

"Let me see. If it’s fate, I might as well take a look."

After some hesitation, Lin Xuan couldn’t resist his curiosity and quietly flew over.

At his speed, a thousand miles was nothing. He didn't reveal himself but cast an invisibility spell.

Continuous explosions echoed in his ears as he approached. Dark demonic light filled the area, black mists swirled, and煞气rose into the sky. Several figures moved about, indeed engaged in fierce combat.

Five ancient demons of various appearances fought fiercely. None resembled human cultivators; they were all grotesque. Some had two heads and four arms, others had green faces and sharp fangs, and still, some had snake tails instead of legs—various forms.

The five ancient demons were strong, all at the Separation中期stage.

They continuously roared, manipulating treasures or using divine techniques, fighting fiercely but clearly on the losing side.

In their midst was... Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he saw him. He nearly stumbled out of his hiding spot.

Was this a mistake? Lin Xuan's mind raced before he stared in disbelief for several moments. It was indeed him.

Lin Xuan sighed deeply, his expression complex. It seemed they had met again by chance after parting ways on Penglai Mountain. He never thought he'd see him again, but here they were, meeting once more in the Demon Realm.

Was this fate's cruel joke?

Lin Xuan felt a mix of emotions as he saw the man unchanged from his memory: elegant attire and an air of grace, with a faint smile on his face. His composure was legendary, a true dashing gentleman.

Many excellent young men had passed through Lin Xuan’s life, but none could match this person's charm and demeanor.

This unique existence...

Tian Xiaojian!
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Farewell to old acquaintances, Lin Xuan's face was filled with complex emotions.

Tiaoxiao Jian was different from the other cultivators he knew; their relationship had always been neither enemy nor friend. They were about the same age, but their backgrounds couldn't have been more different. Lin Xuan was a wandering cultivator who endured endless ridicule and disrespect in Drifting Cloud Valley. He was like an orphan with no one to care for him.

In contrast, Tiaoxiao Jian was the son of a powerful noble, born with everything he needed. He had gathered all the love and attention from everyone around him.

However, this young man wasn't a playboy; his character was tough and ruthless. In many ways, he didn't fall short of Lin Xuan's capabilities.

When the Sovereign Demon Tyrant fell, Tiaoxiao Jian also experienced a tumultuous life, enduring hardships and dangers. He had come close to death several times but ultimately survived with his deep scheming.

Although Lin Xuan's talent wasn't particularly impressive, his cultivation speed was remarkable due to the Blue Star Sea. Even Qinyan, the Fairy of the Clouds, admired him for this. However, Tiaoxiao Jian was an exception; every time they met, although Lin Xuan usually had the upper hand, he could only barely keep up with him. Over the years, Tiaoxiao Jian was the only one who could match Lin Xuan.

Not just in cultivation level but even in divine techniques and treasures, their differences were minimal. It could be said that facing peers, Lin Xuan never felt intimidated; challenging higher-ranked cultivators seemed like a daily affair. However, Tiaoxiao Jian was an absolute exception—Lin Xuan had no certainty of victory against him.

Of course, the same went for Tiaoxiao Jian's feelings.

This was why, despite their mutual animosity, they called each other "big brother" and "little brother" with great warmth. Their mutual respect was like that between real brothers.

Mutual suspicion seemed to be the best solution. After all, both of them were slippery characters, skilled in deep scheming. Pretending to be amiable was as common for them as eating breakfast.

Moreover, it seemed fate had played a cruel joke or made a coincidence; every time they met, they faced immense danger. Even if there was initial animosity, they had no choice but to team up and fight off their enemies.

The last time this happened was on Penglai Mountain.

However, since ascending to the Spirit Realm, the distance between them had grown significantly.

With the passage of a thousand years, Tiaoxiao Jian gradually faded from Lin Xuan's mind. He thought he might never see him again in his lifetime. After all, how could one know what Tiaoxiao Jian was doing now—had he ascended to the Spirit Realm or simply expired due to old age?

In Lin Xuan's view, this was just a memory. However, he never imagined that they would meet here.

Tiaoxiao Jian had reached the Separation Stage, but facing five ancient demons of the same rank, he didn't fall behind at all.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly, sensing something wasn't right. "To be honest, when we last teamed up on Penglai Mountain, this brat was already in the Separation Stage. After so many years, shouldn't he have advanced to the mid-stage?

If it were anyone else, it wouldn't be surprising; the path of cultivation is notoriously difficult as one progresses.

But Tiaoxiao Jian always felt like something wasn't quite right about his advancement. His talent far surpassed Lin Xuan's, and for so many years, their progress had been on par. There was no reason he should suddenly fall behind so much.

Could it be that this brat was hiding his strength?

Lin Xuan dismissed the thought quickly; at such close range, Tiaoxiao Jian couldn't possibly hide his cultivation from him with敛气术.

Was this brat really so unlucky to have only advanced one stage in all these years?

Lin Xuan's eyes were filled with doubt. He decided to observe before making any decisions.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the ancient demons, with their double heads and four arms, launched a surprise attack but were repelled by Tiaoxiao Jian's hard-hitting strike, spewing blood nonstop.

"Alright, you guys, if you surrender now, you can avoid much suffering. Otherwise," Tiaoxiao Jian's cold voice echoed.

But his threats had no effect; the ancient demons' faces were filled with determination: "You little brat, don't get too cocky here. We've been pushed to this point by you."

Before their words could finish, they each took out a black egg-like object from their pockets and swallowed it. Immediately, all five ancient demons showed signs of extreme pain.

However, Lin Xuan saw clearly that the magic aura emanating from them had significantly increased, hinting at an impending breakthrough to mid-Separation Stage.

Clearly, this was the result of some strange elixir. Tiaoxiao Jian's face turned into a sneer: "You truly have no sense of self-preservation. Don't you know that consuming this煞魔丹 will rupture your元婴 and leave you with no chance of reincarnation?"

"We are well aware, but what does it matter? You've pushed us to such an extreme; we won't survive alone. Come with us to the netherworld."

A ghastly laugh echoed as the double-headed four-armed ancient demon completed his transformation first. He was originally towering at a height of several meters and had grown even larger, nearly doubling in size.

His muscles were like iron, covered by thick scales. This demon excelled in physical cultivation; he transformed into a streak of lightning and charged straight towards Tiaoxiao Jian.

Although consuming the煞魔丹 hadn't allowed him to break through his stage, his strength had increased significantly—nearly half as much. The impact was formidable.

"You foolish fellows!"

Tiaoxiao Jian laughed without dodging or retreating; he struck back with equal force.

Boom!

Their fists collided. Considering their physical differences, the gap between them wasn't just a little. It felt like a giant and an infant in comparison. Tiaoxiao Jian's slender arms were at risk of breaking.

However, the outcome was far from what one would expect. The next scene left everyone staring in shock. In such a starkly different fistfight, Tiaoxiao Jian emerged victorious. His body merely shook slightly; he didn't retreat a step. Meanwhile, the tall ancient demon seemed to be knocked away by some massive force.

The sound of bones breaking and blood spilling nonstop filled their ears.

At this moment, the other ancient demons had also completed their transformations. Seeing this scene, they were all greatly alarmed but couldn't turn back now. They injected their magical power into the treasures in front of them.

A sword, a saber, a staff, and a ring flew from four directions towards Tiaoxiao Jian.

Tiaoxiao Jian inserted his sleeves, releasing several dark streaks that intercepted those treasures. Almost as soon as they touched, he gained the upper hand. After a moment's struggle, cries of despair echoed, and the spirits of their magical treasures were severely weakened.
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Fighting a larger group and even consuming煞丹, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a touch of admiration. For someone at the Separation Realm中期 stage, Little Swordfield was truly overpowered.

But was he really at that stage?

Lin Xuan didn’t know for sure. Little Swordfield had always been unpredictable; while Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, he also wouldn’t make any hasty judgments about him!

Before his thoughts could fully process, cries of agony echoed in his ears. The few ancient demons were already beheaded, leaving only one survivor—the one who had just been knocked back.

With all his companions dead, the two-headed four-armed ancient demon’s expression was quite telling—there was a hint of fear, but it quickly turned to determination.

His eyes filled with brutality, almost bordering on madness.

Roar!

He raised his head and let out an angry cry that echoed through the heavens.

Then, magic light flashed. Black lightning appeared on his body surface, while the surrounding demonic energy surged into him, which he greedily inhaled.

It looked like he was about to use a powerful technique, but Little Swordfield ignored it, even showing a hint of mockery. A诀was cast, and space rumbled as a black-red hand materialized before reaching out.

This hand was incredibly thick, stretching over a hundred feet long. The tall ancient demon seemed weak in comparison, unable to dodge; he was grabbed by the fingers and held tightly in the palm.

Unable to move!

"Stupid fellow, do you really think you can self-destruct in front of this young master?" Little Swordfield’s cold voice rang out as he used that hand for soul probing.

After a moment, there was a loud thud. The demonic technique Little Swordfield had used to probe his soul was interrupted, and the ancient demon’s fate mirrored that of the two-headed four-armed demon—tightly grasped by that black-red hand.

Despite the enemy being restrained, Lin Xuan’s expression showed no joy but rather a strange frustration.

"Spit it out, you actually managed to find my hiding spot?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. Did he misjudge this situation? But the thought flashed through his mind and immediately dismissed.

While the world was vast, even if two people looked exactly alike, there would still be subtle differences in their demeanor. Little Swordfield, a man of exceptional talent, had movements that set him apart from others.

Lin Xuan knew this well. Although they met infrequently, he had interacted with Little Swordfield countless times over the years. He was confident he wouldn’t mistake someone for another.

Was this kid pretending to be dumb or had he lost his memory?

It didn't seem like it.

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on them. Why worry about such trivial matters when he could just capture this guy and get everything clear?

Considering the significant difference in their cultivation levels, it would be a waste not to take advantage of this opportunity.

Opportunity knocks but once; seize the moment.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan acted.

Boom!

A surge of powerful spiritual energy burst forth. Little Swordfield stumbled back three steps as his expression turned to utter shock: "You… you are a Separation Realm cultivator?"

"Hmph."

Lin Xuan didn’t waste time on idle chatter; he first captured this slippery guy before anything else.

With a wave of his sleeve, green sword qi emerged like fish swimming in water. There was no need for precious treasures against such an insignificant opponent. This vast area had no other life forms to hide behind, so there was no reason to conceal his identity as a cultivator.

Little Swordfield’s expression darkened as he deftly flung out several magic items from his waist. They were all enveloped in black energy—clearly demonic treasures. It seemed this kid had indeed ascended and become an ancient demon.

Bang, bang, bang!

Sounds echoed as the demonic treasures Little Swordfield used clashed with Lin Xuan’s sword light, quickly falling into a disadvantage due to their significant power gap. His earlier bravery was now just a struggling ant under Lin Xuan's control.

However, considering his Separation Realm cultivation level, being able to block Lin Xuan’s sword light was already quite remarkable. Not many cultivators could achieve this.

Little Swordfield didn’t want to surrender easily; he cast several诀and the demonic energy around him surged, quickly forming a demonic cloud that enveloped his figure.

"Want to escape? Do you really think it's possible? Surrender willingly and you'll suffer less."

Just as Little Swordfield had said to the ancient demons earlier, Lin Xuan repeated those words with identical gestures.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, casting a诀from his fingertips. Space rumbled as a green hand materialized, swiftly grabbing into that demonic cloud.

Boom! The black energy seemed paper-thin; Little Swordfield was indeed using some secret technique inside, but it was interrupted before he could finish. His fate mirrored the two-headed four-armed demon—tightly held by that green hand.

The enemy was restrained, yet Lin Xuan’s face showed no joy but rather a strange frustration.

"Spit it out, you’re just an outer manifestation. Why did I forget this?"

Lin Xuan sighed. Even wise men can make mistakes; despite his intelligence, sometimes he could overlook such possibilities.

No wonder Little Swordfield, with his exceptional talent, had remained at the Separation Realm中期 stage for so long.

No wonder he couldn’t recognize him even after all their collaborations.

After all, outer manifestations came in two types. One involved finding a suitable body and having the second元婴 take over. Once successful, it was almost like having another self. While this greatly benefited combat, if the main元婴 and physical body perished, the second元婴 could still be transformed into the main one with effort.

However, such manifestations had clear advantages but also significant drawbacks—two selves sharing similar emotions and memories, able to act independently, yet there was a hierarchy, making it easy for the outer manifestation to suffer backlash if separated from the main元婴.

Like Lin Xuan, who shared his body between two元婴s, the risk of backlash was much lower.

The second type involved using a spirit fragment, which could carry some emotional memories but with limited capacity. This explained why Little Swordfield couldn’t recognize him; he had no such memories.

"Damnit, this kid’s outer manifestation is too subtle. I’ve watched for so long and yet didn’t spot anything."

Lin Xuan muttered, feeling a bit alarmed. If an outer manifestation was made so magically, with such powerful techniques, able to defeat five opponents at once—could Little Swordfield's true form be even more formidable?

These thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he felt a growing sense of caution.

Compared to himself, was Little Swordfield stronger or just slightly weaker? It wasn’t easy to judge.
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Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind, but his expression remained unchanged. This was indeed a mistake on his part, but there was no need to be overly remorseful about it.

After all, even wise men make mistakes; even deities are not immune to error.

Regardless, in this round, he had emerged victorious. He decided to proceed with the soul-searching technique.

Although the fragmentary consciousness carried limited emotions and memories compared to a second heart, that didn't matter. There would be some clues, no matter how minor.

But just as he was about to act, a deafening explosion echoed in his ears.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan quickly raised his head, but it was too late. The demonic aura surged out, and Tianshao Jian's body-double had actually self-destructed.

A mistake!

Lin Xuan erupted with anger. His face darkened as if a storm was about to break.

How could he have failed to anticipate this? That damned Tianshao Jian was too resolute; once captured by the enemy, he immediately chose to self-destruct without any hesitation.

Silent for a moment, Lin Xuan thought that his reaction would be no different in such a situation.

"Truly troublesome. No wonder you're my 'good brother,' " Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmed down. The effort was futile; they had essentially tied the match.

But it didn't matter. Time would tell who the true victor would be. His story with Tianshao Jian was far from over, so there was no need to dwell on temporary gains or losses.

The gale-force winds still raged, but Lin Xuan's formidable physique made no difference. He flashed his figure towards the center of the explosion.

Although the area affected was vast, it was unlikely that Tianshao Jian had faked his destruction. Still, Lin Xuan could not be too careless; what if he had mastered some incredible secret technique to evade detection?

Though such a possibility was less than one percent, Lin Xuan still needed to confirm this personally.

He released his divine sense and found no discrepancies within several thousand miles. The aura of the body-double had completely vanished.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and several streaks of green light shot out. They quickly gathered some fragments that caught his eye.

"Truly a good brother. He did things thoroughly; even his storage bracelet was deliberately destroyed. Not only were there no valuable items left, but not even a single demon crystal remained for me."

Lin Xuan shook his head and sighed. His fear of Tianshao Jian increased slightly, but he wasn't overly concerned. He transformed into a streak of lightning and flew away towards the distant horizon.

Meanwhile, several million miles away, on a towering mountain range, winding and extending who knew where, the air was thick with demonic aura.

In some unknown cave deep within the mountains, a painful voice echoed, and a figure sitting in meditation raised its head.

Though no sunlight shone through, the light from embedded gems on the cave walls allowed clear visibility. It was a young, handsome man, one could say a graceful gentleman.

Indeed, this was Tianshao Jian's secret lair.

"Jian'er, what happened? Why are you in such pain?"

A deep voice sounded, and without any warning, a tall ancient demon emerged from within Tianshao Jian’s body. No, that wasn't an ancient demon; it was just a bodiless shadow.

"My fragmentary consciousness has fallen," Tianshao Jian took a deep breath and quickly returned to his usual tone. His words seemed mundane, but the flicker of light in his eyes betrayed his true emotions.

"Oh, this is not surprising. After all, word has already leaked out; there are others seeking that item. Your fragmentary consciousness was only at the stage of separation and combination, so it should have been destroyed by someone else," the shadow's dismissive voice echoed.

"Perhaps, but my fragmentary consciousness did not fall to an enemy; it self-destructed."

"Self-destruct?" The shadow was surprised, then placed a hand on its forehead. "That does sound interesting. The body-double I taught you comes from the True Demon of Nine Evils and is vastly different from ordinary ones. If it ended in self-destruction, it should have transmitted some information back to you. What is it?"

"The father said correctly; unfortunately, the returned message was too brief. All I know is that this person seems familiar," Tianshao Jian said with a strange tone.

"Familiar?"

"Yes."

"This is indeed peculiar. But it doesn't matter. After all, we only lost one fragmentary consciousness. You have many more body-doubles; you can send another one out."

"Send another body-double?"

"Why not? Jian'er, do you have any objections to this?"

"Father, I feel that something about this is not as simple as it seems. I want to go and investigate personally," Tianshao Jian hesitated before speaking.

"You wish to leave the seclusion; absolutely no way." The shadow frowned, its voice resolute.

"Why? I know I've reached the peak of Profound Knowledge stage, just a step away from the later stages. Even if I leave now, it will only delay my breakthrough by a few years. But that item is too important to be lost."

"Jian'er, you and me are in this together; our fates are intertwined. If you can achieve ascension, my essence will recover, making me the Grand Leader of the Demon Clan. How could I harm you? In just over a thousand years, you've reached the peak of Profound Knowledge stage. Your talent is no less than mine. Truly, you are the True Demon's body. But your True Demon body refers to your talent, not an actual True Demon."

"Then what is a true True Demon?" Tianshao Jian frowned.

"A true True Demon can withstand fire and water; it cannot be harmed by weapons or magic. It achieves dual cultivation, existing between the three realms. At my peak, I was a True Demon," the shadow explained.

"So that's why this has anything to do with me leaving seclusion?"

"Of course, as you progress, you are also refining your True Demon body. If it fails, it would be like adding impurities during alchemy; it would harm your True Demon body."

"I see. No wonder Father always made me fully prepared for each progression—no room for failure."

"Mmm, the True Demon of Nine Evils is immensely powerful, but its sole drawback is that with every failed advancement, the final True Demon body will be slightly weaker. Back then, I failed twice as I progressed from Profound Cultivation to Transcending Tribulation, which left flaws in my True Demon body. Otherwise, how could my strength fall short of a True Immortal? Even the Arrogant King might have been defeated by me," Tianshao Jian said with a hint of pride.
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Lin Xuan did not possess the ability to foresee the future. He naturally had no idea what was happening millions of miles away at this moment. At present, he was hovering in mid-air with a thoughtful expression on his face.

In the distance, a vague outline of a large city could be seen on the horizon.

After several days of flying, Lin Xuan finally emerged from the desolate black stone plains.

Looking at the city before him, Lin Xuan's expression was extremely complex.

It was understandable. Although he had consumed a仿魔丹 (Sorcerer Pill) to enhance his abilities, this was still in an unfamiliar world. Suddenly having to delve into the ancient demons' habitat, it was impossible for him not to feel some apprehension.

There were psychological barriers that needed to be overcome.

However, Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator. After taking a deep breath, he quickly calmed his nervousness and unease. "Fortune or misfortune, I cannot avoid it," he thought. "I will stay in this world for two hundred years and need to find the ingredients for the spirit-splitting pill. How can I possibly avoid dealing with ancient demons?"

With a sense of resolve, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the city.

His cultivation level was still at the元婴期 (Yinling Stage), which made him less conspicuous.

As he drew closer to the city, the number of flying lights in the sky increased.

Lin Xuan turned his head, and all the ancient demons' faces were clearly visible on the rooftops. The sign above one building read "悦来客栈" (Joyful Inn).

The name was quite fitting. On either side of the inn stood two female demons.

Their cultivation levels were negligible, only at the灵动期 (Lightness Stage).

"Welcome, senior," the two women greeted him with a charming smile and even threw a flirtatious glance his way. These demon females were much more bold than human ones.

However, Lin Xuan paid no attention to their antics and walked in expressionlessly.

Behind the counter was an elderly-looking demon, whose cultivation level was not weak, reaching the 凝丹期 (Condensation Core Stage). He immediately greeted Lin Xuan with a deep bow: "Greetings, senior. May I ask if you are here to stay?"

"Yes," said Lin Xuan. "I plan to rent a cave dwelling for an extended period. Do you have any available rooms?"

"Unfortunately, our inn does not offer cave dwellings. However, our guest rooms are of the highest quality and can match those in most caves. Would you like to see them?"

"Sure," said Lin Xuan, nodding without further ado: "Show me."

"Follow me, senior."

The elderly demon led him through a series of corridors until they arrived at a lighted screen.

The light was so bright that it was difficult to discern what lay behind. The elderly demon took out a command token from his sleeve and waved it, causing the light to dim.

A small courtyard appeared before their eyes.

More accurately, it resembled an estate with pavilions, terraces, and flowing waterfalls. There was even a small lake where golden fish swam in clear waters.

Lin Xuan's composure could not help but show some surprise. If he hadn't mentioned it, one might have thought he was staying at the residence of a wealthy family in the human world.

However, the deep demonic aura within reminded him that this was indeed the demon realm.

"Is everything to your satisfaction, senior? If you need anything else, we can provide servants and maids."

"I don't need any attendants. I will take these guest rooms," said Lin Xuan.

"How long do you plan to stay? The annual rent for a room here is one hundred pieces of lower-grade demon stones."

"Can crystal stones be used?" asked Lin Xuan, frowning slightly.

"Certainly, the exchange ratio is two-to-one," replied the elderly demon with a surprised expression on his face before quickly continuing: "But that means you would need to provide two hundred pieces of crystal stone?"

"It's fine," said Lin Xuan. The cost was insignificant to him. He handed over two hundred pieces of crystal stone and placed them in the elderly demon's hand.

"Thank you, senior. Please keep this command token safe. I bid you farewell."

The elderly demon seemed quite pleased with the transaction and quickly turned around to leave. Lin Xuan entered the estate, which indeed had a pleasant environment, though he also set up several arrays to activate the restrictions himself.

He then went into his bedroom where everything was new. Lin Xuan slept soundly.

It wasn't until the morning sun rose that Lin Xuan woke up feeling refreshed and invigorated.

After leaving the inn, Lin Xuan intended to purchase some items.

---

The demon realm had many things different from the spirit realm. To avoid revealing his identity, he needed to make some preparations.

The innkeeper's strange expression when he heard about using crystal stones yesterday was a reminder that luck might not always be on his side.

Therefore, for safety reasons, Lin Xuan decided to exchange part of his wealth into demon stones.

Upon inquiry, there indeed was such an establishment.

It was a pawnshop. As for why they accepted items used by cultivators, Lin Xuan didn't know. All that mattered was having somewhere to exchange them.

After inquiring about the location and spending a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan arrived at the shop.

"Guest, what would you like to pawn?" The shopkeeper was a two-headed demon with pitch-black skin. His cultivation level was not weak, reaching the初期元婴 (Early Yinling Stage).

"I have some crystal stones that I wish to exchange for demon stones," said Lin Xuan expressionlessly. At this moment, he used the Shape Shifting Technique to transform into a monkey-faced demon with green skin.

"Of course, the exchange ratio is two-to-one," the two-headed demon's voice echoed in his ears.

In fact, from a practical standpoint, demon stones and crystal stones were essentially the same. The amount of demonic energy contained within a demon stone was roughly equivalent to the spiritual energy in a crystal stone. Therefore, an exchange ratio of one-to-one would be most reasonable. However, this was the demon realm, where crystal stones had limited use compared to demon stones. Thus, two-for-one was not unusual.

The cultivators who ascended to the demon realm after their bodies were infused with demonic energy and transformed into ancient demons naturally needed to exchange their human world crystal stones for demon stones.

A two-to-one ratio caused them great frustration as it halved their wealth. For Lin Xuan, this mattered little since he only intended to exchange a small portion.

"How many pieces of crystal stone do you have?" asked the shopkeeper.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly and waved his sleeve, sending a storage bag flying into the counter with a loud thud.

His action was extremely graceful. The two-headed demon initially paid no heed but when he picked up the storage bag and scanned its contents, his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets.

He thought he had misread it but upon another glance, the result remained unchanged. His slack expression quickly turned to one of shock and reverence.

Standing up: "I apologize for my rudeness. Please come inside; we will have a dedicated person attend to you."

"Sure," said Lin Xuan, entering with no hesitation.

The interior surprised him. Pawnshops often had an overpowering sense of greed, but the decor was quite elegant. The room wasn't large, yet it featured antique furniture and paintings hanging on the back wall.

Sitting behind one such piece of furniture was a demon covered in scales, who looked anything but menacing. Instead, he appeared refined as he read a book intently.

Hearing footsteps, he turned his head, and the two-headed demon's voice entered Lin Xuan's ears: "Young Master, this guest wishes to exchange crystal stones. The amount is quite large, and I cannot make the decision alone..."

"Oh?"

The young master's face showed interest: "Since you are a distinguished guest, let us offer some tea."

Before he could finish speaking, several enchanting female demons emerged with fine wine, fruits, and demon realm spiritual tea.

"Please sit down."

"Sure," said Lin Xuan, sitting on one of the chairs.
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The two split their forces, and the twin-headed ancient demon, Du Yi Lao, respectfully presented a storage bag to Wang Luocuo.

The young master took it over, seemingly casually releasing his spiritual sense. But in the next moment, his expression changed dramatically as he sucked in a cold breath, looking at Lin Xuan with surprise and suspicion.

"Friend Daoist, you want so many items?"

"Not wrong. How about that? Doesn't your store have any corresponding demon stones?"

While speaking, Lin Xuan picked up some fruit beside him. He hadn’t eaten anything from the Demon World before; he took a bite and found it quite tasty.

"You jest, my store is the property of White Bone Sovereign of Demons. Two million middle-grade crystal stones are nothing to worry about. Xiao Ye, go fetch the treasures from the storeroom and exchange them for this friend Daoist."

"Understood."

The twin-headed demon bowed and nodded, then turned around and left the pavilion.

Meanwhile, the young master continued his warm conversation with Lin Xuan, seemingly casual but actually probing into Lin Xuan’s background. Unfortunately, all such efforts were in vain; Lin Xuan was too skilled at feigning ignorance to get any useful information from him.

After a short while, Lin Xuan left the pavilion. He now had a million middle-grade demon stones in his possession.

However, he found two very discreet presences locking onto him.

"Sure enough, money brings trouble."

Lin Xuan’s muttered words reached his ears with a hint of mockery on his lips.

Of course, these were definitely sent by that pawn shop just now.

Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid; however, since he was new to this place, he tried not to cause any trouble. So he pretended to know nothing and continued his leisurely stroll through the market. After all, in a bustling marketplace like this, no one would dare make a move openly, even though survival in the Demon World was harsher than in the Spirit World. There were always some rules, otherwise everything would fall apart.

The background of these people might be outrageous, but they wouldn’t dare to act openly here.

So Lin Xuan continued his leisurely walk.

Soon, another prominent building caught his eye.

"Thousand Volumes Pavilion!"

The demon script on the sign was flowing and elegant. If he wasn’t mistaken, this should be a bookstore.

Lin Xuan walked in without hesitation.

He knew little about Demon World items but urgently needed to read more ancient texts.

As soon as Lin Xuan entered, a beautiful female demon greeted him.

"Salutations, sir. What do you need?"

"I want some ancient books, preferably those passed down from the ancient times. The more, the better," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Understood. Please follow me to the living room for tea while I arrange for them."

The woman bowed and stepped back as another attendant led him to a sitting area.

He didn’t have to wait long; half an hour later, she returned with a storage bag. She shook it lightly, and a flash of demon light revealed hundreds of jade cylinders.

"Sir, you wanted many ancient books, so I’ve brought all we have here. Do you approve?"

"Not bad, not bad. Lin wants exactly this much."

Lin Xuan said seriously. Reading these texts would give him a deeper understanding of the Demon World.

"Sir, do you really want them all?" The demon woman looked surprised.

"Why? Is there a problem?"

"No problem, but thousands of ancient books are worth quite a bit," she hinted.

"The price isn’t an issue," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

An hour later, he completed the transaction without any intention to leave. Since he was out, he wanted to buy everything he needed.

Next, Lin Xuan intended to purchase some treasures.

With his wealth, he didn’t lack for items, but they were all from the Spirit World, and he had no Demon World treasures at all.

If in a remote place, fighting someone could be done with killing them to keep quiet. Using his own original treasures would be fine too.

However, he was going to stay here for two hundred years. Who knew what might happen? If there were conflicts in crowded places, the use of his powers and treasures would be severely restricted. He couldn’t let others know he was a cultivator; otherwise, he would become a target.

So he needed several Demon World treasures as emergency items.

Of course, there wouldn’t be anything good in this marketplace, but he decided to buy some anyway for emergencies.

Small shops were not worth his time, and he had no interest in visiting each one. So Lin Xuan directly headed towards the largest Hundred Forge Shop.

This was a grand building, almost like a fortress.

However, inside it was unusually bright and spacious. Attendants moved about busily, explaining to several customers at once.

"Sir, what do you need?"

A well-groomed attendant with a refined appearance greeted him as soon as he entered. Not all ancient demons looked monstrous; some were handsome or beautiful too.

"Do you have any Demon treasures?" Lin Xuan asked directly.

"Haha, sir, you’ve come to the right place. Our store’s treasures are all crafted by masters and considered top-notch. What kind do you need?"

The attendant bowed and smiled confidently.

"Your words are big. Show me several offensive and defensive items; price is not an issue. I only want the best."

The low-ranking demon attendant, though, was familiar with handling many guests daily. He immediately led Lin Xuan to a VIP room.

"Sir, please wait here while I fetch the treasures."

After the attendant left, a middle-aged demon took over the reception. In fact, all the demons working in this shop looked human-like.

"It doesn’t matter. I just hope what you bring are all precious items."

"Of course."

The demon smiled confidently. Lin Xuan didn’t have to wait long; soon, light footsteps sounded, and a young female demon entered with a silver tray carrying several wooden boxes of different sizes. The treasures were inside these.

She placed the tray on the tea table in front of them and bowed before retreating.

Lin Xuan scanned the boxes. There were three black lacquered ones, but he couldn’t identify their material or see what was inside without opening them; they had a shielding effect on spiritual senses.

PS: Today… there’s been an emergency at home. I feel really upset today, only one chapter and not very satisfying. My mind is in turmoil, sorry for that. But don’t worry, Huan Yu will try her best.
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Lin Xuan felt a bit surprised, but his expression remained calm. The middle-aged demon had already picked up the wooden box on his left and flicked his fingers slightly. With a "snap," the lid opened to reveal a short, shiny black maul.

The surface of this maul was surrounded by dark energy. When a tiny amount of magical power was injected, some small符文 appeared. At its handle, there was an intricately carved demonic face with eyes, ears, and a mouth that looked almost lifelike—like a real demon.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This item didn't seem to be just any ordinary object. Could such a treasure really exist in the marketplace?

The middle-aged demon continued speaking as if explaining: "Heavenly Demon Mace. Do you find it familiar? Yes, this is the weapon used by Heavenly Demon Senior from over ten thousand years ago when he dominated the demon realm. This mace was primarily made of impure dark magic crystals and refined with the skins and bones of more than a dozen precious magical beasts. It's an extremely rare thunder attribute treasure, with power... Heh, you can find out for yourself by researching Heavenly Demon Senior’s deeds."

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. While he had never heard of Heavenly Demon Senior before, his eyes were sharp from years of dealing with various treasures in the cultivation world.

This maul was definitely not an ordinary item. It wouldn't be surprising to see such a treasure at a secret store auction, but why would it appear in a regular marketplace?

If there were such treasures in this shop, they should have been sold long ago.

Was there some hidden reason for its presence here?

In the blink of an eye, Lin Xuan had several thoughts running through his mind. He didn't react visibly: "May I take a closer look?"

"Of course, go ahead," the middle-aged demon said generously.

Lin Xuan slowly injected magical power into the maul. Actually, he was infusing it with demonic energy, as he could easily switch between different types of magical energies within his body, including demonic ones.

Rumble...

A loud buzzing filled the air as dark light enveloped the maul. In an instant, it swelled like a storm, and Lin Xuan saw arcs of electricity surrounding it.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched. Although he had only tested it lightly, this treasure seemed to have more power than he initially thought. It was even far beyond a mere imitation divine artifact.

"Is the maul satisfactory?"

"Not bad."

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate in his praise but after a few words, he placed the Heavenly Demon Mace back into the wooden box. This first item had exceeded his expectations significantly. He was now more interested in what came next.

The middle-aged demon's face remained cheerful as he opened another wooden box.

Red light shone brightly, revealing an unusual set of magical tools.

"Flight Needles?"

Lin Xuan showed some surprise. There were nine needles in the set, each about an inch long and extremely sharp, with a fiery red hue. A faint stream of pure demonic energy flowed through them.

These flight needles looked like decent treasure. After all, such items were rare, whether in the Spirit Realm or the Demon Realm.

While these flight needles had slightly weaker offensive power compared to other magical tools, their small size and speed could make up for this drawback. They were perfect for stealth attacks, especially with a set of nine needles providing greater coverage.

Lin Xuan picked them up and examined them with interest in his right hand.

"Friend, what do you think of these flight needles?"

"Not bad."

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate to praise the item but after a few words, he put it back into the box. Compared to the Heavenly Demon Mace, this was clearly not on the same level. Nevertheless, for a marketplace, it was still quite good.

"Really? This set of Soul-Stealing Needles is made from ten thousand-year-old demon flame iron and refined with dozens of auxiliary materials by a master-level armorer over three months. You seem to consider it just average. Do you know how much they cost?" the middle-aged man said, slightly displeased.

"Let's discuss the price later. I didn't say this item was bad; it could still be acceptable. Please introduce the third treasure first," Lin Xuan said calmly.

His bold statement left the middle-aged demon looking a bit surprised as he raised his eyes to look at Lin Xuan more closely.

"Heh, let me be frank. You're only an Incubus Stage cultivator. These three treasures might not be within your budget."

"I don't need you to worry about that. Do you think I'm just an independent cultivator? Heh, I'm a procurement agent for a sect. These three treasures are bought on behalf of the sect," Lin Xuan said mysteriously.

He knew little about the Demon Realm but guessed that such a procurement position was quite lucrative. A cultivator's wealth wasn't directly tied to their strength; it could be several times greater.

"Ah, I see. I should have been more respectful." The middle-aged demon bowed slightly and opened the third wooden box. A small drum appeared.

"Soul-Lost Drum. This drum was forged from unknown materials by a mysterious demon race over ten thousand years ago, having undergone thousands of years of refining in underground demon flames. In addition to its sound attack capabilities, which can cause people to lose their focus and fall, it also has other special abilities. It's an invaluable treasure."

Before the middle-aged man finished speaking, he flicked a hand gesture, summoning the Soul-Lost Drum.

"Boom!"

The sound wave spread out, and Lin Xuan felt a disorienting force.

"How about this? This is just one percent of its power. You should have some understanding.

"Is it really only one percent?"

"This kind of thing, how could I lie? Try it yourself to see. The drum's abilities go far beyond that."

After his words, another hand gesture was cast, and the drum didn't make a sound but instead lit up brightly. Demonic energy surged out and converged into several grotesque skulls.

"Good, good."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with approval. Such sound-based treasures with additional attack capabilities were quite rare.

"How about this? Are you still satisfied?"

"Not bad, but lacking something. Do you have any defensive items here?"
第两千二百二十七章 有阴谋

To be honest, these three treasures are of good quality. At least, they far exceed his expectations according to the standards in the market.

However, in a battle between cultivators, offensive power is important, but defense cannot be overlooked. Although Lin Xuan's Yin Qing Mother-Child Shield was indeed magical, it would reveal his identity upon use. For safety reasons, he had no choice but to seek another treasure.

"Friend, you still need defensive treasures? This shop has plenty of them. Do you want a precious item?"

"Not at all, as long as the items are good, price is not an issue," Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in his ears.

"Very well. Please wait a moment while I retrieve some precious treasures for you."

"Go ahead."

The middle-aged魔族 gave Lin Xuan a friendly nod before leaving, even without tidying up the table.

However, as he left, Lin Xuan sensed several Spirit Formation levels of spiritual pressure locking onto him tightly. It was clear that they were preventing him from stealing the items on the table. While few dared to do such things in the market, necessary precautions could not be overlooked.

Of course, Lin Xuan had no intention of doing so. He leisurely sipped his tea instead.

The fruits and vegetables tasted good too.

This time, Lin Xuan did not have to wait long. In just a short while, about half an incense stick, the middle-aged魔族 returned.

Similar to Moon Bright, he was followed by a shì girl with a delicate appearance. She carried a tray covered in red silk.

Lin Xuan did not release his spirit sense; it would be pointless as the other party would reveal the contents soon enough.

"Sorry for keeping you waiting. I have selected several precious treasures from our stock. Do you like them?"

"How can one know without trying?" Lin Xuan said emotionlessly.

"Hmm, that's true. But I believe you won't be disappointed."

The middle-aged魔族 then lifted the red silk to reveal the items on the tray.

Lin Xuan turned his head and focused on the precious treasures as the other party mentioned them. He saw a common shield, a dark brick, and two differently sized rings. Each item shimmered with magical light, indicating their extraordinary nature.

The middle-aged魔族 picked up one of the rings: "This is the Soul-Sucking Ring. Strictly speaking, it's both an offensive and defensive treasure. However, compared to its attack power, its defense is more impressive. The protective barrier it creates has a corrosive effect, which can even threaten opponents' treasures."

"How do you like them?"

"Empty decorations," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

The middle-aged魔族 did not get angry but instead showed an odd expression and chuckled: "You truly know your treasure. How about this shield?"

Lin Xuan took the shield from him. It was a small, black shield with strange patterns on its surface that seemed to be turtle shells. In the center of the shield was a tiny ghost face.

It looked sinister but was roughly the size of a fingernail.

"How do you like it? This shield is made primarily from the shell of a Ghost-Face Turtle, which is notoriously difficult to deal with. The defense power of this treasure is definitely impressive."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan hesitated; by the tone of the other party, the Ghost-Face Turtle was well-known in the demon realm, but he had never heard of it and could only nod vaguely.

Holding the shield, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers slightly. Immediately, a strong demonic wind blew, and a sharp ghostly howl filled the air.

"Good. I'll take this shield."

Lin Xuan's keen eyesight revealed that the defense power was decent but not as good as his Yin Qing Mother-Child Shield. Still, being able to buy such an item was already remarkable.

After all, there were no treasures of this grade in the Spirit Realm market; the demon realm indeed had some differences.

"Are you sure about these four?"

"Yes, I'll take the Heavenly Demon Fists, Soul-Sucking Needles, Soul-Lost Drums, and this Ghost-Face Turtle Shield."

"Hmm. You should know that these treasures are priceless," the middle-aged魔族 interrupted before continuing.

"Don't waste your time; how many demon stones do you need?"

"Ha ha, why rush? The total is two million five hundred thousand lower-grade demon stones."

"What? Two million?" Lin Xuan was surprised and showed a strange expression on his face.

The price was not too high but absurdly low. Lin Xuan wasn't familiar with the prices in the demon realm, but by Spirit Realm standards, this price was truly unbelievable. He couldn't decide how to react; even buying just one of these treasures would be difficult.

Especially for the Heavenly Demon Fists, which were almost as good as his usual treasures. It didn't make sense for such items to appear in the market at all, let alone at such a low price. Was he really so lucky today?

Lin Xuan did not believe that demon realm prices could be this cheap or that it was just his luck. If there was such an opportunity, why should it happen now? He wasn't a novice; he had experienced countless hardships.

He sensed some sinister intentions but couldn't pinpoint the exact nature of them.

Nonetheless, he showed no fear and instead waved his sleeve to produce a storage bag.

"Four items total two million five hundred thousand lower-grade demon stones. Are you joking? This is too cheap."

"Ha ha, you are our tenth thousandth customer since opening, so we offered a discount. Otherwise, the price would be much higher," the middle-aged魔族 explained.

"What nonsense."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. He wouldn't believe such an explanation; discounts were rare in the cultivation world and certainly not this extreme.

The other party seemed worried that he might refuse these items.

There must be some sinister plot here, but Lin Xuan couldn't figure it out yet.

He thought about all of this calmly, but his boldness came from his confidence. He wasn't afraid at all and instead produced a storage bag with a wave of his sleeve.
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"These魔 stones, please let Daoist friend count them to see if the number is correct?"

Although Lin Xuan knew full well that the other party was doing this with ulterior motives, he wasn't bothered. He would handle it as it came—when the bullets came, the generals would fight; when the water came, the earth would block it. Why not accept a gift that had been offered?

Even if there were ulterior motives, what of it? After all, Lin Xuan had concealed his true strength. If the other party really thought he was just an ordinary元婴级别的魔族, they would end up losing in the end.

In other words, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid; with such power, his confidence was bound to be high!

Thus, it was a mutual agreement—Lin Xuan and the middle-aged魔族 both got what they wanted. The transaction ended amicably for all parties involved.

"Daoist friend, how could I not trust you? No need to check."

After saying this, the middle-aged魔族 inserted his sleeve robe and stowed away the storage bag containing the魔 stones without checking them. As expected, he didn't bother with a check since he was planning to lose money on this transaction anyway. A little more or less loss wouldn't matter as long as he could get rid of that troublemaker.

With these thoughts in mind, his gaze towards Lin Xuan became somewhat strange, filled with pity and mockery, though it was only fleeting.

Seeing Lin Xuan admiring the treasures, the middle-aged魔族 assumed that this subtle change in expression would not be noticed by Lin Xuan. However, he was mistaken; with Lin Xuan's powerful spirit sense, even a single ant crawling around wouldn't escape his notice. The middle-aged魔族's expressions were clear to Lin Xuan, though he didn't say anything.

Sometimes, it wasn't necessary to lay everything out in the open—better to be vague and let people guess.

With that, Lin Xuan stood up and bid farewell.

"Daoist friend, have a good journey. I still have business to attend to, so no need for you to see me off."

"Haha, shopkeeper, you're too polite. Go on with your affairs; I don't need any farewells," said Lin Xuan with a smile as he bowed and left the room.

Watching Lin Xuan's back disappear, the middle-aged魔族's face showed a sneer of satisfaction, his excitement evident and uncontrollable.

---

Afterwards, he rolled up his sleeve robe, and a black token flew out. The middle-aged魔族 grabbed it and gently shook it; from within, a dark light emerged. Astonishingly, a hole appeared in the corner of the room.

The circular opening was not spacious enough for more than one person to pass through, but that wasn't an issue.

Inside, everything was pitch black, with steps leading down into the distance.

The middle-aged魔族 stepped down the stairs.

The staircase wasn't long; it took only a few minutes to reach the bottom. A round stone house came into view.

The interior was very simple—just one table and one chair. In the corner near the stone wall, there was something that looked like a bed, on which an elderly man lay. His appearance resembled that of the middle-aged魔族, so they must be related by blood.

"Uncle!"

The middle-aged魔族 bowed to the elder, his face full of respect: "Are you feeling better?"

"Has that ghostly牟 been sent away?"

"Yes, it was sent out. To lure the other party, I even gave up three more treasures," said the middle-aged魔族 with a pained expression.

"Three more treasures?"

"That's right; that guy has an insatiable appetite. He wanted not only the 天鬼斧 but also the 追魂夺命针 and the 失魂鼓. Even the 魔龟盾 was taken," he said, clearly regretting his decision.

"Is that so?" The elder on the stone bed closed his eyes for a moment before opening them again, revealing a spark of brilliance in his gaze: "These three treasures are indeed non-trivial, but it's fine. To avoid disaster, we must pay some price. These minor losses can be borne."

"The words of my uncle are correct; I share the same thoughts. However, will that ghostly牟 honor his promise and lift the curse from Uncle after finding a new host for the 天鬼斧?" The middle-aged man said with concern.

"Rest assured. Although old man was constrained by that old fellow, he left behind some contingency plans. Since I fulfilled his conditions, that old ghost wouldn't dare break his word; otherwise, would he not fear the heartfire of thought?"

"Heartfire of thought—so Uncle has left such a contingency plan? That's reassuring," said the middle-aged man with obvious relief on his face.

"Humph! What reason is there for celebration? The ghostly牟 once ruled over the魔族 thousands of years ago. It was said that he killed more than ten魔尊, reaching the 分神 stage. In the end, he somehow angered a saint ancestor and was destroyed by the saint's power."

"At that time, many forces rejoiced at his demise, believing him to be gone forever. The old man only saw records of his deeds in ancient texts; who would have thought that even facing the saint's thunderbolt, this madman could use a secret technique to split his元婴 and hide most of it with his soul, attaching the rest to the 天鬼斧."

"Since then, the artifact has remained hidden until three hundred years ago when I discovered an ancient cultivator’s lair and obtained this infamous treasure. At the time, I was overjoyed; its value could rival that of a divine treasure. But it turned out to be a blessing in disguise."

"Luckily, my situation didn't suit possession by another body. However, that old ghost also cursed me, forcing me to find him a suitable host for his possession," the elder said.

"Uncle's words are correct; don't grieve over this matter. The troublemaker has been sent away, and no matter how arrogant or domineering he becomes in the future, it won't affect us much. I just have one curiosity..."

"What is your curiosity?"

"Why would that Lin family guy be chosen as a host? His talent isn't particularly impressive; he's merely an ordinary元婴级别的修仙者," said the middle-aged man, rubbing his forehead with confusion.

"I don't know either, but possession and cultivation level aren't closely related. With the ghostly牟's abilities, he could quickly recover his cultivation if given a suitable body. However, to be honest, that person's cultivation is lacking, but what does it matter? I only hope we never have any further dealings with that old monster."

"Uncle speaks truthfully; it was my fault for being overly attached," said the middle-aged man.
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And all of this was unknown to Lin Xuan. After purchasing a suitable treasure, he did not linger in the market but returned directly to his inn.

The courtyard before him was still shrouded in mists. With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan took out an array disk about the size of a palm and cast a spell on it with a flick of his fingers.

A glow emanated from the array disk, and soon the mists naturally dispersed, revealing a path wide enough for one person to pass through. Lin Xuan stepped into it.

The pavilions and terraces, as well as the artificial mountains and waterfalls, were identical to what he had left. Clearly, no cultivators had been here recently; after all, Lin Xuan himself had set up an array of defenses, making it difficult for outsiders to intrude.

Lin Xuan did not rest but went straight into the training room.

After a moment's hesitation, he set up several more restrictions around him.

Then, reaching out his hand and patting his waist, he retrieved the few treasures he had just bought from the Hundred Refinement Workshop.

The other three items were unremarkable, but Lin Xuan was curious about the ghostly general’s staff. He began to search through the vast collection of books in his possession, which numbered over a thousand volumes.

If a commoner tried to read all these books without eating or sleeping for years, it would be impossible. But as a cultivator, he could use his divine sense to read them much faster than a mortal. A glance at one hundred lines was nothing; he could see clearly and efficiently.

Thus, although the number of volumes seemed daunting, Lin Xuan found that with his abilities, he did not need much effort.

He began to search through the books for any information related to the ghostly general.

After some time, Lin Xuan felt that this method was unnecessary. Why bother searching specifically when he could simply read all the books?

Since he wasn’t reading them now, he might as well do so later. So over the next few days, Lin Xuan spent his time immersing his divine sense into the Jade Pupil Scroll and absorbing knowledge about the ghostly realm.

This process lasted several days.

To be honest, it was extremely boring, and after a while, reading the same content repeatedly would lead to fatigue.

But Lin Xuan remained undisturbed. Compared to sitting in seclusion for a hundred years, this task was trivial.

One day, Lin Xuan finally lifted his head from his seat.

"Phew."

He took a deep breath as he finished reading what seemed like a mountain of books.

Unlike the explanation by Elder Supreme, Lin Xuan now had a clearer understanding of the ghostly realm. While reading ten thousand volumes might not be equivalent to traveling ten thousand miles, it was undoubtedly an efficient way to gain knowledge.

"Ghostly General... What a reputation."

Lin Xuan turned his head and looked at the short staff beside him. His voice was barely audible as he spoke to himself.

This ghostly general had been a formidable figure in his prime, known for his cunning and power. It was said that he had killed more than ten high-ranking magicians of the spirit realm, but somehow offended an ancient ancestor, leading to his downfall. The ghostly staff was his original divine treasure!

Despite understanding the ghostly general’s life story, it did not help much with the current problem. Lin Xuan still didn’t know what secrets lay within the ghostly staff or why the owner of the Hundred Refinement Workshop had been willing to lose money just to get rid of it.

This was a strange situation. If this item truly brought ill fortune, he could simply discard it somewhere; there was no need to give away three other treasures for it.

Lin Xuan was well-traveled and astute, but he found himself puzzled by the matter.

Should he visit the Hundred Refinement Workshop and use soul-searching techniques on the owner...?

This would be the most straightforward approach. He could easily uncover any hidden schemes or tricks from the other party. However, after considering it, Lin Xuan decided against it.

Firstly, causing trouble in the market was a serious offense. Moreover, he did not know the strength of the Hundred Refinement Workshop. From what they had sold, their treasures were undoubtedly powerful. For now, Lin Xuan preferred to avoid unnecessary complications.

Even if he did this and solved the current problem, new troubles might arise. Therefore, it would be unwise.

After weighing his options, Lin Xuan decided on a more direct approach. He was determined, so he reached out towards the ghostly staff without hesitation.

Without any surprise, Lin Xuan grabbed the treasure in his hand. Upon closer inspection, the surface of the staff shimmered with a colorful glow, and black energy coiled around it. A small amount of magical energy injected into it revealed faint runes that appeared like grains of rice. At its handle, there was an etched ghost face, which seemed almost lifelike.

It looked exactly as he had seen in the shop. Lin Xuan intended to test it further but suddenly, something unexpected happened.

A loud bang echoed through his ears, and a burst of energy shot out from the staff’s surface, forming a black light that sped away.

The speed was incredible; normally, such close proximity would leave no time for him to dodge. However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of alarm as he smiled faintly.

Possession!

Lin Xuan had anticipated this situation. A mere treasure could not harm people, right? Mortals might believe in ghost stories, but Lin Xuan was a cultivator; if there were any malevolent spirits, he would simply use his divine abilities to subdue them.

The ghostly staff was just an object, and its original owner was the only one who might pose a threat. Even though the books said he had died, killed by some ancient ancestor, countless wonders existed in this world; it wasn’t impossible that he had escaped death.

Although such chances were rare, Lin Xuan assumed this possibility.

The remnants of his soul attempted to possess him...

Much to his surprise, his prediction was correct. Since he was prepared, he could not be caught off guard. The black light moved swiftly but lacked the element of surprise. Lin Xuan had been ready for it and used Nine Heaven Micro Steps to vanish from his spot, retreating to the door.

The black light missed its target and crashed into the ceiling before stopping.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he looked in that direction.

An angry roar echoed through the air.

Then, the black light dispersed, revealing a mass of ghostly mists. Slowly, these mists coalesced into a face. While it could be called a ghost face, the features were those of an elderly man with youthful hair, though his expression was fierce and menacing.

"How did you manage to avoid my possession? Huh, you are not at the Yuan婴 stage; you’re only at the Dantian Profound中期...," the old man’s gaze swept over Lin Xuan, and he instantly recognized his cultivation level.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Although he had not used the Heaven Demon Transformation technique, his concealment techniques were still quite advanced.

Indeed, a name begets its worth; even with just a broken soul fragment, this person could recognize his cultivation stage so easily. It was clear that the ghostly general must have been incredibly formidable in his prime.

Fortunately, he had guessed correctly. Otherwise, being possessed would have caused him trouble.

With these thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan’s face showed excitement: "Are you the ghostly general? Let us talk."
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"Talk, what's there to talk about? For finding a suitable body, I've waited for tens of thousands of years. I didn't expect you to be a cultivator at the Core Formation stage instead of an infant with a spirit embryo. But that doesn't matter. If you're wise, hand over your body and suffer less. Otherwise, I'll devour your spirit embryo."

The sharp voice entered Lin Xuan's ears as the ghostly face twisted into a grotesque expression before lunging viciously at him.

Lin Xuan sighed. Indeed, this was how it would end. The cultivation world revered strength above all else; without sufficient power, no one would even be given the right to negotiate.

However, Lin Xuan felt no fear.

Regardless of his past greatness, circumstances had changed. He was merely a spirit trapped for years now. Could he really overturn heaven?

To take over his body? That was just courting trouble.

With this thought, Lin Xuan revealed his full strength. The courtyard was already sealed with禁制, so even if the battle became intense, those barriers might not hold.

For safety's sake, a prolonged fight would be disadvantageous. He needed to use decisive action to subdue the old demon.

Lin Xuan’s sleeve flapped, and red light shone brightly as hundreds of immortal swords emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming through water.

The ghostly face's pupils constricted with surprise. There were... ninety-nine swords! Was this too much?

These swords emitted a brilliant red light, with flickering spiritual energy on their surfaces. The blades were so thin they resembled cicada wings, and faint符文 spiraled around them like electric arcs.

The ghostly face’s expression darkened. Lin Xuan's aura was thick here; these must be his命宝. But how could a命宝 be crafted in such quantity?

The sharpness of a命宝 came from the cultivator’s true essence, which nurtured its power. In other words, quality over quantity. Crafting so many swords as命宝 was clearly unnecessary.

Yet Lin Xuan didn't seem dazed. The power these red swords exuded was indeed formidable. Could this be someone with the ability to overturn common sense in the cultivation world?

How did he do it?

The ghostly face's expression turned both angry and sharp. He wouldn’t give up. Due to his cultivation, he had very specific conditions for possessing a body, making him wait tens of thousands of years before finally locking onto Lin Xuan.

He couldn't afford to wait any longer; otherwise, his lifespan would run out. When the heavenly tribulation descended, without a physical body, how could he resist?

That would not only fail to extend his life but also result in his soul being scattered by the heavenly tribulation.

Such an outcome was unacceptable to the ghostly elder. He had barely escaped from the Primordial Ancestor's thunderbolt, and he couldn't die here for no reason.

He wouldn’t give up. No matter what, he would possess this young man’s body to continue his cultivation path.

The ghostly face twisted into a grotesque expression as he lunged at Lin Xuan. If he could enter the boy’s body, all would be well. A Core Formation cultivator's spirit power was no match for him; possession wouldn’t be an issue.

He charged!

Lin Xuan smirked without further action. Only one sword moved around his body.

Red light flashed as a brilliant lightning-like streak pierced forward.

The ghostly face screamed in rage and panic, black mist and red light intertwining until the protective barrier was torn apart. The red light grew intense, engulfing the entire ghostly face.

This outcome sent the ghostly elder's soul flying. Yet he remained resolute.

Seeing how sharp that sword was, he decided not to resist but instead discarded the part that had been cut off. Black mist swirled like a lizard shedding its tail, re-forming into a smaller ghostly face with intense shock and anger.

Though he recognized the power of those swords, he never imagined it would be this formidable...

Lin Xuan was equally shocked. This was his first time using the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array, and the power was far more devastating than expected. It surpassed even ordinary heavenly treasures.

If his strength were sufficient, say at the Transcendation stage, deploying the Nine Palace Momentary Sword Array might give him a chance to compete with immortal treasures!

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. The ghostly elder, however, nearly fainted from anger. Was this some kind of insult?

This was intolerable. The ghostly elder’s heart filled with resentment. He had once been a formidable figure, but he never imagined being belittled by a Core Formation cultivator.

It was like a shallow stream being mocked by shrimp or a tiger being bullied by dogs.

Such humiliation was unbearable. With a loud shout, he charged at Lin Xuan.

Though Lin Xuan felt elated, his divine sense allowed him to see and hear everything. A spell flew from his sleeve.

Red light blazed as eighty-one swords shot towards the ghostly elder.

The scene was shocking, and an anguished cry echoed in his ears. The ghostly elder finally snapped out of his rage.

His opponent's treasures were terrifying; he couldn't even resist one sword. Now with nearly a hundred beams of light, wouldn’t he be sent to the underworld?

He regretted his impulsiveness. But it was too late for remedial action. Those lights didn’t target him but surrounded him from all angles like fish trapped in a butcher’s knife.

I am meat, and they are the knives. The ghostly elder deeply understood this phrase's meaning now.

But the feeling was unbearable; an once formidable figure reduced to such a predicament.

"How about we talk now?" Lin Xuan said calmly.
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"Talk, talk about what?"

When Lin Xuan first said this, Senior Immortal Heaven Ghost was dismissive. He had no regard for Lin Xuan at all because he believed that Lin Xuan's life and death were in his hands. Why should he be polite to a puppet under his control? However, after just half a cup of tea, he realized how wrong he was. Lin Xuan wasn't a puppet; on the contrary, the boy was playing the role of a pig to eat the tiger. He was the fish, and others were the knives and chopping boards. The纵横魔界的 Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal finally understood that he had been tricked. All this time, it turned out he was the weaker one.

Poor and pitiful, he had managed to end up in such a situation. Even the usually arrogant Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal's eyes were nearly bulging with rage. But what could he do? He didn't have a body. Otherwise, Lin Xuan would be nothing; how formidable his treasures were mattered little. With just one gesture from him, this Level 20 cultivator would be annihilated.

Perhaps there was an exaggeration in what Lin Xuan said, but it couldn't be denied that the Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal had indeed been very formidable back then. Even facing the Ancient Demon Ancestor, he didn't bow down and admit defeat. Although he ultimately fell, he managed to deceive the Curse of True Fate and escape with a fragment of his soul. This was already an incredible feat; how many peak Divinity Realm cultivators could achieve such a thing? Countable on one's fingers, almost none.

So, Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal had every right to be proud. But no matter how formidable he might have been, times change and circumstances shift. Now, he was just a wandering spirit. Surrounded by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Formation, his life hung in the balance. Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal finally came to his senses. Either he would fall or submit; his ability to reside on treasures for thousands of years and endure the madness-inducing solitude showed how much he valued survival. He wouldn't give up such an opportunity unless absolutely necessary.

Even if reincarnation existed, even if he chose to end his life by self-cultivation or die in meditation, a thousand years later, perhaps he could still tread the path to immortality, but the odds were slim.

Moreover, what use would that be? Once one entered the cycle of rebirth, past memories and spiritual awareness would all be erased. Wasn't it still him? Although his soul was reincarnated, there was no connection with his previous life; he might as well be a different person. Such things, Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal absolutely didn't want.

Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal unwilling to fall meant only one thing: submission.

"Friend, stop. There's nothing we can't discuss if you have something to say," said Lin Xuan with satisfaction on his face. He didn't want to be at odds with the Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal either. With his strength, killing a mere fragment of a spirit wasn't an issue. But what benefit would it bring him? Lin Xuan always acted after careful consideration.

Although he had read many texts from the demon world and had some understanding of this realm, such knowledge was superficial at best. Reading thousands of scrolls was like swallowing them whole; there was no substitute for practical experience. The saying "reading ten thousand books is better than traveling ten thousand miles" held true here. Books were static, and the demon world's vastness made it impossible to fully grasp its nature through reading alone.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided to target Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal's fragment of power. Even though he looked like a dog now, that wasn't his fault; this state was due to offending the Ancient Demon Ancestor. How terrifying such an existence could be, Lin Xuan knew well. During the Twelve States of Heavenly Clouds, he had faced the Soul of Ice Spirit Ancestor. Their realms were equal, and he understood his situation clearly—challenging a higher realm posed no pressure. However, that battle left him speechless with its overwhelming power, completely erasing his arrogance.

The world was full of talents; one shouldn't think too highly of oneself. At the time, he had used all his abilities and wielded various formidable treasures. But Ice Spirit Ancestor, due to being a fragment, arrived empty-handed. In other words, when facing him, she relied on her divine powers and bare hands, dealing Lin Xuan a series of blows with no effect. Even the Soul Devouring Sword lost its might. If not for the mysterious Five Dragon Seal, he couldn't imagine the outcome.

Of course, Ice Spirit Ancestor was one of the top figures among the Ancient Demon Ancestors, ranking among the Nine True Demons. But Lin Xuan faced only a fragment of her; Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal faced the true Ancestor with full power and treasures. If roles were reversed, it would be extremely difficult for him to escape unscathed now.

Still, his current strength was weak. If he also advanced to the peak of the Fragmented Soul Realm, that would be a different story. But regardless, Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal was indeed formidable. If he could subdue him and make him an ally, it would be like an old horse knowing the way for this native demon; his journey through the demon world would be much smoother.

Lin Xuan's plans were well thought out. He intended to maximize his gains by trying to subdue Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal as a helper for his demon realm expedition.

Heaven Ghost Senior Immortal's demeanor changed from arrogance and domineering to humility, bowing his head. This was the way of life; he couldn't help it: "Friend, what do you want to talk about? Just say it. But before that, can I… can I first remove these flying swords?"

As he spoke, he swallowed a mouthful of saliva, though it wasn't exactly swallowing; his body had long since disappeared.
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"Remove the flying sword?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of playful amusement.

"Yes, yes," the High Ghost Senior's attitude had completely changed. He puffed his cheeks and said, "Friend Daoist, your might is formidable; I have already learned my lesson. I dare not provoke you again. If you wish to discuss matters with me, these treasures floating around will make me tremble in fear and unable to focus on making a major decision."

"You're slick talker. If I remove the flying sword, it would be convenient for you to attack me..." Lin Xuan said disdainfully.

"No, no, Friend Daoist, I have already experienced your divine powers. Do you think I'm so foolish as to risk my life by challenging you?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation.

After several breaths, he sighed in relief: "Alright, I'll believe you."

Lin Xuan wasn't relaxing his vigilance; rather, he was confident that he had already seen the other party's strength. Even if he tried to provoke him again, it would be impossible for him to escape unscathed.

A whoosh entered his ears as a ghostly mist suddenly appeared several feet in front of him.

Gathering at the center, an exceptionally clear ghost face appeared before his eyes.

The features and expressions were identical to those of High Ghost Senior. What was that ghostly mist doing there?

Could this mere residual soul still perform a clone technique and deceive his divine sense?

Lin Xuan was filled with more doubts than ever. He couldn't even dodge it in time; the distance between them was only a few inches.

A whoosh entered his ears as the ghostly mist rushed at him, enveloping his head before disappearing into his brow.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan clutched his head and let out an extremely mournful cry.

Blackness covered his face, distorting his features. A ghost face appeared on his forehead with a smug expression.

"You little brat! Do you dare to haggle with me? Now that I have you, your body is mine."

Before he could finish speaking, a maniacal laugh filled the air, indicating that High Ghost Senior was extremely pleased by this ambush. He had clearly become overconfident.

No matter how sharp his treasures were, they would still serve as a sacrificial offering for him in the end.

Just as Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, the blackness dissipated and the ghostly mist vanished into his brow.

One must be cautious even when feeling triumphant. First, he needed to take control of this young man's body.

Lin Xuan was in grave danger. After all, no matter how powerful his divine sense might be, it still couldn't match that of a One Spirit Division existence.

Suddenly, the space around them fluctuated as another Lin Xuan appeared several feet away on the left side, with a mocking expression.

At almost the same time, the "Lin Xuan" who had been possessed exploded in a loud explosion and vanished into nothingness. A furious voice echoed: "Fake! You bastard, you actually dared to deceive me with a fake body?"

"How can deceiving me matter?" Lin Xuan's indifferent voice rang out.

He knew his situation well; he had nearly fallen for the trap just now. Fortunately, he was quick enough and used a substitute soul talisman first. Otherwise, it would be uncertain who would survive.

If truly possessed by that residual soul... Lin Xuan shuddered at the thought.

Since entering the cultivation world, he had faced countless dangers, but this time should rank among the top three.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief as a hint of ferocity appeared on his face. He wouldn't take kindly to being forced into cooperation; did this old man really think he couldn't use ruthless methods?

A spell flew out from his sleeve, followed by nine sword lotuses that vanished and reappeared, encircling the ghostly face.

High Ghost Senior's expression was very unpleasant.

Truly, the more cunning one is, the harder it is to deal with. He had never imagined this young man would be so difficult to handle. In such a situation, he could still manage to escape. Now what should he do?

Although unwilling to admit it, the fact was that in a one-on-one fight, he wasn't Lin Xuan's match.

He was at a disadvantage; with just a residual soul, his strength couldn't compare to Lin Xuan's.

A true man adapts and adjusts. Giving in seemed like the best choice.

Thus, a smile appeared on his face: "Friend Daoist, don't get angry. I was just momentarily confused. You should forgive me..."

"You should forgive me?" Lin Xuan interrupted him, "Do you think I'm an idiot?"

"What do you mean by that?" High Ghost Senior felt extremely uneasy: "Of course not."

"Since you know it's not true, then I gave you a chance earlier. But instead of being grateful, you dared to ambush me. You should be prepared for your downfall now. You can go die."

"Friend Daoist, please stop. Let's talk."

High Ghost Senior was shocked and alarmed, but Lin Xuan had no time to listen to him. A spell flew out from his sleeve, producing a clear ringing sound as red light flowed. The nine sword lotuses simultaneously bloomed.

Each petal was lifelike, composed of razor-sharp flying swords.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the ghost face with one finger. Instantly, sharp rays emerged like a swarm of fire-red sword beams from the nine sword lotuses.

The number was astonishing; there were hundreds of them, completely surrounding the ghost face. There wasn't even an opening, making it almost impossible to escape.

"Friend Daoist, this is a misunderstanding...,"

Lin Xuan ignored his babbling and said coldly: "Old man, you can go die."

Before he could finish speaking, those sword beams began moving.

"Ah!"

A mournful cry echoed as a small black mist was cut away. Although it was only a tiny piece, the damage to his soul felt even more painful than physical injury, comparable to soul extraction and essence refinement.

This was just the beginning; High Ghost Senior naturally didn't want to surrender. He roared loudly, opening his mouth and spewing several strands of true essence. His face turned pale, but those true essences flickered like a whirlwind, rising up to envelop him.

Lin Xuan clearly saw that each wind blade in the whirlwind was rapidly rotating.

Not only could it defend, but it could also attack.

Lin Xuan sighed; with just a residual soul left, High Ghost Senior still had so many tricks. Impressive indeed.

But resistance was futile. Lin Xuan pointed his finger and dozens of sword lights rushed forward. A sound like nails on a chalkboard filled the air as the sword beams clashed with the wind blades.

These sword beams weren't随意挥洒出来的，而是借助九宫须臾剑阵施展的。威力非同小可，一接触，风刃就抵挡不住，在哀鸣声中消失。

而剑光继续前进，那天鬼如何能躲过？惨叫声此起彼伏，求饶的声音不断传来，但林 Xuan 视若无睹。

当然，高鬼在求饶的过程中一直在施展神通抵挡，但无济于事。短短一盏茶的时间，鬼雾的面积减小了一半，高鬼幻化的鬼脸也显得无力起来。

表情更是惶恐不安：难道自己真的要在这里陨落？

他不甘心，在圣祖手中都能逃出生天，怎么可以不明不白地死在这里？然而此时此刻，不管他如何舌战莲花都没有效果。被对方气得不行的林 Xuan 若不是机警，已经被吞噬夺舍。

忍无可忍，孰不可忍，林 Xuan 当然不会手下留情。

高鬼的魂力已经不多，再这样下去，真要回天乏术了。

又一道剑芒激射，然而就在此刻，高鬼开口道：“住手，难道你连炼制分神丹的灵草也不要了吗？”
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What?

Even though Lin Xuan's will was as firm and resolute as that of an ordinary person, he couldn't help but bristle at the other party's words. He raised his right hand, sending a spell out from his fingertips.

The red light immediately dimmed, no longer shooting towards the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal, yet it still enveloped him densely to exert intimidation.

"How do you know this?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice entered his ears, and his face darkened to an extreme. He hated when things slipped beyond his control. How did the other party manage to see through this secret?

"Friend, don't misunderstand. I'm just guessing. After this lesson, I dare not harbor any evil thoughts towards you," said the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal with a look of lingering fear on his face. His spirit energy was already depleted; another injury would mean nothing but his soul and essence dissipating.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan no longer believed in his flattering words: "Guessing, how did you guess? If I recall correctly, you know nothing about my background."

"Do not be angry, friend. Indeed, I don't know your background. However, as someone who has roamed the Demon Realm for tens of thousands of years, this experience is very rich. Since you are a cultivator and at the Profound Concealment stage, it goes without saying that you must be from the Spirit Realm to participate in the spirit division trial," said the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal.

"Ah, I see." Hearing his explanation, Lin Xuan's face softened slightly. This made sense, and he could tell this time the other party wasn't lying.

However, he still didn't withdraw his sword energy. He had already tasted the bitter pill once; he couldn't afford to be careless with this old fellow anymore.

"You know my purpose for coming here, do you also know where the spirit herbs needed for the spirit division pills grow? I warn you, don't speak nonsense or else, friend, you will find yourself unable to live and unwilling to die," said Lin Xuan.

"The places where those spirit herbs grow are indeed known by me...," the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal said as he secretly glanced at Lin Xuan's face. Seeing that although Lin Xuan was pleased, his expression didn't waver in the slightest, he sighed inwardly. This guy has excellent self-control.

Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; this old monster was now under his control, like a fish on a chopping board—nobody could escape his clutches.

"Friend, you know that spirit herbs needed for the spirit division pills are against nature. Although they grow better in the Demon Realm compared to the Spirit Realm, they remain very rare," said Lin Xuan with a hint of cold sarcasm.

"Indeed." Nodding, he added: "Your words make sense. But I suggest you don't sell me short on this matter; otherwise..."

"What? You think I'm lying?" The Sky Ghost Senior Immortal's face turned red: "Do you really believe that I would enslave myself?"

In an instant, his face became hideous as he said with a heavy tone: "You should know, even when facing the Ancient Demon Ancestor, old man never submitted."

Before he could finish speaking, a light laugh entered their ears: "A hero doesn't boast of past glories. Old monster, what do you think you are? Still the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal who roamed the Demon Realm? Now that things have come to this, you're just a solitary soul wandering in the wilderness; what qualifications do you have to negotiate with me?"

"You..."

The Sky Ghost Senior Immortal was furious. A man could be killed but not humiliated. The other party had gone too far and wanted to argue, but Lin Xuan didn't waste any time. He flicked his sleeve and sent a spell out, followed by intense light. The fiery sword beams once again shot around the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal, causing continuous screams.

This alarmed the Sky Ghost Senior Immortal. He never imagined that Lin Xuan would be so domineering. If he hesitated any longer, he might face eternal damnation. After a moment of struggle, he finally shouted loudly: "Friend, stop! It's all my fault; if you spare me, I'll serve as your ghost slave. With my help, you can easily gather the spirit materials needed for the spirit division pills, and there are countless other benefits..."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's lips curled with sarcasm. Truly, he was defying his fate by refusing an offer of wine. But his purpose had been achieved; he flicked his sleeve to stop the sword light from attacking.

The Sky Ghost Senior Immortal's situation was dire. If they continued fighting, it would end in his soul and essence dissipating.

A small black wooden tablet about half a palm wide flew out of Lin Xuan’s sleeve.

"Since you agreed to serve me, hand over your soul and essence."

"This..." The Sky Ghost Senior Immortal hesitated as the situation became critical. Who wouldn't want to be free from someone's control?
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"How could it be? You're unwilling to hand over your soul and essence, did you just toy with me?"

The cold voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan's originally slightly pale face turned even colder as he raised his right hand, causing a buzzing sound. The fiery sword beams seemed ready to strike again.

"I..."

Tian Gui Shangren was both angry and anxious, ultimately choosing to submit. Although he didn't want to be enslaved, the prospect of dying was even more painful: "Friend, please don't act rashly. I will hand over my soul now."

"Hmm." Hearing this, Lin Xuan stopped his actions.

Tian Gui Shangren sighed, realizing that attempting to steal had cost him dearly. Despite his reluctance, he opened his mouth and a green light ball the size of a thumb flew out.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, sending a streak of green light that enveloped the green light ball before vanishing into the black wooden token.

With a flick of both hands, Lin Xuan quickly formed seals as he performed the Soul Sealing Technique. He then grabbed the token and tucked it in his belt.

This was different from Spirit Sealing. With the soul surrendered, even high-ranking cultivators would find it difficult to escape their fate.

Moreover, even if the other party didn't want to, they couldn't betray him because once the master perished, their own end would be equally tragic.

A day as a slave meant a lifetime of servitude—though this saying might be an exaggeration, in the Three Realms throughout history, very few cultivators could break free from Soul Sealing.

Tian Gui Shangren's face was pale to the extreme. He never imagined that he would not yield even before the Ancient Demon Sage and end up in such a predicament today—was this truly fate playing tricks on him?

"Alright, you can describe what happened inside the Medicine King Valley. Is there really spirit grass for refining the Soul Dividing Pill?"

"My lord, I may be foolish, but I did not lie just now. The Medicine King Valley is filled with innumerable treasures from heaven and earth. Although we couldn't gather all the ingredients needed to refine a Soul Dividing Pill, several of them were found by chance," Tian Gui Shangren turned his head, showing utmost respect as he knew his life was now in Lin Xuan's hands.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy. This truly felt like finding a needle in a haystack without effort. He had initially thought that completing the Soul Dividing Pill trial in the Demon Realm would require many obstacles, but fate had intervened, offering him this great opportunity when he bought an item from the Hundred Refinement Workshop.

However, his joy was not yet over as Tian Gui Shangren's voice continued: "But you can't rush into things. My lord cannot go to the Medicine King Valley for now."

"Why?" Lin Xuan asked with some confusion.

"Because the Medicine King Valley has a peculiar terrain and is constantly shrouded in Soul Devouring Demon Fog, making it impossible to enter," Tian Gui Shangren's thoughts were unknown, but at this moment, he was diligently serving as Lin Xuan's advisor.

"What is Soul Devouring Demon Fog?"

Lin Xuan frowned. He had read thousands of volumes, and while there were general descriptions of the Medicine King Valley, Soul Devouring Demon Fog was never mentioned.

"I don't know what it is."

"You also don't know?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Indeed, I only know that this thing surrounds the Medicine King Valley. Normally, no one dares to enter. Even ordinary cultivators are afraid, let alone the Sage Ancestors who have reportedly perished there,"

"What?" Lin Xuan was genuinely startled. While the power of an Ancient Demon Sage varied, those with such titles were not weaklings; they had at least advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Tribulation Transcendence was the final realm in cultivation, and even if one practiced a technique that was easy to advance through, reaching this stage still required immense talent.

The realm dictated everything. Even if their abilities were weak, it was relative.

There were no weaklings at Tribulation Transcendence—this was a consensus among cultivators for thousands of years. Yet the other party claimed an Ancient Demon Sage had perished there: "Is that true?"

"I cannot speak with certainty, but many such rumors exist. As they say, without wind, no waves arise. In my opinion, it's likely to be true. Even if the rumors are false, the terror of Soul Devouring Demon Fog is undeniable. During my peak, I would never dare venture inside,"

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded: "I indeed don't know this, but the Medicine King Valley being shrouded by Soul Devouring Demon Fog doesn't mean there's no way to enter. Otherwise, it wouldn't have such a reputation."

"Ha ha, my lord is truly clever, understanding quickly. Your guess is correct. Although Soul Devouring Demon Fog is terrifying, it has a decaying period every fifty years when it completely fades away. In three months, it will return. During this time, cultivators can enter to seek treasures,"

"I see. How long since the last fog dissipated?"

"More than forty years."

Tian Gui Shangren's voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. Despite losing his body and using the Heaven Demon Axe as a host, calculating such regular events was still straightforward, so he answered smoothly.

"So there are ten more years to prepare?" Lin Xuan's face showed deep thought.

"Your lordship is correct. This actually benefits you greatly. Each time Soul Devouring Demon Fog dissipates, demon tribes from all over rush into the valley, filled with countless powerful cultivators, including those at the Soul Dividing realm,"

"What? Even Soul Dividing level ones?"

Lin Xuan frowned. While he was confident in his strength, facing a Soul Dividing entity would be challenging. Fortunately, Tian Gui Shangren's next words reassured him: "Your lordship doesn't need to worry too much. The Medicine King Valley has unique terrain and unknown ancient restraints. For the first three days, only cultivators below the Soul Dividing realm can enter. Even after three days, the strange restraints weaken, preventing those at or above the middle stage of Soul Dividing from entering."

"Even Sage Ancestors cannot enter?" Lin Xuan said with surprise.

"Sage Ancestor? I don't know about that. However, such beings generally show no interest in the Medicine King Valley. The Sage Ancestor who perished in the Soul Devouring Demon Fog was an exception,"

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded. Tribulation Transcendence level monsters had incredibly high standards; ordinary treasures would not catch their eyes.

According to Tian Gui Shangren, he could still venture into the Medicine King Valley if he remained cautious and seized the time. With no Soul Dividing cultivators for three days, he should be able to dominate freely. As long as he found the required spirit grass within these three days, everything would be perfect.
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In his mind, Lin Xuan's expression gradually calmed down. The precious herbs in the Medicine King Valley were his target, but it would still take another ten years for the Soul Devouring Demon Fog to dissipate completely. In other words, he had no need to rush; there was ample time for him to prepare.

Lin Xuan turned his head and scanned Tian Gui's face with his gaze: "You don't have to be too disheartened. I won't keep you as a slave forever. You should know that the trial of spirit division has a time limit. Once these two hundred years are over, I will naturally return your freedom."

"Are you lying to me, master?"

Tian Gui's expression froze for a moment before he showed signs of extreme joy.

"Why? Don't you trust me? Do I need to take an oath on my heart demon?" Lin Xuan said half-jokingly.

"I overstep my bounds. Thank you for your great kindness. Rest assured, in these two hundred years, old servant will do his utmost to assist you. Although my physical body is gone, my knowledge and insight remain. With the help of old servant, master's two hundred years will be filled with success and good fortune..."

"Very well, as long as you truly exert yourself, I won't break my word."

Lin Xuan's voice carried a sense of sincerity. He indeed wasn’t lying; in two hundred years, he would return to the Spirit Realm. There was no point in keeping Tian Gui as a slave then.

Even without this promise, with the Restraining Soul Technique intimidating him, Tian Gui probably wouldn't dare to harbor any doubts. But doing things with a bit of hope made one more diligent. His joy on his face confirmed Lin Xuan's guess; he had considerable experience in manipulating people.

"Tell me about your background. Should you reveal it now?"

"What would master like to know?"

"Not specifically, just tell me your history," Lin Xuan waved his hand nonchalantly.

"Master asks, how can old servant hide? I am not a native demon from the Holy Realm; originally, I was a cultivator of humans who ascended from the lower realm."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

"This happened long ago. Old servant has forgotten the exact years, but it should be at least ten thousand years. Before ascending, I was on Seven Stars Island..."

"Seven Stars Island Cloud Sea?" Lin Xuan was taken aback; indeed, this was no coincidence.

"What? Could master also be an ascended cultivator from Seven Stars Island Cloud Sea?" Tian Gui was also surprised.

"No."

Lin Xuan shook his head. "I am an ascended cultivator, but not from Seven Stars Island Cloud Sea. However, by chance, I once passed through the ancient teleportation array there..."

"Then that makes sense," Tian Gui sighed, showing a hint of nostalgia on his face. The two exchanged some words before Tian Gui continued to recount his history to Lin Xuan.

There was no need to hide anything; at this moment, Tian Gui wanted to please Lin Xuan and spoke freely.

Half an hour passed. Lin Xuan had a general understanding of the old monster's background.

As time went on, fatigue began to show on Tian Gui's face. He had lost too much soul power and was naturally tired.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a square wooden box flew out.

Tian Gui's eyes snapped open; the aura emitted by the box attracted him endlessly.

His two eyes stared intently, and excitement flashed from deep within them. After a moment, he hesitantly said, "This treasure... could it be made of Nourishing Soul Wood?"

Nourishing Soul Wood, as its name suggests, nourishes spirit consciousness and soul essence. If a cultivator lost their physical body or suffered severe damage to their divine soul, this item would be a lifesaver.

Since entering the cultivation world, Lin Xuan had killed countless cultivators; he accidentally obtained Nourishing Soul Wood, which he had been keeping in his storage pouch. He hadn't expected it to come in handy now.

"Is master giving me this treasure?"

"Yes, as long as you obey my commands faithfully, I won't fail you," Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered Tian Gui's ears as he opened the box.

Tian Gui, having received a positive response, didn’t hesitate and darted inside with a whoosh.

With a "snap" sound, Lin Xuan closed the lid, his smile fading. He generously took out Nourishing Soul Wood; of course, it wasn't for Tian Gui's free use.

Instead, this was a two-for-one strategy.

Firstly, he couldn’t afford to let the old monster die; otherwise, all his previous plans would be in vain. As they say, an old horse knows its way home. This old monster still had significant value.

Before this, of course, he needed to ensure that Tian Gui could survive for a while longer.

Secondly, Nourishing Soul Wood not only nourished the divine soul but also shielded it from detection by other divine consciousnesses. In essence, placing him inside would make him as blind and deaf as a mute; even if he was beside Lin Xuan, he wouldn’t be able to pry into any of his secrets.

Lin Xuan never acted without careful planning, despite the Restraining Soul Technique complicating matters. After all, there were too many dark secrets that couldn't see the light of day—whether it was Azure Star Sea or Five Dragon Seal; if any of them were exposed, it would bring about fatal consequences.

Being overly cautious was always a good idea!

Even with such thorough precautions, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied. He flipped his hand and revealed another Restraining Technique Talisman. He affixed it to the surface of the wooden box before returning it to his waist.

With Tian Gui subdued, Lin Xuan turned to face Tian Gui's battle axe.

As a peak Spirit Division cultivator's treasure, this axe’s power was formidable indeed.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the artifact seemed to be pulled by some force, flying up into his grasp.

He closed his eyes and released his divine consciousness. The guess proved correct; there were Tian Gui's residual divine consciousness marks on it.

In general, erasing these marks would be challenging. Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness was far superior to that of ordinary cultivators at the same level, but the opponent's higher realm made him seem unattainable. Both were not in the same league.

However, with Tian Gui already under the Restraining Soul Technique, this task became much easier. With a gesture from Lin Xuan, the artifact slowly floated up. He opened his mouth and expelled infant fire to begin purifying the divine consciousness marks.
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The refinement of the Heavenly Ghost Foe was smoother than expected. Lin Xuan spent only a few days erasing the original owner's spirit mark and then re-sacrificed it with infant fire, allowing him to control it at will.

Of course, due to his current cultivation stage, he couldn't fully unleash its full potential. But contentment is key; in this situation, Lin Xuan was quite satisfied.

Before meeting the Heavenly Ghost Elder, Lin Xuan had planned to stay in this demon city for a while. However, with the help of this old monster, there was no need anymore.

A decade was but a blink of an eye for cultivators. To increase his chances of success at the Medicine King Valley, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to prepare as much as possible.

To break through his cultivation stage, Lin Xuan knew that it was highly unlikely he could achieve this in ten years. The treasures he already had were sufficient; finding better ones would be difficult. So, what other areas could he strengthen?

Lin Xuan began pondering.

Cultivation encompasses a wide range of skills. A cultivator's strength not only depends on their techniques and treasures but also their wealth. As the saying goes, money can make even ghosts move. Crystal stones were no less lethal.

This wasn't just empty talk. For instance, talismans or items that could restore vitality could significantly boost a cultivator's power to varying degrees.

Lin Xuan didn't consider the latter two at this moment; he needed talismans and items that restored vitality.

The ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was already used up.

If he could obtain this again, his chances of success at the Medicine King Valley would increase significantly.

Unfortunately, such a thing was rare. Even in ordinary markets or underground auctions, it wasn't available for purchase.

In other words, wealth was secondary; luck played a more critical role.

Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on such elusive items and instead focused on talismans, which were easier to obtain.

Talismans could be bought from any store that matched his seal. However, what he needed now were higher-grade ones.

While talismans activated faster than other treasures, there was a limit to their use. To maximize their power, Lin Xuan should buy high-grade talismans.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan called the Heavenly Ghost Elder from the soul-nurturing wood.

After hearing his plan, the old monster nodded repeatedly: "The master's considerations are correct; such an approach is quite mature."

"Indeed, you agree. Can you tell me where to find high-grade talismans?"

High-grade talismans were not available in ordinary markets, but the Fu Family had many of them.

"The Fu Family?" Lin Xuan was surprised: "Which Fu Family?"

He wasn't very familiar with the situation in the demon realm.

"Of course, the White Float City Fu Family. It's no wonder you don’t know; you've only just arrived here. However, in this world, the Fu Family is well-known for their expertise in talisman-making, a tradition that has lasted for over a million years. Countless skilled talisman-makers exist within the family. The Fu Family’s talismans are of much higher quality and power than those sold in markets. If you could obtain some premium ones, it would greatly help your journey to the Medicine King Valley."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was intrigued: "Would the Fu Family sell their talismans?"

"Ordinary talismans can be bought, but rare ones are hard to come by. The family rarely shows them to outsiders."

"Of course, anything in the cultivation world can be used for exchange. If you could offer something that would interest the Fu Family, they wouldn’t return empty-handed," the Heavenly Ghost Elder said.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan nodded: "If so, I’ll have to act accordingly. How far is White Float City from here?"

"Approximately two or three million miles."

"Do you know how to get there?"

"I naturally do." The Heavenly Ghost Elder was very certain.

"Good. Draw a map and imprint it on me; no mistakes allowed."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he extended his hand, tapped his waist, and a green jade cylinder flew out with dazzling light.

Although the Heavenly Ghost Elder had no body, imprinting a map was easy. A "wuh" sound entered his ears as the demon fog enveloped the jade cylinder. In just a few breaths, it left, and the voice of the Heavenly Ghost Elder came: "Master, done."

Lin Xuan took the jade cylinder and sank his spirit into it.

The next morning, with the sun rising, a stunning rainbow departed from the demon city without drawing any attention from the demons. After all, countless demons entered and exited every day; this wasn’t some high-ranking individual.

Over the following days, Lin Xuan traveled smoothly. Although he encountered several suspicious demons who tried to rob him, they ended up falling victim to his hands due to their own cleverness turning against them.

As evening approached, with the sun setting behind the mountains, a vast expanse of greenery came into view. It seemed endless.

The entire mountain range was shrouded in dense fog, making it look hazy.

"Is this the Demon Flame Mountains?"

"Not exactly," the Heavenly Ghost Elder’s voice echoed: "Actually, you can take an alternative route; why risk it here?"

"A detour would delay me significantly. Besides, you mentioned that while the Demon Flame Mountains are dangerous, they also have abundant treasures. Perhaps I could find what I need there."

"Your words are correct, but old servant still feels that taking this path is too perilous," the Heavenly Ghost Elder said.

Lin Xuan fell silent.

The dangers of the Demon Flame Mountains were well-known to him; he had read about them in ancient texts.

In the Demon Lin Mountains, numerous monsters roamed.

While monsters and妖兽 only differed by one character, they were vastly different creatures. Compared to the妖族, monsters were far more ferocious. The most critical point was that after reaching the yuanling stage, their spiritual intelligence could be awakened but not transformed.

In other words, no matter how high a monster’s rank, its form would never change.

Moreover, monsters were more combative and ruthless than ancient demons. Even ordinary ancient demons generally avoided provoking monsters.

The Demon Flame Mountains was where many monsters gathered, with numerous powerful beings of the洞玄 level. From this perspective, Lin Xuan's choice was extremely dangerous; after all, he himself was only at the洞玄 stage.
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From an external perspective, Lin Xuan's choice was indeed correct. However, there were several considerations behind his decision.

The魔兽were undoubtedly fierce and dangerous, but for him, not being able to transform would become their fatal flaw.

Just as salt coagulates tofu—each thing has its counterbalance.

Though the domain of Little Furball had some imperfections, it was perfectly suited for dealing with creatures that couldn't transform. If his assessment was correct, facing a魔兽would be no different.

Of course, this was merely speculation; he still needed to test it in practice.

From experience, Lin Xuan was at least 80% certain of its effectiveness.

As such, the魔焰山脉was no longer a threat but more like a treasure trove for him. The hides and bones of魔兽were crucial materials for refining treasures, especially for creating talismans; low-grade ones could use ordinary spirit paper, while high-grade ones required the hides of魔兽as carriers.

The same applied to cinnabar; crafting rarer talismans required more extraordinary quantities of魔兽blood.

These were items that Fu Family desperately needed. If he could hunt a batch, it would significantly aid his mission.

Lin Xuan's approach was cautious. Although he was wealthy, most of the treasures in his belt were spiritual artifacts, and using them for exchange might be too conspicuous.

Keeping a low profile was Lin Xuan’s style, especially when abroad where one had to be extra careful.

He did not disclose this plan to anyone.

Little Furball's domain was incomplete but still drew attention. Would he reveal such a trump card so easily?

Thus, after confirming the path, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, casting a light of spirit energy that enveloped the old monster in a wooden box and then affixed a禁制符箓on it.

His rough attitude naturally irritated Tian Gui Upa, but with his life now under Lin Xuan's control, he dared not say anything.

Though he grumbled internally, he had to put on a smile for appearances.

Under the roof, one must bow down; enduring these two hundred years would bring him freedom again.

The pros and cons were clear in Tian Gui Upa’s mind, so no dissatisfaction was shown.

---

Lin Xuan understood his mindset well. There was no need for formalities as he affixed the禁制符箓and returned the wooden box to his waist.

Next, Lin Xuan raised his head, scanning the vast mountain range with his powerful divine sense. At his current strength, it could almost rival that of a分神期 cultivator, covering an area of ten thousand miles in his grasp. This was extremely convenient.

Soon, he found a target—a魔兽of approximately元婴级in a nearby valley about three or four thousand li away.

Perfect for testing Little Furball's domain on a魔兽.

With his character, Lin Xuan wasted no time and flew over with a flash of green light.

As a洞玄级 cultivator, this distance was nothing; he arrived instantly.

Soon, a small valley appeared in view. In the center of the valley stood a魔兽, resembling a wild boar but far larger than any real one.

It exuded deep魔气while gnawing on an unusual plant.

No need to be surprised. Though魔兽were fierce and aggressive, even ancient魔could find them troublesome, not all were carnivores; about half ate grass.

This was the difference between魔兽and ancient魔. Both cultivators and ancient魔could survive without food by absorbing天地灵气throughout cultivation stages, but魔兽had to eat daily regardless of their strength.

Lin Xuan did not attempt to conceal his presence.

The魔兽, resembling a wild boar, suddenly stopped eating and raised its head, baring its teeth in an aggressive snarl at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned. After shaking his head, the典籍indeed held true; theoretically, once a魔兽advanced to the元婴stage, it could open its spirit intelligence even if it couldn't transform.

However, this was only theory. Many魔兽had failed due to incorrect spirit intelligence development.

This one seemed to be among them.

Otherwise, as a洞玄级 cultivator, his presence should have triggered some instinctive reaction; it would either beg for mercy or flee. Why did it dare remain and show such defiance?

A creature without spirit intelligence, with only元婴level strength, was perfect for testing Little Furball's domain.

With this in mind, he flicked his sleeves, casting a bright light. A tower-shaped artifact flew out.

---

Seven layers of the tower were dilapidated; it seemed unremarkable at first glance, and few would associate it with a通天灵宝.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, his index finger moving slowly but quickly towards the target. A buzzing sound echoed as the second layer's door of the tower opened, revealing a vortex. Little Furball emerged sleepily from inside.

The little guy rubbed its eyes; clearly, it was still groggy.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle. Compared to last time, this little guy had obviously gained weight. It ate and slept all day long, making him wonder if it might be a reincarnation of a fat pig.

He mentally commented on the situation.

However, considering its plumpness, Little Furball looked even cuter.

Lin Xuan couldn't resist reaching out to stroke its head.

"Nanwuh."

The little guy felt uncomfortable and waved his large ears like butterfly wings, pushing Lin Xuan's hand away.

Clearly, it hadn’t figured out the situation yet. This owner was too annoying; why would he disturb your sleep?

"Stop dawdling! First, deal with this creature," Lin Xuan’s voice echoed in its ears.

"This creature?" Little Furball turned its head. Had a powerful妖兽appeared? The owner couldn't handle it and asked for help.

But the only thing before him was a wild boar-like object.

"Too weak."

Little Furball was stunned. It knew of Lin Xuan's abilities; such a low-grade魔兽could be eliminated with a wave, so why call me out?

Confusion reigned supreme—had his owner lost his mind?

Lin Xuan didn't know what Little Furball was thinking but couldn’t help speaking up: "What are you waiting for? Act now."
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"Miao."

Though Little Furball was full of curiosity, since his master said so and considering the contract between them, he had no choice but to accept it.

Well, if a beautiful dream could be ruined by noise, then let's just get up and stretch our legs instead.

With this thought in mind, Little Furball's face showed an air of self-importance.

He floated in mid-air and flew to the top of the wild boar, about a meter away from it.

"Gu… Huhu…"

His tiny paws waved incessantly while he made strange noises. However, what he was actually saying remained completely beyond his master Lin Xuan's comprehension. The wild boar, shaped like a pig, looked even more confused.

Although Little Furball had not yet awakened his spirit intelligence, due to instinct, he still felt some fear towards the creature. Initially, he didn't want to provoke that plump figure, but perhaps because of how domineering and arrogant Little Furball was, the wild boar couldn’t help but take notice. After all, due to their nature, most beasts in the demon realm were far more combative than ancient demons.

"Aaaah!"

A look of impatience appeared on the wild boar's face before it turned into a fierce expression as it let out an ear-splitting roar.

Demon energy radiated from its body as it lowered its head slightly. However, a bulge formed at the back of its neck, and soon, a white aura began to spread in all directions.

Initially, this aura only enveloped the wild boar itself but quickly spread over several miles around. Even Lin Xuan couldn’t escape its influence, though he felt no discomfort. The wild boar, on the other hand, let out loud grunts as if it was burning with fire.

My domain is my own, and Little Furball’s imperfect one still works well enough to deal with these beasts.

This wild boar had just embarrassed me so much; I must teach him a lesson.

Little Furball was indeed vengeful.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of satisfaction. Although he had experienced some setbacks, the final result was satisfactory. His prediction had been correct—Little Furball’s domain did have an effect on these beasts as well.

This was good news; the Demon Flame Mountains would no longer pose any danger to him. They would be like his own backyard where he could come and go freely, with all the magical creatures inside being at his disposal.

After about half a cup of tea's time, the wild boar’s grunts gradually subsided. Offending Little Furball had serious consequences; it was now nothing but a roasted pig.

Smoke rose from its body as its aroma spread far into the night. Unfortunately, due to being cooked, none of its fur or bones could be used anymore.

Thankfully, this was just an ordinary demon at the yuanxian level, and Lin Xuan wasn’t bothered by it. After all, there were plenty of other magical creatures in the Demon Flame Mountains that he could hunt later.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan smiled. He would need Little Furball’s help in the future; his attitude towards him softened.

"Alright, come back. We'll rest for tonight and gather our strength before we continue tomorrow."

Little Furball didn’t understand what Lin Xuan was saying but obediently flew back to his shoulder after flapping its ears.

Just as Lin Xuan was about to speak again, he suddenly noticed something out of the corner of his eye.

He quickly tucked Little Furball into his spirit beast bag and concealed it with a spell. The spirit beast bag not only held spirit pets but also had other uses, such as hiding their presence. By placing the spirit pet inside, Lin Xuan could effectively mask its aura.

Next, he took a deep breath and performed aqi collection technique (concealment technique). Not only did his spiritual energy fluctuations weaken significantly, but even his heartbeat and pulse slowed down considerably. His figure also became hazy, almost as if it had vanished.

Looking around, the entire valley was silent except for the roasted wild boar that still emitted heat and aroma with the night breeze. The scene was eerily quiet.

However, this situation didn’t last long.

The sun had already set behind the hills, and the sky was completely dark. The moon hung in the sky, its color blood red.

A strange aura emerged from somewhere, but Lin Xuan was accustomed to it; demon realms always had such moons.

Slight rustling sounds reached his ears, as if raindrops were falling from leaves. Unperturbed, he waited for a moment and spotted an enormous centipede in front of him.

However, this one was different from ordinary ones.

This centipede was exceptionally large—over twenty meters long, with a black body that seemed to be made of dark iron.

What caught his attention was the head of the centipede. Its pattern was peculiar and resembled a ghost face, complete with eyes, ears, nose, and mouth.

"A ghost-faced centipede."

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he recognized this creature from ancient texts. In the demon realm, it was extremely rare and highly toxic, almost invulnerable to weapons.

It was unlikely that such a creature would be found in a gathering of beasts, but given the roasted pig's aroma, Lin Xuan suspected he had been drawn here by chance.

"Good luck."

Lin Xuan was known for his deep scheming, but even now, he couldn’t hide his joy.

This ghost-faced centipede was invaluable. Its blood could be used to make excellent talismans and had a high success rate when used in certain rituals. The sheer luck of encountering both the ghost-faced centipede and the red phosphorus twin-tailed snake made Lin Xuan’s face light up with delight.

He had always planned on killing this creature, collecting its blood for use in White Float City to increase his chances of obtaining rare talismans. However, he knew such opportunities were hard to come by, so he couldn’t help but feel grateful.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brow twitched again as if he had noticed something.

The ghost-faced centipede stopped moving and raised its head in a defensive posture.

Rumbling sounds echoed through the ground without any warning. Stones rolled around, and trees fell to either side.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted further as a massive crack appeared on the ground. Rock fragments flew up like lava, reaching several dozen meters high. The scene was truly awe-inspiring; a large hole opened in the earth, with a strange snake coiled inside.

It was a giant snake, thicker than a yellow barrel and just as long as the ghost-faced centipede.

Its body was covered in fiery red scales, unlike ordinary snakes, which had two tails instead of one.

Red Phosphorus Twin-tailed Snake!

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened. He almost couldn’t believe his own eyes. Was he dreaming? Or perhaps this was a stroke of luck?

Indeed, fortune does favor the bold. After encountering the ghost-faced centipede and the red phosphorus twin-tailed snake, today's encounters felt like falling into a lucky trap.

Lin Xuan’s joy was genuine. The rarity of both creatures was unmatched, and their skins were excellent materials for high-level talismans. His luck couldn’t have been better.

However, he didn't immediately act.

The ghost-faced centipede wasn't technically considered a demon but rather a demonic insect. Little Furball's imperfect domain might not be effective against it.

Although Lin Xuan could easily take on both creatures with his strength, there was no need to exert himself unnecessarily. He decided to wait and see if the two beasts would fight each other first.

Since that was the case, he wouldn’t interfere but instead observe from a distance. His plan worked as expected; the ghost-faced centipede and red phosphorus twin-tailed snake began to confront each other.
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Another weekend had arrived, and Ling Xuan sought everyone's support for some recommendation votes. He knew his recent updates hadn't been impressive due to a series of events at home. He didn't elaborate on the specifics but hoped that everyone could understand and forgive him. He would try harder after this busy period. Please give me your recommendation votes, thank you.

Again, I shout out for more recommendation votes!

In all forty-eight states of Huaguo, male alliances jointly petitioned the Legislative Council against the trade in human trafficking. "No trade, no killing," they strongly demanded that those who trafficked men be given the death penalty.

"Me…" Lin Zhi wanted to argue but found herself speechless. She subtly leaned back and increased the distance between her and Shen Yi'an without drawing attention.

He wasn't a man who forgot his benefactors; Empress Dowager had done him a favor, so should he repay that kindness with malice?

This strange beast weighed around 1500 catties, but its total caloric content was two to three million. After distribution, each pound of meat and bone contained only about four thousand calories.

However, Zhou Li had an advantage; the opponent was a soul that had been dormant for a century, categorized as a ghost or spirit. He possessed yang qi that specifically counteracted yin energy.

Lin Zhi was still adjusting her skirt. The banquet tomorrow required preparation, but it was too late now.

Zhou Li struck his longsword, and the blade emitted a crisp metallic sound, clear and melodious, resonating endlessly with excellent resilience.

Although they had been extremely dissatisfied with Qixinghe before, seeing him again due to their shared enemy gave them a sense of camaraderie.

Fresh corpse powder could only maintain the freshness of the body; it didn't bring the dead back to life.

On the official road north of Yingzhou, a knight galloped urgently, whipping his horse with all his might. The horse was panting and exhausted but continued to run under the relentless blows from its rider's whip.

"Heh, at least when I left, he still followed Empty Vastness Daoist, reaching the Fifth Stage of Qi, just like your younger brother Muyan. What happened after that is anyone's guess," replied Eyeless Daoist.

With the duel boundary activated, this talisman card's primary effect was to induce maximum physical exhaustion upon close contact.

Eyebrowed Li was stunned; he didn't understand what Mu Sheng meant. Before, Mu Sheng had shown no interest in him, barely sparing him from being left for dead. Why would he suddenly offer a show of kindness?

"I… you…" Lin Zhi stammered after Solo Hong's question, struck by his harshness. He was too cruel; I'm already like this, what more do you want? His speech became hesitant.

Luo Chen found Sarylo and returned the trident to her, immediately hinting for her not to engage in battle but to retreat quickly.

After ensuring everyone's safety, Zhao Yiyang intended to ask about what had happened earlier. However, considering the current state of Chaos Fertile Soil, he decided to first take the divine artifacts back to a safe place before making any plans.

Indeed, I felt sorry for this mother and son, orphans in a mire of power struggles.

Summer Liu even heard many details about punishments from Solo Hong. He had tested all these methods on this Crimson Flame Broad Source—using bamboo sticks to pierce his fingernails, pepper water, tiger stools, and more.

Previously concerned about the family splitting into two factions, he didn't expect them to unite in less than a day, and now they seemed to be keeping a close eye on him, wary of any alliances.

Seeing Hao appear, the others surrounded him. Brother Zeng Baobao wanted to go inside but was stopped by Hao, who couldn't bear to see what was happening there. If these teenagers saw it, they might vomit their dinner from yesterday.
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In a tranquil valley, two massive creatures were engaged in a fierce standoff over a roasted wild boar that smelled delectable.

Neither was willing to back down an inch.

These were beasts and demons—entirely different kinds of beings. They couldn't survive on air alone and had a particularly voracious appetite for food.

The ghost-faced centipede and the crimson-tailed cobra were notorious, but their minds hadn’t yet awakened. Normally, when they encountered prey, they could only swallow it alive.

In other words, they were much like primitive humans who ate raw meat.

Such creatures could fill one's belly, but their taste left much to be desired compared to the roasted wild boar before them.

Neither of these monsters was willing to give up.

"Hisss..."

A chilling sound entered Lin Xuan’s ears as the crimson-tailed cobra raised its head high. It opened its blood-red mouth and flicked its tongue, emitting a foul stench that made one want to gag.

At the same time, its body was enveloped in a red aura of demonic energy, raising the temperature of the entire valley significantly.

The ghost-faced centipede wasn’t about to show weakness either. Its front half stood upright, and though its mouth wasn't as large as a python’s, it had two sharp fangs like pincers. As a hundred-legged creature, each leg moved rhythmically with the night breeze, sending smaller creatures into shock.

Lin Xuan was unperturbed; he leisurely practiced his Qi Gathering Technique, enjoying the spectacle of these beasts fighting to their hearts' content.

The ghost-faced centipede had venom and was an inherently cold-natured creature. As it moved, a chilly wind swept behind it.

The dry branches in the valley began to burn due to the rising temperature but were extinguished by this sudden chill.

From a Five Elements perspective, one monster belonged to Ice while the other to Fire, both with potent toxins. This fight truly was like two evenly matched opponents—like needles and wheat straw meeting each other.

"Hisss..."

The crimson-tailed cobra initiated the conflict, but it was the ghost-faced centipede that ultimately struck first. It opened its mouth and expelled a cold, eerie wind.

Unlike ordinary wind, this one was visible, grayish and deceptive in speed as it swept towards the opponent.

The crimson-tailed cobra’s eyes showed signs of seriousness; it knew this wind wasn’t to be underestimated. It raised its tail, lifting a massive stone weighing countless pounds, blocking the attack with surprising speed, like a shield.

Puff

A dull sound echoed as the wind struck the stone. The attack was halted, but something incredible happened next—the stone, though large enough to be considered a small mountain, began to melt under this grayish wind.

"Corrosion!"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he was well aware of such abilities. His Illusory Heavenly Fire had similar effects.

His mind sparked with ideas. The battle in the valley had already begun. After melting that massive stone, the ghost-faced centipede's eerie wind didn’t dissipate but continued to viciously attack its opponent.

The crimson-tailed cobra was taken aback and couldn't dodge in time.

Sigh...

Another silent voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears as the ghost-faced centipede struck its head. The ugly face showed immense pain, though it wasn’t a stone; it trembled violently nonetheless.

Despite being covered in hard scales, the creature's eyes were relatively weak and suffered severe damage from this attack.

Eyes are windows to the soul, even for beasts. The crimson-tailed cobra was both shocked and enraged, its body contracting like a compressed spring before launching itself forward at incredible speed.

Its movements were so swift it seemed like a blur, red shadows flashing as it lunged towards Lin Xuan's position.

Caught off guard, the ghost-faced centipede couldn’t dodge in time. The crimson-tailed cobra bit down viciously from behind.

A deafening scream echoed as the ghost-faced centipede’s eyes turned blood-red, its ghost-like face contorting with pain.

The outcome of this attack was undoubtedly severe for both creatures.

The crimson-tailed cobra thrashed its head wildly to tear its opponent in half. However, the ghost-faced centipede's body was also tough, and it couldn’t easily achieve its goal.

In extreme agony, the ghost-faced centipede curved its body, turning around to bite its adversary’s body with its sharp fangs.

The crimson-tailed cobra recoiled from the pain, curling up tightly as it clung to its opponent.

With more legs than the snake, the ghost-faced centipede used all of them to tear at the serpent's body.

Rumble!

Both the snake and the insect, each over two dozen feet long, entangled on the ground, rolling and biting with such force that sand and stones flew everywhere, threatening to collapse the entire valley.

Lin Xuan was astounded. This battle seemed more like a fight between ordinary beasts than anything else. The elegance of these creatures had vanished.

Such an encounter was rare, purely coincidental. Both beasts had lost their focus on their own abilities and resorted to close combat with their teeth, which was far more satisfying.

They continued to grapple, leaving a trail of broken stones and uprooted trees in their wake. The once tranquil valley was reduced to rubble within half an hour.

Though not long, this fight was intense. Both the crimson-tailed cobra and the ghost-faced centipede were severely injured, and the roasted boar had flown off somewhere.

Both the snake and the insect initially fought for a tasty meal but now, driven by their ferocity, wanted to kill each other. Their strength being evenly matched made it difficult to determine a clear winner.

Boom!

Another loud noise echoed as more stones fell. The left mountain peak was gouged out, indicating that this battle was nearing its end. Both the crimson-tailed cobra and ghost-faced centipede were now severely injured, their ferocity diminished.

"Time's about right!"

Lin Xuan muttered, though he was observing from a distance, there was no need to wait for them to finish before acting. He could act as long as the timing was good.

He knew when to strike. After waiting a few more moments, Lin Xuan’s eyes lit up—his chance had come.
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The valley was a mess. The Crimson Phosphorus Dual-Tailed Snake and the Ghost-Face Scorpion had yet to determine the outcome, but both were now at their limits.

For Lin Xuan, this was the perfect opportunity.

A flash of green light, he suddenly appeared from his hiding spot.

Then, with both hands lifting lightly, he swept them outwards like they were drawing water.

As he moved, a clear ringing filled his ears. Two fiery sword lights emerged from his sleeves, as swift as lightning, and shot forward with great force.

At this moment, the insect and snake realized something was amiss, turning their heads in surprise but still refusing to let go. This made it impossible for them to dodge.

A light 'tsk' echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as blood splattered. The Crimson Phosphorus Dual-Tailed Snake and Ghost-Face Scorpion both lost their heads.

"Not bad, not bad," he said as his figure landed beside the corpses of the monsters, a satisfied look on his face. A single hit was due to perfect timing, but more importantly, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had reached an unparalleled sharpness. Otherwise, these fellows would have been tough opponents—skin and muscle were thick all over their bodies, with scales covering every inch, especially around vital areas like the head. Their defenses were formidable; even a core foundation cultivator's life treasure could withstand such attacks.

After much success, there was no need to search further. Lin Xuan did not waste any time, waving his hands and summoning several more immortal swords.

"Quickly!"

A finger pointed forward as he spoke.

With his action, fierce light surged out, the sword lights dancing up and down until they dismembered both the insect and snake completely.

Lin Xuan's harvest over these past few weeks was rich, including some Core Foundation level monsters. These could fetch a high price in the market.

Perhaps due to such smooth progress, Lin Xuan's ambitions grew. If he could hunt a Spirit Transformation-level monster...

Such creatures were rare, but they did exist within the Fiery Demon Mountains.

With his confidence bolstered by Xiao Mao’s domain, even a Spirit Transformation-level monster was no problem for him.

Fifty-four days had passed since Lin Xuan entered the Fiery Demon Mountains.

A streak of green light cut through the sky. Suddenly, it slowed as it landed on the peak of a small hill. The light dimmed, and Lin Xuan's face appeared. However, compared to his previous elation, he now looked somewhat odd—more accurately, serious.

He ran a hand through his hair in thought before reaching into his waistband, pulling out a rectangular wooden box withprohibition talisman stickered on it. He gently tore off the seals and flicked his fingers. The lid opened with a soft 'snap', revealing a cloud of demon fog that coalesced into an old man's face.

The voice of Heavenly Demon Senior Master sounded in Lin Xuan’s ears: "Mistress, what instructions do you have for your servant?"

Even though he was often sealed away by Lin Xuan and only contacted when needed, Heavenly Demon felt uncomfortable. However, as a guest under someone else’s roof, there was nothing to be done but endure.

Before he could finish speaking, the old man turned his head and showed a look of surprise: "Mistress, how long have you been in the depths of the Fiery Demon Mountains?"

"Oh, didn’t you say that you had never visited before? How do you know this is deep within the mountains?" Lin Xuan’s eyes glinted with curiosity as he spoke softly.

"Master, you are mistaken. I did not visit here, but I can hear from others that long ago, my old friend was not alone. Although there were few friends, they existed. Their abilities might not have matched mine, but they were still formidable. They once traversed the Fiery Demon Mountains together, only to be surrounded by monsters and fall one after another. Only one managed to escape with severe injuries. I heard his description of the mountains. From the terrain to the distribution of plants, it matches this place. Master, you must be in the depths."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but soon calmed down. The old man's words made sense; as they delved deeper into the Fiery Demon Mountains, the landscape and plant life did indeed differ.

Of course, while he might have been deep within the mountains, it didn't necessarily mean this exact spot. After all, the entire mountain spanned tens of thousands of miles, making such a coincidence highly unlikely.

However, discussing this was pointless. Heavenly Demon Senior Master turned his head to confirm that Lin Xuan had indeed entered the deepest part of the Fiery Demon Mountains. His face showed shock; when his friends entered the mountains, they were not yet at the Spirit Transformation stage but still formidable. They could be defeated together, so how did Lin Xuan manage alone?

Did he underestimate this kid earlier?

Heavenly Demon Senior Master pondered inwardly but maintained a low profile: "Master, what instructions do you have for your servant?"

"Why haven't I seen any monsters in the past day?" Lin Xuan asked.

Although the Fiery Demon Mountains were vast, there was an abundance of monsters. With his superior divine sense compared to other cultivators at the same stage, finding a monster should be easy.

However, over the last twelve hours, no matter how hard he searched with his divine sense, not even a single monster appeared.

This was highly unusual and extremely strange.

Lin Xuan had some vague suspicions but wasn't sure. He wanted to hear what Heavenly Demon Senior Master had to say first.

They were in this together; if Lin Xuan perished, it would be of no benefit to him either. Therefore, he believed that Heavenly Demon Senior Master wouldn’t be idle and would offer his best advice.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't voice these thoughts aloud but waited for Heavenly Demon Senior Master's response.

"Master says there hasn't been a single monster in the past day?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan nodded.

"This is... Heavenly Demon Senior Master frowned as he thought. After a moment, his frown deepened and his expression turned grim: "It’s not good, Master, leave this place quickly."

"Why?" Lin Xuan remained calm, as if expecting such an answer.

"Monsters are abundant in these mountains, especially the deeper you go. Although I have never been here, many texts mention it. After walking for a day and seeing no monsters, I can only think of one possibility."

"One possibility? What is it?"

"There’s a powerful monster that has claimed this area as its territory, prohibiting other monsters from entering."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded in agreement; he had the same thought.

Although he didn’t know about the habits of monsters, they likely had territorial instincts similar to beasts. His own deduction led him to the same conclusion as Heavenly Demon Senior Master.

"If my guess is correct, this monster is almost certainly at the Spirit Transformation stage. Master, leave quickly before it discovers you."

"Hmm, I understand," Lin Xuan said while waving his sleeves and enveloping Heavenly Demon Senior Master in a green light, then sealing him back into the wooden box withprohibition talisman.

A Spirit Transformation-level monster? Quickly leave?

This was a joke.

If this were true, it would align perfectly with his plans.

While he didn’t want to provoke a Spirit Transformation-level existence, if it couldn't transform, Xiao Mao’s domain could handle it. With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan ventured deeper into the mountains.
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Several days later, in a certain area of the Fiery Demon Mountains, a group of more than ten demons with varying cultivation levels were flying at low altitude. They occasionally looked around as if searching for something.

Though these demons had different appearances, most of them belonged to the Separation and Union realm. However, two of them stood out significantly from the rest; one was in the middle stage of the Cave Profound Realm, while the other was a late-stage expert at that realm.

"Brother Lou, is it true that the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon True is nearby? We've been waiting for so long and have searched for several days. Why haven't we found anything yet? Could our intelligence be wrong?" A large man with a black face turned his head, showing signs of impatience.

"Hmph, Senior Valley, are you not trusting me?"

A hoarse voice entered their ears as the reply came from an old man with a yin-yang appearance. He was one of the most powerful demons in this group. Unlike the large man who looked like a human, his lower body turned into a scorpion's tail, and his eyes were grayish-white, occasionally flashing with strange light.

"Brother Lou, don't be angry; I'm just asking," the large man quickly explained.

"Just asking, alright? I'll take your word for it. Senior Valley, you needn't worry so much. I have full confidence that our search direction is correct," the old scorpion-tailed man's expression softened upon hearing this.

"Why? Where do you get such certainty?" The large man seemed puzzled.

"Hmph, think about it; the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon is a formidable creature. Legend has it that it carries some of the bloodline from my ancestral demon lord's pet, Nether Dragon. Although not much of the lineage remains, it's still significant enough to make ordinary demons bow down. Other than the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon, what other beast could have such a vast territory? And in this area, we haven't encountered any other beasts for days, which proves our search direction is correct," the old man frowned and spoke with great certainty.

"Brother Lou, you're absolutely right; I hadn't thought of that," the large man clapped his hands excitedly. His face was full of joy, clearly showing his excitement.

But he only felt happy for a moment before worry crept in: "However, Brother Lou, as far as I know, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon is much more formidable than ordinary beasts. Are we enough to handle it? We might end up becoming its prey,"

"Hmph, Senior Valley, when did you become so timid? Don't worry; my intelligence is correct. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon can only be at the early stage of the Cave Profound Realm. With our combined strength and the help of these juniors, we shouldn’t have any trouble taking down a low-stage Cave Profound creature,"

"Earth Rhinoceros Dragon?"

Neither of them knew that Lin Xuan was hiding in an unremarkable cloud several miles behind them, following their movements.

From the surface, it seemed that the cloud moved very slowly and didn't differ from ordinary clouds. However, this was just a trick by Lin Xuan; he wouldn’t be left behind by these demons.

What was an Earth Rhinoceros Dragon? Lin Xuan wasn't sure, but from the two demons' conversation, he could piece together its general characteristics.

The fact that it carried some Nether Dragon's bloodline alone gave him plenty to imagine. As a pet of his ancestral demon lord in the True Spirit Realm, it was likely among the top. With such a lineage, even if not much remained, it could still be described as having all the best qualities.

Not knowing about this was one thing, but encountering it and missing out would be a regret. So Lin Xuan followed them silently.

Time passed slowly; before they knew it, the sun had risen to its zenith in the sky, yet there was no收获. However, Lin Xuan wasn't anxious. He felt that the old man's analysis was correct. Patience was something he could afford with such a powerful beast as prey.

Suddenly, a bright light appeared on the horizon ahead of them.

"Over there,"…

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted slightly, and his eyes shone silver. With the aid of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, Lin Xuan saw clearly: it was a blood-red beam surrounded by black arcs, descending from the sky.

At the same time, all the demon qi in the surrounding area rushed towards that direction.

Just moments ago, the sun had been high above them, but now the sky suddenly grew dark. Dark clouds covered the entire sky, especially around the light beam, which was pitch-black like ink. Due to the distance, even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye couldn't see clearly.

This astonishing phenomenon caught Lin Xuan's attention, and the dozen or so demons flying ahead of him weren’t blind; they too stopped their flight, looking surprised.

"Brother Lou,"…

The large man’s mouth opened but no words came out. The old scorpion-tailed man also lost his composure. This scene was too astonishing to bear. After a moment of silence, he muttered: "Could it be? Could the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon really be undergoing a tribulation and advancing in cultivation?"

"Brother Lou is right; I think so too. The current phenomenon is so grandiose that there’s no other possibility except for a tribulation advancement," the large man's face lit up with excitement as he licked his lips.

"Hmph, Senior Brother Xian, you might be jumping to conclusions too soon."

Not only was the old scorpion-tailed man one of the most powerful demons in this group, but he also appeared much more composed and mature.

"Too early to celebrate?"

"Yes. You don’t see the scale of the tribulation; all the demon qi within a ten-thousand-mile radius has been attracted here. If my guess is correct, our intelligence might be off. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon isn't at the early stage of the Cave Profound Realm but at the same level as me, preparing to advance to the Spirit Separation realm,"

The old man's words were clear and deliberate.

"What?"

The large man’s face turned dark: "Brother Lou, are you sure?"

"I can’t be one hundred percent certain, but there is a ninety percent chance that it’s true," the old scorpion-tailed man looked up at the sky as he spoke, his expression growing more serious.

"Then what should we do? With just us, we can't handle an Earth Rhinoceros Dragon of late-stage Cave Profound. If it succeeds in advancing, it could easily deal with us like cutting melons and vegetables," the large man was nervous. He didn’t want to end up losing more than he gained: "Maybe we should leave this place quickly?"
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"Leave? Why leave?" the scorpion-tailed elder's face showed a hint of strange expression.

"Why, Master Valley just said that we should leave before the heavenly tribulation ends. Otherwise, it will be too late," the large-faced man swallowed hard and wondered if his companion had gone slightly mad.

"Hmph, one must enter the tiger’s den to catch its cub. Indeed, my intelligence reports were off, but this situation is actually more beneficial for us. We should not let such an opportunity go by without taking it," the elder raised his head, his voice unimpressed as he spoke.

"More benefits? Brother Lou, what do you mean?" The large-faced man's face was filled with astonishment, and his confusion grew deeper.

"You really are a blockhead. You can't comprehend such simple logic. Yes, we cannot defeat the late-stage Profound Dragon Horned Beast, but that doesn’t matter. I already said it is undergoing a tribulation at the Spirit Separation realm."

"I know this much, but once it passes, won’t we be even more like fish on a chopping block?" the large-faced man asked.

"How can you think so negatively? Listen," the scorpion-tailed elder's face showed displeasure. "Ascending from Profound to Spirit Separation is not easy. Even if it has the bloodline of a demon dragon, its essence is still thin, making advancement difficult with only one in a thousand odds. If it fails, heh, it will be extremely weak after enduring such tribulations, with most of its power depleted."

"Then even the Profound Dragon Horned Beast would become like fish on a chopping block," the large-faced man agreed.

"But what if they succeed?" The large-faced man's eyes still showed hesitation.

"You cowardly fellow." The scorpion-tailed elder was furious. "There are no such things as 'ifs'. Even if it’s true, risks come with everything in this world of magic and demons. We should seize the opportunity."

The large-faced man had no objections and immediately both men used their powers to transform into two long streaks of light, flying much faster than before. Yet they did not reveal more of their presence, clearly understanding the need to conceal their aura.

As for the Separation Realm demon tribe, they flew slower but were still chasing with great urgency.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of excitement. The situation was like a cicada catching a locust while another predator lurks behind—such an opportunity could not be missed. He sped up and followed closely behind the two ancient demons.

In short order, the scorpion-tailed elder and large-faced man arrived at a valley surrounded by mountains on all sides.

Though it was called a valley, its area was vast, shaped like an ellipse with a diameter of over ten thousand feet. The narrowest part was still several thousand feet wide.

But now, this huge valley was shrouded in thick black fog, the demon aura so intense that thunderous sounds echoed continuously. Black fireballs flew through the sky while lightning bolts slashed across the heavens.

The scene was truly formidable; ascending to the Spirit Separation realm is no mere boast.

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he watched from afar, but this huge creature felt even more anxious. It had a peculiar appearance, resembling three parts dragon and seven parts rhinoceros, with a body that seemed like a small mountain. After entering the Demon Flame Range, Lin Xuan had seen many large creatures, yet compared to this one, they were mere pygmies.

"Great!" Lin Xuan couldn't help but praise inwardly as he saw the creature's true form. It was indeed at the peak of late-stage Profound Dragon Horned Beast, currently undergoing a tribulation at the Spirit Separation realm.

Boom!

Black lightning thicker than an arm descended from the sky, interspersed with black and red thunderbolts of varying sizes. Even the smallest were as large as buckets, falling in great numbers—hundreds within moments.

In essence, this entire Profound Dragon Horned Beast was enveloped by these attacks.

Lin Xuan's heart raced even more from afar, but such a creature would naturally be worse off. However, it couldn't submit. Like demons and beasts, they lived longer than human cultivators or ancient demons of the same realm. But in exchange for this longevity, their advancement was excruciatingly slow.

This Profound Dragon Horned Beast had an accelerated path due to its bloodline, far surpassing other beasts, but that was relative. It had likely endured great hardships and spent countless years cultivating to reach this stage.

How could it possibly give up now?

"Ahh!"

A roar unlike any dragon's echoed through the valley, lacking the majesty of a true dragon but more rough and piercing, shaking the heavens.

The sound was so powerful that even the demon fog within several miles scattered. Rocks fell like rain, and the mountains couldn't withstand such tribulations; soon, this entire valley would be flattened.

Amidst the roar, the Profound Dragon Horned Beast raised its head, generating demonic winds from all directions. These winds intertwined with lightning and fire, fiercely colliding to resist the heavenly tribulation.

Incredibly resilient, it seemed unaffected by such a fierce tribulation.

The two demons didn't dare approach close; otherwise, they would be sucked into the tribulation's vortex. They hid at a distance but could still sense everything through their divine perception, showing shock on their faces.

Especially the large-faced man, who had his confidence shaken again after witnessing this unbelievable scene.

"Brother Lou, this Profound Dragon Horned Beast is even more formidable than legends suggest. It can withstand such terrifying lightning tribulations without harm. I think we should avoid provoking it and leave as soon as possible," he said.

The scorpion-tailed elder's eyes flickered. Indeed, the Profound Dragon Horned Beast was far more fearsome than anticipated. If they wanted to stay safe, leaving now would be a good choice.

But as the saying goes, one must enter the tiger’s den to catch its cub. Such an opportunity might never come again.

Thinking of the benefits of hunting this beast, his hesitation gave way to greed.

"Fear nothing; the tribulation is just beginning. It can withstand the first wave but will struggle with subsequent ones. The Spirit Separation realm isn’t easy to ascend. When it’s at its weakest, we’ll have our chance."

"Oh!"

The large-faced man's face still showed hesitance, but he no longer spoke of leaving.

Though cautious, this was a hunter who understood the benefits of hunting the Profound Dragon Horned Beast. His companion had valid points from every angle.

Let’s see how things unfold.

Compared to the demons, Lin Xuan appeared much more composed.

After all, his strength and Little Furball's assistance made it possible to handle such an imperfect domain. He believed that he and his servant could manage.

Thus, Lin Xuan remained silent, waiting for the best opportunity to strike.

With his composure, patience was no challenge. Time passed slowly.

The tribulation wasn’t over; its duration varied greatly depending on the cultivator undergoing it. It could last just a half hour or stretch out to two or three days.

Of course, shorter tribulations didn't necessarily mean easier passage. There was no causal relationship here.

Shorter tribulations meant more lightning and thunderbolts in greater numbers, with less time for recovery between waves, increasing their overall power.

Longer tribulations would be more spread out but could absorb more primordial energy from the tribulation clouds, making them stronger overall. However, each wave would be easier to defend against due to this dispersion.

So, whether a long or short tribulation was harder to endure varied by individual.

For a cultivator with solid foundations and abundant mana, a longer tribulation might be easier if their techniques and treasures were ordinary.
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Conversely, if a cultivator's power was not particularly impressive compared to their peers, but they possessed extraordinary techniques or treasures, their chances of successfully passing through the heavenly tribulation would be higher.

Unfortunately, while this might seem true in theory, the specific nature and form of one's heavenly tribulation could only be determined by chance. In other words, it all came down to luck. If your fortune was on a roll, you might just get an advantageous tribulation that suited your situation, thereby increasing your chances of survival. Otherwise, if the tribulation was ill-suited for you, there was nothing you could do but lament your bad luck.

Without realizing it, two hours had passed and the heavenly tribulation showed no sign of weakening. However, the Earth Rhino Dragon proved to be quite formidable, enduring the ordeal with remarkable resilience. Despite numerous injuries, none were fatal, and in fact, some of them seemed to be healing rapidly over time. The expressions on the old man's and the burly man's faces darkened.

"‘Self-healing body... This Earth Rhino Dragon actually possesses a self-healing body,' " the old man muttered, his face ashen with displeasure. He did not know who these newcomers were, but their presence and grandeur indicated that they were no ordinary foes.

Damned! Why would someone interfere at such an important moment?

"‘Stop!'"

A clear voice rang out, and the magic beasts pulling the cart immediately halted as if responding to a command. The women following behind also quickly retracted their magic energy, revealing themselves as gracefully beautiful young ladies. However, unlike ordinary humans, these women's lower halves were snake tails.

“Could they be from the Naga clan of ancient demons?”

Lin Xuan, hiding in the shadows, rubbed his forehead, already having a clear idea.

Ancient demons were a broad term that encompassed countless species. The Naga clan was one of the larger ones. According to legend, all members of this clan had a semi-human and semi-snake form, with snake tails below their waists.

While the Naga clan wasn't particularly numerous among ancient demons, they wielded considerable power. They were descendants from an era long past, and after the fall of their leader, only eight True Demon Ancestors ruled over the ancient demon realm. The Heaven Demon had left to join the Spirit Realm due to emotional reasons, leaving seven True Demon Ancestors in charge.

Ice Soul was not alone; one of the precious snake deities also hailed from the Naga clan.

With such a powerful ally, the Naga clan's strength was well-known and respected by all. Lin Xuan had read about them in thousands of ancient texts.

Now that he could clearly see their appearances, the women inside the cart were likely important figures within the Naga clan.

Lin Xuan already had his suspicions, but as a native demon from this world, the burly man and the old man would be well aware too.

Their expressions turned grim as they scanned the women. All of them were at least in the Convergence stage, leaving no room for optimism. The strength of their servants was one thing, but what about their masters? Soon enough, a door on the cart opened with a creak.

A pair of pure white hands emerged, followed by delicate feet. A slender figure soon appeared.

She looked towards the depths of the valley, her brows furrowing in concern. It was only then that Lin Xuan could clearly see her face.

Unlike the other women, this woman's body was no different from a regular human cultivator, but her appearance...

Her features were quite refined and even beautiful, but her eyes were a dull gray, with a cold, snake-like glint that seemed emotionless. Her cheeks were also covered in dark green scales, and when she opened her lips, a thin snake tongue flicked out, revealing two prominent fangs.

This was no beauty; anyone who looked at her would likely be repulsed. However, her cultivation level was impressive, reaching the peak of the Convergence stage.

Her eyes lit up with joy as she gazed into the valley: "Haha, my luck is truly good. I've encountered such a precious magic beast as the Earth Rhino Dragon. Oh, it seems to be undergoing a tribulation. Perfect, if it hasn't passed yet, I'll take it as my pet..."

Her tone was unusually arrogant; most peak Convergence stage cultivators would not speak so confidently.

As she spoke, she turned her head and looked in the direction where the two demons were hiding: "What are these insignificant pests doing here? Snow Lotus, go eliminate them. Don't disturb me."

"‘Yes, Miss..."

A woman with dual swords slung over her back nodded. She was one of the highest-ranking cultivators among the group, and she waved her hand, causing half of the demonesses to follow her towards the demons.

The distance between them was only a hundred miles or so, which meant that for cultivators, it was within easy reach.

Soon, about fifteen women surrounded the old man and the burly man.

"Are you two going to surrender without resistance, or shall we take care of you? If you cooperate, it will be beneficial for both us and you. We'll save ourselves trouble, and you can avoid much suffering."

The demons were stunned, as was Lin Xuan. Were these demonesses out of their minds? Although they outnumbered them, all at the Convergence stage, hadn't they noticed that one was a middle-stage Convergence and the other a late-stage Convergence?

Lin Xuan had encountered many arrogant individuals, but none as audacious as these women. The gap between middle-stage and late-stage Convergence was significant; when he himself was at the Convergence stage, encountering a middle-stage demon like the Poison Dragon Ancestor had left him running for his life.

These demonesses, despite their numbers, lacked the right to speak thus arrogantly. Had they lost their minds?

The burly man swallowed hard, his usually cautious demeanor replaced by anger on his face.

After all, demons were not known for being timid; with a nature that favored combat and ferocity, it was incomprehensible why these Convergence stage women would look down upon them.

"Are you trying to die?!" the burly man roared, exuding an aura of demonic energy. The old man did not intervene, his lips curling into a sneer as he was clearly angered by their boldness.

"Refusing our offer and choosing death... We will make it happen..."

The leading demoness remained unperturbed but wore a mocking smile. She waved her hand, and the swords on her back shot up towards the sky. The other women followed suit, each releasing different magical treasures from their waists.

A variety of weapons—swords, spears, axes, and halberds—were present, covering all eighteen types of traditional weaponry.

As they moved, they positioned themselves in a strange formation.

"Array!"

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression still one of surprise. It was well-known that arrays could significantly enhance a cultivator's power, far surpassing ordinary teamwork, but there were limits to their effectiveness.

Fifteen Convergence stage cultivators setting up an array to target two Convergence stage opponents seemed overly simplistic from any angle. What else did they have in reserve?
第两千二百四十四章 乐极生悲

Knowing one's enemy and oneself ensures victory in a hundred battles. Lin Xuan was confident about his own strength but never arrogant.

He believed that caution was always better, so he retreated to the shadows, watching the two sides use their powers. This would help him assess his next move.

Lin Xuan quietly moved away from the scene. Such high-level beings could cause a wide-ranging impact when they clashed. He did not want to accidentally get caught up in it. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon had noticed these unexpected guests but was currently undergoing a heavenly tribulation, at a critical stage of advancement. Unable to chase them off, it could only tolerate the situation.

"Filthy wench! This is your own death sentence; I'll send you to hell!" A cold voice echoed as the black-faced man crossed his arms and cast several incantations. His shirt was torn apart by the magic fog that enveloped him, turning his skin pitch-black. Fingertip-sized scales also emerged, covering his body.

A loud crack sounded, a tail appearing behind him, measuring over ten feet long with sharp spines along its length.

Despite his harsh words, the black-faced man's heart was not entirely at ease, so he did not hesitate to transform into a demon. However, he did not summon any treasures; it seemed this fellow was confident in his physical cultivation.

"Die!"

With a fierce cry, the female demons attacked first.

Flashes of light and dark energy surged out, dozens of demonic artifacts hurtling towards the black-faced man.

"You dare die!"

The black-faced man did not sit idly by. He moved swiftly, hands swinging wildly as he unleashed forceful energy spirals. Bang!

Continuous explosions echoed in the sky as the black-faced man fought fifteen female demons alone. However, what followed left Lin Xuan speechless.

These female demons were overconfident; Lin Xuan had thought they might be formidable, but they were merely a bunch of paper tigers.

The roar of thunder filled the air as the female demons turned pale and spat blood.

Lin Xuan was speechless, while the black-faced man stared in shock. These females were boasting despite their incompetence. They dared challenge an existence at the Profound Void level? It was suicide!

Had these guys lost their minds?

Indeed, seeing that he could not hold his own, the female demons' arrogance vanished as they fled like frightened birds.

From afar, a mysterious woman observed this scene.

"Useless things!"

A hint of anger flashed across her face. "Two worthless trash, you dare me to intervene; what use are these useless servants."

"Miss forgive us, Miss forgive us."

Servants bowed in fear.

The black-faced man, usually timid, now charged forward with confidence.

"Aaah!" A scream echoed as he punched a female demon who could not dodge. The woman flew several miles before crashing into the mountain wall, spitting blood and losing her luster. If his guess was correct, she might have shattered her inner core.

The gap between Profound Void and Separation Realm was vast.

"Little sister!" A nearby female demon showed grief as she thrust a black sword at the enemy.

"A mere grain of sand dares to show itself?"

With disdain on his face, the black-faced man had already figured out their weakness. They were just ordinary Separation Realm beings daring to fight him? Had they lost their minds?

This fellow was also relentless. His left hand glowed as he transformed into a large pincer, grabbing the sword.

A crack sounded as the sword broke in two.

The female demon's life force was shattered; she coughed up blood.

The black-faced man sneered and opened his mouth, emitting dark energy.

Blood splattered as the woman could not dodge and was impaled by the dark energy.

The entire exchange took only a dozen breaths, leaving half of the fifteen female demons dead or severely injured.

"Hahaha…"

The black-faced man grinned as he turned to chase another demon.

Suddenly, space rumbled, and the mysterious woman appeared without warning, standing just a few feet away from him.

"Late-stage Profound Void!"

His expression changed dramatically upon seeing her. Any arrogance vanished as if doused with cold water.

Turning to flee was no longer an option; he would become their target.

"Brother Lou come help me!"

The black-faced man roared, then gritted his teeth and launched a powerful attack towards the enemy.

This strike used all his strength, creating a force spiral over ten feet in diameter.

"Die!"

Facing such a fierce assault, the mysterious woman did not flinch as she raised her hand to push forward gently.

Her movement was light, but Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, sensing something amiss.

A milky white glow emanated from her hand and clashed with the force spiral.

The glow was thin, seemingly fragile. However, appearances can be deceiving.

Upon contact, the force spiral dissolved like paper, while the white glow continued forward unimpeded.

The black-faced man's face turned pale as he could not evade. A scream echoed as his body was enveloped by the light. When it dissipated, no trace of him remained, seemingly reduced to ashes.
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Lin Xuan was left speechless by this outcome. He had already guessed that the mysterious woman wasn't a weak opponent, but he hadn’t anticipated her strength to such an extent.

With just a flick of her fingers—no, more accurately, in the blink of an eye—a mid-stage Profound Abyss cultivator vanished into nothingness. Ordinary late-stage cultivators would never possess such power.

She was too strong. Could she possibly be related to that Holy Serpent Ancestor?

Lin Xuan couldn’t hide his astonishment. The scorpion-tailed elder beside him was even more stunned, no longer as composed as before but rather filled with trepidation. When the mysterious woman looked over, he shuddered: "I, Lou, greet you, friend. May I ask your name and title? How do you relate to the Holy Serpent Ancestor?"

His reaction was commendable; he had started to doubt her identity.

"That is my ancestor," she replied coolly, her expression filled with arrogance. "As for my name, what are you, a mere nobody, that you dare inquire about it here?"

Her arrogance and haughtiness left no room for politeness. The scorpion-tailed elder’s face was a spectacle of emotions—fear, anger, and desperation.

"Friend, why such hostility? Do you truly wish to exterminate us all? I am also an advanced-stage demon. In the end, we will both perish, which would be detrimental to me."

"Perish together?"

She laughed, covering her mouth as if she had heard a joke: "Flattery requires boundaries; do you think you are worthy of such a fate with this Palace?"

"Very well!"

The elder was furious. He had initially wanted to avoid conflict but found the woman’s actions intolerable. With no room for retreat, he decided to fight. He wasn’t that worthless Vang, and a full battle might offer some hope.

Raising his right hand, he struck his waist hard, sending out a black gourd-like artifact. The gourd glowed before turning into a deep black aura, rushing towards the opponent.

The scorpion-tailed elder was decisive; once he broke the facade, there was no hesitation. He threw the gourd down with force. The aura emitted from it quickly coalesced into a monstrous snake, tightly wrapping around two icy rays of light.

The icy rays struggled but were useless. They revealed their true form—two daggers with an eerie blue hue, clearly poisoned.

"Hmph, you lowly woman, what arrogance," the scorpion-tailed elder’s cold voice echoed. Now that he had broken the facade, there was no need for courtesy.

"You are courting death!"

The mysterious woman was enraged. A mere late-stage Profound Abyss demon dared to mock her? She couldn’t believe it.

With a snap of her fingers, she revealed a green bracelet from her wrist, which instantly grew in size and emitted dark magic runes. It slammed towards the elder with force.

The elder’s face turned grim; he tore his shirt open, revealing a necklace of eighteen black skulls around his chest.

Each skull was pitch-black, and he spat out some blood, which the skulls absorbed, growing larger and spewing dark flames at the bracelet.

These two treasures seemed to be formidable magic artifacts. However, upon contact, the seemingly fierce skulls were quickly overwhelmed and vanished.

The scorpion-tailed elder was shocked by this outcome. But then, something even more unbelievable happened—the bracelet flashed and disappeared.

A clear ringing sound followed as it encircled his neck. Suddenly, he felt his strength blocked, unable to gather any force.

The mysterious woman didn’t miss such an opportunity; she raised her hand and pushed forward, sending a thick light beam that pierced the elder’s chest instantly.

She had positioned herself perfectly—there was no chance for him to escape with even an infant soul. He was obliterated on the spot.

Two rounds.

Despite being at the same peak Profound Abyss stage, there was no suspense in their battle; it ended almost as soon as they clashed.

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

In the first round, she had underestimated her opponent, allowing the daggers to be trapped. But once enraged, she instantly reduced a peer to ashes with a mere flick of her fingers.

She was formidable beyond words. Could she even surpass levels?

Could she really be that Holy Serpent Ancestor’s descendant?

Lin Xuan pondered from his hiding spot as the woman spoke again.

Raising her head, she continued her arrogant tone: "Friend, have you had enough? You dare to watch from here without coming out to face your fate?"

"What, did she discover me?" Lin Xuan was startled. His expression showed a mix of shock and fear. He knew his situation well—though he hadn’t used the Heavenly Demon Transformation technique, his Breath Control Art was quite mysterious, complemented by the True Simplicity effect of the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique. Even an advanced-stage demon might not be able to detect him.

Could this woman’s awareness rival that of an advanced-stage existence?

This thought made Lin Xuan’s face even more grim.

Seeing her earlier display and now this twist, Lin Xuan knew she was no ordinary opponent. He had faced countless powerful foes but wasn’t intimidated by a young girl. Unfortunately, his plan to remain hidden failed.

Lin Xuan sighed. Since he had been discovered, there was no point in hiding anymore.

He withdrew the Breath Control Art and emerged from his hiding spot.

"Your temper is immense; I merely passed through this area," Lin Xuan said with a hint of mockery. "Do you really think you can exterminate us all just because you are a Holy Ancestor? You can’t dictate life or death to your peers."

However, the next scene left him speechless.

The woman was clearly furious and ready to unleash her wrath. But when she saw Lin Xuan’s face, her expression froze in shock. Her anger vanished; instead, she looked amazed, as if seeing a flower grow on his nose.

"You, you… what?"

"What is it?"

Lin Xuan, despite his broad experience, was taken aback by the woman’s behavior. Her reaction was too strange—could she…

A thought flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind: She had recognized him?

After much consideration, this seemed the only possibility. The woman had seen through his disguise and realized he was a cultivator from the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened; there was no other explanation. How did she spot the flaw? Regardless, he couldn’t let her leave alive.

A murderous intent shone in Lin Xuan's eyes as he heard her words: "You… are Lin Xuan?"
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"What?"

Lin Xuan had already raised his right hand, and the aura of demonic energy was surging from his body. Not only could he control the five elements' essence qi, but if he used the second spirit embryo as the main one, even this overwhelming amount of demonic energy could be easily utilized.

"Ji... Do you know me?"

Although Lin Xuan had already guessed that his identity might have been revealed to this woman, what he was more concerned about was whether she recognized him as a cultivator from the Spirit Realm rather than knowing his name.

Hadn't something gone wrong? He was making his first visit to this world; how could anyone recognize him? Could it be...

The Ice Soul Saint Ancestor!

At the mention of that name, Lin Xuan shivered involuntarily.

Could this woman have heard about me from the Ice Soul?

No, he shook his head. The Ice Soul did indeed know him, but she only knew his surname, Lin. He had not revealed his full name to her, and the Ice Soul was unaware of it; how could this woman know?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sighed with relief, though his doubts remained unchanged. Raising his head, he scanned the woman with a cold gaze: "Do you recognize me?"

At that moment, Lin Xuan no longer concealed what kind of cultivator he was. He took a deep breath and released powerful force from within.

"Hmph, mid-stage Profound Enlightenment, not much to it. I wonder why Little Sword Brother so admires you," the woman's voice entered his ears with an expression of surprise on her face.

"Little Sword Brother?" Lin Xuan was taken aback at first, then his expression turned strange: "Are you talking about Field Little Sword?"

"You do recognize me, right? So, are you really Lin Xuan?"

The woman's face showed a look of great joy. She had only guessed earlier and had over eighty percent confidence in her guess, but now that she heard him confirm it herself, the joy in her heart was beyond measure.

"Indeed, like finding a needle in a haystack, yet without effort. Heaven is indeed kind to me; if I were to use your Soul-Extraction Lotus as a gift for Little Sword Brother, he would surely be delighted."

The woman spoke with unbridled delight, but there was a sinister expression flashing across her face.

Lin Xuan did not know the origins of this woman, but she had just told no lies. Her title was "Demon Snake," and most people called her Demon Snake Fairy.

She was one of the direct descendants of the Holy Serpent Ancestor, and she was greatly favored by him.

With such a powerful ancestor, she naturally became arrogant and domineering, regarding all heroes in the world as worthless. Men were nothing to her, mere dung.

However, there is an old saying: "Like salt in tofu, one thing can subdue another." Despite being so arrogant, this Demon Snake Fairy met Field Little Sword by chance.

They fought over a treasure and even engaged in battle. As a result, the haughty Demon Snake Fairy suffered quite a beating at the hands of Field Little Sword.

If not for timely rescue, she might have been killed on the spot.

Logically speaking, she should hate Field Little Sword to the core. But somehow, despite her hatred, she was captivated by his handsome and powerful figure...

Unfortunately, it was unrequited love.

Field Little Sword was no ordinary person; his heart for cultivation and seeking Dao was just as intense as Lin Xuan's. How could he be swayed by a woman? Even if he were to be tempted, the Demon Snake Fairy's beauty would not catch his eye.

However, Field Little Sword did not outright reject her advances, treating her like dung. He had already learned of her identity and cared little for her. But through her, he could gain great benefits from the Holy Serpent Ancestor. With his cunning, he was confident that he could easily subdue this woman with a flick of his wrist.

Maintaining a delicate balance, Field Little Sword never agreed to her advances but pretended to treat her as a close friend. In other words, he was rejected but still held out hope.

This strategy was extremely clever. When the Demon Snake Fairy, who had always been arrogant and domineering, met Field Little Sword, she suddenly became submissive. Whenever he asked for anything, she readily complied, carefully trying to please him.

Over time, she learned some of his secrets. She remembered one occasion when she saw a portrait in his lair—Lin Xuan's portrait.

Needless to say, it was Lin Xuan himself.

Field Little Sword told her that this was the only person he both admired and feared among those at the same cultivation stage. He never submitted to anyone, but Lin Xuan was an exception.

The Demon Snake Fairy was astonished by his words. In her mind, Field Little Sword was almost omnipotent; becoming a Saint Ancestor in time was not impossible. What kind of figure could make him both admire and fear?

She did not know because the portrait showed no extraordinary features. Lin Xuan looked too ordinary to be remembered easily.

But due to Field Little Sword's influence, she had a clear memory of his appearance.

She also asked Field Little Sword where this person named Lin Xuan was, but he always gave vague answers.

Unexpectedly, fate brought them together here.

Although the Demon Snake Fairy was somewhat infatuated with Field Little Sword, she was not unintelligent. From his few words, she could sense envy and hostility towards Lin Xuan.

So, her chance had come. If she could extract his soul and spirit essence as a gift for Little Sword Brother, would he treat her better?

The Demon Snake Fairy's heart was filled with excitement.

Lin Xuan did not know any of this, but the connection between Field Little Sword and this woman was undeniable.

Hearing her boast about extracting his soul, Lin Xuan laughed: "You, what are you? Even if Field Little Sword were to come here, he would still call me big brother. Are you too arrogant as a silly girl?"

Since things had reached this point, there was no turning back for him. He spoke without any reservations.

"Die!"

The Demon Snake Fairy's expression turned furious. With a flick of her jade hand, the emerald bracelet flew from her wrist and soared through the wind, expanding to hundreds of times its original size before spinning towards Lin Xuan like a ring.

That old man with the scorpion tail had fallen to this mysterious treasure just now. Now, she was repeating the same trick; how would Lin Xuan handle it? She prepared to kill him here.
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This jade ring moved incredibly fast, almost appearing before his eyes in an instant. Lin Xuan had already witnessed the wonders of this treasure earlier and thus did not underestimate it.

However, relying on just a simple bracelet to take him down was far too trivial from any perspective.

"Stinky brat, you really know no fear. Since that’s how you feel, let me show you my strength."

Before his words were even finished, Lin Xuan moved. He flicked his sleeves and a cone-shaped magical treasure shot out. The treasure was fiery red with electric arcs swirling around it, faintly emitting tiny runes.

This was the treasure he had obtained from an old monster of the Heavenly Corpse Sect. After much effort in Fuyue City, Lin Xuan managed to refine this treasure and added many rare materials to enhance its power.

Despite her arrogance, this girl’s strength was indeed formidable. Lin Xuan took out the Lightning Fire Spear.

"What? You’re not a member of our Holy Clan but an ordinary cultivator?"

The Demon Snake Fairy was shocked, her mouth wide open in surprise. This outcome far exceeded her expectations.

"So what?"

Lin Xuan said coldly. He was deep within the Fiery Flame Mountains and had no need to hide his identity. Even if they discovered it, there was no way for them to leave alive anyway.

He did not pity women.

A spell was cast, causing the surface of the Lightning Fire Spear to emit intense flames with electric arcs swirling around it.

"This is a dual-natured treasure of lightning and fire!"

The Demon Snake Fairy’s pupils constricted. Her experience was considerable; she saw a hint of fear in her eyes but could not change course in time. The giant ring formed from the bracelet clashed forcefully against the Lightning Fire Spear. Upon contact, it clearly fell short, its light dimming.

"Damnit!"

This woman was furious and immediately reached behind her head to pull out an oddly-shaped magical treasure from her mouth. It was no larger than a few inches and resembled an inkstone used by scholars for grinding ink.

Indeed, it was an inkstone as a strange scent of ink emerged from it.

"It’s poisonous!"

Lin Xuan could feel the poison clearly but showed no fear on his face.

So what if it was poisonous?

The Illusory Heavenly Fire could neutralize it.

Though Lin Xuan claimed he wasn’t invulnerable to all poisons, most toxins had little effect on him.

The Demon Snake Fairy’s expression changed. The opponent proved more troublesome than expected. A cold snort echoed in his ears as black mist poured out from the inkstone and gathered into several vipers of various shapes.

Sibilant noises filled the air as magic light shone all over their bodies, rushing towards Lin Xuan en masse.

Meanwhile, the Lightning Fire Spear flew past her ear, the pearl earring sliding off with it.

A flash of black light appeared above her head, enveloping her in a white glow. She attacked and defended simultaneously, showing confidence in her strength.

Daring to engage him in combat?

Lin Xuan smiled. He raised his right hand slowly but quickly pointed forward while whispering "Quick!"

Before the words were out, the flames and electric arcs on the Lightning Fire Spear surged. Strange sounds filled his ears as its speed increased significantly.

In an instant, a buzzing sound echoed as the Lightning Fire Spear flew beside the Demon Snake Fairy, enveloping her in flames and electricity. The nearby fiendish qi retreated as if encountering their nemesis.

Almost at the same time, those peculiar vipers had already flown to Lin Xuan’s side, just a few dozen feet away from him.

Any other cultivator would have been alarmed, but Lin Xuan remained calm. He raised his right hand and dozens of red lights silently emerged from his sleeves.

The vipers did not back down and clashed fiercely with the red lights.

However, the result was shocking—the vipers, though fierce, were easily cut in half by the red light.

Hundreds of demon snakes were swept away in an instant.

The red lights continued their assault, converging into a seven to eight zhang-long giant sword that appeared before his eyes.

With intense red light radiating from it, the sword slashed towards the inkstone.

This outcome shocked the Demon Snake Fairy, but her situation was dire as well. The Lightning Fire Spear had not broken through the pearl earring’s defense but confined it there. For a moment, she couldn’t control the inkstone treasure with both hands occupied.

Biting her teeth, she cast another spell, which seemed to affect the protective barrier in front of her, dimming its light. However, the inkstone finally began to move rapidly, surrounded by black mist and even a ghost face that gnashed its teeth before spewing out green flames.

However, the giant sword continued its momentum, slicing down with all its force.

Boom!

Fiendish qi scattered as the fierce demon fog and fire were driven away in an instant. The ghost face became indistinct and eventually vanished.

Time seemed to freeze at that moment. A light crackling sound echoed, a crack appearing on the surface of the inkstone. It spread like spider webs until the entire treasure shattered into pieces.

"No… impossible!"

The Demon Snake Fairy’s face was filled with shock and even fear as she realized the power of this inkstone. She had obtained it through cunning and hard work; it had always been a powerful weapon against her enemies, but now it had inexplicably been destroyed by someone else in one strike.

What kind of treasure was that? How could it be so sharp?

Lin Xuan did not give her time to think. A light cry sounded as the giant sword disintegrated into eighteen red lights, each containing a thin-as-chitin immortal sword.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger and a clear sound echoed as the eighteen Nine Palace Instant Swords rushed towards their target in a swarm.

At such close range, there was no way to avoid them. The Demon Snake Fairy was enveloped by the Lightning Fire Spear’s power. In an instant, those Nine Palace Instant Swords surrounded her again.
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The仙剑 flickered slightly, and instantly transformed into seventy-two sword lights that blazed with brilliance. These sword lights surged towards the Demon Serpent Fairy like a deluge.

"Ahh!"

A series of alarmed cries echoed as the maidservants who had retreated to a distance were left pale-faced in shock. Lin Xuan's move had been too shocking.

The "puff puff puff" sounds filled his ears, but even though the sword lights temporarily blocked her, the Demon Serpent Fairy was not faring well either. Her face was ashen, nearly resembling that of a corpse.

The two treasures working together had consumed too much force; the surface of the pearl earring was already cracked, indicating it wouldn't last long.

Damn!

This woman gritted her teeth, her expression filled with regret and pain. She had been too careless, knowing that Lin Xuan's little sword brother was also greatly feared by him. Why did she underestimate him so?

Unfortunately, it was now too late to feel remorseful.

It seemed as if a fine silk cloth had been torn; the milky white protective layer held on for several more breaths before finally giving way, vanishing like an air bubble.

Following this, the sword lights and thunderfire converged, finding their outlet. They enveloped her completely, producing "whoosh whoosh" and "boom" sounds that intertwined together. The red light and blue glow were so dazzling that they completely obscured the Demon Serpent Fairy's figure.

There was no escape!

Her defenses had been breached; she would regret this later.

"Boy, it's you who forced me to do this. You'll rue your actions."

The Demon Serpent Fairy said with a bitter expression, her once delicate features now filled with ferocity as she reached into her storage pouch and pulled out a shimmering green符箓.

Her angry expression vanished, replaced by one of solemnity. She held the符箓 high above her head.

Simultaneously, an overwhelming aura emanated from the符箓.

"Lin boy, wonder no more why Little Sword Brother values you so much. I can't defeat you, but what does that matter? No matter how strong you are, can you withstand the talismans passed down by our ancestors?"

"Talismans passed down by our ancestors?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and his expression turned grim: "Could it be the Holy Serpent Ancestor?"

"Indeed," the Demon Serpent Fairy raised her head high with an air of pride. "Boy, if you are wise, submit yourself willingly. Otherwise, I will make sure your death is excruciatingly painful..."

"Talismans made by the Holy Serpent Ancestor?" Lin Xuan's face was darkened to the extreme but he would never yield. Even if it were a talisman, he wasn't intimidated by the Ice Soul Ancestor's avatar.

After all, even as true demons, there was a hierarchy among the True Demon Primordial Ancestors; the Holy Serpent was clearly inferior to the Ice Soul.

Of course, this talisman would be much harder to deal with than the Ice Soul's fragment. However, now that he had no choice, what could he do?

He would fight!

His mind made up, Lin Xuan's expression turned resolute.

On the other side,

The Demon Serpent Fairy also realized that Lin Xuan wasn't going to yield. In truth, her previous words were somewhat exaggerated; she did indeed hold a talisman crafted by the Holy Serpent Ancestor, but it was merely a defective one. Its power was far less than genuine talismans.

Nevertheless, as an artifact passed down by their ancestor, taking out a cultivator of the Inner Core stage wouldn't be difficult at all.

"Boy, since you're so reckless, don't blame me for being ruthless."

The cold voice echoed in his ears as the Demon Serpent Fairy prepared to activate her talisman. However, just then, something unexpected happened.

A loud rumble came from above, shaking not only the ground but also several miles around. The source of this sound was a valley ahead.

Lin Xuan and the Demon Serpent Fairy couldn't help turning their heads. Although there had been lightning strikes in that direction for some time, the recent one seemed much more terrifying than before. Could it be...

A faint suspicion arose in Lin Xuan's heart, while the Demon Serpent Fairy's expression mirrored his. Despite her arrogance and pride, she wasn't foolish; as a late Inner Core demon, she had discernment.

The heavenly tribulation was almost over!

Both of them simultaneously stopped their actions.

"Will the tribulation be successful or not? If it fails, that would be fine, but if the True Rhinoceros Dragon really succeeds, there will be trouble."

The Demon Serpent Fairy's eyes were filled with concern as she thought this. Lin Xuan had Little Ball to assist him and wasn't afraid of the True Rhinoceros Dragon, yet he seemed to have another plan in mind, his expression strange.

Thus, due to this small interruption, both Lin Xuan and the Demon Serpent Fairy stopped their actions, preparing to observe the True Rhinoceros Dragon's tribulation.

A loud rumble echoed from the sky as a vast expanse of tribulation clouds surged. Now, they formed a vortex that looked like a skull, though it wasn't exactly one; careful observation revealed it was more akin to a demon's head.

Covering several acres, the evil ghost suddenly moved, opening its blood-stained mouth. A black lightning bolt shot out from within, as thick as a man's arm and terrifying to behold. Along with this, dozens of red thunderflames also fell.

The scene was truly fearsome; the entire valley was instantly enveloped by it.

The True Rhinoceros Dragon raised its head high, its face filled with exhaustion. It wasn't surprising; resisting the heavenly tribulation for so long would leave anyone drained. The force within its body had already been nearly depleted.

However, despite this, there was no sign of submission on its face. This terrifying beast seemed to know that this was the final wave of tribulation.

Pass through it, and it would advance to the Spirit Stage; otherwise, all its efforts over tens of thousands of years would be in vain, with a risk to its life. The two enemies were eyeing it hungrily from beside.

Roar! The True Rhinoceros Dragon was not only low on energy but also had numerous wounds covering its body. Black blood flowed continuously, yet the injuries were rapidly healing.

This was the benefit of self-healing; if a regular True Rhinoceros Dragon were here, it would have collapsed long ago.

Soon, the attacks covered the entire valley. With the intense explosions, the valley was soon enveloped by black demonic energy and light, with fierce winds sweeping everywhere. The shockwaves radiated outwards.

Wherever they went, rocks seemed to crumble like flour, small mountains turned into tofu, easily flattened in an instant.

Lin Xuan gazed at the valley from afar, while the Demon Serpent Fairy did the same. However, both of them remained wary of each other; the atmosphere was so tense that it could explode at any moment.

After half a cup of tea passed, the smoke and mist gradually dissipated. In front of their eyes, there were no longer any signs of the valley. It seemed as if they had arrived at the bottom of a volcano, with the entire earth melted away.

The mountains hadn't collapsed; it felt like they had never existed in the first place. The area where the valley once stood was completely melted, and the True Rhinoceros Dragon was submerged in lava. Nearby temperatures were unbearable.

Of course, this "high" was relative; for ordinary people, they would have died instantly here, but for cultivators and demons, it wasn't much of a problem. The True Rhinoceros Dragon's skin was thick as leather; it stayed in the lava without any discomfort. How it had withstood that terrifying attack remained a mystery.

However, this wasn't over yet. A wind sound echoed.

The demonic energy around didn't weaken but attracted more from afar.

The tribulation clouds in the sky began to surge again.

That giant face started to dissipate.

No... not dissipating; it transformed into nearly a hundred faces, each smaller and with different features. All of them had fierce expressions, their eyes wide open.

Then, lightning arcs shot out from these faces' mouths and eyes, varying in size. The larger ones were as thick as a man's arm, while the smaller ones resembled children's arms.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as these lightning arcs intertwined, forming a giant web that appeared before his eyes.

Then, it seemed like some kind of living entity, covering the True Rhinoceros Dragon.
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Feeling the energy contained in this lightning, Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. He knew that he would definitely not be able to withstand it on his own, but if he used the Five Dragon Seal, things might be different.

Regardless, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon now faced an unprecedented crisis.

The魔兽圆睁双目，似乎也明白成败在此一举。它高昂着头颅，一双铜铃般的眼睛瞪得更大。

吼！

怪兽的咆哮震耳欲聋，比龙吟声也不逊色，但更加粗鲁，显得蛮荒而古朴，还带着桀骜的气息。随后，“啪”的一声传来，地犀龙甩动尾巴，岩浆四溅，嗤嗤作响。接着，这庞大的魔兽又跺了跺脚，一道魔风凭空升起。

然而这一切还没有结束，它眼中闪过一丝决然的光芒，张开血盆大口，喷出一颗黑色却又半透明的晶体。

Sapphire Crystal!

As the name suggests, it is the most important thing for this monster. The overall shape of the crystal appeared round, but its surface was covered with irregular crystals, making it look peculiar. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon spewed out this crystal, indicating that it was about to make a desperate attempt.

Aaah!

The roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, but it seemed rhythmic, as if the monster were reciting some incantation.

Simultaneously, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon raised its right front paw and swept it through the air. As he did so, an odd符文 appeared. After a brief flash, it disappeared into the Sapphire Crystal.

At this moment, the area seemed to turn into a vortex as surrounding魔气疯狂涌进。

A layer of dark light emanated from the surface of the crystal, enveloping the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon in an instant. The barrier was sturdy and heavy, with large符文 bursting out, indicating that its defensive power was formidable.

Next, the net formed by the劫雷 fell down perfectly, ensnaring the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon. It then tightened around it, much like a fisherman setting his nets.

The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon was tightly enclosed and could not escape. Lightning snakes crawled across its body, and in the sky, nearly a hundred ghost faces revealed extremely joyful expressions. However, after spewing out those lightning bolts, their appearances became weak. Then, each opened its blood-filled mouths, attacking with different techniques: ice arrows, thunder fire, wind blades...

The attacks rained down on the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon from all directions.

Aaah!

Roaring echoed in the sky as the dark light barrier, though formidable, began to wobble.

However, at this point, the situation became clear. The Fairy Snake Mage could not tell if Lin Xuan had noticed anything, but with his keen eyesight, he deduced that there was a fifty percent chance the monster would survive the heavenly tribulation.

If it really did...

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with amusement as he suddenly moved. Originally, Lin Xuan stood on the left side of the valley entrance. Now, by turning around, he had moved to the front of the valley. In other words, behind him was the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon, though they were still several dozen miles apart.

For a cultivator, this distance meant nothing.

Lin Xuan moved but did not attack. However, the Fairy Snake Mage was instantly startled. It wasn't surprising; even though both of them were focused on the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon, at least half their spiritual senses were on each other, and Lin Xuan's sudden movement broke that taut string.

The Fairy Snake Mage had no time to think about why Lin Xuan didn't attack. Her mind was filled with thoughts of striking first. Without hesitation, she flicked her sleeves, and two flying daggers shot out from her sleeves. Since using the ancestral treasure required some time, the Fairy Snake Mage wanted to use other attacks to ensnare Lin Xuan.

Her plan wasn't wrong; the power of those two flying daggers was still considerable. However, for Lin Xuan, it meant nothing. For some reason, he did not even try to intercept them but instead retreated backward.

"Hmm?"

The Fairy Snake Mage's expression turned puzzled as she wondered why Lin Xuan didn't attack. He had no reason to fear her current attacks, but time was pressing, and the situation could change at any moment.

The Fairy Snake Mage immediately cast a spell, and the two flying daggers whistled through the air, chasing after Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan still showed no intention of intercepting them; he continued retreating as if he feared those two flying daggers immensely.

The Fairy Snake Mage was thoroughly confused but felt elated. She didn't know what was wrong with this boy, but in her current situation, it only benefited her. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon was behind him.

"Hmph, that's called heaven's wrath, and you can still survive; self-inflicted suffering is beyond redemption. You're asking for death, so don't blame me."

A smile of joy flashed across the Fairy Snake Mage's face as she raised her hand. A white light beam shot out from her palm, about an arm's length in diameter.

This light beam was incredibly fast and different from ordinary spells, similar to Lin Xuan's Black Spirit Drilling. It compressed force within its body before instantaneously releasing it. However, compared to the Black Spirit Drilling, its power was slightly weaker.

Lin Xuan was already being forced into a frenzy by those two flying daggers. Seeing that the light beam would soon hit him, a smug smile appeared on the Fairy Snake Mage's lips.

"Such a green girl, too naive."

A sardonic smirk played at Lin Xuan's lips as he faced imminent impact. His panicked expression vanished, and with a shake of his shoulder, he stepped to the left. Suddenly, spatial fluctuations surged, and Lin Xuan disappeared from sight.

Pang, puh...

Two different impacts echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. His Nine Heavens Microstep was executed flawlessly; both the flying daggers and the light beam lost their targets. They continued on their path but were now only a few miles away from the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon. With the speed of the treasures and the light beam, this distance could be ignored due to inertia. Thus, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon, already in the midst of its tribulation and unable to move, became a tragic target, hit by both the flying daggers and the light beam with no way to escape.
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Bang!

The explosive sound was deafening. While the flying knife and light beam might not have been formidable compared to a heavenly tribulation, they were still an additional blow that made things worse for the Earth Rhino Dragon, which was already struggling. It was like adding insult to injury. The last straw was right before his eyes.

A sizzling sound entered Lin Xuan’s ears as the pitch-black light barrier finally broke. "To be more precise, it has a gap."

The gap wasn’t large, but for the Earth Rhino Dragon, it was fatal. Its defenses had been breached, and the endless lightning and fire immediately flooded in, tearing apart the entire light barrier. A deafening roar echoed through the air, filled with despair and fury.

"Bad news!"

From afar, the Demon Serpent Fairy witnessed this scene firsthand. Her expression changed dramatically as her face turned pale, revealing extreme frustration and regret.

She wasn’t upset because she had accidentally injured the Earth Rhino Dragon; rather, she finally understood Lin Xuan’s sinister intentions. This was a case of shifting the blame to others.

It was well-known that heavenly tribulations weren't easy to overcome, especially without help from others, as it could have the opposite effect. As more people joined in, the tribulation would become stronger, not just for the one undergoing it but also for anyone interfering with it.

She had been too careless and unknowingly fell into a trap set by Lin Xuan. The attack she launched was indeed the final straw that broke the Earth Rhino Dragon’s back, while she herself was now targeted by heaven.

This process happened very quickly, leaving no time to think. A buzzing sound filled her ears as the tribulation clouds formed overhead.

Damn it!

The Demon Serpent Fairy wished she could devour and torture Lin Xuan alive. This damned guy was too cunning. However, all she could do was vent her anger by casting a round-shaped treasure in front of her head, which began to spin and grow, completely blocking the light barrier above her.

The Demon Serpent Fairy wasn’t just any ordinary cultivator; she was a descendant of the Holy Snake Ancestor, known for her vast collection of treasures. Most cultivators at her level wouldn't prepare such an array of defensive items. However, facing a tribulation of the spirit realm, it was far from easy to resist. Despite the round-shaped treasure being quite good, it clearly couldn’t hold out for long. A mournful sound echoed as the treasure collapsed.

Fortunately, this result seemed expected by the woman, as she showed no signs of panic on her face. With a flick of her jade hand, a talisman flew out.

This wasn't an ordinary talisman; its intricate patterns included several items: shields, bricks, and even a bandage.

"Is this...?" Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed in surprise. "Could it be the legendary linked talismans?"

Linked talismans were also known as dual-talisman, triple-talisman, or multi-talisman depending on the number of items sealed within them.

It was well-known that a talisman was a special kind of paper with part of a treasure’s power sealed into it, allowing other cultivators to temporarily use its abilities. Only those above the Separation Realm could create such talismans due to their immense power, and they were highly sought after by cultivators as rare treasures.

Lin Xuan wasn’t unfamiliar with talismans; he had come across them before and could easily produce them now. However, linked talismans were different. As the name suggested, multiple items’ powers were sealed into a single talisman.

While it sounded simple in theory, the practical application was extremely challenging. Each item had its unique attributes, and sealing them all on one talisman required great care to avoid conflicts. The failure of such a talisman could be catastrophic; once, a powerful cultivator attempted to create linked talismans but failed spectacularly, blowing himself up.

Thus, without absolute confidence, no one would dare attempt creating linked talismans. Such treasures were so rare that they rivaledprimordial spirit treasurein scarcity, though this was slightly exaggerated. It still highlighted how precious linked talismans truly were.

Lin Xuan had killed countless cultivators and amassed great wealth, but he had only heard of linked talismans before. He never expected to see them in the Demon Realm.

The Demon Serpent Fairy raised her jade hand, and several beams of white light shot out from her fingertips. The talisman immediately ignited on its own as dark demonic energy surrounded it. Shields, bricks, and a bandage-like cloth appeared in mid-air, setting up three layers of defense.

"Sure enough, it lives up to its reputation!"

Lin Xuan’s face showed admiration. Talismans had the dual nature of both talismans and treasures, making their activation more complex than ordinary talismans. If you had three talismans while your opponent had a linked talisman containing the same three items, the latter would activate much faster—by several times.

In high-level combat, such small differences could mean life or death. This slight speed advantage was why linked talismans were so valuable and sought after.

After setting up these defenses, the woman wasn’t satisfied. She took a deep breath, and dark demonic energy suddenly surged from her body, enveloping her slender figure. The external air churned violently as sounds of cracking echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears.

"Why is she doing this?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but didn't have time to ponder it. He raised his head, and the silver light in his eyes intensified.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye became more powerful with Lin Xuan's enhanced strength, easily piercing through the demonic fog.

Soon, Lin Xuan placed a hand on his forehead as he seemed to understand something, looking confident.
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Lin Xuan kept his hands folded, watching from the sidelines. He didn't take advantage of the opponent being overwhelmed by a heavenly tribulation to play a low-down trick.

Of course, it wasn’t because he was soft-hearted or showing any sign of gentlemanly conduct; cultivators only cared about outcomes. Lin Xuan chose not to do so out of self-preservation—interfering with a heavenly tribulation was impossible, and the Fairy Snake Demon had fallen into his trap, which led her to be targeted by it. If he tried to take advantage now, wouldn’t that put him in the same situation as the Fairy Snake Demon?

Lin Xuan would not do such foolish things.

All he needed to do was sit back and watch the show.

A heavenly tribulation wasn't easy to withstand; even if this woman managed to survive by sheer luck, her strength would be greatly diminished. At that point, wouldn’t his actions still have a similar effect?

As a butcher, I will play the knife. The situation had progressed so far that the Fairy Snake Demon was destined for nothing good. She was certain to be at his mercy.

There was no need for urgency.

If she couldn't even survive the heavenly tribulation, it would be easier; he could skip playing the low-down trick altogether.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he calculated his next move.

The outcome of a battle wasn’t just about one’s strength but also required both combat and strategy. Although Lin Xuan didn’t fear the Fairy Snake Demon's power, his trump card hadn't been used yet. Even if she had a treasure snake made by the Saint Ancestor of Treasure Snakes, he still had confidence in victory. Why not take it easy?

Suddenly, more cracking sounds reached his ears. The heavenly tribulation’s might was formidable; even the boards and bandages that had held up so far were now shattered.

The consecutive talismans had barely lasted a few dozen breaths before dissipating completely.

Still, she had managed to buy some time. With her movements, the gathered demonic energy began to surge, forming snakes in mid-air. These varied in length and shape but quickly covered the sky above her head, entwining like a woven basket. A shield appeared amidst them, entirely made of snakes intertwined together. Their heads pointed upwards, opening their blood-filled mouths as they spat venom from their fangs.

The venomous liquid coalesced into a water curtain that clashed violently with the descending lightning and fire.

"Good job!"

Lin Xuan clapped his hands, his face showing genuine admiration: "Fairy Snake Demon, you live up to your reputation. These moves truly show your true strength; indeed, you far surpass other cultivators of your level. Lin某 admires you."

Though Lin Xuan's words were sincere, they sounded like biting sarcasm to the Fairy Snake Demon.

It was all this wretched boy’s fault that she had ended up in such a predicament. How despicable! This was beyond her tolerance.

"Lin, don’t be too smug. If I don't perish today, I will make you pay for it even if it means severely damaging my cultivation."

"Severely damaged? Haha, then the Fairy won't have much of an edge either. You’re not beautiful to begin with; in fact, you could be considered ugly. But your strength is decent, which is why Little Sword Brother was willing to interact with you. If it were severely damaged, hmm, my Little Sword Brother would be so charming that he wouldn’t even want to look at you. The demon realm has countless beauties; Fairy, if you like Little Sword Brother, you’re just a frog wanting to eat a swan."

Lin Xuan’s mocking voice echoed in her ears. His keen eyesight had guessed much from the little clues, and he deliberately provoked her to make her more distracted.

The Fairy Snake Demon was a peak Core Profound cultivator; she wasn’t easily shaken by words. She might have anticipated some of Lin Xuan's intentions, but whether or not they affected her remained uncertain. Especially when he pointed out that Little Sword Brother found her unattractive, which struck at her soft spot.

She had never been confident about this. She was certainly not ugly; she even had a certain charm. But it was just a small amount of beauty compared to the legendary beauties in legends.

Little Sword Brother, on the other hand, excelled in strength, temperament, and appearance. He was simply beyond comparison. The only things she could rely on were her strength and her status as a descendant of the Saint Ancestor of Treasure Snakes.

These thoughts had been troubling her for years but she refused to face them head-on. Now, Lin Xuan ruthlessly exposed this issue, further wounding her.

Although she knew it was meant to distract her, some things were beyond her control.

Even though she saw through the trap, she still fell into it. Inside her mind, a voice echoed: "Stupid girl, Little Sword Brother despises you for your ugliness. He’s only been distant because he can benefit from your status as a descendant of the Saint Ancestor of Treasure Snakes."

"No, that's not true," another voice screamed in denial.

Distracted by this, the heavenly tribulation descended mercilessly. The shield made of snakes instantly vanished into ash.
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Chapter 3518: Turning Enemies into Allies

"Ah."

Lin Xuan nodded, then frowned as if he had just remembered something. "You girls, quickly make everyone stop fighting; no more brawling."

"Yes, Master."

The Shangguan sisters followed without hesitation. As for Wu Yun'er and Liu Xin, though they were still unclear about the events that transpired, their respect for Lin Xuan was unparalleled.

As the young master said, so it would be done. Since he had given such instructions, there must be a reason.

Thus, the girls hurriedly took out command talismans, issuing orders one after another. The nearby cultivators who had already noticed something amiss quickly received these commands due to Lin Xuan's presence, and the looming disaster was quietly resolved.

With this matter settled for now, the girls' doubts remained unresolved. Turning enemies into allies so suddenly would leave anyone with lingering questions.

"Master, what exactly happened?"

Shangguan Ling spoke in a playful manner, though they had not seen each other in a thousand years, she still clung to Lin Xuan's side without any awkwardness.

"How did this happen? I'm curious as well. How could the White Crane Sect and the Hundred Grass Sect have come into conflict?"

Lin Xuan said with some irritation.

The situation was so unexpected that even using coincidence seemed inadequate. It felt like fate was playing a cruel joke on them.

"Ah..."

The four girls blushed, but explaining why two major sects would engage in conflict wasn't easy. Even Wu Yun'er, known for her eloquence, struggled to find the right words.

"Alright, this isn't the place to discuss it. Let's first issue orders and have everyone rest and recover. I don't care about anything else, but make sure that the White Crane Sect and the Hundred Grass Sect do not clash again."

"Yes!"

Although the girls were still unclear about the situation, they could guess from how Lin Xuan was addressed. Since they were now allies, there would be no more disputes over treasure maps.

Following Lin Xuan's instructions, they went down to issue these commands. Soon everything was in order. As the main headquarters of the White Crane Sect, Liu Xin took charge and provided accommodations for the Hundred Grass Sect cultivators.

Those who needed treatment received it; those who required rest, rested.

The girls continued to surround Lin Xuan, with countless words on their minds, but they knew this wasn't the place to speak. They簇拥着林轩飞向群山深处。

很快，眼前出现了一座琼楼玉宇般的建筑。尤其是一座玲珑剔透的宝塔最为醒目，可以说，显眼到了极处。

This scene was familiar.

Lin Xuan's memories were sharp, and his thoughts flew back a thousand years. When he returned to the mortal world, the main headquarters of the White Crane Sect, Linglong Valley, had looked just like this.

With time passing, memories overlapped with what was before.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips; these girls really did have a deep sense of nostalgia. The layout of the main headquarters was exactly the same as in the past.

"Young Master, please."

Liu Xin blushed and swept her hand to open the door of the Linglong Tower.

Soon they arrived at the seventh floor hall.

"Please take your seat, Young Master."

All the cultivators were chased out by the girls. Liu Xin offered tea, while Wu Yun'er personally prepared wine and fruits for Lin Xuan. The Shangguan sisters stood respectfully on one side.

"Alright, tell me what happened."

"Master, we still have questions. How did you end up here? Why are the White Crane Sect and us family?"

Shangguan Ling was lively; before Lin Xuan could answer, she began asking a series of questions.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle at her disrespect for his position as master. Well, he couldn't blame her entirely—partly due to their personalities, and partly because he had been too lenient with them.

He smiled and didn't take offense. Seeing the other girls' curious expressions, he decided not to keep anything back and introduced the connection between both sides together with Yue'er.

"Ah, I see!"

The girls sighed in relief as they exchanged glances without any lingering hostility.

They also marveled at how strange fate could be. The coincidence of their current situation was no less than a dragon temple being flooded by a great flood.

"Second Young Masters, Coreling didn't know you were disciples of the Young Master before; please forgive us."

Liu Xin bowed gracefully and spoke with sincere apologies.

"Don't mention it, Sister Coreling. This conflict between two major sects is our fault for acting rashly. As for calling us 'Young Masters,' we are unworthy of such titles. Back in the mortal world, you served by your master's side; I and my sister are mere latecomers. Please take care of us in the future."

Shangguan Yan quickly returned the bow. Her response was impeccable, and Lin Xuan's expression was quite satisfied.

"Though that may be so, there must still be a proper hierarchy..."

"But why do you say this too, Sister Yun'er? If I call you Senior Master, then you are my senior sister; please accept my bow."

"But, Sister Yun'er, please rise. I am unworthy of such an honor," said Wu Yun'er hurriedly.

People say that three women can make a play. This was true in the mortal world and even more so in the cultivation realm.

The girls had been acting like they were about to die just moments ago but now showed impeccable manners, each outdoing the other in politeness.

Hearing them谦让，Lin Xuan's head throbbed as he quickly coughed. "Alright, we cultivators don't need such formalities. Just call each other sisters from now on."

"Yes, Senior Master."

"Yes, Master."

"Master, I understand," said one of the girls.

With this matter settled, Lin Xuan sighed in relief and asked about the main topic: "Yan'er, Yun'er, what brought you two to Rain Pine World?"

After all, the Spirit Realm was vast, with hundreds of small interfaces. Cultivators at the Transcendence stage had mastered the laws of nature and could traverse these small interfaces.

This wasn't unusual. However, though the Shangguan sisters were progressing rapidly, they still seemed far from reaching the Transcendence stage. How did they end up here?

Lin Xuan was left in a state of astonishment.

"We came to Rain Pine World by chance," said Shangguan Ling. "Do you remember the Relics Sea?"

"The Relics Sea in the Chaos Sea?"

"Exactly that, Master," Shangguan Ling nodded and smiled.

"Was it because of the Relics Sea?"

Lin Xuan lowered his head, lost in thought.

Indeed, when he first arrived in the Spirit Realm, the small interface where he ascended was resource-poor compared to Rain Pine World. The aura of the place was also thin, but not entirely devoid of value.

Other than that, the Relics Sea held significant fame throughout the entire Spirit Realm.
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"Pfft"

The demon snake fairy spat out a mouthful of blood. Fortunately, she had only been affected and not faced with the peril of a heavenly tribulation herself; otherwise, this would have not just injured her but driven her mad. However, at this moment, her situation was no better. After dispersing the last layer of defense, the endless bolts of lightning and flames immediately engulfed her.

The sky was filled with electric arcs, and waves of heat spread out continuously in all directions. The demon qi around seemed to converge on this place like a swarm of bees.

A black-red aura appeared out of nowhere.

Outside the aura, countless mysterious talismans flickered into existence, rotating and swallowing each other. Inside it, there was a continuous rumbling sound akin to thunder.

The demon snake fairy did not know if she would live or die, but this time, even if she didn't perish, she would still be severely injured.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he leisurely waited for the outcome in place.

A cooked duck couldn't fly away. At this point, the situation was basically set.

Turning his head, Lin Xuan looked at another direction.

This demon snake fairy had just happened to be there. His true purpose for coming here was the earth rhino dragon before him. After the commotion earlier, it could no longer successfully pass through the heavenly tribulation.

Lin Xuan did not care if this monster lived or died, but he couldn't let it perish under the heavenly tribulation. Otherwise, his efforts would have been in vain.

The scales and skin of the earth rhino dragon were all excellent materials for refining artifacts. Even if Lin Xuan didn't need them, they could be used to exchange for a large amount of crystal treasures.

This was something he had in mind, so he couldn't afford to take on too much responsibility. If the heavenly tribulation truly went awry and led to the monster's destruction, he would have no choice but to intervene.

Of course, there needed to be a limit; otherwise, it would backfire. Lin Xuan did not want to try his luck like the demon snake fairy.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly.

Silver light shone from his eyes as he was enveloped by countless bolts of lightning and flames. If he didn't use the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, it would be impossible to see clearly.

"Aaaah!"

Almost simultaneously, a deafening roar echoed through the air. Lin Xuan frowned, his eyelids twitching violently as his expression turned very serious.

"Is…?"

The entire valley had been reduced to molten rock… no, more accurately, it was covered by lava. The lava was at least several feet deep, giving the impression of a lake—lava lake.

At this moment, the earth rhino dragon was submerged in the lava. However, compared to its massive size, the lava only reached up to its knees.

Suddenly, the lava began to churn, waves rising high into the air one after another.

Following that, a gale-force wind swept around the earth rhino dragon's body, pulling all the lava with it. It looked like a tornado had suddenly risen from the ground, enveloping the entire body of the earth rhino dragon.

And this tornado was made entirely of lava.

All the bolts of lightning and flames were pushed aside, while the volume of the earth rhino dragon rapidly decreased.

"Could it be…?" Lin Xuan was somewhat surprised. In such a short time, he had already witnessed too many miraculous things from ancient texts.

Firstly, there were consecutive talismans.

Now, could this heavenly tribulation anomaly even occur?

A heavenly tribulation anomaly meant that only when a monster faced the heavenly tribulation would it encounter such phenomena. The danger was immense; if one couldn't pass through, they would perish. However, in rare cases, powerful monsters might unleash their true blood to undergo mutation and become stronger than before.

This strength was different from level advancement; instead, it made the monster itself more robust. For example, a monster of the same tribulation peak with an ancient savage heritage would be much stronger than ordinary ones.

"I remember those two demons said that this earth rhino dragon originally had some bloodline of a demon dragon. It must have unleashed its true blood in life and death."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he formulated a reasonable explanation.

Such results were not what he had anticipated.

"Aaaah!"

The fierce roar echoed again, deafening. The bolts of lightning that struck the earth rhino dragon were repelled. Originally, it was bound by an electric net, but with its body shrinking, itsdemon power expanded exponentially. The net could no longer hold it and tore into pieces.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. It seemed this earth rhino dragon had benefited from misfortune; in life and death, it had unleashed its potential. Based on the results, it might truly pass through the heavenly tribulation.

Lin Xuan's guess was correct. With a roar of anger, the earth rhino dragon raised its head high, opened its blood-filled maw, and shot out an intense beam of light that struck the heavens with a thunderous sound.

The endless clouds of the heavenly tribulation couldn't withstand it; they were swept away. The originally gloomy sky became clear again.

Despite expecting such results, Lin Xuan was still stunned by how the earth rhino dragon swept through the heavenly tribulation so forcefully.

His eyes fixed on the valley as the opponent's aura rapidly increased.

A terrifying pressure descended from above, and it had advanced to the spirit division realm.

Due to its bloodline, although just promoted, it was far more powerful than a typical early spirit division existence. It could be said that it was no less formidable than the ancient demons of the former Heavenly Corpse Sect.

As the smoke cleared, the earth rhino dragon revealed its true form, much smaller than before, with a body length of only over three meters. Its entire body was covered in scales, and its appearance remained unchanged.

However, the aura of a spirit division existence was evident.

On the other side,

A sigh echoed through the air as the demon snake fairy's face showed relief. Just now, she had almost perished. Fortunately, her luck was good; at the critical moment, the earth rhino dragon passed through the heavenly tribulation successfully, sweeping away all the clouds of the heavenly tribulation. She thus escaped danger and was relieved.

Despite surviving by chance, the cost to her was severe. Not only did she have almost no remaining magical power, but it could be described as severely injured.

The heavenly tribulation wasn't easy to endure; just being able to stay alive was already considered good luck.

It was all due to that cunning fellow, Lin Xuan. If not for him, she wouldn't have ended up in such a predicament.

Furious, she couldn't let him go. Although her remaining magical power was scarce, there were still talismans bestowed by the Saint Ancestor. The activation of these talismans would require little magical power. No matter what, he must pay for his actions and suffer consequences.
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The demonic snake fairy's mind was filled with hatred. She had nearly been driven mad by Lin Xuan. If it weren't for this cunning fellow, she wouldn't have ended up in such a predicament.

However, before her thoughts could fully form, she felt a cold gaze locking onto her. Simultaneously, an overwhelming pressure descended from the sky, sending shivers down her spine and making goosebumps appear all over her body.

The warning signs were clear; it was like being a frog caught in a snake's sights. Her life might be snuffed out at any moment, just as a flower in a snowstorm.

She shivered involuntarily before turning around. At this point, she had no time to seek revenge on Lin Xuan. Priorities were important—she needed to first deal with the current crisis, even if it meant eating and skinning that brat alive afterward.

The demonic snake fairy still had some cunning.

"Aaaah!"

A beastly roar entered her ears as she found the source of the terrifying sensation. Two clouds that had just drifted by were shattered by the sound wave, and the molten lava was disturbed, creating waves.

The earth dragon remained in the midst of the lava. Suddenly, its front claws moved.

Instantly, whizzing sounds filled the air as intense light flared. With each movement, hundreds of green claw shadows emerged, overwhelming the demonic snake fairy from all directions.

Just one action had transformed the world. The difference between a peak-stage creature and one before its transformation was stark.

Lin Xuan, observing from the sidelines, felt a chill. Could that little ball really handle this beast? Would that flawed domain be able to kill any creature instantly? If not, he would be in trouble.

While falling might not be inevitable, he wouldn't stand a chance against such power and would likely have to flee.

However, these were just his speculations. Only time would tell the truth. For now, he needed to focus on capturing the demonic snake fairy.

Just as she had predicted, Lin Xuan would strike when the opportunity arose.

But it wasn't yet the right moment, so he decided to watch from a distance for now.

Seeing so many claw shadows rushing towards her, the demonic snake fairy's expression changed. However, she was prepared and quickly raised her right hand, shaking her sleeve.

A fragrant aroma filled the air as a small flower basket appeared in her sight. She then bit her tongue, spitting out blood.

"Puh..."

The blood mist spread around before being absorbed by the flowers inside the basket like a whale drinking water. The petals opened up and turned into sharp blades that shot forward.

Boom!

The claw shadows met head-on with a loud impact sound. Despite their initial contact, the claw shadows easily dominated, as they were from a peak-stage creature, far surpassing the power of an inner-void realm existence.

However, the demonic snake fairy wasn't worried; this outcome was expected. Her goal was merely to buy some time by blocking the earth dragon's attacks while she activated her ancestor's talisman.

The shimmering talisman appeared above her head as she prepared to cast a spell. However, just then, intense light flared up as two dazzling sword beams struck her chest.

"A shameless fellow! Are you only going to take advantage of others?"

Despite the approaching sword beams, the demonic snake fairy showed no signs of panic. With a wave of her hand, two dark streaks shot out from her waist.

Boom!

The streaks clashed with Lin Xuan's sword beams, creating explosions. The dark streaks revealed their true forms—two short halberds. After a brief exchange, they engaged in combat with the Nine Palaces Musty Sword.

Rain-like explosion sounds filled the air as the two halberds' power was formidable enough to block the divine swords. However, Lin Xuan's methods were far from over.

A sneer appeared on his lips as he moved and disappeared from his original position.

Nine Heaven Microstep!

Reappearing a few dozen feet away, he clenched his fists and punched forward.

Boom!

The sound of thunder echoed as Lin Xuan's action caused the demonic qi around him to converge into an energy vortex. It struck the opponent with force.

"Aaah!"

A scream filled the air. This time, the demonic snake fairy was caught off guard by the sudden attack. She was hit and sucked into the energy vortex.

However, Lin Xuan didn't show any joy; instead, he frowned as he scanned his surroundings for something.

His eyes glowed silver as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its fullest extent.

"Kok kok kok..."

The sound of triumph echoed in his ears. Following the sound, Lin Xuan turned his head and saw the demonic snake fairy materialize a hundred feet away from him.

The one destroyed by the energy vortex was merely her manifestation: "You Lin fellow, do you think only you can use strategies? Now see how you stop me. Even if I die, I'll take you down with me."

In high-level combat, every detail mattered. The strategy had bought her enough time to activate her ancestor's talisman.

After learning from her losses, she finally understood the importance of using her brain.

Despite the ongoing crisis, a hint of satisfaction appeared on her face as she flung her hands like butterflies, fingers flicking out. However, compared to Lin Xuan, she was still too naive. She didn't notice his subtle mockery despite his apparent surprise.

Playing tricks?

That was like playing chess with a master. Lin Xuan had far more combat experience than her.

Just as the demonic snake fairy was about to activate the talisman, something unexpected happened. A gust of wind seemed to pass by, and she felt intense pain in her dantian that spread into her mind.

"What...?"

The demonic snake fairy spat out blood but couldn't figure out what had happened. Lin Xuan and the earth dragon were far away, and their attacks had all been blocked. How could she have gotten injured?

Was there a third enemy lurking nearby?

She tried to activate her essence soul for escape, but it was too late.

PS: Monday is really in need of recommendation votes. Please support me, fellow cultivators. Thank you.
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A strange, grating laugh echoed in his ears. A grotesque monster had suddenly appeared beside him.

**Reanimated Corpse!**

The Fairy Serpent struggled to turn her head. The creature was a pale silver color and much larger than an ordinary reanimated corpse. Most strikingly, it possessed a pair of bat-like silver wings on its back, gleaming in the light.

Around its body, a thick mist of necrotic energy surged, and the oppressive aura it emitted was no small matter; it was at the level of a spirit that had broken free from its body.

Had he misunderstood? Where did this monster come from, and when did it appear beside him?

The Fairy Serpent's mind was filled with confusion. However, there was little time to ponder these matters now. The Silver-Winged Corpse King's ambush had already taken effect; his sharp claws pierced her body, leaving no chance for her spirit core to escape.

One misstep and the entire game was lost. The Fairy Serpent, who had always been arrogant and domineering throughout her life, never imagined she would end up in such a predicament.

Fear etched on her spirit core's face as it could not even explode with self-destruction. As soon as the Silver-Winged Corpse King grabbed her, he cut off all her strength.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a streak of green light shot out, enveloping the spirit core. He then took an jade box from his storage bracelet and stuffed it inside without further ado.

Even after this, Lin Xuan was not satisfied; he pulled out several禁制符箓 and completely sealed the spirit core.

Relieved, Lin Xuan returned the jade box to his waist pouch.

**Aaah!**

The thunderous roar of a beast reverberated through the air. Lin Xuan turned his head, narrowing his eyes as he looked at the earth rhino dragon.

The Fairy Serpent's fall was unexpected for this creature; its eyes glowed with fierce intent, but all that hostility now directed towards him.

He had not acted yet because he harbored some reservations about the Silver-Winged Corpse King. However, he knew his own situation well: using his second spirit core to control this demon only allowed a moment of time before the reanimated corpse would retaliate.

Speed was essential!

Hopefully, Little Furball could handle this guy.

In such circumstances, Lin Xuan had no choice but to rely on it.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve. A bright light emerged, and a tower-shaped artifact flew out.

The tower had seven layers and was in poor condition; its appearance held no special interest, and few would associate it with an omnipotent treasure.

**Quick!**

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, pointing his index finger slowly but urgently forward. The sound of buzzing filled the air as the second layer door of the tower opened, revealing a vortex. Little Furball emerged sleepily from within.

Unlike before, when he needed some time to understand the situation, this time, upon emerging, Little Furball shivered and its eyes snapped open, staring intently at the earth rhino dragon.

**Miao!**

The fur on its body stood up, and it stared with wide eyes, tightly focused on the earth rhino dragon. Its expression was bizarre to say the least.

Tension mingled with excitement as saliva dripped from its mouth… as if it had seen something delicious.

However, there was also a clear hint of fear.

**Could this be...**

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he recalled their first encounter. Little Furball was greedily devouring the soul of an ancient beast, but showed no interest in ordinary demons.

In other words, its taste was high.

The earth rhino dragon before it was not just any魔兽; it had a trace of demon blood.

Little Furball extended its tongue and licked its lips.

Meanwhile, the earth rhino dragon turned its head as well, shifting its attention from the Silver-Winged Corpse King to Little Furball.

**Roar!**

A thunderous roar echoed through the air. However, the earth rhino dragon's voice carried a hint of fear. Although it had not yet awakened its spirit intelligence, instinct told it that Little Furball was no weakling and was a threat.

Thus, these two monsters began to face off.

Although the earth rhino dragon had shrunk significantly after its mutation, it still measured several meters in length. In comparison, Little Furball was insignificant, like an ant. However, in the world of cultivation, size did not always determine strength; while there was some correlation between power and physique, they were not directly proportional.

**Miao!**

The stalemate was unfavorable for Little Furball, but it didn't need Lin Xuan's urging to act. It moved swiftly, spinning around in place.

Indeed, it was a spin. As its movements began, a milky white light suddenly burst forth.

Initially, the light enveloped only itself, but soon spread outward.

In an instant, a layer of milky white light covered several miles around, including Lin Xuan himself, who wore an expression of anticipation.

**Domain!**

Although this domain was flawed, it proved nearly invincible against beastly demons. It had never let him down before; would the result be the same now?

Lin Xuan's face showed admiration as the earth rhino dragon did not escape the domain.

However, unlike previous demons, the earth rhino dragon maintained a wary expression but did not panic.

Lin Xuan's battle experience was vast enough to notice this. His face darkened, but he had no time to think further because Little Furball attacked.

With a flick of its tiny claws, it unleashed countless lightning bolts and fireballs into the surrounding space.

The electric arcs were as thick as an arm, and the fireballs were larger than buckets. The sheer number of attacks was staggering; they rained down on the earth rhino dragon from all directions.

In that moment, Lin Xuan felt a delusion that he was experiencing another heavenly tribulation.

So easily could such a massive attack be launched; the domain truly was impressive.

Lin Xuan's face showed admiration as the earth rhino dragon responded. It inflated its cheeks and raised its head, spewing out a black beam from its blood-filled mouth.

The beam instantly transformed into heads of evil spirits, which gnashed their teeth before spitting out green ghostly flames to clash with Little Furball's attack.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; the domain indeed had flaws. It was unclear whether it was due to the earth rhino dragon's high level or its demon blood, but this domain could not completely suppress it. He would have to lend a hand.
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Although Little Furball was fighting alone, it wasn't losing to the opponent. However, time was of the essence, and Lin Xuan didn’t want to waste too much time here.

A quick resolution would be most advantageous for him.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan’s mind raced as a myriad of leaf-shaped treasures shot out, thin like butterfly wings, with thousands of them in total.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan commanded with a light whisper. The moment the words left his mouth, a series of piercing sounds filled the air as the Iron Feather Flea-Hopper Blade unleashed its fierce energy and swept towards the opponent from all directions.

The momentum was truly formidable, but the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon showed no fear on its face. It crouched slightly.

Then, dark magical energy surged forth, with countless black bone spines extending from its back. A slight tremor caused a series of piercing sounds as these eerie bone spines shot out like arrows from powerful bows and arrows, covering the space for several acres.

Clanging sounds echoed as the Iron Feather Flea-Hopper Blade collided head-on with one of the bone spines.

Lin Xuan’s feelings were not good. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon had already advanced to the Spirit Refinement stage, and if it weren’t for Little Furball distracting most of its attention, Lin Xuan would have been at a severe disadvantage in this direct confrontation.

Even so, they were evenly matched; the Iron Feather Flea-Hopper Blade couldn’t make much headway.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with determination. This opponent was far more tenacious than he had imagined. However, today, he must kill it here. After all, he had gone through a lot of trouble and wouldn't return empty-handed.

If one person can't handle it, then multiple opponents? In the cultivation world, results matter. Lin Xuan felt no shame in attacking with several people.

The Silver-Winged Corpse King also rushed forward.

A strange roar echoed as the Corpse King unleashed a torrent of pale-white corpse energy that coalesced into a monstrous double-headed python thicker than a barrel.

With an open maw and fierce eyes, it lunged towards the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon!

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn’t idle. Since the Iron Feather Flea-Hopper Blade couldn’t make much headway, he had many other techniques to use.

His figure moved swiftly as if disappearing into thin air.

Then, with a flick of his sleeve, red light flashed, and eighteen sword lights emerged from both sleeves like fish swimming through water.

Following this, they split into three, fifty-four sword lights flashing before his eyes. They shot towards the opponent alongside the Iron Feather Flea-Hopper Blade.

After completing this attack, Lin Xuan moved slightly to the side with a flick of his shoulder, and the Nine Heavens Micro-Step was activated as he vanished from sight.

"Ku Wu!"

Little Furball’s voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. As its tiny claws danced, they appeared like chains thicker than an arm, coiling around the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon like serpents.

The eight-sided ambush was well-timed, and panic flashed across the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon’s face. However, it wouldn’t give up so easily.

Without any additional movements, a portion of the bone spines that were fighting with the Iron Feather Flea-Hopper Blade split off to intercept the sword lights.

As for the double-headed python released by the Silver-Winged Corpse King, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon wasn't afraid. With a fierce roar, its tail suddenly grew longer and snapped towards the python like a whip.

Boom!

The sound of thunder echoed overhead as the Silver-Winged Corpse King was also at the Spirit Refinement stage, making it difficult to break through his defenses. In fact, this might have been a trap.

Upon contact with the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon’s tail, the double-headed python disintegrated instantly.

Then, it transformed back into corpse mist, enveloping the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon entirely.

While the Corpse King’s poison wouldn’t harm this magical beast much, it could slow its movements:

Lin Xuan was well aware of all this. The Silver-Winged Corpse King was controlled by his second consciousness, and everything was part of his plan.

With a spatial fluctuation, Lin Xuan appeared in front of the opponent at a distance of several feet.

He clenched his fingers, absorbing all the magical energy around him into his body before delivering a powerful punch.

Despite being dual-natured, this punch was formidable. However, a mocking look flashed across the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon’s eyes as it was known for its thick skin and tough hide:

It dared to engage in close combat with me? This is like an old man hanging himself out of boredom.

Roar!

The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon’s eyes turned blood red as it lowered its head, aiming its head towards Lin Xuan's fist.

Its forehead was the hardest part of its body. The cultivator died here.

Thinking this way, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon suddenly found itself facing a different scenario. However, how could Lin Xuan be so foolish? As his fist approached the forehead, he slightly moved his hand, and with a whoosh, four-colored glass-like flames enveloped his fist.

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire!

Even if his bare hands couldn’t defeat him, what about adding this magical flame?

Lin Xuan had everything planned out.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as Lin Xuan stepped back three steps after making contact. A hint of blood appeared at the corner of his mouth; although his strength was formidable, he was still far from a match for a Spirit Refinement-level beast.

However, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon wasn’t doing much better. Its entire head was enveloped by Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire.

A series of eerie cackles echoed as the Silver-Winged Corpse King appeared beside him, extending its withered claws to grab at the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon’s heart.

The Corpse King had immense strength and sharper claws than most treasures, ensuring that if it hit the target, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon would be severely injured or even killed. After all, unlike Lin Xuan, the Corpse King was also at the Spirit Refinement stage.

A deafening roar echoed as the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon felt the crisis approaching and tried to dodge by shrinking its body. However, whether it was a coincidence or Lin Xuan’s precise calculation, Little Furball's chains flew over just then, tightly wrapping around its neck, immobilizing it.

"Ku Wu."

Little Furball’s tiny claws danced again as they pointed forward, causing the air around the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon to freeze.

The objective was to slow down its movements with the ice effect.

Combined with the chains’ pull, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon couldn’t dodge in time. Blood splattered as it was pierced near the heart, though slightly higher up. The red light shone brightly as twelve more sword lights emerged from his sleeves and converged into a seven-to-eight-meter-long giant sword, which sliced down towards the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon’s neck.

Pang!

A heavy sound echoed as the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon's thick skin couldn’t withstand it. However, Lin Xuan’s Nine Palaces Sword was formidable enough to break through even Spirit Refinement-level beasts. The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon lost its head after being hit directly.
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"Huff!"

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. The easy dispatching of the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon was mainly due to Xiao Mao Ball. Although its domain, as an imperfect entity, couldn't achieve instant kill, it still managed to tie up most of the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon's energy. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have been able to so easily sever the head of a spirit beast at the Spirit Dividing stage.

The humiliation Lin Xuan had faced against the ancient demon of Heavenly Corpse Sect back then was still vivid in his mind. Although his strength and magical treasures had improved compared to that time, facing a spirit beast at the Spirit Dividing level still left him with only half a chance of victory. Even with the help of Silver Winged Corpse King, winning would be extremely difficult.

The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon's power was formidable, even surpassing its peers. Unfortunately, Xiao Mao Ball couldn't completely suppress it; it remained a natural predator.

In one-on-one combat, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon might not have been intimidated. Even if it couldn’t match in strength, it wouldn't be at a significant disadvantage either. At least, it wouldn’t pose any threat to its survival.

However, with Lin Xuan and Silver Winged Corpse King involved, the situation was vastly different. Moreover, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon had just undergone a tribulation and hadn't even stabilized in its realm yet. Its strength and vitality were far from their peak.

With all these unfavorable factors converging, such a tragic outcome wasn’t surprising at all.

A trace of joy flashed across Lin Xuan's face. Among so many people coveting this treasure, he had become the ultimate victor. However, he didn't want to linger here for too long; as they say, "a long night breeds many dreams."

Before his thoughts could fully form, a loud thud echoed in his ears. The light flickered, and the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon's demon crystal shot out from its body, turning slightly before flying towards the distance at incredible speed.

But this far along, escaping wasn't easy. Lin Xuan didn’t need to say much; Xiao Mao Ball wouldn’t let it escape from his domain.

"Miao miao," came the sound of claws swishing. The demon crystal approached the edge of the domain and bounced back like hitting a wall. Xiao Mao Ball’s slight movement drew the crystal back along its original path with an invisible force.

The Earth Rhinoceros Dragon was alarmed, black light spewing from the demon fog as a fragment of its soul flew out, filled with fear. It desperately tried to escape.

Unfortunately for it, Xiao Mao Ball was a greedy creature; how could it let such a delicious meal slip away?

Lin Xuan shook his head. While the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon's soul might still be useful to him, he allowed Xiao Mao Ball to take its share. With a gurgle, the demon soul was swallowed by Xiao Mao Ball.

The corners of its lips twitched as if it wasn’t satisfied.

Thus, the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon was finally eliminated.

Lin Xuan’s sleeve swept out, and a streak of green light shot forth, holding onto the demon crystal. The beauty and brilliance were now nothing but lifeless.

At this moment, Lin Xuan didn't have time to study it thoroughly. After a quick glance, he stored it in his pocket.

Next, he formed a sword with his fingers, emitting sharp rays from each fingertip that quickly dismembered the Earth Rhinoceros Dragon. He then packed its skin and bones separately before leaving the area at incredible speed.

This place wasn't suitable for lingering.

Lin Xuan didn’t stay long in Demon Flame Mountains but flew out immediately. The bounty was already more than sufficient.

Without pausing, Lin Xuan continued flying for three days without rest.

Although he didn’t use his full speed, Lin Xuan’s flight speed was still formidable.

On this day, a range of undulating mountains appeared before him, lush and verdant with many demon plants.

Lin Xuan's shadow stopped abruptly.

He closed his eyes, his divine sense sweeping over the nearby mountains. A light flickered as he flew deeper into the area.

After about fifteen minutes, Lin Xuan stopped at an unremarkable mountain peak. He then swept his sleeve to release a flying sword. Half an hour later, he had established a simple cave dwelling beneath this mountain.

Although deserted, he set up a series of array flags here before entering.

Lin Xuan had a purpose for all this. There were some matters he needed to handle.

Without resting, Lin Xuan went directly into the training room he had prepared.

The cave was modest, but the training room was unusually spacious. Lin Xuan's expression turned serious.

His sleeve swept out, and five differently colored array flags flew out—those of the Five Elements Essence Array. Although Lin Xuan rarely used it for combat, this set of treasures hadn’t been idle. After some exploration, he treated them as array flags to use.

Their power was formidable. Now, he carefully set up the Five Elements Essence Array.

Next, a few thunder pearls appeared in his hand—these were mother and child Yin Thunder, not available on the market. Lin Xuan had only managed to refine 49 of these after practicing the Six Sayings Evil Ghost Spell; two had been used last time, leaving him with 47.

After all this was done, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and retrieved an jade box from his pocket, covered in variousprohibitive talisman (forbidden talismans).

He examined it for a moment before lightly tapping his fingers to reveal the contents.

"Whoosh," came a sound. The lid of the box was probed several meters away as a baby immortal embryo about an inch high flew out…

Its features and expressions were identical to those of Demon Serpent Fairy, but its demeanor was vastly different. A mysterious aura emanated from it, making Lin Xuan feel like he was facing Ice Soul Ancestor.

"Indeed, my prediction was correct."

Lin Xuan's lips pressed tightly together.

The Demon Serpent Fairy claimed to be a direct descendant of the Holy Ancestor of Sacred Snakes, so there would likely be some tricks up her sleeve.

A fragment of soul was attached to her baby immortal embryo.

Normally, this fragment wouldn’t affect her; it remained in a state of slumber. However, when the Demon Serpent Fairy encountered danger, this fragment would awaken.

In the Twelve States of Heaven and Clouds, Lin Xuan had witnessed the terrifying power of the ancient demon ancestor's fragments. Even if Sacred Snake wasn't as formidable as Ice Soul, she still ranked among the True Demons Ancestors. Here in the Demon Realm, Lin Xuan didn’t want to engage her in battle; he needed to act first.

Fortunately, he held the upper hand and had already made preparations.

Seeing the baby immortal embryo leave, Lin Xuan immediately cast a spell.

"Whoosh…"

A buzzing sound filled his ears as colorful light shone brightly. The Five Elements Essence Array activated, revealing five differently colored, fist-sized light balls representing Metal, Wood, Water, Fire, and Earth. They rose up and shot towards the baby immortal embryo from all sides.

They trapped it in the center, expanding outwards until they completely enveloped the baby immortal embryo.

...
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"Hey?"

The sudden change was something the Essence Body hadn't anticipated. His face first showed a hint of surprise, then turned into extreme anger.

His features twisted, and an aura of malice burst forth from his body. He clenched his hands as if about to perform some secret technique. However, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let that happen so easily; he had already acted preemptively.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan flicked a finger forward.

Five light spheres eventually fused together. Then, one after another, Lin Xuan cast techniques, completely trapping the Essence Body and rendering it immobile.

The Lesser Spirit Ancestor's split soul was no small matter, but Lin Xuan had an intentional advantage over her. He used the power of the array to extract primordial energy from all around, binding her with the Five Elements.

"Damn!"

The indistinct voice of the Essence Body entered his ears, carrying a hint of anger. However, it sounded completely different from the previous Demon Serpent Immortal's tone: "Little brat, you have guts to dare attack me… Hey, aren’t you part of my Holy Clan?"

Lin Xuan frowned; indeed, this was the True Demon Primordial Ancestor. With just a fragment of his soul and in such circumstances, he could instantly recognize Lin Xuan’s true form.

To offend the omnipotent True Demon Primordial Ancestor wasn't something to be taken lightly, but saying one wasn’t afraid would be outright lying. However, as the saying goes, once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. With things already in this state, what good would fear do? Would begging for mercy make him any less of a target?

Better not to act at all if he didn't want to.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a sneer; it mattered little whether he had offended the Frost Spirit or another Serpent Treasure now.

Lice don’t itch, and debts don’t anger. Lin Xuan said nothing but continued his movements with both hands.

He must act quickly; otherwise, even with the Five Elements, he wouldn't be able to hold her for long.

Lin Xuan’s lips moved, uttering a mysterious and ancient incantation. Symbols appeared, merging into the light spheres. After a moment—about as long as a cup of tea—the small face of the Essence Body showed pain. A thin thread of light was forcibly pulled from her forehead.

That light was undoubtedly the Serpent Treasure's soul; more accurately, one of its fragments.

The light flickered and spread outwards, transforming into a somewhat blurry female visage.

Her appearance was stunningly beautiful, far surpassing that of the Demon Serpent Immortal. Despite the blurriness, she was clearly a beauty.

"Little brat..."

However, at this moment, the Serpent Treasure's face showed extreme anger. It was an insult; someone had dared to pull her fragment from its Essence Body.

Before she could finish speaking, the Serpent Treasure’s words abruptly stopped.

Just as she spoke, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and two mother-child Yinthunders spun around, shooting towards her.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed. The mother-child Yinthunders were carefully crafted by Lin Xuan using the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse Technique, so their power was formidable. The Serpent Treasure's face exploded into a mist that couldn't be reassembled for some time.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of joy as his right hand, previously hidden behind him, suddenly extended.

A small ball of flame appeared, four-colored and translucent, rushing towards the Serpent Treasure's fragment.

After being subjected to the mother-child Yinthunders, the fragment was still reeling. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s power was immense; it enveloped the fragment completely.

If this were the Serpent Treasure in its true form, even twice the power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire wouldn't be enough to harm her. However, before him was merely a severely injured fragment.

The result was obvious: complete destruction.

Meanwhile, somewhere that resembled an idyllic paradise.

The Demon Realm was vast and not just barren wastelands as outsiders might think; many places had beautiful scenery.

For instance, the Serpent Treasure Palace in front of them.

As its name suggested, this was where the Serpent Treasure Ancestor practiced in seclusion.

Being one of the Nine True Demon Primordial Ancestors, her practice grounds were naturally filled with dense demonic energy. Surrounding it were magnificent palaces and towers, frequented by high-ranking demon clansmen.

Suddenly, a soft sigh came from atop the most important building, the Ten Thousand Serpent Tower, in the palace. A woman sitting cross-legged in a quiet room opened her eyes.

She was extremely beautiful, but there was an air of malice around her.

Her palm spread out, revealing a dull bone card in its center.

"Has that fragment been destroyed by someone else? So Seven Little Sister is in grave danger." She mumbled to herself as she played with the object in her hand: "I wonder who provoked her. Seven Little Sister's nature is too arrogant and domineering. But even if she has wronged others, for them not to take my Serpent Treasure Palace seriously is unacceptable. Knowing it’s a descendant of this Holy Ancestor, they still dared to eliminate her—this is simply unacceptable."

After a moment of silence, the woman stood up and left her seclusion.

The corridor was winding, but soon she arrived at a spacious palace hall. The demon clansmen standing by were shocked and immediately knelt down in reverence.

"Lightning Flame, are you on duty today?" The Serpent Treasure’s gaze swept over them as she spoke with a slight smile.

"I report to the Ancestor; it is indeed my duty today. What instructions do you have for me?" The one speaking had snake tails but two heads, an odd demon. However, his aura was formidable, indicating he was at the Essence Body stage.

But in front of the Serpent Treasure, even such a powerful being dared not speak out loud; this was the saying that there were always stronger ones within the strong.

"Seven Little Sister likely fell victim to someone else."

"What? You mean Little Sister Demon Serpent?" The named Lightning Flame, the two-headed demon, was taken aback and asked in surprise.

"Yes. Send someone to find out where Seven Little Sister went last time and who she interacted with. How can my Serpent Treasure Palace's disciples die without reason? Send someone to bring me the murderer," the Serpent Treasure Ancestor said indifferently, as if it was a trivial matter.

"Rest assured, Your Excellency; I will do everything in my power to ensure your satisfaction and won't disappoint you," Lightning Flame, the demon, immediately responded with great respect after his shock.

"Hmm."

The Serpent Treasure Ancestor nodded. She then took a few steps out of the palace, but Lightning Flame didn’t dare ask where she was going. Only when her figure disappeared did he reach into his chest and pull out a black disk, casting techniques on it.

A flash of demon light followed by thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as the side door of the palace opened. Several demons with various appearances emerged.

All were at the Profound Dao stage!

"Lord Lightning Flame, what instructions do you have?" The demons all knelt down.

"The Ancestor just assigned a task…"

Lin Xuan was unaware of this. After eliminating the Serpent Treasure's fragment, he could finally focus on searching for her Essence Body without any worries.
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After half a century of rest, Lin Xuan lifted his head. A thoughtful expression appeared on his face as the soul of the Demon Snake Fairy had already turned to ashes in a ball of fire.

"Little Sword Tian's advancement is truly swift."

Lin Xuan’s self-uttered words entered my ears. While he received much information from the other party, what Lin Xuan was most concerned about was Little Sword Tian's rate of advancement.

Lin Xuan asked himself if his achievements within just over a thousand years were unprecedented and unparalleled in history. He couldn't help but wonder how Little Sword Tian could match him so closely. What kind of extraordinary experience did that kid have?

Apart from curiosity, there wasn’t much else to say. Unfortunately, the Demon Snake Fairy didn’t know the details either. It seemed he would need to be more cautious if he ever met Little Sword Tian in the future.

Next, Lin Xuan began to count his treasures. The Demon Snake Fairy’s wealth was truly impressive. Apart from the magic stones which had already reduced him by a notch, there were other valuable items as well.

With this, going to White Float City's Fu Family to purchase talismans would be even more confident.

Of course, the收获s from the Demon Flame Mountains were greater. After counting all his treasures and retracting the array flags, Lin Xuan flew out of his cave.

Then, he raised his right hand and pointed at a spot in front with his fingers. A whistling sound filled my ears as sharp sword energy burst forth, cutting fiercely towards the mountain peak before him.

A rumbling sound echoed like thunder, followed by a shower of shattered rocks. Soon, the entire mountain was flattened to the ground.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and strong winds blew away even the scattered stones.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan’s face showed approval.

With this, no more flaws should be revealed.

Thus, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning, vanishing in the distant horizon.

This time, there was no delay. Two days later, he finally approached White Float City.

The Demon Realm was vast, and compared to those cities with sages presiding over them, White Float City might not be much, but its reputation was still quite prominent.

It wasn't that White Float City itself was extraordinary; it was the families residing there that made a difference.

Fu Family!

In the Demon Realm, due to their expertise in crafting talismans, the Fu Family had gained considerable fame. It was said that the Fu Family's heritage dated back over ten thousand years, and countless experts in crafting talismans were found within its ranks. The talismans produced by this family far surpassed those sold on the market in terms of both rank and power, drawing many Demon Beasts to seek their purchase.

Lin Xuan had heard all this from Sage Ghost, who now held his life in his hands; he couldn't afford to lie.

Sage Ghost spoke highly of the Fu Family. However, seeing was believing. Now that White Float City was before him, Lin Xuan almost thought he had gone to the wrong place.

What met his eyes was merely a dilapidated earthen city.

It lacked any grandeur; it could be described as decrepit.

Moreover, this city was absurdly small, barely able to accommodate several hundred thousand residents. Compared to those cities that housed tens of millions or even hundreds of millions of people, they were in entirely different leagues.

Not only did the appearance of White Float City not impress Lin Xuan, but its proximity to a meager spirit vein also left him puzzled. The city had just one low-grade spirit vein stretching for several miles, running through it. Strictly speaking, this wasn't an ideal place for cultivation.

If it were merely a group of wandering cultivators or small families gathering here, it would be understandable. But the Fu Family was renowned, and they lived in such a desolate place—hadn’t their heads grown on the wrong side?

Lin Xuan had seen much, but before him now, he truly found himself perplexed. Unable to figure out what was going on, Lin Xuan summoned Sage Ghost's spirit.

"Haha, Master need not worry so much. The Fu Family chose this place for a purpose; in short, it’s all about crafting talismans."

"Crafting"

"Indeed, there is a place within White Float City where thousand-year stone gourds are abundant."

"Thousand-year stone gourds?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, his expression turning eager.

Stone gourds were considered special in the cultivation world. Those under two years old had no use. If they lasted for three or four years, they could be used as auxiliary materials for refining magical artifacts or crafting talismans.

Those over a thousand years old worked similarly but with far superior effects compared to those of less than a year.

As for ten-thousand-year stone gourds, they were rare treasures that couldn't be sought after. They also had another name: ten-thousand-year spirit gourd.

Lin Xuan's thoughts suddenly became lively.

The last bottle of ten-thousand-year spirit gourd he used up when facing the ancient demons from Heavenly Corpse Sect.

Lin Xuan had once considered finding stone gourds with shorter years, but his Azure Star Sea could purify materials and medicinal pills.

However, this time, he miscalculated.

It seemed that because stone gourds were liquid, purification was much more difficult.

Those under a year old didn’t need to say anything; even thousand-year stone gourds had some effect when purified, but one or two thousand years couldn't be turned into ten-thousand-year ones.

Lin Xuan failed multiple times in his attempts.

Later, he estimated that at least five thousand-year-old stone gourds were needed as raw materials for successful purification.

However, five thousand-year-old stone gourds had no restorative effects on one's cultivation power and could only be used as auxiliary materials for crafting talismans or refining magical artifacts.

From a practical standpoint, they weren’t significant.

But the rarity of an item didn't necessarily correlate with its value; it was all about quantity. Five thousand-year-old stone gourds were also rare treasures, but their limited utility meant that even if they appeared in the market, they wouldn’t fetch high prices. Even if some cultivators managed to obtain them, they would use them themselves, despite Lin Xuan’s view of it as a waste.

In other words, five thousand-year-old stone gourds were rare and difficult to find, making their search no less challenging than ten-thousand-year spirit gourds, perhaps even more so.

Otherwise, if he had the Azure Star Sea, he could have purified some for his own use. Knowing that magical battles required ten-thousand-year spirit gourds would be like having a god’s assistance.

Unfortunately, it was difficult to make something out of nothing. With his Azure Star Sea, Lin Xuan could only sigh in frustration. He didn’t expect to find such good fortune after searching so hard, and now he heard that White Float City produced thousand-year spirit gourds.

Although the exact year wasn't known, as long as the Fu Family was willing to settle here, there must be a considerable number of stone gourds. There should be some five thousand-year-old ones!
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Lin Xuan's face was filled with anticipation as he thought about this. His gaze swept over the desolate White Float City once more. The originally dilapidated city now looked quite pleasing to the eye.

Since Lin Xuan knew the whole story, there was no reason for him to linger here any longer. He transformed into a streak of startling light and flew towards White Float City.

Soon enough, he arrived. Only a few miles remained before reaching the city walls, but Lin Xuan did not feel any restrictions from the airspace. However, nearby demons spontaneously lowered their flight lights as a sign of respect for the house they were visiting.

As the saying goes: "When you give someone a gift, there must be something in return."

If one is indebted to another, it's only natural to show enough respect. White Float City was located in a remote area; apart from talismans and charms, there wasn't much else that could attract visitors.

Most demons here came for the Fu Family's talismans. Given this reason, they naturally wouldn't disrespect the Fu Family.

Following local customs, Lin Xuan didn’t want to draw attention to himself either. He slowed his flight light and landed, then used a lightness technique to walk towards the city gates.

Upon closer inspection, the entire city seemed neglected, with the gate showing signs of wear from countless years of wind and rain.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless. Even if he stayed here just for the thousand-year stalactites to refine talismans, the current state of the city could have been much better.

The Fu Family wasn’t short on funds; as a famous talisman-making family in the demon realm, selling talismans alone made them extremely wealthy.

Why was their residence so dilapidated? Lin Xuan found it hard to understand. However, this question didn't need much investigation since he had his own purpose for coming here. The quirks of the Fu Family were none of his concern.

Entering the city, what he saw was far more desolate than any other cultivation world city he had visited before, with buildings scattered sparsely.

Lin Xuan frowned as he prepared to release his divine sense when footsteps entered his ears. He turned around and saw a tall demon standing in front of him.

He looked sturdy but showed no signs of magical power. Like the situation in the spirit realm or human world, not all demons possessed the talent for cultivation; only a few could embark on this path. This guy was akin to an ordinary demon in the demon realm.

The demon seemed honest and respectful as he bowed to Lin Xuan.

"Greetings, sir. If I'm not mistaken, you must be visiting White Float City for the first time."

"Correct, so what of it?" Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Do you need a guide? Although I am just an ordinary demon, I've lived here for over twenty years. For one block of demon stone, I can provide many conveniences," the demon said with a bow.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded; this situation wasn't unfamiliar to him. In the spirit realm, humans would do similar work for cultivators as well. It was considered short-term employment.

Both parties benefited greatly—having someone familiar with the place could save a lot of time and effort. Lin Xuan didn’t mind one block of demon stone and agreed immediately.

With a wave of his sleeve, a black demon stone flew into his palm: "Take this gold. If you do well as my guide, I won't shortchange you."

"Thank you, sir. My name is Bull. You can call me Ah-Niu," the demon's face lit up with joy, knowing he had met a generous immortal master.

"Ah-Niu, did you come here to buy talismans?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Yes, sir. If you need ordinary ones, they are sold on the first and fifteenth of each month."

"The first and fifteenth? Why?"

"These days, the Fu Family holds a market where disciples sell their crafted talismans for daily cultivation needs. It's mutually beneficial. However, according to what I know, those who set up stalls usually belong to middle or lower ranks within the family, with limited power. Their talismans are not considered top-grade."

"But one cannot generalize," Lin Xuan said, his eyes flashing as he spoke.

"Sir, if you need ordinary talismans, they will be sold on these days. However, for premium ones, you won't find them in the market. But don’t worry; White Float City holds a grand talisman conference every ten years."

"Every ten years?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he realized he couldn't wait that long.

Bull, though seemingly crude, was quite perceptive and quickly understood Lin Xuan’s concern. He eagerly said, "Sir, you needn’t worry. The last grand talisman conference was nine years ago, so you only have to wait a year."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief, turning his worries into joy. If it were just one year, he could certainly wait. In good spirits, Lin Xuan took out another block of demon stone: "Here, take this as a reward."

"Thank you, sir," Bull was overjoyed and quickly accepted the gift. He then lowered his hands in anticipation of further instructions.

"In about a year, the grand talisman conference will be held. I wonder if there are any inns around White Float City?" Lin Xuan asked, supporting his chin as he spoke.

"Sir, do you plan to stay here during this time? Of course, no problem. Let me take you."

(Note: The last paragraph about the author's update status is not relevant to the story and has been omitted.)
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Lin Xuan's expenditure was generous, and the ox naturally became even more meticulous in his actions. Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan had already taken large steps toward the center of the city.

"Don't rush."

He stopped him and called over a carriage with a wave. In Bai Fu City, although there were no restrictions on flying, outsiders from the demon race rarely used their spiritual artifacts for transportation due to respect towards the host family. Consequently, many carriages pulled by magical beasts had emerged in the city.

These carriages were driven by creatures resembling spiders and could accommodate several people comfortably. The ox did not dare sit next to Lin Xuan but stood beside him with his hands clasped respectfully.

After a short while, they arrived. Just half a cup of tea later, the carriage stopped before a series of houses appeared in front.

Lin Xuan's expression turned disapproving as he scanned the scene. "This is rather too shabby."

Although Bai Fu City was desolate and dilapidated, one would expect at least some repairs for an inn that hosted outsiders. Did the Fuye family understand hospitality?

Though Lin Xuan inwardly scoffed, his demeanor remained calm on the surface.

Any initial doubts about having come to the wrong place were dispelled as he saw many demons entering and leaving. He decided not to dwell on it; a little shabbiness was fine since he had no intention of staying here for cultivation but merely for one year.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan remained composed, his sleeves fluttering slightly as several demon stones appeared, sending the ox away.

He then scanned the buildings before entering what seemed to be the largest one.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan emerged from inside with a black bone tile in hand, engraved with a series of numbers: 123. This was clearly his rented room.

Lin Xuan did not search each room individually but released his divine sense. He soon found something and walked towards the left front.

After another cup of tea, Lin Xuan arrived at a stone house.

This house was built from thick gray stones, which were familiar to him. Back when he first started on his cultivation path in Drifting Cloud Valley as a low-ranking disciple, he had lived in such houses. It seemed that time and circumstances had changed, but he still found himself in a similar situation in the Ancient Demon Realm.

Lin Xuan shook his head but did not dwell on it too much. He held the bone tile in his left hand and gently flicked it. A rumbling sound filled his ears as black light flickered, and the door of the stone house opened with a loud bang.

The room was brightened by the sudden light. It was about twenty square meters, spacious but extremely simple, containing only a table, a chair, and several cushions for meditation.

Lin Xuan stepped inside.

Such a humble abode had little to be tidied up. He casually took out an array flag and set it up around him. Though not particularly effective, it could serve as a warning system, which was enough.

He then pulled over another cushion and began meditating, though not for the purpose of cultivating his abilities in this unfamiliar place. It would be too risky to do so here.

Instead, he merely regulated his breath and slowly circulated the energy within him.

Though unsuitable for cultivation, time was not wasted. Such a level of meditation could still enhance his energy.

Time passed unnoticed as Lin Xuan walked around the inn. According to the ox, on the first and fifteenth days of each month, the Fuye family would host small exchange markets. Since he had nothing better to do, it wouldn't hurt to take a look. Moreover, he could assess the Fuye family's talisman-making capabilities.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan left his residence. Although he had been living a secluded life recently, gathering information about such events was not difficult.

In fact, many outsiders would not miss this day, and the number of ancient demons on the streets increased significantly. Following them led him to an open space where a long valley filled with strange flowers and plants could be seen.

The area was vast, covering over a hundred acres, and while there weren't as many people as in a crowded market, there were still many buyers and sellers haggling loudly.

Lin Xuan smiled; he did not see any fixed shops here. All the cultivators were setting up stalls.

This reminded him of his first time attending a market when he was just starting out. A thousand years had passed since then, and Lin Xuan felt a tinge of nostalgia. However, it wasn't the moment to dwell on such feelings.

He walked into the valley.

"Spirit talismans, spirit talismans! High-quality talismans for both attack and defense at great discounts. Buy in bulk and get an 80% discount."

"Come take a look, come see. Miss this market, miss this shop!"

"High-grade spirit talismans on sale, all sold at a loss."

The calls of the vendors filled his ears, leaving Lin Xuan speechless. Fortunately, such unrestrained ancient demons were few and far between; most Fuye family members were still diligently setting up their stalls.

Indeed, they were mostly low to mid-rank cultivators, with many in the condensation core and foundation establishment stages. The highest was at the yuanxian level. Lin Xuan even saw a few flexible spirit period cultivators.

Their strength gave an idea of how skilled they were in making talismans, though not exceptionally so. The stalls before them were mostly deserted.

The Fuye family might be ancient demons, but their appearance did not differ much from human cultivators; they looked decent enough. In contrast, the outsiders had a wide variety of appearances.

This was the general situation of the valley. With his strong divine sense, Lin Xuan quickly surveyed it and got a rough idea.

He then walked around leisurely in the valley with an indifferent expression.
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Lin Xuan didn't expect to find anything satisfactory here; he just wanted to test the strength of the Fu family in making talismans.

After wandering around, Lin Xuan nodded contentedly. "A name carries weight," he thought. Although none of the talismans in the valley caught his eye, compared to other cultivators at the same stage, the Fu family's craftsmanship was indeed outstanding. Despite seeing many rare and precious talismans that could not be found in regular markets, they were only valuable for low-stage cultivators like him.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't disappointed. While he didn’t find anything here, he looked forward to next year’s Great Talisman Fair.

With time still early, he leisurely strolled around when suddenly, a commotion caught his attention.

"Ha ha, Little Six, you're about to be expelled from the family; do you still have the heart to set up a stall here?"

"Hmph. The punishment of being expelled is already lenient compared to what should happen if it weren't for Uncle Senior's magnanimity. This brat should have had his soul extracted and refined."

"Indeed, if this boy hadn’t been so clumsy, Uncle Senior’s Heavenlypole star; one of the four cosmic directions in traditional Chinese cosmologyWater Demon Talisman wouldn’t have made a mistake. The losses caused by such an error would be enough to drown him alive."

"Enough! Little Six committed a grave mistake but is still part of our Fu family. We should not take advantage of the situation. Uncle Senior said he must leave White Float City within nine days, but there’s no mention of forbidding him from setting up a stall here. Little Six needs to sell some useless items; let us not make things difficult for him."

Another voice entered his ears, melodious as a yellow bird emerging from its nest.

"Yes, Third Sister," the voice replied.

Clearly, this woman held considerable authority. Her words caused the Fu family disciples to scatter like birds and beasts.

Lin Xuan scanned the area and found only some young cultivators at the Foundation Establishment stage, looking no more than seventeen or eighteen years old. Their cultivation levels were irrelevant.

The man setting up a stall in front was the subject of their ridicule. He appeared even younger, just a slight youth with a weak appearance.

Lin Xuan sighed. Today’s experiences truly stirred memories from his past, such as being mocked by many cultivators at the Drifting Cloud Valley due to his low cultivation and lack of spiritual root.

Back then, he was often used as a punching bag for so-called geniuses.

But times change, and now Lin Xuan was a revered High Stage Profound Mystery cultivator, while those who once mocked him had long turned to dust in their graves.

Thinking about the old friends from Drifting Cloud Valley, only the Fairy of the Clouds might still be alive. He wondered where Qin Yan was now after a thousand years.

With a slight sigh, Lin Xuan approached the stall of the young man.

The boy’s situation reminded him of his own past—unloved by both his grandfather and grandmother. Although he had only heard snippets, Lin Xuan understood that Little Six had made some grave mistake, leading to expulsion from the family. This was understandable given the harshness of the cultivation world and the inevitable conflicts within families.

Moved by nostalgia, Lin Xuan felt a desire to help this boy.

"Salutations, Senior. Tea… Do you need any particular talismans?" The young man’s face showed fear as he saw such a powerful figure. Although Lin Xuan had lowered his cultivation level, it was still beyond the boy's comprehension.

Such a high-level expert could bring either fortune or misfortune, which explained Little Six’s nervousness.

Even those who had mocked him earlier were now too scared to speak, realizing that this senior was not someone they could offend.

"Nothing, I just want to look at your talismans," Lin Xuan said calmly, trying not to scare the boy further.

"What's so interesting about Little Six’s talismans? He has no talent for making them; everything he makes is a mess," a nearby young man whispered, though even his voice was barely audible.

Lin Xuan frowned and glanced at him, causing the boy to tremble as if frozen in ice.

"Senior, please forgive me. My younger brother doesn’t understand. I will apologize on his behalf," the melodious voice came again, this time with a hint of urgency.

A young woman in a yellow dress stepped forward and bowed respectfully to Lin Xuan.

"Never mind. Go away; I want to buy something without any interruptions."

The boy’s discomfort vanished as he trembled from fear instead.

Eliminating these Foundation Establishment stage cultivators would be easy for Lin Xuan, but he didn’t need to. He wasn't a miser and knew the Fu family was not someone to trifle with.

"Yes, thank you, Senior," the girl bowed again. The other young men followed suit, quietly packing up their items before leaving.

"Don’t go."

Seeing Little Six start to pack his stall, Lin Xuan called out.

Little Six’s face showed confusion; he had more reasons to be scared! But the other young men paid him no mind, considering him a mere branch family member who had offended Uncle Senior and was expelled. Who would risk offending such a formidable senior for him?

Even if it were an elder from his own family, they would likely remain uninvolved.

Words can bring misfortune; after this incident, he wouldn’t interfere anymore.

As the footsteps faded away, only Lin Xuan and Little Six remained in that secluded corner.
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The young demon's voice, filled with reverence and fear, reached his ears. He could still speak, which proved that his courage was already quite commendable.

"Didn't I just say that I wanted to see what you're selling?" Lin Xuan spoke with a gentle smile. "Young man, your memory is too poor."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan actually knelt down and began checking the items on the young demon's stall.

The stall wasn't large, but it contained quite a variety of things. Besides two dozen talismans and strategies, there was also a small dagger-shaped magic artifact, several chunks of animal bones, half a pile of blank paper for drawing talismans, a small gourd, and a golden pen. There was also an unremarkable-looking book in a corner that appeared to be in poor condition.

"What is this?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly. He knew the value of a low-ranking cultivator's possessions; these were likely all he had. But what about those blank talisman papers and the golden pen? And why was there such a small gourd, which couldn't possibly hide anything from his powerful spiritual awareness—it was clear that it contained something like cinnabar.

"You are a disciple of the Fu Family," Lin Xuan said. "Why would you sell these materials for making talismans? Don't you plan to continue cultivating this art?"

The young demon's voice was filled with gratitude as he replied, "I apologize if I've offended you. As you heard earlier, I am a branch disciple of the Fu Family and lack the talent for making talismans. Recently, I made a grave mistake and was expelled from my family. If I were to continue cultivating this art, it would only hinder my progress."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding that it was indeed a wise choice. It's easy to say one should give up on something they're not naturally suited for, but few can truly do so. This young man had shown foresight.

"Thank you for your praise. But what exactly are you looking for? My talisman-making skills are nothing special, and my cultivation is too low. There might be nothing here that interests you," the young demon said honestly. He was meeting someone of such high rank without any pretense, which was unusual for him.

"Just browsing," Lin Xuan replied with a smile. "Don't lose heart. I had similar experiences in the past. Being expelled from your family is no shame; as long as you work hard, you can still carve out a new path."

The young man felt encouraged by these words and said, "Thank you for your encouragement. I will definitely try my best."

At this point, Lin Xuan knew there was no malice in his intentions, so he relaxed and showed more interest.

"Unfortunately, my cultivation is too low to find anything useful here."

Lin Xuan smiled. The items on the stall were indeed of low quality, but that was normal. If a cultivator at the Foundation Establishment stage had what he needed, it would be strange.

But just as this thought crossed his mind, Lin Xuan froze. "What is this?"

In reality, this question was only in his mind; his expression merely paused for a moment before returning to normal. In his hand was the unremarkable, even somewhat tattered old book from the corner of the stall.

He had casually flipped through it earlier but now found himself greatly alarmed.

Strictly speaking, Lin Xuan couldn't read the text on this book. Although he knew it was about talisman-making, the characters were unfamiliar to him.

But what mattered wasn't the text; it was the sigils—special symbols used in drawing talismans—and some finished talismans depicted within. One particular sigil looked familiar because Lin Xuan had studied that half-talisman countless times without progress. Seeing something identical now couldn't fail to excite him.

Could this be…? How could such a valuable item end up in the hands of a low-ranking cultivator?

"Where did you get this book?" Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but his expression remained casual.

"It wasn't clear where it came from. My grandfather found it by chance in an old ruin," the young demon replied.

"In an old ruin?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of thoughtfulness. "How powerful is your grandfather? Is he very accomplished?"

The young man blushed and said, "I apologize if I've offended you. In my family, we are not particularly talented. My grandfather only managed to reach the late Foundation Establishment stage when he found this book."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan nodded, concluding that his luck was good. But thinking about it, he had stumbled upon a blue Star Sea during his Flexible Spirit period, and his grandfather's acquisition of the book in the early Foundation Establishment stage didn't seem so strange.

"This book should contain talisman-making techniques. Your family is known for making talismans; why hasn't anyone from your elders seen it?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Of course they've seen it," the young demon replied honestly, "but no one could understand it. The Second Elder showed interest and spent years studying it but made no progress. He said it was a trick to deceive people, conflicting with common talisman-making techniques. Eventually, he returned it."

"If it's just a deception, why are you selling it?"

The young man blushed. "It is my fault. I thought… this might be useful," he stammered.

But before he could finish, Lin Xuan interrupted him. "I was only joking. I'll take this book."

"But, it isn't real talisman-making; it's just a deception," the young man said hesitantly.

"Then what? I'm willing to take not just this book but everything on your stall," Lin Xuan replied confidently. He waved his hand, and a bag of demon stones appeared before him.

"Do you see? This should be enough?"!
月初，求保底月票

Rain of Illusions knew that last month she hadn't been as diligent in updating, and there had been some family matters that intermittently affected her updates. She sincerely apologized for this. However, she promised to return to regular updates this new month.

She sincerely thanked all the fellow cultivators for their continued support. With a new month ahead, let's start anew together, and Rain of Illusions would continue to strive for better.

Words failed her, but she vowed to do her best.

A moment later,

Lin Chen did not hold back in his actions. The sheer magnitude of power within him was overwhelming. He wished he could release it all. Zhang Hong before him was the perfect target.

However, Ming Xuan ignored this and continued his stroll as if nothing had happened. He was just an ordinary person with no gold on his face; after a moment's curiosity, everyone naturally dispersed. Nevertheless, whispers about what transpired last night still echoed around.

"Chase!" The hooked-nosed man barked, sprinting at full speed. The lean monkey紧跟 behind him, almost using all his strength to run.

In the vast Mysterious Mountains, towering trees stood tall. Under a massive tree that required several people to encircle it, Lin Chen found a hidden cave. After cleaning out the dead leaves and mud inside, he could use this as a place for healing.

At this moment, his thoughts were clear. Simultaneously, his spirit perception cultivation soared, making a significant leap. Even his comprehension ability improved greatly; his mind moved more flexibly.

However, he still couldn't find a way to integrate his consciousness with his spiritual energy and perception. Every time he sat in meditation, it only refined his magical power and made his spellcasting more proficient. He wondered if he really needed to wait for Zhong Heng to refine the Breakthrough Pill before he could glimpse that sliver of truth.

After poisoning Zhang He, Yu River retreated. Soon after, a rumbling sound echoed as an ancient tomb emerged from the ground, appearing in front of everyone.

"Yah yah, no way! Cousin, how stupid are you? You don't even know what poison is! Ling'er thinks you're beneath her!" Xu Yuling pointed to her heart and mocked Gu Qing with disdain.

Yao Can can didn't mind; she rolled her eyes at Qin Jin before picking up some food and eating it without any reservations.

As soon as the words left her mouth, Master Chögyam waved his hand. The immense palm of Vairocana Buddha began to move again, pressing down directly onto the luminous Five-Colored祥云剑.

Ding Ruojin and Liang Xiao were used to such scenes, but Empress Dowager and Ye Weiyan found them rare and exciting; they didn't voice any objections.

The surrounding attacks grew more intense, like a tidal wave sweeping toward Ji Qingmeng's location.

What flashed through his mind was Lin Zhengyan chasing after him from the first day.

Seeing Ye Qian and Ye Qingxuan suddenly disappear, Tōyama felt utterly hopeless. His current state was truly one where he couldn't escape life or death; this might be a form of retribution for him.

The disparity in treatment was obvious to everyone who could see it—it was clear that they didn't consider Liu Zihuo and the others.

Not only did his appearance turn green, but even his saliva, tears, and blood had turned green as well.

Wu Shuang remained silent. He grew up with Red Ji, watching her happiness and sadness, seeing how she was excluded by her own family. He followed her to marriage, wandering from place to place. At eighteen years old, Red Ji had already become the matriarch of a region.

However, Lu Lingfeng's current status was unique; after the funeral ended, he would officially enter public service. Therefore, officials naturally looked at him differently.

"Surely it is her!" Cold Wuxun glanced at Liu'er, who lay not far away, struggling to breathe. Clearly, she was having difficulty breathing now.
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The young man's face was filled with shock as he hesitated, taking the bag from his pocket. He used his divine sense to scan it briefly and couldn't help gaping in disbelief. The number of魔stones inside far exceeded his imagination.

"Senior, this... is too much."

He swallowed hard, his expression strange. To say that he wasn't moved by such a generous gift would be a lie. As a low-ranking cultivator who had been expelled from his family, he needed these魔stones even more than anyone else. But to accept such an unexpected donation from a stranger senior was making him uneasy.

"Just take it," Lin Xuan said with a dismissive wave of his hand. "What's the point in all this talk?"

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, his sleeves fluttered and black light flashed past, retrieving everything on the young man’s stall first.

"Thank you, senior."

At this point, both reason and emotion dictated that the魔族 youth couldn't refuse any longer. After all, he did need these魔stones.

He quickly put away the bag and then knelt before Lin Xuan, bowing three times.

His gratitude was genuine; he had no idea what value the book held and still thought it was a piece of junk. He believed that this senior was pitying him by giving him so many魔stones.

"Never mind the formalities. Just work hard from now on. If we have any connection, maybe we'll meet again in the future."

Lin Xuan encouraged him before entering his cave. He didn't rest but went straight to the newly created training room, which was quite spacious—about twenty meters square.

His sleeves fluttered as he retrieved the old book that had belonged to the young man. His expression turned serious. Reaching into his waistband, a flash of light revealed an ornate jade box with several restriction talismans pasted on it. It wasn't to seal any treasures inside but to prevent his divine energy from leaking out.

Looking at the jade box, Lin Xuan's face was filled with nostalgia. He had obtained this treasure centuries ago when he was still a small合体期 cultivator before ascending to the Spirit Realm.

He flicked his fingers and the box lid opened with a soft "snap." Inside lay a talisman.

However, it was clearly a fragment of a larger talisman that someone had forcibly torn off. Despite its remaining vitality, it could only be used for research on talisman crafting rather than practical use.

The origin of this talisman alone would make any cultivator envious.

Lin Xuan had obtained it from Penglai Mountain. He had gone through great lengths to acquire it—this was a treasure left by an immortal. It was the Nine Heavens Divine Lady's transmitted talismans.

Even though broken, the value of such a treasure could not be underestimated. Lin Xuan had been studying this item secretly for many years but made no progress. Although he had some knowledge of talisman crafting, it was beyond his comprehension to fully understand an immortal’s treasure.

However, he couldn’t show it to anyone; otherwise, it would bring him great danger. If he could consult with a master in the Spirit Realm on talisman crafting, perhaps he could gain some insights.

Unexpectedly, after much effort, he had found this book at the Fu Family's trading fair.

Lin Xuan opened the old book and saw that one page contained a talisman identical to the fragment inside. Could this book also be from the Immortal Realm?

This was indeed a stroke of luck. He felt his heart fluttering with excitement.

If it truly came from the Immortal Realm, he didn't need to fully understand it; after all, one should always act within their limits. His hope was that he could gain some inspiration and use this talisman. Even if it was just a fragment, as something left by the Nine Heavens Divine Lady, its power would be immense.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan held the talisman with one hand while flipping through the book with his other, immersing himself deeply to begin understanding it carefully.

Though he couldn't read the text, there might still be subtle clues.

Days passed as Lin Xuan didn’t return to his residence in White Float City. He only went occasionally on exchange days when he returned home.

Unfortunately, there was no further progress. This was normal; finding a book from the Immortal Realm was already an extraordinary stroke of luck. It wouldn't happen again and again.

Contentment was key.

A year passed quickly.

One day, thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan emerged from his cave.

His face showed some satisfaction. Although he hadn’t been able to use the fragment talisman, his research had made significant progress.

He left his cave because the Great Talisman Conference was about to begin. He had come to White Float City specifically for rare talismans. There was no reason not to attend such an opportunity.

As for studying this ancient book, he could put it on hold; there were more pressing matters at hand.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew towards White Float City.

The city remained desolate as before. A year had passed, but nothing significant had changed. The only difference was the increasing number of魔族 cultivators from all directions.

The Great Talisman Conference wasn’t held every day; it happened once every ten years. And since the Fu Family's talisman crafting techniques were renowned, many cultivators with some standing would come to see what treasures might be available.

Talismans could save lives in critical moments, so their value was obvious.

This time, Lin Xuan didn’t hide his cultivation level as there were too many high-ranking cultivators present. He found several洞玄期 existences on the way, so why should he continue hiding?

Lin Xuan walked confidently with the other魔族 towards White Float City.

Soon, they arrived at the city center where a large open space was located. However, this wasn’t where the conference took place; two Fu Family guides stood there instead.

Beside them was a stone tablet covered in inscriptions.

The young man recognized the script and read it out loud: anyone could enter for three thousand魔stones.

"Three thousand兰千魔stones?"

Lin Xuan smiled. The Fu Family really made good business from this conference; they could earn a lot just by selling entry tickets.

Although slightly expensive, most of the cultivators here were at least in the元婴 stage, so they wouldn’t mind paying. No one complained.

After paying the magic stones, he received a token from a Fu Family guide. Lin Xuan injected some divine energy into it and it exploded with a loud bang, creating a shimmering portal before his eyes.

He stepped through without hesitation, stepping into an aromatic world. He walked along winding paths to reach a vast open space where immortal cranes were cooing and maidens were dancing gracefully.

This place was nothing like the desolate White Float City; it looked more like an earthly paradise.

Many ancient魔族 who had just arrived were surprised as well.

"This is the White Float胜境, right? The legends are true," a voice said.

"Legends? What legends?" another tall魔族 asked.

"How can you not know, Brother Pig? This place used to be barren. The Fu Family settled here because of the thousand-year stone stalactites which were very beneficial for talisman crafting. While talismans brought the Fu Family great wealth, this place was too desolate and the magic veins were poor, offering no benefits for cultivation. Staying here had its pros and cons. However, the ancestors of the Fu Family weren’t ordinary; they used secret techniques to create a small space and transplanted magic veins from elsewhere over ten thousand years. They turned it into a paradise-like existence, which is what people call White Float胜境."
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So that's how it is." Lin Xuan had heard about the White Floating Realm's reputation here in Drifting Cloud Valley for a year, but not in great detail. The Fu Family's main hall was indeed located within this Immortal Dwelling, no wonder the White Floating City was in such a state of neglect; they were clearly uninvolved.

The murmurs and discussions filled his ears as he gained a new perspective on the Fu Family through their words.

The number of魔族 arriving at the vast field was significant—thousands had already gathered. Their appearances varied greatly, some looking no different from human cultivators, while others were far more bizarre than beasts. Lin Xuan even saw several creatures with two heads and four arms.

Their cultivation levels were also impressive; nearly all who attended this Ten Thousand Talisman Conference were high-ranking魔族 above the婴 stage, with many at the合 stage. About ten percent were at the洞玄 level.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but carefully observed his surroundings. Suddenly, a surprised exclamation caught his attention, filled with disbelief.

"Old Patriarch Yanshan and Senior Yanshan have also come to participate in the Ten Thousand Talisman Conference?"

"What? Really?"

"Is it true?"

The exclamations echoed as魔族 hundreds of feet ahead began to stir.

Lin Xuan turned his head and couldn't help narrowing his eyes. Among the ancient魔, one figure stood out particularly.

It was an old man with a slender build and a grotesquely ugly face; yet, the aura he emitted was shocking—a Divination Stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan had heard of Old Patriarch Yanshan's reputation before. While he couldn't say for distant places, within this vast area, he was well-known as a formidable魔头. It was said that he hadn't left his place in nearly a thousand years, supposedly to cultivate an incredibly powerful magic art.

Could it be that the magic art had finally succeeded and allowed him to come out? Lin Xuan's mind raced but didn't pay too much attention; after all, he had no grudge with Old Patriarch Yanshan. Whether or not he came here was irrelevant to him. Besides, his strength had greatly improved since then—the Nine Palaces Rejoicing Sword was already completed, and with the help of Silver Winged Corpse King, facing a Divination Stage cultivator wouldn't be as humiliating as before.

He casually glanced at Old Patriarch Yanshan's face and quickly turned away.

As time passed, more魔族 arrived in the vast field. Lin Xuan roughly counted them; they had reached nearly ten thousand.

Fortunately, the field was spacious enough to avoid feeling crowded. However, there were no signs of Fu Family cultivators. The reactions of the other魔were vastly different—those who had never been here before mostly showed dissatisfaction and even complained incessantly. Those who had seen the Ten Thousand Talisman Conference before remained calm and composed.

Lin Xuan's cultivation in breathing control far surpassed that of his peers, so he wasn't anxious about the Fu Family cultivators not appearing; there must be a reason. After all, the conference only opened every ten years, and they wouldn't leave their visiting friends out here. Patience would yield results.

Half an hour passed, but no more魔族 arrived. Then, from afar, the sound of drums and gongs reached his ears.

Lin Xuan followed the sound with his gaze, as did the other魔. In the distance, spatial ripples suddenly appeared, and a door materialized before their eyes.

The door was enormous—over seven or eight dozen feet wide—and an ancient and heavy voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The door opened with a loud bang, followed by a flash of light that created a rainbow bridge connecting it to the vast field. From afar, it looked like a bridge.

Fu Family cultivators began to emerge from this rainbow bridge, walking towards them en masse.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle; the Fu Family really had the patience for such theatrics. However, he had to admit that their strength was formidable—five thousand or more魔族 walked down the bridge, all above the婴 stage, with many at the合 and洞玄 stages. There were no Divination Stage cultivators in sight.

Of course, this didn't mean there weren't any Divination Stage cultivators among them; according to Lin Xuan's knowledge, the Fu Family had two Supreme Elders, but they usually wouldn't get involved in such matters.

With the arrival of the Fu Family cultivators, the Ten Thousand Talisman Conference began.

Lin Xuan, despite his seclusion over the past year, knew the conference's process. It was divided into two parts: the first three days were for free trade, while the final auction would be hosted by the Fu Family and feature many precious talismans.

While the final auction seemed more important on the surface, in reality, the free trade could yield significant rewards if one had something that caught the Fu Family's attention. Lin Xuan wandered around the vast field, observing without knowing what talismans each of the Fu Family cultivators possessed. Knowing that even those skilled in talisman-making had their specialties, some focused on defensive talismans, others on offensive ones, and a few were more interested in specialized talismans.

With different focuses, the effects of the talismans they crafted varied greatly. Lin Xuan wasn't an expert in talisman-making but came here to acquire them for his own benefit. He didn't care about their attributes; he wanted to collect as many types as possible for future use.

With three full days of free trade, Lin Xuan was not rushed. He would first observe and familiarize himself with the situation before making a decision—acting after careful planning was always wise.

His hands moved slowly across the vast field as time passed. Two hours later, he walked on with an extremely satisfied expression. It hadn't been in vain to wait for a year; this Ten Thousand Talisman Conference had not disappointed him. He initially just wanted to familiarize himself and casually browse but ended up collecting several satisfactory talismans. From this, he was sure he could find enough of what he needed.

As he thought, a sudden argument caught his attention. Lin Xuan turned his head and saw a circle of ancient魔 surrounding something in the distance.
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And two figures were arguing excitedly.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and stepped past them.

"Impossible, this item is useless to me. If you want my talisman, bring something else."

"This is the seed of Demon Heart Grass; it's worth more than enough for your worthless piece of paper."

"Seed of Demon Heart Grass?"

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he heard that. Not really? After all his efforts, this was a stroke of luck. He didn't know about Demon Heart Grass, but to Lin Xuan, it was a dream come true. This claim wasn’t exaggerated; the seed of Demon Heart Grass was one of the key ingredients for refining Spirit Splitting Pills.

He had originally come to the Fu Family to find talismans, but now he had stumbled upon such a treasure by chance. There was no way Lin Xuan would miss this opportunity. He quickened his steps and approached.

In front of him stood an unremarkable stall. A middle-aged demon with a protruding horn on his forehead was standing there. His appearance was similar to that of human cultivators, except for the half-foot-long horn on his forehead, which made him look comical and absurd.

However, appearances can be deceiving. This seemingly ordinary man was actually an ancient demon at the Profound Stage, a formidable opponent indeed.

Usually, such beings would not show their emotions, but this one seemed agitated, spitting out words harshly.

Lin Xuan turned his head to look at the stall owner on the side. He looked much more ordinary; he wore tattered clothes and had unkempt hair and beard. His face was ugly, a small-eyed old man.

Though his cultivation level was only at the Separation Stage, far below that of the horned ancient demon, there was no fear in his eyes.

This was understandable. Although the Great Talisman Fair allowed free movement and flexible trading rules, one had to agree with both parties willingly; forced transactions were not tolerated.

So, the stall owner was fearless.

The horned ancient demon, despite his fierce appearance, seemed to understand this point. Thus, he spoke but did not dare to really act on it.

As for the other ancient demons watching from the sidelines, they had come just to watch and see what kind of talisman could be so valuable that a Profound Stage existence would want it at all costs.

Since the stall owner hadn't revealed the talisman yet, more and more ancient demons gathered around to guess its nature.

"Exactly how much do you need in order to exchange your talisman with me? How about two million demon stones?" The demon seemed anxious as his agitated voice reached Lin Xuan's ears.

"It doesn’t matter how many demon stones you offer; I only want the spirit bone of a Thunder Phoenix Bird, and no other conditions apply," the stall owner remained indifferent. His cold voice echoed in their ears.

"What?"

The horned ancient demon was both shocked and angry. A Profound Stage existence was already formidable, but he had always been flattered by others' compliments; this was his first time being so humiliated. He wanted to use a treasure to kill the stall owner, but could only think about it due to his rage.

Someone among the watching demons called out: "Hey, what kind of talisman is it? Show us."

"Right, in an exchange fair, there's no need to hide anything,"

"Yeah, show us!"

The crowd began to urge him. Finally, the stall owner raised his head and said, "Alright."

He was a man of few words, but at that moment, everyone had no interest in hearing what he would say; they wanted to see this magical talisman.

He reached into his belt and pulled out a square wooden box. Opening it, he took out the talisman inside.

The ancient demons widened their eyes, but even Lin Xuan, who was well-versed in talisman-making, couldn’t spot anything special about the talisman. It looked dull and unremarkable. Only the horned man swallowed hard, staring intently at the talisman as if he wanted to snatch it.

"This Talisman of Heaven and Earth Blood Demon is made from the blood of ninety-nine types of beasts, carefully drawn. However, it’s not an offensive or defensive talisman; for ordinary cultivators, it has no use. But for a Saint Race cultivator practicing blood attribute techniques, using this talisman during breakthroughs can increase their chances by about twenty percent."

"What?"

This statement left the watching ancient demons stunned. Even Lin Xuan was speechless. He knew that one could take spirit pills to break through bottlenecks, but he had never thought that talismans could also be beneficial.

He really had been ignorant before.

The watching demons were all excited; a twenty percent increase in breaking through bottlenecks? What kind of concept was this? Anyone who wasn’t a fool would understand. Even for special attribute magic arts, such items were rare and valuable. The horned demon seemed too stingy to offer two million demon stones; no wonder the stall owner refused.

However, the next words from the stall owner changed their minds: "Of course, this talisman’s effect is limited—it only works on cultivators below the Separation Stage."

"What? Below the Separation Stage?"

The ancient demons were surprised at first but quickly lost interest. Many turned to leave. The remaining ancient demons wondered, "If that's so, why does this Profound Stage existence want it so urgently?"

At that moment, the horned demon spoke up. He bowed and said sincerely, "Dear friend, my son has been stuck at the middle-stage of元婴 for a long time; I've tried many spirit medicines without success. Your talisman would be like nectar to him. How much do you want in exchange? Or, if you don’t sell it, I'll give you this Demon Heart Grass seed and add two million crystal stones. What do you think?"

The surrounding ancient demons gasped. This guy had really spent a fortune. Lin Xuan nodded; there were no parents who didn't love their children, even ancient demons. Clearly, he was making a loss to help his son advance.

The horned demon was in a hurry because the stall owner had already revealed the talisman. If he didn’t act quickly, someone else might take it away.
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As a Dharmic Realm demon, he still had some grace.

He asked himself if he was being sincere enough. This could be seen from the reactions of those ancient demons around him.

The seed of the Spirit Grass was already an item of considerable value. Adding two million demon stones made it more than sufficient to exchange for this talisman.

However, thestall ownerwas a character who defied common sense. Despite such tempting conditions, his expression remained lifeless and cold as he said, "No, I've stated that unless you can offer me the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix, any other condition is in vain."

"You..."

The ancient demon from the Dharmic Realm was both shocked and angry. The other party was being overly harsh, but he dared not show his anger here in this White Floating Scenery. He was almost suffocating with frustration.

"Is it true that you have the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix? I could exchange it for your hand-held Heaven and Earth Blood Demon Talisman," Lin Xuan said calmly.

Thestall owner's half-open eyes widened as he finally showed interest, "Indeed, if you can offer me this talisman in exchange for the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix, would you be willing to make such a trade?"

"Brother, you're joking. Isn't it true that exchanging items should depend on their value? As long as you have what I need, I'll naturally be willing to swap the talisman with you. However, before we do so, you must first let me inspect the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix," the old man said with a smile.

"Is it because you fear that I might deceive you?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed some displeasure, but his actions were clear and unambiguous. He flicked his sleeve, and a wooden box flew out, then he handed it to the other party in an open manner.

The old man naturally didn't hesitate either. He took the wooden box with both hands, opened the lid with a snap, and his eyes couldn't move from what was inside.

Inside the wooden box was a bird's spirit bone, about a foot long. Although it looked like a bone, it was as white as jade, covered in swirling electric arcs that were deep purple. The spiritual energy contained within was enough to catch one's attention.

"Indeed, this is the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix."

The old man's expression changed from indifference to great joy.

Of course, this is indeed the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix," Lin Xuan thought to himself. He knew his treasure best.

The Thunderbird Phoenix was a demon with lightning attributes. Its strength might not be extraordinary, but it had one significant advantage: its accompanying lightning power was pure and unparalleled. This made it invaluable for cultivators who practiced lightning techniques.

However, such demons were rare, making them hard to capture. By chance, Lin Xuan encountered one in the Fiery Mountain Range.

Lin Xuan knew about the benefits of the Thunderbird Phoenix from his early days in the demon realm when he read numerous ancient texts. He couldn't miss an opportunity and took action to capture it, extracting its spirit bone. Now, it had finally found a use.

"Since you've confirmed that this is indeed the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix, can I now exchange your Heaven and Earth Blood Demon Talisman for it?"

"Haha, naturally, there's no problem," the old man from the Fu family was overjoyed to get what he wanted. He kept smiling as he took out a wooden box from his pocket, which contained exactly the Heaven and Earth Blood Demon Talisman.

The exchange was complete. Although some minor issues arose during the process, overall it went smoothly. Both parties got what they needed. The old man left contentedly, while Lin Xuan had other plans but didn't show them on the surface before turning away.

With the main party gone, the other ancient demons naturally wouldn't stay here either and left one by one.

Only the long-horned demon was unwilling to leave. Parental love knows no bounds; his affection for his son was the same whether he was an ancient demon or a human cultivator.

Despite his considerable strength, higher-grade ancient demons had weaker reproductive abilities. He had many concubines but only one precious son.

Moreover, his son wasn't a wastrel; he trained diligently, but due to poorqualification, he remained at the middle-stage of theyuan yinperiod for years. He collected countless spiritual pills and herbs but couldn't help him break through.

The life span of anyuan yinwas just a thousand years. If he delayed any longer, his chances of advancing to the Separation Stage were slim.

As a father, how could this demon not be anxious? After sifting through numerous ancient texts, he finally found that his son was practicing a blood attribute cultivation technique. With a Heaven and Earth Blood Demon Talisman, the success rate of breaking through the bottleneck would increase by 20%.

However, obtaining such a specialized talisman was extremely difficult. The market had none, and after many failed attempts at secret shops and auctions, he finally came to the Fu family in hopes of luck.

Despite his low expectations, the Great Talisman Conference proved significant. Just as it began, he found what he needed. His joy was evident.

But good things take time. The owner of this talisman was a peculiar individual who only accepted the spirit bone of the Thunderbird Phoenix for exchange. Despite offering many times more, he remained unmoved. In the White Floating Scenery, he couldn't act either, watching helplessly as another cultivator took away the Heaven and Earth Blood Demon Talisman.

His frustration was understandable, but his concern for his son's advancement made him unwilling to give up. He followed Lin Xuan closely.

Lin Xuan pretended not to notice this until after a cup of tea had passed. Turning around with displeasure, he said, "I don't know you well, yet you've been following me. What is your intention? Do you wish to harm me?"

"I apologize for the misunderstanding; I have no such thoughts," the long-horned demon said warmly as he clasped his hands in greeting. He had a favor to ask and wasn't from a low-rank saint race, but rather a Dharmic Realm existence like Lin Xuan.

"Is there something you need to discuss with me? Do you wish to exchange that talisman for your son?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, getting straight to the point. He had seen him earlier; pretending not to know would raise suspicions.

"Yes, my son indeed needs this talisman. If you can part with it, I will certainly pay a satisfactory price," the long-horned demon said sincerely.

"Haha, your love for your son touches me. However, that talisman is also of great use to me," Lin Xuan said, deliberately holding back.
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Recently, both the recommendation votes and monthly votes were quite scarce. Huan Yu knew it was her fault for not updating enough last month, but there had been family matters that she couldn't control.

Huan Yu said that this month would be better. She started with four updates on the first day, but the monthly votes weren't responding well. Well, it was her mistake, but recommendation votes shouldn't be so low either. In recent weeks, even the category recommendation list wasn't moving up. Huan Yu felt a mix of anxiety and frustration.

Indeed! Since that incident downstairs where they were blamed unjustly by Aunt Lu, their good feelings towards her had completely disappeared. A kind old lady who could smear dirt on an innocent girl was anything but genuine.

Alright! Before Sword Eight could finish his puzzled words, a familiar voice suddenly rang out from the corner of Huan Yu's vision.

"Something happened, something happened, don't you know?" Zhang Brother's voice was loud enough for Huan Yu to hear clearly beside him.

Would modern people find zombies unfamiliar? How many still felt confused when they heard about them?

More checkpoints appeared on the road as Wang Zhe instructed his team to leave their weapons in the car. "You suspect someone brought Ebola virus into the country and spread it among the citizens of Heavenly Dynasty? But Ebola doesn't turn people into zombies; TV has shown that."

The two girls, who had just heard similar words, were slightly taken aback.

Her name is Bu Qi Ting, a daughter from a listed multinational conglomerate. She came to negotiate business with Mo Yihan on behalf of her father.

Dream妖 looked puzzled at Shizhi. Having never seen humans before, she couldn't understand what an精灵球 was.

This hired group not only protected Jiuzhongtian Group's interests during the chaotic heavenly environment but also stood ready to participate in this great calamity.

Seeing the two about to fight, Jiang Bo was dumbfounded. What situation was this? As a professional, he knew that calling out "Halt" in a comedy theater didn't mean chaos; it meant support. He was puzzled as well—why would they still argue over this?

Uniting for warmth, working together, and building a united front. Liu Jie used one story after another, even experiments, to brainwash... cough, educate and guide.

"In five years, Xuan'er didn't truly go to pay respects at her father's grave; she went—went—" Lin Xuanchen took several deep breaths before finally uttering the four taboo words in the court and among the江湖.

Baili didn't know that Jin Buhan had considered so much in such a short time. As Zhou Dong forcibly dragged her out of the room, Baili could only look at the freshly brewed fragrant tea with tears in her eyes.

The沸腾血泉 gained spirit, and red water dragons rose from it, wreaking havoc around the altar.

"How is that possible," Selena's eyes showed disbelief as she stared at Tang Tian, who had turned his released bullets into snowflakes.

During their conversation, Shangguo set down the strategy for dealing with Dongsheng神州 in the future. In fact, these strategies were already decided long ago; today was just a review.

"The city is not yet breached, but the golden medal has arrived." As Ten Cups finished his sentence, silence like an evening sunset enveloped them both.

In exchange for restoring her vitality, Sang Qing's arm was almost entirely embedded in the tree trunk. She didn't resist at all, instead closing her eyes again as if this were exactly what she had hoped for.

The sky gradually brightened. In that night, Du Qiu reclaimed over seventy surviving fairy maidens. Among these new members, three were peak powerhouses, while the rest were ranked between封号强者的 levels.
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"Lin Xuan knows that asking a friend to part with something is rather demanding. However, this matter concerns my son's advancement. No matter what, I won't give up. If we can't act in the White Floating Scenic Area, but if we leave this place..."

"How so? Are you threatening me?" Lin Xuan chuckled in surprise.

"No, every word I speak is true and there's no threat involved. I just want to make it clear that I'm determined to obtain this Space-Time Blood Demon Talisman. You must also not wish to conflict with a peer-level cultivator. Why don't we take a step back? If you're willing to transfer the talisman, any conditions can be met."

Moved by parental affection, Lin Xuan didn't need to act coy anymore. He rubbed his forehead and showed some contemplative expression. The ancient demon stood anxiously beside him, eagerly awaiting their discussion.

"Alright, since you are so sincere, I have no reason to refuse," Lin Xuan said.

"Thank you." The ancient demon was overjoyed and bowed deeply towards Lin Xuan.

"But this Space-Time Blood Demon Talisman is also very useful for me. You've taken it, so some form of compensation will be necessary," Lin Xuan said seriously. His nature allowed him to seek more benefits whenever possible.

"Haha, that's natural. Just tell me what you need and I'll try my best to accommodate your request as long as it isn't too much." The horned demon laughed bitterly. He was now a fish in a butcher's hands, with no choice but to be slaughtered. It was clear he would have to pay dearly this time.

"Don't worry, I'm not someone who doesn't know when to stop. Let's find a private room and discuss it thoroughly. I also have some matters to consult you on," Lin Xuan said.

"Consult me?" The horned demon was surprised, feeling like a blind man in the dark.

Since he had something to ask of Lin Xuan, he couldn't refuse anything. So they walked towards one of the side pavilions.

Although called a side pavilion, these buildings were actually extremely luxurious.

On the west side, there were several small rooms for rent. These secret chambers were designed specifically for transactions between cultivators, who generally didn't want their dealings to become public knowledge. If such matters needed to be discussed privately, temporary use of such rooms was required.

Of course, it wasn't free.

In front of each room, a carved demon's head could be seen with its fangs exposed and wide-open mouth. Beside it were inscriptions: two hours for ten pieces of magic stones.

"The Fu family really knows how to do business," Lin Xuan smiled. He didn't care about the small fee and reached into his belt. Black light flashed, revealing several magic stones that he placed in the demon's head.

The door creaked open as they entered the room without hesitation.

Not only did the door close automatically, but a layer of light shield appeared outside the room, though not a powerful restriction, it effectively prevented eavesdropping.

Though small, the interior was extraordinarily elegant. Fine redwood furniture was placed inside and Lin Xuan sat down comfortably on one of the chairs.

"Brother Lu, please sit."

Lin Xuan gestured with his hand.

The horned demon nodded and took a seat opposite him.

However, unlike Lin Xuan's calm demeanor, he appeared quite anxious: "Brother Lin, what do you need?"

"I need the seeds of Magic Heart Grass first," Lin Xuan said. The purpose behind this was to create some suspense.

"Magic Heart Grass seeds are no problem." The horned demon agreed readily. He had planned on using these as a trade for the Space-Time Blood Demon Talisman.

"What else do you require, Brother Lin? How about I add two million... no, three million magic stones."

"I'm not rich, but I still have some accumulated magic stones, so there's no need," Lin Xuan said.

"Then what do you need?"

Lin Xuan didn't say much and waved his sleeve. A flash of spiritual light appeared as he tossed over a jade cylinder.

The horned demon took it and delved into its contents with his divine sense.

Inside was a long list of various plants.

"Cloud Dragon Flower, Seven-Colored Grass, Shameful Fruit,look upon Lotus..."

The horned demon's expression changed. He looked up and his face turned grave: "Brother Lin, what is your intention? These are considered heavenly treasures. Although I need the Space-Time Blood Demon Talisman, isn't this too much?"

"I'm just providing a list," Lin Xuan said calmly. "I don't mean to exchange everything on it. You only need to provide one of these plants and add Magic Heart Grass seeds, then I can trade you for the Space-Time Blood Demon Talisman."

"Just one of them?" The horned demon's expression eased upon hearing this.

"Yes, just one will do," Lin Xuan said. He was testing his luck; if the other party could get the Magic Heart Grass seeds, they might have a way to obtain other spirit herbs as well.

Of course, if the other party couldn't meet his demands, he would still trade with them but under different conditions. Regardless of the outcome, Lin Xuan's nature ensured that he would only gain and not lose.

"If it's just one plant, I can try, though I have no absolute confidence. Moreover, I don't have such spirit herbs in my possession; I need some time to find them," the horned demon said after a moment of thought.

"How long will you need?"

"Fastest seven or eight years, slowest ten years."

"There's no problem. Let's wait until Brother Lu finds those plants and then we can trade." Lin Xuan remained expressionless.

"But..."

"Why rush? Even if your young master is stuck at a bottleneck for over a decade, I believe I can wait. My mind is made up; you don't need to say more. You won't be able to force me into using the Space-Time Blood Demon Talisman even after leaving the White Floating Scenic Area. If you try, I'll destroy it first."

By this point, even if the horned demon was unwilling, he had no other choice. Lin Xuan's words were reasonable; a decade of delay could be endured by his son.

"Alright, take this Parent-Child Ten Thousand Mile Talisman. Even across thousands of mountains and rivers, it can transmit messages. Once I find what you need, I'll notify you. Until then, the talisman..."

"Don't worry, Brother Lu, I will keep this talisman safe. As long as you bring me what I need, I'll offer it to you willingly," Lin Xuan's voice echoed.

Since they had reached an agreement, there was no point in delaying any further. They exited the private room together.
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This unexpected收获 left Lin Xuan quite pleased. Although the Longhorned Demon Clan was not entirely confident in their chances, Lin Xuan's sharp eyes knew that they were merely unwilling to be too open about it.

Indeed, his luck had been good. With two plant specimens from this demon and the materials he would obtain from the Medicine King Valley, along with the Essence Cleansing Pills, he could almost gather everything needed.

This trip through Demon World was far easier than expected.

However, Lin Xuan did not slack off. He continued to search for what he needed in the vast market.

Despite all going smoothly so far, who knew what might happen in the cultivation world? It would be wise to collect as many treasures as possible.

The haggling voices filled the air, and it was truly a bustling scene.

Lin Xuan turned his head from time to time, carefully scanning for items he needed.

Suddenly, his steps halted before one stall. The stall displayed a stack of talismans, with nearly a hundred pieces. The demon energy emanating from them was considerable; if his judgment was correct, they were likely of the Profound Void level.

The Demon Talisman Conference really did offer fine products like these.

How much do you sell these talismans for?

Lin Xuan slowly knelt down and scanned over the talismans before speaking up.

No demon stones. You want these talismans? Then you must provide me with the materials I need, or else no exchange.

A clear voice echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan looked up to see a fair-looking woman of about twenty-seven or eight years old. Her appearance and figure were both excellent, and her cultivation level was not weak; she was at the middle Profound Void stage.

Oh, what materials do you need?

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her with an extremely calm voice.

Of course, Lady, take them if you wish.

In stark contrast to his cautious counterpart, Lin Xuan appeared generous and dignified. Without hesitation, he handed over the items in his hand.

The fair woman quickly extended her hands, taking them with a mix of hope and anxiety as she examined them closely.

She checked their color, smelled their scent, and released her divine sense to scrutinize them...

After a full quarter of an hour, she finally raised her head, looking satisfied.

"Indeed, it's a variant Scorpion Tail Rat, and at the Profound Void中期 stage. I wonder how you managed to hunt such a creature. And its fur is so well-preserved."

The woman was clearly surprised. As a high-ranking cultivator of the Fu Family, she recognized quality when she saw it. Her eyes widened as she stared intently at Lin Xuan's treasure.

After a moment, she swallowed and asked in a more friendly tone: "Martial Artist, can you appraise this item for me?"

Of course not a problem, Lady.

Lin Xuan was generous and straightforward, handing over the items without hesitation.

The fair woman quickly took them with a mix of hope and anxiety. She carefully examined them—checking their color, smelling their scent, and using her divine sense to scrutinize them...

After a full quarter of an hour, she finally raised her head, looking satisfied.

"Indeed, it's a variant Scorpion Tail Rat at the Profound Void中期 stage. I wonder how you managed to hunt such a creature. And its fur is so well-preserved."

Apart from curiosity, her praise was genuine. The Scorpion Tail Rat was formidable and skilled in evasive maneuvers; among high-level demons, it was considered one of the most difficult prey.

Defeating it was easy, but hunting it was nearly impossible.

However, the Scorpion Tail Rat's fur was highly useful for crafting talismans. Even with several Profound Void existences working together to hunt this creature, they often failed due to its evasive skills.

Even if successful, the difficulty in controlling the creature during a hunt frequently damaged its fur, reducing its value significantly.

Moreover, as a variant, it was worth at least double that of a regular one.

How did you manage to catch such a creature? Could there be a powerful old monster backing you?

The fair woman pondered this but would not voice her doubts. Inquiring about another cultivator's secrets was taboo, and she would not make such mistakes.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. With Little Furball around, these minor demons were mere trifles.

This Scorpion Tail Rat fur was nearly flawless; at market value, it could fetch fifty Profound Void-level attack talismans.

Indeed, Lin Xuan nodded. The price was about what he had estimated, and the woman did not seem to be overcharging.

Do you have any more similar Scorpion Tail Rats? Even if they are imperfect, I'm willing to pay a high price for them, Lady.

Of course, there must be more.

There were, but...

But what?

The fair woman was nervous.

I fear you don't have enough talismans to exchange. Lin Xuan spoke half-jokingly.

What? The fair woman was stunned before her expression turned exuberant and then a bit suspicious: Do you really have many Scorpion Tail Rats' furs, even with imperfections?

Yes, but do you have enough talismans for the exchange? Lower-level ones are not needed; at least Profound Void level. Offensive or defensive, it doesn't matter.

Lin Xuan spoke again.

How many furs do you have?

Thirty?

What, thirty?

The fair woman almost thought she had heard wrong. After Lin Xuan repeated himself, she finally confirmed it, but her expression remained skeptical.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan withdrew a storage bag from his sleeves and threw it out.

The fair woman quickly caught it and delved into its contents with her divine sense. Soon, she raised her head, looking both surprised and delighted, though more in shock.

Indeed, he had not lied; there were thirty furs.

These were all Lin Xuan's收获 from the Demon Flame Mountains. Although he did not show his wealth, he was here to exchange for treasures, so he could not hide anything.

Do you have enough Profound Void-level talismans?

I don't, but the Fu Family does. If you're willing, I can gather some and meet you here tomorrow. How about it? The woman spoke eagerly, fearing Lin Xuan would refuse.

Sure, what's the exchange ratio...

You can rest assured; with so many valuable items from your family, I will not let you suffer any loss. We'll discuss the exact numbers tomorrow.

Fine.

Lin Xuan was straightforward as well and agreed to meet here tomorrow before parting ways.

Lin Xuan did not linger in the market. With a successful exchange, he had enough talismans for his trip to the Medicine King Valley. Quality mattered more than quantity; there was no need to gather more.

He walked towards the end of the market where a琼楼玉宇-like building stood—clearly an inn providing temporary accommodation for cultivators.

It was in the form of a self-service room, and Lin Xuan inserted twenty demon stones into it. A holographic screen opened up, revealing a small pavilion.

Lin Xuan stepped inside.

The interior was quite luxurious with fine redwood furniture for beds and tables. There was also a separate practice room, but Lin Xuan would not use it; the environment here was too mixed.

Meanwhile, the fair woman returned to the Fu Family's main base and whispered something to an old man in a black robe in a hidden stone room.

You say that person produced thirty flawless Scorpion Tail Rat furs at once? The old man's voice echoed with surprise.

Indeed. Sister checked each one; they are all genuine, first-rate Scorpion Tail Rat furs. If I hadn't seen it myself, I wouldn't have believed it.

He is only a Profound Void中期 demon; his background is unclear?

Yes, but...

But what?

Although his cultivation level was the same as mine, for some reason, I felt a sense of unease when facing him. It's like...

Monday, seeking recommendation votes, thank you. Your support is my greatest motivation.
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"Seems like something?" The elder's expression grew increasingly serious.

"It feels as if I'm facing my fourth uncle. He seems extremely terrifying and could kill me at any moment." As the woman said this, her face seemed to change, becoming somewhat unpredictable.

"So you're saying that the other party is likely a high-ranking old monster."

"High-ranking spirit race? Fourth Uncle?"

"Yes, only in this way can it be explained. Little Sister Mi also knows that although my cultivation technique's power is slightly inferior to Brother Foolish's, its effects on some inexplicable feelings are incredible and rarely wrong. It could make someone as cautious as Little Sister Mi feel so threatened, which isn't something a Void Profound existence can do. The other party must be a high-ranking old monster." The elder analyzed confidently.

"Indeed, Little Sister Mi has also thought this way. Otherwise, how could he alone hunt so many scorpion-tailed rats and preserve their fur in such good condition? Only Fourth Uncle among the entire family could achieve this," the woman nodded. "However, there's one thing that doesn't make sense."

"What makes Little Sister Mi hesitant?" The elder asked with great concern. Such matters needed repeated scrutiny to get closer to the truth.

"Why would a high-ranking existence collect Void Profound talismans? Isn't that unnecessary?" the woman said in puzzlement.

"Little Sister Mi wonders about this. There could be many reasons, perhaps he gives them to junior disciples or uses them as supplements for his own strength."

"Supplements for your own strength?"

"Yes, it's important to know that high-ranking spirit race talismans aren't easy to produce. Even in our Fu Family, only one or two are made each year, which is considered a stroke of luck. Talismans at this level are treasures and never passed on. Even if the other party is a high-ranking old monster, they can't buy them. So he must collect Void Profound talismans to have enough for use."

The woman nodded in agreement; this explanation made sense.

"Little Sister Mi doesn't know about his origins. When you trade with him, be careful and pay attention to your words. Don't anger him because many high-ranking existences can be unpredictable."

"I understand. Thank Brother for the advice."

"As for the talismans used for exchange, I've sent someone to fetch them from the treasury. We might as well give more of them. Sometimes being at a disadvantage is actually an advantage in dealing with such old monsters."

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

Nothing happened overnight.

He slept soundly at the inn and arrived early the next morning at their agreed location.

Originally, Lin Xuan had come very early, but he didn't expect that the palace-dressed woman had beaten him to it.

Lin Xuan smiled as he approached. It seemed she was more eager for this trade than he was.

"Fair Lady, you came so early. I apologize for keeping you waiting."

"No need for courtesy; I just arrived myself."

The woman gently waved her hand, and Lin Xuan felt that today's attitude was much better than yesterday's.

"How many talismans have you collected?"

"All are in place. If you don't mind, let's find a private room to discuss further," she said with a slight smile.

Lin Xuan had no objections and followed the woman into a private room through the open chairs. The table was set with fine wine and fruits, making this room much more luxurious than their last visit.

However, Lin Xuan didn't care about the environment; his nature wouldn't let him focus on such trivialities. He directly got to the point: "How many talismans have you collected? And what exchange ratio do you plan for me?"

"There are thirty-one scorpion-tailed rat furs from your side. I've gathered a thousand attack talismans and two hundred defensive ones, all Void Profound level. If you don't mind, we can swap them," she said with a slight smile.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but he was slightly surprised. This exchange ratio was much higher than what he had anticipated. He had thought a thousand would be good enough. Was the Fu Family out of their minds?

Or perhaps there was some hidden motive?

Lin Xuan shook his head; he and the other party were not enemies. Besides, even if they wanted to trick him, it wouldn't make sense for them to lose so much.

Of course, losing was relative. For the Fu Family, scorpion-tailed rat furs were extremely valuable.

It wasn't a trap; she was likely trying to please him.

What purpose did this serve?

Although Lin Xuan's mind was sharp, he didn't have foresight. So in his haste, he couldn't figure it out clearly.

With thoughts swirling, Lin Xuan didn't dwell on them further. There was no reason to give up a small advantage at the door. "Fine, I have no objections."

As he spoke, he waved his sleeve, and a storage bag flew out, containing the scorpion-tailed rat furs.

The palace-dressed woman also lifted her jade hand, gently shaking it, revealing a small leather pouch with two wooden boxes inside. Lin Xuan opened them to find attack and defense talismans, indeed Void Profound level.

After checking without error, the transaction was complete.

However, neither of them intended to leave immediately. The palace-dressed woman saw him as a high-ranking old monster and wanted to win his favor, while Lin Xuan was eyeing the thousand-year stone clock milk, struggling with how to get it. This woman's cultivation level wasn't weak, and she excelled in talisman-making; perhaps she held a significant position in the Fu Family. Could he use her as a mediator?

It was hard to say, but trying never hurt.

Both parties had ulterior motives and wouldn't come straight to the point. They engaged in small talk instead.

Lin Xuan handled such situations smoothly. After half an hour, he finally brought up what he wanted to discuss: "I heard that the Fu Family settled in White Float City because of its production of thousand-year stone clock milk?"

"Yes?" The palace-dressed woman was taken aback but didn't deny it since many cultivators knew about this.

"Then I have a favor to ask. Do you think you could help me acquire some thousand-year stone clock milk, preferably five-thousand years old?"!

Lin Xuan said with a smile.
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"Five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites?"

"Not bad."

The woman's face showed a hint of difficulty, and she remained silent.

"How so? Fairy, do you have any difficulties?"

"I won't lie to my friend. If it were ordinary stone stalactites, I could make the decision. However, with those over five thousand years old, their yield is too low. Even for our family's use, we are still short of them, hence..."

"Can't this matter be flexible? No matter how rare this item may be, there must be something to exchange it with. I am very sincere."

"This..."

The woman in the official attire showed a hint of difficulty on her face. If an ordinary魔族 had made such a request, she would have definitely rejected it without hesitation. But before her was someone who, if her guess was correct, was likely at the peak of the Divination Realm.

If she really did that, would the other party be so angry as to lose their temper?

Dealing with beings of this level could bring no benefits either to herself or her family.

With such thoughts in mind, she already knew what she should do.

"If you want flexibility, it is not impossible. However, I cannot make the decision alone; such important matters must have the old patriarch's approval."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his brows furrowed tightly. This matter was more difficult than he had anticipated. "The head of the Fu Family will personally host this auction? It seems so from the looks of it. Truly, finding a needle in a haystack and getting it effortlessly. It appears that the rarest符箓s at this conference will far exceed those in previous ones."

"Indeed, I am glad to have come here today," various exclamations filled her ears, most tinged with excitement.

Many魔族 who had participated in the conference several times were already familiar with the Fu Family's situation. "The head of the Fu Family?"

Lin Xuan also showed a hint of surprise on his face as he looked up and scanned the old man in the black robe. In such an environment, it was impossible for him to hide his cultivation; he was at the peak of the Divination Realm... no, his magical power was deeper than that of ordinary peak Diviners, almost stepping into the realm of the Spirit.

If one had to compare, he was like the Sword Sovereign Tian Suo from years ago. The two were evenly matched.

"Welcome, all my friends, to this place. Some are old customers while others are making their first transaction with our Fu Family. Therefore, I must explain the rules before we begin to avoid any disputes."

"The auction here is different from outside. For some items, bidding will be done using魔stones, with the highest bidder getting it. For others, specific materials need to be provided as exchange. Of course, we will list a price for these materials and whoever can provide more of them will have a better chance at obtaining the desired符箓."

Fu Tianheng's words had barely finished when the crowd below erupted.

While bidding with魔stones was one thing, providing materials in exchange was something no one had heard before. However, as long as it was fair, there were no objections from the other魔族.

"Very well, since there are no objections, let us begin the auction."

Fu Tianheng's gaze swept across the entire venue, and he seemed satisfied. He then reached out to take a shimmering符箓...

"This first item up for auction is the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light符. The power of this符 is something that some of you may have heard about; it is equivalent to a full-out attack from an intermediate Diviner..."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise as he listened to the other party's endless words. He did not expect the first item up for auction to be such a powerful灵符.

The head of the Fu Family was clearly a skilled orator, and under his introduction, this Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light符 was praised as unparalleled in the world. If it weren't for Lin Xuan having collected over a thousand similar灵符s, he would have been tempted to bid with魔stones.

Other魔族 were even more easily swayed by such words, their heads overheating. Indeed, when the base price of 500,000魔stones was announced, the other魔族 immediately began bidding.

In just a short while, it had already risen to one million魔stones and was still climbing.

Finally, it was sold for 1.8 million魔stones to a strange魔族 with two heads and completely black skin.

After paying the魔stones, he happily went up to claim his prize.

"Such a fool, 1.2 million魔stones could buy several decent magic treasures."

Lin Xuan shook his head, showing a look of disdain. This guy was clearly swayed by the excitement.

Some more cautious ancient魔族 shared similar thoughts as Lin Xuan, their faces filled with pity. Once this fellow's joy faded, he would surely regret it.

But regardless, the first auction had already stirred up the other魔族's enthusiasm.

The head of the Fu Family personally hosting was indeed extraordinary!

He then swept his sleeve and took out another符箓. Lin Xuan glanced at it and showed a hint of surprise. This符 was at least 80% similar to the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light符 just auctioned off, and the other party's introduction confirmed his judgment.

"As you can see, this Heaven Stabilizing Magic Shield符 is from the same符smith as that Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light符. The relationship between them is like a spear and shield; while the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light符 has the power of an intermediate Diviner's full-out attack, the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Shield can just barely block such a powerful strike..."

Before his words were finished, the other魔族 below all showed strange expressions. They looked at the fellow who had just bought the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light符, and he indeed showed a disappointed expression. With this magic shield, his just-bought light magic符 was now useless. Thus, he joined in the bidding.

However, this time, his opponent was much stronger than before. It was no wonder; although both符s were of the same grade, defensive attributes were generally more valuable than offensive ones.

With a base price of 700,000魔stones, bids began to rise one after another.

"800,000."

"900,000."

"1 million."

In just a short while, the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Shield符 was bid up to an astonishing price and continued climbing.

It finally sold for 1.8 million魔stones.

Even Fu Tianheng showed a hint of surprise on his face. Although this amount wasn't much to him, a mere magic shield was far beyond what he had expected.

Which unlucky soul bought it?

Scanning the crowd, he found that it was the same fellow who had just purchased the light magic符.

This two-headed魔族 had finally managed to get both the Heaven Stabilizing Magic Light and Shield符s. His face was filled with joy.

Lin Xuan shook his head in silent amusement. This guy really was adorable in his stupidity, spending 3 million魔stones on two符s without knowing what they were for.

If he truly had a substantial amount of wealth, it would be understandable. But based on his cultivation level, these魔stones might well be all he had. Such actions could only be described as utterly foolish.
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Of course, everyone has their own choices. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't meddle in other people's affairs.

The auction continued.

The head of the Fu Family took out one after another talisman and incantation, lasting for two full hours. During this time, there were almost no items that failed to sell.

However, the prices at which they sold varied greatly.

From the current situation, even without considering the free exchange over the past three days, today's auction alone was enough to make the Fu Family rich beyond measure. No wonder outsiders said that the Fu Family in White Float City was truly a family of great wealth.

Lin Xuan naturally wasn't envious; he hadn't made any moves during the entire auction.

Through his exchange with the elegantly dressed woman, Lin Xuan had basically achieved his goal for this trip. Unless there were talismans with particularly special effects, he wouldn't easily participate in bidding.

"Snap."

Another talisman was sold. Lin Xuan roughly counted that within two hours, the Fu Family had auctioned off nearly a thousand talismans and incantations. Many of the demons present had already gained some收获.

Just like usual auctions, the later the talismans became, the rarer they were. Everyone speculated about what other amazing items might appear next.

The head of the Fu Family's voice entered everyone's ears: "Next up will be the grand finale auction. We'll be offering several top-grade talismans and incantations from our family. I can assure you that such talismans are nowhere to be found elsewhere, but before we proceed, let us rest for a single incense stick."

The moment he finished speaking, Fu Tianheng didn't say much more; instead, he left through the side door on his own. Below, however, the crowd erupted.

"What's there to rest about? Let's get this auction over with quickly."

"Exactly, why do they rest at such a crucial time? It’s clearly just making us anxious."

"Yes, what does the Fu Family think it is doing? They are being incredibly ungracious."

The noisy voices filled everyone's ears. The faces of many demons showed their dissatisfaction, but there were also quite a few newcomers who had been piqued by curiosity and were asking about the grand finale auction and top-grade talismans.

Lin Xuan remained expressionless on his face, but he secretly held even more respect for the Fu Family. Many of those recently auctioned talismans had left him in awe, which proved that the Fu Family's reputation for their alchemical skills was well-deserved.

Moreover, this family was indeed skilled at business. By leaving everyone here during such a critical moment, although they were grumbling on the surface, it actually increased their anticipation and curiosity.

Such small tactics would make the grand finale auction even more spectacular in just a short while.

For instance, Lin Xuan himself was curious about the top-grade talismans mentioned by Fu Tianheng. The other ancient demons were no less interested.

The short hour felt like an eternity to everyone.

Finally, a creaking sound entered their ears as the side door opened, and the head of the Fu Family emerged after much urging.

This time, he wasn't alone; several beautiful-looking demon maidens followed behind him. Each maiden was only about seventeen or eighteen years old, though not necessarily breathtakingly beautiful, they were all first-rate in appearance and figure, almost worthy of being called "delicious to look at." However, everyone had come here for a reason other than admiring beauty.

These women held a small box made of sandalwood in their hands. The fragrance was pervasive, suggesting that the so-called top-grade talismans were contained within these boxes.

"Playing tricks."

Lin Xuan inwardly scoffed but couldn't deny that this action had successfully caught his attention.

"Now then, let us begin the grand finale auction. There are three spirit talismans in total for today's auction, each one painstakingly crafted by our Fu Family using countless treasures and precious materials. Don’t miss out on this opportunity; my fellow daoists, don't hesitate to bid." The head of the Fu Family said as he waved his left hand, and the maiden standing beside him passed over a wooden box.

Fu Tianheng took the wooden box with great care, his face showing a sense of reverence. He carefully opened it, and a faint green-colored talisman appeared before his eyes. At the same time, an aroma spread out, making one feel refreshed just by smelling it.

"What kind of talisman is this?"

Lin Xuan's curiosity was immediately piqued. Although he had seen many things in his travels, he hadn't encountered any talismans that could make one feel so comfortable just from their scent.

The saying "a different trade means a different world" came to mind.

There was no other choice but to wait for the head of the Fu Family to reveal the result.

Other ancient demons had similar expressions; they were all seeing such fragrant talismans for the first time.

"This item is called the Reviving Talisman. It has healing effects," Fu Tianheng said with a smile, but before he could finish, the crowd below was already staring in disbelief and even starting to make noise out of excitement.

"Are you serious? Healing talismans are nothing special; why should they be considered top-grade treasures?"

"Yes, is the head of the Fu Family not clear-headed or just trying to tease us for fun?"

"The Reviving Talisman, what a grandiose claim. Can it really bring back the dead and turn flesh into bone."

Various discussions filled everyone's ears, with most ancient demons showing disapproval on their faces. This was understandable; in the cultivation world, while healing potions were common, they weren't highly sought after due to their limited demand and low prices. Talismans were even less so, as their healing effects often fell short of those of potions.

Thus, it wasn't surprising that the demons mocked them. However, Lin Xuan's view was different.

The head of the Fu Family was a shrewd individual, and the Fu Family’s alchemical skills were indeed formidable. If this item had no outstanding features, why would it be considered as a top-grade treasure?

Many people in the hall shared this thought. Although ancient demons were generally more temperamental than cultivators, they weren't all fools who could live for over a thousand years.

Sure enough, after some noise from the crowd, Fu Tianheng spoke calmly: "Indeed, while the Reviving Talisman cannot bring back the dead and turn flesh into bone, its true effects are not far off."

This statement immediately drew everyone's attention. After all, comparing it to bringing back the dead and turning flesh into bone was a bold claim in the cultivation world.

Almost everyone in the hall perked up their ears.

Fu Tianheng, being such an experienced individual, precisely wanted this result. He remained expressionless on his face but felt satisfied inside. Clearing his throat, he continued: "Indeed, the Reviving Talisman is primarily for healing, but its effects far surpass those of ordinary potions. No matter how severe your injuries are or how damaged your body is, as long as you haven't perished, using this talisman immediately can restore you to full health in a very short time."!。
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"What?"

The ancient demons looked at each other, buzzing with discussion. After a moment, one of them asked: "Is it really as magical as you say? Is there such a thing?"

"Absolutely true," Fu Tianhang said firmly. "As the head of the Fu family, my word carries weight."

Indeed, the Fu family's reputation for crafting talismans was good. Unless someone had gone mad, they wouldn't risk their family’s honor by making such a claim.

With this in mind, the ancient demons' faces lit up with interest. Ordinary healing items were generally not favored, but something like the resurrection talisman introduced by Fu Tianhang was another matter entirely.

If it really worked as described, it could be life-saving in critical moments.

Fu Tianhang's gaze swept over the crowd, seeing that their interest had been piqued. He stopped speaking, leaving them to wonder, which kept the air of mystery.

"This resurrection talisman can be auctioned for魔 stones. The starting price is five million魔 stones, with each bid increasing by at least twenty thousand."

This statement immediately dampened the enthusiasm of many ancient demons who were eager to bid.

Five million魔 stones wasn't a particularly large sum for a Core Formation existence. Even some Spirit Transformation period ancient demons could afford it.

However, one must consider whether it was worth it.

After all, this was a talisman, not a magic weapon or treasure.

The attributes of the two were different. The biggest difference was that talismans were consumables; once used, they were discarded. Magic weapons and treasures could be reused as long as they weren't broken.

From this perspective, using a talisman was convenient but also quite expensive.

Paying five million魔 stones for such a talisman… it might not be so bad if it really only cost that much. The problem was, this was just the starting price. Based on the auction's previous dynamics, the final price would likely far exceed this amount.

Buying a talisman wasn't too extravagant.

Even with its supposed healing effects, what use could one have for it in battle?

The ancient demons considered this as one large, fat ancient demon raised his head with an air of satisfaction. He was so fat that even his facial features were nearly hidden by the excess flesh on his face. Seeing no one else bidding against him, he looked smug.

Unfortunately, his joy lasted only a few moments before another cold voice entered his ears: "Eight million魔 stones."

"Who dared to oppose me at such a critical moment?"

The fat ancient demon was furious and turned his head, but when his eyes fell on the bidder, it was like a cat seeing a mouse. His demeanor instantly wilted. It wasn't surprising; the bidder was an unremarkable old man, but appearances can be deceiving. This was Yan Mountain Patriarch, a peak spirit formation existence. He couldn't afford to provoke him.

Although the auction went to the highest bidder, no one wanted to risk offending someone of higher rank than themselves.

Such actions could bring untold trouble.

Fu Tianhang's brow furrowed as he considered the price. He had expected it to be even higher. With Yan Mountain Patriarch interfering, no one dared to continue bidding. This was why he disliked peak spirit formation existences participating in auctions.

But since they were here, he couldn't offend them and reluctantly accepted a lower price.

"Is there anyone else willing to bid? If not, this talisman will go to Senior Yan Mountain."

However, before he could finish speaking, another voice interrupted: "Nine million魔 stones!"

"What?"

"Are there really people who dare to risk it?"

The ancient demons were shocked. Fu Tianhang was overjoyed and turned his head, but when he saw Lin Xuan, he sighed in relief.

"It's him."

He had already heard about Lin Xuan from his little sister. He judged that Lin Xuan was a peak spirit formation existence. This scene confirmed his suspicions; only someone of such rank would dare to challenge Yan Mountain Patriarch.

In an instant, Lin Xuan became the center of attention, but he didn't care. One couldn't have everything—wanting both a quiet auction and a good item was impossible.

He had to choose between the two.

Lin Xuan wasn't willing to give up on this talisman: "Ten million魔 stones."

"Twelve million魔 stones," Lin Xuan countered, increasing his bid by more than Fu Tianhang. He wanted to show his determination, avoiding a protracted bidding war that would only drive up the price. A swift decision was best.

Yan Mountain Patriarch was taken aback by Lin Xuan's decisiveness and turned his head slowly. Although he didn't release his pressure, his gaze was like a venomous snake. Any Core Formation ancient demon might have shivered in fear.

But who was Lin Xuan?

He had offended Ice Soul and the Holy Serpent before; what did this old man matter?

Thus, Yan Mountain Patriarch's intimidating stare went unnoticed by Lin Xuan, as if he were looking at air.

"Good, good courage."

Yan Mountain Patriarch's cold voice echoed. The tone seemed to praise him, but there was a hint of threat in his words.

Lin Xuan ignored it.

The other ancient demons were silent, too afraid to get involved and secretly hoping Lin Xuan would fail.

Fu Tianhang, the head of the Fu family, spoke respectfully: "Is anyone else willing to bid? If not, this talisman will go to Daoist Friend Lin."

He was delighted. The competition between two peak spirit formation existences had benefited his family. The final price of twelve million魔 stones was much higher than expected.

The auction concluded and a second servant approached with an ornate sandalwood box. Inside were even more precious talismans, as the box was more luxurious than the previous one.

Fu Tianhang opened it carefully: inside was a silver-colored talisman with strange inscriptions. Lin Xuan recognized them but found them unfamiliar; there was a contradictory feeling about them. The same went for most of the demons present, who were mostly Core Formation or higher.

"The talisman I hold is familiar yet strange," Fu Tianhang said. "This is a substitution talisman, which you should be familiar with."

"Buzz!"

Discussions resumed. Even if they hadn't seen one, many had heard about it from others. Substitution talismans were practical and highly sought after, offering the chance to survive a deadly attack by acting as a substitute for the user.

Thus, substitution talismans were rare items that were in high demand but low supply.

"Since you're familiar with substitution talismans, this one is different," Fu Tianhang said. "Substitution talismans have only a 30% to 50% success rate. In other words, using it doesn't guarantee survival; luck plays a role. If your luck isn't good, the talisman won't save you."

"Unlike substitution talismans, this one has a 100% success rate," Fu Tianhang said proudly.

"What's so special about yours?" an ancient demon asked eagerly.

"If it works as described, its benefits are beyond description," Fu Tianhang replied. "This perfect substitution talisman indeed has a 100% success rate."
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Is this for real?

"Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman, a genuine one. Is there really such a miraculous item in the world?"

"The Fu Family truly excels; they can even easily refine talismans of such high grade."

"Hmph, I'll take this talisman," Zhou Yan said with a grin.

"You think you're something special? Just a mere Level Separation cultivator, daring to boast here. Get lost."

A nearby ancient demon wasn't happy and said so, spitting out saliva as his eyes practically fell onto the stage. However, he knew very well that he likely had no chance of competing for this talisman.

While ordinary items might not matter much, a Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman meant something to anyone who understood its value.

In critical moments, it could save one's life.

The cultivation world was full of blood and gore; who wouldn't want to carry a talisman that could save their life at any time?

Around the ancient demons, regardless of their strength, their eyes were already shining with anticipation.

One can imagine how much this talisman would fetch—certainly not something easily described in words.

The hall was filled with the sounds of people drawing breath as everyone's attention was completely on this.

Lin Xuan reacted similarly; if he didn't act now, it might raise suspicion.

He wanted to get his hands on the Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman.

Fu Tianheng's face showed a hint of satisfaction. This exactly met his expectations after all his efforts. He cleared his throat and said in a modulated voice:

"This Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman is not something we can easily refine even if it were our Fu Family. The reason I'm offering it up for exchange is to get some urgently needed materials. Therefore, this auction will use specific materials instead of magic stones. My family will list the required materials and provide a base price. Whoever can offer more additional materials will have the best chance of getting this Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman."

This announcement caused different reactions among the ancient demons.

Some were happy while others were worried.

Unlike magic stones, while cultivation materials could be carried by anyone to some extent, no one knew which specific items Fu Family would demand. This made even wealthy ancient demons look uncertain. The outcome of this competition depended not only on courage and luck but also on the quality of offered materials.

Ding sounds echoed as many ancient demons grew tense, eagerly waiting for the Fu family's patriarch to reveal the list.

Fu Tianheng smiled: "Everyone, pay attention; I'll now present the list."

With a wave of his sleeve, a scroll flew out.

A black light flashed, and an inscription appeared before everyone's eyes.

All ancient demons raised their heads, with some even whispering the names aloud:

"Heavenly Immortal Vine Dadihua, Puhuang Grass, Huai Niuji, Cheqianzi, Xiang Jia Qi...

There were nearly a hundred precious herbs in total. The first half consisted of various plants while the second half included parts from魔兽.

After reading it, most ancient demons showed signs of difficulty, but a few excited glints could be seen in their eyes.

To be honest, these herbs were indeed rare and valuable, but not impossible to obtain. Otherwise, the Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman wouldn't hold such value.

Fu Family's list was well thought out; it allowed for significant profits without giving anyone an easy advantage.

A rough voice entered everyone's ears: "I can provide these materials. I'll take the Substitute Tribulation Talisman."

The speaker was a large, human-like ancient demon with scales covering his body.

"Good talk. These materials aren't just for you; Jia'ern, you also want it?" another ancient demon stood up. He had six eyes of different sizes on his face, making him extremely ugly.

In the same situation, he pointed out his good relationship with the Fu Family to deter potential competitors. After all, in such conditions, it was always better for the materials to go to someone who could use them.

However, before he finished speaking, another rough voice echoed: "Good relations? Auctions are won by the highest bidder; Jia'ern, do you dare break the rules?"

With his words, a terrifying spiritual pressure descended on the entire hall. Lower-grade and Spirit婴 cultivators fell to the ground one after another.

Even those at the Separation stage struggled, each having to release protective demonic qi around them. Their faces were pale.

The surrounding gasps continued.

"Immortal Profound Realm Saint Clan!"

"And a late-stage expert."

"Eh, I recognize this guy; isn't he the Elder of Black Water City?"

"Judging by his appearance, it seems so. With a city backing him up, his influence far surpasses that of other same-level saints."

Various comments filled the air as Fu Tianheng's face showed surprise: "It turns out Brother Ding from Black Water City has arrived in White Float; I should have greeted you properly."

"Fu Family Lord, no need to be so formal. Besides the materials mentioned earlier, I'm willing to add two million more magic stones for the Substitute Tribulation Talisman. How about it?"

This was a genuine offer.

With such a large list of materials and an additional two million magic stones, even if it were a Perfect Substitute Tribulation Talisman, its value would be around this amount.

However, Fu Tianheng shook his head: "Brother Ding's good intentions are appreciated, but I'm afraid I can't agree."

"Why not?"

The Elder of Black Water City's face changed. Was someone trying to undermine him? His expression darkened.

Fu Tianheng ignored it and smiled: "I apologize for the inconvenience, Brother Ding. It's not that we're having a hard time; rules are always rules. As you just said, auctions are won by the highest bidder, regardless of personal connections."

"..."

The Elder of Black Water City was taken aback, his expression turning even more miserable. He had used his own argument against himself.

Anger surged within him, but he couldn't show it publicly with so many people watching. How could he face such a situation?
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Strangled by emotion, Lin Xuan could barely speak. However, under the watchful eyes of everyone, he gritted his teeth and forced out a smile that looked even worse than crying:

"That's as per Brother Yi Fu's suggestion, how should we proceed with this auction?"

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Ding doesn't need to worry. I would have mentioned it anyway."

How cunning was Tianheng Fu! He knew the other party's anger all too well, yet he ignored it and maintained a calm demeanor.

"In fact, I've already said that if materials are used as auction items, the rules are simple. I will list the inventory, and after providing the base price materials, whoever can offer more additional materials will be able to secure their desired talismans in the end. So, Fellow Daoists don't need to rush or compete here. The list I just provided is merely for the base prices."

"What?!"

"Are you kidding me?"

"This is too unfair."

Tianheng Fu's words sparked a commotion among the ancient demons below. It was understandable; he had listed nearly one hundred rare and precious materials, though not unobtainable treasures, each highly valuable in its own right. The total value would be astronomical, but this was just for the base prices.

How could it be so unfair?

Tianheng Fu's appetite seemed too large. In an auction, the difference between base price and final sale price often varied greatly, sometimes by several times. This Fu family's demands were unreasonable indeed.

"Even if you don't want to participate," Tianheng Fu continued, "you still need to present the base materials each time you bid higher. Because this is different from an auction of magic stones, we have to adjust our rules a bit."

"The hell with it." The Black Water City Lord was livid. What kind of worthless talismans were these? He wouldn't participate if he didn't want to.

"Me neither," the first bidder said as he sat back down, his limit reached by presenting the base materials. Adding more would be a waste for him. In different eyes, this talisman's value varied greatly.

Two out of three bidders withdrew according to auction rules, permanently losing their chance in this round. Zhěn Er had also considered withdrawing but hesitated and decided to try his luck.

"I'll present the base materials."

With that, he flicked his sleeve and a storage bag flew onto the stage. His heart was filled with tension; it would be hard to gather all the base materials. If only they were the only ones left, he could get a good deal.

Indeed, his analysis was correct. But how could Tianheng Fu, who was shrewd, not have considered this possibility? He maintained a calm demeanor as if nothing mattered.

Sure enough, after a few moments, a cold voice echoed: "This talisman is mine; base materials next."

With that, a black storage bag flew to the stage.

"As for additional materials, I've prepared ten." The old man's tone was haughty, and indeed he had the right to be so—Feng Shān Senior, a Spirit Formation Realm ancient.

"Ahaha, Senior Feng Shān has been waiting. Let me check."

Tianheng Fu bowed low, confident that the base materials were correct. He then assessed the additional ten materials. The value shocked everyone present; indeed, a Spirit Formation Realm existence could not be underestimated.

Zhěn Er slumped in disappointment; there was no chance of getting a good deal now.

However, Feng Shān Senior's joy didn't last long. Soon another bid came: "Base materials counted by Fellow Daoist Fu, and I have fifteen additional ones."

Two more storage bags flew up.

"Still that boy," Feng Shān Senior's face was as dark as the sky before a storm. The life-reviving talisman had been stolen from him; could he steal it again?

Tianheng Fu remained calm on the surface but was secretly delighted, quickly counting the materials. Lin Xuan's offerings were undoubtedly valuable.

"Hmph."

Feng Shān Senior refused to back down this time. Life-reviving talismans might sound impressive, but their effectiveness and practicality fell short compared to replacement talismans.

In other words, he was determined to win!

"I'll add ten more."

Several treasures flew into Tianheng Fu's hands as the old monster showed off his strength. Lin Xuan had no intention of backing down; apart from base materials, almost all were magical beast skins and bones. His months in the Fiery Mountain Range had yielded a wealth of such materials, making him indifferent to their value.

Initially, he went there to hunt beasts for exchanging talismans with Fu's family.

The two continued bidding, presenting various materials, leaving everyone present staring wide-eyed at Lin Xuan’s extravagance.

Tianheng Fu's family lord was beaming with joy.

After a fierce competition, Lin Xuan emerged victorious. A Spirit Formation Realm existence? Compared to him, what did it matter?

In the final bid, Feng Shān Senior finally gave up, his face turning ashen with anger, waiting for Lin Xuan.

It was understandable; he could not tolerate such repeated defeats. If not for the old monster of Fu's family, he might have acted on his anger and eliminated Lin Xuan.

His eyes burning with rage, Lin Xuan knew he had been despised by Feng Shān Senior. But he couldn't have it both ways—wanting to be inconspicuous while also wanting treasures.

Lin Xuan was not afraid; he had offended Spirit Formation Realm beings before!

Despite his calm demeanor, the ancient demons began discussing him. He had stolen two talismans from Feng Shān Senior in a row and couldn't avoid attention.

"Who is this Lin boy?"

"I don't know, but to offend an old grandmaster like Feng Shān... he must be desperate."

"Hmph, it's hard to say. I advise you not to meddle; watch your tongue," one said.

"Why?"

"If my guess is correct, this boy might also be a Spirit Formation Realm ancient monster."
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The ancient demons who could participate in the Great Talisman Conference were not of low cultivation. Each had experienced countless trials and tribulations in the Demon Realm, with broad horizons. Many suspected that such a scenario was possible.

A being at the Daoist Profound stage dared not offend Elder Yan Mountain; after all, even if they truly knew nothing, how could they possibly produce so many rare materials?

Analyzing from various signs, this Lin Xuan fellow was almost certainly an old monster of the Spirit Concentration realm, just hiding his true strength.

Such matters were commonplace in the cultivation world.

Thinking about this, the ancient demons present all fell silent and dared not speak freely. Their looks towards Lin Xuan exuded a sense of reverence.

Elder Yan Mountain had similar concerns as well; otherwise, whether he would erupt on the spot was uncertain.

With Lin Xuan's powerful divine consciousness, he naturally heard every word in the hall. A smile played on his lips; such misunderstandings were beneficial to him.

Regardless of what thoughts others might have, this auction round was now settled. The Reviving Life Talisman, the Perfect Substitute for Tribulation Talisman, and the final three talismans had already been auctioned off two. What would be the fate of the last one?

The answer was about to be revealed soon.

The first two talismans were already extraordinary; what could this last one possibly be?

Though there were three items in the main auction, fools knew that the later they came, the more precious they would be.

This was beyond doubt!

"Hmm."

A light cough sounded. The final attendant finally stepped onto the stage amidst everyone's attention.

Unlike the first two attendants who held boxes made of sandalwood, this woman held an object carved from jade, not ordinary jade but a ten-thousand-year-old mystic jade.

Such material was more than sufficient for refining magical treasures; using it as a box was sheer extravagance.

Clothes make the man, and gold adorns the Buddha.

This principle was clear to the ancient demons. Using a ten-thousand-year-old mystic jade box to hold items increased the value of this talisman from certain angles.

The woman bowed gracefully, raising her hands high above her head. Fu Tianheng extended his right hand, receiving the jade box from her.

All eyes focused on his hand. Fu Tianheng seemed unaware and flicked his fingers lightly. "Pang," a silver light shot out to one side as the lid opened, revealing a ball of silver light about the size of a fist.

This silver light was not lifeless; it continued to spin and emit faint buzzing sounds.

Inside, a talisman could be vaguely seen.

The impact was immense. The ancient demons were stunned, their breathing slowed down. Fu Tianheng's face showed satisfaction as he raised his right hand, casting a spell.

The light flickered for several breaths before dimming. A pale silver-colored talisman appeared in front of everyone's eyes.

This talisman was about the size of a palm, with shimmering spiritual light that flickered on and off, revealing intricate and mysterious inscriptions. Layer upon layer, it was extremely complex, forming countless tiny silver micro-magic arrays that interwoven and interconnected.

Moreover, the demonic aura emanating from it was extraordinary, even causing Elder Yan Mountain to be greatly moved.

This was merely a talisman, yet its impact surpassed even the top-grade demon treasures by much.

Inhaling sounds filled the air as whispers of discussion spread. The ancient demons were whispering about the effects and nature of this talisman.

Lin Xuan's eyes were wide in wonder.

What kind of talisman was this? He did not know, but his sharp eye could tell that it was no mere facade. Its value was beyond description; one had to seize the opportunity. Since he saw it, he must get it.

With these thoughts in mind, Fu Tianheng's voice echoed. He was pleased with the impressive effect. To be honest, if not for some urgent need for special materials and treasures, he would not have brought out this talisman for auction.

"Dear fellow daoists, you all saw it. Without hiding anything from everyone, this talisman is an ancestral treasure passed down by our forefathers..."

"Ancestral treasure?"

Before he finished speaking, the crowd erupted in excitement. The Fu family had always been renowned for their skill in refining talismans over a million years. Many geniuses emerged, leaving behind numerous exquisite talismans. However, only a few could be called ancestral treasures. What kind of treasure was this?

Fu Tianheng's voice continued:

"This talisman was crafted by Elder Red Leaf thirty thousand years ago and is his most satisfying work."

"What? Elder Red Leaf! Could he be the legendary Fu Hongye?"

A gasp echoed. Despite most ancient demons not knowing about Elder Red Leaf, some were aware of him.

Elder Red Leaf was no ordinary figure; his fame spread far in the past three ten-thousand years. He was the highest-ranking member of the Fu family, a Spirit Concentration late-stage existence who surpassed many of his contemporaries and was just short of entering the Tribulation Transcendence realm.

During his time, the Fu family's power was formidable; it ranked among the top families in the entire Demon Realm.

Had it not been for an unexpected chance encounter that led to him offending the Holy Serpent Ancestor and being killed, he might have advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence realm.

Not only was Elder Red Leaf powerful, but his skill in crafting talismans was unmatched within the Fu family. What kind of talisman did this legendary figure create?

Whispers spread quickly; soon, all ancient demons knew about Elder Red Leaf. Naturally, everyone's anticipation grew even more.

The main auction had not disappointed them.

Fu Tianheng coughed lightly and finally revealed the mystery: "This ancestral treasure passed down by Elder Red Leaf is a random teleportation talisman."

"Random teleportation talisman?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. He knew of this talisman's reputation; it functioned like an instant portal, but could be carried on one’s person.

The benefits were clear to imagine. Even the Perfect Substitute for Tribulation Talisman could only block a fatal attack once against a formidable enemy, not guaranteeing safety afterward. However, with a random teleportation talisman, one could escape immediately and permanently avoid danger.

Thus, from a practical standpoint, it far surpassed the Perfect Substitute for Tribulation Talisman. (To be continued)
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It's no wonder this treasure was created by the Fu family patriarch. It truly is something extraordinary.

The only remaining question now is how far this random teleportation talisman can send someone.

If it were too close, it would be meaningless. After all, high-ranking cultivators like them—whether humans or ancient demons—can use their divine consciousness to cover vast distances.

Fu Tianheng clearly knew that everyone was concerned about this point. Since he planned to auction the item, he had to explain everything in detail.

Thus, his voice echoed through the air with a steady tone: "This random teleportation talisman is an achievement of Red Leaf Patriarch's. The distance it can cover is extraordinary and will definitely meet everyone's needs..."

"Old Brother Fu, just tell us how far you can send someone. Don't keep us in suspense," came an impatient voice. It seemed to have a good relationship with Fu Tianheng.

"Oh, it's Brother Shaya of the Flowing Rock River. Fine, since you've spoken up, I won't hold back. This random teleportation talisman can instantly transport people over a million li."

"A million li? Really?"

"Zz-zz, is that true or false?"

"At such a great distance, even the divine consciousness of the Sage Lord might not be able to cover it. In other words, as long as one has this random teleportation talisman and remains alert, they can escape any danger."

"Theoretically, yes. But in practice, how easy is that? Can you really guarantee that someone will escape the Sage Lord with just this talisman?" A demon retorted.

The previous speaker fell silent for a moment before sighing: "This is indeed a challenge. The required materials are the hide and bones of a spirit rhino dragon, and it must be at the peak of its power."

"Too much to ask!"

The demons' voices of shock filled the air. In fact, this time, the required materials weren't as many as those for the perfect substitute talisman. However, their quality was exceptionally high—entirely from a spirit rhino dragon, including its hide, bones, and even blood crystal nucleus.

This made it difficult to meet the requirements. Spirit rhino dragons were rare creatures that inherited a trace of demon dragon's blood, making them extremely hard to find. Even if one encountered such a creature by chance, hunting it would be incredibly challenging due to its formidable strength.

Hunting a peak spirit phase spirit rhino dragon was no joke!

Although the ancient demons argued for a moment, none dared to criticize Fu Tianheng. After all, the benefits of this random teleportation talisman were evident. The materials listed weren't unreasonable.

Yet, how many could afford such a price?

After the bottom-line list was announced, it took over half an hour before anyone bid. Would there be no takers at all?

Fu Tianheng sighed, his face showing a hint of disappointment. Just then, a cold voice echoed: "Spirit rhino dragon. I happened to kill one, and it's also at the peak spirit phase. The materials are still in my storage bag. Do you think Fu Family Lord would be willing to exchange them with me?"

"What?!"

Fu Tianheng suddenly raised his head, his expression turning from disappointment to joy as he bowed forward: "Senior Yanshan, this is a joke. If you can offer the price, I have no reason not to exchange it. Your strength in killing a peak spirit phase spirit rhino dragon truly impresses us."

"Indeed, indeed. It was just by chance," said Senior Yanshan, his face turning red with embarrassment. When he met this creature, he was at his weakest after an injury. Otherwise, he would have fled the scene. He wouldn't reveal this to anyone; it felt good to be misunderstood as powerful.

The old monster stood tall and proud, his expression smug, daring Lin Xuan with a glance: "This time, do you still dare oppose me?"

Fu Tianheng ignored him. Since he was determined to snatch the talisman, offending Senior Yanshan was inevitable. He decided to be straightforward, ignoring any threats.

"Family Lord Fu, please wait. I also have a spirit rhino dragon. Please check it first."

Lin Xuan threw out his storage bag without further ado.

Seeing Lin Xuan's action, Senior Yanshan's face showed intense hatred. This time, he wouldn't back down. Even if the materials were the same, there was still the bidding for magic stones. The old monster decided to risk everything to get this random teleportation talisman.

Of course, his words were exaggerated, but it highlighted his determination. After being outsmarted by Lin Xuan twice and losing two treasures, Senior Yanshan's pride couldn't take it anymore.

With so many people watching, this would harm his reputation.

However, he was genuinely surprised: Could Lin Xuan really be a peak spirit phase cultivator? Otherwise, how could he kill a spirit rhino dragon?

His mind was in turmoil. At the moment, he had to wait and see.

The feeling of time dragging on was unbearable as he stared at Fu Tianheng's face.

But there were no signs. Although Family Lord Fu was slightly weaker than him, he was also shrewd; his emotions didn't show easily.

He felt a hint of unease in his heart.

Finally, Fu Tianheng raised his head and sighed: "This random teleportation talisman belongs to Lin Xuan."

"What?!"

The room erupted with shock. Senior Yanshan was both angry and surprised as an ominous aura emanated from him: "Friend Fu, what do you mean by this?"

It wasn't surprising that the old monster was enraged. Even if Lin Xuan had also provided a spirit rhino dragon, according to their agreement, they should have auctioned off magic stones. But he was directly eliminated and given the random teleportation talisman back.

What did this mean? Was it an insult?

This couldn't be tolerated. As a peak spirit phase ancient demon, Senior Yanshan was thoroughly angered. If Fu Tianheng didn't give him a reasonable explanation, he would definitely not let things go.

"Senior, don't get angry. It's not that I broke my word," said Fu Tianheng, trying to calm the old monster down.

"What is it?" Senior Yanshan gritted his teeth.

"I won't hide from you, Family Lord. We are presenting our family treasure because we need the spirit rhino dragon's hide and bones for a special item. Lin Xuan provided materials that far exceed expectations—those of a peak spirit phase spirit rhino dragon, even a variant."

"What? A variant spirit rhino dragon?"

The ancient demons were stunned, including Senior Yanshan, who was speechless. The value of the spirit rhino dragon's hide and bones increased significantly due to its mutation. He wouldn't have bothered with magic stones; he would have chosen Lin Xuan's materials.

However, he couldn't accept this outcome immediately.

"How is that possible? This kid could provide a variant spirit rhino dragon? Such creatures are descendants of demon dragons, making them hard to deal with even in normal circumstances. After mutation, even peak spirit phase beings might struggle."

"Could this kid be a mid-stage Sage?" Senior Yanshan's divine consciousness scanned Lin Xuan, dismissing the possibility. At such close range, his concealment techniques couldn't deceive him; it must have been by chance.

With that settled, he was left with anger. This kid dared to repeatedly humiliate him; he wouldn't let him leave alive.
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It's beyond endurance!

Compared to human cultivators, ancient demons naturally have extremely explosive tempers. How could Elder Yan Shan endure such humiliation? Three talismans were repeatedly snatched away by others.

Furious!

If a tiger doesn't show its claws, do you really think I'm just a sickly cat?

Today, I must make you bleed five steps!

The old monster's brows furrowed, exuding an aura that made one shudder with fear. This time, he was thoroughly enraged and unwilling to suppress his anger any longer.

Aroused cries filled the air as nearby ancient demons showed signs of terror, scattering like birds fleeing a storm.

For Tianheng Fu, a bitter smile crossed his face. As the host, he couldn't stay out of it, but what could he do? He dared not approach to stop the old monster from the Divination Stage—Elder Yan Shan was notorious for his cruelty and penchant for killing.

"Senior, please calm down. I beg you to consider the Fu Family's face. Otherwise,"

"What if I don't? Do you dare threaten me?"

Elder Yan Shan turned sharply, his originally hazy eyes now sharp as lightning. The moment their gazes met, Tianheng Fu shuddered involuntarily, a chill running from his heart up to his scalp. He couldn't bear to look into the old monster's eyes again.

His scalp tingled, as if he had fallen into an icy pit, a sensation that was difficult to describe and extremely uncomfortable.

Tianheng Fu felt cold inside.

He was the head of the Fu Family, a peak Profound玄 Stage cultivator. Without even engaging in battle, just a glance from his opponent had him bowing down. The gap between Profound玄 and Divination stages was astonishingly vast.

The entire process lasted only an instant, yet it felt like he had traversed countless years. When he finally regained his senses, he was drenched in sweat.

His composure vanished, replaced by a flustered explanation: "Senior, please calm down. Even if I were given the courage of a thousand men, I wouldn't dare be so disrespectful. But, but..."

The dignity of the Fu Family must be maintained, yet this old monster before him was someone he couldn't afford to offend.

Tianheng Fu, despite his diplomatic skills, found himself at a loss for words.

In the end, in the cultivation world, strength was everything.

Fortunately, Elder Yan Shan didn't want to make too many enemies. To Tianheng Fu, he was just an ant, not worth considering. However, the entire Fu Family was another matter—especially its head, who would give him a headache if they clashed. He had no chance of victory.

Most importantly, who would willingly offend fellow cultivators? It clearly wasn't worth it.

Considering this, he wouldn't harm Tianheng Fu. Instead, his voice was cold: "This matter has nothing to do with the Fu Family. If you don't want to anger me further, move aside. Otherwise..."

Elder Yan Shan didn't say more, but Tianheng Fu lowered his head. Compared to face, life was clearly more important. A Profound玄-level ancient demon had lived for tens of thousands of years; he knew which was heavier.

However, the corner of his eye caught Lin Xuan's gaze. As they say, a tree that stands out will be struck by lightning. Who could blame Lin Xuan for such a dazzling display? He had claimed all three top-tier auctioned talismans. Other ancient demons couldn't help but envy and resent him.

Would their wishes come true?

The peak Profound玄 head of the Fu Family, Tianheng Fu, was no match for Elder Yan Shan's gaze. In an instant, he shivered as if plunged into a thousand-year ice cave. But how about Lin Xuan?

He showed no concern at all.

Although he wasn't a Divination Stage cultivator, his true strength was slightly lower than that of the head of the Fu Family. So what? Lin Xuan couldn't be measured by ordinary standards.

Evaluating him based on the same stage's strength would be a grave mistake.

A glance could make someone like Lin Xuan submit?

That was absurd!

Back then, he had faced the ancient demons of Heavenly Corpse Sect and never feared them. Despite numerous setbacks and using many cunning tactics, he ultimately destroyed them all. With his enhanced power and newly refined命魂 treasures, how could a mere Elder Yan Shan frighten him?

Otherwise, Lin Xuan wouldn't have competed so openly for those three talismans.

He dared to do this because he had the confidence.

The other party couldn't do anything about it.

As for wanting to make him submit with a glance? That was sheer folly.

Facing Elder Yan Shan's spiritual pressure, Lin Xuan remained unfazed. He raised his head as if nothing happened, their gazes meeting. Unlike Tianheng Fu, Lin Xuan showed no concern at all.

Elder Yan Shan maintained composure on the surface but couldn't help feeling a bit doubtful inside.

No turning back now. Having taken this stance, he couldn't retreat gracefully. Otherwise, his face would be nowhere to put. How could he maintain any dignity in the Holy Realm?

So, regardless of what was going through his mind, once he had stepped out, there was no choice but to push forward.

With no way out, Elder Yan Shan was cornered by Lin Xuan.

Boom!

However, a Divination Stage existence wasn't trivial. His aura continued to rise. After some time, thuds echoed as several Core Formation Stage ancient demons collapsed from the pressure.

Elder Yan Shan's spiritual force wasn't aimed at them; even so, the pressure they felt was immense. Lin Xuan's experience would be even more severe.

Yet he remained extremely composed.

"This Divination Stage guy must be some hidden old monster," Elder Yan Shan thought. Even other ancient demons had such thoughts now. However, what puzzled them was that with everything on the line, why didn't Lin Xuan reveal his true strength? What was he waiting for?

Elder Yan Shan's mind was filled with questions when suddenly, Lin Xuan moved.

He waved his sleeve, and a grayish-white spirit bag flew out. The bag hovered briefly before opening its mouth, revealing a vicious growl from within.
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Subsequently, Yin Wind made a grand display. A grayish-white corpse poison shot out from within, and with a flash of light, the form of a grotesque monster appeared.

A炼尸!

All present ancient demons were at least at the Core Formation stage or above, so their horizons were broad enough to recognize it instantly. However, unlike ordinary炼尸, this monster's entire body was tinged silver, and its size was much larger than that of common炼尸. Particularly eye-catching was a pair of silver wings on its back, resembling those of a bat, also in silver, dazzling and eye-catching.

Silver-Winged Corpse King!

The moment the炼尸 came out from the Spirit Ghost Bag, it immediately opened its eyes wide, emitting a strange roar "Huhu." Accompanying this was a terrifying spiritual pressure descending from the sky. The sound of cracking and popping filled the air. Spiritual pressure is formless but seemed visible at that moment.

Ripples spread across one after another as they could trace the trajectory of the spiritual pressure, which eventually collided with the spiritual pressure of Elder Yan Mountain's ancestor.

A gale wind arose, while howls of ghosts and wolves echoed in their ears, as if a city gate had caught fire, affecting even those ancient demons with lower cultivation levels.

However, who cared about such small fry at this moment?

Elder Yan Mountain's gaze swept across the Silver-Winged Corpse King. His face turned even more gloomy.

This spiritual pressure and intensity could actually stand on equal footing with him.

"This炼尸 is a Core Formation stage!" an elder said, his voice calm but weak. "Let us not be angry over this minor auction meeting. It's not worth it to offend each other for such a trivial matter. I know I am unworthy, but can you two give my family some face and let's discuss things properly instead of fighting here?"

A clear voice echoed in their ears as Fu Tianhang, the head of the Fu Family, stepped forward as an arbiter. To be honest, facing such ancient monsters, he was more than willing to avoid getting involved.

However, at this moment, as the host, pretending to be a ostrich would not work. If the two began fighting here, the reputation that White Float City had accumulated over tens of thousands of years would suffer significant damage, if not completely destroyed.

Emotionally and rationally, he did not want such an outcome. Besides, if this incident occurred, the ancestor would definitely hold him accountable.

Considering this, even with a reluctant heart, he could only step forward to advise them.

Although his counterpart might treat him as air, as head of the Fu Family, he couldn't do nothing; he had to try his best and leave the rest to fate.

At that moment, his voice sounded so weak. However, an unexpected scene unfolded.

"Alright, although we are not very familiar with each other, there is a certain degree of acquaintance. If we fight here, it would seem like I am not giving him enough face."

Unlike his first attempt at mediation, Elder Yan Mountain cooperated wholeheartedly this time. In truth, he was secretly relieved that Fu Tianhang had come as a timely rain.

The appearance of the Silver-Winged Corpse King already made the ancient monster uneasy, and he had only been holding on because of pride. This chance encounter with Fu Tianhang's mediation gave him an excuse to back down gracefully.

Even though this show of respect and then defiance could be seen through by these ancient demons, it mattered little as long as he had a reason. Would he really fight to the death against such a cultivator who could command a Core Formation stage炼尸? After all, although there was conflict, no enmity existed between them, and he wasn't crazy.

Elder Yan Mountain chose to back down. Lin Xuan was not foolish; naturally, he would not be aggressive either!

He knew his situation well. Saying that he was just a tiger in disguise might not be entirely wrong because of the Silver-Winged Corpse King's effect and his own wealth and power, which made others mistake him for an ancient monster at the Core Formation stage. However, this was just hearsay; Lin Xuan would not let himself get carried away.

The best choice was to cut his losses.

Lin Xuan did not say much more. With a mental command, the Silver-Winged Corpse King controlled by his Second Consciousness flew back.

The two chose to reconcile, and the tense atmosphere instantly dissipated.

Most of the ancient demons in the hall breathed a sigh of relief. Although they might have had the mindset of watching the conflict from afar, after the appearance of the Silver-Winged Corpse King, their hopes were extinguished.

In the immortal world, stronger beings are more respected. Lin Xuan's situation improved significantly as he walked out of the hall with a calm smile on his face. The looks ancient demons gave him were filled with awe; in the demon realm, strength was more respected.

After walking for a while, a familiar figure suddenly came into view.

It was a tall and elegant woman dressed in palace attire.

Not long ago, Lin Xuan had exchanged a large number of Core Formation stage talismans with her.

"Fu Hongxue pays respects to the senior."

She bowed gracefully, her expression humble and respectful, much more so than during their last meeting.

This was understandable. Through a transmission scroll, she learned what happened at the auction. Considering Lin Xuan as an ancient monster of the Core Formation stage, she naturally did not dare to be careless.

Lin Xuan knew that she had misunderstood him but made no attempt to explain because this misunderstanding benefited him.

"Immortal Lady, how are you? How has my matter from last time progressed? Can you give me a definite answer?" Lin Xuan calmly asked.

"The senior said earlier that the stone clock milk of over five thousand years is insufficient for our family's use. If Senior wishes to purchase it, I cannot make a decision; I must seek permission from the ancestor," she replied respectfully.

"Indeed, how did it go?"

Lin Xuan remained calm as he spoke.

"The ancestor is still in seclusion but will come out in three days. Please wait for me then to discuss with our family's ancestor," she said cautiously. After all, such an answer was not a satisfactory reply; would the other party be angry?

However, Lin Xuan did not intend to make things difficult: "Just waiting for three days? No problem."

"Thank you for your understanding and gratitude."

As soon as Lin Xuan finished speaking, Fu Hongxue bowed down. She truly felt grateful because an ancient monster of the Core Formation stage was essentially a great existence, many with eccentric personalities.

She had genuinely feared that Lin Xuan would be angry but found it so easy that she couldn't help feeling relieved and grateful.

"Thank you, Senior. I will take you to your new residence now."

Although he didn't know Lin Xuan's cultivation level before, knowing him as a Core Formation stage guest, they could not allow him to stay in the humble inn anymore.

Otherwise, slighting such an honored guest would be blamed by the ancestor even if Lin Xuan did not mind.

Lin Xuan nodded: "Lead the way."

One must act according to their cultivation level. Being too polite might raise suspicion, and these principles were clear to Lin Xuan.

"Yes!" She bowed gracefully and then moved forward with light steps.

As they walked, she chatted idly with Lin Xuan, smiling all the while. If he had any questions that weren't secrets, she would try her best to answer them.

They arrived at a deeper part of White Float Scenery, where the scenery became even more captivating. After nearly half an hour, a magnificent building came into view before their eyes.

The entire place was filled with exquisite pavilions and towers, undoubtedly the legendary guest house. However, few had the qualifications to enter here.

They arrived at the most beautiful pavilion in front.

Several beams of light shot out from within, revealing several demon women of different appearances but all extremely beautiful. Their cultivation levels were negligible; they were all at the Condensation Core stage.

"Pay respect to our ancestor," the girls said in shock as they knelt down quickly upon seeing Fu Hongxue.

"Senior, these are my disciples who manage this place."
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He Hongxue estimated that the water droplets had fallen. The few demon women's expressions changed as if they were suddenly struck by a bolt of lightning.

"Senior?"

The girls confirmed that they hadn't heard wrong...

Although Lin Xuan and her companions had never met, He Hongxue’s cultivation level was crystal clear to them. That was the Inner Profound Period senior ancestor of their family; such figures rarely appeared in everyday life.

If someone as important as a senior ancestor called this person "senior," it could only mean...

The girls' eyes swept over Lin Xuan's figure, then quickly lowered their heads. If he were truly an Immortal Spirit period old monster, staring at him like that would be too disrespectful.

Should the other party get angry and kill them, they would have no choice but to accept their fate. After all, in such a being’s eyes, the difference between them and ants was negligible. Even if the family had some grudge, it wouldn’t dare offend an old monster of the Immortal Spirit period on their behalf.

In the end, they would just grit their teeth and accept this matter as nothing happened.

With these thoughts in mind, none dared to be disrespectful, each lowering her head even more obediently.

"Senior disciples, Senior Lin is a distinguished guest of our senior ancestor. He will stay here for the next few days, so you must take good care of him. Whatever requests he has, try your best to fulfill them. If there’s any neglect, my senior ancestor might blame me."

He Hongxue swept her gaze over the girls and spoke with a serious expression.

"Yes, Senior Ancestor."

The girls curtsied gracefully; even if they had a thousand fears, they would never be disrespectful after confirming Lin Xuan's cultivation level.

"Senior, for these next three days, I apologize for any inconvenience. If you find one of these maidservants suitable, please let her attend to your needs. Of course, if you need more, you can choose all of them."

He Hongxue turned around, and the solemn expression on her face vanished, replaced by a flattering smile.

"I don’t need anyone to serve me; I’m used to being alone," Lin Xuan said coolly.

"Very well... If there’s anything else you require, please let me know. Don’t hesitate."

"No, if Lady Fairy has any matters, just do as you wish."

"Then I bid farewell."

He Hongxue's expression remained calm as she bowed to Lin Xuan and left.

Lin Xuan turned around and found the few beautiful demon women standing obediently in their places. Although he didn’t need maidservants, they wouldn't dare move without his command.

"Alright, hand over the key to this pavilion’sprohibition, and we can leave," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Yes!"

The girls exchanged glances but quickly stepped forward. The slender woman in front extended her hand, and a jade-like bone tablet flew out. She held it high above her head and presented it to Lin Xuan just a few inches away from him.

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate and grabbed it.

He then injected some demonic energy into the tablet and gently shook it. A black light shot out, and the spatial fluctuations covered theprohibition around the pavilion. Once theprohibition was lifted, he stepped inside.

"Senior Sister, are we really leaving?"

"Yes, if our service wasn’t satisfactory, will Senior Ancestor be angry?"

The door creaked as Lin Xuan’s figure was blocked by it. The girls no longer acted so reserved; they surrounded the slender woman, who was clearly their leader in terms of both appearance and cultivation.

"Don't worry, this is your senior's choice. My senior ancestor shouldn’t blame us," she said with a frown but a pleasant voice.

"But we should still be more respectful," she continued. "Second Sister, please prepare some tea for me. The rest of you, go to the kitchen and the orchard at the back to get some fine fruits and wine to serve our senior."

"Understood."

The girls nodded and went off to do their tasks.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan entered the bedroom inside the pavilion. The environment was quite pleasant; it far surpassed his previous accommodations. This place was specifically used for hosting distinguished guests, so its quality was incomparable to a regular inn.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t care about comfort, he nodded in satisfaction.

He went straight to the bed, which was carved from sandalwood and exuded an ancient charm. He lay down on it, feeling how soft and comfortable it was. It had been too long since he last rested properly.

Now, he needed to relax. Lin Xuan couldn’t meditate here but decided to rest a bit to recover his best state.

This trip to White Float City went much smoother than expected. Initially, he only wanted to exchange some powerful talismans, but the quantity exceeded expectations, and he also obtained three spirit talismans: the Reviving Talisman, the Perfect Substitute for Tribulation Talisman, and the Random Teleportation Talisman.

These three treasures had different functions and purposes, but they could all save him in critical moments. With this unexpected gain, his journey to Medicine King Valley became much safer. As long as he didn’t run into the Ancient Demon Sage’s true form, Lin Xuan believed that no existence could harm him.

His mood lifted; it seemed like fate was on his side. Perhaps he wouldn’t need two hundred years and could advance to the Immortal Spirit period in the demon realm.

Lin Xuan thought thusly.

Of course, if he could get a thousand-year stone stalactite, it would be even more secure, but that depended on what happened over the next three days.

Before then, Lin Xuan needed to prepare himself. After all, talking with the head of the He family and an old monster of the Immortal Spirit period was no small matter, especially in someone else’s territory; he couldn’t afford any carelessness.

Suddenly, his expression changed as a light halo emerged from the bone tablet controlling theprohibition. A few moments later, faint footsteps could be heard, but they stopped at the door.

Clearly, she was waiting for him to give instructions.

"Didn't I say no need for service?"

"Senior, please forgive me. We didn’t disregard your orders; we brought some wine and fruits for you to taste," a young woman replied.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly understood. Unlike human cultivators, ancient demons could also practice cultivation without eating, but many of these demon creatures enjoyed food and drink, often indulging in feasts. Therefore, the girls' behavior wasn’t surprising.

"Thank you for your thoughtfulness; come in."

He Hongxue’s calm voice echoed. Although he didn’t have an appetite like ancient demons, he still appreciated good food. Since they had brought it to his doorstep, there was no need to be overly formal and ask them to carry it back.
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"Yes!"

With Lin Xuan's permission, the girls' faces lit up with joy. They then moved gracefully into the bedroom where Lin Xuan was resting.

Each of them held a tray in their hands, adorned with beautiful jade and holding fine wine, fruits, and various delicacies.

The aroma filled the room as Lin Xuan swallowed his saliva, his appetite whetted.

There was a wooden table in the room. The girls placed the food from the trays on it neatly.

"Alright, you can leave now; we don't need your service."

"Yes, Senior, if there's anything else you require, please let me know."

The women bowed gracefully to Lin Xuan and then left.

The room was left with only Lin Xuan.

He naturally wasn't going to be polite. He walked over to the table and began feasting heartily.

Three days passed quickly.

One day, while Lin Xuan was meditating in his room, a transmission scroll flew from outside.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes and released his divine sense. He scanned the scroll but remained calm on the surface. However, he stood up from his meditation cushion.

Dressed neatly, Lin Xuan walked over to the window where a water-like line appeared far off in the distance. He released his divine sense; it was indeed a lake.

However, this lake was different from ordinary ones, exuding an oppressive and lifeless atmosphere.

"Senior, please look, ahead lies the Thousand Spirit Lake."

"Thousand Spirit Lake?"

Lin Xuan frowned. The name sounded good, but why did it give such a contrary feeling? He didn't question her further.

If she could speak freely, she would; prying into others' secrets was taboo in the cultivation world. Lin Xuan came to do business with the Fu Family, not to make enemies.

With his steady nature, he wouldn't overlook these minor details.

"Senior, the old ancestor resides on the island at the center of the Thousand Spirit Lake."

As she spoke, she transformed into a streak of light and flew towards it. After half a cup of tea, an island came into view.

The island wasn't large, arched in shape, stretching only tens of miles long with its widest point barely seven or eight miles wide.

The air was thick with dark energy.

However, there were no striking buildings on the island. Fu Xinhua didn't land but turned her head apologetically. "Senior, according to Fu Family rules, I don't have the qualifications to enter the island, so I can only bring you here."

She bowed gracefully and flew away as a streak of light.

Lin Xuan was left standing there.

However, just moments later, an extremely powerful divine sense descended from above, enveloping Lin Xuan.

"Trying to test me?"

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift; he wouldn't let the other party see his true strength. On the surface, he remained calm, but in secret, he took a deep breath and released his divine sense fully.

Boom!

The divine sense, though formless, created ripples in mid-air as both parties' divine senses collided fiercely.

A storm of winds swept through!

Crackling sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears. The once calm lake surface seemed to have been stirred by a hurricane, with waves crashing one after another. The scene was truly formidable.

However, this contact was only the beginning.

The strength of the other party's divine sense kept increasing.

Lin Xuan inwardly groaned. Clearly, the intent was to test him. Although the Fu Family old ancestor had heard from his subordinates that Lin Xuan wasn't a real spirit being, he hadn't initiated an attack yet. He wanted to test first before making any moves.

However, divine senses were hard to fake.

While some cultivation techniques could enhance one's divine sense, and some cultivators naturally had stronger divine senses due to their extraordinary talents, the increase was limited. Could a Profound Daoist match a Spirit Being?

But was it impossible?

Nothing in this world was absolute. Lin Xuan indeed had a talent for divine senses, but the key factor was the unique Blue Star Sea. During the purification process, the Blue Star Sea provided an indescribable exercise that greatly strengthened his divine sense, making it far superior to those of his peers.

Noticeably, he surpassed many and even reached a cross-grade level, comparable to a Spirit Being.

Of course, this was due to his fortunate circumstances, allowing him to advance from a demon nucleus to the late Profound Dao stage, which naturally increased his divine sense. Strictly speaking, he was already at the late Profound Daoist stage; otherwise, he would still be in the middle stage and unable to match a Spirit Being.

Boom!

The sound of thunder echoed as winds surged. The mere clash of two divine senses gave the impression that two formidable beings were battling fiercely.

From afar, Fu Xinhua turned her head. Despite being over a hundred miles away, she could still hear the rumbling.

Not only was the dark energy chaotic, but there were also flickering lights in the distance.

Fu Xinhua gaped in disbelief and pondered. "Could it be that the old ancestor is having a major disagreement with Senior Lin and they're fighting?"

If so, as a member of the Fu Family, she couldn't stay out of it. However, her grandfather had instructed her not to approach the Thousand Spirit Lake for two days regardless of what happened. She dared not cross the line and could only wonder.

After a long while, she sighed and flew away.

Meanwhile, in the sky above the island, Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed: "Fu Daoist, what is your intention? Do you think I can be easily bullied or want to keep me here? This place might be under the Fu Family's control, but I'm not someone you can manipulate. If you try to harm me, beware of a lose-lose situation."

Lin Xuan turned his head to the left, clearly having seen through their actions.

"Haha, Daoist Lin, you're joking. My move was just for fun and had no malicious intent," Lin Xuan's voice echoed as laughter followed. A white-bearded old man appeared about a hundred feet away.

He looked friendly with a gentle smile but his long hair and beard covered most of his face.

"You are the Fu Family's old ancestor."

"Indeed, I am. Fu Ya Zhou pays respects to Daoist friend," The old man, who had just attacked, now seemed very courteous.

"Do you want to test my cultivation level? If I'm not a Spirit Being, should I have already perished by now?" Lin Xuan spoke bluntly, still angry in his tone.

It was understandable. Who wouldn't be upset after such an incident?

Fu Family's old ancestor hesitated as Lin Xuan directly revealed his purpose. He couldn't refute it easily and didn't have the room to argue. "Indeed."

The Fu Family intended to use this ruse if Lin Xuan were just a fraud, not a Spirit Being, to eliminate him under the guise of playing with the Fu Family.

This way, they could reclaim the three spirit scrolls they had lent out, as it was a loan. Thus, there was no need to worry about damaging their reputation.

Unfortunately, things didn't go according to plan. The other party was indeed a Spirit Being, so he had to put aside his thoughts.

However, something puzzled Fu Family's old ancestor. Lin Xuan's divine sense was truly at the Spirit Being level, leaving no room for deception. Why did it still maintain the pressure of a Profound Daoist?

The old monster's eyes flashed with curiosity as he pondered.

Despite this honesty, Lin Xuan couldn't continue questioning further. After all, in the cultivation world, survival was key, and what the other party had done wasn't entirely wrong.

"Did you find anything out, Daoist Fu?" Lin Xuan's voice carried a hint of sarcasm. He used this as a retreat to dispel any doubts from the old monster; otherwise, he would still be in danger.

Lin Xuan was known for his deep scheming, but this time, the other party took the opportunity: "Indeed, I did find something out and want to ask your advice."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat, but on the surface, he remained calm. He wouldn't let any hint of weakness show.

"What did you discover?" Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed as he maintained his composure.
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"Friend, in terms of divine consciousness, you are indeed a being at the Spirit Dividing stage. However, it's just your divine consciousness; all other spiritual power and spiritual pressure—no matter how you look at it, they still only belong to the Profound Abyss stage..."

Fu Yaozhou spoke while closely watching Lin Xuan's expression, not missing even the slightest change. Such a high-level old monster wouldn't be so easily deceived. Although his divine consciousness hadn’t detected any abnormalities, he still harbored doubts.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan smiled: "So you're still suspicious of me? Fine, let this friend test out your abilities."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan exuded a heavy demonic aura from every part of his body as his fingers danced. He formed an unusual magical technique with them, and suddenly, a fireball the size of an egg appeared between his palm.

Four-colored crystal glass emitted mysterious energy.

Lin Xuan used this as a countermeasure to test Fu's abilities. Therefore, he immediately unleashed the hidden Heaven Illusion Fire!

Fu Family’s Patriarch was indeed intimidated by it. Although he didn’t know what kind of secret technique it was, a Spirit Dividing stage expert could definitely recognize the power of Heaven Illusion Fire.

There was no need for him to test anything; based on his gut feeling, he knew that this fire would surely pose a threat to him.

His doubts were instantly dispelled. An ancient demon at the Profound Abyss stage wouldn’t be able to control such terrifying demonic flames.

"Haha, friend, there’s no need to get angry. I was just making idle talk."

"Idle talk?" Lin Xuan wore a mocking expression: "In front of an honest person, why say things in code? You have always been suspicious of me because my cultivation techniques are special, making me appear like a junior at the Profound Abyss stage. But you can see for yourself how powerful I truly am."

Lin Xuan spoke with confidence; to deceive this old monster, he couldn’t show any hesitation.

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, and a spirit ghost bag flew out.

A grayish-white corpse energy emerged from it, transforming into a grotesque creature as it appeared.

The silver-winged Corpse King was summoned once again by Lin Xuan.

Roar!

Dark clouds of阴风 surrounded the creature. With its spiritual power and spiritual pressure at the Spirit Dividing stage, it stood beside Lin Xuan with bloodthirsty eyes, roaring viciously at Fu Yaozhou.

"Ah! A thousand sights are no match for one visit!"

Though the younger generation had already informed him about what happened during the auction, a mere description could never replace seeing it firsthand. This guy really knew how to control corpses, and he was controlling a corpse of Spirit Dividing stage.

The shock on Fu Family’s Patriarch's face was evident; his doubts truly vanished at this moment.

This person was someone who could take up responsibilities and relinquish them when necessary. He immediately bowed deeply: "It is my fault for doubting you, friend. I apologize to Brother Lin."

"Haha, there’s no need for such formalities. It was just a misunderstanding."

Lin Xuan took the opportunity to back down; after all, he knew his own situation well and wouldn’t hold onto this matter. The best choice was to accept it gracefully.

With a flick of his hand, the Heaven Illusion Fire vanished into nothingness, and Lin Xuan put away the silver-winged Corpse King.

They resumed their formalities, and Fu Yaozhou warmly invited him to his cave dwelling.

Without entering the tiger's den, one cannot catch its cub. At this point, there was no need for Lin Xuan to hesitate; he followed the old man as they flew toward an island.

The journey was uneventful, but Fu Family’s Patriarch probed into Lin Xuan’s background with subtle remarks. However, Lin Xuan, being a highly intelligent person, easily played along, leaving the old man empty-handed.

After a short while, they arrived at his cave dwelling where he had been cultivating.

Unlike what one might imagine, it was not spacious and rather simple in furnishings. Fu Yaozhou led him into the living room.

The living room measured only about ten meters, with just a table and chair present.

"My humble abode is crude; please forgive me."

Fu Yaozhou said as he waved his sleeves, revealing several chairs.

They took their seats, then immediately got down to business.

"According to my disciple’s report, Brother Lin came here seeking me out to buy five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Do you think you could part with them?"

"I should tell you that Fu Family has been established in the Holy Realm by crafting talismans. This five-thousand-year-old stone stalactite is insufficient for our own use..."

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan interrupted him: "Why waste words here? Let’s get straight to the point—what do you want in exchange?"

Lin Xuan had no interest in further pretense. If the other party refused outright, there was no need to bring him to his cave dwelling.

Since Fu Family’s Patriarch did this, it indicated that there was room for negotiation.

Lin Xuan knew all these intricacies well and thus appeared confident. The old man’s attempts at evasion were merely to raise the price.

To his surprise, Lin Xuan had already seen through his intentions; this guy was much more stubborn than expected. Fu Family’s Patriarch first showed some embarrassment but quickly hid it: "Alright, since you’ve brought things to a point, I won’t continue to dodge. However, how many five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites do you plan on trading?"

Lin Xuan frowned. He wanted as much as possible, but that was clearly impossible. Too many would make Fu Family unwilling and raise suspicion.

"Ten bottles okay?"

As he spoke, Lin Xuan took out a bottle made of warm jade, about three inches tall.

"You really are asking for too much. The five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites are extremely rare; this amount is enough to last my family ten years."

A gloomy expression appeared on the old man’s face. This was close to his limit.

Lin Xuan sighed with genuine emotion: "Ten years, in our eyes, is just a blink of an eye. Why be so stingy?"

"Alright, if I’m willing to sell, these five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites are valuable. What will you use to purchase them?"

Fu Family’s Patriarch spoke slowly, though he hadn’t seen the auction himself, his disciples had detailed everything. He knew that Lin Xuan was no ordinary person and planned to make a hefty profit.
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Lin Xuan saw through the situation as if he could see through fire. How could his opponent not be aware of this? However, a thousand-year stone gong was inherently an item with value but no market. In Lin Xuan's hands, it could be refined to produce ten-thousand-year spirit essence, thus bringing countless benefits.

Therefore, even if the price was higher, that wouldn't matter.

Firstly, his opponent didn't know that blue star sea had a refining effect. So while he appeared to suffer great losses on the surface, in reality, he was gaining significantly behind the scenes.

Lin Xuan never did a losing business.

Secondly, considering Lin Xuan's wealth and resources, there was no need for him to be overly meticulous about such trivial matters as money or goods.

He only cared if what he needed could be bought. So even if it cost more, that wasn't an issue at all.

Thus, the two quickly reached a mutual agreement, and the progress of their deal was much faster than expected.

Hearing Fu Yaizhou's words, Lin Xuan revealed a faint smile on his face as he waved his sleeves, causing storage bags to fly out one after another. Each bag was bulging with various items. The old monster roughly counted them and found there were seven in total.

"You have...?"

"Friend, you doubt my financial strength? Just look at the items inside these bags," Lin Xuan declared confidently. "Can they be used to exchange for a thousand-year stone gong?"

Of course, there was no problem with that.

Fu's ancestral elder swallowed his saliva: "Since Friend truly can make such an offer, I am not someone who would refuse. Let's exchange here."

Before he could finish speaking, without waiting for Lin Xuan's response, he waved his sleeves and a light flash revealed ten stone gongs floating in the air, encased by spirit light, clearly enchanted with levitation.

It was obvious they were thousand-year stone gongs.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and casually grabbed one. He opened the bottle cap, and an invigorating fragrance wafted out.

Upon Lin Xuan's inspection, it indeed turned out to be a genuine thousand-year stone gong, with at least five thousand years of age.

Actually, such exchanges couldn't possibly be faked; the verification was merely routine.

"Correct. But do you really intend to exchange like this?" Lin Xuan scanned the other jade bottles and slowly spoke.

"Why, Friend? Wasn't it your idea to make an exchange?" Fu Yaizhou frowned, asking knowingly.

"Why pretend to be ignorant, Friend? It was indeed my suggestion to exchange. However, the value of all these magical materials is far more than ten stone gongs can cover."

This was true; Fu Yaizhou couldn't refute him. He had originally wanted to play dumb and take advantage of Lin Xuan but now realized it was a vain hope.

"Friend, you're correct. But Fu Family can only provide so many thousand-year stone gongs. How about I use magic stones to buy the rest from you?"

"Enough already, why lie to me? You just handed over all the stone gongs Lin Xuan requested, proving that Fu Family was well-prepared and had more than ten thousand-year stone gongs. My exchange is genuine; why be stingy? In front of a true person, there's no need for lies. Though I'm not wealthy, I don't care about a few magic stones."

Despite the lie being exposed, Fu's ancestral elder didn't get angry or show embarrassment but instead sighed: "Alright, add two more bottles at most; this is already the limit."

"Two bottles are too few. How about eight?" Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let him walk all over him.

"Eight? Friend, you're really asking for a lot," Fu Yaizhou shook his head vigorously like a rattle.

...

The bargaining process was lengthy but eventually concluded with fifteen stone gongs in total after half an hour. Once the agreement was reached, the exchange went smoothly.

Handing over money and receiving goods, both parties were quite satisfied with this transaction.

"Thank you, Friend Fu. I must take my leave now."

"Why so soon, Brother Lin? Would you like to exchange some cultivation insights?" Fu Yaizhou said warmly.

"I have other matters; I can't stay long," Lin Xuan replied.

Exchanging cultivation insights was indeed a significant benefit for Lin Xuan. Although his strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators at the same stage, compared to a spirit-stage existence, he still had considerable gaps, especially in understanding the Dao of Immortals. If he could exchange insights with such an entity, it would undoubtedly provide him with many inspirations.

However, despite the benefits, Lin Xuan couldn't accept this offer. Firstly, he wasn't truly an ancient demon; secondly, his level was only at the Profound Origin stage. Exchanging cultivation insights with Fu Yaizhou's counterpart could easily expose him, which would be detrimental to Lin Xuan.

Thus, though disappointed, he had no choice but to firmly decline.

"Really? That's a pity."

Fu's ancestral elder didn't know what Lin Xuan was thinking and briefly tried to persuade him. Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn't willing to stay, he reluctantly smiled and saw him off.

After Lin Xuan disappeared from view, Fu's ancestral elder closed his eyes for a moment before reopening them. He waved his sleeves and activated theprohibition around his cave abode, then spoke strange words into the air.

"Alright, that Lin kid has gone far away; you don't need to hide anymore. You can come out."

As soon as he finished speaking, a light flash appeared in the stone room, and space ripples emerged. In an empty place, a figure became clear.

It was an old man with a thin build, a rat-like face, and an extremely ugly appearance—Yanshan's ancestral elder. He had been secretly watching from the side all along.

"How about that Lin kid? Did you see anything?"

Upon appearing, Yanshan's ancestral elder spoke excitedly, harboring intense hatred for Lin Xuan, who had brought him such disgrace.

"That guy should be at the Profound Origin stage," Fu's ancestral elder said slowly.

"What? Are you sure?"

Yanshan's ancestral elder was stunned. He then showed a look of doubt: "Didn't you already engage in spiritual combat with him and confirm that Lin Xuan is only spirit-stage? We agreed early on to kill him if he turned out to be just Profound Origin, right?"

It was no wonder Yanshan's ancestral elder doubted Fu Yaizhou. His actions contradicted their agreement; treating Lin Xuan like a spirit-stage cultivator but then telling him that the other was only Profound Origin after sending him away—wasn't he trying to fool him?

"I did say so, but I changed my mind later."

"Why change your mind?" Yanshan's ancestral elder said slowly.

"Because I thought it wasn't appropriate. There are no secrets that can remain hidden forever. If we kill Lin Xuan, this will eventually leak out. Even if we claim he used his cultivation to deceive us, it would still leave room for criticism and damage our reputation."

This was a reasonable explanation.

Yanshan's ancestral elder fell silent for a moment before raising his head with a sudden look: "Even so, why do you say Lin Xuan is at the Profound Origin stage? If spiritual combat can be faked, how about that Corpse Demon? The corpse refinement must be spirit-stage. I am confident in this and won't make a mistake."!。
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"That silver-winged demon is indeed at the Spirit Dividing Stage. I too am at a loss as to how you managed that, but my 'Clear Mirror Demon Art' should give you some idea of what's possible. No matter who or what, once they appear within several feet of me, their cultivation will be impossible to hide."

Fu Yaoyou spoke slowly and confidently.

Yanshan Senior Patriarch fell silent. He knew the intricacies of the Clear Mirror Demon Art well enough not to have sought confirmation from Fu Yaoyou if he hadn't.

"How do I know you're not just trying to fool me?"

"If that's your concern, there's nothing I can do about it. We weren't friends in the first place; without that matter, would you think I'd get involved?"

Fu Yaoyou was taken aback before becoming visibly displeased and complaining. His face darkened further, indicating his deep dissatisfaction.

"Alright, I'll believe you. You wouldn't deceive an old man for my sake."

"Hmph, just know it."

"A mere Core Formation cultivator dares to humiliate me like this; I will make him suffer so much that he can neither live nor die."

Yanshan Senior Patriarch turned his head, his eyes blazing with fury.

The humiliation at the auction still lingered in his mind. If Lin Xuan had been a peer and could control a corpse demon, he would have endured it out of frustration. But now...

He needed to reclaim his dignity.

However, there was another difficulty.

Lin Xuan had obtained those three spirit talismans; defeating him wouldn't be hard, but killing him would be extremely difficult!

With this thought, Fu Yaoyou turned back: "Friend Daoist, since these three spirit talismans were made by your family, you must have some way to counter them."

"How...?"

Fu Yaoyou frowned.

"Are you still trying to hide? If you help me with this matter, our grudges can be settled. From now on, we won't have any further dealings, and no one will ever know about the Fu family's origins."

A strange expression flashed across Fu Yaoyou's face as if he had made up his mind: "Words mean nothing; you must return that item to me."

"Of course."

Fu Yaoyou waved his sleeve, releasing a black talisman the size of a palm.

Unlike ordinary spirit talismans, the characters on it moved continuously, like living creatures.

"What is this?"

"This is a prohibition spell. All our talismans leave a loophole; these prohibition talismans are made based on that. Once activated, all Fu family-made talismans within its range will lose their effects, just as with the prohibition field."

"Oh, so do those three spirit talismans work in the same way?" Yanshan Senior Patriarch exclaimed.

"Any talisman made by our family has no exceptions."

Yanshan Senior Patriarch nodded and reached out to receive the talisman. Fu Yaoyou pulled his hand back: "Wait a moment; I want what's mine first."

"A grand old patriarch of the Fu family acting so petty! In the White Floating Scenery, do you still fear me cheating you?"

Yanshan Senior Patriarch showed an air of disdain and extended his hand, tapping it on his waist. A black scroll appeared before him.

He acted generously and handed it directly to the Fu family senior patriarch. After checking it, Fu Yaoyou also passed the prohibition talisman to Yanshan Old Monster's hand.

"Alright, I'll take my leave."

Since he had achieved his goal, Yanshan Senior Patriarch had no interest in staying longer; he needed to find Lin Xuan and seek revenge.

"I won't see you off."

Fu Old Monster bowed slightly as well.

Then, Yanshan Senior Patriarch transformed into a streak of lightning and quickly vanished from sight.

Watching him disappear, Fu Yaoyou laughed wildly at the black scroll in his hand: "Haha! Since this item is back in my possession, the Fu family will no longer be held hostage; we can rest easy."

"Uncle Senior Patriarch is right. Once this item is destroyed, no one will ever know that our Fu family is descended from Great Demon Lord, and we won't have to live in fear anymore," a sigh came from nowhere as Fu Tianheng appeared.

"Hmph! This Yanshan Old Monster learned about this by chance and used it as leverage to extort many benefits from us. Now he's removing the隐患, but he has already gained an advantage," Fu Yaoyou said with resentment.

"That was unavoidable; during the last Three Realms War, Great Demon Lord fell in love with a female cultivator of the Spirit Realm, betrayed our Sacred Clan, and used this as a trigger for our army to suffer a crushing defeat. The other true demon primordial ancestors hated Great Demon Lord so much that they had no choice but to take it out on us descendants; almost all of us were subjected to soul refinement. Fortunately, we are only collateral relatives in the Sacred Realm, escaping disaster by luck. However, Yanshan Old Monster still holds a柄 over us. Thanks to that Lin boy, we finally resolved this crisis, but I'm still worried..."

"What are you worried about?" Fu Yaoyou turned his head.

"Even though the evidence is back with our family, logically speaking, destroying it should ensure safety. However, Yanshan Old Monster knows our family's secrets; he might go back on his word and spread this matter. Even without the evidence, if word of this reaches the ears of several Sacred Clan elders, it will be very detrimental to us. In their eyes, we are mere ants, and they might act out of a 'better safe than sorry' mentality..." Fu Tianheng's tone was filled with worry.

"Don't worry about that; I have my plans."

"Oh, please enlighten me," Fu Tianheng respectfully said.

"Yanshan Old Monster is very sensitive to his reputation. He would never have returned the evidence if he hadn't been provoked by a minor matter. Now that he has this prohibition talisman, he will seek revenge on that Lin boy."

"So what? You said that Lin boy is just at the Core Formation stage; how could he possibly trouble Yanshan Old Monster?" Fu Tianheng asked, filled with confusion.

"Hmph! That's not certain. Anything can happen in the cultivation world. Although Lin boy is at the Core Formation stage, his mental faculties are formidable enough to match mine. And that silver-winged corpse demon is indeed at the Spirit Dividing Stage; have you ever seen a Core Formation cultivator as wealthy and powerful?" Fu Yaoyou said mysteriously.
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"Old Patriarch suspects Lin Xiao's origins."

"Lin Xiao's background, I'm not entirely clear on. However, one thing is certain: if that Old Tyrant of Yanshan really treats him as just an ordinary ancient demon of the Profound Void Stage, he will surely meet with a big misfortune."

"But even so, how could Old Tyrant Fu still be at the Spirit Refinement Stage? Could it possibly end up in Lin Xiao's hands?" Master Tianheng's face revealed a hint of disbelief. He thought that the old patriarch had underestimated this matter.

"Whether he lives or dies is hard to say now. Moreover, don't you think I've done something to thatprohibition talisman before giving it to him? It wouldn't be wise for me to let my guard down."

Lin Xiao's expression darkened as he realized how late the discovery was. He had already been caught in a bind despite his best efforts.

"Unlucky," Lin Xiao muttered, his face turning even darker. The only thing that brought some relief was that they were in an uninhabited area rather than a city filled with ancient demons.

He could now freely use all kinds of secret techniques without fear of being discovered as a human cultivator in such a place.

With this thought, Lin Xiao's mood calmed down.

"Regardless, I'm lucky enough," he thought to himself. "There's no need to feel depressed here."

Facing an enemy at the Spirit Refinement Stage, Lin Xiao was not going to take any chances. He took a deep breath and let go of the demon energy surrounding his body. The spiritual light suddenly burst out in a powerful display.

He raised his right hand and flicked it, sending dozens of sword lights from his sleeves rushing towards him. These were the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords, numbering over eighty-one, each radiating with spiritual light.

Lin Xiao clutched his hands together, splitting the immortal swords into two streams. One part converged in the middle to form a layer of sword formations around his body, while the other spread outwards, spiraling and dancing through the air.

However, before he could use any more techniques, magic lights appeared on the horizon from the direction of the sky. It was indeed Old Tyrant Yanshan who had caught up with him.

"Such speed!"

Lin Xiao sighed inwardly as two magical treasures flew out from his sleeves, grasped by his hands: the Soul-Stealing Drum and the Soul-Lost Goblet.

These were powerful demonic treasures, but Lin Xiao had never used them. His knowledge was vast, embracing both Daoist and demon techniques, cultivation methods, beast transformations, and Buddhist teachings. He could use whatever suited the situation best.

The demonic lights approached from over a hundred feet away. Lin Xiao saw clearly that it was indeed Old Tyrant Yanshan.

Lin Xiao had no interest in chatting first.

"Strike first," he thought. He first deployed the Soul-Lost Goblet, which flew to his front with black smoke emanating around it. The goblet rapidly grew from a fist-sized object into a large one over ten feet wide.

Lin Xiao punched at the drum's surface while raising his left hand and sending a spell towards the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords in front of him.

Swoosh! Swoosh!

The swords, like meteors, rushed towards the old demon from all directions.

"Such...?"

Old Tyrant Yanshan was stunned. He was also startled by Lin Xiao's attack, but more so by its unpredictability.

When Lin Xiao had suddenly unleashed his power earlier, it had frightened him. This kid wasn't just a cultivator; he might be an infiltrator from the Holy Realm?

Furious!

Before his thoughts could fully form, Lin Xiao's attack struck. The Soul-Lost Goblet was the first to arrive, and with a dull thud, black sound waves spread outwards, enveloping the area.

These were undoubtedly genuine demonic treasures!

Old Tyrant Yanshan was confused. How could humans control their Holy Realm treasures? Was this kid human or from the Holy Realm?

Despite his doubts, he reacted swiftly. A cold snort sounded as he didn't use any magical treasures but merely released a thick layer of protective demon energy.

Could sound attacks penetrate through his protective barrier?

Old Tyrant Yanshan's face showed arrogance. He had every right to be so confident.

The black sound waves cracked the ground and even caused mountains to collapse, showing the power of demonic realm treasures, especially those with group attack capabilities.

However, they couldn't harm Old Tyrant Yanshan as they were immediately bounced back by his protective barrier.

"Wait! You are either a human spy or from my Holy Realm. What's the difference?"

"There is none."

Lin Xiao's lips curled in sarcasm and he didn't pause to think further. The Nine Palaces Momentary Swords flew towards him.

Old Tyrant Yanshan, despite his poor character, had keen eyesight. He immediately recognized the fiery sword as a powerful weapon, far superior to the Soul-Lost Goblet.

At this moment, it was too late to use magical treasures for mutual attacks. Old Tyrant Yanshan flicked his right hand and sent out a piece of black cloth from his fingers.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Swords struck at the cloth but all landed in empty space.

"Space treasure!"

Lin Xiao's eyes glowed with recognition, identifying the opponent's treasure type instantly.

If it were an ordinary cultivator, this might have been troublesome, but not for him.

Lin Xiao raised his right hand and the spear given to him by the Snow Fox King appeared. However, a sound like popping beans filled his ears.

"What...?"

A bad feeling flashed across Lin Xiao's mind as silver light erupted from his eyes. Though he couldn't see everything clearly this time, he did notice countless ghost heads appearing in the clouds.

Roar!

The wind howled as those ghost heads suddenly opened their blood-filled mouths and spat out multicolored flames. These demonic flames were of various types but each was incredibly powerful and fast.

Lin Xiao had no time to counter the opponent's treasure; his priority was to save himself.

His face turned pale, and without hesitation, he stepped left with incredible speed.

Ripples appeared in mid-air as Lin Xiao used a spatial technique: Nine Heaven Quick Steps.

Boom!

The demonic flames passed through. Fortunately, Lin Xiao had already dodged over a hundred feet away, but the mountain behind him was not so lucky; it was hit and disintegrated into nothingness under the power of those demonic flames!
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Chapter 2285: Hard Clash with a Divided Spirit Ancient Demon

Lin Xuan couldn't help but turn pale. The power of this demon fire was far more terrifying than he had imagined.

Although their strength reached such levels, moving mountains and filling seas were mere trifles to them. However, it wasn’t easy for an ordinary person to reduce such a majestic mountain peak to ice and rubble in an instant.

Truly, it was no wonder that the ancient demon was at the Divided Spirit stage!

Unsuccessful as his first attack had been, Old Patriarch Yanshan wouldn't give up so easily. With both hands clenching, a low, obscure incantation emerged from the clouds.

The sound was archaic and ancient, intensifying Lin Xuan's bad feeling.

What would this time bring?

A shrill, spine-chilling laugh echoed in his ears as the black demon fog before him split apart. Following that, demonic light flickered, and dozens of grotesque demon serpents suddenly darted out.

Though they were called serpents, they were actually composed of black flames. Each one was over ten meters long, thicker than a yellow barrel, and their presence rivaled that of dragons in terms of grandeur.

The key was the sheer number; this move had much in common with his former signature technique, "Hundred Dragons' Fangs," which he had used to great effect before.

Unfortunately, since the Nine Heaven Moon Ring had already been dissolved into materials for a newsoul essence法宝, there was nothing left to rely on. Thus, Hundred Dragons' Fangs could not be employed.

This greatly disappointed Lin Xuan; otherwise, he might have used it to counterattack and let his opponent see the power of his ultimate technique. However, Nine Palace Instant Sword naturally wasn't just sitting around.

Lin Xuan raised both hands and pointed them forward: "Quickly!"

Before the words left his mouth, the flying swords in front of him began to tremble. They then transformed from one into three.

In an instant, red light danced before Lin Xuan, with over two hundred sword lights already present.

Next, he swept his sleeves, splitting those sword lights into two streams.

The more than a hundred sword lights on the left side converged like a whale sucking in water, transforming into a dazzling red stream that pierced towards Old Patriarch Yanshan.

On the right, the remaining over a hundred sword lights spread out and then surged forward with fierce light, slicing at the demon serpents before him.

Though the process seemed complex when described, it was merely an instant. Facing his opponent's ferocious attack, Lin Xuan showed no signs of retreating but instead engaged in direct confrontation.

"Die!"

Old Patriarch Yanshan's face flashed with a fierce expression. This little fellow really had enough arrogance to dare confront him head-on. Well, let him see the difference between the Profound Void and Divided Spirit stages.

With his bird-like right hand extended, Old Patriarch Yanshan moved swiftly in front of him.

The eyes of those demon serpents immediately turned blood red as their presence grew even more formidable. Then they clashed with the sword lights.

Boom!

Both sides intertwined.

In an instant, the sky turned black and red, and the temperature soared, as if it had been ignited.

"Impossible!"

Old Patriarch Yanshan was both shocked and angry. His eyes widened almost to the point of disbelief. The demon serpents and sword lights chased each other, but they seemed evenly matched in this confrontation.

How could that be?

After all, the purity of Divided Spirit stage power compared to Profound Void was incomparable; it was like comparing a grown man's strength with a child’s.

Lin Xuan wasn't having an easy time either. Throughout the cultivation world, he had roamed for millions of years, and even if there were other Profound Void cultivators who could challenge him across stages, they relied on clever tactics rather than brute force.

Lin Xuan did this because his power was far more substantial compared to his peers, and he also trusted Nine Palace Instant Sword immensely. He wanted to see how much of a gap existed between himself and the ancient demon at the Divided Spirit stage with this divine treasure's aid.

The result was quite satisfactory; although his chest still churned with blood, he had managed to engage in direct confrontation with an ancient demon at the Divided Spirit stage without falling behind.

Lin Xuan suddenly felt confident. With that assurance, along with his various techniques and treasures, victory seemed within reach.

As his thoughts raced, another wave of attacks from the flying swords struck Old Patriarch Yanshan's body.

Old Patriarch Yanshan was both shocked and angry but showed no signs of fear.

With both hands clenching, the black demon fog enveloped him once more, forming a thick cloud.

What could you do to me with such spatial treasures?

Old Patriarch Yanshan's face was full of arrogance. He had the confidence.

Swoosh-swoosh sounds echoed as over a hundred sword lights fell like rain, enveloping the entire demon cloud and piercing through it. However, they still showed no effect; spatial treasures were indeed magical in this way.

Moreover, Old Patriarch Yanshan wasn't just a passive recipient of attacks. A spell was cast, and the ghost heads opened their blood-stained mouths, revealing sharp teeth like pincers that clamped onto the flying swords.

What a keen eye he had! He had already discerned that these divine treasures were Lin Xuan'ssoul essencetreasures.

Destroy them first!

Old Patriarch Yanshan's face was filled with viciousness.

With both hands clenching, the heads of those evil ghosts began to gnaw furiously.

Good idea, but it wouldn't be so easy to achieve.

To forge Nine Palace Instant Sword, Lin Xuan had spent countless efforts and collected countless heavenly treasures. Most were rare and hard to come by.

The power of this divine treasure aside, its hardness was truly astonishing.

To be frank, even for an ancient demon at the Divided Spirit stage or a realm-transcending existence, destroying Nine Palace Instant Sword would require considerable effort.

Thus, no matter how much those ghost heads gnawed, they were merely wasting their efforts.

"Hey?"

Old Patriarch Yanshan was surprised. At this moment, something unexpected happened.

Lin Xuan had already seen the spatial treasures before and knew that ordinary attacks wouldn't work. He used Nine Palace Instant Sword to set a trap with another plan in mind.

Thus, when there was no effect from his attack, Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; he still had a backup plan.

Raising his right hand, he poured all his magical energy into the long spear. A burst of green light emanated from its surface as Lin Xuan's right hand swung down forcefully!

A loud tearing sound filled the air, and an ominous aura emerged. Accompanying this was a series of runes that flickered on the surface of the spear.

Next, those characters formed a circle, revealing a mysterious and intricate magical array before them.

Then, a crescent-shaped light blade appeared!

Unlike ordinary light blades, it had miniature magical arrays embedded within.

Thus, its power far exceeded ordinary attacks.

Old Patriarch Yanshan's expression changed abruptly. His keen eyes didn't need to be questioned.

"Spacial treasure?"

The ancient demon was startled. Clearly, this wasn't a regular spatial treasure; the spatial laws attached to it made even him tremble with fear.
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However, at this moment, it was too late to evade. In an instant, the light saber had already pierced through several feet in front of him.

The thick dark fog did not hinder its passage at all; wherever the light blade cut, space itself seemed to be slightly distorted. The deep black fog was even less significant and directly turned into air.

Old Master Yanshan's face was filled with a gloomy expression.

If another cultivator were in his place, they would certainly have their head chopped off. However, he was ultimately an ancient demon of the Spirit Body Realm.

A huge roar echoed in his ears as the dark silk cocoon shattered, and a massive whirlwind suddenly appeared, with a diameter of several dozen feet, extending upwards and downwards. It kept expanding until it collided with the light saber.

Another thunderous sound split through the sky.

The light saber was actually bounced back, and the situation for the light wave was not much better; it dissipated into nothingness...

Lin Xuan frowned, refraining from further action as he stared intently at the demon wind before him.

After a while, with the howling of the wind in his ears, the whirlwind gradually shrank until it vanished without a trace...

Old Master Yanshan revealed his true form. Despite having foreseen this, the sight still made Lin Xuan jump in surprise.

The old man's height had suddenly increased by several feet; what was originally a haggard and ugly old man now transformed into a creature with a bull head and human body, with a snake-like tail trailing behind him.

Red light shone from his eyes, and his entire body was covered in black scales. His fingers grew sharp purple-black nails that were as sharp as blades. His nose was large and ugly, occupying half of his face, with fangs protruding from the corners of his mouth. White cold light flickered on his teeth.

Even without fighting, a cultivator would be terrified just by looking at this figure.

However, Lin Xuan merely swallowed hard before returning to normal.

After revealing its true form, Old Master Yanshan's mana seemed to increase significantly. However, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of fear; he still had many hidden cards up his sleeve.

"Little fellow, if you hand over those three spirit talismans and beg for mercy, I might spare your life," Old Master Yanshan said with a voice much rougher than before.

"Is that so? Flattery doesn't work on me. Do you really think Lin Xuan would believe such words?"

Lin Xuan smiled. Releasing a tiger back into the wild meant leaving behind future dangers; if they were to switch places, he wouldn't hesitate to kill this old man after making him promise to hand over his treasures.

Breaking promises was perfectly normal for cultivators—there was nothing shameful about it. He would do the same, so why should an ancient demon be any different?

Therefore, without hesitation, Lin Xuan rejected the offer outright.

"Little fellow, you really don't know when to die. If that's the case, I'll extract your soul and refine your spirit."

Old Master Yanshan laughed in fury as a huge treasure appeared before him. It was a massive wolf tooth club, several dozen feet long. The old monster grasped it with his hand, raised it high above his head, and smashed it down towards Lin Xuan.

With the action, a shadow of the Wolf Sovereign Club appeared in mid-air; compared to its actual size, this shadow was much larger—hundreds of feet tall—and it was terrifying.

I'll dodge!

Facing such a fierce attack, no fool would try to block it. Fortunately, Lin Xuan had prepared for this moment.

With a flick of his body, he instantly deployed Nine Heavens Microstep and vanished without a trace. He was already over a thousand feet away.

Old Master Yanshan's attack naturally missed its target, but the result left Lin Xuan speechless.

He did manage to dodge, but behind him, a towering mountain several thousand feet high didn't have such good luck; it was struck by the shadow and collapsed with a rumbling sound.

This outcome was expected. Moving mountains and filling seas for a Spirit Body Realm existence was as easy as raising one's hand. However, this wasn't the end; how could a single mountain consume all of Old Master Yanshan's attack?

With another crash, the remaining shadow continued to fall, causing the ground to crack, creating an enormous hole that seemed bottomless. Even lava gushed out, indicating just how powerful this strike was.

Lin Xuan stared in amazement at the destructive power.

In terms of offensive strength alone, Old Master Yanshan's ancient demon far surpassed Lin Xuan's. Ancient demons were indeed more terrifying than beings of the same rank.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan no longer wanted to fight alone and flicked his sleeves. A gray-white spirit ghost bag flew out.

After circling slightly, the bag opened, inverting itself, and a ferocious low growl echoed from within...

Dark winds swirled as a gray-white corpse aura shot out, transforming into a grotesque creature—the Corpse Sovereign!

Zombies were known for their immense strength. Summoning him now was just right; let's see how this old monster fares against the Corpse Sovereign.

The Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign appeared and immediately roared like a wild beast. Gray-white corpse aura surged around his body, and a treasure appeared in his hand—the Heavenly Ghost Mace!

As the personal treasure of Heavenly Ghost Immortal, this mace's power was undoubtedly formidable.

However, Lin Xuan had too many tricks up his sleeve to pay much attention to it. He handed the Heavenly Ghost Mace over to the Corpse Sovereign; after all, their natures didn't conflict, and using the Corpse Sovereign would be more effective than him personally.

Old Master Yanshan naturally saw the Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign's appearance.

He was most afraid of this item. He couldn't figure out why a mere Profound Realm cultivator could control a Spirit Body Realm corpse sovereign.

What secret lay behind it?

The old monster didn't know, but he wouldn't get results by just thinking about it; let's see how this works first before making any decisions.

With these thoughts in mind, Old Master Yanshan turned his target to the Corpse Sovereign. With a loud roar, he repeated the same action, smashing the wolf tooth club down towards the Corpse Sovereign.

Unlike Lin Xuan, who dodged, Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign did not avoid; instead, it charged forward with the Heavenly Ghost Mace enveloped in corpse aura, growing even larger. The ghost face on the handle seemed to come alive, gnashing its mouth as it held the mace and fiercely swung it forward.

A loud explosion echoed.

This was the first time Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign had faced an ancient demon head-on. When the wolf tooth club met the Heavenly Ghost Mace, the scene could not be described in words; both monsters were incredibly powerful, causing the sky to dim momentarily. A visible light wave spread from the collision and expanded towards all directions.

Everything that passed through was reduced to nothingness, even space seemed to collapse slightly due to the continuous restoration of the laws of the world. However, this could only indicate how significant this collision was.

The result of the collision came quickly; Old Master Yanshan stood firm, his spirit and energy intact, while Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign took a step back.

At the same level, there were still differences. Compared to the old monster, Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign was slightly inferior but not by much.

Silver-winged Corpse Sovereign released the Heavenly Ghost Mace with its right hand and swung it forward. "Ch-ch" sounds filled the air as countless gray-white claws appeared, densely covering half of the sky, shooting towards Old Master Yanshan with a formidable momentum.
第两千二百八十七章 道高一尺

In an instant, the old monster was enveloped. However, this time, Old Patriarch Yanshan had no intention of engaging in a direct confrontation; a sneer appeared on his lips as he suddenly shook his body strangely to the left and right. Instantly, countless shadowy images burst forth, while his true form vanished into nothingness.

Next moment, a loud tearing sound echoed, as those terrifying clawed rays covered several miles around, all of the shadowy images perishing instantly, torn apart in an instant.

However, only the shadows were hit; his true form had already escaped to a thousand feet away. His target was Lin Xuan.

After the previous probing, Old Patriarch Yanshan was certain that Lin Xuan was difficult to deal with. He didn't know why this mere Cosmology Realm cultivator could control a Corpse Demon of the Spirit Splitting stage; he wouldn’t have believed it if not for his own eyes witnessing it.

But facts were staring him in the face, so he couldn’t ignore them.

The Silver-Winged Corpse King was difficult to handle, but that didn't matter. Lin Xuan was its weakness. As long as he could eliminate Lin Xuan, this Spirit Splitting stage Corpse Demon would no longer pose any threat to him.

This was clear to the old monster. His experience in combat was equally rich, which is why he abandoned the Corpse Demon and went straight for Lin Xuan.

Hit where it hurts, capture the king first—his tactic mirrored that proverb.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically as Old Patriarch Yanshan moved swiftly. There was no time to dodge now.

Damn!

With a snarl on his face, Old Patriarch Yanshan spat out a stream of essence blood towards the wolf-tipped club. The blood exploded into a cloud upon leaving his mouth and was instantly absorbed by the magic treasure.

Roar!

The club shook, and an animal-like howl echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. Then, a dazzling light shone as if some seal had been broken. Its size suddenly increased several times over, with its length exceeding ten zhang (about 30 feet). The sharp protrusions on the surface glimmered with a blue hue, suggesting an added toxic attribute.

At the same time, a fierce and violent aura surged forth, filled with bloodlust.

Old Patriarch Yanshan wasn't idle. A vicious light flashed in his eyes as he clenched both hands, producing a crackling sound. His entire body was enveloped by black electric arcs, resembling a demon god descending upon him. His size also increased dramatically, turning into a giant figure within moments.

Giant Technique!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he knew this divine technique well, but seeing it executed so swiftly for the first time was impressive. No wonder he was a Spirit Splitting stage ancient monster.

However, there wasn't any time to dwell on that now.

Seeing no way to dodge, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with anger.

All or nothing!

Lin Xuan raised both hands and quickly cast a spell. As his actions continued, whistling sounds filled the air as eighty-one flying swords shot towards the same direction, converging in the middle.

A loud clear sound echoed as a giant sword over ten zhang long appeared. It was crimson red with light radiating from it, and numerous rune symbols rotated on its surface. This treasure, carefully refined by Lin Xuan over hundreds of years, was no ordinary item.

It was time to use it!

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The Nine Palaces Needle flashed swiftly, slicing towards the old monster with a forceful wind.

Old Patriarch Yanshan performed the same action, wielding the wolf-tipped club and pouring all of his demonic energy into it, performing a downward slash like cleaving Mount Hua.

Another direct confrontation ensued, just as before. There was no trickery involved.

Boom!

The already ravaged earth was once again plowed by two powerful forces. Within several miles, all mountains were flattened, with gale-force winds sweeping the land, turning it into molten lava.

"Spit…!"

Lin Xuan spat out a mouthful of blood and was sent flying by an overwhelming force. Although his essence energy was much richer than that of other cultivators at the same stage, he still fell short when compared to Old Patriarch Yanshan, who was a Spirit Splitting stage ancient monster.

This direct confrontation left Lin Xuan clearly on the losing side.

"Impossible!"

But it was the old monster who gasped in shock. He knew his own condition well; among ancient monsters, he belonged to the physically strong group with boundless strength. His previous strike had been incredibly powerful, and even a cultivator of the same stage would find it hard to withstand such an attack.

Breaking one's meridians was considered light compared to what could happen if things went wrong. He might have already scattered his soul and spirit into pieces.

However, Lin Xuan only spat out some blood and still appeared full of vigor.

Was he joking? This kid was too formidable; wasn't his physical strength even surpassing that of the same-stage monsters?

Despite being shocked, the old monster's reaction was swift. Regardless, this was a good opportunity for him to exploit. He believed Lin Xuan and his companions had unexpectedly withstood his attack but their essence energy flow would be affected in the short term.

This was his chance.

Old Patriarch Yanshan calculated precisely. The Silver-Winged Corpse King was still over a hundred feet behind, and at his speed, it wouldn't be able to reach him in time for rescue.

With this thought, a sneer appeared on the old monster's face as he flickered and shadowy images burst forth. He vanished without a trace once more.

His true form aimed directly at Lin Xuan, determined to seize the opportunity and end his life.

Everything was part of the old monster’s plan, but Lin Xuan didn't seem overly worried.

Before Old Patriarch Yanshan could reach him, a strange demonic insect emerged from an unexpected direction, exuding violent energy. Despite facing a Spirit Splitting stage ancient monster, it showed no fear and fought bravely.

This insect was over ten feet long, resembling a tiger in the mortal world with a fierce and peculiar appearance. It was covered in purple patterns, and it had two pairs of wings.

Purple-Woven Corpse Insect!

Old Patriarch Yanshan gasped in shock as he saw this demonic insect. He had encountered such insects before; amongyin attribute demons, their power ranked among the top five, making a deep impression on him. However, if his memory served correctly, raising such an insect required using one's own body as a nest and feeding it with essence blood to avoid backlash.

But he clearly saw Lin Xuan release this insect from a broken tower?

Was something wrong? First, the Silver-Winged Corpse King, now this renowned demonic insect. Old Patriarch Yanshan was left speechless, feeling that Lin Xuan's methods continually challenged his understanding of cultivation.

Who exactly was this kid?

The old monster swallowed hard, all traces oflook down upon (contempt) long forgotten.

A Purple-Woven Corpse Insect wasn't easy to deal with; even a mature one could match a Spirit Splitting stage cultivator. This one, though not fully mature, couldn’t be taken lightly by the old monster.
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Otherwise, it would be a regrettable disaster. Dream

How could the Old Ancestor Yanshan let such a thing happen?

A fierce expression flashed across his face as he raised his left hand, fingers tightly clenched. The black aura on his body instantly condensed onto his palm. Two "puff" sounds echoed in his ears as the black aura shot out and transformed into a monstrous python with fangs bared, flying off like purple-robed corpse worms.

The plan was good, but achieving it wouldn't be easy.

In the next moment, insect chirping filled the air. The creature opened its mouth and spat out a gray-white light beam, seemingly unremarkable yet tightly binding the demonic python in place. In that brief instant, the demon's true form lunged forward to attack the old monster.

"Filthy beast!"

The Old Ancestor Yanshan was furious as he struck with his left fist. As he moved, an incredible scene unfolded: black and dark aura intertwined, converging into a giant skull in their midst.

With blood-red eyes, it gnashed its teeth, spewing demonic flames to fiercely attack the purple-robed corpse worms!

This time, the demon worm had no escape as it clashed with the skull.

"Drive away the insects. What is this now?"

The old monster paused and didn't continue advancing, knowing he was walking into a trap. He didn't recognize these bloodfire ants but saw they weren't formidable individually.

He spread his hands wide, forming intricate hand seals. As he moved, dark demonic energy began to coalesce, condense, contract, then explode.

Sharp ice needles appeared, black and razor-sharp despite their varying lengths. Countless in number, they filled a space of dozens of feet around the old monster.

Nature's balance meant that while the insect repelling technique was formidable, ice needle-type artifacts could counter it. The old monster didn't have such treasures but this spell had the same effect.

You have your strategy, I have mine. Although Lin Xuan far exceeded his expectations in strength, the old monster believed he would ultimately prevail.

"Go!"

He clapped his hands together and formed a sword with his fingers as he glared. As he moved, countless ice needles shot out like arrows from a powerful bow, transforming into black threads raining down on the bloodfire ant cloud.

Swooshing sounds filled the air followed by insect chirping as the corpses of the bloodfire ants fell like rain, densely falling to the ground.

Lin Xuan seemed to be in a losing position but he wasn't worried. He smiled coldly and confidently.

The death of bloodfire ants mattered little; Lin Xuan never expected much from individual insects. Bloodfire ants thrived on numbers.

A temporary setback was nothing compared to the victor who would laugh last.

Sure enough, Old Ancestor Yanshan soon couldn't laugh anymore as his expression changed from joy to anger. "Are you serious? Why are there so many?"

In just a short time, at least millions of bloodfire ants had fallen victim to his ice needle secret technique.

But that mattered little compared to the vast numbers Lin Xuan possessed. It was like comparing an iceberg tip to a mountain.

More and more bloodfire ant clouds poured out from the skull tower. The sky filled with terrifying insects as the ice needles, though numerous, were insignificant in comparison.

It was like throwing sand into a lake - just creating ripples.

"Damn you!"

Seeing himself being swallowed by the red insect cloud, Old Ancestor Yanshan wouldn't be foolish enough to wait for his doom. He cast a fierce glance and waved his hands like butterflies, chanting ancient incantations...

As he moved, the ice needles shot back like whales sucking water, converging around him to form an enormous ice ball.

The surface of the ice ball was covered with countless sharp spikes, leaving no gaps.

"Hmph, can being a porcupine be useful?"

Lin Xuan sneered as he emitted a clear sound. The red insect cloud above his head hummed in response and swarmed towards the ice ball like it knew nothing of fear.

Suddenly, explosions echoed as the bloodfire ants chose to self-destruct upon nearing the ice ball.

Though each individual bloodfire ant wasn't particularly powerful, their self-destruction released all their magical energy, making a significant difference.

With so many self-destructing insects, the combined explosion was devastating.

Boom!

The ice ball shattered in mere moments.

Lin Xuan rejoiced as he needed to keep up his momentum. The remaining bloodfire ants surrounded the old monster while explosions continued. Lin Xuan's approach showed some unscrupulous tactics - exhaust the opponent first before killing them.

With no extra bloodfire ants, they could only serve as cannon fodder against higher-level beings. As long as there was a queen ant, more could be reproduced.

The plan seemed good but Old Ancestor Yanshan, a divine being of the Sixth Stage, had rich combat experience and wouldn't be caught off guard. The bloodfire ants' relentless attacks couldn't break through his protective barrier in an instant.

The old monster lunged at Lin Xuan with a simple goal - to pull him into the explosion vortex as well. Bloodfire ants were immune to each other's damage, so while the front ones self-destructed, they wouldn't harm those behind. However, Lin Xuan, their controller, didn't have that luxury.

Thus, Old Ancestor Yanshan lunged at Lin Xuan with the same goal - to be pulled into the explosion vortex and turn his own tactics against him.

As the old monster moved, Lin Xuan saw through his plan and used his Heaven's Profound Steps. He vanished in an instant.

The next moment, Old Ancestor Yanshan appeared where Lin Xuan had stood, while Lin Xuan was a thousand feet away.

The old monster didn't give up as he continued using teleportation techniques.

Space ripples never ceased, two beams of light flashing continuously. The distance between the old monster and Lin Xuan narrowed.

Heaven's Profound Steps met its match; Old Ancestor Yanshan's spatial techniques were superior.

"Damn it!"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and cast a spell, scattering the bloodfire ants. The old monster's form reappeared.

He hadn't expected even the bloodfire ants to be useless as they were easily countered by this clever tactic.

Lin Xuan was both surprised and angry. He had nothing left to hide as he flicked his sleeve, emitting a flash of light. A short sword about a foot long flew out.

Ancient yet not plain, it exuded an imposing and luxurious aura.

Lin Xuan grasped the Soul Devouring Sword and took a deep breath, pouring all his magical energy into the artifact.

Instantly, sharp light flared as磅礴的灵气以林轩手中的仙剑为中心，向四周轰然爆发出去。

林轩右手狠狠向下挥落。

灵气汇聚中间，一道银色剑芒凭空而起。

长达七八丈，耀眼刺目，表面符文若隐若现地喷吐旋转闪烁，狠狠斩向老怪物。

燕山老祖眉头一皱，不闪不避，这一次决不让这浮华小子逃脱。他手中的狼牙棒狠狠挥落。

轰！

巨响声传来，银芒刺目，将方圆数里全都笼罩了进去。然而燕山老祖的身形只是被阻了一阻，随后继续扑了过来。

这样的结果让林轩勃然变色但并未惊慌失措。似乎他早有预料，噬灵剑那一击并没有用尽全力，只是为了争取时间而已。

吼！

林轩一声怒吼，左手上下飞舞，几个玄妙的法印浮现而出。随后林轩一张口喷出一道血雾，那血雾一闪与法印相混合化为一个直径尺许的符文，没入到林轩胸口之中。
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"Seal broken!"

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan's finger pointed at his forehead. The inch-sized talisman flashed and completely disappeared into his body.

His brows were knitted in pain as strange sounds issued from his mouth. His aura had surged, more than doubling.

Originally, Lin Xuan was an intermediate-stage Profound Knowledge cultivator. At this moment, his essence energy approached the late-stage level. No... not approaching; it had already completed its breakthrough within a blink of an eye.

A late-stage Profound Knowledge cultivator!

Yanshan Senior Ancestor's figure stopped abruptly, his face filled with shock. As a creature that had lived for tens of thousands of years, he had seen many strange and unusual things, but this scene left him utterly stunned.

Hadn't they just been in the middle of a battle? How could someone break through their cultivation stage?

Or... perhaps Lin Xuan was already at late-stage Profound Knowledge from the start.

This little fellow actually dared to conceal his strength when facing him!

Yanshan Senior Ancestor was both shocked and angry, feeling humiliated. He had hit the mark by chance.

Lin Xuan did have concealed strength, but it wasn't due to arrogance. After all, his opponent was a Spirit Cultivation Stage being. No matter how arrogant Lin Xuan might be, he couldn't afford to underestimate such an existence.

He had done this out of necessity because Lin Xuan's breakthrough from a妖丹to late-stage Profound Knowledge was purely by chance. His body wasn't well adapted to it. Although his essence energy was deeper, in terms of strength, he was actually weaker than when his core was the main focus.

But now, with one final, earth-shattering strike, he needed to unleash the full power of the Devouring Spirit Sword without holding back. The seal had been broken, and vibrant妖力surged from Lin Xuan's body. His appearance transformed as he became a phoenix.

This time, it wasn't just his arms; his entire body transformed. A phoenix shadow appeared behind him, its wings flapping with a clear call.

"Nine Heavens Phoenix Call," the phoenix vanished into Lin Xuan’s body.

From an external perspective, there was little change in appearance, except for his eyes becoming longer and slimmer, and numerous beautiful red patterns appearing on his surface. This added to his mysterious aura.

Phoenix Transformation!

All his妖气and灵力turned fiery red as he absorbed the Devouring Spirit Sword with a long, water-sucking motion.

"Sever!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly.

Four spirit figures appeared out of nowhere and quickly became clear, pouncing forward with claws bared.

Though their natures were different, working together was awe-inspiring. Perhaps to complement the Phoenix Transformation, this attack centered on Vermilion Bird, with Azure Dragon, White Tiger, and Black Tortoise providing support.

Simultaneously, a cricket-like sound filled his ears as the Purple Wisteria Pattern Corpse Worm charged from an oblique angle, launching a two-pronged assault. But it wasn't just that; on the other side, the Silver-Winged Corpse King rushed forward, enveloped in grayish-white corpse energy. The sound of wailing and howling filled his ears as evil spirits appeared faintly on the surface of the Heaven Demon Axe. This was a great凶物; it could enhance its power with冤魂and anger.

Perfect for use by a Corpse Cultivator.

The Silver-Winged Corpse King gripped the axe, his body heavy like a mountain, and slashed downward.

...

Lin Xuan had planned this attack meticulously. It was almost a last-ditch effort to take down the old demon. Though the opponent was a Spirit Cultivation Stage being, with three sides attacking, he should be able to bring him down.

He couldn't say it was 100% certain, but there was at least a 60-70% chance.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as silver light blinded his eyes. Grayish-white corpse energy burst out from the outside, enveloping the silver light.

But soon, the silver light became even more dazzling and pierced through the corpse energy from within.

Accompanying this was a sharp cricket-like sound. Under Lin Xuan's control, the patterns on the Purple Wisteria Pattern Corpse Worm's body solidified into a hard shell. The surface ignited with purple extreme flames, like meteors falling, crashing down fiercely toward the ground.

Fly into the fire!

With three sides attacking, Lin Xuan was putting out all his strength to kill the old demon.

As time passed, the entire sky was shrouded in colorful light, with intricate talisman symbols appearing and swirling. The overwhelming spiritual pressure descended from above, causing the earth to tremble. The already broken land turned into a molten mass as strong gales whipped up waves of soil like an ocean.

The air grew hot, turning a hundred miles around into scorched earth. At the center where they were fighting, it became a lake of red molten rock.

"Huff... huff."

Lin Xuan's face was covered in fatigue, his breath uneven after that final strike. He had expended almost all his essence energy.

Had he succeeded? Was Yanshan Senior Ancestor dead?

The explosion's aftermath hadn't fully dissipated when Lin Xuan's expression turned hopeful as he waited for the outcome.

Though he was experienced in battle, this time was uncertain; it came down to luck and effort.

Smoke obscured the entire sky, dissipating much longer than expected.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his face showing disappointment.

The old demon was still alive! A blurry figure appeared at the center of the explosion.

Yanshan Senior Ancestor!

Despite being severely injured, even losing an arm in the blast, he was indeed still alive.

"Damn you!"

Compared to Lin Xuan’s disappointment, Yanshan Senior Ancestor's anger was palpable. The danger he had faced was only too clear; it might have been his most dangerous moment since entering Immortal cultivation.

If not for using a secret technique, he wasn't sure if he would have survived the massive explosion.

Using such a technique would cost him greatly. He needed to cultivate for at least two or three hundred years before recovering.

"Damn you! If I can’t make you suffer until death today, Senior Ancestor will be written in reverse from now on."

Yanshan Senior Ancestor gritted his teeth as he spoke, filled with venom.

Lin Xuan was starting to lose heart. The Silver-Winged Corpse King had a time limit, and the Purple Wisteria Pattern Corpse Worm's essence energy had significantly decreased. He didn't think he had much of a chance left.
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Of course, saying that Lin Xuan had reached a dead end was somewhat exaggerated.

Despite having the intention to retreat, Lin Xuan did not put it into action!

Before this, he still needed one more effort!

Lin Xuan would never give up unless absolutely necessary.

At the same time, several demons with different appearances were flying slowly, discussing something as they flew.

There were seven demons in total. Although their appearances varied, their cultivation levels were extraordinary, all being at the Profound Abyss stage.

"What should we do? Another few days have passed and there's still no news. If this continues, Lord Thunder Flame won't be able to explain it," said a burly man with an agitated expression.

"Hasten can only do so much. The key issue is that the clues are too scarce. Lord Thunder Flame only mentioned that Miss Snake Demon fell in this area but didn’t provide any details on why or who the murderer was. This is like fishing for needles in a haystack. By the time we get there, he would have long left," said a soft voice.

"Enough complaining. Before we set out, Lord Thunder Flame gave us clear instructions. This task was assigned by Holy Ancestor, and no matter how difficult it might be, we must complete it. Otherwise, not only will we face consequences, but even Lord Thunder Flame himself would bear the blame," said a demon with a snake head and human body, his voice authoritative.

In other words, he was their leader. The other demons nodded in agreement without further argument.

Subsequently, several demons used their abilities to fly towards the area where the fluctuations of the cosmic energy were most intense.

Meanwhile, Old Ancestor Yanshan and Lin Xuan stood facing each other at a distance.

After the previous attack, neither felt well. Old Ancestor Yanshan's expression was filled with hatred as he looked at Lin Xuan.

"You dare force this old ancestor to such an extent! Little fellow, you'll regret it," said Old Ancestor Yanshan, gritting his teeth. Without waiting for the words to fully leave his mouth, he moved.

He raised his right hand and curled his fingers slightly. Instantly, a torrent of demonic energy surged towards him like water flowing upstream.

Despite having lost an arm in the explosion, the old monster's remaining limb still used its secret technique without hesitation. Lin Xuan didn't know what move Old Ancestor Yanshan intended to use but knew that acting first was always better.

With this thought, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and the broken tower flew out once again.

Following that, he raised his right hand and cast a spell forward.

The floating Ten Thousand Souls Tower emitted a bright light as it opened its first layer. A small swarm of insects emerged from within.

However, unlike the overwhelming bloodfire ants, there were far fewer—only about a thousand.

To be honest, after so many years of cultivation, not just the thousands but even more than a thousand jade silk bees could have been used for battle. But for some reason, Lin Xuan could only control this number.

Theworm expulsion technique (driving insects technique) and commanding artifacts were different; it didn't consume his mental energy nor require much magical power. That's why when he released the bloodfire ants earlier, they swarmed like a tide. However, using jade silk bees was somehow different. Even though they didn’t consume mental or magical energy, Lin Xuan found himself facing a bottleneck.

Even if he removed the seal and raised his cultivation to the late Profound Abyss stage, he could only control about a thousand jade silk bees—actually 1500. Any more would lose control!

This was a problem that arose after fully cultivating the jade silk bees. It had never been an issue before.

Lin Xuan had read many ancient books in search of answers but found none. The only clue came from an ancient cultivator, though it was extremely brief.

He simply mentioned something about breaking through cosmic laws.

Cosmic laws were a broad term.

However, after careful thought, Lin Xuan gained some insights.

What was the jade silk bees' greatest strength?

Time poison!

This technique could be considered somewhat against nature.

With the mature form of this demonic insect, its body had become incredibly hard. Although not invincible, it was difficult to damage with ordinary magical means. If there were no restrictions in commanding and controlling them, that would be too much against nature.

All things have their weaknesses or limitations. Being able to control a thousand was already impressive. Lin Xuan believed that as his strength grew, the number of jade silk bees he could command would continue to increase.

As various thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan did not dwell on them. He had no time for further contemplation and directly cast a spell. The swarm of silver insects buzzed towards Old Ancestor Yanshan.

This was indeed the secret technique that Lin Xuan kept up his sleeve.

Back in the Spirit Realm, he had once dealt with ancient demons, also at the Profound Abyss stage. Would this encounter with Old Ancestor Yanshan be disappointing?

Absolutely not, but Lin Xuan still had some confidence.

After all, time poison was quite formidable.

However, what followed next left Lin Xuan in shock. The silver insect cloud barely released when Old Ancestor Yanshan suddenly widened his eyes and recognized its origin.

"Jade Silk Bees!"

The old demon sucked in a breath, his face darkening as he looked at Lin Xuan with disbelief: "How… This is impossible! A mere Profound Abyss cultivator, how could they have such savage insects? What's your connection to Fairy Bailing?"

"Fairy Bailing?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had heard of this name before; she was one of the three Loose Immortals in the Spirit Realm and the only woman among them.

As for what specific techniques she possessed, Lin Xuan didn't know. Could it be that she could also command jade silk bees?

"That's my family," replied Lin Xuan smoothly.

"What?" Old Ancestor Yanshan believed him.

Ordinary Profound Abyss cultivators wouldn’t have such power, but a Loose Immortal’s disciple was easier to explain. With such a powerful patron, it was possible to challenge someone of higher rank.

His face darkened; who would want to offend a Loose Immortal from the Spirit Realm? They were as significant as their Holy Ancestor in the True Demon World.

After a moment's hesitation, his expression quickly hardened again: "Even if you're a disciple of a Loose Immortal, what can you do about it? Can you cross realms to cause trouble for me?"

Old Ancestor Yanshan sneered. "Jade Silk Bees? If there are enough, this old ancestor will retreat. But with just that much, I’ll settle you here first."

As he spoke, he clenched his right hand and started pounding his chest. With each movement, fresh blood spewed out. These were his essence blood, different from magical power; every drop lost was a loss of true primordial energy.

At this moment, there was no time to consider much. Lin Xuan was too despicable, and the jade silk bees were hard to deal with. He could afford to lose some primordial energy; even if he had to close himself off for several thousand years, it would be fine.

With that thought, his essence blood quickly mixed with demonic energy before forming a large net in front of him.

"Fall!"

The old demon pointed at the net, which flashed and appeared above the swarm of jade silk bees, enveloping them entirely.

The holes were small, preventing the insects from escaping. However, these savage insects weren’t easily dealt with; they began biting immediately. Even ancient demons’ artifacts couldn’t stop them, so what about this net?

To Lin Xuan's disappointment, although the light of the demonic net dimmed, it seemed to be a nemesis. The jade silk bees couldn't escape for even a moment.

Although Lin Xuan wasn’t on his last breath, his magical power was nearly depleted. As long as the jade silk bees were trapped for a short while, he could deal with this guy.
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On the other side, Lin Xuan's face was contorted with extreme displeasure. He hadn't expected even the Jade Luo Bee to be ineffective.

At this moment, he truly had exhausted all his divine powers and had no more backup moves left.

After all, he dared not use the Five Dragon Seal here. Although he believed that once it was used, it would surely eliminate a formidable enemy, such an action would be akin to drinking poison to quench thirst. The current crisis might be resolved, but it would bring him into even greater peril.

Ice Soul Demon Ancestor!

Lin Xuan had never forgotten the threat this woman posed. He had destroyed one of her manifestations, and if he hid in the Spirit Realm, Ice Soul wouldn't be able to do anything about it. After all, she was too sensitive a figure; it would cause a war between the two realms if she tried to seek trouble.

Thus, he must be safe in the Spirit Realm!

However, at this moment, he was in the Ancient Demon Realm. If he used the Five Dragon Seal, it was uncertain whether Ice Soul Demon Ancestor would receive any information related to him.

In that case, she might not even need to act herself; a few subordinates could easily kill him.

"Damnit, I've finally managed to get some spirit talismans from the Fu Family. Do I really have to use them now?"

A trace of disappointment flashed across Lin Xuan's face. Although he had already exhausted all his divine powers, he was not yet at a dead end. At least he still had a random teleportation talisman that could definitely allow him to escape.

However... the talismans could only be used once, and using it here felt like a waste. His expression was hesitant as he made up his mind reluctantly; this decision wasn't easy.

Just then, a low growl entered his ears, causing Lin Xuan's expression to change. It was Silver Wing Corpse King giving him a reminder.

Controlling the second consciousness of this demon corpse had a time limit, and there was little left now.

Lin Xuan sighed and finally made up his mind. The chances of winning by continuing to fight were slim; the longer he dragged it out, the worse off he would be.

Forget about it; let's get out first. One day, I will definitely seek revenge on Old Ancestor Yan Mountain for today's humiliation.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan reached out his hand and was about to retrieve a talisman when Old Ancestor Yan Mountain acted even faster.

This old fellow had abundant experience in magical battles; he had already determined that Lin Xuan had no other means at his disposal. He probably intended to make a run for it.

"Want to leave? Dream on."

Old Ancestor Yan Mountain's face showed a sneer as he waved his sleeves, and black light like ink shot out, flying toward him in the shape of a palm-sized spirit talisman.

Unlike ordinary spirit talismans, the characters on this one were moving continuously, almost like living creatures.

禁法符!

This talisman was something Old Ancestor Yan Mountain had obtained at great cost from the Fu Family. It was to prevent Lin Xuan's escape.

Now was its moment of glory; the old demon wouldn't hesitate. With a wave of his hand, he cast a spell, and the black light on the talisman intensified, igniting without wind. A faint black aura then emanated from it, enveloping everything within sight.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan was first taken aback, his pupils constricting as he saw the scene before him, which somewhat resembled Xiao Mao Ball's domain.

However, Lin Xuan knew that this wasn't a domain at all. Regardless of that, he had already taken out the random teleportation talisman and injected mana without hesitation.

But it didn't work; the talisman hadn't been activated.

"Why is this happening?"

Lin Xuan was alarmed. Could it be that the spirit talismans he bought for such a high price were fake?

He shook his head. Although he had paid and received, he had carefully examined them. After all, although spirit talismans were difficult to forge, distinguishing between genuine and fake ones wasn't too hard.

In the cultivation world, unlike in the secular realm, spirit talismans or magical artifacts might be more expensive but were still fair transactions; forging such items was very difficult. The Fu Family, known for their long history of crafting spirit talismans, couldn't possibly make a fake one; it would simply not be worth it.

He had examined them himself, and this random teleportation talisman clearly worked. Why didn't it work now?

Could it be because of the talisman he just used?

Lin Xuan quickly guessed the truth.

But knowing something was different from figuring out how to counteract it.

"Little guy, with my禁法符, your spirit talismans from the Fu Family are nothing but useless decorations. You can save yourself some effort," Old Ancestor Yan Mountain sneered.

"禁法符?" Lin Xuan's brows furrowed; he had never heard of such a thing before, but its name gave away its purpose.

"Will all the spirit talismans from the Fu Family be completely ineffective?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself, half believing and half doubting. He didn't know if Old Ancestor Yan Mountain was just bluffing.

He waved his sleeves again, sending out two more talismans. Both were of an offensive nature; Lin Xuan wasn't expecting them to win the battle but merely wanted to verify their claims.

As expected, these two spirit talismans also failed to activate anything.

Lin Xuan's expression became even more difficult.

He tried another defensive talisman, which was equally futile.

Once might be a coincidence, twice or thrice couldn't possibly be by chance.

Damnit, there are such spirit talismans. Could it be that the Fu Family made them? Perhaps there is some collusion between the Fu Family and Old Ancestor Yan Mountain?

However, at this moment, pursuing this matter was meaningless. The Jade Luo Bee was trapped, Silver Wing Corpse King's time was running out, and his three spirit talismans had all failed to work. He truly felt cornered.

Should he really use the Five Dragon Seal?

Lin Xuan shook his head and decided to hold on for a while longer.

However, as he scanned the scene, he was surprised to find that Old Ancestor Yan Mountain's expression changed after a brief moment of joy; it seemed too strange. What was his intention?

Lin Xuan was puzzled. Could it be an act?

But that expression didn't seem like it either.

Old Ancestor Yan Mountain did indeed only feel happy for a few breaths.

After casting the禁法符, he found that mana was rapidly flowing out of him.

"Damnit, Fu Yaozhou didn't say how much mana this禁法符would consume. The rate at which it's draining is astonishing; even as a spirit consciousness existence, I'm struggling to keep up. Damn, you dare scheme against me! I won't let the Fu Family off easily," Old Ancestor Yan Mountain swore.

And his predicament was soon revealed to Lin Xuan: he was truly cornered with no way out, only to find himself trapped by his own actions.

Just a moment ago, Lin Xuan had been pondering how to escape. But now, as long as he carefully handled the situation and delayed for a bit, there would be another opportunity in ten out of ten cases.

Unfortunately, without Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk, he was doomed to lose.

With this thought, Lin Xuan regained his confidence. He waved his sleeves again, and ninety-nine nine须臾剑 reappeared before him, with every group of nine forming a beautiful lotus flower in front of him.
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Not seeking chaos but hoping for divine retribution, Lin Xuan naturally tried to delay the inevitable.

Nine lotus flowers slowly rotated in front of him, but they did not attack; instead, Lin Xuan's focus was on defense.

Unfortunately, the Silver-Winged Corpse King had reached its limit. Lin Xuan had no choice but to retract it into his Spirit Ghost Bag. With this corpse demon’s aid, his chances of victory would increase significantly.

Now, he could only rely on himself.

On the other side, Yan Mountain Ancestor also knew the situation clearly. The best option was a swift resolution.

His mana was rapidly depleting.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, several magical treasures flew out from his waist: a blade, a sword, and a drum.

Then, with a flick of his fingers, another round-shaped magical treasure appeared before him.

At the center of this magical treasure was an eerily lifelike ghost face.

Each of these four treasures was carefully selected. Physical attacks, illusionary attacks, and sound wave attacks were all employed without any reservations.

In contrast, Lin Xuan remained unchanged, adapting to everything with his unchanging strategy.

For most cultivators, illusions would be the most dangerous; once their minds were taken over, they would be at the mercy of others. However, for Lin Xuan, silver light shone in his eyes, rendering those illusory attacks useless.

The Celestial Wind Divine Eyes were his nemesis.

As for the sound waves, there was no other way to deal with them; Lin Xuan waved his sleeve robe, and several mother-son YinLei flew past。

They spun around before colliding and exploding.

Boom!

The magical drum was sent flying away. The blade and sword, however, were easier to handle. Lin Xuan cast a series of spells, causing the Nine Lotus Flowers to tremble and slowly bloom.

Clear ringing sounds filled his ears as brilliant light burst forth from within. Sword energy flew about, though they could not harm him; simply blocking the enemy's attacks was more than enough.

Not seeking success but merely avoiding failure, Lin Xuan focused on defense. The old monster found himself helpless against this strategy for a while.

Meanwhile, several kilometers away, the ancient Nagas approached the battlefield. As their distance decreased, the explosions and various light waves became clearer to them. Although they could not accurately assess the cultivators' strength due to the distance, it was clear that both were at the Divinity Realm level.

Their actions grew more cautious as a result. They flew at the lowest possible speed, unwilling to risk revealing their true forms.

They didn’t want to die here while executing Lord Flame Lightning’s mission.

Fortunately, the two old monsters were fighting fiercely; otherwise, hiding their strength might not have worked.

The ancient Nagas’ hearts raced with anticipation and hope that they would find the clues they needed. Otherwise, all this risk was for nothing.

Boom!

Another explosion echoed as Lin Xuan once again blocked the old monster's attack. The old monster was furious, his anger reaching a boiling point. As time passed, his situation grew worse. That damned Fu Yaozhou had given him an ill-fated seal, causing his mana to drain more quickly with each passing moment. Now, he should switch from defense to offense or leave.

Otherwise, when his mana ran out, even the Divinity Realm ancient monsters would be helpless against him.

The old monster gritted his teeth in hatred for Fu Yaozhou, but what could he do? He had to endure this crisis and then seek revenge.

Eliminate the evidence!

Fu Family wanted to eliminate him from this world as well!

Their plan was good, but he wouldn’t let them succeed. The old monster thought grimly.

This revenge attempt had failed completely. Yan Mountain Ancestor turned to leave, but it was too late; Lin Xuan was a master at seizing the initiative.

Although Yan Mountain Ancestor tried to hide his predicament, Lin Xuan saw through it.

As they say, releasing a tiger back into the wild can lead to endless trouble. Since the heavens had given him this opportunity, he would seize it and defeat this old monster with all remaining strength.

"Quickly!"

He pointed at Lin Xuan.

Swooshing sounds filled his ears as the Nine Lotus Flowers vanished, replaced by eighty-one flying swords. Lin Xuan’s mana was nearly depleted; he could no longer control other treasures. However, the power of the Eighty-One Palace Needles was formidable enough given Yan Mountain Ancestor's worse condition.

The sword energy formed a rainbow. Clearly, Yan Mountain Ancestor struggled to defend himself, showing signs of strain.

Lin Xuan rejoiced and seized the opportunity, turning around and charging forward. He chanted incantations continuously as he swung his hands, sending all eighty-one flying swords towards a target before converging them into one massive sword.

Twenty feet long, it descended upon the old monster.

Lin Xuan calculated that this attack would be too powerful for him to withstand.

At the moment of formation, Yan Mountain Ancestor showed signs of fear. However, as he struck down, his expression changed from fear to a sinister smile, indicating his plan had succeeded.

"You little brat! You fell into my trap!"

Before he could finish speaking, he pounded his chest, sending out a blood mist that enveloped the magical sword. After absorbing it, the sword’s dark energy increased, causing it to grow larger.

Then, with a clash, they met head-on.

Although Yan Mountain Ancestor was slightly weaker in terms of momentum, he still had enough confidence to hold off for several breaths.

Yan Mountain Ancestor then used teleportation and rushed towards Lin Xuan.

"Bad... things are happening!"

Lin Xuan was alarmed, realizing that the old monster had set a trap, deliberately feigning weakness to lure him into attacking.

"F*ck! I’ve been tricked again; I’m too confident."

Lin Xuan sighed. It wasn’t his fault. Yan Mountain Ancestor’s strategy was impeccable, leaving Lin Xuan with only this final strike. If he hadn’t fallen for the trap and fled, it would have been him who escaped.

Fortunately, hard work paid off. His plan succeeded; Lin Xuan couldn’t resist the temptation to abandon defense and switch to offense.

One wrong move could ruin everything. Lin Xuan wasn’t a master strategist, but this time, he fell into Yan Mountain Ancestor’s trap.

There was no time for reaction or change of tactics as Yan Mountain Ancestor closed in within three feet.

He clenched his fists and punched Lin Xuan's head. At such close range, no magical treasures were needed; it was too late. In terms of raw physical strength, ancient monsters would easily overpower human cultivators.

Unfortunately, this time, the old monster miscalculated.

Misfortune can turn into fortune. Originally, he had fallen into Yan Mountain Ancestor’s trap, but now, he was engaging in close combat with him. This was a golden opportunity!

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and summoned a ball of fire from his palm—Phantom Heaven Fire.

With a "whoosh," the Phantom Heaven Fire spread, enveloping Lin Xuan's entire hand.

Taking a deep breath, this would be his final strike. He gathered all his mana and punched forward.

Boom!

The two punches collided. Compared to his transformed self, Lin Xuan appeared weak, but his punch was powerful. Even at his peak, Phantom Heaven Fire couldn’t harm him; now?

Yan Mountain Ancestor’s mana was almost depleted. A layer of ice quickly spread up his arm as the Phantom Heaven Fire converted all its power into freezing.

Thanks to his efforts, Yan Mountain Ancestor was indeed frozen.
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Success!

Lin Xuan's face displayed an expression of great joy. Meanwhile, when Yanshan Senior Patriarch was sealed by ice, his consciousness link with the four魔宝 was also severed by the power of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

The Nine Palaces Needle Sword circled briefly before a sharp sound echoed as it flew back with force and wind.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan roared loudly. His right hand pointed forward like a mountain. The sword transformed into a fierce ray, striking the azure-blue Profound Yin Ice harshly. A rumbling sound flowed past, splitting the blue ice in two along with the old demon inside; even its魔婴 failed to escape, vanishing under the power of the sword.

A strange light flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes, but he was still unsatisfied and rallied his remaining courage, sending another spell forward.

The fragments of Liu Bing ignited like oil meeting fire, causing a blinding blue glow in the sky as the eerie flames burned fiercely.

In this way, Yanshan Senior Patriarch completely vanished into nothingness, leaving no chance for rebirth.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. This outcome was naturally satisfying, but he couldn't help feeling terrified when thinking about the process; it was all due to luck that he had won.

No, I must find a way to advance my cultivation quickly. With my current strength, encountering an Old Monster of the Spirit Concentration stage would be too dangerous.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan was about to leave this place when suddenly, his pupils constricted as if he had discovered something important and raised his head sharply.

His face darkened to a degree, and he spoke in a low voice, "Since you fellow daoists have come here, why hide yourselves? Are you insignificant beings who dare not show your true faces?"

"Indeed, we knew of your presence early on."

A cold voice entered his ears. Then, light flashed as several ancient demons appeared before him.

There were seven of them, all at the Profound Origin stage, which meant they belonged to the Naga Clan.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

There were so many ancient demons of the Profound Origin stage; their faces showed ill intentions, indicating that they weren't just passing through by chance.

If it had been a different time, even with such a large group, Lin Xuan wouldn't have feared them. Fellow daoists at the same level posed little threat to him.

However, now he could only laugh bitterly. He had just gone through a fierce battle; although not completely drained of energy, his法力 and consciousness were severely depleted. Even if they outnumbered him, or faced an ancient demon of the Profound Origin stage alone, he wouldn't have any confidence in victory.

Damn it! With my current level of consciousness strength, I shouldn't have been discovered so close by them. The situation was special; most of my attention was focused on Yanshan Senior Patriarch, which gave these villains an opportunity to ambush me.

Compared to Lin Xuan's frustration, the faces of the ancient demons showed excitement.

They had approached with a last-ditch effort, fearing the wrath of Lord Thunder Flame if they failed. However, their hearts were filled with trepidation as they drew closer.

Ancient Monsters at the Spirit Concentration stage couldn't be trifled with; once exposed, it could lead to an irreversible outcome.

Their only hope was that the two ancient monsters were so engrossed in their battle that they ignored them completely.

However, things went much smoother than expected. The two old fellows fought fiercely but failed to notice their presence.

As the distance shortened, they discovered a shocking scene: one of the combatants was indeed an ancient monster at the Spirit Concentration stage—Yanshan Senior Patriarch—but the other was merely a Profound Origin cultivator.

Was this a mistake? Several Naga Clan ancient demons doubted their own consciousness.

The intrusion of human cultivators into the Holy Realm was already shocking, but more astonishingly, he challenged an ancient monster at the Spirit Concentration stage while only at the Profound Origin level.

How could that be possible?

They were also at the Profound Origin stage and knew the difference between it and the Spirit Concentration stage. Such a level of overclass challenge had never been heard before.

But the facts were there, so they couldn't ignore them; envy and jealousy filled their hearts.

However, things weren't over yet. They soon realized that the human cultivator was indeed the murderer they had sought for so long.

Although the clues were scarce, they still had some leads. Lin Xuan had killed a fragment of Soul Saint Naga's soul but also left a mark on him.

It wasn't a tracking effect, but once close enough, he could be easily identified as the culprit.

This was already sufficient!

Finding what one sought after much effort without much trouble brought great joy to several demons. No wonder even Lady Naga had fallen; this human cultivator was too overpowered.

Fortunately, evil people have their own nemesis. This guy got involved with Yanshan Senior Patriarch, so they didn't need to act; they just needed to wait and use his hands to avenge Lady Naga.

Their plan seemed good at first, as Yanshan Senior Patriarch was indeed in the upper hand. However, who could predict the outcome of such a battle? After some time, Yanshan Senior Patriarch mysteriously fell. They didn't know what happened but knew their plans had failed.

Then Lin Xuan exposed their presence.

The demons had no choice but to come out from their hiding place.

They were somewhat nervous about Lin Xuan's performance earlier; he was too strong.

However, they weren't entirely fearful. After all, several of them were at the Profound Origin stage and could see that his法力 was depleted. With them taking a passive stance, there was still a chance for victory.

But even as they thought this, they couldn't accurately assess how much strength Lin Xuan had left.

If he was completely drained, they wouldn't fear anything; if he still had fighting power, they would flee in terror. After all, the strength Lin Xuan displayed was too overpowered for a Profound Origin cultivator.

The demons hesitated and didn't immediately attack. On the other side, Lin Xuan wasn't any better off. Although not completely drained, his reserves were severely depleted; he had no more fighting power left.

"Damn it! How could I run into several ancient demons just now? Wasn't today my unlucky day?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. On the surface, of course, he wouldn't reveal his weaknesses. With his deep-seated cunning, he knew what these demons were afraid of and had no choice but to use the empty city strategy.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan took a deep breath; his expression was calm, and his voice carried an icy anger: "Fellow daoists, why are you surrounding me? Do you think I'm weak and want to take advantage of my condition?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled with a hint of mockery. This only made the other side more confused about his true intentions.
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"Have we not asked you any questions yet, and you dare to question us? Sir, a member of the Human race, how do you intend to proceed by sneaking into our Holy Realm?"

The ancient demon with the long horn spoke up. Although his tone was unyielding, Lin Xuan's sharp eyes could easily detect the underlying fear beneath his bravado.

It worked!

They couldn't be completely sure of their situation after all.

A hint of joy flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes but quickly faded away. The immediate priority was to stage a convincing empty city strategy. Otherwise, he would surely lose against these ancient demons in front of him.

Although the patriarch of Yanshan had fallen and theprohibition talismanhad lost its effect, how could he waste precious random teleportation talismans on a few Core Formation level opponents? Lin Xuan wouldn't do that unless absolutely necessary. The best outcome was to scare them away with an empty city strategy.

"Humanity be damned, does Lin need your permission to come to the Demon Realm?"

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of impatience. The weaker he became, the more he needed to appear tough. Only in this way would they not see through his condition.

Lin Xuan even went so far as to speak frankly: "Do you think I have little power left and can be easily controlled? Let’s test that theory."

Although he was lying skillfully, making it hard for them to discern the truth, Lin Xuan knew that his few remaining talismans could only buy him some time.

"Boom!" The air filled with black fireballs as the talismans ignited on their own. A demon wind formed into ghostly faces.

A barrage of attacks poured down from all directions.

"Uh-oh!"

The demons were alarmed and quickly summoned their defensive treasures. The thunderous sounds echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The talismans he had obtained from the Fu family were no ordinary ones; they could not defeat them, but they were enough to give them a good scare.

As the demons frantically defended themselves, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and fled like an arrow towards the horizon.

However, his face was as pale as paper, and his expression was hideous. His true condition had now been exposed.

The few talismans he used could only buy him some time. What should he do next?

Lin Xuan reached out and grabbed a wine jar. Although not fond of alcohol, the situation demanded that he drink it down quickly.

He couldn't purify the immortal milk, but these spirits would help recover his energy. Two top-grade crystal stones flew out as well, which he absorbed while flying to conserve their pure spiritual power.

Even so, he was still losing ground. How long could he hold on?

The talismans from the Fu family only bought him a few moments of respite. The ancient demons looked slightly disheveled but no one had been injured in this process.

"Brother!"

"We should catch that guy alive and present him to the Holy Serpent. The benefits are immense, we don't need to say more," said the lead demon viciously.

The other demons nodded eagerly.

The young demon sister was a favored successor of the Holy Serpent, which is why they were sent on this mission. If they could catch the murderer, the Holy Serpent might be pleased and reward them handsomely. With good fortune, they might even advance to the Spirit Formation stage.

"Indeed, in the Holy Realm, he has nowhere to hide," said another ancient demon excitedly.

They continued their pursuit with renewed vigor.

Lin Xuan's spirit energy was depleted, but the time gained from his talismans allowed him to escape a bit. As he ran, he kept an eye on the demons behind him and noticed them approaching.

"Brother, what should we do?" said one of the ancient demons with a grim expression, showing signs of impatience.

This guy's power was clearly running low, yet he was still so troublesome.

"Hmph, fear not. Talismans will eventually run out. With us chasing him, he can't meditate to recover his energy in this Holy Realm," said the lead demon, who seemed the most cunning.

"True, in the Holy Realm, there is nowhere for him to hide. He'll be ours sooner or later," another ancient demon added with excitement.

They continued their relentless pursuit.

As they approached, Lin Xuan used talismans to buy time. The demons stopped and re-summoned their defensive treasures.

Lin Xuan gained a few more moments before the demons resumed their chase.

This cycle repeated itself.

The ancient demons were furious but learned from their previous losses. If he could use his talismans, why couldn't they do the same?

This time, as soon as they approached, they each summoned their treasures without waiting for Lin Xuan to use his talismans.

Lin Xuan watched carefully and remained calm.

They used defensive talismans first, forming a brilliant light barrier to block the attacks. Then Lin Xuan countered with offensive talismans, bringing them back to square one.

The ancient demons cursed loudly but had no choice but to stop and defend themselves again. Lin Xuan took this opportunity to flee further.

"Brother, what should we do?" said another grim-faced demon impatiently.

This guy's power was clearly depleted yet he was still so troublesome.

"Hmph, fear not. Talismans will eventually run out. With us chasing him, he can't meditate to recover his energy in this Holy Realm," the lead demon said dismissively.

"Indeed, in the Holy Realm, there is nowhere for him to hide. He'll be ours sooner or later," another ancient demon agreed with excitement.

They continued their relentless pursuit.

As they approached, Lin Xuan used talismans to gain time. On the surface, it seemed safe, but he knew that these demons would think of this too.

This was merely a last-ditch effort. Talismans had limited uses, and without power recovery, he couldn't escape danger. The closer the demons got, the harder it became to meditate while his recovered energy from spirits and crystals quickly dissipated in flight.

In the Demon Realm, no one could help him. Encountering other ancient demons would only make things worse.

Lin Xuan knew his situation well and found no way out except for the random teleportation talisman.

Although he didn't want to use it, he realized it was his only chance.

He assessed the situation: "Frustrating, a tiger in plain sight is bullied by dogs. A dragon in shallow waters is mocked by shrimp."

Lin Xuan sighed but knew he had no choice. Since he would inevitably use the random teleportation talisman, he might as well do it now to buy more time.

He flicked his sleeves and summoned several offensive talismans.

The random teleportation talisman was like carrying a one-time-use teleportation array. He needed some time before he could activate it, so he used these offensive talismans first to gain as much time as possible.

"Boom!"

The demons didn't know his plan but stopped their attacks and re-summoned their defenses.

It worked!

Lin Xuan's face showed relief as he took out the random teleportation talisman. Even if they noticed something amiss, it was too late for them to stop him now.

However, at this moment, a streak of light appeared in the distance. Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock.

"Who is that person?" he exclaimed, his face frozen with astonishment.
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Chapter 3295 - The Essence Cleansing Pills Room

The Mysterious Void Essence Pill was a divine item indeed. Although the necessary ingredients could be gathered in the Spirit Realm, no one had ever heard of anyone successfully crafting it over the years.

Legend had it that even in the True Immortal Realm, only masters who were proficient in alchemy could achieve such feats.

Clearly, this request was an attempt to make things difficult for Lin Xuan. However, they did not violate their promise. After all, what they had agreed on was crafting a certain type of pill which would be highly beneficial for cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage to break through their barriers. And the Mysterious Void Essence Pill served this purpose well.

Moreover, its effect in breaking through barriers was much better than other pills. Its value was almost comparable toprimordial spirit treasure (Primordial Spirit Treasure).

Thus, while taking a clever shortcut, Lin Xuan had not broken his promise, and he remained silent on the matter.

"Master," Ouyang Qinxin's face was filled with worry.

Although her strength was insufficient to touch such high-grade treasures, she could guess from the expression of the Immortal Voice Fairy that Master likely fell into their trap.

Lin Xuan’s face was indeed gloomy, but he showed no signs of giving up: "Who said I would violate my promise? If I haven't done it yet, how can I know for sure that it's impossible? The quiet room for alchemy is ready. And the Immortal Voice Fairy promised to provide me with waste pills."

"Oh?"

Seeing Lin Xuan still refusing to admit defeat, the Immortal Voice Fairy’s expression turned puzzled, but she didn’t dwell on it.

At this point, she was already in a position of strength. Pushing back would only take another month or so, and the outcome would become clear soon enough. By then, Lin Xuan would have no choice but to admit defeat. The True Dragon Immortal and the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers couldn’t provide him with any further assistance. Could this young man really escape from the clutches of the Immortal Voice Palace?

Two Primordial Spirit Treasures were already in her possession.

A mere month or so was nothing for cultivators at their level—time passed quickly, like the flick of a finger.

With that thought, the Immortal Voice Fairy’s expression remained calm and composed: "Friend, rest assured. The quiet room is ready. You can focus on crafting your treasures without any interruptions."

As for the waste pills? Just wait a moment...

The Immortal Voice Fairy spoke while her sleeve fluttered, sending out a light beam that was actually an audio transmission talisman.

Not long after, a disciple brought over a brightly red gourd.

The Immortal Voice Fairy took it and casually tossed it to Lin Xuan. "Master Lin, these are the waste pills you requested."

"Good. I will start alchemy immediately. Please take care of my two companions during this period."

"Don't worry. I will treat them as honored guests. The entire sect will show no disrespect," said the Immortal Voice Fairy generously.

With that, the matter was settled.

The Immortal Voice Fairy led everyone to the quiet room for alchemy.

Colored lights and energy streams formed into a dazzling array of rainbow-colored light beams, quickly disappearing among the towering mountains.

These people were top-tier cultivators in the Spirit Realm. Their flight speed was incredibly swift; they arrived soon enough.

"What is this..."

A huge black mountain appeared before their eyes. The entire mountain peak was nothing but hard rock, devoid of any plants, and the temperature around it had significantly increased.

"This place has the finest underground fire, more than sufficient for alchemy or crafting. I have already arranged a spacious and excellent quiet room for Master Lin," said the Immortal Voice Fairy’s calm voice.

Before her words were finished, bright light shone ahead.

The sect leader and several senior elders arrived together. The disciples in charge of this area naturally didn’t dare to be negligent; they all rushed over.

"Salutations, Sect Leader."

"Salutations, Senior Elders."

At the forefront was a middle-aged man with a square face and large ears. His appearance was unremarkable, but he gave off an impression of stability.

"Junior Apprentice Feng, have you prepared everything?"

"I report to the Sect Leader that we have already arranged the best alchemy cave for Master Lin. He can move in at any time."

"Good!"

The Immortal Voice Fairy’s expression showed satisfaction: "Master Lin, as you heard, a quiet room has been prepared for you. If there is anything else you need, just say it; I will do my best to provide assistance."

"Thank you, friend."

"Very well. Then I will wait here and wish Master Lin success," said the Immortal Voice Fairy with a light laugh.

Her expression was filled with smugness.

"Master!"

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw Ouyang Qinxin’s concerned face.

"Don’t worry; I have it under control. You stay in the Immortal Voice Palace for now."

Lin Xuan smiled, giving her an assured look before he flew into a stone house with a green glow. His voice echoed faintly: "Do not approach this place without my permission."

"Understood!"

The middle-aged man bowed and left.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan looked around the alchemy room.

This was more of a cave than a simple stone house. It was spacious and bright, with ample space for alchemy.

Moreover, the underground fire was exceptionally good, making alchemy twice as effective.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed great satisfaction.

He then waved his sleeve, sending out several colorful array flags that entered the mountain wall with a loud crack.

Still unsatisfied, he took out another talisman from his pocket. This wasn’t an ordinary spirit talisman but one obtained from the True Immortal’s cave.

With a spell, Lin Xuan’s spiritual light flickered, and countless golden symbols appeared before disappearing into the surrounding rock walls.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief; his expression was extremely satisfied.

Now, unless a True Immortal descended to this world, he wouldn’t have to worry about them discovering his secret of using the Blue Star Sea for essence purification.

Lin Xuan didn’t rush to start alchemy. Instead, he sat cross-legged and planned to rest before making any decisions. (To be continued.)

[PS: The double daily vote period has started. Huan Yu requests your votes and monthly tickets; I really need them! Thank you very much for your support!]
第两千二百九十五章 分神中期望亭楼

This man appeared to be around forty years old, with three long strands of beard. His appearance was extremely refined and cultured, dressed in a Daoist robe that exuded an otherworldly aura.

"Look at the Pavilion of Expectation!"

"How could he be here?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. Initially, everyone had parted ways on Penglai Mountain, and there had been no word from each other since then. Lin Xuan had assumed that this first-class expert in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud would eventually ascend to the Spirit Realm one day.

But a mere thousand years later, they were meeting again in this ancient demon realm.

The shock was overwhelming. Lin Xuan still held high hopes for the Pavilion's strength. Could it be that he hadn't managed to pass through the heavenly tribulation and chose instead to ascend to the Willing World?

This thought flashed through his mind, but when he released his divine sense to scan the Pavilion of Expectation, he was once again left speechless.

He almost thought he had misread the situation. The Pavilion of Expectation had actually reached the middle stage of spirit division.

"This…" Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he released his divine sense for a second time, carefully scanning it over. His feelings were indeed correct, but… how was this possible?

Although he was the first-class expert in the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud, back then, Pavilion of Expectation had been one step ahead in terms of realm. But they had only separated by a mere thousand years. For someone to progress from separation to middle stage spirit division within such a short time… it seemed too outrageous.

Considering he had the Blue Star Sea's assistance and countless opportunities for cultivation, even with that, he was still lingering at the intermediate level of Profound Void. The path of cultivation became increasingly difficult as one advanced. Pavilion of Expectation’s rate of progress could not be measured from any angle; it was simply too unnatural.

For a moment, Lin Xuan almost doubted whether this guy in front of him and Pavilion of Expectation were even the same person. Otherwise, his advancement speed would be impossible to explain.

Although unwilling to admit it, Lin Xuan knew deep down that he envied and admired Pavilion of Expectation’s non-human advancement rate.

"Eh, Lin Xuan, why are you here?"

Surprised voices entered his ears, proving his speculation wrong. The flashy figure in front of him was indeed Pavilion of Expectation; otherwise, how could he recognize him?

Lin Xuan smiled weakly and shook his head. There was no time for old acquaintances now. Several ancient demons from the Naga tribe had caught up behind them. Originally, they planned to deal a fatal blow, but they soon discovered Pavilion of Expectation.

Each one revealed a look of surprise and uncertainty. This guy’s magical power was unfathomable; they couldn’t determine his exact realm. Could he be an old timer at middle stage spirit division or higher?

That was impossible. High-level human cultivators should not be able to sneak into the Holy Realm so silently.

Regardless, the demons were intimidated by Pavilion of Expectation's strength and hesitated to act rashly. However, they didn’t want to leave either, creating a stalemate.

"Pavilion of Expectation, do you… have any companions?"

Lin Xuan weakly spoke up. He tried to appear natural but found that even pretending calmness was ineffective at this moment. His voice and tone clearly showed his weakness.

"Haha, little guy, are you scared? Don’t worry; meeting such a handsome guy like me is your good fortune. You won't suffer any misfortune."

The lazy voice entered his ears again, followed by a light glow. Suddenly, a figure appeared in the previously empty space.

At first, it was somewhat blurry but quickly became extremely clear.

It was a human cultivator who looked to be around thirty years old, wearing a plain white robe. Although his appearance and features were also exceptionally handsome, they still fell slightly short when compared to Tian Xiaojian. However, the aura he emitted far surpassed that of the young man; it was simply incomparable!

Every move and glance seemed extremely graceful, exuding an almost irresistible allure over women.

This was a very eerie aura, seemingly沉淀: precipitate; settle outed through countless years and experiences. It was hard to describe in words, but those female cultivators would willingly become moths, flying towards his flame despite knowing he was a playboy.

Could it be that…?

Combined with the divine-like feeling he had, a name appeared in Lin Xuan's mind, almost on the tip of his tongue. However, he couldn't believe that person could be here, especially alongside Pavilion of Expectation.

Lin Xuan was filled with doubts. Although he hadn’t met this person before, many rumors about him circulated in the cultivation world. His cultivation and aura were perfectly aligned.

Gulp!

The sound of swallowing saliva entered his ears. Lin Xuan had always remained calm even when faced with a collapsing mountain, but now he felt a bit tense.

On the other side, the Naga demons.

When Pavilion of Expectation appeared, they still harbored some侥幸: lucky chancethoughts. However, as soon as this mysterious man emerged, everyone trembled. There was something strange about it; despite there being no pressure from this mysterious man, they were terrified. It felt like they had become a small boat in the depths of the sea, facing the wrath of Poseidon with towering waves that could capsize them at any moment.

That was exactly how they felt.

Even though he was clearly a human cultivator, they wanted to prostrate themselves as if it was an act of desecration to look at him. This feeling was something even ordinary ancient demon sages couldn’t bring about.

Who was he?
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Bang!

Lin Xuan swallowed a mouthful of saliva, feeling as if his throat was on fire. His entire body felt inexplicably uncomfortable despite the fact that the man in front of him had not released any spiritual pressure.

The name Yun Yu became clearer and clearer in his mind.

Though it seemed impossible, Lin Xuan really found it difficult to connect this man with the powerful existence from the Spirit Realm known as Yun Yu True Immortal.

"Senior, are you Yun Yu True Immortal?"

Lin Xuan's weak voice echoed.

"Eh? You actually know me?" The man's face showed a look of curiosity. The expression on Wangting Lou was similar; he seemed to have not expected Lin Xuan to reveal his companion’s identity.

"Yun Yu True Immortal?"

The ancient demons also heard clearly. One of them, the leader, suddenly turned pale as if remembering something.

"Are you really Senior Yun Yu?"

Although Lin Xuan had an 80% certainty in his heart, it felt different when the man admitted it himself.

Various legends flooded into his mind.

Yun Yu could be considered one of the most powerful beings that Lin Xuan had ever encountered since he began his journey to immortality.

While Ice Spirit Ancestor was not included because a fragment of his soul was merely a fraction compared to Yun Yu’s true form.

Human and beast races stood in equal power in the Spirit Realm, with three scattered immortals on the human side and three demon kings on the beast side. Their powers and cultivation were all reaching the heavens and the earth. Compared to these beings, Yun Yu True Immortal was only a notch behind them.

Although Yun Yu had not ascended to the heavenly realm, his restrictions were no less than Ice Spirit’s.

Was this man lying?

Lin Xuan began to doubt.

But even if he wasn’t Yun Yu, he must be a powerful being who had passed through the Tribulation Realm.

Such beings would never pretend to be someone else, let alone lie about it.

The more Lin Xuan analyzed, the more confused he became, trapped in an unsolvable dilemma.

"Senior, are you really Yun Yu?" Lin Xuan asked weakly. He wouldn’t have dared to ask if not for his relationship with Wangting Lou.

Despite losing much of his power and spiritual awareness, Lin Xuan’s ability to read people was still intact.

"Zz, doubting me?"

The mysterious man did not show any anger; instead, a playful glint flashed in his eyes. "Little fellow, quite bold aren’t you? But your strength is lacking. Wangting Lou told me that you challenged someone above your level without difficulty. How come you were chased by several Core Formation Period ancient demons and couldn’t even escape?"

"Let Senior laugh at me."

Lin Xuan didn't need to explain anything; the facts spoke for themselves. In front of such a powerful existence, even if he could match a Spirit Stage cultivator, it would still be insignificant in others' eyes.

The eight cultivation stages became harder as one advanced.

Moreover, the gap between each stage grew increasingly significant, especially when it came to Tribulation Ascension. Even compared to a Spirit Stage, the difference was too vast for words.

So, whether Yun Yu was slightly stronger or weaker didn't matter; there was no need to explain anything foolishly.

"Every meeting is by fate. Besides, you are Wangting Lou's friend. Let’s go and let this True Immortal handle it."

Yun Yu’s voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. The ancient demons were already alarmed. Although they knew they couldn’t escape such a terrifying existence, like ants trying to survive, they still didn't want to be captured. They attacked Yun Yu but didn't dare to attack him directly and immediately scattered.

Yun Yu smiled slightly, showing no intention of attacking. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, looking into the distance as if gazing afar.

The few streaks of light flew a hundred feet away when an unbelievable scene unfolded. The ancient demons bled from their seven orifices without any warning and then disintegrated into headless bodies. Lin Xuan didn’t know how it happened; he felt no trace of spiritual energy fluctuations during the process.

How powerful!

Lin Xuan was speechless at Yun Yu's might, as if he could crush a stinkbug with ease.

A true master in his field!

Despite such overwhelming power, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show more respect. When would he be able to possess such god-like strength?

Lin Xuan couldn’t hide his envy; who wouldn’t want such unpredictable power?

Lin Xuan’s face showed disbelief as he understood why Wangting Lou had rapidly advanced to Spirit Stage Middle Period in a short time. With such a powerful being protecting him, nothing was impossible.

But what kind of relationship did they have?

Was it master and servant? Or had Wangting Lou become his disciple?

Lin Xuan was filled with curiosity but couldn’t ask at the moment.

"How is Rouyan?"

Wangting Lou’s voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. He still cared about his beloved sister.

"Her…."

Before Lin Xuan could answer, Yun Yu waved a hand. "Wangting Lou, you haven't seen Lin Xiaozi for a long time; there are many things to say. This isn’t the place to talk. How about we go to my pleasure boat and discuss in detail?"

"Alright." Wangting Lou’s character was still silent.

"What do you think, boy?" Yun Yu turned back to Lin Xuan.

"As Senior wishes."

In front of such a powerful existence, what right did he have to say no? A wise man knows when to adapt. Lin Xuan knew this well.

Yun Yu nodded and waved his sleeves. A gust of wind rushed out, followed by the appearance of a pleasure boat.

It was indeed a pleasure boat, different from ordinary Spirit Ships. This one was over ten meters long, divided into seven layers, exquisite and splendid. Even secular royal boats couldn’t compare to it in luxury.

Yun Yu’s figure flashed as he arrived on top of the pleasure boat.

"Let's go!"

Wangting Lou looked at Lin Xuan before following closely behind. Lin Xuan smiled bitterly; what other choice did he have? He would have to brave the flames and swords if necessary.

He transformed into a streak of light and flew up.

Entering the pleasure boat, Lin Xuan was greeted by an unfamiliar fragrance. At first, he was surprised, then his face was filled with disbelief: "Nourishing Spirit Wood?"

"Correct, it is Nourishing Spirit Wood."

Yun Yu said calmly as if it were a trivial matter. However, Lin Xuan was dumbfounded, almost in a dream.

Nourishing Spirit Wood was one of the seven divine woods in the cultivation world. As its name suggested, this wood nourished spiritual awareness, making cultivators eager to obtain it. Even with just an inch of it, if made into an item and worn, countless benefits would follow.

However, even that was impossible.

Nourishing Spirit Wood was too precious. Lin Xuan couldn’t describe how luxurious this was; Yun Yu seemed to be squandering his resources, deserving a lightning strike from heaven.

Lin Xuan wasn't exaggerating. Any cultivator who saw the scene would agree. The entire pleasure boat was made of Nourishing Spirit Wood. What else could it be but luxury? How audacious!

Lin Xuan was once again stunned. He had killed countless cultivators and always thought he was wealthy, only to realize how wrong he was.

There were still people more powerful than him in the world, and there were heavens beyond the sky.

These old beings who passed through the Tribulation Realm truly lived lavishly. Forget about buying such a pleasure boat; even selling himself wouldn’t be enough. Compared to Yun Yu True Immortal, he was just a poor man.

Moreover, this pleasure boat represented more than resources and wealth. Just wearing items made from Nourishing Spirit Wood would benefit his spiritual awareness. What benefits could one gain by living in such a completely Nourishing Spirit Wood-built pleasure boat? It was almost self-evident.
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Moreover, this was not the only thing. As Lin Xuan stepped onto the ship, he felt a磅礴的灵气 (磅礴 = magnificent; 灵气 = essence qi) that was extremely refined and pure. The effects of even top-grade spirit veins could not compare to it.

At first, Lin Xuan was somewhat puzzled, but after stepping into the cabin, he found out why.

On the walls, there were numerous precious treasures embedded. Each one, each grain, was clearly visible to Lin Xuan's eyes, and this time his mouth dropped wide open in astonishment.

Even more surprising than the Soul Nourishing Wood he had seen earlier, because these items used to decorate the walls turned out to be Spirit Eyes Jade.

"Huff! Huff!"

Lin Xuan even breathed heavily. At that moment, he felt like a beginner who just entered the cultivation world; every sight and sound was new and exciting to him.

It is well known that Spirit Eyes Jade is a rare treasure, and it can only grow in crystal stone mines. However, not all crystal stone mines have them; they require dense, refined essence qi and various coincidences before they can form.

Lin Xuan knew the effects of Spirit Eyes Jade: it was like carrying a miniature spirit vein on one's person. From a cultivation perspective, this was very practical.

Of course, such treasures were not entirely unattainable. If Lin Xuan wanted them, he could obtain them, but ordinary Spirit Eyes Jades had low quality and limited essence qi output, making their benefits minimal for cultivation.

Top-grade Spirit Eyes Jade, on the other hand, was extremely rare—essentially a priceless item. Even when they occasionally appeared in the world, they would immediately attract fierce competition from powerful factions or beings who would seize them as their own.

The Spirit Eyes Jades in this cabin were numerous. Lin Xuan saw top-grade ones among them; most were ordinary items. However, just the sheer number was already astonishing and invaluable.

More unbelievable still was that these Spirit Eyes Jades seemed to have叠加的效果 (叠加 =叠加 effect). Lin Xuan had never heard of their essence qi becoming more concentrated through叠加. Clearly, this must be the work of Nasal Dragon True Man.

How did he achieve this? Was it by using an array or talismans?

Lin Xuan didn't know. He only knew that such advanced techniques were beyond his comprehension and the gap between them was too great to bridge at present.

With a mix of trepidation, Lin Xuan followed Nasal Dragon True Man up to the top deck. The higher they went, the more concentrated the essence qi became. Even more astonishingly, the essence qi was confined within one丈 (丈 = zhang, about 3.3 meters) around the ship's hull; beyond that, it could not be detected.

"Is this a拘灵阵 (拘灵阵 = Restraining Spirit Array)?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he heard his voice. He had never seen such an array before, only reading about them in ancient texts.

Legend said that such arrays could completely bind essence qi without any leakage, far more mysterious than concealment techniques.

Seeing is believing; indeed, Nasal Dragon True Man was a cultivator of the Tribulation Transcending stage—any technique he used left Lin Xuan in awe. He admired and feared him at the same time.

Yes, fear was exactly what he felt.

Lin Xuan was afraid that his secrets would be discovered!

While other things might not matter to Nasal Dragon True Man, Blue Star Sea and Five Dragons Seal were items Lin Xuan believed even he would covet. If this secret was uncovered, his life would be in grave danger.

However, at the moment, Lin Xuan knew he was a fish on a chopping block—his fate entirely dependent on Nasal Dragon True Man's whim. He had no choice but to follow him up to the top deck of the ship.

"Little fellow, what are you afraid of? Don't worry; I only have an interest in women. And since Linglou and I are brothers, you can relax."

Nasal Dragon True Man, despite his immense power, did not know Lin Xuan's thoughts as he had not used Soul Scouring techniques. Instead, he comforted him with these words, though the tone was rather unconvincing.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief; at least for now, Nasal Dragon True Man hadn't uncovered his secret. He might as well go along with it—fear would only raise suspicion.

With a deep breath, Lin Xuan calmed himself down.

Soon, they arrived at the top deck's cabin. The room was vast, about ten zhang (about 33 meters) in diameter, and extremely luxurious.

"Lo, no need to be polite."

Nasal Dragon True Man pulled out a chair while speaking. Linglou also seemed casual; over the past thousand years, he had been with Nasal Dragon True Man, as he claimed they were brothers.

Without Nasal Dragon's help, he could not have advanced so quickly.

Over these years, Counting Dragon not only supplied him with medicinal pills but often guided his cultivation. With some incredible treasures' assistance, he managed to advance in just a thousand years.

While he didn't say it out loud, Linglou was deeply grateful to Nasal Dragon True Man.

Seeing Lin Xuan's nervousness, Linglou smiled: "Lin Xuan, you don't need to be so formal. That guy, Nasal Dragon, is different from other great existences; he has no proper manners, but he's a good person."

"What do you mean by having no proper manners? I call it being charming and broad-minded," the voice of Counting Dragon True Man echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as he mocked other powerful beings.

Lin Xuan couldn't help smiling. This top-ranked playboy of the Spirit Realm was indeed interesting. He bowed: "If that's the case, then allow me to be bold."

Before his words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan sat down on the chair.

"Exactly right; young people should have courage," Counting Dragon True Man nodded with approval, showing a trace of admiration. Although Lin Xuan's strength was insignificant, at least in this aspect, he wasn't bad. A Cave Profound period cultivator would not dare sit before him even if given a second chance.

Footsteps sounded softly, and the fragrance wafted through the air. Lin Xuan turned to see two beautiful maids enter gracefully. They each carried an jade dish with fine wine and fruits.

Lin Xuan shook his head; as they say, comparing oneself to others can make one jealous. Indeed, it was true here.

When he came to the Demon Realm, that called for… saying it positively, it was being cautious; negatively, it was sneaking around. But Nasal Dragon True Man had a magnificent ship and even brought maids with him. As an old monster of Tribulation Transcending stage, who would dare challenge him?

But if he came here in such a manner, could he really be without fear of causing a war between the Spirit Realm and Demon Realm?
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Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts, but his steady personality prevented him from rashly asking questions. He sat upright and savored the fine wine and fruits, finding them exceptionally delicious; he had never tasted anything so good before.

Not only were the flavors irresistible, but the abundant spiritual energy within them far surpassed what Lin Xuan usually carried on him, though it fell short of a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Lin Xuan once again witnessed the wealth of Ji Long True Man. After all, these were just food items for sustenance and not specifically used to restore one's power.

Indeed, he was no ordinary old monster; Lin Xuan could only marvel at this in his heart. With such extensive knowledge, it seemed as if he had been living in a well and looking up at the sky, much like a frog.

Even Ji Long, who still held onto a fragment of his soul, would not let him go easily because of that Five Dragon Seal.

These thoughts made Lin Xuan's head ache. But what could he do? The grudge was already settled; wallowing in self-pity now wouldn't help. He had to be extra cautious from now on.

"Friend Lin, when we parted ways at Penglai Mountain, Ruyan was with you. How is she?" A clear voice interrupted his thoughts. Tinglou was a man of deep emotions and had always looked after Meng Ruyan due to her connection with the Ice Fairy.

"I don't know; I'm not sure," Lin Xuan shook his head and smiled.

"Really? For such an important person, it's hard to believe she would be in any danger. You needn't worry so much." Yi Long advised him.

"Yes, Sister Ruyan was once the leader of the Boundless Sea Pavilion; she has defeated countless powerful enemies. I'm sure she will be fine," Lin Xuan also smiled.

"Indeed, you both make a valid point. I've been too focused on trivial matters."

Tinglou had once been one of the top experts in the Twelve States of Heaven and Clouds, so he was not someone who could easily get attached to things. His expression brightened as he looked at Lin Xuan.

"Why are you here in this demon realm?" Tinglou asked.

"I came for a spirit-splitting pill."

There was no need to hide; Lin Xuan spoke frankly.

"Splitting pills? Why would one go to the demon realm for such a thing when it's available in the Spirit Realm?"

Lin Xuan paused, unsure how to explain. Tinglou had always been lucky and smooth sailing, so he didn't understand the struggles of others.

Lin Xuan sighed and recounted his journey, omitting some details but clearly describing the rarity of the ingredients needed for the spirit-splitting pill.

"Really? You mean you found it by chance and are now in my realm as well?" Tinglou was shocked. The importance of the splitting pill further surprised him; he realized that many powerful cultivators from famous sects had to come here to find the necessary materials.

Recalling his own need for such a pill, Lin Xuan felt embarrassed when Ji Long casually handed over a bottle full of them. But it wasn't strange since splitting pills were insignificant in the eyes of someone like Ji Long.

Thinking about it, some rare spirit pills that condensation core and infant soul cultivators longed for seemed trivial to him now.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's expression turned hopeful. If he could befriend Ji Long True Man, perhaps he could ask for a few splitting pills?

This idea was too crazy.

Splitting pills were precious treasures; how could one give them away so easily?

However, everything had its exceptions. In Ji Long's eyes, the splitting pill wasn't significant, and if he got in a good mood, he might just hand over a few.

Lin Xuan swallowed hard as Ji Long's voice interrupted his thoughts: "Young friend Lin, you came here to find materials for spirit-splitting pills. Very well, we are fate-bound. You have some connection with my brother Tinglou, so I'll give this to you."

"What? !" Lin Xuan was stunned before he expressed great joy.

Ji Long's generosity knew no bounds; while Lin Xuan was thinking of how to ask for the treasure, Ji Long had already offered it.

Lin Xuan should have politely declined, but he didn't. First, splitting pills were what he had been dreaming of and risking his life for. Second, Ji Long seemed like a generous person, and pretending to decline would only make him unhappy if he got angry and refused to give them.

Ji Long's sleeve flapped, and an jade bottle flew out. Lin Xuan quickly caught it.

"Splitting pills; I don't need many so here are five. You should be able to use them unless you're extremely unlucky."

"Thank you, True Man. I will repay your kindness one day," Lin Xuan said earnestly, his words not empty promises but a promise he would keep.

Ji Long smiled without speaking, dismissing the words of a minor Daoist from the Profound Realm as trivial.

"Why are you here in the demon realm? What about you two?" Lin Xuan asked.

"What...?" Tinglou's expression was strange.

But Ji Long didn't mind: "Just traveling around; I'm looking for pretty female demons to bring back as servants."

"Ah, ah, ah..."

Lin Xuan remained calm despite his thoughts, but Ji Long's answer left him speechless.

Was he really just sightseeing in the ancient demon realm? Even a cultivator of the Transcendence Realm seemed too arrogant with such an answer.

Lin Xuan turned to Tinglou, who nodded affirmatively.

Ji Long hadn't lied; he had indeed come for a vacation. This famous playboy not only excelled in combat but was also skilled in divination, which was one of the hundred arts of cultivation, albeit a less common one.

Unlike other cultivators who used divination to serve their own paths, Ji Long used it to find beautiful female demons for his pleasure.

Recently, he had divined and found many pretty female demons in the demon realm. He had come with Tinglou on this vacation.

Tinglou was focused on achieving enlightenment, but Ji Long's boredom was understandable. Since ascending to the Spirit Realm, Ji Long had taken care of him, making a significant debt that Lin Xuan couldn't ignore. Thus, he reluctantly accompanied Ji Long on his journey.

Understanding the situation, Lin Xuan was speechless and stammered: "Even so, Ji Long Senior's status is clear; wouldn't coming here risk a war between realms?"
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"If it were another cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, there would indeed be a possibility of bringing about the consequences you mentioned. But this old man..." Shunlong True Man said with a smug expression, his face exuding pride.

"How so?"

Lin Xuan was also piqued by his curiosity.

"This old man has lived for millions and millions of years, long surpassing the Three Realms. Apart from beautiful women, I have no interest in power or authority. Even if the Two Realm War began, this old man would not intervene. Therefore..."

"Therefore, even if the ancient demons discover your presence here, they won't be overly agitated?" Lin Xuan was a quick learner and interrupted when the other party paused.

"Not wrong, you are teachable," said the Wing Dragon True Man, stroking his hair and posing in what he considered a very handsome manner.

Wangting Building snorted on the side. Unlike Lin Xuan, who had known the Wing Dragon for only a few years, they were brothers and knew each other well.

Indeed, the Wing Dragon True Man was an extremely detached figure within the Three Realms. Even during the Two Realm War, he could maintain neutrality. Firstly, his nature was indifferent; he didn't seek fame or wealth. Secondly, it had to do with his fondness for beautiful women.

The Wing Dragon True Man's side was filled with various beauties from the Three Realms—many of whom he personally selected and took as attendants.

To gather beauties from the Three Realms naturally required frequent visits to the Demon Realm or Netherworld.

However, just as Lin Xuan said, the Wing Dragon True Man's identity was too conspicuous. Although his abilities could overcome the interface barriers, going to other realms would easily provoke conflicts.

To avoid this, the Wing Dragon True Man had long declared himself uninvolved in worldly affairs and never intervened in Three Realms' disputes.

Initially, the great powers of the Demon Realm and Netherworld did not believe him. However, time proved his sincerity; for millions of years, he adhered to his promise. Even during the interface war, despite the unfavorable situation in the Spirit Realm, he never intervened.

Occasionally visiting the Demon or Netherworld was purely for seeking out beautiful women.

Such matters were naturally unimportant to both the True Primordial Demon and the Five Kings of the Netherworld. As long as Wing Dragon did not engage in underhanded tactics, they would not actively oppose such a great power.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan could only laugh at the situation after understanding the entire story.

Collecting women to this extent was indeed an ability. Regardless of his strength, the Wing Dragon True Man truly lived up to his reputation as the First Flirtatious Gentleman in the Spirit Realm.

No, not just the Spirit Realm; in the Netherworld or Demon Realm, who could match him when it came to such interests?

Lin Xuan felt inferior and admired him even more.

"Then how was your收获 this time?"

"Not much. Just arrived in the Demon Realm, no significant gains."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression before he continued: "Actually, although I have limited experience with the beauties of the Demon Realm, I've heard about them."

"Really? Then Young Master Lin and I are on the same wavelength. Let's exchange our insights," said the Wing Dragon True Man, pleasantly surprised.

Wangting Building frowned, finding it hard to follow these two. One was disrespectful in his old age, while the other was a notorious womanizer. Together, they seemed like a pair of brothers-in-arms.

But just as he thought this, Wangting Building suddenly felt something was off. Although their interactions were limited, he had some understanding of Lin Xuan's character. This young man wasn't particularly interested in women; why would he suddenly bring it up?

Wangting Building narrowed his eyes but didn't rush to speak. He decided to observe the situation before making a decision.

The Wing Dragon True Man's voice interrupted: "Young Master, did you hear any clues related to beautiful women in the Demon Realm? No need to be coy; tell us."

"Actually, nothing much. I don't know the name of Frost Soul Fairy. Have you heard of her?"

Lin Xuan spoke earnestly.

His intentions were clear—Frost Soul was too formidable for him to provoke directly, but with Wing Dragon True Man, even if he couldn't defeat him, there would be a significant gap. If he could have Wing Dragon True Man trouble Frost Soul, Lin Xuan would be more than happy to watch from the sidelines.

Even if he couldn't do anything to her, it might still be amusing to annoy her.

To his surprise, Shunlong frowned: "Frost Soul Fairy... you mean that one of the nine Primordial Demons..."

"How so? Do you know?"

"Ha ha, not just knowing; I've long been teasing that bratty girl," said the Wing Dragon True Man, smugly.

"Teasing her?"

This response left Lin Xuan in shock. He hadn't expected such a revelation.

Fortunately, he didn't need to ask further as the Wing Dragon True Man began recounting the story.

"To speak of it, Frost Soul is indeed a beautiful woman, though not as stunning as the former Arrogant King or Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox. She's rightly considered the first beauty in the Demon Realm. Heh, such a beauty shouldn't be passed by without some form of expression."

The Wing Dragon True Man's earnest voice made Lin Xuan sweat. What logic was this? Not flirting with a beautiful woman should result in being struck by lightning; his mindset was beyond ordinary people.

Lin Xuan's gossiping soul flared up, eager to know the outcome.

Of course, he couldn't ask too directly: "Given your charm and demeanor, did you manage to satisfy your desires with Frost Soul?"

The Wing Dragon True Man blushed: "Young Master, don't flatter me. Indeed, I can attract women with my good looks, wit, and eloquence. But for Frost Soul, it's beyond the norm."

"How so?" Lin Xuan swallowed hard and pressed further.

"Simply put, all the usual means to captivate a woman were useless on her. Once, out of impatience, I grabbed her hand without her noticing. That trivial matter led that tigress to chase me for over a thousand years."

"Chased you for over a thousand years?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. The Wing Dragon True Man nodded: "That tigress is relentless; she won't let go of any advantage. On one occasion, I foolishly mentioned something about iron planks, and she chased me from the Demon Realm to the Netherworld, then back to the Spirit Realm. Hmph, if it weren't for the principle that men shouldn't fight women, I would have ended this long ago..."

The last part was the Wing Dragon True Man's self-flattery. Although he was a peak Tribulation Transcending powerhouse, compared to Frost Soul, he still fell short. Otherwise, being chased for a thousand years would have made even a clay figure angry; what about the principle of not fighting women?
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Lin Xuan knew this, but of course wouldn't be so foolish as to reveal it. Otherwise, Elder Ma's face would lose all credibility; if the other party became enraged and retaliated, who would suffer?

Lin Xuan wasn’t stupid and certainly wouldn't do such a self-destructive thing.

Besides, he had been pursued for a thousand years. While it was true that Elder Ma couldn't match Ice Spirit, upon closer consideration, there was much more to this statement than met the eye.

Elder Ma was indeed chased to the heavens and earth, but Ice Spirit could not do anything about him either. For a full millennium, he had gained nothing. From this, Lin Xuan could easily deduce that Elder Ma’s strength was formidable.

After all, even among the Nine True Demons, Ice Spirit was one of the few powerful ones. This showed just how formidable Elder Ma, the top playboy in the Three Realms, truly was—far beyond ordinary Immortal Tribulation survivors.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt more and more admiration for Elder Ma. As they talked, their conversation became increasingly congenial, with a sense of meeting someone one should have known sooner.

As their talk deepened, Lin Xuan also tried to subtly inquire about the last battle against the Netherworld Realm.

The Asura King led millions of Netherworld spirits into the Spirit Realm, causing rivers of blood. Even True Immortals were not spared.

Clearly, there was some unknown grudge between them, far more than just a simple interdimensional conflict.

Lin Xuan wanted to know the details because it was such an opportunity. Elder Ma offered generously: "We will meet in the Demon Realm; we are destined for each other. When you return to the Spirit Realm, if you have time, come visit my den with this command token."

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate and took the token. "Thank you, Senior. I’ll definitely drop by when I have time."

Elder Ma continued, "I can treat you to a few drinks. Lin Youngster, before we part ways, let me give you some advice—do you want to listen?"

"Senior, please speak," Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had seen Elder Ma’s eccentric behavior many times, but his sudden seriousness made him feel uncomfortable.

"Let things take their natural course; don’t force them." Elder Ma swept his gaze over Lin Xuan and spoke slowly.

Lin Xuan nodded solemnly, "Senior’s teachings will be engraved in my heart."

Lin Xuan’s eyes suddenly flickered. These words stirred up a massive wave of emotions within him—had Elder Ma seen something? Or was it just an offhand gift before parting ways?

Was this coincidence or intentional?

These questions swirled in Lin Xuan's mind.

He looked at Elder Ma, but the latter smiled warmly, his eyes deep and unfathomable. Lin Xuan’s heart trembled, yet he maintained a composed demeanor, nodding in agreement.

Then he turned away.

Wang Tinglou didn’t say much either; instead, he tossed over a Ten Thousand Li Token. Lin Xuan hesitated before taking it, then heard Wang Tinglou’s voice.

"Back when I failed Ice Immortal Lady, she only has one sister. If you hear from Yuanyan, use this token to send me a message."

"I understand, I will do so."

Lin Xuan nodded seriously. He sincerely admired Wang Tinglou; in the Three Realms, through history and time, who could be as loyal as him? His feelings for Ice Immortal Lady remained unchanged over the years, even extending to her sister.

It was strange—how could a man like Wang Tinglou, so emotionally deep, be close friends with the top playboy of the Three Realms?

These thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind, but he didn’t dwell on them. Elder Ma’s words had struck him hard.

Lin Xuan’s heart still churned as he pretended to remain calm. He couldn’t afford to think about other matters.

He waved goodbye and his body was enveloped in a green glow, transforming into a streak of light that pierced the sky.

Elder Ma’s face showed a thoughtful expression as he watched Lin Xuan depart. Wang Tinglou couldn’t help but speak up: "Elder Ma, your parting words to Lin Xuan had special meaning; you weren’t just saying them for show."

"Indeed," Elder Ma didn’t hide anything. "That little guy..."

But he stopped mid-sentence and Wang Tinglou was left confused. "Did you see something? Can you tell me?"

Elder Ma shook his head, "Tinglou, I don’t want to keep this from you as brothers, but the timing is not right. I’m not sure if I saw anything, so just try to stay away from him."

"Why? You invited him to your den," Wang Tinglou was puzzled.

"I didn’t, but you have no reason to get involved in that whirlpool. Fingers crossed, I might be wrong..." Elder Ma’s words were filled with mystery, and Wang Tinglou couldn’t guess what he meant, so he stopped asking.

---

On the other side, Lin Xuan had already traveled several thousand miles away.

Elder Ma's parting words lingered in his mind. Was it intentional or unintentional? Could he have seen something during their brief time together?

Lin Xuan was filled with unease.

He couldn’t help but be afraid; after all, to someone of such stature, he was just a tiny ant. If Elder Ma had ill intentions, there would be no way for him to fight back.

Though Lin Xuan knew that Elder Ma’s letting him go meant no malice, the difference between knowing and not fearing was another matter entirely.

Time passed slowly as Lin Xuan finally calmed down after nearly half an hour. Fear was pointless; he shouldn’t scare himself unnecessarily.

Regardless, he was now safe.

Instead of dwelling on it, he should focus on improving his strength.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt a bit excited. Meeting Elder Ma had been fruitful—besides averting danger, the Unseeded Fragmentary Pill he received was invaluable.

This thought made him even more eager to improve his power.

As he continued flying, his speed didn’t slow down; instead, it increased further.

In three days, he arrived at a vast mountain range.

Lin Xuan was pleasantly surprised to find that this mountain range emitted dense spiritual energy.

He stopped and closed his eyes, slowly releasing his divine sense. After a moment, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, rubbing his forehead with a smile on his face.

"Sure enough, there is indeed a spirit vein here."

The appearance of a spirit vein in the Demon Realm seemed strange, but upon closer consideration, it wasn’t so impossible. Just as the Spirit Realm relied on spirit veins, occasionally, there would be demon veins or yin veins, though they were rarer.

Similarly, this mountain range had one too.

Lin Xuan’s face showed great satisfaction. Although the vein was small and only extended for about twenty miles, its quality was high. Finding such a place to cultivate in the Demon Realm by chance was quite fortunate.

What pleased Lin Xuan even more was that the area around it was a desert with few people or beasts. This explained why this excellent spirit vein remained unoccupied.

Of course, the most important reason was the vastness of the Demon Realm; even the True Demons couldn’t count them all. Despite the large number of demons, compared to the enormous size of the Demon Realm, they were insignificant. Hence, many spiritual lands remained unoccupied.

Lin Xuan scanned the mountain range, seeing that the tallest peak was only a thousand feet high. The view was lush and green with various strange plants growing abundantly.

With his powerful divine sense, Lin Xuan quickly understood the terrain and distribution of spiritual energy in this area.

He directly flew to a small canyon deep within the mountains.

Though it seemed deep, it was relative. Soon, he arrived at the bottom of the canyon, which indeed was located near the source of the spirit vein. Lin Xuan then flicked his sleeve, releasing several sword lights like fish swimming out.
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Blade light fell like rain, swirling and dancing in the air. In just a short while, Lin Xuan had established his own cave dwelling.

The area wasn't particularly vast; after all, it was based on the layout of this small mountain peak. However, despite its size, everything was present—bedrooms, secret chambers, even a workshop for refining artifacts and a library.

Whether these were useful or not was debatable, but he decided to set them up first before making any decisions.

Following that, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, sending out several colorful array flags. He was familiar with the process, setting up the Five Elements Enriching Spirit Array.

Originally, this array could be used as a treasure item.

However, in Lin Xuan's hands, it didn't feel quite as natural. Since he had plenty of treasures anyway, he decided to use them for the array instead.

This was putting these items to good use; the array was powerful and formidable. Even if a late-stage cultivator from the Profound Realm were trapped by this array, they would have to exert considerable effort to break free.

After setting up the array, Lin Xuan didn't stop there. He flicked his sleeve again, and this time, a talisman flew out of his sleeve.

Opening the bottle cap, milky white liquid appeared, emitting an aroma that refreshed the mind.

It was five-thousand-year-old stone stalactite, and he had obtained fifteen bottles through considerable effort. Using these, he should be able to refine ten thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Such a substance capable of instantly restoring one's power was essential for cultivators. If he had managed to defeat the Old Ancestor of Yanshan with some leftover ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in his possession, he wouldn't have been chased so relentlessly by those few Profound Realm ancient demons. Without that fortunate encounter with Pavilion and Dragon Boat True Monarch, he might have had no choice but to use a random teleportation talisman, which would have been a regret.

Fortunately, it was all behind him now. However, one could learn from their mistakes. Lin Xuan wouldn't want to repeat the same mistake.

So, his first task after settling in was to refine ten thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan calmed himself down. Although he had been through many years of refinement, he still couldn't claim a 100% success rate. Refining liquid materials was much more difficult than refining pills.

Thus, he didn't take any chances. Five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites were not easy to find; if he failed this time, it would be a significant loss.

With some trepidation, Lin Xuan sank into his divine consciousness and used the inner vision technique. Everything in his dantian remained unchanged; the blue star sea continued its slow rotation deep within. The difference was that the innermost layer of the blue star sea now contained an enormous number of silver light points—ten percent of the entire star sea.

These were the main components for refinement.

After all, refining high-grade materials was more difficult. The blue star sea showed signs of strain.

Lin Xuan slowly began to mobilize the light points. Silver and blue intertwined in a 2:1 ratio. If it were only silver light points, he would find it challenging to refine five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites. But with the mixture, they complemented each other well. This was experience Lin Xuan had gained over many years.

The light points flowed through his meridians and gathered at the center of his palm, forming a miniature star sea that was breathtakingly beautiful.

Lin Xuan didn't hold the five-thousand-year-old stone stalactite in his hand; instead, he used levitation to suspend it before his chest.

With everything prepared, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination. He suddenly shouted, "Break!"

Before the words left his mouth, the jade bottle shattered into pieces. However, the liquid stone stalactite didn't scatter; a mysterious force enveloped it and transformed it into a milky white water ball, still suspended before him.

Lin Xuan raised his hands, and the star seas in his palms moved according to his actions.

He made a gesture of embracing with both hands, encircling the five-thousand-year-old stone stalactite. The silver and blue light points entered it in an orderly fashion under his control.

This method of refinement was vastly different from refining pills. This wasn't surprising; solid pills and liquid spirit milk couldn't be compared. Lin Xuan had learned this through experience.

The process was difficult, and time passed slowly as Lin Xuan remained intensely focused. Sweat dripped down from his forehead.

He sat for three days straight.

On that morning, the once tranquil stone room suddenly erupted in a cry of joy.

Lin Xuan's eyes showed signs of fatigue, but his expression was excited as he looked at the ten thousand-year-old spirit milk before him… yes, it was indeed ten thousand-year-old spirit milk.

The refinement had succeeded. This was Lin Xuan's first time successfully refining ten thousand-year-old spirit milk. Previously, although he had speculated that five-thousand-year-old stone stalactites could be used as raw materials, this was just speculation. Now that it had been confirmed, the significance was entirely different.

However, these three days were exhausting; they didn't fall short of a fierce battle with a powerful opponent. After all, his focus needed to remain highly concentrated; any carelessness could lead to failure.

Although there were still silver light points in his body, they were now scarce. Lin Xuan looked at the floating ten thousand-year-old spirit milk before him and knew that its essence was far purer than anything he had previously obtained. The concentration of the essence was much higher due to his intense refinement.

Ten thousand-year-old spirit milk was rare, but it didn't replenish one's power indefinitely. As his cultivation level increased, a single drop of ten thousand-year-old spirit milk couldn't fully restore his power; several drops were necessary during battles, which could be time-consuming.

This time, Lin Xuan deliberately refined and concentrated the essence, making this new spirit milk much more robust and pure. With his current cultivation level, he only needed one drop to fully replenish himself.

Of course, the quantity was significantly reduced; a bottle of spirit milk now contained less than ten percent.

Flicking his sleeve, Lin Xuan took out a new jade bottle and carefully placed the refined ten thousand-year-old spirit milk inside.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. He was too tired. The most crucial point was that there were no more silver light points left in his body; thus, he couldn't proceed with further refinement.

He returned to his bedroom, took a bath, and fell into a deep sleep on the bed.

The next morning, he felt refreshed, but the silver light points hadn't recovered. Reluctantly, Lin Xuan rested for several days until they fully restored before returning to the training room.

Thus, he alternated between refining and resting. After months of effort, Lin Xuan finally managed to completely refine all fifteen bottles of spirit milk without any major issues.
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It was quite a coincidence that the refined spirit milk had shrunk significantly in volume, but after fifteen bottles of refinement, they just managed to fill one bottle.

Lin Xuan looked at this item with great emotion. He had endured countless hardships to obtain it, and now he finally succeeded. Although this bottle of spirit milk didn't look like much, a single drop could restore his magical power. With careful management, it would last him for a long time.

With this item in hand, Lin Xuan felt much more confident. At least, he wouldn’t have to worry about being chased by a few insignificant opponents due to depleted magical energy again.

After playing with the bottle for a while, Lin Xuan carefully put away the spirit milk. Then, with a wave of his sleeves, another jade bottle flew out.

This bottle was much smaller than the one that held the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. After removing the stopper, a refreshing aroma wafted out.

Lin Xuan turned the bottle upside down and gently shook it. A dazzling light emerged as several bright red pills spilled out.

Divine Concentration Pills!

Each pill was roughly the size of a soybean, with a faint shimmering light on its surface. This sight alone showed how extraordinary these Divine Concentration Pills were.

The aroma quickly permeated the entire stone room.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile as he looked at his treasure. He had risked everything to enter the Demon Realm and collect materials for these pills, only to find them in hand without much effort. If things went smoothly, he wouldn’t have to visit Spirit King Valley anymore.

Lin Xuan thought about how smooth things would go if the refinement process was successful.

With a precious item like Blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan couldn't help but put in some effort to refine these Divine Concentration Pills. After all, that could significantly increase his chances of advancing.

After resting for two days and replenishing the light points within him, Lin Xuan’s magical energy was at its peak. He then began the refinement process.

He placed one Divine Concentration Pill in his palm, closed his eyes, and used Inner Vision to startmobilizing the internal light points。

Unlike when refining the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, this time Lin Xuan discarded all blue light points.

These Divine Concentration Pills were even rarer. To ensure success, he used only pure silver light points.

The beautiful glow flowed through his meridians and into his palm, continuously entering the pill.

Refinement required a continuous effort without any interruptions. Lin Xuan focused intently, more so than when refining the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. As time passed, the originally bright red pill gradually became paler in color and smaller in size as some black impurities separated out.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes; the spirit medicine in his hand had evolved into a mid-grade pill.

However, Lin Xuan didn't stop refining. Could it advance to upper grade?

Though it seemed greedy, he knew his situation well. Based on the previous refinement, Lin Xuan felt that there was a good chance of success.

Although these Divine Concentration Pills were rarer than ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, they were only as big as soybeans and consumed limited silver light points.

If he could obtain an upper-grade pill, advancing to the divine consciousness stage would be more certain. With this thought, Lin Xuan continued his refinement efforts with renewed vigor.

Of course, Lin Xuan dared to do so because True Dragon Immortal gave him five of them at once. If it were just one, he wouldn't have taken such a risk.

As time passed, beads of sweat dripped from Lin Xuan's forehead. Two hours later, the sun had set on the hillside as he spent half a day refining this single pill.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief and smiled at his success.

The originally bright red pill had turned smooth like jade, enveloped in a layer of clear light.

Though the aroma was fainter, it felt more pleasant to smell. There was a sense of floating beyond the mundane world.

Lin Xuan laughed loudly, feeling no need to hide his joy since he was alone in his cave.

By evening, Lin Xuan left the training room and returned to his bedroom for rest.

The next morning, after retrieving another Divine Concentration Pill, he placed it in his palm and began refining.

Time passed quickly as he sat cross-legged.

That evening, Lin Xuan sighed deeply; this refinement attempt failed.

Initially, everything went smoothly as he refined the pill into a mid-grade one. However, when trying to refine it further into an upper grade, it didn't go as smoothly as yesterday. A small mistake led to failure. Looking at the black substance before him, Lin Xuan sighed. Once a refinement fails, all impurities would intertwine and become more compact, making another attempt impossible.

But he wasn't too discouraged; failure was part of success. Lin Xuan knew this well.

After calming down, he returned to rest.

The next morning, he continued refining the second pill.

This process repeated for ten days. Out of five pills, two failed while three were successfully refined into upper-grade ones.

Lin Xuan was quite satisfied with this result; three upper-grade pills should be enough for him to advance to the divine consciousness stage.

He placed these in a jade bottle and stored it on his waist.

After such effort, both the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk and Divine Concentration Pills were successfully refined. The path ahead of him was clear. Lin Xuan began planning what to do next.

With the Divine Concentration Pills now available, he wouldn't need to go to Spirit King Valley.

It wasn’t laziness or fear; it was simply unnecessary. Three upper-grade pills would be enough for his advancement.

Since his goal in entering the Demon Realm had been achieved, returning to the Spirit World should have been his top priority. However, due to the limitations of two hundred years, he couldn't return yet. Only after another two hundred years would the spatial node weaken again. Lin Xuan wasn’t a Tribulation Period cultivator who could withstand the interface force like True Dragon Immortal.

Thus, whether he liked it or not, for the next two hundred years, he had to stay in this ancient Demon Realm and might even advance to the divine consciousness stage.

No, he needed to advance as soon as possible. For some reason, after meeting with True Dragon Immortal once, Lin Xuan felt a strange sense of impending danger.
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Lin Xuan couldn't explain the details, but it was definitely a good idea to quickly enhance his strength.

So Lin Xuan decided to retreat and practice intensively for some time.

The place he was currently in wasn’t bad at all.

Surrounding him were deserts with no signs of life. More importantly, the quality of this spirit vein seemed decent enough, making it perfect for his meditation.

Of course, before that, Lin Xuan had to handle a few miscellaneous matters.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, the Spirit Ghost Bag flew out.

The bag opened up, and the stench of death surged forth. The Silver-Winged Corpse King appeared in front of him.

However, its aura seemed somewhat weak. After battling Yan Mountain’s Ancestor, the Corpse King had exerted considerable effort. Additionally, it was seen as a thorn by the old monster and suffered some injuries.

Lin Xuan brought it to a specially designated stone room.

Then, with another wave of his sleeve robe, hundreds of阴属性晶石 flew out. The temperature in the stone room seemed to drop slightly.

Just like the Five Elements corresponded to the attributes of these crystals—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth—their attributes also varied due to coincidental changes. Thus, occasionally, one could find wind crystal stones, ice crystal stones, and lightning crystal stones, though in very small quantities.

These阴属性晶石 were considered rare, derived from water attribute crystal stones.

Although there was no阴脉 here, the power provided by these crystals would allow the Corpse King to recover on its own through meditation.

Afterwards, Lin Xuan returned to his secret room.

To meditate and practice cultivation, one needed pills.

Lin Xuan didn’t lack for them. However, most of what he carried were waste pills that needed to be purified.

This was not a difficult task; purifying ordinary pills came naturally to him, requiring no more than the usual caution. There was no need to be overly nervous like when purifying a ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence or splitting soul pills.

Over the next six months, Lin Xuan spent half a year purifying waste pills.

Not only were there many of them, but their quality was extraordinary as well, mostly being superior-grade. Some even reached the top grade.

Although these pills might be ordinary to Lin Xuan, they could cause chaos if they fell into the wrong hands in the marketplace.

In the cultivation world, superior-grade pills were rare, especially those that could enhance a Cave Profound Realm cultivator’s power. To be blunt, their value was beyond measure.

After purifying these pills, Lin Xuan's divine sense had improved compared to before. However, this time, he didn’t show much joy.

Previously, his vision was limited like someone viewing the world from a well. Now that he had seen Nai Long True Man’s wealth and considered the benefits of using Nourishing Spirit Wood for his divine sense, what he gained from purifying these pills seemed trivial in comparison.

Compared to an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending Realm, there was such a vast difference.

Not only in cultivation level but also in every aspect, it was hard to compare.

After purifying enough pills, Lin Xuan spent several days resealing the妖丹’s power. This wasn’t superfluous; he wanted to avoid any mishaps during his practice due to lack of proficiency with the妖丹.

With everything settled, Lin Xuan returned to his secret room and entered a state of meditation.

He flicked his hand, and an jade bottle flew out.

Lin Xuan poured out a pill as smooth as jade from it and swallowed it whole.

He then formed two hand seals, placing them on his knees.

Feeling the medicinal power rising in his dantian, Lin Xuan took a deep breath, channeling the energy through his meridians to spread throughout his body.

Cultivation knows no time.

From that point forward, Lin Xuan was entirely immersed in rigorous practice. The main entrance of his cave had never been opened again; he rarely left his training room, spending each day taking pills and meditating, making his life monotonous and arduous.

For ordinary mortals, such a lifestyle would drive them mad, but for a cultivator like Lin Xuan with a resilient mind, it was nothing.

While others only saw the ability of cultivators to fly and perform great feats with just their hands, few considered the hardships behind this. Apart from the tedious practice, without great resolve, one couldn’t endure such a life.

A harvest requires hard work; there’s no such thing as effortless gains in this world, nor in the cultivation realm.

Time flew by like an arrow. In twenty years, Lin Xuan found his cultivation unusually smooth. Whether it was good fortune or due to the high quality of the pills he consumed, he encountered no obstacles and made rapid progress. By the thirtieth year of his retreat, Lin Xuan’s main spirit embryo had entered the final bottleneck of Cave Profound Middle.

Lin Xuan didn’t rest but pressed on with all his might.

He sat cross-legged, consuming a superior-grade Pill Granule, then gathering his power and following the route described in the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique. This was to prepare for breaking through the bottleneck.

Three days passed quickly.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes, an jade bottle hovering before him. After removing the stopper, three pills as white as jade fell out.

These were top-grade pills that could enhance a Cave Profound Realm cultivator’s power.

The medicinal force was incredibly powerful. Lin Xuan usually only dared to take two at a time; otherwise, his body might not withstand it. However, this time, the goal was to break through the bottleneck, so he decided to take one more. Although it would be painful, as long as he could break through the bottleneck, such suffering was nothing.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan swallowed the three top-grade pills in one go.

Then, with hand seals formed, he sat cross-legged and began to refine the medicinal force.

The effects of the top-grade pill were swift. In just a few hours, Lin Xuan felt a fire burning intensely in his dantian.

It was like being inside a furnace, an uncomfortable feeling. However, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He had faced trials when he first ventured into the Heart Refinement Path at the灵动期 level, and this was nothing compared to then.

However, soon Lin Xuan realized his mistake; what he felt initially was just the initial effects of the medicinal force.

Next, the fierce medicinal force surged through his limbs, causing chaos in his spirit energy. Despite his shock, Lin Xuan secretly rejoiced, glad that he had sealed the妖丹 earlier to avoid further complications.

Lin Xuan remained calm despite the intense medicinal force. He gradually gathered his spirit energy and began to assault the bottleneck…

PS: A fellow daoist friend named "Yin Ming Zhi Chu" donated 50,000起点币, congratulations on advancing to the sponsor level! Thank you for your support; sponsors are awesome!

Please, fellow daoists, lend a hand by giving me a hundred-refined recommendation ticket. Thanks again! (To be continued)
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Two months later, Lin Xuan finally emerged from the secret room.

Although his face was marred by exhaustion, his overall aura had completely changed.

Every movement and gesture now contained abundant spiritual energy. After these days of effort, Lin Xuan's main essence core had advanced to the late Profound Abyss stage.

Though it seemed like only a small step forward, the changes brought about were significant. Taking a deep breath, he felt the ample spiritual energy within his body and couldn't help but smile with unhidden delight.

Thinking back on decades of effort, it hadn’t been wasted after all.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief as he returned to his bedroom. Lying down, he reminisced about his final struggle against the bottleneck!

In truth, this seclusion and arduous cultivation had gone relatively smoothly overall. However, there were more setbacks than expected when pushing through the last bottleneck. Otherwise, it wouldn’t have taken two months.

Especially the pain from swallowing three top-grade pills was far beyond what Lin Xuan had anticipated. During the process of guiding spiritual energy to break through the bottleneck, he even made some mistakes, nearly falling into a demonic state. But Lin Xuan had endured.

The hardships and dangers were now behind him as he truly entered the late Profound Abyss stage.

"Indeed, I am but one step away from entering the Spirit Separation realm."

He clenched his fist, believing that he would eventually ascend to the heavens.

Then, a loud snore echoed in the still night. That night, Lin Xuan slept soundly and sweetly.

In his dream, he saw Yue'er, and as always, he couldn’t help but smile.

Qianyan’s face was flushed with shyness and a hint of sorrow as she walked over to him. "Xuanlang, do you know that I’ve been looking for you for so long."

This statement shocked Lin Xuan; even after enduring countless trials in the cultivation world, he was still somewhat unsettled by her words. How could he have forgotten their close relationship?

Confused and disoriented, Qianyan stood before him.

"Xuanlang, do you really not remember me? In your heart, is there only that Asura King?"

"Why would Qianyan know about Yue'er?"

Lin Xuan turned in surprise, but at the moment he did so, Qianyan’s expression changed. Her shyness vanished, replaced by a look of hatred and resentment as she flicked out a blade-like sword from her fingers.

"Ah!"

A scream echoed as Lin Xuan stared wide-eyed. "Why...?"

But Qianyan didn’t speak; the scene before him started to blur, and everything was just a dream!

Waking up, he found it was only midnight. His entire body was drenched in cold sweat.

"Phew, phew!"

He took several deep breaths, his face showing extreme confusion. This dream was too strange.

Why would Qianyan...

Lin Xuan frowned, pondering but coming up with nothing.

After a long while, he sighed and smiled. "I really am too naive; why think so much? It’s just a dream."

He looked up as the main entrance to his cave was tightly shut, but his spiritual awareness could still penetrate it.

The sky had already lightened.

Lin Xuan left his bedroom, seemingly having come to terms with things on the surface, though there was still an indelible shadow in his heart that wouldn’t go away.

That dream... was too real.

But Lin Xuan didn’t dwell further; such self-inflicted unease would be foolish.

There’s a path up every mountain. Don’t overthink what you can’t understand.

After a brief rest, he returned to the training room.

Although his main essence core had successfully advanced after decades of hard work, his cultivation level was still unstable. Assuming everything was fine now would be a grave mistake.

The risk of dropping back down before solidifying this new stage was high. Lin Xuan wouldn’t allow such an error.

Thus, he continued meditating, returning to the arduous training routine.

Day after day, he took his medicine and sat in meditation, repeating actions that were monotonous yet gradually enhanced his strength.

In the cultivation world, time passed without a trace; winter turned into spring, summer into autumn. In two years, the morning sun shone through the entrance of his cave.

A loud noise caught Lin Xuan’s attention. After being sealed for decades, the main entrance to his cave finally opened with a resounding crash.

Lin Xuan emerged from inside.

Unlike when he had successfully advanced before, his presence was now understated and unremarkable. This was the result of returning to simplicity after mastering the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique.

At this late Profound Abyss stage, Lin Xuan didn’t look like an adept; even without deliberately concealing it, his aura was tightly contained, as if no spiritual energy flowed through him. The return to simplicity was truly remarkable.

But this was just on the surface. In reality, his spiritual energy had grown exponentially since advancing, and its purity was incomparable.

With his main essence core now at late Profound Abyss, the restraints of the demon pill were no longer an issue. Lin Xuan removed the seal himself, making his spiritual energy even stronger. Even though he had just advanced, in terms of quantity and purity, he far surpassed any peak Profound Abyss cultivator.

Now faced with a choice, should he continue cultivating here or make other plans?

Continuing to cultivate was undoubtedly the safer option. The conditions here were excellent for cultivation, and his waist pouch contained enough medicinal pills to support him without worry.

Lin Xuan intended to do just that but after some thought, decided to leave.

Of course, he wasn’t abandoning this cave; leaving was only temporary. After all, he had been sequestered for so long. If he sat in meditation again now, both body and mind would be exhausted. Such a practice wouldn’t benefit him at all.

Balance is key—both work and rest are important for cultivators too.

Lin Xuan planned to continue his cultivation but first, he needed to take a break and explore the outside world for a few months.

Deciding this, Lin Xuan didn’t delay. After some thought, he retracted the array flags of the Five Elements Spirit Enveloping Array while leaving the illusionary array in place. Then, he transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the horizon.

Lin Xuan didn’t push himself to his limits but his speed was still formidable.

Unexpectedly, this desert turned out to be much larger than expected. After flying for several days, it seemed endless.

Damn, the jade pupil scroll on his person didn’t have a map of this region. Lin Xuan had no idea where he was now.

Fortunately, the air grew increasingly filled with dark energy, indicating that there were demon veins deep underground in this desert.

Confirming this, Lin Xuan’s expression gradually calmed. With demon veins, he would eventually encounter ancient demons and know his location.

Flying for several more days, calculating time, it had been about half a month since leaving the cave. On this day, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light as he continued on his journey. By noon, his expression suddenly changed as he turned to look left.

Many dark energy fluctuations came from that direction, indicating a gathering of ancient demons. Overjoyed, Lin Xuan flew over without hesitation.
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With Lin Xuan's current speed of evasion, a mere ten thousand miles was nothing to mention. In an instant, he arrived at the sight.

However, what met his eyes was not just any sight; it was a city standing before him.

Indeed, it was a city.

Lin Xuan slowed down slightly and showed signs of surprise on his face. He hadn't expected such a desolate desert to have a demon city towering over it.

Although this wasn't a particularly large city, its existence still left Lin Xuan in awe. However, he didn't dwell on it too much. With the saying "when in Rome, do as the Romans do," he decided to enter and explore before making any decisions.

With that thought, Lin Xuan condensed his light and used the technique of Qi Control to adjust the magic power emanating from his body, making him appear like an ancient demon at the Conjunctive Stage.

He then walked into the city with a casual stride.

"Raging Sand City"

As he entered through the gates, three large demon runes hung above his head. If he was not mistaken, these should be the name of this city.

Entering the city, he saw buildings with crude designs. They were somewhat shabby compared to other cities Lin Xuan had visited in the cultivation world, but the streets were still wide, and various ancient demons of different ranks walked about. Most were at the Conjunctive Stage, but occasionally, one could see those at the Separation or even Profound Abyss stages.

For some reason, this city felt different from ordinary demon cities, yet Lin Xuan found it hard to pinpoint exactly what was unique about it in that moment.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan decided not to overthink it. After all, he had come here just for a break. He planned to rest for a few months and then return to his cave abode to resume his arduous life as a monk.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt at ease. He walked towards a shop on the left side of the road and decided to buy a map of the surrounding area first. It was rare to come across a demon city, so this would be an essential item for every cultivator. Lin Xuan did not want to blindly wander around again next time.

The purchase went smoothly, costing him just two pieces of magic stones to get a detailed map covering ten thousand miles, recorded in a jade cylinder.

Next, he found a tea house and ordered some fine wine and food. As he ate and drank, he sank his divine consciousness into the jade cylinder and began reading it carefully.

The map not only provided an extremely detailed layout but also included information about this region. For instance, this desert was known as the Lone Soul Desert.

How the name came to be is now lost in history, but legend had it that a million years ago, there was a great battle here led by the Broad Cold True Man, one of the three scattered immortals from the Spirit Realm, against the ancient demons under the command of the True Demon Ancestor. The battle resulted in countless casualties and the loss of many treasures.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a strange expression on his face. This place seemed similar to the ruins sea he had encountered in the small interface of the East Sea, both being remnants of ancient battlegrounds. One was an ocean, while the other was a desert, yet their final outcomes were remarkably alike.

The ruins sea was filled with danger and was known as the paradise for adventurers. However, the Lone Soul Desert was different; it was relatively peaceful over the years, and most scattered treasures had been picked clean by now.

With its vast area, there were several demon cities like Raging Sand City. Like other places where cultivators gathered, this city also had markets.

However, there were two: one in the west and another in the south.

When Lin Xuan read about this, he was somewhat surprised. Why would a small city need two marketplaces?

He lowered his head to continue reading.

Sure enough, there was a reason for it.

The western marketplace was no different from typical markets in the cultivation world. However, the southern marketplace was quite different; it could be more accurately described as an antique market.

As previously mentioned, this Lone Soul Desert was once a battlefield where ancient demons clashed with the armies of the Spirit Realm, resulting in countless casualties and scattered treasures.

Thus, many ancient demons came here to seek their fortune.

Among them, some became rich overnight, but most found that the treasures they sought were merely trinkets.

What is a trinket? It's something that tastes bland when eaten and is hard to discard. The treasures Lin Xuan had obtained were also like this; many of them were broken in the great battles or lost their essence over time due to prolonged use.

Such items, if called treasures, would be too weak to wield effectively. However, calling them trash might not be entirely appropriate either, as they could still bring significant benefits if repaired.

Thus, the antique market thrived.

Ancient demons sold their found treasures in this market; these broken ancient relics had no use for them but might prove valuable in the hands of someone else.

"Interesting."

Lin Xuan raised his head and withdrew his divine consciousness from the jade cylinder. An expression of interest appeared on his face.

He hadn't seen an antique market elsewhere, so it was worth a visit if he found one here.

With that thought, Lin Xuan packed up the jade cylinder, ate heartily, and headed towards the southern marketplace.

Such a large market wouldn't be hard to find. He didn't even need directions; after half an hour, he arrived at his destination without asking for help.

He went in with no expectations but came out empty-handed, looking disappointed. However, Lin Xuan wasn't depressed for long. Soon, he realized that it was perfectly normal not to find suitable treasures.

After all, compared to the Dragon True Man, his wealth was insignificant. But what of it? The Dragon True Man was a top-tier existence in the entire Three Realms; using him as a reference point was natural.

Excluding such an existence, if he were to compare himself with ordinary cultivators at the same stage, Lin Xuan was not wealthy by any means. He could even be considered rich beyond measure. Apart from the Azure Star Sea Five Dragon Seal, his waist pouch contained countless other treasures.

Thus, his expectations naturally rose accordingly; how could common treasures catch his eye?

Once he understood this, Lin Xuan felt at ease again.

Seeing that it was late, Lin Xuan went to the best inn in Raging Sand City and booked the finest room. He then fell into a deep sleep.
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Lin Xuan stayed in the city of狂沙城 for a few days before he left. ~ Follow Dream Novels, com

Although he did not find any treasures in the market, having a map that covered thousands of miles was already a great收获. This time, his purpose for going out wasn't clear; it was simply to take his mind off things. With this map, he no longer had to worry about getting lost and confidently flew towards the depths of the Solitary Spirit Desert.

Let's see how lucky I am today. Perhaps I might actually come across some extraordinary treasures. Of course, even if he found nothing, Lin Xuan wouldn't be upset.

He had already adjusted his mindset: everything goes with the flow.

Time passed quickly, and before he knew it, nearly half a year had passed since he left his cave.

This period was incredibly uneventful; Lin Xuan didn't encounter any extraordinary opportunities. It seemed that fate wasn't always kind to him.

It's about time I head back.

Although this trip hadn’t yielded any significant treasures, at least his mind and body were thoroughly relaxed.

Lin Xuan decided to return to his cave. Although he believed in balancing work and rest, he couldn’t afford to miss out on opportunities. He aimed to advance to the Spirit Separation Stage before returning to the Spiritual Realm.

Even if achieving this goal would be challenging, how could he know unless he tried?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a green glow as his遁光转向 and soon vanished without a trace.

He was now deep within the Solitary Spirit Desert. Lin Xuan didn’t plan to rush; at his current speed, it would take about twenty days to reach his destination.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry and didn’t travel through the night. He flew during the day and camped under the stars at night, finding no discomfort but rather an unusual charm.

After traveling for some time, Lin Xuan had covered most of the distance.

One day, while flying, he released his divine sense to pass the time.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s expression changed slightly, a corner of his mouth twitching. However, he quickly regained his composure and continued flying forward as if nothing happened.

Behind him, about ten miles away, a unremarkable black cloud was slowly following him. It didn’t seem fast but was closely trailing behind.

After a while, Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of impatience. Why aren't these ancient demons making any move?

He condensed his遁光 and stopped. He turned to the cloud: "Friends, what is your intention? Following me all this way; do you harbor ill intentions towards me?"

Boom!

Before he could finish speaking, the black cloud ceased its movement and began to churn. After a moment, the demonic aura dissipated, revealing two ancient demons. The one on the left had two heads and four arms, towering over a meter in height, while the one on the right was slender with pointed ears and silver eyes.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Although their appearances were different, those pointed ears and silver eyes resembled Cloud Concealment Sect’s Senior Elder quite closely.

Could his uncle also have ancient demon blood?

However, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on this thought. Despite the two demons’ different appearances, they were only at the Separation Stage, and daring to provoke him was… strange.

Lin Xuan couldn’t put it into words but couldn’t blame them either. After all, his Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Art had become even more mysterious after he advanced, leading these fellows to mistakenly believe he was also an ancient demon of the Separation Stage.

"Boy, you actually managed to spot us. If you’re smart, hand over your storage bag. We are not cruel or bloodthirsty; we can spare you."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan laughed, showing no fear on his face. After traveling for so long, he found it amusing that these juniors dared to rob him. How many years had passed since such a thing happened?

With his hands behind his back, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. The couple of demons weren’t foolish; they felt something was off from his actions but couldn’t figure out what.

Deciding not to waste time, the two demons prepared to launch their法宝.

However, at this moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Woo…

A deep and heavy voice echoed in their ears. They were hovering mid-air when suddenly, the sand beneath them began to rise without any warning. The speed was incredible, like a sudden wave of a storm, shooting up to several dozen meters high.

The black cloud now surrounded them, emitting an eerie glow that was silent and mysterious.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan’s response was swift; he released his essence energy, and the Nine Heavens Qi Shield appeared.

Although his current strength made the Nine Heavens Art unremarkable, the Nine Heavens Qi Shield could be activated quickly. It was still useful in sudden attacks or unexpected changes.

A blue light enveloped Lin Xuan as sand particles were repelled before they could engulf him.

Only then did he realize that what he thought was sand were actually flying insects fiercely冲击ing his shield. The sound of impact filled his ears, and the Nine Heavens Qi Shield proved to be resilient but not easily broken. However, these insects’ strength was astonishing. In a moment, Lin Xuan discovered their true form—tiny spiders with grotesque appearances.

Unable to break through the barrier, the spiders began to spread out and started weaving webs. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he didn’t allow them to succeed. With a wave of his sleeves, sword energy shot out, targeting the spider threads, which were afraid of fire. The sword energy Lin Xuan released was all fire属性.

Sure enough, his guess was correct. Adding to that, his quick actions prevented the threads from forming a large-scale web. Crackling sounds filled his ears as the threads were torn apart by the sword energy.

Seizing the opportunity, Lin Xuan broke free of the encirclement and flew several thousand feet away before stopping his遁光. He was about to use a treasure to counter them but stopped again.

There was no need; those spiders didn’t chase him. Seeing that they couldn't trap him, thousands of spiders surrounded the unfortunate couple, despite their quick reactions and defensive black bowls. Their magic power couldn’t withstand the overwhelming number of spiders, who broke through in a rush. Soon, their cries filled the air as spiders covered their bodies, rendering any struggle futile.

Embarrassed, if not for my wife’s reminder just now, I almost forgot today is Mom's birthday. Today, I made her work all day and feel guilty. Now, I’ll make it up by ordering a meal and spending time with her tonight. Mom, you’ve worked hard; Happy Birthday! May you live long and healthy. (To be continued)
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A gentle breeze swept across, and the entire desert returned to its tranquil state.

Two demons had been pulled deep underground, but on the surface, there was no trace of them, as if nothing had happened.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, a rare look of seriousness appearing on his face.

"Sky Wolf Spider, should be correct. I never expected to encounter such spirit insects in this desert," Lin Xuan murmured, his voice entering my ears.

When these spiders first appeared, they caused chaos in the storage room, and even Lin Xuan failed to immediately recognize their origins.

However, after escaping, with time for reflection, Lin Xuan had read about Spirit Control Techniques, so he recognized the origin of this demonic insect.

Sky Wolf Spider was also a unique bizarre creature from the wilderness.

And among these bizarre creatures, it stood out.

Its characteristics were somewhat similar to the Blood Sharp Ants Lin Bai cultivated—numerous in number but not particularly powerful individually. However, when their numbers reached a certain level, even Core Formation and even Spirit Transformation cultivators would take notice.

But why would there be Sky Wolf Spiders here?

Were they wild demonic insects or controlled by someone?

Considering his encounter, Lin Xuan leaned towards the latter.

His eyes narrowed slightly as he focused his silver light down. However, he found nothing, for the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes were not all-powerful and were blocked by an eerie force after delving a few feet underground, unable to probe further.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not lose heart. He closed his eyes and released his extremely powerful divine sense.

However, encountering the same resistance, this force not only nullified the secret technique of Spirit Eyes but also prevented divine sense from penetrating.

But this indicated that there was indeed some mystery beneath his feet.

At this moment, Lin Xuan had two choices: either pretend nothing happened and leave or stay to investigate further.

Leaving would be safer, yet he might miss an opportunity. Although Lin Xuan planned to seclude himself for intensive cultivation, he wasn't afraid of trouble. Without a bit of adventurous spirit, why would he be in the cultivation world? The path to immortality was fraught with danger and opportunity.

Thus, after a brief thought, Lin Xuan decided what to do.

He flicked his sleeve, and a streak of green light shot out. As it flashed by, the sand within several miles around was cleared away.

"Ah, this is..."

When the sand was swept away, revealing something beneath, Lin Xuan was taken aback, feeling quite surprised.

It turned out to be an array.

The design was intricate, with numerous mysterious runes inscribed on it. It also had many crystal treasures embedded within. From its layout, it could absorb magical energy from the air to replenish depleted crystals.

"Sealing Array!"

Since Lin Xuan started his cultivation journey, he had a broad knowledge of various techniques, though not an expert in arrays. He recognized this array's purpose without any surprise.

Lin Xuan's face showed deep thought once more.

Knowing that it was a sealing array, Lin Xuan understood its usual functions were two-fold.

Firstly, to seal powerful demons and monsters.

But here, the place itself was already demonic...

Of course, there could be another reason: capturing an enemy but not wanting to kill them outright. Thus, using this sealing method would keep him confined here.

The second function was more tempting.

It allowed cultivators to bury a large amount of treasures here to prevent the leakage of spiritual energy, hence the use of sealing arrays.

Considering the recently appeared Sky Wolf Spiders, the first possibility seemed more likely. But what did that matter? Even if some powerful demon were sealed here, it didn't mean he wouldn't gain something by investigating further.

Before that, he must first break this sealing array.

Lin Xuan was too lazy to think about it in detail; any array could be broken with brute force.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and dozens of sword lights swam out from his sleeve.

Following the wind, they flashed and multiplied—three turned into nine, quickly increasing to nearly a thousand...

Covering the entire sky, these sword lights grew as they faced the wind, each reaching several dozen feet in length.

Red light surged forth; all the sword lights Lin Xuan summoned were of fire attributes.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Before he could finish speaking, those sword lights moved swiftly, like a surging sea, rushing towards the surface and toward the ground. The sealing array seemed to feel the pressure as black light surged up, transforming into countless varying-sized tentacles that wrapped around the sword lights.

Whizzing sounds filled my ears; these tentacles were no weaklings, blocking most of the sword lights.

Lin Xuan frowned, raising his right hand again and summoning more sword lights. This cycle repeated until the array's magical energy was nearly exhausted.

Finally, all the sword lights converged in the middle.

A giant sword several dozen feet long appeared before Lin Xuan, its red light glaring with immense spiritual pressure, slicing down...

Boom!

The explosion echoed as the array's remaining magical energy was weak and easily broken. The ground shattered, splattering in all directions, completely destroying the array.

Lin Xuan's face showed caution, wary of any demonic creatures emerging from within. The Sky Wolf Spiders had left a deep impression on him, so he wasn't taking anything for granted.

However, this time, his worries were unfounded.

The sealing array was broken, but no strange phenomena occurred, and no monsters emerged from underground. As the dust settled, a dark hole appeared before Lin Xuan's eyes.

This hole was pitch-black, deep beyond measure. Even with his divine sense, it was blocked by an enigmatic force, making him unable to know what lay within. He could only vaguely see some steps.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and again showed signs of contemplation. But given his nature, he would not give up halfway. After a brief hesitation, Lin Xuan slowly descended the steps.

The staircase was long; it took about a quarter of an hour for him to reach light at the bottom.

A round hall appeared before his eyes.

With a diameter of several dozen feet, it wasn't particularly spacious but spotless inside. The stone walls were adorned with gems that emitted soft glows.

At first glance, everything seemed normal, yet Lin Xuan's face showed some oddity. Not only was there no trace of the Sky Wolf Spiders, but even the two ancient demons who had been captured were nowhere to be found.

Lin Xuan frowned as he looked around, noticing a stone door on his left side in this chamber, leading somewhere unknown.
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Spiritual sense could not penetrate it either. Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before walking past slowly.

He stretched out his hand and pushed the door open, revealing a narrow passage in front of him.

Since he was here, he might as well stay. There was no way to give up now. Lin Xuan walked into the passage.

It took about an incense stick's worth of time for him to reach the end. However, what met his eyes there left Lin Xuan greatly surprised.

This turned out to be another separate small space.

Looking around, he saw piles upon piles of broken rocks everywhere. The place was filled with dense demonic aura, covering several miles in width.

Lin Xuan maintained a wary expression on his face. But before he could use his spiritual sense to explore the entire space, sharp insect sounds reached his ears.

A black cloud of insects stretched for several acres and rushed towards him.

It was the Sky Wolf Spider!

The scale of this insect cloud was indeed formidable, but compared to the Bloodfire Ants that Lin Xuan had raised, it was like a small witch seeing a great witch.

Lin Xuan swept his sleeve, and the Ten Thousand Souls Tower flew out from within.

Following a loud tearing sound, bright white light shone. A vortex several feet in diameter appeared, and the Bloodfire Ants poured out of it.

Poison for poison!

When Lin Xuan was first attacked by the Sky Wolf Spider, he had shown signs of unease, but that was due to the sudden change in circumstances. Once he reacted and prepared himself, these puny demonic insects meant nothing.

Two sharp insect sounds reached his ears. Any low-ranking cultivator here would likely have been driven mad by them, but Lin Xuan remained unperturbed.

Soon, black and red insect clouds clashed fiercely together, their screeches becoming extremely sharp. Like two rivers intertwining, the Sky Wolf Spiders and Bloodfire Ants tore into each other.

Meanwhile, rustling sounds filled his ears as more demonic insects fell from the sky. It was hard to tell which side suffered greater losses in this battle for a while.

As time passed, the area where the insect clouds touched increased, making the fight even more intense.

Lin Xuan floated in mid-air with a calm expression, showing no intention of interfering.

After about several dozen breaths, a sharp sound came. The Sky Wolf Spiders suddenly changed direction and retreated.

These demonic insects were indeed not wild creatures but controlled by someone.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he was about to command the Bloodfire Ants to pursue them. However, he found that the Sky Wolf Spiders had only retreated several dozen feet before stopping. Then, a burst of white light appeared between both sides, and large strands of spider silk shot out like arrows from the spider cluster. Soon, the leading Bloodfire Ants were ensnared.

These spider silks had great stickiness, often sticking together several ants with just one strand.

The ant swarm was caught off guard, causing chaos to erupt.

How could these Sky Wolf Spiders let such an opportunity slip? They buzzed loudly and split into several groups, launching a frenzied attack on the disorganized Bloodfire Ants.

This time, the battle shifted from being evenly matched to the spiders gaining a decisive advantage almost immediately upon contact.

The situation was unfavorable for the Bloodfire Ants. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, showing no signs of panic. He merely extended his right hand and shouted lightly: "Break!"

Before he could finish speaking, thunderous sounds echoed in his ears. No, more accurately, explosions sounded one after another. The Sky Wolf Spiders could spin silk, but did the Bloodfire Ants not have their own tricks?

The answer was no. However, compared to the Sky Wolf Spiders, the Bloodfire Ants' method seemed too tragic.

But it was also more useful.

The destructive power of self-detonation was obvious. This wave of ants that chose such a path were all those stuck by spider silk. The excited spiders near them turned into nothingness in a flash of flames. Meanwhile, the ants behind did not get caught up and instead became even stronger due to absorbing the residual shockwave.

Immunity to damage!

A harsh voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan raised his head. He found it was the woman from earlier. However, at this moment, she was not attacked by the Sky Wolf Spiders; in fact, if he did not mistake, she had transformed into their controller.

How could that be?

"These Bloodfire Ants have immunity to damage."

The woman's lips moved slightly, but her voice was strange and harsh, unlike a woman's. A layer of greenish aura appeared on her face, making her expression extremely呆滞.

Lin Xuan's knowledge was vast. Upon seeing this scene, he immediately guessed what had happened.

This woman was possessed or had been taken over by another entity, but it wasn't entirely accurate. The other party did not intend to devour her soul; instead, they used a hypnotic secret technique to temporarily control her mind.

It was clear that the one doing this must be a demon sealed here.

Interesting, what could his purpose be? And releasing the Sky Wolf Spiders now seemed not just for defeating him.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced but he still couldn't figure it out in an instant.

However, at this moment, a sound like a heavy thunderclap entered his ears.

Lin Xuan was startled; clearly, they were underground, so how could there be lightning?

He raised his head sharply although his spiritual sense remained suppressed here. But Lin Xuan was far from an ordinary cultivator. He sensed that the demonic aura around him was converging in one direction, specifically away from this area.

The demonic aura here did not change; it clearly didn't want to draw attention to himself.

Clever, something must be happening there.

Seeing Lin Xuan turn his head, the demon woman seemed a bit anxious: "Little guy, why look elsewhere? Focus on yourself first. Do you have any chance of leaving this place?"

Before she could finish speaking, her expression turned serious as she waved both hands. As she moved, several spirit beast pouches rose into the air and hovered in mid-air.

Then, she cast a spell, and the mouths of the bags opened wide.

An immeasurable number of Sky Wolf Spiders poured out, filling the entire space like a blanket. The description was not exaggerated; within several miles, they filled the area completely.

"You're an existence at the Profound Profound后期 stage, but can you handle so many demonic insects?" the woman said smugly.

"Is that so?"

With such a large number of demonic insects, it indeed caught one's attention. However, to scare him, it seemed still not enough.

Lin Xuan cast another spell, and the Ten Thousand Souls Tower emitted bright light. The vortex expanded suddenly, and countless Bloodfire Ants poured out like a river breaking its banks.

"It can't be!"

The woman was greatly alarmed. Since she excelled in insect control techniques, she knew that even with high reproductive rates, it would still be extremely difficult to breed so many insects.
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However, the facts were staring him in the face. There was no denying it; those countless Bloodfire Ants had already surged forward like a tide.

"Damn!"

A look of hatred flashed across the woman's eyes as she cast a spell with her right hand. The sound of buzzing filled the air as the Skywolf Spider, just as fearless, charged forward.

The two insect clouds collided fiercely, both parties exerting all their strength this time.

Lin Xuan naturally couldn't remain idle any longer; otherwise, even if the Bloodfire Ants won in the end, it would be a Pyrrhic victory. Such a result was something Lin Xuan didn't want to see.

His expression turned grave as he reached into his waistband and pulled out a small bell. The bell was no more than a foot tall, with a purple surface adorned with various mysterious patterns and faintly visible talismans emanating from it.

At this moment, the Hundred-Spirit Bell would naturally be able to unleash its full power.

One needed to know that while this treasure had no effect on cultivators, it specifically targeted spirit insects.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and silently channeled the Treasure Conduit Technique. His index finger and thumb curled slightly as he lightly tapped the bell.

"Wonk."

The ancient sound of the bell entered his ears. As Lin Xuan tapped the bell, a thick light screen enveloped her, but it was ineffective. The screen seemed sturdy, yet Lin Xuan's newly refined treasure cut through it like cutting through tofu.

Blood splattered as the woman's head was severed. Lin Xuan nodded with relief; his prediction had been correct. This demon was merely controlled and hadn't gained any strength or power.

Eliminating a Separation Period ancient demon seemed meaningless, but in reality, it wasn't. With this woman's demise, the Skywolf Spiders became even more disorganized. It made sense since they were previously led by someone, but now there was no one to command them.

Despite that, it took Lin Xuan nearly half an hour to thoroughly defeat and consume the Bloodfire Ants. He didn't spare a single insect corpse on the ground; instead, he devoured everything like autumn winds sweeping leaves.

The massive insect cloud then retreated as if flowing backward into the Ten Thousand Souls Tower.

Rumble!

Thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as dark energy surged to the left. Initially, this phenomenon was somewhat concealed, but since Lin Xuan discovered it, it had become brazen.

"What is this change..."

Lin Xuan muttered under his breath, his eyes narrowing slightly. For some reason, he felt an ominous sensation deep within him, suggesting that staying here would be foolish. He should leave immediately.

Lin Xuan couldn't explain where this feeling came from but didn't dare underestimate it. After all, even though he couldn't predict the future at his level, omens were quite reliable.

However, leaving now seemed too unsatisfactory.

"Alright, I'll just be more cautious and retreat if anything goes wrong."

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before making this decision. He then emitted a faint green glow as he flew toward the direction of the dark energy.

After not long, Lin Xuan arrived at his destination—a small mountain peak to the west side of the space, no taller than a hundred feet.

However, what caught his attention was in front of the mountain.

There, a huge ancient demon hovered. It stood over ten feet tall with two heads and four arms, its appearance terrifyingly fierce. This creature was attracting all the dark energy from around it. More bizarrely, as these energies approached this entity, they began to coalesce into liquid form.

Drops of dark liquid gathered together, forming a huge water ball that enveloped the ancient demon.

Rumble!

The sound came from inside the demon's body.

Such an anomaly surprised Lin Xuan, and his eyes glowed silver as he used his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its fullest extent. However, what he saw was blurry; he only knew that this entity was being continuously reinforced by pure dark energy...

"Could it be..."

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish. After thinking about the events, he vaguely guessed that a powerful demon or monster was sealed here, and all these actions were for possession—finding a suitable body.

Even the woman earlier had been controlled by him.

Knowing the entire story, Lin Xuan wouldn't just stand there idly.

He waved his sleeves and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword reappeared. It flashed through the air as it closed in on the demon's body, transforming into a giant sword over ten feet long, which he swung down at the demon.

The creature wanted a suitable body? He would destroy it first—this was a strategy to cut off the root.

Lin Xuan's plan was sound, but actually doing so wasn't as easy as imagined.

A flash of light revealed an energy column shooting out from behind the mountain peak. A light screen appeared and blocked his giant sword.

"Damn!"

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes but didn't retreat; instead, he poured more magical power into the sword.

However, this time it was ineffective. The light screen blocked his attack.

"Why is that?"

Lin Xuan roared with anger and didn't stop there. His divine swords flew about, attacking fiercely from all directions. However, each strike was blocked by the suddenly appearing light screen. Although the screen seemed to be on the verge of collapse, Lin Xuan's attacks always found no way through.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim as he considered using his Soul-Sucking Sword. After all, in terms of offensive power, his newly refined innate treasure couldn't compare with the Heavenly Treasure.

However, just then, a loud roar echoed, much louder than before. The liquid dark energy was sucked into the demon's body. A purple figure appeared and laughed loudly. This purple figure transformed into a streak of light that merged with the demon's body.

Possession!

No, this wasn't accurate; the original owner's soul had long been erased. At this moment, it was merely an invasion.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim as he stopped attacking with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and instead flew back to hover around his body in a defensive formation.

After all, he hadn't managed to destroy the demon's body before; attacking again now would be futile.

Not wanting to take unnecessary risks, Lin Xuan didn't act. The ominous feeling in his heart grew stronger.

Roar!

A beast-like roar echoed as the monster opened its eyes, revealing a grayish-white color. When Lin Xuan met its gaze, he inexplicably shuddered.

However, this wasn't over; cracking sounds filled the air as the creature's body was enveloped by black energy and began to change. However, what exactly it was changing into, Lin Xuan didn't know. Whether with his divine sense or Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, any contact with that black energy around him would be repelled.

However, its aura was rapidly rising.

Originally at Separation Period, the Transcendence barrier for this entity was just a cloud; he quickly broke through and continued to rise.

In less than ten breaths, it reached Transcendence Middle Stage. After some time, it even reached late-stage Transcendence. In terms of realm, it was on par with Lin Xuan.

Such a development was unheard of, and Lin Xuan finally realized that the demon sealed here must be an outstanding figure. This explained why he had felt those omens earlier.

With this situation, staying any longer would clearly be disadvantageous for him. Lin Xuan prepared to leave but noticed that the demon's aura stopped rising.

"Hmph, still too weak at the core; even after strengthening, it can only bear late-stage Transcendence. To restore my former glory, I need to find some celestial treasures and re-energize this body several times."

A clear voice echoed in his ears. Perhaps due to not speaking for a long time, it sounded somewhat raw. However, Lin Xuan was stunned.

What did that guy just say—Sage Ancestor?

He was actually an ancient demon Sage Ancestor?

Lin Xuan knew what this meant; ancient demons could only gain such titles after reaching the Tribulation Period. Lin Xuan never imagined that a figure of such importance would be sealed here.

Despite temporarily regaining late-stage Transcendence strength due to the body's limitations, Lin Xuan didn't underestimate him. Such an existence had far more experience and divine powers than he could ever hope to match.
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"Since Senior Dragon doesn't have anywhere else to go, why not come and visit our Xiao Family? I represent the Xiao Family in welcoming you as a guest, and we are grateful for your life-saving grace!" Xiao Mumchen said with excitement after hearing this.

"Forget it. You don't need to be so polite; just call me Dragon Brother! If that's the case, then let's go along with it!" Dragon傲天 nodded and said.

"Great!" Gu Yuting was delighted as well, seeing how she could make such a powerful ally in Dragon Brother. This would definitely be an enormous opportunity for her.

Dragon傲天 also introduced Qingqing and Tianlin Qi to Xiao Mumchen, but he didn't reveal their true identities. He wasn't entirely clear about Qingqing's identity either, but one thing was certain: it was extremely terrifying.

Qingqing's cuteness quickly won the affection of the three people, especially Gu Yuting and Mu Yunting, who looked at her with starry eyes, not hiding their admiration. Tianlin Qi's skills were also well known to them; this seemingly harmless young man was undoubtedly a formidable expert, earning their respect.

"By the way, how did you end up in such a dangerous place like the Heavenly Essence Forest? With your strength, shouldn't you be afraid of encountering danger here?" Dragon傲天 asked. Although it was outside the Heavenly Essence Forest, there were still many Tier 1 and even occasionally Tier 2 beasts, making this place almost akin to a death trap.

"Vice-Head Xiao Changfeng is such a despicable person; he tricked us into coming here. How detestable! This scoundrel turned out to be such an evil hypocrite! Thanks to Dragon Brother, otherwise, we would have fallen into his hands this time!" Gu Yuting said with anger.

The group then headed towards the outer part of the Heavenly Essence Forest as Dragon傲天 continued to probe for useful information from them. Although they were puzzled by his questions, which seemed a bit foolish, they still shared what they knew with him.

However, Dragon傲天 was somewhat disappointed that he didn't get much useful information from them. After all, the entire Universe Heaven Realm was vast and complex; their knowledge only covered the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court and its surroundings. They were unclear about many other details.

Through their introductions, Dragon傲天 gained a general understanding of the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court, which was one of the numerous imperial courts in the Universe Heaven Realm, subordinate to the Flame Sun Holy Court among the Four Great Courts without Sages. There were many such imperial courts under the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court.

The most powerful force within the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court naturally belonged to the Xuan Family, who controlled it. Besides the Xuan Family, there were four major families: the Xiao Family, Gu Family, Qian Family, and Mu Family. Although not as terrifying as the Xuan Family, they were still formidable, with a long history of inheritance, holding significant positions in the imperial court.

The Mu Family was somewhat unique; it wasn't a military or political family nor a commercial one. However, no family dared to offend them easily because the Mu Family was a renowned alchemy family that had been around for a long time. The alchemical pills they produced were unparalleled throughout the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court and even gained considerable fame in the Flame Sun Holy Court's jurisdiction.

Thus, almost all forces maintained friendly relations with the Mu Family, making their status somewhat unique within the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court.

Apart from these major families, there was another significant presence within the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court: the Heaven Pole Sect. The power of the Heaven Pole Sect was formidable and could match that of the Xuan Family. Without the牵制of the four major families, it would have dominated the entire Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court. Even now, with the four major families'牵制, the Heaven Pole Sect remained an extremely terrifying force, one not subject to imperial court control within its territory.

The various forces in the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court had complex and intertwined interests, constantly competing both openly and secretly. After countless years of struggle, a relatively stable situation was formed.

As for the identities of those accompanying Dragon傲天, they were equally significant. Xiao Mumchen was the only son of the head of the Xiao Family, Xiao Tianqing. If nothing happened, he would eventually take over the Xiao Family. Gu Yuting was the daughter of the head of the Gu Family and a princess within her family, holding an exalted position.

Mu Yunting's identity was naturally that of the Mu Family's heiress. The Mu Family had always been short on male heirs, with only Mu Yunting as the sole weak female. Although Mu Yunting was recognized as the most outstanding talent in the Mu Family’s history, she remained a woman. Thus, she became an object of pursuit for many young talents.

On one hand, it was due to her beauty; Mu Yunting was known as the first beauty of the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court and the dream lover of countless people. On the other hand, it was because of her identity—she was the sole heir of the Mu Family, meaning that whoever obtained her effectively obtained the Mu Family. The Mu Family's long-standing alchemy heritage made their power unimaginable.

Thus, obtaining Mu Yunting would be akin to a meteoric rise.

Dragon傲天 was taken aback when he heard about Mu Yunting’s identity; he never expected it to be so significant. Moreover, she seemed to be his nominal concubine now, which could cause quite a stir if it were known in the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court. However, Dragon傲天 quickly dismissed these thoughts.

Although the Mu Family was a formidable presence to others, in his eyes, they amounted to nothing. He was a peak mid-Respectful Rank super expert, unmatched by the Mu Family in strength; when it came to alchemy, he was at least a Respected-grade Alchemist and far beyond what the Mu Family could reach. (To be continued.) If you like this work, please support me on Qidian by voting for recommendations or monthly votes; your support is my greatest motivation.
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Lin Xuan had already decided to retreat. He had冒险潜入地底 just to see if there was any benefit.

To his great surprise, the sealed area turned out to be a primordial demon ancestor.

Although the opponent's physical body was long gone, leaving only a fragment of its soul, this hasty possession still allowed him to recover his cultivation to late Profound Void stage. However, for Lin Xuan, it was still an unimaginable great enemy.

He had no confidence in facing him.

The most crucial point was that even if he won, Lin Xuan didn't know what the benefit would be.

After weighing the pros and cons, leaving immediately was the wisest choice.

With a flash of strange light in his eyes, Lin Xuan made up his mind.

However, at this moment, a rumbling sound entered his ears. The demon fog before him surged violently, all being swallowed by the guy who called himself the ancestor.

Then he revealed his true form.

No longer was he the twin-headed four-armed ancient demon; his originally robust figure had shrunk significantly, becoming indistinguishable from an ordinary person.

He now only had one head, and it was handsome. What used to be a ugly monster had transformed into a handsome young man.

The only difference between him and a normal person was a crack on his forehead. It wasn't a scar; Lin Xuan could see clearly that it was the third eye, though it hadn't opened yet.

In just a few seconds, this twin-headed ancient demon completely turned into another person. He stretched his body and smiled slightly: "Not bad, not bad. Although this physical body's foundation is somewhat lacking, its other conditions are quite good. Looks like I'm not destined to die so easily; it was easy for me to find a body that can withstand my demonic power."

Lin Xuan couldn't help showing a bitter smile.

The opponent seemed to regard him as nothing. But he indeed had the qualifications.

Knowing that his opponent was an ancient demon ancestor, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't act rashly.

Provoking him would be of no benefit to himself. He just hoped to find an opportunity to leave quickly.

However, his plan didn't go according to his wishes.

The mysterious young man turned his head: "Little guy, you, a human cultivator, sneaked into our sacred realm with what intentions?"

Lin Xuan's lips twitched involuntarily; indeed, he had been seen through. His disguise might fool ordinary ancient demons, but in the eyes of an ancestor-level old monster like this one, it was just a joke.

Even though his cultivation had greatly diminished, he could still see right through Lin Xuan's disguise.

"Never mind, no matter what your purpose is for coming to our sacred realm, since you've met me, it's your destiny to perish. I'll send you to the underworld."

The young man's calm voice entered his ears, and his tone was even more arrogant and domineering, as if Lin Xuan was just an ant in his eyes.

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand raised, fingers suddenly becoming sharp, and with a flick of his finger, a small egg-sized flame shot out from between his palms.

The flame was deep purple, exuding a destructive aura.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly, but he didn't show much fear on his face.

Fire?

He might not have confidence in other techniques, but controlling flames was his forte.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and another small egg-sized flame shot out.

Four colors of琉璃 flowed across the surface of this flame, constantly changing.

Boom!

The next moment, the two flames clashed fiercely.

Only a dazzling light illuminated the area for several miles. The two flames fought in mid-air, devouring each other, but neither could gain an upper hand; they were evenly matched.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with seriousness. He knew his own techniques well; Illusory Heavenly Flame was his top secret technique, and it was currently fighting a flame from the opponent who was only at late Profound Void stage. Lin Xuan was amazed but also more cautious.

However, on the surface, he didn't show any weakness, maintaining a blank expression.

He waved his sleeve again, and the玄青 Mother-Son Shield appeared. Facing such an old monster, it was better to not seek success but avoid failure; he would first set up his defense.

Following this, a loud clucking sound echoed as ninety-nine Nine Palace Momentary Swords emerged from his sleeves, swirling around him.

The momentum of these swords was formidable.

The mysterious young man's face changed dramatically. After careful observation, he revealed an odd expression: "Huh? These are the Nine Palace Momentary Swords; do you come from the Moon Ink Clan and have a Five Elemental Root constitution, practicing the Moon Ink Heaven Witch Art?"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help flinching. The opponent had guessed so much about him based on just one of his treasures.

Could this ancient demon ancestor be related to the Moon Ink Clan from long ago?

Thoughts raced through his mind as he heard the other's laughter: "Hehe, it really is heaven not abandoning me; with a Five Elemental Root constitution, if I can get it, restoring my power will just be a matter of time. Unfortunately, you're a human cultivator, but that doesn't matter. After obtaining your body, I'll just make it demonic."

"Is that so?"

Seeing the greedy expression on the mysterious young man's face, Lin Xuan laughed in anger: "Wanting to possess me, Master, what big talk! Be careful not to burst yourself."

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve. A破空 sound echoed as the Nine Palace Momentary Swords flashed, splitting into three, over two hundred sword lights like a storm of arrows rushing towards the enemy.

Strike first!

The young man who called himself the ancestor didn't dodge or retreat; he merely extended his right hand. His fingernails had grown to half a foot long and were glowing faintly. With a slight wave, countless purple claws appeared in mid-air.

As their attacks seemed about to collide, Lin Xuan made an unexpected move. He formed hand seals with both hands and shook his shoulders; spatial fluctuations surged, and Lin Xuan vanished from the spot.

At the same time, those fierce swords flashed again, retreating as they were pulled back by Lin Xuan.

Piercing sounds echoed as the purple claws all missed their targets.

"Hey?"

The mysterious young man was taken aback, feeling surprised.

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery. He wasn't stupid; why would he fight an ancient demon ancestor here?

Even if his opponent was also at late Profound Void stage, it was hard to say who would win.

In any case, Lin Xuan wouldn't do anything without benefit. Running away like a thief was the wisest choice.

With his current strength, Nine Heaven Microsteps became even more mysterious. A flash of light, and Lin Xuan was several thousand feet away. His essence weapon returned to him. Then, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew back along the same path.
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"Want to leave? It's not that easy."

The mysterious youth sneered, his voice seeping into Lin Xuan's ears. Then he took a step forward without rushing, instantly moving thousands of feet.

Not only could Lin Xuan use instant teleportation; as one of the Nine True Demons Ancestors, he had a deep understanding of spatial forces despite not fully grasping space laws. Even with his current weakened state and new body at the Void Profound Stage, his teleportation was still incredibly subtle...

Lin Xuan's expression darkened; he couldn't afford any carelessness. He enveloped himself in a burst of green light and charged towards the top of the mountain.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as rocks and sand splattered everywhere. A streak of green light emerged from the ground, soaring into the clouds.

However, just as quickly, another sharp sound pierced his ears—this ancient demon ancestor was following him like a shadow.

Unlike Lin Xuan's hasty retreat, this guy moved with great grace and ease.

"Little fellow, where can you run? Surrender quietly. I could let your soul reincarnate if you wish... Otherwise..."

The other’s threatening words reached his ears, but Lin Xuan ignored them. He flicked his sleeves, and dozens of magical runes appeared in the air, forming a protective barrier around him.

Lin Xuan had seen similar effects before from some rare treasures, but those items required extraordinary materials to achieve such feats. This guy was using spatial magic without any apparent aid—this was far more difficult than he imagined.

The other's ability clearly involved manipulating space laws to shift his position slightly. From the outside, it appeared as if he hadn't moved at all, making this technique incredibly deceptive.

Lin Xuan had seen similar techniques before but never from such a low-level existence. He knew that even at the Void Profound Stage, the opponent was still formidable and would not be easily defeated.

Seeing his spells ineffective, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. A silver glow appeared in his palm—a long spear with an ancient design.

He knew this had to come from the Snow Fox King. Using poison against poison, since the other excelled at spatial magic, a spatial treasure was the most effective countermeasure.

With a loud shout, he infused all his magical energy into the spear.

The surface of the weapon glowed green as Lin Xuan swung it downward with force. A sharp sound echoed, and countless runes flickered on the spear's surface, forming a strange pattern similar to those on the other’s banner.

These were demonic runes!

Suddenly, the runes formed a circle, revealing an intricate spatial array before his eyes.

Then, a crescent-shaped light blade appeared! Unlike ordinary light blades, this one had tiny, complex arrays embedded within it.

A sharp sound echoed as the blade swung towards the other.

"Ah, this attack..."

The youth who claimed to be the Demon Ancestor showed no fear even when facing dozens of runes. His expression remained calm, but now he looked surprised, recognizing Lin Xuan's weapon.

"The Heaven-Absolute Fairy’s Inverted Ocean Spear—how did it end up here and in your hands?"

Though his face showed concern for the first time, he knew that the Heaven-Absolute Fairy was a powerful figure in the Spirit Realm. Even the Cold Moon Immortal treated her with respect.

The Inverted Ocean Spear wasn’t her primary treasure but one of her most formidable secret weapons. It was unimaginable to see it in the hands of a mere Void Profound existence.

Though the spear’s power was only a fraction of its full potential, he couldn't afford any complacency. This spear was known for its spatial abilities; using his previous method would be futile.

The youth's expression turned serious as he stopped teleporting. However, no further action followed. Instead, his dark energy rapidly condensed, and just as the light blade approached his neck, a third eye on his forehead opened wide.

A purple glow emanated from it, and spatial distortions appeared in front of him, forming a crystal-like object.

The light blade seemed to vanish without a trace, absorbed by this strange object. It was an incredibly mysterious technique.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced, but his attack had some effect. Using the brief moment gained, he retreated several dozen miles away.

If he tried to leave now, the other would surely not stop him because Lin Xuan had a random teleportation scroll. However, he didn’t intend to use it just yet; the situation wasn't dire enough for such drastic measures.

He still had other secret techniques. Using an illusionary escape might work, though it was more cumbersome. He knew that as his power grew, his illusionary technique became far more powerful—capable of moving thousands of miles in a single step with the aid of a ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence.

Deciding quickly, Lin Xuan raised both hands and chanted ancient and mysterious runes.

The sounds were strange, unlike any language he knew. They seemed to come from an ancient era.

Lin Xuan’s body was bathed in green light, then turned red as five colors of light rotated around him, appearing ancient and mystical.

Suddenly, the magical energy surged, covering a large area and concealing Lin Xuan's form.

Then, something strange happened—a dull explosion echoed, and before his eyes, dozens of Lin Xuans appeared. Each one moved differently but looked identical in every detail—almost indistinguishable from each other.

"Phantom Escape!" A harsh voice confirmed what he suspected: "This kid is indeed practicing the Moon-Murky Heaven Witch Technique?"

The delay caused nearby space to distort and collapse as these dozens of Lin Xuans vanished.

The youth's face turned dark, and his divine sense expanded.

While illusions couldn’t deceive him, this technique’s range was troublesome. As long as it wasn't too far, he still had a way out.

"Four thousand miles? Hmph, to be able to use the Phantom Escape so well... This kid must have a deeper background than most of his peers."

The youth's voice echoed: "This is strange; while the Moon-Murky Heaven Witch Technique is indeed extraordinary, he’s only at the Void Profound Stage. It shouldn’t be this effective. Could he have other secret techniques like a second元婴 or even a demon core? No... Even with a second元婴, it wouldn't be so extreme unless he has extensive knowledge and even cultivated a demon core..."

Lin Xuan had already retreated far enough; if he heard these words, his eyes would pop out. The other had deduced not only his main cultivation technique but also the existence of a second元婴 and a demon core based on just one use of the Phantom Escape.

The experience required was immense—far beyond Lin Xuan's own extensive knowledge. Compared to this mysterious ancestor, he felt like a small fry in comparison.

From the old Immortal Nai Long to this ancient demon ancestor, each was an immensely experienced figure who had lived for millions of years. Truly, age brought wisdom.

The old monster didn't chase him; while he knew many spatial secrets, he wasn’t proficient enough. Plus, his body was only at the Void Profound Stage, making a four-thousand-mile teleportation impossible.
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Lin Xuan did not know this, but given the current situation, the farther he could run, the better. @So@m@Dream@.com

Four thousand miles were nothing to him; they couldn't help him escape from danger. Lin Xuan had planned this since the beginning and kept moving continuously.

Although the Phantom Escape consumed a great deal of magical power, his current strength was far beyond what it was when he first mastered this technique. With his profound magical power, he could easily teleport ten times or more without any problem. Moreover, he still held a thousand-year-old spirit milk in his hand, and his body's strength surpassed that of an Elementary Stage妖族, making it possible for him to sustain continuous movement.

Thus, Lin Xuan dared not use a random teleportation talisman; he was confident that he could escape from the other party.

A moment later, a tea-cup’s worth of time passed by.

The desolate plain before his eyes remained deserted. A flash of light appeared in some void space, and Lin Xuan emerged mid-air with a slightly pale face.

To be on the safe side, he continuously used Phantom Escape dozens of times, even consuming a drop of thousand-year-old spirit milk during this process. As a result, he had at least traveled ten million li away from his original position.

Even for such an existence as Yan Ran, covering that distance would not take too long.

However, he was now out of the other party's divine sense coverage.

The other party could no longer pinpoint his location. If they wanted to pursue him, it would be like trying to catch a needle in the sea.

Since he had changed direction several times during the use of Phantom Escape, Lin Xuan himself did not know where exactly he was now.

How could that ancient demon patriarch find him with his omnipotent abilities?

Lin Xuan's prediction was correct.

The mysterious youth remained motionless, still hovering in mid-air at his original position. His eyes were tightly closed, and the demonic eye on his forehead had also shut.

After a long while, he finally opened his eyes again.

"Such a cunning boy! There's no trace of him within two million li. It seems this guy is not only a Five Spirit Root body but has also cultivated some extraordinary body refinement techniques. His physical strength actually doesn't fall short of that of his peers in the same stage, otherwise, even an Advanced Stage cultivator could never continuously use Phantom Escape."

The mysterious youth raised his head, his face filled with intense heat. This boy's body was tailor-made for him; if he could take over this body, regaining his former divine powers would be almost certain.

Unfortunately, not only had his magical power dropped to the Elementary Stage, but his divine sense had also suffered significant damage. Therefore, he couldn't lock onto the other party's whereabouts. Otherwise, how could he let him leave?

"Alright, if my guess is correct, this boy should be here in the Holy Realm searching for a Spirit Fragment Pill. Although these materials are insignificant to me, an ordinary cultivator from outside would find it difficult to gather them all. Thus, I can infer that he will stay in the Holy Realm for a hundred years or more.

Hmph, you won't escape this time, little guy. Next time we meet, you'll obediently wait to be taken over..."

A loud laugh entered his ears as the mysterious youth's aura grew fierce. He then transformed into a black light ball and shot off towards the distance.

He couldn’t afford to linger here; otherwise, those old monsters would never let him go after discovering that he had escaped their control.

This was an expansive icy plain, far from the Lone Soul Desert. Snowflakes as big as goose feathers fell, creating a scene of white and silver splendor.

Looking into the distance, this place was also sparsely populated, but demonic energy permeated everywhere, as if the entire world, even the ice layers themselves, released faint traces of demonic power.

Not only was it dense but also pure.

Clearly, the entire icy plain was covered in top-grade meridians.

Although the Demon Realm was vast, such places were rare.

Logically, major factions should fight fiercely to claim this precious land.

However, precisely the opposite occurred. Few ventured into this icy plain.

Even high-ranking Spirit Fragment Stage demon races had to detour when they needed to pass through here.

They weren’t just lazy; there was a master in this icy plain. At its core, there were magnificent buildings like琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilions).

Ice Soul Patriarch resided here.

This Ice Soul Wasteland was her palace. Any demon race with the胆量 (courage) to come here would be met with certain death.

However, an unexpected guest did arrive today.

She not only entered the depths of this icy wasteland but even disregarded the Ice Soul Patriarch's palace as if it were nothing. She entered without being summoned and directly stepped into the inner chambers.

It was like a friend dropping by for a visit.

Indeed, the outer defenses meant nothing to her until she reached the heart of the palace, where she was finally stopped.

As she stepped through the entrance of one hall,

Roar!

Without any warning, an overwhelming aura burst forth.

It was indescribable; just this aura seemed to encompass and grind everything into dust.

If someone else were in her place, they might have fallen to their knees or even spat out blood before being pushed out of the palace.

However, the unexpected guest ignored it all, treating that terrifying aura as if it were a gentle breeze, feeling nothing at all.

"Impossible!"

An astonished voice entered his ears. Light flashed from deep within the hall, and an elderly man in a scholar's robe appeared. He was quite handsome, but this was merely superficial; Lin Xuan would have been shocked if he had been here because although his appearance changed, the aura emitted by this man was identical to that of the ancient demon soul he destroyed on Penglai Mountain.

And that soul’s original body was a powerful old monster at the level of a True Demon Primordial Patriarch.

"Eh, Tianyuan, you're actually here. Could it be that you've joined Ice Soul Sister?"

An astonished voice entered his ears as the unexpected guest finally revealed her true form—a very beautiful woman in her twenties, but with a hint of ferocity on her face.

"Great Serpent Lord, it's Mi!"

The elderly man in the scholar’s robe was taken aback before he knelt down.

"Tianyuan, you are also a True Demon Primordial Patriarch; there's no need for such formalities," Great Serpent's voice entered his ears, laced with temptation. Of course, she wasn't intentionally doing this; it had to do with the cultivation method she practiced.

"Great Serpent Lord is jesting; you are the True Demon Primordial Patriarch, and my status cannot compare to yours."

The elderly man in the scholar’s robe was filled with respect. His words were not empty talk.

Although they were both True Demon Primordial Patriarchs, the gap between a True Demon Primordial Patriarch and an ordinary one could not be measured. Even if he had only just undergone the tribulation initiation, his strength would still fall far short of that of a True Demon Primordial Patriarch. He knew this well; how could he dare to act rashly?

"Tianyuan, you haven't answered my question yet. Why are you here? Could it be that with your status as a True Demon Primordial Patriarch, you're serving Ice Soul Sister?"
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The snake's eyes were filled with confusion and a hint of envy. @ShuMenXiaoShuo, .com

Her emotions could be understood. Although the True Demon Primordial Ancestor was far more powerful than most Holy Ancestors, being able to earn such an honorable title as "Holy Ancestor" meant she had at least entered the Tribulation Transcending Realm.

The Tribulation Transcending Realm was the final realm in cultivation; once one stepped into it, even if their cultivation could no longer advance, their longevity would be astonishing. Living for a million years or more was easy. A great cultivator like Elder Realman Nai Long had experienced the Two Worlds War millions of years ago and lived for countless eons.

In any case, the existence of Tribulation Transcending Realm beings, although not immortal, were so long-lived that they were practically synonymous with eternal life in the eyes of ordinary cultivators. Moreover, their strength was beyond comprehension; a peak Shen State cultivator might not even be able to defeat an early-stage Tribulation Transcending Realm entity.

Of course, this "entity" referred to something more than just a fragment of soul like Lin Xuan had encountered—a carefully crafted body by a Tribulation Transcending Realm elder. But regardless, being unable to defeat such an entity showed the vast gap between them and peak Shen State cultivators.

Thus, only those who could advance to the Tribulation Transcending Realm could truly be called Holy Ancestors. Despite the vastness of Demon World and its accumulation over millions of years, the number of Holy Ancestors was still limited. One in every ten thousand Demon World inhabitants might become a demon cultivator, but among hundreds of billions or even trillions of ancient demons, only by chance could one become a Holy Ancestor.

Therefore, each Holy Ancestor was a marvel. "No wonder Sister didn't receive any news despite the significant event," the Ice Soul Holy Ancestor muttered to herself before turning to ask, "Sister, is it possible for you to see guests?"

"Master instructed that I not be disturbed under normal circumstances, but since you are the esteemed Lady Snake, this is an exception." The scholar-robed cultivator replied calmly on the surface but was internally in turmoil. Could something so significant as a new Two Worlds War have occurred?

A black light shot out from his fingertips and disappeared into the sky.

"Ah, Sister still practices within that alternate space?" Ice Soul's eyes narrowed slightly, her tone utterly indifferent.

Tian Yuan did not respond. After just over ten breaths, the air several feet in front of them suddenly fluctuated without warning. A hand appeared seemingly out of thin air—long and graceful with delicate fingers that seemed incapable of lifting even a chicken. Yet, as it waved and tugged at the void, an impossible scene unfolded; she tore through the space as if eating or sleeping were no more challenging.

Footsteps echoed in their ears as a beautiful young woman emerged from the void. She had silver hair and appeared identical to a human maiden except for her hair color. Despite her breathtaking beauty, there was not a trace of mana on her body, making her seem like an ordinary mortal girl, barefoot and pitifully vulnerable.

Who would have known that this seemingly weak girl was none other than the Ice Soul Holy Ancestor, feared by countless Celestial Realm greats?

One could never judge someone by their appearance; the depth of the sea could not be measured. For Ice Soul, it was a testament to her true nature.

"I bow before you."

Tian Yuan intended to kneel but Ice Soul would not allow him to do so, gently lifting his hand with a gesture.

"Snake Sister, why have you come to my palace? What significant matter has occurred?" Ice Soul's voice was as melodious as a yellow thrush emerging from the valley, yet it carried an icy edge that seemed to chill one’s soul.

"If there were no urgent matters, I would not leave my Snake Palace. Sister should know; the seal on Three Eyes has loosened, and he has escaped."

"What?"

Ice Soul's face turned pale: "You say Three Eyes has escaped?"

Tian Yuan heard every word clearly. The name was familiar—Three Eyes, the Holy Ancestor who had been personally sealed by the Grand Commander millions of years ago? This Holy Ancestor’s origins were no small matter; legend said he ranked among the nine True Demon Primordial Ancestors and was even the younger brother of their Grand Commander. For reasons unknown, he angered his elder brother, who personally sealed him away.

"Has Three Eyes truly broken free from the seal? That makes sense," Ice Soul combed her hair. "Sister need not worry; Three Eyes has never been friendly to us. If he recovers his strength, our sisters and I will have no choice but to face serious trouble."

"Sister is not worried?"

"Of course not; this is a good thing."

"A good thing?"

Both Snake Sister and Tian Yuan exchanged glances before the scholar-robed cultivator spoke hesitantly: "Sister, my foolishness. Please enlighten me."

"Snake Sister, how wise you are to suddenly become so foolish. Three Eyes is someone we all wish to deal with, but the Celestial Realm is too vast. The Grand Commander’s seal has a hidden effect, making it impossible for us to find his whereabouts and eliminate him. Now that he has broken free, isn’t this an opportunity?"

"Sister means..."

Snake Sister was not stupid; she just hadn't thought as deeply as Ice Soul.

"Indeed, although Three Eyes was sealed, the cage also served as a sanctuary. We would have long destroyed him if it weren’t for that. But now that he has escaped, since he is out and about, his movements will eventually be exposed. After all, after being sealed for so long, do you think he still retains his former power?"

"I agree with Sister; Three Eyes made a grave mistake in the past. Although the Grand Commander spared him, his body was destroyed, and he has been sealed for millions of years. The old monster won’t die from this, but his strength will surely be greatly diminished. However..."

"However what?"

"We must prevent him from possessing another body. Even though Three Eyes is no longer as formidable, a feathered phoenix in decline is still better than a chicken. But his foundation remains intact; if we can possess an appropriate demon body..." Snake Sister's voice turned cold.

"Hmph, you worry too much," Ice Soul replied with obvious disapproval.

"Worry?"

"Indeed, you should know that Three Eyes and the Grand Commander are not only brothers but also share the same magical arts."

"This I understand; they practice the Nine Devastating True Demon Technique, our realm’s top secret art." Snake Sister's face showed a hint of envy. Clearly, this technique was one level above her own.

"That is correct. Three Eyes might find an appropriate body to possess, but restoring his former power will not be easy," Ice Soul said with a cold smile, implying something more.

"Then I understand; the Nine Devastating True Demon Technique requires a body with five elemental roots... "
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"Good, only this body with the Five Elemental Spirit Roots can perceive all the primordial energy in the world. However, finding such a spirit body is not easy. For Sage Ancestor Three-Eyes to recover his former strength, he will face many obstacles," Dream said.

"A word from you is worth ten years of reading. Sister's analysis makes this matter seem to be more beneficial than detrimental." The snake-headed beauty's worried expression vanished as she was replaced by joy and happiness.

"Indeed, but who can predict the affairs in the cultivation world? Three-Eyes is still a True Demon Ancestor, so we shouldn't overestimate our luck. Now that he has escaped, we must find his whereabouts quickly before he turns things around."

"Mm, Sister's words are correct. I have already instructed my subordinates to keep an eye on him. However, as you said, this guy is a True Demon Ancestor. Due to the restrictions of the Nine Evils True Demon Technique, finding a suitable spirit body and recovering his former strength will not be easy. But if he randomly possesses another body first, it won't be something our subordinates can handle," the snake-headed beauty said with some concern.

"Mm, that is indeed an issue..."

Ice Soul combed her hair. She had never practiced the Nine Evils True Demon Technique, so even she couldn't estimate how much power Three-Eyes could recover in a hundred years by randomly possessing a demon body.

After all, even though they knew he had escaped, Sage Ancestor Three-Eyes was a cunning and experienced character. Even if her sisters worked together with many eyes and ears, finding his trail wouldn't be easy in the short term.

This was indeed a difficult problem.

"Why should the two of you rush?"

At this moment, a cold voice entered their ears as the scholar-dressed demon took the initiative to offer help: "If you trust me, I can take care of this matter."

"Tianyuan, if you're willing to help, that's naturally better," Ice Soul's face showed signs of joy. She spoke politely because Tiyan was a Sage Ancestor who had gone through the Tribulation and would be willing to serve her due to her great favor.

The snake-headed beauty's expression was similar. With Tiyan stepping up, he was undoubtedly the best choice. Xingran, though weaker in strength among the Sages, being only at the early Tribulation stage, could still handle Three-Eyes who had suffered significant damage to his primordial energy.

With her thoughts running through, the snake-headed beauty's jade hand flipped, and a dazzling silver light appeared as a token materialized in her palm.

This token had unique patterns on its back. Carved into it was an exquisite palace, while two large seal characters were on the front.

"Ten Thousand Snakes!"

"Ten Thousand Snakes Token?"

The scholar-dressed cultivator was also taken aback by this revelation.

"Indeed, it is the Ten Thousand Snakes Token. Tiyan, with this token, you can mobilize every ancient demon under my command, including Naga warriors. This task will be entrusted to you; I won't let you and Sister husband down," Ice Soul's jade hand swept as the token was enveloped in a layer of demonic light and slowly flew forward.

"Rest assured, Lady Ten Thousand Snakes, Tiyan will not disappoint your trust."

The scholar-dressed cultivator accepted the token and said with a bow.

Ice Soul's move was a big deal. As one of the Nine True Demon Ancestors, she could mobilize countless ancient demons, including those at the Cave Profound or even Spirit Dividing stages. Yet now, she handed over the Ten Thousand Snakes Token to Tiyan.

Even Tiyan and Ice Soul were surprised, their jade hands lightly brushing out a silver light that turned into another token-like item.

"The smaller forces that have submitted to my command will also be under your control for now. Do everything possible to find Sage Ancestor Three-Eyes; I believe you know what to do," Ice Soul said calmly.

"Rest assured, Sage Ancestors, Tiyan will definitely extract the soul and refine the essence of Three-Eyes without letting down your trust."

Tiyan's face was filled with excitement. Ordinary Sages couldn't be as powerful as he was. With his subordinates under him, such a force would be sufficient to attack even the Spirit Realm.

Though they wouldn't win, at least Tiyan could provide some combat power.

Lin Xuan did not know any of this.

After casting the Shadow Illusion Secret Technique dozens of times, Lin Xuan finally managed to shake off the mysterious youth. Somewhere in the Wandering Soul Desert, he transformed into a streak of green light and flew toward the horizon.

His face was slightly pale, but his overall mental state was still good.

After all, Lin Xuan's strength had improved significantly. With the Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk that could instantly recover his primordial energy, he didn't look desperate despite fleeing on sight.

At the same time, Lin Xuan fully extended his divine sense to probe every plant and tree within a ten-thousand-year radius.

After a while, everything was fine.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief as his light speed returned to normal. He continued flying forward.

It took him the better part of a day before he found an open area to land. Sitting cross-legged, Lin Xuan began restoring his depleted primordial energy.

Using Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk was just a temporary solution. If conditions allowed, it would be better to sit and regulate his breath for proper recovery.

After resting for several hours, Lin Xuan's state had returned to peak condition.

Next, Lin Xuan began planning his next move.

Originally, he intended to abandon that cave abode.

Although he felt a bit reluctant due to its excellent location and primordial energy concentration, it was an ideal place for cultivation and hiding.

However, the problem was that the cave was too close to where Sage Ancestor Three-Eyes had been sealed.

Lin Xuan believed that the ancient demon ancestor would soon leave the Wandering Soul Desert. But who had sealed him there?

After all, it was a Sage Ancestor, an old monster at the Tribulation stage.

Only someone of great power could have sealed him here... and not just one person.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know what secrets were involved, he knew that after Sage Ancestor Three-Eyes escaped, the entity who had sealed him wouldn't easily give up.

Soon, this place would become a hotbed of trouble. If he chose to stay here, it would be extremely foolish; one misstep could draw him into the vortex...

Weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan decided to abandon the cave abode. Not only that, but he should also avoid this area entirely. If his assumptions were correct, the entire Wandering Soul Desert might soon turn into a bloodbath.

Having made up his mind, Lin Xuan didn't waste any more time. He had already packed everything before leaving the cave, so there was no need to return for anything. With that, he left.

Lin Xuan took out an jade pupil from his pocket and checked the map around him. Then, a green glow enveloped his body as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew away.
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Lin Xuan did not rush to travel at full speed. However, with his current cultivation level, even ordinary teleportation light was as swift as the wind.

The Wasteland of Solitude and Desolation was vast. Along his journey, Lin Xuan encountered several ancient demons, but most were at the Condensation Core stage or below. He ignored their intentions and simply passed by them.

Although ancient demons were combative, upon seeing Lin Xuan's speed, they recognized him as a senior cultivator and wisely avoided confrontation.

Of course, Lin Xuan occasionally stopped to rest. After all, even cultivators needed breaks. While he wanted to leave the area quickly, it was not urgent enough for him to push himself too hard.

In just half a month, the Wasteland of Solitude and Desolation still showed no end. The demon realm truly seemed boundless.

Lin Xuan frowned as he sipped water and rested. Suddenly, his brows knitted together as he looked towards the horizon. A black teleportation light streaked towards him from afar, with several grayish-white mists chasing behind it.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Trouble had come knocking.

However, perhaps it was not trouble but just a minor inconvenience. Despite the distance between them, Lin Xuan’s keen eyesight allowed him to see clearly. The ancient demon in front of him was at the Transcendent stage, and he felt a faint energy fluctuation. Although unsure if friend or foe, his current state left no room for hesitation. He had already reached his limit.

"Damn it! Is this how my fate ends?"

The Transcendent-stage ancient demon's eyes widened in despair. Just then, a horrid cackling echoed in the air. The sound of the grayish-white mists was always unpleasant, but now it felt even more grievous to him.

It seemed as if the mists were mocking him.

"Damned scoundrels! I’ll fight you all!"

The ancient demon roared, muttering incantations under his breath. A series of loud cracking sounds filled the air as black light appeared on his face. His nearly depleted energy was restored slightly; this must be a technique to tap into a cultivator's potential.

Without further hesitation, he charged towards the grayish-white mists. Even if he perished, he would take them down with him.

Boom!

Explosions echoed loudly as thunderous sounds filled his ears. After an incense stick’s worth of time, the explosions ceased, and the Wasteland returned to calm.

A flash of light revealed Lin Xuan’s figure in mid-air. He wore a playful expression; he had not expected both parties to perish together.

However, this was fine as it saved him from having to intervene. Now, all that remained was tidying up the aftermath.

Since the mists were like ghosts, they would vanish upon death without leaving any remains. Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and a slightly damaged storage bag flew into his palm. The ancient demon’s possessions belonged to him; a mere Transcendent-stage entity had limited wealth.

Nevertheless, he opened the bag with interest. Inside were several bottles and jars, some peculiar magical treasures, numerous black magic stones, and a few boxes.

Lin Xuan scanned them quickly. He knew what was inside without needing to open each one. A Transcendent-stage demon’s possessions held little of value.

However, fate had other plans for him. Lin Xuan noticed something valuable.

He waved his sleeve, and a wooden box on the ground floated up. Inside was a small boat, which glowed with demonic light before expanding to several dozen feet in diameter.

Lin Xuan’s face lit up with satisfaction. He already had magical tools for transportation in his storage bag, but this item seemed more suitable for travel. Although he did not mind hard work, it would be nice to have an easier journey.

Unfortunately, there were no demon cities nearby where he could purchase one. However, luck favored him as he obtained a demon boat through this unexpected means.

Lin Xuan boarded the boat and activated its magical array. The speed was not fast enough for Lin Xuan’s standards, but it was sufficient given his leisurely pace.

After several months of uneventful travel, Lin Xuan finally left the Wasteland of Solitude and Desolation. However, he did not show satisfaction; instead, he changed direction and continued to teleport.

Three more months passed before a demon settlement came into view. It was an ancient demon’s gathering place, but it appeared rather desolate. Lin Xuan’s divine sense revealed only a few thousand ancient demons within the settlement, roughly equivalent in size to a small human town.

While he could not determine his exact distance from the Wasteland of Solitude and Desolation, it must have been at least thousands of miles away. For Lin Xuan, such a distance was significant enough for safety.

Despite having a demon boat, he preferred to rest inside the cabin. After traveling so long, a break seemed fitting. He also wanted to gather information about his next move.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan stopped the boat near the town and suppressed his aura before flying towards it.

Without any hindrance, Lin Xuan entered the town. The inn was an ideal place for both rest and gathering intelligence. He headed straight to the largest tavern in the town.

Two hours later, Lin Xuan left the demon settlement with a grim expression. Although he did not stay long, he managed to gather useful information. However, it wasn’t good news. Raging Sand City had been attacked, as well as several other demon cities in the Wasteland of Solitude and Desolation.

The attackers were incredibly powerful, easily breaking through the defenses of the demon cities. The Wasteland’s vastness hid many strong individuals, including the famous Three Kings of the Sands. Each was a powerhouse at the Transcendent stage.

Given their presence, it was unimaginable that they would ignore such an event. However, reports said that the three brothers were defeated instantly, their souls scattered to the winds without any chance to escape.

Ancient Demon Saint Ancestor!

Upon hearing this news, Lin Xuan’s mind could only think of one possibility: a Transcendent-stage old monster. No other being could have killed three Transcendent-stage ancient demons in an instant.

The attacks on several demon cities and the presence of many ancient demons searching for something suggested that it was related to the Saint Ancestor who had escaped from his seal.
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A storm was brewing, and various rumors had reached Lin Xuan's ears. The Demonic Realm would likely soon be in chaos.

But Lin Xuan didn't care. He was alone, after all; even if the Demonic Realm erupted into a bloodbath, it wouldn't affect him at all.

Though he wasn't as powerful as those who could traverse the heavens and earth, he certainly wasn't the weakling he once was. With his current cultivation and abilities, plus the aid of the Silver-winged Corpse King, Lin Xuan believed he could handle any danger that came his way.

Besides, as a cultivator, he had no need to get involved in the ancient demons' grudges and grievances.

The immediate concern for Lin Xuan was simply finding a suitable place to cultivate.

Of course, he wanted to stay away from the Solitary Soul Desert.

And this wasn't much of a problem!

Unlike the Spirit Realm, which consisted of hundreds of small interfaces, the Demonic Realm was complete. Its vastness was beyond description.

No one knew exactly how large it was, even the Primordial True Demon. Thus, finding a quiet place to cultivate wouldn't be difficult.

...

A month later, a streak of light appeared in the Tianhe Region.

Though no one knew just how vast the Demonic Realm was, its known map had been divided into 381 states and prefectures. The region where Lin Xuan first appeared belonged to the Wild Bull State, which included the Solitary Soul Desert.

These 381 states and prefectures were vast in their own right—some as expansive as the Eastern Sea cultivation realm, while others could rival the Nael Dragon Realm.

The Wild Bull State was relatively small, but the Solitary Soul Desert bordered Tianhe Region. Otherwise, it would have taken Lin Xuan more than a few months to cross an entire state and prefecture even if he flew at full speed.

Lin Xuan chose this place for a reason after careful consideration. Compared to other states and prefectures, Tianhe had the most and most prosperous cultivators of spirit energy.

The term "cultivator of spirit energy" might sound unfamiliar or vague to ordinary cultivators, but Lin Xuan had read extensively about it before arriving in the Demonic Realm. He understood its significance well.

Just as there were many demonic cultivators who imitated ancient demons' abilities to create their own cultivation techniques, some ancient demons mimicked the powerful abilities of human cultivators to form their own.

It seemed strange at first glance, but upon reflection, it made sense. Why should humans be able to learn from ancient demons while ancient demons couldn't borrow anything from them?

...

These two concepts weren't contradictory.

With so many spirit energy cultivators in Tianhe State, the state's spiritual veins were far more abundant and of higher quality than those in other regions.

Thus, Lin Xuan chose this place as his base. He hoped to find a suitable place for cultivation here and continue meditating in seclusion. He didn't want to get involved in any ancient demons' grudges or grievances; he just wanted the next 156 years to pass smoothly. If everything went well, he could advance to the Spirit Formation Stage.

Of course, this goal was slightly ambitious, but if one didn't try, how could they know it wasn't achievable?

He already had a spirit formation pill, and it was of high quality. He also had plenty of pills for increasing his cultivation at the Profound Understanding Stage, which would be sufficient to help him advance. In short, everything was in place except for finding an appropriate place to cultivate.

...

Two more months passed.

Although Tianhe Region was vast, Lin Xuan had already explored a significant portion of it over this time. However, he still hadn't found a suitable place to cultivate.

This wasn't surprising.

Reflecting on his experiences over the past two months, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh bitterly.

In essence, his current strength was formidable; ordinary spiritual veins were beneath him, and even decent ones had owners. Thus, he kept wandering without finding anything worth pursuing.

It seemed he needed a different approach.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the demon boat, his voice barely audible as he spoke to himself.

As the saying goes, one cannot have both fish and bear's paw. Finding a spiritual vein with ample spirit energy, a hidden location, and no owner was practically impossible.

Since that wasn't feasible, he had to settle for second-best. Lin Xuan thought this and stretched out his hand, tapping his waist. A dazzling light appeared as an jade cylinder materialized in his palm.

Lin Xuan immersed his consciousness into it.

This jade cylinder was something he bought from a small family's market in Tianhe Region after arriving there.

Although the family wasn't powerful, their main headquarters was located at a crossroads where north and south traffic intersected. Thus, they were well-connected with news.

"Thunder Heaven Sect,煞 yang sect, Hundred Ghosts Hall, Immortal Cloud Sect... Hmm, I'll choose this one."

Lin Xuan clapped his hands, the sound echoing in his ears as he made his decision. The Immortal Cloud Sect was a medium-sized spirit energy cultivation sect; its highest-ranking Taoist Grandmaster was only two Profound Understanding Stage ancient demons. Lin Xuan planned to act on the situation—either infiltrate or forcefully take over their headquarters.

After all, in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest applied even more so in the ancient demon realm.

The Immortal Cloud Sect wasn't far away. Two days later, a range of mountains appeared before him. Lin Xuan stowed his demon boat and transformed into an ordinary streak of light, flying towards it.

Boom!

Suddenly, a burst of energy reached his consciousness.

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but then used his concealment technique to make himself invisible as he flew past undetected.

He sensed intense demonic energy fluctuations. Such occurrences only happened during large-scale battles among ancient demons.

Could it be...

Was time really so coincidental? As he came to plan an attack on the Immortal Cloud Sect, they were already facing external enemies.

Lin Xuan was speechless but more curious.

Given this situation, his strategy would need some adjustments. First, he needed to investigate and then decide what to do.

Soon, Lin Xuan approached the main hall of the Immortal Cloud Sect. The gates stood open, and the protective array had been destroyed. Thousands of ancient demons were visible.

There were also many corpses on the ground, indicating that a battle had already taken place. From the scene, it seemed unfavorable for the Immortal Cloud Sect; he just didn't know which sect or group of ancient demons was causing them trouble.

Lin Xuan quietly observed and saw that these ancient demons varied in form and cultivation level, numbering in the thousands. Overall, their combat strength appeared to be on par with the Immortal Cloud Sect.

However, one difference made all the difference: among those ancient demons, a Profound Understanding First Stage cultivator was present.
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In the array of the Immortal Cloud Sect, there were no such low-grade fellows as Cuan丑. The leaders were merely a few Ancient Demons at the Separation and Union stage.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of amusement. Could it be that his intelligence had failed him? Wasn't it said that the Immortal Cloud Sect, as an intermediate force in Heavenly Crane Province, had two Senior Elders at the Profound Origin stage?

However, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on this too much. In the world of cultivation, anything could happen. Perhaps those two Senior Elders from the sect had met with some misfortune, allowing other forces to take advantage.

Lin Xuan was unaware that his guess turned out to be correct.

At this moment, it was the Demonic Spirit Sect's members who were besieging the main hall of the Immortal Cloud Sect.

The cultivators within the Demonic Spirit Sect weren’t Spirit Cultivators; they were true Ancient Demons practicing demonic techniques.

After all, this was the Realm of Duration. Even in Heavenly Crane Province, most were still正宗 Ancient Demons.

The Demonic Spirit Sect and the Immortal Cloud Sect had a long-standing grudge, with their enmity stretching back for tens of thousands of years. In terms of strength, the two factions were evenly matched, but the Immortal Cloud Sect had two Senior Elders at the Profound Origin stage, while they only had one. Therefore, no one from their sect could block the Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits.

"Senior Brother, what should we do? Could it be that after all these years, our sect is about to perish here?" A frantic voice echoed in his ears. The speaker was an Ancient Demon wearing black court attire. Perhaps imitating human cultivation techniques, the Ancient Demons from the Immortal Cloud Sect were almost indistinguishable from human cultivators.

In contrast, the other faction's Ancient Demons mostly had grotesque appearances, ugly and terrifying to behold.

"Escaping is our only option. The protective array has been breached, and both Senior Elders have fallen. There’s no one left who can stop Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits. We should all scatter and run for it," said the middle-aged man with a square face and large ears. His demeanor was calm, but his words were dispiriting.

"Running away, Senior Brother? Are you going to betray our ancestors?" A short, fat Ancient Demon nearby roared in anger.

"At this moment, we can’t afford to think about it. Escaping is better than being caught like a dumpling and torn apart," the middle-aged man’s face showed a look of profound sorrow. If there was any hope, he wouldn’t have made such a choice. But they couldn’t match an existence at the Profound Origin stage.

Rather than all perishing here, it would be better to save their useful lives.

However, that fat Ancient Demon was always headstrong: "You go and run if you want. I’ll fight Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits."

Before he could finish speaking, his hands formed seals, and his entire body swelled like a balloon. A ghostly face appeared on his belly, spewing out demonic flames. His roar was not weak.

"Senior Brother, come back quickly," "Brother, don’t do this."

The middle-aged man and the woman in court attire hurried to stop him, but he ignored them.

"Haha, you’re a brave one. I’ll send you straight to hell," came a sinister laugh. The Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits looked somewhat like a bat. His right hand flickered slightly, transforming into an enormous scythe. Then it fell downward with a loud noise.

A black light blade emerged from the air, surrounded by electric arcs. With a resounding boom, the fat Ancient Demon was shocked and panicked as he frantically waved his weapons—swords, shields, and axes—all of which were instantly cut in half upon contact with the light blade.

The difference between Profound Origin and Separation and Union stages was not trivial.

Just when it seemed like he would be split in two, he suddenly vanished at a distance of several feet. Simultaneously, Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits’ shocked and angry voice echoed.

What happened?

Several Ancient Demons from the Immortal Cloud Sect exchanged glances, even that rescued fat Ancient Demon was bewildered, not knowing what had transpired.

"Rat, hiding to attack secretly. Come out if you have the courage," Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits looked around with suspicion on his face.

On the surface, he appeared formidable, but his flickering eyes revealed his inner fear and unease.

His previous attack was deflected, yet now that he had fully extended his divine sense, he still couldn’t find out who launched it. This guy was clearly more skilled than him.

"Orlan, a mere Profound Origin初级 fellow, dares to boast here. Are you really qualified to fight me, Lin?"

A cold laugh echoed as Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits became enraged and turned his head in the direction of the voice. A few feet away, green light flashed, and a plain-looking youth appeared—Lin Xuan.

The Old Master Spirit’s expression of shock and anger vanished, replaced by fear: "Sir, are you a Senior at the Profound Origin stage?"

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. His immense spiritual power surged through his meridians unimpeded, casting an oppressive spiritual pressure from above. Gradually, the battle ceased as both sides of Ancient Demons stared at this unexpected guest with complex expressions.

Many were still trembling in fear; Lin Xuan’s spiritual pressure was too terrifying for some to bear.

"Why are you not a cultivator from the Immortal Cloud Sect? Why are you getting involved in this mess?"

Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits’ cold voice echoed. He hadn’t expected such an unexpected turn of events at the critical moment.

"Indeed, I am not a cultivator from the Immortal Cloud Sect. But I have some connection with Senior Daoist Hanging Lantern," Lin Xuan’s indifferent voice rang out. Of course, this was all made up.

"You are that old monster's friend?"

Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits’ expression turned extremely ugly.

The cultivators from the Immortal Cloud Sect were both shocked and delighted. The leading Ancient Demons had already gathered together.

Senior Daoist Hanging Lantern was one of their two Senior Elders, who had recently gone on a treasure hunt and met with an unexpected demise. Without any experts to guard the sect, this disaster befell them. They didn’t expect that at such a critical moment, Hanging Lantern’s friend would come to help.

"Senior Brother, is this really Senior Disciple Hanging Lantern's friend?" The woman in court attire asked excitedly.

"I don’t know for sure, but from the situation, it should be true," the middle-aged Ancient Demon murmured.

"Why?"

"Third Sister, what else could he pretend to be? He’s a Senior at the Profound Origin stage. Pretending to be his friend serves no purpose. Besides, in our current state, there’s nothing worth him scheming for," said the fat Ancient Demon. Lin Xuan had saved his life, so this demon was easily convinced.

The woman nodded, her expression agitated. If this Senior could help, their sect might escape danger and overcome this crisis.

"Senior Hanging Lantern is dead. What use do you have with a few connections to him? If you’re willing to remain neutral, our sect will compensate you," Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits said, his eyes rolling. With this intervention, he understood that the situation would be very unfavorable for him.

The Ancient Demons from the Immortal Cloud Sect all showed signs of worry on their faces. Cultivator Ancient Demons were selfish; with the Senior already dead, could they still value past connections?

Under normal circumstances, certainly not.

However, Lin Xuan was different. He didn’t recognize any Hanging Lantern Ancient Demon and did this only to find a suitable place for cultivation. Therefore, he wasn’t swayed!

Lin Xuan said nothing more, unwilling to waste words. With a wave of his sleeves, he attacked directly.

Four-color glass and Illusory Heavenly Fire flew from Lin Xuan’s sleeves.

Lin Xuan had no intention of prolonged combat; the moment he acted, it was with his hidden techniques.

Illusory Heavenly Fire burst out from his sleeves, rapidly inflating to the size of a carriage wheel. It rolled over as it rushed towards him.

"Devil flames?"

Old Master Spirit of a Hundred Spirits’ pupils constricted but didn’t fully understand the danger: "Interesting. Let me show you my Hundred Spirit Devil Fire."

He extended his right hand and a ball of flame ignited in his palm, quickly enveloping his entire hand. Then he reached out to intercept Lin Xuan’s Illusory Heavenly Fire.
第两千三百一十八章 得偿所愿

Opponent's actions left Lin Xuan visibly taken aback.

He didn't know the terrifying aspect of Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame, but he hadn’t hidden his cultivation stage either. Knowing that he was a formidable existence at late Profound Abyss Stage, yet still daring to face the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame bare-handed, it could be said that this was sheer overconfidence.

He did such because he had some confidence and assurance in his own divine techniques.

Illusory White Finch Demon Fire?

Interesting!

Let me give it a try.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand. His spiritual energy surged like a river breaking its banks, pouring into the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame continuously.

A pungent sound entered his ears as the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame spun around. Suddenly, a clear and loud chirping could be heard, and it actually transformed into dozens of spirit birds covered in flames.

With a flap of their wings, they fiercely attacked from ahead.

The Illusory White Finch Demon Sovereign's pupils constricted slightly. His hands moved like butterflies as he conjured the Illusory White Finch Demon Fire into a beehive.

Snakes with venomous fangs emerged from within, their numbers more than doubling that of the spirit birds.

Various spiritual lights interwove, and both sides clashed fiercely.

However, the moment they touched, the demon energy clearly wasn't enough to withstand it, as if encountering its nemesis, quickly dissipating. The few demonic treasures even failed to fully exert their power before being sliced in half by the sword light, falling from the sky and turning into ordinary iron.

"Please don't kill me!"

The Illusory White Finch Demon Sovereign's face was filled with fear. He had no time left to cast any spells to escape, but his plea for mercy fell on deaf ears as Lin Xuan ignored him entirely.

This time, he couldn’t use the Substitute Body to Pass Tribulation technique again. Soon, he was dismembered by chaotic sword strikes.

The entire process was swift, lasting only a few breaths. Lin Xuan could say that with just a flick of his wrist, he had killed a Profound Abyss ancient demon.

"Keh..."

The expression on the Illusory Spirit Sect cultivators' faces was one of fear. Originally, they were in complete control, but they never expected such a turn of events.

Was this a nightmare? The Supreme Elder was solved in just one exchange.

Ancient demons might be combative, but their psychological resilience had its limits.

At that moment, the Illusory Spirit Sect cultivators lost all desire to fight.

On the contrary, with a miraculous escape, the Immortal Spirit Sect disciples' morale soared. This shift in momentum instantly reversed the situation.

The retreat was like a mountain collapsing!

This phrase aptly described their situation as the Illusory Spirit Sect's cultivators, leaderless after the Supreme Elder’s demise, quickly dispersed like fallen trees.

The Immortal Cloud Sect's danger was lifted.

The disciples of this sect were naturally overjoyed.

Tracing back to its roots, it was all due to Lin Xuan changing their fate.

Thus, when the battle ended, apart from a few remaining disciples cleaning up the battlefield, the rest gathered before Lin Xuan.

They fell to their knees in a dense crowd: "Thank you for your great kindness, we will never forget your aid. If there are any instructions, our sect's disciples will surely do anything..."

The one speaking was that middle-aged demon with a square face and large ears, standing beside the fat ancient demon and the woman in court attire. These three demons were all at late Separation Stage, already the highest combat strength of the Immortal Cloud Sect.

"Friend Daoist, your past benefactor, Fellow Daoist Suspended Lamp, once had an obligation to me. I am merely repaying that small debt." Lin Xuan continued his fabricated words. "Alright, with this matter settled, I will take my leave."

"Senior, please wait a moment. This late disciple has one more request, and I wonder if it is appropriate to say," the middle-aged demon hurriedly stopped him, his expression filled with respect.

"A request, that's interesting. No problem, you can tell me." Lin Xuan paused, his face calm as he said.

"Before this, late disciple wanted to ask a question from Senior. Could you please inform us of your sect and identity? This way, we can repay your great kindness in the future."

"Repaying, no need for that. I am a wandering cultivator, and it's uncertain if I will meet any of you again," Lin Xuan thought to himself with joy while maintaining his composure.

"Wandering cultivator!"

The three ancient demons from the Immortal Cloud Sect exchanged glances, their expressions filled with both surprise and delight.

"Senior, do you have any interest in joining our sect? After all, wandering cultivators often face many inconveniences. A great existence like Senior can delegate some trivial matters to subordinates while focusing on more important tasks," the middle-aged demon enthusiastically introduced.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan smiled, his eyes sweeping over their faces as if he could see through their thoughts before slowly speaking: "Friend Daoist, what you have to say, just come out and say it. No need for such roundabout talk. Do you want me to join your Immortal Cloud Sect?"

"Haha, let Senior not laugh at this late disciple's foolishness. Indeed, I had such intentions," the middle-aged demon revealed a hint of embarrassment on his face before becoming very sincere: "I believe Senior knows that our two Supreme Elders, including Fellow Daoist Suspended Lamp, have already perished. Otherwise, it wouldn't be for the Illusory Spirit Sect to be bullied."

"This I know as well, but what does this have to do with me?"

"It has everything to do with you! As just mentioned, Senior's divine techniques are indeed mysterious and profound, but a single person in the cultivation world is still too weak. If you join our sect..."

"Joining the Immortal Cloud Sect, how can that help?"

Lin Xuan’s attitude made the other demon cultivators even more delighted. He hadn’t outright rejected their offer, indicating there was a possibility of agreement. They needed to seize this opportunity.

With this thought, the middle-aged demon's expression grew increasingly eager: "Senior, please rest assured. If you join our sect, you will instantly become an existence on par with a Supreme Elder. You won't need to handle any mundane affairs; just serve as a deterrent. In return, we would offer you large quantities of demonic stones and rare materials annually. Of course, if there are any needs within your capabilities, the disciples of this sect will do their utmost without hesitation."

"Only as a deterrent?"

"Yes, I wonder what Senior thinks about this choice. I believe it is beneficial with no drawbacks for you."

"Indeed, Senior, be our Supreme Elder!"

"Our sect's strength may not be impressive, but it can bring many conveniences to you."

Various voices echoed in their ears as the other demon cultivators begged. After this battle, they realized more than ever how important having a powerful existence within the sect was.

At that moment, these rebellious ancient demons eagerly awaited Lin Xuan's response.

"Alright, after being a wandering cultivator for so long, I indeed need a place to settle down. As just a deterrent, it is mutually beneficial. I agree."

"Thank you, Senior... oh, not Senior, but Fellow Daoist."

The middle-aged demon was overjoyed and led the other disciples in bowing.

"I will have someone lead you back to our main headquarters while we clean up here."

Turning his head, he said: "Demon Mo Ling, take Fellow Daoist back."

"Alright."

That woman in black court attire nodded: "Fellow Daoist, please follow me."

The two displayed their divine techniques and transformed into different colored streaks of light, flying deep into the mountains. Once both figures were hidden among the mountains, the fat ancient demon softly said: "Senior Brother, is this alright? Letting an unknown person become our Supreme Elder?"

"Second Junior Brother, you are right to be cautious, but don't overthink it. If not for Senior Lin today, our sect would have been destroyed long ago. He's a genuine Profound Abyss cultivator; what could he possibly plot against us?"

"That is true, but..."

"Enough, stop imagining things. Our sect indeed needs such an existence to settle down, and Junior Brother, I warn you not to cause any trouble,"
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Under the guidance of the woman in formal attire, Lin Xuan directly entered the main stronghold of Immortal Cloud Sect. Surrounded by a cluster of mountains, after crossing a mist-shrouded suspension bridge, the scenery before his eyes suddenly changed dramatically.

Before him was an expansive and picturesque landscape filled with birdsong and floral fragrance. Numerous buildings dotted the area—houses, pavilions, terraces, and towers—all in abundance. A large number of demons were also present, each displaying a look of tension on their faces.

Clearly, these low-ranking ancient demons who remained at the stronghold did not yet know about the outcome of the battle ahead.

The woman in formal attire did not waste any time and directly brought Lin Xuan to a beautiful valley with an excellent environment.

This valley was not large, covering only about ten miles in circumference. However, its concentration of qi was far greater than that of other areas.

"Senior, oh no... Uncle, do you think the surroundings here are suitable? Do they meet your standards?" Mo Ling spoke respectfully.

"This place originally served as a retreat for two uncles. Since their unexpected demise, it has been abandoned..." Lin Xuan's face showed surprise: "So, those two friends' lairs are also in this area?"

"Of course, I was just asking if you intended to recreate your own lair or use one of the two uncles' existing ones?" The woman replied respectfully.

"Let's recreate it!" After a moment’s hesitation, Lin Xuan said.

"Very well. Then tonight, Uncle will have to settle in at our guesthouse."

"No need, I can set up my own lair."

For Lin Xuan, such matters were familiar territory, so he did not need to rely on others for this task.

"How can that be? As a senior, it's natural for disciples like me to serve you," Mo Ling was taken aback and quickly defended herself.

"Is there something wrong with what my uncle said?"

"No, of course not."

Mo Ling’s face turned pale: "Since Uncle insists on this, I dare not say more."

"Good. You can go now. If there's no urgent matter in the future, don't disturb me randomly."

"Yes, Uncle."

The woman in formal attire bowed and then withdrew.

As soon as she left the stronghold, she encountered two ancient demons at the late-stage stage of separation and union.

Seeing the woman’s peculiar expression, the middle-aged man and the fat one exchanged glances. The middle-aged man spoke: "Sister, how did it go? Did arranging Uncle's lair not go smoothly?"

He spoke with a tense look on his face. Although joining the sect was beneficial for both parties, fundamentally, the sect still relied more on that old monster. If he used this as leverage and made unreasonable demands, it would indeed be headache-inducing.

"No, everything went well," the woman in formal attire shook her head.

"Smoothly? Then why do you look like that?"

Mo Ling sighed slightly before recounting their journey’s experiences.

The two demons listened intently, each showing a thoughtful expression.

After a long while, the fat ancient demon exhaled: "If I didn’t misjudge it, this is good news."

"Good news, Second Brother, what do you mean?" The middle-aged ancient demon turned his head, and the woman beside him also showed interest.

"The fact that he personally created his lair and asked us not to disturb him easily suggests that Lin Uncle is a practitioner who values solitude," said Mo Ling.

"A practitioner of solitude, hmm, there’s some truth in that. Legends say such practitioners are stronger than their peers by quite a margin. Knowing that the Hundred Birds Demon Sovereign lived for ten thousand years, even as an initial-stage Core Formation existence, it wouldn’t be easy to defeat him. But if Lin Uncle is indeed a practitioner of solitude, this makes sense," the middle-aged man nodded and spoke thoughtfully.

"From his appearance, Lin Uncle seems focused on the path of eternal life, indifferent to external affairs. The more so, the better for our sect. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, it’s true," the woman in formal attire also nodded.

"We will follow his instructions henceforth, not disturb him easily, and prepare more offerings. I believe this would make Lin Uncle quite satisfied."

On the other side, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, releasing several sword lights that swam about, up and down, creating a lair within just a short while.

Though it was somewhat laborious, he had finally found another place for cultivation. Compared to the Desolate Soul Desert, this area’s environment and qi concentration were much better.

He hid among demon sects in the city, making his enemies’ efforts to locate him futile.

When choosing a sect earlier, Lin Xuan had put considerable effort into it.

Choosing a larger and stronger sect might have allowed him to find better spirit veins, but there was also the risk of exposure. The Immortal Cloud Sect was just right—since even the Supreme Elder had perished, and his strength wasn’t formidable, he wouldn’t attract too much attention from powerful enemies.

With this lair established, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, retrieving the array flags for the Five Elements Qi Storage Array and setting it up around his lair. Although demons of Immortal Cloud Sect would not harm him, vigilance was necessary. He set some prohibitions to fully seal off the valley.

After completing all these preparations, Lin Xuan returned to his lair.

He took a bath first, then slept soundly for a day before heading to the training hall early the next morning.

Pulling over a mat, he sat in a lotus position and adjusted his breathing. Suddenly, he raised both hands with palms facing upwards, overlapping them and placing them on his dantian.

A ball of flame about the size of an egg appeared, floating into his ears. The four-colored glass seemed incredibly beautiful. Lin Xuan lowered his head to examine the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire in his hand.

In the palm of the flame, there was a pigeon-sized purple orb—the Devouring Hundred Birds Demon Flame he had consumed earlier.

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise at the purple color; this outcome was unexpected. When battling the Hundred Birds Demon Sovereign, despite winning with overwhelming superiority, it was due to his much greater strength. The Devouring Hundred Birds Demon Flame actually possessed considerable power—most demonic flames would have been absorbed and consumed by Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire long ago.

But now, it still existed.

Interesting, indeed, one cannot underestimate heroes from all over the world. A small initial-stage Core Formation demon managed to cultivate such a powerful demonic flame technique. If he could refine and integrate this, Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire’s power would surely increase significantly.
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Two months later, Lin Xuan finally emerged from the training room, his face showing signs of fatigue, but with a more excited expression.

Thinking about the Bloodbird Devil Flame that he had refined, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile.

This was truly an unexpected收获!

Originally, although Lin Xuan had sensed the mystery of this demonic flame, refining it proved to be much more difficult than he had imagined.

Without rest, he spent two months on it.

However, the benefits gained from refining this demonic flame far exceeded his expectations. Initially, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame had evolved into four attributes: coldness, toxicity, corrosion, and devouring. After refining the Bloodbird Devil Flame, its attributes increased again, gaining a "piercing" effect.

Piercing, as the name suggests, refers to the ability of the flame to concentrate its destructive power on a single point when facing defenses—whether it be shields or protective membranes created by the Five Elements Secret Techniques. This would allow it to penetrate through them like needles.

In other words, in the future, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame's penetration effect against defensive measures would increase exponentially.

Moreover, there were additional benefits.

Refining the Bloodbird Devil Flame not only added a new attribute but also increased its inherent power by 20% on top of its original strength.

That was precisely what delighted Lin Xuan most.

As his cultivation improved, so did the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame's abilities, which was expected since the power of any technique would naturally increase with the user’s strength. However, compared to ordinary Five Elements techniques, due to his increased realm, the enhancement in the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame's power was much smaller.

This was also a source of frustration for Lin Xuan. Although he possessed many treasures, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame was undoubtedly one of his most secret and powerful techniques. As a trump card, Lin Xuan naturally hoped its power would increase rapidly, but unfortunately, no suitable method had been found until now.

This experience enlightened him; by consuming others' demonic flames, it seemed he could accelerate the growth of the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Flame.

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful as he pondered this. However, it wasn't a good time to act on this idea yet.

There were priorities and urgency in matters. He couldn’t just consume himself into becoming fat overnight.

He needed to do things one at a time. For him, the immediate priority was to enhance his magical power and find a way to advance to the Spirit Separation Stage.

After all, while secret techniques were important, for cultivators, magical power and realm were always fundamental. Lin Xuan wouldn't make a mistake by neglecting the basics in favor of something trivial.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he suddenly lifted his head, sleeves fluttering slightly. A gap appeared in the禁制, and a black fire dragon flew out.

About a foot long, it circled briefly before landing on Lin Xuan’s palm.

It was a transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan frowned; he had clearly stated that unless there were urgent matters, no one should disturb him. Had only two months passed for them to forget his instructions? Or had the Immortal Cloud Sect encountered another trouble?

The former seemed unlikely.

If it were the latter, Lin Xuan would be greatly troubled.

He had pretended to be an ancient devil and become the Supreme Elder of that sect merely to find a suitable place for cultivation. He didn’t genuinely want to solve their troubles.

If the Immortal Cloud Sect faced new difficulties so quickly, how could he continue his cultivation?

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; if it were true, he would have to reconsider the pros and cons of joining the Immortal Cloud Sect.

He frowned slightly but didn't make a decision immediately. His initial guess was still just that—first, he needed to see what had happened before deciding.

Raising his right hand, a spell technique shot out, temporarily halting the禁制 surrounding the valley.

Footsteps soon reached his ears as three ancient devils arrived together: a middle-aged man, an overweight one, and a woman named Devil Rhombus in traditional attire.

"Salute Senior Uncle!"

They all knelt down, bowing deeply.

"Get up."

Lin Xuan casually sat in the center of the seat, fully asserting his authority. He naturally had no qualms about these mere Separation Period ancient devils.

"Do I need to remind you that if there are no urgent matters, don't disturb me? Have only two months passed for you to forget my instructions, or has the Immortal Cloud Sect encountered another trouble?"

"No, Senior Uncle, please don’t misunderstand. We came here today not to bother you," said the middle-aged man, his face changing as he saw Lin Xuan's displeased tone.

"Oh, then why are you here?"

The three devils exchanged glances. The middle-aged man’s expression was full of anxiety; he didn't dare speak again and directly took out a storage bag, shaking it downwards to reveal a flurry of treasures.

Most were devil stones, filling half the room, all being high-grade ones. Besides these, there were other rare materials unique to the demon realm.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them. Even for someone as wealthy as him, this was still considered a small fortune.

For the Immortal Cloud Sect to gather such treasures must have been quite challenging. It seemed they spared no effort to please him.

Lin Xuan’s expression softened; it wasn’t trouble after all.

"Alright, I know your sincerity. You may all go now. Future offerings don't need to be brought every year. I will be closing the life and death gate for a while. Don't disturb me unless there is something particularly important."

"Yes!"

The three devils didn’t dare argue; they exchanged glances before bowing to Lin Xuan and retreating.

They remained silent as they left the valley, only speaking again outside.

"Senior Brother, what do you think?"

"It won't be wrong. The other party being so eager for cultivation must be a hardworking cultivator."

"That’s right; this is beneficial to us. This Senior Uncle Lin likely won’t interfere with sect affairs," said the overweight ancient devil thoughtfully.

(To be continued)

m.fengyunread.com
第两千三百二十一章 八十年

Following Lin Xuan's instructions, the Demonic Clan of Immortal Cloud Sect indeed stopped bothering him.

Every day, Lin Xuan took his medicine and sat in meditation, then refined the medicinal power into essence energy. The entire process was naturally extremely枯燥. If it were a regular person, they would likely give up after ten days. However, with Lin Xuan's single-minded pursuit of immortality, he found it sweet.

Time passed swiftly, like the fleeting moments of a white horse. Before anyone knew it, eighty years had already gone by.

The valley was covered in thick layers of dust, as if an ancient tomb that had been sealed for ages. Yet, Lin Xuan wasn't completely absent during these eight decades. He closed himself off to practice for his thirty-first year when the Immortal Cloud Sect faced a major calamity. The exact reason was unclear, but over ten ancient Demons from the Inner Profound Realm invaded. The sect's disciples were in a panic; even at their peak strength, with two senior elders still alive, they couldn't possibly withstand such an ordeal.

Despite having Lin Xuan as a half-way-in member elder, facing ten opponents was hopeless. Among those invaders were several late-stage ancient demons, making up for three or four of them.

Regardless, the Immortal Cloud Sect faced a dire situation with no hope of salvation.

But at the crucial moment, Lin Xuan stepped in.

Facing an overwhelming number, he single-handedly fought against over ten peers from the same stage. The invaders were temporarily ignored; even the sect's disciples thought that Lin Xuan must be out of his mind, but they also felt moved. As the saying goes, birds of a feather flock together, and when great calamities strike, everyone looks after themselves. Since Lin Xuan was an outsider, he wasn't expected to save them.

However, as the ten Inner Profound Realm ancient demons only lasted for a short while before their souls were obliterated, the crisis was over!

The disciples of Immortal Cloud Sect were shocked but also elated at this unexpected outcome. The three late-stage Demons who had been in charge were particularly excited and trembling with joy—like they'd hit the jackpot! They never imagined that Senior Apprentice Lin would be so formidable. Initially, they just wanted to find a temporary stronghold for the sect, but the strength of this random ally far exceeded their expectations.

They even began to wonder if Lin Xuan was a legendary Spirit Divination Realm ancient demon. But after dismissing it, an Inner Profound Realm ancient demon wouldn't choose such a minor sect as a base. At the Spirit Divination Realm, one would be approached by numerous powerful forces with generous offers. Senior Apprentice Lin should still be at the Inner Profound Realm stage, but his strength was beyond comprehension when measured against peers. Could this be the power of a diligent cultivator?

After much deliberation, they concluded that Lin Xuan was indeed formidable. Regardless of their thoughts, after this battle, they revered him with utmost respect.

Initially, they felt some reluctance to pay such large amounts in tribute each year, but now it seemed entirely worth it. What little wealth could be considered insignificant compared to having such a powerful ally.

The three leaders were particularly impressed, and the other disciples of Immortal Cloud Sect only felt awe and gratitude. They had never truly respected Lin Xuan before, but now they treated him like a god.

For Lin Xuan, this was an unexpected bonus. He hadn't expected his actions to save the sect's fate or make its disciples loyal. But it certainly wasn't a bad thing for him. Lin Xuan issued a decree: nothing of what happened today, especially his killing several Inner Profound Realm ancient demons, could be revealed.

The process had been too shocking to attract unwanted attention. Compared to the old monsters who were about to transcend, he was just an ant. A low-key approach would protect him best.

Lin Xuan chose to remain hidden for these eighty years; he felt this was undoubtedly the right choice. Indeed, it proved so as the region where Immortal Cloud Sect was located remained calm for decades. The disciples revered Lin Xuan like a god and strictly followed his commands. He continued his secluded cultivation without any disturbances.

However, while things were quiet in that area, the entire demonic realm was on edge. The most affected was Wild Bull State, where the mysterious Demonic cultivators had already bloodied over one hundred major and minor factions. Not just Ghost Sand Desert, but many other forces were wiped out. The remaining demonic factions were all in a state of fear for their lives.

They had hoped to unite and protect themselves, but news they received shattered their hopes. These mysterious cultivators came from two places: Serpent Palace and Frost Soul Wasteland.

In the demonic realm, this meant something significant. Any Demonic cultivator would know these names—Holy Ancestor Frost Soul and Holy Ancestor Treasure Snake!

These were beings of a higher rank than most Transcendence Realm great powers. True Demon Primordial Ancestors!

With such power and prestige, unless there was another interdimensional war, they wouldn't have bothered with the world. What had caused these revered true demon primordial ancestors to take action?

No one knew for sure, but everyone was on edge. In the demonic realm, a True Demon Primordial Ancestor was like a god. Two of them acting together would be even more intimidating.

All sects and families, regardless of their strength, no longer dared to resist. They trembled in fear! The enemy was too powerful; all they could do now was wait for divine retribution.

They hoped that the two great powers hadn't wronged them and might spare them. However, it wasn't clear if prayers had any effect. As time passed, fewer demonic sects were affected.

The remaining forces finally heaved a sigh of relief.

But the situation didn't end there; the demonic realm was still in turmoil. The subordinates of these two great powers continued their activities. Various rumors spread like wildfire. Some said that Immortal Mansion treasures had appeared, and the two great powers aimed to seize them. Others claimed that Transcendence Realm great powers had infiltrated the Spirit Realm with ill intentions toward the Holy Realm, prompting the two long-absent true demon primordial ancestors to act.

While these rumors were nonsense, they made sense in a way. True Demon Primordial Ancestor Nael Dragon had indeed arrived. Unfortunately, he was just sightseeing and looking for some pretty maidservants.

There were also rumors that the two great powers sent many subordinates to hunt down an enemy, but no one knew who it was.

In any case, various rumors circulated. The demonic realm might have been calm temporarily, but it was still under threat. Under the surface, things remained turbulent.

But all of this had nothing to do with Lin Xuan. Regardless of whether the demonic realm was peaceful or in chaos, he quietly passed these eighty years of diligent cultivation without any interruptions.

During these eight decades, Lin Xuan made significant progress, breaking through several barriers and reaching the pinnacle of Inner Profound Realm. He was just one step away from Spirit Divination Realm.

Once that final barrier was crossed, Lin Xuan would be rightfully considered a great power.

In the Eight Realms of Cultivation, only those who reached Spirit Divination Realm could truly be called great powers. Lin Xuan had long desired this realm.

Unlike ancient demons, human cultivators needed a Spirit Divination Pill to advance from Inner Profound to Spirit Divination Realm, no matter how many treasures they possessed.

This was the reason Lin Xuan had冒险 entered the demonic realm. He was fortunate enough to meet True Demon Primordial Ancestor Nael Dragon, who considered spirit division pills insignificant and gave him five of them. After refining with Blue Star Sea, he obtained three superior-grade spirit division pills but still needed one more item to advance. (To be continued)
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Spirit Vein!

No, it was indeed a spirit vein.

Although Lin Xuan's cave abode was located in the best part of the Spirit Cloud Sect's spirit vein, the sect itself was merely an insignificant minor power. Could its spirit vein be that outstanding?

While cultivation wasn't problematic on a daily basis, breaking through the Shen Splitting stage required more than just the spirit vein's purity.

Of course, it couldn't be said that the spirit vein was definitely insufficient; Lin Xuan had never actually tried before. With only three Shen Splitting pills left, he knew his own situation well enough to realize he couldn't guarantee success here.

If he wasted all three Shen Splitting pills, where would he cry?

Unlike previous attempts at breaking through, a single failure wouldn't be a big deal; he could just try again. But this time, limited by the number of Shen Splitting pills, he needed to maintain his success rate, making it somewhat inappropriate to attempt here.

Lin Xuan needed better spirit veins.

The rumbling sound entered his ears as the stone door, sealed for decades, finally opened with a loud crash. The valley before him was now covered in leaves and withered flowers, almost as if no one had ventured there in ages.

Silence reigned throughout the valley; even the sound of a falling needle could be heard, let alone the chirping of birds.

"Ah!"

A sigh entered his ears, and Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of regret. While this spirit vein was slightly inferior, it was indeed an excellent place for cultivation if he could have it.

He really didn't want to give up here, but in pursuit of the Shen Splitting stage, he had to seek out better grounds.

Lin Xuan's face showed a touch of sadness.

A little reluctant, after all, he had been secluded here for eighty years. People weren’t made of stone; there was some attachment.

But soon, his sorrow was replaced by determination. He didn't see any additional movements from him, only the sound of whizzing as several colorful array flags returned.

Five Elements Spirit Enrichment Array!

Even to Lin Xuan's current state, this treasure wasn't something he could easily give up on. He retracted the Five Elements Spirit Enrichment Array and transformed into a streak of lightning towards the sky.

On the main peak of the Spirit Cloud Sect, in a cave towering thousands of feet high, an elderly魔族 wearing a scholar robe sat cross-legged, meditating deeply.

His strength had increased significantly since their first meeting. He was just one step away from the Separation stage, but the further he went, the more difficult it became.

He wouldn't give up; apart from his late-come senior cousin Lin, he was the sect's undisputed top expert. He needed to find a way to become an Ancient Demon of the Cave Profound stage as soon as possible.

He continued his efforts.

Suddenly, the elderly man’s face changed, as if he had discovered something. He quickly opened his eyes and stood up.

"Could this spirit energy and aura be..."

He stood up abruptly, his expression becoming extremely strange. He hurried out of the cave.

Just outside, a streak of lightning caught his eye. It was still in the distance one moment but appeared before him the next.

The light dissipated, revealing an ordinary-looking young man.

However, the elderly魔族's face showed extreme respect as he immediately bowed: "Salutations, senior cousin!"

He welcomed Lin Xuan into the cave, though with a mix of curiosity and unease.

Senior cousin was a hermit who rarely ventured out. He hadn't been seen for eighty years except during a major calamity when he had come out to save the sect. Now, why would he emerge again?

Before his thoughts could fully form, his expression changed as two more auras approached.

Two dark purple streaks appeared in the sky with figures flickering inside—Majestic Demon and Palace-dressed woman.

His second junior brother and third junior sister had all gathered here.

This wasn't unusual; after all, they hadn’t tried to hide their presence. They must have sensed his aura and come running over.

"Salutations, senior cousin!"

Their respect was genuine. If not for Lin Xuan, the Spirit Cloud Sect would long ago have been destroyed.

"Enough with the formalities," Lin Xuan said coolly.

"Thank you, senior cousin."

Lin Xuan arrived at the main hall of the cave, flanked by the three.

Of course, he didn't hesitate to sit in the main seat.

"Senior cousin has honored my humble abode. What is it that needs to be discussed?" The elderly man asked with utmost respect.

"I wish to find a better spirit vein."

"What? Could it be that senior cousin is dissatisfied with the cave's spirit energy?"

The three were shocked. Lin Xuan was their sect’s sole reliance; if he left, they couldn't imagine the consequences and were desperately worried but didn’t know how to retain him.

"Relax, I have no intention of abandoning the Spirit Cloud Sect," Lin Xuan said.

"That being so, senior cousin is seeking a new spirit vein...?"

The Palace-dressed woman cautiously asked. But before she could finish, her hand covered her mouth in shock as if she had discovered something.

"Third junior sister, what's wrong?"

Majestic Demon and the elderly man were surprised; they hadn't sensed anything unusual.

"Senior cousin, senior cousin’s cultivation..."

The woman's shocked voice entered their ears. The two looked at Lin Xuan with their minds reeling in shock as well.

Powerful, immeasurable. Although they didn’t know exactly what stage Lin Xuan was in, his current power was more than double that of when he first appeared.

Had he already reached the Shen Splitting stage?

No, if it were a legendary Shen Splitting cultivator, he would be even stronger now.

Or...

Before their thoughts could fully form, Lin Xuan spoke: "You are observant; you’ve noticed. After eighty years of hard work, I have reached the peak of Cave Profound..."

"The peak of Cave Profound? Senior cousin’s next step will surely make him a great power in the Shen Splitting stage."

The elderly man's excited voice echoed. The other two魔族 had similar expressions.

If Lin Xuan could reach the Shen Splitting stage, it would be invaluable to the Spirit Cloud Sect. They hadn't seen any Shen Splitting cultivators before; was this heaven’s favor for their sect?

Their faces lit up with excitement.

"Indeed, but don’t get too excited yet. I still need something," Lin Xuan said.

"If it's a medicinal pill, senior cousin just say the word. Our disciples will do whatever it takes to gather them."
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The middle-aged man Kenbao’s voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. If he could successfully advance, the benefits for Immortal Cloud Sect would be immeasurable. Such a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity was hard-won; how could he let it slip away?

"Indeed, Uncle Senior, if there is anything you need, just give me instructions. Although our sect may not be a powerful force, we have inherited from ancient times and can boast of rich heritage. If you lack any materials or treasures, feel free to speak up, and this disciple will do his utmost."

The fat Ancient Devil also chimed in, his voice equally fervent.

At that moment, the three seniors' moods were all the same.

"Oh?"

Such a result truly exceeded Lin Xuan's expectations. He had only come here to inquire about information on the spirit vein, but unexpectedly, the other party was willing to serve him willingly.

Given such benefits, there was no reason not to take advantage of it. A fool wouldn't pass up an opportunity like this.

Lin Xuan’s face showed gratitude, though that was all for show: "Several junior disciples are thoughtful. If you can find a few treasures, my chances of advancing successfully will indeed increase significantly."

"Oh, Uncle Senior, just say what materials you need. As long as it's within our capabilities, the sect members will do anything to help," the middle-aged man said with sincerity, slapping his chest.

"Dead vine flower, purple gold grass, corn silk, calabash skin, and more..."

Lin Xuan’s clear voice entered their ears, listing over a dozen names of celestial and terrestrial treasures. Of course, here, "corn silk" and "calabash skin" had nothing to do with the common plants; they were just similar in name.

The three devils frowned, showing signs of deep thought.

Lin Xuan's cold voice continued: "Materials for spirit-separation pills, you recognize them, but I won't be using these materials to make spirit-separation pills."

"Oh?"

The three devils still showed half-belief on their faces. Lin Xuan’s voice continued: "Even the same materials, different methods of refining and different auxiliary ingredients will yield different medicines. The ones I refine are not spirit-separation pills but Demon God Pills."

"Demon God Pills?"

"Yes, they perfectly complement my cultivation method and help me enter the spirit-separation stage."

Lin Xuan's cold voice turned warm: "You mentioned that Senior Hanging Lantern killed a human cultivator who infiltrated our Holy Realm a thousand years ago, thus obtaining these materials by chance. Is that correct?"

"Yes, we have kept these items in storage as they had no use for us. Since Uncle Senior wants them, I will send someone to fetch them."

The middle-aged man’s flattering voice entered their ears. Lin Xuan's power was already awe-inspiring; if he could advance successfully, it would be unimaginable, so he needed to curry favor.

"Thank you very much."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. It truly felt like finding a needle in a haystack. He had only mentioned this casually, but now he actually received such treasures.

Although he already had spirit-separation pills and even high-grade ones, who could say no more? The better the preparation, the higher his chances of advancing successfully. Even if he didn't use them, bringing them to Cloud Concealment Sect would suffice.

He didn’t have to pay any price for these gifts; it was like a pie falling from the sky. How could Lin Xuan not be delighted?

The middle-aged man had already sent out a sound transmission talisman. Although Lin Xuan was the nominal controller of Immortal Cloud Sect, he never got involved in worldly affairs. The three Ancient Devils were responsible for managing the sect.

Not long after, footsteps entered their ears. An Incubus came forward and left after presenting a storage bag to his seniors.

"Uncle Senior, this is what you asked for. Please check if anything is missing."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded, lifting his right hand, and the storage bag was absorbed into his palm. With a mental probe, he confirmed that there were ten types of materials, all present.

"With these treasures, my chances of entering the spirit-separation stage will increase significantly."

Lin Xuan’s expression showed genuine excitement; no need to hide or exaggerate as he truly felt happy at this moment.

"Then let me congratulate Uncle Senior on your advancement. With you, our Holy Realm can add another powerful spirit-separation cultivator."

The fat Ancient Devil's voice entered their ears. Indeed, he was quite good at flattering.

"If that day ever comes, you will be invaluable. I won’t forget your contributions. But it’s not easy; I still need a superior spirit vein to break through the bottleneck."

"Superior spirit veins?"

The three devils were momentarily stunned before realizing what Lin Xuan meant. The middle-aged man sighed: "Uncle Senior is right. While our sect's spirit veins are sufficient for cultivation, breaking through the bottleneck and entering the spirit-separation stage requires more than just spirit veins; it’s slightly lacking in some aspects."

"Exactly. Therefore, I ask you to think about any nearby superior spirit veins that can allow me to retreat and break through the bottleneck," Lin Xuan said with hope.

"..."

The three devils frowned. This was indeed a difficult problem. Superior spirit veins existed in Heavenly Crane Province, even suitable for breaking through the spirit-separation stage bottleneck, but they were all controlled by major forces.

Uncle Senior couldn’t just use them whenever he wanted; he would have to join those major forces.

This was something the three devils absolutely wouldn't agree to.

Lin Xuan knew this too. This method was theoretically possible but impractical in reality. How could a random sect or family provide him with spirit veins? There were no such things in the world unless they trusted him, which required time and effort.

Lin Xuan didn’t have the luxury of wasting time. When he joined Immortal Cloud Sect as a Senior Elder, it was due to its small size and precarious state, where his life-saving services earned him trust easily.

Joining major sects was too complicated, so Lin Xuan had chosen Immortal Cloud Sect back then. He wouldn’t have done that if he wanted things easier now.

However, this method couldn't be used; some things needed to be considered comprehensively.

The three devils were truly in a dilemma. Superior spirit veins couldn’t be unowned as they were all controlled by major forces. Uncle Senior had indeed posed a difficult problem.

Lin Xuan didn’t urge them and waited quietly for their thoughts.

After about a cup of tea, the woman in the robes suddenly became animated.

"Magic Rhombus, did you think of something?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but ask; her expression clearly indicated she had found something.

"This..." The woman hesitated slightly.

"Why, Third Sister? Is there any hesitation? Speak freely. Even if it’s not appropriate, we can discuss it together," the middle-aged man said.
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Li Linchen and Gu Sinan were well aware that Tai Fei was the reason behind this. The words she had heard from Gu Sinan should have also been told to the emperor.

After Li Bo finished his tale, which seemed heart-stirring to an outsider, it felt like a story that could tear apart Ice Ru's heart in Ice Ru's eyes.

Her throat tightened, and her voice became hoarse. The tears she had forced back were rising again, causing her vision to blur once more.

Ba Tingxuan, with his family's permission, was even happier. He drove off in his car towards Ice Ru's home.

On one hand, the number of black mambas was enormous; on the other, their venom was highly toxic. For those possessing element power, such toxins would double in potency and could be dissolved or enhanced by encountering element power.

However, no matter what, Zhi Bin still disagreed with Mo Gu and Ice Ru being together from his heart.

"Master, tell me how to do it, I want to try if I can wake him up," Dan Ling bravely requested of Feifei.

"Since your life is connected to Poppy's, I don't care if you die. But you will endanger Poppy and I cannot sit idly by," said West Gate Young Master, his smile fading as he sounded cold and stern.

Cang Jinyan spoke softly, patiently trying to persuade her. Mu SuSu originally just wanted to tease Cang Jinyan, but seeing that she had gotten what she wanted, she slowly began eating.

Liking, confessing, being together, getting married, and living happily ever after—these were merely Xia Xi's one-sided thoughts. She was afraid that Duke Xiahou would fall in love with someone else, leaving her to watch his happiness from afar.

The Great Hero Temple was bathed in light, exuding a peaceful aura. The giant Buddha statue stood at the center, as if it could see through all worldly matters.

However, there was an even simpler way to find Gen卦: where the qi was weakest, that was where Gen卦 was located.

The golden token in the侠客's hand was given by Yuan Tianyang for the 侠客 to freely move around the palace.

Su Yunliang did not understand animal language and never expected such a furious roar from an animal to contain so much information.

Tao Zi Huo turned back, looking at his large cauldron. That cauldron was the dean of Spring Summer Academy, his grandfather, crafted with countless treasures.

This morning, German artillery had already reached their temporary defensive line. This meant that the French sniper positions were mostly overrun, and the Germans would soon be charging towards the British lines.

It turned out that both Lei Zhenzi and Giant Spirit God were equally formidable, following the mysterious ancient monsters and He Tu dragon.

Beside Duan Xiongxin lay a burly man—Duan Xiongzhong, who had been in seclusion for years. He thought that even if he couldn't defeat his enemies after coming out of seclusion, at least he could push them back. But who would have expected to be defeated?

The three of them were engaged in combat for over a dozen moves, but Li Huju was not at a disadvantage; instead, he seemed to handle the situation effortlessly. At this moment, the disciples from Jiezhen Tang began to worry about their fellow Brother White Sand.

"Stop, Shi Tu Qianchen!" Ling Jian Tong ran up and pushed Shi Tu Qianchen away.

Lieli Tong secretly regretted not sitting next to Liu Shuang. Just a moment of shyness led her to sit behind Liu Shuang, only for someone else to take the seat. The pressure from Liu Shuang was too great, making her naturally want to distance herself from him.
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Indeed, the Immortal Cloud Sect, though also passed down from ancient times, had always been a small sect. Over these years, there had never appeared any great cultivators.

Although Lin Xuan's entry into the sect was somewhat peculiar and circuitous, if he could successfully advance his cultivation stage, the prosperity of the sect would no longer be just a dream; it would have real hope.

"Very well. Master Brother Mi has spoken wisely. Now that we are at a loss regarding the spirit vein, there's no need to worry about what Master Uncle says. Even if he is mistaken, we can still discuss it together," Lin Xuan's voice entered their ears, carrying a hint of gentleness and encouragement.

"Very well, then, let this junior speak frankly. I have indeed thought of one place: the Spirit Source Valley in the far west of Heavenly Crane Province." The woman in the palace attire slowly spoke up.

"Spirit Source Valley?"

The fat man and middle-aged man's expressions turned agitated, while Lin Xuan looked utterly bewildered. Although he had read some ancient texts, his understanding of this world was still far inferior to that of a native ancient demon.

What exactly was the Spirit Source Valley? Lin Xuan truly didn't know why their expressions were so peculiar and what hidden secrets lay behind it.

Though puzzled inside, Lin Xuan maintained composure on the surface. He asked the three demons in detail about this place with a slight smile.

They had no reason to hide; they spilled out everything they knew as if pouring beans from a bamboo tube.

The Spirit Source Valley was located in the far west of Heavenly Crane Province, a well-known area there... how should one describe it? It was indeed very dangerous, but calling it a forbidden place might be somewhat inappropriate.

In short, while the Spirit Source Valley was named a valley, its vastness was hard to express. Mountains stretched endlessly, winding and rising in undulating formations, covering an estimated million miles or more.

The terrain here was peculiar as well.

While the outer regions of the Spirit Source Valley were not much different from other areas in the demon realm, deep within the valley, things changed every thirty years.

Indeed, it was a change!

For example, a mountain that had been devoid of spirit energy and sparse vegetation suddenly seemed to undergo magic. Abundant spirit energy would pour out from underground... if one released their divine sense for detection, they would find that previously uncharted areas now contained spirit veins.

Empty patches on the mountains would sprout rare plants.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan was truly alarmed. He considered himself well-traveled, but such a strange phenomenon had never been heard of before.

Was he mistaken? Could places without spirit veins suddenly grow spirit veins in an instant? If not for knowing these three were not lying and speaking with certainty, Lin Xuan would doubt that they were just making it up.

Lin Xuan could only sigh at the vastness of the world, where there was no such thing as impossibility. Even though he was a powerful cultivator, there were still many things in this world that he couldn't understand.

He hurriedly asked about the quality of the spirit veins appearing there.

The result made him look pleased.

There were strong and weak ones!

Some of these suddenly appearing spirit veins were worthless garbage, not worth mentioning. The plants that appeared with them weren't particularly rare either.

However, some were truly remarkable. They could even help a Shen Transformation cultivator break through their bottleneck. There were rumors that someone had encountered an exceptionally good spirit vein, so rich in essence energy that it could support the Great Ancestor's cultivation.

Of course, whether these rumors were true or not was unverifiable.

Some believed them; others thought they were just baseless talk.

But there was no doubt that some of these spirit veins would be suitable for Lin Xuan to break through his bottleneck.

This point could not be doubted!

Hearing this, Lin Xuan felt very happy.

As long as nothing went wrong, he believed he could enter the Shen Transformation stage.

However, at that moment, the woman in the palace attire's voice came again: "But, Master Uncle, you mustn't be careless. Each time a spirit vein appears, there are always many heavenly treasures and earthly rarities. So during this period, there would be a large number of cultivators rushing into the Spirit Source Valley."

"Indeed, heavenly treasures and earthly rarities belong to those who can seize them. The entire Spirit Source Valley will be filled with bloodshed," the fat demon's voice also entered his ears, carrying a hint of worry: "If Master Uncle goes in to seek treasure, given your strength, we three disciples won't worry. However, you are seeking to break through your bottleneck..."

Lin Xuan fell silent upon hearing this.

Indeed, breaking through the bottleneck was incredibly difficult and could not be affected by external disturbances. Even a slight influence from outside could ruin all his efforts, possibly leading him into a demonic state. The dangers were hard to describe in words.

Thus, cultivators usually chose to break through their bottlenecks at the main sect headquarters where they would receive protection from the sect. If one was an important figure within the sect and the breakthrough was of great significance, the sect might even seal off the main hall during that time, activating protective arrays...

Even for wandering cultivators without a powerful tree to lean on, there were two choices: either find a remote place where no one would disturb them or invite three or five close friends... naturally, not ordinary friends but lifelong comrades who could protect him.

However, these people had to be fully trusted. After all, asking for their protection meant entrusting your life to them.

If Lin Xuan were to retreat and break through his bottleneck at the main sect headquarters of Immortal Cloud Sect, the sect would surely do its utmost to provide the most stringent protection. However, in the Spirit Source Valley, such protection was out of reach.

Killing for treasure was normal for cultivators, let alone ancient demons. Closing oneself off to break through meant having no chance to defend oneself. At this moment, if Lin Xuan's chosen spirit vein place were discovered, it would be like a juicy morsel in front of a hungry wolf. Unless the wolf had lost its mind, there was no reason not to take a bite.

The danger was obvious.

But they couldn't think of any other good places for spirit veins besides this valley.

"Master Uncle, why don't we three accompany you into the valley and protect you? What do you think?" After some thought, the middle-aged man spoke up. He knew that taking such a risk was necessary; otherwise, there were no better choices.

"I appreciate your kindness, but there's no need to worry. Even during the bottleneck-breaking process, I have means to ensure my safety. So, don't worry," Lin Xuan replied.
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"Senior uncle said we don't need to accompany you into the valley?"

The middle-aged demon's face showed a hint of surprise. After all, they had volunteered themselves, which was quite risky. There was no reason for Lin Xuan to refuse them.

Why not?

His doubts were still there. If Lin Senior Uncle claimed he had self-defense methods, Lin Xuan would be highly skeptical. Indeed, Lin Senior Uncle's powers were formidable and far surpassed those of peers by a wide margin.

But what difference did that make? Breaking through the bottleneck was different from ordinary combat; all his mental focus and spiritual energy would sink into his dantian at that time.

He chuckled, saying, "Indeed, you can stay within the sect. You don't need to accompany me into the valley. Just tell me the location of Spirit Source Valley."

"But..."

"Senior uncle, think about it again. With no guards around, if someone were to intrude during a critical moment..."

"The good intentions of your group are clear in my heart," Lin Xuan said. "But frankly, even if there is an external enemy, can you really handle it?"

Lin Xuan's words left the three demons silent. The situation was exactly as he described.

After a while, the woman in court attire spoke up: "How do you know that our abilities are insufficient to deal with any threats?"

Molei was genuinely curious. Lin Xuan hadn't even heard of Spirit Source Valley, yet he judged their strength to be inadequate for self-defense within the valley.

"From the spirit veins and materials involved, it can be inferred that the圣地 beings entering this valley will likely be from a certain realm," Lin Xuan said coolly. "There's nothing strange about that."

The three demons were impressed by Lin Senior Uncle's keen mind. He wasn't just a brute; his thoughts were meticulous.

"But we can still guard you during the bottleneck period!" Molei insisted. "We can handle it, even if we're only at the Separation Realm stage."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh. He knew their intentions were good, but it was unnecessary.

He wouldn't use common sense to judge others. While other cultivators might lack strength when facing tribulation or bottlenecks, he didn't fall into that category.

Lin Xuan had multiple methods to ensure his safety. Three Separation Realm beings guarding him would be overkill.

Moreover, as a human cultivator, he couldn't fully trust three ancient demons.

In any case, Lin Xuan thought it unnecessary.

---

However, the saying went, "One doesn't hit someone with a smiling face." It wasn't easy to refuse such good intentions. After much discussion, they finally convinced the three demons not to accompany him into the valley.

"Since Senior uncle insists on this, I can only follow your instructions," one of the fat demons said. "I hope you take care and don't be careless."

Lin Xuan sighed as he heard these words. "Yes, I have a clear understanding. You needn't worry. However, there are still some details about Spirit Source Valley that I want to clarify."

"Senior uncle, please ask," the three demons said in unison. "We will speak freely and without reservation if we know."

"How long until the next anomaly? How long does each anomaly last?"

These were crucial details Lin Xuan had to verify. They would significantly impact his chances of advancing to the Separation Realm.

"There are two years left before the next anomaly, and each lasts about half a year," Molei said honestly. She knew everything about Spirit Source Valley because she was the only one who had visited it once.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead in thought. While the duration varied based on individual circumstances, there was a clear threshold. It wouldn't take more than two months at most. Half a year was certainly enough.

Afterward, Lin Xuan asked about Spirit Source Valley's details with great detail. He wanted to be fully prepared for this journey.

Time passed as the sun set behind the mountains. With ample time, Lin Xuan didn't rush his departure. He rested within the sect overnight before leaving in a flash of light the next morning.

Meanwhile, news spread throughout the Cloudy Immortal Sect that Senior Uncle Lin Xuan was closing himself off to practice an extremely powerful secret technique. This power was formidable, but he needed complete solitude during training. His cave was declared a no-go zone for several miles around.

The disciples were thrilled by this news. Fifty years ago, he had single-handedly defeated over ten peers and now planned to train in a powerful technique again. How strong would he become?

Everyone was eagerly waiting.

Only the three main demons knew that Lin Xuan had already left. No one else suspected it.

Lin Xuan flew another dozen miles before slowing down and stopping. He then took out his magic boat, using its speed instead of his own to travel.

The location of Spirit Source Valley was in the far west of Heaven Crane State, many miles away. Using his own speed would be too exhausting. Why do such a foolish thing?

In two years, there would still be time for the anomaly. Lin Xuan had planned ahead.

Firstly, the distance was considerable, and early departure meant more time to prepare without rushing.

Secondly, he was at the peak of the Separation Realm. He needed no further cultivation; it would only strain his body. Instead, he preferred to start his journey now, using two years to reach Spirit Source Valley. The trip itself could be a form of exploration.

Leyun County was one of the major counties in Heaven Crane State.

However, this "majority" referred to its vast area. In terms of resources and cultivation power, Leyun County lagged far behind other prefectures.

Located in the far west, it was remote with few spirit veins or magic veins, low-quality ones at that. The number of heavenly treasures and earthly rarities produced here was minimal.

There were only a dozen or so sects and families, all minor groups. Few other demons from other prefectures ventured here regularly.

However, in recent months, this situation had changed dramatically. Many demon cultivators flooded into the area, coming not just from other counties within Heaven Crane State but also from distant states.

Leyun County was suddenly seen as a hot commodity, much to its sects' and families' indifference.

Because such events repeated every thirty years, these sudden attentions by demons were for a reason—to gain significant benefits. Leyun County's vast area meant that Spirit Source Valley occupied about one-fifth of it, stretching over millions of miles. It wasn't truly a valley but a mountain range with no end in sight. The demon cultivators' targets lay here.

Outside the outer part of Spirit Source Valley, Leyun County was much the same—thin magic veins and sparse vegetation, let alone heavenly treasures or earthly rarities.

The inner part was better, but not by much. Some monsters were weak, and few demons came here regularly.

However, during anomalies, everything changed. The barren land turned into a风水宝地. This attracted many cultivators to flood in.

But the dangers were equally significant. Not only did the demons rush in, but the abundance of treasures also led to fierce competition. Foraging for various heavenly and earthly rarities inevitably sparked bloodshed. As the saying went, "Man for wealth, bird for food."

Moreover, Spirit Source Valley itself was perilous.

Normally, even low-level monsters from within the valley posed no threat. A single Separation Realm being could enter without hesitation.

But during anomalies, various monsters of all levels appeared with the emergence of powerful treasures and spirit veins. Occasionally, even Separation Realm beings might appear...

(To be continued)
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Thundercloud County is located in the far western part of Heavenly Crane Province. The Lingyuan Valley, which occupies nearly one-fifth of the province's area, lies to the west of the county seat.

In the vicinity of Lingyuan Valley, there stands a small city known as Demon Wind City, controlled by a minor family surnamed Xie.

At this moment, Lin Xuan was sitting in the largest winehouse of Demon Wind City, enjoying exquisite delicacies while sinking his divine consciousness into an jade cylinder in his hand.

Inside were detailed introductions about Lingyuan Valley. The news that powerful魔兽would appear after the anomaly had originated from these jade cylinders.

These materials were compiled by the Xie family. As the saying goes, proximity brings advantage; although the Xie family was insignificant and merely a small clan, their cultivators lacked the胆量to enter Lingyuan Valley during the anomaly, yet they remained the local powerhouses with countless years of experience. Thus, their understanding of the valley was unparalleled.

Whenever there was an anomaly in Lingyuan Valley, it was indeed a golden opportunity for external魔修 to make a fortune; but the same could be said for the Xie family.

Despite their weak strength, they dared not enter the valley during the anomaly, yet they sold jade cylinders containing accumulated data from thousands of years. Each cylinder cost one hundred demon stones—a highly profitable business.

The魔修 in the city were not hesitant to spend those few hundred demon stones to obtain such valuable information.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan had finished his meal and left the winehouse.

In three days, the anomaly in Lingyuan Valley would begin, with many cultivators entering the valley. Most of them were at lower stages like condensation core or foundation establishment. The saying "the early bird catches the worm" was well known.

However, according to Lin Xuan's intelligence, entering the valley first might not necessarily secure an advantage; in fact, it could bring more dangers.

The exact reasons for this remained unclear, as some information required personal experience to collect.

Lin Xuan was not in a hurry. His purpose here was not to seek treasures but to find a place with abundant spiritual energy to break through his bottleneck. The anomaly would last half a year, giving him ample time.

For the next three days, Lin Xuan stayed in this small city near Lingyuan Valley, resting and recuperating—eating, sleeping, and relaxing...

Of course, he secretly kept an eye on the ancient demons gathered here. This small city had become a gathering place for魔修 heading to Lingyuan Valley.

The number was substantial; roughly five or six thousand. However, this only accounted for surface-level figures. Many more demon cultivators chose not to settle here but found temporary hiding spots nearby. For cultivators, wind and rain were nothing compared to the arduous path of cultivation.

Most of the魔修 in the city were at lower stages; a few daoist realms like Profound Profound and Essence Formation could be seen, but more were at Condensation Core or even higher. Legendary creatures from the分裂神 stage were nowhere to be found. Nevertheless, Lin Xuan did not relax his vigilance. According to his intelligence, there had always been分神级别的魔修 involved in past anomalies, though their numbers varied.

How would this time be different?

Lin Xuan was uncertain but remained vigilant. He came here for a breakthrough and hoped to avoid conflicts with those old monsters. His goal was simply to advance smoothly.

However, life is filled with disappointments; whether everything went as planned was still unknown. The future remained uncertain...

...

On a nameless mountain about a hundred miles from the entrance of Lingyuan Valley, a pair of demon cultivators stood side by side on the peak.

The man wore black robes and had an erudite appearance, around thirty years old. The woman's attire was extremely alluring, with striking beauty and a captivating allure.

Both their expressions were calm, exuding only faint pressure. However, that unassuming spiritual pressure left one speechless upon sensing it.

One cannot judge by appearances; the sea is not measured in buckets. This seemingly inconspicuous pair of demons were actually at the 分神 stage.

Especially the man, a terrifying existence at mid 分神.

...

"Brother, why did Heavenly Essence Ancestor send us to Lingyuan Valley just to find Dragon Flame Grass? Isn't this overkill? Some daoist realms could handle such matters," the woman's voice carried a hint of enticing allure.

"If it were ordinary circumstances, some daoist realm demons would suffice. However, things are different now. According to intelligence, there will always be分神级别的 beings involved in each anomaly. Ensuring we find Dragon Flame Grass is necessary."

"Hmm, Brother has a point. But what exactly is this Dragon Flame Grass that even the Ancestor finds so interesting?" The woman asked curiously.

"I don't know either, but just follow orders and rest assured that the Ancestor will not fail us once we find it," the man said enthusiastically.

Heavenly Essence might not be a true demon始祖, but most saints are unattainable. Gaining his guidance would bring unimaginable benefits!

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of this. The three days passed quickly. One morning, Lin Xuan was meditating on a cushion when a loud rumbling sound reached his ears.

His expression changed as he lifted his head and released his divine consciousness.

After about half an hour, he slowly opened his eyes and chuckled: "Sure enough, the anomaly in Lingyuan Valley has truly begun at this moment."

At the city walls of Demon Wind City, dazzling light was seen. Many eager demon cultivators had rushed to Lingyuan Valley, believing that arriving first would increase their chances of finding rare treasures.

However, Lin Xuan did not rush; with so many mixed elements around, he saw no need to waste time. He decided to wait for a more favorable opportunity.
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A few hours passed before Lin Xuan finally left his rented house and transformed into a streak of shocking light, heading towards the Spirit Source Valley.

The journey was indeed much quieter. At this time, most people had already entered the valley, but Lin Xuan still released his divine sense; after all, he didn’t know how many ancient demons of high rank had flooded in here, so he couldn’t be too careless.

In short, being cautious was always a good idea.

After about an incense stick’s worth of time flying, Lin Xuan was close to the Spirit Source Valley. Suddenly, the sound of a fight reached his ears, but his expression didn't change at all. This place had gathered various forces; naturally, the valley was filled with blood and gore even before he entered it. Even outside, if enemies happened to meet on a narrow path, it wouldn’t be out of the ordinary.

Lin Xuan wasn’t planning to get involved in other people’s affairs, nor did he take any detours. He simply flew past from the side.

With his evasion techniques, Lin Xuan was much stronger than those at the same level and had mastered the Divine Eye of the Heavenly Phoenix, which could see through disguises and illusions. Thus, he could easily tell that this wasn’t the old master Tongyu; the demon energy in his body was incredibly pure, indicating that Tongyu had become a part of the demons.

Lin Xuan sighed. He didn’t know what happened to Tongyu on his path to cultivation, but it was clear that he hadn't chosen to cross the heavenly tribulation and instead ascended to the demon realm. The demon energy permeated him, and he succeeded in transforming from an ordinary human cultivator into a demon.

Lin Xuan felt like he was waking up from a dream. Everything seemed too unreal. A thunderous explosion echoed in his ears as Tongyu spat out a mouthful of blood, flying several dozen feet before crashing into the mountain wall with great force.

The stone fragments fell down, and the part of the rock that Tongyu hit turned to dust, showing how powerful this attack was. Despite the toughness of cultivator bodies and their protective membranes, Tongyu still bled from his mouth after such a heavy blow.

The two-headed four-armed ancient demon didn’t let up either. His body exuded an aura of anger as he waved his hands, causing the sword, ring, and token to disappear and be replaced by four hammer-like treasures in his palms.

"Old guy, you can go die."

The ancient demon roared, raining down hammer strikes like raindrops. The sound of thundering impacts continued non-stop. In just a breath’s worth of time, a mountain was flattened into a vast pit.

A sharp whistling sound reached Lin Xuan's ears as Tongyu appeared with a pale face after enduring this round of attacks. Although he hadn’t fallen, his situation wasn’t good at all.

"Still not willing to surrender? Persisting will only make you suffer more. It’s time for you to choose wisely..."

Tongyu’s arrogant voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. His strength was indeed much greater than those at the same level; otherwise, Tongyu wouldn't have been beaten so badly.

"Enough talk."

Even though he knew he couldn’t win, a cultivator like Lin Xuan had no reason to surrender. He would rather die and make this guy bleed profusely. With a roar, Tongyu struck his head and chest, expelling a bead the size of a dragon’s eye from his body.

"Hmph, it seems you’re refusing my offer of wine and want to drink the punishment instead."

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms sneered as he clapped his hands in front of his chest. The hammer-like treasure was thrown up into the air, enveloped by demon light, floating beside him. Spell after spell was cast.

"Enjoy!"

Tongyu pointed a finger forward, and the bead emitted a thick black beam from its surface. After a flash, it turned into a blue glow. Following this, the blue glow flickered, revealing countless thin blades like butterfly wings.

These demon blades were peculiar in shape, resembling crescent moon knives, and quickly transformed into hundreds of them. The scene was truly impressive.

However, the ancient demon with two heads and four arms showed no fear: "Is that your last resort? Not bad, but let’s see how my divine power compares."

Before he could finish speaking, a strange laughter echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the demon image before him vanished and reappeared. It was a massive black shadow towering over ten zhang (about 30 feet), its body enveloped by demon light, with a fierce and terrifying appearance.

"Divine form divine power!"

Tongyu exclaimed in shock, his face pale to the extreme. He had an ominous feeling but couldn’t change tactics now; he could only roar as the crescent moon-shaped blades shot forward.

Seeing this, the ancient demon with two heads and four arms brought his front hands together, mimicking the same action of the demon image. Accompanying it was a terrifying spiritual pressure that descended upon them. The demon image’s body was covered in heavy armor.

Clanging sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears as hundreds of demon blades struck with great force. However, most were blocked by the heavy armor. Even those few that broke through the defense and pierced the demon image only caused minor damage. Soon, the demon energy surged, quickly restoring the image to its original state.

In short, Tongyu’s last resort had completely failed.

A powerful cultivator might not consider this ancient demon with two heads and four arms significant in front of high-level existences, but compared to those at the same level, it was too formidable.

Despair flashed across Tongyu's face as he suddenly raised his hand, recognizing several talismans. He transformed into a streak of shocking light, trying to escape.

The plan was good, but unfortunately, it didn’t work. The demon image struck out with a palm strike, creating a powerful demon wind that shattered the talisman’s attack. It continued its assault, grabbing at Tongyu directly.

This outcome wasn't what Lin Xuan had anticipated, and he couldn’t dodge in time. He was about to be grabbed by the demon image.

Damn it!

Tongyu gritted his teeth; at this point, he seemed to have no other choice but to abandon his physical body. If his essence could escape after the soul left, there might still be a chance of survival. Of course, this was only a last resort, as who would willingly sacrifice their physical body?

However, just then, a green light appeared without any warning and struck the demon image with great force. The shadow that had been unaffected by hundreds of demon blades before now seemed like paper mache, rapidly dissolving into nothingness.

This sudden change left both fighters stunned.

Tongyu was overjoyed as he saw this; after all, it was a miraculous turn of events. However, the ancient demon with two heads and four arms was both shocked and angry but dared not react. The Spirit Source Valley was full of hidden talents; could this be done by a Core Formation Period old monster?

His expression became more serious as he released his divine sense, but to no avail. A mere Separation from Union level existence couldn’t penetrate Lin Xuan's concealment techniques.
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"Who is the senior who intervened? Could it be that I have offended you in some way? Might I ask if you would deign to reveal yourself?"

The ancient demon with two heads and four arms spoke with a calm, unbothered tone. Lin Xuan's expression showed a hint of surprise.

His opponent's reaction was more composed than he had anticipated. It was clear that this was a confident and arrogant individual.

Unfortunately for him, his arrogance and confidence were based on nothing but empty boasts.

Even by the standard of late-stage Separation Realm, he was undoubtedly a formidable power. Even facing an expert at the later stage of Separation Realm, he could still hold his own in battle. But what did that matter?

In his eyes, they were mere ants.

Since the opponent had issued a challenge, Lin Xuan would reveal himself. A faint green light flashed as Lin Xuan appeared about ten meters to their left. He wore a faint smile on his face, as if the intense struggle he had just witnessed was nothing more than child's play.

Not only did the ancient demon with two heads and four arms show surprise, but even Tongyu Zhenren turned his head to look at Lin Xuan. His eyes widened in shock, as if he never imagined that one day he would meet his master again in the demon realm. Tongyu Zhenren felt the same way; it was like a dream.

Past memories slowly unfolded, yet a thousand years had passed since then. The two masters and disciples were deeply moved by this moment.

On the other side, the ancient demon with two heads and four arms was stunned. He could easily break through his own demonic figure, so he already guessed that Lin Xuan was a high-ranking powerhouse. However, he never expected it to be at such an advanced level.

Facing a mere Separation Realm ancient demon, there was no need for Lin Xuan to hide his strength. His essence energy, incredibly powerful, flowed through his meridians with each breath, emitting a formidable aura.

"Senior is a late-stage Profound Realm powerhouse!"

The ancient demon's dry voice echoed in his ears.

"Hmph, your divine sense isn't bad. You managed to discern my realm; that should be enough for you. At least now you won't be a foolish ghost in the netherworld."

"Senior, please wait. My master is—"

Seeing Lin Xuan's displeased expression, the ancient demon quickly tried to bring up his background. However, Lin Xuan paid him no heed.

"I don't care who you are; since you've fallen into my hands, your misfortune is sealed."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he raised his right hand and slashed at the ancient demon with a spatial distortion. A green beam of light appeared out of nowhere, slicing through the air with a loud crack.

The ancient demon's face turned pale as he frantically waved both hands to summon shields, cloaks, and other defensive treasures. However, they were all useless against the blade of light, which easily cut them down.

"Ahh!"

A bloodied scream echoed in his ears. The ancient demon was too slow to escape; he was sliced in half by the beam of light.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's strike was precise and powerful enough that even his元婴 didn't have time to flee before it was destroyed.

Tongyu Zhenren's expression became more complex. Although Lin Xuan had been much stronger than him during their last meeting, a thousand years later, he had encountered many opportunities for cultivation. He never expected the gap between them to widen so significantly upon their next encounter...

As his master, Lin Xuan was repeatedly saving him, which was both a blessing and a curse.

Thoughts raced through Tongyu Zhenren's mind, but he still had to face reality. With a sigh, he bowed to Lin Xuan: "Thank you for your assistance."

Although it was true that he saved him, the words felt strange in Lin Xuan's ears. He scratched his nose and said, "Master doesn't need to be so formal. Although we met by chance, my current strength is better than yours. But regardless, a day as a teacher is forever as a father. You saying this will hurt your disciple."

Tongyu Zhenren was speechless. In Penglai Mountain last time, Lin Xuan had been much more courteous. Why was he so polite now...

But he didn't dwell on it too long. Regardless of the situation, being able to meet with Lin Xuan twice in such a difficult situation was his good fortune. As they say, surviving a great calamity brings good luck; perhaps this trip to Lingyuan Valley would indeed help him find what he needed.

Before Tongyu Zhenren could finish his thoughts, Lin Xuan's voice rang out: "Master came here for something specific?"

Lin Xuan didn't care about Tongyu Zhenren's current demonic identity. Everyone had their choices; whether one chose to become a cultivator or a demon was ultimately all about pursuing immortality. There was no blame in that.

"I came to the Lingyuan Valley specifically to find ordinary herbs..."

"Oh, what do you need? Master can speak freely. Although I'm not wealthy, I should be able to provide something at Separation Realm level."

Lin Xuan's words were clear and straightforward. Even though Tongyu Zhenren hadn't taught him much during their time in Youfu, the Lingyushan had given them a place to stay. A cultivator should repay even a small kindness with great gratitude. Moreover, there was indeed a master-disciple bond between them.

"Um..."

Tongyu Zhenren showed some hesitation but quickly laughed it off. Why hold onto his pride? He knew the dangers of this journey from the start; if not for meeting Lin Xuan again, he would already have perished at the hands of his enemies.

Even before entering the valley, they were surrounded by danger. Whether or not they could find the herbs was uncertain.

With that in mind, he put aside his reservations and said with a calm expression: "Since you are being generous, Tongyu will be frank."

Although Lin Xuan still called him master, in the world of cultivation, strength reigned supreme. He needed to position himself clearly. As clever as Tongyu Zhenren was, he wouldn't act like an old man.

"I came here specifically because I've hit a wall in my cultivation and want to find ordinary treasures."

"Oh, which ones? Master can speak freely; I won't be stingy," Lin Xuan said openly.

"Fenxie leaf, Aloe vera, water buffalo horn, and red peony..."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. These herbs were indeed rare but existed in both the demon realm and the spirit realm. He had been worried that Tongyu Zhenren needed something unique to the demon realm, which would be beyond his help.

With no hesitation, Lin Xuan reached out and gathered all these ordinary spiritual grasses, handing them over to Tongyu Zhenren.
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The precious treasures he had been searching for were right in front of him. True Scripture of True Quan, his heart was filled with joy, but a hint of hesitation lingered on his face. As the saying goes, one should not accept unearned benefits. Although Lin Xuan and True Scripture of True Quan were still nominally teacher and student, their statuses had changed significantly. Their identities, positions, and power levels differed greatly.

Even if he considered past favors, Lin Xuan's two lives saved by True Scripture of True Quan were enough to repay him. To take out so many treasures now would be too much for him to bear from any angle.

Lin Xuan was a seasoned veteran; how could he not understand the concerns of True Scripture of True Quan? He smiled and said, "Teacher, there's no need to be courteous. Besides, you showed Lin Xiao much kindness on Spirit Medicine Mountain in the past. Meeting here now proves we have a deep connection. To be honest, I am currently at the peak of Profound Void stage. These materials and treasures are not extraordinary for me anymore, so please don't hesitate."

"Thank you very much, Senior."

True Scripture of True Quan bowed with gratitude on his face. Lin Xuan's words had reached this point; if he didn’t take them now, it would be too pretentious.

He waved his sleeves and a red light shot out, wrapping the materials in it. The rich scent of herbs filled the air, making one feel refreshed. Lin Xuan’s collected spirit herbs were indeed top-notch.

"Where are you from?" True Scripture of True Quan asked.

"I just came from Spirit Source Valley," Lin Xuan replied.

True Scripture of True Quan nodded and said, "You’ve arrived at the entrance of Spirit Source Valley after a half-hour journey. It looks no different from an ordinary valley entrance."

The entrance was exceptionally wide, accommodating thousands of cultivators without issue. There were five such entrances in total, but they were insignificant compared to the vast area of the valley. Even if tens of thousands of demons entered, it would still be just a drop in the ocean.

Inside, however, the air was filled with blood and gore. Lin Xuan had deliberately delayed by half a day, so he didn’t see any other demons nearby. He stayed there for a few breaths before entering the valley as a streak of light.

The demonic energy inside remained thin. The Spirit Source Valley was divided into outer and inner valleys; the anomalies and treasures were only in the inner valley, while the outer valley remained unchanged from usual times. Demons aimed at the inner valley, but that didn’t mean the outer valley was peaceful. There were still significant dangers lurking here.

Most of the ancient demons had mixed motives—some sought treasures, while a few intended to make money. The dangerous beasts in the inner valley made them opt for the outer valley instead. They waited and ambushed weaker cultivators, killing and robbing them.

With so many targets, their success rate was high. Some ancient demons became rich overnight, but others met with misfortune, mistaking hidden power for weaklings and losing their lives.

Lin Xuan encountered a few mindless demons upon entering the inner valley. His Mo Yue Tian Wu Jue’s ability to return to its original simplicity made his concealment easy, as did his habit of concealing his true strength. The demons met their end easily.

However, these encounters were annoying. After encountering a fourth group of mindless demons, Lin Xuan grew impatient and decided not to kill them with a casual sword strike.

Instead, he captured one alive and used soul-searching techniques.

"Ah, I see."

After half a cup of tea, Lin Xuan’s left hand moved slightly, and flames burst forth. The unfortunate demon was instantly reduced to ashes.

Lin Xuan’s face showed contemplation as he finally understood the situation. His concealment had turned him into a target for those with ill intentions.

He couldn’t help but laugh bitterly. With this understanding, he wouldn’t make such mistakes again. Although these demons didn’t deplete his power significantly, they were like annoying flies—too bothersome.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and allowed his cultivation energy to flow freely in his meridians. The terrifying spiritual pressure no longer lingered; it was now palpable around him.

The journey ahead was uneventful as most demons inside the valley were low-level. Only one or two were of the Spirit Formation stage, making them akin to elusive ancient monsters. Lin Xuan was already at his peak.

Killing and robbing would require careful target selection—provoking a peak Profound Void existence was foolish. Thus, Lin Xuan’s journey continued smoothly for three days until he finally entered the inner valley.

He gazed at the towering peaks before him, his hand resting on his forehead in thought. Intelligence suggested that the location of the Spirit Pulse was random and varied each time. Finding a suitable place to cultivate relied heavily on luck.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense, covering thousands of miles effortlessly. However, the farther away he sensed, the more vague it became. Within five thousand li, if there were a Spirit Pulse, Lin Xuan could not only detect its presence but also judge its quality. Beyond that distance, while he could tell there was good energy, estimating the Spirit Pulse’s quality was impossible.

To find the Spirit Pulse quickly, he needed to continuously extend his divine sense. Since it was random, he didn’t need to worry about which path to take and simply chose a direction to fly in.

After half an hour of flying, Lin Xuan suddenly slowed down, stopping before him. It wasn’t because he had found a Spirit Pulse; instead, the body of an ancient demon lay across his path.

The demon was tall, measuring over ten feet, with black skin and well-developed muscles. Although its specific abilities were unclear, its physical strength far surpassed ordinary beasts.

However, it had been cleanly cut in half by some weapon, blood staining the ground. Lin Xuan’s experience in combat told him that it must have been sliced like tofu.

From the remaining demon energy in its veins, he could deduce that this wasn’t a weakling but an ancient demon of mid-Profound Void stage.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply. There were no signs of struggle nearby, except for a piece of demonic weaponry scattered at the demon’s feet, still retaining its essence but cut into two pieces.

The evidence suggested that if his hypothesis was correct, this demon had been killed in one blow.

Lin Xuan was surprised. The demon’s strength and resilience indicated it wasn’t an easy target. It would be challenging to kill such a foe with a single strike.

Was it a Spirit Formation stage ancient monster?

Lin Xuan bit his lip. He hoped he hadn’t been so unlucky. Entering the inner valley, he had no clue where the Spirit Pulse was, yet he encountered a Spirit Formation stage existence right away?

He wasn’t afraid but saw no point in unnecessary conflict!

However, Lin Xuan didn’t dare act rashly. A vague feeling told him that someone was secretly watching him.

Extending his divine sense yielded nothing.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened further. He didn’t think he had misjudged the situation; an enemy was hiding somewhere, but he couldn’t detect their whereabouts.

Frustrating!

But Lin Xuan wasn’t just any cultivator. If his divine sense failed, he still had the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Before he could use it, a silver light flashed, and a crescent-shaped light arc shot towards him.

There were no signs of warning, but Lin Xuan was already on high alert. He waved his sleeves and released several sword strikes that converged in the middle before heading towards the light blade.

Although he didn’t summon any treasures, Lin Xuan’s current strength was formidable. The newly forged Nine Palaces Moment Sword made his sword energy even more sharp. It wouldn’t be inferior to a peer’s treasure. However, this time, when it struck the light arc, only a flash of green light followed before it quickly dissipated, as if swallowed up.
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And yet, the light arc showed no sign of being affected. It continued to silently shoot towards him.

"Is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Such a result was beyond his wildest expectations. Although he had noticed that the light arc seemed peculiar, his sword qi should not be easily deflected. Logically speaking, it should have at least slowed down for a moment.

Could it...

A glint of insight flashed through the corner of his eye as Lin Xuan vaguely discerned something strange. But there was no time to dwell on this now; he stepped forward with his left foot.

The space around him rippled, and he vanished from sight.

The light arc silently traced over where he had stood, leaving no trace or sound. Then, a loud rumbling echoed in his ears as the mountain behind him was split in half.

Although cultivators could move mountains effortlessly, splitting a thousand-foot-tall peak into two halves required considerable force. This light arc, however, showed no signs of effort, yet its destructive power was astonishing...

This wasn't an ordinary five-element spell; it seemed more like a spatial rift!

But how could a spatial rift attack him? Was this possible?

As various thoughts raced through his mind, the silver light arc reappeared.

This time, it shot from behind. Lin Xuan turned his head swiftly and unleashed a burst of magical fire from his sleeves instead of sword qi.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

Was this a spatial rift? This should be settled now.

The flames grew larger as they approached the light arc, blocking its path.

In the next moment, the two collided with a resounding impact. Despite the silence, a dazzling light enveloped them. In the end, Lin Xuan's magical spear emerged victorious.

Sure enough, it was a spatial rift!

After this exchange, Lin Xuan had a clear idea of what he faced, but his expression grew more grim.

The opponent could control spatial rifts, indicating expertise in spatial techniques. A formidable foe!

Victory would be extremely difficult.

However, on the surface, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. His eyes glinted silver as he looked ahead.

Scanning with his divine sense was ineffective, but that didn't mean the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was useless.

Sure enough, a blurry figure entered his vision, though not clearly. Regardless, it had revealed its whereabouts.

"Still trying to hide?" Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in his ears: "Or... shall I bring you out?"

Before he could finish speaking, a sharp beam of light shot from his right hand.

The beam was only as thick as a thumb but moved with incredible speed and force. It wasn't an ordinary five-element spell.

"Bang!" The sound reverberated through the air as space rippled. Something had been hit. Then, an object appeared in his sight.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan stared at the creature before him, surprised to find it was not a spirit of the Sixth Stage but a魔兽—a magical bird, specifically.

It was over a meter long with sharp claws and beak, covered in black feathers.

Its appearance resembled that of a phoenix.

"This... is a Yang Zhi Bird?"

Lin Xuan was alarmed. He recalled an ancient text he had read about the Yang Zhi Birds, descendants of the phoenix, inheriting much of its celestial bloodline.

This explained why it could control spatial rifts; after all, the phoenix excelled in spatial techniques, and the Yang Zhi Bird, with its inherited phoenix blood, was no stranger to such abilities.

Fortunately, this particular Yang Zhi Bird wasn't at a high level. It was only of the Profound Stage, but for Lin Xuan, it remained a formidable opponent.

Before Lin Xuan could think further, the Yang Zhi Bird attacked first. It flicked its claws slightly, and a claw beam shot out.

However, Lin Xuan saw clearly that this wasn't a claw beam; it was a spatial rift. He wouldn't be foolish enough to intercept it directly. He sidestepped, dodging easily.

A phoenix descendant? Fine, as long as it's in beast form now, we can handle it.

Summon the little ball!

Let's see whose techniques are more powerful—yours or mine.

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan summoned the Wanhun Pagoda. A vortex appeared, and the little ball was teleported out.

"Rrrr..."

The little creature was fast asleep and showed no signs of waking up despite being called from its resting place. Lin Xuan was speechless; he had seen many lazy creatures but never one so deeply asleep.

A divine thought was sent, but it had no effect. The little ball seemed to be in a deep sleep, disconnecting itself from his divine sense.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, then his expression turned mischievous. His experience was vast; the little creature didn't seem lazy; rather, it appeared to be entering a hibernation state before an upgrade.

This was his oversight. He hadn't noticed the anomaly but, in truth, this was good—small ball's advancement would greatly benefit him. However, at this moment, things were not favorable for Lin Xuan as he now had to face the powerful opponent alone.

The Yang Zhi Bird let out a sharp cry and attacked with a giant术!

Its body suddenly grew ten times larger, from over a meter to more than ten meters.

"Giant Technique!"

With a flap of its wings, wind blades shot out. Although not spatial rifts, their power was formidable—far beyond ordinary wind blade techniques.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and the Iron Feather Flying Locust Sword appeared. Countless thin blades, thinner than cicada wings, flew towards the Yang Zhi Bird, colliding with its wind blades in a series of clinking sounds.

But the Yang Zhi Bird didn't stop there; it pounced forward. Lin Xuan leaped back as Nine Heaven Micro Steps were activated again.

Boom!

The spot where he had stood was hit by a giant bird claw, turning into powder and leaving a large crater.

How powerful!

This magical beast excelled in various techniques and seemed to have an incredibly strong physique. The power of its claws could rival those of a Profound Stage魔族's life essence treasure.

But Lin Xuan wasn't easily intimidated. With a roar, he clenched his fists and struck out at the opponent.

Space rippled as a force vortex appeared, completely enveloping the Yang Zhi Bird.
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The rumbling sound filled his ears. The force vortex was golden, emitting a powerful suction from within.

It felt like the legendary black hole.

Lin Xuan’s combat power, relying solely on his fists without using any treasure, was still formidable.

With a wave of his sleeves, a small black drum appeared in mid-air. Then, with a flick of his right hand, a Daoist technique shot out from his fingertips and landed on the drum surface. The treasure rapidly expanded.

“Dong!”

The black sound waves, soul-shattering and bone-tingling, spread at an alarming speed towards all directions. Even the Yangzhiliao bird couldn’t escape its grasp.

The叠加 effects would surely bind this demon nest even if it had true spirit bloodline temporarily.

Then Lin Xuan raised his right hand again, emitting a dragon’s roar. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword rushed up to the sky and met the wind, suddenly growing into nine swords of divine light. They then converged in the middle, making the red glow more dazzling. The nine swords disappeared, replaced by a giant sword over ten zhang long.

He slashed at the Yangzhiliao bird’s head!

Lin Xuan had no time to dally here; he didn’t have any interest in fighting this mysterious beast to death.

"Damn it!"

He waved his hands repeatedly and shot out several more Daoist techniques. With each movement, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flashed, appearing more before him.

Earlier, it only blocked part of his own treasure. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword wasn’t just nine; there were a total of eighty-one swords. He truly didn’t believe that a mere Level 1 Profound Cave beast could resist such a refined treasure.

The sword energy like a rainbow appeared, and dozens of divine swords turned into heart-stirring threads, shooting at the demon bird.

A sharp cry echoed as the Yangzhiliao bird broke free from the force vortex and sound wave. Its body was filled with rage, black flames rolling out to envelop its entire form.

Legend had it that phoenixes were not only the king of all birds but also fire deities. As a creature that inherited part of their bloodline, being able to manipulate demon flames was perfectly normal.

The Yangzhiliao bird spread its wings and lightly tapped them, turning countless demon flames into crescent-shaped light arcs, shooting downwards.

After colliding with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, dust flew up, blocking his view. It took a while before he could tell who had the upper hand.

For a whole teacup’s time, the divine swords and demon flames clashed fiercely. Eventually, they calmed down.

Both sides seemed evenly matched, but Lin Xuan showed a hint of amusement on his face.

His combat experience was vast, and he noticed several weaknesses or suspicious points about his opponent.

Firstly, while the demon flames were formidable, they were still inferior to the spatial rifts that had just attacked him. Why didn’t the opponent use its stronger techniques?

There could be several possibilities:

1. Hiding strength, which seemed unreasonable given their current state of battle.
2. Limited uses or high cost in terms of essence energy.

He also noticed another weakness: it had blocked his giant sword, showing great strength but fearing ordinary divine swords.

"Ha-ha, I see."

Lin Xuan’s face showed a cold smile. This demon wasn’t as powerful as he imagined; its secret techniques couldn’t be used at will due to limitations and costs.

Although the Yangzhiliao bird was indeed strong, surpassing its peers, it didn’t matter.

He wouldn’t let anyone offend him. Whether they were cultivators, ancient demons, or beasts, he would make them suffer for their actions.

Roar!

His body filled with rage as he knew his opponent’s weaknesses. This demon posed no threat to him now.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the enemy, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew around it, continuing to stab wildly. Meanwhile, the Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Saber joined in, creating a whistling sound as it cut through the air.

The soul-shaking drum trembled, its black sound waves spreading out, focusing on the Yangzhiliao bird.

Lin Xuan effortlessly controlled all his treasures. His divine sense was far beyond that of ordinary cultivators.

This wasn’t over yet. He would send this creature to hell for daring to challenge him.

"Want to leave? Not so easy."

Lin Xuan’s cold laughter echoed as he had no intention of letting the Yangzhiliao bird escape.

He came here not to hunt demon beasts but to make his opponent pay for provoking him.

"I will take your crystal nucleus."

His voice declared the fate of this demon. Having been forced into a fight, it couldn’t be in vain; he would make sure the opponent paid the price.

With a wave of his sleeves, another Daoist technique shot out, and twenty-seven divine swords blocked its retreat. This was the benefit of having many treasures to use freely.

The net was already set, leaving only futile resistance for the demon bird.

Seeing the Yangzhiliao bird trapped by his treasures, Lin Xuan’s smile grew more smug.
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Raising his right hand, a peculiar-looking treasure appeared in the air. Lin Xuan grasped it; this was an ancient and somewhat worn-out long spear.

Not all treasures need to be splendid to serve their purpose.

This Inverted Sea Spear, for instance, demonstrated formidable strength even in its simplicity.

The demon bird before him wasn't skilled in spatial secrets—let's see how it handles my spatial treasure.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile, but he didn't act rashly. Instead, he waited like a hunter, his eyes fixed on the prey.

Patience was key.

Lin Xuan had long passed his impulsive years; he sought an opportune moment. If not now, never.

Of course, while waiting, Lin Xuan wasn't idle. He needed to control both treasures and Illusory Heavenly Flame. The flaws wouldn't reveal themselves; everything depended on him. These attacks were meant to force the demon bird into making a mistake.

Lin Xuan had already observed that this demon's intelligence was commendable but still lagged behind humans, its spirit not fully awakened. Thus, he believed his efforts would bear fruit and compel it to fall into the trap he laid.

The idiom "lure someone into a pot" applied here.

Time passed in what seemed like an eternity for the struggling Yang Liping bird. In just half an hour, it felt like centuries.

Lin Xuan's tactics were intricate: eighty-one Nine Palace Momentary Swords darted around, with thousands of Iron Feather Flying Locusts adding to the chaos. The hundred illusory demon serpents from Illusory Heavenly Flame further complicated matters. The bird was dizzy trying to fend them off.

The sound waves from the Soul Drum were usually negligible, but now they hastened its downfall.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as his pupils constricted. The Yang Liping bird had made a mistake in its haste; the long-awaited flaw appeared.

Opportunity knocked once and only once. Lin Xuan wouldn't miss this chance, hard-won though it was.

All his gathered spiritual energy poured into the treasure he held.

The surface of the spear glowed with ancient runes, the blue light more intense than ever. With a swift motion, Lin Xuan swung the weapon downward.

A sharp tearing sound echoed as a ferocious aura burst forth. Accompanying this were countless runes flickering on and off from the spear's surface.

Then, those runes formed a circle, revealing an intricate magical array before them.

A crescent-shaped light blade emerged!

Unlike ordinary light blades, this one bore miniature magical arrays embedded within it.

The resulting power was immense, far surpassing mere attacks.

Lin Xuan aimed to end this with one strike. The light blade sliced through space itself, its angle so sharp that it lunged for the demon bird's vital points.

Despite its intelligence, Yang Liping knew danger. Its cries grew louder as flames engulfed its body. It ignored other treasures and focused on dodging the Inverted Sea Spear; that was the most lethal blow.

Other treasures could be handled by draining some of its essence energy.

Lin Xuan anticipated every move.

"Quickly!"

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan pointed forward, readying himself.

The flying swords, originally dancing in mid-air, suddenly shot outwards. Nine swords served as the origin points; others fused with them, forming nine lotus flowers amidst the clouds.

Red light swirled and danced, lifelike to a fault.

Then, the petals began to bloom.

But this was just the beginning. Countless red threads burst forth from the center of the lotus, weaving a dense net.

If any Sword Cultivator were here, they would be astounded.

This technique was so familiar, yet few knew how to transform swords into such intricate threads.

It wasn't that they didn't want to; it was just beyond their capabilities.

Using sword threads as a net, binding the demon bird's movements!

At this moment, Yang Liping seemed trapped in spider silk. No matter how much it struggled, it remained ensnared.

Time was running out for the demon bird.

The terrifying light blade had already sliced its neck. Despair flashed in its eyes, but it refused to surrender.

A loud roar echoed as all flames converged into a shield, blocking the light blade's path.

"Flame Shield? Hmph, useless. I'll cut through this space."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter rang out. Before the words were fully spoken, the crescent-shaped light arc clashed with the flaming shield.

No sound was heard; only silver light flashed as the burning shield split in two. Blood splattered, and Yang Liping could not escape, its head severed by the blade.

A pleased smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face. All his efforts had paid off.

However, matters were far from over. A crystal nucleus about the size of a fist shot out from the blood, turning into a streak of red light that flew away.

"Hmm, trying to escape? Dream on!"

With the powerful enemy defeated, Lin Xuan wouldn't let its essence spirit slip through his fingers.

Swirling his sleeves, several sword lights surrounded the crystal nucleus. Then, with a swift motion, a green hand appeared and snatched it.

The crystal nucleus was firmly held in his palm. Inside was a magical bird about an inch long, resembling Yang Liping to a T—clearly its crystalline essence.

Sweeping his sleeves, an jade box flew out.

Lin Xuan placed the crystal nucleus inside, sealing it with aprohibition seal.

He stowed it away in his Momentary Bag. A satisfied look crossed his face. Could this Yang Liping bird inherit enough phoenix blood to extract True Phoenix Blood?

Lin Xuan didn't know for sure but was hopeful nonetheless.

Unfortunately, he had more pressing matters at hand and couldn't afford to establish a cave here right now.

Wait… Establish a cave?

This sudden thought made Lin Xuan's pupils constrict. He seemed to grasp something but couldn't pin it down just yet.

He settled his mind and pondered. After a few minutes, he finally understood what was troubling him.

Why had Yang Liping appeared suddenly here?

This demon bird wasn't native to Spirit Source Valley; legends said that when spirit veins appeared, there was a chance of terrifying demons emerging.

Could this be the long-sought treasure? "Finding it where one least expected."
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This journey to Spirit Source Valley was of utmost importance to Lin Xuan. He had been eagerly looking forward to it.

Otherwise, he wouldn't have left the Immortal Cloud Sect's main hall two years in advance. Although this place was located at the far western edge of Tianhe Province, if Lin Xuan wanted to travel as fast as possible, he could easily do so without taking much time.

Lin Xuan had made this journey with the intention of gathering more information. From his intelligence, he deduced that spirit veins and strange beasts often appeared together.

Although there were occasional exceptions, most of the time, it was indeed so.

So, did the appearance of the Yangzhilubird mean that a spirit vein was nearby?

The thought flashed through Lin Xuan's mind as excitement showed on his face. After searching for something for such a long time, he had finally found it without much effort. If he could find a spirit vein here, this journey would be too smooth.

Of course, all of these were just speculations; they needed to be confirmed.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmed his excited emotions. He then slowly closed his eyes and released his immensely powerful divine sense.

However, there was no收获 after a moment. Lin Xuan opened his eyes again, filled with doubt. Within a ten-thousand-li radius, he couldn't find any trace of the spirit vein. Could it be that his speculation was wrong?

Lin Xuan felt somewhat depressed.

But how could it be? He had already sent out his divine sense and hadn't found even a hint of a spirit vein within this range. He still harbored doubts about his own speculations, believing he was right. He would wait and see what happened.

After all, time wasn't an issue; the anomaly would last for more than half a year.

Over the next few days, nothing out of the ordinary occurred. The area remained extremely calm within a hundred-li radius. This was normal. Although countless ancient demons had flooded in, their numbers were insignificant compared to the vastness of Spirit Source Valley—just a drop in the ocean.

They might not necessarily collide with each other.

Time passed quickly, and Lin Xuan had been here for more than three days without any incidents.

"Looks like my prediction was wrong."

Lin Xuan sighed. Even though he had plenty of time, he couldn't afford to stay here indefinitely. His body emitted a faint green glow as he transformed into a streak of lightning that shot towards the horizon.

However, before flying a hundred li, a loud rumbling sound reached his ears. Lin Xuan abruptly stopped and turned around.

He saw that the ground had shaken violently where he had just left, with an aura of spirit energy rising into the sky.

"..."

Lin Xuan was initially stunned but quickly replaced his expression with one of joy. This unusual scene meant what? Lin Xuan knew exactly what it signified. It seemed that those three days hadn't been wasted; his initial prediction was correct—indeed, a spirit vein had appeared alongside the Yangzhilubird.

He wondered about its quality but felt confident that it would be excellent.

He didn't leave. Turning around, he flew back along the same path.

The scene was spectacular with an unusual light piercing the sky. A hundred li away, one could clearly see the surge of spirit energy from underground. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and savored the enveloping spirit energy, his expression filled with satisfaction.

Enough! The quality of this spirit vein would be more than sufficient to break through to the Spirit Formation realm.

The anomaly hadn't stopped yet.

Rumbling sounds echoed from beneath the earth as an incredible sight unfolded. A mountain suddenly sprang up from the ground where it had been non-existent before, towering and rugged. It was impossible to describe with mere human craftsmanship.

Lin Xuan, though well-traveled, had never heard of such a spectacle. The entire mountain was covered in strange rocks without any soil. Soon after, an unusual light enveloped the mountain as spirit energy surged towards it, covering the entire peak within just a few breaths. A thousand-foot-tall mountain was now lush with vegetation.

"Seeing is believing," Lin Xuan thought. In his collection of ancient texts, there were countless records of such phenomena in Spirit Source Valley. The details he had gathered were incredibly detailed, and what he saw before him matched the descriptions in the Jade Scroll perfectly.

However, the shock from reading about it was nothing compared to seeing it firsthand.

The plants on the mountain included ordinary weeds and trees as well as some rare treasures.

"Looks like I can make a small fortune besides finding the spirit vein."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed. His face showed signs of joy despite his immense wealth; who wouldn't be happy with unexpected treasure?

However, at this moment, Lin Xuan suddenly felt something and turned to look left. Several spiritual pressures were rapidly approaching.

They had been drawn by the abundant spirit energy here.

"An intermediate Realm-Expanding, two initial Realm-Expanders. Not weak, but meeting me will only bring you bad luck."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter rang out. Even if they were ancient demons, Lin Xuan wouldn't hesitate to kill them. He would not spare a single one!

Although Lin Xuan wasn't a bloodthirsty person, he was far from merciful. Since he planned to use this spirit vein as his seclusion place to break through the Spirit Formation barrier, he couldn't afford any leaks in information. Although he wouldn't have much strength even if attacked, he still had some combat capabilities. If strong enemies came, Lin Xuan wasn't sure he could protect himself.

Therefore, to prevent any leaks, Lin Xuan wouldn't spare anyone who might discover this anomaly within a ten-thousand-li radius.

This was not the time for mercy; he must be ruthless. These ancient demons were like moths drawn to a flame.

To avoid scaring them away, Lin Xuan began to suppress his aura.

Although the Moonlight Heaven Witch Technique had an effect of returning to its original state, the ancient demons were still at the Realm-Expanding stage. If they got too close, they might discover him.

Lin Xuan didn't want to scare these moths away; it would be much easier to wait for them to fall into his trap.

With this thought, Lin Xuan clasped his hands together, making his aura almost undetectable and blending with the air until he disappeared.

After a few breaths, a dark cloud streaked past.

Rumbling sounds echoed as the cloud dispersed, revealing three ancient demons. The leader was an elderly man with silver hair, looking extremely fierce, with strange demonic markings on his forehead.

On his left was a middle-aged man in his forties, tall and muscular, not unattractive despite being one-eyed.

To his right was a female demon wearing black clothes, not particularly beautiful but having a curvaceous figure.

All three were at the Realm-Expanding stage—intermediate for the old man, initial for the man and woman. Their strength wasn't weak; among the tens of thousands of ancient demons in Spirit Source Valley, one at the Realm-Expanding stage was already remarkable, let alone three.

But to Lin Xuan, they were like moths drawn to a flame—helpless victims.

The three unlucky individuals didn't know that they had entered a tiger's den. They were still ecstatic about their discovery.

"Brother, look! So many treasures!"

The woman said excitedly.

"Haha, this is heaven's favor. We've only been in Spirit Source Valley for a few days and already found such a lucky spot with so many rare resources. Even if we split them, it would be a significant fortune," the old man's eyes glowed as well: "We can't waste time. The anomaly when the spirit vein appeared might have caught someone's attention. Let's quickly gather these spirit herbs before leaving."

"Brother, Third Sister, I felt something strange just now; my heart was racing..." the man said uneasily.
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"Is that so? Then we can't be careless. My second brother is practicing the Shadow Concealment Demon Skill, and such vague premonitions are usually not far off. Given this feeling, there might indeed be some danger lurking nearby."

The black-robed woman's face showed a trace of seriousness. Though her appearance wasn’t remarkable, her voice was quite pleasant to listen to.

The elder did not object either. He began to look around, but found nothing out of the ordinary.

This left the three demons somewhat puzzled and uncertain.

"Second Brother, are you sure there’s danger here? Could it be due to too much tension?" The elder couldn't help speaking up.

"I do feel something amiss, but this sense isn’t always correct. Perhaps I’m just overthinking... Let's just go gather those spirit objects first; we can take extra care when picking them."

"Wait!" The elder stopped the two of them and looked at the second demon who seemed confused. "Since we've already wasted some time, it won't hurt to be more cautious. Better safe than sorry. We came here for treasures, but we don’t want to lose our lives over this."

"How about you? Do you have any other methods?"

"Yes, I recently obtained a treasure that might help in such situations."

The elder waved his sleeve and a black gourd appeared from within it. As he pulled the lid off, a whiff of alcohol wafted out.

The remaining two demons exchanged glances, unsure what the elder intended with this, but they didn't say anything to disturb him; it was clear that they trusted him.

"This spirit wine is something I stumbled upon by chance. Consuming it can temporarily expand your divine consciousness."

As he spoke, he was about to take a drink when a flash of green light surrounded his right hand and forcibly took the spirit wine away.

"Oh, I didn’t expect such a treasure. But giving this almost dying person such a precious item seems wasteful. A wise bird chooses its tree, and so does a treasure. How about I manage it for you?"

Before he finished speaking, a figure appeared from beyond ten feet away, a common-looking young man.

His appearance was unremarkable, but the three demons’ divine senses detected something: "You are an advanced-stage cultivator."

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan no longer bothered to hide his human identity. To ensure the secrecy of this spirit vein, any ancient demon who discovered it would have to die.

"Why did you come to our Holy Realm? What do you intend?" The leading ancient demon's expression was serious.

"Why should a friend ask so many questions? If you want to know, go inquire in the netherworld."

Lin Xuan’s cold laughter echoed. He had no intention of wasting words. With a wave of his sleeve, dozens of sword lights emerged like fish swimming through water, rapidly growing to several feet long and raining down on them like a storm.

The three demons were shocked. They hadn’t expected Lin Xuan to attack so quickly, as if he didn't care about them at all.

Fortunately, they had been on high alert, so they weren’t caught off guard by the sudden change in circumstances.

The female demon waved her right hand, and a colorful silk scarf flew out from between her fingers. The surface of this scarf was adorned with some demonic symbols, though their details were unclear due to haste. As the treasure was revealed, faint sounds of wind and thunder could be heard, indicating its extraordinary nature. It transformed into a black sphere that enveloped the woman, with flames and lightning arcs on its surface, creating quite a dazzling spectacle.

The other two demons also unleashed their full power.

A one-eyed giant had several shields flying around him, seemingly part of a set of treasures. The elder, meanwhile, produced a string of dark beads, which transformed into eighteen large skulls that emitted eerie cackles and shot out demonic flames to meet the sword lights head-on.

Attack instead of defense!

It was no wonder this ancient demon from the Profound Stage refused to be outmatched.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself but wore a sneer. The three demons’ plan wasn’t wrong; though their cultivation levels were insufficient, together they could match an advanced-stage cultivator.

Unfortunately, despite all their calculations, they hadn't anticipated Lin Xuan's true strength. How ordinary an advanced-stage cultivator could hope to match his abilities.

Piercing sounds of air slicing through the void echoed as the female demon’s cries of pain filled the air, and she was dismembered by chaotic sword strikes. Though her silk scarf was a rare treasure, it couldn’t withstand Lin Xuan's attack.

The other two demons were terrified but too late to change their tactics. Red light blazed, and the one-eyed man’s shields shattered under the sword lights like cave walls. With his defenses broken, he had no chance of escape, being enveloped by a dozen sword lights that cut through him before his essence could even flee.

Lin Xuan turned his head to the left; only the old demon with the fierce appearance remained alive.

After all, he was the most advanced among the three demons. However, this mid-stage ancient demon’s face showed signs of panic as eighteen skulls scattered around him. Nevertheless, he managed to withstand this wave of attacks.

The elder's eyes were filled with fear.

He had encountered a late-stage existence before, but never one so formidable that it could decapitate his second brother and sister in just one strike without even using any treasures.

Anger welled up in the elder’s heart, but fear was greater. He lacked the courage to continue fighting Lin Xuan. Black light enveloped him as he tried to escape, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t let him go.

Raising his right hand, he delivered a punch forward.

A force vortex appeared, dazzlingly golden and over ten feet in diameter, exerting a powerful suction towards the elder.

"Impossible!"

The elder waved his hands repeatedly, causing several skulls to grow larger, but they still couldn't resist. They were sucked into the force vortex.

Panic-stricken, he reached into his robes, trying to retrieve some treasure to counter Lin Xuan's attack. Unfortunately for him, Lin Xuan wouldn’t give them that chance. More sword lights appeared out of nowhere and converged into a massive sword that fell from above, splitting the elder in two.

The entire process seemed complicated when described but took only a few breaths. Lin Xuan had killed three ancient demons of the Profound Stage with incredible power, making his abilities almost unimaginable. He could be considered on par with a Formation Realm existence, and it wasn’t an exaggeration.

Lin Xuan accepted the storage bags of the three demons without hesitation. He then launched several fireballs to reduce their remains to ashes.

After completing these tasks, Lin Xuan didn't stop but extended his divine sense again, quickly finding something. Transformed into a streak of light, he flew towards the left horizon at incredible speed.
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Half an hour later, Lin Xuan returned to his original spot. He had combed through a radius of ten thousand miles, sending all the demons within this range to the underworld.

He said, "It's not that I enjoy killing; it’s just that I need to meditate and seal myself off here. The location of this spirit vein must remain hidden—otherwise, it could bring me great danger."

"A true gentleman is not petty, and a man without poison is not a real hero," Lin Xuan thought. "When the time comes for harsh measures, I won't hesitate."

After enduring countless trials in the cultivation world over a thousand years, such a simple truth as this was not lost on Lin Xuan. Given that he now faced demons from another realm, there was no need to be lenient.

In fact, the ancient demons within ten thousand miles weren’t many—only about a dozen, all drawn by the anomaly of the spirit vein’s appearance.

Their fate wasn't treasures but a trip to the underworld.

Lin Xuan had thoroughly searched and confirmed that none escaped.

Next, he didn't waste any time. With a wave of his sleeve, a greenish light surged out. Along with the spirit vein's emergence were some rare materials. Although these weren’t his primary target, since they appeared, there was no reason to let them go. Lin Xuan gathered all into his pocket.

He could consider this a small fortune. However, his attention quickly turned to the spirit vein itself.

The anomaly had ended, and abundant essence qi surged up from underground, covering an area of over ten miles. Although the affected range wasn’t impressive, the abundance of the essence qi was quite satisfactory.

Indeed, it would be enough for him to break through the Spirit Separation realm.

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed as he began searching for a suitable place to set up his camp. With a wave of his sleeve, a sword light shot out from his sleeve, and in just a few breaths, he had established an extremely rudimentary cave.

Or rather, whatever it was called, this would be where Lin Xuan planned to break through the Spirit Separation realm.

After surveying it, Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. He then waved his sleeve again, releasing several colorful array flags.

Lin Xuan set up a Five Elements Essence-Warming Array first. This array could have been used as a treasure, but he found it less convenient in his hands. Since he had plenty of treasures anyway, he treated them like arrays—by chance, this turned out to be quite powerful. Even late-stage Cave Profound beings would find it difficult to escape once trapped.

While the Five Elements Essence-Warming Array was already formidable enough, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied. After all, Spirit Source Valley was a mix of dragons and snakes; if he were unlucky, a spirit beast of the Lesser Diversion realm might enter.

Thus, while the Five Elements Essence-Warming Array was impressive, it still wasn’t sufficient.

With another wave of his sleeve, more array flags flew out. These flags were pure black with eerie whispers that could be heard.

The Ghostly Whispering Array!

Lin Xuan had left the Immortal Cloud Sect two years ago not for the sake of ample time or to gather complete intelligence.

Neither of these would have taken him even a fraction of that time. Instead, he had prepared in advance for another reason: as several demon cultivators from the Immortal Cloud Sect pointed out, breaking through in such an environment was too dangerous.

However, Lin Xuan declined their offer to enter together. On one hand, their strength was insufficient; on the other, he couldn’t trust demons and devils from another realm. If something unexpected happened during his breakthrough, what if a fake demon pill failed? Would it backfire and harm him?

He wouldn't make such a foolish mistake by putting himself in danger. Thus, he chose to enter Spirit Source Valley alone.

But for this, he needed to prepare defenses. The first thing that came to mind was arrays.

Once set up, they could defend against external threats without needing someone to operate them—saving him both time and effort.

Of course, arrays were expensive. An array of the same level might cost much more than a comparable treasure.

But it didn’t matter. Lin Xuan’s wealth wasn’t negligible, at least compared to his peers. However, in comparison to late-stage Tribulation Transcending beings, he was practically penniless.

Over the past year, while traveling, Lin Xuan had visited countless markets and shops. He couldn’t afford to overlook ordinary array flags but sometimes, secret auctions could yield good finds.

Additionally, he covertly infiltrated several minor demon sects’ headquarters, enduring much hardship before finally acquiring three more arrays: the Ghostly Whispering Array, the Ten Thousand Bat Array, and the Hexagram Starry Sky Array.

While each of these was slightly weaker than the Five Elements Essence-Warming Array in terms of power, they could be layered to create a cumulative effect.

Thus, even late-stage spirit beasts might find it difficult to escape for a moment.

Lin Xuan set up all three arrays and ensured there were no mutual conflicts or errors. He then took out an array talisman, inscribed with a spell, causing it to ignite without wind.

Soon, a vortex of about ten feet in diameter appeared before his eyes, white mist spewing from within, spreading along the mountain’s contours until it completely obscured the entire range.

This wasn’t difficult; given that the spirit vein was small and only spanned over ten miles, the mist easily covered everything.

Next, Lin Xuan raised both hands, drawing several hand seals in midair. These seals merged with the mist, vanishing without a trace.

Then, all locations hidden by the mist began to blur as if water ripples were spreading across them.

The entire process took just a few breaths before the winding mountain range disappeared, replaced by barren wasteland.

Essence qi was completely absent, only faint demonic energy lingering in the air.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. He released his divine sense; even with careful observation, one might notice some details but would likely overlook them if not paying close attention.

Other techniques aside, Lin Xuan believed his divine sense could rival a late-stage Spirit Separation cultivator without strain.

In other words, even for such beings, passing through this area unnoticed was unlikely unless they were particularly cautious.

Nodding to himself, Lin Xuan flashed down. As he neared the ground, the seemingly solid surface rippled, and then he vanished.

This was the magic of illusion.

From an external perspective, Lin Xuan had disappeared, but in reality, he stood at the entrance of his newly established cave.

Surveying his setup, a soft voice echoed: "This should be sufficient."

The arrays were all that Lin Xuan could do.

However, his methods didn’t end there.

With another wave of his sleeve, a grayish-white spirit bag appeared. After swirling around, the bag opened and emitted a vicious growl.

Dark winds surged as a grayish-white corpse energy shot out from within, transforming into a grotesque creature.

A Reincarnated Corpse!

However, its body was pale silver, much larger than usual. Most strikingly, it had a pair of silver wings on its back, resembling bats in appearance and also silver.

Silver-Winged Corpse King!

Although Lin Xuan could only control the corpse for one incense stick’s duration due to his current realm limitations, he didn’t have any issues using it now.

The Silver-Winged Corpse King merely growled a few times before closing its eyes. Its corpse energy retracted into its body as if it were falling asleep.

First, he used secret techniques to put the corpse in a state of apparent death. When enemies appeared, the corpse would naturally awaken. One incense stick’s time wasn’t much, but the Silver-Winged Corpse King could match late-stage Spirit Separation cultivators and should be sufficient for most dangers.

This was his final trump card.

Surveying his setup, it was already formidable enough. As long as he didn’t have extremely bad luck, Lin Xuan believed he would safely pass through any dangers in Spirit Source Valley.

Of course, this was just a general assumption; the future remained uncertain. Whether good or bad fortune awaited him, no one could predict.

In any case, he had done his best and left the rest to fate.

He silently prayed for safety before entering the cave. The sound of stone doors closing echoed in his ears.
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Now in the Spirit Source Valley, danger lurked everywhere, filled with too many uncertain factors. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't linger here. After a brief moment of sitting in meditation to recover his spirit and energy, he waved his sleeves, and a pure white jade bottle shot out from his sleeve.

Lin Xuan turned the bottle upside down and gently shook it; the light shimmered as several smooth, jade-like pills poured out.

Divine Spirit Pills!

In cultivation, each stage was more difficult than the last. The Separation and Union period marked a turning point—only by entering that realm could one sense the primordial energy of heaven and earth.

Moreover, the Separation and Union period was also a minimum requirement for human cultivators to pass through heavenly tribulations and ascend to the Spirit Realm.

Above the Separation and Union stage lay another threshold. Only by advancing to the Divine Refinement Stage could one truly be considered a great being.

While other races' cultivators were not discussed, for human cultivators to advance to the Divine Refinement Stage was extremely difficult. No matter how rarefied materials or extraordinary geniuses they might possess, without Divine Spirit Pills, it was all in vain.

Moreover, the few ingredients needed to refine such pills were scarce in the Spirit Realm and controlled by several major factions.

That's why Lin Xuan came to the Demon Realm for an adventure. However, he had been fortunate enough to receive five Divine Spirit Pills from Master Nei Long.

During purification, some succeeded while others failed; only three remained, all of them middle-grade.

Lin Xuan picked up one with his fingertips. Unlike ordinary Divine Spirit Pills which were a deep crimson, this one was smooth and jade-like, as pure as spring snow, exuding an invigorating fragrance that filled the air.

Just inhaling it made him feel refreshed throughout his body. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and swallowed the pill.

It dissolved instantly with a slightly bitter taste followed by a hint of sweetness. He didn't dare delay in guiding its power through his meridians, allowing it to flow into every part of his body.

The effects were swift; within a short time, he felt a warm sensation in his dantian that spread throughout his entire body, as if he had been immersed in a hot spring.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. He had experienced breaking through bottlenecks many times before and found it extremely uncomfortable, almost like being in hell. Why did this feel different?

However, despite the surprise, Lin Xuan continued to guide the pill's power to break through his bottleneck. They say good things take time, but feeling refreshed after taking a Divine Spirit Pill might not always be a good sign.

After years of hard work, he finally had the chance to become a great being. Lin Xuan was too cautious to let his guard down; all he hoped for was success, no matter how much hardship it entailed.

Cultivation knows no time; one dream spans a thousand years.

A month passed with no news from Lin Xuan's cave.

Two months went by in silence.

According to reason, breaking through the Divine Refinement bottleneck should have yielded some result within days or at most a month. However, two months had passed without any sign of change.

Suddenly, after more than a month, a thunderclap echoed across the clear sky. The surrounding air seemed to be summoned by this call as it swarmed towards the area.

A shockwave rippled through the heavens; the hidden talisman lost its effect, and the desolate land returned to its original state. The Spirit Mountains and veins reappeared.

At Lin Xuan's cave entrance, a vortex suddenly appeared, drawing in all the surrounding essence energy.

This was only the beginning...

As time passed, more and more essence energy gathered. Clouds drifted over from afar, merging with the primordial energy to form an extremely peculiar vortex. It spanned about a hundred feet in diameter, deep beyond measure, continuously spewing out pure essence energy.

Such phenomena were far more eye-catching than the appearance of Spirit Veins.

Within five million miles, almost all ancient demons had noticed this anomaly. This outcome was something Lin Xuan hadn't anticipated. Just as breaking through the Divine Refinement bottleneck varied from person to person, some might take just a few days while others needed months.

During the process, different signs and omens could appear, making it impossible to predict.

Before this, Lin Xuan had reviewed numerous ancient texts but found the information scattered. Some cultivators broke through without any signs, passing quickly; others faced heavenly tribulations, significantly increasing their chances of failure.

Each person's situation was unique, making it hard to find a pattern.

Feeling the massive omen outside, Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle. However, he was at the critical stage of breaking through his bottleneck and couldn't afford any distractions. Thankfully, his defensive measures were sufficient; he hoped they wouldn't attract too powerful ancient demons.

With no other choice, Lin Xuan could only pray.

Seven or eight beams of light flew from the southwest direction and approached the Spirit Vein. The lights stopped as their owners revealed themselves—several ancient demons. Among them was an old man at the peak of his cultivation, while the rest ranged from Core Formation初期 to后期.

Such power would be formidable elsewhere but seemed insufficient in the Spirit Source Valley.

However, it wasn't unusual; their attire indicated they belonged to the same faction. The Spirit Source Valley was a place of blood and gore, where low-ranking cultivators often perished. Yet, luck played an important role in cultivation as well. Every time the valley opened, some daring low-ranking demons managed to survive.

Most of these fell, but a few were lucky enough to live and gain many treasures, their fortunes skyrocketing overnight. They advanced rapidly, making significant progress.

Clearly, they had obtained extraordinary items from the Spirit Source Valley. The dangers and opportunities in cultivation coexisted, with the Spirit Source Valley being particularly notable.

Moreover, some minor sects, desperate for survival, risked everything by sending their entire forces to the Spirit Source Valley to seek treasures. Most of these sects vanished, but a few managed to find many treasures, reviving their fortunes upon return.

The Monkey Sect before him was one such example. The eight demons looked at the astonishing omen with expressions of surprise and uncertainty on their faces.
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"Auntie Senior, the celestial omen before our eyes is no trivial matter. Could there be some extraordinary treasure about to emerge?"

A clear voice entered his ears, tinged with a hint of excitement. The speaker was a young man in his twenties and also the weakest among this group of魔修.

"Senior Shaoping, you are too impatient. This Spirit Source Valley is filled with deadly traps; it's uncertain whether any extraordinary treasure will emerge. There might be dangers lurking."

The old man released his divine sense but found nothing. The outermost layer of the illusory array had indeed been broken by primordial energy, yet Lin Xuan still had several sets of阵旗 around the cave entrance. For a mere婴期魔族 to uncover their true intentions would be sheer luck.

"Senior Shaoping is right. But can we just wait here? This celestial omen is so grand; other fellows will come soon. It's not that I'm boosting others' morale and deflating my own, but if a stronger opponent emerges, the extraordinary treasure might have to be handed over."

The young魔修's words carried no conviction.

The old man sighed. His words had merit. The sect was on its last legs; otherwise, they wouldn't risk infiltrating the Spirit Source Valley.

They indeed lacked the means to compete with a powerful enemy.

"Then what do you suggest we do?" The old man wasn't one to make unilateral decisions and spoke in a consultative tone.

"What else can we do? We've entered the Spirit Source Valley; there's no fear of taking risks. As they say, 'not entering the tiger's den, how can one catch its cub.' To hesitate is to fail."

"Senior Shaoping, your words are correct, but if any of us perish here, our sect might truly disintegrate. We should only take such risks if they're worth it," a woman's voice entered his ears. She was the middle-aged beauty standing on his left.

Since everyone was worried, he volunteered to scout ahead. "But if I succeed, Auntie Senior, what about that Yellow Dragon Pill you have?"

"Senior Shaoping is willing to take such great risks. Regardless of success or failure, my Yellow Dragon Pill will be yours."

"Alright."

The young魔修's face lit up at the prospect. With this spiritual pill, he had a chance to advance to mid-stage. Although this mission carried some risk, it was worth it compared to the potential gains.

Thus, he summoned a defensive treasure and cautiously flew towards the most spiritually dense mountain range.

Around the small mountain range, thick fog obscured everything. His face showed fear and worry, but at the last moment, there was no turning back. He gritted his teeth and carefully entered the fog.

A cup of tea passed, yet no reaction came.

"Senior Shaoping..." another魔修 in mid-stage core formation spoke up.

"Poor Senior Shaoping is likely in grave danger."

The old man sighed: "Forget it. The treasures here are beyond our reach; let's leave as soon as possible."

"Yes!"

The others were also uneasy, though reluctant to part ways. No matter how good the treasure was, they had to survive to enjoy it. One companion had already perished; would they all end up sacrificing themselves?

Quickly leaving was the wise choice.

Unfortunately, it was too late.

As they turned around, a cold voice echoed: "Haha, a few low-ranking juniors dare venture into Inner Valley, do you want to live?"

The Monkey Demon Sect members were shocked. They turned their heads but saw no one lurking.

"Trouble, we've met an expert."

The old man's heart skipped a beat, yet he forced a smile: "Unknown senior, if you grace us with your presence, this humble sect member, Sun Miao of the Monkey Demon Sect, offers his respects."

"Hmph. Don't waste my time. Since you've met me, if you're wise, self-destruct quietly and spare yourself much suffering."

The Monkey Demon Sect's cultivators' faces turned grim; they wouldn't comply. Even ants try to survive; no one would commit suicide out of fear.

They all summoned their treasures.

"Hmph. Don't know when to die. Looks like you'll face the consequences."

The cold voice echoed again.

Then, a... no, a patch of purple lightning appeared in the air and descended towards them.

"Ah!"

Cries of pain filled the air as they could not even defend themselves. Several Monkey Demon Sect cultivators turned to ashes.

A flash of light revealed a goblin-like figure, barely three feet tall, with a fierce expression on his face.

"Hmph. A few trash dare enter Spirit Source Valley; dying in my hands is your good fortune. This celestial omen here is extraordinary; it seems there's an extraordinary treasure about to emerge."

The goblin's voice carried joy as he spoke.

"Hey, whether or not it's a treasure is uncertain. Such natural anomalies can be triggered by cultivators practicing secret techniques or breaking through their bottlenecks."

Another voice drifted from the sky. The goblin's pupils constricted and turned his head to see a魔族 wearing white robes, resembling a nobleman.

"Old Blood Demon, you're here too?"

The goblin's face fell. As they say, one cannot judge by appearance; the guy looked like a playboy but was actually a ruthless old demon.

And he was also a mid-stage洞玄期魔修, just like himself.

Since he had arrived, this treasure couldn't be claimed alone.

A fierce look flashed in his eyes, yet he spoke weakly: "Old Blood Demon, since you've come here, let's join forces?"

"Good idea. This is exactly what I intended," the new arrival nodded. Their powers were similar, making it hard to determine a winner. If they lingered too long, more people might arrive, causing even greater trouble.

A decisive moment was better than being indecisive and suffering consequences.

With that settled, both displayed their abilities and rushed towards the mountain range.

Inside the cave, Lin Xuan felt everything clearly. The problem was, he was at a critical moment of breaking through his bottleneck; any movement would undo all his efforts.

Fortunately, there were only two mid-stage ancient demons. His set阵法 could handle them.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no joy. He wasn't afraid of such cultivation levels, but this was just the beginning. The celestial omens from breaking through the bottleneck were far greater than expected; more formidable opponents might follow—perhaps even a分神期 ancient monster!

With time as their buffer, they all had a chance to arrive here. Could he advance to 分神期 before that happened?
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"Alright, now I can truly live on my own terms, so let's not talk about it anymore!" After saying this, she gently patted Su Luo's shoulder.

"Young Master Zhou, this might not work. Yang Chao probably won't agree," Qiao Yishu shook her head and also felt that it was unlikely to succeed.

"Alright, Zhang Hao. I don’t want to talk about these things with you. Just answer me one question: Do you like me?" Xue Sha asked.

The six of them were core disciples. With their combined strength, they could mobilize ten thousand people in the future when faced with a beast tide at the sect's fortification site, becoming the backbone of the sect and upholding the honor of being core disciples.

Although Little Cloud appeared less frequently, his demeanor was not too shabby, which indicated Hu Shuang’s prowess.

Soon, over a dozen black-clad figures emerged, rushing towards Ji Family's guards. In an instant, all those guards were dead. Now, apart from Ji Zhi and Ji Li, there were no survivors among the Ji family members.

"Grandpa hasn’t held a child before either! Why are you so worked up?" Ye Xiaowan couldn't help but chuckle.

With the final soul fragment of Cui Wen now complete, Zhong Zihao felt incredibly weak as he suddenly relaxed.

Hanyi Chen glanced at Tang Kexin's dejected expression and understood what she was worried about.

Mai Da长老 seemed puzzled but did not ask further. He only needed to know that the sect had a true inheritance.

Just like science fiction is merely a veneer, the core substance of the film still excelled in martial arts and action scenes, much like Hong Kong cinema.

White Cloud Peak could see that Uncle was clearly considering Cao Jinxing as his successor, even if he didn’t say it outright.

The audience on the sidelines saw everything clearly. The scene was as lively as adding water to a boiling pot; some cheered while others stomped their feet in approval.

The butler smiled bitterly. Young Master lived a life of luxury and ease under the protection of the two masters, having never faced significant danger directly. Suddenly targeted by such a formidable opponent, it was natural for him to be startled.

Sitting on the sofa, Su Jue outlined the difficulties of industrialization. If there were any real chances, Mu Qingzhu's time-traveling back to the Qing Dynasty and instigating a revolution to kickstart modernization might still have some hope.

After understanding this, when Yang Zhong met with Chen Beixi and Qini Ning, he subtly inquired about her and He Xian's recent situations both openly and covertly.

Since then, due to his involvement in work, he no longer participated in club activities, so their contact gradually faded.

Chen Qing tried several times but couldn't disperse the faceless man. Deciding not to bother with it, he turned on the tap and prepared to wash his face.

He slowly emerged from the cave after waking up, controlling this body that had undergone a transformation, feeling incredibly light as if about to take flight.

The radiation beam was intense and hard to withstand. A casual strike blasted a large crater in the ground, causing the pirates to be instantly decapitated without even noticing it.

Diao Liu woke up in complete darkness with no sound around him. As an assassin, his alertness seemed innate, deeply ingrained in his bones. He remained still, rolling his eyes and carefully recalling what had happened before.
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All sorts of difficulties and dangers did not distract Lin Xuan at this moment. He faced them head-on, ready to deal with whatever came his way.

Lin Xuan had cleared all杂念 from his mind, focusing solely on breaking through the bottleneck.

Regardless of how many demons and monsters were outside, his goal was simply to break through that bottleneck.

As for those two Core Formation Stage魔族, he had already set up a prearranged array to deal with them.

When the dwarf and Blood Demon entered the thick fog, the Ghostly Phantom Array immediately activated. The wind howled in anger, and the spirits roared in vengeance. The two demon cultivators were alarmed and quickly summoned their treasures.

Instantly, thunderous sounds echoed through the air, filling his ears.

---

At this moment, a few thousand miles away, a woman turned her head sharply.

Eastern Bracelet originally belonged to a prominent family in Heavenly Crane State. With her spirit root condition, she was at the top of her class in terms of talent and aptitude within the sect. Her beauty also made her a standout among the family.

However, as part of a mid-sized demon sect, there were limited resources available for cultivation techniques and treasures. Despite being favored by the family, Eastern Bracelet's share of the sect’s offerings was limited due to its size.

If she had stayed in the family, she would have been admired by ordinary disciples, but what use is that? Like a frog at the bottom of a well, she could never know how high the sky truly was or how vast the sea was.

How far could her immortal path extend?

Eastern Bracelet wasn't sure. She was not content with such a peaceful life.

As they say, jade uncarved cannot become a fine object; without experiencing storms, one can never achieve greatness.

Thus, Eastern Bracelet abandoned her family's comfortable life and ventured out into the world in search of opportunities to enhance her strength.

However, over a decade passed, and she found herself far from satisfied. The outside world was not as idyllic as it seemed. Without the sect’s support, she was little more than an independent cultivator. The dangers of the demon realm were numerous, and the thorns were even more so compared to the spirit realm.

She hadn’t encountered any opportunities; in fact, she had almost lost her life several times.

Eastern Bracelet felt increasingly迷茫 as the years passed without any significant gains.

Should she have made that restless choice back then? Should she return now?

But this thought only flashed through her mind before she dismissed it.

---

Return?

Apologize with humility or face ridicule and sarcasm from others.

After all, the elders in her family did not approve of her decision, nor did her peers. She ignored their advice and left on her own accord.

How could she return now?

Eastern Bracelet was born into a small family but remained proud and ambitious. She would never return unless she had achieved something remarkable, even if it meant dying outside the family rather than returning humbly to face gossip.

One must have ambition!

But while that was true, after years of wandering, she didn’t know what to do. Opportunities were elusive and hard to come by; waiting for luck seemed foolish.

Eastern Bracelet felt extremely迷茫 but decided not to give up just yet. She heard about Spirit Source Valley and decided to take a chance there.

Despite the many dangers associated with the valley, she was willing to risk it all. After traveling thousands of miles, she entered the valley months ago without any significant gains, only narrowly avoiding death several times.

While she didn’t want to give up hope entirely, she noticed an enormous celestial phenomenon in her line of sight.

Was this really heaven’s way of showing mercy?

Eastern Bracelet felt a mix of joy and excitement. She immediately flew towards the location where the anomaly appeared.

Others had also noticed the phenomenon. Hundreds of ancient demons surrounded Lin Xuan's abode, their faces filled with curiosity and greed.

As time passed, more demon cultivators arrived, their whispers filling the sky.

Eastern Bracelet’s heart sank as she realized so many others were here. Even if there was a precious treasure to be found, it would likely elude her.

But she didn’t want to leave just yet. After all, getting treasures required both strength and luck. Perhaps these fellows would fight over the prize, leaving her to reap the benefits...

Although she knew such an outcome was highly unlikely, people needed hope, right? There was no absolute certainty; maybe fate had a surprise in store for her.

Thus, Eastern Bracelet remained hidden in a corner, listening to the ancient demons’ conversations. Though she was only at the Core Formation late stage, her strength was insignificant among these demon cultivators, so they paid her no mind.

After a cup of tea, Eastern Bracelet pieced together the details of their idle chatter and finally understood the situation.

Indeed, it was quite unusual. These demons had come due to the natural anomaly, but what shocked them more was that someone had been waiting there overnight.

At first, many rushed in, only to disappear into the fog with no trace left behind. The only sounds were thunderous noises that soon faded away, never to be heard again.

The demons weren’t fools; after a few rounds of exploration, they knew something strange lay within the fog.

This wasn’t a safe place, but dangerous places often yielded the most precious treasures.

They hesitated to leave.

Some, however, were determined. They had such confidence in their abilities that they ignored warnings and ventured into the fog, only to vanish without a trace.

Finally, when a Core Formation late stage demon entered, he saw countless ghostly figures emerging from within. Simultaneously, immense spiritual pressure descended from the sky, accompanied by the angry shouts of that same old monster.

The surrounding demons were both nervous and hopeful as they watched this unfold. They feared losing the treasure but hoped for some outcome.

Unfortunately, even a Core Formation late stage demon could only stay inside for two cups of tea before the anomaly disappeared, leaving him trapped within without ever emerging.

All the demons were shocked. Suddenly, brilliant light streaked from afar, and two ancient demons arrived, heading straight towards this location.

This was not unusual in itself, but when their divine sense swept over them, all the other demons were stunned.

A Spirit Separation stage expert had arrived; an old demon of that level.
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Phase One Consciousness realm—these were legendary great existences.

Although there would always be Phase One Consciousness cultivators involved in the anomalies at Spirit Source Valley, it was just hearsay.

Most cultivators, even those at the Profound Void stage, rarely had the chance to see a Phase One Consciousness existence throughout their entire lives. The ancient demons present were extremely complex in their expressions—surprised, bewildered, envious—but most of all, reverent.

In the demon realm, there was more bloodshed and brutality than in the spirit realm. Ancient demons, who were more ferocious and combative than human cultivators, revered strength above all else.

With such a presence involved, even if an extraordinary treasure emerged, it would definitely not be for them.

However, these fellows did not want to leave. Meeting with stronger beings was considered good fortune; two Phase One Consciousness existences should be able to resolve the mystery of this place.

People are naturally curious, and even without a share in the spoils, they wanted to see what extraordinary treasure had appeared.

The two streaks of light moved incredibly fast. Initially at the horizon, they soon arrived before them.

The lights dimmed, revealing two demon cultivators—a man dressed in black robes with an elegant appearance, around thirty years old, and a woman who was extremely alluring, though she also possessed a certain down-to-earth charm.

From their appearances alone, there was nothing particularly remarkable about the two. However, their spiritual pressure was undeniably that of Phase One Consciousness beings. The man in particular was more formidable than his female companion, being at the middle stage of Phase One Consciousness.

The demons fell silent.

"Tianlan Twin Tangs!"

A large man wearing green robes exclaimed with shock upon recognizing the pair, his face filled with fear. He then showed regret, covering his mouth as he trembled in terror.

"What? Did Tianlan Twin Demons make a mistake?"

"Impossible! Could it really be those two legendary figures everyone fears to mention by name?"

There were hundreds of demon cultivators gathered nearby, many of whom had extensive knowledge. After all, the Tianlan Twin Demons were well-known figures.

Hence, although some present had never seen their true forms, they had heard about them through their reputations.

The two demons had gained fame over five to six ten thousand years ago. Unlike other Phase One Consciousness existences who preferred seclusion and delved into the Dao of Heaven, the Tianlan Twin Demons were a source of dread for all.

This was due to their cultivation techniques—ways of slaughter. As the name suggested, the more blood they shed, the faster they progressed. Countless souls had fallen at their hands.

Among them were many demon cultivators and some魔族 who lacked spirit roots and thus could not follow the path of immortals.

The couple had once set a record by massacring dozens of minor sects in just one month.

Although ancient demons were ferocious, few reached such heights.

Unluckily for them, they only targeted smaller-scale sects, so no one dared to challenge them. Only the smaller factions and families in their area lived in constant fear, even moving en masse at times.

However, ten thousand years ago, the Tianlan Twin Demons suddenly vanished from the cultivation world.

Some said they had reformed and stopped causing trouble outside; others claimed that with too much blood on their hands, they were eventually brought down by a great existence.

Various speculations abounded.

Regardless of which theory was correct, the twin demons never appeared again. Many demon cultivators breathed a sigh of relief but never expected to see them here today.

Cultivation had no time limit; ten thousand years did not erase their fear. Most demons were now regretting their decision to stay and watch the spectacle.

If only they had left earlier, they should have gone away quickly instead.

However, it was too late for regrets.

Hadn't they stayed just because they didn't want to leave? Now wanting to go, wouldn't that make them look like fools and attract unwanted attention?

Weighing the pros and cons, staying silent and making a fortune was the right choice. Hopefully, after all these years, the Tianlan Twin Demons had become more restrained.

The two demons naturally observed the expressions of the surrounding cultivators but paid no heed to them, instead focusing on the valley shrouded in mist as they conversed.

"Brother, you didn't make a mistake. Is Dragon Flame Grass really here?" The woman's voice carried an alluring tone.

"I can't be one hundred percent sure, but there's at least an eighty percent chance."

The man spoke with a hint of unusual light in his eyes: "Fang Sister knows this; besides my cultivation techniques, I'm also skilled in divination. From the卦象 analysis just now, dragon flame grass should be around here."

"That may be true, but what we're seeing is just one cultivator breaking through his bottleneck. Where's the Dragon Flame Grass?" The alluring female demon curiously asked.

The Tianlan Twin Demons were indeed old monsters of Phase One Consciousness. While most ancient demons thought it was an extraordinary treasure emerging, they immediately saw through the truth.

"Heh, Fang Sister, that may not be the case. This place has a good spiritual vein, and usually, such veins come with various treasures. Perhaps dragon flame grass appeared before but was taken by the one who's meditating here," the man sneered. His analysis seemed reasonable on the surface.

"Then what are we waiting for? Capture that guy; our ancestral deity's task is done. We can return to report and receive the benefits promised…" The female demon licked her lips, her face filled with excitement.

"Fang Sister, no need to rush. A cooked duck doesn't fly away. Although this fellow dares to meditate here, his array formations seem decent," the man said with a smile, though it seemed sinister.

"Brother, you've said before that we shouldn't be too hasty. These common formations can't hold us back, so why take risks?" The alluring female demon said dismissively.

"Fang Sister, I've told you not to rush. These common formations indeed won't stop us, but they can save effort. Why risk it?" The man smiled, though his smile seemed extremely sinister.

"Brother is saying,"…

The woman frowned, then seemed to understand something. Although they were a couple and couldn't be telepathic, they had some understanding between them.

"Right, these fellows can serve as cannon fodder to test the situation." The man's smiling voice echoed, as if discussing nothing significant.
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His voice was not loud, but he did not hide anything. The demon cultivators present could hear every word clearly. Instantly, everyone's faces turned pale.

Only now did they realize that their thoughts were too naive. Demons are always demons; just like tigers, how could they suddenly stop eating meat and start eating grass?

However, knowing this did not change much. Most people still reacted with fear and helplessness. The situation was too sudden for them to have thought of encountering the legendary Twin Devils of Tianlan here, let alone any contingency plans.

As the saying goes: "Man is fish mutton, I am the knife." But at that moment, this saying needed to be reversed.

The demon cultivators stirred, their expressions of panic evident in their eyes.

Then, one of the Twin Devils spoke up: "Listen carefully. Today, I'm in a good mood and will give you a chance to live. Work together to break through the array ahead. If you complete this task, I'll let you go."

The demon cultivators exchanged strange glances. Although their strength was inferior, they were not fools. The other party had shown no concealment; they were using them as cannon fodder.

Despite the notorious reputation of the old demons, everyone was still unwilling to defy them, but nobody dared say "no" at that moment either.

Of course, none immediately obeyed orders. They just stared at each other.

"How dare you ignore my words? Or do you think we are kind and soft-hearted? I'll count to three."

Before he could finish, a cold snort interrupted: "Zhou does not dare offend Senior Tianlan but has no interest in being cannon fodder. Goodbye."

With these words, a black ray of light shot up into the sky, heading towards the distance.

The speed of this遁光 was extraordinary, far faster than usual. Clearly, this person was skilled in the Five Elements遁术; otherwise, they would not dare to be the first to make a move at such a time.

Stupid!

The Twin Devils' eyes flashed with anger as the man turned his head. A fierce light appeared deep in his eyes. Then, from his forehead, black waves-like things emerged.

"Ah!"

The fleeing遁光 stopped abruptly, revealing an ancient demon with a scorpion tail. His muscles were tightly coiled, and he was incredibly strong. However, at that moment, he held his head with both hands, clearly in pain.

"Bang!"

In just a few breaths, the ancient demon's body exploded like a watermelon, blood raining everywhere. The people around were silent as this was an ancient demon of the Separation-Union后期 stage, not weak. The other party didn't even move a finger and had already killed it.

It was sheer brutality.

They would never have believed it if they hadn't seen it with their own eyes.

A person's name is like a tree's shadow; the Twin Devils' reputation was well-deserved.

To be honest, who wanted to be cannon fodder? Initially, many of the demons present were already restless. But after this scene, everyone was terrified. The other party's methods were too terrifying.

They had no doubt that even if they all scattered, these two old fellows would have the strength to intercept and kill them without leaving a single survivor.

The situation of being cannon fodder was dire indeed. However, now they lacked the courage to run away.

Satisfied, the Twin Devils smiled. Clearly, this tactic of scaring the monkeys had worked well.

These little guys were already terrified; it would be easy from here on out.

"How about that? Refusing my orders will only lead to a soul-shattering fate. Being cannon fodder is dangerous, but as long as you complete your task, I won't break my word and let the survivors leave. How to choose, make up your own mind."

This guy was truly "honest," showing no hidden intentions. He even used the term "cannon fodder."

Since they had no choice in front of their two extremely powerful partners, even if they knew it was a cliff or trap ahead, they would have to jump.

"Now I'll count. If you don't act by three, I will start killing," said the mid-Focus cultivator with a snarl.

He didn't waste any time, prolonging his voice: "One..."

""

The ancient demons exchanged glances, their faces turning pale.

"Three."

Finally, the third count entered their ears like a soul-rending sound.

Before he could finish speaking, cries of alarm erupted. A demon on the left side raised a treasure and transformed into a startling streak, rushing towards the mist.

With someone leading the way, other ancient demons roared in unison, following suit...

Though they were unwilling to be cannon fodder, what could they do? Under the roof, one had to bow down.

If they didn't follow orders, disaster would strike immediately. Entering that array was dangerous but relatively better than nothing.

They did this out of necessity, a desperate strategy for survival.

The Twin Devils exchanged smiles, their faces exuding immense satisfaction.

Though they had a hundred percent confidence in breaking the array, using cannon fodder to consume the other party's strength was undoubtedly the best choice.

Time-saving and effort-saving. They cared not about being too lowly.

The Twin Devils were not kind-hearted; with their nature, they would use any means necessary to achieve their goals.

Lin Xuan sensed all this from his cave but could do nothing. He was at a critical moment for breaking through the bottleneck, making or breaking his fate. At such a crucial time, he couldn't afford to be distracted.

Frustrating!

Who did he offend? The more he feared, the worse it got—two mid-Focus ancient demons.

Lin Xuan was extremely depressed but dared not overthink. It wasn't suitable for him to be distracted now. Fortunately, the other party was overly cautious, first sending hundreds of ancient demons to scout ahead. This should buy him some time.

Lin Xuan's mind raced, pushing all external dangers aside. He continued focusing on his cultivation, determined to break through the bottleneck as quickly as possible.

Meanwhile, the array he had set up did not require anyone to operate; it would activate once someone entered.

Dark winds and demonic winds swept across. Lin Xuan's carefully laid out arrays numbered four, each formidable in its own right. Not only were they independent of each other but also had叠加 effects between them.

(To be continued)
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Hundreds of ancient demons entered the array, their cultivation levels ranging widely. Their fates varied greatly depending on their individual circumstances.

The惨叫声 never ceased as those below the婴期 all perished in just a few breaths; such weaklings couldn't even withstand the first wave of attacks.

Only the flickering light from Ice Arrow Thunder Fire kept appearing and disappearing, but they didn’t know how they died. Their sacrifices were meaningless, failing to test the depth or strength of this array.

However, the expressions on other ancient demons turned extremely grim as they felt a sense of sympathy for their fallen comrades. They hesitated, unwilling to advance further. The first wave could be endured, but the current array was far more terrifying than expected. Would they all meet their end here?

"Little fellow, are you scared already?" A voice from one of the Twin Heaven Demons taunted, "A mouse’s courage, truly a disgrace to our holy race. Hurry up and act; otherwise, I’ll have no choice but to be unkind."

With his words, he raised his right hand, and a thread of demonic flames shot out.

Though only as big as a fingernail, the speed was astonishing. The targeted demons had nowhere to hide and were directly hit by the flame!

"Ahh!"

A loud scream echoed as the demonic flames ignited something on contact, rapidly expanding and engulfing him from head to toe.

This unfortunate demon, though not weak, was an ancient demon of mid-分离期, a formidable existence outside. But now, only wails filled his mouth as the flames roamed wildly around him, trying to extinguish them but failing miserably. He rolled on the ground in agony for several breaths before the screams gradually faded.

The man at 分神期 was pleased with this outcome; he had deliberately prolonged the demon’s suffering to establish dominance.

Now that their goal was achieved, these ancient demons, despite their reluctance, had no choice but to bravely advance. Like herding ducks into a pen, they had to push forward regardless of their feelings.

Regardless, they needed to deal with this obstacle first.

Lin Xuan wasn’t one to be easily manipulated or intimidated. While the Five Elements Enriching Spirit Array was put aside for now, the other three arrays were formidable tools he had acquired through cunning and effort over two years. Their combined power was immense.

Driven by the Twin Heaven Demons, the others had no choice but to rush into danger. The four arrays activated simultaneously, casting a dense web of demonic shadows and ghostly spirits that surrounded them, creating a constant rumble of explosions.

In just a short while, more than half of the demons had perished, leaving only about ten survivors. Among these, five were at the 洞玄期, while the rest were at the 离合期.

The survival of those in the 洞玄期 was due to their strength, but for the others, luck played a role as well.

Now that they had faced this situation, it was clear: without breaking through the array, such heavy losses would continue. Moving forward meant certain death.

"Companions, serving as cannon fodder is a fate of certain death. It’s better to fight those two old monsters than to die here," said an ancient demon with a harsh voice.

They were deep within the array, and even the Twin Heaven Demons couldn’t track their movements now.

"Fighting, what资格 do we have? We may be many, but even tied together, we can't defeat a 分神期 being. And there are two of them," a woman’s voice echoed with frustration.

Being cannon fodder meant death, as did fighting the Twin Heaven Demons. Why was fate so cruel?

"Madam, your words are wrong. With just us, it's impossible to fight the Twin Heaven Demons, but if we add in the master who set up this array," said the two-headed ancient demon.

The others fell silent, seeing a glimmer of hope.

"Indeed, such an array, ten out of ten chances is 分神期. If we can team up with him, even if we lose to the Twin Heaven Demons, we might still find a way out," said an old woman gripping her staff with a sinister tone.

"But what if we really defeat the Twin Heaven Demons? How do we know this master won't turn on us?" another voice of concern echoed. Neither cultivators nor ancient demons cared about righteousness; betrayal was common.

The demons fell silent, but only for a few breaths.

"Why think so much? Solve this problem first. Is there any other way out?" the two-headed demon said in a deep voice.

"Alright, I agree."

"I also agree."

This was indeed a desperate measure, and though they were uneasy, the ancient demons agreed.

"How do we contact the master?"

"We don’t need to contact him; I heard everything you said. With this array’s assistance, even the Twin Heaven Demons can be held off for a while. Soon, Lin will emerge from his meditation. Once he comes out, your lives are safe."

At that moment, a calm voice echoed. Although Lin Xuan was at the critical stage of breaking through his cultivation barrier, he still kept a fragment of his spirit consciousness to seize this opportunity. He continued his breakthrough as his second元婴 emerged and spoke.

However, the demons were skeptical; it seemed like they were being used again!

They had no choice but to believe in Lin Xuan, hoping he truly had the strength to defeat the Twin Heaven Demons and kept his word. Meanwhile, the Twin Heaven Demons noticed something was amiss as well, though they couldn’t track what the others were doing, the swirling demon fog stopped.
实在抱歉

Rain of Illusions knew that the updates had been lacking lately, and she didn't need to explain why; it was all her fault. She had been preoccupied with various matters recently and apologized profusely. Today, she would be taking half a day off again, truly sorry for causing inconvenience.

"Uncle Senior Master, isn’t it worrying you that Cheng Di is your disciple? He might get into trouble," Han Huaiyi asked.

Since she already had intimate contact with Ye Fan, the farewell should have been informed to her. However, unexpectedly, the number of living wolves was gradually decreasing, while none of the vagrants or convicts were falling down.

The warship of the Beast Kin King class wasn’t large in size, but its elegance, defensive capabilities, and speed far surpassed those of the bloodline’s standard starships.

Xie Jin was increasingly surprised. He truly hadn’t expected Deng Yueru to have such extraordinary skills.

"Wade, if Xiao Hongxia calls again, tell her my number or give me hers. I want to know what happened to Chang Xing," Wu Wanyi said.

Molu Prince sensed that the willpower energy of the Heavenly Dao in the sky was becoming increasingly powerful.

The magistrate was quite perceptive and ordered his guards to search Ning Hui’s room after a brief moment of surprise. He then took the bag Ning Hui had with him, intending to inspect it personally.

Even though he wasn’t entirely sure, Fu made an attempt to respond. It was also a way to put pressure on himself.

Cao Cao was panicking, his hand still trembling as he gripped the reins tightly, and his heart pounding furiously.

Master Lianlian, moved by Sun Shangxiang’s resolute will, had already been convinced. He knew that if she couldn’t get that turtle, Sun Shangxiang wouldn’t leave. It had been two days and two nights, and now with the rain, he feared that Sun Shangxiang would collapse.

Seeing Long傲天's change, Lin Ke cleverly revealed his true status to him, indirectly stating that he was still an orphan.

Suddenly, a commotion came from outside the camp gate. Everyone hurriedly looked out of their tents.

"Never! Never! Governor Gu has killed Lin Fu," Lin Fu hastily bowed in response, even lowering his head more than Gu Wucen's as a sign of respect.

Zhou Yu shivered involuntarily. If this was true, then it wouldn't be him ambushing Gan Ning; instead, Gan Ning would be the one ambushing him.

Zhao Xiuxiu laughed loudly and said, "Wang Shan, are you sure it’s just fifty steps?" For Zhao Xiuxiu, his archery skills were so precise that he could hit the bullseye from a hundred paces. Fifty steps was nothing to him.

Such power made him one of the top contenders among peers on the Primordial Continent. In all likelihood, within a century, they would undoubtedly ascend to the ranks of sages and become true masters of the world.

Yun Yi listened silently. Although his face showed no emotion, he was deeply moved inside.

In this situation, Lei Yan’s actions were reckless! Moreover, the aura凝聚ed by Ghost Fight had long surpassed that of ordinary Daoist realm late-stage cultivators. Even Yin Sha could only barely withstand it with all her might. The cost was too high for most people to bear.

An Yang took out numerous medical reports from her phone, all stamped and unforgeable. When Sun Xiao Xiao saw this, she almost stumbled and fell. She clung tightly to An Yang’s shoulders, her face filled with disbelief and sorrow.

Is this fox also going to take a pulse? I hesitantly pulled the fox's leg out. The fox tried to resist but was forcefully held by me as I squeezed its paw, tears welling up in its eyes.
第两千三百四十二章 进阶分神期（上）

Could several hundred魔族 cultivators really fall in such a short time, with not a single survivor?

The two Demonic Twins exchanged glances; their expressions were somewhat unpleasant. If this was the case, the array before them would be even harder to deal with than expected.

It was getting tricky.

However, the two demons only felt a bit uneasy and showed no fear at all.

"Big Brother..."

The妖冶 woman turned her head, but the man's face revealed some contemplation. Soon enough, a cold smile replaced it: "You guys who play tricks, Fu Sister, it’s our turn now."

There was no disagreement from the woman. The two demons, skilled and bold, had entered the array without even summoning their treasures.

The moment they stepped into the mist, howling sounds of ghosts filled the surroundings. Dark winds swirled as a dozen or so阴魂 materialized, blocking their path in a straight line.

These spirits were over six feet tall, with disheveled hair and sharp fingers. Red light flickered in their eyes, ready to pounce.

Seeing these spirits blocking them, the Demonic Twins hesitated for a moment but didn't slow down as they charged forward, treating the obstruction as nothing.

The surrounding dark winds surged, and the spirits fiercely lunged at the two demons. These spirits were generated by the幽鬼阵, moving with great precision. The ghostly shadows swayed wildly, encircling the Demonic Twins, their sharp fingers like iron hooks, viciously attacking them.

"Die!"

The妖冶 woman ignored this, but her companion's cold laughter entered his ears. He twitched slightly, and several black shadows shot out from him, intercepting the spirits' claws before they could touch the Demonic Twins.

Bang!

A dull sound echoed as it was unclear what these black shadows were, yet their power was extraordinary. The spirits vanished almost instantly upon impact.

Of course, Lin Xuan's array wasn't limited to just this. As soon as the spirits fell, a piercing sound rang out through the air.

Countless black fireballs had already pierced through the void and landed.

Their destructive force was formidable indeed, with over four thousand or more of them...

"Foolish creatures!"

This time, it was the woman's turn to scold. She flicked her jade hand, and a black demonic curtain appeared, thin as a cicada’s wing yet impenetrable. Thousands of fireballs struck but only caused ripples.

The next attack had the same effect. The array pushed its power to the limit, still showing no results.

A nameless hero in the realm of ancient demons faced off against a洞玄 existence; the gap was as vast as ten thousand miles.

Seeing the Demonic Twins breaking through layer by layer while ice arrows and lightning fire continued their relentless bombardment, the explosions deafening, the scene chaotic to the extreme.

Yet, failing to hurt them was like scratching an itch through clothing.

"Hmph. Not much of a challenge. Looks like I was too cautious earlier; there’s no need to waste so much effort on these arrays."

The advance went smoothly, and the man among the Demonic Twins couldn't help but mutter.

But just then, a black light, hidden by the array's cover, approached amidst the attacks.

A sizzling sound echoed as the powerful curtain was torn open. A ghostly greatsword, dazzling in brilliance, sliced fiercely at the man’s head from an impossible angle.

This attack had nothing to do with Lin Xuan's array; it was a few surviving ancient demons taking advantage of their opportunity and making a sneak attack.

Their strength was well known, and they knew that no matter what, they couldn't face those two 分神 beings directly.

Thus, they chose to hide and strike when the time was right, using the array’s power to ambush them.

The plan wasn’t wrong, but its success was uncertain.

As the ghostly greatsword broke through the curtain, just a few feet from the Demonic Twins, the man's face showed a mocking expression: "Foolish creatures. Thinking you can get away with an ambush? You dare defy me! I’ll make sure you can neither live nor die."

Before his words were finished, he blurred out of sight. The nearly neck-length blade fell to nothingness, and when he reappeared, he was close enough to the two-headed ancient demon.

A sleeve flicked, and a thin strand of demonic flame shot forth. The two-headed ancient demon's expression turned to extreme fear but had no time to escape as it was enveloped by that strand of demonic flame.

Cries echoed as he flailed madly in mid-air, burning fiercely. But with his mere洞玄 existence, how could he extinguish the Demonic Twins' flames?

The cries were heart-wrenching; being engulfed by fire was even more painful than soul refinement.

Several other ancient demons hiding in the shadows had also been looking for an opportunity to strike but now froze in terror.

Some couldn't hold back and turned to flee.

Then they heard a series of giggles.

The Demonic Twins' subordinates never left survivors. They, too, would not be exceptions.

With a flick of her jade hand, a series of sword lights flashed by like the wind, quickly decapitating the remaining ancient demons. Their元婴 didn't have time to escape as they were swept away by a demonic gust and swallowed whole.

Inside his cave, Lin Xuan was speechless at this scene. While it made sense for beasts to devour souls, this woman, an ancient demon herself, showed no mercy on her own kind’s souls. The reputation of the Demonic Twins was well-deserved.

"A bunch of useless creatures. I expected them to stall for a moment but... " Lin Xuan sighed inwardly without dwelling further. The situation was dire; his only hope was to advance quickly.

With this thought, he pushed all distractions aside.

After eliminating all the魔族 cultivators, the two demons reassembled.

"Big Brother."

"Fu Sister, this array is a hindrance. Let me destroy it," said the man.

"Good, Big Brother, hurry and act; I'll protect you from behind," the woman teased.

"That’s fine, my dear wife."

Before his words were finished, a sinister expression flashed across his face. Then he raised both hands and brought them together, causing his entire body to glow with black light that enveloped him from head to toe.

Thunderous sounds filled the air as this light transformed into a beam of light, initially no more than a few feet in diameter but rapidly expanding outward.

(To be continued)
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The ground trembled, and the sky shook!

Within a radius of a hundred miles, the entire space was trembling.

The light column kept expanding outward, quickly reaching from heaven to earth with an intimidating momentum. Everywhere it passed through, it seemed that gods were killed by gods and buddhas by buddhas. Lin Xuan’s array formations crumbled like rotten wood, and in a blink of an eye, the three array formations, including the Phantom Ghost Formation, were all destroyed.

Only the Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array stood alone.

"Hmm?"

The two demons faced each other, their expressions showing some surprise.

"This array is indeed peculiar."

"Indeed. It seems to be an extraordinary treasure. It’s a pity that it was destroyed; let’s take it away," the female demon murmured.

"Sister Fu's words are correct. But if we want not to destroy the array flags, we can only forcefully pass through this array."

"How can forcing our way in matter? Can just one array formation hold us back?"

The female demon said proudly and then flashed forward, entering the Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array.

The male demon frowned, feeling a bit uneasy. However, he couldn’t figure out why for now. Perhaps it was his overthinking. He shook his head and followed closely behind.

Wuh…

An odd wind howled in their ears.

Just after flying for several breaths, everything before them turned black.

However, the two demons paid no heed to this minor illusion; what could a small trick like that do to them?

After flying for a few more moments, they saw blue light flickering ahead. A palm-sized array flag appeared in their sight.

This array flag was blue and danced gently with the wind, instantly growing several times its original length.

Its surface emitted a series of glows, accompanied by buzzing sounds. The Twin Heaven Demons narrowed their eyes as they saw various mysterious inscriptions carved on it, layered upon each other. As this array flag moved, the water attributes of the surrounding heaven and earth’s essence energy began to swarm here.

"Surely, this is an extraordinary treasure."

The couple was both surprised and delighted by this unexpected discovery, which made them very satisfied.

---

In the next moment, the water attributes of the heaven and earth’s essence energy converged in the middle. A blue water dragon appeared before their eyes.

Over seven to eight zhang long, it had sharp claws and a flickering gaze that seemed almost sentient. With a swipe of its claw, countless ice needles and arrows emerged.

The piercing sound was deafening as they shot towards the two demons.

"Trivial tricks! Do you think you can injure me with such tactics? It’s nothing but a daydream."

The female demon waved her hand again, and a leaf-like treasure flew out. Its surface emitted strange light, transforming into three, then nine...

In an instant, it turned into hundreds of leaf-shaped pieces, swirling around the couple, surrounding them.

In the next moment, ice needles and arrows rained down but had no effect, being easily blocked by that leaf-shaped demon treasure.

Roar!

The sound of a dragon echoed in their ears. The blue water dragon then lunged forward.

However, just as it flew halfway, the sky above seemed to ripple like water waves. A giant demonic hand over ten zhang long appeared and flashed down, grabbing the blue water dragon.

The water dragon naturally didn’t submit; it struggled desperately, but to no avail. That strange hand was incredibly strong, and in its palm, the dragon was trapped, unable to escape.

A sneer appeared on the male demon’s face as he raised his right hand and pointed forward.

Sizzling sounds erupted from the surface of that giant hand.

The blue water dragon was enveloped by this. Just a moment later, it vanished into thin air.

The blue water dragon turned into nothingness, leaving only a solitary azure array flag suspended in mid-air.

The man waved his sleeves, and the demon wind carried the array flag over, holding it carefully. As an old monster of the Spirit Refinement stage, he was discerning; this array flag was quite good, and his expression showed satisfaction.

But soon, he raised an eyebrow as if sensing something. Looking up, he saw four more array flags silently floating about a dozen zhang away.

They were of different colors. The Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array, as its name suggested, each array flag had unique attributes—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth…

Although these two old monsters possessed strange powers, they only managed to destroy the blue water dragon just now.

The remaining four array flags began to take action, similar to what happened before. However, the celestial spirits formed by different attributes of heaven and earth’s essence energy were vastly different.

---

A croaking sound entered their ears. In front was a grotesque yet enormous toad, its attribute being earth.

To the left, the spirit creature was even more astonishing, resembling a qilin or a phaeton almost exactly, with flames burning fiercely all over it.

On the right, the monster was even more terrifying; neither lion nor tiger, it had two large light wings on its back. It was composed of golden celestial essence energy.

As for the wooden array flag, it transformed into a dense fog. Its purpose would only be revealed when it took action.

The Twin Heaven Demons exchanged glances and felt delighted rather than alarmed. They found what they were looking for without much effort; the other party had brought their treasures to them.

"Five array flags, including gold, wood, water, fire, and earth. If this array can be used properly, its power will not fall short of a divine treasure. This item is mine."

Before the man’s words finished, his hands moved swiftly forward.

As he did so, space nearby collapsed without any warning.

The collapsing space transformed into a vortex, emitting countless black threads that weaved and formed a giant fishing net, covering the four spirit creatures.

Those black threads were incredibly fine, shimmering with an eerie demonic aura. They seemed extremely mysterious.

The spirit creatures naturally didn’t want to die easily; they used their claws or teeth to tear at them, or shot light beams from their mouths. However, all these attacks had no effect as the fishing net formed by those black threads was extraordinarily solid.

All attacks were like ants trying to shake a tree—no ripples stirred.

"Recover!"

The man said lightly. The four fishing nets separately covered the four spirit creatures and tightened. Accompanying this action, strange symbols the size of fists appeared.

Puff...

As if bubbles burst, those four spirit creatures disintegrated completely. Their celestial essence energy dispersed in all directions, replaced by four differently colored array flags that floated alone, their spiritual light dimming.

The Twin Heaven Demons naturally didn’t hesitate and took them into their hands.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed, as shocking as a thunderclap. It was because the Five Elements Enriched Spirit Array’s array flags had fallen into enemy hands. As a result, this array was broken. The surrounding scenery, like ripples on a lake after a stone is thrown in, gradually blurred and was about to reveal its true form.
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From the mist, the dual devils of Tianlan entered, and within a short time, no more than the duration of a cup of tea, Lin Xuan's four array formations were all broken. Moreover, these two devils did not even use their true techniques; they merely showed off with their skills, making it clear that a Senior Divinity of the Spirit Division was indeed not to be underestimated.

As the surroundings began to reveal their original appearance, a sudden sharp cry sounded out, followed by an ominous shadow appearing before the dual devils. The figure swiftly attacked from behind them.

"Fu Sister, be careful."

The opponent's strength was formidable, and they had chosen the perfect moment. When the two devils realized something was amiss, it was already too late.

These two old fellows were cruel and bloodthirsty, but as co-cultivators for eons, their affection for each other ran deep. Seeing danger, the man shouted loudly, pushing his companion towards her in a bid to protect her.

"Big Brother."

The woman cried out, flying backward like a falling meteor. A sharp sound echoed through the air, but it was merely an attack that missed its target.

However, this woman's face showed no joy; because of this, a large hole appeared in his abdomen, and the injury was indeed severe.

Normally, such a wound would leave one incapacitated for at least ten years before recovery. Yet, the man from Tianlan did not show any signs of distress, only a hint of anger as his demonic energy surged even more.

"Haha..."

A strange sound came from his mouth, sounding like a mad laugh. Suddenly, countless tentacles sprouted from his wound, resembling writhing snakes that wrapped around the silver-winged devil's right arm.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the original form of this demon transformed into its true demonic body. His figure grew three feet taller and became more robust. A layer of blue scales covered his entire body, except for his eyes, and a tail appeared on his back.

Roar!

The sound of the devil's roar echoed through the air. Lin Xuan’s second consciousness noticed something was wrong and tried to retreat to safety, but he was trapped by countless tentacles from the wound, unable to move.

Damn it!

The devil's eyes turned blood red. Although its right hand was restrained, its left hand remained free. It lifted it sharply, revealing razor-sharp nails that flashed with cold light and laced with necrotic poison, aiming for the opponent’s head.

The dual devils' cultivation technique was indeed peculiar. The man’s abdomen had a large wound but he acted as if nothing happened. Lin Xuan did not believe this man was truly immortal; a hole in his abdomen did not mean his head could withstand such an attack unscathed.

The silver-winged devil's movement was swift, and the opponent had no time to dodge. He used the tentacles from his wound to bind the devil’s right arm, immobilizing it but also trapping himself.

This was akin to tying oneself in a cocoon.

A flash of light revealed the demon king's sharp claws approaching his head. A strike from a Spirit Division existence was formidable; combined with the strength and sharpness of a devil’s hands, this attack should have easily pierced through anything.

However, the silver-winged devil's claw made no impact, despite hitting the opponent’s head, being blocked by the blue scales.

"Foolish creature, that last strike was due to my carelessness. Do you think I would make the same mistake twice?" The man from Tianlan transformed into a green-armored demon king, his cold voice resonating through the air.

Before he could finish speaking, he raised his right hand and punched straight at the silver-winged devil’s chest with all his might.

The punch was as fast as lightning. A flash of green light appeared, followed by cracking sounds as his arm suddenly grew three feet longer. The silver-winged devil's body, like a stone or paper, was shattered.

A large hole appeared in its abdomen, and black demon blood gushed out.

With an eye for an eye, the silver-winged devil’s attack now returned to him tenfold. Such injuries would have killed any ordinary cultivator, but as a devil, he only felt intense pain, which instead fueled his ferocity. He roared loudly, his eyes turning blood red, and his fangs grew larger.

Lowering his head, he opened his bloody mouth and bit at the opponent’s throat.

This attack was particularly vicious; compared to other parts of his body, a devil's throat had weaker defenses, and its teeth were much stronger than its hands.

Just as humans use their teeth to crack nuts while their hands struggle, so too did devils rely on their teeth for greater bite force.

The silver-winged devil’s claws failed to pierce through the scales, but his fangs managed to break them open. Black demon blood flowed from the wound, and the devil rejoiced as he continued to gnaw fiercely.

"Big Brother," the female devil cried out in alarm and anger. The green-armored demon king was equally enraged. He had never seen such a dishonorable act; a Spirit Division existence using its teeth to bite like a lowly creature.

He, too, had lived for eons, but he had never heard of or seen anything like this.

The green-armored demon king’s eyes glowed with anger as he raised his right hand and clenched it. This time, black spines grew from his fist down to his forearm. He punched with incredible speed, making loud thuds that echoed through the air. In a short moment, the silver-winged devil's body was shattered.

Devils had remarkable resilience but were not immortal. After such severe damage, the silver-winged devil’s eyes dimmed, and its aura rapidly weakened.

A crack sounded as the right arm of the silver-winged devil was broken by the tentacles, and it was thrown away. The green-armored demon king opened his mouth, emitting a black wave that distorted space. The already weak silver-winged devil was sucked in, and a painful sound echoed as the silver-winged devil was reduced to powder.

The man was indeed fierce. A Spirit Division existence like the silver-winged devil was easily destroyed by this green-armored demon king, proving that great names do not lie.

"Big Brother, are you alright?"

Despite knowing her husband well, the female devil still showed concern on her face.

"I’m fine."

The green-armored demon king shook his head. The tentacles quickly filled the wound and stopped the bleeding.

With all obstacles removed, they looked at a narrow valley.

"Hmph, even now, do you want to hide? Let this demon king pull you out," the green-armored demon king sneered. Just as he was about to act, a vortex appeared in the sky, gathering immense amounts of demonic energy that formed a massive sphere over a hundred feet wide. It crashed down with a thunderous sound.

To be continued...
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"Bad, leave quickly!"

The ancient green-armored demon raised its head, scanning the ball of gathered qi with a look that instantly turned to alarm. With a swift motion of its ape-like arm, it grabbed the female demon beside it and vanished from sight in an instant.

At his level, instantaneous teleportation was no big deal; what varied was how deeply one mastered such spells.

He retreated by a hundred paces before the demon was still unsatisfied. It raised its right hand, and a flicker of light appeared between its fingers as a small ball of treasure flew out.

A layer of pale green light suddenly emerged, quickly spreading to envelop both the demon and the female demon.

The entire process happened in a flash, nearly completed in an instant.

In the next moment, the ball of gathered qi resembling a comet plummeted, colliding harshly with the ground...

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed through the air. Accompanying it was a terrifying surge of qi that warped nearby space.

Everything before his eyes—rocks, trees, even the earth—began to melt under this formidable power. A mysterious aura suddenly appeared, not particularly dazzling but turning everything it touched into dust.

The aura initially confined to the valley rapidly spread at an alarming rate. In a blink of an eye, the position where the twin demons stood was also enveloped by it.

The green-armored demon's expression turned grim as he felt the force was incredibly fierce; his defensive treasure seemed unable to withstand it.

Crack! Crack!

A sharp sound entered his ears as a crack appeared on the surface of the ball. At first, just faintly visible, it quickly spread across the entire surface.

Seeing this valuable treasure about to turn into scrap metal, the pale green light, though dazzling, was merely a last flicker.

The twin demons were both shocked and angry but could do nothing to change things.

A tearing sound filled his ears as the ball of treasure and the aura shattered into nothingness.

Boom!

The terrifying aura rushed like a tidal wave, enveloping the twin demons...

In just a few breaths, it felt like an eternity.

Finally, the aura dissipated, and the terrifying qi pressure vanished.

But everything before his eyes was now utterly different. The mountains were gone, the valley had become nothing but empty space, and even the entire surface had been stripped away in large chunks. Where there used to be a valley, there was now a big pit. The ground had turned into molten rock, with lava surging out; no life remained... No, not quite. In the center of that pit sat a young man cross-legged, wearing a green robe and looking as ordinary as could be.

His clothes were tattered, his hair loose and disheveled, giving him an air of destitution akin to a street beggar.

Yet this seemingly destitute youth was seated in the pit, with only a few feet around him untouched by the lava.

Sigh...

Lin Xuan exhaled a mouthful of stale air, then slowly raised his head. His eyes finally opened after being closed.

A dazzling light shone from them!

His appearance was unremarkable, but at this moment, an intimidating radiance suddenly burst forth from those eyes...

From over a hundred paces away, as the aura dissipated, two figures reappeared.

The twin demons of Tianlan!

Although the blast of qi had been incredibly powerful, they were still late-stage spirit-seer ancient demons—legendary great beings. How could it be easy for them to perish? They just looked slightly disheveled.

The couple also turned their gaze towards him.

Their eyes met in mid-air, as if sparks flew between them.

However, compared to Lin Xuan, the twin demons showed clear signs of surprise.

Lin Xuan's cultivation was far lower than they had imagined.

Although those three sets of array flags were easily broken by them, the last set of the Five Elements Qi Storage Array ended up in their hands. However, considering these few arrays' formidable power, it wasn't easy to kill hundreds of ancient demons with just a few breaths.

A daoist of Profound Obscure stage might have one or two such sets, but having four at this level was more like the work of a late-stage spirit-seer cultivator.

Of course, that alone wasn't enough proof. After all, among late-stage spirit-seers, everyone's background differed.

It wasn't impossible for someone with deep pockets to collect these four sets simultaneously.

But the appearance of Silver Winged Corpse King dispelled their doubts. Although this corpse king enraged them greatly, it indirectly confirmed Lin Xuan's strength.

A spirit king at late-stage spirit-seer could control such a grade of reanimated corpses; his master's strength couldn't be low either—certainly, he should be at least late-stage.

The couple speculated that this was likely an early-stage late-stage spirit-seer cultivator and probably a wandering daoist. Otherwise, why would he choose to break through in such a mixed place?

If it were another time or purpose, the couple might not have provoked them.

Even with their combined strength, they could certainly defeat them. However, the twin demons had one distinct trait: they bullied the weak but feared the strong.

The number of late-stage spirit-seers killed by the couple numbered in the thousands, if not tens of thousands, but those at this level were countable on one hand...

The couple was cautious.

Late-stage spirit-seers weren't something to fear, but provoking a peer would inevitably lead to a fierce battle!

As they say, one can't walk by water without getting wet. If luck turned bad and they provoked an exceptionally powerful individual, even the couple wouldn't dare claim absolute victory. A fall could mean losing everything.

Cruel and bloodthirsty yet cautious, it seemed contradictory.

But the twin demons were precisely such individuals.

They didn't want to provoke peers but this time was different—this mission was set by Holy Ancestor. Finding the Dragon Flame Grass would bring unimaginable benefits.

PS: Huan Yu knows recent updates have been unstable due to personal matters and a trip to Shanghai for an event with起点. To gather more drafts, he will update less these days. Please bear with him for another week or so until everything returns to normal. Next month, Huan Yu will work harder and burst forth, please continue supporting him and accept his apologies again. (To be continued)
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The immense benefits laid out before him, why fear the risks involved?
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Secondly, this young man had set up so many arrays with a Corpse Demon guarding them, choosing such a place rich in spiritual energy. What was he doing? It was obvious.

He was trying to break through his bottleneck and advance further in cultivation.

It is well known that under these circumstances, both cultivators and ancient demons are extremely vulnerable.

In other words, they could take advantage of their weakness and strike them down.

Although this approach might seem like taking advantage of someone's misfortune, it wasn't entirely honorable. However, for a cultivator, the goal was paramount. Why wait until he successfully broke through before acting? Only a fool would do that.

Since the opponent was now weakened, the couple had nothing to fear. He was just a sick tiger, and they planned to take him down first.

They thought Lin Xuan was an easy target, but in the end, they still couldn't take advantage of his weakness successfully. The Silver-Winged Corpse King had already fallen, yet at the last moment, he managed to break through his bottleneck.

Instead, it was they who suffered greatly, struck by the gathered primordial energy from heaven and earth. Although they were unharmed, their mana reserves were significantly depleted.

How infuriating! When have they ever experienced such suffering? Despite the opponent's success in advancing, with Senior Sage’s instructions, they couldn’t stop here.

Originally, Twin Demons of Heavenly Mist had been somewhat uneasy; if their judgment was wrong and the opponent turned out to be a late-stage ancient demon, breaking through would make him an advanced existence.

Even two of them working together wouldn't stand a chance against such power.

This was the greatest concern for the Twin Demons.

But this worry was entirely unnecessary. The opponent's strength far exceeded their expectations; he had only just entered the Spirit Cultivation stage.

Wasn’t that a mistake?

The Corpse Demons were all at the Spirit Cultivation stage, yet this young man had just stepped into it. In other words, before his advancement, he was merely an ordinary Core Formation cultivator.

Core Formation cultivators could not possibly command a Spirit Cultivation couple. Despite their extensive experience, they were genuinely stunned by this revelation.

Lin Xuan observed the changes in their expressions with a calm demeanor. He had faced many trials and tribulations since entering the cultivation world, but this time, the danger was unprecedented—perhaps ranking among the top three.

On the brink of disaster!

When the Corpse Demon was sent flying, Lin Xuan’s heart almost leaped out of his throat due to the urgency. Almost losing control, he said, "Prosperity and misfortune are interdependent." Because of the tension, the mana in his body surged by more than twenty percent at that moment.

This would have been impossible under normal circumstances, but in a crisis, it unleashed his potential. Consequently, the stagnant spiritual energy finally broke through with a loud bang. In other words, if not for these two old demons relentlessly pursuing him, he might not have broken through this bottleneck.

Surviving a great peril brings good fortune. However, Lin Xuan showed no gratitude toward the Twin Demons of Heavenly Mist.

He had managed to break through due to their interference but ultimately it was luck. If not… He shuddered at the thought of the consequences.

Turning his head, he saw that all his arrays were broken. The Silver-Winged Corpse King lay on one side, barely hanging on by a thread.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm and composed, yet an aura of fear seemed to emanate from him.

If you don't provoke me, I won’t provoke you!

But if you provoke me…

Lin Xuan would never back down. He had heard of the Twin Demons of Heavenly Mist before; since they were reckless enough to challenge him, he might as well test his newly acquired powers on them.

Despite their two opponents and one of them being a mid-Spirit Cultivation ancient demon, Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator.

He had taken the Five Elements Enveloping Spirit Array’s flag and defeated the Silver-Winged Corpse King to such an extent that it seemed like he had a grudge against him. Revenge is sweet.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. Despite his disheveled appearance and ragged clothes, his skin was surprisingly smooth—a result of the Essence Cleansing Pill’s effects.

He formed his fingers into a sword and lightly drew it in front of him. His movements were graceful and elegant, without any hint of anger.

However, there was a faint sound like a steel wire snapping, barely audible to the human ear.

"Bad luck!"

The Twin Demons’ pupils constricted as they pushed each other with their hands, using the recoil force to blur their forms and fly off in opposite directions.

Just as they left, a silver light flashed, resembling a needle, about an arm's length long. If one had to describe it, it looked like a sword thread.

Transforming a sword into a thread wasn’t some extraordinary secret technique; even Core Formation cultivators could easily perform such a maneuver if they had any skill in swordsmanship.

However, the power and momentum of this move far surpassed Lin Xuan’s single slash. A sword thread would be as continuous as silk from a silkworm cocoon, unending.

The key wasn’t how impressive the technique looked; practicality was crucial!

The more simple and straightforward a technique, the greater its power. Simplicity is the essence of power.

The Twin Demons had gained a formidable reputation, so their eyesight was sharp, and they reacted quickly. As soon as they left, that fine thread sliced through the air.

It missed but plunged into the distant void…

After about a breath’s worth of time,

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in their ears. If an ordinary person were there, they wouldn’t understand what had happened.

But for the Twin Demons, who were at the Spirit Cultivation stage, their divine senses were extraordinary. They raised their heads and saw that the light thread had already traveled over a hundred miles.

A towering mountain blocked its path but was split in half by it. The power and speed were terrifying!

Lin Xuan’s initial test of his abilities left them speechless.

After all, moving mountains and overturning seas might be trivial for beings at their level, but such effortless feats still seemed incredible.

"Brother."

The female demon's face showed a serious expression.

And the green-armored ancient demon echoed: "Fang Sister, we may have encountered a tricky opponent. This young man cannot be judged by his peers."

"This... I understand, but what of it? We've seen many storms in our time. Can he, just an ordinary Core Formation cultivator who has just broken through?"

A proud look appeared on the female demon's face. At this moment, Lin Xuan had no reason to hide his identity—trying to do so would be futile.

Although Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid of the Twin Demons, facing them required all his strength, thus revealing his true self. To be continued. If you enjoy this work, welcome to follow and support it onStart Reading Novel Website.
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However, that was nothing. Even if they discovered he was a cultivator, what could they do about it?

After all, Lin Xuan had no intention of letting the two demons leave alive. As long as they fell, his secret identity would remain hidden.

Both sides were confident in their abilities and there was no turning back; only combat remained.

And it was to be a fight to the death.

Given this, there was nothing to be gained by being polite. The first strike is always best.

Lin Xuan moved.

With a flick of his sleeve, a sharp cone-shaped magical treasure shot out. This treasure was crimson in color and had electric arcs swirling around its surface, with faintly visible符文flashing like grains of rice.

It was an ancient demon's treasure from the Heavenly Corpse Sect, possessing immense power. When Lin Xuan used it in Feiluo City, he spent considerable effort re-cultivating it, changing both its attributes and enhancing its abilities significantly.

The two demons, Tiantai and Liangtai, frowned as they saw this. This little fellow couldn't be underestimated; his first move was a dual-element treasure.

But what of that?

To a Spirit Cultivation stage existence, such power wasn't much to speak of.

The green-armored ancient demon raised his right hand, and the sound of cracking bones filled their ears, accompanied by flickers of black light. His right forearm had vanished, replaced by a scythe-like bone blade with electric arcs swirling around it.

He aimed at Lin Xuan's lightning fire cone and slashed fiercely.

Lin Xuan frowned as he pointed a finger forward. A loud crackling sound echoed, the lightning fire cone becoming even more dazzling. Without retreating, it collided forcefully with the bone blade.

Boom!

The explosion was much louder than expected, akin to a thunderclap on a clear day. From where the lightning fire cone and bone blade met, a black-red electric arc burst forth, expanding outward and enveloping the green-armored ancient demon.

"Brother!"

The woman beside him gasped in shock.

She had been married to this green-armored ancient demon for years; his abilities were well known to her. Unlike ordinary demons, he cultivated an unusual technique that involved using his own body's strength to face opponents instead of relying on magical treasures.

However, saying it was exactly like a beast wasn't entirely accurate either. After all, the big brother didn't rely solely on brute force. After mastering the "Ten Thousand Transformations Decree," his bones and flesh could transform into various weapons.

Not only did they look similar, but their power was unparalleled, sufficient to match true demon treasures.

But just that hard clash; her husband clearly had the upper hand!

Was something wrong? Her husband was a Spirit Cultivation middle-stage existence. The opponent had only recently broken through from Profound Void stage, barely entering the Spirit Cultivation realm not long ago.

How could he force back his big brother in such a short time?

She couldn't understand it at all! But facts were before her; questioning them would be futile. She knew this young man was formidable, but she never expected him to be so fierce.

The woman's face showed shock, but she had no time for contemplation.

With a flick of her jade hand, a black thread-like streak emerged, seemingly alive and flying forward.

A hundred feet away, Lin Xuan turned his head sharply. His eyes glowed with intense light as he saw clearly.

This wasn't just a thread; it was composed of countless willow leaf-shaped demon blades.

Each blade was three feet long, thin like cicada wings, with faint glimmers of light on their surfaces, indicating they had been forged through countless trials and tribulations. Lin Xuan roughly counted them—seventy-two in total. Truly formidable.

The streak flew mid-air, making a clattering sound as all the demon blades scattered like flowers, surrounding Lin Xuan.

Then, with blinding speed, they slashed at his vital points.

This woman's attack was indeed ruthless; there was no probing or hesitation, just an intent to kill him.

If another cultivator of the same stage were in Lin Xuan's position, such a vicious move would be challenging. But for Lin Xuan, it was merely showboating.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and formed hand seals without thought. A red light flashed around him as nearly a hundred inch-long flying swords shot out.

The sword blades were crimson, thin like cicada wings, with faintly visible符文flashing on their surfaces—clearly extraordinary treasures. As they met the wind, they expanded rapidly to three feet long. These divine swords circled briefly before scattering like exploding pastries in all directions.

Next, a dense shower of metallic clashing sounds erupted as each demon blade was intercepted by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The woman gasped in shock, almost disbelieving her eyes. She knew the "Black Water Deva Blade" well; its power had been tested countless times. Forging this treasure required immense effort and time, with precious materials being consumed in large quantities. After all these struggles, she finally possessed it as a life-bound treasure.

Previously, it was almost invincible against peers, even ancient demons feared it greatly. But now, what happened? In just one exchange, she had fallen into the lower hand.

No… not just that.

The woman's face suddenly changed; a drop of blood trickled from her mouth. Clearly, she had been injured.

Just then, Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword displayed its divine might, severing several demon blades in half.

Fortunately, there weren't many. As life-bound treasures, the damage to this woman would have been far worse if more had been destroyed.

But even so, it made her wary. The Black Water Deva Blade was a legendary treasure, and she had obtained it by chance from an ancient text, after much effort. It had always been invincible against peers, but now…

Of course, the woman wasn't arrogant enough to believe that the Black Water Deva Blade was invincible in the world. But facing peers, even if she couldn't defeat them, shouldn't have no counterattack at all.

If the opponent were a late-stage Immortal Tribulation monster, she would accept it. But this young man who had just entered Spirit Cultivation and hadn't stabilized his realm destroyed her painstakingly forged treasure with one move. How could she be convinced?

Fortunately, her combat experience was rich; despite being shocked, only three blades were destroyed, which wasn't significant compared to the number of life-bound treasures.
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The woman raised her jade-like hand, moving with extraordinary grace. She performed a phoenix nod.

Black light surged, enveloping the remaining sixty-nine Black Water Deva Knives, significantly boosting their power.

The sound of metal clashing filled his ears non-stop. After a jingle and clang, the Nine Palaces Mustache Sword was forcefully repelled.

Following that, those demon blades shot towards the sky, converging in the middle.

Rumbling sounds echoed loudly as dark demonic energy surged, darkening the entire sky. Within several miles, fierce winds howled, black demonic energy surged, making the sky even more gloomy. Though not pitch-black, it felt like dusk with the sun setting far below the horizon.

From within the dark aura, faint cries of a厉鬼 and devilish roars could be vaguely heard. It was hard to distinguish what exactly they were in such a short time.

Amidst the swirling wind, an inconceivably large demon sword appeared before him. At least a hundred zhang long, it was wrapped with dozens of black dragons.

Each dragon was only two or three zhang long but had a terrifyingly fierce appearance, composed entirely of water attribute demonic energy.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed a look of admiration on his face.

"Great Sword Technique!"

For beings at their level, this divine power was nothing out of the ordinary. However, most cultivators could only make their weapons grow to ten or so zhang long at best. The demon sword before him had surpassed that limit, reaching a hundred zhang in length. While its power wasn't mentioned, its sheer presence was awe-inspiring.

No wonder it was an ancient devil of the Formation Spirit stage; this move truly transcended the mundane!

Lin Xuan secretly admired but showed no fear.

He naturally knew Great Sword Technique as well, though his expertise lay elsewhere. He had studied various schools of cultivation techniques and borrowed from many sources, which brought its own advantages. However, he hadn't delved deeply into any specific elemental technique unless it was particularly favored.

After all, Lin Xuan had only been on the path to immortality for over a thousand years. Even with various elixirs and medicines as support, his abilities still had limits.

He could perform Great Sword Technique but would be like a clown showing off in front of a master. However, it didn't matter; no matter how profound their divine power was, it mattered only if they hit him.

One needn't fight head-on all the time. A flexible man adapts. Lin Xuan vanished from his spot with a flash.

Instant teleportation wasn’t impressive to beings at this level, but Lin Xuan had advanced to the Formation Spirit stage. The Nine Heavens Microstep he used was far more than mere instant teleportation.

Its complexity was indescribable. While the Heaven-Bearing Demon Blade fell heavily, causing space itself to collapse and distort, a few miles were affected. Instant teleportation would be impossible under such influence; one might even get torn apart by spatial forces.

However, the Nine Heavens Microstep posed no hindrance. Lin Xuan appeared several hundred zhang away as light flashed.

He could have moved further but merely avoided the attack for now rather than trying to escape. Several hundred zhang was enough.

This showed that his Nine Heavens Microstep had reached a level of mastery, where he could control its use at will. After all, the founder of this technique, the Nine Heavens Profound Sovereign, was far weaker compared to Lin Xuan and belonged to an entirely different tier.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as Lin Xuan dodged the demon blade's attack. The ground suffered instead, black demonic winds swirling, causing sand and stones to fly everywhere, obscuring his vision.

However, with his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, he could still see clearly. The ground was split in two, a huge chasm stretching for several miles. Its depth was impossible to estimate as countless lava surged out, flowing everywhere. The temperature rose sharply, making it unbearable for ordinary people. The scene resembled a volcanic eruption.

Just one strike and the power was so formidable that Lin Xuan couldn't help but be impressed.

This process seemed complex when described but was completed in an instant. After retreating with Nine Heavens Microstep, Lin Xuan wouldn’t just take hits without retaliating.

However, this time he had been careless... the danger wasn't over yet.

Indeed, he dodged the demon blade's attack.

But soon, a dragon-like roar echoed as Lin Xuan looked up to see nearly a hundred black dragons lunging at him.

Their momentum was no less than his former Hundred Dragon Fang, even surpassing it. These black dragons were originally wrapped around the Deva Blade but had grown tenfold in size now.

Lin Xuan's face showed rare surprise; the opponent was using a chain attack. Don’t think dodging that Deva Blade means you’re safe.

Lin Xuan’s expression was serious but fearless as he reached for his waist. A flash of light revealed a small, purple bell no taller than a foot. Various mysterious ancient patterns adorned its surface, with faint runes glowing.

Then, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, striking the surface of the bell. An incessant noise filled the air as countless black crows emerged from it.

Their size was much larger than regular crows and had three demon eyes. Their bodies were enveloped in gray-white demonic flames.

A chilling aura emanated. Though unsure about this fire's power, its appearance clearly indicated it wasn’t ordinary demonic flames.

Though these crow corpses came from the Separation Stage’s Ten Thousand Beast Sovereign, they had been cultivated by Lin Xuan for hundreds of years, continually increasing their strength. Otherwise, he wouldn't have brought them out to embarrass himself.

Other than size, one could instantly tell the power of a three-eyed crow corpse.

With wingspan over three zhang, a few flaps produced thousands of wind blades.

Each blade was about a foot in diameter, emitting an unbearable stench and sharp cries. They were clearly different from ordinary wind blade techniques.

The black dragons weren't weak either, opening their blood-filled mouths to spew streams of water.

These water streams were black with strong corrosive effects, just as formidable.

Boom!

The entire sky shook as the demonic water streams collided with the evil ghost wind blades. The wind blades couldn’t withstand it, but the three-eyed crow corpses showed no fear.

"Gua!"

An annoying sound filled his ears as the crows spat out gray-white corpse flames. These contained the corruption of dead bodies and were far more terrifying than the previous evil ghost wind blades.
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This time, it was the water column that couldn't withstand the pressure. The Black Ink Jiao were not living beings and thus didn't understand fear. Despite the terrifying Corpse Fire blocking the sky ahead, turning it gray, they still charged forward like moths to a flame.

The losses were significant, but after paying a hefty price, nearly half of the Black Ink Jia managed to break through the Corpse Fire barrier. The grunting sounds grew more piercing as the Black Ink Jiao engaged in close combat with the Three-Eyed Corpse Crows, clawing and biting each other fiercely.

Individually, the Black Ink Jiao had a clear advantage in terms of combat power. However, their numbers were several times greater than those of the Three-Eyed Corpse Crows. Usually, seven or eight Corpse Crows surrounded one Black Ink Jiao, making it hard to predict who would emerge victorious.

The series of duels was complex, but the two moved so swiftly that only an instant passed before they executed their strategies.

With the Black Ink Jiao blocked, Lin Xuan's danger didn't subside. The massive Black Water Deva Sword reappeared, and nearby magical energy surged into it to strike Lin Xuan's head again.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't dodge this time. Instead, he raised his hands and traced an unusual trajectory in the air. A series of mystic seals appeared as he moved, and with each seal, the Nine Palace Musty Sword flashed and scattered around him like a whale sucking water.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan lifted his right hand and mimicked a phoenix nodding. Then, eighty-one Celestial Swords split into nine groups and began to converge, forming nine brilliant lotus flowers in his vision.

Celestial Sword Lotus!

These lotus flowers hovered beside Lin Xuan before slowly blooming. The fragrance was intense, and despite being formed from Celestial Swords, they were so lifelike that they resembled real lotuses.

Almost immediately, sibilant sounds filled the air as fine threads shot out from the nine lotus flowers.

These threads were crimson red, resembling a technique of transforming swords into threads to an extreme degree. However, their complexity and quantity were astonishing. They crisscrossed in mid-air, forming countless nets that wrapped around the Deva Magic Blade.

The woman's expression changed as she watched this from afar. Despite her surprise, there was a hint of disdain. Her own techniques were well-known to her; while the Great Sword Technique had been honed to perfection and could easily outshine others at her level, combined with the eighty-one Black Water Deva Swords, it would be impossible for even her husband to withstand such an attack.

Though these threads seemed formidable, they couldn't stop her breaking technique. "Smash!"

The woman's voice rang out as magical energy surged into the massive magic blade, making it surge forward at twice its speed. The crimson threads responded similarly, converging in this direction. Despite the Deva Blade's overwhelming momentum, after slicing through nearly a hundred of these red threads, it began to weaken. The remaining threads coiled around it like snakes, enveloping it layer by layer.

This unexpected turn left the woman's face contorted with displeasure. Lin Xuan had anticipated such a scenario and couldn't help but smile. However, he didn't have much time for smugness as he spread his hands wide, forming various strange seals. As he moved, sibilant sounds filled the air, and more crimson threads shot out from the nine lotus flowers.

These threads were shorter than before, with a head that was extremely sharp. They resembled flying needles rather than sword threads.

Hundreds of such flying needles now hovered in front of Lin Xuan, densely packed like a cloud, covering half the sky.

The woman's expression darkened as she raised her head, running her hand through her hair. A leaf-shaped talisman flew out from her palm. The woman opened her mouth and expelled pure magical energy, which was quickly absorbed by the leaf-shaped talisman.

Almost instantaneously, the black leaf flickered three times before multiplying into nine, then a hundred, and so on, until it became hundreds of leaves.

Under her command, these leaves surrounded her, forming a sphere that appeared impenetrable from afar.

Despite this, the woman wasn't satisfied. A silk handkerchief flew out from her other hand. A shimmering light enveloped it as another layer of protective barrier emerged.

Sibilant sounds grew louder as countless fine threads shot out like rain. The barrier rippled and was quickly broken by the sound of clashing. However, this time, the leaf-shaped magical treasure didn't break so easily, leading to a stalemate.

Lin Xuan frowned. This situation wasn't what he wanted. He wore a cold smile on his face as he prepared to launch another offensive. Just then, a roar echoed in his ears, and a gust of wind blew from behind him.

"Bad!"

Lin Xuan turned quickly. The Ancient Green Armored Deva had emerged from the light, having been held back by the Thunder Fire Needles for only ten breaths.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He had intended to use the Thunder Fire Needles' immense power to pin down his opponent, but he didn't want to face a dual threat from two powerful beings simultaneously. He decided to eliminate the weaker one first.

That was why the scene unfolded as it did. Lin Xuan, experienced in duels, had planned well. However, an Ancient Green Armored Deva at the Focused Spirit stage could be considered a powerhouse, unlike those of lower levels who were clearly weaker.

The woman wasn't easy to deal with either. Although Lin Xuan was capable of challenging opponents several levels higher without difficulty, taking her down quickly within a short time proved too much for him.

Although Lin Xuan ultimately emerged victorious in the final confrontation, he had missed his opportunity.

Bone fragments exploded as black light flashed. The green-armed Ancient Deva's bone blade returned to its original form, now resembling an arm. He clenched his fist and punched at Lin Xuan's head.

The punch was slow, without a sound, like it was just for show.

(To be continued)
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However, Lin Xuan's face suddenly changed dramatically. A faint green light erupted from his body as he turned his body at an inconceivably fast speed with the naked eye barely able to see it. His right hand rose and clenched tightly, launching a heavy punch towards the front.

The same silent and unassuming movement; no signs of grandeur or power. The previous aura of forceful energy whirlwinds had vanished completely.

Seeing Lin Xuan's move, the ancient green-armored demon's pupils constricted slightly, revealing both astonishment and confusion on his face.

Had he misunderstood? Could this young man before him also be a dual cultivator of body and soul?

But at that moment, there was no time for further contemplation. The two punches collided with each other almost instantly.

Boom!

The sound wasn't particularly loud; it could only be described as a muffled bang. However, the scene in front of their eyes was nothing short of shocking.

Indeed, it was shocking.

The punch itself was silent and unassuming, but wherever it passed, space began to collapse.

At the point where the two punches met, space was torn apart by immense force, leaving no trace of gale winds or residual waves. Instead, a white dot appeared in the center, growing from the size of a small ball to several dozen feet in diameter.

Wu… A strange wind sound suddenly entered their ears. Soon after, everything nearby—dirt, sand, even air—was sucked into that white thing.

It was somewhat similar to the legendary spatial black hole, and indeed it was. Lin Xuan's clash with the ancient green-armored demon had gathered all his life force, resulting in a tear in space. A small spatial black hole appeared, but due to the laws of nature, it quickly began to heal itself.

Fortunately for them, if such a non-healing spatial black hole had truly existed, everything nearby—sand, dust, light, and even primordial energy—would have been swallowed by it. Lin Xuan and the ancient green-armored demon would have suffocated in that black hole.

Of course, this was just a hypothetical scenario; true spatial black holes were beyond the capabilities of two peak spirit realm cultivators to create. Their recent clash had only simulated some effects of a black hole but fell far short compared to an actual one.

Regardless, being able to tear apart space with a single strike was already enough to be considered shocking.

Lin Xuan's Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was the foremost body refinement technique in the world. Even if it were a peer-level demon race, they would still fall short. However, his previous hard-fought clash had yielded no advantage.

The ancient green-armored demon before him was not inferior to Lin Xuan in terms of physical strength; he might even be slightly stronger.

Lin Xuan's mind was shocked, but his response did not slow down. He retracted his right hand and extended his left, forming a claw with five fingers as he grabbed forward intensely.

Sizzle… A wave of spatial fluctuation arose, gathering the primordial energy from the heavens and earth into view. A green giant hand appeared before their eyes, its surface covered in faded runes, hinting at mysterious ancient texts barely visible.

This hand stretched over ten feet long. As soon as it appeared, five fingers formed a claw, reaching down with force.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's right hand was not idle either. His sleeve fluttered, and a short sword about a foot long shot out, radiating with primordial energy.

Lin Xuan grasped the sword, taking a deep breath and pouring all his magical power into it. Instantly, a fierce light erupted as a powerful primordial energy surged outward from the sword in Lin Xuan's hand.

With a loud shout, akin to a thunderclap on a clear day, the four spirits materialized before them. They quickly became clearer, their fangs bared as they lunged forward.

Despite their different natures, the combined power of these spirits was astonishing. The ancient green-armored demon's eyes showed signs of seriousness and even shock.

"Divine Treasure through Heaven… No, ordinary post-natural treasure; it doesn't have such a grand aura. Could this be a legendary pre-natural treasure?"

This thought struck him with awe. Pre-natural treasures and post-natural treasures were both called treasures, but their differences were as vast as the gap between heaven and earth.

Post-natural treasures might be remarkable, but to these peak spirit realm cultivators, they weren't particularly precious.

Even a peak spirit realm elder from any race—human, demon, or ancient demon—could gather several post-natural treasures for protection if they wished. However, pre-natural treasures were different.

Not only did they not belong to the peak spirit realm, but even those渡劫期的老怪物or ancient demon ancestors might struggle to produce one. This guy had just advanced; in other words, he was still a Profound Knowledge Realm cultivator before this moment. How could such a person have a pre-natural treasure?

He fell into confusion, unable to resolve all his doubts. But there was no time for contemplation now. Regardless of whether the weapon in the other's hand was truly a pre-natural treasure, they had to deal with the current danger first.

Seeing the fierce approach of the four spirit shadows, the ancient green-armored demon's pupils constricted. However, he paid less attention to his own clawed hands compared to Lin Xuan's.

He raised his right hand, and a black lightning bolt shot out from between his fingers, transforming into an electric dragon that fiercely lunged at the giant green hand.

Puff… A loud bang echoed as the giant hand met the electric dragon. Both were destroyed in the collision.

Lin Xuan's attack had been neutralized, but the four spirit shadows were now close enough to face this seemingly pre-natural treasure technique. The ancient green-armored demon could no longer afford any complacency.

Roar!

He raised his head and let out a series of low growls from his throat.

His hands and feet simultaneously flashed with demonic light as both his left and right hands transformed into giant magical blades, each over ten feet long.

Not just his hands; even his knees sprouted sharp magical blades.

In an instant, the demon's appearance became terrifying. His giant blades sank slightly while his legs bent, causing him to hunch like a ball.

Though his movements were strange, they were as serious as mountains as he slashed forward.

Wu… A strange sound entered their ears as a black blade appeared out of nowhere. Its shape was peculiar, resembling an open flower with crescent-shaped petals.

Slowly but surely, it sliced at the four spirit shadows.
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Boom!

In the next moment, a burst of sound entered his ears as gale-force winds shot out in all directions. The entire earth... no, the whole space began to shake. Air currents and visible shockwaves radiated outward, obliterating anything that stood in their path.

However, Lin Xuan was not concerned with the outcome. After launching a single move, he turned his head gracefully.

The process was swift and decisive. The female demon had no time to react as she focused on controlling the Deva Blade to sever the sword threads缠绕着她的剑丝。After all, this was her most powerful treasure, one she couldn’t afford to abandon.

Seeing Lin Xuan turn his head, the female demon’s expression turned serious. She watched the distant explosion with concern for Wen Da while also feeling extreme caution towards Lin Xuan's abilities.

This really was a blind eye. Initially, he seemed like an insignificant newcomer who had just ascended and hadn't yet stabilized in his cultivation realm. Even if he did have some tricks up his sleeve, how formidable could he be? His couple would easily capture him... but now, it turned out that he couldn’t be reasoned with.

There was no use regretting it now. With both parties having broken their truce and fighting to the brink of life or death, there was no possibility of stopping.

Even if a ceasefire were possible, she wouldn't dare do so. She had come to Spirit Source Valley on orders from the Holy Ancestor to find Dragon Flame Grass. Knowing the treasure was here, but retreating out of fear... the walls have ears. If this matter reached the Holy Ancestor’s ears, what would happen?

While this young man was troublesome, compared to the Holy Ancestor's wrath, he was insignificant.

With these thoughts in mind, the female demon prepared to summon another treasure. However, it was Lin Xuan who acted first.

He raised his left hand, fingers curling into claws and gripping with immense force.

Sizzle...

A spatial fluctuation occurred as the earth’s qi gathered together. A green giant hand appeared before their eyes, covered in faded runes, with mysterious ancient text faintly visible on its surface.

This hand was over ten feet long. As soon as it appeared, it curled into claws and lunged downward.

The female demon’s face showed a hint of surprise but quickly turned to a sneer.

It's like trying to play the lute in front of a master. No wonder this move seemed familiar; he had used it on his husband just now, and she saw it clearly from afar.

Almost instantly, her husband dispelled it. This move was merely showy and impractical for dealing with a Divination Realm existence.

"Ah, I see the purpose is to buy time. He must have something more powerful up his sleeve," the female demon thought. She paid no mind to this green giant hand, flicking her wrist and sending out a black light that transformed into a thick yellow serpent-like demon snake, which lunged forward with its blood-red mouth.

This move was just an arbitrary attempt, so its power wasn’t particularly impressive. But given her husband’s example, she believed it would be sufficient to handle the giant hand.

She only used one-tenth of her strength for defense while reserving nine-tenths to watch Lin Xuan and see what other tricks he had up his sleeve.

Lin Xuan did indeed act.

He flicked his sleeves, and countless leaf-shaped法宝 flew out, thin as cicada wings and in the thousands.

The woman’s expression changed dramatically. While his Nine Palaces Quick Sword only numbered eighty-one, it was already overwhelming; now, she faced ten times more treasures...

She was somewhat alarmed.

However, Twin Storm Demons were no ordinary foes. As a Divination Realm ancient monster, after her initial shock, she quickly discerned the situation.

While these leaf-shaped flying knives were numerous and seemed powerful, compared to his Nine Palaces Quick Sword, they fell short in every way.

In essence, they were just showy distractions.

Tiny brat, you nearly scared me.

The female demon’s anger turned to joy as she laughed. She reached out her hand and patted her waist, intending to take out another treasure. But at that moment, a "puff" sound entered her ears from above.

She didn’t pay attention, assuming the giant hand had been broken by her demon snake. However, in the next instant, she felt something was amiss.

The actual situation was completely different from what she expected.

A strange flame appeared between the fingers of the giant hand, colorful and eerie.

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire!

The demon snake, merely a casual throw, couldn’t withstand this Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire. It instantly evaporated into nothingness.

The female demon’s expression turned pale as she realized she had been duped. But it was too late to change her tactics. A "whoosh" sound filled the air as the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire approached within a dozen feet of her, enveloping her from head to toe.

After continuous cultivation and fusion, the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire now possessed four attributes: coldness, toxicity, corrosion, and devourment. After absorbing a hundred demon flames, it gained an additional "piercing" effect...

Its power was formidable; even Divination Realm ancient demons would be severely injured if trapped.

However, no matter how wondrous the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire was, its effects were only effective when it hit the target. Otherwise, all her efforts would be in vain.

The female demon’s wisdom and alertness allowed her to quickly devise a plan to capture Lin Xuan with the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire. But for anyone else, this would have been impossible.

But Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator; his quick thinking and rich combat experience enabled him to find a solution where others would fail.

Wisdom over brute force!

While easy to say, implementing it required countless clever maneuvers.

Lin Xuan’s plan targeted the female demon. When he faced the Green Armored Ancient Demon, he used cunning tactics. Before unleashing his devouring sword for its devastating strike, he formed a giant hand with qi and grabbed at her. However, this move was not particularly impressive; the Green Armored Ancient Demon easily dispelled it by releasing an electric dragon.

The female demon watched the entire process clearly but didn’t realize she had already fallen into Lin Xuan’s trap.

First impression is everything!

Indeed, what Lin Xuan wanted was simply that first impression. After the female demon fell for his trick, he used a similar tactic when facing her.

She dismissed it as a mere decoy to lure her in...
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Thus, she paid no heed to it at all, merely handling it casually while remaining on guard for Lin Xuan's more formidable moves.

However, as the saying goes: when something is empty, fill it with substance; when something is full, make it empty. This woman was already being cautious enough but still fell into Lin Xuan’s trap.

The giant hand formed from qi was indeed not easy to deal with, yet it concealed illusory heavenly flames in its fingers and palms.

That scene played out once again.

Seeing the woman trapped by the illusory heavenly flames, Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. However, the Twin Demons of Heavenlybreeze were renowned, making it no easy feat for a spirit division existence to eliminate them.

Lin Xuan immediately began dancing his hands wildly, casting one after another magical seals, which then flashed and merged into the iron-feather flying locust saber before him.

Instantly, this treasure emitted a great deal of ferocity. The piercing sounds of its release filled Lin Xuan's ears as it rushed to the woman's side without pause, all of them plunging into the flames.

The illusory heavenly flames and the iron-feather flying locust saber were treasures belonging to Lin Xuan, so they naturally wouldn't harm each other.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile; his plan had finally succeeded. But soon after, he frowned as no cries of pain emerged from the flames, despite thousands of iron-feather flying locust sabers striking seemingly in vain.

How could this be?

Lin Xuan was also at a loss. His divine sense clearly sensed that the woman hadn't escaped and was trapped within the flames; why weren't these sharp blades effective?

Could it be the legendary technique of shifting one's position?

Lin Xuan could only speculate, as he knew that even if they had hit their mark, such results were possible due to spatial laws.

However, this technique was merely a legend, and Lin Xuan wasn’t sure how it worked. There was no time now for him to ponder further.

Having painstakingly achieved the current advantageous situation, Lin Xuan wouldn't allow it to slip away from his grasp. He raised his right hand and pointed forward: "Quick!"

Before he could finish speaking, nine lotus petals of immortal swords instantly melted away.

In their place were eighty-one Nine Palaces Momentary Swords flying about with astonishing speed towards the opponent.

Even if she had used shifting positions, would her life force be enough to withstand his own life-bound treasures?

Lin Xuan naturally had no sympathy for ancient demons. His attacks were merciless.

Compared to the iron-feather flying locust saber, the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords possessed a completely different aura. The female demon was both shocked and angry. However, with the illusory heavenly flames already so difficult to handle, she couldn't break free in time. Thankfully, though trapped, hertreasure didn’t have any mental connection with her.

Unluckily for her, the Heaven-reaching Demon Blade had already broken free from its sword threads. The sound of metal clashing filled his ears as the Black Water Mephistopheles saber moved first and reformed into dozens of demon blades to intercept the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords, causing a cacophony of clashes.

Lin Xuan frowned; with his life-bound treasures having an edge, victory was certain. However, the Black Water Mephistopheles saber had its own unique advantages, making it necessary for him to take some time to defeat it.

With no time to spare, Lin Xuan reached into his belt and raised his right hand, revealing a long, ancient-looking spear.

Given that the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords were now entangled by her treasure, using the Soul-sucking Sword would require too much time. Thus, the Inverted Sea Spear was the most suitable choice for this situation.

This spatial power should be countered with it; this was the legendary poison-for-poison technique.

Lin Xuan didn’t dare delay as he poured all his magical energy into the spear. The surface of the spear was covered in ancient runes that glowed with a bright green light, and Lin Xuan’s right hand swung down fiercely.

A sharp tearing sound echoed as an overwhelming ferocity burst forth. Accompanying this were countless runes flickering on the surface of the spear.

These characters were strange and ancient, different from ordinary runes. The light shimmered around them, forming a circle, revealing a bizarre and intricate magical array before their eyes.

Then, a crescent-shaped blade appeared!

The blade was about ten feet long and contained a miniature magical array hidden within it.

With such power, the air left obvious white traces as it passed through.

Its speed was astonishing; just after appearing, it flew to the illusory heavenly flames' front.

This treasure's might frightened the female demon so much that her heart pounded in fear. She gritted her teeth and, at great cost to her essence energy, clutched both hands together, once again using the shifting positions technique.

The next moment, the blade struck hard.

Puff...

No cries of pain emerged as a shocking scene unfolded before their eyes.

When the blade struck the flames, it met with the opponent's shifting positions technique.

The profundity of this divine power could be gauged from its name: it had the effect of inverting space. Although only for an instant, as the saying goes, a hair’s breadth can make a thousand miles off course. In that brief moment, the performer could dodge their enemy's fatal attack and turn danger into safety.

This woman had always relied on this shifting positions technique to escape from powerful foes without fail. Her sole weakness was its inability to be used at will; each time she used it, she consumed significant amounts of life essence energy.

She thought that this time too would be no different, but she never expected Lin Xuan’s Inverted Sea Spear, which itself was a spatial treasure and one with a long history, to contain extremely profound spatial powers. Its power was boundless!

When the two spatial laws met, the weaker one was naturally devoured. However, as earth's law was formidable, an instant later, the two spatial forces' devouring struggle formed a vortex about ten feet in size.

"Ah!"

A cry of pain echoed as the female demon was exactly at the center of this vortex, unable to escape from the force of space. Not only did her body shatter and fall, but even her essence core had no chance to escape.

Lin Xuan also broke out in a cold sweat; the illusory heavenly flames almost fell into the vortex too. Fortunately, this divine power was truly extraordinary, having been refined by him for thousands of years until it resonated with his will. At the critical moment, he managed to summon it back.

Otherwise, while killing a powerful enemy brought joy, losing the demon flame cultivated over millennia would be a loss not worth it.

Relieved, only one of the Twin Demons remained; this made them easier to deal with. Having reached this stage in the battle, Lin Xuan could say he was invincible.

Just as his thoughts turned, a deafening roar echoed through the air, causing the earth to shake and the sky to tremble. The surrounding qi resonated with the sound, which carried sorrow, grief, and anger.

Lin Xuan turned his head sharply, seeing the ancient demon in green armor emerging from the smoke. (To be continued)
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His expression was a mix of sorrow and anger, indescribable in words. The Twin Demons of Tianlan were ruthless individuals; not only had they killed countless cultivators, but ordinary mortals who fell into their hands numbered in the thousands.

Describing them as having filled fields with corpses would be an understatement.

Although the couple was notorious for their wicked deeds, their affection for each other remained genuine and unwavering. They had been together through thick and thin since they began their cultivation journey.

The path to immortality was fraught with peril, especially in the ancient demon realm. Innumerable years ago, neither of them were high-ranking cultivators; they had risen step by step, overcoming countless hardships.

In these nearly ten thousand years, they had faced numerous trials and tribulations. Together, they had weathered storms and emerged as the fearsome Twin Demons that now shook the holy realm.

But now, his beloved wife was gone.

Just moments ago, he had watched helplessly as she fell, unable to do anything to save her. The sorrow and fury in his heart were indescribable.

"Accursed!"

The ancient demon with the green armor turned its head, its expression filled with venomous hatred. Its eyes seemed to be on fire.

Even now, he could not believe what had happened before him was real. However, their mental connection had vanished into nothingness.

He raised his head, and a mournful howl escaped from his throat, piercing the heavens as if the very earth trembled in response.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed, and he lifted his right hand to swing his long spear once more.

A bright blade of light appeared, its crescent-shaped edge still dazzling. Wherever it passed, space left behind a clear white trail.

Ignoring all else, Lin Xuan aimed to take advantage of the demon’s momentary distraction and strike him down. Otherwise, once he recovered from his grief, his next attack would be devastating.

The impact of the Awe-Sweeping Spear was immense; its speed was breathtaking. It had just appeared when it already sliced towards the green-armored ancient demon's neck, leaving no room for evasion.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of great joy. If he could severely injure this demon again, the scene would be too perfect.

The thought flashed through his mind as the green-armored ancient demon raised its hand. A sharp bone blade appeared from its elbow, glowing with grayish energy. It was a foot long and seemed to be wrapped in something akin to corpse gas—though Lin Xuan couldn’t quite put his finger on it.

It didn't matter what it was; given that the opponent had acted so hastily, he would surely not be able to withstand this strike. Even if he didn’t fall, severe injuries were inevitable.

Lin Xuan prepared for a follow-up move when a massive explosion sounded in his ears. The grayish energy from the bone blade flashed and intercepted the light blade’s path.

The two collided with a deafening boom.

However, it was different from what Lin Xuan had expected. The green-armored ancient demon did not retreat even after being injured; instead, its aura continued to rise sharply, reaching the peak of late-stage Divination Realm. There seemed to be no intention of stopping, as it continued to grow stronger.

Could it...?

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim. It was clear that the opponent had used some secret technique, but could he have actually ascended to the realm of high-ranking cultivators?

Indeed, a high-ranking cultivator.

In the human world, those who reached late-stage Essence Body were called high-ranking cultivators. This title was both prestigious and enviable.

After all, in the human world, where both essence energy and resources were scarce, reaching late-stage Essence Body was almost at the pinnacle of cultivation. Late-stage Essence Body cultivators were like local overlords in the human world—just a shake of their foot could send shockwaves across the land.

As for Separation and Union Realm cultivators, while they existed, they generally stayed out of the affairs of others. They were elusive, like dragons seen only from afar. Even other low-ranking cultivators rarely had the chance to see a Separation and Union Realm cultivator in person; that realm was already legendary in the human world.

In contrast, the spirit realm and ancient demon realm were different. As upper-level realms, they boasted richer essence energy and resources compared to the human world. The disparity between them was immense.

The gap between their strengths could be measured in ten thousand miles. Even cultivators at late-stage Divination Realm weren’t weak; but when facing true powerhouses, it was like comparing apples to oranges.

Despite the differences in strength, the cultivation systems were remarkably similar. Very few managed to reach the Divination Realm, and advancing from mid-stage to late-stage Divination Realm required immense effort.

Thus, high-ranking cultivators—whether humans or ancient demons—were often referred to as such. Their status was akin to that of late-stage Essence Body cultivators in the human world.

High-ranking cultivators were nearly invincible in both the spirit realm and demon realm, capable of dominating all who stood before them.

This wasn’t an exaggeration; after all,transcend the tribulation Realm powerhouses or Holy Ancestors were like Separation and Union Realm cultivators in the human world—rarely seen except in legends.

The title "high-ranking cultivator" wasn't just because late-stage Divination Realm was the closest to the threshold oftranscend the tribulation Realm. It was due to the immense difficulty in advancing from mid-stage to late-stage Divination Realm, which could be compared to an impossible feat.

Out of ten thousand mid-stage cultivators who labored diligently, only one might succeed in reaching the later stage.

In comparison, the strength difference between a late-stage and mid-stage high-ranking cultivator was incomparable. Lin Xuan knew all these details about different cultivation realms’ characteristics and difficulties. Thus, his expression became increasingly incredulous at this moment.

The green-armored ancient demon was indeed at mid-stage Divination Realm, but its essence energy purity seemed to be just entering that stage. If he hadn’t underestimated it, the demon had been stuck in that bottleneck for a long time.

Even if it used some secret technique to temporarily boost its power, there was no reason it could leap over a realm and enter late-stage Divination Realm.

This was utterly illogical!

However, as the ancient demon’s essence energy continued to rise, Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim. He raised his right hand, sending a sharp black ray from his fingertip.

The ray was pure black, about the thickness of a thumb, and its speed and power were astonishing—far beyond ordinary five-element spells.

A loud "bang" echoed as it struck the green-armored ancient demon's forehead.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of great joy. Although Mysterious Black Drill wasn’t his top-tier technique, it was still quite powerful, far surpassing similar rank treasures. The opponent had been hit directly; even if he didn't fall, ...

But before this thought could fully form, Lin Xuan's expression froze in place.
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The smoke had already dissipated, revealing the ancient demon’s green armored face clearly. A red dot was on his forehead, and a thin stream of blood trickled down from it.

However, that was all. The demon did not suffer any more severe injuries.

In other words, Lin Xuan's painstakingly cultivated Secret Technique, Spirit钻秘术, only managed to scratch the surface; nothing more.

Upon seeing this scene clearly, Lin Xuan’s expression turned gloomy to an extreme. His own divine techniques were well-known to him, and his opponent had not even used any defensive treasures just now… yet he could still…

Although the ancient demon's technique was originally designed to strengthen one’s body, it seemed that he had become much more formidable in this moment.

Could it be that he truly raised himself to the realm of Great Immortals?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. However, upon touching the demon’s surface, it rebounded back at him, yielding no specific clues.

Damn!

The ancient green-armored demon slowly lifted its head, a vicious expression on its face.

This Secret Technique was something he had stumbled upon unintentionally, with an unusual name: "Pulling Up Seedlings." As the name suggested, it could greatly enhance his strength in a short time.

The enhancement was far beyond what ordinary techniques or pills to activate one's potential could achieve. However, despite this, Lin Xuan’s speed did not waver at all.

Iron Feather Flying Scorpion Blade wasn’t an extraordinary treasure, but with thousands of blades flying towards the demon, any cultivator would be wary. Yet, before these blades reached their target, they seemed to pass right through it as if nothing had happened.

The sound of metal clashing filled Lin Xuan’s ears, but even so, his blade failed to scratch the demon’s surface.

In an instant, the ancient green-armored demon was already close enough.

Lin Xuan was alarmed, but by now, he could not change tactics. A terrifying aura emanated from the demon as it raised its right hand and punched Lin Xuan.

Pain…

Before the fist reached him, a strange wave of energy spread out, tearing through space. Lin Xuan’s face turned pale.

He had guessed that his opponent would be formidable after unleashing their power, but he did not expect it to be so extreme. Was this really a late-stage Divinity Realm cultivator?

Was something wrong with the world!

But now was not the time for contemplation or analysis; Lin Xuan took a deep breath and countered with a punch.

Despite the suddenness of the attack, his strike was powerful. Thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as space distorted around him where his fist struck.

Before long, two forces collided with lightning speed.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air. This scene bore some resemblance to their first encounter, but the outcome was entirely different.

Back then, they were evenly matched; now, Lin Xuan seemed like a kite without its string, being thrown away.

Pang… pang… pang…

Lin Xuan flew for several miles, crashing through mountains and sending rocks falling down. Finally, he landed in a large pit on the ground.

He was buried under countless stones and dirt.

Zing!

The ancient green-armored demon suddenly appeared around the edge of the pit, moving with incredible speed that defied description—neither teleportation nor instant movement, but it was still incredibly fast.

It was formidable indeed. Lin Xuan probed his divine sense downward.

But at this moment, something unexpected happened. A beam of light, a dozen feet wide, suddenly shot up into the air, accompanied by flames and sparks that spread outwards.

The beam grew thicker as it filled the entire pit. Soon after, an aura of malevolence surged forth, and the images of the Four Symbols—Qing Long (Green Dragon), Bai Hu (White Tiger), Zhu Que (Red Phoenix), and Xuan Wu (Black Tortoise)—appeared from within…

Seeing this, the ancient green-armored demon’s expression turned even more furious. This attack was familiar to him; in fact, he had a very vivid memory of it. If not for being caught by this technique, his wife would still be alive.

Now, "enemies meeting," his anger flared as he roared and lunged forward without waiting for the Four Symbols to approach.

Roar!

The White Tiger at the forefront opened its blood-red maw, but the ancient green-armored demon punched it directly in the mouth.

The tiger’s eyes widened. But then, black demonic energy flashed past, and its entire body exploded.

Despite its ferocity, this was not over. The Black Tortoise, already close, swung its tail like a snake to ensnare it. Then, turning around, its mouth glowed with green light, and the virtual image of the Black Tortoise solidified into reality.

Of course, they were not true divine beasts, but their power seemed superior to before. However, before the Black Tortoise could unleash its might, the ancient demon roared and stretched out both arms, causing the Black Tortoise’s body to shatter.

The Green Dragon, already close, showed signs of fear in its eyes. But like the Black Tortoise, it solidified from a virtual image into reality.

However, this was useless; the ancient green-armored demon punched a large hole through its body.

Its armor provided no defense as the defenses of the Four Symbols were unparalleled among them. Lin Xuan’s face turned extremely grim. He had just escaped from the bottom of the pit and found his right arm strangely bent. The punch he received had broken it.

This was unprecedented for him. His physical strength far surpassed that of ordinary beasts, even able to withstand attacks from peers with magical treasures. But this punch… it could not bear such force.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned even more horrified. If he were still at the Profound Dao Realm, fleeing would be understandable, but having already advanced and being chased like a cornered dog was absurd.

Firstly, his opponent was indeed formidable, but just now, they had not been so powerful; in other words, he used some unknown Secret Technique to greatly enhance his strength for a short time. This was not the right path, with a limited duration. As long as he persisted…

When that period ended, the side effects would manifest. The stronger the demon became now, the greater those side effects would be. At that point, the balance of power would surely reverse.

With this thought, Lin Xuan regained his composure. In such a situation, as long as he delayed and persisted, he would certainly regain an opportunity to turn the tide.
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However, despite this, Lin Xuan still couldn't afford to be careless. After all, the other party's strength was there for everyone to see. With a wave of his sleeves, another spell shot out from his fingers, and the Iron Feather Flying Locust Blade emitted a fierce light as it slashed at the ancient green-armored demon's head.

Although Lin Xuan knew in his heart that this treasure would be of little use against the ancient green-armored demon, he could still stall for some time without much pressure.

"Whizz whizz," the sound echoed. This time, instead of flying around like before, the Iron Feather Flying Locust Blade formed a neat light screen.

A chilling killing aura poured out from its surface and pressed down on the ancient green-armored demon.

After driving this treasure into action, Lin Xuan wasn't idle either. He raised his right hand and did a phoenix nod gesture.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword instantly appeared in front of him as he retreated several thousand feet away.

Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no ordinary weapon; the fine threads were exceptionally tough. However, they still seemed like paper-thin, barely slowing down the demon's momentum. Fortunately, Lin Xuan had moved quickly enough to avoid being scratched.

The ancient green-armored demon didn't give up after missing his first attack and flashed over again toward Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan sneered at this, knowing that he couldn't defeat him in a fight but also realizing that the other party's chances of hitting him were as good as dreaming. He was confident in Nine Palaces Micro-step.

However, to his surprise, the air around them suddenly became stagnant, and Nine Palaces Micro-step didn't work. "Damn it, this old guy can even break away from instantaneous teleportation."

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry but didn't think much of it as he enveloped himself in a dazzling green light and dodged the attack.

"Wham!"

The ball of energy transformed into an ancient green-armored demon passed by Lin Xuan, crashing into the ground, creating a large crater. "Little guy, your luck won’t be so good next time."

The ancient green-armored demon's voice echoed in his ears as he emerged from the crater.

Lin Xuan was furious. This old guy really thought he was an advanced spirit realm cultivator?

What arrogance!

Lin Xuan had originally thought that entering the spirit realm would allow him to finally stand tall, but reality was far different.

The repeated dangers made Lin Xuan extremely angry. He decided to take a risk and began swinging his hands like a butterfly, emitting whistling sounds as he summoned Nine Palaces Momentary Sword in front of him. Each sword emitted a dazzling light, and the sword screen became even more brilliant.

Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a fireball. The five-colored glass ball sped towards the sword screen with great speed.

The flames roared as they transformed from multiple colors into deep blue. Just as this action ended, an earth-shattering explosion echoed in their ears. The ancient green-armored demon fiercely collided with the sword screen. Despite the familiar scene, Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was a treasure Lin Xuan had spent countless efforts to create, and its power far surpassed that of Iron Feather Flying Locust Blade.

The ancient green-armored demon was blocked, but the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire began to take effect. Lin Xuan purposefully converted all its attributes into extreme coldness. "Whizz," a layer of ice armor appeared on the demon's surface.

The ancient green-armored demon's face showed shock before it was replaced by a sneer: "Hmph, mere trickery, you think you can freeze this demon? You're too delusional."

With a loud roar, the sound of buzzing filled their ears as the bone spines on its body trembled rapidly. The ice armor that had formed began to shatter.

Seeing the old demon about to break free, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time and quickly pointed his right hand forward, pouring all his mana into Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

With the support of his master's mana, the demonic flames reached their peak power. The coldness rushed towards the ancient green-armored demon, repairing the shattered ice armor once more.

"Hmph, trying to die, little spirit realm中期 guy, do you really want to compete with this Demon Lord in mana?"

The ancient green-armored demon snarled as its bone spines trembled rapidly again. Lin Xuan ignored it and continued pouring his mana into Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

At this point, the battle seemed to reach a delicate balance. The ice armor kept forming but was quickly broken by the demon. With each cycle, both sides depleted their mana significantly.

In just an instant, Lin Xuan's face turned pale as his internal mana reserves were nearly exhausted.

The ancient green-armored demon sneered, "This kid is asking for it. Once his mana runs out, he'll be a fish on a chopping board."

While this was correct in theory, Lin Xuan wasn't a novice cultivator; he wouldn't make such a mistake. He waved his sleeves and revealed a small glass bottle that glowed like jade. After uncorking it, the fragrance filled the air.

Lin Xuan raised his head and dripped some ten-thousand-year-old divine milk into his mouth.

Instantly, his dantian felt warm as his nearly depleted mana was replenished in an instant.

"No, impossible..."

The ancient green-armored demon was both shocked and angry. He couldn't believe that the other party's mana had been completely restored so quickly. Was it ten-thousand-year-old divine milk?

No... It wasn’t possible. Even if it were ten-thousand-year-old divine milk, it would only be effective for cultivators below the Profound Realm. For their high-level existence, a single drop wouldn't make much difference.

Unless... Unless it was the legendary琼浆玉露.

Even for spirit realm cultivators, a single drop of琼浆玉露could restore depleted mana. However, this was a legendary divine substance that only occasionally appeared and fell into the hands of great cultivators at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. A spirit realm cultivator trying to consume it would be as delusional as dreaming.

But despite his disbelief, Lin Xuan's mana had indeed been restored. Denying it wouldn't help. The ancient green-armored demon's face turned pale with realization that he was trapped in the young man’s trap.

However, knowing this didn’t matter now; it was too late to regret. He refused to give up, believing that even if Lin Xuan had somehow obtained some琼浆玉露, there wouldn't be much of it, and he still had a chance to win.

But time proved his analysis wrong. From the start, he had underestimated Lin Xuan.
第两千三百五十七章 残魂

The ancient green-armored demon's expression was filled with hatred, and sparks were even spewing from his eyes. However, he could do nothing despite being frozen by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and having two levels of his realm dropped.

Now in this predicament, though he hated it to the core, he no longer had the power to change things.

"Why must you look at me with such disdain? The Twin Devils of Tianlan have committed countless atrocities; how many souls have they killed that you would not care about?" Lin Xuan spoke coldly. Before his words were even finished, he raised a hand, and the sword curtain instantly broke apart. The Nine Palaces Sword returned to its sheath in his sleeve. Then, the frozen ancient green-armored demon was pulled towards him by an invisible force.

"What do you want from me?"

Though the old demon was frozen solid, unable to move, speaking did not hinder him.

"What do I want?" Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile: "Is it hard to guess? Since you're in my hands, there’s no way you'll die easily."

"Are you going to extract my soul and refine my essence?"

The ancient green-armored demon showed fear in his eyes. He had not personally experienced this torment, but various texts described the agony of such a fate in great detail—certainly worse than death.

"Correct."

Lin Xuan nodded with a smile. He was not here to torture him; Lin Xuan was no one who would seek revenge for every slight. His sole purpose was to gather more information.

After all, he was a cultivator and had the guidance of Immortal Tian Gui. However, the demon realm remained unfamiliar territory to him. This ancient green-armored demon, having lived nearly ten thousand years, knew this world inside out. Through soul extraction techniques, Lin Xuan hoped to gain useful insights.

Initially, his intention was to avenge his beloved wife, but now he found himself in enemy hands.

Bitterness and anger mingled as the old demon's voice echoed: "Do you think I would let you have your way by extracting my soul and refining my essence?"

Before he could finish speaking, he took a deep breath, trying to gather all his magical power. However, Lin Xuan’s cunning prevented him from succeeding in self-destruction.

Not even considering self-destruction, the thought of voluntary disintegration was laughable.

The coldness of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire had already invaded every part of his meridians, blocking the flow of magical energy. The once formidable ancient green-armored demon was now a mere cripple.

Ultimately, Lin Xuan did not let him have his way and absorbed him into his palm.

There was no need for courtesy; Lin Xuan’s left hand lightly pressed on the demon's head as he began to perform soul extraction techniques...

After nearly a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan waved his arm, sending the demon flying. Simultaneously, several sword lights darted out, dismembering him completely.

Even the yin essence was not spared.

The ancient green-armored demon’s cultivation had dropped to the Separation Realm. Lin Xuan easily exterminated it as if cutting melons and cucumbers.

Though the demon was already a mess from being hacked apart, Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied. He flicked his fingers forward, and with a flash of fire, the remnants of the old demon turned into ash.

The sky cleared once more, leaving only a solitary storage bag floating there.

Lin Xuan reached out and grabbed the treasure in his palm, gently weighing it. As an elder spirit realm cultivator, this demon’s assets were undoubtedly substantial. This was a significant收获, but Lin Xuan's brows furrowed with worry.

Through soul extraction techniques, he had obtained many useful clues far more than expected.

"Immortal Tian Yuan."

Lin Xuan murmured these words, recalling the saying that enemies meet on narrow roads. Indeed, Immortal Tian Yuan was someone he remembered well from his time in the mortal realm. Lin Xuan had once snatched a divine treasure from him and even destroyed one of his soul fragments.

He did not expect the other to have allied with Ice Soul or be close friends with the magic snake as well.

Moreover, the three-eyed Immortal they were searching for seemed familiar to Lin Xuan. Could it be that demon he met in the Wasteland of Ghost Souls...

Lin Xuan frowned, sensing himself entangled in a major upheaval within the demon realm. A single misstep could lead to his downfall.

He must leave this place as soon as possible.

Though Lin Xuan was unsure where danger would come from, he felt that staying here was extremely perilous.

There was nothing left to linger over; his purpose had been fulfilled.

With a thought, Lin Xuan pocketed the demon's storage bag and looked around to ensure he hadn't missed anything.

Indeed, he found something.

Several dozen demonic blades lay quietly more than a hundred feet away. These blades were long, about three feet, thin as cicada wings, with faint glimmers on their surfaces—clearly the female demon’s命宝, Black Water Deva Sword.

Originally there had been seventy-two of them, but some had been shattered by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. However, the remaining quantity was still considerable.

Lin Xuan flicked his right hand, and a beam of light flew out, sweeping up all the demonic blades, even the fragments on the ground. Although the Black Water Deva Sword’s power was slightly less than that of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it was still an excellent treasure. Lin Xuan would not let it go.

After gathering all nearby treasures and confirming he hadn't missed anything, Lin Xuan's body flashed with green light, flying towards the horizon at a speed too fast for the naked eye to see.

Meanwhile, in some distant mysterious place.

Green mountains and clear waters, small bridges over cascading waterfalls, emerald bamboo and snow-capped pines—this could be considered an earthly paradise. Even the demon energy here had turned pure white.

Compared to ordinary demon energy, this true demon energy was even more pristine. However, such places were rare in the vastness of the demon realm.

Near a small lake, several houses were built with green bamboo.

A middle-aged man wearing a scholar’s robe sat in meditation inside one house.

One should not judge a book by its cover; the seemingly refined individual was Immortal Tian Yuan. Although he had been tasked to find the three-eyed Immortal, sending the Twin Devils of Tianlan to the Spirit Source Valley for dragon flame grass, this errand would be handled by his subordinates while he remained here to oversee operations.

The house was quiet when suddenly, Immortal Tian Yuan opened his eyes with a strange expression. He extended his right hand and gently grabbed something that appeared out of thin air before his vision.

His face showed some surprise as he scanned the scene. The Twin Devils of Tianlan had been sent to find dragon flame grass for his medicinal concoctions. Now, all they brought back was a fragment of the ancient green-armored demon’s soul. What happened here?

In his eyes, though the Twin Devils were not significant, their Separation Realm status made them formidable. Working together, what crisis could they not handle with ease, yet now they found themselves in such a desperate state.
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His mind was filled with curiosity as he sank his spirit into the remnants of the soul. Time slowly passed, and after a while, the Sage Ancestor in scholar's attire looked up, his expression peculiar.

After searching for something for so long, it came without much effort.

That boy actually came to the Holy Realm.

This was something he never dreamed would happen.

The last time on Penglai Mountain, that hateful fellow had ruined his plans.

He originally thought he was gone forever, but now they were going to meet again.

There was a gleam of joy on the face of the Heavenly Essence Sage Ancestor. However, his refined and composed demeanor was replaced by a sinister look.

If this boy was still alive, would the treasures left behind by the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady in Penglai Mountain still be with him?

Thinking about it, the Heavenly Essence Sage Ancestor's expression turned hot, and a hint of greed appeared in his eyes.

Although he was a great cultivator who had endured countless years, the treasures left by immortals still held endless allure for him.

"Hey, the heavens are treating me well. There might be a chance to regain lost treasures."

As an old monster who had lived for many years, Heavenly Essence had deep scheming abilities. Yet at this moment, he couldn't help but rub his hands and walk back and forth in the room.

However, soon he regained his composure.

He could not entrust the task of eliminating Lin Xuan to others.

Firstly, the treasures left behind by the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady were intended for him to keep. If word got out, Ice Spirit and the Treasure Snake would definitely be tempted.

Although he was grateful for Ice Spirit's life-saving favor and had joined this True Demon Ancestor, it didn't mean his loyalty was absolute. For a cultivator of such high rank, foolishness lay in not thinking about himself.

Secondly, Lin Xuan’s strength had increased significantly since their last meeting, advancing to the Spirit Separation stage. Even the two Heaven岚 Demons who had killed countless people were successively defeated by him.

Even if he didn't fear a leak of information and sent ordinary subordinates, it would still be difficult to deal with.

Even if they could defeat him, that slippery boy might escape.

He had finally obtained his lead; how could such a situation be allowed to happen?

It was absolutely unacceptable.

For safety's sake, he seemed compelled to take action himself.

However, the thoughts in Heavenly Essence’s mind were interrupted as he shook his head.

"No, it's still not appropriate. Even if I personally handle this matter, that boy will only surrender. The problem is, I can't do this, and even if he agreed with Ice Spirit and the Treasure Snake to capture Three-Eyes, using his status as a Sage Ancestor to deal with a small opponent would be too conspicuous and might still leak information."

"Damn it!"

The scholar was so agitated that he scratched his head. He couldn’t act himself nor could he let subordinates carry out the task; this situation left him in a dilemma.

"It seems I can only send my avatar."

A sound of a slap entered his ears as he thought for a moment and finally made his decision.

Although his avatar was not yet perfected, it wasn't something a mere Spirit Separation cultivator could handle. Moreover, being controlled by his fragmentary soul, the avatar wouldn’t leak any information either.

"Little fellow, you won't escape my grasp."

Heavenly Essence muttered these words, his face filled with a gloomy expression.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He was already thousands of miles away at that moment.

Although this journey to the Blood Curse Document Valley had been fraught with difficulties, he had safely passed through it. Now, he was a Spirit Separation stage cultivator, just over a thousand years old.

He didn’t claim to be unparalleled in history or future, but Lin Xuan believed that among all great existences across time and space, those who achieved such accomplishments were few and far between.

In other words, the remaining time for him would be abundant. Although the path ahead was treacherous and difficult, he firmly believed that one day he would ascend to the heavens.

The purpose of his journey through the Demon Realm had been fulfilled. The next several decades, Lin Xuan planned to find a place to cultivate properly.

His two souls—main soul and secondary soul—were not discussed for now. Just entering the Spirit Separation stage, while his demon essence had already advanced to the Profound Obscure late stage in the Spirit Realm, the second soul was still stuck at the early stage of Profound Obscure.

This was partly due to his lack of emphasis but also because his secondary soul was originally a Demon Infant. Although the Spirit Realm’s essence could support its cultivation, it was inferior compared to pure demonic energy.

Now that he was in the Demon Realm, this would be an excellent opportunity for the second soul. Lin Xuan intended to use these next few decades to focus on cultivating the second soul.

His thoughts turned as his flight speed remained unchanged, and a demon city appeared before him.

Though called a city, it was more like a small town. Nevertheless, many demon cultivators gathered there.

Having traveled for over half a month, he decided to rest. As he slowed down and flew towards the city, Lin Xuan began to suppress his aura and magical power. After all, as a Spirit Separation stage cultivator, it was too shocking. He just wanted to rest here without drawing much attention.

He originally planned to head straight for an inn or tavern but noticed voices of scolding not far from the city gate. A hundred feet ahead, demon winds roared, and malevolent energy surged as several demon cultivators were engaged in a fierce battle.

Lin Xuan’s brows slightly furrowed but didn’t pay much attention. The cultivation world was always filled with bloodshed; compared to ordinary cultivators, ancient demons were even more combative. Since this place was a gathering of demon cultivators, some fights weren't surprising.

He had no intention of getting involved or watching the spectacle.

Just as he intended to fly past, he turned his head and glanced at them. However, that fleeting glance revealed something unexpected to Lin Xuan.

There were five ancient demons in total. On the left side, there was a young couple: the man was around twenty-seven or eight years old, while the woman was even younger, perhaps in her twenties. The man was handsome, and the woman delicate; their appearances were similar, suggesting they might be brother and sister.

On the other side, another ancient demon with a more ferocious appearance—taller and shorter ones—was using magical weapons to fiercely attack the couple.
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The five opponents were of no significance, all at the early Core Formation stage. However, there seemed to be a deep-seated enmity between them, as they continuously cast spells and summoned magical seals, causing explosions that echoed in everyone's ears. The ancient demons watching from the side gradually retreated further away.

From the scene, one party clearly had the upper hand over the other. Although both sides were evenly matched in terms of cultivation level, the first group was outnumbered by one person. Three against two seemed like a slight advantage but enough to tip the scales.

The siblings were struggling to hold their ground.

Lin Xuan frowned. He usually didn't bother with such trivial matters involving younglings. However, the ancient cloud markings on the siblings' clothes caught his attention.

"Xianyun Sect!"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and sighed softly: "It's one of that sect’s youngsters? Even though I'm now the Supreme Elder of their sect, my purpose is merely to use their spiritual veins for cultivation. As a cultivator, I have no allegiance or feelings towards any demon sect."

Yet, humans are not trees; he had spent so much time in Xianyun Sect, and its disciples showed him such respect. Seeing two youngsters being bullied by others, it would be unkind to just walk away.

Lin Xuan decided to help the siblings. The situation before his eyes became even more unfavorable for them. They were already struggling against a larger group when another demon released their pet spirit beasts.

Two large-sized steppe wolf demons, with teeth glinting in the sunlight, approached the female. Their cultivation was only at late Core Formation stage, but in a one-on-one fight, the siblings could handle such beasts easily.

However, they were already under siege and struggling to defend themselves. These two unremarkable spirit beasts became the final straw that broke the camel's back.

"Ahhh!"

The steppe wolf on the left pounced at the woman, its fangs aimed for her throat.

She was shocked and panicked, but there was no way she could just surrender. The timing of the wolf's attack was perfect; it struck when she had exhausted her old strength and hadn't yet gained new energy. Her treasure was also over ten feet away from her, tangled by a shorter ancient demon’s blade. How could she possibly retrieve it in time?

The woman's face turned pale with fear as if her heart would leap out of her chest.

"Little Sister!"

On the side, the man was equally alarmed and angry. He couldn't just watch his younger sister fall to the demons. However, he was also preoccupied and couldn’t help her.

Just when it seemed that this woman's fate was sealed by the wolf’s mouth, an unexpected turn of events occurred. A flash of green light appeared, slicing through the wolf and splitting it in two.

Everyone present had not anticipated such a change. The woman survived against all odds, visibly shaken. Her brother heaved a sigh of relief, his face filled with joy.

In contrast, the three shorter ancient demons were both shocked and angry. Someone had dared to intervene, spoiling their chances like cooked ducks slipping from their grasp.

Both sides paused in their attacks as they searched for who had ruined their plans. Soon, they found out.

This was not difficult; Lin Xuan’s move earlier was no secret. Many of the ancient demons watching nearby had noticed it.

"Why are you interfering? Why did you save this woman?"

The tall ancient demon, clearly the leader, spoke with a tone of authority. His cultivation level was near the peak of Core Formation stage.

"Fine!"

Lin Xuan didn't bother with these insignificant youngsters and simply stated his intentions.

"What?"

The three demons were both shocked and angry, thinking they had misunderstood something. They had seen arrogant people before but never someone as audacious as this. Did they think them so weak that such behavior was acceptable?

They released their spiritual senses to scan Lin Xuan; he was only just entering the Core Formation stage.

"Brat, you dare to make such a big show! You're asking for it!"

The bald shorter demon on the left was furious and flicked his sleeves. A sharp cone-shaped treasure flew out, making a loud noise as it rushed towards Lin Xuan.

"Third Brother, stop."

The tall ancient demon, more mature and cautious, was also angered by Lin Xuan's boldness but understood that he must be confident with some backing. Acting rashly without knowing his opponent’s moves would be too hasty.

Unfortunately, his warning came too late.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim: "If you don't want to go to heaven, come to hell instead. I’ve given you a chance; now, I'll send you on your way."

His tone became icy as he waved his sleeves, releasing a stream of green light that flashed into countless green sword qi. There were nearly a hundred of them, their sharp edges piercing the air towards the three demons.

The three opponents were shocked and almost thought they had hallucinated. The cone-shaped treasure was instantly destroyed by Lin Xuan’s sword qi.

The tall demon reacted fastest. Seeing Lin Xuan's grim expression, he knew things had changed. When he saw Lin Xuan attack, his soul nearly left his body.

This old man must be playing the fool; how could a Core Formation stage cultivator have such power?

Was it an Immortal Profound or Separation stage? He didn’t care and had no time to ponder. Despite his shock, he did not intend to give up. With a loud shout, he reached for his waist and released countless demon qi.

Amidst the demon qi, two lion-headed elephant-bodied creatures appeared, with bat-like wings extending behind them, protecting him.

They looked formidable, but in Lin Xuan’s eyes, they were nothing more than paper mache figures. The piercing sword light flew past their defenses, mercilessly piercing through them.

Cries of pain echoed as the sword qi destroyed all their defensive treasures and spirit beasts without any effect.
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The entire process was swift, almost completed in a matter of moments.

Around, the ancient demons exchanged glances, none expecting such an outcome.

In their duel, another party unexpectedly intervened and easily exterminated one side.

This result, analyzed from any angle, was too absurd and theatrical.

However, despite the shock, the surrounding ancient demons quickly realized that Lin Xuan wasn't easy to deal with. He definitely wasn't a Core Formation cultivator; he was likely an even higher-tier senior figure like Separation or Profound Void level.

Staying here brought too many uncertainties, so all the demons scattered in a flash.

The area nearby had been bustling, but it now only housed three individuals: the two siblings and Lin Xuan.

The brother and sister exchanged glances before flying towards Lin Xuan together.

"Thank you, Elder for saving our lives. We are deeply grateful."

They knelt down and performed a grand bow in mid-air to Lin Xuan, their expressions filled with admiration and gratitude.

"Oh, do you two recognize me?"

Lin Xuan glanced at the two, his expression slightly surprised.

"A few decades ago, our sect faced great peril. It was Elder Lin Xuan who turned the tide. Although we were far away during that incident, we still heard about your heroic deeds," the man spoke with utmost respect and humility.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. That was fifty years ago. At the time, he had been sequestered in the Fairy Cloud Sect, just entering his thirtieth year. The sect faced a great calamity, as over ten Profound Void ancient demons inexplicably attacked their main hall.

The sect's disciples were naturally panicked. Even during the sect's golden age, with two Supreme Elders still alive, they couldn't have handled such a disaster.

The situation was dire, and the sect seemed on the brink of collapse. At this critical moment, Lin Xuan stepped in to turn the tide, literally.

Lin Xuan demonstrated astonishing powers.

He faced off against over ten Profound Void ancient demons alone. Back then, he himself was only at that stage as well.

No one had high hopes for him.

However, Lin Xuan left everyone speechless. He killed all of those enemies in one breath.

That battle made the Fairy Cloud Sect's disciples deeply admire and respect Lin Xuan.

It wasn't strange that these two youngsters remembered this incident so vividly.

Lin Xuan nodded. "Since you recognize me, you should know why I intervened. I have other matters to attend to. You should take care of yourselves..."

Before he could finish speaking, a bluish light enveloped his body. The brother and sister saw this and their expressions turned anxious: "Elder Lin, please stay. We have something important to report."

"Important matter?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in curiosity. He retracted the blue light and turned around, narrowing his eyes. "What do you want to tell me?"

"This time, I went out specifically to seek Elder's whereabouts," the woman spoke with utmost respect.

"You sought me out?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, a playful expression on his face: "Could it be that Fairy Cloud Sect is facing another calamity?"

"The Great Wisdom of the Elder can see through everything. Our sect did indeed encounter a crisis. Three months ago, the Thunder Eagle Gang suddenly attacked our main hall, causing heavy casualties. Only about one-third survived. The sect leader dispatched many disciples to search for Elder Lin's whereabouts. Thanks to their efforts, we finally found you," the man sighed, his expression a mix of sorrow and joy.

The situation in the sect was indeed dire, but finding Lin Xuan's whereabouts was a significant achievement.

"Alright, so what does this have to do with me?"

Lin Xuan smiled slightly. Helping out when he encountered Fairy Cloud Sect's disciples wasn't difficult, but as a demon, his path diverged from theirs. He wouldn't really consider himself an Elder of the sect.

Whether the sect faced crisis or prosperity didn't matter to him; he had no interest in intervening on their behalf.

Hearing this, the brother and sister looked bewildered. The sect leader was right about them. Seeing Lin Xuan about to leave, they hurriedly tried to retain his presence: "Elder, please stay a moment longer. Before leaving, the sect leader instructed us that you are an outsider who has done much for our sect. This time, he might not intervene."

"Oh?" A hint of surprise flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as the light stopped. "What else did he say?"

"The sect leader asked me to convey a message to Elder: even if you don't wish to help, please come and see him. He has a great secret for you that won't disappoint," the man said.

"Really?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned contemplative as he pondered inside. The phrase "great secret" was either a bluff or genuine.

For now, Lin Xuan couldn't tell.

While it could be that they were afraid of him leaving without help, these ancient demons should understand the consequences of deceiving a high-ranking existence.

So whether their words were true remained hard to discern.

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered for a moment before speaking: "Where are the Fairy Cloud Sect's disciples now?"

The brother and sister were overjoyed at his question. They feared he would leave without concern.

"Our sect's disciples hide in a secret location. If Elder wishes, I can lead you there."

"How far is it from here?"

This was a crucial point for Lin Xuan.

"It isn't too far. With us rushing, we should arrive in two months," the female cultivator's voice entered his ears, her expression anxious, fearing he might find the distance too long.

"Two months? That would be fine for me." However, Lin Xuan's next words gave him reassurance: "Why don't you rest here today and head there tomorrow morning."

"That isn't necessary. Give me the location where your sect's disciples are hiding, and I will go on my own," Lin Xuan said with an不容置疑的语气.

"By yourself?" The brother and sister were shocked.

"Why not? You two are too slow. I don't have time to accompany you; just give me a map of the terrain."

The man's probing voice entered his ears: "If that's the case, Elder, why don't we rest here today and head there tomorrow morning?"

"That isn't necessary. Give me the location where your sect's disciples are hiding, and I will go on my own," Lin Xuan said with an不容置疑的语气.
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"Affirmative!"

The siblings, though slightly suspicious, did not dare to say 'no' boldly. The woman flicked her jade hand, and a black, shiny jade cylinder flew out.

She extended her hand to grasp it, pressing the jade cylinder against her forehead's center as her spiritual awareness sank in...

Shortly after, a tea-cup's worth of time passed. The woman raised her head, and the jade cylinder had fallen into Lin Xuan's hands.

"Leiying Gang has occupied our main hall and hasn't stopped there. They've sent numerous cultivators to hunt down our disciples. That's why your fellow brothers' hiding places are now more concealed," the woman exhaled a mouthful of foul air, her voice filled with intent as it reached Lin Xuan's ears.

Lin Xuan nodded, no longer speaking much. His spiritual awareness swept through the jade cylinder and transformed into a streak of light that flew towards the distant sky.

Soon, he vanished without a trace...

"Little sister, do you think Elder Lin will intervene this time to help our sect overcome its crisis?"

"I don't know for sure. Anyway, we've completed our mission, and Senior Master must reward us generously. As for what happens next, it's not something small Fifth Stage Soul婴 cultivators like us can predict..." The woman combed her hair, her soft voice entering Lin Xuan's ears.

"Hmm, you're right, little sister. I'm the one who's been too attached to reality," the man sighed, his worried expression lingering on his face.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was speeding through the landscape. He made this decision because he believed that even with his audacity, the Immortal Cloud Sect's patriarch wouldn't dare deceive him with lies.

Secret?

Lin Xuan wasn't just curious; he was trying to deduce if there were any treasures involved in this matter.

Otherwise, why would such a small sect like Immortal Cloud attract so much hatred? Decades ago, over ten ancient demons had invaded the main hall. Now, Leiying Gang had suddenly appeared again.

Lin Xuan believed that it wasn't just a coincidence; something significant must be at play.

If there were indeed any treasures, he wouldn't let them slip away.

While mulling this over, Lin Xuan didn't delay in his journey. According to the jade cylinder's markings, he adjusted his direction from time to time.

In no time, two hours had passed. The sun was setting on the hillside when Lin Xuan suddenly slowed down, and a valley appeared before him.

He then flicked his sleeve, and the black jade cylinder flew out of his robe.

Lin Xuan sank his spiritual awareness into it again, quickly raising his head as he narrowed his eyes to survey the surroundings.

Indeed, according to records, Immortal Cloud's remaining disciples should be hiding here. But why did he feel no power fluctuations?

Logically, there should still be over a thousand of their disciples left. Even if they sent more than a hundred in another direction to find him, there would still be plenty of demon cultivators inside the valley.

It was impossible for so many people to gather and suppress their power.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had an inkling about what might be happening.

He then raised his head, but his eyes turned into sparkling silver.

When his spiritual awareness failed to reveal anything satisfactory, Lin Xuan began using Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

This time, he wasn't disappointed. The valley's depths, when probed with his spiritual awareness, showed no issues. However, once he used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, a faint purple aura could be seen emanating from within.

"Turns out they're using an array to conceal their disciples' auras. But it can hide over a thousand people at once, and even my own spiritual awareness was easily deceived. This array is truly formidable," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a playful expression on his face.

Immortal Cloud's roots seemed deeper than he had imagined. Logically, such a small sect without any Core Formation cultivators wouldn't have such treasures.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself that he hadn't come in vain this time.

Then, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew directly towards the valley.

Soon, he stopped again. In front was some thorny vegetation, which appeared seamlessly integrated with the surrounding landscape. But under his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, several flaws were revealed.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as his right hand raised to conjure a fireball, no bigger than an egg but spinning rapidly. The size of the flame grew at an incredible speed as Lin Xuan gently tossed it forward.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed in his ears. As the fireball was about to collide with the thorny bushes, the air suddenly rippled like water waves. A faint purple light curtain appeared and the fireball struck it.

The light curtain trembled but didn't break through.

"Good job."

Lin Xuan nodded, his face full of approval. Although he had only used a casual strike without fully exerting his power, as a Sixth Stage Divided Mind cultivator, even such a random hit was formidable. A mere concealment array could withstand it, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but raise his estimation of Immortal Cloud's depth.

Though the array wasn't broken, it naturally alarmed the cultivators inside. Screams filled the air as over a dozen demon cultivators flew towards him on their devices.

"Who is this esteemed guest? Our Immortal Cloud Sect's disciples have failed to greet you properly."

Before the words were out of his mouth, several streaks of light shot out from the mountain wall, racing ahead of those dozen demon cultivators. They arrived at Lin Xuan with incredible speed.

Soon, the light dimmed, revealing three ancient demons. The one on the left was a short and fat ancient demon with an amiable expression. To his right stood a woman in pink court attire, around twenty years old, not beautiful but still attractive. In between them was a middle-aged man wearing a green robe.

Seeing someone find their location, the three demons initially looked anxious. However, upon seeing Lin Xuan's face, they immediately turned from worry to joy.

"Senior Master."

"Elder Lin."

"Is it really you?"

The trio exchanged glances and were overjoyed. They had been anxiously waiting for news of Lin Xuan these few days. It was a relief that Senior Master found them on his own.

Could he have met with some wandering disciples?

But this no longer mattered.

The three demons came forward, bowing respectfully: "Greetings, Senior Master."

Other demon cultivators were equally delighted and knelt down.

"Ah, there's no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely calm. The three demons exchanged glances, sensing something amiss but not showing it on their faces. They respectfully invited Lin Xuan into the light curtain.

This place served as Immortal Cloud Sect's temporary base and was much simpler than the previous main hall. However, unlike ordinary people, cultivators had erected several stone houses using secret techniques, making life more comfortable despite the simplicity compared to sleeping in the open air.

Surrounded by his three companions, Lin Xuan entered a spacious stone house.
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The stone house was spacious, but the furnishings were quite simple—just a table and a chair. No other items adorned it. [Latest Chapter Reading]

"Uncle Senior, please take a seat."

Lin Xuan naturally did not hesitate to sit down on the only stone chair. The three ancient demons stood respectfully with their hands clasped in front of them, even holding their breaths.

Soft footsteps entered his ears, followed by the fragrance of flowers and fruits. Two young demon maidens arrived carrying trays.

They placed wine and fruit on the tray, then knelt before Lin Xuan, bowing deeply before retreating gracefully.

"This place is humble, so please do not blame us for any shortcomings."

The fat ancient demon spoke cautiously, his face full of a smile.

Lin Xuan shook his head. He certainly did not mind the simplicity of the place.

Meanwhile, the middle-aged ancient demon's eyes swept over Lin Xuan, revealing a look of surprise on his face.

Though he could hardly discern Lin Xuan’s true depth with his powers, at this moment, Lin Xuan was not deliberately concealing anything, so he had made some discoveries.

He felt that Uncle Senior had changed somewhat from their last meeting. Could it be… just two years later, Uncle Senior had truly advanced to the Spirit Cultivation Stage?

Although Uncle Senior’s initial goal of inquiring about the Spirit Source Valley was to prepare for breaking through the bottleneck to the Spirit Cultivation Stage, the leap from Profound Knowledge to Spirit Cultivation was incredibly difficult. The chance of success was less than one in ten thousand.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, he dared not be certain about his conjectures regarding Uncle Senior’s advancement. As he hesitated, his third disciple spoke: "Congratulations, Uncle Senior! Congratulations on becoming a powerful cultivator at the Spirit Cultivation Stage."

The middle-aged man's expression changed. Although his third disciple was slightly weaker than him in cultivation, due to her unique cultivation technique, she could accurately identify the specific stage of high-ranking cultivators. Since she said so, it must be true.

"Congratulations, Uncle Senior," he thought as he and the fat ancient demon also knelt down to bow.

"No need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan replied coolly. The three stood up even more respectfully after his words. For them, the Spirit Cultivation Stage was unattainable. If Uncle Senior had succeeded in advancing, their sect’s current crisis could be easily resolved.

"Alright, I don’t want to waste any time. When I joined Immortal Cloud Sect, it was merely for a place to stay. Now that I am a powerful cultivator at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, this small temple of Immortal Cloud Sect is no longer suitable for me. However, Uncle Senior is not heartless. Regardless, there’s some connection between us. If you can help remove the crisis from Immortal Cloud Sect, it won’t be free…" Lin Xuan did not wish to waste time on these insignificant cultivators and directly expressed his intentions.

The three demons exchanged glances; their faces were naturally not pleasant, but they showed no signs of anger or resentment. They had anticipated this situation.

Lin Xuan was not a native disciple from the sect; he joined halfway through. In simple terms, both parties found common ground and thus could cooperate due to shared interests. However, with Lin Xuan now at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, Immortal Cloud Sect was insignificant compared to him. His reaction was entirely normal—anyone in his position would act similarly.

With these thoughts, the three ancient demons remained calm.

The woman dressed in court attire spoke: "Uncle Senior is right, but Immortal Cloud Sect is a small sect; it may not have treasures worth your attention."

"Humph! I came here because I heard of a great secret that would make this trip worthwhile. Now you say such things, do you intend to mock me?" Lin Xuan frowned and his expression darkened.

"Uncle Senior misunderstands, disciple does not dare to be so bold," the three demons were shocked and quickly knelt down. Lin Xuan could crush them with a mere finger.

At this point, they dared not hide anymore; sighing, one said: "Uncle Senior, you do not know that our sect's current strength is negligible, but if placed in history, it would have been quite significant."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan’s face showed interest. "Go on."

"Have you heard of the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor?"

"The Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, his heart greatly shaken. However, given his composure, he remained unperturbed.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew about the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor; when he escaped from the Lonely Soul Desert, it had a significant connection to him as well. He just did not know of other identities at that time.

Later, during his search for the soul in the Spirit Source Valley, Lin Xuan obtained shocking clues.

The Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor was one of the Nine True Demons and also the younger brother of the former demon leader. For some reason, he angered the leader, who personally sealed him away.

Over centuries, the demon leader had already been reduced to ashes in a battle with true cultivators. However, this Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor managed to escape.

According to Lin Xuan’s information, the True Demon Serpent Ice Soul, also one of the Nine True Demons, had a very hostile relationship with him. Upon learning about his escape, he dispatched numerous subordinates to track down his whereabouts, causing much turmoil in the demon world.

Lin Xuan was uninvolved and did not wish to get entangled.

He never expected that such a small sect as Immortal Cloud Sect would have connections with the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor. This truly surprised him.

Lin Xuan did not interrupt; he waited for them to continue.

"Our founding ancestor is the right-hand man of the Three-Eyed Lord. Back then, when the Three-Eyed Lord saw that things were going poorly, he entrusted our ancestor with hiding his treasures in a secret place. Our sect has always preserved a treasure map," the woman’s voice continued.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and became more interested. However, as thoughts swirled in his mind, he raised another question: "The treasures entrusted by the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor must be of great significance. Over these years, has no one within your sect been tempted to seek them out?"

Lin Xuan’s question was well-founded. Even if Immortal Cloud Sect's founding ancestor had remained loyal to the Three-Eyed Lord, over so many years, it would be impossible for none of his disciples or followers to harbor such thoughts.

"Uncle Senior is correct; we are indeed tempted by the treasures of the Three-Eyed Lord. However, our preserved treasure map only has half and is not complete," the fat ancient demon sighed. Otherwise, they would have long unearthed the treasures instead of waiting here.

(To be continued)  
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"Half of it?"

Lin Xuan frowned. "Not bad, disciple does not dare to deceive Uncle Senior. Back then, the Holy Ancestor with Three Eyes saw that things were going south and entrusted his right-hand man to help him hide treasures. The treasure map was split into two parts; half of it was kept by the ancestor as a town-protecting treasure."

The fat ancient demon swallowed hard, speaking carefully. His voice entered Lin Xuan's ears.

Lin Xuan's expression changed unpredictably. From the other party's demeanor, he should not be lying, but this situation greatly exceeded his expectations. The Holy Ancestor's treasures certainly made Lin Xuan's heart race with desire, but a half of the treasure map was as good as useless.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan's mood naturally wasn't good; he almost wanted to turn and leave. However, the three demons' expressions were full of anxiety. Just when the atmosphere seemed tense, the woman in court attire on his left spoke up: "Uncle Senior, please calm down. We fully understand that offering you a half-finished treasure map is too trivial from any angle. So we have prepared something as compensation."

"Compensation?" Lin Xuan turned his head, and a glint of sharpness appeared in his eyes.

"No, besides the half-map, our ancestor also passed on another treasure. I believe Uncle Senior would find it interesting."

"What is it? Don't tell me it's some broken item," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Of course not." The woman hurried to wave her hand. Although she felt a bit reluctant, at this point, there was no room for retreat. She flicked her sleeves and a ball of red light flew out.

After swirling around, the scroll floated beside the woman. It turned out to be an ancient scroll with eerie red light flashing on it.

A mysterious aura poured out… "This…"

Lin Xuan originally didn't place much importance on the treasure they mentioned, but his view changed drastically when he saw the scroll. His contempt was replaced by a sense of gravity.

The scroll had just appeared, yet the temperature around it suddenly rose significantly. If those present were not cultivators, ordinary people would have been unable to withstand it.

The three demons had been observing Lin Xuan's expression and now let out a sigh of relief, putting their hearts back in their throats.

"How about this Mountain Golden Sparrow Map? Does it still catch your eye, Uncle Senior?" the woman's smiling voice entered his ears.

"Mountain Golden Sparrow Map?"

Lin Xuan looked at the treasure before him, muttering to himself.

He then raised his right hand and grabbed the scroll in his palm. Slowly unfolding it, a very ancient painting came into view.

A ball of red light appeared on the scroll. The most prominent feature was twelve small mountains of varying sizes.

Unlike ordinary landscape paintings, these mountains were not emerald green or lush; rather, they could be described as towering and proud.

Rugged rocks pierced the clouds, and the mountain surfaces were devoid of any flowers, trees, or even a hint of grass. Instead, flames burned brightly there.

Volcanoes?

No, they were clearly different from ordinary volcanoes.

At the foot of some mountains, strange birds could be seen circling.

These birds had peculiar shapes. They resembled crows in secular society but had three legs and golden feathers that were both noble and splendid.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he saw this scene; the name of these birds was already on his lips.

Three-legged Golden Sparrow!

This was also a true spirit, belonging to the bird category.

While its divine powers might not compare to those of phoenixes, it was still extremely powerful. After all, there were only a few bird true spirits, and Three-legged Golden Sparrows could occupy one place due to their extraordinary nature.

What did this scroll have to do with such legendary true spirits?

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with doubt as he held the scroll in both hands, injecting his power into it but receiving no reaction. He frowned.

Taking a deep breath, he injected more power into it.

Boom!

This time, red flames flashed on the scroll, and huge characters appeared in his mind.

Commune Treasure Art!

It turned out to be an artifact of supreme power!

Although Lin Xuan's strength was at this level, ordinary postnatal treasures no longer caught his attention. A spirit cultivator of the Shen Concentration Stage could easily acquire a few postnatal treasures as self-defense items if they had the heart and were willing to spend some effort.

However, he felt that this scroll was far more powerful than any postnatal treasure he had previously encountered.

Was it a primordial treasure?

Excitement flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. But soon, he shook his head.

Primordial treasures weren't something ordinary people could easily obtain.

Although he hadn't seen true primordial treasures, Lin Xuan felt that this scroll was still not one of them.

At this moment, the woman in court attire spoke: "Uncle Senior, this Mountain Golden Sparrow Map is a treasure our ancestor used for self-defense. Although it's not a primordial treasure, it ranks among the top ten in postnatal treasures."

"Top ten? How high up?" Lin Xuan played with his treasure and said calmly.

"The specifics are beyond my shallow understanding," the middle-aged man hurried to speak respectfully. "But reportedly, this item is ranked among the top ten in postnatal treasures."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's demeanor remained calm as he was already overjoyed inside. Postnatal treasures had varying strengths; their powers differed greatly. Being ranked among the top ten could be considered significant.

It seemed that this trip wasn't a waste after all, even without considering the half-map. Just holding such a treasure was worth it.

Lin Xuan didn't think there was any exaggeration from the other party because he had already tested it; one couldn't use this Mountain Golden Sparrow Map without reaching the Shen Concentration Stage.

This also showed how extraordinary this scroll was.

"Good, I'll take this scroll. Lin will naturally stand up for you. However, there's something you must tell me. Otherwise…"

"What can Uncle Senior command or ask about that I won't reveal everything?" the middle-aged man spoke respectfully.

"Alright, then let me be straightforward. I also stayed at the main hall of Immortal Cloud Sect. The environment was decent, but not extraordinary; if lost, it's lost. Why do you need to go through so much trouble to reclaim it?" Lin Xuan said with deliberate pauses.

"The original thought was that Uncle Senior might doubt this, but there's nothing to worry about. It's just the ancestor's will. Moreover, the treasure map has always been enshrined in the main hall; how can we easily give up on it?" The fat ancient demon sighed and spoke helplessly into Lin Xuan's ears.
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"Indeed, but the Thunder Eagle Gang has occupied the main den for some time now. Could the treasure map have fallen into their hands?"

"Ah... Uncle, rest assured. The treasure map is kept in a very secluded place. They would find it difficult to discover it in a hurry."

"Oh, then may I see the treasure map when we reclaim the main den?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and spoke slowly.

"Naturally, according to our ancestor's will, this map was entrusted to us for safekeeping. But since you are one of us, there is no harm in letting you take a look," the middle-aged man smiled.

Times change, and over a million years have passed. Although they dare not openly defy their ancestors' instructions, secretly, they all consider it a burden.

Why should we still guard this incomplete treasure map? Isn't that just looking for trouble?

Of course, one could think these thoughts in their hearts but not say them out loud; the crime of betraying one's master and ancestor is too serious to bear.

With a positive response, Lin Xuan showed satisfaction. "Since so, we will reclaim the main den tomorrow."

Time flies when you're busy. Lin Xuan did not want to waste any more time on this matter.

"Thank you for your great kindness."

The three demons bowed and knelt down together.

"Haha, we are all family; there's no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan smiled. A person who accepts a gift cannot be too harsh in return. Since he had accepted the Mountain Golden Crow Map, his attitude naturally softened.

Following the lead of the three demons, Lin Xuan was taken to a temporary residence.

It was a small cave with simple and朴素的 furnishings inside.

"Uncle, this is just our temporary resting place; hence it's rather plain."

"Haha, never mind. We cultivators often endure wind and rain on the road, so having a cave as a dwelling is already quite good," Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively.

"I will take my leave then."

The three demons bowed and turned to retreat.

After their figures disappeared from sight, the entrance of the cave closed with a loud rumble.

Lin Xuan reached out and patted his waist. Two storage pouches appeared in his palm.

No doubt, these were obtained from Twin Thunder Eagles; they must contain numerous treasures that he had not yet had time to sort through on this journey.

However, after some hesitation, Lin Xuan put them back, sorting the treasures meticulously. A mere night was unlikely enough for such a task; perhaps next time would be better.

He then waved his sleeves and several colorful array flags flew out. These were the Five Elements Spirit Nurturing Array flags that had been taken by Twin Thunder Eagles but were now reclaimed by Lin Xuan after he killed them.

With his right hand, he cast several spells, setting up the array flags with ease. The cave was now well protected.

Even though it was unlikely anyone would harm him here, caution never hurt. This was Lin Xuan's habit.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan retrieved the scroll again.

A night might seem long or short, but a good rest could pass in an instant. It was sufficient for him to practice the Essence Through All Treasures Technique.

Although it sounded mystical, as a spiritual cultivator at the Spirit Refinement stage with deep cultivation, mastering this technique posed no difficulty. He needed only to understand it thoroughly and apply it.

Holding the scroll in both hands, Lin Xuan guided his essence through his meridians. With recent experience, he flowed the Essence Through All Treasures Technique into his mind without any hindrance.

The ancient words were profound and much more complex than expected, each word a gem of wisdom.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was overjoyed.

The deeper and more intricate the Essence Through All Treasures Technique was, the greater the treasures it could drive.

With his growing strength, some old treasures no longer suited him; this Mountain Golden Crow Map would be an excellent addition.

Thus, Lin Xuan focused intently on understanding the technique.

Soon, he entered a state of unity with the external and internal worlds, losing track of time.

Outside the cave, the sun was high in the sky. The middle-aged man, the woman in court dress, and the fat ancient demon stood before Lin Xuan's cave. Each wore an anxious expression, like ants on a hot pan.

"What is this? Uncle said he would return to reclaim the main den after resting for one night. Nine days have passed; why has there been no sign of him?" The fat ancient demon wiped his forehead with sweat and looked extremely distressed.

"Could it be... that Uncle changed his mind and left with the treasures," the woman in court dress combed her hair, looking visibly more haggard due to worry.

"Third Sister, be careful; speak cautiously."

The middle-aged man interrupted loudly. The woman in court dress realized she had been too bold. If Uncle heard...

Thinking of this, she blanched and was drenched with cold sweat from the shock.

She quickly covered her mouth, looking apologetic.

"You two should wait patiently. Uncle has set up such a powerful array; he must still be here. We just don't know what happened, so we are slightly delayed..." The middle-aged man sighed.

After his earlier slip, the woman in court dress did not dare speak again, nodding submissively. The fat ancient demon remained unsatisfied and muttered under his breath: "But Uncle said he would only rest for one night; how could he change his mind..."

The middle-aged man shook his head, looking up to see a colorful protective membrane added before Lin Xuan's cave entrance. This禁制 blocked their way, preventing them from entering or calling out, even their transmission talismans were all stopped by the light barrier.

Though he comforted his fellow disciples, his heart was filled with anxiety and unease.

Was Uncle still here? It was hard to say; setting up such a prohibition for a Spirit Refinement cultivator wasn't that difficult.

Could it be that he left with the treasures and never returned?

Otherwise, could Uncle really be meditating in this place where the essence of qi is thin?

With various thoughts swirling, what could he do but wait? He could only trust Lin Xuan's promise.

Another hour passed.

For the three demons, time felt like an eternity. They had so many disciples to console; life was hard.

It was noon, and the sun hung high in the sky. Although it was deep in a valley, it wasn't hot. However, their hearts were restless, making the wait unbearable.

Suddenly, a rumbling sound reached their ears, and the colorful light barrier began to flicker.

The three demons were momentarily stunned before their faces lit up with joy,"
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The entrance to the cave府 emitted a flicker of green light, and Lin Xuan's figure suddenly appeared as he stepped out.

"Salutations, Senior Uncle!"

The three people were overjoyed and quickly rushed forward, bowing respectfully.

"Lin, this time I closed myself off due to an unexpected incident, which is why it took me a few extra days. Did you all get impatient waiting?" Lin Xuan swept his gaze across the trio before speaking with a slight apology in his tone.

"No, no! Senior Uncle, where could such a notion come from? A few more days are nothing to us cultivators," the middle-aged man waved his hand hurriedly, smiling apologetically.

"Indeed. As juniors, what can we do but wait for a few extra days?"

"Yes, Senior Uncle, you're being overly courteous. We aren't in any hurry."

The woman dressed in palace robes and the fat ancient demon also chimed in, as if their previous concerns and impatience were mere figments of their imagination.

"Alright then, let's not waste time. I'll head off with you to reclaim our main den," Lin Xuan said decisively without further ado.

"We will follow your instructions!"

The three demons had no objections, their faces lit up with excitement as they bowed again to Lin Xuan.

"Hmm, the journey from here to the main den is quite distant. Are there any teleportation arrays near the nearest demon city?"

"Hmph, about a day's journey from here lies Snow Crow City. The teleportation array there can take us close to our main den," the middle-aged man had already familiarized himself with the surroundings and spoke up.

"Very well. Then let's head off first while the other disciples arrive later."

"You're very considerate, Senior Uncle. We have no objections," the fat ancient demon smiled warmly. Lin Xuan's instructions were clearly to avoid drawing too much attention by traveling together. The three of them shared the same thoughts and agreed with his plan.

"Then what are we waiting for?"

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he had already emitted a bright green light and shot off towards the sky. The other demons exchanged glances but did not hesitate to follow suit, each displaying their own abilities as they flew alongside him.

Snow Crow City was located on the western side of this unknown valley. If Lin Xuan were to travel at his full speed, it would take only a short while. However, he had to slow down due to the three younglings' speed.

In any case, he wasn't in a rush.

A day later, a large city came into view.

Lin Xuan was familiar with Snow Crow City; among all the demon cities within a million miles, it ranked among the top two. The city's lord, Senior Snow Crow, was an ancient demon of late Profound Yin stage, though he hadn't shown himself in public for thousands of years, supposedly deep in his life-death meditation.

Such endurance against loneliness spoke volumes about his dedication to cultivation.

This city and its lord had nothing to do with Lin Xuan. He led the three demons silently into Snow Crow City, found the location where the teleportation array was set up, paid a large sum of demon stones, received a token, and stood atop the array.

The ancient demon guarding the array accepted his payment without hesitation and began reciting incantations, sending a spell to the array disk in his hand.

"Phew," the sound entered Lin Xuan's ears as the teleportation array emitted a bright light. A layer of gray light enveloped their figures before dissipating, leaving them gone from sight.

Meanwhile, far away, at the other end of the teleportation array, a small stone room flickered with magical light as Lin Xuan and his companions gradually became visible to the naked eye.

Such long-distance teleportation would naturally bring great physical strain. The three demons' faces were pale, but Lin Xuan seemed unaffected by the process, showing no signs of dizziness.

After surveying the stone room, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. Nearby was quite desolate, but not far away, two ancient demons were engaged in a game of go. Their cultivation levels were at the婴 stage, likely dispatched to guard the teleportation array.

Lin Xuan stepped out of the house and was greeted by the scent of flowers. They seemed to be in a dense forest.

The two playing ancient demons turned their heads upon hearing the sound, their divine senses sweeping over Lin Xuan before they looked puzzled. There was no sign of any mana fluctuations from this young man; could he possibly be an ordinary mortal? How could such a mere mortal dare use the teleportation array of a celestial city?

The two demons were confused and couldn't figure out what kind of person Lin Xuan was, so they hesitated to make their next move.

Footsteps approached, and the three younglings from Cloudy Sky Sect finally shook off their dizziness and joined Lin Xuan's side.

"Disciple is useless; made Senior Uncle wait."

The two ancient demons playing go were alarmed by the sight of three Separation Period seniors calling him uncle. However, Lin Xuan paid them no mind.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan did not spare a glance as he led the three demons towards the sky. The distance to Cloudy Sky Sect's main den was indeed close; they flew for just one day before seeing the rolling mountains.

"Senior Uncle, the Thunder Eagle Gang has taken over our main den, and defenses must be tight. Should we proceed with caution?" the fat ancient demon suggested from the side.

"There’s no need to be cautious," Lin Xuan's voice was calm. He wasn't being careless; he had already investigated the Thunder Eagle Gang. Though stronger than Cloudy Sky Sect, it was merely a mid-sized sect with several Profound Yin stage ancient demons. Even before his journey to Spirit Source Valley, eradicating this sect would have been no trouble for him, let alone now that he was a spirit transformation period powerhouse.

While caution is always good, acting like a coward in the face of such insignificant foes was ridiculous.

Lin Xuan wasn't a fussy person; he adapted his methods based on circumstances. In this case, with only four of them, there was no need to hide or be cautious; they could boldly attack their target.

Though the three demons thought it rash, since Senior Uncle had decided to proceed that way, they dared not argue and followed him nervously.

Lin Xuan did not intend to conceal his actions. He flew confidently towards the depths of the mountain, soon encountering a pair of patrolling ancient demons.

There weren't many; just over ten in number.

"Kill them all but leave one alive for soul probing."

"Yes!"

The three demons agreed and acted together. The patrol group was numerous but only at the凝聚丹 stage, easily felled by their combined efforts, quickly disintegrating into nothingness.
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Only one old man, with gray hair and beard, managed to survive the ordeal and was brought before Lin Xuan. www.suimengxiaoshuo.com

"Hmph, using soul probing techniques—do I have to do it myself? You can just search around and see if you find anything useful," Lin Xuan raised his head, a hint of dissatisfaction on his face.

"Yes, disciple respectfully follows the senior's instructions."

The fat ancient demon replied with a smile. He turned his head, his expression turning into one of cruelty. With a single hand lift, he sucked the old man into his palm, emitting a bright light. It took him nearly a cup of tea to finally raise his head again. The unfortunate soul who had been subjected to this had already turned into gray smoke in the flames.

"Report to the senior, no useful clues were found."

He spoke cautiously, secretly glancing at Lin Xuan's face.

"Hmph, that’s fine." Lin Xuan did not get angry. A mere disciple on patrol could hardly have any important information. Lin Xuan had ordered this soul probing technique merely as a last resort.

"Senior, what should we do now?"

"What else? Just storm their headquarters."

A cold smile appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth. He emitted a burst of lightning and continued flying forward. However, he did not fly far before being stopped by the protective sect array.

A layer of light screen appeared in front of his eyes, with white-gray demonic fog faintly visible.

"Hmph, this array is quite impressive, but trying to stop me with just this would be too childish."

Lin Xuan's mouth curled in disdain. He raised his right hand and formed a sword with his fingers, then slashed downward into the air.

The action was fluid, devoid of any mundane touch, yet a green sword qi emerged, breaking through the air as it fiercely sliced at the light screen below.

Bang! A loud explosion filled his ears. Wherever the sword qi passed, the white-gray demonic fog turned to ice and quickly dissipated. Following that, the light screen could not withstand the attack and was easily broken by Lin Xuan's sword qi.

The three ancient demons stood beside him, witnessing this with both awe and admiration. This is the power of a spirit division cultivator? Knowing that breaking such an array would take considerable effort for even them, these thoughts had not fully passed before the clamor reached their ears.

Numerous figures soared into the sky, emitting colorful light, flying towards them.

"Senior…,"

The three ancient demons turned their heads. Lin Xuan was now their main focus.

"Hmph, what are you staring at? Our goal is to reclaim our headquarters and deal with these enemies without mercy!" Although Lin Xuan was not a cruel person, facing these demonic creatures from another world, he had no qualms about being ruthless. As his words fell, dozens of sword qi shot out from his sleeves, flashing through the air and instantly multiplying into hundreds.

The entire sky was partially obscured by this. The ancient demons of the Thunder Eagle Gang were all in shock. Even their highest cultivators could not surpass the separation stage; no one could withstand even a single blow from him. A sea of blood rained down, and these fellows had their heads severed in an instant, their souls returning to the underworld. Lin Xuan showed no mercy towards his enemies.

Although this process seemed complicated when described, it took only a few breaths for hundreds of Thunder Eagle Gang disciples to fall.

But at that moment, a fierce roar echoed from afar. Lin Xuan turned his head in its direction, his expression still calm. However, the three ancient demons from the Immortal Cloud Sect were visibly shaken, their ears ringing.

"Finally, we have someone worth dealing with," Lin Xuan muttered to himself, standing there nonchalantly.

Five gray-white light streaks sped up and arrived in front of him.

There were five of them, all high-ranking ancient demons at the Profound Dao stage, especially the leader who was around forty years old. His appearance was imposing and ancient, but his face had turned a deep green with anger as he roared: "Who are you? Why do you dare to slaughter my Thunder Eagle Gang's disciples so brutally? You must have lost your mind! I will extract your soul and refine it…"

"Extracting souls?" Lin Xuan laughed. Although this man was not weak, almost at the peak of the Profound Dao stage, speaking like that in front of him was too presumptuous. Lin Xuan just had a bit of curiosity about how one-third of Immortal Cloud Sect's disciples managed to escape from such a powerful group.

There must be a reason for this, otherwise, if there were such a significant disparity in strength between the two factions, even if the entire sect was wiped out, it would not surprise him. However, he did not delve into these thoughts further.

Taking someone's money and doing their bidding—Lin Xuan had no interest in getting involved with matters that did not concern him much.

Five Profound Dao stage ancient demons, especially this leader who was a late-stage cultivator, were already formidable. But to Lin Xuan, they were still far from sufficient.

While these five were angry, they also sized up the unexpected guests before them. At this point, there was no need for Lin Xuan to hide anything; his immense power surged within him. The five of them changed color upon first glance, their anger replaced by fear.

"Senior, are you a spirit division cultivator?"

"So what?" Lin Xuan said with a smile, feeling like he was playing cat and mouse, the lamb being devoured, and himself as the butcher.

"I wonder when my Thunder Eagle Gang offended you…"

"You have such nerve! You dare to occupy our sect's headquarters while I am away. Do you know that Lin is the Supreme Elder of this sect?" Lin Xuan said calmly.

The five ancient demons exchanged glances, their faces filled with shock. Immortal Cloud Sect was merely a third-rate sect; when had they ever had a spirit division elder? This was unbelievable, and Lin Xuan did not wait for them to think about it further.

"Alright, now you can be clear. If you cooperate, you might suffer less," Lin Xuan instructed as if discussing something trivial.

The five were both afraid and angry but would not surrender easily. Even ants try to survive, let alone these aggressive ancient demons. They fought back!

Surprisingly, they did not run away; that would only allow Lin Xuan to take them down one by one.

They understood the logic of advancing to Profound Dao stage. With a loud roar, demonic winds surged as they revealed their treasures.

"Foolish fellows, are you really so blind that you don't see your fate?" Lin Xuan sighed and raised his right hand, punching forward.
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This punch was unremarkable, at least from the surface. However, it left the ancient demons of the Profound Cave Stage in shock. The one with the highest cultivation level let out a loud roar and hurled his treasure like a projectile towards Lin Xuan.

That was a square-shaped object that looked similar to a brick. As soon as it left his hand, it rapidly expanded, covering an area about an acre in size before crashing down on the ground.

The sound of this impact was terrifying. However, after flying just over ten feet, it collided with an invisible force.

Bang!

A muffled sound echoed through the air. The golden brick suddenly halted, and a crack appeared on its surface. Initially thin, the crack rapidly spread like spider webs, quickly covering the entire magical artifact.

The entire object shattered into countless fragments.

The three ancient demons of the Immortal Cloud Sect were equally shocked. Lin Xuan's strength had reached an unimaginable level. A single punch could destroy such a formidable treasure.

Pfft…

The large man spat out a mouthful of blood. This brick-like item was his life-bound treasure, and being shattered into pieces severely injured his spirit.

However, the situation did not end there.

Rumbling sounds filled the air. Despite this hard treasure being destroyed, the punch force did not dissipate; instead, it continued to press down on them with the weight of a mountain.

"Bad luck!"

The remaining four ancient demons from the Eagle Hawk Gang were terrified. There was no time left to dodge. Knowing that their efforts would be futile, they had no choice but to face it head-on.

They summoned their treasures and tried to block the punch force.

Pliiiiiip…

It sounded like raindrops hitting banana leaves or electricity flowing through metal objects. The four of them met the same fate as their companions; all their treasures were shattered.

Their faces turned pale, and the remaining punch force continued to press down on them.

Soon, five of them were enveloped.

Fortunately, there weren't many punches left. They used every trick in the book and managed to avoid death. However, they looked terrible, their faces ashen like they had seen a ghost.

Was this how it was for Spirit Concentration Stage cultivators? Just one casual punch could have such power?

The five of them lost all courage to continue fighting with Lin Xuan.

Their opponent was far stronger than expected. The next strike might send them straight to the netherworld.

Although they knew that fleeing wasn't a good choice, as they would still be picked off individually, staying put meant certain death. They might as well take their chances and try.

With this thought in mind, the demons acted.

Some of them generated a mass of demonic winds, transforming into streaks of light to flee towards the distance. Others pulled out talismans from their pockets and used their power to increase their speed.

Lin Xuan sighed slightly. These efforts were futile. He raised his right hand, curled his fingers, and grabbed forward.

Sizzling sounds filled the air as several streams of energy shot forth from his palm.

Agh!

The screams of the three fastest fleeing ancient demons echoed as they were turned into a honeycomb.

The remaining two changed color dramatically. They kept running while tapping their waists to summon defensive treasures.

Lin Xuan ignored them and delivered another punch forward.

It was unremarkable, but this punch's power was vastly different from before. No punch force was emitted, yet the air in a few miles around suddenly became stagnant. The remaining two ancient demons' light forms slowed down as their bodies swelled like balloons.

No…

Their faces showed pure terror, but it was too late. With a loud explosion, they were obliterated.

Blood rained everywhere, and even their元婴 didn't have the chance to escape.

The three ancient demons of the Immortal Cloud Sect turned pale. Senior Apprentice Uncle Lin was truly formidable. As ancient demons at the Separation Stage, they had experienced many storms, but such a breathtaking scene was unprecedented!

Their expressions became increasingly respectful as they pondered their thoughts.

"Let's go. What are we waiting for? We'll head to the main hall and send the Eagle Hawk Gang remnants to the netherworld."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed in their ears, and they finally came to their senses, nodding in agreement.

Thus, Lin Xuan led three small figures deep into the mountain. The process was unnecessary to mention; none of the five best Eagle Hawk Gang experts could match him in a single round, let alone the other disciples.

With ease, all the Eagle Hawk Gang members were wiped out without any escapees.

The entire operation took only about half an hour.

Seeing that they had reclaimed the main hall and avenged their fellow sect members, the three ancient demons were both shocked and elated. They praised Lin Xuan endlessly, flattering him lavishly.

Lin Xuan naturally did not take these praises to heart: "No need for such words. Tell me where exactly is this treasure map you mentioned? Show it to me."

"Senior Apprentice Uncle wants to see it, so there's no problem. Let's lead you there right away."

The middle-aged man's respectful voice echoed in their ears as he led the way into the depths of the mountain. Lin Xuan followed without hesitation.

Eh, here we are…

After a cup of tea, guided by the three ancient demons, Lin Xuan arrived at a secluded place within the Immortal Cloud Sect main hall. The surroundings were unfamiliar to him; the environment was unremarkable, and all he saw was a mountain peak over a hundred feet high.

Who would have guessed that such an inconspicuous place hid treasures?

The group flew directly towards the middle of the mountain.

Soon, they stopped at a cliff.

There, a pine tree extended out. The middle-aged ancient demon reached up to the tree and pulled on a knot in its trunk.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as if a mechanism had been triggered. A large stone moved aside, revealing an entrance to a cave.

Not bad, not bad. Without using an array formation, but by employing mechanical earthwork techniques, this place would be hard for even the most skilled cultivators to discover without any mana fluctuations.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with approval and followed the three ancient demons into the cave.

The cave wasn't deep; after walking about ten feet, they reached a wall. On both sides of the wall were couplets.

The upper line read: "仙风道骨清居客" (a guest of refined wind and way) and the lower line read: "雅室幽林静养人" (a person who calms in an elegant room amidst secluded forests).

The horizontal inscription was "剑心凡尘" (sword heart, mundane world).

Lin Xuan frowned. He still didn't understand the meaning of these couplets when a woman dressed in court attire stepped forward.

She tapped three times on the character '仙' (immortal) on the upper line and then three times on the character '静' (calm) on the lower line.
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The rumbling sound echoed in his ears, and the stone wall seemed to split open. Chapter 36: A Familiar Sight

A large stone chamber came into view.

Apart from a sacrificial table, everything else inside was empty.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the sacrificial table, but he found only an isolated wooden box placed there.

It was no more than half a foot long and looked very worn out, suggesting it had been around for quite some time.

"Somewhat familiar."

A hint of doubt flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes, but he did not show any signs of surprise. With his deep-seated composure, he could perfectly conceal his thoughts and expressions.

"Auntie Senior, the treasure map is inside this box," one of the ancient demons said.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded and released his spirit sense. He found no restrictions or anomalies, so he took a step forward and picked up the wooden box.

With a slight flick of his fingers, the lid opened with a "snap". A piece of animal hide was revealed, depicting a map that was clearly incomplete.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan’s eyes scanned the animal hide, and a sudden glint of excitement appeared in them. His hand also trembled involuntarily.

"Auntie Senior, what's wrong?" The three ancient demons exchanged glances as the voice of the woman in court attire entered his ears.

"Nothing."

Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure after a momentary lapse and said with a hint of melancholy, "I am just regretting it."

"Regret?"

"Yes. Such a treasure map, but it is not complete. If we could find the treasures of the Holy Ancestor…"

"The auntie has a point," one ancient demon agreed. The other two also nodded in agreement, their faces filled with sighs.

If they had found the Holy Ancestor’s treasures, their sect would have prospered long ago. They were already at least 90% likely to be at the Profound Dao stage.

Of course, this was just a hypothetical scenario; reality remained harsh.

Lin Xuan sighed while talking with them but was actually overjoyed in his heart.

He had been treated quite well by fate.

Or perhaps he was just incredibly lucky.

The treasure map wasn’t just familiar to him; it was something he already possessed in its entirety.

This all began when he met a half-demon girl on his arrival in the Demon Realm. She was in trouble, and Lin Xuan saved her. Grateful for this act of kindness, she brought him to their village.

At first, Lin Xuan was unfamiliar with the place but readily agreed. Little did he know that upon arriving at the remote village, he would find it littered with corpses. The small settlement had been brutally attacked by unknown cultivators.

Although uninvolved in the matter, Lin Xuan felt a sense of pity and curiosity. Why would anyone target such a poor and dilapidated village?

The only explanation was that there must be some hidden treasure within.

Apart from the innocent assumption that whoever possessed something valuable might face retribution, Lin Xuan couldn’t think of any other reason.

He asked the half-demon girl about her suspicions regarding the village’s treasures. The girl, overwhelmed with grief and anger, revealed to him that their village had no other treasures except for a partially complete treasure map passed down from their ancestors.

A treasure map?

Lin Xuan was surprised by this revelation and asked the girl to show it to him.

Upon examination, he found that it was indeed incomplete. Whether or not there were treasures at the locations indicated on the map was uncertain. With such an incomplete map, one couldn’t hope to find the hidden treasures.

With a heart full of compassion for the poor half-demon girl, Lin Xuan gave her some wealth and settled her in a secluded place with abundant spiritual energy.

Though lonely, she would not be disturbed by outsiders.

For a cultivator, loneliness was nothing. To achieve success on the path to immortality, one had to endure solitude as a form of mental training.

Hardship leads to greatness; so it is for cultivators.

After settling the half-demon girl, Lin Xuan felt he had fulfilled his duty of kindness. As for the incomplete treasure map, he kept it without much thought.

Little did he know that good fortune would come his way… or rather, that fate was rewarding him for his goodness. Two unrelated events combined to miraculously complete the treasure map.

The mere thought of this seemed incredible, so Lin Xuan couldn’t help but show a look of surprise despite his deep-seated composure.

However, he concealed it well; the three young members of the Immortal Cloud Sect did not notice any unusual signs.

But Lin Xuan didn’t remain overly happy for long. After all, the Holy Ancestor had been freed from his confinement. Would these hidden treasures have already been taken by him?

With a sigh, Lin Xuan said with a hint of melancholy, "Actually, even if we could somehow gather both parts of the map, I doubt we would be able to retrieve any treasures."

"Why do you say that?" The three ancient demons were surprised.

"Think about it. Millions of years have passed since the treasure was hidden. Who knows if someone has already found and taken the treasures by chance?"

"Haha, Auntie Senior is mistaken," the fat ancient demon’s voice echoed in his ears.

"Mistaken?"

Lin Xuan raised his head, a look of confusion on his face.

"Yes, we don’t know where the treasure is hidden. But according to our ancestor's words, the location is extremely secretive. Without the map, even if you have great luck and opportunities, you won't be able to find it."

"Ah, Second Brother has a point. Not just ordinary ancient demons, but even the Holy Ancestor himself wouldn’t know where his treasures are hidden," the woman in court attire smiled.

"What? Even the Holy Ancestor doesn’t know? How is that possible?" Lin Xuan was overjoyed inside, though he showed shock on his face.

"I’m not entirely sure. The ancestor’s words were vague. At the time, the situation was dire, so the Holy Ancestor entrusted his right and left hands to hide the treasures and split the map into two parts. He didn’t personally go there and wasn’t fully aware of the exact location but knew it roughly," the woman in court attire said with a slight smile. There was no need to keep this information secret.

"Oh!"

A hint of amusement flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes. Fate truly favored him, but before he could dwell on that thought, an earth-shattering explosion echoed through his ears. The sound came from afar, but the entire mountain began to shake violently, collapsing in its entirety.
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"What happened?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Such a sudden change was something he never expected, and there were no signs of it beforehand at all. The three ancient demons beside him exchanged glances, utterly baffled.

"Let's leave this place first," Lin Xuan instructed.

The scattered rocks that fell down couldn't harm him in the slightest, but staying here clearly wasn't a wise choice. They should leave for now and reassess their situation later.

With his mind racing, he acted swiftly without hesitation. He closed his hands and resealed the treasure map inside. Then, he stuffed the wooden box into his robe.

Lin Xuan's body was soon enveloped in a blue glow as he flew outwards through the falling rocks.

The response of the Three Demons of Immortal Cloud Sect was slower than Lin Xuan's. They were both shocked and angry. After all their efforts to reclaim their main base, they had encountered another unexpected threat.

The Thunder Eagle Gang had been destroyed; could there be new enemies?

Despite their confusion, they didn't panic. Master Senior Lin was the backbone of their group. He was a powerful existence at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, and he seemed even more formidable than his peers. With him in charge here, who would dare to play any tricks on them?

The Three Demons were not stupid. They could see from Lin Xuan's expression that they weren't confident either.

"Master Senior doesn't seem to have much confidence," one of the demons muttered silently.

They wouldn't dare voice their thoughts aloud. For now, Master Senior would be their primary target before considering any other threats.

Lin Xuan was indeed in a difficult situation. If he could leave, he certainly wanted to. But he couldn't.

He sensed that a powerful aura had locked onto him. Even though he appeared motionless, his spirit and energy were already engaged in battle from the start. If he tried to flee, it would reveal weaknesses that the enemy wouldn't hesitate to exploit with deadly attacks.

"Master Senior, where are you?"

A woman in formal attire spoke up after a moment. The other two demons looked up as well, realizing they had forgotten about their leader.

Lin Xuan was not far away, only a hundred paces or so. He hovered mid-air, his expression grave.

The enemy was formidable!

Despite the sudden change, Lin Xuan's response was swift. He immediately recognized that this opponent was no ordinary foe.

He kept his eyes narrowed, occasionally flashing with sharp glints of determination. His face was serious, even more so than when facing the Twin Demons of Heaven and岚.

Clearly, this enemy would be much harder to deal with.

Who could it be?

The Three Demons weren't stupid. They understood that Master Senior's expression indicated he wasn't confident either. Their anxiety grew as they realized just how dangerous this situation was.

"Master Senior doesn't seem to have much confidence," one of the demons muttered silently, though not aloud.

Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense towards the enemy. "Huh?" He immediately noticed something unexpected and touched his forehead in thought.

It was indeed the Heavenly Origin Saint Ancestor. But it wasn't his true form; it seemed to be an outer manifestation instead.

This realization brought Lin Xuan some relief as he became more alert. While he couldn't face a true saint ancestor, this outer manifestation might still offer him a chance to escape.

Lin Xuan didn't underestimate the situation. This manifestation was far different from their encounter on Penglai Mountain. Back then, it had only been a fragment of his soul, limited by the realm's constraints and using any body available.

But now, this outer manifestation was carefully cultivated. Ancestor Demons' manifestations were much more powerful than ordinary Spirit Cultivation Stage beings.

Lin Xuan understood this, so he remained serious despite feeling some relief. He didn't let his guard down.

The enemy crossed several dozen miles in mere moments and stopped about a hundred paces away. The two floated mid-air, facing each other silently.

No spiritual pressure or aura was released, but the air seemed to condense, creating an oppressive atmosphere that made them uncomfortable.

"Phew..."

The Three Demons of Immortal Cloud Sect simultaneously spat out blood after just looking at the confrontation. Their chests felt as if they were boiling with energy.

The Three Demons were shocked and quickly lowered their heads, avoiding further scrutiny. The fear in their hearts was like a tidal wave, surging and rolling within them.

On the other side, Lin Xuan wasn't as weak as the Three Demons. He was equally surprised by the situation.

What a cunning old man! He didn't release his aura openly, but he had two types of pressure—one subtle and one obvious.

The subtle pressure seemed to be a show, while the more hidden spiritual pressure wanted to intimidate him.

Lin Xuan wasn't easily intimidated. His spiritual sense couldn't detect the enemy's maneuvers, but his Divine Eye of Heavenly Phoenix could. He noticed something amiss first.

Thus, he defused the enemy's hidden strength without any visible action.

The expression on Heavenly Origin Saint Ancestor's face showed a hint of surprise. No wonder the Twin Demons of Heaven and岚 had fallen to this young man.

He indeed possessed remarkable abilities!
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Just a thousand years had passed since their last meeting, yet Lin Xuan found himself facing such formidable strength. Moreover, he had advanced to the Spirit Separation Realm. If given more time, his own power would surely fall far behind.

No, this couldn't be allowed to continue. Today, he must keep him here and prevent any further growth.

Tianyuan's mind was already made up; danger needed to be snuffed out in its infancy.

Of course, at his level of strength, his emotions were not easily discernible.

"Friend Tianyuan, it has been a long time."

Lin Xuan spoke first. At this point, someone had to break the silence.

"Hmph, Lin Xiaoer, you have some courage and wit. I didn't expect you to dare venture into the Holy Realm," the middle-aged man in the scholar robe said with a smile.

But as soon as he spoke, his previously contained aura suddenly burst forth without any prior warning.

Crack!

The spiritual pressure, which was formless and intangible, transformed into a tangible yet still intangible light wave. With the force of thunder and lightning, it surged towards Lin Xuan.

It was so sudden that even the crackling sound seemed to come out of nowhere.

Lin Xuan frowned but moved swiftly. There wasn't time to summon his treasures, so he raised his right hand and lightly punched forward.

Indeed, the punch appeared light and unassuming, with no apparent force behind it. However, Tianyuan's Saint Ancestor's pupils constricted as a look of surprise flashed across his face.

As Lin Xuan moved, space around him began to ripple.

No, not space itself was rippling.

A tangible yet intangible fist emerged, causing ripples in the space wherever it passed.

Though invisible, the disturbance in space revealed its presence.

But that didn't matter.

Lin Xuan's punch wasn't meant as a sneak attack; soon, it collided with the light wave formed by the spiritual pressure.

"Bad move, leave this place quickly."

The Three Ancient Demons of the Immortal Cloud Sect were alarmed. Although their attacks weren't aimed at them, they couldn't escape unscathed given their proximity to the battle. The aftereffects of the attack left them severely injured.

They knew better than to linger in such a situation and immediately summoned their treasures as they fled.

But it was too late.

Or rather, with their current strength, there was no way out. As mere Ancient Demons at the Separation Realm, how far could they run?

"Aaah!"

The first to fall was the fat ancient demon. His escape light was one of the slowest among his brothers, and he had only managed to flee a hundred meters before being caught in the aftereffects. The shield before him shattered like dust.

Next, the entire figure was enveloped by the aftereffects, melting away like snow in a furnace.

"Brother."

"Second Elder."

The middle-aged man and the woman in court attire were terrified, their souls trembling with sorrow. But there was no time for such emotions now.

They hadn't gone much further than the fat demon when the raging aftereffects caught up to them.

"Auntie, save me!"

Their faces turned pale as they knew they couldn't withstand the attack. Their only hope lay in whether their aunt would come to their aid.

But soon, their hopes were dashed.

Lin Xuan seemed not to hear their cries for help.

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; he wouldn't really think of him as an Elder from the Immortal Cloud Sect!

Besides, facing such a formidable opponent, even careful defense could lead to his downfall. To intervene and aid two ancient demons was out of the question.

Despair filled them but they didn't give up. They each unleashed their secret techniques, but to no avail; it was like moths to a flame.

Soon, both were engulfed by the aftereffects.

"Aaah..."

Their cries cut off halfway as they vanished.

To powerful beings, these two demons were mere ants, and their fates didn't matter much.

Lin Xuan had no time for such concerns either.

The enemy was far more terrifying than he imagined. While a single strike couldn't reveal the true strength of his opponent, it was clear that he was significantly stronger.

He merely released spiritual pressure, but Lin Xuan punched forward. In this situation, their strengths were evenly matched on the surface, but in reality, he had already lost.

But such an outcome was expected.

Lin Xuan didn't delude himself into thinking that a mere晋级 to the Spirit Separation Realm could match a manifestation of an Ancient Demon Saint.

He was content with not being at a disadvantage.

A strike missed, and the scholar's face turned sinister. This kid was indeed extremely tenacious; he must keep him here.

But Lin Xuan's response was even quicker.

Raising his right hand, a stack of talismans slid out from between his fingers.

Without wind, they ignited on their own. Instantly, ice spears, flames, wind blades, and lightning snakes appeared before him.

Facing such terrifying attacks, the entire sky seemed to darken in that moment.

These talismans were obtained by Lin Xuan in White Float City from the Fu family; their power was formidable indeed.

Each talisman equaled a full-power strike of an Inner Profound Realm cultivator. Combined, they had the power to shake the heavens and earth.

But on Tianyuan's face, there was a look of disdain: "Trivial tricks."

He swept his sleeves, and suddenly, fierce winds danced, scattering any wind blades or lightning snakes.

Though the attacks were ineffective, Lin Xuan showed no disappointment. His goal had been achieved.

Lin Xuan didn't expect mere Inner Profound Realm talismans to harm an Ancient Demon Saint, even if it was a manifestation. His purpose was merely to gain some time.

Raising his right hand again, a short sword appeared, its light piercing the air as Lin Xuan grasped it and took a deep breath, pouring all his magical energy into it.

Instantly, fierce light surged forth from the sword. A powerful spiritual aura emanated from the Immortal Sword in Lin Xuan's hand, radiating outward in all directions.

Four spirit figures appeared before him, initially vague but quickly becoming clear as they lunged forward with fangs bared.

Though their natures were different, working together, their combined power was awe-inspiring. The scholar's face showed a hint of surprise and even fear, though it soon faded.

"Four Symbols Sword, no, these are merely superficially similar. Even among先天灵宝, the Four Symbols Sword ranks high as a treasure. How could an ordinary human cultivator obtain such a precious item? This must be a copy," Lin Xuan thought to himself.
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However, the words rang true as the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Permission did not dare to show even a hint of contempt.

With a snap of his fingers, when they separated again, a peculiarly shaped treasure lay in his palm.

It looked somewhat like a round plate but had sharp blades and knife points extending from its surface.

"Let you see my Heavenly Crystal Plate!"

The Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin roared. If it were the genuine Four Symbols Sword, he would struggle to handle it; however, merely a replica was not much of an issue.

A cold and fierce look flashed in his eyes as his right hand summoned the treasure.

A flash of blue light appeared, and countless talisman inscriptions floated from the surface of the Heavenly Crystal Plate.

Then they converged towards the center, revealing terrifying blades that appeared before his vision.

He slashed at the four spirit shadows.

Bang!

The thunderous explosion echoed in his ears as gale-force winds burst out everywhere. However, Lin Xuan did not care much about who won or lost. He had merely summoned the Soul Devouring Sword to cover up his tracks.

Not only was he uncertain of defeating the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin, but even if he managed to do so, it would be impossible for him to escape this ancient demon.

Before he could act, nearby space inexplicably distorted.

Sudden!

Immediately after that, the hundred Lin Xuan figures scattered and vanished from sight.

"Ah?"

The Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin furrowed his brows slightly but did not let the other slip away. He closed his eyes and released his divine sense. Although he was only an outer manifestation, his abilities and power were far inferior to that of the main body. However, his divine sense strength was still formidable. Soon enough, he discovered Lin Xuan's whereabouts.

"Running a million miles in one go; this Dao technique truly has some mystery to it. At the standard of a Spirit Transformation Realm cultivator, it is even more extraordinary. No wonder the Twin Demons of Heavenly Mist suffered at his hands."

The robed cultivator looked towards the direction Lin Xuan had disappeared and showed a look of surprise.

This kid was far more troublesome than he imagined. But precisely because of this, his desire to kill Lin Xuan grew stronger.

Danger must be eradicated in its infancy; it could not be allowed to grow any further.

The Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin waved his sleeves and put the Heavenly Crystal Plate back into a storage bag at his waist. Then he stepped forward lightly as if nothing was happening, but his figure suddenly vanished from sight.

Spatial secret techniques!

As an ancient demon saint, such secrets were naturally known to some extent.

More than ten thousand miles away, Lin Xuan reappeared. However, before he could breathe a sigh of relief, a sharp sound of breaking air reached his ears.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin was indeed a formidable ancient demon with incredible speed. Although it had not caught up to him yet, it was already very close.

Lin Xuan naturally did not dare to dally and moved like a butterfly, once again using the secret technique of Illusory Dao...

Thus, one chase and one escape, they had already traveled over ten thousand miles.

Although the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin's speed was extraordinary, it still fell short compared to Lin Xuan's Illusory Dao secret technique.

However, there was no sign of relief on Lin Xuan's face. As long as he delayed even a moment, the other would catch up.

In other words, even with the Illusory Dao's subtlety, it could not escape this demon.

Unless... use a random teleportation talisman.

But Lin Xuan did not do so because at that moment, another plan was brewing in his heart.

This was a dense forest. The air was filled with floral scents as two ancient demons of varying heights sat on a stone and played chess. The one to the left held a Go piece but had yet to decide where to place it next.

However, just then, spatial fluctuations surged.

A sharp crackling sound echoed, and in front of him, ten feet away, a young man in a green robe appeared.

"Wha—"

The two ancient demons were stunned. They vaguely felt that this youth was familiar; he had used the teleportation array to arrive here the previous day.

They had heard three senior Separation Union Realm cultivators call him Uncle.

Thinking of it, the two Separation Union Realm cultivators showed a look of respect and wanted to stand up. However, they did not have time to act as Lin Xuan entered the stone house like a gust of wind before them.

The teleportation array stood alone here.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy.

His purpose was clear; since there was already a teleportation array nearby, why use a random teleportation talisman?

A good sword should be used on its blade.

Of course, Lin Xuan could do this because as his cultivation increased, the distance he could move using Illusory Dao had greatly expanded. Additionally, he could now control the direction of movement like ordinary light travel.

Thus, after several swift movements, Lin Xuan arrived here.

Without hesitation, he flashed and appeared on top of the teleportation array.

Then Lin Xuan clasped his hands and cast a spell, causing a buzzing sound as milky-white spiritual light enveloped his body.

Just then, breaking air sounded in his ears. Far away, silver light shone; the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin's manifestation had caught up.

The two ancient demons guarding the teleportation array were dumbfounded and did not know what they had discovered.

Seeing Lin Xuan clearly, the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin's face changed drastically. However, it was too late to stop him; the milky-white light blurred as Lin Xuan vanished without a trace.

The teleportation was complete.

"Damnit!"

The calm expression on the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin's face disappeared as his demonic light flickered like a whirlwind towards the teleportation array.

How could he, a Saint Ancestor, let this insignificant Spirit Transformation Realm kid escape from his hands? If that were to be said out loud, it would become a laughingstock in the three realms.

That little brat must be tortured and soul-fragmented!

However, though his thoughts were correct, reality was harsh. He had arrived just too late; as he stepped onto the teleportation array, he noticed that its light suddenly dimmed.

"Damnit!" The Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin was furious, his eyes turning blood red. Without any further action, the stone room turned to dust.

Describing him as a raging bull would not be an exaggeration at this moment.

He turned his head and looked at the two ancient demons who were already petrified with fear; he was not venting anger; as a Saint Ancestor of the Transcending Tribulation Realm, he had no time to indulge in such trivialities.

"Senior, what instructions do you have?"

The two unfortunate fellows trembled uncontrollably and stammered. However, before they could finish speaking, the Saint Ancestor of Heaven's Origin acted.

A demonic wind swept over, enveloping the two ancient demons as he ruthlessly performed a soul probing technique.

He wanted to find out where Lin Xuan had escaped to; the Nine Heavens Immortal Female's遗宝 was still on this kid. No matter what, there was no way Heaven's Origin would give up.

On the other side, Lin Xuan reappeared in Snow Crow City.

The place set up for teleportation arrays was not as desolate as the other end; it was inside a vast and majestic hall with dozens of demonic cultivators present.

A few were city officials responsible for guarding the teleportation array, while most had come out of admiration to use the array.

Lin Xuan had been here before and knew its layout well.

When the white light dissipated, Lin Xuan did not waste any time. He waved his sleeves, and a green sword qi shot out from his palm with a crackling sound.

The teleportation array was split in half without hesitation.

The entire process was swift; nearby cultivators were all stunned.

In the next moment, curses echoed.

"Bold ruffian, daring to disrupt my Snow Crow City. Eat your heart out."

"This far-distance teleportation array is destroyed; quickly apprehend him and hand him over to the city lord for punishment." "Fool, the city lord is closing his life gate and hasn't appeared in thousands of years. Such matters should be reported to the Great Elder."

The situation changed suddenly as the few demonic cultivators guarding the teleportation array were both angry and shocked. They cursed while rushing towards Lin Xuan.

These reckless fellows did not even bother checking Lin Xuan's cultivation before charging at him.
新的一周，求推荐票

Another week had passed, and Stephen sought votes from fellow cultivators as usual. Thank you to everyone who has supported him.

Master Xu seemed to always come and go so swiftly, but there wasn't much Stephen could do to help. Ancient evil entities were beyond the capabilities of even many gods. His worst-case scenario was that if Zen Da couldn’t hold out, he would find a way to temporarily relocate its refugees to the Floating City.

To manufacture warships, one needed shipyards and workers, which in turn required advancements in civil engineering. Additionally, training skilled workers took time.

After bidding farewell to Liuyeyu, Liu Lushan checked out of the presidential suite following her departure for Maldives.

This wasn’t just shocking to him; when that light descended, it shook the entire world.

Combat supplies from the academy arrived via teleportation array, indicating this parliament was serious. Even the astrologers had managed to send over puppet suits in armor.

Even now, no one could figure out what exactly happened between the gods and the Arcane Empire back then.

After obtaining the Phoenix Feather Grass, Bi Fang praised Qin Ming endlessly. However, as he needed to seclude himself to push through his Essence Core, he instructed Qin Ming that if anything urgent arose, to use his feather sword for summoning; naturally, his phoenix offspring would be available for him.

Lin Yi said I just visited him in prison. He knows all the necessary steps have been taken at home. His emotions are now stable. As for matters with the court, everyone who needed to be found has been contacted, and everything that should be done has been done, but the situation isn’t ideal.

With a single word, he killed the security guard. Heno Xi held her breath, feeling the intense rage emanating from him. The only viable escape plan was to run.

Jian Ren stammered for a while before saying I helped Su Han move. Later, she invited me out; no, I should say, I invited her out to McDonald's.

On the hillside, Luo Zhen harvested several second-stage spirit herbs and some first-stage ones. Not long after, she reached the mountain ridge.

Following Xu Jiaonan’s turns and twists, they eventually found a door hidden behind grass in a relatively secluded area. The door was covered with rust and dust, clearly unused for a long time.

This simple ritual marked the formal dissolution of the Crisis Management Committee; Dean Xu Qilu once again reclaimed the highest authority at Tian Hospital.

Wang Bo believed that if he were to personally attack, he would surely be suppressed by this single character. The Scarlet Dew Sword Pill was shattered, and his body wasn’t as hard as it.

The two items retrieved by Lichunlei after their reclamation were appraised by several feng shui masters. As before, the results confirmed that both were fake and not magical artifacts at all.

It was precisely because they couldn't enter that they thought he might be a Saint and wanted to curry favor with him.

The southern and northern parts of Flowing Fire City were where Ro多 and Arthur’s old nests lay. The Central Region and the Remnant Clan also resided there.

While there were a few crooked trees nearby, at least this place was safer compared to those with askew utility poles and messy wires.

Additionally, two极限元神 cultivators and five 大成元神 cultivators launched their ultimate killing techniques, attacking Luo Zhen ferociously.

Upon hearing this, Jiaolín didn’t get angry; instead, he opened his wide mouth into a grin. His eyes finally met the gaze of this Inner Sect disciple from the Azure Cloud Sect, but that scrutinizing look seemed to have a predatory feel to it.
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Lin Xuan didn't want to bully the weak. With a wave of his sleeve, a fierce wind suddenly swept through the entire pavilion, and all the supposed powerful魔族 cultivators were unable to stand upright, falling in various directions.

The cries of astonishment filled the air as the other demons realized they had met a formidable opponent. Lin Xuan paid no mind to these small fry.

With his right hand raised, he flicked his fingers towards the front.

Instantly, a sword energy resembling a dragon emerged, clashing loudly with the remaining seven teleportation arrays, which were all destroyed by Lin Xuan in one fell swoop.

The demons were shocked. Could this guy be sworn enemies of Snow Crow City? It was no wonder they thought so; building long-distance teleportation arrays required immense effort and resources.

Most of the demon cultivators were merely surprised, but the unlucky ancient demons responsible for guarding the arrays turned pale. The elders wouldn't spare them if they learned about such a mistake—certainly not by drawing their souls out.

"Damn it! I'll fight this brat to the death!"

Each of the demon cultivators activated their treasures.

Lin Xuan didn't consider these mere元婴期 existences worth his time, but he also couldn't afford to dawdle here. Although the avatar of Heavenly Pillar Saint wouldn't arrive for a while, the opponent was still a terrifying figure at the Tribulation Transcending stage, and Lin Xuan would not be careless.

He had to leave as soon as possible.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn’t want to stir up too much trouble in Snow Crow City. He raised his right hand, and several green beams shot out from his sleeves, disappearing into each ancient demon's body without a sound.

These low-level demons fell silent, unable to resist.

Lin Xuan sighed, "I would have let you all perish more safely, but your luck is good. I'm not a cruel killer, so I'll spare one of your lives."

Before the words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan's figure turned into a streak of light and left the building. The clamor outside continued as the ancient demons in Snow Crow City remained unaware that their teleportation arrays had been destroyed.

Since his trail hadn't been exposed yet, Lin Xuan didn’t linger here. With green beams radiating from him, he quickly left Snow Crow City.

About half an hour later, the ancient demons in the city realized something was amiss when all eight of their teleportation arrays turned to dust.

Upon hearing this news, the elders were furious and subjected the responsible disciples to soul extraction. They finally understood what had happened and sent out many cultivators to pursue them. However, with their speed, how could they catch up to Lin Xuan?

To be honest, Snow Crow City was insignificant in Lin Xuan's eyes; he just didn't want any unnecessary complications.

Although he had traveled a long distance using the teleportation array, Heavenly Pillar Saint wouldn’t find him for now. Continuing to stay here still posed risks.

Thus, Lin Xuan hurried on without delay, traveling day and night.

Time passed slowly.

Three months had elapsed since the incident in Snow Crow City.

A streak of light pierced the sky, but unlike when he left Snow Crow City, Lin Xuan appeared extremely relaxed at this moment. He was no longer within the boundaries of Heaven Crane State; he didn’t know how far away he was from Immortal Cloud Sect’s main stronghold. Even if Heavenly Pillar Saint had divine abilities, he couldn't trace him here.

In other words, despite all the trouble, Lin Xuan finally escaped danger.

He planned to find a suitable place and settle down for a while. He still had about half a century before returning to the Spirit Realm. Lin Xuan was quite satisfied with his progress in refining his main元婴. The remaining time would be used to seek opportunities for his魔婴.

Before that, he needed to handle some matters first.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense outward.

Soon, he found what he was looking for and paused slightly. The direction of the spirit boat underfoot changed accordingly.

After about a cup of tea’s worth of time, a range of undulating mountains came into view.

The demon energy here seemed more abundant than in previous areas.

Lin Xuan scanned his eyes over it and couldn’t help but smile satisfactorily.

In this range of undulating mountains, there was a small demon vein. It wasn't particularly outstanding, but he didn’t plan to cultivate here; he just needed a temporary place.

The demon vein wasn’t large, stretching only about ten miles. Lin Xuan quickly pinpointed its source with his gaze in the small valley.

On both sides of the valley stood steep cliffs over a hundred feet high.

They weren't majestic, but they had an imposing presence.

The surface of the mountains was lush and green, with countless strange plants growing on it. Most of them were unfamiliar to Lin Xuan, which wasn’t surprising since demon world’s flora differed greatly from those in the Spirit Realm.

However, there seemed to be no valuable spirit herbs among them.

Thus, Lin Xuan merely scanned his eyes over them before moving on.

He turned his head and looked back at the small valley deep within the mountains. The source of the demon vein was located here.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed as he arrived in the depths of the valley. Then, with a raised right hand, several sword lights appeared.

"Quickly!"

He flicked his fingers towards the front.

Instantly, the sword lights danced up and down like raindrops falling. In just a cup of tea’s time, Lin Xuan had opened a cave.

The area was spacious but simple, containing only a bedroom and a training room. Since he didn’t plan to stay here long, other areas were unnecessary.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and several colorful array flags flew out. He set up the Five Elements Spirit Enveloping Array first, as this remote location made an enemy’s arrival unlikely. Although he wasn't planning on closing himself off in meditation, it was better to be cautious.

In addition to the Five Elements Spirit Enveloping Array, Lin Xuan also cast a illusionary spell around the small demon vein, hiding it over ten miles long so that no one would find it easily.

Satisfied with his work, Lin Xuan’s figure flashed into the cave. The sound of closing stone doors echoed.

After traveling for such a long time, Lin Xuan was tired and decided to rest in his bedroom first. He slept for three days, waking up refreshed. After collecting water essence energy and boiling it, he took a thorough bath and felt refreshed before entering the training room.

(PS: A new week has begun; please support me with your recommendation votes! Thank you very much!)
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Qi, spirit, and essence had fully recovered. Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped his waist. A flash of light appeared before him, revealing a crystal nucleus the size of a fist.

This crystal nucleus was fire-red in color, containing a magical bird about an inch long that resembled Yangzhi Bird down to the last detail. It was undoubtedly the spirit essence of this demon bird.

As soon as it appeared, a fierce light suddenly emanated from it. The entire crystal nucleus was enveloped by a fiery glow and shot outwards with lightning speed.

"Run? Even now, do you think there's still any chance of escaping my palm?" Lin Xuan's face showed mockery. Without moving much, he raised his right hand, and a streak of green light swept across the air, encasing the crystal nucleus.

Back then, when Lin Xuan was only at the Daoist Profound stage, he could easily eliminate Yangzhi Bird. Now, one side had only its spirit essence left while the other had advanced to the Spirit Cultivation Stage—a vast difference beyond comparison.

Encased by the green light, the crystal nucleus tried to move around but was as futile as an ant trying to shake a tree.

"Still not cooperating?" Lin Xuan sighed and gently pointed his right hand forward.

Instantly, a bolt of lightning appeared. It lasted for several breaths before the spirit essence was thoroughly shocked into silence.

The crystal nucleus was pulled by an invisible force, spinning around before landing in Lin Xuan's palm.

Looking at this object, Lin Xuan's gaze seemed to be lost in thought.

Could Yangzhi Bird inherit enough phoenix bloodline to extract True Blood of Heavenly Phoenix from the crystal nucleus?

Lin Xuan didn't know for sure!

But deep down, he was filled with anticipation. He had to try. The more true spirit blood that could be fused, the better it would be for him.

After all, among true spirits, phoenixes ranked in the top three. Although their power fell short of immortals by a slight margin, they were far beyond ordinary Tribulation Transcenders.

If there was an opportunity to fuse True Blood of Heavenly Phoenix, Lin Xuan wouldn't let it slip away; otherwise, he would be struck by lightning five times.

A hint of madness flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. However, how to extract the true blood still required considerable effort.

There was nothing to refer to, and none of his previous books mentioned this method. In other words, he had to figure it out on his own.

Lin Xuan sighed. He held the crystal nucleus in both hands and cast a levitation technique first.

The spirit essence was enveloped by a layer of blue light, floating three feet above his head.

Then Lin Xuan raised both hands, and one after another, magical seals appeared before vanishing into the spirit essence.

However, there was no effect. No signs of any changes on the surface of the crystal nucleus, let alone the extraction of True Blood of Heavenly Phoenix.

Lin Xuan's face did not show disappointment; he had expected this. It was just a matter of trial and error. A few setbacks were nothing to worry about; he would continue trying.

Looking at the floating spirit essence before him, Lin Xuan began using another method.

Time passed quickly. Three months later, Lin Xuan still hadn't succeeded in extracting True Blood of Heavenly Phoenix from Yangzhi Bird's crystal nucleus despite trying various methods.

How could this be?

Was his estimation incorrect? Could no true blood be extracted from the crystal nucleus at all?

The thought crossed his mind, but soon he shook his head.

Yangzhi Bird was a descendant of phoenixes and had inherited quite a bit of their bloodline. How could its spirit essence lack True Blood of Heavenly Phoenix? It must have been his method that was flawed.

Even so, Lin Xuan had already tried everything, and none of the methods worked. What should he do next?

What should he do?

Lin Xuan's brows were tightly furrowed as he looked at the precious item in front of him, sighing softly: "If extracting true spirit blood could be as easy as refining pills, that would be wonderful."

This was just a sigh, but it seemed to touch something within his heart. Lin Xuan raised his head suddenly, showing a thoughtful expression.

The idea sounded absurd, but with no other methods available, why not give it a try?

Even if it failed, there would be no loss.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan closed his eyes again and used Inner Vision. Everything inside his dantian remained unchanged; the blue Star Sea continued to rotate slowly deep within. The difference was that the innermost layer of the blue Star Sea now contained a significantly larger number of silver light points—about one-fifth of its total volume.

After advancing to the Spirit Cultivation Stage, the proportion of silver light points had increased noticeably.

Lin Xuan's expression was quite satisfied. After all, these were the primary components for refining.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan didn't touch the blue light points; although he was trying, he believed that these lower-grade light points would not be useful for extracting True Blood of Heavenly Phoenix.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as the silver light points flowed out along his meridians and gathered in the center of his palm. It looked like Lin Xuan's hand was holding a miniature Star Sea, incredibly beautiful.

Then he shook his hand, and the silver light points seemed to have life, vanishing into the top of the crystal nucleus.

To be honest, this method of refining had never been attempted by Lin Xuan before; he didn't know how to proceed. It was just a last-ditch effort.

However, there was still no reaction when the silver light points entered the crystal nucleus.

Lin Xuan frowned, feeling somewhat strange. Although he hadn't expected much from this attempt, it shouldn't have been completely without any effect… However, Lin Xuan didn't stop refining; instead, he began to mobilize more silver light points.

Time passed slowly. More and more silver light points flowed into Yangzhi Bird's crystal nucleus, but the object remained motionless.

Lin Xuan grew increasingly puzzled. Determined to find out, he continued inputting silver light points.

Thus, an hour passed without any change in the crystal nucleus.

Another hour went by, and the crystal nucleus remained unchanged.

When three hours had passed, Lin Xuan's body was left with very few silver light points. He sighed, though unwilling to give up, there was nothing he could do now but abandon his efforts.

However, at this moment, something unexpected occurred. Just a moment ago, there were no signs of any change, but suddenly, the surface of the crystal nucleus emitted a bright light that dazzled the eyes. It lasted for about half an hour before dissolving…

Ps: That's all for today. The upcoming plot is quite important; I need to think it through carefully. Please vote for recommendations. (To be continued)
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Lin Xuan widened his eyes, almost thinking he had mistaken what he saw. But the scene before him was crystal clear: the crystalline nucleus of the Yang Liping Bird had indeed completely melted.

Lin Xuan's knowledge was vast, but such a sight was something he had never heard of or seen before, let alone experienced.

All that remained were shock and astonishment.

He had merely tried this with blue star sea purification as an experiment. He never dreamed it would end up like this.

If this substance melted away, wouldn't the true blood of the Heavenly Phoenix also be in vain?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel heartache. After all, compared to ordinary true spirits, the true blood of a phoenix was clearly more precious.

But with things as they stood now, regret and remorse were useless. Lin Xuan lowered his head again and looked at the mysterious liquid in his palm.

The liquid shone brightly, presenting a dazzling silver color.

No, it wasn't entirely silver; correctly speaking, the liquid had two layers: most of its outer part was bright silver, but inside, there was an entirely different kind of liquid.

Crimson like blood!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted and his heart rate accelerated. Could this be...

But now, he didn't have time to guess further; he immediately released his divine sense.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan raised his head, the frustration and disappointment on his face vanishing completely, replaced by a look of surprise.

Truly, a fool has good luck "No, it's like a blind cat catching a dead mouse. I thought I had accidentally destroyed this treasure, but in reality, through sheer coincidence, I managed to purify the true blood of the Heavenly Phoenix.

Looking at the crimson substance amidst the silver liquid, Lin Xuan nodded with certainty; this was undoubtedly the blood of the phoenix, the king of all birds.

Since he had already purified the true blood of the Heavenly Phoenix, his next task would be much easier. In fact, it could almost be considered routine; he just needed to use the True Spirit Jade Technique to refine it.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and was about to proceed with the refinement when something unexpected happened again.

The silver liquid and the true blood of the Heavenly Phoenix entered his body as if water met soil, easily seeping into him.

Why is this happening?

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. He wasn't unfamiliar with true spirit blood; however, he had never encountered a situation like this before.

Without using the True Spirit Jade Technique, the phoenix's blood had entered his body on its own. Whether this change was good or bad, Lin Xuan didn't know for sure but couldn't afford to be careless.

He vaguely felt that there might be a connection between this and the blue star sea he used to purify the crystalline nucleus. Thus, he quickly employed Inner Vision to immerse his mind.

Sure enough, he found some clues: after entering his body, the true blood of the Heavenly Phoenix immediately transformed into countless thin threads, traveling along the extraordinary meridians toward his dantian.

Lin Xuan frowned. The Sea of Qi was the most crucial part of a cultivator's body. What consequences would arise from the mixing of this true spirit blood?

Lin Xuan didn't know; simply put, it was unknown.

Since the outcome was unpredictable, Lin Xuan naturally wanted to prevent any harm. Given his cautious nature, he hated situations that were beyond his control.

However, none of his attempts to stop the blood's journey to the dantian and Sea of Qi worked.

Lin Xuan could do nothing but watch helplessly.

But he wasn't willing to give up.

In his dantian, both the demonic infant and the toothy infant opened their eyes. The main spirit was visibly stronger after successfully advancing.

The thin threads entered the dantian; with a wave of its hand, the main spirit emitted a green glow that swept toward the blood threads.

An unexpected scene unfolded before Lin Xuan's eyes again.

These blood threads, seemingly uncontrolled, seemed to have a life of their own as they converged into a small blob of true blood from the Heavenly Phoenix.

This true blood then spread outwards and eventually transformed into a blazing flame. The green glow instantly melted away upon contact with it.

The sudden change caused the spirit's expression to shift.

A hint of suspicion appeared on the toothy infant's face, but he hesitated before not immediately acting.

The flames burned more fiercely as a clear sound echoed. A small phoenix leaped out from within.

Phoenix reborn, rising from the ashes.

The toothy infant's expression changed dramatically. Although still uncertain, if he hesitated now, it would be too late.

A dark look flashed across his face as he raised both hands and cast an extremely mysterious hand seal.

As he moved, the previously calm lake beneath his feet suddenly churned like a storm had passed over, creating terrifying waves of water that rose into the air.

Interwoven water columns formed a giant net that enveloped the small phoenix.

In my domain, I am in charge. In the dantian and Sea of Qi, the spirit's strength was significantly enhanced compared to before.

However, what followed left Lin Xuan speechless. The seemingly powerful water columns failed to hinder anything; they were like paper-thin clay figures, easily broken through by the phoenix as it continued its journey toward the depths of the dantian and Sea of Qi.

"Damned little brat, so hard to deal with."

The toothy infant's face was filled with frustration. But quickly, he seemed to have noticed something; his expression changed drastically: "No... Not good."

Lin Xuan was equally panicked because the direction in which the phoenix flew led directly to the blue star sea.

If it were just a coincidence, that would be one thing, but if it had planned this...

Lin Xuan's eyes turned red with frustration. He regretted his actions deeply; what did he gain by refining the true blood of the Heavenly Phoenix? While its blood was indeed precious, compared to the blue star sea, it seemed insignificant.

After all, Lin Xuan had reached this stage in the immortal path thanks not only to his luck and efforts but also due to the blue star sea. Without it, who knew if he would have even broken through the barrier of the dantian phase or become a divine spirit realm powerhouse like he was now?

The blue star sea was Lin Xuan's most important secret and treasure; even the Five Dragon Seal couldn't match its importance. No matter what, Lin Xuan wouldn't allow anything to happen to the blue star sea.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan moved at incredible speed toward his opponent. However, it was too late.

Puff...

The phoenix's claws moved, tearing a rift in space. Among all true spirits, the phoenix excelled in spatial abilities; chasing after it would be like a dream for Lin Xuan.

The phoenix flashed and appeared right in the middle of the blue star sea before diving onto the Five Dragon Seal.
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Lin Xuan's heart leaped to his throat. Such a sudden change was unexpected even for him, and the consequences were hard to predict.

However, it was too late to stop now.

Lin Xuan could only wait anxiously, anticipating what would happen next.

"Better to be blessed than cursed," he thought. The feeling of uncertainty was much worse than when facing the avatar of the Saint Ancestor. He had little control over the situation.

A dull thud reached his ears as the tiny phoenix fully merged with the Five Dragon Seal. The元婴悬浮 in place, its expression intensely focused.

After a moment, a buzzing sound filled his ears. The surface of the seal began to flicker with spiritual light, alternating between bright and dim. The buzzing grew more pleasant, like celestial music. Then, tiny符文 emerged from the seal's surface, glowing in silver and gold... no, there was also black, and something else—emerald green, almost ghostly.

The process wasn't over yet; red flames burst forth from inside, matching the color of the phoenix's flames.

The元婴 watched with wide eyes. What did these changes mean?

Different colored符文 had distinct writing styles. The silver ones were somewhat familiar to Lin Xuan, but the gold ones seemed more advanced and he couldn’t understand their meaning.

The black符文 caught his attention. He didn't recognize them, but they appeared to be from the demon realm.

The emerald green symbols were clearly from the Netherworld. As for the red ones, though similar in color to the phoenix's flames, they were actually from the妖族.

Five colored符文 surrounded the Five Dragon Seal, each layer adding to its mysterious aura.

A hint of excitement showed on the元婴's face. Although he hadn't seen the final result yet, he felt that today was more likely to bring good fortune than misfortune.

But the changes were far from over. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's face contorted in pain as a few drops of blood emerged from his经脉—golden phoenix and qilin true blood.

These two types of true blood had long been refined and integrated into his body. Now, for some reason, they seemed to be breaking apart again.

After about a cup of tea, two small blood clumps the size of thumbs formed. They then transformed into the virtual images of the qilin and golden phoenix.

The miniature spirits rushed towards the Five Dragon Seal.

More five-colored符文 burst forth from the treasure.

This time, they didn't just surround the seal but spread outwards, eventually merging with the blue Star Sea.

The元婴 was puzzled. Could there be a connection between the Star Sea and true spirits?

Before he could ponder this, incredible changes occurred.

As the symbols merged into the Star Sea, its rotation speed increased dramatically.

After about another cup of tea, the Star Sea's rotation stopped, but all the light points turned silver.

Even more astonishingly, some of these points transformed into text.

Lin Xuan recognized it—Moonlit Clan’s script.

He gasped in surprise as he read: "Moonlit Heavenly Witch Art - Chapter of Transcending Tribulation!"

Lin Xuan was overjoyed but quickly became confused. Why would the last part of the Moonlit Heavenly Witch Art appear here?

What connection did the Five Dragon Seal, blue Star Sea, and Moonlit Clan have?

The Arrogant King of the Asuras, who ruled Netherworld in his past life, had provoked a war by leading ghostly entities into the Spirit Realm.

All signs pointed to her target not being the Spirit Realm but the True Immortals themselves. Otherwise, why would there be an envoy from the Heavenly Realms fighting against the Asuras at the Northern Pole’s Grand Light Palace? Even ancient demons were involved.

Over the years, Lin Xuan had studied many texts, but finding information about this ancient secret was difficult. However, the Moonlit Clan was human, just like Taoist, Confucian, and Buddhist sects, with a different cultivation system.

In ancient times, the Moonlit Clan was undoubtedly prosperous. But after their war with the Spirit Realm, they quickly declined. The texts were vague about why this happened.

These matters had no direct connection to him, but since he inherited the blue Star Sea and Five Dragon Seal, choosing the Moonlit Heavenly Witch Art as his main cultivation technique, he was already entangled in it.

Moreover, Yue's identity was clear—she was a reincarnated Asuras King, and Lin Xuan’s beloved. How could he avoid these ancient secrets for her sake?

It was impossible to remain detached now. He might as well take the initiative to understand them.

Knowing the whole story would be better than being in the dark. In case of future events, it would help him respond appropriately.

Lin Xuan's nature demanded foresight.

Unfortunately, his resources were limited. The ancient secrets known only a few old immortals who had passed through tribulations. Lin Xuan’s current level didn’t qualify for such knowledge; he knew only Nai Long True Man.

That was an entity who experienced the wars of the Three Realms and might know the truth. But rashly asking him would be inappropriate, given their brief acquaintance.

Many thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan realized that the text before him had become slightly more blurred than earlier.

He was alarmed and focused on memorizing the "Moonlit Heavenly Witch Art - Chapter of Transcending Tribulation." Otherwise, if this technique never appeared again, he would be in a dire situation.

For an ordinary person to remember such complex techniques might seem impossible. However, as a cultivator with the ability to recall what they see, it was not difficult for Lin Xuan.

Thus, he cleared his mind and began silently memorizing the cultivation method displayed by the blue Star Sea.
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This cultivation technique was intricate and profound, with every word a gem. Even though Lin Xuan had already practiced the earlier parts, he still found it difficult to comprehend its subtle meanings. However, that didn't matter; he wasn't in a rush to practice now. He just needed to memorize it by rote.

As time passed, the text on the Five-Phoenix Seal became increasingly blurry, but Lin Xuan had already committed the entire technique to memory.

Puff…

A muffled sound entered his ears as a light wave shot out from the surface of the Five-Phoenix Seal. The images of Phoenixes, Qilins, and Golden-Winged Great Peng appeared on its surface, their true souls showing signs of fatigue—seeming like they had never truly integrated with the treasure.

Then, another change began.

Wherever the light wave passed, the rotation of the blue Star Sea became more intense. The silver hue on many points gradually faded away, and the entire process lasted about twenty breaths before the Star Sea returned to normal, still in its blue and silver colors, with a fifth of the silver points remaining.

The young spirit's "Dark Path" face visibly relaxed; it seemed his earlier concerns were unnecessary.

But just as he was relieved, the images of the three true souls began to disintegrate, transforming back into tiny blood clots that floated beside the Five-Phoenix Seal.

With a hand to his forehead, the young spirit showed signs of contemplation. But before he could figure out what to do, "Peng." A loud sound echoed in his ears as the three true soul's blood simultaneously exploded, replaced by countless thin threads floating before him.

These threads seemed alive and rushed into Lin Xuan’s dantian like lightning, quickly integrating with his extraordinary meridians.

The entire process was so fast that Lin Xuan barely had time to react.

The young spirit appeared taken aback; he felt as if he were merely an observer.

He carefully observed the surroundings but found no other anomalies.

Relieved, the young spirit began checking the blue Star Sea and his body.

The results were encouraging. The blue Star Sea showed no issues, and the Five-Phoenix Seal still floated quietly. These two treasures that meant so much to him had returned to normal.

His body also seemed fine. Lin Xuan carefully used his divine consciousness to detect any abnormalities but found none. In fact, after integrating three true soul bloodlines, his body appeared to have changed slightly.

He couldn't pinpoint the exact changes, but they were clearly beneficial.

It was a blessing rather than a curse. The heavens had treated him well; Lin Xuan felt deeply touched by this.

Since there were no issues with his body, he no longer worried and withdrew Inner Vision. He supported his chin with one hand, showing signs of contemplation on his face.

As he pondered, various doubts arose again.

The key question was: what exactly did the blue Star Sea have to do with the Five-Phoenix Seal and the Moon Clan?

Why had the Arrogant King done this? What hidden conflicts lay behind the ancient Triad World War?

There were too many unanswered questions. Unfortunately, Lin Xuan could gather very little information or clues at present. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't speculate.

Lin Xuan sighed: "Moon, where are you now? Do you know? I am so eager to find you."

In a certain place in the Underworld Realm, an exceptionally beautiful girl raised her head.

It was said that lovers could share thoughts; but could their longing transcend the distance between realms?

"Master, where are you? I miss you so much."

Lin Xuan stared blankly for a moment, shook his head hard, and pushed those intense feelings deep into his heart. After all, there was no use dwelling on it now. Instead of wasting time in empty longing, he should continue to strive. As his strength grew, Lin Xuan believed the chances of finding Moon would increase.

For him, this was a more powerful motivation than immortality itself. He believed that through diligent cultivation, he would eventually reunite with his beloved wife somewhere.

With a wave of his sleeve, a jade cylinder appeared from his waist.

He grasped it and lowered his head, sinking his divine consciousness into it.

Although cultivators had the ability to remember everything they saw, this didn't mean they could recall every detail after long periods. There were no absolutes; thus, for safety's sake, Lin Xuan decided to transcribe the "Transcendence Chapter" of the Moon Clan’s Heavenly Witch Technique onto the jade cylinder.

This process was straightforward and quickly completed.

Afterward, he tapped his head. He really had been foolish; why go through this extra step? Since he now had a complete copy of the Moon Clan’s Heavenly Witch Technique, it would be more convenient to record all the techniques in one jade cylinder!

With that thought, Lin Xuan retrieved all the treasures containing the technique and recorded the cultivation method from Separation to Transcendence on a single jade cylinder.

Looking at his treasures, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a sense of感慨 (sigh).

After so much experience, he knew this Moon Clan’s Heavenly Witch Technique was no ordinary cultivation method. It was one of the top techniques in all three worlds.

To gather it was sheer luck, or perhaps fate had destined him to do so.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan didn't indulge in idle thoughts but instead sank his divine consciousness into the jade cylinder to see what surprises this new Transcendence technique might bring.

He wasn’t curious; he of course lacked the qualifications to practice a Transcendence technique. But that mattered little. At the end of each cultivation method, there were secret techniques recorded, their subtleties profound. For example, the Green Illusory Fiery Light and True Soul Strike.

Lin Xuan was eager to see what secrets this Transcendence chapter might hold.

He skipped directly to the final secret technique and began studying it…

Nine Heavens Divine Net!

Five words flashed before his eyes.

Lin Xuan's expression changed; could it be a Dharmic Form?

A hint of disappointment appeared on his face. After all, the Lesser Heaven Dharmic Form he had cultivated was also extraordinary, and after so much practice, switching to another Dharmic Form technique would seem rather unwise.

As he thought this, Lin Xuan didn't rush to make a decision but instead focused on the description of the Nine Heavens Divine Net. He wanted to understand what it entailed first.

This approach was correct in theory.

But as he read, his eyes widened in surprise. In truth, since the Nine Heavens Divine Net was a secret technique recorded only in the Transcendence chapter of the Moon Clan’s Heavenly Witch Technique, it was naturally profound and difficult to comprehend. A mere Spirit Formation cultivator couldn't possibly grasp its subtleties, but Lin Xuan found it easy to understand.
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This wasn't due to Lin Xuan's innate talent; he far surpassed other Spirit Cultivators at the Spirit Dividing Stage. In terms of resilience, Lin Xuan had always been proud enough. However, when it came to his natural abilities, there were still areas that could be improved.

Lin Xuan was never a prodigy, just someone who benefited from good fortune and opportunities. With twice as much effort compared to others, he naturally reaped the rewards.

Spirit Roots differed from innate talents; while Lin Xuan's natural abilities weren't bad, they were merely average at best.

The Nine Heavens Divine Net Form was difficult and intricate, but Lin Xuan managed to understand it with minimal effort. This was thanks to the techniques he had been practicing.

And not just any technique, precisely the secret technique that had troubled him earlier—the Lesser Heavenly Realm Form!

Earlier, Lin Xuan had been struggling because both secret techniques shared some overlapping elements. Although the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form undoubtedly held boundless wonders, giving up his long-practiced Lesser Heavenly Realm Form felt somewhat regrettable. After all, who would willingly let their hundreds of years of effort go to waste?

However, all these concerns were unnecessary. There was a connection between the two techniques, and it was quite close.

Lin Xuan raised his head, his expression shifting from surprise to joy.

In fact, the Lesser Heavenly Realm Form and the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form were essentially derived from the same lineage.

Simply put, both were fundamentally the same cultivation technique. The Lesser Heavenly Realm Form served as a foundation, while the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form was an advanced form that followed it.

Given this, there was no question of wasted effort; to cultivate the latter required mastering the former as its base.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression.

The Lesser Heavenly Realm Form had been learned from Qinxin.

Knowing Qinxin's background, Lin Xuan was well aware. He could confidently say that his beloved wife had no connection with the Mo Yue Clan. The question of how she came to possess the Lesser Heavenly Realm Form's cultivation technique remained a mystery.

Was it mere coincidence or part of some divine plan?

Lian Bai didn't know either.

Moreover, at this moment, there was no need to overthink the matter.

The pressing issue now was to practice the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form and see how much benefit such a mysterious technique could bring him.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan lowered his head again, starting to meditate on the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form's text.

The words weren't many; it spanned only about ten thousand characters. Due to their shared lineage, Lin Xuan found no difficulty understanding them.

In fact, it was surprisingly simple and easy.

However, Lin Xuan did not become careless due to this ease. Techniques were too important to be taken lightly. If the cultivation failed, that would be one thing; but if something went wrong, it could lead to disastrous consequences like falling into a demon realm.

To avoid such situations, he had to put in extra effort during the early stages of understanding, ensuring all doubts were resolved. This way, fewer mistakes would occur.

And Lin Xuan was doing just that. It was this meticulous and responsible attitude that allowed him to navigate his path in cultivation with fewer detours.

After three days and nights, Lin Xuan finally raised his head again.

"Phew!"

He exhaled deeply, his expression complex with a mix of joy, relief, and enlightenment from resolving his doubts.

No wonder...

Lin Xuan had always been curious about the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique. This secret technique was specifically used for refining true spirit blood.

However, its benefits after refinement were limited because the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique did not provide detailed applications for refined true spirit blood.

Thus, the precious true spirit blood, once refined, only served to strengthen his body and health.

This was a waste of resources!

After all, in the Three Realms, there were many medicinal herbs that could enhance one's physique. The difficulty of obtaining true spirit blood compared to these herbs was incomparable.

So Lin Xuan had always suspected that the Mo Yue True Spirit Technique wasn't as superficial as it appeared; refining true spirit blood should have other uses.

And now, his long-held suspicions proved correct.

In fact, the Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique and the Lesser Heavenly Realm Form were both foundational to the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form.

In other words, mastering the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form required proficiency in these two techniques first.

Firstly, he needed to master the Lesser Heavenly Realm Form thoroughly. Then, using the Mo Yue True Spirit Technique to refine true spirit blood. There was no specific requirement for which type of true spirit; any would do.

Only after that could one practice the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form.

The greatest difference between the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form and the former was its ability to harness true spirit power. Although it only utilized a portion of the true spirit's strength, this still made a significant difference.

Moreover, true spirit power could be stacked.

In other words, refining one type of true spirit blood would greatly enhance the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form's power.

Refining the power from two types of true spirit blood would undoubtedly surpass that of just one.

By extension...

The more true spirit blood refined, the stronger the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form became.

Of course, apart from this, the cultivation level and strength of the cultivator also played a proportional role. This was obvious.

With these two foundational techniques as a base, the practice of the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form wasn't particularly difficult.

The most challenging part of this technique was actually obtaining true spirit blood.

After all, true spirits were extraordinary beings; even the weakest ones could match the power of great cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending Stage. Such formidable creatures wouldn’t willingly provoke them unless they had a good reason or were extremely powerful.

And even if one wasn't afraid to die, or was incredibly strong, attracting true spirits wasn't easy because true spirits had their own specific habitats—true spirit spaces.

Their appearance in the Three Realms depended on these powerful beings' willingness. Of course, top cultivators from human realms or the demon and underworld realms could tear through space barriers to reach those places.

But such abilities were beyond most Tribulation Transcending Cultivators.

In the Three Realms, there weren't many great cultivators with this ability—countable on one's fingers. And even if they had it, why would they seek out true spirits for no reason?

Of course, not all true spirit blood could be obtained by failing to find a true spirit or reach its space.

In the world, there were always exceptions.

True spirits didn't eat human food, but occasionally interacted with the Three Realms.

Various coincidences and opportunities led some true spirit blood to flow out, such as Lin Xuan's Qilin True Spirit Blood and the Golden-Winged Great Peng Bird True Spirit Blood, which he had obtained through these means.
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Coincidentally, this was not the only thing. Sometimes, true spirits would even leave offspring in the Three Realms. Although these fellows were no small matter because they inherited the bloodline of a true spirit, compared to genuine true spirits, they were still inferior in many ways.

And eliminating them could potentially yield true spirit blood from their bodies.

Note that this is merely possible.

Although these fellows definitely contained true spirit blood within them, purifying it would require much effort and had a very low success rate. A single misstep could result in all previous efforts being wasted. Therefore, whether one could successfully purify the true spirit blood depended not only on technique but also on luck.

Lin Xuan's blue star sea was an exception; besides materials and spiritual pills, it could even purify true spirit blood.

After all, the stronger a true spirit’s power, the more difficult it is to separate its blood. This time, Lin Xuan, due to his lack of understanding of this situation, boldly attempted without hesitation. As a result, he successfully purified Tianfeng True Blood as well.

These details were only briefly mentioned in cultivation techniques, though they provided a general idea. When Lin Xuan realized this point, his doubts grew deeper. He was almost certain that the Black Moon Sky Witch Art and the blue star sea had an intricate connection.

Of course, he didn't know exactly what it was yet, but he believed that one day, he would unravel all the mysteries.

For now, he decided to practice.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began practicing the Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique.

Although this secret technique was complex, the bottleneck lay in obtaining true spirit blood. Once this obstacle was overcome, everything else became effortless. Due to his long-term cultivation of Lesser Heaven Art and the ready availability of true spirit blood, his practice over these nearly hundred days went smoother than expected.

Thinking about it made Lin Xuan feel elated. Suddenly, he raised both hands, forming a hand seal with each one. As he moved, a golden light erupted from behind him without any warning.

The dazzling light was magnificent and regal!

But this was just the beginning.

The bright golden light grew even brighter before transforming into a divine figure. Initially blurry, it soon began to grow rapidly, becoming more brilliant than the sun!

A radiant, majestic golden glow.

After a moment, the light condensed, revealing the original form of the divine figure. It looked identical to Lin Xuan, like his shadow, but with nine heads and eighteen arms. A terrifying aura immediately emanated from it.

Lesser Heaven Art!

However, compared to before, there seemed to be some differences. The surface of the divine figure now bore some floral patterns.

No, not floral patterns; these were actually tiny arrays composed of unknown runes.

Undoubtedly, this would enhance the Lesser Heaven Art's strength.

But Lin Xuan knew that his changes went beyond this; what he saw was merely a taste of it.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and lightly traced an intricate seal in mid-air. As he did so, another mystic seal appeared behind him.

The divine figure behind Lin Xuan changed accordingly. The nine heads and eighteen arms disappeared, replaced by the golden phoenix bird appearing before his eyes.

It looked formidable, though it fell far short of a true spirit's power but was certainly not to be underestimated.

And the changes were not over yet. Lin Xuan’s hand moved again, causing the golden phoenix bird’s outline to blur before becoming a phoenix once more.

Next came the qilin...

Lin Xuan now had three true spirit bloods, so this change naturally also had three forms.

The marvel of this technique was far from just these transformations.

Lin Xuan's hands made new movements, like flying flowers. Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The qilin divine figure turned its head and charged at Lin Xuan with a fierce aura.

But Lin Xuan paid no heed, showing not the slightest sign of panic on his face. He was controlling this divine figure; how could he be afraid?

Puff...

A muffled sound entered his ears as the divine figure collided with Lin Xuan, then merged into him. Immediately after, a qilin's roar emerged from within Lin Xuan’s body, majestic and ancient.

Then, before his eyes, an unimaginable sight appeared.

A dazzling spiritual light burst forth from Lin Xuan’s body.

The light turned golden-red, enveloping Lin Xuan’s entire form until it solidified into armor.

This armor was regal and magnificent. At the chest, there was a qilin's head.

However, the shape of this armor was clearly different from his previous碧焰麒麟甲 (Green Flame Qilin Armor).

These two had no relation to each other.

This armor was formed by the transformation of the qilin divine figure.

This was also one of the wonders of the Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique.

Not only could the qilin, phoenix, and golden phoenix bird divine figures transform into corresponding armors.

Unfortunately, due to his relatively short time practicing the Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique, many of its subtleties were still beyond him. Otherwise, the final form of this armor should have combined the power of all three true spirits.

If Lin Xuan obtained more true spirit blood in the future, the armor's power and attributes would see significant improvements.

Thinking about it made his heart race. The Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique had countless uses and was far more practical than Lesser Heaven Art. With continued practice, it would undoubtedly become one of his powerful techniques.

However, while this was true, rushing to achieve results could lead to hidden dangers. Especially for such a subtle technique, time and experience were essential; they couldn't be rushed.

After three months of cultivation, Lin Xuan had initially grasped the basics. Further improvement required step-by-step accumulation of experience and proficiency. There was no need to continue practicing now.

Because continuing practice would not bring any benefits but might instead lead to hidden dangers due to his eagerness for quick results.

Lin Xuan's composure ensured he wouldn't make such a mistake.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a satisfied expression as he emerged to test his techniques. The purpose had been achieved, and with a flick of his sleeve robe, a black aura flashed past, revealing two storage bags.

No need to say, these items were obtained from the Twin Demons of Heavenly Mist. That battle was quite strenuous for Lin Xuan, but fortunately, it ended without any major incidents. As an old monster at the Spirit Dividing stage, the two seniors must have left behind considerable assets.

With this thought in mind, a hint of anticipation appeared on his face as he casually picked up one of the storage bags and flipped his hand to turn over the bag's mouth. A wave of light霞 quickly emerged from it, producing a series of clinking sounds. Soon, a pile of items was revealed on the ground: medicinal pills, demon stones, materials, magical treasures—everything you could imagine, with extremely high quality. Additionally, there were some talismans and jade bottles.

Lin Xuan's expression changed but he didn't immediately count them; instead, his right hand moved to pick up another storage bag, repeating the process. A black aura emerged once again, accompanied by a series of clinking sounds as he shook it.

After emptying both storage bags, Lin Xuan lowered his head and began categorically counting the treasures on the ground.

The demon stones were all high-grade items, with even some top-tier ones making up one-third of the total. It was no wonder; these were remnants from a spirit dividing era ancient demon. His assessment was correct—their assets were indeed substantial.

There wasn't much to count, so Lin Xuan gathered everything at once. Although he was a cultivator, he now found himself in the demon realm where demon stones had significant value.

As for the materials, there were quite a few as well. Some of them, though unfamiliar to him, seemed to be far more valuable than those demon stones just counted.

After thoroughly counting these items, Lin Xuan turned his head and focused on the bottles and jars beside him. These were medicinal pills with various uses, requiring considerable effort to identify their specific functions. He picked up one, uncorked it, and a sweet fragrance wafted out.

"What kind of pill is this?"

Lin Xuan's face showed some confusion, but quickly he patted his head. What was the point in overthinking? The cultivation world had countless medicinal pills and elixirs; even true immortals couldn't possibly know them all.

Since he couldn’t recognize these, he would find a marketplace later where experts could appraise them.

With this thought, Lin Xuan put away the medicinal pills. There were still about ten demon treasures and several sets of array flags left on the ground.

Lin Xuan picked up a short black sword.

He lowered his head to release his spirit sense.

After a moment, he sighed, laid down the demon sword, and picked up another item nearby.

This process took nearly half an hour before Lin Xuan finished appraising all these treasures. However, none of them met his needs.

It wasn't because their grade was too low; in fact, there were many significant items among them—treasures collected by spirit dividing era ancient demons. How could they be trash?

Lin Xuan didn’t find them useful due to the nature of his cultivation techniques. In short, he was a cultivator while the other party was an ancient demon. Even though he had some knowledge of demonic techniques as auxiliary information, he wasn't proficient in them. Thus, these treasures were unsuitable for him; most could only exert about six or seven-tenths of their full power, which was still formidable but not as effective as they would be to someone else.

However, the sets of array flags were impressive with their illusion and concealment effects. These wouldn’t conflict with his own cultivation techniques, so Lin Xuan accepted them for use in defending his cave府.

During combat, these weren't necessary, but they could serve as alarms during the construction of his cave府.

After thoroughly counting all the treasures, Lin Xuan sighed. The收获 was decent, though not overly valuable. He soon shook his head, remembering that contentment is bliss. After all, this demon realm journey had far exceeded his initial expectations.

He initially only wanted some spirit grass for refining a spirit dividing pill, but now he had directly advanced to the next stage.

Setting aside this point, his luck led him to obtain phoenix blood and thus activate the mutations of the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique. As a result, the complete text of the technique from separation to the Transcendence stage was finally gathered. The Nine Heavens Divine Net's power was unparalleled; if he wasn't satisfied with such great fortune, he might truly deserve divine punishment.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's slight disappointment vanished. As always, one should be content. Suddenly, he remembered that he had overlooked a treasure.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and tapped the storage bag. A black light flashed as a black ribbon flew from his waist, circling before settling mid-air.

When the light subsided, a series of leaf-shaped demon swords appeared.

Each sword was identical in shape, measuring over three feet long, thin like cicada wings, with a faint glimmer on its surface—evidently, each had been forged through countless refinements.

The quantity was considerable; though slightly inferior to his Nine Palaces Momentary Swords, the quality and number made these extraordinary treasures.

Black Water Deva Sword!

This was the innate treasure of the female demon from Heavenly Mist. She endured much hardship refining this sword. Lin Xuan recognized its significance, which is why he brought it back. However, as an innate treasure, the spiritual mark on it was naturally strong. But taking the Black Water Deva Sword required some consideration.

Lin Xuan intended to use it as raw material for his Nine Palaces Momentary Swords.

Indeed, he wanted to strengthen his new innate treasures. According to the description in the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, a fully matured Nine Palaces Momentary Sword should consist of "nine swords."

The term "nine swords" referred to metal, water, fire, earth, and their derivatives—electricity, wind, ice—and the most mysterious, an illusory sword that no longer belonged to the five elements.

Moreover, not just one sword for each attribute; he had already refined over eighty-one fire属性swords. The same applied to other attributes.

It was easy to imagine how monumental it would be to refine all true Nine Palaces Momentary Swords. After so much contemplation, Lin Xuan felt somewhat unreliable about the task. However, giving up now would be a pity. Fortunately, the crafting section of the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique clearly outlined a simpler path.
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Back in the day, Lin Xuan was full of ambition and determination. He had one goal: to forge the most powerfulsoul-bound treasure (soul soul treasure). However, he completely ignored the brief method for refining the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword and left it aside.

Now that time has passed and circumstances have changed, Lin Xuan gradually gained insight. He realized that if he wanted to truly create the "Nine Swords," there was still a significant amount of difficulty involved. While not impossible, the numerous challenges ahead were daunting.

There were too many variables at play, and the process would take an excessively long time. Lin Xuan simply didn't have the energy or resources to undertake such a task. After all, he carried many secrets on his shoulders: Moon's identity, the Blue Star Sea, the Five Dragon Seal, even the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique might bring up some ancient mysteries. Therefore, his immediate priority was to quickly bolster his strength.

The advancement in his cultivation stage brought him satisfaction, and the relationship between one’s power and their treasures was evident. After experiencing so many hardships, he needed to adjust his goals.

Forging a complete set of Nine Swords was extremely difficult, so Lin Xuan turned his attention toward an easier path.

However, don't be too elated just yet. The "brief method" referred to here is relative, as the quality of the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword was already high. Even with careful material selection and refinement, how easy could it possibly be?

Lin Xuan knew this well. With a wave of his sleeve, he retrieved an jade pupil carved with the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, lowered his head, and delved into his spiritual awareness.

Skipping over the cultivation method part, Lin Xuan's eyes immediately landed on the treasure map. This place held the treasures of the Three-Eyed Ancestor. Although Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear about the identity of the Three-Eyed Ancestor, the treasures of a great power at the Tribulation Transcending realm were undoubtedly significant.

Even if he hadn’t obtained the treasure map, now that it was in his hands, ignoring it would be tantamount to inviting divine punishment. Although the Three-Eyed Ancestor had escaped, back then, due to the dire circumstances, he had tasked subordinates with burying the treasures at a general location without precise coordinates. This meant there was a possibility Lin Xuan could uncover them before his former master.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan’s face showed a mix of amusement and seriousness. However, quickly turning serious again, he couldn’t afford to be too careless or else someone else might end up with the treasure.

In any case, better safe than sorry. With these thoughts, Lin Xuan gathered all his belongings and left his dwelling. He then removed the array flags around him before vanishing into the sky as a streak of light.

The treasures buried by the Three-Eyed Ancestor were located in the Ice Flame Valley. The name itself hinted at its unique terrain. A million years ago, it was part of a primeval paradise within the Demon Realm, with an excellent and extensive spiritual vein stretching for miles.

Such a place naturally attracted many powerful sects and families to vie for control. Two prominent forces saw this as their opportunity and clashed fiercely. Initially, they maintained some restraint but eventually fought to the death, forming an unbreakable enmity. Both sides gathered all available manpower and battled on the chosen site, causing the land to be ravaged by flying sand and stones, with the sky changing color.

In the end, both major sects were expelled from the Demon Realm, their fates sealed due to their extraordinary abilities. The once fertile land was transformed into a harsh forbidden zone filled with volcanoes and ice rocks, where ice and fire coexisted. Hence, it became known as the Ice Flame Valley.

Apart from ice and fire, the monsters that lived there were exceptionally fierce and combative. There were also numerous other dangers.

Lin Xuan had been in the Demon Realm for a long time and knew of the valley's reputation. He never imagined such a mysterious treasure would be hidden there?

At the same time, on some desolate sea in the Demon Realm, a streak of light cut through the sky. The speed was incredible. Within the light was a handsome young man, about twenty years old, dressed in fine robes and jade belt, exuding an air of elegance like a legendary nobleman.

However, this rare beauty's brows were furrowed with worry, his expression unutterably troubled.

After a moment of silence, he suddenly spoke: "Uncle, why didn't you tell me about the risks before I advanced? Why did you only inform me after it was too late?"

Tian Xiaojian’s heart was filled with anger. Even with his composure, he couldn’t hide his emotions at this moment; he had been betrayed.

"Jiange, are you angry with Uncle?"

A flash of light revealed a tall ancient demon emerging from Tian Xiaojian's body, but it wasn't the real ancient demon—it was just an illusion.

Tian Xiaojian remained silent. There were some things that didn’t need to be said explicitly.

The illusion sighed: "Jiange, you’re overthinking this. Now, Uncle and you are in the same boat; we rise or fall together. If you can achieve the transformation and ascend, I will also be able to rebuild my body and regain the glory of the Demon Lord. But if something goes wrong with your cultivation, what benefit would that bring me? Hurting you is like hurting myself."

Tian Xiaojian’s face softened slightly; this was true.

"Why didn’t you tell me about the risks before I advanced? Why did you wait until after my success to inform me?" Tian Xiaojian's expression had improved somewhat, but anger still lingered in his voice.

It wasn't surprising he was angry. After all, who wouldn’t be upset when they were just celebrating a great victory and suddenly faced a cold bucket of water?

Tian Xiaojian was now at the Spirit Formation stage, just like Lin Xuan, having recently completed his advancement.

He had advanced so quickly because the fragment of the former Demon Lord told him there was a method to bypass the bottleneck from Profound Concealment to Separation. Tian Xiaojian was overjoyed, even though this sounded absurd. After all, Uncle was the fragment of the Demon Lord, and although his strength was much weaker, he had the same knowledge as the original. His methods couldn’t be false; with such power comparable to a True Immortal, creating such a miracle wasn't impossible.

Moreover, their relationship now was one where they were in it together—rise or fall. Without hesitation, Tian Xiaojian followed Uncle’s instructions and succeeded.

Overjoyed, he didn’t expect that just when he was at his happiest, he would be doused with cold water. The advancement wouldn’t hit any bottlenecks but was actually quite easy. However, everything has its pros and cons; this method had significant risks.

"What are the risks?" Tian Xiaojian asked urgently.

"It’s temporary advancement. So now you’re only temporarily at the Spirit Formation stage. Your abilities are no different from a normal advancement, but in ten years, your cultivation will revert to Profound Concealment. Not only that; advancing back to the Spirit Formation stage will be ten times harder than usual."

Tian Xiaojian was stunned. Was this person joking?
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Unfortunately, this wasn't a joke but the truth. Followed by |Mèng| Xiao|Shuo|.com

It can be imagined how depressed Xiaojian Field was when he learned the truth. His cultivation of Qi had improved significantly to the point where he didn’t lose his temper immediately upon hearing it. At that moment, the fragmentary soul voice entered his ears: "Little Sword, you don't need to get angry. How could my adoptive father harm you? Rest assured, there is a way to make up for this."

"Make up for it?"

Xiaojian Field turned around. Although he was still angry in his heart, he knew that matters had their priorities.

"Indeed, using this method to advance would have the risk of dropping realms, but as long as you find an Ice Flame Grass and swallow it, naturally, you can turn danger into safety," the fragmentary soul said with confidence. He indeed had no intention or motive to harm Xiaojian Field.

"Oh, there is a way to make up for it. Why didn't you say so earlier?"

Xiaojian Field was still uncomfortable. He hated being kept in the dark.

"Little Sword, I did this out of necessity. Although using my methods to advance into the Fragmentary Soul Realm won't hit any bottlenecks, it doesn’t mean there is no danger or difficulty. If I had told you everything from the start, would you have possibly developed a heart demon?"

Xiaojian Field remained silent. What the other said indeed made some sense.

Although he was still angry in his heart, this wasn't the right time to confront him.

Thus, Xiaojian Field exhaled: "That's my misunderstanding of your adoptive father. What is Ice Flame Grass and how do I obtain it? Why have I never heard of it before?"

"Ice Flame Grass grows in a special environment, which explains why you didn’t know about it. But you must have heard of Ice Flame Valley; that’s where such spirit herbs grow."

"What, Ice Flame Valley? Could it be the famous forbidden area in Black Flame State? I’ve heard that even high-ranking ancient demons who advance to the Fragmentary Soul Realm may fall there," Xiaojian Field said with surprise.

"Indeed, Ice Flame Valley is dangerous. But given your current strength and my guidance, you shouldn’t have any major issues."

"There's no time to waste. Let’s head to Ice Flame Valley right away." Xiaojian Field was decisive as he changed direction and flew towards the destination.

However, Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

Four months later, after crossing several states and regions, Lin Xuan appeared in Black Flame State with a flash of light.

Of course, it didn’t take him long to cover such a distance not just because his speed was fast but also due to his generous use of teleportation arrays. Otherwise, for most cultivators, relying solely on their speed to cross multiple states within months would be impossible.

Black Flame State lived up to its name; the climate was harsh and the temperature much higher than in other regions, especially during summer. Winter temperatures were far more extreme than those in other states' summers.

As a result, this state’s human world was sparsely populated with vast lands, and there weren’t many demon veins, let alone any extraordinary ones. However, Black Flame State wasn’t entirely without its merits.

Due to the hot weather, various fire属性 herbs thrived here, and most of the sects and families in this state focused on cultivating fire techniques.

Among the several forbidden areas, although they were dangerous, some rare treasures could be found inside them. Ice Flame Valley was one of the most famous among these.

Lin Xuan always acted after careful planning. This time, he went to Ice Flame Valley to find the treasure left by the Holy Ancestor with three eyes and had thoroughly investigated both the valley and Black Flame State.

To avoid any delays, Lin Xuan didn’t waste much time on his journey. As he approached Scorpion Tail City, which was close to Ice Flame Valley, there were only half a day’s travel remaining.

Scorpion Tail City was the nearest demon city to Ice Flame Valley. Despite its fearsome reputation, some demons still ventured into it every year for adventure.

Initially, Lin Xuan found this strange. If demons dared to venture in, why hadn’t anyone discovered the Holy Ancestor's treasure by now?

After reviewing a large number of ancient texts, Lin Xuan’s doubts were resolved. Although the demons were bold, they only dared to gather spirit herbs around the outer areas of Ice Flame Valley and never ventured inside where the treasures were hidden.

To understand, Ice Flame Valley was dangerous even for high-ranking cultivators; an advanced Fragmentary Soul Realm expert could still fall there. While ancient demon sages could move freely, such powerful beings rarely wandered about casually.

As the sun began to set, a magnificent city came into view. Lin Xuan was delighted and sped up his flight until he could clearly see Scorpion Tail City.

After a short while, Lin Xuan landed near the outskirts of the city and used his Qi suppression technique to move silently inside.

The streets behind the city gate were wide enough for eight carriages to pass side by side. The buildings on both sides were arranged neatly, giving the city an imposing presence.

"Dear friend, please stop."

"Senior, are you calling me?" A demon with a pig’s head and human body stopped and showed respect.

It was no wonder he acted this way; although Lin Xuan suppressed his Qi, his realm still stood out—initial-stage Profound Origin. For most cultivators, that was already impressive, so how could he dare to treat such a senior with disrespect?

"Where is the inn in this city?"

Lin Xuan had already released his divine sense but found that the city had restrictions to interfere and suppress the senses of cultivators. While Lin Xuan could break through it forcefully, doing so would surely attract attention. He didn’t come here for trouble; better not to make things worse.

"Are you a newcomer to Scorpion Tail City?" The demon was surprised before respectfully handing over an emerald pupil scroll: "Here is the city map. You can take it and use it?"

"This person is generous."

Lin Xuan accepted the emerald pupil without hesitation, sinking his divine sense into it.

After a cup of tea’s time, Lin Xuan raised his head and waved his sleeves to reveal a top-grade demon stone flying out: "I’ll take this map."

The pig-headed demon was surprised, as were other passing demons. They could only envy him; he used a top-grade demon stone to exchange for an emerald pupil scroll. Why hadn’t they had such good luck?

Lin Xuan had already moved far away. Although the city had restrictions on flying in the air, high-ranking demons were still visible everywhere. Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and quickly arrived at the inn’s entrance.
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Next, there was no need to recount the details of Lin Xuan's arrival. The innkeeper personally greeted him and fawned over him as he led Lin Xuan to his best room.

Actually called a guest room, it was in fact a small courtyard with an idyllic environment; all conditions were quite excellent.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction after such a long journey. He took a bath and then slept soundly until dawn the next morning.

In the morning, he felt refreshed. Lin Xuan left his room and stepped out into the street. Since he was going to the Ice Flame Valley in search of treasures, he naturally needed some preparations first. As Scorpion Tail City was the nearest supply point, it had a wealth of resources, and from here, one could learn much about the Ice Flame Valley.

Lin Xuan left early that morning and returned to the inn by evening. He looked neither tired nor weary; instead, he appeared pleased and satisfied. This trip truly yielded some good results.

Seeing that it was late, Lin Xuan decided to rest for another night before setting out early the next day. However, just as he entered his room, a sudden frown creased his brow. The禁制 outside began to vibrate; someone had arrived.

How could anyone be looking for him in such a new place?

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but still stepped outside. He waved his sleeves and sent out a spell. The禁制 withdrew with a creak, and the door of the small courtyard opened as the innkeeper accompanied an ancient demon wearing a long red robe inside.

This ancient demon's cultivation wasn't weak; he was an intermediate-stage元婴 cultivator. However, Lin Xuan felt even more surprised because he could be certain that this guy had never met before. What was going on?

The ancient demon's expression was extremely respectful as he bowed to Lin Xuan: "You are Senior Lin, correct?"

"Indeed," Lin Xuan replied coldly, his expression unchanged.

But the red-robed ancient demon paid no mind and bowed again: "Senior, please do not be angry. I am a servant of Senior Scorpion Tail. Tomorrow is our master's day to take on a concubine, and we would like you to come for the celebration."

He handed over an invitation as he spoke.

"Me..."

Lin Xuan showed some surprise. Such matters were truly unexpected.

Lin Xuan had heard of the name of Senior Scorpion Tail; he was the lord of this city, a formidable old monster at the early-stage 分神 realm. It was said that not only did he possess great abilities but also possessed the spirit and hospitality of ancient cultivators like Meng Changjun, making him very welcoming to guests.

However, there was a weakness: because of his cultivation technique, Senior Scorpion Tail was extremely lustful. He had many concubines besides his official wife.

The idea that he would even hold a ritual for taking on a new concubine made Lin Xuan somewhat surprised. It seemed this new concubine must be very favored to receive such an honor.

Playing with the invitation, Lin Xuan did not give a clear response: "Alright, thank Senior Scorpion Tail's kindness; I will consider it."

"Please accept our invitation."

The red-robed ancient demon bowed again and left with the innkeeper.

Lin Xuan did not ask how they found him. After all, as the city lord, Senior Scorpion Tail was like a local insider who could easily find his way here.

After the guest left, Lin Xuan left his room and pondered whether to go or not. But soon, he scratched his head; why worry about such trivial matters?

Even if he went to observe, it would only take up one day. Since that was the case, what harm was there in going to see?

With this thought, Lin Xuan made a decision.

The next morning, Lin Xuan left the inn and headed towards the city lord's residence.

Along the way,魔修 were everywhere; their destinations were the same as his own.

These demon cultivators' levels varied widely—some at the Separation and Profound Void stages, while others were intermediate-stage元婴 or condensation core stage古魔. Lin Xuan even found some base foundation stage菜鸟.

Of course, these low-level ancient demons weren't deliberately invited by Senior Scorpion Tail; however, this city lord, with his broad hospitality like Meng Changjun's, would welcome all guests on such a joyous day regardless of their cultivation levels.

Certainly, different cultivators received different treatments. Low-level ancient demons who came uninvited were given banquets as well.

The city lord's residence was located at the center of Scorpion Tail City and was a beautifully designed building resembling a palace with golden splendor and beauty beyond description.

Lin Xuan entered along with the crowd.

Unlike low-level cultivators, Lin Xuan concealed his aura but still exuded the awe-inspiring power of a Profound Void stage. He was welcomed respectfully by the attendants.

Since he came to observe, Lin Xuan naturally prepared gifts.

This was no challenge for Lin Xuan; he casually took out an ordinary魔宝 and offered it. After all, he only came to watch the spectacle; sending too heavy a gift might raise suspicion.

Following winding corridors through several courtyards, Lin Xuan was led into a grand hall where music and singing filled his ears. He saw many beautiful demon maidens dancing in the center of the hall. At the far end of the main seat, an elderly man with youthful features and white hair sat; he seemed to be over a hundred years old but still looked vigorous.

No doubt, this was the city lord, Senior Scorpion Tail.

To his sides were dozens of tables, each occupied by differently shaped ancient demons. The closer one got to the main seat, the higher the cultivation level of the ancient demon sitting behind it.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense swept across and found no other intermediate-stage 分神 cultivators besides Senior Scorpion Tail. Lin Xuan was momentarily surprised; wasn't he known for his extensive social network? Why, on such a joyous day, were there no fellow intermediate-stage cultivators to congratulate him?

But after some thought, Lin Xuan understood the reason.

After all, this was just taking on a concubine, not marrying an official wife. Thus, Senior Scorpion Tail, despite his affection for the new concubine, did not feel comfortable inviting friends to the ceremony.

Since there were no intermediate-stage 分神 cultivators among the guests, Lin Xuan's Profound Void stage cultivation was particularly significant. He was led to a table on the left side of the main seat, third from the front.

On this table, besides him, sat an old man with a beard like a mountain goat. Lin Xuan glanced at him and found that although he was also an intermediate-stage ancient demon, his mana seemed much thinner compared to other cultivators of the same stage.
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Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a strange light but quickly returned to their normal color.

The old man before him had such thin magical power; it seemed he practiced a cultivation technique that was easier to advance in but not particularly powerful.

As Lin Xuan sat down, the old man’s voice sounded: "I am Meng Luo. May I ask which sect or school of yours is so strong?"

"Master Meng, you are too polite," Lin Xuan's cold voice replied, clearly not wanting to waste any more words on this matter.

However, Master Meng was very familiar with himself and continued chatting regardless of Lin Xuan’s attitude: "Since you're a free agent cultivator, I suppose you came here hoping to enter the Ice Flame Valley. Haha, be careful. Although the valley is rich in medicinal herbs, it's not something we can ignore. My friend once died there because he was too greedy."

Hearing this endless chatter, Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt a bit amused and annoyed inside.

While this familiarity could be annoying at times, it wasn't entirely unpleasant.

After discussing the Ice Flame Valley, his conversation shifted to the matter of taking a concubine. The old man's face took on a mysterious expression as he leaned closer: "Young brother, do you know that this time Senior Scorpion Tail is taking a concubine from our Holy Realm?"

"Not from your Holy Realm?" Lin Xuan frowned. "Don't make things up."

"Hey, why would I lie? This secret was overheard by chance," the old man said in a hushed tone.

"I don’t care either way." Lin Xuan grew impatient.

"Hey, you're really impulsive," the old man laughed. "Since we are at the same table, it’s fate. Let me tell you for free..."

"You might as well use your mind transmission; otherwise, everyone will hear us," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

The old man blushed and realized he had forgotten to lower his voice. The people here were cultivators, and even if they lowered their voices, it would still be heard by those nearby.

Looking back, several ancient demons were listening intently.

Fortunately, Senior Scorpion Tail was busy elsewhere and not in the main hall; otherwise, he might have caused trouble immediately.

With a dry throat, the old man switched to mind transmission: "This time, Senior Scorpion Tail is taking a concubine from our Holy Realm."

"Not from your Holy Realm?" Lin Xuan's eyebrows knitted together. "Don’t make things up."

"Hey, I wouldn’t lie about this. The secret was overheard by chance. This woman is an ordinary human cultivator who somehow ended up in our Holy Realm," the old man said.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt a bit puzzled. Even if she was a human cultivator, it didn't matter to him; he just came out of curiosity.

A stringed melody entered his ears as Lin Xuan turned around and saw that Senior Scorpion Tail had returned in a new groom's attire.

"Friends, shall we go see the wedding together?" Senior Scorpion Tail's boisterous laughter echoed.

Clearly, the old monster was very happy today.

"We are honored to serve you," the cultivators responded.

The ancient demons were more than willing and stood up, following Senior Scorpion Tail out of the hall.

Celestial music filled the air, but it came from above them.

Everyone then flew into the sky, following the music.

Looking towards the source of the music, they saw numerous beams of light appearing in their line of sight. At first far away, they soon approached a hundred feet away.

The most striking were the dozens of young girls walking at the front, divided into two rows with twelve on each side, all about seventeen or eighteen years old, with clear and beautiful faces. Each girl carried a lantern.

They moved gracefully from the sky, like celestial maidens descending to earth.

Behind them, the sounds of monkeys howling and cranes singing filled the air as countless rare birds danced beautifully, all trained by experts.

Especially among the cranes, there were young women riding on their backs. Some played the zither while others blew flutes, producing a beautiful melody that came from these girls.

Behind them was a team of armored guards divided into two rows with thirty-six people each. Each held an ancient and sharp spear in hand. These guards were all late-stage婴灵期 cultivators.

"Is this the famous Magic Elemental Guard?"

"They are indeed elemental, but they excel in flanking attacks. With array flags, one hundred and eight of them together could even contend with a Void Profound Period cultivator," another old demon said.

"What? I’ve heard of the Magic Elemental Guard, but is Master exaggerating? Even if there are over a hundred of them, how can they possibly match a Void Profound Period cultivator?" an old demon nearby said doubtfully.

"Hey, in normal circumstances, it’s impossible. But didn’t I just say that they could use array power?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but look at the Magic Elemental Guard's strength after hearing this conversation and needed to reassess their capabilities.

Finally, a small sedan chair appeared.

The red sedan was adorned with mandarin ducks, indicating the bride was inside.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, but it didn’t work. The moment he touched the red cloth of the sedan, he was repelled back. Lin Xuan shook his head and remained unperturbed; clearly, Senior Scorpion Tail was a miser even here, unwilling to let everyone see the bride’s face.

The process continued as in a secular wedding, with the entire city hall bustling with activity.

Although it wasn’t necessary for a concubine, the new bride seemed favored by the lord. He still arranged a ceremony to pay respects to heaven and earth.

While this was against protocol, no one would object since everyone just wanted to enjoy themselves. Marrying a woman? As long as they were happy, who cared about rules?

Soft footsteps sounded as a tall young woman, supported by two maids, slowly walked in.

Dressed in a phoenix crown and red ceremonial robe, she was undoubtedly Senior Scorpion Tail's new concubine.

Everyone had never seen the bride before, so they were naturally curious. Many released their divine senses to see her face hidden behind the phoenix crown and ceremonial robe.

Unfortunately, disappointment followed as the phoenix crown and ceremonial robe were a formidable treasure that blocked all divine senses from seeing inside.

Lin Xuan watched the bride approach with a frown. Although he couldn’t see her face, her figure was extremely familiar—like someone he had known before.

Could it be...

Curiosity piqued, Lin Xuan decided to investigate further. His divine sense might be blocked, but he took a deep breath and directed his magical power towards his eyes.

Instantly, his pupils turned silver. To avoid drawing attention, Lin Xuan only used the Phoenix Divine Eye at its simplest form.

Despite this, he could see through all layers of concealment to clearly see the bride’s face.

Indeed, she was an extraordinary beauty, but her face was shockingly familiar.

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed. How did Lin Yu娇 end up here?

It wasn’t surprising for Lin Xuan; after all, they were once fellow students. Lin Yu娇 was Senior Cloud Concealment Sect’s elder sister and had come to the demon realm with him for Void Profound trials.

Before leaving, the elder had repeatedly instructed him to take care of his younger sister.

Unfortunately, upon arriving in the demon realm, they separated, and no news followed. Even if Lin Xuan wanted to look after her, he couldn’t find a way.

Unexpectedly, their paths crossed again, but she was now married to an ancient demon. Did Lin Yu娇 truly agree to this marriage?

Probably not; it must have been out of necessity!

Lin Xuan used the Phoenix Divine Eye again and lowered his head as expected. The restrictions on Lin Yu娇 were indeed in place.

Sighing, Lin Xuan wished he hadn’t come here; better to avoid seeing such things. However, once you know something, you can't help but get involved.

It seemed this wedding feast was ruined today, and he would have to cause a commotion at the banquet. (To be continued)
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Lin Xuan's heart was set, but his expression remained as calm as ever. He didn't need to act hastily; he just needed to wait for the right moment.

This patience was something Lin Xuan had, given that he was unfamiliar with this place. If he caused a commotion now, not only would it be the groom, but all the guests present could potentially intervene.

Thus, he must save the girl, but how and in what manner? These were questions he couldn't afford to overlook; he needed to think carefully about them.

No one else knew what Lin Xuan was thinking. Various congratulatory voices filled his ears as time passed. Suddenly, a loud crack of firecrackers echoed, signaling that it was the auspicious hour for the couple's three bows before heaven and earth. The bride had her personal maid supporting her, while the man, who was named Scorpion Tail, looked joyous. A table was set up in front to receive their bows.

Lin Xuan frowned. The situation was urgent; he couldn't delay any longer. Although the timing for his intervention wasn't ideal, he couldn't just watch as Lin Yu娇 fell into a trap.

Well, even if it meant going against the entire Scorpion Tail city, what of it? This greedy and lustful old demon was only at the early stage of focusing spirit.

Lin Xuan had no pressure from an equal opponent; it would merely take him some time to deal with this. With his mind made up, Lin Xuan didn't waste any more time. He stepped forward, but before he could utter "full," something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed in his ears as the front courtyard's gate was blown away.

Two heavily armored demon guards entered through the flying gate. Both were at the stage of yuan yin (immortal embryo), yet they were bleeding profusely and lay limp on the ground.

"Time for the couple to bow before heaven..."

The officiant, who had been enthusiastically conducting the ceremony, was taken aback by this sudden turn of events. He couldn't even finish saying "heaven."

This unexpected situation left not only the officiant but also the guests, who were loudly chatting, speechless and staring in disbelief. Someone... had come to disrupt? Who dared?

Didn't they know that this area was under Scorpion Tail's control?

The once lively wedding feast suddenly became eerily quiet as everyone stopped drinking their cups. The sound of a needle falling on the ground could even be heard.

Wu...

A faint figure drifted in from the broken gate, enveloped by thick demonic fog. His true form was hard to discern due to the dense mist.

Lin Xuan quietly retracted his step; such an unexpected turn of events was not something he had anticipated.

He originally planned to cause a disturbance at the wedding but never imagined someone would preempt him.

Although he didn't know who this person was, it clearly wasn't harmful and might even be beneficial.

So, there was no need for Lin Xuan to rush; he could observe first before making any decisions. After all, the more murky the water, the better.

Lin Xuan was secretly pleased while Scorpion Tail was furious beyond measure. It was understandable; anyone would feel aggrieved if their wedding was suddenly disrupted.

He had happily married his bride when someone came to spoil it. How humiliating and infuriating! The other party didn't even consider him worthy of a glance.

He still wore the ceremonial attire for the marriage, but his eyes turned blood red, and dark aura appeared on his face. Not just his face; his entire body was covered in thick black mist that coalesced into snake-like tentacles, writhing with an eerie movement.

Even if he were an ancient demon known for his short temper, this would be unbearable.

"Die!"

He roared, and the tentacles seemed to gain life, lashing out like whips at their opponent.

Facing such a violent attack, the uninvited guest concealed himself in the demonic aura, his expression unclear but hinting at a sneer. He raised his right hand and pushed forward.

This action was nothing extraordinary, yet all nearby demonic energy was sucked into this palm. Pfft

A dull sound filled Lin Xuan's ears as the whip-like demonic energy seemed to meet its match, breaking apart inch by inch.

The attack wasn't over; a muffled groan echoed as the force of the palm hit Scorpion Tail. He stumbled back three steps and knocked over the altar table, incense burner, and various exotic fruits placed on it, scattering them all over the ground.

A bottle of fine wine collided with his forehead, leaving him drenched in alcohol but unharmed. The sight was comically humiliating.

Initially, he wanted to drive this person away, but now he had lost face. Scorpion Tail was both shocked and angry, knowing that the newcomer was no ordinary foe. Although he had been overconfident, a regular cultivator couldn't possibly embarrass him so badly.

A peer at the same stage!

Moreover, the other party had come prepared.

Thinking this, Scorpion Tail's anger subsided as he regained his composure.

As they say, the good don't come, and those who do are not good. The newcomer chose to disrupt the wedding for a reason; there must be some backing him.

He needed to handle it carefully or risk turning what was supposed to be a happy event into an uncontrollable mess. Scorpion Tail's thoughts raced as the guests around him chattered excitedly, oblivious to his inner turmoil.

After all, Scorpion Tail was an ancient demon at the focusing spirit stage—unattainable for most people. Today, so many guests had come out of admiration for his marriage ceremony.

But now, a powerful ancient demon at that stage had knocked over the altar table. This was unimaginable to ordinary people.

Could this uninvited guest be even more formidable?

The guests' expressions were fascinating as they pondered this. Most chose silence; although they preferred siding with Scorpion Tail, no one wanted to risk their own humiliation. After all, both humans and ancient demons in the cultivation world were mostly selfish, and some regretted coming here, fearing that if the city gates were breached, they would suffer along with it.
第两千三百八十五章 雷鹏令与玉碎符

"Who exactly are you, to come and disrupt my joyous day at this hour? What is your intention?"

The voice of the Scorpion Tail Elder was clear and deliberate as it entered everyone's ears. Clearly, he was extremely angry but trying hard to suppress his rage.

"Hmph, just over a thousand years have passed. How could you, Daoist He, have already forgotten me? Perhaps in your heart, I should be long dead," the voice of the guest, cloaked in black, sneered.

The Scorpion Tail Elder's face turned pale as he exclaimed, "Jia, Jia Old Devil, no... It can't be! During our battle at White Stone Mountain last time, you and the Five Poison Venerable were the ones who sent my soul flying. How could you possibly still be alive?"

"Hmph, during that battle at White Stone Mountain, I nearly perished, but with just your help and that of the useless Five Poison, I should have gone to hell long ago. Stop dreaming. Back then, I merely detonated a puppet I had secretly refined. It was all part of my plan to fool you."

The voice of the figure in black radiated with pride as he spoke, but his tone was filled with malice. Even though the guests whispered among themselves, Lin Xuan could hear them.

"Jia Old Devil, during the battle at White Stone Mountain, is it possible that he's the former Grand Elder of White Stone Sect?"

"Mmm, who else could it be? The White Stone Sect was dismantled a thousand years ago. It turns out it was the work of Scorpion Tail Elder. Since Jia Old Devil is alive, it makes sense for him to seek revenge."

"Alas, I didn't expect such a trivial wedding celebration to uncover old grudges from a thousand years ago. If only I hadn't come today."

"Hush! It's useless to talk now. Neither Scorpion Tail Elder nor Jia Old Devil are people we can offend here. Speaking out of turn might bring us trouble."

The voices of the two demons grew quieter, while Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and his eyes darted around.

Just then, the Scorpion Tail Elder had instructed a servant to help Lin Yu娇 down for now. If Lin Xuan wanted to save her, this was the best moment. However, he chose not to act.

Lin Xuan wasn't changing his mind; rather, he thought that with the situation having changed, there might be an opportunity to take advantage of the chaos.

With such a formidable opponent in front of him, Scorpion Tail Elder no longer posed much danger. He could save Lin Yu娇 at any time if needed. Therefore, Lin Xuan was not anxious and decided to wait for his chance.

It wasn't as if he was being petty; after all, when dealing with demons from another world, what did morality matter? Taking advantage of a fallen foe was perfectly normal. Thus, there was nothing wrong with what Lin Xuan was doing.

Scorpion Tail Elder's expression was terrible. It had been a day full of joy, but now he faced this situation. The old man in the wooden hat continued, "Daoist He, a thousand years ago, you plotted to harm me, but I am a man who doesn't hold grudges against petty men. If you follow my instructions, I can spare your life."

This statement left all ancient demons shocked, and Scorpion Tail Elder was stunned as well. After a moment, he asked, "You're serious?"

He felt a bit weak by admitting this in front of so many guests watching him. It would damage his reputation if the news spread.

But survival was now his top priority; what did a little face matter?

Facing two evils, Scorpion Tail Elder chose the lesser one. As an advanced spirit, he wasn't easily swayed and quickly regained composure.

"Of course I am serious. Hand over the Thunder Peng Order, and I will spare your life. What harm is there in it? Our past grievances can be settled. I won't trouble you again," said the old man with a broad smile.

"What's this Thunder Peng Order?" Scorpion Tail Elder asked, his face turning pale.

"Ha! We've come to this point; Daoist He, do you still want to pretend ignorance? As the city lord here, how could the Thunder Peng Order not be in your possession?" The old man sneered. "Don't try to deceive me. You must choose between your life and that treasure."

"I really don't know what it is," Scorpion Tail Elder said with a bitter smile.

"Hmph! It seems you want to pretend ignorance until the end. Very well, I will expose your lie. About five ten thousand li southwest of here lies Ice Flame Valley, which everyone knows about. In its depths lies the burial ground of Thunder Peng."

The ancient demons exchanged glances. The dangers of Ice Flame Valley were well-known; outsiders could gather some spirit herbs but no one dared to venture inside, not even a Spirit Phase cultivator might survive. As for the deeper parts, there was no known burial ground of Thunder Peng.

However, just because ordinary ancient demons hadn't heard about it didn't mean no one knew. Lin Xuan observed and noticed that Scorpion Tail Elder's face had grown much paler. The old man continued speaking.

"Everyone knows that among all birds, Thunder Peng is a powerful creature, far more formidable than ordinary spirit beasts but still inferior to true spirits like Phoenixes, Golden Suns, and Peacocks. This one has undergone some mutations due to the unique environment of Ice Flame Valley. Its abilities are almost on par with half a true spirit. For reasons unknown, it was slain here by an ancient ancestor. Although its body perished, its soul still lingers in Ice Flame Valley. I had to venture there for a certain spirit herb. With my strength, other dangers were not a concern, but encountering the Thunder Peng's soul would be difficult to defend against. The Thunder Peng Order is unique; as long as you carry this treasure, it won't provoke the Thunder Peng. Do you still refuse after hearing all of this?"

Scorpion Tail Elder's face fluctuated between pale and red. After a moment, he took a deep breath and exhaled, "If I hand over the Thunder Peng Order, will you really spare my life and forget our past grievances?"

Having learned so much about Thunder Peng, it was pointless to pretend ignorance anymore. Scorpion Tail Elder was straightforward and had no other choice but to admit.

"Hmph! As an ancient demon, you should know that I always keep my word," the old man said with a nod.

Scorpion Tail Elder remained silent; he knew this was true. Many cultivators liked to break their promises, but Jia Old Devil here kept his word.

With so many people watching, it would be unlikely for him to go back on his word.

After considering, Scorpion Tail Elder finally made up his mind and said, "Alright, I admit defeat. Hand over the Thunder Peng Order."

Before he finished speaking, he reached into his waistband and flicked out a black box with a禁制符箓贴ed on it. Lin Xuan's eyes scanned the symbol and recognized its power.

"It's the宁为玉碎符!"

Lin Xuan immediately identified it. The name sounded strange but as expected, this符 could be claimed by its owner; anyone else who touched it would trigger an explosion. Placed on a treasure box, it ensured that no one could steal the contents.

No wonder Jia Old Devil insisted he hand over the Thunder Peng Order himself—now Lin Xuan understood his concern.
单章求推荐票

"Since Senior Dragon doesn't have anywhere else to go, why not come and visit our Xiao family? I represent the Xiao family in welcoming you here, and we are very grateful for your life-saving favor!" Xiao Mumchen said with excitement after hearing this.

"Never mind. You don't need to be so polite; just call me Dragon Brother! If that's the case, then let it be as you wish!"

Dragon傲天 nodded. "That's great!" Gu Yutong was also delighted. Making such a powerful ally like Senior Dragon would certainly be an unprecedented opportunity.

Next, Dragon傲天 introduced Qingqing and Tianlin Qi to Xiao Mumchen. However, he did not reveal their true identities; even Dragon傲天 himself wasn't entirely clear about Qingqing's identity. But one thing he was certain of was that her background was extremely terrifying.

Qingqing's cuteness quickly won the affection of the three people present, especially Gu Yutong and Mu Yunting, who looked at her with starry eyes, not hiding their admiration. Tianlin Qi's skills were also well-known to them; this seemingly harmless young man was undoubtedly a formidable expert, instilling fear in the hearts of the three.

"By the way, how did you end up in such a dangerous place like Heavenly Essence Forest? With your strength, why are you not afraid of encountering danger here?" Dragon傲天 asked. Although it was outside the boundaries of Heavenly Essence Forest, there were still many Tier A Essence Beasts roaming around, and occasionally even Tier King ones. Without Tier King strength, one could easily be in mortal peril.

"It's all because that despicable scoundrel Xiao Changfeng tricked us here; how detestable! I never expected this bastard to be such a vile hypocrite! This time, it was all thanks to Dragon Brother; otherwise, we might have fallen into his hands!" Gu Yutong said with anger.

The group then headed towards the outer boundary of Heavenly Essence Forest. Along the way, Dragon傲天 continuously hinted and probed for useful information from them.

Although they were puzzled by Dragon傲天's questions, which seemed rather foolish, they still shared what they knew with him.

However, to Dragon傲天’s disappointment, he did not gain much useful information from them. The entire Universe Heavenly Realm was vast, and their knowledge only covered the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court and its surroundings; more details were unknown to them.

Through their introductions, Dragon傲天 gained a general understanding of the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court. It was one of many imperial courts in the Universe Heavenly Realm, subordinate to the Flame Sun Holy Court among the Four Holy Courts without Sages. Many such imperial courts existed under the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court.

The most powerful faction within the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court naturally belonged to the ruling family, the Xuan Family. In addition, there were four major clans: the Xiao Family, Gu Family, Qian Family, and Mu Family. Although these families did not match the Xuan Family in power, they were still formidable, long-established noble houses that held significant positions within the imperial court.

The Mu Family was somewhat unique; it was neither a military nor political family, nor a commercial one. However, no other family dared to offend them because the Mu Family was a renowned alchemy family with a long history of producing top-notch medicinal pills. Their alchemical products were unparalleled in the entire Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court and even had considerable fame within the Flame Sun Holy Court's jurisdiction.

Thus, almost all factions maintained friendly relations with the Mu Family, giving it an elevated status within the imperial court.

Aside from these major families, there was another formidable entity within the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court—the Heaven Pole Sect. The power of the Heaven Pole Sect was immense, even surpassing that of the Xuan Family in some aspects. Without the牵制of the four major clans, it would have dominated the entire imperial court. Even now, with the牵制of the four major families, the Heaven Pole Sect remained an immensely powerful force, one not subject to the constraints or regulations of any imperial court.

The various factions within the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court had complex interests and were in constant competition, both openly and secretly. After countless years of struggle, they now maintained a relatively stable situation.

Xiao Mumchen was the only son of Xiao Tianqing, the head of the Xiao Family; he would likely inherit the family if nothing happened to him. Gu Yutong was the daughter of the head of the Gu Family and the princess of the clan, holding an exalted position. Mu Yunting's identity was no secret—she was the only daughter of the Mu Family, a rare occurrence in their traditionally male-dominated lineage.

Despite being a prodigy, Mu Yunting faced many suitors due to her beauty and status. She was considered the first beauty of the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court, making her an object of desire for countless people. Moreover, as the only heir of the Mu Family, securing Mu Yunting meant gaining control over the family, whose power could not be underestimated.

Dragon傲天 was stunned by this revelation; he never expected Mu Yunting to have such a background and that she was now his nominal servant. If this were to become public knowledge, it would certainly cause a significant stir in the Heavenly Mystical Imperial Court. However, Dragon傲天 quickly dismissed these thoughts.

Although the Mu Family seemed formidable to others, in Dragon傲天's eyes, they amounted to nothing. He was a peak middle-stage Sage-level super expert, unmatched by the Mu Family. When it came to alchemy, he at least ranked as a high-grade alchemist, far beyond what the Mu Family could achieve.

(To be continued. If you like this work, please vote for recommendations and monthly tickets on Qidian (起点). Your support is my greatest motivation.)
第两千三百八十六章 出尔反尔

This was a special talisman from the Demon Realm, and its circulation was not widespread. Lin Xuan had only heard of it before; this was his first time witnessing it with his own eyes. However, whether things would truly come to an end in such a manner seemed premature to conclude.

At least, that was how Lin Xuan saw it.

So he did not rush into anything and remained quietly where he stood.

However, Elder Scorpion Tail did not anticipate this turn of events. With a wave of his robe, "Pak" echoed in the ears. The jade shattering talisman had ignited on its own as the box lid opened, revealing a smooth jade pendant before him.

Apart from the pattern of a thunder phoenix drawn on its surface, there seemed to be nothing special about it. Yet, the old man with the wooden hat showed signs of extreme joy. His eyes gleamed with greed, and his right hand reached out toward the front. Despite the ten zhang distance between him and Elder Scorpion Tail, this action caused his arm to inexplicably stretch.

With a flash of black light, he grabbed the jade pendant in his palm and examined it closely. Elder Scorpion Tail was furious; such behavior clearly showed that he did not hold them in high regard. However, with their inferior strength, there was no backbone for anger, so he had to suppress his rage.

After about a cup of tea's time, the old man with the wooden hat laughed wildly: "Not bad, not bad. Indeed, it is a thunder phoenix command talisman. After all my efforts, I finally obtained this treasure."

"Since you have already taken it, shouldn't you fulfill your promise and leave from here?" Elder Scorpion Tail gritted his teeth, speaking each word with deliberate slowness. Today, he had not only lost the treasure but also suffered a humiliating defeat; his heart was filled with resentment as he plotted how to get back at them.

"Fulfill my promise?" The old man's face showed a hint of amusement. Elder Scorpion Tail immediately felt uneasy and his expression turned even more gloomy: "What, Old EvilJay (as in a surname, can also be translated as "merchant" or "trader" depending on context)? Do you really think I will break my word for personal gain?"

"Even if I do break my word, what then?" the old man smiled, as if he was playing with a mouse.

Hearing this so-called "honesty," Elder Scorpion Tail's heart plummeted into an icy pit. His face showed disbelief. As they say, your worst enemy knows you best; although he had a deep grudge against Old EvilJay (as in a surname, can also be translated as "merchant" or "trader" depending on context), because of that very reason, he knew the old man's character like the back of his hand!

Unlike other demon cultivators who liked to break their promises for personal gain, this old man with the wooden hat was stubborn and straightforward. He always kept his word and never went back on his commitments. If not for understanding his nature, Elder Scorpion Tail would never have handed over the thunder phoenix command talisman so easily based solely on a verbal promise.

He believed in the other's character, but it turned out he had made a grave mistake by letting him go.

Why did this happen?

For a moment, Elder Scorpion Tail found it hard to accept this reality. "You... you..."

"What is it?" The old man with the wooden hat wore a mocking expression: "Are you curious about me not keeping my word? Hmph, this is all thanks to your lowly people. Back then, I kept my promise, which led them to exploit that weakness of mine. If not for my puppetstand-in, I would have perished long ago. After enduring such hardships a thousand years later, do you think I will fall into the same trap again?" Elder Scorpion Tail's expression turned ashen.

Indeed, it was like kicking a stone and breaking one’s own foot; he did not expect Old EvilJay (as in a surname, can also be translated as "merchant" or "trader" depending on context) to be so pragmatic?

"What do you want?"

"Ha ha," the old man with the wooden hat said smugly. "Of course, I will extract your soul and refine your essence."

"Bastard!" Elder Scorpion Tail remained silent for a moment before lifting his head again, his face filled with a cold smile: "You are breaking your promise. Words like yours mean nothing; don’t you fear the damage to your reputation if this spreads?"

"Reputation?" The old man seemed to have heard something laughable. "What is that? Back then, I fell into your trap because of my straightforwardness. Even White Stone Sect was destroyed. Now, how can I fall for it again? However, what you said might have some merit," he said with a sigh.

Elder Scorpion Tail's face was filled with anger and fear, but hearing the latter part, his heart leaped with hope; there might still be room to negotiate.

Just as he was about to speak eloquently, the old man with the wooden hat's next words plunged him into an icy pit: "What if all these people are watching? Even if I kill them all, what difference does it make?"

"You..."

Elder Scorpion Tail was shocked. He did not expect such a drastic change after his last painful lesson; this opponent had become more shameless and ruthless.

The other ancient demons present were equally stunned. Originally, they feared that the city gate's collapse would affect their interests, but now, it seemed they might be swept up in the chaos entirely. The old man with the wooden hat spoke with intense malice in his eyes; he was not joking.

At this moment, the guests who had come to observe all began to feel uneasy. If they knew this would happen, they would never have bothered coming for such a spectacle.

However, regret was useless now; there were no do-overs in either the immortal realm or the mortal world.

Old EvilJay (as in a surname, can also be translated as "merchant" or "trader" depending on context)'s gaze swept across everyone present. The ancient demons who met his eyes lowered their heads; not one dared to look him in the eye.

Finally, this old man spoke: "You heard our conversation. If you wise up and end your own lives, you can avoid much suffering. Otherwise..."

These words caused all the demons to exchange glances. Their last hope was dashed as it turned out that he meant business.

They were naturally furious, but what could they do? Apart from Elder Scorpion Tail, these guests were merely ancient demons of the Profound Dao and Spirit Realm levels; although their strength was not weak, it depended on the reference point. Compared to this unreasonable old man with the wooden hat, there was a vast difference.

So while they were angry, no one dared to challenge Old EvilJay (as in a surname, can also be translated as "merchant" or "trader" depending on context) openly, as everyone knew the principle that a shot fired at the head of a bird would hit its body.

After a moment, the old man with the wooden hat spoke again: "Still unwilling to end your own lives? Do you really think I will wait for you to make the first move?"

Before he could finish speaking, there was finally a response. "I came here merely to watch; I am not interested in the enmity between the two seniors. These matters have nothing to do with me. Goodbye."

As he spoke, a yellow light suddenly flared up, and he moved like a flash of wind.
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"Careless enough to die!"

The old man with a wooden hat flashed a mocking expression. His eyes glinted with ferocity as he raised his hand, and dark magical energy suddenly appeared. Two pops echoed, and the magic energy transformed into a one-horned monstrous python with wings sprouting from its back.

Turning slightly, Lin Xuan was already standing on the golden streak of lightning.

Swinging its tail, it quickly ensnared the opponent.

The sound of bones breaking filled his ears, followed by the monster transforming into black magical flames. The cultivator had been somewhat confident in his speed and thought he might escape, but ended up dead and fallen.

Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal's face was dark to the extreme; even other ancient demons fell silent. Perhaps intimidated by his power, they did not dare attack en masse.

However, this delay could not be a solution either. He would eventually be broken one by one.

Everyone knew this logic, but with such a precedent before them, who would willingly take the lead?

Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal frowned in thought, but he was at a loss for a plan.

Silence needed to be broken.

A strange light flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. "This kid is hard to deal with."

The old man's heart raced despite not having fought against Lin Xuan. An ominous warning emerged from within him, making his face even more grim.

This variable was something he did not want to face but had to handle now.

"Friend, you jest. Others must stay here, but as a Saint Clan cultivator of the Divinity Realm, why would I have no reason to fight with you? You can leave."

If it were a thousand years ago, the old man would have made an entirely different choice. However, his personality had changed after that ambush; he knew when to adapt and retreat.

He believed Lin Xuan would see sense, but his response was again contrary to expectations. The old man almost spat blood at Lin Xuan's reply.

"You are indeed impressive, with such power and authority. Kill if you must, let me go if you wish. What makes you think I should listen to your commands? I am not a Divinity Realm Saint; why should I?"

Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal was overjoyed as he feared Lin Xuan would just leave for self-preservation. The old man was both shocked and angry—his retreat had been a step back, but the other kept pressing.

A mere First Stage Divinity Realm ancient demon meant nothing to him; he would have torn this reckless kid's soul apart. But now... he wanted to do so, yet Lin Xuan wasn't alone.

It was like a tiger being bullied by a dog and a dragon being mocked by shrimp. His frustration knew no bounds.

But weighing the pros and cons, he did not want to fight with this foolish stranger. This was his moment for revenge; why engage in a pointless battle?

After pondering, he took a deep breath, calming his mood. A thousand years of hardship had honed his cultivation skills well. When he spoke again, his tone was calm.

"What do you desire?"

"Me? I want..." Lin Xuan smiled. "This is obvious. Today is Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal's joyous day, yet someone disrupts it with such malicious intent. Your so-called grievances are from a thousand years ago; there's no proof. Who knows if they're true or false. Maybe you're framing me. And your words contradict each other—Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal has already shown the Thunder Peng Order, but you still want to kill him. Everything comes down to reason. With such poor character, how can I stand idly by? If you see sense, return the order and apologize, vowing never to trouble Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal again. Otherwise... I will fight with you."

The surrounding ancient demons were already in uproar.

Everyone looked at him as if he was a monster.

It wasn't surprising; the cultivation world was full of danger, and the demon realm even more so, filled with bloodshed and deceit. Ancient demons usually prioritized self-preservation, so his departure would be unsurprising. But Lin Xuan's response was too unexpected.

Was this guy stupid? He had no connection but insisted on getting involved, challenging a mid-stage Divinity Realm cultivator.

What benefit did he gain from this? Wasn't there something wrong with him?

Curiosity still drove them.

Even the old man with the wooden hat was stunned by Lin Xuan's words and forgot to be angry. This... was too outrageous; he didn't know how to respond.

After a moment of silence, he finally stammered, "Are you... a fool?"

"What?" Lin Xuan feigned shock perfectly. "Friend, what do you mean? Do you want to humiliate me? The matter comes down to reason—either apologize and return the treasure or fight with me and Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal. Make your choice."

At this point, the old man had no other option. Dealing with a smart person was easy; dealing with such a foolish one was frustrating.

In truth, he didn't want conflict but what could he do against someone so principled?

Would it be better to retreat? Would his thousand-year-old grudge end just because of this fool's interference?

That was impossible!

It had nothing to do with personality—any cultivator in his position would act the same.

A mere fool, even a Divinity Realm one, could he really have such power?

He decided and hardened his expression. "Little guy, you've thought it through. You're willing to fight me for Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal, who's just an acquaintance? What do you gain from this? Be careful; you might be sold out by the other."

"Rubbish! Lin Senior Immortal, don't listen to that old demon's nonsense here. Your judgment is correct—he's using his strength to bully me. Poor me, alone and weak... little brother, please help me. If we join forces to defeat this enemy, I'll be your brother..."

The surrounding ancient demons cursed him but saw the benefit in Lin Xuan's foolishness. They didn't reveal it; instead, they echoed his words.

"Right, Senior Lin, that old demon kills innocents—please act for us."

"That old demon can't be trusted. We're on Scorpion Tail Senior Immortal's side."

"Senior Lin, we rely on you."

The old man remained silent. This foolishness was useless; he would make the other regret his interference.
第两千三百八十八章 虚影魔像

A series of unexpected events left Elder Wood Crown's face contorted with anger. He clenched his hands, and a shocking煞气 (evil aura) spread from behind him.

The evil aura gathered in the center, and an eerie howl echoed as a massive illusory figure rose up.

This figure was shrouded in black light, its face twisted into a grotesque expression of ferocity. It had wide, fanged jaws and eyes like copper bells. As soon as it appeared, it raised its right hand to strike with a fist the size of a vinegar jar, aiming at the front.

The rumbling sound filled his ears as the space around was disturbed by ripples from the punches. A Presence at the Diversion stage could not be underestimated, especially when using secret techniques.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; these were the exact punches aimed at him. If he had wanted to show off his strength, such an attack would have been nothing to him. But Lin Xuan was not genuinely helping Elder Scorpion Tail; while they were allies, no fool would give their all.

Seeing the other's fierce approach, Lin Xuan made no attempt to block it but darted away to one side.

Two ancient demons standing in front of him crumbled as he dodged, their bones breaking and joints dislocating. They were in for a miserable fate as substitutes.

Meanwhile, Elder Scorpion Tail had already taken action. Alone, he couldn't defeat Old Demon Jia, but now with someone willing to help, this was an excellent opportunity. He wouldn't let it slip away; today's conflict would not be resolved anyway.

With a loud roar, his newly worn wedding attire split apart, replaced by a layer of grayish-brown demon light enveloping him.

Crackling sounds filled the air as his body transformed dramatically. Below his waist, his legs vanished, and in their place appeared the body of a scorpion. Its appearance was ghastly, especially its tail, which shimmered with an eerie glow. A sweet scent wafted from it—sure enough, it contained剧毒 (poison).

Elder Scorpion Tail's title wasn't just a whimsical name; his current form was perfect for the occasion. Not only had he transformed his legs into scorpion tails, but his upper body also showed grayish-brown scales.

Though not fully covering him, these scales protected vital areas, while strange demonic patterns appeared elsewhere.

In an instant, Elder Scorpion Tail's presence seemed to have doubled in power.

Soon, the two ancient demons were locked in combat, with thunderous explosions and residual force spreading outward. Any demon hit by this would suffer broken bones or worse, even if they didn't die outright.

But for the lesser demons, this was a gift from heaven. Most seized the opportunity to escape the deadly wedding feast.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene. While the two ancient demons fought fiercely, Elder Scorpion Tail was clearly on the defensive. Meanwhile, that massive illusory figure blocked his path. Elder Wood Crown had indeed planned well, aiming to defeat them one by one.

But how could Lin Xuan let him succeed?

Everything should follow his carefully crafted script.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's face as he flicked a glance of strange light into the air. He summoned the Celestial Demon Foe from his palm.

It wasn't yet time for full exposure, so he continued to hide his true strength. But even without his treasures, the Celestial Demon Foe was formidable.

A black flash revealed a streak of darkness slicing toward the illusory figure with overwhelming force.

The illusory figure didn't flinch; it clapped its hands and struck out with two punches.

But Lin Xuan's strike was merely to lure. He vanished from his spot, appearing just over two meters away from the illusory figure.

Nine Heaven Microsteps!

He raised his right hand, summoning the Celestial Demon Foe, and cast a spell toward it.

A crackling sound echoed as demon light surged, enlarging the Celestial Demon Foe tenfold. It became a massive axe with black lightning swirling around its surface, slicing at the illusory figure's head.

The illusory figure was shocked, but it couldn't retreat now. Instead of surrendering, it raised both hands to form a shield from the chaotic energy.

Though this shield appeared spontaneously, its surface was marked by demonic patterns, making it heavy and solid with formidable defensive capabilities.

Bam!

The enlarged Celestial Demon Foe struck hard. The shield showed cracks but held firm. The illusory figure seemed relieved, only to be disappointed as Lin Xuan took advantage of his opponent's full defense to close in.

He raised his right hand, creating a vortex that attracted all the demon energy around him before striking at the illusory figure’s abdomen with a punch.

This punch looked ordinary but was powerful. The illusory figure's abdomen was instantly pierced. Lin Xuan, relentless, swung his hands like butterflies, casting multiple spells.

The Celestial Demon Foe flew and slashed, dealing heavy damage to the already weakened illusory figure. It couldn't withstand such attacks and disintegrated in three swift blows.

With the obstacle cleared, Lin Xuan darted to join the battle.

Two ancient demons were shocked but reacted differently. Elder Scorpion Tail was both surprised and pleased, while Elder Wood Crown's expression was grim. They never imagined that this seemingly foolish man would be so formidable.

"Friend Lin truly possesses great power. Together, we can defeat Old Demon Jia, a despicable villain. I will certainly reward you handsomely after the battle," said Elder Scorpion Tail.

"Fellow Scorpion Tail need not worry; it was just an act of righteousness for me. My actions were to uphold justice..."

Elder Wood Crown sneered but couldn't discern his true intentions. He too was unsure if he should retreat or fight.

Just as he hesitated, Elder Scorpion Tail took the initiative and attacked with the Celestial Demon Foe...
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A moment later, dark energy surged out, obscuring half of the sky. The old man with a wooden crown could not escape it. His eyes glinted with ferocity as he raised his right hand and slapped at his waist pouch.

Instantly, sharp rays of light shot out from the pouch, forming a blood-red beam several feet long that zipped towards Shedu's head, transforming into a crimson whip to slash down fiercely.

However, Shedu did not retreat or avoid. He had already been chanting a spell in his mouth. With a shake of his shoulder, a thin strand of black energy shot out from his sleeve.

It was a small sword-like black energy, also transforming into a black whip.

"Zing!" the sound echoed as the two treasures clashed overhead, creating an oppressive spiritual pressure. Simultaneously, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and a ball of fire about the size of an egg leaped out of his palm, swirling and expanding to the size of a cartwheel before heading straight for Shedu.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire!

At the same time, Lin Xuan clenched his right hand, gathering countless sword qi in his grasp. With a shake, the sword qi spread across the sky above Shedu's head.

The feeling of going from heaven to hell.

Shedu was stunned and speechless at this sudden turn of events. Just now, they had been allies fighting together against their enemies, but now, they were viciously turning on each other.

"Why?" he felt bitter as he asked himself. The move was dazzlingly beautiful, but if it weren't for the moment, he might not have died from such a small amount of dark fire and sword qi.

However, Lin Xuan had timed his attack perfectly, striking with ruthless precision. Shedu's treasures were already entangled in battle with Old Man Jia, leaving no time to defend himself. Moreover, he had just lost an arm due to severe pain, causing his spiritual energy to falter. Now, he was completely defenseless.

Disappointment, anger, and frustration enveloped him, but the most confusing part was why it happened this way. He wanted answers, but Lin Xuan did not have the patience to explain. There was no point in talking to a dead man. Shedu felt despair as he saw mockery on Lin Xuan's face.

In reality, all of this had been his trap. He had only been playing cleverly himself. Thinking that others were fools, he realized now that he was the real fool. Those who plotted against others would also be plotted against. Shedu regretted everything but it was too late. Lin Xuan would not give him a chance to turn things around.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire and sword qi had already eliminated Shedu completely, leaving no trace of his soul or body behind.

Shedu vanished into nothingness, with only an empty pouch floating in the air. Lin Xuan grabbed it; today's收获 was good.

But the enemy wasn't fully defeated yet.

Lin Xuan turned to face the old man with a wooden crown.

Old Man Jia was equally shocked by what had just happened. The events were beyond his expectations.

His expression towards Lin Xuan was complex, filled with hatred, gratitude, and admiration.

He hated because Lin Xuan had cut off his legs. He was grateful that his archenemy, Young Lady Lin Yu娇, had been eliminated. As for the other...

A thousand years ago, he endured so much hardship, reflecting on it and changing his nature. No longer stubborn or rigid, he learned to plan carefully before acting. This time, he meticulously planned the revenge, almost pushing Shedu into a corner.

He thought himself a cunning man, adept at plotting and scheming. But encountering this Lin Xuan made him feel like a fool, manipulated by him effortlessly.

Not only was it Old Man Jia who felt this way; Shedu also did. The two old men were pitifully caught in a clever trap laid by the young man, leaving them both severely injured. What should they do now that Shedu had fallen and Old Man Jia's injuries were severe?

He didn't know, but Lin Xuan's face was filled with satisfaction.

My plan worked well. Everything seemed to be an accident or coincidence, just adapting to circumstances.

Discovering that Shedu had forcibly taken Lin Yu娇, given their shared sect ties, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore it. Originally, he planned to simply eliminate Shedu and rescue Young Lady Lin Yu娇. But then, Old Man Jia's unexpected appearance and the involvement of Lei Peng's token added complications.

Upon learning about the token's purpose, Lin Xuan was determined to get it. However, how to obtain it required some artistry; directly taking it by force would be foolish, risking a confrontation with Shedu or Old Man Jia, even both attacking him simultaneously.

Although he wasn't afraid of their combined strength, they were no match for the Twin Demons of Heavenly Calm. Moreover, his current self was far different from before.

While he could handle them, was it really necessary to waste effort?

The saying goes: "In war, the best strategy is to defeat the enemy without fighting." Why not use a clever plan to avoid a battle and save energy?

Thus, Lin Xuan pretended to be foolish, devising this two-pronged strategy.

Playing dumb worked wonders; both ancient demons were fooled. Now that Shedu was gone, Old Man Jia's injuries were severe, he could say with certainty that his goal had been achieved.

"Who are you? What is your purpose?"

The old man's voice trembled as he asked, filled with suspicion.

Lin Xuan smiled: "Who am I? You can find out in the underworld when you get there. As for my purpose, heh, sorry, I don't want to say."

"You have me cornered?" The old man's face showed madness as he laughed in anger: "Yes, you are cunning and clever. In my current state, I cannot defeat you. But a man can be killed but not humiliated. If I were to self-destruct now, what chance would you have of escaping?"

"Do you threaten me?" Lin Xuan's expression changed.

"What if? Either let old man go; we had no grudges before, so why should today's grudge matter? Or we both die together," the old man said with a fierce look in his eyes. He felt that he was back in control, but was it really like that?

Just as Lin Xuan seemed furious, his face suddenly turned into a smile: "Do you want to self-destruct? Go ahead."

"What?"

The old man was shocked. If he remembered correctly, there were no grudges between them. Did he really wish to die alongside him?

It was understandable why the old man was stunned; Lin Xuan's actions defied logic, harming both himself and others unless he had a problem.

But before his words could finish, he suddenly heard buzzing sounds in his ears. His heart chilled as he tried to summon his treasures, but it was too late.

Dozens of insect-like dark energy creatures rushed towards him.
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"Bad!"

He could only release his protective aura, but the Jade Net Bee seemed to ignore it. Although this demonic insect had not fully matured, it was now at a stage where swords and knives couldn't harm it, nor could water or fire penetrate its defenses. A mere protective aura would do nothing against them.

Lin Xuan had no interest in prolonging his victory by arguing with the opponent, adding unnecessary variables to the situation. His only goal in talking to the Elder Wood Crown was to attract his attention and secretly release the Jade Net Bee.

Now that his objective was achieved, he could hear a series of惨叫声 (screams) as the protective aura formed by his protective aura shattered like paper before the Jade Net Bee. The insect had already covered his face.

A pig-like scream entered his ears, and Lin Xuan's face showed mockery: "Want to self-explode your婴魂 (yin hun) to intimidate me? Show it to me if you have the guts."

Not only did the Jade Net Bee possess time poison, but the pain after being stung was almost unbearable. Under such intense pain, he could barely condense his法力 (fǎlì), let alone accelerate and rage it for a self-destruct. Lin Xuan had already anticipated this move; how could he be threatened by the opponent in such an advantageous situation?

"Ah!"

The Jade Net Bee covered his face, causing unbearable pain while blinding him. The Elder Wood Crown no longer cared about the surrounding enemies and frantically tried to grab the demonic insects on his face with hands enveloped in魔光 (móguāng).

Lin Xuan sighed; all these struggles were futile: "Why do you still do that useless thing? Let me send you to阴曹地府 (yīncáodìfǔ, hell)."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a nine-palace moment sword flew out. This wasn't just an energy wave; it was his本命宝物 (běnmìng bǎowù, life-bound treasure).

A flash of red light split the insect in half from its forehead, leaving no trace of his元婴 (yuányīn). His face still showed fear and anger. Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, summoning a burst of fire that reduced the insect to ash.

Lin Xuan took out his storage bracelet. A satisfied look appeared on his face; using strategy was indeed the right choice. Even with his strength, he could defeat the Scorpion Tail Senior and Elder Wood Crown even if it meant fighting them. But it would be a bitter battle, not as pleasant and easy as now.

However, everything has its downside. Lin Xuan didn't know that his seemingly clever move had inadvertently sown seeds of trouble for him.

...

Several thousand miles away in an empty plain.

Two streaks of lightning-like light crossed the sky. Two ancient demons with powerful abilities were talking privately. They were both at the Separation stage, a level where they could communicate telepathically.

"Brother Qiu, do you think that young Lin fellow is the one our Holy Ancestor wanted us to find?" The speaker was a middle-aged demon with a gloomy expression, his eyes showing some uncertainty and confusion.

The recipient of his question was an elderly red-faced demon whose cultivation level was slightly higher, already at the peak of the Separation stage.

"I don't know either," the elder sighed.

"Brother Qiu also doesn't know?" The middle-aged demon was surprised. Although he didn't mention his strength, he was known for his wisdom and strategic thinking.

"Not really." The elder rubbed his forehead, showing a thoughtful expression: "From appearance to physique, this person matches the Holy Ancestor's description of the young Lin. However, according to the Holy Ancestor, that boy is extremely cunning and devious. But what we saw at the wedding was just an ignorant brute… This is hard to reconcile."

"Could he be feigning innocence?"

"Feigning innocence... Hmm, this is possible." The elder's eyes flashed with a hint of insight: "Actually, we don't need to overthink it. We should simply report this truthfully and let the Holy Ancestor make his decision."

"The words of Brother Qiu are reasonable."

The middle-aged demon nodded in agreement.

He then reached into his waistband, revealing a yellow light that turned into a blackish jade talisman.

This was a Ten Thousand Mile Talisman given by the Holy Ancestor, a special treasure reserved for trusted subordinates. Although Tian Yuan had joined the Frost Soul faction, as a渡劫期 (dùjiéqī) Holy Ancestor, he naturally had some loyalists and trusted subordinates who were searching for Lin Xuan's whereabouts to avoid drawing attention from the Frost Soul or the Precious Snake.

These two ancient demons were Tian Yuan's trusted subordinates. They came here with another task but happened upon the Scorpion Tail Senior taking a concubine, so they went along to offer their congratulations. Unintentionally, they discovered Lin Xuan's whereabouts.

Although their appearances matched, the difference in personalities was too great for them to be sure if this was indeed the Holy Ancestor's target. But such an opportunity couldn't be missed; they would inform him first.

The middle-aged demon lowered his head and whispered, imprinting his message on the Ten Thousand Mile Talisman. He then flicked his sleeve, causing the talisman to emit a flash of light that turned into a streak of gray lightning, vanishing from sight.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. After defeating two powerful enemies, he felt satisfied with his victory.

However, there were still things to do.

He wouldn't forget why he had caused such a disturbance at the wedding.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his spiritual awareness, quickly finding what he was looking for.

Then Lin Xuan's streak of lightning-like light flew towards the inner chambers of the city lord's residence.

A grayish light barrier appeared in his vision.

As a spirit transformation stage ancient demon and the ruler of a city, the Scorpion Tail Senior's dwelling was extremely luxurious. The area of the city lord's residence was even larger than the imperial palace in the mortal world.

The inner chambers were rarely visited by guests, so they naturally had禁制 (jìzhì) to protect them.

But how could these trivial barriers stop Lin Xuan?

He raised his right hand and dozens of sword energy waves appeared. They expanded as he waved them together, forming a giant sword.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the ground with his finger. The giant sword flashed and slashed downward.

Since there were few visitors to the inner chambers, the禁制 (jìzhì) wasn't particularly formidable. After all, the Scorpion Tail Senior was a spirit transformation stage ancient demon; who would dare provoke him?

A loud tearing sound echoed as the light barrier shattered like an inflated bubble.

The cries of shock filled his ears. Lin Xuan lowered his head and saw several female demons dressed in maidservant attire, their faces showing fear and confusion. They didn't know what had happened in the front hall or that the Scorpion Tail Senior was already dead.

However, the powerful spiritual pressure he emitted frightened them.

"Where is the new concubine of Scorpion Tail Senior?" Lin Xuan's authoritative voice echoed.

"We don't know... " The maidservants stuttered nervously.
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"Don't know?"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as his expression turned grim.随┆夢┆小┆說,.com

He wasn't a soft-hearted person; such acts of pity and respect were only done by rookies just entering the cultivation world. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, preparing to use Soul Scrying on someone, but at that moment, a maid in a red gown lifted her head.

"Senior, may I ask if you are referring to that human girl?"

"Noticed...?"

Lin Xuan raised his chin with an arrogant look: "Do you know where she is?"

"The servant knows. She's in the pavilion behind the Fragrant Courtyard..."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan closed his eyes again after hearing this, even though the City Lord’s residence was vast, his spiritual sense covered a much broader area. Knowing the general direction would make it easier to find her.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan had his answer; the other party indeed didn't dare lie. Lin Yu娇 was there.

With useful clues in hand, Lin Xuan showed no interest in killing innocents and flashed away, disappearing from sight.

The first floor was lavishly decorated, but Lin Yu娇 wasn’t here. She turned her gaze to a staircase corner and walked over.

"Could the master be back..."

A respectful voice entered his ears as soon as he arrived on the second floor, where a female cultivator dressed like a maid greeted him with a bow.

She was somewhat vague, barely able to make out who she was looking at.

But when she lifted her head, shock appeared on her face: "You... Who are you? How did you get here?"

This woman wasn’t bad-looking, but Lin Xuan had no interest in chatting with a small maid. He waved his sleeve and a green glow enveloped the girl, causing her to faint.

The girl sitting by the bed heard the commotion and raised her head, revealing an incredibly beautiful yet sorrowful face—Lin Yu娇’s.

She had been forcibly married off by an ancient demon, and she was already considering suicide. However, all of her magical power was sealed, making self-destruction impossible. Furthermore, there were always maids arranged by the old demon around her, leaving no other way to end her life.

Her heart filled with fear, but fortunately, the heavens seemed to hear her prayers. Just as she was about to be married, the old demon’s enemy arrived...

Although the danger had been temporarily pushed back, the saying went that one could avoid the first day of the month but not the fifteenth. Lin Yu娇 still had no idea what fate awaited her.

Her heart was filled with anxiety, but there was nothing she could do about it. Time passed in a state of restless waiting, and the feeling was anything but pleasant.

Hearing the noise, Lin Yu娇 lifted her head just as Lin Xuan looked over. Their gazes met mid-air.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a faint smile, while Lin Yu娇 almost thought she had imagined it or was seeing things due to too much hope for rescue.

She blinked, and there stood Lin Xuan in front of her, his face so kind and gentle—it wasn’t just an illusion.

"Li... Li Senior Brother."

To be honest, although they had some interactions, they weren’t very familiar. But in this strange world, seeing a fellow cultivator made them feel happy and close.

"Junior Sister Lin, you’ve suffered." Lin Xuan scratched his head; he was at a loss for words on how to greet her after such an unusual meeting.

"Why are you here, Senior Brother Lin? Where’s the old demon?" Lin Yu娇, though only a Cave Profound cultivator, had been trained enough to sense something wasn’t right. She was in the City Lord’s inner residence now.

In the main hall, Lin Senior Brother appeared, along with an ancient demon, and there were guests present today. It would be impossible for her to be here; the residence was protected by barriers that could warn of intruders, even if they weren’t very strong.

How did he get in? Could it be...

Lin Yu娇 suddenly thought of a possibility: The old demon had already perished, and only then would his followers scatter. This was the only scenario where Lin Senior Brother could enter here.

This thought excited her so much that she almost trembled with joy, barely able to form coherent words.

"Li Senior Brother, did your old enemy kill the old demon?"

It wasn’t surprising for her to be so excited; if this were true, she would finally escape her suffering.

Lin Xuan smiled. Sensing her hope and anxiety, there was no need to hide anything: "Yes, Junior Sister Lin, you don't have to worry. The old demon is gone, eliminated by me..."

"Eliminated by you?" Lin Yu娇 was surprised; although her magical power was sealed, a small part of her spiritual sense could still be released. She couldn’t feel the other person’s cultivation level, but she could sense their realm.

Could it be...

She didn't have much interaction with Lin Xuan, but she knew he wasn’t someone who liked to exaggerate. This revelation shocked her so much that she stuttered.

"Li... Li Senior Brother... No, should I call you Uncle? Have you advanced to the Profound Realm?"

Seeing his expression, it was as if she were looking at a monster. It had been over a century since their last meeting, but for cultivators of this level, it felt like just a blink.

Their original goal in coming to the demon realm was merely to find ingredients for refining a Profound Pill, but even with such a rare pill, advancement wasn't guaranteed.

But Lin Senior Brother... No, Uncle. He had advanced from the Cave Profound Realm within a hundred years, becoming a powerful cultivator of the Profound Realm. Was he really exaggerating? Seeing someone so formidable, she couldn’t believe her eyes. Her heart was in turmoil.

Envy, admiration, and respect—of course, there was also some jealousy.

"Yes, I seized this opportunity and advanced to the Profound Realm..."

"Opportunity?"

Lin Yu娇 laughed inwardly; her new Uncle Brother was truly humble. How could such an advancement be just a coincidence? Everyone else had it easier. The Profound Realm was a turning point; once you entered, you were considered a powerful cultivator. So this realm was particularly difficult to break through. Lin Senior Brother’s casual mention of it seemed too dismissive.

But she couldn’t show any sign of doubt on the surface. Even when he was still at the Cave Profound Realm, Lin Senior Brother could defeat Sword Venerable on horseback; his strength far surpassed that of other cultivators in the same realm. Advancing to the Profound Realm now must be even more formidable. Her sister might not be able to match him either. In other words, he was the real top expert of their sect, though without the title of Venerable Elder, his power was undeniable. Such a presence couldn’t be offended.

Moreover, if it weren't for Lin Senior Brother, she would have been forced to marry that disgusting ancient demon as his concubine. Lin Xuan saved her from such a fate; her gratitude knew no bounds. She couldn't afford to upset him by saying anything disrespectful.

"Congratulations, Uncle Brother! Thank you for your great kindness. I can’t perform the courtesy ritual due to the restrictions placed on me, but please don’t take it amiss..."

"Uncle Brother?"

Lin Xuan scratched his nose; although he knew the rules of the cultivation world, their last meeting had been as equals. Now they were a generation apart, and it felt strange. But Lin Xuan didn’t decline the title; this was normal.

As for the restrictions, Lin Xuan paid them no mind. He walked over and inserted his sleeve into the air, sending out a green glow that entered Lin Yu娇’s head. She immediately felt as if she were in a furnace, with an overwhelming magical power directly breaking down her internal barriers.
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"Thank you, Senior Uncle."

The woman was overjoyed and stood up gracefully. She bowed to Lin Xuan with a look of utmost respect on her face. The restrictions she tried to remove herself proved ineffective; however, they were effortlessly destroyed by Lin Xuan's movements, the disparity in their strength being incomparable.

She took a deep breath and调动了丹田中的法力，在经脉中运转，丝毫没有迟滞，证明所有禁制确实已被完全解除，再无任何残留。

Surviving this ordeal, she felt relieved. She did not want to stay here any longer. Lin Xuan had the same thought; having gained much already, staying in Scorpion Tail City would be unwise. One could never tell what might happen later.

Although such concerns were likely unnecessary, it was clear that fleeing was the best course of action. There was no doubt about this.

The two agreed instantly, so there was no need for further discussion. They looted the city lord's residence and then took their leave, each displaying their own abilities to fly into the distant sky.

"Junior Niece Yu, how did you end up in the clutches of that Scorpion Tail Old Demon?"

Although Lin Xuan wasn't a gossip, he had to ask since this was his encounter.

Upon hearing this, Yu Jiao's face showed a hint of sadness as she sighed softly. "A few months ago, while searching for spirit herbs, I inadvertently revealed my true form. The Scorpion Tail old monster saw me and, driven by lust, captured me."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan did not show much emotion; he was just casually inquiring.

Unlike his indifference, a glint appeared in the girl's eyes as she looked at Lin Xuan's gentle face. She finally bit her lip and spoke: "Senior Uncle, how did you advance? It took only a century for you to progress from Profound Obscurity to Spirit Separation Stage. Surely, Senior Uncle must have had some incredible experiences."

"Indeed, I was fortunate," said Lin Xuan with a smile. He kept his humility as his principle; even though he was now a powerful Spirit Separation stage cultivator, he would not forget himself. He casually dismissed the matter and did not need to elaborate on all the wonders that happened after arriving in the Demon World.

The woman understood and did not press further.

Their遁光 extremely swift, they soon flew over ten thousand miles.

Lin Xuan's figure became blurry before stopping. Although Yu Jiao was somewhat confused, she naturally followed suit.

"Senior Uncle, what is wrong?"

"Junior Niece Yu, I still have some matters to attend to. Let us part here," said Lin Xuan calmly. He had not forgotten his purpose for coming here: the Ice Flame Valley.

"Agreed."

To her surprise, she did not ask any more questions but instead bowed respectfully to Lin Xuan with a grateful expression on her face. "I will never forget your life-saving grace. The Demon World is dangerous; although Senior Uncle has great abilities, please be careful."

"I understand. Take care of yourself as well," said Lin Xuan.

He nodded at the girl and then surrounded himself in a green glow before vanishing from sight.

Sighing, Yu Jiao realized she was envious but quickly regained her composure. As they say, one should know when to be content; escaping the Scorpion Tail Master's grasp was already fortunate enough.

Moreover, great misfortunes often bring good fortune. It would be better to focus on finding treasures for refining a Spirit Separation Pill rather than envy Senior Uncle Lin.

Meanwhile, as the sun began to set, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the Ice Flame Valley.

Surveying the vast mountains before him, his eyes narrowed and his expression grew serious. As one of Black Flame State's most notorious forbidden areas, the dangers here were obvious.

While he did not dwell on the outer valley for now, the inner valley was said to be so perilous that even Spirit Separation stage cultivators could fall prey to it. Although Lin Xuan had great confidence in his abilities, entering without caution would still be risky.

Nevertheless, as they say, fortune favors the bold. Since fate had unexpectedly provided him with a map, he couldn't let such an opportunity pass. How dangerous could Ice Flame Valley be when compared to the perils of his journey so far?

As long as he remained cautious, Lin Xuan believed he would successfully retrieve the treasures.

However, it was late in the day. Although night did not hinder his vision, the dangers would certainly increase. Weighing the pros and cons, he decided to rest for a while; it wouldn't matter if he waited another night.

The night passed uneventfully.

The next morning, as soon as the sun rose high, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the depths of the vast mountains.

Although he did not use his full speed, his flight was still very fast. It wasn’t that Lin Xuan was overconfident; for a Spirit Separation stage cultivator like him, the outer valley posed little threat, while the inner valley held far more dangers.

While caution was wise, it had its limits. Even daring元婴期 beings dared to search for treasures in the outer valley. If he showed excessive cowardice, it would be rather amusing.

On his journey, he encountered some demons, but their low levels posed no real threat.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan found some treasures, though they held little value to him compared to the spirit herbs that seemed invaluable to others. However, with his current mission, these lower-grade herbs were of no concern.

Since there was nothing blocking his path, he reached the outer and inner valley junction in half a day.

The Ice Flame Valley's terrain was unique; the inner and outer valleys did not connect directly but through a narrow valley.

This valley was over a hundred feet long with its widest point being only three feet. It could accommodate only one person at a time.

Millions of years ago, two factions fought here, completely altering the environment. The space itself became unstable, and once entering this narrow valley, one would be swallowed by spatial rifts.

However, these spatial rifts were different; instead of danger, they functioned like a teleportation array, sending cultivators into the inner valley of Ice Flame Valley.

Lin Xuan had read enough ancient texts to know this. Without hesitation, he entered the narrow valley.
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Surely enough, as soon as Lin Xuan stepped into the space, a large spatial rift appeared before him. It opened like a giant mouth, threatening to swallow him whole.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Since this was the only path leading to the Inner Valley, he wouldn't avoid it. However, even knowing there was no danger, Lin Xuan still activated his Nine Heavens Spirit Shield and kept his mana on high alert.

Better safe than sorry; being cautious at this point couldn’t hurt.

A dizzying sensation washed over him. While spatial rifts did have teleportation effects, the comfort level compared to a telepathic array built by cultivators was incomparable.

An unpleasant odor reached his nostrils, reminiscent of decaying leaves and rotting vegetation. He looked around and saw numerous small hills that were not very tall but bare. Even if there were some plants, they were all extremely short. The temperature in the air was also incredibly high; ordinary mortals might not even last a breath here. Lin Xuan didn't care about this; he was currently surveying his surroundings to assess where he had landed.

According to the descriptions in his books, entering the Inner Valley through a spatial rift was random, so there was a lot of luck involved.

He could end up encountering powerful monsters right away, which would be unlucky even for ancient demons. Or, he might find precious treasures… The concept of fortune is unpredictable; luck can't be relied upon.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the map. His luck seemed decent; at least he hadn’t been thrown into a monster’s den immediately.

With a flick of his sleeve, a wooden box flew out. He flicked his fingers, and the lid opened on its own as a piece of animal hide materialized.

A treasure map, originally split in two, but now Lin Xuan had pieced it together completely.

He needed to determine where he was and how far away from the location where the treasure was buried.

As he scanned over the map, his brows furrowed. The surrounding terrain… didn’t seem to match anything on the map.

There were two possibilities: either the map was too vague or things had changed since it was created—over a million years ago, the landscape of the Ice Flame Valley could have altered significantly.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment and decided to head forward to see what he could find. To determine his exact location, he just needed to locate some prominent landmarks in the Ice Flame Valley, which wouldn't be difficult.

With that thought, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew ahead.

Unlike when he was in the Outer Valley, Lin Xuan flew slowly. Everywhere he looked were small hills not very tall, extending outward one after another. Most of these hills had grayish-black rock formations; although they weren't completely barren, there were only some low shrubs here and there.

The temperature around him continued to rise.

Lin Xuan's brows remained furrowed.

After about a cup of tea’s time, a vast lake came into view.

This wasn’t an ordinary lake. The water was hot and bubbling with steam, giving Lin Xuan the chills.

It wasn't water; it was lava.

But Lin Xuan's expression remained as calm as ever. He had experienced so much in his journey through the cultivation world; a mere lava lake didn't faze him.

Besides, given that this place was called the Ice Flame Valley, the presence of one or two lava lakes wasn’t particularly strange.

Lin Xuan thought to himself, but just then, he heard a tearing sound.

His brows furrowed as he turned his head towards the source. The red surface of the lake split apart, revealing a massive figure.

It was a giant snake… no, not quite; that was only its head. This was an unknown monster Lin Xuan had never seen before.

Imagine a creature combining elements of a hippopotamus and a snake. Its neck alone was over seven or eight zhang long, while the body of this hippo-like creature was as large as a small mountain.

It didn’t seem to be bothered by the hot lava; in fact, it looked quite comfortable.

But what surprised Lin Xuan wasn't just that.

The terrifying ancient beast before him was ice属性.

From its body, endless coldness emanated. This coldness intertwined with the lava, creating an eerie scene.

Think about it: a lake of lava hosting an ice属性 monster; no matter how you looked at it, this sight seemed too incredible to be real.

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan was still taken aback.

The Ice Flame Valley being called a forbidden area made sense. In other environments, such a strange scene wouldn’t have been visible.

But despite the surprise, Lin Xuan felt no fear; in fact, he even felt a bit pleased.

This monster wasn't from the demon realm but an ancient beast. Its attributes were so unique that its inner core would be of great use to him. According to his books, there were usually treasures and resources in the areas where powerful ancient beasts resided in the Ice Flame Valley.

While the probability wasn’t 100%, it was still a good chance.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

The ancient beast also noticed him surveying its surroundings; it raised its head and let out an angry roar. The sound was like rolling thunder, filled with intimidation. Unfortunately for the ancient beast, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid at all. Ancient beasts didn’t have a ranking system like cultivators; their strength often depended on their lifespan or environment.

This ice属性 monster living in the lava lake clearly had considerable power. However, to Lin Xuan, who was already an entry-level spirit formation cultivator, it wasn’t much of a challenge. Since its inner core would be useful, he decided to kill it first.

With a flick of his sleeve, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword appeared. Lin Xuan didn't intend to fight for long; hence, he immediately used his命魂 treasure. Unlike the previous Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring, this new命魂 treasure was incredibly powerful and could be considered one of his trump cards.

Red light shone as eighty-one immortal swords materialized, burning with fierce flames, slashing at him from all directions.

The attack was so vicious that the ancient beast showed signs of fear in its eyes. It opened its mouth and expelled a large amount of cold air. The coldness gathered in the middle, forming dozens of bright flying knives, which looked impressive. However, when they came into contact with the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, they were no match; clinking sounds filled his ears as they were torn to pieces.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan shouted, and the flying swords converged into a massive sword that severed the ancient beast's head in one strike.
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So clean and decisive, it also left a hint of surprise on Lin Xuan's face. He subconsciously rubbed his forehead and pondered deeply.

Was the ancient beast too weak or was his own strength actually stronger than expected? Could he have defeated this ferocious ancient beast in just one round?

It must be the latter!

After all, it lived in a lava lake and had ice attributes. No matter how you looked at such an odd creature, it couldn't possibly be that weak.

With this thought, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. It seemed he had underestimated his own strength for so long. The illusion was due to the battle against Twin Demons Shentian and Tian岚, where although he won, the process was quite arduous. He had only managed to extract about six or seven tenths of his power.

Firstly, Lin Xuan had just advanced in rank and hadn't even stabilized his new realm before entering into combat. Under such circumstances, the strength he could exert would naturally be diminished. After all, on the surface, he had advanced to the Spirit Cultivation Stage, but he was unfamiliar with this new realm, so his use of magical power and manipulation of primordial energy was constrained.

To put it fairly, in that battle, Lin Xuan only managed to unleash about six or seven tenths of his strength.

Secondly, he fought against multiple opponents. Towards the end, because of his beloved's demise, the Green Armored Ancient Demon didn't want to live either and used a cultivation-enhancing technique, disregarding the risk of dropping realms, temporarily making his magical power comparable to that of a late-stage Spirit Cultivator.

Although his current strength was still inferior to an actual late-stage Spirit Cultivator, adding in the effects of desperation, his combat prowess was quite formidable. Yet even so, he won.

This demonstrated just how powerful Lin Xuan actually was. However, due to his oversight, he hadn't fully considered the adverse factors from that battle when assessing his own strength, making it seem weaker than it truly was. Nevertheless, as a clever person, after killing the ancient beast with such ease, Lin Xuan quickly understood the underlying reasons and couldn't help but smile in understanding. His original estimate had been too conservative. Originally... he already possessed such power.

Lin Xuan raised his head again to see the remains of the ancient beast falling from mid-air. He flicked his sleeves, and a streak of green light shot out. Soon after, the Nine Palaces Needle Sword danced through the air, quickly reducing the ancient beast's corpse into pieces. Useful fur and bones were naturally collected in his arms; the Musty Bag was spacious enough.

However, at this moment, a brilliant snow-white light flashed from within the corpse, flying swiftly towards the horizon.

It was not a妖丹, but rather the inner core of the ancient beast.

The name didn't matter. This item was undoubtedly the most important material on the ancient beast, and Lin Xuan wouldn't let it escape.

His figure flashed, vanishing from his original spot, arriving in front of the inner core first.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, making a virtual grab. Instantly, spatial fluctuations arose, and a dazzling green hand appeared before his eyes. It moved with lightning speed, snatching the inner core into its palm.

He then spread his fingers, but the inner core was trapped within a pale-green light barrier. No matter how it struggled, it couldn't escape.

At the center of that inner core, there was a flickering light, somewhat blurry yet constantly changing. This had to be the soul of the ancient beast.

This inner core was also an ice attribute treasure. Lin Xuan didn't know its specific uses, but one thing was certain: it wasn't trivial.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand and the inner core vanished, stored in the Musty Bag.

He then released his divine consciousness to scan the lava lake before him, a look of contemplation appearing on his face.

There seemed to be something inside. However, due to the lava lake, his divine consciousness couldn't sense it clearly enough. He would have to go down personally to confirm.

After all, with such an ancient beast guarding this place, the likelihood of there being treasures here was quite high.

With these thoughts in mind, a green light enveloped Lin Xuan's body as the Nine Heaven Qi Shield once again surrounded him. With a splash, he jumped into the lava lake.

The scorching lava turned red, and the temperature rose sharply around him. However, this was all blocked by his protective shield; to Lin Xuan at his current strength, it wasn't considered a formidable spell. Yet, it was still very handy in such situations.

In the midst of the lava, while his divine consciousness would be somewhat weakened, its impact on Lin Xuan remained negligible.

Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head to the left, as if he had discovered something there.

A snow-white lotus flower appeared before him, about the size of a bowl.

"Snow Lotus from Heavenly Mountain!" No... it was only similar to the Snow Lotus from Heavenly Mountain. The core of this lotus was red, and Snow Lotus from Heavenly Mountain grew in extremely cold mountains.

This lotus flower had grown in the lava lake; could it be...

A hint of狂喜 flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. If he wasn't mistaken, even within the Three Realms, there was only one type of ice attribute lotus that could grow in a lava lake—something he had long desired.

Lava Snow Lotus!

Finding what he sought after much effort turned out to be effortless. This was precisely what Lin Xuan now craved.

Crafting a complete Nine Palaces Needle Sword was too difficult, so Lin Xuan decided to create a simplified version of his命宝, essentially building on the already crafted Fire Sword and incorporating materials with other attributes, turning it into a treasure with nine different attributes.

The benefit of this approach was that fewer materials were needed. However, as with everything, there were downsides. Combining materials from different attributes would result in strong repulsion effects.

For example, integrating water attribute materials into the Fire Sword would be challenging, as the saying "water and fire do not mix" illustrated. Yet, Lin Xuan had no choice but to proceed. Fortunately, there was a solution: finding some materials that could neutralize the two attributes, reducing the repulsion effect.

However, such neutralizing materials were rare, and Lin Xuan wasn't entirely confident. He didn't expect to find one here.

The Lava Snow Lotus could balance water and fire. In other words, with this item, adding a water attribute to the Nine Palaces Needle Sword was no longer an obstacle.
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The heavens were indeed kind to him. Originally, he had come to the Ice Flame Valley to seek treasures left behind by the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor. Unexpectedly, this chance encounter brought such bountiful rewards. Lin Xuan's joy was palpable; there was no need for further hesitation.

He carefully plucked a lava snow lotus and placed it in a specially crafted wooden box. He then affixed severalprohibition seal符箓 to its surface to prevent the medicinal properties from fading over time.

Having completed these tasks, Lin Xuan took off into the sky with a flash of green light.

At the same time, atop a massive volcano within the inner valley of Ice Flame Valley, there was a tremor as lava and thick smoke spewed out from the summit.

The entire horizon turned crimson-black. The power of nature was formidable indeed, but unlike ordinary volcanoes, this one also emitted monstrous creatures with grotesque features. Their eyes were blood-red and fist-sized, and they had bat-like wings sprouting from their backs.

There were hundreds of them, densely packed in the sky, already numbering over a thousand. More kept emerging from the lava as it continued to erupt.

Amidst the flames, smoke, and these ugly creatures, stood a graceful young man named Tian Xiaojian. He showed no fear when facing those strange eyes; with a flick of his fingers, sword energy erupted in streams, quickly decimating the monsters.

Despite their numbers, they were no match for him. Tian Xiaojian was like an emperor on earth, unchallenged and invincible.

The vast mountains came into view as a robed cultivator sneered. This was Ice Flame Valley; that cunning Lin Xuan had finally been exposed despite his fox-like cunning.

What was the purpose of his deception in Scorpion Tail City? Why did he come to Ice Flame Valley?

These questions were beyond him, but it mattered not. As long as he could catch that little guy, he would obtain treasures passed down by the Nine Heavens Fairy.

As for the dangers of Ice Flame Valley, a scholar naturally knew about them, but what was a minor threat to a Saint Ancestor at the Transcendent Tribulation stage? Even though he wasn't the original entity of Tian Yuan, just an incarnation, these small risks were nothing to him.

With such thoughts in mind, a sneer appeared on his lips as he flashed into the vast mountains.

On another side, within Ice Flame Valley, a group of ancient demons flew low, each fully extending their divine senses and constantly looking around for something important.

Despite differing levels of cultivation, all had at least early Profound Origin stage, with two leaders being major powers at the Intermediate and Early Profound Origin stages.

"Senior Brother, do you really think that ancient site exists? We've been searching for days without any clues; are you sure you didn't misremember?" A pale-faced middle-aged demon said impatiently.

"How can you doubt me?" The sinister-looking crow-faced demon replied darkly.

"Haha, Senior Brother, I wouldn't say such things. Our fellow cultivators have known each other for tens of thousands of years; how could I not trust you? But..."

"Just spit it out," the crow-faced demon snorted disdainfully.

"Senior Brother, there's something that intrigues me. You claimed to see this ancient site firsthand a hundred years ago. While that is quite some time, we cultivators have perfect memories, especially for such important places. How could you possibly forget?"

"Humph, it's not so strange," the crow-faced old man said grumpily. "You know how special Ice Flame Valley is; its outer and inner valleys are disconnected, requiring spatial rifts to enter. A hundred years ago, I was fortunate enough to be transported to a barren place. At first, I didn't notice anything amiss, but my petturning heaven mouse (a powerful spirit beast) was sensitive to theprohibition seal (restrictive forces), which revealed this hidden realm. However, those restrictions were incredibly strong; despite all my efforts, I couldn't break them. Leaving was a bitter pill to swallow. Later, an ancient beast came and nearly devoured me..."

"That creature had low intelligence but formidable strength, far surpassing ordinary Profound Origin Saint Beings. I couldn't defeat it and fled in fear for my life," the old man said ungraciously.

"So that's how it was. Senior Brother, why are you so sure this place is an ancient cultivator’s abode? I've never heard of anyone living in Ice Flame Valley; its chaotic energy makes it unsuitable for cultivation." The middle-aged demon resolved his doubts but soon raised a new question.

"I can be certain because the environment here is unique. But there are countless cultivation methods, so you can't say with certainty that none would suit such an environment. Judging from those restrictions, someone must have intentionally set them up; the treasures inside are bound to be significant," the middle-aged demon said, licking his lips.

Although he found his senior brother's explanation somewhat weak, wealth was often sought in dangerous places. Having embarked on this path, any risk was acceptable. Besides, since he had arrived at Ice Flame Valley, there was no turning back. He might as well take a chance and hope for great rewards.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

Meanwhile, he was under attack by a group ofgriffin (lion-headed eagles) with double wings.

He had only seen these creatures in ancient texts; encountering them now was a challenge. There were hundreds of them.

Guttural cries filled the air as they flapped their wings, sending countless feathers into the sky, filling half the heavens with golden streams.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. While he could withstand such an attack, it would be foolish to do so. He flashed through space and used Nine Heaven Microsteps to move a thousand feet away.

He then flicked his sleeves, revealing a scroll that dropped from his left sleeve.

As it hit the ground, Lin Xuan caught it in his right hand and slowly unfurled it.

A highly ancient painting unfolded before him. A red light appeared on the scroll, and the most prominent feature was twelve small mountains of varying sizes.

Unlike ordinary landscape paintings, these mountains were not green or lush; instead, they stood tall and proud, with rugged rocks reaching into the clouds. There were no flowers, trees, or even grass; only flames burned on their surfaces.

Volcanoes?

No, they looked different from what he had imagined.

At the mountain waist, strange birds circled in the air.

These birds had three legs and golden feathers, resembling crows but with a unique appearance.

The name of this treasure was clear: Mountain Golden Birds Scroll!

Lin Xuan took out his newly acquired treasure. It might not be the most powerful item he possessed, but even a divine artifact could not be weak. Moreover, since it contained a fragment of a golden bird's soul, using it here would be perfect.

With a hand gesture, Lin Xuan sent a spell towards the scroll.

Red light flared as the painting seemed to come alive, its scenery springing to life.

Pang!

A loud explosion echoed, followed by the call of a golden bird. Twelve beams shot up into the sky and soon fell back down, forming towering peaks.

Though not grand in scale, these peaks were still over a hundred feet high, with varying shapes and sizes.

The golden birds' calls grew clearer as they appeared on the mountain surfaces, charging at the lion-headed eagles with fierce determination.

These were merely flame-formed illusions; if real, just a glance would have caused the lion-headed eagles to self-destruct.

Even so, these flames formed golden birds were formidable. Upon contact, the lion-headed eagles fell behind in combat.

The Mountain Golden Birds Scroll showed its power even in this minor test, resolving the immediate danger. Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

However, those lion-headed eagles were fierce; despite being outmatched, they continued to charge bravely. It took him a cup of tea to eliminate them all and restore clarity to the sky.

Lin Xuan then unfolded his scroll again, carefully studying it.
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After a long while, Lin Xuan raised his head and looked thoughtful. He rubbed his forehead with one hand as he pondered for a moment before the aura around him surged dramatically, and he flew to the left.

"Right here."

Unlike Lin Xuan who was still struggling to find the way, the group of mysterious ancient demons had made much more progress. They had already found their destination.

"Younger Brother, you think that the ruins of the ancient cultivator are right here?" The middle-aged ancient demon looked around with a doubtful expression on his face. They were in an icy plain where the cold wind cut like needles. For cultivators, this was nothing to worry about.

Several bare volcanoes stood out amidst the white expanse, smoke still rising from their mouths though they weren't erupting at the moment.

On the surface, it seemed peculiar, but ice and fire coexisting in Ice Flame Valley was not uncommon. There was no sign of anything unusual here; the ruins of an ancient cultivator could indeed be right here.

"Don't worry, I have full confidence in what I say," said the old man with a bird-like face confidently. He looked pleased.

With that, his aura dissipated and he landed. The middle-aged ancient demon was still skeptical but since his elder brother was so sure, he didn't say much more. They too concealed their aura and landed on the ground.

The other ancient demons of the Cave Profound stage also descended to the ground.

The old man with a bird-like face scanned around before settling his gaze on one of the volcanoes in front of him.

This mountain wasn't very high, only about six or seven hundred feet. It was covered with strange rocks and smoke still rose from its peak.

With both hands raised, the old man's aura surged out from behind him. The magic aura gathered together to form a dark shadow that gradually became clearer as time passed.

A giant figure appeared before their eyes.

A Dharmic Form!

However, compared to ordinary Dharmic Forms, this one was much larger, towering over three hundred feet tall. The middle-aged ancient demon's face showed a hint of shock. When had his elder brother mastered such an exquisite Dharmic Form?

The giant figure shook and turned into a mass of magic aura, flying in front of the volcano before embracing it with its arms.

"Rise!"

A thunderous roar echoed through their ears as the ground trembled violently. A miraculous scene unfolded.

The volcano actually rose from the ground. If this were to happen to ordinary people, it would be impossible. But for cultivators, lifting mountains was far more than just a legend.

Boom!

Another loud noise entered their ears as the mountain peak was thrown down heavily onto the ground. The entire earth trembled, and a large pit appeared in front of them.

But the old man with a bird-like face paid no attention to this. His eyes fixed on where the volcano had been. Below, it was still an icy plain, but there was a crack several dozen feet long and two or three feet wide.

Inside, it was pitch black, but cold air constantly blew out from within.

"Elder Brother!"

The middle-aged ancient demon opened his mouth in surprise as he saw the mountain peak being moved away. Sure enough, he felt the波动 of the禁制. It seemed they had made the right bet this time. As his elder brother said, there was indeed an ancient cultivator's ruins here.

So hidden and located within the legendary Ice Flame Valley, it must be something significant.

The other ancient demons also showed signs of joy on their faces. Although they were just supporting characters, if the teachers and aunts got to eat the meat, at least they could drink some soup too.

"Let's go!"

The old man with a bird-like face was familiar with this place and didn't hesitate. He jumped into the crack. The other ancient demons followed suit, jumping in as well despite their doubts.

However, the depth of the crack far exceeded their expectations. After falling for what seemed like a long time—about a cup of tea—they still hadn't reached the bottom. The demons were somewhat alarmed but kept silent on the surface while secretly alerting each other.

But this plan was unnecessary. After some time, they finally landed at the bottom without encountering any danger. They didn't know how deep underground they were; both sides were bare rock walls. On the left side, there was a half-circular door that could be pushed open, but where it led remained unknown.

"Let's go!"

The old man with a bird-like face didn't say much and simply walked towards one of the sides. Pushing opened the door, they saw a cave inside. This time, it wasn't bare; many night明珠were embedded in the ceiling, some as large as an infant’s fist. To ordinary people, these were priceless treasures, but to cultivators, they seemed insignificant.

The cave was not long, only about a hundred feet. Then they saw light at the end of the tunnel. They arrived at a spacious hall where there was nothing else except for the walls that shone with beautiful blue light like emeralds.

"Such a powerful禁制."

The middle-aged ancient demon released his divine sense but felt a strong suction force as soon as he touched the wall, pulling him in. The middle-aged ancient demon was shocked and hurriedly summoned his cultivation power to escape, leaving him pale-faced from the scare.

"Elder Brother, you are too rash," said the old man with a bird-like face reproachfully.

"It's my fault, Elder Brother. Is this place where the ancient cultivator left his treasures?" The middle-aged ancient demon asked excitedly.

"Indeed, but we need to break through that禁制 first."

"But such a powerful禁制, you couldn't handle it last time either. How should we break it now?" The middle-aged ancient demon said anxiously.

"What are you worried about? I brought you here for a reason," the old man with a bird-like face said smugly.

"Reason?"

"Yes, do you remember that flame heaven demon array you and these disciples practiced?" he asked proudly.

"It's not used to repel enemies?" The middle-aged ancient demon was confused.

"This array can be used against enemies, but it is also very suitable for this situation."

"Elder Brother means using the array to break through another?"

The middle-aged ancient demon wasn't stupid; he finally understood at this point.

On the other side, Lin Xuan's sword sliced through an ancient beast. The terrain here was peculiar with several mountains arranged in a fan shape.

Lin Xuan took out his treasure map and compared it for a moment before his face lit up with joy. He had finally determined his position within Ice Flame Valley, and he wasn't far from the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor's hidden treasures. Lin Xuan turned into a streak of light and flew towards the horizon.
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Snowflakes as large as goose feathers drifted down, and Tian Xiaojian hovered in mid-air. His brows were furrowed tightly as three peculiar-looking monsters with lion bodies and bat wings surrounded him in a "品" shape formation. Unlike the魔兽 he had been slaying along the way.

These three creatures not only possessed immense strength but also excelled in various strange abilities. Although Tian Xiaojian was not at a disadvantage, none of his methods seemed to work against them.

His expression gradually showed signs of impatience.

In the distance on the horizon, a towering and proud mountain stood out. Its shape resembled that of an ancient cauldron, completely covered by ice and snow. However, flames constantly emerged from its peak.

Ice Flame Mountain!

Nature was so peculiar, but such landscapes were rare outside Ice Flame Valley.

A flash of light appeared, revealing the shadowy figure of the demon leader. He cupped his hands in front of his eyes as he gazed towards the horizon, a gleam of excitement appearing on his face: "Little Sword, don't纠缠 with these low-grade demons anymore. The mountain ahead should be where Ice Flame Grass grows."

"Ah?"

Tian Xiaojian couldn’t help but show joy upon hearing this. After all his efforts, he could finally eliminate the隐患.

However, those monsters continued to ignore him, making strange noises and spewing out grayish-white demon flames.

"Get lost!"

A look of severity flashed across Tian Xiaojian's face as he no longer felt any interest in纠缠 with these beasts. He raised his right hand, and black light flickered before a giant claw appeared, resembling that of a lobster. The black light surged, splitting the monsters into two halves.

Brave!

Tian Xiaojian at the Spirit Dividing Stage was far from weak; he had merely not taken it seriously earlier.

With the obstacles removed, Tian Xiaojian's body shone with black light as he flew towards the massive volcano at an astonishing speed.

On another part of Ice Flame Valley, there was a lava lake, but this one wasn't where Lin Xuan had previously slain ancient beasts.

Warmth from the lake rose into the air, and some fire spirits emerged. Fire spirits were peculiar creatures that weren’t classified as either魔兽 or妖族; they originated from the natural flames of heaven and earth.

Generally, these fire spirits had low intelligence and liked to roam around aimlessly. Upon encountering any living beings, they would attack without reason, regardless of their strength.

Unfortunately for them, this time they had chosen a formidable opponent. Although the Confucian-robed cultivator wasn’t an actual天元圣祖, he was still not someone that could be easily provoked by fire spirits.

Despite the fire spirits' relentless attacks, their claws and teeth failed to break through the protective aura surrounding their target.

The attacks merely annoyed the Confucian-robed cultivator.

"Die!"

The Confucian-robed cultivator seemed irritated by these fire spirits. He raised his head and waved his sleeves, causing black light to explode in a dazzling display that blinded anyone within several acres of radius.

After a moment, the black light dimmed, and hundreds of fire spirits vanished. Even the water level of the lava lake had dropped slightly.

The Confucian-robed cultivator remained unperturbed; such results were expected.

"Such trouble! There are too many mysterious creatures in this Ice Flame Valley. What does that Lin boy want to do here?"

He muttered to himself, but he didn’t care about Lin Xuan's intentions. He only needed to keep track of his movements.

However, the vast and unique environment of Ice Flame Valley made it difficult for him to locate Lin Xuan’s whereabouts despite his extensive divine sense coverage.

"Looks like I need to perform a divination."

The history of cultivation techniques was long-standing and wide-ranging, often described as profound. Divination was one such technique, though rarely practiced by cultivators or demons.

Despite the lack of emphasis on it, divination could still be useful in certain situations. For instance, while his divine sense couldn’t find Lin Xuan’s whereabouts, a divination might help.

The Confucian-robed cultivator raised his right hand, and a flash of light revealed a black shield-like object in his palm.

Not exactly a shield, but something resembling an ancient turtle shell with intricate patterns that seemed both natural and artificial.

He held this item in one hand while the other moved through strange trajectories in mid-air, reciting ancient and mystical incantations.

As he performed these actions, grayish-black light emanated from the turtle shell. Soon, a clear ringing sound emerged, becoming deeper and more ancient over time. The light then flashed, revealing an image on the surface of the shell.

The Confucian-robed cultivator lowered his head, showing signs of joy.

His efforts hadn’t been in vain; the divination had yielded results.

Although there was still a chance for error, the correct probability was much higher. Given the current situation, he had no other choice but to follow the divination’s guidance.

"Little Lin, you won't escape my grasp."

The expression on the天元圣祖's face turned into a sinister smile as he flashed away and transformed into a roaring cloud of demons, flying towards his left.

However, fate was unpredictable. He didn’t know that the direction indicated by the divination led directly to Tian Xiaojian’s location in the icy volcano.

In other words, unlucky Tian Xiaojian found himself once again in danger.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn't faring well either. The treasure he sought had already been discovered and claimed by a group of mysterious cultivators.

Deep underground, more than ten ancient demons at the Cave Profound Stage held array flags and fiercely attacked the barriers before them.

The blue-lit walls were formidable; although they flickered under the thunderous sounds, they remained unbroken after so long.

Master Elder’s expression darkened. His estimate was still off; relying solely on the Flame Heaven Demon Array wouldn’t be enough to break through this barrier.

"Junior Brother, let's not stand idly by. It's time for us to act."

As he spoke, he waved his sleeves, and black light flickered as a skull-shaped magic weapon appeared in his hand. He grasped it, forming a massive fireball with electric arcs in mid-air.

Seeing his senior initiate had acted, the middle-aged ancient demon couldn’t hesitate and also produced a sharp-pointed treasure from his waist.

As two spirit-dividing level ancient demons attacked, the already flickering light curtain began to waver.
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About a tea's time later, from deep underground came a deafening sound. The bald-faced elder laughed wildly: "Haha! Broken, broken! Finally, my efforts haven't been in vain."

The crystal-like walls, which had appeared like emerald jade, finally shattered into nothingness. In their place was a dark staircase that emerged into the line of sight, extending downwards to an unknown destination.

"Let's go!"

The bald-faced elder swept his gaze over the scene, showing a hint of hesitation. However, after all this effort and difficulty, he couldn't afford to retreat. Fortune or misfortune, it could not be avoided. He led the way down first.

The staircase wasn't long; it took only half a tea's time to reach its end.

A tomb chamber came into view.

Several ancient demons widened their eyes in disbelief, almost thinking they had seen things wrong.

After a while, the middle-aged ancient demon spoke up, his face showing hesitation: "Senior Brother, you said this was an ancient cultivator's site. What we see now..."

The bald-faced elder's expression wasn't much better; he showed no surprise but turned to the others: "Why are you still standing there? Let's work together."

"Okay!"

The other ancient demons didn't hesitate either and rushed over, causing a series of explosions as they worked. Surprisingly, despite its complexity, the restrictions were not very sturdy and quickly fell.

The demons breathed a sigh of relief, their faces showing extreme joy. However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

"Bang!"

Without them having to do anything, the lid of the coffin flew open on its own. It hit the stone ceiling with a loud crash before landing heavily on the ground.

"Bad news!"

The bald-faced elder was shocked and felt an intense unease in his heart. He quickly retreated behind. His reaction was swift, but not so for the other ancient demons.

Cries of pain and fear echoed as seven ancient demons were enveloped by dark demonic energy that shot up from the coffin like a movie. Their screams came from inside.

The bald-faced elder and the middle-aged demon exchanged glances; both were at the peak of their distraction, having faced countless dangers, but now they felt an unprecedented terror deep in their souls.

This feeling was hard to describe, but one thing was certain: they had encountered something unprecedentedly dangerous.

The old man licked his lips as beads of sweat dripped from his forehead. At this moment's delay, the remaining ancient demons at the peak of their distraction were also swept away by the demonic fog.

More cries filled the air until they stopped. The demonic fog dissipated, revealing the disciples who had been sucked in. However, upon seeing their faces, the bald-faced elder and the middle-aged man shivered; they looked like old men on the brink of death, drained of all power.

"Heaven, what kind of monster is this!"

Both were about to break down. They had come here hoping to find ancient cultivator's treasures but now faced with the prospect of losing their lives.

If only they hadn't come here. But in the world of cultivation, there was no such thing as a do-over.

To date, they didn't know what kind of demon emerged from that coffin. If they died here, it would be too vague and unclear.

Meanwhile, a flash of light appeared on the horizon. The speed was incredible; within a breath, it flew to their location.

Lin Xuan landed after retracting his遁光.

However, his expression was grim as he looked at the huge crack in the ice plain.

Had someone already been here?

Could it be the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor? Otherwise, how would anyone know there were treasures buried here?

Lin Xuan's face grew even more grim. Could all this effort have been for nothing?

Of course, Lin Xuan was not willing to give up.

He scanned his surroundings; the traces of the destroyed restrictions were still fresh, indicating that whoever had come must not have been long ago. If he was lucky, they might not have left yet.

Lin Xuan decided to test his luck.

He flashed and jumped into the crack.

Of course, Lin Xuan was fully alert. After all, the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor wasn't a weakling; although imprisoned for millions of years, using another body obtained through possession, he lacked the full power of his prime. But one couldn't be careless regardless. Who knew how much strength he had regained after so long?

However, despite his caution, Lin Xuan moved quickly. After all, someone else had already beaten him to it and taken the treasures. Any more delay would mean no chance.

"Ah!"

A scream echoed as the bald-faced elder trembled. He watched helplessly as his junior was enveloped by the demonic fog. He wanted to save him but didn't dare to act.

He cursed himself for being cowardly, yet in reality, a distraction period existence wouldn't be afraid. It was that monster's terrifying presence that forced them to flee, only to have their escape path blocked by a light barrier. After a brief battle, he still couldn't identify the creature but his junior made a mistake and was enveloped by the fog.

At first, it was "Senior Brother, save me." Now, the screams had stopped; they must have met with misfortune.

The bald-faced elder's heart froze in fear. Could this be their end today?

As the demonic fog dissipated, his junior truly looked like an old man, a once powerful distraction period existence now reduced to a frail elderly figure who could barely stand.

"Bang!"

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. The light barrier that had blocked their escape shattered. The bald-faced elder was taken aback but quickly replaced with joy as he transformed into a streak of light, trying to flee.

The figure inside the fog seemed surprised too before cold laughter echoed: "Want to run? Dream on."

Before they could react, hundreds of tentacles extended from the fog, wrapping around the bald-faced elder like snakes.

He was terrified but didn't surrender. He turned and raised his magic staff, releasing a surge of spiritual energy.

At this moment, he couldn't afford to hide anything; he unleashed his most powerful technique. Skeletons floated in the sky, gnawing noisily, some spitting lightning, others spewing demonic flames. Their power was evident from their sheer force.

As an ancient demon at the peak of distraction period, the bald-faced elder had a bit of confidence.

But then, he turned pale as those terrifying skeletons proved useless against the tentacles, which effortlessly moved through the demonic flames and lightning. They quickly reached his side.

Even his most powerful technique was ineffective; his protective demonic energy became mere decoration. The tentacles easily wrapped around him tightly.

"No..."

With no chance to struggle, the bald-faced elder screamed loudly but it couldn't change the outcome as he was pulled into the fog by the tentacles.

Everything happened right in front of Lin Xuan who watched with a grim face.

The treasure map indicated that this site belonged to the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor. How could it turn out to be a trap? (To be continued)
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"Hmm, hmm, not bad. You can provide me with so much pure demonic energy; it seems you're no low-rank Saint Race either. Just a few more and the restrictions in my body will be completely lifted."

Laughter echoed into his ears as the figure within the demonic aura turned its head. Although the eerie fog obscured most of its features, Lin Xuan could still see the twisted smile on its lips.

Simultaneously, an overwhelming pressure surged out. Lin Xuan took three steps back, his face darkening to a degree that was almost terrifying. The pressure from this opponent was akin to encountering the Primordial Saint at the main hall of Immortal Cloud Sect... no, it was even more formidable than the Primordial Saint's avatar.

What kind of monster is this?

Lin Xuan felt a dry throat. He had come here to search for treasures but ended up with such an outcome instead.

Frustrated!

Where did things go wrong? Could it be that the treasure map he had been following was a fake from the start.

His mind raced, but there was no time for further contemplation. The monster's laughter echoed in his ears: "Another fool who dares to come here. Since you've arrived, your life is now mine."

Before the words were even out of his mouth, the demonic aura began to churn violently. Soon after, a howling sound filled the air as part of the fog condensed into a black giant snake that opened its blood-stained maw and lunged at Lin Xuan.

The move seemed unremarkable, but halfway through its flight, the snake's form blurred, transforming into hundreds more.

Almost instantly, the entire large tomb was filled with these demonic snakes.

It looked terrifying, almost to the point of being horrifying. However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear on his face.

He had extensive experience in combat techniques.

Although many of these snakes appeared menacing, they were likely just illusions.

Lin Xuan was certain of this but did not let down his guard.

The true demonic snakes lurked within the illusions, waiting to strike a fatal blow when an opening presented itself. The illusion could deceive even divine awareness. But Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; such tricks wouldn't faze him.

With a calm demeanor, he narrowed his eyes and silver light flashed from deep within them as he activated the secret technique of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

Suddenly, his right hand rose, and a small ball of five-colored flames appeared. The flames spun like a wheel before expanding into a large net that fell towards the front.

With a loud tearing sound, all the countless illusions of demonic snakes vanished. The true ones were now trapped by the fire net, rendered to nothingness. The power of Illusory Heavenly Fire was not to be underestimated.

"Surprise?" The figure in the fog showed signs of surprise but spoke with delight: "You're stronger than those two guys just now. Haha, if I absorb your life force, it will surely speed up my breaking free from the restrictions."

"Body restrictions?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He rubbed his forehead and pondered, "What are you? Why are you here? This place should be where the Three-Eyed Primordial Saint's treasures were buried. How could it be an ancient tomb?"

Lin Xuan had examined everything before him, but only more questions remained. It was too incredible to believe. Could this really be a trap indicated by the treasure map?

While this explanation seemed reasonable on the surface, Lin Xuan felt that there must be something more hidden.

"What? You know of treasures here? Are you an underling of Three-Eyed?" A harsh voice rang out, and Lin Xuan could sense the other's agitation and a hint of fear. Could it be...

Lin Xuan's heart raced with excitement.

But before his thoughts could fully form, the black fog began to churn loudly. Thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as if containing fearsome beasts. After a moment, the fog condensed into a figure that swallowed everything like a whale.

The true form of this creature was revealed: a young man around twenty-seven or eight years old with long hair and bright eyes, exuding an eerie charm. However, what caught Lin Xuan's attention most was the third eye on his forehead, clearly visible but not open.

Seeing the other's face, Lin Xuan's mouth dropped in shock. He nearly thought he had misjudged the situation, even stuttering: "Three-Eyed... Three-Eyed Primordial Saint."

Lin Xuan felt a bitter taste in his mouth. He hadn't expected this opponent to find the place first.

But his surprise was brief. Soon, he frowned and noticed something different, speaking again: "No, you're not Three-Eyed."

"Rubbish, I am indeed Three-Eyed," the young man's face contorted with anger.

"You don't need to deceive me," Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. "I've seen the true Three-Eyed Primordial Saint. Your appearances may be similar, but your aura is different. When I met him, he was just emerging from his confinement and weaker than you. But his demeanor was incomparable."

Hearing this, the young man's face turned even more difficult to look at: "A disrespectful brat! You say this to mock me."

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand rose, and green ghostly claws appeared. His fingers were hooked, with green flames burning in his palm as they lunged at Lin Xuan.

An expert's move revealed their skill instantly.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not retreat. He raised his right hand as well, the sound of cracking energy filling the air as he punched forward.

Silent yet powerful, the air before him twisted visibly due to spatial collapse. The green ghostly claws wrapped around and collided with the fist.

Boom!

The ground trembled, and if there were no restrictions protecting the tomb, it would have collapsed already.

On the surface, they were evenly matched, but Lin Xuan was struggling internally. His chest felt the surge of blood energy, showing he had fallen behind. However, his face remained composed as he forced down the surging energy; now was not the time to show weakness.

The young man called Three-Eyed frowned. Although he had sensed that Lin Xuan was much stronger than those other Saint Races just now, he hadn't expected it to be this formidable. To defeat him would likely cost something.
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No, it wasn't about the cost. The opponent had just attacked, and the fundamental force driving them was not demonic energy. The mysterious youth's expression turned extremely unpleasant as his eyes narrowed. His voice, clear and deliberate, echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears: "You’re not from the Holy Clan; you're a cultivator from the Spirit Realm?"

"Correct," Lin Xuan replied calmly, showing no intention of hiding anything. After all, with their current situation being one where neither could survive, whether he was a demon or a cultivator made no difference to his current predicament.

So why hide it?

The youth's expression darkened further as he remained silent for a moment before unexpectedly speaking: "I never thought you'd be an infiltrator from the Spirit Realm. But that doesn't matter; regardless of your identity, I don’t care. Since you’re not from the Holy Clan, we can actually talk."

"Not being part of the Holy Clan gives us room to negotiate? What's your intention, sir? Are you trying to deceive me?" Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged as his voice echoed in the air. He wasn't easily fooled.

The mysterious youth's face showed a flash of anger before he seemed to think of something and forcibly suppressed it: "Boy, don’t insult my patience by refusing to cooperate. Indeed, your strength is much greater than that of a Holy Clan member at the same level, but if I’m willing to pay a small price, how could you be out of reach?"

"Alright, what do you want to discuss?" Lin Xuan remained silent for a moment before finally agreeing to "surrender." Of course, this was just surface-level. He had his own ulterior motives.

"Where did you see the Three-Eyed Ancestor? Has he already escaped his confinement?"

"I can answer your question," Lin Xuan said, "but I don’t know where the Three-Eyed Ancestor is now."

The mysterious youth’s demonic energy surged out as his patience had clearly reached its limit. However, Lin Xuan was well aware of this and remained calm: "I truly do not know where he is; there was no intentional deception on my part. I met him in the Lone Spirit Desert."

"Lone Spirit Desert?"

Hearing this, the youth's anger subsided slightly. If his answer had been delayed any longer, Lin Xuan would have already acted.

"Correct," Lin Xuan said, "I did indeed accidentally encounter the Three-Eyed Ancestor there. Now it’s my turn to ask a question: shouldn’t this be a safe place for the Three-Eyed Ancestor to hide his treasures? Is this information false?"

"This information is true; this is indeed where the Three-Eyed Ancestor hid his treasures," the mysterious youth said, his voice slightly odd.

"Oh?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and appeared deep in thought. "You can ask another question."

"Has he already escaped, and how long ago did that happen?" The youth’s urgent voice echoed again.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but didn’t have time to criticize the other for breaking the rules before the youth spoke first: "It's too troublesome for one person to ask a single question. Now we’ll change the rules; I’ll answer two questions in return."

"Alright!"

At this point, Lin Xuan had no reason to insist further. Provoking him wouldn’t benefit him either. "Indeed, the Three-Eyed Ancestor has already escaped his bonds. He’s been free for about a hundred years."

"A hundred years? That explains why he hasn't arrived yet," the youth said with an indifferent expression.

"Now it's my turn to ask questions: where are the treasures hidden here, and who are you? What is your relationship with the Three-Eyed Ancestor?"

"Hmph. As they say, trouble comes from one’s mouth. Knowing too much can be harmful. Are you sure you want to ask these two questions?" The youth's cold gaze seemed to pierce through Lin Xuan.

"Of course," Lin Xuan said with a strange expression, "knowing too much can bring misfortune, but being kept in the dark is even worse. What secrets do you have? Just tell me; if it brings disaster, I’ll accept it."

The mysterious youth smiled and looked at Lin Xuan with a hint of pity: whether he was acting or not, it seemed as though knowing this secret would doom him to death.

Lin Xuan felt a chill but remained calm. Regardless, he couldn’t show weakness in terms of demeanor; after all, the mystery of the treasure map intrigued him. "You, listen up. I am the treasure hidden by the Three-Eyed Ancestor."

"What? You’re the treasure?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this answer, his eyes wide with shock. He almost thought he had heard wrong.

"Correct," the youth said, "the treasures in that map are me. Do you think I’d waste my time deceiving you?" His voice grew more menacing.

This time, Lin Xuan understood clearly and tilted his head: how could a ancient demon be considered treasure?

"Hmph. Since we’ve started, there’s no harm in telling you everything."

Surprisingly, the mysterious youth seemed to notice Lin Xuan's confusion and offered an explanation.

Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly became engrossed in the story: "Since you know of this hidden treasure and have seen the Three-Eyed Ancestor, you must be familiar with its origins."

"Correct," Lin Xuan nodded calmly. "The Three-Eyed Ancestor offended his brother, who was then the demon leader, so he hid some treasures here to ensure their safety."

"Indeed, but do you know what specific treasures he hid?"

"You’re asking a question that should be obvious," Lin Xuan said with a hint of annoyance.

"The Three-Eyed Ancestor offended the leader, but as his brother, there was no threat to his life. However, he would face severe punishment, so he prepared an alternative body in case he escaped confinement."

"Alternative body?"

"Yes. The Three-Eyed Ancestor considered that if he were confined for too long, his spirit might be fine, but his physical form could be destroyed. Since the leader had sealed his power, his body would age rapidly. So, he prepared a replacement body to use upon escape."

"You mean you’re the alternative body prepared by the Three-Eyed Ancestor?" Lin Xuan’s expression showed shock as he spoke.

"Correct," the youth sighed.

"How did you gain consciousness?" Lin Xuan was curious; if it were meant for possession, its consciousness should have been erased. This seemed common knowledge.

"Hmph, there's nothing strange about that." The youth’s face showed a twisted smile: "Originally, I had no consciousness. However, being hidden in the Ice Flame Valley exposed me to extreme demonic energy over millions of years, giving me consciousness."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan finally resolved his doubts and couldn’t help but chuckle. This situation was indeed quite absurd; for the Three-Eyed Ancestor, this body was a treasure, but for others, it was useless. And with its consciousness, it posed a significant threat.

If only he hadn't come here. But in cultivation, there were no regrets.

Despite all the questions being answered, Lin Xuan’s expression remained serious as he stared at his opponent: "We agreed to ask one question each. You don’t need to tell me everything. What is your purpose?"
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Chapter 3295: The Essence Cleansing Pills Room

The Supreme Void Marvelous Spirit Pill was a divine object. Although the necessary ingredients could be gathered in the Spirit Realm, no one had ever heard of anyone successfully crafting it over the years.

Legend had it that even in the True Immortal Realm, only masters proficient in alchemy could achieve such feats.

Clearly, their opponent intended to make things difficult for Lin Xuan by setting this condition. However, they did not violate their promise. After all, what they had agreed upon was crafting a certain type of pill, which would be beneficial for cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage to break through bottlenecks.

The Supreme Void Marvelous Spirit Pill served that purpose well and its effects were much better than other pills. Its value was comparable toprimordial spirit treasure (Primordial Spirit Treasure).

Thus, while taking a clever shortcut, they had not broken their promise, so Lin Xuan had nothing to say about it.

"Master," said Ouyang Qinxin with concern on her face.

Although she could not touch such high-level treasures due to her strength, from the expression of the Celestial Sound Immortal, she guessed that Master was likely ensnared by their opponent's trap.

Lin Xuan’s face was indeed dark but he showed no sign of giving in: "Who said I would break my promise? If I haven’t done it yet, how can I know for sure that I won't be able to do it? The quiet room is ready. And the Celestial Sound Immortal promised me waste pills."

"Oh?"

Seeing Lin Xuan still refusing to concede defeat, the Celestial Sound Immortal’s face showed confusion but she did not dwell on it.

At this point, she was already in a winning position. Her tough talk would be of no use; at most, another month or so and the outcome would be clear.

By then, Lin Xuan would have nothing to say. The True Dragon Sage and the Flower Fairy Immortal could no longer provide him with any assistance. Could this young man still escape from the Celestial Sound Palace?

Two Primordial Spirit Treasures were already in their possession.

And a mere month or so of effort for cultivators at their level was like the snap of a finger, passing quickly.

With that thought, the Celestial Sound Immortal’s expression remained calm: "Friend, rest assured. The quiet room is ready. You can focus on refining your treasures without any interruptions."

As for the waste pills, they would be brought shortly…

The Celestial Sound Immortal spoke while brushing her sleeve and a beam of light shot out—a transmission talisman.

Not long after, a disciple brought a fiery red gourd.

She handed it to Lin Xuan: "Master Lin, these are the waste pills you requested."

"Good. I will start refining the pills immediately. Please take care of my two companions during this period."

"Don't worry, I will treat them as honored guests. The entire sect will show no disrespect," said the Celestial Sound Immortal generously.

With that, the matter was settled.

The Celestial Sound Immortal led everyone to the quiet room for alchemy.

They transformed into colorful streaks of light and soon disappeared among the towering mountains.

These were top-tier cultivators in the Spirit Realm. Their speed was swift; they arrived quickly.

"This is..."

A black mountain appeared before their eyes. The entire mountain, except for hard rock, showed no sign of vegetation, while the temperature around it had risen significantly.

"The best geothermal fire in this area provides ample conditions for refining and crafting. I have already arranged a spacious and excellent quiet room for Master Lin," said the Celestial Sound Immortal’s calm voice.

Before her words were finished, light shone ahead.

The sect leader and several senior elders arrived together. The disciples responsible for the area did not dare to slack off; they all rushed over.

"Salutations, Sect Leader."

"Salutations, Senior Elders."

Leading them was a middle-aged man with a square face and large ears. His appearance was unremarkable, but he gave an impression of being steady.

"Auntie Feng, are you ready?"

"Yes, Master Lin, we have prepared the best alchemy cave for you to reside in," replied the middle-aged man.

"Good!"

The Celestial Sound Immortal’s face showed satisfaction: "Master Lin, you heard it. We have already arranged a quiet room for you. If there is anything you need, feel free to ask."

"You are most welcome."

"Then I will wait here and wish Master Lin success," said the Celestial Sound Immortal with a light laugh.

Her expression was filled with satisfaction.

"Master!"

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw Ouyang Qinxin’s concerned face.

"Don’t worry, I have it under control. You should stay in the Celestial Sound Palace."

Lin Xuan smiled reassuringly, then a green glow enveloped him as he followed the middle-aged man toward the mountain.

"Senior, this is our best alchemy room. Please take a look and let me know if there are any issues," said the middle-aged man respectfully.

He had been instructed to provide Lin Xuan with every convenience during his stay.

The Celestial Sound Immortal’s generosity was due to her own calculations.

Firstly, she was already in a winning position and didn’t need to use tricks. Secondly, by following Lin Xuan's instructions, if he failed at alchemy, there would be no excuse but to hand over the Primordial Spirit Treasures as compensation. Thus, providing him with every convenience could be seen as a strategic retreat.

"Excellent."

Lin Xuan scanned the room, showing no expression on his face. Green light enveloped him as he entered the stone house and his voice echoed: "No one is allowed to approach this place without my permission."

"Yes!"

The middle-aged man bowed and left.

Lin Xuan then looked around, inspecting the alchemy room.

This was more of a cave than a stone house. It was spacious and bright, with ample space for refining.

Moreover, the geothermal fire was exceptionally good, providing a multiplier effect in refinement.

Lin Xuan’s face showed great satisfaction.

He then waved his sleeve, several colorful array flags flying out and disappearing into the mountain wall.

Unsatisfied, he took out another talisman from his pocket. This was not an ordinary spirit talisman but one obtained from the True Immortal's cave.

With a spell, countless golden symbols flashed before vanishing into the surrounding walls.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief; his expression showed extreme satisfaction.

This way, unless a True Immortal descended to this world, he would not worry about them discovering his secret of using the Blue Star Sea for essence purification.

Lin Xuan did not rush to refine the pills but instead sat cross-legged. He planned to rest briefly before making a decision. (To be continued.)
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"What do you think?"

The young man's face showed a trace of mockery, and his questioning voice reached Lin Xuan's ears.

Lin Xuan did not get angry upon hearing this; instead, his expression grew even more gloomy as he narrowed his eyes slightly. For some reason, an overwhelming sense of danger suddenly surfaced in his heart.

At his current cultivation level, although the spiritual omens in his mind might not be entirely accurate, Lin Xuan was not about to take any chances. The most troubling part for him was that he couldn't determine where this threat originated from. Although the enemy before him was formidable, Lin Xuan knew he could still protect himself since he had already advanced to the Spirit Cultivation Stage and his strength far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators.

However, one thing was certain: it was not wise to linger here for long; escaping as soon as possible was the best course of action.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan did not have time to act before the mysterious young man suddenly made the first move.

He frowned and a sinister expression appeared on his face. Then, he shook his shoulders slightly without performing any other movements, yet his figure inexplicably vanished from its original spot.

There was no trace of an afterimage; it was a marvelously elusive form of demonic teleportation. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as the opponent's actions were so swift that he did not even have time to use his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

"Damn!"

Lin Xuan could only flick his sleeves and retreat diagonally, his body moving swiftly.

As he moved, a dazzling light appeared, and eighty-one Nine Palace Momentary Swords suddenly materialized around him. Almost instantly, the swords grew from an inch to three feet in length, swirling around him in all directions.

Lin Xuan had no choice but to adopt this tactic; with time running out, he could not predict where the opponent's attack would come from. Thus, he opted for a full-body defense, with all the immortal swords circling his body. This was somewhat similar to how martial artists use the "Eight Methods of Night Combat," though its power far surpassed that.

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift; this was a result of countless battles and could be considered an instinctive response. If it weren't for his subconscious actions, he would have been too late.

A loud tearing sound echoed as a black mass of demonic energy appeared several feet in front of Lin Xuan, intercepted by the Nine Palace Momentary Swords.

But the situation did not end there; the dark aura condensed into a black fist that appeared before their eyes. The surface was marred with intricate magical patterns, and black lightning flickered around it. Even the surrounding space vibrated due to the immense spiritual pressure.

"How is this possible?" Lin Xuan's expression turned pale as he realized his opponent had not been so powerful just moments ago. What could have gone wrong? Had he deliberately concealed his strength?

Various questions flashed through his mind, but there was no time for him to ponder them now.

With a loud shout, both hands raised and pointed forward.

"Quickly!"

As Lin Xuan moved, a "whooshing" sound filled the air. All the immortal swords converged towards the center, forming a lotus that appeared in their vision.

The lotus slowly rotated as its petals unfolded, blocking the path between Lin Xuan and the mysterious young man.

"Peng!"

In the next moment, the fist struck forcefully.

An unimaginable force tore through the space, dimming the lotus's light. Lin Xuan was sent flying backward, his chest heaving with turbulent qi.

Lin Xuan's expression turned pale; if not for his body strength that rivaled even a peer-level demon... no, to be precise, it was even stronger than many, he would not have stood here. There was an 80% chance his bones were shattered already.

The power of this punch was unclear to Lin Xuan, but it had likely surpassed the Spirit Cultivation Stage. Even the Holy Ancestor's spirit soul on that day might not possess such terrifying offensive capabilities.

A formidable opponent!

This guy could not be handled by him at present; if he did not find an opportunity to leave soon, he might truly perish here.

Lin Xuan no longer had time or mood to ponder why his opponent had grown stronger. The situation was too urgent.

He didn't know that all of this stemmed from his own oversight.

As the saying goes, a wise person may make one mistake in a thousand considerations. Lin Xuan was indeed clever, but he could still err. Despite his confusion about why his opponent explained everything so clearly, it wasn't necessary for him to do so.

The answer was simple: the goal of this action was merely to buy time. This body had originally been prepared by the Three-Eyed Holy Ancestor for Lin Xuan; it was incredibly powerful and many restrictions were placed on it to facilitate his possession.

Over the long years, he developed a spirit intelligence within this body, but the restrictions still remained. He absorbed the lives and magical power of cultivators to break through these restrictions.

Before Lin Xuan arrived, he had already consumed several ancient demons, including two at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, merging their life forces together. Although he could not completely remove all the restrictions, he managed to breach a significant portion.

However, the process required time, so he told Lin Xuan about the secrets; his goal was simply to buy more time.

Although Lin Xuan had sensed something amiss, he still did not fully grasp the opponent's intentions.

With half of the restrictions broken, this guy's strength naturally increased significantly. Fortunately, most of the restrictions remained intact. If he truly broke free from them, though, his strength would be comparable to a Holy Ancestor who had just passed through the Tribulation Stage.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this, but it was clear that he faced a significant danger now.

Since he could not defeat him, fleeing was the best option among the Thirty-Six Stratagems. However, escaping required strength; his first attack failed, and the young man's face appeared in mid-air, revealing that even a late-stage Spirit Cultivation Stage cultivator would struggle to withstand such an attack.

This guy was far more troublesome than he had imagined.

But what did it matter? No matter how strong he was, today would be his final day. With a cold smile, the young man's body turned into demonic fog, and from within, a ghostly claw emerged.

Its nails were extremely sharp as they lunged towards Lin Xuan's head.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he had heard of some ancient demons whose magical arts could transform their bodies into ever-changing demonic mists. This was his first time witnessing it firsthand. Seeing the speed and power of that ghostly claw, which seemed to surpass the previous punch, Lin Xuan sighed but maintained a calm expression.

He already knew how to handle this situation; with a flick of his hand, a flash of light appeared as hundreds of talismans flew out from between his fingers.

Each talisman's power equaled that of an ancient demon at the Profound Realm, and when combined, they would overwhelm any opponent except for true ancient demon Holy Ancestors.
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The tiger, though strong, dared not face the wolf pack head-on. Many ants can bite an elephant!

Lin Xuan's hand gently shook, and a myriad of magical energies surged in, hundreds of talismans ignited on their own, creating a spectacular scene.

The young man's expression changed dramatically.

He knew the power of these talismans, but who would use them so extravagantly? He had seen extravagant cultivators before, but never anyone as wasteful. Talismans were common items that even cultivators and holy beings often carried, but using hundreds at once was unheard of.

Thunderbolts, lightning flames, wind blades, and earth needles appeared, raining down like a storm towards him.

The ghost claws' power wasn't weak, but against so many talisman attacks, they were mere vapor. Even the young man's demonic fog couldn't avoid them, being enveloped by the barrage of attacks.

"Ahh!"

The angry roar echoed in his ears, yet Lin Xuan didn't stop. He raised his right hand and struck it towards his waist.

A dazzling light shone as a broken-down tower appeared before him. With seven layers, it looked ancient and worn out, but without saying, one might not recognize its status as a top-grade treasure.

Lin Xuan cast a spell.

A creaking sound filled the air as the first layer of the Ten Thousand Soul Tower slowly opened, revealing a blinding white light that transformed into a vortex. A blood-red insect cloud emerged from it.

Bloodfire ants!

And they were countless, like a crimson wave rushing towards their opponent.

These demonic insects had weak individual combat power, but in numbers, they could be devastating. The explosions of the first batch of bloodfire ants began.

Boom!

The explosions didn't cease as the first ones closest to the ancient demon exploded. Bloodfire ants had immunity among themselves, so their explosions wouldn't affect their comrades. Moreover, the residual effects could nourish other ants, enhancing them.

This series of consecutive explosions bought valuable time. Although Lin Xuan had let some of the ancient demon's restraints be partially activated, using bloodfire ants was a wise choice. The ancient demon tried various escape techniques, transforming into faint black mist, thin black threads, or even its true form with hard scales covering its body. None of these tactics worked as they were easily bounced back.

The explosions from the bloodfire ants couldn't hurt it directly but could certainly delay and obstruct it.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had already traveled over ten thousand miles at lightning speed. His expression was grave; this attempt to find a treasure left by a three-eyed saint had turned into a fiasco.

He originally thought he would get some valuable item from the three-eyed saint, but instead, he nearly lost his life. He couldn't help feeling depressed.

However, Lin Xuan knew that depression wouldn't solve anything. In the world of cultivation, obstacles were everywhere; it was impossible to always find treasures without setbacks.

Good fortune didn't last forever, and sometimes facing some hardships was normal.

Instead of moping around, he needed to think about how to escape his current predicament. In the Ice Flame Valley, none of his life-preserving items could be used due to its dangerous environment.

In fact, when he was in White Float City's Fu Family, he had obtained a random teleportation talisman.

This talisman allowed for long-distance travel as soon as it was activated. Even against powerful enemies, one could easily escape. At that distance, even True Monarchs couldn't sense him.

But the Ice Flame Valley had been torn apart by ancient demons' battles, making its space unstable. Using such a teleportation talisman would cause more damage to the space, potentially leading to space storms or even space chaos.

Lin Xuan couldn't use these items in the Ice Flame Valley, so he had to rely on ordinary escape techniques.

Despite his formidable strength, Lin Xuan's speed was still incredible. However, the time bought by the bloodfire ants was limited; it would be hard for him to escape the Ice Flame Valley.

As he fled, Lin Xuan estimated and thought about his options. He wasn't being pessimistic but facing a dire situation. The environment in the Ice Flame Valley made it difficult to enter or leave. There was only one path out of the valley, which he knew well. But the ancient demon also knew this, so even if he escaped from its sensory range, it would still track him down.

Lin Xuan considered hiding and waiting for a chance to escape, but that strategy wouldn't work either. The ancient demon could easily guess his hiding spot. To break through, they only needed to block the path, making it impossible for Lin Xuan to escape. Even with the vast area of the Ice Flame Valley, they could search inch by inch if necessary.

Thus, hiding would result in being trapped like a fish in a pot.

He had two choices: either try to escape or hide temporarily and hope for better luck later.

After weighing his options, he decided to flee first. If caught, he would think of another plan.

Lin Xuan's flight continued at incredible speed. After several breaths, he suddenly turned his head left.

A brilliant streak appeared in his vision—a dark one, but still eye-catching. It was moving fast, matching his own speed and heading towards him.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim as a warning sign flashed through his mind. The sudden appearance of an unexpected guest made the situation dire.

Who could it be?

But at this moment, guessing didn't help. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword appeared in his sleeve.

Before he could finish his thoughts, two streaks of light grew closer. With his keen eyesight, he could already make out their faces.
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Browed like stars, eyes clear and bright, Lin Xuan was a sight to behold. com

With his brocade robe and jade belt, he looked like the epitome of a charming gentleman in this world.

Graceful and poised, the aura emanating from him left one speechless with admiration.

Of course, Lin Xuan could completely ignore such charm.

For the two were too familiar with each other. Since embarking on his cultivation path, they had been entangled in both good and bad times, walking side by side through thick and thin.

What Lin Xuan didn't expect was that after a millennium, he would meet this person again under these circumstances.

Tiao Xiaojian!

This time, it wasn't just an avatar; the real Tiao Xiaojian had arrived here.

Lin Xuan couldn't afford to underestimate him. While he could confidently claim supremacy over peers in cultivation, the only one who truly intimidated him was this guy.

With the Blue Star Sea assisting him and his temperament and opportunities being top-notch, Lin Xuan's progress was among the best in the Three Realms. However, every time he met Tiao Xiaojian, they were always evenly matched, with their abilities equally mysterious and unpredictable. If it came to a fight, defeat might not be certain, but victory would be extremely difficult.

Tiao Xiaojian’s difficulty lay not only in his strength but also in his cunning and deep scheming, far surpassing those ancient monsters who had lived for thousands of years. His claim that he could match Lin Xuan was no exaggeration.

How vexing to run into him at such a time!

A hint of depression flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes before he quickly regained composure. He slowed his light projection and stopped, knowing there were strong enemies behind him and precious little time.

Still, he had no choice but to do so. He carefully observed Tiao Xiaojian’s expression, wondering if he could lure the other into a trap.

Lin Xuan sighed heavily, wishing for better luck. On the other side, Tiao Xiaojian was equally frustrated.

His mission to Ice Flame Valley was originally to seek out spirit herbs and eliminate his hidden dangers. Everything had been going smoothly until he picked up an ice flame herb in his hand, preparing to put it away when something unexpected happened.

An uninvited guest arrived.

Of course, it was the avatar of Heavenly Primordial Ancestor.

He had traveled a long distance here to trouble Lin Xuan. However, Ice Flame Valley wasn't vast enough for him to cover completely with his divine sense. He couldn’t search slowly; fortunately, he excelled in divination, though its accuracy was not guaranteed.

The location indicated by the divination wasn't where Lin Xuan was but where Tiao Xiaojian was.

Thus, poor Tiao Xiaojian was caught in a bad situation.

When one is unlucky, even drinking cold water can cause problems.

Although Heavenly Primordial Ancestor’s target was Lin Xuan, he had also seen Tiao Xiaojian on Penglai Mountain and harbored no fondness for the young man. While not eager to kill him, it wouldn’t be difficult to eliminate someone who annoyed him. However, this wasn't the worst part.

Perhaps it was just bad luck for Tiao Xiaojian that the ice flame herb he sought had been a rare find for Heavenly Primordial Ancestor. The opportunity presented itself, and the ancestor was overjoyed, determined not to let go of his prize.

With such an enemy, there was no need for courtesy; he would eliminate him and take the treasure as his reward.

The idea sounded good, but its execution went awry. Tiao Xiaojian wasn’t a soft target. He couldn't defeat Heavenly Primordial Ancestor’s avatar in combat, but it wouldn’t be easy to kill him either.

Moreover, with his exceptional strength, experience, and judgment, he managed to find an opening and escape.

Heavenly Primordial Ancestor was furious and wouldn’t give up so easily. The ice flame herb was crucial for his cultivation advancement; he had to get it at all costs.

In a way, Lin Xuan’s situation mirrored Tiao Xiaojian's—both were being pursued relentlessly like cornered dogs.

Seeing Lin Xuan, Tiao Xiaojian was equally surprised and bewildered. His shock far exceeded Lin Xuan's.

Lin Xuan had seen the avatar of Tiao Xiaojian, knowing he had ascended to become an ancient demon. Since their last meeting on Penglai Mountain, Tiao Xiaojian hadn’t known where Lin Xuan was…

When his avatar was destroyed, he didn't know who did it. Now, unexpectedly encountering Lin Xuan again, the shock was palpable.

Lin Xuan harbored a grudge against Tiao Xiaojian, and vice versa. He believed himself to be exceptionally accomplished with countless fortuitous encounters, but Lin Xuan always had the upper hand. Each time he thought his cultivation could surpass Lin Xuan’s, it never happened as planned.

Thinking this, Tiao Xiaojian subconsciously released his divine sense towards Lin Xuan.

Divine Sense!

A hint of gloom crossed Tiao Xiaojian's face. As expected, with the former demon lord’s assistance, he had made such rapid progress. But how did Lin Xuan manage it?

This thought flashed across his mind before he regained composure and put on a friendly smile. His expression was one of great joy: "Brother, it's been a millennium since we last met. I never imagined you would have reached this level of strength. These years, my brother has missed you terribly."

Tiao Xiaojian’s acting skills were top-notch; his expression was extremely sincere, as if they had truly not seen each other in many years. However, his true intentions were to ensnare Lin Xuan and use him against the strong enemy.

Both shared this goal, wanting to frame each other for their own benefit.

On the surface, they feigned friendliness, but both were secretly scheming against each other.

"Ha ha, Brother Xiaojian, I never imagined meeting you here. Your advancement to the divine sense realm is truly cause for celebration."

Since Tiao Xiaojian called him brother, Lin Xuan naturally reciprocated warmly. There was no benefit in turning hostile now; he also noticed that Tiao Xiaojian appeared disheveled—dust-covered and with messy hair. Could it be that he had encountered a strong enemy as well?
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Of course, this was merely a guess. Unfortunately, the situation was perilous and he had no time to be subtle. Lin Xuan sighed inwardly as he prepared to speak when suddenly he turned his head, sensing something.

On the far left horizon, a faint black light appeared, moving swiftly towards them.

Tiao Xiaojian's reaction wasn't any slower than Lin Xuan’s. His expression grew even more grim upon noticing this.

Sure enough, it was him!

Lin Xuan tasted bitterness as he wondered how to describe his mood. Wasn’t this the proverbial "meeting an enemy on a narrow path"? He originally thought that Tianyuan Sage Ancestor had given up on finding him, but here they were meeting unexpectedly.

Last time, he could escape using a teleportation array. What should he do now?

Not to mention, there was an even more terrifying demon behind them.

Lin Xuan felt like crying without tears.

On the other hand, some were happy while others were worried. Tianyuan Sage Ancestor showed signs of extreme joy.

After searching high and low, he finally found what he wanted without effort. He clapped his hands in delight: "Good, Heaven has been kind to this Sage Ancestor. Lin Xiaoer, I didn’t expect you to be here as well. This time, where will you run away?"

These words also reached Tiao Xiaojian's ears. The cunning boy showed a hint of surprise before bursting into joy. He had already planned how to drag Lin Xuan down with him, but it seemed he wouldn't need to do anything himself.

"Brother," Tiao Xiaojian asked in surprise, "does this old man have any grudge against you?"

"Lilu," Lin Xuan cursed inwardly as a smile appeared on his lips. "Younger Brother, your words are incorrect. I see that he has quite the grudge against you."

"Brother's words are correct. Let’s team up to face our enemy. This fellow is an Ancient Demon Sage Ancestor. Even though it’s just his incarnation body, we can’t match him. But if we join forces…" "Younger Brother speaks wisely. I have this in mind as well."

At this point, Lin Xuan knew that Tiao Xiaojian couldn't defeat the opponent alone and wanted to drag him into the fight.

But he didn’t care. Even without such intentions from Tiao Xiaojian, Tianyuan Sage Ancestor wouldn’t let him go.

Tiao Xiaojian was overjoyed but had no idea that Tianyuan Sage Ancestor’s purpose in coming here was to find Lin Xuan. He himself was just collateral damage.

But regardless, after a millennium, the two cunning fellows teamed up again.

Tiao Xiaojian flashed and stood beside Lin Xuan.

After so many years, he couldn’t assess Lin Xuan's strength, but it was certain that his power far exceeded that of other cultivators. Tiao Xiaojian had full confidence in him. Together, they should be able to stand a chance against this formidable incarnation body of the Sage Ancestor.

The scholar’s brows furrowed. He knew these two weren’t easy to deal with and were already cooperating so quickly.

Damn it!

But he wouldn’t retreat. As an Ancient Demon Sage Ancestor, could he fear two inexperienced youngsters? Whether they were Lin or Tiao, today was their day of death.

With a burst of demonic light, he lunged forward. In mid-air, his shoulder twitched, and his body split into two, attacking both Lin Xuan and Tiao Xiaojian from the sides.

Lin Xuan frowned. Was this an illusion?

He activated his Inner Vision technique effortlessly. However, something astonishing happened; those two figures weren’t fake. He had truly transformed into two bodies.

What kind of secret technique was this?

Lin Xuan was surprised but didn't hesitate to act. His right arm suddenly grew longer and thicker. It looked out of place with his body, muscles bulging immensely. Then he punched forward.

This time, there wasn’t a sound; instead, the roar echoed in his ears like rolling thunder. An energy vortex appeared, distorting the nearby space. The scholar was stunned as this opponent’s raw power was formidable even without relying on treasures…

It would be unwise to provoke such a sharp blade. He flashed and retreated.

Lin Xuan's danger was over. His gaze swept to the side where he saw Tiao Xiaojian retreating effortlessly, confirming that his strength far surpassed other cultivators of the same rank.

The two figures merged in the middle, black light flashing as the scholar’s appearance reappeared, but his expression grew even more grim.

Teamwork made it difficult to win. But no matter; they could just expend some essence energy. After all, this was merely an incarnation body. If necessary, mutual destruction would be acceptable…

Tianyuan Sage Ancestor thought viciously. Which of these old monsters wasn’t decisive?

But at that moment, the sky suddenly darkened as amajestic and overwhelming pressure descended from above without any warning. Lin Xuan, Tiao Xiaojian, and Tianyuan Sage Ancestor were far from ordinary cultivators; otherwise, weaker ones wouldn’t have been able to withstand such pressure.

"Finally caught up?"

Compared to Tiao Xiaojian and Tianyuan Sage Ancestor, Lin Xuan was the most composed. He knew that bloodfire ants couldn't delay for long.

Sizzle…

A crack appeared in the dark sky, a dozen feet long. The mysterious youth crossed the spatial gap and appeared before them.

"How is this possible?"

Lin Xuan was still stunned. At his level, such a spatial rift wouldn’t have fazed him, but here they were in Ice Flame Valley where space was unstable. That’s why he didn’t dare use illusions or random teleportation talismans.

But while others dared to use spatial techniques, he didn’t. This meant that this fellow had far more refined control over his power.

"Who is this guy?"

The sudden change left Tiao Xiaojian speechless. But the boy reacted quickly and realized something.

However, his mood worsened. When they first met, Lin Xuan was like a bolt of lightning; could he have been chased by him? Damn it, originally, he wanted to drag this fellow down with him, but now it seemed he had trapped himself.

He was outsmarted by Lin Xuan!
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Tian Xiaojian gritted his teeth in hatred, but the situation was now dire. It didn't make sense to delve deeper into it; he had no choice but to continue playing along with Lin Xuan.

Fielding this situation, Tian Xiaojian wasn’t stupid. Turning against Lin Xuan would be a double-edged sword—hurting himself and his enemy equally.

The wisest course of action was to feign ignorance. There was nothing to complain about; he had been dragged into the water by Lin Xuan, but so had that guy. Their current predicaments were similar, and in this situation, cooperation might be their only way out.

Of course, if he got a chance to escape, he wouldn’t mind stabbing Lin Xuan in the back.

He also needed to remain vigilant about this. Although they met infrequently, Tian Xiaojian knew his "big brother" well enough—sly and calculating. If given an opportunity, he would not hesitate to strike him down.

The gloomy sky made Tian Yuan’s brows furrow as he stared at the mysterious youth hovering in mid-air. The boy exuded a sense of immense pressure, discomfort, and even fear, akin to facing a legendary foe.

But how was this possible? He was the Ancient Demon Sovereign; although not his true form, his cultivation level during the Tribulation Period was formidable. Very few could pose a threat to him in his avatar state—unless it was another Ancient Demon Sovereign!

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Tian Yuan turned his head and narrowed his eyes as he looked at the other.

"Are you?"

Tian Yuan was shocked, almost disbelieving what he saw. Was this just a coincidence or some cruel joke by fate?

He had been tasked with searching for the Three-Eyed Sovereign’s escape, but over a hundred years passed without any significant results. Although not entirely fruitless, it hadn’t fulfilled his mission. The Three-Eyed Sovereign was cunning and hard to track, even in his weakened state.

It was surprising he found himself here today.

"Oh, you recognize me?"

The mysterious youth turned his head as well. He had been sealed for millions of years; it made sense that no one would know him. However, based on appearance alone, the Three-Eyed Sovereign’s likeness suggested he must have seen the other.

The mysterious youth was elated. His most pressing need was to learn about the Three-Eyed Sovereign—where and at what strength.

Back then, though used as a vessel for the Three-Eyed Sovereign's rebirth, his intelligence had gradually developed due to the chaotic energy in the Ice Flame Valley and the nourishment from the solar-lunar essence. He now possessed a spirit, which opened up new possibilities.

With this newfound wisdom, he could potentially seize control of the Three-Eyed Sovereign’s consciousness if he found him, especially since his current strength was far weaker than the other's.

The benefits were clear; with time, he would replace the Three-Eyed Sovereign and become a true Ancient Demon Sovereign.

This was his most important task. Thus, the mysterious youth turned to Lin Xuan, shifting his gaze to Tian Yuan’s avatar. His eyes narrowed with an ominous glint: "You know the Three-Eyed Sovereign. Where did you see him?"

The commanding tone infuriated Tian Yuan. Although he wasn’t his true form, he was still a powerful avatar in the demon realm. No one dared speak to him like this, especially not someone who looked similar to the Three-Eyed Sovereign.

Moreover, he noticed that the mysterious youth’s demeanor didn’t match his appearance.

Since the other asked about where the Three-Eyed Sovereign was seen, it confirmed Tian Yuan had made a mistake.

"What are you? Daring to speak to this Sovereign like this. Do you want to die?" Despite sensing the danger, as a sovereign, Tian Yuan couldn’t show weakness.

However, the mysterious youth’s response left him taken aback.

"An Ancient Demon Sovereign?"

The mysterious youth scrutinized Tian Yuan with intense curiosity, his gaze unsettling. A sense of foreboding crept into Tian Yuan's mind.

They stood there in silence for a moment before the mysterious youth suddenly burst out laughing.

"Not bad, not bad. You do indeed contain Essence Qi from Tribulation Period Sovereigns. Unfortunately, it’s insufficient. If I’m not mistaken, you’re just an avatar of one."

"So what? Even if I am merely an avatar, do you think that makes me easy to deal with?" The scholar was enraged, feeling insulted. A Tribulation Period avatar's strength far surpassed that of a Spirit Formation Realm cultivator.

"Hmph, how useful is your bravado? If you’re wise, submit and suffer less. I’m troubled by the residual restrictions in my body; they can’t be removed easily with conventional methods. But if I can digest and integrate you, things will change. You may not be a true Sovereign, but your body contains some Essence Qi of True Demons—precisely what I need."

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he heard the conversation. Today’s encounter was incredibly complex. Describing it as bizarre would be an understatement. The situation seemed to have shifted; this mysterious youth intended to target Tian Yuan’s avatar, and perhaps there was an opportunity for Lin Xuan.

Tian Xiaojian also turned his head, mirroring Lin Xuan's actions. Their sly glances met in mid-air, each nodding imperceptibly, indicating they had the same plan.

Just then, the mysterious youth spoke again: "How about that? Do you two want to run away? Dream on. Even though your bodies lack True Demon power, your Core Formation Essence Qi is still beneficial. None of you will escape today."

Before his words finished, the mysterious youth’s shoulders trembled, and his body gradually transformed into a mass of dark energy starting from his shoulders. Lin Xuan was relatively better off; he had already witnessed this strange magic. Tian Xiaojian and Tian Yuan’s faces turned pale.

The dark energy enveloped several meters around them before swirling and splitting into three smaller masses.

These dark energies spread out, transforming into three identical youths after a few breaths.

In other words, the person had transformed from one to three.

Their appearances were identical except for their clothing.
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The young man standing in the middle wore a dark black magic robe. The colors of the clothes on both sides were different, divided into two shades: one was light blue and the other was dark blue.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Could this be the famous "One Breath into Three Clarity" divine technique?

Before his thoughts could fully form, Tiao Xiaojian spoke up in shock. His judgment matched Lin Xuan’s.

“Wrong, it is not the One Breath into Three Clarity divine technique.”

Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Brother, how can you say that?"

Tiao Xiaojian called him by a nickname, showing he was very close to him. Even Tianyuan Saint Ancestor turned around, as he had never heard of such a magic art before.

"Firstly, the One Breath into Three Clarity is the supreme and most profound divine technique in Taoism. This guy here is an ancient demon; he’s incompatible with the Daoist sects. How could he possibly practice this legendary divine technique?"

Lin Xuan swallowed hard before continuing: "Moreover, although I have never practiced it myself, there are many records of this divine technique in the classics. It's said that its most mysterious aspect lies in creating something out of nothing, turning one person into three. Each additional body is not just a simple external manifestation; every one of them possesses power and abilities comparable to their original form. In other words, it doubles the combat strength, no, even more than that because the three bodies can coordinate with each other."

Tiao Xiaojian and Tianyuan Saint Ancestor nodded in agreement. They were not ignorant about such matters, having heard of the One Breath into Three Clarity's intricacies.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. He couldn't figure out how one person could transform into three at will, especially when each had power equal to their original form—this was simply illogical… or rather, it contradicted the laws of nature.

Though he didn’t understand, many ancient texts were clear about this fact; it wasn’t a case of mistaken information or absurd legends. It was indeed real in the cultivation world, but his current strength couldn't fathom such power. This was not strange at all—Lin Xuan, though now at the Spirit Refinement Stage, still had a long way to go compared to the Scarlet Lightning Tribulation. If he could understand the profound essence of the first divine technique of Taoism, that would be truly remarkable.

"Look, although this guy transforms into three, his power is clearly weaker than the original form." Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in their ears. Even in such perilous moments, his insight was meticulous.

In short, he was bold and cautious. With such keen observation even against formidable foes, it was clear that his advantage lay in this moment.

"Little Lin, your eyes are really sharp. But what difference does it make? I won't use the One Breath into Three Clarity technique. These three bodies will easily handle you two."

The young man in the black robe sneered. Before they could finish their conversation, he darted forward and lunged at Tianyuan Saint Ancestor. The other two bodies didn’t idle either; they too transformed into streaks of different colors and headed towards Lin Xuan and Tiao Xiaojian.

At this moment, all three felt a sense of absurdity. Without the mysterious young demon, their battle would have been much more chaotic.

However, fate had brought them together by coincidence, linking their fates. The world was full of such coincidences.

But now wasn’t the time for contemplation; they needed to resolve this crisis immediately.

Lin Xuan’s keen insight was evident as he observed that the three bodies were not equally powerful. The one in the black robe was the strongest and faced Tianyuan Saint Ancestor, indicating that in the mysterious young man's eyes, their threat paled in comparison to the Saint Ancestor's body.

This judgment was correct but also provided an opportunity for Lin Xuan and Tiao Xiaojian.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with a hint of cunning. Whether Tiao Xiaojian noticed this subtlety or not didn’t matter; he had been given a golden opportunity, which he couldn't afford to miss.

His specialty was muddling the waters!

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast his spell. At that moment, he needed to use decisive action to defeat his enemies.

With a flick of his sleeves, light flashed, and the Nine Palaces Instant Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out. Following this, a clear ringing sound erupted as dozens of flying swords transformed into sword lights several feet long, circling around him uncertainly.

Lin Xuan’s spell was far from over; he pointed his left hand at the air and all the sword lights trembled, emitting red light. In an instant, they multiplied ninefold, transforming into hundreds of identical sword lights that swirled and danced, covering almost half the sky with fiery sword energy. Layer upon layer of sword waves surged like waves in a turbulent sea.

Tiao Xiaojian and Tianyuan Saint Ancestor were taken aback. They realized their initial assessment of Lin Xuan might have been too low. However, this thought was fleeting as they faced formidable foes and couldn’t afford to be distracted.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as Tiao Xiaojian and Tianyuan Saint Ancestor activated their treasures, engaging in battle with the two other bodies.

Lin Xuan didn't dare neglect his own opponent—the young man in the light blue robe. He no longer sought mere safety; time was pressing.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword’s power stunned the youth in the light blue robe, who paused. However, a cold sneer appeared on his lips soon after.

No matter how many sword lights there were or how prominent they were, if they couldn’t hit their target, it would be useless.

He spun around and turned into demon fog, ignoring the Nine Palaces Instant Sword as he charged forward.

Lin Xuan frowned. He raised both hands and cast a spell: "Break!"

Hundreds of sword lights hummed and transformed into a fiery light halo that surged towards his opponent like a tidal wave.

The momentum was formidable, but the youth in the light blue robe showed no fear. Soon, they collided head-on.

Piercing sounds filled their ears as Lin Xuan controlled the hundreds of sword lights to bombard the demon fog non-stop.

In just a few breaths, the demon fog was pierced countless times, yet none of the attacks had any effect. All the attacks seemed to fall on empty air; the demon fog was intangible and formless. No matter how many or sharp the sword lights were, they were like trying to catch water in a net.

Sword lights rained down, but the demon fog moved as if it were on solid ground, swiftly approaching Lin Xuan within a few feet.
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With Lin Xuan's astuteness and extensive experience in magical combat, such a situation was something he had never witnessed. His face turned red with anger as the time to use any other divine power was now too late; there wasn't even enough time for him to summon his treasures. With a loud roar, Lin Xuan’s voice echoed through the air, and a burst of spiritual light erupted from his right hand, striking the opponent forcefully.

"I am no ordinary cultivator; my long-range attacks are strong, but close combat is weak," Lin Xuan thought to himself. "Regardless of whether I summon any treasures or engage in close combat after distant attacks, I will not be at a disadvantage."

That punch was incredibly fast and accompanied by a forceful vortex of energy. The space seemed to warp as it passed through, allowing the spatial force to reveal the hidden form of the ghostly fog.

The ghostly fog coalesced into the figure of a young man in a green robe.

With a sinister expression on his face, he suddenly extended his fingers, which grew sharp and sprouted several inches-long green nails. He lunged at Lin Xuan with these claws.

Lin Xuan's shield barely held for a moment before shattering like an inflated bubble. Despite the brief time, it had managed to hold off the ghostly fog until the Lesser Luo Tian Divine Form took shape. The eighteen arms moved in various mystical postures, and as they did so, eighteen divine seals appeared, transforming into a shield.

The claws struck the surface of the shield, creating ripples like throwing stones into a small lake, but the shield was sturdy enough to block them effortlessly. This enraged the green-robed man, who transformed back into ghostly fog and lunged at Lin Xuan again.

The ghostly fog coalesced into a black vortex about ten feet in diameter. A loud rumbling sound echoed as an enormous magical arm emerged from the vortex, striking Lin Xuan's shield with a powerful punch.

"Bang!"

This punch was incredibly forceful, far more destructive than the claws. The shield shattered instantly under its impact. However, Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; he retreated without revealing his whereabouts.

The ghostly fog reformed, and the green-robed man appeared once again. Seeing that Lin Xuan had vanished, a sneer formed on his lips.

"Trying to hide? What a joke," he said with a mocking tone.

Before he could finish speaking, he touched his forehead, revealing an enlarged third eye. The crack in his forehead was now clearly visible, and it slowly opened like glasses.

Known as the Tri-Eyed Ancestor, this title wasn't given lightly. In terms of spiritual eyes and secret techniques, only the Grand Commander and a few others could surpass him.

The green-robed man's third eye emitted a thin ray of intense light. With a loud bang, Lin Xuan staggered and appeared ten feet away.

"Hand over your life; you have no chance to escape in front of me," the green-robed man said with a fierce expression.

Lin Xuan showed signs of panic as he tried to counterattack. Several sharp swords shot out from his fingers, aiming at the green-robed man's head.

This time, the opponent didn't transform into ghostly fog but instead twisted his body in an odd manner, dodging the nine-palace momentary swords and rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Closer now, only a foot apart. Lin Xuan showed genuine signs of panic; he wasn’t afraid of close combat, but this ancient demon was unpredictable.

He had no time to dodge, so he punched forward. The punch struck his chest, but the impact was strange. The area where it hit turned into ghostly fog, and the punch went right through him without causing any harm.

"Lin boy, you waste your efforts; with just your strength, you can’t hurt me. You’ll need to practice for thousands of years before you might have a chance," the green-robed man said with a sinister grin.

Before he could finish, his chest transformed again into a demonic mouth with sharp teeth trying to bite Lin Xuan's hand. His left arm raised and turned into a curved magical sword that slashed at Lin Xuan’s head.

The demon was ruthless, aiming to kill Lin Xuan in one strike. The situation was dire; there was no room for dodging.

Would he really fall here?

If there were any observers, they would surely intervene. However, under this crisis, Lin Xuan smiled.

After much effort, the opponent had finally fallen into his trap.

Lin Xuan roared loudly without any additional movements. The Lesser Luo Tian Divine Form suddenly changed in an unusual manner.

The eighteen arms disappeared, replaced by a golden-winged phoenix bird appearing before him. It looked imposing and powerful, though far from the true divine spirit's might, it was still formidable.

The transformation wasn't complete; Lin Xuan’s hand moved again, and the phoenix’s shadow became blurry before reappearing as a phoenix. Then, a qilin appeared...

Three divine spirits alternately appeared on his back and vanished.

A loud rumble echoed as intense spiritual light burst forth from Lin Xuan's body. From within him, three divine spirits' calls alternated, sounding majestic and ancient.

Then, dazzling spiritual light erupted from his body, enveloping him in a striking armor.

The surface of the armor was incredibly intricate and ornate. On its chest, there was a qilin’s head; on the left shoulder, a golden-winged phoenix's face appeared vividly; and on his right forearm, a blurry phoenix pattern was carved.

With three divine spirits' blood, all their powers now condensed into this armor.

"Nine Heaven Divine Luo Form!"

The Grand Commander of the Demon Race, hidden in Tian Xiaojian’s spirit sea, couldn't help but exclaim. He knew this technique well; although it seemed immature, there was no doubt that it was the Nine Heaven Divine Luo Form!

Millions of years later, he saw it again on a mere fragmentary cultivator. Could it be...

Lin Xuan didn’t know about the Grand Commander's shock. After putting on the divine spirit armor, his opponent’s attacks were nothing compared to before.

Lin Xuan grabbed the magical sword that was slashing at him with his left hand and held it tightly in his palm.

Although the sword was sharp, it couldn't pierce through the armor. The demonic mouth also failed to bite Lin Xuan's hand; its teeth were blocked by the armored arm.

The situation wasn’t over yet. With a loud roar, the phoenix pattern on his right arm lit up, and flames appeared.

"Divine Spirit Fire!"

The green-robed man was shocked as he saw the fire containing a trace of phoenix power.
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Although the magic art he practiced was incredibly bizarre, capable of transforming his body into formless yet tangible demonic mist that could resist water and fire and withstand sword strikes, it didn't mean that it couldn’t be harmed.

After all, there were no absolutes in this world. Ordinary attacks had no effect on the demon mist formed from his physical body, but true phoenix essence flames contained within the true spirit would be a different story.

The phoenix was the king of birds and could rank among the top three terrifying species even in the realm of true spirits. The god bird of fire, with its immense reputation, wasn’t just bragging; phoenix flames were legendary for burning down everything in their path.

Though the phoenix pattern on the armor’s right arm didn’t produce genuine phoenix flames, it did contain a trace of phoenix essence. Moreover, he himself was not truly the Three-Eyed Sage Ancestor, so this flame still posed a significant threat to him.

These thoughts raced through the mind of the young man in green robes as his figure flashed. The demonic mouth on his chest vanished, and he dodged the phoenix flames by shooting diagonally away from them.

The young man in green sighed with relief. Gai was truly perilous; a slight miscalculation could have led to his downfall.

He cursed himself for underestimating the enemy. The sword rays around him were dense and menacing, but there was no fear on their faces. This nine-palace swiftsword was indeed a divine treasure, but it was overkill against someone like him.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan seemed confident, his eyes revealing a hint of murderous intent without saying more.

The young man in green frowned, sensing something amiss, but before he could act, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell.

"Quickly!"

As he moved, the flames flickered, and hundreds of sword rays surged like a tidal wave toward him. The young man’s face darkened as he felt an ominous presence. He had no time to think; his eyes flashed with determination, and his body spun like a top.

His body blurred into demonic mist once more.

On the surface, it seemed that the sword rays were useless, but Lin Xuan’s expression betrayed his true intentions. How could someone of his cunning perform such a futile action?

Lin Xuan had set a trap for this enemy with his own hands. Now, he finally achieved his goal.

With both hands clasped, a mysterious seal appeared from between his fingers and vanished into the air. The sword rays flashed back to their original form as colorful flames appeared on the surface of the nine-palace swiftsword.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

At some point, Lin Xuan had combined two divine arts, setting this trap in the web he had spun.

The sword rays fell like rain and pierced the demon mist. The transformed demonic mist was now riddled with holes, but there were cries of pain as well.

Lin Xuan’s actions were inspired by the true phoenix essence flames. Since a trace of phoenix power could make the enemy wary, Lin Xuan believed his own Phantom Heavenly Fire would have the same effect.

After all, while the Phantom Heavenly Fire lacked the raw power of true phoenix flames, it was still far more potent than that mere shadow of true spirit flames.

The five attributes—coldness, toxicity, corrosion, devouring, and piercing—were formidable. Combined with the nine-palace swiftsword, Lin Xuan believed nothing could withstand them.

Although this was just a hypothesis, reality soon confirmed it. The demon mist no longer remained invisible under the relentless sword rays. It was sliced into pieces, only to be cut apart again by the flying sword rays, its color growing dimmer with each strike.

However, the enemy’s vitality was truly formidable. Despite Lin Xuan's slicing and dicing, he never fell.

The largest clump of demon mist in mid-air revealed the face of the young man in green, now devoid of his earlier composure. His eyes were filled with hatred as sharp teeth emerged from his mouth, opening wide to release countless tiny magical weapons like cow hair needles toward Lin Xuan.

"Do you still want to make a last stand?"

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile. He had no time for prolonged negotiations; he needed to use decisive force to defeat the enemy and leave this place quickly.

With a flash, Lin Xuan retreated as if lightning. The young man in green's attacks were ineffective, landing harmlessly. Then, with a hand on his waist, Lin Xuan revealed another treasure.

A flick of his wrist unfolded an ancient scroll, revealing a fiery red aura. On the scroll was a cluster of twelve mountains of varying sizes.

Unlike ordinary landscape paintings, these mountains weren’t lush and green; instead, they were towering and proud, their surfaces barren except for flames burning on them.

Mountain of Fiery Birds!

The name was clear as the golden-feathered birds with three legs circled around the mountain waist.

Mountain of Golden Birds!

Though not true spirits, these contained a trace of the soul essence of the golden bird. The devouring and consuming of demons and ghosts were their greatest desires.

With excitement in its eyes, the golden bird let out a strange call as it began to consume the broken demon mist. Soon, the hundreds of small pieces of demon mist were devoured, leaving only one large piece about the size of a washbasin, showing despair on its face.

Suddenly, it opened its mouth and let out a piercing scream. The hunter had become the hunted; he had wanted to devour Lin Xuan alive but ended up dying himself.

He was unwilling to surrender and called for aid from his other two manifestations.

The call was not only eerie but also an attack. Visible sound waves appeared in the air, rushing toward the golden bird.

Though this tactic was good, he had suffered significant energy loss, so its effectiveness was diminished.

"Kraa!"

With a spread of wings, the golden bird’s body glowed with golden flames. This divine art combined offense and defense; as soon as the sound waves touched the flames, they disintegrated. The golden bird then rushed forward to devour the largest piece of demon mist.

Thus, the young man in green's manifestation was defeated. In this battle, Lin Xuan’s outcome was swift.

With a flick of his fingers, he used Nine Heavens Micro-Step and vanished into the distance.

Using spatial arts in Ice Flame Valley carried risks, but Lin Xuan had no time to consider them. In the immortal realm, there was always some risk-taking spirit.

Lin Xuan wasn’t acting blindly; he had assessed the situation. While Nine Heavens Micro-Step involved some space secrets, it was less risky than illusions or random teleportation scrolls.

Thus, the chance of attracting spatial disturbances was minimal. Weighing the pros and cons, this action posed no significant risk and was worth a try.
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Lin Xuan's choice was not wrong; in fact, it could be said to have been very timely. As soon as Lin Xuan vanished from the horizon, two sharp screams echoed closer and closer.

A flash of dark light appeared, and two figures materialized almost simultaneously at the spot where he had stood. They shared the same face and the same gloomy expression; the only difference was in their clothing colors.

It was clear that these were none other than the mysterious youth's other two manifestations.

Shipwrecked in a ditch!

They couldn't have imagined that one of their companions would be so easily eliminated by the opponent. Although the three manifestations, with the black-robed youth as the main focus, had weaker abilities, they should not have been within the reach of ordinary Spirit Formation Stage cultivators to handle. Even if it came down to a fight and they couldn't defeat them, self-preservation shouldn't be an issue.

However, their thoughts were misguided in reality; Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator whose strength could be easily gauged. Perhaps he wouldn't have been able to defeat the mysterious youth, but just one of his manifestations… it was effortless for Lin Xuan to send him to the netherworld.

The other two manifestations tried to rescue their companion but were too late.

Several dozen feet away, Tian Xiaojian and the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor stood on opposite sides. Their expressions fluctuated between anger and determination. Tian Xiaojian fared better; despite the struggle, he hadn't suffered any significant injuries, though his clothes were covered in dust.

The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor, however, was not as fortunate. His face was a deep shade of green, understandable given the numerous wounds all over his body. One left arm had vanished, and there was a large wound on his abdomen, through which some unknown power had forcefully pierced him. While it wasn't a fatal injury for a cultivator, it would certainly weaken his strength.

But this wasn't his biggest challenge; what troubled him most was the opponent's sheer power, which was in an entirely different league.

Although this youth wasn't far below a Transcendence Stage powerhouse, he was not something that even one of his manifestations could handle.

That said, it wasn't entirely true either. The key issue was that this manifestation wasn’t perfect; due to the time capsule and some error during its creation, its strength had been significantly diminished.

If it were a genuine Primordial Ancestor manifestation in his place, there might have been a chance for a fight.

Could he really perish here today?

The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor pondered escape strategies.

But at that moment, the black-robed youth suddenly turned around and stared intently with bloodshot eyes. A cold killing intent flashed across his face.

"Originally, I would have given you an opportunity to surrender, but now my true form has changed its mind; both of you will die, and it won't be pretty."

Before he could finish speaking, he glanced at the blue-robed youth: "Handle that boy named Tian. Can you manage? If not, just delay him as long as possible."

"Hmph! Don’t treat me like that useless guy," the blue-robed youth's face showed signs of anger.

"Your strength is the same." The black-robed youth spoke emotionlessly and waved his hand when he saw the other wanted to argue. "Never mind; you are me, I am you. What does it matter if my true form humiliated you? I just want to remind you to be careful."

"I don’t need you to tell me that," the blue-robed youth still didn't seem too bothered.

"Hmph!"

The black-robed youth had no mood for further chatter. He emitted a burst of dark light, his heart filled with frustration as he vented all his anger on the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor. His speed was incredible; he fiercely lunged at him.

Seeing this, the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor's expression naturally worsened. He waved his hands and several法宝 flew out from his storage bracelet. Since the opponent was terrifying, he showed no hesitation in fully exerting himself.

Various colors of light intertwined, and a thunderous explosion echoed into their ears.

On the other side, the blue-robed youth gritted his teeth and lunged at Tian Xiaojian. Although their battle wasn't as intense as the one nearby, it was equally perilous.

"Ah!"

A scream suddenly echoed; the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor's manifestation was completely enveloped by the dark fog created by the black-robed youth. He struggled desperately but to no avail and soon vanished entirely.

From the start of their confrontation until his fall, it took only a dozen breaths.

Afterward, the dark fog dissipated, revealing the black-robed youth in mid-air; the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor had disappeared without a trace, as if he never appeared there.

He turned to look at the battle scene. The boy named Tian was still struggling and clearly no match for his opponent.

It seemed that he didn’t need to intervene.

Moreover, he didn't have time to linger here. Although he used ruthless means to eliminate the enemy, Lin Xuan had already fled for some time. He couldn't let him escape; he had destroyed one of his manifestations and must make him pay a price.

At the same time, several million miles away in a mysterious cave filled with dark energy, an enraged roar echoed from within: "Impossible! One of my manifestations was actually annihilated."

A robed scholar sat cross-legged in the depths of the cave, suddenly raising his head. His appearance and physique were identical to those of the fallen demon cultivator in the Ice Flame Valley, but the aura he exuded was incomparable.

It was no wonder; one was a true Ancient Demon Primordial Ancestor, while the other was merely an imperfect manifestation. How could they be the same?

They were on entirely different levels.

"Who is so bold and has such power?"

The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor was frustrated. Although it was only his manifestation and not perfect, it still caused him pain.

"Could it be that Lin Xuan?" he muttered to himself: "No, that boy just entered the Spirit Formation Stage; how could he have such strength to destroy my manifestation."

He waved his sleeve, revealing an ancient jade pupil in his hand. He sank his divine consciousness into it and looked up after a moment.

The last message from his manifestation was about going to the Ice Flame Valley where Lin Xuan's trail had been discovered. Now, however, he had fallen there. It seemed that only he could go personally.

Even if he himself took action, it would be too conspicuous. Since his manifestation had already perished, there was no other choice.

Besides, nothing is absolute; as long as he was careful, he might not attract the attention of the Great Serpent and Ice Soul Lords.

On the other side, seeing that the black-robed youth had finally moved away, a strange expression flashed in Tian Xiaojian's eyes. Suddenly, despite his previous exhaustion, he seemed to transform into a different person as he reversed his fortunes and turned the tide of battle against the blue-robed youth.
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In the storage area, the blue-robed youth was caught off guard by a sudden attack and suffered several setbacks before finally managing to move away. His expression showed clear signs of shock as he looked at Xiao Jian.

"Y-You..."

"What?"

Xiao Jian's face exuded an air of nonchalance, with a hint of mockery in his eyes: "Since that black-robed guy has already been lured away by Lin Xuan, naturally, I don't need to waste my time playing pretend with you."

"Pretend? Didn't you just use your true power?"

Xiao Jian's face showed shock. "Of course, if I had used real power, you would have long perished. Now, let me show you the might of my 'Nine Devastating True Demonic Technique.'"

A sinister expression flashed across Xiao Jian's face as he opened his hands widely and swung them repeatedly, emitting various strange hand seals that mixed with the surrounding demonic aura, creating a vast sea of demons in his vision.

Not... it wasn't truly a sea of demons, but it couldn't be called an illusion either. It was something indescribable, like a mirage, yet seemingly real at the same time.

The blue-robed youth's eyes widened as he felt a sense of unease. Before he could react, Xiao Jian shot his finger towards the demonic sea with a sharp cry.

Roar!

The calm surface suddenly churned into a tumultuous sea. Xiao Jian bit his tongue and spat out several drops of blood onto the water.

Though he claimed it was no big deal, enemies were never easy to handle. While Lin Xuan had quickly dispatched his opponent, Xiao Jian knew that this required significant effort. He couldn't afford to be complacent but couldn’t resist seizing this opportunity. Weighing the pros and cons, he unleashed his most powerful technique.

The black waves began to surge as they mixed with the blood Xiao Jian spat out. The color of the demonic sea changed from dark to crimson.

Woo...

The sound of waves was like a chorus of thousands of ghosts crying. Numerous monstrous shadows appeared on the surface.

Xiao Jian's lips moved, and he recited incantations filled with primitive energy.

"Break!"

With this thunderous cry, an unbelievable scene unfolded. The monster shadows converged in the middle before exploding apart. A colossal demonic claw suddenly appeared before them.

The claw was over a hundred feet long, terrifyingly fierce.

Seeing that claw, the blue-robed youth felt a chill run down his spine, as if he had been targeted by a tiger. He couldn't explain why but knew it was an unpleasant feeling.

Why?

It was just a claw, yet he inexplicably felt like a lowly ant before a high-ranking existence.

This thing must have significant origins.

The blue-robed youth was filled with fear and trepidation as Xiao Jian's face showed a strange smile: "Although this is merely borrowing some of the power from the Devil Dragon, it’s more than enough to deal with you. Die!"

Before he could finish speaking, the massive claw blurred before reappearing close to the blue-robed youth. Its fingers hooked like hooks and lunged towards him.

"What? Devil Dragon?"

The blue-robed youth was shocked, almost disbelieving his ears. Though he was just a body prepared by the Three-Eyed Saint for possession, he knew well what the Devil Dragon was.

Legend said it was the pet of the Demon King's chief commander.

Don't underestimate the pet because of its name. Despite being slightly inferior to true immortals in strength, the gap was minimal. The power of his pet was something to consider.

The Devil Dragon was one of the True Spirits, though not the strongest, but facing a true dragon or a rainbow phoenix could be uncertain. This made it terrifying.

What kind of background does this youth have that he could summon the Devil Dragon here?

Of course, what he saw wasn't the Devil Dragon itself but just its divine essence claw. Nevertheless, it was still terrifying. The black-robed youth would likely survive, but for him...

The blue-robed youth was both shocked and angry, unwilling to surrender. He tried to dodge but didn’t know how. This was a light yet powerful strike, with the laws of heaven and earth embedded within.

He flashed away, turning into a cloud of demonic mist, but it was useless against this tangible yet formless entity. The Devil Dragon could still imprison him.

"Ahh!"

A惨 cry echoed as the blue-robed youth turned to dust under the Devil Dragon's attack.

"Phew!"

Xiao Jian heaved a sigh of relief, his face pale. He had exerted himself fully and consumed much of his primordial energy for that strike.

Unfortunately, this technique couldn't be used casually. If it were Lin Xuan or that ancient demon, he wouldn’t have cared.

A sense of despondency flashed across Xiao Jian's eyes but quickly cleared as he flew towards the depths of Ice Flame Valley.

"Xia Jian, what do you plan to do? This valley has only one exit. Hiding here might buy you some time, but it won't stop your opponent from finding you."

"I know that," Xiao Jian said expressionlessly.

"Knowing this, why are you doing this?"

The demon king's fragment was puzzled.

"If I didn’t run now, what do you think my father would suggest? Should we chase after Lin Xuan and ally with him?" A strange look appeared in Xiao Jian’s eyes: "The three incarnations he created have vastly different strengths. I could eliminate the blue-robed youth, but against the black-robed one, even if I can't fight back, I will surely lose. Even if we join forces with Lin Xuan, our chances are slim..."

"Though the chances are slim, there’s always a chance to win. But by leaving now, that Lin boy will be alone and doomed."

"According to my father's suggestion, I should go save him," Xiao Jian said.

"Not to save him; I also hope that boy dies without a burial ground..." The demon king's fragment paused, recalling the scene of Lin Xuan using Nine Heavens Divine Net: "But priorities matter. You and that Lin boy face the same danger, so you should work together."

"True, if it wasn’t Lin Xuan but someone else, I might have done so," Xiao Jian sighed.

"Why did your decision change when it was Lin Xuan?" The demon king's fragment was confused: "Is it envy? He always outshines you. Xia Jian, a great man should have broad-mindedness; the one who laughs last wins."

"No, my father is wrong. I don’t go to save him or ally with Lin Xuan because of jealousy. I have other plans," Xiao Jian said.
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"Ah?"

The deputy leader's spirit fragment was slightly surprised. However, after over a thousand years of interaction, he knew that his nominal son had a vast mind and depth of strategy, not inferior to those ancient monsters who lived for millions of years. Thus, he no longer argued but waited quietly for him to speak.

"Father, although I have told you about Lin Xuan's situation, you haven't truly interacted with him, so you don't fully understand him."

"You're saying..."

"Since I entered the cultivation world, I've encountered countless storms and trials. The few people I admired were few and far between. This 'Old Brother Lin' definitely ranks among them. I don't know what he's experienced, but I believe he won't easily fall. That ancient black-robed demon is indeed incredibly powerful, but who knows if Lin Xuan has any hidden cards to play. Therefore, the outcome of their confrontation can't be determined lightly."

Tian Xiaojian's eyes flashed with a strange light as his tone was full of confidence in Lin Xuan. The best person to understand you is always your opponent. Although strictly speaking, there wasn't much enmity between Tian Xiaojian and Lin Xuan, they had been secretly competing without stopping.

Basically, it was neck and neck. With Lin Xuan slightly on top, Tian Xiaojian didn't dare relax as he knew the enemy was formidable. Finally, his speed slowed down, and seven small mountains came into view.

These mountains weren’t particularly impressive from a distance—each no more than a hundred meters high—but they were arranged in the pattern of the Big Dipper.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy.

The records in the典籍were detailed. These seven small mountains hadn't naturally appeared here; instead, they had been created by some ancient cultivator using their divine powers to move mountains and fill seas during ancient times. The mountains were cleverly arranged to form an array that could safely lead one out of this place.

This was the only exit in the inner valley of Ice Flame Valley.

Since it matched the description in the典籍, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time. He immediately unfurled his sleeves and flicked them, sending forty-nine top-grade demon stones flying.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward, enveloping those demon stones with black light before they landed on the peaks of the mountains. Then, he waved his hands like butterflies, continuously casting spells.

Rumbles echoed as the ground shook. Soon, beams of light shot out from the tops of the seven mountains and quickly connected to form a pattern that spread outward.

A mysterious and eerie design appeared. Ancient and mysterious, it was filled with a primitive aura, but Lin Xuan had no time to study its meaning.

Following the instructions in the典籍, he pointed his finger again with great solemnity.

"Snap!"

The design began to fragment, breaking into countless pieces that merged into the void. At this moment, the ground trembled even more violently, and a narrow path appeared before him.

This path had never existed but now mysteriously emerged, stretching no more than several hundred meters. Its end was blurry, unclear where it led, but Lin Xuan knew clearly: following this path to its end would lead out of Ice Flame Valley.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief as his expression turned extremely excited. After enduring countless hardships, he could finally escape.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew along the path.

With his speed, it took only an instant to reach the exit.

Just as he was about to emerge, something unexpected happened.

"Bad!"

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. However, even if he wanted to stop it now, it would be too late.

Although this array had some defensive capabilities, that beam of black light was incredibly powerful. The area shook violently for several miles around, and the path, including its exit, disintegrated before his eyes.

Damn!

In that instant, Lin Xuan's face turned ashen with anger. He could escape to a new world, but at the last moment, his hope was cut off. The disappointment and frustration filled him to the brim; if he couldn't vent, he felt like he would explode.

"Whoever dares to tolerate this, no one can!"

The black-robed youth's actions were too much of an affront! This young master wasn’t afraid of you!

Lin Xuan raised his head with a fierce expression. A surge of fighting spirit spread throughout his body.

Sure enough, the space above him began to distort, and the sky grew darker.

However, this time, Lin Xuan didn't panic; there was no fear on his face.

Damn ancient demon! This young master has faced countless storms and trials. If you want a fight, come on!

"Snap!"

The distortion in the space intensified until a long crack appeared as if pulled by some immense force.

From within this crack, black runes of various sizes spewed out. Most were unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; he had dabbled in demon affairs but didn't understand them deeply enough.

As time passed, more and more runes emerged, and the black-robed youth stepped out. His face was equally ashen, surrounded by black lightning. Between the gaps of the lightning, other runes danced around him.

They hadn’t even started fighting yet, but their presence alone made anyone with a weaker cultivation level tremble in fear. However, Lin Xuan showed no fear.

He was furious; this demon had gone too far! If he wanted to stop him, Lin Xuan would gladly accept the challenge.

"Roar!"

Lin Xuan crossed his hands and then clenched them tightly. As he did so, a small Luo Tian figure appeared—nine heads and eighteen arms, dazzlingly beautiful. Then, the figure vanished as a phoenix, golden-winged great鹏bird, and qilin's shadows emerged, enveloping Lin Xuan.

After a moment, the light faded, revealing a magnificent suit of armor that fused the strengths of three true spirits.

Nine Heaven Divine Luo Figure!

Lin Xuan was also furious. Knowing his opponent was formidable, he had revealed his ultimate technique.

The black-robed youth’s pupils constricted in surprise. He wasn’t surprised by Lin Xuan's secret technique; it was too amazing to be ignored, but the change in Lin Xuan's fighting spirit was astonishing.

"Haha!"

The black-robed youth smiled without fear. Only someone like him would make a worthy opponent, and slaying such a cultivator would bring immense satisfaction when recalling this battle.

He didn’t need his prepared speech; since this young man had killed one of his incarnations, he wouldn’t let him live either. The main body would personally send him to the underworld.

Roar!

The black-robed youth raised his head and let out a war cry filled with determination before vanishing from sight in an instant.

His movements were so fast that they couldn't be seen clearly. However, Lin Xuan had Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes and reacted swiftly. He moved like a whirlwind, disappearing without a trace.

Boom!

The next moment, the earth shook as if heaven and earth were collapsing. Both of them were several hundred meters away from their original positions. As they reappeared, one was like a tiger released from its cage, while the other was like an eagle pouncing on its prey. Their movements were incredibly powerful; each threw a punch that collided with the air.
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In an instant, the entire world seemed to shake violently.

A series of ripples spread outwards, and at this moment, the sky appeared like a small lake that had been tossed by a stone; its calm was broken, and the ripples spread outward.

The impact of this collision was astonishingly powerful. After missing their first attack, both parties immediately retreated to a safe distance.

Lin Xuan's shoulder trembled as he used Nine Heavens Micro-step, appearing several dozen feet away. The ancient demon in black robes also performed the same move; regarding spatial techniques, his mastery surpassed Lin Xuan’s by a notch.

In mid-air, Lin Xuan emerged, his face turning an iron gray color.

That punch seemed evenly matched, but he was slightly at a disadvantage. His chest still churned with blood and qi. He had never encountered such a situation before. Knowing that due to his unique circumstances, his abilities far surpassed those of other cultivators of the same rank, yet his body's resilience did not fall short either.

Moreover, he had just unleashed the newly mastered Nine Heavens Divine Net, which transformed into armor with incredible defensive capabilities and added effects on magical force. Despite this, he was still slightly inferior.

It was truly unbelievable!

He was indeed worthy of being the True Demon Ancestor’s vessel; it was a monster!

Lin Xuan muttered to himself but showed no signs of fear. He took a deep breath, calming his chest's tumultuous qi, and then shouted loudly. His sleeve flapped, producing a clear ringing sound as dozens of fiery red flying swords emerged from his sleeves, swirling and dancing in front of him.

Lin Xuan once again revealed one of his prized possessions.

A master’s first move reveals their true skill. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword truly caught everyone's attention.

With a slight flick of his right hand, all the sword lights trembled as they emitted a dazzling light, instantly transforming into nine swords, forming hundreds of identical sword beams like waves on the sea.

The black-robed youth, who was over a hundred feet away, saw this scene and showed a hint of seriousness. He knew the power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword but did not dare to underestimate it even slightly.

However, despite his respect, he naturally wasn't afraid of this treasure.

With a flick of his left hand, black light flashed, and in an instant, his entire arm vanished, replaced by a swirling mass of demonic fog. The fog churned into a vortex that seemed bottomless, with eerie winds and the faint howls of ghosts emanating from within.

The sound was so chilling it sent shivers down one's spine. Suddenly, whistling sounds filled the air as magical runes appeared around the vortex. These runes flashed before rushing into the vortex. Soon after, a gray-white light column burst forth.

This light column dispersed, revealing dozens of gray rays that entered his vision.

The shape of these rays was peculiar, as if they contained something inside.

As the rays dissipated, long and short bone spears appeared in front of him.

Each ray contained several bone spears. Thus, their number matched those produced by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Lin Xuan frowned.

Was the opponent imitating or trying to match his attack head-on?

Regardless of the purpose, he believed that sheer quantity could block his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's barrage.

That was too naive.

"Break!"

With a raised right hand, Lin Xuan forcefully pointed forward. As he did so, hundreds of slanted rays trembled and turned into a fiery red light halo, flying towards Shihe…

The black-robed youth didn't respond; instead, he quickly formed hand seals. The bone spears quivered, producing ghostly wails as countless souls roared, not backing down, directly confronting the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Their attacks were still ongoing.

Lin Xuan's hand trembled again, and the Mountain Golden Sun Diagram appeared in his palm, gently unfurling to reveal an ancient yet beautiful scroll.

A spell was cast, and Lin Xuan activated this treasure, emitting a burst of light as nine massive mountains entered his vision.

The heights varied; even the smallest one towered over a hundred feet. Each mountain's shape was unique, and their imposing presence rose into the sky.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with a finger. The nine mountains flashed and disappeared from their original positions. When they reappeared, they were above the black-robed youth.

They fell like rain, crashing down on him.

Moreover, during their descent, these nine mountains rapidly expanded. Originally no more than several hundred feet high, when they finally landed, they had grown tenfold or more.

Such massive objects could easily be described as overshadowing the sky and blocking out the sun. The weight of each mountain was beyond measure; even cultivators with the power to move mountains would find it difficult to intercept such a large object.

The ancient demon in black robes couldn't help but turn pale. Meanwhile, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword clashed with his bone spears, making it hard to determine who had the upper hand in the short term. However, intercepting these mountain impacts was no easy task.

The wisest choice would be to use teleportation techniques. But that Lin boy was cunning and deceitful; he likely anticipated this move and might even have set a trap for him.

If he did that, wouldn't he fall into his own trap?

His mind raced, but it didn’t affect his actions. He calmly raised his hand, and black light surged forth, forming a layer of dark-black light barrier above his head.

Boom!

The nine mountains crashed down in the next moment, their explosive impacts continuously shaking the light barrier. When the fifth mountain landed, the barrier finally couldn't withstand it, cracking loudly before shattering.

However, this brief gap gave the ancient demon in black robes a chance to catch his breath. A hair's breadth made all the difference.

He muttered something and then raised his head as he opened his mouth, emitting several thin strands of dark-black silk that transformed into nine monstrous creatures with dragon heads and elephant bodies. They roared like beasts and charged towards the mountains above their heads.

These monsters were enormous but still insignificant compared to the mountains. Each faced a mountain, nine in total.

"Boom! Boom!"

The loud noises continued as an incredible scene unfolded: they actually managed to hold up the mountains.
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What a powerful force!

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with amazement. But soon, a hint of cold mockery flashed across his lips as the Mountain Golden Sun Diagram had far greater power than it appeared.

The mountain served as support while the golden sun was truly terrifying in this divine treasure.

Lin Xuan raised both hands and several intricate hand seals shot out from between his fingers, merging into the precious item above his head. Instantly, a loud bird call echoed, and with this noise, countless firebirds the size of fists flew down from those nine peaks.

These birds had golden feathers, three legs each, even their flames were golden. They fiercely attacked the monstrous creatures carrying the mountains.

The ancient black-robed demon frowned as these weren't true three-legged golden suns, but they were still extremely troublesome and he couldn’t afford to be careless.

Rumble!

He raised his head, emitting a roar of anger from his throat. As he moved, dark magic mist surged around him. Soon, "puff" sounds echoed, revealing several skull heads with glowing eyes and spitting green smoke.

Lin Xuan sighed; the old monster's abilities were truly bizarre.

But he wasn’t afraid. He clenched both hands and used his divine consciousness to command hundreds of golden suns to fiercely attack.

The scattered three-legged golden suns seemed to be summoned, returning like fledgling birds back to their nest, all merging into that ancient painting.

Then, "pfft," a giant golden sun over ten meters long emerged from the scroll. Its flames were dazzling as it charged towards the enemy without any fear.

Midway through its flight, the noise grew louder, and its flames suddenly surged, forming a golden light ball that enveloped the giant golden sun. Like a meteorite falling to Earth, it fiercely collided down.

The ancient black-robed demon's pupils constricted. Without further action, the nine-headed skull emitted a flash of dark magic, causing its bones to grow larger. It adopted a stance like squatting in horse-riding position, hands outstretched, pushing forward. A pale white light screen appeared before it, clearly having formidable defensive capabilities.

Boom!

The golden light ball collided with it.

For an instant, the entire space seemed to tremble. Then, something unexpected happened; that seemingly solid light screen couldn’t withstand the impact and shattered.

Nine-headed bone demons were hit but their bones were incredibly tough. However, this attack contained immense power.

They were knocked into disarray but not destroyed. They had suffered severe injuries.

Then, the golden light dimmed as the giant golden sun reappeared in front of Lin Xuan's eyes with a smile on his lips. The ancient demon's expression was terrible, and even the golden sun looked somewhat listless; after all, that attack had consumed much of its power.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand to prepare for another assault when something unexpected happened. The ancient black-robed demon suddenly clutched his head in pain. Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly lowered his hands.

His face remained twisted with a terrible expression as he spoke strange words: "Alright, one wrong move and everything is lost. I really underestimated you two brats. Another avatar has also been destroyed..."

"Another avatar has already fallen?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed when he heard this; he vaguely understood something. It was undoubtedly Field Little Sword who had done it.

"Hmph, that Field Little Sword fellow must have hidden his strength earlier."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself with little surprise on his face. The one who knows you best is your opponent. Just as Field Little Sword believed Lin Xuan could never easily fall in any battle, Lin Xuan felt the same way about his Field Younger Brother. No matter what strange experiences he had, this fellow always kept up with him and his abilities were extraordinary. How could a mere avatar of an enemy stand a chance? Indeed, that kid was playing the role of a pig to catch a tiger, carefully planning his moves.

I was too hasty; I fell into his trap.

Lin Xuan sighed in his heart as Field Little Sword wasn't here but he had to face the ancient black-robed demon's fury. However, with this thought, Lin Xuan didn’t show much fear on his face. Perhaps because of having two avatars, the opponent wasn’t as terrifying as expected.

I can handle it!

Lin Xuan thought so when suddenly, the ancient black-robed demon raised his head, revealing an extremely ugly expression.

"Originally, I planned to slowly remove the restrictions but now, I must use more intense methods. Although this will severely damage my essence, it doesn’t matter. After eliminating you and that Field kid, I’ll find a way to recover."

Before he could finish speaking, the ancient black-robed demon raised both hands, emitting several intricate hand seals from his fingers which merged with surrounding dark magic, forming an abnormally grotesque ghost face. It then flashed back into his body.

"Ah!"

An extremely mournful roar came from his mouth as he trembled and his face twisted in agony.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression changed; the demon was using the power of the avatar of Heavenly Essence Ancestor to remove the restrictions within its body.

How could it succeed? Without these restrictions, this guy would be beyond my reach.

Lin Xuan grew anxious. Just then, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword displayed great prowess, cutting through those bone spears into pieces.

Lin Xuan was delighted and pointed his finger forward. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emitted a divine light, forming a line like a ribbon, slicing towards the ancient demon.

Still unsatisfied, he flipped his right hand, revealing a short sword about a foot long in his palm.

He grasped it deeply breathing as he poured all his magical power into it.

Instantly, a fierce light emerged. A powerful aura of divine energy burst forth from Lin Xuan's magic sword, radiating outwards.

Four Spirits appeared and quickly became clear, fiercely charging forward.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword alone wasn’t enough for Lin Xuan; he summoned the Soul Devouring Sword to deliver a full attack, determined to kill the powerful enemy.

Though their natures were different, working together, these spirits' combined power was astonishing. With the assistance of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, Lin Xuan believed that even if the opponent didn’t die, they would be severely injured.

Facing such a fierce assault, the ancient demon didn’t dodge; it merely raised its head with an ugly expression and waved its hand. Dark magic mist spread from his body, completely enveloping a dozen meters around him.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and the four spirits' shadows fiercely charged into the dark magic mist.

Boom!

The sound was so loud it could shake heaven and earth. However, the dark magic mist surged rapidly; the situation inside couldn’t be seen even with divine consciousness or even Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes this time.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan’s expression grew increasingly grim.

The explosion didn’t end but continued for a whole tea cup's duration.

Swoosh...

Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew back, the four spirits' shadows vanished into nothingness. However, the dark magic mist remained intact.

Rumble, the dark magic mist surged again before finally subsiding as the ancient demon appeared in front of Lin Xuan’s eyes.
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Despite his prior understanding, Lin Xuan still couldn't help but draw in a sharp breath as he saw the scene clearly before him. His expression was unusually grim.

The power of his techniques was clear to him; the Nine Palaces Technique and the Devouring Spirit Sword working together had produced an incomparable strike. However, at this moment, that ancient demon was undamaged and hovering in front of him.

Indeed, it was intact. It seemed as if his shocking blow was just a gentle breeze.

Lin Xuan had faced countless battles on his path to cultivation, encountering the most perilous situations. Yet now, he felt a chill run down his spine.

He couldn't match the opponent's strength!

Having already removed the restrictions from within himself, his power had clearly risen another level beyond Gao Gang’s base foundation stage, something that was not comparable to him at present.

Fleeing was the best option.

Lin Xuan made up his mind. Since he couldn’t defeat the enemy, quickly escaping was undoubtedly the wisest choice.

As for where to go, Lin Xuan didn't know now but would take it one step at a time. Xiao Jian should still be in the inner valley; while he wanted him to face this formidable opponent alone, he hid behind to reap the benefits. That idea wasn’t bad, but how could Lin Xuan let that happen?

First, escape and drag that kid down with me later.

Lin Xuan had made his decision.

With a wave of his sleeve, spiritual light flickered, and numerous talismans appeared above his palm—hundreds in number.

Back at the Fu Family, Lin Xuan had worked hard to gather over a thousand spirit talismans. Now, he had used them up twice.

This kind of move was extravagant, but preserving his life was now the top priority; what did it matter if some spirit talismans were consumed?

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan pointed forward. A myriad of primordial energy rushed to that point, and "pfft," all the hundreds of spirit talismans ignited on their own.

The scene was breathtaking as ice arrows, lightning flames, and wind blades emerged, like a storm of thunder, pouring towards the opponent.

Each talisman's release equaled an attack from a Cave Profound ancient demon. With several hundredsuperposition together, Lin Xuan didn't believe the opponent would dodge or avoid them—after all, many ants could still bite through an elephant.

"Hmph, little fellow, your talismans are indeed numerous. But using the same trick twice in front of this true self, do you think it will have any effect?"

The black-robed youth's face flashed with a hint of mockery as he raised his hand and pointed forward.

Sizzle...

Demon energy surged, and a huge ghostly face appeared mid-air, opening its blood-filled mouth to release streams ofyin wind. The grayish-black wind collided with the ice arrows, lightning flames, and wind blades.

An unbelievable scene unfolded: like water meeting fire, those ice arrows, lightning flames, and wind blades failed to unleash their power before being extinguished.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. He had originally planned to use these talismans as cover to slip away, but now this plan seemed useless.

How terrifying the ancient demon was! After removing his restrictions, it turned out to be even harder to deal with than he imagined.

Lin Xuan's expression was at its most grim.

Thoughts raced through his mind. What should he do next?

Before he could decide, the opponent struck a fist towards him.

No good!

Lin Xuan shook his shoulder and stepped left, but dodging wasn't the right choice. He intended to use Nine Heaven Microsteps, which was not wrong, but the surrounding air suddenly became stagnant.

"This... spatial law!"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Had he already unlocked spatial power after removing his restrictions?

The thought flashed through his mind, but he didn’t have time to ponder it further as that fist came crashing down like a tidal wave.

Dodge was out of the question; only one option remained—hardly taking it.

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan’s bones cracked. He formed a fist with one hand and a claw with the other, fists flying and claws dancing.

This was an offensive defense, setting up two layers of protection in front of him. However, they were ineffective; both fists and claws were swept away like straw.

The power behind that punch was astonishing.

Lin Xuan spat out blood but remained trapped where he stood. The air had become as solid as copper walls and iron barriers—this was the spatial law. Generally, only those who had passed through tribulation could comprehend it, but this three-eyed saint had endowed his body with extraordinary abilities, allowing him to manipulate some of its powers.

"Little Lin, how do you feel now? Are you starting to experience the fear of impending death? Relax; I won't let you die quickly. Since my avatar was destroyed by you, I must properly entertain you before I can relieve this inner anger."

The black-robed youth raised his head, and his white teeth seemed to glow with a faint light. However, what he said sent chills down one's spine.

In his eyes, Lin Xuan was now like a bird in a cage or a fish in a net—under his control.

Ancient demons were known for their vengeful nature.

But how could Lin Xuan just sit and wait to die? Despite the dire situation, he had faced more dangerous scenarios before. He wasn’t dead yet.

That punch did indeed hurt him badly, but with the True Spirit Armor manifested from Nine Heaven Divine Net protecting his body, coupled with his resilient physique akin to a peerless celestial spirit race, the injuries were far from fatal.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan calmed his surging primordial energy.

Raising his left hand, he flicked it, and an ancient-looking long spear appeared in his palm.

Infusing his mana into it, he spun and twirled the spear. "Sizzle," silver light shone as a brilliant pale silver blade appeared.

With this dance around him, something seemed to be cut through, and Lin Xuan's bindings vanished. To undo what was tied, one must tie it again; similarly, spatial techniques required spatial artifacts to break.

Lin Xuan swiftly used Nine Heaven Microsteps, now several thousand feet away.

The black-robed ancient demon was taken aback. He didn't expect Lin Xuan to escape his restraint. This guy was much more troublesome than he had imagined.

But that was fine; the gap in power was obvious—he couldn’t escape from his grasp.

Lin Xuan knew this too. With a wave of his sleeve, Ten Thousand Souls Tower flew out.

A creaking sound echoed as the treasure slowly opened, and a blinding white light entered his eyes. The light transformed into a vortex, buzzing loudly, and a blood-red insect cloud emerged.

Bloodfire Ants!

But the black-robed ancient demon's face was filled with disdain: "Little Lin, are you out of tricks? Using these demonic insects again; do you think they can still be effective against me?"
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Lin Xuan naturally heard the taunts from his opponent, but his expression remained unshaken. A divine念 was emitted, and instantly, the blood fire ants began buzzing loudly, flying towards the opponent in a flurry.

"Unaware of death? I've already said that the same招数 won't work on me."

The ancient black-robed demon's mouth curled into a mocking smile as he waved his hands. A magical seal appeared between his fingers and vanished into the void, leaving no trace behind.

Wu...

The dark demonic fog before him began to churn violently. The fierce primordial energy in the valley was sucked towards it, mixing together. An alarming scene unfolded.

A silver flash, and several enormous mouths suddenly materialized from the black fog, each about a丈 long, with sharp fangs.

Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of the blood-filled maws, but the faceless creatures without fear were still intimidating. The ancient black-robed demon didn't seem to be phased as he raised his right hand again, and a massive black hand materialized, over a百丈 in length, looking extremely menacing.

The hand flipped, revealing countless black demonic runes that pressed down from above.

The entire space trembled violently. The runes ignited and fused into a grayish-white inferno, falling onto the silver insect cloud.

The area covered by this inferno was much larger than the insect cloud, encompassing several acres, affecting not only the blood fire ants but also those nearby.

In such moments, it became clear how different these two types of demonic insects were. The blood fire ants, though fierce and fearless, couldn't withstand the grayish-white demonic flames for even a moment before turning into smoke.

The jade net bees, however, remained unharmed as their wings flapped, and a faint silver light appeared on their surfaces. This thin layer of silver light effectively blocked the powerful demonic flames from reaching them.

Seeing this scene, the black-robed demon's composure finally disappeared, replaced by a look of seriousness. What kind of demonic insect was this? It was so tenacious that it could be considered invincible.

He wasn't familiar with the art of controlling insects but didn't believe that this strange insect cloud was truly impervious to attacks.

Raising his right hand, he pointed at the front with his index finger.

Zhu...

A blood-red energy beam shot out from his fingertip, so fast it was breathtaking. It struck the insect cloud and penetrated a丈 before vanishing.

The defense had been broken, but the black-robed youth's face didn't show any joy; instead, it grew even more grim.

He had used his essence energy for that attack, one of his secret techniques, yet he only managed to kill a dozen or so insects. This kid had managed to raise such troublesome spirit insects—things were getting tricky.

Pulling out a massive axe from his palm, the black-robed youth swung it, and a black ray of energy shot forth. This new technique couldn't be used as easily as before but might still eliminate these annoying demonic insects.

The black ray seemed formidable, but the jade net bees had other plans. Their wings flashed, and the silver light on their bodies coalesced into a solid shield in front.

"Shadow!"

The black ray struck the shield, causing ripples to spread across its surface. While not entirely ineffective, it was just that—the ripples.

Seeing this, the ancient black-robed demon's face showed some satisfaction: "Hmph. The defense of these insects is nothing more than this. With a little sacrifice, I can still eliminate them."

Before he could finish speaking, his sleeves fluttered, and large patches of demonic fog poured out. However, something was different about these fog patches, but it was hard to pinpoint exactly what.

The fog condensed into black-red demonic flames, which fell fiercely onto the silver insect cloud.

Like throwing a stone into water, ripples spread outward. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he felt the terrifying power of those black-red demonic flames.

It would be unwise to stay here any longer. Although the jade net bees were strong, they couldn't defeat this old monster. He needed to escape while the opponent was distracted.

Opportunity knocked but wouldn't come again. Lin Xuan seized the moment and transformed into a streak of lightning as he flew towards the inner valley.

The black-robed youth's eyes flashed with determination; he didn't stop him from running away.

You can run, but where will you go? The only exit is here. Xiao Lin fled to the inner valley, his only choice given the circumstances. He would find him eventually, no matter how much time it took.

A cooked duck—do you think you could fly away?

Thus, he didn't care about stopping him.

Moreover, these jade net bees were indeed tenacious. Although he wasn't without ways to handle distractions, since that kid couldn't escape anyway, why add more trouble for himself now?

Eat a meal bit by bit; eliminating an enemy shouldn't be rushed. Take it slow and steady—it would benefit him more.

So, he watched as Lin Xuan fled without stopping, using his divine powers to battle the jade net bees and blood fire ants.

Finally摆脱了危机，但林轩的脸色依旧阴沉。因为这种所谓的解脱只是暂时的，对方迟早还会追上来。

对于自己的处境，林轩很清楚。冰炎谷只有一个出口，根本无处可逃。

这个老怪物太强了。

接下来该怎么办？

去找田小剑联手吗？

林轩摇了摇头，即使田小剑的实力与自己相差不大，两人联手也多半会输。

这次寻宝真是失败透顶，没有见到宝物却把自己困在了一个进退维谷的禁地里。

林轩叹了口气，收起沮丧的情绪。郁闷无用，最重要的是要想办法脱困。

一边飞行，一边皱眉思索。自从踏入修仙之路以来，林轩经历了无数腥风血雨，以弱胜强的经历也不少。这种危险的场景他并非没有遇见过，相信自己能找到脱身之策。

当然，保持充沛法力也很重要。

林轩拂了拂袖袍，一只洁白的玉瓶飞出。他往嘴里滴入一滴万年灵乳，消耗大半法力在一瞬间便恢复了。

不知道是不是因为法力充盈而头脑特别灵活，林轩突然遁光放缓，身形停了下来，并且在自己脑袋上拍了一掌，脸上现出欣喜的表情：“我真蠢，怎么把雷鹏的埋骨之地忘了？”
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智者千虑必有一失，或许是情况紧急，林轩竟然将这重要的情报给遗忘了。

About Lei Peng, any records related to Ice Flame Valley provided no descriptions. However, during his time in Scorpion Tail City, Lin Xuan clearly heard the old man with a wooden hat speak.

The old man was very certain about this matter; it would not be something fabricated out of thin air.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin轩 swept his sleeves and emitted a flicker of spiritual light. A jade pendant flew out, seemingly unremarkable on its surface but the pattern of Lei Peng behind it was vividly lifelike.

According to the old man with the wooden hat, this Lei Peng's strength could not compare to true spirits like Phoenixes, Golden Sparrows, or Peacocks, but was far beyond ordinary spirit beasts. Due to the unique environment of Ice Flame Valley, Lei Peng had undergone some mutations, and his abilities were almost on par with half a true spirit.

However, for unknown reasons, he was slain by a Great Sage here. Although his physical body perished, his soul remained, lingering in Ice Flame Valley... If only he could lure the ancient demon to where Lei Peng's remains lay, wouldn't that be an opportunity to kill two birds with one stone?

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt his heart burning.

This method was definitely feasible.

As long as he was careful enough, he could use Lei Peng’s power to eliminate the current threat.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan changed his direction. He wasn’t sure where Lei Peng's remains were located but had a general idea of their whereabouts.

On another side, explosions continued nonstop. Countless blood fire ants had been scattered everywhere, but the jade silk bees proved much more difficult to deal with. The ancient demon in black robes was grim-faced and struggled to fend them off. He no longer dared let these strange demonic insects get close.

After all, although jade silk bees were not as ferocious as blood fire ants, they wouldn’t just sit idly by either. Just now, over a dozen jade silk bees had taken advantage of his guard’s distraction to approach him. At first, the ancient demon didn't pay much attention; these insects were indeed hard to defeat, but what good could a mere dozen do? He merely summoned his protective aura.

Confident in his defense, he believed that it would be enough to block those few stray demons. However, he was disappointed—more accurately, shocked. His protective aura proved useless and was torn apart like paper. The jade silk bees then mercilessly stung him on the face.

The pain was excruciating, but more alarming was the realization of his diminishing lifespan. Even with his composure, he was terrified to death.

He hastily调动ed his power to suppress the poison temporarily.

Time Poison!

No longer daring to be careless, he ignored the loss of some essence energy and had to quickly eliminate these demonic insects.

On another side, Lin Xuan slowed down his flight and finally stopped. He looked at the vast valley before him; if his guess was correct, Lei Peng's remains should be here.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his expression grave as he dared not be careless. Although the old man with the wooden hat had spoken confidently, saying that Lei Peng’s soul, though filled with resentment, would not attack cultivators holding the Lei Peng token, Lin Xuan couldn't be sure if this was truly the case.

After all, because of incorrect intelligence in Ice Flame Valley, he had suffered a lot. He learned from his experiences and wouldn’t take any chances.

However, given the urgency, there was no time for him to study further.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and practiced敛气 technique, making his aura much more concealed. With his right hand tightly holding the Lei Peng token, it transformed into an inconspicuous streak of light that quietly entered the valley.

The space inside was vast but desolate; hardly any plants could be seen, and the soil beneath his feet was grayish-brown.

Where would Lei Peng be?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. After a short while, he raised his head with some收获.

He then pulled the streak of light and flew deeper into the valley.

The scene before him now was different; along the way, there were faint traces of battles—sword marks and collapsed mountain walls could be seen everywhere.

The more he walked, the clearer these traces became. The ground had deep gullies that seemed bottomless. Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised.

These traces were from long ago. If his guess was correct, they should have been left by Lei Peng and the ancient demon Sage during their battle over a million years ago. Despite the passage of time, these traces still remained, indicating how intense their confrontation had been. However, there was no time for him to dwell on this.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his flight slowed down, and he landed. A large bird-like demon’s remains appeared in front of him.

This remnant was enormous; its wingspan approached a hundred meters, but it wasn't complete. Beside the remains were dozens of demon cultivator corpses.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression on his face.

How could that ancient demon Sage not have taken Lei Peng's corpse? This made no sense.

After all, this demon’s strength was comparable to half a true spirit; its skin and bones must be incredibly valuable. Unless the old man with the wooden hat had only spoken half of what he knew—Lei Peng did indeed perish, but the ancient demon Sage met a similar fate, either severely injured or perished together. This explanation made sense.

As for the other demons’ corpses beside him, they were all killed by Lei Peng's soul.

Lin Xuan scanned the scene and suddenly his pupils constricted as he stared wide-eyed with rapid breathing. On one of Lei Peng’s remains was a bone near its neck that stood out from the others.

This bone was pure silver, covered in countless tiny runes, faintly emitting flashes of lightning.

Lei Peng's spiritual bone!

Lin Xuan recognized it immediately.

What is a spiritual bone? He knew well enough; it belonged to the most powerful demons, and there were rumors that only old monsters who had advanced beyond the Tribulation period could undergo such mutations. The essence energy condensed within was incredibly pure, making its value immeasurable, even surpassing demon cores.

The presence of a spiritual bone here meant his guess was correct—the ancient demon Sage likely perished here as well.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head as if sensing something.

Roar!

The originally clear sky suddenly darkened. A demonic wind appeared out of nowhere, and the ancient demon in black robes: "Sigh, too few recommend votes on Monday. I really need more support from fellow daoists."
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Fast!

The opponent indeed chased after him.

However, compared to just now, this guy seemed more disheveled.

The Jade Lotus Bee had been completely eradicated by him, but for that, he naturally paid a price.

Thus, his expression grew even angrier. He wouldn't be able to let this Lin Xiao's soul and essence be refined until he could take out his anger on the boy.

"Run, where can you run? In the end, it will all fall into my hands. The magic insects from just now indeed have their unique aspects, but I wonder if you have any other hidden tricks up your sleeve?"

The ancient black-robed demon's voice was slow and deliberate as it entered his ears, easily revealing his full hatred.

Lin Xuan didn't speak; arguing wouldn't be meaningful. Surviving was the victor. How much he could talk about his strength meant nothing when facing the soul of Lei Peng.

"Hey, what is this?"

The ancient black-robed demon focused solely on chasing Lin Xuan and ignored everything else around him. After saying a few harsh words, he noticed the giant skeletal remains of Lei Peng on the ground.

His divine sense swept over it, and his eyes immediately lit up.

What kind of demonic bird was this? Although it was hard to discern in an instant, its aura was definitely something special.

Chaos demon energy was what demons yearned for; if one had to make a comparison, it resembled true demon energy.

True demon energy was said to only be wielded by the nine primordial true demons. Ordinary ancient demons could command some, but they were always fragmented and impure.

Similarly, chaos demon energy wasn't something ordinary demons could possess. Even among the great powers of the demonic race—except for the three demon kings who were on par with scattered immortals—the chaotic demon energy wielded by powerful demons who had transcended the Tribulation Realm was also fragmented and impure.

The chaotic demon energy before him was like that, but it proved that the opponent was at the Tribulation Realm.

The ancient black-robed demon was shocked to his core. Even if the restrictions in his body were lifted, he wouldn't be able to defeat an old monster of the Tribulation Realm.

But how could there possibly be such a being in this Ice Flame Valley?

Various questions arose one after another, but now wasn't the time for him to ponder them. The demonic energy rushed and gathered, sweeping towards here.

Even before they arrived, their momentum was already shocking. The entire sky turned pitch black, not just dimming but becoming so dark that he couldn't see his hand in front of his face. Moreover, a sound like raindrops reached his ears, and it started raining heavily.

The rain wasn't noticeable at first but quickly grew larger.

The temperature dropped sharply, and cold winds blew around. But right here, lightning flashed across the sky. Unlike normal lightning, this one was green, glowing eerily like ghostly flames.

The ancient black-robed demon's expression changed as if he had seen something significant.

After a while, the demonic energy was only about a hundred meters away from them and slowly converged into the form of a giant demonic bird.

Its body was massive and imposing, towering like a mountain. Its wingspan alone could be over a hundred meters. The green lightning wrapped around its body.

Lei Peng had originally been a godly bird of thunder but fell to the path of demons after its demise. Thus, the attribute of lightning naturally changed.

Feeling the power of the demonic energy, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with awe. As the old wood-crowned elder said, this demonic bird was indeed incredibly powerful. Despite being just a soul now, it still exerted such immense pressure on him.

"Lei Peng!"

The ancient black-robed demon's pupils constricted as he recognized the demonic bird. A thunderous roar echoed in his ears. Lei Peng's claws swung, showing extreme anger. With its movements, a massive bolt of lightning descended from the sky and struck the ancient black-robed demon.

A dragon has scales that cannot be touched; touching them will provoke it to kill. And this was the soul of the dead Lei Peng, whose bones were like the dragon's scales. The ancient demons who had tried to steal its remains ended up in the netherworld. This doomed individual wouldn't escape either.

The lightning was about a foot thick and contained terrifying amounts of magical power. No, it wasn't just magical power; there seemed to be traces of cosmic laws as well. Originally, Lei Peng's strength matched that of true spirits, so he had entered the Tribulation Realm. Although he had fallen now, his soul body was much weaker, but even a skinny camel is bigger than a horse. He could still use some cosmic laws.

The ancient black-robed demon was shocked and alarmed. Even though he had secretly prepared himself from the moment he saw this demonic soul, he hadn't expected such an attack to come so quickly.

He couldn't dodge; his only option was to withstand it head-on.

He clenched his fingers tightly and punched towards his head.

As he moved, space ripples surged. The punch's power was truly formidable, causing the space to collapse visibly.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a strange light. He knew well how powerful this strike was.

He had personally experienced it; just now, he had been knocked back by that punch and spat out blood.

Boom!

The next moment, lightning and punch collided. However, the result was shocking. The attack from the ancient demon that had caused Lin Xuan such trouble earlier was easily shattered, the lightning barely held back before falling again.

The ancient black-robed youth was alarmed, raising his head to expel a puff of demonic fog. This fog spread out immediately and turned into a triangular shield.

Lightning struck it again.

Cracks appeared...

But this time, it lasted longer. The ancient demon had a chance to catch its breath as he flashed away from the spot.

Teleportation; he used this to dodge Lei Peng's soul attack.

Did I miss something? This mysterious demonic soul was too powerful.

Such strength wasn't at the Tribulation Realm but only slightly inferior. It could be considered on par with it, and this was just a soul body. It was hard to imagine how strong Lei Peng must have been in life?

But now, pondering such questions didn't matter. He already had enough reasons to suspect that Lin Xuan might not have stumbled upon this place by chance but for his own ulterior motives.

He couldn't think about it anymore; seeing the attack miss, Lei Peng's claws swung again, leaving visible claw marks flying towards him at incredible speed.

The black-robed youth tried to dodge but failed. The air around him became rigid like a copper wall and iron fortress.

Lin Xuan felt this change as well, but he wasn't facing an attack, so he didn't care.

Fate changes; just now, he had been trapped, and now it was his turn to experience the same.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips, but he didn't move. He didn't want to fall into the trap of aiding him. If he did, Lei Peng might think he harbored hostility towards it, which would be a loss.

There was no need to fall into the trap; he just needed to sit back and watch the conflict.

The ancient demon's body was trapped, with nowhere to hide. A fierce expression flashed in his eyes as a loud sound echoed in his ears. His body turned into demonic fog.

The claws struck but had no effect.

But the ancient demon didn't show any signs of triumph; he could escape on one day but not another. He believed that such tactics wouldn't keep this terrifying demonic soul from taking him down. Indeed, Lei Peng's wings flapped, and new attacks came like a storm.

Lin Xuan watched coldly.

Soon, a cup of tea had passed.

"Ah!"

A惨叫声 echoed in his ears. The ancient black-robed demon was now at his most disheveled state, enveloped by green lightning, emitting continuous cries as he struggled left and right but couldn't escape the terrifying lightning.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile; his plan had succeeded. Soon, this formidable ancient demon would fall to Lei Peng's soul.

Sure enough, it didn't disappoint him. After some time, the ancient demon was reduced to ashes under Lei Peng's might, with no trace of its soul left.
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Seeing the scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling elated. The domain of Little Furball could block the opponent's attacks; this result made him feel much relieved. Although he had never been disappointed by the little guy before when facing shapeless beasts, the current demon bird's soul was truly formidable. Lin Xuan felt no confidence at all in his heart, but fortunately, it still managed to hold its ground.

However, soon enough, Lin Xuan realized that his joy came too early.

Sizzle...

A loud breaking sound echoed as countless green feathers shot out from the demon bird’s wings. Lin Xuan was taken aback; hadn’t they already tried this just now? Why would he use the same tactic again?

Before his thoughts were fully formed, those feathers densely packed like arrows struck him right in front.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and noticed that while the green feathers still shot out, there was a clear difference from before. This time, the feathers were surrounded by circles of electric arcs.

No, these weren’t ordinary electric arcs; they were composed of countless tiny runes.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know what they were, he felt an underlying sense of fear. These electric arcs hidden within the runes contained terrifying rule powers.

To be honest, at this level, he hadn't ventured into it yet. Thus, only Little Furball could deal with it now.

"Meow meow."

Little Furball's eyes widened in tension as well. Its tiny paws flicked out, and thick chains appeared, wrapping around the demon bird’s claws. However, such a move was merely a temporary block; the danger still loomed large.

On another side,

A faint streak of light cut through the sky, moving at an incredible speed. It started far in the distance but soon approached. As the light condensed, it revealed the handsome face of Tian Xiaojian.

Tian Xiaojian!

Seven towering peaks stood before him as he reached the entrance of the Inner Valley. Not long ago, Lin Xuan had fought against a primordial demon here. The battle scars and shattered stones were everywhere, clearly visible.

Tian Xiaojian rubbed his forehead with a contemplative expression on his face.

It was hard to determine who won from these traces. Both parties had left this place; he wondered if they were chasing each other or if Lin Xuan had already perished.

"Jiange, what are you thinking? If that Lin boy really has your level of prowess, a two-way stalemate would give you an opportunity to strike while the iron is hot," the fragment of the Grand Commander’s soul said in his ear.

"Strike while the iron is hot?" Tian Xiaojian's lips curled into a smile. "That sounds good, but I think we should call it off."

"What?"

"Right, my purpose here has been fulfilled. Why take unnecessary risks? A two-way stalemate is just speculation; if it doesn’t work out, wouldn't I be better off not risking anything and leaving this place?"

"Hmm." The Grand Commander's fragment nodded. "Jiange, what you say makes sense. Fine, do as you wish."

Tian Xiaojian didn’t speak further but waved his hands, casting a series of spells.

Puff!

A dull explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. His face darkened; the attack from Soul Devouring Sword was easily blocked by the demon bird's soul. This soul was truly terrifying.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had already acted. Little Furball had been poking the hornet’s nest, and its domain, though powerful, wasn’t invincible. When faced with a formidable opponent, it would lose its effect over time.

As time passed, Little Furball showed signs of defeat.

Such results naturally made Lin Xuan angry and frustrated.

This little idiot, lacking in strength, why did he have to show off? Now, he had stirred up trouble...

However, despite his anger, Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore the situation. After all, he and Little Furball were like ants on a rope; if one was destroyed, the other wouldn't fare well either.

Thus, Lin Xuan acted.

Two against one!

At this critical moment of life or death, how could he still adhere to the code of single combat? Lin Xuan wasn’t so uptight. In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest; only those who lasted were victors. No one cared about the process.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this.

But the result after his intervention was far from what he expected.

He found that his attacks were ignored.

Yes, completely ignored. His attacks had no effect at all, and the demon bird’s soul continued to clash with Little Furball as if nothing happened. Not only did they not threaten, but even their restraining effects were non-existent.

The gap between them was enormous!

Just now, he had already used a divine treasure, Soul Devouring Sword. The attack's power alone was among his top-tier techniques, yet it was easily nullified by the demon bird’s soul with just one claw strike.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan hadn’t felt this powerless for a long time—like when he first entered the cultivation world and faced high-ranking cultivators who were incomparable to him.

But Lin Xuan didn’t lose heart.

What if?

His assistance, even if minor, could still ease Little Furball’s pressure somewhat.

Even if it was just better than nothing, that would be good enough.

Unfortunately, he only had a soul body; the Jade Net Bee couldn't help.

Lin Xuan sighed in his heart. Golden light flashed behind him as Nine-Headed Eighteen-Armed Heavenly Net Form appeared, its complexity incomparable. However, this wasn’t over yet. A clear call rang out, and the Nine-Headed Eighteen-Armed Heavenly Net Form vanished, replaced by a phoenix shadow floating before his eyes.

Lin Xuan had only superficial knowledge of the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form, but turning it into armor was still very useful. Not only did it provide formidable defense, but it could also enhance his magical power to some extent. The benefits extended beyond that; even sensing primordial energy became easier.

At this moment, Lin Xuan dared not hide his true strength and prepared to use all his abilities to help Little Furball. Otherwise, if this little guy who stirred up trouble perished, his fate would be no better.

One rises with the rising tide, one falls with the falling tide. Lin Xuan’s plan was correct. But at that moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan hadn’t even thought of it beforehand.

When the phoenix form appeared, Little Furball's eyes lit up, staring wide open in joy.

"Meow."

The little guy leaped and then spread its wings, as if flying towards the phoenix form.

Unexpectedly, Lin Xuan was startled but didn't stop him. He watched to see what Little Furball wanted to do; after all, the situation was dire, so even a worse outcome wouldn’t matter much.

With Lin Xuan’s indulgence and in his domain, Little Furball moved swiftly. Soon enough, it collided with the phoenix form.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The two began to merge, indeed fusing together. The phoenix form combined with Little Furball, and then a clear call echoed as a one-foot-long phoenix appeared before their eyes.

Yes, it was a phoenix, though only a tiny one. It wasn’t just an illusion; it looked like a real phoenix.

Its posture and demeanor were unmistakable.

Of course, there were different levels of strength. The phoenix formed by Little Furball fusing with the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form was incomparable to the one that took away Yuanyuan.

But even if weak, it was still a phoenix, the king of all birds.

With its appearance, the temperature in the air suddenly rose. With two wings flapping, the white light curtain changed dramatically.

It turned red!

The change wasn’t just in color; the domain’s properties had also transformed.

A phoenix rising from the flames—this was a divine bird of fire. This fiery domain was comparable to what a true phoenix could create, albeit on a smaller scale.

Lin Xuan was left speechless. Even with his broad knowledge and experiences after entering the cultivation world, this still seemed too mystical.

Previously, he had never imagined that Little Furball could combine with the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form and use such an incredible technique.

Gurgle...

A noisy call echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as the demon bird's cry contained a hint of fear. A phoenix wasn’t just a true spirit; it also held another identity, king of all birds. As a soul of a demonic bird, how could he not be afraid?

Even though he had witnessed this transformation firsthand, the aura emitted by this creature truly resembled that of a phoenix or was at least derived from the same lineage.

Thus, the situation reversed.

Soon enough, Little Furball displayed his astonishing abilities. The phoenix it transformed into wasn’t just for show; the fiery domain was only one aspect. Soon, more terrifying techniques emerged, overwhelming the demon bird's soul. In just a short while, the demon bird’s soul was shattered to pieces, though it didn't perish, its condition was utterly miserable.
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"Stone Ancient Village." He walked over. The residents of this village lived relatively concentratedly, with houses built on both sides of a short village road inside the village.

"How goes it? Are you all ready?" An islander looked at everyone in front of him.

"Fucking hell, that attack caused spatial fluctuations when I was breaking free from the state of Broken Mirror Reunion. Despite the fact that I managed to escape, I still got hurt and badly so. My meridians and organs shattered instantly," Xiao Kuang thought with great alarm.

About a quarter of an hour later, a faint explosion sound came from ahead, causing the entire corridor to shake slightly.

"You're quite compassionate. Do you think you would let him go if he didn't commit suicide?" Qiu Mimi asked.

After entering Luoyang, they were first accommodated in the old military city of Luoyang. Although the royal army was waging a western campaign, it still maintained a considerable military presence in Luoyang, aside from the Shengwu Army, there were over ten thousand soldiers from the Xu Zhou Military Government.

"I've wanted to teach you all a lesson for a long time," Long Xuan said. With her left hand wielding lightning power and right hand icefrostpower, she activated two different attributes of energy and struck out.

Both of them moved at this moment. The seals in front of their chests slightly swayed but no words appeared nor any instructions. It could only be said that they had a dispute over their Heart Refinement Method. Unfortunately, the Heart Refinement Methods here were incomplete, just initial parts, making it impossible to guess anything.

"Why didn't she summon Hou Yi as well?" Qin Jun couldn't help but imagine, Hou Yi who shot down the sun was definitely powerful.

Since his first step into Jingkou, Shen Zhezi had been trying to strip those residents of their production functions and provide them with better means for earning a living. He wanted to pull them out from self-sufficient estates in Mopu District and let them see the huge benefits brought by capital circulation.

On the second floor, inside the rat breeding room, Ye Chui and his companions realized where they were as soon as cats and dogs sensed it, immediately overwhelmed with immense fear.

Jin Yu Cheng was none other than that person who had set their sights on the two plots of land in Mopu District's upper cave he bought?

After hearing Lu Ming's call, she returned to her room, sat cross-legged on the bed, and didn't plan to sleep. She wanted to meditate.

"Snap," he slapped Lin Xiao's face hard, knocking both of them down onto the ground.

It must be admitted that this adventurer did a good job; he showed no signs of beginner's rashness at all. He even took out a hammer that Brivive Stonefist found interesting, and people in Ironforge who owned such hammers should be considered important figures as well.

Tuhua walked towards Garfield. The triangular arrow, the big-headed yellow cat, and other cats and dogs here didn't dare to stop him; they trembled as this wolf with vicious malice approached Garfield.

Was her identity as a divine physician just a tiger skin she had pulled over herself? Was she really a divine physician? Had she become a deity?

"Face is the only thing that matters for humans, and bark is all that matters for trees," Zhou Qirong's highest life philosophy. Normally, he would have to pretend to be arrogant in his own territory of Happy Home Furniture, but now, facing a high school-looking boy who was constantly giving him face-plant moments, wanting to retaliate but unable to, wanting to scold but finding no opening.

At nine o'clock at night, the guests had mostly arrived. Seeing that no more important figures were expected, Yi Congning and Ye Chengqi returned from guarding the entrance to the swimming pool to greet the guests.
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It seemed like a dream, the situation had reversed in an instant. The heavens were kind to Lin Xuan; Little Furball actually possessed such formidable strength…

Although the phoenix before him was still far from matching the true spirit凤凰, it already exuded the aura of a king among birds.

A moment later, the situation became even clearer. The soul of Thunder Eagle had been tightly bound by chains of burning links, unable to move at all.

The sharp cries of the bird filled his ears. Naturally, Thunder Eagle did not wish to submit, but no matter how hard it tried, it was ineffective.

At this stage of the battle, there were no more悬念s; the outcome was already clear.

Little Furball was too strong!

Lin Xuan continued to watch indifferently without doing anything.

A phoenix cry echoed through the sky. The phoenix, a foot in length, circled slightly before its wings spread wide, emitting dazzling light. A large red glow emerged and rolled forward.

Poor Thunder Eagle's soul had been trapped; it was like a tiger caught in a trap, unable to move at all. It could only submit as the beautiful light enveloped it.

Then an incredible scene unfolded.

Although the light was bright, it remained semi-transparent, allowing one to clearly see Thunder Eagle inside. Its size rapidly diminished before his eyes, from nearly a hundred feet wide to just an inch long. Despite its smaller form, the pressure it emitted was no less formidable.

It struggled left and right within the light, trying to escape, but in vain. The light seemed thin but was as solid as copper walls, firmly binding it.

The phoenix stopped moving. Its wings spread out like a whale sucking water, effortlessly drawing the light and Thunder Eagle's soul into its belly.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Then Little Furball’s body suddenly lit up with a "pop" sound. The phoenix vanished, replaced by Little Furball reappearing in his sight.

Little Furball even burped contentedly.

The taste of Thunder Eagle's soul was too exquisite to describe.

Meanwhile, the phoenix's illusory form also appeared but quickly flew towards Lin Xuan and disappeared into his head.

Just as the fire domain vanished, Lin Xuan almost thought everything he had seen was an illusion. The traces of battle on the ground confirmed that it wasn't all in his mind.

He scanned Little Furball with his eyes. Consuming the strongest demon soul, being able to mimic a true spirit phoenix’s secret technique—it seemed this little guy was far more mysterious than Lin Xuan imagined. But what kind of connection did he have with the True Spirit Form of Nine Heavens Divine Net?

Lin Xuan didn’t know and had no time to ponder it now. The most amusing thing for him was that Little Furball, after returning to his palm, fell asleep soundly.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh as he shook the little guy, who showed no intention of waking up, snoring loudly while blowing bubbles.

"Alright, regardless, I owe this little guy my life. Since it’s tired, let it have a good sleep."

Lin Xuan shook his head with a look of indulgence on his face. Even without considering the help Little Furball had brought him, he found the little guy adorable.

With a flip of his hand, Lin Xuan sent Little Furball back into the Ten Thousand Souls Tower. He then swept his sleeve and stored his treasures away.

His gaze fell upon the remains of Thunder Eagle. Apart from its bones, other parts of the phoenix were also rare treasures. With the soul already subdued, Lin Xuan had no qualms about taking them all. His belt pouch was spacious enough to hold everything.

Better to err on the side of caution; even if these items weren’t useful to him, he could always exchange or auction them later.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. This trip to Drifting Cloud Valley wasn't a waste after all. Although he didn't find any treasures left by the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor, having Thunder Eagle's bones was enough to make it worthwhile.

With the strong enemy eliminated, Lin Xuan’s face showed an unusual sense of relief.

But just as this thought crossed his mind, something flashed in his mind. He had almost overlooked a matter he had considered earlier.

He had pondered over this question before.

It was said that Thunder Eagle's strength far surpassed what he had seen during its lifetime; its powers were nearly on par with half a true spirit凤凰.

While this was just a legend, Lin Xuan speculated it might be possible. The Thunder Eagles were powerful creatures to begin with. Drifting Cloud Valley’s unique environment had caused this particular Thunder Eagle to undergo an anomaly, making it even stronger.

However, perhaps the heavens were against it; if this Thunder Eagle continued its cultivation for tens or millions of years, it could have become a true spirit. But for some reason, it clashed with an ancient demon saint and was killed here.

Who that ancient demon saint was, no one knew. According to Lin Xuan’s speculation, Thunder Eagle had died, but the saint likely suffered severe injuries too, ending up in mutual destruction.

Lin Xuan had his reasons for thinking this way. After all, Thunder Eagle's remains were fresh and valuable; even a late-stage cultivator could find great use for them. There was no reason to discard them like trash here.

The only logical explanation was that the ancient demon saint also suffered severe injuries and wouldn’t bother counting or harvesting war spoils.

Where would his corpse be? Who was this ancient demon saint? Lin Xuan didn't care, but thinking about the treasure in his belt pouch made him feel hot inside. It was a treasure from a late-stage cultivator.

Once upon a time, Lin Xuan felt very wealthy compared to his peers; being described as rich beyond imagination wasn’t an exaggeration.

But was it really so?

Perhaps not before encountering Dragon Master Nai. Since then, he realized how narrow-minded and wrong his previous perception had been. Compared to late-stage cultivators, he was just a poor man.

Using the spirit wood for painting, something he never would have thought of before, was now a reality.

His dream was to find materials for refining the Spirit Parting Pill, even risking coming to the demon realm. But in Dragon Master Nai’s eyes, such divine pills were like raindrops; he casually gave them away.
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In short, the treasure of this old monster at the Transcendence Stage was beyond what Lin Xuan dared to speculate about.

Of course, it couldn't be denied that among all the old monsters at the Transcendence Stage, Nailong True Man was a top-tier figure. Ordinary ancient demon sages had no way to compare with him.

One could say that Nailong True Man was only slightly inferior to the three Loose Immortals and the three Demon Kings; he was an apex figure of the Transcendence Stage, while ordinary ancient demon sages were significantly weaker.

But regardless, after this encounter with Nailong True Man, Lin Xuan's expectations for the treasure of old monsters at the Transcendence Stage had grown immensely. Even if the other party could not compare to Nailong True Man, it was still very much worth looking forward to.

Now that the crisis was over and both the ancient black-robed demon and Leipeng’s soul had fallen, the dangers in Ice Flame Valley were no longer a concern for Lin Xuan. Naturally, he could search for where this ancient demon sage's remains were located.

The only thing to be wary of was Little Sword, but Lin Xuan knew that the guy had likely left the area. He flew towards a cave on the mountain waist without delay.

This cave was hidden among a tangle of vines.

These were the few green plants in Ice Flame Valley; although they covered the mountain walls, they couldn't stop Lin Xuan. A flash of his swordlight caused the vines to fall like rain as he stepped inside.

The cave wasn’t long, but after walking ten or so dozen feet, a spacious hall suddenly appeared before him. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan stepped into it.

The hall was not large; its diameter was only about ten dozen feet. Everything within was visible at a glance.

There were no stone tables or chairs, just a stone platform towering over his head.

On the platform lay a skeleton, but it wasn’t lying down; instead, it was sitting cross-legged with both hands forming magical seals and resting on its chest. From the posture, one could tell that the person had died here.

Beside the skeleton were two objects: a storage bag on the left, and a black jade eye pupil scroll.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he didn’t reach for the storage bag first but instead extended his hand towards the jade eye pupil scroll.

It was clearly an ancient object, and after some hesitation, Lin Xuan lowered his head to immerse his spirit into it.

Characters of the demon race appeared in his vision. Lin Xuan silently read them, then after a cup of tea, he raised his head with a sigh on his face.

The fallen demon sage was indeed a man of passion; he was known as "Snowflake Sage." It turned out that he had much in common with Nailong True Man—both were fond of women and good at enjoying life. However, their strength levels could not be compared. Nailong True Man was an apex figure of the Transcendence Stage, almost on par with Loose Immortals.

However, this Snowflake Sage lagged far behind; he barely entered the Transcendence Stage and made no further progress.

Moreover, although he loved women, after meeting his true love, he focused on cultivation. Indeed, after forming a dual-cultivation relationship with Hunshe Immortal—another demoness of late-stage Divinity Realm—they never went out to enjoy themselves again. The couple lived happily ever after.

However, fate is unpredictable. When Snowflake Sage was meditating in seclusion, his wife Hunshe Immortal went out to search for treasures and entered Ice Flame Valley. As it turned out, Hunshe Immortal was also a late-stage Divinity Realm demoness, so the dangers of Ice Flame Valley posed no threat to her.

But fate took a cruel turn; she encountered Leipeng while picking a magical flower. The latter's strength could match half a True Spirit, and he had no qualms about taking what he wanted. Hunshe Immortal’s fate was inevitable: not only did she die, but even her essence couldn’t escape, leaving her soul to return to the underworld, forever separated from her husband.

Snowflake Sage was devastated when he learned of this news; his love for his wife was so deep that he could no longer bear to live in this world.

With a vendetta against Leipeng, Snowflake Sage rushed to Ice Flame Valley. The rest is history: after a fierce battle, he finally killed Leipeng and avenged the death of his wife.

However, at great cost, Snowflake Sage had used several extraordinary secret techniques. These techniques were incredibly powerful but also brought significant harm to him—killing one thousand while losing eight hundred.

Injured from his fight, Snowflake Sage knew that he was unlikely to survive.

But he wasn’t afraid of death; having embarked on the path of cultivation for eternal life, with his wife gone, this world held no more meaning for him.

Thus, he stayed in Ice Flame Valley and built a tomb for his wife before sitting down here to die.

Lin Xuan sighed; truly, Snowflake Sage was a man of passion. He felt relieved that he had made the right choice—first taking the jade eye pupil scroll instead of the storage bag.

Because at the end of the scroll, it clearly stated that the nearby storage bag was fake. If someone greedy tried to take it, they would trigger the last magical technique Snowflake Sage used, which could be incredibly dangerous.

As he read this, Lin Xuan shivered with fear and relief. He had no confidence in blocking a blow from an old monster at the Transcendence Stage; the final magic technique must have been extremely powerful.

The true treasure was hidden beside Hunshe Immortal’s tomb. To obtain it, one needed to bow three times before the tomb as if they were disciples of both sages.

Lin Xuan read the scroll and bowed respectfully before leaving in a flash of light.

Soon, he arrived at a small valley where Hunshe Immortal's tomb was located.

Outside the valley, the wind howled fiercely, but inside, it was warm like spring; flowers bloomed everywhere, filled with fragrance—Snowflake Sage’s work to honor his wife. The tomb was easy to find; Lin Xuan sighed as he looked at the grave, not interested in becoming a disciple of these ancient demons. But in return for such abundant treasures, bowing three times wasn’t much.

Lin Xuan didn’t try to be clever. From the arrangement in the scroll, it was clear that Snowflake Sage had been meticulous. If Lin Xuan tried any other method instead of bowing, and if there were countermeasures set up by the other party, he would only end up making a fool of himself.

So, Lin Xuan knelt before the tombstone and bowed three times respectfully. A creaking sound suddenly reached his ears as the ground split open, and a spiritual light emerged from it.

The speed was incredible; within the light, something could be seen. Lin Xuan wouldn’t miss this opportunity; he raised his right hand and grabbed at the air. Without any extra movements, a green giant hand appeared above the light and snatched what was inside before sending it to Lin Xuan’s eyes.

It was an oddly shaped storage bag… no, not a storage bag; it was actually a Momentary Bag. The treasures inside were beyond count in the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan’s face lit up as he immersed his spirit into it. After a moment, he raised his head with even greater joy on his face. Although he only briefly scanned the contents, there were indeed many treasures within. Misfortune in one place, good fortune elsewhere; missing out on the treasures of Three-Eyed Sage, but gaining Snowflake Sage’s legacy.
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Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and hung the Momentary Bag around his waist. He then left Ice Flame Valley without lingering, as he had spent too much time there already. His body was enveloped in a faint green glow as he flew back along the same path.

Soon, Lin Xuan's遁光 slowed down, and the seven small mountains reappeared before him. The battle scars were still evident around them, but the ancient demons that once opposed him had long since vanished. Lin Xuan sighed with relief; although this trip to Ice Flame Valley was perilous, he had finally made it through safely.

His gaze swept over the peaks, and finding nothing amiss, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves again. Forty-nine top-grade demon stones flew out, followed by a series of hand seals that slowly materialized before him.

"Quickly!"

With a finger pointing forward, the hand seals quickly merged into the void. This time, it went more smoothly than before. Soon, the ground trembled violently, and a path appeared in his sight.

This path was unremarkable, but through it lay access to the outer valley. With no enemies blocking him this time, Lin Xuan flashed forward and arrived on the path.

After a dozen breaths, he reached the outer valley. The dangers here were far less daunting, almost trivial. Lin Xuan continued flying towards the outside.

Soon after leaving Ice Flame Valley, Lin Xuan showed no intention of stopping despite the danger being over. With his speed unchanged, he flew towards the horizon.

Unbeknownst to him, only a few hours had passed since he left Ice Flame Valley when a burst of light appeared from afar. A demon ship arrived at this location.

The light subsided, and an elderly man in scholar robes stood atop the demon ship.

Heavenly Primordial Ancestor! This time, it wasn't an incarnation but the old monster himself. His face was filled with anxiety.

Originally, he should have been here long ago, but a mishap had kept him here for over a month. Now that he had arrived, would the one who killed his incarnation have already left?

Despite this being highly probable and making this trip fruitless, he could not rest easy until he investigated Ice Flame Valley. Even if he couldn't find the damned creature, perhaps he could gather some clues...

With these thoughts in mind, Heavenly Primordial Ancestor flashed forward and headed into Ice Flame Valley.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He was fortunate to have narrowly avoided meeting Heavenly Primordial Ancestor. If they had crossed paths, Lin Xuan would not have a chance to escape; although he was formidable compared to his peers, the gap between him and an ancient demon primordial ancestor was immeasurable. Nevertheless, fortune smiled on Lin Xuan as he unknowingly dodged another crisis.

Lin Xuan did not know about Heavenly Primordial Ancestor's arrival but continued his journey without stopping for a fortnight.

One day, his遁光 slowed down, and he finally stopped.

He had no idea how far he had flown, but it was certainly more than a thousand miles. He had changed directions several times, ensuring safety from this point onward.

After such a long journey, though not tiring, Lin Xuan felt restless. He decided to rest for a moment and count the treasures left by Heavenly Snow Ancestor. The surroundings were vast deserts with only a few distant peaks on the horizon. Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a faint glow as he flew towards them.

With a flick of his sleeves, several sword lights emerged like fish swimming out. Lin Xuan quickly established a simple cave dwelling.

Although it was rudimentary, its purpose was merely temporary rest and counting the treasures. He then flashed into the cave.

The cave was basic but had a bedroom. After taking a bath, he fell asleep in the bed, waking up refreshed the next morning.

He then entered his training room, sitting on a mat.

Reaching out, he patted his waist, and an old, broken tower flew out. With a hand seal, white light enveloped it, transforming into a vortex that released a small ball of fur.

"Rumble, rumble."

The little creature slept soundly in Lin Xuan's palm, snoring and spitting bubbles. Lin Xuan chuckled, then began to ponder.

---

Small Ball liked devouring the souls of beasts, something Lin Xuan had known from the start. Moreover, it was very picky; ordinary beast souls were not interesting, but only ancient beasts or certain celestial races could pique its interest.

The mysterious domain made Lin Xuan guess that this little creature came from a significant background. However, his encounter with Lightning Peng's soul still surprised him; could there be a connection between Small Ball and the Black Moon Clan?

Various questions flashed through his mind, but he could only speculate since useful information was scarce. Although Small Ball had considerable intelligence, it couldn't communicate with Lin Xuan.

"Never mind, thinking about this now is useless. The truth will come to light someday."

Lin Xuan told himself, leaving Small Ball's peaceful slumber undisturbed before putting it back into the Ten Thousand Souls Tower. He then reached out and took out Heavenly Snow Ancestor's Momentary Bag from his waist.

Even with Lin Xuan's composure, a trace of excitement appeared on his face. Although he had used his divine sense to examine the bag in Ice Flame Valley, he only did a cursory scan back then. Now, he was eager to see what treasures were inside.

Unlike storage bags, the Momentary Bag was much larger and could hold many items. Lin Xuan didn't intend to take out everything at once due to the small size of his cave dwelling. Fortunately, he could use his divine sense to control how much he took out.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan picked up the bag, held it upside down, and gently shook it. A black light burst forth from inside, revealing a pile of items that shimmered with beauty—various types of demon stones, all top-grade. The sight was unprecedented for Lin Xuan; he had never seen so many high-quality demon stones gathered together.

And this was just one-tenth of the total in the bag.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile happily.
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The rest of the treasures were set aside for now. The mere tier values of these magic stones alone were already impressive enough to make one marvel. Lin Xuan played with them and then re-stowed them in his Momentary Bag.

---

Afterward, he began counting the remaining items.

Three days passed without him taking a break. Finally, after painstaking effort, Lin Xuan had finished categorizing all the treasures left by Snowflake Saint Ancestor and his wife.

It took so much time that it was clear how bountiful this harvest was. To be honest, Snowflake Saint Ancestor was just an old monster at the beginning of the Tribulation Transcending stage, with a far smaller fortune compared to a top-tier powerhouse like Sovereign Dragon Real Person. But as a tribulation transcender, his wealth was still enviable. Lin Xuan had no way to compare.

The sheer quantity and variety of treasures were staggering... it was hard to describe in words. Essentially, the value of his assets had increased several times over.

Among these treasures, some were useful, but most would not be needed for now. However, this did not matter; things that are not needed today might still come in handy tomorrow. Even if they were useless due to differences in cultivation techniques, he could sell them at the market or use them as bargaining chips.

Three days of non-stop work left Lin Xuan looking slightly weary, but his joy was evident on his face. There was no time to lose; he injected his magical power into the item and the text of the Treasure Formula appeared once more in his mind. He decided to practice right there.

The Treasure Formula's ancient words contained profound meanings, but it wasn't difficult for Lin Xuan to comprehend them. He quickly understood everything and continued practicing without a break.

---

Time passed as days turned into months. Lin Xuan could now control the True Dragon Spirit Shield flawlessly. Its power was indeed formidable, not disappointing him in any way.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled deeply, visibly relieved. Then he turned his head to focus on another treasure. It was an jade box no larger than a few inches, without any禁制符箓封印. This was because the box itself contained similar effects.

After putting away the shield, Lin Xuan took out the jade box and flicked it with his finger. "Pak," the sound echoed in his ears as several round beads the size of dragon eyes appeared before him.

At first glance, they were unremarkable, but Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of excitement when he looked at them.

When he had been counting treasures earlier, this bead was so inconspicuous that he didn't recognize it on his first look. Upon closer inspection, it seemed familiar, and the reason for his careful identification was due to the immense magical power it contained. It felt as if it held spatial laws, very advanced ones.

These were just impressions; initially, Lin Xuan couldn't confirm anything. But later, a flash of insight reminded him that he had read about this item in a book called "Miscellaneous Notes on Cultivation."

With its origin clear, the next step was straightforward. Lin Xuan took out the book and found the relevant page. What he saw surprised him; it was a Boundary-Breaking Bead, and according to the description, the highest grade one.

Boundary-Breaking Beads were named for their ability to breach spatial laws, opening portals between different planes of existence. The highest grade meant just that—extremely powerful.

For example, with this bead, Lin Xuan could tear through the boundary from the Demon Realm to the Netherworld or back to the Spirit World.

Of course, it wasn't as simple as that; he needed a spatial array to assist him. Using both together would allow him to breach boundaries, but such portals only lasted for a few breaths and were limited in length, barely enough for one or two people.

While not as powerful as those used by true cultivators during the Three Realms War, it was still an extremely rare treasure for Lin Xuan's level. Holding this bead, he no longer had to wait decades in the Demon Realm; with a will, he could return to the Spirit World anytime.

This thought was tempting. The current state of the Demon Realm was too dangerous. With the Three-Eyed Saint Ancestor and the Avatar of Primordial Sage Heaven already gone, they would not rest until they got their revenge. And then there were the two more terrifying True Demons—Ice Soul and Treasure Snake, both with grudges against him.

Although the Demon Realm was vast, finding a remote place to hide might work, but it wasn't foolproof. If he was unlucky enough to be found by any of these powerful figures, their abilities far exceeded his understanding. Therefore, staying in the Demon Realm was unwise...

Previously, there had been no choice; he needed to wait until a certain time before leaving. But now, with the Boundary-Breaking Bead, setting up that spatial array wouldn't be difficult. The small jade eye provided detailed instructions on how to set it up, and all the necessary materials were among Snowflake Saint Ancestor's treasures.

So, Lin Xuan decided to leave the Demon Realm and return to the Spirit World. But what truly prompted him was another treasure.

He picked up a box made of an unknown precious wood, about a foot long. When he opened it, dark fog rose from within, revealing a small piece of black jade.

Though it looked like ordinary black stone, its beauty was unparalleled.

This too was a Must-Contain Treasure.

Lin Xuan played with it for a moment before transforming into a streak of light and flying towards the black jade. Miraculously, he easily entered the jade, which was only several inches long. His vision blurred as he entered another world.

A cave dwelling appeared: training rooms, living quarters, medicinal gardens, and even a beast stable. This was a complete dwelling with rich demonic energy, far more concentrated than most demon veins in the Demon Realm.

Soon, Lin Xuan found the source of the demonic energy. Around the cave, there was a small garden where scattered stones lay on the ground. No... those were not ordinary stones; they were Demon Eyes.

Demon Eyes produced demonic energy instead of primordial energy like Spirit Eyes did.

Originally, Lin Xuan had planned to use this realm's rich demonic energy to quickly enhance his demon embryo during the last decades of his journey. But now that he had this Must-Contain Cave, there was no need for that. He could still cultivate his demon embryo even if he returned to the Spirit World.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan decided to leave the Demon Realm and return to the Spirit World. He exited the Momentary Cave, re-stowed all treasures back into his Momentary Bag.

Then, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew off.

After half a month, he arrived at an uninhabited place. He activated the spatial portal with great care, as it was no trivial matter. According to the jade eye scroll, he set up various treasures to construct a spatial transmission array.

Since this was his first time setting up such an array, he had to learn while working on it. It took him over a month of effort before finally succeeding.

After carefully checking everything, he confirmed there were no mistakes.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan breathed out in relief; all his hard work would pay off as he could now leave the Demon Realm.

---
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Before his eyes, the intricate array was truly wondrous. Even Lin Xuan's composure couldn't help but reveal a touch of excitement.

Using his divine sense to check, everything seemed correct. However, for thoroughness, he still needed to test it further. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and hundreds of dark magic stones flew out like ink.

Each one contained astonishing magical power.

"Fall!"

With a loud shout from Lin Xuan, the magic stones fell like rain, accurately embedding themselves into the array's slots.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and pointed a finger forward. The surface patterns lit up like mercury flowing across water, followed by a series of "hum" sounds as magical light shone brightly, creating a dazzling display of various colors that flickered continuously. It appeared beautiful and mysterious.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; the array had passed its final test. He took out an jade box, opened it with a snap, and picked up the Boundary-Breaking Pearl using two fingers.

With a flick of his finger, the pearl flew to the center of the array and embedded itself into the last slot. Lin Xuan's face turned serious as he began to cast several spells. The sounds became increasingly ancient, and the colors in the array rotated rapidly. The entire process lasted about a cup of tea before the light faded, dimming the array as if it had stopped.

But this was only on the surface. Instantly, countless small runes burst forth from within.

They merged into a beam of light that pierced the sky like a sword.

Crack…

The clouds were torn apart, and the sky seemed to be split open. A crack about ten feet wide appeared above Lin Xuan's head.

Shattering the void!

Although Lin Xuan had already experienced crossing boundaries before, he was still deeply impressed by the scene. He took a deep breath and stepped into the array.

Woo…

Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in runes, lifted by the array’s power as it entered the spatial rift.

Not long after his entry, the crack quickly sealed itself, and the mysterious celestial phenomena vanished without a trace. Even more bizarrely, a loud explosion echoed through the air, and the spatial array itself exploded with considerable force. When the dust settled, there was no sign that any array had ever been set up here.

In the Spirit Realm.

On an unknown barren plain, several cultivators gathered atop a mountain peak, clearly divided into two factions.

Two young men in their twenties were sparring with each other, each brandishing their own treasures.

What they called "treasures" were actually just two spirit artifacts. The one on the left was a black ghost fork, while the one on the right was a green flying sword. They chased and fought each other under the control of their respective owners.

Most of the surrounding cultivators were at the Flexible Spirit Stage, but there were two at the Foundation Establishment stage leading them, commenting as they watched.

Clearly, these were young disciples from two cultivation families competing against each other. However, it seemed that the relationship between the two families was good.

"Zz-zz, Cheng Junior Brother is truly impressive. Although the Green Wolf Sword's power is slightly inferior to his opponent’s Heavenly Ghost Fork, he still has a significant advantage now. If nothing goes wrong, this round should be his," said a clear voice with some attractiveness.

"Heh, what's so surprising? Senior Brother Cheng was born with a Nine Spirit Body, which not only allows him to cultivate faster than his peers but also raises his strength by several levels. It’s strange if he doesn’t win. If I had the same talent, I might have already won," said a young man nearby, filled with envy.

"Why, Brother Ye, are you jealous?" asked the girl, giggling.

"Jealous? Why should I be jealous of him?" The young man tried to look disdainful but his slightly panicked eyes betrayed his true feelings.

"Don’t deny it. Don't say you, even as Senior Sister, I am envious too," sighed the girl, running a hand through her hair. "If only we had good spirit roots, cultivation would be much easier and more effective. But everything has its limits; diligence can make up for lack of talent. With effort, Brother Ye will also have a bright future."

"Really? Senior Sister, you really think so?"

The young man was overjoyed and wanted to ask further when suddenly something unexpected happened.

The originally clear sky suddenly darkened, and strong winds began to howl. Sand and stones flew everywhere, making it hard for anyone to open their eyes.

The cultivators on the scene were taken aback, and the two sparring stopped. The others gathered together.

Silver snakes danced in the sky, and explosions echoed continuously. Within a hundred miles, primordial energy from all directions converged rapidly.

The low-ranking cultivators present were so frightened that they couldn’t move. After some time, a crack appeared overhead with a sizzling sound. A colorful rainbow emerged from it, as if something had been thrown down.

However, only half of the object was thrown before a flash of light diverted its path, revealing a young man in green robes standing before them.

All the strange phenomena vanished without a trace, as if they never happened.

Sure enough, this mysterious figure was Lin Xuan. He shook his head and took a deep breath, finally suppressing the discomfort from the boundary-crossing transmission.

He scanned the area with his eyes but felt slightly surprised. Originally, he thought he would appear in an uninhabited place, but there were so many cultivators present.

However, their cultivation levels were too low for him to care much about them.

"Where am I?" Lin Xuan’s voice was calm as he asked, yet it carried a formidable aura that made the cultivators feel pressured despite his repressed spiritual pressure.

"This is Pusong Wasteland."

A middle-aged Daoist, dressed in Daoist robes and at the Foundation Establishment stage, stepped forward, bowed to Lin Xuan, and spoke nervously.

"Pusong Wasteland? I’ve never heard of it. Is this the Spirit Realm? If so, which boundary is it located in?"

"Senior's words are correct; this is Nael Dragon Boundary."

Lin Xuan’s question left the cultivators in shock. Could this mysterious person have come from another realm? As they say, you may not eat pork but you’ve seen pigs run. They knew how difficult and stringent the requirements were for crossing boundaries. The middle-aged Daoist's expression became even more respectful as he thought about it.
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"Terran Dragon Realm?"

Lin Xuan was overjoyed, but also secretly relieved. The Break Boundary Pearl was incredibly mysterious and wouldn't randomly teleport him to a random location. When setting up the auxiliary array, he could ensure it would send him to the realm he wished to go by doing some adjustments beforehand. Therefore, from the start, Lin Xuan knew his destination for this transmission.

However, as he reminded himself, although he had a general idea, who could be one hundred percent sure about anything in the cultivation world?

As they say, a tiny error can lead to a huge mistake. With so many small realms in the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan was genuinely worried that he might transmit to the wrong place. Thankfully, it seemed all his concerns were unnecessary.

He had safely returned to the Terran Dragon Realm, even though this particular location wasn't familiar. What mattered was just getting back here.

With a smile on his face, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and waved it gently. A dozen green beams shot out from his sleeves like lightning, instantly piercing into the heads of the cultivators.

Plops echoed in his ears as they all fell to the ground unconscious but breathing steadily.

Lin Xuan then turned his gaze towards a young man around twenty years old.

"Indeed, you didn't make a mistake. This guy's body is perfect for your needs," Lin Xuan said calmly, his words carrying an unusual tone.

"Correct, my lord. I would never have made such a mistake. He has the Nine Spirit Sword Body, which perfectly suits my conditions," came a excited voice from inside one of his sleeves.

A flash of light appeared before him, and a jade bottle flew into his ears with a 'bang'. The lid opened, and black mist poured out, forming a ghostly face after some swirling.

It was none other than the Ancient Devil Immortal. "Thank you, my lord," he said happily. Becoming an ancient devil had always been a regret for him, so having this chance to become human again filled him with joy.

"Merely a small effort."

In Lin Xuan's eyes, the Ancient Devil Immortal was no longer formidable. However, his knowledge and experience in the Demon Realm were still beneficial.

Thus, they returned together to the Terran Dragon Realm. Originally, Lin Xuan planned to find an appropriate body for him after arriving, but luck favored them as he met this young man upon arrival.

The boy was only at the late Spirit Flexibility stage, his strength barely noticeable compared to Lin Xuan's. However, his talent was impressive—having a Nine Spirit Sword Body.

Coincidentally, such a talent suited the Ancient Devil Immortal perfectly for soul possession.

With no further ado, they encountered both of them. The boy's misfortune was inevitable.

The Ancient Devil Immortal wouldn't possess him here; he enveloped the young man in green beams and took off towards the sky.

---

A month later, on a vast mountain range.

Lin Xuan stood atop the peak, hands behind his back, gazing into the distance. Suddenly, thunderous sounds echoed as the door to one of the caves behind him opened without warning.

A young man stepped out, no more than twenty years old, with low cultivation at Spirit Flexibility stage. He bowed respectfully to Lin Xuan: "Thank you, my lord, for finding me a spiritual land and protecting me during soul possession. I am deeply grateful."

"Enough. I merely fulfilled my promise; it's nothing significant," Lin Xuan smiled.

"The successful soul possession is indeed something to celebrate."

The Ancient Devil Immortal beamed with joy. Although his current cultivation was only at Spirit Flexibility stage, he had a solid foundation and could make rapid progress... no, not just rapid but hundreds of times faster than normal. In a few centuries, he would regain his old strength, this time as a human cultivator.

This was all due to Lin Xuan's grace, making him eternally grateful. This was why the Ancient Devil Immortal still called himself an old servant even after Lin Xuan released him from his constraints.

Lin Xuan chuckled and waved dismissively: "There's no need for such gratitude; we will meet again."

As soon as he finished speaking, green beams enveloped him, transforming into a streak of lightning that flew towards the distant horizon.

---

A few days later, Lin Xuan arrived at a city belonging to cultivators.

The grandeur of this city was overwhelming. There were no restrictions on flying, and countless streaks of light of various colors zipped in and out, making the city incredibly bustling.

"This must be the Tree Immortal City," Lin Xuan said as he slowed his flight, stopping at a name he had learned from several wandering cultivators days ago.

From these cultivators, Lin Xuan also learned that this was the Tianhe Prefecture. The Terran Dragon Realm's vastness left him in awe; it consisted of eighty-one prefectures and thousands of ordinary states.

Although not the most prosperous, the Tianhe Prefecture was undoubtedly the most famous due to its claim as the pride of the Spirit Realm—Terran True Immortal’s residence.

However, no one knew exactly where. Only a few top cultivators might know, but this legend alone made the prefecture renowned far and wide.

Lin Xuan sincerely wanted to visit Terran True Immortal if possible. Besides gratitude for his gift, befriending such a powerful entity would be immensely beneficial.

Moreover, compared to other old monsters, Terran True Immortal was humorous and down-to-earth, making him an ideal friend.

However, it remained just a thought. First, there was the possibility that Terran True Immortal might still be in the Demon Realm, and second, he had forgotten to tell Lin Xuan about his cave's exact location when they parted ways. This left Lin Xuan frustrated; even if he wanted to visit, he couldn't find it.

Back to Cloud Conceal Sect!

Lin Xuan made up his mind. Although his current strength no longer required the sect’s protection, he had nowhere else in mind and would return as its Supreme Elder, which seemed like a good idea.

Everyone has their choices, and Lin Xuan decided on this path.

However, while it sounded good, the distance between where he was and Cloud Conceal Sect was immeasurable. Even with his speed, it would take years to fly back. Lin Xuan wouldn't be so foolish; in the Spirit Realm, major cities had teleportation arrays set up for a price.

Each transmission required significant amounts of crystals, but since others ran businesses, they needed to make some profit. Thus, the cost was considerable and not affordable by just any cultivator.

But Lin Xuan didn’t have this issue. With his wealth, these crystal expenses were mere raindrops in the ocean. He entered the Tree Immortal City without hesitation. The number of cultivators here surprised him; he had visited countless cultivation communities but rarely seen such a bustling one.

With nothing to lose, Lin Xuan casually approached a low-ranking cultivator and asked about the city’s market area before heading there.
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The broad street was bustling with people, and shops of various architectural styles lined both sides. All these elements painted a picture of the prosperity of this Tree Immortal City. Lin Xuan casually entered one shop, where an array of treasures filled every counter, truly deserving of the term 'eye-opening'.

This time, Lin Xuan didn't suppress his cultivation too much; the Daoist Profound Stage was enough to command respect from most cultivators.

Hence, as soon as he stepped into the shop, a young apprentice in a green tunic and cap greeted him with a smile: "Greetings, Senior. I wonder what you need. Though it's not my boasting, this 'Chasing Gale Hall' is one of the top shops in our city, ensuring that you will feel at home."

The apprentice was only at the Foundation Establishment stage, so he couldn't discern Lin Xuan’s true cultivation level. However, long-term service had honed his ability to recognize customers, and clearly, this was a significant guest, so he showed extra respect.

"Lin merely wants to take a look around," Lin Xuan waved him off.

Hearing this, the waiter was taken aback but quickly recovered, bowing to Lin Xuan: "Understood. If you need anything, feel free to call for me."

With that said, he moved away.

This was a wise choice. High-ranking cultivators often had unpredictable temperaments; some preferred solitude and detested interruptions.

Lin Xuan wandered around for a while but didn't find any items that caught his interest. This wasn’t because the Chasing Gale Hall was merely pretentious; rather, his standards were too high.

Without disappointment, Lin Xuan left with empty hands.

After two hours of wandering through the entire market district, he still had nothing to show for it. It didn't matter; he simply treated this as a way to clear his mind. Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of disappointment. Such things were expected.

At the end of the long street, there was a pavilion with a large "Tea" sign prominently displayed. A smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips as he slowly approached it.

Suddenly, he paused and turned to look at his left side.

A group of cultivators surrounded him, whispering among themselves.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised. Most cultivators were usually aloof and rarely gathered to watch others.

With nothing better to do, Lin Xuan walked over. He wasn’t afraid of danger; after all, this was a market district, and he didn't consider himself the top cultivator in the world. Unless it involved an old monster from the Tribulation Transcendence stage or its avatar, most cultivators posed no threat.

The crowd was quite large, with over 90% being High Rank cultivators above the Separation Stage, including five or six at the Daoist Profound Stage. Many familiar faces were engaged in idle chatter and private discussions.

Lin Xuan became even more curious as he subtly squeezed into the group.

What met his eyes was a jade plate with lines of spiritual text appearing on it.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised. The jade plate itself was an excellent treasure, yet it was openly displayed here without any guard. How could they not fear someone taking it?

However, upon reading the content of the spiritual text, Lin Xuan understood.

Who would dare take this treasure? Even other cultivators wouldn’t dare, let alone him himself. Because this jade plate was actually a notice for a reward, issued by one of the great beings in this world, Qing Ling Venerable.

Compared to Master Nai Long, Qing Ling Venerable’s fame might be slightly less, but he was still well-known. He too was an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, just at its initial phase.

But what of it? Entering the Tribulation Transcendence stage meant that only a few could advance further in this world. Each one’s blessings were profound.

Qing Ling Venerable wasn’t as lustful as Master Nai Long; it was common knowledge that the higher the cultivator's realm, the more difficult it became to have offspring.

In fact, Qing Ling Venerable was a lone practitioner who had never married, even after entering the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

However, after entering this final cultivation stage, no matter how hard he tried, his cultivation hadn’t improved in ten thousand years.

This wasn't surprising. The path of cultivation became increasingly difficult as one progressed, and the Tribulation Transcendence was the last hurdle. Advancing further from that stage was incredibly challenging.

Among the great beings at the Tribulation Transcendence stage in this world—whether ancient demonic sages, human cultivators, demon lords, or underworld spirits—most were stuck at the initial phase of their bottleneck and rarely made progress.

Qing Ling Venerable was no exception. After ten thousand years of arduous cultivation, it had been futile. He became disheartened and decided to abandon his pursuit of cultivation.

Later, one of his subordinates suggested posting a notice to seek this treasure.

While not a brilliant idea, Qing Ling Venerable had no other options, so he tried his luck. With countless cultivators in the spiritual realm, who knew if someone might have the幽魔萝花?

The notice clearly stated that anyone who could provide this item would be offered a high price for it by Qing Ling Venerable.

Though a lone practitioner, no one doubted the wealth of an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. Moreover, the notice also mentioned that if someone didn’t want to exchange with a treasure, they could still receive a promise: as long as they fulfilled his request, he would not refuse.
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The elderly man slowly opened his eyes, and a divine light shone in them. Lin Xuan's heart tightened; this was clearly more powerful than the avatar of the Celestial Cloud Saint Ancestor he had faced before.

Lin Xuan confidently believed he hadn't misjudged it. But what could be going on?

His mind was filled with doubts, but his expression remained unchanged. After all, he wasn't facing such a being for the first time; Lin Xuan's demeanor was naturally more composed than that of an ordinary cultivator.

The Venerable Qing Ling also showed a hint of surprise on his face. The eyes of a late-stage Tribulation Transcender couldn't be doubted; just by glancing at Lin Xuan, he could tell the young man was extraordinary.

Thus, his attitude was quite calm and did not show any contempt for the lower cultivation stage of the other party.

"Friend, no need to be so polite. Please take a seat."

"Thank you, Senior!"

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully and then sat down on the chair without further ado. He had interacted with the Venerable Nai Long before; this was just an avatar of a late-stage Tribulation Transcender, after all—what could he be nervous about?

This demeanor made the Venerable Qing Ling admire Lin Xuan even more.

"Is it true that you've posted your name on the notice board in the Spirit Tree City?"

Without beating around the bush, the other party directly got to the point, showing a straightforward nature.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan spoke frankly.

Seeing his calm response, the Venerable Qing Ling couldn't help but show joy. "So, you have the Dark Demon Lily Flower, right?"

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded with a peaceful smile on his face: "If I didn't have this item, how could I have the audacity to post my name on that notice board?"

"Very well."

The Venerable Qing Ling's expression was filled with joy. He had searched far and wide for it, but now he had found it effortlessly. His son might be saved; his heart was naturally overjoyed.

"If you have such a treasure, could I take a look at it?"

"It is only right."

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, he extended his hand and patted his waist. A dazzling light enveloped the area as an jade box flew out.

It was about a foot long, with a surface of luminous glass. This item itself had some extraordinary qualities, let alone what treasures were inside it.

Lin Xuan shook his hand, and the jade box was wrapped in a layer of light, slowly flying towards him.

The Venerable Qing Ling did not hesitate; he reached out to catch it. Then, with a flick of his fingers, "Pap" went the sound into his ears, and the lid flew up.

A spirit herb came into view.

It was pure black, its leaves were oddly shaped, and there were many of them. The medicinal aroma was overwhelming when held in one's hand.

The Venerable Qing Ling was no ordinary cultivator; yet at this moment, he couldn't help trembling slightly. After all, the fate of his beloved son hung on this item—how could he not care?

He picked it up with his right hand and examined it carefully. After a full cup of tea's worth of time, he took a deep breath and expelled some stale air: "Indeed, it is the Dark Demon Lily Flower. And it’s an ancient treasure over ten thousand years old. This item suits me well; what do you plan to exchange for it?"

"Thank you, Senior. I don't lack anything in terms of crystal treasures or magical artifacts. All I need from you is a promise."

"A promise?"

"Yes."

"You've thought this through. If you choose the treasure as your reward, my offer will be so generous that you won’t believe it. Your future cultivation for tens of thousands of years will have no worries," the Venerable Qing Ling frowned and spoke in such a manner.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew he could trust him. However, he felt that compared to the promise from a late-stage Tribulation Transcender, any treasure was insignificant.

A smile played on the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth; he had his own principles.

"Alright!"

The Venerable Qing Ling sighed. Since the other party had made this choice, as someone of his status, it wouldn’t be proper to go back on his word. He didn't persuade further and extended his hand. His wrist flipped, and a token appeared in his palm.

It was light blue and unremarkable. However, Lin Xuan, with his vast experience, couldn’t identify the material from which it was made.

"From now on, you can use this command token to visit me at Mount Wàngkōng. No matter what your request is, as long as I can fulfill it, I will not refuse."

"Wángkōng Mountain?"

"Yes, that's where my true form resides. The route is described on the token; I won't say more," the Venerable Qing Ling said.

"Thank you, Senior."

Lin Xuan injected his spiritual energy into the command token, and a map appeared before him. He was satisfied with this and tossed it into his sleeve.

"Since that's settled, I bid you farewell."

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully; neither arrogant nor humble, he maintained a calm demeanor, almost on par with the other party in terms of status.

This wasn't due to Lin Xuan’s arrogance; his personality wouldn’t allow such an attitude.

Lin Xuan acted this way because the Venerable Qing Ling was not his true form but merely an avatar. There was no need for him to be overly submissive.

Regardless, this small detour from Spirit Tree City had a happy ending. Lin Xuan received the other party's promise, which might not have immediate use for him now but could prove invaluable in critical moments.

Exchanging a useless spirit flower for a late-stage Tribulation Transcender’s promise was mutually beneficial; it was definitely advantageous to Lin Xuan.

Feeling content, Lin Xuan didn't need to linger outside any longer. He should return to the Cloud Concealment Sect.

Exiting the Tianxiang Range, Lin Xuan took a route east and flew for about two hours until he saw the outline of a grand city on the horizon.

Hansei City!

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged; he knew there was such a large city for cultivators here.

Lin Xuan flew over and entered the city without much ado. The process of entering wasn't mentioned, as it was similar to his previous experiences.

This time, Lin Xuan had no leisurely interest in visiting markets or bazaars. Although he wasn’t eager to return home, there was no need; he could continue this journey indefinitely.

Hansei City also had a teleportation array, and it was easy to find. It was prominently located on the western side of the city. Lin Xuan called for a carriage and got in.

Soon, an impressive building came into view. Lin Xuan handed a high-grade crystal stone to the driver and walked inside.

"Senior, is there anything I can assist you with?"

A young Daoist dressed in robes approached as soon as Lin Xuan entered; his cultivation stage was only at the Condensation Core stage.

"I wish to travel to Chu State in the Tianshuang Prefecture."

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the young Daoist, and a calm voice echoed.

"Tianshuang Prefecture?"

The young Daoist froze, took out the array map, and checked it for a moment before speaking with a frown: "It’s too far from here. The teleportation array in this city can’t reach there."

"Then find the nearest place to Tianshuang Prefecture," Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he walked towards the teleportation array.
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While Thousand Lines was lost in thought, Yun Shu had already dealt with those people. She was having Li Family's servants bind them up.
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Suddenly, a shadow descended from the sky, and the dark part of the animal mask appeared before Ye Han.

"Grandpa, we only agreed to date each other for a short while on the seventh. I wouldn’t have paid much attention," Sabins spoke innocently. He had known Initial Seventh for about two years, but she had only recently agreed to date him, so he was just happy.

As Sabins finished speaking, Yun Shu’s gaze drifted towards the distance, and Yun Yao felt that her expression did not seem fake.

Liu Tingfang was generous; in Beijing, he wasn’t much. A few minutes later, Wei Dongxiang could get up without bowing out.

Qiu Qian sat beside Gao Peng's bed. Gao Peng looked more like Teacher Ye—youthful, with clear brows and a refined demeanor, exuding the understated charm of a science student. If it were an ordinary person, they would be unremarkable; if a successful individual, a bit of grooming could make him handsome.

Water Sae子秋's question left everyone staring at each other, unable to come up with a clear answer.

Logically speaking, his output should not have been as high as Zhang Fan’s. After all, Zhang Fan had already used an Purple-grade attack scroll to deal significant damage to the Demon King Sarla and followed it up with powerful attacks. How could he be much lower than the Twilight of the Gods?

"Brother Ling, tell Uncle Jun when you get back that we should start going to school tomorrow," Xiao Yi did not waste time but directly instructed Xiao Ling.

At the corner of Athoriss's lips, a faint smile appeared as she put on the pendant around her neck. She inserted the dagger into her waist and supported herself with the holy sword. The blue cloak billowed in the wind, and the silver armor reflected a sacred glow through the window. Her emerald green eyes gazed at the distance.

"Now, I want to kill you too!" Bai Bing'er suddenly turned around and swung her palm towards Ye Han.

"A secret scripture more precious than Heaven-level techniques?" Huang Zhenhuo was taken aback by this news. He knew how valuable Heaven-level techniques were, but he had never heard of a secret scripture that surpassed them.

The elevator model at the Academy was similar to the military department—tough and durable, bulky and crude, with no regard for aesthetics, focusing solely on functionality.

Twenty-five shots, thirteen hits; Lin Yifeng had hit one more ball than Zhao Feng’s twenty-five shots, twelve hits.

Silence enveloped them. The roar of the beasts echoed from afar but was not as clear as Lu Lingyan's struggling whispers. The atmosphere felt eerie, and a gentle breeze blew, rustling Thousand Jinsun's robe, giving it a slightly desolate feel.

"Director, I understand…" Qian Yue nodded quickly, but her frown deepened. She wasn’t unaware of the director’s requirements, but she couldn’t use her right arm at all; how could she meet his demands?

"I am Xin Yue, the new head of the Divine Moon Mercenary Group. It's a pleasure to meet you!" Xin Yue smiled brightly at An Ran. Although she didn't have as striking an appearance as An Ran, she was very sweet and charming, making her quite likable.
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However, just a moment later, the cultivators reacted. Everyone's faces lit up with joy as they began to pay homage like Lin Xuan.

Although there had always been some discord among the five branches of the Cloud Concealment Sect, in times of crisis such as this, everyone could unite against their common enemy.

"Alright, no need for formalities," Lin Xuan said directly. He didn't particularly enjoy empty pleasantries.

"We don't know either," the response from the crowd left Lin Xuan stunned. He turned his head slightly to look at Chang Huo in surprise.

Although their statuses were vastly different, their relationship was not ordinary. Back then, it was Chang Huo and Su Ru who had saved Lin Xuan after he was struck by the residual power of True Spirit.

"Master Grandfather, we truly do not know. The enemy suddenly appeared near our sect this morning. Their strength is formidable; they broke through our protective array in a short time. Our disciples were caught off guard, and with so many enemies, we could only fend them off. We are still unclear about their identities," Chang Huo said with a bitter smile, but his expression was extremely respectful.

"Then, I see."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead; he didn't show much disappointment on his face. If they couldn’t find out the enemy's identity in a little while, he would just capture them and extract their souls for cultivation.

However, from Chang Huo’s brief description, it was clear that the sect faced real danger. Therefore, Lin Xuan did not intend to linger here any longer.

"Alright, then you should all fend off the enemies separately. Just be careful."

Lin Xuan gave his instructions before his body was enveloped in a green glow as he flew towards the depths of the main sect building. The remaining cultivators exchanged glances but soon heard battle cries from afar and realized they had to act.

---

On the other side,

Lin Xuan hovered mid-air, surrounded by numerous corpses—cloaked cultivators who had been dispatched to attack an important location in the Cloud Concealment Sect. There were nearly a hundred of them scattered around him.

These people were indeed unlucky. They were ordered to capture a key point but ended up meeting Lin Xuan on their way. The outcome was predictable.

Lin Xuan, though not ruthless, did not hesitate to deal with these invaders. Among the nearly one hundred, many had reached the Core Formation stage, and two of them were at the Separation stage—quite formidable opponents in themselves.

With such a large group, it was an elite gathering. However, they met their match in Lin Xuan. In just a few breaths, all of them fell, leaving no chance for resistance.

The only survivor was one Core Formation cultivator whom Lin Xuan had intentionally left alive. He was now using Soul Search to extract the knowledge from this unfortunate soul...

---

About half an hour later, a fireball appeared in Lin Xuan's hand as he turned the unlucky fellow into nothingness. His expression was grim.

"Turns out it’s a cultivator from the Heavenly Extinction Sect," Lin Xuan muttered under his breath. The Heavenly Extinction Sect wasn't a major force within this region of the Dragon Realm, and its reputation was not top-tier either—just slightly better than the Cloud Concealment Sect.

However, the Heavenly Extinction Sect had a fearsome reputation due to its Supreme Elder, Tianjue the Old Monster, who was said to be the first great power in the Dragon Realm after the Tribulation period. In other words, this old monster was among the top experts of the Spirit Formation stage in this world.

His abilities were profound and incomparable to ordinary Spirit Formation cultivators. Some even claimed that his strength rivaled that of a Tribulation period avatar, though such claims remained unverified as few had actually seen him fight.

"Of course, no wonder our sect couldn't hold them off," Lin Xuan sighed but showed little fear. He could not defeat a Tribulation period expert, but he wasn’t concerned about the fame or power of a mere Spirit Formation cultivator. With a burst of speed, he flew towards the front.

Soon enough, he found another battle. The area was filled with bursts of light and sounds of explosions, like popping beans. Curses and shouts echoed all around him.

Lin Xuan frowned as he sensed the disturbance in the primordial energy. Clearly, this wasn't a minor skirmish; it involved Core Formation cultivators at their peak.

Indeed, three Core Formation opponents were facing off against a female cultivator named Red Sleeve, who was the head of the Spell Array Peak. She was an elite within the sect but now stood alone, surrounded by three formidable enemies. She struggled to hold them back despite her prowess in array techniques.

---

Fortunately, as the head of the Spell Array Peak, she managed to use several portable array flags to fend off the attackers for a while. However, it was only a matter of time before she would fall.

Lin Xuan didn't know Red Sleeve well but felt an obligation to help his fellow sect members when he saw them.

Stopping mid-flight, Lin Xuan noticed that the Heavenly Extinction Sect disciples had just realized who he was.

"Who are you?" a yellow-robed elder shouted in shock. He also knew from their speed that they were no ordinary opponents.

Lin Xuan didn't have time for pleasantries; he flicked his sleeves and released dozens of sword qi, which grew to several feet long like a tempest, striking the elder with deadly precision.

The elder was shocked by the speed of Lin Xuan's attack. He had been cautious but still couldn’t avoid it. With a quick gesture, he enlarged his shield tenfold, but it was no match for the sword qi.

"Ah!"

The elder screamed as he was cut into pieces, his Core Formation body unable to escape.

---
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A master's first move reveals his true skill. The dignified middle-stage Profound Void cultivator, facing Lin Xuan, could not even muster a single counterattack. In one swift move, he was sent to the Netherworld. Both combatants were left in shock and quickly dispersed, retrieving their treasures before turning to gaze at the unexpected guest.

"Senior Brother Lin?"

Li Hongxu's face was filled with astonishment. As head of the Spell Array Peak, his information network was extensive. Didn't Lin Xuan leave for the Demon Realm to undergo a spirit division trial?

Although this opportunity was rare and perilous, it shouldn't have happened now; there should still be over a hundred years left.

Her expression showed confusion as she extended her divine sense, scanning Lin Xuan thoroughly. There was no mistake—this man before her was indeed the head of the Golden Core Peak, not someone pretending to be him.

"Eh? Your cultivation..."

Suddenly, Li Hongxu's face turned pale. She had just fought with these three individuals and knew their strength well. But she couldn't believe what she saw now. Lin Xuan must have truly advanced to middle-stage Spirit Division; otherwise, his performance in the sect, despite defeating Senior Swordmaster Tianxuan, was still far from this level.

In the past hundred years, he must have had some extraordinary experiences in the Demon Realm.

Li Hongxu's expression remained composed, though her heart was filled with admiration. She curtsied to Lin Xuan: "Thank you for your assistance, Senior Uncle."

Before she could finish speaking, a look of urgency appeared on her face. "Senior Uncle, please hurry to Grief Valley."

"Grief Valley?"

Lin Xuan turned his head in surprise.

"Correct. The two Supreme Elders are surrounded by enemies there. Please come quickly," Li Hongxu's expression was filled with anxiety. If the two Supreme Elders fell, Cloud Concealment Sect would likely disintegrate like a tree without its branches and leaves.

"I will go. You should also be careful."

Lin Xuan knew the situation was urgent. Before his words were even finished, he emitted a bright green light from his body, transforming into a streak of lightning towards Grief Valley.

Although Lin Xuan had spent most of his thousand years in Cloud Concealment Sect sealed away for cultivation, as head of a peak, he wasn't unfamiliar with the layout of the main sect. Grief Valley was not far from Golden Core Peak, located between it and Spell Array Peak. Lin Xuan had been there before; it was an expansive valley surrounded by mountains.

The area in the middle could accommodate at least hundreds of thousands of mu.

Only a peak-level cultivator or higher could trap the Supreme Elders here. Could that famous Demon Suppression Old Monster have come to this place?

Lin Xuan's mind raced, but he felt no fear. Instead, there was an underlying sense of anticipation.

As he flew, he encountered several groups of cultivators. If they were sect members, Lin Xuan would silently pass by them. His speed was so fast that even the people couldn't see him clearly; all they could feel was a flash of green light in front of their eyes followed by a distant hiss as it passed behind.

The cultivators were greatly alarmed, some thinking they had encountered ghosts or monsters, and others suspecting enemies. But with such terrifying cultivation levels, none dared to approach for closer inspection.

If they met Demon Suppression Sect members, well, that was their own fault. They had ventured into the sect's heartland; why should he be polite? Lin Xuan didn't leave a single survivor. If they were going to provoke a sect war, they must be prepared to face the consequences.

Soon, Grief Valley came into view. However, contrary to expectations, there was no ambush here. Lin Xuan continued his flight without hesitation.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in his ears as the surrounding area's primordial energy converged towards this spot. Although even late-stage Separation Realm cultivators could manipulate primordial energy, their abilities were far from those of middle-stage Spirit Division cultivators. Thus, all the primordial energy was gathered here.

It was like two magnets; the stronger one would attract more iron filings.

Soon, a small lake appeared in front. But what Lin Xuan saw there made his brows furrow.

Sure enough, the two Supreme Elders from Cloud Concealment Sect were indeed here. However, the Dragon-named youth lay on the ground with closed eyes, his fate uncertain.

His figure was still enveloped by a faint yellow light, indicating that "Dragon Senior Uncle" might be alive. This light shield was clearly an extraordinary defensive treasure.

Fortunately for him, if not for this protection, he would likely have fainted or worse. Nearby, a silver-eyed girl fought with a masked cultivator in black robes. The residual force of their battle spread outwards. Without the protective light from that treasure, it was hard to predict what fate awaited the Dragon-named youth.

Lin Xuan didn't rush to reveal himself but hid and observed carefully before deciding his next move. This was due to the subtlety of his concealment techniques and the return-to-basics effect of his Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art. Otherwise, a middle-stage Spirit Division cultivator's divine sense would have easily detected him.

However, neither party noticed anything; they continued their fierce battle.

This was Lin Xuan's first time seeing the silver-eyed girl in action. She was indeed a middle-stage Spirit Division cultivator and truly formidable. Two immortal swords danced above her head, sparkling with silvery light. Her movements were graceful as if dancing. The cultivation method she practiced had its unique charm.

"Indeed..."

After observing for a while, Lin Xuan confirmed his earlier guess: this girl did have some demonic bloodline. This could be judged from the primordial energy infused into the summoned energy.

The masked cultivator was clearly not that famous Demon Suppression Old Monster; he too was a middle-stage Spirit Division cultivator, evenly matched with the silver-eyed girl. They had been fighting for quite some time but still couldn't determine a winner.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense and confirmed there were no other middle-stage Spirit Division cultivators within tens of thousands of miles. He felt confident in his divine sense but wondered if that famous Demon Suppression Old Monster hadn't come after all?

The shouts around him quickly brought his attention back to the battle. The stalemate continued as both parties had their strengths and weaknesses. At this rate, it would take three days for a clear victor to emerge.

Most likely, they would both be severely injured, neither gaining an advantage over the other.

Of course, this was referring to their one-on-one fight. Now that he was here, Lin Xuan wouldn't allow such a result.

A cold smile appeared on his lips. To be honest, middle-stage Spirit Division cultivators weren't something he took seriously; after all, he had advanced in the Demon Realm and encountered formidable ancient demons.

Ancient demons were naturally combative. Generally speaking, against same-level cultivators below the Tribulation Transcending stage, the ancient demon would win 90% of the time.

However, even though Lin Xuan believed his strength was superior to theirs, he didn't plan on revealing himself for a fight. He preferred to avoid it if possible; after all, in the cultivation world, results mattered. So, why not take an ambush?

The masked cultivator noticed the battle had reached a stalemate and felt impatient. Just as he was about to use the treasure given by his senior brother, something unexpected happened.

There were no signs before it, but suddenly, there was a strange disturbance in the air ahead.

The masked cultivator was taken aback, feeling like his heart was being squeezed.

"Bad!"

He panicked, but it was too late. He felt a searing pain at his forehead as a black blade pierced through his head, causing blood to gush out instantly.

This blade was only thumb-sized, yet its speed and force were astonishing—far beyond ordinary Five Elements spells.
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Chapter 2432: The Fiendish Realm's Strange Poison

This was the effect of a sneak attack. Otherwise, facing Lin Xuan directly, even if he could eventually win in the end, it wouldn't be as swift and decisive as now.

The face of the poison-faced cultivator still held an expression of disbelief. How could things have gone so wrong for him? Although his head was pierced through, he wasn’t about to fall; but his body had been rendered useless.

Damn!

However, while anger raged within, there was nothing that could be done at this point. What use would it serve to vent one's fury? The pressing matter now was how to extricate himself from the situation.

With a loud "bang," his mangled body automatically exploded open, and a dazzling yellow light shot out, flying over a hundred feet away in an instant. Inside was a baby that resembled the poison-faced cultivator.

The entire incident happened too suddenly. The formidable enemy who had just been causing him headaches had turned into a fleeing dog. The silver-eyed maiden was taken aback and stood rooted to her spot on the ground.

However, even as the infant spirit tried to escape, it found no way out because Lin Xuan wasn't about to dawdle. While using the Black Spirit Drilling technique for an ambush, he had already prepared a countermeasure. A flash of light revealed a green hand, its surface wrapped in electric arcs, with talismanic runes appearing on its skin.

As soon as this hand materialized, it spread out five fingers and struck downward, sending a force unimaginable to the eye towards the opponent like a mountain crushing a person.

The surrounding air paused.

The infant spirit was alarmed. If he ignored the attack, he would be flattened into pulp. His escape light slowed down as he raised his head, spewing out a square-shaped treasure from his mouth. After leaving his mouth, it quickly transformed into the size of a pavilion, and the creaking sound entered his ears, successfully blocking that terrifying force.

"Phew!"

The infant spirit breathed a sigh of relief, but soon his face turned pale again. Lin Xuan’s move was nothing more than a feint to create an opening. With this gap, he had already used Nine Heavens Microstep and arrived before him.

The infant spirit was shocked, looking at the green-robed youth who suddenly appeared out of nowhere. Although the other's appearance was unremarkable, his aura revealed that of a cultivator in the Spirit Formation stage—a formidable presence.

That was precisely who had launched the ambush!

The infant spirit wished to tear Lin Xuan limb from limb but was helpless now as he was bullied by a dog when he should have been a tiger. Lin Xuan grabbed him effortlessly.

Damn it!

Of course, the infant spirit wouldn’t submit without a fight. Black and red light flashed across his body as he tried to engage in combat with Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan frowned but let out an expression of disdain: "A fellow who doesn't shed tears until seeing a coffin."

Blue light flared up in his palm, freezing the other merely by using a fraction of the Illusory Heaven Fire's power. After all, he was only an infant spirit body and had little resistance.

A thin layer of ice appeared, enough to bind him.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he casually took out an jade box and put him inside.

"You… You are Lin Xuan?"

The silver-eyed maiden finally reacted, her expression filled with shock. A great cultivator at the Spirit Formation stage中期 was stuttering now.

"Noted, Senior Sister, how have you been?"

Lin Xuan scratched his head, unsure of what to say. His former uncle had suddenly become a peer. However, this was normal in the cultivation world where seniority is determined by strength.

"Are you really Lin Xuan?"

"Why are you here? Didn't you go to the Fiendish Realm for your Spirit Formation trial?"

"How did you progress so much in just over a hundred years?"

A series of questions bombarded his ears, and Lin Xuan didn’t know how to respond. In such a short time, he had experienced too many things; it was impossible to explain everything in a moment.

He sighed: "Senior Sister, I can tell you more when we have some free time. The current crisis for our sect has not been resolved yet, and Dragon Senior Brother’s fate is still unknown..."

"Indeed!"

The silver-eyed maiden was a cultivator at the Spirit Formation stage. She had just been too shocked to react properly. After Lin Xuan reminded her, she quickly came to her senses.

There were priorities in this situation. The most pressing task now should be dealing with external threats.

"We need to deal with our enemies first."

"But Dragon Senior Brother..."

Lin Xuan glanced at the unconscious white-haired man still on the ground.

"Don’t worry. Dragon Junior Brother is merely poisoned and won't have any immediate danger for a while. He’s protected by the Clear Stream Shield, and the Spirit Formation cultivators of the Heaven Extinction Sect were all eliminated by you. The remaining invaders can no longer harm him," the silver-eyed maiden said calmly as she swept her gaze over the area.

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan nodded and didn’t say more. After a brief discussion with the silver-eyed maiden, they split up to face their enemies.

...

An hour later.

Clear Stream Illusion Realm, the silver-eyed maiden’s abode.

This was one of the most important forbidden areas in Cloud Concealment Sect, where the Supreme Elder practiced. Without an invitation, even the heads of the five major sects couldn’t enter this place擅自。

Lin Xuan had now advanced to the Spirit Formation stage and would become a Supreme Elder soon. Therefore, he could freely enter.

With the senior cultivator from Heaven Extinction Sect eliminated, the remaining invaders posed no threat. Lin Xuan and the silver-eyed maiden dealt with them easily.

The Dragon-named youth remained unconscious, showing no signs of distress on the surface. However, when Lin Xuan used his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, he discovered a faint black aura at his brow.

This black aura was peculiar, shaped like a tiny skull.

"Devil's Bone Poison!"

Lin Xuan’s surprised voice echoed.

"What is Devil's Bone Poison?"

The silver-eyed maiden’s face lit up with joy. With her extensive knowledge, she only knew that Dragon Junior Brother had been poisoned but couldn’t identify the exact poison. She tried several methods to remove it without success.

"This poison isn't from the Spirit Realm; it's a strange poison from the Fiendish Realm. No wonder you didn't recognize it," Lin Xuan sighed. If he hadn’t spent over a hundred years in the Fiendish Realm during this Spirit Formation trial, he would have been equally confused.

"Junior Brother, if you know how to treat it, can you find a way?" the silver-eyed maiden said happily.

"I’ll give it a try."

Lin Xuan didn't provide an affirmative answer. After all, he had only seen such poison in Fiendish Realm texts and hadn’t personally encountered it before, so he couldn’t be too confident.

"Then I'll trouble you."

"It's my duty."

Without saying more, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a jade bottle flew out. He uncorked the bottle and took out two black pills. These were treasures from Snowflake Saint Ancestor, but they only provided relief for Devil’s Bone Poison and couldn’t completely remove it.

Lin Xuan fed the Dragon-named youth the spirit pills, then flipped his left hand to summon Illusory Heaven Fire.

The five-colored crystal turned green quickly as the best method to counter Devil's Bone Poison was using poison against poison.
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Though it was his first attempt to remove this poison, Lin Xuan's Phantom Heavenly Fire proved its miraculous nature. Two hours later, the white-haired youth slowly opened his eyes, although he still appeared somewhat weak, having woken up naturally indicated no major issues.

"Phew!"

The silver-eyed maiden let out a sigh of relief and her face was filled with joy: "Junior Brother, how do you feel? It's best to activate your cultivation power and see if there are any lingering effects."

This was what the maiden said with concern.

"Senior Sister, was it you who saved me?"

"No, it was Junior Brother Lin who acted. If not for his efforts, not only would Senior Brother Dragon be in trouble, but even the entire Cloud Concealment Sect might have faced a different fate," the silver-eyed maiden said softly, her face showing a hint of relief. Inviting Lin Xuan into the sect had been the right choice.

"Junior Brother Lin?"

The Dragon-named youth was stunned. There were only two Supreme Elders in the Cloud Concealment Sect: himself and his senior sister. When did another Junior Brother Lin appear?

However, the shock didn't last long; soon his gaze fell on Lin Xuan: "It's you, huh? Your cultivation… it has advanced so much."

Just like when the silver-eyed maiden first met Lin Xuan, this Dragon-named youth's divine sense was shocked. But strictly speaking, such incidents weren't uncommon. His senior sister, though an ancient monster who had lived for countless years, appeared as a young woman of twenty due to her cultivation techniques that slowed down aging.

Her features were beautiful but not outstandingly so, which made it understandable why she attracted the attention of some lecherous individuals. She must have concealed her true cultivation level; after all, at the Divination Stage, one was rarely seen even in ordinary realms like Nai Long.

Entering the market area without concealing his identity would surely cause a commotion, so temporarily hiding his strength was the best choice. The silver-eyed maiden's description confirmed Lin Xuan's guess: she had indeed concealed her cultivation to avoid drawing attention.

To remain unnoticed, she did conceal her true strength, but who knew beauty could bring trouble? A young man of leisurely demeanor approached and began harassing her. Naturally, the silver-eyed maiden was furious; an Incarnation Stage cultivator dared to be so disrespectful. However, she didn't immediately act, as a Divination Stage powerhouse had enough composure not to engage with such insignificant beings.

This woman could be considered merciful. She intended to let him off and revealed her true strength, emitting an extremely powerful aura. According to the silver-eyed maiden's thoughts, he would be intimidated and apologize. The matter should have been resolved smoothly. However, human plans often fail against divine calculations. Upon realizing she was a Divination Stage cultivator, the young man was indeed surprised but didn't show much fear; instead, he seemed more excited.

Lin Xuan was also taken aback by this development. This situation defied common sense. Normally, an Incarnation Stage cultivator who offended a Divination Stage powerhouse would be terrified and afraid of being eliminated. Was this fellow acting like a pig to eat the tiger?

Lin Xuan couldn't help asking about his doubts. The answer was negative; he wasn't pretending to be weak but genuinely not scared because he was the son of the Tyrannical Elder, the only heir. The old monster doted on him immensely, which had shaped his arrogant and domineering personality.

Although the Tyrannical Elder was a Divination Stage cultivator, with the title of the first person in this realm to successfully pass through the Tribulation Stage, his strength far exceeded that of ordinary Divination Stage cultivators. The young man, captivated by the silver-eyed maiden's beauty, boldly approached her despite his weak Incarnation Stage and demanded she accompany him as a dual cultivation partner.

This was absurd; in the cultivation world, might made right, and female cultivators faced even more challenges on their path to immortality. Some sought protection from stronger beings through seduction, hoping for their support. However, such reliance should be on someone far more powerful than themselves. Yet here was an Incarnation Stage cultivator demanding the silver-eyed maiden as his dual cultivation partner, which seemed too ridiculous.

Originally, this might not have been a big deal, but when he dared to attack, it became intolerable. Although the silver-eyed maiden was usually good-tempered compared to other cultivators, she couldn't avoid her nature entirely, especially in such situations.

Thus, the ignorant fellow was directly beaten into a pulp, and his companions were sent to the underworld. However, since they were in the market area with many people around, even though the silver-eyed maiden quickly left the scene, her identity eventually became public knowledge.

"Ah, I see!"

Lin Xuan's face showed some contemplation. It was indeed due to her mercy that this happened; if he had been there, he would have silenced any witness first and then dealt with it later. This way, everything could remain peaceful without causing such a big commotion.

However, since the incident had already occurred, complaining wouldn't help. Lin Xuan merely looked at the silver-eyed maiden with surprise. As a Divination Stage powerhouse, she should have experienced countless trials; why was she so merciful?

The silver-eyed maiden seemed to sense his implied criticism and sighed silently, not speaking. The Dragon-named youth couldn't bear it anymore and coughed: "Junior Brother Lin, don't blame Senior Sister either. This is related to the cultivation technique she practices."

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding. He knew that some cultivation techniques could subtly influence one's mind.

"But what do you two decide now?"

Lin Xuan blinked, his voice calm.

"The trouble I caused; originally, I hoped it wouldn't be exposed, but now it can't help but come to light," the silver-eyed maiden sighed, her eyes showing a resolve. "Senior Sister, this is too much of an act of righteousness… Dragon Senior Brother, how can you…"

But before he could finish, Lin Xuan interjected: "Indeed, Senior Sister's words are overly righteous. Given the situation, even if you apologize and take responsibility, what difference would it make? The Tyrannical Elder won't easily give up; remember the battle just now, where the Tyrannical Sect suffered heavy losses, with thousands of disciples perishing, including a Supreme Elder at the Divination Stage. Now, this isn't about personal grudges but two sects' issues. Cloud Concealment and Tyrannical are locked in an endless conflict."

"What do we do?"

The silver-eyed maiden's face darkened. She knew all too well what Lin Xuan said was true. However, while she understood rationally, emotionally, she wanted to avoid it. But avoiding the problem wouldn't solve anything; now two sects were engaged in a deadly confrontation.

Moreover, the situation was far worse than Lin Xuan imagined. The information about the Tyrannical Sect came from his research on ancient texts, mentioning that this had been over ten thousand years ago. With such a powerful Supreme Elder like the Tyrannical Elder, their sect's development had been rapid but still not reaching the superpower status of Nai Long.

Facing such an immense power, Cloud Concealment would have no chance; it was certain to suffer a crushing defeat. The Tyrannical Sect wouldn't stop at that; they would likely wipe out all opposition. As a result, the sect's tradition of over a million years might be destroyed by his hands.

The thought made her face contort in disgust. She wished she could die right then and there. Although it was an unforeseen disaster, she couldn't escape responsibility because of her actions. Forcing the sect to be annihilated, how could she face it from beyond the grave? (Seeking recommendation votes! To be continued!)
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Chapter 2434: Duel in Star Moon City

"Senior Sister, you need not worry. There is still a chance to salvage the situation."

Unlike the two senior elders who looked as pale as death, Lin Xuan remained remarkably calm when facing such a crisis. In fact, he seemed confident and prepared. Hence, he showed no signs of anxiety.

"Salvage the situation? Junior Brother Lin, what do you mean by that?"

The young man with the dragon name turned his head back, looking puzzled. He believed their sect's future was bleak.

"Junior Brother, please tell me. No matter how difficult or dangerous it may be, as long as we can preserve our sect's legacy, I will not hesitate."

The silver-eyed maiden's face was filled with hope. She had resorted to desperate measures, like a drowning man clutching at straws.

In short, she was losing her composure.

Seeing the two looking at him, Lin Xuan did not waste any time.

"As they say, killing one thousand will cost you eight hundred. Although Tian Jue Sect's strength far exceeds ours, our Cloud Concealment Sect is not made of paper. If pushed to extremes, we could engage in a fight-to-the-death, resulting in significant losses among the sect members. I believe that even that old monster knows this."

"True, but what difference does it make?" The young man with the dragon name looked puzzled. The silver-eyed maiden did not understand Lin Xuan's point.

"Even so, they won't let us off easily. Can we find a way to resolve our grievances?"

"Certainly not. But if there is an advantage that can achieve our goal of revenge without harming our sect, would that old monster be willing to consider it?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of intrigue as he spoke mysteriously.

"Junior Brother, you mean..."

A glint appeared in the silver-eyed maiden's eyes, and she seemed to understand: "The duel in Star Moon City?"

"Yes," Lin Xuan smiled and nodded. "Senior Sister, you are indeed clever; you grasped it quickly."

---

"What? Junior Brother, how could you come up with such an idea? Who can defeat that old monster of Tian Jue Sect? It's suicide!"

The young man with the dragon name looked pale as he spoke. This was too outrageous—it was clearly suicidal.

In Nael Dragon World, duels in Star Moon City were a long-standing tradition dating back to ancient times. In the chaotic world of cultivation, various grievances inevitably arose. While personal grudges could be resolved, when it involved sects or families, unless there was an extreme disparity in power, situations like Lin Xuan's description often occurred—killing one thousand at the cost of losing eight hundred.

However, some grudges were so deep that they couldn't be resolved. Thus, over time, a method called dueling emerged. Two sects or families with grievances would agree on terms and then send their strongest experts to settle it in a single battle. The victor could demand anything from the loser according to the agreed-upon conditions, even if it meant total self-destruction.

There had never been an exception over the years because Star Moon City guaranteed the enforcement of these rules. Although the city was not affiliated with any sect or family, it was a superpower in Nael Dragon World. It was rumored that three or more old monsters at the Transcendence Stage acted as guest advisors there.

Only the elusive Nael Dragon Immortal dared to disregard Star Moon City's authority. Other forces, whether independents or sects and families, revered it greatly. Any duels held in Star Moon City were always respected and never violated once the rules were set.

A legend said that a hundred thousand years ago, a sect lost. The agreed terms required all its cultivators to self-destruct. However, they refused to do so and instead disbanded their sect, each fleeing separately. With tens of thousands of members from the top senior elders down to flexible spirit period disciples, they believed some would escape.

This delusion proved too naive. Without needing to act, Star Moon City dispatched a large number of enforcers who ensured that none of them escaped, suffering far worse fates than self-destruction.

Over millions of years, breaches and violations occurred, but the violators always faced dire consequences. Eventually, no one dared to defy the city's authority again, making its reputation well-known among cultivators and even many ordinary people.

The silver-eyed maiden sighed. She had thought Lin Xuan truly had a solution, only to find that he proposed a ridiculous idea. However, she showed no blame; after all, it was her own mistake, so what right did she have to criticize others?

---

"Junior Brother, your method is theoretically sound, but Old Monster Tian Jue is too powerful. If we do this, we will only make things worse."

"Yes, they will certainly demand that our entire sect self-destructs. Rather than doing that, it would be better to fight a battle-to-the-death or disband the sect now and preserve some of its legacy," the young man with the dragon name said dejectedly.

"Senior Brother Senior Sister, you are boosting their morale while diminishing your own. What does Old Monster Tian Jue matter? I am not ordinary; I have confidence in defeating him."

"You?"

The two looked at each other, unsure how to respond. After a few moments, the silver-eyed maiden spoke: "Junior Brother Lin, your courage is commendable. I know you are no ordinary cultivator. Otherwise, back when you were late-stage Profound Knowledge, you wouldn't have been able to defeat Tian Xuan."

"True, Junior Brother. You advanced from dividing spirit period in just a few hundred years; indeed, you are a prodigy. However, Old Monster Tian Jue is renowned as the top cultivator at the Transcendence Stage and should not be underestimated. This matter concerns all our sect's cultivators, so we must not be careless," the young man with the dragon name added.

Lin Xuan sighed; further discussion was pointless. He understood their doubts—had he been in their position, he would have had similar concerns.

"Senior Brother Senior Sister, since you are not confident, let us spar to gauge my strength and make a decision later."

"Agreed!"

At this point, the two had no reason to refuse. Besides, they were willing to try anything, hoping for a miracle. The three left their cave and went to an open area to begin sparring. Lin Xuan intended to showcase his abilities and did not hide his intentions; he proposed fighting both of them together.
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Chapter 2435 - A Two-Pronged Strategy

The silver-eyed maiden and the white-haired youth exchanged a glance, agreeing to the terms.

Following that, the three of them began showcasing their abilities, engaging in a friendly competition.

The outcome left both of them speechless. Although they knew Lin Xuan's strength was formidable and far beyond ordinary cultivators, they never imagined it would be so impressive.

Lin Xuan effortlessly demonstrated several incredible techniques with his dual cultivation body, using powerful treasures that were unimaginably potent. He easily defeated the two Core Formation Realm experts.

In a normal setting, losing to a junior cultivator would be embarrassing, but for the silver-eyed maiden and the Dragon-named youth, it was both shocking and exhilarating.

Only by personally experiencing Lin Xuan's power could they gain confidence in his strength.

Powerful! Too powerful!

Though they had never fought against the Old Monarch of Heaven’s End, whose reputation wasn’t as resounding as expected, it seemed he wouldn't be much stronger.

After all, the previous demonstration involved two people working together, yet they still couldn't find any counterattack and were easily defeated. Moreover, Lin Xuan's performance was effortless, indicating that if their assumptions were correct, Lin Xiuxian hadn’t used his full strength but merely played around.

While they didn't dare to conclude that Lin Xuan definitely surpassed the Old Monarch of Heaven’s End, it was worth a gamble.

After about a cup of tea, the silver-eyed maiden raised her head and bit her lip. "Lin Xiuxian, you need these treasures; there are too many. Even with our accumulated resources, plus my and Dragon's collections, we can only offer one-tenth."

"One-tenth?" Lin Xuan didn't show any disappointment on his face. "That’s enough. Senior Sister, give me those treasures, the rest will be used as leverage to demand from the Old Monarch of Heaven’s End. Of course, there is an additional condition: in the future, when our sect's cultivators encounter yours, they must retreat and not seek revenge."

"However, so many treasures might not be enough for them," the Dragon-named youth raised his head as well. Although the strength of the Old Monarch’s sect was much greater than their own, the materials Lin Xuan had listed were too extraordinary—each one rare to find, with hundreds in total. He was certain that the Old Monarch's sect wouldn't be able to gather them all.

"Even if they can’t provide them, it doesn’t matter. My accumulated resources can offer a tenth of what I need, and the Old Monarch’s sect might manage to scrape together some."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed in their ears. His plan was already set from the start: even small gains were beneficial. He didn't expect to gather all these treasures at once; he would take whatever he could get, ensuring a win-win situation.

"Let's propose this demand and set a deadline of two thousand years."

"Two thousand years..."

The silver-eyed maiden was taken aback, her face showing deep thought as she supported her chin. "Brother, you want to achieve a two-pronged strategy. This is brilliant."

"A two-pronged strategy?"

Before the Dragon-named youth could react, Lin Xuan clapped his hands in amusement. "Indeed, Senior Sister, you are very clever; you understood immediately."

"What are you discussing?"

"Brother Dragon, Lin Xiuxian's plan is excellent. He needs these treasures. If he wins the duel, he can easily obtain some from the Old Monarch’s sect without exerting any effort. Moreover, they won’t be able to gather all of them within two thousand years. To avoid punishment by Star Moon City, their entire sect will have to mobilize and search for the treasures. This will disrupt the entire sect's operations, let alone cultivation."

"This is a bloodless method; in two thousand years, the Old Monarch’s sect will weaken significantly. Even if Star Moon City doesn’t intervene, they won't pose a threat to our sect anymore."

After hearing the silver-eyed maiden's explanation, the Dragon-named youth was stunned. His Lin Xiuxian seemed too cunning—essentially using their enemies as free labor while weakening them.

"Senior Sister’s analysis is correct. However, for this plan to succeed, we need an additional condition: if they still can't gather these treasures in two thousand years, I don’t want the entire sect to undergo a mass sacrifice; just the Old Monarch himself will suffice," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Indeed, that’s good. The Old Monarch won’t give up easily and would surely urge his disciples to find the treasures for Brother Xiuxian." The silver-eyed maiden was pleased. "This way, our sect will weaken more."

"Brother Xiuxian, Senior Sister, your plan is excellent, but we need a prerequisite: Lin Xiuxian must win the duel; otherwise, it would be our sect that suffers," the Dragon-named youth sighed. While the plan was brilliant, its execution was challenging.

The silver-eyed maiden looked uneasy, but Lin Xuan showed no signs of worry. He knew his techniques well and had faced the Saint Ancestor's incarnation before. Although he hadn’t seen the Old Monarch himself, if he didn't have a good chance, why would he take such a risk?

Even if he lost, Lin Xuan still had a protective talisman from the Venerable Green Spirit. The rules of Star Moon City were not to be trifled with, but as a渡劫级别的老怪物, the Venerable Green Spirit might mediate and offer leniency. Thus, Lin Xuan was in no danger.

Of course, this was his trump card, which he didn’t need to share with his seniors or sister for now.

So, they agreed on these terms. This was the best choice given their current situation; otherwise, there were no other options for their sect. Arranging the duel wasn't something Lin Xuan needed to worry about; he had established a cave in the Clear and Illusory Realm, where he could rest and prepare.

...

A few days later, in Northern Cold Province’s Seven Ling Mountain.

This was the main headquarters of the Old Monarch's sect. However, the atmosphere was different from usual. Most of the sect disciples were filled with righteous indignation.

News had just arrived that a group led by Senior Monk Zhong from their sect had been sent to attack Cloud Hidden Sect in Tian Shuang Province, resulting in heavy losses and almost total annihilation. Even Core Formation Realm Senior Monk Zhong fell in battle.

Initially, Old Monarch's sect disciples dismissed the news as absurd. How could it be possible?

Their sect might not be a top-tier force in the Dragon’s Lair, but they were still far superior to Cloud Hidden Sect. Although this expedition only involved a small portion of their forces, the outcome should have been certain—crushing Cloud Hidden Sect like a泰山压顶.

However, reality was vastly different; Cloud Hidden Sect remained unscathed while their disciples suffered significant defeats.

Anger and frustration filled them. This result was unacceptable to any Old Monarch's sect cultivator. After all, they had the reputed First Transcendent of this realm as their senior elder, raising their status significantly. They couldn't tolerate being humiliated by a mere Cloud Hidden Sect.

Old Monarch’s sect disciples were furious, calling for revenge and vowing to eliminate Cloud Hidden Sect with all their might.

However, while lower-ranking cultivators raged, the higher-ranking elders remained more cautious.

As Lin Xuan had predicted, killing one thousand could result in losing eight hundred. They couldn't afford such risks. Initially, they didn’t take Cloud Hidden Sect seriously, but now it seemed much stronger than expected, causing a significant setback.

This was problematic. While their sect might still be stronger overall and victory possible, excessive casualties would not be worth it.

However, with the enmity between both sides, there was no chance of reconciliation. What should they do?

They wanted to weaken Cloud Hidden Sect without significantly damaging their own strength. This was a difficult task, leaving the elders scratching their heads.

At this moment, an unexpected guest arrived, presenting a business card.

The patrol disciple was shocked and quickly informed the sect leader. Upon seeing the content of the card, the sect leader hesitated before taking it to the frigid pond within the sect’s domain.

This area belonged to their sect; it was a restricted zone where the Old Monarch practiced in seclusion. Even as the sect leader, he wouldn’t dare enter without an invitation.

However, this situation was special, and this matter required reporting to the Venerable Senior Uncle for final approval.

Soon, he passed through multiple barriers and arrived at the depths of the frigid pond, where he handed over the card to the Old Monarch.
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"Duels in Star Moon City, the Cloud Concealment Sect really has guts. They actually dared to make such a demand."

In the middle of the Cold Spring, the Tyrant of Heaven sat cross-legged. From his appearance, he was no more than fifty years old, with a broad forehead and large face, dressed in plain white robes. His looks were unremarkable, but there was an air of a master of the age about him that emanated from his body.

"The junior disciple finds this strange too. Although the Cloud Concealment Sect is not very discerning, it's still a long-standing sect with its roots deep. They wouldn't be unaware of Uncle’s prowess. Making such a demand is almost like seeking death. Could there be some hidden plot?" The respectful voice of the sect leader entered his ears. While he appeared older from the outside, the age of cultivators couldn’t be judged by appearance alone.

"Hidden plot? What hidden plot could they possibly have? You know well enough about Star Moon City's background. Can such a minor sect really come up with any tricks?" The Tyrant of Heaven said dismissively.

"But their actions don't follow common sense."

"Hmph, why think so much? Maybe the other party is already mad. Do you really fear that this master will lose?"

"No, the junior disciple can never have such thoughts. Uncle is invincible in all directions; how could a minor sect compare?"

Seeing the Tyrant of Heaven's displeased expression, the sect leader quickly flattered him, saying his uncle was unpredictable Guier.

"Alright, since the other party wants to duel with this old man, let’s meet their demands according to Star Moon City's rules. What did they say about the conditions after victory?"

The sect leader swallowed a mouthful of saliva and respectfully handed over a jade cylinder with a green droplet in its eye.

The Tyrant of Heaven scanned it with his divine sense, then smiled playfully: "Interesting, such a condition. It seems that those fellows from the Cloud Concealment Sect really have some confidence about this duel."

"So the junior disciple is worried that the treasures they demand are all hard-to-find items in the world. With our sect's resources, we can only offer one-fifth of what’s left and try to gather it within two thousand years. There isn’t even a bit of hope, but it’s still extremely difficult. What if..."

"Enough." The Tyrant of Heaven waved his hand impatiently: "What are you afraid of? No matter how harsh their conditions are, this old man will only be involved if they win. You can rest easy."

Although the sect leader still felt uneasy, he dared not persuade any further since Uncle had spoken so far. He agreed with a nod.

Then he raised his head and smiled sycophantically: "Uncle, what should we demand when we win?"

"Hmph, how could this be in doubt?" The Tyrant of Heaven flicked his sleeve, his eyes flashing with ferocity: "The entire Cloud Concealment Sect must be wiped out from this realm, leaving no trace. I want them all to return their souls to the underworld."

"Yes, your command is respected. Disciple takes leave now."

The sect leader bowed like a shadow in the cold spring and silently left.

Northern Mournful Province was located at the northernmost part of the Dragon's Cauldron Realm. While it wasn’t the largest province among the ninety-nine, it still ranked high.

However, compared to other provinces, this place had vast expanses with sparse populations and extremely harsh climates. Except for a few hot days in summer, it was covered in heavy snow all year round.

Such an environment made even cultivators dislike it. Yet, there stood the first immortal city of the Dragon's Cauldron Realm—Star Moon City.

This was astonishing and a mystery of this realm.

Because of Star Moon City, the strength of Northern Mournful Province’s cultivation world wasn’t weak. Every season, numerous cultivators would flood into this place.

Apart from duels, Star Moon City was renowned throughout the realm for its markets, auctions, and other immortals' cities. Among the ninety-nine provinces, it ranked among the top in these areas.

However, what drew so many cultivators here was another reason.

They came out of admiration.

Legends said that behind Star Moon City lay a massive force with three old monsters as Supreme Elders who had transcended their tribulation. Although this was just a legend and couldn’t be verified, one thing was certain: there were always more than one old monster’s avatar present in the city during major ceremonies. This point was beyond doubt.

Knowing that the Tribulation Transcender realm was the last stage of cultivation and out of reach for most cultivators, these ancient beings generally wouldn’t appear before others.

No one knew where their abodes were.

However, Star Moon City was different. Seeing tribulation transcenders' avatars was enough to excite many cultivators.

Legends spoke of lucky individuals with exceptional资质 who caught the attention of an old Tribulation Transcender's avatar and became disciples.

This was a step that could change one’s fate overnight.

There were also rumors about a beautiful female cultivator who, through sheer luck, caught the eye of an old Tribulation Transcender, who took her in as a concubine.

This made countless women envious.

Knowing that the status of a concubine was far below that of a properly married partner, but it would be elevated by the identity of its owner. A Tribulation Transcender's concubine had high status, and even a Spirit Formation stage cultivator wouldn’t dare to offend her. As a bed companion, she would receive numerous benefits. Hearing one’s words from such an old monster could save countless detours in cultivation. If favored, crystal stones and medicinal pills were easily obtained, eliminating the need for any worries about cultivation.

These two legends alone made Star Moon City a popular destination every year. Of course, those who came to become disciples or concubines of Tribulation Transcenders were few. Most cultivators came either for auctions or duels.

Duels were self-explanatory; Star Moon City’s reputation in the Dragon's Cauldron Realm was unparalleled. As for auctions, they were among the best too.

Although there were auctions every day, the most important ones occurred once every nine years. Whenever such times approached, the number of cultivators flooding into Star Moon City would double.

This year was no exception; not only ordinary cultivators but also many high-ranking figures from various sects couldn’t bear the solitude and ventured to Star Moon City.

A month before the auction began, Star Moon City was already bustling with activity.

PS: Please vote for recommendation tickets. Thank you! (To be continued)!
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Over time, more and more cultivators came to the Star Moon City for its fame. Their cultivation levels varied widely—ranging from ordinary scattered cultivators in the Flexible Spirit Period who had just stepped onto the path of immortality, to senior elders from famous sects. Occasionally, even some Core Formation Stage cultivators could be seen.

On that morning, with only half a month left until the auction, two streaks of light slowly appeared on the horizon about ten thousand miles southwest of the city.

As they drew closer, the figures within the streaks became clear. On the left was a handsome young man with snow-white hair.

Indeed, his hair was as pure and white as falling snowflakes. His face was strikingly handsome, almost to the point of being otherworldly. However, his eyes were filled with an air of沧桑 (weatheredness), and his ears were pointed, giving him a unique appearance. Despite emitting only faint spiritual pressure, he exuded an aura that made it obvious he was a high-ranking cultivator.

However, pinpointing his exact cultivation stage was difficult for most people. When their consciousness approached within three feet, they would be easily repelled back.

This effect wasn't solely due to his high cultivation level; it could also be attributed to the special nature of his cultivation technique or the powerful artifacts he might carry.

In contrast, his companion seemed unremarkable. The only similarity between them was that both were young. The green-robed youth spoke with certainty: "Brother Disciple, you shouldn't doubt this. There is indeed a Core Formation Stage cultivator in residence at Star Moon City, and the senior often visits."

"Core Formation? Senior Brother, how do you know?" Lin Xuan was surprised. Many ancient texts only mentioned Core Formation Stage cultivators appearing occasionally, but there were no explicit mentions of their actual presence.

"Haha, brother disciple, you don't know. My master met a Core Formation Stage cultivator by chance—Xuan Bing the Immortal. He is one of the three senior elders here in Star Moon City. What I said was what my master heard directly from Xuan Bing."

"Senior Uncle ever met with a Core Formation Stage cultivator? !" Lin Xuan was stunned but quickly recovered, understanding that such news might be unbelievable given the unpredictable nature of the cultivation world. Even among ordinary people, there were instances of lifelong friendships across age gaps; high-ranking cultivators could form close bonds with those far below their level.

However, he still found it strange: "If our sect has a connection to such a powerful being, why didn't we seek help from him when the Heavenly Extinction Sect pressured us? He would have been willing to assist if he was willing."

"Of course, that would be ideal. But Xuan Bing the Immortal agreed to lower himself because of his connection with my master. If my master were still alive, we could ask for help. However, my master passed away thousands of years ago during a heavenly tribulation. A minor sect like Cloud Concealment Sect can't attract such powerful beings' attention. With my master's passing, our connection faded."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan sighed; the cultivation world was indeed pragmatic.

"Thanks to my master's relationship with Xuan Bing the Immortal, we have a deeper understanding of Star Moon City than outsiders. It is always guarded by a Core Formation Stage cultivator due to threats from outside the realm."

"Outside the realm? What does that mean?" Lin Xuan was surprised; even his vast knowledge couldn't help but show surprise: "Could it be ancient demons? That name sounds strange."

"Not… not ancient demons, I can’t say for sure. But he is definitely not a demon or yin-spirit being from the demon realm or spirit world. He's… something terrifying."

That was obvious!

Lin Xuan grimaced; anything that could attract the attention of Core Formation Stage cultivators must be extremely dangerous. However, based on his companion’s words, it didn’t seem to belong to any of the known realms—spirit, yin-spirit, demon, or human. Could there be other realms beyond these?

Lin Xuan was curious but couldn't get much more information from his companion. He decided not to overthink and instead chatted about other topics.

Soon, a magnificent city came into view.

"Is this Star Moon City?"

Lin Xuan hovered in the air, looking at the massive walls several miles away, showing signs of awe on his face.

While the scale of the city wasn't impressive, it was truly like a fortress made of copper and iron. The walls weren’t built from huge stones but were crafted from refined copper and玄铁 (a type of steel), materials used in forging magical treasures. Even though spirit realm resources were much richer than those on the human world, using such precious materials to build a city seemed extravagant. However, this method made the city incredibly durable.

Unlike stone walls, these could be adorned with various arrays and surrounded by prohibitions, making it nearly indestructible. Considering that a Core Formation Stage cultivator resided here, breaking through would be extremely difficult.

Like other cultivation sites, Star Moon City had anti-air restrictions around it. Lin Xuan and his companion landed in the outskirts and soon arrived at the city gates.

Despite some law enforcers guarding the entrance, they didn’t hide their cultivation levels, so no one tried to make things difficult for them. They were welcomed with respect into the city.

Even Core Formation Stage cultivators in Star Moon City were respected. The buildings within the city were numerous and varied, even floating in mid-air. Such sights could only be seen in the cultivation world.

"Brother Disciple Lin, let's go find a place to stay. We still have several days until the battle; you need to rest and recharge," said his companion with a pleasant smile.

"I'll leave it to Senior Brother."

Lin Xuan had no objections and followed him inside.

His companion seemed familiar with the city, having visited before.

Soon, a small but elegant building came into view. Several maids stood outside to welcome them. They greeted them respectfully: "Greetings, seniors. Welcome to Star Moon City. As Core Formation Stage cultivators, you are eligible for these accommodations. Please choose your preferred pavilion."

"Only Core Formation Stage cultivators can stay here?" Lin Xuan asked with interest.

"That's correct. Core Formation Stage cultivators can stay free of charge. Other cultivators must pay in spirit stones to even enter," explained the leading maid with a smile.

Lin Xuan nodded, his eyes narrowing as he surveyed the numerous pavilions—over a hundred! So many Core Formation Stage cultivators had come here?

The Netherworld Realm was indeed one of the top realms in the spirit world. In another realm, it might be difficult to find so many Core Formation Stage cultivators.

But Lin Xuan kept his expression neutral as he scanned the area and picked a quiet pavilion: "I'll stay there."

"Fine, I’ll take the one next to it," said his companion with a smile.

"These are your residence令符 (tokens). If you need anything, just ask."

The maid handed him two jade pendants that could break the prohibitions of their pavilions. "Brother Disciple Lin, rest well. I'll handle the battle arrangements and inform you as soon as there's news."

"Thank you, Senior Brother." Lin Xuan smiled and bowed.

"Don't mention it. If not for your efforts, Cloud Concealment Sect would have collapsed like a tree without its leaves. I can only do menial tasks," his companion said with a bitter smile. (To be continued)！。
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"Senior Brother, you flatter me," Lin Xuan waved his hand and did not take credit for the matter.

After a few more words, he bid farewell and returned to the pavilion.

The exterior of this building was small yet exquisite, but inside it was vast and spacious, with its restrictions being quite impressive as well. Once activated, unless one was an old monster from the Tribulation Period, no other existence could pry into what transpired within.

Lin Xuan arrived in his bedroom and lay down on the bed, falling asleep soundly.

The Dragon-named youth had spoken correctly; there were only a few days left until the duel. Resting and accumulating strength was now top priority.

After all, the outcome of this battle could not be taken lightly. Although Lin Xuan's abilities far surpassed those of his peers, he couldn't say with certainty that he would definitely triumph over the Old Monster from Heaven’s End.

However, for Lin Xuan, even if he lost, it wouldn’t matter much. With Senior Immortal Qingling’s promise, no matter how this battle turned out, he could be assured of safety and security.

Of course, if that were to happen, the Cloud Concealing Sect would face significant trouble, turning the promised treasure materials into mere fantasies. These two points were things Lin Xuan did not wish to see; therefore, as long as there was a chance, he still aimed for victory. He needed to rest well now so that he could be ready when the moment came.

Another two days passed quickly.

As the sun rose early in the morning, the Dragon-named youth arrived at the pavilion where Lin Xuan resided.

He looked at the building enveloped by a pale blue light, took a deep breath, and calmed his nerves. Today was the decisive moment for the fate of the Cloud Concealing Sect; he hoped that his junior brother could turn things around.

With a wave of his sleeve, a flash of fire shot out from his sleeve.

It was a sound transmission talisman!

Soon, the light dissipated, and Lin Xuan emerged from the building.

"Junior Brother, how have you been resting these few days?" The Dragon-named youth stepped forward two steps with some urgency in his voice.

As a Spirit Formation Realm powerhouse, he should remain calm even if Mount Tai were to fall before him. However, at this moment, he could not maintain composure; his anxiety was evident. After all, the fate of tens of thousands of disciples within the sect and the continuation of the sect hung in the balance.

"Fine."

Lin Xuan wore a faint smile on his face. After several days of adjustment, his spirit energy, physical strength, and magical power had all reached their peak.

"Since you’ve rested well, let’s go then," he said nonchalantly.

The Dragon-named youth called for an animal-drawn carriage and headed towards the central building in the city.

Soon they arrived at a massive temple floating mid-air. The structure was imposing with faint spiritual light emanating from its surface.

"This Law Emperor Pavilion is where the duel takes place," the Dragon-named youth, who knew his way around, said. This duel was of great importance, and he had gathered all the necessary information.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded indifferently as they flew up together.

From a close distance, the building appeared even more imposing, almost built for giants. It had three levels, each towering at over a hundred feet high. Even standing there as a cultivator, one felt a sense of grandeur and an inexplicable pressure.

They did not linger on the first floor but directly used the teleportation array to reach the topmost level.

As the light from the array dispersed, Lin Xuan discovered two cultivators waiting outside.

One was a balding old monk in a large red robe, towering in height. The other was a scholar dressed in a robe, his face still young, but upon closer inspection, fine lines around his eyes revealed his age.

"Venerable Jingkong and Daoist Lu, why have you come personally?"

Seeing their faces clearly, the Dragon-named youth was startled and quickly bowed to them. His demeanor seemed extremely respectful.

"Haha, your esteemed sect’s Daoist Lin has challenged the Old Monster from Heaven’s End; we two are curious about this. We don’t know when a powerful cultivator like you emerged in your sect. So, we volunteered as judges. I hope you won’t mind our presence," the old monk said with a gentle smile.

"Venerable, where could you be mistaken? Having two of you as judges is something I would have wished for; how can there be any objection?" The Dragon-named youth’s face lit up in joy. From his tone, it seemed he had some connection to these two individuals.

"This must be Daoist Lin?"

The old monk exchanged pleasantries with him before turning to Lin Xuan, who was the main participant. His expression was filled with surprise. Beside him, Daoist Lu also wore a similar expression.

Both were important figures in Starlight City and usually kept themselves aloof from worldly affairs, often secluding themselves within the city for meditation. However, they had been informed by their junior disciples that there would be an important duel soon, where someone dared to challenge the Old Monster from Heaven’s End.

This surprised them greatly.

They were contemporaries with the Old Monster and had once fought against him in a battle of wits. They knew well that fame was not empty; the title of the top Tribulation Period cultivator was no exaggeration. Who could dare to provoke such an old monster?

Upon further inquiry, they learned that it wasn’t one of their familiar senior elders who challenged the Old Monster but someone else.

Although major sects and families would occasionally recruit high-ranking wandering cultivators for expansion, becoming a senior elder was rare. The Cloud Concealing Sect was not a third-rate faction; while its strength fell far short of Starlight City’s, it still held considerable sway in the Dragon Realm.

For such a sect to attract a senior elder was already remarkable, and a new entry challenging the Old Monster from Heaven’s End was even more... intriguing.

Thus, they came as judges to see if this mysterious cultivator named Lin Xuan had six arms.

However, seeing is believing… or rather, it should be the opposite. Initially, they were quite eager but were deeply disappointed upon meeting him in person.

The other party turned out to be merely a Spirit Formation Realm cultivator at the initial stage.

Wasn’t this a joke? Even a late-stage Spirit Formation Realm cultivator would have no chance against the Old Monster from Heaven’s End; his reputation was earned through battles.

A newly initiated Spirit Formation Realm cultivator, even if not weak in absolute terms, was still far inferior to the Old Monster from Heaven’s End.

"Junior Brother Lin, this is Venerable Jingkong and Daoist Lu Yun. They are among the six senior elders of Starlight City; their reputations you must have heard about," the Dragon-named youth introduced them enthusiastically without noticing their expressions.

"Pleasure to meet."

Lin Xuan returned a bow, his attitude neither arrogant nor humble. The two seniors’ cultivation was indeed formidable, both at late-stage Spirit Formation Realm. This also showed that Starlight City’s strength was not to be underestimated.

"Are you really going to duel the Old Monster from Heaven’s End?" Daoist Lu Yun asked, though his divine sense detected some differences in Lin Xuan compared to other cultivators of similar rank. However, given his low cultivation level, he had no chance of victory.

"Senior Brother Long..."

Venerable Jingkong showed reluctance and tried to dissuade them, but the Dragon-named youth shook his head. If there were any other options, they wouldn’t want Lin Xuan to face the Old Monster from Heaven’s End in a duel; wasn’t this an option?

"Very well, since both of you have made up your minds, let’s go to the arena."

Venerable Jingkong sighed and led the way. Lin Xuan and the others followed him through winding corridors and past various restrictions until they arrived at another teleportation array.

However, the current array was much more complex than before.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s puzzled expression, Venerable Jingkong explained, "Both of you are Spirit Formation Realm cultivators; this duel will be incredibly powerful. A regular place might suffer repercussions. Thus, this arena is set within a sealed spatial rift."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. Spatial rifts could serve as underground dwellings or secret storage areas, and naturally, they could also function as arenas.
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Lin Xuan even ventured to the Demon Realm, so a small space formed by an interdimensional rift was naturally not worth his attention. Without further ado, he stepped forward and arrived at the tiny teleportation array.

The Dragon-named youth followed closely behind.

Master Jingkong shook his head. Although he admired Lin Xuan's demeanor, he did not believe that he had any chance of winning. Nevertheless, since things had come to this point, there was no point in trying to persuade him.

"Southwest Buddha!"

The big monk recited the sutra softly and came over with Elder Lu Yun to stand before the teleportation array.

He then gently turned a rosary bead, without making any additional movements, and a spell flew into it.

Wu...

A hoarse voice entered his ears as the teleportation array flashed. A white light brightened up, enveloping their forms. In the next moment, they vanished completely.

The scenery before him was blurry at first but soon became clear as they found themselves in an unfamiliar small space.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. The space indeed wasn't vast; it covered a few hundred acres at most. But for a place of competition and combat, this area was more than sufficient.

As he entered, several unknown forces flowed through the air.

Although Lin Xuan had only dabbled in array techniques, his knowledge far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators.

Concentrating slightly, he discerned some details: "Master, is this space rift reinforced by special restrictions?"

"Not wrong. You have good eyesight."

The big monk's eyes revealed a hint of surprise. "This gap has been fortified with the Three Talents Array. Unless it’s handled by a Senior who has passed the Tribulation, other cultivators can engage in combat here without worries."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan nodded and felt the surrounding restrictions. Indeed, they only strengthened his abilities; there was no hindrance to his power. He thus felt reassured.

"Old Master Tianjue hasn't arrived yet. Fellow Daoist Lin, you might want to familiarize yourself with your surroundings. It could be useful for the upcoming battle." Lu Yun suddenly spoke up.

Lin Xuan turned around and showed a grateful expression. "Thank you for the reminder."

"It's nothing. I share the same responsibility as Master Jingkong, though we aren't close friends. But as an impartial referee, I must remain unbiased in this match with Old Master Tianjue."

"Lin understands."

Lin Xuan smiled lightly, then closed his eyes and released his divine sense. This small space wasn’t flat; a thousand feet ahead lay several rolling hills.

Though called mountains, they were more like low-lying ridges. The entire area was shrouded in a faint mist, with no tall plants or even short shrubs to be seen.

They didn't have to wait long before the air in front began to ripple, and two figures appeared.

Two men and one woman.

Lin Xuan's gaze immediately fell on the cultivator wearing plain robes. Although this person looked around fifty years old, with a broad forehead and large face, his appearance was unremarkable. Yet he exuded an aura of a master, emanating from his body...

Old Master Tianjue!

Although Lin Xuan had never met him before, he recognized the man's face from the Jade Cylinder Scroll. The two accompanying him were also late-stage Spirit Formation cultivators, but their demeanor was clearly different.

"Madam Yu and Elder Hui have come as well."

Master Jingkong's expression changed briefly but quickly returned to calm. Since he had such a keen interest in this battle, Madam Yu and Elder Hui’s presence wasn't strange.

However, it set a record; from the existence of Star Moon City until now, no match had required the participation of four out of the six elders simultaneously.

"Little fellow Lin, do you want to fight with me?"

Old Master Tianjue's face showed surprise as he scanned Lin Xuan. Although he thought the proposal from Cloud Concealment Sect was a bit nonsensical at first, he never expected that the one who would challenge him was a late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator.

"Indeed, it’s I, Fellow Daoist Lin. Please be gentle during our battle."

Lin Xuan's words were somewhat humble, but his face wore a teasing smile, clearly trying to provoke the other party.

"Old Master Tianjue laughed loudly: "You really don't know life! This time, I'll send you and Cloud Concealment Sect to the west!"

"Can you do that?"

Since their relationship was irreconcilable, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t show weakness.

"Very well. Let’s see how long you can be so bold," the old monster said as he turned his head. "Madam Yu, is it time for us to start now."

The elderly woman with silver hair raised her head: "Now that we are in this space rift, Fellow Daoists, you may engage in combat at any time without concern."

Before she finished speaking, she and several other elders from Star Moon City stepped back.

"Junior Brother be careful."

The Dragon-named youth said as he also retreated.

Two late-stage Spirit Formation cultivators were about to clash; their battle would certainly be formidable. Although they were of the same rank, they didn't want to get caught in it.

Foolish!

Is that so? The outcome is still uncertain," Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t show weakness with his words. Before he could finish speaking, the opponent attacked.

He raised his right hand and formed a peculiar seal, then flipped his palm and lightly pressed it forward.

Though there was no sound, Lin Xuan felt an overwhelming force pressing towards him.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan had never seen such a strange technique before.

But Lin Xuan’s combat experience was so rich that he wasn’t fazed by the unexpected. He shook his shoulder and stepped to the left, vanishing without a trace!

Nine Heaven Microsteps!

However, just as he dodged the opponent's attack, Lin Xuan felt his hair stand on end. A sense of fear inexplicably arose within him.

Danger!

To be honest, Lin Xuan didn’t know where the danger came from; it was an instinctive reaction honed through years of hardship.

Lin Xuan didn't have time to think more.

He flicked his sleeves and a red light shone. The Nine Palaces Needle Sword emerged like a fish swimming out.

Eighty-one swords swirled around him, producing a tinkling sound as if many small objects were being knocked off.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in horror when he looked closely; it was hundreds of fine needles, each glowing emerald green and clearly poisonous.

When did the opponent summon this treasure? How could his divine sense have been deceived?!
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They say a name does not match the person beneath it. This Heavenly Desolate Old Monster was indeed far beyond ordinary Spirit Splitting Realm cultivators, Lin Xuan thought with surprise. However, his expression remained calm, as befitting someone who had lost nothing but face.

Without any additional movements, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster sensed something amiss. His shoulder twitched slightly, and he vanished from sight in a blur of motion. What a wondrous spell! Though not instantaneous teleportation, it was as good as it got.

Spatial Shift Technique!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but even so, the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster couldn't completely dodge his attack. A blackish gleam grazed his shoulder before flying past him.

Though he missed, some minor injuries were inflicted nonetheless.

As Lin Xuan’s cultivation improved, the power of the Black Spirit Drill became increasingly mysterious.

"Little brat!"

The Heavenly Desolate Old Monster roared in anger. How long had it been since he was injured? Although he had let his guard down momentarily, this insignificant creature dared to harm him!

Indeed, a mere ant!

In the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster's heart, Lin Xuan wasn't considered an opponent at all.

Originally, he should have been beneath his feet, but now, he actually dared to challenge him.

"Little fool who dares not die! You will regret this."

The snarl of the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster echoed in his ears. Then, with a flick of his sleeves, spiritual light flickered, and a golden book appeared before his eyes.

"A book as treasure? Could it be that this old fellow practices Confucian cultivation techniques?" Lin Xuan thought to himself.

This duel was crucial for the rise and fall of Cloud Concealing Sect. The entire sect naturally cared deeply about it. Knowing oneself and one's opponent would certainly be beneficial, but gathering such intelligence was nearly impossible!

Indeed, the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster had a fearsome reputation, but he was known for his ruthless tactics. Many cultivators who had once crossed paths with him were dead. He kept himself secluded, rarely receiving guests. Thus, despite the entire sect's efforts, they couldn't determine which cultivation technique he practiced.

Seeing the book, Lin Xuan made an educated guess. While not entirely certain, it was likely correct. After all, among the four major schools of cultivation—Buddhism, Taoism, Confucianism, and Magic—the latter often used books as their primary treasures.

Confucian techniques were intricate and profound, encompassing rites, music, archery, charioteering, calligraphy, and mathematics. The former champion of the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, Wangting Tower, was a Confucian cultivator. His aura of righteousness was indeed formidable.

Lin Xuan felt a chill but showed no fear. Opponent or not, he wasn't made of clay or paper.

"Quickly!"

A finger pointed forward, and a spell appeared before vanishing into the air.

Suddenly, a clear ringing filled the air as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flashed. The surrounding spiritual light brightened, then split into three, revealing hundreds of dazzling sword beams in an instant.

Layer upon layer, like crimson clouds, their sound was terrifying to behold.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword wasn't just for show. Those sword beams swirled and formed a red stream, slicing towards the opponent with the force of a whale taking water.

"Hmm?"

The Heavenly Desolate Old Monster felt surprised. While Lin Xuan's abilities were impressive, his use of a life-bound treasure was undoubtedly extraordinary.

"Still, relying on this to challenge me shows you're not afraid of death."

The Heavenly Desolate Old Monster snorted. As he moved his hands, one after another, the spells appeared and merged into the golden book.

Then, like a fountain, hundreds of runes burst forth from the open pages.

Lin Xuan saw clearly that they were inscribed with the character "spear".

"Go!"

The Heavenly Desolate Old Monster issued a sharp command. The runes danced in the wind before vanishing, replaced by ancient spears floating before him.

These spears varied in length but were all razor-sharp. A piercing sound filled the air as the spears converged on the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Soon, they clashed together.

The old monster pointed again, ready to use another technique. But before he could, his face turned pale.

A series of clinking sounds echoed as the spears and sword beams collided, shattering like paper dolls.

What a joke! Lin Xuan's life-bound treasure had been refined with countless treasures, its sharpness reaching an incredible degree. It wasn't something trivial that could be blocked by such a technique.

This time, it was because the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster underestimated him and missed his chance.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan’s right hand flicked repeatedly, pouring his spiritual energy like a flood into his life-bound treasure. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword formed a line, speeding up to slash at the old monster's three feet away.

Caught off guard, he couldn't even summon his defense treasure in time.

This was the difference between victory and defeat. He had underestimated Lin Xuan, reaping what he sowed by immediately putting himself on the defensive.

The old monster frowned as a golden aura burst from his body, forming an impenetrable shield.

"Hmph! The power of righteousness is indeed formidable, but do you think this can block my treasure?"

Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed. As if to prove his point, a tearing sound filled the air as the golden shield was torn apart like cloth. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew forward, surrounding the old monster.

If it were an ordinary cultivator, such an attack would have left them with countless holes. But the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster, known as the first to survive the Tribulation in the Nai Long World, couldn't possibly fall so easily.

Even Lin Xuan himself wouldn’t believe such a thing existed.

Indeed, despite the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's sharpness, it failed to pierce through. An ancient suit of armor appeared and blocked his attack with great difficulty.

The material of this armor was unknown, but its defense was truly formidable.
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The clanging sounds filled his ears. For a moment, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword could not pierce through the opponent's armor. Lin Xuan's face darkened with a hint of gloom.

Because the other party was overconfident and underestimated him, he had gained an advantage. Such opportunities were rare; once lost, they would never come again.

He must seize this chance!

Lin Xuan hadn't expected to be able to eliminate his opponent so easily, but he needed to wound the old monster. A cold smile appeared on his lips as he raised his right hand, revealing a long and ancient-looking spear in his vision.

With a slight shake, all of his essence energy surged into it like a flood. The surface of this treasure was covered with faded runes, emitting a bright green light. Lin Xuan's right hand fiercely swung downward.

A loud tearing sound echoed as an ominous aura emerged. Accompanying the aura were countless runes flickering on the spear's surface.

Following these words, the text continued:

The characters quickly formed a circle, revealing a strange and intricate array before them.

A crescent-shaped light blade soon appeared!

With a diameter of over ten feet, it sliced through space as if it were nothing. Lin Xuan's expression darkened, and the onlookers gasped in shock. Single-handedly tearing open space—this old monster was truly formidable; he couldn't have done that.

Seeing the light blade approaching, the old monster sneered and vanished into the space crack.

That was a perfect hiding spot, but Lin Xuan's expression changed as the old monster reappeared with an ugly face. The explosion had torn through his armor and essence body, yet no blood flowed from the wounds, nor did he attempt to escape.

Lin Xuan felt uneasy, but before this thought could fully form, something incredible happened.

"Bang!"

The halves of the old monster's body simultaneously exploded.

The force was tremendous; Lin Xuan and the onlookers had to retreat to avoid the blast. The explosion sent up a cloud of dust, but when they cleared it, Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock.

The old monster hadn't vanished; instead, he transformed into hundreds—thousands—of smaller versions of himself.

Each one was no taller than a foot, yet their features and proportions were identical to the original.

In other words, one large old monster had turned into thousands of tiny monsters.

"What kind of secret technique is this? It's too absurd; could it be another illusion?" Lin Xuan's mind raced as he hesitated to confirm his suspicions. He narrowed his eyes again and used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye once more, but the result was the same: each figure was fully formed and real, not illusions or substitutes.

They were all real!

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. He had faced countless battles in his long life, yet he had never heard of such bizarre power before. The old monster could transform into thousands of copies!

The onlookers were equally shocked, looking at each other with wide eyes.

"Master, have you ever seen this kind of power from the old monster?" asked a cultivator named Lu Yun.

"No."

The old monk shook his head. Among the onlookers, he knew the old monster best; they had been contemporaries and even teamed up to explore a secret realm tens of thousands of years ago. Back then, the old monster was formidable but not as powerful as now, especially with this strange power.

"Transforming into countless forms does resemble the supreme divine power of our sect, but since he practices Confucian techniques, it's just an imitation."

"Is that so?"

Lu Yun sighed. This power was truly impressive; the old monster hadn't moved in thousands of years and must be even stronger than legends said. Lin Xuan had seized a small advantage by chance, but now his situation looked dire.

The young man with the dragon surname's face showed concern, but he could do nothing. He couldn't help Lin Xuan, not that he would if he could; it was pointless given their vast difference in power. All he could do was watch anxiously.

Lin Xuan was also shocked, but he didn't fall into a daze. He flicked his sleeve and pointed forward with one finger. As he moved, a clear ringing sound echoed as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword transformed into countless copies, slicing at the opponent.

No matter how strange the other's power might be, could it surpass the complexity of his Moonlit Heaven Witch Technique?

Even if they multiplied, there were enough copies of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to handle them.

One thing countered another; as each copy shrank, their strength must have diminished.

The sword energy sliced through the air, but a cold laugh echoed from above. The hundreds of old monsters attacked simultaneously, each reaching into their storage bags and throwing out countless official pens.

Though only an inch long at first, they grew rapidly when caught in the wind, then were thrown toward the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords.

Clanging sounds filled his ears as these official pens clashed with the swords. Unlike the earlier spear-like weapons created by runes, these were genuine treasures, incredibly hard. Despite having a slight advantage, the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords couldn't deal with them easily.

Lin Xuan's face darkened further.

Unable to succeed in one attack, the old monsters didn't wait for another opportunity. Suddenly, their cheeks bulged as they spat out beams of light from their mouths!
第两千四百四十二章 攻防一体

Chapter 2442: Attack and Defense Combined

At first glance, this divine technique seemed unremarkable. However, Lin Xuan's heart was filled with alarm as his back tingled with cold fear. This seemingly insignificant light column contained a formidable power. "Domain everyone is familiar with" (7* domain).

Furious, he had just managed to gain the upper hand, only for it to be inexplicably reversed by his opponent. Lin Xuan could not bear this outcome.

Facing such a terrifying attack, he did not retreat or avoid it. With a wave of his sleeve robe, a luminous sword named Sylph Devouring Sword shot out.

Lin Xuan grasped the sword and took a deep breath, infusing all his magical power into it. Instantly, fierce light surged forth from the sword in Lin Xuan's hand, radiating outward with an overwhelming aura of qi.

The four spirits materialized before him, initially blurry but quickly becoming clear as they lunged forward with fangs bared and claws outstretched.

Though their natures were vastly different, their combined power was awe-inspiring. However, the light column proved formidable indeed; soon both sides exploded into a chaotic mess in mid-air.

Rumble!

The sound of thunder echoed, and dense explosions continued to reverberate in his ears. A mysterious light halo, not particularly dazzling but emitting two shocking qi pressures that pierced through the sky, appeared between them. The space seemed to distort and twist, with a constant "sizzling" noise filling the air.

...

"Master Jingkong, if I'm not mistaken, you were one of those who contributed to the defensive array here. Is everything alright?"

The old woman with a staff topped by a dragon's head turned her face, showing signs of alarm. The intensity of this battle had exceeded their expectations.

"Don't worry; since we chose this place as an arena, the spatial rifts are inherently stable. After being reinforced by the 'Three Talents Return to Origin Array', only a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcendence stage could cause it to collapse," said the monk with a gray beard, his expression calm.

"Master Jingkong, if you're confident about that, then it's fine. However, Lin friend's strength is truly remarkable. With such a low-stage realm, he still wields great divine techniques. Dragon friend, your Cloud Concealment Sect has indeed struck gold," said Lu Yun with a smile.

"Haha, Brother Lu flatters me too much. But Lin junior brother's experiences are extraordinary; in terms of strength, we can't even compare to him and Senior Sister," sighed the young man named Dragon. His tone was filled with admiration but also joy. If not for this lucky chance and Lin Xuan's presence, Cloud Concealment Sect would have faced annihilation.

"Indeed, this junior friend is a genius, but he still struggled against the Old Monster of Heaven."

A hoarse voice entered his ears as the silent gray-robed cultivator spoke.

"Hui Elder, you mean... Lin junior brother will lose?"

The young man named Dragon's expression changed dramatically. Among the four elders from Star Moon City, while Master Jingkong might be stronger, the other three were not weaklings either. Hui Elder was known for his keen eyesight.

Before he could finish speaking, it seemed to confirm his fears. The outcome of their divine technique battle had already been decided; the images of the four spirits disintegrated into dust. Although the terrifying light column diminished significantly, over a hundred remained, rushing towards Lin Xuan with blinding speed.

"Junior brother!"

The young man named Dragon gasped in horror as his face turned dark. He was the weakest cultivator present, but even he had reached the Spirit Transformation stage; what could he possibly miss?

He realized that Lin Xuan couldn't evade it.

Ordinary遁光 (flying light) wouldn't work; Nine Heaven Microstep involved spatial laws. However, in this situation, the strange light column distorted space itself. Using Nine Heaven Microstep under such circumstances was too dangerous.

Thus, Lin Xuan had no choice but to face the attack head-on.

The difficulty of intercepting such an attack was unimaginable—essentially a matter of life and death. Everyone had just witnessed its power.

Lin Xuan's expression was grave, yet fearless as he extended his hand and tapped his skull. A small, flat talisman about the size of several inches emerged from his mouth.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but upon closer inspection, one could see its ancient design and intricate floral patterns.

True Spirit Turtle Inkstone!

Lin Xuan had obtained this divine treasure from Snow Flower Saint Ancestor.

Although not a postnatal object, among先天灵宝 (primordial spirit treasures), it was exceptional.

Lin Xuan silently activated the Treasure Formula. He raised his right hand and pointed forward with a finger.

The inkstone emitted a flash of light before spinning rapidly.

Its diameter expanded to over ten feet, covering Lin Xuan's form. This wasn't all; dark mist surged from its surface, spreading outwards as an ink scent filled the air.

The mist coalesced into a dense cloud, with countless large symbols appearing on its surface. These symbols, when caught by the wind, transformed into sharp swords that lunged towards the light column.

Attack is the best defense. The top-tier defensive treasure was actually both offensive and defensive.

While it couldn't hope to completely block the terrifying light column, it did weaken it somewhat—enough for now.

Sure enough, after being eroded by the swordlight, although the number of light columns remained unchanged, their surface qi glow had noticeably dimmed.

Power significantly reduced!

Despite this, they struck with lightning speed. The black mist transformed into a faint light screen that held on for several breaths before finally dissipating like water bubbles.

But what did it matter? Although this protective barrier didn't last long, the number of light columns was halved.

This unexpected change left the other cultivators in shock. What kind of treasure was this, so mysterious?

"Ahem, Dragon friend, when did your sect become so wealthy? Lin junior friend's few treasures are all extraordinary; even I can't tell what they are."

Master Jingkong turned his head, asking with a questioning tone. While Lin Xuan's performance was impressive, the awe-inspiring impact of the Invincible and True Spirit Turtle Inkstone overshadowed it.

The young man named Dragon blushed: "Master, you've misunderstood. These two treasures belong to junior brother Lin and are not from our sect; I don't even know their origins."

"What? They're not temporarily borrowed by Lin friend?"

Lu Yun was surprised, as were the others, all showing disbelief on their faces.
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Their thoughts were similar to Lu Yun's, both assuming that these two treasures belonged to the Cloud Concealment Sect and were temporarily lent to Lin Xuan for use. This chapter is provided by you.

After all, the power displayed by the Inverted Sea Spear and the True Spirit Inkstone of the Black Tortoise was too impressive. Even they couldn't help but admire it. According to reason, a small fellow like Lin Xuan, at the early Stage of Separation Spirit, wouldn't be able to gather such treasures.

However, the Cloud Concealment Sect was different.

While the sect might not be considered top-tier in the entire Dragon Gate World, they did have an ancient lineage. The rise and fall of a sect's fortunes were common in the cultivation world. The Cloud Concealment Sect had once produced some formidable cultivators.

Of course, when referring to "formidable," it was based on the Separation Spirit Stage standard. But there was no denying that the Cloud Concealment Sect had a long history. The old man before them might indeed be an immortal.

Although Lin Xuan was well-versed and experienced, he couldn't help but feel shocked. Was this old man truly an immortal?

Though it's true that a name precedes a person, his abilities were too extraordinary.

"Little Lin, your treasures are indeed good, and you have surpassed ordinary Separation Spirit Stage cultivators in strength. However, relying solely on these advantages to challenge me is overestimating yourself. If you surrender now, I might spare your soul for reincarnation. Otherwise..."

A voice as loud as a bell echoed through the air. Lin Xuan raised his head, but his expression was grim. The little fellows spoke simultaneously, their mouths moving in unison, making it impossible to determine who said what.

What a cunning old man!

"If you want me to surrender, you'll have to prove your worth first."

Lin Xuan's hands clenched as several spells were cast. With his movements, the Nine Palaces Sword Spirit emitted a brilliant light, finally freeing itself from the myriad of official pen talismans.

These treasures were crafted by Lin Xuan with great effort; their power was indeed extraordinary.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at them again, and the divine swords clashed, emitting a fragrance. The sword lights vanished, replaced by nine beautiful lotus flowers in his vision.

Lotus Flowers of Divine Swords!

They spun around, the originally closed buds slowly blooming.

Then, with a loud tearing sound, countless red threads shot out from within.

The number was staggering—perhaps tens of thousands.

These sword threads split into two streams. A small portion entangled the official pen that had returned, while most seemed to be shot like arrows from a powerful bow and arrow, emitting whistling sounds as they rained down on their enemies.

Like tofu meeting brine, one thing counters another. No matter how manyincarnations there were, his technique would find them out.

Don't underestimate Lin Xuan's transformation of swords into threads. Each thread had the power of a flying needle talisman. With so many, all released at once, they could kill cultivators of the same stage instantly.

Suddenly, the little monsters were visibly alarmed. They retreated with great speed.

The opponent was skilled in spatial maneuvers; his technique was no less refined than Nine Heavens Micro-step.

Next, the flames exploded and covered an area of several square zhang. Although the opponents escaped quickly, Lin Xuan had prepared for this. A third of the little monsters were caught within it.

This time, their golden bodies failed to protect them; all the little monsters were reduced to nothingness.

"Phew!"

Master Jing Kong sighed in relief. It was just a scare. The opponent wasn't using the Diamond Invulnerability Body technique; otherwise, it wouldn't have been so easily broken. It was merely an appearance that resembled it.

"I didn't expect Daoist Lin to be proficient in both magical and physical bodies!"

"Indeed, and the power of those flames is impressive. We underestimated him."

"Ordinary Separation Spirit Stage cultivators might not stand a chance against Daoist Lin, but Old Tyrant Heaven isn't easy to deal with." Although Lin Xuan had the upper hand after several rounds, the gray-robed cultivator still wasn't optimistic.

"Hui Brother, aren't one-third of hisincarnations already destroyed?"

The dragon-named youth was confused. He was happy, but this opinion felt like a bucket of cold water being poured on him.

"One-third might not be effective," the gray-robed cultivator said coldly.

This time, the dragon-named youth was half-believing and half-doubting. But at that moment, something unexpected happened. It seemed to confirm what the other had said. On the left side, several dozen zhang away, a flash of light appeared, revealing more little monsters, their numbers matching those Lin Xuan had just destroyed.

"It's impossible. Is the opponent truly an immortal?"

Even the old woman with white hair gasped in shock. Although Old Tyrant Heaven had a great reputation, what was happening before them was too unbelievable.

Not even ancient demons were known to have such bizarre abilities.

The observers were shocked, but Lin Xuan's expression became even more grim.

However, he remained calm despite his shock.

Lin Xuan had experienced countless battles since starting on the path of immortality. His experience was unparalleled. He didn't believe in true immortals existing.

By destroying part of hisincarnations, the opponent would need to pay a price for new ones to appear. But what exactly that cost was, Lin Xuan couldn't guess quickly.

So, he dared not continue this battle with the opponent. However, one thing was certain: the opponent's essence and soul were hidden in some of theincarnations.

But they were too well-hidden; his Divine Phoenix Eyes could find no fault.

Old Tyrant Heaven was indeed formidable, but at that moment, the opponent attacked again.

Theincarnations waved their sleeves, and a series of divine swords appeared.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned. However, he quickly regained his composure. Although the opponent was a Confucian cultivator, some members of this sect were also skilled in sword techniques.

Flying swords? Let's see what tricks this guy can pull out.

Lin Xuan thought to himself. But soon, he noticed something amiss. Theincarnations no longer gathered together but spread apart. Then, one by one, divine swords shot from all directions—left, right, up, and down—with almost no blind spots.

"Jianzhen Formation!"

Lin Xuan shivered as he realized it instantly.
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, and he sucked in a cold breath. The sword array was no less than its name implied—it was an array set up by cultivators to counter enemies together.

It shared similarities with the restrictions formed using arrays and banners, but its power was incomparably greater. Upon closer inspection, it seemed even more intricate and profound.

After all, arrays and banners were inanimate objects; once they were crafted, their form remained unchanged, regardless of whether someone controlled them or not.

However, a sword array was different—it was fully orchestrated by people. Typically, cultivators within a sect would practice one or two sets of sword arrays for combat purposes.

Relying on the power of the阵法, it could produce an effect where one plus one was greater than two. For instance, nine condensation core stage cultivators facing an元婴-level existence would surely lose, but with the aid of a sword array, the outcome might be different...

In the cultivation world, there were numerous types of sword arrays that were hard to enumerate. The simplest ones could be set up by just two or three people, like the "Two-Element Sword Array" and the "Heaven-Man-Nature Three Talents Formation."

However, these were merely simple formations. Truly intricate and powerful formations required a large number of cultivators, often hundreds or even thousands.

Such sword arrays had formidable power but also obvious weaknesses—coordination among the participants. The more people involved, the higher the likelihood of errors.

Thus, sword arrays with over a thousand participants, although their power was tempting, were rarely seen in the cultivation world. Such formations were too impractical; they often revealed flaws before successfully eliminating the enemy.

"An immortal body plus a sword array—Old Monarch Heaven's End is no less than a peak spirit realm cultivator. I see this battle ending here with no suspense," sighed the gray-robed cultivator beside him, his expression filled with admiration. As a peer at the spirit realm stage, he could not match Old Monarch Heaven's End's strength.

"Good move, Elder Brother Long. Although Senior Lin is far superior to his peers, having him fight against Old Monarch Heaven's End was still too hasty a decision by your sect. Now that we're here, what do you plan to do?" Lu Yun turned around as well. As one of the six elders in Star Moon City, he knew all about the terms proposed for the duel. However, with things as they were, there was nothing he could do but ask.

The young man with the surname Long frowned deeply and did not answer. Although he felt uneasy, this battle's stakes were significant; how could he give up at the last moment?

He hoped his junior Lin had a reserve plan.

"Little fellow, if you admit defeat now, you can avoid much suffering. Otherwise, I will truly make your soul suffer."

The voice of Old Monarch Heaven's End echoed in his ears, filled with threats, though it was still impossible to determine where he was.

"Admit defeat? Do you think such persuasion would work? If you have the ability, capture me; otherwise, stop wasting words," Lin Xuan said coldly.

This sword array indeed seemed formidable. However, he had many hidden techniques as well. Winning him wouldn't be as easy as it looked on the surface.

Moreover, whether it was an immortal body or this sword array, these divine abilities were incredibly profound. But Lin Xuan believed they consumed a lot of energy; otherwise, his opponent would not repeatedly urge him to surrender.

In other words, even if he didn't have a winning strategy, as long as he could endure, with the passage of time, there might be a turning point.

Although this was just speculation, Lin Xuan's experience and insight were unparalleled. He had about seven or eight chances out of ten that his assessment was correct.

"Little fellow, daring to say I'm wasting words—wait until you're in my sword array and then regret it."

Old Monarch Heaven's End's voice filled with rage. The voices of the many incarnations each formed hand seals, and various hand gestures appeared in mid-air.

As he moved, the floating immortal swords began to spin rapidly, producing a whistling sound.

In the sky, countless golden light balls appeared, each caused by the spinning swords, seemingly capable of tearing through anything. Wherever they passed, white traces emerged in the air.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed.

The power of these immortal swords seemed formidable. He decided to test them before making a decision. With a flick of his hand, a green jade curved saber appeared.

This treasure emitted green light and was still jumping with thumb-thick lightning. Although he didn't know what material it was made from, its extraordinary nature was evident at first glance.

Lin Xuan had many similar treasures, obtained after eliminating enemies. Now they could be used to test the true strength of this sword array.

With a wave of his hand, Lin Xuan activated the green saber, transforming it into a dazzling streak that charged forward with great force.

However, before it flew more than a hundred feet, one golden light ball approached.

Crack…

The two met, and the streak instantly dimmed. The saber broke into three pieces and fell from mid-air, clearly destroyed.

"Wow! It's so powerful!"

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. A single light ball formed by an immortal sword had such power; how formidable was the entire sword array?

"Young Lin, it's too late to be afraid now."

The voice of Old Monarch Heaven's End echoed again. The small monsters closed their hands together, and all the light balls flew from every direction—above, below, left, right—without any blind spots.

Wherever they passed, space seemed distorted. In other words, it was impossible to avoid with Nine Heavens Microstep; using ordinary遁光 would only seal off escape routes, leaving only one option: confrontation.

However, Lin Xuan did not immediately summon the True Spirit Inkstone of the Black Tortoise. Although its defensive capabilities were formidable, in such a situation, it might be insufficient. The best defense was offense.

Lin Xuan's hands moved like butterflies, sending wave after wave of hand seals towards the Nine Palace Mustache Sword.
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In an instant, a clear and resonant sound echoed. The surface of the Nine Palace Must-Instant Sword emitted streaks of sword light that gradually spread out. Then something unbelievable happened—these sword lights stretched and grew exponentially, transforming into dragons.

Each dragon was about seven to eight zhang long, wrapped in scarlet scales, clearly belonging to the same category as the immortal swords. These dragons were all associated with fire.

From a visual standpoint, this scene resembled Lin Xuan's secret technique from his past—Hundred Dragons' Fangs—in many ways.

Lin Xuan continued to dance with both hands, injecting more power into the technique with each movement. The fiery dragons raised their heads and circled around them, emitting awe-inspiring dragon roars that filled the air.

However, this was not yet over. As Lin Xuan's hands changed shape rapidly, these dragons actually transformed into seven at once, and the pressure from their attacks did not diminish. "Little guy, are you regretting it now? Who let you be so foolish as to try and stop a car with your arms?" The old monster's snarl echoed again, filled with mockery.

"Stopping a car with one's arm?" Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic or fear on his face: "Are you referring to yourself?"

"What use is it for a dead duck to be stubborn? Are you really so blind that you don't see the coffin before your eyes?"

The Heaven-Extinguishing old monster was extremely disdainful towards Lin Xuan's retort. While this kid's strength was decent, he had overstepped his bounds and would lose regardless of how much he complained.

After all, in the cultivation world, it was about power, not eloquence.

However, was Lin Xuan truly as stubborn as he appeared?

The answer was no. From the start, he knew that Hundred Dragons' Fangs could not withstand the opponent's sword array. So while using this technique, he prepared his backup plan.

He raised both hands and formed a hand seal with each one. As he moved, a golden light burst out from behind him without any warning.

It was dazzling and magnificent!

But this was just the beginning. The bright golden light grew even brighter until it transformed into a divine figure.

Initially blurry, the golden light began to grow crazily, becoming as bright as the sun!

A splendid and majestic golden light.

After a moment, the light condensed, revealing the original form of the divine figure. Its appearance was identical to Lin Xuan's, like his own shadow, but it had nine heads and eighteen arms, exuding an intimidating aura.

The Lesser Luo Tian Divine Figure!

However, compared to before, there seemed to be some differences. The surface of the divine figure bore some patterns that appeared to be microcosmic arrays composed of unknown runes.

Undoubtedly, this would enhance the Lesser Luo Tian Divine Figure's power.

Then the divine figure flipped its hand, revealing an ancient scroll.

The Mountain and Golden Phoenix Scroll!

This was one of the immortals' treasures Lin Xuan obtained in the demon realm. The divine figure held both ends of the scroll, slowly unfolding it.

A flash of red smoke appeared, and nine mountain peaks came into view. They were of varying heights but exuded an overwhelming grandeur. Soon, a cacophony filled the air as countless firebirds the size of fists flew down from these mountains.

The three-legged golden phoenixes numbered in the hundreds, though not enough to block out the sky. With their deafening cries, they fiercely flew towards the front.

These golden phoenixes were illusions conjured by divine power and did not know fear. One dove into the spirit cloud, gaining support from them. The Hundred Dragons' Fangs retreated slightly but could not reverse the tide; the sword array still dominated.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he roared. The hands holding the scroll behind him shook fiercely, with no other movements. Suddenly, the nine mountain peaks floating above his head grew exponentially.

The smallest one, originally only a hundred zhang high, now soared ten times higher, becoming a towering thousand-zhang giant. The others followed suit and crashed towards the spirit cloud.

Boom!

The entire space trembled as even a single mountain peak's impact was enough to break one's heart. Imagine nine of them in quick succession.

The spirit cloud churned violently, red light blazing, while the golden glow dimmed significantly.

The situation seemed to have reversed.

Such changes left the five observers speechless. The Star Moon City Four Elders were shocked, and the dragon-named youth was both terrified and elated.

Unfortunately, his joy lasted only a few breaths before another change occurred.

"Humph."

With a cold snort, the Heaven-Extinguishing old monster's avatar began to dance with both hands. Spell after spell shot from his fingertips into the void in front of him.

Then the golden light of the spirit cloud grew brighter, while the red hue gradually faded like a fleeting flower.

"Little Lin, I didn't expect you to have so many secret techniques and treasures. But what does that matter? The power of my sword array has only just reached three-tenths of its full strength. Kid, give up now; no amount of struggle will help."

"What? Only three-tenths?"

As an observer, Jingkong was also shocked. Was it true that with such a mere three-tenths of his power, he could annihilate all the cultivators present?

The Heaven-Extinguishing old monster was indeed the top figure in the cultivation world, but did he really have so much strength?

Was this just an attempt to intimidate them?

"Brother Hui, what do you think?" The big monk turned his head.

"I don't know either."

The gray-robed cultivator shook his head. While his eyes were among the best in terms of discernment, this battle could not be judged by common sense; it was full of twists and turns. He had thought Lin Xuan would have fallen long ago, but that kid repeatedly surprised everyone, turning the tide. The Heaven-Extinguishing old monster lived up to his reputation as a master who did not disappoint in critical moments, even with few treasures, his life-prolonging technique and this sword array were enough to turn the tide.

So he didn't want to guess; it was too risky. Whether the Heaven-Extinguishing old monster said he had only used three-tenths of his strength was true or a psychological tactic, only heaven, earth, and himself knew.

But regardless, Lin Xuan's hard-won advantage vanished in an instant, leaving him at a disadvantage once more.

However, there was no sign of discouragement on Lin Xuan's face. He ignored the old monster's threat as he flicked his sleeves and released a long, ancient-looking spear.

One of the divine figure's arms reached out to grasp it.

With a gentle shake, a buzzing sound filled the air before it swung downward.

A massive crescent-shaped light blade appeared, with large runes spewing from its surface. The air seemed to become a small lake as ripples spread outward and far away.

The speed was even faster now. A flash of light revealed the spear heading towards the spirit cloud before plunging into it.

Despite this, it could not reverse the tide.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim, but he showed no signs of retreating. With a single word, five-colored lapis lazuli and an egg-sized flame shot out from his mouth, rolling around to form a cartwheel-sized fireball that flew towards the spirit cloud.

However, this time, it met strong resistance; even with Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, it was still insufficient to turn the tide.

The avatar of the Heaven-Extinguishing old monster's faces were solemn. This kid had too many techniques and treasures. Was he really overestimating his own strength? Back when Lin Xuan was at the early Divinity Stage, his power was incomparable to this kid.

No, it must be eliminated here; danger must be eradicated in its infancy. Otherwise, if this kid continued to grow, he would not be able to match him.
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As he thought, a chilling and fierce aura surged from his body. The incarnated forms opened their mouths and each spat out a drop of essence blood.

A flash of the wind, and a fist-sized talisman appeared before his eyes.

There were countless of them, like a whale taking in water, shooting into the spirit clouds in front of him.

Instantly, a rumbling sound filled his ears. The surface of the spirit cloud was enveloped by lightning bolts as thick as a meter, emitting golden light. A terrifying spiritual pressure spread out from it.

"Little fellow, let you see how powerful this True Self Sword Array is at full strength. You can force me to reveal my true strength, and that's enough for you to be proud."

As these words fell, the sky seemed to boil. The spirit cloud not only surged but also resembled a pot of boiling water, with bubbles continuously rising. The ground beneath his feet trembled, and sounds of creaking could be heard around him—clearly due to the overwhelming energy. At this moment, space was beginning to strain.

Not just Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; even the surrounding observers were uneasy.

"Master, is there really no problem with this space?" The voice of an elderly woman with white hair sounded worried. She had asked a similar question not long ago, but their battle far exceeded expectations. If this space couldn't bear it and collapsed into nothingness, they would be drawn in as well—though not necessarily perish, the danger was undoubtedly severe.

Others turned to look, concerned about the same issue.

"Namaste, my dear patrons, there is no need for worry. I have said that this space's capacity is extraordinary, unless it's a battle at the Transcendence level, otherwise, nothing will happen."

Compared to the others' anxiety, Master Jingkong seemed confident. He had personally reinforced this space and knew its limits best.

Despite Lin Xuan and the Immortal-Antagonist displaying formidable power, collapsing this space was still impossible.

"Oh!"

Lady Yu nodded. She understood Master Jingkong's character well after years of acquaintance; such a statement would not be made lightly. If he said there was no problem, then it truly wasn't an issue.

Relieved that the fight wouldn't affect them, everyone turned their attention back to the arena.

Lin Xuan summoned several treasures at this moment.

The most eye-catching was a sharp cone-shaped item.

This treasure was crimson and had electric arcs swirling around its surface. Tiny talisman symbols flickered within.

It clearly belonged to both lightning and fire!

Summoned by one of the incarnated form's arms, a spell was cast.

Zzzzt…

Not only did the electric arcs grow, but also a circle of scorching flames spread from the treasure's surface, instantly raising the temperature around it.

This wasn't over. Soon, the lightning-fire cone rapidly circled above Lin Xuan's head and transformed into an illusory shadow that vanished in an instant.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan issued a sharp command. The light of the lightning-fire cone turned into a streak with long trailing flames, like a comet, plunging into the spirit cloud.

Of course, this alone was far from enough to counter the opponent's full-strength sword array. However, what Lin Xuan had summoned wasn't just one treasure; there were several arrays of flags as well.

These naturally belonged to the Five Elements Array. Regardless of whether used for offense or defense, it had a mysterious effect. The five arms of the incarnated form held each flag.

The five flags corresponded to metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. Ordinary cultivators couldn't drive them, but Lin Xuan could switch between the elements freely with his spiritual energy.

Soon, he infused different types of spiritual energy into the five flags. With a gentle wave, the flags grew several times their original size, emitting light and a buzzing sound. As the spirit lights flickered, the various talisman symbols on them began to rotate and emit light in layers, creating an enigmatic appearance. Then, from each flag's surface, a light ball of different colors emerged, with vague animal shadows inside. The five light balls converged into one.

Zzzzt…

The newly formed light ball quickly grew larger, resembling a chick hatching out of its shell. A monstrous creature appeared, resembling both a python and a dragon, indescribable but with five heads. Behind it, bat-like wings extended.

This monster revealed its ferocity as soon as it materialized, immediately rushing towards the spirit cloud with vicious intent.

Following this, Lin Xuan summoned many more treasures: the Hundred Birds Bell, which could release heavenly thunder; a gourd that could emit sand of heaven… In short, this time, Lin Xuan truly unleashed all his abilities. Except for the insect repelling technique, which was unsuitable in such circumstances, and the Five Dragons Seal, which couldn't be easily revealed, he used almost every available divine artifact.

Remember, even the strongest cultivator could only control a limited number of treasures simultaneously. Each treasure consumed some mental energy, and more powerful ones consumed more.

Despite relying on the power of his incarnated form, Lin Xuan's simultaneous manipulation of so many treasures still left the observers in awe.

"Wow, Fellow Daoist Lin truly is remarkable. Being able to control so many treasures at once is something even late-stage Spirit Dividing cultivators like us can't match," Lu Yun gasped, praising the voice entering his ears: "Could it be that Fellow Daoist Lin's mental energy surpasses ours?"

"Namaste, Brother Yun, you might have misjudged this time."

"Misjudged?"

Lu Yun was surprised. "Master, how so?"

"Poor brother seems to have only focused on the number of treasures Fellow Daoist Lin controlled, but what about their power? It's not something ordinary," Master Jingkong sighed, with a hint of envy in his eyes.

Though this statement was brief, it was enough for Lu Yun. He exclaimed: "According to your meaning, Fellow Daoist Lin's mental energy strength is actually superior to ours."

"Probably so."

Setting aside the discussions among the spectators, at this moment, Lin Xuan had reached the limit of his ability to control treasures. His mental energy indeed far surpassed that of his peers, but there was a limit. Fortunately, with all these treasures in play, he finally managed to block the opponent's sword array.

What pleased Lin Xuan was that the Immortal-Antagonist's sword array was formidable and had drained him completely, leaving no more treasures for attacks. In other words, at this moment, both were in a stalemate.
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Chapter 2447: Unbelievable Reversal

The thunderous sounds still echoed in the air, but the two combatants had ceased all extraneous movements.

By this point, whether intentional or not, there was no other way for them to decide the outcome; it would come down to whose magical power was deeper and who could endure longer.

In other words, this battle had transformed into a contest of profound magical power.

...

"Namaste!"

A Buddhist chant entered his ears as Jingkong Master clasped his hands together in prayer. His face was filled with a sigh: "Lord Lin truly is remarkable. At the early stage of spirit division, he has such formidable strength. Unfortunately, this battle ultimately shows that his skills are inferior."

This could be considered quite a tactful way to say it.

The dragon-named youth's face had already turned ashen. During the previous two rounds, Elder Hui also predicted Lin Xuan would lose. However, he showed no signs of disagreement then. Now, even the dragon-named youth believed that Lin Xuan could not possibly turn things around anymore.

After all, while cultivation level was a significant factor, it wasn't everything. The other crucial element often overlooked by spectators was the cultivator's wealth.

As they say, money can buy anything—crystal stones could even kill someone.

The current situation was indeed about comparing magical power consumption. But if one side had a treasure that could instantly restore their magical power, wouldn't it change everything?

No one knew for sure, but it was highly possible. At this moment, Lin Xuan felt confident. This old man really didn’t know when to give up.

Unlike the spectators' expectations, Lin Xuan now held the upper hand with certainty.

Even if such a victory seemed unfair, in the world of cultivation, only results mattered; no one cared about how they were achieved.

The two continued to face off as time passed by. Unbeknownst to them, hours had slipped away like a white horse running through a field.

As time went on, Lin Xuan's presence grew weaker, his magical power nearly depleted.

"Little guy, you actually dared challenge me! You're going to taste the bitterness now. Don’t worry; I won't let you die easily. In a moment, I'll extract your soul and refine it," the voice of the Old Monster echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, laced with mockery as if he was already certain of victory.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan’s face broke into a smile, completely unperturbed. He suddenly extended his left hand, tapping his storage bag, and a small bottle appeared on his palm.

Lin Xuan then tilted his head back and swallowed a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Whoosh!

The moment the elixir entered his body, his nearly depleted magical power surged from his dantian, flowing through his meridians to every part of his body.

Thus, Lin Xuan, who was on the verge of defeat, regained his composure and stood firm as a mountain.

"Ugh..."

The Old Monster was taken aback. His expression fluctuated between calm and nervous before he sneered: "Good, good. You actually have ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. But what difference does that make? It merely delays your inevitable defeat. Stop making futile struggles."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan’s reply was cold: "If you have the guts to capture me, do it now. Otherwise, talking won’t get you anywhere."

"Fine, fine. Little guy, you are truly stubborn until you see your coffin. I will make sure you lose with dignity. After all, a mere ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, do you think I can't produce one?"

The Old Monster seemed to be trying to undermine Lin Xuan’s confidence as he gathered his myriad incarnations and merged them into one. A loud sound echoed in the air, and the myriad incarnations vanished while the Old Monster's true form emerged.

Since there was no need for complex actions with the sword array, the Old Monster simply consumed magical power to maintain the stalemate. He flicked his sleeves, and a jade bottle appeared in his hand as well. After removing the stopper, an invigorating fragrance spread through the air.

The smell was familiar; it was indeed genuine ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. However, Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm; the Old Monster's psychological tactics had no effect on him.

The stalemate continued.

Lin Xuan drank another drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk during this time.

After a while, the Old Monster could no longer bear it. While his magical power was indeed deeper than Lin Xuan's and the sword array consumed less in units of time, he had a limit. After Lin Xuan’s magical power recovered twice, the Old Monster finally found himself drained.

However, the old monster remained calm, sneering several times before tilting his head back to drink from the bottle. He downed more than half of it in one go.

Indeed, he drank nearly half of the bottle at once.

This was normal; while ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk could instantly replenish magical power for low-level cultivators, a high-level spirit like Lin Xuan had an ocean of magical power. A single drop couldn’t possibly fill his reserves completely.

Thus, he needed to drink so much in one go.

On the surface, the Old Monster appeared unconcerned, but deep down, he felt a twinge of pain. After all, ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was such an extraordinary treasure; even with crystal stones, it couldn’t be sold anywhere.

He had spent great effort to obtain this bottle as a life-saving measure, only for it to be used in such a trivial matter against an early-stage opponent.

How could he not feel pain?

Damn!

If he didn't extract Lin Xuan's soul and refine his essence soon, the hatred would remain unsatisfied.

The Old Monster seethed with anger. Time continued to pass.

Although they couldn’t see day and night in this small space, it had certainly been more than a day since the stalemate began.

...

The old monster’s composure was long gone, replaced by shock and even fear.

He seemed to be doing something foolish.

But how could that be?

Throughout his time, he hadn't seen Lin Xuan produce any more ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. There had only been one bottle in total, yet it allowed him to endure so long. In just this night, the other side must have drunk over a dozen times.

Logically speaking, they should have run out by now.

The Old Monster glanced at his own ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk; the bottle was already empty. Compared to Lin Xuan’s extravagance, he had only consumed three drops, and even the third one wasn't enough to fully replenish his magical power.

Now, he could only struggle on while using a secret technique that drained his reserves. In simple terms, it was like drinking poison to quench thirst; even if he managed to overcome this crisis, he would be severely injured.

And that was the best-case scenario.

He was now in a state of panic and couldn’t see any hope for victory.

Which环节 went wrong?

It wasn't possible!

The other side had only one bottle of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. How could it last so long?

This wasn't the Old Monster's fault; he simply couldn't understand what happened.

All the factors were accounted for, and the old monster could claim to have considered everything. The tragic outcome was due to Lin Xuan drinking refined ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

In other words, Blue Star Sea had altered the battle’s outcome.

Ordinary ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk required several sips to replenish a spirit division cultivator's magical power, but after refinement, it only needed one drop.

The difference was clear, but how could the other side have anticipated such a drastic change? Blue Star Sea was unique in the three realms; there were no others like it.

From this perspective, the Old Monster’s predicament was extremely unfair, yet no one would sympathize with him for his poor judgment and enmity towards the Cloud Concealment Sect.

After all, while the sect wasn't remarkable, they had recruited Lin Xuan, a heaven-defying cultivator, making it inevitable that the Old Monster would suffer.

Revenge is a dish best served cold.

Initially, he wanted to set a trap for Lin Xuan but ended up digging his own grave instead.

The Old Monster was both shocked and furious, his face contorted. But now, he found himself in a predicament from which there was no escape.

After all, unless a Transcendence Realm old monster intervened, it was impossible to resolve the stalemate. If he withdrew the sword array, Lin Xuan's terrifying attacks would immediately overwhelm him, leaving nothing but rubble.

Despite knowing his continued efforts were futile, he gritted his teeth and persisted, hoping for a miracle.
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Time continued to pass, with every additional quarter-hour making the face of Elder Ma, the Tyrant Demon Sage, even more ashen. He knew his own condition all too well; even after employing a powerful technique that severely depleted his essence energy, he wouldn't last much longer.

The observers among the cultivators were equally agitated.

Today's battle was truly beyond their imagination to fathom.

From the very beginning, everyone had come with curiosity. With the Tyrant Demon Sage having dominated this world for so long, they wondered which fool dared to provoke him into a fight.

That’s why four out of the six elders from Lingyun Sect were present here; the other two hadn’t been able to make it due to pressing matters.

However, their meeting left them in shock, thinking that Yun Yin Sect had gone mad.

Wasn't it so?

The challenger wasn’t some prodigy but merely a cultivator at the early Spirit Refinement stage.

Although he appeared more formidable than his peers, challenging the Tyrant Demon Sage with such a low-stage was akin to sending a lamb into a den of wolves.

This must be madness!

Despite their confusion, they decided to watch the battle through to its end—after all, it was an exciting spectacle.

The outcome was clear to even the Dragon-named youth from Yun Yin Sect.

Victory or defeat had already been decided—other readers are also enjoying this!

But what no one expected was that the final result would be different. The turning point came with a ten-thousand-year-old elixir of life. While the Tyrant Demon Sage had it as well, its consumption by him was normal; he finished his bottle in just a few gulps. However, Lin’s bottle seemed to be inexhaustible.

What could this mean?

The four elders pondered over it but came up with no answers. Finally, Venerable Jingkong spoke up.

"Namaste," the monk clasped his hands and bowed to the Dragon-named youth. "Master Dragon, may I ask you a question?"

"Please, go on."

The Dragon-named youth returned the bow, his face beaming with joy. He had expected Lin’s defeat but was overjoyed when his younger brother managed to turn things around. His mood was so good that it could be described as elated.

"May I ask, is the elixir of life really from ten thousand years ago?"

"Yes, Master Lu also asked me this," said Master Lu, unable to contain himself. "For cultivators like us, a ten-thousand-year-old elixir of life can only restore a small amount of essence energy. It should have been depleted long ago unless…unless…"

His face showed a strange expression as if he had thought of something but dismissed it.

"Unless it’s the Immortal Nectar from Nine Heavens."

The elderly woman with white hair completed his sentence, her voice trembling and full of excitement.

Immortal Nectar was nothing more than legend to them; even for渡劫期的存在，得到它的几率也微乎其微。Immortal Nectar not only had the same effects as a ten-thousand-year-old elixir of life but much better. Even a drop could fully replenish one’s essence energy.

Moreover, it had another benefit: healing wounds. While it couldn’t bring the dead back to life or turn bones into flesh, its therapeutic effects were significant.

Knowing that two cultivators fighting to the brink would have numerous injuries, Immortal Nectar not only restored their essence energy but also healed them. It was a must-have for survival in any situation.

Who wouldn’t want a few drops?

Noting that this wasn’t a bottle but just a drop, the elders were agitated. This item was truly extraordinary, with its name carrying an “Immortal” prefix not just for show. It was said to be from the Immortal Realm and somehow found its way down here.

The existence of such power made it hard for渡劫期的大能 to resist, but only a few had the good fortune to obtain even a drop.

Thinking about this, the elders were excited. Apart from Immortal Nectar, they couldn’t think of anything that could quickly restore essence energy to Spirit Refinement stage cultivators.

Everyone stared at the Dragon-named youth, hoping for an answer.

The Dragon-named youth was visibly nervous and forced a smile. "Four friends, don't look at me. I have no idea about what happened with Lin."

"What? You don’t know either?" The gray-robed cultivator frowned. Even if he didn’t want to say anything, such a dismissive response was disrespectful.

"Brother Hui, please forgive my rudeness," the Dragon-named youth said with a bitter smile. "Lin only joined our sect a thousand years ago and has always been reclusive. He just entered Spirit Refinement stage recently."

The Dragon-named youth’s words were true; although he had lured Lin into the sect, he didn’t know much about his background.

Despite their surprise, the elders were still hopeful. The outcome of this battle would determine their sect's future, but they had little confidence in either of them.

Lin had only recently entered Spirit Refinement stage, and while his strength far exceeded that of his peers, even working together with his sister wouldn’t be enough to defeat him. But people’s reputations were like shadows; the Tyrant Demon Sage was said to be the first among all cultivators below渡劫期，岂是善茬。

总之，这场决斗虽不得已而为之，但胜算微乎其微。

没想到他真的力挽狂澜，以早中期的实力战胜了 Tyrant Demon Sage。尽管法术尚未结束，胜负已毫无悬念。

难道本宗运气如此之好，捡到了宝？这位林师弟竟是百年难遇的修仙奇才？

幸福来得太突然，即便是城府深厚的龙姓少年也有些恍惚。

星月城四长老听后更是大惊失色：“什么，林道友刚进阶到Spirit Refinement stage？”

他们几乎不敢相信自己的耳朵。

“不错。”

龙姓少年再次点头。

“唏……”

四位长老面面相觑，个个表情错愕，倒吸凉气。

“林道友如此年轻就这般了得，后期的实力岂不是可以媲美渡劫期大能。”卢云喃喃道，眼中满是羡慕。

“阿弥陀佛，卢长老此言差矣。渡劫与Spirit Refinement stage完全不同，即使林轩以后进阶后期，实力也不可能与那个境界的大能相比。”

“静空大师所言不错，但不管如何，肯定远远胜过我们许多。”

“不错。”

白发老妪也点头赞同：“龙道友，贵宗真是好福气。有这位林道友加入，想必用不了多久，云隐宗就会成为本界第一流的宗门了。”

“好说好说。”

龙姓少年抱拳还礼，眼中满是期待。如果运气不错，余长老的描述完全可能实现，毕竟一个宗门的兴衰与最强修士的实力有很大关系。

尽管他不太清楚林轩的背景，但显然比自己和师姐年轻得多。如今这般了得，进阶后期后更是令人期待。若再有机缘，晋升到渡劫期……想到这里，龙姓少年摇了摇头。渡劫与Spirit Refinement stage不同，不仅体现实力，还有进阶难度。即便林师弟天纵奇才，成为渡劫期大能的机会也微乎其微。

不过没关系，不管如何，有林师弟加入，本门的昌盛指日可待。唯一需要考虑的是林师弟中途入宗，对本门的感情不够深厚，万一其他宗门挖墙脚……

想到这里，龙姓少年不寒而栗，决定回去后一定要与师姐商议，无论如何都要好好笼络林轩，付出任何代价也要将他留在本宗。这样的机会可遇不可求。

PS：求推荐票！
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Chapter 2450: The Final Stand

The spectators on the sidelines were not mentioned, but the situation in the arena had become increasingly tense. Although the Elder Tiantie continuously unleashed several of his secret techniques, he was still teetering on the brink of exhaustion. His magical power seemed to be waning rapidly—his eyes showed a look of both anger and despair.

Boom!

Rolling thunder echoed through the sky as the spirit clouds churned. However, unlike at first, the golden light had dimmed almost to the point of disappearing, while the bright red hue illuminated the entire cloud mass.

Frustrating!

Elder Tiantie was both enraged and frustrated. Even those watching could sense that he was doomed to lose this battle. But his pride wouldn't allow him to accept defeat; it was a fight that left him feeling utterly bewildered by its outcome.

From any angle, he had been in control. How did he end up losing?

Elder Tiantie couldn’t understand it even now. Was his entire life’s work about to be reduced to nothing here?

Frustrated and unwilling to lose, knowing this wasn't a simple duel where another chance could be sought, he was pushed to the brink of despair. If he lost, not only would his sect, Tiantie Sect, face an irreversible disaster, but the terms proposed by the other party were far from trivial.

How could it be acceptable to lose to a mere First Division Spirit Cultivator?

Even if he survived, he would never be able to face anyone again.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Elder Tiantie's eyes turned red with fury, and a mad rage flashed deep within them. No, he wouldn't give up so easily; no matter how perilous the situation, he had to take one last gamble.

Surviving by any means necessary!

He clenched his hands, casting out several intricate spells that retracted all of his magical power. Then, he quickly retreated backward.

"Stupid! Do you think this will allow you to escape?"

Lin Xuan's eyes glinted with a strange light.

Without further ado, his spirit perception surged, and the magical energy erupted from him like a flood.

With the balance tipping in his favor, the red glow of the spirit clouds intensified even more, while the golden light completely faded away.

The spirit clouds transformed into a violent storm, surging towards Elder Tiantie's retreating direction with an indescribable speed, engulfing everything within a dozen acres.

Elder Tiantie could not retreat in time and was also caught in this storm. The power of this storm, which had taken two days to form, was equivalent to both parties combining their forces for one final attack. Even a Golden Stage cultivator would find it difficult to withstand such an assault, let alone the exhausted Elder Tiantie.

However, was that truly the case?

As the spirit clouds engulfed Elder Tiantie, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, and he suddenly emitted a bluish-green light as he retreated swiftly. His speed was astonishing.

At this moment, a black hole appeared several feet in front of him.

Though only a few feet wide, it seemed incredibly deep.

Sizzle...

A giant claw emerged from the black hole, its surface wrapped with electric arcs.

Wherever it passed, the void shattered continuously, indicating its formidable power.

Lin Xuan retreated quickly, but the attack on the claw was even faster. It was about to strike his chest.

If hit by this claw, while he might not die, Lin Xuan's body would surely be severely damaged.

Just as victory seemed within reach, a sudden crisis arose. The spectators watching were left speechless, feeling like they had been on a roller coaster ride with its ups and downs.

"Junior Brother, be careful."

The young man named Long was extremely anxious but could do nothing to help.

The green-gray claw was only an arm's length away from Lin Xuan when suddenly, the True Spirit Inkstone of Xu Wu appeared. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and gently touched its surface. A flash of light later, the inkstone grew larger, forming a protective barrier around him.

In the next moment, a loud impact echoed as the terrifying claw struck with full force.

The True Spirit Inkstone of Xu Wu was a precious item obtained from Snowflower Ancestor, offering formidable defense. However, a painful sound pierced Lin Xuan's ears; even after barely touching it, the inkstone’s defenses were breached. The strange claw continued to strike with immense force.

Lin Xuan had no time to dodge and seemed destined for disaster. But at that moment, several shields appeared.

The True Mother-Child Shields!

Though Lin Xuan now had a new defensive item, he didn't discard it; more defense was always better. These shields acted almost like living entities, forming a fan-like arrangement with their own light radiating out. A single greenish pattern flowed across the shield, making it seem incredibly mysterious.

The green-gray claw struck the shield, which flashed and shattered.

Then, the claw struck Lin Xuan's chest at lightning speed but failed to penetrate his body. An ancient, mystical armor appeared instead.

True Spirit Armor!

It was formed from the Nine Heavens Divine Net, and the image of a nine-headed, eighteen-armed figure had vanished behind Lin Xuan. This terrifying attack was finally blocked for two reasons: first, the True Spirit Armor was indeed formidable; second, having pierced through his two defensive items, the claw's power had been significantly diminished.

Thus, after experiencing numerous dangers, Lin Xuan managed to turn danger into safety.

"Frustrating!"

The enraged howl of Elder Tiantie echoed from afar. Lin Xuan turned to see him, his face showing both sorrow and anger, his complexion also turning greenish-gray due to the exhaustion of his magical power.

But what was most striking was that only one hand remained on this monster's body. Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before realizing that the spirit clouds' storm had been powerful enough for a Golden Stage cultivator to barely escape. To survive, he had to sacrifice both hands and legs by using a Substitute Body Technique to cross the threshold of cultivation.

No wonder he was the First Division Spirit Cultivator; in such dire circumstances, he could still unleash that shocking attack. Lin Xuan shuddered at the thought.
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Indeed, his reputation was well-deserved!

Fortunately, he reacted quickly enough; otherwise, the old monster would have turned the tables on him.

Just now, that final strike should have been the old monster's last secret technique. Now, he truly had nothing left.

A fierce look flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes as he prepared to rush forward and beat a fallen opponent. However, at this moment, his opponent moved again.

Lin Xuan could see clearly; with what was left of his right hand, the old monster suddenly swept it across his waist, and a black bag shot out. The opening flared open, and an ear-piercing insect chirping filled the air.

From that bag, countless demonic insects swarmed out, instantly forming three-colored giant insect swarms covering the old monster’s head. They spanned dozens of feet in width, looking terrifyingly imposing.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes; those demonic insects were as small as beans, with a purplish-black body, but green light flickered on their surfaces, making them extremely eerie and terrifying.

Moreover, despite their small size, these demonic insects had an extremely fierce appearance. Their mandibles were sharper than blades.

"Sky Blade Screw Insects!"

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath, showing surprise on his face.

He was very proficient with the rare insect driving techniques, though he couldn’t name all the savage and strange insects by heart. However, most of them were familiar to him.

The Sky Blade Screw Insect’s name alone indicated its extraordinary nature. Its terrifying aspect lay in its mouth; it could bite almost anything. Even the strongest defensivetreasurewouldn't withstand its devouring and erosion. The insect's mandibles were too sharp.

Fortunately, there was a weakness. These demonic insects’ defense wasn’t terrible, and with powerful spells or artifacts, they could be killed.

However, even so, dealing with them was extremely difficult because these weren’t just one or two insects but swarms of them.

Who knew how many? They covered the sky, and no matter how ingenious atreasurewas, some would inevitably escape. As long as any few managed to enter, they could easily gnaw through the cultivator's protective essence light, even entering the dantian and qi sea, consuming the yuan baby.

Even if the person noticed something was wrong, dealing with the demonic insects flying towards them while fighting a demon insect cultivator would inevitably lead to chaos. In such a confrontation, one couldn’t afford any distractions; a moment’s carelessness could result in their demise.

This Sky Extinction old monster truly was tenacious. Even at this point, he still kept throwing new tricks.

Unfortunately, it was like trying to play chess with the door closed—Sky Blade Screw Insects were indeed difficult to handle, but he had a way to deal with them.

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as he reached into his waistband. A faint purple light appeared, and a small bell no more than a foot high materialized before him. Various flower patterns adorned its surface, ancient and mysterious, withtalismanic inscriptionflickering on it.

It was the Hundred Birds Bell!

This treasure wasn’t particularly useful in general duels but specifically to counter spirit insects.

Of course, water could extinguish fire, but that depended on how intense the fire was; a few buckets of water wouldn't work if the flames were too fierce.

Similarly, while the Hundred Birds Bell could subdue strange insects, if those insects were too powerful, this treasure might also fail.

However, based on their size, these Sky Blade Screw Insects weren’t mature forms, so the Hundred Birds Bell’s counteraction should be effective.

Lin Xuan cast a spell and then raised his right hand, curling his index finger and thumb slightly before lightly tapping it against the bell.

"Wonk."

The ancient sound of the bell entered his ears. As Lin Xuan moved, a faint purple light wave centered on the bell spread out in concentric circles, passing through the surroundings.

The Sky Blade Screw Insects didn’t form a single mass but tried to find gaps from all directions to penetrate. However, they were ineffective; the Hundred Birds Bell’s defense was comprehensive—no matter up or down, left or right, front or back, there was no gap.

Squeak.

The insect chirping grew louder as the insect swarm collided with the sound wave in every direction.

What should have been fierce demonic insects now seemed like flowers battered by a storm, falling rapidly. Soon, the ground was covered in insect corpses.

The Sky Extinction old monster’s face turned ashen. At this moment, all his tricks had truly run out.

"Ah!"

A sigh filled with complex emotions echoed—sorrow, confusion, regret, andunwilling to give up—difficult to express briefly.

But he gritted his teeth: "Old man admits defeat."

Knowing when to quit was wisdom; things had progressed to this point, and continuing would be meaningless.

That young Lin looked like a ruthless person. If he continued to insist, the other party would likely seize the opportunity to strike.

After all, there was no rule in Star Moon City that duels ended with just a touch. Once on the stage, life or death was up to fate.

Damn it!

Although the Sky Extinction old monster admitted defeat, his anger was indescribable, especially when thinking about the conditions mentioned before the duel; he regretted it deeply.

A single misstep could be a thousand-year regret. If only he had known this earlier, why would he have foolishly challenged the other party? He should have led his disciples directly to destroy Cloud Conceal Sect.

Even if that young Lin was strong, with two major sects in comparison, the other party’s efforts were futile. It was hateful how a moment of carelessness had plunged both him and Sky Extinction Sect into an irreparable situation.

He regretted it!

But what use was regret? Regardless of whether one was in the cultivation world or secular society, there was no such thing as a do-over.

Unlike Lin Xuan, who breathed a sigh of relief, the Dragon-named youth was overjoyed. He had prepared for the worst but didn’t expect divine favor to turn the tide; his joy was hard to conceal and impossible to mask.

Moreover, there was no need to hide anything.

"Congratulations, Master Dragon."

Venerable Jingkong’s voice echoed: "Turning danger into safety, walking on flat ground. With Little Friend Lin's help, your sect's prosperity is imminent!"

Lin Xuan felt a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. However, the most joyful wasn’t him; he still had backup plans even if he lost. But for the Dragon-named youth, who was deeply intertwined with Cloud Conceal Sect’s future, it was all or nothing.

Victory meant everything.

Defeat meant eternal disaster!

Given the opponent's immense strength, his junior Lin’s chances of winning were slim.

The Dragon-named youth had prepared for the worst but didn’t expect divine favor to turn the tide. His joy was indescribable, and he couldn’t hide it even if he tried.

Moreover, there was no need to hide anything.

"Congratulations, Master Dragon."

Venerable Jingkong’s voice echoed: "Turning danger into safety, walking on flat ground. With Little Friend Lin's help, your sect's prosperity is imminent!"
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"Thank you, Master. May we all share in the joy." — "Domain Name for Everyone to Know," Holy Hall

The Dragon-named youth bowed in return, already so elated that his words were a bit incoherent. The others chuckled, not finding it strange at all; if they had been in the same situation as their opponent, their reactions might have been similar.

Compared to this, the desolate fate of the Sky-Absolute Elder was even more pitiful. In the world of cultivation, where the victor takes all and the vanquished are left for dead, the four elders knew well why they had set these terms for their duel. After this battle, even if the Sky-Absolute Sect wasn't completely eradicated, it would surely decline.

The Sky-Absolute Elder's fate wouldn't be much better, so there was no need to pay him too much attention.

The Sky-Absolute Elder remained silent. He was a formidable old monster who had lived for over 100,000 years; how could he not understand the coldness of the cultivation world? As a loser, being ignored and overlooked was perfectly normal.

However, he didn't lose heart. After giving Lin Xuan a menacing look, his gaze softened. "Brother, what's wrong?"

The Dragon-named youth was startled by Lin Xuan's reaction. He had been a hard-won treasure of the sect; could someone be trying to poach him?

Thinking this, he laughed at himself. With news not yet spread, how could other sects possibly try to poach him?

He was just overthinking and worrying too much.

Still, he was curious about why Lin Xuan had so firmly rejected the offer.

"Brother, I suspect you've guessed it; I am a single-minded cultivator who seeks immortality. Otherwise, I wouldn't have such powers and strength. My nature makes me unsuitable for being a grand elder of our sect. After all, internal affairs are complex and detrimental to cultivation. Thank you for your good intentions, but I prefer to remain as a regular senior elder."

"Ah, that explains it," the Dragon-named youth sighed in relief.

He continued to advise Lin Xuan, who still refused, so he gave up.

In truth, suggesting Lin Xuan take on the role of grand elder wasn't the idea of the silver-eyed girl; she had acted on her own. Her goal was to secure Lin Xuan's loyalty since he was a latecomer and his sense of belonging to the Cloud Concealment Sect was weak. To win him over, offering such a high position made sense.

As a sect leader, what could be better than granting someone such an important role?

Though he hadn't consulted with his sister before making this decision, the Dragon-named youth believed that if she were here, she would agree with his plan.

Seeing Lin Xuan's firm refusal despite his valid reasons, he felt disappointed. He still had to come up with a way to win over Brother Lin.

The Dragon-named youth, though burdened by these thoughts, maintained his composure as a spirit realm cultivator should.

He inquired about Lin Xuan's background again.

Lin Xuan was straightforward about being an ascended immortal, but if the other asked more, he would change the subject. The Dragon-named youth, a highly intelligent person, saw no point in pressing further and deftly changed the topic to discuss some of the strange happenings in the cultivation world with Lin Xuan.

Indeed, despite his superior strength, Lin Xuan's life experience was far less than that of others. After ascending to the Dragon Realm, he had mostly been sequestered in a closed-off state, so many of the stories were new and fascinating to him.

Soon, familiar buildings came into view as they returned to their luxurious inn where they had found the spirit realm cultivator.

"Brother Lin, this matter is now resolved. We can return home, but the auction at Star Moon City is important; I need to see if we can find what I require here. So, we'll have to stay a few more days," the Dragon-named youth said apologetically.

"Ha ha, Brother, there's no need for such apologies. Lin doesn't travel far from home and is eager to return. A few days' delay won't matter much. Besides, I'm also interested in seeing how the auction at Star Moon City will go."

Lin Xuan waved his hand dismissively.

"Very well, then. Brother, I'll take my leave for these few days. Once the auction begins, I'll notify you."

"Thank you, Brother," Lin Xuan bowed and left. He then flicked his wrist, sending a white light from his palm to deactivate the seal before returning to his rented pavilion.

The Dragon-named youth performed the same actions but didn't rest immediately. Instead, he sent a message to his sister using his flying sword. The outcome of this battle was eagerly awaited by countless disciples in the sect; due to his participation in the auction, he had to stay an extra few days.

Lin Xuan, on the other hand, returned to his pavilion without doing anything else. He took a bath and promptly fell into a deep sleep.

...

Days later, the entire Dragon Realm was abuzz with news.

As they say, there's no such thing as a completely sealed wall; this battle wasn't public knowledge, but its outcome didn't need to be hidden either.

Soon, word spread in Star Moon City that a cultivator had defeated the Sky-Absolute Elder during their duel. At first, many dismissed it as hearsay, believing it was just someone spreading rumors.

After all, the Sky-Absolute Elder's reputation as the top spirit realm cultivator and potential Golden Immortal was well-known; no one would dare challenge him without a fatal outcome. For over 20,000 years, he had rarely been seen in public, so how could anyone challenge him?

Most believed that only a Golden Immortal could defeat the Sky-Absolute Elder, but such beings wouldn't act out of spite.

Thus, this news was likely false.

However, some did believe it.

Though few, they reasoned that with the vastness of the Dragon Realm and countless hidden talents, how could one say no one had defeated the Sky-Absolute Elder?

After all, a new talent might emerge...

These two viewpoints clashed in the city's taverns and teahouses. With the auction about to begin, many cultivators flocked here; while Star Moon City wasn't overcrowded, business at the taverns and teahouses was booming.

Cultivators weren't entirely detached from worldly matters. Though they could practice without food, many enjoyed satisfying their appetites. After a hearty meal, they naturally discussed cultivation world news.

The outcome of Lin Xuan's battle with the Sky-Absolute Elder became one of the most talked-about topics.

Initially, people debated it, but soon another piece of news surfaced: the cultivator who defeated the Sky-Absolute Elder was from the Cloud Concealment Sect and had just entered the spirit realm stage.

This revelation shocked all present.

Was this a joke?

The news was too outlandish. Even those who didn't believe in the Sky-Absolute Elder's defeat were stunned, as they thought it would take someone at the late spirit realm stage to defeat him. A first-stage spirit realm cultivator... what nonsense!

One shouldn't exaggerate or lie without reason.

Thus, when people initially debated, this new information made everyone doubt the story.

Even the Cloud Concealment Sect was ridiculed. However, this situation didn't last long as accurate news quickly spread: it was indeed the Star Moon City's four elders who had released the news of the Sky-Absolute Elder's defeat.

All cultivators were stunned.

Star Moon City held a high status due to its Golden Immortal, but such beings wouldn't appear in public easily. The day-to-day affairs were handled by six elders, all late spirit realm cultivators.

With four out of six now confirming this news, it seemed the Sky-Absolute Elder had truly been defeated.
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After all, as elders of Star Moon City, they couldn't possibly joke about such matters. However, the formidable reputation of the Old Devil Monarch was hard to believe, having been defeated by a mere Spirit Separation初期 cultivator.

The astonishing news quickly spread beyond Star Moon City and expanded throughout the entire Nalulong Realm at an unimaginable speed.

Naturally, this caused great waves. The whole Nalulong Realm buzzed with talk.

Most cultivators dismissed it as nonsense; after all, how could the first person to successfully pass through a tribulation be defeated by a mere Spirit Separation初期 cultivator? It was too hard for them to accept!

However, as more and more people heard about this, both parties involved—the Nalulong Sect and the Old Devil Monarch—remained silent. There were no attempts to clarify anything, leading everyone to realize that it might be true. The entire Nalulong Realm fell into a silence.

One night of fame!

Lin Xuan, who was previously unknown, suddenly became the hottest figure in the Nalulong Realm. Countless cultivators mentioned his name at tea time or when meeting friends.

The Cloud Concealing Sect also benefited from this, gaining many new members eager to join.

In just a few days, countless cultivators arrived from all directions, hoping to join the sect.

...

These matters were set aside. Although Lin Xuan gained considerable fame from this battle, his personality didn't care much about it. A mere title held little significance for his path of cultivation.

Nevertheless, he decided to stay put since he now had a certain level of renown. After all, as a "Great Ability" cultivator, he no longer needed to tread on eggshells.

However, Lin Xuan stayed indoors, avoiding the attention that came with such fame. For a cultivator, sitting in seclusion for a hundred years was common; staying indoors for a few days wasn't difficult at all.

Calculating time, it would soon be the auction day in Star Moon City. Such an event didn't interest Lin Xuan, but his senior brother had said he'd call him. So, Lin Xuan waited patiently in his rented place.

Time passed swiftly. The next day was the big auction day. In his bedroom, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in a simple white robe when suddenly, he raised his head and opened his eyes.

A look of surprise appeared on his face: "What is he doing here?"

Despite his curiosity, Lin Xuan quickly stood up and walked to the balcony outside the building.

The entire structure was enveloped by a faint blue light—a protective禁制.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, gently flipping it. A small令符 appeared in his palm.

A beam of spiritual light shot out, dissipating the barrier. The surrounding mist slowly cleared as Lin Xuan stepped out.

Outside the balcony:

An old monk with white eyebrows stood still.

Dressed in a large red robe, he exuded a kind demeanor, clearly a high-ranking master well-versed in Buddhist teachings.

"Master Jingkong."

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully. Although he was surprised about why this old monk had come here, he didn't show any signs of it on his face.

"Scholar Lin."

Jingkong clasped his hands together. He had witnessed the battle a few days ago and held Lin Xuan in high regard. As a cultivator, respect for strength was natural; thus, he wouldn't treat him lightly.

"Why have you come here? If it's not too much trouble, please join me inside."

Lin Xuan warmly invited him with a wave of his hand.

"Namaste!"

A deep voice echoed: "I thank you, but I can't accept your invitation."

"Why?"

A glint appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes. He knew the old monk was here for something important; they had just been polite, but now it was time to get down to business.

"I'm not refusing your kindness out of rudeness. The reason is that this visit is at the command of a senior figure who wishes to see you."

"Senior?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he grasped the key word. At the Old Devil Monarch's level, such a title could only be given to someone of great importance—only tribulation-level old monsters would use it.

What could an old monster at that level want from him?

Although Lin Xuan hadn't left his place for days, he knew that because of the battle, he had become a central figure in the Nalulong Realm. His fame was soaring.

However, logically speaking, this shouldn't have attracted the attention of tribulation-level old monsters. So why did they seek him out?

Lin Xuan's mind raced but couldn't come up with an answer quickly enough.

Though surprised, Lin Xuan kept a calm exterior. "Who is this senior who summoned me and what does he want?"

"..."

Jingkong showed signs of difficulty: "The name of the senior can't be revealed by me. I don't know the details; I'm just relaying the message. Please follow me."

Lin Xuan's expression turned uneasy.

In other words, his future was uncertain—this could bring either fortune or misfortune.

However, Lin Xuan made a decision quickly.

If it brought good luck, he wouldn't avoid it. If an old monster at that level had noticed him, running away would only make things worse.

He hadn't heard of any connection between the Old Devil Monarch and some tribulation-level great ability wielders. So...

A thought flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. It was just a guess, but after careful consideration, it seemed highly plausible.

If that were true, it could be both fortune and misfortune for him. Properly utilized, there would be countless benefits.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan relaxed his expression and turned to the old monk: "Master, may I leave a message for my senior brother?"

"Please."

Jingkong waved his hand; the senior hadn't forbidden it. It was just a small matter.

Relieved, Lin Xuan felt more confident about his guess after being allowed to communicate with his senior brother.

"Master, please wait!"

P.S.: "A Hundred Refinements to Immortality" has an online game version now, and it seems the homepage is recommending it. Fellow daoists interested should give it a try!
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Lin Xuan finished speaking and released his spirit sense. The tower where the Dragon-surname youth resided was right next to him, though it had its own restrictions for protection. But what could he achieve by sending his spirit sense into such a place?

Soon enough, the result came. There were no people in the tower; it seemed that Senior Brother Dragon was out. He mentioned going to gather several types of precious materials and treasures. Although there would be an auction tomorrow, they couldn't rely solely on that. With so many cultivators flooding this area, exchanges were taking place like a roaring fire, and there would likely be numerous treasures there as well. Senior Brother Dragon probably went to participate.

With his thoughts in order, Lin Xuan retracted his spirit sense. He then stretched out his hand and patted his waist. A sound transmission talisman flew out. Lin Xuan stuck it on his forehead and spoke a few words before waving his sleeves. The talisman transformed into a fiery dragon that flew towards the front light screen.

"Alright, Master, please lead the way."

"Amen, just follow me closely," said the old monk.

Dingkong clasped his hands together in prayer and felt some admiration for Lin Xuan's demeanor. If he were in this situation, he would have no such good cultivation of breath control.

Not only did this youth have formidable cultivation, but his heart refinement was also remarkable. Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan followed the old monk out.

They hovered in midair. Before their eyes lay a range of mountains. However, they stretched for merely several miles and were not particularly grand. Although the mountains were lush with greenery, the air was thin and unremarkable.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but doubt whether a Great Power cultivator would really hide here. Could it be an illusion? Concealing the original environment?

His thoughts raced as he considered this possibility, but he did not use his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

If it were truly a Great Power cultivator setting up restrictions, his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes might prove futile and useless. Moreover, even if they could discern something, doing so would be too disrespectful.

Lin Xuan was not that foolish; who knew the old monster's temperament? If he got angry over such a small matter, wouldn't he end up in trouble?

"Master, is this where the senior resides?" Lin Xuan turned his head and asked the nearby monk instead of guessing on his own. He believed he had made a wise choice.

However, Dingkong's face was filled with profound mystery: "Haha, Lin benefactor, you don't need to guess. Follow me; everything will be clear soon."

"Master still wants to keep us in suspense?"

Lin Xuan shook his head and showed some dissatisfaction on his face but didn't say much more.

Dingkong's figure flashed as he flew towards the mountains ahead. Lin Xuan followed closely behind.

Soon enough, they arrived at a seemingly unremarkable mountain peak. Dingkong scanned the area before settling his gaze on a cave in the middle of the mountain.

The entrance to the cave was mostly covered by a vine-like plant, blending with the green surroundings. If one wasn't careful, it would be hard to notice.

Dingkong's figure flashed as he flew into the cave. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and continued following him silently.

Inside the cave, it was pitch black, but his eyesight allowed him to see clearly. The cave was about ten feet high and could accommodate several people, though the walls were rough and lacked any gemstones or moonlight stones for illumination.

It seemed like no cultivator had ever been here.

But such a lack of signs made it better at hiding.

Even if a cultivator passed by nearby, who would notice this mountain with thin air? And who would bother to look in a hidden cave?

Without restrictions to hide the entrance, it was an excellent cover. Otherwise, using a障眼术 (obscuring technique) might backfire when encountering high-ranking cultivators.

Lin Xuan understood these principles but said nothing as he followed the old monk forward.

After a short while, they reached the end of the path. A stone room appeared before their eyes.

They entered, and the stone room was not large—only several square meters—but there was an array in the center.

Indeed, it was a teleportation array, a complex one at that. Lin Xuan recognized its significance immediately; the distance must be considerable.

At this point, he understood what was happening. The senior did not reside here but could use the teleportation array to travel great distances from their residence.

Dingkong reached out and patted his waist, emitting bright light as a dozen crystal stones flew out. They were top-grade, shaped like plums, with abundant energy emanating from them.

Top-grade crystals!

Dingkong waved his sleeves and embedded these crystals into the array's slots. Then he took out a round jade tablet from his pocket.

The jade tablet was white in color, with ancient inscriptions carved on it. Lin Xuan couldn't recognize what they said.

Dingkong flicked his hand, and a beam of light shot out from the jade tablet, entering one of the crystals at the center of the array. A humming sound filled their ears as the teleportation array activated.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; he had never seen such an array before. It required this jade tablet to activate it, like a key that could unlock a lock. This way, even if another cultivator happened upon this place by chance, they couldn't use the teleportation array.

However, Lin Xuan thought such methods were overly cautious. An unknown teleportation array might be dangerous and few would dare to use it.

Otherwise, if the other end led to a perilous location, one's life could be lost for nothing.

Lin Xuan mentally scoffed but said nothing on the surface as he stood in the middle of the array with Dingkong. Soon enough, a dazzling light enveloped their bodies.

The humming sound grew louder, and their figures blurred before vanishing.

A dizzying sensation came over them, but Lin Xuan's cultivation quickly dispelled any discomfort.

He looked up to see where they were. His eyes widened in surprise; it was an uninhabited island.

Indeed, it was an island surrounded by azure seas that stretched endlessly, beyond the reach of his spirit sense.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling stunned and speechless. He never imagined the Great Power cultivator would reside on an island.

"Friend Lin, come! We're almost there."

Dingkong called out as he seemed familiar with the path.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded; once they had started, it was hard to turn back. Soon enough, they arrived at a huge island where the air was exceptionally rich. The scenery was breathtaking, like an earthly paradise.

Following a winding path, they came before a tower floating in midair.

"Come on, Senior Northern Sea should be waiting for us here."

Dingkong said as he flew past.

Lin Xuan followed closely behind. The island was large and crescent-shaped. The air around it was even more extraordinary, with elegant pavilions and terraces that were beautiful beyond words. It seemed like a fairyland.

Following a path through winding corridors, they arrived before the tower's entrance.

"Come on, Friend Lin; we're almost there."

Dingkong called out as he flew ahead.
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"Good!"

Lin Xuan had no objections. At this moment, he couldn't afford to hesitate.

With a calm and composed expression, he followed the other person into the hall.

Before his eyes, the scene suddenly opened up, revealing an ancient and magnificent grand hall.

At the end of the hall, there was a bed made of cold jade, standing out prominently.

A tall old man was sitting cross-legged on the bed, with white beard and eyebrows, wearing a clean white robe. He exuded the aura of a master of his generation.

"Surely this is the True Monarch of the Northern Sea," Lin Xuan thought to himself.

Although there was no spiritual pressure emanating from the old man, and they were still over a hundred feet apart, Lin Xuan felt an inexplicable pressure. His hands and feet didn't know where to place themselves.

However, he took a deep breath and quickly regained his calm demeanor. While the old monster before him was formidable, it wasn't as impressive compared to Sovereign Dragon True Monarch.

But this old man in front of him clearly wasn't an external manifestation; he was the actual existence from the Transcending Tribulation period.

Lin Xuan's gaze then fell upon the cold jade bed. The bed was over ayardmeasure (about 3 meters) long and several feet wide, with a faint blue mist emanating from its surface.

Lin Xuan’s eyesight wasn't weak; he immediately sensed that this treasure had an extraordinary amount of coldness. Ordinary cultivators wouldn’t dare to sit on it or even touch the slightest bit of the coldness.

It was no wonder this old man from the Transcending Tribulation period was so formidable. This True Monarch of the Northern Sea must have cultivated a technique with a cold attribute.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself, but his face showed no signs of unease as he followed Jing Kong through.

"Namaste!"

Jing Kong stopped about twenty feet away and bowed deeply, his expression extremely respectful.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan also bowed in return. His attitude was neither arrogant nor humble: "A junior disciple who has just started cultivation. I am honored to meet the True Monarch."

The old man seemed to move slightly before slowly opening his eyes.

His eyes weren't particularly bright; they were even a bit hazy, but there was no sign of senility. Everything that passed under his gaze seemed as if it had nowhere to hide.

Lin Xuan involuntarily shivered.

He thought about the blue Star Sea and the Five Dragon Seal, his mind filled with secrets.

But his fear lasted only an instant.

Lin Xuan quickly realized that even Sovereign Dragon True Monarch hadn't discovered his secrets up close. This True Monarch of the Northern Sea, though perceptive, couldn’t compare to the First Person in the World.

So he didn't need to worry much.

If he showed too much fear, it would raise suspicion.

With this thought, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and regained his composure.

The other party seemed not to notice these subtle changes. He raised his head and swept his gaze over Jing Kong's face: "Junior disciple Jing Kong, you've done well."

"Namaste, Senior, your courtesy is too much. To be able to serve you is an honor for this junior disciple," the big monk bowed deeply with a look of utmost respect.

"Very good, you can go down now."

"Yes!"

Jing Kong naturally had no reason not to comply and bowed again before retreating respectfully.

The grand hall was left only between Lin Xuan and the True Monarch of the Northern Sea.

It wasn't a lie that he felt nervous. He even slightly regretted coming here; he hadn't expected it to turn out this way.

On someone else's turf, facing an old monster from the Transcending Tribulation period, if this True Monarch of the Northern Sea harbored ill intentions, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have a chance to protect himself or escape.

In other words, his fate was entirely in the hands of the other party. This feeling was precisely what Lin Xuan detested most.

But now that he was here, there was nothing else he could do. He would just have to make the best of it. As an old monster from the Transcending Tribulation period, this True Monarch should respect his position and wouldn’t harm him without reason.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan didn't lower his guard. If the other party truly intended to harm him, he would fight even if he couldn't win, and might have to use the Five Dragon Seal as a last resort.

"Are you Lin Xuan?"

The True Monarch of the Northern Sea's gaze swept over Lin Xuan, making him feel as if there were needles in his back.

"You are correct. Your magical power is indeed far more profound than that of ordinary cultivators. However, relying solely on this isn't enough to defeat Little Tiantie. It seems your cultivation technique is quite mysterious, and the treasures you possess are also quite extraordinary," the other party's voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but wince; even Little Tiantie was called a "little guy." But given his status as an old monster from the Transcending Tribulation period, he had every right to do so.

"I am just fortunate. In the eyes of cultivators at your level, my treasures might be somewhat outstanding, but in the eyes of such great beings like you, they are not worth mentioning," Lin Xuan's humble voice entered his ears. Of course, this response was carefully crafted.

The other party smiled without speaking, implicitly acknowledging this view. Although he hadn’t witnessed their battle firsthand, he knew exactly what treasures were used. As the young man said, these were outstanding in the realm of spirit cultivation at the Focused Spirit stage, but they held no significance to an old monster from the Transcending Tribulation period.

However, today’s call was for a purpose. While he might not care about other treasures, there was one item that made his eyes widen with desire. He wondered if it was indeed what he thought.

As an old monster from the Transcending Tribulation period, facing a junior, there was no need to be indirect. The True Monarch of the Northern Sea raised his head and directly said: "Old man Jing Kong brought you here for a reason—to do business with you."

"Business?" Hearing this, Lin Xuan felt a surge of hope; it seemed his guess was correct. The other party was undoubtedly after that item. If so, he wouldn’t be in danger on this trip.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan’s face showed a look of being honored: "Senior, your courtesy is too much. I am afraid and don't know what treasures I possess that could catch your eye."

As he spoke, he intentionally displayed some fear to make the scene more convincing.

"Ah, whether it's that item or not, we can’t say for sure now. You won Little Tiantie with your profound magical power. What did you use to replenish your energy? Show me what you used, and I doubt a junior friend would object!"

"This..."

Although Lin Xuan had anticipated this, he deliberately showed some difficulty on his face.

"Why not, friend? As Senior commands, how could I dare disobey?" Lin Xuan seemed frightened and quickly submitted.

PS: Today's update is just one chapter due to family matters that are very urgent. Sorry for the inconvenience.
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Upon hearing Lin Xuan's words, the True Monarch of Northern Sea exuded a trace of self-satisfaction. A mere spirit division cultivator like him surely wouldn't dare defy his orders. "Everyone should know about this domain."

Although Lin Xuan had gained quite a reputation now, to the eyes of those who had passed through the Tribulation Realm, he was nothing special.

Defeating that fellow named Heaven's End meant what? The gap between Tribulation Transcendence and Spirit Division stages couldn't be measured by mere logic. To a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator, Lin Xuan and Heaven's End were merely ants.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand, and the light shone brilliantly before a small jade bottle appeared in front of everyone.

"Is it this item? This is what I relied on to replenish my power after fighting against Heaven's End." Lin Xuan's respectful voice echoed. Even he didn't dare to be careless when facing such an old monster. At that moment, saying he was walking on thin ice wasn't an exaggeration.

"Hmm, let me take a look."

Although the True Monarch of Northern Sea said so, he had no intention of consulting Lin Xuan's intentions. He raised his right hand slightly, and the jade bottle seemed to be drawn by some unseen force into his palm.

The old monster toyed with this item for a moment before gently shaking it, uncorking it, and allowing an intoxicating fragrance to spread throughout the grand hall. Lin Xuan's heart raced as he feared that the True Monarch might discern something from the refined spirit milk.

Although such a possibility was low, his mind couldn't help but feel tense. Worry indeed made one act erratically.

The True Monarch of Northern Sea sniffed and then his expression changed dramatically. A hint of狂喜 (ecstatic joy) flashed in his eyes before he lowered his head to examine the contents within. Lin Xuan could see that this old monster's body was trembling, indicating how agitated his emotions were at that moment.

After several breaths, the True Monarch of Northern Sea finally raised his head. However, compared to his initial excitement, disappointment clearly showed on his face.

Even with his fox-like intellect, Lin Xuan found himself somewhat puzzled at this point.

But he didn't dwell on it too much because the answer would soon be revealed without him needing to guess.

"Ah!"

A sigh echoed through the hall. The emotions behind it were complex: "Sure enough, it's True Void Spirit Milk. A pity it's just a substandard item."

"What is True Void Spirit Milk? It must be some precious treasure," Lin Xuan scratched his head in confusion. This expression wasn't feigned; he had heard of such things before, but the term "True Void Spirit Milk" was new to him.

"Hmph. I heard from Jingkong and others about your battle with that fellow Heaven's End…" The other didn't directly answer Lin Xuan's question but continued speaking: "Your strength is commendable, but you ultimately won because of this precious item. Just one drop can instantly replenish your power. Jingkong and the others are shallow in their understanding; they guessed it might be Nine Heavens Immortal Dew."

The four elders of Star Moon City were deemed to have shallow understandings by him, which Lin Xuan found strange but understandable given his age.

"How rare is that Nine Heavens Immortal Dew? Even for us Tribulation Transcendence cultivators, it's hard to come across. One can only hope for a great opportunity to get even one or two drops of it. How could an ordinary spirit division cultivator have such luck?

Pausing, the other continued: "But if it were just regular ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, a single drop wouldn't be enough to replenish a spirit division cultivator's power. That’s why I was speculating that you might have had some good fortune and obtained True Void Spirit Milk."

"True Void Spirit Milk?"

"Yes, although it is an extraordinary treasure, its quantity is greater than Nine Heavens Immortal Dew. Even for spirit division cultivators, they can occasionally obtain this item."

"Oh, then what are the effects of True Void Spirit Milk?"

Lin Xuan's persistent voice echoed.

"Hmph, what do you think? It’s just like ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk or even a more potent version. The spiritual energy within is much deeper; one drop can replenish your power as a spirit division cultivator. Even for us Tribulation Transcendence cultivators, a small sip would suffice."

"Unfortunately, this substandard item in your hands has less spiritual energy than the genuine True Void Spirit Milk. If I were on my last breath, I’d need to drink it all."

Lin Xuan nodded, finally understanding why the old monster's expression was so peculiar—excited yet disappointed.

Just as Lin Xuan pondered how to respond, the other changed the subject: "Fortunately, this bottle of True Void Spirit Milk has sufficient quantity despite its lower quality. It will still be useful for me. Do you have any more?"

"None."

Lin Xuan sighed. "I obtained this by chance and only have one bottle. After using a few drops, the rest is here."

"Hmm."

The True Monarch of Northern Sea nodded without doubt. Although True Void Spirit Milk wasn't as rare as Nine Heavens Immortal Dew, its quantity was still extremely limited. Even for such powerful beings, obtaining even one bottle was no easy feat. Lin Xuan likely didn't have more.

Regardless, this收获 (gathering) was already good enough; a single bottle of True Void Spirit Milk could restore his power several times over. In critical moments, it would be a lifesaver.

Don’t think that Tribulation Transcendence old monsters can live forever. Although their lifespans are incredibly long, they do have limits. In this cultivation realm, though the dangers facing them were few, encountering one could still result in their downfall.

Overjoyed by obtaining True Void Spirit Milk, the True Monarch of Northern Sea waved his sleeve and stored it away. However, he didn’t forcefully take; instead, he said with a low voice: "Young Lin, exchange this item for me. Do you have any objections?"

"None at all, Senior. It’s my honor if you find value in it."

Lin Xuan hurriedly shook his head but his expression showed hidden disappointment.

"Young fellow, stop pretending to be happy. Do you think I would forcibly take something from a junior?" the True Void Monarch frowned and spoke with slight dissatisfaction.

Lin Xuan quickly denied this.

"Hmph, there's no need for pretense; you must be thinking that way. Old man, what kind of identity am I? I wouldn’t take advantage of a junior. Rest assured, I will exchange something with you." (To be continued.)
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Chapter 2456: The Lion's Share

"Speaking frankly, the Void Spirit Milk is originally a waste of resources for a Spirit Separation Realm cultivator. You don't need such high-grade restorative power substances."

True Monarch of the Northern Sea's eyes were half-open, yet his gaze seemed to pierce through one's secrets: "Boy, tell me, what do you want in exchange for this Void Spirit Milk? Don't hold back; I always deal fairly with everyone. I won't take advantage of a junior like you. Whatever price you name, I can afford it."

The other party spoke with extreme arrogance, but that was normal. The assets of a Transcendence Realm existence far surpassed those of cultivators in other realms. Lin Xuan had already experienced this firsthand when he met the Dragon Sovereign in the Demon World.

Since the other party said so, he shouldn't miss out on any benefits. The lion's share wasn't his intention; it was the other party who invited him to make such a demand. With that thought, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a jade cylinder dripping with emerald green light flew out from his sleeve.

He reached out and grasped it, lowering his head as if imprinting something in his mind through spiritual sense. The True Monarch of the Northern Sea's expression showed surprise, but quickly returned to calm.

Soon, Lin Xuan raised his head again, respectfully offering the jade cylinder.

"Senior, what is engraved within this cylinder is precisely what I need. I believe it holds no value for you."

Lin Xuan’s final words were a big compliment, as flattery always pleased people, even cultivators. Indeed, the smile on the True Monarch of the Northern Sea's face appeared briefly but quickly faded. He spoke with a tone that seemed both exasperated and amused: "Young fellow, truly, you are quite bold to make such demands. The items listed in this jade cylinder are all rare and hard to come by. Are you trying to extort me?"

"Senior, I am mistaken."

Lin Xuan pretended to be apprehensive but spoke with firmness: "Indeed, these items are precious, but as a Transcendence Realm cultivator, Senior has the means to gather them. Moreover, I believe their value does not exceed that of the Void Spirit Milk, so there is no reason for such a lion's share."

"Humph, you're quite skilled at sweet-talking. But just saying it won't do. Tell me, how can this be considered without a lion's share?"

His words were calm, but Lin Xuan could sense the danger in them. If he couldn’t give a satisfactory answer, he would likely face some trouble, if not fall from grace.

His plans would be for naught.

This was something Lin Xuan did not want to see happen.

He knew that the treasures listed in his jade cylinder were crucial raw materials for refining the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and other attributes. Although he had already listed them as part of the conditions, the Heaven Extinction Sect would find a way to gather them regardless.

But as they say, one must do their best and leave the rest to fate. Effort was one thing; whether it could be achieved was another. Eggs should not all be placed in one basket.

Lin Xuan understood this deeply, especially for the dozen or so materials he had just listed. Unless Heaven Extinction Sect cultivators were incredibly lucky, gathering them would be extremely difficult.

How could Lin Xuan entrust his hopes entirely to their efforts?

This was a good opportunity that shouldn't be missed, given his current strength, there was no chance of trading with an old Transcendence Realm cultivator for treasures.

Lin Xuan had long prepared the reason. Thus, he didn’t show any signs of panic as he spoke calmly: "Senior has also said that the Void Spirit Milk is not easily obtainable even for a cultivator at your level."

"True, so what? Is its value worth such a lion's share?"

"Certainly," Lin Xuan’s voice was firm. "Not only because rarity makes it valuable, but this treasure itself justifies it. At your level of strength, your power is boundless. Ordinary power replenishing treasures are useless, whereas the Void Spirit Milk can be used precisely where needed. In critical moments, this treasure might even save a life. Isn't that correct?"

The True Monarch of the Northern Sea fell silent for a long time before laughing heartily: "Indeed, indeed. You, young fellow, have courage and insight; I cannot speak falsely. Your words are reasonable from this angle. This bottle of Void Spirit Milk's value is unparalleled. Fine, this deal is made."

"Uh..."

The other party’s agreement was far more satisfactory than expected. Lin Xuan didn't show overwhelming joy but instead froze.

He was puzzled by the ease with which he had agreed. Hadn’t he imagined that a Transcendence Realm cultivator would be wealthier? With so many rare treasures, they already had them at hand, making it too bold an assumption.

To answer Lin Xuan’s doubts, the other party changed his tone: "I agree to this transaction, but I cannot gather all these items. However, there won't be a problem. Soon, I will participate in a small trading fair where only Transcendence Realm cultivators and powerful妖族can attend. You can get what you need from that exchange. Can we do it like that?"

This time, the other party used a商量tone: "Senior is too polite; how could I not trust you? But there's one more item I want to trade. Is it acceptable for me to mention it?"

"Young fellow, are you really insatiable?"

The True Monarch of the Northern Sea laughed and said, “You're truly bold. Other cultivators tremble at my sight, fearing they might offend me with a wrong word. Only Lin Xuan dares to be so direct.”

But he seemed pleased by this, so he didn’t get angry; instead, he smiled and agreed: "Tell me what else you want."

"Thank you, Senior," Lin Xuan was overjoyed. "Actually, I just need some Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk."

"Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk?"

The True Monarch of the Northern Sea's face showed surprise.

…
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Several MSS members are not easy opponents either, especially those damn island dogs treating our Chinese people this way; naturally, everyone became more aggressive.

Upon hearing these words, even the players from other countries turned their smiles towards Old Mike.

The transformation of the giant eagle Qing Yu did not result in a human form as expected by Old Zhu. Instead, it ascended to become a妖神 with a humanoid appearance, which was somewhat unexpected.

A ranger saw Wu Hou Shan approaching and got excited, straightening his back and exposing his head from the black thorn bushes. As he took just four or five steps forward, everyone heard a loud "Woo-ah."

"Don't be afraid; if he dares to enter the house, I'll fight him," Fat Second held the cleaver in front of his face.

While Wu De agreed verbally, there was an imperceptible cold smile on his face as he turned around.

"Why are we letting such a spy go?" Hua Xiong was utterly confused. He should have killed this spy earlier.

After traveling five miles, they were about to reach the entrance of the valley when suddenly a loud shout echoed in this desolate place, nearly making Xia Hou Dun's heart jump out of his chest.

The next day, Jiao's right hand held several white beads that turned out to be纳珠, totaling fifteen or sixteen. His left hand held a black stone, resembling a mussel shell.

"Proof? Didn't I tell you before? If you don't believe me, we can make another phone call," Fang Mu said, taking out his phone.

This wasn't what Xing Yu was shocked about; what truly surprised him was the bloodstains he saw in the cracks of the hill. These weren't from outside splashes but seeped from within.

Indeed, lying in bed and tightly hugging Yu Qian was an incredibly exciting feeling.

In that instant, his vitality was stripped away, as if he were about to die, with even his soul aging like a nearly extinguished star.

Wai Qi郎 just stood by the door, ready to lift the curtain when he heard this loud cry. He felt a surge of fear, finding it astonishing. Without hesitation, he pushed open the curtain and kicked the door wide open, heading straight towards the bed in the inner room.

However, what Yama said had his own private motives. Qing Feng only needed Wu Xuan to change his mind; once that happened, everything would be fine.

He spoke calmly without changing his expression, but it terrified Old Master He so much. Wai Qi郎's words were specifically for him, warning him of the consequences of carelessly revealing his identity and risking his life.

Song Yan turned her gaze, kicking Jons' chest to separate them. She merely looked at him with genuine concern on her face, as if she truly cared about him. However, Song Yan knew that this man was a rogue at heart; while he genuinely cared for her, more likely than not, it was just an attempt to take advantage of her.

With a flick of his fingers, he kept his promise, and the bandit chief fell to the ground, with no trace of breath left.

Having gone through too many courses, some ideas and ways of thinking had completely set Wilder's thoughts. Thus, he didn't know how to adapt.

To be slightly selfish, could this actually push my pressure onto the teacher?

Just as the protective shield was formed, a series of light beams shot out from a tower-like structure in the nearby village, resembling spotlights or laser weapons. Long Jiang only felt that the light was extremely intense.
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Chapter 2457: Empty Hands, White Wolf

"Good. " Lin Xuan spoke sincerely, "My Void Spirit Essence has become your possession, but I still need some treasures to restore my essence energy. Although the effect of a ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence is slightly worse, for cultivators like me at the Profound Soul stage, drinking it several times will be just as effective."

"Hmm, that's not bad," said True Monarch North Sea with satisfaction. "Alright, I'll do as you wish."

Before he could finish speaking, his sleeves fluttered, and a series of jingling sounds entered Lin Xuan’s ears. Several jade bottles had fallen before him.

"Thank you very much for your generous gift."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed in his heart. He casually picked up one bottle, uncorked it, and the refreshing fragrance wafted out immediately.

Sure enough, this was a fine ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence.

Lin Xuan’s expression brightened as he flipped his wrist, enveloping the bottles with a light beam that stored them in his怀. His prediction had been correct; the other party indeed agreed to it. After all, for cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage, ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence was practically useless. Even if they drank several bottles, they could only recover about thirty percent of their essence energy, a trivial effect for such an advanced stage. Originally, he might have needed to carry several bottles to prepare for emergencies, but now that he had the Void Spirit Essence, this item seemed even more useless, so he was not at all reluctant to give it away.

"Thank you very much, your Highness. You are truly generous."

Lin Xuan was naturally elated after getting a good deal. He bowed and flattered profusely; he couldn’t help but be happy about the exchange. After all, this transaction seemed like each party got what they wanted, but in reality, Lin Xuan had gained significantly more than he gave away.

Didn't it?

With these ten-thousand-year-old spirit essence bottles, he could refine them with the Azure Star Sea and turn them back into Void Spirit Essence. Moreover, their quality was likely better than those given to True Monarch North Sea, as the last time he used spirit essences that were several thousand years old for refinement, while this time it was genuine ten-thousand-year-old ones. As his cultivation improved, the silver light points in the Azure Star Sea had grown more numerous.

He gave one bottle and received better ones in return; all he needed to do was refine them, which was a small price to pay. Thus, the materials listed in the jade cylinder were essentially free gifts from the other party.

Unbeknownst to him, Lin Xuan had already gained a significant advantage without realizing it.

After their transaction concluded with everyone pleased, Lin Xuan bid farewell to True Monarch North Sea and left the hall.

He encountered Master Jingkong right away.

"Namaste, your travels must have been fruitful," Master Jingkong said, his voice tinged with envy.

Even for a Profound Soul cultivator, Tribulation Transcending existences were still unattainable. Although he didn’t know why True Monarch North Sea had called Lin Xuan, he could guess that the boy’s luck was enviable.

"Hmm, I did have some success and thank you for your help," Lin Xuan said modestly.

"Of course, of course; it is your own good fortune. It has nothing to do with me." Master Jingkong had no intention of taking credit. He knew how to handle the situation involving a Tribulation Transcending existence.

After some polite exchanges, Lin Xuan asked, "Master, should we head back now?"

"Namaste, I agree. Let’s leave together."

"Please follow me," said Lin Xuan.

The journey back was smooth with Master Jingkong leading the way. After several hours, Star Moon City came into view.

"Lin cultivator, how about we part ways here?" suggested Master Jingkong to avoid being seen together.

"Hmm, that’s what I thought. Thank you, Master. Goodbye."

Lin Xuan bowed and left.

The old monk flew away first, leaving Lin Xuan alone. He was momentarily stunned before laughing silently. With a snap of his fingers, the sound of cracking bones filled his ears as he turned into a tall, lanky figure with different features. His current strength allowed him to change appearance without being detected by other cultivators unless they were Tribulation Transcending existences.

Lin Xuan did this because he had become too famous recently. If he didn’t disguise himself, entering the city would surely cause a stir. Lin Xuan was not interested in being gawked at, so he resorted to such measures.

Everything went smoothly. His disguise technique was so perfect that no one could discern his true appearance. He called for an animal-drawn carriage and had it take him to his rented residence.

Soon they arrived.

However, the Lin Xuan inside the carriage frowned as a hint of strangeness appeared on his face. Without saying much more, he tossed two middle-grade crystals to the driver before getting out.

A silver-haired youth entered his field of vision. His senior brother looked anxious, like an ant on a hot pan.

But when he saw Lin Xuan clearly, his anxiety turned into joy as he rushed over in three steps: "Junior Brother Lin, you’re safe! That’s great..."

"Didn’t I leave you a message?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise. He had written everything in the message.

"Because of your message, that's why I was so worried," said the youth with a bitter smile.

He then turned to look around: "This isn't a place to talk; let’s go inside..."

Lin Xuan nodded. They were standing in the middle of the street where no barriers blocked their conversation, making it easy for other cultivators to eavesdrop if they used divine sense.

They returned to Lin Xuan's rented pavilion. The barrier was opened, and then the silver-haired youth waved his sleeves, summoning a green soundproof dome. Star Moon City housed many Profound Soul cultivators, so he couldn't afford to be careless.

After completing these tasks, the youth hurriedly said: "Junior Brother Lin, which senior sought you out? Did they cause any trouble?"

His expression was filled with concern. It wasn’t surprising; Lin Xuan was now the hope of Cloud Concealment Sect. The sect’s future depended on him. In this situation, the silver-haired youth naturally feared for Lin Xuan's safety. He had written that a Tribulation Transcending senior invited him, and he couldn't help but groan at the thought. Those old monsters were unpredictable; what if something happened to Junior Brother Lin?
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Chapter 2458: Return to Cloud Concealment Sect

"Thank you for your concern, Senior Brother."

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the face of the young man with the dragon surname. He indeed wore a look of genuine worry. "It was High True Monarch North Sea who asked Master Jingkong to invite me..."

"High True Monarch North Sea?"

Before Lin Xuan could finish his sentence, the young man with the dragon surname's expression revealed a hint of surprise.

"How so? Has Senior Brother heard of this esteemed title?" Lin Xuan said, slightly surprised.

"Not just heard; many years ago, I even had the fortune to meet him in person."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely taken aback. "Unfortunately, it wasn't his true form but a manifestation that traveled outside. Nevertheless, his powers are still awe-inspiring and far surpass those of us at the Shenfen stage."

Isn't this obvious?

A strange expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he remained silent for a moment. After all, a cultivator at the Daoist Tribulation stage would typically have abilities that vastly outshine those from the previous stage.

But Senior Brother’s words were essentially empty talk.

Still, Lin Xuan was curious to see how this High True Monarch North Sea appeared. They fell into silence for a while before the young man with the dragon surname spoke up: "Junior Brother, why did High True Monarch North Sea summon you? Was there any difficulty?"

"Senior Brother need not worry; he merely asked me to exchange some items," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Exchange items?" The young man's eyes widened. Speaking of this with a cultivator at the Daoist Tribulation stage could be quite shocking.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded, but did not elaborate on the details of the exchange, leaving it vague. The young man with the dragon surname smiled and let it go, understanding that everyone had their secrets, especially when involving a cultivator at the Daoist Tribulation stage.

"Junior Brother, you're safe."

Peace is indeed a blessing.

The two chatted for a while before the young man with the dragon surname bid farewell. However, as he was leaving, he remembered something: "Right, Junior Brother, tomorrow's great auction; do you want to join?"

"I'll pass," Lin Xuan shook his head. "Given the current situation, it's better not to make an appearance for now. If Senior Brother is interested, go on your own. I'll wait here in this VIP pavilion."

"Alright, Junior Brother, be safe then."

Seeing that Lin Xuan had changed his mind and was not going, the young man with the dragon surname did not insist; after all, Lin Xuan's current popularity warranted a bit of discretion.

He left after giving some more instructions.

Once the young man with the dragon surname left, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, sending out several jade bottles. He began to examine the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk he had tricked from the old monster.

The aroma was delightful; indeed, it was all of high quality. The refined Voidless Spirit Milk would surely contain more power than the previous bottle.

Lin Xuan felt pleased.

However, this place clearly wasn't an ideal location for refinement. Lin Xuan did not want to inadvertently reveal his Blue Star Sea secret due to carelessness.

Whether or not he should attend tomorrow's auction was a question.

Although Lin Xuan had declined the young man with the dragon surname’s invitation, he still felt a bit restless. After all, it was rare to have such an opportunity in Star Moon City, which was known for its auctions in this world.

If missed now, the next chance might not come easily.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, his eyes flashing as he pondered. The result of his thoughts led him to decide against attending.

The materials needed for the Nine Palaces Needles were already secured. Why should he attend the auction? After all, defeating the Old Monster Sky Extinction had already garnered significant attention. Even with a disguise, could he be sure no one would notice in Star Moon City, where countless experts roamed?

Better to avoid unnecessary trouble. Since there was nothing urgent, missing this auction wasn't such a big deal.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan sat in meditation without any desires.

Soon enough, it was the next day.

In the early morning, Lin Xuan received a transmission talisman from the young man with the dragon surname. His senior brother was indeed meticulous; he had asked again if Lin Xuan intended to attend or not before leaving.

Lin Xuan shook his head and rejected him through the transmission.

He continued meditating.

Three days passed quickly.

When they met again, the young man with the dragon surname's face was filled with joy. Upon asking, Lin Xuan discovered that his senior brother had indeed acquired some urgently needed treasures at the auction.

Of course, it came at a price; he spent a fortune in crystal stones. But this wasn't a big deal. Many treasures in the cultivation world were rare and expensive. Buying them was cause for celebration, so spending crystal stones wasn't significant.

In summary, this Star Moon City trip had been perfect.

The two left quietly afterward, with no need to worry about their promise of travel after the duel; Star Moon City would send cultivators to supervise it. With the city's strength and reputation, the Sky Extinction Sect would dare not defy them openly.

A few days later, two streaks of lightning raced across the sky at incredible speed. Soon, a vast mountain range came into view as they entered Cloud Concealment Range.

The light of their concealment sped up before stopping. To Lin Xuan's left stood himself; to his right was the young man with the dragon surname. Unlike when they had left, he now wore an air of confidence and pride.

Seeing that they were close to Cloud Concealment Mountain, he suddenly flicked his sleeves, releasing a burst of flame from his sleeve like a dragon emerging from the sea, quickly vanishing into the thick mountain mist.

"Senior Brother, what is this?"

"Haha, Junior Brother has made significant contributions for our sect. If we return quietly, it might seem too inconspicuous," the young man with the dragon surname said with a smile.

Lin Xuan shook his head but did not object.

Soon, after about a cup of tea's time, a burst of light appeared ahead, and colorful streaks of lightning filled Lin Xuan's vision. There were thousands, perhaps more than ten thousand.

In other words, almost all the cultivators at the Condensation Stage and above in their sect had come to greet him.

Lin Xuan was taken aback; this display was too grand.

The young man with the dragon surname was also surprised but then smiled.

"Let's go, Lin Junior Brother."

Although he felt it a bit excessive, given the situation, Lin Xuan could only proceed.

Soon, they met. The thousands of cultivators parted to bow deeply before Lin Xuan in unison: "Cloud Concealment Sect disciples welcome Senior Lin back to the mountain! Senior Lin's divine skills are unparalleled; you are the top Shenfen cultivator, truly deserving your title."

After saying this, all the cultivators bowed excitedly toward Lin Xuan.
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Chapter 2459: What Kind of Treasure Is This?

The gratitude of the Cloud Concealment Sect disciples towards Lin Xuan was genuine. If not for his intervention, their sect would have disintegrated like a tree falling and monkeys scattering; in fact, the outcome might have been even more tragic.

Among the present cultivators, though not all perished, those who survived were few and far between. From this perspective, Lin Xuan had not only saved the sect but also become their savior.

Despite being emotionally detached as a cultivator, they were still grateful in such circumstances. Moreover, Lin Xuan's displayed strength was impressive; even the renowned Elder of Desolation couldn't have been brought down without his intervention. Thus, the joyous celebrations began.

Lin Xuan returned to the main headquarters of Cloud Concealment Sect amidst the cheers and festivities. The scenery had changed dramatically; it was festively decorated with lanterns and flowers blooming in full bloom, making it look like an earthly paradise even though autumn was already deep.

"Senior Sister, what's this?"

"It is a celebration for your great victory over Elder of Desolation," the blue-eyed girl said with a smile. "Your defeat of him has saved our sect from disaster and brought us fame."

Lin Xuan was speechless but managed to say, "Senior Sister, you're too kind. As an elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, it is my duty to protect the sect during its time of need."

The surrounding cultivators cheered as Lin Xuan's strength had earned him a good reputation within the sect. Other sects would not hesitate to take advantage of this opportunity.

Following his return, the Cloud Concealment Sect celebrated with great enthusiasm. The blue-eyed girl kept her promise and only allowed Lin Xuan to appear briefly before the disciples, then left him alone.

Contrary to the bustling scene on the front mountain, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

This wasn't his original abode on Golden Core Peak; since he had advanced to a spirit transformation stage, he naturally became the supreme elder of the sect. He was now eligible to establish a residence in the most auspicious place, the Illusory Mirror Hall.

However, Lin Xuan did not personally handle the construction. After selecting an appropriate location, he left it to his juniors to complete the work. It took only a few hours with several people working together.

The cave was spacious and well-equipped, containing bedrooms, secret chambers, alchemy workshops, and even a herb garden. Furthermore, Lin Xuan had set up severalprohibition around the dwelling, which were of significant strength according to his juniors.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan inspected the cave and praised it before sending away the junior cultivators. The celebrations continued outside, but Lin Xuan was not interested in participating; he had much work to do.

Firstly, he needed to purify a ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk. Although ordinary spiritual milk could still be useful, its effectiveness had diminished significantly. Lin Xuan decided to use the Azure Star Sea to purify it further. He wondered if the result would match that of true Void Spiritual Milk.

After several days of effort, he successfully purified the ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk. However, upon examining the result, Lin Xuan was puzzled. The color had changed from milky white to a pale silver, and the aroma was different as well. Could this be a new kind of treasure?

"Void Spiritual Milk!"

These words kept flashing in his mind, but he couldn't be certain.

Taking out a drop, Lin Xuan drank it. A pure force surged through him, flooding his body from his dantian to every limb. However, unlike before, his body felt as if it were about to burst with energy.

"Damn!"

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator and had anticipated such an outcome. He wouldn't explode, so he used hand seals to release the excess energy, which would otherwise have been a waste.

Lin Xuan intended to use this energy to refine the Black Spirit Drill technique. This method compressed the energy beforehand for storage in his body.

This process took another day and night, resulting in over a hundred Black Spirit Drills with enhanced power compared to before.

Was what he had purified truly Void Spiritual Milk?

The more Lin Xuan thought about it, the more convinced he became. However, this was not the time to delve deeper into the matter. Lin Xuan left his cave dwelling and soon found himself in front of a nine-story building—the library of Cloud Concealment Sect.

Impressive in its grandeur, the guards immediately knelt upon recognizing him: "Greetings, Elder Lin."

Lin Xuan had declined the position of supreme elder but still held significant influence within the sect. His appearance was familiar to most.

"What brings you here, Elder?"

"I need some ancient texts."

"Of course, please proceed."

A blue-robed cultivator led Lin Xuan into the library with respect; his status allowed him unrestricted access to any documents stored there.
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"Uncle Elder, I wonder which book you wish to consult. If you tell me, I can do my best to assist. Although my cultivation is not remarkable, having served in the Book Repository for over a hundred years, I am quite familiar with most of the books here," said the guard with a servile expression. He hoped that if he could earn this Elder's favor, his life would be filled with endless benefits.

"Ah, Master Lin wants to consult materials that can replenish one's cultivation energy in a short time. I believe such books should be available in the repository." Lin Xuan's calm voice entered his ears.

"Cultivation energy-replenishing spiritual substances are indeed available. If my memory serves me correctly, they should be on the third floor. Let me take you there," said the guard with a hint of anxiety in his voice.

"Hmph, no need to ask; lead the way."

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the guard naturally had no objections as he respectfully led him to the third floor of the repository.

The building looked imposing from the outside, but it was even larger than expected inside. The hall was elliptical in shape, stretching a thousand zhang (about 300 meters).

Rows upon rows of wooden shelves were arranged, making the atmosphere more grand and imposing.

On these shelves lay jade cylinders and various ancient books with different styles.

These books looked old and had been treated with special techniques to preserve them well despite the passage of time.

"Uncle Elder, it is indeed here. However, I can't remember which exact book," said the guard with a touch of frustration in his voice.

Lin Xuan did not scold him; he was already doing a great favor.

"You go down first."

The guard bowed again and left respectfully.

Facing the rows of books, Lin Xuan's vast divine sense spread out. In an instant, he encompassed all the shelves on the third floor.

An ancient saying went that one cannot focus on two things at once, but for cultivators like Lin Xuan, with strong divine senses, reading thousands of books simultaneously was not a far-fetched idea.

After some time, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

Raising his hand, a weathered jade cylinder flew over. He grabbed it and examined it carefully using his divine sense.

After a long while, he looked up.

"Indeed, the Void Spirit Nectar is essentially the same as the ten-thousand-year-old spirit nectar. The quality of the Void Spirit Nectar is much better."

Although Lin Xuan had already guessed this earlier, being confirmed by the book brought him great joy.

Rolling his sleeves, a jade bottle flew out. He uncorked it and was pleased to find its color and aroma were authentic—this was the genuine Void Spirit Nectar.

It was truly like finding a needle in a haystack; the blue Star Sea's effects were too miraculous.

Since he had already achieved what he wanted, there was no need for Lin Xuan to stay longer in the repository. He returned to his cave.

The ten-thousand-year-old spirit nectar had been successfully purified, and now that he possessed the Void Spirit Nectar, many tasks still awaited him.

The most urgent task was enhancing the power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

This trip to the Demon Realm yielded abundant rewards; not only did Lin Xuan advance to the Spirit Separation Stage, but he also had a clear direction for fully fusing this life-bonded treasure.

According to the description in the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Decree, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was composed of the five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—and three talents—ice, wind, and lightning. It could be activated by the nine palaces simultaneously, making it invincible under heaven.

The fire sword had already been refined into shape.

As for other attributes, he still needed to find their materials.

Actually, due to the fusion process, refining a new sword was much easier. Lin Xuan's luck led him to gather all the water attribute materials.

Returning from the repository, Lin Xuan went straight to the training room and sent out a transmission talisman to inform the other two Supreme Elders that he would be entering seclusion soon. He asked them not to disturb unless it was for something important.

The young man with the dragon name and the girl with silver eyes were both surprised but did not ask any questions.

As for ordinary disciples, they had no such information; their status did not allow them to casually come up here anyway.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room. An hour passed, and his cultivation energy and mental state recovered to their best condition.

Opening his eyes, he waved his sleeves, and dozens of bottles and wooden boxes appeared before him. Most hadprohibition talisman seal on them—these were the materials for fusing water attribute substances.

There was also a precious item!

Lin Xuan reached out again, and numerous black leaf-shaped flying knives appeared from his waistband.

Black Water Deva Sword!

This was a treasure obtained from the Twin Demons of Heavenly Mist. Its power was formidable, and due to its attributes, it could be used as a material for fusing the water attribute into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

A win-win situation; Lin Xuan would not let this opportunity slip away.

He took out an alchemical furnace from his waistband. The shape of the furnace was peculiar, appearing ancient and simple, but on its surface were two evil ghost patterns—one upright and one inverted. This treasure came from Snowflake Saint Ancestor and was called Ghostly Spirit Cauldron. Although its name was ominous, it had a remarkable function.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell. A blue light enveloped the Black Water Deva Sword, causing it to slowly rise. The lid of the cauldron opened, and the sword shrank before entering inside.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he moved his hands like butterflies, casting spells that materialized in the air and merged into the cauldron. A small egg-sized infant fire burst out from his mouth.

It hit the cauldron with a "puff" and immediately ignited fiercely, enveloping the entire cauldron.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he observed for a moment, then a hint of joy appeared on his face. He carefully manipulated the infant fire to refine the contents within the cauldron.

Three days passed in a blink. On that day, the cauldron suddenly shook, and its lid opened. Inside was the Black Water Deva Sword, now liquefied.

Lin Xuan did not flinch as he raised his hand, spreading out his fingers in mid-air to catch an epoxide box that flew up. He poured the powdered substance inside into the cauldron!
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Chapter 2461: Three-Attribute Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword

Time passed swiftly. After three months, Lin Xuan finally left the training room.

His face was marred with signs of fatigue, but his eyes betrayed a hidden excitement that couldn't be concealed no matter how hard he tried to mask it.

Reincarnating and enhancing the treasure, adding water attributes to the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword, had been a challenging task. Despite the hardships, everything went smoothly in the end, achieving perfect success.

However, reflecting on the process, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a bit relieved. The saying goes that water and fire cannot coexist; their opposing nature made it incredibly difficult to imbue one item with both attributes. Yet here he was, having successfully done so after much effort.

In his travels through the Demon Realm, Lin Xuan had gained substantial rewards. In the Ice Flame Valley, he had stumbled upon a lava snow lotus by chance. This rare treasure, born in a magma lake, possessed ice and fire attributes, allowing it to harmonize water and fire, enhancing their combined power.

Despite the effort required, the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword was finally re-imbued with its new attributes. The sword's appearance had changed; no longer purely red for its fiery nature or blue for its watery one, it now shone a vibrant green—like spring leaves bursting forth. Lin Xuan couldn't explain why this change occurred, but he knew the uncertainties of cultivation made such transformations unpredictable.

Nonetheless, the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword's newfound power was undeniable. It had transformed into a genuine dual-element weapon, far surpassing his previous Moonlight Ring in terms of effectiveness. With his advancement to the Spirit Separation stage in the Demon Realm, this new treasure added wings to his already formidable abilities.

After three months of hard work, Lin Xuan finally felt the fruits of his labor. He took some time to rest and recover both physically and mentally when he received another piece of good news: a messenger from True Monarch of the Northern Sea had delivered the promised treasures.

This was indeed a double celebration! Lin Xuan hurriedly went out to meet them, only to find that all items met his expectations in terms of type, quantity, and quality. The other party had kept their word, living up to their reputation as a powerful being who could fulfill promises with ease. If it were him, he would have struggled for years.

Moreover, since the Heaven Severing Sect had lost, the Star Moon City's oversight ensured they wouldn't renege on their agreement. With so many materials needed, gathering them all at once was impossible. However, they managed to凑齐 about a third of what Lin Xuan required and sent it over. The rest would be gathered by the sect's disciples in the next two millennia.

Lin Xuan didn't need to worry; their desperation for survival would drive them to find every possible solution. Although Cloud Concealment Sect wasn't one of the top-tier sects, they had a rich history dating back to ancient times. While the materials he needed weren't abundant within the sect, there were still enough to work with. Given his current status and influence, the sect was eager to please him, so they spared no effort in providing whatever they could.

With these resources, Lin Xuan managed to gather most of the required elements for adding another attribute. The雷属性 was already complete thanks to the Thunder Phoenix's妖丹 and spiritual bones he had acquired during his time in the Demon Realm.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan decided to close himself off and re-imbue the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword with a new attribute. As they say, good fortune seldom comes alone; this time, the process was much smoother than before, despite some minor setbacks.

After about a month of work, Lin Xuan emerged from his seclusion, visibly elated. The success of this imbuing was clear to see.

Now, the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword possessed ice, fire, and 雷 attributes, making it a true three-attribute treasure. Its color had changed again, now a pale silver like the silver light points in his体内星海, though less luminous. The power increase was significant; it could be compared to a complete transformation.

Lin Xuan felt confident that this new version of the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword would be vastly different from its original form. After resting for several days, he began pondering his next steps—primarily enhancing his strength further. However, with his main元婴 only at the Spirit Separation stage, it was unlikely to advance any time soon.

Instead, Lin Xuan focused on his second元婴 and妖丹. The latter posed no problem; he had already reached the late Profound Insight stage, just a step away from Spirit Separation. However, his second元婴 was still in its early stages of Profound Insight.

Initially, Lin Xuan planned to advance his second元婴 during his time in the Demon Realm due to the abundant魔气 there. But fate had other plans; he returned earlier than expected.

Nevertheless, a treasure from the Demon Realm had provided him with a complete cave complex, complete with its own魔脉, which greatly enhanced cultivation. While this was promising, Lin Xuan still felt unsatisfied. Even with the magic vein's assistance, it would take centuries to advance his妖婴.

Lin Xuan didn't want to spend millennia in seclusion just for his second元婴. Instead, he wondered if there was a way to separate and cultivate the second元婴 independently while keeping his main元婴 and physical body free for other tasks.
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Chapter 2462: External and Internal Body Manifestations

The concept seemed somewhat mystical, aiming for a dual benefit. The saying went that you couldn't have your cake and eat it too; in this world, one had to make choices. How could someone take all the benefits?

On the surface, this logic held true. However, the cultivation realm was not governed by common sense. After some contemplation, Lin Xuan indeed found a way to achieve both goals.

In essence, while the main元婴 and the second元婴 were distinguished as primary and secondary, they could be considered separate entities. If he could provide a body for the second元婴, allowing it to gain physical form, then it would enable him to cultivate in his cave independently.

This way, the second元婴 could continuously advance while Lin Xuan's main body could handle other tasks without being constrained by the need for the second元婴 to meditate and seclude itself. Wasn't this a dual benefit?

However, implementing this idea was somewhat complicated but offered many advantages. With a physical form, the second元婴 would effectively become an external manifestation of Lin Xuan.

Moreover, it would be the highest-grade type, distinct from ordinary cultivators' second manifestations. After all, controlling such a manifestation required only the soul essence, essentially making it akin to a highly advanced puppet that dissipated with its master's demise.

Lin Xuan's cultivation method was different. The control of this manifestation wasn't through a fragment of consciousness or secondary元婴; rather, it was another independent元婴. Apart from slightly weaker power and differing cultivation techniques, the second元婴 shared all memories and emotions with the main元婴.

In other words, even if Lin Xuan's main body met with a catastrophic event and perished, he wouldn't die. Instead, his consciousness would merge with the manifestation, leaving behind only the imprint of the original owner. Over time, this external manifestation could be refined into a powerful entity.

Note that using such a body to cultivate produced merely an external manifestation.

While this allowed cultivators to have two lives and enabled both the main body and manifestations to pursue their own paths without interference, it sounded too good to be true. This secret technique had its flaws.

For instance, if the second元婴 remained within the main body's丹田, although it didn't enhance the realm, it significantly boosted the cultivator's power at the same level, outshining peers of the same rank. However, once an external manifestation was created, the second元婴 would separate from the main body, thus losing its power boost.

This became a weakness in Lin Xuan's cultivation method.

Could this flaw be remedied?

It seemed impossible, but countless ancient sages and wise individuals had pondered over such matters for ages. They eventually came up with a solution—a refinement of the manifestation technique.

External manifestations were not perfect due to their vulnerability to being individually defeated. However, internal manifestations were flawless, devoid of any weaknesses that could be exploited by opponents.

What was an internal manifestation?

It involved using the body of a spirit plant or herb for cultivation. These plants and herbs, while seemingly ordinary, had the potential to evolve into sentient beings after countless years of refinement. Once this happened, they could embark on their own path to immortality.

The idea seemed mystical, but in the realm of cultivation, such things were not unheard of. What was impossible one day became reality through time and effort.

Could these spirit plants or herbs be used as external manifestations?

Ancient sages began pondering this. However, mere contemplation wouldn't yield results; practical application was necessary.

Soon enough, some great cultivators attempted it. Initially, all attempts failed, but failure is the mother of success. This was merely a hypothesis that required testing.

Over time, their conjectures became reality—using spirit plants and herbs as manifestations' bodies. But why call them internal manifestations?

Because this approach had its benefits. Spirit plants and herbs wouldn't reject the cultivator's body. Thus, in battle, they could be safely stored within the main body's丹田 or qi sea without weakening it.

Instead, their presence might even enhance the cultivator’s power. Flaws turned into advantages.

Of course, if needed, these internal manifestations could also be released to join forces with the main body against powerful enemies. Compared to external manifestations, they offered more flexibility and fewer drawbacks.

However, like all things in the natural cycle, there were limitations. The cultivation of internal manifestations was constrained by the fact that only元婴s could control them; souls or fragments couldn't manage it.

This significantly narrowed the scope of practitioners willing to undertake this path. Although second元婴 cultivation wasn't a closely guarded secret, high-level cultivators could find methods if they desired and had the willpower.

But finding such methods was not enough; few were willing to invest time and effort into it. While cultivating a second元婴 offered advantages in combat by boosting power, there were downsides too.

Even though the main元婴 wouldn't face bottlenecks during its cultivation, upgrading still required seclusion and dedication. For ordinary cultivators, the path of cultivation was fraught with challenges, especially when time was limited and they faced heavenly tribulations.

In summary, the key to successful cultivation lay in advancing before facing heavenly tribulations or exhausting one's lifespan. Cultivating a second元婴 consumed significant resources, which seemed counterproductive.

However, Lin Xuan had an advantage—the Blue Star Sea allowed him to cultivate quickly without much time loss for his second元婴. Before entering the分神stage, second元婴s couldn't cultivate manifestations independently, saving valuable time.

In the vast expanse of the Three Realms, there were countless prodigies, but few chose this path. The hardest part wasn’t the cultivation method itself; it was obtaining spirit plants or herbs for manifestation bodies, which were rare and hard to come by.

Postscript: My health has improved, and I will resume regular updates from today. Thank you all for your support.
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Although plants and flowers could cultivate, the opportunities were still too slim. The rare and exotic flowers that could embark on the path of cultivation were as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns. Moreover, for a high-ranking cultivator to use soul transference, the grade of this spirit flower and strange wood couldn't be too low; it was almost impossible.

Finding an appropriate body for soul transference was incredibly difficult. Describing it as something that could only happen by chance was quite accurate. Sometimes, even when found, it might not fit because the attributes of the cultivation technique didn't match the nature of the spirit body, and there could be adverse reactions.

These two major obstacles were like mountains blocking the path for cultivators. Hence, many powerful cultivators, although they knew the benefits of inner soul transference, were only able to sigh in frustration due to the stringent conditions required.

After all, outer soul transference might not be as mysterious but was much simpler and easier to practice.

Lin Xuan supported his chin with his hand, a look of deep thought on his face. Although he could cultivate an outer soul, it would still be better if he could achieve inner soul transference. He wanted the best for himself, even if that made him appear greedy. Lin Xuan was just that kind of person; he wouldn't rest until he achieved his goals.

The first obstacle wasn’t a problem for Lin Xuan. Not only did he have a second元婴, but it had progressed to the Profound玄阶段. The difficulty lay in finding an appropriate body for soul transference—where could he find such a suitable entity?

Lin Xuan was clueless; he had no leads at all.

Solving this problem by staying locked up in his room wouldn't yield any results. After some thought, Lin Xuan returned to the library.

The knowledge contained within books was the most abundant resource, and this principle applied equally in the cultivation world. Whenever Lin Xuan faced a difficult situation before, he always sought answers through ancient texts. This time, he made the same choice.

Given his current status, entering the library was no problem for him; there were no forbidden zones or secrets here for Cloud Concealment Sect. Lin Xuan spent three months researching various ancient texts. While not entirely fruitless, most of the information he found was useless.

For instance, in a book called *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*, it mentioned that over ten thousand years ago, Loose Cultivator Lightning Crane True Man had obtained a "Seven-Trick Red Fruit" through sheer luck. After carefully nurturing this spirit plant, he used it as his spirit body to achieve soul transference and mastered the ultimate secret technique.

The Seven-Trick Red Fruit was found in a remote swamp, which led many cultivators to rush there. However, no one else found another such fruit.

Another ancient book also recorded that a certain cultivator had obtained an appropriate spirit plant for soul transference, but other cultivators who went there found nothing.

Similar records existed, but they were fragmented and unhelpful, indicating that those cultivators were simply lucky.

From the scattered records of *Blood Curse Document*, Lin Xuan couldn't find any useful leads. The ancient texts from these few months didn’t provide much help in solving his current problem.

Lin Xuan had to seek other solutions. Since staying at the library wouldn’t be productive, he left.

Just as he arrived at the entrance of the library, a brilliant light flashed before him, and a familiar figure appeared.

"Senior Sister, why are you here too?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise; he hadn't expected to encounter the silver-eyed girl here.

"Why, Lin Junior Brother, aren’t you in seclusion?" The silver-eyed girl's face was equally surprised as she asked with a hint of doubt.

"Oh, my seclusion has ended. I came to the library to look up something."

"Ah, that makes sense. I’m also looking for something but not in a hurry. It’s rare to meet you here; why don’t we go to Sister Fool's cave and chat?"

The silver-eyed girl’s charming voice echoed.

"That sounds good."

Lin Xuan was initially annoyed but agreed with the girl. She seemed pleased, fearing Lin Xuan might decline. This opportunity was valuable for her sect, so she wanted to cultivate a closer relationship with him.

Leading the way, Lin Xuan followed behind.

Soon, they arrived at the silver-eyed girl's cave. The environment was extremely elegant, and the concentration of qi was high. As the controller of Cloud Concealment Sect, this girl could enjoy top-tier resources.

The cave was spacious, more like a small palace than a place for cultivation. The decorations were magnificent and splendid. Along the way, Lin Xuan saw many maidens, but upon closer inspection, they weren’t cultivators; they were just human-shaped puppets. However, spirit puppetry in the spirit realm was much more mysterious than on the mortal world. These puppets might not be powerful, but their appearance could easily deceive a less advanced cultivator.

Soon, they arrived at a side hall where maidens brought them tea. The taste was excellent; it was a divine tea for late-stage cultivators to entertain guests, making it quite special.

They chatted casually about other topics before returning to the main topic: "Junior Brother, what did you look up in the library? Can you tell me?"

There was no need to be secretive. Even if she didn’t ask, Lin Xuan intended to bring this conversation here. After all, three fools could outwit Zhuge Liang. The silver-eyed girl's strength might not match his, but as an ancient monster who had lived for tens of thousands of years, her experience was something he couldn't underestimate. He even thought about asking for advice from her.

To his surprise, she initiated the conversation: "Junior Brother, it seems you have a second元婴 and some demon essence."

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking; he wasn’t going to reveal that he had a demon essence as well. Humility was his principle, and despite being famous throughout the world, Lin Xuan wouldn’t boast about his achievements.

"This is indeed difficult, but if you really want to cultivate, there are still ways."

＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝＝
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Chapter 2464: Ice Sea Realm

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan, originally seeking advice from the silver-eyed maiden, had only hoped for a last resort. He was pleasantly surprised to find that she actually had a solution.

"Senior Sis, please speak. Your humble brother is all ears."

"But..."

"How so? Senior Sis, do you have any difficulties? This secret technique of body manifestation is indeed crucial to your humble brother. I would be eternally grateful if you could enlighten me."

Lin Xuan stood up and bowed deeply towards the maiden, his words filled with utmost sincerity.

"Junior Brother Lin, there's no need for such formality between us. As fellow disciples, it's natural that I wouldn't stand idly by when you have a problem. However, my hesitation is due to this information being hearsay. It remains uncertain whether it's true or just idle talk."

"So it is."

Lin Xuan understood and smiled as he spoke: "Senior Sis, please don't worry. Since your humble brother has no other options at the moment, you might as well share what you know. I will listen and decide later."

"Very well."

Though the silver-eyed maiden had reservations, she couldn't prolong her hesitation: "This information is hearsay. Although you are a cultivator who ascended from the lower realms, you should know that our spirit realm consists of numerous small interfaces."

"That's correct," Lin Xuan nodded.

"The Ice Sea Realm is one such area. It covers an extensive territory and has extremely cold climates. Even during the hottest summer months, it snows like feathers all year round. Consequently, this realm is sparsely populated with few spirit mountains and veins. However, for some unknown reason, the probability of cultivating spirit manifestations in this realm is significantly higher than in ordinary realms. Many powerful cultivators seek their fortune there. If your humble brother has such intentions, you might consider..."

"Ice Sea Realm?" Lin Xuan scratched his head, a look of difficulty on his face: "Traveling to other realms requires breaking through the void. How can I do it?"

Although Lin Xuan still had the boundary-breaking pearl from the Demon Realm, such precious items were meant for traversing between the three realms. Using one just to travel within this spirit realm would be a waste.

"Your humble brother is worried about that. You needn't worry; since the Ice Sea Realm is a top-tier interface, it naturally has super teleportation arrays. However..."

"What's the problem?" Lin Xuan was exasperated. His senior sister, a Core Formation period powerhouse and the Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, seemed to be speaking in riddles.

"Such inter-realm teleportation incurs significant costs. Even for cultivators like us, it amounts to astronomical sums. But your humble brother needn't worry..."

The maiden's tone changed as she tried to win Lin Xuan over: "Without your help, this sect would have perished long ago. In gratitude, we will bear the expenses if you assist us."

Though her words were kind, her heart sighed inwardly. Even with the sect’s resources, bearing such costs was no easy task. For the next century, their finances would be tight, but it was a necessary sacrifice for Lin Xuan's great service to the sect.

She didn't want to upset Lin Xuan, whose strength was undeniable. He had already surpassed everyone's expectations by defeating the Elder of Annihilation. His wealth was beyond ordinary cultivators' comprehension.

"Thank you, Senior Sis. However, your humble brother has some resources. I won't trouble you with the teleportation costs."

"But..."

The silver-eyed maiden was taken aback that Lin Xuan had declined her offer: "Junior Brother, think carefully. Inter-realm teleportation is no small matter. The astronomical sums I mentioned are not idle talk."

"Ha ha, your humble brother has a plan. If I can't afford the crystal stones, I'll seek your help."

Though Lin Xuan's expression was confident, he knew his resources well enough to cover such expenses without breaking a sweat.

Seeing Lin Xuan's firm stance, the silver-eyed maiden didn't press further; it was impossible to reason with him as usual. His defeat of the Elder of Annihilation had already exceeded everyone’s expectations, and his wealth was beyond ordinary standards.

"Very well, if your humble brother needs any assistance, please don't hesitate."

"Thank you, Senior Sis. Where is this teleportation array?"

"Oh, are you leaving right away?" The silver-eyed maiden asked curiously.

"Yes, the Second Core Formation's realm is far lower than that of the Main Core. Therefore, body manifestation cultivation is urgent; better to start sooner rather than later..."

"Indeed, your humble brother has a valid point. Please wait."

The silver-eyed maiden nodded in agreement and then reached out to her waist, where a jade cylinder appeared with a flash.

She took it and delved into her divine sense.

After a moment, she handed the jade cylinder over.

Lin Xuan scanned it with his divine sense, showing surprise: "Using an inter-realm teleportation array requires going to such a remote place?"

Though he was puzzled, Lin Xuan didn't doubt anything. It made no sense for anyone to lie about this matter unless they were insane.

"Thank you, Senior Sis."

Lin Xuan stood up and bowed to the silver-eyed maiden, who had indeed helped him greatly.

"It's nothing; your humble brother is too polite."

The silver-eyed maiden escorted Lin Xuan out without further ado.

...

Half a month later, a streak of lightning pierced through Cloud Concealment Mountain, flying southward.

Initially unnoticed, it soon became known that the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, Lin Xuan, who defeated the Elder of Annihilation and was now hailed as the top Core Formation cultivator, had gone out on a journey.

This news sparked discussions in the cultivation world. Despite the passage of time since his duel with Star Moon City, Lin Xuan remained an intriguing figure to many.

Fortunately, even though he left, the sect's disciples continued their search for various treasures and resources, backed by the guarantee from Star Moon City.
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More than a month later, in a small town far from the Cloud Concealing Sect by thousands of miles.

Rain was gently falling from the sky. A young herdsman had picked a lotus leaf to use as an umbrella and was urgently driving his cattle back home.

Suddenly, he showed signs of shock on his face before rubbing his eyes vigorously. But there was nothing in the distance; could it be that his eyes were playing tricks on him?

The herdsman scratched his head, puzzled. Just a moment ago, he had clearly seen a streak of lightning flash across the horizon. How did it vanish so quickly?

Could this be an opportunity for divine fortune?

He couldn't help but recall the tales about cultivators circulating in the town.

Rain continued to fall as the herdsman stood there, trying hard to keep his eyes wide open. However, with each passing moment, that streak of lightning failed to reappear in his vision.

"Perhaps I did see it."

The herdsman sighed and turned back towards home, dejectedly walking away.

...

In reality, he hadn't been mistaken. At the other end of the town, a silent location, a streak of lightning descended, its light quickly fading as a young man with an ordinary appearance appeared before his eyes.

"The entrance to the teleportation array is in a small human town; it's truly ingeniously designed."

Lin Xuan held a jade cylinder in his hand and confirmed he hadn't gone astray. He then walked into the town leisurely.

The town wasn’t large, nor particularly bustling, but it exuded an air of tranquility. Lin Xuan released his divine sense to encompass several miles around him, yet he found no trace of cultivators.

However, there was still some收获. While there were no cultivators, the presence of禁制波动 was quite clear.

"Sure enough, the entrance is here."

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed as he turned and walked towards the location where he had discovered it.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at a dilapidated small house with its door tightly shut. There were no markings on the door, making it look extremely ordinary.

Such places rarely attracted visitors, but Lin Xuan pushed his hand against the door.

Surprisingly, there was no resistance as he pushed; ripples appeared on the surface of the wooden door, and Lin Xuan felt like he had dipped his hand into water.

He then stepped inside effortlessly.

It was merely a障眼法 (illusion).

To Lin Xuan, it wasn’t worth mentioning. It could easily stop ordinary humans or low-rank cultivators from entering. However, there were still several layers of禁制 behind the illusion, making things more complex. But to Lin Xuan, they posed no challenge; he easily passed through.

A magnificent palace appeared in his sight.

Terraces and pavilions, small bridges over flowing streams—all floated in mid-air. Around the palace,祥云 (auspicious clouds) drifted, creating a breathtaking scene.

As soon as Lin Xuan entered, he felt extremely powerful禁空禁制 (anti-flight restrictions). It was truly formidable; even ordinary cultivators couldn’t fly here, let alone those at the Separation stage.

In other words, only old monsters at the Spirit Transformation stage could enter this place.

This naturally posed no challenge for Lin Xuan. His entire body radiated a green glow as he effortlessly flew past the anti-flight restrictions.

However, before he could land, dozens of streaks of lightning lit up from within the palace and rushed towards him with incredible speed.

Soon, those streaks of lightning condensed into figures—handsome and beautiful cultivators all at the Separation stage.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over them. Although their attire was similar, the insignias on their collars were distinct, indicating that these dozens of cultivators did not come from the same sect.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t surprised; he had anticipated this outcome.

The interdimensional teleportation array didn't belong to any single faction but was jointly owned by the top ten major sects in the Dragon Scale World. Therefore, the guards at the teleportation array naturally included disciples of these ten major sects.

Lin Xuan paid no mind to these Separation-stage existences and directly looked towards the leader.

This person appeared extremely young—no more than thirty years old—but his eyes had fine lines around them, indicating that he was actually much older in reality.

Despite this, his cultivation wasn’t weak; he was a late-stage Spirit Transformation cultivator.

The top ten major sects of the Dragon Scale World were naturally far stronger than the Cloud Concealing Sect.

While Lin Xuan sized up the other party, they also sized him up and quickly recognized him: "Are you Lin Xuan from the Cloud Concealing Sect? I am Qin Song from the Intent Transformation Sect."

"Intent Transformation Sect?"

An unusual gleam flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes. This was one of the top three major sects in the Dragon Scale World, so he returned a respectful bow. As for why they recognized him, Lin Xuan wasn’t surprised; his fame had grown immensely since the battle at Star Moon City.

"Lin Daoist has come here for a reason other than trivial matters. You wish to travel to another dimension," the other party began directly.

"Yes."

Of course, there was no need for Lin Xuan to hide anything.

"If that’s the case, please follow me into the palace; we will discuss in detail later. Different dimensions require different fees."

"Of course."

Thus, under the guidance of this Intent Transformation Sect cultivator, Lin Xuan followed him inside.

...

Three days later.

In a grand palace.

This palace was several hundred feet wide but felt unusually spacious. At its center stood a high platform with an intricate array that was difficult to describe in just a few words.

Around the teleportation array, eight black-robed cultivators stood, their faces hidden. These were array mages.

Three days ago, Lin Xuan had been welcomed by Qin Song from the Intent Transformation Sect and entered the palace. The subsequent discussions were straightforward—standard business dealings with haggling over prices.

Lin Xuan’s wealth was considerable, so he showed no interest in negotiating further. On the other side, given his current fame, Qin Song was eager to make a good impression, offering substantial discounts. Under these circumstances, both parties quickly reached an agreement.

Afterward, Lin Xuan paid sufficient crystals and treasures. However, preparing for the teleportation array required some time as it involved various preparations and filling with spiritual energy.

Now everything was ready.

"Qin Daoist, will there be any issues with the transmission?" Given how significant this matter was, Lin Xuan naturally had to ask.

"Brother Lin, rest assured; it’s absolutely safe."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. With a major sect's reputation, he believed there would be no problems.

He then stood before the teleportation array as Qin Song held a command talisman and cast a spell. A whistling sound filled his ears as a layer of green light enveloped him, after which he disappeared from sight.
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Ice Sea Realm.

Snowflakes as large as goose feathers fell from the sky, and a harsh wind howled, slicing through the air like sharp blades. Everywhere one looked, there was a blanket of snow.

However, despite the harsh environment of the ice plains, there was still some life to be found. Occasionally, one could spot snow foxes, ice bears, cold mice, and other small creatures that were adapted to the cold.

High above, colorful light streaks flashed through the sky as over a dozen cultivators flew slowly at low altitudes, searching around them. They kept glancing left and right, seemingly looking for something.

Most of these cultivators were in the Condensation Core Stage; only three of them had formed their元婴 (yuan yin), with two being初期 (qī shēng) and one中期 (zhōng shēng).

"Brother Qiu, can we really catch a snow fox here? I've heard that the snow fox clan resides deep in the Cold Soul Ice Plains. The distance from this outer region is immense," said a cultivator with a sallow complexion, his impatience evident.

"Not wrong. We have been searching for several days and expanded our search area by quite a bit, but still found nothing. Are we just wasting our time?" spoke up a petite female cultivator. She wore white clothes that blended into the icy environment.

The two were addressing an elderly man in black robes who was their most powerful member.

After hearing his companions' complaints, he showed signs of impatience: "You two, why are you so anxious? As they say, haste makes waste. The snow fox clan is indeed deep within the Cold Soul Ice Plains. However, snow foxes have a playful nature; sometimes, some young ones might venture out here. You saw that pair of baby snow foxes at the ancient well city auction because they were too curious and got caught by the Southern Triumvirate. Do you think they would dare to go so deep into the Cold Soul Ice Plains?"

"True, but finding a mischievous baby snow fox in this outer region is too difficult," sighed the sallow-faced cultivator.

"Comrade Chu has a point. It's better to hunt other妖兽 (yao shou) in the Frozen Forest instead of relying on luck here. If we did that for these few days, even if we didn't get much, at least we would have killed several Grade Three or higher妖兽. We wouldn't be empty-handed like this," frowned the female cultivator.

This made the elderly man slightly angry: "Comrade Chu and Miss Min, it was you two who suggested coming here to find snow foxes. Now, you are complaining again; that's not fair. Yes, we have nothing now, but if we catch a baby snow fox and sell it at the auction, what would its price be? I don't need to tell you how much more valuable it is compared to some Grade Three妖兽."

Seeing the old man get angry, the two初期 (qī shēng) cultivators exchanged glances and fell silent. Fortunately, he didn't want to escalate their relationship further: "Comrades, there's no need to be anxious now. The hardships we face will be compensated by future gains. My intelligence is quite accurate; I promise you won't have wasted your time."

With the conversation at an impasse, they led their disciples and continued searching in this area for another half day without any luck. This made even the old man's expression darken.

Could it be that our intel was wrong?

But logically, the one who provided the information shouldn't dare to deceive us.

Before the thought could fully form in his mind, a sudden warning bells rang out, and his hair stood on end as if an immense danger was approaching.

The old man was alarmed but didn't have time to think; he clapped his hand over his chest, and a red light enveloped him. Instantly, his figure vanished from sight. Simultaneously, a loud noise echoed in his ears, accompanied by a thick beam of light that descended from the sky. Though unremarkable at first glance, its power was shocking.

Due to the old man's swift escape, it hit a nearby mountain peak.

Boom!

The explosion deafened him as the hundreds-of-feet-high ice mountain shattered into pieces. Snow and ice particles flew everywhere until the entire mountain vanished.

The old man's face turned pale, but his expression grew more menacing as he roared: "Who dares to attack me? You must be out of your mind."

"Out of your mind, are you referring to yourself? A few humans dare to enter our妖修 (yao xiu) territory. I'll send you all to the underworld," declared the cultivator.

Before his words were fully spoken, a fierce wind surged from above, converging in the middle and revealing a towering figure.

The wind dispersed, leaving behind a large man clad in animal fur with bare feet, muscles as hard as iron, towering over six feet tall. Red light flickered in his eyes, clearly indicating he was a妖族 (yao zhu) . He carried a wolf's tooth club that stood out even more.

"后期 (hòu qī) transformed妖族."

The cultivators were alarmed and stirred. Even the three初期 (qī shēng) cultivators looked uneasy.

But the妖修 (yao xiu) was not interested in talking. He swung his wolf's tooth club, sending a strange wind that swept around him.

"Ah!"

Cries of pain echoed as the Condensation Core Stage cultivators were unable to withstand it and were all sucked into the strange wind, their souls sent to the underworld.

The expressions of the three初期 (qī shēng) cultivators worsened. Though they outnumbered their opponent, a后期 (hòu qī) existence would surely defeat them in battle. They couldn't flee; otherwise, they would be picked off one by one.

What should they do?

Both初期 (qī shēng) cultivators looked at the old man, who was both the most powerful and the most resourceful among them.

"How about this? If you surrender, I can spare you much suffering," said the妖修 (yao xiu) smugly.

"Sure, I'm no match for you. But let me show you my puppet combination," sneered the old man, his face showing no fear.

"Puppet combination, Brother Qiu, did you buy that thing?"

The other two were overjoyed.

"Yes," said the old man arrogantly. He raised his left hand: "Catch this."

Before he could finish speaking, two objects flew towards his companions.

This time, it was the妖修 (yao xiu) who was taken aback. But it was too late to stop them.

"Pfft" Two sounds echoed as the objects rapidly grew in size but took different shapes, clearly crafted from various materials into puppets!
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Two cultivators at the early Essence Infant stage flashed past, and soon they had retreated. A creaking sound entered their ears as one of the puppets opened up, much like riding in a carriage. The two cultivators seemed to sit inside this puppet, which was directly controlled by them.

The same action was performed by the old man in the black robe.

And then, an even more wondrous scene unfolded. Three puppets closed together and transformed into something akin to a Transformer.

Three puppets combined into one giant ape-shaped puppet. The surface of this creature did not emit any spiritual pressure, but it was clearly no ordinary entity; the demon cultivator's face turned gloomy as well.

However, there was no intention to retreat. Instead, he swung his toothed club, and in an instant, several balls of light shot towards them, unknown secret techniques at work, raining down on them.

The combined puppet did not show weakness either. It opened its mouth wide, spewing out a grayish-white light column about ten feet thick, which was also wrapped with electric currents...

Boom!

In the next moment, the sound of an explosion filled their ears as they fought fiercely.

Half an hour passed in a blink. The puppet and the demon cultivator still had not determined the outcome.

The strength of this puppet became clear: it was equivalent to an advanced Essence Infant stage cultivator.

This was quite remarkable. After all, two early-stage Essence Infants plus one mid-stage Essence Infant's combined strength could not match that of a single late-stage cultivator; the gap in cultivation stages couldn't be bridged by mere numbers. However, at this moment, the combined puppet allowed them to remain evenly matched.

Neither side had an advantage, and it was unclear how things would end.

Snow continued to fall from the sky as something unexpected suddenly happened without warning.

Sssshh...

It sounded like a piece of cloth being torn apart. A low rumble of thunder filled their ears as the space around them began to tremble, not far from where they were fighting. Visible ripples spread outwards like water waves, and then lightning flashed, as if something incredible was tearing through the space.

"Space rift!"

The demon cultivator sucked in a cold breath and hurriedly retreated. The few cultivators controlling the puppets also reacted similarly; such power wasn't something they could withstand. Although they didn't know why this space rift appeared suddenly, once they were caught inside, there would be no escape.

They immediately maneuvered their puppets to retreat as well.

In a moment, both sides stopped fighting and focused entirely on the space rift. The initial crack was only a few feet wide but rapidly grew several times larger with the flashing lightning. A blackish, shiny ball of lightning appeared in their sight.

"What is this?"

The demon cultivator swallowed hard; fear was evident on his face at that moment.

Then, the ball of lightning condensed, revealing a young man inside.

His appearance was unremarkable.

At first glance, he seemed like an ordinary passerby. However, when the demon cultivator's divine sense swept over him, the expression on his face turned ashen.

The opponent's power was unfathomable; he couldn't discern the other's cultivation stage.

Was it a senior at the Separation or even Profound Void level?

This demon was somewhat frightened.

Such an existence wasn't something they could handle. There was such a terrifying cultivator stepping into the Cold Spirit Ice Plains, and they must quickly inform Princess Xue Fox about this matter.

With thoughts racing in his mind, the demon was enveloped by icy winds and shot backward at incredible speed.

Unfortunately, what seemed fast to others was slow as molasses to Lin Xuan. The gap between them was immense; after just completing the teleportation, Lin Xuan's head still felt fuzzy from the body strain of crossing realms. He hadn't fully recovered when he saw the demon fleeing and immediately reacted with a gesture.

This was undoubtedly an unconscious action. However, the unfortunate demon suffered a tragic fate. A sword energy shot out at incredible speed, far faster than the demon's escape attempt. It had no chance to dodge; it couldn't even scream before being completely reduced to dust, unaware of its own demise.

On the other side, three Essence Infant cultivators were stunned and stopped their attempts to flee. In this terrifying existence's hands, could they possibly escape?

Their hearts pounded as they waited for fate's judgment with trepidation.

They regretted not coming here in the first place to catch a little snow fox; that way, they wouldn't have encountered such a formidable stranger.

The three cultivators were so remorseful their intestines turned green. However, it mattered not whether in the cultivation world or the secular realm, there was no such thing as a do-over. Fortunately for them, Lin Xuan had already recovered from the teleportation discomfort.

Rubbing his head, Lin Xuan thought, "You guys are still sitting inside that puppet; don't you want me to drag you out?"

Lin Xuan's voice lacked any worldly warmth, but the three cultivators shivered involuntarily upon hearing it.

The back door of the puppet opened, and the three cultivators flew out.

This was a helpless choice given their gap in strength; Lin Xuan could easily destroy them with just a flick of his wrist.

Although they didn't know where this old monster came from, they dared not provoke him, so they obediently followed orders.

Unlike the others' anxiety, Lin Xuan's face showed some joy. Teleportation was random, and he hadn't expected such good luck; upon arriving, he encountered several cultivators.

This allowed him to gather information about this realm. After all, his visit to the Ice Sea Realm had been rushed, and he barely had time to learn more about its situation. The silver-eyed girl only knew that they might find a rare plant in this realm for cultivating inner bodies but was unaware of other details!
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In other words, although Lin Xuan had arrived in the Ice Sea Realm, he was completely unfamiliar with its situation and knew nothing about it.

Now that he had encountered several cultivators native to this realm, they could be considered experts who knew their way around. Thus, he decided to ask them for some information.

Lin Xuan didn't expect his luck to be so good as to find the necessary spirit flowers and woods right away upon arriving in the Ice Sea Realm. As the saying goes: "Haste makes waste." Even if his senior sister's intelligence was correct, and there were suitable materials and treasures here, it wouldn’t be easy or quick to find them.

One must eat little by little and not rush things. Lin Xuan planned to first familiarize himself with this realm before starting the search for what he needed.

Since teleportation was random, even in the Nael Dragon Realm, which was vast but sparsely populated compared to its size, Lin Xuan had assumed that he would most likely end up in a remote area.

Indeed, such an assumption wasn’t wrong. The icy plains before him were indeed desolate, yet unexpectedly, he met cultivators here. This was certainly unexpected good fortune.

Seeing the three people’s nervous expressions, Lin Xuan's face softened slightly as his clear voice echoed: "You needn't be afraid. I accidentally arrived in this realm. Should this be the Ice Sea Realm? I'm not very familiar with it. Could you three esteemed friends enlighten me?"

"Ah..."

The three cultivators couldn’t help but draw a sharp breath after hearing Lin Xuan's words. As fellow Golden Core Stage cultivators, their experiences and knowledge of the Spirit Realm far exceeded those in the human world.

This old monster before them must have come from another realm. What did that mean?

Space travel!

It was known that even within the various small realms of the Spirit Realm, spatial force existed. A casual encounter with a spatial maelstrom could occur. Even if there were teleportation arrays to avoid such situations, spatial transmission wasn’t something ordinary cultivators could afford.

If he had torn through space and arrived here, it would be even more terrifying... Thinking this, the three people shook their heads in private. Legends spoke of only old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage who could traverse realms without relying on teleportation arrays, using their own cultivation power to tear through space.

Moreover, not every great cultivator at that stage had such strength; it was something only a few extremely skilled and powerful old monsters could achieve.

Although the young man had killed an advanced-stage demon in mere moments, saying he was a Tribulation Transcending old monster seemed too much for the three to believe.

But regardless, this guy was undoubtedly a terrifying existence. Could he be at the Separation or Profound Insight stage?

With such thoughts, their expressions were extremely respectful as they bowed and said: "Senior, you are too kind. Whatever you need, we will speak with utmost sincerity."

"Very well."

Lin Xuan nodded, his face showing satisfaction. Although he could have used Soul Scouring to get the information more easily, this technique had its flaws. He couldn’t guarantee that what he needed would be found just by searching through someone's memories.

Soul Scouring could only access a small part of their memories. If unlucky, important information might be missed.

Thus, using Soul Scouring wasn't reliable. Besides, Lin Xuan was not a cruel or bloodthirsty person; he had no grudge against the three and didn’t want to harm them for no reason.

Seeing that they cooperated well, Lin Xuan felt good. He quickly asked his first question: "Where are we? Where is the nearest cultivator city from here?"

Of course, Lin Xuan hadn't expected to get all the information he needed just by asking three mere Golden Core Stage cultivators. He would still need to visit nearby cultivator settlements to gather more detailed information.

"This is the Frost Soul Ice Plain. The closest immortal city is Bright Snow City, about one million li away," said the robed old man in relief upon realizing that Lin Xuan's question was simple.

"Oh, only a million li? That’s closer than I thought."

Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled with interest. It was indeed more convenient than he had imagined. He scanned his surroundings: "This isn't a place for conversation. How about we leave and talk while walking?"

"Senior, if you give the order, your servant dares not disobey."

The three exchanged glances, showing no resistance. If it weren’t for this mysterious senior cultivator, even with their puppet allies, they couldn’t be sure who would win in a battle against that demon.

After experiencing what happened, they had no mood to look for Little Snow Fox; compared to the precious gemstones and wealth, their own lives were more important.

"Indeed, your concealment light is rather slow. I’ll carry you."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he stretched out his hand and tapped his waist. Suddenly, a flash of spiritual light appeared before him, revealing a spirit boat over ten feet long.

"Yes, thank you very much, senior."

The three didn’t dare to object. The robed old man waved his sleeves, sending a beam of light into the sky. The giant ape puppet in mid-air instantly split into three and shrank, disappearing into his sleeve.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted slightly; he hadn’t been mistaken. This puppet was indeed composed of several components. Such a sophisticated puppet was something he had never heard of in the Nael Dragon Realm.

Hmm, it wasn’t seen in the Demon Realm either. Could this be a specialty of the Ice Sea Realm?

"How about that puppet? Are you interested?"

The robed old man was good at reading between the lines and spoke with a humble tone.

"Indeed, very ingenious."

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate to praise. Although the puppet’s own strength wasn’t significant, its design was breathtaking: "Is it yours?"

"Haha, senior is too kind. Such an ingenious puppet isn't something I could create; this is the masterpiece of the Ethereal Immortal Palace."

"Ethereal Immortal Palace?" Lin Xuan raised his head in interest.

"Indeed, the Ethereal Immortal Palace is our largest force in the Ice Sea Realm, known for their expertise in creating puppets. Without the support of the Ethereal Immortal Palace, we would long ago have been oppressed by the demons," said the robed old man with a shudder, his respect for the Ethereal Immortal Palace genuine.

"Opressed by demons? What’s going on here? Is it that the human cultivator realm in this realm is weaker?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. In the small realms of the Spirit Realm he had previously inhabited, humans were always slightly stronger than demons, especially in the Nael Dragon Realm where the existence of Nael Dragon True Monarch made human forces far superior to those of the demons. How could it be...

Lin Xuan was puzzled, but the three Golden Core Stage cultivators before him sighed collectively.
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"Senior, you might not know this, but in terms of overall strength, the human race and the beastfolk in this world were originally quite similar. However..."

"How so?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of interest.

"However, on the side of the beastfolk, there is an old patriarch named Xuan Bing."

"Xuan Bing Old Patriarch?"

"That's right. This ancient monster has lived for over a million years. We don't know what his original form is, but he is indeed a genuine Great Power at the Tribulation Transcending stage."

The voice of the robed elder sounded as it entered Lin Xuan's ears, beginning to narrate to him in detail.

Half an hour passed quickly, and Lin Xuan also came to understand the basic situation of this world.

To say that the Ice Sea World was originally similar in strength between humans and beastfolk, but the beastfolk were stronger because they had a Tribulation Transcending old monster. Although there was only one such figure, it was enough to decide the fate of the world. After all, transcending tribulations and splitting consciousness are completely different things. On the human side, no cultivators could turn the tide or fight against him.

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan sighed: "So in the Ice Sea World, the strength of the humans is inferior; they must rely on the beastfolk?"

"That's not entirely true."

The robed elder shook his head unexpectedly. "What you said has a mistake."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan became even more interested. "If it's not what you're saying, then what's wrong with that?"

"Firstly, although Old Patriarch Xuan Bing is at the Tribulation Transcending stage and his cultivation reaches the heavens and earth, he generally doesn't involve himself in worldly affairs. Even if there are disputes between humans and beastfolk, they would only send a manifestation."

Lin Xuan nodded; this was indeed reasonable. Regardless of whether it was human or beastfolk, old monsters at that level usually didn't participate much in the grievances of the cultivation world.

After all, what could still be unbreakable to their strength? There weren't many treasures that could capture their hearts.

But before the robed elder finished speaking, he continued: "More importantly, we humans have the existence of the Ethereal Immortal Palace."

"Ethereal Immortal Palace?"

Lin Xuan was somewhat doubtful. He had just heard from the other party that it was the largest force among the human race in this world. But how could that be? If there were no Tribulation Transcending cultivators in the Ethereal Immortal Palace, how could they fight against Old Patriarch Xuan Bing?

It seemed to sense Lin Xuan's doubts, the robed elder explained with a pleasing smile: "The Ethereal Immortal Palace indeed doesn't have any Tribulation Transcending Great Powers. However, it has a puppet that was passed down from ancient times—a powerful puppet controlled by the palace master and several elders. Even if it fights against Old Patriarch Xuan Bing, they can still give him a good match."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan's expression was one of shock; he found this hard to believe.

He had dabbled in puppetry but wasn't an expert, yet he knew enough that puppets fighting Tribulation Transcending old monsters on par... This seemed too far-fetched.

Seeing Lin Xuan's obvious disbelief, the robed elder became somewhat anxious and cautiously said: "That super puppet is something I haven't seen myself. However, there are many legends about it; it shouldn't be a baseless rumor."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. If it was just hearsay, he would take it for now and see if he had the chance to experience it in the future.

After that, Lin Xuan asked some other questions about this world, and the three answered him without reservation.

"By the way, although I came here by accident, I've heard that your Ice Sea World is rich in special spiritual flowers and fruits. Some plants have a higher chance of entering the immortal path due to their unique environment. Is there any truth to this?"

"This..."

The three were momentarily stunned, looking at each other. After a moment, it was the robed cultivator who spoke: "What you said, we don't know; after all, our cultivation is too low."

Lin Xuan nodded. He had just asked casually, so if they didn't know, that was understandable, and he felt no disappointment.

As they approached Mingxue City, the spirit boat suddenly stopped.

"Senior, what are you doing..."

The three Core Formation cultivators were taken aback, feeling uneasy. But Lin Xuan did not answer their questions; instead, he waved his sleeves, sending a beam of light from his sleeve outwards.

They had no time to dodge and fainted as soon as they touched the light.

Lin Xuan didn't want any evidence of this exposure; silencing them was the best choice. But knowing what information they could provide, Lin Xuan felt no need to be overly harsh.

Thus, he spent some effort erasing their memories of seeing him.

This wasn't a complicated task and quickly completed.

Then, Lin Xuan left the three on top of a deserted mountain and retracted the spirit boat. His body was enveloped in green light as he transformed into a streak of lightning that shot towards the horizon.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan's eyes brightened; snowflakes like down still drifted from the sky. An imposing ice city appeared before his eyes.

The city was built on a mountain, towering over a thousand feet high. From afar, it exuded a unique grandeur.

Lin Xuan slowed his light and landed in an unoccupied area. Then he used a敛气术 to make his cultivation appear similar to that of a Profound Origin cultivator. He then leisurely flew towards the city.

There were no unexpected setbacks, and Lin Xuan easily entered Mingxue City.

What met his eyes was an exceptionally wide street capable of accommodating several vehicles passing side by side.

Lin Xuan didn't linger; he called over a carriage and headed to the nearest inn.

He estimated that he would need to stay in Mingxue City for some time, so he first arranged accommodation.

The process went smoothly. Although Lin Xuan concealed his aura, his Profound Origin cultivation was enough to make the owner look up to him. Then, without delay, Lin Xuan headed to the market district.

To gather information or find precious materials, the market district was undoubtedly the best place. While it might not guarantee finding exactly what he needed, there should be some clues.

The scale of the Mingxue City market wasn't too large but also not small; it consisted of four intersecting streets in a "井" (well) shape.

Both sides were lined with shops, and many cultivators roamed the streets, indicating that the place was bustling.

Lin Xuan didn't rush. Being new to this place, he slowly strolled down the street.

Soon, a bookstore came into view.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan entered and selected numerous ancient texts from within. What he had learned from those three Core Formation cultivators was only a fragment of information; through these books, he would likely gain a more detailed understanding of this world! ! .
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Leaving the bookshop, Lin Xuan continued his stroll through the market district. This time, he focused mainly on various raw material shops.

If the Ice Sea World truly had a spirit-awakening precious wood, perhaps he could find some clues here.

After all, Lin Xuan was unfamiliar with this place and could only rely on his own strength to seek out treasures, so he could only use such a simple method. However, after a day of searching, he found nothing.

Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged; the saying went that good things take time. If he could find what he needed so easily, it would be strange indeed.

Haste makes waste. As long as he could find spirit materials to refine his inner body, staying here for several hundred years was well worth it. What little time he had now mattered not at all.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush and returned to the inn where he stayed after dark. He read through ancient texts and planned to search the market district again the next day.

As time passed, his target expanded beyond just raw material shops; he didn’t miss any place where cultivators gathered, such as tea houses and taverns. Sometimes, valuable information could be obtained in unexpected ways.

A month had passed like a flash.

Lin Xuan still found nothing and decided it was time to leave Mingxue City. After all, this was just a city at the border between human and demon forces; it wasn’t particularly bustling or full of useful clues. Lin Xuan bought a map and planned to fly elsewhere in hopes of luck.

On the morning he was about to leave, he decided to idle his time as usual by walking through the market district streets.

Everything seemed normal until Lin Xuan noticed an odd glint in his eyes after a moment. He changed direction and walked deeper into a more desolate area.

Stopping in his tracks, he slightly turned his head with a mocking expression: "Friend, you've been following me like a ghost. What do you intend? Shouldn't you come out now?"

Lin Xuan's tone was casual but carried an underlying hint of danger.

"Ha ha, don’t take it to heart; I have something important to discuss with you."

A man’s light laughter reached his ears as spiritual energy flickered in the air. A figure gradually became clearer before him.

Lin Xuan frowned and looked up at the old man. He appeared to be around fifty years old, thin, with a goatee that gave him an unassuming but cunning look.

But appearances can be deceiving; this man was actually a late-stage Profound Yin cultivator.

"Discussing something important with me?"

Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely cold: "No interest."

As the saying goes, those who offer unexpected favors are either good or bad. Lin Xuan wasn’t a novice and wouldn't believe such an unlikely proposition without evidence. If not for it being within the market district where there were many people to witness, he might have caught him and used soul-searching techniques to see what this man had in mind.

For now, he could only let him off easily.

After coldly rejecting his offer, Lin Xuan turned to leave.

"Friend Lin, please wait. Why be so hasty? Don’t push me away," the old man’s expression was awkward as he hurried to continue: "I just have one question; if you’re not interested, you can still go."

"What do you want to ask?"

Lin Xuan stopped and his tone remained cold.

Even if the other party had ulterior motives, Lin Xuan wouldn’t be afraid. The gap in their cultivation levels was clear; if he wanted to harm him, it would only bring shame on himself.

Seeing Lin Xuan stop, the old man finally relaxed. He prepared to speak but now swallowed his words and directly stated his intentions: "May I ask, are you searching for a spirit-awakening precious wood?"

Before the other could finish, Lin Xuan’s face darkened: "How do you know?"

Lin Xuan was sure this was someone he had never met before. With his strength, if anyone had been following him, he would have noticed. How did this man learn that he was searching for a spirit-awakening precious wood?

"Please don’t misunderstand; I have no ill intentions. To be honest, I’m a local here and several of my friends are the big bosses in these shops. Your needs came up from them."

"Oh?"

Hearing his explanation, Lin Xuan’s expression softened. This reason made sense; he had visited every shop in town over the past month. If this man had friends among the merchants, it was possible to hear about his intentions.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a spark of hope.

Could this man have what he needed?

Otherwise, why stop him?

Thinking this, Lin Xuan felt a surge of interest. It truly amounted to finding something after searching far and wide without success. Of course, on the surface, he showed no emotion, keeping the old man named Fan from guessing his thoughts.

Fan observed Lin Xuan’s expression but found nothing. He only heard the cold voice: "So, you have what I need?"

"Friend, that’s a joke. A spirit-awakening precious wood is a rare and extraordinary item; if I had one, it would be long sold at an auction."

"If you don’t have what I need, are you just wasting my time?" Lin Xuan’s expression darkened to the extreme, his voice tinged with anger.

"Friend, don’t get angry," Fan smiled bitterly. "We have no grudge; why should I waste your time? What benefit would that bring me?"

This made sense.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and his expression softened: "Speak plainly, there’s no need to be evasive."

"I’m not being evasive; this isn’t the place for such discussions. If you’re interested, follow me to a place where we can talk in detail," the old man said with hope.

"Alright."

If Lin Xuan were just a late-stage Profound Yin cultivator, he would have carefully considered Fan’s invitation. Going somewhere else could be dangerous. However, since he had hidden his true strength, he didn’t care about it. Although Fan’s words were vague, they seemed related to the spirit-awakening precious wood.

Since this was the case, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity and would investigate regardless of whether it was real or not!
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Chapter 2471 - Utter Confusion

If he really found what he was looking for, that would be a thousand joys. But if the other party had ulterior motives, well...

Lin Xuan wasn't someone to be trifled with.

Because his strength was concealed, Lin Xuan appeared fearless and unafraid of any trouble. With a slight hesitation, he waved his hand generously: "Lead the way."

"Haha, this is indeed the right choice, friend. You won’t regret coming along with me; you’ll find it worthwhile," said the elderly man named Fan.

Seeing Lin Xuan nod in approval, Fan’s expression brightened. He first praised him before leading the way towards a small courtyard.

The place wasn't far. After a short while, they arrived at the entrance of a teahouse.

This teahouse was unremarkable and had few customers. The main hall only had a couple of cultivators sipping tea, all at low cultivation stages—mostly Foundation Establishment stage.

Lin Xuan and Fan used minor techniques to pass by them unnoticed. They remained clueless about the proceedings.

Passing through the teahouse brought them to a small courtyard. At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but Lin Xuan’s experience allowed him to detect an array of powerful traps around the place.

Though not at the Divination stage, these cultivators were all at the Profound Understanding stage!

Fan led Lin Xuan towards one of the rooms in the courtyard. The door creaked open, revealing four figures inside.

Among them were two women. On the left side stood a woman dressed in imperial attire with an attractive appearance. Opposite her was an old lady with white hair and a staff carved like a dragon’s head.

The two men were equally striking. One had a distinguished appearance, wearing fine clothes, exuding a commanding presence that made one admire him at first glance. The other was a bald-headed monk with a rough face and an aura of mysterious power emanating from his body.

Their cultivation levels varied slightly but all were Profound Understanding stage!

The bearded man named Fan spoke up first: "Uncle Fan, you’re finally back! Oh, who is this?"

The three others turned their attention to Lin Xuan, their expressions not particularly friendly.

Lin Xuan ignored them. He had no need to care about a few Profound Understanding cultivators’ attitudes. His confidence in his own mental abilities was unwavering; there were no Hidden Divination stage cultivators or hidden traps here that could deceive him.

Fan, clearly a slippery character, paid no heed to the others' reactions and smiled: "Let me introduce you all. This is Lin friend. He’s here to help us with our mission."

"Lin friend? I’ve never seen this face before," said the woman in imperial attire. Though she had an attractive appearance, her voice was grating on the ears.

"Lady Yu, although I’m not entirely sure about his background, I can assure you that he will only be of benefit to us and pose no harm," Fan retorted, clearly annoyed by her words. "Moreover, if it weren’t for your contacts who couldn’t make it here at this critical moment, I wouldn’t have had to seek help elsewhere."

"Fine, but why were those people not available?" the woman in imperial attire asked, blushing slightly.

"Enough, no more arguments," said a man in fine clothes, clearly authoritative. His intervention silenced the others' complaints.

A clear cough echoed as Lin Xuan, who had been ignored, decided to make his presence known. From their conversation, it seemed they were discussing a mission that required more hands than available. Fan had brought him along without consulting the others, leading to disagreements.

"Lin friend..."

Fan felt awkward and turned around when he heard Lin Xuan’s cough.

Seeing Lin Xuan's gloomy expression, he asked: "Uncle Fan, you said you would help me find spirit-communicating plants. Why are we here if I can’t see any such plants?"

"Don't worry, Lin friend. Let me explain everything in detail; I promise to give you a satisfactory explanation," Fan assured him.

"Really?"

Lin Xuan calmed down, understanding that it was better not to get angry. They were already here, so he might as well listen and see what happened before making any decisions.

He sat down gracefully and began eating the food on the nearby table, much to the surprise of the other Profound Understanding cultivators.

"Fan brother, where did you find this Lin friend?" asked the man in fine clothes.

"Haha, it was a coincidence. Because I needed more hands, I’ve been out early these days," Fan explained, revealing that he had heard about a Profound Understanding cultivator looking for spirit-communicating plants in the market.

"Ah, so that’s how it is."

The others nodded and seemed to have a better impression of Lin Xuan.

"From what you say, Lin friend should not be related to our rivals," said the man in fine clothes. "But tell us about your background; we need to know more about you."

"I’m a cultivator from another plane. I came here by chance and wonder if you believe me?" Lin Xuan’s words were shocking.

The man in fine clothes was taken aback: "Lin friend, that's just a joke."

Lin Xuan shook his head inwardly; he knew telling the truth would be too astonishing for these people to believe.

"Hmph. See? No matter what I say, you won’t believe me anyway. I’m here for spirit-communicating plants and have no interest in anything else. If any of you know about them, please tell me. Of course, I’ll pay a fair price."

Lin Xuan’s words were sincere, but the cultivators exchanged glances.

"Indeed, Lin friend should not be related to our rivals," said one woman.

"I agree with Lady Yu," another added.

The monk remained silent but his expression showed he had no objections.

This outcome surprised Lin Xuan. He tried to clarify: "You didn’t hear me correctly? I only want the location of spirit-communicating plants and have no interest..."

"Lin friend, don’t worry. The item you’re looking for is related to our treasure hunt," said the man in fine clothes.
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Chapter 2473: Each with Their Own Plans

Lin Xuan didn't care whether the other cultivators, whom he barely knew, would turn against him after finding a treasure. After all, he wasn’t truly an Inner Profound Realm cultivator. If they behaved properly, and no extraordinary treasures were found, Lin Xuan wouldn’t flip out.

But if they harbored ill intentions, intending to harm him, it was suicide for them.

...

Unbeknownst to Lin Xuan, in a secret room on the other side of several streets, an elderly man with a goat beard and a white-haired old lady were whispering.

"Hmph. That young Lin agreed so readily. Do you think he's reliable?"

"It matters not whether he is or isn't. Don’t you think I’m really going to cooperate with him? This kid is just a pawn I found. If danger arises in the Frozen Soul Ice Plain, I can discard him at any time."

The Van surname elder’s amiable tone turned into a vicious voice as his words reached Lin Xuan's ears: "Besides, even if we’re lucky and find the treasure safely, do you think that little brat will have a chance to share in it? Rest assured, I’ve planned everything..."

"Planned everything?"

The white-haired old lady’s face showed a trace of mockery. "I advise you to consider more escape routes. Don’t really believe you’re the smartest. As they say, planning is up to man; success depends on heaven. The things in this world aren't easily understood. Besides, even if that young Lin isn’t a concern, what about the others? That Lady Yi isn’t much of an issue, but the Fiery Hell Monk and that Robed Venerable are not easy to fool. Their strength even surpasses ours. The treasure left by the senior is no small matter. How do you know they don’t have other plans?"

"The lady needn’t worry. The Fiery Hell Monk’s strength is indeed formidable, but he’s just a brave fool, nothing to worry about. As for that Robed Venerable, he has both courage and strategy, but he’s alone. Two of us together are far superior. They never imagined we would be like brothers or sisters in the same school."

"Besides, I have a treasure in my possession. Even if they leave any tricks up their sleeves, it will still be enough to turn the tide."

The Van surname elder's face showed a hint of pride as he spoke. Then, without making a sound, he used his voice transmission technique.

The old lady’s expression changed to one of great shock. "What? You actually managed to secure such a treasure?"

"Indeed. Now my plan is foolproof for Sister."

The elder raised his head with a confident look. The white-haired old lady didn’t refute him this time, seemingly believing that the secret revealed by the other party was something truly remarkable.

...

Lin Xuan returned to his residence when it was already late afternoon. He took a bath and slept soundly, waking up refreshed in the morning. Afterward, he went to the market again, not to gather information but to purchase various items needed for their journey into the Frozen Soul Ice Plain.

Although Lin Xuan had full confidence in his strength, he couldn’t be too careless. Some necessary preparations were still essential.

Lin Xuan’s generous spending pleased many shops, and they offered him their best goods. He returned with a heavy load of purchases.

Among them, the puppets attracted the most attention. These could be considered local specialties of the Ice Sea Realm. After observing for several days, Lin Xuan found that this realm's puppet techniques were indeed more mysterious than those in other realms.

Even the Dragon Cauldron Realm, one of the top spiritual realms, fell short.

Mingxue City wasn’t a large immortal city, so what Lin Xuan bought weren’t the finest products from the Ethereal Immortal Palace. However, these puppets of various forms were still formidable, all at the Core Formation stage.

Lin Xuan purchased over a hundred of them in one go.

With his needs fully met, he spent the next two days staying and resting in the inn, taking breaks to refine himself and meditate. Two days wouldn’t accomplish much, so he decided to rest and prepare.

...

When it was time as agreed, Lin Xuan left the inn calmly, transforming into a streak of light that flew toward the outskirts of the city.

Soon, a small hill came into view—the meeting point they had chosen earlier. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and found two familiar presences at the top of the mountain.

Without hesitation, he flew over.

The Van surname elder and the white-haired old lady were already there when he arrived.

"Friend Daoist Lin is indeed a man of his word."

The former’s expression showed delight as he greeted Lin Xuan warmly. The latter merely raised her head slightly to confirm his arrival before returning to her half-asleep state.

Lin Xuan didn’t mind and gave them a casual bow, then sat down on a relatively clean spot.

It wasn’t long before the remaining individuals arrived one by one. They didn’t deliberate further since they had already discussed everything the day before. After exchanging pleasantries, each of them displayed their abilities and soared into the distance.

They didn’t use spirit boats for travel as that would be too conspicuous and less flexible. This time, safety was paramount, so it wasn’t a problem to expend more energy.

Although Lin Xuan concealed his strength, he still appeared at the Inner Profound Realm level like the others. Such beings traveled fast; two hours later, the famous Frozen Soul Ice Plain came into view as the weather grew colder.

Swoosh...

The leading Van surname elder stopped first. The other cultivators, though slightly surprised, didn’t dare to overshadow him and also halted behind him.

"Old Man Van, what’s wrong?"

The Fiery Hell Monk’s voice carried a hint of impatience.

The others remained silent but their expressions were similar.

"Friends Daoists, we are about to enter the Frozen Soul Ice Plain. I suggest that for safety, we each use concealment techniques."

"Using concealment techniques here seems like overkill," the Fiery Hell Monk’s voice conveyed his disbelief.
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Chapter 2474: Entering the Ice Plains

"Good job, Fellow Daoist Fan. You truly grow more cautious as you age. We've only just entered the Cold Spirit Ice Plains, and already we're acting like every blade of grass is a potential threat. Isn't that excessive?"

The voice of the woman in fine robes also reached his ears, carrying a hint of mockery.

This was understandable. Although the Cold Spirit Ice Plains were home to many妖修, they had different regions. The high-ranking妖修 resided deep within the plains, while the outer areas were inhabited by low-intelligence creatures.

Thus, although the Cold Spirit Ice Plains were dangerous, not all areas caused cultivators to shudder in fear. At least the outer regions remained safe for their current stage of cultivation.

In fact, treasure hunters often ventured into this area.

After all, low-grade妖兽 were a treasure trove; their fur and bones made excellent materials for refining spiritual artifacts. For ordinary cultivators, these creatures held great allure, so many lower-stage cultivators came to test their luck.

These people, who even dared to venture where元婴and condensation core stage cultivators went, acted with such trepidation. If this became common knowledge, they would be laughed at by the entire cultivation community.

"Fellow Daoists, your words are incorrect. While low-grade妖兽 do dominate this area, it doesn't mean high-ranking妖修 can never come here. As the saying goes: better safe than sorry. Our target is of great importance, so we must remain vigilant. Otherwise, if high-ranking妖修 encounter us, they might cause a commotion that could jeopardize our mission."

Fellow Daoist Fan nodded in agreement. Others then began to manifest their own abilities, as all洞玄期 cultivators knew some form of concealment techniques.

Some were more proficient than others, but even the simpler methods would suffice for this mission. With additional隐匿符, they could achieve good results.

Lin Xuan was an expert in such matters. His Black Moon Heavenly Witch Technique had a return to simplicity effect. If he revealed his true strength, these few洞玄期 cultivators might be shocked, but that would raise suspicion.

He did not want his cultivation and identity exposed yet, so he used ordinary concealment techniques.

The process seemed complex when described, but once agreed upon, it was swift. The group moved on as eight immortals crossing a river, each displaying their own abilities.

An hour passed. Due to the need for concealment, they could not travel too quickly, but slow was relative. They had already traveled ten thousand miles into the Cold Spirit Ice Plains.

Still, compared to the vastness of this plain, they were in the outer regions. Their progress was slow, but patience was key when searching妖族 territory with meticulous planning.

Fellow Daoist Fan did not reveal the exact location of the ancient site, but he had chosen a route that required careful planning for safety. However, it would take over a month to reach their destination due to detours around potential high-ranking妖修 habitats.

Since Fellow Daoist Fan was clear about this, Lin Xuan felt no urgency. With his strength, he did not fear any obstacles, but smooth sailing was the best outcome.

He followed them as they traveled, acting like an ordinary洞玄期 cultivator. His experience in acting made it impossible for these few洞玄期 cultivators to spot any flaws.

Ten days passed without incident. They had encountered low-grade妖兽, but none that could detect their concealment techniques.

"Have we covered a third of the journey, Fellow Daoist Fan?" asked the man in fine robes.

"Yes, about a third," replied Fellow Daoist Fan, then added with surprise: "Ice Arrow Mountain, have you been there before?"

"I did visit it over a thousand years ago. I once fought against a high-ranking妖修 and nearly perished at his hands. Crossing Ice Arrow Mountain doesn't put us in the heart of the Cold Spirit Ice Plains, but from here on, high-ranking妖修 are more common. We must be extra cautious," said the man in fine robes.

No one objected anymore. All were洞玄期 cultivators with extensive experience, and they had all encountered high-ranking妖修 at some point. These beings, after gaining intelligence, often outmatched their peers due to their innate talents.

While they could handle a few high-ranking妖修, they knew this was someone else's territory. If their movements were discovered, facing multiple high-ranking妖修 would be dangerous.

"Everyone must remain vigilant. Ice Arrow Mountain is home to many ice arrow beasts. While these creatures are not high-ranking妖族, each one has the strength of a condensation core stage cultivator. Their numbers make them troublesome if they get entangled with us. The key risk is that our concealment might be compromised," said the man in fine robes.

Since he had visited this area before, his knowledge of the terrain was clear. He instructed as though leading an old horse to water, taking charge despite being a guest.

Fellow Daoist Fan smiled and followed suit, knowing they needed to prepare for Ice Arrow Mountain's challenges.

They rested for half an hour, adjusted their qi and spirit, and then revealed their best concealment techniques or used隐匿符. The man in fine robes had considerable influence; even the rebellious Fire Demon Fellow Daoist agreed.

Lin Xuan was skeptical but maintained a proper demeanor.

"Why don't we take a detour around Ice Arrow Mountain?" asked the woman in fine robes, showing confusion.

"We can't, Fellow Daoist Fu. I considered all routes when choosing this one. The nearby areas are more dangerous and difficult to traverse," replied the man in fine robes before Fellow Daoist Fan interjected with a bitter smile.

The woman frowned but did not speak further, understanding they were in this together.

Lin Xuan noticed that while Fellow Daoist Fan mentioned the difficulty of nearby routes, he didn't specify what. What was hidden between these regions?

Despite his curiosity, Lin Xuan kept silent. His strength made him immune to such concerns; let them bicker if they wished.

Half an hour passed as their energy and spirit improved significantly compared to before. They were not reluctant to rest more but recognized the dangers of staying in one place.

They then used concealment techniques again, this time revealing their best methods. Fellow Daoist Fan nodded approvingly.

"Everyone follow me, maintaining a distance of one hundred miles between each other. Fly as slowly as possible."

Fellow Daoist Fan's instructions were earnest; rapid travel could reveal their presence, and the distance would minimize that risk while allowing them to sense each other with their divine awareness.
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Chapter 2475: Not Bad Luck

The others had no objections. The venerated elder with the family name Fan led the way, and the rest followed in a line. Lin Xuan was placed in the middle; there were two cultivators at the front and back of him.

Whether this was just a coincidence or if they were somewhat wary of him, it was hard to say.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't care. With his strength, did he need to worry about a few Core Formation Period cultivators? If these fellows followed the rules, that was fine; but if they intended to harm him, it would be like sending a lamb to the tiger's mouth.

The group moved cautiously towards the Ice Arrow Mountain in front of them. Although they had controlled their speed, it still took only half an hour to arrive.

Before them stood ice mountains, not unusual on the Cold Soul Ice Plain. However, these ice mountains were shaped differently, like clusters of arrows pointing towards the sky. They weren't particularly tall or majestic, but their imposing presence was awe-inspiring.

"Companions, be careful," the voice of the venerated elder Fan entered everyone's ears. This was his second warning.

The others' expressions turned serious; they couldn't afford to be careless. Their Qi Control Technique ran at its peak. But an unexpected scene unfolded.

They moved as if facing a formidable enemy, but when they passed through Ice Arrow Mountain, everything went smoothly. Within a ten-thousand-mile radius, there was no trace of any beasts. If not for the peculiar shapes of these mountains, they might have thought they had taken the wrong path.

Thus, much to their surprise, the risks were minimal as they easily crossed Ice Arrow Mountain.

"Venerable Fan, what's going on?"

The voice of the woman in court attire entered his ears.

"How should I know? According to reason, this shouldn't be happening," the venerated elder's face was full of confusion. He turned around: "Brother Fu, have you noticed anything unusual?"

"No."

The man in the brocade robe shook his head; his expression was equally confused.

After a brief discussion among the cultivators, they couldn't come to any conclusion.

"Enough, enough. No danger means we've had good luck. Why worry about it? Do you really want to fight those Ice Arrow beasts?"

The sound of Evil Fire Head Thug entered their ears, his face showing a lack of concern. In his view, such discussions were meaningless.

Although the other cultivators' opinions varied slightly, under these circumstances, they couldn't reach any conclusion, so they stopped talking and simply increased their vigilance for the rest of the journey.

Thus, everyone continued on their way.

...

Several days passed quickly.

They had come much closer to the core of the Cold Soul Ice Plain. Each cultivator's face showed a hint of worry—not because they had encountered too many dangers or troubles recently; quite the opposite, they were too lucky in recent days.

No danger was met along the way.

On the surface, it seemed like good news, but upon careful analysis, this might not be the case.

They weren't just entering the Cold Soul Ice Plain; they were now at its core. According to intelligence, many high-rank demons resided here. In recent days, they had passed through several dangerous areas smoothly, which was indeed strange.

One occurrence could have been good luck.

Two occurrences might still be due to good fortune.

But three or four times, it became too far-fetched to explain with luck alone.

Six cultivators were battle-hardened; they had seen many storms. How could they not understand this?

Now everyone's faces showed a gloomy expression, even Lin Xuan was somewhat uneasy. He hadn't hidden his strength, but a Spirit Transformation Period cultivator wasn't invincible.

Lin Xuan wasn't so arrogant. This strange encounter made him feel slightly unsettled.

What exactly was going on?

Of course, despite the doubts, he didn't harbor any fear in his heart.

As they say, good things come to those who wait; how could one hope to obtain a treasure without taking some risks?

Compared to Lin Xuan's composure, others were much more anxious. They desperately wanted something to happen, and this situation was too strange.

But nothing happened along the way.

Thus, that morning, everyone finally stopped their journey and gathered in a hidden place, discussing heatedly.

"Given the current situation, what do you all think?"

The venerated elder Fan spoke first. The current situation had slipped out of his control. Before they left, he had considered various dangers and traps, even the possibility of being surrounded by high-rank demon cultivators; but he hadn't anticipated this scenario.

"Recently, not only have we not encountered any high-rank demons, but we've seen very few low-rank beasts on our journey," the voice of the man in the brocade robe entered everyone's ears.

"Indeed, I noticed that as well."

The white-haired old woman nodded. Her gloomy expression made her look even uglier.

"If my guess is correct, something unusual has happened within the demon race."

The venerated elder Fan's usual smiling face was gone; he spoke slowly: "What should we do? Shouldn't we abandon this mission?"

The voice of the woman in court attire sounded anxious. She seemed to be the most cautious among them.

"What?!"

Before she finished speaking, the long-haired head thug leaped up. The venerated elder Fan turned around with an expression of dissatisfaction: "Lady Yi, what are you saying? We've finally reached the heart of the Cold Soul Ice Plain; how can we abandon this mission?"

"Indeed," the man in the brocade robe shook his head. "We know where the druid's treasure is now, but as they say, long nights breed many dreams. If we delay any longer, other cultivators might also get clues, and then we'll regret it."

"But..."

"Lady Yi, you're overthinking this. Although our situation isn't favorable, something unusual may have happened within the demon race," Lin Xuan's voice entered everyone's ears. This perspective was different from theirs; no matter what, he wouldn't give up on the treasure needed to refine his Inner Body. That's why he spoke in such a way.

"Indeed, Comrade Lin is right. We shouldn't abandon our mission just because of this situation. At worst, we can be more careful for the rest of the journey."

...
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Chapter 2476: Encounter with Danger

In the end, the cultivators were unable to reach a satisfactory conclusion on their discussion.

However, giving up halfway was definitely not an option. They had come this far after much effort; how could they just abandon everything?

Moreover, Lin Xuan made a reasonable point. The changes in the妖族 might bring greater dangers, but there was also a possibility that it would make their journey smoother than originally planned.

In any case, everything remained uncertain. It was still too early to speak of retreat.

Of course, from now on, the cultivators were definitely more cautious. They not only worked harder at concealing their qi, but also rotated in sending out their divine sense to prevent any unforeseen incidents.

Two days passed without any issues. According to the calculations, they were left with just five or six days of travel until reaching their destination.

Everyone heaved a sigh of relief. It seemed that this time, their luck was indeed good. Although they did not know what changes had occurred in the妖族, it was highly likely that these changes would be beneficial to them.

Despite still maintaining vigilance, the expressions on everyone's faces were noticeably more relaxed.

However, just as things seemed to be going smoothly, an unexpected situation arose.

Lin Xuan slowed down and actually stopped his遁光. The others could not help but pause in surprise.

"Friend Lin, what happened?" the voice of the Van elder sounded, filled with confusion.

"Our left side, friends, take a look," Lin Xuan said with a grim face.

"Left side?"

The other cultivators exchanged glances and did not say much. They each released their divine sense.

Soon, they had results. Each one's face turned pale.

"So many low-grade妖族, could it be a beast tide?" the old lady with white hair spoke hesitantly.

A beast tide, as its name suggests, is when numerous妖兽 gather together. Although these妖兽 might not have high grades, their numbers are astonishing. Wherever they pass, no grass remains. Even cultivators of much higher grades would face a near certain death if they encountered them.

"That's not right; it's not a beast tide," the man in brocade said with certainty.

"Why do you say so, Brother Fu?" the woman in courtly attire turned to him, her face filled with panic.

"If it were a beast tide, there should only be one type of妖兽. I have never heard that during a beast tide, multiple types of妖兽 would gather simultaneously. However, these fellows are made up of at least five or six types of妖兽," the man in brocade said seriously, confident in his judgment.

"We don't need to worry about whether it's one type or several types of妖兽; they're coming this way. If we get caught by this beast tide, even us would face great danger, and it would be hard for us to escape easily," the Van elder's sharp voice rang out. From his tone, it was clear that he was quite anxious at the moment.

Before the words were fully spoken, the old man no longer hesitated. He was enveloped in a layer of golden light and shot forward like a bolt of wind towards the front.

The others naturally did not linger here either; they all displayed their abilities and followed behind.

With this full-speed flight, all concealment techniques lost their effect. However, at that moment, the cultivators were too preoccupied to care. Regardless, they had to avoid the current danger first.

In a blink of an eye, a tea-cup's time passed.

Compared to before, everyone's faces grew even more grim.

"Accursed, could it be that the beast tide is targeting us? It's following closely behind."

"We made a mistake. These low-grade妖兽 can actually link their遁光 together. As a result, their speed might even surpass ours. If we keep going like this, sooner or later, they will catch up with us,"

"Hmph, that's not the most serious issue. I'm worried that these multiple types of妖兽 gathering together are not just an ordinary beast tide; instead, it is controlled by high-grade妖修." The Van elder gritted his teeth and spoke in a deliberate tone.

"Indeed, the situation among the妖族 is different from ours. High-grade妖修 can easily control their low-grade compatriots with some means," the man in brocade nodded.

"What should we do?" the Fire Monk said: "Since we cannot escape, let's fight them."

This fellow looked like a brute who lacked intelligence; his ideas were not particularly sophisticated.

"That's not appropriate. Not only can there be high-grade妖修 behind these妖兽, but even if they are not present, just being entangled by the low-grade ones is already troublesome enough. If many more cultivators discover us and attack together…" The Van elder shook his head.

"Neither running nor fighting, what do you suggest we do? Just wait to be killed?" the Fire Monk's agitated voice rang out. Running was not his style; he was about to explode with anger.

"Friend, don't worry. We will go together. With such a large target, it is indeed possible for them to catch up. But if we split up, our chances of escaping will increase significantly," the elder hesitated briefly. He had anticipated this situation and prepared accordingly. As he spoke, he flicked his sleeves, and several jade pupil scrolls whizzed past their ears.

"This scroll records a location; friends, take care of yourselves. We'll meet again in two days at that place."

After the Van elder spoke, he changed direction, and his遁速 increased by nearly half. Was this old man hiding his strength earlier?

The other cultivators saw this without hesitation. The old lady with white hair looked like an elderly person, but her movements were faster than a monkey's. She grabbed one of the jade pupil scrolls and threw away her龙头拐杖. This treasure suddenly grew in size and lengthened several times. Then the old woman stood on it, just like riding a仙剑. The speed at which the staff flew was even faster than before.

The Fire Monk, the man in brocade, and the woman in courtly attire were not idle either. As洞玄期 cultivators, they certainly had hidden techniques. Each of them's遁术 was significantly faster than before.

Thus, Lin Xuan was left alone here in a blink of an eye.

A mocking look appeared in his eyes.

The Van elder's actions were intriguing. With more than one strong enemy pursuing, could splitting up be meaningful?

Could this fellow be trying to abandon everyone and go find the treasure himself!

Lin Xuan guessed in his heart. Of course, even if that was the case, it didn't matter because he had already made preparations before leaving. He had left tracking marks on each person's body; they couldn't get rid of him by any means.

...
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Chapter 2477: Snow Bat

As he pondered, the beast tide drew closer, now only a hundred miles away from him.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, there was no need to confront them head-on!

A sneer appeared on his lips as he didn’t make any extra movements. His body was enveloped in a bright green glow, and he sped like the wind, vanishing into the distance.

Unlike others who were solely focused on fleeing for their lives, Lin Xuan had time to look back at the pursuing beast tide.

As expected, they indeed split into several groups, chasing off in different directions.

Lin Xuan frowned but his expression remained extremely calm. Such a situation was entirely predictable.

Despite concealing his aura, Lin Xuan’s powerful divine sense wasn’t affected. He no longer held back and fully unleashed it, immediately noticing something amiss.

Sure enough... the doubts from earlier weren't unfounded. Several strong auras were indeed trailing behind the beast tide.

These beasts were being controlled by several high-ranking demon cultivators.

If Lin Xuan pushed his speed to its limit, he could easily shake off his pursuers. However, he didn’t do so; instead, he flew at a steady pace.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan had led the pursuers to a more secluded area. He then slowed down and stopped.

He floated in mid-air nonchalantly.

Such a large group of beasts, with high-ranking demon cultivators controlling them, posed significant danger to daoists at the Cave Profound level. But in Lin Xuan’s eyes, it was nothing much.

Why run like an idiot?

Capture those demon cultivators and use soul probing techniques to find out what happened on the Frost Soul Plain.

If a Spirit Cultivation Period cultivator were to replace Lin Xuan, eliminating so many beasts wouldn’t be impossible but would still be somewhat troublesome.

However, Lin Xuan’s methods far surpassed ordinary peers at his level.

Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and revealed an oddly shaped treasure. It was a seven-layered tower that wasn’t in shambles but certainly didn’t stand out.

It floated beside him, and he didn’t summon any other items.

He waited for only a short while, just half a cup of tea’s time. A buzzing sound grew louder as a white line appeared on the horizon. The snow-covered ice plain made it hard to notice, blending in with the surroundings.

However, within moments, the white line became clearer, resembling waves crashing towards them.

The buzzing sounds merged into an even more piercing noise.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed slightly, and silver light flickered in his pupils.

Although he was still several miles away, Lin Xuan could see clearly using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. These were bat-like demon creatures.

However, compared to ordinary bats, they were much larger, with wingspans of over a meter. Their entire bodies were snow white, even their eyes were grayish-white. A fierce aura emanated from them.

Lin Xuan frowned. He had seen these snow bats in ancient texts; they were supposedly a variant of blood-drinking bats, extremely ferocious by nature.

But that was nothing to worry about.

Surprisingly, the snow bats stopped when they were still several miles away. Although their wings continued flapping, they hovered mid-air.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he stood there quietly.

After a while, two beams of light appeared from behind the snow bats. They sped forward with incredible speed.

The lights separated to reveal a male and female high-ranking demon cultivator.

On the left, the man hidden in green light was tall but had an extremely sinister expression. Although his appearance wasn’t different from human cultivators, strange demonic markings adorned both sides of his face.

The woman on the right was slender and attractive at first glance. However, upon closer inspection, her ankles and forearms were covered with snake scales. Most alarming was a fire-red serpentine creature with a single horn coiled around her waist.

Both demon cultivators had daoist power levels equivalent to Cave Profound realm.

Seeing Lin Xuan standing confidently, the male and female exchanged glances, showing surprise.

"Brother Fu, look at this guy..." The woman’s hesitant voice entered his ears.

The man’s expression was similar. His divine sense swept over Lin Xuan but found nothing amiss. Perhaps he was just setting a trap.

Even if there were traps, they could let the snow bats test them first.

With that thought, the man raised his head and emitted a sharp howl. Suddenly, the suspended snow bats surged forward as if stimulated.

The scene was indescribable; it resembled an avalanche. It seemed like they would engulf Lin Xuan in an instant.

"Stupid creature, trying to rely on numbers? Let me show you the power of my demonic insects," Lin Xuan muttered.

A hand gesture sent a spell flying forward. The Ten Thousand Soul Tower shook, and a bright light emerged from its first layer. A swirling vortex formed, buzzing loudly as a blood-red insect cloud flew out.

Upon closer inspection, this insect cloud covered the sky, composed of countless tiny flying insects like crimson waves rushing towards their opponents.

The sheer number was staggering; even compared to the beast tide, it was like a small witch seeing a great witch.

"Impossible!"

The two demon cultivators were shocked but didn’t hesitate. They sped backward with their own light. The insect swarm and beast tide clashed, creating fierce battle sounds. It would be hard to determine who won in moments.

But Lin Xuan had no time for this.

He waved his sleeve and another spell flew out. A deafening sound echoed as the blood fire ants began self-destructing.

The snow bats were shattered into pieces. The remaining blood fire ants, immune to damage and stronger after absorbing the energy, soon decimated the beast tide. However, few remained; these demonic insects could only use such a method when facing formidable enemies—killing one thousand while losing eight hundred.

But that was fine. As long as there were queen ants, they could quickly replenish their numbers.
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Chapter 2478: The Wise Recognize the Time

The two demons gulped in a cold breath. Thankfully, there weren't many of those terrifying magic insects left; otherwise, they would have fled without hesitation.

Despite the doubts and suspicions in their hearts, they couldn’t leave just like that, for they were unwilling to admit defeat. After all, they didn't know about Lin Xuan's true power—what if he only had a Drive Object Technique?

"Brother Fu, what do you think we should do?"

The female demon’s voice was filled with panic as she spoke. The terrifying magic insects left her speechless; she didn’t want to lose everything in one move, from hunter to prey.

"Let's go, let's leave this place."

The man with green light hesitated for a moment but ultimately decided it was better to be cautious.

Before he could finish speaking, a cold laugh echoed: "Go? Your idea is good, but can you really escape now?"

With the revelation of their true intentions, Lin Xuan no longer needed to hide his cultivation.

Drawing in a breath, immense magical power surged within him. A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky, causing the two demons' faces to pale.

"Bad news, he’s a powerful old monster," the female demon's expression turned pale as she realized the truth.

She had heard that sound before; it was the friction of a cultivator's escape light with air. How could they be caught so quickly?

Impossible!

Panicked, she turned around, but there was no one in sight. She heaved a sigh of relief only to turn back and see Lin Xuan standing calmly a few dozen feet away, his expression cold as ice.

How did he get here? Her face flushed and paled several times as she struggled with her thoughts. Clearly, she was trapped.

"Senior, please spare my life!"

Though she knew such a plea would be futile, what else could she do? To challenge a spirit-stage cultivator would be suicide.

She didn’t want to do it even if she had no choice; it was too foolish.

But Lin Xuan wasn't someone who pitied beauty. In the world of cultivation, there were only friends and enemies—beauty meant nothing to him, especially this snake demon’s meager charms.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out. The female demon gasped in alarm as several fire serpents with wings flew from her sleeves, viciously attacking the green light.

Of course, it was all for naught.

Facing such a vast gap in cultivation, these tactics were useless. The green light merely slowed down before enveloping the female demon.

She felt the world spin and her consciousness blurred. But this demon wasn’t ordinary; she managed to maintain some clarity even as she pleaded: "Senior, please spare my life! Don't use soul-searching techniques on me. If you need to know something, I will tell you everything."

With that, she fainted.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a playful expression. So smart—there weren’t many like her.

He didn’t rush to search her mind but instead led the female demon towards another target.

The process was straightforward; despite being slightly more powerful than this female, the man’s abilities were meaningless in Lin Xuan's presence. The male demon offered no resistance and was easily captured.

Lin Xuan didn’t kill him either; he merely knocked him out.

After a moment, Lin Xuan used soul-searching techniques on her.

About half an hour later, with a wave of his hand, flames erupted, and the female demon turned to ashes.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, still amused by the encounter.

Through soul-searching, he gained some clues but incomplete ones that didn’t fully answer his questions. After all, even cultivation techniques had limits.

Soul-searching could only read part of someone’s memories, and which parts were chosen was purely luck. So it wasn’t guaranteed to get what one wanted.

This time, his luck was terrible.

Lin Xuan's gaze fell on the unconscious female demon.

He decided to try again, but if he failed, it would be better not to...

With a flick of his sleeve, a spell shot from his fingertips into her head. She slowly opened her eyes and regained consciousness.

"What am I doing..."

Just waking up, she was still disoriented but quickly remembered the situation. Her expression changed as she saw Lin Xuan; fear flashed across her face, but she didn’t run away. Instead, she curtsied respectfully.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but felt satisfied inside. Dealing with a smart person would be easier.

"Comrade, you met us here by chance, right? What did your sanctuary lose that required such an effort?"

Before he could finish, the female demon's expression changed dramatically. How did this old monster know...

But she wasn’t stupid; quickly realizing her situation, she looked around and found herself in a vast open space with no one else nearby.

Her demeanor became unnatural as she hesitated before speaking: "Comrade Fu..."

"Lin Xuan used soul-searching techniques on him, and he is now gone," Lin Xuan revealed without hesitation. The female demon, though expecting this, still shuddered.

"Do you want the same fate?" Lin Xuan’s calm voice echoed, but the more indifferent his tone, the more frightened she became.

She sighed.

"Senior, don’t scare me; I submit to your will. Ask whatever you need, and I will not hide anything."

"You understand your situation, good. Now answer my question."

"The treasure of the sanctuary is indeed significant," the female demon admitted. "We drove low-level demons for a reason, not by chance. You know that while many low-level demons live here, the Snow Foxes, Ice Bears, and Cold Mice are the strongest. Above them is the sanctuary itself. Recently, however, something precious in the sanctuary has been stolen."

"Treasure of the sanctuary?"

In recent days, Lin Xuan had read some books and learned about the Ice Sea World, but he couldn’t grasp much in a short time. He was still mostly in the dark regarding the sanctuary.

To his surprise, the female demon shook her head: "I don’t know what it is."

"You don't know either?" Lin Xuan stretched out his voice, clearly disbelieving.

Seeing his displeased expression, she quickly explained: "Senior, I beg your forgiveness. I truly do not know; I would never lie to you. But the treasure in the sanctuary must be of great importance..."
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Chapter 2479: The Demons' Plot

When Lin Xuan interrogated the snake demon, far away in the icy depths of Frost Soul Ice Plain, within a dimly lit secret chamber of the Ice Bear Tribe's territory, two figures were whispering to each other.

"Brother Rat, it has been over a month since the Holy Temple was stolen from. Everything is proceeding as we planned. The time is ripe now; shouldn't we inform that nobleman about this?" A raspy voice spoke impatiently.

"Do not rush, Brother Bear," replied another cool voice. "The timing isn't quite right yet. If we reveal it to him now, we might end up doing more harm than good. We should wait a bit longer."

"But wait? The risk is too great! Snow Fox Clan's Princess Xiang'er is no fool. If she suspects anything and discovers that our Ice Bear Tribe has stolen from the Holy Temple by sending human cultivators in disguise... That would be disastrous!"

The first voice sounded angry, and under the dim light, Lin Xuan finally got a clear view of the demon’s face.

Tall and imposing, it appeared to be around thirty years old. It had the build of a bear, with a tiger-like back. Its appearance was no different from that of human cultivators, but its thick demonic aura persisted.

"Hmph! Brother Bear, why are you angry at me? If it weren't for your desire for Princess Xiang'er's beauty and your attempt to force her into marriage, we wouldn’t have set this trap in the first place. We could have stolen from the Holy Temple more easily using other methods. Now, if you want a beautiful woman but don’t want to take risks... There’s no such thing as having it all."

The owner of the cool voice was an elderly man dressed in white robes with well-proportioned features. However, something about his appearance made him look suspicious.

"Alright, Brother Rat, do not be angry. I understand your anxiety. If you say so, I will follow your advice," said the Ice Bear King, who seemed to have softened.

"That's right. Patience is key. Brother Bear, just hold on a little longer; I promise it will all work out as planned since this collaboration benefits both our tribes greatly."

"Of course."

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan did not get many valuable leads from the snake demon. He only learned that the Holy Temple was managed by three tribes, and during their watch over the Snow Fox Clan, a precious item had been stolen.

All three tribes were furious about this. High-ranking demons and even some of the spirit beings were deployed to search for the human cultivator who stole the item. The entire Frost Soul Ice Plain was now tightly guarded from within while appearing relaxed on the surface, making it easier to enter but harder to leave.

Lin Xuan understood why he had encountered few dangers so far; the demons in those dangerous areas had been driven away by higher-ranking demons to other places for defense.

"Your meaning is that if I continue forward, I will encounter fewer dangers? But if I turn back, leaving this Ice Soul Plain would be more difficult?" Lin Xuan’s deep voice echoed as he pondered.

"You are correct, Senior. With the three tribes' elite forces out and many spirit beings of various ranks involved in the search, it is not easy for even a cultivator like you to leave undetected."

The snake demon spoke honestly, knowing that she had already revealed too much and could not hide these minor details.

Her companion was already subjected to soul extraction. She did not want to end up the same way.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. He easily discerned whether her words were true or false with his deep understanding.

However, he didn't dwell on it too much. A net as vast as this one? He had faced far more dangerous challenges in the Demon Realm; this was nothing compared to that.

As for the lost item from the Holy Temple, Lin Xuan did not care much about it. After all, what demons valued might not be useful to human cultivators.

The immediate task at hand was finding the spirit material needed to create an inner avatar. He had no interest in getting involved with demon affairs.

Although Lin Xuan's expression changed when he heard of the Snow Fox Clan, they were not a particularly special clan; their presence could be found in colder regions across various planes of existence.

This Snow Fox might not be the same as the one mentioned earlier. Without any premonition powers, how could he immediately connect with Yuanke and Xiang'er?

So, he paid no mind to it.

Lin Xuan had no intention of getting involved in demon matters; his current task was to continue forward and meet up with the other cultivators.

Since the defenses were tight on the inside but loose on the outside, the treasure hunt would be much easier. Lin Xuan did not worry about the dangers during departure at this moment.

Seeing Lin Xuan's thoughtful expression, the female demon felt uneasy. She had already shared all the information she could; would he betray her trust and kill her?

After all, such things were common in the world of cultivators.

Her fate was entirely in his hands. The few seconds it took for him to act seemed like an eternity.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan moved. With a wave of his sleeves, a wooden box flew out.

The demon's face showed fear and confusion as she looked at the box more closely.

"I am not one who breaks promises. But now, releasing you is impossible. I believe you understand this."

The female demon nodded. She would not have let her opponent off either.

"So, Lin Xuan has a solution that benefits both of us: reveal your true form and temporarily seal you away. When I leave the Frost Soul Ice Plain after completing my mission, I will release you."

"Thank you, Senior for this great kindness."

The female demon bowed gracefully. Even so, she was still in danger. If Lin Xuan perished, her fate would be sealed with him. But as he admitted, she could not risk leaving now.

Bargaining only served to anger the opponent; if that old monster changed his mind and killed her outright, there would be no place for her to cry.

Content with what she had, the female demon agreed without hesitation.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

The female demon then cast a spell, causing her body to emit a shimmering light as demonic winds swirled around her. She transformed into a crimson red snake over ten feet long.

With a wave of Lin Xuan’s sleeves, a greenish aura enveloped the snake and shrank it before placing it in the wooden box. Lin Xuan then sealed the box and sent it flying towards the distant horizon.
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Chapter 2480: Reunited Again

Traveling alone was significantly easier than with several Core Profound practitioners, Lin Xuan found. (From *Records of Cultivation Anecdotes*)

Lin Xuan no longer needed to hide his true strength and could fully exert the敛气之术 technique. Combined with the genuine effect of the Black Moon Celestial Witch Art, it was uncertain whether even low-grade beasts or ordinary beast cultivators would notice him, let alone those at the same level passing by.

With the current defenses of the妖族, they were generally lax on the inside but tight on the outside. Thus, Lin Xuan encountered no obstacles and moved as if strolling through an empty garden.

Half a day later, a streak of light flashed across, appearing atop a snow-capped peak.

This peak was over a thousand feet tall. At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but after the streak of light circled around, the surroundings underwent a sudden transformation. The mist formed by the wind and snow condensed, revealing a channel about ten feet in diameter.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he flew into the peak without hesitation.

Atop the peak stood four cultivators, some standing while others sat down. They all wore smiles upon seeing Lin Xuan.

It was the elderly man of the Fan surname, the white-haired old lady, the man in a brocade robe, and the woman in a palace attire.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Lin has arrived safely as well; it's good news! I thought you were intercepted by the beast tribes." The laughter of the Fan surname elder echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. His joy was evident, his excitement genuine.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched. This was different from what he had anticipated.

He had planned for everyone to travel separately, thinking that this old fellow wanted to leave them behind and secretly search for treasures himself. Hence, Lin Xuan had placed a tracking mark on him.

Now it seemed he had overthought the situation.

What did this old fellow have in mind?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but didn't dwell on it. He just needed to adapt regardless of what the other party planned.

No matter their schemes or tricks, they were mere pretenses before absolute power.

---

Lin Xuan's figure descended slowly as his遁光 dissipated.

"Hey, where is Fellow Daoist Evil Fire?" Lin Xuan’s voice was somewhat surprised despite not knowing them well. His eyesight was exceptional; the strength of Evil Fire Monk among the five was second only to the weakest palace-wearing woman. Could it be that Evil Fire Monk's luck was truly so bad?

"Hmph, that guy is always brash and reckless. We tried to shake off the beast tribes, but he likely met them head-on," a cold voice entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned around as the white-haired old lady frowned.

"Mmm, Fellow Daoist Evil Fire’s temper is indeed too fiery, but his divine treasures are formidable enough. He should be fine; we can wait a bit longer," the Fan surname elder stroked his beard and said with some embarrassment.

"What's the point of waiting? The deeper we stay in the beast tribes' territory, the greater the risk of exposure. If Fellow Daoist Evil Fire wants to fight recklessly, let him go alone. Why should we accompany him?" the palace-wearing woman was displeased.

"Haha, Lady Yi’s words are reasonable. However, that senior's abode is sealed by restrictions and requires several Core Profound practitioners to open it together. With just us, although possible, it would take longer, making exposure more likely. It’s better for us to wait here a bit longer," the Fan surname elder sighed. At this point, he had no choice but to reveal some secrets.

"Ah, I see."

The palace-wearing woman's face still showed dissatisfaction, but she didn't insist and prepared to leave.

"We can’t wait indefinitely. Lady Yi’s words make sense; the longer we stay, the greater the risk of exposure. So, let's wait for half a day. If Fellow Daoist Evil Fire doesn’t appear by sunset, we’ll depart to seek treasures," the man in the brocade robe hesitated and proposed.

The Fan surname elder nodded.

"I have no objections."

"What about Fellow Daoist Lin?"

"Fellow Dao Lin has no objection; he follows everyone's lead."

Thus, they quickly reached an agreement. Waiting for half a day was indeed a prudent idea.

Lin Xuan found a relatively clean spot to sit down and meditated in the lotus position...

Half a day passed swiftly as the sun set behind the mountains. Although the moon had not yet risen, the sky grew extremely dark.

Yet, aside from the sound of wind and snow, everything was eerily silent.

"Ah!" A sigh entered Lin Xuan's ears. The Fan surname elder’s face showed concern: "It seems Fellow Daoist Evil Fire has run into serious trouble. Let’s leave!"

"Hold on."

Lin Xuan, who had not spoken before, spoke up, causing the Fan surname elder to be taken aback.

"Fellow Daoist Lin, what is it?"

"Let's wait a bit longer. I sensed a faint energy fluctuation. It might or might not be Fellow Daoist Evil Fire, but it definitely came from this direction."

Lin Xuan said calmly. Of course, his words were half true; his divine sense was far superior to the others, allowing him to clearly feel Evil Fire Monk.

Upon hearing Lin Xuan’s words, the other cultivators hurriedly released their divine senses and found nothing, all showing a confused expression.

"Did Fellow Daoist Lin misjudge?" the palace-wearing woman said doubtfully.

Before Lin Xuan could respond, the Fan surname elder's excited voice echoed: "There is indeed an energy fluctuation; it’s far away but should be from Fellow Daoist Evil Fire."

He was well acquainted with Evil Fire Monk and thus familiar with his energy attributes.

The others immediately released their divine senses. After a flurry of activity, everyone had some results.

"Indeed, Fellow Daoist Lin's divine sense is extraordinary," the cold voice of the white-haired old lady entered his ears. There was an undercurrent of malice in her tone.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist, you are too kind; due to my cultivation method, my divine sense is indeed stronger than that of other cultivators at the same level." Lin Xuan's candid voice echoed as he sighed: "Unfortunately, this cultivation method’s power is lacking. It only has some mysterious advantages in terms of divine senses and survival."

Lin Xuan spoke half-truthfully; whether they believed him was irrelevant.

As he spoke, the energy reaction became clearer. Everyone present could confirm it was Evil Fire Monk. After a few more moments, even the streak of light entered their line of sight.

The Fan surname elder waved his sleeves to open the seal and welcomed Evil Fire Monk inside.

Compared to yesterday, Evil Fire Monk’s complexion was extremely pale, and the aura he emitted had weakened significantly.

"How is it that Fellow Daoist has been pursued by beast cultivators?" the Fan surname elder pretended concern.

"Don’t mention it. I was chased by two beast cultivators; after fully exerting my divine power to kill them, I didn't travel far before encountering three more…"
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Chapter 2481 - The Immortal Fairy Linghua's Abode

The Evil Fire Arhat's face showed signs of fatigue as he recounted his journey over the past few days. Everyone was left speechless, even Lin Xuan found himself at a loss for words.

This fellow had basically fought his way through everything.

His courage and ferocity were unmatched by many ancient demons.

However, his cultivation level was indeed impressive. In such circumstances, it was uncertain whether an equal-level cultivator could carve out a path to safety.

"Alright, let's not dwell on this any longer. We must leave quickly. Since the Evil Fire Arhat has fought all the way here, his movements have certainly attracted more demon cultivators' attention. If we stay here..."

The elderly man named Fan did not finish his sentence, leaving it at that. After all, everyone present was no fool and could understand what he meant.

Others exchanged glances but showed no disagreement.

Thus, under the guidance of the elderly man named Fan, they each used their own abilities to leave this place quickly.

To avoid being detected by demon cultivators, they did not follow the predetermined path. Instead, they deliberately took a long detour, significantly increasing the distance traveled compared to the original route. However, at least their safety was secured.

For several days, they indeed did not encounter any demons. After nearly ten days of arduous travel, they stopped in front of a small canyon.

The sides of this canyon were towering snow mountains, but such continuous snow mountains were not uncommon on the Cold Soul Ice Plain.

They had seen similar sights dozens of times along their journey and paid no attention to them.

Even if several Core Formation cultivators were present, Lin Xuan would have failed to detect anything amiss with his divine sense. He did not even feel any fluctuations from theprohibition.

If it weren't for someone leading the way, Lin Xuan might never have noticed this canyon at all as he passed by.

"Is this truly where the Immortal Fairy Linghua attained enlightenment?"

"Uncle Fan, are you sure you didn't take a wrong turn?"

...

"Haha, fellow cultivators, why the rush? If I had no confidence in my judgment, would I dare to take such a huge risk?"

Fan's confidence was evident. His explanation was indeed convincing enough that even those who still harbored some doubts kept their mouths shut.

However, everyone's divine senses were tightly focused on Fan, as they could cooperate well while crossing the Cold Soul Ice Plain but would be wary of each other once they found the treasure.

After all, danger abounded in the path of cultivation, and betrayal was not uncommon.

Fan naturally sensed the change in their gazes but showed no signs of it. With a wave of his sleeve, he revealed an object that looked like a piece of animal hide with ghostly symbols carved on it.

This item was about the size of a palm and seemed to be filled with strange markings.

Lin Xuan's keen eyes could make out everything clearly, yet the meaning behind these marks remained unclear.

He glanced at the faces of other cultivators, who were also mostly surprised and confused, indicating that their doubts matched his own.

Silently, all the cultivators let Fan handle things as he moved stones in the canyon according to some map-like object, then pressed on ice surfaces.

After half an hour of such activity, a rumbling sound echoed. The mountain before them began to shake violently and eventually shifted slightly to reveal a dark cave entrance.

Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of surprise.

It wasn't because the snow mountain had moved; for him, at his cultivation level, moving mountains was nothing extraordinary.

What surprised Lin Xuan was that it wasn't someprohibition force but ordinary mechanical puppetry from the mortal world that pushed this mountain.

No wonder he didn’t feel any fluctuations in power.

The expressions of the other few cultivators were similar, all showing a look of admiration and amazement.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. A long howl came from far away, growing louder as it approached. Then, a blue light flashed on the horizon, and a streak of lightning-like energy flew towards them, landing in their airspace almost instantly.

The blue light faded to reveal an oddly shaped cultivator.

This person appeared to be around forty years old, wearing a feathered hat and a beast fur cloak. His face was grotesque with deep scars that added to his ferocity.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over him but failed to determine his cultivation level. The aura he emitted was also peculiar—neither human nor demon, not even related to ancient demons. Could it be...

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and showed a playful expression.

Seeing so many cultivators gathered in this place, the strange man was taken aback. However, when he noticed that the snow mountain had moved significantly and revealed a deep cave entrance, his expression turned ugly:

"Rat scum, don't you dare covet my abode! Get out of here quickly or I'll strip your souls!"

"Your abode?"

The others were surprised and looked at Fan. He must have made a mistake, even misplacing the location of the treasure.

"Cough." The elderly man named Fan coughed lightly, his face showing signs of embarrassment and confusion: "Fellow cultivators, don't listen to him. This is undoubtedly where Immortal Fairy Linghua attained enlightenment. Let's work together to eliminate this strange person."

"What? You know it's Immortal Fairy Linghua's abode! Very well, none of you are going back!"

The strange man's face turned greenish as he waved his sleeves and shot out two green beams.

He was bold enough to face so many high-level cultivators without any fear. He attacked immediately.

It seemed that the two green beams were aimed at a woman in a palace robe.

She was furious, but she was also a Core Formation cultivator. She didn't take it lightly and waved her hands, sending out two colorful ribbons.

The ribbons transformed into several transparent immortal swords, which clashed with the green beams.

A "sizzling" sound filled their ears as the green beams were easily shattered, turning into dozens of light points that fell to the ground.

This result left others who had been preparing to attack stunned. The woman in the palace robe was also surprised—was the other side just talk?
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Subsequently, the green light points fell to the ground and instantly merged into the ice plain, vanishing completely.

A loud rumbling echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The entire space around him began to tremble slightly over a few miles radius.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as other cultivators also noticed something amiss. A circular array diagram of shimmering light suddenly appeared on the ground beneath their feet, unknown to them until now.

The surrounding air then inexplicably froze in place. Light andsunset glowflashes danced around them, akin to throwing a stone into a small lake. Everywhere they looked, strange and unusual spiritual waves could be sensed.

Could it...

Lin Xuan’s mind began to form an inkling. With his strength, he might not need to worry about the current situation. However, Lin Xuan chose to remain passive, observing the unfolding events without intervening.

In just a few moments, the surrounding light dissipated. The scene before them had transformed. They were now in what appeared to be a forest.

The first person to take action was the Evil Fire Monk. His flames seemed particularly fierce as they approached the trees of the forest. However, an unbelievable spectacle unfolded right then.

Despite there being no wind, the trees began to sway left and right. The largest trees started sprouting vines at an alarming rate. These vines were sharp and lifelike, striking the fire dragons with whip-like force.

Popping sounds filled their ears as the vines were scorched away in just a few moments. Despite this, the fire dragons suffered equally, disintegrating into ashes.

"What..."

The Evil Fire Monk was stunned, feeling embarrassed. He quickly summoned his golden-brown staff and transformed himself into a giant towering ten zhang (about 30 feet) high with eyes like copper bells.

Giant Technique!

All cultivators present recognized the technique. However, few could control it as precisely as the Evil Fire Monk did.

With a roar, he swung his staff, turning countless tree trunks to dust. But his attack was blocked. The force of his strike, powerful enough to break through like lightning, was repelled.

This left all other cultivators, except Lin Xuan, looking surprised.

"Comrades, let’s work together."

An elderly man named Fan raised a large battle axe. As the wind blew, it transformed into two serpents that lunged forward.

Seeing this, the other cultivators could no longer stand idly by. They all began to use their techniques and summoned their treasures.

The old woman with white hair stomped her staff on the ground, creating a swirling white wind that rapidly grew in size, sweeping towards the wooden wall.

A middle-aged man in a silk robe released an jade rod, transforming it into a lion-headed eagle monster. It opened its blood-red mouth, emitting visible sound waves.

The middle-aged woman with beauty and grace conjured several magical swords from her colorful ribbons, striking forward swiftly but unexpectedly.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan realized he could no longer remain passive. He flicked his sleeves to release a green-shaped sword-like treasure, rushing towards the battle.

He remained calm on the surface but was secretly pleased. If things continued as they were, it would be clear that the strange entity was indeed a sentient plant.

While not all sentient plants could be used for body substitution, this entity’s appearance confirmed that the Fairy of Spirit Flower was indeed a Druid. This place might hold useful treasures.

Lin Xuan felt his anticipation rising. Should he intervene and capture this entity?

After all, they had already found the Fairy of Spirit Flower's lair; there seemed to be no need to conceal his strength further.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan suppressed any urge to act rashly.

He continued to observe, only showing the expected level of a Core Profound Realm cultivator.

Boom!

The wooden wall crumbled under the combined force of several cultivators. Their treasures rushed towards the forest.

Suddenly, two green beams silently struck the woman in the palace attire. These beams were incredibly fast but unremarkable. More impressively, their mana fluctuations were masked by a mysterious power.

The woman in the palace attire showed no reaction and was about to be mortally wounded.

"Be careful."

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed as he used his divine sword to block the green beams.

Even without using Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, such an attack would not have gone unnoticed.

"Thank you for your assistance."

The woman in the palace attire, grateful for her survival, thanked Lin Xuan. She then released a leaf-shaped flying knife and struck at some unseen target in the sky.

Popping sounds filled their ears as space ripples appeared, revealing the strange entity’s form. His attack being blocked by Lin Xuan exposed his position.

The other cultivators rejoiced, finally finding the main target. They unleashed their treasures, putting the strange entity in grave danger. His strength was only equivalent to a Core Profound Realm, and facing several peers was no laughing matter.

Especially since all six were not weak.

Lin Xuan’s concealment of his true strength aside, the elderly man named Fan, the Evil Fire Monk, and the middle-aged man in silk robes each possessed formidable power.

Soon, cries of pain echoed as the strange entity was hit by the Evil Fire Monk's staff. Although he did not perish immediately, severe injuries were inevitable.

His situation became even more perilous. After a short while, his head was taken off by the woman in the palace attire’s divine sword.

Unsatisfied, she continued to attack with her treasure.

"Wait!"

Without needing Lin Xuan to intervene, Fan blocked her attack.

"Why are you stopping me?"

Anger flashed across her face.

"Madam, please hold your hand. Let's see first."

Fan’s voice was filled with excitement as he spoke.

Before his words could finish, everything around them changed dramatically.

The green scenery vanished, and they were back in the ice plain where they had started.
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Chapter 2483: Communicating with the Spirit Root of Fo-Ti

The cultivators exchanged glances, their expressions somewhat muddled. What had just happened was truly too mysterious—like an illusion, yet not quite one. Could this be the magic of natural immortals?

Who could that strange man be, who claimed to be the master of this place? What connection did he have with the Spirit Flower Fairy?

However, at that moment, none of them dwelled on these questions too much; their eyes were all fixed on an object before them.

"This is...?" The elegantly dressed man exclaimed in surprise.

"Ten-thousand year-old Fo-ti."

The face of the Firehead Monk was also filled with excitement.

At their level, a thousand-year-old medicinal herb was no longer worth mentioning. However, a ten-thousand-year-old treasure was still something that could be hard to come by.

"Friend Daoist, your words are incorrect. This is not some ten-thousand year-old thing; it's actually a spirit-communicating object. If I'm not mistaken, this is the true form of that strange man," the voice of the robed man said, though these were speculations, his tone was very certain.

It wasn't surprising for him to say so because this Fo-ti root before them was vastly different from ordinary medicinal herbs. At a glance, it resembled a peach; its entire shape was humanoid, but unfortunately, it looked too ugly with its eyes, ears, and nose resembling those of the strange man down to the finest detail.

"A spirit-communicating object!"

The cultivators present all showed heated expressions. Medicinal herbs were graded, and a spirit-communicating treasure was undoubtedly the most precious.

However, Lin Xuan's gaze swept over it without much excitement; instead, he seemed rather indifferent.

Although objectively speaking, this Fo-ti root could indeed be used as material for cultivating an inner body, what did that matter?

While it was true that this Fo-ti root was a spirit-communicating herb, its quality left something to be desired.

Lin Xuan's eyes were far superior to those of his peers. Such a level of Fo-ti root wasn't worth his attention.

Better not to do anything than to settle for less; adhering to the principle of preferring nothing over something, Lin Xuan would never casually use a spirit-communicating plant to cultivate an inner body.

However, while he was unimpressed, several other cultivators began to argue. If it weren't for the fact that they still had better treasures in the Spirit Flower Fairy's abode, they might have already started fighting over this Fo-ti root.

Finally, a Van surname elder cleared his throat and proposed a compromise: "Friends Daoists, how about this? I provided the clues to find these treasures. Shouldn't I get more of the treasure for that? This Fo-ti root is mine; you shouldn't have any objections."

The others exchanged glances. His words were indeed reasonable.

After discussing for a while, the voice of the robed man echoed: "Alright, Elder Van's words are sound. However, this Fo-ti root is a spirit-communicating object, its value cannot be underestimated. Perhaps, it's one of the most important treasures left by the Spirit Flower Fairy. Therefore, you can take this, but once we enter her abode, you can't make any other demands. No matter what treasure we find, we must share equally."

"Correct. Elder Van provided the information, but we all took risks together. If you take the Fo-ti root, then the other treasures must be shared," the Firehead Monk growled.

"Fine!"

The Van surname elder hesitated for a moment before agreeing. However, his unwillingness was evident in his eyes.

Regardless, this matter was finally settled. As the Van surname elder put away the Fo-ti root amidst everyone's admiring glances, their attention shifted to the cave revealed by the melting snow.

The cave was pitch black and had a slight chill blowing out. There were steps leading down into its depths.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense; it bounced back immediately upon entering. Clearly, there were some intricate restrictions here.

"Everyone be careful."

With these words, the Van surname elder led the way down.

Others hesitated for a moment before following suit.

There was no turning back once an arrow was shot. With treasures right in front of them, they had no reason to retreat even if this cave seemed strange.

Prosperity lies in danger; as cultivators who reached the Cave Profound Realm, how could they not understand this principle? To gain benefits, one must have some courage for risk.

The staircase was long, and there were no gemstones embedded on either side of the stone walls. The spirit sense here was restricted, though it didn't render them deaf or blind. Nonetheless, danger was inevitable.

Everyone remained highly vigilant, fearing both sneak attacks from companions and potential dangers lurking in this ancient cultivator's abode.

Even Lin Xuan did not let his guard down.

However, he was better off. A silver light flashed in his eyes even without any visible light. With the help of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, Lin Xuan could see everything clearly.

After about a cup of tea's time, the cultivators had descended to a thousand feet underground when they saw light ahead.

A round hall with a diameter of over ten meters came into view.

The hall was unusually spacious and empty. Only several stone pillars stood in the middle.

These stone pillars were not randomly arranged but neatly placed. Around them were some extremely strange runes, forming something resembling an array pattern.

"What is this?"

The Firehead Monk's face was filled with suspicion.

Others also gathered around to examine the stone pillars.

"I don't know either. The last time I came here, these pillars were already there," the Van surname elder said leisurely.

"Oh, Old Man Van, what did you speculate...?"

The Firehead Monk interjected but quickly realized something was amiss and his face turned pale: "What, Old Man Van, have you ever come alone to this place?"

Others were also stunned. Various questions raced through their minds.

If the other party had been here before, why hadn't they taken any treasures?

And why invite them to search for treasures together when everything was fine?

Although each of them had some connection with the Van surname elder except Lin Xuan, it was impossible that he would give away his treasures just because of a small favor.

Unless he was crazy.

After all, in cultivation, resources were key. Unless they were twin souls, who would share their treasures with others?

That didn't make sense and could be considered absurd.

Such strange events must have some purpose behind them.

As the saying goes, "When someone offers you something out of nowhere, it's either a gift or a theft." Old Man Van was known for his cunning. He surely had bad intentions.

Lin Xuan did not know the Van surname cultivator's character, but he had been acquainted with these others for over a thousand years. Even if they didn't fully understand him, they couldn't be unaware of this superficial aspect.

PS: One more update tonight!
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Chapter 2484: Five Poison Green Silkworm Pests

"Bad luck!"

The large man in brocade robes let out a sudden roar, and his body was enveloped by protective spiritual light. However, it was too late; the next moment, green light flashed beside him, and his protective spirit shield seemed to be torn like fabric. A terrifying ghostly claw shot out without warning. The claw had sharp fingertips and moved incredibly fast.

It pierced through his back, causing blood to gush out in torrents. Even a Core Profound cultivator would surely die from such severe injuries; unless he had a Reviving Talisman, which was impossible here.

The respected elder in brocade robes widened his eyes with venomous expression. Although he anticipated something amiss, he did not expect the other party to be so ruthless. Why did they want to kill him?

But this no longer mattered.

A flash of spiritual light revealed an inch-high元婴 floating above his head, clutching a round bead as big as a dragon's eye. He frantically tried to find a way out.

Unfortunately, it was in vain.

If the other party had set up such a trap, how could he possibly escape?

A large net appeared before their eyes.

Despite using instantaneous teleportation, the元婴 was still helpless against this heavenly web and crashed into it. The禁制 of that treasure then immobilized him.

"Why?"

The respected elder in brocade robes roared with fury, exuding malevolence. He had no grudge or recent enmity; in fact, he could say their relationship was quite good. Why would he deliberately frame him?

The elderly man with white hair smiled without speaking.

On the other side, similar cries of agony and shouts echoed as the fate of the evil fire monk was almost the same. The old woman with white hair acted almost simultaneously.

They had agreed from the start.

Alas, the evil fire monk's strength might be the strongest among these five Core Profound cultivators, but he still couldn't defend against a sneak attack. They both perished in their flesh, while his元婴 was bound by the other party.

"You... You two, what are you doing?"

The woman dressed in court attire was shocked and stepped back several feet. She didn't dare to retreat towards the passage; such an action would reveal too many flaws and make her vulnerable to another ambush. Her strength was already weaker compared to others, so she dared not risk it.

"Mrs. Yi, if you surrender peacefully, we can spare you much suffering."

The elderly man with white hair still wore a pleasant expression but now looked sinister.

"Brother, at this point, why bother talking? Whether or not she surrenders, she's already in our grasp."

The old woman straightened and her face was extremely cold.

"What? You are fellow cultivators?"

The woman dressed in court attire was shocked. She turned to Lin Xuan: "Friend Lin, we can only hope to carve a bloody path together now. Ah..."

Before she could finish, she suddenly cried out in pain, clutching her head as if suffering immensely. A layer of green light enveloped her forearm and face, as if magical insects were crawling beneath her skin.

The old woman with white hair cast a spell, emitting strange incantations from her mouth.

"What have you done to me?"

"Haha, nothing much. Do you remember the Green Heart Pill you asked for several months ago?"

"What? You tampered with the pills."

"It's not really tampering; I just added some Five Poison Green Silkworm Pests to this pill," she said coldly.

"What?"

The woman dressed in court attire was terrified. She knew well the power of the Five Poison Green Silkworm Pests, but she had been too careless. Who would have thought that a friend they trusted so much would suddenly betray them?

"Enough. Out of past favors, I don't want to see you suffer too much. Surrender your元婴!"

Before her words were finished, a dragon-headed cane shot forward from her hand.

"Ahh!"

A cry of agony echoed as the woman in court attire fell down, unconscious.

Spiritual light flashed, and an identical-looking元婴 appeared but was also dazed.

The old woman with white hair's face showed a sinister expression. She waved her sleeves, sending out a grayish light that enveloped the元婴 before pulling it back.

The entire process seemed complicated but was completed in a very short time. Then she turned to the elderly man with white hair and surrounded Lin Xuan from both sides.

"You..."

Lin Xuan's face showed extreme panic, though this expression was entirely feigned. At this critical moment, why did he still pretend? He had his own reasons for doing so.

In any case, it wasn't time to reveal his strength yet.

"Friend, will you surrender your元婴 or prepare to endure some pain?"

The elderly man with white hair smiled. His fake expression now seemed even more repulsive.

Lin Xuan's face showed extreme panic as if he was carefully controlling his emotions. He took a deep breath: "From the beginning, you planned this; I admit defeat. But do you want my元婴..."

Lin Xuan said with a tragic smile: "Don't dream."

"Bad luck, he wants to self-destruct!"

The elderly man with white hair reacted quickly and retreated. Stopping was too late now; they had to protect themselves. After all, the self-destruction of an equal-level cultivator wasn't something to joke about.

"F*ck it, even a wise person can make one mistake. I didn't expect this kid to have the courage for self-destruction."

The elderly man with white hair was extremely frustrated but couldn't do anything at that moment. He flashed and stood beside the old woman with white hair, then waved his sleeves to summon several defensive treasures.

The old woman with white hair did the same. Only by working together could they possibly survive this crisis. Various colored lights shone brightly around them, creating multiple protective barriers.

However, even with these measures, they still didn't have full confidence; it was merely hoping for the best and leaving the rest to fate.

In the next moment, a deafening roar filled their ears as fierce gales spread...

Lin Xuan really self-destructed. The self-destruction of a Core Profound cultivator was truly formidable. The outermost protective barrier was torn like paper.

The large shield that followed turned into scrap under such power.

Layer by layer, the defenses were broken down, but fortunately, the terrifying force gradually weakened.
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Chapter 2485: Why Are You In Such A Hurry to Boil the Soup?

In just a few breaths, the feeling was as if it had stretched into eternity. Finally, the gale dissipated, and the lingering explosion's effects slowly faded away.

"Phew!"

The elderly man with the surname Fan exhaled in relief. His face was deathly pale; he had indeed been in grave danger just now, nearly capsizing in a ditch. This young Lin would rather shatter than survive.

The old woman with white hair also looked relieved, her expression filled with gratitude. Although this young Lin's strength wasn't impressive, he was still an Immortal of the Profound Yin Realm. The destructive power of self-explosion in such a confined stone room was no laughing matter.

Fortunately, they had survived. Otherwise, dying here for no reason would have been too unjust.

This could be considered a miraculous escape.

However, something strange caught their attention.

Lin Xuan's self-explosion had been incredibly powerful, but the small stone chamber remained intact as if nothing had happened. The stone pillars in the center of the room were still standing without any damage or movement.

How was this possible?

"Such a simple stone room, how could it be so sturdy?" the old woman muttered, her face filled with shock.

"Hmph, there's nothing impossible about that. If not for the unique restrictions at the entrance of the Immortal of Profound Yin's den, I would have taken the treasure long ago without all this trouble," the elderly man with the surname Fan said, his face darkening.

"Indeed, but what kind of restriction is it? Are you certain you understand it completely, Senior Brother?" the old woman asked slowly.

"If I didn't have absolute confidence, I wouldn’t have prepared for this journey."

The elderly man refocused on the stone pillars and sighed. "Long ago, I accidentally discovered the den of the Immortal of Profound Yin but returned empty-handed. Later, after countless scrolls, I finally deciphered the blocking restrictions, which are the long-lost 'Mysterious Yin Demon Prohibition' from the魔道."

"What? Mysterious Yin Demon Prohibition? That's one of the most famous three prohibitions in ancient magic. How could it be here? The Immortal of Profound Yin practices natural immortality techniques," the old woman's face changed, showing surprise.

"Senior Sister, you're overthinking this. I said, with absolute confidence, there’s no way I would misread these restrictions. As for why a Druid like the Immortal of Profound Yin knows demon prohibitions, I don’t know either." The elderly man muttered: "All that matters is breaking this prohibition."

"Senior Brother makes sense. You must have found a solution by studying scrolls; it's related to an immortal’s元婴. Otherwise, how could you attack those people who are connected to us?" the old woman, half-closed eyes, waited for his explanation.

"Indeed, I spent countless efforts and finally found a way to remove the Mysterious Yin Demon Prohibition. This prohibition is incredibly complex and powerful. Using brute force would be possible but would take years, even for an Immortal of Profound Yin or a Great Sage in the 分神 Realm."

"But we are deep in the Frost Soul Ice Plain; any delay could lead to discovery by the demon tribes. Therefore, brute force isn’t feasible. However, with four元婴 from Immortals above the Profound Yin Realm, performing a blood sacrifice can remove this prohibition within half an hour," the elderly man with the surname Fan said viciously.

"Ah, I see."

The old woman finally understood the entire situation. Initially, she had cooperated with the elderly man but was still confused about everything. Now all the mysteries were revealed.

However, her face soon turned grim: "But Lin Xuan has already self-destructed; we need one more元婴. What should we do now?"

"Ah…" The elderly man with the surname Fan rubbed his forehead and looked puzzled. "There's a way out. We just need to think creatively."

"How can we change things?"

Hearing that there was still a method to break this terrifying prohibition, the old woman couldn't help but feel elated. They had taken great risks on this journey; she didn’t want to leave empty-handed.

"Hey…"

Just then, the elderly man with the surname Fan opened his mouth in surprise and stared at something behind him.

"What's wrong?"

The old woman was startled, thinking there might be danger or something amiss. She followed his gaze.

A mocking expression flashed across the elderly man’s face as he revealed a dimly glowing immortal sword that flew out, slicing off the old woman's head with a flash.

Next, a small元婴 about an inch high appeared. However, it was still in a daze, seemingly unaware of what had happened.

The elderly man with the surname Fan wasn’t idle; he waved his sleeve and summoned another heavenly net, binding the元婴. The old woman became a caged bird, unable to escape.

"Why?"

The元婴’s eyes turned bloodshot, and her sharp voice echoed. She finally realized what was happening.

"Why? Isn't this obvious?" the elderly man with the surname Fan said nonchalantly: "Senior Sister, you're too naive. Lin Xuan self-destructed; we need one more元婴 to remove the prohibition. Taking your元婴 will complete it soon."

"But… I'm your senior sister!" The old woman's voice was like a broken hearted bird: "We have studied under our master for thousands of years…"

"Hmph, so what?"

The elderly man with the surname Fan’s face showed disdain: "Senior Sister, you're naive. Ascending to immortality is against nature; without good fortune and resources, it's impossible. The more resources one has, the closer they are to eternal life. Our bond means nothing."

"I will get the Immortal of Profound Yin's legacy. With the demon tribes changing in the Frost Soul Ice Plain, I can’t afford to miss this opportunity or risk waiting for another chance; do you think I would be so foolish? So, I have no choice but to inconvenience Senior Sister," the elderly man with the surname Fan said shamelessly.

"You…" The元婴 was speechless from anger. After a moment, she shouted: "Fine, my good senior brother. But there will be retribution for your evil deeds."
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"Retribution?"

The Van surname elder's face showed clear disbelief. "Niece, don't be so naive. We are cultivators seeking eternal life; going against the heavens is our path. Do you really believe in the saying 'good deeds bring good rewards and evil deeds bring evil consequences'?"

"This time it was my fault, but I will remember your favor. Don't hold a grudge against me; just go to hell peacefully," he said with satisfaction.

Before his words were fully spoken, another light beam shot out from his sleeve, enveloping the soul embryo. A scream filled the air before the soul embryo passed out.

The elder remained unperturbed and, after a tap on his waist, quickly set up an intricate yet bizarre array.

He placed four unconscious soul embryos in the center of the array and, with several hand gestures, activated it. The array suddenly brightened, enveloping the four soul embryos in a strange red aura...

Half an hour later.

A loud rumbling sound echoed through the air.

The stone pillars in the middle of the stone house had vanished, replaced by a large stone door on one side.

"Hahaha!"

The Van surname elder's face lit up with joy. He was finally rid of this troublesome array and all his fellow cultivators had met their end. All the treasures were now his alone.

Without hesitation, he reached out towards the stone door.

A creaking sound filled the air as the stone door opened to reveal a wide passage. The Van surname elder stepped inside.

The passage was short, leading directly to the true lair of Fairy Spirit Flower. Its layout resembled that of other cultivators' dwellings.

First came a smaller hall than the previous stone house—clearly the living room.

But it was empty; no treasures were found here.

However, the Van surname elder did not leave immediately but searched thoroughly, finding nothing. His face showed disappointment as he moved forward.

This small lair couldn't be much larger. He turned over every rock, checked the alchemy lab, herbal garden, and training room, but still came up empty-handed. The Van surname elder's expression darkened. Had all his efforts been in vain?

Impossible!

He had received very accurate information.

Fairy Spirit Flower had passed away here; she hadn't taken any disciples or friends. Her personal treasures should be here—why couldn't he find them?

The Van surname elder was growing anxious. He had plotted for so long, even harming his sister to get this far. He didn't want it all to be in vain.

Taking a deep breath, he calmed himself and walked towards the last stone room—the bedroom of Fairy Spirit Flower, hoping not to disappoint him again.

As he entered, a floral scent greeted him. The elder was alarmed and swept his sleeve, creating a gust of wind. He feared the flowers might be poisonous.

But this was clearly unnecessary worry.

He then noticed the furnishings inside.

The most striking was an exquisite white jade statue, life-sized and incredibly lifelike.

It was undoubtedly Fairy Spirit Flower's likeness.

Beside it lay a fine wooden bed with some items piled in its center.

Scanning these, his heart raced. His expression turned heated as he murmured to himself.

"Did I see correctly? This is Heavenly Grass, said to revive the dead and heal bones without alchemy. And those colorful things—could they be Sea Breeze Vine? Legend has it that this can even elevate a cultivator's spirit root by one grade. And this White Flower Snake Tongue Grass—said to grow near the lair of True Spirit Black Water Yin Snakes, a treasure so rare that demon geniuses might fight over it..."

The Van surname elder had remarkable insight. Seeing the herbs on the bed, his face showed extreme shock.

Though he had imagined Fairy Spirit Flower's treasures would be extraordinary, he never expected such a discovery.

"Hahaha…"

Unable to hide his joy, he laughed loudly.

Just then, a cold voice rang out: "Friend, you can't even spare your own sister. Do you deserve the legacy of a senior cultivator with such heartlessness?"

"Who?!"

The Van surname elder was shocked. His heart plummeted from the heights. He hurriedly summoned a protective treasure but found no assailant.

Only faint footsteps echoed behind him.

The Van surname elder felt his courage wane.

Turning slowly, he saw a familiar figure.

"It can't be you!"

For an instant, he thought he had misjudged and rubbed his eyes. But the familiar form was indeed Lin Xuan.

"It can't be; how are you still alive? I saw you self-destruct with my own eyes."

The Van surname elder's expression mirrored that of someone who had seen a ghost. Such a bizarre scene would have seemed like a dream if not for his direct witness.

"A self-destruction to mislead the public, Friend. Your behavior on this journey was suspicious, so Lin Xuan used a small trick," said Lin Xuan in a calm voice. The other's expression was beyond ugly.

That supposed self-destruction had deceived him; only a powerful Core Formation cultivator could pull off such a feat. Could it be...

He couldn't help but release his divine sense to confirm Lin Xuan's cultivation level.

At this moment, there was no need for Lin Xuan to hide his power. Vast mana flowed freely within him.

"You... you're an old monster of the Spirit Splitting realm!"

The Van surname elder's voice trembled. Even though he had guessed at Lin Xuan's formidable strength, he never expected it to be this dire.

This treasure hunt was meticulously prepared, even with backup plans. He could face late-stage Demon Core cultivators.

But a Spirit Splitting cultivator was beyond comprehension.

Damn! How did I run into such a tiger in wolf's clothing?

His heart was filled with frustration. But regret was meaningless now. His mind raced, but the situation had reached a point where deception seemed impossible.
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Chapter 2487 - Exposed Tracks

However, the saying goes that even ants seek to survive. How much more so for cultivators?

Despite knowing the dire situation, how could he willingly surrender?

"Originally, Senior was playing a cat and mouse game... all misunderstandings..."

"Silly misunderstandings?"

Lin Xuan smiled. Such a weak explanation would be useless; he wasn't three years old to be easily fooled: "Friend, don’t hold onto any侥幸: lucky chancepsychological hope. Go quietly to the Netherworld, where your junior sister will be delighted to see you."

Lin Xuan's cold voice entered his ears. Before the words were even finished, his left hand shot up. As he moved, a sudden gale arose, and over ten silver sword lights emerged from his sleeves.

These sword lights, upon encountering the wind, transformed into more than a hundred, like a storm, sweeping towards the opponent in all directions...

The Van surname elder was shocked to the core. He noticed something amiss when Lin Xuan spoke, so he reacted swiftly.

He spun around, and grayish magical energy erupted from his body, howling like ghosts and wolves. These magical energies quickly transformed into thick snakes, viciously lunging at the sword lights.

But this wasn't all; the elder had more tricks up his sleeve. He didn’t dare hope that such moves could block a Great Soul Realm cultivator's attack. As he released the magical energy, he retreated and simultaneously summoned two Heavenly Pillar Halberds...

The two treasures instantly emitted chilling light, standing resolutely in front of him.

But what use was it?

Soon, the dazzling sword lights approached his eyes.

Looking around, only silver brilliance could be seen.

Whether they were snakes transformed from magical energy or those halberds, none proved effective; they were all reduced to powder within an instant.

The elder's soul and body scattered in panic.

"Senior, spare me!"

He flashed away in a different direction while loudly begging for mercy.

But Lin Xuan ignored him. Wasn’t it necessary to be lenient towards such heartless traitors?

The sword lights broke his attack without pause, chasing after him like shadows.

"Ahh..."

A scream echoed as the wicked had their due. Despite all his cunning, the Van surname elder was ultimately defeated by Lin Xuan, who didn't even allow time for his soul to escape before leaving behind a solitary storage bag floating in the air.

While a Daoist of Profound Knowledge Realm might not care much about such treasures, it's said that even a mosquito’s leg is meat. Wasting resources was shameful.

Lin Xuan took two steps forward and grabbed the storage bag with his hand. He then lowered his head to examine the treasures before him.

Dozens of rare flowers and exotic herbs were displayed on the bed, each one valuable beyond measure.

The value was so great that it made Lin Xuan’s heart race.

In truth, this adventure hadn’t been in vain.

However, a strange expression crossed Lin Xuan's face. While the harvest was indeed rich, none of these plants had any spirit essence, meaning they couldn't be used to refine inner avatars.

Though the treasure hunt yielded much, its purpose remained unfulfilled.

Lin Xuan stood still for a moment before sighing and taking deep breaths to calm himself.

Actually, there was nothing to be upset about.

One is supposed to be content with what one has; having obtained so many extraordinary treasures, what more could he complain about?

How long had it been since he arrived in the Ice Sea Realm? Even if this time hadn’t yielded suitable treasures, wouldn’t there still be opportunities in the future?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's mood improved. He swept his sleeves and stored all the items on the bed.

After thoroughly searching the entire cave, no further discoveries were made.

Thus, Lin Xuan gave up and transformed into a streak of lightning, leaving the Fairy of Profound Flowers' abode.

Although this treasure hunt hadn’t achieved its goal, theharvest was still considerable. Lin Xuan planned to leave this dangerous place; after all, he knew from the snake demon that the Frozen Soul Ice Plain was fraught with danger. While his strength wasn't intimidated by it, he had no interest in getting involved in the affairs of demons.

Traveling alone was much easier than when accompanied by several Profound Knowledge Realm cultivators. He didn’t need to hide his power anymore and could fully utilize his Qi Control Technique and concealment abilities.

As he journeyed, the snake demon hadn't lied; the Frozen Soul Ice Plain had a tight inner defense with an easy entrance but difficult exit.

On his way, countless high-rank demons were encountered, along with various prohibitions and numerous low-rank beasts.

Though these low-rank beasts seemed insignificant in strength, they served as eyes for demon cultivators. Hence, Lin Xuan was never complacent.

Fortunately, his concealment techniques were so extraordinary that he faced no real danger. It felt like walking on flat ground despite the apparent dangers. Days passed this way.

As the saying goes, one cannot have both fish and bear's paw. Due to the need for concealment, Lin Xuan’s flight speed was naturally slow. After several days, he hadn’t traveled far and remained within the high-rank demons' territory.

...

That morning, the sky was clear with no clouds. A dim streak of lightning crossed from the horizon. Though it looked like a streak of lightning, it wasn't noticeable at all; even up close, one couldn't see much, and there was hardly any magical energy revealed.

In his concealment, Lin Xuan leisurely traveled through the area.

Though many demons were scattered around, including several high-rank demon cultivators, he didn’t care. He had full confidence in his abilities and had flown past high-rank demons multiple times without arousing suspicion.

Thus, he wasn't planning to detour.

However, this time, he was wrong.

On the ice below, a low-rank beast resembling a snail slowly crawled. Unremarkable at first glance, it could discern most illusions in the world due to its special abilities.

Its two antennae moved, and then a sharp scream rang out as several streaks of lightning shot from afar, flying straight towards Lin Xuan.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's flight suddenly stopped; his face darkened. This was truly like sinking into quicksand. He never expected that high-rank demons couldn’t do anything to him, but a low-rank beast had somehow discovered his tracks.

He had been too careless!

Though angry, Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic. Just then, distant light flared up, followed by overwhelming demonic energy and thunderous sounds in his ears as the strange light rushed towards him.

!@#
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed, his face growing increasingly gloomy.豆腐无弹窗奇无弹窗qi

His luck today was truly abysmal.

The first few妖修 were merely passable, but the one behind them was a genuine分神期妖族.

It seemed he had trouble on his hands today.

Since his whereabouts had already been exposed, Lin Xuan no longer felt the need to hide. He stood boldly in place, not bothering with pretense.

Soon, several streaks of light approached him. The faces of the妖族 became clear as the light faded.

Lin Xuan paid no mind to the first three; two males and a female, all at the离合期, were mere cannon fodder in his eyes.

However, the one behind was truly formidable. Standing over ten feet tall, he was so imposing that it left Lin Xuan speechless. His body was covered with tightly coiled muscles. He had the head of a bear, clad in silver armor, and held a massive axe in one hand. The surface of the axe seemed to be surrounded by some black fog-like阴魂, unmistakably a fearsome object. As for the silver armor, its inscribed symbols were ancient and intricate, indicating that it was no ordinary item.

The moment this妖 appeared, an oppressive灵压 descended from above.

He was a mid-stage分神期妖族, at the peak of his stage.

"Salute to the Sovereign!"

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. The three离合期妖修 were visibly alarmed and quickly knelt down.

"Hmph! Since they are in the 分神期, you will only get in the way here. All of you, go far away," the bear's voice echoed like a thunderclap on a clear day.

"Yes!"

The three离合期妖修 naturally had no objections; their bodies radiated with intense light as they bowed.

In the eyes of a mid-stage分神期存在, they were mere ants. Being involved in such a fight meant certain death, and they would not know how it happened. Their retreat was more than welcome to these three妖.

But could they really just leave?

Lin Xuan was no onlooker; a sneer played at the corner of his mouth: "What's the rush? Since you've come, stay here. Otherwise, people might think I don't know how to entertain guests."

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan swept his sleeve and a patch of greenish霞light shot out. It turned into over ten sword lights, which spread around before circling back.

The bizarre movements startled the bear妖, but it was too late to stop them. Screams filled the air as the three离合期妖修 were reduced to dust within dozens of feet, their souls not even having time to escape.

Lin Xuan wasn't a bloodthirsty person, but when it came to being ruthless, he showed no mercy. If he didn't eliminate these unlucky three妖 now, would he really be foolish enough to let them return and report?

After slaying the three妖, the sword lights didn’t dissipate; instead, they transformed into several streaks of light that flew towards the distant horizon.

Soon, explosions echoed as all the妖 beasts within a hundred miles were reduced to dust. A lesson learned, his identity had been exposed due to these lowly妖族 who could see through concealment techniques. Lin Xuan would eliminate them to ensure no future trouble.

"Good, good."

Laughter rang out, but the bear's face was filled with rage: "Dare to kill my clan members in front of me? You must be enjoying your life too much."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan’s calm voice echoed. He didn’t feel like arguing; at this point, it was either him or the bear. The best course of action was to act quickly and eliminate him before more妖族 were alerted.

Although Lin Xuan had confidence in his abilities, he knew that two could play the same game.

Without delay, as soon as he finished speaking, he swept his sleeve, and a dazzling silver light erupted. Ninety-nine pale silver仙剑 shot out from his sleeves.

These weren’t just any sword lights; they were actually Lin Xuan’s real本命宝物.

Nine Palaces Instant Sword!

And it was triply-attribute: fire, water, and lightning.

How powerful would it be?

To be honest, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure. He had never used this triply-attribute treasure in battle since its successful ritual.

The bear妖 was unlucky; he became a test subject for the sword.

Silver light flashed continuously as the仙剑 circled around Lin Xuan.

Then, with a slight incantation, his right hand pointed forward swiftly.

"Quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, a dazzling silver light exploded. The swords transformed into nine, becoming hundreds of identical sword lights.

Crimson sword energy shot towards the sky, and the bright sword lights spread like waves, sweeping towards their target with overwhelming force.

The scene was breathtaking, indescribable in its grandeur.

The bear妖 was also alarmed; he had never taken a mere human cultivator seriously. But now, his skills were revealed. Facing Lin Xuan's terrifying attack, a chill ran down his spine from the core of his being.

This hadn’t happened for tens of thousands of years.

Furious!

Ice Bear Clan was known for its ferocity. How could he be afraid of a mere mid-stage分神期 human cultivator?

In the next moment, the bear妖 felt ashamed for his cowardice. He roared loudly, and the faint retreat in his expression vanished entirely, replaced by a sinister look.

With one hand, he unleashed a thunderous explosion. A dark green light shot out from his sleeve, though it was incredibly fast, Lin Xuan’s keen eyes could see that it was an ancient spear with electric arcs swirling around its surface. The sound of crackling electricity filled the air as the object grew ten times larger in flight, like a fierce dragon, viciously lunging at the silver sword lights.

In the next moment, the two treasures collided.

An unbelievable scene unfolded; like dropping ink into water, the dark green light was swiftly devoured by the silver sword lights.

Even throwing a pebble into a small lake would create ripples. But here, it was as if nothing happened, akin to sending a lamb to a tiger's den.

"Impossible!"

The bear妖 was shocked, his eyes nearly popping out of their sockets. Although he had seen that the opponent’s treasure was formidable, his own ancient treasure wasn’t ordinary either; it was completely swallowed without any trace.

His back prickled with fear!

But by now, feeling afraid didn't matter anymore.

Roar!

A thunderous roar echoed as妖气 burst from him, and his body suddenly grew tenfold. Originally towering over ten feet, he became even larger in an instant.

Unfinished...
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Great Technique!

The demon, already imposing in stature, now exuded an overwhelming aura. His face contorted with a sinister expression as he shook his hand and tossed the giant axe above his head.

Raising both hands, he pressed them forward with extraordinary gravity. Simultaneously, he uttered ancient incantations. Numerous rune-like symbols of human-head size emerged from his body.

The demon then opened its mouth, spewing a stream of essence blood that instantly merged into hundreds of runes. These runes began to swirl, enveloping the giant axe in mid-air like a whale sucking water.

Roar!

It sounded as if countless ghosts were crying out. The sky darkened almost instantaneously. The axe emitted a long howl and grew tenfold in size, transforming into a massive object over several dozen feet long.

The sinister souls surrounding this treasure also became clearer. They had green faces with sharp teeth, an extremely terrifying appearance, and roared as if they wanted to tear the enemy apart.

Satisfied, the bear demon revealed his satisfaction. He knew well the power of this凶刃 (fierce blade).

However, although it was his soul-bound treasure, he dared not fully unleash its power in daily life because the煞气 (evil qi) contained within could also have a terrifying backlash on the owner.

But now, he ignored all caution and completely removed the seals to let this hateful human cultivator face his fearsome axe.

What would happen?

Lin Xuan had clearly seen the blade's terrible nature but showed no signs of concern. He did not even change tactics or use Great Sword Technique to combine the Nine Palaces Blade into one, using both to counter the giant axe.

Underestimation!

Or perhaps Lin Xuan was confident in his newly refined Nine Palaces Blade. Could a treasure with three attributes really have such power?

The answer soon became clear.

In the next moment, the silver light of the Nine Palaces Blade clashed with the black aura emitted by the giant axe.

Earth shook!

Two shocking spiritual pressures erupted from the impact, distorting space for several miles around. Thunderous sounds reverberated in his ears as a massive light ball rose into the air.

Initially only a few dozen feet across, it rapidly grew at an unimaginable speed, enveloping everything within dozens of miles.

Everything that came into contact with this light ball was reduced to nothingness. Ice mountains melted, and even the ice plains beneath were shaved off thickly.

The terrifying aftereffects were indescribable. Lin Xuan himself hesitated to face them head-on, stepping back a thousand feet while raising his protective shield.

The bear demon was equally alarmed. He reached behind his head and slapped it, sending out a palm-sized shield from his mouth that grew into a small mountain, shielding him.

In just a few breaths, what seemed like an eternity passed.

Finally, the light ball dissipated, and the sky cleared. However, the surroundings had changed dramatically. The ice mountains that once stretched far away were now gone, seemingly evaporated. Even the ice plains beneath had been shaved off thickly, becoming exceptionally flat.

The silver sword vanished from the sky, leaving only a solitary giant axe suspended in mid-air.

But at this moment, the terrifying blade lost its previous might. The Great Technique was over; it was no larger than an ordinary 'Adventuring Watermark' treasure.

Moreover, the sinister souls and ghostly creatures that had surrounded the treasure vanished without trace. In fact, the surface of the treasure became pitted as if eroded by countless years.

Wu...

A breeze swept through, revealing a miraculous scene. The giant axe broke into several pieces and fell from the sky. What was once an immensely powerful treasure now resembled mere ordinary iron.

"No, impossible..."

The bear demon's eyes widened in shock, his mouth agape. He knew his own treasures best; this fierce blade was famous among both demons and humans. Even among human cultivators of the Spirit-Departed stage, several had fallen to it.

How could such a formidable opponent be destroyed so quickly?

Perhaps too stunned, the bear demon's expression became somewhat呆滞 (dazed).

He looked up in confusion, seeing another treasure in the sky. The silver divine sword was still hovering about a hundred feet away, spinning and dancing. A quick mental scan revealed it to be eighty-one swords in total, none missing.

Each of these divine swords seemed full of vitality; that terrifying strike had caused no damage at all.

How formidable!

In the distance, Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy. The power of the Nine Palaces Blade far exceeded his expectations!

This was just a three-attribute treasure. If he could gather all attributes, it would be unstoppable.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel eager for this outcome.

Of course, that wouldn't happen overnight. For now, he needed to deal with the current enemy first.

With a finger pointing forward, Lin Xuan's action caused the Nine Palaces Blade to stop its spinning and rush towards the opponent in a flurry of attacks.

The bear demon showed signs of fear. After witnessing what had just happened, his courage was completely shattered. He had never seen such terrifying Spirit-Departed cultivators before. If not for the fact that there were no渡劫期 (transcendation stage) experts among humans here, he almost suspected it might be a fake, an old monster in disguise.

Even with several helpers, they would still be walking into a trap.

Seeing the Nine Palaces Blade approach again, he showed no resistance and fled.

Indeed, this demon's escape techniques were quite mysterious. However, escaping from Lin Xuan was too naive.

Lin Xuan pointed his finger once more, causing all eighty-one blades to merge together. The silver light trembled as their speed doubled, instantly catching up to the fleeing bear demon.

"Aaah!"

A scream echoed as the bear demon could not avoid it. Although he did not want to surrender, he consecutively summoned several treasures but to no avail. These treasures were mere paper in front of the Nine Palaces Blade's three-attribute power. Soon, this unfortunate bear demon was dismembered by a flurry of swords.

But a blue glow flashed, and an object shot out from the corpse. Lin Xuan did not find it strange; he had anticipated this, raising his hand as space rumbled, revealing a green giant hand in his sight.
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Subsequent to a flash of spiritual light, the giant hand moved with lightning speed and snatched the blue glow in its palm. It was a demon core about the size of a fist, with flickering strange light on it and an inch-long demonic soul attached.

The demonic soul resembled a miniature version of a huge bear, filled with panic. Despite being caught, it still tried to escape by using some secret technique, but such efforts were in vain.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and a white jade bottle flew out, emitting a green light that enveloped the demonic soul. After sealing it inside the bottle, he affixed a restriction talisman on it.

The spirit of a Spirit Realm demon was valuable even if Lin Xuan couldn't use it himself; selling it in the market would fetch him plenty of crystal stones. Thus, Lin Xuan repeated the process and carefully stored away the demon core as well as some important materials from demonic beasts.

However, Lin Xuan did not linger here for long. He retracted the Nine Palaces Musty Sword, his body emitting a bright green light, ready to leave. But just then, he suddenly frowned, sensing something. The dazzling green light dimmed once more.

Lin Xuan slowly turned around, narrowing his eyes as if gazing into the distant horizon. Yet, there was nothing but a few clouds floating in the sky; no signs of any unusual activity.

The distance that could be seen with the naked eye was limited, so he relied on his divine sense to see farther. Lin Xuan sighed deeply and showed a hint of desolation: "Trouble really likes to find me. Hmph! If you're not afraid of death, it doesn't matter. I'll send you to hell."

Lin Xuan asked himself why he had been so quick in dealing with the demons but still ended up late. Another group of demons had come looking for him.

In this world, one could never be too careful. Lin Xuan did not wish to get involved in demon affairs, yet they kept pursuing him. Fine, if they wanted to die, he would oblige by sending them to hell.

A sneer played on his lips; the repeated provocations from the demons had finally gotten under his skin. After all, even a clay figure could have some fire. Lin Xuan was confident in his abilities and only hesitated because he did not want to disturb the Ice Spirit Ancestor. Even if the demons set up ten ambushes, he believed he could break through their encirclement.

A tiger that didn't roar was treated as a sick cat. Lin Xuan waited calmly for any unfortunate demon to come within his reach.

After half a cup of tea had passed, a faint pink hue appeared on the horizon.

Pink?

At the same time, a faint fragrance wafted through his nose, light but refreshing and invigorating.

Lin Xuan's expression changed abruptly. His alertness was evident.

Was it the Pink Peach Cloud Poison?

This was one of the ten great poisons in the spirit realm, and even with his Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, Lin Xuan could not dismiss its danger. After all, one could never be too careful. While his Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire could protect him from most toxins, it did not guarantee immunity to all.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, two bright red pills flying out. He swallowed them without hesitation; these hundred snake pills were effective in repelling poisons.

Next, he summoned the Nine Heavens Qi Shield.

With the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire added, there were three layers of protection. While none was sufficient to completely neutralize the Pink Peach Cloud Poison, their combined effect would weaken it significantly.

However, this time Lin Xuan's suspicion proved unnecessary. The fragrance was just a pleasant scent that made him feel refreshed; it had nothing to do with the Pink Peach Cloud Poison.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan did not show any self-deprecating expression. Who could say his judgment was always correct? As they say, better safe than sorry. His cautious approach ensured he would be prepared for anything.

He continued to stare into the distance, and then a pink demonic cloud appeared in front of him.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened with surprise as his brows furrowed slightly. The demonic aura seemed familiar, but Lin Xuan could not recall where he had seen it before despite his good memory.

This was strange.

Could the owner of this pink demonic cloud be someone he had met before?

Lin Xuan's mind raced, but his expression remained unchanged. He maintained a composed demeanor regardless of any sudden situation.

The demonic cloud moved swiftly; just moments ago, it was far in the distance, now it was only several hundred feet away and stopped there.

Due to the cloud cover, Lin Xuan could not see the demons inside clearly. Just as he was about to use his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, a voice sounded from within, filled with surprise:

"Eh? Big guy, how can it be you!"

Lin Xuan almost fell off his perch.

The voice was incredibly unfamiliar, but the tone was very familiar to him.

Could it be...

But why would she be here?

Such coincidences were rare in this world.

Despite his doubts, Lin Xuan's mind unconsciously conjured a warm image.

It was an endless ice plain. The north wind howled fiercely, yet a small white fox, completely white from head to toe, seemed unaffected by the cold. It peeked behind an ice mountain, its appearance charming and innocent. Its fur was as soft as snow and as smooth as jade, without a single strand out of place. Its eyes shone like stars.

The little fox found a walnut and used its front paws to push it forward, making it roll with a "gurgle."

Not far away, a beautiful young woman stood with a gentle smile on her face. Her appearance was not breathtakingly beautiful, but she was the one Lin Xuan had always dreamed of.

Moon!

How many times he had woken up at night, dreaming of her. At this moment, his little girl was still as pure and innocent.

"Xiang'er, stop playing around; come here. Sister will give you candy."

"Moon sister is so nice."

The fox's ears perked up, its voice soft and endearing. It abandoned the walnut and used all four legs to transform into a white streak of light, leaping into Moon's arms.

"Sister, I want candy."

The little fox rubbed against Moon's hand, looking adorable.

"Alright, are you afraid I'll cheat?"

Moon playfully scolded him as her voice reached his ears. She flipped her hand and a jade bottle appeared in her palm.

She uncorked the bottle, releasing a fragrance that filled the air with its sweetness.

Moon did not have any candy on her; this was a spirit elixir to enhance one's cultivation.

Xiang'er swallowed it...
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The scene before his eyes dissolved into nothingness, and pinkish clouds reappeared in front of him. qi

Lin Xuan raised his head, not knowing when a look of anticipation had appeared in his eyes.

"Xiang'er, are you it?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely looking forward to this.

The intelligence the snake demon had once introduced flashed through his mind again.

The Frost Soul Ice Plains were home to many妖族, but among them, snow foxes, ice bears, and cold rats held the top positions.

Initially, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention. After all, snow foxes weren't particularly rare. However, at this moment, that deep voice, familiar in tone, stirred up countless associations within him.

He remembered Píngér saying that when妖灵 Island experienced a strange change and encountered spatial turbulence, she had ended up in the Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces by chance. If it was the snow fox clan, they might have been lucky enough to end up in the Spirit Realm.

Based on the intelligence he had gathered, Lin Xuan made a guess, though bold, it was entirely reasonable.

But this was just a guess; wasn't it necessary to see with his own eyes?

Before him, the pinkish clouds began to spin. Then, as the cloud condensed, a beautiful young girl appeared before his eyes.

She was breathtakingly beautiful, like an elf from the sea or a sprite from the mountains. All the words in this world were insufficient to describe her beauty. Lin Xuan had seen many beauties, but at that moment, he almost couldn't take his eyes off her.

What kind of beauty was it?

It was so clear and delicate, so beautiful and pure, yet also so alluring. On her, there seemed to be several contradictory beauties.

Logically speaking, such different beauties should not coexist in the same person, but she did.

The young girl's attire wasn't luxurious; one could even say it was extremely simple. Even compared to the princesses and nobles of noble families, she looked less beautiful than them.

But didn't beauty need luxurious clothing to enhance its allure?

Of course not.

Even if her current clothes were still decent, wearing rough rags would make her look like a celestial maiden descending from heaven.

The question was, did celestial maidens have such beauty?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure. He had never seen heavenly maidens in the Immortal Realm, but this young girl before him was real.

A day in the mountains equaled a thousand years in the world.

When he first met Xiang'er, she was just an infant fox. Now, after a thousand years, she had grown into a beautiful young woman.

A thousand-year dream, a sea of changes. The mischievous little fox had grown up, but Lin Xuan could still recognize her.

That memory was incredibly deep.

Was it because Xiang'er was naughty and adorable back then?

Lin Xuan didn't know.

Perhaps it was because this place held his most precious memories.

A young girl holding a small fox.

"Moon, do you know? A thousand years have passed, I've reunited with Xiang'er. Where are you now, my beloved?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but the sight brought tears to his eyes.

"Moon, how much I miss you!"

His thoughts echoed in his heart.

Seeing this, Xiang'er was startled.

"Big块头, what’s wrong? Why do you cry when you see me? Who bullied you? Tell Sister, and I'll avenge you."

Xiang'er had already come to stand before Lin Xuan, gently touching his head as if he were a puppy.

"No one has bullied me."

Lin Xuan was left speechless by her words. His mind went blank, and he actually responded in agreement.

Mew...

The cold wind blew, causing Lin Xuan to shiver. He realized something was amiss; Xiang'er's tone sounded like she was comforting a puppy that hadn't gotten its share of bones.

This girl must be older than she looked! How dare she call me "sister" and act so mature?

She must have been itching for a beating.

But this simple conversation confirmed his guess. The girl in front of him, without a doubt, was Xiang'er.

That familiar feeling... And... Besides this little girl, no other small fox would be as mischievous like that, right?

Though Lin Xuan was annoyed, he felt relieved. Xiang'er was still the same playful, naughty, and adorable little fox she had always been, even after a thousand years.

The trials of cultivation hadn't dulled her sharp edges; she remained full of vitality.

Lin Xuan smiled, his gloom melting like sunlight meeting snowflakes.

A warm smile spread across his face. "Xiang'er, seeing you is truly wonderful."

His heartfelt voice made the little girl's cheeks turn a bit red. "Big块头, talking nonsense! But it’s nice to see you too. Where’s Moon?"

Back then, Moon had been very fond of the little fox, and their bond was deeper than Lin Xuan’s.

Lin Xuan's face darkened slightly. He knew he would get this question sooner or later, but his mood remained low. No one could remain unmoved when faced with something deeply cherished.

"Big块头, what’s wrong?"

Without pretense, the sadness on Lin Xuan's face made the little girl feel sad too. She couldn't understand the pain of being apart from someone you love, but her heartfelt sorrow was contagious, and she wanted to cry.

"You... What happened?"

Her voice softened unconsciously. The little fox had grown beyond just causing trouble; she now cared about others.

"It’s nothing."

Lin Xuan shook his head. He didn't want to appear too weak in front of the little girl. Like a wolf, even if injured, he preferred to lick his wounds alone rather than show weakness before companions.

Seeing her puzzled expression, Lin Xuan added, "When ascending to the Spirit Realm due to spatial turbulence, I was separated from Moon."

"Oh!"

Xiang'er nodded. She had experienced spatial turbulence too;妖灵 Island no longer existed because of it. The dangers of such phenomena were well known to her: "Big块头, Moon is a good person with great fortune and longevity. She must be fine. She’s probably in another realm within the Spirit Realm."

"I agree."

Lin Xuan knew Moon was safe; how could the Reincarnated King of Naraka easily die? However, their reunion would take time.

Even though he was now at the Soul Formation stage, with his powers, surviving a dozen or so heavenly tribulations wouldn’t be an issue. From this, he deduced that his lifespan was still extremely long and he could wait.

But how to console himself for his longing? Moon, I really miss you.

Lin Xuan sighed but felt somewhat better after hearing Xiang'er's words.
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"Big guy, how did you end up here?"

Foxxìng was suspicious. So Little Fragrance tossed out another question.

Her eyes were as beautiful as the stars in the sky, with long eyelashes that fluttered like a fairy princess from a tale.

Purity and innocence, untouched by the world.

"I... well..."

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to respond. His journey had been too convoluted; it wasn't something he could explain in a few words.

Perhaps it was seeing an old acquaintance that brought back all the hardships and heartaches from these thousand years.

However, Little Fragrance's suspicion only deepened Lin Xuan’s confusion. After all, the current Ice Soul Plain was different from before. Could this be...

A glimmer of thought flashed through Little Fragrance's mind as she opened her mouth to speak: "Big guy, could it be that you're that thief who stole the treasures from the Holy Temple?"

"Phew..."

Lin Xuan almost fell from mid-air due to his lack of balance.

To be honest, this suspicion wasn't entirely off the mark. After all, it was said that a human cultivator had stolen the treasures from the Holy Temple in the first place.

But Lin Xuan still felt uncomfortable: "Little girl, don’t look at me like that. I have no idea which direction your Holy Temple is. If I wanted to steal its treasures, I wouldn't know where to go."

"Really?"

Little Fragrance propped her head with her hand, her tone still tinged with doubt.

"Not really. Otherwise, you could tell me the location of the Holy Temple and let Lincertain go plunder it," Lin Xuan's irritable voice echoed in Little Fragrance’s ears.

"Alright, big guy, I believe you. There’s no need to act like a child and sulk over every little thing."

The playful smile that entered his ears made Lin Xuan turn around. The small fox he met as a child had grown into a charming young woman with bright eyes and a perfect smile. Unfortunately... she was still so mischievous.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but reach out and pat her head, feeling the comfort of facing someone close to him after such a long time.

"Big guy, since you're here, why don’t we go home for a visit?"

Little Fragrance had originally come with an important mission. But unexpectedly meeting Lin Xuan made her forget all about it.

Even though she didn't say anything, the thousand years of waiting and dreaming in her heart—how many times did Sister Moon and Big Guy appear in her dreams?

But the spirit realm was vast, with hundreds of small interfaces. Finding a person among them wasn’t as simple as fishing for needles in a haystack.

Not to mention that Lin Xuan’s chances of ascending to the spirit realm were slim to begin with.

"Sure."

Lin Xuan agreed without hesitation. Meeting again after a thousand years, especially this mischievous little fox, was a pleasant surprise. He didn't want to leave just yet.

Besides, in this unfamiliar Ice Sea Realm, Little Fragrance’s help would make finding the treasure for his inner avatar much easier.

After all, even though he might be a dragon, the local foxes had been living here for over a thousand years. While their abilities couldn’t match his, they excelled at locating things that he could only dream of.

So, both out of reason and emotion, Lin Xuan wouldn't refuse Little Fragrance’s offer.

Perhaps to others, this decision seemed hasty. Humans and demons were different paths, but human hearts were unpredictable. Their friendship from a thousand years ago was good, but who knew if she had changed...

But Lin Xuan didn’t think so. Little Fragrance might be mischievous and cunning when facing enemies, but her eyes, like stars in the sky, couldn't deceive him.

Lin Xuan firmly believed that Little Fragrance was still the same little fox from a thousand years ago.

Trust those you can trust. Even though the cultivation world had its share of storms, there were still people worth trusting.

Without further ado, they left this place and headed towards the snow foxes’ territory. As they flew, they chatted about their experiences over these thousand years.

Lin Xuan couldn’t possibly tell Little Fragrance everything, but he shared some stories that made her jaw drop in amazement.

Her expression grew even more peculiar, like a deflated balloon.

"Little Fragrance, what’s wrong?"

Such changes puzzled Lin Xuan. He had no idea why she was upset; his words hadn’t offended her. Her expression was utterly confusing.

In battle, Lin Xuan often deduced an enemy's thoughts to anticipate their moves. But now, he deeply understood the saying: "A woman's heart is like the bottom of the sea." Trying to guess it would only lead to trouble.

"Nothing," Little Fragrance stuck out her tongue in the light. "I thought my experiences over these thousand years were already splendid enough to brag about. Now I realize that what I considered a winding path was just a narrow view. There’s no reason to be upset, but the little girl is actually unhappy because she can’t brag."

After learning this truth, Lin Xuan felt defeated and didn't know how to respond.

"By the way, big guy, you've learned the 'Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens' from Fairy Xiufeng. So in a sense, you're still an cultivator of demons," Little Fragrance suddenly became interested.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded. He had already told her this earlier and saw no reason to hide it. Whether he said anything or not didn’t matter.

"Great!"

Little Fragrance's face lit up with excitement as she softly introduced: "You see, usually, when a human cultivator visits, it’s not unusual. But now that the Holy Temple treasures have been stolen, even with my guarantee, your identity as a human cultivator will still cause trouble..."

"But what does this have to do with demons? After all, demons are still part of the human race. The difference between us and orthodox practitioners is just in our cultivation methods," Lin Xuan’s disapproving voice echoed.

"Indeed, we don’t treat human cultivators differently. But a demon'syao ling forceis about five or six parts similar to ours," Little Fragrance continued.

"So what?"

Lin Xuan waited for her to explain further.

"Just those five or six parts aren't enough, but if you take the Heavenly Demon Pill and consume it, it can make you blend in,"!
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The little girl's light laughter entered Lin Xuan's ears. Following that, a white pill flew out from his palm, smooth and jade-like, emitting a faint glow. Equip: No ads, full text.

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan's face showed interest as he took the pill from Xia'er's hand, swallowing it without hesitation. The playful fox looked stunned, unable to help herself as she muttered, "Big guy, aren't you afraid I might poison you inside?"

"Stupid girl, would you?" Lin Xuan replied with a calm smile.

Xia'er's playfulness was hard to put into words at the moment.

"You're my friend. Our Xia'er is always well-behaved," Lin Xuan said softly.

Such intimate words made the little girl blush: "Nonsense! Who's your family's?"

But her denial lacked firmness, and she sounded more annoyed than anything else.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan scratched his head with a mischievous look. "How can I forget how that little fox clung to Yue'er when she threw a walnut? I thought she was..."

"Enough!" Before Lin Xuan could finish, the little girl burst out: "Big guy, you actually dared to call me a dog in roundabout ways."

She pounced at Lin Xuan with claws bared. But Lin Xuan had anticipated this and was ready for it.

A green glow enveloped him, making his figure even more glaring as he darted away diagonally.

"Don't run!"

Xia'er didn't give up, speeding after him: "You called me a dog in front of the princess! Today I won't let you beg for mercy without crying!"

"Fine, I won't retaliate. If you have any guts, catch up with me."

Lin Xuan's amused voice echoed as he teased the playful fox.

"R-really..."

Seeing Lin Xuan not backing down, Xia'er got even more angry and chased after him relentlessly in his trail of light.

Indeed, this girl’s speed was impressive.

A thousand years had passed since she was a little fox, now grown into a spirit beast at the Spirit Formation stage.

Lin Xuan admitted that his own advancement was swift, but compared to Xia'er, he felt like a small fry seeing a big fish.

But what could he do? After all, Xia'er was a genius; born with three tails, she was unparalleled in her talents. The decline of Jialei Island and its arrival in the Spirit Realm brought both danger and opportunity.

After all, the resources here were incomparable to those on Jialei Island—concentrations of妖气and various treasures. Thus, her cultivation would be even faster.

In just a thousand years, this playful little snow fox had walked paths that took most cultivators their entire lives. Born at the Foundation Establishment stage, she was now a powerful spirit beast at the Spirit Formation stage.

Xia'er, the Snow Fox Princess, was strong, but Lin Xuan wasn't weak either. In terms of speed, Xia'er still fell short.

Seeing her close several times, Lin Xuan suddenly accelerated, clearly not using his full strength. It seemed he was toying with her.

"Big guy, apologize or you'll regret it."

A clear voice echoed in his ears, more melodious than a nightingale's song. Following that, Xia'er’s figure was enveloped by a rosy mist as she revealed her true form.

A pure white snow fox with six tails, soft and smooth like silk and jade, looked breathtakingly beautiful before her mouth spat out a ball of pink妖火, surrounding her body while spiritual light flickered continuously.

Each flash of the light allowed Xia'er to move several thousand feet. This wasn't just any遁术; it was an extraordinary spatial technique.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise.

One cannot judge a book by its cover, and one cannot measure the sea with buckets. He truly underestimated this girl.

The joke couldn’t go too far. Originally, Lin Xuan had intended to concede but now changed his mind. He wanted to see how powerful Xia'er was.

With that thought, he stopped holding back. His figure flashed as spatial ripples surged, and he vanished from sight.

Nine Heaven Step!

In the next moment, Lin Xuan appeared several thousand feet in front of him.

Thus, they began chasing each other with higher-level techniques. In just a short while, they had likely traveled tens of thousands of miles.

"If this continues, she'll definitely lose her temper. But if I concede now, she's almost certain not to spare me."

Lin Xuan pondered as he felt the little fox’s movements behind him. Meanwhile, his spirit awareness was released habitually.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows twitched as his movement stopped abruptly.

Several flashes later, Xia'er caught up and stopped beside him. Despite her anger, she didn't pounce; she wasn’t a child who didn’t understand the world anymore. Her playfulness had its limits and timing.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s expression, Xia'er also detected something amiss. She raised her head and released her own spirit awareness.

Ahead, the天地元气began to stir violently. Following that, a gray mist, a black cloud, and a white hurricane flew towards them with incredible speed.

Such heavy妖气!

"Big guy, quickly activate the effects of the Heavenly Demon Pill!"

Xia'er's anxious voice echoed in his ears. But this was unnecessary; Lin Xuan’s experience was vast enough to know such simple matters without her reminder.

Taking a deep breath, he运转了九天凤舞诀, converting all his spiritual energy into妖灵力. Combined with the effects of the Heavenly Demon Pill, he appeared indistinguishable from an ordinary妖族, capable of blending in seamlessly.

"Xia'er, do you recognize those guys?"

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he stared at the clouds and gray mist, the hurricane moving even faster.

"How could I not? That disrespectful bear tribe," Xia'er said with disgust. Who wouldn’t hate such a creature?

"Oh, the Bear Tribe?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face; indeed, this was no coincidence.

"Why, big guy, have you met them?"

Xia'er's curiosity grew as she had keen observation skills.

"Hmm, I just killed a Demon Bear," Lin Xuan said casually. There was nothing to hide here.

未完待续
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Chapter 2494: Ice Bear King

"Is the Great Bear Sage just that big and stupid, wielding a large axe?"

Xiang'er's melodious voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. She knew all about the powerful figures in the Ice Bear Clan.豆腐无弹窗

However, this description made Lin Xuan chuckle and frown. A high-ranking powerhouse of the Spirit Refinement Stage was described as being as stupid and clumsy as a big bear.

"Correct, that one. Why are you so hostile towards him?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"He has no grudge against me, but Ice Bear Clan members are all bad people. They should be sent to hell," Xiang'er's voice filled with disgust as she introduced them.

"Why are a zombie and a demon insect staying together with the Ice Bear Clan?"

"Humph! What’s so strange about that? Birds of a feather flock together. The Ice Bear Clan is a den of iniquity, naturally attracting beings like the King of Ten Thousand Corpses and the Venerable of a Thousand Legs..." Xiang'er's disdainful voice echoed, showing no intention to hide.

The distance between them was only a few hundred feet. Ordinary humans couldn't hear their conversation clearly, but for these high-ranking cultivators, it sounded as if they were shouting in his ears.

The King of Ten Thousand Corpses and the Venerable of a Thousand Legs showed signs of anger, but seemed to think of something else, calming down again.

However, the Ice Bear King showed an awkward expression. But when he saw Xiang'er's beautiful face and her adoring look, he felt embarrassed.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel uncomfortable. After all, they were high-ranking cultivators at the Spirit Refinement Stage. Such behavior was like a rookie who had just entered the realm of immortals.

"Princess Xiang'er, where are you going?"

The Ice Bear King greeted warmly. He didn’t seem to mind Xiang'er's earlier taunts.

"Humph! Where I go is none of your business."

Xiang'er’s tone was extremely impolite. After all, she had been bothered by this fly so many times.

"Princess Xiang'er, don't be so distant," the Ice Bear King said amiably. He wasn’t surprised when he got a wall in return from her.

The pressure of his spirit descended upon Lin Xuan like a gentle breeze. His face showed clear mockery.

Roar!

The Ice Bear King was furious. Known for his short temper, he felt humiliated in front of his beloved.

Failing to steal a kiss, he lost his money. He became extremely angry.

A deafening roar echoed through the air as the Ice Bear King’s body suddenly grew more than twice its size. His right arm changed even more dramatically, becoming a massive, ten-meter-long cylinder. He clenched his fist and punched Lin Xuan with all his might.

"Big fellow!"

Princess Xiang'er was speechless, but it was too late to stop him. The hundred meters between them couldn’t stop the attack.

A flash of light appeared as the space within a few miles began to distort. A massive fist shadow appeared in their vision.

Unlike humans, demons didn't necessarily need to cultivate artifacts. Some focused on refining their demon bodies, and after countless years, their bodies could unleash formidable power comparable to or even surpassing that of their peers' treasures.

The Ice Bear King suddenly attacked without provocation. Perhaps Lin Xuan’s "Xiang'er" made him jealous, leading him to act recklessly.

But was Lin Xuan so easy to kill?

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed as he activated the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique to its utmost extent. His fist shot forward with a burst of energy.

However, instead of an air vortex, a phoenix shadow appeared.

With a spread of wings and a fiery aura enveloping his body, the phoenix charged forward.

Meanwhile, the Ice Bear King’s fist approached as well. The white fist merged with the surrounding elemental energy, rolling over to form a massive bear shadow.

With a terrifying appearance, it raised its giant paw like Mount Tai, slamming down on the phoenix.

The proud cry of the fiery phoenix echoed through the air as it spread its wings and enveloped itself in mysterious light, charging head-on towards the Ice Bear’s giant fist.

Puff...

A dull sound filled their ears. The collision didn’t produce a deafening explosion but rather an ice meeting fire, balancing each other out.

Elegant spiritual light fluctuated, even surpassing the brightness of the sun.

In the end, the phoenix and bear merged in combat, vanishing as red and white light balls appeared. The light pulses grew and shrank before dissipating into the surroundings.

"Bad luck!"

None of them were weaklings; they could see that this light ball was incredibly powerful. No one wanted to face it head-on, retreating at incredible speeds in different colors.

Boom!

In less than two breaths, the light ball dissipated like a bubble. A rune about the size of his head emerged from its center, leveling everything around with its gale-force winds.

The result was indecisive.

The Ice Bear King widened his eyes. He hadn’t used any secret techniques but had definitely not held back.

A Spirit Refinement Stage cultivator managed to withstand such an attack... Could he have been feigning weakness?

"Big fellow, are you alright?"

Xiang'er’s gaze showed surprise as well. Lin Xuan's strength was impressive, but a human cultivator able to match the Ice Bear King in combat was too unbelievable.

Lin Xuan smiled and shook his head.

He then flicked his sleeve, revealing an ancient scroll.

Repaying is the proper way; Lin Xuan’s nature was always to take advantage without losing anything.

He summoned the Mountain U金图.

With a gentle shake, the treasure unfolded. A red light surged from its surface.

Soon, the nine peaks appeared.

Of varying heights, each towering over a hundred meters, their shapes unique and imposing. The aura of power spread out.

"Drop!"

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed as the nine peaks suddenly grew ten times larger. They vanished in place with ripples in space.

"Bad luck!"

The Ice Bear King was shocked but couldn’t react in time. One by one, giant mountains appeared above him and crashed down with thunderous force.

Even if he tried to dodge, it was too late.

Lin Xuan didn't expect to kill the Ice Bear King this way, but at least, he wanted to give him a small lesson.
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Ice Bear's face was now filled with a sinister and terrifying expression.

The hunter had become the hunted. Originally, he intended to give Lin Xuan an unforgettable lesson. Unexpectedly, his own downfall came when he tried to do so.

As that colossal mountain approached his head, his eyes turned blood red. He fiercely pounded his chest, and auras of spirit energy flowed around him as demon winds enveloped him. Then, this demon revealed its true form.

It was an enormous bear towering over ten feet tall. However, unlike ordinary bear demons, it had dozens of arms.

Demon energy surged forth, transforming the creature into a colossal bear towering nearly a hundred feet high. With dozens of arms lifting upwards, his terrifying roars echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as Ice Bear King opened his blood-red maw, spewing out several dozen dark, luminous orbs from his mouth.

After leaving his mouth, these orbs rapidly grew and transformed into hammers, halberds, double-edged axes, and eighteen other kinds of weapons. Each was abnormally heavy.

His dozens of arms held them, crossing over his head to block the falling mountains.

With a loud crash, the first mountain crashed down.

This colossal object, towering thousands of feet high, had an immense downward force alone. Not to mention that as a supreme divine treasure, it possessed other mystical powers.

However, Ice Bear King was indeed the leader of its clan and did not hesitate to reveal his true form—multi-armed bear. If he couldn't withstand this blow, how could he face the heroes of the world?

Despite his towering figure being insignificant compared to the green peaks, from a distance, it looked like an ant trying to shake a tree. Yet at that moment, the ant really lifted the tree.

Unfortunately for Lin Xuan's attack, it was far from over.

There were nine green peaks in total. Just a few breaths later, more loud crashes echoed as the remaining eight green peaks fell one after another.

The combined weight of these nine colossal peaks was staggering. However, Ice Bear King truly was formidable; with his dozens of arms working together, he actually managed to block them.

Nevertheless, his expression did not ease. He squatted in a horse stance, teeth clenched tightly as his muscles trembled uncontrollably, every ounce of strength being squeezed out at that moment.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but marvel at the sheer strength of this big bear.

Unfortunately for Ice Bear King, Mountain Golden Crow Diagram was far from just showing off its physical power.

"Quickly."

With a finger pointing forward, Lin Xuan's voice echoed. A cacophony filled his ears as hundreds of firebirds, each about the size of a fist, flew down from the nine green peaks.

Hundreds of golden crows could be seen flying towards them, though they did not quite block out the sky and sun.

Golden Crows

Of course, these were not true spirits but contained a trace of Golden Crow soul power within them.

As fellow demons, this multi-armed bear recognized it. A look of fear flashed across his face.

However, he was unwilling to surrender and thus did not sit idly by.

But with nine green peaks pressing down on him, there was no place for him to hide.

In desperation, he opened his mouth and spat out a burst of demon energy.

This energy expanded and contracted before transforming into hundreds of ice bears that rushed towards the golden crows.

Though larger in size, these demon bears were merely superficial. Upon contact, they were clearly at a disadvantage.

Moreover, misfortune struck as the release of this pure demon energy caused Ice Bear King to struggle under the weight of the nine green peaks. A mouthful of blood spewed from his mouth, and it seemed he was about to be crushed.

Fortunately for him, as leader of his clan, he still had some hidden reserves.

At a critical moment, a bizarre incantation emerged from his mouth. Then, an eerie scene unfolded.

Demon energy flowed around him before his entire body rapidly expanded like a balloon. With a loud pop, the creature self-destructed.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not believe this bear would commit suicide if it couldn't win.

In fact, such a favorable situation arose because of the bear's overconfidence. Had he paid more attention from the start, Lin Xuan could still have won, but certainly not as easily and comfortably.

This was clear to Lin Xuan.

Sure enough, after self-destructing, Ice Bear King turned into countless blood threads that scattered everywhere. Although the green peaks were formidable, they had no way to deal with such bizarre abilities.

They could only watch helplessly as these blood threads coalesced back together a hundred feet away in an instant.

In an eyeblink, Ice Bear King appeared before them.

However, his appearance was much paler compared to earlier. Such a seemingly divine power required some sacrifice when used.

A look of grim determination crossed Lin Xuan's face.

Originally, he only wanted to give the other party a small lesson. However, the situation had developed in unexpected ways.

After this scene, Ice Bear King would undoubtedly despise him to the core. While Lin Xuan was not afraid of retaliation, it was better to eliminate one enemy than let another live and become a potential threat.

With that thought, Lin Xuan exuded an aura of killing intent.

Sweeping his sleeves, dozens of silver-colored immortal swords emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming out.

At this point, Ice Bear King's two companions naturally could not sit idly by either.

On the left, Ten Thousand Corpses King stepped forward with a heart-stopping roar. His two fangs suddenly extended as grayish-white corpse energy surged around him. Then, he crossed his arms and stretched his limbs, revealing the original form of a ten-thousand-year-old corpse king.

His face was withered, long hair grew wildly, nails were half a foot long, sharp like blades, purple-black in color, emitting an odor of decay, clearly containing corpse poison.

Numerous green fur sprouted from his body, making him even more terrifying.

On the side, Thousand Legs Sage did not idle either.

Sweeping his sleeves, a large gourd appeared before him. It was over ten feet long and enveloped in dense demon fog, indicating it possessed some extraordinary power.

On the other side,

The little fox's face showed signs of hesitation.

Now that she had completely turned against Ice Bear Clan, this was detrimental to Snow Fox Clan. Previously, although she did not like them, they had never come to blows.

However, this scene had spiraled out of control, not just about winning or losing but almost deciding life and death.

What should she do?

Should she ally with Lin Xuan or remain neutral for the sake of Snow Fox Clan?

Xiang'er faced a difficult choice.
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Chapter 2496: Golden Solar Bird Descendant

Finally, she was no longer the carefree little snow fox of old. She had become a princess bearing the weight of her clan's prosperity and decline.

However, this seemingly difficult choice took Shang'er only a few breaths to decide upon.

With a wave of her sleeve, a ribbon-like treasure flew out.

Shang'er remained by Lin Xuan’s side.

Perhaps she needed to consider many things. But could she really ignore the big guy just because of some concerns?

That would be the best choice for the Snow Fox Clan, but Shang'er herself would feel guilty about it.

After all, one cannot clean the world if they can't even sweep their own house. How could she ensure the prosperity and safety of the Snow Fox Clan if she couldn’t protect those close to her?

Despite being a woman, Shang'er displayed an impressive and bold demeanor at this moment—no less than any man.

Lin Xuan’s face remained calm, but he felt a sense of relief in his heart. He hadn't made a mistake.

Even with just one person against three妖族, he might not necessarily lose, but Shang'er's choice warmed his heart.

As the great battle was about to erupt, suddenly, a streak of light appeared from afar, speeding towards them like an arrow.

A voice rang out: "Brother Ice Bear, Princess Shang'er, don't fight. What’s going on? Why are you fighting among yourselves?"

This voice was completely unfamiliar to Lin Xuan, but it was very familiar to both Shang'er and the three妖族. With a frown, they indeed paused.

Lin Xuan said nothing, his eyes narrowing as he looked towards the source of the voice.

Soon, the streak of light approached them, gradually becoming clearer.

Then, the light dimmed, stopping between the two sides. A white-robed elder with well-proportioned features stood there, but for some reason, they seemed sneaky and shifty when together.

But one could not judge a person by their appearance.

King Frost Rat!

A Great Successor-stage妖族!

His strength was formidable—perhaps even the most powerful among the three kings.

Unlike the clumsy yet brave Multi-Arm Bear, King Frost Rat was not only strong but also cunning and intelligent.

Shang'er didn't dare to be too rude: "Lady Shang'er pays her respects to King Frost Rat."

The Multi-Arm Bear called him brother affectionately: "Brother."

"Princess, there's no need for such formalities."

King Frost Rat couldn’t accept Shang'er’s bow either. He slightly turned his body and then looked back: "Brother Ice Bear, what are you doing? Why are you fighting with Princess Shang'er?"

King Frost Rat was genuinely surprised. This Ice Bear guy had been infatuated with the Snow Fox princess.

Could it be related to that stranger?

Jealousy over a rival would certainly come to mind first, but the stranger’s appearance wasn’t remarkable. A proud and haughty Snow Fox princess wouldn't have such low standards for her gaze.

King Frost Rat was puzzled inside, but he had to ask out loud.

The Multi-Arm Bear didn’t hide either. He explained the entire situation straightforwardly without adding unnecessary details in front of the main parties involved.

Since someone else was handling it, Shang'er naturally didn't speak up. She and King Frost Rat were essentially on the same side; as a princess, she understood this clearly.

If not for her inferior strength, she wouldn’t be watching their expressions now.

But to save the Snow Fox Clan, she had no choice but to play along.

As for Lin Xuan, he cared less. A cold smile played on his lips as if watching two clowns perform.

However, King Frost Rat was indeed much stronger than Multi-Arm Bear.

Even with Shang'er’s help, Lin Xuan didn’t have full confidence in victory against four opponents. Moreover, even if they won, it wasn't guaranteed that the other party wouldn’t escape. With many high-ranking妖修in the Frosty Soul Ice Plain, unexpected trouble could arise during their fight.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was internally assessing the situation and comparing both sides’ strengths. He would act only after careful consideration. He always thought thrice before acting.

Both parties had their own plans and reservations. In a short while, half a cup of tea passed.

The Multi-Arm Bear finished explaining everything. King Frost Rat’s hearty laughter echoed: "I thought it was something big. It's just a misunderstanding. Brother Ice Bear, Princess Shang'er, for my sake, don’t hold grudges. After all, we are all妖族living in the Frosty Soul Ice Plain. We see each other every day. Why fight over trivial matters and hurt our harmony?"

This was indeed reasonable.

The Multi-Arm Bear didn't want to fight Princess Shang'er either. Besides, he always followed King Frost Rat’s lead, so he couldn’t oppose him.

As for Princess Shang'er, she had already turned against the Ice Bear clan—this was a bad strategy. Now that someone was mediating, it was better to take this opportunity.

"By the way, this friend of yours has such formidable strength but looks unfamiliar. You’re not from our Frosty Soul Ice Plain, right? Could you tell us your origins?" King Frost Rat turned and scanned Lin Xuan, his doubts evident. A mere Successor-stage妖族could pressure Multi-Arm Bear to such an extent; it wasn’t just the treasure. He must have some extraordinary abilities. Could he be a great celestial spirit?

He didn't expect Lin Xuan to actually reveal his origins so readily. Even if he refused, there would still be some clues.

Surprisingly, Lin Xuan was extremely open: "Friend, I am called Lin Xuan. This is my first time in the Frosty Soul Ice Plain. I am a descendant of True Spirit..."

"Descendant of True Spirit?"

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, everyone present was stunned. The Ice Bear and King Frost Rat exchanged glances, while the Corpse Wasp King stood dumbfounded. Shang'er princess was deeply impressed by the big guy’s audacity—such lies were told without blinking.

No wonder the others reacted this way.

True Spirit, in a sense, could be considered a妖族.

But it was the strongest kind.

A being that all other妖were in awe of. If one had even a trace of True Spirit bloodline, it would be like human cultivators having the best spiritual root—enviable.

No wonder this guy, only at the Successor-stage, could make Ice Bear King look so desperate.

Thinking of the mountain golden solar bird diagram, Multi-Arm Bear couldn't help but blurt out: "Could you have the true blood of the legendary Golden Solar Bird?"

"Indeed. I do possess some of the Golden Solar Bird's bloodline."

Lin Xuan’s proud voice echoed. He took up the banner and continued to mislead his opponent, which would be beneficial for him.
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Chapter 2498: The Hidden Secrets of the Beast Clan

The path to cultivation was winding and fraught with challenges. While the Spirit Realm offered abundant resources, this was relative to the human world. For a large number of cultivators, it remained a case of too many monks and not enough porridge.

This situation mirrored that of the beast clans as well. Various geniuses and earth treasures were scarce, and even superior spirit veins and beast veins were often contested by cultivators.

Thus, the bloody struggles in the Spirit Realm were no less intense than those in the human world.

Given these conditions, it was not easy for the Snow Fox Clan to establish themselves in the Ice Sea World. Moreover, because of their nature, they needed to reside in extremely cold areas; otherwise, even if the quality of their beast veins was excellent, cultivation would be half the effort and twice the result.

Initially, the Snow Fox Clan appeared in a place other than the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

Their first few years in the Spirit Realm were filled with setbacks. They eventually found a common beast vein to settle down in, but it wasn't very suitable for their nature.

What could they do? Strangers in a new land, what right did they have to be choosy?

They settled for now.

Time passed quickly. A century later, the Snow Fox Clan finally established themselves in the Spirit Realm.

With a solid footing, they naturally weren’t content with staying in such an unsuitable spirit vein.

A hundred years was not long but enough for them to understand the Ice Sea World thoroughly. The area was vast, and there were over a hundred cold regions. After careful consideration, they chose the Frost Soul Ice Plain as it was most suitable for their reproduction and survival.

The temperature and quality of the beast veins suited the Snow Fox Clan perfectly.

However, moving there would be extremely difficult. If just one or several small tribes moved, that wouldn’t be an issue. But with thousands of Snow Foxes migrating, they were bound to clash with other beast clans residing in the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

Princess Yuanke was aware of this but had no choice. For the future of her clan, she had to take such a risk. In the end, it came down to strength; without power, there would be no way to compete for resources and spirit veins in the Spirit Realm.

With their current strength, fighting against all the beast clans in the Frost Soul Ice Plain was unrealistic. It would only lead to defeat. Although Yuanke was broad-minded, she couldn’t afford such foolishness.

She had a target in mind.

Apart from the scattered cultivators and small tribes, at that time, the Frost Soul Ice Plain was ruled by the Cold Rat Clan, the Ice Bear Clan, and the Snow Crow Clan.

Defeating any one of these three clans and seizing their territories would be sufficient for the Snow Foxes to thrive. Compared to the first two, the Snow Crows were weaker, but defeating them wouldn’t be easy. Moreover, success depended on other beast clans in the Frost Soul Ice Plain; otherwise, if they sided with the Snow Crows, it would be disastrous.

Princess Yuanke had come prepared. She adopted a strategy of befriending distant enemies and attacking nearby ones. All her preparations were thorough, but when facing the Snow Crow Clan, things went awry.

In general, everything was going smoothly until key moments in the battle revealed hidden experts.

Divine Focus existence!

At that time, Yuanke had just reached the stage of Separation, and the Snow Fox Clan’s time in the Spirit Realm was short. Although their cultivation progress was swift over a century, their foundation was still shallow. The other elders within her clan were also at similar stages to Yuanke.

Despite hiring several Inner Profound realm beast cultivators for assistance, they couldn’t stand up to the Snow Crow Clan’s Elder of Divine Focus. It was like sending a lamb into a tiger's den.

Yuanke wasn’t careless; she had prepared well. However, it was normal that divine focus experts rarely ventured out, making such information hard to come by.

Regardless of the reason, this mistake proved fatal.

In their struggle for territory, the Snow Crows suffered significant losses. Their supreme elder was furious and immediately unleashed a heaven-defying technique to eradicate the entire Snow Fox Clan.

Yuanke, who wasn’t one to give up, must have felt utterly hopeless in such a situation. The gap between them was too great; there could be no doubt of victory!

Lin Xuan was intrigued by this story. He had faced countless dangers himself, but it seemed that the Snow Fox Clan’s experiences were just as colorful.

"Then how did they turn danger into safety? Did any powerful benefactor assist them?"

"Eh, big guy, you guessed it?" Shang'er turned around in surprise, her melancholy expression fading slightly.

"What's so hard to guess? In such a situation, no matter how wise Yuanke is, she couldn’t have turned the tide. Unless there was a powerful benefactor," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.

"Snow Crow King, humph! That cunning and deceitful fellow wouldn't be that kind; it’s my uncle," Shang'er said disdainfully.

"My uncle?" Lin Xuan was surprised: "Who is this?"

"My uncle is indeed an extraordinary figure. The Ice Elder Immortal, big guy, have you heard of him?"

"What? The Ice Elder Immortal?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely shocked. He couldn’t possibly not know about this beast. Legend had it that he was the only Transcendence Realm existence in this world.

Such a powerful being could be Shang'er's uncle?

Wait, if such an existence supported her, how could the Cold Rats and Ice Bears treat her so poorly? With just one whim from the Ice Elder Immortal, their clans would face eternal destruction.

Knowing Lin Xuan’s formidable strength, far surpassing that of his peers, he understood the terrifying nature of Transcendence Realm beings.

Shang'er sighed when she heard Lin Xuan's doubts. A look of desolation appeared on her face: "That’s because my uncle isn’t truly the Ice Elder Immortal but merely one of his manifestations."

"One manifestation?"

Lin Xuan nodded. "Even so, a Transcendence Realm manifestation is still not something the Ice Bears and Cold Rats can provoke. Besides, its strength far exceeds that of ordinary Divine Focus beings, and its actions should reflect those of the original entity."

"Big guy, you're wrong," Shang'er said.

"Wrong?"

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He had dealt with many Transcendence Realm existences before and encountered numerous manifestations. What was his mistake?

"The Ice Bear Clan and Cold Rat Clan also have other manifestations of the Ice Elder Immortal as their support," Shang'er said softly.

"What?!"

Lin Xuan turned back sharply. It wasn’t strange for a Transcendence Realm existence to have multiple manifestations, but these manifestations didn't get along with each other. Could it be...
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Chapter 2499: The Chaotic Yin Essence

Lin Xuan's face immediately showed a contemplative expression. (Full text without ads)

To be honest, such situations were not uncommon in the cultivation world.

However, for an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage to encounter this situation was astonishing.

It was well known that cultivating a body clone brought numerous benefits, making it highly sought after by cultivators with slightly higher cultivation levels. However, as with all things, there were pros and cons. The drawbacks of body clones had long been inevitable.

Most cultivators who cultivated body clones weren't like Lin Xuan, possessing an additional Yuan婴 (spirit embryo) that could be separated at will. They needed to address the source of their second Yuan婴 first.

Since they didn't have one, the only feasible method was to invade and take over another cultivator's Yuan婴, erasing its consciousness and assimilating it into themselves.

For high-ranking cultivators, this wasn't a difficult task; eliminating a slightly weaker cultivator was easy if they caught the right opportunity. However, the隐患 (hidden dangers) were also sown from then on.

Erasing the memories of the Yuan婴 wasn't particularly challenging at first glance, but could it be completely erased? Over time, the body clone would succumb to heart demons and gradually develop new emotions.

In this way, the body clone could be seen as another cultivator, one desperately trying to break free from its original host's control.

Of course, this wasn't inevitable either. The flaws of body clones had been evident since the inception of the cultivation technique, and ancient cultivators had already found solutions through practice and refinement.

To avoid emotional memories diverging from the main body required only periodically using secret techniques to re-cultivate the clone, which would naturally help in assimilation.

However, this old Ice Spirit Patriarch clearly hadn't done so. The reason was unknown.

Perhaps he was overly confident that his powers wouldn't lead to a backlash from the body clone. Little did he know, human calculations often fell short of divine plans, and the result was still a failure.

Alternatively, perhaps he was in the middle of closing the life-and-death gate and encountered some unexpected events, unable to interrupt it. Thus, whether or not the body clone would cause trouble was left to fate.

After all, there were priorities; the main body's cultivation was more important than the body clone.

Lin Xuan wasn't sure which situation this was, nor did he need to care too much. After all, his second Yuan婴 had been cultivated through hard work and not taken from others, so such a backlash wouldn't occur.

Thus, while Lin Xuan was puzzled, he didn't express his thoughts, instead listening quietly as Shang'er continued her story.

"Thanks to my benefactor's protection, this battle finally turned the tide. The Snow Crow tribe was completely wiped out, and we, the Snow Foxes, successfully established ourselves in the Frost Soul Ice Plain. However, good times were short-lived; several hundred years later, not only did Sister encounter an accident, but my benefactor also met with misfortune and perished."

Shang'er's voice added a touch of sorrow: "The Ice Bear and Frost Mouse tribes found another body clone of the old Ice Spirit Patriarch as their support. Over these years, they've been relentlessly pressuring our Snow Fox clan. And just when we were tasked to guard the Holy Temple, the treasures were stolen again..."

"Yuanke encountered an accident?"

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly but didn't rush to ask more questions. He had some patience and let Princess continue.

Half an hour passed as Shang'er narrated in detail. Through her description, Lin Xuan finally understood the current situation of the Frost Soul Ice Plain. It was unrelated to him at first, but now that he'd met the adorable Princess Shang'er, he felt compelled not to stand idly by.

After all, from Little Fox's words, the Snow Fox clan's situation seemed dire. While the Ice Bears and Frost Mice were troublesome enough, their powerful patron, the old Ice Spirit Patriarch, was no small matter. Normally, Shang'er could find ways to handle it, but this time, the theft of treasures provided a significant pretext for conflict.

The two unfriendly tribes wouldn't miss an opportunity to stir up trouble, and whether or not the Snow Fox clan could weather this crisis was uncertain.

Lin Xuan listened silently without making any promises. After all, body clones at the Tribulation Transcending stage were no small matter, and his nature didn't enjoy unnecessary麻烦 (troubles). He had good relations with the two princesses but wasn't obligated to take up their cause.

With his thousand-year experience and current strength, he rarely acted impulsively; everything depended on the situation.

The duo's遁光 (flying light) was swift. In a short while, they traveled tens of thousands of miles further into the Frost Soul Ice Plain, where the Snow Foxes' main habitat lay ahead.

Soon, they encountered a patrol group of Snow Foxes.

Seeing Shang'er, the disciples in their化形期 (metamorphosis stage) were elated and bowed down to greet her.

Lin Xuan followed Shang'er back without further ado. "Right, what happened to Yuanke?"

"Big Sister..." Shang'er sighed: "I'll take you there."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan's response was equally straightforward as they followed Little Fox into the heart of the Snow Fox clan.

The defenses here were extremely strict, but with Princess Shang'er accompanying them, their journey was unobstructed. Unexpectedly, they arrived at a secret chamber in a valley.

"What's going on?"

Lin Xuan was surprised to see the scene before him. The stone room contained nothing else except a massive ice block towering over two meters high.

Inside the ice block lay a beautiful young woman with delicate eyebrows and eyes—Princess Yuanke of the Snow Fox clan.

"How could Big Sister be frozen here?"

Lin Xuan's keen eyes immediately detected that this ice was no ordinary matter; ten-thousand-year-old Ice Essence paled in comparison. "I'm not sure about the exact details."

Although it had been many years, Shang'er's expression remained sorrowful when discussing her sister's misfortune. Since their father's death, they'd relied on each other, and Sister Yuanke's kindness to her was beyond measure.

"Two hundred years ago, Big Sister went out with a few friendly tribesmen to search for a treasure. They encountered the Chaotic Yin Essence, which froze them in place."

"What? The Chaotic Yin Essence?"

Lin Xuan's expression was one of astonishment: "Shang'er, are you sure about this?"

"Probably not. After Big Sister was frozen, we tried everything but couldn't save her. That's when we suspected the ice block and sought our benefactor's help."
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Chapter 2500: The Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden and the Great Completion Realm of Illusory Celestial Fire

"What?!"

Lin Xuan's face showed a great deal of surprise. He then nodded, "If Senior Xuan Ice said so, it must be correct."

After all, an avatar and its original form, apart from differing in strength, would definitely have identical memories at the beginning.

In other words, Fragrant Girl's benefactor, when it came to experience, was no less than the original form of Elder Xuan Ice. If he said this ice block was formed by primordial Yin energy, then that must be how it is.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes.

He had once read about Primordial Yin Energy in ancient texts. At this moment, relevant information flowed through his mind.

Legend has it that at the beginning of the chaos, all planes were a void. As阴阳energies gradually emerged from the primordial state, myriad things came into being.

Thus, there is the saying: "Dao gives birth to One; One gives birth to Two; Two give birth to Three; and Three give birth to all things."

All things carry Yin within them while embracing Yang, and their interaction creates harmony.

Therefore, these阴阳energies are considered the mothers of myriad things.

Of course, this is merely legend. No one knows for sure whether the universe and its myriad things were formed by these energies. Even true immortals would be somewhat confused when trying to explain it.

However, there's no doubt about one thing:

These primordial Yin and Yang energies at the beginning of chaos are undoubtedly extraordinary.

Through countless years, from the formation of all planes to now, pure Yin and Yang energies have become extremely rare.

Not only are they not found in the Three Realms, but even in the most advanced true immortal realms, it's almost impossible to find traces of them.

As for Primordial Yin Energy, legend says that it is the closest existing thing to primordial Yin and Yang energies.

According to long-standing tradition, these energies evolved from Yin energy within the primordial Yin and Yang energies. Although they no longer give birth to myriad things, they still have countless uses.

For Lin Xuan, this was a dream come true.

Now, through sheer luck and effort, he had gathered all parts of the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art's cultivation technique, from the initial stages to those that require transcending tribulations.

Although the part about transcending tribulations hasn't been practiced yet, at least he could have a preliminary look at it.

The supernatural powers described in Illusory Celestial Fire within this technique are undoubtedly among the best.

---

Even though the flames Lin Xuan currently cultivates already possess formidable power, compared to the state described in the technique's advanced stage, there is still an unbridgeable gap.

To use the phrase "heaven and earth apart" would be entirely appropriate.

Was it because Lin Xuan wasn't putting in effort?

The answer was clearly no!

Lin Xuan's resolve to follow the Dao was firm. When had he ever slackened during cultivation?

Was it due to insufficient luck or fortune?

Looking at this from that perspective, it also didn't hold water.

In less than two thousand years, from a novice in the immortal arts to a great cultivator of the Shen State, although not unprecedented, his achievements were still praiseworthy.

Apart from Lin Xuan's efforts, who could say he lacked fortune?

If even Lin Xuan was considered someone with insufficient luck among cultivators, then others had no reason to exist.

However, Illusory Celestial Fire remained unattainable despite its advanced state.

In the end, it came down to the fact that reaching that level required overly stringent conditions.

Even for Lin Xuan, let alone the Black Moon Clan, which had declined but once thrived millions of years ago. Although this technique's cultivation requirements were strict, there were many intelligent and talented witchmasters in the clan who had attempted it.

However, no one had ever managed to reach the advanced stage of Illusory Celestial Fire.

Not even the Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden had succeeded.

It was known that as the undisputed strongest figure recorded by the Black Moon Clan, the Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden's strength could not be doubted.

The description of this maiden in the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art was very simple and clearly added later.

Legend said that at her peak, she single-handedly faced two out of the three scattered immortals and still had plenty left. She didn't fall short by any means.

This might seem unbelievable, but upon careful analysis, it made sense.

After all, when the Black Moon Clan was at its zenith, there was only one super-strong figure—she—and she could stand shoulder-to-shoulder with human and beast clans. If this Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden lacked extraordinary abilities, it would have been impossible.

Moreover, her disappearance might even be related to the decline of the Black Moon Clan. If not for her mysterious disappearance after an outing, the Spirit Realm would likely still be dominated by humans and beasts, or at least, there would be a place for this clan.

As for such a powerful figure vanishing without a trace, only heaven knew why.

However, the elders of the Black Moon Clan speculated that it was almost certainly related to true immortals.

---

After all, with her unparalleled appearance, besides high-ranking immortals from upper planes, who else could silently and effectively erase her existence? And if she were alive, how could she not return when the clan faced great calamity?

Even such an extraordinary figure failed to achieve the advanced stage of Illusory Celestial Fire.

Thus, this result was clearly not due to talent, effort, or luck.

Instead, it was because the cultivation requirements for Illusory Celestial Fire were too stringent.

To reach that advanced realm, two things were essential: Yin and Yang energies!

Of course, they didn't necessarily have to be those from the primordial state; even later evolved forms could work.

For example, Primordial Yin Energy and Primordial Pure Yang Energy.

However, these were still extremely rare in the cultivation world. Their rarity was no less than any treasure.

Still, their status differed from that of treasures.

Anyone would want such extraordinary treasures, even if they couldn't use them themselves, they could sell them on markets or auctions.

But for most cultivators, Primordial Yin and Yang Energies were useless and potentially dangerous. Even if someone happened to come across them by chance, the question wasn't whether they could collect them but whether they could even survive.

Thus, despite the Black Moon Clan's efforts, they couldn't gather Yin and Yang energies.

As a result, Illusory Celestial Fire remained unattained at its advanced stage.

How formidable was the advanced Illusory Celestial Fire?

It was described vaguely in the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art because no one had ever reached that level. The Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden hadn't done so, and neither had the technique's creator.

In short, the last part of this secret art’s cultivation method was purely a product of intelligence and imagination. Whether there were any errors or not was debatable.

However, in the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art, there was one description of its power:

...
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Of course, since no one has ever managed to cultivate the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire to such a level, this description can also be seen as a prediction. Qi Wu Window

It might not necessarily be accurate.

However, from another perspective, the saying goes that without wind, there is no wave. Since the other party dares to make such a bold guess, they must have some confidence and would never shoot an arrow at random.

Therefore, considering this speculation as a reference is quite reasonable.

And that description was something Lin Xuan still remembered clearly until now.

The Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire after reaching its peak could be a technique to slay immortals!

Slay immortals!

No mistake.

When Lin Xuan read this part, his breathing became more rapid.

What is an Immortal True?

Perhaps every cultivator on the path of becoming an immortal can describe it clearly.

After all, that was their goal. How could they not know it well?

Randomly find a relevant classic and the words describing an Immortal True would make one's heart race with excitement.

Powerful!

This is necessary.

Immortality without aging.

This is also the goal that cultivators strive for by breaking through obstacles.

It was precisely because immortals no longer suffered from the cycle of rebirth after becoming true immortals that everyone pursued it so eagerly.

Legend had it that immortals' lifespan was endless, and there would be no heavenly tribulation anymore.

Who wouldn't want to live as long as heaven and earth?

Powerful and eternal were the most striking and direct descriptions of an immortal true.

Setting aside the latter for now, we will only discuss the former here.

How truly powerful a true Immortal would be—few cultivators could explain this clearly.

At least Lin Xuan had consulted countless classics, but the relevant descriptions were just fragments at best.

After all, immortals are such high-level beings that although they exist now, humans, demons, or ancient fiends rarely get to see them.

Even in the midst of the Three Realms War, true immortals seldom got involved.

No one knew if they secretly descended to the lower realms, but there was only a recorded instance.

Of course, it had something to do with the Arrogant King of Asuras.

That was Mo's previous life—the astonishingly talented Arrogant King of Asuras, leading countless ghosts and spirits through spatial rifts, opening up nodes between two realms. The ghost army surged like a tide, massacring the Spirit Realm until rivers ran red with blood.

In that instance alone, true immortals intervened, three messengers from the Immortal Realms standing on the side of the Spirit Realm to confront the Arrogant King.

The result was obvious. At least the top existences in the Spirit Realm had a close-up, personal experience of how powerful an immortal truly was.

As the saying goes, hearing is deceiving; seeing is believing. No matter how many legends there are, they fall short of what one sees with their own eyes.

Although true immortals descended to the mortal realm, those who could—or had the opportunity—to interact with them were all top existences in the Spirit Realm.

On the human side, the Three Loose Immortals.

Among the demons, the three demon kings.

Of course, there were also some other top-tier experts besides them.

By "top," I mean those who had successfully transcended their tribulations and reached a high level of cultivation. Not referring to the early or mid-stage, but the late stage with full maturity.

Their strength was beyond Lin Xuan's comprehension at present; he could only look up to them, and even that term seemed too light to describe it properly.

Compared to them, Lin Xuan was nothing more than an ant. Any old monster, if chosen randomly, could destroy him with a wave of their hand, making him suffer endless tribulations.

However, such beings were still vastly different from true immortals.

By chance, Lin Xuan discovered some relevant descriptions in ancient classics. They were the insights of an ancient powerhouse who briefly described his feelings after seeing a true immortal.

"Facing them, although I wouldn't crawl like an ant, their power far exceeded my imagination. I even doubted whether it would take me so long to break through their protective spirit light if they stood still without using any defensive treasures."

"Everyone knows that demon bodies are incredibly powerful, and ancient fiends have this talent as well. However, compared to true immortals, all of this is like a small ant seeing a giant. Even the true immortal before me has never practiced body refinement techniques, but after countless years of refining with divine energy, their bodies have become incomprehensibly strong."

"Are immortals just about eternal life and power? No, such high-level experts are almost perfect in every aspect."

This was the ancient powerhouse's feelings after seeing a true immortal. Briefly, only two hundred words or so, but the text conveyed a deep longing and admiration for that realm.

The strength of immortals had been described clearly enough. This late-stage cultivator actually doubted whether his treasure could penetrate an Immortal True's protective spirit light. Could this not speak volumes?

However, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was capable of slaying immortals.

Although this was just a prediction from the creator of this technique, merely this possibility already sparked endless imagination.

Previously, when Lin Xuan saw this part, he admired and yearned for it but didn't dare to truly hope for it. After all, even the Heavenly Witch Goddess hadn't managed to perfect such a technique; wouldn't it be presumptuous to expect it?

However, now that the chaotic Yin-Negative energy was right beside him, since he had already obtained one of the阴阳two energies, the other might not be impossible.

Lin Xuan wandered for miles until Xiang'er's voice echoed around him: "Big guy, what's wrong?"

"Oh, nothing."

Lin Xuan turned his head, a hint of hesitation flashing across his face. He still didn't reveal his inner thoughts.

After all, the chaotic Yin-Negative energy was no small matter. Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure if he could completely thaw Yuanke with it now.

This matter couldn't be rushed; they needed to discuss it carefully over time.

They would wait until they had a firm grasp on freeing Snow Fox Princess before acting, to avoid Xiang'er's hopes turning into disappointment.

Lin Xuan was no longer impulsive. His character was not only resolute but also extremely steady.

"Oh!"

Although Xiang'er felt that Lin Xuan seemed to be hiding something, she didn't pursue it further as her mood was low at the moment.

For a while, the two fell silent, quietly watching the ice-bound Princess Yuanke.

However, just then, the禁制outside the cave suddenly began to vibrate without any warning. Then, a red light flashed, and a fiery light shot forward.

Xiang'er's eyebrows raised slightly as she showed signs of surprise on her face. She had already issued an edict that no one was allowed to disturb her when visiting her sister. Could it be...

Something had happened in the clan.

Thinking this, Xiang'er's expression turned anxious.

She lifted her jade hand, and the fiery light landed on her palm, burning fiercely. Xiang'er lowered her head slightly, then showed a look of shock. Without even greeting Lin Xuan, she transformed into a streak of lightning and rushed out with great urgency.
第两千五百零二章 善者不来

Chapter 2503 - The Benevolent Do Not Come

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of surprise. (Full text without ads)

Xiang'er had been in charge of the Snow Fox Clan for over a century, and her authority was growing stronger by the day. It didn't make sense that she would be so flustered.

Unless something unforeseen had happened, leaving her no time to notify him.

Lin Xuan did not wish to get entangled in the纷争 of the妖族, but he could not remain indifferent at this moment.

He sighed and stepped out from where he was. Then he released his spiritual sense, quickly zeroing in on Xiang'er's location. Lin Xuan used a concealment technique to follow her silently.

If possible, he would have preferred not to hide his tracks, but with Xiang'er no longer by his side, he would surely be seen as an enemy if he went out carelessly.

Lin Xuan did not want any misunderstandings leading to conflict. So for now, hiding his form was the best and most correct choice.

The area here was already at the heart of Snow Fox Clan territory. Following the principle of outer tightness and inner looseness, the defenses were not as stringent. Lin Xuan encountered no significant obstacles and easily reached his destination.

Before him stood an ice-carved pavilion.

This description was not exaggerated; the building truly was constructed from ten-thousand-year-old玄冰 and寒玉.

The entire structure was enveloped in a layer of semi-transparent cold aura.

Such a building would be priceless, offering the Snow Foxes significant advantages for cultivation.

The pavilion wasn't particularly large, as expected, with no guards present. Lin Xuan's face lit up; he flashed through the air like a fish and quietly entered.

---

On the other side of the story:

Inside the pavilion, the atmosphere was tense, almost menacing.

Xiang'er sat on the main seat, while several dozen妖族 stood behind and beside her.

Lin Xuan couldn't use his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, but from their appearances, he could tell that not all these cultivators were part of the Snow Fox Clan.

Their cultivation levels were impressive; even the weakest was at the late stage of Cave Profound Realm.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but quickly recovered.

It wasn't strange. The Snow Foxes had established themselves in the Frost Soul Ice Plain with both their own efforts and the support of their benefactor.

Since arriving in the Spirit World, the clan's power was still weak, so they sought external assistance by luring other妖族 to join as guest elders, offering them significant benefits.

This tactic wasn't new, but it worked much better for the Snow Foxes due to Xiang'er’s exceptional talent. Born with three tails, her potential was unparalleled; she could even reach the Tribulation Transcending Realm in a thousand years.

The loose cultivation groups were willing to join because of this. Xiang'er's potential meant that they might benefit from her protection if she reached the Tribulation Transcending Realm one day.

It made sense. With such a genius as their guest elder, luring other妖族 was much easier.

Otherwise, relying solely on their own strength, how could the Snow Foxes compete with Ice Bear and Frost Mouse in the three-way balance?

These were simple truths that Lin Xuan quickly understood.

Then he took another look and his expression turned strange. The unexpected guests he recognized included two towering figures: one tall and muscular, the other an ugly old man.

The former had recently fought him.

Of course, they were Multi-Armed Bear and Frost Mouse King.

But these guys weren't alone; behind them stood many of their own powerful cultivators, including Ten Thousand Corpses King and Thousand Legs Venerable.

This was a strange situation. They had clashed before, but under the mediation of Frost Mouse King, it had been temporarily resolved.

Ice Bear and Frost Mouse were indeed in the same camp, but there was no reason to turn on each other so abruptly.

They followed him back to their base shortly after his return, bringing many powerful cultivators with them.

Even if the three clans had long-standing issues, this move seemed out of place.

Was there a plot?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced. Meanwhile, Xiang'er’s mind was similar but she kept her composure. Her face showed clear signs of coldness.

The benevolent do not come; those who come are not benevolent. But don't jump to conclusions yet. Regardless, we need to understand their intentions first.

"King Frost Mouse and King Ice Bear, why have you suddenly visited? Is there something you want?"

Xiang'er's anger was evident in her direct approach, leaving no room for politeness.

"Haha, Princess Xiang'er, you're straightforward. Since you've asked, I won't beat around the bush," Frost Mouse King spoke first, his face showing a smile that didn't reach his eyes, clearly harboring ill intentions.

"Oh?"

Xiang'er's expression remained calm; she couldn’t afford to lose her composure now.

"Old man and Brother Bear came here because we have leads on the stolen treasures from the Holy Temple," Frost Mouse King continued.

"What?!"

This time, Xiang'er was visibly taken aback. The responsibility for the theft lay with their clan, so any clues would be significant. How could she not care?

Lin Xuan's reaction was more composed; as they say, an outside observer sees clearly. These were clearly up to no good.

"Ha ha, such a serious matter, how could I joke about it? Today, Brother Bear and I came here hoping you can give us an explanation," Frost Mouse King smiled wickedly.

"What explanation?"

Xiang'er finally realized the gravity of the situation, her face filled with suspicion.

"Princess Niece Xiang'er, I dare to call you so. Given the circumstances, why pretend? The treasures in the Holy Temple were stolen because you colluded with human cultivators and committed theft!"
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Chapter 2503: The Transformed Ice Elder

The room fell silent as if time had frozen.

When the Pale Rat King spoke with a tone of indifference, even tinged with a sense of pity, Shang'er was stunned. The expressions on the Snow Fox Clan elders' faces were equally shocked, their eyes wide in disbelief.

For a moment, the grand hall was filled only by the sounds of breathing and heartbeats, creating an eerie silence.

Clearly, this statement had a profound impact.

After about a cup's worth of time, the strange silence was broken. The young princess angrily shouted:

"Pale Rat King, you're speaking nonsense! I respect you as an elder, but you are going too far by saying..."

Shang'er's anger caused her to speak incoherently.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Shang'er was still young and couldn't remain calm. She had lacked the trials of life. However, it wasn't entirely her fault; she had been protected by an elder sister for so long, and Yuerke's incident happened only a century ago. For such a short time, to take on the burden of leading her clan was indeed challenging.

If he were in her position, he would not have lost his composure so easily.

Such sudden changes were too abrupt, leaving Shang'er unprepared.

Though the young fox had anticipated the other party's ulterior motives, she hadn't expected such a blatant accusation. She was being accused of embezzlement!

How could one endure such injustice and idle insults?

Seeing the young princess flare up in anger, the Pale Rat King secretly rejoiced. This girl couldn't remain calm after a few taunts.

Just as he was about to dodge, something unexpected happened.

Swoosh...

The icy dagger formed from the妖雾 suddenly disintegrated on its own.

All present were shocked, even Shang'er herself had no idea what transpired.

She unleashed her fury but did not summon any treasures. The other party could easily counter her attack!

However, this counter was too strange to ignore.

A bad feeling arose in his heart.

Suddenly, the once calm space began to ripple, and a light ball appeared.

At first, it was only the size of an egg, but quickly stretched and expanded visibly.

Not just stretching, it decomposed into countless rays that weaved through mid-air. They rapidly rearranged themselves, interweaving with each other.

A mysterious and eerie pattern suddenly appeared in his vision.

"What is this?"

Even Lin Xuan, who was hidden nearby, was stunned. The others, unprepared, were even more shocked.

Everyone stared at the scene in disbelief.

Soon, the pattern fully formed into a small teleportation array.

Then, its surface emitted a bright light, and a figure appeared with a whirring sound. Initially blurry, it quickly became clear.

Simultaneously, an ominous pressure spread out. Shang'er's face turned pale.

After some time, the teleportation array vanished, replaced by a white-robed妖修 hovering in mid-air.

At first glance, he seemed to be around thirty years old, but his eyes were extremely long and sharp, with a flicker of brilliance within them.

"Salute the Elder!"

All present妖修 bowed respectfully upon recognizing him. Even Shang'er had no choice but to kneel down.

"Elder, could this be the Ice Elder's manifestation? Shang'er said that several manifestations have developed consciousness. Her adoptive father perished in an accident, and another manifestation has been associated with the Cold Bear Rat, always disliking our Snow Fox Clan. Could it be him?"

Before his thoughts were fully formed, a voice startled them: "Who dares to hide and act suspiciously before me? Do you think you can play such tricks on the Elder?"

Before he could finish speaking, a sneer appeared at the corner of the other's mouth. With a seemingly slow but actually rapid gesture, their hand reached out into the air.

Instantly, space twisted, and an energy that defied description but was extremely dangerous struck him.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. His cover had been blown.

But his experience was vast; he remained calm under unexpected circumstances far more than a young fox would.

The force's approach was peculiar, yet Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic. He waved his sleeve, and a green glow shot out as a shield, retreating backward.

Lin Xuan did not use Nine Heaven Microstep. Although it would have been faster, the other party's attack seemed to contain some strange power that might be spatial magic. It was better to err on the side of caution.

In the next moment, Lin Xuan's green glow collided with the other's formless and intangible force.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded; no explosion sounded. The magical energy Lin Xuan had released seemed to have been absorbed by the strange power.

How could this be?

Even with his extensive experience in magic duels, Lin Xuan was left speechless.

However, it wasn't the time for shock. He waved his large sleeves and two round beads about the size of thumb tips flew out.

Bang!

This time, when they touched the strange force, no unexpected events occurred. The yin thunder and elemental spells were different; the explosion's sound was loud but its power not particularly formidable.

Consumed by the explosion's force, Lin Xuan took advantage of the moment to retreat safely.
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Chapter 2504:步步紧逼

With this, his figure naturally became visible. All the妖族 in the pavilion turned their heads towards him.

"You!"

The roar entered his ears, and the multi-armed bear's face was filled with anger. Enemies meeting each other made them see red.

However, the寒鼠王’s expression was much calmer. Although this old fellow’s strength was not to be underestimated, his cunning had reached a level where he could hide his emotions well.

"Big guy!"

The little princess couldn't help but let out a soft cry of concern as she saw him. The situation was urgent, and she had forgotten about Lin Xuan for the moment. Now that she saw his figure, her heart was filled with both worry and relief.

For a moment, all the creatures in the pavilion felt different emotions.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't too concerned. At this moment, most of his mind was focused on one person: Xuan Ice Ancestor!

Although what faced him now was not a true Golden Period monster but just an avatar that had escaped its original control, Lin Xuan still couldn't afford to be careless.

A Golden Period existence could only look up at the current self. Although this avatar wasn't the main body, it was far beyond ordinary Spirit Formation period cultivators in terms of strength.

Moreover, before him was a妖族 with unknown innate abilities. As an old saying goes: one can judge a book by its cover. The试探 he had just made already left Lin Xuan wary.

While Lin Xuan sized up the old monster, it wasn't idle either. Its originally narrow eyes narrowed further as it looked at Lin Xuan. And in his deep eyes, there was an intermittent flicker of red light, making him exude a powerful and eerie aura.

"Hmph! A human cultivator? Princess Fragrance, when multi-armed bear and cold mouse found me with evidence, they accused the Snow Fox clan of colluding with human cultivators to steal from the Holy Temple. I was half-skeptical at first but now that I see you here, a human boy, what explanation do you have?"

The old monster's cold voice echoed in his ears, but its words were shocking.

"What? This hateful human is a cultivator?" The multi-armed bear was both shocked and angry, looking even more hostile towards Lin Xuan.

Meanwhile, the寒鼠王’s expression changed. He first froze for a moment before showing an uncontrollable look of joy on his face.

Heaven doth make men sin but gives them life; man makes his own sins and cannot escape them!

Originally, they had planned to frame the Snow Fox clan for a long time, but in truth, they weren't entirely confident. They were somewhat anxious about it, especially with the evidence. In this world, there was no such thing as perfect proof, let alone fake ones. They feared being exposed, but now, Princess Fragrance's cleverness turned into foolishness. She had invited a wolf into her den. Regardless of his relationship with Lin Xuan, in this situation, it would be impossible to clear their name of stealing from the Holy Temple.

Thinking this, the寒鼠王’s eyes narrowed and a smile appeared on his lips. The little fox's face turned pale.

She was still angry at the cold mouse and ice bear clans for their shameless actions just now. But Xuan Ice Ancestor's appearance made her realize something was amiss.

Then, Big Guy's figure became visible. If he could be considered a妖族, it wouldn't matter much; they could say he was a new guest scholar of the clan.

But she had underestimated Xuan Ice Ancestor’s abilities. He discovered Big Guy's human identity in one fell swoop and recognized him as a cultivator.

This put their situation in a very precarious position.

Although she believed Big Guy didn't steal from the Holy Temple, the others insisted on it and said he was colluding with them.

When there is a will, there is a way. Such reasoning might be weak but would still persuade unknowing creatures. Thus, the Snow Fox clan had no chance to clear their name.

Xuan Ice Ancestor always looked down upon their clan. With the cold mouse and ice bear working together from inside and outside, seizing this opportunity, how could he let it slip away?

"Big sister, what should I do?"

The little princess was at a loss. She had fallen into someone else's trap; getting in was easy, but escaping would be much harder.

She clearly saw the trap but still fell into it foolishly.

The little princess was extremely frustrated.

On the other side, Lin Xuan’s expression showed some surprise.

Princess Fragrance’s Heavenly Fox Pill was quite mysterious. Combined with Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, although not perfect, the opponent wasn't a Golden Period powerhouse either; just an avatar of Xuan Ice Ancestor. It could see through it in one glance—had he underestimated her too much?

This Xuan Ice Ancestor turned out to be far more terrifying than expected.

If possible, Lin Xuan really didn’t want to make enemies with him. But a man must have his principles; although he wasn't entirely clear on the details, using his intelligence and piecing together clues, he had some vague understanding of what was happening.

Although it couldn't be 100% accurate, it should still be close enough.

The Snow Fox clan now faced severe danger. The opponent had already come to their doorstep with an army. Although they hadn’t completely broken ties yet, being under siege could hardly be considered a misnomer.

Originally, the Snow Fox clan still had some room for maneuvering, but his identity exposure pushed them into a dangerous situation.

Now, the Snow Fox clan was in extreme peril—having not stolen from the Holy Temple, yet unable to clear their name.

Of course, it wasn’t entirely his fault, but fate played a role. According to an old saying, one must undo what they have done. Although Lin Xuan didn't want to get involved in the妖族's affairs, he couldn't remain indifferent either. Even if he wanted to leave, the multi-armed bear’s hatred for him would make it impossible.

Well, whether or not it was good fortune or misfortune, one had no choice but to face it.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t want trouble, that didn’t mean he was cowardly. In this situation, there was no other choice; he had to stand by the Snow Fox clan.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan’s gaze became firm in an instant.

The process seemed complicated but was completed in a flash.

"Princess, what explanation do you plan to give?"

The old monster's voice echoed again, using步步紧逼to describe its tone accurately.

"I, I…"
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Princess Xiang'er's face was filled with a look of utter helplessness. At this point, what could she do? Even if Princess Yuankuo, the female warrior who didn't yield to men, managed to escape from her predicament, she would still be at a loss.

Old Ice Monster's expression was extremely cold, but there was a subtle hint of amusement in his eyes. The Snow Fox clan was detestable enough for him to use this as an excuse to uproot them completely. However, before he could fully form this thought, an unexpected voice sounded, accompanied by several coughs.

"Sir, what do you think you are? You say I stole the treasure of the Holy Temple, and so it is. Catching a thief involves evidence. Just based on your的one-sided word, you think you are something special?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in the grand hall, shocking all thedemon cultivator present.

As they say, "A person’s name casts a shadow," but Old Ice Monster wasn't just any spirit being at thedistract attention stage; he was an incarnation of a great power who had transcended his realm. Although his emotions and memories were vastly different from his original form, his strength remained unharmed.

Having shaken this world for tens of thousands of years, who dared to speak to Old Ice Monster with such audacity? Was it because the big guy had lost his mind or simply didn't want to live?

"Big fellow..."

Even Princess Xiang'er was speechless. She knew Lin Xuan from her childhood and understood his rebellious nature, but she never imagined him being so bold.

One needed power to make such a boastful claim. Was he challenging Old Ice Monster alone?

Impossible; the big guy was only at thedistract attention stage. Even if he was stronger than other cultivators of the same level, it wouldn't be enough to face this old monster head-on.

What was his plan?

Princess Xiang'er was both worried and curious but kept her mouth shut.

Regardless of what the big fellow had in mind, she would wait and see before making a decision. Deep down, she still trusted Lin Xuan.

Otherdemon race also showed various expressions. Multi-Arm Bear roared: "Daredevil human cultivator! How dare you treat us with such disrespect? I..."

Before he could finish his sentence, he lunged forward, only to be pulled back by Rat King: "Bear Brother, don't act rashly. Old Ice is here; let him decide anything that happens."

Rat King was much smarter than Multi-Arm Bear and was delighted at the situation. This human cultivator must have gone mad or simply didn't want to live. His actions were beneficial to his plans.

Multi-Arm Bear stopped in his tracks, surprised by such an insult. However, Old Ice Monster did not immediately react with anger; instead, he wore a smile on his face as he turned slowly towards Lin Xuan.

"Little guy, do you dare challenge me? You have the audacity to make such a boastful claim?"

"How can boasting matter?" Lin Xuan smiled, having already broken all pretenses. "Sir, why pretend to be righteous and just? The Snow Fox clan conspired with me to steal from the Holy Temple. I know what I did, and you must as well; it's nothing but a case of the thief accusing the capturer."

Lin Xuan's words caused Multi-Arm Bear's face to change. He was confused about how this young man knew so much.

Lin Xuan's reaction was sharp, immediately noticing his subtle expression changes. A hint of mockery played on his lips; he had hit the nail on the head with his guess.

"Sir and Old Ice Rat are one and the same. If you want to deal with the Snow Fox clan, do it openly. Playing these underhanded tricks behind their backs—what kind of hero or good man is that?"

Lin Xuan's expression was righteous, but Princess Xiang'er beside him found his words amusing. She knew Lin Xuan well enough; compared to Old Ice Monster, he was far from cunning.

What was Lin Xuan doing? Playing the fool?

But such an approach required strength as a guarantee. Otherwise, it would only infuriate the opponent and make one's own end even more tragic.

Confused by Lin Xuan’s strategy, this was something he should have understood clearly.

Princess Xiang'er was both worried and hopeful, remaining silent on the side.

"Such audacity!"

Old Ice Monster's scheming was deep, but Lin Xuan's repeated taunts made him lose his composure. His face became even more grim.

"You are asking for death!"

Before he could finish speaking, he flicked his sleeve, making no other movements. However, the surrounding primordial energy suddenly moved, converging to form a vortex. A terrifying force erupted from within.

This force was intangible but had substance; it was similar to Old Monster's previous attack.

However, while the difference lay in attributes, its power was incomparably greater, making it uncomparable.

Moreover, this force carried a hint of lethal intent that distorted space as it passed through.

Lin Xuan's face showed a trace of seriousness. Facing Old Monster’s attack earlier, he had used his crafted twin Yinlightning化解了危机; but using the same technique again would be foolish. If he summoned the twin Yinlightning once more, he would surely suffer greatly. Lin Xuan knew this well.

Yet, there was no fear on his face.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and lightly shook it, sending a ball of flame about the size of an egg from his sleeve.

The spell used by the opponent was indeed strange, but Lin Xuan wasn't easily intimidated. The fully matured Illusory Heavenly Fire could slay immortals; although he had yet to master it completely, he believed he could still handle this crisis.

After the magical flame left his hand, it quickly grew larger as he cast a spell, sending countless sword qi around him. The scene was magnificent as they converged into a massive, solid sword.

"Cut!"

Repaying in kind, Lin Xuan didn't expect to injure the opponent with mere sword qi but couldn't let them feel too comfortable either.

Boom!

The strange force and Illusory Heavenly Fire collided. This time, not only did it fail to consume the magical flame; instead, a flash of blue light froze it.

"Hmm? Cold Flame?"

Old Ice Monster's face changed as the silver-colored sword rushed forward, splitting his body in two with a single slash.
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Chapter 2506 - Begging Is Not As Good As Forcing

The sword energy assailed his body, but Ice Old Beast showed no sign of fear. With a single hand raised calmly, he said, "Domain everyone knows."

A blue glow suddenly appeared as a deep blue light curtain emanated from his arm and instantly materialized several feet in front of him. The silver-colored sword energy had already struck before the light curtain could react.

The light curtain flickered but was clearly unable to withstand the sword energy for long.

"You brat, I see you've grown tired of living."

Ice Old Beast roared with anger as he shot out a streak of electric blue lightning from his hand. With a crackling sound, it struck the giant sword and shattered.

The power was indeed formidable; the tangible sword energy instantly evaporated into nothingness.

This old monster's strength was truly formidable, but after this exchange, they were evenly matched, with neither gaining any advantage over the other.

His face hung in the air before so many of his kind.

"Fine, fine, I didn't expect you to be anything more than a regular Spirit Dividing Realm cultivator. But with such meager strength, daring to challenge an old man like myself, it's truly presumptuous," Ice Old Beast's smile vanished, revealing a hint of sinister intent.

"Presumptuous? Not necessarily. Old fellow, are you willing to make a bet with me?" Lin Xuan's voice was equally filled with malice. At this point, it was either his death or mine; in the end, right and wrong in the cultivation world still depended on strength as a backing.

"Why not?"

Facing the challenge from a junior cultivator, Ice Old Beast couldn't afford to show weakness for both reason and sentiment. Besides, he truly didn't consider one of the Spirit Dividing Realm first-stage cultivators in his region worthy of much attention.

"Very well."

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he whispered something into Xiao Xue Fox's ear: "Xiang'er, if I spar with this old beast here, it will affect the Snow Fox Clan. So, I'll lead him to a distance. Ice Bear and Cold Mouse are up to no good; make sure you stay safe until I return."

"Big guy..."

Xiang'er was in a state of turmoil. How could Lin Xuan possibly fight against this old beast? But before she could persuade him, Lin Xuan's entire body emitted a deep blue glow as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew off towards the distance. At the same time, a cold laugh echoed in her ears: "Ice Old Beast, if you have any guts, come on over. If not, calling yourself a coward is fine with me."

"You..."

Ice Old Beast was furious. While Lin Xuan's trick was extremely crude, he couldn't bear to let this insult go given the presence of so many juniors.

There were limits to what could be tolerated; sometimes, even knowing it was a trap, one had to jump into it. The charm of open warfare lay in that.

"Attack! Take down that traitor Snow Fox Clan member. Remember, Xiang'er is not to fall."

Ice Old Beast's cold voice echoed through her ears as he clenched his hands and transformed into a white streak of lightning, following Lin Xuan's direction.

"Command of the Law."

The Cold Mouse King and Multi-Armed Bear were overjoyed, turning to Xiang'er with sinister smiles. "Princess, I advise you to surrender. You can't really think that a mere Spirit Dividing Realm first-stage human could defeat the Great Ice Ancestor. Surrender now, and your Snow Fox Clan's situation won't be as dire. If you persist in your folly, only extinction awaits!"

Their words were filled with threats. The best strategy was to win without battle; although their strength was superior, they couldn't afford to humiliate the Snow Fox Clan needlessly.

Indeed, this Cold Mouse King was incredibly cunning. However, his hopes would be dashed this time.

Xiang'er's face turned as cold as ice. Without wasting any words, she shouted "Fight."

Raising her hand slightly, a white silk ribbon appeared before transforming into dozens of thin blades that slashed forward with great force.

Behind her, the Snow Fox Clan elders hesitated but quickly summoned their own magical weapons. Although they knew today would bring an impending disaster to their clan, surrendering was not something any of them were willing to do. As cultivators, whether human or beast, few wanted to hand over their lives to others. Rather than waiting for death, it was better to fight and carve a path through blood.

Most of the foreign guest elders had such thoughts, but the Snow Fox Clan's demon cultivators preferred to stand united with Princess Xiang'er against the invaders.

Regardless of their thoughts, they now faced Ice Bear and Cold Mouse without any retreat. Their only option was to carve a bloody path forward.

Thus, from this perspective, their spirits were surprisingly unified.

The entire hall was bathed in a brilliant light as cries echoed around them. The building made of jade and ten-thousand-year-old ice, originally a treasure, was now reduced to rubble.

After all, most of the demon cultivators present were at least Spirit Dividing Realm; their combined power was indeed formidable.

However, almost upon contact, the Snow Fox Clan's situation became dire. With far more opponents than them, fighting outnumbered forces naturally put them at a disadvantage.

Setting aside their own battle for now, Lin Xuan and Ice Old Beast had already flown over ten thousand miles apart and stopped above an icy plain.

Lin Xuan showed no expression on his face; he was forced to do this. After all, the Snow Fox Clan's crisis was partly his responsibility, so leaving without a word wasn't an option.

Xiang'er would hate him for it, and Lin Xuan still wanted that Primordial Yin Qi.

Weighing the pros and cons, there was no choice but to face Ice Old Beast in battle.

While he felt some trepidation, fear seemed overblown. After all, it was just a manifestation; Lin Xuan had seen such beings before due to his extensive experience.

Moreover, his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had already transformed into a trinity treasure. The last time, its power had been immense, but the enemy was too weak to fully showcase its abilities. This guy from another angle—wasn't he an excellent test subject for swordplay?

I've even exterminated the Ice Ancestor's essence; what does this guy matter?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's courage grew.
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On the other side, Ice Old Monster stood facing Lin Xuan, about a hundred feet apart. His entire body was enveloped in thick demonic aura, his expression dark and gloomy, with a hint of sneering amusement: "So, little guy, you've chosen this place as your final resting spot? The scenery here isn't bad, but it doesn't matter where you end up. I'll extract your soul and refine your spirit essence anyway."

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan's disdainful laughter echoed in his ears, his face showing a look of disbelief.

"By the way you're acting, do you not believe me? Do you think I'm just boasting?" Ice Old Monster didn't get angry; there was no point in getting upset with a dead man.

"Not exactly. I just find your confidence misplaced and have misunderstood," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Misunderstood?" Ice Old Monster was taken aback, truly not understanding what Lin Xuan meant by that.

"This is clearly the place where I chose for you to die. How could you think it's mine?"

Before he could finish speaking, Ice Old Monster's expression changed. He had always been arrogant, but Lin Xuan's repeated taunts had driven him to madness: "What a slick-tongued little brat! Your words mean nothing. I'll make sure you can't live or die."

Before his words were fully out, Lin Xuan moved first.

With a wave of his sleeve, a sharp cone-shaped magical treasure shot forth. The object was red and had electric arcs swirling around it, with faintly visible符文flashing within.

It was clearly an extraordinary treasure.

Lin Xuan used his left hand to cast the item while his right hand quickly followed with another spell. His movements were fluid as he unleashed a barrage of lightning and fire. A flash of red light revealed a fiery gourd that rapidly grew in size, spewing out countless red sand grains.

Lin Xuan's actions were swift; all three attacks were completed in an instant.

Ice Old Monster's face was filled with rage, but he ignored the onslaught, merely raising his hands to form a ball. He didn't even bother summoning any magical treasures.

Lin Xuan frowned, narrowing his eyes, and his expression turned unexpectedly pleased. This old monster dared to be so overconfident. What did he think he was? A Great Power of the Tribulation Transcending Stage?

That was too high an estimation of himself.

In essence, he was just a manifestation.

He would regret such arrogance.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and infused his magical power into two magical treasures and the Illusory Heavenly Fire.

At that moment, Ice Old Monster's demonic aura suddenly changed. As he moved, it gathered around his chest, mixing with the surrounding primordial energy to form a vortex.

The vortex looked unremarkable from afar, but as it formed, Lin Xuan felt an uneasy sensation in his heart.

However, there was no time to change tactics now. A burst of cold air emerged from the vortex, transparent like a blizzard, enveloping and freezing both the lightning fire cone and the heavenly sand, even the Illusory Heavenly Fire.

The sound of cracking echoed as the cold air turned into ice, temporarily encasing the treasures and Lin Xuan's demonic flames.

This was far from over. From Ice Old Monster's mouth came a murmured incantation, rhythmic and ancient-sounding. He then flicked his hand, and the vortex suddenly flew towards them at incredible speed.

"Bad move," Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. It was too late to dodge now, but he had prepared defensive treasures from the start of their confrontation, just not immediately using them.

With a wave of his sleeve, something about an inch in size, black as ink, emerged from his sleeve. Flat and dark like ink, it looked unremarkable at first glance, but upon closer inspection, intricate patterns were carved into its surface, exquisitely detailed.

Lin Xuan had indeed been careless. This old monster appeared to be underestimating him, preparing a sinister trap. But Lin Xuan wasn't easily taken in; the True Spirit Inkstone of the Black Tortoise was a treasure from Snowflake Holy Ancestor and among the top-tier postnatal treasures. It should suffice.

Lin Xuan silently activated his Treasure Formula, raising his right hand to point forward.

The inkstone emitted a flash of light as it began to spin rapidly. In an instant, its diameter expanded to ten feet, covering Lin Xuan's form. More black mist emerged from the surface, spreading outwards and filling the air with the scent of ink.

As the mist swirled, countless large符文appeared on its surface, transforming into swords that rushed towards the vortex.

The best defense is a good offense; top-tier defensive treasures are also offensive weapons.

However, this time, Lin Xuan miscalculated. The vortex accelerated as it flew, and just ten feet away from him, it suddenly exploded.

This distance was insignificant compared to its power. Lin Xuan remained at the center of the explosion.

Boom

A visible shockwave engulfed Lin Xuan in an instant, causing the entire world to tremble. The surface of the shockwave began to shoot out beams that pierced the sky.

This seemingly bizarre scene attracted nearby primordial energy like moths to a flame, rushing towards the shockwave. Inside, the explosion was relentless.

The process lasted half a tea cup's time before it finally subsided. Ice Old Monster smiled: "Wretched little guy, you're still too green. An eagle hunting a rabbit uses its full strength; I know this well. Moreover, your ice flames seem to have some mystery to them. Thinking that not using my treasures is underestimating me was a grave mistake. That vortex true lightning attack is one of the bottom cards in my deck. Dying from its power should be enough for you to rest in peace. Ha ha..."

But his laughter cut short as he suddenly felt an immense danger behind him, and without thinking, he retreated hastily.
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Almost simultaneously, the space around Lin Xuan's side began to ripple.

"Bad luck."

The old monster was greatly alarmed. His reaction was swift, but still too late; he could no longer dodge it. A black, sharp light pierced his head as blood gushed out instantly.

This light was only about the size of a thumb, yet its speed and power were astonishing—far beyond ordinary five-element spells.

Such suddenness, such speed, with such formidable power—it had to be Lin Xuan's Secret Technique of Black Spirit Drilling.

Next came the crackling sound as the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and Thunderfire Spear broke free from their restraints. Though the strange coldness was powerful, it could only temporarily trap them in an ambush.

By this time, the ice block had completely melted. The Thunderfire Spear's surface was enveloped by flames and electric arcs, crashing down fiercely toward its target.

The sharp cry echoed loudly, its power truly formidable. Describing it as a meteorite falling to earth would not be far off.

Bang!

The old ice monster didn't dodge; he was hit head-on, dropping instantly.

A large hole appeared in his chest. The attack continued, and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire turned slightly before a small phoenix emerged, spreading its wings and emitting a nine-heaven call as it swooped down on him.

Five-colored demonic flames.

Legend had it that Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire could kill immortals. Although Lin Xuan's current mastery was far from sufficient to match it, compared to ordinary fire spells, the five-attribute Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was no less powerful than top-grade magical treasures.

Even a true Golden Stage powerhouse would find themselves in grave danger under such flames; let alone an injured avatar?

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. There was no joy or satisfaction after defeating a formidable enemy.

Too easy.

This was too easy.

If it were a妖族 at the One-Pointed Spirit stage, Lin Xuan wouldn't be surprised by its fall. However, this old ice monster was an avatar of a Golden Stage powerhouse. Its strength was comparable to late-stage妖族, and falling so quickly after such a brief encounter seemed suspicious.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had great confidence in his abilities but not enough to believe he could kill such beings with just a gesture.

His self-awareness was still there.

From this perspective, the scene of killing the old ice monster was too suspicious. Despite the apparent defeat of the enemy, Lin Xuan remained vigilant.

He had turned the tables, but he didn't want that old monster to use cunning tricks against him.

The old ice monster hadn't truly fallen, yet the scene just now seemed all too real. Where could this old fellow be?

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense, but found nothing.

Frowning deeply, he took a deep breath and injected all his spiritual energy into his eyes. Silver light flared in his pupils. Since the spirit sense failed, he hoped that the Spirit Eye Technique would work, hoping that the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes wouldn't disappoint him again.

He then turned his head slowly to look around.

This time, there was a result. A faint shadow appeared on his left side, moving slowly toward him.

The speed was extremely slow, not even leaking any spiritual energy, making it impossible for Lin Xuan's spirit sense to detect anything.

This old fellow was indeed bold and daring. Was he really trying to ambush me?

Lin Xuan was surprised but showed no signs of alarm on his face, instead appearing confused as if nothing was amiss.

"Perhaps... the old ice monster has truly fallen."

Lin Xuan muttered these words into the air. Then, a few sword qi streaked out from his sleeves, slicing through the air without any effect.

This time, Lin Xuan seemed to have given up completely, showing signs of joy at defeating a formidable enemy as he turned and prepared to fly toward the Snow Fox Clan in a flash.

Lin Xuan's acting skills were top-notch. At this moment, the faint white mist had arrived behind him, just over a dozen feet away. Space suddenly twisted, and a惨white claw silently shot out, catching Lin Xuan by surprise. Its target was his heart, and if it hit, he would surely be crippled.

A ruthless old monster.

But there was no blame; they were both in mortal combat and had to go all-out.

As Lin Xuan seemed about to fall, an unexpected scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan's shoulder twitched, and with barely visible speed, he slid forward a few steps.

Even at such a short distance, it was enough for him to evade the ambush. He had already turned his body around.

"Bad luck."

The old ice monster was greatly alarmed. He never expected his movements to have been detected. This boy had deep cunning and powerful magic. He had lured me into this trap.

Furious.

But by now, it was too late to dodge.

Since Lin Xuan had meticulously planned this, he couldn't allow him to escape at such close range. With a wave of his sleeve, a shower of silver light descended. No... wrong. The dazzling silver light didn't fill the sky but seemed to do so from the old monster's perspective due to their proximity. In an instant, the brilliant swordlight engulfed him.

Like a storm, when the swordlight faded, the old ice monster was riddled with wounds.

His face showed intense pain as he couldn't have expected this outcome. Soon, his expression turned to malice: "Little guy, I underestimated you. One wrong move and everything is lost. I never thought my body would fall in your hands. But don't be too happy yet; victory still belongs to me. The true form will extract your soul and refine it."
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This speech slowly drifted into Lin Xuan's ears through the windowless qi.

Lin Xuan frowned and chuckled, "Are you so injured that your nerves are already a bit messed up?"

"What? You think with such severe injuries, you still have a chance to turn things around?"

Unlike before, this time he could clearly see that the opponent’s physical body was thoroughly pierced by his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, leaving it in a state of thousand holes. In such a situation, did he really think he could turn things around and win?

Lin Xuan's combat experience was incredibly rich. If he were in someone else's shoes, even if they weren't at the mercy of others, it would be impossible to reverse his defeat.

Though Lin Xuan had confidence, his nature was always cautious. Therefore, he flicked his sleeves and the Illusory Heavenly Fire shot out once again.

Regardless of whether the opponent was boasting or truly hiding something, as long as he turned him into ashes, there would be no need for further concerns.

Lin Xuan was brave and decisive.

However, Ice Old Monster's face held a sneer.

Facing the Illusory Heavenly Fire, he showed no fear. Instead, he took a deep breath, then his body swelled like an overinflated balloon.

"Bad luck, this old guy wants to self-destruct."

Lin Xuan exclaimed in surprise and moved swiftly as well. He slightly shook his shoulder, deploying Nine Heaven Microsteps, retreating several dozen miles away.

At the same time, he summoned the True Spirit Inkstone of the Azure Dragon. Even at such a distance, with this treasure protecting him, the opponent's self-destruction wouldn't be able to harm him much.

Of course, Lin Xuan's divine sense still tightly locked onto the opponent, ready to prevent any attempt to escape.

However, it seemed he was overthinking things.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed. However, contrary to his expectations, Ice Old Monster’s self-destruction didn’t produce a spectacular effect. The range affected was only about a hundred meters.

There were no hurricanes or light waves. The old monster's body turned into a blood mist that mixed with the earth's cold air, turning the atmosphere within several hundred meters red. Under the sun, it appeared strangely beautiful and eerie.

Lin Xuan felt inexplicably uneasy about the opponent’s fall.

Woo…

A mournful cold wind blew by. According to logic, Ice Old Monster should have already died and gone to the underworld. However, his voice clearly echoed in Lin Xuan's ears: "Little guy, you actually destroyed my body! You wait, I will extract your soul and refine it, making sure you can neither live nor die."

"What…?"

The old monster wasn't dead?

Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found nothing. Using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, he still didn’t discover any anomalies.

He looked puzzled but kept a highly alert expression. Since starting on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless battles, yet this bizarre scene was unprecedented.

No wonder it's the avatar of an old monster who has passed through tribulations. His powers far exceeded those of ordinary cultivators or demons. It seems I underestimated him earlier.

Before Lin Xuan could fully process his thoughts, the blood-red mist began to change. It fell and sank into the ice plain.

Then, all traces vanished; the ice plain remained pristine white.

No more anomalies occurred, as if that old monster had completely disappeared.

However, Lin Xuan wouldn’t think so. This was just a calm before the storm.

Given his nature, he wouldn't be led by the opponent's nose.

He raised his right hand and pointed it forward. The Nine Palaces Momentary Swords hovering in mid-air instantly emitted silver light, transforming into dazzling light that swept towards the front. His target was clear: the ice plain.

Since even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes couldn’t find Ice Old Monster’s whereabouts, these ice blocks that had absorbed blood mist were suspicious. He would first shatter them and decide his next move.

Suddenly, a crackling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears. Although these ice blocks were as hard as ordinary iron, they crumbled like tofu under the sharp edge of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

"Strange, it’s just like normal frozen ice," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression: "Could that old guy have been just babbling?"

So far, he hadn’t seen any means to extract and refine his soul. The only possible explanation was that he lost but didn't accept defeat, babbling nonsense.

While this could explain things, it seemed too one-sided. After all, the opponent was a powerful demon race, not someone who would be bored enough to do such a thing.

Lin Xuan pondered these thoughts.

Before his thoughts were fully formed, something unexpected happened.

The scenery before him blurred.

Lin Xuan frowned and confirmed that he wasn’t hallucinating. Perhaps due to the rapid changes in scenery, a dizzying sensation suddenly appeared deep within his mind.

Lin Xuan was alarmed and quickly took a breath, suppressing this feeling.

However, the scenery had indeed changed. Although the ice plain remained an icy landscape with heavy snowflakes floating around, it was clearly different from before.

For example, the previous ice plain was very flat; there were no ice mountains within hundreds of miles. But now, just ahead, numerous ice peaks of varying sizes could be seen in his line of sight.

Was he teleported to another place or did the opponent use an illusion?

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed and immediately released his divine sense, the silver light flickering in his eyes.

The former yielded no results, but the latter revealed something amiss.

Lin Xuan shouted softly, flicked his sleeves, and a patch of greenish霞卷过，随后化为数十柄利剑，向着前方攒射。

顿时，从虚空中传来一阵连串的爆裂声。青芒和白光交织闪烁，数十口半透明的仙剑映入眼帘。

这些仙剑似乎都是寒冰凝聚而成，但依旧比林轩随手挥出的剑气厉害许多。很快，白光压过了青芒，将后者撕得七零八落。然而这一耽搁，林 Xuan 的九宫须臾剑已飞了回来。

此宝威力非同小可，与冰剑一接触就被轻易斩断。

不过……这攻击是从哪里来的？

林 Xuan 心中想着，左侧却又有古怪的声音传来。他回头一看，原本平坦的冰原突然拱起，仿佛下面有什么怪物。

“这……”

林 Xuan 眉头一挑，正要有所动作，随后就见那冰面突然裂开了。
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The crack was over a hundred feet long, and as one looked at it, they couldn't help but feel a chill. Soon after, a low growl reached Lin Xuan's ears. More than ten demonic spirits emerged from the crack.

These demonic spirits were all凝聚 by cold energy, varying in height, with the smallest being several times larger than an ordinary human cultivator. They had sturdy bodies.

Their entire bodies were covered in ice armor, offering decent defense. As for their weapons, they varied greatly—swords, spears, halberds, and more, encompassing all eighteen types of weaponry.

They charged towards Lin Xuan with great strides.

"Suicide!"

Lin Xuan still pointed his finger forward.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword emitted a sharp light as it pierced the ice crystal demonic spirits in a flurry.

Perhaps these monsters were formidable, but facing the keen edge of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, they truly resembled sending sheep into a tiger's mouth. They soon disintegrated into chaos under its attack.

Their heavy armor was utterly useless against the Nine Palaces Instant Sword.

The battle could be said to have been decided in an instant.

What tricks did the opponent still have up their sleeve?

Before Lin Xuan's thoughts were fully formed, he heard a series of "swoosh" sounds. His brow furrowed as he turned his head towards the source. The already cracked ice surface now had more cracks appearing on it.

Then, in an eerie force, various-sized ice blocks slowly floated up, their numbers increasing rapidly and rotating swiftly, creating a fierce storm of cold air.

Yes, a storm!

The irregularly shaped ice blocks, sharpened to a point, rotated towards Lin Xuan like a wave.

In just a moment, the space before him was filled with these terrifying ice blocks. The hissing sound was deafening, truly astonishing.

Lin Xuan was startled and didn't have time to think. He extended his hand, merging his spirit energy with the primordial qi of heaven and earth, forming a light screen that covered everything tightly.

At the same time, he spat out a ball of five-colored demonic flames, which turned blue upon reaching the light screen and then exploded with a crackle.

Instantly, terrifying azure cold air surged forth, seeping into the light screen. Blue ice layers rapidly spread across it, covering the entire screen. With the assistance of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, its defensive capabilities had significantly improved.

Pops and rumbling sounds intermingled as the various-sized ice blocks approached.

These ice blocks were already incredibly hard, and with their numerous numbers and the amplified power from rapid rotation, ordinary protective treasures might not withstand them.

However, Lin Xuan's approach was to use poison against poison. The cold air from Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire could bring unexpected effects.

Although the light screen surface's ice layer was shattered upon contact, a single hand gesture caused blue light to flow across the ice wall, instantly mending the cracked ice layers as if they had never been broken.

The storm of snowflakes couldn't do anything about Lin Xuan. However, snowflakes continued to fall like goose feathers. When they condensed in the middle, ice spears emerged...

Their surfaces shimmered with cold light.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. Although such things could not harm him, it seemed endless.

With Lin Xuan's nature, there was no such thing as passive defense. But now, his divine sense and Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes couldn't pinpoint the old monster's location.

Unable to find the opponent's whereabouts, Lin Xuan was helpless but unwilling to continue passively. He continued to defend against these varied attacks while extending his divine sense to carefully probe for the source of the attacking power.

But there were no results!

Could he only sit and wait?

Lin Xuan was not willing to accept this.

The blood mist from the old monster's self-destruction had merged with the ice plain, creating such an effect. Could it be that he had already merged with the ice plain, allowing him to control the ice blocks and cold air to attack himself?

These thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind. Although uncertain about their validity, they were worth a try.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan silently extended his hand, sending a spell towards the sky.

Instantly, the floating Nine Palaces Instant Swords moved.

A flash of light revealed them multiplying into three, then doubling again as they continued to multiply.

The area around ten feet wide was filled with silver-shimmering immortal swords, layer upon layer like ripples on water.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan whispered, pointing his finger. The Nine Palaces Instant Swords scattered like fish escaping in all directions.

In an instant, the space hundreds of feet around was filled with flashes of silver light and sword shadows. Countless immortal swords hacked and slashed without any pattern.

Since he couldn't locate the opponent's whereabouts, using such a clumsy method to force him out would suffice.

Even if he had merged with the ice plain, destroying everything here wouldn't allow him to remain unscathed.

The silvery light was like mercury pouring down, truly beautiful. However, its destructive power was unimaginable.

In just a few breaths, the nearby ice plain was hacked into pieces. All the ice layers within hundreds of feet were destroyed, and snowflakes flew everywhere. Lin Xuan felt much less pressure, but he wasn't satisfied. Another finger gesture sent the swords even further away. Soon, rumbling sounds filled his ears as several ice mountains collapsed.

Whether it was a stroke of luck or not, at that moment, the attacks against him stopped.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan exhaled and visibly relaxed.

However, things were far from over. At this moment, the old ice monster's voice reached his ears: "Little guy, do you think such an attack is useful to me..."

Lin Xuan was startled but didn't immediately refute. Instead, he maximized his divine sense. The voice seemed to anticipate this move and was very elusive, appearing and disappearing unpredictably. Even with Lin Xuan's strong divine sense, it couldn't be locked down.

Instead, the voice added a mocking tone: "Little guy, don't waste your efforts. I said I would extract your soul and spirit. If you're wise, submit willingly..."

Lin Xuan pursed his lips. He wouldn't believe such threats unless he was mad!

"Did you think I was just scaring you, Lin boy? In my domain, I make the rules, and you'll regret it."
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What, a domain?

Lin Xuan was certain he hadn't heard wrong!

In an instant, the astonishment in his heart could not be described. It was akin to the tumultuous waves of the sea.

For ordinary Spirit Cultivators at the Spirit Dividing stage, the term "domain" might still be unfamiliar. However, with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge and experience, how could he possibly not know it?

Domains originated from rules!

It is well known that the goal of a cultivator was merely to achieve immortality.

However, achieving immortality wasn't so easy. While pursuing this goal, cultivators also gained the ability to overturn the heavens and shake the earth.

Starting with the simplest Five Elements spells, they gradually learned to control spiritual artifacts and treasures.

With eight stages in cultivation—flexible spirit, crossing tribulation—the leap in power and lifespan at each stage was immense.

Slowly, they would begin to sense the primordial energy of heaven and earth and the rules governing it.

For a cultivator like Lin Xuan at the Spirit Dividing stage, he already had some understanding of the laws of nature, knowing how to顺应 them. Thus, facing cultivators below his own realm, he appeared overwhelmingly powerful.

Hence, the saying that the Spirit Dividing stage was a watershed. With Lin Xuan's formidable strength and abundant treasures, during the Dantian period, he could not withstand an attack from an ancient demon of the Heavenly Corpse Sect at the early Spirit Dividing stage.

He had to use all his wits and clever tricks, leaving behind a trap for the Wind City’s myriads of demonized beings to face the ancient demon. Only then did he emerge to reap the benefits.

Lin Xuan remembered that the ancient demon was already very weak back then. The Silver Feather Corpse King had been crippled, and he himself was severely injured, with his spiritual energy nearly depleted. Yet, despite this, Lin Xuan still could not overpower him. If it weren't for the Time Poison of the Jade Lotus Bee at a critical moment, he might have fallen in that battle.

The ancient demon merely grasped some rules, which to Lin Xuan now appeared clumsy and yet had such power. Thus, one could only imagine the true nature of a domain.

After all, a domain wasn't about understanding rules but creating them.

Indeed, it was creation!

There's a saying: "In my domain, I am the master." Within a domain, all rules are set by the powerful entity that opens it.

Even in a domain, there is no五行相生相克. Everything follows the will of the one who created the domain.

If he wished, water and fire could merge; if he wished, light breezes could become heavy.

Of course, this doesn't mean that magical treasures or Five Elements spells are useless. But unless you're also a domain master, in an enemy's domain, you can only be manipulated.

Lin Xuan understood domains far better than most cultivators and had even witnessed them firsthand. Even a small ball of fur could manifest a flawed but still valid domain.

Facing shapeless monsters, their power was almost beyond comprehension, which explained why Lin Xuan was so shocked by the other's words.

Was this really a domain?

"No."

Lin Xuan quickly shook his head. He couldn't be intimidated by what the other said; domains weren't easily attained.

Due to his extraordinary circumstances, Lin Xuan's understanding of domains far surpassed that of most cultivators at the same stage.

A domain wasn't about perceiving and grasping rules but breaking them within one’s own realm and creating new ones based on different situations for personal use.

This was much more difficult compared to simply sensing and understanding rules.

Who could achieve a domain?

Analyzing the situation over millions of years, the minimum standard was the Tribulation Crossing stage.

Note that this is merely the lowest standard. Cultivators below this stage couldn't even dream about it. Even those with exceptional talent who managed to enter the Tribulation Crossing stage were still far from achieving domains.

This analysis wasn't baseless; there was ample theoretical basis for it.

Due to the small ball of fur, Lin Xuan had read many related texts, detailing such cases.

Tribulation crossing is merely a theoretical threshold for entering a domain. In reality, it's almost impossible.

In both the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm, no one below Tribulation Crossing has ever achieved a domain.

Moreover, the progress at the Tribulation Crossing stage was too slow, unrelated to effort. However, the lifespan of these cultivators was so long that many existed from ancient times.

Compared to other stages, Tribulation Crossers were already rare. And most of them were stuck in the early stages.

Actually, not just the early stages; even those who had advanced to the middle stage with great fortune and depth of blessings hadn't heard of any domain masters.

If one counted carefully, there were only a few domains in all three realms.

In the Spirit Realm: Three Loose Immortals, Three Demon Kings.

In the Demon Realm: The fallen Grand Commander wasn't mentioned. Following that, nine True Demons were also without exception domain masters.

In the Yinsi Realm: The Arhats weren't counted; they were even more powerful than Loose Immortals. The other five kings were all domain masters.

Of course, there were others. Through textual analysis, aside from the two realms with unclear information, in the Spirit Realm alone:

Apart from Loose Immortals and Demon Kings, six actual domain masters existed. Other cultivators who had achieved domains were a few late-stage Tribulation Crossers.

It wasn't that all late-stage Tribulation Crossers could achieve domains; but their chances were higher.

For example, the first flower of the Spirit Realm, Daoist Naelong, if he hadn't been a domain master, would have long perished at the hands of the Holy Ancestor of Ice Soul. Hence, Naelong was also undoubtedly a domain master.

There were still some late-stage Tribulation Crossers.

In the Demon and Yinsi Realms, the situation was similar to that in the Spirit Realm: Apart from True Demons and Yinsi Six Kings, there were still some powerful domain masters.

With these thoughts swirling in Lin Xuan's mind, he was certain the other was just babbling. He wanted to scare him, but he had picked the wrong person.

In all three realms, no one below late-stage Tribulation Crossers could achieve a domain. What did he matter? Just an avatar. Even if it were the original of Elder Ancestor Xuan Bing, domains and him were incomparable; his possession of a domain would be laughable.

A joke or mere bravado—Lin Xuan didn't care. However, the current situation was indeed strange.

Even the Heavenly Wind Divine Eye couldn’t spot any issues, proving it wasn't an illusion. But where was the other hiding? How could he defeat such a formidable opponent and win this contest?!
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Chapter 2512: The Revealed Mystery

Lin Xuan was not in the mood to dawdle here. The situation for his Snow Fox clan against the Ice Bear and Cold Mouse was dire, and he had to return as soon as possible to take charge.

A sinister look appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he thought about this. Above him, large snowflakes continued to fall like goose feathers. The howling wind carried icy snowflakes that converged in the middle, forming a dazzling light. Instantly, it transformed into a five-clawed ice dragon, crystal clear and shimmering with a deep blue hue.

The ice dragon opened its blood-red maw and shot out a beam of light about ten feet wide at Lin Xuan. It then swayed towards him, looking ferocious.

"Die!"

A fierce expression flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he did not move to counter the attack. His Nine Palaces Momentary Sword technique was already in motion, slicing through the ice dragon with swift precision and cutting it into several pieces.

The beam of light was also deflected by his Qi Shield, rendering it harmless.

Though it seemed that this attack had been perfectly neutralized, Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of relief. Indeed, from above, the old Ice Demon's voice echoed, filled with arrogance and mockery: "Little guy, there's no need to struggle. In my domain, you can't win against me..."

Before he could finish speaking, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The severed ice dragon reassembled in the middle, and a complete ice dragon appeared, alive and well as if it had never been struck by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

But this was not the end. Snowflakes spun around from other directions, converging to form more five-clawed ice dragons.

Worse still!

The number of ice dragons kept increasing. Wasn't this endless?

Lin Xuan's brows knitted together as he cast a spell. The sharpness of his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was unmatched, but what use was its invincibility when the shattered ice dragon would soon reappear, seemingly infinite...

Wait!

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brow furrowed as if he had grasped something important.

Just now, an idea flashed through his mind like a lightning bolt. He struggled to recall it, and in that moment, inspiration struck, revealing the key to breaking this deadlock.

Unfortunately, the feeling was fleeting, leaving him unable to remember it clearly.

Lin Xuan scratched his head, his anxiety palpable as he fidgeted, much like an ant on a hot pan.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's opponent continued to attack without pause. Fortunately, his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was incredibly powerful and had reached the realm of spirit communication, capable of defending itself and attacking autonomously. The ice dragons were sliced into pieces, leaving no contest in terms of strength.

However, this stalemate would soon be broken as Lin Xuan chuckled softly: "A domain? What a presumptuous fellow. Such trash doesn't deserve to call it a domain. I finally figured out your secret..."

With his low chuckle, Lin Xuan regained his composure and knew how to break the deadlock.

The inspiration came from that endless phrase...

What in this world could have infinite power?

Even disregarding the lowly Ice Demon, the Three Loose Immortals, the Three Demonic Kings, or even True Primordial Demons—powerful beings who could create their own domains—such a feat was impossible.

Or perhaps, even further, true immortals had limits to their power. They couldn't be said to have inexhaustible and endless energy.

Here lay a critical question: The Ice Demon's body was destroyed due to carelessness, leaving only his soul. Although the demon soul retained some strength, it paled in comparison to its former self.

It was insufficient to maintain this attack. Thus, there was a significant issue: Where did all this power come from?

The answer was simple.

Lin Xuan realized that the Ice Demon must be absorbing the surrounding elemental energy to sustain his attacks.

"Ah, I see!"

After understanding this, Lin Xuan recalled a detail he had overlooked. During their confrontation, while it seemed continuous, the attacks were not as fierce as they appeared. Despite the variety of techniques, none posed any real threat or trouble.

The answer was clear: None at all!

Wasn't that intentional?

Of course not; the Ice Demon wanted to devour and digest Lin Xuan alive. The problem was his insufficient power, unable to support powerful attacks.

Why did he lack the power? Because he relied on absorbing elemental energy rather than using his own essence qi. Thus, in a unit of time, the amount of power available was limited.

The old fellow had set up this trap; under these circumstances, he couldn't defeat Lin Xuan directly but could use cunning tactics like delaying or depleting Lin Xuan's power until...

A clever scheme indeed.

If another cultivator were involved, they might not have seen through it. Even for Lin Xuan, if not for a fortunate chance, he would still be unaware of the mystery.

But now...

The saying goes: know your enemy and yourself, and you will never be defeated. Now that he knew the Ice Demon's trick, Lin Xuan had a way to counter it.

He couldn't help but sneer.

With a wave of his sleeve, several colorful array flags flew out.

Their surface shimmered with elemental energy, clearly not ordinary items. The Five Elements Essence Array flags could serve as treasures and have other uses, such as forming an array to isolate elemental energy.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, flicking his wrist slightly upward. As he moved, the five array flags shot out in different directions.

"What are you doing?"

The Ice Demon's voice echoed, though confident, it was unclear what Lin Xuan intended. Seeing the array flags, he felt uneasy and sent several ice spears towards them.

Attempting to block the array flags.

But his efforts were in vain. The Five Elements Essence Array flags themselves were extraordinary treasures. With a slight application of power, they shattered the ice spears and disappeared into the icy expanse.
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Sigh... The cold wind blew, but there was no change.

"Lin Xiaoer, what kind of trick are you playing?" the icy old demon's voice drifted into his ears. For some reason, he felt a vague sense of unease, an indescribable feeling that gnawed at him.

However, as a cultivator, he naturally had experience with such premonitions. Sometimes they were utterly useless, but other times they could be incredibly accurate. Therefore, when one appeared, it couldn't be ignored; otherwise, the bitter fruit of regret would follow.

In short, facing such a premonition, there was a principle: better to believe in its existence than not.

But while he said this, he had no idea what to do at that moment. After all, the old demon knew clearly that so-called domains were just grandiose talk and self-deception.

But it didn't matter. This boy couldn't penetrate his secrets; ultimate victory would be his.

A moment's carelessness allowed this hateful boy to destroy his body. How could he not extract his soul and essence to satisfy his lingering hatred?

"Ghost trick?" Lin Xuan sneered at the corner of his mouth: "Old fellow, you'll soon see its power."

"Do you want to bluff?" The icy old demon felt increasingly uneasy but didn't want to lose face.

"True friend, do you really think so?" Lin Xuan smiled and raised both hands, drawing strange trajectories in mid-air.

Mystical seals appeared floating in the air.

The icy old demon knew something was amiss and wouldn't allow him to cast freely.

Suddenly, whizzing sounds filled his ears as various ice blocks and spears intensified their attacks. Unfortunately, most of them were blocked by the Nine Palaces Swift Sword, scattering harmlessly. Even a few that escaped were unable to pierce Lin Xuan's defenses.

"Seal!"

Lin Xuan's hands flailed about, pointing another finger forward. As he moved, the character "封" (seal) appeared in his vision.

Then, the inscription of the seal glowed brightly before spinning rapidly and splitting into five.

Silently, it flew towards five different directions.

The path seemed to align with where the array flags had been set up.

---

In the next moment, they vanished into the ice plain.

Silence!

But this tranquility lasted only a few moments. Then, the space within a five-hundred-foot radius began to tremble without warning. A thin yet colorful light barrier suddenly appeared and enveloped the entire area.

The range of this light barrier was vast, extending nearly a thousand feet upwards and covering the ice layer below, completely isolating the region from the outside world.

"What..."

Despite his body being destroyed, the icy old demon's heart still trembled. Was it coincidence or had Lin Xuan already uncovered his secrets?

He leaned towards the former but that was just hope. Their conversation and Lin Xuan's actions clearly showed he had prepared for this; it wasn't a case of luck.

But how could this be? In such a short time, a few Spirit Formation cultivators couldn't possibly have deciphered the secret behind his domain.

After all, though the icy old demon was only an avatar, when he first came into existence, he had replicated the memories of Profound Ice Ancestor.

As a渡劫期妖族 (transcending tribulation spirit), Profound Ice Ancestor's experience was unparalleled. With his cultivation level, countless cultivators envied him, yet he still harbored regrets.

Indeed, it was about domains!

Profound Ice Ancestor spent endless years but could not fathom the mysteries of a domain.

Though he knew that as a渡劫初期 (early transcending tribulation), in this world there were no peers with domains at his level, knowing something and accepting it were two different things. Each cultivator who reached the transcending tribulation stage was a tenacious character, especially those with such long lifespans.

With ample time, he might as well try some experiments.

The result was obvious—failure.

Profound Ice Ancestor was indeed a genius, but among his peers, he wasn't outstanding. Thus, it was impossible to break through the domain barrier.

However, during his study and contemplation, he naturally gained insights that were hard to describe. These insights became the basis for what the icy old demon called his domain.

If Profound Ice Ancestor had been present, such things would be beneath him. But as an avatar, his perspective was different; in his view, it was still acceptable.

Moreover, compared to true domains, this technique was vastly inferior but very practical. Most cultivators couldn't discern its essence within a short time, so it still served as a trump card.

Initially confident about this, the icy old demon didn't expect human calculations to be outmatched by fate when facing Lin Xuan's unpredictable nature. He had actually broken his confidence in his domain.

What should he do?

The old monster was at a loss. At this stage, he was completely helpless.

Lin Xuan didn't need to move; the Five Elements Essence Array blocked the flow of天地灵气 (heavenly and earth qi). In time, the icy old demon would collapse on his own.

Both sides understood this logic, so their mindsets were vastly different. Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry; dragging it out was beneficial for him.

The icy old demon didn't want to sit idly by either.

Though things had reached this point, he knew he faced an absolute crisis. But what of it? He couldn't be tied up and slaughtered no matter how difficult the situation.

He would fight!

Thoughts raced through the icy old demon's mind as he acted immediately. With his remaining power, only the original天地元气 (heavenly and earth energy) in this five-hundred-foot area could be used; it couldn't be replenished, so every bit was precious. He had to make one final attempt.

A long ice spear appeared before him, flying forward at an astonishing speed.

At the same time, several ice shields emerged. If the Nine Palaces Swift Sword intercepted them, they would block the attack. The icy old demon's considerations were thorough, but the Nine Palaces Swift Sword didn't move; the ice spear struck the light barrier without effect. The illusion of the Five Elements Essence Array was formidable.

"Stop struggling. If you're wise, surrender," Lin Xuan said, his tone dripping with mockery!
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The battle had reached a point where the situation could be said to have completely reversed. Even if the opponent were a celestial being descending from heaven, they would now be powerless to turn things around.

Wu...

A cold wind blew past, but the sound gradually faded. Within this five-hundred-foot radius of space and time, the essence energy had almost run out.

Although it was still too early to declare a winner, there was no longer any chance of reversing the outcome from any angle.

"Boy, what do you want?"

After several breaths of silence, Old Ice Monster's voice once again reached Lin Xuan's ears. However, it sounded less wavering than before. This wasn't unusual; after all, hiding also required consuming essence energy, and now his source of power had been blocked by Lin Xuan.

"Hmph."

Lin Xuan's mocking snort entered his ears. With the current situation in hand, why should he bother answering the other party's question?

Old Monster, a formidable figure, gritted his teeth with hatred at Lin Xuan's arrogant attitude. However, he was well aware that his life now hung by a thread, controlled by the boy.

When under someone else's roof, one must bow their head.

To seek revenge, unless he could weather this crisis, making tough talk now would only bring him more trouble.

Soliciting mercy served no purpose; to negotiate with him, Lin Xuan needed to offer something in return.

On the surface, he had lost everything, but Old Ice Monster knew that he still held a trump card unused. Whether or not he could turn danger into safety depended on this last reserve of power.

"Little Friend Lin, how about we make a deal?"

"A deal?"

Lin Xuan stroked his jaw and couldn't help laughing: "Friend, are you so nervous that your nerves have gone haywire? At this point in the game, what right do you have to negotiate with me? To be blunt, whether I let you live or die is entirely up to me."

"You're correct," Old Ice Monster's voice again reached Lin Xuan's ears. Surprisingly, his tone was extremely calm and devoid of any previous anger. This old fellow had adjusted his mindset well; he continued: "But what if I were killed? Do you think there would be no repercussions? How much do you know about my origins? Your avatar has been destroyed, but do you really believe that Elder Ice Frost will turn a blind eye? Admit it, your abilities are indeed formidable and far surpass those of ordinary cultivators. But you wouldn't dare to look down on Elder Ice Frost."

"Old Ice Frost?"

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he heard these words. His gaze flickered uncertainly. Old Ice Monster saw this scene and secretly rejoiced; such a good opportunity should not be missed.

His voice rang out again, no longer wavering but filled with cunning: "Little Friend Lin, we are human and monster, originally without any grudge or conflict. You killed me, gaining nothing in return, only inviting endless trouble. Elder Ice Frost will never let you go. Do you think this is worth it?"

"Hmm..."

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more unpleasant.

"Friend, your actions are not wise. Instead of continuing to fight, why don't we shake hands and make peace? If you spare my soul, I can assure you that I won't seek revenge."

Lin Xuan frowned in thought, his eyes filled with struggle. This was indeed a difficult choice.

Old Ice Monster said no more.

He had already made his point; further urging might backfire.

The principle of overdoing it is counterproductive, so he chose to remain silent.

After about ten breaths, Lin Xuan's gaze suddenly flashed with determination as if he had finally decided. He raised his right hand and pointed forward, seemingly slow but actually quick. A faint crackle sounded in his ears; the light barrier far away opened a crack, about a yard wide. Immediately, the essence energy from outside surged in.

"You can go now."

Lin Xuan's voice carried a tone of helplessness and reluctance.

"Haha, your actions are undoubtedly the right choice. We'll meet again later."

Old Ice Monster was overjoyed. From the ice plain emerged several swirls of dark energy that converged into a creature about an inch long.

"Eh, this is...?"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise as he saw the creature, which resembled a dragon but had some differences.

Jiao!

The original form of Elder Ice Frost was actually a giant jiao (a type of Chinese water dragon).

After revealing itself, it didn't want to delay. Its body flickered with essence light and flew through the crack like a bolt of lightning. While flying, it pondered how to retaliate against Lin Xuan after escaping.

Just as it reached the edge of the crack, an unexpected scene unfolded. A flash of light revealed that the crack had closed, and space rumbled violently. A green claw appeared and lunged downward with incredible speed.

Caught off guard, the jiao soul couldn't dodge; it was grabbed.

He struggled fiercely but to no avail, snarling: "Lin boy, what are you doing? Betraying me for your own gain, aren't you afraid of Elder Ice Frost's wrath?"

"Elder Ice Frost?"

Lin Xuan smiled. "In truth, there’s no need to pretend here. You don’t have to act like a tiger with a lion's skin. It's true that you are Elder Ice Frost's avatar, but your memories and emotions differ greatly from his. You've betrayed him, haven't you? Do you think he would come to your aid?"

The jiao soul's eyes flashed with fear.

"Regardless, I am still Elder Ice Frost's avatar. The saying goes, 'Even a dog must be treated according to its master.' If you dare kill me, no matter what, the old man won't let you off."

"So what?

Lin Xuan laughed and showed no interest in continuing this verbal sparring. With a wave of his sleeve, a spell was fired from his fingertips. The green hand holding him became blurry before turning into a series of green threads that tightly bound him, leaving no room for escape.

Then Lin Xuan reached out to tap the waist pouch, pulling out an jade bottle. He pulled off the stopper and a fierce wind sucked in the powerless monster soul.

After sealing the bottle, he casually affixed aprohibitive talisman (a restriction talisman) on it.

"You foolish creature, do you think I am a three-year-old? Having destroyed your physical form, if I don't root out the problem completely, would I let you go back to seek revenge?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery. Deception is a weapon; playing mind games with him could only end up hurting himself.

Of course, his words were not entirely threats. Even though the avatar had betrayed him, the dignity of a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage couldn't be challenged. Elder Ice Frost might still cause trouble for him!
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Lin Xuan knew this much in his heart.

But what of it?

Finding him was merely a theoretical possibility for the Old Patriarch of Profound Ice. The actual probability of such an occurrence was rather low.

Whether that old monster was sequestered away in meditation or met with some danger, he would most likely be too preoccupied to spare any thought for Lin Xuan. Otherwise, how could these incarnations have generated their own memories and emotions?

From this, it seemed that the Old Patriarch of Profound Ice had encountered a significant predicament. Could he even escape? How much less could he pose a threat to him?

After all, to the Ice Sea Realm, Lin Xuan was merely an outsider who would leave soon enough. Even if the old monster managed to break free, what could he do about it? Would he really chase after him just for face sake and run into the Dragon's Lair Realm?

This was clearly impossible!

Moreover, there were no such coincidences in this world. Lin Xuan had arrived here precisely when that old monster emerged from the Illusory Realm. His foster father, Shang'er’s adoptive father, was also an incarnation of the Old Patriarch of Profound Ice. When he perished, not even a trace of the old monster was seen.

Even if one were to retreat for a moment… Even if the Old Patriarch of Profound Ice did manage to escape and seek revenge out of face, would Lin Xuan necessarily be afraid?

The answer was no.

Facing a formidable opponent, could he not simply avoid it? He had offended the Holy Ancestor of Frost Soul and still dared to venture into the Demon Realm. In the end, he returned safely here.

Could the Old Patriarch of Profound Ice’s abilities match those of Frost Soul? Besides, Lin Xuan was no longer what he used to be; his hands held some precious treasures that could not be easily utilized. Setting aside the Five Dragon Seal for now, Life-Reviving Talisman, Perfect Tribulation Subduing Talisman, and Random Teleportation Talisman were all invaluable in critical moments. With these items, even though he would still have no chance to retaliate against a tribulation period monster, there might be an opportunity to escape.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not ignore the potential threat from the Old Patriarch of Profound Ice but also did not overly worry about him.

With myriad thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves and tucked away the jade bottle. At the same time, the piercing sound of breaking air entered his ears as his treasures and the array flags of the Five Elements Essence Array flew back here.

Lin Xuan’s expression was quite satisfied.

With a sweeping motion of his large sleeves, a fierce wind whipped past, making these originally his treasures vanish without a trace. Lin Xuan then no longer lingered, his body emitting a strong green glow as he soared towards the territory of the Snow Fox Clan.

---

How is Shang'er doing? The saying goes that concern can cloud one’s judgment. At this moment, Lin Xuan truly felt a bit anxious in his heart.

With a deep breath, his speed instantly increased to an incredible level, almost instantaneous teleportation. Returning to the Snow Fox Clan’s territory would not take much effort from him.

Soon enough, loud cracking sounds filled the air as colorful spiritual lights entered his vision. The sun had already set behind the hills, and the vivid spiritual light shimmered in the night sky, even more beautiful than the stars.

But Lin Xuan was not in the mood to admire anything; he flew past like a gust of wind.

"Who is there?" A loud shout echoed as beams of light shot from all directions—east, west, north, and south. Not only were experts brought here, but they had also surrounded the Snow Fox Clan completely. Lin Xuan’s attempt to enter naturally drew the attention of these demonic cultivators.

Thus, someone came to intercept him.

Lin Xuan sneered; he was not interested in dealing with these minor pests. With a sweep of his sleeves, piercing sounds filled the air as dozens of green sword lights swam out from his sleeves.

The demonic cultivators were taken aback but had no time to counteract before they were split apart by the attacks.

These fellows were indeed unlucky; even their appearances remained unclear before they were decapitated.

But Lin Xuan’s troubles were far from over.

Ahead, there were still countless obstacles blocking his path. To enter the Snow Fox Clan’s territory, he had to first break through their defenses.

Compared to human cultivators, demons seemed more fierce. Despite seeing several of their companions fall, the remaining demons showed no fear at all.

Of course, they would not charge blindly to die. Whistle sounds filled his ears as the roars of giant bears echoed in succession. Hundreds and even thousands of low-grade demonic creatures rushed towards him.

"Stupid fellows, do you think these mindless beasts can stop me?" Lin Xuan’s lips curled with derision. He raised his right hand without any additional movements, and a tattered treasure pagoda flew out.

The Ten Thousand Soul Pagoda!

A faint spiritual glow flowed over its surface as it creaked and the first layer opened up. A dazzling white light burst forth from within.

Suddenly, buzzing sounds filled the air as a blood-red insect cloud surged out.

Upon closer inspection, this insect cloud covered the sky, composed of tiny insects no bigger than fingernails. Like a tide of blood, they rushed towards him.

What were these low-grade demonic creatures? Lin Xuan’s insect cloud quickly devoured them. The high-grade demonic cultivators were taken aback; although they had courage, their enemies were too strong. Rushing forward at this point would only be a waste of life, so they hesitated on the spot.

This hesitation allowed Lin Xuan to fly past like a gust of wind.

"Brother Qiu, are we okay for letting our enemies go?" A fat-faced demon cultivator said with some concern.

"Yes, if Wang finds out, he will definitely let us off but will surely punish us severely," another demon cultivator echoed.

"You say that, but the punishment is nothing compared to losing one’s life," the leader of the demons said dismissively. "Besides, the enemy’s strength is probably at the Spirit Transformation stage; such beings are beyond our ability to withstand."

"Hmm, Brother Qiu makes a valid point."

"Yes, yes." The other demons agreed in unison.

---

On another side,

Lin Xuan flew like a flash of wind into the重重包围 of the Ice Bears and Cold Rats. Whether it was restraints or the demonic cultivators using their numbers to overwhelm him, they could not stop him. His speed remained unaffected as he approached the Snow Fox Clan’s territory.

Just then, behind him, black light flashed, and a long spear-shaped treasure encased in heavy demon energy pierced his back from behind at incredible speed.

However, Lin Xuan was no easy target for an ambush; with a swift movement, he dodged to one side. Turning around, he saw an old man dressed in black.

His face showed surprise as if curious about how Lin Xuan managed to dodge the attack.

This person looked no different from human cultivators but emitted clear signs of being at the Spirit Transformation stage through his demon energy. He must be the leader of these demonic cultivators!
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At this moment, the demon cultivator in black was filled with shock and suspicion. His mouth opened as if he wanted to say something, but Lin Xuan had no time for idle chatter.

With a blank expression, he raised his hand, and several silver sword beams shot out from his sleeves like fish swimming through water.

They expanded as they met the wind, fiercely slashing towards the front.

"Die!"

The demon cultivator was suddenly enraged. A divine thought was emitted, causing the surface of his long spear to burst with talisman characters, transforming into a monstrous creature resembling a one-horned python. It opened its blood-filled maw, enveloped in demonic winds, and fiercely lunged forward.

Lin Xuan sneered, ignoring such changes. He casually flicked his fingers, and the sword beams converged, forming an eight-to-ten-meter-long giant sword that appeared out of nowhere.

The spiritual light descended, blocking the approaching python. The silver beams intertwined with black energy, significantly reducing the monster's ferocity as it let out a mournful cry, curling into a ball.

The demon cultivator was greatly alarmed. He never expected this intruder to possess such extraordinary abilities—just a few movements and his treasure had been rendered ineffective.

He decided to retreat. Facing a formidable opponent, stubbornly standing one’s ground would be foolish. With so many on his side, why not hide among the demons to use numbers to his advantage?

With that thought in mind, he immediately acted accordingly. However, Lin Xuan was even quicker. A flash of spiritual light enveloped him as if he had stepped to the left and vanished without a trace.

"Bad move!"

The demon cultivator released his divine sense but found no trace of Lin Xuan. His heart skipped a beat. But he was an experienced combatant, so he didn’t dwell on it. With a gentle flick of his hand, a talisman resembling a feather fan flew out. He grasped it and slapped it hard, releasing a purple demonic fog that obscured his form.

"Stupid," Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed in the air. He raised his right hand, emitting an electric beam.

It was a sharp cone-shaped treasure with flames and arcs of electricity swirling around its surface, clearly indicating its potency.

Despite his confidence in his defensive talisman, the demon cultivator felt some doubt. What if it couldn’t withstand the attack? No one wanted to play with their lives.

He shook his shoulder, similarly employing an extraordinary evasive technique, shifting several meters away instantly to avoid the lightning and fire cone’s impact.

The idea was good, but at that moment, a strange disturbance came from beside him.

"Bad move!"

The demon was shocked. He couldn’t dodge in time. A black ray of fierce energy pierced his forehead, causing blood to gush out profusely.

Though only as thick as a thumb, the ray’s speed and force were astonishing, far beyond ordinary five-element spells.

The demon’s face showed disbelief before turning to hatred and resentment. With a loud “bang,” he self-destructed his body.

This old fellow had impressive abilities, but his heart was truly commendable. Most people couldn’t make such decisions in such a short time.

As he acted, a black demon pill the size of a fist appeared and flashed with spiritual light before flying away towards the distance.

Lin Xuan’s eyes remained unchanged as he knew all possibilities well from extensive combat experience. He had a clear plan on how to handle it.

Without hesitation, he flicked his fingers, emitting a green beam that stretched into a large net, covering the demon pill as it fell.

The demon pill spun but couldn’t break free. A flash of black light revealed an orb of light containing what appeared to be a rat—certainly this demon’s spirit essence.

His face showed panic as he transformed into a black cloud, trying to escape. Unfortunately, his efforts were futile against Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and another green beam flew out, transforming into a giant hand that grabbed the demon soul.

With no time to waste, Lin Xuan casually stored the demon’s soul and pill in his palm before continuing his flight towards the front.

This scene was clear to all nearby demons.

The demon cultivators who had planned to attack Lin Xuan were now terrified, shouting as they scattered like birds fleeing a predator.

Seeing how easily even the distracted Black Rat Senior Immortal fell, their weaker powers made them realize that attacking would be foolish.

Thus, the breakthrough went much smoother than expected. Knowing it was futile, why waste effort?

The demons seemed to have agreed on a show of resistance before retreating behind Lin Xuan. The ice bear and cold rat’s defenses were easily breached as Lin Xuan advanced deeper into the Snow Fox clan’s territory.

Boom!

The explosion grew louder, and the disturbance in the primordial energy was intense, with ominous black energy rising into the sky. Clearly, the demon cultivators ahead were far stronger than those he had encountered before.

Lin Xuan was pleased despite the danger. He feared that if the Snow Fox clan had already been defeated by the ice bear and cold rat, Shang Er might have suffered an accident. Now that the outcome was uncertain, he still had a chance to salvage the situation.

With excitement in his eyes, Lin Xuan’s flight speed increased further.

Simultaneously, he released his divine sense towards the front, revealing everything before him.

It was an open field with flashes of spiritual light and thunderous explosions. Dozens of demonic creatures were fighting fiercely.

While demons could shed their monstrous forms to take human shape after entering the transformation stage, many high-ranking demon cultivators preferred to revert to their original form during combat as it allowed them to unleash greater demonic power.

However, not all high-ranking cultivators chose this path.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over the battlefield. Several groups were in a stalemate. On one side, an elderly man in green robes controlled several immortal swords with grace.

Opposite him was a large black bear.

This demon didn’t use any treasure but had trained his body to be impervious to weapons. Its head and claws could withstand the immortal swords without a scratch.

An in too powerful!
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The rest of the battle was just as lively.

However, on the side of the Snow Foxes, they were clearly at a disadvantage with fewer numbers. Some areas saw multiple lower-level妖修 working together to fight against a single Ice Bear or Frost Rat.

Their situation was even more precarious.

Fortunately, this was the territory of the Snow Foxes. They had the advantage of timing and location, as well as access to array techniques, which allowed them to hold their ground for now.

Despite that, the outcome was clear; it was just a matter of time before they would be defeated.

Lin Xuan had flown close enough by this point. His gaze swept over the area but found no trace of Xiāngér. Where could she have gone?

A hint of anxiety flashed across his face.

After all, he wasn't overly concerned about the Snow Foxes' fate; what mattered to him was that little snow fox with three tails who had been born with such a condition.

Her safety was his primary concern.

Wasn’t she here?

Although Lin Xuan wasn't completely flustered, he did feel some tension at this moment.

Just then, an unwise individual appeared.

A loud roar echoed as a giant bear stood beside Lin Xuan. Its muscles were like iron, and it raised its palm-sized paw to strike Lin Xuan's head.

This was a玄期 peak妖修, but his temper proved too short-lived; he didn't even notice Lin Xuan's level before rushing in for an ambush.

Such behavior could be considered foolish, as the result would inevitably be tragic. Lin Xuan had already been feeling frustrated because he couldn’t find Xiāngér, and this was just asking for trouble.

With a flash of movement, Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

The giant bear's strike landed in empty air.

"Hey."

He looked surprised, wondering if his eyes were playing tricks on him. Before he could think further, intense pain struck his mind.

"What…?"

He lowered his head and discovered that a large hole had appeared in his chest. The妖丹 floated mid-air but was shattered by an unknown force.

"How can this be…"

The giant bear's eyes were filled with confusion as it realized its end. Like the fallen玄期 peak, he had returned to the netherworld without understanding how he died.

Lin Xuan moved on to his next opponent, another Ice Bear. This one was broad-shouldered and muscular but didn't use any treasure; his sheer physical strength could withstand an attack from a peer.

This was indeed a分神期妖族.

However, based on the aura around him, it seemed he had only recently entered this stage.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, releasing several silver仙剑. They converged to form a three-to-four-meter-long giant sword, which slashed at the opponent with great force.

Despite the sudden attack, the妖修 showed no fear of its own body. Only foolish妖族 would waste their innate abilities by crafting treasures; such efforts were unnecessary and wasteful.

He was convinced that peer-level treasures couldn't harm his body. With this belief, he didn’t try to dodge the silver-luminous sword but instead crossed his forelegs over his head in a defensive posture.

"Truly fearless ignorance."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but sneer at such boldness. Even渡劫初期的大能 might hesitate before directly facing an attack from his仙剑.

The power of the Nine Palaces Mustache Sword was well-known to Lin Xuan, so the outcome was clear.

"Ahh!"

In the next moment, a scream echoed as the giant bear's forelegs were severed at the wrists. But this wasn't the end; due to underestimating his opponent, he lost more than just his arms. The仙剑 continued its attack and soon split him in two.

Even with a single exchange, a分神期妖族 had fallen. Although the bear was clearly overconfident, such a result was still shocking.

The change in the battle caught the attention of other妖修. Their duels paused as they turned their gaze toward Lin Xuan.

"Hey, it's you? How did you get here? Where’s Ice Elder?"

High-ranking members of the Frost Rat and Ice Bear clans exchanged glances. They had just seen Lin Xuan leave with the old Ice Bear to face off against each other.

In their eyes, this was akin to suicide; a mere渡劫初期 existence dared to challenge a化身 of a渡劫期大能. Wasn't that madness?

But now, Lin Xuan appeared safely while Ice Elder had vanished without a trace. The shock on the faces of the other妖修 was evident.

Could it be… did Ice Elder lose to him in single combat?

Impossible!

Before their thoughts could fully form, Lin Xuan didn’t waste time with them.

"Where is Princess Xiāngér?"

His voice carried an unshakeable tone as he scanned a nearby old man in green robes. This was also a分神期妖族 but not a Snow Fox; it was a guest expert invited by the clan.

Under Lin Xuan's gaze, despite being of the same level, the old man felt a chill, as if facing someone far more powerful.

"Princess Xiāngér is in the Fragrant Valley."

Although he didn’t know much about Lin Xuan, his words hinted at an alliance with him.

"Fragrant Valley?"

Lin Xuan frowned.

"It's where Princess Yuánkē resides," the old man stammered.

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in green light as he flew toward the distant Fragrant Valley.

Xiāngér, the little snow fox, and the Frost Rat King were not present; Xiāngér was fighting two opponents. Her situation must be perilous.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to waste time here. He raced through the air.

Despite having dozens of high-level Ice Bear and Frost Rat experts nearby, they remained silent in awe of Lin Xuan’s overwhelming power, allowing him to fly away without obstruction.

Their expressions remained blank as he disappeared from sight. Although Lin Xuan arrived quickly and left hurriedly, the morale of the Snow Foxes was restored by this small interlude.

The Ice Bear and Frost Rat experts, along with their guest elders, felt a growing sense of unease.

But until the outcome was decided, they couldn’t leave just yet. After some hesitation, someone finally summoned a treasure, and soon, pairs of opponents clashed again.

"Qīng'er, don't be afraid; I'm here."

On the other side, Lin Xuan raced toward the Fragrant Valley at an astonishing speed!
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Chapter 2518: Six-Tailed Spirit Fox

Soon, they were approaching their destination. In front of them, loud explosions echoed, and the demonic winds and malevolent qi permeated a radius of several dozen miles. It was noon, but Lin Xuan felt a hint of joy. The battle had not ended yet; surely, the little princess was safe.

However, he did not delay any further. His speed increased even more as his divine consciousness spread out powerfully. The surging demonic qi could not hinder him in the slightest. Everything ahead entered his mind.

Various colored lights shot up into the sky, and the explosions and shouts were dense. The battle between both sides was intense; it had reached a critical point. Among them, Princess Xianger revealed her true form. She now had six tails, each one fluttering gracefully as she counted them.

It had been a millennium since they last met. Not only had Xianger grown up, but the number of her tails had doubled. Fox demons' strength was almost directly proportional to the number of their tails. That's why there were tales of three-tailed foxes, six-tailed spirit foxes, and nine-tailed celestial foxes.

In the Spirit Realm, among a hundred races, humans and demons stood out as the most powerful, forming a tripod with the demon lords, who could challenge the Three Loose Immortals. The ruler of the Qingqiu Kingdom was said to be the legendary nine-tailed celestial fox.

Xianger's strength might not match that of the Nine-Tailed Celestial Fox, but her six-tailed spirit fox abilities were formidable enough to surpass those at her level by a significant margin. Otherwise, if another early-stage demon faced Xianger in this situation, she would likely have already been defeated.

Currently, Xianger was facing both Ice Bear King and the cunning Cold Mouse. The multi-armed bear was not mentioned, but the Cold Mouse King was truly an advanced-stage Loose Immortal. Even with a two-on-one advantage, it was reasonable to think that Xianger should be overpowered.

However, she had some advantages on her home turf. For instance, the array formations.

The Containing Fragrance Valley was indeed a significant forbidden ground for snow foxes, as it housed Princess Yuanke's eternal slumber.

"Long sleep," he noted, referring to her state of being ice-sealed by混沌too Yin energy rather than dead. Her current condition was akin to sleeping.

Xianger’s parents had passed away early, and her eldest sister acted like a mother. Together, they were inseparable. After her sister's incident, Xianger was devastated but did not give up hope that one day she could be freed.

However, the odds of achieving this were slim. Still, as long as she didn't abandon hope, there would always be a chance.

For Xianger to escape, she needed to preserve her physical form first. Ice-sealed Yuanke had no self-preservation abilities now. How could Xianger afford to be careless?

The Containing Fragrance Valley’s name sounded promising but was filled with hidden dangers. Numerous array formations were set up here, allowing Xianger to hold off the two formidable opponents.

But their strength disparity was too great. Supporting herself in this battle was incredibly difficult. Fortunately, the multi-armed bear showed mercy towards Xianger, and the Cold Mouse King also wanted to capture her alive. Although they did not hesitate to act, they didn't use all their might. This allowed Xianger to hold out for some time.

Her tenacity surprised the Cold Mouse King. Despite knowing that this snow fox princess had many extraordinary abilities from intelligence reports, he never imagined she would be in such a dire situation at just over a thousand years old.

The thought made him both envious and tremble with relief. He was glad he acted decisively and struck when he did; otherwise, he might have raised a future Great Sage who could surpass him after millennia. The entire Cold Spirit Ice Plain would then be under her control, and as the Cold Mouse King, he would need to bow to her.

This was something this demon wanted to avoid, so he had acted preemptively. Danger must be eliminated in its infancy.

Thinking of possibly snuffing out a future Great Sage here brought him a sense of satisfaction. No matter how good your talent is, the path of cultivation ends here.

However, prolonged delay made him feel impatient.

"Princess Xianger, if you are wise, submit and stop fighting. What's the point? Do you think there’s still a chance to turn things around? Stop being naive; the Snow Fox Clan has shallow roots. Even in one-on-one combat, I am your superior. This time, my brother Bear is by my side, and Ice Lord's strength also counts. Why waste effort here?"

"Indeed, Princess Xianger, submit to me willingly. If you do, I will treat the Snow Fox Clan kindly. What say you? I have many consorts, but a dual cultivation partner position still awaits."

The multi-armed bear swallowed hard, his face filled with eager anticipation. He had long coveted Xianger.

Seeing his wish nearly fulfilled, he looked ecstatic. But he would be disappointed.

How could such a foolish creature submit to Xianger? She didn't even bother talking to him. Six beautiful tails swayed, and countless ice daggers appeared in the sky, mixed with fierce winds, aimed at the two demons.

"Refusing gifts only leads to punishment. It seems you don’t understand what it means to be under someone’s roof."

The multi-armed bear continued his pitying act, but the Cold Mouse King's impatience was evident. Most of the array formations around them had already been broken, leaving little threat. Without array support, how could this female resist him?

A mocking smile appeared on his lips as a large mouse materialized behind him.

This demon practiced secret techniques and seemed formidable. The giant rat’s shadow looked equally imposing, with the same action: a puff of air from its cheeks sent something forward.

Instantly, fierce winds arose. The demonic winds blew away Xianger's ice daggers. !@#
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Chapter 2519: Five-Colored Auspicious Clouds

Soon, the Frost Rat King raised both hands and brought them together in the middle. As he did so, the air around him suddenly seemed to freeze.

Xia Er's movements also became extremely sluggish.

The saying goes that a miss is as good as a mile; in such high-level combat, every millimeter counts. This sudden slowdown revealed a huge gap.

The multi-armed bear's face was filled with smugness. Opening its mouth, it spat out a ball-shaped treasure, which spun and released countless black qi, weaving through the air to form a large net that descended like snowflakes onto Snow Fox Princess Xia Er.

Xia Er was greatly alarmed but had no time to dodge or defend herself. She could only watch helplessly as the net approached within several meters of her face.

"Big fellow."

In this critical moment, an image of Lin Xuan suddenly appeared in Xia Er's mind. However, at this moment, she faced the incarnation of Profound Ice Ancestor and was struggling to survive; how could he possibly have time to save her?

Unless there were miracles!

She truly wished that Lin Xuan would arrive on a bed of five-colored auspicious clouds.

Looking at the descending net, Xia Er's eyes filled with despair. However, she knew that this wish was nothing more than a fantasy.

Before this thought had fully formed, a streak of five-colored light suddenly appeared before her eyes, bright to an almost blinding degree, dispelling the heavy demonic qi.

"What...?"

Xia Er widened her eyes in shock, thinking perhaps she had misjudged.

Then, a silver beam shot out from that five-colored light, like an arrow released from a bowstring, striking the ball-shaped treasure first.

Sizzle...

A soft sound echoed as the ball-shaped treasure, which was originally quite a decent treasure, was easily torn into two halves by this sudden attack.

With the net destroyed, it naturally vanished into nothingness.

The situation had changed suddenly. The Frost Rat King and the multi-armed bear were both shocked and angry.

"Which one of you dare to break my spell!?"

The ice bear king's roar echoed in their ears.

"Dare to break my spell? You big dumb bear, dreaming of eating swan meat, how could you be so shameless here?"

"What...?"

Hearing the other party's mockery, the multi-armed bear became even more furious. Turning his head, he saw a plain-looking cultivator amidst the dispersed five-colored light.

However, this demon's face changed dramatically: "It's you!"

"Indeed, it is me."

Lin Xuan's expression was calm and composed, making it clear who held the upper hand without any need for further action.

"How could you be here, Profound Ice Ancestor?"

The Frost Rat King, always calculating, couldn't hide his surprise. They never expected Lin Xuan to still be alive and well in front of them.

Happiness and sorrow.

Snow Fox Princess Xia Er was already so agitated that tears welled up in her eyes. Big fellow really did arrive on a bed of five-colored auspicious clouds to save her.

Was this fate's will? Was he truly the white knight she had always waited for?

A flash of light, and the beautiful snow fox figure vanished completely, replaced by a thousand-armed beauty.

Xia Er then twisted her slender waist, causing ripples in space. At their level, teleportation was inevitable.

The Frost Rat King and the multi-armed bear did not try to stop her.

With a flicker of light, Xia Er appeared beside Lin Xuan.

A beauty like jade, just slightly pale.

"Big fellow, you're okay."

"Silly girl, I said I would come back."

Lin Xuan's face was filled with tenderness as he smiled warmly.

However, this warm scene was quickly broken by the Frost Rat King's angry voice: "Young Lin, how could you be here? Profound Ice Ancestor?"

"Are you talking about Old Ice Demon? Since I'm here, can't you guess the outcome based on your intelligence?" Lin Xuan's lips curled with a lazy smile.

"You're talking about Profound Ice Ancestor..."

"That's impossible!"

The Frost Rat King's face changed. However, he quickly shook his head. He didn't believe that Lin Xuan could win such a battle; as an incarnation of a Transcending Tribulation being, even a late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator was far inferior to him, let alone Lin Xuan, who was only at the early stage.

This defied logic!

How could Old Ice Demon possibly fall in his hands?

"Brother Rat, don't listen to this brat's boasting. I've fought with him; he and those two kids can never be a match for Profound Ice Ancestor."

The multi-armed bear's roar echoed as it saw Lin Xuan as its rival, making it even more resentful.

"Oh, do you think I'm lying?"

Lin Xuan was not in a hurry or angry. "Let me show you the proof."

"Proof?"

The two demons exchanged glances and felt uneasy seeing Lin Xuan so calm.

Then, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a jade bottle flew out. It looked no different from an ordinary bottle used to store medicinal pills, but it was adorned with a restriction talisman.

"What's inside this bottle?"

Lin Xuan asked without opening the lid, while both demons released their divine senses simultaneously.

The restriction only sealed things; it did not block divine sense. A small bottle couldn't stop the powerful divine sense of a late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator.

"This is..."

In an instant, the Frost Rat King's expression turned gloomy, and the multi-armed bear gaped in shock, almost thinking he had misjudged.

How could this be? That was indeed Old Ice Demon's soul. Although weakened, it couldn't possibly be fake.

Xia Er also widened her beautiful eyes with surprise. She knew Lin Xuan was strong but didn't expect him to dispose of Old Ice Demon so easily in just a few moments.

"Now you understand your situation. If you surrender, I might still treat the ice bear and frost rat tribes kindly."

Lin Xuan's warm voice echoed in their ears, familiar as it was. They had also said the same thing to Xia Er earlier. The风水轮流转, and this retribution came so quickly.

For a moment, both demons almost thought they were dreaming. However, their reactions were different.

The Frost Rat King's face was extremely ugly but remained silent. The multi-armed bear, seeing Lin Xuan as his rival, refused to bow down no matter what.

"You little brat, stop boasting! I'm going to extract your soul and purify it!"

!@#
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The moment the words left his mouth, his figure suddenly swelled up dramatically. The demonic aura surged as this creature transformed into a towering giant bear over ninety feet tall in an instant, with dozens of arms lifting upward simultaneously. Its terrifying roars echoed through the air. The Ice Bear King opened its blood-red maw, and several dark, luminous orbs shot out from its mouth.

After leaving the mouth, they rapidly swelled up to become hammers, halberds, double-edged axes, and eighteen other types of weaponry. Each was abnormally heavy, gripped by his dozens of arms as he charged at Lin Xuan with a fierce momentum.

The Frost Mouse King hesitated for a moment before also spewing out an jadeas desiredfrom its mouth. The surface radiated with spiritual light, and within the circles of light, it transformed into a white-faced, sharp-eyed… mouse.

Indeed, this was just a mouse, but it was over ten feet long and had sharp teeth and claws. In terms of appearance, it didn’t fall short of the mighty tiger.

The shrill squeals filled his ears as the Ice Bear King opened its blood-red maw, spewing out a thick white light column with purple-black electric arcs swirling around it. The power was evident; this wasn’t just an ordinary five-element spell.

Moreover, the angle was extremely cunning. While the Frost Mouse King appeared to be providing support, anyone hit by that white light column would likely fare no better.

The two demons fought swiftly, and Lin Xuan soon found himself in grave danger. However, his face showed not a hint of fear; instead, he sighed softly:

"Stupid fellows, is it only when you see the coffin that you shed tears?"

At this point, Lin Xuan had no intention of wasting words with these two demons. With a wave of his sleeves, a clear ringing sound filled the air as silver light shone brightly. Dozens of pale silver flying swords emerged from his sleeves, moving like dragons in the sky, circling around him.

The moment these treasures appeared, the multi-armed bear felt something amiss. He had seen Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Sword before, but for some reason, a warning signal now permeated his mind.

Most likely, if it were the Frost Mouse King, he would retreat, but this clumsy giant was known for its bravery and ferocity. Given his temperamental nature, he wouldn't show weakness in front of a rival. Thus, after a brief hesitation, he continued to charge at Lin Xuan.

The sighs grew clearer as Lin Xuan raised both hands, tracing trajectories through the air. As he moved, colorful magical techniques shot out from his fingertips and merged with the floating immortal swords around him.

Instantly, the clear ringing sound intensified. Auras of sword light spread across the surface of the Nine Palaces Sword, and an incredible scene unfolded: those sword lights stretched and grew, transforming into dragons.

Each dragon was over seven feet long. Some were wrapped in crimson scales, others in deep blue ones. More surprisingly, as they moved their heads and tails, a sizzling sound could be heard; the claws and fangs of these dragons were encircled by electric arcs.

The first two were naturally Ice Dragons and Fire Dragons, while the last type was a Lightning Dragon.

Water, fire, and lightning—exactly corresponding to the three attributes of the Nine Palaces Sword.

From the scene alone, this technique bore some resemblance to Lin Xuan’s secret art from long ago, the Hundred Dragons Fang. However, the power of this technique far surpassed that of the Hundred Dragons Fang.

After all, the Hundred Dragons Fang wasn’t an ordinary five-element spell; it relied on his own innate treasure. Besides Lin Xuan's strength, how powerful was this treasure? That greatly affected the Hundred Dragons Fang’s might.

The two techniques complemented each other; the more formidable the treasure, the greater the power of the Hundred Dragons Fang.

Lin Xuan continued to wave his hands in the air as he poured more magical energy into the treasures. The evil dragons raised their heads and danced around him, their dragon roars echoing through the air.

But this wasn’t over yet. As Lin Xuan’s hands moved, the dragons transformed into seven each, and the pressure they emitted didn’t diminish at all. They soon covered half of the sky.

The two demons were shocked to the core. At their level, how could they not recognize such techniques? Before even being unleashed, both demons were drenched in cold sweat. But it was too late for them to retreat; Lin Xuan’s face wore a mocking smile:

"Stupid fellows, since you want to perish, let's test the power of my Hundred Dragons Fang first."

With a light shout, the roar of the evil dragons grew even louder. Some spat out flames, while others unleashed endless cold air with their roars. Others raised their claws, and thick lightning as thick as an arm shot down from above.

The scene was indescribable!

Even Xiao Xue Fox, who was just a spectator, felt chilled to her bones. The two demons inside the scene would have experienced it even more intensely.

Feeling the overwhelming pressure, both demons’ eyes filled with despair.

But they were unwilling to wait for their fate.

Roar!

The multi-armed bear’s roar echoed through the air as its already massive figure swelled by over a hundred percent. It transformed into an actual giant bear, and hundreds of tentacles sprouted from its body, like vicious snakes, flailing wildly.

Its demonic aura was also at its peak; a white whirlwind appeared out of nowhere, enveloping his enormous form as it charged forward with incredible speed.

On the other side, the Frost Mouse King reacted differently. He reached for his waist and continuously tapped, releasing several magical treasures in rapid succession. However, none were offensive weapons; they were all defensive items.

The Frost Mouse King’s hands flicked rapidly, and their power was instantly unleashed. Some formed layers of light screens enveloping his body, while others grew to over ten feet wide, blocking him from the front.

Unsatisfied, he also manifested his Dharmic Form, transforming into a giant mouse one hundred feet tall. This giant mouse flashed in front of him, similarly shielding his body.

The two demons faced fierce dragons with different strategies.

What would be the outcome?

The answer was quickly revealed.

In the next moment!

Three types of evil dragons descended, flying up and down, completely engulfing the two demons. The entire sky was filled with lightning, ice, and fiery explosions, with roars echoing non-stop in his ears.

Due to the blinding spiritual light and dense demonic aura, it was difficult to discern exactly what happened.
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The only sound was the continuous explosion, and the fluctuations of primordial qi in the天地 were intense beyond description. This strange phenomenon lasted for a full teacup's time before the flickering spiritual light gradually dimmed. The dark aura also subsided, revealing a massive figure.

Ice Bear King!

At this moment, his dozens of arms still maintained their attacking posture, but they had frozen there in mid-action.

The treasure he held was devoid of any spirit, just like a heap of old iron.

His expression was even more indescribable—there was fear, but also不甘and regret. Simply put, he died with unfinished business, falling to his rival. Naturally, he would be extremely unwilling to accept this.

Wu...

A cold wind blew, and the enormous body of this demon began to disintegrate into sand, dissipating in the endless ice plains.

He had once fought Lin Xuan, but on that occasion, Lin Xuan was merely acting out a show, using only two or three-tenths of his strength, treating him like a clown.

This time was different. Lin Xuan fully unleashed the power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. Thus, the multi-armed bear, who had misjudged Lin Xuan's strength, did not even last one round before tragically perishing.

However, this wasn't the end. Lin Xuan then turned his head to the left.

There were two enemies. The Ice Bear King was now in the Underworld. How about the Frost Rat King?

Another shadow appeared in his sight, but unlike the disintegrated multi-armed bear, the Frost Rat King, though severely injured, still lived and had not perished.

This wasn't strange.

Firstly, his strength was superior to that of the multi-armed bear.

Secondly, after using the Hundred Dragons Fang, Lin Xuan did not immediately attack but instead deployed several defensive treasures.

Careful is wise. The combined effect of these factors allowed him to preserve his life.

However, it wasn't just preserved.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had upgraded to a tri-attribute treasure, and this was the first time Lin Xuan used the Hundred Dragons Fang. Its power far exceeded his expectations.

Despite multiple defenses, the Frost Rat King's predicament was dire due to his haste and proximity. His actions were akin to bracing for impact against Lin Xuan's attack.

Under the might of the Hundred Dragons Fang, although he managed to preserve his life, severe injuries could not be avoided.

One arm had vanished, and his entire body was covered in wounds. His face showed extreme fear as he tightly gripped a jade-like object with his right hand. A round gem floated above him.

The gem was pale green, with faint符文emerging like rice grains. It seemed to be an extraordinary treasure, but what use did it serve now?

At this point, the Frost Rat King had no hope of reversing his fate.

Moreover, he was terrified by Lin Xuan's formidable strength.

One move and both the Ice Bear King and himself were dispatched. Was this guy a Divisive Spirit? If not for knowing that only the Elder Ice could transcend the Tribulation Realm in this world, he almost doubted whether Lin Xuan wasn't some old monster pretending to be weak.

Regardless, his immense power was beyond his defense.

The death of the Ice Old Demon at his hands was no exaggeration; it was true.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, the demon began to beg for mercy.

"Princess Xiang'er, Fellow Daoist Lin, it's all my fault. Please forgive me this time."

When he spoke, the Frost Rat King felt extremely aggrieved. After all, his plan had been flawless—by common sense, the Snow Fox Clan should have been defeated long ago, and he would be the victor. Who knew that their luck would turn so dramatically, with a powerful ally appearing from nowhere to alter the final outcome.

Defeat was not due to any fault on his part.

At this moment, he deeply understood the saying: "Man plans, heaven disposes."

The only emotion was frustration, but what could he do?

In the realm of cultivation, might is right. It doesn't matter who's in the right; the victor is the one with power. Despite all his efforts, he ended up with such a tragic fate.

"Fellow Daoist, it's too late to regret now," Lin Xuan's indifferent voice entered his ears, devoid of any emotion.

"Princess Xiang'er."

The Frost Rat King directed his pleading gaze towards Little Snow Fox, displaying a pitiful expression. However, he miscalculated again; although young, she was the leader of her clan. Since her sister was frozen, it had been her who supported the Snow Fox Clan single-handedly. She wasn't easily swayed by a few words.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was present. The powerful display of his strength left Little Princess in awe, her eyes sparkling with admiration as she obediently stood beside him, showing deference to him.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword floating around emitted silver light, faintly echoing a phoenix's cry.

The Frost Rat King's face turned even paler.

With severe injuries, how could he withstand it? Even the slightest chance of escape was nonexistent.

"Fellow Daoist, I am willing to admit my mistake and offer substantial compensation to the Snow Fox Clan. How about that?" The Frost Rat King said anxiously.

"Humph."

Lin Xuan didn't even bother answering; he was a man who wouldn't shed tears until seeing a coffin. At this point, offering such meager terms showed no sincerity.

Since there was none, Lin Xuan had no qualms about sending him to the Underworld.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan's sharp command echoed in his ears as silver rays shot out like meteors toward the Frost Rat King.

"Fellow Daoist, please spare my life. I admit my mistake. Just let me live, and you can ask for anything; if it's within my power, I will not refuse," the Frost Rat King's panicked voice entered his ears. At this point, he finally realized that his fate was in someone else's hands, leaving him with no bargaining power.

"Better."

Lin Xuan's indifferent voice echoed. With a mental command, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword stopped just a few meters away from the demon. If he had delayed another moment, he would have lost his head.

The Frost Rat King was drenched in sweat as he looked at Lin Xuan with fear. This was a decisive and ruthless individual; before him now, there was no room for negotiation.

A wise man adapts to circumstances. A submissive expression appeared on his face: "Just spare my life, Fellow Daoist, you can ask for anything."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan said indifferently, then waved his sleeve, sending a small, glossy wooden plaque flying out.

"What is this?"

The Frost Rat King's eyes widened with fear as he recognized it. "A Soul Restriction Plaque?"
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Chapter 2522: Snow Fox Clan, No Longer the Same

"Good. All you need to do is hand over one soul and one essence, and I won't make things difficult for you," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears, as if it were merely a trivial matter.

However, the expression on the Frost Rat King’s face was extremely grim. As a late-stage Spirit Divination being, he knew very well how formidable the Soul Sealing Technique was. Handing over one soul and one essence meant handing over his life to the other party, leaving him with no chance of resistance.

In other words, taking this step would turn him into a slave, doomed for eternity. Psychologically, he refused to accept it, but what choice did he have? How could he face the imminent crisis?

What should he do? The conditions were too harsh, yet there was no room for negotiation at this point.

Between death and handing over his soul, how could he choose?

But even with such difficulty, he had to make a decision. Lin Xuan's expression showed clear impatience.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword trembled slightly, the originally dim light now radiating brightly again.

Although they hadn't interacted much, this young man was undoubtedly ruthless. If he hesitated any longer, he would lose his chance entirely.

"Friend, please don’t act rashly. I am willing to admit defeat."

The Frost Rat King's forehead was drenched in sweat as he spoke weakly. Choosing the lesser of two evils, despite not wanting his fate to be controlled by others, it was better than immediate death. There’s a saying: "Better to live with dignity than die dishonorably." Thus, he chose to submit.

"Very well. Hand over your soul and essence."

Lin Xuan's face finally showed a smile.

"Yes!"

At this point, playing mind games could only bring humiliation. The Frost Rat King's face was pale as he spat out two small light orbs from his mouth.

Sure enough, they were the soul and essence!

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and grabbed them mid-air. The light orbs obediently returned to his hands under some mysterious force.

Then Lin Xuan flipped his wrist, embedding a spell into the light orbs and sealing the Frost Rat King's one soul and one essence onto the Soul Sealing Talisman.

"Xiang'er, take this."

Lin Xuan handed the object to Xiao Xue Fox on the side.

"Me?"

The little girl’s face was filled with astonishment.

"Yes. I have a spirit beast. What use is this big rat to me?"

"Big rat?"

Xiang'er couldn’t help but burst into laughter at that term, but the Frost Rat King showed no unusual expression. In light of his future life, some teasing was nothing compared to it.

"But you caught him with great difficulty."

Xiang'er still had a hint of hesitation on her face. The Frost Rat King was late-stage Spirit Divination; he would be an invaluable ally in many ways. This gift was too generous.

"I said I'll give it to you, so there’s no need for such formalities," Lin Xuan said earnestly. "For this rat, it indeed has no use. But if you make good use of him, he could greatly benefit the Snow Fox Clan."

"Alright... Thank you, Brother Lin. I will accept your offer." Xiang'er's smile was breathtaking.

If anyone else had seen her, they would have been stunned. Although Lin Xuan didn’t feel it as strongly, there was a strange feeling in his heart, especially with "Brother Lin." When did this girl become so polite? Previously, she always called him "Big Guy."

But Lin Xuan didn't dwell on it much. There were still many issues they needed to address immediately.

...

Soon, rumors spread from the Frost Soul Ice Plain, causing a commotion throughout the Ice Sea Realm.

First, the Holy Temple stepped forward to clarify that the precious item worshipped by this ice plain’sdemonic race had indeed been stolen before but was now recovered. This wasn’t much of an issue.

After all, what mattered to thedemonic race might be a threat to humans.

But the next few rumors caused great shock among the major forces in the realm.

The three majordemonic race of the Frost Soul Ice Plain—Snow Fox, Frost Rat, and Ice Bear—declared their alliance. They would support each other and look out for one another.

It was well-known that unlike human cultivators, there were no sects or families among thedemonic race; they generally formed alliances based on clans or tribes.

The Frost Soul Ice Plain was vast, home to many ice natureddemonic race. In the cultivation world where the strong preyed on the weak, this situation was even more pronounced. Over centuries, countlessdemonic race tribes had risen and fallen within the plain, some even being completely wiped out. Such occurrences were common in the cultivation world.

The Snow Fox Clan had only settled here for a few hundred years. While they appeared to have no conflicts with the Frost Rat or Ice Bear, there was constant covert rivalry between them.

Now declaring an alliance? Had something gone wrong?

Initially, both otherdemonic race and human sects dismissed these rumors as mere jokes. They were absurdities without any basis.

Whoever had fabricated this story was clearly a bore, boasting without planning, only to be laughed at for their naivety.

However, soon they realized the seriousness of the situation.

The Snow Fox, Ice Bear, and Frost Rat clans quickly took action, sweeping through other tribes in the plain.

In the Frost Soul Ice Plain, these three clans were the strongest. Due to mutual restraint, otherdemonic race could live here peacefully. Now that the three clans had united, who could resist their combined strength?

The situation was stronger than any individual. In just a few months, the influence and territory of the three clans expanded wildly. Previously, they only controlled the heart of the plain; now, after sweeping through smaller tribes, their reach extended to the outer edges, mere thousands of miles from Ming Xue City, where human forces were also present.

Otherdemonic race tribes in the Frost Soul Ice Plain either submitted willingly or had no choice but to leave and seek new lands for survival.

Initially thinking it was a joke, they now realized its reality. Both otherdemonic race and human sects were greatly surprised by what had happened in the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

Thus, they dispatched disciples here to gather information.

The results were even more shocking.

On the surface, it seemed like an alliance of three clans, but in reality, the Snow Fox Clan was dominant. The Ice Bear and Frost Rat followed the Snow Fox’s lead.

There were even rumors that the Holy Temple had announced that Princess Xiang'er would become a holy maiden of the temple. This made the Snow Fox Clan's influence skyrocket. Essentially, the Ice Bears and Frost Rats were mere puppets; Princess Xiang'er was truly the ruler of the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

PS: Another Monday has arrived. Please give me some recommendation votes, thank you all!
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Chapter 2523: Tremendous Impact on the Ice Sea Realm

The feedback of such news left the major factions in shock. Most dismissed it as nonsense, finding it too absurd to believe that even if the Frost Soul Ice Plain's three tribes had allied, they wouldn't have made the Snow Fox tribe their leader.

It was well-known that the Snow Fox tribe had defeated the Crow tribe hundreds of years ago and settled down on the ice plain. Among the three tribes, theirs was always considered the weakest. Moreover, their Great Princess Yuanke hadn’t been seen in public for a century, likely having passed to the underworld. The affairs of her tribe were managed by her younger princess Xiang'er.

Although Princess Xiang'er seemed quite talented, she was still too young. After Yuanke's disappearance, the Snow Fox tribe’s strength had declined instead of risen. They could only maintain their position in the Frost Soul Ice Plain and the Bear Ice Rat, while seemingly friendly on the surface, were actually plotting something else.

Even rumors suggested that some tribes with rapidly growing power in the Frost Soul Ice Plain were already making moves to replace them.

The Snow Fox tribe, barely able to defend itself, had become the ruler of the ice plain. This was clearly not just nonsense.

Even if lying should have a limit, this intelligence was too far-fetched for belief.

Neither demon tribes from other regions nor human sects believed it, considering it mere speculation. Disciples tasked with gathering information were severely punished; what use were they when such an insignificant task couldn’t be completed?

Thus, more clever and higher-ranking disciples were sent to gather the news.

To their surprise, despite great efforts, the results remained unchanged.

This time, the major factions reacted differently. Some fell silent without taking further action, while others still disbelieved it, repeating the scene from before by punishing those unfortunate disciples severely. This time, they didn’t dare be careless and sent the best experts from their sects or tribes to investigate.

They waited eagerly for the results.

These experts indeed had remarkable abilities; within less than half a month, they managed to gather the information.

However... it was still the same.

The reports from the first two batches of disciples were indistinguishable.

This realization made them realize that this might be true. After all, the first batch could have received false intelligence, and the second batch could have been deceived. But as the saying goes, once bitten, twice shy; there couldn’t be a third time.

It was unlikely that all these experts had been fooled.

The only conclusion was that from the start, the disciples’ reports were true but too shocking to believe.

Moreover, upon careful consideration, it made sense now. The Frost Soul Ice Plain was already in an uproar outside its borders; the rumors of the Bear Ice Rat and the Ice Bear becoming vassals of the Snow Fox tribe had spread. If this wasn’t the case, why hadn’t the other two tribes stood up to refute them? After all, such a situation would be disastrous for their reputation. It was illogical for the Bear Ice Rat and Ice Bear tribes not to speak out.

Initially, they believed the news to be false, so they didn’t delve deeper. Now, this analysis made more sense with each thought.

However, as they gradually accepted it, more doubts arose: what had happened in the Frost Soul Ice Plain?

Why could the weakest Snow Fox tribe become its dominant force?

But gathering such information wasn't easy. Fortunately, there were always brave souls willing to take on high rewards. Major factions offered substantial bounties, and many talented disciples, driven by profit, risked venturing into the heart of the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

However, they didn’t actually enter the depths; a few miles in, they encountered powerful demon cultivators.

Previously, demons in the Frost Soul Ice Plain were numerous but had their own territories. Now, with the Snow Fox tribe as a dominant force, other tribes had submitted, significantly expanding their influence to the ice plain's edges.

Thus, those seeking rewards met high-ranking demon cultivators or were attacked by lower-ranked beast creatures, most of whom perished. Only a few lucky ones managed to escape.

This news caused everyone to take notice. However, with the Snow Fox tribe’s momentum, and considering these disciples had entered the ice plain first, major factions reluctantly accepted it despite their anger.

Unable to gather accurate information, they could only observe, quietly restraining their disciples from provoking the Snow Fox tribe.

However, no wall is completely sealed; news of many talented disciples dying in the Frost Soul Ice Plain spread quickly throughout the entire Ice Sea Realm.

Thus, the Snow Fox tribe gained more fame. Those who had secretly entered to hunt beasts were forced to abandon such plans and seek other places for their hunts.

Various rumors abounded, making it nearly impossible for human cultivators to venture there.

But was the Frost Soul Ice Plain truly a forbidden land for cultivators?

The answer was no.

Snowflakes danced in the air as Lin Xuan walked with his companion through the snow. "Brother Lin, traveling to the Ethereal Immortal Palace is fraught with danger; you must be cautious."

At one corner of the Frost Soul Ice Plain, a young man and woman strolled among the falling snow. The young woman earnestly advised him.

Her features were exquisite, exuding unparalleled charm. If anyone else saw her here, they would immediately recognize her as Princess Xiang'er of the Snow Fox tribe.

The Snow Fox tribe’s power had surged recently, making Princess Xiang'er one of the most discussed figures in various factions. As a princess and a saint, she was the undisputed leader of the Frost Soul Ice Plain. A mere flick of her finger could shake the entire cultivation realm within a million miles.

By unifying the demon tribes on the ice plain, their strength had been consolidated into a formidable force. While not the top power in the region, the difference between them and the Frost Soul Ice Plain was minimal.

Yet, this proud and mysterious Snow Fox princess now walked beside a young man like a little girl.

Clearly, it was Lin Xuan who received such favor.

With Ice Old Monster’s demise and Multi-Armed Bear's soul scattered, even the Ice Rat King had met his end. Although he managed to save his life, he became Princess Xiang'er's servant. With Lin Xuan showcasing his strength again, he easily resolved the Snow Fox tribe's crisis, inadvertently becoming their leader in the Frost Soul Ice Plain. His contributions were invaluable.
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Chapter 2524: Ethereal Nine Immortal Pills

Xiang'er naturally viewed Lin Xuan with a different eye.

Now, human cultivators dared not easily venture into the Frost Soul Ice Plain; even the outer regions of two or three hundred miles had become forbidden zones. Ordinary cultivators who came here almost always met their end.

However, for Lin Xuan, there was no danger at all. He was a guest in the Snow Fox Clan.

There were even rumors that Princess Xiang'er, having recently ascended to the status of Immortal Female among the妖族, frequently paired up with him.

Of course, these were just rumors; the exact truth could not be revealed to outsiders.

But one thing was certain: during Xiang'er's consolidation of the ice plain’s妖族 forces, Lin Xuan had made significant contributions. Otherwise, even with the Frost Rat King as a servant, it would have been impossible for him to consolidate so many妖族 tribes within such a short time.

However, Lin Xuan’s formidable strength provided great assistance. Xiang'er was both moved and reluctant towards him. Her sister's wish to become the dominant force in the Frost Soul Ice Plain had finally come true.

Thinking of Yuanke, Xiang'er felt both sorrow and joy.

The sorrow stemmed from her sister still being trapped within that玄冰 by混沌Taiyin energy. The joy came from Lin Xuan’s promise that he could find a way to melt this ice so that her sister could see the light again.

At first, the young princess hardly believed what she was hearing. Over these hundred years, she had tried countless methods without success.

Xiang'er knew well about the origin of混沌Taiyin energy; even the Immortal Elder Ice Old Master, who had passed through the Tribulation Period, could do nothing against it.

Although Lin Xuan was formidable, could he really dissolve this substance?

Despite her doubts, she half-believed him. Until Lin Xuan demonstrated with his own hands…

That seemingly eternal ice truly melted away a corner. Xiang'er’s beautiful face lit up with joy.

How could she not be happy?

As the elder sister, since Father's passing, she had raised her from a young age; their bond was far deeper than that of ordinary sisters. More than reviving the Snow Fox Clan, Xiang'er hoped for her sister to see the light again. Now, both wishes would come true.

It felt even more wonderful in dreams.

---

Xiang'er’s joy was evident. However, good things often have a twist. According to the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique, there indeed existed a method to melt this ice; but now it couldn’t be done.

The reason? Yuanke had been trapped for over a hundred years. If they were to casually dissolve the混沌Taiyin energy’s ice, Yuanke would almost certainly not withstand it and return her soul to the underworld.

That would turn saving her into harming her.

They needed to plan carefully. Fortunately, Xiang'er had long prepared for this issue; after all, she hadn’t stopped trying to save her sister over these hundred years. She had also considered how to ensure her safety once the ice melted. All that was needed was a "Ethereal Nine Immortal Pill."

However, obtaining such a pill and having Princess Yuanke take it would certainly guarantee her survival and quick recovery.

"Brother Lin, perhaps I should come with you on this journey," the young princess’s eager voice entered his ears.

"Can you leave me?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"That..."

Xiang'er frowned slightly and fell silent.

The various妖族 tribes in the Frost Soul Ice Plain had just been consolidated; while they outwardly submitted, many harbored secret intentions. If she left now, who knew what would happen?

---

Although young, Xiang'er understood these principles well.

"Brother Lin, you must be careful."

"I have it under control."

Lin Xuan wasn’t overly concerned about this journey. Even without considering Yuanke’s sake, he had originally planned to visit the Ethereal Immortal Palace. He was very interested in composite puppets and naturally wanted to see them.

"For Xiang'er, please keep an eye out for spirit-awakening rare herbs," Lin Xuan turned his head and added.

"Alright, I understand. Brother Lin, you can rest assured; next time you return, there will be something to show for it."

"Good, then I’ll go."

Lin Xuan wasn’t one to dilly-dally. As he spoke, a green glow enveloped him, transforming into a dazzling streak that shot towards the sky.

A few days later, an imposing ice city appeared before his eyes.

Built against the mountains, towering over a thousand feet high, it exuded an impressive aura from afar.

Lin Xuan slowed down and landed in an unoccupied area. He then employed a technique to conceal his cultivation level, making him appear as just another dōngxuān Period cultivator. After days of travel, he finally returned to Bright Snow City.

This was the closest human city to the Frost Soul Ice Plain; it was from here that Lin Xuan and several treasure hunters had set out initially.

Revisiting this place, everything in Bright Snow City seemed unchanged. However, the scrutiny at the entrance was much stricter than before, and the number of cultivators had increased by nearly half compared to his last visit.

Most were not low-ranking scattered cultivators; they were mostly above dōngxuān Period, with some even near the Separation stage.

Lin Xuan wasn’t overly surprised. The anomalies in the Frost Soul Ice Plain had left all major and minor forces in the ice sea area astonished. Although they no longer sent disciples deep into the heart of the plain after losing their elite disciples, they couldn't simply ignore it either. Thus, Bright Snow City, as the closest human stronghold to the Frost Soul Ice Plain, naturally attracted cultivators from all directions.

Lin Xuan entered the city without drawing any attention. He deliberately circled around and entered from another direction so that no one would know he had returned from the Frost Soul Ice Plain.
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Chapter 2525: Boundless Sea and Ethereal Immortal Palace

The number of cultivators had increased significantly, making Mingxue City more bustling than before. However, this had little to do with Lin Xuan.

He walked directly towards a building called "Instantaneous Pavilion" in the city.

Instantaneous Pavilion was named after its ability to teleport over a thousand miles within an instant. It housed several teleportation arrays, which justified its name.

When Lin Xuan first arrived at this place, he had stayed for some time in Mingxue City but hadn't visited Instantaneous Pavilion. Nevertheless, he knew the general location of it.

According to the rules of the Immortal City, there were naturally restrictions on air travel here. Although these had no effect on Lin Xuan, he didn’t want to cause a stir and thus summoned a carriage with a simple wave.

"Take me to Instantaneous Pavilion."

After saying this, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and rested, wearing an expression of extreme indifference.

The driver was a low-rank Flexible Spirit Period cultivator who earned a little bit of crystal stones from such trips. Seeing the profound power emanating from Lin Xuan’s body, he recognized him as a senior expert and thus did not dare to say much more. He obediently drove towards Instantaneous Pavilion.

Half an hour later.

"Senior, we have arrived."

The driver's cautious voice reached his ears.

Lin Xuan raised his head and saw before him a magnificent building adorned with gold, covering several acres of land. It was grand and imposing. A golden plaque above the entrance read in flowing script: Instantaneous Pavilion.

"Alright."

Nodding, Lin Xuan showed satisfaction on his face. He waved his sleeve, and two red crystal stones flew out. The driver quickly caught them.

"Middle-grade crystal stones, and they are fire-type."

The cultivator was delighted. Usually, he would only get five or six lower-grade crystal stones from such a trip. This senior was cold but generous with his money. Before he could thank Lin Xuan, the latter had already entered Instantaneous Pavilion.

In contrast to its grand exterior, the interior was much more intricate and refined.

Lin Xuan had just stepped inside when he heard the sound of approaching footsteps. A young woman in a light green robe approached him gracefully.

Bowing slightly, she said with a gentle smile: "Greetings, senior. I wonder where you wish to be teleported? Is there anything my servant can assist you with?"

Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings and noticed that only high-ranking cultivators like himself were greeted by such service. Other cultivators could only envy but not envy.

"I need to go to the Ethereal Immortal Island."

Lin Xuan spoke emotionlessly.

The Ice Sea region, whether in terms of territory or power between human and demon races, was far less than Naelong Region. However, it was no small matter. The exact size was difficult for ordinary cultivators to determine.

And the largest sect in this region, Ethereal Immortal Palace, was said to be located deep within the Boundless Sea.

The name "Boundless Sea" suggested its vastness, dotted with countless islands. While Ethereal Immortal Island might not have been the largest, it was undoubtedly the most famous because Ethereal Immortal Palace resided there.

Apart from being one of the largest sects among humans, the technique for crafting composite puppets attracted many cultivators who were eager to obtain such a puppet. In critical moments, its combat power could save your life.

Thus, many cultivators sought it out.

However, few succeeded in their quest.

Firstly, the price of composite puppets was exorbitant; ordinary cultivators couldn’t afford them and could only envy from afar. Secondly, even if one had a substantial wealth, such beings required high cultivation levels that ordinary composites couldn't match.

But Ethereal Immortal Palace wasn't willing to sell genuine items either.

Nonetheless, the number of cultivators traveling there every year was still considerable. Even if they didn’t get what they wanted, gaining knowledge and broadening their horizons had its benefits.

Hearing Lin Xuan’s destination, the young woman did not show much interest but sighed apologetically: "I’m sorry, senior. Our city's teleportation array doesn't lead directly to Ethereal Immortal Island. Perhaps I can find a nearby area for you and we can teleport several times."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly recovered. With his extensive knowledge, he knew that teleportation arrays weren’t omnipotent; one couldn’t go anywhere they wanted. Each array required significant resources to establish, so multiple stops were often necessary.

This reduced the number of arrays needed but had its drawbacks. Not only was it inconvenient for transfers, but each teleportation cost more crystal stones than a single trip, which many cultivators found troublesome.

However, this wasn’t an issue for Lin Xuan with his substantial wealth. He could afford to teleport however he pleased.

Seeing no objections from Lin Xuan, the woman led him into a room where two other cultivators of Core Formation Stage were present. They greeted him respectfully.

After paying a large sum of crystal stones, Lin Xuan activated the array. The light glowed as he disappeared in a whirring sound.

...

The rest of the journey was unremarkable. After repeated teleportations, on this day, Lin Xuan finally approached his destination.

He didn’t reach it but rather got close because during his last teleportation, he was informed that the famous Ethereal Immortal Island did not have any teleportation arrays.

This result left Lin Xuan speechless and somewhat doubtful, but regardless, there was no need to delve deeper. He was already near his goal.

The final island, though far from comparable to Ethereal Immortal Island, still had many cultivators living on it. Lin Xuan bought a map of the sea in the market and released his flying artifact, quickly disappearing into the depths of the vast ocean.

Legends said that there were numerous monsters in the Boundless Sea, especially deep within it. However, this journey was smooth as the area covered several million miles belonged to Ethereal Immortal Palace’s territory. How could they allow demon races to thrive unchecked? The original inhabitants had either been hunted or migrated elsewhere!

Thus, he encountered only ordinary sea creatures and no demons during his flight. He did come across a few disputes between cultivators but stayed out of it.

The most amusing incident was when some unobservant cultivators tried to provoke him. The outcome was predictable: "No provocation, no retaliation." But anyone who dared to provoke Lin Xuan would face dire consequences.

Amidst the vast and endless sea, the scenery was magnificent, especially at sunrise which was particularly beautiful. However, after a fortnight of flying, he finally saw an enormous island ahead!
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Chapter 2526: Blood Toad Sage

The Vague Immortal Island. Uploaded by a user.

As the largest sect in this world, the main base of the Vague Immortal Palace, this island's area was not necessarily the largest among all islands in the Boundless Sea, but it certainly ranked high, leaving no doubt about that.

Hundreds of miles away from the island, Lin Xuan already sensed the abundant spiritual energy rushing towards him. According to legend, there was only one spirit vein on Vague Immortal Island, yet it branched out like a tree, covering the entire island. The main base of the Vague Immortal Palace naturally stood atop the primary branch of this spirit vein. However, even the tributary branches still possessed spiritual energy of non-trivial quality, which was why so many cultivators came to admire its beauty.

Now that Lin Xuan had not yet stepped onto the immortal island, the nearby sea was already devoid of any beasts. In the sky, spiritual light flickered everywhere. Streaks of dazzling light, trailing colorful tails like meteors, pierced through the azure expanse. On the surface of the sea, small boats dotted the waters, revealing various wooden vessels.

With Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, such a scene was unprecedented. He couldn't help but release his divine sense to scan the sea surface curiously.

Soon, he raised his head with a slight smile on his lips. His worries were unfounded; these wooden boats, though of different designs, were merely ordinary fishing vessels driven by common folk.

By the sea, people could fish freely without fear of beasts. The Vague Immortal Island surrounded by water for hundreds of miles had no trace of such creatures, allowing commoners to fish at will.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan ignored the sails on the green waters and input some spiritual energy into his feet, maneuvering the spirit boat towards a nearby port.

While cultivators could fly in the sky, theoretically, any point on the island could be accessed. However, reality was different; it was impossible to enter or leave without permission.

After all, this wasn't an uninhabited wilderness but the main base of the Vague Immortal Palace. Although outsiders were allowed entry, they couldn't afford to ignore precautions entirely.

Despite its strength, the Vague Immortal Palace wouldn't treat any hero as insignificant. The principle that a guest's bed was not another's sleeping ground would be well understood by its cultivators. Therefore, apart from designated docks, no other areas permitted entrance or exit.

Those places were all under禁制 (prohibitions) and traps. Even if one’s strength was formidable enough to bypass the prohibitions, they couldn't remain undetected for long. Once discovered, such intruders would be considered a threat to the Vague Immortal Palace and hunted down by its cultivators.

Of course, despite these rules, some high-minded individuals disregarded them.

About twenty years ago, there was a figure known as "Blood Toad Sage," a魔道 (dark sect) cultivator who casually chose an entry point into the island.

This person was a mid-stage 分神 (Divine Transformation) cultivator with formidable dark arts. Given the island's vastness and the Vague Immortal Palace's wealth, it wasn't practical to set up high-level arrays everywhere.

Consequently, this dark sect sage treated the prohibitions as nothing; mere禁制 couldn't contain him. He broke through the barriers and ventured deep into the island’s interior.

However, he didn’t know that while these prohibitions posed no challenge for him, they simultaneously planted tracking禁制 (prohibitions) on his trail.

Before long, Vague Immortal Palace law enforcement cultivators sought him out.

Since this person was a mid-stage 分神 existence, ordinary enforcers couldn't handle him. Instead, he managed to extract souls and refine essences from several unfortunate individuals. This act of defiance in the palace's domain drew unwanted attention. While daring enough, his actions were ultimately tragic.

Ordinary disciples could do nothing about it, but powerful elders intervened. Several attacked him simultaneously, and this Blood Toad Sage met a gruesome end, with his soul captured as well. The details of the punishment remained unknown to outsiders, but it was likely more severe than ordinary soul extraction.

Lin Xuan heard this story secondhand, but he deduced that it wasn't an idle rumor; the account was vivid and credible, probably true in over 80% of its description.

Regardless, Lin Xuan had no interest in following in his footsteps. He preferred a low-key approach, avoiding unnecessary trouble by entering through designated docks instead of trying to force entry.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan approached the nearest dock. He retracted his spirit boat and descended like any other cultivator.

Given the many people coming and going, there were numerous access points, even segregated according to cultivation levels.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept across the scene, noting that the range of levels included from Flexible Spirit Period to Divine Transformation.

Lower-level cultivators used more pathways, which were more abundant but still busy. Higher-level paths saw fewer users; only a few at the元神出窍 (Soul Leaving Body) stage and none at the Divine Transformation stage.

While there weren't any high-stage cultivators entering during this time, it was just that no one of such level happened to be present here.

Each cultivator had to pay a certain amount of crystal stones upon entry. However, those above the Separation Stage (合气) were free.

There was also an exception: commoners could enter and exit without any checks. In the eyes of cultivators, ordinary people were mere ants, so they didn't need to be overly concerned.

Noticing this, Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly but he didn’t overthink it. He casually flew towards a nearby path.

The process was smoother than expected; two guards at the entrance greeted him with pleasant smiles and even offered some flattery before allowing his passage.

This ease left Lin Xuan speechless. His prepared excuses were now useless, but that was still better.

Most of Vague Immortal Island lacked禁空 (prohibitions on flying), given its vast size. Restricting cultivators from flying would have been too inconsiderate.

After leaving the dock, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and soared through the sky. Although he couldn't see the entire island, his powerful divine sense encompassed a large area.

What he saw were mostly forests covering the land. Mountains rose and fell under lush greenery. There were also some flatlands and lakes, along with wetlands and marshes in between.

In the distance, there seemed to be rolling hills extending into the sky, shrouded by clouds.

Of course, that was an illusion due to the distance. Nonetheless, Vague Immortal Island truly encompassed various terrains and landscapes.
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Chapter 2527: Nine Immortal Market

Subsequently, Lin Xuan's gaze fell on a cluster of buildings about several hundred miles ahead. Due to the great distance, all the pavilions and terraces appeared as tiny as grains of rice.

It seemed like a market district, though not particularly large in size, it should still provide some useful information he needed.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, thinking thusly, before transforming into a streak of light that flew past.

A mere several hundred miles was nothing for Lin Xuan's current speed. However, upon landing at the market district, it caused quite a stir.

Although he had deliberately suppressed his spiritual pressure, some still leaked out.

Thus, the cultivators who sensed this were all dumbfounded. Many with lower cultivation levels even directly fell to their knees.

It wasn't that Lin Xuan's spiritual pressure had pressed them down; they were simply too shocked or frightened into submission.

Lin Xuan felt a bit awkward.

Indeed, his arrival here was somewhat out of place. He hadn’t seen clearly enough earlier. Although this market district wasn't small, it was obviously suited for lower-stage cultivators—mostly at the Foundation Establishment and Core Condensation stages—with only a few at the Core Formation stage. No wonder so many cultivators were surprised to see him.

"Go on with your business."

Lin Xuan coldly snorted, his voice carrying an aura of authority that didn't need to be angry. Given his personality, he naturally disliked being surrounded by so many cultivators.

"Yes, yes, junior disciples understand," the cultivators responded like they had been struck by a bolt from the blue. How dare they provoke such beings? They obediently disappeared.

Lin Xuan then entered a nearby shop.

The shopkeeper was equally apprehensive. He had been doing business here for over a hundred years and had only received guests of the highest cultivation level, an Advanced Core Formation stage cultivator at most. This person before him was unfathomable, but his realm disk indicated he was a Profound Origin Stage expert.

Realm disks were common magical artifacts in the spiritual world; their names might differ, and their appearances could vary slightly, but their effects were generally similar.

Due to the vast difference in cultivation levels, low-stage cultivators couldn't determine the exact stage of higher-stage beings with their divine senses. However, this artifact allowed them to easily discern it.

Now that his realm disk showed Lin Xuan as a Profound Origin Stage cultivator, it was no wonder the shopkeeper trembled all over.

...

In just half a cup of tea time, Lin Xuan left the shop and continued flying towards an extremely distant place in the sky. With his wealth and strength, such a small market district held nothing that caught his eye.

Thus, he merely asked a few casual questions and inquired about what he needed before leaving the area.

The small market district quickly returned to its usual calm.

Above the sky, however, a dazzling streak of light appeared. Lin Xuan held an jade pupil in his hand, engraved with a map of the Immortal Island.

It was extremely detailed. Lin Xuan now flew towards the Nine Immortal Market as described within.

The Nine Immortal Market was the largest among the island's eighty-one market districts.

At the same time, it was also the most bustling, directly managed by the Vague Immortal Palace. It had the widest variety of goods, and most of its patrons were high-stage cultivators above Core Formation stage, even some Great Powers at the Spirit Separation stage.

This wasn't because low-stage cultivators didn’t want to go there.

Even if they couldn’t afford the treasures listed within, gaining knowledge was still beneficial. The problem was that unlike other market districts, entering this Nine Immortal Market required qualifications. These weren't based on cultivation levels but rather a hefty payment of crystal stones.

In other words, as long as one could pay a large sum for entry fees, even a novice at the Flexible Spirit stage could freely enter. Otherwise, even Great Powers at the Spirit Separation stage would be turned away.

Of course, this was theoretically true; in practice, everyone knew that a cultivator's wealth generally correlated with their strength. How could a Great Power not afford such an entry fee? The low-stage cultivators who entered were all significant figures in origin.

Lin Xuan’s purpose here wasn’t to buy goods from the market but to plot for the Vague Immortal Palace’s treasure.

However, obtaining the Vague Nine Immortal Pill was no easy feat. It was said that even within their own sect, only a few remained. In the past, there had been cultivators seeking it, but they were turned down regardless of what precious treasures they offered.

In other words, the path to acquiring this pill through trade was blocked.

The remaining option was to take by force or cunning. While easy to say, the Vague Immortal Palace was the largest power in the world. Although there weren’t any old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage within the sect, it was rumored that a combination puppet’s strength equaled that of a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator.

Moreover, even without this artifact, Lin Xuan had no chance against them. No matter how arrogant he was, he didn’t believe he could single-handedly challenge the entire Vague Immortal Palace with just one person.

That wasn't bravery; it was madness.

Thus, a long-term plan was necessary.

As the saying went: know your enemy and yourself, and you will never be defeated. This matter couldn’t be rushed; he needed to gather intelligence first before seizing an opportunity. Lin Xuan’s purpose in visiting this market district was to gather more information nearby.

After all, the Nine Immortal Market was managed by the Vague Immortal Palace, with many of their disciples and apprentices present. Information from them could be useful.

This was his primary goal. The second one was to blend in with local customs. Lin Xuan had a strong interest in combination puppets as they were the highest standard market district on the entire immortal island. He intended to purchase some combination puppet parts here.

His purpose was clear, and soon, a vast cluster of buildings came into view, far larger than the previous market district by several hundred times.

The market also had anti-air restrictions above it. Lin Xuan landed and paid a large sum at the entrance. It wasn’t cheap; while not significant to him, it would make ordinary Core Formation cultivators feel heartache for quite some time.

After entering through the entrance, he saw various buildings with unique designs, some even floating in midair.

However, his gaze swept across them, and Lin Xuan’s expression turned surprised. These shops were all selling spiritual pills and medicines.

Lin Xuan furrowed his brows before casually entering a shop. A cultivator dressed as an attendant hurried over to greet him.

"Salutations, senior. Please ask what you wish to purchase. I will do my best to serve you."

"I have a question for you," Lin Xuan said in a calm voice.

"Senior, please speak. I will not withhold any information," the attendant replied.
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Chapter 2528: Wind Listening Pavilion

After a stick of incense, Lin Xuan emerged from the unremarkable shop with a satisfied expression on his face, no longer showing any doubts.

Although the shopkeeper's cultivation was negligible, he had been doing business here for decades. He knew everything about Nine Immortals Market inside out, making it easy to answer Lin Xuan’s questions without much effort.

It turned out that this market held immense significance; not only was it the largest on Drifting Cloud Island, but it could be considered one of the most important markets in the entire Boundless Sea cultivation realm. The scale was staggering—filled with countless treasures and an uncountable number of shops.

No one knew exactly how many there were, not even the administrators at the Ethereal Immortal Palace who managed this place.

This sounded unbelievable, but it wasn't an exaggeration. Due to its vast size, some shops would inevitably close down or change hands daily, while new ones opened almost as frequently.

With so many shops, if they weren’t organized, newcomers might struggle to find what they wanted. The Ethereal Immortal Palace didn’t allow this; they meticulously planned the layout of the market, grouping similar shops together for convenience.

The entire market was divided into nine regions. Lin Xuan now held a jade cylinder in his hand and began to immerse his divine sense within it.

Inside the jade cylinder lay a map of the market. The shopkeeper from the spirit herb store had handed this to him just moments ago.

This situation left Lin Xuan speechless; such a large market required a map. He had traveled to many places with extensive knowledge, but he had never heard of needing one before.

However, based on all the signs, Nine Immortals Market truly held something extraordinary. This also gave Lin Xuan a new appreciation for the Ethereal Immortal Palace’s power.

As they say, you can judge a book by its cover; controlling such a market was no ordinary feat. The Ethereal Immortal Palace was indeed the first force in this realm.

The difficulty of obtaining their treasure would be immense, but since he had promised Princess Xianger, Lin Xuan couldn’t back down.

No matter how difficult or treacherous it might be, he decided to give it a try. Although his perception of the Ethereal Immortal Palace had changed, he believed that as an extraordinary cultivator, he still had some chance of escaping unscathed if he failed.

Using his divine sense in the jade cylinder, Lin Xuan quickly found what he was looking for. He then shot out a layer of green light and flew to his left.

Due to the market’s vast size, there were no restrictions on flying; otherwise, using a beast carriage would be too slow. However, while flight was allowed, it couldn’t be overly swift. Additionally, fighting was strictly prohibited within the market; doing so would attract the enforcement cultivators of the Ethereal Immortal Palace and result in dire consequences.

These precautions were noted in the jade cylinder map, which was indeed worth its value. He hadn't wasted those five middle-grade crystal stones on the shopkeeper after all.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan arrived at the western region of the market. There were thousands of shops here, all specializing in puppet mechanisms.

No mistake; it was about puppets and automata.

Puppetry techniques were a niche art among the hundred cultivation skills. Once crafted, these puppets required significant amounts of crystal stones to operate, with higher-level puppets needing more and being far more valuable.

Thus, while convenient, such items were beyond the reach of most cultivators unless they had substantial wealth.

It was said that some cultivators once purchased many puppets out of curiosity but couldn't afford high-quality crystal stones as power sources. As a result, their masterfully crafted puppets turned into mere scrap metal.

Even wealthy cultivators found it challenging to obtain high-quality puppets; lower-grade ones were not very useful. Hence, puppetry wasn’t widely popular in other realms.

In larger markets, specialized shops selling such items were rare, usually just a few among general goods or spirit artifacts stores.

However, Ice Sea Realm was different. The Ethereal Immortal Palace was renowned for its combination puppets, and the scale of Nine Immortals Market was extraordinary. Hence, it wasn't surprising to have dedicated puppet shops; there were thousands of them, leaving Lin Xuan speechless.

Clearly, the local cultivators placed even greater importance on puppet mechanisms than he had imagined!

Despite the numerous shops, the market’s restrictions limited his divine sense. However, with his strong divine sense, he could still cover most of them. After walking around the street, he had a good understanding of what these thousand shops offered.

Though he hadn’t entered any yet, based on experience, more ornate and larger shops usually contained more appealing treasures.

While this wasn't always true, it was generally reliable.

Thus, Lin Xuan chose to walk into one of the shops in the left front.

Wind Listening Pavilion!

The name didn’t reveal anything special about the shop, but its location was unparalleled; it was undoubtedly a prime spot attracting customers. Its grandeur was impressive, but what interested Lin Xuan most was that its sign bore three beautiful clouds—symbols of the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

In other words, this store belonged to the Ethereal Immortal Palace itself. For Lin Xuan, this meant he could not only buy puppets but also gather intelligence on the sect up close.

Why not?

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan stepped into the shop.
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Chapter 2530: Immortal Guest House

The room lit up as Lin Xuan entered the grand hall of Wind Listening Pavilion. It was spacious enough to accommodate a hundred people without feeling cramped. The red-robed counter, crafted from wood, exuded elegance and grandeur.

The walls were adorned with ancient calligraphy and paintings, while other objects were arranged with meticulous care. The staff here, regardless of gender, did not wear plain green robes; instead, the men wore black robes with golden borders, radiating a cold and haughty aura. The women wore white palace attire, clean and pristine, resembling celestial immortals who had descended to this mortal realm.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them, noticing that their cultivation levels were mostly at the Foundation Establishment stage. Clearly, serving as staff here was one of many miscellaneous tasks assigned by the sect.

Before Lin Xuan could fully take in the hall, a young woman approached him. She appeared to be around ten years old, with clear features and an attractive figure, standing tall and slender.

She curtsied gracefully: "Senior, do you wish to purchase mechanical puppets? Our shop will ensure your visit is most comfortable."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan replied with exaggerated confidence. Although he had suppressed his aura, his revealed strength was equivalent to a Core Formation cultivator, giving him the right to make such demands.

"There's no problem if you want the best; just pay enough crystal stones."

The young woman smiled, her response leaving Lin Xuan speechless. In previous encounters, even in the marketplaces, low-ranking cultivators would show extreme reverence towards him, unlike this girl who seemed so confident.

"Can you make such a decision?" Lin Xuan asked with a slight lift of his chin.

"I jest, Senior. As long as we have it, it doesn't matter who sells it," the young woman replied calmly, seemingly well-versed in worldly affairs.

Could this girl be a descendant of one of the old monsters from Ethereal Immortal Palace? Otherwise, she would not possess such composure. Lin Xuan pondered this but did not elaborate further: "Lead the way."

The young woman led him to an upstairs room with light steps. The room was modest, measuring only about ten feet square, but it was elegantly furnished. She then personally served him a cup of fragrant tea.

Lin Xuan took a sip and found the taste delightful, though he did not drink much more.

"Senior, which level of puppet do you wish to purchase?" she asked with a soft, melodious voice as Lin Xuan set down his teacup.

"What is the highest level of puppet available here?"

The other party began by addressing the obvious. Lin Xuan was accustomed to such transparency; while he had come primarily to gather information, he still found mechanical puppets intriguing enough to consider purchasing some.

"Ordinary puppets reach the Separation stage, and there are a few Core Formation stage ones for combination puppets, though they come at a hefty price..."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He was well aware of the differences between ordinary and combination puppets after being in this world for so long.

Ordinary puppets were made from various materials and could be activated with crystal stones. Combination puppets, invented by senior cultivators from Ethereal Immortal Palace, required a cultivator to personally operate them. The cultivator's own spiritual energy would serve as the power source alongside the crystal stone’s magical force.

Generally, such puppets were enormous; for example, three or four Core Formation cultivators could operate an Incarnation Stage puppet, significantly boosting their strength beyond their current realm.

Without mechanical puppets, five Core Formation cultivators facing an Incarnation Stage existence would be like cannon fodder. The advantages of combination puppets were clear.

Of course, this had its drawbacks; multiple people controlling the puppet required precise coordination to function smoothly.

Evidently, Ethereal Immortal Palace was bold enough to sell Core Formation stage mechanical puppets.

"Are there any at the Divination Stage?" Lin Xuan asked mockingly.

"A Senior, such puppets do exist, but they are not for sale."

The young woman frowned slightly, her voice still clear and pleasant.

---

Two hours later, Lin Xuan descended from upstairs. He had purchased both ordinary and combination puppets, though not the highest grade ones. A dozen ordinary puppets equated to Incarnation Stage cultivators, while a few combination puppets were at Separation stage.

Lin Xuan's extravagant spending was due to his wealth, not a lack of crystal stones; he could easily afford to buy this shop if he wished. He did not want to draw too much attention by being overly generous, as his primary goal in coming here was to gather information. Too much notice would be detrimental to his plans for obtaining the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill.

In the past hour, Lin Xuan had gathered no useful information from the young woman, whose low cultivation level limited her knowledge even if she were a descendant of an old monster from Ethereal Immortal Palace.

He continued visiting other shops, targeting those run by prominent figures from Ethereal Immortal Palace. After a day with no success, he grew impatient.

The Immortal Guest House was just another tea house in the Nine Immortals Marketplace, its name unremarkable. However, the quality of their spiritual tea and small snacks made it a frequent stop for Lin Xuan.

His true purpose was to gather information; the tea house's good business meant many cultivators passed through, providing valuable insights. He did not want to forcibly enter Ethereal Immortal Palace unless absolutely necessary.

Lin Xuan always acted with strategy before taking action. That morning, he arrived early at the Immortal Guest House, sipping spiritual tea and eating snacks for an entire afternoon while subtly extending his divine sense. Even if the other party used a technique like Whispering Sounds, Lin Xuan's strong divine sense would easily pick up what he needed.

PS: These chapters are necessary transitions; Lin Xuan will use a method no one expects to steal the treasure!
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Chapter 2530: Searching for Mortals

表面上, this approach seemed a bit unreliable. But besides this method, Lin Xuan could not think of anything else that would work. In teahouses and taverns, the number of cultivators coming and going was countless. During their conversations, important intelligence often slipped out unintentionally.

Although most of it came from hearsay, after careful screening, some of it might still prove useful.

Lin Xuan sat for an entire morning with no significant results at first since few people were around in the early hours. However, as time passed, the人气 gradually increased at the Immortal Guest Inn.

By noon, the noise grew louder and more cultivators came to the inn. Unlike strolling through market stalls, Lin Xuan had lowered his cultivation level even further here. Although a 9th Heaven Realm cultivator was not rare in the Nine Heavens Market, appearing there every day would attract attention from those who were observant.

However, an婴 cultivator was different. Here, there were plenty of them, making it unremarkable. Moreover, Lin Xuan's ordinary appearance did not raise any suspicions after he had been drinking tea for several days in the inn.

This approach might not be like waiting for a rabbit to hop into a trap, but it required similar patience and perseverance.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan never lacked these qualities. He sipped his fragrant tea calmly, appearing as an ordinary cultivator among the masses.

Suddenly, a conversation between two cultivators nearby caught his attention.

"Cloud Brother, how's it going? Have you found someone suitable?" The speaker was a middle-aged man in light robes, around fifty years old. His black hair contrasted with the wrinkles on his face, which bore the marks of life’s hardships.

"No luck," Cloud replied.

The other cultivator shook his head. He seemed younger, perhaps thirty-five or so, with loose hair and an attractive appearance. However, he wore a bitter smile now.

"How could that be? If I'm not mistaken, your island, Condensed翠 Island, has over a million mortals. As the ruler of such an island, you should have no trouble finding someone suitable," the first man said in surprise.

"Hmph, Brother Fang knows well enough. The Immortal Vague Palace requires mortals who are both beautiful and handsome. They must be young, around twenty, with exceptional physical strength to lift a thousand catties of stone by themselves."

"While that condition might not be too difficult to meet, there are so many mortals; finding someone young and beautiful shouldn't be hard.

"But beyond that, they need mortals who can lift such heavy stones. This is asking for the impossible. Even cultivators like us would struggle without special techniques or talismans."

"And even if a mortal could train their body to this extent, reaching the realm of heaven's dao takes decades of practice. The Immortal Vague Palace requires people in their twenties. How can they possibly reach such a high level so quickly?" The man with loose hair complained. Lin Xuan heard every word clearly and his expression changed as he paid attention.

"Ha ha, Cloud friend, there's no need to be upset. If the conditions were easy to meet, anyone could do it. Why would the Immortal Vague Palace offer such a tempting reward?" The man in light robes said with a smile.

"Fang Brother makes a good point. I just don't understand why the Immortal Vague Palace needs to suddenly find some mortals. Even our Boundless Sea or any other major sect on this plane, they are among the top," the man with loose hair said in confusion.

"I don't know either. My family is considered an outer force of the Immortal Vague Palace, but we can't easily learn such secrets." The man in light robes sighed.

The two continued their conversation for a while before the man with loose hair took his leave.

"Cloud Brother, are you still not giving up on that reward?" Despite saying so, the man in light robes showed no surprise. He looked like he had guessed it all along.

"Why should I laugh at you? I can't compare to your family's support and annual offerings. With such backing, you have a good chance of condensing an infant soul. But for me, as just a wandering cultivator, achieving that is extremely difficult without other opportunities or help. If I could find someone who meets the conditions, the reward from the Immortal Vague Palace would greatly benefit my cultivation," Lin Xuan said.

"Indeed, Cloud friend's words are correct. Let me assist you in your quest for success."

The man with loose hair smiled bitterly. "Thank you for your good wishes. This is mostly luck. Given how strict the conditions are, I'm not sure of my chances. But I'll do what I can and leave the rest to fate."

"Indeed, Cloud friend's words are correct. Fortunately, the reward hasn't spread widely yet. With this information, you still have a chance. Otherwise, once everyone knows about it, mortals who meet the conditions will be in high demand, as valuable as ancient treasures," the man in light robes said.

"That’s true. So I must search everywhere before that happens. I bid you farewell for now and look forward to our next meeting." With a bow, the man with loose hair left the teahouse and transformed into a streak of lightning towards the market outside.

Lin Xuan played with his teapot as he pondered the conversation. He was just as curious about the Immortal Vague Palace's search for these mortals.

Would it be useful to his plot for the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill?

With limited information, it was hard to determine, but from what he could gather, there was a good chance.

After an incense stick’s worth of time, Lin Xuan settled his bill and left the teahouse. He transformed into a streak of lightning towards the distant horizon.

A mere condensation period cultivator couldn’t escape his grasp. Earlier, Lin Xuan had already planted tracking marks on the man.
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Chapter 2531: Heavenly Fragrance and Spirit Perception Pill

"Friend, you're blocking my path. What do you intend to do?"

The hair-covered cultivator looked at the figure before him, a trace of annoyance flashing across his face. However, upon scanning with his divine sense, he was startled to find that the other was an advanced-stage cultivator, causing his expression to quickly become respectful.

Despite his confusion, fear wasn't a significant factor. This place was in the heart of Drifting Cloud Isle, and according to the rules of the Immortal Palace, fightingfree-for-all fighting was strictly forbidden among cultivators. Even if the opponent's cultivation level surpassed his own, they couldn't ignore such rules. With this in mind, what could he do?

Still, he didn’t want to offend a higher-level cultivator unless absolutely necessary. After discovering that Lin Xuan’s strength exceeded his, his expression and attitude improved significantly.

"Friend, there's no need for alarm. I merely wish to engage you in a transaction," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Transaction?"

The other seemed somewhat surprised. He was just an ordinary cultivator with mediocre techniques and treasures. What could he possibly have that would interest this advanced-stage cultivator?

However, the tone of the other’s voice showed no malice, so his heart settled slightly. Nevertheless, he remained wary as he opened his lips: "Senior, what do you wish to trade? I am without much to offer."

"Without much to offer, hahaha, that may not be true," came a cold chuckle from the green light. "No need for pretense. Lin Xuan is quite interested in the Immortal Palace’s search for ordinary people. Tell me where you obtained this information and what details you have, and I will reward you accordingly."

"Ah..."

The hair-covered cultivator was taken aback, his face showing a look of difficulty. He had only learned about the bounty by chance, earlier than most other cultivators.

Early discovery meant greater chances of finding suitable ordinary people, much like discovering a precious artifact. Who would willingly share such good fortune?

He was too careless!

The other must have overheard their conversation in an inn. However, it was too late to regret his actions now.

How could he bluff his way out?

Before he could think clearly, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves and tossed something over.

The hair-covered cultivator gasped, quickly summoning a defensive treasure. But his reaction was exaggerated; what Lin Xuan threw was merely an jade bottle. Upon seeing the contents, his face showed embarrassment.

"Senior, this..."

"The treasures inside are more than enough to exchange for this information. Tell me about it, and you can keep this pill," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"Oh?"

The hair-covered cultivator cautiously released his divine sense, finding nothing amiss before grasping the bottle. He unscrewed the cap, and a fragrant aroma wafted out. He then tapped the bottom of the bottle, revealing a smooth, jade-like immortal pill.

"This Heavenly Fragrance and Spirit Perception Pill is highly beneficial for condensing an infant spirit. You must have heard about it. Exchanging this pill for your information won't be to your disadvantage."

"What, Heavenly Fragrance and Spirit Perception Pill?"

The hair-covered cultivator was taken aback. He couldn’t possibly not know the name of such a precious item—it was a sacred substance used to condense an infant spirit, increasing one’s chances by 30%.

Thirty percent—this chance was almost miraculous. Such pills were invaluable to high-level cultivators, let alone those at the infant spirit stage or beyond.

"Senior, are you really willing to give it to me?"

The hair-covered cultivator's face showed extreme joy as he asked uncertainly. Was this truly a stroke of luck?

"Indeed, Lin Xuan always keeps his word. If you tell me about this pill, it will belong to you. If you refuse the transaction, I won't force your hand."

Though Lin Xuan’s offer was generous, no condensation-stage cultivator would turn it down.

Sure enough, without hesitation, he reached into his storage bag and took out a jade cylinder, smiling as he handed it to Lin Xuan: "Senior, with such sincerity, how could I be ungrateful? To be honest, although I am an ordinary cultivator, I have some friends in the Immortal Palace. They tipped me off about this bounty before its official announcement two months from now. This is the content of the bounty; please review it."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he accepted the jade cylinder and lowered his head to immerse himself in its contents.

Meanwhile, the hair-covered cultivator had already stored the Heavenly Fragrance and Spirit Perception Pill in his storage bag. His greatest fear was that Lin Xuan might renege on the deal. However, he was determined not to hand over the pill no matter what. This place was at the heart of Drifting Cloud Isle; it wouldn’t be wise for Lin Xuan to violate the rules and attack him.

Fortunately, his worries were unnecessary. After about half a cup of tea, Lin Xuan looked up, his expression neutral as he instructed: "Indeed, this is precisely what I wanted. The transaction is complete; you may go now."

"Thank you, Senior."

The hair-covered cultivator was overjoyed and immediately transformed into a streak of light, flying away. He clutched the treasure tightly in his hand until he had flown more than a hundred miles, then breathed a sigh of relief—Lin Xuan hadn’t pursued him yet, indicating that this transaction was genuine.

It truly felt like finding a golden egg. A mere piece of information had brought such a precious item. After playing with the pill in his hands, he immediately sped off towards even farther regions.

With such a treasure, he no longer cared about the bounty and planned to return to his den to prepare for condensing an infant spirit.

On the other side,

A single pill used for condensing an infant spirit was trivial to him. There would be no regrets. The information in the jade cylinder indeed matched their conversation at Immortal Guest House, but it was more detailed.

The Immortal Palace was truly searching for suitable ordinary people.

And the bounty offered was indeed generous. While Lin Xuan wasn’t interested in the financial aspect, this information gave him hope of infiltrating the Immortal Palace.

Though he had once entertained similar thoughts before, he always abandoned them due to his confidence in his concealment techniques and the reputation of the Immortal Palace. Once discovered, whether he could escape was uncertain.

Now, however, he could pretend to be an ordinary person and enter freely.
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Chapter 2532: Playing the Fool to Eat the Tiger

With his plans set, Lin Xuan did not return to Nine Immortals Market. Instead, he transformed into a streak of startling light and flew towards the horizon, quickly vanishing from sight.

Lin Xuan's departure did not attract any attention from cultivators. After all, with the scale of Nine Immortals Mountain, countless cultivators came and went every day. Even an Existence Profound Realm existence was nothing special. Since Lin Xuan had mainly been gathering information without making a grand purchase, his movements were naturally less noticed.

Nine Immortals Mountain was located on the west side of Drifting Cloud Island, but it was already at the heart of the island in terms of specific location. It was also the place with the most concentrated qi on the entire island.

Legend had it that the concentration of qi there was so intense that it could not be matched by any other part of the endless sea. Describing it as unattainable was no exaggeration. Logically, such a prime spirit vein should have been fiercely contested by major sects and families. However, no force had ever dared to covet Nine Immortals Mountain. The reason? This place was the main stronghold of the Ethereal Immortal Palace's legacy.

To challenge the top power in the world for a spiritual land would be sheer madness?

The formidable strength of the Ethereal Immortal Palace was evident; other sects could only quench their desire to seize this mountain’s spirit vein with empty stares of envy.

On that day, a streak of startling light crossed the sky before turning and landing on one of Nine Immortals Mountain's peaks.

As the light faded, a large flying sword appeared in front of them.

A clapping sound reached their ears as two people dismounted from the flying sword.

Leading the way was an elderly man with a yellowish complexion, dry and thin, with a sly look. His cultivation level was only at the Condensation Core early stage, but the youth behind him stood out significantly.

He wore a green robe and appeared to be around twenty years old. However, his face was like jade, lips painted red, with bright eyes and a clear gaze—truly a prince among men. Moreover, despite being young, he exuded the aura of a master cultivator.

The youth and the elderly man were worlds apart at first glance, but it was the elder who held the upper hand, while the youth appeared submissive.

At first sight, one might find this relationship surprising, but upon closer examination, such a master-servant dynamic seemed perfectly normal.

Although there were countless Condensation Core cultivators on Drifting Cloud Island, they were still cultivators. Regardless of their cultivation level, their ability to control the elements set them apart from ordinary people.

This youth was not only handsome and dignified but also moved differently from an ordinary person. However, he emitted no signs of mana fluctuations, indicating that he was not a cultivator but merely an ordinary mortal.

As for why he had such an aura, it was because he was a heavenly way expert among mortals.

It is well known that mortals cannot practice immortal arts, but there were clever and wise individuals who created martial arts.

Martial arts shared similarities with physical cultivation techniques in the immortal world—both aimed to strengthen the body. However, they differed significantly. If one could master martial arts to perfection, they would become a heavenly way expert.

It was said that such mortals could even resist high-stage flexible spirit period cultivators. With a powerful inner strength, they might shatter a foundation establishment period cultivator's protective qi and kill them unexpectedly.

Nevertheless, mortals were still just mortals. Even if a heavenly way expert wanted to fight against cultivators, it had to be by surprise. Otherwise, once the opponent summoned their treasures, there would be no chance of retaliation; they would only be slaughtered.

Even an ambush was impossible for a heavenly way expert, as the power of the opponent's divine sense was almost uncalculable for mortals.

To cultivators, mortals were mere ants, and heavenly way experts were no different—just stronger ones among them.

At this moment, the thin elderly man barked orders at the youth: "Hurry up. We must arrive at the Ethereal Immortal Palace's entrance before dark."

"Yes," the youth looked up at the green stone steps that seemed like a dragon winding its way up the mountain, their end hidden in clouds halfway up.

"Why are you not using your divine abilities to fly? It would be much faster than walking," the youth’s voice carried an air of confusion despite his agreement. A heavenly way expert was naturally braver than ordinary mortals.

"Hmph, what do you know? The Ethereal Immortal Palace is the largest sect in this world. From the foot of the mountain, there are restrictions on flying. Even if there weren't, we outsiders wouldn't dare to fly here; it would be disrespectful to the palace. These rules of the cultivation world—how could a mere mortal like you know? Don’t talk nonsense," the elderly man’s tone was not harsh but contained a lot of impatience.

"Yes, yes."

The youth did not dare to speak more and followed the elderly man up the green stone steps. However, his lips curled slightly, and a hint of mockery could be seen in his eyes.

A mere Condensation Core cultivator dared to order him around—truly asking for death. Such experiences were rare these days.

Indeed, this so-called heavenly way expert among mortals was Lin Xuan in disguise.

However, he was not using theqi collection techniqueat this moment.

It must be known that there were countless extraordinary techniques in the cultivation world. Even the most refinedqi collection techniquehad limits. As a mortal, it was inevitable to come close to the Ethereal Immortal Palace's cultivators. If they met low-level existences, it would be fine, but encountering a high-stage old monster could pose a significant risk for Lin Xuan. He had no confidence in usingqi collection techniqueto deceive such an opponent; any slip-up could lead to dire consequences.

Lin Xuan was always meticulous and would not take risks without certainty.

Fortunately, he still possessed another divine ability that fit the situation perfectly.

The Heaven Demon Infant Transformation!

This secret technique was given to him by Zheng Xuan. It was said to have been created by an ancient demon cultivator.

On the surface, it could be considered a form of concealment and hiding, but its subtlety differed greatly from ordinary techniques of this kind.

When Lin Xuan first practiced this skill, he was deeply impressed by the ancient demon cultivator who had created it. This technique not only dispersed all mana in his dantian meridians to his body, even temporarily rendering his essence infant invisible.

It was a unique approach; no matter how refined theqi collection techniquewas, it could not compare to this method.

Concealment merely meant hiding. If he truly encountered a high-level cultivator, there would be a high chance of exposure.

However, with Heaven Demon Infant Transformation, once successfully mastered, using this technique rendered his mana and essence infant invisible even to the old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

P.S.: The baby has been vomiting frequently after eating lately. I took him to the hospital today, but fortunately, there's nothing serious. However, it did take up a lot of time, so only one chapter today. But tomorrow will have three updates to make up for everyone.
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Chapter 2533:incarnationTian Xiaojian

Of course, every coin has two sides. While the Heaven Demon Incarnation technique was indeed miraculous, it also had its downsides. Once this method was used, a cultivator's formidable spiritual power would be temporarily rendered useless.

No precious treasures could be summoned or any elemental divine techniques employed; even the slightest use of spiritual energy would instantly nullify the effect.

As the saying goes, "both victory and defeat hinge on the same person." The Heaven Demon Incarnation technique allowed cultivators to hide their immense spiritual power, confusing their enemies. However, it also made them appear almost ordinary humans.

Carelessness could be fatal; any mistake could result in immediate death without a place for tears.

With this technique, Lin Xuan appeared as weak and ordinary as an ordinary human, which was the most criticized aspect of the Heaven Demon Incarnation technique. But to Lin Xuan, these so-called weaknesses were not significant concerns due to his extensive knowledge and dual cultivation path.

His primary source of strength came from the Azure Star Sea, a miraculous treasure that allowed him to easily purify top-grade qilin fruits, which he could consume as ordinary fruit. His physical body had grown incredibly strong, rivaling even the heavenly spirit beasts at the same stage.

Thus, even with the Heaven Demon Incarnation technique, Lin Xuan still retained some combat capability, and could barely defend himself against a Spirit Formation Realm entity.

This was far from what the creator of this technique could achieve. The ancient demon cultivator, despite his extraordinary talent, lacked the luck and opportunities that Lin Xuan had enjoyed.

With no worries, Lin Xuan had no objections to his plan of impersonating an ordinary human to infiltrate the Ethereal Immortal Palace. The only challenge was meeting the ordinary human criteria listed in the bounty notice, which were not easily satisfied.

He needed to be young and handsome, proficient in martial arts, with a strength equivalent to a heavenly way expert among ordinary humans.

Fortunately, none of these posed any difficulties for Lin Xuan.

Martial arts were seen as useless by most cultivators. However, as someone from the Nai Long Realm, where martial arts formed the basis alongside spirit beasts' crystal cores, he could absorb demon energy and even compete with cultivators on equal footing.

Back then, during his Profound Void stage, Lin Xuan was pursued by an old monster of the Heavenly Corpse Sect. To escape, he used a strategy to lead him to Tianfeng City, the sanctuary of demonizers. In the ensuing battle, both sides were severely injured. Lin Xuan emerged victorious, killing the ancient demon and acquiring numerous treasures from Tianfeng City, including many martial arts texts.

One of these was the 'True Explanation of a Hundred Birds,' said to be passed down by advanced demonizers who had crossed the tribulation stage. Although its authenticity was uncertain, it was indeed extremely profound. Lin Xuan's martial prowess certainly qualified him as a heavenly way expert.

This condition was met. The remaining requirement was physical attractiveness. This would be challenging for ordinary cultivators, but not for Lin Xuan.

His appearance was rather ordinary; he could easily blend into a crowd and be forgotten. But that didn't matter. As a Spirit Formation Realm powerhouse, Lin Xuan knew the art of disguise well.

With a simple transformation, he could look handsome and attractive. However, since this was an elemental divine technique, maintaining it required spiritual energy. With the Heaven Demon Incarnation technique consuming all his spiritual power, it seemed impossible to maintain the illusion.

Yet, was that really so?

For ordinary cultivators, yes. But for Lin Xuan, not necessarily.

Without expending any spiritual energy, he could still maintain his transformed appearance by relying on medicinal pills.

Potion of Youth!

Originally favored by female cultivators, this potion kept one's youth and beauty. Lin Xuan modified it slightly to temporarily preserve the illusion of a changed appearance.

As for what form he would take, Lin Xuan had already decided.

The bounty notice required extremely high standards for ordinary humans: women should be as beautiful as celestial maidens, men as handsome as Pan An reincarnated. For Lin Xuan, this was easy; since he embarked on the immortal path two thousand years ago, countless cultivators and beauties had crossed his path. While handsome men were fewer, there were still some.

Take Field Xiao Jian for example!

This guy was the one who most worried him; his temperament and spiritual power aside, his physical appearance far surpassed Pan An's.

Truly a fine gentleman of this world, a graceful young man.

Thus, Lin Xuan used him as a template to transform into Field Xiao Jian’s appearance without any doubt.

If Field Xiao Jian ever came from the demon realm to the spirit realm and was pursued by the Ethereal Immortal Palace, it would be perfect.

In summary, Lin Xuan's plan was two birds with one stone. He could manipulate Field Xiao Jian if given the chance.

As for age, that wasn't an issue either. Although heavenly way experts were formidable, they remained ordinary humans at their core. How long a mere human could maintain youthfulness was limited, so age verification wouldn't be too strict.

Despite his cautious approach, Lin Xuan took several medicinal pills to ensure his bone age appeared similar to that of a young adult when checked by cultivators. He spent half a month preparing everything, ensuring all was ready except for the final push—his journey to the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

Of course, he couldn't go there himself; ordinary human cultivators were generally avoided. If he did, it would backfire. Fortunately, no one had officially announced the bounty yet, but many informed cultivators already knew about it.

Many cultivators coveted the treasures and sought out suitable ordinary humans. Lin Xuan just needed to appear in a crowded place, display his martial prowess, and soon enough, some cultivators would come forward.

Then he could be taken to the Ethereal Immortal Palace, ensuring everything went smoothly.

However, while Lin Xuan's plan was sound, the process turned out more complicated than expected. When he made his appearance, several cultivators were immediately drawn in, seeing him as a valuable treasure. An intense competition ensued.

PS: Yesterday I took my baby to see a doctor and missed one chapter; today I'm making up for it with three chapters. This is the first part.
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Chapter 2534: Good Luck

Still, Lin Xuan, with his sharp eyes, did not expect that the several Core Formation Stage cultivators who had fallen would fall, and those severely injured managed to escape in a pitiful state. In the end, it was like two oysters fighting over a pearl, leaving the shrewd old Condensation Core Stage elder to reap the benefits.

However, this also proved that while strength was crucial in the cultivation world, opportunities and luck were equally indispensable.

The result was somewhat amusing, but for Lin Xuan, it didn't matter. His goal was merely to attract the attention of a cultivator and have him send him to the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

Who did the sending or their cultivation level mattered little to him.

Speaking of this Condensation Core Stage elder who had stumbled upon good fortune, he was naturally overjoyed and did not dare to be careless. He immediately took Lin Xuan and carefully flew towards the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

Indeed, his strength seemed negligible in Lin Xuan's eyes, like a tiny ant, but his luck was truly formidable. The entire journey was smooth sailing without any setbacks. They soon arrived at the foot of Nine Immortals Mountain.

At this point, the old man let out a sigh of relief. Although they were still some distance from the entrance, it was already considered forbidden territory within the Ethereal Immortal Palace. Fighting here would be strictly prohibited. In other words, even if a higher-ranking cultivator arrived, he would not dare to forcefully snatch away this precious mortal.

Nevertheless, he could not afford any carelessness. After all, his Core Formation Stage cultivation level was too low in such a holy place like the Ethereal Immortal Island. He had only managed to seize this good fortune, and he did not want it to end in disappointment.

Thus, the old man urged Lin Xuan to hurry along, wanting to arrive at the Ethereal Immortal Palace as soon as possible so that his heart could finally be at ease.

Although being called around by a mere ant made Lin Xuan feel strange, he showed no signs of discontent or resistance. He too was eager to reach Nine Immortals Mountain.

In this regard, their goals aligned perfectly, and they cooperated seamlessly. They flew as fast as possible towards the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

As the saying goes, you can run a horse to death looking at a mountain. The green stone steps before them seemed endless. The peak was over ten thousand feet high, with the mountain waist towering into the sky. Clouds surrounded the area where the entrance of the Ethereal Immortal Palace was located, and the green stone steps wound their way up the mountain.

The old man had never been to this place before; he only heard about it from others. Originally, he rushed to arrive at the entrance by nightfall, but it took him two days and nights to finally reach the end of the green stone steps.

Lin Xuan was unaffected by the journey, as such trials were trivial for him. However, the old man was truly exhausted. He had never practiced any physical cultivation techniques and was already quite aged. Although he used the Lightness Technique and a Forceful Talisman along the way, the continuous two-day journey was still grueling.

Fortunately, this was finally over. Seeing the end of the green stone steps, the old man happily walked up to it.

In contrast, Lin Xuan was extremely steady, walking up the last step without haste before turning around to admire the scenery.

Before him lay a vast platform about a hundred feet wide, with pavilions and terraces surrounding it. It seemed designed for rest.

A few steps further, a small path appeared, also made of green stone but built from high-quality white marble.

Even secular emperors could not afford such grandeur, but to cultivators, it was insignificant.

About a hundred paces up the stairs, a large plaque stood before them. The characters were written in flowing script, and four words were clearly visible: Ethereal Immortal Palace!

The calligraphy was majestic and ancient, exuding an imposing and rustic aura.

The old man's gaze towards the plaque carried a hint of reverence. As they say, there’s cool shade under big trees. The Ethereal Immortal Palace, as the top force in this world, attracted countless cultivators who dreamed of joining. This elder was no exception but his age and资质 made it impossible for him to do so.

However, if the palace honored its promise and allowed him to claim the generous reward, advancing to Core Formation Stage would be a significant possibility. Even if he could not progress further in cultivation, he could still live for over a thousand years in peace.

With this thought, the old man's face showed hopeful anticipation. He then reached into his robe, took out a sound transmission talisman, and waved it away, sending it flying towards the front with a flash of light that vanished instantly.

After about a cup of tea had passed, a bright light suddenly flashed ahead, followed by a towering gate appearing. A dazzling streak shot out from inside, making a creaking sound as it flew past.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Although he had used the Heavenly Demon Transformation Technique to temporarily nullify his formidable cultivation level and even his divine sense, his eyesight was still exceptional.

His body had been refined through the Nine Heavens Phoenix Dance Technique and a top-grade Qilin Fruit, far surpassing ordinary cultivators.

Thus, Lin Xuan, unable to release his divine sense, could still detect that the approaching figure was not a low-ranking disciple but possibly a Spirit Formation Stage cultivator.

After all, while the Ethereal Immortal Palace was the top force among human cultivators in this world, there were no Transcendence Realm experts on Ice Sea Continent. In other words, Spirit Formation Stage cultivators were the highest rank of existence within the palace.

This person held a high position in the palace and personally came here, suggesting that the Ethereal Immortal Palace had significant uses for these mortals, possibly even involved in crucial secrets. The likelihood of him stealing the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill increased.

Lin Xuan was secretly delighted but showed no signs on his face. The old man's expression was even more dumbfounded. Although the other party's spiritual pressure was subtle, his Realm Disk clearly indicated a Spirit Formation Stage cultivator?

Was it possible?

He had never seen an existence at the Separation stage in his life and now met a Spirit Formation Stage monster. For a moment, he almost suspected that there might be something wrong with his Realm Disk, showing incorrect information.
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Chapter 2536 - Smoothly Intruding

His mind raced with thoughts, but quickly he realized that no matter if the opponent was a Spirit Diversion realm or not, it wasn't someone he could afford to offend. After all, the other party's cultivation stage had nothing to do with him; his sole purpose for coming here was to claim the bounty.

With this in mind, the elder hurriedly stepped forward and respectfully bowed towards what appeared to be a spirit diversion realm monster. "Salutations, Senior! I have arrived at this place..."

Before he could finish speaking, the other party showed no interest in him and swiftly passed by like a gust of wind, disappearing from sight.

The elder was taken aback but soon heard a loud laugh: "Good, good, indeed a heavenly way martial artist among mortals. Heh, you look quite handsome too, boy. How old are you?"

Only then did Lin Xuan clearly see that the cultivator before him was a muscular man with a thick beard, around forty years old, his physique iron-hard and bearing an imposing appearance.

Though the other party's spiritual pressure was concealed, Lin Xuan couldn't release his divine sense either. At such close range, he almost confirmed that the other party was indeed at Spirit Diversion realm—likely not in its early stage—and probably slightly higher than him.

"Reporting to Senior Immortal, this...this servant is exactly twenty years old."

Lin Xuan's voice carried a hint of fear. Although Heaven Dao experts were already the pinnacle among mortal martial artists, they still fell short compared to cultivators. Especially when facing such high-ranking cultivators, it would be strange if he remained calm and composed.

Playing along was Lin Xuan’s forte; there wasn't a single flaw in his act.

"Twenty? Heh, good."

The muscular man seemed even more delighted. Although he appeared rough on the outside, he was actually meticulous to a fault. Despite believing that mere mortals couldn’t deceive him, this matter was too significant to risk any mistakes, so he spoke up: "Extend your hand and let me check your bone age."

"Yes, Senior Immortal."

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, feeling relieved that he had anticipated the situation and prepared for it. He wasn't worried about the other party discovering anything amiss from his bone age.

He was confident in this.

The man's face showed satisfaction as he flicked a finger, sending a bolt of qi towards Lin Xuan’s wrist, which then entered his hand.

Then he closed his eyes and began to probe intently.

After a moment:

"Good, good. Indeed only twenty years old. Although the martial arts path is far easier than cultivation, such a young age to become a Heaven Dao powerhouse is truly rare talent. Especially with such handsome looks, fully meeting our sect’s requirements. Excellent, heh, this is simply excellent."

The man's face was one of extreme joy, as if the value of this mortal surpassed that of many precious treasures.

"Ahem, ahem."

Just then, a light cough sounded. The man turned his head to see an old condensation realm elder with cautious expression: "Senior, this...this little fellow is brought by me."

"I know you brought him; what's the issue?" the Spirit Diversion realm man said indifferently.

The elder’s face changed dramatically. The anger of a Spirit Diversion realm existence was something he couldn't bear. A mere flick of his finger could reduce him to ashes: "Senior, please calm down. I have traveled far and wide to bring this boy as an offering to the Ethereal Immortal Palace."

"But what about your promised bounty?" the elder stammered.

Money talks; fear walks. Despite being terrified at that moment, the bounty was crucial to his chances of condensing a core. He couldn't afford to give it up.

"Are you talking about the bountiful treasure? Hey, how could I forget with my memory? I got so excited!" The man slapped his forehead, showing no signs of displeasure. He then waved his sleeve, and a small jade pendant flew out.

The elder hesitated as he took it; the pendant bore an intricately drawn landscape painting but contained no trace of qi, seemingly not from the cultivation world.

"This..."

"Here is my token. With this, you can go to the Flying Cloud Pavilion to claim your bounty," the man said indifferently.

"R-Really?"

"Hmph, what would I gain by deceiving a mere condensation realm junior? Besides, with our Ethereal Immortal Palace's reputation, could I possibly default on such a small matter?" The man was furious: "Besides, with my status, how could I afford to quarrel over this with you, a lowly minor?"

"Senior, please forgive me. This is my fault for not understanding your kindness; I will beg for your mercy."

The elder was terrified and quickly pleaded for forgiveness. In the cultivation world, survival was paramount—losing face was secondary.

"All right, as someone of my status, how could I possibly quarrel with you? Go claim your bounty!"

"Thank you, Senior, for sparing me."

Overjoyed, the elder respectfully bowed before leaving with the jade pendant. The man had no qualms; the restrictions here meant nothing to a sect elder like him. He enveloped Lin Xuan in a burst of spiritual light and vanished on the spot.

Lin Xuan's face showed appropriate fear as well, but he was actually carefully observing his surroundings. After the Heaven Devil Transformation technique, his overwhelming power had diminished, but his photographic memory remained. Lin Xuan was keeping an eye out for potential theft or exposure, preparing to flee if necessary.

Since the Ethereal Immortal Palace was the top sect in the Ice Sea region, its main base covered a vast area. Numerous pavilions and terraces dotted the landscape, each with unique scenery. Lin Xuan could only remember the general layout but that was enough.

Half an hour later, the man's trace stopped. Lin Xuan found himself brought to a valley. The valley wasn't large, but it contained several buildings.

"Salutations, Grandmaster."

A beam of light descended, and a beautiful young girl greeted him with a graceful bow.
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The Blood Demon Temple is still in its early stages. If they could remove their claws at this time, it would certainly limit their development and secure several years, even a decade or more.

Lv Yan glanced over to the purple figure not far away and frowned, his eyelashes fluttering as he appeared extremely complex in expression.

Feng Zhaolong, Feng Enji, and Feng Yue wanted to control that Phoenician man. Therefore, they had planted many spies within him.

Even someone with a heart bigger than the heavens wouldn't dare consider whether this person, whose left chest was pierced through, was still alive or not?

Of course, others were playing their own games; there wasn't much time for them to pay attention. After just one glance, the two of them turned away without giving it another thought.

Only after the mysterious figure completely disappeared did Dharmaraja Fata stand up from the ground. Seeing Grandfather rise, Dharmaraja Li also stood up.

"Wanting something to vie for that Nine Five Supreme?" In response to Zhou Suo's words, Prince Jade Kinship's face turned slightly hot, and he felt a bit annoyed because Zhou Suo's statement was too direct. He had always been troubled by not becoming a martial saint; no one else could help him with this matter.

Is it difficult? It is indeed. Where in the world are there any easy paths? The right or wrong choices all require going through them to know their hardships. If someone dismisses a path without knowing, who wouldn't be determined? The only way to resolve such matters was for one to take action themselves. Whether smooth or bumpy, it would have to bear the consequences.

Was this black bear planning to sacrifice all his subordinates to buy himself time to escape? Or did he really have that much confidence?

"Alright! I'll give you another day. Can we do that?" Namase Tabin asked in a questioning tone.

Lu Tianyu originally thought capturing the Nether Beast would be easier, at least not needing to enter enemy territory. He couldn't help but look back at his instructor again.

A red light bullet quickly approached, and Sun Yan smiled coldly as he moved his fist towards it with a sudden strike.

"..." Star Observation Fragment sucked in a breath of cool air, thinking this child was beyond redemption. After finally accepting the darkness within himself and letting go of the past, the obsession to find his father still lingered.

Hearing Xu Yang's words, Uncle Xu Yang already knew that his big nephew must have some hidden cards up his sleeve. However, he didn't understand what Xu Yang's background orconfidence (qìdǎo) was that allowed him to make such a bold statement.

Since then, Caesar had become a homebody in the City of Never Setting Sun, making constructs and researching magic and alchemy. Li Zha had taken up residence in an empty house near Furtuan's shop, sometimes meditating indoors, practicing swordsmanship outdoors, or sitting silently at the door drinking.

They all knew that every battle would result in many comrades sacrificing themselves. Perhaps their last meeting before each combat was also their final goodbye.

On the "Fishing Lamp" warship, a young man looked out through the glass wall into the dark universe outside.

Mu Qiong had previously been with Fu Yun'an, paying attention to him but not overly so. Now, he couldn't help but pay more attention to Fu Yun'an.

Initially, he was angry and read quickly, wanting to find errors. However, as he continued reading, his mindset changed.

Mu Qiong drank two large bowls of porridge; it was full, yet he still felt an emptiness in his stomach... His appetite had grown significantly, and just drinking porridge seemed insufficient for him.
第两千五百三十六章 隐侠谷

Chapter 2536: Hidden侠 Valley

The woman before Lin Xuan appeared to be around ten years old, with a clear and delicate appearance. Despite her petite frame, she wore an expression of utmost respect. However, her cultivation was surprisingly strong; she was indeed an early-stage Immortal婴 cultivator.

"Little Lingling, are you on duty today?"

The man with the thick beard seemed to recognize this woman, his tone warm and friendly.

"I report to my ancestor, recently these few months, it is indeed my responsibility."

Her voice was exceptionally respectful as it reached Lin Xuan's ears.

"Hmm, you're Cloud Senior's only descendant. Yet, you've been assigned to handle these trivial matters. It seems Cloud Senior has high hopes for you and intends to temper your spirit through this experience."

The man nodded, then pointed at Lin Xuan beside him: "This boy is a Heavenly Dao martial artist I managed to find after much difficulty. He will be of great use later. Let him temporarily reside in the Hidden侠 Valley; take good care of him. If anything goes wrong, even my ancestor and Cloud Senior can't protect you."

The man's tone grew stern as he spoke, clearly emphasizing how important it was to watch over Lin Xuan.

"Ancestor, rest assured, I will do my utmost and never neglect my duties."

Hearing this, the woman's heart raced. She responded respectfully and couldn’t help but glance at Lin Xuan, who was also observing her. Quickly lowering her head, she felt as if her heart was fluttering like a small deer.

She silently thought to herself: How can an ordinary mortal be so handsome?

Is he really without a Spirit Root? His appearance is truly dragon-like among men; simply being a commoner would be a waste of his talents.

"Alright, I have other matters. Lingling, remember my instructions and ensure this boy doesn't suffer any mishaps."

"Yes, Ancestor's commands will be followed with utmost respect."

The young woman lowered her gaze and bowed gracefully before the thick-bearded man disappeared from sight.

She then turned to observe Lin Xuan again, her cheeks flushed and heart racing.

Indeed, Tiao Xiaojian was quite handsome. Lin Xuan had transformed into his appearance, making it hard not to exaggerate that he could even make Pan An jealous.

Time passed swiftly as if a white horse galloping by. A month soon came to an end.

The Hidden侠 Valley was serene and picturesque, resembling a medicinal garden filled with various Spirit Grasses. Some even caught Lin Xuan's interest.

However, his mission into the Ethereal Immortal Palace required focus; he couldn't afford to neglect important tasks for minor ones.

This Lingling cultivator managed the medicinal garden. Due to Lin Xuan's extraordinary appearance, she treated him favorably despite his ordinary status as a mortal. Over time, they became familiar with each other.

Lingling’s background was quite remarkable. Although an early-stage Immortal, she was the direct descendant of a Cloud surname Elder from the Ethereal Immortal Palace and had a Spirit Root that garnered much attention.

Knowing her background, Lin Xuan deliberately flattered her during their interactions, hoping to glean some valuable information from her.

While her abilities were insignificant, with a beloved ancestor, she could provide crucial intelligence. However, after much probing, he found no useful leads. His skill in extracting information was unmatched by the average early-stage cultivator, but this woman truly knew nothing, leaving him helpless.

A full month passed without any significant activity. Apart from a few other early-stage cultivators sent by their sect to gather Spirit Herbs, the valley remained eerily quiet.

Lin Xuan dared not venture elsewhere with his physical body still immensely strong and his mana completely depleted, nor could he risk using his divine sense. The only option was to wait.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was unaware that on the highest peak of Nine Immortal Mountains, known as Spirit Control Peak, a magnificent cave housed over ten cultivators in serious discussion.

The three most powerful were seated at the head, two men and one woman. These cultivators were high-ranking Elders from the Ethereal Immortal Palace, with the lowest having advanced to the Forming Spirit stage.

The three at the head were late-stage cultivators. The middle figure was a bearded elderly man with youthful features and an ethereal demeanor, his cultivation surpassing the mundane. His mana depth rivaled that of peak late-stage cultivators.

To his left, a young woman in pristine white robes appeared to be around ten years old. Her eyes were clear but her gaze conveyed a sense of maturity. To her right was a scholar dressed in a robe, seemingly unremarkable at first glance, yet faint purple energy enveloped him.

The Scholar's aura was the essence of righteousness, a unique trait among Confucian cultivators, enhancing various Confucian techniques. His aura naturally surrounded his body without effort, far surpassing that of even secular状元s.
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Chapter 2537: Strange Palace Treasure

"Are there still no human martial artists who meet the criteria?"

The elderly man, dressed in robes, waved his hand fan and frowned slightly. His tone carried a hint of dissatisfaction as if he was annoyed with the disciples below.

"Ai, Senior Elder, we can't blame our disciples for not being thorough. The number of humans meeting these criteria is extremely rare, almost fewer than heavenly treasures. We've searched for a long time but found nothing. As a last resort, we even offered bounties to other sects and scattered cultivators, but it hasn't changed much," said the gray-robed cultivator with a somewhat lazy expression.

"Brother Shi He, don't explain or make excuses here. This task was personally assigned by this old man; I know well the difficulties involved. Indeed, humans meeting these criteria are few in number, which is why I extended the deadline so much. But you've made no progress at all—this disappoints me greatly."

The elderly man's face showed clear dissatisfaction, though his tone wasn't harsh.

The gray-robed cultivator felt awkward but was genuinely surprised. Although he was far less powerful than the Senior Elder, they had been apprentices for many years, and he knew well his temperament.

Could this be about a few humans? Could their fate affect the prosperity of our sect? This seemed impossible.

Just as these thoughts raced through his mind, someone finally came to his rescue: "Brother Lingxu, don't worry. I've found one human martial artist. As for the other two, we now have leads. I sent disciples down; if nothing goes wrong, they should return in about ten days."

The bearded man speaking was the same who brought Lin Xuan to Drifting Cloud Valley.

"Brother Shi Wang, are you serious?"

A clear and pleasant voice came from the clean-robed young woman, "Rest assured, Senior Sister Ye. I wouldn't dare lie. The bounty is still valid. A few days ago, a scattered cultivator brought in a human martial artist under twenty years old, with true heavenly realm cultivation."

"Ah, so you have leads for the other two? What are they?" the elderly man asked excitedly.

"It's just good fortune. Several disciples hunting monsters obtained some clues. After verification, it was indeed traces of heavenly realm martial artists. The two are very young but had been practicing in seclusion, hence their lack of fame," the bearded man said with a smile.

"Good news if true. You've done great work this time, Brother Shi Wang."

The elderly man smiled and stroked his beard. He was usually calm, but now he looked ecstatic.

"Brother Lingxu, may I ask something?"

The bearded man didn't show any pride; instead, he hesitated before speaking slowly.

"Why are you looking for these human martial artists?" the elderly man said calmly.

"Yes, please enlighten us," the bearded man said eagerly.

The other elders looked equally curious. The reason for searching for human martial artists was unclear to them, so they paid close attention when someone asked about it.

"This..."

The elderly man hesitated and finally spoke after a moment's thought: "This matter involves one of our sect's great secrets. But since you've asked today, I'll tell everyone. However, this must remain confidential—no one, not even your closest disciples."

"Respect the Senior Elder's instructions," the cultivators responded in unison.

The silence was so profound that a needle could be heard falling.

"This secret concerns our sect's treasure."

"Treasure?"

"Precious Nine Immortals Pill?"

"Hasn't this been under Brother Lingxu's care all along?"

...

Whispers filled the room as the cultivators looked surprised. To think, among those who could participate in the meeting, even the lowest was a spirit transformation initial stage cultivator and held the position of Supreme Elder, making their status significant. But they had never seen the Precious Nine Immortals Pill.

"You're wrong; I've never had the privilege to care for it," said the elderly man with a sigh.

"What?"

"How is that possible?"

The cultivators present looked at each other in disbelief. As the Supreme Elder, Lingxu saying he hadn't seen the treasure seemed too absurd.

However, this sounded unbelievable, but the Senior Elder couldn’t lie about such matters; if he said he hadn’t seen it, then it was true.

The elderly man anticipated their reaction and remained unperturbed: "Fellow cultivators, don't be alarmed. What I say is true. Everyone knows the Precious Nine Immortals Pill is our sect's top treasure, but no one has ever seen it. Who among you knows its use?"

"..."

The cultivators fell silent again. After a moment, someone finally spoke.

"It revives the dead and heals bones; a holy remedy for injuries."

"It instantly replenishes power; its effects are unmatched by legendary nine heavens elixirs."

"It enhances power and is crucial for high-ranking cultivators to break through barriers,"

...

Various voices echoed, but soon, the silence returned. The effects of the Precious Nine Immortals Pill were well-known to them since joining the sect, so they had taken it for granted.

But now, they realized something was amiss—different functions in one pill? This seemed impossible, especially when only a small part of its uses had been mentioned. Legends spoke of other applications as well.
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Chapter 2538: Ling Miao Garden

Such miraculous elixirs and medicines—while they sound enticing, they are hard to believe in reality!

The attendees here were not novice cultivators just entering the realm of immortals; they were powerful beings at the Shen Shi Realm.

At their level, experience was vast, so they wouldn't think that immortal techniques could do anything and everything like ordinary mortals might.

Immortal arts have limits, as do these miraculous elixirs.

Indeed, there are elixirs in the cultivation world that can bring the dead back to life and turn bones into flesh.

There are also spirit beasts capable of instantly replenishing a high-ranking cultivator's essence energy.

Some elixirs significantly aid in breaking through barriers.

All such items are what every cultivator dreams of.

Any one of them could stir up chaos in the cultivation world.

But what single item might possess all these effects?

The answer is no.

At least, none of the present cultivators had heard of it before.

No, this wasn't about whether they had heard of it or not.

Correctly speaking, such a miraculous item was something that nobody expected to exist.

How could there be such good fortune in the world?

A single elixir with all-encompassing effects—it would be absurd even for the spirit realm; the immortal realm might not have anything like it either.

The Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill had been spread so widely, and no one had ever seriously considered its true nature. Could it be that someone was spreading false rumors?

This seemed to be the only reasonable explanation.

But how could this be? Legends about this elixir were passed down by senior immortals and ancestral masters of the Ethereal Immortal Palace from generation to generation.

If these legends were just made up, wouldn't it mean that the founding master was deliberately deceiving his disciples?

That was impossible. They weren’t stupid; why would they do something so counterproductive?

But if not, how could this be explained?

A dozen or more powerful cultivators at the Shen Shi Realm level were speechless, their minds clouded with confusion. No matter how hard they tried to figure it out, they couldn't grasp any clues.

This question was too difficult; pondering it only wasted mental energy.

"Senior Elder, what's really going on? You shouldn’t be teasing us," the man with a beard sighed. He had been thinking about this problem so much that he was headache-ridden.

"Yes, Senior Brother, just tell us directly. My younger brother is too dull to figure this out no matter how hard I try," another voice echoed, belonging to the cultivator surnamed He who couldn't hold back any longer.

"Alright!"

The True Man of Spirit Virtue sighed and decided not to prolong their guessing game.

"In fact, everyone's hearsay isn’t wrong. The Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill does indeed have such miraculous effects."

"What? How is that possible?"

"Lifegiving, reviving the dead, restoring essence energy, breaking through barriers—did I hear you correctly, Senior Brother Spirit Virtue? Are you joking with us?"

"Exactly. Although this elixir is our palace's treasure, its effects are too extraordinary for it to be an ordinary spirit pill in the immortal realm."

Another cultivator interjected, though he was still skeptical despite the senior elder’s direct statement.

"There's no need to rush. I haven't finished yet."

Faced with their doubts, True Man of Spirit Virtue remained calm and spoke slowly but authoritatively.

"The Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill has so many miraculous effects because it isn’t a single spirit pill but multiple pills with different properties used collectively."

"Properties?"

The cultivators murmured in their minds, showing interest on their faces. Even cultivators couldn't resist curiosity.

They had made countless guesses about the reason behind this, yet none were reliable. Now that the mystery was finally being unraveled, everyone was naturally very concerned.

"This is because the Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill isn’t a spirit pill crafted by cultivators but several different spirit pills used together."

"What? Why use the same name for different spirit pills?"

The man with a beard asked on behalf of his fellow disciples.

"The reason is that the Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill doesn't come from cultivation." True Man of Spirit Virtue sighed.

"Then where does it come from if not crafted by cultivators?"

Surprise after surprise. As powerful beings at the Shen Shi Realm, few had experienced such revelations.

"The Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill is a naturally occurring substance in the world," True Man of Spirit Virtue said.

"A naturally occurring substance? You mean this item only sounds like an elixir but has no relation to spirit pills, more akin to precious spirit herbs or minerals?"

"Exactly. These different-effect spirit pills are generated under the same conditions in one place. As for why their effects differ so much, I don't know," True Man of Spirit Virtue sighed.

The cultivators below gradually understood, but the elder's words were far from over.

"This item is our greatest secret. The place where the Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill originates isn’t part of this plane but a unique spatial rift. It was discovered by our founding master accidentally and named Ling Miao Garden."

"Ling Miao Garden?"

"Yes."

"Then are the remaining Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pills stored there?" The man with a beard sounded excited.

"Haha, junior brother is mistaken," True Man of Spirit Virtue smiled.

"Where am I wrong?" The man with a beard scratched his head, looking puzzled.

"The Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pill has different effects but none are waste. Each one is something we cultivators can only encounter and not obtain. Think about it—would you leave such treasures to your junior disciples if given the chance?"

"..."

The cultivators were stunned for a moment before they fell silent.

After about a cup of tea's time,

"I probably wouldn't."

The man with a beard sighed, his voice honest.

"I won’t either."

"I also won’t."

Admitting it wasn't particularly glorious, but as long-term fellow disciples, none of them pretended to be hypocrites. They all agreed that if given the chance, they wouldn’t leave the Ling Miao Nine Immortals Pills for their juniors.
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Chapter 2540: The Truth Comes to Light

This is not surprising!

Although many of the cultivators present had been initiated into sects since childhood and lived in the Ethereal Immortal Palace for tens of thousands of years, they all had a strong sense of belonging. "The prosperity or decline affects everyone."

If anyone dared to harm their sect, they would surely unite against them.

But what does that matter? One must not forget that every cultivator's goal on the path to immortality is essentially the same: seeking eternal life.

Although the path to immortality seems elusive, once one reaches the Spirit Formation Stage, their lifespan becomes incredibly long. If they can advance further to the Tribulation Transcending Stage, they could easily live for over a million years even without becoming an immortal.

Even if they cannot achieve immortality, such benefits have already made them yearn for it.

However, achieving the Spirit Formation Stage is extremely difficult. Describing the slowness of cultivation in words would be inadequate.

Cultivators who reach this realm are all prodigies with a firm resolve to follow the path.

But merely having these two points is not enough; advancing through the Spirit Formation Stage often depends more on opportunities.

And opportunities can be elusive, heavily influenced by luck. In such circumstances, who wouldn't seize the chance to obtain the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill?

After all, this pill's power is so remarkable that even if it doesn't help one advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage, its chances of success are still increased.

Compared to the difficulty of cultivating at the Spirit Formation Stage, such an opportunity would make them eager. They would never give up under any circumstances.

Under these circumstances, unless someone is crazy, who would foolishly leave the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill for their disciples and sacrifice their own advancement?

No cultivator would be so foolish.

Thus, Lin Xuan was not surprised by his fellow disciples' responses, as he had made the same choice. He understood the principle of "do unto others what you would have them do to you."

"Brother Senior said that there are no more Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills in Spirit Miao Garden?" The bearded man asked.

Others also showed regretful expressions.

"It is not necessarily so," replied True Virtue, surprising everyone.

"Uncertain? How can this be?" Another cultivator's concerned voice echoed.

"Ha! There's nothing strange about it. I've already said that the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill is like a spirit herb, a naturally occurring substance from heaven and earth. Think about it—would a spirit plant regenerate after being harvested?" True Virtue stroked his beard with a smile.

"So you mean..."

"Indeed. Our sect has a long history, founded in ancient times. Since the ancestor took away the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, over a million years have passed. Although he did take the spirit herb, he also considered future disciples. He sealed off the entrance to that spatial rift and left behind an array of restraints. One day, when the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill resurfaces, his left-behind treasure will react."

"Ah, I see."

The cultivators present all showed excitement. The bearded man spoke again: "So, a new batch of Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills has already appeared. Brother Senior's order to find the mortal Wayfarers is for..."

"To retrieve the treasures," True Virtue said with a smile.

"This Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill is an extraordinary spirit herb. To take it requires special methods and cannot be done casually, as per the notes left by our ancestor. The final step involves three Spirit Formation Stage cultivators and three mortal Wayfarers. However, why young and good-looking mortals are required, even I am unsure."

"Ah, I see."

With all secrets revealed, everyone was now excited. Although only three cultivators were needed for the treasure hunt, since Brother Senior had openly shared this information, they expected a decent amount of Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills. The elders would feast, and their share would be enough to make them happy.

Now that everything was ready except for the final push, if the intelligence was correct, finding those two mortal Wayfarers would allow them to retrieve the treasure smoothly.

...

Lin Xuan did not know about all this.

Time passed like a white horse passing through a gap. Another month had gone by, and Lin Xuan still found himself bored in Drifting Cloud Valley.

While the benefits of using the Heaven Demon Transformation technique allowed him to infiltrate the Ethereal Immortal Palace smoothly, he also lost his cultivation power, making it difficult to gather information.

To avoid accidentally causing trouble, Lin Xuan could only wait patiently.

...

Birdsong filled the air as sunlight filtered through the clouds. A new day began.

Lin Xuan strolled aimlessly in the valley.

Suddenly, a streak of light flew from afar.

Although Lin Xuan couldn't release his divine sense to detect it, his eyesight was still exceptional. What could this be?

In the past month, there had been no progress. Seeing a cultivator arrive here made him quite hopeful.

The light faded as an elderly Daoist in a Daoist robe landed before him.

"Salute Senior Uncle."

Snow Ling noticed the visitor too; she was at least an Infant Stage cultivator and couldn't be unaware of it. She flew out from her den as well.

"Cloud Nephew, I came here on behalf of the Great Elder to take this mortal away."

The elderly Daoist said while waving his sleeves, causing a flicker of spirit light that revealed a small talisman.

"The Great Elder?"

Snow Ling was alarmed and released her divine sense. The talisman seemed correct, so she dared not obstruct it.

This woman sighed. After spending the past month with Lin Xuan, she had grown fond of him but could do little to help since she was just an Infant Stage cultivator.

"Sir, take good care of yourself."

"Thank you, fairy."

Lin Xuan bowed. She treated him well, and he reciprocated politely.

"Alright, the Great Elder is in a hurry; don't delay here."

The elderly Daoist sounded impatient as he enveloped Lin Xuan with his spiritual light and flew off towards the distance.

As an Alchemy Formation cultivator, his speed was not slow. After a cup of tea's time, he brought Lin Xuan to the top of a mountain.

This mountain was several thousand feet high, covered in green vegetation, but its peak was quite spacious and flat.
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Chapter 2540: Divisional Spirit Stage Maiden

The view from the peak was unobstructed, with only a solitary pavilion standing there to provide rest for visitors.

Inside the pavilion, a young maiden of tender years sat. She appeared no more than ten or so in age, dressed in a pristine white palace robe. Though not particularly beautiful, she exuded an extremely pure and innocent aura. However, her eyes, as dark as star points, revealed a hint ofvicissitudes (worldly experience).

Youth was merely superficial; this maiden had lived for many years but retained the appearance and physique of a young girl due to her anti-aging techniques.

The light faded slightly as a middle-aged Taoist approached and landed beside Lin Xuan.

Seeing only one maiden in the pavilion, he was somewhat surprised. However, his expression quickly turned to respect as he hurried forward, performing a deep bow: "I greet Master Ye. I have brought the mortal as instructed."

"Oh?"

The maiden turned her head, her eyes sweeping over Lin Xuan. Her gaze was clear and bright, like the calm surface of an ancient well.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt as if all his secrets were laid bare before this woman.

Mind-reading technique?

No, it was far more subtle and profound. Although its effects seemed similar, the level of subtlety was incomparable.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with shock.

Yet, on the surface, he showed no signs of alarm.

After using the Heaven Demoninfantilization Technique (a cultivation method), his mana had returned to nothingness; even a late-stage cultivator’s divine awareness could not be released. But that did not mean Lin Xuan was at their mercy.

While his divine awareness couldn't leave his body, self-preservation wasn’t an issue.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his eyes becoming dazed and unfocused—a mere ruse to confuse the other party.

A glint appeared in her eyes as she closed them, showing signs of fatigue.

She did not notice anything amiss.

The young man’s appearance and age met the requirements. Although he had not tested his martial arts skills, they were undoubtedly above the Daoist standard.

"Good. You may leave now," the maiden said calmly.

"Yes, Master Ye. But what about Elder Grandmaster?" The middle-aged Taoist hesitated as he spoke. He had been ordered by Elder Grandmaster to bring a mortal here, and now handing him over to Master Ye seemed to differ from his instructions. Thus, both emotionally and logically, he felt the need to ask.

"Elder Grandmaster left for something else earlier. Is there a problem?" The maiden’s eyebrows furrowed slightly as her voice took on a hint of coldness.

"No, Master Ye, I misunderstood. It was my mistake. I just asked casually," the middle-aged Taoist said in alarm and with utmost respect.

"Very well, you may go."

The maiden remained silent. The middle-aged Taoist, relieved like a man pardoned, bowed deeply before leaving the mountain.

Watching his back disappear, the maiden sighed. Their success or failure depended on their cooperation with three mortals. Thus, her attitude toward Lin Xuan was relatively kind.

"May I ask your name?"

"I am Tiantian, Master," replied Lin Xuan, bowing respectfully and appearing extremely obedient. Mortals always showed reverence to cultivators, even Daoist martial artists could not escape this. Lin Xuan portrayed it perfectly, adept at feigning compliance.

"You are Mr. Tian, I see. As a mortal, you should be straightforward. We found you because our sect is undertaking a significant matter and needs your help from the mortals and Daoist martial artists. Of course, we will not make you work in vain. If you assist us wholeheartedly, there will be countless benefits for you."

"You do not have a spirit root, so you cannot ascend to immortality. However, with our sect’s power, we can bestow upon you elixirs and medicines that will extend your lifespan by several decades," the maiden's clear voice said, filled with sincerity.

If Lin Xuan were truly a mortal Daoist martial artist, he would have been tempted by such conditions.

After all, the goal of cultivators on the path to immortality was longevity. Mortals dared not dream of such things, but doubling their lifespan would be hard to resist.

Lin Xuan’s face showed intense joy: "Thank you, Master. I will do anything you command."

In his heart, however, Lin Xuan sneered. Extending a mortal's lifespan by several decades might exist in the world, but its value was undoubtedly beyond divine level. Given the power of the First Sect of the Ethereal Immortal Palace, he had no doubt it could be offered. But giving such an item as a reward to a mere mortal? He found that hard to believe.

Breaking promises for personal gain and betraying trust were trivial matters for cultivators. To them, the goal was profit; lying to a mortal was nothing significant.

Unfortunately, mortals did not know the value of such longevity-boosting elixirs, so they believed without hesitation. Lin Xuan’s performance was flawless, causing a smile to appear on the maiden's face.

"Alright, let's go. We need to meet with others and work together to retrieve the treasure."

As she spoke, she waved her sleeve, enveloping the boat in a burst of divine light while an invigorating fragrance spread around them. A painted pleasure barge appeared before their eyes.

Though long and narrow, it was elegantly decorated despite its modest size.

"Let’s go!"

The maiden moved gracefully to the front of the boat as she shook her shoulders slightly, appearing on the deck.

Seeing the distance between Lin Xuan and the boat, he took a deep breath and used the light techniques from the Hundred Spirit True Explanation to leap onto the deck like a bird.

A smile appeared at the corner of the maiden’s lips. The mortal’s martial arts were trivial in her eyes, but their execution was graceful. Unfortunately, he remained just a mere mortal.

"We need to travel for several hours. You may choose a room to rest first."

"I am honored by your words, Master. I will go below," Lin Xuan bowed and turned toward the cabin.

The maiden raised her hand, casting a spell on the front of the boat. The barge was instantly enveloped in divine light, flying swiftly forward with remarkable stability. They had traveled countless miles over several hours.

By noon, their speed slowed down significantly. After some time, an uninhabited island came into view.
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Chapter 2541: Unexpected Turn of Events

The island was vast, covering an area that could easily stretch a thousand feet in all directions. It was dotted with mountains and lakes, offering picturesque scenery. However, the aura of spiritual energy here was extremely thin. Upon looking around, one could see some traces of flying birds but no signs of human presence.

A young woman dressed in court attire lightly stepped down from the boat, causing it to emit a bright light as it slowly descended.

"Junior Sister, you finally arrived."

Just as Lin Xuan and the young woman disembarked, a man wearing a scholar's robe approached them. At first glance, he seemed unremarkable, but upon closer inspection, a faint purple aura enveloped his entire body.

Though there was no outward display of spiritual pressure, if Lin Xuan were to guess correctly, this was indeed an advanced cultivator at the Spirit Transformation后期 stage.

"Senior Brother Yun, where is the Grand Elder? Why aren't you with him?" the young woman in court attire asked curiously.

"We received a message from our flying sword, informing us that one of the disciples brought here had encountered some trouble. Thus, Senior Brother Lingxu went to meet them," the scholar-robed cultivator said softly and mildly.

"Oh!"

The young woman nodded, but her expression did not reveal much concern. Having been in the same sect for so long, she knew well how powerful the Grand Elder was. Unless it involved that long-lost Ice Emperor Patriarch, they would be almost invincible.

Since he had personally taken action, there was nothing to worry about.

"Junior Sister, your journey must have been smooth. Is this young man the ordinary martial artist you brought?" The scholar-robed cultivator's gaze swept over Lin Xuan, showing a slight surprise but not because of any apparent issue; rather, it was due to how exceptionally handsome the boy looked.

"Little Sword, I offer my respects to the Immortal Master."

Lin Xuan bowed and clasped his hands in greeting.

"Hmm."

The scholar-robed cultivator nodded but did not press further. Being attractive mattered little; after all, he was merely an ordinary mortal.

He naturally did not place much importance on it.

They then began chatting with the young woman, discussing matters of great significance. However, they did not use a soundproof barrier or show any signs of avoiding Lin Xuan's presence. It wasn't due to carelessness but because they had no regard for this boy; they believed he could not pose any real threat by overhearing their conversation.

After all, he was just an ordinary mortal.

Even a Heaven Dao expert was merely a relatively strong ant in their eyes. There was no difference between him and the average mortal.

"Junior Sister, do you think we will succeed? Senior Brother Lingxu mentioned that among the Penglai Nine Immortals Pills, there might be spiritual treasures that could help us advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage."

The scholar-robed cultivator's voice sounded excited. Lin Xuan perked up at this; what? Penglai Nine Immortals Pills—were they seeking these pills?

But these were not supposed to be the sect’s treasure, kept in a forbidden inner chamber. Why would they come to such an isolated place for them?

Lin Xuan was bewildered but did not dwell on it further. Instead, he continued sitting there, taking deep breaths and regulating his breathing as if uninterested in their conversation. However, his attention had shifted entirely to the matter at hand.

"Junior Sister, how could I know? But since Senior Brother Lingxu says so, there must be some possibility."

The young woman's gentle voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears. It was clear that her cultivation of qi was extraordinary. Although he did not know her strength, she had a more refined mind than his current seniors.

"Hmm, I agree. If we can find them, it would be wonderful," the scholar-robed cultivator said excitedly. His expression seemed to reflect his anticipation of becoming a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse.

The young woman’s eyebrows furrowed at this: "Senior Brother, you shouldn’t act so rashly. Even if there are such spiritual treasures in Penglai Nine Immortals Pills, it is uncertain whether we can succeed. Senior Brother Lingxu might still have some chance."

She did not say this to deflate his spirits but to avoid the disappointment that comes with high hopes. At their current level, facing heart demons was a serious matter.

"Junior Sister, don’t be so pessimistic. Don't undervalue yourself; Senior Brother Lingxu’s abilities are indeed far superior to ours. But advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage depends on opportunities. We might not… Eh? What is that?"

The scholar-robed cultivator's expression turned skeptical as he suddenly lifted his head, narrowing his eyes and looking towards a distant part of the sky.

The young woman seemed to sense something too, mirroring his actions.

Lin Xuan was somewhat perplexed; unable to release his spiritual senses, he raised his head in response to the sound but could not discern anything unusual with just his naked eye.

However, they couldn’t act without reason. Thus, while outwardly remaining calm, Lin Xuan’s inner vigilance increased.

After about a cup of tea's worth of time, a roar echoed from afar and approached. A streak of blue light appeared before them, like a whirlwind of lightning.

Despite the speed, behind it were dark clouds of magic, moving just as fast.

"Did I see correctly? The Grand Elder is that fleeing streak of light," the scholar-robed cultivator exclaimed in disbelief.

"It's indeed Senior Brother Lingxu!"

The young woman also lost her composure, suspecting something might be wrong with her eyes. In this ice sea world, who else could make the Grand Elder appear so disheveled?

However, they couldn’t ignore such a situation.

"Senior Brother Yun, keep an eye on Young Master Tian. I’ll go to meet the Grand Elder."

Before she finished speaking, a figure in a Daoist robe had already transformed into a streak of light and flown off.

But he did not fly far; before long, the blue streak was only a hundred feet away from them. The light dimmed as an old man with a youthful face and white hair appeared.

Beside him were two others—Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over them, finding no trace of spiritual energy on their bodies. Were they also ordinary mortals who had become Heaven Dao martial artists?

Before his thoughts could fully form, the old man in the Daoist robe smiled: "Junior Sister, you’ve arrived as well. This is wonderful. First, take care of these two little ones."

Before he finished speaking, he waved his sleeves and enveloped the two mortals with a strong wind, flying them over.

The young woman was taken aback, raising her hand to summon a small boat that materialized in a flash, catching the two.

When she looked up again, she found the Grand Elder had turned around, heading towards the dark clouds.
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Chapter 2542 - Overstepping the Boundaries

"Hey, you're not running anymore?"

The thunderous voice from the dark cloud slightly surprised the Daoist elder. "Running? Compared to just now, I appear so calm right now," he said with a slight smile that carried a hint of mockery. "A mere interdimensional demon, do you think this true immortal would be afraid of you? Just now, I was merely worried about accidentally harming those two little fellows. Otherwise, I would have sent you straight to the underworld long ago."

Spiritual Void True Immortal wasn't just talking nonsense. He truly harbored a grudge at that moment. Although good things often take time, what had happened made him extremely depressed.

He and his fellow cloud disciple had left ahead of schedule, but halfway through their journey, he received a message from one of his disciples via a flying sword. The message mentioned an unexpected encounter. Spiritual Void True Immortal was greatly alarmed; these disciples were sent to meet two ordinary martial artists for the sake of retrieving treasures. He couldn't afford to be careless and went personally to assist them.

Fortunately, it wasn’t too late. When he arrived, his two disciples were already at their last breaths, killed by several ancient demons, leaving no trace of their essence bodies behind.

Thankfully, the two ordinary martial artists managed to survive as they weren’t considered important enough by the ancient demons.

Witnessing his disciples fall before him, Spiritual Void True Immortal was enraged. He immediately unleashed powerful divine techniques, sending those ancient demons to the underworld and avenging his disciples.

However, he soon discovered a spatial rift just dozens of miles away.

Such occurrences in the cultivation world were rare, but with Spiritual Void True Immortal's extensive knowledge, he had seen records of similar events in ancient texts.

He couldn't help but curse his bad luck. For some reason, this area’s space suddenly became extremely thin and was subsequently torn apart by a mysterious force, creating a spatial rift that connected to the ancient demon realm.

Of course, such small rifts could only link two realms partially; they were far from true interdimensional portals. They would disappear in no time.

In other words, the number of ancient demons crossing over through this space would be limited, and even if their power was formidable, they would soon be eliminated by the overwhelming presence of spiritual realm entities.

Similar situations had occurred in the Ice Sea Realm but hadn't caused any significant disturbances. However, this time, it happened at a crucial moment when he was searching for the elusive Nine Immortals' Pill.

These ancient demons were no threat, but if they attracted other cultivators, his actions might be exposed. Spiritual Void True Immortal couldn’t afford such a risk.

He decided to kill all of them without hesitation, exterminating every single one that emerged from the spatial rift.

With confidence in his own strength, he managed to easily dispatch nearly a hundred ancient demons that appeared through the rift. Their powers varied, but none posed any challenge to him. He effortlessly eliminated them as if cutting melons and cucumbers.

If things had continued smoothly, there would have been no need for what happened next. However, his luck ran out. Just when the spatial rift was about to disappear, another ancient demon emerged—this one far more powerful than its predecessors.

It was a divine spirit-stage demon, an advanced stage at that.

Spiritual Void True Immortal was taken aback and immediately turned to flee.

Ancient demons were notorious for their ferocity and combativeness; they wouldn't let this human cultivator escape so easily. They rushed after him, mocking his cowardice as a mere divine spirit-stage existence.

Indeed, he wasn’t afraid of the demon. Ordinary ancient demons might be more formidable than their peers, but what did that matter? As one of the Great Elders of the Ethereal Immortal Palace, his powers far surpassed those of ordinary cultivators. He was almost at the stage where he could transcend tribulation; in a different time and place, would he fear this demon?

The key was that now, he couldn’t act rashly. While he wasn't afraid, he knew well that facing a divine spirit-stage demon wouldn’t be resolved with just a few strikes.

He had to take care of two ordinary martial artists who were crucial for the upcoming treasure retrieval; any mistake could jeopardize his decades of scheming.

Thus, he chose to retreat and avoid confrontation. His fellow cloud disciple was still on the small island, taking care of those two ordinary martial artists while he dealt with this demon.

Spiritual Void True Immortal planned to do just that.

He decided to endure for now.

The outcome differed slightly from his expectations, but his sister arrived first. This was clearly beneficial for him.

The woman in a palace robe returned after handing the two ordinary martial artists over to the robed cultivator and flew back. "Big Brother, I'll help you."

"No need, my dear sister. You must not interfere; just stay here and protect me," Spiritual Void True Immortal said dismissively.

"Wh-"

The woman in a palace robe was taken aback, greatly puzzled. Did ancient demons still follow the outdated rules of one-on-one combat?

Nevertheless, she stopped as instructed. After all, Spiritual Void True Immortal was not only her senior but also the Great Elder of their sect; it wasn't wise to defy his orders.

"Hmph, don’t expect help from others; you’re too old-fashioned. But never mind, in the end, you and your companions will all die at my hands."

The thunderous voice echoed again as a swirling vortex formed within the dark cloud. The vortex emitted thick demonic energy that transformed into several fierce wind dragons, charging forward.

"Use your true power, foolish one. Don’t just stand there," Spiritual Void True Immortal's cold voice rang out. He flicked his palm, and aduster (a type of whip) appeared in his hand. With a gentle shake, several white-tufted tigers materialized before him.

Roar!

The wind dragons were met with a fierce howl as the tigers lunged forward, their blood-filled mouths snapping at them.

A fierce battle ensued, but the tigers proved far more formidable than the wind dragons. In no time, they tore the latter to shreds. !@#
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Chapter 2543: Ingenious Plan to Eliminate Demons

The several fierce tigers showed no intention of stopping. They turned their heads, opened their bloody mouths, and revealed sharp fangs that glinted with a dazzling light. A dozen or so white-hot beams of light, each about a foot in diameter, shot out from their mouths.

"Eh?"

A voice from the demon cloud sounded surprised, seemingly unable to believe that its wind dragon had been broken so quickly. An obscure incantation echoed through his ears as hundreds of ancient black characters flew out from the vortex.

These characters immediately grew with the wind and rushed towards the front.

Boom!

The sound of explosions filled the air like raindrops. The colorful spiritual light interwove continuously, and soon, those beams shattered into pieces. Then, the light balls transformed from the ancient characters flew back toward the tigers.

Despite their ferocity, the tigers showed no fear. Roaring loudly, they pounced into the ancient characters.

The tigers devoured with ease as whirlwinds emerged from their bodies. However, these ancient characters were not to be underestimated; in the end, both sides perished together.

"Hmph!"

Reclusive Spirit True Man was indifferent. He had only tested his skills lightly earlier. A glint of strange light flashed in his eyes as his whisk broom waved like a fly swatter at the side.

With such a simple action, nearby primordial qi rushed towards him at an incredible speed. Then, a flash of sharp swordlight appeared before them.

"Go!"

Reclusive Spirit True Man pointed his whisk broom, and the shimmering swordlights trembled slightly. The entire sky seemed to grow cold as they shot forward toward the demon cloud.

The scene was truly formidable; it seemed that the entire sky was filled with these shimmering swordlights.

Boom!

The demon cloud surged violently, showing signs of agitation. Nearby demonic qi gathered together, forming a large shield in mid-air.

This shield was solid and heavy, clearly indicating its formidable defensive capabilities. However, under the shimmering swordlights, it seemed as fragile as paper, easily torn apart into pieces.

"Foolish creature! Thinking that mere demonic qi can withstand my Illusory Shadow Sword Technique? Combine!"

Reclusive Spirit True Man waved his whisk broom again, and the sharp swordlights indeed converged in the middle. Countless swordlights disappeared, replaced by a towering giant sword.

This sword was enormous, over twenty feet long, emitting a shimmering coldness as it sliced forward with great weight.

"Bad news!"

A roar of anger came from the demon cloud. A demonic wind surged up, and the demon cloud dispersed to both sides. Then, an ugly ancient demon appeared in their sight.

The demon was tall but not ghastly; its body was covered in fine scales. Its hands were particularly striking—extremely long and with a large blade emerging from the elbow area. It had no forearms or palms, replaced by two massive blades.

The cold light was glaring, resembling an insect like a mantis.

Though Lin Xuan could not release his spiritual sense, he still saw clearly due to his keen eyesight. He couldn't help but show some surprise. Lin Xuan had spent over a century in the demon realm and knew ancient demons well, yet this type of ancient demon was unknown to him.

However, that wasn't unusual; there were countless types of ancient demons. Even an ancient demon might not fully understand its own kind.

The giant sword sliced down with a humming sound, distorting space as it passed. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Though he had expended all his magical power, his keen eyesight was still formidable. This strike could not be underestimated even at the peak of his strength.

Roar!

The revealed ancient demon raised its head and let out a thunderous roar from its throat. As it did so, cracking sounds filled the air as its arms rapidly grew larger.

The blade-like appendages crossed over to prepare for the giant sword's strike. However, Reclusive Spirit True Man's lips curled into a sinister smile.

As the two were about to collide, his whisk broom pointed forward again, timing perfectly. A light 'pop' echoed in their ears as the giant sword disintegrated, transforming back into hundreds of shimmering swordlights. They scattered like startled birds in all directions.

Sizzle...

Two intense beams shot from the demon's arms. Even without releasing his spiritual sense, Lin Xuan felt that these beams contained immense magical power. This ancient demon was undoubtedly a late-stage spirit fragment powerhouse and had likely not spared any effort.

However, no matter how powerful it was, its attacks fell on empty space. The scattered swordlights already converged from all sides toward him.

"Evil... detestable!"

The ancient demon was both shocked and angry. He had been tricked by the opponent's feint. This despicable human was too cunning! He roared with rage.

But what use was being upset? It was too late to change tactics now, let alone summon protective magical artifacts. The only thing he could do was release his body's demonic qi as a shield. However, that shimmering swordlight was formidable; the demonic qi was instantly swept away.

Sizzle...

Then, the demon light surged as the swordlights clashed with its scales.

These scales were well-protected but still couldn't block all the swordlights. A painful scream echoed as this seemingly powerful late-stage spirit fragment demon was dismembered by a barrage of swords.

The entire process was swift and complex, taking only half a cup of tea's time.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his eyes showing some gravity. It was undeniable that Reclusive Spirit True Man had won with some trickery, but he still possessed formidable strength.

Moreover, the use of tricks proved his rich experience in combat, his flexible mind, and his adaptability—qualities that made him terrifying.

After all, it's better to outsmart than to overpower an opponent who is both powerful and intelligent.
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Chapter 2544: Sealing Spirit Pillar

The vastness of the cultivation world truly harbored countless extraordinary individuals. Lin Xuan realized that he could not be too careless on this mission and needed to be more cautious.

As Lin Xuan thought, a figure flashed by, and the Spiritual Void True Immortal flew over. He quickly lowered his head and displayed a look of shock, as his current identity was just an ordinary mortal; such a reaction was perfectly normal after witnessing such a grand battle.

"Senior Brother, what happened?"

The Confucian-robed cultivator and the palace-dressed maiden approached him together.

"It's nothing. Just a bit of good fortune, encountering some ancient demons that crossed over."

Lin Xuan heard the calm voice of the Spiritual Void True Immortal. Clearly, he did not want to elaborate further. The others were taken aback but wisely refrained from pressing for more details.

"Is this the Heavenly Dao martial artist Wang Junior Brother brought us?"

Turning his head again, he fixed his gaze on Lin Xuan: "Indeed, it is a fine specimen. Just what we need for our mission. Young fellow, what's your name?"

The great elder of the Ethereal Immortal Palace spoke kindly to Lin Xuan, his appearance matching his ethereal and noble demeanor.

Lin Xuan trembled slightly as he replied, "Master, my name is Tian Xiaojian."

"Ah, Tian Xiaojian, a good name. This journey requires several mortals like you to cooperate well with the treasures I will retrieve. Rest assured, there will be rewards for your efforts. Although you lack spiritual roots and cannot ascend to immortality, doubling your lifespan with my elixirs should not be an issue."

The words of the Spiritual Void True Immortal resonated with sincerity and conviction.

"Thank you, Master. I will do anything in my power," Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy.

"This Leaf Fairy has already promised that if there are any instructions from the master, I will certainly fulfill them," he added to the palace-dressed maiden.

The other two mortal martial artists also looked similarly eager.

"Very well."

The Spiritual Void True Immortal stroked his beard and appeared highly satisfied. "As long as you put in your best efforts, I won't break my word. You'll need to cooperate closely later on, so get acquainted with each other now."

"Aye."

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully, showing utmost obedience before turning to observe the two martial artists.

One male and one female, both in their early twenties.

The woman was stunningly beautiful, while the man was strikingly handsome. They could be considered a pair of dragons among phoenixes. Upon closer inspection, they shared some similarities in appearance, suggesting that they were likely siblings, possibly even twins given their close age difference.

"Esteemed Brother Tian Xiaojian, I am Su Yunxiu, and this is my brother Su Yufeng from the Rainbow Light Island," the woman greeted him with a graceful bow. Her eyes sparkled with admiration at his appearance, her heart fluttering as she imagined such a handsome man in reality. A blush spread across her porcelain face.

"Ah, so you are Brother Tian. I am Lin Xuan."

Lin Xuan returned the bow, unwilling to reveal too much about himself. The other cultivators did not pay much attention; after all, they were just ordinary mortals.

Moreover, though he had already neutralized the ancient demons, a vague sense of unease lingered in his mind. He decided it was best to focus on retrieving the treasure and alleviate his worries.

"Let's go!"

Without further ado, he transformed into a streak of purple light and flew forward. The palace-dressed maiden followed closely behind. Only the Confucian-robed cultivator and three mortals remained on the vast open ground.

A faint smile played on Lin Xuan’s lips as he did not elaborate further. A layer of purple light enveloped his body, followed by a gust of wind that swept up the other three mortals and propelled them forward.

They headed towards the center of the island. The speed of a spirit realm cultivator was astonishing; it seemed they could travel thousands of miles in an instant. Soon enough, they arrived at their destination.

Before them lay a small lake surrounded by mountains and lakes, offering picturesque scenery. However, there were no signs of anything amiss.

The local qi was exceptionally weak, making it impossible to spot any hidden cultivators from afar. Thus, the place appeared ordinary, though Lin Xuan wished he could activate his Heavenly Wind Divine Eye to uncover more clues.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but did not dwell on it too much. He only needed to keep an eye out and wait for the truth to unfold in due time.

"Senior Brother, I didn't see anything unusual," said the palace-dressed maiden's voice.

Her eyes were also enveloped by a layer of spiritual light, indicating that she had cultivated the secret technique of spiritual vision as well.

"Yes, Senior Brother mentioned it was sealed by aprohibition. But to me, it just looks like an ordinary scene," the Confucian-robed cultivator added curiously.

"Humph, our founder spent considerable effort setting up this sealing spirit pillar. You didn't see anything amiss; what's so strange about that?"

Sealing Spirit Pillar?

Lin Xuan was startled by these words. This was a legendary object he had only read about in ancient texts, and its exact nature remained unclear.

Legend had it that the Sealing Spirit Pillar was also known as the Pacifying Demon Tower, used to seal powerful demons and monsters to prevent their escape or transformation.

During the Three Realms War, someone had lured an ancient demon ancestor into a trap and temporarily sealed him with this pillar. As a result, his army lost its leader and was annihilated by the combined forces of the spirit realm humans and beasts.

The fact that even an ancient demon ancestor could be temporarily trapped underscored the Sealing Spirit Pillar's mysterious power.

Moreover, it had another remarkable ability: cutting through space.

What did "cutting through space" mean?

While the concept seemed abstract, its explanation was straightforward. Different planes of existence generally didn't intersect; for instance, the spirit realm and human realm were parallel worlds that rarely connected. However, there could be exceptions to this rule.

PS: I have something today, so only one chapter. Tomorrow will make up for it with three more.

!@#

(Free downloadable e-book)
第两千五百四十五章 封印空间

Chapter 2545: Sealing Spatial Dimensions

The spatial dimensions were vast, and sometimes, at certain locations, the forces of these interfaces would undergo anomalies. This could cause the space to become thin, leading to the appearance of spatial vortexes or fissures.

Due to the laws of nature, such situations were usually temporary; neither the spatial vortex nor the fissure was a true gateway between realms. Over time, they would naturally close up. For instance, not long ago, when Senior True Virtue encountered one, it was just such a situation.

However, there were exceptions. Sometimes, due to some inexplicable factors, the gap connecting two interfaces wouldn't close even if it remained open.

It is said that in a certain human realm during ancient times, this happened. For unknown reasons, on a particular day, a spatial fissure appeared, connecting with the Demon Realm.

Although the fissure was small and could only accommodate one or two ancient demons at a time, initially, this wasn't considered significant.

Even if higher-ranked ancient demons came through, they would eventually exhaust their demonic energy when facing an endless stream of human cultivators. Although there would be heavy casualties, humans could still ultimately exterminate these ancient demons with sheer numbers.

However, soon enough, the human cultivators discovered a problem: this fissure didn't close up despite its small size. This was troublesome because the number of ancient demons crossing over continuously increased, and their ranks far exceeded those of the human realm's cultivators. Despite significant sacrifices from both cultivators and beasts, they couldn't defeat these ancient demons, and it seemed that the human realm would soon be corrupted by them.

Several powerful entities from the spirit realm had to use secret techniques to contact higher-dimensional realm cultivators through some hidden means. This wasn't easy; however, after countless efforts and precious treasures, their wish was finally granted. The great beings from the spirit realm used secret techniques to tear open a spatial rift and descended into the lower realms. They then unleashed astonishing techniques that efficiently exterminated those ancient demons.

However, this didn’t mean the matter was over. That spatial fissure still existed, meaning ancient demons could still enter the human realm at any time. The powerful beings from the spirit realm couldn't stay in the human realm for long; it held no attraction to them, and they wouldn’t linger too much before returning to their own realm.

But once they left, things would revert to their original state.

What should be done?

The only solution was to seal that peculiar spatial fissure. While this seemed easy on paper, implementing it was fraught with difficulties. It involved the most mysterious spatial techniques. Fortunately, one of the ancient immortals present was a peak-stage cultivator who had survived a tribulation.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but look around as he pondered these thoughts. There was actually a spirit-sealing pillar here?

Unfortunately, he was currently pretending to be an ordinary person and couldn't release his divine sense to investigate further.

Lin Xuan felt regretful. After all, there were priorities; obtaining the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill was the top priority now. The spirit-sealing pillar, though miraculous, could not compare in importance to this item.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t lose sight of the bigger picture for a small matter.

"Senior Brother, where is the spirit-sealing pillar?" the robed cultivator asked anxiously.

"Haha, don't worry; you'll know soon enough," said Senior True Virtue with a smile. Then he raised his hand and waved it gently, causing a flash of light to appear as a spirit beast bag flew out from his sleeve.

"What's that for?"

Lin Xuan felt a bit surprised but maintained an expression of confusion as he watched intently.

"Quickly!"

Senior True Virtue’s movements were incredibly swift. Another spell was shot out from the end of hisduster (whip), and the mouth of the bag opened, releasing a fierce demon wind.

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The Su siblings were startled as they saw a huge dragon emerge from the small spirit beast bag. It was indeed a dragon with azure scales that shimmered with brilliance. Its length exceeded thirty feet, and its eyes were much larger than ordinary copper bells.

This was a water-type dragon.

Why did Senior True Virtue release it?

Even Lin Xuan, along with his two fellow students, looked puzzled. However, the mystery didn't last long as the answer soon became clear.

Roar!

The dragon opened its blood-red maw, and the calm lake surface instantly churned into waves. It then proceeded to suck in water like a whale, swallowing all the lake's contents into its body within a short time—less than half a cup of tea.

The lake bed was exposed as an elder took out an jade box from his pocket, flicking his fingers. "Snap!" The lid opened, and a shimmering talisman appeared from inside.

"Quickly!"

Senior True Virtue activated the talisman, waving his hands repeatedly to cast several spells. The talisman flashed, transforming into a landscape painting.
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Chapter 2546: Demon Crystal Stone

However, this image was clearly formed by condensed spiritual energy, and it fell without hesitation right after taking shape, disappearing into the lake bed.

Boom!

After a moment, the ground began to tremble. The dried-up lake bottom split open, and intense light flashed as a building slowly rose from beneath the earth.

Spirit Virtue True Man widened his eyes, and so did everyone else's.

About a cup of tea later, the ground stopped shaking, and no more rocks fell. The full appearance of the structure was revealed.

It was an altar.

Lin Xuan scanned it with his gaze and found that it was made entirely of white jade, the finest quality.

The surface emitted a warm luster. Such jade would be worth its weight in gold even in the secular world; emperors themselves might not be able to obtain such treasures from their imperial treasuries.

Here, however, it was treated as ordinary building material, and the wealth of cultivators far surpassed that of mere mortals.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, but the Su siblings' faces showed a look of awe. As high-ranking experts in the Dao, they had seen many things, but this made them realize how little they knew—like frogs at the bottom of wells.

Cultivators not only could ride clouds and control mountains; they were also rich enough to rival entire nations. They just didn't care about secular pleasures when pursuing eternal life.

The altar was over ten zhang tall, with a white jade staircase leading up to it. The shape was unique and beautiful, almost magical.

At the top of the altar, six stone pillars stood out prominently. Each pillar was roughly as thick as a man's waist, arranged in a circular formation around the perimeter.

Each pillar bore intricate patterns—true dragons, colorful phoenixes, qilins, golden sunbirds… all legendary beasts.

Was this the sealing pillar?

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened with admiration.

Then he saw Spirit Virtue True Man emit spiritual light and slowly fly towards the lake bed. He did not simply ascend to the altar but first landed below before climbing up the stairs.

Why? Lin Xuan guessed it was due to some precautions, as otherwise, he might trigger a banishment mechanism leading to a tragic outcome.

The other two cultivators remained motionless, so Lin Xuan stayed by their side, his gaze fixed on the Daoist elder.

In the center of the six sealing pillars lay a small array, delicate and ancient. If his guess was correct, this was the legendary sealing array.

Lin Xuan had only heard about it; he was seeing one for the first time.

Spirit Virtue True Man extended his hand, tapped his waist, and spiritual light flashed as several jade boxes appeared from his belt.

Opening the lids, abundant spiritual energy emitted from inside. Inside lay several blood-red crystal stones, their vibrant aura emanating from them.

Blood Crystal Stones!

Lin Xuan was startled. If these were found in the secular world, even cultivators of his rank would be tempted by them, sparking bloody struggles for possession in the cultivation realm.

After all, obtaining such a stone wasn't easy.

By chance, Lin Xuan had once seen a description of this stone in an ancient text.

Unlike ordinary crystal stones, Blood Crystal Stones were not naturally formed. They were cultivated by cultivators using countless efforts and heart.

First, one needed to select a top-grade crystal stone as the raw material.

Then, choose a location with excellent spiritual veins—ideally, places with spirit eyes or spirit trees, the higher their grade, the better.

Next, set up a gathering array, then cultivate a small medicinal garden. Plant the crystal stone there and treat it like a rare flower, watering it daily with demon beast blood.

Of course, this had its own rules: depending on the attributes of the top-grade spiritual stone, one could only use corresponding demon beast blood to water it.

Over countless years, the top-grade crystal stone would absorb the demonic essence from the demon beast's blood, gradually increasing its spiritual energy.

Thus, Blood Crystal Stones were also known as Demon Crystal Stones because they were cultivated using demon beast blood.

However, cultivating such a stone was extremely difficult. One had to use the blood of a transformation-stage or higher demon beast daily without interruption for at least a century.

The stringent conditions made few cultivators willing to undertake this task, given the astronomical number of required demon beast spirits. In essence, the cost outweighed the benefit.

Only a few rare cultivators and some sects would cultivate Blood Crystal Stones due to necessary purposes—such as setting up an ancient grand array where ordinary top-grade crystal stones wouldn't suffice.

Though Lin Xuan was surprised, he quickly calmed down. The Ethereal Immortal Palace was the first true power in the world, having long coveted such treasures. The sect had some Blood Crystal Stones reserved for emergencies; it made perfect sense. If not, it would be strange.

Although these Blood Crystal Stones appeared blood-red, a closer look revealed subtle differences—such as the one on the left with a tiny grain of orange at its center, easily overlooked.

This indicated that this Blood Crystal Stone was earth属性的.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them. The six Blood Crystal Stones encompassed all five elements: metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. The last one was an ice attribute variant crystal stone.

What a grand gesture!

Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled with anticipation. Such a significant sealing pillar hinted that the mysterious Pliant Immortal Pills sealed within were even more exciting.

What surprises lay in store?

Though Lin Xuan couldn't release his divine sense, he carefully watched Spirit Virtue True Man's every move.

He waved his sleeves, and the Blood Crystal Stones seemed to have eyes, flying into the slots. The elder then waved his hands repeatedly, reciting ancient incantations. After a cup of tea, he clapped his hands together and loudly commanded: "Open!"

As he did so, the array's light burst forth, illuminating the area.

Then, chanting sounds filled the air. Lin Xuan felt a sudden shift; could this sealing array be related to the Buddhist sect?

Before he could fully process this thought, six different colored spiritual lights shot from the array and hit the surrounding sealing pillars.

Suddenly, the true spirits carved on each pillar began to move, as if they had come alive.

This shocking scene startled Lin Xuan despite his preparedness. However, he quickly realized that what had awakened were merely six illusory images, not genuine true spirits.
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But even the shadow of a true spirit emitted an extremely powerful aura. Six ghostly shadows then leaped upwards, merging into one. A light ball about aten chi (a unit of length) in diameter appeared before their eyes.

The light ball expanded and contracted, with multicolored spiritual lights flickering inside. Suddenly, it exploded with a loud boom.

Instantly, the entire altar's airspace was filled with an astonishing surge of spiritual energy, like a tidal wave, sweeping towards all sides.

Spiritual Void True Immortal was the first to be affected, but his reaction was swift. With a wave of his sleeve, he summoned a defensive treasure. The explosive sound of the light ball seemed alarming, but its actual power was much less than expected, and it didn't affect a wide area.

Lin Xuan and company stood by the lake and weren’t affected. Half a cup of tea later, the residual effects gradually dissipated, leaving behind a beam of light in their sight.

This elliptical beam could accommodate one person; this must be the tunnel leading to that sealed space?

"Use your mana to protect them when we go inside. This passage’s spatial force isn’t too robust, but it’s still beyond what ordinary humans can bear."

With these words, Spiritual Void True Immortal transformed into a streak of light and entered the bright white arc.

"S Brother, thank you for this."

The young woman in court attire turned around, her charming voice entering his ears. She then transformed into a streak of light, following closely behind Spiritual Void True Immortal.

The scholar-robed cultivator shook his head. Was he really considered just an errand boy?

Though he was annoyed, he couldn’t be too picky about such trivial matters. Drawing in a breath, a dazzling aura enveloped him, and the purple qi around his body surged like spring water, covering Lin Xuan and company before transforming into a purple cloud that drifted towards the arc.

...

"Is this where the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills are produced?"

The melodious voice entered his ears. However, the female cultivator who spoke looked around in confusion, her expression strangely out of place.

"This... I don’t know either. But according to my ancestor’s notes, we should be here. There shouldn’t be any mistakes."

Spiritual Void True Immortal scratched his head. At this moment, that ethereal and scholarly demeanor was completely gone.

The scholar-robed cultivator who entered last remained silent but showed clear astonishment on his face.

No wonder the three of them were so surprised because after passing through the light arc, they found themselves in a strange place with an environment that left much to be desired.

Looking around, everything was gray. The sky was gray, the soil beneath their feet was gray, the clouds above were gray, and even the sparse plants in the distance were gray.

The spiritual energy here was so thin it was almost unbearable.

Such a place couldn’t support ordinary plant growth, yet it produced Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills—a truly unbelievable phenomenon.

Thus, the three of them had such expressions, which wasn’t surprising at all.

Moreover, within this space, their divine sense was inexplicably suppressed. Even though they were cultivators of the Sublimation realm, their divine senses could only extend a hundred feet. So, how large this space truly was remained unclear to them for now.

To be honest, encountering such a scene, it would be hard not to have doubts. However, since they had come here, regardless of anything else, they needed to investigate first before returning empty-handed.

Thus, Spiritual Void True Immortal waved his sleeve and took out a scroll-like object, sinking his divine sense into it. After a moment, he discerned the direction and flew leftward.

The other two exchanged glances; this time, the young woman in court attire didn’t leave but instead followed alongside the scholar-robed cultivator to protect the three ordinary martial artists.

In such an enigmatic space, who knew what dangers they might encounter. Emotionally and logically, she couldn’t just leave her senior brother behind. More people meant more chances of handling any unforeseen events.

This plan was sound, but what followed greatly exceeded their expectations. The entire journey was smooth with no trouble at all. Soon, they arrived at the destination.

Before them lay a dense forest, vibrant and full of life. Normally, this wasn’t unusual; trees were naturally like that. However, everything around had been gray until suddenly seeing this lush greenery stood out starkly.

The area of the forest wasn’t large—just several acres—and in its midst was an open space.

They didn’t rush down but remained cautious as they were cultivators of the Sublimation realm, seasoned veterans who had faced numerous trials. The vibrant life of the forest might be a trap; better to err on the side of caution.

The old man waved his sleeve, and a light flashed. A middle-aged man with a yellowish complexion appeared before them.

The pressure emanating from him was roughly at the Profound Abyss realm.

But upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan found that this person’s expression was somewhat vacant. He wasn’t a cultivator but clearly a puppet. However, he looked very much like one; it would be hard to spot the difference without close observation.

Lin Xuan didn’t show any strange reaction. The Ethereal Fairy Palace was known for its expertise in crafting puppets, and Spiritual Void True Immortal, as the grand elder of the sect, wasn’t surprised by this.

"Go."

Without needing specific control, the puppet transformed into a streak of light, heading towards the forest.

Everyone’s eyes widened.

But there were no ill effects. Soon, the puppet landed on the open space in the middle of the forest and began moving around.

However, the three still waited patiently.

After a meal’s time had passed, nothing untoward happened.

Was it just his imagination?

Spiritual Void True Immortal frowned. While caution was wise, they couldn’t stay here indefinitely.

He waved his sleeve again, summoning several defensive treasures to envelop him in a light barrier before carefully flying towards the forest.

Similar to the puppet’s situation, no danger or mishap was encountered.

Soon, he too landed on the open space.

Spiritual Void True Immortal’s face showed signs of delight. He then gestured upwards: "Come down!"

The young woman in court attire and the scholar-robed cultivator exchanged glances. Since the grand elder instructed them to do so, they didn’t hesitate. They led the three ordinary martial artists down towards the forest.

"Eh, what is this..." Lin Xuan was surprised as soon as he entered the forest, though his expression remained calm.
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Chapter 2548: Jade and Stone Statues

The area of the forest was no more than a few acres, yet its vibrant vitality stood out starkly against the surrounding gray environment. The concentration of qi here was so intense that it left one breathless, almost to an unbelievable degree.

Lin Xuan, who had seen much in his time, even visited the legendary palace of the Asura King, but the qi density there could not compare to this place.

He even suspected that even the ethereal realm of true immortals might be no different.

If cultivation were to take place here, it would surely yield twice the results with half the effort. With suitable spiritual herbs as assistance, advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage was not out of the question.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, and indeed, someone proposed this very suggestion. The woman in a palace robe and the man in a scholar’s gown both looked excited. They had been stuck at a bottleneck for quite some time, but the intense qi here offered hope of breakthroughs.

Even if they couldn't find the ethereal Nine Immortals Pills this time, the sheer density of qi alone was worth the journey.

"Senior Brother, after we retrieve our treasures, why don’t we stay and cultivate here first?" The woman in a palace robe’s voice entered his ears, her expression filled with anticipation.

"No."

To everyone's surprise, the suggestion was immediately rejected by Senior Daoist Lingxu without hesitation.

"Why not?"

The woman in the palace robe was taken aback and quickly asked for an explanation. She had always trusted the Elder Grandmaster, but if he couldn’t provide a reasonable one this time, she would not comply under any circumstances.

"Indeed, Senior Brother Lingxu, with such intense qi here, it's hard to describe how beneficial it is to us. Why can't we cultivate here?"

The man in the scholar’s gown’s deep voice echoed, clearly on the same page as the woman in the palace robe.

"Sigh, you don’t know, if I could, would I not want to cultivate here? But alas."

Senior Daoist Lingxu sighed and swept his sleeves. A white jade cylinder flew out: "Take a look at what’s inside; that will explain everything."

"Indeed, there is something hidden."

The woman in the palace robe frowned as she felt an ominous premonition but moved swiftly, extending her hand to take the jade cylinder. She lowered her head and sank her divine sense into it.

Soon, she lifted her head with a look of disappointment: "Ah, I must have misunderstood Elder Grandmaster."

"What exactly is going on?"

The man in the scholar’s gown was still puzzled, his face filled with anxiety as he took the jade cylinder and delved into it with urgency.

As they say, the higher one's hopes, the greater their disappointment. After a few breaths, his expression turned extremely grim. After a moment, he raised his head, his face darkened to the point of looking like he had lost his life essence: "Damnit, we can only stay here for twelve hours?"

"Indeed, if you exceed that time, the entrance will close, and from inside, it would be much harder to open. Even if we do advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage, we will be trapped forever," Senior Daoist Lingxu's calm voice entered his ears, his expression suggesting he knew about this all along.

The other two sighed as well. If they were to be permanently trapped, even advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage would be meaningless. They certainly did not want to take such a risk.

Thus, no matter how good this place was, it had to be abandoned.

However, this place truly seemed strange, with a world apart just across a line.

Outside, everything was lifeless and gray, but the forest's qi was so captivating that one couldn't help feeling eerie. Could it be...

Lin Xuan had a vague guess in his heart. After all, such an environment didn’t seem natural; it was as if...

How to describe it?

It seemed as though there was some mysterious force drawing out all other qi from this space and then injecting it into the forest.

Lin Xuan wasn't sure if this guess was accurate, but at least it offered a reasonable explanation. He didn't dwell on it further because several cultivators of the Ethereal Palace were preparing to retrieve their treasures.

The elderly man swept his sleeves, and an jade box flew out. The lid opened to reveal several colorful array flags lying inside.

Senior Daoist Lingxu’s hands moved swiftly, forming intricate seals that emitted a whirring sound as they merged with the array flags, which disappeared into the surrounding earth.

Senior Daoist Lingxu was not idle; his hands continued to move while he recited ancient and obscure incantations.

After a moment, a rumbling sound echoed. A crack appeared before them, something slowly rising from it. This time, instead of an altar, several statues were revealed.

Four men and two women, their appearances lifelike, carved with divine craftsmanship.

These statues were made of fine jade and faced away from everyone.

In the center of the six statues, a round table was visible, empty except for a small and delicate tripod cauldron.

"Could it be that the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills are hidden in this treasure?"

The woman in the palace robe's face showed excitement as she tried to lift the lid of the cauldron. However, her efforts were futile; the cover remained unmoved.

"How is this possible?"

The woman was shocked. Although she had never practiced physical cultivation, as a spirit transformation cultivator, her body and meridians had undergone countless washings of essence, making her far stronger than ordinary mortals. Her hands could lift thousands of pounds, but even with such strength, the cauldron, though small and delicate, was less than a foot tall; how could she not even lift its lid? Was there some extraordinary禁制?

Senior Daoist Lingxu smiled as he spoke: "Whether it’s a禁制 or not, I’m not sure. But to open this tripod cauldron, we need the concerted effort of all six of us."

"Concerted effort from all six?"

"Indeed, look at the back of those statues; what do you see?" Senior Daoist Lingxu's voice echoed again.

"The backs of the statues?"

Everyone turned their gaze. Lin Xuan was no exception. On each statue’s back, there was a faint palm print, not very clear, easily overlooked if one didn’t look closely.

"What is this?"

"Junior Brother Yun, Sister Ye, cover your palms and input all your cultivation power without reservation. The three young friends, do the same but inject your inner energy into these palm prints."

Senior Daoist Lingxu’s voice entered his ears as he stepped forward, pressing his hand down with pure cultivation power pouring in like a flood.
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Chapter 2549: The Birth of a Medicine Spirit

The group didn't hesitate, each stepping forward and placing their hands behind the statues to align with the palm prints. They began inputting their energy or internal force accordingly. Lin Xuan, who was usually resolute in his mind, felt a bit uneasy at this moment.

After all, he wasn’t truly a martial artist of the Heavenly Dao; he was just an impostor. Would they discover his deception?

Lin Xuan didn't know for sure.

Actually, what he feared most wasn't being exposed but failing to retrieve the treasure.

However, there was no use fearing when it came down to it. Lin Xuan tried his luck and poured in energy according to the True Scripture of a Hundred Spirits, hoping that this top-notch martial arts secret would prove effective. His internal force was indeed strong, matching or even surpassing that of the Su siblings. This might give him an opportunity to break through the restrictions.

In any case, he decided to try first before making a decision.

Although he wasn’t truly a martial artist of the Heavenly Dao, his practice of the True Scripture of a Hundred Spirits made it real. His internal force was there, and compared to the three Spirit Refinement Stage cultivators nearby, his was no weaker. He focused on this aspect, hoping for a chance to break through.

Regardless, he decided to give it a try.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with anxiety, but outwardly, he maintained composure. He took deep breaths and gathered the internal force in his body according to the True Scripture of a Hundred Spirits before injecting it into the statue.

The others were equally focused on their tasks, making the surroundings eerily silent.

After a cup of tea had passed, there was still no sign of movement.

Two incense sticks later, the area remained quiet.

Steam began to rise from the heads of the Su siblings and their brother. This was the effect of fully activating their internal force. Lin Xuan felt similar exhaustion. The three Spirit Refinement cultivators also showed no signs of ease; even the Palace-dressed maiden and the Confucian-robed cultivator looked strained.

Their energy reserves were almost depleted.

"Senior Elder, how much longer? If we keep this up, I and my sister won't be able to hold on," the Confucian-robed cultivator said anxiously.

But before he could finish speaking, an unexpected change occurred.

With a rumbling sound, the six statues seemed to come alive. No, they didn’t truly come alive; their mouths opened as if by human hands, each expelling a fist-sized light ball that slowly flew towards the center and merged into a five-colored light sphere the size of a head.

The light sphere stretched out, revealing a five-fingered hand that moved swiftly downward like lightning. The lid of the cauldron was lifted up.

A fragrant aroma filled the air, but what followed was a shocking scene. A golden beam shot out from within as soon as the light flickered. The Spirit Void True Man reacted quickly, his right hand reaching out into space. A floating light hand appeared before him, moving slowly yet with urgency, grabbing at the golden beam.

Golden light flashed across the sky for several breaths until a fist-sized light ball appeared in their sight.

At its center was a small pill about the size of a bean, spinning ceaselessly. Each time it tried to break free, it was blocked by the light sphere.

"What... is this treasure?" The three cultivators, despite their extensive experience, exchanged puzzled glances.

Lin Xuan's heart raced. Could it be a Medicine Spirit?

Yes, it must be. In this world, apart from Medicine Spirits, what other medicinal pills could possess consciousness and run away on their own?

It was like finding a needle in a haystack—right where he needed it the most.

The excitement within Lin Xuan was indescribable. His original goal for coming to the Ice Sea Realm was to find materials for cultivating an inner avatar.

Initially, Lin Xuan had targeted spirit-awakened rare plants and flowers. He chose these because while such plants were rare, they were relatively easier to locate compared to another material he needed: Medicine Spirits.

Medicine Spirits, according to legend, were a byproduct of the efforts of alchemists who occasionally managed to create medicinal pills with consciousness during their experiments.

These were truly divine objects. Legends said that ordinary people could revive from death and heal any injury by consuming them; for cultivators, they could significantly boost their cultivation, even advancing an entire stage.

Although these claims might be exaggerated, Medicine Spirits were indeed extraordinary. Since Lin Xuan embarked on his path of cultivation, he had encountered numerous serendipities, but seeing a Medicine Spirit was the second time in his life.

According to the laws of nature, the rarer the medicinal pill, the lower the probability of it producing a Medicine Spirit. The Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, though naturally generated, shared similar effects with those crafted by cultivators and were extremely precious. Even ordinary Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills were highly coveted; now that one had produced a Medicine Spirit, its value was beyond measure. A Loose Immortal or Demon King would surely participate in the struggle for it.

The effect of using such an item to cultivate an inner avatar would be indescribable.

In an instant, Lin Xuan felt the urge to act immediately. Since no one had uncovered his identity and he had expended much energy breaking through the restrictions, now was a perfect time to strike from the shadows.

However, despite this, something felt off in his heart. He couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was, but given his level of strength, his inner intuition usually wasn’t wrong. After some hesitation, Lin Xuan decided to observe the situation first.

Waiting wouldn’t hurt; as long as he didn’t reveal himself, there would always be an opportunity.

Soon, the Medicine Spirit was secured by the Spirit Void True Man and carefully placed in a jade bottle with several restriction talismans attached.

The Confucian-robed cultivator and the Palace-dressed maiden were envious but said nothing. The three of them then went to inspect the treasures inside the small cauldron, and Lin Xuan followed suit.

The other cultivators didn’t say anything; these mere mortals could only watch as spectators. They had no chance of sharing in the spoils.

Lin Xuan scanned his eyes over the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills within the cauldron. There were only a dozen or so, each about the size of a bean and glowing with different colors.

"Is this what Master’s notes described—the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills? Indeed, they do have varying effects based on their color. This purple one should be the legendary healing elixir. While it can’t revive the dead or turn flesh into bone, any severe injury can be healed by taking just one."
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"There's also this blue one, which should be able to enhance cultivation. Even for cultivators at the Shen Splitting level like us, taking just one can offset a hundred years of hard work. Even Great Adepts at the Tribulation Transcendence stage might benefit from it."

"Speaking of that green one, it should have miraculous effects on breaking through the bottleneck stages of the Shen Splitting realm. Oh, there's also this white one, with a lustrous sheen like jade. Could it be..." The woman in traditional attire licked her lips, so shocked at the moment that she had forgotten all about ladylike demeanor.

"Could it be the most precious of the legendary Piaoyun Nine Immortals' pills, known as 'Transformation Tribulation Pills,' which can increase the chances of advancing to the Tribulation Transcendence stage by ten percent." The voice of the scholar-robed cultivator entered his ears. He was trembling with excitement.

Other rare spiritual artifacts were valuable, but none could compare to this Transformation Tribulation Pill. This was why they had come here in the first place.

No, more accurately, their goal was to find some spiritual artifacts that might help them advance to the Tribulation Transcendence stage. They never expected to actually encounter a Transformation Tribulation Pill.

After all, the path of cultivation became increasingly difficult as one advanced. A ten percent chance from any angle seemed too high. If this object appeared in the world, it would surely incite a frenzy among Shen Splitting cultivators.

No, even Loose Immortals and Demon Kings would likely join the争夺. It wouldn't be wrong to leave such an artifact for future generations, but that was easier said than done. Cultivators of such high rank found these artifacts hard to come by.

The only drawback was that there was only one Transformation Tribulation Pill.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed, but a hint of playfulness also appeared in his eyes. Cultivators were known for their self-interest; even if the three had some camaraderie before, they would likely abandon it now in favor of personal gain.

Would these two fight over this pill? If so, that would suit Lin Xuan's plans perfectly—let them squabble and he could reap the benefits.

Lin Xuan carefully observed their expressions. Excitement, hesitation, struggle, confusion—all kinds of emotions flashed across their faces for a long time. To his surprise, what happened next was unexpected.

The scholar-robed cultivator and the woman in traditional attire exchanged glances and stepped aside.

"Please let Senior Elder take the treasure."

What?

After waiting so long, this was the result. Lin Xuan couldn't help but be speechless.

He hadn't expected two cultivators to choose humility over greed. Perhaps they were so reverent of Spirit Void Master that even a major temptation wasn't worth fighting for.

Since they couldn't compete, it made sense to back down and let him have his way.

Though the logic was sound, Lin Xuan doubted he could resist such a temptation himself. With no internal conflict among them, his hopes of reaping benefits were dashed.

Spirit Void Master's hearty laughter echoed: "Thank you, junior brothers and sisters. Rest assured, I will take this Transformation Tribulation Pill. The other spiritual medicines can be chosen freely by yourselves. I will remember your kindness today. If I advance to the Tribulation Transcendence stage, I won't forget your favor."

"Senior Brother is too kind. If there were more Transformation Tribulation Pills, I would also try to get one for myself. Unfortunately, there's only one. By reason and sentiment, it should be left for Senior Brother." The woman in traditional attire chuckled. Though her words were bold, the regret was clear.

She didn't want to give up this treasure, but even if she had acted out of camaraderie, she would have failed. Her fate likely lay in death. It might be better to step back now and act wisely for personal gain.

It wasn't an easy choice, but both the scholar-robed cultivator and the woman were clear-minded. Their greed didn't lead them to ruin themselves.

Satisfied with this outcome, Spirit Void Master made a generous offer: "As a token of our gratitude, I will give you something sweet."

Regardless of their true feelings, they appeared harmonious on the surface. The two stepped back while Spirit Void Master approached the cauldron. Everything seemed perfect until an anomaly occurred.

A strange disturbance suddenly came from above them. Several cultivators raised their heads, and Lin Xuan did too. His eyes narrowed as he looked up.

The once calm air rippled like a small stone had been thrown into a lake, creating concentric waves. As time passed, the disturbance grew more intense until it became a loud tearing sound. A light arc appeared before them, but this arc was an eerie blood-red with purple-black lightning swirling around it.

"Space rift!"

Spirit Void Master exclaimed in shock. Lin Xuan's expression showed his surprise as well. He felt a strange sense of danger, and he took a deep breath, ready to dispel the Heaven Demon Infant Technique at any moment.

Though the space rift seemed ominous, it was only about a foot long and didn't expand further. A faint black mist emerged from within.

Seeing this, Spirit Void Master's expression turned grave as he suddenly shouted: "No good! It's an outsider demon. We can't let it get close."

"What? An outsider demon? Could it be the one mentioned in the ancestor's will?"

Spirit Void Master didn't answer but instead waved his sleeves at the front. A white light burst out, forming a giant hand that snatched up all the Piaoyun Nine Immortals' pills.

While this action was noteworthy, his words were even more shocking.

"Outsider demon!"

For most cultivators, this term would be unfamiliar, but not for Lin Xuan. He had heard it before—during his fight with the Heavenly Extinction Monstrance in Star Moon City. The young man named Long mentioned an outsider demon, though his master didn't provide many details.

It was said that Star Moon City had a Tribulation Transcendence-level monster to prevent outsiders from causing trouble!
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Chapter 2551: Demonic Tyrant from Beyond the Domain

Lin Xuan did not dare to underestimate this. After all, even entities of the Transcendence Stage were wary of the legendary demon heads from beyond the heavens. Just sending a few incarnations was clearly insufficient; Starlight City had a great being of the Transcendence Stage present year-round.

Upon his return, Lin Xuan had intermittently consulted some ancient texts and discovered vague descriptions in some long-lost classics. However, what exactly a demon head from beyond the heavens was remained unclear.

What could be confirmed was that it wasn't an ancient demon; naturally, it wasn't a being of the Spirit Realm or阴司界 either. In fact, it came entirely from another plane, with habits vastly different from those in the Three Realms.

In one ancient text, Lin Xuan had seen speculation about where these demon heads lived, which was markedly different from the Three Realms. However, all were immensely powerful and mostly lacked fixed forms or bodies; some were mere demonic thoughts.

Even within the bizarre world of cultivators, such beings would be considered extraordinary. Although it didn't have a physical form, the power of a demon head from beyond the heavens was undeniable. Legends spoke of its mightiest existence being called the Demonic Tyrant from Beyond the Domain, with strength rivaling that of true immortals who had ascended.

Fortunately, while terrifying, such demonic heads generally did not interact with the Spirit Realm. It was said that only two scenarios allowed them to cross over: one, a late-stage Profound Divinity cultivator breaking through their bottleneck and entering Transcendence; or two, an early-stage Transcendence cultivator preparing for ascension. The latter scenario would be even more terrifying.

Ordinary cultivators faced similar situations during meditation, but they merely encountered heart demons. In the final two stages of cultivation, a cultivator's strength surged dramatically, along with increased dangers and challenges. Heart demons turned into demonic heads, which could ensnare cultivators; only those with outstanding abilities and unwavering minds could survive.

Here, the demonic head referred to was indeed a demon head from beyond the heavens. Yet, no one here had attempted to break through the Transcendence bottleneck—how did it end up here?

Lin Xuan's mind buzzed with curiosity and caution. Though his understanding of such beings remained vague, he was wary of their immense power.

Fortunately, the first to face this threat were not himself; the three from Ethereal Immortal Palace clearly knew the danger, showing evident alarm as they wouldn't sit idly by!

The Spirit Void True Man gathered treasures while the other two immediately acted. The robed cultivator swiftly inscribed a character in mid-air with his hand, which looked like ancient script. Lin Xuan couldn’t recognize it; the strokes were sharp and precise. Soon, purple qi surged into his body, illuminating the ancient text, which transformed into a head-sized comet, hurtling towards the purple qi.

Not much slower than the flying knife.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. As they say, a name befits its owner—Ethereal Immortal Palace was indeed no mere pretense; their great fame wasn't accidental. Both the robed cultivator and the robed woman were clearly stronger than their peers.

Despite their impressive moves, the demonic head from beyond the heavens was not easily fended off. The faint demonic qi swerved slightly, rendering all attacks ineffective. A booming voice then echoed: "Heaven's retribution can still be endured; self-inflicted suffering cannot. You three have prepared such a fine body for this true master—no need to be polite."

Before the words were fully spoken, he darted towards the Su siblings.

The Su siblings gasped in shock, and the other three cultivators were equally stunned. Clearly, they had some understanding of demonic heads from beyond the heavens, anticipating possession attempts. However, none expected such a target—mere mortals.

Though the Su siblings were Heavenly Dao martial artists, to cultivators, they were mere ants. Faced with this demonic head, how could they escape? Its speed was like lightning; it pierced through Su Yunfeng's forehead with a 'puff.'

"Big Brother!"

Su Yunsui was alarmed as he tried to rush forward but was pulled back by Lin Xuan, who retreated several steps. The demonic head had chosen a mere mortal for possession—Lin Xuan didn't want her to die needlessly.

However, the three from Ethereal Immortal Palace showed no such mercy; they wouldn’t care about a mere mortal’s fate. Yet if the demonic head succeeded in possession, it would be difficult to handle. Thus, after a moment of shock, their attacks shifted towards Su Yunfeng.

The robed woman flicked her hand, seemingly slowly but actually quickly, and the dark green flying knife redirected towards them. The robed man bellowed, his purple qi surging and coalescing into an azure spear, which shot toward them.

A hundred meters away, Spirit Void True Man had already gathered his treasures; his拂尘 reappeared in his palm, and a flick sent countless silver rays shooting at the target.

These silver rays were no more than an inch long but condensed into needle-like法宝. Lin Xuan sighed as he pulled Su Yunsui back a hundred meters. Such attacks couldn't be taken lightly; now it was time to see how the demonic head from beyond the heavens would handle possession.

Lin Xuan, having never dealt with such beings before, didn’t dare to be careless. Knowing oneself and one’s enemy offered many advantages, but he also needed to seize opportunities to snatch treasures from Spirit Void True Man.

Despite the grave danger, if used well, it might offer a chance to profit. However, as with all things, there were pros and cons; misuse could lead to dire consequences for him too.

Lin Xuan's advantage lay in his unexposed identity—neither side had focused on him yet.
第两千五百五十二章 瞬间灭杀

Three cultivators from the Ethereal Immortal Palace each displayed their prowess. Their combined assault was like a sudden storm, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but wonder if he were in their shoes, even with his abilities, he wouldn’t dare be careless. However, the reputation of the demon from beyond the heavens was no joke...

Just as the attack was mere meters away, Su Yunfeng let out a low chuckle and raised his head. But at this moment, he wasn't just an ordinary martial artist.

His eyes turned blood red, and a thick black aura enveloped his face. The originally handsome features appeared grotesque under the eerie demonic energy.

Facing the attacks from all sides, a mocking smile curled at the corners of his mouth.

"Bang!"

Without any additional movements, his body suddenly swelled up like a ball, then spun around before exploding into pieces.

Countless blood threads scattered in every direction. As a result, the emerald green flying knives and myriad silver needles of the magical artifacts, as well as the purple spear formed from the righteous energy, all landed uselessly.

They could only watch helplessly as these blood threads coiled up and reformed into a human figure over a hundred meters away.

The three cultivators from the Ethereal Immortal Palace looked pale with fear. Although they knew dealing with the demon from beyond the heavens wouldn't be easy, they never imagined it would be this difficult. The power of their first move left them in a quandary.

Damn!

But before he could fully process his thoughts, the most powerful cultivator, Lingxu Zhenren, suddenly widened his eyes as if discovering something terrifying. He shouted loudly: "Sister, dodge quickly!"

The female cultivator dressed in palace attire was momentarily stunned, her gaze somewhat dazed. However, as a late-stage spirit projection cultivator, she knew better than to be careless. With a flick of her jade hand, a layer of light pink silk flew out.

Though the silk seemed thin, it was an ancient treasure that this woman had obtained through chance over a thousand years ago. While not effective in battle, its defensive capabilities rivaled those of top-grade postnatal spiritual artifacts.

As soon as the treasure was released, a flash of spirit light transformed it into a layer of pink light that enveloped her.

Outside the light barrier, misty vapor and faintly visible rainbow hues lingered.

The female cultivator's actions were swift. However, before she could react, a sizzling sound filled the air. A dark ghost claw suddenly appeared in front of the light barrier.

This claw was over ten meters long, completely black with purple tinges, emitting wisps of black energy. Its nails were razor-sharp, and despite the light barrier blocking its path, it ignored it entirely. With a snap of its fingers, it transformed into a sharp beam and fiercely lunged towards the female cultivator.

Though confident in her artifact's defensive capabilities, the sight of this terrifying dark claw made her feel uneasy. Before she could react further, the ghostly claw arrived with incredible speed.

Sizzling...

An ear-piercing sound echoed as the light barrier shook but didn't tear apart. However, the misty vapor and rainbow hues outside vanished, replaced by a thick black demonic aura. This aura seemed different from that of ancient demon realms, though Lin Xuan couldn’t pinpoint exactly how, since he hadn’t revealed his identity yet.

This falling cloud silk wasn’t her own life-bound artifact but had been refined for over a thousand years to the point where she could control it at will. Although she managed to block the claw, it didn't give up. The immense force continued to emanate from its fingertips.

Under such circumstances, the barrier was constantly under threat of breaking. The female cultivator dared not be careless and flicked her hand again, sending a spell towards the barrier while her entire body emitted a burst of spiritual light, trying to retreat. However, an inexplicable scene unfolded: the surrounding air suddenly became rigid, like chains binding her. Although she wasn’t completely immobilized, escaping was clearly impossible.

The process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Lingxu Zhenren and the scholar-robed cultivator were both shocked. Su Yunfeng stood in front of them without moving. How did he control that ghost claw to attack his sister?

They didn't have time to ponder, suspecting they might have been deceived by the other party's illusion. Could this Su Yunfeng be a puppet left behind by the demon from beyond the heavens?

But before these thoughts could fully form, the supposed puppet moved.

He slightly shook his shoulders, and two ghostly shadows shot out of his body.

The shadow on the left corner turned to the scholar-robed cultivator with a slight smile. Its arms moved swiftly, creating hundreds of fist shadows that covered half the sky.

The scholar-robed cultivator was shocked into silence. He had no time to care about his sister; while comrade bonds were good, his own life was more important.

He hastily summoned his treasure, which turned out to be a plain ancient book.

As he opened it, golden text poured out and rapidly grew in size, transforming into ancient inscriptions the size of his head. These inscriptions emitted an intimidating aura as they struck the fist shadows above him.

Thunderous explosions filled the air, and dazzling golden light mixed with black energy rained down.

On the other side, Lingxu Zhenren wasn’t faring any better. The shadow on his right cheek bulged, expanding its face to cover most of it. From within, dark red demonic flames poured out.

Wherever these flames touched, space seemed ignited.

Lingxu Zhenren didn't dare be careless and flicked his whisker. Several dragons with blood-red mouths appeared before him, spewing fiery blasts.

Regardless of the power of this round of attacks from beyond the heavens, at least it managed to hold back two cultivators. The female in palace attire, without her fellow cultivator's support, was now in a precarious situation.

The air had turned into chains, making her unable to escape quickly. Meanwhile, the light barrier grew thinner and thinner. Her face showed extreme panic as she spat out some of her life essence. Unfortunately, it was useless. A sizzling sound echoed, and the light barrier shattered.

"Ahh!"

A cry filled the air as the female cultivator fell into the other party's grasp. The sharp claws pierced through her body like swords. Flames of dark red demonic energy ignited on the claws, reducing her to ashes before she could even escape with her spirit essence.

The entire process was swift, and within a few breaths, one late-stage spirit projection cultivator had been killed.
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"Junior Sister!"

The True Immortal Ling Xu and the Confucian-robed cultivator were both shocked and angry. However, fear was more evident on their faces. Although they had already learned from their founder's notes that the demon from beyond the heavens was not an easy opponent, they never dreamed it would be so formidable—so much so that a swift strike could kill one of their own.

Not just these two, but Lin Xuan himself felt his heart pounding with unease at this moment. With his powers and various treasures, defeating the palace-robed female cultivator was not difficult. But to kill her cleanly and efficiently was beyond imagination.

Hearing is not as reliable as seeing. At that moment, Lin Xuan had a strong urge to flee.

But this thought flashed through his mind only briefly before he shook his head and dismissed it. The enemy was terrifying, but the benefits of this battle were immense. Ling Xu could not abandon the idea of the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill's many advantages.

Moreover, even if he chose to give up his treasures at this moment, would others let him leave?

Don't be naive; that was clearly impossible. Either he became the victor and successfully obtained the treasure or he perished here. There were only two paths before him—no third choice existed.

This was obvious.

Having clarified what choices he could make now, Lin Xuan's originally flustered expression calmed down. Riches lie in danger; Lin Xuan had experienced countless storms of blood and gore. He believed that this time too, he would be able to turn danger into safety.

Of course, how exactly to proceed still needed careful consideration.

While Lin Xuan was strategizing, the first to face the demon from beyond the heavens wasn't him. After killing the palace-robed female cultivator, the demon's claw flashed and appeared before Su Yunfeng like a ghost. The two then merged into one; Su Yunfeng's aura doubled in power compared to just moments ago.

"Hmm, not bad. This body is perfect for me. You two have prepared such a good body for this servant of mine. I will offer you both a blood sacrifice as a token of gratitude!"

Su Yunfeng's sinister voice echoed into their ears. Then he clapped his hands together, and his entire body was enveloped by thick demonic energy, transforming into a streak of light that rushed toward the two.

Its momentum was fierce, akin to a comet crashing down.

The True Immortal Ling Xu and the Confucian-robed cultivator were constantly monitoring Su Yunfeng's actions. Seeing him make such a move, they were greatly alarmed and quickly cast spells to command their treasures. With the example of the palace woman's fall before them, they dared not be even slightly careless.

They now had their trump cards out.

The purple aura surrounding the Confucian-robed cultivator burst forth like a gushing spring, the righteous energy so intense that it was truly remarkable for this person.

But in an instant, this dense purple aura was sucked into the ancient book he had summoned. Instantly, the sound of reading could be heard.

However, this reading did not come from any ordinary library; it sounded more like the deep and ancient wisdom of a learned scholar studying scriptures, filled with profound meanings that were hard to grasp, making them seem exceedingly complex.

Several ancient characters sprang forth from the book. Lin Xuan could see them clearly, but these ancient texts were... how should he put it? Lin Xuan had seen many things in his life, yet he still couldn't recognize them; after all, he was not a Confucian cultivator and could only guess roughly.

It seemed to be about "spear" and "shield."

In ancient times, the spear was the best weapon, while shields were naturally for defense.

This Confucian-robed cultivator had learned from his junior sister's lesson and did not merely defend but combined offense with defense. This secret technique was one of his trump cards, and as he used it, his essence energy actually weakened by half.

On the other side, Ling Xu waved his whisk several times, and a series of sparkling sword lights appeared before him. These sword lights didn't just hover quietly; they rapidly circled around him, forming a protective barrier that was both offensive and defensive. Even water would find it hard to penetrate such sharp sword lights.

"Hmph, impressive powers. But thinking you can resist me with this is too foolish. Do you think you have any chance of escaping?"

Ten feet in front of the two cultivators, the demonic streak suddenly stopped. However, this did not mean danger was over. Su Yunfeng's body transformed under that terrifying demonic energy into a huge demon head, its mouth abnormally large. It opened wide, and a sound wave could be seen emanating from his mouth.

This sound wave did not disperse; instead, it was gathered by an unusual force and rushed toward the two cultivators.

Just then, however, the demon's mouth was occupied with something else. Above him, another arrogant voice echoed: "If you insist on foolishly resisting this servant of mine, let me show you my Shockwave Demon Skill."

What a cunning fellow! Ordinary defenses would weaken or even be ineffective against sound wave attacks.

By now, changing tactics was too late. The expressions of the two cultivators were different; the middle-aged man in the Confucian robes, despite his lesser strength, seemed more composed.

The secret technique he used had taken him centuries to master, but it was still only a superficial understanding because its owner was an extremely powerful cultivator at the Transcendence stage.

Although he didn't know much about it, he had considerable experience with both offense and defense. The shield was formidable; whether the opponent summoned treasures or attacked with sound waves, his defenses remained unchanged.

Boom!

When the sound wave struck the defensive barrier, he only retreated three steps. However, Ling Xu's situation was not as fortunate.

Hundreds of sword lights used for defense were very sharp, but they had a significant weakness against sound wave attacks.

"Bad luck!"

Ling Xu's expression changed dramatically. But this time, he couldn't use any other means; sitting and waiting to die was also impossible.

He took a deep breath, exhaled, and a命魂从丹田喷出，化作一道白雾，向对方的震波魔功冲击过去。

别小看命魂。吐这么一口，他至少要闭关打坐三五十年才能恢复，威力自然非同小可。

然而与那无形无质的声音一撞，迅速被击散了。

至于那些数百剑光，更是毫无作用。灵虚真人口中飞出一道鲜血，整个人被击飞十余丈远，才勉强稳住身形。

看他苍白的脸色，显然并未恢复。半空中，巨大的鬼脸消散，苏云峰的身影重新显现出来！。
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"Ha ha, not bad at all. You actually managed to withstand a direct hit from the Sovereign Demon's Power Technique and only suffered minor injuries. Looks like you're no ordinary cultivator either. Well then, I'll take you down to the Netherworld of Nine Profound Realms."

Su Yunfeng said with a sinister smile. The black aura around him was even more intense than before, as a sudden loud explosion echoed in his ears. The demon energy unexpectedly exploded and scattered in all directions. Countless illusory shadows then emerged from the fragments of the exploding energy, rushing towards Senior Immortal Lingxu from different angles.

True is false, and false can be true. With so many illusory shadows, which one was real? It was hard to distinguish quickly.

Senior Immortal Lingxu's expression changed as he no longer dared to be careless after his previous experience. He flicked his sleeves and actually summoned a genuine defensive treasure.

And not just one.

Shields made of jade...

Each displayed their own powers, creating layers of light barriers that protected him from all sides.

This time, the protection was extraordinary. Even if the opponent used that strange Power Technique again, it would have no effect.

Senior Immortal Lingxu's methods didn't stop there. He flicked his whiplike hair and a hundred sword lights shot towards those demonized illusions.

The speed was incredible!

However, what followed surprised everyone. The sword lights completely annihilated the illusory shadows without leaving any trace.

Not one missed its target.

On the surface, Senior Immortal Lingxu seemed to be winning, but his expression suddenly changed, showing signs of panic and fear.

All the demonized illusions had been pierced by the sword lights. Where was Su Yunfeng?

Could it be...

He turned his head quickly, but there was no sign of the demon behind him.

Senior Immortal Lingxu exhaled in relief, but immediately felt a warning signal in his heart.

This time, the opponent didn't sneak up on him from behind. Instead, there were sudden spatial fluctuations above his head as Su Yunfeng appeared, his lips curling into a cold smile.

His right arm suddenly grew ten times its size and he struck with all his might.

The fist was filled with endless demon energy, instantly intertwining with the layers of light barriers above Senior Immortal Lingxu's head. A loud cracking sound echoed as the demon energy expanded and contracted. The light barriers began to shatter at an alarming rate.

Senior Immortal Lingxu's face remained expressionless; this time, the attack targeted his head.

For any human, the skull was extremely vulnerable. Even cultivators couldn't escape this rule. In other words, if he got hit, he would either die or suffer severe injuries.

This outcome was something Senior Immortal Lingxu desperately wanted to avoid.

However, with few options left, he formed hand seals and emitted layer upon layer of spiritual light from his fingertips, trying to slow down the shattering of the barriers.

He then turned around as his body glowed with intense energy and retreated backward.

Sure enough, the air around him seemed to have become solidified like a cage.

The crisis he faced now was similar to what his female disciple had encountered earlier. Fortunately, Senior Immortal Lingxu's strength far surpassed that of his disciple.

Seeing the situation deteriorate rapidly, he took a deep breath and spat out a stream of essence blood from his mouth.

As soon as it left his body, it exploded into a cloud of blood mist, which was immediately absorbed by the whiplike hair.

The color of this treasure turned crimson. Senior Immortal Lingxu's body spun around, and the whiplike hair circled him in a circle.

A crescent moon, about a yard wide and completely red, shot out from the whiplike hair. It seemed to cut through space as it passed by, breaking free of any restrictions, and the air returned to normal.

Senior Immortal Lingxu was overjoyed. He inhaled deeply, enveloping his body with dazzling spiritual light and retreated rapidly.

But it was too late. The sound of shattering barriers reached his ears as several layers of protection were already breached. A strange cackling laughter filled the air as a black figure rushed towards him from the sky.

The speed of this figure was clearly faster than Senior Immortal Lingxu's evasive techniques.

The great elder of Ethereal Fairy Palace was shocked, raising both hands and rubbing them vigorously to summon over a dozen flickering talismans.

Dozens of firebirds, each about ten feet in size, suddenly appeared before his eyes.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. These firebirds felt incredibly familiar; could they be the souls of Yang Liping birds?

These birds, descendants of the Heavenly Phoenix, were capable of devouring demons and ghosts. Talismans made from their soul essence would be extremely valuable. Senior Immortal Lingxu was indeed a master of his sect, as even Lin Xuan's wealth couldn't match such treasures.

In an instant, those firebirds rushed towards Su Yunfeng and exploded with a "bang." Dozens of fiery balls, each about ten feet in diameter, suddenly appeared in the sky. The temperature around them skyrocketed. However, the attack wasn't over; as these light spheres converged, they collided, producing even louder explosions. A vast area turned into a sea of flames, as if the entire space was ignited.

Senior Immortal Lingxu then reached for his waist and lightly patted it before raising his hand high. Spiritual light shone brightly as puppet after puppet appeared.

Each puppet had the cultivation of the Profound Realm and wielded various treasures, but they attacked without hesitation.

While the puppets fought, Senior Immortal Lingxu wasn't idle. He flicked his whiplike hair, and crystal-clear sword lights reappeared, shooting into the fiery sea.

After completing these actions, Senior Immortal Lingxu visibly exhaled in relief. Even a Great Power at the Tribulation Transcending Realm would have to temporarily avoid such an attack... However, before he could fully process this thought, something unexpected happened.

Spatial fluctuations occurred as Su Yunfeng suddenly appeared several feet behind him. The sound of cracking bones echoed as his right hand transformed into a giant sickle-shaped treasure.

With a swift swing, a blood-red arc flashed by, and Senior Immortal Lingxu's protective spiritual light was like paper. His body from the left shoulder to the waist was completely severed in half.

The entire process happened so quickly that when Su Yunfeng had been on top earlier, he suddenly died.

Everyone was stunned as they watched this unfold. Only when the fire clouds subsided did the truth emerge: what had attracted the attack was merely an illusory shadow!
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The strategy was nothing extraordinary. It involved using an avatar to draw the opponent's attention and attack while the true body lurked nearby, waiting for the right moment to strike.

However, in practice, things were not as simple as they seemed. The difficulty lay not just in the execution but also in the close proximity required to deceive a Shen Shi (Divided Spirit) cultivator with an illusionary avatar.

The opponent managed it, though. The demon from beyond was truly formidable, manipulating a late-stage One-Pointed Mind cultivator as if he were playing with a toy.

His strength was unmatched. The attack's power was unparalleled, utterly destroying the physical form of the Spirit Void True Person.

A flash of light revealed an infant soul about an inch high, resembling the Spirit Void True Person in appearance but filled with fear. He clutched a small storage bag and attempted to use it for instantaneous teleportation.

But the air around him suddenly froze. While he could break free earlier, now that his physical body was destroyed, there was no way he could do so again.

Frozen in place with terror on his face, all he could do was watch as the demon approached menacingly.

"Ha ha, you've managed to withstand my attacks for so many rounds; it seems you're not just any ordinary cultivator. The taste of your infant soul should be delightful. I'm hungry, so let me feast on you first. You'll die contentedly," said the demon.

"Brother, save me!" cried the infant soul in a weak voice.

The Spirit Void True Person's fear was palpable as he had been rendered speechless by the sudden turn of events. He could not even think about running away; how could he dare to touch the demon’s whiskers after such humiliation?

Was it really his fate to die this way, as the head of a sect? The Spirit Void True Person felt both fear and anger but was powerless.

Unable to move or even summon his inner power, he would rather self-destruct than be eaten. A warrior could be killed, but not humiliated. However, in the cultivation world, one might not get to choose their own death.

The infant soul's face turned red with rage, yet what else could it do? It was outmatched and had no control over its fate. Even if it wanted to die, it couldn't.

Everything seemed set when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

Su Yunfeng continued flying forward with a sinister smile on his face. He deliberately slowed down to toy with the opponent like a cat playing with a mouse. However, halfway through, he frowned as if noticing something amiss.

A burst of demonic light made him vanish from sight before reappearing several dozen feet away. At almost the same time, thunderous explosions filled the air, black fire crackling everywhere. Although not as powerful as the previous attack, it was still formidable.

Lin Xuan appeared beside the infant soul's spirit body at that moment. He had already deactivated the Demonic Transformation technique and returned to his true form.

"?"

The infant soul was dumbfounded by this sudden turn of events. A mere mortal warrior had suddenly become a peer-level cultivator. How did he manage to deceive him?

But now, it didn't matter. Escaping with his life was the priority.

Before he could react, Lin Xuan's sleeve flapped out, sending a streak of green light that enveloped the infant soul, rendering it immobile.

"What do you want?" the infant soul cried in fear and anger, confused by this turn of events. He had clearly infiltrated as an ordinary mortal, but now faced with such a formidable demon, he should have abandoned his schemes for the greater good.

A late-stage Shen Shi cultivator like him should understand that internal conflict would only harm himself. However, Lin Xuan was not bound by common sense.

The green light enveloped the infant soul, and Lin Xuan seized the storage bag. He saw clearly that all the Mysterious Immortals' Pills were inside.

Without further ado, he turned into a streak of light and flew away.

Lin Xuan couldn't gauge the demon's true strength, but even he wasn’t confident enough to face it directly. Thus, he chose the safer option: grab the treasure and run.

As long as he could escape this small space, the demon wouldn't be able to harm him. If not, he would use a random teleportation talisman from the Demon World.

The收获 was far greater than expected, so even if he used up that spirit talisman, it would still be a profitable venture.

He didn’t care about the chaos this demon might cause in the Ice Sea Realm or the bloodshed and turmoil it would bring. He wasn't a savior, nor did he plan to risk his life to destroy the demon.

Cultivators were inherently selfish, and there was still the powerful Immortal of Profound Ice here. Lin Xuan had no intention of risking his life for heroics.

In truth, his strategy was sound, and the timing couldn't have been better. However, the demon wasn’t easily defeated. His face showed a sinister grin as he said, "Hmph, there’s still one more. Do you think you can escape?"

He turned into a demonic streak of light and chased after Lin Xuan.

The Spirit Void True Person's spirit body was not spared; while chasing, he wrapped it in demonic energy, causing a scream before silence.

Su Yunfeng ignored him for now, focusing on the exit. The only way out would be blocked soon enough.

First, deal with that cunning brat.

Lin Xuan’s escape was swift, but the demon found it difficult to catch up. In less than half an hour, he reached the exit.

However, something unexpected happened just then. The connection to the outside world began shrinking at a visible rate.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's expression turned grave. If the entrance closed, he would be trapped here, and that was not what Lin Xuan wanted. He couldn't use his遁光 in time, so he shook his shoulder, vanishing from sight.

Nine Heaven Micro Steps!

But it was too late. The entrance had vanished, and Lin Xuan crashed into an invisible wall, bouncing back.
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Lin Xuan's face turned an extremely unpleasant shade. He abruptly turned his body, only to see Su Yunfeng silently hovering in the air about ten paces away.

"Stupid fellow," he sneered with a sinister smile on his face. "You actually thought of escaping from before this True Lord? Too naive. I will refine your soul and spirit. And... it seems you have quite an interesting taste."

"You want to use my essence infant as a drink, but don't be afraid that the wind might blow and make you spill your tongue," Lin Xuan said with a dark expression.

Despite his grim face, he wasn’t entirely frightened. The current demon was terrifying, but there were still opportunities for him.

He sighed lightly: "Originally, we had no grudge against each other. I didn't want to fight over life and death. But you insisted on pushing me into a corner. Did you close the entrance of this space?"

"Indeed."

Su Yunfeng showed no fear as he admitted calmly: "You're quite good at hiding and escaping with your light speed. If I were less careful, you might have escaped. To leave from here, it's not difficult. Just defeat me, and the entrance will reappear. Otherwise..."

Before his words finished, Lin Xuan had already acted.

He waved his sleeves, and a clear ringing sound echoed as dozens of pale silver flying swords emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming in water. They formed a dozen sword lights about a foot long, swirling around him.

Originally, Lin Xuan intended to escape. However, this demon was blind, sealing him here and clearly stating that the only way out was by eliminating him.

What else could he say? In this situation, it was either his death or theirs. Lin Xuan naturally took the initiative.

Given the strange powers of this celestial demon, a late reaction would only make things more passive for him.

Lin Xuan had extensive experience in magical battles and instantly made such judgments. Thus, he decisively summoned the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, making an impressive display.

His methods extended beyond that.

He raised his right hand, tapped his waist, and a bright light flashed. A sharp cone-shaped treasure flew out, red in color with electric arcs swirling around it, emitting faintly glowing talismanic runes.

It was none other than the ancient treasure, the Thunder Fire Cone!

To be honest, given Lin Xuan's current strength, this treasure’s power wasn't particularly extraordinary. However, as for all things under heaven and earth, there were their own growth principles. According to the theory of the Five Elements, treasures with electrical properties had some restraining effects on demons, ghosts, and monsters.

The Thunder Fire Cone possessed both electric and fire properties. Under such circumstances, Lin Xuan naturally chose to use it. The surface was aglow with heart-stirring flames and electric arcs. Su Yunfeng's pupils constricted slightly, showing a hint of fear, but quickly replaced by ferocity.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Immediately, thunderous sounds resounded as the Thunder Fire Cone emitted a bright light, forcefully shooting towards the front.

The display was impressive, and Su Yunfeng’s face showed a sinister expression. His eyes flashed with vicious intent, and he shook his shoulder slightly.

Boom!

Rushing demon energy burst out in all directions. Then his entire body vanished, replaced by hundreds of demonic illusions shooting in every direction.

Each residual shadow had the same aura and appearance, making it impossible to distinguish which was real within a short time.

Thus, the Thunder Fire Cone fell into emptiness. Although it destroyed more than ten residual shadows, its effect under such circumstances was negligible.

Without finding the main target, even the most powerful treasure would become useless.

Seeing countless demonic shadows rushing towards him, Lin Xuan’s face turned pale with fear. He quickly raised his right hand and cast a spell at the sword lights in front of him.

Instantly, clear ringing sounds echoed as all the sword lights trembled, emitting silver light. They instantly transformed into nine from one, rapidly changing into hundreds of identical sword lights within moments.

After a brief dance, silver sword energy spread across the sky like a raging sea, creating an impressive display.

"Break it!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly. Immediately, hundreds of sword lights swam out to chase after those demonic shadows, aiming to exterminate them completely.

Such a defensive strategy was not wrong. However, with such a large number of demonic illusions, it would be difficult for the sword lights to completely eliminate them in a short time.

In the sky, silver light and black energy interwove, making it hard to determine who had the upper hand. Facing the heavy resistance from the sword lights, the demonic shadows struggled to break through but found it equally challenging due to their large numbers.

At first glance, both sides seemed evenly matched, presenting a stalemate.

However, was this really so?

Lin Xuan concentrated on controlling the sword lights while suddenly noticing a disturbance in space several paces behind him. A demonic illusion appeared.

He didn't know how he managed to evade all those flying swords.

Regardless, Lin Xuan showed no signs of awareness and continued focusing on the illusions before him. This one behind him was completely unnoticed by him.

No, this wasn’t an illusion; it quickly revealed its eyes, nose, mouth, and body, identical to the demonized Su Yunfeng.

His movements were cautious. Seeing that Lin Xuan showed no defenses, a sinister smile appeared on his lips. The distance of several feet meant nothing for beings at their level. He raised his right hand, and his demonic arm silently grew, crossing this short distance to stab Lin Xuan's back.

He aimed for the heart position. If he hit accurately, it wouldn't be fatal, but his body would certainly be ruined.

Who said ancient demons were just crude and barbaric? At this moment, Su Yunfeng clearly had a plan, aiming to eliminate Lin Xuan in one fell swoop here.

However, that was not so easy.

Seeing the ghostly claws only a few feet away, Lin Xuan's body suddenly shifted several feet to the side. A hair’s breadth made all the difference. Thus, his attack landed on empty air. Then, at an almost imperceptible speed, he turned his head.

Without any additional movements, he waved his right hand.

"Aaah!"

Su Yunfeng was genuinely startled. He wanted to dodge but found it too late.

When fishing, those who wish to catch will be caught. He tried to outwit Lin Xuan, only for the opponent to use his plan against him.

As he retreated, an unusual surge of spiritual energy came from the air.

"Bad luck!"

The demon was shocked but couldn't dodge in time. A black ray of fierce light pierced through his head, and blood gushed out instantly.

The Black Spirit Drill Secret Technique was almost always effective when used as a surprise attack under such circumstances. In this battle of wits and strength, Lin Xuan emerged victorious. However, soon after, the smile on his face vanished, replaced by a serious expression!
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That fierce light pierced through the opponent's skull, causing blood to gush out. If the opponent were a human cultivator, the outcome would be obvious—such severe injuries would surely result in death for even a Great Sage of the Tribulation Transcending stage. However, this demon merely wiped its forehead with a hand, sealing the wound with demonic energy, and stopped any more blood from flowing. Next, the wound visibly shrunk at an alarming rate.

Lin Xuan was left speechless by this display.

Invincible Body?

No, while the Invincible Bodies of the妖族 had similar effects, they were clearly different in this case.

Silent, Lin Xuan's face was unusually gloomy. The enemy’s abilities were even more mysterious than he imagined, making this battle far more difficult than originally anticipated.

Foolish!

Though Lin Xuan was angry, his face showed no fear; instead, it became more cautious. He had faced countless dangers and believed that this time would also be a victory. After all, how could the demon from beyond the heavens compare to the Ice Spirit Saint Ancestor he once offended?

In the Demon Realm, he had managed to escape the pursuit of the Ancestor, turning danger into safety. This minor challenge was nothing compared to that.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's face broke into a smile as the myriad demon shadows vanished from the sky. With his divine sense, hundreds of sword lights flew back and surrounded him like waves, covering his body in layers.

The Three-Element Nine Palace Needle Technique, though inferior to top-grade灵宝, was formidable enough. Even with such a fierce opponent, he would have some reservations about using it.

Moreover, the battle had taken its toll on Lin Xuan. Although the wounds were seemingly healed, they might not be completely intact. At least, that's what Lin Xuan believed. The demon's complexion had noticeably paled and showed signs of weakness, though quickly masked. His divine sense far exceeded that of his peers, allowing him to detect such minor details.

Clearly, healing those wounds was no easy task for a demon from beyond the heavens; it likely involved significant expenditure of essence energy. After all, there were no free lunches in this world!

But regardless, the demon's body was still formidable. If he were a human cultivator, his situation would have resulted in the complete destruction of his physical form.

Lin Xuan marveled at his opponent’s tenacity, while the demon from beyond the heavens secretly feared him as well.

---

Facing the Ethereal Immortal Palace’s three cultivators earlier, Lin Xuan had shown remarkable ease. He could easily manipulate them with a flick of his wrist.

Those three were still at the 分神后期 stage.

But now?

Facing this mere initial-stage entity, he nearly fell into the trap.

While carelessness played a part, it was undeniable that the young man's abilities were outstanding and cunning. Otherwise, he wouldn't have fallen for the trap.

With such formidable powers and cleverness, Lin Xuan couldn’t treat him as an ordinary cultivator; he had to be cautious.

One human and one demon each wary of the other, the scene fell into a rare silence.

Of course, this stalemate was destined to last only briefly. Soon, Su Yunfeng's voice echoed in his ears, now muffled due to being possessed by the demon.

"You are not an ordinary cultivator; a mere initial-stage entity shouldn't have such power. Are you perhaps a manifestation of some Great Sage of the Tribulation Transcending?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his nose at this speculation. The imagination was indeed rich. However, from Su Yunfeng's words, it was clear that even demons from beyond the heavens still harbored fear for great cultivators.

The logic was simple: water could extinguish fire, but if the fire were large enough, it could turn water into steam. Five elements interacted, but there were no absolute rules.

For a demon from beyond the heavens, Lin Xuan was terrifying, but if the cultivator became too powerful, these fearsome entities would be helpless. Conversely, the cultivator could eliminate them.

If the opponent were at the Tribulation Transcending stage, this demon's apparent strength in front of 分神期 beings would be completely different. With his intelligence, Lin Xuan deduced that the demon had valid concerns.

Thus, he saw an opportunity to negotiate with it. If the demon hesitated, he could leverage that for mutual benefit, avoiding a fight-to-the-death scenario.

Though not a fierce fighter, Lin Xuan's primary goal was to secure the treasure and leave safely.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began his negotiation.

"Lin Xuan is what he is; it doesn't matter. The key now is that we have no grudges. There’s no need for us to fight to the death. Why not shake hands and make peace? You can go your own way, and I'll continue mine."

"Humph! You injured me, so you want to shake hands and make peace? Is there such a thing in this world?"

Su Yunfeng's voice echoed, and Lin Xuan was elated; the demon wasn't rejecting his offer decisively, showing room for negotiation.

Seizing the moment, he continued: "If that’s your condition, let me commit suicide as an apology. That is clearly impossible. As a demon from beyond the heavens, you would gain some benefits from devouring my essence soul. But I won’t be easily manipulated; do you really think you can achieve this? The risks are not worth it. It's better to accept the peace now."

Su Yunfeng fell silent.

Though he believed he could eliminate this young man, his opponent’s abilities and cunning far exceeded expectations. A last-minute counterattack would likely cost him dearly. What the young man said might have some merit; once out of here, he had the freedom to devour as many essence souls as he wanted—why take such risks?

Lin Xuan floated in mid-air, waiting for Su Yunfeng's response, his attention focused on the ancient demon. He was wary of any potential ambush.

Every change in the demon’s expression was visible to him.

Su Yunfeng's face showed signs of contemplation before he replied: "Alright, you have a point. Fighting to the death doesn't serve my interests. Let's make peace..."!
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His words barely finished when he released his divine consciousness to confirm once more. Lin Xuan's cultivation was only at the Spirit Dividing Stage, and the lower his strength, the stranger and more mysterious he found it. This was one of the reasons why he chose to reconcile with Lin Xuan.

However, heaven knew what happened next; this inspection revealed something amiss, causing the two who were about to turn swords into plowshares to stir up a huge storm again.

This unexpected change was exactly what Lin Xuan had not anticipated just now.

As his opponent's divine consciousness swept over him, at first, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention. But soon, he sensed that this divine consciousness was different from usual; it contained a mysterious force within.

Lin Xuan frowned. Although he couldn't feel any harm from this mysterious power, his cautious nature immediately had him manifesting a technique to isolate the strange energy.

Unfortunately, it was too late.

His opponent's voice filled with surprise and joy echoed in his ears: "A mortal saint body! You actually possess a mortal saint body? Haha, heaven is indeed generous to me..."

Before he could finish speaking, an extremely fierce expression appeared on his face.

No, more than ferocity was greed. In Lin Xuan’s eyes, he had already transformed into a priceless treasure.

"Bad news!"

Lin Xuan's combat experience was so rich that he immediately sensed something amiss. He only saw such expressions in the eyes of a few rare cultivators.

That was a kind of madness; any cultivator who showed this would never give up on their target, no matter what.

Lin Xuan didn't understand why his opponent had changed his mind just now after agreeing to reconcile and not acting like he was merely going through the motions. There must be reasons behind it, and they were likely related to the mortal saint body mentioned earlier.

But Lin Xuan had more pressing matters at hand; he couldn’t afford to ponder these things. He needed to find a way to resolve this crisis first. With that thought in mind, his entire body shone with brilliance as he shifted slightly to his left. This small movement made him vanish from sight and reappear a hundred feet away.

Whizzing sounds filled his ears; numerous black arrows had passed through the spot where Lin Xuan stood just now. If he had reacted even half a second slower, he would have been pierced like a sieve.

The demon’s face showed regret. This kid was indeed much more troublesome than expected, but that mattered little. Such a good opportunity lay before him; no matter how stubborn Lin Xuan might be, he wouldn't let this slip away.

Even if Lin Xuan were ten times as difficult to deal with, he would still kill him here and now.

The mortal saint body was incredibly attractive to him.

With greedy and violent eyes, Su Yunfeng waved his hands. Instantly, boundless demonic energy surged out of his body, indicating that this demon intended to use a powerful spell.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but he immediately shouted in shock: "Friend, what do you mean by this? You were just agreeing to reconcile; why are you suddenly going back on your word?"

"Ha ha, we can still shake hands and make peace if you hand over your physical body. I will swear an oath that I'll let your essence soul leave safely without breaking my promise."

Su Yunfeng's movements slowed down as he laughed coldly. However, his tone was surprisingly sincere.

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

A mortal saint body—was it really referring to me?

Wasn't this a mistake?

He knew his situation best.

If one were to solely consider his cultivation potential, Lin Xuan wasn’t anything special; he was simply an ordinary waste of space. When he first embarked on the path of cultivation, he didn't even have a spirit root. Later, in the Mo Yue Clan, he obtained secret treasures and refined a wooden nature spirit root.

He had endured countless hardships and dangers, but the spirit root he extracted could only be considered mediocre at best; it was far inferior to mutated spirit roots, let alone saintly or divine spirit roots.

Lin Xuan's cultivation potential never stood out. His achievements today were purely due to hard work and a bit of luck.

His nature was incredibly resilient, and his pursuit of the Dao was no less than anyone else’s. Of course, the greatest credit went to the Blue Star Sea; without that stroke of luck, Lin Xuan might not have even reached the Foundation Establishment stage, let alone become a revered powerhouse today.

The Blue Star Sea had made an indelible contribution.

But this had nothing to do with his cultivation potential. Lin Xuan knew he was a waste of space and would never believe it if someone claimed he possessed a saint body.

Had they mistaken him?

If such a misunderstanding led to their deaths, that would be too costly.

Therefore, for both reason and emotion, Lin Xuan needed to clarify the situation. Although he wasn't afraid of fighting, there should be a reason for life or death.

"Why do you want my physical body? You just took over his body and praised it highly earlier."

Lin Xuan's frowning voice echoed in his ears; at this moment, he was genuinely curious.

"Your words are correct," the demon from beyond the heavens didn't refute him. "This young fellow has become a heavenly dao martial artist despite being so young, and his physical condition is indeed excellent for me. However, there is always a comparison. Compared to your mortal saint body, he's nothing but trash."

"Mortal saint body."

Lin Xuan revealed a bitter smile: "Are you mistaken? To be honest, my cultivation potential isn't particularly outstanding; it’s extremely ordinary."

Lin Xuan didn’t want to fight this opponent to the death, so reluctantly, he revealed some of his secrets.

But what followed was even more shocking. The demon's next words made Lin Xuan’s face turn a deep shade of gloom.

"Hmph, ordinary? Don't put gold on your face; your original potential was worthless and you didn’t have any spirit root..."

"Uh... how do you know that?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, greatly shocked. His secret had been uncovered just by the demon's divine consciousness sweeping over him. Could it be possible to probe one’s spirit root potential through such a method?

Such things were unheard of in the cultivation world; even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending Stage couldn't claim to do so.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced, but before he could decide on his next move, the demon's voice echoed again.

And this time, what was said made Lin Xuan’s face turn an even deeper shade of gloom.

"When you first embarked on cultivation, your spirit root should have been completely nonexistent. However, your martial arts potential is quite good. Of course, that has no help in cultivation; originally, a person like you would find it very difficult to reach the Foundation Establishment stage. But for some reason, through sheer luck, you obtained a treasure and refined your spirit root. Well, spirit roots are innate things, and there aren’t many things that can generate them later on. Your luck is indeed good."!
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"How about that?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice entered his ears. Any secret one thought was keeping hidden, once revealed by others, would naturally not sit well with them. At this moment, Lin Xuan was in such a situation.

A killing intent had already flowed from the corner of his mouth, but the Heavenly Demon encased in black energy still ignored him as if he didn't exist. His expression even carried a hint of excitement as he continued speaking to himself: "So what? This is what they call a mortal saint body—mortals without a spirit root who, according to reason, have a chance to walk the path of cultivation. However, because their感应 means 'sensation' or 'response', but in this context, it's more likely to be translated as 'perception' or 'sensitivity'to the primordial energy of heaven and earth is too weak, their cultivation speed is half the effort for twice the result... No, this explanation is still too shallow. The truth is that even if they put in ten times the effort, it would be hard for them to achieve one-tenth of what others can. Cultivation is simply not suitable for them."

"But there are always exceptions. Sometimes, two high-ranking cultivators combining their efforts have a certain chance of producing offspring without any spirit root. In such cases, they face two choices: let the child live as an ordinary mortal, of course, with the care of high-ranking cultivator parents, this life would be one of wealth and security. But for a mere hundred years—too short for a cultivator—how many parents are willing to see their children waste away in such a fleeting existence? After a century, they will turn into a handful of earth, enduring the pain of parting and death. Therefore, quite a few high-ranking cultivators, knowing that their offspring lack any spirit root, still can't resist guiding them onto the path of cultivation."

"Innate defects can be compensated for with acquired resources. For instance, lacking a spirit root makes it hard to communicate with primordial energy. But if one sits in meditation at an upper-grade Spirit Pulse and even uses spiritual eye jade or spring, such extraordinary objects, even mortals can breathe in the primordial energy of heaven and earth. Of course, this alone is not enough; they still need aid from medicinal pills. Since their parents are high-ranking cultivators, spending on low-grade spirit pills is but a drop in the bucket for them. They can afford to supply these without restraint, as long as there are enough medicinal pills, it will naturally make up for the lack of a spirit root."

"Foundation Establishment isn't too difficult; even Condensation Core might have some chance if used properly."

"But this still falls far short. This is not what I call a mortal saint body. To become one, two conditions must be met: first, mortals without any spirit root but suitable for martial arts training, with the strength of a Heavenly Dao Martial Artist; second, stepping onto the path of cultivation and becoming at least an Advanced Profound Realm cultivator. Of course, higher realms would be even better, but alas, they only exist in legends. I never thought I'd see one today."

At this point, the demon's face revealed a hint of greed, its expression probably similar to that of a cultivator seeing aprimordial spirit treasure.

Lin Xuan finally understood the whole situation, yet his doubts remained unresolved: "If the conditions for a mortal saint body are so strict, what benefits does it offer?"

"Benefits?"

Su Yunfeng laughed. His white teeth seemed to emit a cold glint: "For the cultivator with such a body, there are no additional benefits."

"No additional benefits at all?"

Lin Xuan was stunned; this outcome was far beyond his expectations.

"Correct."

The expression on the demon's face became even more bizarre: "To you personally, having a mortal saint body won't bring any extra benefits. But for me, if I take over this body, I can evolve into something akin to an outsider Heavenly Demon. That said, will you be willing to abandon your physical form? Hisqualificationsaren't worth much anyway, and I can swear on my honor that as long as you hand over your body to me, I won't harm youryuan yin (refers to a spiritual embryo in some Chinese esoteric traditions) in any way. In this case, we wouldn't have to engage in a life-and-death struggle."

"Ah, so that's how it is!"

Lin Xuan's expression was a mix of amusement and exasperation; he had thought that having a mortal saint body would bring him immense benefits, but now he realized that such a body offered no real help for cultivation. It merely served as a stepping stone for others.

"How about it, friend? Have you made your decision—abandoning the body or fighting me? If you choose the latter, the result won't just be losing your physical form; it will mean your soul is destroyed, with no chance of reincarnation," Su Yunfeng's cold voice echoed in his ears. The threat was clear to anyone.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan frowned and seemed to be making a difficult decision. However, the outsider demon didn't rush him; instead, he emitted an increasingly thick aura of evil, applying pressure on Lin Xuan to make the most advantageous choice for himself.

Time passed slowly. Soon, it had been about as long as a cup of tea.

Lin Xuan finally raised his head.

The outsider demon's face showed signs of tension, and Lin Xuan's voice slowly entered his ears: "Why should I trust you?"

"Hmm?"

"Your are a demon from beyond the heavens; breaking your word is perfectly normal. If I hand over my body, what if you break your promise and leave me with no means to defend myself."

Su Yunfeng chuckled. "Friend, don't worry about it. Acquiring a mortal saint body might very well advance me into an outsider Heavenly Demon. I would be grateful for such an opportunity; how could I plot against youryuan yin (refers to a spiritual embryo in some Chinese esoteric traditions)?"

"Hmph, you say that, but human nature is unpredictable, especially when dealing with a demon from beyond the heavens. How can I trust you?" Lin Xuan persisted.

"Ah..."

Su Yunfeng's face showed a hint of embarrassment. Honestly, Lin Xuan's concerns were well-founded; if he were in his position, he would have similar worries.

As a cultivator pursuing immortality, the path was inherently against nature. Struggling with heaven, earth, and people—how many would willingly entrust their lives to someone else?

But now, this situation was tricky.

To be honest, if Lin Xuan handed over his body, Su Yunfeng would genuinely be willing to spare hisyuan yin (refers to a spiritual embryo in some Chinese esoteric traditions). Compared to the benefits of a mortal saint body, a mereyuan yin (refers to a spiritual embryo in some Chinese esoteric traditions) was insignificant. If he could advance and become an outsider Heavenly Demon, swallowing others'yuan yin (refers to a spiritual embryo in some Chinese esoteric traditions) would be effortless.

But the key now was that Lin Xuan couldn't trust him.

"Then how about I swear on something?"

Su Yunfeng suggested tentatively. It was best to avoid battle if possible; this kid's displayed strength was formidable, and he didn't want to fight Lin Xuan to the death unless absolutely necessary.

PS: This month, I'll try my best to post more chapters. Today is the first one, three in total. Please vote for monthly tickets, it means a lot at the beginning of the month! Thank you all!
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Poison tube?

Lin Xuan smiled. "If we were to switch places, would Daoist friend be willing?"

"Then what is your intention?"

Anger flashed across Su Yunfeng's face. The demon from beyond the heavens was more vicious and combative than the ancient demons. His patience was limited. Although he didn't want to fight Lin Xuan to the death, under these circumstances, his patience was about to be completely worn down.

The key issue was that there was no trust between them. If this continued, they wouldn’t see any hope of reaching an agreement. It would be better to act rather than do something futile.

Thinking of this, a fierce light appeared in his eyes as the demon aura surged and contracted. Clearly, he was ready to make a move if words failed.

However, at that moment, Lin Xuan's voice reached his ears: "Why are you in such a hurry? My conditions have not been fully stated yet. If you agree, I can give up this body. Of course, if Daoist friend insists on refusing, then I will fight to the death and never yield."

"Oh, Daoist..."

The demon from beyond the heavens was delighted upon hearing this. As long as he agreed to hand over the mortal holy body, everything could be discussed.

"Firstly, you must take an oath with your own heart demon. But it cannot just be a regular oath; it must be something that can't be easily brushed off."

"There's no problem. How should I swear according to Daoist friend's wishes?" Su Yunfeng's voice was filled with surprise as he seemed to see hope.

"You must take an oath with your own heart demon, and Lin Xuan will give up this body. You must release myinfant spirits (yinling). If you violate this oath, you will never be able to evolve into a demon from beyond the heavens."

"There's no problem."

Su Yunfeng chuckled inwardly. The so-called demon from beyond the heavens was originally just a demonic thought—heart demons during cultivation advancement for cultivators. In other words, he himself was the heart demon, and letting him swear on his own heart demon would be a laughingstock.

This oath had no binding power over him, so he agreed with great satisfaction.

"Secondly, you should give me some benefits." Lin Xuan's sly voice reached his ears.

"Benefits?" The demon from beyond the heavens was surprised.

"Yes. When cultivators take over another body, they are limited by heavenly laws. Although my physical body isn't extraordinary, it can't be easily given up either. If I hand over the mortal holy body, shouldn't Daoist friend give me some benefits as compensation?" Lin Xuan said seriously.

Su Yunfeng was speechless. The saying goes, "To try to get a tiger's fur." The cultivator in front of him was even more outrageous—daring beyond measure. He actually dared to ask the demon from beyond the heavens for benefits. Such brazenness was unprecedented and unlikely to be seen again.

For a moment, he was stunned.

"Why are you unwilling?"

Lin Xuan's voice had clearly become colder.

"No."

Su Yunfeng shook his head, revealing a bitter smile on his face: "I am just admiring Daoist friend’s courage. In such circumstances, still thinking of benefits is like plucking feathers from a flying goose."

"Haha, Daoist friend flatters me too much."

Lin Xuan seemed to not notice the mocking tone in Su Yunfeng's voice and continued speaking calmly.

"Alright, your point makes sense. I will give you a divine treasure as a gift."

"A divine treasure of supreme power?"

Lin Xuan frowned, clearly unsatisfied with this suggestion: "Although divine treasures are great treasures, at my level, they aren't that hard to come by. Compared to the price I am paying for giving up my body, don’t you think it's too trivial?"

"Humph. If it were a regular postnatal divine treasure, your words wouldn't be wrong. But if the treasure I provide is far beyond that level?"

The demon from beyond the heavens' disdainful voice reached his ears, and Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed.

"What? Not a postnatal divine treasure but an innate divine treasure?"

Lin Xuan was shocked, but his joy only lasted for a moment before he became suspicious.

This reaction was normal. Any cultivator familiar with the difference between innate and postnatal divine treasures would react similarly to Lin Xuan in such circumstances.

Although both were called supreme divine treasures, any ordinary cultivator knew the vast differences between them, which were astonishing. In fact, these two types of treasures belonged to entirely different levels.

For example, a postnatal divine treasure wasn't considered an extraordinary treasure for a spirit realm cultivator, but what about an innate divine treasure?

Not just frangible period cultivators, even old monsters who had passed the tribulation found it difficult to see one. Legend had it that there was no way to duplicate innate divine treasures; they were passed down from the celestial realm. With the vastness of the spirit world, all minor interfaces combined together would have only a dozen or so such treasures.

Apart from Immortal Demons and Beast Kings, those who possessed them were all great cultivators who had passed the late tribulation stage.

What an extraordinary treasure! Even if the demon from beyond the heavens was from another dimension, he couldn't be indifferent. There was no reason to give it away for free.

This was illogical.

So Lin Xuan naturally became highly vigilant.

Seeing Lin Xuan's expression, Su Yunfeng sighed: "It seems you are familiar with the origins of innate and postnatal divine treasures."

"Indeed. I happened upon this in ancient texts. How precious an innate divine treasure is! Even if it were possible for you to have one, would you really be willing to give it to me?"

"Hmm, your doubts are justified, but who said what I am giving you is an innate divine treasure?"

"You said you would give me a divine treasure as compensation and not a postnatal one." Lin Xuan hesitantly replied.

From his expression, he didn't seem like he was lying. Could it be that he was too narrow-minded? Was there another type of divine treasure besides innate and postnatal ones?

Seemingly guessing what Lin Xuan was thinking, Su Yunfeng said with a strange smile: "Indeed, the treasure I am giving you is something between an innate and postnatal divine treasure. It's called a supreme heaven divine treasure."

"Supreme heaven divine treasure?"

Lin Xuan scratched his head. The other party spoke seriously, not like he was lying, but how could he have never heard of such a thing!

"Humph. If you haven't heard of it, it only proves your narrow-mindedness. Do I look like someone who would deceive you."

"Hehe, the release of people can’t be without. Could Daoist friend tell me about the origins of this supreme heaven divine treasure so that Lin Xuan can rest assured?"

Lin Xuan's voice did not budge as he continued: "Indeed, the origin of the supreme heaven divine treasure is something I will gladly share with you!"
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Su Yunfeng's face flickered with a hint of annoyance, but after a moment’s hesitation, he decided not to break his composure. Lin Xuan's abilities were quite intimidating, and besides, the other party had already promised to hand over the mortal saint body.

Why make things complicated when one could easily obtain this treasure?

Withdrawing for now would open up new horizons; although the heavenly demons were fierce and combative, it didn't mean they lacked intelligence. In the face of equals who posed a threat, they would choose to compromise, which was in line with the rules of the cultivation world—everything hinged on strength.

"Alright, I'll tell you, but once you get this treasure, don’t dilly-dally or else..."

Su Yunfeng's face was filled with a threatening expression, and his voice turned cold.

"Don't worry. Lin某 is not someone who doesn't know when to be grateful. As long as your treasure is indeed something extraordinary, I will fulfill my promise."

Lin Xuan’s calm voice resonated in Su Yunfeng's ears, brimming with sincerity.

Su Yunfeng's expression softened slightly as he spoke softly: "Do you know the origin of先天灵宝?"

"Ah... I'm not very clear on it. Only some ancient texts mention it vaguely. It is said that先天灵宝 isn't a product of the spirit realm but comes from the true fairy realm." Lin Xuan said uncertainly.

"Hmm, whether it came from the true fairy realm is debatable, but the materials and craftsmanship used to create these treasures are indeed extraordinary, far beyond what ordinary spirits could achieve," Su Yunfeng replied.

"Then why do you bring up先天灵宝 when talking about玄天灵宝?" Lin Xuan's voice was slightly dissatisfied.

"Hmph. Don't worry; there is a connection between the two types of treasures." Su Yunfeng glanced at Lin Xuan: "The power of先天灵宝 is formidable, but their numbers are few. Even late-stage cultivators who have successfully passed through tribulations can only obtain them in rare instances. In ancient times, several great experts attempted to replicate these treasures."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's face showed interest; he had read about this secret in ancient texts: "According to what I know, it is impossible to replicate先天灵宝. The efforts of those late-stage cultivators ended in failure."

"Indeed,"

Su Yunfeng nodded.

"But what’s the point? They expended countless resources and treasures—do you think they left empty-handed?" Su Yunfeng asked.

"You are..."

Lin Xuan, a shrewd and adaptable individual, understood immediately. After some thought, he vaguely grasped what Su Yunfeng meant.

"Looks like you understand. Correct. Those late-stage cultivators failed in their attempts to create先天灵宝, but they weren't entirely without gain. They crafted dozens of treasures over time. Although these treasures can’t match the power of真正的先天灵宝, they are still far beyond ordinary spirit treasures—almost incomparable. These treasures, while not true先天灵宝, were given a different name for distinction. This is how玄天灵宝 came to be."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded in understanding: "According to your words, this玄天灵宝 is quite valuable and can compensate for my losses. Fine, if you give me this treasure, I will leave the元婴 here."

"This treasure is right before you; I'm merely offering it as a gift. You should go and take it yourself," Su Yunfeng smiled, clearly satisfied with their deal.

"You are..."

Lin Xuan turned his head.

"Indeed, that's the cauldron containing the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills. Go and get it yourself."

"It’s just that cauldron?"

Lin Xuan was surprised; this result was unexpected yet reasonable. The environment here could nurture such a precious treasure, indicating its significance. Moreover, the cauldron used to store the pills was undoubtedly an extraordinary item—something Lin Xuan had long suspected.

He never expected it to be so valuable.

With his current status, ordinary spirit treasures were beneath him, and he wouldn’t even consider true spirit treasures. This玄天灵宝 was perfect for him; he was eager to see its power. If fortune smiled on him, perhaps this would become another treasure in his collection.

Thinking thus, Lin Xuan’s body emitted a bright green glow as he prepared to fly over. However, an unexpected scene unfolded just then.

The three cultivators from the Ethereal Fairy Palace—two in robes and one in a qipao—had fallen, leaving only the robed man standing alone.

He was indeed fortunate, but his fear of the heavenly demon had left him shaken.

Lin Xuan’s sudden appearance and subsequent events had bypassed him; he became a mere spectator, seemingly stunned by the situation. Both Lin Xuan and the heavenly demon were wary and ignored him.

On the surface, they seemed to have forgotten about him, but in their eyes, his cultivation was too low—merely a plaything for them. With such an enemy present, he was treated as if invisible.

Yet, this seemingly transparent man moved with surprising timing. He had been overlooked, but that didn’t mean he had given up.

Having just embarked on the path of cultivation and reaching the late-stage spirit realm, even if his strength could no longer advance, he still had tens of thousands of years to live. His desire for survival was intense; how could he accept death here?

Earlier, it was due to the vast difference in power that he hadn’t acted rashly. Now, however, if he could seize this玄天灵宝, perhaps he could change his fate. Although it might not guarantee safety, it was his only chance.

Higher-ranking cultivators often feared death more than lower ones.

The robed man, a late-stage spirit realm cultivator, moved with precision and timing. He was close to the small cauldron, and with full exertion of his light, he descended like a meteor from the heavens, surrounded by purple light that glittered brilliantly. In just a few moments, he reached above the cauldron.

With a swift movement, a purple hand emerged from the light, reaching for the cauldron. His actions were quick and decisive.

Just as he was about to succeed, the robed man's heart leapt with joy. However, at that moment, a cold snort echoed in his ears, and an overwhelming aura of demonic energy enveloped him.
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Silently, the dark aura suddenly turned extremely violent and gathered in the middle. A black, glowing cloud of evil energy appeared before his eyes. Following this, a loud explosion echoed, with black lightning spewing from the cloud, transforming into a five-clawed dragon. The entire body was composed of black lightning, over twenty meters long, and it fiercely lunged at the cultivator.

Lin Xuan was still far away, but he couldn't help taking in a sharp breath as he witnessed this scene. Even his reaction was one of shock. The remaining cultivators from the Ethereal Immortal Palace were even more alarmed, their faces filled with fear. At that moment, disaster had already befallen them; they no longer cared about retrieving treasures.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a weathered scroll book flew out from it. As the pages opened, an ancient and primitive aura emanated from within.

It was clearly a precious artifact, but the scholar-clothed cultivator had no confidence at all. The enemy was far more terrifying than he imagined; the scene of his senior brothers and sisters falling in battle was still vivid in his mind. He dared not be careless or overconfident. His hands moved slightly as he formed an odd mudra, while opening his mouth to spray several streams of vital essence infused with true primordial energy.

These items were no small matter; they couldn't recover like mana after use, and it would take at least a hundred years of meditation to fully restore them. Thus, cultivators rarely used them unless absolutely necessary. But now, preserving his life was the most important thing; losing some cultivation was merely a trivial matter that he could not afford to worry about.

After leaving his mouth, the vital essence turned into a large cloud of blood mist and was absorbed by the ancient scroll book like a whale drinking water.

The entire ancient book turned crimson, emitting an ominous aura.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed signs of shock on his face. Such a scene was beyond his expectations given his extensive experience.

Clearly, this remaining cultivator from the Ethereal Immortal Palace practiced the Way of Confucianism.

Among various cultivation schools, Lin Xuan was relatively unfamiliar with Confucianist techniques and secrets, but he had seen enough to understand their basic principles. He could say that he knew them well; Confucianist techniques emphasized balance and tranquility.

The name "Great Rectitude" hinted at the nature of this power—it contained no trace of viciousness or poison. Many Confucianist techniques required combining with Great Rectitude, making their lineage inherit the bright and straightforward characteristics.

While there were certainly deceitful and vicious individuals among Confucianists, their techniques' nature remained unchanged. However, the world was vast and full of wonders; before him stood an exception. Lin Xuan's eyes showed clear astonishment as he recognized the monster.

It was one of the Four Great Beasts from legend. In the mortal realm, he had once formed a spirit with its fragment and developed quite a grudge against it.

Of course, this wasn't the real Four Great Beasts.

But they were likely more than just similar in appearance; Lin Xuan was not entirely clear on their connection to this monster named Zhenji.

Roar!

Lin Xuan immediately recognized the monster. It was one of the Four Great Beasts from legend. In the mortal realm, he had once formed a spirit with its fragment and developed quite a grudge against it.

Of course, this wasn't the real Four Great Beasts.

But they were likely more than just similar in appearance; Lin Xuan was not entirely clear on their connection to this monster named Zhenji.

Roar!

The blood-colored Zhenji immediately let out a loud roar as ominous energy spread from its body. Without hesitation, it lunged towards the black lightning凝聚而成的蛟龙。

咦？

Su Yunfeng's voice clearly showed surprise. This outcome was completely unexpected. The three cultivators of the Ethereal Immortal Palace were obviously led by the old Taoist, who had been easily killed. He never expected this unremarkable scholar-clothed cultivator to cause such a disturbance; truly, one cannot judge a book by its cover.

The blood-colored Zhenji was no ordinary beast. The black lightning transformed into a five-clawed dragon and immediately fell behind in terms of strength upon contact. Zhenji's claws tore at the thick lightning bolts, which were about as thick as an arm, but could not harm his fur.

This result relieved the scholar-clothed cultivator. Although he was confident in his final trump card, the enemy was too powerful, and victory was uncertain. Fortunately, it didn't disappoint him.

Amidst a burst of purple light, he lunged once more at the small tripod.

找死！

A thunderous roar came from the dark cloud. Lin Xuan watched coldly as the demon head's face showed some embarrassment. With a loud cry, the dark cloud churned violently, and then a vortex appeared.

From this vortex, countless fireballs the size of buckets emerged, numbering in the millions.

But it wasn't over yet; all the fireballs twisted and deformed upon contact with the wind. They vanished, replaced by several hundred thick yellow snakes.

Opening their blood-filled mouths, they lunged at Zhenji.

In terms of individual strength, these demonic serpents were far inferior to the lightning dragon from before, but in number, they vastly outnumbered them. Many can fell an elephant.

Initially, Zhenji, relying on its size and sharp teeth, could maintain a slight advantage. But as more serpents attacked en masse, it became overwhelmed and soon succumbed, being devoured into nothingness.

The battle was far from over; although the snakes had suffered significant losses, at least a thousand remained, opening their blood-filled mouths in unison. The scholar-clothed cultivator now faced them alone.

Due to their overwhelming numbers, they nearly obscured the entire sky. At this moment, the scholar-clothed cultivator was so terrified that his soul had flown out of him.

（未完待续）
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Chapter 2563: Deception in Warfare

He couldn't believe that his secret technique, which he had kept hidden for so long, could only hold off the opponent for a moment. Was it destined that he would fall here today?

His heart raced as he thought about the scene of his senior brother and sister being completely annihilated before his eyes. Fear was useless; wouldn't the opponent spare him because of his fear?

Clearly, this was impossible!

To survive, he had to fight for it himself. He sucked in a cold breath, his aura flaring up, and sped even faster towards the small cauldron.

Fighting wasn’t an option; he could only snatch the treasure from the opponent's hands to turn the tide of battle and gain a chance at survival.

From afar, Lin Xuan watched this scene with a sigh. In truth, his plan had been sound. If he were in the other person’s position, he would have made the same choice under similar circumstances.

However, it wasn’t guaranteed that he could escape unscathed. The opponent remained obediently in place, which pleased him greatly. He also felt more confident about Lin Xuan's sincerity and commitment to parting with his human holy body.

"You're not bad, my friend. You didn't take advantage of the situation to attack me. I will honor my promise to let your essence leave later. Now go get the treasure. Although you've lost your physical form for now, this 'Spirit Formula Cauldron' is incredibly powerful and can compensate for your loss."

Lin Xuan heard a voice that was noticeably less menacing than before.

"Alright, thank you, friend. I hope you keep your word and don’t renege on it," Lin Xuan replied, his tone earnest.

"Haven't you heard of the saying 'a promise is a promise'? As a demon lord, what would I gain from breaking my word? You can rest assured." With a wave of his hand, Lin Xuan's face showed genuine sincerity.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan nodded and transformed into a streak of brilliant light as he flew towards the Spirit Formula Cauldron. The demon had agreed to let him take the treasure, so it wouldn't interfere with his actions. To reassure Lin Xuan, it even took a step back.

The distance was only about several hundred feet, and given Lin Xuan's swift movements, he arrived almost instantly.

He scanned the area; the once dense forest of spiritual energy had vanished entirely. The city gate had been destroyed by the corrosive rain that had just fallen. Only the small cauldron, barely a foot high, floated there alone.

The cauldron was ancient in appearance with intricate designs that exuded mystery. It wasn't an ordinary object. Lin Xuan couldn’t believe his luck; it turned out to be a divine treasure from the heavens.

His運道真是不错！

A trace of satisfaction played on the corner of Lin Xuan's lips as he swept his sleeve, releasing a streak of green light that transformed into a shimmering hand. It grabbed the cauldron with lightning speed.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed in surprise; the cauldron was much heavier than expected. He exerted tens of thousands of pounds of force but couldn't lift it. The Spirit Formula Cauldron truly had its secrets.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and infused more magical energy into his hand. With a light command: "Lift!"

The hand glowed with spiritual light, and faint runes floated from its surface. A creaking sound filled the air as the cauldron rose from the ground, enveloped in green light before shrinking to fit inside Lin Xuan's waist pouch.

"See? I've given you the treasure. Now it’s your turn to fulfill your promise," said the demon lord.

"Fulfill my promise?"

Lin Xuan smiled: "Friend, don't worry. I am not one to break a promise once made. Since I promised, I will keep it. Now, let me release my essence."

The demon lord was overjoyed at this news, his eyes gleaming with greed and delight.

However, the demon's nature was suspicious, so he maintained some caution. But in an instant, all suspicion vanished as Lin Xuan extended a hand and touched his head. A tiny essence of about an inch in size appeared before floating towards his body. It looked like Lin Xuan himself.

The essence shone brightly as it approached the physical form, and with a spell, shrunk into a small storage bag which he held in his hand.

"See? I've fulfilled my promise. Shouldn't you now open this space's exit?" The voice of the essence was hesitant, as if fearing betrayal.

"The demon lord did say so," Lin Xuan replied, his tone filled with confidence: "Wait for me a moment while I merge with the human holy body. Then naturally, your essence will be set free."

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan sighed; now that he had separated from his physical form, he was at the mercy of the demon lord. Under such circumstances, it would be unwise to offend an outsider, but could the demon really keep its word?

With a satisfied expression, Su Yunfei flew over and stopped about ten feet away.

He stared intently at Lin Xuan's floating body. The physical form was still suspended in mid-air, but a faint spiritual light emanated from it—due to the levitation spell. Without an essence, even a great cultivator’s body would be nothing more than a lifeless shell, unable to move or fly.

Lin Xuan's expression was blank as he stared ahead.

"Haha! My luck is truly good; I've obtained the legendary human holy body. With this treasure, I will surely ascend to become a demon lord from beyond the heavens."

Su Yunfei laughed loudly before touching his head, mirroring Lin Xuan’s essence departure. A black light flashed as dark clouds appeared above him and coalesced into a ghastly face.

The face was terrifying, unmistakably the true form of the demon lord.

Laughter echoed in his ears as he transformed into a black streak, flying towards Lin Xuan at an incredible speed.

Possession!

It seemed that everything would go according to plan. Lin Xuan's body would be lost, and his essence’s fate would be in the hands of the demon lord.

But would it really end this way?

All of this was too out of character for Lin Xuan, who always took control of his destiny. Why had he suddenly chosen to submit?

Was there something fishy going on here?

As that dark aura approached Lin Xuan's body, just a few feet away, Lin Xuan’s expression suddenly regained its vitality, and the blank look vanished.

He opened his mouth, spewing out a flame as big as an egg. The flames were multicolored, crystal clear, radiating a terrifying destructive energy.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

What kind of fool would believe in fate? Lin Xuan's nature wouldn’t allow him to be so foolish; he was merely feigning submission to lure the demon into his trap without realizing it. To make the deception more convincing, he asked for some benefits as compensation for giving up his human holy body.

He had no idea that this would turn out to be a stroke of luck, actually securing an enormous benefit. The Spirit Formula Cauldron was now another significant treasure in his possession.

Lin Xuan then released his essence and set the trap. All he needed to do was wait for the demon lord to step into it.

Indeed, Lin Xuan's essence had left his body, but according to common sense, a physical form should be unable to move. But when had Lin Xuan ever relied on common sense?

Even if two essences separated from their bodies, Lin Xuan’s physical form could still move freely. This was because he simultaneously practiced the extraordinary technique of having one main essence and another.

The purpose was to lure the demon lord into a false sense of security. Sure enough, the demon lord was both surprised and elated but also became careless. After all, even if such an extraordinary technique as dual essences existed, it would be extremely rare among high-ranking cultivators.

PS: It's the beginning of the month; please vote for next month’s tickets. Thank you!
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A new week has arrived, and Phantom Rain requests everyone's support votes. Thank you all.

Of course, based on Ye Xiyan and Mu Bai's interactions, it seems that very few dare to act in such a manner.

"General Wind, arrange the battle plans for tomorrow. Are there any military reports from the generals?" Moon Dream Heart swept her gaze over the assembly of generals with a faint expression.

Although State Foundation Island was under the control of Oda and Toyotomi, their main forces were heading north towards Funai Island, leaving it vulnerable at this moment. She intended to take advantage of this opportunity for an unexpected attack.

"…" May Yunyun from Sales Department felt a mix of laughter and frustration. If they only reduced prices by one thousand dollars, making them the same as Tianzhen Star Company's massage chairs, what would be the point of lowering their prices?

The Dream Factory members were unfazed; they did not give Dad Tang any special treatment, laughing uncontrollably.

"Shield of Ice!" With a wave of her divine staff, a thick ice wall appeared before her, blocking the black whirlwind.

Many new couples prefer to have their weddings in churches. Besides Westerners who are mostly believers, there's another significance: the solemnity and sanctity of the wedding ceremony in a church setting.

Those who disliked Su Luo were displeased, but the elderly businesspeople present remained calm. This was the gap between different levels of understanding.

However, Pain reminded her that such actions held no meaning. If this approach could lead to results, then Dei's situation should have been resolved by now.

"Damn it…" Zhang Yang slapped the Year Beast hard as a form of punishment, but for the Year Beast, this was an acknowledgment from Zhang Yang. Otherwise, he would have long taken him back.

He cared about her safety and wellbeing, which made all the pain she felt vanish. She felt slightly wronged by this.

However, Song Ming had lost much blood, and to outsiders, his death seemed only a matter of time.

Gu Lin considered it possible as well; after all, he didn't know how long he had been in the illusionary realm. The mysterious black-robed figure might have taken everything before leaving Star Moon Villa.

Before the posts were deleted by some force, he had made efforts to contact the owners of those accounts beforehand.

Hearing what the police said, both parties fell silent. Then, the speaking officer continued.

Zhang Zhiming pinched himself, feeling a sharp pain in his arm. The sensation was so direct and clear.

In the past four days, not only Stone Entertainment but also Juyuan Entertainment had been looking for Dengke.

Lu Heque wondered if one day he knew how much he had done for you, would you feel even a tiny bit of guilt?

"The first batch of pigs raised can now be sold. When do you want to take delivery?" Chen Yue didn't ask if she wanted them; instead, she directly inquired about the timing, employing a psychological tactic.

Upon recalling that Lanxi might still be alive, Emperor Wang felt a mix of shock and relief after his initial anger. It seemed he had a chance to see her again.

"You're just some nobody. When I was your age, you were still wearing diapers. How dare you think you can bully me now with just a clone? If you have the guts, come to the Arena of Life and Death for a showdown…" Sanbao did not back down; he retorted arrogantly.

Xiao Qinglian's words caught everyone's attention, and Wang Palace's gaze shifted to Luo Dan's face.

Next chapter summary: Li Xiong was hit by an arrow in his abdomen! His life hung by a thread. Could it be that Fan Li injured him? Cao Cao actually ordered the execution of Fan Li? Was Fan Li truly destined to die despite not being able to escape?
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Chapter 2564: Ingenious Scheme to Eliminate Demons

There were no coincidences in the world. This demon didn't even consider that direction; this was what they called a wise man's one mistake in a thousand, a momentary lapse of carelessness that could cost him his life.

Lin Xuan’s second yuan婴 and妖丹 were both at the Profound stage, but he still had more than enough control over Illusory Heavenly Fire. Moreover, Lin Xuan had no intention of fighting with the opponent; his goal was to launch a sneak attack.

Indeed, it was a sneak attack.

Surprise them unprepared, strike where they are least expecting it.

Even if this demon from beyond the heavens was terrifying, he still needed a physical body after soul possession to unleash divine powers. Otherwise, without flesh and blood, he would just be a mere demonic thought. Lin Xuan had plenty of methods to eliminate him from this world.

A formidable enemy is relative; as long as one could seize the right moment, even the most powerful enemies could be easily defeated.

Of course, that required numerous coincidences, but at this moment, Lin Xuan clearly met those stringent conditions.

Illusory Heavenly Fire shot out with incredible speed. The demonic thought had no way to avoid it since he hadn't anticipated such a scenario. It was hit head-on by the fire.

"Ahh!"

A piercing scream entered his ears. That demonic thought, originally wrapped in seemingly formidable demonic energy, was easily swept away upon contact with Illusory Heavenly Fire. The ghostly face was both terrified and angry, showing immense pain before turning into a vicious expression of malice.

"Accursed creature! You, this despicable human, dare to deceive the Sovereign! I... I will extract your soul and purify you."

"Extracting soul and purifying?"

Lin Xuan laughed. "Pompous talk. Look at your situation first. Whether or not you are a demon from beyond the heavens, do you still think you have a chance of escaping?"

Before Lin Xuan's words were finished, he clutched his hands together and secretly urged Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Instantly, five-colored light flared up, completely igniting that ghostly face. Without a body, he had few of his astonishing divine powers left. He tried to extinguish or escape the fire with all his might but failed. Only the piercing screams filled his ears as the ghostly face danced wildly with five-colored flames, sometimes leaping into the air and other times crashing onto the ground, rolling in agony.

Unfortunately, it was useless. Even if Lin Xuan's head were to go bad, he would never pity a demon from beyond the heavens. The ghostly face’s wails lasted for several seconds before gradually weakening until they faded away into nothingness.

The ghostly face had vanished.

Only a small demonic core, about the size of a dragon eye, floated in mid-air.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This demonic core wasn't afraid of Illusory Heavenly Fire; although its other uses were unknown, it was evident that it was an extremely precious and valuable treasure.

The yuan婴’s spirit light flashed from afar, returning to his body before heading back to the dantian.

Lin Xuan's aura changed dramatically. After all, he had a much stronger main yuan婴 than the other two.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light flew out and enveloped the demonic core, slowly flying into his palm.

Lin Xuan carefully examined this object. A demonic core from beyond the heavens—this wasn't something that should exist in the cultivation world. Its ability to withstand Illusory Heavenly Fire made it incredibly rare and valuable.

The core was as black as ink but smooth on the surface. After playing with it for a moment, Lin Xuan felt satisfied before storing it away in his storage bag.

Raising his head, he noticed that the only area of dense qi had been destroyed, leaving everything in disarray. The traces of their battle were still visible. The three cultivators from Ethereal Immortal Palace had all perished; not a single yuan婴 escaped.

As for the Su siblings, their fates were similar. The eldest brother was soulless after being possessed by the demon from beyond the heavens, though his body remained intact.

Su Yunxiao's fate wasn't much better. She was a Daoist expert in terms of martial arts but to high-ranking cultivators, she was no different from an ant.

The battle between the robed middle-aged man and the demon from beyond the heavens had affected Su Yunxiao, though only with a stray wave. She too fell victim to it.

In other words, all humans and cultivators who entered this sealed space were dead, including the demons from beyond the heavens. Lin Xuan was the sole survivor due to his cleverness; he used strategy to defeat the demon. If they had fought alone, it would be hard to say who would win or lose.

Lin Xuan scanned around, focusing on a book floating in mid-air about ten feet away—his opponent's treasure. Since its owner was gone, it hung there motionless.

Lin Xuan placed his hand on his forehead and showed a playful expression.

He had seen the power of this treasure with his own eyes; Lin Xuan, with his high-level vision, couldn't deny that it was extraordinary, especially the梼杌 he had conjured. Although it was destroyed by the demon's powers, its combat prowess still left people in awe. Such a treasure wasn't one to be missed.

Raising his right hand, the ancient book floated towards him as if pulled by an invisible force. Lin Xuan looked pleased.

Bowing down, he flipped through the pages of the book. It was neither made of metal nor wood but emitted a faint glow. He couldn’t tell what material it was crafted from, and the text within was extremely ancient; he only recognized a few characters.

"Truly worthy of being the treasure of the Confucian sect."

Lin Xuan sighed as he carefully put away the book. Then, he released his divine sense again, an unconscious action that yielded unexpected results.

"Eh, what is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted before he turned into a streak of light and flew down.
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Chapter 2565: Plotting for Treasure

Soon, they arrived. Lin Xuan slowed his遁光, and saw a pile of rubble nearby. The traces from their recent battle were clearly visible.

Lin Xuan's gaze fell on the unremarkable pile of rubble.

He then raised his right hand, and a streak of green light shot out from his sleeve. Suddenly, fierce winds rose, lifting the stones to reveal three storage pouches.

These belonged to the three cultivators of Immortal Drifting Cloud Palace. Their cultivation was no small feat; they were all late-stage Spirit Transformation existences. The elderly man with the title True Man Ling Xu was particularly like a patriarch of a sect, his wealth beyond description. Even if their current possessions weren't much, Lin Xuan would definitely benefit from their combined resources.

Wasting wasn’t in Lin Xuan’s nature, so he didn’t discard these storage pouches but instead accepted them with a smile.

Today had been quite lucky for him. He released his spirit sense and swept through the three storage pouches, leaving the exact count of treasures to be determined later. At this moment, he simply used his spirit sense to skim over their contents.

The facial features that were once ordinary now vanished, replaced by youthful looks with white hair, a demeanor of a Taoist immortal, and an imposing figure. Unless one knew them intimately, there would be no signs of anything amiss. Lin Xuan knew that the first cultivator of Immortal Drifting Cloud Palace had no partner in cultivation.

Though he had several disciples, according to the rules of the cultivation world, mentors typically left their apprentices alone for solo practice after imparting guidance.

Thus, even his direct disciples wouldn’t know him well. However, Lin Xuan felt that he wasn’t so unlucky as to encounter such a rare situation.

He was always confident in his luck and considered this minor risk worth taking.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning, heading towards the exit of the small space.

...

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at the sea surface. Looking down at the barren island, everything seemed unchanged. Clearly, this place was remote; no other cultivators had entered their small space during this period.

A sly smile appeared on his face, but he quickly made a decision. He waved his sleeve, and dozens of sword lights emerged like fish swimming through water, expanding as they met the wind, each becoming over a hundred feet long.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

Silver light flashed, and those sword lights converged into a massive sword towering thousands of feet high. Its surface shimmered with silver light that seemed to flow endlessly, making it dazzlingly bright.

Lin Xuan sighed as he raised his right hand high before suddenly swinging it down. With his action, the massive sword descended fiercely, targeting the uninhabited island sealed by an ancient space.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as the sword sliced through the island, splitting it in two. Countless cracks appeared on the ground, and seawater rushed in. The giant sword then disintegrated into hundreds of smaller swords, swarming and stabbing from all directions. Soon, the entire island sank beneath the sea, leaving no trace when the wind subsided.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. He destroyed this place not out of guilt but for another reason. The ancient space within the Immortal Drifting Cloud Palace had already been sealed off, and even the mystical cauldron was taken away. That mysterious land had been reduced to desolation by an outsider demon, making it impossible for new treasures to appear.

Moreover, that demon wasn’t from the spirit realm; in fact, it seemed unrelated to any of the three worlds. Lin Xuan didn’t know how it crossed dimensions but guessed it had something to do with the ancient sealed space.

Though cultivators were often cold-hearted, they wouldn’t stand idly by when faced with such a threat. Lin Xuan was no different from other cultivators and would certainly oppose this demon.

Since that ancient sealed space might have brought them here, he decided to destroy its entrance to prevent any more powerful demons from wreaking havoc in the Ice Sea Realm.

With the entrance gone, even if the demon’s interdimensional thoughts were formidable, without a body, it could only exert limited power and wouldn’t be able to tear through space.

After completing this task, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. His aura flared as he flew towards the distant horizon at an incredible speed, vanishing from sight.

Several hours later, Immortal Drifting Cloud Island came into view.

Lin Xuan didn’t stop his遁光 but headed straight for Nine Immortals Mountain.

Revisiting this place, but now Lin Xuan was the Great Elder of Immortal Drifting Cloud Palace. He wouldn’t land at the foot of the mountain; those anti-air barriers would have no effect on him as a high-ranking cultivator. Instead, he flew directly towards the sect’s entrance.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan slowed his遁光 and encountered several disciples patrolling the area.

Although Immortal Drifting Cloud Palace was prestigious, it wouldn’t be wise to ignore vigilance. As a major sect, they couldn’t afford any lapses in security; accidents could happen at any time.

These patrol disciples had low cultivation levels and weren’t qualified to meet with the Great Elder. However, having seen his image before, coupled with his profound spiritual pressure, only the True Man Ling Xu of their own sect would dare to challenge him.

The disciples were overjoyed and immediately paid their respects, ready to send a transmission token. But Lin Xuan waved them off: "No need to make a fuss about my return; just continue your duties."

"Understood!"

Though the low-ranking cultivators didn’t understand his intentions, they dared not defy the commands of the Supreme Elder.

Lin Xuan continued flying towards the inner part of the sect.

Soon, he encountered another cultivator in black robes. His cultivation was much higher, at late-stage Profound Transformation.

However, high cultivation could sometimes bring trouble. Seeing no one around, Lin Xuan quickly subdued him without harming him, using a soul probing technique to gather information.

Lin Xuan wasn’t cruel or fond of killing, but he knew when to be ruthless. He used this method because his knowledge about Immortal Drifting Cloud Palace was lacking; he only heard rumors from the market and couldn’t recognize even high-ranking cultivators by name. Soul probing was the simplest way to gather such information.
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Chapter 2566: Return to the Ethereal Immortal Palace

Although this approach might involve harming innocent people, as they say, a petty man is not a true gentleman; one who does not use poison is not a real hero. Those who wish to accomplish great deeds cannot be too meticulous about small details. For his future path in cultivation, he could only consider the middle-stage daoist Xuan unlucky.

Lin Xuan sighed. He had no reason to soften his heart when it was necessary. The opponent before him was formidable; at the Xuan stage, his strength was already considered high within the Ethereal Immortal Palace. Lin Xuan didn't need to worry about whether he could uncover any secrets; at least, he knew the sect very well.

Moreover, this was precisely what he needed for his plan—more detailed information would be beneficial. After all, what he sought was no small matter but various materials and treasures accumulated by the Ethereal Immortal Palace since ancient times. If everything went according to plan, the benefits were obvious. However, risks and rewards often went hand in hand; if his identity were exposed, the dangers could be unimaginable.

With a single person against such a super sect, it was not uncommon for him to fall here. Lin Xuan had prepared himself mentally. He couldn't afford to be careless with his life.

After a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan finally looked up. The reason why the Soul Extraction Technique took so long was that this time he needed to understand much more than usual. In fact, it could be said that every detail mattered; the more detailed, the better.

With adequate preparation, encountering trouble would be easier to handle and less risky. Having done his homework, Lin Xuan remained calm under pressure. For a person like him, this deal was clearly profitable; why not?

A meal's worth of time wasn't long. Lin Xuan had all the information he needed. With a wave of his sleeves, a fireball about the size of a fist flew out.

"Bang..."

A dull sound echoed in his ears as the unfortunate middle-stage daoist vanished into thin air.

His trail was completely gone, as if he never existed in this world.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. His body radiated with energy as he flew towards the distant horizon.

...

On Mount Spirit Control, the highest peak of Jiuxian Mountain, its aura was incomparable to other places due to its dense concentration of spiritual energy. Even spirit trees could be seen on the mountain, a sight that would be considered miraculous elsewhere.

However, this was normal for Mount Spirit Control, indicating how superior its spiritual vein was.

The Ethereal Immortal Palace chose Jiuxian Mountain as its main base largely because of Mount Spirit Control.

Nevertheless, not everyone could enjoy such an excellent spiritual vein. In fact, Mount Spirit Control was a forbidden area within the sect. Daoists below the Xuan stage were strictly prohibited from entering. Even those who had reached the Xuan stage could only establish their daoist abodes at the foot of the mountain. The upper part of the mountain was reserved for senior elders.

It was well known that the higher one went on a spiritual vein, the denser the spiritual energy became. At the peak, only a few daoists were allowed to establish their daoist abodes, and even then, there were no more than five in the entire sect.

Those old monsters were all late-stage senior daoists who established their abodes here to prepare for the perilous realm of the Tribulation Stage.

Of course, the path to immortality was arduous, especially the last stage. Otherwise, as the first-ranked sect in the world, the Ethereal Immortal Palace wouldn't have lasted tens of thousands of years without a senior daoist of the Tribulation Stage.

Fortunately, it didn't. Otherwise, even with Lin Xuan's courage, he would hesitate to plot for the palace's treasures. The treasures might be tempting, but one had to survive to enjoy them. Although Lin Xuan was confident in his strength, he dared not provoke a senior daoist of the Tribulation Stage.

Such behavior wasn't bravery; it was akin to seeking death.

Thus, there was no need to consider this danger now. Hence, Lin Xuan walked confidently without hiding his energy projection. Otherwise, if someone saw him, they might unintentionally sabotage his plan.

After all, as a senior elder, he couldn't be too secretive about returning to his daoist abode.

However, Lin Xuan didn't flaunt it either. As he flew past other daoists at the Xuan stage, they respectfully bowed and showed great reverence for him. Clearly, Spirit Void True Man was highly respected within the sect.

After a short while, when he was about to reach the middle of the mountain, an unexpected familiar face met him.

While "familiar" might be too strong, this person had indeed met Lin Xuan before.

He was a muscular man in his forties, with iron-like muscles and a formidable appearance. His daoist cultivation was at the late-stage senior level, and it was he who had introduced Lin Xuan to the sect earlier.

However, he failed to recognize Lin Xuan's disguise, showing surprise on his face.

"Senior Elder, why are you returning alone? Where are Cloud Senior Brother and Leaf Senior Sister? Oh, your cultivation..."

"Alas, a long story." Lin Xuan sighed. His complexion was pale, as if severely injured.

It seemed that he had lost a lot of blood, which could explain why his cultivation had dropped from late-stage senior to the initial stage so abruptly.

Lin Xuan's expression was heavy: "Cloud Junior Brother and Leaf Senior Sister have both perished, and I too am grievously wounded. It took great effort for me to return here."

"What? Senior Brother and Sister have perished? How is that possible?"

The muscular man was shocked: "Could it be that you encountered the Old Patriarch Xuan Ice?"

After all, they were late-stage senior daoists. Even if one of them had been injured, the other two should still be able to handle a more powerful opponent. The only known existence at the Tribulation Stage in this world was...

"Neither Old Patriarch Xuan Ice nor anyone else. I will return to my abode first and stabilize my injuries before making a decision. In ten days, have all the senior elders come to the Immortal Pavilion to see me," Lin Xuan said with a sigh.

As he spoke, he coughed lightly as if seriously injured. Then, he waved his hand and flew towards his abode. The muscular man was full of questions but couldn't ask anything in such circumstances. He could only watch as Lin Xuan flew away.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at the peak of Mount Spirit Control. However, he didn't know where Spirit Void True Man's abode was. Although he had used Soul Extraction on a middle-stage daoist earlier, his cultivation wouldn't allow him to enter the main elder's abode. It was understandable that he didn't know its location.

Fortunately, the top of the mountain wasn't vast, and Lin Xuan's spiritual awareness could easily cover it. Moreover, there weren't many abodes; after eliminating them one by one, he found Spirit Void True Man's abode and flew towards it.
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Chapter 2567: Hazards of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire

The cave dwelling was hidden among a grove, with a faint white mist lingering around it. This mist looked similar to the morning dew and was unremarkable at first glance. However, as soon as Lin Xuan's divine sense touched it, it bounced back. It was an extremely potent array.

Although this place was already within the禁区 of Ethereal Immortal Palace, safety should be assured here. Nonetheless, a cave dwelling was where cultivators valued most, and Ling Xu Zhenren had set up several powerful arrays to protect his residence.

Scanning with his divine sense, Lin Xuan found that he did not recognize this array. However, its defensive capabilities were evident; even if he unleashed all his powers, it would take some time to break through.

Lin Xuan was unlikely to do so. If he caused such a commotion entering his own cave dwelling, something was seriously wrong with his identity.

Fortunately, he had prepared for this beforehand.

With a wave of his sleeve, a palm-sized array plate flew out. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell on it. A whistling sound entered his ears, followed by the milky white mist swirling. Next, the mist parted to reveal a passage wide enough for two cultivators to fly side by side.

Lin Xuan put away the array plate and strolled into the cave dwelling with great confidence.

Inside, it was much larger than expected, though not luxurious. The grass, trees, furniture, and any decorations were all meticulously crafted.

Although cultivators did not emphasize luxury, as Ling Xu Zhenren was a sect leader controlling a super-sect, his residence should be well-maintained for both practical and ceremonial reasons.

Lin Xuan's focus lay elsewhere. As soon as he entered the cave dwelling, he headed straight to the practice room.

The room contained nothing but one table, one chair, and two cushions.

A set of wine utensils was placed on the table, along with two storage bags.

Lin Xuan took them without hesitation.

Indeed, unless a cultivator like him lived nomadically, a sect leader like Ling Xu Zhenren would not carry most of his treasures when venturing out.

Lin Xuan picked up one of the storage bags and found an abundance of items inside—various materials and medicinal pills in great numbers. However, he did not rush to count them all.

The other storage bag contained different things. After scanning with his divine sense, Lin Xuan turned it over and gently shook it. Instantly, a white aura shot out from within.

As the light faded, several puppets appeared before his eyes.

These puppets were only fist-sized but varied in form—some resembled humans, while others were birds, beasts, insects, or fish.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept across them; there were dozens of them, mostly at the Daoist Profound level.

No wonder the Great Elder of Ethereal Immortal Palace was so renowned. Such-grade puppets could not be bought with crystal stones outside.

Lin Xuan was very satisfied as puppets were one of his targets for this trip.

However, the puppets he coveted were not these ones but a legendary puppet from another treasure of Ethereal Immortal Palace.

It was said that this puppet had been left by the sect's ancestor and passed down through ancient times. It could even rival old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Lin Xuan did not know if it was true, always doubting the exaggeration in rumors. But he believed there must be some truth to them; otherwise, why would so many people believe it? Even the demon race held this rumor with great respect. If it were false, how could Ethereal Immortal Palace have such a strategy to deceive all heroes?

Lin Xuan thought it was impossible.

This puppet was as renowned as the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill and must not be in vain. Even if the rumors exaggerated its power, it would still be formidable.

If he could acquire this puppet...

Lin Xuan knew his desire was greedy but reasoned that since he had already taken the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, there was no harm in taking another treasure of the sect.

Of course, this required patience. Even though Lin Xuan pretended to be Ling Xu Zhenren, obtaining such a treasure would take time and effort.

Haste made waste.

Lin Xuan instructed the bearded giant to summon all elders ten days later. Meanwhile, he had other matters to attend to urgently.

With the array plate, Lin Xuan activated the cave dwelling's arrays, so no one could disturb him here.

This was where Ling Xu Zhenren practiced regularly. Lin Xuan pulled a cushion and sat cross-legged, placing his hands on his knees with closed eyes...

After a moment, he raised both hands; his body was enveloped in a layer of blue-green light, fingers flying as he cast an odd spell. He then spread his palms, and a ball of egg-sized flame leaped from his palm.

Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, colorful and ethereal, truly looked beautiful.

However, despite the vibrant colors, a hint of black aura could be seen, gathering without dispersing, appearing extremely strange.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes, furrowing his brows. This black aura appeared after the destruction of that celestial demon. Initially, Lin Xuan did not pay much attention; with Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire's magic, he believed it would soon be refined away.

However, things went against his expectations. After so long, this black aura had not been refined but instead absorbed some of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire's spiritual energy and grown stronger.

If left unchecked, it might eventually consume the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Although that required a long time and was unlikely, Lin Xuan would not let such a隐患 grow. Danger must be eradicated at its root. Even if this black aura did not ultimately devour the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, any mistake during combat could lead to regret.

Thus, Lin Xuan decided to eliminate this隐患 first.

Taking deep breaths, Lin Xuan directed his spiritual energy to his forehead. His pupils turned into a brilliant silver color under the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, but it did not reveal anything; instead, the aura seemed even deeper.

Lin Xuan sighed. This thing truly was strange.

But he had already erased that celestial demon; what could this mere black aura accomplish?

It was just rootless floating萍, trying to challenge his Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire—too presumptuous.

Lin Xuan inhaled deeply and cast several spells, manipulating the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire to refine away the black aura.
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Chapter 2568: The Fiery Heart Demon

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room, his body emitting a vibrant blue light. His eyes were tightly shut, but the flickering spiritual light around him revealed an aura of mystery and profundity.

A few feet before him, a spherical light ball hovered in mid-air, about ten meters in diameter. Inside this sphere was a terrifyingly shaped wild boar with exposed fangs, looking particularly fierce.

However, it was clearly bound by some forbidden technique.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; his previously closed eyes slowly opened, revealing a profound spiritual light within.

He then raised his right hand, palm facing outward, and a flame leaped out from the center of his palm. The flame was multi-colored, with different hues swirling around it, making it appear exceptionally beautiful.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire!

That trace of eerie demonic energy had long vanished, having been refined by Lin Xuan.

However, compared to just a few days ago, this Phantasmal Heavenly Fire now seemed somewhat different.

Lin Xuan suddenly began waving his hands up and down, fingers flickering. Strange magical techniques appeared in his vision.

Boom!

The Phantasmal Heavenly Fire that had been hovering motionless on his palm suddenly changed. A black thread surfaced on its surface, rapidly expanding until the multi-colored spiritual fire turned pitch-black like ink.

An unsettling aura emanated from it.

Lin Xuan scrutinized this demonic flame; he hadn't expected such a change after refining away that eerie magic energy.

However... It seemed to be an unexpected收获.

Thus, Phantasmal Heavenly Fire gained another mysterious and profound attribute.

The demonic energy originally wanted to devour the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire but was ultimately refined for use.

Now, Lin Xuan intended to test this newly acquired power.

He raised his right hand and pointed it forward with one finger.

Pfft!

A faint sound entered his ears as the green light ball in front of him shattered into nothingness.

A deafening roar echoed. The wild boar's eyes glowed with ferocity, its nature being quite temperamental. Especially for a wild boar; once enraged, it would fight regardless of the opponent’s rank.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was now concealing his spiritual pressure, while the wild boar had been bound for a day and night, filled with rage. Upon breaking free, it immediately charged at Lin Xuan with its hooves, sending a thunderous roar into his ears.

It was just a low-grade beast; Lin Xuan naturally showed no fear. However, this wasn't combat but testing the technique, so he remained extremely serious.

As the beast approached within a few feet of him, Lin Xuan suddenly clasped his hands together and then spread them apart. As he did, the small ball of demonic fire suddenly grew in size. A black light flashed, and before the wild boar could touch it, it became wildly agitated.

No... More accurately, it was extremely fearful, jumping around frantically as if struck by an unimaginable terror.

Indeed, it worked well.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, causing the rapidly growing demonic fire to shrink back into his sleeve like a whale sucking water.

He scanned the scene; the wild boar had retreated to a corner, huddled and trembling. Its eyes still conveyed confusion and fear.

It seemed that after refining away that eerie magic energy, Phantasmal Heavenly Fire gained a new power targeting the mental realm.

This wasn't surprising since the most terrifying aspect of an outsider demon was causing heart demons in cultivators.

What exactly is a heart demon? No book could explain it clearly. However, one thing was certain: heart demons were related to spiritual matters. Lin Xuan was confident about this.

The wild boar had been just a low-grade beast with minimal intelligence.

If his guess was correct, such mental attacks would be limited against beings of lower intellect. If humans or cultivators at the transformation stage faced it, the outcome might differ; perhaps not just agitation and fear but even causing them to go mad.

Moreover, if there were no such obvious and powerful effects, merely making opponents dazed...

Don't underestimate this. A momentary distraction could be fatal in a battle where every millisecond counted.

This new addition to Phantasmal Heavenly Fire's abilities was highly useful. In critical moments, it might become a significant killing technique.

Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied with the benefits he gained from his recent journey through the sealed space.

While Lin Xuan was content, recounting all the benefits and treasures he had acquired, outside the cave, the high-ranking cultivators of the Ethereal Immortal Palace were nearly as frantic as ants on a hot pan.

...

"Shi Di, did I hear you correctly? You said Senior Sister Ye and Brother Yun have already perished. Even Elder Grandmaster is severely injured, his cultivation level dropping by two ranks?" A pale-faced cultivator spoke up, his expression not looking any better.

"Yes."

The bearded man nodded solemnly: "I dare not speak without evidence; I heard it directly from the Elder Grandmaster."

"I don't doubt your words, Brother Shi. But this matter..."

The pale-faced cultivator sighed and turned to Senior Brother Feng: "What do you think?"

He was asking a middle-aged cultivator around fifty years old with white hair. His appearance was unremarkable, but upon closer inspection, he was indeed an advanced-stage cultivator.

Senior Feng sighed: "Elder Grandmaster is the pride of our sect and most likely to advance to the Transcendence stage. As for Brother Yun and Sister Ye, they are young yet have advanced to a later stage. Their talent far surpasses mine. Working together, it's hard to imagine anyone else could defeat them all."

"Humph! Discussing this now is meaningless. I believe Shi Di isn't lying. Once the Elder Grandmaster awakens, everything will be clear."

A silver voice entered his ears, but its tone was extremely cold. The speaker was a petite female cultivator with fair skin like jade, though her appearance remained hidden behind a white scarf, revealing only her eyes and forehead.

Despite being short, she had advanced-stage cultivation and considerable authority. Her words silenced everyone else.

"Shi Di, you said the Elder Grandmaster mentioned he would awaken in ten days?"

PS: Please vote for recommended tickets; thank you, fellow daoists!
第两千五百六十九章 忽悠众长老

Chapter 2570: Deceiving the Elders

"Indeed, when Grand Elder met me that day, he did say so..."

The bearded man nodded. However, before his words were fully spoken, the rumbling sound of a stone door opening entered their ears. The mist in front of them began to churn.

After a moment, the mist ceased moving, and a passage about ten feet wide appeared in their line of sight.

"Grand Elder has emerged from seclusion."

A collective "Whoosh" as numerous cultivators gathered around him, numbering over twenty. No wonder this was the first sect in the region; its底蕴 was so deep it could not be overstated.

Spiritual Void True Man stepped out of the inner chamber.

Of course, it was Lin Xuan using his disguise technique.

"Why are you all crowding here? Didn't I say to wait for me at the Askance Pavilion?"

Despite his weakened appearance, Spiritual Void's voice carried a commanding and slightly indifferent tone.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel tense in front of so many Core Formation cultivators, especially being deep within their sect. If his identity were exposed, they would activate layer upon layer of restrictions; without the advantage of timing, location, or allies, he was outnumbered and at a severe disadvantage.

Even if it was the Transcendent Ice Ancestor, another Core Formation cultivator in his position, there was no guarantee he could escape once discovered.

But... although dangerous, deceiving them to gain an advantage would be worth the risk.

"Yes!"

Spiritual Void had been Grand Elder for many years and commanded great respect. Even with his severe damage, two late-stage cultivators still showed him deference.

Thus, they flew towards the Askance Pavilion.

The details of their journey were unimportant. Once inside the elegant pavilion, they took seats as servants brought them fine wine and fruit. However, none had any appetite for such luxuries; barely seated, one asked anxiously:

"Grand Elder, did Cloud Senior Sister and Leaf Senior Brother truly perish?"

The speaker was a pale-faced cultivator, clearly the most anxious among them.

"Yes, don't you think I would lie? Not only did my two junior brothers and sisters perish, but so did I," Lin Xuan sighed, mimicking Spiritual Void's tone and expression.

"How is that possible?" another voice asked. "You were supposed to be searching for treasures and the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill. Why did you end up like this? Did you encounter some formidable enemy?"

The masked woman’s voice carried a hint of excitement. She was not only from the same sect but also Cloud Senior Sister's half-sister.

If she had practiced techniques that required inner calm, she might have exploded with rage by now.

"Leaf Junior Sister is correct," Lin Xuan said in a heavy and sorrowful tone. "We did indeed encounter unexpected danger on this journey."

The sadness and anger were palpable. It seemed he was still struggling to come to terms with the events:

"We encountered an external demon after a long search for treasures. Initially, everything went smoothly; we even saw the treasure. But then, we ran into an external demon..."

To deceive them convincingly, one must be careful not to speak too freely. Nine parts truth and one part falsehood—only tweaking key details would keep their suspicions at bay, even among these ancient monsters.

"How did it end?"

The cultivators were shocked. They had heard of external demons but only in the context ofadvance through the trials of rank晋升通过劫难 or ascending to the Immortal Realm. How could this happen?

Despite their shock, Spiritual Void couldn’t be expected to speak nonsense. Lin Xuan’s account was detailed and credible.

"Thus, Cloud Junior Brother and Leaf Senior Sister perished one after another. I had to use all my strength to escape from that sealed space," Lin Xuan said with a tremor of fear in his voice.

"So it is!"

The cultivators pondered. Then, a Fengsurname cultivator spoke up: "What about the external demon? He took away the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill; didn’t he just let him escape?"

"Yes, this demon not only stole our sect’s treasure but also killed Leaf Senior Sister and Cloud Junior Brother," the masked woman said with clear resentment.

"Let it be. Who says we should?"

Lin Xuan's voice was filled with venom: "To escape that demon, I used several secret techniques. With my severe injuries, my vital energy is depleted; without hundreds of years of cultivation, my realm will not recover. This grudge... do you think I don’t want revenge? But the demon’s strength is formidable—perhaps on par with Core Formation cultivators. We need to plan carefully."

"Brother's words are wise. Among us, only you have faced that demonic fiend. Do you have any plans?"

"No, but I have a strategy. If everything goes smoothly, we might be able to eliminate the demon and reclaim our treasure. To be honest with all of you, this Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill is of extremely high quality; it even contains several Transcendent Pills."

"What? Transcendent Pills? These are legendary treasures that can significantly increase one's chances of advancing to Core Formation?"

"Is there really a Transcendent Pill in the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, and not just one but several?"

The cultivators were stunned. The somber atmosphere was replaced by excitement. Transcendent Pills were coveted by all Core Formation cultivators; this was an unprecedented stroke of luck.

Who would want to miss such an opportunity?

If he could get even a single pill, it might give him a chance to advance to Core Formation.

The path to immortality was elusive, and at their level, opportunities mattered more than effort.

Thus, the Ethereal Immortal Palace’s cultivators had another reason to eliminate that external demon.

"What is your strategy?"

The pale-faced cultivator, eager for answers, asked.

"It's simple: shifting the blame," Lin Xuan said with a sly smile.

"Shifting the blame?" The other Core Formation cultivators looked puzzled. They didn’t understand his plan fully.

"Indeed, after the external demon possessed someone, its power became too great. While we can still defeat it together, the cost would be too high..."
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Chapter 2570 - Diverting the Tiger Away

"Could Senior Brother have a good method to eliminate this demon without paying too great a price?"

A wind-named cultivator spoke up, his face showing a hint of surprise. It was indeed Senior Brother himself who had said that this demon possessed formidable powers nearly on par with a cultivation expert at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Such an existence—how could it be easily eliminated?

Just hearing about it seemed absurd, but Spirit Void Senior Brother was steady and mature. Given his nature, he wouldn't blab without having absolute confidence in his plan.

The other cultivators reacted similarly, all showing a listening expression as they knew only Spirit Void Immortal had faced this demon, though he hadn't won. Perhaps during that process, he might have discovered some weakness of the demon.

Seeing everyone's faces, Lin Xuan nodded inwardly and felt his heart rate accelerate slightly. His slight tension was understandable given the stakes.

The success or failure of obtaining treasures accumulated by the Ethereal Immortal Palace since ancient times hung in the balance. This moment was crucial.

He swallowed a mouthful of saliva and spoke with confidence: "This demon's strength is indeed formidable. If we rely solely on our sect’s power to eliminate it, even if successful, it would come at a great cost. Even if we retrieve the palace treasure, viewed from another angle, it might not be worth it."

"What about Senior Elder's intention..."

The masked woman cultivator spoke thoughtfully.

"Though this demon was released from an封印空间, allowing our sect to become its first victim by chance, that is merely a coincidence. Its target isn't the Ethereal Immortal Nine Palaces but all cultivators in this world, especially high-ranking ones. Facing such a demon poses more danger. The more元婴 it devours, the stronger it might become."

Lin Xuan was just making up these words on the spot; during the封印 space, the demon from beyond had not consumed any元婴.

He said this because devouring an元婴 was a great taboo for high-ranking cultivators and would unite everyone against the demon. It also increased his chances of persuading them to agree with his plan.

"What? The demon will devour more元婴?"

The other cultivators' expressions changed dramatically, as their lifespans were already quite long at this stage, making death even scarier.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan nodded solemnly and looked grave.

"So Cloud Junior Brother and Leaf Junior Sister..."

"I am unable to save their元婴. I failed them."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of guilt as he spoke with deep sorrow.

The other cultivators were shocked and angry, but they also felt the pain of losing someone dear. Losing an元婴 meant the soul couldn't escape either; in essence, it was not just death but no chance for reincarnation.

"Sister."

The masked woman cultivator cried out in grief, while the others' expressions were equally grim. Lin Xuan's words had many flaws, yet given that none of them knew much about the demon from beyond, they believed him.

Ancient demons liked devouring cultivators’元婴, and though this demon was different, it still bore a "demon" name, so it likely followed similar patterns.

Thus, Lin Xuan's fabricated words gained their trust, and they were united in hatred.

"So Senior Brother has some clever plan. Please share."

"It is simple."

Lin Xuan waved his拂尘, which was Spirit Void Immortal’s treasure. Holding it helped him conceal his identity.

"This demon devours cultivators’元婴, violating a great taboo. Therefore, this isn't just our sect's problem; all sects and families, as well as scattered cultivators, have the duty to eliminate this demon."

"So Senior Brother means..."

"Correct. Since everyone has such a duty, why don’t we let other cultivators take the brunt of it? When they fight to their deaths with the demon, we can sit back and reap the benefits," Lin Xuan’s cunning voice echoed.

"The words are right, but our sect's members must personally act to ensure the Ethereal Immortal Nine Palaces doesn't fall into others' hands," a wind-named cultivator said worriedly. The other elders shared similar concerns.

After all, who wouldn’t yearn for such precious treasures like the化劫丹?

"Your worries are valid, but I dare propose this because of careful consideration..."

Lin Xuan’s confident voice continued.

"One, even though Cloud Junior Brother and Leaf Junior Sister have fallen, my own cultivation will take centuries to recover due to blood loss. However, a hundred-footed worm dies hard. As the top sect in the Ice Sea, our position remains unshaken."

The other cultivators nodded; they understood this situation well.

"Two, this demon holds the Ethereal Immortal Nine Palaces, which others don’t know about. We have an advantage and enough strength to outwit them and snatch the treasure with high probability."

"Senior Brother's words are correct," a wind-named cultivator agreed. The senior elder’s argument was logical and deeply calculated.

While there was still a risk of losing the treasure, it was far more secure than relying solely on our sect to fight the demon.

If too many high-ranking members were lost in the battle, other powerful sects would seize this opportunity, making it a loss for us.

The other elders nodded without objection.

"Since everyone agrees, I will immediately send disciples to contact all sects and families to join forces in eliminating this demon," the masked woman cultivator said resolutely, determined to avenge her sister.

"This is inappropriate."

Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Why is it inappropriate?"

The elders were surprised.

"If we only send disciples for notification, other sects might not take it seriously. Without high-ranking members, how can we eliminate this demon? Even if the demon falls due to overwhelming numbers, do you expect a few disciples to reclaim the Ethereal Immortal Nine Palaces?" Lin Xuan said calmly.

"What about Senior Elder's intention..."

"Entering the tiger’s den is necessary to catch the cub. This matter requires each of you to personally take action. We need more than just one person at headquarters; besides my presence there, everyone must participate."

"What? All of us will go out, leaving only Senior Brother to stay at headquarters. How can this be allowed? The headquarters will be empty, and if that demon from beyond comes..."

The masked woman was alarmed as she spoke.

PS: Last night, the baby had another fever, and I took her to see a doctor early in the morning for an injection. It was hectic all morning. Seeing my baby after being sick made me wish it were me who was ill instead.
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Chapter 2571: Nameless Valley

"Junior Sister, you are overthinking. That external demon had no grudge against our sect; the incident in the sealed space was just a coincidence. They happened to meet on a narrow path. How could he come to our main hall without reason? Moreover, even if there were such changes, our Immortal Palace's forbidden grounds would not be so easy to breach with layers of restraints," Lin Xuan spoke softly.

The minds of the spirit-seer elders brightened as they listened. If they had any reservations about Lin Xuan sending out all his forces earlier, those concerns vanished now. As the saying goes, great rewards attract brave warriors. With such an enticing offer from Lin Xuan, how could they resist?

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sly smile, which quickly faded.

With all the elders in agreement, things would be much easier. He didn't need to exert himself or speak too much; these spirit-seer experts knew their territory better than he did. Within half an hour, they had a clear idea of which sects and families to contact.

Everyone wasted no time. The sooner they could eliminate the external demon, the faster they could retrieve the treasures. With the prospect of transformation pills as rewards, these ancient beasts were full of vigor. After discussing, they didn't even bother returning to their dwellings but transformed into streaks of light that vanished into the distance.

Even those who were more reserved or slower left the Immortal Palace within an hour. Jokingly, those who completed their missions and received transformation pills had a higher chance of reclaiming the treasures. Such opportunities were rare; there was no reason to be complacent.

Lin Xuan watched with satisfaction as all the high-ranking elders departed. Only he remained at the spirit-seer stage in the entire sect.

His expression was filled with contentment, despite the risks and efforts involved. His goal had been achieved.

Using a ruse, Lin Xuan impersonated Ling Xu to infiltrate the dangerous area. His aim was to obtain the various treasures accumulated by the Immortal Palace since ancient times. If he succeeded, it would greatly benefit his path of cultivation and even his advancement to the Transcendence stage.

However, even if Lin Xuan were a fake, could the true Ling Xu, as the sect leader, dispose of those treasures at will?

The answer was clearly no. These treasures belonged to the entire sect; even as the senior elder, Ling Xu had no right. The other high-ranking elders would not allow it, and he would merely have the largest share.

Lin Xuan could not linger here for long or risk being exposed. He devised a plan to lure them away by claiming that the external demon was still alive with transformation pills. The spirit-seer elders rushed to take the bait, as expected.

With no other high-ranking elders in the sect, the remaining cultivators were merely junior disciples. Lin Xuan could now act freely and claim all the treasures for himself.

Of course, he needed to be quick; otherwise, when the other elders returned with doubts after failing to find the external demon, it would be disastrous for him.

As soon as the high-ranking elders left, Lin Xuan headed to the Immortal Palace's treasury. Using soul-searching techniques, he knew exactly where all the materials were stored.

This unremarkable valley seemed ordinary at first glance—neither its aura nor surrounding peaks stood out. In the Nine Immortals Mountains, there were countless similar valleys. However, this seemingly mundane and mostly unknown valley was one of the most important forbidden grounds of the Immortal Palace. Its importance surpassed even the residence of the high-ranking elders on Spirit Controlling Peak.

With all the restraints fully activated in this area, even legendary Transcendence-stage monsters would find it challenging to breach. This was where the Immortal Palace stored its treasures; the largest treasury was built here, containing countless precious items accumulated from ancient times by their ancestors. Even the senior elder might not know the exact number.

The restraints were formidable.

Apart from layers of protective阵法, two spirit-seer elders rotated duty in this unremarkable valley. However, Lin Xuan had already deceived them away.

The valley's defenses were much weaker now.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and arrived at the entrance of the valley.

As he descended his concealment technique, several streaks of light emerged from within the valley.

The light dissipated to reveal five cultivators—three men and two women—all in Inner Alchemy stage. The leading old man in black robes was particularly advanced, just a step away from spirit-seer.

"Stop! This is our forbidden ground; no one may enter without permission."

A stern voice echoed as the five cultivators' expressions changed. With their abilities, they had seen Ling Xu before and knew his status.

"Sire, we humbly apologize for any disrespect," the five quickly bowed in reverence.

"It's fine. Everything is well?" Lin Xuan waved dismissively but with an imposing presence.

"The senior elder, we have carefully guarded this area; there are no issues," the leading old man replied cautiously.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan nodded and transformed into a streak of light, flying inside the valley.

The five did not dare to obstruct or ask questions. Instead, they followed respectfully while sending out transmission talismans. Upon receiving the news, all the guards relaxed their vigilance; as high-ranking elders, they could freely pass through forbidden grounds.

!@#
第两千五百七十二章 进入宝库

Chapter 2572: Entering the Treasure Vault

At this moment, Lin Xuan had arrived at the depths of the valley. The rumbling sound of water reached his ears, and before him was a waterfall cascading down from a towering peak.

From the top of the thousand-foot-high mountain, it flowed with an imposing momentum.

The sight was awe-inspiring. Who would have thought that behind this magnificent waterfall lay something unexpected?

It was indeed a stroke of luck. The unlucky Profound Yin period cultivator whose soul Lin Xuan had searched had once been the guardian of this valley and knew its secrets inside out. Otherwise, Lin Xuan would have needed to exert more effort to successfully obtain the treasures.

Now, he moved with ease along the well-trodden path, dispatching all the guards in his wake.

Though the order seemed a bit outrageous, the original Supreme Elder who had been stationed here was hunting for demons beyond the heavens, leaving only some Profound Yin period disciples behind. Regardless of their status or strength, they fell far short of Lin Xuan's abilities. Even if there were some doubts deep down, none dared to question him openly.

In the cultivation world, the weak prey on the strong. Low-rank cultivators naturally did not dare to defy high-ranking ones, and this man was even the grand elder of their sect?

For both reason and emotion, no one dared to resist; they left quietly.

On the side of the waterfall, several large characters were written in flowing script:

"Water Bōdòng Mansion."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a faint smile. His body radiated with energy as he flew towards the waterfall, the sound of water becoming even more deafening. But Lin Xuan ignored it and passed through the waterfall directly. Inside was indeed something unexpected—a huge stone door blocking his path.

The stone door appeared unremarkable on the surface, but a look of seriousness crossed Lin Xuan's face.

With a wave of his sleeves, a flying knife shot out like lightning, striking the stone door with force.

Sizzle…

Several feet away from the target, a thick bolt of lightning emerged from the stone door and struck the flying knife. A mournful sound echoed as this seemingly high-quality treasure was destroyed by that bolt of lightning.

It turned into ordinary iron and fell to the ground. Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; indeed, the禁制was incredibly powerful. Fortunately, as a grand elder with the esteemed identity of Lingxu True Man, he had the key to open this treasure vault.

He found it in his府.

Reaching out, he tapped his waist, and a flicker of light appeared before him—a round disk about the size of his palm. The disk was as white as jade, but Lin Xuan could not determine its material. The intricate symbols carved on its surface were profound, exuding an air of mystery.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell.

A whistling sound filled his ears as the round disk emitted countless tiny runes from its surface, which then grew to about an inch in diameter.

These runes arranged themselves into a small yet exquisite array that appeared mid-air.

Simultaneously, the stone door began to glow with a similar array.

Both arrays started rotating, and soon, a rumbling sound echoed as the禁制on the stone door vanished. A burst of light followed, and the stone door opened, revealing a passage.

Lin Xuan stepped in without hesitation.

The passage was not long; soon, he saw light ahead.

However, this light was not dazzling but rather dim, emanating from some kind of gemstone.

Sure enough, this must be the treasure vault. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as his steps quickened slightly.

Indeed, after a moment, he entered a large hall.

The hall was elliptical and spanned at least a thousand feet in width, larger than he had initially imagined.

Everything inside was laid bare before him.

On the left side of the stone wall, there were numerous boxes stacked up. These boxes were not large—only about two feet square—and made from thousand-year-old sandalwood, emitting a faint fragrance.

Though not a treasure among wood materials, thousand-year-old sandalwood could still be used for alchemy. That such fine material was turned into boxes showed the opulence of the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

Or perhaps it was just their vast wealth; ordinary materials for crafting treasures were considered insignificant by this sect.

The same went for the value of what lay inside these boxes—there were hundreds, possibly even seven or eight hundred. The sheer number was astonishing, but considering that this was an accumulation over a million years, it made sense.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and released a patch of green clouds, which swiftly picked up three boxes. With a slight flick of his fingers, the boxes opened with a soft sound, revealing their contents.

The first box contained white silk-like threads, seemingly fine textiles.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. While such items might not be out of place in a wealthy household, they were useless to cultivators and would never have been stored in a treasure vault.

Bending down, he picked up the box. It indeed looked like fine silk, but upon closer inspection: "These are threads from snow crystal silkworms."

Snow crystal silkworms were cold natured, fierce creatures that produced incredibly strong silk. If made into clothing, they offered exceptional protection and were much lighter than armor.

Unfortunately, these creatures were rare, making their silk even more valuable. Here was a box full of them—enough to make dozens of sets of clothes with plenty left over.

However, Lin Xuan showed little excitement; at his level, the treasures he valued few and far between. For low-rank cultivators, snow crystal silk might be rare, but for him, it held no particular significance.

The second box contained fist-sized chunks of blue minerals, their surfaces shimmering with crystalline light.

"Ocean Shining Stones."

Lin Xuan recognized them immediately as water nature materials that could also be used in alchemy. Their value was far beyond that of thousand-year-old sandalwood.

The third box held earth nature materials.

From this point alone, it was clear that these items were not available in the market but still not particularly precious to Lin Xuan due to their quantity and value.

Of course, such grade materials might be useful for others, but he had no time to count them now. Time was pressing; he needed to empty this vault first.

Lin Xuan was well prepared.

With a wave of his sleeves, several storage bags flew out.

Then, with a shake of his hand, a large patch of green clouds emerged and quickly divided into several streams. In just a few breaths, the hundreds of boxes were packed away.
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Chapter 2574: True Spirit Puppet and Transcendence Stage Talisman

There was only a table and a chair.

Three jade boxes were placed on the table, standing out prominently.

Lin Xuan's mood couldn't help but become somewhat excited.

What treasures might be contained in these three jade boxes? Could they possibly include that ancient puppet which could rival the Transcendence period?

The thought stirred some anticipation and desire deep within his heart, despite his composure.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand towards the first jade box. Aprohibitive talisman was affixed to it, a golden-colored one at that, clearly not something trivial. However, it naturally couldn't withstand Lin Xuan's efforts; with a gentle tug, the talisman ignited on its own.

Next, he flicked his fingers slightly, and the lid of the box popped open with a soft click. The contents within came into view.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as what lay inside was a small, palm-sized talisman. A faint greenish glow enveloped the surface, emitting an aura of extraordinary mystery.

The material used to create it seemed to be some kind of beast fur, but Lin Xuan couldn't discern which specific creature it came from.

"Treasure Talisman!"

Lin Xuan swallowed hard, recognizing this item instantly. However, it wasn't a talisman crafted by practitioners at the Separation or Spirit Formation stages; its aura revealed that its owner was undoubtedly a powerful being of Transcendence level.

He had some discernment in his eyes.

Then he noticed some tiny script on one side of the jade box, though smaller than a grain of rice. With the keen vision of cultivators, Lin Xuan easily made out the text.

"Remains of Ethereal True Man!"

Several ancient inscriptions appeared before him.

Ethereal True Man?

Lin Xuan shook his head; no high-ranking cultivator in this sect used that name. It was certainly left by a senior ancestor.

Despite Ethereal Immortal Palace still being the top force in Ice Sea, it had declined compared to its ancient glory. In the distant past, there were Transcendence period cultivators within the sect.

Could it be from one of those powerful beings?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure but continued focusing his gaze on the inscriptions carved into the jade box.

...

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan raised his head.

He sighed. His prediction was indeed correct.

The owner of this treasure talisman, Ethereal True Man, had been an ancient powerhouse from several million years ago.

And he was one of the two founders of Ethereal Immortal Palace.

This was a mid-stage Transcendence cultivator who unfortunately provoked a more formidable enemy.

Although he managed to return to his sect using secret techniques, he was already gravely injured. Before passing away, he used his life essence treasure to forge several talismans for his disciples.

Later generations of Ethereal Immortal Palace relied on these treasures and successfully repelled many enemies. However, over millions of years, only one talisman remained.

Lin Xuan picked up the item; it depicted a gourd, lifelike in detail.

This was likely Ethereal True Man's life essence treasure.

A look of great interest appeared on Lin Xuan’s face as such rare and unique treasures generally possessed formidable power.

Unfortunately, he didn’t have time to test it.

He placed the talisman back into the jade box and resealed it.

Next, his gaze shifted to the second jade box, which also bore aprohibitive talisman.

Repeating his earlier actions, Lin Xuan opened it with ease.

A small dragon appeared before him.

Lin Xuan was initially surprised but quickly recognized its origin and purpose—a puppet!

Carefully placed here, could this be the ancient puppet that could rival Transcendence period cultivators?

Lin Xuan first harbored some doubt. Then he noticed another jade eye cylinder inside.

He picked up the jade eye cylinder, lowered his head, and delved into it with his divine sense.

After a moment, Lin Xuan looked at the small dragon in his hand and sighed. His expression was half sorrowful and half relieved.

The jade eye contained detailed descriptions of this puppet, crafted by one of the founders of Ethereal Immortal Palace, using his intellect and countless extraordinary materials.

It was named True Spirit Puppet.

As its name implied, it was hoped that this puppet could match true spirits.

While the idea was good, achieving such a feat wasn't easy. Despite the versatile Master Changer being a super genius, the result was still failure... or rather, it didn’t meet expectations. Matching true spirits was too difficult. However, this puppet remained formidable; its strength was comparable to mid-stage Transcendence cultivators.

From that perspective, this puppet was already extremely powerful.

However, there was one weakness he couldn't overcome.

Puppets were lifeless objects and required something to provide them with mana for their powerful abilities.

Crystal!

Although Lin Xuan wasn’t skilled in puppetry, he knew the basics well.

The problem was, this True Spirit Puppet was so formidable that ordinary crystals couldn’t supply it with mana. Even top-grade crystals wouldn't last more than a few rounds before its essence energy was depleted.

With no mana, how useful could such a powerful puppet be? It would just be a display.

No wonder Ethereal Immortal Palace kept this item hidden; even top-grade crystals weren’t enough to power it. What kind of treasure could sustain its actions?

Lin Xuan felt curious but the jade eye cylinder provided clear details.

Celestial Stones!

Lin Xuan had never heard of Celestial Stones before.

As their name suggested, they were more advanced than crystals and served a similar purpose—used by true immortals.

However, in the vast spirit realm, some areas with particularly abundant essence energy could occasionally yield Celestial Stone veins.

Yet, these veins were usually of low quality, containing few stones, most of which were waste materials. Essentially, they had too much impurity, just like wasted medicinal pills.

Even after great effort, extracting them was useless.

How impoverished was the spirit realm in terms of celestial minerals?

A vein could yield a couple of low-grade Celestial Stones by luck; often, after hours of digging, all one found were waste materials.

That was frustrating, but there was no way around it.

Celestial Stone... Celestial Stone, these were treasures from the true immortal world. The spirit realm having some was already an extraordinary feat, and their quality was naturally low.

However, Lin Xuan couldn’t help smiling smugly as he read this.
第两千五百七十五章 蟠桃

Chapter 2575: Penglao Peach

The heavens seemed to be treating him rather well. "Please remember my domain."

With the power of Ethereal Immortal Palace, it was difficult to find suitable immortal stones, but for himself, this issue wasn't as insurmountable.

Spirit Realm immortal stones were scarce mainly because most of those mined from immortal veins were waste materials.

Waste immortal stones contained immense spiritual energy, far beyond ordinary top-grade spirit stones. However, due to the excessive impurities, they couldn’t be used. But if he had Blue Star Sea, this problem might be different.

A true spirit puppet comparable to the Transcending Tribulation period could indeed serve as a great aid. He just needed to collect some waste immortal stones.

Lin Xuan carefully placed it in his怀.

He then turned his head and looked at the last jade box. The first two had already given him too many surprises, far exceeding expectations. What extraordinary thing would this last box contain?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he was eagerly anticipating it.

Lin Xuan reached out to pick up the jade box. This box was slightly smaller than the other two, measuring only half a foot in length and width. The禁制 talismans on its surface were also different, designed to prevent spiritual energy from leaking out.

He couldn't help feeling surprised.

Could there be spirit herbs inside?

But he didn’t dwell on it and directly opened the jade box.

To his surprise, what met his eyes was a fruit.

Indeed, it was a fruit. It looked somewhat similar to common peaches in the mortal world. To Lin Xuan, it felt incredibly familiar. Could this be...

Lin Xuan took out the unknown fruit from the jade box and held it in his hands, examining it closely.

Compared to ordinary peaches, this one was clearly larger and had a slightly flatter shape.

Penglao Peach!

Legend said that such a divine fruit existed only in the Spirit Realm. Consuming just one could elevate a cultivator’s cultivation level by an entire realm. Even for those at the Dongxuan period or above, it could save thousands of years of arduous practice. For instance, if Lin Xuan consumed this, he might directly advance to middle-stage Shenfen.

Of course, this possibility wasn’t 100%, but it was significant.

However, unexpectedly, Lin Xuan didn't show extreme excitement on his face; instead, he frowned as though deep in thought.

Penglao Peach?

Was there such a thing?

In the cultivation world, the weak were preyed upon by the strong. Cultivators pursued immortality and often acted out of self-interest.

If there really was something like Penglao Peach that could drastically boost one’s cultivation level, why would the senior elders of Ethereal Immortal Palace not eat it themselves but leave it for their juniors?

No matter how deep his feelings were towards the sect, he wouldn’t do such a thing. This didn't make sense and seemed absurd.

Could there be something wrong with this Penglao Peach?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered. However, at that moment, he had no time to think too much. In one word, time was pressing. He used the non-existent heavenly demon to lure all the middle-stage Shenfen elders of the sect away. But sooner or later, the truth would be revealed. When they returned and discovered his deception, it would be disastrous for him.

So, Lin Xuan had no intention of lingering here. He could study this Penglao Peach in detail later. Since it was placed here, it must have been extraordinary.

With that thought, he put it back into the jade box and took out several talismans to prevent spiritual energy from leaking out, sticking them on the surface.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. He had thoroughly looted Ethereal Immortal Palace’s treasury, and his gains far exceeded expectations. It was worth the risk he had taken.

He then released an incredibly powerful divine sense to ensure nothing was overlooked before leaving the treasury.

Leaving the valley, Lin Xuan strolled leisurely. The guards, though suspicious, didn’t dare question the Great Elder.

After leaving the valley, Lin Xuan didn't immediately retreat but instead returned to the Spirit Controlling Peak.

Looking at the towering mountain peak, a deep smile appeared on his lips.

All or nothing.

Since he had already looted Ethereal Immortal Palace’s treasury, why not take it further?

The Spirit Controlling Peak was the best location for spirit veins in the sect. The Great Elder of Ethereal Immortal Palace had all established their lairs here. These old monsters were lured away, but most of their wealth must be stored in his own lair.

After all, they believed this place to be safe. Little did they know that Lin Xuan had quietly infiltrated it.

Several dozen middle-stage Shenfen cultivators each had accumulated treasures over tens of thousands of years. Combined, the total was substantial. Since he had already offended them, why not...

Lin Xuan wasn’t a cautious person when making decisions.

Arriving at the Spirit Controlling Peak, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. A heart-stopping spiritual pressure rose into the sky as he shouted, "All disciples who have established lairs in the Jade Luo Bee hive, come out to see me."

His voice was like thunder, and everyone within dozens of miles heard it clearly.

The powerful middle-stage Shenfen cultivators had left the Spirit Controlling Peak, but there were still hundreds of Dongxuan period cultivators. Lin Xuan’s sharp shout quickly caused a commotion in the vicinity. Soon, variously dressed cultivators emerged from their secluded lairs, some with confused expressions.

But they soon hovered in mid-air as the Great Elder appeared.

Spirit Void True Man was well-respected, so no one dared to be careless and immediately paid their respects.

"Salute the Great Elder!"

"Yes, everyone is here?" Lin Xuan's stern voice echoed.

"The report is that apart from Liu Apprentice Brother, Ma Senior Brother, and Sun Junior Sister, who are in the life-and-death gate, the rest of the disciples are all present."

Lin Xuan nodded with a satisfied expression on his face.

Life-and-death gate meant not breaking through the bottleneck and never leaving. Outside their lairs, layers of禁制 would be set up to cut off contact with the outside world. Such people wouldn’t affect his grand plan even if they stayed at the Spirit Controlling Peak.

"Good. Except for those in the life-and-death gate, all others leave the Spirit Controlling Peak temporarily. This place will become a restricted area. Any disciple who approaches it will be dealt with according to sect rules. You can return here after three days."

"Ah?"

"Why?"

...

The cultivators exchanged glances but only dared to whisper their doubts. No one dared to truly question or raise objections, for the Great Elder had spoken.

They would follow his instructions. After all, a mere three days wouldn’t affect their cultivation.

For cultivators, this time was merely a blink of an eye.

!@#
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Chapter 2576 - Breaking the Array to Retrieve Treasures
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The Xuan period cultivators, carrying their doubts, departed one after another using their飞行法宝. The area for dozens of miles around instantly fell silent.

Lin Xuan's face broke into a smug smile as he waved his sleeves and summoned another palm-sized array disk. He raised his right hand and several spells shot towards it.

In the next moment, howling sounds filled the air. What had been a clear mountain peak was suddenly enveloped in an unknown mist, making everything hazy. At first glance, it seemed clear, but upon closer inspection, it appeared blurry.

Needless to say, Lin Xuan had activated the nearby defensive array. This prohibition still carried some illusionary effects, which were essential for him.

Because he would be visiting several Elders' dens, these senior spirit cultivation experts, although within their sects, had long been accustomed to setting up prohibitions around their dens after years of experience.

Even if it wasn't intentional, the prohibitions from Xuan period cultivators wouldn't be easy to breach. Some could find the array's center and break through naturally, while others would have to use more forceful methods to wear down and destroy them. This inevitably caused significant commotion. Even with Lin Xuan setting this place as a forbidden area, it was still possible for someone else to notice.

However, with the prohibitions' protection and the illusionary effects covering the entire Spirit Controlling Peak, everything would be secure.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards the peak of the Spirit Controlling Peak.

Generally, in areas with veins of spiritual energy, higher peaks usually had denser spiritual energy. This was a rule in the cultivation world, so it applied to the Spirit Controlling Peak as well.

Thus, the dens of Xuan period Elders were all built on the upper parts of the mountains.

Soon, Lin Xuan found one.

This den was quite impressive upon first glance.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and immediately detected faint mana fluctuations. The prohibition wasn't fully activated yet.

He had encountered this type of array before; it usually remained closed until triggered by external forces to conserve mana better.

Back in the mortal world, Lin Xuan had dabbled in arrays but had gradually neglected them after ascending.

It wasn’t that he didn't want to learn more. Time and energy were finite, and there was only so much one could explore in a hundred arts of cultivation.

The saying went: "Mastering many arts is inferior to specializing in one." Therefore, Lin Xuan had discarded many杂学.

If not for this, he wouldn’t have advanced from the Foundation Establishment stage to the Xuan period within a thousand years.

Although Lin Xuan was far superior to many cultivators in array techniques, the current prohibition was unfamiliar to him.

He didn't have time to ponder it. He first needed to test it. If he could find any weaknesses, that would be fine; otherwise, he would use force to break through.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and flicked his fingers, summoning a silver sword of light. It struck the den like lightning.

A deep blue protective barrier spread out, thick and dense. When the sword struck it, ripples formed on its surface.

"Water element array."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed in his ears as he recognized the nature of this prohibition. Knowing just that was enough for now.

He waved his sleeves again, and a treasure emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out. With a gentle shake, the treasure unfolded into an extremely ancient scroll.

A red light followed.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and shot several spells at it as fast as lightning. A fiery smoke cloud spread from its surface, dazzling with light. Nine peaks of varying heights appeared before him.

The smallest was over a hundred feet tall, radiating an astonishing aura that rose to the heavens.

Immediately after, cacophony filled the air as countless firebirds flew down from those nine peaks. Their wings expanded in the wind, doubling their size tenfold.

Golden Birds!

Of course, these weren't true spirits, but they contained a trace of Golden Bird soul power.

Lin Xuan summoned the Mountain Golden Bird Scroll because fire and water were complementary elements.

Rumbling sounds echoed as hundreds of golden birds opened their mouths to shoot out dense fireballs. While each might not be powerful individually, together they were formidable.

The surface of the deep blue light barrier rippled.

Soon, a breaking sound reached his ears.

This array's defensive capabilities were commendable but insufficient against continuous attacks from a divine treasure.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he retracted the treasure. He released his divine sense again and found no issues. Nevertheless, better safe than sorry, Lin Xuan activated the Nine Heaven Spirit Shield before proceeding forward.

A stone door blocked his path, but with a wave of his hand, a green light flashed, and the stone door shattered into pieces.

Lin Xuan entered the den without hesitation.

...

The process was unremarkable. An hour later, Lin Xuan emerged from the den, his face beaming with joy.

His prediction had been correct; as an Elder in the Xuan period of a major sect, this person's wealth was indeed substantial.

Since he wasn't traveling light, most materials and treasures were stored within the sect's dens. The Ethereal Immortal Palace was the first power in the cultivation world, so it should be safe.

Perhaps it had been before, but this time, fate was against him as Lin Xuan took advantage of the situation.

Thus, this Elder lost all his accumulated wealth over thousands of years to Lin Xuan's plundering.

...

Lin Xuan then flew towards another den belonging to a Xuan period cultivator.

This time, he had better luck. Whether due to carelessness or confidence in their sect's safety, there was no prohibition; only a stone door stood in his way, easily broken by Lin Xuan. He obtained numerous treasures effortlessly.

Next, Lin Xuan flew towards another den.

...

In this manner, Lin Xuan continued to plunder, and the efficiency far exceeded his expectations. The only obstacle was prohibitions, but he found that one-third of the cultivators didn't even set up arrays.

He had initially thought it would take two or three days to retrieve all the treasures, but in less than half a day, he achieved his goal.

With plenty of time left, Lin Xuan selected dens belonging to后期Xuan period cultivators and made a few visits.
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Time passed like a white horse passing through a crevice, and two days later, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of shocking light, leaving the Ethereal Immortal Palace without anyone knowing.

In just this short period, for cultivators, it was merely a blink of an eye. However, what Lin Xuan gained was truly remarkable.

The twenty-some split spirit elders needed no mention; even those daoist disciples at the Profound Void stage were all creatures that had lived for tens of thousands of years. Each one's wealth was indeed beyond measure.

Of course, Lin Xuan’s horizons were even more spectacular. Nevertheless, with so much wealth combined, it was enough to make him take notice.

Since Lin Xuan embarked on his path of cultivation, the opportunities he encountered could be counted by the countless. Many times, he had gained significant rewards.

If not for this, he would never have advanced from a mere cultivator to a great cultivator at the Split Spirit stage in just over two thousand years.

Cultivation was all about resources, after all.

However, each adventure, though richly rewarding, could not compare to what he obtained this time.

The Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills originally intended for his plot had fully entered his possession. Moreover, there were more than a dozen types of them, each with unique effects that delighted cultivators. Some could bring the dead back to life and restore bones... Well, such descriptions might be slightly exaggerated, but they were sufficient to help Yuanke emerge from the chaotic Primordial Yin energy unscathed.

From this perspective, his goals had been achieved.

However, the actual dangers he faced went beyond that.

By sheer chance, Lin Xuan also obtained a Transcendation Pill, a divine treasure. This could significantly increase the chances of advancing to the Transcendence stage for Split Spirit cultivators by over ten percent. To call it heaven-defying was not an exaggeration. If he could use the Azure Star Sea to purify the impurities in this Transcendation Pill...

Thinking about this, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. Although he was still far from the Transcendence stage, being able to make some preparations was certainly welcome. Better safe than sorry.

The Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills were indeed treasures of the heavens and earth; one even had already attained sentience. Lin Xuan witnessed this firsthand and could use it to refine an inner body for himself.

In short, the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills lived up to their reputation as a treasure of the palace, with effects far beyond imagination.

As for the benefits he gained from infiltrating the sect later on, they were countless. Although Lin Xuan had not yet thoroughly counted them, the value was already making him grin uncontrollably.

However, as the saying goes, when good fortune comes, misfortune follows. The benefits obtained this time were indeed significant, but they also brought about a grievous offense that earned him the enmity of the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

But Lin Xuan had always been careful to conceal his movements; it was unlikely that the other party would discover who he was.

However, as the saying goes, one need not fear a million possibilities, only the one. There is no such thing as absolute wisdom; even if something seemed flawless, there could still be flaws.

Lin Xuan's confidence was not complete, so his best choice was to leave quickly and depart without delay.

Thus, leaving the main headquarters of the Ethereal Immortal Palace, Lin Xuan traveled directly back in the same manner he had come. After several days of flight, Lin Xuan left the boundless sea region behind.

He then arrived at a nearby city where cultivators gathered, spending a large sum of crystal stones to activate the teleportation array...

Of course, due to the long distance, it was impossible for him to return directly to the Frost Soul Ice Plain. Moreover, even if he could go back, Lin Xuan would not do so; continuous teleportation lowered risks.

Following the principle that caution is always better, Lin Xuan planned to take a large detour before returning to the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

Half a month later, Lin Xuan transformed into a faintly gray streak of light, soaring over an expansive wilderness. This wilderness was uninhabited and extremely remote; not even ordinary birds or beasts could be seen after several hours of flight. As night fell, Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before landing on a desolate hill.

Although cultivators were much stronger than ordinary people, their bodies were still not indestructible. After days of non-stop travel, he felt the need to rest tonight.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a dazzling sword light emerged like a fish swimming through water, quickly creating a simple cave dwelling.

Though it was called a cave dwelling, it was merely a stone cavern carved into the mountain for shelter. As a cultivator, he did not indulge in luxury.

Next, Lin Xuan reached out and tapped his waist; a flash of divine light appeared, revealing a cold jade bed before him.

This item had certain effects on cultivators practicing寒属性 cultivation methods or those who wished to strengthen their bodies. If ordinary people were to stand several dozen feet away from it, they would freeze, but Lin Xuan ignored it and lay down directly.

Since he was resting, Lin Xuan did not activate his qi; soon, he fell into a deep sleep.

不知不觉，就到了下半夜。

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's expression changed as he opened his eyes. Although he was asleep, cultivators of his level naturally extended their divine sense outward. He sat up with a serious look on his face.

He sensed two massive balls of qi flying towards this place at an incredible speed... No, not exactly; their target wasn't here. They were merely chasing and fleeing in opposite directions, coincidentally heading this way.

Normally, such trivial matters wouldn't concern Lin Xuan, as the cultivation world was always filled with peril.

However, Lin Xuan's expression showed extreme tension, even muttering to himself: "How is that possible..."

Sweat dripped from his forehead. His unusual reaction wasn't baseless; these two balls of qi were indeed enormous. If he hadn't misjudged, they were both at the Transcendence stage.

This was impossible. In the Ice Sea World, the cultivation level of the divine realm was only average, and the main race was the妖族. According to legend, there was only one old monster at the Transcendence stage: the legendary Xuan Bing Old Ancestor.

However, this old ancestor hadn't been seen for countless years; no one knew if he was alive or dead. The sudden appearance of two Transcendence-stage existences left Lin Xuan in shock.

He even wondered if his sense might be wrong?

But such thoughts flashed through his mind before the divine sense confirmed that the two balls of qi were indeed getting closer, now within less than ten thousand miles.

Lin Xuan was startled. Without a word, he began to practice the technique for concealing his qi. Regardless of the identities of these two great cultivators, Lin Xuan had no intention of getting involved in their affairs.

Although he was confident in his own strength, facing Transcendence-stage beings would surely be fatal.

Hopefully, they were just passing by and wouldn't notice him.
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Fortune and misfortune are interdependent; misfortune harbors fortune within. Could it be that the bountiful收获 of this ethereal palace journey has aroused the heavens' jealousy?

Lin Xuan mused gloomily.

However, his thoughts were not slowing him down. The Moonlight Sky Witch Technique already had a return to simplicity effect, and with both hands, Lin Xuan maximized the concealment technique.

He wasn't sure if he could avoid detection by the other party; after all, the power of existence at the Tribulation Transcending stage was incomparable to that of a Spirit Cultivator in the Divination Realm. Fortunately, both their essences were incredibly powerful and clearly racing each other, leaving no room for leisure.

In short, even if they discovered him, it wouldn't necessarily be worth detouring.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan relaxed slightly. He flicked his sleeves, and a talisman slid out from his sleeve. He tightly grasped it—though the likelihood of being affected was low, he still prepared the random teleportation talisman obtained from the Demon Realm.

With this item, even facing an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he should be able to escape safely.

Though a pity to use, compared to his life, it wasn't worth much. Lin Xuan knew which was more important.

After making these preparations, although still slightly nervous, fear had vanished. He quietly released his divine sense.

Knowing oneself and the enemy is key to victory in a hundred battles.

Clearing up the intelligence ahead, Lin Xuan could adapt accordingly.

A few moments later, Lin Xuan's expression changed as two immense essences suddenly stopped, one before and another behind him.

About five thousand miles away, such a distance didn't hinder his divine sense from covering it. Following this, thunderous explosions echoed like distant rumbling, continuous and unceasing.

Lin Xuan's face showed shock.

Five thousand miles away, the sound was still so clear. The power of their abilities could be imagined.

A master's first move reveals their skill. Although he hadn't seen it firsthand, the difference between experience and mere perception wasn't significant. Lin Xuan once again felt the terrifying nature of these old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, making him even more eager to reach that realm.

The continuous explosions filled his ears as the primordial energy of heaven and earth began to churn violently… no, not churn; it was more like a state of chaos. The battlefield where the two old monsters were fighting seemed to have become a massive vortex, with all the primordial energies within several thousand miles rushing towards it like moths to a flame.

Feeling the immense pressure, Lin Xuan's scalp tingled.

Though far away and not directly targeted, if another Core Formation Realm cultivator was in his position, he might already be unable to bear the pressure and explode from it!

Lin Xuan sighed as he pondered the identities of these mysterious old monsters. Although he hadn't seen them firsthand, his experience with combat was vast enough for him to deduce their nature.

One side emitted a dense and intricate aura of demon energy, possibly the Ice Sage. Only one Tribulation Transcending existence existed in the Ice Sea Realm, and though it had been long since he last appeared, Lin Xuan believed he hadn't fallen as rumored.

After all, his luck was good; his understanding of Tribulation Transcending existences far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators. These old monsters, while not on the path to immortality, still lived for millions of years and possessed unimaginable powers, capable of destroying heaven and earth. Such beings had more ways to preserve their lives, making it unlikely they would fall so easily.

Thus, Lin Xuan believed the Ice Sage was still alive, though he rarely appeared in public for unknown reasons.

The other old monster's energy aura was different… no, not just demon energy; it was boundless and extremely profound. Lin Xuan even sensed a trace of true demonic essence akin to that of an Ancestor.

More strangely, this demon's aura felt familiar, as if he had seen it before somewhere.

Lin Xuan found himself very curious. It wasn't the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor or the fearsome Ice Spirit Fairy. It wasn't the three-eyed creature either, nor the precious snake. Lin Xuan was surprised; how could none of these be among those he had directly or indirectly encountered from the Demon Realm?

Moreover, his interactions with other great existences in the Demon Realm seemed to have no connection. Lin Xuan was filled with doubt and confusion, not understanding what exactly was happening.

Meanwhile, the battle between the two powerful beings intensified. The continuous explosions echoed through the distance, clearer than ever, even hinting at a gale sweeping nearby.

Though weakened by such long-distance transmission, the remaining power of the gale was still astonishing. Lin Xuan held his breath and stepped outside his cave, looking towards the direction where the explosions were coming from.

It was midnight; cool breezes blew as he saw colorful light hues shooting out far in the distance, like a kaleidoscope, continuously rotating and changing, beautiful and mysterious, somewhat like mundane fireworks but much more dazzling.

The two Tribulation Transcending old monsters seemed to be evenly matched. The one suspected to be the Ice Sage was clearly at a disadvantage.

Why would there be such powerful demons in this world?

Lin Xuan pondered endlessly, but before he could fully understand, another explosion louder than the previous ones echoed like a thunderclap.

Boom!

This sound shook the earth as white light and black vapor appeared in his sight. Despite being several thousand miles apart, their immense size allowed them to be seen clearly. They collided with each other at incredible speeds, like two savage beasts. !.
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"Bad!"

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's expression changed. However, before he could finish his sentence, two incredibly powerful spiritual pressures shot up into the sky, colliding with each other in a flash.

Silent and invisible, but soon a faint white hurricane rose from the collision, distorting the entire sky. In just a few breaths, a "sizzling" sound echoed through his ears as if a piece of cloth had been torn apart.

"This way..."

With Lin Xuan's extensive experience and exposure to grand scenes, he couldn't help but feel a bit frightened when he saw this; space was being torn open.

More accurately, two immense forces were tearing it apart. For a cultivator like Lin Xuan at his level, slicing through the void wasn't impossible, but with his strength, he could only tear a few dozen feet of the space.

But in front of him...

Despite the great distance between them, Lin Xuan could still see clearly through the Heavenly Wind Divine Eye. The sky was torn open by a gap that stretched for over a hundred miles. Even from such a distance, Lin Xuan faintly sensed thelaw and order power permeating it.

That was an overwhelming destructive force that left one feeling utterly hopeless.

Only great cultivators who had passed through tribulations could reach this realm of the laws of heaven and earth.

The sky continued to be torn apart by this violent force. After some time, a rumbling sound of thunder filled his ears as a bright light appeared on the distant horizon.

At first, it seemed like just a faint streak, but in an instant, it thickened into a pillar of light. Simultaneously, a wave of air surged out with the heart-stirring light spreading everywhere.

Boom!

The loud noise continued non-stop, and the speed was so fast that it left him speechless. Wherever he passed, mountains and trees crumbled under his might as if they were made of paper, turning into dust effortlessly.

"Bad... things are getting bad."

Originally, Lin Xuan thought that being several thousand miles apart would ensure he wouldn't be caught in this. However, at this moment, a look of fear appeared on his face.

Tribulation period cultivators couldn't be judged by ordinary standards; he had underestimated the destruction caused by their battle. Almost instantly, the light wave was about to reach him, and there was no way for Lin Xuan to dodge it except to endure it head-on.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's reaction was swift as well.

Although he made a slight mistake at first, his subsequent actions didn't waste any time.

He waved his sleeves, and a cluster of five-colored flames emerged from his sleeves. Only the size of an egg, but in an instant, they burst into a fierce blaze. The color changed from a lustrous blue to a deep sea-blue.

A terrifying coldness spread outwards, lowering the temperature by several degrees within a few miles. Then Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward: "Quickly!"

As he moved, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire split into several streams, flying in different directions.

Each flame merged with the surrounding primordial energy, forming blue ice walls that appeared before his eyes.

There were more than a dozen of them, each wall several dozen feet thick. The defensive power was significant.

However, Lin Xuan's expression remained anxious. In such circumstances, using protective treasures would be best, but time was short, so he could only settle for the next best option.

Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was excellent for attacking, but its defensive capabilities were slightly less effective. However, Lin Xuan believed it wouldn't disappoint him.

Before his thoughts could fully form, the heart-stirring light wave crashed into the ice wall in front of him. The obstacles—rocks and trees alike—were already flattened by the time it reached him. Lin Xuan's expression was grim as he saw the light wave collide with the first ice wall.

It was like throwing an ice cube into a fire; the light wave barely slowed down, and the ice wall melted at an incredible rate before his eyes.

The first ice wall, several dozen feet thick, only lasted less than two breaths before it vanished completely.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

Before he could think further, the light wave crashed into the next ice wall with equal force. The result was similar; it melted away instantly.

Of course, the light wave wasn't unscathed either; its power had significantly weakened.

While defensive measures weren't Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire's forte, they were far from useless.

Seeing only one ice wall left, Lin Xuan's expression turned serious but not fearful. He raised both hands and quickly cast several hand seals while whispering: "Quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, the ice wall rapidly grew in size, transforming into a massive ice mountain that significantly increased its defensive power.

The light wave crashed into it with great force.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he wondered if this time, they would hold.

The result was uncertain. But almost immediately, the answer revealed itself.

Although the light wave wasn't specifically aimed at Lin Xuan, it was a leftover from the battle between two tribulation period cultivators. Its power was still shocking; the ice mountain rapidly shrank.

Damn!

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and swiftly pointed forward as the melting ice mountain began to recover.

The ice melted while the mountain recovered, reaching a balance over time.

"Phew!"

Relieved, Lin Xuan realized that his safety was secure. The entire process seemed complex but only took a few breaths. The light wave came quickly and left just as swiftly when it dissipated.

Afterward, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and the ice mountain vanished without a trace, replaced by Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, which he retracted into his sleeve.

This slight delay changed the situation; both sides seemed to have determined the outcome, but no one had fallen. The figure suspected of being the Elder Ice had weakened significantly compared to before and suddenly disappeared...

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted again as he realized that the other party wasn't annihilated; perhaps they used some quick teleportation technique to save their lives. Before this thought could fully form, a faint disturbance in space appeared several hundred feet ahead.

A bald old man in green robes stumbled into view. His face was pale with bloodstains on his lips, clearly severely injured, but thedemonic aura still surged around him.

Elder Ice!

If Lin Xuan had any doubts before, he could now be almost certain of the other party's identity. Although their appearances were different, the aura and manifestation shared some similarities to the ice demon elder.

A bitter smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he realized that they would meet under such circumstances!
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The spirit realm was vast and boundless, with countless extraordinary cultivators embarking on the path of cultivation. However, the road to immortality was fraught with difficulties. Not only did it require one to transcend the final stage of ascending into the clouds, but even those who managed to reach that last realm were few and far between.

Each of these individuals possessed unparalleled opportunities and abilities.

Looking across the Ice Sea Realm, where humans and demons coexisted, there was only one Immortal Ancestor, Xuan Bing. Yet at this moment, this legendary powerhouse was in a state of utter disarray as he staggered out from that spatial rift.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The chance to meet an Immortal Ancestor by accident was indeed a stroke of luck for ordinary cultivators. If one could secure their favor, the benefits would be countless. However, there were always exceptions!

Before him stood the Xuan Bing Immortal Ancestor, who was in dire straits and struggling to save himself. Lin Xuan had no illusions about expecting any favors from this state.

Having endured countless trials as a cultivator, Lin Xuan had long been hardened by the brutal nature of his journey. In such a situation, he did not immediately activate his random teleportation talisman but instead clutched various intricate and complex techniques in his hands, enveloping himself with them for safety's sake. He planned to use Illusory Shadow Evasion Technique to leave this place.

Just then, a deafening roar echoed through the air.

The volume of the sound was so great that it seemed to shake the very heavens. Lin Xuan felt a wave of dizziness as his breath and blood surged. The technique he had been using was abruptly broken.

"This is impossible!"

Lin Xuan's face turned pale with shock. He took a deep breath, stabilizing the运转 of the techniques within his body to suppress the discomfort, but his expression remained ghastly, as if a storm was brewing.

It was just sound!

A single roar had shattered his Illusory Shadow Evasion Technique. Such a feat would be hard to believe unless one experienced it firsthand.

The audacity was beyond description. Could this truly be the power of an Immortal Ancestor?

Although Lin Xuan had encountered many such ancient monsters, they were mostly in their avatar or soul fragment forms, far weaker than their true selves and limited to the realm of spirit transformation.

Their combat experience was insufficient as a reference for the power of an Immortal Ancestor.

The True Person of Naelong, Lin Xuan had been fortunate enough to see. However, he only marveled at his grand出手 but never witnessed him in action.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan was thoroughly shaken by the formidable strength of an Immortal Ancestor.

He found himself in a dilemma. If this opponent could break his Illusory Shadow Evasion Technique, the random teleportation talisman might not work either. If he were to be trapped in spatial chaos during the teleportation, it would be irreversible. Although this was just speculation, Lin Xuan was unwilling to risk his life.

However, any delay had already cost him the best opportunity for escape. A black aura appeared on the horizon, initially a mere dot but quickly transforming into a dark cloud of demons.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as the demonic cloud surged towards them.

Lin Xuan sighed. Running now would be futile and might even attract the demon's attention. Fortune or misfortune, he could only wait and see what happened.

He hoped that this opponent would treat him like an insignificant ant, ignoring him entirely.

However, his hopes were not easily realized.

"Stupid creature, where can you run to?"

A voice as thunderous as a clap of lightning echoed in his ears. It was filled with a sense of killing intent and mockery: "Hand over that treasure and surrender your妖丹 after all these years of cultivation. I won't be so merciful as to let you return to the cycle of life and death."

"Hmph, empty words. Do you really think this old ancestor would believe such nonsense? If it falls into your hands, you'll only face a miserable existence. It's better to fight me to the end."

The robed elder's face revealed an eerie expression.

Taking a deep breath, he emitted a dazzling aura from his body and vanished entirely. In its place appeared a massive wolf over a hundred feet long.

This wolf was white with a ferocious aura that surged around it as it lunged towards the demonic cloud.

"You're asking for death. At this point, what right do you have to challenge me?"

A mocking voice echoed in his ears. The demonic cloud churned before a loud explosion rang out. The demonic energy dispersed, revealing another monster of similar size.

Compared to the ice wolf, it was terrifying and bizarre beyond measure—human-faced with tiger paws, a wide mouth filled with sharp teeth, and a tail covered in black spines. Its body was coated in long fur.

Cunning!

Lin Xuan almost let out an exclamation of surprise.

Indeed, this was undoubtedly the legendary creature known as Chun Ji, one of the Four Evils. He had often dealt with its soul fragments during his time on the lower realms.

There could be no mistake.

For a moment, Lin Xuan was stunned, but quickly he began to doubt his initial assessment.

No, Chun Ji ranked among the True Spirits and was known for its formidable power. While Lin Xuan wasn't sure of its exact strength, it wouldn't fall short of an Immortal Ancestor in late-stage transformation. This one, despite its terrifying appearance, was only at the early stage of transformation, a fact that couldn't be deceived.

There were two possibilities: either Chun Ji had suffered severe injuries and thus weakened significantly, or this was merely an avatar he had cultivated.

It didn't matter; human or demon True Spirits could cultivate avatars. As a True Spirit, Chun Ji could do so as well.

This creature was indeed incredibly formidable, having reached the stage of transformation at the level of an Immortal Ancestor.

Of these two scenarios, Lin Xuan leaned towards the latter.

His heart raced with tension. He and Chun Ji had a deep-seated grudge; his plans on the lower realms were all ruined by this avatar's discovery. This soul fragment was destroyed as well. How could he let it go?

Should he immediately join the attack alongside the Xuan Bing Immortal Ancestor, or should he take advantage of the situation to escape?

Lin Xuan found himself in a difficult predicament. The Xuan Bing Immortal Ancestor clearly had little strength left and would be of limited use.
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So, should he choose the latter?

However, at such a close distance, Lin Xuan found it hard to believe that Ma Lingyun hadn't noticed his trail. The reason for his prolonged concealment must be some hidden scheme.

Walking away might not be the best choice either; one wrong move could land him in the other party's trap.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling hesitant.

Left or right, he was caught between a rock and a hard place.

A thought flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind as a burst of spiritual light illuminated his thoughts. He had overlooked something just now.

He raised his head, scanning ahead with his gaze.

The scene before him showed rolling dark energy and surging demonic aura. The two massive figures continued their fierce battle. In terms of size, the True Ice Ancestor's original form was comparable to that of Tiaomu, but in combat, the ice wolf was clearly at a disadvantage.

Whether it was a beast or a demon, their bodies were incredibly powerful, far surpassing any treasure. Thus, this fight between Tiaomu and the ice wolf was mainly about clawing and biting.

The True Ice Ancestor, an ancient monster that had lived for hundreds of thousands of years, had razor-sharp claws. However, Tiaomu was even more terrifying; the injuries it inflicted on each other were vastly disproportionate.

Tiaomu's body bore only minor wounds, while those on the ice wolf’s fur were ten times worse.

Clearly, although both were formidable beings at the early Transcendence stage, the True Ice Ancestor was now a spent force. He had no hope of even a last-ditch effort.

However, this point left Lin Xuan puzzled.

Knowing he couldn't win, why did the True Ice Ancestor still fight back? Was it truly in his final moments with nowhere else to go?

Perhaps that could be explained.

But regardless of how desperate the True Ice Ancestor was, he was a great cultivator at the Transcendence stage. Lin Xuan didn’t believe he had no chance of turning things around even if he couldn't win. At least, before his death, he should have bitten back hard.

With this thought, Lin Xuan focused on the ice wolf. As time passed, its injuries worsened to a point where it seemed like it was fighting for survival. However, despite these severe wounds, there was no sign of retreat in its face; its gaze remained resolute and even showed a hint of determination.

Could it be... A thought flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind like lightning, his expression changing instantly.

He had an extremely terrifying realization.

No longer concerned with the precious treasures in his hands, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves. A talisman, about the size of his palm, flew out.

Though it looked ordinary, the inscribed characters on it were incredibly complex and intricate.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, sending several magical incantations into it. At the same time, he spat out a mixture of essence blood and primordial true energy.

As this essence blood left his mouth, it flashed in the wind, transforming into a cloud of blood mist that was then absorbed by the talisman like a whale sucking water.

Instantly, a burst of spiritual light illuminated the area. The talisman ignited on its own.

Numerous magical characters erupted from within, and colorful rays spread outwards from him as they combined to form a small array in the air.

Teleportation!

Though tiny, this array was incredibly mysterious, capable of transporting cultivators over long distances.

Lin Xuan’s figure flickered, appearing inside the array. He then clasped his hands together, and a whistling sound filled his ears as the array began to activate. A faint spiritual light enveloped him.

"Hmph! A random teleportation talisman, seems like it's still an item from our True Demon Realm, Lin Xiaoer, you've grown so much since we last met. I didn’t expect you to ascend to the Spirit Realm and improve your cultivation so rapidly in such a short time. But your good luck will end here; this Sovereign will extract your soul and refine it with demonic flames, ensuring you'll suffer endless torment without any chance of reincarnation."

Before he could finish speaking, Tiaomu suddenly extended his front claws, the sharp nails glinting under the light as they raised high. He then fiercely slammed them down.

As he moved, space twisted dramatically. Lin Xuan's hair stood on end in fear, sensing a terrifying法则power.

"Bad move!"

Lin Xuan was alarmed and didn’t have time to think. His body emitted a bluish glow as he flew backward at an incredible speed. However, he did not use instantaneous teleportation.

Despite the danger, Lin Xuan fully exerted his abilities, even tapping into some latent potential due to the crisis. The speed of his escape was breathtaking.

In just a moment, he had retreated over ten miles.

However, even with this, he still felt some force from the gale wave. Fortunately, the frontal attack had been dodged, and given his formidable physique and complex divine techniques, it wasn’t difficult to dispel the residual effects.

The power of that claw was evident; space twisted around him, and Lin Xuan felt a hint of法则power.

Boom!

It sounded like thunder in his ears. The entire world shook as flying sand and stones were scattered over several miles, with traces of space distortion or fragmentation everywhere.

Lin Xuan inwardly gasped, his face darkening. But deep down, he was secretly relieved.

That claw’s power could shake the heavens and earth. Although it didn’t include spatial法则, its strength had caused a collapse in this area's space, affecting the teleportation effect. If he hadn't left just now, he would have been thrown into the chaotic space currents.

Such an outcome would be tragic; even great cultivators at the Transcendence stage might not survive such chaos, let alone him.

Lin Xuan shivered with cold sweat as Tiaomu’s words confirmed his earlier guess. This monster had indeed recognized him but was biding its time.

He wanted to take down each one separately. Now that the escape route was blocked, there was no choice but to team up with the True Ice Ancestor to face them together. Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

This outcome was terrible, but he had no other options. Just as he was about to summon his life-bound treasure, something unexpected happened.

"Ao!"

The mournful howl of a wolf echoed in his ears. The True Ice Ancestor finally found the gap he had been waiting for. Initially, Tiaomu’s defense seemed flawless, but when it struck Lin Xuan with its claw, it revealed a tiny flaw and opening.

The True Ice Ancestor wouldn’t miss this opportunity; by transforming into its original form and fighting to the death, it was hoping to seize this moment.

Time was fleeting. There was no reason to let it slip away.

Damn Tiaomu! He forced Lin Xuan into a desperate situation. Even if he died today, he would make sure Tiaomu suffered.
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Old Patriarch Xuan Bing's eyes were filled with sorrow and resentment. The howling sound was indeed extremely mournful.

At the same time, a burst of cold air came out from his mouth.

The surrounding temperature suddenly dropped significantly. The coldness was so intense that it seemed to freeze even space within a thousand feet around him. Even Zhuang Hang, who was powerful like a pillar of the earth, found his movements slowed down considerably.

"Hmph, freezing everything for a thousand miles; indeed impressive power. It's rare that you can instantly release such an ability. This divine technique is said to be able to freeze anything when fully mastered, but what good does it do? Do you really think your meager innate five-element spells can freeze this true form of mine?"

Zhuang Hang's mocking voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, filled with viciousness. Following that, he opened his blood-red maw and belched out a raging demonic flame.

Water could counteract fire, and similarly, extreme cold could be countered by flames.

The coldness paused for a moment, indeed becoming much weaker. The flame Zhuang Hang expelled was not ordinary demonic fire.

However, the ice wolf showed no signs of panic; it seemed to have anticipated this scene from the start. It raised its head high, exuding an air of arrogance.

What followed next left Lin Xuan wide-eyed in shock, almost thinking he had seen a mistake.

From the wounds on the ice wolf's body, countless tentacles grew out, resembling snakes and wrapping around Jiewu.

"This..."

Lin Xuan was initially stunned before understanding dawned. He had always been curious; even though Old Patriarch Xuan Bing was at his last breath, even without an immortal body as a legend said, he had lived for countless eons as a powerful demon race.

Demon races cultivated differently from humans. Even after transforming into human form, they primarily focused on refining their demonic bodies due to their innate abilities.

Old Patriarch Xuan Bing's ability to advance to the Transcendence stage demonstrated his body's incredible strength. Even if it wasn't an immortal body, logically, he should have some self-healing capability.

But after so much fighting, countless wounds were left on Jiewu, yet Lin Xuan did not see any of them healing. Initially, he thought Zhuang Hang's teeth and claws had venom that prevented the wounds from healing; now it seemed his guess was wrong. Keeping the wounds was clearly intentional by Old Patriarch Xuan Bing.

Could this secret technique only be used when injured?

Lin Xuan pondered privately but had no time to think much further. Taking advantage of Jiewu being tightly bound, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and shot off towards the distance.

However, with his previous experiences in mind, he did not dare use Illusory Escape or Nine Heavens Microstep. Facing such an opponent who could easily tear through space, using these divine techniques was too dangerous.

This time, Jiewu did not stop; being tightly bound by those strange tentacles, even its massive size left it struggling to cope.

Lin Xuan's random teleportation talisman had been destroyed, so where could that little guy run?

Jiewu's situation was somewhat unfavorable, but he showed no signs of panic. Ultimately, the opponent was just making a last-ditch effort; it couldn't change the outcome. His downfall was already sealed.

However, this time, he underestimated his enemy.

Old Patriarch Xuan Bing had finally seized an opportunity; how could it be just a brief revival? This demon harbored a resolve to die.

His death mattered little; at least he wouldn't let that guy have an easy time. If not for Jiewu showing up at the critical moment, he might have advanced to the middle stage of Transcendence.

If not for his advancement being forcibly broken, leaving him severely injured, this monster before him would merely be a manifestation of Jiewu; how could he end up in such a miserable state?

As thoughts raced through his mind, Old Patriarch Xuan Bing's sorrow and resentment deepened.

Feeling the master's anger, the tentacles tightened even more. No matter how much Zhuang Hang struggled, the ice wolf ignored him, reciting ancient and obscure incantations from his mouth.

The incantation was filled with a primal atmosphere; each syllable was incredibly profound, seemingly蕴含着天地法则的力量。

His surrounding demonic energy became wildly violent.

Moreover, Old Patriarch Xuan Bing seemed to have transformed into a vortex. Within thousands... no, ten thousand miles around him, the primordial essence of heaven and earth rushed towards him at an astonishing speed.

Then he opened his mouth wide like a whale sucking in water, swallowing everything without leaving a drop inside.

Zhuang Hang's arrogant expression vanished; he finally appeared somewhat panicked.

"This secret technique… are you insane? Do you really want to be completely annihilated?"

"Annihilating myself and you together is enough. What does it matter?"

Old Patriarch Xuan Bing's voice was filled with venom. At his level, ordinary mortals were even more afraid of death; after all, the Transcendence stage had an inconceivably long lifespan.

However, in this moment, his situation was slightly different.

This powerful demon race had been stuck at the early-stage bottleneck for a long time. After thousands of years of seclusion and cultivation, he finally broke through to the peak of the early-stage Transcendence, coincidentally obtaining a treasure and an ancient technique left by a cultivator.

The secret technique was called Soul Burning, which involved expending over 90% of one's lifespan to break through the bottleneck. Using one's lifespan as a catalyst, it could unleash all potential, giving him a chance to transcend into the next realm.

The benefits were obvious, but failure meant a tragic end.

Because Soul Burning would consume more than 90% of his remaining lifespan.

In the Spirit Realm, such powerful cultivators faced an Essence Transformation Tribulation when their lifespans ran out. If they could safely pass it, their lifespan would be significantly increased.

The difficulty lay in the fact that Soul Burning required expending so much lifespan; generally, one had to use it soon after passing the Essence Transformation Tribulation because only then would there be sufficient remaining lifespan to drive this technique.

If not enough lifespan was left, one couldn't activate Soul Burning.

If so, the cultivator faced significant risks. Success was fine since his enhanced strength could naturally help him pass the next Essence Transformation Tribulation safely, making the hazards of Soul Burning vanish entirely.

However, failure meant certain death because tribulations became increasingly severe with each passing stage. Having just passed one, facing another immediately afterward made it highly unlikely to survive.

But that didn't matter; in the world of cultivation, danger and opportunity coexisted. Wanting only benefits without taking any risks was impossible.

Fate did not offer freebies; good fortune and misfortune were inherently intertwined. As a Transcendence-stage demon race, Old Patriarch Xuan Bing understood this simple truth clearly.
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After carefully weighing the pros and cons, he decided to attempt breaking through his cultivation bottleneck with the Flame Soulimpact technique. After all, compared to the risks involved, the benefits of advancing to a mid-stage cultivator were almost beyond description.

Indeed, the entire process was far smoother than expected. He was just about to succeed when he encountered Zhaohang and was interrupted, thus failing at the last moment, leaving him with an eternal regret.

It was clear how much the Elder Immortal Xuanbing hated this notorious monster of the demon realm. He would have gladly torn out its soul and spirit to satisfy his hatred.

However, despite his resolve, breaking through his cultivation stage had left him severely weakened, unable even to defeat Zhaohang's mere avatar. With only a century or so left in his lifespan, it was no longer worth considering.

From the perspective of ordinary humans, this might be considered a long life, but for a cultivator at his current stage, it was merely an instant. He knew that he would not survive the next trial of essence energy, and there was no way he could escape it.

In short, even if he managed to escape now, in a hundred years, he would turn into nothing more than bones. Why bother living another few decades? He might as well fight this monster to the death.

With the saying "Even if it costs me my life, I will dare to pull down the emperor," he could at least avenge his humiliation!

Thus, when Zhaohang questioned him, he remained extremely calm. This was an opportunity hard-won; there was no way he would be afraid and give up.

His cultivation path had been shattered by this monster, so he couldn't let it go easily. Provoking him would only bring about a heavy price.

Elder Immortal Xuanbing's resolve was firm, ignoring Zhaohang's pleas. At that moment, the threats and inducements were useless; revenge was his sole obsession.

The sound of the incantation grew more urgent. The demonic aura around his body became so intense it seemed to be about to explode.

Seeing that persuasion was futile, Zhaohang finally panicked. Fear flashed in his eyes as he struggled wildly.

Roar!

The deafening roar shook the heavens and earth. Claw after claw rained down on the ice wolf, each one tearing through space. Despite Xuanbing's formidable body, the attacks left him bleeding profusely.

Zhaohang was far from satisfied. Black light flickered as his neck stretched like a snake, opening its blood-filled maw to bite the ice wolf's throat. It then struggled desperately to tear it apart.

"Release me, you fool. Come with this old demon to the Netherworld."

Such terrifying attacks could shatter heaven and earth effortlessly. Although Xuanbing was a powerful demon of late-stage cultivation, he was barely hanging on. His eyes glowed with intense malice as he laughed.

The raging demonic aura finally transformed into a storm. This secret technique burned his life force and soul, surpassing even a simple self-explosion in power. Zhaohang's avatar was trapped by countless tentacles, leaving no room to dodge. This should be enough to ensure his death.

Xuanbing had already fallen the moment he released the secret technique. His injuries were too severe; it was only his willpower that kept him alive until then. So when the secret technique was unleashed, he smiled and died, waiting for Zhaohang in the underworld.

Roar!

The deafening roar echoed through the air as Zhaohang's eyes glowed with madness. Dark demonic runes burst from his body, indicating he was about to use some powerful spell.

But before he could do so, he was swallowed by the storm of demonic aura.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was several thousand miles away. He fully utilized his concealment technique while extending his divine awareness as far as possible.

Suddenly, his expression changed, revealing extreme shock. Without hesitation, he slowed down and redirected his path towards the ground.

A flash of light, and Lin Xuan fell like a comet, crashing to the ground with a loud thud. He then took a deep breath, and the greenish aura around him turned earthy yellow.

Although Lin Xuan's spirit root wasn't one of the five elements, due to various coincidences, his essence energy possessed all five elemental qualities, allowing him to switch between them at will.

At this moment, he was as vulnerable as an earth cultivator. With a flick of his wrist, pale yellow light erupted from his hands, and he burrowed into the ground like a mole.

This was a high-level earth concealment technique.

Lin Xuan performed it because he sensed the immense danger far away. He ignored Xuanbing's gaze but saw everything clearly.

The scene inside was filled with determination to die rather than surrender.

Thus, this attack was no trivial matter; Xuanbing either intended to self-destruct or use a life-burning secret technique.

In any case, it would be incredibly powerful, and Lin Xuan was determined not to face such a threat.

During their battle in the air, he had used his earth concealment technique. The devastating power of this attack would spread outwards in all directions.

While the deeper underground faced some danger, it was relatively safer. Lin Xuan's extensive experience with magical battles made him realize that most cultivators might not have chosen such a decisive action.

Lin Xuan's earth concealment technique was incredibly subtle; even thick soil or hard rock could not impede him. In just a few breaths, he had reached the depths of ten thousand feet underground. However, his face showed no sign of relief.

As they say, seeing is believing. Only by witnessing it firsthand can one truly understand how terrifying late-stage cultivators are—capable of shattering heaven and earth with a single strike, let alone such an attack that sacrifices life for power.

Any carelessness could lead to eternal destruction. Therefore, despite being several thousand miles away from the explosion's center, Lin Xuan still hesitated not to deploy his strongest defensive treasure.

With a flick of his sleeve, a faint greenish light shone as a small, flat object emerged from his sleeve—a writing brush-shaped treasure.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable. However, upon closer inspection, its ancient design and intricate floral patterns revealed its extraordinary nature.

A fresh ink scent wafted through the air.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, activating the Treasure Core Technique within him. With a seemingly slow but actually rapid movement, he pointed his finger forward.

As he moved, the surface of the writing brush glowed with essence energy before spinning rapidly!
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If it were a treasure of momentary existence, in times of great peril, it might even trigger the spatial laws inscribed on its surface, allowing it to tear through space and temporarily hide within.

As for why, Lin Xuan did not know. However, many ancient legends in the cultivation world described it this way.

There is no such thing as a calm sea without wind. Lin Xuan believed there was some truth to it.

After all, he had experienced countless battles on his own path. In various intense magical confrontations, the storage pouches of fallen cultivators generally remained intact.

Of course, there were exceptions where they got damaged, but the proportion was not high.

Thus, Lin Xuan pondered whether the treasures of Zhu Ma and the Profound Ice Ancestor survived the explosion?

He did not know for sure.

Such matters could never be resolved. Rather than wasting time on meaningless speculation, it would be better to see with his own eyes.

After all, both had met their end together; this journey posed no danger to him.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan weighed the pros and cons clearly. Without hesitation, he emitted a faint green light and flew towards the location where the two old monsters had clashed.

A mere thousand miles of distance was nothing for his current speed; it took but an instant to reach.

However, what he saw along the way was shocking. The closer he got to the site of their magical confrontation, the more cracks appeared in the sky, and the ground turned into a furnace. Deep within the shattered pit, hot lava bubbled up.

The temperature in the air became bizarrely unpredictable, alternately cold and hot. When it was hot, it seemed capable of melting steel; when cold, it could freeze a person to an icy pillar in an instant.

Even ordinary people would struggle to endure such conditions, let alone weaker cultivators. Even if they were at the same stage as his, they would definitely have to use some defensive treasures. But Lin Xuan couldn't be reasoned with by common sense?

He was a dual cultivation body and had undergone numerous coincidental opportunities that made his physical strength comparable to even higher-grade monsters, perhaps even surpassing them. Therefore, despite the harsh environment, he paid no heed. He moved slowly yet swiftly, like a meteor racing across the sky.

Soon, he arrived.

The place where the two great cultivators had clashed was now unrecognizable. As the center of the explosion, it suffered the most severe damage. Space still showed some distortion and hadn't fully recovered. In the sky, remnants of shattered妖力and魔气lingered, belonging to the two fallen great cultivators. However, there wasn't a trace of primordial energy.

From time to time, sizzling sounds like electricity echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw these fine lightning bolts emerging from various space cracks. The nearby魔气was clearly much more abundant than妖力.

Wait, 魔气… Lin Xuan seemed to have discovered something, his eyes narrowing as he looked at the space gaps.

Around here, remnants of both妖力and魔气were scattered everywhere, but there was far more魔气than 妖力. But this wasn't the most important thing.

What caught Lin Xuan's attention was that some魔气seemed to be emerging from those space cracks as well.

There were two possible explanations: one, the torn gaps had connected with the Demon Realm… This was impossible; the Demon and Spirit Realms were parallel planes separated by vast distances. The spatial force alone would make it difficult for even late-stage cultivators like Elder Naelong to open such a passage.

Only with some treasure could this be possible.

Seeing is believing, Lin Xuan knew the logic behind it. Thus, there was only one remaining possibility… With that thought, his face turned grim as he waved his sleeves and summoned his命宝. A faint glow shone as dozens of pale silver flying swords emerged from his sleeve, forming a dozen sword lights a foot long that danced around him.

There were only he and no other cultivators in the vicinity, yet Lin Xuan seemed to be on high alert.

"Hmm, not bad, not bad. I didn't expect your cultivation to improve so much, but you still remain as cautious as ever in the mortal world. You truly are my archenemy."

A boastful laugh echoed in his ears, followed by a sudden gust of demon wind. A loud crackling sound filled the air as more space cracks widened. Lightning spewed from within them, but what was even more terrifying was the demon wind that sent countless魔气flying out through those nearly hundred space gaps.

After swirling around for a moment, they vanished without a trace. But in the next instant, they reappeared a thousand feet away and converged towards the center.

Aaah!

The deafening roar filled his ears as a monstrous figure began to take shape from that mass of魔气—human face, tiger paws, with an extremely ferocious appearance and gleaming fangs… Zhu Ma!

But compared to before, its size had shrunk significantly. It was no more than ten feet long; it looked only slightly larger than a common tiger.

Not just in size, the demon energy emanating from his body had also weakened considerably since then.

How could he describe it?

Weakness!

This was Lin Xuan's first impression upon seeing him.

He didn't know what secret technique Zhu Ma used to escape such dire circumstances. While his life was saved, there was no way it remained unscathed.

In fact, the price it paid was beyond imagination. With his divine sense sweeping over, not only had its size shrunk, but even its aura fluctuated wildly, as if its cultivation stage was unstable and could drop at any moment.

Clearly, the injuries Zhu Ma suffered were far worse than he imagined. Saying half of its life force was gone would be an understatement.

If it were another cultivator—human, monster, or demon—the only choice now would be to quickly find a secluded place for cultivation, take medicine and meditate to stabilize his condition. Otherwise, if his cultivation stage dropped, that would be a huge loss.

However, as one of the Four Evils, Zhu Ma's temper was notorious. Moreover, it hated Lin Xuan to an extreme. Given this chance encounter with their archenemy, no matter what, he couldn't let him go. Even if his cultivation stage dropped, he had to eliminate this opponent first.

After all, this was just a part of his body; as long as the main body remained intact, the lost cultivation could be recovered in time.

Lin Xuan didn't know what Zhu Ma was thinking or how severe its injuries were, but he showed no sign of relief. A cultivator at the Transcendence Stage should never be underestimated under any circumstances.

Indeed, misfortune can turn into fortune and vice versa. Just as he had gained numerous benefits from the Ethereal Immortal Palace, would he have to face such a significant test next?
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Lin Xuan licked his tongue and said, "Your humble self met your esteemed friend in the lower realm. The disputes arose merely from trivial matters. Now that time has passed a thousand years, why must you still harbor grudges? Why not shake hands and make peace?"

With a smile on his face, Lin Xuan spoke with an insincere tone. At this moment, it was best to end the conflict. After all, facing a Tribulation Period cultivator like Zhenhang, he had no absolute confidence.

This time, however, he unexpectedly obtained numerous treasures. With enough time, his strength would surely increase significantly. Even if he were to challenge the Tribulation Period in the future, there might still be a glimmer of hope.

In other words, although the path to immortality was fraught with difficulties, Lin Xuan, due to various coincidences and opportunities, was bound to have an easier journey than most. Given this promising future, he certainly did not want to take any risks at present.

However, Lin Xuan wanted to shake hands for peace, but Zhenhang was unwilling to let him go so easily. A mad laughter echoed in his ears: "Little fellow, are you scared? Then just surrender and suffer less."

"Surrender and suffer less?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a bitter smile. Did Zhenhang think he was an idiot?

Would surrendering really make him release Lin Xuan?

The answer was clearly no.

His fate would likely become even more arduous, with his life entirely at the mercy of the other party.

Such a result was something Lin Xuan absolutely did not want to see.

My destiny is in my own hands. Even if a True Immortal were to appear here, Lin Xuan would never surrender foolishly. However, having spoken thus far, both parties had already broken their facade and it was clear that they would settle this with combat.

Given this, what reason was there for hesitation? His opponent's strength was formidable, and waiting for the other side to make a move could only put him in danger. A preemptive strike might allow him to turn crisis into safety and secure a chance of survival.

Lin Xuan's character did not need much explanation; he was extremely tenacious and decisive.

The opportunity was fleeting, so there was no reason to let it pass. Seeing that Zhenhang was unwilling to shake hands for peace, Lin Xuan immediately acted without hesitation.

He waved his sleeves, and several prepared techniques shot out from his sleeves like lightning, piercing the sword light before him.

In an instant, a clear ringing sound filled the air as all the sword lights trembled, emitting intense silver light. The light radiated outward, transforming each sword into three, then nine, rapidly changing into hundreds of similar sword lights. The silvery sword energy almost obscured half the sky, swirling and dancing with a breathtaking momentum.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Instantly, countless sword rays poured down like a storm, piercing towards Zhenhang.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no longer trivial; it had three attributes and its power was immense. This attack was formidable, even Lin Xuan felt confident that he could kill several late-stage Spirit Formation cultivators with this move.

However, Zhenhang was different. Although severely injured, his cultivation hadn't dropped from the Tribulation Period. What would be the result of this move?

Silver light flashed, containing hints of flames and electric arcs. However, Zhenhang's face showed no fear; instead, it held a mocking expression.

Foolish fellow, thinking that because you are severely wounded, there is an opportunity to counter me, how naive! Tribulation and Spirit Formation are entirely different. Since heaven has given this perfect chance, I won't miss it. This time, I must extract your soul and refine your essence to settle the grudge of my split soul being destroyed.

Zhenhang thought thus as he faced the myriad sword lights without dodging or retreating, merely extending his front paws and striking them.

A sizzling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears. As Zhenhang moved, it seemed like a tear in space was torn open. No, not just seemed; before him, a large area of space was truly shattered into pieces.

It was as if a large piece of glass had fallen to the ground and broken, but not entirely. The fragments were still connected by thin threads.

Space seemed to collapse, revealing countless spatial rifts in sight.

"Bad!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although his strength allowed him to tear space apart without much difficulty, doing so effortlessly with a single gesture was still too outrageous from any angle.

Once the space was torn open, it inevitably triggered the laws of heaven and earth. Lin Xuan was shocked but immediately understood Zhenhang's intent. He consecutively pointed out, trying to retrieve his treasures, but...

It was already too late.

A white glow flashed in the spatial rift, followed by all sword rays vanishing into nothingness, transforming into twinkling stars that disappeared.

Only a handful of flying swords remained, still hovering mid-air, but their silver light had dimmed significantly, as if their essence had been damaged.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. Zhenhang's expression, however, showed surprise: "You actually couldn't tear these few flying swords into pieces even with the spatial law? Your innate treasure is quite good."

The scene just now could be described as perilous. Lin Xuan had almost fallen into Zhenhang's trap.

It wasn't that Lin Xuan lacked experience; it was simply that the power of a Tribulation Period cultivator far exceeded those of other realms, making some things hard to judge based on past experiences.

For example, when Zhenhang tore space with his first strike, his goal was to use spatial laws to destroy Lin Xuan's innate treasure. He almost succeeded.

Because it was Lin Xuan's first encounter with such a being, he lacked experience. However, his innate treasure, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, had been forged from countless extraordinary materials and was extremely durable. Even though its power of transformation was formidable, space laws could only destroy the sword light it emitted while leaving the sword itself merely with slightly damaged essence.

Zhenhang's intentions were very malicious. He hated Lin Xuan to the bone but knew he was hard to deal with. The critical issue was that his injuries were too severe; he couldn't afford any delay.

So, he wanted to eliminate Lin Xuan as quickly as possible by setting this trap.

Exploiting Lin Xuan's status as a Spirit Formation cultivator and his unfamiliarity with Tribulation-level combat, Zhenhang shattered space, triggering some spatial laws. This allowed him not only to parry the opponent's attacks but also destroy their innate treasure.

The innate treasure was closely linked to the cultivator's mind; if it were destroyed unexpectedly, the other party would surely suffer from mental instability and severe injuries.
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Lin Xuan's hands continued to wave in the air, more magical energy being injected into the treasure as he moved. The vicious dragon raised its head high, circling around Lin Xuan with a deafening roar that echoed through his ears. On the other side, Chong Ji seemed to sense something amiss; the hundreds of evil dragons' aura made it uncomfortable.

If he were at full strength, such tactics would be insignificant. However, his injuries were severe beyond imagination for outsiders. In this state, even if he could intercept the opponent's two powerful attacks, the result would only worsen his condition further.

Chong Ji was well aware of this situation, leaving him with no choice but to dismantle the Four Elemental Illusions before the hundred dragons did. This task seemed trivial in his usual circumstances, but now it had become incredibly difficult.

Similarly, Lin Xuan understood this as well. With a loud shout, he poured all his magical energy into two treasures, almost like a flood of water.

A normal cultivator would never dare do such a thing because the magical energy would be depleted quickly. Higher-ranking cultivators without any magical energy would be like tigers without claws—defenseless and vulnerable to being slaughtered.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this, but he didn't care. He had plenty of purified ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk that could instantly replenish his Shenxian period magical energy.

With this support, Lin Xuan was confident in his extravagant use of magical energy. While it was wasteful, the benefits were obvious. The Soul Devouring Sword became even more powerful after absorbing a large amount of magical energy, and the Four Elemental Illusions could quickly replenish their spent magical energy.

As a result, Chong Jiang's attempt to break free failed.

Next, the dragons' roars echoed as the ice dragon and fire dragon surrounded him. Some breathed out fierce flames, while others opened their mouths with thunderous roars, releasing endless cold air. Another one raised its claws, sending thick lightning down like a bolt from the sky.

The scene was indescribable!

The entire sky was filled with Lin Xuan's attacks, ice and frost, electric arcs, various spiritual lights, all dazzlingly colorful, more so than fireworks.

However, Chong Ji found himself in a difficult situation. His injuries were too severe; even lying still would be hard to recover from, let alone facing such powerful enemies attacking him relentlessly.

Damn it! This mere Shenxian period cultivator had reduced me to this state of humiliation.

Chong Ji's eyes filled with venom. After a million years of planning, he sent his spirit fragment down to the mortal world only to have it destroyed by this boy before he could succeed. The great benefits now seemed like mirages in water.

Such a grievous grudge couldn't be overlooked; even if this Shenxian body fell, he would still extract its soul today.

With that thought, Chong Jiang's eyes glowed with ferocity as he spat out a mouthful of blood, which mixed with the rising demonic fog. Suddenly, an astonishing spiritual pressure rose into the sky, and a massive illusory figure appeared above him—a three-headed six-armed ancient demon with horns like a sheep and hooves like a cow, its appearance terrifying.

"Secret Technique of Manifestation!"

Lin Xuan exclaimed in shock. He was well-versed in this technique, easily recognizing it. Chong Ji, as one of the true spirits from the demonic realm, had learned such advanced techniques. After manifesting, his six arms waved, and several magical treasures appeared in his hands. The other two arms, though empty, had bone spines extending from their palms and backs, emitting black light with faint demonic patterns and electric arcs—though not actual treasures, they were no less formidable.

Chong Jiang then roared loudly. His six arms moved widely, the light of swords, spears, and daggers flickering as they swept away both fire dragons and ice serpents. The other two arms expanded, producing a loud crackling sound as they grew larger. Two powerful punches were thrown, causing space to collapse and tear apart. The spatial laws reappeared, pulling on the Four Elemental Illusions with immense force.

This disrupted Chong Ji's encirclement, allowing him to fly out through the loophole in his magical energy. Lin Xuan tensed up as he reached into his storage bag, ready to summon another treasure. However, Chong Jiang wouldn't make the same mistake again after being caught off guard once before. Disappearing without a trace, he appeared beside Lin Xuan silently.

"Bad move!"

Lin Xuan's eyes glowed with silver light as he immediately used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes and retreated like encountering a venomous snake. But it was too late.

Chong Ji had quietly appeared beside him, causing no spatial fluctuations. He was indeed an expert of the Transcendence Realm, having some understanding of spatial laws. Otherwise, neither Nine Heaven Microsteps nor Five Elementsevasion technique would have produced such results.

"Trying to escape? Too late!"

Chong Jiang's roar echoed loudly as he extended his claws, their black tips glinting, and raised them high before striking forward.

"Not... bad move!"

Lin Xuan was shocked. He had just witnessed the power of Chong Ji's single claw strike. Now, he couldn't even summon a defensive treasure!

He had been too careless!

Lin Xuan felt self-reproach but also some preparedness for facing Transcendence Realm techniques. The other party could silently approach him, and who knew how it happened.

Despite the shock, Lin Xuan couldn't be bound. With a loud shout, he raised his right hand, and his arm grew larger with silver skin. The Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared, enveloping his entire arm.

If time allowed, Lin Xuan could have performed more intricate spells, but now he relied on the resilience of his body and the mysterious nature of the Illusory Heavenly Fire to hope for survival. How much confidence he had was uncertain, but the gusts of force and the activation of spatial laws indicated the danger.
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That was a suffocating feeling.

At Lin Xuan's level, he naturally had some contact with the laws of nature. However, this so-called 'contact' merely meant sensing the surface layer; to actually utilize them required transcending劫期的大能修仙者.

Moreover, everyone’s situation differed. Even if one successfully advanced through the Tribulation Stage, they might still struggle to apply these laws due to being stuck at an early stage of their cultivation.

Nonetheless, no matter what, their achievements were far beyond the realm of the 分神期.

This was why Lin Xuan's battle with Tiaomu felt constrained. It was entirely different from his previous encounters; a misstep could easily lead him into a trap.

At this moment, the opponent once again activated the laws of nature, but there was no retreat for Lin Xuan. He roared loudly and unleashed a powerful punch to the fullest extent of his abilities.

Boom!

The entire space trembled as if it were shaking in that instant. Lin Xuan's cultivation technique, Phoenix Dance Nine Skies, had formidable power, enhanced by the top-grade Qilin fruit and countless treasures. His physical body was already incredibly strong.

This punch seemed to tear through space itself, let alone the powerful Illusory Heavenly Fire attached to the fist. Combined, their powers were no trivial matter.

Instantly, a golden vortex appeared in mid-air, silent yet emitting a powerful suction force.

It wasn't just an air current; it resembled a spatial vortex at first glance.

Tiaomu was also taken aback. Even for a 分神期 ancient demon specializing in body cultivation techniques, such a punch would be unheard of.

This Lin boy truly is impressive, but... soon, his expression turned to cold amusement as the spatial rupture's laws were no easy matter to counter. The opponent’s punch merely represented a last-ditch effort.

Sure enough, from the various sizeable spatial cracks, streaks of white light emerged.

These lights were thin and unremarkable at first glance, but upon sweeping them, they tore apart the golden vortex into fragments.

Then, they rushed forward en masse.

Lin Xuan's full-strength strike only managed to slightly impede their advance. As he faced the encroaching霞雾 and lightning, he had no certainty of completely evading it. Even the True Spirit Inkstone of玄武 wouldn't be able to withstand such an attack.

Moreover, in this situation, defense was not a wise choice; it might even make him a target!

What should he do?

Now facing life or death, Lin Xuan didn’t have time for hesitation. A glint flashed in his eyes as a talisman slid out of his sleeve.

His figure was enveloped by the surging clouds and lightning. The rumbling echoed in his ears as if the heavens themselves had changed color.

Demon winds stirred, lifting dust from the ground.

It took half a cup of tea for all the anomalies to subside.

The sky turned yellowish-brown, and Lin Xuan's figure was nowhere to be seen.

"Haha! Foolish creature, opposing this demon lord finally leaves you nothing but bones."

Tiaomu’s laughter filled his ears with joy. The fall of his archenemy Lin Xuan clearly made him extremely happy; he didn’t even care about his own severe injuries.

However, before the laughter faded, spatial ripples surged. A familiar figure appeared from above a hundred feet high.

"Lin boy!"

Tiaomu’s smile abruptly stopped as disbelief took over. He knew just how powerful that strike was; even in his prime, he wasn’t sure if he could have withstood it.

But at this moment, apart from slightly pale skin, the Lin boy showed no signs of injury. This... How is this possible?

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm on the surface but inwardly, he was secretly relieved. Facing such a fierce attack, he had few good defenses to use. Forced by necessity, he invoked the Perfect Substitute for Tribulation Talisman from the demon realm.

This talisman was indeed perfect; it could only work perfectly against attacks below 分神期. If the attack’s power reached the Tribulation Stage, its effectiveness would be greatly reduced.

Its success was uncertain.

Lin Xuan knew this but had no other choice at the time. So he took a chance on his luck. Of course, he also prepared a backup plan; eggs shouldn’t all be in one basket. His luck held up, and he managed to defuse the danger. The credit went to the Perfect Substitute for Tribulation Talisman.

Unfortunately, it was a one-time item; once used, it vanished into nothingness.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt a pang of pain. Since encountering Tiaomu, he had faced numerous dangers, and three of his precious spirit talismans from the demon realm mysteriously disappeared. The frustration was indescribable, and the current peril hadn’t been resolved. He almost wanted to use the Five Dragon Seal in his dantian to directly eliminate the opponent.

Tribulation Stage great cultivators were nothing; with such severe injuries, Lin Xuan believed that if he used the Five Dragon Seal, it could achieve a decisive victory.

However, doing so would be inappropriate. If other ancient monsters noticed, it would be counterproductive.

Thus, while tempted to do so, Lin Xuan couldn’t actually act on his anger. But the frustration was evident as he waved his sleeve and summoned another treasure.

It was an ancient-looking long spear from the Snow Fox clan, but its origins were unclear. Its complexity likely rivaled that of先天灵宝.

Unfortunately, due to his shallow cultivation, he could only unleash part of its power. While it couldn’t match the Five Dragon Seal, it was still a decisive weapon.

But Lin Xuan's anger had reached a boiling point; he didn't care about such details anymore.

"Do you want to use the laws of nature to take my life? Then let me show you how powerful my spatial prowess is!" A sinister glint flashed across his face as he acted without hesitation.
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He raised his right hand, and the mana in his body surged like a flood, pouring into the long spear he held.

Instantly, a clear ringing sound echoed. The surface of the treasure was covered with faded talismans, emitting colorful spiritual light that flowed over it. Lin Xuan then swung the treasure, striking downward with great force.

As he moved, a vicious and ferocious aura emerged, accompanied by countless talisman inscriptions flickering on the spear's surface.

These inscriptions were ancient and peculiar, quite different from the minor script magic symbols. They seemed to bear some resemblance to the beast race's writing.

After a short while, these spiritual lights flashed, forming one circle after another. A strange and intricate magical array appeared before his eyes.

Following this, crescent-shaped light blades emerged!

Unlike ordinary light blades, there were subtle miniature magical arrays embedded within them.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan's roar echoed in the air. Wherever the crescent blade passed, space seemed to shatter like glass, visibly fragmenting at an alarming rate.

"Space Law!"

Zhuang Hang was shocked and pale-faced, staring with bulging eyes as if he had just witnessed a mirage.

For a moment, he was dazed, thinking that such a low-level cultivator could actually activate the space law. Moreover, it seemed to be of considerable strength.

But Zhuang Ji quickly regained his composure, the confusion on his face replaced by tension.

If he hadn't been injured, even with the opponent's attack using laws, he would have had ways to counter it. But now, hampered by his severe injuries and many secret techniques, there was little he could do.

The worst part was that since the opponent used space law, there was no way to dodge; hard confrontation seemed to be the only choice.

Roar!

Zhuang Hang's eyes glowed with fierce flames as he raised both paws and struck forcefully.

This move had been used before, so it wasn't entirely new. In terms of power, it was slightly more potent than his previous strike.

Suddenly, ripples surged through the sky, which hadn't fully recovered. Space forces viciously tore at it again, this time two different laws colliding with intense force.

Victory goes to the brave in a narrow path.

However, if the opposing laws repelled each other, they would likely be more profound and ultimately prevail.

The light blade continued its assault, albeit much slower now.

Despite its reduced speed, it was still impossible to dodge. The terrifying aspect of an attack containing space law was that time and space were distorted by the power within, making visual perception unreliable.

Damn!

Zhuang Hang's expression was a mix of anger and panic—how could he end up bearing the brunt of the spatial divine technique?

He frantically struck with his claws, but it felt like trying to mend a torn piece of cloth. Each time, before he could finish, it was torn apart again.

The space rifts created by these tears contained some law, gradually weakening the light blade's power.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan's face darkened further. He hadn't expected such desperate measures to work; the spatial treasure really did counter strong enemies. However, despite his severe injuries, the opponent was more resilient than anticipated.

But now, victory seemed within reach. With a wave of his sleeve, an jade bottle flew out. Lin Xuan grasped it, and inside was immortal milk from ten thousand years ago—purified to match the legendary celestial dew.

Such attacks and this style of combat were extremely draining for him. After just two or three rounds, he had almost depleted all his mana.

But with the immortal milk, such situations no longer mattered; a few drops would fully restore his energy. At least in terms of mana consumption, he was invincible.

On one side, Lin Xuan was confident. On the other, Zhuang Hang's paws continued to strike forward. Over time, the light blade finally consumed its remaining mana and dissipated.

Relieved, Zhuang Ji thought they had escaped danger. But at this moment, something unexpected happened.

The once formidable Zhuang Hang suddenly spat out a mouthful of dark blood. His sky-high spiritual pressure rapidly diminished.

From the threshold of the Tribulation to late Divination Realm, then from late to mid-stage, and finally to early stage.

"What...?"

Not only was Lin Xuan stunned, but Zhuang Ji himself was equally shocked as he looked down at his claws, still in a daze.

Lin Xuan's first thought was that this might be an attempt to feign weakness and set up some trap. But the idea flashed through his mind briefly before he dismissed it with a smile.

After several exchanges, neither had held back. Through these few strikes, they each knew roughly how powerful their opponent was. What would be the point of such tricks?

Since it wasn't intentional, there could only be one reasonable explanation: Zhuang Ji's realm had dropped.

Analyzing further, this was highly plausible. The old demon ancestor's fatal strike left Zhuang Ji severely injured, to a degree unimaginable. Even if he immediately took medicine and meditated in an area thick with demonic energy, his injuries might still flare up. Moreover, they had fought fiercely for several rounds.

Given such severe injuries, it wasn't surprising that his realm dropped.

What Lin Xuan hadn't anticipated was the extent of the drop—from early Tribulation to late Divination Realm. The spiritual pressure Zhuang Ji now emitted was even less than his own.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sardonic smile as he thought this. His injuries wouldn't improve, meaning he would face an injured peer at the same level.

Was there any doubt about who would win?

After all, with his strength, a peer was just a sprinkle of rain.

Furthermore, Zhuang Hang, due to his severe injuries, could barely unleash most of his divine techniques.

Now he was like a toothless tiger or fish on a chopping board—every strike and slash was at Lin Xuan's discretion.

Clearly aware of this situation, both parties understood the dynamics. As hunter turned prey, fear flashed in Zhuang Hang's eyes.

"Au!"

A howl echoed as a blood-red demonic aura enveloped Zhuang Ji. With his realm dropped, he could no longer control the laws of nature and had to rely on ordinary blood shadow concealment.

Almost instantly, his figure became indistinct. This secret technique seemed to have some subtlety but was now like showing off in front of a master.

Looking at Zhuang Hang within the blood shadow, Lin Xuan's lips curled with mockery: "Running, foolish creature. Do you think there's any chance for you to escape now?"
第两千五百九十一章 梼杌分身陨落

The moment the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan wasted no time. With a swift motion of his hand, the long spear in his right hand descended with great force towards the opponent.

Sizzle...

It was as if a silk cloth had been torn apart. Amidst the luminous light of the spirit, another crescent moon blade appeared, shattering space and flying forward at an astonishing speed.

This time, Lin Xuan merely made a casual strike, containing far less power than before. However, due to his lower realm, Wù was no longer a formidable opponent in the Tribulation Transcending stage. With this disparity, Lin Xuan held a clear advantage.

Although Blood Shadow Evasion was not weak, it was suppressed by the treasure that contained higher-level spatial laws.

Wù vanished completely from the blood shadow, but after an instant, he reappeared several dozen feet away, stumbling and staggering. The crescent-shaped light blade twisted slightly before vanishing again, only to appear in front of Wù once more.

"Aaaah!"

A deafening roar echoed as Wù's face showed a look of不甘 (reluctance).

A black aura spread from his brow, revealing a miniature version of Wù about an inch long. Although it was just a clone, it still possessed a complete fragment soul.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let this go. With a wave of his sleeve, a beam of light emerged from his sleeve and transformed into a giant hand, reaching out fiercely towards the opponent.

The demon soul tried to dodge but found that some broken spatial laws lingered in the area. He couldn’t use teleportation techniques here, and his escape speed was no match for Lin Xuan's light hand.

In an instant, he was caught.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a satisfied smile: "So, you wanted to draw my soul out? What do you have to say now?"

"Humph! There's nothing to be proud of."

Despite being captured, the demon soul didn’t show any fear. "I am severely injured, and you just got lucky."

"Then what?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback; he hadn't expected such a firm stance from his opponent at this critical moment.

"How can I? It’s merely luck. When my true form descends to the Spirit Realm next time, I will repay your hatred tenfold."

The demon soul spoke with great intensity before exploding in a burst of magical light.

It was just a soul fragment, and the explosion wasn’t particularly powerful. Lin Xuan suffered no injuries but his expression turned grim.

Could Wù’s true form descend to the Spirit Realm?

Impossible!

He was a True Spirit existence; his true form appearing here would surely cause great disputes. Could there be some hidden secret?

Lin Xuan didn't believe he was just bluffing, but the demon soul had already self-destructed. If he had searched its mind, perhaps he could have found some clues.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan raised his head and scanned ahead.

Wù’s body lay suspended in mid-air, still intact.

Lin Xuan's eyes immediately lit up with excitement.

Although this wasn’t Wù’s true form, the value was beyond measure. Despite his lower realm now, it was due to severe injuries. The value of its skin and bones remained that of a Tribulation Transcending stage.

Moreover, although Wù came from the Demon Realm, he was indeed a True Spirit. From this clone, Lin Xuan could likely extract extremely pure True Spirit blood.

This would be immensely beneficial for him.

Misfortune can turn into fortune; facing Wù posed extreme danger but also great rewards.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light flew out and enveloped the corpse, which was then stored in his storage bag.

However, he didn't leave immediately. Closing his eyes, he released his immensely powerful divine sense. Although he had just survived a life-and-death battle, Lin Xuan wouldn’t forget why he came here.

Wù’s body had fallen, but where was the storage bag of the True Ice Ancestor?

Although the explosion's power was immense and unprecedented for Lin Xuan, the storage bags of Tribulation Transcending stage experts were undoubtedly valuable. It was unlikely that they would be destroyed.

Lin Xuan thought thus, fully releasing his divine sense to search inch by inch, not missing any minor clues. With several thousand miles still unsealed, the search wasn’t swift. However, a storage bag worth countless treasures was within reach; Lin Xuan wouldn't give up.

Half an hour passed without success.

Lin Xuan sighed. Had he miscalculated? Was the storage bag destroyed in that massive explosion?

These thoughts brought a gloomy expression to his face. But giving up now wasn’t an option. Taking a deep breath, he infused all his energy into his eyes.

With no effect from his divine sense, he could only hope for the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to reveal something.

...

A moment later, another quarter hour passed.

Lin Xuan suddenly moved.

His shoulders trembled as he transformed into a streak of light and flew forward. However, after flying several thousand feet, Lin Xuan stopped.

A spatial rift appeared in his line of sight.

About a foot wide.

It was just a small crack, indistinguishable from ordinary ones at first glance. But through the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, Lin Xuan seemed to detect something.

Raising his right hand, Phantom Heaven Fire flickered into existence and enveloped his palm. Lin Xuan reached out towards the rift.

Sizzle...

Electricity jumped out, but with his robust body and the protection of Phantom Heaven Fire, it had little effect on him.

Lin Xuan curled his fingers slightly, pulling at the crack as if tearing a piece of cloth from the sky. With great effort, he tore open the spatial rift.

As a Spirit Stage cultivator, Lin Xuan possessed this ability.

He then extended his head forward, his eyes glowing more intensely.

"Sure enough, it’s inside."

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy.

It was either luck or fate that the True Ice Ancestor’s storage bag had flown into a spatial rift. This explained why his divine sense failed to detect anything earlier. If not for the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye piercing through space and time, he might have missed this treasure.

Lin Xuan felt relieved.

Removing the storage bag from the rift would be challenging for an early Spirit Stage cultivator but was trivial for Lin Xuan. With a wave of his hand, he summoned the Inverted Sea Spear.

After several breaths, something appeared in his hand. However, it wasn’t a storage bag.
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Chapter 2592: Flying Sword Transmission

The ancient and simple design, along with the intricate patterns on it, clearly indicated that this was a Must臾 Treasure.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. Just as he was about to release his spirit awareness to investigate what treasures were inside, his brow furrowed suddenly. Several streaks of light, traveling at incredible speed, appeared from over ten thousand miles away behind him. It seemed that the chaos here had finally caught the attention of some cultivators.

Moreover, these cultivators seemed quite powerful.

Lin Xuan was not afraid, but after experiencing so many setbacks, he didn't want any more complications.

So, he retracted his storage bracelet and transformed it into a streak of startling light, speeding away from the scene.

...

After about an incense stick's worth of time, sure enough, three streaks of light appeared—white, red, and another white. The light dimmed, revealing the faces of one man and two women.

Lin Xuan's perception was correct; their cultivation levels were extraordinary. All three were at the Spirit Transformation stage. He recognized the bearded giant who had brought him into the Ethereal Immortal Palace. The other two were two women in palace attire, both with delicate appearances. The only difference was that one woman was tall and slender, while the other was more petite.

At the Spirit Transformation stage, their strength was already formidable, but at this moment, shock was written all over their faces.

It wasn't because they were alarmed; rather, it was due to what they had seen and heard on their journey. The large pit on the ground seemed bottomless, with bubbling lava emitting heat, stretching for several thousand miles in diameter. Such destructive power could not be achieved by any Spirit Transformation cultivator.

Could it be...

The three kept silent but were internally pondering.

And the shock was far from over. As they flew closer to this area, everything they saw became more terrifying, leaving them speechless.

Within a ten-thousand-mile radius, there wasn't even a trace of primordial qi. The sky seemed like a piece of torn cloth, with countless spatial rifts visible everywhere. Occasionally, one could see flashes of lightning and fiery explosions.

The three were seasoned enough to be amazed by such sights, but at this moment, they couldn't speak.

After a while, the tall woman on the left spoke: "Sister Zhou, what do you think? This kind of destructive power is beyond our ability as Spirit Transformation cultivators."

"Mm, Sister Senior's words are correct. Even if Elder Calmness were here with her treasure to suppress the gate, it would be impossible for her to achieve such a feat," the petite woman nodded in agreement.

"Friend Zhang, what do you think about this? Could it be an outsider demon?" The tall woman turned to ask.

"This..."

The bearded giant's expression was also grave. He had been tasked by Elder Grandmaster to contact various forces and lead them to exterminate the outsiders. Given the reputation of Ethereal Immortal Palace, major sects and families couldn't afford to ignore this threat, sending high-ranking cultivators to participate in the hunt.

Among human sects, apart from Ethereal Immortal Palace, the Primordial Holy Island, with its female-dominated members, was at the top.

Upon learning about the situation, the island also dispatched two Supreme Elders who joined the bearded giant in searching for the outsider demon's whereabouts.

This matter was originally just Lin Xuan's idle speculation. After their days of fruitless search, they naturally found nothing. However, this was normal; with such a vast world, if the outsider demon had hidden well, it wouldn't be easy to find him within just a few days.

As cultivators, they certainly had patience.

One day, by chance, they flew nearby and were drawn here by the terrifying cosmic disturbances.

The scene before them was shocking. As for the doubts raised by the Daming woman, the bearded giant didn't know how to respond.

Could it be an outsider demon? The current situation exceeded his comprehension; mere speculation couldn't help him make a decision.

Just as he was pondering what to do, the petite Zhou woman spoke: "If one is the outsider demon, who would the other be? This area has been so thoroughly destroyed. Clearly, both sides have engaged in battle. If one of them is on par with the Tribulation Transcending stage, the other must not be far behind..."

Her expression turned thoughtful as she said this.

The expressions of the other two were similar. In this world, who's strength could match that of a Tribulation Transcending cultivator? The answer seemed obvious—only the long-missing Profound Ice Ancestor.

Could it...

Before he could finish his thought, another discovery was made: "Eh, what is this?"

The Daming woman's eyebrows twitched as she lifted her jade hand. Her fingers curled slightly, and with a motion, an object from several dozen feet away was brought to her hand.

"Sister, what have you found?" The Daming woman's anxious voice echoed in his ears.

Without speaking, the Daming woman spread her palm. A small black dot, or rather, a ball of qi, appeared on her rosy palm.

"What is this..."

The bearded giant's pupils constricted: "Demon qi."

"Indeed, it is demon qi, and without doubt, it belongs to Profound Ice Ancestor," the Daming woman's voice was clear and deliberate.

"Sister, how can you be so certain?"

"I won't hide from Sister Senior. Two thousand years ago, I had a chance encounter with Profound Ice Ancestor. Although my cultivation was low back then, I am confident that I would not mistake him," the Daming woman replied.

The bearded giant's brow raised; this woman had once met Profound Ice Ancestor two thousand years ago. What secrets lay between them? Just as he was about to speak, a red light suddenly appeared in his line of sight.

Both women were stunned, their gazes drawn to it.

The bearded giant lifted his hand and caught the red streak, revealing a blood-red sword several inches long.

"Flying sword transmission."

The bearded giant's gaze sharpened as he recognized the object. It was also adorned with a unique secret technique of their sect to prevent other cultivators from intercepting or spying on it. Could something significant have happened within the sect?

Or had one of his fellow disciples discovered the outsider demon and needed assistance due to insufficient strength?

Thoughts raced through his mind as he lowered his head, sinking his spirit awareness.

The blood-red sword seemed to ignite like a flame.

"What?"

In an instant, the bearded giant exclaimed in shock, his face filled with anger and disbelief. His rage was palpable.

This expression left the two women speechless. Before they could ask, the bearded giant bowed: "Two immortal ladies, I have urgent matters. Please forgive me."

Without waiting for their response, he transformed into a streak of startling light, speeding towards the horizon.
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The two women exchanged puzzled glances. However, the other party's escape was incredibly swift, making it impossible to catch up and ask questions.

"Senior Sis."

The woman with the surname Zhou turned her head, her face showing a hint of inquiry despite not speaking aloud. Though they hadn't spoken in thousands of years, their minds were still attuned.

"I wonder if it really is that demon from beyond the heavens, but since this matter involves Senior Immortal Xuanbing, we can't make decisions on our own. Let's go back and consult Senior Sis Jingxu." The woman with the surname Ding hesitated for a moment before speaking in such a manner.

This approach was quite mature and prudent.

"Senior Sis is right; time is of the essence. We should head back to the sect now."

The woman with the surname Zhou had no objections, and both women then displayed their abilities, transforming into two pinkish beams that quickly vanished from sight.

On another side, the bearded man was also rushing back to the sect, but his mood was far more urgent than the two female cultivators.

Thinking about the message sent by the flying sword, he felt as if he were in a dream.

However, even with a hundred boldness, the disciples left at the main base wouldn't dare speak recklessly. Could it be that Grand Elder had already perished, and the one I saw yesterday was just the demon from beyond the heavens?

Various doubts arose in his mind. Meanwhile, on the Immortal Mist Island, the sect's disciples were anxious like ants trapped in a pot.

Previously, Grand Elder had issued an edict, instructing all disciples to temporarily leave Lingyun Peak.

Though they found it strange, the disciples respected Senior Immortal Lingxu, so no one dared defy his order...

At first, the edict said to stay away for two days. But after four or five days passed with no sign of activity, the disciples were shocked and began to sense something was amiss.

After enduring another day, a brave disciple cautiously entered and discovered that all the treasures in the Grand Elder's cave had been thoroughly looted, even affecting junior cultivators at the Core Formation stage. Almost half of them had suffered losses, with no trace left of their precious items.

However, this wasn't the worst part.

Soon, news spread that the sect's accumulated treasures from ancient times were also plundered by the same culprit—Grand Elder himself.

This news sent a wave of panic through the Immortal Mist Palace. Since other Grand Elders weren't present at the sect, several advanced Core Formation cultivators took charge and issued secret messages via flying swords.

Clearly, not just one person received this message; almost all the Grand Elders were heading back to the sect.

Whether they would be shocked or furious upon their return was beyond Lin Xuan's concern. A small butterfly flapping its wings could trigger a storm thousands of miles away.

Lin Xuan wasn't that butterfly, but his impact on Ice Sea World went far beyond a simple storm.

As the saying goes, there is no such thing as a completely sealed wall. The Immortal Mist Palace's Grand Elders were angry and tried to cover up the consequences, but their efforts were in vain.

Soon, news spread through the cultivation world that the Immortal Mist Palace's Grand Elder, Senior Immortal Lingxu, along with two other Core Formation stage elders, had perished. Moreover, the sect's treasures had been plundered by a mysterious cultivator.

Initially, the Immortal Mist Palace denied it, but this message was not baseless; it was concrete and unambiguous. As time passed without Senior Immortal Lingxu clarifying anything, the rumors were confirmed.

While the loss of three Core Formation stage elders was indeed a severe blow to the Immortal Mist Palace, their ancient heritage allowed them to weather the storm. With five original high-ranking cultivators, even if three died, the remaining two could still manage the sect's affairs with support from other Grand Elders. Thus, their position as the top sect in the world remained unshaken.

However, this situation was different. Not only had high-ranking cultivators perished, but the sect's treasures were also plundered. For a sect, this was akin to cutting off its lifeline.

In cultivation, it all comes down to resources.

For independent cultivators and sects alike, resources are crucial.

The accumulation of millions of years' worth of treasures had vanished into thin air, leaving the once wealthy Immortal Mist Palace struggling even to provide daily offerings for their disciples.

Without materials, how could they refine artifacts or cultivate elixirs? The situation was dire, affecting high-ranking cultivators more than others. Those Grand Elders, besides a few personal treasures, were left destitute.

Not only did their cultivation progress stall, but their strength also suffered significantly. How could they maintain their position as the top sect in the world under such circumstances?

Though unwilling, their status was soon supplanted by the Holy Island of All Directions.

In the cultivation world, the strong survive and the weak perish. Lin Xuan had taken significant risks to plunder treasures from the Immortal Mist Palace. Now that he had succeeded, his gains were substantial. However, if he failed, his fate would be grim—his soul might be tortured by vicious techniques until there was no chance of reincarnation.

After eliminating the threat and finding Senior Immortal Xuanbing's treasures, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time. He left swiftly, flying for several days before stopping in a distant place surrounded by rolling hills.

This vast wilderness had a decent quality of spirit veins, but they were too small, stretching only ten miles or so. Regardless of the reason, this area was sparsely populated, and Lin Xuan's divine sense detected no signs of cultivators within tens of thousands of miles.

A strange expression flashed in his eyes as he slowed down and stopped suddenly.

"Good, good. The environment here is suitable. I'll stay here for a while."

PS: Please vote for recommended tickets; thank you, fellow daoists.
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Healing, advancing, breaking through bottlenecks...

Lin Xuan took out several empty jade bottles from his pocket and filled them with different types of the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills, each with its own unique effects.

These items were all priceless treasures. Any one of them could cause a storm in the cultivation world if revealed, let alone if they ended up on the market. Major sects and powerful families would surely be drawn to them. However, Lin Xuan had no intention of doing so. These Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills were useful for him in many ways, and he didn't lack crystal stones, so he decided to keep them for his own use.

Next, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and one by one, storage pouches flew out from his waist. He was preparing to thoroughly sort through the items with the highest quantity from this harvest.

Soon, various types of storage pouches piled up in front of him. A rough count revealed nearly a hundred of them.

Lin Xuan casually picked up one of them and turned it over. With a gentle shake, a burst of light emerged, revealing more than ten boxes before his eyes.

These boxes were not large; each measured about two feet on all sides. They were crafted from thousand-year-old sandalwood, with a faint fragrance emanating from them.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and the box lid opened with a soft "snap." The light was dazzling as several types of cultivation materials came into view.

"Lightning Crystal Stones, Enchanting Immortal Wood, and Instantaneous Soil..."

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp. He quickly recognized several of these materials, all of which were extraordinary. Following that, he categorized them by their attributes and purposes before placing them in separate pouches.

Next, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers again to open another box.

In this way, sorting through the various materials obtained from the Ethereal Immortal Palace took Lin Xuan three full days without rest.

It was no wonder it had taken him so long. The number of boxes containing cultivation materials from the treasury alone numbered in the hundreds. While impressive, one could understand why given that the Ethereal Immortal Palace's accumulated wealth spanned millions of years.

In addition to these materials, Lin Xuan also plundered the cave dwellings of over twenty Supreme Elders and nearly a hundred late-stage Cave Profound cultivators from this sect. The other treasures in those places were not discussed, but there was an abundance of cultivation materials available.

The cultivation world was vast, filled with countless rare treasures. Even with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he could only recognize about seven or eight out of ten of these materials.

However, even these materials left Lin Xuan speechless and in a state of extreme excitement. The Ethereal Immortal Palace truly lived up to its reputation as the top force in the cultivation world; its depth was unmatched by Cloud Concealing Sect or Heavenly Extinction Sect.

The materials needed for his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword were all extraordinary, but this time he had managed to gather most of them. Adding to that, with some treasures obtained through various means, except for the three-attribute flying swords already refined, the materials for the remaining six attributes were nearly eighty percent complete.

The last twenty percent would be the rarest treasures, but due to his loss in the Star Moon City duel, according to their agreement, Heavenly Extinction Sect cultivators would try their best to gather them.

With a two-thousand-year deadline and the combined efforts of tens of thousands of cultivators, Lin Xuan believed he could gather most of these remaining materials. With some effort on his part, refining the full set of Nine Palaces Momentary Swords seemed no longer out of reach.

Thinking about this, even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a look of great anticipation.

The three-attribute Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was already incomparably powerful. When all nine attributes were complete, how formidable would this treasure become? Lin Xuan found it hard to imagine.

Moreover, once the nine attributes were gathered, the true brilliance of the sword lay not in its inherent strength but in its ability to set up a Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Formation, greatly enhancing its power.

The Heavenly Edge Pavilion back then was merely due to good fortune and receiving some scraps from the Moon Shadow Clan. The so-called Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Formation was just superficial, yet it possessed immense power.

However, Lin Xuan's Dark Moon Heaven Witch Art was a clan treasure. During the peak of the Moon Shadow Clan, the Heavens Witch Immortal Goddess could still handle two Loose Immortals with ease. It is said that this art was passed down by her.

Even with the goddess’s abilities, she couldn't complete the full Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Formation back then. When she fought against two Loose Immortals alone, the treasures she used were similar to Lin Xuan's—simplified versions of the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords.

The two Loose Immortals were the pinnacle of human existence, with immense wealth and先天灵宝级别的本命法宝 each holding.

There was no mistake; they were indeed先天灵宝. Legend had it that these were among the strongest treasures after Immortal Palaces and beyond.

Since the Heavens Witch Immortal Goddess could withstand the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords, how powerful would this treasure be?

Of course, what was meant by this wasn't that Lin Xuan intended to fully integrate all nine attributes of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. After all, although the method for refining these swords was the same, his strength and the Heavens Witch Immortal Goddess's were incomparable.

Moreover, the Heavens Witch Immortal Goddess had spent countless years cultivating her innate treasure in her dantian. Its quality and power were not on the same level as Lin Xuan’s.

However, Lin Xuan didn't expect to compare himself with such legendary cultivators now. At least one thing was certain: the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had significant room for improvement.

With time, it could match or even surpass a先天灵宝. Unfortunately, he couldn’t refine the full version of this sword at present, so comparing it to Immortal Palace treasures remained uncertain.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan thought that thinking about such things was too distant and meaningless now. Once the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was successfully refined, his strength would undoubtedly soar to an unimaginable level.

Of course, this was relative to those of the same cultivation stage.

However, with some of his other methods, if he could advance a bit more—say, to late-stage Profound Realm—he wasn't without confidence in challenging Loose Immortal monsters in their true forms.

Note that it referred to the true form of a Loose Immortal, not its avatar or clone. The difference was significant.

As the last realm, the Loose Immortal stage was incomparable to those below. A Profound Realm battle against a Loose Immortal would be without suspense; even with hundreds of late-stage Profound Realm cultivators working together, they wouldn't stand a chance against an early-stage Loose Immortal.
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This logic was clear to Lin Xuan. Splitting his spirit to battle and transcending the tribulation—no matter which angle one looked at it from, it was too shocking for words. Even if traced back to ancient times, such a thing had never happened.

If Lin Xuan were to express this idea, he would surely receive countless criticisms and ridicule.

Although the path of immortals was arduous, due to the numerous cultivators, there always emerged prodigies who far outshone their peers from time to time.

However, even these prodigies, no matter how arrogant they were in daily life, never dared to claim that they had reached a late-stage spirit-splitting realm and could challenge tribulation transcendence.

This was no longer considered arrogance; it might be more aptly described as ignorance.

Was Lin Xuan ignorant? Of course not. On the contrary, compared to his peers, Lin Xuan's path of cultivation could be described as colorful and diverse.

His experiences were rich, and correspondingly, his horizons naturally broadened much more than those of ordinary cultivators.

Tribulation-transcending old monsters—even early-stage ones—were almost always elusive like dragons. However, by sheer luck, Lin Xuan had met many such cultivators. Among them were powerful human cultivators, ancient beast kings, even the ancient demon sage and true spirits, which existed only in legends. Lin Xuan had interacted with them to some extent.

Apart from this rich experience, it was clear that other late-stage spirit-splitting cultivators couldn't compare. They were on a completely different level.

Lin Xuan had seen so many top-tier old monsters of the three realms; how could he possibly be ignorant?

On the contrary, precisely because he had interacted with such beings, Lin Xuan's understanding of them was deeper. He deeply understood the gap between himself and tribulation-transcending existences.

However, Lin Xuan also believed that with his extraordinarily mysterious treasures and a variety of powerful secret techniques, if he successfully advanced to late-stage spirit-splitting, it would be highly possible for him to challenge those old monsters.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan's eyes became extremely intense. Although the path to transcending the tribulation was still far away, his strength had already touched upon the pinnacle of the cultivation world.

Of course, all this was just speculation on Lin Xuan’s part; only after truly advancing to late-stage spirit-splitting would it be clear.

Therefore, the immediate priority remained to quickly enhance his realm and strength.

---

Speaking of advancement, Lin Xuan's sleeve fluttered as he took out another treasure. It was an jade box, but its size wasn't large—about half a foot in length and width. The talismans on it were different from those used for preserving other treasures; they were to prevent the loss of essence energy.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation before he opened the jade box. Inside was a fruit.

Indeed, it was a fruit, somewhat similar to peaches in the mortal world. To Lin Xuan, it was incredibly familiar; the name "peach of immortality" came to mind.

This was the last of the three top-tier treasures Lin Xuan had obtained from the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

As he held the fruit, Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated between doubt and certainty.

Was this really a peach of immortality?

The peach of immortality—legendary divine objects that could advance one’s cultivation by an entire realm if consumed. Even for cultivators above the Profound Dao stage, it could save thousands of years of arduous practice. For Lin Xuan, there was a high possibility he would directly advance to late-stage spirit-splitting.

Of course, this wasn't guaranteed, but it was certainly not impossible.

From this perspective, using it as one of the top-tier treasures was justified.

However, heaven doesn't drop gold coins; most cultivators are selfish. If such a divine object truly existed that could drastically increase cultivation level, why would the predecessors in the Ethereal Immortal Palace not consume it themselves and instead leave it for their successors?

There must be some reason behind this. Until Lin Xuan clarified this point, he was unwilling to risk consuming what might be a peach of immortality.

Otherwise, if there were unforeseen dangers, wouldn't he be making a fool of himself? Lin Xuan's nature would not allow him to take such an unknown object without absolute certainty.

Was this really a peach of immortality?

Lin Xuan frowned in thought and casually glanced over. Suddenly, his expression changed.

He raised his right hand, curled his fingers slightly, and grabbed the jade box containing the fruit.

At the bottom of the box were some tiny words as fine as mosquitoes' wings. If not for Lin Xuan's exceptional spiritual sense, he might have overlooked this detail.

These words were too small; ordinary people couldn't read them. But to Lin Xuan, there was no such problem.

---

Lin Xuan picked up the jade box and lowered his head slightly, releasing his spiritual sense... After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan raised his head.

The puzzled expression disappeared, replaced by one of understanding. His gaze flickered with a hint of excitement.

The words on the bottom of the box detailed everything in just over a thousand characters.

The fruit inside was indeed a peach of immortality, and it had been personally picked by Broad Cold True Man ten thousand years ago... Well, not exactly "picked," but there was an unknown backstory to this.

Peach trees bore fruit every ten thousand years, and the peaches were few. Such divine objects in the spirit realm were scarce, with only a few scattered across vast untamed lands, guarded by various powerful beasts. Even for tribulation-transcending sages, obtaining a peach of immortality was not an easy task.

This existence was elusive to outsiders but had connections among themselves.

Once, the three True Men and three beast kings, along with several top-tier tribulation-transcending existences from the spirit realm, gathered at the palace of Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox in the state of Qingqiu.

Among them, Broad Cold Senior Monarch brought his newborn daughter, Princess Crescent Moon, who was a precious treasure to him.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and cry. Princess Crescent Moon—this was an old acquaintance from the mortal world; they had many grievances there. She shared a body with Lady Xiaohou Lan, but he didn’t know how she fared now.

Could this peach of immortality be related to her?

Thoughts raced through his mind, but it did not hinder Lin Xuan's continued reading.

Indeed, this peach was closely linked to the young lady.
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During that grand gathering of powerful beings, the jujube plums had just ripened. In the eyes of other cultivators and demons, this might be a rare treasure.

However, those who gathered were the top-tier existences in the Spirit Realm—demigods, scattered immortals—each one being a powerhouse at the peak of their late劫 stage.

The effects of the jujube plums were no longer much use to them. Thus, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox had never thought that anyone would sneak into her orchard.

But someone did indeed venture there.

It was True Immortal Broad Cold’s beloved daughter, Princess Crescent Moon.

At the time, Crescent Moon was still a young girl. Her father was a scattered immortal of high standing, and she was pampered like a star in the heavens from a young age due to her father's doting. As a result, she was spoiled and domineering, beyond description.

Her father was already one of the top-tier scattered immortals in the Spirit Realm; no matter what trouble he caused, it wouldn’t change much. Hence, this little princess was fearless—both heaven and earth were nothing to her.

She followed her father on a visit to the Kingdom of White Deer Ridge but, out of mischief, wandered into Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's jujube orchard.

Jujube plums were heavenly treasures. Their fragrance after ripening was incomparable, and Crescent Moon couldn’t resist the temptation. She reached for the largest one without caring whose treasure it was.

However, jujube plums weren't to be taken in such a manner. This was an essence of the fifth element—Wood. It could only be picked using a material with pure Wood attributes; otherwise, the non-wood attributes of the surrounding primordial qi would contaminate the jujube plum and cause its effects to change.

If this happened, the result from consuming it would be unpredictable. There was a 50% chance that the pure essence within would take effect, making it no different from using a Wood attribute treasure to pick it.

For cultivators, this would greatly benefit them, allowing their cultivation realm to advance by one stage.

But there was also a 50% chance that the impurities would turn into toxins and enter the cultivator's meridians. In such a case, not only would they fail to gain any benefits, but their cultivation might even regress by one stage.

Crescent Moon didn't know of this complexity. She opened her mouth to bite it, but what lay ahead was uncertain fortune or misfortune. Fortunately for her, True Immortal Broad Cold was very concerned about his daughter and immediately rushed to find her when she went missing. He saw her trying to take a bite from the jujube plum that had already been contaminated by impurities.

Broad Cold True Immortal was alarmed and quickly seized the fruit. The ruler of White Deer Ridge arrived shortly after, but since it was just a young girl and Broad Cold’s beloved daughter, she didn’t scold her too harshly. The jujube plum was already tainted with impurities; even if she took it, there would be no use for it. So, she handed it over to Broad Cold True Immortal as a gesture of goodwill.

Broad Cold True Immortal apologized profusely and couldn't help but feel somewhat amused by the situation. The jujube plum was now useless to Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox; he might as well keep it. However, since this was his daughter’s fault, he didn’t have much choice but to exchange several other treasures for it.

But even a chicken rib is still better than nothing.

Broad Cold True Immortal and the ruler of White Deer Ridge were already among the top-tier figures in the Spirit Realm, just one step away from true immortality. In their eyes, this jujube plum was still valuable, especially one contaminated with impurities.

While there was a 50% chance that consuming it would regress their cultivation realm, there was also a 50% chance of advancing to the next stage.

In the world of cultivation, taking risks was inevitable.

Broad Cold True Immortal himself wasn’t interested in such a risk and wouldn’t give it to his beloved daughter. Later, this jujube plum somehow ended up with an elder ancestor from Ethereal Immortal Palace.

This elder didn’t dare take the risk but instead passed it down as a precious treasure through generations.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan raised his head after reading the description on the jade box. He now understood the entire history of this jujube plum and no longer harbored any doubts.

He held the jujube plum in his hand, a thoughtful expression on his face.

"True enough, finding what one has been seeking for so long without much effort."

After a few moments, Lin Xuan’s contemplative look vanished, replaced by joy. His luck was truly good.

There was a 50% chance of advancing to the next stage and a 50% chance of regressing.

For most cultivators, deciding whether or not to take this risk would require careful consideration because unlike regression after severe injuries, impurities entering their meridians would make it extremely difficult to advance again. If they were unlucky, they might never be able to improve their cultivation realm.

Such risks weren’t something many cultivators would willingly take.

But Lin Xuan was different.

Impurities? What did that matter?

He could purify them with the Blue Star Sea.

Originally a fine jujube plum, its current effect was similar to that of the Corroding Heart Jujube. He had once consumed one on Demon Spirit Island and advanced from the initial stage of the Golden Core Realm to the middle stage.

Now, this same opportunity presented itself again. Could he advance another stage this time, bringing his main Golden Core to the middle stage of the Spirit Formation Realm?

Wait… perhaps not just the main Golden Core, but also the second Golden Core and demon core could advance as well if he was lucky enough.

This thought brought a hint of excitement to Lin Xuan’s face. If his guess was correct, this opportunity would be truly significant.

Of course, only after consuming it would they know for sure. But based on his experience, there was a high likelihood that this would happen.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn’t immediately count the treasures but instead pondered whether to purify and consume the jujube plum now or later.

The surroundings here had decent primordial qi and were quite secluded; no one should disturb him. Moreover, if he advanced successfully, he could help Princess Yuanke refine the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos and increase his chances of success.

Most importantly, consuming a jujube plum to advance would not take much time—half a year at most, several months at least—before he could see the results.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan decided to break through now.

His thoughts set, Lin Xuan began preparing. With a wave of his sleeves, he sorted and stored the remaining treasures into his waist pouch for later use. There was no rush; he could clear them up after advancing.
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Subsequently, Lin Xuan did not immediately purify the Spirit Fruit but instead returned to his practice room.

After all, peaches of immortality were extraordinary objects that defied nature. The difficulty of purification was naturally far greater than what he had obtained from the Soul-Eating Demon Peach on Demon Spirit Island. Although Lin Xuan had improved significantly since then, he did not dare be careless when facing such a precious treasure. There was only one chance for purification, and it must under no circumstances fail.

The path to cultivation was long and arduous. Even if Lin Xuan wanted to advance, he would not waste time over this small matter.

Haste makes waste. Lin Xuan planned to rest well first, waiting until his spirit and energy were at their peak before proceeding with the purification.

Returning to his bedroom, Lin Xuan immediately cast a spell to gather water essence from the air and took a shower. After changing clothes, he slept soundly for several hours.

The next morning, refreshed and invigorated, Lin Xuan arrived at the practice room in high spirits.

Crossing his legs, he adjusted his breathing for about half an hour before slowly opening his eyes. At this moment, his energy, spirit, and physical strength were all at their peak.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled deeply, his expression filled with satisfaction. He then waved his sleeve, and a dazzling light appeared as the exquisite jade box flew out.

It was still sealed withprohibitive talisman (restraining talismans). Lin Xuan did not want to risk any loss of the peach’s essence due to carelessness; such a loss could affect his advancement.

A small margin of error could lead to significant differences. Lin Xuan naturally hoped that every aspect of the treasure he was about to consume would be at its best.

He then raised his right hand, and a beam of light shot out from his fingertips. With a soft sound, the talisman ignited on its own, the lid opened automatically, revealing the enticing peach.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over it, his eyes showing a hint of passion. After all, using this object could save him hundreds or even thousands of years of effort. If he were to advance both baby souls and the pill at once, the benefits would be incalculable.

Of course, that was still uncertain; what mattered now was purifying out the impurities inside.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan took a deep breath, calming his agitated emotions. Although he had been practicing purification for many years, he could not claim a 100% success rate. Especially since this peach was a sacred fruit of the highest wood element, Lin Xuan could not afford to be careless.

Based on experience, the purer and more precious the treasure, the greater the difficulty in purification.

Hence, Lin Xuan did not dare to take any chances. There was only one chance for purification, and there was only one peach. If he failed, his hopes of advancing easily would become as illusory as a flower in a mirror or a moon in water.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan could not help feeling anxious at this moment. He then took a deep breath, sinking into his divine consciousness to use Inner Vision to examine the state of his body.

In his dantian, everything remained unchanged. The blue Star Sea continued to rotate slowly within him. If there was any difference from before, it was that the innermost layer of the blue Star Sea contained significantly more silver light points compared to before—indeed, they made up about one-tenth of the entire sea and perhaps even more.

These would be the main purifying agents.

After all, the higher the grade of material, the harder the purification. The blue light points could no longer handle this task.

Now, Lin Xuan’s sole concern was whether there were enough silver light points.

It should be known that purification must be done in one go; any interruption would result in failure. If the light points were insufficient, the effort would be in vain.

However, after scanning the Star Sea, Lin Xuan’s worry diminished significantly. The number of pure silver light points alone was impressive, and they should suffice for purifying a single peach, no matter what.

Having dispelled this concern, Lin Xuan began to mobilize the light points. He excluded all blue ones and only used the brilliant silver ones, allowing them to rotate slowly before flowing into his palms like a clear stream.

All these light points gathered at the center of his palm, making it appear as if Lin Xuan was holding a miniature Star Sea in his hand, breathtakingly beautiful.

After years of purifying elixirs and spirit herbs, Lin Xuan’s mastery over the blue Star Sea had reached an unparalleled level. Of course, this expertise came not only from practice but also from enhanced strength. Compared to when he first entered the cultivation world, his divine consciousness was incomparably stronger, making such precise operations much less likely to fail.

And unlike before, Lin Xuan did not hold the peach in his hand; instead, he had already cast a levitation spell, encasing it in a ball of spirit essence and floating it about a foot in front of him.

Everything was ready. A hint of surprise flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes as he suddenly lowered his left hand while swiftly drawing an arc with his right. As he moved, the silver light points seemed to be driven by an invisible force, flowing into the peach like a stream.

Although this process appeared simple, Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely serious. The true difficulty could not be discerned at first glance.

Lin Xuan carefully controlled the light points, not daring to make any mistakes.

The purification of the peach proved more difficult than he had anticipated. Fortunately, compared to blue light points, silver ones had far greater purifying capabilities, but it was still challenging. The movement of impurities inside the peach was extremely slow.

And so Lin Xuan sat for three days.

"Finally done."

At noon, the usually quiet stone room suddenly echoed with a joyful cry.

Lin Xuan’s eyes showed signs of fatigue, but his expression was one of unparalleled excitement.

He looked at the spirit fruit floating in front of him. Compared to when he first saw it, this peach was smaller but smoother and more lustrous, its color vividly fresh. Even more mysteriously, some faint spiritual patterns appeared on the surface of the peach.

These patterns were incredibly intricate. Even with his current cultivation level, Lin Xuan could not discern their meaning, but they added a touch of mystery to the fruit.

At the same time, it emitted an intoxicating fragrance that filled the entire stone room. Just inhaling it was enough to make one feel refreshed and invigorated. What benefits this perfect peach would bring if swallowed were beyond description.

Lin Xuan held his treasure in hand, marveling at his good fortune. Advancing through such a method could save him much effort.
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Lin Xuan was not a fussy person. Since he had successfully purified the peaches, it was time to prepare for hisadvance.

He did not immediately consume the peach but instead moved swiftly and arrived outside his cave abode first.

Surrounding him were endless barren plains, with no signs of life except for some low shrubs and grayish-brown stones and soil.

The only spirit vein here had been concealed by Lin Xuan using an array formation, leaving not a trace of its presence. Even for a cultivator at the Spirit Concentration realm, unless they approached closely and used their divine sense to examine it carefully, no one would notice anything amiss.

Lin Xuan was confident about this.

He closed his eyes and slowly released his extremely powerful divine sense.

With Lin Xuan’s divine sense far surpassing that of ordinary cultivators, he could see everything within tens of thousands of miles. Even if there were any slight disturbances in a ten-thousand-mile radius, he would be able to sense them faintly.

At this moment, Lin Xuan expanded his divine sense as much as possible but found no signs of cultivation practitioners or transformed beasts above the Formation Realm.

After a long while, Lin Xuan raised his head and showed a satisfied expression. This desolate environment was exactly what he wanted. He knew thatadvance not only required great effort but also had to avoid being interrupted.

This was why cultivators would try their best to join a sect once they gained some strength. Besides the benefits of sheltering under a powerful tree, there were other reasons such as regular offerings and support from the sect. But more importantly, when a cultivator faced a bottleneck in their breakthrough, the sect naturally provided protection, thus eliminating one of the most terrifying dangers.

Lin Xuan was no slouch; his identity was also of great importance, being the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect. However, he was currently alone outside and this was the Ice Sea, so he could not rely on the sect for protection. Thus, having a desolate environment that was hard to disturb became even more crucial.

Precisely because this barren land was impressive, otherwise, Lin Xuan would have chosen to bide his time rather than rush to break through the bottleneck out of impatience.

Lin Xuan always acted with caution and prudence. Without a great deal of certainty, he would not take unnecessary risks.

Based on his estimate, as long as he did not suffer extreme bad luck, he should be able to avoid external interference during his breakthrough.

Despite this, Lin Xuan still prepared some additional measures.

Better safe than sorry, he did not want to get into a small ditch due to carelessness.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and several colorful array flags flew out. He had originally set up an array formation here based on the Five Elements, and this array was incredibly powerful. However, with multiple arrays now set up, he would have more options if anything unexpected happened.

Although Lin Xuan was not a master of array formations, he could still set them up quickly. In just a short while, these array flags vanished, and several powerful array formations began to operate silently.

Next, Lin Xuan activated the nearby illusionary arrays, masking the power of the newly set-up array formations. From afar, it looked like nothing had changed, blending seamlessly with the surroundings.

After completing all this, Lin Xuan felt content. Then he thought for a moment and stretched out his hand, tapping his waist several times. A colorful glow appeared before him as dozens of puppets materialized.

These puppets came in various shapes—some resembled tigers or leopards, while others were humanoid, with different sizes but all lifelike. The craftsmanship was exquisite, emitting a divine pressure that was beyond ordinary, and they were all above the Separation Realm, some even rivaling those of Void Profound practitioners.

Such puppets were masterpieces, something you could not buy for any amount of crystal stones. Lin Xuan had found them in the storage bag of Spirit Vacuous Immortal.

Next, Lin Xuan used a spell to erase the divine sense imprint left by Spirit Vacuous Immortal within their bodies. Given that Spirit Vacuous Immortal was already dead, this process was effortless.

It took Lin Xuan only two hours to control these dozens of puppets after slightly refining them.

By then, it was midday and the sun hung high in the sky. Although Lin Xuan did not feel tired, immediately consuming the peach foradvance was not a good idea either.

Haste makes waste; although he had great confidence in his purified peaches, he could not guarantee a 100% success rate. Thus, when to consume them needed careful consideration.

For several days, Lin Xuan did nothing but wander around nearby, adjusting his mindset. After all, even though the mind was intangible, it could have significant effects duringadvance.

In just a blink of an eye, half a month passed.

Lin Xuan’s mental state had improved significantly, and his essence and spirit were at their peak.

He returned to his cave abode since there was no point in delaying further. It was the perfect time to consume the peach foradvance.

Crossing his legs, Lin Xuan took a moment to regulate his breathing before flicking his sleeves and emitting a glow. He then retrieved an jade box containing the peach.

Opening the lid, the fragrance spread out as he revealed the purified peach. It had shrunk slightly but was more vivid in color. After contemplating for a moment, Lin Xuan raised his hand and tossed the fruit into the air. Then, with rapid finger movements, various colorful spells appeared at his fingertips.

In an instant, these spells shot towards the surface of the peach.

The peach, enveloped by so many colorful spells, shrank strangely.

In just a few breaths, its size became similar to that of a dragon eye, but its surface patterns grew clearer and more vivid.

Lin Xuan’s eyes showed surprise. However, there was no time for further contemplation. Opening his mouth wide, he took deep breaths. Suddenly, a flash of light appeared as if swallowing water from a long whale. The peach the size of a dragon eye was sucked into Lin Xuan's mouth and swallowed without chewing.

This fruit was extraordinary; it melted in his mouth like nectar. He felt as though he had drunk sweet spring water. The pure essence within flowed rapidly through his body, filling him with pure divine energy from head to toe.
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The sensation was incredibly comfortable. It was no wonder that this was the Peach of Immortality, but before his thoughts could fully settle on that, the peaceful spiritual energy that had filled his body suddenly changed its nature and became wildly violent all at once...

Boom!

It seemed like a raging fire burning in every meridian of his body. In an instant, Lin Xuan found himself immersed in a sea of flames.

And there was no warning beforehand; the change in his spiritual energy attributes almost happened instantly.

"Aiee!"

Lin Xuan let out a cry of pain. If it were any other Spirit Cultivator at the Shen Concentration Stage, they would likely have exploded from the strain on their meridians and died. Fortunately, Lin Xuan was different; his body was as strong as that of amonster race at the same stage, though not without its discomfort. His face turned slightly red with exertion.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. He had doubts about whether he had truly consumed the Peach of Immortality. Perhaps he had been tricked by the Ethereal Fairy Palace.

After all, although Lin Xuan had never eaten a peach before, he had come across descriptions of it in various scriptures and texts. The Peach of Immortality, or even the Wood Sage Fruit, was known for its neutral and harmonious medicinal properties; how could it be like this poison and fire?

However, quickly dismissing those thoughts, Lin Xuan shook his head. The Ethereal Fairy Palace's senior ancestors, even if they were Great Daoists who had transcended tribulation, couldn't have the foresight to place a fake peach there to harm him.

Could it be due to purification? Although he had cleared out impurities from the peach, its effects might have shifted as a result?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but didn't have time to dwell on it. He took a deep breath and endured the searing pain as he began to refine the medicinal energy in his meridians.

The sensation was indescribable; it was nothing but pain. There could be no mistakes, or he would face eternal torment.

But that was fine; hardship breeds excellence. This principle had been ingrained in Lin Xuan's mind since he first stepped into the cultivation world thousands of years ago. At the time, he had dared to venture down the Heart Refinement Path as a Flexible Spirit Stage cultivator; this minor danger and pain were nothing.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes tightly, his body radiating with a bluish-green light that soon transformed into swirling multicolored spiritual energy around him...

---

Time seemed to pass like an instant in the cave. Lin Xuan was so engrossed in refining the medicinal energy that he didn't feel any passage of time.

Initially, he had thought this seclusion would last at most a month or two, but now it had been months, then seasons, and finally, a century had passed without any sign of his progress.

A thick layer of dust covered the cave entrance, and the scent of fallen leaves wafted out, making it seem like an ancient tomb that had stood for ages. No signs of advancement in the sky indicated what was happening inside; no one knew if he was alive or dead.

The place remained deserted for a century, with only occasional visitors passing by without noticing anything amiss.

It was a peaceful morning in the desert. A small animal shaped like a rabbit was foraging for food, its long ears perked up to listen to any sounds around it.

Suddenly, the little creature raised its head as if sensing something wrong. Its ears swayed from side to side before it detected faint noises.

Without hesitation, the creature used all its strength and fled into a nearby cave.

In moments, a brilliant light appeared on the horizon, with more than ten figures streaking towards him in various colors of light.

After several breaths, the figures could be clearly seen. Leading them was a female cultivator dressed in white robes, though her appearance wasn't breathtaking; she had clear features and a pretty face. She was about twenty years old, but her brows were slightly furrowed with worry.

Behind her were a dozen or so cultivators of varying ages, all at the Yuanling Stage, far below her rank. Two young girls, barely seventeen or eighteen, were drenched in sweat; they had only recently condensed their essence and hadn't fully stabilized their cultivation yet.

"Senior Aunt, can we take a moment to rest? I simply cannot hold on any longer. The energy in my body is nearly depleted," the smaller girl said, panting heavily with an ashen face, clearly overusing her spiritual energy.

"No, not now. The Poison Clan pursues us closely. Just now, I managed to distance them by using a trick, but if we rest, all our efforts will be wasted," the white-robed female cultivator's voice was firm and resolute.

"Still...?"

The smaller girl looked exhausted as she said, "I can't hold on any longer. If we keep running like this, I might not die from it, but I'll surely be worn out."

"Very well..." The white-robed woman scanned the scene with her eyes and saw that the girl's words were true. She hesitated for a moment before snapping her fingers. A brilliant light appeared in her hand as she pulled off the cap of a jade bottle.

A refreshing fragrance spread from it.

"What...?"

The smaller girl sniffed deeply, feeling instantly refreshed: "Could this be immortal milk?"

"No, I don't deserve such a precious item. This is merely diluted immortal liquid," the white-robed woman sighed.

"Oh, then it's still valuable."

The smaller girl was delighted. Diluted immortal milk would naturally have reduced effects, but for cultivators at their level, it could still replenish considerable spiritual energy.

"Lotus, take some and continue on your journey. As long as we leave this desert and reach a city where cultivators gather, the Poison Clan won't dare to be so bold."

"Yes, Senior Aunt," the smaller girl nodded respectfully before drinking a few drops of the diluted milk and passing it to her sister.

"Damn... It's like a tiger in a lowly position being bullied by dogs. A century ago, the mere Poison Clan wouldn't have dared to offend our Ethereal Fairy Palace's disciples."

The grizzled old man's indignant voice echoed as he glared with indignation.

"Enough, Nephew Li. Circumstances change; what happened a hundred years ago is not relevant now. Our Ethereal Fairy Palace faced great calamities then, but the ups and downs of our sect are normal. One day, we will reclaim our position as the foremost sect in the world. For now, we must focus on overcoming this crisis."

The white-robed woman's voice carried through the air. It was meaningless to dwell on past grievances, but before she could finish speaking, her expression changed dramatically: "No...
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The woman turned her head gracefully, and a hint of fear appeared on her pretty face. In the distance, a black dot could be seen in the sky.

At first, it was only as small as a bean, but after a slight movement, it crossed several thousand feet in an astonishingly fast speed.

In just a few breaths, the dot grew to more than ten times its original size. Although the figure inside couldn't be clearly seen, the woman wearing palace robes already had a deathly pale face.

As the most advanced cultivator among them, she was still frightened like this; it could only imagine how others would react.

"Bad luck, that old demon is chasing us. We must run."

"Give me the century-old spirit milk, my power is almost depleted and I can't increase our speed."

"How should we handle this? Do we really have to die here in this wilderness?"

Various voices filled their ears. The dozen or so Core Formation stage cultivators sounded chaotic and terrified, clearly at a loss on how to deal with the situation.

"Everyone, stop making noise."

Although the woman wearing palace robes was also worried, she had to make the decision now.

"Do not run away. Share the century-old spirit milk to recover some of your power, prepare for battle." As she spoke, she turned her delicate body and raised a jade hand, emitting a bright light. A green sword appeared before her eyes.

It was indeed her treasure!

"Defend ourselves, Uncle Senior. The opponent is Old Demon Jia from the Venom Sect. Even if we join forces, we can't possibly match him," said an old man with white hair, his voice trembling in fear. His decision seemed like a death sentence to him.

"What else could we do? With Old Demon Jia's speed, he has already caught up so close. Do you think it would be a good idea for us to continue running?" the woman wearing palace robes said coldly.

The greatest sorrow is to lose hope. She knew all too well how terrifying Old Demon Jia was; today, everyone might really die here.

"Maybe..."

The old man hesitated but then suggested something with an expectant tone: "Let's split up and run. Although the opponent is powerful, there's only one of them. If we separate, at least someone will escape."

His suggestion had some merit on the surface, but it was driven by selfishness.

Knowing that among this group, aside from the woman in palace robes, his strength ranked first, and he had considerable experience with speed techniques, if they split up, he believed his chances of escaping were quite high.

Comrades or not, at critical moments, one's own life is always the most important.

Of course, these words couldn't be said to outsiders. However, on the surface, his reason was still reasonable enough; if the woman in palace robes didn't want to die, she would likely agree with him.

The old man showed a cunning look and glanced at his fellow cultivators with deep meaning. These guys were merely cannon fodder for his escape.

However, this expression flashed by quickly, and everyone was too scared to notice.

Unexpectedly, the woman shook her head: "Splitting up is not wise."

"Why?"

The old man grew anxious.

"Old Demon Jia is an insect cultivator. Splitting up will make it easier for him to take us down one by one," said the woman in palace robes with a sigh.

"What? The opponent can control demonic insects?" The old man was shocked, but quickly his expression turned resolute: "Staying here means certain doom. Junior still believes that splitting up and running is the best choice."

Before he could finish speaking, he suddenly clasped his hands together, surrounded by flickering yellowish-green light. Then, this person transformed into a streak of lightning, flying faster than before toward the front.

"Earthevasion technique, Zhang junior... " The woman in palace robes was both shocked and angry that her fellow cultivator had abandoned them to run away alone. However, she couldn't intervene at such a critical moment.

But letting him escape felt unfair. Just as she hesitated, a light laugh echoed in their ears:

"Running? In front of this master, where can you go?"

Before he could finish speaking, the light ball came closer, and the figure inside became more visible. Then, with a wave of his sleeve, something black about a foot long flew out, accompanied by the sound of insect chirping.

"Ahh!"

The next moment, a scream filled their ears. By the standards of Core Formation stage cultivators, that old man's speed was already impressive, but in Old Demon Jia’s eyes, it wasn't good enough.

The demonic insects he summoned were also adept at flying. After a few flutters, they had already approached the old man, and this Core Formation stage cultivator, facing a foot-long demon insect, couldn’t even defend himself.

It was a creature that resembled a scorpion but was brightly colored, looking extremely strange. It was currently crawling on his face, devouring his essence blood.

"Seven-colored demonic scorpion!"

The woman in palace robes's pupils constricted as she showed signs of fear. According to legend, the venom from this insect could even render one's Inner Core unconscious if stung.

And what they saw confirmed the legend; the old man’s body was poisoned and had already died, but his Inner Core hadn't used instantaneous teleportation to escape—what else could it be?

"Uncle Senior?"

Seeing this scene, the disciples' expressions turned to an unimaginable level of fear. Their fighting spirit vanished.

The woman sighed; their fates were now in the hands of the opponent.

After a few more moments, the light ball approached from a hundred feet away. The light condensed, and a bald man wearing green robes appeared before them.

He stood tall and handsome, though his age was around forty, still exuding an air of elegance. If not for him ruthlessly eliminating that old man just now, the few disciples of Piaomiao Immortal Palace would never have linked him to Old Demon Jia from legend.

However, the woman in palace robes treated him as a formidable opponent; one couldn't judge someone by their appearance, and the sea could not be measured. Despite his good looks, he was undoubtedly ruthless.

He had an alias known as the Smiling Tiger.

Although Old Demon Jia came alone, his cultivation level far exceeded theirs. He was a late-stage Separation stage cultivator and skilled in controlling demonic insects.

On Piaomiao Immortal Palace's side, only the woman in palace robes was at mid-Separation stage; all others were Core Formation stage.

The difference between mid-stage and late-stage was significant, and as an ordinary mid-stage cultivator, he stood out among the late stages.

Thinking of this, the woman in palace robes sighed, her face growing increasingly grim.
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Now, to escape clearly meant no chance at all. After witnessing the terrifying power of the opponent's Drive Insect Technique just now, this woman couldn't even muster up the courage for a last-ditch battle.

Could it be that today was really her end?

The woman in court attire sighed and spoke tentatively into his ears: "Friend, why must you push so hard? We have no grudge. I am willing to hand over the Heartstone. Only ask my friend to let us go."

"Ah?"

The long-haired cultivator's face showed interest. "Those who know when to yield are wise. Lady Fairy is a clever and decisive person. As long as you agree to one more request from me, we can shake hands in peace."

"Friend, please speak."

Hearing this, the woman's face lit up with hope. Rumors said that Old Demon Jia was cruel and bloodthirsty—was it really just hearsay? Could he possibly be willing to show mercy?

"Indeed, Lady Fairy, I have heard your name before. Today, you truly are a beauty of倾国倾城. If you marry me, I will naturally not need the lives of your fellow disciples," Jia said with a grin.

The cultivators from Ethereal Fairy Palace were shocked and horrified. They never imagined that such a request would be made.

All eyes immediately focused on the woman in court attire.

Especially those lower-ranked cultivators had looks of hope, hoping their senior disciple would agree to save their lives.

Cultivators are inherently selfish; if there was even a sliver of hope, who would willingly die?

The woman's expression fluctuated between dark and light.

After several breaths, she shook her head. "Thank you, Brother Jia. However, my frail body is not fit to serve your friend. Please suggest another request."

"Hmph, refusing the wine and drinking the punishment."

Jia cultivator was furious. This old guy's face changed as quickly as flipping a book: "A servant who doesn't appreciate a gift. My proposal shows respect for you. Since you refuse my offer, I will capture you alive and use your body as a cauldron. My divine techniques will be even more powerful."

Before he could finish speaking, Jia Old Demon stretched out his hand and snapped it at his waist. A flash of light appeared, and a peculiar-shaped magical treasure resembling a scythe flew out.

Immediately, the sound of insects filled the air as hundreds of colorful demon locusts emerged and hovered beside the long-haired cultivator. He didn't even need to summon his treasures; just this Drive Insect Technique alone had already pinned down ordinary Separation Realm cultivators. To be honest, he was indeed skilled, far surpassing his peers.

"Senior Disciple."

The disciples from Ethereal Fairy Palace were terrified and looked at the woman in court attire with pleading eyes.

"Hmph, no need to say more. I would rather die than dishonor myself. Old Demon Jia, don't have any improper thoughts," the woman bit her lip, her voice firm and unyielding.

"Hmph, fool, do you think your life or death is still in your hands at this moment?"

Jia Old Demon's lips curled into a sneer as he waved his sleeves, casting several spells at the colorful demon locusts. The sound of insects filled the air as these terrifying creatures flew towards them.

"No... no good!"

The disciples from Ethereal Fairy Palace were stunned and looked around nervously. Even though they had summoned their treasures, their expressions showed no intention to fight.

They would surely lose without a battle.

Jia Old Demon's face was full of malice as he sized up the woman in court attire with a lecherous gaze, as if she was already his prize.

A mere hundred feet separated them. In an instant, half the disciples' life treasures were destroyed by the colorful demon locusts. Not only did these creatures carry剧毒, but their bodies were incredibly hard. Even at the Core Formation stage, their life treasures could not be used and faced the locusts like a dog chasing its tail.

Cries of pain filled the air; although no one had died yet, it was only a matter of time before blood flowed freely...

"Lady Fairy, consider my proposal again," the long-haired cultivator muttered.

But this time, without saying anything, the woman in court attire directly manipulated her treasure and struck at a colorful demon locust.

Jia Old Demon's eyes flashed with malice; he hadn't expected such a resilient mind. Threats and inducements were useless.

He cleared his throat loudly, and the attack of the colorful demon locusts intensified significantly compared to before. But just as this was happening, something unexpected occurred...

Boom!

Without any warning, the primordial energy in the world suddenly became chaotic.

A shocking spiritual pressure rose into the sky, and the clear sky darkened instantly.

Strong winds blew, and sand flew everywhere. The grayish sky suddenly produced countless clouds that swirled like silver snakes, lightning flashing through them. These clouds gathered at the center, making a loud rumbling sound as they rapidly churned, their shapes constantly changing.

After some time, the swirling of these clouds gradually calmed down, revealing a massive vortex several dozen feet in diameter. The bottom was invisible, surrounded by thick gray-white clouds, and countless lightning bolts jumped around it.

"What... what is this..."

The fighting stopped abruptly as both sides stood dumbfounded. Not only were the disciples from Ethereal Fairy Palace stunned, but even Jia Old Demon's face showed shock.

A strange phenomenon in the sky—a giant vortex cloud above them.

Could there be a precious artifact emerging?

No, then why was that huge spiritual pressure present?

Jia Old Demon's expression fluctuated as his strength had reached such a level; he still had some insight. After considering various possibilities, he decided to stay out of this mess.

He waved his sleeves and intended to cast a spell to control his treasure to subdue the woman in court attire before leaving. However, what happened next left him stunned—his power couldn't be used at all, as if it was being restrained by some powerful force.
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The moment the cultivators lost their mana, they were no different from ordinary people. The sound of thuds filled the air as the disciples of the Ethereal Immortal Palace tumbled down.

Their internal mana was sealed off; even the levitation technique could not be performed.

"Bad luck."

Old Demon Jia's face turned pale as he took a deep breath, his entire body radiating with vitality. He tried to use his divine light to escape from here.

However, what followed left him dumbfounded. The divine light flashed and quickly dimmed like a fleeting flower.

Old Demon Jia’s expression was grim. Despite feeling abundant mana in his dantian and meridians, he could not stir even the slightest bit of it.

"Damnit!"

Just as Old Demon Jia spoke, he fell from the sky like a broken-winged bird, landing with a "Ouch!"

The sound of pain echoed as they were thrown off balance. Fortunately, every time cultivators advanced, their bodies underwent refinement by essence energy, making them far more resilient than ordinary people. Otherwise, they would have suffered severe injuries or even lost their lives.

"What is happening?"

Old Demon Jia angrily raised his head, but the panic in his eyes could not be concealed. In contrast, the disciples of the Ethereal Immortal Palace appeared particularly delighted.

Although they were unsure what had happened, this unexpected event at least allowed them to temporarily avoid danger. Otherwise, their lives might have been taken by that old monster.

The sky grew increasingly dark as time passed. Soon, the primordial energy in the air began to agitate and gather, forming countless light points of varying sizes.

Some were as small as beans, while others had diameters of a dozen feet or more, appearing astonishingly large from afar.

"Not an appearance of a precious treasure!"

Old Demon Jia's expression was one of shock. The female cultivators from the Ethereal Immortal Palace shared his reaction; they were at the Separation stage and could not be fooled by such phenomena.

Either someone nearby was practicing some formidable secret technique, or this was a celestial phenomenon triggered by a cultivator’s advancement.

Regardless, the strength of this person far exceeded their imagination. They could not afford to provoke him.

For cultivators, whether they were refining secret techniques or advancing, being disturbed by others was the worst thing. In other words, they had likely offended some mysterious master, who would mercilessly eliminate them once he emerged from seclusion.

With that thought in mind, the disciples of the Ethereal Immortal Palace did not mention anything. Old Demon Jia's face turned gloomy as a hunter became prey. The taste of being hunted was far from pleasant.

The wisest choice now was to leave this place before the mysterious cultivator regained his strength and escape beyond his divine perception range. Once they were several thousand miles away, they would not have to worry about being pursued.

However, the idea sounded good but was as impossible as a dream. The truth was that he could not mobilize any mana at all!

Unable to fly, relying solely on their feet, how could they travel far?

This realization left Old Demon Jia’s face pale. Despite his many tricks, without the ability to drive essence energy, he could only sigh helplessly. It was like a skilled cook trying to make a meal with no ingredients.

The number of light points gathering in the surrounding area increased. After some time, the vortex above their heads emitted a burst of luminosity as the primordial energy light points were absorbed into it.

Boom!

It sounded like thunder rolling overhead, stirring the heart. The vortex continued to absorb primordial energy for several hours, growing larger with each influx. Initially only tens of feet wide, it expanded by dozens of times, reaching nearly a thousand feet in diameter. The entire sky seemed swallowed up, leaving only silver lightning dancing in the dark expanse.

Simultaneously, within a hundred miles around, an oppressive aura permeated everything.

Now, including Old Demon Jia, cultivators not only had their internal mana sealed but also found it difficult to stand.

At the Separation stage, this was already challenging. The situation for those at the Core Formation stage was even worse; most of them were pressed onto the ground, unable to move a finger, their faces filled with shock.

They could hardly imagine what kind of existence or technique they were witnessing, given how astonishing the celestial phenomena had become...

Now, unable to move, regardless of their thoughts, they could only wait where they stood.

After another cup of tea’s time, a beam of light shot out from the vortex and struck ten miles in front of them.

"Un… This is bad."

All cultivators’ faces changed. When the nest was destroyed, there were no unharmed eggs. At such close range, they would certainly be swept up too.

However, now unable to move, they could only show despair and await their fate with closed eyes.

But in the next moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

A small mountain range of over ten miles long appeared as a thick layer of essence energy rushed towards them.

The cultivators were dumbfounded. Before they could understand what was happening, the light beam had already disappeared into the peak of the tallest mountain.

"Essence energy infusion!"

Old Demon Jia exclaimed, his face showing envy and admiration. This method allowed for a rapid increase in strength, even leading to advancement.

But wasn't essence energy infusion a technique used by high-ranking cultivators, risking significant loss of true essence to rapidly enhance their juniors' cultivation?

This was directly performed using the primordial energy from nature—something he had never heard before.

Was it due to his limited knowledge or did he misinterpret what he saw?

Old Demon Jia was filled with confusion. Above him, the vortex continued to spew out beams of light that all disappeared into the mountain peak.

"Is this indeed essence energy infusion?"

The scale and momentum suggested a high-ranking cultivator at the Separation stage. Yet, why would such an existence choose such a remote location for advancement? Moreover, there were no fellow disciples or friends guarding them. This was too strange.

Old Demon Jia could not fathom it. In his cave, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, his body emitting colorful light. He exuded an enigmatic aura.

After the beams entered the mountain peak, they shrank to the size of a forearm and then disappeared into Lin Xuan’s head.

Lin Xuan showed no expression on his face, only holding his hands in front of him occasionally reciting spells. Essence energy infusion was something he never expected would occur after consuming peaches, but it seemed this was how he would advance.
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The mystical celestial phenomena persisted for a long time, lasting three days and three nights before the vortex gradually faded away, and the clouds dissipated with the wind.

The sky returned to its clear blue, stretching endlessly without a cloud in sight. The desert remained unchanged, vast and endless, filled only with some shrubs swaying gently in the breeze... A peaceful scene, as if nothing had happened.

"Phew!"

The dozen or so cultivators looked up, including the most powerful old demon, Jia, all looking disheveled. According to logic, it was the cultivator's own experience that posed the greatest danger during anadvance process. A moment of carelessness could lead to irreparable consequences.

However, there were always exceptions. For these observers over the past three days, it had not been easy either; their power was sealed, and the terrifying spiritual pressure encompassed a radius of dozens of miles around them.

Perhaps due to the significant difference in cultivation levels, under that pressure, they even struggled to breathe, let alone move or leave this place.

The difficult time finally passed. However, the cultivators exchanged glances and still hesitated to leave on their own. Otherwise, if they angered the mysterious senior cultivator, where would they have a chance to cry?

That celestial phenomenon had been so magnificent; the strength of the opponent was beyond imagination. It was likely that it was a cultivator above the spirit division. Such beings, once enraged, could kill them as easily as crushing an ant.

They naturally dared not act rashly under any circumstances.

Waiting now seemed their only choice.

Of course, the anxiety in their hearts was indescribable; being on tenterhooks accurately described their state.

Especially Jia, who regretted it bitterly. If he had known there was such a formidable figure here, he would rather have let the Ethereal Fairy Palace people go than get involved in this mess.

Now that they hadn't found the treasure but were dragged into trouble themselves, whether they could turn danger to safety remained uncertain.

There was no "if"… Neither in the mundane world nor in the realm of cultivation did regrets exist. He had been blinded by greed and now had to pay the price.

The hunter became the hunted. His fate now depended on his luck.

As for the cultivators from the Ethereal Fairy Palace, their expressions were also filled with anxiety. However, compared to Jia, they seemed much more composed.

If not for this unexpected turn of events, they would have already gone to the underworld. Now, picking up a small life was no exaggeration; how bad could it get?

Everyone's thoughts varied, but all were eagerly and anxiously waiting, silent as if awaiting fate's decision.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan remained seated cross-legged in his cave abode.

Unlike his stern expression during the influx of essence energy, Lin Xuan now wore a look of peace and joy. However, his eyes remained closed; he was using Inner Vision to probe his body’s condition.

To be honest, Lin Xuan had not expected such a convoluted outcome from consuming the refined peach to challenge his limits. He thought it would take at least half a year or more than a month, but it ended up taking a hundred years of effort.

This was entirely unforeseen by him. If he had known it would take so long, he might have hesitated about advancing here.

Fortunately, despite the twists and turns, his efforts were not in vain… No, to be precise, they surpassed his initial expectations significantly. The hundred years hadn't been wasted.

Not only did Lin Xuan's main spirit core successfully advance into the middle spirit division; his second spirit core and demon nucleus also advanced simultaneously, especially the second spirit core, which leaped several stages, almost crossing a major realm barrier, entering the spirit division with the demon nucleus.

Though it was still in its early stage, such results were beyond Lin Xuan's expectations. His two cores and one nucleus now had him at the middle spirit division, his main spirit core, second spirit core, and demon nucleus all in their initial stages. His essence energy had grown exponentially.

This wasn't exaggeration; Lin Xuan roughly sensed that compared to a hundred years ago, his essence energy's richness had increased by more than three times.

Moreover, his physical strength and vitality also improved slightly. Every time a cultivator advances, both the body and spirit core are re-cultivated with spiritual energy, enhancing various functions.

This advancement was particularly evident through the physical body. This time, it was essence energy infusion, which significantly strengthened the body.

In short, Lin Xuan's cultivation had taken a substantial leap in strength. While still far from a heavenly tribulation cultivator, other spirit division cultivators seemed insignificant to him now.

At this moment, he used Inner Vision.

The area of the spiritual energy lake in his dantian expanded significantly; the essence energy was incredibly thick and full of vitality. The blue star sea was similarly transformed, with more light points turning blue. Although the number still fell short compared to the blue ones, it had reached about a quarter of the star sea's volume, a remarkable progress that made Lin Xuan very happy.

Regarding his two spirit cores, their appearance remained unchanged, but upon closer inspection, they seemed more solidified. Their movements and actions now exuded a different kind of pressure from before.

As for the demon nucleus, it had turned pale silver, similar in size to a dragon's eye, slowly rotating above both spirit cores. Each rotation emitted multicolored light, with hundreds of arcane runes flowing out from its surface.

These runes were only as big as rice grains but each seemed highly intricate… Lin Xuan wore a satisfied expression.

Such changes in the demon nucleus were unforeseen by him; could it be related to his cultivation of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique?

Lin Xuan pondered, but now was not the time for conclusions. Detailed observation would yield results. However, one thing was certain: the demon nucleus's changes were beneficial, which delighted Lin Xuan.

Next, he used Inner Vision to examine his limbs and entire body; everything was in excellent condition, far exceeding his expectations.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan slowly raised his head and opened his eyes.

"Not bad, not bad."

Lin Xuan examined his palm. Compared to before, it seemed slightly whiter, but with a tight fist, a surge of vigorous power arose. He didn't strike; just the grip tightened enough to distort the nearby space.
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"Get up!"

Just as they were at a loss, Lin Xuan's warm and composed voice reached their ears. It seemed he was not angry or blaming anyone.

The cultivators breathed a sigh of relief and respectfully bowed again before cautiously lifting their heads.

"You are disciples of the Ethereal Immortal Palace?"

Lin Xuan looked at the cultivator standing to his left.

"Yes, I am an attendant of the Ethereal Immortal Palace."

The female cultivator in formal attire curtsied gracefully. Though her expression remained calm on the surface, she was secretly pondering the meaning behind Lin Xuan's words.

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed: "In the days when Senior Spirit Void was alive, how prosperous and flourishing the Ethereal Immortal Palace was! I never expected it to fall into such a state in just a hundred years."

"Senior, do you know Elder Spirit Void?"

The female cultivator's expression froze for a moment before she showed signs of joy.

It was highly likely that he was a cultivator above the Formation Stage. If this were true and an old friend of the late Grandmaster, then they wouldn't have to worry today.

Other disciples from the Ethereal Immortal Palace weren't fools either; they quickly showed eager and delighted expressions after their initial shock.

On the other hand, Old Monster Jia's expression was completely different. His face turned pale with fear and worry. At that moment, he almost wanted to flee but hesitated for a moment before staying in place. He would wait and see if this mysterious cultivator had no grudge against the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

However, his last shred of hope quickly shattered like a water bubble.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan smiled and nodded. "Although I am not a close friend with Senior Spirit Void, we do have some connection."

Lin Xuan's words were clearly aimed at saving the disciples from the Ethereal Immortal Palace. Regardless of how it turned out, he had gained much in this sect, and its decline was partly his fault. Although he didn't feel guilty about the cutthroat nature of the cultivation world, Lin Xuan wasn't averse to helping when he could.

This act would be seen as a form of compensation for the sect.

Of course, such thoughts were not suitable for outsiders to know.

He chose to say that he was an old friend of Senior Spirit Void because the elder had already passed away and couldn't be verified.

Lin Xuan's character always left no room for error. With his affirmation, the disciples from the Ethereal Immortal Palace reacted with joy on their faces. On the other side, Old Monster Jia's face turned as gloomy as if it could drip water.

The more he feared, the more likely something bad would happen. After waiting anxiously, he still faced this worst-case scenario.

What should he do?

Now facing a life-or-death decision, if this mysterious cultivator was indeed an old friend of the late Grandmaster, there was no doubt that he wouldn't spare him. It was high time to leave!

Although fleeing at this moment wasn't the best choice, the danger remained significant. Staying here meant certain death.

Better to take a risk and run than to wait and die.

With his mind made up, Old Monster Jia didn't hesitate any longer. Although his cultivation level was insignificant in Lin Xuan's eyes, he had experienced many trials to reach the Separation Stage. He took out a talisman from his pocket and slapped it on himself.

A dazzling light enveloped him, and a layer of emerald green spiritual light wrapped around his body. At an astonishing speed, he vanished like a bird flying towards the sky.

The technique he practiced was not ordinary; his original speed was already impressive. With this precious wood attribute spirit talisman, his speed doubled or even tripled.

A flash of green light and he appeared on the horizon, leaving only a tiny black dot behind.

The cultivators from the Ethereal Immortal Palace were shocked. Fortunately, Old Monster Jia hadn't used this talisman when chasing them; otherwise, they would have been captured long ago, possibly already in the netherworld.

Of course, it wasn't just luck. Facing a cultivator far weaker than himself, Old Monster Jia had no reason to use such a precious item. He knew it was a rare treasure obtained by chance from an ancient cultivator's cave.

He usually wouldn't use it but couldn't afford to be cautious now. His life was the priority; he dared not hide anything.

Even if he used this item, whether or not he could escape remained uncertain...

Before his thoughts were fully formed, Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in their ears: "Foolish creature, when did I say you could go?"

As Lin Xuan spoke, he raised his right hand and curled his fingers slightly. Apart from that, no other movements. Yet this simple gesture caused the air before him to visibly distort...

Old Monster Jia felt a sudden constriction as if bound by invisible chains. Before he could react, nearby space began to twist.

"Ahh!"

Two powerful forces tore at him. Old Monster Jia only managed to let out a cry before turning into a bloody mist.

He had fallen!

And the exact cause of his death was unclear even to himself; their disparity was too great to put into words.

The other cultivators from the Ethereal Immortal Palace were left speechless, hearts pounding with awe. He was truly formidable! If not for being chased to the brink and deeply experiencing Old Monster Jia's terrifying power, they might have thought he was just a figurehead.

Unfortunately, it wasn't so. Old Monster Jia's strength far surpassed his peers.

But this guy, who had gained fame among his peers, met his end effortlessly at Lin Xuan's hands.

This description was not exaggerated; Lin Xuan merely moved his fingers, exerting as much effort as crushing an ant.

The difference in cultivation stages couldn't explain it all. While killing a Separation Stage cultivator wasn't difficult, what Lin Xuan did seemed too effortless.

He was simply formidable!

Meanwhile, the other disciples from the Ethereal Immortal Palace showed even greater respect and secretly rejoiced that he was an old friend of the late Grandmaster; otherwise, if he had attacked them...

They didn't dare to think about it.

"Thank you for your assistance, Senior. Otherwise, we would have perished here. Please accept this bow as a token of gratitude," the female cultivator curtsied gracefully, her face filled with gratitude.
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"Merely a small favor," Lin Xuan said with a smile, appearing humble and unpretentious. He then swept his gaze over the gathered group: "I see you all are tired from your journey. You may rest here for a while before leaving."

Though Lin Xuan had saved the disciples of the Ethereal Fairy Palace, his current strength did not warrant much interaction with such low-ranking disciples.

"Yes!"

The woman hesitated but did not dare to speak further. Many old and powerful figures in cultivation were known for their unpredictable temperaments—smiling one moment, turning hostile the next. Such stories were common in ancient texts.

She was not familiar with Lin Xuan, and his swift elimination of Old Evil Demon confirmed that he was a ruthless individual. The woman was smart enough to avoid speaking rashly; it would be unwise to risk offending someone more powerful than herself. She nodded submissively.

"By the way," Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head, "there is one more matter."

"Senior, please speak your mind."

The woman's expression grew even more respectful upon hearing this.

"After you leave today, do not mention encountering me to anyone in our sect. Otherwise..."

Lin Xuan did not elaborate further, but the threat was clear.

"Rest assured, junior disciple, I am no fool. The encounter with Senior today will remain a secret among us, even from our elders."

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly. He had keen eyesight and could tell that her words were sincere. In such matters, any cultivator in her position would choose to keep secrets.

After all, who would want to offend someone more powerful than themselves? It was foolish to risk it.

Satisfied with the outcome, Lin Xuan turned back into his cave abode. The mysterious senior had closed himself off from visitors, and the Ethereal Fairy Palace cultivators wisely left after a brief rest.

Their cultivation levels were insignificant to Lin Xuan, but they were still formidable—most at least at the Core Formation stage.

They flew for nearly ten thousand miles in no time.

"Phew!"

The man dressed in black robes sighed with relief. This experience had been unforgettable.

"Thankfully, Senior has a past with Elder Lingxu. Otherwise, we might have met our end. Uncle, should we not seek permission from the elders about this senior?"

"Silence!"

The woman in court attire was furious and turned her head sharply: "Since we promised this senior, we must keep our word. Swear to me that no one will speak of today's encounter, or you shall be cast into the nine realms of hell for eternity!"

The cultivators were stunned by this revelation.

Did they really need to swear individually?

Before they could think further, the woman used mental communication: "Junior Disciple Zhang, you are too careless. Do not speak rashly. This senior is almost certainly a high-ranking cultivator above the Formation Stage. His mental perception extends far beyond your imagination; what you say might be sensed."

The man in black robes was startled and looked apprehensive.

"High-ranking cultivators like this one have many mysterious techniques that are truly beyond comprehension. Even if we return to our sect, breaking our promise could still result in detection by incredible means. Therefore, this matter is no joke; even close family or senior mentors must not reveal anything about him. Otherwise, you will regret my warning."

The woman's expression was grave as she spoke.

"Uncle, we understand. We will never disclose Senior's whereabouts under any circumstances."

The young girl, despite her low cultivation level, quickly made a heart vow with utmost sincerity.

Other Ethereal Fairy Palace disciples also reacted, unwilling to fall behind and made their own vows.

...

Indeed, the woman was not overcautious; Lin Xuan had seen everything. With his powerful mental perception, he could easily investigate even from ten thousand miles away. Even if they spoke or used mental communication, Lin Xuan heard every word clearly—their mental strength was vastly different.

Thus, their actions were no longer secrets to him.

"This girl is not so stupid."

Seeing the younglings make heart vows, Lin Xuan withdrew his mental perception with satisfaction. He intended to stay in this desert for a while and did not want his whereabouts to be exposed, as it might bring trouble.

Theadvanceprocess had taken a century of his time, far longer than expected. Shang'er must be worried, but he was willing to wait; after all, the extra time would not bother him much.

He still had some matters to attend to. He needed to finish organizing the treasures obtained from Ethereal Fairy Palace a hundred years ago.

Lin Xuan did not waste any more time and returned to his practice room.

He had already counted various materials; there were many heavenly treasures, and he had gathered most of the ingredients for his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

This was an unexpected bonus. He had categorized these materials before hisadvanceand stored them accordingly.

While the treasure vault contained numerous items, only three stood out as the finale: the Peaches of Immortality among them. The other two were equally significant.

Firstly, a True Spirit Puppet!

Though it was a failed creation, its strength was slightly inferior to that of a True Spirit but comparable to ordinary early-stage Golden Core cultivators.

This would be a great aid for Lin Xuan.

Of course, he needed to find the spirit stones to power the puppet.

While this seemed impossible on the surface, with his Blue Star Sea, finding spirit stone mines would significantly reduce the difficulty.

Based on his research from ancient texts, there was still hope that these spirit stone mines could provide what he needed.
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Finding this item, and then purifying the impurities within it using Blue Star Sea, would provide energy for the True Spirit Puppet. With such a helper at his disposal, even if he encountered entities like the Pillar of Evil's avatar during the Tribulation Period, he wouldn't be in as dire straits.

With this thought, Lin Xuan, despite his composure, couldn’t help but show some anticipation in his eyes. He carefully stowed away the treasure.

Next, Lin Xuan brushed his sleeve and took out the last of the three final treasures from the treasury.

Opening the box cover, a palm-sized talisman appeared before him.

The surface emitted a vibrant blue light; this wasn't just any ordinary talisman but a precious item left behind by the founding ancestor of Ethereal Immortal Palace for his disciples.

Thirty years of fortune and misfortune, Ethereal Immortal Palace was now in decline. However, its founding ancestor was indeed a true Tribulation Period cultivator. The power of such a talisman was beyond doubt.

Originally there were several, but many had been used up over the long years, saving the palace from numerous crises. This one in Lin Xuan's possession was the last remaining treasure.

The three final treasures each served different purposes and couldn't be compared for value. Apart from the peaches which he had already consumed, the other two could significantly enhance his strength.

Lin Xuan carefully put away the talisman.

The treasury contained numerous magical artifacts; there were many valuable items beyond just these final treasures. Despite his formidable power and high standards, Lin Xuan still found several decent-quality magical artifacts worth keeping.

Currently, he was holding an object in his hands—a mirror-like artifact.

Its design was ancient and elegant, indicating its non-trivial nature. Indeed, this wasn't a regular magical artifact but a Heaven-penetrating treasure, albeit of the later stage, it still held considerable power. Lin Xuan marveled at how rich Ethereal Immortal Palace's collection truly was.

The mirror had an ancient design with several篆字 engraved on its back, flowing like dragons and phoenixes.

Ji Lei Ancient Mirror!

From its name alone, one could tell that its abilities were formidable, and it belonged to the雷属性 category.

A雷属性 magical artifact, unless unexpected, generally possessed immense power.

Indeed, this Ji Lei Ancient Mirror would add a finishing touch to his strength. With it, he would have more combat options, especially against evil spirits where a雷属性 artifact could prove particularly effective.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and injected his divine consciousness into the mirror. Soon, large characters resembling dragons leaped out of his mind.

Lin Xuan was delighted; this must be the Treasure Formula without a doubt. He began to meditate deeply, delving into its secrets.

Three days later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. The abilities described in the Treasure Formula were complex but he understood them easily and had fully comprehended them, even grasping many subtle nuances.

He then started practicing the Treasure Formula while slightly refining the mirror.

This process was effortless for him.

This time, it took only two days to completely refine the Ji Lei Ancient Mirror. Though not yet at his command, its power allowed him to use it effectively in combat.

In a quiet room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with closed eyes, surrounded by multicolored spiritual light. He formed an odd hand seal, fingers intertwined like flying flames, and a palm-sized mirror hovered above his hand.

The surface of the mirror was covered with fine electric arcs, flickering and producing a faint crackling sound.

Indeed, this was the Ji Lei Ancient Mirror controlled by Lin Xuan through the Treasure Formula.

To his surprise, its power exceeded his expectations. Especially against evil spirits, it proved even more effective.

Lin Xuan's fingers moved rapidly as he cast a spell into the mirror.

As he did so,

Zap...

A thick electric arc about the size of an arm shot up from nowhere, though ordinary blue in color, it was clearly powerful and struck the nearby stone wall.

Several feet away, a green protective barrier appeared, intercepting the electric arc.

For several breaths, the crackling grew louder as the spiritual light flickered wildly, almost breaking apart at any moment.

After a few moments, the electric arc faded, but Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied. He had only activated two-thirds of the mirror's power and nearly broke his own trap. If he fully unleashed its might... Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled with anticipation.

However, there was no need to test this artifact immediately; after all, a magical item's true strength could only be judged during combat. Satisfied with the Ji Lei Ancient Mirror, Lin Xuan carefully put it away.

Next, he brushed his sleeve and took out another treasure from his storage bag.

It was an ancient scroll, exuding a primitive aura when opened.

Clearly a treasure of the Confucian sect, but unlike ordinary magical artifacts, this one carried a sinister edge, making it peculiar.

This wasn't obtained from Ethereal Immortal Palace's treasury; rather, it belonged to a powerful cultivator who had been searching for treasures alongside the True Spirit Puppet. Despite its power, Lin Xuan took it out.

Holding the scroll in his hand, though Confucian, other sects could also control it. However, compared to a Confucian cultivator, their strength would be slightly weaker. Nevertheless, due to its inherent quality, its combat effectiveness was impressive.

After confirming this, Lin Xuan spat some essence and infused it into the ancient scroll. He then briefly refined it before putting it away.

Resting for a moment, Lin Xuan took out his last chosen treasure from his storage bag.

It was a small cauldron about a foot in size, with an ancient design and mysterious patterns that hinted at its non-trivial nature. This artifact was originally used to hold Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills, according to the celestial demon, it belonged to the Xuan Heaven level.

Xuan Heaven Spirit Treasure!

Few had heard of such treasures; Lin Xuan happened to be one of them. It was crafted by ancient great cultivators and fell between pre-heaven and post-heaven spirit treasures in terms of power.

The Spiritual Formula Cauldron was the name of this final treasure.
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Cultivation knows no time. In a blink, three years had passed since Lin Xuan found himself in this desolate land.

During these three years, Lin Xuan had mastered various treasures and techniques, including the Spirit Art Furnace. Now, both his infant souls had advanced to a higher stage, and he had gained many new treasures. His strength had grown exponentially compared to a century ago.

All his treasures were already sorted out. This trip to the Ethereal Immortal Palace had yielded more than any of his previous adventures. There was no need for him to linger here; it was time to return to the Frozen Soul Ice Plains.

Xiang'er, that little girl, must have been eagerly waiting for news from him after a century of silence.

Lin Xuan sighed and, without hesitation, gathered the array flags around his cave. His body enveloped in a layer of green light, he transformed into a brilliant beam and left at lightning speed.

---

The Frozen Soul Ice Plains.

A century ago, the battle between the Snow Fox Clan had completely altered the power dynamics among the妖族 (yao zue) here. Originally, it was a three-way balance, but now the Snow Fox Clan thrived while the Cold Rat and Ice Bear clans became their vassals.

Though a hundred years is not long, in this short time, the Snow Fox Clan had gained more resources and flourished even more. The subjugated ice bears and cold rats, though resentful, could do nothing to change their situation. The combined power of all the妖族 (yao zue) here now exerted a greater influence, and Xiang'er followed Lin Xuan's advice by not opposing human cultivators. Instead, she opened markets in the outer regions of the ice plains, trading local treasures with humans.

This improved relations with the human world while also providing better opportunities for the妖族 (yao zue) to develop. As a result, everything seemed to be moving towards a more favorable direction.

Xiang'er, as the driving force behind these changes, had gained unprecedented respect and status. She was not only the Holy Maiden of the妖族圣殿 (yao zu sheng dian), but also the de facto ruler of the Frozen Soul Ice Plains. A single tap of her jade foot could shake a million square miles of ice plains as well as the surrounding human cultivation world.

This statement was no exaggeration; Xiang'er was the princess of all the妖族 (yao zue) in these frozen lands.

However, she was not content.

It was not because any trouble had befallen her clan or that she faced some personal challenge. It was Lin Xuan… that damn guy who had been absent for a century without a word.

Speaking of Lin Xuan, a hint of blush appeared on Xiang'er's beautiful face. Their connection could be traced back to the days when they first met on妖灵岛 (ya ling dao). At that time, Lin Xuan was still an infant soul cultivator, while Xiang'er had just been born, and Mooner was by his side. They coincidentally ended up together.

If it weren't for Lin Xuan's protection, the mischievous young snow fox might have wandered away and fallen into the clutches of some villain.

Though there were grievances between Lin Xuan and the Snow Fox Clan, their relationship with Xiang'er had a deep bond. When they first met on妖灵岛 (ya ling dao), he provided shelter to the newborn snow fox. A millennium later, they met again in this spirit realm; the once mischievous young snow fox had grown into a beautiful maiden and became the princess of her clan.

When their clan faced danger, it was Lin Xuan who stepped forward to save her from peril…

They say that heroes love beauties, and the reverse is also true. How could Xiang'er not feel anything after all those times he saved her?

Moreover, she was just starting to understand emotions, her heart full of longing, already tied to Lin Xuan.

But this young girl was still confused about her feelings, unaware of how much she cared for him. However, with Lin Xuan missing for a century, how could she be happy?

Xiang'er had also sent people to the Ethereal Immortal Palace to discreetly inquire about his whereabouts.

However, Lin Xuan's actions were too secretive; even the cultivators at the Ethereal Immortal Palace did not know he had visited. What information could her spies gather from such a shadowy figure?

All in vain.

This made Xiang'er more worried. In these hundred years, many changes had occurred at the Ethereal Immortal Palace. Had Lin Xuan been involved in some turmoil and perished?

If it weren't for her clan's heavy responsibilities, she might have ventured out on her own to the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

But now, circumstances were different; she was the key figure for countless妖族 (yao zue), so she could not act recklessly.

Still, even if she couldn't go, her heart had already flown thousands of miles away. How could this young girl be happy knowing that Lin Xuan's fate remained unknown?

Moreover, she couldn't confide in anyone about these feelings. Despite being the leader of a clan, she lacked someone to share such intimate thoughts with.

Xiang'er's life was full of hardships; her parents had passed away early, and she was raised by her sister. However, Princess Yuanke faced danger hundreds of years ago, ice-bound by chaotic Yin energy, and it was Lin Xuan who disappeared in an attempt to save her.

These thoughts made Xiang'er sigh with even more guilt.

Just as she was moping about, a burst of spiritual light revealed a fire dragon flying towards her.

Xiang'er's eyes widened, her delicate expression turning into one of intelligence and authority. Her worries were hidden deep within; in public, Xiang'er exuded the grace of a princess, which is why she could command so much respect from other妖族 (yao zue).

She raised her hand, and the fire dragon condensed into an egg-sized flame ball that sank into her palm.

Xiang'er lowered her head, sinking into her spiritual awareness.

Was there something wrong in the clan that required such a disturbance?

Her thoughts were filled with uncertainty. However, after just a few moments, Xiang'er lifted her head again, no longer showing any signs of worry or surprise but instead a look of joy.

The proud princess could not sit still; she ignored her feminine dignity and rushed out like a gust of wind.

---

"Only a century has passed, yet the changes here are truly remarkable."

Lin Xuan stood with his hands behind his back. Before him was an immense ice wall… or rather, an enormous ice city built into the mountainside. The terrain was treacherous, towering over a thousand feet high.

Defensible and imposing, the entire city exuded a powerful aura!

The妖族 (yao zue) lived in tribes, but their settlements were simpler compared to humans. Such grandeur was rarely seen here.

This was all due to Lin Xuan's efforts. A century ago, he advised Xiang'er to interact more with humans. As a result, the princess established markets on the outer regions of the Frozen Soul Ice Plains, learning from human strengths while trading resources. This led to the construction of this magnificent city.
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Lin Xuan didn't need to sneak in if he wanted to. With his miraculous speed, it would be a breeze. However, since Lin Xuan and Fragrant had a good relationship, there was no need for him to act secretly.

Thus, he walked into the Frost Soul Ice Plain with great strides.

Since Fragrant became the Ice Plain's ruler, although relations between her people and humans improved significantly—leading to the establishment of markets where goods could be exchanged—the fighting and conflicts were reduced. However, humans and demons remained fundamentally different. The thousand-year-old grudge couldn't just vanish by changing their relationship.

This required a process.

Therefore, deep within the Frost Soul Ice Plain, in the heart of the demon realm, humans still couldn't enter; otherwise, they would be killed without mercy.

Fortunately for Lin Xuan, he left this place a hundred years ago and had received a token from Fragrant. Otherwise, even though no demon could stop him, it might have been too amusing to kill his way into the Snow Fox Clan's territory.

Fragrant's fame was widespread now, and with her token, Lin Xuan wasn't troubled or delayed on his journey. As he approached the Snow Fox Clan's territory, a massive ice wall came into view.

Though not close, they were within reach. Lin Xuan thought about meeting Fragrant soon but found himself facing trouble instead. Several Transformed Period demon cultivators stopped him.

Lin Xuan showed them his token, but it was of no use. These little fellows didn't believe in it; in their minds, Princess Fragrant, like a celestial princess, wouldn't give such an intimate token to a mere human cultivator.

It must have been stolen!

Lin Xuan was speechless. He wasn’t someone who took kindly to such things. If not for Yuanke and Fragrant's sake, he would have extracted their souls and refined them into essence.

A Transformed Period demon dared to look down on him as a high-ranking cultivator; it seemed the Snow Fox Clan had indeed prospered, even making some little demons with nascent spirits arrogant.

Fortunately, though they didn't believe in his strength, they could see that Lin Xuan was far superior. In the world of cultivation, might is right, so they dared not be disrespectful.

They refused to let him enter while flattering and bowing. Then they sent out a transmission talisman; they had no authority to handle this matter, so they could only disturb Princess Fragrant.

Not long after, within just a few breaths, a flash of light appeared from afar, quickly approaching them.

Fragrant was there too.

The light faded, revealing her radiant and excited face.

"Your Highness," Lin Xuan greeted.

Several proud Snow Fox demon cultivators were shocked; they bowed respectfully. They hadn't expected their beloved princess to be here. Could this man really not be a fraud? His words might be true.

Meanwhile, the demons were extremely excited. Fragrant was indeed their idol, but as lowly creatures, they rarely got close enough to see her. Even just glimpsing her from afar was considered fortunate.

Today's chance encounter seemed to bring them good fortune through this mysterious cultivator.

Before their thoughts could fully process what happened next, the scene left them speechless and almost doubting their eyes.

Even Lin Xuan himself was startled.

"Big Brother Lin, it really is you."

The excited voice of the little girl entered his ears. She leaped into his arms, as if she were hugging him.

Lin Xuan held her close, unsure where to place his hands.

It wasn't that Princess Fragrant was too forward; she was genuinely emotional.

Though Fragrant appeared to be thriving on the surface, behind the scenes, many worried about Lin Xuan's disappearance. Though she hadn't cried, midnight thoughts often brought back memories of the big bad guy.

Seeing him safely return filled her with joy, but this sudden happiness made her act out of character.

However, this action frightened several demons.

Princess Fragrant...

Who was this person?

Various speculations arose as they recalled a legend from their clan... Could it be?

A hundred years ago, Lin Xuan had turned the tide. If not for him, the Snow Fox Clan would have faced immense peril; perhaps even been erased from the Frost Soul Ice Plain.

All of this could be attributed to his efforts, but given Lin Xuan's nature, he didn't like spreading such matters widely.

Lin Xuan had instructed Fragrant to minimize her influence. Only a few elders in the Snow Fox Clan knew about his deeds.

But walls have ears. Despite following Lin Xuan’s advice, rumors and speculations still spread within the clan over the years.

Could this human cultivator be the one with profound power who did great favors for their clan?

Princess Fragrant...

The demons froze, lowering their heads, unable to speak.

After a dozen breaths, Fragrant herself realized her actions were too intimate. She stepped back, blushing and becoming even more charming.

"Big Brother Lin, why have you been delayed so long before returning."

"Eh..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback; this question wasn't easy to answer. His time at the Ethereal Immortal Palace hadn’t actually taken much time, but he had spent a century because he took the Peaches of Immortality to advance his cultivation. He thought success or failure would be clear soon.

Who knew it would take so long.

However, Lin Xuan didn't plan on revealing this truth. Fragrant's nature might have driven her crazy; there was no need for him to create unnecessary discomfort.

But in a moment, he couldn’t think of a perfect lie either.

Before his thoughts could fully form, someone suddenly exclaimed, "Big Brother Lin, when did you advance to the Intermediate Spirit Formation stage?"

Fragrant was stunned. She hadn't noticed this during their first meeting due to excitement but now her expression changed dramatically.

She considered herself a super genius in cultivation and had access to suitable treasures within the Snow Fox Clan. Yet, even with these advantages, her current progress remained difficult.

After all, reaching the Spirit Formation stage made everything more challenging, no matter how talented you were.

The little girl estimated that advancing from Intermediate Spirit Formation to Advanced Spirit Formation would take at least seven or eight thousand years, if everything went smoothly—thanks to his extraordinary talent.

For a cultivator, achieving this within ten millennia was already impressive.

But Big Brother Lin?

Only one hundred years?

One hundred years ago, he was still in the Intermediate stage; now he had advanced to Advanced. Even seeing it with his own eyes, the little girl found such rapid advancement too unbelievable?
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Fortunately, there's the Nine Perils to Alarm.

In these past two weeks of hard work, he finally had ample rewards.

Seeing Shang'er's worried face, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a comforting smile. "Little girl, don't worry; Yuanke has already been saved."

As if to confirm what Lin Xuan said, figures darted behind him, and another strikingly beautiful face emerged.

Similar to Shang'er in some ways, but clearly more mature and composed, her facial lines were sharper with a distinct ruggedness. Despite her weakened state, her presence was still brisk and noble.

Isn't it Yuanke?

"Big sister... Sister!" Tears streamed down Shang'er's fair cheeks like pearls. Though their reunion after a hundred years might seem strange, they hadn’t truly been apart for so long; Shang'er often visited her elder sister. However, with Princess Yuanke frozen in ice and unconscious, such visits had little meaning. Thus, saying they were meeting now was not entirely inaccurate.

"Shang'er, these many years have been hard on you."

Yuanke's face softened with affection. Only when facing her closest sister did she show such a tender side.

"Not at all, Sister. You've finally escaped your predicament."

Overjoyed, Shang'er leaped into Yuanke’s embrace. Witnessing the sisters' genuine emotions, Lin Xuan felt a sense of satisfaction. In the cultivation world, where survival of the fittest prevailed, doing something beneficial for others was indeed pleasant.

Lin Xuan didn't disturb their emotional reunion and quietly left.

Not long after, within an hour or so, two beautiful young women emerged hand in hand.

Yuanke seemed to be slightly better than before. The Penglai Nine Immortals Pills he had given her truly worked wonders.

Seeing Lin Xuan raise his head, Yuanke, despite her frailty, hurried forward and bowed deeply. "Princess, no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan waved his hand lightly, a subtle force of qi supporting her. "It was nothing."

Of course, this was merely politeness. For the past two weeks, Lin Xuan had spared no effort to save Yuanke from the ice. The rewards were immense; he even collected chaotic yin essence, something rare and precious for even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Thus, he hadn't wasted his efforts but gained immensely. However, there was no need to make this explicit.

Yuanke genuinely felt grateful. While saving her was important, what mattered more was that without Lin Xuan's timely aid, the Snow Fox Clan might have been entirely wiped out by their enemies. She couldn’t help feeling deeply thankful for his intervention.

Shang'er was similarly moved but didn't express it in words. Her gaze towards Lin Xuan had become warmer and more affectionate. Even Yuanke noticed a subtle difference. Could Shang'er...? But she merely wondered, not asking anything immediately.

Yuanke understood the subtleties well; there was no need to rush.

Lin Xuan didn't stay long with the two women. First, despite taking the Penglai Nine Immortals Pills, Yuanke was still very weak after being frozen for so long. Second, their reunion after a hundred years meant they had much to catch up on.

Thus, Lin Xuan briefly chatted before bidding farewell.

Shang'er had already prepared an excellent cave dwelling for him.

Returning home, Lin Xuan immediately closed himself off in meditation.

In the past two weeks, his essence qi was depleted. Though he managed to cast spells with a ten-thousand-year-old spirit elixir, his true essence had been significantly consumed.

Since relying on external spirit medicines wasn't the right path, he needed to retreat and recover for some time.

Of course, such a retreat wouldn’t last long; after about a month, Lin Xuan’s true essence was fully replenished.

Outside the cave, many greeting talismans were already waiting.

They were undoubtedly from Princess Yuanke and Shang'er.

Lin Xuan had done favors for both sisters, so their concern was genuine.

Over the next few days, they visited him several times. Lin Xuan noticed that Shang'er's attitude towards him seemed different now. While it was hard to pinpoint exactly what changed, she appeared more gentle and affectionate, less stubborn and capricious, exuding a more alluring charm of a young woman.

Could this be... did the little girl have feelings for him?

Lin Xuan wasn’t foolish; he quickly guessed the truth.

But how should he handle it? He was unsure. Did he like Shang'er?

After careful thought, it seemed he did, but not to the extent of love. How to deal with these feelings was unclear to Lin Xuan.

Thus, pretending to be unaware was his only choice.

Don’t blame Lin Xuan for being cautious.

Moon and Qinxin were no longer by his side; without truly considering his options, he naturally didn't know how to respond. This was a responsible approach.

Lin Xuan pretended not to notice, and Shang'er’s delicate nature prevented the matter from becoming explicit.

Apart from this, their interactions remained pleasant. Describing it as harmonious and joyful would be accurate.

However, such moments were fleeting. Soon, Lin Xuan announced another retreat.

Shang'er and Yuanke looked surprised; Lin Xuan's dedication to cultivation was excessive.

Or perhaps there was a reason?

Perhaps he wanted to avoid her? This thought made Shang'er feel disappointed. However, this time, it was the little girl’s overthinking. While Lin Xuan hadn’t decided how to handle their relationship, he wasn't avoiding her; his reasons were different.

In the quiet room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and adjusted his breath.

Soon, his spirit and energy were at peak condition.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, a satisfied expression on his face. He then waved his sleeve, and a葫芦-shaped treasure flew out.

Its quality was evident, but its origin remained unclear to him; he had found it in the storage bag of some unfortunate cultivator. However, Lin Xuan took this treasure not for combat but because it contained something: chaotic yin essence.

According to the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Technique, once the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire reached its peak, even true immortals would retreat. Its power was unparalleled and legendary, a spell capable of slaying deities.

Whether it lived up to this reputation, Lin Xuan wasn't sure, but the mere description was enticing enough.

Of course, reaching such a level required simultaneously refining yin and yang energies, which was far beyond his current stage.
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Lin Xuan still hadn't gathered all the components in his hands.

But that didn’t matter.

Even if he couldn’t simultaneously refine both Yin and Yang energies, simply adding the chaotic primordial yin energy would greatly enhance the power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame. In fact, it might even increase more than twofold.

Such a good opportunity was one Lin Xuan wouldn't pass up for anything.

However, as he looked at the葫芦 in front of him, a trace of seriousness appeared in his eyes.

The chaotic primordial yin energy was indeed a treasure on par with heaven-defying standards. But it was also extremely dangerous.

Speaking of which, Yuanke had been quite lucky. She merely got frozen by this item; otherwise, with the chaotic primordial yin energy's divine powers, killing a spirit-stage creature would have been as easy as turning over one’s palm.

Facing such a perilous yet valuable treasure, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford any carelessness. His mind raced, and he reviewed the method from the Black Moon Heaven Witch Art on how to refine this item once again.

Previously, Lin Xuan had spent considerable time contemplating it, ensuring his understanding was without even the slightest error. The path of cultivation was not only arduous but also perilous. For instance, refining such a natured treasure could be immensely useful if successful, but failure would lead to an irreversible disaster for the refiner.

Lin Xuan knew this well and, given his personality, he was naturally cautious to the extreme.

After reflecting briefly, Lin Xuan confirmed that he had fully understood the method. He then raised his right hand and sent a spell towards the treasure before him.

The葫芦 trembled as its surface emitted intense spiritual light, faint sounds of thunder and wind entering his ears. A thread-like strand of chaotic primordial yin energy emerged from within.

Though described as thin like a hair, it was no exaggeration; it was indeed as fine as a hair. Given Lin Xuan’s current strength, he wouldn’t dare release too much when refining this treasure to avoid putting himself in an extremely dangerous situation.

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish and certainly didn’t act rashly for quick gains!

And that thin strand of energy revealed its extraordinary nature.

Its color was unremarkable, a plain grayish hue. In the beginning of chaos, the colors of all things were like this.

However, the spiritual energy within it was anything but ordinary. It couldn't be called spiritual energy; chaotic primordial yin energy itself was one of the fundamental sources of the cosmos.

It contained the oldest and most ancient laws of heaven and earth. While Lin Xuan couldn’t comprehend these in his current state, he merely needed to find a way to integrate them into the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame.

Lin Xuan examined that gray strand for a moment before waving his sleeves. A small flame, about the size of an egg, emerged from his sleeve, its surface emitting spiritual light and changing colors rapidly.

Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame!

It quietly hovered beside Lin Xuan.

Without pausing, his hands moved like butterflies, sending spell after spell from his fingertips.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame emitted intense spiritual light, and its shape changed continuously.

The entire process lasted nearly half an hour.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no sign of relief. Sweat beads appeared on his forehead.

However, the color of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame became more vibrant.

Then a clear, high-pitched cry echoed in his ears.

The sound was as clear and resounding as if it had been flying through the nine heavens.

It resembled the call of a celestial phoenix according to legend. At the same time, the volume of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame suddenly increased by more than a hundred times, revealing a massive fireball.

Fortunately, this cave where Lin Xuan was located was incredibly spacious; otherwise, such a large fireball wouldn’t fit in his practice room.

Then, like a newly hatched bird, a phoenix measuring over ten feet long leaped out of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame. Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of joy as he moved with greater urgency, reciting ancient and mysterious incantations.

As time passed, Lin Xuan’s expression began to show signs of pain, but he didn’t stop his actions.

A small red dot appeared on his forehead, but upon closer inspection, it was actually a delicate phoenix pattern.

That pattern gradually grew larger before his eyes.

It seemed ready to take flight!

This wasn't just any phoenix pattern; it had been formed by fusing the celestial phoenix’s essence blood with Lin Xuan's true essence energy.

In the next moment, the phoenix really flew down from his forehead.

Then, like a soul, it merged into the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame. The clear cry grew louder.

The phoenix that had previously only existed in appearance now seemed to possess divine grace.

It wasn’t an exaggeration to say this was Lin Xuan’s celestial phoenix incarnation.

With the celestial phoenix's essence blood integrated, it gave the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame a connection with the king of all birds, adding some level of influence.

This was why Lin Xuan dared to try refining the chaotic primordial yin energy.

The rebirth of the phoenix through fire would greatly enhance the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame’s power in the short term. This increased success rate by a considerable margin.

With all steps prepared, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and raised his right hand, pointing it forward.

"Quickly!"

As he moved, the size of the phoenix shrunk visibly, becoming only about a foot long.

Despite its reduced size, it seemed more solid and substantial. At first glance, it didn’t appear to be an illusion but rather a tangible entity.

Then, with a determined look on its face, the small phoenix spread its wings and flew towards the chaotic primordial yin energy.

Its eyes still showed some fear, but under Lin Xuan's urging, it swallowed the strand of chaotic primordial yin energy whole.

Lin Xuan watched closely as he raised his hands, pouring thick spiritual power into the phoenix’s body with a spell.

"Breath!"

Three months later, Lin Xuan emerged from the cave, visibly exhausted.

Reflecting on the process of refining the chaotic primordial yin energy, Lin Xuan felt relieved and fortunate. The only way to describe it was by luck.

His preparations had been thorough, but he still underestimated the danger of this treasure. His success purely depended on good fortune.

Note that Lin Xuan hadn’t refined all the chaotic primordial yin energy; over three months, he managed to refine just a strand as fine as a hair.

Although there was still plenty of chaotic primordial yin energy in the葫芦, Lin Xuan didn’t dare try again. His success this time was due to luck, and continuing to take risks might not yield such good fortune. A wise person knows when to stop.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t do anything without a chance of success.

While refining just one strand couldn’t grant the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame the unique power of chaotic primordial yin energy, it did increase its potency by about ten percent.

Indeed, if both Yin and Yang energies were fully integrated, what benefits they would bring was beyond Lin Xuan’s imagination. However, he thought that such a technique might be capable of slaying immortals, not an exaggeration at all.
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Unfortunately, his current realm was too low for him to refine more混沌太阴之气. This was the only regret.

However, a person should be content with what they have. The收获 he gained this time was already quite rich. Emotionally and logically, he shouldn't expect any more. Let everything take its natural course would be best.

Once he advanced to the Transcendence Realm as a powerful cultivator in the future, the remaining混沌太阴之气 would naturally become easier to refine.

Impatience doesn’t help when dealing with tofu. Lin Xuan knew this well.

In the following days, Lin Xuan remained among the Snow Fox Clan. It wasn't because he was enjoying himself and had forgotten his original purpose for coming to Ice Sea World.

Rather, faced with Shang'er's affectionate gaze, Lin Xuan truly found it hard to say goodbye. If he left now that his goal had been achieved, there would be no need for him to stay here. After all, in terms of cultivation conditions, Nael Dragon Realm was one of the top interfaces in the Spirit World, offering far more advantages than Ice Sea World.

Although Lin Xuan hadn't figured out how to handle this relationship yet, he could pretend not to know for now. But leaving over it would seem too cold and unfeeling.

Lin Xuan wasn’t that irresponsible, so he temporarily stayed here.

Fortunately, even if he didn’t return to Nael Dragon Realm immediately, there were still many things he needed to take care of. For instance, using the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill to refine his inner body.

After consuming the Peach Fruit of Immortality, both of his infant souls had advanced simultaneously, especially the second one, which might have started lower but ended up with the richest gains—crossing an entire major realm and entering the Spirit Separation Stage.

This made his cultivation less urgent. However, once he successfully refined his inner body, it would still bring numerous benefits to him. Therefore, there was no need for him to delay; he should first refine it before making a decision.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan announced that he was going into seclusion again.

Shang'er and Princess Yuanke were not overly concerned about his repeated announcements of seclusion. They had already grown accustomed to it. After all, if Lin Xuan wasn’t such an arduous cultivator, how could his strength grow so rapidly? His divine techniques and spiritual power far surpassed those of his peers.

Hard work yields results. Lin Xuan’s achievements were inseparable from his diligence.

The Snow Fox sisters thought this way and didn't find it strange when he announced seclusion every few days.

At present, Lin Xuan was sitting in a quiet room.

Before him lay various bottles and jars filled with different materials.

There were nearly a hundred of them. These were very rare ingredients. For refining his inner body, Lin Xuan planned to use the medicinal spirit from the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill as the main component. However, there were also numerous auxiliary materials, many of which were priceless treasures.

For an ordinary cultivator at this level, let alone that precious medicinal spirit, even gathering other auxiliary items would be challenging.

Lin Xuan couldn’t rely on common sense to figure it out, but he still spent considerable effort preparing everything. Now, all the preparations were in place, leaving only the final step of refinement.

But this was also the most critical step.

Generally speaking, with these high-quality raw materials, as long as one didn't make a foolish mistake during the refining process, an inner body could be successfully refined.

However, even if the materials were the same, the difference in refining techniques and fire control would significantly affect the quality of the inner body. This was similar to alchemy.

With the same raw materials, due to different refining processes, one might end up with a priceless treasure or a waste pill.

The difference between them could be as vast as heaven and earth.

While Lin Xuan wasn’t overly concerned about refining pills, he could use the Blue Star Sea for purification if it failed. However, now that he was preparing to make an inner body, if its quality wasn't up to par, even the Blue Star Sea would be helpless.

Other auxiliary materials were one thing, but a medicinal spirit was a rare and unpredictable treasure. If this refinement failed, his next chance to find such a treasure might not come for a long time.

Therefore, he must be cautious; there could only be success, no failure.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and cast two hand seals. He placed them on his knees and adjusted his breath for half an hour until his essence spirit was at its best.

He waved his sleeves, and a jade bottle flew out from his sleeve. Lin Xuan unscrewed the cap, and a flash of light emitted a fist-sized light ball.

It tried to shoot away, but Lin Xuan had anticipated this move and wouldn’t let it escape.

With his right hand raised, he curled his fingers slightly, and a green霞 rose up, enveloping the light ball. At the center of the light ball was a small pill about the size of a bean, spinning ceaselessly. Each time it tried to break free, it was easily blocked by the green霞.

Of course, it was the medicinal spirit.

Lin Xuan looked at this treasure trapped inside and his eyes narrowed with satisfaction. But just then...

Boom!

A thunderous sound shook the heavens and earth. Lin Xuan sensed a strong spatial fluctuation.

"What's happening?"

Lin Xuan was startled. He was in his cave dwelling, which had excellent safety measures and隔音效果. Even if there were a catastrophic event outside, it wouldn’t affect him at all.

But now, this thunderous sound broke through the barriers of the array flags and entered his ears. Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious.

Could it be...?

Without hesitation, he waved his sleeves to gather everything, including the medicinal spirit, into his waist pouch.

Then, he moved out of the cave dwelling, taking away the array flags outside.

As soon as he stepped out, Lin Xuan felt a powerful spiritual pressure approaching. He was caught off guard and slightly delayed in his movements, making him look even more displeased.

Even Lin Xuan looked so, imagine how the entire Snow Fox Clan fared under this terrifying spiritual pressure. Only two princesses and a few top guest elders could move; the other creatures were paralyzed by it.

At that moment, several Spirit Separation Realm cultivators had come outside, but their expressions were extremely grim, especially Lin Xuan’s.

This spiritual pressure was not only terrifying but also familiar, exuding an ominous aura. It was undoubtedly at the Spirit Separation Stage.

Toumu!
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Lin Xuan recognized the aura of this unexpected guest, yet his own face was filled with incredulity.

How could it be possible!

The avatar of Tiaomu; he had surely eradicated it a hundred years ago. Its fur and bones were still in his storage bracelet. It couldn't possibly have revived itself.

What on earth was going on?

Could it be... that he misread the situation?

Lin Xuan felt dazed, but quickly shook his head.

No, he couldn't have made such a mistake. This terrifying aura was undoubtedly Tiaomu's.

And it had him firmly locked in its sights.

Was this avatar of one of the Four Evils of the Demon Realm really descending to the Spirit Realm again?

With no time to think, Lin Xuan could only speculate. But this... was too insane.

After all, Tiaomu was a true spirit of the Demon Realm, known for its formidable reputation. Such an existence wouldn't dare open a portal between realms lightly; it would be hunted down by the great powers of the Spirit Realm if it did so.

In the Spirit Realm, its strength would be somewhat diminished. Facing an overwhelming force, it could easily fall in battle without even noticing.

Though Tiaomu was ruthless, he wasn’t stupid enough to take such a risk. Even descending an avatar here carried significant danger. One descent might be acceptable with careful planning, but to send another avatar into the Spirit Realm after one had been eradicated... that was too insane.

Avatars were hard to cultivate and had a deep connection to their original forms. Too many avatars falling could affect the main body in some way. Few great powers would act so recklessly, which is why Lin Xuan found Tiaomu's actions so absurd.

Could there be something precious in this Ice Sea Realm that made him take such risks?

Though Lin Xuan had inventoried the treasures of the Elder Xuan Ice, none were truly remarkable enough to warrant such repeated contention. The jade cylinder with the "Soul Burning Art" was useful but risky to use due to its immense power.

Tiaomu wasn't after this item.

But if not for a treasure, could it be revenge?

Lin Xuan's mind flashed another thought.

No, that wouldn’t be worth such risk. But who could say? His cautious nature aside, Tiaomu was known for his explosive temper. In the Human Realm, he had ruined Lin Xuan’s plans; a hundred years ago, an avatar of his had been eradicated by chance. Perhaps this guy was so enraged that he disregarded all consequences and sent another avatar to the Spirit Realm.

As if to confirm Lin Xuan's suspicions, the sky suddenly turned dark.

Dark clouds gathered, though not to the point of complete darkness, they made it feel as if the sun had set on the horizon.

But this was only the beginning. Soon, thunder rumbled in his ears, getting louder and more intense each time. It sounded like giants were beating their war drums, tearing at everyone's eardrums with its terrifying sound.

Some lower-level demons fainted from the shock, while others had fresh blood seeping from their mouths.

Lin Xuan’s expression was serious. While this loud noise wasn’t much of a problem for him, the formidable enemy he would face...

He didn't have much confidence.

In fact, he felt that his chances were zero.

The enemy was too strong!

An avatar of Tiaomu could be a major monster at the Transcendence stage.

Last time, he had managed to eradicate it purely by luck. The avatar had already suffered severe injuries before facing him and had dropped in cultivation level due to its grievous condition. If not for that, Lin Xuan might have lost.

This time was different. If Tiaomu sent another avatar, it would be fully intact. Despite his dual infant and one pillbottle advancing simultaneously, he still wouldn’t stand a chance against an old Transcendence monster.

Staying here was too dangerous!

Maybe the best option was to flee?

Lin Xuan couldn't help glancing at the two beautiful young women beside him: Fragrant and Yuankuo.

If he left, the Snow Fox Clan would surely be angry. The princesses would then bear the brunt of Tiaomu's wrath.

This wasn’t what Lin Xuan wanted to see.

But for their sake, should he stay and face Tiaomu?

Lin Xuan was not that foolish; he wasn't a man who would run after seeing beautiful women.

He needed the strength to save them. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be heroic but suicidal.

So leaving seemed like a good choice, yet as he pondered, Lin Xuan hesitated about abandoning his troubles for the Snow Fox Clan.

Leave or stay?

How should he choose?

Lin Xuan was unsure.

Fortunately, this trouble didn't require much thought; because he felt his aura had been locked. In other words, whether he fled or not made no difference. The divine consciousness of a Transcendence existence far exceeded his imagination, and its speed was beyond description. He couldn’t escape from such a lock.

In short, he now had no choice but to fight.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim, yet he also felt relieved. At that moment, the dark clouds grew denser overhead, and within a hundred miles, the sky began to distort.

Snap!

The sound of space tearing entered his ears, followed by a black fissure appearing, stretching over tenyard丈 (zhàng) can also refer to a unit of length in traditional Chinese measurement, equivalent to 3.33 meters. In some contexts, it can be translated as "丈" or "yard." However, for clarity and accuracy, "yard" is recommended when referring to the English unit of length.and bottomless.

Then an eye appeared in his vision—Tiaomu's Eye.

As Lin Xuan’s gaze swept across it, his expression changed abruptly. Despite Tiaomu merely looking at him, Lin Xuan felt immense danger.

There was no time to think; fortunately, Lin Xuan had extensive experience with magical battles. He flashed and performed Nine Heaven Microstep, making his movements unpredictable. He disappeared from his original spot and reappeared a thousandyard丈 (zhàng) can also refer to a unit of length in traditional Chinese measurement, equivalent to 3.33 meters. In some contexts, it can be translated as "丈" or "yard." However, for clarity and accuracy, "yard" is recommended when referring to the English unit of length.away.

Meanwhile, behind where he originally stood, there was an ice mountain towering over ten thousandyard丈 (zhàng) can also refer to a unit of length in traditional Chinese measurement, equivalent to 3.33 meters. In some contexts, it can be translated as "丈" or "yard." However, for clarity and accuracy, "yard" is recommended when referring to the English unit of length.. The Snow Fox Clan's icy city was built around this mountain.

Boom!

The air suddenly shook as a visible wave struck the ice mountain but missed Lin Xuan. The mountain shattered with a loud noise, collapsing into a rain of ice chunks.

Lin Xuan’s face showed shock and fear. While moving mountains wasn’t much for his cultivation level, what he witnessed was still too unbelievable.

Just one glance from Tiaomu had caused such destruction. A fully matured Transcendence monster was this powerful?
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This attack was formless and terrifying, not only instilling fear in the heart but also possessing an extremely formidable destructive power. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he dared not use his divine sense to manifest a form to counter it.

Although his divine sense strength far surpassed that of his peers, it still fell short compared to the Tribulation Transcender Zhu Ma.

However... could one merely rely on their presence to intimidate him?

That was too naive!

A sinister expression flashed across Lin Xuan's face. The cracking sounds of bones filled his ears as a terrifying aura surged from his body. At that moment, Lin Xuan seemed to transform into a ferocious beast from the primordial era.

The presence couldn't be lost!

"Humph!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward with a simple yet powerful punch.

As he moved, the air before him was twisted and torn by an immense force. It rapidly collapsed in front of his eyes.

Indeed, it was collapsing!

In just these hundred years, Lin Xuan's strength had increased exponentially. A single punch could cause space to collapse and distort.

The strange power contained within his fist collided with the vortex in front of Zhu Ma. The scene was indescribable.

It was like a massive meteorite falling from the sky, producing a thunderous sound that tore through his eardrums. The light waves emanating from the impact swept away the gale-force winds above the ninth heaven.

Fortunately, they were at an altitude of ten thousand miles; otherwise, the snow fox clan's habitat would have been flattened by this single strike alone.

This was merely a试探性的攻击 from a Tribulation Transcender veteran, yet it had such power.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim. The enemy was stronger than he imagined.

Would this place truly become his tomb?

There was no time for fear. Lin Xuan waved both hands, casting a series of incantations. With each movement, the nine palace sword spirits before him shone brightly, transforming from one to three and then nine in an instant. In just a moment, dazzling sword light obscured the entire sky.

"Humph!"

Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied; several more intricate incantations emerged from his fingertips.

The hundreds of sword rays changed. Originally no longer than a foot, they now swelled with the wind.

Soon, they transformed into massive swords over a hundred feet long. The inscriptions on their surfaces pulsed, thick and substantial as if solid.

Sword Technique!

For cultivators at Lin Xuan's level, even transforming a sword capable of cleaving heaven and earth wouldn't be particularly surprising.

However, what Lin Xuan was casting wasn't just one; there were hundreds of them. Each transformed into a hundred-foot-long celestial sword. The sheer power was so overwhelming that Zhu Ma couldn't help but take notice.

Had this boy gone mad?

Such techniques weren't within the realm of those at the Spirit Concentration stage. Not only did they require immense mana, but even a late-stage Great Sage would struggle to sustain them.

The backlash from such an exertion could be fatal.

Mana backlash was dangerous for cultivators, though not as perilous as walking into madness.

Zhu Ma's eyes revealed a human-like mocking expression.

Heaven's wrath can still be endured; self-inflicted suffering cannot. This hateful little fellow wants to die?

...

"Xiang'er, what are you doing?"

Yuanke pulled her sister by the hand, her face filled with anxiety: "Sister, let go of me. The clan has already evacuated. I'm going to help Brother Lin Xuan."

Xiang'er was about to lose it. By now, she had realized that her heart belonged to that big guy.

"Helping Lin Xuan? You'll only be causing trouble. If you want him to die, I won't stop you," Yuanke's cold voice echoed in her ears as she released her sister's hand.

She wasn't heartless; it was just that she knew her younger sister best. Soft words wouldn't work, so this method had to be used.

"Sister, are you saying..."

Xiang'er turned her delicate head in surprise. She felt the enemy was terrifying but wasn't a mere clay figure or paper doll. With one more person and helper, as a Spirit Concentration cultivator, even if she couldn't help much, was it too much to add chaos?

"Sister Xiang, Lin Xuan is not only your intended; he also saved my life and has great merits for our clan. Do you think I'm a coward who fears death? If possible, I wouldn't want to go up there and lend a hand..."

"Enemies are too strong!"

Yuanke raised her head, her clear eyes gazing at the sky: "Can't you feel that spiritual pressure? It's not something a Spirit Concentration cultivator should possess."

"Sister, what do you mean..."

Xiang'er's expression turned serious. Although she wasn't as mature and steady as her sister, she had led the snow fox clan for over a century, tempering her fiery personality. Earlier, it was just concern clouding judgment; now, with shock evident on her beautiful face, every word sounded like a thunderclap in her ears: "Is that Tribulation Transcender Zhu Ma?"

"Indeed, human-faced, tiger-footed, fangs exposed, and a long, fierce tail. Don't you think of something from its appearance?"

"Tribulation Transcender Zhu Ma!"

Xiang'er's knowledge might not be as extensive as her sister's, but Zhu Ma was one of the Four Fiends in the Demon Realm; his reputation was well-known. How could Xiang'er not have heard of him?

Her face turned pale.

A true spirit was far more powerful than a Tribulation Transcender, and Lin Xuan must be doomed.

"Impossible, I can't let him die like this."

Xiang'er, shocked but undeterred, prepared to fly up into the sky. However, her action wasn't unexpected by Yuanke; she quickly pulled her sister back: "Silly girl, don't rush. Zhu Ma is too fierce, but he wouldn't dare manifest his true form in the Spirit Realm. This is probably just a manifestation."

Princess Yuanke was indeed calm. With a few words, she deduced the truth.

"So what? Even if it's a manifestation, it's still a Tribulation Transcender. Brother Lin Xuan..." Xiang'er remained agitated and lost for words.

"Then go, accompany him to his death; what meaning does that have?" Yuanke's voice was like a thunderclap: "Lin Xuan knew the enemy's identity from the start but didn't flee. He probably feared we would be punished. Going now will only disappoint him."

"Trust me, Lin Xuan isn't an ordinary cultivator. Staying to face Zhu Ma must have some means and confidence. Remaining here allows us to wait for opportunities to help him; rushing in now can only cause more chaos..."

Yuanke's words had merit. If Lin Xuan could fight Zhu Ma to a stalemate, she and her sister would become the decisive forces in this battle.

"But..."

"Do not speak further. You like Brother Lin Xuan, so believe in him. Believe in my sister's chosen husband; he is definitely different from ordinary cultivators."
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"Break!"

High above, the gale-force winds sliced through Lin Xuan's face like a sharp blade. He stared wide-eyed and shouted.

A hundred yards away, Tiaomu's copper-bell eyes bulged as his ugly, snarling face showed a hint of shock.

This little guy... didn't he suffer any backlash from the spell?

How did he do it? Forget about a late-stage cultivator, even an intermediate stage cultivator wouldn't be able to control such a massive sword technique!

If anyone had told him this, he would have refused to believe it. But now, the truth was right in front of his eyes—denying it wouldn’t change anything. In the blink of an eye, hundreds of giant swords were slashing towards him.

Such an attack would make even a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage think twice and retreat for safety. But Tiaomu was exactly opposite.

His temperament was known for its ferocity, and he hated Lin Xuan to the core. How could he choose to avoid it?

Even if it was unexpected, what of it? After all, he was only a spirit at the Intermediate stage!

Roar!

Tiaomu raised his head, opened his blood-red maw, and let out a terrifying roar that shook the air. The visible sound waves rippled through the space like ripples in a small lake...

Havoc Wave Divine Technique!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Just this roar alone was enough to instantly kill an ordinary Intermediate stage cultivator.

But this was just the prelude. Next, a ball of fire shot out from his mouth.

Black as ink.

The moment it appeared, the temperature around rose sharply. The nearby space seemed to fear this flame and melted away at a visible rate.

Wild Ferocious Flame!

Tiaomu, being one of the True Spirits with fiery attributes, could not match Phoenix Fire in power, but an ordinary Intermediate stage cultivator couldn't withstand his true fire either.

And he wasn't done. He raised both front paws, and his nails suddenly became sharp and glossy, striking forward with a loud tearing sound.

Sizzle...

This scene was eerily familiar—hundreds of years ago, the severely injured Tiaomu had used it too. But now, this full-strength avatar wielded it with even greater power.

The nearby void was shattered into pieces. It looked like a piece of cloth torn by a cat, with one injury after another. The cracks were of various sizes and lengths, all chilling to the core.

It seemed as if a group of demons had opened their mouths, ready to swallow anything that dared approach this area without mercy.

Lin Xuan frowned, his heart filled with surprise, but he didn't pause in his attack. He spat out an egg-sized fireball.

The five-colored crystal ball swirled and grew ten times its size, like a brilliant meteor streaking towards the savage ferocious flame.

Next, he clenched both hands and cast a spell at the True Spirit of Azure Dragon.

The inkstone glowed briefly before spinning rapidly. In moments, it expanded to several feet in diameter, concealing Lin Xuan's figure. More black mist emerged from its surface, spreading outwards. A scent of ink permeated the air.

The mist swirled and formed countless symbols that turned into sharp swords, appearing before him.

Attack is the best defense!

A shield made of swordlight was both offensive and defensive, with no doubt about its power.

Soon, the Havoc Wave Divine Technique collided with it. Though sound waves were intangible, they couldn't penetrate the layers of swordlight. Lin Xuan exhaled in relief.

On the other side, the Illusory Heavenly Fire clashed against the Wild Ferocious Flame.

The two different attributes of fire consumed each other, waxing and waning. But soon, Lin Xuan's Illusory Heavenly Fire gained the upper hand. This spirit flame, refined through countless trials, wouldn't be outshone even by a Tribulation Transcending true fire.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips, but it quickly vanished.

His giant sword technique was the main attack, yet the shattered space triggered the laws of the universe. The powerful swords within were effortlessly obliterated into nothingness.

Is this the power of the laws?

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of shock as blood surged in his chest, and he spat out a mouthful of blood.

"Little guy, how does it taste? Do you think I'm still that injured avatar from last time?"

Tiaomu's laughter echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. His tone was filled with brutality, but there was also some doubt. This young man indeed had extraordinary abilities. If any other cultivator were here, the spatial laws would have torn not only the swordlight but their own true treasure.

But his mysterious divine sword merely lost some of its spirit. What kind of treasure could be so resilient as to withstand the laws of heaven and earth?

Tiaomu didn't show it on the surface, but he was secretly shocked.

After the laughter, Tiaomu raised his head and opened his blood-red maw. The air seemed to be sucked in like a whale drinking water.

"Bad move!"

Lin Xuan's hair stood on end as he instinctively felt immense danger.

Before Lin Xuan could react, a black light wave shot out from Tiaomu's mouth. Its speed was indescribable; it arrived before he could dodge. Lin Xuan poured all his power into the True Spirit of Azure Dragon inkstone.

Boom!

The first layer of swordlight was easily torn apart. The surrounding mist dissipated, and the terrifying light wave struck the inkstone itself.

A dull thud echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as this treasure from Snowflake Saint failed to block such a powerful attack. Soon, his defenses were breached, and he was engulfed by the light wave.

Tiaomu's eyes glowed with excitement.

This hateful creature... will it finally scatter its soul?

The entire process lasted only a dozen breaths. After the sky cleared, Lin Xuan's original position was empty.

But sniffing the air, his expression changed as an unpleasant voice rang out: "Not bad, not bad. You're indeed my archenemy. This strike didn't kill you, but Lin boy, don't hide anymore. Do you think you have a chance to ambush me?"

Before Tiaomu's words were finished, sighs filled the air. A flash of light revealed Lin Xuan's figure a hundred yards away.
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Panting heavily, Lin Xuan's appearance was at its most miserable. No, perhaps "miserable" didn't even begin to describe it.

Ever since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless trials and tribulations. However, such severe injuries were unprecedented.

His entire body was covered in wounds of varying sizes. There was a hole about the size of a bowl in his lower abdomen, though no blood flowed from it. Such an injury still left one shaken.

For most Spirit Cultivators at this stage, their physical bodies would have been completely ruined by such injuries. However, Lin Xuan's body strength rivaled that of even妖族, and perhaps surpassed them. Although he was in great pain, his body wasn't about to be utterly destroyed.

Nevertheless, his combat effectiveness had taken a significant hit. Facing Zao Hang under these circumstances would indeed be considered suicide.

Lin Xuan knew this well, as did Zao Hang. Despite its terrifying appearance, it was no less intelligent than human cultivators.

With a slight smirk, Zao Hang seemed to reveal a hint of amusement: "Little Lin, do you regret your actions? You've repeatedly offended my dignity. Don't worry; I won't let you die immediately. I'll make sure you suffer."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained unafraid.

The劫期was far more terrifying than he had imagined. A single strike nearly killed him, but his demise was still a long way off!

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan revealed a palm-sized talisman glowing with spiritual light.

Instead of using it to attack, he stuck it on himself with a "snap."

A greenish glow enveloped the injury, and in mere moments, Lin Xuan's wounds began to heal visibly.

Life-Returning Talisman!

Legend had it that this could bring the dead back to life and turn bones into flesh. While such claims were undoubtedly exaggerated, restoring his current injuries was no problem at all.

Moreover, its efficiency was terrifying; within an instant, his wounds were completely healed.

Zao Hang merely watched coldly without attempting to stop him, though a fierce light flickered in its large copper bell eyes: "Life-Returning Talisman. Hmph, this is even more interesting. I feared the game would end quickly, but you have such spiritual talismans. However..."

The next moment, Zao Hang's paw descended with force. But instead of collapsing space, countless dark-black claws appeared in his vision.

Whizzing sounds echoed as these claws shot towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; being hit by these claws was no laughing matter.

However, his True Spirit Inkstone of the Azure Turtle had lost much of its spirit. Without re-cultivating it, he couldn't use it. Thankfully, his wealth was substantial, and he wasn't short on backup treasures.

With a wave of his sleeve, three talismans flew out from his sleeves.

One shield, one bowl, and another block-shaped object.

These were all treasures Lin Xuan had obtained from the Ethereal Immortal Palace's treasury. While not as powerful as the Azure Turtle True Spirit Inkstone, they still couldn't be underestimated.

They were top-grade ancient treasures; otherwise, they wouldn't have been so carefully stored in the treasury.

Lin Xuan acted swiftly, summoning a treasure with one hand while tapping with the other. Mystical techniques shot out from his fingertips...

Snap!

The first to change was the shield-shaped object. A flash of light revealed its size expanding rapidly, shielding Lin Xuan's body.

Then, the delicate jade bowl levitated up.

Spinning around, countless tiny runes burst forth from the bottom of the bowl. A layer of light spread out, enveloping the surrounding space.

The block-shaped treasure changed even more dramatically. Its volume increased by a hundredfold in an instant, forming a solid wall before Lin Xuan, seemingly capable of blocking any attack.

However, that was just a feeling.

In the next moment, the dark claws shot forward. The three layers of defenses crumbled like paper under his assault.

The jade bowl and shield were no better; they lost their luster, damaged beyond repair.

All this happened in an instant.

Next, the attack struck Lin Xuan's true form.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

Though the treasures seemed useless, they had at least delayed the claws. In a battle between experts, every millisecond counted. This time was enough to change the tide of battle for him.

Lin Xuan didn't use Nine Heaven Microstep, but his speed was still formidable. That moment was sufficient for him to escape from the claw's range.

Then, Lin Xuan reached into his waistband and another treasure appeared before him.

A small cauldron about a foot in size, with an ancient design and mysterious aura. Clearly not a common item!

Celestial Treasure Cauldron!

The grade of this spiritual artifact surpassed even the highest-grade innate treasures.

After upgrading, Lin Xuan spent considerable time mastering it, now using it freely.

With this object, he could instantly cast powerful ancient spells.

His previous methods were no longer effective against Zao Hang. Neither the Hundred Dragon Fang nor the Soul Devouring Sword would have much effect. All Lin Xuan could hope for was that his newly acquired Celestial Treasure Cauldron might bring him a surprise.

Although another even more formidable treasure lay hidden within his Dantian, Lin Xuan had five chances out of ten to defeat Zao Hang with it, but he dared not use it.

Five Dragon Seal!

This item's mystery only ranked slightly lower than the Dark Colored Star Sea. Using it was uncertain what consequences would arise; even if he could defeat Zao Hang, it might attract the attention of even more powerful beings.

A fool bears no guilt for carrying a precious gem, but Lin Xuan wouldn't use this method unless absolutely necessary.

Could the Celestial Treasure Cauldron withstand Zao Hang's attacks?

Lin Xuan was uncertain. But at least he had to try.

Mystical incantations flowed from his mouth, ancient yet concise. His hands moved in the air, drawing mystical trajectories.

As Lin Xuan acted, the sky changed.

What had been pitch black now sparkled with countless points of light.

Like meteors streaking across the sky, beautiful and numerous enough to form a rain.

This spell was named after its appearance: Meteor Fire Rain!

One of the ancient fire attribute spells, it was rumored capable of destroying heaven and earth. Countless beautiful meteors traced mystical paths, crashing down on Zao Hang's massive body, making him an ideal target.
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Tiaomu's eyes widened in shock.

As a true spirit existing since the ancient times, he was not only familiar with this secret technique; during the last Three Realms War, he had even personally experienced it.

If its main body were to descend upon the Spirit Realm now, a mere meteor fire rain would be nothing to fear. With his domain, he could easily neutralize the current threat.

However, this time, it wasn't the main body; the avatar's cultivation was only at the early stage of tribulation breakthrough, making it impossible for him to possess a domain.

That meteor fire rain couldn't be underestimated.

As one of the most terrifying secret techniques among the Five Elements spells, it already posed a threat to his current avatar existence.

Frustrated!

How many "surprises" was this Lin boy going to bring? A mere mid-stage distraction could actually instantly cast an ancient powerful secret technique. Could it be that he was using that small鼎-shaped treasure in front of him?

Tiaomu thought viciously.

True spirits' lifespans were no less than those of human cultivators, and their extensive experiences made them akin to knowledgeable scholars.

Without a domain, the meteor fire rain would bring significant danger.

Moreover, this spell had an effect that locked its target's qi mechanism; while it wasn't impossible to avoid once locked, the difficulty would be greatly increased.

Given the urgency of time, he wouldn't have much time to dodge!

The only choice was to endure it head-on!

Aaah!

The immense roar entered his ears.

In an instant, Tiaomu's eyes turned completely blood red. His aura surged, and his body expanded at an unbelievable speed.

Originally, Tiaomu’s body was no more than dozens of feet long, but now it had grown ten times larger, transforming into a monster over nine hundred feet in length.

From afar, he resembled a rugged mountain peak.

Lin Xuan, despite his combat experience, was still surprised by this transformation.

What was the point of getting bigger?

He couldn't see any benefit to it; for beings like them, strength wasn’t related to body size. In fact, growing larger would only make him an even more obvious target in such a situation.

Had Tiaomu’s head been broken?

The thought flashed through his mind before he shook his head, dismissing it.

Who was Tiaomu?

One of the Four Fiends of the Demon Realm.

A true spirit that had lived for over a million years.

His combat experience compared to Lin Xuan's wasn't weaker; how could this seemingly foolish act make sense?

There must be some meaning behind this move.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t know, his instincts sensed danger.

However, he didn’t have time to think further and couldn’t change his tactics either. He poured more magical power into the Spirit Refinement Cauldron, making the meteor fire rain even stronger.

The outcome was now in the balance!

Indeed, saying so might be a bit exaggerated, but Lin Xuan had placed too much hope on this treasure. With no other effective means to counter Tiaomu, he could only rely on it.

After all, Tiaomu was at the tribulation breakthrough stage; even if he summoned Little Furball, its flawed domain wouldn’t be of much use.

Instead, it might expose his little companion, and Lin Xuan harbored doubts about Little Furball’s true nature. It was best not to reveal him in public, as doing so could bring great danger.

All this happened in the blink of an eye.

Tiaomu opened his blood-red maw, spewing out several light balls each seven or eight feet wide.

These light balls grew rapidly upon encountering the wind.

Their color was pitch black with red electric arcs swirling around them.

A fierce and ominous aura emanated from them.

Then these light balls trembled slightly before shooting upwards with long trails of flame. At first glance, they resembled Lin Xuan's meteor fire rain.

What kind of spell was this?

Lin Xuan was surprised; could Tiaomu be so powerful?

However, he noticed that as Tiaomu cast this strange demonic technique, his eyes showed signs of fatigue, and his aura weakened significantly.

It seemed this power couldn’t be used随意 by a tribulation breakthrough beast. If Lin Xuan’s guess was correct, it likely had some connection to its true essence.

Before his thoughts could fully form, the earth shook with a loud explosion. The sound was so powerful that it defied description.

Space trembled violently; at that moment, the world seemed on the brink of collapse and destruction.

Within a hundred miles, no, a thousand miles, everything was affected by the blast’s aftermath, like a destructive gale sweeping across, turning anything in its path to nothingness.

Lin Xuan and Tiaomu were exceptions. The fierce winds around them were intense, but they seemed oblivious to it all.

Frustrated!

Lin Xuan's gaze fixed on Tiaomu.

Despite the meteor fire rain not being completely blocked, he still managed to stop it.

Tiaomu’s expression was also tense; what mattered was the result. Regardless of how things unfolded, this secret technique had failed to achieve its intended effect.

Lin Xuan's face darkened to an extreme degree.

Tiaomu’s demeanor wasn’t much better.

To block the meteor fire rain, he had paid a significant price.

This damn little guy forced him into such a situation.

But now, he was at his last breath. He didn't know how Lin Xuan managed to cast the meteor fire rain, but daring to delve into ancient secrets at mid-stage distraction was too naive!

Or perhaps foolish.

The effort of casting it left him with almost no magical power.

Without magic, cultivators were like beasts stripped of their claws, barely different from ordinary humans.

Heaven’s wrath could be endured; self-inflicted punishment couldn’t. This Lin boy would become his plaything. He wouldn't let him die easily; he wanted to make him suffer before death. Only then could he erase the hatred in his heart.

Tiaomu thought viciously, but suddenly, his eyes widened.

He saw Lin Xuan's sleeve glow with a spiritual light, and he now held an exquisite white jade bottle in his hand.

It wasn't exactly a treasure; it was just a plain white jade bottle typically used to store elixirs of immortality.

Lin Xuan tilted his head back, swallowing a drop of refined ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. His aura recovered visibly, and the nearly depleted magical power replenished instantly.

"Too... too void spirit milk!"

Tiaomu's eyes widened in shock as he realized what Lin Xuan was doing. The change was so rapid that his expression became comically exaggerated.

It wasn’t surprising; after using the meteor fire rain, Tiaomu thought Lin Xuan had trapped himself and was like a fish on a chopping block. However, he had underestimated him, allowing the cooked duck to fly away.
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Talos was overwhelmed with shock and anger. The stark contrast caused by this situation was indescribable.

How could it be possible!

How could the opponent possess Void Essence Milk, a substance that even great cultivators of the Transcendation Stage find hard to come by?

Unless he witnessed it himself, no one would believe him if they told him such a thing.

Doubt after doubt filled his mind as Lin Xuan's mystique deepened in his heart.

One could not fathom this with common sense!

He had originally thought that by risking so much, sending another avatar to the Spirit Realm to deal with Lin Xuan would be easy, but now it was a complicated situation.

This young man’s techniques and treasures were numerous and intricate, rare even among Transcendation Stage cultivators. His essence energy was purer and more substantial than his peers. If not for his low realm, this avatar of his might have already perished.

With that thought, a look of fierce anger appeared on Talos's face, mixed with a hint of fear.

This fear came from deep within him.

No matter what, he could not let the young man live. Otherwise, if the young man one dayluckiness;侥幸 can also be translated as "侥幸心理" meaning "侥幸 psychology" or "relying on luck")advanced to the Transcendation Stage, even his own body arriving here would no longer be his match.

Such a situation was something he absolutely did not allow to happen.

Danger had to be eliminated at its root; there was no time for him to hesitate any further.

Talos's eyes glinted with ferocity. However, Lin Xuan acted first.

With the same brief incantation, his hands drew strange trajectories in mid-air before pointing towards the precious object in front of him.

"Quickly!"

As Lin Xuan moved, the light from the Spirit Decree Cauldron radiated out. A mysterious rune emerged from within, roughly the size of a head, light and ethereal as if it had no weight. It flickered slightly and floated towards Talos.

At first glance, its speed seemed slow, but just this flicker brought it to Talos’s eyes in an instant.

So strange that even the experienced Talos was taken aback. There was no time for him to think; a fierce expression flashed across his eyes as he opened his mouth wide, releasing a stench and a thick black aura like ink, which swept towards the peculiar rune.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan’s face showed no emotion except a faint glint in his eyes.

"Finally, you've fallen for it."

His hands suddenly moved rapidly, casting one after another of the Spirit Decree techniques at the strange rune. As he acted, the bizarre rune suddenly collapsed and disintegrated. The original runes vanished, replaced by four new but simpler ones.

Absolutely freezing!

Lin Xuan’s mouth emitted sounds that were incomprehensible to modern language. Even Talos could only partially understand it.

But this was no longer important. The four runes began to spin rapidly as terrifying coldness spread out.

Not only did the black mist Talos spat out freeze, but even the entire space froze!

Talos’s eyes showed shock, but he had no time to escape.

Sizzle...

A layer of ice armor appeared on his body.

Talos struggled desperately, but it was futile. His movements slowed down until he was frozen in a huge block of ice along with the vast space.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy, but there was no time for him to hesitate now.

Absolutely freezing had considerable power and could barely contain Talos, but only for a short while. This was enough...

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan dripped another drop of Ten Thousand Year Essence Milk into his mouth.

The consumption of spirit energy from this technique quickly replenished.

Lin Xuan’s actions continued as he cast several more Spirit Decree techniques at the Spirit Decree Cauldron.

Thunderous sounds echoed as meteor showers appeared again.

These were powerful secret techniques, and although they had been blocked before, now that Talos was trapped in ice, there was no place to hide.

Even if the meteor showers couldn’t destroy him, they would severely injure him.

Lin Xuan’s actions seemed simple but required the Ten Thousand Year Essence Milk after purification. Without it, even he could not have completed them.

So wealth was extremely important for cultivators; not only did it aid in daily cultivation, but it could also decide the outcome of a battle.

Inside the ice block.

Talos’s eyes widened to the point of bulging. Struggling with all his might, the absolute freezing technique, which could freeze space, now seemed strained as creaking sounds filled his ears. Numerous cracks appeared on the surface of the ice.

Clearly, he was about to break free.

Unfortunately, it was too late. This secret technique had already given Lin Xuan enough time.

Meteors streaked across the sky, appearing more brilliant against the dark night. Initially small points of light, they soon grew larger.

Aaah!

Talos finally broke free from his bonds as ice fragments scattered everywhere. Just at this critical moment, the first meteor fell, a huge fireball over a hundred feet in diameter.

Talos’s eyes widened as he flipped his body upside down with his legs up. Opening his mouth again, he spat out another thick black mist.

This black mist was denser than the one just frozen and contained some of his true essence energy.

After spitting it out, Talos's aura weakened significantly, his face showing signs of fatigue. But now, there was no time to rest.

The black mist flickered into a dark light screen, lifting the meteor.

He used some technique; the meteor didn’t explode. However, this was just the first one.

Next, thunderous sounds echoed as more meteors fell, each one landing precisely on Talos.

Lin Xuan counted and found there were eight in total.

But this guy was truly formidable. The black mist he spat out was so dense that it blocked all eight meteors.

However, his face showed no signs of relief.

Only one remained, the most terrifying one.

The nine meteors summoned by the meteor showers had a special name: Nine Stars Conjoined.

Its power was immense, especially the last one, which almost had apocalyptic effects. He didn’t have full confidence in catching it but now had no choice.

Roar!

Talos’s voice shook the heart as an immense magical pressure expanded out. The intangible pressure alone seemed to crush space.

At the same time, the final meteor fell with apocalyptic power and crashed towards Talos.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as smoke and dust scattered everywhere. Then, like a bird with broken wings, Talos fell into the territory of the Snow Fox Clan.
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Even a veteran from the Tribulation Period, with no preparation, couldn't withstand the Nine Stars Converging. Tiaomu's pupils glowed with blood, and dark magic aura surged out of his body as he desperately tried to stop his descent. But all his efforts were in vain; he plummeted like a comet, crashing into the ground from nine heavens above.

Due to the incredible speed, friction caused the air to ignite, and the black flames enveloped Tiaomu's immense figure. The sight was indescribable—like a demon god breaking free of celestial restraints…

Boom!

Despite all his efforts, Tiaomu’s fall proved futile as he crashed into the earth with a force that left an enormous crater over ten miles in diameter.

Invisible to the bottom, it was only the beginning. The meteoric fire rain had yet to unleash its full terror. After about an instant, a series of explosions echoed from underground, muffled but deafening. A massive shockwave spread rapidly across the entire city centered around the crater.

As the gathering place for the Snow Fox Clan, this area was already quite bustling with various buildings tightly packed together. Important structures were fortified by numerous prohibitions to protect them.

But in front of the ferocious energy gales, everything became useless. Regardless of size or whether they had any array protections, all buildings crumbled like fragile toys under the assault. Nothing escaped the devastation.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had delayed long enough for the Snow Fox Clan to evacuate their territory, leaving only two princesses behind. Despite being at the Divination Stage, they were still safe from the residual effects of the battle.

However, neither Shang'er nor Yuankuo could afford to be complacent as they raised their protective treasures. The rapidly flowing essence energy in response to the gales filled both girls with shock.

The mere residual effects had such power; it was hard to imagine how Lin Xuan, also at the Divination Stage, fought this monster.

"Big Sister, is Tiaomu dead?" Shang'er's voice sounded like a dream.

"I don't know."

Yuankuo sighed. The current battle far exceeded her comprehension. She hoped Tiaomu had fallen, but in such circumstances, there was no way to confirm anything.

The entire city had turned into ruins; not even a single intact tile remained. After several more breaths, thunderous sounds echoed from underground as the temperature soared. Red liquid spewed out of the bottomless crater.

Lava!

This place was deep within the Frost Soul Ice Plain, where the ground for thousands of miles below was frozen soil. The position of the lava was much deeper than usual.

Did that strike just penetrate the surface by tens of thousands of miles?

The two princesses exchanged glances, clearly thinking about the same thing.

Indeed, such a thought was terrifying. Falling from nine heavens and smashing through the surface by tens of thousands of miles—without even considering the explosion's power, simply the fall could kill anyone.

But they still couldn't draw any conclusions as their opponent was at the Tribulation Period. This realm defied common sense.

They hoped Tiaomu had fallen to his death. In such a situation, all they could do was pray.

However, the cultivation world was cruel; wishes were beautiful, but reality often went against them…

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed as Tiaomu hadn't fallen. The lava that had been flowing like rivers suddenly coalesced into one stream, rising slowly from the bottomless crater.

The scene was eerie.

Worse was yet to come. At the top of the lava, a massive monster stood arrogantly—human-faced and tiger-footed, exuding an arrogant and ferocious aura.

Tiaomu!

Despite being at the Tribulation Period, Tiaomu couldn't have completely avoided the explosion. Correctly speaking, his current appearance was one of disarray; he had numerous wounds, with purple-black blood oozing out.

However, Tiaomu's actions were unexpected—he didn't use any spells to stop the bleeding. For a creature at this stage, it should be effortless. Why wouldn't he do so?

Knowing that even Tiaomu was still a living being, excessive blood loss would affect his combat effectiveness.

A flash of insight brought Lin Xuan down from the sky. His brows furrowed as he watched the scene before him with intense concentration.

Tiaomu was ruthless and combative but wouldn't risk his life needlessly.

He didn’t stop the bleeding; there must be a trap!

Lin Xuan, experienced in combat, instinctively felt an immense danger. He narrowed his eyes, knowing it wasn't wise to act rashly. The safest choice was to observe.

But Lin Xuan had no idea what lay ahead and lacked confidence in his next move. The scene fell silent as one man stood opposite a beast.

Tiaomu stood on the lava, drenched in blood, terrifying like a demon god breaking free from its chains.

On the other side, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, looking small and insignificant compared to Tiaomu. Yet this unassuming figure exuded an aura almost as formidable as Tiaomu's.

Together, one man and beast stood, their combined auras causing the wind around them to become extremely unstable, like two vortexes consuming each other’s air currents.

"Haha."

Tiaomu suddenly laughed, his voice grating with a terrifying malice. "Little guy, you’re quite impressive. A mere Divination Stage being managed to corner me into such a position. Originally, I didn’t plan on using this move because the magic aura here is too pure. Even for me, using it in the Spirit Realm would come at a cost, but now, it’s your doing…"

Tiaomu rambled on, seemingly declaring Lin Xuan's imminent demise. This sounded absurd given that Lin Xuan had clearly been holding his own earlier. But Tiaomu was not one to bluff; in other words, Lin Xuan was in grave danger.
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...

The howling wind swept past.

Lin Xuan suddenly raised his hand.

No matter how prepared Tiaomu was, a preemptive strike was always the best strategy.

Though he had consecutively used two ancient techniques, his essence energy remained at its peak thanks to the purified ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Tiaomu was different. This wasn't the Demon Realm where endless demonic qi could replenish his lost power. His strength was already significantly diminished from the start.

Moreover, the Nine Stars Conjunction Tiaomu had just endured was a full hit. Although it had thick skin and formidable defensive capabilities, the meteor shower wasn’t an ordinary spell. The injuries on its body were far from negligible.

In other words, despite the twists and turns in their confrontation, Lin Xuan still held the upper hand so far.

However, at this moment, Tiaomu seemed to have lost his senses, planning to use a forbidden technique that was originally banned in the Spirit Realm. Even if he had to pay a price for it, his intention remained unchanged.

Lin Xuan didn't know what Tiaomu intended or which ancient technique he planned to use, but one thing was certain: a technique that even a Transcendence Period existence needed to sacrifice something to perform couldn’t be withstood by him now.

This old monster was going all out!

He can’t succeed!

Lin Xuan had no intention of dying here. He must prevent Tiaomu from using that terrifying spell; otherwise, the consequences would be unimaginable.

The best way to stop him was an offensive move, allowing this fearsome beast no time to attack.

With his mind racing with thoughts, Lin Xuan's actions were swift and decisive.

He raised his right hand, and the Inverted Sea Spear appeared in his palm. Gripping it tightly, he swung downward from above like a crescent moon. The simple motion revealed a bright crescent moon on the spear’s surface, shattering space wherever it passed.

Lin Xuan was confident that Tiaomu would have to be cautious too, at least interrupting whatever spell he intended to cast.

However, this time, Lin Xuan was wrong.

Despite not being an ordinary cultivator and having rich combat experience, he hadn’t reached the Transcendence Period. The subtleties of that realm were beyond his comprehension.

Facing the Inverted Sea Spear's full power attack, Tiaomu didn't dodge; there was no trace of fear in his eyes. He raised a paw, uttering a mysterious and ancient incantation.

At that moment, time seemed to slow down.

Lin Xuan could clearly see every move Tiaomu made.

His body shrank at an incredible speed, transforming from a massive creature over nine hundred feet long into a mere seven or eight feet tall ordinary Tiaomu.

Despite the reduction in size, his aura didn’t weaken. More astonishingly, his wounds didn't heal; instead, they became even more terrifying as blood gushed out like fountains.

With such a significant loss of blood, even the mighty Tiaomu was struggling to maintain his strength. However, he ignored it and continued with his spell.

Roar!

A fierce howl echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. Blood coalesced into a crimson ball that spun wildly, emitting countless red runes.

As more runes appeared, the bloodball grew larger until it completely disintegrated. Thousands upon thousands of runes hovered mid-air, each one ancient and mysterious, vastly different from those he had seen before.

"Haha, Lin kid, you're done for. You can't dodge this! Time Stopped!"

"What?!"

Lin Xuan widened his eyes in shock, almost doubting what Tiaomu said—time stopped?

He was horrified. He knew too well the implications of such a spell.

The terrifying nature of Transcendence Period cultivators stemmed from their mastery over cosmic laws. Among these, time and space rules were the most profound, difficult to describe in words. It was rumored that only the strongest beings across the Three Realms could grasp even a fraction of it.

Tiaomu might be a True Spirit, but he hadn’t reached such a level. Moreover, the Tiaomu before him was merely an early Transcendence Period avatar.

Could time truly stop?

In an instant, Lin Xuan pondered countless things. However, his body couldn't move at all.

It felt different from being trapped; it seemed as if he had fallen into a temporal rift.

Was...time really stopped?

His mind was filled with doubts, but the fact remained.

Lin Xuan could only watch helplessly as Tiaomu lowered his head. A pitch-black horn extended from his forehead, glowing with electric arcs. With a snarl, Tiaomu charged at him using all four hooves.

To be honest, this move wasn't particularly clever. If time hadn’t stopped, Lin Xuan could have easily dodged it in a thousand ways. But now, he couldn’t move.

This wasn’t an ordinary trap; involving the laws of time, Lin Xuan had no chance to break through it.

Could...he only be left to wait for death?

For two millennia in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan felt utterly helpless, as if the Netherworld was beckoning him.

No, he didn't have a chance to go to the Netherworld. If struck by Tiaomu now, his physical body would perish, and even his essence soul might not escape, likely being drawn out and refined.

Lin Xuan's mind raced with countless thoughts, but his inability to move was futile. As Tiaomu approached within ten feet of him, Lin Xuan sighed, knowing he would be buried here today.

From this close distance, the ferocious gaze in Tiaomu’s eyes was clear. He could have run faster, but the beast deliberately slowed down to see his despairing expression.

This moment felt like savoring fine wine for him; finally, Lin Xuan had become prey. Tiaomu was satisfied with this thought, but before he could fully process it, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A powerful force struck, and the motionless Lin Xuan was instantly knocked back ten feet without resistance. Although he was disheveled, he managed to avoid Tiaomu.

It wasn't clear if the collision broke the time laws or if Tiaomu had stopped time for a brief moment. Regardless, Lin Xuan found himself able to move again.

He turned his head and discovered that it was Princess who had knocked him away. At this moment, Xiang'er's face showed determination.

Indeed, at the critical moment, she saved Lin Xuan.

This sudden change clearly caught Tiaomu off guard; he was both surprised and angry. He hadn’t expected such a result.

The laws of time were not easily mastered. Despite his great sacrifice to stop time for an instant, it only affected one person.
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In other words, only Lin Xuan wouldn't be bound by the stop of time.

This was also why Xiang'er could save him.

Of course, for Snow Fox Princess to achieve this required a determination to die and immense courage.

Time was too fleeting; she had no leisure to do anything else. Lin Xuan was pushed away, but she took his place facing the fierce Tiaohang.

"Xiang'er!"

Lin Xuan's eyes nearly popped out as he shouted, blood vessels bulging in his forehead, his expression terrifyingly horrifying.

At this moment, he seemed like a wounded beast.

Lin Xuan never imagined that the mischievous Snow Fox would have such courage to sacrifice herself for him.

Come on… This wasn't just about courage.

In a daze, Lin Xuan saw a tear drop at the corner of her eye, yet there was a sweet smile on her lips.

Even facing death, Xiang'er showed no fear. What kind of deep affection could bring such courage?

Lin Xuan's heart was moved to tears. He didn't want Xiang'er to sacrifice herself for him; he would rather face that terrifying beast himself at this moment.

However, the vision was beautiful, but reality was cruel and powerless.

At this moment, Lin Xuan couldn't change anything.

He could only watch helplessly as the fearsome Tiaohang crashed into the young girl in front of him.

Would Xiang'er perish?

Everything seemed to have reached an irreversible state.

But at that moment, something unexpected happened.

A space several feet before Xiang'er suddenly twisted and distorted.

Then the entire space shattered into countless tiny light points. Despite his deep sorrow, Lin Xuan was drawn to this inexplicable scene.

It wasn't just a simple distortion or collapse; it was split into countless light points. The ethereal space in her hands seemed like a thin sheet of paper.

What kind of power could achieve such a feat?

Spatial Law!

Yes, the most mysterious Spatial Law seemed like an ordinary toy in her hands. Only by being able to manipulate itrandomly，could one casually destroy space with such ease.

These thoughts flashed through Lin Xuan's mind in the blink of an eye.

He couldn't imagine what kind of powerful figure would appear before him.

True Immortal?

A True Immortal descending from heaven?

This seemed like his only reasonable explanation.

But how could this be possible?

Was it that Xiang'er's true feelings moved Heaven and Earth?

Lin Xuan felt his mind in a whirl.

Then, a graceful silhouette appeared amidst the shattered space.

It was just her back; Lin Xuan didn't see her face.

However, even this back view was breathtakingly beautiful. What beauty could compare to this inexplicable figure?

Time seemed to have stopped at that moment, but the attack still came fiercely.

"Ah!"

In a daze, Lin Xuan heard a sigh, filled with a thousand emotions and an indescribable charm.

Lin Xuan had never thought that a single sigh could be so beautiful. Just hearing that voice made his bones melt.

Then this woman extended her hand.

It was like pure jade… no, jade was a profanity; her beauty transcended the words of this world.

Every gesture, even a finger, was exquisite beyond compare.

Without any extra movements, she simply raised her hand. Then Lin Xuan saw a layer of light curtain emanating from between her fingers and palm.

It was a pristine white light curtain, as pure and clean as snowflakes, crystal clear yet very thin, almost like it could be torn with a finger.

In the next moment, Tiaohang crashed into it fiercely.

Boom!

Do not doubt the power of that impact.

Tiaohang had never thought he would encounter so many obstacles after using "Time Stop." He was focused on killing Lin Xuan and used his full strength in this attack. If it were a weaker lower-level plane, he might have pierced through it.

However, that seemingly thin light curtain effortlessly blocked the blow with no effort at all.

Tiaohang's impact felt like hitting cotton.

Due to their facing positions, Tiaohang clearly saw the mysterious woman's figure from the front. His eyes widened as if they were copper bells, filled with shock. His voice sounded dry: "You… how did you come here?"

Tiaohang was stunned. Even after breaking through the plane rules twice and sending two incarnations into the spirit realm for a century, he had thought of attracting the attention of other powerful beings in the spirit realms or even leaving his incarnations behind.

But having prepared for it was one thing; actually encountering it was another. If it were any other great being, that would be fine. But he never imagined that his mere incarnation would attract the attention of the Queen of Qingqiu Kingdom.

What is this?

A nine-tailed celestial fox, one of the three demon kings, with power comparable to a scattered immortal. Such an existence, even if it were his true form, he would only retreat and not dare to provoke; yet for such a trivial incarnation, she came here.

Tiaohang's eyes filled with fear, but more confusion. For a moment, he almost thought he was seeing things or had lost his mind in a dream.

How could this be?

A thousand thoughts raced through his mind, none of which provided an answer to his questions.

But at that moment, the nine-tailed celestial fox moved.

Her open palm slowly closed, only her slender index finger extended forward. With a slight touch, it was almost invisible.

However, such a trivial action caused a white light halo to appear out of nowhere, still unremarkable in appearance. But Tiaohang seemed to see the most terrifying thing in the world, desperately avoiding it like one would avoid a snake or scorpion. Despite its slow speed, Tiaohang couldn't dodge; the light halo landed on his body!

"Ao!"

A deafening scream echoed as the white light enveloped Tiaohang's entire figure. Then it turned into fire.

According to reason, ordinary flames wouldn't harm a Golden Transformation existence. Even Lin Xuan's Illusory Heavenly Fire might not be able to extinguish Tiaohang. But the faint and unremarkable flame contained an awe-inspiring power.

The terrifying beast instantly turned into a ball of fire.

A piercing scream filled the air as Tiaohang, carrying that terrible flame, struggled to fly upward. But after flying just several feet, he fell back down, rolling in the flames, howling in agony.

After a few more breaths, even the screams stopped abruptly. Tiaohang had already vanished in the flames. If it weren't for some ashes left behind, one might doubt that it ever existed.
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Collapse!

Even Zhuang Ji, formidable as he was, had been utterly annihilated in an instant.

Such a shocking scene would have been impossible for Lin Xuan to believe if not witnessed firsthand.

Indeed, this wasn't the true form of Zhuang Heng; it was merely an avatar. But that avatar was at the Tribulation Transcending stage—this was beyond doubt.

In other words, one Tribulation Transcending powerhouse had just been wiped out in a single blow by this mysterious woman. His performance in her hands did not fare much better than a mere ant.

This was truly a breathtaking scene.

Yet it happened right before his eyes.

Lin Xuan felt as if his mind was muddled, but soon, a flash of insight struck him. Such formidable strength could not belong to an unknown nobody. Could this woman's identity be so hard to guess?

At least Lin Xuan had his own conjectures.

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox!

One of the three legendary demon kings in legend, the sovereign of the mysterious Qingqiu Kingdom—only she met both these conditions.

Was it really her?

But a sovereign from the Qingqiu Kingdom was already a true top-tier figure in the Spirit Realm. Even Tribulation Transcending sages found it hard to meet her casually.

Why would she come here?

For Zhuang Ji?

A joke.

Even if Zhuang Ji had arrived in the Spirit Realm, he was merely an avatar. The original form wouldn't be worth her attention either.

Chaos Beast, the primordial being of the four great evils, was Ice Soul Saint Ancestor's pet.

By comparison, Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox was no less formidable or prestigious than Ice Soul Saint Ancestor. This alone showed that she and Zhuang Ji were not on the same level.

She came here for Zhuang Heng? No...

Thinking this way, a chill ran down Lin Xuan's spine. Could it be that she had discovered the secrets of Blue Star Sea or the Five Dragon Seal?

Impossible, he hadn't seen Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox before. But it was also hard to say if he truly hadn't met her. Such high-level experts might possess some inexplicable abilities.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt extremely wary but quickly relaxed his body.

It's better to be safe than sorry. Fear serves no purpose; he wouldn’t stand much of a chance against Zhuang Ji’s avatar in front of this Qingqiu Kingdom sovereign.

Since resistance was futile, he might as well go with the flow.

Moreover, it was just his conjecture. Maybe it was all for naught?

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan regained some composure. He had seen many storms before; even though facing a Qingqiu Kingdom sovereign now, he wouldn't show too much fear or unease. He didn’t want to expose any vulnerabilities due to his paranoia.

On the other side, Shang'er was even more shocked than Lin Xuan.

Initially, she had prepared to sacrifice herself and was ready for her soul to be obliterated. She hadn’t expected Zhuang Ji, who was so invincible, to collapse, while she remained unscathed.

Was this a dream?

Shang'er's eyes flickered with a hint of dizziness, but the figure in front of her seemed incredibly real. There was an inexplicable sense of closeness that felt almost spiritual and deeply rooted.

The feeling of closeness was peculiar; it was hard to describe. It seemed to come from deep within her soul, from the most profound memories.

Shang'er's eyes were blurry as she couldn’t quite grasp what she was thinking. At this moment, the mysterious woman turned towards her.

Her features were shrouded in a misty veil, even Lin Xuan struggled to make out details. But even with this hazy vision, she was breathtakingly beautiful.

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox!

Legend had it that her beauty rivaled that of the ancient Arhats.

The high and mighty sovereign of Qingqiu Kingdom now appeared extremely gentle. Her gaze swept over Shang'er’s face before she smiled: "Little sister, what's your name?"

"Shang'er."

Her voice seemed to carry a certain magic; Shang'er couldn't help but answer her question.

Actually, it wasn’t entirely involuntary—she had just been saved by this woman. Shang'er knew gratitude and didn’t see any reason to hide her name after such a rescue.

"Mm, Shang'er is a lovely name... Would you be willing to take me as your teacher?"

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox seemed to smile, but the next words left everyone in shock.

Becoming a disciple?

Could it be that this Qingqiu Kingdom sovereign, a top-tier figure in the Spirit Realm, had come here not because she discovered his secret or intended to deal with Zhuang Heng, but for Shang'er’s sake?

This was too strange.

Shang'er, though also a demon fox, belonged to the same lineage as Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox. However, their strength levels were incomparable.

At the Soul Formation stage in Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox's eyes, Shang'er was like an ant.

For someone of her status, even Tribulation Transcending existences would vie for her attention. Could a high-profile Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox personally visit just to find a disciple?

Such a claim wouldn’t be believed by anyone.

But the facts were there; how could they be denied?

The only possibility was that Shang'er’s potential had caught her eye.

After all, being born with three tails was unprecedented in both the mortal and Spirit Realms. Such talent hadn't appeared for millions of years.

Was it because of this reason?

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination as he maintained his calm demeanor. Deep down, a sigh of relief washed over him; just now, he had been extremely anxious.

Fortunately, worry was unnecessary. She came here for Shang'er.

For Shang'er, this was an unimaginable opportunity to gain the favor of one of the three legendary demon kings in the Spirit Realm. With Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox’s approval, her path would be smooth sailing. Even Zhuang Heng himself wouldn’t dare harm her with such a formidable teacher.

Lin Xuan's reaction was lackluster; the princess was still dazed. Such an invitation was too unexpected. For a moment, she thought she had misheard and stammered: "Y-You said...?"

"Would you be willing to take me as your teacher?" Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox’s smile remained unchanged.

This time, Shang'er finally heard clearly but looked incredulous. Her eyes weren’t as perceptive as Lin Xuan's, nor was her experience as rich. But Shang'er wasn't stupid; she had just witnessed the mysterious woman decimate Zhuang Ji with a single move.

Even though it was an avatar, it was still at the Tribulation Transcending stage. In her eyes, it seemed like a clay figure or paper doll—just one gesture and both soul and body were annihilated.

Such power wanted to take her as a disciple; Shang'er knew she had stumbled upon a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.
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"Shameless bastards who dare not face strength!" Lu Xuehua said disdainfully while checking on a construction site.

Li Yuexi didn't think as much; Jiang Qian was going through a huge shock and her thoughts were incredibly delicate. She easily picked up on subtle cues that others might miss.

There was nothing he could do to intercept such an attack, and if hit directly, he would surely suffer severe injuries. Although his body could recover quickly, his strength would be significantly diminished. Thus, he simply used the second of his two abilities to propel himself and arrived at the back of the Dogenumber or nickname.

This was a valuable lesson. The classroom was packed with 100 students. Lu Suxia found it strange that some teachers in their robes and glasses were also attending the lecture.

He quickly retreated, as the only thing posing a threat now was the golden hammer, which must contain some secret.

Xuan Xu shook his finger and addressed the group, knowing how crucial an independent space was. If anyone knew about this, many would try to kill him for it. But with his current strength, he had no need to fear anyone.

Liu Mingxiu asked Han Shuer where her medicine kit was, then took out a bottle of liquid and gently dabbed at the wound with a cotton swab. The pain from the liquid made Han Shuer flinch slightly, but she didn't say anything.

"Bang," the clear sound of a wine jug clashing echoed in the silent night. Around them were flickering torches and the sleeping figures inside the tents.

Zhao Xuan glanced at the Nine Phoenixes, then looked down at Xu Liang who was kneeling on the ground. He instructed the steward to take Xu Liang away first.

It's over. This is a death sentence; where could he get so much money in just one week? Qing Li hung his head as he returned to his room, boiled water for a bath.

If Yulei Mountain collapsed entirely and its vast root system was destroyed, the Tree of Life’s foundation would be compromised. It couldn't withstand an attack from five Dark Energy experts on its own.

During this time, Qin Jian had hired an assistant and was inspecting the Meitan Food Industrial Park to find a suitable piece of land for building a factory to start his spice business.

"But you should know your special status!" Skadi raised her eyebrows in a smile. Her hands were clasped behind her back as she lightly rested on the edge of the platform with one foot.

She seemed to still hear the derogatory remarks from the commoners: Why do other countries throw their filth and trash into our Great Secret? Why must we send our finest young men to be trampled by foreign pigs?

In the Light Tiger Plane, a change had suddenly appeared. This was a joyous development for all the rulers and seeds entering this plane.

Latir knew that when Platinum Emperor entered the capital city, it wasn't just about showing off the power of the Sea God Empire; there was also an intention to stabilize the capital by showcasing the invincibility of the Platinum Emperor as their supreme commander.

The sky was dark, with occasional rays of sunlight peeking through, but they were quickly covered by gathering clouds.

"I kill because I want to. Maybe he gave me a reason, maybe not— it doesn't matter to me. But you who kill in the name of saving the world disgust me even more." Lan spoke for the first time, her words flowing freely.
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Cultivation, cultivation—what matters most is opportunity.

Xiang'er, though mischievous and lively, surely wouldn’t be unaware of such a simple truth.

Wouldn't heaven really drop a pie in one's lap?

In general situations, that would naturally not be possible.

But at this moment, such good fortune was right before her eyes.

Emotionally and logically, she should seize it with both hands.

To miss out on it could invite divine retribution.

Various thoughts raced through her mind as Xiang'er no longer hesitated. She bowed gracefully: "Pupil bows to Master."

"Good, good."

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox was overjoyed. Her beautiful face lit up in a gentle smile. If she were willing to take on a disciple, it would surely attract countless cultivators, but among the many, who else could be worthy of her?

For fame was hard to come by, yet an outstanding disciple was no less valuable.

After a million years, finally finding a disciple capable of passing down her daoist lineage—Princess Qingqiu felt elated and comfortable in her heart.

At this moment, Princess's voice intruded once more, tinged with embarrassment: "Pupil has not yet asked Master’s name..."

This was somewhat peculiar. She had already bowed to the master but still didn’t know his identity. Although Xiang'er had a vague idea, she needed confirmation from him to feel secure.

"Me..."

The mysterious woman smiled and extended her delicate hand, brushing aside her hair. This simple gesture exuded an irresistible allure.

This allure wasn't intentional; it naturally emanated with every movement.

It was akin to Lin Xuan's return to simplicity after the transformation of the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique—a natural charm born from unparalleled beauty.

If another man were in his place, he might have been utterly captivated. But Lin Xuan’s willpower was incredibly strong; he merely took a few deep breaths before returning to normal. The mysterious woman's voice flowed like celestial music into his ears:

"Names mean so much after all these years, Master has long forgotten them. I only know that some familiar friends call me 'Nine-tails'..."

Nine-tails! Indeed, Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox!

Xiang'er and Yuanke simultaneously had the same thought flash through their minds—only now confirmed.

"Master is Princess Qingqiu?"

Though Xiang'er was already confident, she couldn’t help but gasp in surprise.

"Not at all," Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox smiled gently. "There's no need to envy. As long as you work hard, one day the future of Qingqiu will be yours..."

"Really?"

Xiang'er felt like she was dreaming. Though she knew from birth that her talents were exceptional, she never imagined such high praise—three demon kings, top figures in the spirit realm—could actually apply to her...

Feeling her disciple's hesitation, Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox spoke: "Relax. As long as you work hard, it will happen. Perhaps even more."

More?

In normal circumstances, this word wouldn't be shocking.

But now, it was akin to a thunderclap.

The three were left speechless—no news could be more astonishing than this revelation.

What is Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox?

Compared to the Three Loose Immortals, she wasn’t inferior. If one could advance further based on her current status, wouldn't that make her comparable to a True Immortal?

"Master, are you jesting?"

The princess stammered, feeling parched.

This reaction might seem immature, but it was already far more composed than most people's response given the shocking news from Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

"Do you think I'm joking? Back then when I was born, I didn't have three tails either."

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox’s figure grew increasingly hazy. Her sigh carried a deep sense of regret: "Otherwise, that wretched woman wouldn’t have been able to wreak havoc in the spirit realm millions of years ago. Master's cultivation would have reached True Immortal levels long ago..."

Xiang'er and Yuanke listened dazedly as Lin Xuan was even more shocked, using all his strength to maintain composure, hiding any signs of shock.

The great battle a million years ago—was it when Moonlet... no, the Asura King, led dark spirits into the spirit realm?

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox spoke lightly, but her anger was evident. Her hatred hadn’t diminished over a century. What had happened back then? Who exactly was this wretched woman she referred to?

Lin Xuan didn't know; he had too many questions, none of which he dared ask. If his secrets were exposed, the consequences would be far worse than Cunhang.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt despondent. He hated how weak he was—how could he challenge Princess Qingqiu if he wanted to unravel all these mysteries?

But for now, he had no choice but to remain silent.

Xiang'er didn’t understand the turmoil in Lin Xuan’s heart. Though far more mature than her peers, she was still stunned by the grand vision painted by her master—becoming a True Immortal like Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox?

If anyone else said this, she would have thought they were mad. But given Princess Qingqiu's status, she couldn’t possibly speak nonsense. If she said it, there must be some truth to it.

Yet, the prospect was too grand for words. Xiang'er didn't know what to say.

After a moment, she stammered: "Pupil will strive."

This statement, while sincere, seemed hollow. She truly didn’t know how else to respond at that moment.

With those words spoken, she felt uneasy. But the mysterious Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox seemed satisfied and extended her hand: "Come, let’s return to Qingqiu."

"Return to Qingqiu?"

Xiang'er's eyes showed a hint of confusion.

"Yes, this realm has too few resources. Master naturally wants to take you back to Qingqiu," Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox said with a smile.

Qingqiu was one of the many small realms in the spirit world, but its conditions were far superior to Nael Dragon Realm. Not only did it have abundant resources, but there were no numerous sects or families. The entire Qingqiu realm, or rather, the spirit world, was controlled by Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

Controlling an entire realm’s resources showed how wealthy she was. Xiang'er being her disciple meant she wouldn’t worry about cultivation resources in the future. Whatever elixirs or treasures Master had would be prepared for her.
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This kind of thing, if spoken out loud, would undoubtedly make other cultivators envious to the point of death. Even with Lin Xuan possessing a blue Star Sea such an extraordinary item, it was still impossible for him to match her.

At least, the blue Star Sea required finding suitable raw materials or refining waste pills before purification could be achieved. On the other hand, Xiang'er had Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox as her teacher, and with all kinds of supplies at her disposal, she could achieve anything she desired. The gap between them was clear even to a fool, and coupled with the girl's seemingly divine talent, it was foreseeable that her future cultivation would be smooth sailing...

As long as she didn't slack off, it might even take a thousand years for another Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox to appear, or perhaps even surpass her.

Thinking about this made Lin Xuan feel envious. His cultivation progressed rapidly and his strength far surpassed those of his peers. However, behind the glory lay countless hardships that only he knew. For Xiang'er, all these were within reach in an instant. In that moment, Lin Xuan felt a pang of jealousy, but his broad-mindedness far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators.

Not to mention their close relationship, even if it was just strangers, there was no reason for envy; everyone had their own destiny.

Xiang'er could be the beloved disciple of the Queen of Qingqiu. What he should give her was blessings.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly.

However, when Xiang'er faced such temptation, she surprisingly showed a hint of hesitation on her face.

The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's keen eyes immediately detected something amiss and asked curiously, "Xiang'er, what’s wrong?"

"I still have my sister."

Princess Yuanke's weak voice echoed in his ears.

Big sisters were like mothers. Xiang'er had lost both parents at a young age and was raised by her big sister. The bond between Xiang'er and Yuanke far exceeded that of ordinary siblings. Now, after so much effort to free herself from the ice prison, if she left now, wouldn’t it mean being separated from her sister like heaven and earth?

This metaphor might be inappropriate, but essentially, Qingqiu was not a place for just anyone to enter. A parting today meant an uncertain reunion in the future.

Xiang'er didn't want to leave.

She wasn't someone who would abandon kindness.

But as she spoke, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox had yet to open her mouth when Yuanke's voice rang out: "Silly sister, what do you care about me? Young birds must leave their nests. You have the good fortune of being personally witnessed by Senior Fox, a three-life cultivation opportunity. Just go with peace of mind."

"But what about you?" Xiang'er still hesitated.

"What about me?"

Yuanke smiled and said, "Even if Senior Fox grants her mercy, I can't accompany you to Qingqiu. Otherwise, how will our clan members fare? I must stay here; this is both a responsibility and an obligation as the daughter of Snowfox King. This is something I cannot avoid."

Yuanke raised her head, and a determined light flashed across her face. Lin Xuan, watching from the side, couldn't help but admire these two Snowfox princesses. Xiang'er's talent was praised by even the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox herself. While Yuanke might not match in terms of talent, her character and attitude were admirable. In some ways, she didn’t fall short of her sister, and calling them the peerless twin beauties wasn't an exaggeration.

"But..."

"Xiang'er, there's no need to say more. This is our responsibility. No matter what, I can never abandon my clan members. You should focus on your own cultivation and not disappoint Senior Fox’s expectations. Our parents will be watching over us from above."

"Alright, sister, I understand."

Though Xiang'er didn't want to leave, she wasn’t a spoiled child either. During the hundred years her big sister was frozen, she had kept in touch with the Snowfox clan. She understood what responsibility meant. The thought of not seeing her sister for so long made her eyes well up.

Just as they were discussing this, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox spoke up: "Enough of this emotional farewell. Even though Qingqiu isn’t open to everyone, my disciple's sister has no problem."

Before he could finish speaking, a faint green glow appeared in his hand and flew towards Yuanke.

Though it seemed slow, Yuanke responded quickly, her right hand flipping to catch the green light.

As the light dissipated, an amulet about the size of a palm materialized before their eyes.

Green as if dripping with life, Lin Xuan couldn’t discern its material. The characters on the front were ancient and powerful, each seemingly imbued with immense magical power. On the back was a vivid depiction of a Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox standing atop a hill, its nine beautiful tails flowing in the wind, its head raised high as if bellowing to the moon.

"This..."

"This is my token. With it, you can freely enter Qingqiu or even the Fox Palace whenever you miss me."

"Thank you, Senior Fox."

Yuanke was taken aback but quickly showed signs of joy. Although she had told Xiang'er to go with her teacher for her own sake, deep down, she didn’t want to be separated from her sister either. This arrangement by the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox seemed like a win-win situation.

Moreover, the spiritual pressure emanating from this amulet was extraordinary; it wasn't just a token but an acknowledgment. The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox’s approval meant that the Snowfox clan would not only dominate the Frozen Spirit Plain but also replace the Ethereal Immortal Palace as the first force in this realm. Although it might take some time, this trend wouldn’t change.

Actually, this wasn’t due to Xiang'er's favor; Yuanke herself was quite admirable in the eyes of the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox. As Xiang'er turned her head and glanced at Lin Xuan, no words were spoken.

But did she need to?

Just that silent look contained a thousand unsaid words.

Lin Xuan wasn’t foolish; he understood everything. In his heart, he was also deeply moved. He knew Xiang'er liked him but had always thought it was just the enthusiasm of a young girl that would eventually fade. However, when she risked her life to save him, Lin Xuan realized he was wrong and profoundly so. Without such a profound bond, how could this have happened?

Now that Xiang'er was leaving, how should he respond to this look filled with countless words?
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People are not plants or trees; who can be without emotion?

Throughout his journey, Lin Xuan had experienced many emotional entanglements—moments of joy and frustration, deep-seated yearning, and the helplessness of being far apart. He had tasted all the flavors of life that emotions could bring.

Perhaps this was why, when faced with new feelings, he felt hesitant, burdened by various concerns.

However, it wasn't as if the goddess had intentions while the prince did not; Lin Xuan merely worried about Shang'er's youth and feared she might be acting on a momentary impulse.

Lin Xuan’s worries were unnecessary. Shang'er demonstrated her understanding of love through her actions. When she charged headfirst towards Tiaohang, Lin Xuan was left in awe. How could an honest young man remain unmoved by such a devoted woman?

When Shang'er turned to look at him, Lin Xuan smiled. His ordinary appearance belied the warmth in his eyes:

"Shang'er, be good and focus on your cultivation. One day, I will come to the Kingdom of Qingqiu for you."

Lin Xuan’s words were subtle, but to a soulmate who understood his heart, there was no need to constantly declare "I love you." A glance or an action conveyed their feelings. There was no need for excessive expressions; it wasn’t that Lin Xuan was stingy with those three words, but given the presence of others, a more reserved approach seemed appropriate.

Hearing this, Shang'er’s beautiful face flushed slightly, adding to her allure. The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox turned as well. Her visit here was for the purpose of recruiting a disciple, but Lin Xuan had noticed him early on. In her eyes, those at the division spirit stage were mere ants, yet this unremarkable man stood out.

She couldn’t put it into words, but his ability to force Tiaohang’s avatar to such an extent with only his divine consciousness was impressive. While not unparalleled in history, few could achieve such a feat, and none had failed to become one of the top powers in the Three Realms afterward. This meant that if Lin Xuan could reach this level today, he might also become a formidable existence in the future.

Of course, the path to immortality was long, with various opportunities along the way. Such matters were not set in stone; advancing through tribulation wasn’t easy, and danger lurked in the cultivation world. If he encountered a powerful enemy, Lin Xuan could fall.

Everything remained uncertain.

However, Lin Xuan was undoubtedly an outstanding prospect.

Of course, such potential did not fully justify his beloved disciple. Shang'er’s talent had even earned praise from the ruler of the Kingdom of Qingqiu. But the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox said little. The future was unpredictable; Shang'er had her own choices and didn’t want to impose too much on her apprentice.

It all depended on them. In the cultivation world, emotions mattered, but so did strength. If this unremarkable young man could become one of the top powers in the Three Realms, she would not interfere with their relationship. However, if he were weak, there was a cold glint in her eyes...

The future held many uncertainties, so she chose to take no action.

She said nothing throughout, but even that single glance made Lin Xuan feel as though his secrets had been laid bare. Of course, this was just an illusion. Lin Xuan’s willpower far surpassed ordinary cultivators; after a moment of distraction, he quickly regained composure. The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox nodded in approval at his response—indeed, not an ordinary person.

She then extended her hand to Shang'er. This time, the young princess hesitated no longer. She turned and looked deeply into Lin Xuan’s eyes before biting her lip:

"Brother Lin Xuan, I’ll wait for you."

Shang'er knew that following the master would mean a long separation from her brother. Brother Lin Xuan didn’t have the token to enter the Kingdom of Qingqiu at will; entering there required tribulation.

While Shang'er trusted Lin Xuan, she understood the difficulty of advancing through tribulation. Even if he reached that stage, it was many years away.

"Don't worry, I’ll come for you."

Lin Xuan nodded firmly. Shang'er smiled in relief and handed her hand to the master. An incredible scene followed: despite no visible action from the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, a force opened up the space barrier, and she and Shang'er vanished inside.

The realm’s power posed no obstacle or danger; they truly disappeared before Lin Xuan and Yuanke's eyes. The matter concluded as Shang'er had left with the master, her future bright. With nothing more for him here, Lin Xuan rested briefly before bidding farewell to Yuanke.

Yuanke didn’t try to retain him, despite his great kindness toward her due to her sister’s sake. Their relationship grew closer, but at their level of cultivation, ordinary courtesies were meaningless. Lin Xuan had his own path, and with his sister gone, the burden on Yuanke increased.

Although the Kingdom of Qingqiu was far away, as one of the Three Great Demon Kings, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox’s influence spanned the entire Spirit Realm. With her token, she could gain support and commitment. How could Yuanke not make good use of it?

In just a hundred years, the strength of the Snow Fox clan grew rapidly, changing the landscape of Ice Sea World and becoming its first power—outshining even the peak of the Ethereal Immortal Palace.

This had little to do with Lin Xuan, as he soon returned to Nael Dragon World. While Nael Dragon World was slightly less advanced than the Kingdom of Qingqiu, it was still remarkable for cultivation. Here, he could train better than in Ice Sea World.

After witnessing the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox’s power, Lin Xuan’s desire for strength grew even stronger. However, one must eat a meal bite by bite; cultivation wasn’t something that happened overnight. He decided to return to Cloud Conceal Sect first.

Despite successfully returning to Nael Dragon World via spatial transmission, he didn’t know exactly where he was. Before him lay desolation. Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found no cultivators. Reluctantly, he chose a random direction and flew, needing to ask someone for directions before deciding his next move.
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Here stretches a range of undulating mountains. The aura of spirit energy here is noticeably denser compared to the surroundings, as there's a small spirit vein running through the main peak of this mountain range for over ten miles.

Not only is it small in scale, but its quality is also rather poor. Such a spirit land wouldn't attract attention from even minor sects or scattered cultivators with higher cultivation levels.

However, though Nai Long World was vast, there were many more human and demon races. Some minor sects would take an interest in such places and even fight to the death over this inferior spirit vein.

Of course, that happened a hundred years ago.

In the end, it was the Lian鳞 Sect that emerged victorious, settling down on top of this small spirit vein.

The Lian鳞 Sect sounds impressive from its name, but it's actually just a minor sect with only two hundred members. The sect has one senior elder at the Condensation Core stage and about ten Foundation Establishment cultivators. The rest are all low-ranking disciples in the Flexible Spirit Period.

In terms of strength, they could hardly be said to match the Flying Cloud Valley where Lin Xuan first entered the immortal path. At first glance, this seemed a bit absurd, but the distribution of power in the cultivation world was always pyramid-shaped—higher the stage, fewer the number. Even the spirit realm couldn't escape this rule. Despite Nai Long World's abundant resources, low-level cultivators still made up over ninety percent.

This also reflected the hardships of ascending to immortality.

Minor sects like Lian鳞 were countless in Nai Long World. This particular sect was lucky enough to have a place to settle down. Though the spirit vein here wasn't impressive, it was sufficient for their needs.

As they say, "when poor, one's aspirations are short." Such minor sects didn't have much ambition; becoming an immortal was something no one in the sect dared to dream of. They were content as long as they could preserve their lineage.

Such a sect could be said to live in peace with the world. The disciples hadn't fought anyone for a long time. However, misfortune can strike at any moment. Today, disaster suddenly descended upon the Lian鳞 Sect.

To some extent, this calamity was unjustified. The area where the Lian鳞 Sect resided was quite remote. High-level cultivators wouldn’t come here, and even those of similar cultivation levels rarely visited without reason.

Although there were forests and deserts nearby, the spirit energy was sparse. Most animals were ordinary beasts, while some demons existed but only at the first or second stage—equivalent to a Foundation Establishment peak cultivator. The Lian鳞 Sect's strength could handle such threats and even provided them with necessary cultivation materials...

So, over this century, their strength hadn't grown much, but the disciples lived quite comfortably.

However, today’s peace was shattered by an unexpected attack from a Level One Spirit Beast. This beast had reached the Transformed Form stage in terms of power, but due to some reason, its spirit intelligence didn’t activate, and it couldn’t transform into human form. Nevertheless, its strength was formidable; the Lian鳞 Sect barely held on with their protective array.

But given the sect's weakness, the protective array wasn't much help. It seemed about to collapse at any moment.

"Damn!"

A gray-robed old man’s eyes were nearly bulging out of his sockets. Could it be that the lineage of the Lian鳞 Sect would end in his hands? Despite its lack of spirit intelligence, this beast was ferocious and moved swiftly. Once the protective array fell, few disciples could escape.

But he himself was only at the Condensation Core stage; there was nothing he could do to change things.

Boom!

Another loud explosion rang out. The last layer of light barrier was trembling.

The old man closed his eyes in pain, about to order the disciples to flee when suddenly, a bright spot appeared on the horizon.

At first far away, it soon approached.

The light dimmed, revealing a plain-looking young man.

The chaos before Lin Xuan left him somewhat surprised. He had been unlucky this time; cross-dimensional teleportation was difficult. Upon returning to Nai Long World, he was dropped in an extremely remote place with no one around. It took him several days of flying to reach here.

Despite the Lian鳞 Sect's low strength, asking for directions wasn't a problem. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and released a green sword energy that sliced through the beast like a fish swimming through water. The chaos calmed down as hundreds of cultivators stared in shock; they had never seen such a powerful figure.

After a moment, it was the sect's senior elder who reacted, quickly flying out of the light barrier to bow before Lin Xuan: "Greetings, Senior! Thank you for saving our lives. If there’s anything we can do, please say."

"Don't be so formal,"

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely indifferent. "It's a coincidence that we met. That strike was just a minor effort on my part. No need to bow; if you have the map of this area, I’d appreciate it."

"Map?"

The old man was taken aback. Although the Lian鳞 Sect lived in seclusion here, they couldn't be unaware of their surroundings.

"Please wait a moment,"

The old man respectfully said and then instructed his disciples to fetch the map.

Although these small fellows were weak, they acted quickly. Soon, a jade瞳 scroll was respectfully presented to Lin Xuan. He casually took it over, lowered his head slightly, and sank his divine sense into it.

Indeed, the map was very detailed. This place was much more remote than he had imagined. Without this map, he would have wasted a lot of time.

Lin Xuan took out an empty jade瞳 scroll, copied it, then gave them a set of array flags that he no longer used. Although his life-saving act was sufficient as payment, Lin Xuan felt good helping; it was just a small effort for him.

With the map in hand, the journey became much smoother. First, Lin Xuan went to an area where cultivators gathered to gather more information. Then, he headed to a large immortal city and used the teleportation array.

Although the price of teleportation was expensive, it wasn’t a concern for him. The Nai Long World was vast; even with his speed, it would take two or three years just to return to Cloud Concealment Sect by flying alone.

Teleportation was much faster and more convenient.

This process didn't need detailed narration. A dozen days later, Lin Xuan was close to the Cloud Concealment Mountains.

A hundred years had passed in a blur. He wondered what the current state of Cloud Concealment Sect would be like.
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Cultivation knows no time. A mere hundred years, for high-ranking cultivators, is nothing more than a blink of an eye. However, to ordinary people, it's a lifetime.

Lin Xuan was not an ordinary person, but the experience he gained from his journey to the Ice Sea Realm over this short period was invaluable. The hundred years had been filled with too many experiences worth reflecting on and cherishing.

When Lin Xuan returned to Cloud Concealment Range, looking at familiar scenery, it felt as if he were in a different world.

His emotions ran high, and he couldn't help but let out a loud song. His voice echoed like the roar of a dragon or the cooing of a phoenix, reaching up into the heavens, lingering on and on until even the clouds seemed to be shattered by its power.

Although this place was still thousands of miles away from the main sect headquarters of Cloud Concealment Sect, such a commotion would not go unnoticed. Before long, he saw a burst of spiritual light ahead. Lin Xuan roughly counted over a dozen beams of light streaking towards him...

Leading the way was a striking pinkish-red shockwave, easily noticeable due to its speed and the faint scent that wafted around it.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he vaguely recognized this spiritual light. However, he couldn't quite recall where from. Just as he was about to use his powers to examine it more closely, the light arrived so quickly that it suddenly appeared before him in an instant.

The light dimmed, revealing a tall and strikingly beautiful young woman.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her. Wasn’t she someone familiar?

Lin Yu娇!

The eldest elder of Cloud Concealment Sect’s sister. They had been on equal terms when they went to the Ancient Demon Realm together in search of a spirit essence pill.

However, due to his good fortune and luck, Lin Xuan obtained this item from Master Real Dragon and later broke through the void ahead of everyone else, returning to the Spirit Realm.

Considering the time, shouldn't the trial be over by now? Shouldn’t she have returned safely?

Seeing an old acquaintance in good health filled Lin Xuan with joy. His song had already ended, and he stood there with his hands behind his back, smiling.

Lin Yu娇 also recognized Lin Xuan’s face.

Her expression went from shock to surprise and then to happiness as she curtsied: "Yu娇 pays respects to Senior Uncle."

The young woman's face showed a mix of emotions. They had been on equal terms when they went to the Ancient Demon Realm, but now she was addressing him as Senior Uncle.

Although it hadn't been long since her return to the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan’s achievements were well-known. Although he didn’t want to be the eldest elder, after defeating the Elder of Desolate Heaven, he had become an object of admiration and reverence for all disciples within the sect.

Lin Yu娇 wasn't jealous; she owed him a life-saving debt. However, thinking about his astonishing cultivation speed and strength that far surpassed his peers, she couldn’t help but feel envious.

"Enough formalities."

Lin Xuan waved his hand lightly as he chatted briefly with Lin Yu娇. Other cultivators arrived soon after, and upon confirming Lin Xuan’s identity, they spontaneously erupted in cheers. This showed how much the sect revered him. They then paid their respects before sending out transmission talismans to inform the main sect.

In just a moment, the air hummed as countless light points appeared on the horizon, speeding towards them from all directions but converging here.

Though Lin Xuan didn’t hold the title of eldest elder, his importance to Cloud Concealment Sect was clear. Thanks to his victory over the Elder of Desolate Heaven, the sect had seen tremendous growth in a hundred years, its strength more than doubling. What had once been a minor sect now counted among the major ones in the Real Dragon Realm, though not at the top.

Thus, Lin Xuan's return was a significant event. Almost all condensation core cultivators, except those who were truly meditating or couldn’t make it due to other commitments, came out to greet him.

At the forefront were the silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named youth.

Their faces showed surprise and joy as they approached Lin Xuan.

"Junior Brother Lin, you've finally returned. Did your mission go well? Oh, your cultivation..."

Before the dragon-named youth could finish his sentence, he was left speechless in shock.

It made sense for him to be surprised. He had watched Lin Xuan advance from the Spirit Core stage to the Condensation Core stage. How many years had passed since then, and now Lin Xuan had advanced further to become a mid-stage Condensation Core cultivator?

Wasn't he also at the Condensation Core stage? The difficulty of advancing within this realm was well-known; his initial bottleneck had lasted for tens of thousands of years.

He had worked hard, but his progress was as slow as a snail. Lin Xuan...

At that moment, it would be a lie to say he wasn’t envious.

Was Junior Brother Lin truly reborn from the True Immortal realm? Otherwise, how could his cultivation speed be so astonishing?

The dragon-named youth's mind was filled with this thought.

On the other side, the silver-eyed girl’s expression mirrored his. After an initial shock, her remaining emotion was pure joy. She even had a hint of anticipation—could their newly joined junior brother one day become a realm-transcending existence?

The realm-transcending stage was the final realm in cultivation, just a step away from her late-stage Condensation Core. However, she knew that it was as distant as heaven and earth.

She would never have the chance to enter this realm; the difficulty of the next bottleneck was incomparable to those before it. Many geniuses had fallen at this threshold, but Lin Xuan had already created too many miracles. Perhaps he could still reach the realm-transcending stage.

With these thoughts in mind, she happily welcomed Lin Xuan into the sect with her disciples.

Of course, what followed was of no concern to low-ranking cultivators. After entering the main hall, they all paid their respects and left.

"Did you have a good trip, Junior Brother Lin? I bet you had some significant gains?" said the dragon-named youth with a smile.

"Haha, don't laugh at me. I just got lucky and managed to advance one level."

The two didn’t comment on his words, knowing how difficult it was for a Condensation Core cultivator to advance. If it were merely luck, there would be high-ranking cultivators everywhere.

Since they were ancient immortals who understood Lin Xuan’s reluctance to elaborate, they wisely refrained from asking further and changed the subject.

"Did you find the materials needed to create an avatar on this trip?"

"Haha, thanks to Senior Sister's help. If not for her telling me about the Ice Sea Realm, I wouldn't have had any success."

Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Haha, Junior Brother is too modest."

Just as their conversation was wrapping up, a loud and arrogant voice interrupted: "I heard that Lin Xiaoer has returned. Is he still hiding like a turtle? Come out to see me."
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The voice was utterly unfamiliar. With a cultivator's unforgettive prowess, Lin Xuan could be certain that he had never heard it before. In other words, the owner of this voice was someone he did not recognize.

Who on earth was making such a ruckus?

Lin Xuan was still in shock, his expression bewildered. The silver-eyed maiden beside him looked equally embarrassed.

The two exchanged glances, and eventually, it was the Dragon-named youth who spoke up: "Cough, younger brother, don't take offense. Big Master Wu's identity is no small matter; he happens to have a stubborn and arrogant nature..."

"Big Master Wu?"

Lin Xuan frowned, confirming that this name was one he had never heard before. He then smiled. "Brother, if you say so, it must be someone of considerable background. What exactly happened?"

Seeing Lin Xuan's calm demeanor, both the silver-eyed maiden and the Dragon-named youth breathed a sigh of relief. They feared that Lin Xuan, whose strength far surpassed his peers, would take offense at such an insult, leading to an irreparable situation.

After all, Big Master Wu not only had formidable power himself but also came from the sole lineage of Fire Spirit Immortal in the secular world. Fire Spirit Immortal was a major figure among the Tribulation Transcenders, and his status could not be compared to that of the Heaven-Extinguishing Monstrous Beast. The Cloud Hidden Sect naturally could not afford to offend him.

To say that Big Master Wu had no grudge against Lin Xuan would be a lie; they had never met in their lives. However, as the saying goes, money brings trouble, and so does fame.

A hundred years ago, during the battle in Star Moon City, Lin Xuan defeated the Heaven-Extinguishing Monstrous Beast, earning him the title of the top Tribulation Transcender in Nael Dragon Realm. His reputation was well-deserved, bringing countless benefits to his sect, such as its current development.

However, with great fame came great risks. Ordinary Spirit Formation stage cultivators merely envied Lin Xuan's name and did not dare to provoke him. But this did not mean that Big Master Wu would be intimidated either.

Over a hundred years ago, during the battle between Lin Xuan and the Heaven-Extinguishing Monstrous Beast, Big Master Wu was in seclusion, striving for Spirit Formation late stage. When he emerged from his seclusion, the entire cultivation world buzzed with talk about it. Lin Xuan's reputation was so well-known that it echoed like thunder.

But Big Master Wu was not pleased.

Behind him stood Fire Spirit Immortal, and although this young master had a bit of an air of superiority, his innate talent was undeniable. He worked hard at cultivation, earning praise from even Fire Spirit Immortal himself.

Originally, he was someone who looked down on others. His initial plan was to challenge the Heaven-Extinguishing Monstrous Beast after breaking through to late stage Spirit Formation.

The title of top Tribulation Transcender in this realm had long been coveted by him.

However, fate intervened at a critical moment when Lin Xuan defeated the Heaven-Extinguishing Monstrous Beast and gained widespread fame. This arrogance and domineering young master could not easily swallow his pride.

Now that the Heaven-Extinguishing Monstrous Beast was defeated, his new target naturally became Lin Xuan. Thus, this fellow decided to come straight to the Cloud Hidden Sect's main base to challenge Lin Xuan. However, at that time, Lin Xuan had already left for Ice Sea Realm.

Initially, Big Master Wu did not believe it, thinking that Lin Xuan was too afraid of him and hiding like a timid turtle. He even tried to forcibly enter, which would have been highly disrespectful to the Cloud Hidden Sect.

Although aware of his unapproachable status, the silver-eyed maiden had no choice but to intervene. Both were at late stage Spirit Formation, on par in cultivation level. However, Big Master Wu's family background was rich, and although he had a bit of an arrogant nature, his abilities were not to be underestimated. The silver-eyed maiden quickly fell behind, after which Big Master Wu entered the main base of the Cloud Hidden Sect, searching for Lin Xuan.

But by then, Lin Xuan had already left; how could he find him?

Fortunately, this person was not inherently violent and did not indiscriminately kill anyone despite his harsh words.

However, the matter was far from over. This fellow was a stickler for principles and would come to the Cloud Hidden Sect regularly to seek out Lin Xuan.

It was impossible to stop him. While the sect could deal with a lone cultivator if they activated their protective array and set up numerous traps and prohibitions, it was not worth risking the wrath of Fire Spirit Immortal.

Moreover, Big Master Wu's nature was not inherently bad; although he had caused much trouble for the Cloud Hidden Sect, at least he did not randomly kill any sect members when he could not find Lin Xuan.

Thus, the silver-eyed maiden issued a decree: if Big Master Wu came to their sect again, there would be no need to block him.

"Ah, I see."

After hearing both of them explain, Lin Xuan finally understood the whole story. He looked thoughtful for a moment before saying, "Regardless, since this young master has come looking for us, we can only go and meet him."

Lin Xuan knew that his return was witnessed by thousands of eyes, so denying it or avoiding it would be meaningless. Besides, he had no intention of doing so.

"Alright, but when Big Master Wu proposes a duel..." the Dragon-named youth said with some concern.

Such a cultivator like Lin Xuan was undoubtedly arrogant. A casual disagreement might lead to a friendly sparring match, but what if Lin Xuan's actions caused trouble for their sect...

He did not want to suffer the same fate as his success and failure. The wrath of Fire Spirit Immortal was something the Cloud Hidden Sect could not bear.

"Brother, rest assured; I have it under control," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

With that, he emitted a green glow and flew out from the hall.

The Dragon-named youth and silver-eyed maiden exchanged glances before following closely behind.

Lin Xuan's speed was incredible, and soon enough, a figure came into view.
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That was a handsome man, around thirty years old. His entire demeanor exuded an indescribable air of arrogance, as if he looked down on everyone.

But his cultivation wasn't something to be underestimated. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and confirmed that the other party was indeed a late-stage Diviner, with his spiritual energy seeming slightly denser than those at the same stage.

The遁光敛ed, and Lin Xuan stopped about twenty meters away from him.

Following were two streaks of lightning, as Silver-Eyed Maiden and Dragon-Surnamed Youth couldn't bear to leave their master behind and rushed over anxiously!

"Are you Lin Xuan?"

Black-Heaven Master glanced at Lin Xuan.

"Not bad, that's me."

Lin Xuan's indifferent voice reached his ears. He naturally wouldn't take such a haughty aristocrat seriously; even if he had genuine talent, lacking the trials of blood and sweat would significantly diminish his combat effectiveness in magical battles.

After all, how could his status compare to Princess New Moon, who was the beloved daughter of Fire Spirit Ancestor? Although the fame of the latter spread far and wide, at the end of the day, he was just a great existence that had yet to transcend the tribulation stage.

Through the battle with Tallowang, Lin Xuan had better assessed his own strength. While still unable to defeat an early-stage tribulation entity like before, he wasn't completely defenseless either. If it were Fire Spirit Ancestor himself, perhaps Lin Xuan would be a bit wary, but facing just a junior disciple, why should he tiptoe around?

Lin Xuan's nonchalant attitude left Black-Heaven Master taken aback, followed by an angry expression.

"Do you know the purpose of my visit here? If you surrender, I can spare you some suffering. Otherwise..."

"Otherwise what?"

Lin Xuan was speechless; this guy was truly arrogant and domineering, threatening him even before making a move. He wondered where his confidence came from—did he think that as a descendant of Fire Spirit Ancestor, no one would dare to provoke him? In reality, there were far more powerful entities in the spirit realm than just his backers.

Lin Xuan's firm stance left Black-Heaven Master somewhat stunned. His family background and non-negligible cultivation made him someone who was always treated with respect wherever he went; when had anyone dared to defy him like this?

Though he had some of a rich playboy’s habits, he wasn’t entirely unreasonable. Otherwise, he would have caused chaos in the Cloud Concealment Sect long ago. So instead of getting angry, he burst into laughter: "Alright, you dare to make a bet with me."

"Bet?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and showed a hint of amusement.

"Yes, let's settle this once and for all. When you fought against the Old Monster of Heaven’s End, you set an enormous prize. We have no grudges, so we don't need such a ridiculous condition. The loser must make some kind of sacrifice; otherwise, it would be boring," Black-Heaven Master said with confidence.

"Oh, then what's the prize? Just name it."

Lin Xuan remained unconcerned. It wasn’t arrogance but his current strength made him confident that he could win against a late-stage Diviner.

The other party was clearly offering something to him; although Lin Xuan’s wealth was already immense, in cultivation, resources were everything. Who would refuse more treasures, even if they couldn't use them? They could be given as gifts to the sect or sold for crystal stones at the market.

"Haha, you're quite generous. Take a look, how about this?"

Black-Heaven Master shook his sleeves and a flash of spiritual light shot out with his movement.

Lin Xuan frowned slightly but extended his hand to receive it. In broad daylight, there was no way he would be ambushed; besides, such an arrogant person wouldn't dare do that. So Lin Xuan felt secure.

Upon inspection, it turned out to be a piece of animal hide with gold-inked text curving across it.

"What's this..."

Lin Xuan froze, scrutinizing the text closely. His expression changed dramatically upon reading.

It was no wonder Lin Xuan was surprised; what he held wasn’t some precious material but a contract—a special one that listed a mineral vein.

A top-grade mineral vein.

Top-grade crystal stones were rare treasures in the human world and could spark intense competition even with just one piece. In the spirit realm, resources were more abundant, so top-grade crystals weren't as valuable.

However, even if their value had slightly dropped, not everyone could afford such a treasure. Of course, for someone like Lin Xuan, top-grade crystal stones meant nothing; he could easily come up with thousands or even tens of thousands.

But the key point was that what the other party offered was a mineral vein.

What is a mineral vein? It’s something that can be mined for many years.

The quantity wasn't just a few thousand or ten thousand pieces, but possibly hundreds, thousands, or even more...

Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who had seen it all, yet he was still taken aback by the other party's generosity. How rich must Black-Heaven Master be? Did Fire Spirit Ancestor pamper him to such an extent that even in the spirit realm, most top-grade crystal stones came from high-stage veins, and pure top-grade veins were extremely rare.

The other party daringly offered this as a prize; Lin Xuan had some expectations for his strength.

"Have you thought it through?"

Lin Xuan smiled.

"A gentleman's word is worth a thousand gold. What are you planning to offer? If it’s too ordinary, I won’t accept," Black-Heaven Master said haughtily.

"This..."

Lin Xuan was indeed in a dilemma. He wasn't short of resources; even an entire top-grade mineral vein wouldn't be out of his reach. However, revealing his wealth openly would be unwise, and with his scattered treasures, pulling them all out at once would be difficult.

Just as he pondered, the voice of Silver-Eyed Maiden entered his ears: "Black-Heaven Master is so generous; our Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect can't let others look down on us. How about using the sect's treasure vault as a prize? I believe this will be enough."

"Bride?"

Lin Xuan turned around, touched by her words. The sect’s treasure vault was closely tied to its prosperity and the continuity of its teachings; the decline of Ethereal Fairy Palace wasn’t due to the death of three top experts but because their treasure vault had been plundered. If they lost this battle, Cloud Concealment Sect would suffer a similar fate.

"Brother, don't worry. I have faith in you."

Silver-Eyed Maiden’s smiling voice entered his ears; indeed, she was worthy of being the Supreme Elder of a sect, with such courage and resolve that few cultivators could match.
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Of course, the young lady did this not out of a sudden impulse but after careful consideration.

Firstly, she was confident in Lin Xuan's strength. He had already managed to defeat the formidable Elder Tianjue at the mere stage of Focused Spirit, and with another century passing by, his strength had increased yet again. Although the Young Master Blackbird had considerable fame, he was still a pampered young lord. From both reason and emotion, Lin Xuan should not lose.

Secondly, while Lin Xuan's rapid improvement brought great benefits to the Cloud Concealment Sect, it also posed some risks. After all, the sect was only considered second-rate in the Dragon Cage Realm, so if he continued to rise too quickly, she feared that the sect might not be able to support such a powerful figure.

If Lin Xuan had grown up within the sect, there would have been no issue. However, as an outsider who joined later, it was possible that other prestigious sects could offer better conditions and tempt him away...

In terms of resources, even with their best efforts, they couldn't compete with such offers. The disparity in power between them was significant.

This was the concern of the silver-eyed maiden. For Lin Xuan to be a great opportunity for the Cloud Concealment Sect, she didn’t want to risk losing him.

Since appealing to his interests wouldn’t work, she decided to appeal to his emotions instead. Seeing that Lin Xuan seemed hesitant, she unhesitatingly proposed using her universe’s treasure vault as the prize. Her goal was simple: to win Lin Xuan over.

Although this could be seen as a risky gamble, the silver-eyed maiden believed in her judgment.

"Thank you, Senior Sis."

With matters settled, Lin Xuan didn’t waste any more words. Trust between them had been established, and there was no need for further explanation. For him, such an arrangement felt quite good.

Both sides had prepared their prizes, but the duel did not immediately commence. After all, they were in the main hall of the Cloud Concealment Sect, and both were Focused Spirit experts. If a fight broke out here, it would be no surprise if the sect’s headquarters were destroyed.

This was a situation Lin Xuan didn’t want to see. The Young Master Blackbird had come for this duel, not to cause trouble at the sect. He wasn’t opposed to spending more time to find an appropriate location.

As the host, the silver-eyed maiden knew the terrain well and led them southward from the headquarters. Despite their powerful abilities, they didn’t stop until a vast desert came into view.

Indeed, this was the perfect place for a duel: a desolate land with no one in sight. Even if the battle raged to the heavens and earth, it wouldn’t affect anyone else.

Thus, the four stopped.

The silver-eyed maiden and the Dragon-named youth naturally took on the role of spectators, while Lin Xuan and Young Master Blackbird stood facing each other.

"Using a top-grade Spirit Pulse as the prize, do you really decide to go through with this?"

Lin Xuan’s calm voice echoed. Although Young Master Blackbird was proud and haughty, a top-grade Spirit Pulse was no small matter. Lin Xuan didn’t want him to cheat if he lost, so it was necessary to confirm everything before the duel.

"Hmph, a gentleman's word is as binding as a swift horse. Have you heard of me ever backing down from my commitments?"

The young man’s sense of honor had been questioned, and this angered him greatly.

"Very well, since you are so agreeable, I will test your skills."

At this point, there was no need for further words. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and a puff of air entered their ears. A small ball of flame, about the size of an egg, leaped into the air, glowing with a five-colored luster that hinted at its mysterious nature.

Phantom Skyfire!

Lin Xuan didn’t summon any other treasures; this was one of his secret techniques. It was more than enough to deal with a Focused Spirit expert.

Overconfidence and confidence were different things.

"Hmph, playing with fire—truly reckless."

Seeing Lin Xuan not using a treasure but instead conjuring such a flame, Young Master Blackbird raised an eyebrow, showing clear disdain on his face.

Indeed, it was disdain.

And he had good reason to show it. Who was the mentor of this Young Master Blackbird?

The Fire Spirit Ancestor!

From the name alone, one could tell that he excelled in fire manipulation techniques. As a direct descendant and the only blood relative, this young lord undoubtedly inherited the true teachings from the old monster.

This Lin boy’s recklessness in playing with fire before him was as foolish as trying to show off a big axe at the door of Lu Ban.

With an arrogant demeanor, Lin Xuan wasn’t angry but rather delighted. Overconfidence would come with its price. Even though he didn’t consider Young Master Blackbird important from the start, it would be easier if he could make him concede without much effort.

Lin Xuan silently chuckled and spoke no more. He simply opened his lips slightly and said "Go."

The Phantom Skyfire spun around but neither grew nor performed any other strange feats; it simply flew directly towards Young Master Blackbird.

It was as simple as a basic fireball spell in the Five Elements school of magic.

"What...?"

Young Master Blackbird was dumbfounded. After realizing, he nearly fainted from anger.

Disdain!

Lin Xuan’s actions were nothing but disdain. He didn’t even consider him worthy of his attention.

"Playing with death!"

This time, Young Master Blackbird gritted his teeth as he spoke. A look of rage flashed across his face before he flicked his sleeves again and sent a small fireball flying.

The fireball was blackish-red in color. The temperature around it suddenly rose sharply. Fortunately, they were in the desert; otherwise, many things would have been ignited by such intense heat.

But this wasn’t over yet.

The fireball transformed into a swirling cloud of flames that moved with incredible speed.

As the clouds swirled, their area expanded rapidly until half the sky was obscured.

Thus, the contrast between them became stark. While Lin Xuan’s display lacked any grandeur, using only a simple fireball spell, Young Master Blackbird’s display left everyone on edge. It seemed that without even fighting, the outcome was already clear.

Even though Young Master Blackbird looked smug, the two Cloud Concealment Elders who were confident in Lin Xuan felt nervous and afraid.

"Devilfire of Heaven, this Young Master Blackbird truly inherited the true teachings from the Fire Spirit Ancestor."

"Indeed, he is indeed difficult to deal with," nodded the silver-eyed maiden.
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"Senior Sister, what should we do? Lin Junior Brother was overconfident and might run into trouble," the young man with the dragon surname said anxiously.

However, while he spoke these words, he knew very well that at this moment, neither of them could offer any help. A duel is a matter for two combatants alone; no one else should interfere.

Before his words were fully out, the magic flames they controlled collided fiercely. The volume difference between the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and that strange fire cloud was stark.

It was like saying an ant trying to shake a tree—it seemed completely unrealistic. It felt as if the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire would be instantly devoured by the powerful fire cloud.

However, this was merely an illusion.

In the next moment, the results of their flames colliding were entirely opposite from what people expected. The originally multicolored magical fire gradually met resistance after entering the center of the fire cloud but then flashed with a light and turned a deep blue.

With the color change came an overwhelming chill that spread in all directions…

The visible cold air intertwined with the fire cloud, causing a crackling sound to fill their ears as the flames suddenly froze…

Indeed, it was freezing!

It seemed absurd for flames to be frozen, but before his eyes stood two observers dumbfounded. The Bird Eldest Master's mouth hung open wide enough to swallow an egg.

But shock aside, the duel had to continue. With his proud and arrogant nature, he would never give up so easily.

A hint of anger flashed across his face as he waved his hands continuously, sending wave after wave of magical incantations into the Heaven-Burning Demon Fire.

As a secret technique of Fire Spirit Ancestor, this power was still formidable. The crackling sound filled their ears as the frozen fire sea began to thaw.

Lin Xuan's face showed an unusual expression. According to the standards of a pampered youth, his opponent had already shown remarkable skill despite some arrogance. While he couldn't entirely dismiss it as exaggeration, such performance alone was not enough to challenge him!

A slight smile curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips as he pointed again with one finger and lightly shouted: "Quickly!"

The moment his words were out, the color of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire changed once more. It turned a vivid red, almost with an eerie tinge.

Devouring power!

This was one of the most mysterious attributes of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. It could even devour and integrate enemy spells. At this moment, the unfortunate Bird Eldest Master faced such a dire situation. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire not only changed color but also transformed into a vortex.

His Heaven-Burning Demon Fire was like delicious food, being devoured bit by bit by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

"This…"

The Bird Eldest Master gaped in disbelief, even doubting if he had been dreaming. Facing such an eerie scene left him speechless.

As they say, behind every great name lies a true hero. Although he didn't want to admit it, deep down, the Bird Eldest Master felt that he might have underestimated Lin Xuan. While the latter was only at the Spirit Formation中期 stage, his strength couldn't be measured by ordinary cultivators.

Furious!

While secretly fearing Lin Xuan's power, the Bird Eldest Master felt a tinge of humiliation. With his proud and arrogant nature, although he found Lin Xuan difficult to deal with, he wouldn't give up so easily.

Though this demon fire was formidable, what about his other techniques?

With that thought, a hint of self-satisfaction returned to his face as he swept his sleeves. Instantly, countless golden threads appeared before him and shot towards Lin Xuan.

Treasured needles!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, showing an unusual expression on his face.

It was well-known that treasured needle-type magical artifacts had the strongest penetration among all magical tools but were also the hardest to master due to their tiny size. They required extremely strong spiritual awareness to control. Yet here were hundreds of them. If any other cultivator faced such a barrage, they would struggle to handle it.

Even with defensive magical artifacts like shields, there wouldn't be much use because of their powerful penetration. But Lin Xuan was an ordinary cultivator?

Regardless of how difficult the treasured needles might be to deal with, he didn't care. His methods were far more bizarre.

Lin Xuan still had no intention of using his treasures at this point. Such overconfidence left his fellow disciples stunned. They worried but also felt puzzled—was Lin Junior Brother still planning to use that flame to defend himself? This fire might be incredibly powerful, but how could it handle so many treasured needle-type magical artifacts?

But their efforts were in vain.

Lin Xuan didn't intend to continue using the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. While he wasn't afraid of such magical flames, he could even destroy them with this fiery power.

Why bother? How would showing off his true strength through fire impress anyone who lost?

Even if they conceded defeat, it wouldn't be convincing enough. Since the top-grade mineral veins were at stake, Lin Xuan didn't want any excuses later. His goal was to make sure he won convincingly.

Thus, Lin Xuan retracted the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and swept his sleeves again. With a dazzling light, countless silver sword lights emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming out of water.

"Damn it!"

The Bird Eldest Master's pupils dilated in rage. He thought that a mere flicker of sword lights could fend off his soul-searing needles. This was sheer contempt! He had always considered himself arrogant enough but compared to Lin Xuan, he felt like a small fish seeing a big one.

How often had the Bird Eldest Master been so humiliated? It was an insult.

With these thoughts in mind, the Bird Eldest Master clenched his fist and pounded his chest. Then, he spat out a mouthful of blood.

The blood exploded from his mouth, filling the nearby air with a thick scent of blood before merging into the flying needles.

Piqued by their contempt, the Bird Eldest Master no longer cared about holding back. He prepared to kill that hateful Lin Xuan here and now.

Even if it was him, his fellow disciples felt that Lin Xuan's overconfidence was excessive. No matter how strong you are, you can't look down on all your fellow cultivators!

But the next scene left everyone speechless. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, pointing lightly in front of him. As he moved, the sword lights flickered and vanished mid-air. In their place, silver threads appeared around Lin Xuan.
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That silver thread, though thin, was over ten zhang long. Its quantity far exceeded the sword light by more than ten times, rolling and surging like a silver cloud, slicing towards Lin Xuan...

"Transforming swords into threads!"

The wealthy young master U announced with gritted teeth. On the other side, the two Cloud Concealment Sect elders were dumbfounded. Just now, they had been worried that Lin Xuan was overestimating his opponent, but in the next moment, they were intimidated by his powerful technique.

"Transforming swords into threads! Senior Sister, I didn't see it wrong—actually, it's transforming swords into threads."

The Long family youth, though the weakest of the four with the lowest cultivation level, was still a spirit transformation period cultivator. But at this moment, he shouted without any concern for his dignity.

It wasn’t surprising that he did so; after all, while transforming swords into threads wasn't an extraordinary secret technique, using sword light alone to achieve it was rather shocking. Wasn't this saying that Lin Xuan’s prowess with just the sword light alone surpassed that of a peer in terms of power?

Was this possible?

The two girls with silver eyes were more delighted than surprised, while U's wealthy young master was filled with anger and fear.

Of course, there was also a greater unwillingness to accept it. How could anyone be more talented than him? He wasn't a sword cultivator, but even if he had started researching the art of controlling swords from the beginning, he would never have been able to perform transforming swords into threads just with his sword light.

This meant that he was far inferior to Lin Xuan.

Impossible!

U's wealthy young master didn’t want to admit it. While this secret technique looked outrageous, who knew if it was a paper tiger, merely superficial?

With such thoughts, he continued to manipulate the soul-seizing needles towards him and poured more magical energy into them...

Despite his inner fear, he still had to take a chance. U's wealthy young master was one of those who wouldn’t shed tears until they saw the coffin.

In the next moment, clinking sounds filled their ears as the flying needles clashed with the sword threads in mid-air.

The result was evenly matched. U's wealthy young master widened his eyes. He had used his essence blood to enhance the soul-seizing needle’s power, yet it could only match its opponent at this level—had he gone mad!

However, his astonishment didn’t end there. Lin Xuan flipped his hand and pointed another finger forward. As he did so, those sword threads stopped cutting forward and instead began to wrap around the flying needles.

Circle after circle, like silk spun by a silkworm, they formed cocoons from each of the flying needles.

The magical artifacts were trapped, and U's wealthy young master’s mental connection with them was severed by Lin Xuan.

He couldn’t help but turn pale. The power of just the sword light alone was already formidable; if he really summoned his treasures, what could he do?

For the first time, a sense of helplessness arose in him. Though he didn't want to admit defeat, he knew that his strength was vastly inferior to Lin Xuan's. To be blunt, they were not on the same level.

Before this thought fully formed, his hair stood up again for some reason. Lin Xuan had vanished from sight as a flash of light appeared.

His protective magical aura seemed paper-thin and easily broken through. A gentle hand landed on his shoulder, and Lin Xuan’s cheerful laughter echoed in his ears: "Friend U, how about we call it quits?"

"Senior Lin, your powers are truly remarkable; I submit with heart."

After a moment of silence, U's wealthy young master conceded.

Lin Xuan retracted his hand. He was slightly surprised by the straightforward admission of defeat. This changed his view on the wealthy young master—he wasn’t just an ordinary spoiled brat.

Smiling, Lin Xuan retracted his hand.

Though U's wealthy young master acknowledged defeat, the situation had already soured for him. Naturally, he wouldn't stay and continued to bid farewell. The two girls with silver eyes and the Long family youth tried to persuade him but let him go.

The matter was settled. Both the girls and the Long family youth breathed a sigh of relief. This outcome was far better than they had anticipated; initially, they were worried that Lin Xuan might be too heavy-handed, causing serious injuries to U's wealthy young master or even the fiery spirit elder. Such an outcome would have brought trouble for their sect.

Fortunately, all worries proved unnecessary. The final result was perfect.

With this in mind, a smile appeared on the silver-eyed girl’s lips as she opened her mouth to speak, but Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and sent something wrapped in magical light flying towards her.

The girl was surprised but didn’t hesitate, reaching out to catch it.

"Here you go..."

In her hand was a black animal hide. She glanced at it and recognized what it was.

This was the prize from their earlier duel—U's wealthy young master’s bet. Though this hide looked unremarkable, it represented an entire vein of minerals.

And these were rare top-grade crystal veins in the spirit realm.

"Junior Lin, you are..."

The silver-eyed girl was both surprised and delighted, guessing Lin Xuan’s intentions.

"Senior Sister should know that I am a hardworking cultivator. While this mineral vein is significant, I have no experience managing it. Therefore, let the sect manage it for me, with each of us taking half of the profits."

"Half and half? That's not right," the silver-eyed girl shook her head like a rattle.

"Oh, then according to Senior Sister’s idea, how should we divide it?"

Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"This mineral vein is what you won. The sect only provided manpower for minor management; the profits can't be split equally between us. In my opinion, an 80-20 split would be better."

"An 80-20 split? That's not right," Lin Xuan wasn’t stingy and had a considerable fortune. Cloud Concealment Sect treated him well, so he felt the other party was being unfair: "Senior Sister doesn't need to refuse; I think half and half is already good enough."

The silver-eyed girl didn’t agree, and the Long family youth tried to persuade her as well. After some haggling, they finally agreed that Lin Xuan would take 70% of the profits from the rare mineral vein while Cloud Concealment Sect would get 30%.

In fact, no one would mind having more treasures. Crystals were essential for a sect. However, the two elders of Cloud Concealment Sect understood that even compared to this rare top-grade mineral vein, Lin Xuan was far more important. Therefore, they preferred to take less in crystals and try to retain this powerful junior.

Leaving these considerations aside, both parties were satisfied with the outcome. Under their escort, Lin Xuan returned to Cloud Concealment Sect’s main headquarters.
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Three days later.

"Junior brother, what do you think of this place?" The soft laughter of the silver-eyed maiden entered his ears. Lin Xuan followed her finger and saw a valley filled with blooming flowers.

The fragrance was overwhelming, and the scenery was exceptionally beautiful.

But that wasn't the most important thing.

Deep within this valley lay a winding spirit vein, though only about ten miles long, its quality was extraordinary. By the standards of the Spirit Realm, it almost reached the level of a top-grade spirit vein.

Such a paradise would have been coveted by even a Great Power at the Tribulation Transcending stage if it were larger in area. Unfortunately, with such a small size, no matter how good its quality was, it seemed too insignificant.

Of course, this spirit vein wouldn't have ended up in the hands of Cloud Concealing Sect for any other reason.

In recent years, thanks to Lin Xuan's reputation, the sect had grown rapidly and gradually expanded its influence. Now, they were the largest sect in Tian Shuang County, with resources far surpassing those a century ago.

This spirit vein was an unexpected find, so its excellent quality naturally brought joy to the discoverer, but its small size left them unsure of how to use it. Thus, it was reported to the sect's internal affairs.

Upon learning about this, the silver-eyed maiden was delighted and rewarded the discoverer generously.

Size wasn't a problem; she could use it as a gift to win over Junior Brother Lin.

So, she issued an edict to have her disciples guard it well. Now that Lin Xuan had returned from Ice Sea World, the sect held celebrations for several days before the silver-eyed maiden pretended to be secretive and brought him here like presenting a treasure.

"Not bad, not bad."

Although they were still far from their destination, Lin Xuan extended his divine sense and easily encompassed the entire valley. A smile spread across his face: "Senior Sister, are you..."

"Junior Brother, this spirit land was discovered by one of my disciples accidentally. Although its size is a bit small, it should be sufficient for just you to use. I know you like peace, so I've prepared this as your new abode. What do you think?"

"Thank you very much."

Lin Xuan was delighted and turned around, deeply bowing to her. At his level of strength and wealth far surpassing that of peers, few treasures could capture Lin Xuan's interest.

But this spirit vein, with its excellent quality, was definitely one such treasure. Besides the size issue, it was more than enough for a Tribulation Transcending existence to establish an abode. What else could be desired? Moreover, the scenery was beautiful and the environment serene—perfectly suited for Lin Xuan's rigorous cultivation.

No wonder Lin Xuan was so pleased. His reaction also satisfied the silver-eyed maiden deeply, who secretly sighed in relief. All signs indicated that he had no intention of leaving.

After all, such significant growth of the sect was closely tied to his reputation. If he left, it would be a devastating blow. That's why she went through great lengths to win him over.

Of course, these things didn't need to be explicitly stated; at their level, they were well aware of them.

In their conversation, they flew outside the valley. Soon after, a streak of light shot out from within the valley.

It was a young girl with a round face, about seventeen or eighteen years old, petite and charming.

This was the cultivator assigned by Cloud Concealing Sect to guard this spirit land. Despite her unassuming appearance, she was no ordinary cultivator; she was an Intermediate Stage Profound Origin cultivator. One shouldn't judge a book by its cover.

The name Fairy Caiyun was well-known outside the sect as well.

But now, she bowed low and said, "Disciple meets Senior Elder, Senior Uncle Lin."

"Zhang Junior Disciple, how has the Hundred Flowers Valley been recently? Any trouble?" The silver-eyed maiden's voice was calm. Her attitude towards her disciples naturally had to be more aloof.

"Senior Uncle, there have been no troubles," Fairy Caiyun said with a gentle and soft tone.

"Good."

The silver-eyed maiden smiled in satisfaction: "Now that Junior Brother Lin is back, you don't need to manage the valley anymore. Return and report your duties; the sect will reward you."

"Yes, Senior Uncle."

Although Fairy Caiyun was also a well-known figure, she showed great respect before the Grand Elder. After agreeing, she led them into the valley.

"Junior Brother Lin, what do you think?"

"Not bad at all, thank you very much."

Lin Xuan's face was full of smiles. The area with the densest spirit energy had already been developed into an abode. While not large in size, it was well-equipped and meticulously crafted by Cloud Concealing Sect. Living here would be comfortable.

Seeing Lin Xuan satisfied, the silver-eyed maiden was also pleased. She then bid farewell, and Lin Xuan casually invited her to stay before personally seeing her off.

Returning to his practice room, this new residence truly suited him. With a wave of his sleeves, several colorful array flags flew out. This wasn't Cloud Concealing Sect's main headquarters; it was still within their influence, so safety shouldn't be an issue. However, as his personal place for cultivation, Lin Xuan needed to set up multiple layers of protection. Otherwise, if he were in the middle of a life-and-death trial and someone strong intruded, where would he cry?

Setting up the Five Elements Essence Storage Array and the Inverted Heaven and Earth Array was familiar work for Lin Xuan. It didn't take much time or effort.

Within half an hour, everything was completed.

These array formations provided significant protection; as long as they weren't Tribulation Transcending experts, they could offer good protection to Lin Xuan.

Tribulation Transcending existences wouldn't easily seek trouble either. Among those who had offended him, the crazier one, Zaoji from the Four Evils, was likely to be more subdued after being disciplined by Shang'er's master, Queen of Qingqiu Kingdom.

So, these array formations were sufficient for guarding his abode.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan returned to his practice room. Although he had already achieved a considerable level and hisadvancewas swift, there was no need to rush into seclusion now. However, after witnessing the power of the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, Lin Xuan's desire to strengthen himself was intense.

He had many things to do, with the most pressing being the creation of an inner body within him.
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The difference between the External Body and Internal Body was just a single character, yet they were worlds apart.

The former was not particularly remarkable. Even split-minded cultivators or those above could produce them, let alone those at the Void Profound stage or even the Separation and Union realm. Furthermore, there were several types of it.

Depending on whether the Second YinInfant controlled by the second YuanInfant or a single separated spirit essence, their power varied greatly. Although they could significantly enhance a cultivator's combat strength to some extent, their weaknesses were also obvious.

However, the Internal Body was different. As a divine technique created by ancient great cultivators with all their effort, it almost perfectly described its perfection. The advantages of the External Body were inherited, while its flaws and shortcomings had been eliminated through improvements. If one had to point out any deficiency in this secret art, it would be the stringent requirements for the raw materials used.

This divine technique no longer utilized the physical bodies of possessed cultivators or beasts; instead, it relied on plants and trees.

What were plant and tree substances?

Simply put, they referred to various Wu herbs or miraculous grasses found between heaven and earth. Of course, not just any strange flowers or plants would do; they had to be sentient objects with a spirit intelligence almost as strong as that of human cultivators.

This condition was indeed stringent, making it difficult to find suitable raw materials in the Spirit Realm.

However, Lin Xuan had already solved this problem. During his journey through the Ice Sea World, although he failed to find any sentient plants or trees, one of the Profound Nine Immortals Pills had become sentient.

ASpirit Herb was far more precious than a sentient plant or tree, and using it to refine an Internal Body was even better.

With the main ingredient in hand, Lin Xuan also collected other auxiliary items long ago. Therefore, he did not need to delay; the sooner he refined his Internal Body, the sooner he could enjoy the benefits of this secret art.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room and quietly adjusted his breath for nearly half an hour to ensure his spirit energy was at its best state before preparing to refine a treasure.

As he moved, an jade bottle flew out. Lin Xuan reached out and grasped it, carefully opening the lid.

A "pfft" sound reached his ears as a light ball about the size of a fist shot out from inside and rushed towards the door with incredible speed. However, this effort was futile; Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he raised his hand accurately to catch the light ball in his palm.

Inside the light ball was an immortal pill the size of a dragon's eye. It struggled left and right but could not escape Lin Xuan's restraint. With just a slight squeeze of his fingers, the medicinal pill obediently landed in his palm.

Lin Xuan sighed, waved his sleeves, and several more bottles and jars flew out. The first step in refining an Internal Body was to erase the spirit intelligence from the main raw material. This was similar to possession.

There were some risks and difficulties involved; if the drug spirit's consciousness was too strong, it might not only be difficult to erase but also cause a backlash.

The technique clearly stated this.

However, Lin Xuan did not care. It wasn't because he was careless; rather, among all his divine techniques, the one he was most proud of was his spirit intelligence. Unless this drug spirit's consciousness matched that of an old monster who had passed through tribulation, it could not cause him any trouble.

Lin Xuan was confident about this.

He then focused on erasing the drug spirit's consciousness.

Time flew by like a horse galloping past. Three years had passed since Lin Xuan arrived at Drifting Cloud Valley.

One day, loud rumbling sounds reached his ears as the long-sealed cave entrance suddenly opened after being closed for several winters and summers.

With a series of raucous laughter, an unremarkable-looking youth walked out.

His face showed signs of fatigue, but his excitement was evident. After three years of effort, Lin Xuan finally succeeded in refining his Internal Body.

Three years, over one thousand days and nights, without any mistakes; otherwise, he might have failed. The work was undoubtedly heavy, but fortunately, Lin Xuan had accurately completed it.

The difficulty was no less than that of re-forging a life-bound treasure.

Lin Xuan's body emitted a faint green glow as he transformed into a brilliant green streak, vanishing into the distance.

A few days later, an expanse of sea appeared before him.

No, this wasn't a sea; more accurately, it was just a lake. However, its vastness did not fall short of that of the world's oceans.

The name of this lake was peculiar: it was called Demon Lake. The reason for this name was due to the heavy demonic aura throughout the entire lake.

Thus, many demon beasts lived in the lake, mostly water-type ones. Apart from demons, there were reportedly some ancient beasts over a million years old.

In short, this place belonged to the demons; ordinary human cultivators could not even venture into the lake, let alone approach it, requiring immense courage.

Lin Xuan came here precisely to test the power of his Internal Body's divine technique. Therefore, he did not linger by the lakeside but directly flew towards the depths of the water.

Plop!

Soon, loud splashing sounds echoed as the calm surface of the lake suddenly surged with waves over ten meters high. In the midst of these waves, a monster resembling a shark opened its blood-red mouth and fiercely bit Lin Xuan.

Unlike ordinary sharks, this creature's body was covered in bone spines of varying lengths, emitting a dark luster.

At the same time, an immense pressure surged out.

Ancient beast!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had indeed prepared to find one or two opponents to test his Internal Body's divine technique. However, he did not expect such good luck; upon entering Demon Lake, he encountered a split-minded cultivator.

Strictly speaking, ancient beasts lacked hierarchical distinctions, but the pressure emitted by this shark-like creature was no less than that of a split-minded cultivator, suggesting its strength was similar.

Such an excellent opportunity Lin Xuan would not miss. Facing such a formidable opponent was the perfect time to test his Internal Body's power.

Lin Xuan reached up and touched his head; a flash of spirit light later, he transformed into two entities.

The one on the right was the main body, while the one on the left naturally was the Internal Body.

Compared to the main body, the Internal Body had identical features except for its skin color, which was noticeably darker.

This was not surprising. Over three years, Lin Xuan had integrated his Second Yin with his Internal Body, and since his Second Yin originally transformed from a demon infant and practiced demonic sect techniques, the skin of his Internal Body was naturally darker than that of his main body.

No, it wasn't just dark; some mysterious magical patterns faintly appeared on its surface as well.

Lin Xuan's main body flashed with light, moving to one side using Nine Heaven Microsteps. The Internal Body, however, did not avoid or dodge but extended a hand towards the ancient beast.
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Compared to the ancient beast's massive size, Lin Xuan's avatar appeared extremely weak, like an ant before a elephant.

Indeed, it was as if he would be crushed into dust at any moment. However, Lin Xuan showed no fear. The crackling sound entered his ears as dark magic winds swirled around his avatar. His body remained unchanged, but his right arm suddenly grew several times its original size.

The skin on the surface of his arm was covered with purple scales, and his nails extended, emitting a faint glow that was sharp like a knife.

Magical Transformation!

Since Lin Xuan's second yuan yin practiced magic techniques from the demon realm, this avatar's secret arts were similar to those of ancient demons.

There was an enormous disparity in size between Lin Xuan’s body and right arm. However, he clenched his five fingers tightly and punched forward.

Dark magic surged as a fist larger than his own arm whizzed out.

Boom!

The ancient beast's gaping mouth was struck by the fist shadow, causing blood to splatter everywhere. Teeth flew out amidst the blood, while the ancient beast itself was sent flying.

The hunter became prey; the fierce monster, encountering a stronger opponent, showed signs of fear and tried to escape. However, it was too late. A cold smile flashed across Lin Xuan's lips as he opened his five fingers. A magical pattern flickered in his palm before an eerie mouth appeared.

The mouth opened, emitting a beam about the size of a forearm that was wrapped with dark electric arcs, which shot out from within.

Puff…

A somewhat silent sound entered his ears as the light column hit the ancient beast's head, completely piercing it through.

A wound the size of a bowl gushed out purple-black blood. Although the ancient beast was a resilient creature, having its head pierced meant certain death.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as his right arm fully recovered from magical transformation. Lin Xuan then slightly curled his fingers and taught them into the void…

Bang!

The remains of this ancient beast exploded mid-air, leaving only a pale blue demon core that spun around before flying towards the horizon.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let it escape. He closed his five fingers, easily snatching the demon core to his palm.

Lin Xuan casually glanced at the demon core. With such vast resources at his disposal, this mere ancient beast's demon core was not worth much in his eyes.

He随手 placed it in his waistband but did not intend to end this trial yet. A flash of light enveloped him as he flew deeper into the demon lake.

Three months later.

Lin Xuan returned after ninety days of flight. The ancient beasts in the lake had suffered greatly, with countless falling victim to Lin Xuan's hands. This was not due to his cruelty but because only facing stronger enemies could test the true strength of his inner avatar.

The results were very satisfactory for Lin Xuan.

The characteristics of the inner avatar indeed matched those described in the texts—far superior to ordinary outer avatars, with no flaws and many advantages.

With this avatar as a companion, his overall power increased significantly.

Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling, where everything remained unchanged. The禁制 was intact and functioning properly, with no sign of any transmission talismans, indicating that no one had visited during this period.

After returning to the cave, Lin Xuan separated his avatar again. With a physical body, the second yuan yin did not need to stay together with the main yuan yin at all times. Using the avatar's body allowed for proper cultivation as well.

This way, both yuan yins could focus on their own cultivation without disturbing each other, making progress even faster.

Though there was a distinction between the main and avatar bodies, both yuan yins shared memories and emotions. Thus, Lin Xuan effectively had two lives while cultivating this technique.

While he temporarily set aside his main yuan yin's cultivation, his second yuan yin found itself in another practice room, sitting cross-legged. Lin Xuan then waved his sleeve, and several jade cylinder talismans flew out of it.

Most of these jade cylinders were black, but some emitted a blood-red glow.

It was clear that none of them originated from the spirit realm; they were all obtained during his time in the demon realm.

Lin Xuan's journey through the demon realm had been full of twists and turns, yet he gained immense rewards. The contents of these dozens of jade cylinders recorded various secret arts and magical techniques from the demon realm.

The source of Lin Xuan’s acquisition was varied as well—some were obtained by killing ancient demons, while others came about due to fortunate circumstances in the ruins left behind by ancient demon overlords.

Lin Xuan's second yuan yin had been transformed from a demon infant. Initially, it practiced demonic techniques. Now that he had an avatar, Lin Xuan naturally intended to choose an appropriate technique for him.

After all, so-called cultivators of magic followed techniques and secret arts that mimicked ancient demons, refining them to suit human cultivators. However, the dozens of jade cylinders in Lin Xuan's possession were different; they were pure demon realm artifacts, recording genuine ancient demonic techniques.

The form of ancient demons differed greatly from humans. Pure demonic techniques were beyond the reach of human cultivators due to numerous factors, not just the superior strength of demon bodies. This complexity made it difficult to explain, and Lin Xuan was no exception.

Since his body was different from that of an ancient demon, Lin Xuan himself could not practice demonic techniques. However, this avatar was unique, having been crafted using spirit-awakened medicinal pills.

A drug-spirit body inherently possessed the ability for infinite transformations.

Whether it was a demon technique or a beastly art, he could practice them without any hindrance. Even rare alien techniques would not cause rejection in a drug-spirit body.

Given Lin Xuan's nature, such an advantage was not to be overlooked. The original and unaltered ancient demonic techniques were undoubtedly more powerful and mysterious compared to human-modified ones.

He picked up one of the jade cylinders with his hand, sinking his spirit into it to begin understanding the magical technique within.

After about a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan put down the cylinder and picked up another. While he called this process "understanding," in reality, his keen eyesight allowed him to discern whether a technique was good or bad with just one glance, so it didn't take much effort.

He spent only half a day examining dozens of jade cylinders before finally choosing one.

Snow True Demon Technique!

This technique was left by Snow Holy Ancestor and was his primary cultivation method.
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Although the Snowflake Saint Ancestor was not as well-known compared to other ancient demon sages, and had only just passed through his initial劫难 stage, he still couldn't be a weakling after reaching this realm.

The True Magic Art of Snow Shadow naturally possessed its own unique advantages, far beyond ordinary ancient demon arts.

In truth, Lin Xuan didn’t have much better options. After roughly reviewing the cultivation techniques he brought from the Demon World, the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow was undoubtedly the most mysterious and profound among them.

Therefore, after a moment's thought, Lin Xuan decided to use it as his second yin婴, also serving as the main cultivation technique for this incarnation body.

To be honest, even though he had only roughly reviewed it, Lin Xuan could determine that the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow’s power was far inferior to the Solar-Lunar Divine Witch Technique.

But what did it matter? Good things in this world were never fair, and there was no reason for him to have them all.

The Solar-Lunar Divine Witch Technique being his main cultivation technique naturally required great power. As for the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow, he didn’t need to consider it, as this art was meant for his second yin婴, or auxiliary cultivation. He had no need to torture himself with such a difficult and obscure technique!

Moreover, while the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow’s power was relatively weak, that was relative. After all, the Solar-Lunar Divine Witch Technique was the main cultivation technique of the Celestial Witch Goddess from ancient times, its power surpassing even the primary techniques of the three Loose Immortals.

Now, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, having only roughly reviewed it. Since he had decided to cultivate this art, both logically and emotionally, he needed to carefully contemplate it.

He lowered his head, tightly gripping the jade pupil in his right hand before sinking his divine consciousness into it.

This cultivation technique was written in demon world script, with extremely obscure incantations that could be said to contain profound meanings within each character.

Lin Xuan spent three months to fully understand half of this technique. His original views on it had also changed somewhat.

Indeed, while the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow couldn’t match the Solar-Lunar Divine Witch Technique, its power was still quite impressive. The key point was that as a cultivation technique for sages, it could be practiced from the Flexible Spirit Period all the way to the Great Succession Stage without any issues.

This made Lin Xuan very satisfied; he had no interest in modifying his second yin婴’s technique halfway through his cultivation. Such an approach would save him time and effort.

With this thought, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he lowered his head, continuing to contemplate the remaining parts of the technique.

At the same time, in another stone room, Lin Xuan's main body sat cross-legged with his hands resting on his knees. He had just ingested an elixir that could enhance his cultivation and was currently digesting its effects. This was the benefit of having incarnations; the main yin婴’s and second yin婴’s cultivation did not interfere with each other, saving him a considerable amount of time.

Six months passed in a blink.

Lin Xuan raised his head. He had fully understood the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow, though there were still many subtle and profound aspects that he only half-understood, making it difficult to integrate them completely.

This was inevitable; this part required gradual experience and refinement during cultivation. A technique like the True Magic Art of Snow Shadow couldn’t be comprehensively understood in just one reading.

As long as he had a general understanding, the remaining issues could be gradually resolved through his cultivation.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan put down the jade pupil and stretched out his hand, tapping his waist. A flash of light appeared, revealing a box before him.

This box was no more than a foot in length, crafted from an unknown precious wood. Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and with a "snap," the lid opened, releasing demon mist. A piece of black jade several inches in size came into view.

Though it looked as dark as ink, it was incredibly beautiful.

However, if one were to treat this as just any ordinary gemstone, they would be gravely mistaken.

This was another momentary treasure.

Lin Xuan held the jade in his hand for a moment before transforming into a streak of light that flew towards the black jade. An unbelievable scene unfolded; though only several inches long, Lin Xuan effortlessly entered it. His vision blurred as he stepped through, revealing an entirely different realm.

A cave dwelling with a practice room, living quarters, medicinal gardens, and even a spirit beast hall. This was a complete cave dwelling, and the demon qi within was incredibly dense. Even if one didn’t count the Spirit Realm, such a concentration of demon qi in the Demon World would be rare indeed.

The source of this demon qi lay around the perimeter of the cave, where there was a small garden. The soil contained countless stones of various sizes. No… these weren't ordinary stones; they were demon eyes.

Demon eyes were relative to spirit eyes, as the latter produced essence qi while the former produced demon qi.

Since Lin Xuan’s second yin婴 planned to cultivate true magic techniques, he naturally needed a sufficient source of demon qi. This momentary cave dwelling provided exactly what he needed, so he didn’t need to seek out other demon veins.

As for elixirs, Lin Xuan had collected many from the Demon World, and this incarnation body was a medicinal spirit body, lacking any spiritual root attributes. However, in terms of cultivation potential, it far surpassed his main body.

Good potential meant that during his cultivation, he would be less reliant on essence pills and magical medicines.

Days turned into months, and then years.

For the days to come, Lin Xuan closed himself off, whether as his main body or incarnation. He practiced sitting meditation and contemplated techniques, fully immersed in arduous cultivation.

The two elders of Cloud Concealment Sect knew Lin Xuan's temperament; they would not disturb him unless necessary. After all, even if he stayed out of the world, as long as he was still a sect member, his fame could greatly benefit the development of Cloud Concealment Sect…

Winter turned to spring, summer gave way to autumn.

Flowers bloomed and withered, only for new blooms to appear. However, Lin Xuan’s cave dwelling remained tightly shut; for a hundred years, no one had entered or left this valley. Leaves and dust covered the entrance and exit, as if it were an ancient tomb.

It was a typical morning, sunlight filtering through the branches, casting warmth into the valley.

Birds chirped in the leaves, searching for insects to eat early in the day. Everything seemed peaceful and serene.

However, soon this tranquility was broken. A brilliant light streaked across the sky from afar, speeding towards here.

Behind it, a dark glow and black aura chased relentlessly, releasing lightning fireballs and treasures along the way, trying to intercept that streak of light.

From a distance, the face of the cultivator in the streak of light could not be clearly seen. She was desperately dodging left and right while her flight continued without pause, heading straight for Lin Xuan’s valley.
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The two pursuers were clearly high-ranking cultivators, their遁光 (traces of their flight) moving swiftly. Just a moment ago, they had been at the horizon, but now, the dazzling light flashed several times, revealing Lin Yujiao's face.

In front was a tall and slender young woman with an extremely refined appearance, but her beautiful features were filled with panic—this was none other than Lin Yujiao herself.

A hundred years later, this girl’s cultivation had advanced by one level to the Profound Void middle stage. It seemed she must have encountered some extraordinary fortune over these past decades; otherwise, advancing from the Profound Void stage would not be so easy.

Facing a barrage of fiery light columns, this woman waved her hands, using an unknown secret technique. Her trace of flight suddenly doubled in speed and dodged the opponent's attack with ease.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. Several dozen feet above her head, spatial fluctuations spread out, followed by a bracelet-shaped treasure appearing.

Of course, its size had increased by several dozen times, far beyond that of an ordinary bracelet.

A dim light column emerged from it. Lin Yujiao didn't have time to dodge and was instantly enveloped by the light column. She suddenly felt her body sink, making her movements sluggish.

In a high-stakes battle, every millimeter counted. Seizing this moment, the dark light and black aura behind caught up, blocking Lin Yujiao in between.

The light condensed into two cultivators at the Profound Void stage: one was an oddly dressed woman with flamboyant makeup, and the other was a tall man wearing yellow robes.

"Two Demons of Good Fortune!"

Lin Yujiao's voice, tinged with hatred but more out of fear, entered my ears. The cold laughter in their voices continued: "Little girl, why struggle? If it weren't for Uncle Wu saying you looked nice and not wanting to kill you, do you think you could have escaped this far?"

"But that's enough. Our patience is limited; if you cooperate, we can spare you much suffering. Otherwise, when my husband and I deal with you, you might lose limbs…"

To be fair, the woman’s voice was quite pleasant, but her tone was filled with a fierce intent. The best outcome would be to subdue Lin Yujiao without a fight; Uncle Wu's reward for capturing her alive would surely be generous.

Unfortunately, all this effort was in vain. How could Lin Yujiao surrender? With a wave of her hand, she summoned a green and emerald sword as her命宝 (life treasure).

This Green Radiance Sword was one of her most powerful treasures, but the man in yellow robes sneered: "A fool who dares to challenge fate."

Before he finished speaking, his hand snapped out, striking himself on the back. A small square seal emitted a burst of golden light, which directly clashed with the Green Radiance Sword.

With a loud bang, the two treasures collided, their golden and green energies intertwining. The golden light grew brighter, eventually overpowering the green aura.

The Green Radiance Sword flew backward, while Lin Yujiao spat out blood, her life treasure broken in just one strike. These demons must be even stronger than rumored.

"Hmph! I told you to surrender; look how much trouble you're in now."

The woman’s laughter echoed, filled with a sense of schadenfreude. With a wave of her hand, a red and bloody magical rope flew out.

"Blood Demon Rope!"

Lin Yujiao's pupils constricted. She couldn't have missed hearing about this famous treasure; it was said that no one in the Profound Void stage or below could escape once bound by it for thousands of years.

But due to her life treasure being damaged, her vital energy was disrupted, and she couldn’t muster any more power. Helplessly, she watched as the Blood Demon Rope approached.

Despair filled Lin Yujiao's eyes, but suddenly, something unexpected happened. The Blood Demon Rope was still several dozen feet away when a silver light flashed in mid-air—a thin silver thread that seemed harmless. But upon collision, this famous treasure was cut into pieces.

Lin Yujiao’s eyes widened in astonishment.

Such an astonishing scene would be hard to believe unless witnessed firsthand.

Could the Blood Demon Rope have been broken?

Impossible!

Unless… Lin Uncle!

She couldn’t think of anyone else with such extraordinary abilities except Lin Xuan.

On the other side, the Two Demons of Good Fortune were stunned. They almost thought they were dreaming.

The intense battle suddenly fell silent.

After a few moments, the woman realized: "Who, who is hiding and destroying my treasure? Aren't you brave enough to face me in open combat?"

"Alas!"

A sigh echoed: "I had no intention of concealing myself; it's your own insufficient cultivation that failed to see through such simple concealment techniques."

Before she could finish speaking, a figure appeared ten feet away from the left. Spiritual light flickered as if the air was disturbed like ripples on a calm lake.

Lin Xuan!

A hundred years of cultivation had brought Lin Xuan further progress in his energy control and mastery of his current realm. He looked ordinary, almost like an ordinary young man.

Even the Two Demons of Good Fortune would doubt whether he was a cultivator or just an ordinary person if it weren't for him floating in mid-air.

Lin Yujiao had no such hesitation; her face lit up with joy as she curtsied to Lin Xuan: "Greetings, Uncle!"

Uncle?

The Two Demons exchanged glances, their expressions clearly showing shock. They knew that Cloud Concealment Sect not only had the two original Supreme Elders but also a remarkable new addition.

It was said that this man named Lin, back when he was at the Spirit Transformation early stage hundreds of years ago, single-handedly challenged and defeated the Elder Immortal of Heavenly Extinction in a duel in Starlight City, becoming famous as the first person to survive a tribulation.

This fame had come and gone quickly. Lin Xuan appeared like a fleeting flower, leaving no trace after that.
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Some said that the Cloud Conceal Sect was a small sect, naturally unable to accommodate such a powerful figure. He had left the sect and sought out new opportunities.

Others claimed that Lin Xuan did not leave the Cloud Conceal Sect at all; instead, he had offended someone from the Transcendation Realm, leading to his soul's destruction.

Similar rumors abounded because of Lin Xuan’s prolonged absence. Of course, some said that he was a hardworking cultivator who was sealed in a life-and-death trial, but such believers were few and far between.

This was also related to the expansion of the Cloud Conceal Sect over several hundred years, which had grown significantly due to its reputation from Lin Xuan’s victory at Star Moon City. However, he himself never appeared again after that, leading to various problems over time.

The Twin Fates of Heaven and Earth knew all about these rumors. Seeing Lin Yujiao's respectful actions, their hearts couldn't help but tense up.

However, they did not immediately retreat. After all, Lin Xuan’s fame was from hundreds of years ago; he had never appeared since then. As time passed, deterring lesser individuals became increasingly difficult. Moreover, it wasn’t clear if the person before them was indeed Lin Xuan. If it were a trick by this young woman, they would be in trouble.

They needed to verify first. The Twin Fates of Heaven and Earth, with their notorious reputations, wouldn't easily back down.

The large-robed man and the seductive woman simultaneously released their divine senses, sweeping over Lin Xuan with incredible speed.

However, upon this sweep, both their faces changed dramatically.

A Focus-Breaker cultivator!

Whether or not this guy was Lin Xuan wasn’t the issue; his Focus-Breaker cultivation stage was undeniable. They couldn't possibly handle such a powerful being.

No wonder he easily broke through the Blood Demon Rope.

For the Twin Fates of Heaven and Earth, this was the worst possible outcome. Although they were renowned among Transcendation Realm cultivators, it didn’t mean that two of them could resist a Focus-Breaker powerhouse. Each level of cultivation brought a significant leap in strength; challenging someone from a higher realm was like an ordinary person trying to climb a steep mountain.

Despite their high self-esteem, they had no confidence and were unwilling to risk staying here any longer.

Leaving now was the best choice.

As for the task given by Uncle Senior, it would have to wait for now.

After all, their lives were more important than丰厚 rewards.

The logic behind this was clear. The two of them transformed into two streaks of lightning and flew away quickly.

Seeing that they couldn't match, choosing to escape immediately showed great decisiveness.

Unfortunately, they had provoked Lin Xuan. All their efforts would be in vain.

"Far guests, why do you leave so abruptly?"

Lin Xuan’s calm voice entered their ears: "Since you've come, stay and enjoy the hospitality of this place."

Before he finished speaking, his right hand rose slightly, fingers spreading apart. No other movements were visible, yet the Twin Fates of Heaven and Earth's escape light suddenly stopped.

In the glow, both the large-robed man and the seductive woman showed obvious signs of fear on their faces. They didn't want to stop; it was the air around them that had suddenly turned into shackles, rendering them immobile.

The cause of this was merely his slight movement.

Impossible. Even as a couple at the Transcendation Realm, they shouldn’t be so far behind a Focus-Breaker powerhouse.

Too outrageous!

They hadn't seen such terrifying power from their seniors within the sect; how could they feel it now?

Could this ordinary young man really be Lin Xuan? And his strength was even greater than what was rumored?

Only shock remained. Perhaps, if facing such a powerful being, they should have begged for mercy first.

Unfortunately, all regrets were too late.

Even begging wouldn't help. Although Lin Xuan wasn’t cruel or bloodthirsty, he never showed any leniency to his enemies.

No provocation, no retaliation; but if provoked, the consequences would be unbearable.

Lin Xuan frowned, his eyes flashing with a sharp light as he clenched his fingers. With this tiny movement, two overlapping explosions echoed in their ears. The Twin Fates of Heaven and Earth, known for their notorious reputations, were so weak before Lin Xuan that they couldn’t even resist. They turned into blood mist instantly, not just their bodies but also their soul gems.

"Such..."

Lin Yujiao was stunned, almost unable to believe what she saw. Even though Lin Xuan was strong, his battle with the Sword Sovereign of Starry Heaven had left a lasting impression on her. However, compared to this guy who could kill enemies with just a gesture, that battle seemed insignificant.

When did Uncle Senior become so powerful?

Even if he had already advanced to the Focus-Breaker realm, it was still too exaggerated.

At least his sister couldn't possibly reach this level.

Although she didn’t dare to speculate about the power of a Focus-Breaker, she was certain about one thing.

However, Lin Yujiao wasn't surprised for long. She had seen big events before and quickly recovered her composure. The shock on her face faded into excitement. Knowing that the Cloud Conceal Sect faced significant dangers, she had barely managed to escape with the help of several fellow disciples.

Uncle Senior was their last hope; the stronger he was, the better for the sect. Perhaps, he could once again turn things around and save the Cloud Conceal Sect from this crisis.

With these thoughts, Lin Yujiao bowed down like a young man, her face showing intense enthusiasm: "Uncle Senior, your power is unparalleled in the world."

It wasn’t flattery; she truly hoped so.

"Yujiao, what happened?"

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly. Having traversed countless trials on his path to immortality, his eyesight was naturally sharp.

Cloud Conceal Sect disciples wouldn't easily disturb him for trivial matters.

Why would Lin Yujiao escape in such a state? Everything pointed to the sect facing an unprecedented crisis.

Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore this.

After all, the Cloud Conceal Sect had treated him well. As his Supreme Elder, he wasn’t just a figurehead.

"Yujiao, don't rush. What happened?" Lin Xuan sighed.

However, the next sentence from her left Lin Xuan, who was usually calm, in shock.

"Aunt Senior, saving lives is urgent. The main headquarters of the Cloud Conceal Sect has been breached by the enemy."
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"What?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel shocked. Although he had anticipated that the Cloud Concealment Sect might be in trouble, he never dreamed it would be so severe.

How could this be possible?

Almost convinced his ears were playing tricks on him, Lin Xuan understood why. After all, in recent centuries, although he was secluded and rarely involved in sect affairs, he wasn't entirely unaware of the Cloud Concealment Sect's general situation.

Everything seemed to be thriving, even flourishing. How could they suddenly face such a dire fate?

This was indeed too strange. For a moment, Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts.

However, given his composure, he knew it wasn't the right time for questions. As the saying goes, "saving someone is like putting out a fire—what matters now is addressing the crisis first." Every moment wasted here meant more potential loss to the sect headquarters.

"Let's go!"

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan didn't waste any words. He emitted a layer of green light and enveloped Lin Yujiao before transforming into a streak of lightning towards the sect headquarters.

The Hundred Flowers Mountain where his lair was located was about ten million miles away from the sect. For ordinary people, it would take their entire lives to cover such a distance, but for someone like Lin Xuan, it was nothing. Although not instantaneous, he arrived in no time at all.

Approaching Cloud Concealment Mountains, he saw flashes of light and various colors shooting up into the sky, with continuous explosions echoing like popping beans. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Yujiao had spoken correctly; his sect had encountered a formidable enemy that had even broken through their protective array.

Damn it! Were they really so arrogant as to think no one was in Cloud Concealment Sect?

Angry and impatient, Lin Xuan didn't bother asking who the enemies were. There wasn't much time for such inquiries anyway. The entire headquarters was already a chaotic mess with many cultivators engaged in fierce battles. How could there be any chance to ask each one individually?

The Cloud Concealment Sect had not only been breached but also its outer territories occupied by the enemy.

Several unfamiliar cultivators were floating nearby, and although Lin Xuan didn't recognize most of the sect's disciples, he could tell from their aura fluctuations that they weren't his own. There was no need to be polite.

Despite being cautious, with his current strength, there was no reason for him to be overly careful. Lin Xuan flew directly towards them in broad daylight.

This brazen act only caused confusion among the guards who mistook him for a fellow sect member. Since he was hidden within a concealment light and couldn't reveal his face, they approached him and shouted:

"Is it Senior Brother Ye returning? Just right, uh... why aren't you..."

The man noticed something amiss as Lin Xuan approached closely, his face showing shock, and he let out an alarmed cry. But it was too late; a cold smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips, and with a flick of his wrist, silver light flashed, revealing a slender silver thread. The unfortunate man didn't even have time to scream before his head rolled off.

The others were equally shocked by the sudden turn of events, their souls nearly leaving their bodies in terror.

"You... who are you?"

A bearded old man trembled like a sieve, his voice filled with shock as it reached Lin Xuan's ears.

Another black-robed middle-aged man reacted much faster and turned into a streak of light to flee towards the distance. His reaction was swift but futile; Lin Xuan's eyes were cold with intent. With a raised hand, his fingers curled slightly, causing the surrounding air to suddenly freeze.

Bang!

Both the trembling old man and the fleeing middle-aged man met the same fate—disintegrated into bloody mist without any chance to escape their essence souls.

Eliminating these minor enemies was merely a trivial matter for Lin Xuan. His face showed no surprise or joy as he continued flying towards the deeper parts of the sect headquarters.

Lin Xuan's concealment light was incredibly swift, and in an instant, he drew closer. At the location near the grand hall, chaos reigned supreme; flashes of light and explosions echoed incessantly...

Dozens of Core Formation cultivators were engaged in relentless battles. The high-ranking cultivators who remained at the sect headquarters mostly gathered here.

The opponents they faced wore different attire, clearly not from the same sect. Lin Xuan roughly counted at least three factions of cultivators.

When did Cloud Concealment Sect offend so many formidable enemies? This surprised Lin Xuan greatly.

At this moment, a harsh voice echoed in his ears.

"Friend White, do you really want everything to be destroyed? With such a large number of people involved from our three sects, your Cloud Concealment Sect has no way to resist. If you yield and surrender, not only will it spare you much suffering, but maybe even save your life. Cultivation is hard; carefully consider how to proceed."

The speaker's voice was hoarse yet his cultivation level was astonishing—late Core Formation stage. His appearance was peculiar, dressed in a commoner's robe with a plump figure, making him look like a wealthy family's landowner.

Facing him was a man wearing white robes and long hair. Lin Xuan vaguely recognized him but couldn't recall who he was at the moment. However, it could be confirmed that this person should be an important sect member.

He stared intently, wielding a black sword and attacking with ruthless precision.

The landowner-type cultivator roared in anger: "Hmph! Ignorant of your own death, I heard your senior brother, Heavenlyspin or whirl Sword Sovereign, was slain by Lin Xiao. You still remain at Cloud Concealment Sect; your future will be even more miserable."

But the white-robed cultivator ignored him, focusing solely on attacking with his treasure. Seeing that psychological tactics weren't working, the landowner became furious and manipulated a copper coin-shaped treasure to engage in battle.

Around them, there were at least twenty other combat groups. A fat man with a large head and ears wore an open robe, holding a huge wolf's tooth club.

Clearly, he practiced physical cultivation; each strike of his club seemed capable of sweeping away thousands of enemies.

His opponent was tall and thin, very agile. Instead of fighting the fat man directly, he chose to tremble.

Elsewhere, a male and female cultivator, who looked like a couple practicing dual cultivation, were working together to repel their opponents. Their combined skills far exceeded the sum of their individual efforts, but their opponents were also skilled in cooperation, making it a closely matched battle.
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Further away, a cultivator in a green robe was maneuvering a set of flying needles as he chased another black-robed cultivator.

There were many such battles, but apart from the few mentioned above, the Cloud Concealment Sect’s cultivators could only hold their own against their opponents. Most were on the defensive and struggling to survive; perhaps they would be utterly defeated at any moment.

"White-surname, do you really want everything to burn? To be honest, both of your senior elders have already perished. You are merely holding the fort here—your efforts are in vain," the other cultivator said with a sneer. His opponent, an appearance of a farmer, had exhausted all his abilities and was still unable to gain the upper hand. He couldn’t help but continue his psychological warfare.

And this time, it seemed effective. Upon hearing that his two senior elders had fallen, even the usually composed green-robed cultivator’s face turned pale: "What are you saying? My two seniors were peak Spirit Separation realm experts; how could they have perished so easily?"

"Hmph, why would I lie to you? I ask you this—have these two been absent from the sect for more than three months now? This isn’t just about our Tai Xuan Sect. The Spiritual Ghost Sect and Heavenly Crystal Valley are also involved. With the combined strength of our three sects, killing two peak Spirit Separation realm cultivators is nothing," the farmer-like cultivator laughed confidently. His description seemed genuine.

The green-robed man’s face darkened further, but after a moment of silence, he didn’t choose to yield: "You don’t need to waste your words here. I grew up in the Cloud Concealment Sect; no matter what, I won’t betray my sect during such perilous times."

"Y-ou…"

The farmer-like cultivator was both shocked and angry, his face turning red as if he might explode.

Before he could speak, an unexpected burst of laughter echoed: "Junior Brother Tang, this fellow is unworthy of your consideration; just kill him directly! Why waste words here?"

As the voice faded, a powerful surge of spiritual energy shot up into the sky without any prior warning. This strange spiritual energy was indeed incredibly potent.

The pressure alone nearly enveloped half of the main hall of the Cloud Concealment Sect.

Plops and thuds filled the air as lower-ranking cultivators fell to the ground with no悬念, while even the ancient experts struggled, their faces turning red and breathing heavily—clearly, this spiritual pressure had a significant impact on them.

The one responsible for this was clearly not an ancient expert!

A faint mist appeared in the sky about a hundred meters away. Then, a black flame shot up, standing out starkly against the chaotic scene.

After a moment, the flames subsided, and a large man in black armor materialized mid-air.

This man stood over ten feet tall, his physique far more robust than that of an ordinary cultivator. His armor was as dark as ink but shimmered like stars on its surface.

Some intricate patterns appeared faintly on the armor’s surface.

This wasn’t just any item; Lin Xuan had keen eyesight.

The man wore armor and held a treasure—a two-handed battle axe over two meters long. The entire blade was black, with a chilling glow that made one feel cold to the core. At its tip, it was as sharp as a spear.

Thus, this weapon’s power was formidable; it could slash from both sides or pierce like a spear, making its destructive potential extreme.

Needless to say, the terrifying spiritual pressure enveloping the main hall came from this man.

The Cloud Concealment Sect’s cultivators were already at a disadvantage. Now, their expressions turned even more fearful.

"Old Monster Wu!"

"Is it really him? The Spiritual Ghost Sect actually sent such a formidable figure."

"What do we do?"

Panic spread among the Cloud Concealment Sect’s cultivators. After a few moments, someone shouted: "Retreat!"

It was like opening a box of horrors; the already frightened Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators scattered like birds.

It wasn’t their fault to be cowardly—after all, the highest-ranking cultivator present had only reached the late Ancient Profound realm. How could they possibly withstand the notorious Old Monster Wu?

This old man was one of the Spiritual Ghost Sect’s senior elders and among the most cruel and bloodthirsty. His cultivation level was indeed extraordinary; he not only reached the peak Spirit Separation realm but also practiced dual refinement of both magical body and physical body.

Dual refinement of a magical body seemed alluring, but those who chose this path knew its difficulty could hardly be expressed in words—increasing their magical power while simultaneously refining their physical bodies to make them invulnerable like beasts. Just thinking about it made one shiver with fear.

Of course, those who embarked on the path of cultivation were exceptional individuals, many with great perseverance and tenacity. Dual refinement of a magical body had been popular in the cultivation world due to its advantages—offense and defense.

Even today, among lower-ranking cultivators, there was still a certain proportion choosing dual refinement of a magical body. However, for those at this stage, the turning point was the婴 realm; beyond that, dual refinement of a magical body became almost nonexistent.

There were fewer such cases, but it didn’t mean that dual refinement had disappeared in high-ranking cultivators. On the contrary, once someone chose dual refinement and advanced to higher realms, their strength far exceeded those at the same level.

Even challenging opponents from different levels was not considered rare for them. Heaven was fair; while making advancement more difficult, it compensated with enviable power.

Old Monster Wu of the Spiritual Ghost Sect was undoubtedly one of the best in this regard, adding his cruel and bloodthirsty nature to explain why Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators fled in panic.

While such a choice wasn’t wrong—after all, everyone only had one life—the question was whether they could escape. With so many enemies, if they cooperated, they might hold out for some time. Now, each running for their lives, perhaps a few lucky ones could escape, but the rest would be left to face certain defeat.

The Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators likely understood this, but no one had the courage to confront Old Monster Wu. Of course, there were those who stayed behind, but most were caught by their opponents and couldn’t escape. Only a few green-robed men seemed prepared to fight to the death for the survival of the sect.
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Especially that White Robed Cultivator, despite his face turning ashen, a determined glint flashed in his eyes. He clenched his hands, and an odd sword technique appeared from the tips of his fingers.

At the same time, he opened his mouth and spat out a cloud of blood mist. This blood contained his true essence.

The situation was dire now; the White Robed Cultivator had no more reservations, preparing to fight to the death.

His innate treasure already moved with great subtlety, but at this moment, it shone even brighter. The sound of a dragon's roar seemed to enter one’s ears as black mist erupted from the sword blade.

The mist condensed into a ten-meter-long dragon that appeared before their eyes.

Spiritual Soul!

"Your precious sword is actually powered by a water dragon-type妖兽 spirit?"

The cultivator dressed in farmer’s attire was shocked. He hurriedly tried to maneuver his treasure to dodge, but it was too late. The dragon's claws closed on him, pinning the coin-shaped treasure in mid-air.

Then, black light flashed as the divine sword descended fiercely, splitting the coin-shaped treasure into two halves with the power of the spirit soul.

"Spit…."

The farmer’s attire cultivator coughed up a mouthful of blood. The destruction of his true essence treasure and the disturbance to his mind would make anyone suffer greatly.

The White Robed Cultivator did not let this go, sending out a divine thought. Instantly, the dragon's head swayed as it flew towards him like an injured farmer.

"Have you the guts!"

A fierce shout entered one’s ears. Old Wuhou was both shocked and angry. Although he wasn’t from the same sect with the fat farmer, they were allies. The other party had killed in his presence; how could he save face?

He would surely be ridiculed upon returning.

In a fit of rage, he raised his double-edged battle axe and swung it downward.

The axe remained in his hand, but as he moved, a sharp light shot out, dazzlingly bright. Space twisted around this move, the power of the axe seemed to open heaven and earth. If the White Robed Cultivator didn’t dodge, his head would be separated from his body in an instant.

This was a very skillful strategy of feinting to save someone else.

Old Wuhou’s face wore a sneer, but what followed left him stunned.

The other party did not dodge!

Did he miss the mark? Did he not realize that he might be split into two halves?

Crazy!

Such an unexpected change was beyond Old Wuhou's experience. Among cultivators, there were many brave ones, but such a man who faced death without hesitation had never been seen.

Facing a blade and not dodging—was he trying to trade his life for another’s?

Old Wuhou was both shocked and angry. Even with his superior cultivation, it would be too late to change tactics now.

Damn!

In his rage, more magical power surged into the treasure in front of him.

If this other party didn’t want to live, let them have their wish.

Old Wuhou thought viciously, but just as he did, something unexpected happened. A sigh sounded without warning, and the sharp light from the double-edged battle axe vanished.

Silently and effortlessly, it was deflected by someone.

This sudden change left both Cloud Concealment Sect’s cultivators and the outsiders speechless. Even the White Robed Cultivator was surprised; he had prepared to die for a chance at survival.

At this moment, a scream echoed in their ears. The farmer’s attire cultivator didn’t receive any divine favor as the water dragon spirit snapped his neck, ending his life.

However, Old Wuhou paid no heed now. His face showed shock and anger.

"Which lowly scoundrel is hiding here to attack? If you dare break my spell, do you lack the courage for a fair fight?"

Old Wuhou’s eyes flashed with a sinister glint as he spoke fiercely. The other Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators ignored him completely.

"Attacking? You are merely too weak to penetrate Lin Xuan's concealment techniques. Besides, this is the main headquarters of Cloud Concealment Sect. What right do you have to recklessly cause trouble in our sacred grounds?" Lin Xuan spoke lightly but with a mocking tone.

Suddenly, green light flashed as two figures appeared several dozen meters away—a man and a woman. The man was unremarkable, while the woman was beautiful and fair.

They were Lin Yujiao and Lin Xuan.

Just now, he had flown here to see that the White Robed Cultivator was about to be splattered with blood. Although Lin Xuan didn’t know him well, as a sect elder, he couldn't ignore such a situation. With Lin Xuan's strength, countering an equal-level attack wasn’t even a challenge.

"Thank you, Senior Uncle for saving me."

The White Robed Cultivator bowed and his face showed complex emotions. As the successor of Sword Peak, he naturally had some reservations towards Lin Xuan. Since the fall of Heavenly璇剑尊, disciples from Sword Peak almost couldn't hold their heads up in the sect.

But seeing Lin Xuan now, joy was the predominant emotion. The other Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators were overjoyed as if they found a new backbone.

In contrast, those outsiders showed some tension.

A person’s reputation is like a tree's shadow. Although Lin Xuan rarely appeared, his victory over Old Wuhou wasn’t fake. Despite the passage of time, his fame might have dimmed, but appearing here now left these people with some fear.

Of course, there were exceptions.

For example, Old Wuhou’s face showed arrogance: "You are Lin Xuan?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's tone remained calm: "Are you planning to commit suicide? Or shall I do it for you? By the way, if you choose the latter, expect a lot of suffering. For instance, soul extraction and essence refinement."

Old Wuhou was stunned by this statement before laughing in rage: "Committing suicide, are you really that bold? You're just a mid-stage Divination Realm cultivator, a mere flatterer. How dare you look down on me! I think you’re tired of living."

"A flatterer, do you believe so?"

Lin Xuan's voice remained calm and unemotional: "As you say. But first, leave your life behind."

Before the words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan’s sleeve seemed to be about to perform some secret technique. However, Old Wuhou acted first, his face showing a mix of disdain and fear.

Roar!

A roar like that of an animal filled their ears as his body suddenly grew ten times larger.

Giant Technique!

Originally stout, he now looked like a giant. Not only did his body grow, but so did the double-edged battle axe in his hands.

Then, with both arms swinging, cold light flashed. The massive axe, wielding the power to split heaven and earth, descended fiercely towards Lin Xuan's head.
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With his current strength, exterminating the Profound Concealment Sect was no challenge, let alone a mere Separation Stage cultivator. There was no difficulty in doing so.

Of course, even though Lin Xuan was powerful, this was merely a casual strike. Some of the targets would inevitably escape, but that didn't matter; the other cultivators from the Cloud Concealment Sect had already rushed forward.

The hunters became prey as soon as Lin Xuan joined in, and the entire situation had been completely reversed.

Morale soared within the Cloud Concealment Sect, while the confidence of the outsiders plummeted. Not only did Lin Xuan eliminate the Old Monster Wu, but he also shattered their confidence with that single strike.

They were like stricken dogs; few dared to stop and fight against the pursuers from the Cloud Concealment Sect. Almost everyone turned tail and ran. As a result, the crisis for the Cloud Concealment Sect was naturally resolved, and the number of escapees was minimal.

Lin Xuan once again turned the tide with his single effort, rescuing the Cloud Concealment Sect from peril.

His reputation within the sect’s disciples reached its zenith.

Half an hour later, a large group of cultivators welcomed Lin Xuan to the main hall. The remaining mess would naturally be handled by the lower-ranking cultivators below him.

"Uncle Senior Disciple, please take a seat."

A balding elder in black robes spoke with utmost respect. Lin Xuan naturally did not decline and sat down on the main seat.

Apart from him, there were about twenty other cultivators in the hall, mostly at or above the Profound Concealment Stage, except for the Five Pinnacle Peak Heads. The rest were high-ranking elders of various pinnacles.

"What happened? Where did those enemies come from? Why aren't the two Senior Elders present at the main stronghold?"

Lin Xuan was both surprised and angry that such a significant matter had occurred within their sect and that it had been breached by powerful enemies, resulting in countless losses. He had no interest in wasting time with the younger disciples and directly got to the point.

"Uncle Senior Disciple, please calm down. This incident is purely accidental. The formidable enemy we've encountered this time is none other than the Profound Dao Gate, Spirit Demon Sect, and Crystal Heaven Valley, who have formed an alliance," the balding elder said respectfully. Although he was not one of the Five Pinnacle Peak Heads, his cultivation level was quite outstanding—late-stage Profound Concealment—and thus his words carried significant weight.

"Profound Dao Gate, Spirit Demon Sect, and Crystal Heaven Valley."

Lin Xuan's expression turned pale at these names.

While these three sects might not be considered the top-tier in Navel Dragon World, each of them had far greater strength than the Cloud Concealment Sect. An alliance…

Was it a joke to explain this situation as an accident? How could the Cloud Concealment Sect have attracted such formidable enemies?

Lin Xuan was speechless and extremely surprised. He knew that this matter was significant and not easily explained in just a few words.

Lin Xuan wasn't a novice cultivator; rather, he had experienced far more storms than most cultivators. Hence, despite his shock, Lin Xuan did not lose his composure. Calmness would be more beneficial for resolving the issue.

"Speak up. What exactly happened?"

"Uncle Senior Disciple, it was like this…"

A woman's voice entered his ears, and he recognized her as familiar. Turning around, he saw a young female cultivator in her late twenties or early thirties with an attractive appearance but emitting a cold aura.

After a moment’s thought, Lin Xuan recalled who she was.

Lihongxu, the Peak Head of the Array Formation Pinnacle.

Among the Five Pinnacles, only this peak had a female head. Although her name wasn't remarkable, becoming the head of a peak indicated profound cultivation.

Late-stage Profound Concealment!

He heard that this woman was proud and rarely spoke, so why did she speak now?

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised but maintained an extremely calm expression: "Continue."

"Yes, Uncle Senior Disciple."

Regardless of Lihongxu's usual personality, in front of Lin Xuan, she was exceptionally respectful. Such a presence could kill peers with a single move; how could the disciples not revere her?

Lihongxu swallowed and spoke in a cold voice: "Uncle Senior Disciple, this matter is due to wealth causing trouble. The three major sects noticed our possession of an excellent crystal mine, so…"

"Oh?"

Such a result surprised Lin Xuan greatly. While it was true that all under heaven sought profit, the competition for resources was fierce in the cultivation world.

Two major sects might fight over a single spirit stone mine or another crystal vein, but the Profound Dao Gate and Spirit Demon Sect were not ordinary forces. They weren't at the top tier of this world, but they ranked among the best.

The joint effort to seize a resource from the Cloud Concealment Sect truly surprised Lin Xuan.

What did the sect possess that made other powers covet it so much? After all, three major sects were involved; wouldn't they fight again if they shared the spoils equally? How much profit could they realistically gain?

These thoughts intrigued him. Meanwhile, Lihongxu continued speaking.

"Uncle Senior Disciple, it's an excellent crystal mine."

"Excellent crystal mine?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. Was this a coincidence? Could it be…?

Before he could finish his thought, Lin Yu weakly spoke up: "Uncle Senior Disciple, yes, the one you won from Young Master Bird."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan was speechless; in essence, he had been the instigator.

"Why is this so? Although an excellent crystal mine is significant, the Profound Dao Gate and Spirit Demon Sect are not ordinary forces. They shouldn't stoop to such levels. According to reason, a mere excellent crystal mine wouldn't be enough to make them form an alliance against us. Was there something else at play here?" Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears. Although he was unsure, he could be certain that this matter had its own hidden reasons.

"Uncle Senior Disciple is wise. If it were just the excellent crystal mine, their wealth would likely not have been enough to sway them. However, by chance, another treasure was discovered from that mine," Lin Yu said softly.

"What other treasure?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and became even more interested.

"Divine Stones."

Before Lin Yu could speak, Lihongxu unexpectedly interjected: "What did you say?"

Lin Xuan stood up abruptly. This unexpected result made him lose composure as well.

Divine Stones?

As the name suggests, they were superior to crystal stones and served a similar purpose—used by true immortals. With Lin Xuan's vast wealth, few treasures could entice him, but divine stones were definitely one of them.

Not only that, but they were something he urgently needed.

During his journey through the Ice Sea World, Lin Xuan had obtained numerous rare and precious items, including the Profound Dao Nine Immortals Pill from the Ethereal Immortal Palace. Among these, apart from the pill, the three treasures in the vault were undoubtedly the most valuable.
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Peach Blossom Lin Xuan had already ingested, and his cultivation had surged dramatically. Both of the infant souls had advanced to the next stage, making the effects too wondrous to describe in words.

As for the second item, it was a talisman left behind by Ethereal True Man.

Ethereal True Man was one of the two founding sages of Ethereal Immortal Palace, a great being who had successfully transcended tribulation. The power of his leftover talismans was naturally evident.

However, these weren't the most precious items.

The most valuable should be the last treasure: the True Spirit Puppet!

As its name suggests, it originally aimed to possess the strength of a true spirit.

Unfortunately, the requirements were too high, and it failed to reach that level in the end.

But it was far from useless; though inferior to expectations, this puppet's power still rivaled that of an old monster who had transcended tribulation.

Of course, it was at its initial stage, but even so, it was a rare find indeed. It could be considered a heaven-defying treasure.

Unfortunately, with every coin having two sides, providing the puppet with energy proved extremely difficult. Even top-grade crystal stones were ineffective; to fully utilize its power, one had to use immortal stones as energy sources.

But immortal stones were items from the Immortal Realm, and even if by chance they could be produced in the Spirit Realm, it was a rarity. At least, with Ethereal Immortal Palace's unparalleled strength in the Ice Sea Region, they couldn't achieve this either. They had to store this puppet with immense power in their treasury; otherwise, if driven, the result might have been different from what happened.

Of course, these were assumptions. Regardless, the True Spirit Puppet was now in Lin Xuan’s possession.

Since immortal stones were hard to come by, Lin Xuan didn’t issue a mission like the Cloud Concealment Sect disciples could handle; it had already exceeded their capabilities.

He hadn't expected today's calamity for the sect. When Lin Xuan asked about the reason, he heard an outcome that was both surprising and unexpected.

Indeed, it was like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without much effort. Lin Xuan felt particularly concerned.

This explained why his reaction had been somewhat agitated when he first heard this news.

He abruptly stood up, but no one else seemed to notice.

After all, the news was too shocking. Their initial shock far exceeded Lin Xuan's.

Compared to Uncle Senior Disciple, who remained calm and composed.

"Exactly what happened? Don’t worry; take your time."

Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator. He had regained his usual composure and sat back down, turning his head to speak kindly to Li Hongxiu.

"Yes, Uncle Senior Disciple. The matter of mining veins was originally handled by the Spell Array Peak. I am more familiar with it; this incident dates back roughly a year ago. During our mining process, we unexpectedly had a great收获, and we even extracted an immortal stone."

"An immortal stone? Isn’t that considered waste?"

Lin Xuan was surprised. He knew that in the Spirit Realm, even if by chance, producing an immortal stone would be extremely rare due to its impurities rendering it useless. The odds of extracting one were so slim that even a single piece could be considered heaven-defying luck.

"If it were just waste, this wouldn’t have brought such a disaster upon our sect."

Li Hongxiu sighed: "At the time, I was both shocked and delighted but knew how serious this matter was. I sent people to inform the two Uncle Senior Disciples stationed within the sect while strictly ordering the news to be kept secret. Unfortunately, one of my disciples turned traitor, and the Three Great Sects of Profound Mysteries became aware."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan finally understood the full story.

Given the power of the Three Great Sects, a mere top-grade crystal stone vein might not have been worth their attention. But if an immortal stone was extracted from it, that would be a different matter entirely.

This item, even for Core Formation cultivators, or even Tribulation Transcenders, would be coveted. It was a rare treasure with immense utility in various aspects.

After all, the Cloud Concealment Sect had an entire vein of minerals. If one immortal stone could be extracted here, there might be more—perhaps two, three…

"Did other forces besides the Profound Mysteries Sect, Spirit Ghost Sect, and Heavenly Crystal Valley intervene?"

Knowing oneself and knowing one's enemy led to a hundred battles without defeat. Lin Xuan naturally had to clarify this.

"No," Li Hongxiu shook her head confidently: "The Three Great Sects are not fools; they also kept the news secret. Otherwise, if other major forces or Tribulation Transcenders became interested, their efforts would have been in vain."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. This view was likely correct. If he were one of the leaders of these three sects, he would certainly have sealed off the news immediately; with many people and limited resources, who wouldn’t want to share such a good thing?

"Where are Senior Dragon Brother and Senior Lin Sister? Why aren’t any of them stationed in the sect?"

"The two Uncle Senior Disciples went to manage the vein. They haven't contacted the main hall for a long time. I am deeply worried..."

Li Hongxiu didn't finish her sentence, but everyone understood what she meant. The atmosphere in the grand hall became tense.

Lin Yujiao's expression was particularly grim.

At this moment, several hundred miles away from the Cloud Concealment Sect’s main hall, on a desolate mountain.

The air here was thin with little Spirit Qi, and even Core Formation cultivators would find it unremarkable. However, in such an inconspicuous place, several mysterious cultivators gathered in an abandoned stone temple, discussing something.

Five men and two women were present. One man and one woman wore black robes, their faces completely hidden.

The others varied in age but all had formidable cultivation levels, being Core Formation late-stage cultivators.

No, not all of them were cultivators; among the group, there were two monsters.

On the left was a creature with long ears and green eyes. Its skin was bright red, and it even had three strange eyes on its forehead, exuding an aura of ferocity.

To the right was a female monster. She appeared somewhat attractive at first glance, but her eyes glowed blood-red, and she had several red scales on both cheeks. Wearing a red robe, with a small, well-shaped mouth, she had a snake tongue that constantly moved inside.

This woman’s true form was evident; she must have been cultivated from some kind of snake.

The two monsters were also Core Formation late-stage cultivators, and their cultivation levels were no less than the five others.

Three more men were present: an elderly man with a Taoist appearance, a well-built man in fine clothes, and a young boy with rosy cheeks that looked like he had just been reborn from jade.

Of course, this youth appeared youthful, but his true age was indescribable; at least several tens of thousands of years old.

"Friend Sun, what happened? Last time, your Spirit Ghost Sect led the way, and we two sects assisted. We intended to take down Cloud Concealment Sect once and for all. How did it end in failure, with so few disciples returning, almost a total loss?"

The elderly man with Taoist appearance spoke with a hint of reproach.
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"Hey, how could I not know the strengths and weaknesses of the Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Formation? The difficulty is indeed as your friend said—how to lure that Lin Xiao into our trap. But with so many of us working together, we should be able to find some results..." said the black-robed woman slowly.

The others exchanged glances, nodding in agreement, clearly showing their approval. Thus, they began discussing some details on how to successfully lure Lin Xuan into the trap.

The Cloud Concealment Sect was insignificant compared to the three major sects; all they cared about was that Lin Xiao alone.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn't idle either.

Rescuing someone is like rescuing a burning building. After making some arrangements at the main hall, he went alone to the mine vein.

The Cloud Concealment Sect, from top to bottom, unanimously opposed his rash behavior.

They thought it was too dangerous.

Communication with the mine vein had been lost, and no one knew what the situation was like now. Lin Xuan's reckless advance into danger was akin to sending a lamb to a tiger's mouth.

The two Supreme Elders were already trapped inside; Lin Xuan was their only hope and support. If anything happened to him, the Cloud Concealment Sect would collapse like a tree without its roots.

Be cautious!

It would be best to send someone first to investigate the current situation of the mine vein. Based on the information received, they could decide what to do next.

This was the result of discussions among the Inner Vision period cultivators.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't listen.

For humor's sake, even if rescuing someone is like rescuing a burning building, doing things step by step would mean waiting until the flowers on a yellow vegetable dish had long withered away.

The Dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed maiden might have some ulterior motives, but they treated him well since he joined the sect. If he didn't know, it was fine; now that he knew their perilous situation, lingering there without concern was too much for his conscience.

Although the cultivation world was a place of survival of the fittest, it didn't mean that brotherhood among fellow cultivators had become an ethereal thing.

Firstly, with Lin Xuan's current resources, few treasures in the Spirit Realm could still capture his interest, but spirit stones were definitely one of them.

This was something from the Immortal Realm; even if the Spirit Realm managed to mine it by chance, the quantity would be negligible.

Continuing to linger here, Lin Xuan worried that even if he eventually reclaimed the mine vein, the precious spirit stones might already have been transported away.

Wouldn't that be a waste?

Given his nature, such an error was not something he would make.

Indeed, the disciples' concerns weren't entirely without merit. Going now was too dangerous.

But this was for ordinary cultivators; as for Lin Xuan?

Come on, he had even single-handedly fought against the梼杌 at the critical stage of cultivation.

Entering the main hall of the Ethereal Immortal Palace alone—was that considered dangerous?

Compared to these two, going to the mine vein carried some risk and difficulty but was not insurmountable.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's inner avatar had already been successfully refined. While it might be an exaggeration to say he could act as a separate entity, his strength had certainly increased significantly.

As long as he didn't encounter old monsters at the critical stage of cultivation, even if surrounded by numerous enemies, there was no way they would trap him.

He had some confidence in this.

While the Three Major Sects were much stronger than the Cloud Concealment Sect, they lacked old monsters at the critical stage. From this perspective, both sides were on equal footing, and as for spirit mines, they had already sealed off the news beforehand. As long as there was no major accident, other forces would not intervene.

Lin Xuan's confidence came from his strength, and acting alone made it easier to move around.

The Heavenly Pattern Mountain was several million miles away from the main hall of the Cloud Concealment Sect, with a particularly special location—it was where the Tian Shuang County, Jing Lei County, and Bai Fan County met. It stretched for tens of thousands of miles.

Although vast in area, due to its unique geographical position, few cultivators would intervene here regularly.

Of course, more importantly, this place had sparse qi, almost like a lower realm's human world. Not only major sects or families, but even scattered cultivators wouldn't establish their abodes here.

However, who knew that such an unappealing location for cultivators contained a top-grade crystal vein, even producing spirit stones?

It seemed absurd, yet upon careful consideration, it was not strange at all.

This desolation and sparse qi were due to the fact that the qi within tens of thousands of miles had been monopolized by the top-grade mine veins.

If one did not seize the essence from nature, how could so many top-grade crystal stones be produced?

As for spirit stones, they were more a matter of coincidence and chance.

Of course, all this was no longer important. Since the mine vein was accidentally discovered and then given to Lin Xuan by Big Master Black, the tranquility of this region had been shattered.

Firstly, Cloud Concealment Sect's cultivators came here to mine secretly, fearing that other forces would discover it, but eventually, the secret was exposed with the emergence of spirit stones.

Then, the three major sects' alliance began their struggle. The Cloud Concealment Sect could not abandon such a valuable treasure and thus plunged into a bloody battle, countless cultivators falling as casualties.

For wealth, people die; for food, birds perish—this once again illustrated the harshness of the cultivation world.

As the conflict between both sides became increasingly absurd, even the two Supreme Elders of the Cloud Concealment Sect were trapped inside.

Now, most of the mine vein was under the control of the three major sects' alliance. Only a few places saw resistance from the Cloud Concealment Sect's cultivators.

However, these scattered resistances could not change the overall situation. After all, it was the comparison of strength that decided the outcome.

Sometimes, minor surprises might cause ripples.

After several days of travel, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the outskirts of Heavenly Pattern Mountain, only a few tens of thousands of miles away from the mine vein. His body emitted a flash of spirit light, and his遁light became faintly visible.

Of course, Lin Xuan was extremely confident in his strength but didn't mean he would recklessly enter the enemy's territory.

That would be foolish.

If being cautious could bring benefits, why not?

Lin Xuan wasn't someone who looked down on others. He wouldn't think himself invincible. When it came to being careful, he was willing to lower his stance.

For his concealment techniques, Lin Xuan had full confidence. However, to avoid revealing his presence, he slowed his speed considerably, which was inevitable.

Flying for a while, suddenly, crackling sounds reached his ears. Lin Xuan turned his head and saw a faint yellow light streaking from an oblique direction, followed by several gray-white clouds chasing relentlessly.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows slightly.

After some hesitation, he decided not to intervene.

Although it wasn't entirely a matter of indifference.

Because the one fleeing in front should be a fellow sect member.

As for those pursuing behind—of course, they were members of the three major sects' alliance.
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But the spiritual energy fluctuations of both sides were too weak, indicating that it was merely a battle at the Separation and Union level.

This degree of conflict did not interest Lin Xuan to intervene. It had an air of bullying the weak over the strong. Although Lin Xuan's character might not care about such things, his involvement could potentially expose his identity.

Although this was just a possibility, Lin Xuan was unwilling to take any risks.

After all, he was merely a Separation and Union stage disciple.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan prepared to silently pass by the group without drawing attention. His concealment technique ensured that even if he were close enough, the others would not be able to detect him.

Out of curiosity, as he was about to pass them, Lin Xuan inadvertently released his divine sense, which swept across like lightning. However, this sweep revealed a problem.

"Is it her?"

Lin Xuan suddenly stopped his遁光 (flying light).

By chance, Lin Xuan did not expect to encounter an old acquaintance here. It was a young woman in her twenties or thirties, though her actual age was much older. The appearance of youth among female cultivators is quite common due to their cultivation techniques often having anti-aging effects.

She wore a red robe and had clear, well-shaped eyebrows. Although not a stunning beauty, her large, black eyes were exceptionally lively as she looked around. Despite the signs of weariness in her eyes, Lin Xuan recognized her immediately.

Su Ru!

This was the first cultivator Lin Xuan met when he arrived in Nael Dragon Realm. If it weren't for Su Ru and others, Lin Xuan might not have come to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Recalling that this had happened a thousand years ago, Lin Xuan and Peacock had just arrived in the area where they clashed with Flame Wolf Patriarch. At a critical moment, True Spirit Heavenly Phoenix appeared, taking Peacock away. Lin Xuan was left incapacitated by the residual effects of the phoenix's power.

Later, Su Ru and two others mistakenly believed him to be a sect disciple participating in trials and brought him back to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Since becoming the head of Golden Core Peak, Lin Xuan had always treated them kindly. Although their identities and cultivation levels were vastly different, he never forgot the kindness they showed him.

If it was just another person in danger, Lin Xuan could pretend not to see. But since Su Ru was an old acquaintance, he couldn't bear to let her die.

Even if he seemed selfish, relationships between people are inherently distant or close. Although Lin Xuan didn’t need help from others before, he always remembered this debt of gratitude.

If it meant exposing himself, so be it; at worst, he would just have to expend a bit more effort.

These thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as the delay worsened Su Ru’s situation. The three cultivators chasing her were all stronger than she was. Su Ru had advanced quickly under Lin Xuan's guidance but her own talent was mediocre. After a thousand years, she barely reached Separation and Union stage, barely managing to avoid expiring in the process.

Her advancement was due largely to good luck, as her cultivation technique made it easier to advance but weaker in terms of abilities. If not for her proficiency in evasion techniques, she might have perished long ago.

Now, facing three relentless pursuers, Su Ru found herself struggling to turn the tide. One of them, a monkey-faced demon with bat-like wings, was closing in quickly.

"Damn it!"

Seeing no escape, Su Ru gritted her teeth and stopped her遁光 (flying light). She reached into her pouch and prepared to fight the enemies to the death.

Suddenly, silver light flashed, and a thin thread appeared mid-air. It effortlessly decapitated all three pursuers in an instant.

Such a change was like going from hell to heaven. Just moments ago, Su Ru had been determined to fight to the end, but now she found herself saved. Her eyes widened as she struggled to understand what happened.

But as a thousand-year-old cultivator, she quickly realized who had helped her.

She bowed with gratitude: "I don't know which senior extended a helping hand. I am Su Ru, and I thank you."

"Ha ha, no need for such formalities," Lin Xuan said as he appeared ten feet away.

"It is Senior Uncle Lin... No, Grandmaster Lin, Su Ru pays respects to the Supreme Elder," she exclaimed in shock but with more joy than fear.

Lin Xuan sighed. Although their statuses were vastly different, there was still a bond between them.

His brows furrowed as he examined her closely. Despite his initial cursory glance, he now realized that her injuries were indeed severe. Her body was covered in blood, and she could barely lift her left arm, which had been struck by some heavy artifact. Even for cultivators, it would take years of recuperation with spiritual medicines to recover.

"I beg your forgiveness," Su Ru said as Lin Xuan scrutinized her.

"How serious are the injuries? The situation is already dire for this vein. How did you survive such a brutal battle and make it here?"

Lin Xuan's keen eyes observed her wounds, blending concern and inquiry in his voice.

Before he could finish, tears began to flow from Su Ru’s eyes as she sobbed uncontrollably: "Grandmaster, over ten thousand cultivators of our sect have fallen for this vein. Even two Supreme Elders were trapped, but we still lost."

"Two Supreme Elders? Are Dragon Senior Brother and Lin Senior Sister also gone?" Lin Xuan was shocked. Although their power meant nothing to him, they were at the Spirit Formation stage, which should not be easily destroyed.

"No, Dragon and Lin Grandmasters are merely trapped. With overwhelming odds against us, we are all in grave danger!"

Su Ru's sobs filled the air: "Over a thousand disciples of our sect are still encircled. The two Grandmasters attracted the enemy’s attention so that we could escape individually. Only one-tenth of those like Su Ru managed to survive..."

Touched by her distress, Lin Xuan was moved as he watched her fall to her knees and repeatedly bow: "Please, Grandmaster, have mercy and go rescue our trapped fellow disciples."

Her sorrowful plea touched Lin Xuan deeply, revealing the dire straits his sect found itself in during this vein dispute.
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By this point, Su Ru seemed to have put everything on the line. Her honest voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Why?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had thought he treated her well; if not for being forced, why would she plot against him so meticulously?

"Treating me well? "

Su Ru's words seemed to have triggered something within her, as her voice changed from its usual gentle tone to one filled with anger and sharpness. It was as though a long-suppressed resentment had suddenly burst forth: "You dare say that! What did you do for me? Back then, your meridians were all废了, your bones turned into powder. If it wasn't for my rescue, you would have been devoured by beasts long ago. How could you possibly be in such a favorable position now?"

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's voice was noncommittal as he continued: "Even if that’s true, you did release me. Did I ever treat you poorly? I provided you with丹药 and cultivation techniques, spiritual artifacts and treasures. Haven't I given enough?"

"Pfft!"

To Su Ru's surprise, she showed no regard for his words. Perhaps realizing there was no turning back, she spoke without any reservations.

"That’s just a matter of repaying kindness. What’s so precious about it? If you had saved an ordinary disciple, they would have done the same and I would be grateful. But these treasures and cultivation techniques mean nothing to someone like me, Lin Elder. They are mere trifles."

"Those who say that one should repay a drop of water with a spring's worth of gratitude, forget that my saving you was a matter of life and death. You simply throw some trash at me as if it will suffice."

Su Ru’s agitated voice echoed in his ears.

"So, is it really my fault?"

Lin Xuan’s voice no longer held anger; despair was the greatest sorrow. For such a traitor who twisted the truth, there was no point in being angry with her.

"Indeed, everything is your fault,"

Su Ru screamed hysterically: "Why? Why can those geniuses have an easy path on the Immortal Path, advancing effortlessly as if eating and drinking, without any difficulties? They possess countless treasures. Everywhere they go, people respect them."

"But me..."

She seemed to pity her own fate, her voice tinged with a hint of sobs: "My cultivation is fraught with obstacles. Getting useful丹药 and treasures is incredibly difficult, and I have to constantly watch others' faces. Why should you be so gifted and lucky while I am left with nothing? This isn't fair! Why should I not have the same good fortune as you?"

Su Ru was no beauty, but she still had a certain delicate charm. However, at this moment, her face was filled with malice, and her features were twisted into something terrifying.

Lin Xuan understood the root of the matter by now; despite his kindness to her, she betrayed him out of jealousy.

Jealousy, like a venomous snake, had consumed the pure and lively Su Ru from centuries ago.

Her appearance still bore traces of that long-ago self, but her personality was twisted into someone else entirely.

The worst thing about humans is never being content.

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan's sigh echoed in his ears: "Even if my compensation to you wasn't enough, Cloud Concealment Sect raised you from a young age. Why would you betray it? Do you know the peril this will bring to the sect?"

"I understand that. But what difference does it make?"

Su Ru laughed and ran her fingers through her hair: "Man for himself, heaven kills him. If I didn't do this, what benefit could I gain from Cloud Concealment Sect? After all, I am just a minor disciple within the sect, how can I compare to you, Lin Elder?"

"Oh, so you framed me and placed Cloud Concealment Sect in peril for significant benefits?" Lin Xuan's voice held both pity and curiosity.

"Correct. Who would do something without benefit?"

Su Ru’s shameless voice echoed: "On that day, several of us were captured alive. The others, who were unwise, had their minds probed. I was terrified but accidentally overheard them wanting to gather more information about you from the disciples' memories."

"The next one would be me. Hmph, I wouldn't wait for death and endure that terrifying mind probing. So, without their intervention, I confessed on my own. They were delighted when they heard I had saved you before, and directly sent me to the head of Spirit Demon Sect, who is now my master."

"What? The head of Spirit Demon Sect is your master?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised this time.

He couldn't help but glance at the man in the black robe.

The clothes he wore seemed to be imbued with some strange restrictions that reflected back his spiritual sense, making it impossible for him to see the other's expression.

The rest of the spirit realm experts showed no intention of interfering with their conversation.

The Mire River poison was one of the three great poisons in the Three Realms. It couldn't be removed, and the longer they delayed, the deeper the poisoning would become. For them, this delay was beneficial, so they were happy to let it continue.

Initially, they feared that Lin Xuan, poisoned and desperate, might launch a counterattack like a trapped beast. With his great reputation, even if he was poisoned, with their array support, he would still be extremely dangerous.

But this young man didn’t want to be a fool; he kept pressing for answers. This was beneficial to them in every way, so no one dared to stop him.

They wished Lin Xuan would continue asking until he died from the poison.

"Indeed, the head of Spirit Demon Sect has taken me as his disciple and promised that if I can lure you into a trap and successfully attack, not only will I be treated like a direct disciple, but they will specially cultivate me. Countless precious丹药 and even be willing to use spiritual energy infusion at critical moments to ensure my advancement to the Profound Dao Realm."

At these words, Su Ru raised her head high, proud of her choice. When Spirit Demon Sect offered such terms, she had agreed without hesitation.

In the human world, a Separation Period cultivator was indeed an elite, but in the Dragon Realm, they were still insignificant. The sect had many members with lifespans of only thousands of years.

However, at the Profound Dao Realm, even though it was considered high-level cultivation, due to more opportunities to pass through the Primordial Energy Tribulation, most old monsters could live for tens of thousands of years.

Compared to Separation Period cultivators, their lifespans increased by several times.
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It was a bit too convenient for them to have completely relied on the poison from Nether River.

In this valley, arrays had long been set up.

This moment was merely about hiding within it!

However, the old monster of the Spirit Dividing Realm ran off, leaving all cultivators including Su Ru behind here.

From the start, they were just bait; once needed, they could be discarded at any time.

As for their initial promises and credibility?

They might hold to them among peers.

But a few low-rank disciples had no right to haggle with them.

Just as Lin Xuan said, this matter from the beginning was merely a mirage in water; Su Ru was too fixated on advancement and power, ultimately deceiving herself.

Stupidity was the only fitting description.

Or perhaps, once one is ensnared by their obsessions, they might do foolish things without thinking.

However, Su Ru wasn't entirely witless. Seeing her new master fall and other old monsters of the Spirit Dividing Realm run off, her face turned pale with horror, a sight to make even the most fearsome forbidden realm seem tame.

"Impossible... You didn't fall victim to Nether River's poison; how could you still have such formidable combat power?"

Su Ru's shrill voice echoed in his ears, filled with madness. Though she couldn’t feel the Spirit Dividing Realm, her master was a sect leader and an advanced late-stage Spirit Dividing cultivator—how could he be killed by someone poisoned?

This defied logic; she had already reached a state of extreme fear.

"Poisoned?"

Lin Xuan smiled: "If it were one of the three realms' ten great poisons, Nether River's poison, I wouldn't necessarily fall. But..."

"Are you not poisoned by Nether River's poison?"

Not just Su Ru, but even the hidden old monsters of the Spirit Dividing Realm were stunned. The Linggui Sect leader had sworn it was their treasure; could it be fake?

With the sect leader already dead, the Taoxuan Sect and Tianjing Valley elders looked at the few figures in black robes.

Their expressions were unclear, but their gazes showed confusion.

They knew of Nether River's poison’s reputation. Their senior wouldn’t hide his strength. Could this treasure really be a fake?

This was too unbelievable.

Lin Xuan's voice then interrupted: "It's not entirely false. This should be a counterfeit of Nether River's poison, with considerable toxicity. But wanting to bewitch me with just this is a bit too much..."

Poisons could have counterfeits. That was new knowledge.

He had only heard about fake treasures before.

But the absence of information didn’t mean such things didn't exist.

After all, among the three realms' ten great poisons, their complexity and value were beyond even the utmost divine treasures.

Such-grade treasures couldn’t possibly lack imitations.

Their power wasn’t inferior.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan's Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire was already a supreme poison in this world. Thus, this counterfeit Nether River’s poison was insufficient to deal with him.

It could be compared to a dog carrying a meat bun; after Lin Xuan refined it with his Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, its power would even increase.

Su Ru might not fully understand the intricacies.

But at that moment, she realized her dream of advancement and easy power had turned into an illusion.

She faced Lin Xuan's wrath.

"Grandmaster, could you let me take my own life out of old favors?"

Su Ru’s face fluctuated for a moment before she bit her lip and spoke.

"To take one's own life?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback; he had expected her to beg for forgiveness, but instead, she proposed this.

Despite her many faults, Su Ru’s self-awareness impressed Lin Xuan.

He sighed: "If I knew today, why would I have acted that way."

"Millions of mistakes, all my fault. But now, no matter what I say is too late. I don't seek forgiveness; only ask the grandmaster to consider my past diligence and let me reincarnate. In my next life, I will repay your great kindness with a thousand grasses."

With a gentle wave, she spoke pitifully.

"Unnecessary."

Lin Xuan sighed. He was sentimental by nature. Though this woman deserved punishment, he wouldn’t be merciful. But since they were both fated to die, letting her soul reincarnate was still within his bounds of mercy.

It would be repaying an old favor.

"Take care." Lin Xuan said blandly.

She was startled but understood that Lin Xuan agreed. Overjoyed, she bowed: "Thank you, grandmaster; I will repay your kindness in my next life."

Her tone was equally flat. Whether it was gratitude or revenge, no one knew. But Lin Xuan didn’t care.

Regardless of the vague concept of reincarnation, her next existence could be anything—human, animal, plant—who knew?

Even if she were reborn as a human, the chance to follow the path of cultivation would be one in ten thousand.

And even then, would becoming a cultivator offer any challenge?

That was absurd.

She had some grace.

There was no way she could seek revenge; Lin Xuan’s cautious nature wouldn’t allow him to extract her soul and deny her reincarnation for even a hint of possibility.

Now it wasn't necessary.

With Lin Xuan's permission, Su Ru suddenly clasped her hands. A pinkish spiritual light began to flow over her body, her aura fluctuating wildly as if getting stronger then weaker.

The process didn’t last long; in just a few breaths, "Peng," a small explosion sounded, and Su Ru’s body turned into sparkling stars, vanishing.

Not only her body, but even her essence. However, after losing memory, she would reincarnate.

Lin Xuan letting her soul reincarnate was already generous.

Turning to the other cultivators trapped in the valley, there were disciples from the three alliances and Cloud Concealing Sect members. Regardless of their origins, they shared a similar fate—being discarded as pawns.

Those who accomplish great deeds needn’t worry about small details; discarding hundreds of low-rank disciples was trivial.

"Take your own life." Lin Xuan’s voice remained calm.

The three alliances didn’t care, so he had no reason to spare them.

"Take your own lives," his voice echoed.

Lin Xuan naturally had no need to let them live on.
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The cultivators from the three alliances were enemies, and they could mercilessly eliminate them.

As for the 200 plus cultivators of Cloud Concealment Sect, since they appeared here, their choices would be the same as Su Ru's.

One must bear the consequences of one’s actions.

Lin Xuan, as the Supreme Elder, had a responsibility to clean up this mess. Giving them a chance to dissolve into nothingness was already an act of mercy.

However, there were nearly a thousand cultivators in the valley now. Each had different thoughts. Some were bold and decisive, while others were cowardly and opportunistic. How could they make the same choice when their scheme was exposed?

Moreover, even if dissolution offered a chance to reincarnate, it was too uncertain for most people to bear the burden of their actions and hope for a miracle in thousands of years.

So, only a few like Su Ru chose to dissolve into nothingness, totaling less than twenty. The majority were hesitant, searching for ways to escape.

Lin Xuan had no interest in wasting time here. He had already given them an opportunity; if they did not want to die, he would personally send them to the underworld.

A look of ferocity flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he said nothing more. With a wave of his sleeves, countless green sword qi shot out like lightning, heading towards the nearly thousand cultivators gathered at the other end of the valley.

"Ah! Save me!"

"I don't want to die, Senior, please spare me."

"How despicable, let’s fight this old monster to the death!"

...

Screams and cries filled the air as some knelt in supplication while others ran for their lives, wishing they could disappear into a crack in the ground. A few bold and rash ones tried to fight their way out with sheer numbers.

Despite different reactions, the outcome was the same. Whether they resisted, begged for mercy, or attempted to escape, none succeeded. Lin Xuan's sword qi, though not fully unleashed, still swept through the valley like a storm of blood and gore.

Nearly a thousand cultivators perished; none managed to escape with theirYuan Core soul intact after giving up on dissolution. One must pay the price for one’s choices.

The process seemed lengthy but took only a few breaths. Soon, the once empty valley returned to silence.

Although the crisis seemed over, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. He did not forget that he had fallen into their trap.

The river of hell poison was just one part of the conspiracy. Although it had been neutralized, the danger now faced was unprecedentedly severe.

Just moments ago, the headmaster of Spirit Ghost Sect had been eliminated unexpectedly, but the other old monsters mysteriously vanished without a trace.

Even with his divine sense, he could not detect anything.

Lin Xuan did not believe that they all possessed some hidden power to evade detection. After all, his strength far surpassed that of his peers.

If any of them were skilled in concealment techniques, it would be understandable. But if everyone had such abilities, it was clearly abnormal.

It must have been a trap set by an array.

With this thought, Lin Xuan fully extended his divine sense to see what he could discern, but to no avail.

He felt no trace of the array's power, and Lin Xuan's expression grew more serious.

His divine sense could not detect anything, indicating that the array was formidable indeed. It must not be taken lightly.

Originally, at this level of strength, even facing several peers in an ambush would have been easy to handle. But with an array as support, it was hard to predict the outcome.

In any case, one must not be careless.

Of course, being cautious is right. Lin Xuan was not afraid either; after all, he had already faced and single-handedly defeated a Transcendence Period avatar of Tiaomu. This time, could it be more dangerous than before?

Moreover, since refining his inner avatar, his strength had significantly increased even without advancing in cultivation stage.

...

While Lin Xuan was on edge, the old monsters from the three alliances were equally anxious.

People have reputations to maintain; although Lin Xuan rarely appeared, each of his moves was shocking. In the Star Moon City battle, he decapitated the Old Monster of Heaven's End.

The Wuhu Old Demon of Spirit Ghost Sect, with dual cultivation in physical and spiritual bodies, had a well-deserved reputation among peers. However, it was rumored that he was killed by Lin Xuan with just one punch.

Although the three alliances' elders were skeptical, believing that the surviving disciples might have exaggerated to avoid blame, Wuhu Old Demon's fall at Lin Xuan's hands was undeniable.

Therefore, they could not underestimate him in the slightest. Besides the Spirit Ghost Five Elements Array, they even bought Su Ru from Cloud Concealment Sect as a traitor and used a copy of river of hell poison as a trump card to ambush Lin Xuan.

The plot was intricate, with each step carefully planned, showing how much they valued Lin Xuan.

Initially, everything went smoothly. Lin Xuan was caught off guard by the Separation Period cultivator's sneak attack. He delved too deeply into investigating, which only allowed the poison to invade his body. The elders of the three alliances were overjoyed at this unresisted victory.

However, their hopes were dashed when they discovered that young Lin had not been poisoned; he had been feigning weakness all along. After uncovering everything, he suddenly struck with full force and killed the headmaster of Spirit Ghost Sect in one blow.

Wasn't this too bold? Even as a sect leader, his strength was far above his peers. To be able to kill him so easily...

Lin Xuan's power was much more terrifying than imagined.

Although others fled when they saw the situation turning against them and had an array to rely on, Lin Xuan's performance was too extraordinary, leaving the three alliances' elders in a state of extreme fear.

TheSubdivision Spirit Stage elders exchanged glances, momentarily stunned. But this could not be allowed; they must find a way to deal with this formidable enemy.
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The Demonic Sage's fall was merely an accident, and Lin Xuan, after all, was only a Spirit Dividing Realm cultivator. There was no reason to be afraid.

But they couldn't just stand there in shock forever.

What if the enemy was terrifying? Running away wouldn’t solve anything. Now that their faces had been torn off, it was either kill or be killed. If they didn’t want Lin Xuan to come and seek revenge later, they needed a way to eliminate him here.

After all, although Lin Xuan hadn't fallen ill, he was trapped in an array. This was such a good opportunity; if they missed it now, they might never find another like it.

"Ahem, fellow daoists, the fall of the Spirit Ghost Sect's leader is merely a coincidence. I, this young man, am only at the Spirit Dividing Realm. What do we have to fear?"

The Grandmaster of Tai Xuan sect coughed lightly. Due to Lin Xuan’s performance, the morale of the three sect alliance was low. He had to step in and take charge; otherwise, things would spiral out of control.

"Indeed, that young man is just one person. Our Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Array isn't like the Mire River's poison—it's a replica from ancient times, a great prohibition array with immense power. Even an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending Realm could be trapped for a moment or two. With this array assisting us, how can we fail to kill that young man?"

Just as Tai Xuan sect’s Grandmaster finished speaking, another harsh voice echoed in their ears. Following its sound, they saw a woman completely enveloped in black robes. Though her face was unclear, hatred gleamed in her eyes.

This woman was the partner of the Spirit Ghost Sect's leader; it was no wonder she harbored such resentment towards Lin Xuan.

"Madam Black is right. Can we still retreat now? With so many people here, are we afraid of a single peer-level cultivator? How would our three sects face the world if we said this?"

A deep and hoarse voice thundered through their ears. The speaker was a long-eared green-eyed demon. Of course, she came from the Crystal Valley.

The leaders of the three sects all expressed their stance. Even though other elders might still be hesitant, they couldn’t express any objections now. Besides, they agreed on one thing: this was truly the best opportunity to deal with Lin Xuan. If he wasn't killed here, future troubles would be endless.

They had no choice but to fight!

The old monsters reached an agreement.

---

Although it seemed like forcing them into action, at least they were now in unison.

On the other side, while Lin Xuan was confident about his strength, he didn’t underestimate his opponents' setup either. The valley before him was vast, clearly under some mysterious array’s influence.

Entering was easy, but leaving would be difficult. With the exit sealed off, rushing recklessly could only lead to falling into their trap. What was worse, his divine sense seemed useless. But this didn't mean Lin Xuan had no other options.

He knew many techniques beyond just one. He had a wide array of abilities.

With his divine sense ineffective, he used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes instead. Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as silver light surged from them. He turned to look around.

Soon enough, he found what he was looking for. His brows raised, and a layer of green light enveloped him as he shot off in an oblique direction.

At the same time, his right hand flicked out, sending a dozen silver sword qi flying. As they met the wind, they transformed into three-foot-long immortal swords, radiating essence energy, slicing forward.

Though merely sword qi, their momentum was formidable, not inferior to genuine treasures. However, just as they reached mid-flight, a "wuhu" sound filled their ears, and spatial ripples surged. A gray light and two black mists appeared in the air, like thunder and lightning, intercepting Lin Xuan's sword qi.

Instantly, clanging sounds echoed. The gray light was a short rod about as thick as an arm, emitting streaks of gray light. As for the black mist, it consisted of two bronze halberds of varying lengths, also radiating essence energy, with immense power, fighting Lin Xuan's sword qi back and forth.

Though seemingly evenly matched, the cultivators controlling these treasures were secretly alarmed. They too were at the Spirit Dividing Realm; their innate treasures had their own mysteries. Facing one against two, the opponent only released a few sword qi, yet they could still hold their ground. Such a situation would be hard to believe even if told.

Amidst their shock, the two old monsters felt their dignity was being insulted. Filled with anger and fear, they frantically activated their treasures. However, while the short rod and halberds were indeed powerful, Lin Xuan's sword qi also emitted mysterious runes that defied them.

"This..."

The three sect elders in hiding were speechless.

"Why are you all standing there? Quickly activate the array’s power."

The woman in black robes' harsh voice echoed. Her partner had been eliminated by Lin Xuan; she hated him to the core. As she spoke, she waved her array flag and infused it with magical energy.

---

Though the other old monsters were displeased by her domineering manner, they united against a common enemy and did as instructed. The array flags flew up and down, thunderous sounds filling their ears. Finally, the Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Array began to fully activate.

As the array activated, the valley's atmosphere changed dramatically.

With that rumbling sound, Lin Xuan’s face paled. Without hesitation, he flicked his sleeves, clasping his hands lightly as a layer of green light enveloped him.

Nine Heaven Spiritual Shield!

This was a secret technique Lin Xuan had learned shortly after entering Immortal Dao. The Nine Heaven Profound Technique's power was too weak now; he no longer used it. However, some of its secrets remained useful and were continuously refined.

For example, the Nine Heaven Micro Steps, which he frequently used.

Then there was the Nine Heaven Spiritual Shield.

Regardless, its defensive capabilities far surpassed ordinary protective essence lights.

Of course, after so many years, Lin Xuan’s strength had grown immensely. These divine techniques were always in use, constantly being modified. Compared to their initial versions, they were unrecognizable.

Improvement was essential for continued use; otherwise, these techniques, though not bad, would be outdated against old monsters at the Spirit Dividing Realm.

Better safe than sorry, he activated the Nine Heaven Spiritual Shield to protect himself from this unknown array. This method couldn’t be wrong.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan’s essence energy flared around him. The delay caused the surroundings to change strangely.

What was once a spacious valley became an endless desert.

The sun above seemed much larger than usual. More terrifyingly, fire rained down from the sky.
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In such an environment, even ordinary mortals would likely collapse from heat after just a breath.

Even cultivators with lower realms wouldn't last long either.

One must know that the fire falling from the sky isn’t ordinary mortal fire; its power rivals that of condensation core stage cultivators' danfire, and the sheer quantity is astonishing—dense as raindrops.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, a hint of cold laughter appearing on his lips.

"Turns out it’s a combination of an illusion technique and an attack array. A composite array, huh? That’s interesting."

Though he said this, Lin Xuan grew even more cautious. Composite arrays are among the most formidable restrictions; they were mentioned in the *Heavenly Essence Array Scripture*, but he had only briefly studied them before giving up.

Now that his opponent was using such an array against him, it would be unwise to underestimate their power.

As thoughts raced through his mind, a buzzing sound entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned his head towards its source and saw countless black grains of sand rising from the desert in front.

No, those weren’t grains; Lin Xuan’s eyes gleamed as he realized that what appeared to be sand were actually black ants.

Silent and glossy, they seemed incredibly strange.

Iron Fire Ants!

Lin Xuan’s voice was filled with surprise. These were one of the bizarre insects found in the wilderness. Legend had it that their bodies were extremely hard, possessing both devouring and fiery properties.

In terms of ranking, these Iron Fire Ants weren’t weaker than his Blood Fire Ants; they were very troublesome creatures.

How could an array contain Iron Fire Ants? It wasn't a natural ability but someone intentionally placing them there to enhance the array’s power compared to before.

"Hmph. These fellows have good intentions, but relying on mere bizarre insects to defeat me is too childish."

Lin Xuan's self-commentary filled his ears with a trace of mockery as he waved his sleeve, emitting a burst of spiritual light. A small bell appeared in his vision, no more than a foot tall, with purple surface patterns and faintly visible talismans.

This was one of the spirit treasures Lin Xuan had obtained from the mortal realm.

Used infrequently because it was an auxiliary treasure, but against bizarre insects, its effects were unexpected.

As the saying goes: "Like salt in tofu, each thing suppresses another."

This was why Lin Xuan smirked when he saw Iron Fire Ants being used against him. The entire process seemed complex but took only a moment.

Just as Lin Xuan summoned the Hundred Birds Bell, the black insect cloud flew several feet in front of him, densely packed and seemingly endless.

The power of the驱虫术often correlated with the number of insects.

To complement the Iron Fire Ants' attack, two cultivators wielding short rods and long spears also launched their attacks with all their might.

Unfortunately for them, it was like throwing a媚眼at a blind man; they couldn’t cause Lin Xuan much trouble.

Lin Xuan ignored them, causing their pride to be severely wounded. He raised his right hand, flicking his fingers towards the bell.

"嗡……"

The ancient bell’s sound resonated in his ears as he moved, and a visible purple wave centered on the bell spread outwards, shooting forward at the insects.

Squeak…,

In an instant, the insect sounds grew loud. Thousands of Iron Fire Ants emitted a single scream before self-destructing.

Lin Xuan flicked another finger, effortlessly extinguishing the seemingly fierce Iron Fire Ants with his ease. This continued for about ten breaths when the mastermind behind the insects finally couldn’t hold back and roared: "Brat, daring to kill so many of my kind! I’ll crush your bones and scatter them!"

The hate in that voice was palpable. Lin Xuan turned to see a massive Iron Fire Ant, several feet long, exuding spiritual energy indicating it had reached the 分神 realm and its mind had awakened.

All things could cultivate; while insect cultivation was far more difficult than human or beast cultivation, compared to plants and trees, it was much easier. With 分神 realm cultivation, one’s mental capacity wouldn’t be inferior to humans.

This elder from Drifting Cloud Valley naturally found it easier to command Iron Fire Ants than a human using the驱物术.

Initially, it had some reservations about Lin Xuan, so it used mindless insects as cannon fodder, hoping to make Lin Xuan flustered and give him an opportunity. However, it was all in vain; the insects that charged were easily exterminated, making him restless with anger.

Seeing such a large magical insect, Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but didn’t take it seriously.

He raised his right hand again, flicking another finger towards the front.

Stab Life…

This time, instead of sound waves, a purple lightning bolt about as thick as an arm shot out. It moved at incredible speed and its power far exceeded that of the previous sound wave.

Unfortunately, this enemy wasn’t just ordinary magical insects; it was super Iron Fire Ants. They opened their terrifying mouths, revealing sharp fangs. With a "Sss" sound, black-red magic fire spewed from inside.

Divided into several streams, each as thick as an arm, they met the purple lightning bolt head-on.

Upon contact, three colors of spiritual light flickered, but the lightning was quickly extinguished. This wasn’t surprising; while the Hundred Birds Bell was a spirit treasure specifically targeting spirit insects, how could it be effective against a 分神 realm magical insect?

The outcome did not surprise Lin Xuan at all.

Seeing the magic fire attack him, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He waved his sleeve again and this time summoned the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

The Iron Fire Ants were shocked.

Not long ago, it had witnessed this technique personally, instantly killing the head of the Spirit Ghost Sect.

Its strength was formidable, but compared to a sect leader, there was still a gap; it couldn’t risk its life and chose to retreat.

Sure enough, when the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire came into contact with the black-red insect fire, it easily consumed it.

However, just as Lin Xuan repelled his strong opponent, another whistling sound entered his ears.

He turned his head and saw numerous red flying swords, numbering over twenty.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed as he waved his sleeve again, emitting a burst of silver light. This time, the projectiles weren’t sword energy; they were the true bodies of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword.
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Lin Xuan's spiritual energy and magical power, though far surpassing those of his peers, were not infinite; there was always a limit. He could handle two or three opponents without much pressure.

But what if there were ten or twenty?

It was questionable whether Lin Xuan had the strength to simultaneously challenge so many peers. After all, each opponent would siphon off some of his spiritual energy and magical power. By the end, he might not even be able to summon his treasures.

Moreover, he was ensnared in an array set up by the enemy. If they were defeated, they could rely on the protection of the array, thus securing their advantage from the start.

Lin Xuan wasn't stupid; how could he allow himself to be led around? So, he stopped probing and prepared to use a decisive tactic: first eliminate several enemies before making his decision.

After all, he had come alone here. All that he saw were enemies, so there was no need to worry about accidentally killing the wrong ones.

The clinking sound entered his ears as the Nine Palaces Needle Sword clashed with over twenty crimson flying swords in mid-air. Almost immediately, the Nine Palaces Needle Sword took the upper hand. Lin Xuan gripped his hands and secretly activated his treasure. A crackling sound filled his ears as one of those seemingly formidable crimson flying swords was sliced into two pieces.

"Pfft..."

From a hundred meters away, spatial fluctuations surged as an elderly man with disheveled hair appeared. His face was full of pain but more prominently, shock and anger.

"Impossible... My flying swords contained a large amount of celestial essence, extremely sharp and durable, far surpassing the treasures of other cultivators at my level. How could they be cut in half?"

The disheveled man's face was filled with disbelief. It wasn't surprising; celestial essence was rare material for refining treasures, especially for weapons like swords. A small amount would yield unexpected benefits. He had obtained this extraordinary item by chance and added it to his own life-bound treasure.

As a result, his Crimson Fire Swords were incredibly powerful. Not only did he often gain the upper hand against low-rank cultivators, but even facing peers, they frequently gave him an advantage.

The destruction of their opponents' treasures through the power of his swords was indeed exhilarating for him. However, the tides turned; unexpectedly, it was his own treasure that was destroyed here.

Clearly, the disheveled man was both shocked and enraged.

A look of resentment flashed in his eyes as he waved his sleeves, releasing several blood-red round beads.

These beads whizzed towards the Nine Palaces Needle Sword with incredible speed.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised in surprise. Could these be Thunder Beads?

The power they wielded must be formidable.

But what did it matter?

Lin Xuan had unwavering confidence in his Nine Palaces Needle Sword and didn't dodge or avoid; he simply slashed through the flying swords.

Zzzzt...

Soon, the two met with a clash. The blood-red light exploded, and an acrid smell spread around them.

These weren't Thunder Beads!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he heard the disheveled man laugh loudly: "Little guy, how does my Blood Thunder work? How about your treasure now, is it no longer effective?"

Before he could finish his sentence, his voice abruptly stopped. The dimming light of the Nine Palaces Needle Sword suddenly brightened again, and a series of silver arcs shot out from its surface.

These arcs cut through the blood mist, clearing everything in their path.

"Impossible..."

The disheveled man's expression was one of shock as he fell silent. Suddenly, a silver thread appeared before him.

Zzzzt...

Then, his head rolled off his neck, still showing disbelief on his face. With a "bang," his body exploded into pieces, revealing an inch-long元婴 in his hand, clutching a small sword.

His expression was frantic as he instantly used instantaneous teleportation with both hands gripping the sword.

Unfortunately, it was all for naught.

On his escape route, there were no obstacles just moments ago. Now, several silver threads appeared. Lin Xuan's power to transform swords into silver threads had reached its peak.

Silver light flickered, and the元婴 was cut into four pieces, vanishing as sparks of starlight.

The entire process seemed swift but actually took only a few breaths.

Seeing Lin Xuan so cleanly eliminate another peer cultivator, all the elders from the three sect alliance were shocked.

This wasn't an ambush; it was a direct confrontation.

But this battle didn't resemble that between peers. It felt more like battling through a tribulation compared to entering a state of mental focus. The disparity in their displayed power was immense.

How could this be?

Was Lin Xuan playing the part of a pig to eat, actually a powerful old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage?

At that moment, this was everyone's only thought.

But when his spiritual energy scanned, it confirmed he was indeed at the state of mental focus.

Regardless of his cultivation level, his power was terrifyingly real.

He should have known this guy was even more formidable than expected. From the start, they shouldn't have provoked Cloud Concealment Sect!

This was the consensus among all the elders present.

But there were no regrets in this world; it was too late to say anything now. There wasn't a single dissenting voice.

The old monsters fell silent, despite their numbers and the advantage of the array. No one dared to claim they would definitely win this battle.

The atmosphere became extremely tense. Originally, their plan was to send each person out in turn, each taking on part of Lin Xuan's spiritual energy and magical power.

This way, even if Lin Xuan's strength was formidable, they could exhaust him. Once his magical power dwindled, they would activate the prohibitions within the Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Array to kill him.

Their plan seemed sound; with the array's cover, their danger was minimal. If anyone faced unfavorable circumstances, they could retreat into the array and secure an advantage from the start.

However, while the idea was good, it fell short of reality. Lin Xuan had keen eyesight and immediately saw through their intentions. He activated his Nine Palaces Needle Sword to deal a decisive blow, eliminating another opponent.

Though only one person fell, this greatly shook the three sect elders. They realized they were not playing a cat-and-mouse game; they were dealing with a fierce tiger that could strike at any moment. Even with the array's cover, it might be useless.

Thus, everyone was uneasy. At their state of mental focus, living for tens of thousands of years was entirely possible. These old monsters feared death more than anything else, especially since there were over ten companions. In this situation, they naturally passed the buck to each other.
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The saying "the first bird shot from a gun is the one to be killed" was well understood by all the old monsters. With Lin Xuan currently at his peak, who would dare to provoke him?

Having more people meant having more strength, but in this moment, their disadvantage was clearly evident. The elders of the three sects were scheming against each other and couldn't coordinate effectively.

Lin Xuan saw this very clearly. He wouldn’t let this good opportunity slip through his fingers.

Taking advantage of the shock from his powerful techniques, he decided to deal with these enemies first before making any further decisions.

With a swift command, Lin Xuan moved his right hand forward.

A silver flash appeared as the Nine Palaces Needle Sword vanished from its original position. Moments later, spatial fluctuations erupted as it materialized in front of the cultivator wielding the short rod and long spear.

The two old monsters were greatly alarmed.

They had seen clearly how powerful this treasure was. Their companion had fallen after just a brief encounter; they would meet the same fate if they faced it directly.

Although they had been engaging Lin Xuan fiercely, effectively restraining his divine consciousness and mana, on the surface, they had completed their task. In reality, what they were facing was merely a mere flicker of his sword energy.

The disparity in power was evident enough, wasn't it?

If they foolishly faced his true essence treasure head-on, their demise would be inevitable.

Not wanting to die, they retreated as the only option.

Fortunately, the sword light was still over a hundred feet away. This should give them enough time to retreat into the array.

The two old monsters exchanged glances and moved almost in unison.

With a loud shout, they forced back the sword light with their treasures before retreating diagonally.

Their plan seemed good, but Lin Xuan had anticipated this move.

Raising his right hand, he delivered a light punch forward.

The action was devoid of any fiery display. Not all powerful techniques needed to be flashy; at his level, both the aura and the execution of movements had reached a state of simplicity.

As the punch struck, spatial fluctuations surged, but the force was dispersed rather than focused on them. Instead, it encompassed an area of dozens of feet around their bodies.

"What is this?" they were astonished.

Wasn't this young Lin boy mad? Otherwise, why would his fist's trajectory be so off?

Despite their shock, they continued to flee. This young Lin fellow was clearly beyond their ability to contend with.

For now, escape was the only option.

Just as the two old monsters were about to vanish into the black fog, something unexpected happened. The space around them distorted slightly, enough to prevent them from using the array's protection.

Boom!

The black fog dispersed, and they bounced back like hitting a wall.

Their faces showed extreme shock.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief; his guess was indeed correct.

Although he didn't know what this Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Array was, it clearly contained somelaw enforcement power (law of space).

Space Law!

This allowed the user to freely move within the array.

Just with this ability alone, they could stand invincible.

But for other cultivators, that was all. For Lin Xuan, a mere thread of spatial law meant nothing. He had faced themarionettes (in a metaphorical sense, often used to refer to cruel or brutal officials)'s avatar during his tribulation and understood the power of laws far beyond what peers at his level could comprehend.

To break it would be difficult, but to merely disrupt it was much simpler.

Just let the space slightly collapse or distort; their dream of escaping into the array would become a mirage.

Practice makes perfect.

Lin Xuan didn't give them time to think as the Nine Palaces Needle Sword fell like rain.

Cries filled the air as both old monsters, along with their essence bodies, were reduced to powder by the immortal sword.

Their fall!

Rumble…

The giant iron fire ants, several dozen feet long, were also frightened. Seeing Lin Xuan's gaze, they turned into a black streak and fled far away.

But from all directions, the sounds of insects echoed.

This creature only sought its own escape, ignoring its mindless peers. It controlled them to surround Lin Xuan tightly.

Even if it meant dying, it would do so to buy time for itself to escape.

No matter how powerful this young Lin was, he couldn't possibly destroy tens of thousands of iron fire ants in an instant. This way, he had a chance to escape.

To be honest, his plan seemed sound. But Lin Xuan wasn’t easily fathomable by ordinary means.

Seeing the iron fire ants surrounding him, Lin Xuan understood their strategy—abandoning pawns to protect the king. He didn't rush to act.

The iron fire ant, in its desperate retreat, occasionally turned around and saw this scene; it felt a sense of relief.

But before that thought could fully form, an instinctive feeling of immense danger struck.

Without time to think, it quickly dodged to one side. A thick black beam pierced through its chest.

Fortunately, as a demon insect, it didn't have a heart. But such an attack had surely left it critically injured.

The insect was both angry and terrified. In that moment, it felt like being in a dream. Why? The enemy wasn’t just Lin Xuan; he had been surrounded by the insects moments ago. How…

With this thought, the insect turned back to see Lin Xuan standing there, using the Hundred Birds Bell to fend off the iron fire ants' relentless attacks.

"Lin Xuan is here, so who attacked me?"

Unfortunately, that idea was just a fleeting one. In a battle between experts, it was foolish to be distracted. Turning around meant inviting death?

The last thing it saw was a face identical to Lin Xuan's, with only a slightly darker complexion. What was this?

This insect could never understand; Lin Xuan’s avatar had extended its hand, and the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared in his palm.

This time, the Illusory Heavenly Fire was gray and lifeless, completely swallowing the insect.

It vanished into nothingness, with even its three souls and seven spirits thoroughly refined by the demon fire's power.
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The entire process was swift, taking only a few breaths. Three Spirit Dividing Realm existences had already fallen.

This outcome left the three sect elders in shock.

As they say, seeing is believing; this Lin Xuan boy is really at the Spirit Dividing Realm?

He must be pretending!

No, he’s actually an old monster from beyond the Tribulation!

Despite still having a numerical advantage and the protection ofarray formation, they felt a chill run down their spines.

Originally, as leaders of one sect, they were accustomed to commanding others with ease. Everyone considered themselves highly esteemed.

After all, passing through tribulations was uncertain, but once past several heavenly tribulations, living for tens of thousands of years wasn’t out of the question.

Their lifespans could be seen as long enough, sufficient for them to live freely and happily.

The elders were used to being high and mighty. After advancing to the Spirit Dividing Realm, they were called great cultivators, and wherever they went, they received respect and admiration. How long had it been since they felt so humiliated and fearful?

Damn it, why did we have to provoke thismalevolent starfor a mere handful of immortal stones?

But now, there was no turning back.

They had no escape route.

Running away at this moment would only result in being picked off one by one.

Though the elders were uneasy, they were all ancient beings who had lived for thousands of years. Such simple logic didn’t need to be said; it was clear in their minds.

So, even though they feared, they couldn't run. Now, they were like grasshoppers on a string—no one could escape. Either they would kill Lin Xuan here or face certain death together.

Their fates were now intertwined. Although they were terrified, they shared a common enemy and fought with determination.

After several of their peers fell, no one dared to challenge Lin Xuan alone anymore. Now, all they relied on was the power of thearray formation. They hoped that the Spirit Ghost Sect's treasure would live up to its name and kill this Lin boy here.

Fortunately, despite losing a few Spirit Dividing Realm cultivators, there were still nearly twenty remaining elders from the three sects. With their control over the Spirit Ghost Five Elements Grand Array, they had more than enough power.

These people, trembling with fear, desperately poured mana into their array disks...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan floated in mid-air, motionless, his eyes glowing with a spiritual light as he fully utilized the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

The myriad arts of cultivation were long-standing and profound. The art ofarray formation was even more extensive.

Although Lin Xuan had some understanding of arrays, it wasn’t that he knew nothing. However, the complexity of this forbidden array far exceeded his comprehension.

Breaking through with array techniques alone would be a pipe dream, but using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, Lin Xuan could easily spot its weaknesses.

After about ten breaths,

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and smiled slightly.

"Quickly!"

He lifted his right hand, sending several intricate spells flying forward.

As he moved, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword converged in the center, emitting a brilliant light. A massive sword over ten meters long appeared.

The surface shimmered with spiritual energy, and countless profoundruneappeared on its blade.

Sword Art!

Lin Xuan’s employed technique was about to be revealed.

Though not an extraordinary secret art, when performed by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it had a formidable power.

"Fall!"

With a loud shout, his right hand suddenly fell.

As he moved, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, heavy as a mountain, paused in mid-air before slowly descending.

Despite its slow speed, its power was breathtaking.

The originally calm space suddenly boiled like seawater, with air—usually intangible and formless—becoming visible due to intense fluctuations.

Layer upon layer, it seemed to part like waves, separating on both sides.

Lin Xuan used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to find the array’s weaknesses. Although he didn’t expect this single strike to completely break the array, at least his situation might improve slightly.

A mere valley wanted to trap me? How naive!

Boom!

The sword fell where nothing was visible, but a loud rumbling echoed in his ears as everything before him distorted and blurred.

The sun above his head vanished, turning into an empty expanse. The desert also became illusory.

Like a mirror shattering, the illusionary realm was broken by Lin Xuan’s sword.

But the danger wasn’t over!

Though Lin Xuan’s strength was formidable, if this ancient forbidden array only had such minor complexities, it would be laughable.

Just as the scenery returned to a valley, ghostly howls suddenly filled his ears. The sky darkened instantly.

No, saying it was dark is too shallow.

The surroundings turned eerily dark, like they were in the underworld of the dead.

Was this another illusion?

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed. Shouldn’t it have been broken by his previous strike? Could it just be superficial damage to the array?

The alliance of the three sects truly came from ancient times; the array still had some depth. It seemed they couldn’t break through without finding the array’s center.

Just as Lin Xuan was thinking this, sudden gusts of cold wind arose, black mists appearing in mid-air. These mists spread outwards, gradually revealing ghostly figures with various appearances.

Some had green faces and sharp teeth; others had long hair flowing; some were small but their expressions were extremely fierce...

Looking around, they stretched to the horizon, numbering over ten thousand.

These weren’t ordinary ghosts or spirits; each emitted spiritual pressure comparable to that of an Incubus Stage cultivator.

Was this the legendary Soul Devouring Ten Thousand Ghosts Technique?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. Before he could think of a plan, those ghosts let out sharp cries, and visible sound waves like gales swept towards him in concentric circles.

At first glance, they resembled Sound Wave Techniques, but with ten thousand ghosts howling together, the power far surpassed ordinary sound waves.

Moreover, such techniques usually had no effect on general defensive talismans; the piercing cries could penetrate defenses.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious for the first time.

With a loud shout, he formed hand seals in mid-air.

As his movements continued, a golden light burst from behind Lin Xuan.

Blinding and majestic, it seemed incredibly noble!

But this was just the beginning.

The dazzling golden light grew brighter until it transformed into a divine figure.

Nine heads and eighteen arms, dazzling to behold.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as this intricate divine figure began to rapidly grow. Soon, it became a towering figure over one hundred meters tall.

It radiated golden light, exuding nobility and brightness.
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Subsequently, eighteen arms rapidly moved. The fingers and thumbs of the hands formed intricate hand seals.

"Ha!"

Nine golden heads roared simultaneously, emitting visible sound waves from their mouths. Sound waves, originally formless, now took on a tangible shape, spreading like ripples in front, with golden light emanating from within.

As Lin Xuan's strength grew, so did Nine Heavens Divine Net.

Soon, the golden sound waves clashed head-on against the thousand ghosts' fierce howls.

Boom!

Gale-force winds shot out.

Sibilant sounds echoed as thousands of wind blades suddenly appeared and surged outward in all directions.

The earth and stones were cut to pieces by these attacks.

Of course, such a minor disturbance did not disturb Lin Xuan much.

"Quickly!"

He pointed his finger forward. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emitted dazzling light, swirling and dancing before multiplying—three from one, nine from three… the number of swords increased at an incredible rate.

Soon, layers upon layers of sword lights danced through the sky.

Lin Xuan then sent out a mental command. "Swoosh!" The sword lights surged forward with incredible speed.

In just a few breaths, tens of thousands of ghosts were swept away.

The myriad ghosts that could scare even a Spirit Stage expert into speechlessness were easily dispelled by Lin Xuan.

A smile appeared on his lips.

However, he did not remain happy for long. Less than an instant later, countless black mists emerged from hundreds of feet away.

Initially vague, they soon expanded and clarified into one ghost after another appearing in his vision.

The number was no less impressive than the previous thousand ghosts.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he did not have time to think. He pointed his finger again.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emitted a fierce glow, showcasing its astonishing power. The spirits were swept away within a few breaths.

But Lin Xuan could not be happy for long because more ghosts appeared.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's face darkened. Could it be that he was fighting an endless battle?

"Go!"

Without thinking further, he used the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to slash at the ghostly entities again.

After a moment, "Huff huff."

In just this short time, Lin Xuan began to pant heavily. His face had become noticeably paler than before.

This was because he had expended too much magical energy.

It wasn't unusual!

On the surface, it seemed that Lin Xuan easily defeated the myriad ghosts with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

But these ghostly entities generated by the array were not lacking in strength; they were no less formidable than Spirit Stage cultivators. To slaughter them all required a significant amount of magical energy.

Such battles, if repeated several times, would inevitably deplete his magical reserves, even for him.

Moreover, there was no end to it.

Countless more ghosts emerged from afar.

Was the opponent trying to exhaust his magical energy?

Lin Xuan's lips curled in disdain.

With a wave of his sleeves, an jade bottle flew out. Lin Xuan tipped a drop of ten-thousand-year-old divine milk into his mouth.

Instantly, his nearly depleted magical energy surged from his dantian and flowed through every part of his body.

In an instant, he regained his vitality.

"What is this? Nine Heavens Immortal Dew?"

From the depths of the array, a gasp echoed.

"It could also be Void Divine Milk."

The Patriarch of Tai Xuan Sect's gritted teeth sounded in his ears. At this moment, there was no trace of his ethereal demeanor; his face was filled with a grim and depressed expression.

This was understandable.

Although they knew Lin Xuan was formidable, their calculated scheme had failed. They believed it would be foolproof to kill him, but instead, they lost comrade after comrade.

In desperation, they could only rely on the array to trap this young man, hoping to deplete his magical energy before making a decision.

Regardless of how powerful the opponent was, in terms of magical energy consumption alone, they had some confidence.

After all, there were more than twenty of them pouring their magical energy into the array. The array itself was filled with numerous top-grade crystal stones.

In other words, as long as these old monsters did not exhaust their magical energy and those crystal stones didn't turn to waste, the ghostly entities in the array could continue endlessly…

Lin Xuan's abilities were too powerful. Direct confrontation was impossible, but using this method to drain his magical energy should not result in failure.

Although it was beneath them, it was foolproof.

Originally, he had been confident, but he never expected that the opponent would have Void Divine Milk.

Of course, it could also be Nine Heavens Immortal Dew…

But whatever it was, these were treasures even a Tribulation Transcender would covet. How did this young man obtain them?

Incomprehensible!

This was the only thought in the Patriarch of Tai Xuan Sect's mind at the moment. This young man seemed to be an endless well of tactics.

With Void Divine Milk or Nine Heavens Immortal Dew, his plan to drain their magical energy would fail.

Even he felt discouraged. The other Spirit Stage old monsters' morale plummeted as well.

"Everyone, what’s going on? Being scared by this Lin Xuan is ridiculous! Regardless of whether it's Nine Heavens Immortal Dew or Void Divine Milk, the quantity can't be too much. If we persist, we still have a chance to win. Do you think you can escape his clutches if you give up now?"

At a critical moment, Black Lady's voice echoed in their ears. Her dual cultivation partner had been secretly eliminated by Lin Xuan, so her hatred overcame her anger.

However, considering the situation, this encouragement was not entirely baseless. After careful thought, it did have some merit.

The old monsters' morale rose as they reflected on the situation. In the end, they were all in the same boat; once the array was broken, no one could escape.

The opponent's strength was too great. If they didn't stick together to face Lin Xuan, not a single one of them could guarantee their safety.
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Now, the elders of the Three Factions Alliance had no choice but to proceed. On the other side, Lin Xuan's actions subtly changed.

Although he possessed purified Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk, which could instantly replenish his expended magical power, this method was not the proper path.

Consuming too much Ten Thousand Year Spirit Milk would also have some adverse effects.

If truly encountering a formidable enemy and having no choice but to do so, it would be understandable. However, at this moment, Lin Xuan clearly had other options available.

Although the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye failed to find where the array's center was located, that did not mean there were no ways to break the array.

He just needed to use a companion treasure.

However, this treasure was a one-time-use consumable item, and he didn't have many of them. He wouldn't wish to use it unless absolutely necessary.

A bit reluctant!

But as an old saying goes, when faced with two harmful choices, choose the lesser evil. With Lin Xuan's deep-seated wisdom, he naturally made the correct choice at this moment.

A determined look flashed across his eyes.

He continued manipulating the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to deal with the distant ghostly entities while reaching out and tapping his waist. A flash of spiritual light appeared before him—a jade box no more than a few inches in length and width, without any prohibitive talismans affixed to it because this jade box itself contained similar effects.

Lin Xuan's movements were extremely swift. With a flick of his fingers, "Pak," several round beads the size of dragon eyes entered his field of vision.

Though unremarkable on the surface, Lin Xuan's gaze was filled with fervor. These treasures had been obtained from Snowflake Saint Ancestor. Back then, it allowed him to return from the Demon Realm ahead of schedule. Breakthrough Boundary Pearl!

This tiny bead contained spatial laws, and they were highly advanced ones.

Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of array was set up in the valley, but it clearly possessed formidable abilities that trapped him there.

The array was strong; using brute force alone, he couldn't tear it apart. However, this Breakthrough Boundary Pearl was different. The spiritual realm and ancient Demon Realm were parallel interfaces, and their interface powers could overwhelm even ordinary Golden Transformation cultivators. This pearl's power easily overcame them, demonstrating its overwhelming might.

Using the Breakthrough Boundary Pearl to break the array would be a case of using a sledgehammer to crack a nut!

This was why Lin Xuan felt reluctant to use it. Unfortunately, he had no other choice at this moment.

He could only bear the pain and part with it.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as his actions remained swift.

To break just one array, the Breakthrough Boundary Pearl didn't require any additional assistance. He directly waved his sleeves and cast out a bead from within.

Boom!

A loud explosion sounded like an extra sun suddenly appeared in the sky. The light was incredibly bright, radiating dazzling rays of light. Following that, the entire space seemed to be covered by a thin layer of ice and snow, which rapidly melted under the intense sunlight.

Indeed, it was melting.

Unlike the previous breakage, this time's melting could not be reversed because even the array-setting tools had been affected. Under the Breakthrough Boundary Pearl's formidable power, they turned into useless scraps.

As a result, the array naturally broke down, and the valley returned to its lush greenery.

Lin Xuan raised his head, and more than twenty figures entered his vision.

They varied in height and build but were all at the Spirit Transformation stage. The closest one was only about a hundred zhang away, while the farthest was around a thousand zhang.

For cultivators of their level, such differences were negligible.

Seeing Lin Xuan break through the array, the faces of those Spirit Transformation experts turned to an indescribable state of shock and anger. Despite still being in superior numbers, their confidence had been completely shattered by Lin Xuan.

Just moments ago, they had witnessed how easily several companions were killed by Lin Xuan. How could they, with similar strength, fare against him?

"Whoosh!" A piercing sound entered his ears as a robed old man dressed in black robes chose to escape when the situation became dire.

This individual's遁光 (flying light) was swift; he quickly flew towards the horizon.

The other old monsters had already been hesitant. Seeing someone lead the way, they immediately fled in all directions, even the Supreme Daoist of Tai Xuan Sect turned into a streak of flying light heading far away.

"You..."

The woman in black robes looked both shocked and furious. She couldn't believe that such Spirit Transformation experts were so cowardly. Even if the opponent was strong, wouldn't twenty or more people running for their lives still have the face to live?

She might as well buy a tofu and end it all.

Unfortunately, she forgot that cultivators are inherently more afraid of death than ordinary humans. She had been blinded by grief over her partner's demise.

Others would not be so easily swayed.

They believed they were making the right choice. Lin Xuan was only one person; he couldn't chase down and kill so many cultivators simultaneously. Therefore, apart from a few unlucky ones, everyone else still had a chance to escape.

Was it really like that?

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer.

He wasn't a cruel killer, but he understood the principle well.

Letting a tiger back into the mountains would bring endless trouble.

Having fought to such an extent with the Three Factions Alliance, their relationship was irreconcilable. Either you died or I did. How could Lin Xuan be so foolish as to let these old monsters of Spirit Transformation stage return?

When they had the upper hand earlier, they hadn't spared his sect's disciples.

He was merely retaliating now.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan really acted.

Waving his sleeves, spiritual light flashed, and a dilapidated tower flew out.

On the surface, it looked unremarkable.

But how could the Ten Thousand Souls Tower be trash?

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a magical technique shot out from his fingertips. As he moved, creaking sounds filled his ears as the entire tower emitted spiritual light. The first layer opened, and brilliant white light erupted inside, forming a vortex that was dazzling to look at.

Following this, buzzing noises grew louder as blood-red insect clouds poured out. The number of these insects was staggering.

Bloodfire Ants!

Lin Xuan didn't expect these demonic insects to defeat the old monsters of Spirit Transformation stage in battle. Even with such numbers, it would be impossible.

He only hoped that a slight delay would suffice.

Among these twenty or so old monsters, Lin Xuan intended to leave none unscathed.

"Throw!"

A mental command issued from Lin Xuan, and the bloodfire ants immediately split into several groups, chasing in different directions.

Though the process seemed complex, it took but an instant. Just as he finished everything, a sudden flash of sharp light sounded in his ears. A black lightning bolt streaked towards him.

The speed was indeed swift, but such an attack would be too simplistic to hit Lin Xuan.
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Lin Xuan's shoulders twitched, and a spatial fluctuation erupted. He had vanished from sight.

The Nine Heaven Microsteps were now far beyond comprehension compared to their initial form.

In the next moment, his figure appeared, just a few feet away from the Black Lady.

She was shocked, though she knew Lin Xuan’s abilities were formidable. As they say, seeing is believing; mere speculation could never match firsthand experience. Engaging with Lin Xuan now made her acutely aware of his terrifying prowess.

At that moment, the shadow of death emerged in her heart. Despite still hating him to the core, fear ultimately took the upper hand.

A startled cry escaped as she turned and fled towards a distant spot.

However, by making this choice at this time, it was too late.

An unusual fluctuation rippled through the air beside her.

"Bad luck!"

She was alarmed but could no longer dodge. A sharp pain shot to her brow, and a vicious beam pierced her skull, causing blood to gush forth instantly.

Her face still bore an expression of disbelief as she exploded in a loud "bang," disintegrating her physical body.

Though she made such a choice within a short time, she was indeed ruthless and decisive. Unfortunately for her, facing Lin Xuan meant nothing could save her. The Black Mother Shield had already been summoned to block the explosion's remnants; how could he let her婴 soul escape?

Knowing that this black spirit drill wasn't his most hidden secret technique but still threw him into chaos, it was impossible for a late-stage cultivator to handle.

Her physical body was now completely destroyed, yet releasing her婴 soul would still be a lingering threat. Lin Xuan's character wouldn't allow such an outcome.

With a wave of his sleeve, a green hand appeared above the infant soul and swiftly snatched it…

The infant soul hadn’t even had time to teleport when it was caught. Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, his expression satisfied.

"Little Lin, don't get too cocky. Even as a ghost, I won't let you off," came a venomous voice. Before the words were fully spoken, she self-destructed.

"As a ghost, you still won't let me go?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery. Did you know that my beloved woman is the reincarnation of the Asura King?

Even if you turned into the most vicious ghost, what could you do to me? You'd only have to bow and submit.

The entire process seemed complicated but took mere moments.

After eliminating the Black Lady, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his immensely powerful divine consciousness…

Soon, he locked onto the farthest fleeing cultivator. With a burst of green light, he flew over at incredible speed.

Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of his peers, making his speed equally impressive. At full throttle, it was as if he had teleported; one moment he was in sight, and the next, he was on the horizon.

He believed she couldn't escape far.

Rumbles filled the air as the old man in brown robes turned pale with fear.

He had been the fastest to run away, expecting a chance at survival.

Instead, he found himself surrounded by countless demonic insects.

"Bloodfire Ants!"

The old man's voice was laced with teeth-grinding anger, his expression twisted into an almost unrecognizable grimace. At his level, his knowledge of such creatures was vast.

Recognizing the Bloodfire Ants as a notorious savage insect, he had no doubt about their identity.

In truth, individually these demonic insects were insignificant, but in large numbers, they could be troublesome to escape or drive away. They fought with reckless abandon, fearlessly charging forward.

Now, surrounded by the swarm, he was overwhelmed; the buzzing noise drove him mad. Knowing that if he delayed, Lin Xuan would arrive and end his life, he didn't want to die. As a late-stage cultivator, he had many years left.

But before this thought could fully form, a chilling sensation hit from behind.

Could it be...

The old man turned around to see a streak of light appear in his vision. His expression became utterly terrified as he desperately tried to flee.

Boom!

The Bloodfire Ants wouldn't let him escape; they began self-destructing.

Even a late-stage existence was pushed back by the terrifying shockwave.

Dizzy and disoriented, Lin Xuan's figure appeared before him.

"Bad luck!"

The old man wanted to summon his defensive treasure, hoping for the best.

This choice might have been right, but it was too late now.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward with immense force.

Boom!

Spatial distortion occurred as he shattered the shield he had summoned.

An unimaginable force struck him in the chest.

With such proximity, there was no time for other reactions.

His chest caved inward.

Puff...

Blood gushed from his mouth.

The infant soul in his dantian was knocked unconscious by the sheer force.

Though the injury was severe, with proper care it could have healed. Unfortunately, he had no such opportunity now.

With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan sent out a sword beam that effortlessly decapitated him.

Following this, a fireball flew from his fingertips, reducing both body and infant soul to ash.

In less than a breath's time, Lin Xuan had eliminated another late-stage cultivator. With his current strength, facing peers was like dealing with chickens against dogs.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction but quickly darkened as he frowned.

Reasonably, his speed in eliminating enemies was fast enough. However, the number of elders from the three alliances was too many.

Though the Bloodfire Ants were numerous, they could only buy limited time.

Fortunately, this didn't pose a challenge for Lin Xuan.

His shoulders moved slightly, and his figure blurred as he transformed into two.

Lin Xuan released his inner clone.

While the clone's strength was less than that of the main body, it was still sufficient to deal with peers.

Given his urgency, having the second infant soul eliminate enemies was a tactical choice.

Swoosh...

A piercing sound echoed as Lin Xuan and his clone flew in different directions at incredible speed. The clone encountered stronger opposition first.

It wasn't exactly a strong opponent.

She was a woman of around thirty-seven or eight, still exuding charm. Though weaker among the three alliance elders, her cultivation technique allowed rapid progression but lacked powerful abilities. Facing a Profound Mysteries realm cultivator posed no issue, but against peers, she appeared somewhat inadequate.
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At this moment, the woman was also surrounded by a swarm of blood fire ants. However, she had no good means to deal with them. She merely summoned a treasure shaped like a brocade handkerchief and used it to protect herself.

Simultaneously, she held a fist-sized lightning pearl in her hand. From within, golden electric arcs shot out one after another. Wherever these electric arcs passed, the blood fire ants were swept away completely.

However, due to the sheer number of these magical insects and their lack of fear, the effect of the lightning pearl was somewhat insufficient. At least, it couldn't help her escape easily.

The woman's face showed a look of despair: Could she really perish here?

Before this thought could fully form in her mind, a faint rumbling sound entered her ears. Although the sound wasn't loud and seemed to be far away, it still made the woman pause as she turned around to look back.

However, what she saw was nothing but empty space; there was no trace of any abnormality. Nevertheless, her expression became even more anxious. She was sure that she hadn't heard wrong—Lin Xuan was already very close. What should she do?

In a moment of desperation, the woman poured all her mana into the lightning pearl in her hand.

Boom!

Instantly, electric arcs shot out everywhere. The power surged several times over compared to before...

All the magical insects within a hundred feet were swept away with one horizontal slash. Then, the woman's figure transformed into an ethereal purple streak and shot off towards the distance.

But just as she had flown a few steps, the blood fire ants surrounded her again from afar.

Her escape route was once more blocked.

Her face turned pale in an instant.

However, misfortune never comes alone; just as she was about to lose all hope, Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in her ears: "Escaping is futile. Fellow Daoist, how about you entrust your life to me?"

As he spoke, he raised his right hand. His avatar practiced the True Demon Shadow Technique, which was vastly different from his true form.

A black glow flashed, and his right arm suddenly grew thicker by a circle, with his nails rapidly elongating into a dark-black demon claw.

Then, with a soft rustling sound, countless black claws shot out.

"Ahh!"

A scream entered her ears. The light barrier on the woman's body was torn apart; she was directly hit, reduced to a sieve, and even her soul core failed to escape before perishing.

Even Lin Xuan was left stunned by this outcome.

This... seems too easy.

Although his strength far surpassed that of his peers, it wasn't this extreme. After all, the avatar's power still fell short compared to his true form.

When would he be able to instantly kill a peer without using any treasures?

However, his doubts only lasted for an instant before Lin Xuan realized that it was not because he was too strong but because the woman was too weak. Moreover, she showed no courage in facing the attack; instead, she fled desperately, which was why her demise came as no surprise.

Regardless, another spirit realm cultivator had been eliminated. The details of how this happened were irrelevant.

Lin Xuan's figure flashed, and he prepared to leave for his next target when his divine sense locked onto it.

However, just as his body slightly trembled, Lin Xuan stopped again, slowly turning around to stare at a spot behind him that was empty.

"Two fellow Daoists have quite the nerve to follow me. What do you intend? Now is the time to reveal your intentions."

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Lin has such a reputation. Indeed, it's no wonder that even an avatar can detect our presence. Since my form has been discovered by you, we might as well come out and meet you."

Before he could finish speaking, a flicker of spiritual light appeared from several dozen feet away, and a demonic cloud emerged.

The demonic cloud rotated, the aura contracting until two figures became visible. The one on the left had long ears and green eyes, with fresh red skin. Strangely, three demon eyes were on his forehead, exuding an ominous aura.

On the right was a femalemonster race (you should provide pinyin for this term if it's not in the glossary).

At first glance, she seemed quite attractive, but her eyes glowed blood-red, and there were numerous red scales on both sides of her cheeks. She wore a red dress, with a small, well-shaped mouth that revealed a snake tongue constantly moving inside.

Her true form was evident; she must have evolved from some kind of snake.

The two demons were also at the late spirit realm stage, and the spiritual pressure they emitted far surpassed their peers by a significant margin.

This wasn't surprising. Without any substantial abilities, how could they dare to follow him?

Lin Xuan's face showed no sign of fear: "Friend Daoist Tian Wei, what brings you here? Are you looking for death?"

"Looking for death?"

The demon with the long ears and green eyes laughed: "You have quite an audacious tone. But this should be your words."

"Mine?"

Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Yes."

As soon as he finished speaking, the female demon interjected: "Fellow Daoist Lin, why bother pretending? If you were in your true form, my brother and I might retreat, but just a mere avatar—no matter how strong it is—can't pose any real threat to us. With our strength, can we not send you to the afterlife?"

"Hmm."

Hearing the two demons' confident words, Lin Xuan didn't immediately refute them; instead, he merely sneered: "Your fellow Daoists think so. Fine, let's see who wins."

Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear or hesitation, naturally making the two demons fidget in their minds. However, since things had reached this point, turning back was impossible. The other party likely just wanted to bluff; what could a mere avatar do?

As if to confirm his suspicions, the snake demon let out a sharp cry and attacked.

She flicked her jade hand, and a bright red light shot out like a bolt of lightning, faster than even the Black Spirit Drill.

Lin Xuan seemed unprepared, as this red light pierced through him. The other party's move was particularly vicious; although the red light was only about the thickness of a thumb, it struck his heart.

For a cultivator, this was undoubtedly a critical point.

While this wouldn't lead to immediate death, his physical body would be severely damaged.

"Haha, a hundred hears is no match for one see. Young Lin, I truly thought you had the power to turn things around, but in reality, it's nothing."

To her surprise, this sudden ambush yielded such unexpected results. The snake demon's face showed extreme joy and she laughed arrogantly.

The red light didn't shoot into the sky; instead, it paused and revealed its true form—a crimson scale about an inch long with extremely sharp edges.

Clearly, Lin Xuan had lost all resistance.

She flew over triumphantly: "How is it, Fellow Daoist Lin? Do you still think I'm exaggerating? With just me alone, we're more than enough to send you to the afterlife."
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"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan, who had been tightly closing his eyes, suddenly opened them. Without saying much, he made the same gesture of raising his hand.

Zzzz...

A sharp light shot out, pure black in color, and fiercely slashed towards the woman's head.

The situation changed abruptly as the snake demon was clearly unprepared. However, her reaction was swift. Despite being greatly alarmed, she had no time to summon her treasure and lacked the maneuverability to dodge. She merely suddenly shifted her body sideways.

"Ahh!"

A painful scream entered his ears. Although she managed to avoid the vital areas at the last moment, one of her arms was severed from the shoulder.

The attack didn't end there. The black light flashed once more and actually reversed back.

Like a boomerang, it aimed directly for the woman's head. Now, she had no angle to dodge.

Bang!

A dark light flew out diagonally, blocking the sharp light.

No need to say, it was the long-eared, green-eyed demon who acted.

The shape of his summoned treasure was peculiar—a grayish block-like object that seemed like a piece of iron. However, its power was formidable, and it managed to block Lin Xuan's move. The sharp light revealed its true form: a short black axe with runes appearing on the surface. There was an eerie carving of a ghost face at the handle, making it look quite remarkable.

Moreover, the aura emitted by this axe differed significantly from that of spiritual treasures in the spirit realm, clearly indicating that it was a pure demonic treasure.

The Heaven Demon Axe!

This was what Lin Xuan had obtained when he first arrived in the demon realm. Although not an extraordinary treasure, its occasional use for ambushes proved quite effective.

Despite not having her head cut off, losing one arm left the snake demon's expression drastically changed. Sweat dripped from her forehead as she gritted her teeth and spoke with a single-worded tone: "Impossible! Your heart was clearly hit; how can your body still function?"

"Don't trouble yourself," Lin Xuan said calmly.

He raised his right hand, and a crackling sound filled the air. Black light flickered. His hand quickly transformed into a massive demonic arm.

Following this, he lightly waved it, producing a series of black claw shadows.

Just now, that unfortunate woman had fallen to this attack.

However, these two demons were much more powerful, so they wouldn't be as weak.

The snake demon hated Lin Xuan deeply. In her rage, she transformed into a crimson red python over ten meters long. Her eyes glinted with ferocity as the scales on her body stood up.

"Little Lin, I see you won't fall this time."

This demon's extremely venomous voice echoed in his ears. Before he could finish speaking, the scales on its entire body were like arrows shot from a powerful bow and arrow, blasting forward.

Compared to Lin Xuan's claw shadows just now, these attacks seemed somewhat inadequate.

The long-eared green-eyed demon wasn't idle either.

With a wave of his sleeve, a green mist shot out. Even before it reached them, the stench was overwhelming, indicating that it contained potent toxins.

In the depths of the green mist, faint starlight flickered.

If he hadn't guessed wrong, there were flying needle-type treasures inside.

Lin Xuan's expression became more serious.

This avatar body was a medicinal spirit body. While its complexity might be slightly superior to the demon's immortal body, such powerful attacks couldn't be taken lightly.

Without further ado, he waved his sleeve, and an ancient scroll appeared from his sleeves. As the pages flipped open, an ancient, primitive aura emanated from it.

It was undoubtedly a precious treasure. This treasure had been obtained by Lin Xuan in the Ice Sea Realm. It originally belonged to a late-stage spirit realm cultivator of the Ethereal Immortal Palace and possessed formidable power. It had even battled against demon heads from outer space for several rounds, making Lin Xuan quite envious at the time. After its fall, there was no need for hesitation; he claimed it without any qualms.

This treasure not only had powerful effects but also differed significantly in nature compared to ordinary spiritual treasures. It resembled a demonic item more than anything else. Lin Xuan didn't delve deeply into its origins and entrusted it to the avatar body's use.

Actually, this wasn't entirely accurate. While the avatar was controlled by his second spirit core, its memories and emotions were identical to those of the main body, making it essentially another self.

Apart from differing in cultivation techniques and strength, everything else remained the same.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan raised the scroll treasure and sent several magical spells towards it.

Instantly, spiritual light shone brightly. A rustling sound filled his ears as the ancient text spewed out with each page turn.

The ancient texts were all black in color but varied in script—some in clerical script, some in regular script, and even some in small seal script. Some characters seemed to be cut and carved like they had been etched into stone.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it with his finger, and the ancient text underwent a sudden change. Some elongated and transformed into sword or spear shapes; others swelled and turned into fireballs as large as buckets; some even grew in size when exposed to wind, transforming into demonic beasts from the demon realm.

No, not just like them—these creatures were vividly lifelike. The monstrous beasts raised their heads, and heart-stirring roars echoed in his ears. Following this, these creatures fiercely lunged forward.

Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied yet.

He clutched both hands, and demonic energy surged around him. As he moved, an astonishing demonic pressure rose into the sky. Overhead, dark clouds凝聚，随后那魔云滴溜溜一转，一身高十余丈的巨大幻影浮现出来。

此虚影通体黑光蒙蒙，面目十分凶恶，青面獠牙，披头散发，赤着双足，胸前挂着一串用骷髅做成的念珠。

秘法相术！

这恶鬼是林轩用六言恶鬼咒召唤出来的。

一现身，立刻探出一对幽冥鬼爪，狠狠地向敌人抓去。

两妖大惊失色。原本他们打算捏软柿子，但林轩哪里能按常理揣摩，他俩机关算尽却一脚踢到了铁板上。

万没想到一个化身如此难以对付，神通宝物远远胜过同阶存在许多。

搞错了！

两妖后悔得肠子都青了。然而这时候才知道后悔已经没有用了，林轩迅猛的攻击已恶狠狠地杀了过来。

轰！

首先是爪芒与蛇妖射出的鳞片相触，爪芒不敌，被打得七零八落。

但也并非毫无用处，这些鳞片在这种情况下的速度和威力都有所削弱。

就这样稍一耽搁，十几个符文已经飞到了近前。

这些符文都是楷书，写得字也清晰可见。

盾！

随着林轩一声轻喝，这写的“盾”字真的化成了一面面漆黑的盾牌。每一面都不大，却像鱼鳞一样层层叠叠地连在一起。
第两千六百六十八章 古书与宝镜

Boom!

In the next moment, it sounded as if raindrops were striking banana leaves. A series of loud cracking sounds echoed as fist-sized blood rays exploded on the surface of the shield, like throwing stones into a small pond. Ripples spread outwards, and the shield began to shake violently. The magical light on its surface quickly dimmed, clearly showing signs that it was struggling.

The power of these red-scaled snakes far exceeded what ordinary people could imagine; each one seemed as formidable as a top-grade treasure artifact. This was no surprise, for this secret technique was indeed the female demon's ultimate skill, reserved only for critical moments.

It was not easy to use because the growth of each scale required a significant amount of time and energy, making it her life-saving trump card in reverse situations.

Now that she had used it with hatred, its power far surpassed what it had been before.

The power of this ancient text was no small matter. Lin Xuan's transformation into the Snow Shadow True Devil Technique was also extremely profound. Otherwise, if another peer-level cultivator were to face him in his place, he would likely be reduced to a sieve.

Piercing Life...

Finally, the shield broke apart.

However, this delay gave Lin Xuan enough time to avoid the attack without needing any teleportation techniques. On the other side, the poisonous mist and hidden flying needles from the demon with green eyes were also blocked by the shield transformed from ancient text.

Though the green mist had potent toxins and the flying needles had good penetration, compared to the female demon's snake scales, they were much weaker and failed to pierce the shield. The ancient text was a defensive treasure that easily nullified both demons' attacks.

Lin Xuan had already turned danger into safety; now it was time for the two demons to face his fierce attacks.

Thunderous bangs echoed in his ears as a fireball, the size of a washbasin, descended like a downpour, hitting her from above.

Facing two powerful opponents, Lin Xuan's transformation was weaker than his true form. Thus, his attack had a clear focus.

Lin Xuan intended to take down the snake demon first before making a decision. Therefore, all the fireballs aimed at this female. Moreover, the weapons forged by the talismans were also hurled towards her.

This demon was hit so hard that she could barely defend herself. Red snakes moved left and right, continuously spewing out poisonous mists and flames from their mouths. Their large eyes glinted with cold light.

At first glance, they seemed quite fierce.

However, upon closer inspection, it appeared that they were merely struggling to survive. The snake's body, over ten feet long, was already covered in wounds.

As for the demon with green eyes, his situation was much better.

He was merely entangled by the magical beasts forged from talismans.

Indeed, he was entangled.

Lin Xuan's goal was clear: defeat them one by one!

If they did not interfere with him, it would be enough. This understanding was also in the demon's mind.

Struggling to dodge left and right, trying to break through a blood trail, now he had no intention of saving his companions or even caring about them.

As the saying goes: "Birds of a feather flock together." In times of great peril, everyone for themselves. Even twin cultivation partners would act this way, let alone mere sworn brothers.

Whether she would perish here did not matter; as long as he could escape safely, everything was fine.

However, while his intentions were correct, actually breaking through was no easy task.

The magical beasts forged from talismans were numerous and powerful. More terrifyingly, they were not biological beings, so they had no fear or hesitation.

Originally, this would have been manageable, but he should not forget the countless blood fire ants surrounding them.

Finding a gap, those magic insects rushed over like a deluge. Boom! The sound of explosions filled his ears as they used self-destruct to block him.

Both the magic insects and magical beasts were fearless in death. Facing such attacks, the demon with green eyes was also at a loss for solutions.

However, its situation was better; it could only temporarily escape. On the other side, the unfortunate snake demon had been forced into a corner.

Originally, the fireballs and weapons forged from talismans already left her struggling to cope. Lin Xuan's Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse summoned fierce ghosts that locked onto her tightly.

Continuous dark and poisonous techniques were unleashed, leaving this demon in tatters. If not for his thick skin, she might have died long ago.

However, such a situation could not last forever.

Was he really going to perish here?

The snake demon lamented, thinking of the trouble caused by excessive pride. Why did he provoke this煞star in the first place?

But it was too late now; begging for mercy would be useless. Whether human or demon, one had to pay the price for their actions.

In the snake demon's despairing eyes, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves and emitted a bright light as he summoned another treasure.

It was already dark outside, and under the black sky, an ancient mirror appeared before him, radiating a lustrous glow.

Divine Treasure of Heaven!

No, at this moment, it should be called the Divine Devil Treasure.

The Jili Thunder Mirror originally came from the Immortal Palace's treasury, possessing formidable power. To better suit his transformation and its cultivation technique, Lin Xuan spent many materials to reforge it, enhancing its power only slightly but significantly changing its attributes.

It could now better complement the True Devil Technique, making "Divine Treasure of Heaven" somewhat inappropriate; calling it a Divine Devil Treasure was more fitting for its current state.

But whether it was a divine treasure or a devil treasure, their purposes remained the same: to eliminate enemies!

Lin Xuan raised this artifact and shot out several strands of demonic energy with his hand.

Zhe...

The mirror's surface instantly brightened as electric rays flashed. A lightning dragon, writhing fiercely, emerged from the mirror.

Initially small, it grew larger upon contact with the wind, reaching over ten feet in length. More terrifyingly, when its tail swayed, it vanished from sight.

Thunder遁术!

The snake demon's eyes widened in shock as fear filled them. However, by now, trying to dodge was clearly too late. The lightning dragon approached her within a few feet, clamping down with its claws and wrapping its tail around her.

Zhe...

Electric sparks illuminated the entire sky, making it seem like day again for an instant.

As they say, one can see the whole from a part; by observing the brightness of these electric arcs, one could easily imagine their power.

A pungent smell of burnt flesh wafted out as the snake demon perished. More accurately, she was completely roasted to death. The Jili Thunder Mirror's power exceeded Lin Xuan's expectations, effortlessly assisting him in eliminating a formidable opponent.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a satisfied expression. With a wave of his sleeve, several strands of demonic energy shot out. As he moved, they exploded into the ears with a pop sound, and the snake demon's corpse had already turned into a bloody mist.

Only one round bead about the size of a dragon’s eye remained in Lin Xuan's hand. After all, it was a late-stage spirit beast, so other materials were not worth mentioning; the value of this demon pill was immense.

Wasting it would be inappropriate.

While everything seemed to happen slowly, it was actually swift, taking only an instant. The long-eared green-eyed demon had seen every moment of it with its eyes.

The expression on the demon's face could be imagined—it looked as if a storm was about to break.

A sense of compassion arose in his heart—both he and his sister had been unable to defeat him. Now that his sister was gone, only he remained. Wasn't this certain death?

However, it wasn’t entirely wrong. He knew he couldn’t match Lin Xuan's strength, but he couldn’t just sit back and wait to be killed like a worm. Even worms sought survival, and what about cultivators? He had endured countless hardships in the blood-soaked battles, surviving nine deaths to reach his current status.

So, despite his fear, this demon didn't give up on escaping or hope.

He stretched out his hand and struck his chest with a sudden force. His skin turned blood red instantly, and a violent aura surged forth.

"Rage Transformation Body!"

Lin Xuan wasn’t surprised at all. With his extensive knowledge, he had seen countless strange demonic bodies; what was this rage transformation body?

Although the activation of the rage transformation could temporarily boost the demon's strength by nearly half, that didn't matter.

In everything, there must be a trade-off. After the rage transformation, the demon’s cultivation would indeed surge, but due to the influence of the violent aura, his judgment would become clouded. On the surface, it seemed unstoppable, but in reality, it was just reckless bravery based on bloodlust.

This state could withstand direct confrontation, but a moment's carelessness would trap him in an opponent's trap.

In short, while this long-eared green-eyed demon had significantly increased its strength, it had become nothing more than a brave fool. What to fear about such an existence? How could it pose any threat to Lin Xuan?

After all, the wise can err once in a thousand considerations. The increase in his cultivation after activating the rage transformation was still somewhat unexpected.

Countless bloodfire ants rushed forward, fighting desperately, but even their self-destruction didn't yield much use. The demon's aura barrier on its surface was too dense to break through, making it impossible to achieve the intended blocking effect.

Frustrating!

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as cold light flashed in his eyes. He clenched both hands, and demonic energy surged throughout his body. Accompanying his movements, an astonishingly powerful pressure rose into the sky. Dark clouds gathered above him, and a massive illusory figure appeared.

This illusionary form was covered in dark light, with a fierce appearance, green face, sharp teeth, disheveled hair, bare feet, and a necklace of skulls around its chest.

Secret Art of Dharma!

Lin Xuan once again summoned his helper using the six-character evil ghost curse.

As this ghost materialized, it spread its arms across its chest, curled its legs, and emitted strange incantations from its mouth.

With each movement, the ghost's figure actually grew… no, shrunk significantly. Originally a towering giant over ten feet tall, it shrank to only about a dozen feet in height within an instant.

Although its size had decreased, its aura remained unaltered. In fact, compared to just now, it seemed slightly stronger, with muscles bulging explosively, filled with explosive energy.

Then the ghost stretched out one hand, and black light flashed as a pitch-black flying spear appeared in his palm. It gripped both hands tightly, shouted loudly, raised the flying spear high, and fiercely struck down on the opponent's head.

This strike was extremely cunning; unless the demon retreated, there was no way to avoid it. The long-eared green-eyed demon grew enraged. Using the rage transformation body, he could no longer think calmly, so he didn’t want to retreat. With a loud shout, he waved his sleeve and a large blade-shaped treasure materialized in front of him.

He gripped both hands tightly, clashed against the flying spear with brute force, and fiercely slashed down.

Bang!

The explosion echoed as the two treasures finally met head-on. Apart from the deafening sound, a bright light emanated before them.

Instantly, gale-force winds spread out, slicing through space, leaving white marks everywhere.

But this was just the beginning.紧接着，乒乒乓乓的声音传来，厉鬼与那长耳碧目的妖族仿佛世俗中的两名武林高手，刀来叉往，斗得不亦乐乎。

乍一看势均力敌，但仔细观察后，可见厉鬼明显处于下风。然而，在血火蚁和其他手段的帮助下，他勉强能够抵挡住。尽管长耳碧目的妖族也不容小觑，也只能勉强维持不胜不败的局面。紧接着，乒乒乓乓的声音传来，厉鬼与那长耳碧目的妖族仿佛世俗中的两名武林高手，刀来叉往，斗得不亦乐乎。

乍一看势均力敌，但仔细观察后，可见厉鬼明显处于下风。然而，在血火蚁和其他手段的帮助下，他勉强能够抵挡住。尽管长耳碧目的妖族也不容小觑，也只能勉强维持不胜不败的局面。
第两千六百七十一章 惊怒

A beautiful woman in court attire was taken aback, showing a moment of surprise. However, she did not hesitate and raised her jade hand, pointing it forward. As she moved, a red light hovered above her head for a brief moment before settling into her palm.

**Bang!**

The red light burst forth, igniting a fierce flame. This turned out to be an extremely high-grade sound transmission talisman.

The woman quickly sank her divine consciousness to investigate.

"What?"

In the blink of an eye, she was startled and pale, her expression turning grim as she couldn't help but exclaim in shock.

"Senior Daoist Lu, what's going on?"

The young man turned his head in surprise.

He could not fathom why this would cause such a reaction from his companion. Everything now seemed to be under the control of their three sects.

"It is Master Senior Guardian sending us an urgent message to evacuate as soon as possible," the woman said, her voice clear and firm.

"What? Evacuate, Senior Daoist Lu! Are you joking with me!"

The young man's face was filled with disbelief, as if he had heard the most absurd question in the world.

"Such matters would not be idle talk from this lady. The specific details will become clear once you read the message from our senior guardian."

The woman's expression was grim to the extreme. She wished it were just a joke, but her rationality reminded her that it was impossible. Senior Guardian was known for his resolute and tenacious nature; he would not make such serious matters light conversation.

Unless he had gone mad!

But a high-stage cultivator like him wasn't in seclusion or meditation; how could his mind be deranged?

So, regardless of whether he wanted to or not, the situation was clear: their three sects were facing an impending disaster!

---

Or perhaps it was too early to say so. However, from the few words in the sound transmission talisman, she indeed felt a sense of despair.

She knew Senior Guardian's character well; he was always resolute and tenacious. If even he saw such a dire situation, there was no need for further elaboration.

Perhaps it was worse than she imagined. The woman's thoughts raced, causing her to feel increasingly anxious.

At this moment, the young man beside her also raised his head.

His face was equally gloomy, having turned from hunter to prey. A sudden reversal in fortune left even high-stage cultivators struggling to accept such a drastic change.

Wasn't something wrong with how things had turned out?

The once handsome face was now filled with anger, looking like a wild beast at the end of its tether.

"Huff! Huff!"

He took deep breaths and forced several heavy breaths to calm his agitated emotions. However, his expression remained grim as he spoke in a firm voice: "Impossible. With over twenty high-stage cultivators from our three sects setting up a Spirit Ghost Five Elements Formation, even adding the river of hell poison and finding a traitor from Cloud Concealment Sect, all these preparations should be enough to deal with that Lin Xuan brat. How could we fail? He’s not at the Tribulation Transcendence stage..."

His voice was slightly hoarse, as if questioning heaven or himself.

But his response was a bitter smile: "Senior Daoist Lu asked me, and I can't ask anyone else. We have never seen that Lin Xuan brat, but this time, it's clear we underestimated him."

"Underestimated?" The young man didn’t know how to respond.

With over twenty high-stage cultivators surrounding an equal-level opponent, using formations and poisons, even employing a double agent, if underestimating meant failure, then what constituted proper respect?

However, she opened her mouth but couldn't ask the question. At this moment, asking would be meaningless; no matter how well-intentioned the process was, it could not change an unfavorable outcome. Their three sects had suffered a significant defeat, and they might not even have a chance to retreat.

"Alright, let's stop talking about this. It serves no purpose now. We must leave quickly. Senior Guardian risked his life to send us this message; I don't want all our efforts to be in vain, leading thousands of disciples to their deaths here."

The woman’s cold voice echoed, and she was the more alert of the two.

"Alright!"

The young man remained silent for a few moments before nodding. No matter how much he resented it, in the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words.

If over twenty elders couldn't stop Lin Xuan, would he dare to go alone and risk his life?

While he was enraged inside, whether he had the courage was another matter. Ultimately, his own safety was more important; only a fool would throw himself away.

Thus, he naturally had no objections or disagreements with the suggestion to retreat immediately.

No one would target him, but if not for the thousands of disciples nearby, he might have fled like the main den already.

"Alright!"

Seeing that the young man did not argue, the woman's face lit up in joy. She was genuinely afraid he would make an irrational choice out of anger and drag her into it.

Fortunately, such concerns were unnecessary. So she turned around with a cold and authoritative voice: "You all heard me. Follow my edict; all disciples should evacuate immediately, abandon the siege on Cloud Concealment Sect and the mines, and return to your respective main den."

"Aye!"

The soldiers and maids nearby could hear their conversation clearly since they did not use sound transmission techniques. Although they didn't see the sound transmission talisman, from the elders' agitated expressions, they guessed the situation was dire.

They had already been in a state of panic for some time.

However, the cultivation world had its hierarchy; if the two elders did not leave, no one dared to act rashly.

They could only wait anxiously. Now seeing the elders making such choices, they were overjoyed and immediately contacted their respective sects using unique methods.

On the other side, facing the fierce attack from the three-sect alliance, Cloud Concealment Sect's disciples fought valiantly but in vain. The gap between them was too great; their average cultivation levels could not match theirs, and they were outnumbered tenfold. How could they fight? It was a one-sided battle.

If not for the fact that the enemy did not capture prisoners, surrendering or being captured would result in soul extraction and essence refinement. Cloud Concealment Sect would have disbanded long ago if it weren't for this. Now knowing there was no escape, they fought on but how long could they hold out?
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Everyone's hearts were filled with uncertainty, but there was no choice but to grit their teeth and persevere.

They all hoped for a miracle, even though they knew it was impossible.

What they could rely on now was the last array formation that still provided some protection. However, under the relentless attacks of the enemy, the seemingly thick layer of light began to weaken continuously.

This outcome would remain unchanged no matter what happened.

It seemed that their downfall was inevitable.

The faces of the Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators were filled with sorrow.

No matter how high or low their cultivation, reaching this stage wasn't easy. Who wouldn't want to avoid falling? The problem was, they couldn't see any hope for survival now.

"Let's give it our all!"

Chen Yu bit her teeth. She was just a condensation core cultivator.

Surviving would be considered an anomaly or sheer luck. But her good fortune had run out. Once this last array formation was broken, she would fall to the ground like a leaf without any resistance.

Chen Yu's heart was filled with sorrow as she tried to release her divine sense and find a cultivator from the three sect alliance who could match her strength.

She didn't want to die in vain.

Even if it meant certain death, she wanted to take someone down first.

But finding an appropriate target wasn't easy. The three-sect alliance was filled with powerful experts, like raindrops of strong generals. Those sent to contest the mineral veins were elite disciples from their sects. Although there were nearly ten thousand cultivators, it was hard to find a condensation core cultivator among them.

The weakest were at the yuan婴 stage, and such beings weren't something Chen Yu could match.

A look of disappointment flashed across her face.

But then she noticed something odd.

Or rather, something strange.

The disciples from the three-sect alliance began to retreat.

No, they didn't flee.

It seemed like they received some news. Then, as if a bucket of water was poured into a boiling pot, they suddenly became agitated. Through her divine sense, Chen Yu could see that those arrogant three-sect disciples showed signs of panic.

Indeed, it was panic. It looked like they were about to face a great calamity.

How could this be?

They were clearly in an advantageous position at the moment.

Almost breaking through the last array formation, shouldn't it be the Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators who should be panicked? What were the three-sect alliance disciples panicking for?

Chen Yu was amazed. She almost thought her eyes had played tricks on her.

But when she shook her head, she noticed that everyone around her also showed signs of surprise. Clearly, they shared the same doubts as her. In other words, what she saw wasn't an illusion but reality.

Chen Yu was overjoyed by this discovery, even though she didn’t understand everything. She vaguely felt that a turning point might have occurred.

Perhaps, she wouldn’t need to fall.

This thought emerged in Chen Yu's mind without any reason, but just the realization itself was enough to make her thrilled.

Gradually, most of the Cloud Concealment Sect disciples came to similar conclusions, and joy spread among them.

The three-sect alliance cultivators, however, appeared panicked. Some had already started retreating.

Initially, only a few did so, but once someone led the way, fear began to spread like an epidemic, causing everyone to flee in a frenzy.

In no time, the orderly retreat turned into a mad dash for survival. The three-sect alliance, with nearly ten thousand powerful cultivators, disintegrated within less than a cup of tea.

This was somewhat absurd, but the facts were there.

To blame, it was the two elders who stayed behind and didn’t explain the situation clearly, leaving their disciples confused. In their imaginations, fear grew exponentially.

But regardless, this was an excellent result for the Cloud Concealment Sect.

Initially, they only hoped for such a turn of events but didn't dare to have high expectations. To their surprise, everything they had wished for actually came true—everyone survived intact.

"We're not dreaming!"

A cultivator's astonished voice rang out. He hadn’t even noticed that his法宝had fallen on the ground. Just moments ago, what happened before their eyes was so challenging to comprehend from any angle.

They were still in a daze and had yet to fully recover from the shock.

After a long time, one cultivator finally burst into joyous shouts, which seemed to awaken all the other cultivators. They leaped up and cheered, with some even hugging their companions in tears of joy.

The excitement of surviving a great calamity was something only those who had experienced it could truly understand.

---

Inside a cave, several cultivators gathered—four or five in total.

Although there weren't many people, the levels of their cultivation were extraordinary. The lowest was at the middle stage of Cave Profound.

At the top were two powerful beings at the spirit-separation level.

Silver-eyed girl and Dragon-named youth!

Apart from those remaining at the main base of the Cloud Concealment Sect, all other high-ranking cultivators who had arrived at the mineral vein were here—except for those who had fallen in battle.

Outside, just a dozen miles away, the sounds of battle echoed as disciples fought their enemies with bloodshed.

They stayed hidden not out of cowardice but to rest and prepare to face the higher-level cultivators from the other side.

Their opponents were even more terrifying. These people inside the cave were all injured, especially the silver-eyed girl whose left arm was completely severed.

Although her injuries had stopped bleeding, a strange fragrance emanated from her wound, indicating that she wasn't just cut but also poisoned.

Such an injury would have laid anyone else in bed.

But the expression on the silver-eyed girl's face remained calm. Indeed, in terms of cultivation and strength, she was far inferior to Lin Xuan. But as the grand elder, she had experienced more hardships than others could imagine.

No matter how dire the situation, as the main pillar of the sect, she couldn't show any weakness.

Otherwise, if she fell first, the sect would truly be doomed. So, no matter how difficult it was, even with a severed arm and poisoning, she must grit her teeth to endure.

"If only Lin Xuan's younger brother were here."

She thought to herself. Although she didn't believe that in the face of such overwhelming power, Lin Xuan could turn things around, his strength at least would save several disciples from the sect.

It would leave some sparks for the sect.

Forget about it; there was no need to think too much. She just hoped that under Lin's younger brother's leadership, the remaining disciples of their sect could unite and protect the main base.
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Though Cloud Conceal Sect was not a major sect for cultivation advancement, it had been passed down from the ancient times. If it were to be destroyed in her hands, how could she face her ancestors in the netherworld?

The silver-eyed girl felt a pang of emotion but did not dare to slacken any further. She focused all her energy on expelling toxins, hoping to recover some strength before the enemy arrived.

At her level of cultivation, how could she bear to fall without making a name for herself? Even if her fate was already sealed in the netherworld, she would leave behind a painful memory for the enemy first.

Cloud Conceal Sect might not be able to withstand the combined forces of the three major sects, but they would never submit easily. Anyone who intended to swallow their sect whole must be prepared to pay a heavy price.

From afar, the sounds of battle gradually faded until they were completely silent.

"Have all the disciples outside sacrificed themselves for the sect?"

The silver-eyed girl felt a twinge in her heart. She suddenly opened her eyes, radiating intense light.

She did not need to be weak; the disciples outside had fulfilled their duties. Now it was time for them, these sect elders and senior disciples, to step up.

The others also raised their heads, their expressions resolute.

Indeed, cultivators cherished their lives. But when pushed to this brink with no retreat, what more could they fear?

With life and death indifferent, there was nothing to be afraid of; she would fight to the end.

The few high-ranking cultivators of Cloud Conceal Sect all displayed a determination to face death.

But at that moment, the silver-eyed girl's brows twitched as if sensing something. After about several breaths, a streak of light entered her eyes, and a middle-aged man with a pale complexion emerged from it. He was dressed in a coarse long robe, his clothes stained with blood, clearly having endured a fierce battle.

He knelt before the few people inside the cave, "Zhang Lu, is it you? You're still alive?"

The dragon-named youth recognized the cultivator; he was a disciple of his second apprentice. Bygeneration rank, he should be a junior disciple to him.

"Junior disciple greets two great grandmasters and several senior disciples."

Zhang Lu bowed repeatedly before kneeling in front of the silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named youth with utmost respect on his face.

However, the latter's eyes narrowed slightly, and a hint of anger appeared on his handsome features: "Zhang Lu, you were supposed to be fighting outside. Why are you here? Did you see the enemy was too strong and run away in fear?"

The dragon-named youth was justified in being angry; he was one of the senior elders of Cloud Conceal Sect. If a junior disciple had fled the battlefield out of cowardice, how could he face his disciples?

Hearing this, the middle-aged man's expression changed to surprise before he laughed: "Great grandmaster, you have misunderstood me. Although I am not talented, I know how to bravely fight against enemies; how could I flee in fear and tarnish your reputation?"

Hearing this, the dragon-named youth's face softened slightly, but his doubts remained unresolved. He still wore a cold expression: "Why are you here if you weren't fighting outside?"

"Great grandmaster, the three major sects have retreated."

The middle-aged man's face was filled with excitement; he had come to deliver this message.

"What did you say?" The silver-eyed girl suddenly raised her head and spoke before her brother. The other old monsters also showed concern as they clearly heard but found it hard to believe their ears.

Retreat? Did they misunderstand?

From any angle, the news was too absurd.

It was even said to be preposterous.

"Great grandmaster, senior disciples, you did not hear wrongly; I am saying that the cultivators of the three major sects have fled in disarray."

The middle-aged man's emphatic voice reached everyone's ears. This time, every person present was certain they had heard clearly without any mistake.

But still, how could this be?

For a moment, the old monsters were stunned. After half a cup of tea passed:

"Brother, what do you think?"

The silver-eyed girl turned her head and asked for her brother's advice as she had many experiences in such matters.

"It is not a plot!"

The dragon-named youth remained silent for a while before firmly saying.

"Oh, Brother, can you be so certain?"

She was surprised.

"Yes, Sister, consider the current situation of our sect. We are truly cornered with no room to maneuver. In this dire strait, why would the enemy need to resort to underhanded tactics when they could easily annihilate us by taking advantage of their momentum? Why waste such efforts?"

"Indeed."

The silver-eyed girl nodded. This analysis was correct; she had the same thoughts but lacked her brother's certainty. Hearing his reasoning now confirmed it.

"Why did the enemy suddenly retreat then?"

She combed her hair, this question lingering in her mind.

"The reason behind their withdrawal is beyond my foresight, so I cannot deduce it accurately. However, based on my speculation, the three major sects must have encountered something significant. Perhaps..."

"Perhaps what?"

The silver-eyed girl's urgent voice echoed: "Brother, don't hesitate; we are only guessing here. You can speak freely."

"Possibly, it has to do with Lin Junior Apprentice."

The dragon-named youth's words rang out clearly.

"Senior Lin?"

"Not possible!"

The other few Core Foundation Stage cultivators who had not spoken up finally could not hold back and voiced their doubts.

"Do you think this is impossible?" The dragon-named youth scanned the group.

"Grandmaster Tang Bing," an elderly man with a refined appearance spoke, "it's not that we doubt your speculation. It's just too unbelievable. Indeed, Senior Lin's cultivation is extraordinary; he has repeatedly saved our sect from peril and even beheaded Old Monster Tian Jue. His powers are beyond what any of us can match."

"However, no matter how powerful Senior Lin might be, there must be limits. He is not a Transcendent Realm powerhouse. According to my knowledge, the three major sects have at least twenty-five or so Spirit Formation Stage cultivators here. This isn't Starlight City; one-on-one duels are mandatory. Even if Senior Lin came here, the other party would certainly not follow the rules and attack him en masse. How could he possibly resist? As they say, a good man cannot match many, and two fists can't beat four hands..."

"Indeed, Brother Liao's words make sense," the other Core Foundation Stage cultivators nodded in agreement.

The silver-eyed girl was also somewhat hesitant; such reasoning made sense. It was unheard of for someone with such power to single-handedly defeat more than twenty peers.
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However, the young man with the dragon surname was confident in Lin Xuan's abilities. A sneer played on his lips as he said, "Common sense? When has our younger brother Lin ever followed common sense? During the battle at Star and Moon City, didn't you all think he would surely lose? What happened then..."

"And speaking of that, when it comes to splitting consciousness trials, have any of you ever seen such a formidable record before? Miracles happen to others, but for our younger brother Lin, creating miracles is as easy as eating or sleeping. He single-handedly took on over twenty fellow cultivators at the same stage—do you really think that's impossible?"

"..."

All fell into silence. After all, what the young man with the dragon surname said wasn't just idle talk; each and every incident was something they had personally experienced. If this could be considered a miracle, then the world would be filled with too many miracles, making them worthless.

What couldn’t happen to Lin Xuan? Even taking on over twenty cultivators at the same stage by himself.

Perhaps what seemed impossible to others might not seem so difficult when it came to Lin Xuan.

With his thoughts swirling, everyone began to doubt their original views. Since they couldn't be certain about anything, there was no point in making wild statements anymore.

For a moment, the cave was filled with high-ranking cultivators looking at each other awkwardly. Fortunately, this silence didn’t last long as the voice of the silver-eyed maiden broke it: "What’s wrong with us? Regardless of why the three sects withdrew their forces, it's beneficial to our sect. What matters is the reason behind it, right? There's no need for idle debates. Whether or not it has anything to do with our younger brother Lin, it doesn’t matter. Besides, we can find out by paying attention and asking around."

"Senior sister is correct. I was too preoccupied," said the young man with the dragon surname, his face showing relief. The argument had been pointless.

"The words of our two senior aunts are right; I am just too muddled," said the cultivator with the air of a sage, rubbing his head in apology.

The other daoists also apologized, but they couldn’t be blamed for their confusion. After all, this news was unexpected and left everyone disoriented.

"Alright, alright, there's no need to blame yourselves. Let’s put this behind us. Since the three sects have withdrawn, we can still expect some of our disciples to survive."

The silver-eyed maiden's concerned voice echoed in everyone's ears.

"Grandmaster, before I came here, I counted and found that 952 fellow daoists are still alive, though they all bear some injuries," said Zhang Lu with respect. He was a man who could be both rough and meticulous.

"Nine hundred and fifty-two people?" The silver-eyed maiden sighed, her expression sorrowful. "If my memory serves me right, there were over ten thousand of our fellow daoists guarding the mine and those who arrived to reinforce us. Now, only less than one thousand remain..."

"Do not grieve, sister," said the young man with the dragon surname. "As long as we are here, our sect's lineage will continue. The dead have gone, but the survivors will become the pillars of our sect. One day, we will seek revenge on the three sects."

The silver-eyed maiden nodded in agreement. As a high-ranking cultivator who had seen countless deaths and separations, she was not easily moved by such matters. She combed her hair, her expression turning cold as she issued instructions for the disciples to rest and recover. At the same time, some of the more capable and clever daoists were dispatched in two groups: one to contact the main base and inquire about their situation; the other to investigate what had happened to the three sects that led them to retreat like a beaten dog.

This reason needed to be clarified based on the different events encountered by each sect. The Cloud Concealment Sect would have to deal with it, as the enmity between both sides was already deep and could not be resolved simply by retreating. In fact, their conflicts had escalated to an unprecedented level, ensuring future greater confrontations.

Compared to the three sects' formidable strength, the Cloud Concealment Sect seemed weak. Thus, early preparation became necessary.

Without further ado, news quickly spread back.

Surprisingly, it was more successful than expected.

Due to the hasty retreat of the three sects, they had made no preparations and inevitably left some cultivators behind. The Cloud Concealment Sect's spies intercepted them, turning the tables by outnumbering them. Thus, the lone disciples from the three sects became prisoners. The Cloud Concealment Sect’s cultivators were filled with hatred for them, so there was nothing to be held back as they used soul-searching techniques to both vent their anger and gather the necessary information.

After cross-referencing, they quickly reported this to their two grandmasters.

"What? Really our younger brother Lin?" The silver-eyed maiden was greatly surprised. Such a result, though bizarre or impossible, was undoubtedly beneficial for the Cloud Concealment Sect.

"Correct," said Zhang Lu again, his face filled with shock and excitement as he relayed the news; "Grandmaster Dragon’s words were indeed correct. It was our younger brother Lin who came to aid us, causing them to retreat."

"How many other cultivators from our sect accompanied him?" asked the silver-eyed maiden out of interest.

"Only one person—Lin Xuan," replied Zhang Lu.

"What? Just you?"

Even the young man with the dragon surname, who had not spoken up before, was surprised. Although he was confident in Lin Xuan’s abilities, the strength of the three sects at the mine was formidable, and it wasn’t something a single person could change. He originally thought that the main base would have to bring Lin Xuan out of his seclusion with some companions.

With one man's help, Lin Xuan broke through their seals in cooperation with the elite from the main base, forcing them to retreat.

But this was far more bizarre than expected...

"Was it truly just one person?"

"Yes. The disciple is also surprised by this, but after triple-checking, there was no mistake. Younger brother Lin came alone to the mine. It’s said that the three sects had already besieged our main base once, but he used his great power to defuse the situation. However, his whereabouts were exposed, and the old monsters from the three sects knew in advance that he would come to aid us," Zhang Lu continued.
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"What on earth? They must have received prior intelligence. If Senior Disciple Lin acts under such circumstances, with the enemy in the dark and us in the light, wouldn't he inadvertently fall into a trap set by them?"

The silver-eyed maiden was greatly alarmed. Although she knew that Lin Xuan was safe at this moment, recalling the perilous situation made her feel tense and anxious.

The expression of the young man with the dragon surname was similar. He couldn't imagine how Senior Disciple Lin managed to overcome such dangers when his opponent had an advantage by knowing their moves in advance.

Zhang Lu's eloquence shone through as he narrated the events vividly:

"The entire process was intricate and bizarre. The elders of the three alliances were cunning and despicable, fearing the reputation and power of Senior Patriarch Lin. They outnumbered them but dared not face them directly; instead, they plotted various schemes in secret."

"Plots? Yes, it seems that the headmaster of Lingyun Sect proposed setting up a Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Array to counter Senior Patriarch Lin. They even coerced some captured disciples from our sect into traitors, luring Senior Disciple Lin deep into the array and having them ambush him unexpectedly, leading to his downfall..."

"What?!"

The silver-eyed maiden and the dragon-named youth exchanged glances, both speechless.

They had guessed that the three alliances would use cunning tactics against Lin Xuan, but they hadn't expected such a vicious plot. There were traps, poisons, and even a double agent involved. With more than twenty opponents using so many methods, it was hard to believe that even a late-stage cultivator like Lin Xuan could survive.

"Did you really investigate this thoroughly? Did the enemy use these tactics against Senior Disciple Lin?"

The silver-eyed maiden swallowed her saliva, feeling as if she were listening to a fairy tale.

"I dare not speak falsely in front of my two seniors."

The middle-aged man swore and affirmed: "Through soul-searching techniques, we obtained this result. We have cross-referenced several people's memories; it should be accurate."

"Alright, then what happened?"

Given the situation, the silver-eyed maiden couldn't argue about its authenticity. She decided to listen first before analyzing.

"The outcome was that Senior Patriarch Lin displayed his divine might, defying the poison of the Nether River and breaking through the Spirit Ghost Five Elements Great Array. With one person, he faced over twenty cultivators from the three alliances, utterly defeating them."

Zhang Lu spoke sincerely without embellishment, as Lin Xuan's achievements were already too shocking.

The silver-eyed maiden and the dragon-named youth listened in silence until Zhang Lu finished his narration, offering no comments.

With such reactions from their seniors, Zhang Lu felt uneasy and dared not express any opinions rashly.

Time passed slowly.

After a meal's worth of time, the silver-eyed maiden finally spoke. As if awakening from shock, she lifted her head and asked with a voice still tinged with awe: "Junior Brother, do you believe all this?"

"I..."

The dragon-named youth was speechless, his expression showing confusion.

Originally, he had been most confident in Lin Xuan, but even the most confident had limits. The information from his grandsons seemed too far-fetched.

If everything were true, he would doubt that Lin Xuan's strength could rival a late-stage cultivator.

Was this possible?

Although there were countless geniuses and extraordinary individuals in the cultivation world, occasionally someone might challenge an opponent of higher rank.

But transcending stages was completely different from the previous ones.

Throughout history and across the three realms, no one had ever heard of a late-stage cultivator challenging a late-stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan's achievements were already too miraculous. Even just recounting them was enough to shock people.

Was it possible? He didn't know. Everything had surpassed his comprehension.

Thus, he truly didn't know how to respond to the question from Senior Sister.

"I don’t know either, but we are indeed fortunate to have Senior Disciple Lin join our sect."

He answered irrelevantly, and surprisingly, the silver-eyed maiden nodded in agreement: "Indeed, Junior Brother Lin's joining is a blessing for our sect."

They no longer discussed or debated the matter. The disciple had spoken with certainty, and the source of his information seemed reliable. How could it be false?

Regardless of whether Senior Disciple Lin was comparable to late-stage cultivators, his strength had reached a level beyond his understanding.

Given this, why would he needlessly complicate matters by delving deeper? In short, it was a blessing for our sect.

He firmly believed that Lin Xuan's joining would make the Cloud Concealing Sect prosperous and glorious.

With everything settled, the two senior elders did not wish to discuss or speculate further. They ordered their disciples not to idle away time discussing the matter either. The seriously injured were instructed to rest and recuperate, while those with minor injuries went to secure various mining areas, clean up losses, and search for any surviving cultivators of their sect.

With so many tasks at hand, it seemed chaotic, but under the senior elders' arrangement, everything was well-organized.

The night passed.

The next morning, as the dragon-named youth meditated, a faint sound entered his ears, carrying a hint of pain.

He quickly looked up.

Before him lay the silver-eyed maiden's agonized face.

The young man was alarmed: "Senior Sister, what’s wrong with you?"

As he asked, he hastily released his divine sense. He saw that the silver-eyed maiden's beautiful face was covered in black aura, indicating a severe poison had invaded her lungs.

How could this be? Senior Sister said she had used her profound techniques to contain and gradually neutralize the poison.

Why did it suddenly flare up so severely? It seemed like it might endanger her life.

Noticing his concern, the silver-eyed maiden opened her eyes. However, her large, beautiful eyes were already devoid of vitality.

"Junior Brother, I'm sorry. This is all my fault; I didn't tell you the truth."

"Truth?"

"Yes."

The silver-eyed maiden nodded with a bitter smile. In essence, she couldn’t blame herself for this either.

This woman had no foresight and couldn’t predict that Lin Xuan would display such divine might, defeating over twenty late-stage cultivators single-handedly, forcing them to retreat.

Initially, she was determined to die for the sect, sacrificing her life with the other disciples.

Thus, she used a secret technique that could cause significant future harm, temporarily suppressing the poison. She believed that once the final array was broken and she fought fiercely, she would inevitably fall in battle.

Since she didn’t care about her soul returning to the netherworld, what did it matter about potential consequences?
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Originally, her plan was correct. Who would have thought that Lin Xuan could turn the tide and save his fellow sect members from such a dire situation?

It wasn't bad to avoid falling into decline; however, at this moment, the aftereffects of the poison she had suppressed with a temporary measure began to erupt like a venomous beast, uncontrollably.

She hadn’t expected to still be alive at this time. Given her current state, she was unprepared for such a situation. Without caution, that poison had invaded her lungs and meridians, spreading toxins throughout her body. Now all of her essence energy was concentrated in the dantian, as the core of one’s physical form and source of qi; even the yuan baby resided there.

If this place were to fall, invaded by the poison, it would be a disaster beyond recovery for her.

Hearing the girl's description, the young man with the dragon surname was extremely anxious. However, each had their expertise. Although he was an immensely powerful being at the Shen Shi stage, his cultivation method left him clueless about toxins.

His anxiety did not help in any way.

The other disciples, though a few were somewhat familiar with poisons due to their cultivation level, were powerless against the toxins used by a Shen Shi existence. They could only sit and worry.

How despicable!

Was she really going to watch her senior sister fall?

The young man with the dragon surname was filled with hatred but had no solution. He was like an ant on a hot pan when suddenly he heard the disciples outside erupting in loud cheers.

The young man with the dragon surname could not help but become furious. His senior sister's life hung by a thread, yet those disciples were still carelessly rejoicing. Compared to his current mood, their cheers were incredibly irritating.

With great anger, he rushed out like a whirlwind, about to scold them. However, who could control their emotions if they were in his position? Even a Shen Shi cultivator couldn't remain calm all the time.

Before he could even speak, the disciples' cheers reached his ears. The content of their cries varied but clearly expressed extreme joy:

"Junior disciple pays homage to Senior Master Lin."

"Senior Master's divine power is unparalleled and shakes the three realms."

"Thank you for saving my life, I will risk boiling water and fire to repay your great kindness."

At the foot of the small valley where she was recuperating, the Cloud Concealment Sect disciples had already knelt in a sea of people. Their expressions were filled with excitement and admiration. In their minds, Lin Xuan was almost like a god. Even if the founder of the Cloud Concealment Sect were to return, his reputation would not surpass that of Lin Xuan.

Such statements were absolutely without exaggeration—Lin Xuan's performance was always so extraordinary that it could shock heaven and earth.

The young man with the dragon surname saw all this but did not care. Although he too was a senior elder, his reputation was much lower than Lin Xuan’s. He had no jealousy at all.

Because everything Lin Xuan had achieved was rightfully his—saving the sect from peril several times, even if it meant saving him, such a fellow disciple would be a great fortune for the sect. The young man with the dragon surname was not someone who did not know gratitude; how could he envy or resent?

On the contrary, when Lin Xuan arrived here, the young man’s expression was one of extreme excitement, as if a drowning person had suddenly grabbed a lifeline.

This metaphor might be inappropriate, but his feelings were indeed like that. His senior sister was poisoned, and he was at a loss for what to do. The arrival of Senior Disciple Lin was surely divine intervention. In his mind, Lin Xuan was almost omnipotent.

That poison, though extremely cunning, would definitely be resolved by Senior Disciple Lin.

Such confidence had no basis, but the young man with the dragon surname firmly believed it.

Overjoyed, he paid no attention to formalities and pulled Lin Xuan forward: "Junior Disciple Lin, you came just in time. Follow me."

Before his words were finished, he dragged Lin Xuan towards the depths of the valley without hesitation.

This action left Lin Xuan bewildered. His senior brother was usually polite and steady; what had happened today?

He was still full of confusion.

However, the incident was sudden, and Lin Xuan knew there must be something strange.

Despite his trust in this elder brother, he said nothing and followed him into the depths of the valley.

For them, such a distance was covered instantly.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at the cave where they were staying. The environment was simple, with just some stone tables and chairs.

Lin Xuan paid no mind to it; the pale face of the silver-eyed girl appeared before his eyes.

"Senior Sister, look who I brought."

The young man with the dragon surname's voice was filled with excitement as he turned around, clearly showing hope on his face: "Junior Disciple Lin, please take a look. Senior Sister is severely poisoned and has already invaded her lungs; she can barely hold on."

"Poison?"

Lin Xuan frowned slightly, his gaze falling on the left arm of the silver-eyed girl, which was severed at the shoulder and missing.

Although the bleeding had stopped from the wound,

it was a sickly gray color with an unusual sweet scent emanating from it.

Sure enough, this was a poison.

And what a strange one!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his expression turned very serious.

"How is it, Junior Disciple? Can you save her?"

The young man with the dragon surname’s anxious voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears. Unlike him, they had been fellow disciples since childhood, learning together and growing up side by side for tens of thousands of years. Their bond was incredibly deep.

With any hope, he did not want to see his senior sister suffer. He focused intently on Lin Xuan, hoping to hear the words "save" from his mouth.

In just a few breaths, it felt like an eternity in his perception.

Lin Xuan’s feelings toward this girl were naturally far less than those of the young man with the dragon surname. Since joining the Cloud Concealment Sect, she had treated him kindly. Now that she was poisoned, he could not ignore her; within his capabilities, he must do his best to save her.

He closed his eyes and released his divine sense to examine the wound on the silver-eyed girl.

In a short while, it took only a cup of tea for Lin Xuan to raise his head again.

"Ah!"

A sigh escaped him.

This sigh made the young man with the dragon surname extremely anxious. His heart almost leaped out of his throat.

"How is it? Is Senior Sister beyond saving?"

His voice even carried a hint of sobs.

"No."

Lin Xuan shook his head: "Senior Brother, don’t worry. Although Senior Sister’s poison injury is severe, as long as it hasn't entered the dantian, Lin has methods to save her."
第两千六百七十七章 祛除百毒

Lin Xuan's voice entered the ears of the silver-eyed youth, who felt as if he had heard heavenly music. His heart finally settled.

The silver-eyed maiden opened her eyes and saw a relieved expression on her pale face. She was prepared to abandon her physical body, but for cultivators, possession by another soul was still a last resort. Due to the constraints imposed by the laws of heaven and earth, few would choose this path unless absolutely necessary. The best option was always to expel the poison.

"Junior brother, can it really be done?"

"Don't worry, senior sister. I have confidence in myself."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed in their ears, but the two beside him were unaware that his words were mostly for comfort.

The poison that had affected the silver-eyed maiden was one Lin Xuan could not recognize, but it was clearly no ordinary substance. It would be extremely difficult to expel such a potent toxin from her body. The poison had already invaded her lungs and major meridians with few exceptions. Each of her meridians was entangled in the venom.

The entire body, except for the dantian and qi sea, was infiltrated by toxins. Under these circumstances, expelling the poison would be an immense challenge. Even the illusory heavenly fire had no effect.

As for other techniques, Lin Xuan was uncertain as well.

In short, with just his own abilities, he was not sure if he could save and detoxify her under such conditions.

But Lin Xuan still gave a confident response.

Of course, there was a reason behind this. While Lin Xuan himself couldn't expel the poison, it didn't mean he had no means to deal with it. Techniques might not work, but what about the illusory nine immortals pills?

Indeed, these were treasures obtained from the ethereal palace in the ice sea realm.

The illusory nine immortals pills were its treasure. Although they sounded like a type of pill, they were actually natural spiritual substances. The term "illusory nine immortals pills" was just a vague name; each had different effects.

The purple ones were legendary healing elixirs, though they couldn't bring the dead back to life or restore bones to flesh. But anyone who ingested one after severe injuries should be able to save their lives.

There were also the blue ones, which could enhance cultivation. Even a spirit realm cultivator would gain the benefits of a hundred years of hard work by taking just one. Even great powers at the tribulation realm might benefit as well.

As for the green ones, they had miraculous effects on breaking through to the spirit realm stages. But the most precious was the white one beside them, smooth and jade-like—legendary elixirs of tribulation transformation...

The tribulation transformation pill!

This was the most valuable type among the illusory nine immortals pills, increasing the chances of advancing to the tribulation realm by 10%.

Its value even surpassed the spirit essence Lin Xuan had used to refine his inner avatar.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a jade bottle flew out.

Opening the bottle cap, an invigorating fragrance wafted from inside. He turned the bottle over and poured out a pink pill.

The illusory nine immortals pills each had unique effects. This pink one could neutralize all poisons, even if the toxins had invaded her organs deeply.

Lin Xuan only had three such pills in total. Each was worth its weight in gold, capable of sparking intense competition in the cultivation world. Even tribulation realm monsters would drool over them.

Originally, Lin Xuan felt a bit reluctant, but he wasn't a selfish or cold-hearted person. Since joining Cloud Conceal Sect, this maiden had shown him much care, even though he had saved her sect multiple times as well. He owed her his gratitude.

No matter how much he hesitated, could he just watch helplessly as she died? Even if she abandoned her physical body and let her spirit core find a new host, there was no guarantee the poison would be expelled.

He couldn't bear to see someone die when he had the means to save them.

However, there was another reason for his willingness to use this pink pill.

Lin Xuan himself practiced illusory heavenly fire. With this technique, few poisons could harm him in the Three Realms. Hence, he usually didn't need such pills for detoxification. Keeping two for detoxification purposes would be more than enough.

If Lin Xuan had no confidence in his own invulnerability to poison and only one of these pink pills, he might hesitate before using it on a maiden who showed him kindness.

People were inherently selfish, and the cultivation world was extremely dangerous. He needed to consider his safety as well.

But this was just speculation.

Given his current situation, Lin Xuan still had to save the silver-eyed maiden's life.

He took out the pill without revealing any of his thoughts.

"Senior sister, this is a lucky find I made. Even if it’s one of the three realms' most potent poisons, this pill will have some effect. Swallow it quickly and let its power permeate your entire body to neutralize the danger."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan passed the pill over. The silver-eyed maiden and the silver-eyed youth were stunned. Especially the former, who knew her situation well.

The poison she had ingested was undoubtedly severe, deeply affecting her organs. To expel it would require great effort. She had been wondering what kind of powerful technique Lin Junior Brother would use to detoxify her, but now he just wanted her to take one pill?

Wasn't this too simple!

No matter how one looked at it, it seemed overly simplistic.

However, as the party involved, she couldn’t say much.

The silver-eyed youth was shocked and a bit impatient.

"Um... Junior Brother Lin, are you joking? Just one small pill can expel such a potent poison. Senior sister..."

"Haha, senior brother, no need to explain further. What kind of person do I seem if I would use your life in jest without full confidence?"

Hearing his doubts, Lin Xuan didn't get angry. He understood that under similar circumstances, he too might find it hard to believe.

Such a potent poison couldn’t be expelled by just one pill. However, the miraculous effects of the illusory nine immortals pills were something Lin Xuan had witnessed firsthand, giving him great confidence. As long as her dantian and qi sea weren't invaded, he could detoxify her.

Having said so much, although they remained doubtful, the two didn’t delve deeper. They were used to Lin Xuan’s methods, which defied common sense. If he was that confident, it probably would work.

"Thank you very much, junior brother."

The silver-eyed maiden took the pill from Lin Xuan's hand as she spoke.
第两千六百七十八章 除恶务尽

As a Spirit Diviner of the Dispersion Stage, she could not only recognize the quality of elixirs with her expertise, but also immediately sensed the extraordinary value of this one. Her gaze swept over the dragon eye-sized pill, and a look of surprise appeared on her face.

The fragrance was unique; the color was striking. It was hard to say exactly how profound this pill's effects were, but its worth was undoubtedly far beyond anything she had encountered before. Perhaps it shouldn't even belong to someone at her stage—where did Lin Xuan obtain such a precious item?

Of course, these thoughts remained unspoken. If he truly asked for help, it would be improper of her not to acknowledge the gift. The silver-eyed maiden, who had lived for tens of thousands of years, certainly wouldn't lack in discernment.

With this pill's value confirmed, she naturally felt more hope and confidence that it could cleanse her body of toxins. She struggled to sit up and thanked Lin Xuan with a graceful bow: "Thank you, my junior brother, for your precious gift."

Lin Xuan hurriedly supported her: "Sister, don't be so formal now. You are poisoned; we shouldn't waste time on such pleasantries."

Turning to the dragon-named youth, he said, "Senior Brother, Sister needs to take this medicine. Let's step outside and guard the entrance. Otherwise, if some rash individuals or unexpected events disturb her, it could be quite dangerous."

"Ah, good idea," the dragon-named youth agreed without hesitation. Although he was still anxious, there was little else he could say at this point. He only hoped that Lin Xuan's elixir would indeed cure his sister.

The two left the cave and stood guard nearby. Originally, the Cloud Concealment Sect had faced many challenges, but with the two senior elders together, they should have much to discuss. However, the dragon-named youth was too preoccupied to care about such matters.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan did not feel like making idle conversation. He found a clean spot and sat down, closing his eyes and focusing on his breath in meditation.

Two days passed quickly.

For a Spirit Diviner of the Dispersion Stage, even two days were negligible. However, for the dragon-named youth, they felt like an eternity. Lin Xuan watched with interest, wondering if this senior brother had secretly harbored feelings for the silver-eyed maiden all along, just too bashful to admit it.

This was mere speculation; perhaps their bond as fellow sect members ran deeper than he knew. After spending countless years together, their relationship could not be ordinary.

Exactly what transpired between them remained unknown, but in this situation, Lin Xuan chose not to pry. He continued his meditation, allowing the dragon-named youth to worry.

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed through the air as the cave door opened. A beautiful maiden stepped out gracefully.

The dragon-named youth was momentarily stunned before his face lit up with joy. Without hesitation, he rushed forward: "Sister, you... are better?"

He examined her expression closely; this old monster of the Dispersion Stage truly looked relieved. Although he trusted Lin Xuan's abilities, the poison had been severe. In just two days, it felt like an eternity to him. Finally, he saw results.

Compared to two days ago, the silver-eyed maiden's complexion was much improved. The greenish aura that had surrounded her had vanished, and she looked healthier with a rosy glow on her face. Her condition seemed almost as good as before she was poisoned.

"Thank you, junior brother. My injuries are no longer a concern," the gentle voice of the silver-eyed maiden sounded.

She approached Lin Xuan, not just bowing gracefully but kneeling down in front of him.

Lin Xuan was shocked and quickly tried to help her up: "Sister, why? Please rise; this will make me very uncomfortable."

But the silver-eyed maiden did not get up. Instead, she truly bowed: "Junior brother, you needn't be alarmed. This gesture is within your means of gratitude."

Initially, he had only guessed, but after taking the pill, she deeply understood its value. It effortlessly removed her toxins and exceeded her expectations. She had already recognized it as a significant elixir, and now was sure that it was something even the old monsters of the Tribulation Transcendence Stage would covet.

Although he didn't know where Lin Xuan obtained such an item, his willingness to use it on her moved her deeply. This act went beyond mere gratitude—it was a profound expression of thanks.

Such a result pleased Lin Xuan immensely. However, there were still many other matters to address. The Heavenly Mysteries Sect, Spirit Ghost Sect, and Crystal Valley had lost the mine dispute but remained bitter enemies. The conflict ran deep, and blood for blood was an apt phrase here.

While Cloud Concealment Sect suffered losses, the three sects were demoralized. Although half of the senior elders managed to escape, would they have the confidence to challenge him upon their return? From this perspective, Cloud Concealment Sect held a clear advantage.

Given his nature, such opportunities were not to be missed. He intended to take full advantage and eliminate all threats at once. He did not want any unforeseen events that could allow the three sects to regroup and pose a challenge to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Mercy on one's enemies was cruelty to oneself. Lin Xuan firmly believed in rooting out evil completely.

To be irresponsible towards Cloud Concealment Sect, he would never make such a mistake. The silver-eyed maiden’s poison had been cured, so he presented his plan for dealing with the situation to the other two senior elders.

After hearing Lin Xuan's account, both the silver-eyed maiden and the dragon-named youth exchanged glances, their faces filled with admiration and respect.
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Especially the former, she could see a look of relief on his face.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were in sync with hers. Upon learning that Lin Xuan was far stronger than expected and had single-handedly defeated more than twenty peers, this woman had already started to think about how to take action and resolve the grievances between their sects and the three other factions.

拖ling it out would be disadvantageous for Cloud Concealment Sect.

Since they were in a favorable position, she should seize this opportunity to solve this problem once and for all for her sect. What worried her was that Lin Xuan was an ascetic cultivator who might not agree with her viewpoint. After all, her younger brother Lin had exceptional strength but rarely involved himself in the affairs of their sect. Whether his views aligned with hers on matters concerning the sect's future remained uncertain.

If he took a "better not get involved" attitude, she would have to spend much more effort convincing him. Moreover, whether she could persuade Lin Xuan was far from certain.

Fortunately, all her worries were unnecessary. It turned out that despite his apparent disinterest in sect affairs, Lin Xuan had keen insight and considered issues more comprehensively than she did. Her joy knew no bounds; there was no reason for disagreement.

As for the young man with the surname Long, although he didn't consider as much as the two of them, after hearing their brief description, he understood their reasoning.

There was no reason to refuse, so the three Supreme Elders of Cloud Concealment Sect quickly reached a consensus on this matter.

"Brother's considerations are excellent. According to your view, which of the three factions should we target as our breakthrough?" The silver-eyed girl asked with a smile, seeking Lin Xuan's opinion.

"Ghost Spirit Sect."

Lin Xuan had clearly thought about this question before answering without hesitation.

"Ghost Spirit Sect."

The silver-eyed girl raised her eyebrows but didn't immediately express an opinion. Instead, she showed some contemplation: "Brother chose Ghost Spirit Sect for a reason. Please share your thoughts with us."

Her tone was one of respect and sincerity, showing no prejudice because he had joined the sect later on. Her words and actions revealed a deep sense of intimacy.

Not only was it due to his life-saving grace but also because, as the young man with the surname Long pointed out, Lin Xuan's addition was a blessing for their sect.

He couldn't afford any hint of aloofness towards such a powerful disciple. The fate of their sect was closely tied to Lin Xuan's, and they would ensure he had no reason to be dissatisfied.

Lin Xuan felt extremely satisfied with this arrangement. Such cooperation was beneficial for both sides without causing any harm.

And Lin Xuan wasn't the kind who would act arrogantly when treated with respect; as the saying goes, "you show me an inch, and I'll show you a mile." Thus, despite their relatively weak strength in his eyes, he still showed sufficient respect. He smiled and said, "Sister is being too polite. Even if you hadn't mentioned it, I would have explained this to you."

"Choosing Ghost Spirit Sect because it's the easiest to break through. As they say, when picking a fruit, choose the soft one first."

"Why do you call Ghost Spirit Sect a soft fruit?" The young man with the surname Long was still curious.

Even without Lin Xuan's formidable power, any of the three factions were much stronger than Cloud Concealment Sect. For example, Ghost Spirit Sect practiced ghost techniques, known for their mysterious and eerie nature. It shouldn't be considered a soft target.

"Ha ha, Brother only knows one side."

Lin Xuan smiled: "Let me tell you, several days ago, the head of Ghost Spirit Sect and his wife were both defeated by me."

"What? The head of Ghost Spirit Sect and his dual cultivation partner are dead?"

The silver-eyed girl and young man with the surname Long were shocked. Their faces showed excitement as they looked at each other.

It was understandable why they didn't know, as it had only happened a few days ago, and the silver-eyed girl had been busy treating her poison for two days, so she hadn't paid attention to this matter.

They only received vague reports that Lin Xuan had broken through Ghost Spirit's Five Elements Great Array and defeated more than twenty peers. The details of their casualties were unknown.

It was no wonder he chose Ghost Spirit Sect as the target; it made sense given such significant losses.

"Brilliant, with the head and his wife gone to the underworld, we can take advantage of this situation. It's a good time to thoroughly defeat them."

The young man with the surname Long clapped in agreement. The idea sounded promising.

"Hmm, Brother is right. But there are other advantageous factors for choosing Ghost Spirit Sect," Lin Xuan said mysteriously.

"What? There are more advantages. This... I can't figure it out. Please explain to us, brother."

The young man with the surname Long was taken aback but then showed great excitement.

The silver-eyed girl had a similar reaction; they couldn't think of any other favorable conditions for dealing with Ghost Spirit Sect.

Seeing their eager expressions, Lin Xuan didn't prolong the suspense.

He began: "According to what I know, Ghost Spirit Sect is controlled by several major cultivation families. The family whose strength prevails at the moment appoints its head as the sect's leader."

"Ah... Sister has heard this before. You mean..."

The silver-eyed girl looked thoughtful.

"Yes, it seems you've also thought of this. The current head of Ghost Spirit Sect was born into the Zhong Family, which is one of the strongest among the several factions. However, with his dual cultivation partner's death, the Zhong Family's strength has significantly diminished. They can no longer dominate the other families. With the balance shifting, these families will inevitably vie for positions within the sect, as this involves the distribution of numerous cultivation resources."

At this point, both the silver-eyed girl and young man with the surname Long understood.

Due to the heads' deaths, Ghost Spirit Sect would face significant upheavals, far beyond just a lack of leadership. Such a situation made it an ideal target for their attack.
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By this point, there was little left to discuss. Lin Xuan reached an agreement with the two individuals; they would form a tripartite alliance and first address the Linggui Sect.

The next step involved determining some finer details. However, everyone agreed on one thing: speed was of the essence. They could not afford to give the Linggui Sect any breathing room.

As the saying goes, "Opportunity knocks but once," and dragging things out would be detrimental to their own sect. After all, although the Linggui Sect lacked a leader and was in disarray, it still harbored unpredictable elements. If time were to slip away, the major cultivation families within the sect might settle matters and choose new leaders, adding unforeseen variables to this conflict.

While Lin Xuan had some confidence in facing them head-on, the losses would undoubtedly be significant. It would be much more convenient and efficient to exploit their internal contradictions instead.

Their consensus on this point made things easier. They wasted no time, issuing instructions for the disciples to rest and recuperate where they were while also safeguarding the mine veins. Lin Xuan then set off with his senior brothers and sisters towards the main base, traveling at a breakneck pace without pause.

The three, all being Spirit Cultivators of the Separated Consciousness Stage, had varying levels of power but moved swiftly in their ethereal forms. Describing them as moving like wind and lightning was apt.

In just a few days, they crossed countless mountains and rivers, returning to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Upon seeing the three senior elders return safely, the Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators were overjoyed. After all, for a sect, while the senior elders rarely intervened in daily affairs, serving as mere deterrents, their involvement was crucial during times of life and death. Their loss would be devastating to the sect.

For days, the sect had been on edge, but now that they returned safely, there was much rejoicing among the disciples. They finally lowered their guard and paid them due respect.

In response to this enthusiasm, Lin Xuan and his companions could not ignore it; they patiently reassured the disciples before summoning the leaders of the five major peaks for a detailed discussion on attacking the Linggui Sect.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles west of Cloud Concealment Sect's main base lay the notorious Ten Thousand Mountains in Baifan County. The towering peaks extended endlessly, shrouded year-round with thick miasma, making it an uninhabited and treacherous place. Even locals avoided venturing deep into these mountains due to the noxious air. Legends spoke of a connection to the Netherworld at the heart of the range, where countless malevolent spirits roamed, and even blood-sucking zombies occasionally appeared.

Despite the rare treasures and herbs found within, few dared to venture in, knowing that none returned once they ventured inside… Thus, Ten Thousand Mountains became forbidden territory. Yet, unbeknownst to most people, it was actually the main base of the Linggui Sect, one of the superpowers in Baifan County.

The so-called ghosts and zombies were merely illusions created by minor array formations. After all, what ordinary cultivators could do in this realm?

Even if ordinary cultivators ventured here, they would likely face a near-certain death. The Linggui Sect practiced ghostly arts, known for their eerie and mysterious nature. Although Baifan County was not vast within the Dragon's Lair Realm, its cultivation power was middling, but the Linggui Sect ranked first among superpowers there, giving them the right to be domineering.

However, no matter how powerful a sect might be, it faced occasional setbacks. Currently, several elders of the Linggui Sect gathered near a frigid spring, their faces filled with anxiety and even fear. The fall of the sect's leaders had placed them in dire straits, facing both internal turmoil and external threats. However, contrary to Lin Xuan’s expectations, the major cultivation families did not rush to seize power.

The reason was that while the main leaders were gone, the Zhong family still held a dominant position due to their strength. Even if other families combined forces, they could not match them. With this in mind, there was no point in fighting over anything.

Lin Xuan's plan had completely failed. However, it was understandable given the limited time and information available. Even with ample time, the Zhong family’s hidden power remained a closely guarded secret of the Linggui Sect, unknown to outsiders.

Despite his failure, Lin Xuan's strength was formidable. The battle at the mine veins had already frightened the remaining elders into submission. From their perspective, they would never dare challenge him and could only wait for the legendary powerhouse within their sect to emerge from seclusion.

The frigid spring was eerily silent as several Spirit Cultivators of the Separated Consciousness Stage seemed to hold their breaths. The atmosphere was tense. After waiting for a while, someone finally broke the silence.

A silver-haired elder spoke up: "Elder Zhong has been in seclusion for about ten thousand years!"

"Indeed, exactly ten thousand two hundred and forty years."

A robed cultivator beside him interjected.

"After so many years, I wonder how powerful Elder Zhong has become. Can he handle Lin Xuan?"

The silver-haired elder's face showed signs of fear when mentioning Lin Xuan, clearly shaken by the encounter.

"…."

The other cultivators fell silent. They had all witnessed Lin Xuan’s formidable power firsthand; none dared to challenge such a terrifying Separated Consciousness Stage cultivator. However, Elder Zhong was the father of the late sect leader and one of the most talented individuals in their lineage over the past million years. Although he did not reach the Transcendence Stage, his strength far exceeded that of ordinary Separated Consciousness Stage cultivators.

If he had not already renounced fame and cared little for it, the so-called Immortal-Devouring Old Monster would never have claimed to be the first in this realm’s Transcendence Stage. With him, ten such monsters could easily be defeated.

Over a thousand years ago, Elder Zhong had sealed himself within the Xuan Yin Cold Spring, remaining there for countless years, supposedly practicing an extremely dangerous secret technique. Although they did not know its specifics, his talent required him to rest for thousands of years. The power he wielded was beyond description.
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Because of their intense admiration for this legendary powerhouse within their sect, otherwise, according to the reports from disciples ahead, Linggui Sect might already be in disarray.

This statement was not an exaggeration. After all, a fire cannot be concealed by paper; although Lin Xuan did not intend to reveal his sect's intentions too early, plotting against Linggui Sect was such a significant matter that it required extensive mobilization and involved numerous disciples.

As the saying goes, many mouths can spread rumors. Even though he and the other two Supreme Elders had already issued edicts to ensure strict confidentiality among their subordinates, over time, some inevitably leaked information.

The Three Factions Alliance was terrified by Lin Xuan's actions, so they dispatched numerous spies to observe Linggui Sect's movements.

Upon learning of Lin Xuan's intentions, reactions varied. Taixuan Sect and Tianjing Valley rejoiced, while Linggui Sect lived in constant fear.

They were simultaneously fortifying their defenses and seeking aid from the other two factions.

Unfortunately, both Taixuan Sect and Tianjing Valley were now too terrified to face him, content with merely hoping he would not cause trouble. How could they dare to provoke such a formidable opponent?

Although they knew that if Linggui Sect fell, it was only a matter of time before their turn came, facing a powerful enemy still left them without any confidence.

As the saying goes, "live day by day." Regardless of how Linggui Sect's envoy tried to persuade them with logic and emotion, or even with incentives, they remained tight-lipped, unwilling to provoke Lin Xuan again.

Indeed, the two factions' fear was justified, but it wasn't the only reason. They had their own calculations.

After all, attacking a sect's main base and mining operations were different matters. During the mining operation, although they had set up multiple layers of defenses, it was done hastily. However, Linggui Sect’s main base was different; this sect originated from ancient times and was one of the foremost families in Baifan County.

Moreover, their main base remained unchanged for millennia, located deep within the Ten Thousand Mountains. Over generations, various array formations and traps were established, making its power far surpass that of Linggui's Five Elements Great Array.

Linggui Sect had both terrain advantage and human support, so even if Lin Xuan was strong, it would not be easy to conquer this tough nut.

If he broke two of their teeth, they could still hope for a mutual destruction. Although the Three Factions Alliance was united, at such times, Taixuan Sect and Tianjing Valley naturally prioritized their own interests.

Linggui Sect, now reduced to mere remnants, had already been abandoned by them as a lost cause. The two factions were content with watching from the sidelines.

The surviving old monsters of Linggui Sect were not fools; they knew what their allies intended. Their situation was dire indeed, and if it weren't for Old Master Zhong's trump card, this sect might have collapsed like a tree felled by a gale.

Old Master Zhong had been in seclusion at the Xuan Yin Cold Spring for ten thousand two hundred years. While time seemed too long, from another perspective, his prolonged seclusion suggested that he was about to achieve something extraordinary.

Three days ago, they received news of Lin Xuan's possible intentions against their sect and immediately sent a specially crafted sound transmission talisman with the details and urgency of the situation deep into Xuan Yin Cold Spring.

By rights, Old Master Zhong should have already received it. Why had he shown no signs?

Had something unexpected happened to him? Or was he in a critical phase of his seclusion?

The old monsters were increasingly uneasy as they pondered these possibilities. Regardless of which scenario played out, it would be akin to an impending disaster for their sect.

As time passed, the anxious atmosphere grew thicker. Although all present were high-ranking old monsters, some began to lose patience.

"Old Master Zhong hasn't emerged yet; did the sound transmission talisman not reach him?"

"It's impossible; our sect crafted this talisman specifically. Such a short distance—how could it fail? There must be another reason," said an elderly man with silver hair, shaking his head confidently.

"Could the situation have been explained clearly in the sound transmission talisman?"

"Yes, including the peril to our sect and how the sect leaders perished at the hands of that Lin Xuan."

The silver-haired old man's voice was firm. He had personally overseen this matter with utmost caution; any mistake would be impossible.

The old monsters fell into silence again.

Old Master Zhong, being the oldest member of their sect, held deep feelings for Linggui Sect. The deceased sect leaders were his own son and daughter-in-law. Their deaths at Lin Xuan's hands made it unreasonable to ignore them.

With these two pieces of news, he should have immediately reacted with anger and determination, vowing to extract Lin Xuan’s soul. Why was there no response?

Was the misfortune indeed as they feared, preventing him from emerging from his seclusion or had something unexpected happened to him?

The old monsters' faces turned pale at these thoughts but found themselves without any other options except to wait like fools.

Time passed slowly.

Ordinary moments seemed unbearable in their current state. Finally, two more days passed.

Despite not leaving the Xuan Yin Cold Spring, reports from outside continued to trickle in, detailing the worsening situation. Linggui Sect could only sit and await its fate, being devoured by Lin Xuan piece by piece.

With no confidence against such a formidable opponent, they hoped for Old Master Zhong's intervention but found themselves without any news.

"Enough! We can't wait anymore; time is running out. Let’s breach the seclusion!" The silver-haired old man broke the silence, his words shocking everyone present.

"Breach the seclusion? Senior Wang, did you just say that? That’s a grave offense."

The alarmed cry from the robed elder echoed in their ears, and other disciples were equally stunned. Their reactions were understandable; disturbing an enshrouded master was extremely dangerous. Any external noise could jeopardize his efforts, potentially leading to irreversible consequences.

The silver-haired old man's proposal was too bold. Rushing in might doom Old Master Zhong to irreparable harm. Even if they succeeded, such actions would be unforgivable. With the current enemy threatening them, even if Old Master Zhong did not hold grudges now, once Lin Xuan retreated, each of them would face severe consequences.
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It was not worth taking such a huge risk.

After all, the safety of their sect mattered, but their own lives were even more important.

Although Lin Xuan couldn't match strength for strength, if it came down to life or death, couldn't he just run away?

Finding a deep mountain and hiding there, Lin Xuan would have no way to deal with them. However, doing so would mean the disintegration of Linggui Sect.

Thus, they wouldn't do such things unless absolutely necessary.

But rushing into Old Master Zhong's secluded place was no different from abandoning their lives either.

The silver-haired elder’s voice echoed in everyone's ears, but there was no one to respond.

The old monsters at the scene or hung their heads, or turned their faces away. This was a matter of life and death; no one wanted to take such an unnecessary risk.

"Very well, very well."

The silver-haired elder's gaze was like a knife, his face even more hideous than ever. However, everyone had their own choices, and he could do nothing about it. After all, they were all Divination Realm cultivators; he had no right to command them.

Though filled with resentment, he wouldn't give up anything. While most cultivators prioritized their lives above all else, there occasionally appeared an anomaly.

For example, this silver-haired elder's feelings for Linggui Sect ran so deep that he would rather risk his life than see the sect removed from the cultivation world.

"Let me be the one to take on this evil task."

His words had already offended everyone present. However, someone was willing to sacrifice their life for the sect; a mere slight was nothing in comparison.

With a sneer, he strode confidently towards the Profound Yin Cold Spring.

Boom!

But at that moment, something unexpected happened.

A loud noise echoed through the air as the water from the Profound Yin Cold Spring suddenly shot upwards like a fountain.

Black water transformed into a giant dragon.

Rising into the sky, its roar could still be heard faintly.

The dragon's cry resounded, soaring to the heavens.

"What is this..."

The cultivators present were shocked. Even the silver-haired elder stopped in his tracks.

Everyone couldn't help but raise their heads. Then, someone shouted from the crowd.

"Old Master Zhong! It’s Old Master Zhong coming out of seclusion."

...

Joy spread through everyone's hearts. The silver-haired elder didn’t need to say anything; other cultivators might prioritize their own safety, but they also had feelings for Linggui Sect. If they truly cared nothing about the sect, why would they still linger here? After all, leaving early and hiding in a deep mountain could increase their safety.

"Surely it's Old Master Zhong coming out of seclusion!"

More cultivators cheered as black water coalesced into a dragon. Atop this dragon stood an elder.

At first glance, he looked old. But upon closer inspection, he was a divine figure with youthful features and white hair.

Though his beard and eyebrows were all white, he exuded vitality. More astonishingly, there wasn’t a single wrinkle on his face; even the fish-like lines around his eyes were absent.

His complexion was rosy, and his appearance was so good that even young men in their twenties couldn't match it.

Before Old Master Zhong's seclusion, he hadn't looked like this.

The cultivators were amazed. Ten thousand two hundred years had passed, yet Old Master Zhong seemed to have grown younger. This was somewhat illogical; after all, in the cultivation world, there were many methods for preserving youth, but reversing aging wasn’t easy.

For example, Lin Xuan’s cultivation method had excellent anti-aging effects from the start, so even after millions of years, he still looked like his youthful self.

Some cultivators also had some anti-aging effects, though not as good. In such cases, they couldn't maintain their youth indefinitely, but aging was much slower compared to ordinary humans.

Most male cultivators were in a similar situation.

The difference lay in the degree of slowed aging.

Remembering Old Master Zhong's seclusion, he had already lived for tens of thousands of years. Though his power was formidable, his face was as wrinkled as tree bark—how...

Amidst their astonishment, the cultivators also recalled a legend.

It was said that after a cultivator aged, reversing aging wasn't something anyone could do; only those who advanced to the Transcendence Realm had the strength to reverse the laws of the universe and return themselves to youth.

Of course, doing so didn’t mean one had to. In the Transcendence Realm, there were many old men with white hair, and at that level, apart from women's beauty, men weren't overly concerned about their appearance.

But for anyone other than a Transcendence cultivator, reversing aging was impossible.

Could it be... Old Master Zhong had already advanced to the Transcendence Realm?

Thinking of this, the Linggui Sect cultivators were shocked but subconsciously extended their divine senses outward.

A quick sweep revealed that the other's realm was "empty."

Empty wasn't the same as unfathomable, but the specific difference was hard to explain. In any case, they couldn’t perceive what realm it was.

Despite their confusion, the cultivators were thrilled.

Could Old Master Zhong have truly advanced to the Transcendence Realm?

If so, a mere Lin Xuan boy wouldn't matter. He might be a Divination Realm cultivator, but in the Three Realms, across all time and space, there had never been any records of a Divination Realm genius challenging someone from another realm.

Transcendence and Divination Realms were different; others couldn’t do it, and Lin Xuan certainly wouldn't either.

Old Master Zhong would surely easily kill that boy.

Moreover, with the sect producing a Transcendence Realm powerhouse, how could they still be confined to Baifan County? The cultivation worlds of nearby counties would have to bow down. The sect would rise to become one of the top super-sects in Nael Dragon World.

This would elevate their status and bring them access to resources and benefits far beyond what they currently had.

Thinking this, the cultivators were extremely excited. At that moment, a terrifying spiritual pressure emanated from Old Master Zhong's body.

Boom!

There was no warning before it hit the cultivators, who staggered back several steps as if carrying ten thousand pounds on their backs. Some even had to activate their protective light to barely withstand it.

Given that the worst of them were at least Divination Realm, such a spiritual pressure could make them act so strangely; besides legendary Divination Realm experts, could there be anyone else?

This dispelled the last doubts in the minds of the elders.

They bowed and performed the most respectfuletiquette: "Congratulations on reaching Transcendence Realm, Master Uncle. Your power is unparalleled, shaking the Spirit World!"
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Fortune and misfortune are interdependent, as the saying goes. At this moment, the minds of the elders of Linggui Sect were elevated from hell to heaven.

In the battle at Tianyan Mountain's ore vein, Lin Xuan displayed his formidable power, using incredible divine techniques to dismantle their various plots and schemes one by one.

The three sects suffered heavy losses; even the senior Immortal Spirit Elders lost more than half of them. Their fear towards Lin Xuan was so intense that it bordered on terror—so much so that they were truly trembling in fear at his name.

Even though Old Master Zhong had a high reputation within the sect, he still lacked confidence against Lin Xuan and his companions. To be honest, if there was even a 50% chance of winning, they would consider it a stroke of luck.

It could be said that one must do their best and leave the rest to fate.

However, now things had changed. With Old Master Zhong advancing to the Tribulation Transcending Stage, Lin Xuan's threat diminished considerably. Not only did this make the sect's glory imminent, but it also brought about a sense of hope among the elders.

Their expressions were extremely respectful and sincere.

But before they could fully bask in their joy, an unusually calm voice interrupted: "Elders, there is no need for such reverence. I, Old Master Zhong, have not advanced to the Tribulation Transcending Stage."

This statement was shocking!

It was as if a bucket of cold water had been poured over everyone's heads.

The presence of several senior Immortal Spirits were left speechless and gaped at each other like wooden chickens, their expressions utterly blank.

Wu... Wu...

A cold wind blew past, making the nearby cultivators feel icy-cold. Knowing that they were all high-ranking existences in the Immortal Spirit realm, their bodies had been repeatedly refined by essence energy countless times to the point where they could withstand extreme temperatures. The feeling of chilliness was a clear indication of how terrible and disappointed everyone felt.

There was no one who spoke up for a full half an hour as the room fell silent.

Only then did the silver-haired elder stammer, "Old Master Zhong... what did you say? You didn't advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage? Are you joking?"

"Yes, Old Master Zhong. Don't scare me. We know how dire our situation is in the sect now; we can't afford to be scared."

"Hmph, as a late-stage Senior Immortal Spirit, I couldn't even discern your realm. You say that you didn't advance to Tribulation Transcending? That's quite amusing, isn't it?"

A cultivator with a long beard spoke up, his face still showing dissatisfaction. "Old man, you failed to advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage; there's no need for such boasting. Why would you lie to us?"

"Old man, failing to advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage is not something worth boasting about. Why would I deceive you?" said the elderly figure with a refined demeanor.

This was a reasonable point, and the onlookers could not help but show shock on their faces. They whispered among themselves, clearly agitated.

"Hmph, don't be so nervous; you're just a bunch of useless things. Even though Old Man failed to advance successfully, dealing with that Lin Xuan kid is still as easy as turning over your palm."

Seeing his fellow cultivators acting like mice, Old Master Zhong was angry but spoke without reservation, subtly asserting his seniority.

The others were verbally abused but did not dare to show anger. After all, compared to their lives and futures, a little face was nothing.

However, many people found Old Master Zhong's arrogance and domineering attitude hard to accept. Lin Xuan's strength had been witnessed by everyone present, so how could he possibly match the incredible abilities of that guy?

Words alone were not enough; showing real power would be necessary to gain their trust.

After all, this was no game; it concerned their lives and futures. No one dared to slack off or neglect anything.

"Old Master Zhong, don't underestimate him. That Lin Xuan kid's strength far surpasses that of his peers. Despite the twenty senior Immortal Spirits from our three sects setting numerous traps and barriers, they were all useless. Even the Linggui Five Elements Great Array was easily broken by him..."

The voice of the silver-haired elder echoed in everyone's ears; he was the one most concerned about the fate of the sect.

"You don't need to remind me. The details are clearly stated in the transmission talisman. Twenty senior Immortal Spirits, plus the Linggui Five Elements Great Array—what difference does that make? That Lin Xuan kid can only be bold before you, but if he faces a cultivator one realm higher, he's just a fish on a chopping board for Old Man to cut up..."

These words left the elders confused.

Was Old Master Zhong really so deranged after his seclusion and meditation?

"Ahem, ahem. Old Master Zhong, didn't you say that you failed to advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage?" The silver-haired elder's hesitant voice echoed in everyone's ears, filled with confusion. Other cultivators had similar expressions; who wouldn't be confused in such a situation?

"Indeed, I did say that I couldn't advance to the Tribulation Transcending Realm. But who said I'm at your same level? Senior Immortal Spirit... heh, Old Man... I am no longer."

The crowd was shocked. Was Old Master Zhong's mind truly broken?

It was common knowledge that cultivation had eight realms; anything beyond Senior Immortal Spirit was Tribulation Transcending.

Millions of years of history confirmed this. What was Old Master Zhong saying now?

Facing the bewildered gazes, Old Master Zhong remained calm as ever.

How could a sparrow understand the aspirations of a swan? How could a frog in a well comprehend the vastness of the world?

Indeed, there were eight realms for cultivation, but advancing to Tribulation Transcending was extremely difficult. The bottleneck was so formidable that countless geniuses had failed at this stage.

With no hope of advancing beyond Senior Immortal Spirit, these cultivators did not want to waste their time and energy indefinitely. In their constant attempts to break through the Tribulation Transcending barrier, they also sought new paths of cultivation.

The difficulty and hardships were not something that could be easily explained to outsiders.

However, after countless failures over millions of years, a genius finally discovered this path.

By advancing from Senior Immortal Spirit to another realm without reaching Tribulation Transcending. This advancement was relatively easier but did not bring the same level of strength as true Tribulation Transcending.

The genius calculated that it would only be about one-third of the power of a true Tribulation Transcending cultivator.

But do not underestimate this third; even an incomplete advancement brought far more strength than a Senior Immortal Spirit.

Tribulation Transcending and Senior Immortal Spirit were worlds apart. With just one-third of the power, it could easily sweep through the realm of Senior Immortal Spirits.

Ancient cultivators named this newly created realm "Minor Tribulation Transcending." It was aptly named but came with significant risks.

This realm had only one level; there was no distinction between early, middle, or late stages. Minor Tribulation Transcending was simply Minor Tribulation Transcending.
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Next, this realm was an unconventional path for advancement. It wasn't the orthodox way; once one chose it, all future cultivation paths were effectively sealed off. There would be no chance of making further progress, let alone achieving immortality or even advancing to the true Tribulation Transcending stage.

Thus, unless absolutely necessary, few geniuses would choose this path. Coupled with the fact that most cultivators cherished their own methods, only a handful knew how to advance to the Lesser Tribulation Transcending stage.

This realm was not widely known and wasn't considered part of the eight cultivation stages, so it didn’t count in the orthodox path.

Old Master Zhong had stumbled upon this extraordinary path by chance over ten thousand years ago when he discovered an ancient cultivator’s den.

He felt like he had received a precious gift.

For him, this was akin to receiving charcoal on a snowy day.

Indeed, he was a genius, unmatched in his sect and revered by his peers. However, how many geniuses managed to break through the Tribulation Transcending bottleneck despite their talent? After ten thousand years of attempts, Old Master Zhong had given up long ago.

But then, there was still this path.

The Lesser Tribulation Transcending stage was a tempting prospect for him.

Even if he couldn’t advance further, his current situation was clear. He had no hope of reaching the true Tribulation Transcending stage anyway.

Advancing to the Lesser Tribulation Transcending stage would be beneficial; it could increase both his strength and lifespan significantly.

What more could one desire? As they say, contentment is a virtue.

However, even though advancing to the Lesser Tribulation Transcending stage was easier than reaching true Tribulation Transcending, it still posed significant challenges for ordinary cultivators. Thus, after obtaining this secret technique, he didn’t delay and began his seclusion in the Profound Yin Cold Spring.

He remained secluded for ten thousand years before finally achieving his goal. In the following two millennia, he continued to consolidate his realm and practiced various secret treasures and artifacts. With his new realm, some of the techniques that had previously seemed unattainable now became possible.

Originally, according to his plan, it would take at least five or six hundred years for him to emerge from seclusion.

But a few days ago, he received a transmission talisman revealing that his sect was facing a major crisis. A small Cloud Concealment Sect had forced them into a precarious situation, and even his own son and daughter-in-law were killed by a boy named Lin Xuan.

This was intolerable; as the Supreme Elder, how could he ignore such a change?

After delaying for several days to perfect one of his techniques, Old Master Zhong emerged from seclusion. Revenge is sweet.

Lin Xuan had committed such an atrocity; how could he not extract his soul and refine his essence to satisfy his inner hatred?

The description in the transmission talisman about Lin Xuan's formidable abilities—far surpassing those of his peers and possessing ghostly techniques—did not faze him. How strong was that, after all? He was merely a waste at the Shen Division stage; what right did he have to challenge him?

Challenging across levels was absurd.

Although the Lesser Tribulation Transcending stage wasn’t orthodox and didn’t count as one of the eight cultivation stages, it still had true Tribulation Transcending strength. It wouldn’t be easy for mere Shen Division cultivators to match him.

Old Master Zhong was confident in his abilities, regardless of how much his fellow sect members praised Lin Xuan. He saw those at the Shen Division stage as fish on a chopping block.

With his pride, he didn't feel like explaining further but did so briefly to reassure everyone.

Lesser Tribulation Transcending?

The other Spirit Ghost Sect elders were astonished; this was entirely new territory for them. However, with their current cultivation levels, they could easily discern the truth from Old Master Zhong's words.

Though his claims seemed exaggerated, he wasn’t exaggerating.

With true Tribulation Transcending strength, killing Lin Xuan would be no problem.

"Thus, Uncle Senior has advanced to the Lesser Tribulation Transcending stage and possesses unparalleled techniques."

A sly fellow spoke up, showering him with flattery. Though he hadn't become a true powerhouse, his status was now different from theirs; they needed to praise him generously.

The other Shen Division cultivators around listened in disdain but didn’t want to fall behind. They also called him Uncle Senior and praised him lavishly.

As the saying goes, flattery never wears thin. Old Master Zhong felt content with their praise and no longer refused it, adopting a senior stance as if he had truly advanced to Tribulation Transcending.

Lin Xuan was unaware of this.

He and the Dragon-named youth were already on their way. As for the silver-eyed girl, although she had been cured of her severe poison by the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, her injuries hadn’t fully healed. She remained at the main base to recuperate. There was another reason: the main base needed a Supreme Elder to guard it.

Lin Xuan didn't want his enemies to take advantage while he was out fighting. With his character, he sought safety in numbers. Against the Spirit Ghost Sect, a large number of people wasn’t necessary; as they said, shoot the horse before the rider and capture the king first. By infiltrating the main base and eliminating any remaining Supreme Elders, wouldn't the rest of them be too scared to resist?

Answer Zhi was impossible.

Without the protection of a Supreme Elder, his sect would surely disintegrate, so he didn’t need to spend much time or effort on it.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s plan was a surprise attack with only about one hundred people. Besides him and the Dragon-named youth, there were just over a hundred elite members.

One hundred people might not seem like much for Cloud Concealment Sect, but they couldn’t be careless. They had carefully selected them.

Half of them were at the Profound Abyss stage, while the rest were core disciples at the Separation stage.

Though he had fewer people, it was better to use a teleportation array to travel quickly. Otherwise, with their different jurisdictions, news might leak out if they used their light travel techniques, and the surprise attack wouldn’t work.

If too many people went, Cloud Concealment Sect couldn’t afford the cost of transportation.

Selecting these hundred people was part of Lin Xuan’s strategy.

Teleportation was expensive but efficient. Sometimes, they needed to use light travel techniques. In this way, crossing thousands of miles took only a few days.

On that midday, after completing their last teleportation, they flew for another hour and were now close to the Spirit Ghost Sect's main base.

About five million li ahead lay the Ten Thousand Mountains region.

Following their plan, the Dragon-named youth would remain here with his people while Lin Xuan went alone to the Spirit Ghost Sect. He would stir up chaos there before sending a transmission talisman for the Dragon-named youth and his people to clean up afterward.
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Lin Xuan quietly released his spirit sense, but found nothing. The Spirit Ghost Pavilion was a crucial place for this sect, naturally with intricate arrangements. Even though Lin Xuan's spirit sense far surpassed that of his peers, it yielded no results; he couldn't probe the situation at all.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows slightly arched as a contemplative expression flashed in his eyes. However, this quickly faded away.

After all, the saying goes: "To catch a tiger by its tail." The matter had come to this point; could one still hope for a retreat? Ahead lay a den of dragons and tigers—only by braving it out was there any chance of success.

Although Lin Xuan felt some doubt in his heart, he wasn't afraid. With his current strength, even if the Spirit Ghost Sect laid down many traps, he had confidence in self-preservation.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan's courage surged. He no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of shocking light, rushing towards the Spirit Ghost Pavilion.

Boom!

A burst of spiritual light illuminated the scene. Although the heavy stone door was protected, to Lin Xuan’s eyes, it seemed as flimsy as paper. With a gentle strike, it turned to dust.

Smoke and dust filled the air, but before his eyes lay nothing obstructive. Everything was clear now.

The so-called Spirit Ghost Pavilion was actually a vast stone hall, stretching over hundreds of mu in area.

However, when Lin Xuan scanned with his gaze, his pupils constricted, and his expression turned grim.

There were no people in the grand hall—quite contrary to what he had learned from soul probing. Had he fallen into their trap?

The Spirit Ghost Sect truly had a broad mind; he thought they would be intimidated after the mine incident, but it seemed there was still such an elaborate setup and courage. Was this due to his own carelessness, underestimating the heroes of the world?

If another cultivator were here, perhaps they would be alarmed and hastily want to retreat.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't do that. First, he had faith in his own abilities; second, he wasn’t an ordinary cultivator—far more calm than most when faced with sudden changes.

Having already fallen into their trap, how could one still hope for a retreat?

Panicking would only make one sink deeper into the trap, like a commoner falling into quicksand, sinking faster the harder they struggled.

Calmness was key to escaping. A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he released his spirit sense and scanned the vast hall inch by inch.

Soon, his gaze stopped at an empty space in front of him. His eyes flickered with a hint of cold light, but his voice remained calm: "I've already arrived, so why does my friend still hide in the shadows? Since you waited for me here, all your preparations must be complete. Is this how the Spirit Ghost Sect treats its guests?"

Lin Xuan's words were truly arrogant and domineering, showing no fear of danger.

"Ha! Very good, very good. When those inner disciples described it, I was afraid they exaggerated. A mere ordinary spirit division cultivator would make this boring. But now that I see, my concerns are unnecessary. Just based on your boldness, you must far surpass most spirit division existences," a man's light laughter echoed.

A green glow flashed, and an outline gradually emerged from the area.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he sized up the person.

This was an elderly man in an orange-yellow robe; it was hard to tell his age.

Though his beard and eyebrows were white, his face and hands showed no wrinkles. His skin was fair and rosy, almost like a newborn’s.

Without saying more, this naturally had to be the unsung genius of the Spirit Ghost Sect—Old Master Zhong.

He too sized up Lin Xuan with an air of arrogance.

"Are you alone? Where are the other elders? Do you plan to ambush me?" Lin Xuan's smile echoed in his voice.

"Ambush, what a grandiose claim. You may be stronger than others, but at the end of the day, you're just a waste of spirit division. No need for such a large-scale operation; one old man like me is enough to deal with you," the other's laughter carried a hint of mockery.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened as he replied: "Waste of spirit division, don’t you fear your tongue might slip? What are you then—half human, half ghost? Spirit division isn't spirit division, andtranscend the calamityisn'ttranscend the calamity. I have no idea where you are, but after mastering a bit of clever secret techniques, you think you’re an all-powerful great cultivator. Pah! Afraid it’s more like drawing a tiger only to end up with a dog. Don’t be so smug; be careful not to harm yourself."

"Y-You..."

Lin Xuan hadn't expected such sharp-tongued remarks from Old Master Zhong, who was clearly angered by the slight. He couldn't maintain his good mood: "Young Lin, watch your words; you’re a narrow-minded fool. I’m an early-stagetranscend the calamitycultivator, not something to look up to. You dare insult me, and I’ll make sure you can neither live nor die."

"What is an early-stagetranscend the calamity?"

Lin Xuan was surprised internally.

Though he had broad knowledge, the method of early-stagetranscend the calamitywas a unique path in cultivation that he hadn't heard of before.

Despite his surprise, he felt relieved. If this opponent were truly an actualtranscend the calamitycultivator, Lin Xuan might have feared him somewhat. Early-stagetranscend the calamitysounded suspiciously like taking shortcuts. Although daring to call himself such, he was surely far better than ordinary spirit division cultivators. But was Lin Xuan just any ordinary person?

No matter how miraculous early-stagetranscend the calamitywas, it wasn't something he would take lightly.

But his words were correct; Lin Xuan didn’t underestimate the opponent either.

After all, this peculiar-looking figure and his unknown realm, along with facing him alone with confidence—these points alone indicated that he had extraordinary abilities.

Lin Xuan had underestimated the Spirit Ghost Sect once. Given his nature, he wouldn't make the same mistake in such a short time.

At least one thing was certain: Old Master Zhong was the Spirit Ghost Sect’s trump card. If he could eliminate him, everything else would be much simpler.

Having thought through all this, there was nothing left to ponder; action was the only choice.

Regardless of what early-stagetranscend the calamitymeant, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. He flicked his sleeves, and a series of silver lights appeared as more than ten flying swords emerged from his sleeves.

He didn’t know the other’s strength, but relying solely on sword light wouldn’t suffice. Now in their territory, he immediately summoned the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Technique.
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A true master can tell at a glance.

Lin Xuan’s dozen or so flying swords appeared, and the other party’s expression of contempt vanished. A hint of surprise flickered across his face.

Of course, he wasn’t afraid either.

He waved his sleeves, and his entire figure seemed to disappear from the spot.

Not just that; even the surrounding environment became blurry and fragmented. Soon, the scene around him changed dramatically as snowflakes fell from the sky.

The ground was a pristine expanse of ice.

An illusion?

No, he had been transported to a closed space.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. He had experienced something similar before.

Despite the suddenness, he remained calm. He released several treasures to protect himself while extending his divine consciousness outward.

However, he found nothing amiss. There were no prohibitions or ambushes in this area.

What was the other party’s purpose for bringing him here?

Lin Xuan was greatly puzzled.

Before his thoughts could fully form, a spatial fluctuation occurred nearby. Lin Xuan turned his head and saw the elderly man with youthful features and long white hair appear in mid-air, a look of arrogance on his face: "Don’t overthink it. Dealing with your mere one-pointed mind period disciple, why would I need to set up an ambush? Bringing you here to this closed space is merely for undisturbedness."

This seemed like a reasonable explanation.

However, Lin Xuan was only half convinced.

The cultivation world was harsh; the bloodshed and deceit were countless. Even though the other party appeared very proud and didn’t lie, Lin Xuan couldn’t fully trust him based on just one word.

Despite his doubts, he wasn’t afraid either. He waved his sleeves, and a spell shot out. Instantly, silver light shone as the dozen or so Nine Palaces Must-Instant Swords appeared like a storm of arrows, piercing towards the other party.

"Trivial tricks!"

Old Master Zhong’s expression was extremely arrogant. Although he had noticed that Lin Xuan’s dozen or so immortal swords were extraordinary, he didn’t take them seriously.

He stretched his hand and lightly tapped his head, then opened his mouth to emit a dazzling red light. A small fire-red gourd the size of an infant’s fist appeared.

"Stupid fellow, showing off your set of treasures in front of me. These dozen or so flying swords are too embarrassing. Let you see the power of my sword gourd!"

"Sword gourd?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as his attention shifted to the red gourd before him.

The treasure emitted a flash of light and grew at an incredible speed.

A loud bang echoed in his ears, and a fiery red beam shot out, about the thickness of a child's arm. Although it seemed powerful, this wasn’t just a beam; once it left the sword gourd, it spread outwards, transforming into countless small swords.

Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness swept over them, finding dozens of them.

However, this was only the beginning. The surface of the gourd shimmered with runes, and clear explosions echoed in his ears as beams shot out from within.

Each beam dispersed, revealing more than a dozen immortal swords before him.

In just an instant, the sky above was filled with countless flying swords.

Counting roughly, there were perhaps ten thousand or fewer, but several thousand were certainly present.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim. He had experienced many storms and tempests, but he had never seen such a treasure.

If it were merely sword rays, that would be one thing.

The critical point was that the thousands of flying swords were all实体 (solid), not mere illusions conjured by mana.

So many flying swords—heard of them before. Even if each wasn’t as powerful as his own, their sheer number could compensate for any deficiency in individual power.

His thoughts raced, and Lin Xuan dared not underestimate or be careless. He no longer hid his strength, calling out a light command to release all the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Swords.

Silver light flooded the ground, dazzlingly bright. Adding the dozen or so flying swords he had just released, the eighty-one Nine Palaces Must-Instant Swords appeared in unison, creating quite an impressive display.

The number of Lin Xuan’s life-bound treasures surprised Old Master Zhong. A look of surprise flashed across his face but was quickly replaced by arrogance.

No matter how many immortal swords the other party had, they couldn’t match his sword gourd.

"Quick!"

He raised his right hand and pointed forward. With his movement, whizzing sounds filled the air as thousands of flying swords shot towards the front.

If hit, Lin Xuan would be pockmarked like a honeycomb.

Hundreds of immortal swords, how could they possibly withstand ten times more treasures?

On the surface, it seemed so. But Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator.

Despite his doubts, he didn’t hesitate. His fingers moved rapidly as spell after spell appeared.

As he moved, faint dragon roars echoed in his ears. One by one, the immortal swords vanished, replaced by extremely thin silver threads.

Though slender, they were several feet long, shimmering with a noble appearance.

And this was only the beginning. Silver light flashed continuously, and more and more silver threads appeared.

In an instant, hundreds of thin sword threads covered Lin Xuan’s body.

The number didn’t fall short of those shot out by the other party’s sword gourd, slicing towards him like a scythe.

Sizzle…

Soon, they clashed with thousands of fiery red immortal swords. Sharp light flashed as the power of the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Swords was revealed. The fiery red swords were cut to pieces, turning into ordinary iron.

"Impossible!"

Old Master Zhong’s expression changed abruptly. He knew his own abilities; the swords shot out by the sword gourd were numerous but each had formidable power, not inferior to those of a one-pointed mind period cultivator. They couldn’t withstand the other party’s transformation from swords to threads. This Lin boy’s strength was exaggerated—equal to or even stronger than what his disciples said. No wonder he could kill more than twenty one-pointed mind period cultivators from three sects, making them flee in fear.

But despite his shock, a cold smile appeared on his face.

Strong as he might be, there was still a difference of an entire cultivation stage between them. Facing him would only be like a cicada trying to stop a chariot. With this thought, his courage surged. Without any additional movements, he simply cast a spell, and an unbelievable scene occurred. The swords that had been cut in half by the previous attack reappeared, shining brightly as if new, piercing towards Lin Xuan once again.
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Lin Xuan's brows knitted as he clasped his hands lightly. As he moved, silver sword threads surged around him like tidal waves.

Layer upon layer, they never ceased, enveloping Lin Xuan from all sides and protecting him with the tenacity of a storm.

Those fiery red immortal swords seemed to be drawn to their doom, yet they remained utterly ineffective. However, the sword gourd wielded by his opponent was no trifling matter; it seemed almost indestructible, like a demon race with an unbreakable body that could recover effortlessly after being severed.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. Although the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had not been fully refined, it already possessed three secret techniques: ice, fire, and lightning. This was no small feat; he hadn't encountered anyone for so many years who could counter him with their own divine treasures.

The little渡劫期 wasn't just boasting; there was indeed a subtle magic to it.

Lin Xuan remained vigilant on one side while the old monster, Zhong Laozui, was equally furious and alarmed. Ten thousand years ago, he had almost been an invincible existence in his peer group. If not for his indifference towards empty fame, the head of Tianjue Sect would never have dared to be so arrogant.

Apart from this, just this set of divine treasures alone could sweep away all peers. The sword gourd was a masterpiece crafted with countless rare materials over ten millennia of effort. Its power was unparalleled!

Now that he had advanced his cultivation further and become a senior cultivator in the little渡劫期, even though the sword gourd hadn't added any new materials, its power naturally increased as his own cultivation improved.

He saw some potential in Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. Thus, he broke with tradition by immediately summoning this divine treasure to cut off Lin Xuan's wings and then play the cat-and-mouse game.

Although cultivators were often cold-hearted, this was a matter of revenge for his son; he wouldn't allow Lin Xuan to die easily but would prepare dozens of vicious tricks to torment him until he could neither live nor die…

His plan sounded good in theory, but Zhong Laozui was overestimating himself.

Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator. How could he be someone who could be manipulated? While the sword gourd was indeed a rare treasure, Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no less of a divine artifact.

The former Heavenly Witch Immortal had even used it to battle two scattered immortals. Scattered immortals were top-tier cultivators in the spirit realm, just one step away from true immortals. Their treasures were beyond description; that battle even involved legendary先天灵宝.

And not just one result—both were helpless against the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Of course, this sword was different from the original. While both were called the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, the one in the Heavenly Witch Immortal's hands was far superior to Lin Xuan’s current possession.

But even without being a complete divine artifact, it still posed no problem against Zhong Laozui's sword gourd. Its power and sharpness were significantly greater.

However, what troubled Lin Xuan was that his opponent could regenerate after severing the sword.

Zhong Laozui suddenly clutched his hands, casting a sinister spell. A sizzling sound echoed as countless electric arcs, about the size of an arm, leaped from the surface of those fiery red immortal swords.

"Here it comes…"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he vaguely felt these electric arcs were familiar but couldn't recall them immediately.

A chill ran down his spine.

"Not good!"

Lin Xuan inwardly cursed. Although he hadn’t figured out their origin, they weren’t ordinary things. By the time he realized this, it was too late to dodge with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. The entire sky was soon filled with those dark black electric arcs.

The silver sword threads dimmed in comparison under their illumination.

Worse still, Lin Xuan felt a sudden lag in his mental connection with the sword threads. It was as if the flow of energy had been disrupted.

How could this be?

Lin Xuan's expression turned pale. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was his divine treasure, newly refined but imbued with the essence of the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring’s spirit. Its connection to him remained intact and even deeper than that with old monsters' divine treasures.

So why had their connection been disrupted?

Could it be…?

Lin Xuan's mind raced.

Ghostly Black Ink!

No, Ghostly Black Ink could indeed pollute a cultivator's treasure but couldn’t form lightning shapes. After searching through all his known techniques and divine treasures, only the legendary Illusory Yin Divine Thunder fit this description.

Illusory Yin Divine Thunder was a great technique wielded by ghostly demons renowned across the three realms. Its power was immense; it could corrupt cultivators or ancient devils' treasures once unleashed.

Fortunately, while there were countless experts in the Netherworld Realm, only a few powerful ghosts and demons could cast Illusory Yin Divine Thunder.

This wasn't just a technique one could learn by reading; it required some tools. According to legend, only divine treasures made from the "Illusory Yin Demon Flower," one of the three treasures of the Netherworld Realm, would possess such power.

The Illusory Yin Demon Flower was so precious that even the Arhats had searched for it across the Netherworld for ten thousand years, spending countless efforts to gather just 9,999 flowers. After refining them, they were incorporated into their divine boxes, and the resulting Illusory Yin Divine Thunder could corrupt even true immortals' divine treasures.

Nine thousand nine hundred ninety-nine seemed like a lot, but only the most exceptional Netherworld Arhat had such resources.

For other Netherworld ghosts, finding just one or two would be cause for celebration.

The subtlety of this divine thunder wasn't something Lin Xuan read about in a single book; he witnessed its power firsthand. His extensive knowledge left him greatly alarmed.
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However, despite the shock, Lin Xuan had to find a way to deal with the immediate danger before him.

The Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword was now tainted and its power had significantly diminished. Coupled with the fact that it couldn't change direction as smoothly, it naturally couldn't withstand the opponent's mystically precise sword葫芦.

A whistling sound filled his ears as the red light blazed. Lin Xuan was surrounded by several dozen long, sharp rays of light, and in a moment, he would be cut to pieces by these swords.

The old monster, Zhong Laozui, sneered. Although this young man was harder to deal with than most Spirit Cultivators at the same stage, his abilities were limited. How could a mere grain of light compare to the full moon?

It must be time for him to regret his actions!

He widened his eyes, hoping to see fear on Lin Xuan's face.

Since they were playing cat and mouse, he couldn't eliminate the opponent all at once; Lin Xuan's fear would only make this more enjoyable.

He was ready to savor it.

But even if his thoughts were sound, how could Lin Xuan let such an opportunity pass?

With a flash of movement, he unleashed Nine Heavens Micro-step. The space around him rippled as he vanished from sight.

Though the thousands of crimson divine swords had formidable power, their impact was no less than a storm. However, without a target, they were useless, and their fierce attack landed in empty air.

This left Zhong Laozui flabbergasted, his pupils constricting.

Instant teleportation?

No!

If it were just instant teleportation, how could this have worked? He couldn't have escaped from such an overwhelming barrage of attacks.

Unless the displacement contained a fragment of cosmic law.

But that was impossible. The opponent was merely a mid-stage Spirit Cultivator; even if he had some understanding of cosmic laws, he wouldn’t be able to use them so casually.

Was this guy really at the Spirit Cultivation stage?

Zhong Laozui was momentarily confused.

In expert combat, every millimeter counted, and such a flaw couldn't be overlooked by Lin Xuan. Although the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword was tainted, he had many treasures. Even without using them, his strength far surpassed that of other cultivators at the same stage.

With a loud shout, he raised his right fist and struck with a calm, unassuming force. In this realm, subtlety could be just as deadly as grandeur.

Zhong Laozui was shocked; the opponent had dual cultivation!

A saying goes that even a hundred precautions can fail once. Although the Spirit Demon Sect's cultivators knew this, they forgot to mention it.

In the sudden change of events, despite his formidable strength, Zhong Laozui couldn't dodge in time and hastily summoned a black shield from his sleeve.

This shield was only palm-sized at first, looking pitch-black. In its center, there was an intricately carved ghost face, though it looked fearsome, the craftsmanship was exquisite.

As the shield slid out, it expanded with the wind, growing several times larger, and the ghost face seemed to come alive, baring its teeth.

Zhong Laozui heaved a sigh of relief. This shield was one of his treasures; while not the strongest in terms of defense, its speed was unmatched.

It excelled at dealing with ambushes, and blocking an attack from a mid-stage Spirit Cultivator would be no problem.

Moreover, this young man's innate treasure was so formidable that he likely prioritized refining it over his body. Even if he had some physical cultivation, he wouldn't be very skilled.

These thoughts might have been correct, but applied to Lin Xuan, they were clearly inappropriate.

Thus, Zhong Laozui was destined for a major setback.

Boom!

What seemed like an ordinary punch caused the entire space to collapse. Only the point of impact was affected, but even that shield couldn't withstand it; a series of popping sounds filled his ears as the ghost face's teeth were knocked out and its light dimmed.

Lin Xuan wasn’t about to let this opportunity pass. With his rich experience in combat, he wouldn’t just stop with one punch.

He raised his left hand, curling his fingers into a claw that tore through the sky with a whistling sound.

With his movement, the black claws sliced through the heavens, leaving them in tatters.

Zhong Laozui's expression turned grim. He regretted it deeply but couldn't avoid the attack. The ghost face shield was torn apart by the claw, and he was now surrounded on all sides.

The hunter had become the hunted.

Just a moment ago, he wanted to play cat and mouse, but in an instant, he found himself passively defending.

His frustration was palpable, but more importantly, how could he extricate himself from this perilous situation?

A single mistake could cost him his life.

One wrong move, and everything would be lost. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile; even if it were the Heavenly Desolate Old Monster in Zhong Laozui’s position, he wouldn’t escape unscathed.

Before this thought fully formed, the result was clear. Zhong Laozui raised his right hand and waved his sleeve like a performer, seemingly releasing a cloud of gray mist…

The scene before him blurred slightly but then became clear again. The claw shadows had vanished.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan was stunned. He couldn’t quite grasp what happened in that moment, nor could he understand how the opponent neutralized his attack.

Could it be

Cosmic laws!

This was the only explanation Lin Xuan could think of at this moment. Apart from cosmic power, there was no way the opponent could have handled such a dangerous situation so easily.

Lin Xuan's expression became serious and tinged with worry. A true expert’s first move revealed their skill; this junior渡劫 cultivator wasn’t just boasting.

A mid-stage Spirit Cultivator couldn't achieve this level of mastery. If the opponent truly had the ability to freely manipulate cosmic laws, it would be a significant threat.

Great enemy!

No, more accurately, he was likely to lose in a one-on-one confrontation with such an opponent.

Lin Xuan's eyes showed concern, but only for a moment. He noticed that despite appearing unharmed, Zhong Laozui’s complexion had turned pale, and his aura had significantly weakened.

If his guess was correct, the move he just used must have come at a great cost—both in terms of spiritual energy and possibly his own life essence and other precious resources.

In other words, even if the opponent could manipulate cosmic laws, they couldn’t do so casually. The number of times and the high price made it a last-resort skill for survival.
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With this thought, Lin Xuan's heart suddenly felt much more at ease.

The Lesser Tribulation Period was an unknown genius who had established it. But ultimately, it was just a different path; it could not compare to true tribulation experts.

Occasionally, one might be able to mobilize the laws of heaven and earth, turning them into spirit refinement cultivators. A mere thread of such power would suffice to easily annihilate them. However, for Lin Xuan himself, the situation was vastly different.

Thoughts raced through his mind as he moved swiftly with his hands. His sleeves fluttered, emitting a burst of spiritual light, and a short sword about a foot long shot out from his sleeve. Its shape was entirely different from the previous Magic Bond Sword; this Sucking Spirit Sword was clearly another treasure.

A clear ringing filled the air as a magnificent and domineering aura emanated forth.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and infused all of his spiritual energy into the Sucking Spirit仙剑 in his hand.

Then, with a swift motion, he slashed down. With his action, sharp rays of light flashed out, and an overwhelming amount of spiritual qi surged from the sword, centered around Lin Xuan’s hand, radiating outward.

Four spirits—Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise—appeared in the dazzling spiritual light as thousands of tiny runes flickered. This spectacle made Old Master Zhong turn a deep red with anger.

At this point, it was too late to hide. Just as Lin Xuan had suspected, while he could mobilize the laws of heaven and earth, the price for doing so was enormous and not something one could use casually.

Damn!

A look of venom flashed in Old Monster’s eyes. He had been pushed to such a desperate situation by this spirit refinement cultivator.

In his fury, he flicked his waistband, and a banner flag appeared.

When this treasure was summoned, the air instantly filled with dark winds, and the howls of ghosts could be faintly heard.

No, not just howls; that voice was truly soul-stirring. If one’s willpower wasn’t strong enough, they might perish on the spot.

"Little fellow, let you see the power of my Ten Thousand Souls Banner!"

Ten Thousand Souls Banner?

It sounded familiar. It was similar to the primary treasure of the supreme demon ruler, Extreme Demon Sovereign, in the Netherworld when he first entered the cultivation world.

However, Extreme Demon Sovereign was merely a local tyrant in the mortal realm; how could he compare to this upper realm cultivator?

The Ten Thousand Souls Banner was just named similarly. As for its power, it was on an entirely different level.

Extreme Demon Sovereign’s treasure had sealed countless ordinary souls, with only twenty or so core formation and foundation establishment stage cultivators as primary souls.

Its power seemed terrifying at the time but was now nothing more than a joke. However, this Ten Thousand Souls Banner was different. Just by looking at its materials, it was extraordinary. The souls inside were not ordinary mortals; all of them were spirit refinement cultivators.

Moreover, there were tens of thousands of them. Among these, nearly a hundred were daoist level cultivators, and even some were spirits of spirit refinement stage cultivators.

As this unfolded, the dark winds grew thick, and heaven seemed to change color.

"Quickly!"

Old Monster pointed at the Ten Thousand Souls Banner above his head. As he did so, a greenish-black cloud emerged from the banner flag’s surface, rapidly expanding and enveloping Old Monster's figure. Instantly, bone-chilling cold winds blew, and the color of that cloud changed bizarrely.

One moment it was like a clear green pond, but in an instant, it turned pitch black as ink. In just a short while, it transformed into a grayish-white corpse cloud.

The heavy stench of death made one want to vomit, and faint figures could be seen moving inside. There were even sounds of iron chains dropping.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, but silver light shone in his eyes as the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes took effect. He saw clearly that there were three large mummified corpses.

On the left was a hunched figure holding a long spear, with grayish-white pupils, exuding a powerful aura.

On the right was another, wielding heavy weapons; both hands tightly gripping an enormous axe. Unlike ordinary zombies, this one’s muscles were bulging, making it seem incredibly strong.

But these weren’t the scariest.

In the middle, the zombie had skin that had turned a faint silver color and seemed to have some rune-like patterns.

He held no weapon but wore thick chains on his wrists, which produced the sound of dragging as they hit the ground. This was the one with the most intense corpse aura.

All three mummified corpses had exposed fangs. The entire process took only an instant, but in that moment, the four spirit images rushed forward to face them. Lin Xuan wondered how they would handle it.

The power of this Ten Thousand Souls Banner seemed far greater than he imagined. Curious and somewhat excited, Lin Xuan was taken aback by what happened next.

Facing the attack from the four spirit images, the three mummified corpses did not meet head-on but instead lunged forward, their corpse aura dissipating instantly.

Then, as the corpse aura reformed, they were no longer mummies but skeletons. Lin Xuan roughly counted a hundred and eight of them.

Seeing this, even with his vast experience, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be amazed.

Among the Three Realms, Netherworld’s techniques were the most mysterious and changeable. The ancients did not deceive me.

The hundred and eight skeletons immediately opened their mouths to gnash, producing a series of cracking sounds as they spat out demon flames.

These greenish flames added to the chilling effect of the dark winds, but their power was truly formidable. With so many, they formed a continuous front, filling half of the sky with ghastly green flames.

The four spirit images were powerful, but when confronted by this endless sea of demonic fire, they lost their momentum and quickly vanished.

"This..."

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in shock. He had known that the Ten Thousand Souls Banner was incredibly powerful, but he never expected his Sucking Spirit Sword to be unable to withstand it after just a moment.

Seeing the demon flames rushing towards him like a tidal wave, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. His body spun, and an egg-sized ball of flame emerged from his surface and shot forward.

The Five-Colored Crystal was Phantasmal Heavenly Fire.

Once detached from his body, it expanded with the wind, quickly transforming into a five-colored crystal light shield that enveloped Lin Xuan’s entire body.

Old Monster saw this scene, sneering. He cast a spell, and the green ghost flames surged even more fiercely, engulfing Lin Xuan in an instant.

"Haha, wrapped by these Ten Thousand Souls Ghost Flames, even true tribulation cultivators would shed layers of skin. Little fellow, will you not turn to ashes this time?"
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Old Monster Zhong's face was filled with murderous intent. Although Lin Xuan’s strength had not been fully tested after these few rounds, this boy clearly proved to be more difficult to deal with than he initially imagined.

This wasn't something that could be compared to an ordinary Spirit Dividing Realm existence.

Although he didn’t want to admit it verbally, at this stage of the battle, his inner self naturally harbored some reservations about Lin Xuan. If he could eliminate him, he wouldn’t dare hide any weaknesses.

After all, while it might feel satisfying to catch a mouse with a cat, if things went wrong, it could cost his life.

As an old fellow who had lived for over ten thousand years, the principle of not sitting under a hanging sword was well understood. At such a time, he wouldn’t risk acting on impulse just for temporary satisfaction.

Therefore, seeing the ghostly flames rip through like bamboo being split, he didn't hold back at all. Instead, his hands shot out, sending wave after wave of spells from his fingertips. His intent was clear: take advantage of his condition to end him here and now. The best outcome would be for Lin Xuan to turn into ashes.

But it wasn’t that easy. While the flames were indeed formidable, even repelling the Soul Devouring Sword, Lin Xuan still had full confidence in the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. Using fire to counteract fire, this divine technique never let him down before and he believed it would be no different this time.

However, despite his words, Lin Xuan didn’t dare become careless. He took a deep breath and poured all his magical power into the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

The protective barrier became even more dense, with five-colored glass-like layers shimmering faintly, revealing its mysterious and extraordinary nature.

Sss…

A sound like a snake’s tongue flickering entered his ears. In the next moment, Lin Xuan and his protective barrier were engulfed by the dark green ghost flames.

Compared to the surrounding ghost flames, Lin Xuan seemed too weak. The protection created by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was like a small boat in turbulent waves, always at risk of capsizing…

"Little fellow, why struggle? Struggling is futile. Surrendering and being refined into ashes will be much less painful."

The laughter echoed as Old Monster Zhong’s face showed his satisfaction. Lin Xuan was already enveloped by his ghost flames; there was no escape in any direction. Although the outcome wasn’t yet decided, the situation had become clear to him. He spoke with the tone of a victor.

"Is that so? You know resistance is useless. Why not surrender? Heaven has mercy on living things. If I’m in a good mood, maybe I’ll spare your life."

Despite being surrounded by intense flames, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. His words were like a skilled orator, as if he held the upper hand.

"You…!"

Old Monster Zhong was speechless and his face grew angrier with each passing moment. After several breaths, he finally managed to spit out some blood, which exploded into a bloody mist. The skeletons’ eyes glowed red, their faces showing joy as they greedily devoured the blood mist.

The ghost flames they emitted became even more striking, but what followed shocked Old Monster Zhong. Although the ghostly flames had increased in power and failed to break through the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire’s protection, something incredible happened: his ghost flames were absorbed into that multicolored light screen.

"How… How is this possible?"

Old Monster Zhong was both astonished and angry. If he hadn’t seen it with his own eyes, no one would have believed him. This ghostly flame was one of his trump cards, yet it had been so easily broken by the other party. It was nothing but incredible.

But Old Monster Zhong’s reaction was swift. A spell was cast, and the skeletons withdrew their ghost flames before rushing towards Lin Xuan. At the same time, he raised a hand, sending out a demon sword from his magic pouch toward Lin Xuan.

Both attacks were overwhelming, but Lin Xuan wasn’t easily defeated. The Nine Palaces Instant Sword had been tainted, but it was no ordinary treasure. A divine thought was sent forth, and electric sparks shot from the blade while flames erupted as well.

This was a trinity of ice, fire, and lightning attributes. Under its full power, the illusory Yin Spirit Lightning附着 on it was completely nullified, leaving the Nine Palaces Instant Sword intact.

Then he closed his hand.

Nine silver-luminous lotuses appeared.

Originally buds, they blossomed rapidly as they spun faster and faster, emitting dazzling sword energy that clashed with the demon sword from the magic pouch.

Old Monster Zhong was shocked. The illusory Yin Spirit Lightning had always been effective against tainted treasures, but even though his tainted treasure wasn’t completely useless, it would require re-cultivation in the丹田 to regain its full power. That the opponent’s immortal sword could ignore this was a mystery.

The sword energy emitted by the nine lotuses wasn’t实体, so they weren’t afraid of the illusory Yin Spirit Lightning's taint and fought fiercely without clear advantage.

Facing the hundred and eight skeletons, Lin Xuan flicked his hand, emitting light. A very ancient scroll appeared.

This scroll was over three meters long and slowly unfolded to reveal twelve peaks of varying sizes.

Unlike ordinary landscape paintings, these small mountains were not green and lush; instead, they stood tall and proud, with rugged rocks piercing the clouds. There wasn’t a single flower or tree on their surfaces, but flames could be seen burning there.

Volcanoes!

But they were different from typical volcanoes.

The most noticeable feature was some strange birds circling in the middle of these mountains. Their feathers were golden, and they had three legs, resembling the legendary Golden Birds to an extreme degree.

"What kind of treasure is this?"

Old Monster Zhong, with extensive knowledge, was still somewhat startled at that moment.

Before he could fully process his thoughts, Lin Xuan pointed a finger at the scroll. Instantly, red light flared up, and in the next flash, the twelve peaks were clearly visible.

They varied in height, with even the smallest reaching over a hundred meters. Each peak had its unique shape, exuding an imposing aura that spread around them.

But this wasn’t finished yet. The sound of countless firebirds the size of fists flew down from nine of these peaks.

Looking out, they didn’t completely block the sky, but there were still hundreds of them. Soon, they clashed with the skeletons.
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Golden Horse!

The legendary True Spirit.

Though it couldn't match the phoenix in the Hundred Birds, its power was still formidable. Especially this creature, which excelled at devouring demons and ghosts, making it a mortal enemy to most spirits.

Although this mountain golden sun painting didn’t have the full might of a true golden sun, since it contained the essence soul of one, it naturally inherited the True Spirit’s fondness for feasting on demons and ghosts.

In other words, that skull-piercing object was exactly what it needed. After their contact, within just a few rounds, the golden sun easily gained the upper hand.

Old Monster Zhong was truly both shocked and enraged. The Ten Thousand Souls Banner wasn’t something he had created; it was a treasure of his sect, but its malevolent energy was too intense for ordinary Spirit Cultivators to use without fear. He only dared to command this treasure after successfully advancing to the Lesser Transcendence Stage.

He originally intended to make an immediate breakthrough, but unexpectedly, his strange artifact was being held in check by the opponent’s.

Wasn’t there something wrong? Could a Spirit Cultivator at the One Spirit Stage really use such means?

Before he could even think this through, one of the twelve massive mountains suddenly emitted a flash of spirit light and vanished from sight.

The next moment, it appeared above his head, showing no mercy as it crashed down hard.

Old Monster Zhong was shocked to the core. Although his eyesight was exceptional, he had long recognized the extraordinary nature of these twelve green peaks, but he never imagined such a massive object could instantaneously teleport through space.

If hit by this, it wouldn’t be a laughing matter.

He tried to dodge with a step, only to find that the air around him suddenly became much more condensed. While not so severe as to paralyze him, escaping before the mountain fell on top of him was now nothing but a pipe dream.

Damn!

Old Monster Zhong was truly terrified and enraged. However, he couldn’t just sit idly by.

Staying in place without doing anything would be tantamount to waiting for death.

He waved his hands like a butterfly, emitting an astonishing spiritual pressure from his body as he did so.

A black light flashed above him, and a shadow of the golden sun appeared, towering at fifty or sixty feet high. It was a bizarre bird with six eyes and four wings, looking fearsome.

Secret Technique of Manifestation!

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. The strange bird appeared, flapping its four wings wildly, instantly creating a series of grayish hurricane winds that rose into the sky.

The scene was fierce, but it couldn’t lift the mountain. Thunderous sounds echoed as the mountain continued to crash down. Seeing no hope, the bird's six demonic eyes emitted intense light and swiftly flew up on its own.

Despite being over fifty feet long, compared to the mountain, it was still too small. While it might be an exaggeration to say it was like a tiny ant trying to shake a tree, in comparison, it was clearly outmatched.

It couldn’t fully support the falling mountain, but by flapping its wings as hard as possible, slowing down its descent wasn't too difficult.

Inmaster/expert/proficient player dueling, every millimeter counts. With this strange bird’s manifestation giving him that extra moment, Old Monster Zhong finally escaped.

However, just as he was about to vent his anger, a thunderous sound echoed in his ears. The strange bird couldn’t withstand the mountain and was crushed into powder.

Secret Technique of Manifestation was different from ordinary secret techniques; it was like a life-bound treasure weapon, connected directly to the cultivator's heart and mind.

Old Monster Zhong would suffer just as much if crushed into powder. He felt as though he had been struck by a massive hammer in his chest, unable to bear it any longer, spitting out blood.

Lin Xuan, seizing this opportunity, saw that the Mountain Golden Sun painting was successful. How could he abandon such a method? He raised his right hand and pointed at the mountain again.

As he moved, spatial ripples surged, and another mountain vanished from sight.

Not just one, but several in quick succession.

Seizing the moment when he was weakened, Lin Xuan aimed to finish Old Monster Zhong off. However, the other party wasn’t about to let him have it so easily.

Unfurling the Ten Thousand Souls Banner, dark winds surged forth. The hundred and eight skeletons gathered in the middle turned into three zombies.

Roar!

The sound echoed as the silver-skinned zombie swung its iron chain like a snake, sending firebirds retreating. For a moment, they were on the offensive, gaining the upper hand.

The other two zipped back to Old Monster Zhong’s side, their roars growing in volume and size by over a hundred times. One wielded an enormous axe while the other held a long spear, slashing forward with great force.

Boom!

The sky seemed cleaved into two halves by this strike.

Two crescent-shaped light blades emerged.

A thunderous explosion echoed as the two mountains were sliced in half.

Impressive!

Lin Xuan’s expression changed. While he didn’t mind the ghost fire emitted by the skeletons, the zombies they transformed into were truly formidable. He hadn’t anticipated such a level of power from them.

However, no matter how difficult it was to handle, Lin Xuan sighed and behind him, golden light flared as his nine heads and eighteen arms unleashed the ultimate technique of Lesser Heavenly Mandala, now called Nine Heavens Divine Net, even more powerful than before.

His figure grew larger, and various weapons appeared in his hands—swords, spears, halberds, and so on. He swung them with great ferocity, fighting the two zombies fiercely.

Old Monster Zhong was dumbfounded. Lin Xuan’s abilities were numerous and his divine powers formidable; he no longer dared to underestimate him. However, before he could think of a strategy, Lin Xuan raised his right hand again, revealing an ancient-looking spear.

This weapon was only about ten feet long but its appearance was extremely simple. A domineering aura rose up as Lin Xuan held the spear high and fiercely swung it downward.

A sizzling sound filled the air as a ferocious energy surged out, accompanied by countless runes flickering on the surface of the spear.

The cold light shone brightly, followed by crescent-shaped light blades emerging. The text was imprinted beside them, forming mysterious arcs like tiny magical arrays.

Jumping and changing shape, their movements were intricate and unpredictable, tearing through space. Old Monster Zhong was shocked to the core, his back already drenched in sweat. Facing such a terrifying attack, he felt as though a great calamity was about to befall him.

The One Spear of the Sea’s Impact was already fearsome enough.

Added to the suddenness of it, there were no ordinary means for him to counter it. Fortunately, he wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; he was a Lesser Transcendence Stage powerhouse. In this crisis, his sleeves flung forward, seemingly casual but containingforce of the law.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed as the light blade was completely nullified. The power of spatial laws truly was formidable. However, performing such a strike wasn’t easy for him either; it consumed immense amounts of magical energy and even some of his true essence. His face turned pale, showing clear signs of great fatigue.
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The danger was the only descriptor, but he had managed to evade the attack from Dǎohǎi Gē. Despite his disheveled state, he turned out unscathed.

However, at this moment, an unexpected change occurred. The air beside him began to ripple with strange fluctuations without any prior warning.

"Bad luck."

Old Master Zhong was alarmed but could not dodge in time. However, as a seasoned cultivator, he quickly twisted his body to the side.

His movements were swift, but a sudden warmth seared through his right chest, pierced by a black ray of energy barely thicker than a thumb. Blood gushed out instantly.

The ray was only an inch thick, yet its speed and force were astonishing—far beyond ordinary Five Elements spells.

Old Master Zhong turned to see another Lin Xuan materialize about a hundred feet away. The two looked almost identical except for the slightly darker skin tone of this one.

"An external manifestation!"

Old Master Zhong's expression was filled with venomous hatred as he stared in disbelief. This manifestation was also at the Spirit Refinement stage, which was too unbelievable.

Despite his extensive experience, Old Master Zhong never expected Lin Xuan’s manifestation to be so different from ordinary ones.

Seeing that the Black Spirit Drill failed to deliver a fatal blow, Lin Xuan did not rush to act. He waved his hand and the ancient book appeared. Then, with another arm movement, he summoned the Jīlěi Ancient Mirror. The two treasures combined, attacking the enemy from both sides along with his main body.

Old Master Zhong’s situation was dire. Facing just Lin Xuan himself was already overwhelming, let alone this manifestation that, though weaker, still far outmatched ordinary Spirit Refinement cultivators.

What made it worse was that the manifestation used a demonic cultivation technique, extremely refined and similar to ancient demons from another plane.

Meanwhile, his main body wielded the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art, occasionally supplementing with odd techniques from the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, making him hard-pressed to cope.

Damn!

If he had known how troublesome this Lin Xuan was, he would not have chosen a closed space for their battle. With allies nearby, he could call for help if things went wrong. But now, where could he seek assistance?

Old Master Zhong regretted his decision bitterly. However, there was no use lamenting now; he gritted his teeth and used all his skills to carve out a path through the combined attacks.

Despite his good intentions, reality was harsh. His situation grew worse with each passing moment. He was barely managing to keep up, and failure seemed inevitable.

Although he was at the Lesser Transcendence stage, having some understanding of the laws of nature, he dared not use his trump card—his mastery over those laws.

He had just suffered a significant setback.

Lin Xuan’s Black Spirit Drill wasn’t much, but it struck when Old Master Zhong's power was weakened. It nearly cost him everything.

If not for instinctively twisting to avoid the critical hit, the consequences would have been dire.

He dared not dwell on that thought.

However, luck could only last so long. He couldn't risk it and had no choice but to discard his trump card, focusing all his energy on battling Lin Xuan and his manifestation.

His attention was fully engaged, with no room for error.

The goal was simply to avoid any mistakes.

Logically, this approach made sense.

But as Lin Xuan watched, a sneer played at the corners of his mouth. This was exactly what he wanted.

Boom!

Old Master Zhong used all his strength to deflect another attack from Lin Xuan. However, a sizzling sound reached his ears as several thick bolts of lightning flew past him. The Jīlěi Ancient Mirror was one of the Heaven’s Treasures and its power was formidable. He tried to find a way to counter it.

Suddenly, he felt a sting in his arm. Looking down amidst his frantic movements, he saw a small black-red bee hovering before him. Its body had countless silver spots, with blood-red eyes that exuded viciousness.

He paid little attention.

Though unsure of the source of this demon bee, such creatures usually required significant numbers to be feared by high-ranking cultivators. A single one posed no threat.

So he glanced at it, flicked his finger, and a sword energy shot out, sending the demon bee flying. He then raised his head to prepare another powerful technique against the terrifying electric snakes.

However, just as he was distracted, an unimaginable pain erupted where the demon bee had stung him. At his level, losing a limb or hand wasn’t much of a concern, but this pain was unbearable.

The agony was worse than soul-sucking torture.

Old Master Zhong howled like a pig in excruciating pain.

In such a high-stakes battle, any distraction could cost him dearly.

But the electric snakes showed no mercy. They lunged forward, sizzling…

Electricity crackled as Old Master Zhong was enveloped by thick arcs of lightning. His protective qi shield was torn apart, and he looked in agony. While he might not die from this, severe injuries were inevitable.

His appearance was utterly disheveled—his hair and beard standing on end like a porcupine.

But the crisis wasn’t over yet. Seizing his momentary distraction, dozens of silver light points suddenly bloomed like flowers.

It was the Jade Net Bees!

This time, there weren’t just one but several dozen. They climbed onto Old Master Zhong’s body in an instant.

"Ahh!"

The pain from a single sting was unbearable; with multiple stings, he couldn’t endure it. His howls echoed far and wide, more painful than any pig’s scream.

But the worst wasn’t over yet. Old Master Zhong’s face showed sheer terror as he felt his lifespan rapidly draining away.

Time Poison!

Old Master Zhong recalled an ancient legend and panicked.

He took deep breaths and began to mobilize his qi to resist the Time Poison.

His withered skin started to recover visibly, but how could he face Lin Xuan and his manifestation now? In a moment, he was on the brink of death.

But even as time poison ravaged him, he would still die.

Old Master Zhong’s expression turned full of hatred. With a loud crash, his physical body disintegrated into powder, and his essence quickly escaped. It was a difficult choice, but it was his only option.
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Finally, even if his physical body was gone, he could still possess another's soul. But once the essence infant perished, it would truly be irreparable.

The battle had reached this stage, and Old Monster Zhong was long since ready to give up on any hope of survival. He could only hope for a comeback in the future when he could retaliate against Lin Xuan.

His heart was filled with resentment, but he knew clearly that now he was at a disadvantage. The pressing matter was how to preserve his life. With both hands clenching, spatial ripples surged as his essence infant began to use instantaneous teleportation.

Of course, at this level of strength, the essence infant's teleportation far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators; it already containedlaw force (law-like power).

Despite the immense cost in driving the laws of heaven and earth, he could not afford to hesitate. There was a time for everything, and his current priority was to preserve his life. Other losses or future troubles were secondary compared to the imminent threat of death.

The laws of heaven and earth were unpredictable when used offensively, possessing thunderous power. But they also had infinite uses in defense. If it were any other Spirit Cultivator at the Focused Spirit stage, he might just watch helplessly. However, Lin Xuan was no ordinary person; he had faced Tiaomu before, even if only one of its manifestations, and that was a trueTranscendence Stage (Transcendence Stage) cultivator.

Although Lin Xuan was outmatched in combat, the experience from their battles was invaluable to him. At the Focused Spirit stage, he could already touch upon the laws of heaven and earth, and his comprehension was unparalleled. How could he not gain some insights from battling Tiaomu to the death?

The opponent's use of law-like power presented a greater challenge for Lin Xuan but was still within reach if he chose to incorporate it into his techniques.

This single punch did not carry any fiery essence; however, it contained the laws that Lin Xuan had comprehended. Compared to Old Monster Zhong’s understanding, there might be a slight gap.

But what mattered? With his body already sacrificed and only an essence infant fleeing in panic, how could the essence infant's power compare to Lin Xuan's full-bodied strength? The laws of heaven and earth required a carrier; without it, their power was like rootless weeds.

Moreover, Lin Xuan’s goal was not to defeat but merely to disrupt his opponent's instantaneous teleportation. With the advantage in timing, achieving this objective was relatively easy.

Sizzle...

The two sets of laws of heaven and earth clashed mid-air, creating a whirlwind of energy. The sounds of the world seemed to vanish as an overwhelming sense of pressure arose, making one feel extremely uncomfortable.

Though indescribable, the process lasted only a moment.

Boom!

Spatial ripples surged as Old Monster Zhong's essence infant stumbled backward, its face filled with panic, and it tumbled away.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. This outcome was expected. Even before he could act, his manifestation had already rushed forward.

The inner manifestation controlled by the second essence infant was one with Lin Xuan; they were two aspects of the same entity. Their thoughts were shared, not just in a heart-to-heart sense but as if they were one mind.

Thus, the precise timing of this attack was perfect. He opened his mouth and expelled a thin stream of blue flames.

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire!

This time, it wasn't the five-colored crystal, but a vast sea of azure light. The radiance resembled that of ice that never melted; just by looking at it, one could feel the frigidness that seemed to freeze space itself.

The speed was incredible, and he chose the moment when the essence infant's old strength had waned while new energy hadn't yet formed.

Sizzle...

It struck precisely on the essence infant's chest. Soon, it began to spread rapidly, completely freezing the tiny essence infant inside.

The entire process seemed complex but took only a brief moment. The essence infant’s face still showed signs of terror through the transparentMystic Ice (black ice). Lin Xuan cast several more spells, solidifying the azure ice with the power of Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire. There was no need to add any prohibitive talismans.

Lin Xuan chose to freeze rather than destroy because he wasn't merciful or soft-hearted. His nature didn’t allow him to show leniency towards enemies; the harshness of the cultivation world was well understood by Lin Xuan, andWoman's Mercy (woman's kindness) was a mistake he would never make.

However, capturing Old Monster Zhong alive offered greater benefits than destroying him. Lin Xuan had his reasons for doing so.

He swept his sleeve over the scattered rocks on the ground, revealing a storage bag with an ancient design. Satisfied, Lin Xuan knew that despite the physical body being reduced to ashes, this storage bag must have survived.

The opponent had hidden it among the rubble, intending to retrieve it later; there were likely many treasures inside. Now, they belonged to him.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate and placed them in his embrace. He then looked up and saw two items floating about a hundred feet away.

On the left was a redGourd (flask), while on the right, a banner flag was enveloped by heavyYin Qi (dark energy). Without its master’s power to drive it, the Linggui Sect's treasure could no longer manifest its abilities. The threeRefined Corpse (refined corpses) had turned into dark energy and returned to the banner.

With his high-level discernment, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be impressed. Descriptions fell short of the experience; he had endured much from these two treasures in their battle. Now that the enemy was captured, they naturally belonged to him.

There was no reason to hesitate. Lin Xuan swept his sleeve and retrieved both items, carefully examining them with a delighted expression on his face.

Of course, he couldn’t use them now. He needed to first erase the opponent's mental imprint and then re-sacrifice them using his essence fire.

This wasn't difficult for Lin Xuan, but there was no time for that at present. With one hand holding the frozen essence infant, he released his consciousness and quickly found a command talisman in Old Monster Zhong’s storage bag.
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A gentle flick sent a beam of red light shooting out from the command talisman.

Pfft…

A soft sound echoed as the red light streaked into an unremarkable spot in mid-air. Instantly, ripples began to ripple through space, as if a chunk had been dissolved away. A passage several feet wide appeared before his eyes.

Lin Xuan didn't waste any time and flew out immediately.

"Who are you? How did you end up here? Where is … Master Zhong?"

Just as he emerged, he heard a startled cry. The voice sounded familiar to Lin Xuan, who was momentarily taken aback. He looked up.

Before him stood over a hundred cultivators densely packed together.

All of them were above the Profound Void stage, and several even scattered among them were old monsters at the Spirit Cultivation stage. Leading them was an elderly man with silver hair, his face filled with shock as if he had seen a ghost.

The expressions of those around him mirrored his own.

Their eyes widened to the point where they could swallow duck eggs, their mouths agape in astonishment.

"How can you still be alive? Didn't you disperse your soul and spirit?"

The elderly man's face was filled with bitterness. He already had some inkling but refused to believe it. Master Zhong was a cultivator at the Lesser Transcendation stage, a full level higher than Lin Xuan. He had insights into the laws of nature. How could such an existence possibly fall to Lin Xuan?

Despite his reluctance to accept this, the voice in his heart kept reminding him that a cultivator at the Lesser Transcendation stage might not be stronger than Lin Xuan.

"Disperse your soul and spirit? Haha, do you think just an old freak like Master Zhong can handle me?"

Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed. He knew exactly what they were relying on now.

"You really saw Master Zhong? Where is he then?"

Beside him, a robed elderly man with black robes was visibly terrified. At this point, he could no longer hold back.

The other cultivators held their breaths. They had originally planned to praise and flatter the old freak after he emerged but were met with such an outcome. Their expressions were beyond ugly; they were in sheer terror.

What was once a solid foundation suddenly crumbled. Losing their main support, it felt like falling from heaven into hell.

"Old freak Master Zhong?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a strange expression. He wanted this result and wouldn't waste any more time.

"Are you talking about him?"

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, sending out a blue light that shot out.

The light condensed into an ice sculpture the size of an inch.

No, it wasn’t just an ice sculpture; it was a true元婴, sealed inside by great power. It looked lifelike and vivid.

"Master Zhong!"

The elderly man with silver hair's pupils constricted as he rubbed his eyes hard, afraid of having misjudged. But the features, the eyebrows, could only belong to Master Zhong.

Just moments ago, this cultivator was at the peak of arrogance, the most talented figure in their sect for thousands of years, a powerhouse at the Lesser Transcendation stage. Now, his physical body had been completely erased, leaving behind a solitary元婴 frozen solid.

Such an outcome was no less devastating than soul dispersal.

Desperate and helpless!

This was the main headquarters of the Spirit Ghost Sect, with over ten thousand cultivators. The high-stage cultivators here numbered nearly a hundred.

But Lin Xuan was alone in this tiger's den.

Logically speaking, who was stronger or weaker should be obvious.

However, it was the supposedly weaker side, Lin Xuan, who now wore an arrogant expression while the Spirit Ghost Sect cultivators had no fighting spirit at all. Some were pale as death, others darted their eyes around, trying to avoid eye contact, unsure what they were thinking.

Even more disturbingly, "Giggle giggle giggle" sounds reached his ears. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over and found the person shivering violently, trembling like a leaf.

Though there were many, they were mere hangers-on.

Well, that was not quite right; facing Lin Xuan, the Spirit Ghost Sect cultivators had no fighting spirit. This battle was unwinnable from the start.

But everyone was like this?

Not necessarily!

The Spirit Ghost Sect traced its origins back to ancient times and was the largest sect in Bai Fan County.

Such a powerful force couldn't lack loyalists.

Take the elderly man with silver hair, for instance. Although he knew Lin Xuan was formidable and had even hoped that Master Zhong would succeed against him, he could never abandon his sect and run away.

He vowed to die alongside his sect!

"Brothers, don’t be afraid. This is our main headquarters, filled with countless traps and prohibitions. The power of the protective array far surpasses any temporary Spirit Ghost Five Elements Formation we can set up. Our sect has over ten thousand people at its disposal. We can wear him down until he dies. As long as we work together, we will definitely defeat that little Lin … Brother Ma, what are you doing?"

Before he could finish speaking, his tone turned to shock and anger.

Lin Xuan was equally stunned. He had been listening to the elderly man's encouraging words for fellow sect members with caution. How could he not know about the saying "many ants can bite an elephant"? The Spirit Ghost Sect main headquarters was indeed a tiger's den. If they were truly united, even with Brother Long and the elite disciples brought by their sect, it would still be insufficient.

He hadn't expected such loyal cultivators to remain after Master Zhong's fall. Lin Xuan admired them but from his opposing perspective, this elderly man had to die.

Otherwise, if he rallied enough morale, his original plan would turn into a mirage.

This was something Lin Xuan absolutely couldn't tolerate.

Given his nature, he wasn't one to dawdle. He intended to use great power to eliminate the elderly man but someone else beat him to it.

Lin Xuan had come alone, so the attacker couldn't be from Cloud Concealment Sect; it must be a Spirit Ghost Sect disciple. This outcome left Lin Xuan in shock, so he paused his actions and decided to observe before making a decision.
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"Master Ma, what are you doing?"

The silver-haired elder turned his head, his beard and hair standing out in disarray. His expression was terrifying to behold; the redness of his eyes could barely describe it.

Drip, drip—his blood flowed down his robe.

A dagger had pierced through his left chest, stabbing right into his heart, but he seemed not to feel any pain at all. He stared intently at the old man in black robes before him, showing both fear and anger on his face. Yet beneath that fear and anger was something even more unbelievable.

Though there were many senior elders of the Spirit Ghost Sect, this particular junior disciple had been his closest friend. But now, could it be that he was stabbing a dagger into his back?

"Why? Why are you doing this to me?"

A voice like a cuckoo's lament echoed in his ears as if his heart had been stabbed with a sharp blade, surely leading to his death. Yet right now, he couldn't afford to think about anything else; his eyes bulged out, ignoring the gushing blood from his wounds, just wanting to know why this person was doing such a thing.

Otherwise, he would die with unresolved questions.

After stabbing his fellow sect member and retreating over a hundred feet away, Master Ma immediately raised his own innate treasure, showing extreme caution as if fearing an ambush by the silver-haired elder. After all, he had been caught off guard.

But things didn't go according to his expectations. The other party was severely injured but did not rush to retaliate like an enemy; instead, they asked for a reason behind their actions.

What a fool!

Master Ma's expression turned smug as he said with a sneer: "Senior Brother, why ask something you already know? I only wanted to prevent our sect from falling into your hands."

"Falling into my hands?"

The silver-haired elder was both angry and frustrated. He had devoted himself entirely to the Spirit Ghost Sect, even risking his life for it, but now he was unjustly accused, almost to the point of losing his breath.

But this other party showed no shame; instead, they wore a righteous expression:

"Correct. I am willing to bear the blame for harming my fellow sect members, all in the name of our sect's survival. Senior Lin's abilities are well known to you, senior brother. Old Monster Zhong is already dead, and if we don't change our ways, our sect will surely fall into ruin. What else would be a greater sin than that?"

"Humph! If it were like this, then I am the one who doesn't understand the situation, always dragging down the sect?"

Seeing such shamelessness, the silver-haired elder was filled with anger and resentment in his eyes. But the man in black robes ignored him: "I didn't say anything of the sort. As they say, there's no escape from a deep-sea abyss; if senior brother can now see the light, it's not too late."

"See the light? How do you want me to see the light? According to your wishes, where should our sect go?"

"What path should we take? It is clear which way to go."

The voice of the man in black robes sounded like a smile. But then his expression turned fawning as he knelt and bowed before Lin Xuan with utmost respect: "Senior Lin's divine techniques are unparalleled; your might shakes the spirit realm. We were foolish not to recognize your greatness, opposing you. Our sins are unforgivable. Please accept our submission; we will make amends in the future. The Spirit Ghost Sect is willing to submit and become a subordinate force under your sect, always ready to follow your commands without hesitation."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was surprised by such an offer. As they say, killing one thousand enemies could cost eight hundred lives. In terms of strength, even if he didn't count himself, the Spirit Ghost Sect's power far exceeded that of Cloud Concealment Sect. Even though their morale had been shattered, there were still some loyal cultivators who remained true to the sect. Though not many, they would surely cause trouble if forced into a corner.

Moreover, even if his side won with overwhelming force, what benefit could he gain from the disintegration of the Spirit Ghost Sect? It was pointless to harm others without personal gain.

But if they were willing to submit, that was different. His sect gained an unexpected ally, and their strength would increase exponentially. Although Lin Xuan had declined the position of Grand Elder, his reputation and power meant that both the young man with the dragon name and the girl with the silver eyes looked up to him.

The Cloud Concealment Sect's power was a boon for Lin Xuan. He wouldn't reject such an offer.

But on the surface, he still maintained a composed expression: "You want to submit?"

"Yes, we were at fault earlier. We failed to recognize your greatness and dared to provoke you. Please accept our submission; in the future, we can make amends."

The man in black robes spoke cautiously, constantly checking Lin Xuan's reaction.

He had been so intimidated by Lin Xuan that he lacked the courage to run away, leading him to resort to such a desperate plan. Although this was shameless and his sect would have a harder time after submitting to Cloud Concealment Sect, it was worth everything as long as they could survive.

Lin Xuan heard this with great joy on the inside but maintained an expression of contemplation.

The silver-haired elder watched from the side, nearly choking in frustration. Such shamelessness and betrayal! If he followed what the man in black robes said, the Spirit Ghost Sect's millions of years of legacy would end here. How could they face their ancestors in the Netherworld?

"Utter shamelessness; I will fight you to the death."

The silver-haired elder roared with anger. He was already severely injured, and his heart had been pierced through. If he were a mere mortal, he would have died instantly. As an immortal, he could only delay his demise for a short while. But now, driven by desperation, he revealed the truth.

With a loud shout, his fingers curled like claws as he lunged at the man in black robes.

Normally, if another Spirit Realm cultivator were to face him, they would have withdrawn their essence soul, but he didn't make that choice. He was determined to die with that despicable person, no matter what.

Though severely injured, his actions were swift and deadly, faster than a bolt of lightning. The man in black robes had always been on guard but never expected such speed from the other party. By the time he realized the danger, it was too late. He saw Lin Xuan's head ramming towards him with force.

If hit, both their heads would surely shatter like ripe melons. But there was nowhere for him to escape.

"My life is over."

The man in black robes showed fear in his eyes; now he had no place to hide and could only close his eyes and await death.
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However, just then, a sharp voice echoed in his ears:

"Take it!"

Before the words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan caught a glimpse of a bright object flashing through the air from the corner of his eye. Instantly, countless dazzling rays of light erupted into the void.

Like lightning slicing through the sky, the next moment saw a silver-haired old man dismembered in a shower of blood.

Only Lin Xuan could have such power to turn the tide in an instant. Without hesitation, it was him who acted.

Indeed, he had intended to swallow Lingyun Sect with his own strength, and now that this robe-clad cultivator offered himself up, Lin Xuan was overjoyed at the opportunity. There was no reason to let it slip away.

Though he disapproved of the man's character, in such a situation, the choice made by the robe-clad cultivator greatly benefited him. Therefore, Lin Xuan could not watch as this man perished and had to save him.

A great leader must not act based on personal preferences but should seize every favorable option available.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan acted without any hesitation or uncertainty.

The silver-haired old man died with his eyes wide open. For him, there was no mercy from Lin Xuan; both his body and his essence were torn apart.

"Thank you, Senior for saving my life."

The robe-clad cultivator, having narrowly escaped death, was drenched in cold sweat, overwhelmed by the danger he had just faced. He also felt relieved that his choice had been correct. Thus, this shameless fellow prostrated himself before Lin Xuan as a sign of gratitude.

Though his character might be questionable, his judgment was sharp. At this point, he had no other choices but to cling to Lin Xuan's leg if he wanted any chance at a better future.

Seeing the silver-haired old man's gruesome death and the robe-clad cultivator's flattery, the other cultivators of Lingyun Sect finally made their choice.

They exchanged glances before bowing down to Lin Xuan.

"Senior, your power is unmatched. Your might shakes the spirit realm."

"We sincerely submit ourselves to you, Senior. We will follow your every command, no matter how perilous it may be."

Flattery poured in as a long-lived cultivator like Lin Xuan did not mind putting on a show of humility. After this battle, their future was entirely in his hands. They had to do everything possible to please him.

Lin Xuan never expected such an outcome. He had planned to decimate Lingyun Sect with his own strength and then let the dragon-named youth and his hundred elite disciples handle the aftermath when morale was low. If things went smoothly, he might have subdued the sect.

However, the sect would suffer heavy losses, and even if it became a subordinate force of his own sect, its contributions would be greatly diminished.

Now, with Lingyun Sect mostly intact except for some casualties in Tianyan Mountain, their submission would be a great boon to both Lin Xuan and the Drifting Cloud Valley Sect.

With this in mind, how could he not be delighted?

Yet, his face showed signs of contemplation, causing the hundred cultivators before him to feel uneasy. Their flattery diminished.

After a moment:

"Are you seeking submission so I can forgive your sins?"

"Yes, Senior. Please have mercy and let us make amends."

The voice of the robe-clad cultivator was cautious.

"A make-up is acceptable, but how do I know you are sincere and not just going to turn on me again?" Lin Xuan's expression remained indifferent.

The more he seemed unconcerned, the more anxious the cultivators became. They had no choice at this point; resistance was futile. Once they showed their submission, their fellow sect members' morale would plummet, making any further rebellion pointless and suicidal.

Running away was also impossible. They had witnessed Lin Xuan's formidable power firsthand. Attempting to escape in front of him would be like an old man hanging himself out of spite—silly and dangerous.

In other words, submitting to Lin Xuan was their only option.

Seeing his doubt, each cultivator showed signs of worry and urgency on their faces.

"Senior, you are overthinking this. We are sincere in our submission."

"Yes, Senior. Your power is unmatched. Even if we had the胆子, we would never dare deceive you."

Various voices echoed, but Lin Xuan remained unmoved. Only when the noise subsided did he state his position:

"Words alone are not enough to convince me of your sincerity."

"What do you want us to do?"

The voice of the robe-clad cultivator was hesitant, and the other cultivators looked equally alarmed.

"It's simple."

Lin Xuan smiled coldly. He had long made up his mind on this matter.

"Words alone are not enough; I need action to believe in your sincerity."

Before the words were fully spoken, he waved his sleeve, and a black wooden token flew out: "This item is familiar to all of you. Hand over one soul and one essence, and I will no longer doubt your sincerity."

"Seal Soul Technique!"

A voice cried out from the crowd as a bright light surged behind someone in white robes. Lin Xuan looked on as this man was Lingyun Sect's senior elder.

Seeing that things were hopeless, he lacked the courage to meet his end like the silver-haired old man. However, submitting to Lin Xuan was also not something he wanted to do. He had merely gone along with the others out of pretense. He had planned to escape once this crisis passed. As the saying goes: if you can't avoid it, you can hide from it. He would find a remote mountain and disappear. The spirit realm is vast; Lin Xuan's abilities could not reach everywhere.

However, his plan was doomed to fail. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless experiences had taught him that such tricks were easily seen through.

He ignored the天花乱坠 (flowery talk) and demanded their souls and essences. How could they just hand over their souls? Once ensnared by the Seal Soul Technique, they would be forever bound, with no way to resist or escape.

After so many years of struggle, he had finally reached the realm of Spirit Formation. Even if his path was fraught with challenges, he still had tens of thousands of years left and could live freely anywhere. He did not want to be driven by Lin Xuan. Seeing that further deception was impossible, this fellow made a decisive move, trying to escape!
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One, the situation arose suddenly, and perhaps the opponent might be slower to react due to their shock.

Two, he was well aware of his own strength. While other techniques were not discussed, he had some understanding of his evasion speed.

Though he didn't dare say it with 100% certainty, he preferred to risk everything rather than be driven by someone else.

If he won, the future would be bright and free; this was much better than staying in the Spirit Ghost Sect. If he lost, he would merely fall, as everyone had their own choices, but he refused to give up his soul no matter what.

Seeing Lin Xuan's eyes flash with sharpness, he sighed softly without any further action, just flicking his sleeves.

Silently and swiftly, a burst of multicolored spiritual light emerged.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire!

It transformed into a fiery line, chasing after the target at an incredible speed.

Inwardly, Lin Xuan understood the opponent's choice, but this authority had to be established. Otherwise, other cultivators might follow suit, and the entire Spirit Ghost Sect would collapse like a fallen tree.

This was something Lin Xuan did not want to see.

The path of immortals was arduous. Although he wasn't cruel or fond of killing, he knew that sometimes one had to be ruthless when necessary.

Indecision wouldn't allow him to stand in the cultivation world, and being overly merciful was foolish beyond measure.

Such errors were ones Lin Xuan would not make.

As for using Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire on his first move, it was due to careful consideration. Indeed, his strength far surpassed that of other cultivators at his level, but outright killing wasn't easy. Moreover, the opponent was currently fully on guard.

Only a few techniques could guarantee a one-hit kill, and without any treasure items, Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire was the only option.

Thus, Lin Xuan used it without hesitation.

Now, his goal extended beyond just establishing authority; he wanted to intimidate everyone. He believed that many others like the robed cultivator were looking for opportunities to exploit the situation. By making them submit to his Soul Suppressing Technique, he could preserve the strength of the Spirit Ghost Sect as much as possible.

In other words, he needed to scare some sense into them.

And Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire, being Lin Xuan's trump card, did not disappoint. The robed cultivator’s screams filled the air as he tried to flee while using his defensive treasure item.

However, it was useless. If this had happened a hundred years ago, perhaps it could have slowed Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire down, but now, with a thread of primordial Yin energy infused into it, its power had increased significantly. The defensive treasure item was rendered worthless and instantly reduced to mere iron. The robed cultivator fared no better; his protective spiritual light was ignited, and he rolled around in flames, crying out in agony until both his body and spirit were reduced to ash.

Sss...

The process might seem complex, but it took only a moment.

The Spirit Ghost Sect cultivators witnessed this with wide eyes and gulped. They felt immense relief.

The robed old man had no other choice; among the more than a hundred people, most shared the same strategy as the fallen one: first feigning compliance with Lin Xuan, then finding a hidden place to escape later.

When Lin Xuan took out his Soul Suppressing Token, many cultivators began to lose heart and looked around to flee. However, either they were too slow or their resolve was not strong enough, leaving them in doubt about what to do next.

Inaction in critical moments often led to chaos, but this time, the opposite occurred.

The most decisive robed cultivator had already perished, while those who moved just a step ahead of him still lived.

Many hearts were filled with relief and cold sweat. Regardless, Lin Xuan's terrifying presence was etched deeply into their minds, leaving no room for resistance.

At this moment, Lin Xuan’s voice echoed: "How is it that you all want to submit to me but only talk the talk? Once you need to hand over your souls, you try to delay and dodge. Are you playing with me?"

Lin Xuan's tone was filled with anger, as if he intended to act at any moment.

The cultivators exchanged glances, seeing fear in each other’s eyes. Lin Xuan had already made a good example; no one dared to run now.

But handing over their souls...

Lin Xuan observed their reactions and his expression darkened. He would need to employ some tactics to get them to comply.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan was about to act when a familiar voice interrupted: "Senior, you're overthinking this. Besides a few reckless individuals, how could we dare deceive you? What I said comes from the bottom of my heart; here is my soul."

Lin Xuan turned to see the robed elder, who wore a servile expression. Before he finished speaking, he actually spat out two light points.

They were indeed souls, which were then absorbed by the Soul Suppressing Token.

Satisfied with this, Lin Xuan said, "Good. You will succeed me as the Grand Elder of the Spirit Ghost Sect."

"Thank you, senior. I will risk my life to repay your kindness," the robed elder exclaimed in joy.

The robed elder was taken aback but then showed great delight. Such benefits were unexpected for him; although he would have to follow Lin Xuan's every command, being the Grand Elder of the Spirit Ghost Sect might make his life better than before.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with barely noticeable disgust.

He despised this man's character, but at this moment, such a person was useful. With the Soul Suppressing Technique, he didn't fear any betrayal or schemes against himself.

With someone leading and reaping great benefits, the Spirit Ghost Sect cultivators, though still resistant, no longer wanted to fall behind.

Wasn’t it true?

The path of deceit and escape had failed.

Resistance led only to death.

After so much effort, they had reached this point in their cultivation journey. Who would willingly return to the underworld? There was a saying: better to live poorly than die well. Even if being driven by others was not ideal, it was their only choice.

Acting quickly might bring benefits.

Understanding this, the cultivators no longer hesitated. As they said, true men could bend and stretch; though the Soul Suppressing Technique was terrifying, there were countless wonders in the cultivation world. They might still have a chance to be freed from it.

Though such thoughts were mostly self-consolation, the cultivators eagerly handed over their souls. The deadlock that had troubled Lin Xuan earlier was now easily resolved.
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"Haha, junior disciple truly deserves admiration. With just one person, you managed to bring the Spirit Ghost Sect under your control, such a display of power and authority! It seems even legendary experts at the Tribulation Transcendence stage wouldn't be any better."

Lin Xuan stood side by side with the龙姓少年 (Dragon Surname Youth), who was marveling at his abilities. However, Dragon Surname Youth wasn’t just flattering him; he genuinely admired Lin Xuan. Initially, he had waited for news from Lin Xuan at their agreed meeting point, but as time passed and no word came, a hint of worry began to form in his heart.

The Spirit Ghost Sect was not weak; it was an extraordinary force inherited from ancient times. Although Lin Xuan was impressive, venturing alone into such perilous territory might still be risky.

Was the decision made too hastily?

If something happened to Lin Xuan, how could he explain this to his senior sister?

With these thoughts in mind, Dragon Surname Youth had planned to send people to secretly assist Lin Xuan. But then, right at that moment, he received a transmission talisman from junior disciple Lin.

Upon reading it, Dragon Surname Youth almost thought he was going mad. While the statement might have been exaggerated, the content of the transmission was truly outrageous.

Had he misunderstood? Junior disciple Lin claimed to have brought the Spirit Ghost Sect under his control alone?

This… could that be possible?

The sect had tens of thousands of disciples and countless extraordinary techniques; how could one person conquer it all by himself?

To be honest, even if a Tribulation Transcendence expert tried, the outcome would still be uncertain. Junior disciple Lin was clearly exaggerating.

However, Dragon Surname Youth knew Lin Xuan’s character well—never someone to speak falsely or boast. If he hadn’t achieved such an outcome, there would have been no way he would claim it in a transmission talisman.

Thus, with excitement and skepticism, anticipation and anxiety, he led his people to the Spirit Ghost Sect. Former enemies were now treated like honored guests, and after further inquiry, they indeed found that Lin Xuan had become the sect’s leader.

Dragon Surname Youth was overjoyed. After understanding what happened, he regarded Lin Xuan as a demigod. A junior Tribulation Transcender could defeat such formidable opponents; one person subduing an entire sect—this made him an outstanding hero!

So now, his words to Lin Xuan were sincere, not mere flattery.

"Ha ha, Senior Brother is too generous in your praise. Such a conclusion was something I hadn’t anticipated either. Ultimately, it’s all due to luck. To say that junior disciple can match Tribulation Transcendence experts is far too harsh on me."

Lin Xuan waved his hand and spoke lightly. With such power and experiences, he had long since become indifferent to honor or disgrace. Moreover, he knew his own strength; while formidable in the same rank, there was still a gap when compared to true Tribulation Transcenders.

On the path of cultivation, pride would only bring disaster. Lin Xuan wouldn’t be so foolish.

Victory without arrogance, defeat without despair.

Dragon Surname Youth secretly admired him even more, feeling fortunate for his foresight in recruiting Lin Xuan into their sect. Otherwise, they might not have achieved such prominence today.

Moreover, this was far from over; he was confident that Lin Xuan would reach the Tribulation Transcendence stage soon. Once that happened, their sect would rise to become a superpower in the Dragon Realm.

After all, junior disciple Lin wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; his current achievements were remarkable. With time, who said he couldn’t become a top-tier existence like Sovereign Dragon?

With these thoughts, Dragon Surname Youth felt his blood boil and grew even more attached to Lin Xuan, determined to secure him at their sect no matter the cost.

This was the only concern. Such an outstanding cultivator would be fiercely sought after by any sect.

Fortunately, although junior disciple Lin had joined late, he showed deep loyalty to their sect. Compared to other superpowers, securing his allegiance with such a powerful force was indeed challenging.

Thinking this way, Dragon Surname Youth felt both relieved and anxious, but outwardly, he showed no emotion. He chatted with Lin Xuan for a while before they flew towards the depths of the Spirit Ghost Sect together.

A few days later, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and left. Although it was reasonable to have many tasks to handle after subduing the sect, as a hardworking cultivator, he had no interest in such trivial matters. He handed them over to Dragon Surname Youth.

Although there were still several senior elders at the Spirit Ghost Sect, other cultivators far outnumbered those of Cloud Concealment Sect, it mattered little. The high-ranking cultivators under his control had all been ensnared by his soul suppression technique. Regardless of their thoughts, they dared not harbor any doubts; otherwise, they would face dire consequences.

Since he now controlled the high-ranking cultivators, the remaining disciples, whether willing or not, could only submit to his authority. Lin Xuan knew this and didn’t need to stay to maintain appearances here.

With this matter resolved, there were other tasks ahead. He planned to return to the main headquarters and discuss with the silver-eyed girl how to subdue Tai Xuan Sect and Sky Crystal Valley.

After all, the Spirit Ghost Sect was just one of the three alliances; even though they had achieved the best outcome, the remaining two sects still required caution.

Each sect’s situation was unique. What worked for the Spirit Ghost Sect might not be as effective on Tai Xuan Sect or Sky Crystal Valley.

Better safe than sorry, especially with such significant matters, careful planning was essential.

This was Lin Xuan's assessment, but what followed was entirely different from his expectations.

As they say, there are no secrets that can remain hidden. The Spirit Ghost Sect becoming their subsidiary sect was a boost to their prestige and didn’t need to be concealed. In fact, it should have been actively promoted.

Thus, rumors began to spread in the nearby states, causing a stir throughout the cultivation world.

The Spirit Ghost Sect had ancient origins and was the largest sect in White Plains Region. With such strength, how could they choose to submit?

Unless their heads were kicked by donkeys, this must be false news.

Cultivators are generally unemotional; if it doesn’t concern them, they keep aloof. But with such a significant event, curiosity inevitably arose, especially among nearby sects who couldn’t afford to ignore it. They dispatched capable disciples secretly to gather information!
第两千七百零一章 收服三派

All of this was done at Lin Xuan's behest.

Since he had already taken the initiative to eliminate Lingyun Sect, it was clear that he had inadvertently alerted them. The time left for him to deal with them was limited.

Attacking Taixuan Sect or Tianjing Valley wasn't a good choice either, as the other sects would likely fall apart if they saw their situation. This outcome was not what Lin Xuan desired. Although it meant fewer powerful enemies, his own sect wouldn’t gain any substantial benefits from this. This went against his expectations.

Since Cloud Concealment Sect had become part of his power base, he should try to strengthen it as much as possible. The stronger the sect or family, the more beneficial it was for him. Lin Xuan hoped that Taixuan Sect and Tianjing Valley could also be subjugated under his control. However, while this sounded easy in theory, it proved difficult in practice. The biggest obstacle came from time constraints. To achieve his goal, he had only one option...冒险!

Indeed, the perfect solution would have been to split his forces into two and attack both Taixuan Sect and Tianjing Valley simultaneously.

However, doing so carried significant risks. Both sects were far more powerful than Cloud Concealment Sect. Splitting his forces would make the disparity even greater. Although Lingyun Sect had already joined their ranks, it was still too early for full integration. Even with soul-sealing techniques controlling the high-ranking cultivators within, they couldn't be completely controlled.

The sect's cultivators might outwardly submit but inwardly resisted. They might not openly rebel, but in battle, they would likely act in ways that undermined their efforts.

If he succeeded, it was fine. But even a minor mistake could lead to catastrophic consequences. If he were too cautious and merely wanted to avoid failure, this wasn't the best choice.

Moreover, regardless of whether he faced Taixuan Sect or Tianjing Valley, Lin Xuan would be the pillar of strength for victory. Where should his inner avatar go?

Without him there, one side might suffer a crushing defeat. When Lin Xuan first proposed splitting their forces, the silver-eyed girl had raised doubts about this approach. Although she and her younger brother followed his lead, they weren't bound to obey everything without question.

Their role was more supportive. If what the younger brother said made sense, he would do his best to support it. However, if there were any flaws or loopholes, he would point them out.

Lin Xuan did not keep this a secret when faced with her doubts. He showed her his outer avatar. The girl was amazed by its complexity and marvelled at the wonders of it. Yet, she still had some reservations. While Lin Xuan's inner avatar certainly had unique abilities surpassing ordinary spirit realm cultivators, compared to the main body, it was still lacking in many ways. Relying on this avatar to subdue a sect seemed like wishful thinking.

Despite his concern about Lin Xuan's anger, given the importance of the matter, the silver-eyed girl tactfully expressed her views.

Lin Xuan did not take offense. He wasn't a stubborn person and now considered Cloud Concealment Sect’s two fellow cultivators as close allies. What was there to hide from them?

With that, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and took out a precious item.

The silver-eyed girl focused intently but when the spiritual light faded, all she saw was a talisman.

She felt disappointed. However, upon closer inspection, the patterns on the talisman were highly unusual. As the spiritual light flickered, it seemed the inscriptions kept changing. The aura emitted by this talisman was astonishing.

"Treasured Talisman!"

The girl recognized it immediately despite her current rank of spirit realm cultivator. "Could this be a treasured talisman made by someone at the Tribulation Transcendence stage?"

"Correct."

Lin Xuan smiled. This item was one of his three final treasures obtained from Misty Immortal Palace.

The other two were a pomegranate and a true soul puppet, which he had yet to obtain the immortal stones for, so they couldn't be used. The remaining treasure was this talisman left by Misty Immortal.

Although Misty Immortal was only at the early Tribulation Transcendence stage, as it was his final gift before his death, he spared no effort in its creation. It contained more than a third of his main命法宝's power.

It was incredibly powerful and could instantly kill ordinary spirit realm cultivators when used by an inner avatar.

Lin Xuan always planned meticulously before acting. He dared to split his forces because he had this talisman as leverage. Of course, there were still some risks involved.

But what did that matter? Riches lie in danger. Lin Xuan was cautious but would not hesitate when it came to taking risks. If he were too hesitant, he wouldn't have reached this point.

Now, he was gambling. If he won, Cloud Concealment Sect could absorb the three alliances and its power would skyrocket, becoming a superpower in Dragon Realm. With such an ally, his future cultivation path would gain significant support.

If he lost?

While there would be some losses, they wouldn't be irreparable.

In this situation, Lin Xuan was willing to take the risk. The only downside was that due to time constraints, preparations were not fully in place. He had expected a bit of struggle even if he won. However, the outcome was far from what he anticipated.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was rushed, but his opponents were even less prepared. Both Taixuan Sect and Tianjing Valley's high-ranking cultivators were terrified by Lin Xuan’s actions and hesitated whether to stay or leave. This indecision led to chaos.

When Lin Xuan launched a full-scale assault, both sects were unprepared and quickly crumbled. On the main body side, anyone who resisted was swiftly eliminated with his great powers. Similarly, on the inner avatar's side, with the treasured talisman in hand, he easily killed the spirit realm cultivators.

The two sects' top elders couldn't even last three rounds against Lin Xuan. This outcome demoralized their forces, and they surrendered without much resistance. Lin Xuan naturally did not hesitate to use soul-sealing techniques on the high-ranking cultivators of both sects.
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The long-desired treasure was right before his eyes. With Lin Xuan's composure, he couldn't help but feel a bit breathless.

After all, this wasn't just any ordinary treasure.

"Xian stones, xian stones," he thought to himself. "These are legendary divine objects."

Compared to the resource-rich spirit realm versus the mortal world, resources were indeed boundless. However, if compared with the divine realm, these treasures immediately became insignificant.

While this sounded outrageous, it was absolutely not an exaggeration. In a spirit realm environment, various coincidences and opportunities were needed for such treasures as xian stones to form.

Xian stones!

The power they contained wasn't ordinary qi, but rather divine spirit force.

Quantitative change leading to qualitative transformation—this was fundamentally different from essence qi at a completely different level.

Thus, these had immense use for cultivators. For refining treasures and crafting tools, it was self-explanatory. However, few cultivators did so because it was too extravagant.

What kind of treasure deserved the use of xian stones?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but only those legendary primordial spirit treasures would do.

After all, even for old monsters at the tribulation period, xian stones were rare and hard to come by. And Lin Xuan's quest for this item was particularly useful. He had plundered numerous treasures from the Ethereal Immortal Palace, but among them, the three most precious items were the last one he couldn't use.

Of course, it was that legendary true spirit puppet!

From its name alone, one could tell how extraordinary this treasure was. However, saying it matched a true spirit was still somewhat exaggerated.

But this puppet's strength was enough to rival an old monster at the tribulation period early stage. Yet even with top-grade crystal stones, it wasn't nearly sufficient to activate it.

Xian stones were the only option, but they were too extravagant. Even the first power in the Ice Sea Realm, the Ethereal Immortal Palace, had no heart or strength for it. They could only sigh and put this treasure away.

Of course, even as a minor interface within the spirit realm, the Ice Sea Realm was far inferior to the current Dragon Realm.

Since returning here, he had been keeping an eye on any news about xian stones.

But he never expected to find one after all his efforts. He discovered it in the crystal mine given by Uncle Wu.

Although this led to some complications, the final result was excellent. Now, these crystal stones were his own. How could Lin Xuan not be satisfied?

Beside him, the dragon-named youth also widened his eyes at the sight of xian stones. Though he coveted them, he couldn't enjoy their benefits. One should know when to be content. But since he couldn't have it, there was no harm in enjoying the view.

In fact, thinking about it, his own luck was already pretty good. Most cultivators could only read descriptions in ancient texts; how many had a chance to see xian stones?

With this thought, his mood gradually calmed down, and the intense light in his eyes dimmed.

On one side, the silver-eyed maiden raised her jade hand, her index finger moving slowly but quickly forward.

"Pfft..."

A soft sound entered his ears. As she moved, several restriction talismans on the surface of the jade box ignited without wind. She then lightly tapped again, and the lid opened with a click. Instantly, a light and ethereal aura burst out from inside.

"Is this divine essence qi?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he took deep breaths, feeling the greenish-blue energy surrounding his body. Indeed, it was vastly different from ordinary essence qi.

Not only was it much purer, but its nature was fundamentally distinct.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes to better sense it with his divine sense.

However, this force became even more elusive. Just a faint aura of essence qi seemed to contain the laws of heaven and earth.

But they were vague and hard to grasp or comprehend. He wasn't sure if it was due to his insufficient cultivation level or just an illusion.

Regardless, merely emitting a bit of divine spirit power had already left Lin Xuan in awe. Divine objects truly lived up to their reputation...

Lin Xuan's peripheral vision swept over the expressions of his fellow disciples. The silver-eyed maiden didn’t need to be surprised; since she was the one who brought out the xian stone, it was likely she had seen it before and wasn't shocked. As for the dragon-named youth, he only showed admiration, far less perceptive than Lin Xuan.

This was normal. Although they were both at the spirit formation stage, Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator.

The entire process seemed complicated but took mere moments. Once the lid opened and divine essence qi spread out, a bright green light shot out from inside.

The xian stone seemed to have some form of consciousness; as soon as the restriction talismans were removed, it tried to escape into the distance.

Unfortunately, this was in vain. Even though it was a divine object, at its core, it was just a rock. With three spirit formation cultivators present and Lin Xuan's power almost rivaling that of tribulation period experts, if it escaped from his side, the three wouldn't even need to continue their path toward immortality; buying tofu and ending their lives would be wiser.

However, since the xian stone was agreed to belong to Lin Xuan, regardless of the reason, both the dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed maiden remained motionless.

Seeing this, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips. He waved his sleeve, and a beam of light shot out from it, wrapping around the xian stone. It was then enveloped by a ball of spirit light and slowly flew toward him.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the light seemed to have a mind of its own, landing in his palm.

He held the treasure with one hand, lowered his head, and examined it closely.

Just as many ancient texts described, this xian stone was much smaller than ordinary crystal stones, shaped like a date kernel. At first glance, it was warm and smooth like jade, with a flickering light that alternated between bright and dim. As the light fluctuated, countless intricate patterns emerged faintly.

These patterns seemed alive; as they leaped and soared, they weren't arbitrary but followed the laws of heaven and earth, forming miniature arrays.

More astonishingly, every time the greenish-blue light flashed, the array formed by these symbols was different from the previous moment. It seemed to change endlessly in a blink.

For a moment, Lin Xuan's mind was captivated by its mysterious profundity. He marveled at how such a simple stone could be so extraordinary, imagining the immense power of legendary true immortals.

Lin Xuan lost himself in thought, filled with yearning for that eternal realm. After a long while, he raised his head and shook his wrist to put the xian stone back into the jade box.

He then turned his other hand and swiftly affixed several restriction talismans as smoothly as flowing clouds and water.
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Then he stored it in his storage bag, and everything was complete.

The young man with the dragon surname and the girl with silver pupils were reluctant to part ways. Of course, they did a good job of hiding their true feelings on the surface.

The three of them seemed as if nothing had happened, resettling themselves according to their roles and continuing their pleasant conversation, giving off an atmosphere of harmony.

However, Lin Xuan didn't stay here for long either. After all, compared to his hands-off approach, Senior Sister and Second Elder had many things they needed to handle at this moment. Since he had already achieved his goal, why should he linger idly and waste their time?

So after a brief seat, Lin Xuan rose to take leave. The two of them politely tried to persuade him to stay but eventually sent him off.

"By the way,"

Lin Xuan seemed to suddenly remember something as he turned back: "There's one more thing I need to trouble Senior Sister and Elder Brother with."

"Junior Brother Lin, you're too polite. What is it? You can just say what needs to be said. This sect will do its best even if we cannot accomplish everything," the girl with silver pupils hesitated before resolutely stating her position.

"Yes, Junior Brother, as your elder brother has already mentioned, there's no need for such formalities in these matters." The young man with the dragon surname also straightened his expression and said.

"Haha, I understand. But you are being too considerate. It's not something important. What I mean is that those top-grade ore veins should have some waste products besides the finished divine stones. Please don't discard them and send them to my cave dwelling; I will find a use for them," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Waste stones?"

The girl with silver pupils and the young man with the dragon surname were taken aback, looking at each other in surprise. They thought Lin Xuan was going to set some difficult task but instead found it to be such an insignificant matter.

Still, it was indeed unusual. What use could one have for waste products?

After all, waste is just waste; even divine objects are worthless. This was almost a universally accepted ironclad rule in the cultivation world.

No one had ever heard of someone utilizing waste materials. Why did Junior Brother Lin seek out waste divine stones? What could he possibly do with them?

Though curious, neither of them asked any questions. Everyone has secrets, even dual cultivation partners have some things they keep hidden from each other. No one can be completely transparent to another person; this was something both of them understood well.

Otherwise, wouldn't these few million years have been in vain? Since they knew this, they naturally did not ask anything that might offend.

Curiosity killed the cat, and Lin Xuan was a cornerstone for the sect's glory. They had not even managed to win his favor; how could they let him be unhappy?

If they harbored any grudges over this, it would be too late to regret it.

Besides, this was indeed a small matter. The waste divine stones were of no use to them, so naturally, they agreed without hesitation.

"Thank you very much, Senior Sister and Elder Brother."

Satisfied with the outcome, Lin Xuan clasped his hands together, emitting a green glow before vanishing.

The two left behind with many questions did not dwell on it. For this mission's success, Lin Xuan was quite content.

With divine stones in hand, True Spirit Puppet would no longer be idle; at critical moments, it could play a significant role. With its power comparable to that of an early-stage Transcendence cultivator, it could be considered his greatest trump card for now.

By properly utilizing this item and with the Inner Refinement Method already successfully refined into an inner body, Lin Xuan would no longer fear facing the梼杌 avatar in the Transcendence stage. He even had some confidence that he might win such a confrontation.

As for the waste divine stones, others might not find them useful, but his blue Star Sea could purify and extract their essence.

After all, in this spirit realm, the probability of generating true divine objects was very low. The formation of each divine stone was purely by chance; it was no exaggeration to say that it was a matter of luck, even dogshit luck.

Perhaps only one out of the entire top-grade crystal vein had actually formed into a divine stone.

However, waste products were different. Their probability of forming was much higher. Given there was already one finished item, seven or eight pieces of waste material would likely be present.

Others might be confused, but this time, his收获 truly exceeded expectations.

After explaining everything clearly, Lin Xuan did not linger and transformed into a streak of light, heading straight for the main hall of Cloud Concealment Sect.

Well, saying "main hall" was somewhat inaccurate. While Lin Xuan's cave dwelling was indeed within the Cloud Concealment Sect's territory, it still had some distance from the main hall.

That was a secluded valley with many flowers in bloom. The quality of the spirit vein was so excellent that even by spirit realm standards, it almost reached top-grade status; it just wasn't large enough, spanning only about ten miles.

But what did that matter? Although not even the smallest sect or family could be accommodated there, it was still more than sufficient to provide a cave dwelling for Lin Xuan alone.

This also showed how high his position as the Supreme Elder in this sect was—extremely exalted.

Returning to his cave dwelling, everything remained unchanged. Clearly, no one had visited during this period.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he waved his sleeve, opening the禁制, and then transformed into a breeze to fly inside.

Conquering three major sects would greatly benefit Cloud Concealment Sect, and dealing with other large sects and families would become more frequent. However, these tedious matters did not need Lin Xuan's consideration; there were two other Supreme Elders who handled them perfectly well.

The only thing he needed to do now was enhance his own strength.

Whether for the sake of Cloud Concealment Sect or himself, this could be said to be an urgent matter.

Of course, there were multiple ways to boost one's strength. The cultivation stage was fundamental, but other factors also played a role, such as treasures.

Lin Xuan intended to re-cultivate his innate treasure once more.

Well, saying "re-cultivate" might be too exaggerated; the correct term should be adding some new elements.

During this process of subduing the three major sects, Lin Xuan had obtained many valuable items. Among them, the most precious was the sword gourd of the Spirit Demon Sect, Old Monster Zhong.

While the power of this treasure was not discussed here, its two unique abilities left Lin Xuan in awe and envy.

In combat, these abilities even somewhat suppressed his own innate treasure.

You could say it was incredibly formidable.

After all, his Nine Palaces Instant Sword was far from ordinary. Although it wasn't a complete version yet, the Water, Fire, and Lightning attributes were powerful enough to not show any weakness against the梼杌 avatar for the first time, being suppressed.

But he did not feel wronged because these two abilities truly had outstanding qualities.

Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Instant Sword was at a disadvantage, but he willingly accepted his defeat.
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Now that Old Monster Zhong was dead, the sword gourd had become Lin Xuan's treasure. Although it could still unleash tremendous power when used alone, Lin Xuan preferred to integrate it into his own命魂法宝.

If he could successfully merge with these two divine techniques...

Just thinking about it made Lin Xuan’s lips curve into a very happy smile. It wasn’t just an addition; it was like adding wings to a tiger.

Though it wouldn't be a complete transformation, the power of the Nine Palace Momentary Sword would increase to an unimaginable degree.

Of course, achieving this wasn’t easy. A misstep could destroy the sword gourd without yielding any benefits for the Nine Palace Momentary Sword.

Lin Xuan was prepared for such a result. After all, the path of immortals was fraught with difficulties, and crafting treasures involved countless obstacles.

Despite knowing this, he still had to proceed.

Cultivation, cultivation—every step entailed enduring hardships.

If one wavered at the first sign of difficulty and changed their goals, how could they have reached this point? They would likely have turned into dust long ago.

Knowing there were tigers ahead but charging towards them anyway—this was what an immortal cultivator needed: a fearless spirit.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a flicker of spiritual light appeared in mid-air. This was the sword gourd he had just mentioned, Old Monster Zhong’s命魂 treasure.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and sent a spell towards it. A pop sounded as a crimson beam shot out from within.

Though the original owner's mark hadn’t been removed yet, with Old Monster Zhong’s soul scattered to pieces, Lin Xuan could still manipulate it with some effort.

Of course, its power would be greatly diminished, but since he wasn't using this for combat now, a slight weakening in power was no issue.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward. As he moved, the crimson beam vanished, only to reappear as over ten flying swords appeared before him.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept across them. These immortal swords were thin like cicada wings but clearly true physical entities, not forged from spiritual energy or secret techniques.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and stared at these immortal swords for a moment. Then he waved his sleeve again, and silver light flashed as a pale silver sword appeared in his vision.

This item had nothing to do with the sword gourd; instead, it was one of Lin Xuan’s命魂 flying swords.

Nine Palace Momentary!

After summoning this weapon, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. With his divine consciousness activated, the Nine Palace Momentary Sword emitted a fierce glow and slashed forward.

The over ten crimson immortal swords were not to be outdone. They turned slightly and rushed towards him as well.

For a moment, silver and red lights interwove, but just after making contact, a series of cracking sounds echoed in his ears. The over ten crimson immortal swords were all sliced into two halves.

Though the sword gourd could produce many treasures, their power paled in comparison to the Nine Palace Momentary Sword. They could barely withstand one strike.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this result and showed no surprise on his face. He simply raised his right hand and shot a sword spell from his fingertips.

Zzzz…

As he moved, an unbelievable scene unfolded. The broken swords turned into specks of light and vanished, only to reappear elsewhere as whole objects.

They were unharmed.

"剑灵化虚!"

Lin Xuan exhaled a mouthful of浊气, muttering softly.

He had already experienced this divine technique when fighting Old Monster Zhong, which left him in awe. He immediately thought of the legendary Sword Spirit's Transformation into an Ethereal Form.

This great divine technique was rare even among the three realms; few, if any, cultivators had heard or seen it firsthand. Lin Xuan enjoyed reading ancient texts but never found mention of this technique in any book.

He knew about it due to Mo Yue Tian Wu Jue, which mentioned that many high-ranking figures existed in the spirit realm beyond the Three Realms—beyond the three great demon kings and three scattered immortals, there were some late-stage cultivation experts whose power was unimaginable.

In the past, when the Heavenly Witch Goddess toured the spirit realm, she met a top-tier cultivator named Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. They engaged in battle, with the Heavenly Witch Goddess ultimately emerging victorious. However, the opponent’s Sword Spirit's Transformation into an Ethereal Form left a deep impression on her and caused significant trouble.

During that battle, while other divine techniques were not discussed, the clash between their命魂 treasures was spectacular.

Fairy of a Hundred Flowers’ sword vs. Nine Palace Momentary!

While both swords were top-tier, the Nine Palace Momentary Sword clearly had an edge in terms of durability and power. Logically, the conflict between these two divine swords was inevitable.

Without other divine techniques to aid them, Fairy of a Hundred Flowers' sword would almost certainly have lost, possibly even being destroyed.

Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, a powerful cultivator, understood this but didn’t care. She engaged in battle with her sword, and the Heavenly Witch Goddess was astonished.

This was exactly what she wanted; there was no reason to retreat. Even if Fairy of a Hundred Flowers had some trick up her sleeve, it wouldn't matter.

She met the challenge head-on, using Nine Palace Momentary Sword to clash with the opponent.

In the sky, sword energy surged and rained down like rain, its power capable of destroying heaven and earth. Despite the spectacle, Fairy of a Hundred Flowers’ sword soon fell short, cracks appearing on its blade until it was finally destroyed.

This result left the Heavenly Witch Goddess in shock.

Not only had her命魂 been destroyed but why did the opponent go so far? It wasn’t for a serious battle; they were just sparring. Why such intensity? Knowing she would lose, why didn't she use a more indirect approach?

Before this thought could fully form, the broken swords began to self-repair and reappeared whole.

Wasn’t that impossible? The Heavenly Witch Goddess would have never believed it if not for her own eyes.

For a moment, she even thought it was an illusion. However, soon she realized she was wrong and suffered greatly from the Sword Spirit's Transformation into an Ethereal Form. No matter how many times the immortal swords were destroyed, they always recovered completely.

If not for the Nine Palace Momentary Sword’s extraordinary power, her other divine techniques might have been superior to those of the opponent, potentially leading to a loss in that sparring match.

Later, she praised this technique endlessly, comparing it to an invincible body of a demon beast but far more powerful.
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Of course, the Sword Spirit's transformation into a virtual state could restore damaged immortal swords, and there wasn't necessarily any limit to how many times it could be done. Everything had its limits, and this transformation of the Sword Spirit was no exception.

It was said that performing this technique required two conditions.

Firstly, one needed to add an item called Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal into the immortal sword.

Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal wasn't something from the spirit realm; even in ancient demon realms or the阴司界, it didn’t exist.

The source of obtaining such a treasure was clear: slaying a domain-exotic heavenly demon that had crossed over from another plane.

Note well, this referred to a domain-exotic heavenly demon and not the demonic heads encountered by Lin Xuan in the Ice Sea Realm. The difference between them was as vast as the heavens and earth.

A simple analogy would be how ordinary ancient demons compared to existence at the level of saint ancestors.

Back then, Lin Xuan had been fortunate enough to expend great effort and finally destroy a domain-exotic demon, but that was sheer luck. If he had encountered a heavenly demon instead, his chances of survival would have been slim; even a minor gesture from the other side could send him straight to the netherworld.

This sounded exaggerated, but it was an accurate description without any exaggeration.

Domain Exotic Heavenly Demons were not easy to slay. No one knew where they came from or what form their existence took—various and bizarre. Some had实体, aside from the demonic aura, looking almost like ordinary ancient demons. Others lacked bodies entirely, existing merely as a divine consciousness, making them difficult to deal with even more so.

Ordinary treasures and techniques were useless against these beings; one needed to invoke celestial laws to destroy them. However, domain-exotic heavenly demons also possessed such power. With their unpredictable forms and strange abilities, even advanced cultivators or high-stage experts faced almost certain death when encountering such a demon.

Legends spoke of the most formidable heavenly demons being able to deceive true immortals, controlling them with ease as if they were toys in one's hand.

Although just legends, it was undeniable that domain-exotic heavenly demons could not be handled by ordinary high-stage cultivators. Only three scattered immortals and three demon kings, or beings like the True Dragon, Rainbow Phoenix, Peacock, Nine-headed Serpent, and True Demon Ancestor, had a chance to defeat them.

However, Fairy Hundred Flowers didn't belong in this category; she was still a late-stage high-stage cultivator. Like Master Dao Nei, she wasn’t an ordinary late-stage cultivator either, though she fell short of the scattered immortals or demon kings. The difference between them wasn’t significant.

In a life-or-death battle, none could claim with certainty that they would win against the three scattered immortals or three demon kings. Ultimately, their chances were better, but Fairy Hundred Flowers and Master Dao Nei still had some opportunities.

Overall, both sides were of similar strength!

In other words, as long as luck was on their side, they had a chance to defeat less formidable domain-exotic heavenly demons.

Thus, Fairy Hundred Flowers having Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal added to her innate treasure wasn’t particularly unusual.

However, for cultivators below this level, fulfilling these conditions was extremely difficult. Even encountering an outer demon head would be perilous. Old Monster Zhong's strength was commendable, but he was still a minor high-stage cultivator. Lin Xuan had never heard of such a realm before; it wasn’t part of the eight major stages of cultivation.

Though he possessed some extraordinary abilities, they were merely alternative paths. Compared to true high-stage experts, even if it were the early stage, his capabilities fell far short. He couldn't defeat himself, so what right did he have to slay a domain-exotic heavenly demon?

If he really encountered one, he would likely be devoured without leaving any bones.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this.

The question that remained puzzling was: if he lacked the strength, where had Old Monster Zhong obtained Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal from?

All doubts persisted. However, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on it much. Concerning the origin of the treasure, it held no significance for him; regardless of what mysterious experiences Old Monster Zhong had, in the end, he was still serving as a sacrificial offering.

Now that Old Monster Zhong was gone, Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal belonged to Lin Xuan.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt content.

However, simply possessing Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal wasn’t enough to cultivate the technique of Sword Spirit's transformation into a virtual state.

As with any treasure, it required both an item and a method. Just as one needed to master the Treasure Art to use spirit treasures, for this technique, in addition to adding Domain Exotic Heavenly Metal to his innate treasure, he also needed a corresponding cultivation technique.

But Lin Xuan had no concerns about this; Old Monster Zhong could make the sword gourd perform this technique, so he definitely possessed the corresponding cultivation method.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had thoroughly searched through Old Monster Zhong’s storage bracelet right after the battle. The results matched his expectations—extremely rich.

There were countless treasures, and for any other cultivator, such a收获 would have been enough to make them ecstatic. But Lin Xuan was no stranger to grandeur; these treasures pleased him but didn’t move him deeply. Among all the treasures, only two items caught his attention: Ten Thousand Souls Banner and Sword Gourd.

Clearly, they weren't battle tools used in the fight. Instead, what was recorded within had value for Lin Xuan.

No misunderstanding here; it wasn’t Old Monster Zhong’s main cultivation technique either. Although this old fellow's techniques were undoubtedly impressive, compared to what Lin Xuan learned, they were far inferior.

The Black Moon Heavenly Witch Technique didn't need mentioning; even the Snow Shadow True Demon Art, cultivated by his second yuan婴, was a true ancient demon saint's art. The comparison between them was clear.

Greed could be detrimental in cultivation, and this truth was well known to Lin Xuan, so he paid no attention to Old Monster Zhong’s main technique. The two jade eye scrolls detailed some unique techniques.

Lin Xuan had already investigated these.

The left scroll was straightforwardly named Minor High-Stage Technique. As the name suggested, it taught how a late-stage spirit realm cultivator could advance to minor high-stage cultivation.

Initially, Lin Xuan was highly interested when he first read through this technique. However, after thoroughly reviewing all its secrets and techniques, his interest waned completely.
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There was nothing to it. Lin Xuan had reached the Lesser Tribulation Stage, and indeed, this realm was extraordinary. Advancing to such a stage meant his strength far surpassed that of when he was at the Spirit Concentration Realm. Lin Xuan knew in his heart that the description wasn't exaggerated; after all, facing Old Monster Zhong, it had been quite a struggle.

This also showed the uniqueness of the Lesser Tribulation Stage.

The description was true, and advancing to this stage was indeed much easier than actually going through tribulation. But what did it matter? Among the eight realms in cultivation, there was no such thing as the Lesser Tribulation Stage originally. In other words, the Lesser Tribulation Stage was a detour.

Although coming up with such a method was truly genius, it inevitably left behind countless hidden dangers.

Firstly, so-called Lesser Tribulation Stage only had one level; there were no early, middle, or late stages.

Secondly, this realm was an alternative path for advancement and not the main route. It could be said that once one chose this path, they would completely block off their future cultivation path, with no chance of making any further progress, let alone achieving immortality.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan gave up on this cultivation technique entirely.

Lin Xuan was resolute in his pursuit of the Way. Having gone through so much hardship to reach this stage, he wouldn't settle for just the Lesser Tribulation Stage. Either achieve immortality or turn into dust; there were no other options for him.

After all, his situation differed from that of ordinary cultivators. His path couldn't stop here just for Yue'er. Therefore, the Lesser Tribulation Stage was definitely not something to consider.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't destroy this technique.

Although it wasn't the main path, coming up with such an alternative method was a result of countless senior cultivators pouring their hearts and souls into it. Destroying such a thing would be disrespectful, and Lin Xuan wouldn't do that.

Moreover, he might not need the Lesser Tribulation Stage himself, but it could still be useful for those around him. Most Spirit Concentration Realm cultivators couldn't advance to the Tribulation realm in their lifetimes, so for them, the Lesser Tribulation Stage would be a perfect end.

If successful, both lifespan and strength would increase significantly. This technique was indeed an extraordinary treasure at the level of defying nature.

Remember, cultivators were all selfish. These senior geniuses cherished this path themselves; there was no reason to share it with others. Take Old Monster Zhong as an example; he had discovered this seemingly divine cultivation path by chance in a ancient cultivator's cave over ten thousand years ago and kept it secret even from his own son.

Lin Xuan wouldn't be so boring, but given the current situation, he couldn't reveal this secret treasure either. His strength was only slightly better than that of the Lesser Tribulation Stage due to his divine treasures; if facing two Lesser Tribulation Stage cultivators, it would be hard to predict who would win.

Although Lin Xuan trusted his seniors, it was reasonable and wise to remain cautious in such circumstances.

Therefore, although he thought the Lesser Tribulation Stage suited the two senior elders of his sect well, he didn't mention it to the Dragon-named youth or the silver-eyed girl. It wasn't the right time yet.

Lin Xuan planned to pass on this secret technique when he reached a higher realm and could easily defeat Lesser Tribulation Stage cultivators. He would then give them a big surprise.

Of course, whether they could truly reach that stage depended on their luck and effort.

But this was no longer Lin Xuan's concern; everyone's path of cultivation ultimately relied on themselves. External help was just an auxiliary factor, while one's own efforts and luck were the decisive factors.

With this Lesser Tribulation Stage technique concluded, Lin Xuan stored it in his storage bag for future use by those around him.

The jade eye to the right had a different purpose—it was the manifestation of the spirit sword's ability to become ethereal.

Lin Xuan had roughly understood… or rather, just skimmed through it. When he put down the jade cylinder, his expression showed both joy and worry.

It wasn't surprising that Lin Xuan reacted this way.

Because while the description in the jade cylinder was indeed about the spirit sword's ability to become ethereal, upon closer inspection, it was clearly incomplete.

What did "incomplete" mean? Simply put, the technique was missing sentences here and there, making it frustrating.

Of course, it wasn't impossible to cultivate.

When Old Monster Zhong first obtained this jade cylinder, he faced the same issue. The spirit sword's ability to become ethereal was incomplete, causing him much distress.

However, that old monster truly had his wits about him; instead of giving up, he decided to delve into it himself and fill in the missing parts.

It sounded absurd, but upon closer examination, it wasn't so surprising. After all, cultivation techniques were passed down by predecessors.

How did those predecessors know? They had figured them out step by step.

At that time, Old Monster Zhong was a late-stage Spirit Concentration Realm cultivator, just one step away from the final realm of cultivation. With his strength and experience, he could have created a new technique.

Simply filling in the missing parts was much easier than creating an entirely new technique.

However, this was relative. The spirit sword's ability to become ethereal was a top-secret technique in the Spirit Realm, with each word holding profound meaning. Even one missing character made it difficult to fill in.

Old Monster Zhong spent 12,000 years in seclusion and only reached the Lesser Tribulation Stage after about a quarter of that time. The rest was spent trying to complete this technique, which could be imagined as how challenging it was.

That old monster was also a genius, but after nearly ten thousand years of effort, he could only manage a barely usable version.

What did "barely usable" mean? It meant that even with the repaired technique, one could still use the spirit sword's ability to become ethereal, but its power would be far less than the original.

This was inevitable. Although Old Monster Zhong was also a genius, this technique was too difficult for him to complete perfectly despite his efforts.

Realizing the situation, how could Lin Xuan not feel disappointed? When he first studied it, he had been eager to use the spirit sword's ability to become ethereal. Now, with an unexpected opportunity, he found out that it had been watered down.
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However, Lin Xuan did not remain depressed for long. Sometimes, one needs to look at things from a different angle. Indeed, being limited to the diminished sword spirit technique of Void Transformation was somewhat disappointing, but as the saying goes, it is better to be content.

Sword spirit transformation was no ordinary secret art; even the former Heavenly Witch Goddess had shown great interest in it and expended much effort and trouble for it. Yet, in the end, she ended up with nothing, unable to glimpse its profound secrets.

With his current state far below that of an ordinary cultivator at the early stage of Tribulation Transcendence, what was there to complain about?

After all, Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword was no ordinary treasure. Even if he could only cultivate the diminished sword spirit technique of Void Transformation, it still had infinite transformations.

Lin Xuan still held some confidence in this.

Moreover, the missing parts of this art were filled by Old Monster Zhong. During his comprehension, he could also ponder whether there were other aspects worth refining and improving.

Although he was not a sword cultivator, his knowledge base was broad enough that perhaps he could slightly enhance the power of this technique on its original basis.

Besides, even if he lacked the ability to modify this art due to his limited experience, it did not matter. He would first practice it and wait for future opportunities.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt much more at ease.

The next task was clear: using the sword gourd to separate the foreign celestial gold from it.

This was no easy feat.

For Lin Xuan, the treasure he needed to separate was not limited to foreign celestial gold alone. Another item of equal value existed.

Illusory Yin Devil Flower!

More accurately, this was the refined essence extracted from that flower.

The Illusory Yin Devil Flower was one of the Three Treasures of the Underworld, extremely rare in number. Once incorporated into a treasure, it could unleash illusory yin divine thunder, an unprecedented power with countless uses.

Legend had it that the former ruler of the Underworld, Arura King, spent ten thousand years and expended countless efforts to gather nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine Illusory Yin Devil Flowers. After incorporating them into the Profound Yin Treasure Box, the illusory yin divine thunder he unleashed could even tarnish the true immortal's life treasure from the higher realms.

Lin Xuan did not know how Old Monster Zhong had obtained this item, but it was unlikely to be in great quantity. Even if there were only a couple of them, their essence would still be beneficial to him.

A mere sword gourd could extract two treasures that even ordinary immortals coveted. This was something Lin Xuan never expected at the beginning.

Therefore, cultivation truly relied on good fortune.

In this case, calling it sheer luck would not be an exaggeration.

However, as the saying goes, every coin has two sides. While obtaining these two extraordinary materials was indeed a blessing for Lin Xuan, separating them simultaneously from their container increased the difficulty significantly.

He had to be extremely cautious and possess exceptional skills; otherwise, a moment's carelessness could destroy both treasures.

Whether it was foreign celestial gold or Illusory Yin Devil Flower, they were rare finds. Damaging either would not be acceptable to Lin Xuan.

Therefore, separating this item was indeed a significant test.

He had to be extremely cautious and ensure no external interference.

However, while these precautions were necessary, there was no need for excessive worry.

First, his divine sense was far stronger than that of ordinary cultivators. This would prove useful in refining the treasures. As long as he remained careful, the chances of error during this process were slim.

Second, although the Flower Valley was not located at the main sect headquarters of Cloud Concealing Sect, it undoubtedly fell within its sphere of influence.

With his exalted status, Cloud Concealing Sect had invested considerable effort in securing safety around this area. Lesser individuals would find it difficult to reach here.

Moreover, Lin Xuan set up several arrays around his cave dwelling, making it extremely challenging for intruders to breach them even if they did arrive.

He was confident enough with these precautions that the chances of failure due to external interference were minimal, provided he did not suffer extreme bad luck.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan still made meticulous preparations despite this assurance.

Afterward, he bathed and rested for three days before returning to his training room.

First, he focused on calming his mind and adjusting himself to peak condition.

Then, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a red light flashed as the sword gourd of Old Monster Zhong appeared.

The first step was to erase any divine sense imprint left by its previous owner. He then used infant fire to nurture it slightly, not needing full control but at least being able to operate freely.

This would make separating foreign celestial gold and Illusory Yin Devil Flower's essence from the gourd easier.

After all, these materials were too precious, and any increase in success rate was worth the effort for Lin Xuan.

As the saying goes, good things take time. Patience is required to achieve success.

Old Monster Zhong had formidable abilities, and this sword gourd was a treasure he nurtured for tens of thousands of years. Erasing its divine sense imprint would not be easy.

Fortunately, Old Monster Zhong was already dead, and Lin Xuan's cultivation was extraordinary. Still, it would take at least a century to accomplish properly.

To ensure thoroughness, although Lin Xuan did not mind spending more time on this preparation step, the thought of wasting a hundred years just for this step was somewhat absurd.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan never lacked treasures and thus did not resort to a clumsy method to remove the previous owner's imprint.

He waved his sleeve, and a small tripod appeared. It was no taller than a foot, emitting a faint glow that indicated its extraordinary nature.

Lin Xuan had acquired this item from some unlucky individual's storage bag.

Now, it served a significant purpose.

Then, Lin Xuan flicked his wrist, and another jade bottle slid out of his sleeve.

When the lid was opened, a pungent smell wafted out.

Next, he raised his right hand and pointed at the front with a finger as heavy as a mountain.

Pop…

A light sound entered his ears as the jade bottle broke under his finger.

A fist-sized liquid appeared before him, gathering without dispersing. The pungent smell emanated from it.

Spirit Washing Water!

As its name suggested, this item could erase divine sense imprints left on treasures. Using this would be far more effective than using a clumsy method to remove the imprint… no, it was not just more effective; it was hundreds of times easier.

Of course, the value of this item was considerable, but compared to foreign celestial gold and Illusory Yin Devil Flower, it was insignificant. At such moments, Lin Xuan did not hesitate to use it.
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Lin Xuan was not stingy. At such a moment, he knew very well which was more important.

He then flicked his fingers, and spell techniques flew out like shooting stars from his fingertips. As he moved, the spirit cleansing water no longer condensed into a ball but rolled around, enveloping the sword gourd.

Lin Xuan slightly raised his head; a hint of satisfaction flashed in his eyes.

Without any additional movements, the spirit cleansing water wrapped around the sword gourd as if it was falling forward.

The small tripod’s lid had already been opened. The treasure began to slowly rotate, emitting multicolored light from its surface, making it even more extraordinary.

Its volume seemed to have increased a bit, easily accommodating the sword gourd. Then Lin Xuan flicked his finger again.

Pfft...

This time, the illusionary spirit heavenly fire shot out and swirled in mid-air, transforming into a colorful phoenix about a foot long.

Though its size was slightly smaller, it exuded the grace of a true king among birds when it moved, making it come alive.

Nine Heavens Phoenix Call!

With a spread of its wings, it flew down to the tripod and circled around it. Flames burst forth as it did so.

Boom!

The temperature in the surroundings suddenly rose significantly. Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm and composed. With spirit cleansing water as an intermediary and the power of illusionary spirit heavenly fire, even if this treasure had been nurtured by Old Tyrant Clock for tens of thousands of years, erasing his spiritual imprint should not be a problem.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced.

While he was right in thinking so, he did not dare to be careless.

After all, erasing the old tyrant’s spiritual imprint was just the first step. Even considering it as preparation work might be an overstatement.

Next, he had to use infant fire to nurture it further, aligning this treasure with his will until it could be manipulated at will. Then, under various materials and methods, he would separate the essence of foreign celestial gold from the illusory yin demon flower.

There were many difficulties in between that required no mistakes.

Compared to the tedious steps ahead, this small success was insignificant.

Victory should not lead to arrogance; defeat should not cause despair. For cultivators, cultivating one’s mindset was equally important.

Time passed slowly.

Spring came and went, summer turned into autumn, and winter followed.

During these long years, Lin Xuan did not leave his cave府. He didn’t even step out of the cultivation room. The only thing he touched were the thick layer of dust that had accumulated around the entrance to his cave府.

The flower valley was deserted; no one walked through it for a very long time.

However, outside the valley, things looked different.

Several Cave Profound期 cultivators gathered together.

In reality, there were just three people: two men and a woman.

Two of them sat cross-legged. The man on the left was in his forties, with three long strands of beard, looking extremely refined. At first glance, he seemed like an erudite scholar from the mundane world.

The one on the right was a young lady dressed in palace attire, around twenty-two or so. She had a slim face and eyebrows shaped like willow leaves. Though not a beauty, she was still quite pretty.

In front of them stood an old man wearing a brown robe. His beard was yellowish-brown and reached his chest, merging with his eyebrows and hair to give him a formidable appearance.

However, this seemingly stern old man was actually less patient than his companions. He kept scratching his head and walking around in circles at a rapid pace, sighing from time to time.

"Brother贺, why are you so anxious? After all these years, it doesn’t matter if you’re impatient," the refined man’s voice said, as calm as his appearance.

"Yes, Brother贺, you’ve been pacing for thirty years. Don’t you find it annoying? I’m dizzy just watching you," the woman added with a playful smile.

Of course, there was no malice in her words.

"Hmph, naturally, you don’t care because for us Cave Profound期 cultivators, decades are but a blink of an eye. But I can't wait! I can't!"

The old man, upon hearing this, stamped his foot and looked regretful, almost on the verge of tears.

"Why not? What’s the reason?" The refined man asked curiously.

"Right, Brother何, you’ve been anxious for decades without revealing a single clue. We've known each other for ten thousand years; do you really think I don't trust you?"

The pretty girl raised her chin slightly and said with some dissatisfaction.

"Alright... alright," the old man hesitated before finally slapping his thigh loudly: "Enough, since things have come to this, that thing is probably already useless. Telling you two won’t matter."

"Oh?"

Upon hearing these words, both the refined man and the pretty girl perked up, their ears pricked as if listening intently.

It was understandable. Although they didn't show it on the surface, for thirty years, they had been watching him anxiously without any explanation from him.

Who wouldn’t be curious?

That he was willing to reveal this today made them quite pleased.

"Brother, please speak. I am all ears," said the pretty girl.

"Hmph, a single misstep can lead to eternal regret. This matter began thirty years ago when I accidentally obtained a nine-curve spirit参."

"Ninth-curve spirit参? That’s not just any precious ingredient for making the ninth-curve spirit丹. Brother贺, your luck is truly amazing," exclaimed the pretty girl, and even the refined man looked envious.

Indeed, this ninth-curve spirit丹 was no small matter; it could be described as a household name among Cave Profound期 cultivators. It was one of the best medicinal herbs to enhance their cultivation, boosting their magical power significantly. Even in breaking through bottlenecks, its effects were unexpected.

To make this ninth-curve spirit丹, there were dozens of ingredients required, but the most crucial was the nine-curve spirit参. For Cave Profound期 cultivators, other materials weren’t much of a concern, but the nine-curve spirit参 was extremely precious and hard to come by.

Only a few Cave Profound期 cultivators had ever managed to obtain it, mostly seeing it in ancient texts before envying its presence.

It was no wonder that Brother贺 had obtained one. The other two could not help feeling envious.

"Oh, I see. You’re holding onto this treasure and are anxious to return and refine the spirit丹, right?" said the pretty girl with a playful smile, believing she had guessed correctly.

"Hmph, if it’s true, that would be great," replied the old man, looking dejected: "The problem is, I’ve already started refining the precious spirit丹."
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"What, Senior Brother, you've already begun refining the treasure pill? Could it be..."

The refined man's face showed signs of surprise. The delicate girl beside him opened her mouth wide in astonishment, ignoring all pretenses of decorum.

There was no help for it; they were too shocked!

Such a result was something they never dreamed would happen.

No wonder Senior Brother He had been like an ant on a hot pan, frantically busy these past few decades. If he were in their position, they might not have done as well.

This was simply too trivial.

"Senior Brother, you already refined the Nine Curves Spirit参 last year; why didn't you explain your difficulties to our ancestor and still take on this task?" The delicate girl's voice filled with disbelief.

"Yes, if you had been clear about it back then, our ancestors wouldn't be unreasonable people. They would have understood your situation."

The refined man was equally astonished as he spoke.

Both were puzzled, looking at each other like they were seeing a monster. No matter the angle from which one viewed their companion's handling of matters, it seemed too absurd.

"Hmph, easy to say now. Back then, I never knew that although this Nine Curves Spirit丹 is extremely precious due to its rare materials, refining it itself was actually very simple. I thought, sending a treasure to Senior Uncle Lin wouldn't take much time, and the pill could be refined on its own without any issues. Plus, Senior Uncle Lin is known for his generous nature in our sect. This mission, I don’t seek anything from him but just some advice on cultivation; it would benefit us immensely. How could I miss such a good opportunity? I had no idea that he was about to enter seclusion and leave instructions, even if there were major matters."

The old man sighed deeply.

A moment of carelessness led to a grave mistake.

Moreover, Senior Uncle Lin's status in the sect was too exalted; his words could be more powerful than those of the other two Supreme Elders combined.

No matter how trivial or significant an issue involved him, it couldn't be taken lightly. Otherwise, if he had left the treasure here and they stayed to wait for him, they would have been scolded by the Supreme Elders.

...

The old man's despair was palpable as he spoke. The refined man and delicate girl sighed, unsure how to comfort them.

For a moment, the three were speechless. But then, a loud rumbling sound filled their ears. The valley's depths glowed with spiritual light, an unprecedented occurrence in these decades. Could it be...

The three froze, but soon their faces lit up with extraordinary joy.

Could there be such a coincidence? As they spoke, Senior Uncle Lin emerged from seclusion.

Their astonishment was overwhelming, but the joy far outweighed it. The long-robed old man aside, even the refined man and delicate girl looked elated.

How could they not be happy?

Although they had no urgent matters to attend to, their inability to leave for a day without Senior Uncle Lin's appearance made them feel trapped here. There was an underlying sense of unease.

Now that they were finally free, it filled them with joy beyond measure.

...

In the depths of the valley, Lin Xuan stepped out from his secret chamber, looking relieved.

Thirty years of hard work had him stationary in the practice room without a moment's rest, maintaining intense concentration. Day and night, summer and winter, even for a spirit refinement expert like Lin Xuan, it was no easy task; it was exceptionally arduous.

A brief nap could undo all his efforts.

Lin Xuan endured this for thirty years of cold and heat.

Even with his resilient mind far surpassing that of ordinary people, he had thought about giving up more than once. The process must have been excruciatingly difficult.

Fortunately, it was all in the past now.

Heaven rewards diligence; or as the saying goes, a day's labor deserves a day's rest. This principle held true here too.

Over these years, Lin Xuan had given so much, and now Heaven rewarded him with equal returns.

...

The essence of域外天金and the illusory Yin魔花had separated successfully without any minor errors. Lin Xuan's composure was momentarily overwhelmed by excitement; joy filled his heart.

However, he didn't dwell on it too long. After thirty years of hard work, he was exhausted. Such intense concentration was taxing on one’s spirit, far more so than even a life-and-death seal.

He needed rest. Carefully storing the two treasures, Lin Xuan stepped out to take some fresh air before deciding his next move.

Everything went smoothly. With his spiritual sense, he heard every word of their conversation clearly. He chuckled and was touched by their dedication; it wasn't for nothing that he had worked so hard for Cloud Concealment Sect. His instructions were taken very seriously—such a trivial matter as transporting a treasure was treated with such grandeur.

What exactly did they transport? Lin Xuan had his guesses, but he kept them to himself as he walked out of the valley.

"Salutations, Senior Uncle!"

Outside the valley, three disciples prostrated themselves in reverence.

Their expressions were all too respectful.

The other two didn't need to say; even the old man who had been like an ant on a hot pan with worry didn't show any resentment. They had waited for thirty years, and their precious spirit pills were ruined, but they dared not blame Senior Uncle Lin. It was their own oversight.

After all, although Lin Xuan only joined the sect later, his reputation within the sect was unparalleled. Even if the founding ancestor of Cloud Concealment Sect were to rise again, he would pale in comparison.

In the eyes of ordinary disciples, Lin Xuan was like a true immortal deity. Even these three, though high-ranking cultivators at the Profound Dao stage, rarely had the chance to see him.

How could they not be excited?

Moreover, it was rumored that Senior Uncle Lin was generous; coming from afar for this mission, he would surely reward them in some way. What would he give them?

Unknown!

But precisely because of the unknown, there was more to look forward to.

Of course, on the surface, their expressions remained unchanged. Even with hope, they wouldn't show any resentment if Lin Xuan gave nothing.

As high-ranking Profound Dao cultivators, they were well aware of propriety and knew when to keep their expectations in check.
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"Alright, get up."

Lin Xuan gently raised his hand, and a calm voice entered their ears.

"Thank you, Senior Uncle."

The three bowed again before respectfully standing up.

"Senior Uncle, your disciples are here to deliver the treasure as per instructions from our two senior uncles."

As the refined-looking man spoke, he extended his hand. A light tap on his waist revealed a flash of spirit energy. Soon enough, a pale silver box appeared in front of them.

No more than half a foot long and emitting a faint fragrance.

Lin Xuan scanned the box with his eyes, noticing that it was enchanted to prevent the leakage of its spiritual essence and also to deter theft. As long as the enchantment remained intact, it indicated that they had kept the box safely without opening it privately.

A satisfied expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face; his senior sister was quite meticulous. While he knew such actions were unnecessary, given their status as disciples, who would dare open something entrusted by a Supreme Elder?

However, this showed how much they valued him. A slight smile played at the corners of Lin Xuan's lips.

Rolling up his sleeves, a streak of green light flew out and supported the box. Clearly, no one had tampered with the enchantment.

Lin Xuan shook his hand, causing the box to emit a dazzling glow before vanishing completely.

The three stood quietly by his side without looking away.

"Good work," Lin Xuan said, nodding. "You've waited here for thirty years, and although it's part of your duty as disciples, you deserve some recognition."

The refined-looking man replied with flattery: "Senior Uncle, I am merely fulfilling my duties here. Moreover, the chance to serve Senior Uncle is a blessing in three lifetimes, so how could I speak of hardship?"

Lin Xuan found this pleasant to hear, even though he knew it was just flattery.

"Enough. You don't need to heap praise on me."

Lin Xuan waved his hand and continued: "I know you've waited here for thirty years, which is no small feat. As your senior uncle, I can't ignore such efforts. So, each of you may ask me three questions—about cultivation if possible. I'll answer as long as I know the answers."

"Thank you, Senior Uncle."

Although Lin Xuan was generous and would likely reward them, he didn't expect such a substantial reward.

Indeed, while he hadn't given any treasure, he had promised each of them three questions to ask.

What an opportunity!

As they say, hearing one wise word is better than reading ten books. In the hearts of Cloud Concealment Sect disciples, Lin Senior Uncle was akin to someone who could help them through their trials. Yet, he didn't accept apprentices, making his guidance all the more valuable.

A single piece of advice might save them much effort and even break through current obstacles. This reward was priceless, far surpassing ordinary treasures or pills.

Lin Senior Uncle truly had a generous heart.

The three were elated but carefully pondered their questions, knowing they only had three chances each. Since Lin Senior Uncle had already mentioned this, asking more than three would be fruitless.

This rare opportunity needed to be seized with care. Each question required careful consideration; otherwise, they might miss such an invaluable chance.

Lin Xuan understood their thoughts and didn't rush them.

He waited patiently for about the time it took to burn a stick of incense before speaking again: "Alright, what do you want to ask me?"

Although Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry, he couldn't waste time with junior disciples. His smile echoed through the air.

The three exchanged glances, their expressions hesitant. Then, the delicate-looking woman stepped forward and said: "Senior Uncle, let me be the first to ask."

"Go ahead," Lin Xuan replied without hesitation.

This woman bowed gracefully before opening her lips and posing her question: "Please, Senior Uncle, how should one's essence core operate during the cultivation technique of transforming a sword into threads? How can a tangible sword be seamlessly converted into an intangible one?"

Lin Xuan was momentarily surprised. Was this woman from Sword Peak?

The former head of that lineage, Heavenly璇 Sword Venerable, had perished at his hands. The relationship between the Golden Core and Sword lineages had since cooled, but times changed, and Lin Xuan's current status far exceeded what it once was. The disciples of Sword Peak now revered him sincerely, and he no longer harbored any grudges.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't a pure sword cultivator, as his命定本命 treasure was the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, he was well-versed in the art of transforming swords into threads.

The transition between tangible and elemental swords was challenging, which explained why this woman chose to ask him about it.

"Listen carefully," Lin Xuan whispered using a technique that ensured only the questioner could hear his words. With such a powerful spiritual sense, no one within earshot could eavesdrop.

Since he had told them they could each ask three questions, he would answer individually for each person. Otherwise, the other two would gain an unfair advantage.

Lin Xuan wasn't being stingy; it was simply that their contributions warranted only three questions. He always dealt fairly, without favoritism.

Seeing Lin Senior Uncle use this technique, the refined-looking man and the long-robed elder looked disappointed. Although they had anticipated such a scenario, deep down, they wished for an exception so they could listen in.

Even if it meant nothing more than a chance to learn something useful, but Lin Senior Uncle wasn't willing to accommodate their wishes. Their small hope remained unfulfilled.
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The two men felt extremely disappointed, but they dared not show any resentment.

One stood respectfully while the other discreetly raised his head to look at his junior’s face with the corner of his eye. The clear-eyed maiden frowned slightly, but as Lin Xuan whispered into her ear, the confusion on her face gradually faded, replaced by a dawning sense of enlightenment and joy.

Clearly, she had received the answers she sought from her senior uncle and benefited greatly.

Though they did not hear exactly what Lin Xuan said, their hearts were filled with joy. They focused more intently on the questions in their minds to see if they were indeed the most pressing issues for them now.

They rubbed their hands eagerly, ready to solve the long-standing puzzles that plagued their cultivation.

Finally, Lin Xuan answered the maiden’s first question and waved her away. He then turned his head to indicate that the other two could ask their questions.

"Thank you, senior uncle."

The refined man stepped forward, bowed respectfully, and impatiently asked his question.

...

The process continued without much ado. It took about an hour for all three of them to finish asking their questions. Their faces showed both joy and a lingering sense of incompleteness.

They were overjoyed at the long-standing doubts finally being resolved. How could they not be elated, scratching their heads in delight? As for the lingering sense of incompleteness, it was even more understandable—only three questions had been asked, which was far from enough. If there could have been more...

The three wished to become Lin Xuan’s disciples, but only in thought; they were too cautious to act rashly. After all, their own situations were clear—they were not worthy of such a master-disciple relationship.

However, if given the chance again with tasks related to Senior Uncle Lin, they would risk everything to secure them.

After all, the rewards were too generous.

"Alright, junior disciples," Lin Xuan said coolly. "Since your questions have been answered, you may go now."

The three bowed and retreated respectfully.

However, their actions differed. The maiden with clear features hesitated visibly on her face.

The other two had already gathered spiritual energy and were about to take off when the maiden suddenly turned around and knelt before Lin Xuan: "Senior uncle, I have one more request. Please grant me permission to ask three more questions."

This caught everyone by surprise—Lin Xuan, the refined man, and the long-robed elder.

"Junior sister Ge, you..."

It was understandable why they were surprised; in their minds, junior sister Ge was not someone who lacked tact. Indeed, they had waited for decades to present treasures to Senior Lin. But he hadn’t just taken them without compensation—instead, he offered each of them three questions as a reward. Such a generous offer was too much, bordering on extravagance.

For the two men, although they were still unsatisfied, they wouldn’t dare ask more out of respect. What could junior sister Ge be thinking?

Junior sister Ge had dared to make such an impulsive suggestion—didn’t she fear Senior Lin’s wrath? As a mere Core Formation Stage cultivator, how could she withstand his thunderous anger?

It was unwise for someone to be so bold.

However, their astonishment was quickly replaced by curiosity. They knew junior sister Ge well; she was more composed than they in most situations. There was no way she would act so tactlessly. Could there be some hidden reason behind this?

Curiosity abounded, but the two men remained silent, fearing the wrath of Senior Lin if they spoke.

At that moment, Lin Xuan slightly lowered his head and fixed his gaze on the maiden who had spoken out. He wore a faintly amused expression but his face was cold: "You have waited for me here for decades—quite an effort indeed. But I believe I’ve already compensated you adequately. Do you think three questions are not enough? Remember, greed is never good."

Lin Xuan did not immediately lose his temper, but his words clearly contained a hint of enlightenment.

"Thank you for your teaching. However, you have misunderstood. Although I am foolish, I know when to be content. I wish to ask more because there are some puzzles in my cultivation that need resolving. Within our sect, only you can offer guidance. But without merit, I cannot accept unearned rewards. My intention is to make a deal with you."

"A deal with me? That’s interesting. Please go ahead and explain your terms; let me decide whether I am interested," Lin Xuan said, rubbing his forehead in surprise.

"Senior uncle, rest assured. Since I dared to do this, I have some confidence in what I can offer. I would not dare to play tricks on you."

Seeing that Lin Xuan did not lose his temper, the maiden was overjoyed.

She flicked her sleeves and a flash of spiritual light appeared before them—a pearl as big as a dragon’s eye.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but then narrowed his eyes slightly.

With his extensive knowledge, he knew that it wasn’t just a pearl; it was an Image Recording Pearl, a magical tool from ancient times used to record images and texts. Its function resembled Jade Pupil, but even more mysterious. It almost resembled a momentary treasure, though the method of its creation had long been lost. Such items were rare, almost nonexistent.

Lin Xuan had only seen descriptions in ancient texts; he never expected such an item from a Core Formation Stage cultivator. So her claim was not baseless.

"Image Recording Pearl. I didn’t expect a mere Core Formation Stage cultivator to have such a treasure. If it is indeed the Image Recording Pearl, you do have the right to make a deal with me. However, whether it’s worth three questions remains to be seen."

"It should be appropriate," the maiden said.

She respectfully handed over the Image Recording Pearl.

Lin Xuan’s sleeve curled gently and he took it into his palm. He pinched it between his thumb and forefinger and lowered his head slightly, sinking his divine sense...

BANG!

A dazzling white light flashed, and Lin Xuan suddenly raised his head as his divine sense was bounced back.

"What...?"

"Senior uncle, this item seems to have some restrictions; I’ve studied it many times but couldn’t figure out the solution," the maiden’s anxious voice reached Lin Xuan. She had been too quick in her actions and failed to warn him, now pale with fear of his misunderstanding.
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Fortunately, all these worries were unnecessary. How could Lin Xuan possibly suspect a minor Core Formation Realm cultivator of plotting against him?

To begin with, there was no reason for the other party to do so. Even if they had such intentions, it would be impossible for them to dare to act on them.

It was his own carelessness.

This Image Crystal was even more mysterious than he imagined.

However, Lin Xuan did not show any surprise; instead, he felt delighted. This further proved the value of this item from another angle.

But one thing was inaccurate in what the woman described. The sudden change just now wasn't due to a restriction set by ancient cultivators on the Image Crystal; rather, it was because his spiritual awareness lacked sufficient strength.

From this perspective, the mystery of this treasure became evident: only those with enough power could hope to see inside it.

This was closely related to one's spiritual awareness and could not be cheated. Seeing the frightened expression on the clear-faced young girl, Lin Xuan smiled and said soothingly, "You needn't be alarmed; it was my carelessness. Don't blame you."

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan lowered his head again.

This time, he did not hold back but took a deep breath, fully releasing his powerful spiritual awareness.

Boom!

Spiritual awareness was intangible and formless, yet Lin Xuan's was so powerful that it could still be slightly inferior to the old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending Realm. However, the difference wouldn't be too far off.

The moment he fully released his spiritual awareness, the surrounding space began to distort, with cracks appearing in his vision.

Although these cracks were as fine as hair, they still left the other cultivators in awe.

Just a spiritual awareness could have such an effect; rumors said that Senior Lin's strength was comparable to old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending Realm. Indeed, it wasn't just hearsay.

Apart from shock and amazement, their gazes were filled with reverence and admiration. But for Lin Xuan, this didn't matter much. His focus was now entirely on the Image Crystal in front of him.

As time passed, beads of sweat began to flow down Lin Xuan's face. Even with his powerful spiritual awareness, he still felt strained.

Indeed, it was incredibly difficult.

Fortunately, all this effort wasn't wasted. Finally, Lin Xuan saw what was hidden within the Image Crystal.

At that moment, a look of extreme shock appeared on his face, even though he tried to hide it. Because everything he saw was so real.

What he saw was no longer an image but as if he had stepped into a battlefield from ancient times!

A battlefield from ancient times!

The earth crumbled, the sky had already sunk in, and the entire space was a chaotic mess. Yet, amidst this strange environment, countless cultivators were fighting.

Sword energy surged, spells rained down like hailstones.

Those cultivators' strength left Lin Xuan speechless; he could only marvel at their power. With just a gesture, they could open or close heaven and earth. A cultivator in a scholar's robe struck out with one palm, instantly shattering the entire space. The shattered space couldn't be mended, indicating that even the laws of nature had been reversed.

A massive handprint a thousand feet long appeared in the void.

Lin Xuan was taken aback; at this moment, he felt like an ant.

Suddenly, a familiar figure entered his view.

Moon!

Lin Xuan exclaimed with surprise. But quickly, he realized it wasn't the Moon he knew and loved. She looked different from her usual self, more beautiful despite retaining some of Moon's features.

Describing her as breathtakingly beautiful across three realms was no exaggeration. Since embarking on his cultivation path, Lin Xuan had seen countless beauties, but none could match this Moon in front of him—except for the Queen of the Ice Sea Kingdom he once met: Nine-tailed Fox!

Arhats!

Lin Xuan never imagined that he would encounter Moon's past life here. No, it wasn't a meeting; he was merely an observer, witnessing ancient secrets related to her.

Aside from Arhats, Lin Xuan saw some incredible powerhouses. Each of them had strength that could be described as overwhelming.

Three Loose Immortals, three demon kings, and even ancient demons appeared.

Yes, the familiar one.

One of the Nine True Demon Ancestors.

Ice Soul!

Although he hadn't seen her original form, Lin Xuan recognized her from her appearance. Her subordinates were loyal and formidable, all Tribulation Transcending Realm cultivators in their own right.

Lin Xuan was truly shocked. Moon'sunderworld tribunalghost creatures, spiritual realm Loose Immortals, demon kings, even ancient demons appeared here. Was this the beginning of a three-realm war? All powerful beings from the three realms were fighting here!

The scene left Lin Xuan utterly stunned.

It was hard to put into words. As an observer, he could only stare in amazement and do nothing.

His heart couldn't help but worry about Moon. Although he felt that such worries were unnecessary, because among all the powerful beings present, the Arhat King was undoubtedly the strongest.

But it didn't matter; concern can cloud one's judgment. How could Lin Xuan not be worried?

As his gaze followed Moon, he soon discovered a major secret.

Well, it couldn't be called a secret!

But it was indeed very inexplicable.

Theunderworld tribunalghost creatures and spiritual realm powerhouses weren't entirely hostile to each other.

How to describe the scene… It was chaotic, with enemies that were bizarrely different. Some demons, some ghosts, and even ancient demons. Lin Xuan even saw several large demon ghosts viciously charging at Moon.

Was something wrong?

The Arhat King's status in theunderworld tribunalwas like a god; it couldn't be desecrated. What were those evil ghosts doing?

What he saw was beyond comprehension. The next scene left Lin Xuan even more shocked.

Ice Soul, as an esteemed True Demon Ancestor, had loyal and devoted guards by her side.

Though they were called guards, their strength was also that of Tribulation Transcending Realm cultivators—powerful enough to awe the world elsewhere.

But at this moment, they loyally surrounded Ice Soul. Lin Xuan didn't know how Ice Soul gained such loyal subordinates, but their loyalty was unquestionable.

Even when faced with terrifying attacks, despite her formidable abilities, Ice Soul couldn't dodge them all. Her guards stepped forward to shield her with their bodies.

Such loyal guards were enviable.

But Lin Xuan's admiration wasn't over yet. Just a moment ago, one of the loyal guards had suddenly gone mad and charged at Ice Soul from behind, unleashing his most lethal attack.

This sudden change left Lin Xuan stunned. With his extensive experience, such an event was unheard of. What exactly happened?
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Lin Xuan didn't know!

However, there was no trace of confusion on Ice Soul's face.

A bright light flashed as her jade hand swept across.

Space twisted at that moment, shattering like fragile glass.

Blood spurted into the sky; the mad Iron Guard had been killed by her own hands.

Ice Soul's gaze was icy cold, but Lin Xuan saw a hint of regret in her eyes. Clearly, she had no choice but to do this.

What hidden secret lay between them?

That guard was a powerhouse at the Saint Ancestor level—what person could control him so effortlessly? Even true immortals might not be able to achieve that.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with shock and confusion as he looked around. Humans, demons, ancient fiends, and even ghostly entities were fighting each other yet helping one another. Former close comrades suddenly turned against each other, weapons clashing without any prior warning—like they had suddenly gone mad.

What on earth was going on?

In the Three Realms, shouldn't there be deep-seated enmity? Even King Arhats of Hell led his ghostly forces to massacre the Spirit Realm, turning rivers red with blood. Why now did she, as the ruler of Hell, ally herself with scattered immortals and demon kings, true fiend primordials?

What happened in ancient times?

What hidden secrets lay between the Three Realms?

Lin Xuan was gradually uncovering more information but becoming increasingly confused.

At first, he thought there were unresolved grudges between the Realm of Hell and the Spirit Realm. Now it seemed far from simple.

Moreover, Arhat King had single-handedly faced three true immortals at the Arctic Yuan Guang Hall, fighting with fewer against many. She was already a weakling but left behind her profound Yin treasure box before leaving, even sealing Xiao Tao's memories with divine power.

All these arrangements were not without purpose.

What was all this for?

Lin Xuan desperately wanted to know, yet just as he did, the scene in front of him abruptly halted. His spiritual awareness popped out from the Image Pearl. Though impressive, its capacity was limited; it could only record so much.

Damn!

Lin Xuan almost went mad at that moment.

He had finally found a clue related to Mo'er. He had a chance to uncover secrets between the Three Realms, but just when he needed answers most, they vanished.

Even with his superior intellect compared to others, who wouldn't be frustrated?

Lin Xuan couldn't achieve transcendence; there were people and things he cared about involved here.

Absolutely frustrating!

"Uncle Senior."

"Senior Lin," "What's wrong?"

Just as Lin Xuan was mulling over this, a voice called out. He looked up to see a clear, oval face filled with fear and panic, but also more anxiety.

It had to be the fair-faced woman.

She couldn't remain calm at such a moment.

Senior Lin's divine abilities were indeed formidable; he had successfully opened the Image Pearl as expected.

But what followed shocked her into silence. Senior Lin's expression was twisted in agony, his face contorted with fear and madness, as if... as if he might lose control.

How could she not be terrified?

She knew Lin Xuan's status within their sect. For Yun Yin Sect, Lin Xuan wasn't just another ordinary Supreme Elder; he represented hope—hope for the sect’s prosperity and rise to become a superpower among the Three Realms.

With Senior Lin, three major sects submitted willingly, and now his disciples could walk with pride in the world, their status elevated. Even speaking became more confident.

If... if only it was due to him, Senior Lin might go mad because of me.

She couldn't even imagine such a fate.

The sect would never forgive her.

Her end would be miserable beyond words.

Even in the underworld, she wouldn’t have the face to meet her ancestors.

Beside them, the long-robed elder and the refined man also showed signs of anxiety. They knew Lin Xuan's importance.

Although cultivators were self-interested, Lin Xuan’s safety affected every cultivator within Yun Yin Sect. Thus, they couldn't ignore this scene; it wasn’t something to be brushed aside.

Though this issue stemmed from Sister Ge, their presence meant they shared some responsibility. They understood the stakes and showed concern, just like the unnamed girl.

Fortunately, his worries were unnecessary. Although the Image Pearl's content had given him a great shock, he quickly recovered.

He shook his head. "Don't worry; I'm fine."

"Phew."

Relief washed over them all.

"Sr. Lin, are you really alright?"

The refined man looked doubtful. He had seen Senior Lin’s strange expression clearly just now—no one could go from that to nothing in an instant.

"Do you not believe me when I say I’m fine? What do you think of your uncle's word as mere wind?"

After seeing the contents of the Image Pearl, his mood was already terrible; he naturally wouldn’t be kind to those who meddled.

"Yes, yes, disciple is guilty. Please don't take it to heart."

The refined man regretted his words bitterly, wishing he could slap himself. What harm did it do to speak? The saying goes, "Misfortune comes from the mouth." No matter what Senior Lin saw in the Image Pearl, it wasn’t something for him to pry into.

If he truly offended someone, even if Senior Lin tortured his soul and essence, no one would dare ask questions afterward. That was as good as a death sentence.

How could he have been so foolish after living for countless eons?

The refined man's heart was filled with fear at that moment.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn’t some cruel or sadistic person; after a stern warning, he let the matter drop and turned to the girl beside him.

"Sister Ge, I need to ask you something. Be honest in your answer. There will be benefits for you, but if you deliberately withhold any information..."

Lin Xuan's threat was clear.

"Uncle Senior, please don't worry. Ask away; whatever I know, I'll speak freely."

The girl was startled. Though she didn’t know what Lin Xuan intended to ask, as a Daoist of the Profound Stage, she had lived for thousands of years and could read between the lines.

Seeing how seriously Senior Lin took this, she felt a surge of joy. If her answer pleased him, it might bring unprecedented opportunities.
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Seeing the other party so obedient, Lin Xuan's face showed a satisfied expression, making his demeanor much more pleasant:

"You needn't be nervous. Just answer truthfully. I'm not someone who would be petty; you won't be treated unfairly."

"Yes, Uncle Senior."

Upon seeing Lin Xuan's words of comfort, the woman lowered her head slightly, showing even greater respect.

The opportunity needed to be seized properly. This woman was telling a lie if she claimed she wasn’t nervous at all.

However, there was more anticipation than fear. Didn't you see how the two people accompanying her looked envious?

Lin Xuan finally spoke up: "Where did you obtain this Image Pearl?"

Inside the secret of the Image Pearl wasn’t widely known in the Spirit Realm. Its significance to him was immense—emotionally and logically, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore it. After all, it had something to do with that ancient war and Moon's identity. He would relentlessly pursue any clue.

Thus, when he asked this question, his outward calm remained unchanged, but deep down, he felt a bit tense.

This wasn’t about lack of composure; concern could lead to confusion.

"Uncle Senior, I obtained the Image Pearl in the market district of Qingmu City."

"Qingmu City?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. It seemed like just a small city not too far away—only tens of thousands of miles distant.

Of course, it was purely for cultivators to gather, but its size and scale weren’t impressive. High-ranking cultivators rarely visited such places. How could an Image Pearl be found in such a place?

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded, his expression still unreadable: "Did you find any other similar Image Pearls at this Hundred Treasure Shop?"

"I’m not sure about that. I only discovered the significance of this object after returning to my sect. My cultivation is low; I couldn’t even examine what was inside, so I didn't place much importance on it," the girl's honest voice echoed.

She had no great expectations when exchanging the Image Pearl with Lin Xuan, just a chance try.

To her surprise, Uncle Senior seemed very interested. This made her feel frustrated. If she knew back then, she would have searched that shop thoroughly and might have found more Image Pearls to secure this opportunity.

Now, all she could hope for was satisfaction from Lin Xuan's answers, allowing her to ask three more questions.

Her expression was filled with anticipation as she tried to be clear and detailed in her responses.

Lin Xuan asked some more questions, and the girl answered truthfully without reservation.

After a long while, Lin Xuan nodded with satisfaction: "Well done. Your answer is satisfactory. This Image Pearl has some use for me; I’ll keep it. In exchange, you can ask me three more questions."

Saying this, Lin Xuan's face showed a moment of contemplation before he waved his sleeve and a beam of spiritual light shot out.

The light faded to reveal a small jade bottle.

"This Image Pearl isn’t much, but compared to my three questions, it’s worth something. I never take advantage; so here are some spirit pills for you."

"Yes, thank you, Uncle Senior," the girl said, her face filled with joy.

This outcome was far better than she had imagined—she not only got three more questions but also received spirit pills as a bonus.

What kind of treasure would Lin Xuan give away?

With excitement and trepidation, the girl carefully opened the jade bottle. A refreshing fragrance wafted out. She turned it over and poured out several light-red immortal pills.

"What are these?"

The girl was taken aback; beside her, an old man in a long robe exclaimed: "Nine Curves Spirit Pill."

He had once wasted this very pill, so he recognized it instantly.

A mix of emotions—envy, jealousy, and disappointment flooded his mind.

"Indeed, they are Nine Curves Spirit Pills," Lin Xuan confirmed with a smile.
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For this item to be of any value to a Daoist cultivator at the Cave Profound Stage, it would typically be something sought after but rarely obtained. However, for Lin Xuan, with his considerable wealth and resources, such a thing was merely trivial.

He had heard about it by chance from three others, so he decided to use this pill as an incentive.

The Image Pearl might not have much practical use in the hands of someone else, but its secrets were of utmost importance to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan was never one to be stingy with rewards for such significant achievements. The grateful maiden could hardly contain her joy and quickly sealed the bottle again, storing the Nine Curves Spirit Pill in her怀. She then repeatedly thanked him, bowing deeply.

"Enough, no need for such formalities," Lin Xuan said lightly as he waved his hand. "I am not one to break my word. Now, if you have any questions, feel free to ask."

The maiden bowed again before standing up gracefully and asked a long-standing question that had troubled her.

Lin Xuan patiently answered her queries. While he did not divulge everything, he was not overly secretive either. The maiden gained much from his explanations.

Three questions were not many, but Lin Xuan's answers were concise and to the point. Even if she could not fully understand them, she made sure to remember as much as possible.

Soon, a stick of incense burned out, signaling that Lin Xuan had finished his explanations. The maiden lingered for a moment before leaving with her companions through the air.

Watching their backs disappear, Lin Xuan lowered his head, a hint of gloom crossing his face.

He did not expect three disciples to bring him precious items; a brief delay had led to so many unforeseen complications.

Playing with the Image Pearl in his hand, he resolved to uncover the hidden secrets from ancient times.

A determined look flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. It seemed that a trip to Qingmu City was inevitable.

However, he still had much to attend to. Lin Xuan did not plan on ending his seclusion just yet.

The two tasks seemed incompatible, but for Lin Xuan, there was no issue with handling them simultaneously. He could continue refining and cultivating in his main body while assigning the task of gathering information to his inner avatar.

This demonstrated the benefits of having an inner avatar. Despite the primary and secondary distinction, they shared memories and emotions, ensuring no discrepancies or backlash would occur.

If he had merely practiced the common outer avatar technique among high-ranking cultivators instead, Lin Xuan would never have dared to send it out on its own under any circumstances.

Outer avatars could indeed leave the main body but were limited by distance and time. Any discrepancy in their memories would result in a backlash from the avatar, desperately trying to escape the main body. Once successful, they might even attempt to replace it.

Due to these constraints, while outer avatars possessed considerable power, their practical application was severely restricted.

However, inner avatars did not face such limitations; essentially, they were himself. Apart from differences in strength and cultivation techniques, everything else remained the same, allowing him to send them out without hesitation to gather crucial information.

Meanwhile, he could continue his cultivation and refine his treasures. Neither task would be delayed.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan had already planned what was next.

As the saying goes, time is of the essence. Ideally, the avatar should have set off immediately. However, after some consideration, Lin Xuan decided against it.

Although investigating Qingmu City was a minor matter and unlikely to go wrong, Lin Xuan felt that thorough preparation would be more prudent given his cautious nature.

After all, in the vast world of cultivators, being overly careful could only result in wasted effort but not harm. With this mindset, Lin Xuan spent another fortnight refining the Washing Spirit Water to re-cultivate the Ten Thousand Souls Banner obtained from Old Monster Zhong.

Old Monster Zhong's treasures were numerous, but among them, only the Sword Gourd and the Ten Thousand Souls Banner caught Lin Xuan's eye due to his extraordinary vision.

The Sword Gourd was an essential item for Old Monster Zhong, though its域外天金 and Illusory Yin Flowers had been separated by Lin Xuan, it still retained considerable power.

After years of cultivation, Lin Xuan could now command the Sword Gourd with ease.

Considering this, he handed it over to his avatar as a defensive tool.

As for the Ten Thousand Souls Banner, its mysterious nature made even the main body covet it. However, due to the main body already having many treasures and the banner's magical attributes being more potent when driven by demonic techniques, Lin Xuan decided to re-cultivate and pass it on to his avatar.

In addition to these two items, his avatar also had the ancient book obtained from Ice Sea Realm and the talismans left behind by Immortal Drifting Cloud.

While the variety was limited, each item was carefully selected. How could Lin Xuan deprive himself of such treasures?

With these preparations in place, he gave some crystals, pills, and other items to his avatar.

Given his immense wealth, his pouches were already full, so he had plenty to spare.

He ensured that the avatar carried various useful items for their journey, as one could never know what they might encounter. Being well-prepared was always better than being unprepared.

Moreover, he also brought along a treasure with abundant demonic energy similar to the Celestial Oracle Mansion.

Since it would be useless in his main body, he decided to pass it on to his avatar.

With all these preparations complete, Lin Xuan's avatar used its powers to break through the air and depart.

Watching the avatar disappear, Lin Xuan sighed. For some reason, he felt a bad omen about this journey, as if things would not go smoothly for the avatar.

A hint of gloom appeared on his face, but Lin Xuan quickly shook his head, driving away such thoughts or states of mind. Although his current strength was unparalleled, he could not predict the future.

In fact, even immortals could not foresee events that had yet to occur. Therefore, while one should not completely ignore these omens, there was no need to place too much importance on them.
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That was merely a case of worrying over nothing.

Let everything take its natural course.

With this thought, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling. There were still many things he needed to do now.

As for the avatar side, since it was already well-prepared, there was no need to worry about anything extra.

Lin Xuan had confidence in his own strength. Even if something unexpected happened, the avatar would be able to handle it.

He decided to first see what his senior brothers and sisters had brought him.

With that thought, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve.

A burst of spiritual light flashed before a pale silver box appeared before him. It was not more than half a foot long and emitted a faint fragrance.

This was the one sent by those three junior disciples just now.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it at the front.

With such an unremarkable action, a "thud" sounded in his ears as the restrictions on the box were lifted. The lid opened to reveal several black stones inside.

At first glance, they did not seem impressive, but to Lin Xuan, a high-ranking cultivator, their extraordinary nature was evident.

There seemed to be some extremely powerful spiritual energy left on them, no... it wasn't spiritual energy; it should be something even more advanced. However, these were mixed with strange impurities, turning what could have been precious spirit stones into waste. Even if the grade was off the charts, they would still be unusable.

Indeed, the pale silver box contained nothing but waste spirit stones.

Lin Xuan roughly counted them and found there were twelve in total.

Upon realizing this, a trace of excitement flashed across his eyes.

Spirit stones... in the Spirit Realm, these truly were something remarkable. Even for old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, they were heaven-defying treasures, almost unattainable.

He casually picked one out, and it could easily trigger bloodshed. The conflict between the three sects and Cloud Concealing Sect was a good example.

Originally, he had already obtained a finished spirit stone.

Now with twelve more waste stones, if he could refine them...

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel excited at this thought.

Spirit stones were indeed extraordinary, but refining these wastes wasn't easy. He had only just entered the Immortal Path and possessed the Blue Star Sea. His achievements were partly due to this treasure, so he was already quite familiar with how to use it.

Refinement sounded wonderful, but it wasn't that simple.

Firstly, there was only one chance for refinement; if it failed, impurities would mutate and become even more entangled, leaving no further opportunity.

Secondly, many things could be refined, but the difficulty varied. As the grade increased, so did the difficulty.

Fortunately, the Blue Star Sea wasn't static.

As Lin Xuan's strength grew, the volume of the star sea expanded, and its refining capabilities gradually enhanced.

However, he still felt somewhat unprepared. Fortunately, part of the light points in the Blue Star Sea had turned silver.

The refinement ability of these silver light points was much greater than ordinary blue ones.

But this challenge was no small matter; spirit stones were divine treasures. Could the silver light points truly refine them?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure and didn't have much confidence, but he believed that trying was necessary to know the outcome.

After all, he wouldn't know if he could do it unless he tried himself.

Lin Xuan certainly wasn't lacking in courage.

With twelve spirit stones as waste materials, this cost was more than enough for him to take a risk.

This was the saying: the greater the risk, the greater the reward. Lin Xuan had that kind of awareness.

Clearing his mind, Lin Xuan first calmed down his somewhat agitated emotions. Although he had been refining for years and found it quite familiar, he still couldn't claim a 100% success rate. Especially this time, dealing with spirit stones, even though he was well-versed in various treasures, this grade of treasure was something new to him. Thus, he remained cautious.

With a few breaths, Lin Xuan sank into his divine sense and used Inner Vision. Everything in the dantian remained unchanged; the Blue Star Sea continued its slow rotation deep within, calm and undisturbed. The difference now was that the innermost layer of the star sea had an overwhelmingly large number of silver light points compared to before, almost taking up one-fifth of the entire volume.

Back then, when he first obtained this treasure, the star sea's size had expanded by thousands of times. Hence, even with only a fifth of it being silver light points, that was already quite impressive.

Clearly, these were the main force for refinement.

After all, refining higher-grade materials was more difficult. Even facing spirit realm beings, the blue light points were showing signs of strain.

Spirit stones?

Lin Xuan suspected that the blue light points had no use.

Of course, this was just his guess; he needed to try and see before making a conclusion.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's actions didn't stop. He took deep breaths and began using divine consciousness to mobilize the light points within his body.

This refinement was different from previous ones, so Lin Xuan had to be meticulous about the sequence of light point mobilization.

The first were pure blue light points densely packed together, almost crowded without any gaps.

His body's resilience compared to a demon race and the capacity of his meridians were already beyond comprehension. Otherwise, another cultivator at the same stage with such a number of blue light points flowing through their meridians would have exploded long ago.

But for Lin Xuan, it was nothing.

No discomfort showed on his face.

Following the pure blue light points, there were two different colored lights flashing—blue and silver. They intertwined in a 2:1 ratio.

After all, the number of silver light points was still insufficient; mixing them with blue ones could complement each other. This experience came from years of Lin Xuan's exploration, and it was undoubtedly useful.
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And finally, the dazzling silver light flickered.

The brilliance was blinding. Without a doubt, the last remaining point of pure silvery light had the strongest purification effect. However, its volume and quantity were also the smallest.

Since Lin Xuan embarked on his cultivation path over two thousand years ago, he had purified countless materials and pills. But this was the first time dealing with waste spirit stones; there was no experience to draw from, so he had to be cautious and try multiple methods.

The light points flowed through the meridians slowly, eventually gathering at the center of his palm, making it seem as if Lin Xuan's hand was holding a miniature star sea, beautiful beyond words.

And this star sea not only rotated ceaselessly but also continuously produced more light points from his hands. As such, its volume expanded and extended outward without stopping.

At first glance, it seemed that Lin Xuan had used great divine power to move the star sea within his body outside of himself.

Of course, that was just an illusion; in reality, it wasn't so simple.

With everything now prepared, a strange look flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. Suddenly, his left palm flicked lightning-fast downward. As he moved, a streak of green light shot out from his sleeve and wrapped around the box.

A black waste spirit stone was sucked into his hand. Lin Xuan curled his fingers slightly, enveloping the spirit stone with spiritual light that entered the star sea above his palm like a shooting star.

Boom!

The calmness of the star sea was instantly broken as various light points scattered chaotically. Though it appeared disordered, all the light points were still under Lin Xuan's control and entered the waste spirit stone in an orderly manner.

Purification had begun, and Lin Xuan's expression turned intensely focused. Although there might not be any obvious signs of complexity or flaw on the surface, beads of sweat began to form on his forehead after a short while.

The purification of this first waste spirit stone was the most challenging because there were no precedents. Everything needed to be tried from scratch.

For such an endeavor, the demands on his divine consciousness were almost unbearable. Only Lin Xuan's divine consciousness, which nearly equaled that of a cultivator who had passed through tribulation, could handle it. For any spirit realm cultivator at the spirit projection stage, attempting this would not even be considered.

Lin Xuan was qualified in terms of divine consciousness, but the experience was far from pleasant.

The hardships and pain he endured were much greater than separating域外天金and illusory demon flowers from a sword gourd. It was almost indescribable.

Nonetheless, at this point, no matter how difficult it was, it had to be done. The temptation of the spirit stone was too great for Lin Xuan to resist.

Moreover, he already possessed a genuine spirit stone and deeply understood its immense benefits. This temptation was even greater for him.

What did hardship matter? A harvest required effort.

Lin Xuan's expression remained focused as time passed slowly. Three days seemed like mere moments to a high-ranking cultivator like Lin Xuan, but they felt excruciatingly long. Lin Xuan himself didn't know how he managed to get through it.

One morning, the usually quiet stone room suddenly echoed with a sigh.

Lin Xuan's eyes revealed his fatigue, and there was an air of disappointment. His hand lay flat on a black stone.

Failed!

After enduring countless hardships, all this effort had been in vain.

Spiritual artifacts were indeed not easy to purify.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Although he had anticipated such a result, the feeling of depression and disappointment lingered.

However, it wasn't entirely wasted effort. While purification failed, Lin Xuan gained some insights from this attempt. Experience was accumulated through such trials.

As they say, failure is the mother of success. This adage isn't just idle talk; countless experiences have proven its validity step by step.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan's opportunities for experimentation were limited. Spirit stones, even waste ones, were rare treasures in the spirit realm, and their significance to him was immense. He had already wasted one, so he couldn't afford to lose more here.

Thus, after this purification attempt failed, Lin Xuan didn't immediately try again but returned to his bedroom for a rest. First, he needed to recover his divine consciousness and energy. Three days might seem like nothing to a high-ranking cultivator, but the loss was significant.

Secondly, he needed time to reflect on what had happened.

Although this attempt failed, it provided some valuable insights. Lin Xuan planned to sit quietly and sort through these thoughts.

If lessons weren't summarized from failures, how could they ever transform into success?

Lin Xuan lay in bed, resting while organizing his thoughts.

The gains were substantial. First, he confirmed that pure blue light points had no use for purifying waste spirit stones. Pure silvery light points produced the most significant effects but consumed too quickly. To fully purify a spirit stone using silver light points alone would require at least doubling the volume of the blue star sea. No, it wouldn't be enough; according to Lin Xuan's estimate, he needed to advance to the tribulation realm before there was any chance.

Though Lin Xuan's cultivation progress was swift, reaching the tribulation stage wasn't easy. How long it would take, Lin Xuan couldn't guess. In any case, it wouldn't solve his immediate needs.

Fortunately, while pure blue light points were ineffective for purification alone, mixing them with silver light points could still separate impurities from spirit stones. This allowed him to reduce the consumption of silver light points and maintain hope for purification.

However, the ratio between the two types of light points was hard to control. It required further experimentation.

The night passed quickly.

The next morning, Lin Xuan felt refreshed and changed his clothes before returning to the training room. He sat cross-legged,调动体内恢复的星海，然后小心翼翼地取出第二块精神石…

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely serious. With the experience from the previous attempt, this time he wasn't shooting in the dark but had some confidence. Whether he could truly purify this treasure remained uncertain.

In any case, he would do his best and leave the rest to fate. Haste made waste, but Lin Xuan believed that all his efforts wouldn't be in vain.
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The first purification of the immortal stone took only three days. Lin Xuan emerged from the practice room.

This meant that, in just a few nights and days, he would know whether his efforts had paid off.

However, this time, it clearly took much longer than before.

A full two weeks passed with not a single sound coming from the practice room.

After another seven or eight days,

"Screech…",

The stone door, which had been sealed for so long, suddenly opened. A man with disheveled hair stepped out.

It was Lin Xuan.

In just half a month, Lin Xuan's appearance seemed to have deteriorated greatly, but his excitement could not be hidden.

He succeeded.

Over these two weeks, he endured much hardship and faced numerous setbacks. The purification process was indeed a grueling ordeal that tested his mental strength.

But in the end, Lin Xuan succeeded.

He spread out his palm; the originally dark stone had shrunk significantly, resembling a small hawthorn fruit.

Upon inspection, it was warm to the touch, with a continuous flow of spiritual light that flickered on and off. Hidden within this light were countless intricate patterns, seemingly alive as they leaped and danced in harmony with the laws of nature, forming miniature arrays.

More astonishingly, every time the spiritual light flickered, the array formed by the talismans was different from the previous one, changing rapidly as if at a moment's notice.

Lin Xuan took out another immortal stone. This was a naturally generated spirit object, but when placed together with the purified one, they appeared indistinguishable.

Well, there were differences; their colors differed—emerald green and fiery red—but this merely indicated different attributes.

Earth, Metal, Water, Fire, Wood!

Even for divine objects, their attributes still fell within the Five Elements.

Lin Xuan held the two immortal stones with a look of unbridled joy on his face.

To say that the purification process was indeed arduous and that he succeeded despite the odds was an understatement. The key lay in the proportion of blue and silver light points, which kept changing during different stages of purification. This required Lin Xuan to maintain a high level of mental strength, constantly monitoring any minor changes and making swift adjustments.

No wonder Lin Xuan had been so exhausted.

But it didn't matter.

The process was tough, but what mattered now was that he succeeded.

This unexpected success after just the second attempt at purifying waste immortal stones was truly remarkable. Lin Xuan had prepared himself for this outcome, expecting to pay his dues in the purification process.

Instead, he received a pleasant surprise.

Lin Xuan's joy was palpable as he played with the two immortal stones for a while before carefully storing them and affixing talismans to prevent any loss of spiritual energy.

After completing these tasks, Lin Xuan left his cave. He went to a nearby human city and found the most luxurious inn, where he feasted on a sumptuous meal.

It was time to reward himself for all this hard work. While cultivators could practice without food, occasionally indulging in earthly delights wasn't a bad idea either. After all, even diligent cultivation had its limits; just like a tightly stretched string might snap, the same principle applied here.

For several more days, Lin Xuan wandered around to clear his mind before returning to his place of cultivation. There was still much work ahead with ten more waste immortal stones to purify.

Lin Xuan never dawdled when it came to matters; he resumed his purification efforts after a few days' rest.

Another two weeks later, Lin Xuan emerged from the practice room again.

This time, although he looked as exhausted as before, his expression was grim.

Failure!

After experiencing success, the third attempt at purification ended in failure. This was something Lin Xuan had never anticipated.

In essence, he still underestimated divine objects.

While the experience of purifying each stone could be referenced, it couldn't be replicated exactly. Each stone brought its own nuances and differences that could lead to failure due to even minor discrepancies.

Damn!

Feeling a wave of joy followed by a cold bucket of water was not pleasant.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't a novice in the cultivation path; such setbacks were disheartening but couldn't bring him down. He would get back up where he fell and learn from his mistakes. Failure is indeed the mother of success.

Lin Xuan didn't lose heart; instead, after resting for several days, he renewed his efforts to purify another stone.

Another two weeks later, the result was clear.

Having learned from his previous failure, this time there were no errors.

Success!

The process thereafter required no further elaboration. For nearly half a year, Lin Xuan devoted himself entirely to purifying immortal stones.

However, these divine objects were not easy to handle. Although he had successfully purified two stones and gained some experience, the success rate remained uncertain—there were both successes and failures.

Fortunately, the success rate was slightly higher. Out of twelve waste stones, eight were successfully purified—a significant achievement that filled Lin Xuan with satisfaction.

Adding the original stone generated by nature, Lin Xuan now had nine immortal stones in total.

While it might seem trivial to count on one's fingers, this was no ordinary treasure; these should be considered divine objects. The mere possession of even a single such stone would be unimaginable for most Golden Immortal Realm cultivators.

Lin Xuan's wealth was beyond measure compared to the average Golden Immortal Realm cultivator. However, if compared to the Three Loose Immortals or the Three Demon Kings, not to mention Daole Dragon True Man, Lin Xuan was still far behind.

He remembered meeting Daole Dragon True Man hundreds of years ago in the ancient demon realm. The other party sailed a beautifully crafted ship that stretched for hundreds of feet and emitted an unusual fragrance, all made from Nourishing Spirit Trees.

When he first discovered this, Lin Xuan was so shocked that he nearly fell out of the ship.
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Was there a mistake? Nourishing Spirit Wood was one of the Seven Divine Woods in the cultivation world. As its name suggested, this wood had the effect of nurturing divine consciousness. Thus, cultivators all vied for it; even a tiny piece, an inch long, could bring countless benefits if made into an item and worn on their person.

However, such a small wish was unfulfilled.

Well, there was no help for it; Nourishing Spirit Wood was too rare!

But how did Master Dragon handle it? He turned it into a pleasure boat. A treasure of the level of one of the Seven Divine Woods was treated by him as dung. It could be imagined that Master Dragon's wealth had reached an unimaginable extent, and such existence was beyond Lin Xuan's comparison.

But he reckoned that his current level of wealth already matched ordinary cultivators at the early Transcendation stage.

Lin Xuan felt quite satisfied; after all, he was only a middle-stage Spirit Refinement.

Now with nine pieces of immortal stones from the Ice Sea World and the Illusory Immortal Palace, he could put the true spirit puppet to good use.

After all, this puppet wasn't just any ordinary item. Its name alone hinted that it was initially intended for competition against a true spirit. Though it didn't quite reach that goal, its strength could rival ordinary cultivators at early Transcendation stage.

Of course, this description in the treasure vault was only Lin Xuan's guess; he would have to test it out to see if it held up.

Previously, without immortal stones, there was no way to test it. Now…

Lin Xuan couldn't wait any longer.

If that description wasn't exaggerated, then he would gain a significant advantage, perhaps even the ultimate trump card.

Transcendation stage! Even at its early stage, it was completely different from Spirit Refinement realm. Even with his current strength and another clone summoned to fight together, Lin Xuan would still lose more than win.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan's mood couldn't help but become excited.

With a wave of his sleeve, an jade box flew out.

It was about the size of a palm; it didn’t look like much from the outside.

However, there was aprohibition seal stickers on its lid.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and a spell shot out, igniting the talisman. With a snap, the lid opened, revealing a tiny dragon.

It was no more than an inch long.

At first glance, anyone would never associate it with a true spirit puppet.

But one could not judge a book by its cover; this principle applied to puppets as well.

Lin Xuan stared at the item for a moment before suddenly slapping his head and laughing in surprise.

He had been so careless! Testing treasures here? This tiny cave couldn’t even accommodate a true spirit puppet, he must find another place!

With that thought, Lin Xuan immediately acted on it. With a flick of his left hand, a streak of green light shot out from his sleeve, wrapping the puppet and other items in its path. Then, enveloped by a layer of green glow, he broke through the air.

Soon, he vanished into the horizon.

Lin Xuan’s speed was astonishing; at his level, it was no exaggeration to say that he could travel a thousand miles in an instant.

In just half a day, Lin Xuan crossed countless mountains and rivers. A vast desert stretched before him.

With its endless expanse, there were neither people nor even traces of beasts. Testing the true spirit puppet here would be perfect.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense; within several tens of thousands of miles, he found no signs of life.

He raised his head, a satisfied look on his face.

With a wave of his right hand, the true spirit puppet appeared without any additional movements.

Still, it was only an inch-long miniature object.

As the puppet materialized, three small crystal stones about the size of apricot kernels also appeared.

Their light flickered, red, yellow, and blue, changing in hue.

Clearly, these three immortal stones had vastly different properties: red for fire, yellow for earth, and blue for water, representing vitality and life.

The puppet’s strength was comparable to a cultivator at early Transcendation stage, so its energy requirements were high. Even an immortal stone would be far from enough; it needed the combined power of three stones to fully operate.

Fortunately, there were no restrictions on attributes; different attribute stones could even be mixed and used together.

Thankfully, otherwise, in the Spirit Realm, gathering three identical attribute immortal stones would be too difficult.

And according to the different energy attributes provided by the immortal stones, this puppet could also cast various spells.

Lin Xuan held an jade eye.

Inside was a detailed description of the true spirit puppet. This item was originally another founding ancestor of the Illusory Immortal Palace, who had spent countless efforts and extraordinary materials to create it.

As its creator, Lin Xuan naturally knew all about this puppet's details like the back of his hand.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward. As he did so, the three differently colored crystal stones shrank rapidly with the wind.

In just an instant, they had shrunk to the size of rice grains.

Though their volume decreased, the immortal spirit power within remained unchanged.

Moreover, it seemed alive, like a meteor streaking across the sky, flying towards him.

Puff…

A dull sound entered his ears. The three immortal stones were completely absorbed by the puppet, as if they had become one.

Boom!

The originally clear skies suddenly darkened.

The heavens turned pitch black, with thick silver lightning dancing and breaking through this oppressive darkness.

The tiny true spirit puppet vanished; now, a terrifying pressure loomed overhead.

This pressure was so formidable that even Lin Xuan felt his breathing grow labored for an instant.

The suffocating feeling proved the puppet’s terror. Only Lin Xuan could remain calm; any cultivator of the same stage would likely feel their mana flow become sluggish and unsmooth.

Such a spectacle made Lin Xuan delighted, taking deep breaths as layers of divine light shot out from his body. All discomfort vanished with this action.

However, the sky grew even darker.

A large cloud gathered overhead.

The lightning strikes became more frequent.

Thunder rumbled incessantly in his ears.

Suddenly, two red lights appeared amidst the dazzling silver snakes.

They seemed like huge lanterns hanging high in the sky.

But they were much larger and more brilliant than actual lanterns.

Simultaneously, a terrifying aura of authority emanated from their downward gaze.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but take a deep breath.

It was indeed similar to a true dragon, though its strength fell far short. The scene itself was still awe-inspiring.

The only fitting description was "brawny."
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After a while, a massive head that resembled a mountain poked out from the clouds.

It turned out that what appeared to be a lantern was merely two eyeballs of the puppet.

The size of just this head was already so enormous; one could only imagine how vast and imposing its body must have been. Lin Xuan found it hard to fathom, even with his own eyes, how such a tiny object had grown into something so much larger.

The grandeur and the pressure were truly comparable to those he had seen in the Ice Sea Realm when facing the avatar of Tiaomu.

There was no need for further attempts; just from the aura alone, Lin Xuan could sense that this puppet’s strength rivaled that of a cultivator at the early Transcendation stage.

Of course, it fell far short compared to true True Spirit, but what difference did that make?

People should be content with what they have. Besides, without reaching a certain level of power, such differences might not even be noticeable.

In other words, even an ordinary Spirit Separation cultivator could easily mistake this puppet for a True Spirit.

Since Lin Xuan had already determined the puppet’s strength from its aura and it met his expectations, there was no need to continue trying anything further.

After all, this puppet required仙石 (spirit stones) as energy; the power was too precious to waste unnecessarily.

The exact duration these nine spirit stones could sustain the puppet's movements or combat capabilities remained a mystery to Lin Xuan. Thus, every bit of spiritual qi was invaluable.

It would be best not to waste anything.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward again. With his movement, the giant dragon’s head slowly vanished, and the dense black clouds above gradually dispersed.

Thunder, lightning, and hurricanes all disappeared without a trace. The sun reappeared in the sky as the clouds parted.

Lin Xuan's expression was filled with satisfaction. This puppet could now operate smoothly, and its strength had met his expectations.

Since he had already achieved his purpose for this journey, Lin Xuan did not need to stay any longer in this desolate desert.

Surrounded by a layer of green light, he vanished into the distance at an incredible speed.

---

Soon, all traces of him were gone. The area returned to its utmost tranquility.

Lin Xuan was unaware that when his figure disappeared, the yellow sand on the deserted plain suddenly began moving without any wind.

Wu...

Driven by some mysterious force, the sand particles kept shifting until a face appeared in Lin Xuan's vision.

"Turns out it’s spirit stone power. A mere Spirit Separation cultivator possessing such treasures... hehe, heaven doesn't forsake me. Once I break through this final seal..."

The man's voice grew fainter and was replaced by an eerie laughter that entered Lin Xuan's ears.

A gust of wind swept past, erasing the sand-formed face, and the area returned to its calm state as if nothing had happened.

Lin Xuan’s strength was undeniable, but he didn't have prophetic abilities. He remained unaware of these events. After a half-day journey, he arrived at his cave dwelling.

After resting briefly, he rushed to the training hall.

He truly moved without pause.

However, there was no choice; he still had many treasures to refine, especially adding the essence of域外天金 (foreign celestial gold) and 幻阴魔花 (illusory Yin flower) into his own命宝 (life-prolonging treasure). This was urgent.

Next, he needed to comprehend the secret techniques for cultivating sword spirits.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had been a hard-won achievement for Lin Xuan, and now he had the opportunity to infuse it with two more incredible secrets. His eagerness was palpable.

Of course, despite his urgency, Lin Xuan did not let his guard down.

Even the foreign celestial gold and illusory Yin flower were coveted by even Immortal Kings and Demon Lords, indicating their immense value. Lin Xuan considered himself fortunate to have obtained them, but he couldn't afford any mistakes this time.

Thus, he was meticulous in every step of the process.

There was no need for further elaboration; Lin Xuan focused on refining his treasures while handling various miscellaneous tasks. Unlike closing a life-and-death gate, he was extremely busy and rarely left his cave dwelling.

---

Over the course of spring, summer, autumn, and winter, year after year passed without any unexpected incidents. Meanwhile, the Cloud Concealment Sect saw rapid growth with three other factions submitting to it, whether voluntarily or not. The sect's influence expanded significantly.

In a world where the strong prey on the weak, as the Cloud Concealment Sect grew stronger, it naturally sought more benefits and resources.

Facing this sudden giant, many nearby sects and families submitted out of fear, but some powerful factions were unwilling to give up their precious spirit veins and resources without a fight.

What could be said then? In the world of cultivation, strength always spoke louder than words. A bloody storm swept through the entire Frosty Region as various factions clashed.

However, the Cloud Concealment Sect was one of the five major sects in this region. Centuries ago, they defeated the Old Fiend and gained significant development. With three additional factions supporting them, coupled with Lin Xuan's fearsome reputation, it was clear that no other sect could match their power.

While not unstoppable, the Cloud Concealment Sect’s expansion was rapid.

With better spirit veins and more resources, the sect’s growth was imminent.

Meanwhile, regarding Lin Xuan’s avatar, he continued his relentless pursuit of the image pearl's whereabouts, heading to Qingmu City without pause.

Qingmu City would have been unknown to Lin Xuan if not for his leisurely interest in various ancient texts. As a cultivator, he had an excellent memory. Without this knowledge, it wouldn't have mattered much.

But since Lin Xuan happened to know the location, and at such a vast distance, it was insignificant for him.

Despite being inferior to the main body, the avatar’s speed still allowed instantaneous travel over thousands of miles.

Lin Xuan didn’t need to rush; after all, so much time had passed that a day or two difference wouldn't matter. So he didn't push himself to the limit. Nevertheless, just two days later, he arrived at a majestic city.
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To be grand, that is relative.

How magnificent could a settlement for low-ranking cultivators truly be?

Especially to Lin Xuan, such a city was hardly worth a glance.

Of course, from the perspective of ordinary people, this city was astonishingly large. Its height exceeded one hundred zhang, constructed with unusually thick green sandstone, making it incredibly sturdy. Under the setting sun, it seemed like a savage giant beast lying quietly on the boundless wilderness.

Meteor trails occasionally streaked across the sky as night began to fall, but the city remained bustling with cultivators coming and going, giving an impression of constant activity.

However, their cultivation levels were not impressive. Lin Xuan subtly used concealment techniques so that no one could spot him; he was merely observing from the side.

After a brief observation, Lin Xuan's body emitted a faint aura as he found an empty area to land. A loud crackling sound filled his ears as he transformed into an emaciated old man, his cultivation level dropping to around the realm of the spirit embryo.

Such actions were necessary; most travelers in Qingmu City were low-ranking cultivators. If he had infiltrated with a fragmentary soul, it would have been too shocking. Lin Xuan came here to gather information, not to attract attention, so concealing his identity and cultivation level was essential.

With no further delay, Lin Xuan confidently entered the city.

The layout of the city did not warrant much description. Various buildings stood in neat rows, arranged in a staggered manner.

Lin Xuan waved for a carriage and tossed a middle-grade crystal stone to the driver, saying, "Baibaozhai!"

Before he could finish speaking, his figure flashed, and he was already inside the carriage.

His movements were so swift that they resembled those of a ghost.

The driver was startled but quickly regained his composure when he saw the bright middle-grade crystal stone.

"Thank you, Immortal for your generous gift."

A middle-grade crystal stone could take him a month's hard work to earn, and this customer seemed extremely generous.

Lin Xuan pulled on the reins, and the strange creature began to run swiftly.

After about half an hour, the carriage stopped in front of a wooden building. Lin Xuan looked up and saw a large signboard reading "Baibaozhai" in golden characters.

The building was unremarkable from any angle; it appeared to be just another ordinary pawnshop.

Could the Image Pearl really come from here?

Lin Xuan's doubts lingered, but he believed there was no reason for the woman named Cao to deceive him.

With a calm expression, Lin Xuan walked into Baibaozhai as if strolling through an open courtyard.

Upon entering, Lin Xuan was slightly surprised by the interior layout. It differed significantly from his expectations of a typical pawnshop.

The hall was bright and spacious, capable of accommodating dozens of people without feeling crowded. At the end of the hall stood a long counter made of precious sandalwood, known for its durability and pleasant aroma that could invigorate one's mind. Such wood was often used by low-ranking cultivators to make small accessories.

The cost of such counters was considerable, indicating that Baibaozhai was not an ordinary pawnshop but had some substantial resources.

A young man in a green hat greeted him with a smile: "Welcome, honored guest! What would you like to see? Though we are a pawnshop, our collection is extensive. We can definitely satisfy your needs."

The tone of the attendant was exaggerated, but his expression was respectful. Typically, customers at a pawnshop fell into two categories.

One group consisted of impoverished cultivators who had nothing left and were on the brink of destitution. They brought their family heirlooms or junk to pawn for survival.

The other category comprised wealthy individuals who came not to pawn anything but to chance upon some treasure.

Pawns like these were rare, but it was common for well-off cultivators to visit a pawnshop in hopes of finding something valuable.

Lin Xuan belonged to the latter. For such a wealthy customer, Baibaozhai would certainly treat him with due respect.

Lin Xuan glanced at the attendant and wasted no time on him: "I am looking for some items. Just call your boss."

The attendant sucked in his breath sharply. This man's arrogance was alarming; he demanded to see the owner directly. He instinctively wanted to refuse, but as soon as their eyes met, something compelled him to remain silent.

Instead, the attendant led Lin Xuan to a comfortable seat on the second floor and went out to call the boss.

Lin Xuan sat quietly in the room, waiting for only a short while before an overweight middle-aged man with a pleasant smile entered.

Lin Xuan looked up and saw that this man's appearance and demeanor were indistinguishable from those of a regular shop owner. The only difference was his sharp, intelligent eyes. His cultivation level was also not weak; he was an advanced-stage spirit embryo cultivator, which made him one of the higher-ranking cultivators in Qingmu City.

Initially, the man had a kind expression but changed abruptly upon seeing Lin Xuan, showing surprise and suspicion, along with a hint of fear. However, his demeanor quickly turned into respect as he approached Lin Xuan and bowed deeply: "Junior wishes to pay respects to Senior. I do not know why you have come here, but if there is anything within my power, I will certainly do my best."

"Can you discern the cultivation level of this body?"

Lin Xuan was surprised by the outcome. Although his concealment technique was slightly inferior to that of his true form due to the nature of his cultivation method, it was not something ordinary cultivators could see through.

A mere spirit embryo cultivator had managed to perceive his concealment technique; wasn't this too extraordinary?

Surprised and wary, Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

"Senior, please calm down. I would never harm you. As a naturally xuanqing body, I can discern your concealment," the shop owner hurriedly explained.
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"Xuanqing Body?"

Lin Xuan was initially surprised, but then his expression turned to understanding. With his extensive knowledge and experience, he had certainly heard of the Xuanqing Body before, but it held no real significance.

Cultivators relied on their innate talents and opportunities. Opportunities were intangible and unpredictable, whereas one's talent could be easily assessed. Lin Xuan himself was a prime example; his talent was so lacking that even his spirit root had failed to develop properly. Had he not been fortunate enough to obtain the Blue Star Sea, or if he hadn't been diligent and resilient, he would have long since become nothing more than a forgotten corpse.

From a talent perspective, Lin Xuan was undoubtedly at the bottom of the barrel.

However, as his cultivation grew, so did his knowledge. While innate talents were crucial, some cultivators with special physiques could achieve results that were disproportionate to their efforts. For instance, those with Fire Spirit Body or Nine Spirit Sword Body could see significant benefits from their practices.

The Xuanqing Body was one such special saintly body, but it was considered the worst of them all. It offered no aid whatsoever in cultivation; its sole purpose was to render any concealment techniques ineffective for anyone possessing this body.

What a waste!

If he could discern others' concealment techniques, that would be impressive, but merely uncovering hidden cultivation levels through breathing control was hardly worth mentioning.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan slowly stood up. With the air of concealment technique already exposed, there was no point in hiding anything further. He took a deep breath and subtly activated his inner refinement method. A terrifying aura emanated from him.

"Sure enough, an old monster of the Spirit Splitting Realm."

The shopkeeper's face turned pale. Thankfully, Lin Xuan hadn't released his spiritual pressure; still, he was struggling to bear it. He stepped back hurriedly, even having trouble breathing. He hastily summoned a protective spiritual light and finally stood firm, but his expression became increasingly reverent.

"Senior, your presence is greatly honored. Please tell me what you need. I will do my utmost to fulfill your request."

It wasn't surprising that he was terrified; the Spirit Splitting Realm was already considered a realm of great power. Normally, such beings were beyond his reach. Despite the old monster's unremarkable appearance, one gesture could easily erase Qingmu City or crush him like an ant.

The shopkeeper's respectful attitude pleased Lin Xuan, who then swept his sleeve and emitted a flickering spiritual light from it, revealing a pearl as large as a dragon eye.

"This item was sold by your store. Can you recognize it?"

"Senior, may I take a closer look?" the shopkeeper asked, rubbing his eyes.

"Certainly."

With Lin Xuan's permission, the shopkeeper stepped forward and delicately picked up the pearl with his thumb and forefinger.

After a careful examination: "An Image Pearl?"

"Do you know what it is?"

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but quickly understood. Although the shopkeeper's cultivation level was negligible—only at theinfant spirits stage—he had extensive knowledge of various treasures as the head of the Hundred Treasures Hall. Recognizing an Image Pearl wasn't particularly remarkable.

"The junior recognizes this. The Image Pearl indeed came from your store," the shopkeeper replied honestly.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's eyes gleamed with excitement: "If you remember, that makes it easier. Does your store have any more of these Image Pearls? I am willing to pay a high price for them."

"Senior, there is only one such Image Pearl."

"One?" Lin Xuan was surprised and his expression turned grim: "Are you trying to fool me?"

The shopkeeper quickly defended himself: "Senior, don't joke. The junior wouldn't dare. If we had more, selling it would risk offending you. Besides, the Image Pearl is an ancient relic but not a significant item. Its function is similar to Jade Pupil, just more effective. Moreover, after acquiring this one, we consulted many experts who couldn’t open it for certain reasons."

Seeing Lin Xuan's displeased expression, the shopkeeper quickly explained everything.

Lin Xuan observed carefully and didn't seem to be lying. The explanation was logically sound with no apparent flaws.

But what did that matter?

Lin Xuan desperately wanted to know what had happened in ancient times. He had finally found a lead but was unwilling to let it end here.

Disappointment filled him, but what could he do? If the shopkeeper was telling the truth, even if he extracted his soul and refined his essence, it would be useless.

Lin Xuan wasn't unreasonable, but his expression remained grim. The matter was too significant for him; many of his doubts needed answers from this lead.

Silent, Lin Xuan's mood was increasingly anxious. He dared not breathe, fearing Lin Xuan's wrath.

The wait seemed endless until finally, after a cup of tea had passed, Lin Xuan asked: "If there are no similar Image Pearls, where did you acquire this one?"

Lin Xuan's question was out of desperation; he would follow any leads to the end.

"Um..."

The shopkeeper was also in a dilemma. He remembered clearly how he had acquired the Image Pearl twenty years ago for only twenty middle-grade crystal stones from an impoverished base practitioner.

At the time, he had been delighted, but now it brought him trouble. If he knew then what he knew now, he wouldn't have taken such a risk.

Though he handled the transaction, he knew nothing about the base practitioner's identity. Pawnshops dealt only in treasures and not their owners' backgrounds.

With twenty years having passed, that base practitioner was long gone; dead or alive, it mattered little to Lin Xuan. The shopkeeper naturally had no idea where it came from.

"Um..."

The result left Lin Xuan cold, but he couldn't vent his frustration. As before, if the shopkeeper didn't know something, there was nothing he could do even if he extracted his soul and refined his essence.
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Lin Xuan was not a man who disregarded reason, and considering the matter in truth, it could only be attributed to coincidental timing. Killing this young cultivator would not solve anything.

Why harm an innocent person for such a trivial matter? The trail ended here.

At this point, Lin Xuan himself was helpless. He did not make things difficult for the Hundred Treasures Hall; he merely walked out with a worried expression.

"Phew!"

The shopkeeper sighed in relief. Thankfully, this senior was reasonable and understanding. Otherwise...

He shuddered to think about it.

Just saying that he had narrowly escaped death was understandable. After all, as the saying goes: "Those who survive great calamities will surely have good fortune." He hoped his cultivation would advance after experiencing such a crisis.

Of course, while this method seemed simple and straightforward, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure about its effectiveness.

In any case, surviving a trial was indeed a relief. As for Lin Xuan, he now wore a worried expression. Originally confident that the avatar could uncover ancient secrets, he had hoped to get results but ended up with nothing after all his efforts. It felt like all his hard work had been in vain. However, there was no point in being depressed; he would have to rely on diligent cultivation. If he ever reached the Tribulation Transcendence stage one day, he might have a chance to inquire about ancient secrets from peers.

Though this method seemed somewhat crude, it was practical. Moreover, while tribulation transcendence was terrifying, it wasn't entirely out of reach for him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan felt slightly better. His mind raced with ideas, but his expression remained calm and composed—controlling his emotions had become second nature to him.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's pace slowed down. He raised his head, a look of suspicion on his face. He turned around, but the surroundings were peaceful, the city orderly. Why did he have such an ominous feeling?

This feeling wasn't fleeting; it was genuine and unsettling, as if something terrible was about to happen.

He couldn't ignore this sensation, yet everything around him seemed calm. Where could this terrifying feeling be coming from?

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubt as the eerie feeling did not subside but grew stronger over time. He didn’t believe that anything within a ten-thousand-mile radius posed a threat to him.

The low-level cultivators gathered in this city were insignificant compared to his own strength, and even if his avatar’s power was weaker than his main body, they would still be mere ants to him. As for the nearby secret realms or dangerous places, they were irrelevant to Lin Xuan. So where did this unease originate?

The more he pondered, the more perplexed he became, looking towards the sky.

Unless... something could break through the barrier and arrive here. But was that possible?

Breaking through the barrier required immense power, even for a tribulation transcendence cultivator.

Lin Xuan began to doubt his own guess. Before his thoughts could fully form, an incredible scene unfolded.

"Bang!"

A slight disturbance entered Lin Xuan's mind, carrying traces of spatial laws.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan was startled. He knew that such a sensation came from his profound understanding of the power of laws, far surpassing that of ordinary cultivators. However, it also indicated how terrifying the changes were. Lin Xuan quickly raised his head to see what had happened.

Before him lay a scene that made his pupils contract. The sky, which was clear just moments ago, suddenly turned grayish-white. This shade wasn't as gloomy as overcast skies but carried an even more oppressive atmosphere. More terrifyingly, the grayish-white sky seemed to be in constant turmoil, pulsating like a living entity. It was the sky itself that was moving, not clouds or anything else.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling alarmed. He narrowed his eyes and sensed chaotic laws within the grayish-white sky. There were two distinct streams of law intertwining and tearing apart, creating an indescribable sense of dread.

This feeling was even more intense than when he faced the spirit fragment of Tiaomu in the Ice Sea Realm. Could it be...

Before this thought could fully form,

"Boom!"

A deafening roar echoed through his ears. The sound was so loud that it surpassed the famous Lion's Roar from the Buddhist sect. Wherever it passed, the thick and solid walls made of green granite crumbled into dust. However, due to the city wall’s barrier, much of the sound wave was blocked, but even so, many cultivators within the city suffered greatly.

Above the dao婴 stage, they were relatively safe with their protective spirit lights. Their chests heaved with blood, but lower-stage cultivators fared worse. The lucky ones bled from multiple orifices and sustained severe injuries, while those less fortunate simply exploded to their deaths.

The buildings within the city met a similar fate—most of them turned into dust due to the sound wave. A massive city was destroyed in an instant.

Lin Xuan’s expression was at its most grim. Although that sound wave hadn’t affected him much, like a gentle breeze, he felt uneasy just thinking about what caused such a loud noise.

"Boom!"

Another deafening roar followed, similar to the first. The once bustling city of Qingmu turned into ruins. Only a few buildings remained intact, and many survivors were sent back to the underworld.

What was even more terrifying was that this sound wave wasn’t specifically targeting the city but had devastated an area ten thousand miles wide. Mountains collapsed, lakes filled in, and the landscape changed dramatically within an instant.

The sky’s turmoil intensified as a fragment of it shattered into pieces. A black dot appeared in his vision, accompanied by frenzied demonic energy.

This energy felt familiar to Lin Xuan, and he quickly realized what it was: Primordial Chaos Energy!
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Though it was a demon aura, it was vastly different from the one used by ordinary demon races.

Legend had it that even among the great existences of the demon race—besides the three Demon Kings who were on par with scattered immortals—the powerful demons in the Tribulation Period could only command chaotic demon auras that were marred and impure.

Apart from them, there was only one thing across the Three Realms that could still command chaotic demon auras: True Spirit!

Whether it be the Phoenix or the colorful Dragon, at their core, they all belonged to the demon race. The auras they commanded naturally had to be the purest chaotic auras!

Could it be that a True Spirit had broken through the boundary and come here?

Lin Xuan's mind raced like a fast-paced movie as he pondered.

But what could be entangled with him?

Two strands of法则力量 appeared in the sky, intertwined and fighting each other. If one of them was indeed a True Spirit, then what could possibly stand up to his might?

The thought made Lin Xuan's scalp tingle with fear. After all, it was a True Spirit!

While true spirits were generally categorized as being on par with Tribulation Period beings, that was just habitual classification. Cultivators knew well that even the weakest true spirit would be stronger than ordinary old monsters of the Tribulation Period and could freely traverse between realms.

As a top-tier interface in the Spirit Realm, Nali Dragon World occasionally saw the appearance of true spirits, which wasn't unusual. But what exactly was it that fought with him?

Before his thoughts could fully settle, the tiny black dot far above quickly approached and grew larger, bringing an ominous pressure.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's hands moved swiftly as he chanted incantations, activating Snow Shadow True Demon Technique to its utmost extent. A dense cloud of demonic energy surged out, enveloping him.

Despite his swift actions, the thunderous sound reached his ears almost immediately.

Boom!

The black dot became crystal clear—turning into a golden toad. No, it was more like a giant golden frog. It landed with a thud.

The space trembled as if struck by a meteorite. The area within a hundred miles had already been flattened by the terrifying sound waves. Now, huge cracks appeared, spreading out like spider webs in all directions.

In the middle of these cracks lay a massive hole over a hundred feet wide and deep beyond measure.

Just now, that golden toad-like entity fell from the sky like a meteorite.

A hundred miles away from Qingmu City, this small distance meant the city was utterly devastated. The walls were gone, buildings reduced to rubble, and in an instant, tens of thousands of cultivators were annihilated.

No one had attacked the city; it was merely swept by the residual effects. The city gates being breached led to collateral damage, vividly illustrating the situation before his eyes.

Ten thousand cultivators seemed like ants compared to him. Lin Xuan might be the only survivor hiding behind a crumbling wall, his face grim with indecision.

To leave now would be a good opportunity.

But leaving in such a haphazard manner left Lin Xuan feeling unsatisfied.

Misfortune and fortune are interdependent; danger may harbor opportunities. Could this perilous situation offer any chance?

After all, for most cultivators, even high-ranking existences like those at the Shen State, it was rare to see a true spirit in their lifetimes.

Fortune favors the bold!

Lin Xuan's thoughts clashed in his mind.

With a slight hesitation, he decided to take a risk. After all, this might be an unprecedented opportunity.

He concealed his aura and carefully hid behind the crumbling wall.

Just as he finished, "Goo!"

A voice amplified by countless times echoed through the air. The deep pit suddenly filled with intense heat. A fiery red emerged from the bottom of the pit, not fire but molten rock gushing out.

The molten rock formed a massive pillar over a hundred feet wide at its base. More terrifyingly, atop this pillar lay a monstrous creature.

A vast shadow was cast down.

This creature was over several dozen feet long, resembling a toad in appearance. Its body was golden and crimson.

Though it looked like an ordinary toad from afar, there were differences.

First, between its brows was a large round pearl about the size of a foot, white as jade, with a smaller golden bead embedded right in the center, making it look extremely eerie.

On its back, along the spine, sharp red spines sprouted every few feet. At their ends, these spines curved into hooks.

Golden Jade True Toad!

Lin Xuan sucked in his breath sharply.

Though he had guessed this from the start, confirming that this was a true spirit left him utterly shocked.

No wonder it could emit such heavy chaotic demon aura; even among the powerful demons of the Tribulation Period, few could achieve this.

While Golden Jade True Toad ranked low among true spirits and was considered one of the weakest, a true spirit remained a true spirit. Even the weakest had their value.

In any case, ordinary cultivators at the early Tribulation Stage would surely be no match for it.

Lin Xuan watched clearly as the Golden Jade True Toad was struck by someone from another realm, falling through the boundary and landing here.

Now, it crouched on a pillar of molten rock, looking like it was in a state of high alert. The situation was clear; in its confrontation with an opponent, the Golden Jade True Toad was at a disadvantage. Who could be so formidable as to dare attack a true spirit?

Lin Xuan didn't know.

With many speculations, he wondered if another true spirit might be involved.

The scene before him was rare and magnificent, drawing Lin Xuan's attention away from his own predicament.

"Goo!"

Another loud sound echoed. The Golden Jade True Toad suddenly moved with incredible speed, far beyond what Lin Xuan could follow. It seemed to have opened its mouth, and then space blurred as a long, rope-like entity sliced through the sky.

No, it wasn't a rope; it was the tongue of the Golden Jade True Toad. As it extended and retracted, it grew to over a thousand feet in length, like a sword, piercing towards his head with great force.

The action of a toad extending its tongue resembled that of a common frog catching insects, but the power was incomparable. This attack contained法则力量.
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"Devil beast, seeking death!"

Above his head, a sharp cry echoed.

Then, silver light flashed, and a female cultivator in flowing white robes appeared.

At first glance, she was no more than twenty years old, but her eyes held an air of沧桑 (sāng cāng) that spoke of countless experiences through the ages. It seemed as if all the legends from ancient times had passed through her life.

Her aura was terrifyingly powerful; it could rival the True Moon {真蟾} and perhaps even surpass it. Lin Xuan couldn't estimate her cultivation stage, but she was clearly a high-ranking cultivator who had already weathered a heavenly tribulation—perhaps not at its initial stages.

This feeling reminded him of his encounter with the True Dragon in the Demon Realm. He felt that this woman might be at the late-stage heavenly tribulation realm!

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly, though he couldn't help but feel some fear. True spirits and high-ranking cultivators at the heavenly tribulation stage seemed too insane.

Perhaps staying here wasn’t a good idea after all; he might end up perishing by accident...

This was no idle threat or exaggeration. Lin Xuan had never seen firsthand what late-stage heavenly tribulation realm cultivators could do, but legends spoke of their ability to reverse the laws of heaven and earth. From this existence's perspective, it would be nearly impossible for him to protect himself, even if his avatar were here, let alone if the true form appeared.

Regrets were useless now. He had missed the best opportunity to escape, so he could only cautiously hide his movements. The feeling of not being able to control one’s fate was unbearable; ultimately, it came down to how weak he still was.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

On the other side, the female cultivator raised her delicate hand and formed a fist. A slender sword materialized from her fingers, as thin as a butterfly's wing, almost transparent. The sword seemed fragile but contained an awe-inspiring force of法则 (fǎ lǜ).

She shook her hand, sending the sword downward with incredible dexterity, silently slicing through the air. Suddenly, a magnificent wave of剑气 (jiàn qì) burst forth, obscuring the sky and creating a grand spectacle.

But in an instant, all the剑气 (jiàn qì) condensed into a fine crystal thread...

Lin Xuan was left speechless; transforming a sword into such a thin thread was unheard of. And with the force of法则 (fǎ lǜ) embedded within it!

The crystal thread clashed against the True Moon {真蟾}'s tongue.

Cish...

At that moment, the entire world seemed to twist. Lin Xuan wasn't affected by the residual energy, but he felt inexplicably uncomfortable, his blood surging in his chest.

Fortunately, his avatar was a Spirit Herb Body and had ingested the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, which aligned with the laws of heaven and earth. This provided some resistance to the force of法则 (fǎ lǜ). Otherwise, any other cultivator at the same stage would have been reduced to bleeding from all seven orifices.

The entire process was swift, lasting only a moment before the outcome was clear.

With a light "tsk," the True Moon {真蟾}'s tongue was cut off. Lin Xuan didn't see if it bled; instead, the severed tongue exploded with a "bang" and turned into sparkling stars, vanishing into the sky.

The True Moon {真蟾} showed signs of pain but quickly recovered.

Then she opened her mouth, but this time, there was no attack. Instead, buzzing words echoed in his ears: "Killing is only to the head; I am a true spirit after all. Do you really want to force me?"

"Hmph, what's the point now? You trespassed into my lair and stole my Taiyi Immortal Grass. Don't you think I'll forgive you?"

Her face was cold, but when she mentioned the Taiyi Immortal Grass, there was a trace of fluctuation.

Though only a few words were spoken, their enmity was clear.

Taiyi Immortal Grass?

Lin Xuan struggled to recall anything about it; he had never heard of such a thing before.

Perhaps his current cultivation level wasn't high enough to interact with that realm.

But the mere mention of "immortal grass" indicated its extraordinary value. Whether it was a divine artifact or not, it could make even a true spirit and late-stage heavenly tribulation cultivator fight to the death. Its worth needed no further explanation.

"That Taiyi Immortal Grass is my fault, but I have already ingested it; can you expect me to regurgitate it? Why do you relentlessly pursue this matter?"

The True Moon {真蟾} sighed, her voice deep and resonant, showing signs of submission.

But the Taiyi Immortal Grass was a precious item. In her garden, there was only one such plant. She had spent countless efforts acquiring and nurturing it over millions of years.

Almost within reach, she had been careless and lost to this detestable frog. True spirits be damned; after so much effort, she couldn't just give up because he admitted his mistake.

The woman showed no signs of backing down, her expression still cold: "It's too late for apologies now. You ingested my immortal grass; do you think a simple apology will make me forget this matter?"

"An apology won’t work, but compensation might. I am a true spirit after all, and over the years, I have accumulated some resources."

With no face to save, the True Moon {真蟾} had no choice but to reveal her fears. Despite being a true spirit, she was still intimidated by this woman.

She had been chased from the Cold Moon Realm to the realm of true spirits after stealing the immortal grass. She fought and was ultimately forced out of that dimension into an unknown part of the Spirit World.

After witnessing the True Moon {真蟾}'s ruthless tactics, she was truly afraid. She wasn't a true dragon or a celestial phoenix with the power to reverse the heavens and earth; she was one of the lowest-ranking true spirits.

This woman was not only late-stage but likely even more formidable than her. While she hadn’t reached the level of immortal or demon king, killing her would be no problem.

The thought filled the True Moon {真蟾} with dread. The other party showed no signs of giving up; they weren't just seeking to kill him. If he had known this earlier, he wouldn't have succumbed to the temptation of Taiyi Immortal Grass and ingested it. He would not have made such a formidable enemy!
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However, once the situation had reached this point, what use was regret?

In the cultivation world, there were no remedies for regrets, not even for true spirits. No matter what one did wrong, they always had to pay a price.

"Compensation," said Hen. "If you were a true dragon or phoenix, or any of the Four Spirits, perhaps I could have something that matches your needs. But just a golden yue true toad? What can your savings compare to the supreme immortal herb?"

The woman's face showed a trace of contemplation, but her tone remained cold.

In fact, it was filled with disdain!

Indeed, it was disdain.

Such a scene would be hard to believe if one hadn't witnessed it firsthand. The magnificent golden yue true toad, one of the legendary true spirits, was actually looked down upon by someone.

It was simply absurd!

But Lin Xuan could see clearly what was happening before him. According to this woman's demonstrated strength, she indeed had such qualifications.

Although he couldn't sense her realm, Lin Xuan was certain that she was a late-stage cultivator who had already passed through the tribulation. And not just any ordinary late-stage cultivator; there was an 80% chance that she was a superpower like Nai Long, feared and revered across the three realms.

Hearing this, the golden yue true toad's eyes also showed signs of anger.

Indeed, it ranked low among the true spirits. But since it was called a true spirit, how weak could it be? Being looked down upon now was unprecedented. The anger in its heart was understandable; it wished to rip out her soul and refine it.

But that was just wishful thinking.

The situation was stronger than people. Unable to fight back, the golden yue true toad could only swallow this anger forcefully.

On the contrary, she needed to show some flattery.

"Friend, why say such things? All things can be turned from conflict into harmony. I indeed don't have a supreme immortal herb like that, but as a true spirit, my savings are not lacking. You just draw up the line, and my compensation will surely satisfy you."

"Is that so?"

The white-robed woman raised her eyebrows and opened her lips, her voice still extremely cold: "That supreme immortal herb is something I cultivated for nearly a million years; it has important uses, yet you swallowed it whole. How can mere compensation settle this? Unless..."

"Unless what?"

Seeing the other party's tone soften, the golden yue true toad was overjoyed.

If she was willing to reconcile, things would be much easier. It feared most that not only was her strength terrifying, but also that she had a stubborn temper that no amount of persuasion could change. If she insisted on destroying it, that would truly be bad news.

Since she was willing to reconcile, even if more treasures were lost, there was still hope in resolving this crisis.

After all, wealth and treasures were just external things. As a true spirit, its lifespan was almost as long as that of a true immortal. As long as it lived, the lost treasures could be gradually recovered.

With such thoughts, though the golden yue true toad maintained vigilance on the surface, she felt relieved in her heart.

However, the next words from the other party made her extremely angry.

"Humph! I don't care about your accumulated treasures. But you yourself, this wretched beast, piques my interest. Although your cultivation is lacking, as a spirit beast guarding a cave, it would do. Thus, hand over one soul and one essence, sign a master-servant blood contract with me, and the grudge for stealing my immortal herb can be settled."

"What? Sign a master-servant blood contract?"

The golden yue true toad widened its eyes in disbelief, then anger replaced it: "Are you joking, friend? You want me to serve you as your master? Don't get any ideas. I am a true spirit, not some trashy demon race."

The golden yue true toad was furious; it felt its dignity had been insulted.

"Humph! I have no intention of wasting time with you here. This is the only way to settle the grudge against the supreme immortal herb. Either serve me as your master or die."

Faced with a true spirit's anger, the white-robed woman was indifferent and refused to make any concessions on this matter.

"Fine, fine..."

The golden yue true toad laughed in rage: "You are merely an advanced-stage cultivator. You think you can treat me like a soft fruit that can be easily manipulated. Indeed, your magical power is superior to mine, but even if I fight to the death, you won't fare well either. Haven't you heard of killing one thousand people and losing eight hundred?"

"Indeed, an advanced-stage cultivator. I wonder which renowned senior it might be."

Lin Xuan, hiding in the shadows, finally confirmed his earlier guess. Although his strength was not weak, he had limited contact with the secrets of late-stage cultivators except for the three demon kings and three scattered immortals. Among those familiar to him were the great abilities of this world, Nai Long True Man. Beyond that, other powerful beings in the spirit realm were names unknown.

This wasn't unusual; in the cultivation world, one's vision and insight were proportional to their strength. Without reaching that level, one naturally couldn't touch corresponding things.

Although the golden yue true toad was extremely angry, this statement still had some reconciliation intent.

It knew its enemy's strength best and thus showed a facade of sternness but inner weakness.

But the white-robed cultivator was decisive in her actions. She had no interest in wasting time here and, with a raised brow, lifted her slender hand. The transparent, chrysalis-like immortal sword reappeared in her palm.

With a gentle shake, it seemed like only her shoulders moved slightly, but no other movements were made. Yet the entire sky was instantly filled as if by magic, with countless sword energies raining down, vibrant and magnificent, heading towards the golden yue true toad.

Such an imposing attack; all the sword energies were orderly, seemingly conforming to some heavenly law, though it couldn't be clearly defined.

Lin Xuan was so captivated that he forgot his distance from the combatants—only a hundred miles away. Given the supreme power of those sword energies, if any happened to veer towards him, he would likely not withstand them.

But Lin Xuan's daze wasn't unfounded; because before him lay a great opportunity: an advanced-stage cultivator and a true spirit in battle. Such a sight was rarely seen, possibly offering profound insights for cultivation or upgrades. So he stared intently without blinking, afraid of missing any detail.

"Kwa!"

The deafening roar echoed into his ears. At this point, the golden yue true toad had no retreat left. Although it greatly feared the woman before her, as a true spirit's pride, she could never become someone else's spirit beast.

With matters reaching this point, there was no turning back; regardless of whether they could defeat each other or not, both would have to fight with all their might.
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"Goo!"

The roar of the True Essence Golden Jade Toad was incredibly loud, and within that sound seemed to be an inexhaustible amount of magical power.

The originally grayish-white sky became even darker.

The void space appeared like a small lake with ripples stirred by the wind, creating waves on its surface.

Then, one after another, mirrors-like treasures appeared in his vision. Though as thin as cicada wings, they were incredibly sturdy. They had all been formed from soundwaves.

To use his power to such an extent was truly breathtaking. Lin Xuan was only a Focused Spirit cultivator, and the entity that came here was merely one of his manifestations, but his eyesight far surpassed those of his peers. He marveled at it endlessly in his heart.

Sizzle…

In the next moment, the majestic sword energy spread like a storm, crashing against him with great force.

The True Essence Golden Jade Toad's eyes shone with light as a series of talismans floated out from its massive body. At the same time, the mirrors-like treasures in the sky began to respond, emitting a layer of golden light from their surfaces.

Next came an incredible scene: that powerful sword energy was actually bounced back.

Not blocked, but directly rebounded.

"This..."

Such a supreme technique had already surpassed Lin Xuan's comprehension. The True Essence Golden Jade Toad was enraged; indeed, it wasn't easy to deal with. As he said before, regardless of its rank, any true spirit existence would not be weak.

How would the mysterious woman handle this?

Lin Xuan felt curious and quickly raised his head. However, what met his eyes stunned him. The vast sky, except for a pale color covering it, was cloudless; where could that woman's figure be?

How is this possible?

Just moments ago, he had clearly seen her standing proudly in the ninth heaven. How did she vanish so mysteriously within an instant?

Impossible!

His own divine sense was something he knew very well.

The distance between them was only a hundred miles or so; even if it were a flower petal or any trace, his divine sense would not have missed it.

But she vanished just like that.

A chill ran through Lin Xuan's heart. He couldn't even capture the other party's movements. In other words, no matter how similar their powers might be, with this point alone, she could easily kill him as if crushing an ant.

Because he would never discover her ambush.

Let alone that her power far surpassed his... No, they were not on the same level at all.

Lin Xuan couldn't trace the woman's whereabouts, but the True Essence Golden Jade Toad could.

Seeing the sword energy bounce back and miss, it hurriedly turned its body to the left with a wary expression. However, it was too late; a dazzling crystal thread appeared in the sky and swiftly pierced towards him.

No... Wrong. This couldn't be called swift; it vanished without a trace as if ignoring time and space entirely.

How terrifying the rule power is.

The toad was greatly alarmed. A golden bead on its forehead suddenly lit up, emitting a "pop" sound into his ears. A beam of light about the thickness of an arm shot out from within.

This beam of light was golden, dazzlingly bright, and contained an extremely intense rule power as well.

It entangled with that crystal thread, making it hard to determine who would win or lose for a moment.

"Hmph, primordial force, you actually use it. But just to counter my one move of transforming the sword into threads, you use your primordial force, don't you think this is too wasteful?"

A sharp cry entered his ears, still carrying a strong tone of mockery. Then, a flash of spiritual light appeared, and the mysterious female cultivator finally revealed herself, only about a thousand feet away from the True Essence Golden Jade Toad.

She raised her right hand, and white vapor emerged. A flower basket appeared in her pure white hands, intricately designed. The flowers inside were incredibly beautiful.

What kind of treasure was this? Lin Xuan felt somewhat familiar with it but had no time to think further.

The woman gently waved her hand, sending the flower basket down. After falling about six or seven feet, it transformed back into a wisp of white vapor.

Fragrant and mysterious, filled with an aura of mystery.

But what was its significance?

Lin Xuan's face showed confusion. Was this battle too advanced? With his abilities, he had already encountered so many things that were incomprehensible.

Lin Xuan was still curious.

The True Essence Golden Jade Toad saw the white vapor and shrank back in fear as if encountering a ghost.

Swoosh swoosh...

A series of swords, as thin as cicada wings, shot out from the white vapor. Each sword was identical to the one she held in her hand, clearly similar to Lin Xuan's situation; this woman's life essence treasure was also a set.

Moreover, there were more than the Nine Palaces Instant Sword by far, with an estimated hundred or so.

All the swords flew towards the giant toad.

The huge toad was terrified upon seeing this scene. Just one sword was already hard for him to handle; suddenly, over a hundred appeared. Wasn't he really going to die?

It didn’t want to fall and wasn’t in the mood to hide its weaknesses now. It seemed it had to pay some price to neutralize the woman's move.

"Goo!"

Another fierce roar echoed as the True Essence Golden Jade Toad's eyes glowed with ferocity, especially the two round beads on its forehead, flashing with milky white and golden light respectively.

Enormous rule power mixed with chaotic demon energy enveloped its massive body. Then, the toad opened its blood-filled mouth, and a long, rope-like object shot out into space.

This wasn't a rope; it was the toad's tongue, which had been cut by this woman before but now had fully recovered. Lin Xuan vaguely felt that it was still the same tongue, but after being enhanced by rule power, it was different from what it used to be.

Without seeing its mouth move, space collapsed one after another. At each collapse, a golden shadow could be seen, hazy and beautiful.

Though there was only one tongue, the myriad of shadows it created almost filled the entire sky.

The number seemed even more than that of the flying swords.

Boom!

A deafening roar echoed as the true spirit existence and late-stage Golden Core Transcender's powerful attacks clashed head-on. The scene was indescribable.

Lin Xuan originally wanted to quietly retreat a bit, making himself safer by being farther away. However, soon he realized that this was unnecessary.

Indeed, the power of the current move could destroy heaven and earth, but during their confrontation, there were few or almost no residual effects.

At their level, the control over magical energy had reached an incredible degree of precision. No residual effects meant all released energy would be fully utilized without any waste.
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Lin Xuan felt a sense of enlightenment, but how to achieve it was beyond his current understanding. The way this power was used was incredibly intricate and mysterious, despite the simplicity of its principles. Perhaps he would only be able to grasp such techniques after advancing to the Transcendence Realm.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

For him, the final realm of cultivation was one of great yearning.

The Shen State existed before the Tribulation Realm, making even his own strength akin to a more robust ant compared to the ordinary Shen State cultivators. This notion seemed absurd but was undoubtedly true.

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with mixed emotions as the battle in the sky took on new developments.

Clang! Clang!

The sound of metal clashing echoed incessantly. The mysterious female cultivator’s divine sword, sharp beyond measure, failed to easily sever the tongue of the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad this time. Instead, it seemed like two magical treasures colliding.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before realizing that while the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad ranked lower in the True Spirit hierarchy, it was a genuine metallic True Spirit!

What does "metallic" mean?

It refers to a body as sharp and hard as metal. The True Spirit Golden Moon Toad not only possessed divine strength but was nearly impervious to water or fire, making it virtually invulnerable to ordinary magical treasures. Its entire body was incredibly hard.

Of course, there is a limit to hardness; for a Shen State cultivator, no matter how many magical treasures they summoned, they would be ineffective against the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad. But if faced with an equal peer like this late-stage Tribulation Realm powerhouse, it wouldn't dare use its body to withstand the opponent's treasure.

However, its tongue was an exception!

Just as a common frog uses its tongue to catch insects, the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad’s most commonly used weapon was also its tongue. It was not only extremely flexible but also harder than other parts of its body, making it both offensive and defensive. At this moment, it had driven its source power into the tongue, almost reaching an indestructible state.

The indestructible state was one of the most profound secrets in Buddhist cultivation, though the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad hadn't practiced it. However, with its innate abilities and source power, it could simulate such a state to some extent.

Despite this, compared to the real thing, it was still incredibly hard but unbreakable.

Clang! Clang!

The sounds reverberated through his ears as the golden light and sword energy interwove in the sky. Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded: what had been a vast array of sword energies coalesced into one, only to be pierced by the arrow-like golden light, shattering into pieces.

Peng!

A crisp sound came from above.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned as did the mysterious female cultivator whose expression turned icy. The tongue’s transformation into a golden shadow not only pierced the sword energy but also damaged her divine sword itself. No... it wasn't just damage; the continuous shattering indicated that the divine sword had been completely shattered.

The situation reversed!

Lin Xuan hadn’t expected such a formidable opponent to fall so quickly, defeated by the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad in just a few moves.

That divine sword looked splendid but was actually indestructible. Once its life treasure was destroyed, no matter how powerful one was, they would surely be grievously injured—this was an ironclad rule of the cultivation world!

The True Spirit Golden Moon Toad, as one of the ancient true spirits from time immemorial, naturally understood this and gleefully revealed its joy. It puffed out its cheeks.

"Goo!"

A massive frog call echoed through the sky, far more powerful than a thunderbolt on a clear day. As the sound entered his ears, a thick cloud of miasma erupted from the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad’s mouth, propelled like an arrow by a super-strong bow, shooting towards the female cultivator in the sky.

This timing was perfect—when her life treasure had been destroyed and her mind distracted, even a late-stage Tribulation Realm powerhouse would be unable to avoid such a sudden change.

And that cloud couldn't be underestimated; it contained primordial miasma from the dawn of creation, tied to the laws of heaven and earth, and was its trump card.

Since it wasn’t self-generated but consumed, it was usually not used casually. But in this critical moment, the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad knew which was more important.

Peng!

A soft sound echoed as the mysterious female cultivator couldn’t evade the strange cloud, which struck her at her dantian. The wound was as large as a bowl and so severe that even if she had a physical body, it would have disintegrated into dust, leaving no time for her spirit embryo to escape.

She fell!

"Hey, something’s wrong."

Lin Xuan was surprised but noticed an anomaly. If this woman truly lacked power, why had the True Spirit Golden Moon Toad been so wary of her?

Clearly, she was above the True Spirit.

Even if she had been careless just now, it wouldn’t have happened in an instant.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan raised his head doubtfully.

The female cultivator’s body was torn open by a large hole and vanished into starlight.

Was this an illusion?

No!

Or perhaps a substitute tribulation?

No.

Lin Xuan shook his head. He couldn't distinguish the secret technique before him, but one thing was certain: it was undoubtedly more advanced than anything he knew.

The True Spirit Golden Moon Toad also noticed something amiss but had no time for further action as silver laughter echoed in his ears. From several hundred feet to its left, a dazzling white light column emerged, about a dozen feet wide.

Silent and swift, it spanned both time and space, clearly containing some law power within.

Roar!

A painful roar of the True Spirit echoed through his ears as its body was pierced by that terrifying light column.

The situation reversed; this retribution came swiftly. The woman truly was formidable, retaliating in just a short amount of time.

Yet Lin Xuan was puzzled—her life treasure had been destroyed and wasn’t an illusion or any other trick, so why did she seem unperturbed?

This couldn't be explained by the vast powers of late-stage tribulation realm cultivators.

On the contrary, the longer a late-stage tribulation realm cultivator’s life treasure resided in their dantian, the closer its connection to their mind and spirit. Once destroyed, this backlash would be even more severe than for other cultivators.

This was an ironclad rule of the cultivation world, rooted deeply in the laws of heaven and earth. Even a true immortal couldn’t break it; they were bound by these constraints.

How had this woman escaped such a backlash?

Lin Xuan remained curious about her escape.
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The woman materialized in mid-air raised her jade hand.

Her fingers curled slightly, and she seemingly plucked a large cloud of white mist out of thin air. A flash later, it had coalesced into an exquisite flower basket.

Fresh flowers bloomed, their fragrance wafting over.

Then, the sound of tinkling bells reached his ears as hundreds of crystal-clear flying swords shot out from the flower basket.

These swords were like chrysalis wings, indistinguishable from those he had seen before.

Sword spirit materialization!

Lin Xuan almost blurted out in surprise.

This sought-after divine art was currently being diligently cultivated by his own body, while the information between two bodies could be shared. Therefore, how could he not recognize her?

Moreover, what this woman performed—soulless sword spirit materialization—was far beyond Old Monster Zhong's reach and seemed infinitely more mysterious.

Flower basket, soulless sword spirit materialization; a name appeared in Lin Xuan’s mind.

He finally guessed the identity of this woman.

Sure enough, she was a famous figure in the Spirit Realm.

Flower Fairy!

Although he had never met her, his ears were already ringing with her fame.

Her daughter, Princess New Moon, was once the beloved daughter of Cold Moon Immortal and had taken Flower Fairy as her teacher.

Of course, it wasn’t that her divine arts surpassed those of a scattered immortal; rather, her cultivation technique, "Flower Fragrance Flowing Technique," suited female cultivators better.

But given that Cold Moon Immortal was one of the three scattered immortals with such keen eyesight, his willingness to have his daughter take Flower Fairy as a teacher indirectly proved this great being's strength.

Moreover, there was a record in Black Moon Heaven Witch Art about her; even Heavenly Witch Goddess had once fought against her. That battle had been so intense that it left the sky and earth in chaos. Although Flower Fairy lost, Heavenly Witch Goddess greatly admired her strength.

That explained everything.

It turned out that Flower Fairy had arrived here.

Not just a mere golden jade true toad—she could face even a true dragon or celestial phoenix with one fight.

No wonder she was so confident.

No wonder she could perform soulless sword spirit materialization.

The source of the problem lay here.

This battle had no suspense; the golden jade true toad would surely lose.

At the same time, Lin Xuan silently marveled at the strange twists and turns of fate. Not long ago, he had been lamenting about soulless sword spirit materialization, wishing to meet this legendary Flower Fairy. Now, here she was, meeting him in person right before his eyes.

Knowing her identity explained many previous doubts; no wonder she hadn’t suffered any backlash. With such a divine technique as soulless sword spirit materialization, how could the Flower Fairy Sword be destroyed easily?

The golden jade true toad was merely left with empty hopes.

It now faced immense danger.

With this woman’s jade hand waving, countless intricate symbols spread from her wrist. Then, the Flower Fairy Sword closed in on itself.

A brilliant light shone as a giant sword over a hundred feet long appeared before his eyes.

Great Sword Technique?

No, not just combining all the swords into one; it wasn’t merely getting bigger either. There were some mysterious divine arts hidden within.

Lin Xuan could sense something vaguely but couldn’t pinpoint what exactly.

But then, his expression changed dramatically.

A terrifying force of law burst forth from the Flower Fairy Sword.

"Sever!"

With a fierce gaze in her phoenix eyes and an unusually solemn jade hand pointing forward, she commanded.

Instantly, the entire sky seemed to ignite. It was as if it had been boiled, rapidly boiling up.

Space collapsed.

Not just collapsing; it was being squeezed into dust by that force of law.

On Flower Fairy’s face, a hint of strain appeared. Clearly, this secret technique wasn’t easy to perform.

But she was impatient. Since discovering the stolen Divine Herb of Taiyi by this detestable toad, she had chased from Cold Moon Realm to True Spirit Space and then used great divine arts to force it into this unknown realm. She had already spent too much time on this.

Despite its mediocre abilities, the golden jade true toad was thick-skinned, making ordinary techniques difficult but not impossible to destroy or defeat. This stalemate dragged on endlessly.

Flower Fairy didn’t wish to continue纠缠 with it and thus spared no effort, using a technique of immense power.

The golden jade true toad was alarmed; this time, it truly felt the threat to its life.

It was just a divine herb, but this detestable woman really wanted to kill it here.

With a loud "gwa!" sound, it lowered its head while arching its back. The blood-red bone spines on its back shot into the sky like arrows.

Similarly, over a hundred of them, their bloody scent permeating the air as they converged at an almost imperceptible speed.

A blood-red bone spear emerged.

Over a hundred feet long and enormous, it emitted a chilling aura. On its surface, countless golden-red symbols appeared.

These golden-red symbols were unfamiliar to Lin Xuan; they seemed to contain some of the laws of nature, with hints of force of law spilling out.

Bone spear, great sword!

Both had immense power capable of splitting heaven and earth. Now, these two great beings used them against each other.

Boom!

When they collided, the massive sound waves spread outward. The crumbling walls in front of Lin Xuan were also affected, shattered by the shockwave. Even his protective demonic aura failed to protect him; it was easily pierced through like dust.

Puff…

A mouthful of blood spewed out.

Lin Xuan was startled and rubbed his hands together, a talisman the size of a palm appearing—his treasure, Ten Thousand Souls Banner from Old Monster Zhong.

After washing away the old demon’s mark with spirit cleansing water and re-cultivating it, while not perfect, it could still be used normally.

Though he revealed himself by using this treasure, according to his calculations, both the golden jade true toad and Flower Fairy had likely already discovered him.

But they ignored him or simply didn’t care.

There was no other reason; compared to the two fighting, he was insignificant. It was like watching two giants fight—of course, they wouldn’t care about a mere ant nearby.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t angry because it made him safer.

The battle above had concluded. The bone spear, though fierce, shattered upon impact with the crystal sword.

Its force of law was clearly not weak but seemed ineffective when in contact with the other side, or rather, suppressed by it. Without the support of a force of law, this bone spear’s defeat was unsurprising.

But how could that be?

The same laws of nature; even if Flower Fairy were slightly stronger, the golden jade true toad was still a true spirit body, and its use of laws shouldn’t have been weaker. Yet, it had such an ignominious defeat.
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Could it really be that the strength of these two was so high that even Lin Xuan couldn't understand what he saw?

Lin Xuan was still in shock. Before his mind could fully process this, Jin Yuezhenshen's voice rang out, filled with astonishment and fear.

"Domain! You... you actually mastered a domain!"

"Yes, it is a domain."

The Fairy of Hundred Flowers' voice was arrogant as she spoke.

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan finally dispelled all his doubts. "A domain, no wonder!"

For ordinary Spirit Separation Stage cultivators, the concept of domains would be completely foreign. However, Lin Xuan was different; not only could his spiritual beast, Little Furball, cast incomplete domain powers, but he himself had a deep understanding of domains. This was due to the cultivation technique he practiced, the Black Moon Sky Witch Art, which provided an extremely detailed description of domains.

What exactly is a domain? It's hard to explain in a short time. In summary, the division within the cultivation world is very讲究 (refined).

The Separation and Union realm can mobilize primordial qi from the heavens and earth.

At the Spirit Separation Stage, cultivators can initially touch upon the laws of heaven and earth.

Note that this merely means touching; what they can do is only slightly顺应 (comply with) these laws to gain some benefits.

As for actual application, it requires the Transcendence Realm.

But ordinary Transcendence Realm existences have very limited applications as well. It takes the outstanding individuals of this realm to truly control them.

Using the laws of heaven and earth to serve one's own purposes; every move has the power to create or destroy. The battle between the Fairy of Hundred Flowers and Jin Yuezhenshen was like that.

However, if one were to advance further based on this foundation, they could reverse these laws.

Turning everything into nothingness, as the laws of heaven and earth are made by oneself. "My domain, I decide," is precisely what it means.

But domains are too difficult; in the early and middle stages, it's a dream. Even for late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivators, it was almost unattainable.

In the spirit realm, only three demon kings and three scattered immortals possessed domains. Lin Xuan couldn't help but wonder if this Fairy of Hundred Flowers had also cultivated her own domain.

Jin Yuezhenshen was utterly shocked, but by then, it was too late to regret.

Under the opponent's domain, his law power lost its effect naturally, and he could not withstand that devastating strike.

Sizzle...

The crystal-clear giant sword fell fiercely. Jin Yuezhenshen had no choice but to dodge; blood splashed out in a golden hue as it was split from head to toe by this single blow.

The pressure of the sword was immense, turning space into nothingness wherever it passed.

Fortunately, the range wasn't wide enough. If Lin Xuan were caught, his life would have been erased from existence.

Although this was merely an avatar, Lin Xuan wouldn't truly perish; but he would be deeply pained by the loss of such a creation.

Luckily, his luck held out. But had Jin Yuezhenshen really died?

A true spirit like her should not fall so easily, even when in another's domain.

After all, being unable to fight and being unable to escape are two different concepts.

Of course, this was just his speculation; the level of this battle exceeded his comprehension. Even if he couldn't understand some things, it wasn't strange.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as the Fairy of Hundred Flowers turned her fierce gaze towards him.

A thousand feet away from her, a golden light flashed, and a dense demonic cloud appeared.

Jin Yuezhenshen!

However, compared to before, this demon was not only smaller in size but also had significantly weaker aura.

In the opponent's domain, he could no longer utilize the laws of heaven and earth, and all aspects were heavily suppressed. Techniques like Substitute Transcendence Realm would lose their effect. For ordinary late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivators, death was certain.

Of course, for a Fairy of Hundred Flowers, using a domain to deal with an ordinary early or mid-stage Transcendence Realm cultivator wasn't necessary.

After all, the laws of heaven and earth had their inherent rules. While domains were powerful, using them once came at a great cost. They weren't things that could be used casually; even the three scattered immortals and three demon kings only occasionally used them in critical battles.

Though brief, it was extremely mysterious, with effects that could reverse the laws of heaven and earth. With this single strike, they might even kill a stubborn opponent.

However, Jin Yuezhenshen was still a true spirit body.

Even at the lower ranks, its strength far exceeded ordinary late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivators. While Substitute Transcendence Realm wouldn't work, it couldn't be easily destroyed either.

In that critical moment, it unleashed an incomprehensible technique and escaped.

While escaping was correct, the price was enormous. To break free from the opponent's domain at that moment, he had spent nearly half of his primordial power accumulated since ancient times.

This explained why its aura dropped so drastically, even shrinking in size.

However, the danger wasn't over; it merely escaped this sword's peril. The Fairy of Hundred Flowers still remained a threat and wouldn't easily give up.

Seeing that she hadn't truly been eliminated, her expression turned cold as a crow, and a sinister aura flashed in her phoenix eyes. She raised her jade hand, and an extremely complex hand seal shot out from between her fingers.

Bang...

A small explosion sounded, and the crystal-clear giant sword over a hundred feet long instantly shattered into hundreds of flying swords that covered half the sky.

Following this, countless shimmering runes appeared like lotus blossoms, being absorbed by the flying swords.

With a buzzing sound, these flying swords disappeared, replaced by strands of exceptionally clear sword threads.

Transforming swords into threads!

Lin Xuan was familiar with this technique in his true form; he could even say it was quite proficient.

However, compared to what the Fairy of Hundred Flowers cast, it was insignificant and not on the same level at all.

"Quickly!"

Seeing that the sword threads had taken shape, the Fairy of Hundred Flowers raised her jade hand, pointing forward with intense concentration.

As she moved, the sword threads shone brightly before disappearing from sight.

"Space law!"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Although this woman didn't use a domain, space power remained an extremely mysterious force.
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In the next moment, those crystal threads reappeared in the night sky, only a hundred feet or so from the True Moon Golden Toad. They exuded an icy aura.

This strike was powerful enough to destroy the laws of this realm. Even at its peak, it was uncertain if the True Moon Golden Toad could withstand such an attack. At that moment, there was no way he would consider it.

The secret technique used just now, although effective for evasion, had too great a cost. It couldn't be continuously cast in a short period of time.

Moreover, its essence power had been consumed to the point where even if it could be cast, it would need careful consideration; otherwise, it would only be drinking poison to quench thirst. Even if immediate danger was averted, the future situation would be more perilous and unbearable.

This Fairy of Flowers truly couldn't defeat him.

For the first time, the True Moon Golden Toad felt the real threat to its life.

It didn’t want to fall.

At the True Spirit level, it had an extremely long lifespan compared to late-stage cultivators who were about to transcend. Although not as eternal as a True Immortal, it was almost considered immortal.

With endless time to live, how could it be willing to die so easily?

For a divine herb, this wasn’t worth it.

The other party was too overbearing!

However, anger alone couldn't change anything. In the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words. Being inferior in skill meant all talk was futile.

Submission had become its only choice.

"Friend, stop! I am willing to be your spirit beast."

The True Moon Golden Toad roared loudly. The voice contained laws of nature, piercing through time and space; otherwise, it wouldn't have been timely enough.

Cish…

The sound of the palm breaking the air abruptly stopped. Countless sword threads were only a few feet away from the True Moon Golden Toad, completely blocking all possible escape routes.

Even if these crystal sword threads remained still, their immense power continued to ripple in mid-air, dazzlingly bright.

If the decision had been delayed, it would likely have already been torn apart.

"Are you willing to submit and become my spirit beast?"

The Fairy of Flowers' voice no longer remained calm. A hint of joy was evident. It made sense; killing him here merely vented her anger but did nothing practical. The devoured divine herb couldn't be reborn either.

However, if it became her spirit beast, the situation would be different.

At least as a True Spirit, even if ranked low, it could add significant strength to her. Its value was greater than that of the Taiyi Divine Herb; how could this woman not be delighted?

After all, among beings at her level, having a True Spirit as a spirit beast was extremely rare.

"Indeed, I am willing to submit and beg for your mercy."

The voice of the True Moon Golden Toad entered his ears. It hung its head, showing extreme depression.

How could it not feel depressed?

While saving its life, it now had a heavy burden, bound by this woman's will. A spirit beast, how could it willingly accept such a fate?

But what could it do? Who made it provoke the other party in the first place?

One misstep and it became a regret for all time; once you looked back, a hundred years had passed.

Regret was useless. Even though he felt depressed, at this moment, there was no choice but to face reality.

"Very well, since you are willing to submit, hand over one soul and one essence, along with your original body, and sign the master-servant blood contract."

"What is an original body?"

Lin Xuan was somewhat surprised. He had read countless texts and understood much more about post-transcendence entities than his peers of the same rank. However, he had never heard of this "original body."

It seemed to be something higher up; it wasn't mentioned in any text, so it wasn’t particularly rare.

"Yes!"

The True Moon Golden Toad hung its head dejectedly. Its entire aura diminished as its size shrunk by a hundred times or more, transforming into a small red-golden toad about the size of an ordinary person, slowly flying towards the Fairy of Flowers.

She didn't need any further action; with a wave of her hand, the crystal sword threads around her body moved aside, creating a path.

Soon, they were only a hundred feet apart.

"Alright, now you can hand over your soul and original body," the Fairy of Flowers said coldly.

Although he had declared submission, she naturally couldn't be without any defenses.

"Yes!"

The toad was very cooperative. Or rather, after that battle, it was terrified and knew resistance would be futile. While becoming her spirit beast meant many constraints, at least its life was saved. After all, there's a saying: better to die with dignity than to live in humiliation.

Next, it opened its mouth, and a burst of light appeared as three light spheres were expelled from its mouth.

The two smaller ones were ordinary; Lin Xuan recognized them as the True Moon Golden Toad’s soul and essence. Although stronger than those of an ordinary cultivator, they didn’t have any other extraordinary qualities.

However, the larger sphere felt different to Lin Xuan. It wasn't spirit energy or related to the laws of nature. He couldn't describe it precisely but a term flashed in his mind: "original body," just as the Fairy of Flowers had mentioned.

What was an original body? Lin Xuan didn’t know, but whatever was inside was incredibly powerful and mysterious. Perhaps this was why it could become a True Spirit.

Lin Xuan pondered various possibilities while the Fairy of Flowers showed satisfaction at his cooperation. With a wave of her hand, those three light spheres were drawn by some mysterious force towards her.

Soon, they were only an arm's length away. Everything seemed destined to end here as this celestial battle came to a close. The Fairy of Flowers' vigilance noticeably lessened. However, just then, something unexpected happened.

A sudden change!

Sizzle…

The sound of cloth tearing reached his ears, and the large light sphere suddenly transformed. A flash later, its outer glow vanished, revealing what was inside.

It was a much smaller toad, about the size of an ordinary person's fist, with a red-golden hue. It wasn’t entirely solid but seemed to be formed from a liquid of the same color.

Its appearance was identical to the True Moon Golden Toad. Its eyes glowed with fierce light as it opened its mouth and expelled a burst of purple-golden mist that enveloped the woman in front.

"True Toad Poison."

The Fairy of Flowers' eyes widened, as if she had seen something terrifying. She tried to avoid it like a snake or scorpion but was too late.

The poison could ignore protective spirit light and seep through the skin.
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Terrifying indeed, although Fairy Hundred Flowers had the power to withstand it, she couldn't avoid a momentary dizziness and numbness. [No Pop-ups]

Subsequently, the body of the red-gold toad became blurry as countless tentacle-like things extended from his skin, tightly binding Fairy Hundred Flowers.

Each of these tentacles was no thicker than a thumb but were formed from the original substance, making them impervious even to法则 powers.

Fairy Hundred Flowers used all her strength and ingenuity, but she couldn't break free in an instant.

The coldness on her face vanished as she became both shocked and angry: "You dare deceive me?"

"Deceive you? What of it, foolish woman? You've pushed the Sovereign to such a point; now you can die."

The red-gold toad spoke with human speech while the original substance transformed into a toad-like creature lunged at her, its radiant golden light blinding.

"You...you're mad! Wanting to self-destruct your original body. Losing this will greatly reduce your realm, and you won't even be able to become a true spirit."

The scene before Fairy Hundred Flowers was terrifying as she became more panicked, her originally gentle voice now tinged with sharpness.

It was understandable; who could remain calm in such a critical moment?

Wretched, it was all due to her own carelessness that she found herself in this passive situation.

Her face pale, but desperate, she couldn't break free from the bindings. Even with the original body, the opponent's domain had little effect.

Must I really perish here?

Fairy Hundred Flowers was nearly driven mad as the one-meter-high toad rapidly retreated.

"What is the fate of losing your original power? The Sovereign knows very well; failing to become a true spirit isn't so bad. It’s better than being your slave, at your mercy. Besides, even without this, my strength still rivals that of an ordinary cultivator at the early Transcendence stage. With a million or two years of hard cultivation, I might regain the chance to be a true spirit. But you will perish, with no chance for reincarnation. A foolish creature; who made you so persistently push me?"

Golden Jade True Toad's voice was filled with triumph but tinged with resentment. Losing her original body was a significant price, and she had no more choices.

It was all this stupid woman’s fault.

She wasn’t arrogant or domineering? Forcing herself into a corner for a mere immortal herb, now what?

Even a rabbit in desperation will bite; let alone a true spirit.

"Think you have everything under control and won against me?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers' eyes flashed with resentment as she suddenly said something strange.

Golden Jade True Toad was taken aback. A disdainful voice entered her ears: "Fool, at this moment, what use is posturing? Hey, look..."

Before it could finish, its expression changed from smug to fearful and even shocked, as if encountering a ghost.

Swoosh... The crystal sword threads suspended nearby suddenly moved with lightning speed, piercing the void, turning everything into nothingness. Golden Jade True Toad, having already revealed her original body, had no place to hide, dismembered and annihilated in this shattered void.

Almost its goal was nearly achieved.

Unfortunately, it still made a fatal mistake before complete success, making the tragedy all too real.

Though Golden Jade True Toad died, Fairy Hundred Flowers' situation wouldn't change. Her original body still bound her tightly, about to explode.

The original body was the most pure and crucial thing for true spirits.

Because of this, they possessed unparalleled magical power, even commanding legendary chaotic demon qi.

Its subtlety rivaled the primordial laws; domains were helpless in a moment.

Such a powerful entity, what more could be said of its might?

Even if Fairy Hundred Flowers was just an ordinary cultivator, or if a resilient demon king or ancient demonic ancestor were in her place, they would surely perish.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly. Though he didn't know the original body's nature, his combat experience was vast—born and raised amidst bloodshed and deceit.

Initially, Lin Xuan felt no discomfort when Golden Jade True Toad submitted. Good death is better than a lingering one; it seemed the only choice to avoid perishing.

But as he slowly approached, Lin Xuan became wary.

Then, seeing its unhesitant submission, willingly giving her soul and essence along with the original body, Lin Xuan sensed something amiss.

If truly submissive, in such circumstances, it would be incredibly reluctant!

Even if forced, instinctively or by human nature, it would resist.

Knowing this, but still doing so, who wouldn't?

But he didn’t!

Without hesitation, he handed over his soul with extraordinary ease.

This action convinced Fairy Hundred Flowers that the situation was under control; she relaxed her vigilance.

However, Lin Xuan deduced the inaccuracy based on this.

While Lin Xuan's power fell far short of Fairy Hundred Flowers', his experience and understanding of the perilous nature of the cultivation world far surpassed hers.

Fairy Hundred Flowers, a million-year-old cultivator, had lived through late-stage Transcendence. Wasn’t she wise?

But appearances were deceiving.

Exactly because her strength reached late-stage Transcendence, making her a super-strong spirit realm figure with a revered identity, accustomed to being treated like a queen or princess, people never dared defy her slightest command.

Thus, Fairy Hundred Flowers lowered her vigilance. In the blood-soaked world of deceit and treachery, she no longer faced such threats.

Consequently, complacency led her into Golden Jade True Toad's clever trap, sealing her fate.

Now it was too late to say anything.

But Lin Xuan, having seen through the deception first, had already fled far away.

Visibility now mattered little; in this critical moment, neither Fairy Hundred Flowers nor Golden Jade True Toad would care about him. After all, he was just a tiny ant insignificant to their grand schemes.
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Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's speculation. Whether or not it would work remained uncertain.

But now, he could no longer hesitate. Otherwise, his life might be lost here.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan had to take a gamble.

Fortunately, he won.

Neither the Fairy Hundred Flowers nor the True Toad Jin Yue paid any attention to this minor spirit fragment existence.

However, Lin Xuan did not relax as a result; on the contrary, his unease grew stronger.

Thus, without delay, he needed to escape to the farthest possible distance.

Originally, using a random teleportation talisman would have been the best choice, but it had already been used up.

Although ordinary遁光 could travel at lightning speed, the current situation was clearly too urgent for that.

In his haste, Lin Xuan did not think much and unleashed another of his secret techniques.

Phantom Escape!

When he first learned this technique, it consumed a lot of essence energy, allowing him to travel thousands of miles in an instant. Now, with Lin Xuan's strength far surpassing what it was back then, moving several ten thousand miles wasn't unusual at all.

Without delay, Lin Xuan immediately used the technique and quickly moved several ten thousand miles away.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief as he prepared to continue his escape. However, just at this moment,

Boom!

An unimaginable roar echoed into his ears. The volume was so loud that it could not be described, as if the sound waves alone were about to shatter the entire world.

Pfft... Although the sound did not target Lin Xuan specifically, he still felt its impact. Despite this, Lin Xuan's eyes went wide with shock and his chest filled with surging qi and blood, nearly causing him to spit out a mouthful of blood.

Terrified, Lin Xuan immediately used Nine Heavens Microstep and crashed into the ground.

He employed earth遁术,潜入地底深处.

Recalling the battle between the Pillar of Heaven and the Old Ice Immortal in the Ice Sea Realm, Lin Xuan remembered clearly. The self-destructive power had turned a vast area into barren land. These two opponents were far more powerful than the Pillar of Heaven and the Old Ice Immortal. Since he couldn't run any further, diving underground was his only choice.

This was his best option.

However, deep down, Lin Xuan remained anxious. The good news was that this was just a manifestation, so even if it got eliminated by the explosion, his true body would be unharmed.

But still, he had put considerable effort into cultivating this external manifestation and the second元婴. It was better not to perish.

However, all of this was beyond his control now.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's luck was good. The True Toad Jin Yue sacrificed its primordial body, and although the explosion was terrifying, it was limited to a few hundred miles. The sound waves could travel farther, but the blast itself was confined to that area. Since he had successfully used the Phantom Escape secret technique, even if he didn't dive underground, it wouldn't affect him.

The explosion tore apart space, leaving nothing behind. It came and went swiftly, with little residual effect. Thus, Lin Xuan quickly realized that hiding underground wasn't necessary after all.

After a brief hesitation, a beam of light shot up from the ground as Lin Xuan emerged, floating in mid-air. He released his divine sense while squinting his eyes, staring far into the distance.

For ordinary people, several ten thousand miles was an unimaginable distance that could take a lifetime to traverse.

But for a cultivator like Lin Xuan, it meant nothing.

With such a strong divine sense, he could easily cover such a vast area. However, this time, it wasn't possible.

The explosion's power was too great and confined to a few hundred miles. The space in that area had been completely destroyed, even the laws of nature were broken, leaving only chaos. Heaven and earth seemed to have merged into one, a state akin to the primordial era before the universe was created.

In such a state, his divine sense couldn't detect anything.

Looking far ahead, it was just a gray haze. Even if it wasn't in that chaotic state, several ten thousand miles would be too far for any cultivator's eyesight. Lin Xuan had only come here as an external manifestation, and while its powers weren't weak, they were still inferior to his true body. He hadn't even practiced the "Heaven Phoenix Divine Eye," so he couldn't discern anything.

What should he do?

For a moment, Lin Xuan was at a loss. Should he sneak back to investigate or simply turn around and leave?

Both choices had their pros and cons.

If he went back, he wouldn't know if the Fairy Hundred Flowers survived after Jin Yue's self-destructive explosion. If he rashly approached, his life would be in danger. But on the other hand, there was also a tempting opportunity hidden behind this immense peril.

Just before moving, Lin Xuan had seen Jin Yue being killed by the Fairy Hundred Flowers' supreme divine power. The woman couldn't escape her bindings and was too close to the explosion. Based on his speculation, it was almost certain that she perished.

Think about it!

The destruction of a true spirit meant a treasure trove. Even if he couldn't find the skin, bones, or precious inner core, just one drop of spiritual blood would make cultivators go wild.

Even if most of these treasures were devoured by the explosion, even a small fraction left behind would be enough for him to gain immensely. If he could somehow find Jin Yue's inner core or any remnants of her primordial essence... Lin Xuan couldn't think about it; he was too excited. Such gains would have significant benefits for his future cultivation path.

Moreover, this was just the potential from Jin Yue. There was a more powerful Fairy Hundred Flowers nearby?

In such an explosion, she indeed disintegrated. But what about her storage bag? It might survive and contain untold treasures. Lin Xuan had seen the wealth of Pillar of Heaven True Person, which was beyond imagination. A storage bag filled with one of the Seven Divine Trees of cultivation, the Nourishing Spirit Tree, as a boat. The Fairy Hundred Flowers was at his level, so her assets were likely similar.
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Such a great benefit, could it not be worth taking a risk?

True Spirit, the storage bag of a late-stage Tribulation Transcender, was an opportunity that any cultivator would consider heaven-sent. Although the danger was significant, compared to the potential rewards, it was insignificant.

Prosperity comes from peril; this principle was something Lin Xuan had been aware of since he first stepped into the cultivation world. Besides, what he had here was only a manifestation, which, though precious, would not lead to his actual demise even in the worst-case scenario. Therefore, when such an opportunity presented itself, it was fully worth taking a chance.

Otherwise, if he turned back now, Lin Xuan was certain that he would regret it one day.

Although watching the two great cultivators battle had given him some insights, they were far from comparable to the benefits at hand.

When in doubt, act decisively; hesitation is a grave sin for a cultivator. This principle was not lost on Lin Xuan, who quickly made his decision after a moment's hesitation.

After all, this was no small matter. It might have already alerted some great existences in this realm, but the distance was too vast to reach here immediately. If he continued to hesitate, this fleeting opportunity could slip away from his fingers.

Lin Xuan did not want such an outcome. So, with his decision made, he clasped his hands and lightly shook his sleeves, causing a burst of spiritual light. A palm-sized demon banner appeared before him: the Ten Thousand Soul Banner!

This treasure from Old Master Zhong was no ordinary item; Lin Xuan entrusted it to his manifestation as self-defense.

Of course, for the current danger, its utility might be limited, but better than nothing.

Lin Xuan cast a spell.

The Ten Thousand Soul Banner emitted black light, dispersing vast amounts of阴气. Soon, a dark cloud enveloped him, silently flying towards the front.

The speed was astonishing; Lin Xuan had no hesitation once he made his decision.

For a cultivator like Lin Xuan, a distance of tens of thousands of miles was negligible. However, for ordinary people, it was unimaginably far.

But Lin Xuan remained cautious. Although he decided to take risks, he aimed to avoid or mitigate dangers whenever possible.

The journey ahead was manageable. The True Spirit Golden Toad's precise control over mana was too good; its range did not exceed a few hundred miles. Thus, at first, Lin Xuan encountered no trouble or annoyance.

But soon, he stopped and looked towards the front with an uncertain expression.

It was nothingness.

Yes, it was emptiness.

In front of him, it seemed like the moment of creation, where heaven and earth had yet to separate, a gray expanse.

The laws of this region's heaven and earth had been completely destroyed by the True Spirit Golden Toad's primordial body. Therefore, the torn space would not heal, and the collapse was permanent.

Lin Xuan had experienced countless dangers on his path to cultivation; however, what he saw before him was unprecedented.

Was it the moment of creation?

Such a situation was only described in a few ancient texts, which were vague and ethereal. The descriptions were brief, leaving much to imagination.

Even with such simple descriptions, they were mostly speculative.

After all, there were no heavens or earths, let alone any living beings at that time; how could anyone truly witness it?

However, Lin Xuan saw it now.

Although not the true moment of creation, the True Spirit's primordial power had destroyed the laws of heaven and earth,还原 everything to that moment.

But even if it was a reconstruction, the scene before him was likely similar to what the world looked like at the time of creation. Lin Xuan had seen enough.

Would entering such an area be dangerous?

Lin Xuan did not know; he had never experienced this before.

Venturing recklessly into danger was not wise. A cautious approach would be better.

Lin Xuan quickly made his decision.

He flicked his sleeves, and a spirit beast bag appeared. The bag's mouth opened, producing a buzzing sound as countless blood fire ants swarmed out, forming a massive black-red insect cloud above him, spanning over twenty to thirty feet in width. The sight was terrifying.

Blood fire ants were known for their sheer numbers; the Ten Thousand Soul Tower remained on his main body. However, to be safe, he stored some of them in the spirit beast bag, entrusting them to his manifestation.

Although at his level, a single blood fire ant's power was negligible, there were many of them. These demonic insects were ferocious by nature and would not hesitate to attack when unleashed. Once released, they would charge forward fearlessly until their demise.

This characteristic made the blood fire ants invaluable even in high-level cultivator battles. At worst, if he couldn't fight his way out, releasing the blood fire ants could buy him time to escape.

Originally, Lin Xuan did not expect any danger or trouble on this mission, but he prepared numerous materials and treasures, including a batch of spirit insects, as the manifestation and main body were essentially one. The difference in spiritual consciousness was negligible, so controlling the blood fire ants felt like commanding his own limbs; there were no hindrances.

Now, Lin Xuan released the blood fire ants not for combat but to scout the area.

"Friend!"

Lin Xuan pointed upwards with a finger, and the buzzing sound grew more intense. A thousand or so of the insects separated from the cloud above him and flew into the chaotic space.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, focusing intently.

Boom!

Booms echoed as dense explosions filled Lin Xuan's ears. The blood fire ants he used for scouting did not survive; they all self-destructed under a mysterious force.

Clearly, the space of creation held unknown dangers.

Lin Xuan's face turned cold.

But after analyzing the information relayed by the blood fire ants through their mental link, his expression brightened.

The situation was not as bad as he had imagined.

Indeed, the chaotic space was filled with a shifting energy that could cause immediate death upon entry. However, according to the blood fire ants' report, this effect seemed limited to beings below the婴 stage.
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In other words, a cultivator of his level, who could only focus on one thing at a time, had no way to deal with this strange stray energy.

However, this did not mean that there were no other dangers in the chaotic space.

Moreover, since the bloodfire ants had flown only a short distance into it, according to Lin Xuan's estimation, the further he ventured towards the center of the explosion, the stronger the stray energy would become.

But these alone were insufficient to stop his progress. His own abilities were well-known to him; mere mysterious energies wouldn't pose much of a threat from any angle.

He had some confidence in this.

Thus, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and cautiously flew into the space.

While it might have been safer to do more probing, time was not on his side. Even though Nael Dragon World was vast, the speed of those at the Tribulation Transcending stage could not be judged by common standards. He feared that if he lingered too long, others would arrive and turn this great opportunity into a shared one—or worse, bring about his demise.

After all, in the cultivation world, countless lives were lost over disagreements. With such precious treasures at stake, the other party might easily eliminate him without any qualms.

So the time available to him was limited, leaving no room for thorough probing.

Even if he continued forward, the stray energy would be even more terrifying, but it should gradually increase in strength rather than spike instantly by several dozen times. As long as he remained cautious, there shouldn't be much danger.

Lin Xuan's eyesight was sharp; his conjecture proved to be correct. After entering the chaotic space, he indeed faced no significant trouble. Whenever those stray energies approached him, he could easily repel them with his divine techniques.

However, this void-like space was truly incomprehensible. There were no skies above or grounds below; all things merged in a state of chaos and nothingness.

This was due to the complete destruction of the laws of nature. Looking around, one couldn't even see primordial energy.

There were no animals or plants; everything was a mixture of chaos and emptiness.

The state resembled that at the very beginning of creation, where the laws of nature were still in their nascent stages. Thus, Lin Xuan seemed to glimpse some fundamental aspects of these laws.

However, he couldn't quite put his finger on what they were. At his current level, such things were too profound. Although he had a slight epiphany, a painful sensation tore through him when he tried to think further.

The pain was indescribable. Lin Xuan hurriedly stopped thinking; he dared not delve deeper for fear of falling into madness.

It's like asking a low-level cultivator at the Flexible Spirit stage to comprehend techniques meant for the Core Formation realm—his mind and soul would surely be overwhelmed.

The principle is similar.

Though Lin Xuan didn't dare think further, these experiences were deeply etched in his soul. Once he advanced through tribulation, recalling today's insights would prove invaluable.

In fact, even without waiting for tribulation, this jumbled epiphany still provided significant benefits to various aspects of his cultivation.

After all, it was the true essence of a primordial body that transformed this space into its primordial state, allowing him to experience the mysteries of the universe. How many cultivators could have such opportunities?

The pain subsided, and Lin Xuan discovered a spiritual spring in his sea of consciousness, flowing into his heart. It seemed as if he had gained enlightenment; his cultivation rapidly increased with the flow of this spring. His aura grew stronger, doubling within mere moments.

Previously, his second yuan婴 was only at the initial stage of focusing. Now, it inexplicably advanced to the middle stage, aligning with his main yuan婴.

The feeling was indescribable.

Such gains were unexpected.

Just a small epiphany, just a glimpse of the mysteries of the universe, and he had advanced a level. Such good fortune would be hard for anyone to believe.

However, this was due to his main yuan婴 already being at the middle stage of focusing; thus, there were no bottlenecks in advancing the second one.

Otherwise, even with such an unprecedented opportunity, it might not have been smooth sailing.

But regardless, the gains from this advancement alone justified the risk he had taken.

Lin Xuan was pleased but did not continue to delve deeper. Time was pressing, and too much probing could be detrimental at his current level. It would be wiser to stop when one sees good results.

If another cultivator were in his position, they might not have such resolve, but Lin Xuan's mind was incredibly resilient. Once he realized that further contemplation might harm him, he stopped thinking and focused on flying forward.

In this newly created environment, his divine sense was heavily suppressed. Though it wasn't entirely useless, with his strong divine sense, he could only probe a hundred feet or so in front of him.

Beyond that, everything became blurry.

His vision was the same.

As expected, the more he flew, the stronger the mysterious stray energy became. While not threatening to Lin Xuan directly, repelling them required considerable effort and time.

In just a few hundred miles, under normal circumstances, Lin Xuan could have probed every detail with his divine sense in mere moments.

But now, it took nearly half an hour of effort for no other gains besides the epiphany and advancement.

He hadn't found the golden jade true toad or the traces of Fairy Hundred Flowers. Could they both have perished in that massive explosion, leaving not a trace?

Such a result was entirely possible; after all, the explosion's power had been immense. Their remains being destroyed wasn't surprising.

But what about Fairy Hundred Flowers' storage bag? Had it also been destroyed?

Thinking this, Lin Xuan felt extremely disappointed. Although he had already achieved significant gains on this trip, they fell short of his expectations compared to his initial goals. Advancing was one thing, but the treasures belonging to those great existences were more important.

It didn't matter if he couldn't find true spirit materials; losing Fairy Hundred Flowers' storage bag was unacceptable.

Lin Xuan refused to give up and continued probing cautiously, not missing any corner of this void-like space.

But there was no success.

Another cup of tea passed. Lin Xuan thoroughly searched the area but found nothing. Just as he was about to despair, suddenly, he turned his head and discovered something that surprised him greatly.
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About a hundred zhang to his left, there was a tiny black dot.

Given the distance from his suppressed spirit consciousness, it was already quite far. And since the size of this black dot was as small as the tip of a thumb, Lin Xuan didn't notice anything amiss at first.

Fortunately, he wasn’t satisfied with having nothing to show for his efforts and repeatedly used his spirit consciousness to search thoroughly. It was only in critical moments that he finally discovered something wrong with the void space.

Where did this black dot come from?

Lin Xuan had flown here without noticing such a space or any objects like it. A trace of joy flashed across his face as he carefully flew past it.

Although he deliberately slowed down, the distance of a hundred zhang couldn’t be covered in much time. It was almost instantaneous.

Next, Lin Xuan's gaze fell on the tiny black dot.

He had already used his spirit consciousness to probe thoroughly, but there were no results. Once the spirit consciousness touched this object, it would be sucked into it like a black hole.

Terrified, Lin Xuan quickly erased that part of his spirit consciousness, as the consequences could have been dire otherwise.

But clearly, this black dot was not something benign.

Lin Xuan even had an inkling of spatial laws.

Wait… Wait!

Spatial laws?

Didn't all the law powers in this area get destroyed by the true essence explosion of the Golden Jade True Toad? Everything entered a chaotic state like the universe did. Where could these laws come from?

This was too strange, wasn’t it?

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed tightly.

He had some vague guesses but couldn't be certain about anything yet.

But with no other leads, even if it was a long shot, Lin Xuan would still try his luck. With the precious true spirit body and the storage bracelet of Fairy Flower, he couldn’t bear to leave without getting anything.

With a wave of his sleeve, an ancient-looking spear flew out.

This was a treasure from the Snow Fox King.

At first glance, it didn't seem impressive.

However, as his strength increased, Lin Xuan realized that this was no ordinary item. Although its origin wasn't clear now, in terms of power, it far exceeded lower-grade post-natural spirit treasures and even surpassed some of the mystic treasures.

In the mortal world, he could use spatial secrets with this spear.

Now at the formless realm stage, the power of this sea-destroying spear was unparalleled. With this item, Lin Xuan could almost apply spatial laws like a Golden Stage powerhouse.

Fortunately, the treasure was still in his avatar's possession. Otherwise, facing that mysterious black dot now, he really wouldn’t know what to do. Being at a loss would be an understatement.

Holding the spear in front of him, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and injected all his refined demonic qi into it.

His second spirit婴 had been trained with the Snow Saint’s legacy techniques, which were incredibly powerful. Although he couldn’t yet control true demonic qi, his mastery over demonic qi was unmatched by ordinary formless realm ancient demons, even surpassing them.

Now, the sea-destroying spear absorbed a large amount of refined demonic qi and emitted a buzzing sound. The patterns on its surface became more intricate and difficult to decipher. They were clearly different from those in the spirit world but felt familiar to Lin Xuan.

Demonic runes!

And they were extremely profound ones that only a saint could use, belonging to the mystic realm.

The activation of the mystic demonic runes turned the sea-destroying spear completely black.

Lin Xuan’s expression was one of astonishment. But there was no time for further thought at this moment. With a loud shout, he slashed downward with his right hand.

Bang…

A sound echoed as four bright crescent moons appeared.

Four!

All in a dark hue, they shot forward rapidly towards the black dot.

The hundred zhang distance was easily crossed, and they were about to reach the small light point when suddenly, the four crescents converged. A crescent-shaped magical weapon appeared, much larger than before.

With a brilliant glow, it slashed downward with immense force.

Boom!

In the chaotic space, ripples spread out. Then, a sound like tearing fabric was heard. Wherever its power reached, the tiny light point rapidly grew to about a zhang in size.

Lin Xuan faintly sensed the scent of true spirit blood, very faint, almost an illusion.

Or perhaps he had misinterpreted it. But after all his efforts, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let go of any trace.

Therefore, he hesitated only briefly before wrapping the Ten Thousand Souls Banner and turning into a dark cloud, flying inside.

But there was nothing amiss. Soon, Lin Xuan found himself in an entirely new space.

Unfortunately, he turned his head to examine this unfamiliar place with his spirit consciousness.

Everything was gray—gray skies, gray earth, and even the rocks were gray.

In the distance, some low hills dotted with shrubs stood out, but the aura of spiritual energy here was extremely thin.

Ordinary cultivators would be startled if transported here. But Lin Xuan’s expression relaxed as he recognized such a small space from his extensive experience.

Legends spoke of many small planes between the spirit world, ancient demon realm, and netherworld.

These planes varied in size and had differing levels of spiritual energy and demonic energy. Some were comparable to the spirit world but slightly inferior, known as minor spirit realms.

Others could match the ancient demon realm but fell short, called minor demon realms.

And there were also those with no spiritual or demonic energy at all, even lacking primordial energy, known as desolate planes.

Minor spirit realms and minor demon realms, or desolate planes, generally weren’t inhabited due to their small size—usually just a few square miles, rarely exceeding a hundred zhang.

Their tiny size was even smaller than some powerful beings’ momentary treasures created using spatial laws.

Moreover, these small planes constantly moved between the three worlds and would be destroyed by space storms.

As he thought this over, Lin Xuan had a clear understanding of his current location but remained uncertain about why he ended up here.
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However, Lin Xuan quickly dismissed such thoughts as he saw a familiar figure.

The Fairy of Hundred Flowers.

He was certain that his eyes were not deceiving him; she was indeed behind those distant hills.

How could this woman have survived the explosion?

Lin Xuan was greatly astonished. He knew how terrifying the self-destruction of the True Scripture Golden Jade Toad could be, though he couldn't fully assess it due to his current realm. Just thinking about how even time and space were reduced to nothing, and the laws of nature turned into chaos, gave him an idea.

In such a situation, this woman had not perished? Was there something wrong with his eyes?

Even if she was at the late-stage Transcendation Realm, or a super-strong cultivator with a domain, it would still be too outlandish.

But reality lay before him, leaving no room for doubt. He now needed to decide whether he should approach her.

After all, this contradicted his initial thoughts. Originally, he had assumed that she and the True Scripture Golden Jade Toad had perished together, allowing him to reap the benefits of their struggle—like a fish taking advantage of two fighting crabs.

But it seemed like things were not as simple as that. The woman was alive and well. What should he do?

Although Lin Xuan knew that even if she survived this ordeal, she would undoubtedly be severely injured, the explosion's power was too formidable for any cultivator, let alone a late-stage Transcendation Realm expert or a True Immortal in her position.

Moreover, they were only about a hundred feet apart. He had already detected her presence. With the Fairy of Hundred Flowers' terrifying divine sense at late-stage Transcendation Realm, it was impossible for him to go unnoticed.

The only reasonable explanation was that she couldn't move.

Although his divine sense was suppressed in this abandoned space, its effects were much milder compared to when he was in a chaotic state.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense. Sure enough, the woman lay quietly on the ground, showing no signs of movement. Her pale face had bloodstains at the corner of her mouth, but her eyes, bright as the starry sea, remained open, indicating that she was not unconscious despite being severely injured.

She must have noticed him too.

But there was no reaction from her. The only logical explanation was that she couldn't move.

Lin Xuan pondered this carefully. Analyzing it further, his reasoning seemed sound. After all, the True Scripture Golden Jade Toad had perished, and in such a state of injury, she had no reason to ignore him.

Returning here, even a fool would know he should have some plan.

Regardless of what that plan might be, this situation required caution from her side. But since she did nothing, it suggested that she was indeed unable to move.

Lin Xuan knew how the cultivation world worked; there were no principles of benevolence or righteousness here. With his experience and acumen, he would not make a foolish move out of pity for a woman. He would take advantage of her weakness—kill when one is ill. He had no connection with this Fairy of Hundred Flowers, so eliminating her and taking her storage bracelet and personal treasures would be beneficial.

The wealth of a late-stage Transcendation Realm cultivator was beyond imagination. It could range fromprimordial spirit treasure (primordial spiritual artifacts) to reverse-defying elixirs that allowed for immediate advancement. Or perhaps some precious material exclusive to True Immortal realms? Her cultivation techniques or secret arts, if mastered, would be invaluable.

The value of these items surpassed all measure.

Such thoughts stirred Lin Xuan's emotions greatly, but he still did not act rashly.

Right, no rash actions.

Lin Xuan was not a simple-minded cultivator. He had faced countless trials and always considered both the pros and cons.

After all, there were always two sides to every coin.

He had only considered the potential gains from this risky endeavor. But what about the risks?

Indeed, the Fairy of Hundred Flowers was severely injured and likely unable to move. However, she was a late-stage Transcendation Realm powerhouse with a domain. Even if she could barely survive the explosion, who knew what other tricks she might have up her sleeve?

The disparity in their power was vast. She could potentially kill him with just a flick of her wrist.

These thoughts were not exaggerated; he had witnessed the Fairy's terrifying abilities firsthand.

Who said that a tiger in decline would be bullied or that a dragon in shallow waters would be mocked by shrimp?

Facing such formidable opponents, one must have the qualifications to take advantage of their weakness.

Lin Xuan was unwilling to risk it. It wasn't out of cowardice; rather, based on his experience, late-stage Transcendation Realm experts, even severely injured and unable to move, likely had some secret techniques that could unleash their full potential.

Even if she used such a technique, he would be severely hurt, but it wouldn't matter since he would already have perished before then. Considering the risks versus benefits, taking advantage of someone's weakness was not a wise choice; it might result in his death here instead of any gain.

A losing proposition, and Lin Xuan knew he would not do that.

What else could he do?

Should he leave now?

Given her severe injuries, she wouldn't harm him as long as he didn't provoke her. After all, it was unwise to hurt oneself for no benefit. But this choice was still unsatisfactory.

He had endured so much danger and hardship only to gain nothing. Who would be content with such a situation? Seeing so many treasures but unable to take any of them—it was truly frustrating.

Damn!

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with frustration. What could he do now?

His mind raced, and as someone known for his quick thinking and cleverness, he quickly changed his perspective.

If he couldn't take advantage of her weakness, how about offering help?

The Fairy of Hundred Flowers' current condition was dire; she was practically immobile due to severe injuries. Would she be grateful if he offered assistance?

The answer was obvious—she would be.

By doing so, he could form a good relationship with a late-stage Transcendation Realm expert. Such an opportunity was rare for him, and building such connections could bring immense benefits.
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And the other party, moved by gratitude, was likely to give him some treasures as well.

Although this Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, Lin Xuan, had not said a word, observing her relationship with the Golden Jade True Toad and how she handled it, Lin Xuan could somewhat grasp her character.

Clearly, this woman was an extremely proud individual.

Such cultivators, due to their high self-esteem, generally did not want to owe anyone favors. Thus, the treasures she would give in gratitude were bound to be significant.

Although these treasures might seem insignificant compared to the value of her entire storage bag, they represented Lin Xuan's greatest gain under current circumstances.

One should always be content with what one has.

Apart from this, Lin Xuan could not think of a better course of action.

With time pressing on, he needed to make his decision quickly. Thus, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and flew towards the location where the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers resided.

A mere hundred or so丈 did not take long for him with his swift speed. However, instead of rushing forward, he stopped about ten丈 away from her.

To strike while she was down would be too risky. Lin Xuan had decided to offer help when she needed it most.

But the other party was unaware of this decision. Lin Xuan was not a rash cultivator; if he were in the Fairy's position and someone approached him, he would certainly be highly vigilant as well.

Therefore, he could not suddenly fly closer, or else he might misinterpret his intentions and end up making a fool of himself.

Lin Xuan did not want to do such foolish things.

Thus, his primary task was to clearly convey his intent: he came with no ill will but to help her.

His cautious approach proved correct as the Fairy still showed signs of suspicion even when he stopped ten丈 away from her.

Although she remained motionless, a faint white light appeared on one of her hands.

It was strenuous, yet the power contained within it was terrifying. If it were to manifest as sword energy, Lin Xuan would have no chance of intercepting or dodging it.

Lin Xuan felt immensely relieved that he had not冒险 attempted to take advantage of her situation earlier. Otherwise, he might already be dead by now.

Indeed, a Great Power at the Tribulation Transcending Stage was formidable even in such circumstances.

"Fairness, do not misunderstand. I have no ill intentions. I am here to help you," Lin Xuan spoke softly, trying his best to alleviate her concerns.

However, she remained motionless on the ground and did not utter a single word.

Was it because she did not want to speak or was it too difficult for her to even make a sound? Lin Xuan could not tell. However, her vigilance had not lessened in the slightest.

This was not surprising; under similar circumstances, he would not have relaxed his guard just because someone spoke a single word.

To gain her trust, he needed to show some tangible sincerity.

Lin Xuan understood this situation well and showed no signs of surprise on his face. His expression remained warm and amiable.

"Fairness, do not be nervous or anxious. I truly have no ill intentions. I admire you greatly. Here is a spirit herb that should help your current condition."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan slowly extended his hand, deliberately making the action slow so she could see clearly to avoid any misunderstanding.

The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers' gaze remained fixed on him, showing no signs of response. However, the faint white light in her hand merely condensed and did not dissipate further.

Lin Xuan was already satisfied with this situation.

He reached out his hand and lightly tapped his waist. A flash of spiritual light appeared as an jade box flew out from his belt.

It was only half a palm wide, delicate and exquisite.

A禁制符箓 was affixed to its surface, clearly designed to prevent the loss of essence energy.

Despite her silence, there was a flicker of hope in her eyes.

However, that hope quickly faded as the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers secretly laughed to herself.

Her injuries were severe; they could not be healed by ordinary spirit pills and elixirs.

Even if this young man had no ill intentions and genuinely wanted to help, what treasures could he possibly offer? He was merely a fraction of a Spirit Period cultivator.

She had been caught in the true essence explosion of the Golden Jade True Toad.

Damn it, she had been too careless.

She never expected that damned toad to be so cunning, even willing to sacrifice its source body.

At that moment, the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers almost thought she was going to die.

Even if she had used her domain, it would have been useless; true essence and primordial essence were far more terrifying than the laws of nature. Once the other party went all out, there was nothing she could do but watch helplessly.

Fortunately, she still had a先天灵宝 with her.

Indeed, it was a先天灵宝.

At this critical moment, the Fairy used her命魂真元 to fully activate the power of the先天灵宝.

These divine treasures were inherently mysterious. The true essence explosion's destructive force was reduced by about seven or eight tenths, but she still suffered greatly due to the proximity.

Her protective essence energy had no use; all major and minor经脉 were destroyed. Her经脉 were not just damaged but completely shattered into dust.

Such injuries would have been manageable for a Great Power at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, as her body was no longer bound by physical constraints. Even without her physical form, she could still achieve great feats with only her元婴.

However, the true essence explosion's destructive force extended beyond the physical body and severely damaged her元婴. To be blunt, it almost shattered her.

Worse yet, even her three souls and seven spirits were affected by the primordial essence's power.

Describing such injuries was difficult for her; the explosion had sent her to a desolate space between the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm.

Her luck today was truly terrible. If she had been sent to the Small Spirit Realm, it would have been better. But this desolate space lacked both essence energy and demon energy, making even slight breathing a luxury. This only worsened her condition further.

The fraction of a Spirit Period cultivator before her seemed suspicious as well. Perhaps he initially wanted to wait for someone else's misfortune to gain an advantage. Seeing that she still had some self-preservation ability, he might have changed his mind and decided to help her instead.

Regardless, the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers knew this was the only good news. However, with just a fraction of a Spirit Period cultivator, where could he possibly find something useful for her current condition?
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Flower Fairy's heart was in agony.

Continuing to delay like this might not lead to her downfall, but a significant drop in cultivation level to the previous realm was very much possible.

But that wasn't the most terrifying thing. The true spirit essence had already injured her soul; if she couldn’t treat it promptly, even after healing, there would be severe hidden dangers.

Accursed, if only I hadn't come alone for this ugly toad. Or brought a few life-saving treasures with me, I wouldn't be in such a helpless situation now.

Unfortunately, there's no remedy in the cultivation world.

This woman might be powerful, but she could do nothing more than lie there feeling sorry for herself.

As for Lin Xuan’s possible help, she almost didn’t hold any hope. A One-pointed Mind cultivator couldn't possibly have both the heart and strength to save her.

She wasn't undervaluing Lin Xuan; in Flower Fairy's view, this was a cruel situation. Denying it made no sense, and holding onto unrealistic hopes would only make her more miserable.

Of course, she wouldn’t give up, but what should she do now? She truly didn’t know. To rely on fate seemed unbearable.

This woman was extremely conflicted. With her strength, even facing a Loose Immortal or Demon King, it was peer-to-peer; when had she ever encountered such setbacks, where survival was impossible and death unattainable?

Lin Xuan, however, did not dwell on these matters like Flower Fairy.

Though he couldn’t gauge the severity of her injuries, he still had some confidence in his spiritual treasures. He didn't expect to cure her but just needed to provide a little help for his goal to be achieved.

This was due to his ample preparation; before leaving, he also brought some Ethereal Nine Immortals Pills with him.

These divine medicines were naturally born from the heavens and earth, their names merely vague references. These pills had different effects. The purple ones were legendary healing treasures, though they couldn’t bring back the dead or make bones grow flesh, but any severe injury could be stabilized by a single pill.

Of course, this didn't apply to Flower Fairy’s current condition, but seeing these pills still brightened her eyes. She was naturally knowledgeable; her initially motionless body began to tremble slightly as she spoke weakly:

"Xiao Xiao's life-saving pill, no, something different. Could it be the Void Nine Elements Powder? No, Fellow Daoist, may I take this treasure of yours? I will surely offer generous rewards."

Lin Xuan responded sincerely, as if he had never taken advantage before. But Flower Fairy wouldn’t care about his pretense at this moment.

With her sharp gaze, she could see the value of these pills; though they couldn't restore her to perfect health, even a temporary relief would allow her to recover some abilities and return to her cave abode. There were many divine medicines there, and seeking help from close friends was still an option, despite the immense pain it would bring. This trial could definitely be overcome.

Initially helpless, now she saw a glimmer of hope. How could she miss this?

Like a drowning man clutching at a straw, even if it was just a piece of grass.

This analogy might not be entirely appropriate, but the principle was similar.

Life and death were on the line; even proud Flower Fairy couldn’t afford to be so reserved.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was also an astute individual. Wanting to make friends with her, he didn't haggle but showed great respect instead.

The more cooperative he was now, the better his standing in her eyes, and the richer her gratitude would be.

Since Lin Xuan had experienced countless trials on his path to cultivation, how could he not understand human nature?

Indeed, Flower Fairy was very satisfied with his response. A hint of gratitude appeared on her face.

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward, enveloping the purple Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill in spiritual light and slowly flying it over.

Though they had initially gained some trust, Lin Xuan still maintained his distance, showing no intention to approach. This improved Flower Fairy’s impression of him significantly.

Soon, the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill reached her side. The rich aroma was more comforting than anything from the mortal world. She opened her mouth and swallowed it whole.

The pill dissolved in her mouth, releasing a thick medicinal force into her dantian, spreading throughout her body.

Her damaged meridians began to receive some nourishment and repair.

But that wasn’t the most important thing.

What thrilled her was that her nearly disintegrating soul core stabilized after receiving this medicinal power. Though still severely injured, it had improved immensely compared to before.

The potency of these medicines exceeded her expectations.

She took a deep breath, closing her eyes slowly as she began to absorb the medicine.

Having narrowly escaped death, every benefit from this miraculous pill was worth preserving.

Seeing that Flower Fairy no longer paid attention to him, Lin Xuan felt a flicker of hesitation.

Should he strike now?

It seemed like she was at her weakest defense right now. If he could catch her off guard and kill her, her storage bracelet would be his.

Though rescuing her with timely aid would earn her gratitude, the reward from her storage bracelet couldn’t compare.

Would it be worth taking a risk?

A bold move might yield hundreds or even thousands of times more in return.

Lin Xuan hesitated for just an instant. His actions showed no sign of anything amiss, but he didn't take that risk. Instead, he sighed and retreated several hundred feet, finding a place to meditate as if guarding her soul.

This seemed like the perfect facade for treating her injuries.
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Lin Xuan didn't know that when he retreated, Fairy Hundred Flowers secretly let out a sigh of relief. Her left hand, hidden in her sleeve, released the tightly clenched fingers, and a fine sword qi, like a needle, dispersed from her palm.

Though this sword qi was incredibly thin, it was all she could muster now—her innate primordial energy. Its power was immense; even if an ordinary cultivator at the early Transcendation stage couldn't dodge it, there were still doubts. It more than sufficed to kill a One Spirit Stage cultivator.

One shouldn’t harbor malicious intentions but should always be wary of others.

Fairy Hundred Flowers felt extremely regretful for her momentary carelessness. How could she make the same mistake in such a short time?

This young fellow, though he offered medicinal pills and elixirs for her to consume, his actions were still suspicious. One never knew what intentions lay behind someone's heart.

Could this be a trick to lower her guard?

Fairy Hundred Flowers sobered up after the incident. She became extremely cautious, no longer allowing any carelessness. On the surface, she closed her eyes and refined the medicinal power, but most of her attention was on Lin Xuan.

Was he planning to take advantage of the situation to attack her secretly?

Fortunately, there was nothing to worry about; the other party had no malicious intent.

While Fairy Hundred Flowers exhaled a breath of relief, she couldn't help feeling guilty. However, it didn’t matter. She could give him some benefits as compensation after all.

Lin Xuan might not be aware of this calculation, but he had made the wise choice by not taking risks. He had just narrowly escaped the ghost gate.

If he had really dared to take a risk, his life would have been lost already.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan didn’t do that; thus, he was still alive.

This showed that the path of cultivation was fraught with dangers. A single wrong step could lead to irreparable consequences.

Setting aside the peril for now, half an hour later, Fairy Hundred Flowers opened her eyes.

She then displayed a look of pain on her face and cautiously stood up.

"Senior, are you well?"

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. Regardless of his true thoughts, he had to make sure this facade was convincing.

With a burst of light, he flew over.

"Good, it’s still early, but I won’t die."

Fairy Hundred Flowers' indifferent voice entered his ears. The injuries from the battle were severe. Although the young man's medicinal pills were incredibly effective, they merely suppressed her wounds temporarily; full recovery was out of reach.

But that didn't matter. In this situation, she hadn't anticipated such a scenario.

One should be content with what one has. With her injuries under control, she could return to her cave dwelling and find some miraculous healing items there. She could also seek help from close friends. Even if it took a few ten thousand years of seclusion, the wounds would eventually heal.

With this thought, she looked at Lin Xuan with a hint of gratitude. Whether he returned or not was irrelevant; without his aid, she would have faced an irreversible disaster.

Fairy Hundred Flowers was a proud and discerning person who knew how to repay her benefactors. She wouldn't dismiss the matter so easily.

"What do you want?"

Her words were shocking. Asking what she wanted implied that anything he desired could be hers.

Lin Xuan swallowed hard. This demand was outrageous, but it wasn’t empty talk. Considering who she was—Fairy Hundred Flowers, an immortal from ancient times with immense power and a domain, even her daughter, a scattered immortal, had taken her as a teacher—it was clear how formidable she was.

Even in the Three Realms, she was one of the top super-strong cultivators, just short of being a true immortal. Such a powerful figure naturally had the confidence to make such a demand.

Lin Xuan estimated that even if he asked for an innate divine treasure, she would likely comply with her pride and be pushed into giving it to him.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't do that.

Wanting an innate divine treasure? That was like an old man hanging on to life out of spite. Even if he got one, he might not live long enough to enjoy it. A One Spirit Stage cultivator couldn’t possibly possess such a powerful item.

She felt grateful and clearly willing to repay him. However, he needed to know his limits. Otherwise, whether this was good or bad fortune remained uncertain.

He had to strike the right balance.

Lin Xuan quickly figured out the pros and cons.

Fairy Hundred Flowers, assuming Lin Xuan was stunned, finally smiled faintly: "You have done me a favor. Fairy Hundred Flowers always distinguishes between kindness and enmity. What do you want? Medicine, treasures, or rare materials; as long as they exist in this world, I can't offer much."

"I don’t want medicine or treasures," Lin Xuan shook his head like a simpleton. Acting naive had its benefits.

"What do you want if not medicine and treasures?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers was surprised. Among the many things for cultivators, medicine and treasures were the most beneficial: "Could it be rare materials? I can definitely provide something that will satisfy you."

"I don’t need any materials," Lin Xuan shook his head again, appearing simple-minded.

"Even no materials?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers frowned slightly. Could he be interested in crystals? She could gift him a large amount of top-grade crystals, ensuring he never had to worry about them again.

"Top-grade crystals are good, but I don’t want any," Lin Xuan remained unmoved.

"What do you want then?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers was annoyed. He refused everything; was this some kind of prank? Knowing she was still injured and in a bad mood, she would have left if not for her pride.

"Do not be angry, Fairy. I am no ungrateful person. What I seek from you is a cultivation technique."

"Cultivation technique?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers was surprised; she had misunderstood him. The importance of techniques to cultivators was self-evident.
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"Ah, so what cultivation technique do you want?"

The woman was practicing the "Flower Fragrance Technique." Even within the Three Realms, it was considered one of the top secret techniques. However, it wasn't suitable for male cultivators.

But as a being who had lived for millions of years, she had collected countless other techniques over this long span of time, intentionally or unintentionally.

Although compared to the "Flower Fragrance Technique," there was still some gap, anything that caught her eye must have been incredibly profound.

Regardless of what kind of spirit root this young fellow possessed, and whether he wanted to cultivate magic, daoism, or even demonic arts, Fairy Flower Lotus was confident she could provide him with a technique that would satisfy his needs.

Moreover, the quality of these techniques would certainly be extraordinary—something beyond the reach of ordinary cultivators in the outside world.

"Eh... what I said just now wasn't very clear. What I seek is not exactly a cultivation technique, but rather a secret technique."

Lin Xuan scratched his head with an embarrassed voice that reached her ears.

"What? You want only one secret technique? Have you thought this through?"

Even with her vast experience as Fairy Flower Lotus, she couldn't help feeling surprised. The young man's request was too trivial—almost insignificant.

It is well known that a secret technique accompanies every cultivation technique, and the types, power, and quantity of these secrets vary greatly from one to another. Some have just a few dozen, while others can number in the hundreds or even thousands.

Not only did Lin Xuan save her from dire straits with his timely help, but the pill he gave her was also no ordinary item. Even if Fairy Flower Lotus didn't know exactly what it was, she had great confidence in her own judgment. Even if it wasn't a divine treasure, it would certainly be an extraordinary treasure.

At this rate, exchanging that pill for seven or eight powerful secret techniques would still leave plenty of surplus value.

Why did he only ask for one? Wasn't he being too greedy?

Fairy Flower Lotus was a proud cultivator with her status and position. Her character wouldn’t allow her to take advantage of a junior. Moreover, Lin Xuan had done her a great favor.

She couldn’t do such a thing.

Thus, she found herself in a dilemma.

His request was too simple; it made things even more difficult for her compared to making an extravagant demand. This was just how Fairy Flower Lotus’s character worked.

Just as Lin Xuan suspected, if he had really asked for something precious without considering the consequences, Fairy Flower Lotus might have been unable to fulfill his request due to her earlier grandiose words.

The most likely outcome would be that she reluctantly gave him a treasure, but such treasures were not easily obtained. If Fairy Flower Lotus returned to her cave and let out even a hint of it, Lin Xuan could face dire consequences.

But Lin Xuan didn’t do this.

Instead, his request was too simple, making things difficult for her.

To comply with his wishes would make her feel guilty; how could she deny the favor of someone who had saved her life?

Refuse? That wouldn't be appropriate either. He asked what he wanted, and he only requested a secret technique.

Such a simple requirement hardly seemed insignificant. If she didn’t meet it, Fairy Flower Lotus, as a proud cultivator, would have no reason to seek out others.

For a moment, she was at a loss.

This was Lin Xuan’s clever move. To others, this appeared as an enormous opportunity. Asking for a precious treasure could bring about one's downfall.

But other treasures and materials were fair game. Even if he asked for more than necessary, Fairy Flower Lotus wouldn’t be able to argue with her status. Although she would feel slightly aggrieved, the cost was just ordinary treasures, which she wouldn’t seek trouble over.

This way, she could secure the greatest opportunity.

However, in Lin Xuan’s eyes, this wasn't the case.

By asking for more treasures, he might gain some superficial advantages and appear to have secured the best deal. But it would also completely cut off any future connections with Fairy Flower Lotus.

She was a late-stage Golden Chapter cultivator—rare even among the Three Realms. It was difficult enough just to meet her.

After forcing her into debt, she wouldn’t find it easy to repay this favor. The benefits of making her feel guilty and retaining some goodwill would far outweigh any treasures he could obtain.

Lin Xuan calculated his gains and losses clearly.

Sometimes, being at a disadvantage could be an advantage. Unbeknownst to Fairy Flower Lotus, she had been cleverly manipulated by Lin Xuan without realizing it.

While his strength was far inferior to hers, in terms of cunning, he was beyond her reach.

"Really just one secret technique?"

Fairy Flower Lotus's surprised voice reached his ears: "Is that too little? Why not ask for another request."

Just one secret technique seemed a bit meager even to Fairy Flower Lotus herself.

"I thank you for your kindness. But I am no greedy person, and this single secret technique is sufficient," Lin Xuan said with an innocent expression that made Fairy Flower Lotus doubt her earlier suspicions about his intentions.

If such a scene were seen by other cultivators, they would never believe it.

But it was happening right here in front of them.

In the end, Fairy Flower Lotus didn’t hand over any treasures and looked extremely helpless.

She had never encountered such a cultivator before—someone who refused even extraordinary offerings. Looking at Lin Xuan's innocent face, she wondered how he managed to reach the Spirit Formation stage with such an attitude. Was it really that fortunate for the foolish?

Apart from this explanation, Fairy Flower Lotus found herself at a loss.

"Alright, what secret technique do you want? Just say it. I will definitely give you a satisfactory answer."

"Um..."

Lin Xuan hesitated and didn't speak, showing signs of nervousness on his face.

"Speak!"

Fairy Flower Lotus was actually getting impatient. She had never imagined that dealing with an honest person would be so troublesome.

"I, I have my eyes on...," Lin Xuan started to say.

"What is it you want?"

Fairy Flower Lotus said irritably.
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Never encountered such a straightforward individual. Having done him a great favor, he only asked for a minor secret technique, and even then, he seemed embarrassed about it. Wasn't this person acting like they were stingy?

Surely, I don’t look like someone who would be miserly.

The patience of Fairy Hundred Flowers was almost worn out by Lin Xuan's persistence, and she secretly decided that no matter what secret technique Lin Xuan asked for, she would grant it to him. She found such a straightforward person hard to deal with.

Lin Xuan chuckled inwardly as he prepared to feign ignorance. After all, there was a limit to everything; if he went too far, he might end up making a fool of himself.

Thus, without hesitation, he spoke honestly about the technique he valued. "Thank you, Fairy Hundred Flowers. By chance, I witnessed your magnificent display of power when you defeated the True Moon Jade Chameleon. I am deeply impressed by all those incredible secret techniques. However, as a mere spirit division cultivator, I know that these extraordinary techniques are beyond my reach. But there is one technique in particular that I truly value..."

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, a hint of surprise flashed across Fairy Hundred Flowers' eyes. It seemed this young man had set his sights on her secret techniques. However, he was wise enough to not make an unreasonable request.

Not only did the Fairy Hundred Snow and Snow Flurry Technique hold great significance for her—she had never taught it to anyone outside a few direct disciples—but even if she were willing to break that rule, Lin Xuan would still be unable to learn it. This technique was exclusively suitable for female cultivators.

Fortunately, although he seemed more humble now, he knew when to stop.

Since what he sought wasn't the Fairy Hundred Fragrance Technique but just one of its secret techniques, there might still be room for negotiation.

After all, not all of these secrets were gender-specific or dependent on his original cultivation method. Half of them could potentially be learned by anyone, regardless of their background.

Of course, while the power would be less than that derived from the full technique, it was still a possibility.

With these thoughts in mind, Fairy Hundred Flowers said, "What is it you wish to learn?"

"Master Lin views your battle with the True Moon Jade Chameleon. I saw how even when your divine sword seemed destroyed, it miraculously returned to its original state. This is truly beyond comprehension. I am deeply interested in this secret technique and humbly request that you teach me."

Lin Xuan's sincere voice echoed in her ears. He was referring to the technique of spirit manifestation from a divine sword.

He knew exactly what he was asking for, but at this moment, he pretended not to know anything.

Although he had already obtained a fragment of it from Old Monster Zhong, that version was incomplete and lacked some crucial parts added by Old Monster Zhong himself.

While the power of his version might be inferior compared to Fairy Hundred Flowers' original, it still held significant value. Since Lin Xuan's main body had roughly understood this technique, and he could share information between his two bodies, he knew there was no exaggeration here.

If I hadn't met Fairy Hundred Flowers, that would have been fine. But now not only did we meet, but I cleverly set up a situation where she agreed to give me something.

The saying goes: "Opportunities are fleeting; once lost, they cannot be regained."

Why wait any longer? Even though Fairy Hundred Flowers might possess better items, even ones that could instantly boost his cultivation level by a grade in an instant, such as extraordinary medicinal pills, it held no significance for him.

With the Azure Star Sea, he already knew how to advance to Spirit Division late-stage with just some time investment. The only thing was that it would be more cumbersome.

Why waste this precious opportunity here?

After all, while the spirit manifestation technique sounded like a simple secret, its actual power was clear in his mind. Even if there were medicinal pills that could instantly boost his cultivation level to Transcendence Realm, their value still couldn't compare.

Of course, if those pills could directly advance him to Transcendence Realm, then it would be a different story.

But the truth remained: advancing to Transcendence Realm was no small feat. It wasn’t just about taking one pill.

Such extraordinary items were beyond Fairy Hundred Flowers and even the True Immortal realm.

Therefore, spirit manifestation from a divine sword was Lin Xuan's best choice. Once mastered, it would significantly enhance his abilities.

"What? You want that secret technique?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers didn't know Lin Xuan had planned this all along. Looking at his honest face, she seemed momentarily stunned or caught in a dilemma.

It was like he was shooting himself in the foot by making such an over-the-top request. But it wasn’t Lin Xuan’s fault; he simply hadn’t realized how valuable spirit manifestation from a divine sword was.

Fairy Hundred Flowers had countless powerful techniques, but spirit manifestation from a divine sword was one of her most formidable ones—almost like a signature technique.

Such secret techniques couldn't be easily shared with others. Even her few favored disciples had no chance to learn it, let alone someone like Lin Xuan.

But what if she didn’t share it?

Breaking a promise for personal gain wasn't something Fairy Hundred Flowers would do.

Moreover, the other party hadn’t intended this outcome. He was only asking for one secret technique, and refusing him seemed unreasonable both emotionally and logically.

So, should she teach him?

However, this technique was her most precious skill, and she couldn’t bear to part with it.

Fairy Hundred Flowers' mind was in turmoil.

But soon, a smile appeared on her face. She had been too hasty. Spirit manifestation from a divine sword wasn't something any ordinary cultivator could perform. Even learning the secret technique alone wouldn’t be useful; one also needed to integrateextraterrestrial heavenly metal into their innate treasure.

However, domain foreign heaven gold was not easily obtained by anyone. Not even a spirit division cultivator had a chance unless they advanced to late-stage. And even for late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivators like herself, obtaining it required great effort and success wasn't guaranteed.

The source of this treasure was clear: slaying a domain foreign heavenly demon.

Notice the difference between a domain foreign heavenly demon and those encountered in the Ice Sea World. A single character distinguished them, but their differences were vast.

To make a simple comparison, they were like ordinary ancient demons compared to holy ancestors.

Fairy Hundred Flowers herself wouldn’t have ventured into such existence if not for the allure of spirit manifestation from a divine sword.

After all this discussion, the result was clear: even if Lin Xuan obtained the cultivation manual for spirit manifestation from a divine sword, it would be useless. It would amount to empty effort.
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If another cultivator were to be in the position of Lin Xuan, they would likely agree with his request without hesitation.

However, this woman was different. Firstly, she was inherently very proud. Secondly, her status and identity were significant; deceiving a minor Spirit Condensation Period cultivator with the respect and honor of a top-tier figure in the Three Realms on the surface seemed somewhat unbecoming.

Moreover, Lin Xuan owed her a favor, and he appeared so honest and simple-minded that it was hard to imagine him being deceitful.

Deceiving an honest person would be amusing, but the White Flower Fairy Lady could not bring herself to do such a thing under any circumstances.

Thus, after a moment’s hesitation, she decided to tell Lin Xuan the truth. She would explain the pros and cons of his request, allowing him to make another choice. This way, she felt more at ease.

"Foreign Heavenly Gold?"

Lin Xuan's mouth dropped wide open. Chapter 2744 - Fulfilling His Wish: The conditions for cultivating sword spirit into an ethereal form were well known to Lin Xuan. However, his expression was so shocked that it seemed he had just learned of them for the first time.

"Is there no other material besides this one that can be used as a substitute to cultivate sword spirit into an ethereal form?"

"No."

The White Flower Fairy Lady shook her head. If she could find a substitute, why would she have risked battling the Foreign Heavenly Demon?

Lin Xuan fell silent for a few moments before suddenly lifting his head with determination on his face: "Thank you for your honest words, but I still insist on my previous request."

"What? You don't trust me?"

The White Flower Fairy Lady's expression changed dramatically. As someone of her status and character, she could not possibly lie. She felt that her dignity had been insulted.

"Senior, please forgive me. I dare not doubt you, but I am deeply fascinated by the sword spirit into ethereal form technique. Even without good fortune to practice it, studying its secrets would still be beneficial," Lin Xuan's sincere voice echoed in their ears.

The White Flower Fairy Lady was speechless.

She had seen many determined individuals before, but none as resolute as this one. Calling him stubborn and inflexible might not be far from the truth.

This woman did not suspect any ulterior motives on Lin Xuan’s part because the sword spirit into ethereal form technique indeed required foreign heavenly gold to practice.

Even a minor Spirit Condensation Period cultivator could not come up with much of a trick.

"Think carefully."

The White Flower Fairy Lady's voice carried a hint of sighing: "This technique for cultivating sword spirit into an ethereal form, even if you read it, would be useless. It’s like a chicken’s rib—useless. Do you really not want to exchange it for other treasures or benefits?"

"Thank you for your advice, but my mind is made up."

"Very well. Since you are so insistent, I will keep my word and not break it. However, there is one thing I must clarify: This secret technique of cultivating sword spirit into an ethereal form is a unique skill of this palace. I have no problem passing it on to you, but you mustn’t show it to anyone else; you can only practice it in solitude. You cannot share it with any third party. Can you agree to that?" The White Flower Fairy Lady's solemn voice echoed in his ears. She had been pushed by her earlier exaggerations and was unwilling to part with the technique.

"Senior, I will follow your command."

Lin Xuan’s serious voice echoed as he showed no hesitation.

"Very well. Words are nothing; you must swear on your soul today. If you break this promise, your cultivation will drop to the Flexible Spirit Period and never advance again," The White Flower Fairy Lady did not believe him easily and immediately made her demands.

"Soul oath?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly regained his composure. Even without her mentioning it, Lin Xuan had no intention of spreading the technique for cultivating sword spirit into an ethereal form.

The power of a soul oath was formidable, but since he had no intention of breaking it, there was nothing to worry about.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s immediate agreement, satisfaction flashed across the White Flower Fairy Lady's face.

"Good. Now receive this."

Without further ado, she waved her sleeves and instead of sending out an epiphany eye, a beam of golden light shot towards him like a thumb-sized arrow.

"What..."

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes but quickly realized that the beam had no malicious intent.

He neither blocked nor dodged it, allowing it to enter his forehead.

Boom!

Lin Xuan felt as if his head sank. Golden lights suddenly appeared in his识海 (spirit sea) and large characters flashed before vanishing just as quickly.

Lin Xuan was not a fool; he knew exactly what was happening.

He hurriedly focused on memorizing the ancient, difficult text. Each sentence, each word contained profound meanings, but that did not matter. Lin Xuan had no intention of understanding it immediately; he only needed to memorize it.

For cultivators with photographic memory, even a technique with over seven thousand characters was easy to remember.

A moment later, the technique for cultivating sword spirit into an ethereal form was fully imparted.

"Having received this secret technique from me, should you not now swear on your soul?"

"Yes, I will follow Senior’s instructions."

Lin Xuan had no intention of spreading the technique anyway, so he followed her instructions without hesitation.

Seeing his response, satisfaction showed on the White Flower Fairy Lady's face. At the same time, she sighed. This little fellow was too honest and straightforward; he was giving up such a good opportunity for nothing.

Although this choice was Lin Xuan’s own, she had repeatedly warned him. Deep down, she felt somewhat guilty towards this young man.

But she did not have much time to linger here. Although the Misty Nine Immortals Pill was extremely powerful, her injuries were even more severe. Her condition had only temporarily improved; delaying any further...

Therefore, she must return to her cave abode as soon as possible. There was no time to stay here.

As for this little fellow, she would bear the debt for now. The path of cultivation was long and winding. Perhaps they would meet again someday, and then she could repay him.

With these thoughts, the White Flower Fairy Lady did not hesitate: "Little fellow, we will regret our decision."

Before her words were fully spoken, a brilliant light enveloped her body but quickly faded as she disappeared into the void.
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Shattering the void, it was beyond reach for other cultivators. Yet to this woman, it seemed so effortless and pleasant, simple in nature.

Indeed, one could say it was breathtaking.

Moreover, she herself still bore serious injuries.

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression filled with envy.

This was not surprising.

No matter who was placed in his position, witnessing the earth-shaking and heart-wrenching strength of Fairy Hundred Flowers would have made them yearn for such power.

However, envy held no meaning. The path to cultivation was the right course. Although he was now so weak as to be like an ant compared to her, holding onto the Azure Star Sea as a treasure gave Lin Xuan confidence that one day, he too could become such a great cultivator.

Of course, this would require countless hardships and efforts.

But as long there were such rewards, these minor trials and tribulations were nothing.

Lin Xuan was confident about his future.

However, at the moment, he had no time to linger here.

Although the Naelong Realm was vast, the speed of those great cultivators was also incredibly subtle. If he continued to dawdle, powerful cultivators might arrive at any time.

Then, Lin Xuan would not believe that he could easily let him go. Escaping would become a major headache.

Lin Xuan would not make such mistakes.

His immediate priority was to leave this place quickly.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan's actions did not slow down.

He waved his sleeve, and a flicker of spiritual light emerged, sending an ancient-looking long spear flying out.

Grasping it firmly, he poured all his magical power into it. Then, raising his right hand, he fiercely swung it forward.

A burst of spiritual light shot forth, forming a crescent-shaped blade that rippled through space. A spatial rift appeared in his line of sight.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy as dark magic energy surged around him, enveloping him and shooting towards the front.

There was no trouble encountered, and soon, Lin Xuan returned to the chaotic state.

Indeed, this was chaos.

Within a few hundred miles, everything was nothing but emptiness. His divine sense was compressed within a dozen feet of space.

Clearly, this was where Fairy Hundred Flowers had clashed with True Toad Jin Yue. The primordial explosion had turned it into an empty void.

He successfully returned to the Naelong Realm.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief after confirming this point. A large stone had been lifted from his heart regarding spatial laws. He had only touched upon them and was far from mastering them like Fairy Hundred Flowers did. Using the Abyssal Spear, while it provided some effect of shattering the void, he could not fully grasp its subtle nuances.

In other words, it wasn't a matter of going anywhere at will.

Just now, his strike with the Abyssal Spear had been precise to the millimeter based on where he came from.

While there was a 70% chance of returning to the Naelong Realm, involving spatial laws made it uncertain whether this estimate would hold true.

A slight mistake could send him to another realm.

In that case, re-entering here would require more effort.

Fortunately, such worries were unnecessary. He had indeed returned successfully.

His luck was still good.

But there was no time for further thoughts now. Lin Xuan's entire body glowed with green light as he prepared to leave this place.

However, his movements paused as if he had discovered something amiss.

No, not a problem, but a small fist-sized piece of earth floated about several feet away.

It quietly hovered in the empty space.

This wasn't an eye-catching anomaly. Most cultivators would likely ignore it after such a long time since the disrupted laws of nature were slowly recovering, and this chaotic state couldn't last forever.

Given that, the appearance of a small piece of earth was not too surprising.

One could consider it a sign of spatial revival.

However, Lin Xuan did not see it that way.

If it truly was spatial revival, why would only one piece of earth appear here?

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's mind vaguely had some guesses.

Though he wasn't sure yet, this good opportunity should not be missed.

Lin Xuan knew very well what had happened in this space just now. Jin Yue True Toad self-destructed its primordial essence, scattering its soul and body.

On the surface, it was so, but could a giant toad really turn into ashes?

Indeed, on the surface, that was correct, but Lin Xuan still harbored some doubts or even dissatisfaction.

That was true spirit!

Even finding a bit of skin, bones, or even a drop of essence blood would be immensely useful. But now, there was nothing at all. Who wouldn't feel depressed if placed in his position?

This was akin to entering a treasure-filled mountain and leaving empty-handed.

Lin Xuan's dissatisfaction was understandable. The appearance of this clue made him extremely excited.

However, the time left for him was limited. Lin Xuan knew this clearly, so he did not waste any more time. With green light enveloping his body, he flew over.

Lifting his hand, that small piece of earth landed in his palm.

Lin Xuan pressed it to his forehead and injected divine sense into it.

Though the specific details were not clear, there was undoubtedly an extremely powerful magical force within it.

Moreover, it faintly contained traces of Jin Yue True Toad's essence.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. Without hesitation, he placed this treasure back in his waist pouch.

Then, he flew to other places.

Although Lin Xuan had thoroughly searched the entire area just now and found no useful clues, the space itself appeared as a chaotic state, making it unique. Just because nothing useful was found earlier did not mean that something might not be found now due to the revival of spatial laws.

This change should have been brought about by the restoration of those laws.

Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear on what exactly had happened, but this much was certain: any treasure left behind by a true spirit could not be overlooked. Even a tiny useful clue would not be missed.

With such thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began to search meticulously. The next discovery far exceeded his expectations.

He found dozens of pieces like the one just now.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and immediately stored them all in his waist pouch for later study.

There was no time to analyze these now; he would decide on their use once back at his cave dwelling.

The entire process, though complex, only took a few minutes. Lin Xuan scanned several times with divine sense to ensure nothing was missed before leaving without lingering further. The extra time spent here had already exceeded his initial estimate, and any more delay could lead to unforeseen events.
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When to cut, one must not hesitate; hesitation only invites trouble.

This principle was crystal clear in Lin Xuan's mind. Since he had already gained unexpected benefits, it would be unwise to overreach. Thus, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of shocking light, flying off towards the distant horizon.

A thousand miles could be covered in an instant.

The direction Lin Xuan was heading did not align with the Cloud Concealing Sect at all. Although he had not encountered any cultivators nearby, his cautious nature made him decide against returning to the sect immediately. Instead, he planned to travel around for a few months before making his way back. This way, even if he inadvertently left some clues or if other cultivators possessed some mysterious tracking techniques, they would be unable to find him.

Unbeknownst to Lin Xuan, less than two hours after he left, the chaotic state of this spatial region had not fully recovered yet.

Whooosh…

Suddenly, an extremely strange and piercing sound pierced his ears. Soon after, a brilliant light appeared on the far horizon. Initially distant, it approached with astonishing speed until it was right before him. The piercing sound abruptly ceased as the light faded, revealing a splendid chariot.

The carriage was crafted from some precious spirit wood, its body golden and emitting an enchanting aroma that exuded regality. Numerous exquisite talismanic inscriptions adorned the exterior, giving off a mysterious aura reminiscent of ancient阵图, imbued with profound protective effects.

The pulling beast was neither dragon nor tiger; it had wings on its back, six eyes, and four legs, radiating an aura not to be underestimated. Its strength did not fall short of that of a Great Power cultivator at the Spirit Cultivation stage.

Given such a display, the identity of the chariot's owner could only be a渡劫期 elder monster. Ordinary Spirit Cultivators at the Spirit Cultivation stage would never have such grandeur or capability.

The chariot hovered in mid-air as a figure materialized amidst the brilliance. It was a middle-aged man around forty years old, dressed in silk robes with an emerald jade high crown on his head. His long beard fluttered gently in the breeze, exuding an extraordinary presence.

At first glance, he seemed like a nobleman from secular society. However, ordinary humans could not possibly be here; this Heavenly Pill Marquis was indeed a genuine cultivator and a Great Power at the渡劫 stage.

He had originally been a member of a human kingdom's royal family but stumbled upon the path to cultivation through fortunate circumstances. His strength grew exponentially until he reached his current astonishing power level.

While still far from matching the White Phoenix Immortal, even being at the初级渡劫 stage was beyond the wildest dreams of ordinary cultivators.

Suspended in mid-air, the Heavenly Pill Marquis gazed upon the scene before him, his expression fluctuating with surprise. Despite the long passage of time and the partial recovery of this chaotic space, his divine perception could still discern the peculiarities within.

The Heavenly Pill Marquis's demeanor shifted as he suddenly raised his head, narrowing his eyes at a distant point. With a carefree smile, he spoke: "Hm, Fairy Xiao is also here. Since that’s the case, why hide? Why not reveal yourself and meet this Marquis?"

"Hmph, old monster, your divine sense truly isn't something to be trifled with. I had no intention of concealing my whereabouts, but the Fire Yang Bird inherited the true essence of two spirits; it naturally possesses some concealment abilities."

A cold voice echoed in his ears, tinged with disdain. Soon after, a large hole appeared beside him, expanding rapidly until it was ten times its original size.

High-pitched sounds filled the air as an eight-to-seven-meter-long firebird emerged from within. This celestial bird had golden eyes and long feathers, its fiery tail fluttering gracefully. At first glance, it resembled a phoenix in appearance.

Although not truly a phoenix spirit, the aura emanating from this bird was formidable, equivalent to a Spirit Cultivator at the初级Spirit Cultivation stage, if not slightly stronger.

The bird's feathers were as vibrant as flames, but more astonishingly, there stood a woman dressed in traditional attire on its back. She stood proudly, appearing around twenty-seven or eight years old with prominent brows and eyes, an exceptionally beautiful face, and a slender figure. However, her gaze was heavily laced with malevolent energy.

This woman was not of the human race; she was a descendant of the phoenix, possessing both lightning and fire abilities, making her incredibly formidable. Even ordinary Great Powers at the初级渡劫 stage would be greatly troubled by her presence.

The Heavenly Pill Marquis felt a wave of frustration but maintained his composure. While he wasn't afraid of this woman, there was no need to provoke such an enemy unnecessarily.

"Hmph, Your Excellency's speed is impressive; you arrived before me and must have discovered something," the Xiao-named woman said with a hint of surprise on her face. At their level, their vision far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators, but this only heightened their shock at the scene.

Wasn't it absurd? The entire region had been obliterated into nothingness, and the laws of nature here were shattered. Who could possess such unparalleled power to cause such a result?

"Immortal, you jest; I merely arrived before you," the Heavenly Pill Marquis said with a bitter smile. His words held no falsehood—both he and the Xiao woman had arrived almost simultaneously, leaving him no time to investigate thoroughly.

"Indeed, this is not surprising. If it weren't for two Great Powers engaging in battle, how could the laws of nature have been destroyed?" the Xiao-named woman's dissatisfied voice echoed.

But the Heavenly Pill Marquis ignored her and instead expressed interest: "According to Immortal, which of the two combatants has a strength level comparable to ours?"

"Hmph, it goes without saying. Our cultivation levels are formidable, ranking among the best at the初级渡劫 stage, but such destruction of the heavens and earth into chaos is beyond our capabilities," she retorted.
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"Wanting to have such power, it would be... unless..."

The woman paused here as a hint of hesitation appeared on her face.

"Unless one has to pass through the late-stage Tribulation."

Master Ma's voice entered his ears.

"Not bad. Only cultivators who have passed through the late-stage Tribulation can truly destroy the laws of heaven and earth, but turning an entire space into chaos is not something that ordinary techniques can achieve either."

The two analyzed this calmly before both feeling incredulous at their conclusion.

Indeed, their strength had already made most cultivators envious and respectful. However, precisely at this level, they realized how terrifying late-stage Tribulation Passers were.

They could even reverse or destroy the laws of heaven and earth.

In the Three Realms, countless people sought the path to immortality, but only a few rare individuals among them had the chance to advance to the Tribulation stage.

Every cultivator who entered this realm was a prodigy with exceptional talent. However, most of these geniuses were stuck at the early-stage Tribulation bottleneck and ultimately perished under increasingly fierce heavenly tribulations.

Yes, even those at the early-stage Tribulation had limited lifespans, though they could live for one or two million years before their lives ended.

But late-stage Tribulation Passers were different. Countless people willingly embarked on the perilous path of cultivation with a simple goal: eternal life.

But did one really have to become an Immortal to achieve immortality?

Most cultivators believed so.

Lin Xuan used to share this belief as well.

However, that belief was wrong.

In fact, one didn't need to become an Immortal; merely advancing to the late-stage Tribulation and gaining the power to control or even reverse the laws of heaven and earth would make their lifespans no longer limited.

Eternal life without death!

Of course, this eternal life referred to not dying unless one fought others. For early-stage Tribulation Passers like them, their lifespans were truly endless.

They could now control the laws of heaven and earth, so naturally, the heavenly tribulations that terrified other cultivators would no longer descend upon them.

The power of late-stage Tribulation Passers aside, just having a lifespan equal to that of True Immortals was enough to make these early-stage cultivators envious. How could there be such a huge gap between two Tribulation Passers at the same stage?

In short, in the realm of Tribulation, the difference between early and late stages was too great.

Late-stage cultivators were not something they could casually encounter.

Yet here, two appeared suddenly, having fought to the death just recently. How could this not make Master Ma exclaim with amazement?

"Could it be that Senior Daoist Nailedragon?"

Master Ma's voice sounded like he was seeking advice from his companion while also seeming to speak to himself.

"Not likely."

To their surprise, Xiao Fairy denied this outright. The spiritual energy imprint of Senior Daoist Nailedragon was recognizable; there were differences between the residual energy fluctuations here and his.

"Then who could it be?"

Master Ma placed a hand on his forehead as he looked puzzled.

Although the Nailedragon Realm had vast areas, with some entering the Tribulation stage, only the famous Senior Daoist Nailedragon truly transcended lifespan limitations.

In fact, reaching or surpassing late-stage Tribulation in the entire Spirit Realm was rare. Apart from the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings, there were only a few super-existences.

These people resided in their own realms and abodes; it was unlikely for them to casually cross over.

How could someone sneakily come here without anyone noticing? And not just one but two of them, fighting fiercely?

Impossible. This was too unreasonable.

Both pondered as the spirit bird Xiao Fairy rode suddenly stretched its neck, calling out towards a direction within the chaotic space.

The tone in her voice was strange and excited, with a hint of fear.

"What is this..."

Xiao Fairy's expression changed from shock to wild joy.

Master Ma reacted quickly, muttering under his breath: "The fairy once said that your steed inherited the bloodlines of two true spirits. Its sensitivity to spirit blood should be incredibly strong, regardless of type..."

Before he could finish, the two great cultivators like him and her rushed into the space, which had recovered much but still looked grayish.

Due to the laws of heaven and earth not being fully restored, the residual energy was still rampant, but it didn't affect them at all.

Both were focused on the spirit blood. They couldn't afford to lag behind as there weren't many treasures visible for late-stage Tribulation Passers, but spirit blood was definitely something that would catch their attention.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Spirit light flickered, and various colored lights shot up from within the grayish void space. The dense popping sounds of beans being fried filled his ears.

However, this didn't last long.

Soon, a black phoenix with a length of several meters emerged from the void. Although its aura was much weaker compared to a true phoenix, it was still formidable. Its eyes were emerald green, and its body was wrapped in black flames, with green lightning arcs jumping around, appearing mysterious and profound.

After a moment, the black phoenix spread its wings.

The black flames burned fiercely, but her figure rapidly shrank within them until she transformed into a young woman wearing court attire.

It was Xiao Fairy, whose sharp tongue was well-known. Her face showed anger, and the aura in her eyes was extremely heavy.

She slowly raised her right hand.

Surprisingly, what she held wasn't any treasure, but half of a piece of clay.

Yes, it was indeed half. From its broken surface, it seemed to be a piece of earth that had been split into two.

A powerful late-stage Tribulation spirit race shouldn't have seen anything unusual, yet she looked excitedly at the half piece of clay in her hand.

Unfortunately, she only managed to snatch half. Thinking this, her expression turned icy cold.

At this moment, a long howl echoed, and golden light shone brightly as another figure emerged from the void space.

When the light dimmed, who else could it be but Master Ma?

He too held half of a piece of clay in his hand, lowering his head with joyous excitement, seemingly examining some priceless treasure.
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This scene fell into the eyes of that Xiao surname woman, making her expression even more unpleasant. Black flames began to flicker on her hands.

"Wait a moment, Xiao Fairy, our powers are roughly equal. A battle here won't determine anything. Although True Spirit Blood is extremely precious, I've taken only a small portion of it. Are you prepared to fight me over this minor inconvenience?"

The Heavenly Yuan Marquis seemed to have anticipated the other's move as he spoke without lifting his head.

"Hmph, not much. The True Spirit Blood has been integrated into this soil. You forcibly took half from my hands," her voice was filled with malice. Her sharp and bitter personality had never known such a loss before.

She was extremely resentful but the recent encounter made her wary of the Heavenly Yuan Marquis. This old fellow had developed several formidable techniques since last time, making the outcome still a fifty-fifty chance even with her hidden skills.

Since she didn't have an advantage, attacking now would be foolish. Yet, she couldn't bear to give up so easily.

"Your words are incorrect, this True Spirit Blood was ownerless before. How can you say I took it from you? Since we both discovered this treasure, it should be shared," the Heavenly Yuan Marquis said with a smile.

"You're twisting the truth. If not for my spirit beast's感应, how would you have known there was True Spirit Blood here?"

"Enough, Fairy, arguing over these now is meaningless. You can't take this small piece of soil from me. It would be better to cooperate..."

"Cohere?" The Xiao surname woman looked surprised.

"Yes, since we found a piece of soil infused with True Spirit Blood, might there be another? Instead of wasting time here, let's thoroughly search the area and see what else we can find. If we stay longer, other old monsters may sense this place," the Heavenly Yuan Marquis suggested with renewed clarity.

The Xiao surname woman fell silent. Although she was upset about being outsmarted, his words had some merit. A greedy look appeared on her face; if there were more True Spirit Blood-infused soils as he speculated, it would be foolish to fight over a minor gain.

This woman's sharp tongue aside, a high cultivator who advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage wouldn't make such a mistake. She wouldn't risk losing the bigger prize for a smaller one.

"Fine, we can cooperate temporarily. How will we divide any further discoveries?" Her cold voice echoed, and the ominous aura in her eyes grew thicker.

"Fairies need not worry; if we cooperate, whatever is discovered, regardless of who finds it, we'll share equally."

The Heavenly Yuan Marquis seemed to have thought about this issue beforehand as he spoke calmly...

"Agreed."

There was no disagreement from the other side. With little time left, they quickly reached an agreement in a few words. Despite their eloquent promises, neither would share any major finds with the other.

This was common sense between them; the law of the land and heaven dictated that treasures should be claimed by those who found them.

However, at least on the surface, cooperation had been agreed upon. They entered the gray, ethereal space before them, their bodies glowing brightly as they searched for treasure in this chaotic realm.

Time passed slowly.

As the sun set behind the hills, three hours had elapsed since they reached an agreement. The destroyed laws of heaven and earth in the area began to regenerate, the gray fog gradually dissipating.

Zhu…

A piercing sound echoed as two streaks of black and golden light shot out from within.

The glow faded, revealing the Heavenly Yuan Marquis and the Xiao surname woman. Their expressions were equally grim compared to their hopeful entry.

Especially the Xiao surname woman's usually elegant face now looked gloomy, as if rain was imminent.

It wasn't surprising; after spending so much time and effort, it turned out to be for naught.

Anyone who thought they would make a significant discovery only to encounter such setbacks wouldn't feel any better.

"Impossible. True Spirit Blood-infused soil should exist in more than one piece," the Heavenly Yuan Marquis's brows furrowed as he looked depressed.

"Hmph, what good are these words now? We've thoroughly searched this entire area and found no other True Spirit Blood."

"That's right; we likely didn't miss anything. It seems our luck was just not good enough," the Heavenly Yuan Marquis's face showed a sense of resignation, his spirit somewhat dampened.

"How about you give up?"

The Xiao surname woman seemed unwilling to accept defeat.

"Even if I don't give up, can I conjure True Spirit Blood out of thin air?" the Heavenly Yuan Marquis said irritably. Clearly, he was in a terrible mood. He flashed and appeared on his carriage: "Insufficient good fortune; I have nothing more to say. Farewell."

Before his words were finished, the spirit beast pulling the cart stood up, its wings flapping as it whipped up a gust of wind, carrying the vehicle towards the horizon. Soon, they disappeared.

The Xiao surname woman was left stunned, staring at where they had just searched. As he said, with insufficient good fortune, what could she do?

Forcing herself would be futile.

"Alright."

She stomped her foot and flashed to stand on the immortal bird's body. The Fire Sun Bird flapped its wings, turning into a streak of light that quickly vanished into the void.

Over the next few days, several batches of cultivators arrived but their powers varied widely—some were Tribulation Transcending powerhouses while others were ordinary cultivators. However, none found anything valuable; they left with empty hands and full of disappointment and confusion.

The whereabouts of other True Spirit Blood remained a mystery, known only to no one.
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表面上， Lin Xuan's goal seemed to have been achieved.

No one knew that he had ever come here. However, carefully analyzing whether there truly is something perfect in this world might be questionable!

If you want a secret to remain hidden, you must ensure no one knows about it yourself—there are no walls without gaps in the real world, and this principle applies equally to the cultivation realm.

That female named Xiao left with resentment. However, she was unaware that just moments before her departure, the Heavenly Dao Marquis who had also been feeling depressed sat in his carriage, smiling broadly.

He played with a half-piece of mud in his hand, looking contentedly satisfied.

Suddenly, he chuckled and reached out to pat his waist pouch. A shimmering light shot out from it, circled around, and landed in the Heavenly Dao Marquis's palm.

It turned out to be a spirit beast the size of a fist.

This spirit beast seemed intelligent, with a somewhat hoarse voice: "My lord, I truly detected other cultivators' presence within that chaotic space."

"Report to your master," the Heavenly Dao Marquis said solemnly. "I know you inherited a trace of the true spirit Zhaizi's bloodline, and your sense of smell is undoubtedly acute. I can assure you that someone must have passed through here before my arrival with Miss Xiao."

The spirit beast, resembling a wild boar, seemed to understand some human-like emotions: "My lord, the target has already moved quite far from here. We should move quickly or risk losing track due to the distance."

The Heavenly Dao Marquis had no objections; he was eager not to let this opportunity slip away. "Tell me, where is he now?"

"I'm unsure of his exact location," the spirit beast sniffed again and replied in a straightforward tone: "He's southeast of here. Haha..."

A cold smile appeared on the Heavenly Dao Marquis's face as he stepped lightly, causing the carriage to slow down before accelerating to twice its previous speed towards the left.

Soon, it disappeared from sight.

Lin Xuan was unaware that an early-stage Golden Core cultivator had already been keeping a close eye on him. This wasn't his fault; Lin Xuan had been quite cautious after all. After reaping such great benefits, he hadn't become overconfident and rushed back to the sect's cave dwelling, which would have brought about an enormous disaster for Cloud Concealment Sect. The other party could easily follow in his wake.

If that happened, Lin Xuan would be in a terrible predicament with no way out but to fight. However, now things were different. While his whereabouts had been compromised, the other party didn't know who he was, and Lin Xuan planned to roam for several months before making any moves. This would make it much harder for them to track him down.

In short, there was still plenty of room for maneuvering.

Two days passed in a blink.

This was an uninhabited desert with only a few barren hills scattered about, the sandy ground black and yellow. The sky stretched endlessly without a cloud in sight.

Suddenly, a grayish light appeared on the horizon.

It quickly approached until it landed atop one of the hills. As the light dissipated, Lin Xuan's ordinary face emerged.

However, his expression was serious. Since acquiring the treasure, he had been sleepless and tireless for two days straight, flying at an astonishing speed that would have put him millions of miles away by now. No one had ever discovered his trail before; logically, it should be safe. Yet, a sense of unease lingered in Lin Xuan's heart.

Unclear and indescribable, this feeling made him extremely anxious. Was he just too cautious due to carrying too much treasure, leading to paranoia?

Lin Xuan tried to console himself with these thoughts. Of course, he knew that wasn't the case.

This time, while he had gained some benefits, they were insignificant compared to his other secrets—like the Blue Star Sea, Mo's origins, or the Five Dragon Seal. He hadn't been afraid of those treasures before; why should he be now?

Was something truly bad about to happen?

Lin Xuan couldn't say for sure. After all, precognition was unreliable and unpredictable, even for true immortals.

Nonetheless, Lin Xuan didn't take any chances. With so many valuable items on his person, he decided to fly further away.

With a flick of thought, Lin Xuan was once again enveloped by dense black clouds before transforming into a streak of black light that shot off at an incredible speed.

Though he had been flying non-stop for two days, Lin Xuan's profound magical power made it insignificant. This time, regardless of any potential dangers, he changed direction every few hours to make his flight path unpredictable.

Unbeknownst to him, this casual move caused the Heavenly Dao Marquis a great deal of trouble. The spirit beast in his possession, while inheriting some Zhaizi's bloodline, wasn't truly Zhaizi and thus had limited olfactory acuity. Lin Xuan's erratic movements left it disoriented, nearly causing it to lose its bearings several times.

Though the effort was immense, the Heavenly Dao Marquis continued relentlessly, driven by his recent success in extracting a few drops of true spirit golden pearl blood from that half-piece of mud. While a few drops might seem insignificant, they were genuine true spirit blood—extracted directly from true spirits rather than from mutated spirit beasts with inherited true spirit bloodlines.

The purity and primordial power within these drops far surpassed those obtained through other means, making them significantly more powerful and versatile. The Heavenly Dao Marquis would not give up under any circumstances.
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After flying for over a dozen days, Lin Xuan finally felt some fatigue. (Please visit us using our pinyin domain.)

This was inevitable.

Indeed, as a mid-stage spirit-splitter cultivator, Lin Xuan’s spiritual energy wasn’t infinite. Anyone in his position, after ten days of non-stop flight without rest, would surely feel some strain.

On this day, Lin Xuan's light slowed down and he appeared before a vast city.

This city was extremely prosperous; looking around, the walls seemed to stretch endlessly, but it was hard for Lin Xuan to gauge their exact length.

However, such massive cities were commonplace in the Spirit Realm, where prosperity and resources far surpassed those of the mortal world.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and found that this city not only housed numerous cultivators, but also a significant number of ordinary people. Distantly, he could see streaks of light flying through the sky, making it seem like an incredibly prosperous scene.

Despite the nagging feeling of unease still lingering in his heart, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to continue fleeing.

After all, there was always a chance that the spiritual omens in his mind might be wrong. Without confirming that enemies were indeed pursuing him, constantly running seemed rather foolish.

Moreover, during this trip, his secondary spirit core had unexpectedly advanced by one stage due to coincidental opportunities, reaching mid-stage spirit-splitter status alongside his main spirit core.

Although his strength still couldn’t match the primary body’s, he was still a standout among peers. With several powerful treasures at his disposal, well-prepared, it seemed unlikely that he would face significant danger unless targeted by an old monster of the tribulation stage.

In the Dragon Realm, such ancient monsters were few and far between; how could he be singled out?

Being cautious was wise, but worrying needlessly might not be necessary.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and suppressed his unease. He then concealed his aura and flew towards the city.

After all, as a spirit-splitter cultivator, he stood out too much; an infant spirit core would be more suitable, neither too strong nor weak, fitting Lin Xuan’s preference for discretion.

Little did he know that this action nearly sent the dignified Tianyuan Marquis into a rage. The spirit beast resembling a wild boar suddenly reported losing track of Lin Xuan. How could such an ancient monster not feel anxious?

To be fair, it wasn’t the fault of the spirit beast; what it referred to as "scent" was actually spiritual energy traces.

The places where cultivators had been were often marked by subtle fluctuations in spiritual energy. The problem was that Lin Xuan had significantly reduced his aura, making it harder for the spirit beast to trace him down.

Tianyuan Marquis’s expression was dark with worry, but he couldn’t just give up. After a moment of hesitation, he performed a secret technique to greatly enhance the spirit beast's sensing ability.

With this, even if Lin Xuan’s spiritual energy had weakened, it should be detectable.

Although such an approach only provided temporary results and came with significant risks—damaging the spirit beast’s life essence and shortening its lifespan—it was worth it for Tianyuan Marquis. He wouldn’t hesitate to lose his own lifeblood in exchange for finding true spirit blood.

However, the spirit beast's face showed a fierce expression. Having been subjected to a secret technique that would shorten its lifespan, it was furious. It blamed another thief who had stolen some of the spirit blood, thinking that if not for him, it wouldn’t be in this predicament.

Though this blame was unjustified, it didn’t matter; all it wanted was for Tianyuan Marquis to find and torture that person to relieve its anger.

The beast inherited some of the true spirit’s bloodline but suffered from a curse. Its body was weak compared to the true spirit's lineage, making its lifespan shorter than most human cultivators. Thus, it desperately sought advancement to extend its life.

This time, hoping for a reward, it had ended up with nothing, leaving it extremely frustrated.

Tianyuan Marquis’s expression wasn’t much better.

In the Dragon Realm, Wenyuan City was no ordinary place; it belonged to the True Apex Sect's affiliated city. The vast Dragon Realm had few superpowers, and the True Apex Sect stood out among them.

Its power was unimaginable for most cultivators, especially terrifying as its top elder, Heavenly Apex Immortal, was a mid-stage tribulation cultivator.

His strength surpassed even Lin Xuan’s.

The fact that this person had escaped into the city was either due to chance or because he had discovered their pursuit and sought refuge here. Tianyuan Marquis didn’t know which, hence his darkened expression.

If it were the former, he could wait in the city; once the other party rested or finished something, they would leave, giving him a chance.

But if it was the latter, finding out about their trail and deliberately hiding, the trouble would be significant.
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And his main concern was that the other party would come here, not by mere coincidence. If the one who took away True Spirit Blood from the chaotic space was actually a cultivator of True Apex Sect...

Thinking about this, Heavenly Essence Marquis' expression darkened to an extreme degree. If True Spirit Blood fell into the hands of a True Apex Sage, with their formidable cultivation at mid-transcendence stage, he would have no chance left.

Fortunately, although Wending City belonged to True Apex Sect's territory, it was still some distance away from the sect's main stronghold. The old monster, Heavenly Mechanism, had been in seclusion for countless years and was unlikely to be coincidentally here by chance.

In other words, even if the cultivator who obtained the Spirit Blood was a member of that sect, they would definitely not have fallen into the hands of the True Apex Monster yet. He still had a chance.

What annoyed him was that there were so many cultivators in Wending City. Even with secret techniques, his spirit beast could not identify which one carried the Spirit Blood.

He did not fear Lin Xuan transferring the Spirit Blood; after all, such an invaluable and heaven-defying treasure would definitely be too precious to entrust to others out of reason or emotion.

Otherwise, if something unforeseen happened, he would regret it. The other party would either keep it for themselves or hand it over directly to a True Apex Sage. He was certain about this.

It seemed that some extraordinary means were necessary.

Although such actions would greatly offend the True Apex Sect, given the situation, there was no choice but to do so. For the sake of True Spirit Blood, he could not care less.

After all, his lifespan as a cultivator at early-transcendence stage was limited. His next major heavenly tribulation would come in another five or six ten thousand years if his calculations were correct.

And the heavenly tribulation of essence energy became more and more formidable with each passing one. During his last heavenly tribulation, he had lost many treasures. This time's heavenly tribulation left him with little confidence to survive unscathed.

At his level, he was not willing to meet his end in such a manner.

Thus, for over ten thousand years, he frantically gathered treasures and secret techniques that might help him survive the next heavenly tribulation.

The useful items for transcendent stage heavenly tribulations were few. Despite his efforts, the actual gains were meager.

Therefore, he could not afford to let this True Spirit Blood slip through his fingers.

Not only would it give him a chance to break through to mid-transcendence with True Spirit Infinite Pill made from this Spirit Blood, although the odds were slim, but once he did, the increased magical power would make the next heavenly tribulation trivial.

Even if he failed, he could still cultivate a life-saving secret technique using this Spirit Blood and have a chance to survive the next heavenly tribulation.

This was crucial for his survival. Therefore, no matter what price he paid, he had to snatch it in hand.

There was nothing to be discussed; he would not hesitate to offend the True Apex Sect even further.

Though they were a superpower in this world, he was also at the transcendent stage. What if that old monster ended his seclusion and came after him from afar?

Even in the worst-case scenario, compared to the benefits of obtaining True Spirit Blood, it would not matter much. The spirit realm was vast with hundreds of smaller realms.

He could easily find a secluded place to hide for some time under another name. The old monster would be helpless.

After all, he also faced the heavenly tribulation and needed to focus on cultivation and treasure hunting. He could not devote all his energy to himself.

That would be unwise; True Apex Sage would not act so foolishly.

With these thoughts in mind, he analyzed every advantage and disadvantage. The True Spirit Blood was his goal.

Deciding this, Heavenly Essence Marquis no longer hesitated and prepared to act.

Since the decision was made, there was no need for him to hide his spirit pressure any longer.

Taking a deep breath, golden light flashed all over his body. Instantly, an indescribable terrifying pressure descended from the sky, covering the entire Wending City.

"This... is impossible..."

The once calm city suddenly became like a boiling pot of oil when someone poured water into it. The entire place erupted in chaos.

Ordinary people were not affected much. Since they lacked magical power within their bodies and this pressure was not specifically targeted at them, apart from feeling slightly breathless, they did not experience too many issues.

However, the cultivators suffered greatly. Their faces turned pale as they cried out in shock. It was no wonder; under the influence of such a terrifying spirit pressure, even the flow of magical power within their bodies became strangely sluggish.

They all raised their heads to see that the sky's essence energy had transformed into tiny light points, visibly chaotic and swirling.

In an instant, countless essence energy vortexes caused the entire world's primordial qi to become utterly disordered.

Then, golden light flashed in the sky. The brilliance was so dazzling it seemed to dim the sun for a moment. Everyone in Wending City's faces changed dramatically.

Their divine senses did not work; the other party's body seemed like an enormous vortex, absorbing even the strongest divine sense effortlessly.

Incomprehensible!

This was the only feeling of those present.

Although they could not determine how powerful the other party truly was at this moment, several cultivators in Wending City were at the spirit transformation stage. Even they could not perceive the other's cultivation level, which made it clear that he was a formidable existence.

A transcendent period old monster!

In an instant, Wending City erupted into chaos.

Even in Nael Dragon Realm, where such powerful beings were rare, seeing a transcendent period old monster was still considered legendary. Now they had the chance to witness one firsthand; how could it not excite them?

However, as excitement subsided, the cultivators felt uneasy. The other party's appearance here seemed anything but benevolent. A moment of fear gripped their hearts.

Heavenly Essence Marquis did not care about this.

Since he appeared in Wending City, there was no need to hide. Taking a deep breath, his terrifying divine sense spread throughout the entire city centered on him.

From his spirit beast, he had roughly understood the other's spirit energy signature. Although he lacked the innate talent of a spirit beast for tracking, with such proximity, he still had a chance to identify it by checking one by one.

Unfortunately, there were too many cultivators here, and it would take considerable time and effort.
第两千七百五十二章 化身凡人

However, there was no need to worry. Compared to the potential gains, this minor fatigue was insignificant.

True Spirit Blood, he would not give up on; even if it meant searching for a needle in a haystack, he must find it.

At the same time, Lin Xuan sat in a tea house.

After such a long journey, he felt somewhat tired. He sipped his tea leisurely while resting with his eyes closed.

The taste of this spirit tea was not bad; the aroma of the pastries was equally delightful to the heart and mind. Although made by ordinary people, the flavor was undoubtedly exquisite. Lin Xuan enjoyed it very much.

He had already decided that he would rest in the city for two days before continuing his travels without a fixed abode. This way, he could spend several months wandering around, which seemed safer and more secure.

Lin Xuan was not in a hurry. For ordinary people, a few months might seem like a long time, but to him, such a period was negligible—just the blink of an eye.

He had enough patience.

Who could blame him for that nagging unease in his heart?

Having decided on his course of action, Lin Xuan planned to rest. However, before he could finish his tea, suddenly, without any warning, a sense of dread descended from the sky.

Lin Xuan raised his head in surprise and saw the scene that shocked countless cultivators in the city.

A Golden-Edged Old Monster!

In an instant, Lin Xuan realized this.

Although he had not released his divine consciousness, using it might draw attention to him. He decided against it.

But did he really need to use his divine consciousness to confirm?

Lin Xuan was no stranger to interacting with such high-level cultivators; besides, the opponent had already revealed their spiritual pressure. With just a sense of feeling, Lin Xuan could determine that this must be a Golden-Edged cultivator.

Lin Xuan's surprise was evident.

But after his initial shock, countless thoughts raced through his mind.

A Golden-Edged cultivator, often elusive and hard to spot, suddenly appeared here with such grandeur. Why?

What did he mean by releasing his divine consciousness? Was he searching for something?

Wait, searching for something?

Could it be that he was looking for him?

A terrifying yet bold thought emerged in Lin Xuan's mind.

After careful consideration, this seemed highly plausible.

Otherwise, why would the mysterious sign in his heart persist?

Was it because this old monster had been constantly tracking him?

Otherwise, Lin Xuan did not think there was anything noteworthy about this city that a Golden-Edged cultivator would pay attention to. The opponent's appearance here seemed too abrupt from any perspective.

Could he have left some clues in the chaotic space, which led to this unexpected trouble?

Lin Xuan carefully pondered and found no obvious flaws or traces.

However, with countless strange people in the cultivation world, what seemed flawless to him might not be so to others. This was not unusual.

As his thoughts raced, Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated between calm and anxious.

Soon, he made a decision. He silently slipped out of the tea house.

At this moment, most of the city's cultivators and ordinary people were focused on the Golden-Edged cultivator in the sky, so no one paid attention to an Incorporeal Stage cultivator like Lin Xuan.

Such cultivators were common in the city; his appearance was unremarkable. These factors provided excellent cover for him.

Lin Xuan moved quickly, taking advantage of the chaos in the city until he reached a deserted area.

Looking around, the nearest cultivator was more than a hundred feet away. Such distance might not be safe, but as long as he did not attack, the opponent would likely ignore him.

Lin Xuan's figure flashed, and he entered an empty room nearby without making a sound.

He then raised his hands, forming several intricate hand seals. As he moved, his aura rapidly diminished.

But this was not about concealing his qi; it was the Heaven Demon Transformation Technique.

The term "concealment" merely referred to hiding one's spiritual energy. Once encountered by a high-ranking cultivator and probed with divine consciousness, exposure was inevitable.

However, the Heaven Demon Transformation Technique differed. If successful, using this technique would render all his magical power and essence infant invisible. Even a Golden-Edged old monster could not discern any trace of it.

Of course, during this period, Lin Xuan himself could not use any magical power. The trick was that he appeared indistinguishable from an ordinary person.

With countless cultivators in the city, even his identity as an ordinary person would ensure he went unnoticed.

Although Lin Xuan did not know which part of his actions in the chaotic space might have been problematic and led him here, whatever he did now seemed the most prudent approach.

What if he was still discovered?

Lin Xuan had no intention of confronting this Golden-Edged old monster. Although his transformation brought an unexpected increase in rank, his strength and abilities were still inferior to those of a Golden-Edged cultivator.

He could only take things as they came. This vast city provided the best cover.

Moreover, Lin Xuan dared to do these small actions because the opponent's divine consciousness had not yet scanned this area.

The current city was too large; with millions of cultivators and ordinary people, it would be difficult for a Golden-Edged old monster to thoroughly probe everyone in an instant. It would take some time.

However, Lin Xuan acted decisively and swiftly.

In less than the time it took to brew tea, Lin Xuan felt a powerful divine consciousness sweep over him.

To be honest, even with his earlier speculation, he could not help feeling slightly nervous; his heart rate had increased somewhat. This was unrelated to psychological resilience; even the most resilient mind would struggle to remain calm in such circumstances.

Fortunately, the opponent did not notice anything amiss. Facing a Golden-Edged old monster, even if one's heart did not waver, it was inevitable for the heartbeat to accelerate slightly.

Although the Marquis of Heavenly Essence had learned Lin Xuan's spiritual energy mark from the spirit beast, the problem lay in the fact that Lin Xuan had now used the Heaven Demon Transformation Technique. His body and essence were completely devoid of magical power, making him indistinguishable from an ordinary person. The Marquis of Heavenly Essence could not have imagined such a turn of events, so he naturally failed to notice anything amiss.
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His divine consciousness did not linger on Lin Xuan for long. After a brief scan, it moved to other places.

Lin Xuan had managed to escape from under the eyes of Tianyuan Marquis in one piece.

However, this was not entirely due to his good luck. The key factor was that he was brave and decisive enough. If Lin Xuan had hesitated even slightly or failed to use the Heaven-Demon Transformation Technique, the outcome might have been different.

Lin Xuan wasn't fully aware of all these details but at least knew that the current crisis was temporarily averted. He thus stopped wandering aimlessly and closed his eyes to rest in place.

Firstly, this would keep him less noticeable, allowing for better rest. Secondly, after days of travel, both his spirit energy and physical strength were quite exhausted. Proper rest could help him recover and increase his chances of escaping if anything unexpected happened.

After all, the old monster hadn't discovered him yet, but how the crisis would unfold was still uncertain.

The safest course of action for now was to observe and wait.

However, Lin Xuan's calm demeanor did not extend to everyone else. As the saying goes: "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise; a blessing may hide misfortune." Most cultivators rarely had the opportunity to encounter powerful beings at the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

But if they did meet one, would it truly be a great fortune?

Not necessarily!

If the old monster was willing to offer guidance, the opportunity would indeed be valuable. However, many ancient monsters of that level often had unpredictable temperaments. A single disagreement could lead to their downfall, which was not strange at all.

Especially considering how suddenly this Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse appeared and his actions were so unsavory.

After initial shock, millions of ordinary people and cultivators in the entire City of Hearing Heaven were filled with fear and unease.

"Fortune or misfortune, we can't escape what's meant to be!"

Many people had this thought running through their minds. But even if they knew it was bad, could they still resist a Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse?

Most just stood there trembling, praying for the ordeal to pass without incident.

However, not everyone in this area of cultivators shared such thoughts.

In a hidden place near the western side of the city, several cultivators were discussing anxiously. Two men and one woman, all at the Profound Dao stage, were talking. A dark-faced man wearing blue satin robes spoke first: "Brother, what do you think about that old monster above us?"

"I don't know, why should I?"

The other man with a beard replied irritably.

"Perhaps he came here because of our newly acquired treasure!" The young woman beside him interjected. She looked around seventeen or eighteen years old but had an ordinary appearance.

"It's unlikely, the new treasure is invaluable to us at this stage, but for someone at the Tribulation Transcendence level, it should be insignificant," the dark-faced man said after some thought.

"Hmph, even if it’s not, he looks like a dangerous person. No matter his intentions, this city might end up in ruins," the bearded man sneered.

"Impossible! This city is under the influence of True Extreme Sect, and such a Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse wouldn't dare act so recklessly," the woman exclaimed. They had chosen this place because of the reputation of the True Extreme Sect for protection.

"Hmph, if it weren’t for the influence of that sect, we might have escaped. But now, our danger is even greater due to their involvement." The bearded man said dismissively.

"Brother, what do you mean?"

The dark-faced man was surprised before his expression turned thoughtful.

"Heh, looks like you’ve figured it out too. Such a show of force indicates something of great importance. His search here has already offended the True Extreme Sect. If we were in his position, would we destroy this city to keep things secret?" The bearded man said slowly.

"Impossible! Even if we don’t consider the ordinary people, there are hundreds of thousands of cultivators at various levels. How could he possibly eliminate everyone without leaving a single one behind?" The young woman’s face showed shock.

"Heh, most people can't do this, but that old monster is a Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse. You haven’t seen such power before, but I once witnessed it firsthand. His strength and abilities are terrifying beyond imagination. He could destroy the world if he wanted to. Eliminating a small city isn’t even worth mentioning. With his powerful divine consciousness, no one would have a chance to escape," the bearded man sneered.

"Brother, does that mean we’re doomed?"

The young woman was terrified. She had just reached the Profound Dao stage after much effort and had many years of life ahead. She didn’t want to die like this for nothing.

"Heh, if it were in an open field, we would have no chance, but here, things might be different…" The bearded man revealed a mysterious expression.

"Oh, brother, please tell us."

"Yes, brother, the situation is critical, stop teasing us," his two companions said excitedly. Their voices were so low that they wouldn’t attract attention in such a tense moment.

"It’s simple. This city has a teleportation array. If we act unexpectedly and escape through it while destroying the other end, as long as we can travel more than a million li away, even a Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse would be powerless," the man said smugly.

Suddenly, a faint rumbling sound entered his ears. He turned to look and his face changed dramatically.

The rumbling came from a house about ten miles to his left. If he hadn’t mistaken, that was where the teleportation array of City of Hearing Heaven was set up.

"Bad luck, someone has already beaten us."

If someone had teleported away first, the old monster would be on high alert, and this plan wouldn't work anymore. The bearded man was furious and regretted his earlier words. If he had gone there first, he might have been standing at the teleportation array now.

Too late to regret their talkativeness.
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Just as Great Han's complexion turned pale, High Heaven Marquis in the Ninth Heaven also noticed something amiss. After all, even a daoist cultivator at the Cave Profound Stage could sense the prelude to teleportation; how could he possibly be unaware?

"Die for trying!" A cold sneer flashed across his face as he did not perform any additional actions but merely waved his sleeves. Instantly, a beam of golden light shot out.

The golden light detached from his body and rapidly grew in size, transforming into a long golden dragon over ten meters in length that appeared in the Ninth Heaven.

"Roar!" The dragon raised its head and let out a mighty roar that sent chills down the spines of all the cultivators below.

Then it swung its tail, causing its massive body to vanish entirely.

"Aeromancy Technique!"

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. Although he had performed the Heaven Demon Transformation Art, his essence energy was now nonexistent, and even his core had become an intangible entity. However, his eyesight remained sharp; he immediately discerned the technique this dragon was using. He was greatly startled.

Originally, mere aeromancy would be trivial for a veteran at the Tribulation Transcending Stage. If High Heaven Marquis had used it, Lin Xuan wouldn't have been surprised in the slightest.

But this dragon wasn't some real spirit beast; it was merely condensed from a single thread of essence energy. Such an entity being able to perform aeromancy was too unbelievable.

The strength of a veteran at the Tribulation Transcending Stage truly was unfathomable.

Lin Xuan was confident that his cultivation had increased significantly over these hundred years, but even with his true self present and the Nine Palaces Sword re-energized, he would not be able to match this opponent.

Of course, if he had a True Spirit Puppet, the outcome might have been different. However, Lin Xuan had gained some immortal stones but in limited quantities, and the consumption of True Spirit Puppets was significant. He wouldn't use such an item unless absolutely necessary.

That was a critical moment to preserve his life.

Moreover, even if he wanted to do so now, it would be too late; his true self was deep within his cave meditating. The distance between them was countless miles. As the saying went, distant water couldn't quench immediate thirst. He needed his avatar to strategize and help him escape.

Lin Xuan's thoughts aside, that golden dragon flashed and appeared several dozen miles away. This creature not only used aeromancy but also seemed highly skilled at it.

"Roar!"

Another mighty roar echoed in the air as the golden dragon dived into a building with a teleportation array. The buzzing sound continued, but this time it sounded slightly hoarse. A golden light enveloped the entire hall, but if Lin Xuan hadn't performed the Heaven Demon Transformation Art, he would have sensed that the golden light contained a trace of法则力量. It was just a tiny bit.

After all, High Heaven Marquis wasn't like Hundred Flowers Fairy; she had only reached the early Tribulation Transcending stage. Cultivators at this level could use the laws of nature but were far from mastering them. The amount of 法则力量 in that strike was minimal, but it was enough to render the teleportation ineffective.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the entire hall turned into a pile of rubble.

From the ruins emerged a golden light ball several meters wide, containing seven or eight cultivators who were motionless and pale-faced, seemingly grievously injured. Fortunately, none had died.

This result wasn't due to High Heaven Marquis's mercy but because he still needed to thoroughly investigate these individuals. If there was someone hiding with spirit blood, he would need to find them quickly.

High Heaven Marquis looked forward to this outcome. If it were so simple, it would be perfect.

However, when his divine sense swept over the cultivators one by one, his expression darkened. There had been no收获; these were just ordinary cultivators unrelated to spirit blood.

Frustrated, a cruel look flashed across his face as he clenched his fingers.

Bang! The seven or eight unfortunate cultivators turned into dust, with their cores unable to escape and disintegrated.

He did this not only for the warning but also to deter others.

Then High Heaven Marquis spoke, his voice clear enough for all the cultivators in the city to hear.

"Listen up. I came here because a thief stole my treasure. He is hiding within this Heavenly City. Before I find him, none of you are allowed to leave. Don't try anything sneaky; otherwise, that will be your fate."

The threat in his words caused an uproar among the cultivators in the city.

"Thief?"

"Stealing from a Tribulation Transcending veteran's treasure?"

"Is this possible?"

Most cultivators naturally wouldn't believe what he said. However, even if it was half true, there were still valuable pieces of information revealed!

At least, High Heaven Marquis came here to search for someone. This much was certain.

Thinking about it, the cultivators felt extremely depressed and cursed that rogue who had dared to provoke a veteran at the Tribulation Transcending Stage. Why run off to an uninhabited place? Why come here to trouble us?

Unfortunately, they didn't know which one High Heaven Marquis sought. Otherwise, without his intervention, they would have bound the culprit and handed him over for punishment.

Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated as he analyzed the situation. From all signs, the person High Heaven Marquis was looking for was almost certainly himself. How shameless! He had never met this old monster; how could he possibly take anything from him?

This veteran likely discovered the True Spirit's aura in that chaotic space and wanted to reclaim it.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let him succeed. The True Spirit's blood was valuable to him as well.

Moreover, a veteran at the Tribulation Transcending Stage would terrify any cultivator into submission, but Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator. His cultivation level couldn't be judged by mere stages; he had full confidence in his Heaven Demon Transformation Art. High Heaven Marquis wouldn't easily figure it out. With so many cultivators present, what could this veteran do to him?

Although Lin Xuan was cautious, he wasn't overly fearful. He would wait and see how things unfolded. Having already faced such great dangers, he believed that this small threat could be handled.

High Heaven Marquis's thunderous actions indeed had a powerful deterrent effect. Without escaping the teleportation array, ordinary cultivators didn't dare to think any more. Although they were extremely frightened, they obediently stayed in place.
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And the muscular man, after realizing that using the teleportation array to escape had resulted in this outcome, exchanged glances with his companions. Their faces all showed a sense of relief.

Fortunately, they were just one step too late; speaking out at the wrong time turned out to be a stroke of luck.

In their shock, they naturally didn't dare move any further for the moment.

Although sitting and waiting wasn't a good idea, facing such a powerful cultivator in the Tribulation Period, rash actions could only result in losing their lives.

Since there was no other choice, they could only temporarily observe the situation.

Seeing that the crowd of cultivators indeed trembled under his thunderous tactics, Heavenly Essence Marquis' face showed satisfaction. A single spiritual wave mark couldn't be changed; even if he concealed his aura, it wouldn't work at such close range. His divine sense would inevitably detect him eventually after a thorough search.

The only thing to worry about now was the sheer number of commoners and cultivators in Wending City. Conducting a full search might take too much time.

If they lingered here for long, something unexpected could happen.

After all, True Apex Sect's strength couldn't be underestimated. Doing this within their territory would be akin to provoking an old monster. Once the sect learned of it, they wouldn't just let it go.

Unless absolutely necessary, he didn't want to offend that old monster from Heavenly Apex.

As his thoughts shifted, Heavenly Essence Marquis' expression fluctuated.

However, if the other party was willing to hand over voluntarily, things would be different. The time consumed could be significantly reduced. After obtaining true spirit blood, he could leave with a clear conscience. In an unknown situation, that old monster from Heavenly Apex wouldn't likely come out to hunt him down for such a minor dispute.

In short, better safe than sorry.

Facing the formidable True Apex Sect, even the powerful Heavenly Essence Marquis had many concerns and hoped to resolve this trouble as soon as possible.

However, he couldn't force it. He needed the other party's cooperation.

It seemed they would have to resort to threats and inducements. Otherwise, getting them to hand over willingly might be a challenge.

Even if he did that, whether or not the true spirit blood would be given was uncertain. But trying always had some hope, didn't it?

With this thought, Heavenly Essence Marquis no longer hesitated. After all, this wouldn't cost him much.

---

His lips barely moved, his voice soft but clear enough to reach every ear in Wending City—whether commoners or cultivators alike heard it clearly. The tone carried an imposing aura as if it contained supreme magical power.

"Little fellow, you know what I'm looking for. From the chaotic space, those pieces of earth; hand them over willingly. I'll overlook past grievances and give you great benefits, even consider taking you in as a disciple..."

His voice was authoritative but sounded pleasant, making one feel compelled to comply. It had an effect similar to charm magic, though at a much higher level.

Unfortunately, it was useless. Lin Xuan, despite using Heavenly Demon Transformation Incarnation, had all his magical power nullified. Without any magical energy, he couldn't release his divine sense, rendering the other party's enticements meaningless. As for the benefits or taking him in as a disciple, Lin Xuan scoffed at it.

Not only was it likely just idle talk, but if he followed through, his fate would be sealed.

Even if the other party kept their word, what benefits could match true spirit blood?

As for taking him in as a disciple?

To other cultivators, that might seem desirable. But with Lin Xuan's status and secrets, reaching the Tribulation Period wasn't out of reach; he had no intention of considering it.

Lin Xuan remained unmoved, but the other cultivators below were confused by his words about chaotic space and earth pieces. What was this all about?

Was the other party playing a guessing game?

It wasn't surprising; they wanted to keep things secret. People have curiosity. What treasure could make such a powerful Tribulation Period cultivator go through so much trouble, determined to get it at any cost?

They too were eager to see for themselves.

But these thoughts remained only in their minds; not everyone was as bold as Lin Xuan, daring to snatch something precious from an old monster like this.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't think he was brave. The key was that he didn't consider Heavenly Essence Marquis a person he couldn't offend.

If his true form were here and the True Spirit Puppet assisted him, who would win, hmm? Still uncertain...

But these thoughts were just for show; unless absolutely necessary, he wouldn't want to break face with such an entity.

Though the cultivation world was full of bloodshed, it was only for treasures or other benefits. Without any gain, pointless conflicts were best avoided by all.

Seeing that his words had no effect, Heavenly Essence Marquis naturally didn't give up. His prepared rhetoric came out, but it was merely threats and inducements.

---

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan ignored him completely; this speech was a waste of breath.

After a meal's time passed, Heavenly Essence Marquis' expression darkened further. Finally, he stopped talking, clearly realizing that his efforts were meaningless.

That guy had an incredibly resilient mind, far more difficult to deal with than initially imagined.

Damn it!

"Alright, little fellow, you really think hiding here in the city will make me helpless? I've already given you a chance; it's your choice. You'll regret not reconciling with me soon enough. I'll have countless ways to make you wish for death."

This time, Heavenly Essence Marquis' voice was filled with venom. He had nearly exhausted his patience and wasted so much time. His mood was extremely depressed.

Unfortunately, this final threat also failed; Lin Xuan treated him as if he wasn't there.

When first entering the city, Lin Xuan indeed stumbled upon it by chance.

But after staying for so long, he naturally learned about Wending City's extraordinary background from other cultivators.

True Apex Sect was a massive entity even in Nael Dragon World. This old guy might be in the Tribulation Period, but the consequences of offending True Apex Sect were significant.

If the other party had any reservations, it would create an opportunity for him to find a gap.

However, every coin has two sides; his identity couldn't be exposed either. Otherwise, even if he hadn’t intentionally brought this old monster here, True Apex Sect might still take out their anger on him.

Therefore, to protect himself and the Cloud Concealment Sect, Lin Xuan needed to hide his actions better, find a way to leave without anyone noticing.

PS: Third update, crying for monthly votes! Full text.
第两千七百五十六章 大五行挪移之术

Original and exclusive update: Threatening and enticing didn't work, and he had wasted so much time. The Duke of Heavenly Essence was extremely frustrated.

However, with the matter settled, there was no point in being depressed. He could only use his divine sense to search through all the cultivators within the city.

Although this would take a considerable amount of time, if True Apex Sect learned about it, they wouldn't ignore it. But he had already set himself up and couldn't afford not to act.

The True Spirit Blood was crucial for him to survive the next Great Heavenly Tribulation. He could not afford to offend such a formidable entity even if it meant causing trouble.

He knew what he should do and what he shouldn’t, as an experienced old fox like the Duke of Heavenly Essence would clearly understand the pros and cons.

Time passed quickly, and after two hours, there was still no sign of True Apex Sect's cultivators coming to negotiate. He had already searched through all the cultivators in the city but found nothing.

That guy seemed to have vanished from thin air.

How could he be missing?

The old monster's face turned even more grim.

"Black Tooth, are you sure that guy escaped into this city?" The Duke of Heavenly Essence turned around and asked with an unpleasant tone.

"I report to my lord. You have already used a secret technique to temporarily increase my sensing abilities by several times. I can be certain that the guy has fled here, and there is no mistake about it. Please rest assured," the pig-like creature replied nervously.

Though his words were not a lie, he had omitted some details. Initially, he did indeed find the annoying cultivator who escaped to this city. But after Lin Xuan used the Heaven Demon Transformation Technique, he lost the spiritual wave sensing as well.

That guy seemed to have vanished from existence.

He was still puzzled by this but dared not tell the Duke of Heavenly Essence the truth for fear that his lord would suspect him of having made a mistake in sensing.

Though his words were not a lie, it left the question of why he couldn't find the guy unsolved. He had no choice but to leave it to his lord's worries.

The Duke of Heavenly Essence frowned. With their blood pact, he could feel that these weren’t lies. But if the guy was in the city, why couldn’t he find him?

He was extremely frustrated.

Since appearing here, it had been nearly three hours. If he continued to dawdle, True Apex Sect would definitely react.

If it were anyone else, it wouldn't matter much, but it could be that Sovereign Heaven Apex himself would personally come here. After all, his grand display made it clear that the treasure they sought was extraordinary.

Only a few cultivators at the Tribulation Transcendence stage would be tempted by such a prize. Sovereign Heaven Apex's decision to leave his seclusion wasn't surprising.

Damn it!

It seemed he had no choice but to use that method.

He would bring everyone in this city and all its inhabitants back to his cave, then search them one by one. That way, with enough time, even if the opponent possessed divine abilities, they couldn’t escape his eyes.

However, this city was too large, and there were too many cultivators and ordinary people inside. Moving everything back would be a hassle.

Fortunately, he had that momentary treasure.

But stuffing the entire city into it wouldn't be easy; he needed to use the Great Five Elements Translocation Technique, which wasn’t something an early Tribulation Transcendence stage cultivator could easily perform.

To use it, he would need to ignite his primordial essence fire and use his life force as a guide. The loss would be considerable.

He didn't want to do this unless absolutely necessary, but now, there was no choice.

The benefits of obtaining True Spirit Blood outweighed the losses in his mind.

Still, he was extremely frustrated.

That damn little guy! You wait until I get my hands on you; I will make your life a living hell.

His eyes filled with hatred as he swore silently.

Though he was unwilling to do this, since he had made up his mind, he no longer hesitated. A cruel look appeared on his face as he waved his sleeves and a golden light flashed out. A one-foot-tall tower materialized before him.

Instantly, the city erupted with cries of shock. The already frightened cultivators grew even more anxious.

The opponent had actually brought out a treasure! What did this old monster want to do?

Many cultivators exchanged worried glances, and the murmurs filled the air.

But despite their fear, no one dared to act rashly. Those who tried to escape using the teleportation array were already dead. Everyone saw that scene clearly. Under such a powerful threat, no one would dare risk their lives.

Why should I be the first to stick my neck out when there are so many fellow cultivators here?

Most of the cultivators thought this way and thus remained motionless, waiting for the moment they needed to fight.

Seeing this result, the Duke of Heavenly Essence was extremely satisfied. He waved his hands like a butterfly, shooting out golden techniques from his sleeves at an incredible speed, which entered the tower.

Sizzle...

In front of everyone's eyes, the one-foot-tall golden tower underwent a shocking change.

It melted...

Indeed, the golden tower melted into a liquid and continued to expand. Soon, a golden sphere with a diameter of about a foot appeared before their eyes.

What is this?

The cultivators were dumbfounded.

Among millions of cultivators, many had seen much, but they hadn't heard of any treasure that could melt. It was no wonder that such a technique left everyone baffled.

Only those who witnessed it with their own eyes would believe it.

Lin Xuan's eyes also showed surprise, but he felt extremely uneasy inside. The opponent wouldn’t have done this without reason, but what his goal was, Lin Xuan couldn't figure out either. He had never seen such a scene before.

His eyes flashed as he remained motionless.

What the opponent’s purpose might be didn’t matter; with so many fellow cultivators here, what could they fear?

If the opponent intended to lure him out, Lin Xuan wouldn’t easily fall for it.

Meanwhile, in the sky, another change occurred.

Sizzle...

The light sphere continued to expand and spun faster. After a few moments, the light sphere disappeared, replaced by a golden vortex that appeared before their eyes.
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The vortex shimmered brilliantly, with faint signs of tearing through the void. The surface was covered in pale golden electric arcs that made it look stunning and mysterious.

A crackling sound reached Lin Xuan's ears as his eyes narrowed slightly. A sense of unease began to rise within him. Up above, the old monster in a brocade robe and high hat showed signs of strain on its face, yet its hands continued to wave rapidly. Mysterious ancient incantations flowed from its mouth, indicating that it was preparing some powerful secret technique.

But what kind of secret technique could be effective under these circumstances? Was he planning to search the minds of all cultivators and civilians in Wending City together?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he realized this was probably exactly what the old monster intended. But such a thing would be impossible for even a True Immortal to accomplish, let alone a mere Golden Stage cultivator.

Joking aside, while Wending City wasn't a super metropolis, it still stretched over hundreds of miles with a population in the millions. Casting a soul-searching spell on so many people was too risky; he would likely be counter-attacked by their divine consciousnesses before getting any results.

So Lin Xuan was not worried about that. But what was the old monster's real intention?

Uncertainty reigned as the only option left was to observe and wait.

The voice of Heavenly Pillar Marquis resounded loudly, drawing attention like a deity in the sky. As he spoke, the golden vortex grew larger at an alarming rate, expanding its reach.

"Space法则!" Many cultivators present thought this word as they watched.

Though most were hesitant to be certain, they had indeed seen the void being torn apart.

"What does he want to do?"

"This… This tower should be a momentary treasure."

"It's still growing. Could he possibly want to swallow Wending City whole!"

Several Spirit Formation cultivators in the city also voiced their theories, and surprisingly, they seemed to have guessed the old monster's true intentions.

But it was uncertain for now.

However, if left unchecked, everyone's situation would become dire.

"Enough of this passive approach," said a black-faced cultivator with a serious expression.

"But what can we do? He is a Golden Stage cultivator; not just a few of us could possibly resist him," said a middle-aged woman in a sigh.

"Hmph, how will you know unless you try?" replied an old man wearing a black robe.

"Try it, Senior Brother. You're mad! The guys who used the teleportation array met their end. Didn't you see that?" the middle-aged woman shook her head vigorously: "Your Waving Technique is powerful, but I must say, facing such an ancient monster, we still have no chance."

"But we can't just sit here and wait to die," said the old man in a chilling voice.

"Senior Brother, why do you say that?" The middle-aged woman was surprised. This was True Extreme Sect territory; they couldn't be completely careless.

Other cultivators around also listened intently, as this crisis affected them all.

"Just now, Younger Brother Ye's guess was correct. He used the momentary treasure to try and move the entire Wending City into it. That is the Great Five Elements Translocation Technique," said the old man sternly. "Brother, I once saw a record of it in an ancient book."

"Move the entire city? I didn't hear that wrong. Younger Brother Ye was just joking. But what's his purpose?"

"He wants to find a treasure. I estimate he can't pinpoint its location quickly enough with so many people around. Time is short, and he can't afford to waste it here," said the old man grimly.

"Once he finds that treasure, will he let us go? No, he'll extract our souls for sure to cover his tracks," the old man's face was pale as he spoke in a firm voice.

The other cultivators shared similar expressions. The middle-aged woman's face turned white. At their level, everyone had keen insights. This analysis made sense; if the old monster did find the treasure, they would be killed for sure.

They couldn't let this continue.

"But we can only die trying," said the middle-aged woman anxiously.

"It doesn't matter. The Great Five Elements Translocation Technique isn't something that can be completed in a short time. There's a process involved. Wait a bit longer; before long, everyone here will recognize his true intentions. With over a million cultivators united, we might have a chance," said the old man.

"Ha! Senior Brother, your plan is brilliant. Our survival depends on you this time."

The middle-aged woman was delighted as others praised him.

Time passed quickly.

As the old man predicted, Wending City's fate became clear with the golden vortex starting to exert suction. Waiting any longer would mean certain death.

Though most cultivators were naturally afraid of death, they would also show incredible courage when pushed to their limits.

Surrendering was death; fighting had a chance. There was no need for hesitation.

"Friends, let's go! Together, we'll drive this old monster away!"

An unknown cultivator in the city shouted with courage. Many responded as tens of thousands of cultivators launched their treasures—swords, daggers, spears, and more—towards the sky.

The numbers were staggering, but the power wielded was uneven, with some even using tools meant for Foundation Establishment or Spirit Formation stage cultivators.
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"Die for trying!"

The Count of Heavenly Elements' eyes flashed with a cold smile. Despite the numerous attacks before him, their quality was so inconsistent and patchy—what use were they?

His lips continued to recite incantations, but his left sleeve moved lightly downward.

Sizzle

A brilliant aura enveloped the area as several golden light rays shot out from his sleeve. After a brief dance in the air, these rays transformed into golden human figures of the same size as real people.

These figures were notentity, their bodies shimmering with golden light. Each held an ancient-looking long spear that was also golden. There were dozens of them.

Facing the flying treasures and artifacts, these golden figures showed no fear on their faces. They raised their spears and casually swung them forward.

Sizzle

As they moved, a dozen-foot-long golden rays appeared, tearing through the air and colliding with the flying treasures and artifacts.

Fighting outnumbered opponents, yet not falling behind at all.

No, more accurately, they were clearly slightly superior.

Thetreasure of cultivators above the Essence Embryo stage were fine. But if faced with spiritual artifacts or slightly inferior treasure items, just one round saw them torn apart by those golden rays.

They weren't opponents!

Pfft

With his innate treasure destroyed, those unfortunate fellows naturally coughed out a mouthful of blood. Fortunately, no one perished. The golden rays seemed to have eyes, targeting only the treasures.

As for these cultivators, the Count of Heavenly Elements still had plans to capture and search their souls later.

This scene inspired some courage in the other cultivators' eyes to a certain extent. Since there was no risk to life, they should fight with all their might.

More cultivators joined the attack under this influence.

Though the golden rays were formidable, so many people believed that they could break them. Regardless, they had to stop the opponent's actions or stir up the waters to have a chance of escaping.

The idea was good, but whether it could be done was another matter.

---

Facing more and more cultivators, the Count of Heavenly Elements still wore a cold smile on his lips. Though there were many ants, did they really think they could shake a tree? Foolish fellows, you should know that in front of me, there is no room for resistance.

The Count of Heavenly Elements waved his sleeves again, and this time, golden light balls the size of a foot emerged from his sleeve. These quickly transformed into golden dragons.

"Roar!"

Dragon roars echoed as these miniature dragons grew rapidly with the wind, each over ten feet long. They opened their blood-stained mouths and spat out golden hurricanes.

Wherever the hurricane passed, treasures were blown around, and occasionally, crescent-shaped light blades shot out, their power formidable, even surpassing those golden human figures' attacks.

With the help of the giant dragons, the golden figures no longer showed any weakness. Working in perfect harmony, despite more cultivators joining, they found it hard to do anything about them for a while.

Lin Xuan did not move; he was waiting for his moment. He merely raised his head and narrowed his eyes, looking at the sky.

Astral Tribulation elders—each one truly formidable. Setting aside other techniques, just this secret technique alone was already breathtaking.

These golden figures and writhing dragons seemed to have a life of their own!

What is this? A form transformation secret technique?

No, it was quite different from what I know. But if my guess is correct, there must be some connection.

Simply put, it's based on the form transformation technique but newly evolved into another type of secret technique.

It works well.

Lin Xuan found it appealing, but now wasn't the time to think about that.

The most urgent thing was to leave here. Lin Xuan waited for his moment, hoping he could slip away unnoticed during the chaos.

The cultivators' attacks were ineffective. Above them, the giant golden vortex had already blocked out the entire sky, stretching hundreds of miles across. Its diameter could easily engulf all of Hearing Heaven City.

Satisfied with this, the Count of Heavenly Elements' face showed effort despite his strained expression. Regardless, he achieved his goal.

Old Monster Tianji hadn't shown up yet; I was lucky. Even if he came later, it would still be too late.

I had already brought Hearing Heaven City back to my cave dwelling. If no one escaped, how could he know this was done by me?

Although the primordial fire burned away much of his innate essence energy, the true spirit blood gained more than compensated for that loss. This deal was profitable.

Thinking about it, a sly smile spread across his face as incantations echoed in his ears.

He then raised his right hand and commanded: "Quick!"

Before he could finish, a massive suction force suddenly emanated from the golden vortex.

Although some suction had leaked out earlier, this was insignificant compared to now.

Suddenly, the sky and earth changed. Flowers, trees, soil, and stones were all lifted off the ground.

No, not just flowers, trees, soil, and stones; the entire Hearing Heaven City shook as the walls loosened. The whole city, along with its buildings and cultivators, began moving towards the vortex.

The common people in the city showed fear on their faces but were too weak to do anything, only waiting helplessly. Many fainted from sheer terror.

Cultivators, though also terrified, still had some resistance left. They no longer attacked; instead, they used their light bodies to escape in all directions.

Whether or not they could escape was uncertain, but at such a moment, who would sit and wait? They had to try.

"Fools!"

The Count of Heavenly Elements spoke with a cruel smile. With one hand clenching the other, an unbelievable scene unfolded: every cultivator trying to flee felt their bodies sink as if weighed down by thousands of pounds. Their light bodies became sluggish, and the suction force against them increased twofold.

"No"

A scream echoed as those who were about to run were instead sucked in first.

Hearing Heaven City was also being pulled up, just a few hundred feet from the golden vortex. Lin Xuan's face turned pale with frustration; he hadn't found an escape opportunity yet. Should he still fight?

Facing such formidable elders, I have no chance of success this time. This is truly a matter of fortune and misfortune.

Lin Xuan kept his hands in his sleeves. The only hope now was that the opponent didn't recognize him, allowing him to strike when the moment came.
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However, this was merely theoretical. Observing the actions of this old monster, it was clear that he was a meticulous character and very likely had defenses in place against such an attack. The chances of successfully ambushing him were actually quite slim.

Moreover, there was still a risk of falling into his trap. At this point, Lin Xuan could no longer hesitate; even if he knew the danger, he must take the risk.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan's mood was clearly depressed as he contemplated the situation. The other cultivators, too, were filled with confusion and anxiety. In this moment, everyone revealed their true intentions, using all sorts of survival techniques to protect themselves. Fortunately, Heavenly Pillar Marquis had already ignited his primordial fire, increasing his cultivation by nearly half. Otherwise, blocking so many cultivators would have been a difficult task.

Lin Xuan had made his decision but remained motionless. Due to the suction force, Wending City was slowly rising. He calculated that there was only one chance for him.

When he was closest to the old monster, he must strike!

He moved swiftly, hoping to hit with one blow. However, he did not know how much damage it would cause, as the old monster's abilities had yet to be fully revealed. Lin Xuan could only wait and see what the old monster would do.

The distance between Wending City and Heavenly Pillar Marquis was gradually closing.

Closer! Much closer!

Lin Xuan thought in his heart. His fists were tightly clenched, as he prepared for the critical moment.

Now it came down to a matter of life and death.

Just when he was about to act, an unexpected scene unfolded.

Heavenly Pillar Marquis, who had been fully focused on the Great Five Elements Translocation Technique, suddenly turned his head. His eyes darted around as a terrifying light flashed in his pupils. Lin Xuan could see a hint of fear on his face.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's heart had a vague sense of what was happening.

After a moment of hesitation, he decided to abandon the perfect opportunity for an attack.

Yes, he must abandon it!

Although that chance seemed much better than he originally thought because the old monster had been distracted, Lin Xuan still chose not to take it. He lacked absolute confidence, and seeing the fear on the old monster's face indicated a turning point in the situation. With unexpected variables involved, there was no need for him to risk everything.

In any case, he would not confront the Transcendence Stage until absolutely necessary.

Wham! A loud breaking sound echoed as the suction force from the golden vortex intensified. Heavenly Pillar Marquis's face showed signs of urgency; his primordial fire burned even more fiercely. The suction force from the golden vortex increased dramatically, causing Wending City to rise much faster than before.

This result caused the cultivators' exclamations to resound. However, Lin Xuan felt a bit relieved that he had made the right choice. Something unexpected was about to happen; otherwise, Heavenly Pillar Marquis would not be so anxious.

Just as this thought crossed his mind, an unusual spatial fluctuation spread out.

"Look, what is that?"

A voice of surprise rang in his ears.

Lin Xuan, having performed the Heaven's Demon Infant Transformation Technique and thus devoid of mana, was slightly slower to react. He turned around to see a light ball suddenly appear on the horizon.

From such a distance, it looked more like a bright dot.

Flashing rapidly.

Though unremarkable at first glance, this light ball had already approached them. How fast!

Lin Xuan noticed that some faint silver sparks were bouncing across its surface.

Thunder遁 Technique!

And it was at a level of mastery.

The light condensed, and a middle-aged scholar appeared in the midst of the silver glow. He had three long strands of beard and an extremely refined appearance, exuding a scholarly aura.

Another Transcendence cultivator!

Although Lin Xuan could not extend his spirit sense at this moment, he could roughly gauge the other's cultivation based on their demeanor.

The new scholar showed no fear when facing Heavenly Pillar Marquis. Though his presence was weaker, it still had the potential to challenge Heavenly Pillar Marquis head-on.

Could it be that Great Elder of True Extremes had arrived?

A thought flashed through Lin Xuan's mind.

But he quickly shook his head; no, according to legend, True Extremes Immortal came as a mid-stage Transcendence cultivator. His strength was on par with or even stronger than this scholar. If he were here, his presence would far exceed that of the scholar.

It wasn't True Extremes Immortal, so who could it be?

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with questions and doubts. However, this mattered little.

He couldn't recognize him, but Heavenly Pillar Marquis's face showed a mix of shock and anger: "You?"

"It is I, Xuan Shu pays respects to the Marquis," the middle-aged scholar bowed from afar, his smile warm and friendly.

"Xuan Shu, hmm. It has been two thousand years since we last met; I didn't expect you to have advanced to Transcendence. True Extremes Sect truly produces talents. Besides that old monster, Tianji, there is now a Senior Elder here," Heavenly Pillar Marquis's cold voice echoed, with a tone of admiration and fear.

"Marquis flatters me. With the blessings of our ancestors, our sect has always been prosperous. I wonder what offense we have committed to make you seize Wending City. As a Senior Elder, Xuan Shu cannot remain indifferent," the middle-aged scholar's words were like a gentle breeze, but he immediately launched an attack.

He swept his sleeves and emitted a flicker of spiritual light as a golden stream pen appeared from his sleeve.

From his attire, it was clear that this cultivator belonged to the Scholarly Sect. The pen, ink, paper, and brush—these were the sect's most prized treasures.

A flash of anger flashed in Heavenly Pillar Marquis's eyes.

The arrival wasn't True Extremes Immortal; Xuan Shu was just a new powerful figure. If he attacked now, Heavenly Pillar Marquis would not fear him. However, at this moment, he was performing the Great Five Elements Translocation Technique and couldn't free his hands.

The golden stream pen turned, emitting an ink fragrance as it shot forward.

The golden figures and dragons naturally wouldn't let him succeed; all attacks converged on that spot.
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The golden light and hurricane's power were no trifles. Just now, their strength had already been verified. However, the Golden Ripples Pen was not a trivial treasure wielded by any ordinary cultivator; its user, the Book of True Words, was also a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Sizzle…

The sound of silk tearing filled his ears as if he were ripping through a piece of cloth. The path ahead seemed to be like a forceful rush, and despite their formidable display earlier, they were easily broken by the innate treasures of same-stage cultivators. It was effortless for them to be shattered.

Count Tianyuan's face turned pale with extreme displeasure. Although he acknowledged that his opponent was indeed a newly emerged great power, this strength seemed even more formidable than what he had anticipated.

Damn it!

He originally thought that the golden man and the demon crocodile could not stop him but might buy him a few breaths. He never expected such results.

He had been too careless.

The Golden Ripples Pen broke through all obstacles without pause, like a bolt of lightning rushing forward.

Its target was the vortex itself!

In an instant, Count Tianyuan's face turned ashen white.

How could he fail at this critical moment after all his efforts?

Damn it!

A look of resentment flashed in his eyes. He shouted fiercely, his sleeves flapping to reveal a streak of golden light.

This seemingly ordinary action was actually much denser than usual. After a slight turn, a hand the size of a meter appeared, shimmering with golden light.

Zhuang…

A sharp sound echoed as the golden hand blurred slightly and flew forward at an incomprehensible speed.

It seemed to want to catch the Golden Ripples Pen.

"Haha!"

The Book of True Words remained unperturbed. His right hand rose slowly but swiftly towards the pen.

As he moved, the speed of the Golden Ripples Pen slowed down instead of increasing. After a moment's pause, a silver mist emerged from its body, swirling into another hand of similar size and appearance.

Meanwhile, the Golden Ripples Pen continued flying towards the vortex above his head.

Boom!

Silver light clashed with golden light as their hands met in mid-air.

Fingers darted out, entwining and spinning…

Upon contact, Count Tianyuan's golden hand gained a significant advantage.

However, although the silver hand was inferior, it still managed to stall for several breaths.

Count Tianyuan was both shocked and angry. He never expected his move to be anticipated by the other party.

What should he do now? It was clearly too late to intercept.

Before he could think further, a loud explosion echoed from above the golden vortex.

The colossal object rapidly flashed and shrank visibly.

"You… dare destroy my treasure!"

Count Tianyuan's incredulous voice rang out as his hair stood on end, his eyes bulging with rage.

"Why not?"

Surprisingly, the scholar changed from his earlier gentle demeanor to exude a strong aura of dominance: "Your Highness regards our sect as nothing. You wish to fit all of Wending City into your fleeting treasure. Although I do not know why you are doing this, my True Apex Sect cannot tolerate such disrespect. My actions are merely returning the favor."

Though his words were polite on the surface, they carried a sharp edge.

"You…!"

Count Tianyuan was both shocked and angry. As a noble of such high status, he had always been respected everywhere; who had ever dared to shame him like this? But what could he do? If it were just the Book of True Words alone, that would be one thing. However, behind the other party stood the formidable True Apex Sect and its ancient monster, whom he could not afford to offend.

But how could he offend them when there was no turning back?

He had no choice but to confront his fate head-on. With his Essence Fire ignited, his cultivation level might not drop, but his vital essence suffered significant damage. This would make it impossible for him to survive the next Great Heavenly Tribulation.

He must obtain the True Spirit Blood at all costs.

Even if the obstacle before him was merely a newly promoted Book of True Words, or even the ancient monster from the horizon, with no other options, he had only one choice: fight.

Fight might offer a slim chance for survival.

Retreat meant certain death in tens of thousands of years.

What else could he do?

The fleeting treasure took a hit but was not completely destroyed. Its size continued to shrink, and the suction it emitted weakened significantly. Wending City began to descend slowly.

Damn it!

Count Tianyuan's face was beet red with rage. Just as success seemed within reach, this brat had ruined everything.

Since he forced me here, there is no reason for me not to take action against True Apex Sect.

One step further and no turning back.

Count Tianyuan acted like a beast cornered in the wild, his anger boiling over.

Eliminate this guy. Perhaps I can find what I need from him. By drawing out the souls of all cultivators in Wending City, there might still be a chance to locate the True Spirit Blood.

"Fine, fine, you pushed me into this!"

Count Tianyuan roared as he flung his sleeves open, releasing a golden light column a meter wide. It dispersed into countless golden rays, each transforming into a life-sized golden man with long spears in hand.

This was not the end. The ancient monster's sleeves flashed again, sending out more identical light columns that transformed into identical golden men. Counting them roughly, there were thousands of them.

The marvel of this technique left the Book of True Words speechless. These golden men were no mere show; each one was incredibly lifelike. What secret art was this? It bore a resemblance to the legendary spell of summoning troops from beans.

However, such powerful spells required immense effort and could not be easily cast.

Count Tianyuan had ignited his Essence Fire, which allowed him to create thousands of golden men at once. Even so, the aura he emitted weakened significantly.

"Kill them all. Each one must have their soul drawn out to find where that treasure is."

Count Tianyuan ordered. The golden men seemed to understand and immediately began swinging their spears.

Instantly, screams filled the air as cultivators were beheaded.

Like a tiger among sheep, they killed while using soul-drawing techniques.

The cultivators were alarmed and unwilling to surrender. With the ancient monster and Book of True Words preoccupied, they fought fiercely, throwing all their treasures at the golden men.
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In an instant, the sky was filled with flashes of spiritual light and explosions. The brilliance of various treasures dazzled everyone.

By this point, the cultivators in Wenti City knew they couldn't stay out of it. They thus fought without holding back, despite the fierce golden figures. Although these golden beings were formidable, there were more cultivators, numbering over a million. However, most of them were at lower stages, and among their ranks were some who had reached the Daoist Profound Realm or even the Spirit Separation stage. Under their leadership, the golden beings finally began to suffer casualties.

"Kill! Fight these monsters to the death."

A cultivator, witnessing his dual cultivation partner fall, was filled with grief and rage. He self-destructed his essence soul, using his single might to reduce two golden figures to nothingness.

If they had united in their resolve, a million cultivators could have fought against these golden beings. The outcome would indeed be hard to predict. However, after the initial surge of enthusiasm, some cunning old hands began plotting an escape.

After all, the golden beings were also fierce and fearless. Even if they won, few would survive. Cultivators initially sought longevity; who wanted to be cannon fodder?

Thus, many cultivators took their chances to flee.

However, leaving wasn't as easy. The goal of Prince Tianyuan was to extract souls and refine spirits from every cultivator to find the true essence blood. Therefore, those who tried to escape quickly were more likely to attract attacks from the golden beings, resulting in faster deaths.

This chaotic scene enraged Xuan Shushangren, whose refined demeanor vanished as he glared at the old golden monster before him: "Does His Excellency think so little of True Apex Sect that he dares to target me?"

"True Apex Sect? What is it?"

Prince Tianyuan's face was twisted in a cruel smile. "Not only do I not think much of your sect, but you will stay here with your life."

Before his words were fully spoken, he reached out and struck the back of his head. Instantly, a dazzling light ball shot from his mouth, half a foot wide, streaking towards Xuan Shushangren's eyes.

"Accursed..."

Xuan Shushangren was both shocked and furious. He hadn't expected such arrogance; they wanted to kill him too. True Apex Sect had been founded in ancient times and had never been so lightly regarded before.

Was this old monster mad? They were at the same stage as he, even if he had advanced earlier, what difference did his divine abilities make?

Even if he couldn't defeat them, could he really believe he would keep them here?

He was truly reckless!

Xuan Shushangren's voice of rage turned to laughter: "Fine, fine. I have never seen such a brazen fellow. Let’s see who kills whom today!"

Before his words were fully spoken, he pointed at the golden figure with one finger.

As he moved, a loud breaking sound echoed as a silver light ball flew out, containing another treasure. Unlike the previous golden pen, this was a silver wolf毫pen.

He had more than one divine artifact; before ascending to the Tribulation stage, he was known as the Dual Pen Scholar.

His two treasures were formidable and unique in their own ways.

Boom!

The gold and silver light balls collided with a tremendous force. The treasures inside struck each other, emitting intense light. The two treasures seemed like bottomless vortexes, sucking in nearby primordial energy. Their power was unparalleled; every strike could destroy the heavens and earth.

Though this description might be slightly exaggerated, the battle between tribulation cultivators was indeed terrifying, even at their early stages.

The lower cultivators were amazed by what they saw. Such experiences were rare for most people. However, in Lin Xuan's eyes, it wasn't particularly impressive. Despite the power and subtle intricacies of both attacks, they fell short compared to a recent battle he had witnessed between the True Jade True Toad and the Hundred Flower Fairy.

After all, one side was just an ordinary tribulation cultivator, while the other was truly a top-tier from the Three Realms. The gap was immense.

Lin Xuan even wondered if with the Hundred Flower Fairy's terrifying strength, it wouldn't be hard to defeat both of them in one fell swoop.

This speculation wasn't much of an exaggeration; Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he envied the power that could turn the tide of fate. When would he have such abilities?

His thoughts turned, and Lin Xuan laughed bitterly. At this critical moment, why was he still daydreaming?

Regardless of what needed to be done now—how to leave unnoticed—the fact remained that even if they had overcome the danger, he was only at the Spirit Separation middle stage, far from tribulation. What use were dreams of ruling the Three Realms?

One must eat little by little and not set unrealistic goals. He should focus on finding a way out.

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. The sky battle was too intense to determine the outcome quickly. He turned his head, squinting as he surveyed the chaotic scene, searching for opportunities to escape.

This wasn't easy.

Countless cultivators continued their fierce battles with the terrifying golden beings. Divine artifacts and lights flew everywhere, making it hard to find a gap.

The commoners weren't sitting idly either. Even though they couldn't fly or teleport, they refused to die here without a fight. No matter how difficult or desperate, they sought a way out.

Their reason for doing so was that the golden vortex above had weakened significantly, and Wenti City had returned to the ground.

If it remained in mid-air, they would only be able to watch helplessly as they fell and likely died from the impact.

Now that Wenti City was on the ground again, there was still a chance to fight back.

Compared to cultivators, commoners were much more numerous. Including the elderly, women, and children, at least seven or eight million people were fleeing with the young ones.

The gates of Wenti City were already open, and countless commoners poured out, crying and wailing in chaos. However, no one tried to stop them.

This was because there weren't enough golden beings; they had their hands full dealing with the cultivators.
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The second reason was that Lord Tianyuan did not pay much attention to ordinary mortals. It was well known that many cultivators practiced techniques for concealing their aura, allowing high-ranking cultivators to hide their true cultivation level and make others think they were mere novices. This way, they could easily slip through the cracks.

This wasn't surprising.

However, even the most powerful concealment techniques had limits. The more one tried to hide, the harder it became, often leading to exposure instead. For instance, a cultivator who had just undergone their first tribulation—let alone someone at the Spirit Formation stage—would find it absurdly difficult to pretend they were only at the Foundation Establishment stage.

The sheer amount of essence qi in their body couldn't be hidden away like that; compressing one's cultivation too much would not yield good results, and might even backfire. Even with Lin Xuan’s profound understanding of concealment techniques, he usually pretended to be an婴期 cultivator at most.

That young fellow had managed to escape all the way here, according to Lord Tianyuan’s speculation, was likely a Spirit Formation stage or higher. Otherwise, his escape wouldn’t have been so swift. Such cultivators, even with their concealment techniques, could only masquerade as Separation or at best, an婴期 cultivator.

Thus, most of the targets were high-ranking cultivators; low-ranking ones were merely swept aside, and ordinary mortals… well, there were simply too many to keep track of. It was impossible for them anyway.

Lord Tianyuan’s carelessness wasn’t the issue here. He had never imagined that in this world, there existed such a miraculous technique as the Demonic Transformation into Mortal, which could turn a cultivator into an ordinary mortal alive and well.

Thus, while the mortals fled out of the city with relatively little hindrance—most managed to escape successfully—the cultivators were trapped by the ruthless Jin people.

Frustrating!

Watching their fellow cultivators being drawn into tribulation after tribulation, the surviving cultivators were filled with both fear and rage. This old monster had no grudge or enmity; he had really resorted to such brutal tactics.

They would fight back!

Running away meant certain death, and it was even more swift. Rather than flee, they decided to stay and face the Jin people head-on. The surviving cultivators were all determined now.

No longer did they look for opportunities to escape. Instead, they unleashed various techniques and treasures with all their might. The sounds of explosions filled the air as both sides fought fiercely in the sky and on the ground.

Lord Tianyuan was at a critical juncture, having decided to go all out. True Apex Sect had offended them severely; it was now time for them to deal with this matter decisively. They targeted the middle-aged scholar with lethal intent.

The appearance of Xuan Shu’s senior was terrifying as well. This great being had also unleashed his true power, hating his opponent from the bottom of his heart. Although he had just advanced, True Apex Sect was a massive organization with profound resources that far surpassed ordinary sects.

Even cultivators at the early and mid-Tribulation stages could still face their demise in tribulations, but this sect always had high-ranking experts to back them up.

Before these senior ancestors passed away, they left behind some treasures and cultivation insights. While the former were merely valuable, the cultivation insights from those who had successfully undergone tribulations were virtually priceless.

The saying went: "A single word of advice is worth ten years of study." A few words of guidance from a senior ancestor could save one from many detours.

At their level, such detours would take thousands or even tens of thousands of years to traverse.

Moreover, if there was some description on how to successfully pass through the Great Tribulation in those notes, it would be even more valuable and precious.

Even with just a few scribbles, they might increase one's chances of survival by a small margin during tribulations.

The历代 grandmasters of True Apex Sect had left such treasures behind before their final moments. Although Xuan Shu’s advancement was recent, he gained much from reading the notes of his senior ancestors. Moreover, the sect’s Senior Grandmaster, Heavenly Apex True Person, specially came out of seclusion to congratulate him and impart valuable cultivation insights.

With such favorable conditions, Xuan Shu’s strength far surpassed that of new high-ranking experts. Although he was still a step behind Lord Tianyuan, it would not be easy for the latter to kill him here in a hurry.

After Lin Xuan used the Demonic Transformation into Mortal technique, while his spirit could no longer be released, his keen senses allowed him to observe the situation clearly. The city was bustling with mortals who had a good chance of escaping.

His opportunity had come.

Lin Xuan secretly joined the chaotic crowd and ran towards the gates.

In Wending City, there were millions of ordinary mortals. With Lin Xuan’s unremarkable appearance, his actions would not draw any attention. After running for a short while, he smoothly exited the city without hindrance from the Jin people.

Their lack of resistance filled him with joy, and he ran even faster. Although he had no magic power now, his physical strength was formidable, surpassing that of most beast races at his level. His speed was so fast that it outpaced a thousand-mile horse by a little margin.

In less than an hour, he had run over a hundred miles.

However, the sounds of explosions still echoed in the distance.

If he turned around, he could see vibrant light flickering on the horizon, more splendid than fireworks.

Lin Xuan stopped and narrowed his eyes, showing signs of contemplation.

This distance was far for mortals but not enough to escape from their grasp. If they wanted to, they could reach here in an instant.

The best course of action now would be to maintain this state and travel further until he was beyond the range of their spiritual perception.

However, implementing this plan was easier said than done. One, Lin Xuan knew that tribulation-stage cultivators had incredibly powerful spiritual perceptions; even tens of thousands of miles could be within their reach.

Secondly, a mere mortal couldn’t possibly walk such a distance in a lifetime. Even with his formidable physical strength, traveling so far would still be challenging. Who knew what unforeseen events might occur along the way?

Moreover, the Jin people wouldn't stay put; how could he know when he had escaped their spiritual perception range without restoring his magic power?
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This was just one of the reasons, and to be honest, it wasn't the most vexing.

The second reason truly left Lin Xuan in a quandary.

As they say, "Virtue is like Vassal, vice is like Vassal," this time, he managed to deceive the Old Monster, Tianyuan Marquis, by relying on the miraculous power of the **Divine Transformation into Immortal** technique. However, while this secret art could turn all his magical energy into nothingness and even make his essence infant temporarily invisible, thus evading the notice of even a powerful old monster, it wasn't without its drawbacks.

The greatest flaw was that it couldn’t be sustained for long; it had to be used as an emergency measure only. If a cultivator were to maintain this state indefinitely, it would eventually harm their body. Lightly, it could damage their life essence; severely, it might even affect the reformation of their essence infant.

Lin Xuan was unwilling to see such a situation arise. Although he had merely used one of his incarnations, the time and effort spent on it were significant, and this incarnation’s strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators at the same stage. How could he just watch helplessly as his own body suffered damage?

It seemed he would have to take a risk!

A glint of determination flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes, and he sighed aloud.

Of course, he was willing to take this risk because he had some support. A mere hundred miles wasn't significant for beings like them. However, Tianyuan Marquis wasn’t invincible at the moment; the person from the **Xuan Book** clearly had genuine intentions and wouldn't easily let him go.

In other words, even if his opponents discovered his whereabouts, pursuing him wouldn't be easy due to their limited resources. This would be a significant challenge for this old monster.

Of course, that was just speculation. The opponent might also have an incarnation of their own.

The incarnations of old monsters were not to be trifled with; in the eyes of ordinary cultivators, they were immensely powerful, far surpassing those at the Shen Concentration stage.

But that was under normal circumstances. Lin Xuan wasn't bound by conventional logic. If the opponent really sent an incarnation to hunt him down, he would likely face a futile mission—going in and not coming out.

He had some confidence in this.

Moreover, there might be an opportunity to capture the opponent alive and use soul probing techniques…

Lin Xuan had always been puzzled about how his opponents managed to track him within the Chaos Space. He couldn't shake off his unease until he understood exactly how they did it.

Of course, it was meaningless to ponder this now. He didn’t know what choice the other party would make; true immortals didn’t have foresight. However, one thing was certain: no matter how the opponent initially found him, as long as he fled far enough, he could escape.

Once his main body reunited with his incarnation, this old monster wouldn't be a concern. If he truly couldn't let go and found Lin Xuan’s lair in Cloud Concealment Sect, it would merely result in losing some immortal stones. With the help of his true spirit puppet, he could eliminate him.

Lin Xuan had made up his mind, and his actions showed no hesitation or delay. He raised both hands and formed several hand seals in mid-air. His mouth wasn't idle; a low, ancient-sounding incantation echoed in his ears. The words were obscure, incomprehensible to those who didn’t know the language.

As he recited the incantation and performed the gestures, an astonishing aura suddenly emanated from Lin Xuan's body. Silver light flickered incessantly, making him stand out prominently due to his abundant magical energy.

Shen Concentration Stage!

Within a moment, Lin Xuan recovered his magical energy. Without delay, he raised both hands, drawing trajectories in mid-air while chanting mysterious and ancient incantations. The sounds were incomprehensible, coming from an era long past.

Green light continuously flashed on Lin Xuan’s body before turning red. Five colors of light rotated like a kaleidoscope, appearing ancient and mystical.

The magical lights suddenly grew exponentially, as if alive, expanding outward to cover several acres in no time. They enveloped Lin Xuan's figure…

Such a display was only possible with the **Illusory Shadow Technique**.

At his current level, this technique could move him not just instantly over thousands of miles but even tens of thousands of miles at once without any issue. Although it would cost some blood and essence, as his incarnation body was made from medicinal spirit, replenishing it was easy. Thus, he could continuously teleport dozens of times with no problem.

Given the situation now, what technique could be more suitable than the **Illusory Shadow Technique**? After all, this was the fastest escape method among Lin Xuan's techniques.

Lin Xuan’s actions were swift, but his distance from Wending City was only a hundred miles. Hence, as soon as he recovered his magical energy, Tianyuan Marquis reacted immediately.

The first to spot him was that pig-like spirit creature, which hated Lin Xuan deeply and had been closely monitoring him. Now it saw its target, its eyes gleaming with joy.

"Report to the Lord, I found the whereabouts of that fellow."

"What? Where is he?"

Tianyuan Marquis was elated as he fought off his opponent's attacks, his voice trembling through the spirit beast’s mind. He used divine sense communication and didn’t want the person from the **Xuan Book** to discover his secret.

"He is in the southeast direction of this city, about a hundred miles away."

"Oh?"

Tianyuan Marquis frowned as he released his divine senses and indeed found what Black Tooth had told him. When did that fellow leave the city?

But at this moment, it no longer mattered. Discovering his whereabouts was enough; the true spirit blood was his goal.

Otherwise, all his efforts would be in vain, and he would have unnecessarily made Cloud Concealment Sect an enemy. Such a losing proposition was something he wouldn’t do under any circumstances.

With that thought, he poured more magical energy into his treasure, causing golden light to shine brightly, repelling the person from the **Xuan Book**'s attack. Then, with all golden light surrounding him, he intended to leave.

But it wasn't so easy.

As one of the senior elders of True Apex Sect, the person from the **Xuan Book** was a proud individual who wouldn’t let his opponent go now that he had set his sights on them.

"Think you can leave? You’ll have to ask me first."

With a loud shout, he transformed two pens—golden ripples and wolf hair—into streaks of golden light and silver light, illuminating the entire sky. Hidden within was a hint of cosmic law, blocking the opponent's path firmly.

"Get out of my way!"

Tianyuan Marquis was furious; he couldn’t retreat now. With a wave, he prepared for a direct confrontation.
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Boom!

The deafening explosion echoed through the air, distorting the space within a hundred miles. The surrounding天地元气was compressed and driven into chaos by two powerful forces.

Despite not breaking through his opponent's defenses, Heavenly Essence Marquis was pushed back by this head-on confrontation. However, Xuan Shu Shangren wasn't faring much better. Although he had gained the cultivation insights of past ancestors, the time he spent advancing was still too short compared to his opponent. His magical power and understanding of the laws of nature were slightly inferior.

The hard-headed clash revealed their differences. Though they managed to push each other back, Heavenly Essence Marquis's chest throbbed with blood, a hint of crimson appearing at his lips.

Clearly, the cost was significant. Yet, Xuan Shu Shangren remained unperturbed, his hair and beard fluttering as he exuded an unassailable aura. Heavenly Essence Marquis, on the other hand, looked livid.

He underestimated you.

True Peak Sect truly is formidable; even a newly ascended powerhouse has such strength. Defeating him won't be easy in just a few moments.

With this opponent blocking his path, Heavenly Essence Marquis's chances of forcefully breaking through were slim.

Damn it!

What should he do?

Before he could ponder further, Lin Xuan's presence vanished abruptly.

He was both shocked and enraged as his eyes widened. How could this happen? Was the cooked duck about to fly away? Fortunately, having advanced to the Transcendence Stage meant enduring countless trials. Though furious, he quickly regained composure, releasing his divine sense with a calm demeanor. He soon found the target.

The opponent was in the west, several thousand miles away.

This change of direction and distance indicated that the other party had used some bizarre technique. Otherwise, such an effect wouldn't have been possible. They couldn’t afford to delay any longer.

Though this secret technique required a cost, Heavenly Essence Marquis knew his opponent would exploit his precarious situation. If he persisted, he might escape. No, this outcome was unacceptable.

He looked livid but quickly regained composure: Foolish fellow, do you really think you can stop me?

Try it and see!

The middle-aged scholar smiled, having already torn their masks apart. His tone showed no mercy.

Good! Good!

Heavenly Essence Marquis laughed wildly. This outcome surprised Xuan Shu Shangren. Just as he was stunned, Heavenly Essence Marquis flicked his sleeve, releasing a golden beam that streaked through the sky like lightning.

It vanished quickly, with a figure faintly visible within it.

Dare you!

Xuan Shu Shangren was furious, having been outmaneuvered. He likely used an avatar to test him, though he didn’t know his intentions. He wouldn't allow this.

He flicked his sleeve in response but was easily deflected by Heavenly Essence Marquis.

Their roles had switched. Heavenly Essence Marquis sneered: Scholar, with me here, you can't act recklessly. Think about your situation and leave the rest to me.

My situation? Do you really dare kill me?

You'll find out if you try.

Heavily enraged, they stopped bickering and engaged in battle.

On another front, after the golden beam flew away, it condensed slightly, revealing Heavenly Essence Marquis again. His appearance was unchanged, but his aura was much weaker—only at late Divination Stage. This was clearly an avatar of the old monster's cultivation. However, a Transcendence Stage existence’s avatar couldn't be measured solely by its realm; even ordinary late Divination Stages would struggle to defeat him in one-on-one combat.

This was certain.

Thus, while his main body was occupied, Heavenly Essence Marquis could send an avatar to chase the target with little worry. The other party hadn’t advanced beyond the Spirit Stage, making them no match for his well-trained avatars.

Moreover, this avatar excelled in evasive techniques and carried a spirit beast that could sense him.

Thus, capturing that small figure was only a matter of time, ensuring their plan's success.

The battle at Wending City continued. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan sped away towards the distance.

Having already initiated the Illusory Escape Technique, there was no reason to stop. His current cultivation allowed for continuous displacement without significant damage.

His immediate concern was to neutralize the situation and prevent this old monster from pursuing him further.

However, while easy to say, it proved extremely difficult.

The sky was darkening; an endless plain stretched before his eyes, with only some low shrubs visible.

Sizzle...

A crackle of lightning filled the air as a figure appeared in the hazy void. Lin Xuan's face was pale, tinged with a hint of阴沉, and he closed his eyes to sense the distant area.

Nothing! But Lin Xuan knew the other would soon catch up.

He had thought that with an opponent being tied down by another peer, he could escape using Illusory Escape Technique. He hadn't anticipated this.

The other party had sent an avatar to chase him.

And this avatar was formidable; aside from its strength, it excelled in evasive techniques as well, making it a relentless pursuer. Lin Xuan's amazement turned into resolve.

If the other party recognized him, he would ensure they couldn't return. However, too close wasn’t ideal. Lin Xuan led his pursuer on a wild chase, changing directions multiple times over several days, until he was millions of miles away from Wending City.
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At such a great distance, it was clear that the Heavenly Essence Marquis's true body had lost contact with this avatar.

In other words, if he were to kill him here, the old monster could only sigh helplessly. With his thoughts turning, Lin Xuan quickly made up his mind.

He no longer fled but slowed down his light projection and waited in place.

There was one question that troubled him: how did the opponent find him? In that chaotic space, Lin Xuan had asked himself if he hadn't left any traces or clues. Yet, the other party managed to track him all the way here—there must be some secret technique or reason behind it.

Until this point wasn't clarified, the shadow of doubt lingered in his heart.

Did they think that just a single avatar could defeat me?

Hmph, too naive.

Underestimating an opponent would come with a price. Lin Xuan prepared to let him taste the bitter fruit of losing both his wife and children. The cultivation world was full of bloodshed; apart from strength, he relied on deep scheming and calculation to reach this point.

In this case, even before they fought, he had reaped many benefits. Although it couldn't guarantee invincibility, compared to fair combat, the odds were at least a few points better.

Lin Xuan's calculations proved correct; he waited for less than a cup of tea.

Woo… A buzzing sound grew louder as a golden light appeared on the horizon from afar. Thin like a silk thread, it sped towards him with incredible speed, leaving everyone speechless. Instant teleportation seemed like a mere fantasy compared to this. No wonder he couldn't shake off even his own illusory light projection.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed; he remained motionless in place.

As the opponent approached within several miles, Lin Xuan suddenly moved.

He clasped his hands together.

Boom!

Dark and malevolent energy surged from his body like a blazing flame. The entire sky seemed to dim instantly.

"Hmm?"

Despite using the "Ten Thousand Feet Thread" technique, the Heavenly Essence Marquis's avatar was still stunned by this scene.

His speed significantly decreased; he stopped about a hundred feet away from Lin Xuan and didn't advance any further.

However, his absence did not mean that Lin Xuan would remain idle. With the situation at hand, it was either life or death. What was the point of lingering?

Amidst the deep malevolent energy, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. From his sleeve, an ancient book materialized. As the pages opened, a primitive and rugged aura permeated from within.

"Divine Magic Treasure!"

The figure in the golden light was shocked. Although he was just the Heavenly Essence Marquis's avatar, his eyes and insight were no different from the true body.

He instantly recognized the quality of this ancient book, showing surprise on his face.

Of course, his shock wasn't due to the high rank of the treasure; at their level, even a Heaven Dao Treasure wouldn't be considered extraordinary. What was the point in being alarmed over mere Post-Natural Spirit Treasures?

The key lay in what Lin Xuan had taken out—a Magic Treasure rather than a Spirit Treasure.

Examining the deep malevolent energy emanating from his body, it hadn't reached the level of true demonic qi but was vastly different from ordinary human cultivators. This guy seemed to be practicing ancient demonic techniques passed down by the Demon Realm?

Was he mistaken? Although there were demon cultivators in the Spirit Realm, due to differences in physical structure between humans and demons, their magic arts had been refined based on authentic demonic techniques, making them less powerful but still within human capabilities.

However, this guy's core was filled with pure demonic qi, suggesting that he practiced genuine demonic techniques from the Demon Realm. Not only were they unrefined, but they were also of a very high level.

Could he be an ancient demon?

This thought flashed through the Heavenly Essence Marquis's mind.

It wasn't surprising for him to make such a guess; Lin Xuan's inner avatar defied conventional logic.

Based on a spirit-awakened Penglai Nine Immortals Pill, it was crafted using secret techniques. The medicinal spirit body had no restrictions from human cultivation of magic arts.

His Snow Shadow True Demon Technique, although not the topmost in the Demon Realm, was one of the oldest and most revered techniques passed down through ancient times. The demonic qi cultivated from this technique naturally remained extremely pure.

The Heavenly Essence Marquis couldn't imagine the reasons behind it, but Lin Xuan had no need to explain them to him.

Seizing the moment when the old monster was shocked, he acted.

"Quickly!"

He raised his right hand and injected pure demonic energy into the ancient book.

As he did so, the entire book turned blood red. A fierce aura emanated from within.

Boom!

The pages of the book seemed to be blown by a strong wind, flipping rapidly. From each page, ancient texts flew out, each about the size of a fist and turning blood red.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan's voice cut through the air. Before his words were even finished, incredible barriers appeared.

The first two characters split open, followed by concentric waves emanating from their centers.

The low, mournful sounds echoed like the roar of a beast.

Black sound waves continued to converge on the Heavenly Essence Marquis's avatar.

However, this wasn't all. The other characters also shattered into pieces.

Swords, spears, and halberds transformed into eighteen types of weapons, each viciously attacking their opponent.

Lin Xuan didn't intend to test his strength or waste time here; he aimed for a decisive kill.

But would it be that easy?

Although the Heavenly Essence Marquis hadn't come with his true body, his avatar at the Transcendence Stage wasn't easily manipulated. If not for encountering Lin Xuan, who couldn't be judged by conventional logic, any other cultivator, even at the same Spirit Formation stage, wouldn't have been able to match him in a few exchanges.

This was why the Heavenly Essence Marquis dared to send his avatar here without hesitation.

It wasn't just due to lack of spare avatars; he believed that with an avatar's strength, dealing with a Spirit Formation cultivator would be more than enough.

Unexpected events were impossible.

Unfortunately, there are no absolutes in this world. This time, the old monster had stumbled.

Seeing such fierce attacks heading his way, the old monster was shocked and felt a chill run down his spine. Could it really be an ancient demon?

But that thought flashed by quickly.

Who Lin Xuan was didn't matter; what mattered was how to deal with this perilous situation. A fierce look passed through his eyes.

Although he was an avatar, he had many tricks up his sleeve.

With a flash of movement, he didn't engage directly but retreated several miles.

Then, he circled around.

This way, the black sound waves couldn't take effect and fell on empty space.

Boom!

Behind him stood a thousand-foot-high barren mountain. It was struck right in the middle by those sound waves.

Rumbling sounds echoed continuously as large boulders tumbled down. The entire mountain peak was shaken to collapse by these sound waves.

The Heavenly Essence Marquis sucked in a cold breath, but he could only escape from the sound waves. As for swords, spears, and halberds, although they were illusions of the ancient book's power, they seemed like genuine treasures.
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He dodged, clearly unable to avoid it any longer.

The face of Heavenly Essence Marquis turned into a grim expression, his mood as gloomy as if a storm was about to break.

Lin Xuan's guess was correct. The opponent could still not shake him off even after using the Illusory Shadow Escape Secret Technique. This was because he had also used a secret technique called "Ten Thousand Feet Single Thread."

This secret technique moved differently from the Illusory Shadow Escape, but its speed was comparable. Such high-grade divine powers were certainly not something that could be easily performed; they would consume a lot of magical energy and result in some loss of vital essence.

Given the wealth of an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, he might not have lacked some medicinal treasures to replenish his vital essence. However, his luck was truly bad because when he released his avatar, it was done very hastily. Apart from a few items that could be used in battle, he had brought nothing else, such as pills or spirit herbs.

Thus, this fellow met with misfortune. Although Lin Xuan also used secret techniques to run for quite a distance, he consumed various medicinal pills and drank from the immortal milk of a ten-thousand-year-old herb. His magical energy and lost vital essence were almost replenished.

In contrast, Heavenly Essence Marquis's avatar had lost nearly half its vital essence, with only about fifty percent of its magical energy left. Although he was still capable of dealing with ordinary Spirit Cultivators at the Divination Stage, could this guy be just ordinary?

A master can tell a true craftsman by one look. Heavenly Essence Marquis sensed something amiss and temporarily retreated.

However, his retreat was swift, but the swords, spears, axes, and halberds followed him like parasitic insects, relentlessly pursuing him.

"Die!"

Heavenly Essence Marquis was extremely frustrated. He could no longer continue retreating at this moment.

Before he could finish speaking, a golden light mixed with fierce winds burst out from his sleeves as he moved them.

Although Lin Xuan's avatar had never practiced the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Technique, it could still clearly see what was happening.

In that light, there was a long spear-like treasure wrapped up. The entire body was golden yellow and dazzlingly bright. Electric arcs shimmered on its surface, not haphazard but forming a fine electric snake that occasionally transformed into a dragon. It was undoubtedly an extraordinary treasure.

It's no wonder this old monster at the Tribulation Transcending Stage could still use such formidable treasures even when his avatar did so.

Lin Xuan marveled in his heart as he saw the golden spear rush forward with overwhelming momentum towards those magical runes that had transformed into treasures.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air, and the golden light and dark magic intertwined mid-air.

In the dazzling light, a golden dragon could be vaguely seen writhing.

Claws tearing at teeth, after several rounds of combat, the blackened magical treasures shattered like bubbles.

Roar!

The dragon's roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The golden dragon had transformed from his spear and did not stop once it broke through Lin Xuan's attack but continued to charge forward with overwhelming momentum towards him.

This counterattack was executed flawlessly.

Lin Xuan could not help showing a look of shock on his face, but quickly hid it. He had faced many fierce battles in the past and had encountered countless opponents whose moves were grand and powerful. Although this move slightly exceeded his expectations, it wasn't something to be overly concerned about.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan changed hand seals rapidly, sending magical incantations like a storm into the ancient book.

Buzz… The light turned red as the power of the magical treasure was fully unleashed.

Characters flew out from within and formed shields that rotated swiftly before transforming into several shields.

Heavenly Essence Marquis's expression darkened. Counting roughly, there were dozens of shields, indicating formidable defense.

But what could such defenses do?

"Break it for me!"

He roared loudly, his voice like a thunderclap in the sky.

Simultaneously, he waved his hands, and the golden dragon's claws slammed into the first shield with great force.

Sizzle…

The sound of tearing fabric filled his ears as the shield shattered like a bowl dropped on the ground.

However, the golden dragon did not slow down; it continued to charge at the next shield.

In this way, Lin Xuan's dozens of defenses were torn apart one by one in an instant.

Well, saying "instant" was perhaps too strong; he still managed to hold out for a few breaths.

A few breaths might seem like mere moments, but in the eyes of experts, such small differences could mean everything. The few seconds these shields bought him allowed Lin Xuan to do many things.

Reaching his waist, Lin Xuan's hand flicked, and a black banner appeared. It was about the size of a palm, unremarkable at first glance. However, when he waved it lightly, the entire world seemed to change; dark winds blew fiercely, with eerie howls of ghosts heard in the distance.

No, not just howls; that sound was so haunting and soul-stirring that even an unstable cultivator might lose their life.

This Ten Thousand Souls Banner was a treasure from Old Devil Zhong. Its power was naturally formidable.

Due to his cultivation techniques, Lin Xuan could operate it with ease after some practice.

"Quickly!"

He raised his right hand and pointed at the Ten Thousand Souls Banner above him. As he moved, a greenish-black yin cloud emerged from the banner's surface and rapidly expanded, enveloping Lin Xuan.

Instantly, piercing cold winds blew, and the color of the yin cloud changed strangely.

In one moment, it was like a tranquil green pond; in another, it turned pitch black. In just a short while, it transformed into a grayish-white corpse cloud.

The heavy stench of death made one want to vomit, with faint figures moving inside and the sound of chains clinking heard.

Such power left Heavenly Essence Marquis's expression darkening as well. However, changing tactics at this point was too late. He had full confidence in his treasure and injected more magical energy into it with a cold snort.

With the master's support, the golden dragon transformed from the spear became even fiercer, charging towards the corpse cloud with open jaws.

Boom!

However, just as it approached, a huge axe sliced through the air, hitting the dragon's head with tremendous force.

Fortunately, this golden dragon was originally a treasure transformation; otherwise, if it were an actual giant dragon, such a blow might have severed its head.
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While thetreasure transformed into a creature naturally had more resilience than an actual dragon, even so, the arrogant golden dragon was not having an easy time. The momentum of its charge abruptly halted with this single chop.

"Roar!"

The deafening roar echoed through the air as the huge golden dragon appeared extremely enraged. Its two thick front claws swung wildly, emitting intense light and force that burst out in a mighty impact. The chopping axe was repelled with a loud "clang."

Then it swiped its tail, seemingly wanting to continue charging forward.

"Clang!"

However, at this moment, the sound of iron chains shaking entered his ears.

The golden dragon instinctively turned its head, but its peripheral vision truly saw a black chain coming over its head like a noose.

It wasn't particularly fast, but the angle was extremely cunning. The timing was perfect—just as it had repelled the massive axe, when old strength was waning and new strength hadn't yet formed, there was nowhere to escape; it was caught by that iron chain precisely where it needed to be.

"Roar!"

The dragon's roar became even more mournful.

The golden dragon naturally couldn’t just sit still. It struggled violently with its head shaking from side to side.

"Gag! Gag!"

Just then, a strange laughter entered his ears as the black chain shook, revealing pale white spirit flames that enveloped the entire golden dragon.

Fortunately, this was originally a treasure item. If it were an actual dragon, it would have suffered serious injuries; even if it didn’t immediately perish, it definitely wouldn't be left unscathed.

But still, Tianyuan Hou was extremely anxious.

If this continued, his treasure would lose its spirit essence and might even be destroyed.

He swung his hands to try and retrieve the treasure.

However, how could Lin Xuan let him have his way at this point?

This was a good opportunity; he had to ensure that the old monster lost both his wife and child this time.

Lin Xuan's hands moved ceaselessly. A low, obscure incantation emerged from his mouth as it spread outwards.

In an instant, golden light, black rays, and pale white spirit flames intertwined and changed constantly.

Tianyuan Hou’s face turned even more grim. The strange iron chain was much more troublesome than expected. No matter how the golden dragon grew or shrank, or even reverted to its golden spear form, it could always change accordingly, like a pest clinging to its bones, tightly locking it down and making any struggle futile.

And that huge axe, which had been repelled earlier, now flew back into battle.

No, there were not just two axes. Two rusted halberds also returned from who knows where, joining the attack on the golden dragon.

In an instant, the sky was filled with black rays and spirit energy, becoming more dazzling than ever before. The brilliant golden light seemed to fade into obscurity.

This couldn't continue; otherwise, his own treasure would be destroyed in this man's hands.

Tianyuan Hou was both angry and anxious as he considered using another technique.

But at this moment, a loud "bang" echoed through the air, followed by a sensation of being hit on the chest with a large hammer. His blood and qi surged...

The pain was indescribable—clearly, his spirit essence-bound treasure had been destroyed.

He勉强 (qiǎng miǎn):勉强 means '勉强' which can be translated as勉强:勉强 effort or reluctantly. opened his eyes to see that the golden spear had already turned into several pieces, floating some dozen feet ahead in midair.

Accursed!

This was his own life force treasure, though not used by its true form, and even so, it took a great deal of effort to craft for this incarnation. It had been destroyed so easily here. Tianyuan Hou's anger and shock were beyond measure.

But how could he be angry now? Lin Xuan wasn't willing to let him go.

Being pursued by that old monster was enough to make him harbor resentment deep in his heart. While he couldn’t do anything about the other’s true form, sending out an incarnation...

Hehe, this was a perfect opportunity to settle this score.

Thus, while destroying the other's treasure, Lin Xuan didn't stop; instead, a mental projection was released.

Roar!

A fierce roar echoed as yin energy spread. Three unusually tall and imposing refined corpses appeared before his eyes.

One on the left had a hunched back, holding a halberd with two grayish-white pupils exuding a robust aura.

The one on the right wielded heavy weaponry too; both hands tightly grasped an enormous battle axe.

Unlike ordinary zombies, this guy's body was covered in thick muscles, giving off the impression of immense strength.

However, these weren't the scariest.

In the middle, the zombie’s skin had a faint silver hue and seemed to bear some symbolic patterns like talismans.

He didn’t hold any weapons; instead, thick chains were tied around his wrists, producing dragging sounds as he was pulled down by them.

This one exuded the most intense spirit energy.

All three refined corpses showed their fangs.

Seeing the weapons in their hands, Lin Xuan realized that these three had just destroyed his life force treasure.

Enemies meeting face to face, they were even more red-eyed. Tianyuan Hou's teeth almost shattered from anger as he was now the fish and others held the knife. The tall refined corpses, each holding a weapon or treasure, fiercely attacked him.

"You dare!"

Tianyuan Hou erupted in rage. Judging by their demeanor, they truly thought of him as an easy target to toy with. But he wasn't so easily bullied; even though his life force treasure had been destroyed, he wouldn’t surrender. With a wave of his sleeves, several golden rays emerged like fish swimming out.

As the light condensed, three different treasures appeared—a sword, a saber, and a drum—each taking on enormous forms as they rushed towards the refined corpses.

The swords and sabers were not mentioned, but both had used the Great Technique to transform into massive objects, slicing down with the power of mountains.

However, these three refined corpses, incredibly strong, managed to withstand their attacks.

As for that golden drum, Tianyuan Hou flicked his finger, producing a loud "thud"...

The golden sound waves crashed against the spirit clouds, appearing formidable indeed.

But all this was just a distraction.

Its purpose was merely to temporarily block the refined corpses' attacks and draw Lin Xuan's attention. He had other tricks up his sleeve. Tianyuan Hou’s heart was also somewhat agitated; with his keen eyesight, he realized that he had underestimated this guy. Clearly, he wasn't an ordinary late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator.

He didn’t know what relationship existed between him and the ancient demon, but it was undoubtedly formidable to contend with. In terms of strength, he really couldn’t take him down.

Fortunately, his true form was a Transcendence Period entity; this incarnation, while hasty, did bring several treasures for defense. At least one or two could turn the tide in battle.
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The Heavenly Essence Marquis looked at the scene before him, and saw that even his blade, sword, and drum seemed to be struggling to withstand the attack. Surprised, he didn’t dare waste any more time. With a flick of his sleeves, another treasure was summoned.

To be precise, this could no longer be called a treasure.

It was a talisman.

A golden, dazzling talisman.

Although this talisman was only palm-sized, its surface was densely covered with tiny characters the size of grains of rice, faintly floating out layers upon layers of golden magical arrays. These arrays were small, but every flicker seemed to be constantly changing.

The feeling it gave was incredibly mysterious.

More eye-catching was the golden sword carved in the center of this talisman.

At no more than two inches long, the sword exuded a grand and elegant aura. Both its hilt and blade seemed seamlessly integrated, radiating an air of nobility.

However, this sword wasn’t just for观赏; its offensive power far surpassed that of the golden serpent just now.

Despite being sealed within the talisman, it still posed a significant threat.

Talisman Treasure!

Lin Xuan was no stranger to such things. He easily recognized the treasure before him without much effort.

But it seemed different from ordinary talisman treasures. It was more terrifying and powerful.

Lin Xuan believed that the threat he felt wasn’t baseless.

It was well known that Talisman Treasures were based on magical artifacts, with their power reduced to one-fifth to one-tenth of the original artifact’s strength. Even a cultivator one rank lower could use them.

The general sealing power ranged from one-fifth to one-tenth, rarely exceeding one-third.

Firstly, too much sealed power required high-level refining techniques and specific talisman materials as carriers. Secondly, and most importantly, only one's own soul-bound magical artifact could be turned into a Talisman Treasure; stealing or borrowing someone else’s magical artifact was out of the question.

Thus, high-ranking cultivators willing to make Talisman Treasures were rare. Even if for some special reason they had to do so, they would never sacrifice too much of their soul-bound magical artifact's power.

One-fifth was almost a limit; it took long periods in one’s dantian to recover even a little bit.

As for those occasional talismans with one-third of the original artifact’s power, they were usually made by cultivators who had exhausted their lifespan and knew there was no hope of surviving the heavenly tribulation. They would then recklessly turn their soul-bound magical artifacts into powerful talisman treasures to leave behind as a defense.

The Heavenly Essence Marquis clearly didn’t fall into this situation.

But his Talisman Treasure had more than half the power of his original artifact.

The exact reason was not detailed here, but this Talisman Treasure was undoubtedly significant and his greatest reliance at present.

This little guy proved much harder to deal with than expected. But could he withstand my Talisman Treasure?

A confident expression returned to the Heavenly Essence Marquis’s face. The loss this time was indeed considerable, but compared to the true spirit blood about to be obtained, it didn’t matter much.

On the other side, Lin Xuan wouldn’t just watch as the Marquis summoned his treasure. With a series of hand gestures, three enhanced corpses intensified their attacks. In no time, that blade and sword were smashed into pieces, losing their spiritual essence.

Then, with a wave of the silver corpse’s hand, the black chain wrapped around the last golden drum, turning it into ordinary iron.

Damn!

The Heavenly Essence Marquis was angry but didn’t show any signs of panic. The golden talisman in front of him rose high, igniting on its own, emitting an aura that made one shudder. Most cultivators would be hard-pressed to withstand such a spiritual pressure alone. But Lin Xuan merely frowned.

A dazzling golden light appeared before his eyes, outshining the sun at that moment.

The golden light kept changing, revealing a long sword intermittently.

"Go!"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis’s fierce cry echoed in his ears.

Then the golden light grew larger but quickly vanished, slicing towards Lin Xuan with breathtaking speed. It moved like a ghost.

But Lin Xuan was prepared and couldn’t be so easily turned into a ghost by this sword.

With another flick of his sleeves, a spell was cast out. An incredible scene unfolded.

Instead of facing the enemy head-on, those three corpses lunged forward, dissipating their corpse energy…

Indeed, they dissipated, reverting to corpse energy.

Reforming, but not into corpses; instead, they became skeletons. The Heavenly Essence Marquis roughly counted and found there were a hundred and eight skulls.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan shouted again.

The skulls indeed merged in the center, revealing a white bone sword.

Not only was the Ten Thousand Souls Banner powerful, its transformations were endless.

While Lin Xuan moved, his feet didn’t idle. With a shake of his shoulders, he vanished without a trace and reappeared several thousand feet away.

Nine Heaven Microsteps allowed him to move swiftly without leaving an illusion, outshining it in subtlety.

The golden sword that the Talisman Treasure had created missed its target. As it tried to chase Lin Xuan again, the white bone sword blocked it.

Boom!

The two swords clashed, and the white bone sword was sent back with cracks appearing on its surface, but it still managed to block the attack for a moment.

"Hey?"

Surprise flashed across the Heavenly Essence Marquis’s face. The other party actually managed to block his sword; this was unexpected.

But seeing how pitifully the white bone sword looked, he stopped there.

His confident smile quickly faded as Lin Xuan reached out and touched the white bone sword, restoring it to its original state.

"What…?"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis’s expression turned ugly. Lin Xuan wasn’t faring much better. While it seemed like a sword spirit had materialized, it was different in essence. Firstly, the white bone sword wasn’t a true treasure but formed from corpse energy. Secondly, while he could restore its injuries, the Ten Thousand Souls Banner suffered significant spiritual damage, not without cost.

This realization quickly dawned on the Heavenly Essence Marquis’s sharp mind as he regained his composure and summoned another sword with a flick of his sleeves.

Lin Xuan seemed helpless, only able to let the white bone sword block. But his other hand had also summoned another treasure.

No, it was not a treasure but a talisman.

The Heavenly Essence Marquis widened his eyes in surprise; did he have a Talisman Treasure as well?
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According to the rules, a cultivator at the Separation Stage should be able to refine talismans. However, Lin Xuan was now using them as a means of defense; it wouldn't make sense for him to use anything less than high-grade items.

Therefore, there could only be one possibility: he had taken out a talisman that belonged to a Separation Stage cultivator.

Could this guy be an incarnation of some old monster?

The Heavenly Pillar Marquis was somewhat uncertain about his guess. But it turned out he was right in half of it. The Lin Xuan before him was indeed just an incarnation, but not one from any old monster.

Lin Xuan's true form was no more than a late-stage Spirit Flexibility Realm cultivator, the same as this incarnation.

Of course, due to different cultivation techniques and methods, his true form would be much stronger than this incarnation. This point was beyond doubt.

The White Bone Sword held off the opponent for now but clearly wasn't enough. Thus, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to hide any longer. Fortunately, this incarnation had been well-prepared for such a situation.

Talismans? He also had some.

And they were from high-grade monsters as well. Obtained from the Ethereal Immortal Palace, these talismans left behind by the True Ethereal Immortal before his Nirvana were no small matter; their power was roughly one-third of the original artifact's.

During the battle with Tai Xuan Sect and Ling Gui Sect, Lin Xuan had used such a talisman once. Although talismans are consumable items, as long as they hadn’t been completely depleted in terms of power, they could be reused repeatedly without issue.

Lin Xuan intended for this incarnation to use it as a means of self-preservation. At this moment, he wouldn't dare hide any longer.

With the White Bone Sword buying him some time, Lin Xuan's talisman flashed lightly in his hand and ignited on its own. It transformed into a small circular ring that didn’t seem remarkable at first glance but revealed a firebird about to take flight inside it.

The Vermilion Bird Ring!

This item brought with it an overwhelming spiritual pressure.

Then the flames within the ring kept changing, soaring high up.

"Quickly!"

With Lin Xuan's command, the Vermilion Bird Ring spun rapidly. The flames inside became more dazzling and fell like a meteor towards the opponent.

Only about ten feet away, the golden light sword was already displaying its might, forcing the White Bone Sword to retreat.

The Ten Thousand Souls Banner was indeed formidable; even though its spiritual light had dimmed significantly, it wasn’t easy to completely destroy it.

At this moment, reinforcements arrived.

Boom!

The Vermilion Bird Ring transformed into a meteor and collided with the golden light sword head-on.

A deafening explosion echoed in his ears. The golden light and flames interwove mid-air, forming a stalemate.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed as he cast a spell. A pale glow flashed over, restoring the originally cracked White Bone Sword to its original state. It then flashed again, transforming into a blinding white light that joined the battle.

Fighting one against two, even if the golden sword's power was slightly greater, it still ended in a draw.

"You..."

The Heavenly Pillar Marquis widened his eyes. He couldn’t have imagined such a situation; he had thought that with the talismans out, the opponent would flee at once.

But this outcome was unexpected.

However, time was pressing, and he couldn’t afford to hesitate any longer. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and revealed another treasure.

It was a small gourd about the size of an infant’s fist, entirely red in color, indicating its significance.

The Sword Gourd!

This was the old monster's life-bound treasure. However, Lin Xuan had already erased the spirit mark left by the old monster with Essence Cleansing Pills.

Even the two most powerful techniques—Sword Spirit Incarnation and Illusory Yin Thunder—had been separated from it. Nevertheless, this sword gourd remained a remarkable treasure.

Otherwise, given his discernment, why would he use such an item for an incarnation?

Lin Xuan wasn’t short of treasures; if he had chosen to use them, it would have shown the item's extraordinary nature.

The Sword Gourd glowed as it grew at an incredible speed. Then with a loud bang, a red light column about the size of his arm emerged from it, seemingly powerful... but no, this wasn’t a light column; once it left the sword gourd, it spread out and transformed into numerous small swords.

The Heavenly Pillar Marquis’s divine sense detected dozens of them.

But that was just the beginning. The surface of the gourd glowed with runes, producing clear explosions as more light columns emerged from within.

Each one dispersed, revealing dozens of immortal swords before his eyes.

In a matter of moments, the sky above was filled with densely packed flying swords.

"What... what kind of treasure is this..."

The Heavenly Pillar Marquis was dumbfounded. Even if he didn’t know the power of each sword, their sheer number alone was enough to cause headaches.

His gaze turned fierce as he regretted sending an incarnation alone after him.

Opponent wasn't just any ordinary cultivator!

But it was too late now; his only option was to strike first. Otherwise, being surrounded by so many flying swords would result in severe injury or death.

Fortunately, he still had some secret techniques for self-preservation that could turn the tide.

With thoughts racing through his mind, the Heavenly Pillar Marquis didn’t hesitate and suddenly vanished from sight.

The next moment, he appeared before Lin Xuan, just a few feet away. This... wasn't instant teleportation.

Instant teleportation couldn’t achieve such an effect; only spatial laws could do so.

Indeed, it was the law of nature. Although Lin Xuan hadn’t mastered it himself, his discernment and insight were unparalleled. Just now, he had sensed a trace of the law's power.

It was definitely a law.

But how?

If his true form were here, that wouldn't be strange at all.

But this incarnation before him was just a late-stage Spirit Flexibility Realm cultivator; such an existence shouldn’t be able to wield the power of laws.

Countless thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he didn’t have time to ponder. The Sword Gourd had already been cast, but now, the countless red flying swords were like water too late for a drought.

The situation was too sudden.

This was the terrifying nature of spatial laws; using common sense couldn’t predict such occurrences.

At critical moments, it could turn the tide.

Such a claim might seem exaggerated, but there was no exaggeration in this case.

For instance, Lin Xuan’s current situation was exactly like that. Just before, he had been clearly on top, his opponent's talisman was under control, and with the Sword Gourd, victory seemed within reach.

But in an instant, everything changed; the Heavenly Pillar Marquis grinned menacingly as a cold light flashed from his sleeve. He struck down at Lin Xuan with a vicious slash.
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There was no escaping it!

With such a close distance and an unexpected ambush, unless Lin Xuan possessed a domain, he would definitely not be able to dodge.

Lord Tianyuan's expression was smug.  
The opponent was indeed extremely troublesome, but what of that?  
In this moment, the blow had still landed on him.  
Although the cost for such a move was considerable, compared to the potential rewards, it was nothing in comparison.

True Spirit Blood.

As long as there was enough quantity, he would have a good chance of passing through the next Great Heavenly Judgment without harm.

Suddenly, another strange explosion sounded.

Lord Tianyuan did not dare to be careless and raised his head amidst his busy movements.  
What he saw left him shocked.

Lin Xuan had once again unleashed that mysterious secret technique; his body swelled before exploding, sending countless blood threads flying away.

Why was this happening?

Lord Tianyuan was stunned. He could barely defend himself now and hadn't even had time to attack. Why did the opponent choose to flee in such a situation?

This made no sense!

After all, the secret technique Lin Xuan used was extremely mysterious and intricate, but it clearly wasn't something that could be casually performed. It likely involved his own life essence or some other elements.

Otherwise, if he could perform it without any reservations, this demonic form would be nearly indestructible; such a divine power would indeed be too overpowered.

Lord Tianyuan was confident about this point.

Since the performance of this technique had so many restrictions and hesitations, Lin Xuan's previous use seemed somewhat inexplicable.

Lord Tianyuan was filled with doubts.  
In that moment, he couldn't understand Lin Xuan's intentions.

However, there was no need to understand further.

At this moment, an extremely eerie sound pierced the air.

Spatial fluctuations surged.

"Bad luck!"

Lord Tianyuan was shocked and could not dodge in time. A black ray of energy pierced his forehead, causing blood to gush out instantly.

The ray was only as thick as a thumb but its speed and force were astonishing; it far surpassed ordinary elemental spells.

The old demon's face showed disbelief, but he quickly recovered.

Fool, I was tricked!

Lin Xuan hadn't used that secret technique again. He had remained motionless the entire time.

Everything that happened was just an illusion. This illusion was too clever; in that instant, Lord Tianyuan couldn't distinguish between reality and deception, becoming shocked instead of perceiving the trap.

In the end, Lin Xuan seized this momentary gap with his Black Spirit Drilling Secret Technique, easily piercing through Lord Tianyuan's head.

Everything had ended.

Lord Tianyuan's avatar was indeed formidable, but once its head was pierced, it could no longer be used.  
Even if he managed to escape his essence spirit, what use would that be? Without a body as an anchor, even the strongest essence spirit would be at his mercy.

In short, the battle had already decided the outcome; Lin Xuan's opponent was trapped like a bird in a cage or a fish in a net, unable to escape from his Five-Finger Mountain.

Lin Xuan smiled.  
Lord Tianyuan's actions were extremely resolute.

A loud explosion echoed as he self-destructed his body.

But what did that matter? If he had sacrificed his essence spirit here, it might have been more effective for Lin Xuan. A mere empty shell of a body would not be able to retain much life force after being damaged.

In the end, this was just an avatar; even if it self-destructed, its destructive power would still be limited.

The Ten Thousand Souls Banner blocked the explosion's remnants.

However, amidst the smoke and dust, a tiny light point about the size of a thumb escaped towards the distance.

"Hmph. Fellow Daoist, why not stay for a while longer?"

Lin Xuan's divine sense had easily detected this small trick. As expected, the avatar was controlled by the condensed essence spirit.

There was no reason for Lin Xuan to let him go.

He needed to find out what secret Lord Tianyuan used that allowed his avatar to repeatedly pinpoint his location.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan's left sleeve swept out, sending a black demonic energy streaking through the air.  
After swirling slightly, it transformed into a hand about ten feet long and blocked the essence spirit's path before it could escape.

The essence spirit was in a panic but did not want to sit idly by. It desperately tried to flee, but Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; he wouldn't give him that chance!

"Desperate struggle!"

Lin Xuan coldly shouted.  
Without further action, the black hand moved swiftly and grabbed the essence spirit.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan sighed in relief, his expression satisfied.

"Fellow Daoist, if you truly wish to harm me, I cannot defeat you, but my true form will not let you go. If you are wise, surrender that True Spirit Blood, and I will give you substantial benefits."

Lord Tianyuan's voice echoed from the essence spirit.

Even at this stage, he still tried to threaten Lin Xuan.

Such recklessness annoyed Lin Xuan: "Fellow Daoist, do you think your mind is clear? Don't you know your situation?"

"My situation. This is just an essence spirit; it's you who might be followed by my true form forever."

The old demon's voice continued, but this time, Lin Xuan ignored him completely.

Lin Xuan's face showed a cold smile as he closed his eyes and directly performed soul searching.

After about a cup of tea, Lin Xuan raised his head again.  
In his right hand, gray-white demonic flames burned. Lord Tianyuan's tiny essence spirit had been utterly destroyed.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan was satisfied with the expression on his face. He had said that he would find out why his movements were discovered by that old monster; it turned out he inadvertently left such a flaw behind.

A hundred precautions for one oversight.

Lin Xuan never imagined that in his search through the chaotic space, he overlooked a piece of earth containing True Spirit Blood.

At that time, there were two entities at the Transcendence Stage present: Lord Tianyuan and a demoness from the Black Phoenix Clan.

Fortunately, they weren't on the same page. Toswallow up exclusively the True Spirit Blood, Lord Tianyuan deliberately concealed the information about his spirit beast's ability to sense his residual energy waves.

Otherwise, two powerful entities would have gone to Wenheng City; it was uncertain if he could escape with such a chaotic situation.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt extremely relieved.  
Fortunately, everything had passed.

His luck had been good, but it was also due to his strength and cunning that the danger was defused smoothly.

Lin Xuan turned his head. The Sword Gourd was back in his possession.  
A few dozen feet away, White Bone Sword and two talismans floated alone.

Looking at the talisman, Lin Xuan's expression was initially heated but quickly dimmed.

There was nothing special about the talisman; it was a consumable item, and after this battle, its power had diminished significantly.

It might as well be considered useless.

Lin Xuan sighed. He barely bothered to retrieve them.  
With both hands, he transformed the White Bone Sword back into ghost energy. After this battle, the spirit of the Ten Thousand Souls Banner was severely damaged; it needed to be re-cultivated.

Fortunately, escaping from a Transcendence Stage old monster meant that such losses were insignificant.

A contented heart is enough.  
If other Spirit Cultivators at the Scattered Consciousness Realm found themselves in his position and managed to defuse the danger, they would be overjoyed even if there were significant losses.
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Compared to them, Lin Xuan's expression was naturally much more calm.

He then turned his head to another side.

There, a pouch hung in the air, resembling an arm bracelet.

Of course, Lin Xuan grabbed it with one hand. There wasn't much left inside; naturally, they were items that didn't catch his eye.

As for the arm bracelet-like thing, it was the famous Spirit Beast Ring, which functioned similarly to a spirit beast bag but was said to make pets more comfortable when residing within.

Ordinary cultivators couldn't afford such an item. However, as a Transcendent, Tian Yuan was another matter entirely.

"Why not come out on your own? Are you really waiting for Lin Xuan to act?"

Lin Xuan looked at the small Spirit Beast Ring with a calm voice that still carried a hint of solemnity.

"Senior, spare my life! Please have mercy!"

Fearful voices echoed in his ears. Then, a flash of light appeared before him—a spirit beast resembling a wild boar, its face filled with terror. It never imagined that the incarnation of Lord Tian Yuan would be killed.

Even more so, its soul was subjected to a mind probing technique. Its fate now hung in the balance.

After all, it was the instigator of this matter.

Now he regretted his actions deeply.

"Spare my life?"

A mocking smile played at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth as he had no intention of talking to such a small spirit beast. With a wave of his sleeve, a black beam transformed into sword energy and decapitated the creature in one stroke.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. Even though Lord Tian Yuan remembered his essence energy type, it mattered little. This was insufficient to trace him down.

From start to finish, he had kept his identity hidden. In such a vast Nai Long Realm, that old monster could only sigh helplessly.

Setting aside this matter, the battle in Wending City left the old monster with a severe grudge against True Apex Sect. Could they escape their pursuit and continue surviving in the Nai Long Realm?

In other words, once things reached this point, his crisis was over. However, Lin Xuan did not linger here; his entire body enveloped in black light, he soon transformed into a streak of lightning that vanished on the horizon.

...

Lin Xuan's assessment was correct. Lord Tian Yuan was currently in a state of panic.

True Apex Sect was no small force even within the Three Realms. It wasn't as simple to offend and get away with it.

The key issue was his momentary madness, which led him to overstep his bounds. He had actually planned to kill True Apex Sect's Xuan Shu Senior here.

But...

Things were not as easy as he imagined.

Xuan Shu had indeed just advanced in cultivation; her strength and abilities were slightly inferior to his.

But she was a Transcendent, which meant it wasn't something that could be accomplished by simply killing.

In the end, he only managed to cut off one of her arms.

The grudge...

His goal was unfulfilled, but the enmity could never be resolved.

Lord Tian Yuan knew he had caused a major disaster and, seeing no way to detain his opponent, fled for his life.

All he hoped now was that his incarnation could capture that hateful youth, extract his soul, and obtain the true essence blood.

Then, the consequences of his actions could still be mitigated; otherwise...

It wouldn't just be losing a wife and soldiers in one battle.

Sure enough, not long after, news spread through the cultivation world: True Apex Sect had issued an absolute kill order with substantial rewards.

Of course, pursuing a Transcendent was already shocking. But True Apex Sect didn't expect anyone to capture him; they only needed accurate leads for the reward.

As for the actual attack, it would be left to that old monster of Tian Ji. As a mid-stage Transcendent, his strength far surpassed Lord Tian Yuan's.

Thus, the once revered Lord Tian Yuan was now like a rat in the market—alone and vulnerable. True Apex Sect had vast power and many friends and acquaintances, making their combined forces incomparable to his.

Lord Tian Yuan dared not venture into crowded areas for fear of revealing his whereabouts. After all, no matter how formidable he was, he couldn't kill every cultivator who had seen him. His current predicament was self-inflicted.

His only hope was his external incarnation, hoping it could bring back the urgently needed treasures.

Perhaps he had traveled too far; he lost contact with his incarnation. But that didn't matter. As long as they achieved their goal, there would always be a way for them to reunite.

For millions of years, Lord Tian Yuan had never experienced such anxiety. Every day was filled with anticipation...

But no news came back.

How could it be? He knew the strength of his incarnation well; a mere fraction of a spirit period existence should have been easily captured.

Why hadn't he succeeded after so long?

Could he have lost the trail?

That was impossible.

Back then, they were only a hundred miles apart. His incarnation had mastered the secret technique of tracking over ten thousand feet in one line. There was no way he could lose track.

A mid-stage Transcendent should remain calm even when Mount Tai crumbles before them, but at this moment, his heart felt like being clawed by a cat—upset and anxious...

And to make matters worse, he had carelessly ignited the essence fire earlier, although it hadn't dropped him to a lower realm. His vital energy was severely depleted.

Now, these hidden issues were manifesting, tormenting Lord Tian Yuan to no end.

...

This was a vast desert with endless horizons stretching for tens of thousands of miles without any signs of life.

In the depths of a barren mountain, a makeshift cave had been carved out. A tall figure, wearing tattered clothes, sat in meditation.

His face was pale and gray, his clothes stained with blood and mud, torn in many places. His hat was askew on one side. This appearance was not far from that of a beggar by the roadside.

However, looking at this person's features, they were unmistakably Lord Tian Yuan.

Indeed, it was Lord Tian Yuan.

No one would have believed such an immensely powerful existence could end up in such a state if not for seeing it with their own eyes.

It was all because of that battle in Wending City.

After the absolute kill order from True Apex Sect, he faced countless troubles and hardships.

Not long ago, he had encountered a team of fraction spirit period cultivators from the sect.

In normal circumstances, a fraction spirit period existence wouldn't be worth mentioning; he could easily wipe them out with a flick of his hand. However, in Wending City, he severely injured Xuan Shu and even cut off one of her arms. But he wasn't unscathed either; a top elder from a prominent sect, even if newly advanced, was not weak.

That battle had indeed been as described—kill one thousand, lose eight hundred.

PS: I've updated this chapter first to attend a wedding. The next chapter will be posted tonight after I return. Fellow cultivators, please give me more monthly votes! Today's good luck can bring blessings for the whole year. Please smash your monthly votes down!
第两千七百七十二章 被封印的真仙

The injuries were already severe. Igniting the primordial fire had only exacerbated his loss of essence energy, and now he faced several Spirit Divination cultivators. The once invincible Heavenly Essence Marquis was no longer unbeatable.

The other cultivators had targeted his weaknesses, daring to make their move.

After a fierce battle, the Heavenly Essence Marquis, exerting all his strength, finally managed to kill off the few who dared to provoke him.

A Great Tribulation Realm powerhouse could not be easily humiliated. As they say: Even a dead camel is bigger than a horse.

But he had paid a heavy price for this victory. Physically, he hadn't suffered any major injuries, but his latent issues flared up, causing his essence energy to surge wildly through his meridians. This sudden action only made the situation worse; it was fortunate that he didn’t immediately fall into a demonic transformation.

He staggered out of the desolate wilderness, his body battered and bruised. The Heavenly Essence Marquis had fallen so low that he looked like a beggar. However, he sat down in meditation, determined to regain his composure.

"Longevity is still within reach," he thought, "I must find a way to survive my next Great Tribulation!"

He muttered to himself, "There must be a way to overcome the next Great Tribulation!" Just then, an old and seductive voice echoed in his mind.

"You really want to survive your next Great Tribulation?" The voice continued, tempting him with its words.

"Who are you? Who is talking to me?"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis was taken aback. Despite being a Great Tribulation cultivator, he remained alert, not completely losing his composure in the face of such an unexpected situation.

"It's a friend who can help you," the voice said again, as if it could ease his vigilance.

"Friend? I have no friends. And I certainly don't need your help."

The Heavenly Essence Marquis was angry and suspicious. He had fallen so low that even small animals were now preying on him. But this voice seemed to come from nowhere, and he couldn’t pinpoint its source.

"You don't have to reject my offer immediately," the voice said. "Meeting me is a stroke of luck for you. With my help, your next Great Tribulation will be nothing. Advancing to late-stage Great Tribulation and achieving immortality are just small steps. I can sense your inner turmoil and endless resentment. Give them to me, and I'll return your boundless strength. You’ll dominate the Three Realms, and all those who frustrate you will vanish."

The Heavenly Essence Marquis was skeptical but curious. "Who are you? If you’re so powerful, why don’t you show yourself?"

"Ha! If I could appear, I wouldn't waste my time talking to a junior cultivator like you," the voice said with frustration. "I'm trapped here by someone who is not to be underestimated."

"Hmph, if you're that powerful, how can you be locked up?" The Heavenly Essence Marquis's tone was suspicious.

"Anything is possible. That wretched woman who imprisoned me wasn't easy to deal with," the voice sighed and then calmed down. "You must have heard of her name: King Asura."

"What? Asura?"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis was shocked. He had never heard of this name before.

King Asura, a figure from ancient times comparable to True Immortals, once led his ghost army to slaughter the Spirit Realm, and even three Great Demons and three Loose Cultivators were defeated by him.

At late-stage Great Tribulation, he could still be formidable, but King Asura's realm was beyond imagination. This guy claimed to be an enemy of King Asura.

The tone suggested that he had narrowly lost to the king in a battle.

But this was already extraordinary. Not everyone could claim to have been an enemy of King Asura. If what he said was true, how powerful must he have been?

The Heavenly Essence Marquis's expression turned intense. Such a meeting was truly a stroke of divine luck.

"Who are you?" His tone now carried respect.

Normally, the Heavenly Essence Marquis might have been cautious and skeptical about such claims, but now, with his situation dire, it felt like grasping at straws.

"I am… an old friend," the voice said with沧桑之色. "You're a Great Tribulation cultivator; you may not know the truth of ancient times, but you should have heard that King Asura's enemy was who."

"What? You are a True Immortal?"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis was stunned. He had expected many things, but this was beyond his imagination.

He knew little about ancient secrets, but as a Great Tribulation cultivator, he couldn’t be ignorant of such rumors…

Millions of years ago, King Asura led his ghost army to slaughter the Spirit Realm, and even humans and demons could not withstand him. Three Great Demons and three Loose Cultivators were all defeated by him.

The Spirit Realm seemed doomed until three True Immortals arrived. But King Asura, a daughter of the heavens, didn’t bow to them either. In the final battle at the North Pole Essence Light Palace, two True Immortals died, and one was severely injured.

This guy claimed he was one of those three True Immortals. This answer left the Heavenly Essence Marquis in disbelief.

"Impossible! After that battle, King Asura disappeared without a trace. He’s said to have fallen. How could you be sealed here?"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis retreated, his voice filled with disbelief as he spoke.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was unaware of this conversation. After successfully killing the Heavenly Essence Marquis's soul fragment, he turned into a streak of light and fled.

He had also eliminated that annoying spirit beast, making it highly unlikely for the old monster to find him again.

However, despite his intentions, Lin Xuan didn’t immediately return to his sect.

Better safe than sorry. He continued flying aimlessly, changing directions frequently to make his movements unpredictable.

A month passed, but he saw no sign of the old monster.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief; it seemed his speculation was correct. After so long, if the old monster hadn’t come looking for him, it meant he couldn't track Lin Xuan anymore.

In other words, there was no need to worry about this matter any longer. The process had been tense but without lasting consequences.

Lin Xuan felt relieved and continued wandering outside. Even though he knew the Heavenly Essence Marquis couldn’t find him, he decided to stay out for another two years as a precaution.

After all, "Better safe than sorry."

Moreover, since it was just an avatar that came out, his true form was still refining treasures in his cave. The avatar's travels wouldn't waste time.

A few years might seem long to humans but were merely a blink of an eye for cultivators.
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"Are you saying you are a True Immortal?"

Even if Heavenly元侯 was an old monster who had passed the Tribulation stage, and even though he had experienced countless storms over millions of years, there had never been anything that surprised him as much as this.

Just when he found himself at his wit's end, like a rat in a street, suddenly someone appeared and said not to be afraid; difficulties were temporary because he was a True Immortal, and now, the future looked bright for you...

Was this fate?

Though it is true that misfortune may turn into good fortune and vice versa, such matters are hard to judge. But what was happening before his eyes seemed too outlandish from any angle.

It was no wonder Heavenly元侯 couldn't accept it.

Even if he was now at his last resort, even if he desperately wanted to hold onto a lifeline, as a cultivator who had passed the Tribulation stage, he wouldn't be so lacking in judgment.

A True Immortal?

That would be a joke; they were not easy to come by.

Yet another voice whispered, "What if it's true?"

For a moment, he was silent, or rather, caught between two choices.

To offer something in exchange for favor was often either a sign of sincerity or deceit, and he worried that the other party might have ulterior motives. On the other hand, he couldn't help but hope that this opportunity was real.

Such a chance to meet a True Immortal was unpredictable; if he failed to seize it now, would he regret it later?

Uncertain about his next move, torn between hope and fear, perfectly described his current state of mind.

"Are you not believing me?"

The voice spoke crisply. "If I say that I am a True Immortal, shouldn't I have some proof? If you were in my place, would you believe it?"

Heavenly元侯 coldly replied, unwilling to show any signs of urgency.

There was silence from the other side for about as long as a cup of tea. Then, the voice returned, "I can’t prove it."

"What?"

This answer clearly surprised and disappointed Heavenly元侯. At that moment, the other party spoke again: "It's been too long. Back then, I was sealed here by the Arrogant Deva. Many things have been lost over time, so now I cannot prove anything. You need to make a choice. Either believe me, and as a True Immortal, I will naturally give you endless benefits; the late-stage Tribulation is not unattainable. With this power, you can dominate the Three Realms. Or, you can leave right now. But in your current state, you won't be able to survive another Great Heaven Tribulation. Of course, before that, you still have a few ten thousand years of life left, and you can live like an ordinary person. However, when your lifespan is exhausted, the outcome doesn’t need me to say much; dust returns to dust, earth returns to earth. You might not even get another chance at reincarnation."

"Are you threatening me?"

Heavenly元侯's expression was a mix of horror and despair.

"No, I am merely pointing out your situation so that you can make the choice yourself. You don’t need to answer now; with your current strength, you cannot break through the seal of the Arrogant Deva. If you are interested in our cooperation, come back two thousand years later. By then, the power of this seal will have weakened significantly, and it will be my only chance to escape. As for how to choose, make up your own mind."

The voice gradually grew softer until it was completely silent.

"Y-You..."

Heavenly元侯's expression was complex. But no matter how he called out, the other party did not appear again, as if everything that had happened was just a dream.

Two thousand years?

Was the other party truly a True Immortal?

Heavenly元侯 wasn't sure; one statement and strange demeanor left him thoroughly confused.

Fortunately, he still had plenty of time to verify this. Was it a trap or an opportunity? He didn’t need to rush to make a judgment now.

In any case, this place might be a turning point in his life. He silently memorized the location before resting briefly and leaving with a golden glow enveloping him at a moderate speed.

Heavenly元侯 was unaware that when he disappeared, the once empty desert suddenly saw grains of sand moving without wind.

Wu...

Driven by some mysterious force, the sand kept shifting until an image of a human face appeared in his line of sight.

"Hehe, a cultivator who has passed the Tribulation stage. Although his initial realm is slightly low, it doesn’t matter; he is filled with resentment and at his wit's end. In two thousand years, he will have no choice but to come looking for me."

"Cultivators are cultivators; regardless of their high realms, as long as there’s a flaw in their mindset, I can exploit it. Two thousand years, hmm, once I wake up, I should be able to leave this place."

The voice's tone grew lower and was replaced by an eerie laughter that chilled his bones.

A gust of wind blew over the sand face, erasing it, and the surroundings returned to silence as if nothing had happened.

...

Heavenly元侯 didn't know any of this. Lin Xuan, who had been aimlessly wandering outside for years, finally returned to the Hundred Flowers Valley.

The cave remained unchanged.

Apart from a few more withered branches and dead leaves on the path leading deeper into the valley, everything was as it was when he left.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of amusement. He knew how this place looked; after all, his main body and avatar shared almost everything except for cultivation techniques.

In other words, both were essentially Lin Xuan himself.

Over these years, while his avatar had been venturing out, his main body hadn't been idle either. Whether it was the Illusory Yin Flower or the foreign heaven metal, Lin Xuan went through great lengths to separate them from their original containers and integrate them into his own命宝.

The Nine Palace Moment Sword's power was formidable; after incorporating these materials, its abilities naturally improved significantly more than just adding a finishing touch. The sword spirit becoming ethereal was no small feat—it was essentially the Hundred Flowers Fairy’s signature secret technique. Its power could be easily imagined by everyone.

And Illusory Yin Thunder, according to legend, even at its deepest stage, could corrupt a True Immortal's命宝.

Lin Xuan couldn’t reach that level, but adding these abilities made the Nine Palace Moment Sword more powerful and harder to deal with.

Especially this time, although his avatar had failed to find any ancient secrets, it unexpectedly gained significant discoveries.

He didn't need to worry about the true spirit blood for now; he still had a lot of work to do. But from the Hundred Flowers Fairy, he obtained the technique for the sword spirit becoming ethereal.

Although he had already destroyed Old Monster Zhong, there were many gaps that couldn’t be compared to the original version.
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To know the true power of a sword spirit turning into an ethereal form, one must consider not only the amount and purity of the域外天金 (Exterior World Gold) added to the treasure item, but also the importance of this cultivation technique.

The old monster Zhong's obtained items were inherently flawed. Although he meticulously revised them, his limited knowledge and strength meant that compared to the refined techniques developed by Fairy Hundred Flowers after countless trials, they were insignificant.

Lin Xuan estimated that his newly acquired original version technique was at least five times more powerful than its inferior copies.

Five times—such a claim was truly shocking. It was worth all his efforts and heartache in gathering this treasure.

The process didn't need further elaboration. Fairy Hundred Flowers had set a condition, prohibiting the technique from being passed on to any third party when she taught it. Lin Xuan had sworn to keep it secret.

However, as an avatar and its true self were one person, once the avatar knew, the true self could share in that knowledge too. Lin Xuan was no fool; he wouldn't seek out such powerful beings. Besides, even if a late-stage old monster failed to notice these flaws, killing him would be incredibly easy.

For other cultivators, especially those at early-stage tribulation realms, it might be hard for them to spot any issues with this technique. This was sufficient for Lin Xuan.

One must take things step by step. The difficulties of turning a sword spirit into an ethereal form would gradually reveal themselves as his strength grew. There was no need to rush; let nature take its course.

Thus, Lin Xuan began practicing the technique based on his understanding over these thirty years.

Since he hadn't fully mastered it yet, his practice was slow and halting. However, with his abundant life span, there was no urgency.

Time passed quickly like a horse galloping past.

Thirty years later, a loud rumbling sound reached Lin Xuan's ears as the long-sealed cave entrance finally opened.

A dazzling green light shot out from within.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived at an uninhabited plain not far from his cave. Various wild beasts roamed around—lions, tigers, deer, and wild boars.

Lin Xuan had no intention of provoking these animals. With a wave of his sleeves, silver lights emerged like fish swimming out, transforming into numerous three-foot-long green swords as they met the wind.

Compared to a hundred years ago, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword seemed thinner, with a weight that was almost non-existent due to the addition of Exterior World Gold and Illusory Devil Flowers.

These lighter swords not only moved faster but also gave him an advantage in combat by allowing easier use of the technique of turning them into threads.

Many sword cultivators understood this technique, but their levels were vastly different. Lin Xuan himself was proficient, but after witnessing Fairy Hundred Flowers' battle with True蟾金玥 (True Jade Moon), he felt his previous techniques were like a child's play.

However, he wasn't overly discouraged. Comparing himself to Fairy Hundred Flowers, who was one of the top cultivators in the Three Realms, it was normal for him to be far behind and unable to match her in such advanced techniques.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he saw the changes in his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. Despite becoming lighter and thinner, its resilience and sharpness had greatly improved.

With a wave of his sleeves, a flicker of light appeared before him, forming a black object towering over ten feet high.

Its irregular shape resembled a miniature mountain. However, other cultivators would be shocked and drooling upon seeing it—the object was actually a precious material called Black Iron Xuan Crystal!

This was an excellent material for refining treasures, known for its extraordinary hardness in the cultivation world. Lin Xuan had stolen so much from the Ethereal Fairy Palace that he could take this material without drawing attention.

The hardness of such a large piece of black iron xuan crystal was evident as Lin Xuan pointed at it with his finger and said, "Quick!"

As he moved, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword in front of him flashed, sending out a silver sword light containing a thin blade like a cicada's wing.

With a slight tearing sound, that large piece of black iron xuan crystal was split into two halves as if cutting tofu!

This description wasn't exaggerated at all. During the process, Lin Xuan felt no hindrance.

The result surprised him; the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had become so sharp and hard after incorporating Exterior World Gold and Illusory Devil Flowers that it could cut black iron xuan crystal like tofu.

If he met other cultivators, this would easily destroy their treasures. Such a result was exactly what Lin Xuan desired, giving him an advantage in combat.

This was truly an unexpected gain. He had hoped to add two new techniques to the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword by incorporating Exterior World Gold and Illusory Devil Flowers, but he now realized there were even more benefits. The heavens treated him well indeed.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, sending out a green light that retracted the split black iron xuan crystal into his storage bag. Such precious materials should not be discarded; they could still be used in other ways to avoid wasting them and drawing heaven's wrath.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was so sharp that it deserved celebration. However, Lin Xuan’s purpose for this trip was to test the technique of turning a sword spirit into an ethereal form.

With a hesitant moment, he clutched his hands together, producing a series of clashes as eighty-one swords fiercely clashed against each other.

Despite their sharpness and hardness, breaking them wasn't easy. However, mutual attacks were straightforward.

Silver lights flashed, followed by the sound of cracking. All the immortal swords broke into two pieces.

These were Lin Xuan's life treasures; if broken to this extent in the past, he might have suffered severe injuries, even though his fall wouldn’t be fatal.

However, now he felt no discomfort. With a mental command, the sword handle and blade reconnected, returning to their original state without any trace of damage.

The only change was a fainter glow, but it demonstrated the magic of turning a sword spirit into an ethereal form.

Only by witnessing and personally experiencing could one understand its wonders. Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he tested various changes in this technique. Each had unique applications, proving the true power when fully understood.

Next, Lin Xuan wanted to test the power of Illusory Divine Thunder. As he pondered, a streak of light entered his vision.
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Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he gazed at the brilliant light. He felt a bit surprised, having been so calm for years now, and suddenly another disciple of his sect had arrived here. Could something have happened to Cloud Concealment Sect?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan naturally paused whatever he was doing and waited quietly on the side.

The light seemed not too fast but arrived before him after only half a cup of tea's time.

As the light faded away, a petite and graceful woman with a refined appearance emerged.

At first glance, she appeared to be around seventeen or eighteen years old. She wore a snow-white silk robe that exuded an ethereal aura.

Her cultivation was at the Separation stage, which could also be considered core disciples of his sect. However, Lin Xuan had no recollection of her and could confirm that he had never seen her before. It was possible she had recently advanced to this level!

He pondered these thoughts as the beautiful maiden bowed gracefully.

"Salute Grandmaster!" Her face showed a mix of joy and nervousness, much like seeing an idol, but there were no other signs of discomfort.

Lin Xuan found himself somewhat puzzled.

It didn't seem that anything had happened within his sect. So why was she here?

"Stand up!"

Lin Xuan said in a calm tone.

"Yes, Grandmaster!"

She naturally dared not disobey and stood up with full respect.

This expression only made Lin Xuan more surprised—what exactly did the girl intend to do here?

Hearing Lin Xuan's doubts, the maiden was taken aback before she opened her lips to speak: "Report to Grandmaster, I received a miscellaneous task within the sect. I've been sent here on an important mission."

After hearing this maiden's detailed account, Lin Xuan finally understood what had happened.

It turned out that after the conflict with the Three Sect Alliance last time, Cloud Concealment Sect had learned from their lesson.

Last time, the main headquarters was under attack by the enemy. Lin Yujiao managed to break through the siege with great effort and sought Lin Xuan's help. Although they eventually escaped danger, it was still a close call that left everyone on edge.

This time, they were luckier, as the sect had grown stronger. While not as formidable as True Apex Sect, it was still one of the major forces in Nai Long Realm. However, even the mightiest sects could face dangers at times. It was wise to be prepared for any eventuality.

If such a situation arose again, would they be able to contact Lin Xuan promptly?

Thus, they decided to issue tasks within the sect, placing some disciples near his lair, spaced out so that each one could maintain communication with another until reaching the main headquarters.

While this method wasn't particularly clever and somewhat similar to using beacon towers for communication in the mortal world, it was effective. The cost of manpower was significant, but as long as it worked, it was worth it.

This maiden was the closest to Lin Xuan's lair.

Normally, she would never dare disturb her Grandmaster, but today seeing him suddenly leave, she hesitated before finally coming to check on him.

"Ah, I see!" Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh. It seemed that his senior brothers and sisters were genuinely scared after nearly being taken down by the Three Sect Alliance last time.

It was understandable they weren't brave; Cloud Concealment Sect's development had far exceeded their expectations.

As the saying goes, a tall tree attracts much wind. Compared to true super-sects, Cloud Concealment Sect's foundation was too shallow, and its current state was due solely to Lin Xuan's efforts.

Moreover, his lair wasn't close enough to the main headquarters for others to overlook it as a potential weakness. After consultation with the silver-eyed maiden and the dragon-named youth, they came up with this somewhat clumsy but effective idea.

Understanding the situation, Lin Xuan didn't say much more. He slightly turned his head and suddenly said, "You've just advanced to Separation stage. Come on, let me see your abilities?"

"Grandmaster jests," the maiden replied in a trembling voice. "I am but a mere spark of light; how dare I show my skills before you?"

"Just do it," Lin Xuan impatiently ordered. "Why are you so hesitant? Summon your treasure."

Seeing her Grandmaster's anger, the maiden didn't dare disobey and flicked her hand, producing a bright flying knife.

This blade was no more than a foot long but incredibly sharp. By Separation stage standards, it could be considered an excellent treasure.

"Attack!"

Lin Xuan smiled.

"Yes!"

With no choice now, despite her nervousness, the maiden cast several spells at her treasure. With the aid of her power, the light blade transformed into a tiny flaming bird that streaked towards Lin Xuan like a meteor.

"Hmm, this isn't just an ordinary illusionary technique; it also contains a spirit essence."

Lin Xuan was surprised as he saw the flying knife transform into a small flaming bird. With its wings spread, it rushed towards him at high speed.

"Ah, that's not just an ordinary illusion—there's a spirit essence sealed within!"

With a flick of his hand, Lin Xuan unleashed a crackling bolt of black lightning. The dark lightning struck the tiny flaming bird with force, halting its forward momentum instantly.

The light faded as the flaming bird vanished, leaving behind only a solitary flying knife suspended before him.

Despite taking no visible damage, the knife's spirit had been greatly diminished; it now glowed dimly and seemed on the verge of falling from the sky.

The illusionary magic lightning lived up to its name. It could corrupt any treasure in the world. After this strike, this flying knife was almost as good as ordinary iron.

"Ah!"

The maiden coughed blood, her life essence damaged by the attack. No one would fare well if their primary treasure was destroyed.

"Not bad, not bad."

Lin Xuan's expression showed great satisfaction. The Nine Palaces Sword had integrated with the illusionary magic flower, allowing him to summon illusionary magic lightning without needing his flying sword. He had only used about a fifth of its power; fully unleashed, it could corrupt treasures of the same rank.

As for old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, they were harder to say. Even if he couldn't completely corrupt other treasures, he would still make them suffer greatly. The results of this test pleased Lin Xuan. He had achieved his goal and then turned to look at the pale-faced maiden. She was a victim of unforeseen misfortune, but Lin Xuan never bullied the weak; he would compensate her for her loss.
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Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a jade bottle flew out.

The young woman's expression was somewhat dazed as she accepted it reflexively.

"Sorry, I damaged yourSoul Treasure. Here are these pills as compensation."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly. After integrating the Domain Foreign Heavenly Gold and Illusory Yin Flower into the Nine Palace Momentary Sword, its divine power had greatly improved. Its sharpness and subtlety far exceeded his expectations, so he was in a good mood.

"Thank you, Grandmaster."

Only now did she realize what was happening as she played with the pill bottle. Seeing Lin Xuan's approval, she quietly unscrewed the cap and poured out a crimson pill.

"Moli Pill!"

She was overjoyed. This pill was invaluable for Separation Period cultivators, not only enhancing their cultivation but also useful against potential enemies.

After all, there were no opportunities to meet beings like Fairy Hundred Flowers yet, and with future progress in his cultivation, the divine spirit of the sword would continue to improve significantly.

One step at a time. The path of cultivation required gradual progression; rushing was unwise. Lin Xuan's mind raced as he put aside the Nine Palace Momentary Sword for now.

Flicking his sleeve, another jade box flew out. Then more followed until there were forty-nine in total.

These boxes looked identical, each no longer than half a foot, snow white and crystal clear, emitting an incredible chill.

Ten Thousand Year Yin Jade!

This was extremely rare ice material, typically used by cultivators to refine ice-based treasures. Only someone as wealthy as Lin Xuan would use such a precious item for something so mundane as storing soil.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and one of the boxes seemed drawn by an invisible force, slowly landing in his palm.

With a flick of his fingers, "Pang," the lid opened to reveal a black mass.

Other cultivators present would be shocked. It was just a clump of ordinary, dark soil.

Using precious Ten Thousand Year Yin Jade for such mundane storage was madness!

But Lin Xuan remained calm. The soil contained true spirit blood from the True Moon Pearl Toad that had died in front of Fairy Hundred Flowers.

True spirit blood! Even realm-transcending existences coveted it. Duke Celestial Origin risked everything, even offending the True Apex Sect, to obtain this item.

Unfortunately, his efforts were futile. Only half remained with Lin Xuan.

Whether he was unlucky or lacked power, he had failed while Lin Xuan triumphed as the victor.

Now that the Nine Palace Momentary Sword's enhancement was complete, the next step was extracting the true spirit blood.

This differed from refining waste pills; it would be much easier. Even anYuan Core cultivator could handle this task, but Lin Xuan remained cautious.

While simple, the true spirit blood itself was too precious for any mistakes.

Lin Xuan meticulously prepared everything before bathing and resting. After a few days, he returned to his training room.

First, he condensed his breath and sat in meditation, adjusting his state to peak.

Then, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a small cauldron flew out, quickly growing larger.

He then flicked his sleeve repeatedly, the light flashing as he took out several bottles and jars.

Thus, the true toad spirit blood was extracted from the soil. Lin Xuan had great confidence in this process but added several auxiliary materials for extra success.

While not guaranteed, the failure rate had dropped significantly.

These auxiliary materials were valuable, but compared to the true spirit blood, they were insignificant.

Lin Xuan's mind remained clear on what mattered most.

"Quick!"

He pointed at a spot. The cauldron flashed, its five-colored lights changing as it flew before him and hovered three feet above his head.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan slapped his back, and a green infant fire erupted from his mouth, rapidly enveloping the cauldron.

The cauldron's patterns glowed beautifully under the light. Another finger flick, the small cauldron trembled as it flew into the air, opening its lid to reveal the black soil.

The soil glowed mysteriously in the firelight.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan spoke, and the soil floated into the cauldron while his infant fire burned more fiercely.

His expression remained serious. He raised his hand again, grabbing a bottle, which exploded above the cauldron, releasing green spirit liquid that fell inside.

Lin Xuan repeated this process...

Two months passed like a blink for aSplit Spirit cultivator. The training room door suddenly opened as Lin Xuan emerged.

He looked tired but elated.

All his efforts had paid off; separating the toad spirit blood went smoothly.

Preparation and simplicity made it easy, but he was successful. Lin Xuan obtained three large bottles of true spirit blood from the True Moon Pearl Toad—pure true spirit blood.

Though he had previously obtained other items like Heavenly Phoenix Spirit Blood, Qilin True Blood, or Golden-winged Great Peng Bird's Blood, these were not as pure and had lost much of their spiritual energy over time.

These three bottles stood out. They contained enough blood from a genuine true spirit that was truly killed, not just weakened but real. The blood wasn't accidentally released; it was the result of its death.

True spirits were rare, and their deaths often scattered their essence into the blood. These three bottles held immense power, explaining why Duke Celestial Origin pursued Lin Xuan relentlessly. His insight into the value of these bloods far exceeded expectations.
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By now, the refinement of the spirit blood had come to a temporary end. Next should be its transformation.

However, as the saying goes, "Impatience eats hot tofu," and Lin Xuan was not particularly anxious about it. He decided to rest for several days before making any further decisions.

He justified his own fatigue, but in general, he aimed to nourish his spirit and essence fully. After all, cultivation wasn't just about perseverance; excessive hardship was also undesirable. Sometimes, a proper balance of work and leisure was necessary.

Lin Xuan went out and found a scenic spot where he could enjoy the mountains and rivers. He then visited the bustling marketplaces among ordinary people to feast and drink his fill. In no time at all, half a month had passed.

After satisfying himself with food and drink, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling in high spirits.

Everything remained as it was.

Having rested sufficiently, Lin Xuan decided not to delay any longer. There were still many important matters to attend to.

With a creak, the stone door opened, and he entered the training room.

A snow-white jade bottle flew out from his sleeve robes, no more than half a foot tall but exquisitely beautiful. It was enveloped in a ball of spiritual light and hovered several feet before him.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a beam of spiritual light shot out from his fingertips.

The sound of "plunk" reached his ears as the bottle cap flew up on its own.

Instantly, an intoxicating aroma filled the stone chamber, permeated by the essence of true spirit blood.

Even without transformation, just inhaling it made one feel refreshed and comfortable; the beauty of that sensation was hard to put into words.

Indeed, this was true spirit blood!

Although Lin Xuan was only a Spirit Refinement Period cultivator, his experiences were unique, and his vision did not fall short of ordinary Golden Transformation Period veterans. At this moment, he felt an unexpected sense of delight.

All doubts had been resolved.

No wonder the Heavenly Essence Marquis had relentlessly pursued him, even going so far as to offend True Extreme Sect.

It wasn't because he was impulsive; rather, true spirit blood truly warranted such actions and qualifications.

After all, such treasures were rare and could not be sought after. If this opportunity were missed, it would likely never come again.

Hence, any Golden Transformation Period cultivator would surely do the same.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan felt his luck was indeed good.

While he relied on his strength and strategy to protect the treasure, he also acknowledged that the heavens had favored him. The true spirit blood of the golden jade moon had undergone many trials before becoming his possession. How it should be used, however, still needed careful consideration.

Unlike other treasures, which were rare and could not be wasted, Lin Xuan aimed to maximize its value. He would not let this effort go to waste.

He hadn't yet figured out all the uses for it but was ready to think deeply about them.

Nevertheless, he wouldn't keep it idle; such a waste of a precious treasure would be sheer foolishness. Although he had not fully figured out how to use it, using the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique to partially refine some of it seemed like a good idea.

His main cultivation method, the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique, already included the process of refining true spirit blood.

The more refined, the greater its power would be.

Up until now, he had been quite lucky. Various coincidences had allowed him to collect the true spirit blood of the celestial phoenix, qilin, and golden-winged vulture.

While these sounded impressive, they were far less potent than the true spirit blood of the golden jade moon, which was freshly extracted.

Apart from its unique aroma that filled the room, the first time it had been opened, this true spirit blood stood out. Lin Xuan's broad experience made him appreciate this opportunity even more.

By refining part of the true spirit blood with the Black Jade True Spirit Technique, he could gain immense benefits. This process couldn't be taken lightly; he needed to achieve perfection.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began his work.

He was already well-versed in the Black Jade True Spirit Technique and didn't need to meditate on it further. He raised his right hand and pointed at a spot before him.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan's voice was clear as he spoke. Before the words left his mouth, a stream of spirit blood shot out from the bottle.

Unlike human blood, which was red, true spirit blood had a golden hue mixed with its deep crimson color. The intoxicating aroma became even more intense, making one feel refreshed and comfortable.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of pleasure, but he knew that such moments required utmost concentration.

He raised both hands and pointed at the bottle, casting spell after spell. The spirit blood gathered in the middle, and a tiny toad-like creature appeared before his eyes.

No, it wasn't a toad; its shape was identical to the golden jade moon's true spirit, just scaled down by a factor of ten thousand but still vividly lifelike.

"Transformed spirit blood!"

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he expressed satisfaction. This magical scene was something he had witnessed only in ancient texts before. The ability of spirit blood to transform into its true form indicated the richness of the spiritual energy within.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan placed his hands on his knees and focused his energy. A tiny yuan婴 (immortal embryo) about an inch tall appeared above him, resembling Lin Xuan's features but with a more substantial appearance.

Though still at the Spirit Refinement Period, this yuan婴 was no ordinary one; it far surpassed those of peers in power due to Lin Xuan’s vastly superior cultivation strength.

The yuan婴 looked at the toad-like creature before it and showed a serious expression on its small face. Then, its eyes narrowed as it rapidly formed complex hand seals.

As he moved, black electric arcs appeared before him, enveloping the yuan婴 and giving it an air of mystery.

Phantom Divine Thunder!

To be honest, this technique was impressive, but Lin Xuan's practice was still shallow; he couldn't yet control it with ease.

At this moment, having the yuan婴 manipulate it added more effort. However, given that such a method would yield greater benefits, a little extra effort in the refining process was nothing to complain about.

No effort, no gain—Lin Xuan understood this principle well enough.

Phantom Divine Thunder alone wasn't sufficient.

The yuan婴 flipped its left hand and a small flame appeared in its palm.

Multicolored crystal, shimmering with changing light.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

Lin Xuan also summoned this technique. (To be continued)
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Subsequently, the元婴's left hand flicked forward with an extremely graceful movement. A loud "Boom" echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire flashed and immediately burst into intense flames.

In a moment of time, around that tiny元婴, there were flames and electric arcs flashing and changing in mid-air. The元婴's expression became increasingly strained but remained motionless, staring intently at the toad before him, showing great focus.

"Quickly!"

The元婴's hand changed its technique rapidly as another finger pressed forward with extraordinary weight.

As he moved, a black lightning bolt leaped and darted, actually condensing into an extraordinarily intricate web of electricity. It shot forward with a "whoosh," instantly enveloping the tiny toad.

But this was not the end of it.

Following that, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, following the path of the lightning, transformed into countless strange fire serpents. Initially, they were as comfortable as soaking in a hot spring, but over time, the temperature kept increasing.

At first, the increase wasn't much, but after some time, it became unbearable!

How to describe this process? It was like slowly boiling a frog in warm water.

Exactly, slowly boiling a frog!

Gradually, Lin Xuan didn't pay too much attention at first. He estimated that the magical power contained within the true toad's blood was simply too powerful; he could just endure it for now and enjoy its benefits later. If one couldn't bear some hardship, then what was the point of pursuing immortality? In his view, this transaction was definitely worth it.

However, very soon, Lin Xuan realized that he had underestimated the situation severely.

Despite his resilient mind, which allowed him to dare to venture into the Heart Refinement Path at the Spirit Flexibility Stage, he now didn't need to endure such hardships. However, when it came to enduring pain, he wouldn't hesitate.

"Hardship begets nobility," Lin Xuan remembered clearly.

Lin Xuan was not bothered by the hardship; what troubled him was that the warmth of the energy continued to increase. Even if he could bear the pain like a fiery hell, his meridians couldn't.

Not just the meridians, but crucially, his dantian and qi sea were melting before his eyes.

What should he do?

If the meridians were damaged, they could be repaired, but the qi sea was where his元婴and magical power resided. Simply put, it was the foundation of all cultivation. If this place was destroyed, then this body would be useless to him. The only option was possession!

From an external perspective, there was still a chance for possession, and things weren't at their worst yet. But upon closer inspection, this matter wasn't reliable.

Even ordinary cultivators wouldn't choose possession unless absolutely necessary; his own original body was definitely better than any stolen one.

For Lin Xuan, it was even more so.

Firstly, although the quality of his physical body wasn't great, how could he just give up after all the effort and refinement? His current body's resilience was not inferior to that of a peer-level monster. This wasn't just due to practicing the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique; crucially, it had been nourished by various supernatural medicinal substances. For example, Lin Xuan consumed refined qilin fruit daily for over a thousand years without fail.

To achieve human cultivator's potential and still have a body not inferior to peer-level monsters was rare even in the Three Realms. How could he just give up such a good body?

Moreover, this was only one of his reasons, albeit an unimportant one.

The second matter that troubled Lin Xuan more was the blue Star Sea inside his dantian and qi sea.

This could be considered his most important treasure. Although he had reached this stage due to effort and luck, the blue Star Sea played a crucial role. Without it, Lin Xuan wouldn't have made it even to the current stage of Spirit Formation; back then, even becoming Foundation Establishment might have been impossible.

Without this treasure, he would long ago have turned into mere bones or ashes. Not just in the past but now as well, the blue Star Sea was irreplaceable for him. It was precisely because of such a supernatural treasure that Lin Xuan had some confidence in his ultimate path to immortality.

If he were to give up this body and move out the blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan would have no idea where to start. Therefore, even if it came down to it, he wouldn't do it.

Moreover, there was also a mysterious Five Dragon Seal inside the blue Star Sea.

In short, regardless of what else, he could not abandon his body under any circumstances.

However, this situation was truly difficult. This outcome was something Lin Xuan never anticipated at first. As they say, "Great misfortune followed by great good fortune," did it mean that because he had obtained things too smoothly initially, he now faced a major setback?

Lin Xuan thought wildly as the water continued to boil. His mind began to blur.

But Lin Xuan was not an ordinary cultivator.

With a grimace, he forced himself to regain clarity. Although this made him even more uncomfortable, in times of difficulty, one must not give up; otherwise, it would be irreparable.

The pressing issue now was to find out the reason for this situation.

He had never encountered such a scenario before when refining true spirit blood.

Lin Xuan began to eliminate possibilities one by one. First and foremost, he could rule out the Moonlight Heaven Witch Technique as there were no issues with it; after all, both he and the Heavenly Witch Goddess had tried it millions of years ago. If there was any problem, she would have corrected it long ago.

Why then?

Could it be due to the true toad's blood?

That was the only possibility. After all, when refining the Heaven Phoenix, qilin, and golden-winged phoenix spirit blood in the past, he had never encountered such a situation.

Perhaps there was too much magical power contained within the true toad's blood.

Lin Xuan thought with self-deprecating humor.

He didn't know that this guess was very close to the truth at this moment.

Why only close?

Because the true toad's blood not only contained pure magical energy but also a fragment of its true spirit essence.

Indeed, when Jinyue True Toad attempted to ambush Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers, she had released most of her true essence body. However, it wasn't all; some remained in her body, roughly one-tenth.

Although the toad successfully ambushed and underestimated Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers' strength, ultimately being slain, that remaining tenth of its true spirit essence was thus integrated into its blood.

Lin Xuan had extracted three bottles of refined spirit blood, but that one-tenth of the true essence body gathered in the tiny toad he just consumed.
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Fortune and misfortune are interdependent.

For Lin Xuan, this might not necessarily be a bad thing.

What is the True Spirit Essence?

That was the most mysterious treasure of the Golden Yue True Toad. Ordinary spiritual energy could hardly compare to it; that was the most important thing for a true spirit.

Although only one-tenth remained, if Lin Xuan could absorb and utilize this True Spirit Essence, the benefits would be incalculable.

Apart from that, saving countless years of cultivation was certain.

Such good things being absorbed and refined were indeed a blessing to Lin Xuan. However, his current situation was somewhat akin to receiving too much nourishment when one is weak.

If Lin Xuan were an old monster at the Transcendence Stage, absorbing this True Spirit Essence would certainly be beneficial.

But now, he was merely at the Shen Transformation stage; even though his strength far surpassed that of his peers, fundamentally, he was still a cultivator at the Shen Transformation level.

To make an inappropriate assumption,

it's like a condensation core-stage cultivator insisting on taking a pill beneficial for元婴期cultivators. Isn't that asking for trouble?

Receiving too much nourishment without proper discharge could rupture one’s meridians, similar to stunting growth.

Lin Xuan was in such a situation.

However, the manifestation of this condition differed; True Spirit Essence wasn’t spiritual energy but something even more mysterious. Thus, his current predicament was worse.

His meridians wouldn't be ruptured, but he felt as if he were being slowly cooked alive.

Alas, it was all due to his own carelessness, Lin Xuan thought with great frustration.

Although strictly speaking, this wasn’t entirely his fault—after all, there had been no initial problem—and the frog in a pot scenario was the most insidious. Initially, one wouldn't feel any discomfort and might even find it quite comfortable. By the time one realized something was wrong, it would be too late to change.

Lin Xuan sighed but depression couldn’t solve problems. As he said, this body hid too many secrets; he would never give up unless absolutely necessary.

Speaking of which, Lin Xuan’s cultivation far exceeded that of his peers, and this body had been tempered countless times. Otherwise, he wouldn't be suffering now; it would have already disintegrated long ago.

The logic was clear to him, but the current situation didn’t allow for much delay. What should he do?

Lin Xuan's mind raced with possibilities, but quickly dismissed them one by one—far water couldn’t quench near fire, and some were simply useless.

Time was pressing; his life hung in the balance. He had no time to verify if these methods would work.

He needed a quick solution. Otherwise, it might be irreversible.

Lin Xuan thought to himself.

It seemed he had no choice but to try this method.

Although risky, the potential loss could be immense, but at this moment, he couldn’t afford to hesitate.

There was no time for a perfect plan; he would have to take each step as it came.

At least in Lin Xuan’s view, while not certain, there was still some chance of resolving his current predicament with this method.

In essence, the solution was straightforward—spiritual energy infusion.

Lin Xuan had fallen into such peril because the spiritual energy from the True Spirit Blood couldn’t be digested due to his weak constitution.

With no place for it to go, he was being slowly cooked alive.

The solution then was simple: absorb and refine the pure spiritual essence mixed with the True Spirit Essence.

But while easy to say, actually doing it would be a headache.

How could one absorb it? This body couldn’t accommodate more. Unless Lin Xuan immediately advanced to the Transcendence Stage, which was impossible.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; he thought of a risky plan.

The body couldn’t handle it, but perhaps the元婴could?

It seemed absurd—only a few inches tall—but that was the foundation for high-level cultivators. The capacity to accommodate spiritual energy wasn’t measured by height and weight.

Usually, the元婴could hold much more spiritual essence than the body.

However, Lin Xuan had no great confidence at this moment.

But regardless, he would have to try.

After all, even if it failed, the元婴would self-destruct rather than his body. After all, while the元婴was precious and re-cultivation was difficult, with the Azure Star Sea and Five Dragons Seal preserved, he could start anew from a new main元婴. It was easier than possession transfer.

Lin Xuan dared to think of such an audacious plan because he had a secondary元婴and a妖丹. Even if his main元婴were ruptured, it wouldn’t lead to his demise. For others, there would be no second chance.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer. He was a decisive cultivator and the situation didn't allow for much consideration.

In any case, he decided to act on his thoughts, first resolving the current crisis before making a decision.

Lin Xuan was pushed to his limits but his thinking remained clear. He took a deep breath, enduring the fiery pain, sat cross-legged, placed his hands on his knees, and used inner vision…

His body’s meridians turned blood red from head to toe, so hot that even steel would melt instantly.

Another person would have disintegrated long ago, but Lin Xuan could bear it, though he gritted his teeth in pain.

Next, Lin Xuan focused on his丹田.

There, the元婴and妖丹suspended above a five-colored lake.

Lin Xuan didn’t waste time. The元婴moved, showing fear on its tiny face but quickly replaced by resilience. It raised both hands and cast numerous intricate spells, which turned into countless tiny light points smaller than grains of rice.

These light points were red with golden hues that flickered and flowed mysteriously.

The元婴mouthed a series of mysterious incantations, and the red-golden light points seemed to have consciousness, flowing towards them.

These were the spiritual energy from the True Spirit Blood. Even the True Spirit Essence was mixed in.

Lin Xuan planned to use the method of spiritual energy infusion, letting the元婴serve as an outlet to absorb and refine these energies.

This could be seen as a desperate move!

Logically, this process, though dangerous, wasn’t difficult. But soon, Lin Xuan found that the result shocked him; the light points repelled the元婴, bouncing away when they approached, unable to be absorbed.
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What should I do?

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. He had only thought about the dangers of this method; if the yin essence couldn't absorb all that energy, it might burst and cause him to die instantly.

But the two forces repelled each other, making it impossible for them to absorb anything. This situation was something he hadn’t even considered.

How could things turn out like this?

The situation had surpassed his expectations. Lin Xuan's expression was extremely unpleasant. The saying goes that heaven doesn't abandon a person in their time of need, but now, did heaven want him to die?

Lin Xuan naturally wasn't willing to give up.

But with the current situation, he didn’t know what to do. Originally, his yin essence had been like a dragon's eye, but now it had grown ten times larger, resembling a young man’s fist. The surface was fire-red and seemed on the verge of melting.

If he hadn't absorbed too much golden moon essence, would this yin essence be about to burst?

Lin Xuan pondered silently. If his guess was correct, both he and the yin essence he had painstakingly cultivated were now useless.

It was like trying to steal a chicken but losing a rice bowl. The golden moon essence hadn’t been successfully refined, and in the process, he had lost the yin essence.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat disappointed deep down.

But soon, this feeling of frustration disappeared. First, being frustrated wouldn't help. Second, from another perspective, he had originally planned to sacrifice a pawn to protect his king, even considering sacrificing his main yin essence. Now, he was only losing the yin essence, which meant he had gained more than he lost.

"Great misfortune brings great fortune," Lin Xuan thought. The loss of the yin essence would affect his strength, but it wasn't a fatal blow.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan felt relieved. The yin essence had absorbed almost all the true energy and was on the verge of breaking down. The remaining energy was much less than before, so he estimated that absorbing it wouldn’t be too difficult.

The next step was to truly give up and expel the yin essence from his body.

Just as Lin Xuan made this decision, something unexpected happened. The yin essence couldn't be expelled; in fact, it didn’t obey his commands at all.

Was it because he had absorbed too much true energy that he lost control of it?

Lin Xuan was sweating profusely. Why did things keep going wrong? If the yin essence exploded inside him, he would be in serious trouble!

What should I do?

Lin Xuan faced another choice, but this time, he truly felt helpless.

The yin essence had been in his dantian for years and had reached a state where it could be controlled by will. Originally, expelling it required only a mental command. But after absorbing the true energy source, things had changed...

Even with Lin Xuan's cleverness, he was now at his wit’s end. Before he could think of another way to control the yin essence, something unexpected happened.

The yin essence suddenly collapsed.

Thankfully, it didn’t explode.

Lin Xuan was startled but also extremely relieved. If the yin essence had really exploded, not only would this body be destroyed, but even the entire cave and a thousand miles around might have been flattened...

His main yin essence would definitely suffer, and he would be caught in the crossfire, suffering greatly.

The inner avatar might escape, but his fall wouldn’t be complete.

Lin Xuan felt like he had narrowly escaped disaster.

But the situation didn't end there. The collapsed yin essence was replaced by a cloud several acres wide. A cave’s dantian and qihai could indeed be considered a small thousand-world realm, vast in area.

The cloud wasn’t static; it continued to swirl and change.

As he observed this, Lin Xuan felt an unbearable pain, worse than the fiery hell of the previous stage. Hadn't he already passed through that?

Lin Xuan's willpower was tested as the pain almost made him faint. He gritted his teeth and endured, knowing that if he fainted now, the outcome would be uncertain.

No matter how painful it was, he had to endure. Lin Xuan didn’t believe that after two thousand years of hardship, so many trials, he would fall because of a rare treasure.

He took deep breaths, blood rushing to his eyes, reminding himself to persevere.

But other than keeping the inner vision technique active, he dared not do anything else.

Because the cloud was formed from the collapsed yin essence and was continuously swirling. The energy inside was immensely powerful. Any rash action could lead to unpredictable outcomes. Thus, Lin Xuan could only grit his teeth and endure.

Time passed slowly.

This situation decided Lin Xuan's fate, but he could only observe as a passive onlooker, doing nothing except monitoring the changes.

A day passed with no change in the cloud.

Two days passed, everything remained the same.

Lin Xuan was relieved but also speechless. Would this continue indefinitely?

But he still didn’t dare to act rashly; waiting seemed to be his only choice.

One month passed, then two months.

As time went on, Lin Xuan finally noticed something amiss—the cloud's size was gradually shrinking.

Very slowly, but it was reducing.

Could it...

Lin Xuan had a vague idea but couldn't be sure.

---

A day in the human world is like a thousand years in the mountains.

Although this time wasn’t as long as before, ten years were enough for a small creature to grow into a strong young man.

Indeed, ten years had passed since Lin Xuan's yin essence collapsed.

During these ten years, no one visited his cave. Flowers bloomed and withered, but the path was covered in thick mud and littered with dead branches and leaves. His cave hadn’t been cleaned for so long that it looked like an ancient tomb untouched by humans.

It was a peaceful morning. The sun just rose, casting light through the gaps between the leaves. Early birds were already searching for insects on the trees. Everything seemed tranquil and harmonious.

Suddenly, a loud noise broke the silence.

"Good fortune from misfortune, truly good fortune from misfortune!"

A man with long hair and tattered clothes walked out of the cave. Upon closer inspection, it was Lin Xuan himself.

His face showed immense joy after ten years of hardship.

Indeed, as he said, "good fortune from misfortune."

The collapse of his yin essence had left him worried that his cultivation would suffer a significant decline. However, the strange cloud in his dantian and the intense pain it caused had kept him on edge for ten long years.

Fortunately, an old saying was right: great misfortune brings great fortune. Heaven hadn’t abandoned Lin Xuan; he owed this to his own efforts as well.

Over these ten years, the cloud slowly changed form, gradually shrinking in size. This process was slow but continuous. Finally, Lin Xuan noticed that the cloud had transformed from a gas into a liquid and then solidified, ultimately forming a new yin essence.

Yes, it was a yin essence, but significantly different from before. Moreover, he had advanced two cultivation stages—rising from the initial stage of Shen Shi to the later stage.
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This was truly an unexpected windfall.

The result, though somewhat peculiar, undoubtedly placed Lin Xuan at the peak of the Spirit Dividing stage. Despite it being a case of the guest overshadowing the host—where the demon core advanced one level ahead of the two元婴—it still had its advantages for Lin Xuan.

Unlike ordinary cultivators, Lin Xuan possessed dual元婴 and a demon core, making him an exceptionally powerful figure. Not only was his strength impressive, but his overall capabilities far surpassed those of his peers at the same stage.

However, as with all things, there were drawbacks to this arrangement. While having two元婴 and a demon core was commendable, advancing would require more精气 than usual since both元婴 and the demon core needed to advance simultaneously.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had the Azure Star Sea, which allowed his advancement to be swift. Nevertheless, he still harbored concerns and faced challenges.

The primary元婴 was no issue; with time, it would surely reach the peak of the Spirit Dividing stage. The second元婴 wasn't a problem either, as its body was that of a medicinal spirit entity, making its progress naturally slower but not unacceptably so…

But what about the demon core?

Lin Xuan couldn’t just cultivate another avatar to command; doing so would significantly slow down his own progression and potentially drag the other two元婴 behind.

It was indeed a situation he didn't want to see. However, for now, there were no immediate solutions. He could only take things one step at a time, hoping that by continuing to refine himself, he might find some opportunities for the demon core.

While this was true, implementing it proved incredibly difficult. Lin Xuan had little confidence in his luck; while it had been good so far, fortune was an elusive thing, and no one could predict its whims.

However, fate seemed to have a twist in store this time around. His reckless use of the True Spirit Essence Technique to refine the true toad spirit blood had nearly cost him his life, with several near-death experiences over the past decade…

But now, after all that suffering, he had gained something unexpected. The demon core hadn't held him back; instead, it advanced ahead of both元婴 and entered the peak of the Spirit Dividing stage.

Moreover, there were additional benefits. Unbeknownst to Lin Xuan, this newly formed demon core was quite different from before. It was golden in color, rotating within his dantian, emitting a noble and beautiful light.

Its size was similar to before but appeared more solid and dense. The lingering demonic aura had vanished, replaced by faint traces of true spirit essence.

Even more fascinatingly, as the demon core rotated, it seemed to summon beautiful lotuses that floated around it, real yet illusory. Within these lotuses were shadowy images of various spiritual beasts, creating a dreamlike atmosphere that surrounded the demon core.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile at this sight. When he first used Inner Vision and saw this scene, he had been quite startled.

The spirits surrounding the demon core weren’t ordinary; they were the true toad, rainbow phoenix, golden-winged bird, and qilin—each corresponding to one of the four true spirit essences Lin Xuan had once refined.

What did this mean? To be honest, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure. He knew that the demon core was no longer what it used to be; this unexpected fortune not only allowed for advancement but also brought about a surprising transformation.

However, given his current situation, such a transformation seemed highly beneficial. Initially, when the true toad self-destructed, Lin Xuan had obtained vast amounts of spirit blood, but the most precious true spirit essence inner core was nowhere to be found.

Although he felt regret, he understood that it was better not to desire too much. After all, having so much toad spirit blood was a great fortune in itself; there was no need to covet more.

What Lin Xuan didn’t know was that when the true toad was slain by Fairy Hundred Flowers, it had used its last remaining true spirit essence to infuse it into its blood before self-destructing. It did this not for rebirth but because it knew that Fairy Hundred Flowers would never let such a treasure go.

Without the true spirit essence, the inner core's value diminished significantly and was far less precious than what Lin Xuan had in his hands. Despite Fairy Hundred Flowers' grievous injuries, she overlooked this detail, allowing Lin Xuan to inadvertently gain a significant advantage.

Unfortunately, like a double-edged sword, this great fortune nearly cost him his life. The true spirit essence's absorption into the demon core led to its collapse. If Lin Xuan were of the demon race, it would have disintegrated entirely, but as he was neither fully human nor demon, with an元婴 still within him, he remained unharmed.

Thus, when the demon core shattered and transformed into clouds, they had a chance to reform into a new demon core. Strictly speaking, this wasn't technically a demon core anymore.

Lin Xuan's experience that day was truly unique, marked by a series of fortunate coincidences. The key factor was having both an元婴 and a demon core, along with the mental fortitude to withstand trials. Such conditions were rare indeed; besides Lin Xuan, no one else in the Three Realms could claim such an achievement.

The greatest gain from this experience wasn't the demon core's advancement but rather its unexpected transformation. While advancing two levels at once and entering the peak of the Spirit Dividing stage was impressive, it was something that could be achieved with time and effort, not a cause for great celebration.
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Chapter 2782: True Spirit Core

This time, Lin Xuan's greatest收获 was the mutation of a demon core.

After absorbing the true toad spirit blood and the essence source of true spirit power, he transformed and rebirthed like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon or a phoenix rising from the ashes. This no longer resembled a demon core; it clearly had become a true spirit core.

However, at present, it was still very weak. As Lin Xuan's strength increased, its benefits would gradually manifest.

Setting this aside, although Lin Xuan had broad experience and could see some of the benefits from the demon core mutation, he couldn't explain them in detail. He never imagined that it had transformed into such a miraculous true spirit core.

Nonetheless, the demon core advancing two levels was enough to make him feel elated. Over these ten years, although he endured much hardship, the gains were sufficient to compensate for his efforts and save countless years of cultivation.

Lin Xuan sighed. A mere decade of seclusion had given him a sense of沧桑.

After some hesitation, it was clear that this state of mind was unsuitable for further cultivation.

The balance between work and rest dictated that he should go out and relax for a while.

Given his current life span, there were still many years left to live without worrying about heavenly tribulation. Even if heavenly tribulation did descend, his abilities would allow him to easily overcome it.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. Wasting some time was not significant; he transformed into a streak of startling light and flew towards the horizon.

This time, unlike before, it was the main body that went out while the avatar remained in the cave meditating—truly enjoying both play and cultivation.

Lin Xuan did not return to Cloud Concealment Sect's headquarters. Although his reputation within the sect was high, even surpassing that of a founding ancestor, he actually didn't care about specific sect matters. He left them for his senior brothers and sisters to handle.

Firstly, as a long-time fellow disciple, Lin Xuan knew they weren't ambitious people and could be trusted. Secondly, he had no aspirations towards the Cloud Concealment Sect; he only relied on the idea that it would provide him with more help in his cultivation journey. Whether or not he became a major elder of the sect or held significant power was irrelevant to him.

His sole concern was achieving immortality. Since he embarked on this path, thousands of years had passed, and his goal remained unchanged.

Lin Xuan did not return to Cloud Concealment Sect but chose a random direction. His purpose for going out was clear: after enduring too much hardship over the past decade, he wanted to travel and relax to calm his mind, which would better facilitate cultivation.

Since there was no specific target, Lin Xuan randomly selected a direction. He flew at an extremely fast speed.

Cloud Concealment Sect had become a super sect in this world with immense power. However, Lin Xuan naturally didn't plan on revealing himself within the sect's territory to avoid causing a stir.

After two days, Lin Xuan flew out of Cloud Concealment Sect’s influence range. Another half month later, he no longer knew where he was.

This happened because not long ago, Lin Xuan arrived at a city where many cultivators gathered. To make travel easier, he used the teleportation array once. For him, the huge cost of teleportation was negligible; his target was Azure Cloud Prefecture among the 99 prefectures in Nai Long World. This was one of the smallest, and while its strength wasn't significant within the cultivation world, Azure Cloud City was renowned because it was rumored that cultivators there had a unique ability.

Feast Cultivation!

What is feast cultivation? It's well-known that cultivators above Foundation Establishment can practice abstinence from food. Most believe that food temptations could affect their minds.

Thus, in the cultivation world, whether in the lower realm of Mortal World or the upper realm of Spirit World, most people abstained from worldly foods.

Even Lin Xuan only indulged in feasting after his seclusion ended as a reward for himself.

However, Azure Cloud Prefecture's cultivators were different. They believed that food and cultivation wouldn't conflict; they even developed various dishes with medicinal effects.

These dishes were called medicinal cuisine.

Of course, medicinal cuisine wasn't made from ordinary ingredients but required various heavenly treasures and earthly jewels. The cooking methods were similar to alchemy.

If the cooking failed, it would be not only unappetizing but also ineffective in enhancing cultivation or breaking through bottlenecks.

Conversely, if successful, the deliciousness of these dishes was said to correlate with their effectiveness, attracting cultivators like moths to a flame.

Unfortunately, most cultivators considered feast cultivation an unconventional path. If medicinal cuisine were truly so remarkable, Azure Cloud Prefecture's strength wouldn't be at the bottom among all prefectures in this world.

In contrast, alchemy was relatively easier compared to cooking similar-grade medicinal cuisine. Whether it tasted good or not, as long as one could advance their cultivation, such details were negligible.

Azure Cloud Prefecture's cultivators were often looked down upon by other prefecture peers and rarely interacted with them. Few records of them existed in ancient texts. Lin Xuan only came across them by chance when he saw a reference to medicinal cuisine in an old book. At the time, it piqued his curiosity, but he didn't pay much attention.

This time, going out for relaxation, with nothing else to do, he decided to visit Azure Cloud Prefecture to broaden his horizons.

Lin Xuan did not expect to find any remarkable medicinal cuisine here, but his nature loved tasting delicious food. He heard that the ordinary people in this prefecture were like chefs, possessing exceptional cooking skills.

In short, indulging there would be beneficial.

Having found a target, however, Nai Long World was vast. If he relied on his light travel to reach Azure Cloud Prefecture, it could take who knew how long.

Thus, after arriving at a city of cultivators, Lin Xuan used the teleportation array. Unbeknownst to him, his recent luck had been exceptionally bad; he actually made a mistake in teleporting.

Lin Xuan looked at the vast sea before him and was speechless. Even with his divine sense expanded, he couldn't discern its boundaries.

While Lin Xuan ruminated on this teleportation experience, he could only accept his bad fortune and randomly chose a direction to fly forward.

He feared that not only was the sea boundless but also devoid of people, making him truly unlucky.

Fortunately, his concerns were unnecessary. Soon, Lin Xuan realized that this sea wasn't as calm as it appeared.

Three days later, a monstrous fish over ten meters long with spines on its back and a horn on its forehead leaped out of the water, biting fiercely at Lin Xuan.

Unfortunately, despite its size, this attack was ineffective. Lin Xuan vanished in an instant.
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Chapter 2783: Vast Ocean, That Strange Fish's Attack Missed

However, its reaction was equally swift. Twisting its body, it turned around and opened its blood-red maw, spewing out a blackish-red light column.

The diameter of the light column was over ten feet in width, and the momentum was truly formidable.

"An arrogant fool who underestimates his strength."

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He raised his right hand slightly and flicked his index finger. An unbelievable scene unfolded; the light column changed direction and curved around him before striking the sea surface.

Boom!

The loud noise echoed, causing a massive wave to rise on the sea. It seemed impressive, but the true master it was targeting remained unharmed, floating in mid-air.

The strange fish was stunned. Although its intelligence wasn't high, such an unusual scene was enough to make it realize something was amiss.

It swished its tail and tried to swim deeper into the ocean.

"Now you want to run? Too late."

A light smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he curled his fingers slightly and reached forward. The unlucky strange fish felt a sudden pause in the air, as if it had been turned into shackles, rendering it immobile. It was then forcefully lifted by an immense force.

Realizing that he had kicked a rock, the strange fish knew its fate but could do nothing about it. Lin Xuan didn't pity such a monster and instead used his soul-searching technique on it.

After a short while, a flicker of fire appeared in Lin Xuan's hand as he incinerated the strange fish to ashes. However, his face was filled with disappointment.

How many more?

Lin Xuan couldn’t remember clearly. Flying over this unfamiliar sea, he often faced unexpected attacks from sea beasts. With his strength, there wasn't any danger for him. Initially, he had been quite happy because without encountering cultivators, he could learn about his surroundings through these native sea beasts.

Even if their intelligence was undeveloped, using soul-searching techniques would still provide some clues.

Lin Xuan was originally confident in this approach.

But soon, he realized he was wrong and severely so. Although the sea beasts were fierce, their low intelligence left him speechless.

Through his soul-searching technique, Lin Xuan gained nothing. He had held out hope for the powerful strange fish, which was equivalent to an advanced-stage cultivator. In the mortal world, it would be a dominant force.

Only through soul-searching did he discover that this monster was surprisingly stupid.

Disappointment!

At the yuanxian stage, beasts could transform and gain intelligence. Even if they couldn't transform, such low intelligence was rare.

However, there was no way to avoid encountering them. Lin Xuan continued flying forward. After some time, his flight slowed down as he frowned slightly.

After a moment's thought, he released his divine sense without hesitation.

Soon, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and flew toward the southeast direction.

Although he had been extremely unlucky recently, fate seemed not to have abandoned him. He finally discovered signs of cultivators.

With such a discovery, Lin Xuan immediately rushed over.

The distance was several tens of thousands of miles, unattainable for mortals. But it only took Lin Xuan a few breaths to reach the scene.

His flight slowed as he approached. Ahead, there were loud explosions. Not far away, various colored lights shot up into the sky as two cultivators fought a creature that resembled both a dragon and a snake.

The two cultivators were a man and a woman in their twenties. The man was handsome, while the woman was beautiful, with similar appearances, making them clearly siblings.

Their cultivation levels were at late-stage condensation core.

They looked extremely anxious as they struggled to fend off the creature. Two late-stage condensation core cultivators against an advanced-stage sea beast naturally couldn’t hold their ground.

Fortunately, their cultivation methods seemed complementary, allowing them to work together more effectively than ordinary cultivators. Otherwise, they would have perished long ago before he arrived here.

However, even with this advantage, the two were now in perilous situations.

Their appearance was peculiar; although they were cultivators, the man wore a conical hat and used a trident-like weapon, while the woman wore rough clothing that resembled those of ordinary fishermen.

They desperately activated their treasures, but the creature was extremely agile. Its thick skin made it immune to most attacks, rendering them helpless unless they hit its vital points.

Despite its low intelligence, the sea beast’s instinct protected its weak spots well, leaving the siblings unable to do much. They were in grave danger instead.

Lin Xuan sighed. He wasn’t here just to watch; he couldn't let these two perish.

With that thought, Lin Xuan abandoned his concealment technique and revealed himself. The siblings immediately noticed him and their faces lit up with joy.

The man shouted loudly: "Passerby cultivator, please lend a hand. We will surely thank you."

"Thanking? Hehe, no need for that."

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he raised his right hand and reached out into the air.

Puff...

An unbelievable scene unfolded; the previously arrogant sea beast showed fear in its eyes. It tried to turn around and escape but was too late. Its body inflated like a balloon before self-destructing.

Lin Xuan’s actions were clean and efficient, with no interest in wasting time on such a minor advanced-stage sea beast.

However, this scene left the observers stunned. Initially, they had been in grave danger when they called out for help without knowing who was coming or their cultivation level. Now seeing that a single gesture from the newcomer could destroy the terrifying creature, they were deeply shocked.

They immediately released their divine senses but couldn’t discern his true strength.
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The two siblings were stunned, naturally not daring to be the least bit negligent. They quickly bowed and said, "Junior Situ Yu and Situ Fang, we deeply thank Senior for saving our lives; otherwise, my brother and sister would likely have already gone to the underworld. May I ask what is your esteemed surname?"

Lin Xuan's expression was pleasant as he replied, "Hehe, there's no need for such formalities. It was just a coincidence that I happened to be here. However, I have some questions for you."

"Senior, please speak. Whatever my brother and sister know, we will tell you everything without reservation," the man said with even more respect.

"Where are we? Do either of you siblings have a map of the sea?"

Lin Xuan's voice was somewhat urgent as it entered their ears. He had originally intended to come out for some relaxation and feasting, but due to a transmission error, he ended up in this vast ocean. After flying for several days, there were no signs of human habitation, so Lin Xuan was very eager to leave.

"Senior, are you an outsider cultivator?"

The siblings were somewhat surprised but quickly hid their doubts as they spoke sincerely: "Report to Senior, we are currently in the Heavenly Abyss Sea."

"Heavenly Abyss Sea?"

Lin Xuan frowned; he had never heard of it. However, he soon asked again, "How far is Cangyun Prefecture from here?"

"Not too far, about twenty million miles southwest." As Situ Yu spoke, he took out a white jade cylinder from his pocket: "Senior, this is the map you want."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and accepted it. Upon inspection, the markings inside were indeed detailed. Although his luck had not been great recently, things hadn't deteriorated to an unbearable extent.

The transmission error wasn't too severe.

With a wave of his sleeve, a blank white jade cylinder flew out. Lin Xuan duplicated the map and then tossed it to the siblings before vanishing into the distance with all his aura.

The two looked at each other in surprise. Once they saw Lin Xuan walk away, their hearts finally settled. Their gaze fell on the sea surface where the body of the sea beast still floated. Although Lin Xuan didn't care much for it, to them, it was a significant fortune.

With the map in hand, Lin Xuan no longer roamed aimlessly like a headless fly. For ordinary people, twenty million miles might be incredibly far, but to a cultivator of his level, it wasn't particularly remarkable.

Half an hour later, at the horizon where sea met sky, a new green appeared. Soon after, towering mountains entered their view.

After much hardship, Lin Xuan had finally arrived in Cangyun Prefecture.

Three months later...

A streak of lightning cut through the sky. When the light faded, Lin Xuan landed before his cave abode.

He had returned from Cangyun Prefecture.

The details of his journey were not worth recounting; this time, his outing was mainly for relaxation. It wouldn't do to have a grand story every single time he went out. Cultivation was indeed enticing, but most of the time, it could be rather monotonous.

Still, Cangyun Prefecture's cuisine was quite good. While not directly aiding his cultivation, it did satisfy Lin Xuan's palate.

In these past few months, Lin Xuan had lived a carefree life, eating and sleeping without worry. He focused on enjoying himself, putting all his troubles aside for the time being.

This was also a way to make up for his decade of hard work.

Though this life was pleasant, it couldn't last forever.

The fiery trials could not deter Lin Xuan's steps, nor would comfortable living diminish his ambitions. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, his goal remained unchanged: ascend to immortality and become an eternal immortal.

What mattered now were joy or pain; what truly mattered was longevity alongside heaven and earth.

Thus, despite enjoying this life for three months, Lin Xuan decided it was time to stop.

Returning to his cave abode, everything remained as before. Lin Xuan needed to continue his arduous cultivation.

With that thought in mind, he entered the training room.

The immediate priority was to enhance his strength. However, the Sword Spirit had already reached a proficient state, and Lin Xuan dared not touch True Spirit Blood.

Though Lin Xuan's nature might prevent him from being overly cautious, after enduring so much hardship, he had come to realize that while True Spirit Blood was invaluable, it wasn't something he could currently afford. The last time he refined it, the result had been fortunate, but what about next time? He couldn't be sure of such good luck.

Opportunities must be seized, but the right timing was essential.

Impatience only leads to failure; Lin Xuan knew this well. Therefore, for now, True Spirit Blood would remain shelved. With its preservation in a ten-thousand-year-old mystic jade and severalprohibition talismans attached, there was no need to worry about any spiritual essence dissipating.

What he needed to do now was retreat into meditation.

Indeed, it was a retreat.

Despite his good luck, Lin Xuan knew that advancement couldn't always rely on chance. Steady effort and hard work were the right path.

He had never imagined that cultivation could be achieved in one fell swoop.

Hard work would yield results.

Thus, for the following years, Lin Xuan immersed himself entirely in arduous cultivation.

With his wealth and preparation, he was not concerned about lacking medicinal pills. He consumed them daily to enhance his cultivation, then meditated according to the methods described in the Moonlight Sky Witch Technique. When the pills ran out, he would go to the alchemy room to refine a batch more, as all the raw materials were readily available.

Furthermore, Lin Xuan was not worried about the success rate of refining medicinal pills; even if they failed, the Azure Star Sea had the power to reverse fortunes, easily purifying any worthless dregs.

This mode of cultivation was incredibly fast. In the Three Realms, such speed was unparalleled. Using medicinal pills as candy, it seemed almost absurd. After all, beneficial pills for the Spirit Formation Stage were priceless treasures with a success rate so low that even Princess New Moon might hesitate to do this.

Lin Xuan's conditions for cultivation were truly enviable.

However, his advancement remained slow. After all, reaching the Spirit Formation stage was considered a great cultivator; thus, the path ahead was exceptionally difficult.

In just two thousand years, he had made significant progress. Two thousand years in the mundane world equated to vast changes, and even within the cultivation realm, it wasn't short at all. In the spirit realm, low-level cultivators still predominated, and only a few lucky ones managed to reach the Separation stage; who could live for two thousand years?

The low-rank disciples of Cloud Concealment Sect had already changed many times over, protected by Lin Xuan's reputation, they had not encountered any trouble or danger in these two millennia.

Now, the Cloud Concealment Sect was thriving, its strength far beyond what it was when Lin Xuan first joined.
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A decade and more passed in the blink of an eye.

It was a typical morning, with early birds chirping among the branches, searching for tasty insects. The valley seemed tranquil and peaceful.

Suddenly, a piercing sound reached their ears as two streaks of different colors landed here. The light faded, revealing two people's faces.

On the left stood a young man with full white hair, his handsome face almost otherworldly, yet his eyes held a sense of沧桑 (weariness). On the right was a silver-eyed maiden whose beauty was equally striking.

Their gazes swept over the valley, but no obvious signs were visible. The entire area was clearly under heavy protection by various restrictions.

They raised their eyebrows and exchanged amused glances. "Younger Brother Lin is truly cautious," said the Dragon-named youth with a sigh that sounded both envious and admiring. "Since we last parted ways, he hasn't shown his face much. It seems these two thousand years have been spent in seclusion."

"Nothing unusual about that," replied the silver-eyed maiden dismissively. "Younger Brother Lin has advanced so far in such a short time; it's only natural for him to be a hard worker. Otherwise, how could he achieve such accomplishments?"

"You're right, but it also requires some leisure and taste for life," the Dragon-named youth said doubtfully.

"Indeed, I'm not sure if Younger Brother Lin is meditating at this critical moment…" The silver-eyed maiden ran her fingers through her hair, her voice uncertain.

Before she could finish, an unexpected change occurred. The bright sky suddenly darkened as thick clouds gathered overhead, lightning flashing across the blackened sky. The entire transformation happened in a flash.

The disturbance of the earth's energy was even more apparent. Endless amounts of energy condensed into colorful light points, rushing towards them. The silver-eyed maiden and Dragon-named youth exchanged worried glances but quickly turned excited.

"Young Brother Lin is about to advance to the late-stage spirit formation? This speed is astonishing," they thought. "If this continues, he might become a high-ranking cultivator capable of withstanding the heavenly tribulation one day."

They realized that Younger Brother Lin had received their transmission and was now in critical moments of his cultivation.

The sky darkened further as energy swirled around them. The two spirit formation cultivators felt their breaths becoming strained.

They exchanged a glance, both feeling alarmed. Especially the silver-eyed maiden, who herself was at late-stage spirit formation. Her advancement had been much more subdued compared to this.

But considering Lin Xuan's far superior strength over his peers, they felt relieved and decided to watch from afar.

Time passed slowly as the scene became increasingly terrifying. The sky was no longer just dark clouds; several colorful ones appeared in their view. Red clouds were brighter than sunset, burning like flames, driving away the coldness of the sky. Nearby trees and flowers withered under this heat.

The sky seemed to turn into a sea of fire, but soon, a hurricane appeared out of nowhere, sweeping across the heavens. The clouds scattered, replaced by a vortex several dozen feet in diameter… The two onlookers exchanged worried glances.

"Young Sister, don't you think this is too ominous? Even if Younger Brother Lin's cultivation far surpasses his peers, such an advancement would be too extraordinary…" said the Dragon-named youth with worry etched on his face.

"It does seem a bit off."

The silver-eyed maiden raised her head, her expression darkening to the extreme. "The earth’s energy is too chaotic. The black and purple clouds are not part of the tribulation. If I hadn't seen…"

The Dragon-named youth's voice trailed off as he hesitated. He seemed to have a conclusion but was hesitant to speak it aloud.

"Devil Tribulation Clouds!"

The silver-eyed maiden spoke more directly, voicing her doubts. "Young Sister, do you think so too? That would be very dangerous."

Their hearts raced. Devil tribulation clouds appearing here meant Younger Brother Lin was about to face the heavenly tribulation just as he was about to advance.

Such a situation was rare in all three realms; it happened but rarely. After all, tribulations were random and only appeared when one's lifespan was nearing its end. Cultivators who couldn't pass their tribulations usually prepared for their final moments calmly. Those with confidence would seek a suitable place for the tribulation and ask friends to help ensure safety.

Even diligent cultivators would pause their cultivation in those decades, let alone attempt to break through barriers during such times.

Though the chances of success after breaking through were nearly 100%, failure at this critical moment could be disastrous. It was common knowledge that a cultivator's weakest state occurred during advancement and any disturbance could lead to dire consequences, including falling into madness.

However, despite these facts, with so many cultivators in existence over millennia, some had attempted to break through just as their tribulations were about to fall, only to meet their end. This was not just recorded in ancient texts; common sense dictated that such a situation would be fatal even for the most powerful beings.

This explained why both of them looked grim. Not only did they have a long-standing bond with Lin Xuan but also from the perspective of the sect's interests, his survival was crucial. If anything happened to him, the forces unsatisfied with the sect's growth would surely emerge, leading not just to decline but potential annihilation.

They knew the principle well: "A large tree attracts much wind." What should they do?

Younger Brother Lin had really chosen a bad time to advance; he could have delayed it. They felt like ants on a hot pan, both anxious and frustrated.

However, there was nothing they could do. Both advancement and tribulation were matters for the individual alone.

The sky's anomalies continued as the heavenly tribulation lingered. The two became even more worried. Advancement took time; this was normal. But the delay in the tribulation indicated it was gathering strength, preparing to unleash its full power soon.

Such a powerful tribulation would be unimaginable. Cultivators faced increasing danger with each stage of advancement, and these two unfortunate circumstances met head-on. Did Younger Brother Lin truly have no chance?
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The two of them were uneasy, but could do nothing to help. All they could do was stare at each other blankly, coming up with no good ideas. They were as anxious as ants on a hot pan.

Time passed slowly.

The heavenly tribulation still lingered, not yet descending upon the young man surnamed Dragon and the silver-eyed maiden. Their faces grew increasingly gloomy, mirroring the dark clouds above them.

"Ah!"

A sigh entered their ears.

"Sister Senior, don't worry too much. As they say, good people have good fortune. Lin Junior's abilities are no secret to us; despite the danger, his powers should ensure he stays safe," the young man with the surname Dragon tried to comfort her. Although he was just as uncertain inside, he couldn’t bear to see Sister Senior so troubled.

"Let’s hope so!"

The silver-eyed maiden sighed. She knew that worry wouldn't solve anything, but Lin's fate had a profound impact on their sect. How could she remain calm?

...

Meanwhile, in the Flower Valley Cave, Lin Xuan was equally frustrated. It was highly improper to face a heavenly tribulation during an晋级. As cautious as he was, this was something he couldn’t ignore.

However, as a 分神 cultivator with limited lifespan, his tribulation shouldn't have come so soon. When he realized the situation wasn't right, Lin Xuan was stunned.

Was there a mistake? He had calculated that it should be several millennia before the tribulation came. Could the heavens also make a miscalculation?

This was absurd!

Thoughts raced through his mind like lightning. His frustration was unbearable, almost to the point of tears.

Regardless of whether it was a momentary oversight by heaven, he couldn't ignore the danger at hand. He had to find a way to deal with it.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to vanish without a trace.

Fortunately, he knew his own abilities well. While he felt frustrated and upset, he wasn’t afraid. The weakest point for any cultivator was during晋级, when their essence energy focused in the dantian, making them vulnerable. Even if they encountered danger, they could barely defend themselves. But with his skills, there might be a chance.

The most dangerous part was the moment of breakthrough, where heart demons could exploit any weakness and cause irreparable damage.

Thus, facing a tribulation during this critical time meant certain death for even the bravest cultivator.

Across the three realms, throughout history, no exception had ever been found.

At least, according to his records, that was always the case.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt some unease. But quickly, he pushed aside any cowardice.

What mattered was whether others could survive; he only needed to ensure his own survival.

Moon was still nowhere to be seen, and neither Peacock nor Heart of Jade had returned. How could he… die here without a clear reason?

With so many concerns, Lin Xuan didn’t want to go to the underworld. No matter how dangerous things got, he had to find a way through.

Was there no cultivator who ever made it past this?

He would break this curse himself.

Inspired by this thought, Lin Xuan felt an endless surge of courage. But soon, his mind settled.

To overcome this crisis, courage and confidence were essential, but he couldn’t be careless. Calmness was key; with both bravery and strategy, he could solve the problem.

Clearing his thoughts, Lin Xuan used inner vision to focus on breaking through the barrier. He only monitored the tribulation’s arrival with a part of his consciousness, as excessive worry wouldn't help. Moreover, he held onto a slim hope that it might come later.

While the delay was worrying—since the longer it took, the more powerful the tribulation would be—the opposite could also be true: if he broke through now and the tribulation came afterward, there would be no need to fear!

Although this possibility was unlikely, seizing every moment to break through was wise.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan desperately tried to push through the barrier faster. His essence energy was already purer and denser than most of his peers, but breaking through still wasn’t easy.

Time passed slowly.

Before long, a whole night had passed unnoticed in the cave.

Outside, the silver-eyed maiden and the young man with the surname Dragon were on the verge of panic.

Initially, encountering a heavenly tribulation during晋级 was already a matter of life and death. Their hope lay solely in Lin’s superior strength compared to his peers.

But even the strongest has limits. After an entire night of preparation, the tribulation’s power would be terrifying. Both could hardly imagine its severity.

"Sister Senior!"

The young man with the surname Dragon couldn’t even comfort her anymore; their anxiety was unbearable.

"Stop talking, let's move back!" The silver-eyed maiden’s voice had calmed down.

"Move back?"

"Yes, considering the scale of this tribulation, if we stay here, there’s a high chance we’ll be caught in it. Lin Junior’s fate is uncertain; we can’t risk our lives," the silver-eyed maiden explained.

The young man with the surname Dragon was taken aback but quickly understood his sister's intentions.

They all cared deeply for Lin and couldn't help him. The only thing they could do now was protect themselves. If both of them were caught, along with Senior Elder Lin, the Cloud Concealment Sect would truly be finished.

At their level, they wouldn’t act on impulse.

"Alright!"

The young man with the surname Dragon agreed, moving back with his sister.

Suddenly,

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed in their ears… no, it wasn't a boom; it was lightning. Although the continuous rumble of thunder had been constant throughout the night, this was different.

Could it be…

The young man with the surname Dragon raised his head.

Then, dark clouds churned more violently, and a blue lightning bolt, like a sword, pierced through the sky, targeting the valley where Lin Xuan resided.

The sight was shocking. But this was just the beginning.

Following the thunderclaps, the ground began to shake unpredictably as heavy rain poured down. Lightning, thick as a child’s arm, descended from the stormy clouds, quickly engulfing the entire Flower Valley.
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The silver-eyed maiden and the young man with the surname Long had already retreated several hundred miles away. Upon seeing this scene, they couldn't help but marvel at it. At their current cultivation stages, how could they have not experienced a heavenly tribulation before?

But there was no such thing as a bolt of lightning raining down like raindrops. According to common sense, bolts would fall in waves with increasing power until the last few moments when they became dense. However, this level of density was unusual and usually didn’t occur so abruptly.

Otherwise, cultivators wouldn't have to endure heavenly tribulations; it would be much more convenient for them to take their own lives when their time came.

A scene like Lin Xuan's initial encounter with such a fierce heavenly tribulation was unheard of. Even in ancient texts, such cases were rare as hen’s teeth.

Both hearts raced as they watched the situation unfold. How could one possibly survive such a ferocious heavenly tribulation? Lin Xuan was still advancing and only able to muster three or four-tenths of his power. Even at full strength, survival was uncertain. Was this really an insurmountable obstacle for Yun Yin Sect?

Despite their worries, they didn’t give up completely. Lin Xuan’s importance to the sect made them cling to a glimmer of hope.

Lin Xuan had already prepared himself. He summoned the True Spirit Tortoise Divine Treasure, which was more than sufficient to handle the situation. As his divine consciousness issued commands, the black mist surrounding the treasure surged and transformed into sword-like bolts that pierced through the sky.

Boom!

The thunderous sound echoed as the sword energy failed to fully block the lightning but managed to weaken it slightly. This was enough.

Indeed, after the sword light’s assault, although the number of lightning bolts remained unchanged, their luminosity had dimmed significantly. The power had been reduced!

Moreover, they fell more slowly due to the protective barrier formed by the True Spirit Tortoise Divine Treasure. Another layer of thick black mist rose up and transformed into a protective membrane.

Boom!

The heavenly tribulation struck, but the protective barrier trembled but didn’t break. Lin Xuan’s abode was still well-protected. The second wave of lightning failed in its attempt to cause any damage.

The silver-eyed maiden and the young man with the surname Long were elated. Lin Xuan truly was remarkable; he might just survive this crisis.

However, their joy was short-lived as they noticed something amiss. This time, not only did blue bolts descend, but other clouds of tribulation also began to unleash their power simultaneously.

The sky turned a kaleidoscope of colors—blue, purple, and various hues of lightning fell in increasing numbers. The latter two were much more powerful than the former.

Was this some kind of mistake? Although each wave was stronger than the last, they shouldn’t have increased so drastically… Lin Xuan watched from his abode with astonishment. This power far exceeded what the True Spirit Tortoise Divine Treasure could handle.

A light beam shot out from his waist as he activated another divine treasure—the Spirit Art Cauldron.

The light condensed into its original form—a small, ancient-looking cauldron with mysterious patterns on its surface. Clearly not a mundane object!

A heavenly treasure of the highest grade!

Operating this treasure required minimal effort since the ancient powerful spells it could cast had already been prepared beforehand. With this treasure, he could instantly unleash those immensely powerful spells.

Recalling his encounter with Tiaomu, the meteor showers almost turned the tide. This time, he wouldn’t be disappointed either.

Despite his focus on advancing, Lin Xuan couldn't recite the incantations aloud. However, since he had already thoroughly integrated this treasure into himself, a portion of his divine consciousness was sufficient to control it.

The heavenly bolts rained down as several intricate symbols emerged from the Spirit Art Cauldron and transformed into points of light that drifted away with the wind. Suddenly, an azure barrier appeared above them.

"Is that...?"

The silver-eyed maiden exclaimed in shock, her eyes wide with astonishment. Her composed expression was gone.

"Senior Sister, what's wrong?"

The young man with the surname Long was equally surprised. He had already felt a chill of dread just watching from the side. Lin Xuan’s survival prospects were uncertain to him as well.

Senior Sister should be worried about Lin Xuan’s fate; her reaction seemed excessive.

"This is... Azure Water Curtain."

The silver-eyed maiden stammered.

"What? Is it the Azure Water Curtain?"

The young man was equally startled.

Although he wasn’t a water cultivator, this ancient defensive spell was legendary. It required a divine consciousness to cast and could withstand a full attack from a tribulation cultivator.

The difference between a divine consciousness and a tribulation cultivator was like night and day. Even a mid-stage tribulation cultivator could easily destroy a late-stage divine consciousness cultivator with little effort. The power of this secret technique was unimaginable.

Moreover, it could be cast by a divine consciousness cultivator, suggesting that it had the potential to challenge higher levels.

However, such thoughts were only possible for those who knew nothing about this secret technique. There was no such thing as free lunch in the world.

While a divine consciousness cultivator could cast it and withstand a full attack from a mid-stage tribulation cultivator, casting it required several hours of meditation and chanting.

What use would that be? It would be too late by then. By the time he could cast it, he would have been killed countless times already!

Of course, there might still be some utility if someone was protecting him during a sect battle.

But even in such circumstances, its usefulness was limited due to the long casting time. However, Lin Xuan’s actions had completely overturned their expectations.

Was this really the Azure Water Curtain being cast instantly?

Could it just be an illusion?

Both were skeptical but quickly dispelled their doubts as the terrifying heavenly tribulation was truly blocked.
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Lin Xuan once again turned danger into safety, but the crisis was far from over.

This terrifying heavenly tribulation descended at this moment, not because of a miscalculation by heaven or mere coincidence.

There was a will in the heavens, and the laws of the cosmos, although invisible and intangible, bound all things under their constraints.

Only great cultivators at late-stage tribulation transcendence could break free from these laws to possess terrifying power.

Lin Xuan was impressive, but compared to late-stage tribulation transcenders, he remained nothing more than an ant.

However, in comparison with his peers, he was too powerful, a strength that stirred envy.

No, it wasn't just humans who envied him; the heavenly tribulation had descended prematurely because Lin Xuan's power had already provoked divine jealousy.

It sounded absurd, but this conformed to the laws of the cosmos.

Astral division cultivators shouldn’t possess such formidable power, which had already transcended the laws of the cosmos. Therefore, the heavenly tribulation was sent down, a completely different matter from the natural exhaustion of one's life force and the necessary tribulations that came with it.

If compared, it resembled the heavenly tribulation caused by beastly creatures transforming into their true forms, though the power and intensity were incomparable.

The power of the Azure Heaven Spirit Treasure was no small feat. Theazure water curtain (Azure Water Curtain) as an ancient high-power secret technique truly lived up to its reputation.

Even this terrifying lightning could be completely blocked by it.

But matters didn't end there; a greater test soon followed.

Boom!

Thunderbolts crackled in the sky above, like popping beans, densely covering the area.

In tandem with these were streaks of lightning that descended like silver snakes, vying to strike down.

The Azure Water Curtain's reputation was not in vain; its defensive power was indeed formidable. However, even the strongest has limits.

After supporting for a short while, a puff of air entered his ears as this supreme defense finally gave way, breaking apart like a water bubble.

With no more obstruction, the lightning descended onto that tiny valley.

The two observers' faces paled. Although the Hundred Flowers Valley was picturesque, its small area couldn't withstand so many lightning strikes raining down like raindrops.

It would be flattened!

Before this thought could fully form, the feared scene unfolded.

Around Lin Xuan's cave, he had also set up numerous prohibitions that could only be seen by him. The defensive power of these barriers was naturally not weak, but they were fragile against such a heavenly tribulation and were swept away effortlessly without much use.

Boom!

The mountain crumbled into powder.

No, it wasn't just that; several nearby peaks completely collapsed.

Countless lightning fires had already engulfed the Hundred Flowers Valley. Though the smoke obscured his view, there was no doubt that it would be flattened to the ground.

"Junior Brother..."

The silver-eyed maiden let out a sorrowful cry, her voice filled with sobs. Lin Junior Brother's prowess once brought her joy, but now she was plunged into despair.

The power of this heavenly tribulation had reached such an extent that it wasn't something mere mortals could resist. While Lin Junior Brother was impressive, human strength has its limits; would the final outcome still be inescapable?

She mourned Lin Xuan's fall and worried about the sect's future.

Without a tree to rely on, where would Cloud Concealment Sect go from here?

The silver-eyed maiden's mind was in turmoil as tears slid down her alabaster face.

"Senior Sister, don't worry. Junior Brother Lin is still alive."

At this moment, the words of the dragon-named youth sounded like a strong heart stimulant to his ears.

"What? Junior Brother Lin is still alive?"

The silver-eyed maiden's joy was evident as she widened her eyes and used her powerful divine sense to probe into the smoke.

Sure enough, the tiny valley had been reduced to ashes. Not only was it flattened but also a huge pit appeared in view, with a diameter of over a thousand feet. Countless cracks spread out like spider webs, extending in all directions.

And there sat Lin Xuan at the bottom of that massive pit.

With his abilities, he wasn't easily going to fall.

The lightning strikes earlier were formidable, but they weren't enough to take his life; they had been deflected by his great power.

However, the crisis was far from over. The thunderous sounds continued, and more lightning fell.

The previous wave of lightning had already been dense, but this new one doubled in quantity.

Lin Xuan, though bold, felt a chill at the thought.

Had he offended someone?

Lightning should not have descended now, yet it did, and by the looks of it, it was determined to annihilate him!

With so many strikes, even with his great powers, Lin Xuan couldn't continue focusing on breaking through without risking being overwhelmed. The tribulation seemed far from over.

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed. He had to choose between fish and bear's paw; in this instant, he decided to postpone the breakthrough and first pass this heavenly tribulation.

While it sounded reasonable, most cultivators would never dare do so.

Jokingly, the process of advancement couldn't be paused at will. If it could, there wouldn’t be a saying about not disturbing anadvance (promotion).

Pausing advancement might seem harmless for a couple of hours, but soon after, one would face comprehensive backlash from their essence energy, with all meridians and bones damaged, the dantian destroyed, and even the yuanling... in short, irreparable damage leading to certain death.

However, Lin Xuan was different. He carried countless spirit pills and even the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill, a treasure that could reverse the cosmos.

Lin Xuan estimated that while pausing advancement would bring backlash from his essence energy, with these spirit pills backing him up, he might still survive.

Though this outcome was undesirable, he chose the lesser of two evils. After all, the heavenly tribulation was more dangerous.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and suddenly opened his eyes, looking at the tribulation clouds above with a look of hatred. He then moved, standing up abruptly as his sleeves flapped. A stream of sword lights emerged from his sleeves, expanding in the wind and appearing above him.

His actions were striking. Most faced heavenly tribulations defensively, but Lin Xuan's methods defied common sense; he seemed ready to clash with the tribulation itself.
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It sounded outrageous, but it wasn't impossible to accomplish.

The劫clouds could be dispersed, though the difficulty was far beyond mere defense. Few cultivators dared to face them with such boldness.

Surviving a heavenly tribulation was already considered good luck; facing it head-on was like an old man hanging himself—needlessly seeking death. The cultivation world rarely produced such fools.

Lin Xuan did this not out of a sudden burst of temper, but because he had been holding in his anger for too long and needed to vent.

How could he be anything but frustrated? He had prepared thoroughly for the晋级to the 分神后期 stage, with nearly a tenfold chance of success. But at that critical moment, an unexpected heavenly tribulation descended.

This outcome was enough to make Lin Xuan feel depressed, but there was no choice; he had to face it head-on. His strength was clear to him—despite the tribulation, he should still have a good chance.

But the heavenly tribulation lingered, only striking when his breakthrough was nearly complete yet still pending. Wasn't this deliberately tormenting him?

Who did he offend? Even the heavens weren't playing with him like that.

Despite his anger, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be careless in such a situation. He gritted his teeth and prepared for battle.

The tribulation lightning fell like a storm. As they say, one doesn't need to have eaten pork to know what it looks like; the tribulation of a 分神期 cultivator was nothing like this!

Lin Xuan pushed through his bottleneck while expending all his energy, even using the玄天灵宝. After several waves, he couldn’t hold on any longer.

Considering the pros and cons, he had no choice but to pause his晋级. This filled him with rage.

This heavenly tribulation was too strange; Lin Xuan didn't know which great cultivator he offended. Regardless of who it was, this time, they thoroughly infuriated him.

He wanted to die under a heavenly tribulation? Fine, let's see how powerful the 九宫须臾剑 is.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, casting intricate spells that spread outwards. Suddenly, the sword lights transformed into dragons. Some were covered in scarlet scales, others in azure ones. More surprisingly, as they moved, a sizzling sound emerged from their claws and fangs, revealing electric arcs.

The first two were ice dragons and fire dragons, while the last was a lightning dragon. Ice, fire, and lightning—perfectly matching the 九宫须臾剑's attributes.

These three dragons roared and writhed, not inferior to the heavenly tribulation in any way. Lin Xuan had truly unleashed his hidden techniques.

He mastered 百龙之牙 early on, but its current power far exceeded what it used to be. After all, it wasn't a simple five-element spell; it relied on his own本命法宝to unleash, and its effectiveness was constrained by two factors: his strength and the material of the weapon itself.

Lin Xuan's strength had surged dramatically through luck and effort. The 九宫须臾剑 incorporated countless rare treasures, even exotic materials like域外天金and 幻阴魔花, which made it incredibly powerful.

With both factors working in tandem, there was no need to elaborate on how formidable the 百龙之牙 was.

Lin Xuan's hands continued to move through the air, pouring more energy into his treasure. With no worries about晋级, he had an abundance of power.

Roar!

The dragon's roar echoed as the three different dragons charged towards the heavens.

How could heavenly tribulation compare? They showed no fear.

In a flash, the process was completed. Two observers watched in shock, unable to react immediately. Brother Lin wasn't supposed to be breaking through his bottleneck; had he succeeded?

Their faces lit up with joy, but their mental probes revealed disappointment.

Empty joy.

Brother Lin hadn't晋级.

He must have paused at his bottleneck and focused on the heavenly tribulation instead. With Brother Lin's strength, perhaps this challenge could be overcome, but what would happen next? The backlash of that power would be catastrophic; even a cultivator with supreme abilities couldn’t survive it unscathed.

Their attention was soon drawn to the scene above.

This wave of tribulation lightning wasn't just numerous; each contained immense energy. If they were in Brother Lin's position, they'd surely have perished. Even working together wouldn't be enough. But what followed left them amazed.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed as the powerful tribulation lightning and dragons clashed, disintegrating into nothingness.

Indeed, there was no resistance; it was like a one-sided battle.

The two were dumbfounded by this outcome. The only explanation was that the 百龙之牙's power far surpassed the heavenly tribulation.

"Sister, this..."

The dragon-named youth was stunned, turning his head in shock. He knew Lin Xuan was strong but not to this extent. This tribulation, which he had been preparing for an entire night, seemed as fragile as paper. Could it be that if Brother Lin hadn't been晋级, facing such a tribulation would have been effortless?

This realization made them sigh. Was heaven indeed jealous of talent? Or did cultivators like Brother Lin face more challenges and hardships due to their superior strength?

Before they could ponder further, the scene above changed again. The dragons had broken through the tribulation but didn't stop there; they continued upwards, viciously plunging into the tribulation clouds.

For a cultivator, the tribulation clouds were terrifying, but these dragons, made of condensed灵力真元, lacked intelligence and fear. They charged straight ahead, claws tearing at the clouds.
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In an instant, the sky was aglow with flashes of lightning. The劫云 (Thunderclouds) were no easy foe; their sudden appearance seemed to have angered a hornet's nest, enveloping the entire expanse in terrifying thunderbolts.

But the evil dragons showed no signs of retreating, continuing to clash within the Thunderclouds, tearing and biting with their claws and teeth. The battle was intense.

From afar, the Dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed maiden watched in amazement. The energy contained in those lightning bolts was enough to send shivers down one's spine; just a fraction of it could annihilate them. Yet, Lin Xuan was holding his own, showing no signs of strain as he fought back.

How could there be such a vast difference between two Spirit Concentration Stage cultivators? The saying goes that "Comparing oneself to others can drive one mad," and this was indeed true.

The two continued their admiration while the battle in the heavens raged on. It seemed that the Hundred Dragon Fangs versus the Thunderbolts would determine the outcome here.

Time passed slowly, stretching out over what felt like an eternity in just half a cup of tea's time.

With a final roar, the last evil dragon was finally dispersed.

Was it the Thunderclouds that emerged victorious?

No, the answer wasn't so simple. The sky above turned a kaleidoscope of colors, but the thick and majestic Thunderclouds were nowhere to be seen, having been torn apart. Lin Xuan's Hundred Dragon Fangs had indeed been scattered, but the Thunderclouds fared no better; it was as if both sides had met their end.

The heavenly tribulation was over!

Lin Xuan still floated proudly in mid-air, and the Dragon-named youth and silver-eyed maiden were visibly elated. They had experienced tribulations many times themselves, seen others go through them, but witnessing Lin Xuan's display of such power was a first. He seemed to treat it as nothing.

But Lin Xuan wasn't being arrogant; he truly had the right to do so. Just look at his performance—only one move from start to finish. The tribulation had been brewing for an entire night, yet it was resolved with just that single strike. This was sheer power! In all three realms, throughout history and across time, few could match such a figure.

But he hoped the backlash of power would be manageable as well. The Yun Yin Sect's rapid development meant that if Lin Xuan were to meet any misfortune, the sect’s fate would be dire indeed.

The silver-eyed maiden thought this as she pondered. But before her thoughts fully formed, a howling wind sounded in her ears.

"Hmm, is this wind too strong?"

At first, she didn't pay much attention, but soon realized something was amiss. She lifted her head and saw the sky swirling with clouds and winds. This wasn't just any wind; it was the rapid movement of primordial energy being drawn into a massive vortex.

This vortex wasn't new to the silver-eyed maiden; it had been there during the Thunderclouds, but had remained dormant until now.

But as formidable as the Thunderclouds were, this vortex seemed even more so. It had expanded to over a thousand feet in diameter and blocked out the entire sky. The fragments of the Thunderclouds and nearby primordial energy were being sucked into it.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. This was indeed a test; clearly, the vortex above his head was far more difficult to deal with than the Thunderclouds.

Damn, thought Lin Xuan, I thought the tribulation was over, but there’s still another wave? This is the real challenge?

Without hesitation, he decided to act first. Regardless of what this vortex was, eliminating it would be wise.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Needle Sword appeared, and a series of sword lights emerged before him, shimmering brightly.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the vortex with a finger.

Instantly, all the sword lights struck like a storm, piercing through the rapidly expanding vortex. Despite the sudden increase in size, they met no resistance and soon disappeared into the vortex.

Despite the smoothness of it, Lin Xuan's brow furrowed as he sensed something amiss. Even the two observers from afar remained tense.

Indeed, so many sword lights had entered without causing any disturbance, like a stone thrown into deep water. Lin Xuan's face grew dark; this was indeed a test, and a formidable one at that.

At once, Lin Xuan's hands moved swiftly, casting spells from his sleeves. All the sword lights shimmered as they transformed into seven in an instant, becoming hundreds of identical sword lights. They swirled around him, forming a silver wave that covered his surroundings like a tidal surge.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan shouted. The previously expansive movements now converged towards each other, and the sword lights, like the swords themselves, gathered together to form a dazzling giant sword in his vision.

The blade was over a hundred feet long, its surface shimmering with silver light that flickered on and off, revealing countless intricate runes around it, forming various arrays. Each change in the light produced a different array.

Grand Sword Technique!

To be honest, this wasn't a high-level spell; even a low-ranking cultivator could perform such a technique. But few had mastered it to Lin Xuan's level of perfection. It was like that time when Fairy Hundred Flowers and True Toad Jin Yue fought, with the woman repeatedly using the same technique to turn swords into threads. Yet, how many could match her in this transformation?
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A master's first move reveals his true skill. Lin Xuan had no intention of wasting time here; he immediately unleashed a secret technique from the depths of his repertoire. No matter how formidable the heavenly tribulation, brute force would do.

Whoosh…

At the same time, the chaotic primordial qi in the sky became even more tumultuous. The terrifying vortex was expanding, and the entire heavens turned pitch black as if being swallowed by the vortex.

The vortex was layered, becoming deeper the closer one got to its center. Faint lightning flickers could be seen around it.

Sizzle…

It sounded like a silk cloth tearing apart.

At first, it wasn't very noticeable. But soon, the lightning bolts intertwined with each other.

Thunderclaps echoed continuously, like popping beans.

Apart from the thunder, no other sounds could be heard in the world.

After several more moments, a bolt of thunder ten times larger than before struck his ears.

The sheer volume was indescribable; even Lin Xuan felt somewhat shaken. He suddenly raised his head to see that the lightning, which had been just playing tricks earlier, now formed a continuous sheet of light.

The lightning was purple and golden, containing immense power.

All the lightning bolts intertwined before exploding with a loud "bang." A massive claw appeared in front of him, stretching over a hundred feet long and ferocious.

Its body was purple and gold, actually woven from heavenly thunder.

Seeing that claw, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. He imagined himself as prey being eyed by a tiger; the feeling wasn't much better than being wrapped up by a snake.

It was just a claw, but he somehow felt like an ant facing a high-level existence.

Lin Xuan's face was grim, yet he didn't fear it. Even though this claw's mere presence could scare down a Spirit Dividing cultivator, Lin Xuan wasn't someone to be reasoned with!

The power of the claw frightened him immensely, but it also stirred his pride.

What if? Could such a lightning-claw really kill me?

Well, let’s see what its true might is like!

Lin Xuan snarled and swung his hands like a butterfly. Mystical hand seals appeared before merging into the giant sword in front of him.

"Slash!"

He raised his right hand high above his head and fiercely brought it down.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword hummed loudly, its light brightening tenfold as it transformed into a dazzling silver beam, slicing through the sky like a comet.

Sizzle…

Wherever it passed, the space left faint white traces. Tiny cracks surrounded these traces, indicating the power of this slash.

The claw wasn't going down without a fight; its nails seemed sharper than before. This was made up of condensed heavenly thunder, with lightning constantly dancing on its surface.

Just looking at it was enough to make one's heart race. The two massive entities clashed together.

It was indescribable. Silver light and purple-gold lightning intertwined, fighting each other.

A sound so sharp entered his ears as the space shook violently. Especially where they collided, a few acres of land collapsed instantly due to the force, but the heavens' laws repaired it continuously.

The claw and sword still held their ground, powerful forces colliding, sending gale-force winds in all directions.

When Fairy Hundred Flowers and True Immortal Jinyue fought, the power was even more terrifying. But there were fewer lingering effects, as the use of power was more efficient. Lin Xuan admired this, but he knew that his current strength couldn't achieve such fine control over his power.

It wasn’t a matter of effort; it was a matter of realm. No amount of hard work could change his current situation.

Thinking thus, the expressions on their faces were filled with unease.

"Senior Sister, do you think Brother Lin can successfully pass this heavenly tribulation?"

"I don't know, but…" the True Immortal Jinyue sighed.

"But what?"

The young man named Long was curious and pressed for more information. However, before he could finish his sentence, a sudden change occurred in the sky.

Sizzle…

The collision sounds grew even more intense as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword desperately slashed at the giant claw, trying to split it into two halves.

But the other party wasn't going down so easily. The claw's fingers closed, seemingly aiming to crush the immortal sword into powder.

At this stage of the battle, there was no turning back; it had become a fight to the death.

Lin Xuan frowned and his expression turned serious. Even he felt some strain now. The power of the claw far exceeded expectations.

Thankfully, these two thousand years hadn't been wasted. Although his main元婴 hadn't advanced yet, its condensed energy was incomparable to before. With the help of his second元婴 and the妖丹, he might just hold on.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth.

Sizzle…

The immortal sword was actually captured by the claw, unable to move freely. Lin Xuan's face turned a deep shade of red; this was unexpected. Even with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it seemed hard to resist.

Is there something wrong?

Anger surged in him as he widened his eyes. He truly didn't believe that any heavenly tribulation could be so formidable, even for him.

A determined look flashed across his eyes. Lin Xuan swung his hands and spat out a mouthful of blood, which contained thick primordial true essence.

It swirled with the wind before merging into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Instantly, a strange red light enveloped the sword's surface.

Sizzle…

Electric arcs in dark black also rose from its surface.

"What…?"

The two observers far away were stunned. It was well known that heavenly thunder was the most terrifying lightning.
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So, when cultivators faced a tribulation, they would never use lightning attributes. That was akin to giving the heavenly thunder a boost, and it could be considered inviting one's own destruction.

This experience was documented in any treatise on tribulation passage; it wasn't a secret but common knowledge among all.

With his clever and martial prowess, how could Lin Xuan make such a mistake? Could it really be due to being too busy and careless?

In an instant, the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy's faces turned pale. Although they had never witnessed this powerful tribulation firsthand, they could still roughly discern the situation before them. The claws of the tribulation lightning had already taken the upper hand, and Lin Xuan was struggling to resist; this mistake would only make matters worse.

Would Lin Xuan truly fall in his attempt today?

Before they could fully process this thought, a scene unfolded that left both of them wide-eyed with disbelief.

Their faces were filled with shock as if what they had just witnessed was unbelievable. It wasn't surprising why their expressions were so strange; the situation was indeed too bizarre to comprehend.

Using lightning attributes during tribulation passage was common knowledge among cultivators—it gave heavenly thunder a boost. But now, it seemed that this tribulation had taken on a life of its own.

The vortex began to churn and shrink at an alarming rate. Not shrinking, but rather, it appeared as if the vortex had been absorbed by the giant claw. The terrifying energy within the vortex was immense, along with vast amounts of primordial qi from heaven and earth. This amplified the claw's power significantly, making the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword respond in kind.

With a deafening explosion, they collided.

This was their second collision, and the force was indescribable. The entire sky seemed to crumble at that moment.

Following the thunderous roar, a mysterious multicolored light halo suddenly appeared, dazzlingly bright and blinding. An overwhelming spiritual pressure descended from above, causing Lin Xuan's chest to churn with blood, nearly making him collapse.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he hurriedly waved his sleeves, sending an elixir bottle flying out. Without hesitation, he uncorked it and drank some immortal milk, feeling somewhat better afterward.

The silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy were far less powerful than Lin Xuan, but they stood a hundred miles away. Despite this distance, their hearts raced as they hurriedly summoned their defensive treasures and retreated further. This alleviated their discomfort to some extent.

Above them, the strange light halo continued to churn. The terrifying spiritual pressure was beyond description. The entire process lasted for an entire cup of tea before gradually dissipating into nothingness.

The sky cleared, revealing a bright moon. The vortex, tribulation clouds, and the giant claw all vanished. The primordial qi of heaven and earth settled down. If not for the Flower Valley being reduced to ruins, the surrounding area would have been in shambles as if this tribulation had never occurred.

Lin Xuan still hovered there, his forehead drenched with sweat. His exertion was immense, yet he showed no signs of injury.

What did a tribulation matter? Lin Xuan had triumphed over it by clashing directly.

"Junior Brother Lin."

The silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy were overjoyed as they flew over, their bodies radiating with vitality. A thousand miles was nothing for a Spirit Transformation cultivator; they arrived instantly.

Their faces showed clear joy despite the looming backlash of cultivation energy. Regardless, they had successfully passed this terrifying tribulation. They could only marvel at Lin Xuan's audacity to face such a formidable tribulation head-on.

"Junior Brother Lin, are you alright?"

Before she could finish speaking, her expression changed dramatically as something unexpected occurred.

A loud crack echoed, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, which had already passed the tribulation, now hung in mid-air. However, this sword, over a hundred feet long, suddenly developed cracks on its surface. Initially unnoticeable, they quickly spread across the entire blade, resembling spider webs.

"Snap!"

Another crack sounded like a shattered porcelain vase. The giant sword broke apart and fell from the sky, sparkling brilliantly.

"Junior Brother..."

The silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy were shocked. How could this happen?

In the end, did Lin Xuan's treasure perish along with the tribulation?

What to do now? If it was just a regular treasure, losing it would be regrettable, but passing such a difficult tribulation would still be worth it.

However, they recognized the magnificent flying sword as Lin Xuan's own divine treasure. It wasn't easily destroyed; even the greatest cultivators could not sever their connection to their divine treasures. The owner would suffer if anything happened to them. This destruction was so severe that Lin Xuan's injuries would be critical at best.

If it were any other time, this might have been acceptable, but now, with Lin Xuan about to face a backlash of cultivation energy and his divine treasure damaged, wasn't this just adding insult to injury?

While they worried, they couldn't help but mutter that Lin Xuan's luck was terrible. Even if one had bad luck, it wouldn't be so bad as this.

Was the heavens destined for Lin Xuan's downfall?

A series of blows left them utterly dejected. Such thoughts surfaced in their minds.

"Senior Brother Senior Sister, don't worry; I'm fine."

To their surprise, Lin Xuan's reassurance reached their ears.

"Not fine? How could that be?"

They were astonished as they looked up to see Lin Xuan looking perfectly well, clearly suffering from backlash. But how was this possible?

Although they didn't interact much with him, they had been his senior siblings for thousands of years; he couldn't possibly be unaware of the nature of his divine treasure. It had just shattered into pieces—how could he still be fine?

They stared in disbelief, their expressions akin to seeing a ghost.

"Haha."

Lin Xuan didn't know how to explain it either.

He waved his sleeves, and a beam of light shot out, covering an extremely wide area. All the fragments of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword were included within this range. Then, spiritual light flashed, and as the light dispersed, there was no longer any trace of the fragments; instead, a sword with brilliant edges reappeared before them.

It looked identical to the previous giant sword, then it shattered into pieces, revealing ninety-nine swords floating in front of him.

They spun gracefully, full of vitality, showing no signs of damage.

"What...?"

The silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy were stunned. They couldn't believe their eyes; they had just seen this treasure shatter and fragments fly everywhere. Was it a hallucination?

"Haha, let Senior Brother Senior Sister laugh at me. This is a new secret technique I've learned that allows my divine treasure to be reborn from the flames."

"Rebirth from the flames? Is that like the phoenix rising from its ashes?"

They were greatly alarmed. If a divine treasure could be reborn after destruction, what kind of secret technique was this? They would never believe it unless they saw it with their own eyes.

Although they knew Lin Xuan's prowess, they had never imagined he would reach such a level. Apart from admiration, they now felt reverence. This should have been the realm of a Spirit Transformation cultivator; even tribulation period cultivators might not surpass him.

Lin Xuan's abilities were truly beyond comprehension. If it was him, perhaps he could also pass the backlash test.

As she scanned Lin Xuan with her divine sense, the silver-eyed girl realized something astonishing.

Spirit Transformation late-stage?

Was this a mistake? Hadn't Lin Xuan paused hisadvanceto face the tribulation? How had he entered Spirit Transformation late-stage?

Could it be that she was mistaken?

She released her divine sense again, this time carefully examining every detail. The result remained unchanged—Lin Xuan truly was at Spirit Transformation late-stage.
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"Junior Brother Lin, when did you successfully advance?"

The woman was still in shock. Everything that had happened today was too bizarre to be explained by common sense.

"What? Senior Sister, you said Junior Brother Lin advanced successfully? How is that possible?"

A young man with the surname Long also jumped in, equally startled. He couldn't believe his senior sister would have the leisure to make such a joke at this moment. He quickly released his divine consciousness and confirmed it was indeed late-stage Divination.

"Haha, Senior Brother, Senior Sister, are you questioning my cultivation stage?"

Lin Xuan wasn’t overly happy. When he refined the true spirit blood of the true toad, he unexpectedly advanced. While it felt like a case of the guest taking over the host, his current stage was still late-stage Divination.

But how could this be explained?

Although he trusted these two people, Lin Xuan didn't intend to share the secret of having two infant souls and a demon core. It was too shocking for words.

After all, ordinary cultivators achieving even one infant soul was already considered extraordinary. Adding a demon core on top of that made him almost unique in the Three Realms, past or present.

The fewer people who knew about this, the better.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he pondered how to explain it. Suddenly, he felt something strange about his body.

It wasn't due to backlash from divine energy; quite the opposite. He felt a sense of ease and lightness, like a swallow. The divine energy circulating in his meridians seemed to have doubled.

But how was this possible?

He knew his condition well. This sudden clarity was shocking to Lin Xuan.

However, he reacted quickly. Amidst his surprise, he immediately guessed that...

The thought surfaced, and without hesitation, Lin Xuan used Inner Vision Technique. The result left him speechless.

His main infant soul had already reached late-stage Divination.

"What...?"

Though he had a vague idea, this was the actual outcome, leaving Lin Xuan in shock. It was as if he were a blind man trying to fathom something.

When did I advance?

He remembered clearly; it was due to his inability to break through the bottleneck and his efforts to smoothly pass the heavenly tribulation. He had halted the advancement process.

But now, inexplicably, he had advanced.

For a moment, Lin Xuan thought he must have made a mistake. But after repeatedly using Inner Vision Technique, his main infant soul was indeed late-stage Divination.

This couldn't be wrong!

Could this be what people called 'surviving the great calamity and gaining good fortune'?

Despite not understanding why, it didn’t matter. Worrying about such things would only bring him trouble.

Regardless of how he advanced, it was a blessing.

Moreover, if he had to explain everything clearly, the heavenly tribulation shouldn't have descended at this moment. He had successfully overcome the crisis and his main infant soul had reached late-stage Divination. This was enough for satisfaction.

Lin Xuan's joy was evident on his face.

No wonder he was so happy. Originally, he was still suffering from the heavenly tribulation. Now that it was over, he could save the precious elixirs and pills. He had advanced successfully.

Whether it was a fluke or not didn't matter; as long as he advanced, there would be no issue of divine energy backlash. This was surely a double blessing.

Lin Xuan initially thought about making up some excuses to cover the secret of having two infant souls and one demon core. But this unexpected advancement left him confused, just like Long's young man and the silver-eyed maiden.

Lin Xuan’s astonishment wasn't pretense; it left his companions speechless.

No need for explanations; Junior Brother Lin's expression already explained everything.

Could this be what people called 'good fortune favors those who are good'?

Despite everyone being confused, the final result was a happy one. For both public and personal reasons, they didn’t want anything to happen to Lin Xuan. Now that he had overcome the crisis and advanced successfully, his strength had undoubtedly increased.

With him as their pillar, the Cloud Concealment Sect's position became more secure. They could rest easy now.

Realizing this, they no longer focused on the secret of Lin Xuan’s advancement.

"Junior Brother Lin, how do you feel now? Have you been injured?"

The silver-eyed maiden spoke softly.

Though the greatest danger was over, the heavenly tribulation had still left them shaken. Had Junior Brother Lin truly emerged unscathed?

Long's young man felt similarly. Now that Lin Xuan was an essential part of Cloud Concealment Sect, they couldn’t afford to lose him.

"Haha, thank you Senior Sister and Senior Brother. I am fine; everything is well."

Lin Xuan smiled. Although he had lost some primordial energy, it could be recovered through meditation. Besides, as a wealthy cultivator, he could easily recover with elixirs.

Such minor injuries were insignificant and didn’t need to be mentioned. Otherwise, his senior siblings would overreact, making the situation more complicated.

"Thankfully, you are unharmed."

The silver-eyed maiden was relieved. She then lowered her head and looked at the devastated landscape. Once a beautiful place, it had been reduced to ruins by the heavenly tribulation, including Lin Xuan’s den.

"Now that you have plans, should we return to the main headquarters first? I will send people to clean up here."

"Agreed."

Lin Xuan had no objections. With his advancement and the destruction of his den, staying here was pointless. Returning to Cloud Concealment Sect made sense.

Seeing Lin Xuan agree, Long's young man was also pleased. They quickly took off at different speeds towards the main headquarters of Cloud Concealment Sect.

The distance to the main headquarters was about ten million miles. With their abilities, it wouldn’t have taken long if they had rushed. However, this time, they were not in a hurry.

They flew slowly and chatted merrily.

Of course, the topic revolved around the current development of Cloud Concealment Sect.

"Junior Brother Lin, did you know that our sect is now ranked 12th among major sects and families in the Nael Dragon Realm?" The silver-eyed maiden said happily. "All thanks to your good fortune."

"Haha, Senior Sister, you are too kind. In a thousand years, I haven’t done anything; this is just being a hands-off leader. Cloud Concealment Sect’s success today is due to your and Senior Brother Long's efforts," Lin Xuan waved his hand, adhering to his principle of humility. Besides, he hadn't contributed much except for the alliance with the three major sects.

"But Junior Brother, how can you say that? If not for your great reputation, we wouldn’t have developed so quickly. This might bring trouble instead of good fortune,"
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"Indeed, a big tree attracts much wind. My junior brother Lin, I and my senior sister are well aware of your contributions to the sect. You don't need to be so modest," said the young man with the surname Long with a smile.

At this point, if Lin Xuan continued to refuse, claiming he had done nothing for the sect, it would seem overly pretentious. The saying goes that excess is as bad as deficiency. Thus, he remained silent with a smile.

After listening to them for a moment, Lin Xuan suddenly remembered something: "Right, senior sister, you just mentioned that our sect ranks twelfth among the clans of the Nael Dragon Realm. What's this about?"

Lin Xuan found it somewhat peculiar. The Nael Dragon Realm was vast and had countless sects and clans with varying strengths. Yet there were rankings? This didn't seem too far-fetched.

"Haha, junior brother, you're asking about this ranking. It has a long history. If we trace its origins back to the beginning, it might date back a million years or more. Initially, some idle cultivators would randomly rank themselves for fun. Later on, unknown reasons led powerful factions to take this ranking seriously. Every five hundred years, many disciples would be dispatched to assess the strength of each clan in our realm and provide rankings. Eventually, the Immortal Palace of Wan Xiao took over this responsibility."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was quite surprised. He had heard of the Immortal Palace of Wan Xiao; it was one of the major powers in the Nael Dragon Realm alongside the True Apex Sect. Ordinary cultivators could only look up to them. It was said that their recruitment process was extremely strict, and only those with exceptional spiritual roots or special physiologies were considered.

Despite this, the sect remained thriving and formidable enough not to be provoked. He never expected such a refined interest in creating these rankings. However, given the reputation of the Immortal Palace of Wan Xiao, its credibility was quite convincing.

Our sect ranks twelfth?

It wasn't too low, but as it was his first time hearing about this ranking, he had no prior impressions of the various sects' standings. Thus, he asked: "What were the rankings before?"

"Before?"

The young man with the surname Long and the silver-eyed maiden exchanged glances, both showing signs of embarrassment. However, the former spoke up honestly: "Junior brother, you're asking about how long ago. The rankings change every five hundred years. If it was before you joined our sect, we were ranked... over two hundred. That's probably correct, but I can't remember exactly."

The young man with the surname Long blushed. As a cultivator who never forgot what they saw, and given such an important ranking list, he couldn't possibly forget. He just didn't want to say it. The last ranking was 298th—just two spots away from dropping into the three hundreds. Back then, under their guidance, Yun Yin Sect hadn’t declined but also hadn't flourished much; its rank had fluctuated around the three hundred mark for many years.

But with Lin Xuan's arrival, it changed dramatically. Since he ascended to the Spirit Separation Stage and killed the Elder Tiantie, subduing three major sects, our sect’s ranking on the list skyrocketed as if a teleportation spell had been cast.

From 298th, it soared all the way to twelfth place. As fellow disciples, they were naturally proud of this, but now hearing Lin Xuan ask about it made them feel ashamed.

Lin Xuan's joining caused such a drastic change in the rankings.

Compared to their current standing, how useless and incapable did they seem?

Why was there such a significant difference between them as Spirit Separation Stage cultivators?

Of course, he wasn't envious. Lin Xuan had done great things for both of them, and his strength benefited Yun Yin Sect immensely. They were happy about it.

But while they were happy, could they really be so unbothered by the situation?

So, the young man with the surname Long hedged his answer, saying that the ranking was over two hundred but couldn't remember exactly.

Lin Xuan was surprised. How could he forget?

However, as a cultivator who had lived for thousands of years and was well-versed in worldly matters, he understood their expressions all too well.

Thus, he didn’t say anything more.

While it was true that the ranking was over two hundred, it was quite far down.

In fact, this wasn't surprising. Back then, before his arrival, Yun Yin Sect had been one of the five major sects in Tian Shuang Prefecture.

But even so, its strength wasn't prominent among them. The Nael Dragon Realm had ninety-nine prefectures, and all the clans combined made a ranking system. A rank of two hundred plus for Yun Yin Sect was not unusual.

Still, even with his addition, it took over three thousand years to rise so quickly. Lin Xuan found this somewhat strange. While several millennia seemed like an instant in their eyes, it wasn't that long either.

Despite the rapid development of our sect, compared to those super-sects, its foundation was still vastly lacking.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as another question surfaced: "Right, what about the True Apex Sect? Where does it rank?"

"True Apex Sect?"

The young man with the surname Long was surprised. He knew this famous major sect well enough, but Lin Xuan hadn't interacted with them directly. The sect seemed to be asking about their own standing.

"The True Apex Sect ranks fifth."

Though puzzled, he still answered truthfully.

"What? Only fifth?"

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He had never directly engaged with the True Apex Sect, but back when Elder Tianyuan pursued him, he had benefited from its reputation and met its newly promoted Supreme Elder, Xuan Shu. He admired their strength immensely. With Xuan Shu at that level, it was easy to imagine what the true patriarch of the sect, the Celestial Apex Immortal, must be like.

They said that the Celestial Apex Immortal had advanced through the Tribulation stage and was just one step away from achieving true immortality.

With such an existence, how could a sect with such ancient heritage rank only fifth?

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine.

"Who are the top four then?"

"The first place goes to the Sword Lake Palace."

"Sword Lake Palace?"

A spark of interest flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. The name sounded familiar; it was the same as one of the clans on Seven Star Island, Cloud Sea.

Of course, they were just namesakes—the former being a minor sect in the mortal realm and the latter a superpower in the Spirit Realm. They couldn't be compared at all.

But that Sword Lake Palace ranked first, yet Lin Xuan had never heard of it—was he too narrow-minded?

Lin Xuan thought to himself with self-deprecating humor.

"Who are the second through fourth places?" Lin Xuan asked curiously. At this moment, his curiosity was quite strong. It wasn't surprising that Lin Xuan hadn’t heard of the Sword Lake Palace; one, they had no connection, and two, the Nael Dragon Realm was vast. Even though the Sword Lake Palace was well-known, its distance prevented it from reaching these remote areas.
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At this moment, upon hearing Lin Xuan's question, the young man with the dragon surname chuckled. "Junior brother, your words are incorrect. How could it be that Senior Nai Long is someone we can fathom? The Ten Great Sects have nothing to do with him; he is a free-spirited wanderer who cannot be enticed by any sect."

"Free-spirited wanderer?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. This result surprised him. During his time in the Demon World, though he had met Senior Nai Long briefly, their encounter was fleeting and casual, with only some superficial conversation. He knew nothing about his background or origins. Hearing his senior brother say this, could it be that Senior Nai Long is actually a wandering cultivator?

This guess was quite startling.

Since Lin Xuan embarked on the path of cultivation, he had also joined numerous sects and clans at various points in time. Additionally, he had cultivated as a wandering cultivator for an extended period.

The hardships of being a wandering cultivator were well known to him.

Due to his experience with these trials, when he arrived in Nai Long's domain, Lin Xuan chose Cloud Concealment Sect as his home. Although there was some fortunate coincidence involved initially, his decision to stay and join the sect was also driven by practical reasons—namely, the benefits of being under a powerful sect.

The principle that "beneath a great tree, one can find shade" was vividly demonstrated in the cultivation world.

As he grew stronger, Lin Xuan gradually rose through the ranks within his sect. After entering the Spirit Formation stage, he became the Supreme Elder of the sect and was revered by all members of Cloud Concealment Sect.

Lin Xuan could not help but wonder if Senior Nai Long, a renowned figure, had actually started as a wandering cultivator?

"Could it be that he never joined any sect?"

"I'm not sure, but I believe so," the gentle voice of the silver-eyed maiden entered his ears. "At least, I have never heard of him joining any sect. If he did, there should be some trace or hint left behind. Even if he was just a nominal honorary elder, the sect would still gain significant influence."

"Is this really that unbelievable?"

Lin Xuan opened his mouth wide in astonishment. He knew Senior Nai Long's fame far and wide but never imagined it reaching such heights: "If what my senior sister says is true, could an insignificant minor sect rise to the ranks of the Ten Great Sects simply by having Senior Nai Long join? This sounds a bit exaggerated."

"Junior brother, your words are incorrect. My senior sister has no intention of exaggerating. Senior Nai Long truly possesses such prestige and renown," the voice of the young man with the dragon surname entered his ears.

Lin Xuan was speechless. Such casual conversation had nothing to do with their sect's interests, so there was no reason for his seniors to mislead him. From their demeanor, it seemed they were not just making idle chatter but genuinely believed what they said. Thus, this must be the truth.

However, hearing them made Lin Xuan feel like he was dreaming. It was too impressive.

According to these two, Senior Nai Long had never joined any cultivation family and had risen through the ranks as a wandering cultivator, becoming one of the top figures in all three realms.

Lin Xuan originally thought his own path of cultivation was already full of twists and turns, an achievement worth celebrating. But now he realized that there were still those who surpassed him—Senior Nai Long being one such example.

This made Lin Xuan somewhat wary.

As the saying goes, "there is always someone better beyond a person," and it turned out to be true. His cultivation experience was one thing, but his abilities might also surpass others.

It couldn't be denied that Lin Xuan's abilities far surpassed those of his peers. Occasionally, he would privately feel a sense of superiority when thinking about them. But now, considering the immense talents like Senior Nai Long and Fairy Hundred Flowers, who were among the best in their generation, it was clear that his achievements were insignificant.

The path of cultivation was long and arduous. Even if one eventually reached the late Transcendence stage, could they guarantee their strength would surpass those at the same level?

Not necessarily!

Those who reached such a realm were entirely different from ordinary cultivators—each one was a peerless genius. Whether it be treasures or abilities, they might not be inferior to him.

Of course, Lin Xuan knew that if he ever truly advanced to that stage, he would certainly not fall behind, but whether he could surpass his peers remained uncertain.

In the presence of such figures as Fairy Hundred Flowers and Senior Nai Long, Lin Xuan no longer had any advantages.

Self-importance was unwise. It only brought harm and no benefits to one's future cultivation path. There were always those who surpassed him, so humility and modesty were always beneficial for a cultivator.

"Junior brother, what are you thinking?"

The voice of the young man with the dragon surname entered his ears. Since hearing about Senior Nai Long, Lin Xuan had been in a daze.

"No."

Lin Xuan shook his head and then laughed at himself. "I was just admiring your grandeur, Senior."

"Indeed, Senior Nai Long is remarkable. Few can even glimpse the back of his neck. However, this does not apply to you," he added with a smile.

"Not me?"

Lin Xuan turned his head in surprise.

"Yes, Junior brother's talent is beyond question. Your opportunities and efforts far exceed those of ordinary cultivators. With your current Spirit Formation late stage, I believe it will take no more than ten thousand years for you to reach the Transcendence stage. You might even become a figure as remarkable as Senior Nai Long one day," said the silver-eyed maiden as she turned her head.

Her words were not just flattery; there was genuine admiration in her eyes. Lin Xuan's efforts had been widely recognized. However, opportunities were elusive and difficult to attain, so it was pointless to envy them.

The expression of the young man with the dragon surname mirrored hers.

Lin Xuan chuckled and said, "Senior sister, you are too generous. My achievements today are purely a matter of chance. I am still in the dark about breaking through the Transcendence bottleneck. How can I possibly have any confidence for later stages? Such vague realms?"

"Haha, Junior brother, you are being overly modest."

They naturally did not take these words seriously and chatted casually. The silver-eyed maiden's gaze held a hint of melancholy. She was also at the late Spirit Formation stage, and like all cultivators, she yearned for the legendary Transcendence realm.

However, while longing for it was one thing, actually advancing to that stage was another matter entirely.
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This wasn't due to her lack of effort, but rather the disparity in talent and opportunity.

Even within the Three Realms, how many Great Adepts were there who had successfully crossed the tribulation? Each one was a prodigy, each one a cultivator blessed with deep good fortune.

Compared to them, she felt somewhat lacking. The silver-eyed girl sighed inwardly, her face showing a sense of desolation.

"Senior Sister, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan turned his head in surprise. "Nothing."

The silver-eyed girl勉强 squeeze out a smile. Although she was feeling sorrowful, for cultivation matters, others could not really help much.

Speaking about it would be useless; why go to the trouble? Besides, Lin Senior Brother had just advanced, and for their sect, this was a great joy. Now wasn't the time to bring up these matters.

Setting aside her current cultivation level, as the chief elder of the sect, she handled countless affairs daily. Compared to Lin Xuan, in terms of dealing with people and worldly matters, he was far inferior.

Thus, she quickly adjusted her mood. However, that sense of desolation lingered deep within her eyes.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. He wasn't a novice cultivator; how could he not notice the hint of regret in his senior sister's heart?

He had some inkling but couldn’t be certain yet. He would need to probe this girl’s thoughts before making any decisions.

If she truly shared his concerns, perhaps he could indeed help her in cultivation matters.

While thinking this, Lin Xuan acted as if nothing was amiss. The three of them chatted merrily and flew towards the depths of the mountain range. After a hundred miles or so, they encountered a patrol team of cultivators.

Of course, these were sect members. Upon seeing the three senior elders together, the cultivators were astonished, their mouths agape. After a while, they realized what was happening and hurriedly bowed in joy before sending out a transmission talisman to inform the inner sect.

Lin Xuan wanted to stop them but saw that his companions didn't intervene. He remained silent, though he couldn’t help but bitterly complain: "Senior Brother and Senior Sister, why such a grand welcome? Lin here is just returning to the sect; it's not like I'm an outsider. These formalities can be skipped."

He knew well that they allowed their disciples to send out transmission talismans precisely to welcome him.

"Junior Brother, you are mistaken," said the dragon-named youth. "You may not be an outsider, but you are a great hero for our sect. The glory of Cloud Concealment Sect is all thanks to your efforts."

Without waiting for Lin Xuan’s response, he continued: "Moreover, Junior Brother has been diligently cultivating for two thousand years without returning to the sect. Now that you've advanced and returned to the main sect, a grand celebration is in order."

"Indeed, we have recently taken on many promising new disciples, all of whom look up to Senior Brother as a legendary elder. It’s rare for him to return; shouldn't he meet with them?"

The silver-eyed girl interjected playfully: "This...!"

Lin Xuan was speechless, these arguments were compelling. He could only shrug and say, "Well, you two do what you must."

Seeing the legendary Lin Senior Elder's resigned expression, the disciples nearby found it amusing but dared not be disrespectful. They struggled to suppress their laughter.

Approaching Cloud Concealment Sect’s main sect, they weren’t far from its entrance. After about a cup of tea, intense light appeared ahead. Lin Xuan looked up and saw countless streaks of light filling the sky.

The sheer number was astonishing; he exclaimed: "Why so many?"

"Indeed..."

The dragon-named youth and silver-eyed girl exchanged glances, equally surprised by the large number of disciples. The visible ones were mostly high-ranking cultivators from their sect.

From far away, these streaks looked like tiny points but collectively covered the sky, akin to a swarm of locusts.

These were just those that could be seen; beyond them, even with divine sense, one could see countless more.

Using his divine sense, Lin Xuan roughly scanned. The further back, the more varied their cultivation levels. He estimated there were over two hundred thousand cultivators.

"Indeed..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. While he had contributed greatly to the sect, this number of disciples welcoming him seemed excessive.

"This is too much."

He didn’t know how to respond. The silver-eyed girl and dragon-named youth shared similar expressions; no one expected such a result.

They had planned for some disciples to greet Lin Xuan but hadn't anticipated so many showing up.

In truth, this was purely coincidental. The person who received the transmission talisman was known as a gossipmonger. He informed several senior elders and spread the news around without hesitation.

Thus, word quickly spread throughout the sect.

As the silver-eyed girl said, Lin Xuan’s reputation in Cloud Concealment Sect had reached unprecedented heights. Even the old-timers were impressed, especially new disciples who saw him as a legendary hero.

Many more cultivators, beyond those originally sent to greet him, spontaneously wanted to see his true form. From ordinary elders to newly initiated novices, everyone wanted to catch a glimpse of Lin Xuan.

Almost all cultivators in the main sect came out; at least ninety-nine out of one hundred did so.

Word-of-mouth spread quickly. Even some who hadn’t been interested joined in, following others' lead.

Thus, this grand scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan didn't know why but felt a bit pleased despite finding it somewhat exaggerated. Still, seeing his disciples’ adoration was heartening.

After all, this was good news!

He had done the right thing by supporting Cloud Concealment Sect, Lin Xuan thought happily.

The leading cultivators were now just over a hundred feet away. Without warning, they stopped and bowed with their light converging.

"Cloud Concealment Sect disciples, congratulations on Senior Brother Lin's advancement; you are unmatched in this world."
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The sound initially sounded chaotic but quickly became more orderly, like a tidal wave, reverberating through the rugged mountains and valleys.

Even the clouds in the sky were dispersed by the tremor.

Lin Xuan sighed slightly. With things as they stood now, he couldn't afford to be低调 anymore.

Taking a deep breath, he slowly rose into the air enveloped in a dazzling silver light.

As his altitude increased, so did the brightness of the silver glow.

A noble and magnificent radiance shone out, making it impossible for anyone to look directly at him. Simultaneously, an ominous spiritual pressure descended from above.

This pressure gradually intensified. However, since he was facing fellow sect members, Lin Xuan modified it slightly—making them feel his power without the oppressive feeling that comes with confronting a higher-ranking existence.

But this wasn't over yet.

With both hands raised, he formed two mudras. Without any prior signs, a golden light burst from behind him.

Blinding and majestic!

However, this was just the beginning.

The dazzling golden light grew brighter until it transformed into a divine figure.

Initially hazy, the golden glow soon began to grow at an alarming rate, surpassing even the brightness of the sun!

After a moment, the radiance dimmed, revealing its true form—the divine figure.

It resembled Lin Xuan in every way but had nine heads and eighteen arms. A terrifying aura emanated from it.

The Small Heavenly Palace Divine Figure!

However, there seemed to be some differences compared to before; patterns adorned the surface of this figure.

No, that wasn't right. These weren’t mere patterns but miniature talismans forming a complex array.

Clearly, this would enhance the power of the Small Heavenly Palace Divine Figure.

This was an upgrade for the Small Heavenly Palace Divine Figure—the Nine Heavens Divine Net Form.

All present were dumbfounded, their heads raised in awe as they watched. At this moment, Lin Xuan’s strength wasn't just a legend among the sect members; it had become an indelible mark deeply etched into their hearts.

Elder Lin... seemed like a deity from ancient times. With him as the Cloud Concealment Sect's support, the sect would undoubtedly be even stronger.

Lin Xuan's move was impeccable. If used well to boost morale, it could greatly enhance the sect’s spirit.

"Master Lin's divine powers are unparalleled in this world."

"He is revered by ten thousand people and his might shakes the universe."

...

The cheers erupted once again, echoing through the air.

Though heartfelt, these praises made Lin Xuan feel rather uncomfortable. Goosebumps covered his skin.

He had succeeded in boosting morale.

Thus, he didn't linger here but flashed away, the dazzling silver light like a meteor, vanishing into the mountains and valleys.

Everything has its pros and cons; being too well-known among disciples was indeed troublesome. Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. If only he could have returned quietly with his fellow apprentices.

This place wasn’t far from the main hall. With full speed, it took him but a moment to return.

As a Cloud Concealment Sect cultivator, Lin Xuan was no stranger to the main hall.

Back then, when he first joined the sect, he had lived here for nearly a thousand years. Now, revisiting this place, the main hall seemed unusually quiet; most disciples were out welcoming him.

Yet, it was just him who returned alone.

In truth, this situation felt rather strange and amusing to Lin Xuan as he pondered on it.

Though the main hall hadn’t moved elsewhere, its size had expanded many times over compared to what he remembered.

Looking around, everything was adorned with exquisite pavilions and terraces. The abundance of spiritual energy made the place resemble a heavenly paradise, not much different from an earthly one.

But what truly surprised Lin Xuan was that the area had expanded while the concentration of spiritual energy had become even more intense than before.

How could this be?

Logically, it should have been the opposite.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. The answer wasn’t mysterious or complicated at all.

Occasionally, one would see a particularly unique tree in these mountains, with lush foliage and abundant spiritual energy.

"Divine Eye Tree."

With such extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan immediately recognized this treasure before him.

This was well-known in the cultivation world.

The Divine Eye Spring, the Divine Eye Jade, and now the Divine Eye Tree.

Together they were known as the Three Treasures of the Divine Eye. Each had the effect of a spiritual vein but with a much narrower range. The concentration of spiritual energy produced by them far surpassed that of ordinary veins.

Moreover, these trees could interact with regular veins to enhance the quality of the spiritual energy significantly.

At this moment, Lin Xuan couldn’t count all the Divine Eye Trees, but he estimated there were at least five hundred.

Although the individual qualities and conditions varied among these five hundred trees, collecting so many was still a remarkable achievement.

Certainly, in previous years, such a feat would have been impossible for the Cloud Concealment Sect.

It seemed that over these millennia, the sect had indeed made significant progress. Ranking twelfth on the list of the Ten Thousand Daoist Palaces wasn’t without reason; it wasn’t just wishful thinking.

With this thought, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time and flew directly into the main hall.

Although the protective array hadn’t been activated, there were still numerous restrictions and magical arrays in place at such a crucial location.

But Lin Xuan didn’t care. This had nothing to do with his strength; as a Grand Elder, he naturally possessed an identification jade talisman.

With this item, no part of the Cloud Concealment Sect was off-limits to him. He could move freely anywhere.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't wandering around aimlessly but went straight to the main hall.

Not long after, the silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named boy returned.

They didn’t blame Lin Xuan for leaving without saying goodbye; his choice at that time was undoubtedly correct.

At this moment, they had issued a decree. The disciples below dared not come here out of curiosity but instead, young and beautiful maids brought trays laden with divine tea and fruits. Their taste was top-notch.

The three sat down separately and resumed their conversation.

"Right, fellow apprentices, you didn’t just happen to visit my cave for no reason; there must be something important. Did you come here for a specific purpose?" Lin Xuan asked the question he had been pondering on his journey but decided to wait until they returned to the main hall.

"Haha, Junior Brother, your intelligence is indeed sharp. This time, both of us came together for an important matter," the dragon-named boy's smiling voice echoed in his ears.
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"Important matter, could it be that our sect has run into some trouble again? I would be more than willing to help."

Lin Xuan, the easy-going leader, was indeed comfortable in his role. But if the Cloud Concealment Sect truly encountered a difficult situation, he naturally wouldn't hesitate to offer assistance.

"Ha ha, junior brother, you've misunderstood. This time we called you here isn't because of any trouble for our sect. On the contrary, there's some good news that needs to be announced to you," the silver-eyed maiden said with a playful smile.

"Good news being announced to me..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback and truly surprised. His curiosity was piqued as well.

"What is it? Senior brothers and sisters, no need for any more teasing."

"Do you remember back then when the Heaven Extinction Sect came looking for trouble at our sect?"

"The Heaven Extinction Sect, I naturally remember," Lin Xuan said hesitantly.

Back then, the Heavens Extinction Sect's elders had spared no effort to find treasures for him. Although they worked tirelessly and without rest, he had listed too many materials that were simply beyond their reach. It seemed impossible to gather them all.

"Alas, it seems we still have a long way to go before we can refine the complete version of the Nine Palace Sharp Sword," Lin Xuan sighed inwardly, frustrated with himself for being overly anxious.

"Alright, junior brother, stop joking around."

Just as he was about to say more, the silver-eyed maiden's voice interrupted. "Joking? What do you mean?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by her words. Could it be...

He had a vague idea but couldn't believe it. It was impossible for the Heaven Extinction Sect to gather all the materials in just a few thousand years.

The silver-eyed maiden seemed to read his thoughts and chuckled, "The Heaven Extinction Sect can't do it alone. What if we add our Cloud Concealment Sect? How does that sound?"

"Cloud Concealment Sect?"

Lin Xuan realized that while the sect was weaker than the Heaven Extinction Sect a few thousand years ago, things had changed. Now, even though they couldn't match the legendary Four Great Sects, their main stronghold alone had tens of thousands of disciples. Add in the branch halls and affiliated forces, how many would there be?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but it was likely to be a massive number.

If both sects worked together for several thousand years, they might just have a chance.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt elated and bowed to the maiden. "Thank you, senior sister."

"Ha ha, junior brother is too polite. You are our sect's Supreme Elder, and your contributions to us are immense. How could we ignore your request? However..." the silver-eyed maiden smiled.

"What though?"

Lin Xuan was growing impatient.

"The materials you need have many extraordinary items that are extremely difficult to obtain. Our sect and the Heaven Extinction Sect have searched for several thousand years but only managed to gather about eighty percent, with some still missing," the silver-eyed maiden said hesitantly.

"Senior sister is too polite." Lin Xuan quickly returned the bow. He had encountered countless opportunities over the years, and he was well aware that gathering all the materials would be extremely difficult. Eighty percent was far beyond his expectations. He had found many of them through various adventures and coincidences.

The Heaven Extinction Sect and Cloud Concealment Sect had gathered eighty percent, plus what he had collected...

A glimmer of hope shone in Lin Xuan's eyes.

"Senior sister, which materials have been gathered, and which are still missing? Could you list a detailed inventory for me to see?"

"Of course. These were meant to be given to you," the silver-eyed maiden said. As she spoke, she waved her sleeve, and two items appeared on the table: a storage bag and an emerald eye scroll.

The storage bag contained collected materials, while the emerald eye scroll held the inventory list for reference.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was elated but didn't bother with the storage bag. Instead, he picked up the emerald eye scroll and lowered his head to immerse his consciousness within it.

Soon, words the size of fists appeared before his eyes.

The records were detailed and presented in a clear table format. He could see what materials had been gathered and which were still missing.

"Indigo-marked wood, phoenix-falling stone, golden flame flower, danxia fruit..."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he read the list. The silver-eyed maiden hadn't exaggerated. They had indeed collected over eighty percent of the materials needed to refine the complete version of the Nine Palace Sharp Sword. As for the remaining items, they weren't the most precious ones but were mostly extinct in this world.

It didn't matter. He already had all the missing materials in his momentary bag from various opportunities and adventures.

In other words, he now had all the necessary materials to refine the Nine Palace Sharp Sword, making it no longer a dream.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. He couldn't help but say that his current excitement was even greater than when his main元婴 successfully advanced to the Shen Stage.

After all, he knew his situation well. Even if he couldn't break through for now, it would just take more time and effort.

Advancement was inevitable.

So this wasn't something to be overly excited about. However, refining the complete version of the Nine Palace Sharp Sword was different; there were too many materials needed. Even with his wealth, he had no guarantee of gathering them all. This task required more than one person.

Lin Xuan originally planned to wait until the Cloud Concealment Sect grew stronger before asking his subordinates for help. He never expected that his senior brothers and sisters would be so thoughtful, having already taken care of it before he could ask.

This was indeed a reason for great joy.

Under the big tree, one can cool off. The ancients were right.

His decision to support the Cloud Concealment Sect was too wise.

Lin Xuan thought happily as he didn't bother checking the storage bag. He knew his senior brothers and sisters wouldn't deceive him since the emerald eye scroll listed everything.

Thus, without looking, he put both items in his momentary bag.

Lin Xuan's mood was excellent. As they say, a gift in return for kindness.

He couldn't ignore showing gratitude to his senior brothers and sisters who had helped him so much.

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He waved his sleeve, and an ancient emerald eye scroll appeared. The surface was slightly damaged, but the content inside was complete. It seemed like a long-lost item.

"Thank you, senior brothers and sisters. This is something I unexpectedly obtained. I planned to give it to you as a gift. Now that we have this, let's use it as a token of appreciation," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"A gift? Why are you so polite, junior brother?"

The boy named Long wasn't impressed but was curious: "What is in here?"

It was indeed strange. Lin Xuan didn't give him elixirs or treasures; instead, he gave an emerald eye scroll. What could be inside?

Even if it were a powerful cultivation technique, they were already at the Shen Stage and had no reason to change their main cultivation method.

Lin Xuan's junior brother knew this well. If it was a gift, it must be of great value. What could it be?

Both the boy named Long and the silver-eyed maiden were curious.

"Ha ha, why not just take a look? It will be clear," Lin Xuan said with a playful smile.

"Let's see, okay."

The silver-eyed maiden picked up the scroll, lowered her head, and immersed her consciousness within it.

Sure enough, it was a cultivation technique. Although she had doubts, she continued reading, growing increasingly surprised and delighted.

Her expression of anticipation was indescribable. The boy named Long, unaware of the situation, became even more curious about what this item could be.
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He and his senior sister grew up together since childhood, naturally knowing her temperament. Although he didn't dare to say that she was completely unaffected by a mountain collapsing in front of her, she was still steady and mature. During the last time they fell into the trap set by the Tri-Clan Alliance, surrounded on all sides, she hadn't shown such an agitated reaction either. Lin Xian only took out an jade pupil, so how could his senior sister lose control to this extent?

The young man with the dragon surname felt curious while also harboring some hope. After all, Lin Xian had clearly stated that this gift was for both of them.

In other words, if it were a significant treasure, he would benefit as well. How could he not be elated?

Meanwhile, the silver-eyed girl's mind was still in the jade pupil. She was completely captivated by it; this small tribulation stage Heart Refinement Path felt like opening up an entirely new world to her.

After being stuck at a bottleneck for so many years, unable to make any progress, she now saw another clear path before her, as if finally realizing a long-held wish. How could she not carefully ponder over it?

She spent the better part of a day just looking at it.

Lin Xuan didn't feel sad about it. For him, an immortal cultivator of his rank, even closing himself in for thousands of years was common. What did waiting for half a day matter?

He simply called over a maidservant and had some small dishes prepared by the kitchen while drinking two cups of spirit wine. They played chess together as he feasted.

With food and drink, along with fresh fruit, Lin Xuan enjoyed himself thoroughly. Poor dragon surname youth couldn't focus on playing chess or eating.

He kept glancing at his senior sister's expression, her anxious look making him even more restless.

What could it be?

His mind elsewhere, he lost the game miserably to Lin Xuan and found no joy in drinking or eating either!

Another day passed.

The dragon surname youth couldn't sit still. It wasn't that his qi cultivation was insufficient; rather, the unbearable feeling of sitting on pins and needles was too much to bear. To call it a torment would be an understatement.

"Junior Brother Lin, what is inside your jade pupil?"

"Haha, Senior Brother need not worry. Wait until Senior Sister finishes reading, then you'll know. Let this junior brother keep his little secret for now," Lin Xuan said leisurely as he offered him some fish and meat stir-fry.

Seeing Lin Xuan change the subject, the dragon surname youth was at a loss. He had no appetite to eat anything right now.

"Senior Brother doesn't like it? Then try this braised pork trotters. The taste is top-notch."

Lin Xuan's laughter echoed in his ears.

The dragon surname youth almost cried. This truly was karma coming full circle, and he got what he deserved for deceiving Junior Brother Lin by saying that the Heavenly Extinction Sect hadn't collected much treasure, hiding the fact that their disciples were also helping him find them to pique his interest. He didn't expect it to come back to bite him so quickly.

"Alas!"

The dragon surname youth was at his wits' end but knew he couldn't lash out since this was just Junior Brother Lin joking around with him. He could only endure the torment of curiosity.

Only now did he realize how agonizing waiting could be. As the ancients said, curiosity killed the cat—there was a lot of truth to that.

He even blamed his senior sister for reading it so slowly. A mere jade pupil took this long?

Despite all these thoughts, he couldn't disturb her either.

Time passed like a flash for the dragon surname youth.

Three days finally went by.

"Phew!"

A sigh entered his ears as the silver-eyed girl exhaled deeply and finally raised her head. Her beautiful face was filled with surprise.

She then knelt down on both knees and paid a grand bow to Lin Xuan.

"Senior Sister, no need for such courtesy."

Lin Xuan was shocked and quickly reached out to support her. Although his strength far exceeded hers, they were always equals in rank, so he couldn't accept such a grand gesture from her.

Beside him, the dragon surname youth was equally stunned. Even if what Junior Brother Lin brought out was outrageous, Senior Sister's grand bow seemed excessive.

Moreover, she looked genuinely grateful and admiring. Back then, when Junior Brother Lin had offered a treasure to save her from poison, she hadn't reacted so strongly either.

What could it be?

The dragon surname youth became even more curious, wanting to snatch the jade pupil right away.

Of course, this thought was fleeting; he was still in the Spirit Cultivation Stage and couldn't lose control like that.

Their conversation continued.

"Senior Sister, what are you doing? Are you trying to kill your junior brother?"

Silver-eyed girl replied sincerely, "Junior Brother Lin, where do you get such an idea? The item you brought out is too precious for me to repay. I can only offer this grand bow."

The dragon surname youth could no longer bear it and was on the verge of losing his mind from curiosity: "Senior Sister and Junior Brother, why don't you two stop playing this guessing game and tell us what it is."

"Really? Dragon Junior Brother doesn't know?" the silver-eyed girl asked curiously.

"I have no idea," the dragon surname youth retorted unhappily. "The jade pupil is just one, always in your hands for three days. I asked Junior Brother Lin, but he was evasive and kept teasing me. I… I have no idea."

He looked aggrieved, a great cultivator of the Spirit Cultivation Stage acting like a petulant wife.

The silver-eyed girl stared blankly before bursting into laughter. This sounded like two children arguing over a toy.

It must be tough for Junior Brother Lin to endure this for three days, as agonizing as going through tribulation.

However, she wasn't deliberately spending so much time on it; the long-standing doubts finally had an answer, and her mind was completely drawn into the cultivation techniques within the jade pupil.

Thus, she kept reading without realizing it.

Was three days a long time?

The silver-eyed girl asked herself. She barely read through the entire text in detail or meditated on its meaning due to lack of time; she only skimmed over it. Yet even this brief glance left her enlightened and deeply impressed by the ancient predecessor who created these techniques.

This wasn't an exaggeration. There were originally eight stages in cultivation, a fact known even to greenhorns just starting out.

But was it meaningful? While there were eight stages, the later ones became increasingly difficult and obscure, especially when trying to advance to tribulation. The difficulty was indescribable compared to earlier stages. Many prodigies fell at this hurdle.
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This young woman with silver eyes had a deep understanding of this.

She was at the late stage of Spirit Concentration, and over these years, although she had been busy handling sect matters, reducing her time in seclusion for intensive cultivation, it wasn't entirely nonexistent. Each session was just shorter than before.

But lost in the east, gained in the west; as Cloud Concealment Sect grew stronger, she, as the Supreme Elder, reaped numerous benefits. The resources and treasures she could now control were far beyond what she had previously dreamed of obtaining.

With these aids, her cultivation speed had surged significantly. While true strength was not mentioned, from the realm, it was clear that she was at the peak of late Spirit Concentration stage. She was just one step away from the legendary Transcendence Realm.

How great was this gap? Simply put, it was a world apart.

She hadn't attempted it out of fear, not because she didn’t want to but because she lacked the courage to try. It sounded very cowardly, but those who were unaware would think so. This woman had lived for tens of thousands of years as an immortal cultivator and was the chief elder of Cloud Concealment Sect with immense power; how could she be a weak-willed person?

The difficulty was just too absurd.

Among all powerful beings in the Three Realms, those who had the chance to advance to the Transcendence Realm were few and far between. The ratio was truly minuscule—out of ten thousand, only one. This proportion was genuine without any exaggeration.

This young woman knew she couldn’t achieve it; it was like a tiny ant trying to climb over a towering mountain. Would it succeed?

For her, the Transcendence Realm bottleneck was just that absurd. Her path had reached its peak.

Though unwilling, she could still be content. Compared to other cultivators, she had been incredibly fortunate—having witnessed Cloud Concealment Sect's growth and seeing the ancestors in the Yellow Springs one day would be a source of pride.

But even if she acknowledged this, did her heart harbor no regrets or resentment?

Of course, it did. Even knowing it was impossible, she still dreamed of advancing to Transcendence Realm at night. The glory, the power, and longevity that came with it were too tempting. Especially the longevity; wasn’t immortality what cultivation was all about? Advanced Transcendence Realm could achieve this goal. Although she didn't dare think so, even初级 Transcendence Realm cultivators could live for a million years.

This was incomparable to Spirit Concentration stage. For her, the next heavenly tribulation would soon descend. While she believed she could pass it, what about the next one and the one after that? Knowing she had been stuck at this level, even with more powerful techniques and better treasures, her strength could only increase so much.

Each time a heavenly tribulation descended, its power increased significantly. At such a rate, how long would she survive before being annihilated by it?

In short, due to being stuck at this stage, she might as well consider herself dead, although the time was long and extremely unpleasant.

But there was no choice; without breaking through the Transcendence Realm bottleneck, she would be trapped in it. Though not entirely hopeless, she had resigned herself to her fate.

However, Lin Xuan's junior brother took action, presenting a treasure that could change his destiny, saying he owed him a life-saving debt and a second chance at life—this was no exaggeration.

True Transcendence Realm was beyond her reach in this lifetime. But minor Transcendence Realm suited her perfectly; obtaining it would be her good fortune. Cultivation itself was a wise choice, opening up new horizons for her.

If she could successfully advance, both strength and longevity had the potential to soar from their current levels. What more could she desire? The silver-eyed woman's face was filled with happiness, and her gratitude towards Lin Xuan reached its peak.

Seeing his heart stirred, Lin Xuan felt satisfied. Having advanced to late Spirit Concentration stage himself, he knew that even then, it took great effort to eliminate a minor Transcendence Realm cultivator. Now, with his increased power, the threat was much less.

That's why he chose this moment to hand over the secret text to his senior brother and sister; not because he didn't trust them but as a precaution. Trusting others without suspicion was wise. "Senior Sister, while the minor Transcendence Realm is indeed miraculous, it’s an alternative path rather than the main one. Once you choose this road, all future cultivation paths will be blocked. You can’t advance any further; forget about becoming immortal or even advancing to true Transcendence Realm. Senior Sister, think carefully before you start cultivating and regret later."

As the saying goes: better to speak of what’s impossible first so that there's no confusion later. Lin Xuan clarified this point to prevent future disputes with her. Although it was unlikely she would blame him, he wanted to preempt any issues to maintain their good relationship.

"Junior Brother Lin, you overthink things; I, as a fool, wouldn’t be so ungrateful. With my abilities, there’s no chance of reaching the Transcendence Realm. Since I had no such possibility anyway, why would I blame you? This minor Transcendence Realm is good enough; it's an alternative path after all. The increase in strength and longevity are real benefits; I’m overjoyed, how could I blame you?" Her laughter echoed as she spoke, her joy evident.

"Indeed, Junior Brother Lin, neither of us could be those confused individuals who can't distinguish between friends and enemies," the young man with the dragon surname laughed loudly. Turning to him, Lin Xuan saw a deep bow filled with genuine admiration.

With their current cultivation levels, intelligence was unnecessary. The young man had quickly skimmed through the text's introduction and understood the situation after hearing both of them speak.
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Lin Xian's junior brother produced such a remarkable treasure. The silver-eyed youth was also greatly shocked.

His strength fell short of the silver-eyed girl, but he was now at the middle-stage of Spirit Refinement. Although there were still many steps to reach the bottleneck of Transcending Tribulation, how could he not have heard about its difficulty?

The insights of past patriarchs, their cultivation experiences, and ancient texts all described this bottleneck. While everyone's situation differed, the difficulty was roughly similar.

His senior sister lacked the courage to even attempt breaking through the bottleneck; it would be a waste of effort with no chance at success.

What about him? Although he had yet to face such difficulties, the silver-eyed girl and the youth had certainly pondered this question privately.

The answer was clear. His talent fell short of his senior sister’s. Knowing their ages were similar, they entered the sect together as juniors, while she was now in the later stages whereas he remained in the middle stage. Who had better talent? This was evident.

With no chance at Transcending Tribulation for his senior sister, it would be even more fruitless for him. Advancing to late-stage Spirit Refinement would already be a success.

Then, waiting for one tribulation after another until eventually perishing under its might.

This was his destiny.

Unwillingness meant nothing; human determination could only go so far.

But now, Lin Xian's junior brother had produced this treasure, pointing the way to future cultivation for both him and his senior sister. How could the silver-eyed youth not be grateful? His excitement matched that of his senior sister.

"Is it because I didn't blame you just now for teasing me? Did you want to pique my curiosity?"

"I'm not saying anything like that, junior brother. If there's such good fortune, I'd gladly have you tease me every day."

"Haha..."

At this point, the three of them laughed together.

The silver-eyed girl and the youth did not question the origin of the cultivation technique; they were too polite to ask. The benefits were real, and it wouldn't affect their practice regardless of where it came from.

"Right, Lin junior brother, you're not planning on cultivating this technique, right?"

The silver-eyed girl paused as the youth looked up. They were genuinely concerned about this question.

Lin Xian's situation was unique; he far outperformed his peers in many ways. With his talent, he should aim for true Transcending Tribulation. The minor stage wasn't worth much to him.

As they say, "greedy for more after getting what you want." Even though the Cloud Concealment Sect ranked 12th among the Golden World's major sects, it was still far from the top ten.

The top ten sects each had true Transcending Tribulation experts. For his own sect to advance further, both he and his senior sister reaching minor Transcending Tribulation wouldn't be enough.

Lin Xian was the backbone of the sect; for Cloud Concealment to become one of the top ten, Lin Xian would have to enter Transcending Tribulation one day.

They had long been optimistic about this. But now that he had produced a minor Transcending Tribulation cultivation technique, they couldn't help but worry. Would he try another path and enter the minor stage?

Fortunately, such concerns were unnecessary. How could Lin Xian lack ambition?

"Haha, I naturally won't cultivate this technique. I have some confidence in entering Transcending Tribulation."

Lin Xian smiled.

If someone unfamiliar heard these words, they would surely think him boasting. But to the silver-eyed girl and youth, he had relieved their worries. After years of being apprentices together, they knew his capabilities well; he wouldn't exaggerate.

They were overjoyed.

If both of them advanced to minor Transcending Tribulation and Lin Xian succeeded, entering the top ten would be a certainty. Even the top five was possible.

Their joy was evident.

"Right, this technique, I've given it to you senior brothers and sisters, but don't spread it around," Lin Xian reminded.

"Haha, junior brother, that's nonsense. Such precious treasures, even if you didn't say anything, we would never share them."

The silver-eyed youth and the youth were unconcerned. The silver-eyed girl nodded in agreement; this was only right. After a moment’s thought, she added: "If Lin junior brother agrees, I have another suggestion."

"Senior sister, please speak your mind."

"This minor Transcending Tribulation technique is invaluable. We won't share it with others, but for the sect's disciples..."

"The sect's disciples are fine; we can use this as a treasure of our sect. If there are junior disciples who reach Spirit Refinement and later stages, and if their character is reliable and loyal to the sect, we could pass it down."

"Haha, I agree with you. On behalf of Cloud Concealment Sect’s disciples, I thank junior brother for your generosity."

The silver-eyed girl and youth bowed to Lin Xian together.

His agreement would greatly benefit the sect; it could ensure its prosperity indefinitely. Minor Transcending Tribulation had true Transcending Tribulation power, far beyond ordinary Spirit Refinement cultivators.

With this matter settled, Lin Xian continued chatting with his senior brothers and sisters about other matters.

"By the way, how should we handle the Heavenly Extinction Sect?"

"The Heavenly Extinction Sect?"

Lin Xian was momentarily stunned before realizing. Over two thousand years, all of their disciples had labored to find treasures for the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Though they made some gains, it wasn't enough; in fact, there were significant gaps.

According to New Moon City’s rules, as the victor, Lin Xian had the right to dispose of them. Even if he wanted to erase the Heavenly Extinction Sect from the Golden World, New Moon City would comply.

This was true, but now, they didn’t need New Moon City's intervention. The strength ratio between Cloud Concealment and the Heavenly Extinction Sect had changed dramatically over millennia.

Cloud Concealment used to rank around 300 on the Waking Wisdom Palace’s list; with Lin Xian’s help, it was now the 12th major sect, its power having increased exponentially. Even their senior elders couldn’t explain how much.

In contrast, the Heavenly Extinction Sect had neglected cultivation and treasure gathering for him over these millennia. Their strength had significantly declined.
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The balance had shifted, and the comparison of their strengths was no longer on the same level. If Lin Xuan wanted to eliminate the Heavenly Extinction Sect, he wouldn't even need New Moon City to act; the Cloud Concealment Sect's own power could remain untouched. He only needed to issue a decree, and naturally, there would be affiliated forces under his sect that would carry out the task.

The Cloud Concealment Sect was now ranked twelfth in the Dragon Realm, a formidable entity with countless affiliated sects and families far beyond just the Lingyun Sect, Tai Xuan Sect, and Drifting Cloud Valley of old.

This wasn't much exaggeration. Some had powerful forces with分神期 cultivators, while others were small clans with only dozens of members. Altogether, there might be hundreds of such sects and families.

The reasons for these sects and families to affiliate with the Cloud Concealment Sect varied. But regardless of whether they willingly joined or had hidden concerns, given the current peak status of the Cloud Concealment Sect, Lin Xuan would surely have them obey his orders.

After hearing his senior brother's question, Lin Xuan thought for a moment before speaking up. "There’s no need to be so thorough. It’s better to let those who can be spared go. After all, the Heavenly Extinction Sect has collected many treasures for me; why must we exterminate them completely?"

"Then you intend to spare them?" The silver-eyed girl's eyes flashed with surprise. Honestly speaking, she felt this handling was inappropriate.

Given that the Heavenly Extinction Sect hated their sect to the core, would sparing them leave a potential threat?

It seemed overly cautious, but considering the current strength disparity between the two major sects, the Heavenly Extinction Sect was like an insignificant ant—how could it shake a tree?

However, the saying "the tides turn" had been around for ages. A thousand years ago, the Heavenly Extinction Sect was far stronger than the Cloud Concealment Sect; how was that now?

The vicissitudes of fortune in the cultivation world were normal. Who knew if the Heavenly Extinction Sect might rise again one day?

If the Cloud Concealment Sect happened to decline then, it would be perilous indeed...

Although this possibility was slim, they couldn’t afford to neglect caution.

Better safe than sorry; danger must be eradicated at its root.

As the senior elder of their sect, he had to ensure the future prosperity of the Cloud Concealment Sect.

If left to the silver-eyed girl's decision, she would have chosen a thorough extermination.

But while the reasoning was sound, Lin Xuan respected his junior brother greatly. Since Lin Xuan showed mercy and wanted to spare the Heavenly Extinction Sect’s cultivators, although reluctantly, she wouldn’t obstruct him but follow his intent.

This was out of respect for Lin Xuan; otherwise, they would have directly asked Lin Xuan about this matter.

"Very well, since Junior Brother is so compassionate, I will inform Star Moon City to spare the Heavenly Extinction Sect," the girl said softly.

"But sparing all their cultivators isn’t necessary."

Lin Xuan’s unexpected voice cut through the air again.

"Junior Brother means...?" The silver-eyed girl was startled before her eyes brightened. "Heaven has a benevolent nature; most of the disciples in the Heavenly Extinction Sect are innocent. However, the old monster hates our sect to the core; how can we spare him? His trusted disciples must also be eliminated. In short, I don’t want any forces related to that old monster within the Heavenly Extinction Sect."

"Very well, I know Junior Brother is a brave and decisive cultivator who won't make the mistake of being overly merciful," said the silver-eyed boy with a smile. "Such an outcome is exactly what we hope for."

After eliminating the old monster and his disciples, the remaining cultivators could be treated kindly to win them over as affiliated forces.

In these two thousand years, due to their single-minded pursuit of treasures, the Heavenly Extinction Sect had weakened significantly, but even a dead camel was bigger than a horse. Back then, they were far more prominent than this sect.

With the old monster eliminated, any grudges between us would be like rootless萍浮萍 (rootless floating萍). Why waste so many cultivators?

At that moment, Lin Xuan's smile resembled that of a shrewd merchant. The silver-eyed girl and the boy were speechless, quietly turning their bodies to wipe away sweat from their foreheads.

They had worried about Lin Xuan being overly merciful, but he was even harsher than them. Poor Heavenly Extinction Sect—by offending Junior Brother Lin, they were left with nothing.

Thinking of this, both felt extremely relieved that Junior Brother Lin was a fellow sect member and not an enemy. Otherwise...

The two didn't dare to continue their thoughts.

In any case, they had secretly vowed never to offend this talented yet terrifying junior brother in this life or the next.

The discussion about the Heavenly Extinction Sect was over. There was no need for Lin Xuan to worry about what came next; even his companions didn’t have to act, as subordinates would handle everything.

In front of the Cloud Concealment Sect, the tiny Heavenly Extinction Sect was like ants. Eliminating just that old monster wouldn't require much effort from three senior elders.

They only needed to issue orders.

Next, Lin Xuan exchanged cultivation insights with them again. It sounded funny—Lin Xuan was far too powerful for them.

But as they say, a stone from another mountain can polish jade; the silver-eyed girl and the boy were still 分神期 cultivators, so their input could provide some inspiration.

Of course, more benefits came from Lin Xuan. His unique experiences and knowledge wouldn’t be much different from those of an early-stage Golden Transformation cultivator.

As they say, hearing a wise man’s words is better than reading for ten years. While Lin Xuan didn’t go all out in his guidance, he was as helpful as possible.

Many cultivation issues gained new insights after listening to Lin Xuan's explanations, like being enlightened by a sudden rain of nectar.

The exchange was far more fruitful than expected, and the two were both delighted and grateful for Junior Brother Lin. Several hours passed quickly, and most of their food had been consumed.

Lin Xuan then stood up to bid farewell. "Junior Brother is leaving; your cave dwelling can’t be returned to now. The heavenly tribulation turned the Hundred Flowers Valley into ruins, but I’ve sent disciples to clean it up. However, it won't be finished for a while."

The silver-eyed girl said this because although the heavenly tribulation was terrifying, it only flattened mountains and rivers; the deep underground spirit veins remained intact. They could still be used after cleaning.
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However, this task was rather tedious and couldn't be completed in a short time. At least, it would take Lin Xuan two to three months.

In other words, Lin Xuan could not return to his cave abode for the time being.

But that didn’t matter. As one of the senior elders of Cloud Conceal Sect, although Lin Xuan rarely returned to the main hall, he certainly had a place to stay here.

His cave abode was arranged in an area where the spiritual energy was most concentrated within the Cloud Conceal Mountains. It had been preserved for thousands of years, ready for emergencies. If Lin Elder were to return and have to reside at the guest house, it would be rather embarrassing.

At that time, it would be a loss to the Cloud Conceal Sect’s face.

Without further ado, the young man with the dragon surname and the silver-eyed maiden personally escorted Lin Xuan to his cave abode.

The environment was not an issue; it was quiet and beautiful. Although the spiritual energy here did not match that of Hundred Flowers Valley, it was meticulously crafted by skilled artisans. Since Lin Xuan had embarked on the path of cultivation, he had stayed in countless cave abodes, but none could compare to this one.

After lying down on the bed made from black jade, Lin Xuan quickly fell asleep and woke up feeling refreshed the next day.

Then, a loud noise reached his ears as the stone door opened, and Lin Xuan stepped out of his cave abode.

It would take at least two or three months for Hundred Flowers Valley to fully recover. During this period, Lin Xuan did not plan on secluding himself in meditation or refining the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. Cultivation should be balanced; it was important to have a proper balance between work and rest.

After successfully ascending through the terrifying heavenly tribulation, Lin Xuan would not continue his cultivation for these two months. Instead, he intended to relax and take things easy.

Of course, that did not mean doing nothing at all.

Lin Xuan planned to review some ancient texts; it was not out of boredom but rather because he could not understand why the heavenly tribulation chose this time to descend. Was it a coincidence or for another reason?

This matter needed clarification before Lin Xuan could truly relax.

During these two months, he would take things easy and deal with this issue as well.

Of course, now that Lin Xuan was in his current position, even if he wanted to look through ancient texts, he did not necessarily have to do it personally. He just had to describe the problems he needed help with, and his subordinates would find solutions for him.

This was one of the benefits of being a senior elder; otherwise, why would Lin Xuan go through so much trouble to support Cloud Conceal Sect? Even if someone helped him investigate the heavenly tribulation, it was still a waste of time.

Every day, he wandered around, played chess, drank wine, and enjoyed scenic views. This kind of leisurely life had been long forgotten by Lin Xuan; he couldn’t even remember how long it had been since he last experienced such freedom.

Sometimes, he thought that cultivators were rather pitiful. They chose a path filled with danger and peril to seek immortality. Was it really worth it?

Sometimes, ordinary people might be happier than them.

Although cultivation extended their lifespan compared to mortals, was it meaningful? Most of the time, cultivators spent their lives in seclusion meditating.

It was difficult to imagine how challenging it would be to close oneself off for a thousand years or more. Even with his resilient nature, two millennia of meditation were still a daunting task for others.

Sometimes, he thought that cultivators led unhappy lives.

But such thoughts only flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind briefly.

Unhappy as they may be, the current hardships would lead to immortality. Once he reached the stage of heavenly tribulation, he could break free from the constraints of lifespan. If he could ascend and fly among the clouds, that would be even better; true immortals could live as long as heaven and earth, controlling the laws of this world.

Then, he could spend eternity with his beloved.

He only wished for eternal love like a pair of swans, but ordinary people couldn’t understand how special it was to be an immortal couple. They would never be separated by yin and yang, and their youth would remain forever.

What about the future?

That was laughable; it was too vague. Lin Xuan did not believe in reincarnation. His destiny was his own to control. His goal was to skip over the Five Elements Cycle, a feat only true immortals could achieve.

Therefore, all this effort was worth it.

Lin Xuan wanted that moment of ascending and flying among the clouds.

But for now, he would not cultivate; instead, he planned to relax.

However, idling away his time by sightseeing and playing chess got boring after a while. Occasionally, Lin Xuan would give advice on cultivation to some disciples or casually bestow precious treasures upon those who caught his eye.

Lin Xuan’s wealth was beyond measure; even what he considered trash could be invaluable to other cultivators, especially low-rank ones.

Moreover, with just one word of guidance from him, it was like hearing a lecture for ten years, helping them avoid many detours in their cultivation journey.

For cultivators, these detours were often measured in centuries.

Thus, the benefits of receiving Lin Xuan’s guidance were clear.

However, Cloud Conceal Sect had too many disciples. Even if Lin Xuan did not hesitate to give advice, those fortunate enough to receive it were few and far between—almost like a rare phoenix feather or unicorn horn.

But that was beside the point; opportunities were unpredictable.

Thus, the most popular scene at Cloud Conceal Sect now was asking each other whether they had seen Senior Ancestor Lin.

As for his disciples, their dream was to be favored by Senior Ancestor Lin and become one of his inner disciples—a step up in cultivation.

Imagine how much progress a disciple could make with just a few casual words from him; even the trifling gifts he bestowed were treasures beyond compare.

For juniors, this was already beneficial. As for disciples, the benefits would be multiplied by hundreds or thousands.

It wasn’t wrong to say that it was like fish leaping over a dragon gate.

Legend had it that Lin Xuan had never taken on any apprentices. Many people’s hopes ran high, dreaming of good fortune falling upon them.

However, wishing for such luck was one thing; could it really happen?

Actually, the rumors outside were incorrect. How could Lin Xuan have never taken an apprentice? And not just one—three in a single year.

They were located on another small interface within the spirit realm, far from Dragon Cage World.

"Feather, Swallow, and Ye Ru, I wonder how they are doing now?"

Lin Xuan sometimes missed these three apprentices. But with Moonleech missing as well, he had no time to worry about his disciples. For now, he focused on enhancing his own strength.

Time passed quickly; the two months of leisure came to an end.

One day, Lin Xuan was playing chess with a young woman.

This woman was tall and beautiful, familiar to Lin Xuan from before—Silver-Eyed Maiden’s younger sister, Lin Yujiao, who had accompanied him on his trip to the demon realm for divine spirit trials.

Now that time had passed, she had made rapid progress, reaching the late Profound Knowledge stage. She was just one step away from breaking through to the Divine Spirit stage.

However, breaking through the Divine Spirit bottleneck was not easy.

Since they had some acquaintance, this woman boldly came to seek his advice.

For an old friend, Lin Xuan would not be stingy with his advice, especially since she was Silver-Eyed Maiden’s sister. He shared many of his insights and experiences with her.

Lin Yujiao gained much from these teachings.

After Lin Xuan finished explaining his cultivation insights, he let this woman accompany him to play chess. They drank wine while playing, and despite being far stronger than her in cultivation, Lin Xuan was no match for her when it came to chess.

Luckily, Lin Yujiao was smart enough to leave some room for herself; otherwise, she would have lost easily.

Even with a handicap, Lin Xuan still couldn’t resist. Just then, a bright streak of light flew by.
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That Jinhong was incredibly swift. Just a moment ago, it had been on the horizon, and now it flashed before Lin Xuan's eyes with dazzling spiritual light. The light faded as a young woman appeared.

At first glance, she was barely ten years old, not an extraordinary beauty, but her appearance was charming and likable.

She bowed gracefully and said, "Public Sun Yu'er pays respects to Senior Uncle."

"Public Sun Yu'er?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered. This girl was also a cultivator at the Profound Concealment Realm Stage I. Even though Yun Yin Sect had become one of the top twelve major powers in Nai Long World, such existence would definitely be considered core members.

However, Lin Xuan had never met her before. Could she have just joined this sect within the past few thousand years?

Without much thought, Lin Xuan said, "Do you come here for a reason?"

"Senior Uncle, your vision is sharp. I was dispatched by the Supreme Elder to oversee the renovation of your former abode. It's now completed; would you like to see it?"

"Your abode refers to... the Hundred Flowers Valley?"

Lin Xuan paused in surprise before his face lit up with joy. The Hundred Flowers Valley had a serene environment and abundant spiritual energy, making him very satisfied. Unfortunately, during his last tribulation, it was completely destroyed, leaving a vast area leveled. However, fortunately, the spirit vein remained intact, so he could rebuild his abode on the same spot.

He recalled that when he returned to the main hall, his seniors had already instructed their disciples to handle this matter.

It seemed that Public Sun Yu'er was responsible for it. Had they finished the renovation?

"Yu Jiao, then I'll bid you farewell. If you have any questions about your cultivation, feel free to come to the Hundred Flowers Valley," Lin Xuan said with a smile as he turned his head.

"You're welcome, Senior Uncle."

Public Sun Yu'er stood up and bowed gracefully towards Lin Xuan. Although she had a special relationship with this senior uncle, drinking tea or playing chess was fine, but she could not neglect the proper respect for age and rank.

"Needn't be so formal."

Lin Xuan smiled as he turned away, his body enveloped in green light that quickly vanished into the distance.

The woman who called herself Public Sun Yu'er did not hesitate either. With a flash of pink spiritual light, she followed closely behind.

---

The Hundred Flowers Valley was about ten million miles away from here. For ordinary people, it would be unimaginable, but for cultivators at this level, it was negligible.

Although they didn't rush, they could take their time, and within half an hour, the destination came into view.

"This is the Hundred Flowers Valley..."

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene, his expression showing a hint of surprise.

"Indeed. Do you still find it satisfactory?" Public Sun Yu'er said gently.

Looking around, one could see verdant mountains winding and undulating, clear lakes captivating the eye. Further ahead was a bamboo forest where the sound of waves could be heard. Amidst the bamboo groves and on the mountain slopes, some pavilions and terraces were faintly visible, designed in a simple yet elegant style.

Crossing over a small hill, one could hear the roar of water. Looking up, there was a waterfall cascading down from the peak like a white ribbon, washing away various oddly shaped rocks before falling into a deep pool.

The pool was so deep that its bottom couldn't be seen, but it extended into a stream that snaked through the forest.

By the stream, one could see many exotic flowers and plants. Occasionally, wild boars and deer would come to drink and play.

In the mountain forest, there was a peaceful and serene atmosphere, with birdsong occasionally heard.

"How do you find it, Senior Uncle?"

Public Sun Yu'er smiled.

"Not bad."

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate to praise her work; his expression showed great satisfaction.

If not for seeing it with his own eyes, one would hardly believe that this area, a vast expanse of ruins just two or three months ago, had transformed into a lush green landscape in just a few months.

To ordinary people, this was simply unbelievable. But to cultivators, nothing was impossible. While pursuing immortality, they also possessed great powers like moving mountains and overturning seas. Transforming a barren wasteland into a verdant landscape wasn't much of an achievement.

Of course, it wasn't easy either.

These peaks were transported from unknown distances by the Profound Concealment Sect's cultivators using their great powers. The effort required was immense, but the lakes and waterfalls were naturally carved out. However, beforehand, skilled craftsmen had been consulted to ensure that Lin Senior Uncle would be satisfied with his new abode.

---

Seeing Lin Xuan nod in approval, Public Sun Yu'er secretly let out a sigh of relief. She had spent countless efforts on every detail, from planting the grass and trees to ensuring everything was just right.

The effort was worth it as long as Lin Senior Uncle didn't have any complaints. When she first received this task, she was both anxious and hopeful.

Public Sun Yu'er wasn't a direct disciple of the Profound Concealment Sect but had joined through an affiliated family. Despite her modest background, her abilities and progress in cultivation were commendable, earning her significant respect within the sect.

She had not only excelled in completing assigned tasks but also made considerable contributions, making her a core member and even a close confidante of Silver-Eyed Girl. That's why she was entrusted with such an important task this time.

Indeed, this task was crucial. While it seemed like merely renovating one abode, Lin Xuan's position in the Profound Concealment Sect was well-known. Any matter related to him was considered significant by the sect. Being given this responsibility meant that she had truly become a trusted confidante of the Supreme Elder.

She spared no effort over these months and finally saw her hard work pay off.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept across, his expression showing great satisfaction. Not only was the environment beautiful but also naturally integrated, with no signs of artificial modification. This was particularly rare.

Moreover, even the spiritual energy seemed denser here.

Lin Xuan's gaze shifted to where his new abode was located. Several high-quality spirit eye trees had been planted around it.

No wonder the spiritual energy was more abundant now.

Next, Lin Xuan was led into his new abode.

It was clear that the outside had required so much effort; this was his place of residence and daily life, so every detail mattered.
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The cave府 of the Cloud Concealing Sect's main base left Lin Xuan quite satisfied. This place, from all aspects, seemed to be even better.

"Good job, everyone. You've worked hard."

Lin Xuan's face was filled with a content smile.

"Senior uncle (senior ancestor) flatters me too much. It is the elders' business, and it is the disciple's duty to serve them. Being able to repair the cave府 for the elder is an honor for the disciple," said one of the cultivators respectfully.

At this moment, Lin Xuan had already arrived outside the cave府. Before him stood dozens of cultivators, both male and female, with varying cultivation levels.

However, at that moment, everyone's faces were filled with joy. The task assigned by their sect was completed, and they would surely receive rich rewards upon returning.

Some more cunning individuals even secretly raised their heads to glance at Lin Xuan.

They heard that Senior Lin was generous in his spending, perhaps now they could benefit from it too.

And indeed, Lin Xuan did not disappoint them.

With a wave of his sleeves, a storage bag flew out.

Approaching Gong Sun Yuer, she naturally took it over with ease.

"Here are some treasures; consider this as the reward for you all," said Lin Xuan in a calm voice.

"Yes, thank Senior uncle."

Gong Sun Yuer was startled just by scanning her gaze across the contents. The number and value of the treasures far exceeded expectations.

Senior Lin's generosity truly lived up to its reputation—there was no doubt about it.

With nothing but joy, they thanked Lin Xuan together.

"None of that."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly before waving his sleeves again in a gesture to bid them farewell. The cultivators naturally knew better than to be rude and quickly took their leave.

Soon, streaks of light disappeared into the horizon, leaving only Lin Xuan alone amidst the vast mountains and valleys. Only the occasional bird calls and beast roars echoed around him.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, sending colorful array flags flying out along with several array disks.

Though the Cloud Concealing Sect's current strength had surpassed what it once was, this place was no more than ten million miles from the main base and within their territory. There should be no reason for someone to dare provoke them.

But better safe than sorry.

After all, whether in cultivation or refining treasures, the most dreaded thing was interference.

Lin Xuan set up the array disks and flags quickly throughout the valley. With his resources, he could easily contain even a late-stage spirit cultivator for several hours.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan returned to the cave府.

These past few months of rest had greatly relaxed both his body and mind. Now was the perfect time for cultivation.

However, Lin Xuan did not plan on cultivating right away because he still had something else to do: integrate and fuse the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword with its other attributes.

With a wave of his sleeves, an jade cylinder flew out.

Lin Xuan sank his spirit into the Moonlight Heaven Witch Technique, searching for clues on how to refine the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was named so because it combined the five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—with the three talents—ice, wind, and lightning—and one more illusory element.

Nine palaces activated, invincible under heaven.

Of course, this claim might be exaggerated, but sweeping through peers was undoubtedly true.

To Lin Xuan, it seemed somewhat redundant. He naturally did not dare provoke those who could cause him to undergo tribulation. But if it came down to peers, he could easily eliminate any attackers with his superior skills and had long been invincible in the same rank.

However, while this was true, if he truly managed to fully integrate all nine attributes, the true Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would be unleashed, and its power was beyond Lin Xuan's imagination.

Perhaps it could withstand an early-stage tribulation cultivator without relying on any other treasures.

In a nutshell, as long as he successfully refined this treasure,

his strength would increase significantly. The complete version of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had always been something Lin Xuan yearned for.

To be honest, when the Nine Heaven Bright Moon Ring's quality was insufficient, Lin Xuan had hesitated over which treasure to choose.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was undoubtedly one of the most mysterious treasures he knew.

However, the rare and precious materials required were too numerous. When Lin Xuan first saw the list, he was left speechless. He doubted whether he would ever have the chance to gather so many rare treasures in his lifetime.

He had hesitated and wavered but ultimately chose the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword as his new命宝 (life treasure).

Such a choice seemed irrational to Lin Xuan himself. But regardless, that was how he decided.

Perhaps it was subconscious, because his ultimate goal was always to become stronger.

Even if he knew there were challenges ahead, he could not back down; he wanted to be the strongest cultivator and thus chose the best命宝 for himself.

So even though Lin Xuan guessed he might not gather all the materials needed for the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, he still made that choice resolutely.

Over these thousands of years, Lin Xuan had endured countless hardships. But finally, his choice proved correct. Whether by chance or sheer luck, he managed to gather all the necessary materials for refining the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

In the training room now, Lin Xuan's composure was almost beyond control with excitement.

The power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword as a user, Lin Xuan knew it well!

With just three attributes already so formidable, how much more powerful would it be if he truly succeeded in fusing all nine?

Lin Xuan could not even assess its potential.

Perhaps, it wouldn't fall short of legendary treasures.

Wasn't that outrageous?

After all, even late-stage tribulation cultivators might not possess such treasures.

Legendary treasures were originally passed down from the True Immortal Realm. Although their names differed, in terms of power, they did not fall behind immortal palaces and rare treasures.

There was even a theory that legendary treasures were essentially immortal palace rare treasures.

Of course, this theory had yet to be confirmed and merely circulated among high-ranking cultivators as speculation.

But the thought of a treasure like the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword matching such power filled Lin Xuan with immense excitement.

Moreover, unlike legendary treasures, since it was his命宝, its power would grow in tandem with his strength. The more powerful he became, the stronger the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would be, and it could grow along with him. From this perspective, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword might even surpass legendary treasures.
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Lin Xuan did not know that the riddle troubling powerful beings at the Tribulation Transcending stage lay in this difference: the distinction between先天灵宝 (Primordial Spirit Treasure) and仙府奇珍 (Heavenly Mansion Oddities).

Both were divine objects, but while the latter were the true essence treasures of immortals, they could grow with their master's strength. In contrast, Primordial Spirit Treasures resembled ancient treasures; their power might surpass that of Heavenly Mansion Oddities, yet they could not grow.

As for the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it was a legendary treasure from Mo Yue Clan’s legends and had potential to evolve into a Heavenly Mansion Oddity.

Wasn't this absurd?

In ancient times, the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden had tried to achieve such a goal. However, she failed.

Though the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden was strong, she still fell short of true immortals. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword’s power aligned with its master's strength; thus, it lagged slightly behind the grade of Heavenly Mansion Oddities.

The requirements for practicing the Mo Yue Clan’s Witch Technique were extremely stringent, and few people mastered it. The crafting of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was even more complex. Although Mo Yue Clan had produced many geniuses during its heyday, only the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden managed to fuse nine types of divine swords.

In other words, Lin Xuan was the second person in history to achieve this feat. Moreover, his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword held an advantage over the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden’s.

This wasn't mere speculation; by chance, Lin Xuan's innate treasure had incorporated域外天金 (Foreign Heavenly Metal) and 幻灵魔花 (Illusory Spirit Flower), rare materials indeed.

While the Illusory Spirit Flower was scarce even for Asura King, Foreign Heavenly Metal was so rare that it could be described as unattainable. Even true immortals might fall prey to deception when seeking this metal from a foreign demon.

In summary, the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden had coveted these treasures but ultimately abandoned them due to their rarity and difficulty. Lin Xuan, as a later arrival, was luckier; he possessed both of the items that the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden envied.

Thus, if Lin Xuan could successfully fuse all nine types, his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would surpass the Celestial Witch Divine Maiden’s in quality. If he advanced to Tribulation Transcending late stage one day, this treasure's quality wouldn’t fall short of Heavenly Mansion Oddities.

Though Lin Xuan was still unclear about the exact mechanics, he knew that a Nine Palaces Momentary Sword with nine types of power was an unprecedented treasure.

Success was mandatory; there were few opportunities to try. If he failed this time, gathering all these materials again would be impossible.

He mustn’t slack off at any moment.

Fortunately, his three months of rest had restored his jingqi (vital energy). Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and a burst of spiritual light appeared as divine swords emerged from his sleeves, swirling around him.

At this moment, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was only an inch long. Lin Xuan dared not enlarge them; otherwise, even though the practice room was spacious, it couldn’t accommodate so many divine treasures.

Then he reached out and tapped his waist, producing a storage bag from the clouded vision of a month ago. This was crafted by Cloud Concealment Sect and Heavenly Extinction Sect disciples after millennia of effort.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand, and the storage bag’s opening turned downward. A white wave surged forth, followed by a cacophony as items appeared on the ground: bottles, jars, wooden boxes, jade cases—various treasures.

This was far from over. Lin Xuan then flicked his sleeves again, retrieving all the treasures he had collected.

The quantity was staggering; nearly a thousand rare treasures. The difficulty of gathering them and fusing so many materials into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was beyond imagination.

...

In cultivation, time held no meaning. Another year passed, flowers blooming and withering, yet Lin Xuan’s cave remained tightly shut for countless years.

Outside his cave, a thick layer of dust had settled, making it appear as if no one had ever visited this ancient tomb.

A hundred years later.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed through the air. Without any warning, the valley where Lin Xuan's cave was located suddenly collapsed into ruins.

Indeed, everything around turned to rubble; nearby mountains crumbled, and a dazzling light shot skyward.

The light transformed into a silver phoenix soaring towards the heavens. Over a hundred feet long, its wings spread wide, shading out the sun. The scene was terrifyingly awe-inspiring.

If any cultivators were present, they would be stunned, thinking that a celestial phoenix had descended here. However, if they saw the cultivator standing atop this phoenix, their reactions would be different.

The phoenix stretched its neck and sang loudly, carrying Lin Xuan across the skies at an incredible speed. Even tribulation-transcending old monsters, skilled in flight techniques, might struggle to catch up.

In a single day, Lin Xuan crossed countless mountains and rivers. Although this appearance was incredibly eye-catching, it didn’t matter; his speed was too fast for ordinary cultivators to see clearly.

On the journey, he encountered several peers. They only glimpsed a flash of light passing by, unable to discern its true form. This highlighted how swift the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword’s transformation into a phoenix truly was.

Actually, this phoenix wasn’t entirely an illusion; it had some connection with the King of Birds.

A hundred years ago, Lin Xuan closed himself in seclusion, aiming to fully fuse the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords. The difficulty and effort were beyond description, but he didn't spend a full century on it.

After crafting the complete version of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, a sword technique suddenly appeared: True Spirit Transformation Sword Technique!

Lin Xuan was both shocked and elated. Although he didn’t know why fusing nine types would result in this sword technique, it clearly wasn’t something trivial.

Thus, Lin Xuan ignored his fatigue and deeply pondered the technique. His contemplation led to great surprise… no, rather, overwhelming joy.

Many puzzles from before were now resolved. Lin Xuan finally understood why his cultivation method included the "Black Jade True Spirit Technique," a secret art for refining true spirit blood.

While fusing true spirit blood seemed to benefit cultivators by enhancing their physical constitution, it was far more than that.

PS: Third update.

Thank you all for your support; I’ve regained some votes, but they are still precarious. The competition is fiercer than I imagined with double monthly vote bonuses.

A month of effort won’t be in vain. I’ll keep going and will have another update tonight.

I’m working hard on the keyboard, hoping that the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword brings new surprises for you all. Please continue to support me with your votes; they mean a lot.

There will be an update tonight.

Please vote for monthly tickets! They are very important. Vote for monthly tickets! Full text version.
第两千八百零八章 真灵化剑诀

But compared to the intrinsic value of True Spirit Blood, this minor benefit was truly insignificant. Lin Xuan had always harbored doubts about this point deep within his heart, but he believed that Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique was vast and profound. Since it specifically contained secret techniques for refining True Spirit Blood, both in logic and reason, there must be a purpose behind it.

Perhaps, his current cultivation level was too low to fully understand its intent at the moment.

Indeed, Lin Xuan's guess turned out to be correct. Every time he obtained True Spirit Blood, he used Mo Yue True Spirit Technique to refine it, which proved to be the right approach.

In fact, what people called Mo Yue True Spirit Technique and refining True Spirit Blood had their own purposes; fundamentally, they were about laying a solid foundation.

Yes, that was exactly what it was about—laying a solid foundation.

Everything was done to pave the way for his newly discovered "True Spirit Sword Art."

This True Spirit Sword Art was one of the most powerful secret techniques recorded in Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique. If he truly mastered it, not only would he be able to disregard immortals, demons, and true monsters, but even if he encountered a true immortal on the road, the other party would have to look at him with disdain.

Yes, this was just like refining Yin-Yang Qi; both were techniques that could slay immortals. Their power was immense.

Though it sounded absurd, after Lin Xuan had excitedly comprehended True Spirit Sword Art, he realized there was no exaggeration in its description.

Because the technique was indeed too formidable.

Apart from the two prerequisites before using it, everything else seemed absurd as well.

First, one needed to have a completed nine-element Nine Palace Momentary Sword, which combined all nine types of true spirits. Apart from Lin Xuan who had just refined his, only the Heavenly Witch Goddess in this world could achieve this condition.

The second prerequisite was simpler but relative; at least one should be an advanced Spirit Formation cultivator and refine True Spirit Blood using Mo Yue Heavenly Witch Technique.

Since Nine Palace Momentary Sword was a life-bound treasure, as a Spirit Formation cultivator, it wouldn't be difficult to reach the state of sword-body unity. Then, with true spirit blood already integrated into his body, he could assimilate the Nine Palace Momentary Sword.

Yes, that was exactly what "assimilation" meant.

The process was extremely painful but also had immense benefits. Not only would the power of a life-bound treasure surpass its original strength, but after assimilation, the immortal sword became part of his body, allowing him to control it with ease—far more precise than having a heart-to-heart connection.

However, there were downsides as well. If his life-bound treasure was destroyed, he would suffer double the damage.

But that didn't matter much; Lin Xuan had already mastered Sword Spirit Sublimation, so even if the Nine Palace Momentary Sword turned into fragments, he could instantly reconstruct it with a single thought.

Thus, this downside became non-existent for him.

---

Next, using True Spirit Blood, the Nine Palace Momentary Sword could manifest true spirits not just in form but also in their abilities. If Lin Xuan ever reached the late Tribulation Transcendence stage, the true spirit manifested by the Nine Palace Momentary Sword would be formidable enough to challenge a real true spirit.

For instance, if Lin Xuan were at the late Tribulation Transcendence stage now, his phoenix wouldn't fall short of being the true king of birds.

This wasn't the most impressive part.

The unbelievable fact was that the Nine Palace Momentary Sword was a nine-element treasure. Therefore, it could manifest nine true spirits simultaneously in one instance.

Imagine facing nine true spirits at once; even an Immortal descending would have to retreat three steps!

Moreover, the number of spirit blood Lin Xuan fused using Mo Yue True Spirit Technique wasn't limited to nine. Thus, he could select different true spirits based on his opponents' strength and situation, making it highly flexible and increasing his chances of victory.

Such a mysterious technique made Lin Xuan extremely happy, but after comprehending and practicing it, he realized that he was too early in his joy.

True Spirit Sword Art had boundless power, but its complexity and depth far exceeded expectations.

Lin Xuan had spent countless efforts to merely fuse one type of true blood so far. His Nine Palace Momentary Sword could now transform into a phoenix, though the power couldn't match that of a real Heaven Phoenix due to his current Spirit Formation stage, it was still formidable.

Other types of true blood remained unmerged because Lin Xuan guessed they were due to his low cultivation level. This True Spirit Sword Art was originally prepared for Tribulation Transcendence cultivators; otherwise, even just comprehending and practicing this technique might have driven him mad.

Since the Nine Palace Momentary Sword was used for the first time to manifest a Heaven Phoenix spirit body, Lin Xuan's control wasn't yet refined. As a result, he accidentally destroyed his cave abode in the process.

But it didn't matter; after several days of flying, Lin Xuan gained deeper insights into True Spirit Sword Art and could now control the immortal sword's transformation into a phoenix with ease.

Three days had passed since he left. Lin Xuan was circling back to his cave abode when suddenly, his expression changed as intense spiritual energy fluctuations came from afar, accompanied by distant thunderous sounds. However, due to the distance, they weren't very clear.

But one thing was certain; there were cultivators fighting ahead, and their cultivation levels seemed high, at least at the Cave Formation stage or even higher.

Lin Xuan felt curious but didn't delve into it. After such a long seclusion, he felt like his body had rusted. Since someone was having a battle, why not go take a look?

With his current strength, Lin Xuan wasn't worried about getting into trouble; even if he encountered an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, he could still give it a fight. Even if he couldn't win, escaping wouldn't be a problem.

After all, in Nailed Dragon World, there weren't many Tribulation Transcendence existences, so it wasn't easy to run into one.

---

Lin Xuan was completely unconcerned.

A thousand miles away, with his current speed of travel, it was just an instant.

Almost before he blinked, Lin Xuan arrived at the scene.

Before him, spiritual energy rose skyward, and various colored lights flickered—indeed, the battle was intense to the extreme.

The combatants were a man and a woman, two cultivators.

The man appeared to be in his thirties, tall and thin. Apart from his hawk-like nose that made him seem sinister, he wasn't bad-looking otherwise.

But one shouldn't judge a book by its cover; this person was actually an advanced Spirit Formation cultivator.

As for the woman beside him, Lin Xuan couldn't help but pause when he saw her face. He never imagined such coincidences in his dreams—actually encountering a fellow sect member whom he recognized.
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Over a hundred years ago, it was she who led her disciples to repair the damaged Hundred Flowers Valley and complete the new cave dwelling.

Gong Sun Yuyer, how could she be here?

According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, although this woman had also joined the sect late in life as a cultivator, she was now one of the core disciples of their own sect. She was even considered a confidante of Senior Sister.

Although Lin Xuan did not know why she ended up here or how she got involved with a cultivator at the Spirit Transformation stage, he had no reason to ignore her once he encountered her.

At this moment, Gong Sun Yuyer's situation was extremely dire. While her abilities were commendable among peers, as an early-stage Cave Profound Disciple, she was worlds apart from a Spirit Transformation expert in terms of strength.

If they were to engage in combat, she would likely be captured within the first exchange. However, the middle-aged man did not wish to kill her outright and instead showed mercy, allowing her to hold on for now.

"You brat, do you still have no sense? If it weren't for my interest in your appearance, which suits me well, you would already be dead by now. Be a good girl and submit; after following this old ancestor, I'll ensure you live a life of luxury. You're better off not being alone out here. Understand the value of submission—my concubine is not for everyone. I've chosen you through eight lifetimes of good fortune," the middle-aged man's boastful voice echoed.

However, Gong Sun Yuyer remained unmoved.

"Forcing a fruit to ripen doesn't make it sweet; why force me further? I may be no match for you in combat, but my Cloud Concealment Sect is not easily provoked."

"What? You are a disciple of the Cloud Concealment Sect?"

The middle-aged man paused, his攻势缓了下来，眉头紧锁。

In the past, he would have paid little mind to such a minor sect as the Cloud Concealment. However, times had changed; the Cloud Concealment was no longer what it once was. Ranked twelfth on the Wan Xiao Immortal Palace's list, it was not something for a mere wandering cultivator like him to provoke.

He hesitated but only momentarily.

Quickly, his mind shifted. If he had known this girl was from the Cloud Concealment Sect, he might have thought twice about her beauty alone.

But now that he had provoked her, even if he let her go, there could still be repercussions. Once an arrow is shot, it cannot be recalled. He decided to take her by force.

How big a deal was the Cloud Concealment Sect? Could they truly know everything?

There were no witnesses here; who would suspect him of anything?

His mind made up, he felt at ease.

"Heh, you brat, what boldness! You dare use the name of the Cloud Concealment Sect to threaten me. Who am I that I could be so easily intimidated? Even if Lin Xuan, Senior Elder Lin, were here, I would still be able to eliminate him effortlessly. Soul extraction and essence refinement—making him wish for death but unable to achieve it," the middle-aged man's gloomy expression revealed his arrogance.

"Oh, you want to extract my soul and refine my essence? Don't you fear saying such big words? Let me see how you make me wish for death."

As he spoke, a faint voice entered his ears. A silver light flashed before him, and an object appeared before him at an incredible speed.

"Senior Uncle Lin?"

Unlike ordinary people, all cultivators had the ability to remember things instantly. Over a hundred years ago, Lin Xuan's impression on this woman was profound; how could she not recognize him?

However, recognition did not change her current predicament. She was in shock, doubting if her ears were playing tricks on her.

But soon, the scene before her dispelled all doubts.

The spiritual light condensed into a massive phoenix, towering over a hundred feet tall. Its wings spread wide, as if they could block out the sun and sky. At first glance, it seemed like a celestial phoenix had descended to earth.

The presence was terrifying.

More astonishingly, on the back of this phoenix stood another cultivator, his appearance unremarkable but bearing an aura of grandeur.

Lin Xuan!

It really is Senior Uncle Lin.

Gong Sun Yuyer's joy knew no bounds. While the coincidence was surprising, it brought more relief than shock. She knew she had been saved from danger.

Now, it was that boastful old man who should be in trouble. Although they were both at the Spirit Transformation stage, Senior Uncle Lin's strength far surpassed ordinary cultivators.

"You… You are Lin Xuan?"

The middle-aged man's face turned even more gloomy. His luck had run out; he couldn't believe his bad fortune to encounter such a situation.

He glanced at the phoenix under Lin Xuan's feet, trying to maintain composure but failing to hide his fear in his eyes.

As they say, "A person’s name is like a shadow."

Regardless of how much fame Lin Xuan had now, in Dragon Realm, only those elusive old monsters from the Tribulation stage could match him. Even if there was some exaggeration, he was still far beyond what this man could compare to.

Just considering the spiritual creatures underfoot—those giant centipedes that Lin Xuan stepped on—it was hard for him to fathom their strength. Though not as formidable as a celestial phoenix, they were too powerful for him to contend with.

He regretted his actions deeply and wished he had never provoked this girl. His earlier boastful words had only led to his downfall.

Despite his pride, he refused to admit defeat verbally.

"Indeed, I am Lin Xuan. You want to extract my soul and refine my essence? Let me see what you can do."

"You…"

The middle-aged man was pushed into a corner by the words, feeling both angry and frustrated. After a moment of silence, he sneered: "You are just a Spirit Transformation cultivator; why boast so much? Do you think I'm afraid of you? Cloud某 really isn't scared."

Before his words could fully leave his mouth, he reached into his waistband, summoning a spirit beast bag. The bag opened, and instantly, buzzing sounds filled the air as countless black and red demonic insects swarmed out.

In an instant, they transformed into a massive insect cloud, covering several acres, with countless demons within that were too numerous to count in a short time.

Lin Xuan could see clearly; these were centipedes, each over a dozen inches long, their appearance terrifying.

"Go!"

The man raised his right hand and pointed it forward. In an instant, the insect cloud surged towards Lin Xuan.

Although he was alone now, he had once been part of the Cloud Family from Fengyuan County, a major player ranked eleventh on the Wan Xiao Immortal Palace's list. The Cloud Family's ability to control insects and poisons was unparalleled in the world. While this boy was strong, overconfidence could cost him his life.
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Moreover, legends are just stories after all. He had never seen it with his own eyes, so he found it hard to believe that a cultivator of the Spirit Separation Stage, who had only advanced in power for thousands of years, could be as powerful as what was widely rumored.

Most likely, these rumors were exaggerated and passed on inaccurately.

If he could eliminate this boy, wouldn't he gain instant fame?

With this thought, the middle-aged man's eyes flashed with a strange light. He cast several spells, and the insect cloud split into several streams. The Yan Family of Fengyuan County was renowned for their techniques to repel insects and control poisons; thus, they were undoubtedly intricate.

If another Spirit Separation Stage cultivator had faced this situation, he might have been flustered. However, against Lin Xuan now, it would be akin to a clown trying to play the master—essentially asking for death.

"Idiot!"

A cold snort entered his ears. Lin Xuan did not make any extra movements; instead, he stomped his foot. Then, the giant phoenix's wings spread out, and with a swift flash, a gust of wind hit him. The wind then ignited into flames, aiding the fire as it swept through everything, turning the entire sky ablaze.

Boom!

The red light flashed, and the insect cloud that had been roaring suddenly vanished, completely consumed by the divine phoenix's flames.

It seemed outrageous, but there was nothing extraordinary about it. According to legend, the Heavenly Phoenix was a bird of fire, and although this manifestation was created using the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, having merged with its true blood, its power remained unchanged.

This principle was clear in Lin Xuan’s mind, yet the man from the Yan Family was left speechless.

He had initially thought that the rumors were exaggerated. But now, he realized that Lin Xuan was even more formidable than what was widely rumored.

His face turned pale with regret, his intestines turning green.

"Senior friend, spare my life! I only made a momentary mistake..."

Although this man valued his reputation highly, in such a critical situation, saving one's life was indeed more important than anything else.

"Hmph. Asking for mercy now is too late."

Non-aggression, non-provocation—Lin Xuan was not a cruel or bloodthirsty person, but he would never be foolish enough to show leniency to a fool.

One must take responsibility for their actions. Since this man had dared to challenge him, he should prepare himself for his fall.

Suppose they were in each other's shoes; if the current opponent won, would he spare them?

The answer was clearly no.

Thus, as the victor now, Lin Xuan would not make the same mistake of letting a tiger back into its den.

"Can you retract what you just said?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed a cold expression. He raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

As he moved, the phoenix let out a high-pitched cry. A silver light shot from its beak.

"Not good!"

The man from the Yan Family was shocked; the change came too quickly for him to dodge. With no time to spare, he raised his right hand, and a shield appeared before him, rapidly expanding into a bright light barrier.

This water shield was an ancient treasure he had obtained by chance, with formidable power, giving him a good chance of blocking this attack.

His thoughts were sound, but the moment he thought this, he felt pain all over his body. He lost consciousness after that.

The shield was indeed powerful, but the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no ordinary treasure either. Back when it had three attributes, it was already formidable; now, as a complete nine-attribute flying sword with infused phoenix spirit blood, its complexity made even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage dare not take it lightly.

This man from the Yan Family was indeed unlucky to be Lin Xuan's test sword. As silver light dissipated, his body was riddled with injuries, reduced to a sieve. His essence core did not escape either; he died completely, leaving only an empty storage bracelet in his hand. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and it fell into his palm.

"Thank you, Uncle for saving my life."

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw Gong Yu'er bowing gracefully. Her face was filled with respect but also shock. It was true that seeing something firsthand was better than hearing about it; this situation was no exception.

Uncle Lin was clearly so powerful that even a peer-level cultivator would be like clay or paper in front of him, unable to withstand a single exchange.

Gong Yu'er considered herself talented, but there were always those who surpassed her. Compared to Uncle Lin, she felt like a firefly trying to compete with the moonlight.

Despite various thoughts passing through her mind, this woman's expression and response remained elegant.

"Never mind," said Lin Xuan, raising his hand in a gesture of dismissal. He then asked, "Yu'er, why are you here?"

"I didn't expect to be caught by this old monster during my outing. Fortunately, Uncle was here; otherwise, I would have been in trouble. But speaking of it, I also wanted to find you," Gong Yu'er said.

"Find me?"

Lin Xuan was surprised.

He had instructed that if there were no urgent matters, he should be left alone during his seclusion. Gong Yu'er was shrewd and capable; she would know this as a trusted aide of Senior Sister. Why would she want to visit him?

Given her demeanor, it wasn't just idle chatter. Lin Xuan’s discernment could tell the truth from falsehood.

"Oh, what is it?"

Lin Xuan asked with some surprise, but before he could finish, he waved his hand: "Forget it, we'll discuss this later."

This was not a place for conversation; they didn’t need to rush.

"Yes!"

Gong Yu'er had no objections.

"Now let's head back to the main base. Your speed is too slow; I’ll take you there," Lin Xuan said.

Following Lin Xuan’s instruction, Gong Yu'er flashed and joined the phoenix above.

Just observing from afar, this spirit manifestation of a true divine phoenix already left her speechless. Now, up close, it was even more unbelievable.

However, she was also someone who knew when to keep her curiosity to herself. She didn’t ask any questions despite her interest.

Lin Xuan was very satisfied; he liked such cultivators who understood the importance of propriety and the bigger picture. It made conversations with them much easier.

With a hand gesture, Lin Xuan closed his hands, and the giant phoenix's wings spread out. The red light flashed as it vanished without a trace.

This flying speed was no less than that of an early-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivator, so although they were far from Yunyan Sect, they returned quickly.

However, after approaching the Yunyan Mountains, Lin Xuan put away the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. The phoenix’s flight was indeed swift but too flashy; he didn’t want to cause a stir. His popularity in the Yunyan Sect was already high enough without adding to it.

Thus, for the rest of the journey, they used ordinary speed to travel, aiming for discretion. Fortunately, it wasn't far, and they quickly returned to the main base.
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This time, Lin Xuan deliberately concealed his aura to avoid drawing any attention.

Subsequently, he met with the Dragon-named youth and the Silver-eyed maiden. After all, it was rare for him to return to the main hall; both out of respect and courtesy, he should greet his senior brothers and sisters.

However, the Silver-eyed maiden was currently in seclusion, so when the Dragon-named youth saw Lin Xuan, he was overjoyed. After a brief exchange, Lin Xuan did not waste any time and explained his purpose: to have his seniors arrange for the restoration of the destroyed cave dwelling in Flower Valley.

"Destroyed again? What's going on?" The Dragon-named youth was shocked. Only a hundred years had passed; it couldn't be that there was another heavenly tribulation, could it?

He was naturally very concerned about Lin Xuan’s reassurances and ended up explaining for quite some time. In reality, he just found several excuses to cover the matter. It wasn’t because he didn’t trust his seniors, but rather that the True Spirit Condensation Sword Art was too complex and intricate to explain in a short while. He thought it simpler to find an excuse than to waste so much effort.

The Dragon-named youth listened with a confused expression but did not delve deeper into the matter. He had no objections when Lin Xuan proposed restoring his cave dwelling, agreeing readily and immediately instructing someone to do so.

With this goal fulfilled, Lin Xuan chatted briefly with the Dragon-named youth before taking leave.

"Uncle Senior!" Outside the grand hall, Gong Sun Yuer curtsied gracefully. She had been waiting outside for him.

"Let's go; we'll head to my cave dwelling first."

"Yes!"

The two then displayed their abilities, transforming into streaks of different colors, quickly vanishing from sight.

At his main hall in the main hall, although Lin Xuan did not often reside there, as a cultivator with an unforgetting memory, he knew exactly where it was located.

Soon they arrived. The scenery remained unchanged, and Lin Xuan activated theprohibition to enter together with the maiden.

The living room was spacious and bright, so Lin Xuan took his seat on the main chair without hesitation.

Gong Sun Yuer stood respectfully, her expression extremely courteous.

"Sit down; you don't have to be so formal!" Lin Xuan smiled warmly.

"Thank you, Uncle Senior."

She curtsied first before gracefully sitting in a nearby chair.

Her demeanor was respectful but not stiff. This pleased Lin Xuan, as it showed that despite being an outsider who joined the sect later, she had become one of his senior sisters' confidants, which spoke to her exceptional qualities.

"Alright, now you can tell me why you came to visit me."

"Yes, Uncle Senior."

The maiden's lips curved into a smile. "Uncle Senior, do you remember the mission I issued in the sect over a hundred years ago?"

"You issued a mission? In the sect?" Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned and couldn't recall it.

While cultivators had an unforgetting memory, they didn’t necessarily remember every detail of everything that happened.

"Did you forget, Uncle Senior?" Gong Sun Yuer was equally surprised. Clearly, she was taken aback.

"Hmm, I can't quite remember. Can you give me a hint?"

Lin Xuan appeared very casual as he scratched his head and half-joked.

"It's related to the heavenly tribulation."

When Lin Xuan said this, the maiden did indeed provide a hint.

Although they hadn’t interacted much, she discovered that Elder Lin was truly easy-going. His demeanor didn't match his formidable strength, and he had no airs about him at all. One could never guess that such an unassuming cultivator would be a world-renowned figure.

"Was it the heavenly tribulation? Could you mean..."

Lin Xuan suddenly remembered; indeed, over a hundred years ago, he had issued a mission related to the heavenly tribulation.

Recalling his experience, Lin Xuan thought back to when he advanced to the late Spirit Separation stage and was struck by a heavenly tribulation despite it not being supposed to occur at that time. He had managed to survive with great effort.

However, the shadow of doubt lingered in his mind. No matter how he looked at it, there must have been something wrong that caused the tribulation to fall when it shouldn’t have. Until this mystery was resolved, Lin Xuan couldn't feel at ease.

After all, he had managed to survive this time, but next time, he might not be so lucky.

As the saying went, "Better safe than sorry." He needed to find out the reason for the tribulation and then address it accordingly. Otherwise, without knowing why the tribulation fell, he wouldn’t know how to solve the problem.

Since Lin Xuan was no longer a wandering cultivator, his status meant that he didn't need to handle this personally. Instead, he issued a mission, instructing his subordinates to search through ancient texts and find out the reason for the unexpected heavenly tribulation.

Initially, he thought they would quickly find an answer, but time passed like a white horse, and after thousands of years, none of the sect’s disciples could find any clues. They didn't slack off; Elder Lin's mission was too important to neglect. However, all their efforts proved fruitless as no records or texts provided any insight into why the tribulation had come early.

As time passed, one disciple after another gave up, and even Lin Xuan eventually forgot about it.

However, Gong Sun Yuer brought this matter up now, making him wonder if she had been diligently working on it for all these years without a break.

Lin Xuan was moved by her dedication. Regardless of the purpose behind her actions, he wouldn't let her down.

"Thank you for remembering this mission; have you found any reason?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"I discovered some clues but am not sure if they are correct. I request that Uncle Senior make your own judgment."

"Alright, tell me."

"The discovery of these clues was purely by chance. You should know that in terms of strength and fame, Grandmaster Nai Long is at the top of our sect," Lin Xuan said.

"I understand." Lin Xuan was surprised; how did this relate to Grandmaster Nai Long?

"Grandmaster Nai Long may be formidable, but he's a rare figure who appears only briefly. Even in texts, there are few records about him."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. He had indeed never seen any introductions to Grandmaster Nai Long in ancient texts; if they existed, the descriptions were brief and cursory.

"But what does this have to do with my tribulation?" Lin Xuan wondered aloud.

Gong Sun Yuer continued:

"That text only has a few records about Grandmaster Nai Long. However, his experiences are somewhat similar to yours. Before he achieved enlightenment, there was also an unexpected heavenly tribulation."
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"Is it that a heavenly tribulation fell unexpectedly, just like me? It happened when the tribulation shouldn't have fallen but did?" This matter was of great importance, so Lin Xuan naturally had to clarify everything.

"Indeed. Almost every time, it occurred during the most critical moments for Master Demonic Tyrant's advancement or his weakest and most injured state," Public Yu'er said with a serious expression on her face, clearly puzzled by this phenomenon.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered. The description did indeed match what he had encountered, even more so in terms of danger.

However, apart from having met Master Demonic Tyrant briefly, Lin Xuan couldn't think of any other connection between them.

"Have you brought that book with you?"

"Yes, Uncle."

Public Yu'er nodded and waved her hand. A beam of spiritual light shot out, which Lin Xuan caught. Sure enough, it was a jade eye, one from long ago.

He lowered his head slightly and delved into the information within. It flowed through his mind quickly as he read through it.

After a short while, he finished reading. Since this wasn't about understanding a cultivation technique, there was no need to ponder each word; thus, he finished quickly.

Sure enough, Master Demonic Tyrant had also faced similar tribulations in the past, but the book didn't provide any explanation for why such events occurred.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and thought for a moment. He still couldn’t figure out what was happening.

The clues were too scarce.

But it was better than nothing. To solve this mystery, he would have to personally ask Master Demonic Tyrant.

This seemed impossible from an outsider's perspective but not necessarily so for Lin Xuan. During his last trial in the Demon Realm, he had met Master Demonic Tyrant briefly and they got along well. Before parting ways, Master Demonic Tyrant even gave him a jade pendant as a token of trust. Therefore, if Lin Xuan wanted to visit Master Demonic Tyrant's abode, there was an opportunity.

He decided to find the right time to pay this renowned figure in the three realms a visit.

Lin Xuan thought about it like that.

Seeing Lin Xuan deep in thought, Public Yu'er didn't dare disturb him. In truth, she felt some anxiety as well.

She had seen the jade eye before and while the situation described was similar to her uncle's, there wasn't much information. It wouldn’t be of much help.

But since she couldn’t find anything else related to this matter after much effort, she wondered if Lin Uncle would be satisfied or even angry for being confused.

Many high-ranking cultivators were known to have unpredictable tempers. She only dared do so because she saw Lin Xuan as a gentle person. But until he gave his opinion, she felt some fear and anxiety.

Just then, Lin Xuan's voice reached her ears with an expectant tone: "You did well."

Hearing those words, Public Yu'er’s face lit up, and the weight of her worries lifted. She knew that this adventure had paid off in the end.

"Uncle flatters me. This is what a disciple should do. To serve Uncle is my honor," she said, lowering her head without any trace of arrogance.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan’s face showed appreciation for her composure and dedication. "I am meticulous about rewards and punishments. It's been a century since you remembered this task. That's especially commendable. Rest assured, I will give you an appropriate treasure."

"Thank you, Uncle."

She was overjoyed. Last time, he had merely repaired her abode and given her priceless treasures. This time, with his generous nature, she couldn't imagine what kind of wealth he would reward her.

Her excitement was palpable despite her attempt to remain calm. The fire in her eyes could not be concealed.

"Extend your hand."

"Hand?" Hearing Lin Xuan's instruction, Public Yu'er was taken aback but did as told, extending her hands like polished jade.

Her hands were beautiful, with delicate fingers without a flaw, akin to fine jade.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and grasped her wrist. He then delved into her spiritual root to assess its quality.

After a century of not giving up on the task, whether out of loyalty or ulterior motives, Lin Xuan was deeply moved. And she had indeed found something useful for him.

So he decided to reward Public Yu'er generously.

Since this reward was significant, it couldn't be just some random treasures and elixirs.

Lin Xuan planned to give her a great chance at immortality, tailored specifically for her.

To tailor the gift, Lin Xuan needed to check her spiritual root quality first. Based on that, he would give her the most suitable treasure.

This was indeed painstaking work.

However, the result left Lin Xuan in shock.

Regarding Public Yu'er, when Lin Xuan asked her to extend her hand, she was initially surprised and a bit embarrassed. But realizing it was just an assessment of her spiritual root, she relaxed.

Seeing Uncle's expression of surprise, Public Yu'er couldn't help but ask: "Uncle, what is it?"

Indeed, the situation was confusing. Her spiritual root was excellent, but not special; merely a highly refined木质灵根.

While impressive, it wasn’t unique enough to warrant such an unusual reaction from Uncle.

Lin Xuan didn't answer her question directly.

Instead, he lowered his head and grabbed her other hand, delving into its spiritual root.

After a long time, Lin Xuan raised his head again.

"Indeed," he said with relief, a hint of excitement in his eyes.

"What indeed?"

Public Yu'er was even more confused as she listened.

"You are a木质灵体."

"What is a wooden spirit body?" Public Yu'er became increasingly curious. She thought Uncle had made a mistake; she only had an ordinary木质灵根.

"Have you heard of the木质灵体? But you should know about mutated spiritual roots," Lin Xuan said.

"I naturally do," Public Yu'er replied honestly.

"A mutated木质spirit root is called 至木质灵根. If it mutates again, that’s the legendary wooden spirit body," Lin Xuan explained. This was similar to his other three disciples: the 上官 sisters were雷魂 and 冰魄, while Ye Ying had a 风灵体.

A木质灵体 was the same but hidden deeper. Ordinary cultivators wouldn’t notice it and would treat it as an ordinary木质spirit root.

"Yu'er, I've explained everything. Will you be willing to serve me?"
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"What, you... you want to take me as your disciple?"

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er was greatly alarmed. Although she had guessed that Senior Lin's reward would be significant, she never in her wildest dreams thought it would come to this.

To take me as a disciple?

Isn't this the kind of good fortune that every junior disciple dreams of?

Senior Lin's reputation and power were well-known; his strength was comparable to that of an old monster who had survived the Tribulation. If he became her master, she could say without exaggeration that her future cultivation would be smooth sailing.

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er had dreamed of this as well, but despite being a woman, she was far more rational than most.

Dreams were one thing; reality was another.

Her Spirit Root wasn't exceptional, though it was still decent. With Senior Lin's strength almost on par with that of an old monster who had survived the Tribulation, his expectations must be extremely high. How could he possibly take her as a disciple?

So, she never harbored any hopes for such a thing, only thinking about it in private.

However, at this moment, happiness suddenly descended upon her.

Senior Lin said he wanted to take her as a disciple.

Such a grand opportunity had appeared before her like a dream. Lady Gong孙 Yu'er felt as if she were dreaming, with an overwhelming sense of unreality.

"Is there still something you need to consider? Or do you think I'm not worthy to be your master?" Lin Xuan smiled gently.

"No, of course not," Lady Gong孙 Yu'er replied hastily. "How could I dare have such thoughts? Disciple here, prostrating before Master."

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er was greatly alarmed and quickly regained her composure from the shock. She stood up and knelt before Lin Xuan to perform a grand bow.

"Very well," said Lin Xuan with a smile. "You don't need to be so formal."

"Thank you, Master."

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er bowed respectfully. She stood at attention, hands clasped in front of her.

This girl was truly remarkable; she had quickly recovered from the shock.

The Upper and Lower Sister, as well as Ying'er, each had their own strengths, but none could match Lady Gong孙 Yu'er's composure and steadiness.

She would make a valuable assistant to him with proper training.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan felt that he had made an excellent choice in taking her as his disciple.

"Yu'er, what cultivation technique are you practicing?"

Although Lin Xuan's current strength and experience could easily guide Lady Gong孙 Yu'er to enlightenment, their relationship was now different. Having taken her as a disciple, he couldn't be casual about giving advice.

As a master, one should set an example.

Therefore, Lin Xuan needed to know what cultivation technique she practiced so that he could tailor his guidance accordingly.

This principle was clear to both him and Lady Gong孙 Yu'er.

Seeing Lin Xuan inquire about her cultivation technique, she showed no resistance. She respectfully took out the document.

It was a green jade eye with three large characters in blue: *Spring Growth Technique*.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before he understood. The Spring Growth Technique was indeed a well-known Wood-type cultivation method that dated back to ancient times. He had heard of it, but few practiced it due to its slow progression and numerous bottlenecks.

Despite the allure of its power, many Wood-type cultivators found it impractical to practice this technique.

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er actually chose Spring Growth Technique as her main cultivation method? This girl's dedication was truly commendable.

From a certain perspective, she was like him. Lin Xuan felt increasingly satisfied and appreciative of his new disciple.

"Wait here for a moment while I contemplate the technique," said Lin Xuan, raising his head.

"I will do my best to understand it."

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er's face showed gratitude.

"Stupid girl, now that I am your master, why are you so formal? Are we strangers?" Lin Xuan retorted.

"Oh, no."

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er stuck out her tongue. She realized this master had no airs at all.

Lin Xuan chatted with his disciple before lowering his head again to contemplate the Spring Growth Technique.

This technique was an ancient secret passed down from the Upper and Lower Realms, covering seven stages from the灵动 stage to the 分神 stage.

For most cultivators, even those of Lin Xuan's level, comprehending this technique would take months at least.

However, Lin Xuan was different. His knowledge far surpassed that of his peers, having studied both good and evil techniques, including the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique. Moreover, due to a fortunate chance, his Spirit Root had no specific type, allowing him to use any element as needed. Thus, the Spring Growth Technique posed no unfamiliarity or difficulty for him.

While the Spring Growth Technique was known for its difficulty, it paled in comparison to the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique he currently practiced.

Time passed quickly; soon after the sun set, several hours had elapsed since Lin Xuan began contemplating the Spring Growth Technique.

Lady Gong孙 Yu'er, bored and restless, closed her eyes and sat in meditation. As the main cultivation technique for this girl, she knew its complexity well—comprehending it would take more than a short time. Even with his extraordinary abilities, mastering the technique might still require months.

However, that was fine; such a period meant nothing to cultivators. Since Master hadn't given specific instructions, she wouldn't dare leave without permission.

She planned to meditate and rest in preparation for her cultivation journey, which would be over soon enough.

Just as this thought crossed her mind, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his head, opening his eyes slowly. Lady Gong孙 Yu'er was taken aback; had Master already comprehended the Spring Growth Technique?

This thought made her gasp in shock.

Was it possible? She had estimated half a year, but Master took only half a day. Was this too exaggerated?
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Mistress Senior's strength was comparable to that of a cultivation expert who had passed through the Tribulation, but this did not mean she should have such a significant gap in understanding this technique. Could it be due to other reasons that caused her to temporarily pause?

Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er pondered these thoughts silently, not saying much as she obediently waited for Lin Xuan's instructions.

"Yu'er, you can now point out the difficulties you encountered during your cultivation. I will help you resolve them," Lin Xuan said in a calm voice, turning his head to look at her.

Indeed, this Long Spring Technique had its merits, but the so-called complexity was merely relative compared to ordinary techniques. It was far from being on the same level as the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art he practiced.

Lin Xuan did not need to ponder over his words; after a careful review and verification of his knowledge, he easily grasped the essence.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not claim to fully understand every aspect of this technique. Even if it were True Dragon Immortal or Fairy Hundred Flowers in another place, he would not dare make such an assertion. However, explaining cultivation techniques to a junior disciple at the early Profound Foundation stage was within his grasp.

Without the right tools, one should not attempt to do delicate work. Lin Xuan only dared say this because he truly believed and had full confidence in himself.

However, Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er was left speechless. She had already imagined her new master as extraordinary, but she found that Lin Xuan's abilities far exceeded her expectations.

She could only admire him, but there were still doubts in her heart. How difficult the Long Spring Technique truly was, Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er knew all too well from personal experience. Could it be that Master had truly mastered this technique after just a brief glance?

If she asked some cultivation-related questions and he couldn't answer them, wouldn't she look foolish?

She admitted to herself that while she didn’t care much, she was worried about Lin Xuan’s face. She had finally found such an outstanding master; if she caused him embarrassment or displeasure due to this issue, her status in the sect would be affected.

Indeed, this woman was quite astute, thinking through so many possibilities in a moment.

Lin Xuan, being a shrewd cultivator, noticed her hesitation and knew what she was worried about. He chuckled silently but deliberately showed some dissatisfaction on his face.

"Why are you hesitating, Yu'er? Are you saying that there is no difficulty for me to resolve or do you think I am incapable of answering your cultivation questions?"

His words were rather harsh.

Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er was startled and quickly knelt down. "Master, please forgive my disrespect; I would never have such thoughts."

"Then speak," Lin Xuan said, his sleeves fluttering slightly as a gentle yet powerful force supported her without any visible light.

"You need not kneel so often, Yu'er. As your master, I do not have many formalities. You can show respect in your heart; there is no need for such formalities," Lin Xuan said with a frown, though his tone was one of reprimand that warmed her heart and relieved her.

Respect for seniors was important, but she truly feared Master’s sternness. In the cultivation world, once someone became a master, they could even decide life or death over their disciples without any interference from others.

Fortunately, there was no need to worry; despite his great abilities, he had no airs at all!

Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er felt relieved and treasured this moment more. Seeing Lin Xuan’s dissatisfaction, she quickly continued her questioning, though she still harbored some anxiety inside.

Otherwise, repeated delays would anger even the most patient person. She dared not offend Lin Xuan.

"Master, do not be angry; I have a problem. When I was cultivating Long Spring Technique..."

Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er’s gentle voice entered his ears as she asked a simple question to test him.

Of course, it was relatively simple, but this was one of the major difficulties in her cultivation. With her intelligence and wit, she did not dare to fabricate any questions to deceive Lin Xuan.

This woman’s cunning allowed her to handle things well.

"Ah, you are referring to this issue; for a cultivator at the early Profound Foundation stage, it is indeed possible to be delayed by such problems..."

Lin Xuan smiled. He could easily discern whether she was trying to deceive him with his strength and experience.

She had shown some sense in that regard.

Otherwise, Lin Xuan would have punished this new disciple.

Strict teachers produce excellent students; while Lin Xuan did not show any airs, he would not allow his disciples to be insincere. While he pampered them occasionally, there were always limits and rules.

Lin Xuan was a good teacher who would not overly indulge his disciples.

Since Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er had not made any mistakes, Lin Xuan patiently explained the matter further.

Actually, it wasn’t much; with just a few words, he helped her see the light. The key was that every word from Lin Xuan hit the mark.

Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er was both surprised and delighted as she asked another question.

Lin Xuan continued his patient teaching.

Time passed quickly like a horse galloping across a field; before they knew it, the sun had risen again.

That night, Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er gained much from her questions. Initially, she hesitated to ask simple problems, but as time went on, she realized that such hesitation was unnecessary. Master’s explanations were clear and concise, without any delays or pressure.

One cannot judge a book by its cover; the sea is vast beyond measure.

Master's insights and strength far exceeded her expectations.

With this realization, she no longer hesitated to ask more difficult questions. At this point, she really wanted all her doubts resolved. Without needing to consume any elixirs or enter seclusion, simply resolving her daily cultivation difficulties would greatly enhance her cultivation.

Even if it didn’t break through the early Profound Foundation stage bottleneck, she was confident that there wouldn’t be much difference.

The benefits of this were so obvious that even Baroness Gong Sun Yu'er blushed with excitement. She asked question after question, and Lin Xuan did not disappoint; no matter how tricky her questions were, he always found a solution for her.
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A long conversation unfolded.

In just one night, less than six hours of time, for cultivators at their current stage, it could indeed be described as a mere blink of an eye.

However, to Gong Sun Yuer, the significance was indescribable.

During this night, she had gained so much. The difficulties that had plagued her cultivation were all resolved by her master. Places where she previously couldn't understand anything became clear with just a few words from Lin Xuan. It felt like he had never been more helpful.

She could say that since starting on the path of cultivation, she had never felt as smooth and effortless as this. The Long Spring Technique, renowned for its difficulty, seemed to have no more obstacles after his explanation. It was almost like a simple technique but with greater power than before.

This wasn't unusual. With Lin Xuan's help, her understanding of the technique had reached a new level. This was the benefit of having someone guide you on your path to cultivation. A single lesson could be worth years of study.

To have such a master as her teacher was truly a blessing from eight lifetimes ago.

Gong Sun Yuer felt extremely fortunate. Although she had only been Lin Xuan's disciple for one day, after this night together, she deeply respected and admired him.

One day as a teacher, a lifetime as a father—Lin Xuan had earned his new disciple’s genuine loyalty.

Now that the night was over and the sun rose again, its warm rays filtering through the branches onto the ground. A new day began, with early birds already searching for tasty insects in the forest.

Inside their cave dwelling, neither master nor apprentice showed any signs of fatigue. Cultivators could go without food or sleep for long periods, so this was nothing out of the ordinary.

"Yuer, do you have any more questions?" Lin Xuan's amiable voice echoed through the air.

"Ah..."

The young girl tilted her head and furrowed her brows in thought but couldn't recall anything. During that night, she had asked countless questions, and Lin Xuan’s answers were always precise and insightful, so it didn’t take long to resolve each one.

After a night of enlightenment, she truly couldn't think of any more doubts.

"Thank you, Master for your great kindness. I don't have any further questions."

She spoke with lowered eyes, showing deep respect.

"Very well!" Lin Xuan nodded. "Since that is the case, I will give you some medicinal pills and treasures as a gift."

Lin Xuan was generous to his disciples, especially to his beloved apprentice. He wouldn’t be stingy with such gifts. After all, these items were insignificant compared to his wealth.

Whether it was medicinal pills or treasures, he didn't need them at his current stage of cultivation. They would just sit idle. It made more sense to give them as a gift to this new disciple.

This wasn't random handouts to the sect’s disciples; it was for his beloved apprentice. The items Lin Xuan chose were carefully selected.

Sure, they weren’t useful to him, but for other cultivators... Even ordinary Spirit Formation existences would be greatly tempted by those treasures and magical artifacts. As for the medicinal pills, while not as extravagant, they were still precious elixirs that could enhance one's power or help break through barriers.

Looking at these items, Gong Sun Yuer no longer felt shocked because her mind was already overwhelmed with their value. She began to feel that the late-stage Profound Yin realm wasn't so far away... But the shock didn’t end there.

The next item Lin Xuan produced left her in awe.

It was a talisman!

No, it was a treasure talisman!

Treasure talismans were within the reach of Separation and Union cultivators. However, those from Lin Xuan’s hands weren’t ordinary ones.

At first, Gong Sun Yuer thought it was a talisman crafted by her master himself.

Unfortunately, while she was clever, this guess was incorrect.

How could Lin Xuan damage the spirit essence of his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword?

This treasure talisman had been obtained from the Ethereal Immortal Palace in the Ice Sea Realm. It was one of the three treasures that made up the sect’s treasury. It was crafted by a cultivator who had passed through the Tribulation.

Wasn’t it outrageous? Even such high-grade items were being given as gifts to disciples.

Even with his immense wealth, this seemed somewhat inconceivable.

However, Lin Xuan had his reasons.

After using the golden sword talisman several times, especially during its confrontation with the Incarnation of Heavenly Essence Marquis, most of its spirit energy was already depleted. Although not completely used up, it was no longer sufficient for him to use.

But Yuer was different. This girl’s strength was still weak; she was only at the early stage of Profound Yin. Even if the talisman’s power had diminished, it could still be a formidable weapon for her.

The remaining power of the golden sword could still instantly kill a late-stage Profound Yin cultivator.

...

Half an hour later, Gong Sun Yuer left Lin Xuan's cave dwelling.

Recalling all the benefits she received from her master, a smile spread across her face. Such good fortune was truly a blessing from eight lifetimes ago. With such a teacher, advancing to Spirit Formation no longer seemed like a dream.

She still held an emerald eye, which contained a handwritten note from Lin Xuan for the two Supreme Elders. It served as proof of his acceptance and also asked her to assist them in handling sect affairs under the guise of a disciple.

Thinking about this, Gong Sun Yuer’s emotions were stirred, feeling even more grateful toward Lin Xuan. As someone who had joined the sect later on, although she had become an influential core disciple, it couldn’t compare to what her master had given her.

Assisting the two Supreme Elders in handling sect affairs meant that she was now a representative of her master within the sect. Everyone knew his status and position. This would likely make even the other Supreme Elder treat her with great respect.

What an immense favor and trust! Gong Sun Yuer vowed to neverbetray expectationsmaster’s great kindness, no matter if he did this out of carelessness or had some ulterior motives.

...

After delivering Lin Xuan's note to the two Supreme Elders, news spread throughout Cloud Concealment Sect. Everyone envied Gong Sun Yuer for being accepted as a disciple by such an esteemed master. How could such good fortune not have fallen on them?

While envy was useless, everyone had their own opportunities. Gong Sun Yuer’s sudden rise made her one of the most sought-after figures in the sect.

A decade and a half passed, and the waves caused by Gong Sun Yuer subsided. One day, an unexpected guest—or rather, a surprising figure—arrived at Cloud Concealment Sect.
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Correctly speaking, it was a messenger of a high-ranking figure. His own cultivation was not particularly impressive, but once he revealed his purpose, the disciple responsible for receiving guests was greatly alarmed and hurried him to meet the Supreme Elder.

Currently, the sect leader of Cloud Concealment Sect was a young man named Long. The other two were in seclusion.

The head of affairs was Lady Gongbar Yu'er. Although she was only at the Cave Profound Realm, she represented Lin Xuan. Therefore, even during normal times, her opinions were highly valued by the young man with the surname Long. After seeing off the unexpected guest, he immediately summoned Lady Gongbar Yu'er for a meeting.

The discussion did not last long. In just a short while—less than a cup of tea—the two left the hall and went their separate ways. The young man with the surname Long headed to the cave dwelling of the silver-eyed maiden, while Lady Gongbar Yu'er went to her master's place of seclusion in Drifting Cloud Valley.

This sacred land had long been well-maintained. Lin Xuan had spent over a decade diligently cultivating within the valley.

Lady Gongbar Yu'er's arrival surprised Lin Xuan; could it be that she encountered some difficulties during her cultivation? However, his guess was incorrect this time. Lady Gongbar Yu'er sought him out not because of stagnation in his cultivation.

In fact, with his guidance and the gifts he provided, Lady Gongbar Yu'er's progress had been rapid. Describing her improvement as "a thousand miles a day" would be an understatement. She came here because the messenger brought news that was too shocking to ignore.

Although the messenger himself was only at the Core Formation Realm, his backing was formidable. He was none other than the envoy of Master Nailong.

Yes, you did not misread it; it was indeed Master Nailong who sent him.

The reason was simple: he came with a marriage invitation.

A wedding invitation.

It wasn't some trivial concubine ceremony but rather a genuine intention to marry a dual cultivation partner.

When Lady Gongbar Yu'er explained the situation, Lin Xuan was equally surprised. Master Nailong was known as a playboy in the Three Realms, with countless beauties from all three realms having had fleeting relationships with him. However, he had few official concubines, let alone dual cultivation partners.

Who could it be that managed to win over even such an influential figure?

Lin Xuan's curiosity was burning like a wildfire. Unfortunately, Lady Gongbar Yu'er did not know that the invitation had already been delivered but that Master Nailong specifically instructed that only Lin Xuan could open it.

Although Cloud Concealment Sect was no longer as formidable as before, who in this world of cultivators would dare treat Master Nailong with anything less than reverence?

Moreover, Master Nailong was a late-stage Golden Immortal, his power incomprehensible. If there were any special restrictions on the invitation, they could not be ignored.

Therefore, despite their curiosity, Lady Gongbar Yu'er and the young man with the surname Long did not dare touch the invitation until Lin Xuan returned.

"Ah, I see."

With a full understanding of the situation, Lin Xuan's curiosity was like an unstoppable flood. He even sped up his journey, finding Lady Gongbar Yu'er's light too slow. Wrapping her in a blue glow, he flew towards the hall at breakneck speed.

Lin Xuan's speed was so fast that it seemed almost instantaneous—over ten thousand miles in the blink of an eye.

He entered the hall and saw two familiar figures waiting inside: the silver-eyed maiden and the young man with the surname Long.

The former’s light travel was slower than Lin Xuan, but her cave dwelling was closer to the sect, so she returned first. After a brief exchange, their conversation turned to the matter at hand. "Where is Master Long's invitation?"

"Here."

As he spoke, the young man handed over a large red wedding invitation. At first glance, it resembled a modern-day wedding invitation.

However, upon closer inspection, its beauty was incomparable—ten thousand times more exquisite than any ordinary one. It was also an extraordinary treasure.

Master Nailong was a late-stage Golden Immortal, capable of using divine trees for painting and possessing immense wealth. Even Lin Xuan could not match his resources.

Such an invitation would naturally be grand. However, even Lin Xuan couldn't discern the material used to make it.

This wasn’t unusual; while Lin Xuan might seem incredibly powerful in the eyes of his seniors, compared to Master Nailong, he was on a completely different level—both in terms of cultivation and wealth.

Even now, before Master Nailong, Lin Xuan could only be considered an ant, at best a particularly strong one.

This wasn’t self-deprecation; it was the true disparity between their powers.

Since the invitation was addressed to him, Lin Xuan naturally didn't hesitate. He released his divine sense and checked for any issues before injecting magical energy into the invitation.

As he did so, very pleasant and festive music played. With the music, the large red wedding invitation finally opened.

Several lines of elegant and powerful text appeared. "On February 1st, Master Nailong will hold a dual cultivation ceremony with Fairy Qianqian. We invite our dear friend Lin Xuan to grace us with your presence."

"Foe," this term was particularly inappropriate.

The expressions on the faces of the silver-eyed maiden, the young man with the surname Long, and Lady Gongbar Yu'er all changed dramatically.

Originally, peeping from the side would have been impolite. But Master Nailong actually sent an invitation to Lin Xuan—what a scandal! The three couldn't resist their curiosity.

Seeing the term "dear friend," they were truly shocked. When did Junior Apprentice Brother (Master) become acquainted with Master Nailong and start calling him by such terms?

Amidst shock after shock, the three were left speechless.

"Junior Apprentice Brother Lin, you…" The silver-eyed maiden sucked in a breath, hesitated, then stopped.

Despite knowing that Junior Apprentice Brother was extraordinary, they had never imagined he would be so deep and mysterious as to call Master Nailong by such terms. He was a top-tier figure in the Three Realms, not inferior to the three Loose Immortals or the three Demon Kings.

"Haha, it was just a chance encounter," Lin Xuan said weakly.

However, their faces betrayed disbelief. Both the silver-eyed maiden and the young man with the surname Long didn't believe what Master had said. Even Lady Gongbar Yu'er, who called him "Master," found his words hard to accept.

Lin Xuan felt speechless; perhaps he was too unsuccessful as a person.

In truth, he hadn’t tried to conceal anything. He did indeed only have a brief encounter with Master Nailong.

The invitation was for the sake of festivity, and the terms were merely ceremonial. Lin Xuan, despite his considerable cultivation, couldn't identify the material used either.

Actually, it wasn’t that he was trying to hide; compared to Master Nailong, he was on a completely different level—both in terms of cultivation and wealth.

Even now, before Master Nailong, Lin Xuan could only be considered an ant, at best a particularly strong one.

This wasn't self-deprecation; it was the true disparity between their powers.

After confirming that the invitation was for him, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate to release his divine sense and check for any issues before injecting magical energy into it. As he did so, very pleasant and festive music played. With the music, the large red wedding invitation finally opened.
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Moreover, the two had only met once before. Although they chatted quite well, it would be a bit too playful to call each other brothers and sisters right away.

Lin Xuan was someone who always handled things with great caution. Perhaps Master Naelong was just being polite.

The three were half-believing in Lin Xuan's words but did not delve deeper into the matter. Whether he denied or admitted it, his relationship with Master Naelong was certain. Otherwise, how could the invitation have been sent to him? Regardless of their exact level of acquaintance, this would be beneficial for the Cloud Concealment Sect.

Knowing this was enough; Lin Xian's junior brother need not be too serious about other details.

Seeing that his senior brothers and sisters had no intention of probing further, Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief. Explaining it thoroughly would indeed be quite troublesome.

"By the way, have any of you heard of Miss Qianqian? That is who Master Naelong plans to marry."

Lin Xuan recalled another question: about his future partner in cultivation. A woman who could make a playboy like Naelong change his ways must be extraordinary and powerful. Although he couldn't say for sure, if his guess was correct, she should definitely be at the Transcendation stage. He just didn't know if she belonged to this plane; otherwise, her reputation shouldn't have been unknown.

Perhaps it was because he had spent too much time in seclusion that he knew so little about such matters.

Thus, Lin Xuan asked out of curiosity whether his senior brothers and sisters might know something. However, their faces showed confusion, and Gong Sun Yuer's expression was even more obvious; although clever, she could not possibly have come into contact with such high-level matters as a Core Formation stage cultivator.

Without any leads from the three, Lin Xuan had to give up for now. They discussed some things but didn't get anywhere.

...

Three days later, a streak of lightning left the Cloud Concealment Sect and quickly turned into a tiny light dot on the horizon until it vanished completely.

The disciples of the Cloud Concealment Sect were unaware that Grand Elder Lin Xuan had already set off on his journey.

Fortunately, after thousands of years of development, the Cloud Concealment Sect was well-established. Even without Lin Xuan's presence at the main headquarters, they didn't have to worry about minor troublemakers trying to provoke them.

Thus, Lin Xuan left with a clear conscience. His purpose was obvious: he wanted to attend Master Naelong's dual cultivation ceremony.

Although he found it somewhat surprising that such a fleeting encounter in the Demon Realm would make Naelong think of him at his wedding, since he had received an invitation, Lin Xuan couldn't refuse.

Firstly, there were few who dared not to show respect to Master Naelong among the Three Realms. Secondly, if it weren't for their meeting in the Demon Realm, he might not have been able to escape danger. His gratitude was justified; he should repay such a favor.

Moreover, Master Naelong had been generous. He heard that Lin Xuan was coming to the Demon Realm for the spirit division trial and gave him a finished spirit division pill as a gift.

Although he could still advance to the Spirit Division stage without this, it would certainly have required more effort and hardship. Given his debt of gratitude to Master Naelong and the fact that the invitation had been sent here, Lin Xuan couldn't refuse for both reason and sentiment.

Besides, there were other guests invited to Master Naelong's wedding. If he hadn't guessed wrong, most would likely be at the Transcendation stage as well.

Such a grand ceremony was rare in a million years; going would not only repay his debt but also provide him with an excellent opportunity that he didn't want to miss.

February first was still six months away, giving Lin Xuan ample time. However, traveling across such vast lands wasn't easy, and he couldn't afford any delays on the journey.

To be honest, Lin Xuan had no idea where Master Naelong resided until now. In fact, few in this plane knew his abode; fortunately, the invitation included a map, so there was no need to worry about getting lost.

Penglai Immortal Island was the destination for this trip. When he heard of it, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless. The name sounded rather mundane, and he wondered if it had always been called that or if Master Naelong changed its name after moving in.

Lin Xuan mentally scoffed at the thought but felt a sense of curiosity about this legendary great being's abode. He wanted to see what kind of Immortal Mountain paradise awaited him there.

This trip would be an opportunity for Lin Xuan to broaden his horizons.

Thus, he spent most of his time traveling. His speed was unmatched, and given his wealth, he didn't hesitate to use teleportation whenever possible.

The sights along the way were unremarkable; Lin Xuan encountered no significant trouble. Even when some cultivators tried to take advantage of him, they met their downfall.

His philosophy: "If you don't provoke me, I won't provoke you." He wouldn't bully the weak, but he would not hesitate if provoked.

With a swift glance at his speed, Lin Xuan arrived in Fuyao City after months of travel. The name was fitting; it was said that thick fog often covered this area.

However, this wasn't due to any malevolent creatures; rather, the weather here was always like this.

After five months of traveling, Lin Xuan had no idea how many miles he had covered, but it was certainly in the billions. The distance from Cloud Concealment Sect was immeasurable, and Master Naelong's abode was indeed remote.

Lin Xuan came to Fuyao City to inquire about the location of the Mist Sea Desert. According to the invitation, Penglai Immortal Island lay within it.

It sounded absurd, but according to common sense, islands should be in the sea, not a desert. Master Naelong was known for his unconventional ways.

Lin Xuan trusted that the invitation wouldn't have been written incorrectly; however, the location of the Mist Sea Desert was somewhat vague and unclear on the invitation.

Therefore, he needed to inquire about it in Fuyao City.

These people might not know Penglai Immortal Island, but they would likely have some knowledge about the Mist Sea Desert.

With that thought, Lin Xuan slowed his speed and flew towards the city.
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Said to be a fairy city, it more resembled a small town. The combined number of ordinary people and cultivators here was only around ten thousand. It was extremely desolate.

However, despite the few cultivators, there was still a small market in the central part of the fairy city today being New Year's Day, everywhere exuding new joy.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of shocking light and landed directly at the market district.

He then chose a shop and stepped inside.

Lin Xuan did not linger here for long. Half an hour later, he left to fly towards the distance.

This time, asking for directions was much smoother than expected.

Most people might not know about the Fog Sea Desert, but as local cultivators who were familiar with their surroundings, there were still quite a few who had heard of it.

The shopkeeper Lin Xuan asked was one such person. He had even visited during his youth.

To be precise, the Fog Sea Desert was known for being a dangerous forbidden area. Low-ranking cultivators dared not venture into it at all; even those above the Yuan婴 (Immortal Core) stage only dared to roam around the outer regions.

There was no other reason. The desert harbored fierce beasts that were far more terrifying than ordinary monsters, and there were rumors they might be from the Demon Realm.

The exact nature of these creatures was unclear, but the deeper one ventured into the desert, the more numerous and powerful they became.

Even a late-stage Spirit Transformation cultivator had once accidentally arrived here. After hearing about the Fog Sea Desert, he was curious and, relying on his formidable abilities, ventured deep into the desert. However, he never returned after entering.

To know that such a cultivator existed was enough to illustrate how terrifying the Fog Sea Desert truly was.

However, as with everything, there were pros and cons. While the Fog Sea Desert was indeed dangerous, it also contained rare treasures of great value for cultivators.

Thus, only cultivators above the Yuan婴 stage dared to venture out into a two or three hundred mile radius from the perimeter but never ventured deeper.

The shopkeeper noticed that Lin Xuan was an outsider and tried to dissuade him when he inquired about the Fog Sea Desert.

Lin Xuan naturally remained silent, for he was no ordinary Spirit Transformation cultivator. Moreover, going to Nai Long True Man's cave required passing through the Fog Sea Desert.

Lin Xuan did not believe that with his strength, attending a wedding feast would bring any danger.

Three days later, Lin Xuan finally found the entrance to the Fog Sea Desert.

From its name alone, it was clear that this place was perpetually shrouded in thick demonic fog.

The fog was so dense that it not only obstructed vision but also suppressed cultivators' divine sense.

Inside, the monsters were notorious. Even nearby cultivators could not tell if they were beasts or not, but Lin Xuan did not care. He was truly bold and transformed into a streak of shocking light, flying deep into the desert.

The light was so dazzling that it soon vanished in the thick fog.

Boom!

A burst of sound echoed as divine light radiated from him. A plain-looking young man was surrounded by over ten beasts.

These beasts had different appearances but were all ferocious to an extreme. Their size was also immense, making them terrifying just by looking at them.

Roar!

The roar grew louder and louder, yet for some reason, these beasts did not attack Lin Xuan as they usually would.

"Idiot!"

Lin Xuan's face wore a disdainful smile.

He raised his right hand.

With fingers spread like a sword, he lightly swept in front of him. The movement was gentle, without any trace of flamboyance. However, with this action, a silver light emanated from his fingertips...

No, that wasn't correct; it wasn't light because light cannot bend. This object moved gently in an arc.

Lin Xuan was surrounded by the beasts in a semi-circular formation. The silver light flashed, and blood splattered as all the beasts were split into two halves.

Then, the silver light revealed its true form—a thin thread-like entity.

Sword to Wire!

Lin Xuan's mastery of this technique was far from that of Fairy Hundred Flowers but could be considered at a refined level. Its power was immense; several Separation Stage monsters actually dared to attack him, which was sheer madness.

But...

Lin Xuan looked at the beasts he had just killed.

He raised his right hand and made a grab in mid-air without any additional movements. "Peng." The corpse of the beast exploded on its own, and a vivid blue demon heart flew out.

Lin Xuan reached out to grasp it and examined it closely. Indeed, this demon heart was vastly different from ordinary beasts'. If he guessed correctly, there had been some degree of mutation.

This was strange.

After all, for certain reasons, monsters could undergo mutations due to coincidental circumstances, which wasn't particularly rare. However, the probability compared to normal monsters was low.

But after entering the Fog Sea Desert, every monster Lin Xuan encountered, regardless of their rank, had undergone some form of mutation.

Lin Xuan's extensive experience did not encounter such a situation before. If his guess was correct, it should be related to the environment of the Fog Sea Desert itself.

What could it be?

Could this affect human cultivators as well?

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind, but he felt no discomfort himself.

This question would take some time to understand thoroughly.

Forget about it, Lin Xuan shook his head and laughed. He was here for a wedding feast; why think so much? Even if there were secrets in the Fog Sea Desert, they weren't his business.

Penglai Immortal Island, where Nai Long True Man resided, used this as an entrance. Interfering here would be akin to disregarding Nai Long True Man's authority.

Although Lin Xuan was bold, he didn't go that far and wouldn't actively seek trouble for himself.

The mutation of the beasts had nothing to do with him; his mission was to attend the wedding feast.

With this thought, a green glow enveloped Lin Xuan as he prepared to leave.

However, just as he was about to move, he unexpectedly stopped and turned his head slightly to the left. His tone was not friendly as he spoke: "Friend, you hid for so long; could it be that you had improper intentions towards me? Otherwise, you should have shown yourself."

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. He never expected someone to be secretly watching him. For a cultivator, this action was anything but friendly.

But here in the depths of the Fog Sea Desert, only those who came here were...

Lin Xuan had vague suspicions when suddenly, an unexpected voice reached his ears.

The mysterious cultivator turned out to be female.

"Haha, don't take it to heart. I just happened to arrive here by chance and did not intend to spy on you. I have no ill intentions."

"Without ill intentions?"

Lin Xuan frowned.

"Yes, your divine sense is truly remarkable; you could even detect my hiding with a Moon Illusion Moth. Are you also attending Nai Long True Man's wedding celebration with Fairy Qianqian?"
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Sure enough, his guess was correct. The only ones who would appear here at this time were cultivators like himself, invited to attend the wedding feast of Dáilóng True Man.

However, from the tone of voice, the other party clearly wasn't a Transcender.

Could it be that there were more than just him who received an invitation as a Spirit Refinement Realm cultivator?

Lin Xuan felt a bit curious. But one thing he could confirm was that even if their cultivation realms seemed similar, true strength couldn’t be judged by the standards of ordinary Spirit Refinement Realm cultivators.

Dáilóng True Man was no ordinary figure; Lin Xuan didn't believe that any random cat or dog had the right to attend his wedding with Xiān’er Xiān’ǚ.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan did not undervalue the other party just because they were also a Spirit Refinement Realm cultivator. Although he was proud of his abilities, he didn't think that he was invincible among peers in all three realms. The vastness of the Three Realms and the countless cultivators and extraordinary individuals made him wary of underestimating any hero.

Of course, he wouldn’t underrate himself either. As Lin Xuan met this fellow who had also been invited to the wedding feast, his curiosity was the strongest. Who could this mysterious figure be?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan remained silent, not wanting to speak until he knew more about the other party. After all, as the saying went: "Too much talk leads to mistakes." He would first observe and decide later.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, the treacherous nature of the cultivation world made him cautious. Better safe than sorry.

The mysterious woman broke the silence after a few moments.

"Friend, your bearing is so distinguished; if my guess is correct, you are the Supreme Elder Tai Shang of Yinyǐn Sect, Lin Xuan, renowned across the heavens and earth?"

Her words were shocking, as she managed to deduce his identity with just one sentence.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred. He was indeed famous, but he had always kept a low profile. Few within his own sect knew his true appearance, let alone outsiders.

The woman’s voice was like that of a yellow thrush emerging from its nest, and Lin Xuan confirmed that he had never heard it before. Who could she be?

She spoke with grace, but her words carried a subtle hint of envy and even resentment.

Before the conversation ended, a beautiful woman in court attire appeared about a hundred feet to his left.

This woman looked around 27 or 28 years old, with exquisite features and a curvaceous figure, making her an extraordinary beauty. She exuded an aura of nobility that only long-term high-ranking cultivators could possess.

More astonishingly, she had wings growing on her back, large and magnificent like those of a butterfly.

Could she be from thedemonic race (Yāzhì), not human?

No, that wasn't right. High-level demon cultivators could transform into humans, but their aura was unmistakably different from ordinary human cultivators.

She was indeed human, pure and simple. But why did she have wings? Could it be some kind of magical artifact?

Lin Xuan's curiosity grew with each thought. However, he didn't dwell on the matter further as the woman herself quickly revealed her secret.

With a strange hand gesture, she caused her wings to detach and transform into a small moth about a foot in size.

Though called a moth, it was far more beautiful than an ordinary butterfly.

Phantom Moon Moth!

Lin Xuan was skilled in driving insects but had never heard of this method before.

She had transformed the insect into part of her body, commanding it like a magical artifact. It was no exaggeration to say she could control it as easily as using her own arm.

Indeed, those giant wings were formed by that very magic moth.

Phantom Moon Moth, one of the ancient wonders, skilled in concealment and illusion. She must have used this moth's abilities to almost deceive his divine sense?

Lin Xuan had a vague understanding now.

To be able to use insect driving techniques to such an extent... could it be...

"Are you from the Cloud Family of Fēngyuàn County? May I ask how we should address Mo Yán, Xiān’ǚ?"

Lin Xuan's guess wasn't unfounded. In other realms, he couldn’t say for sure, but in Dáilóng Realm, the most skilled at insect and poison manipulation was undoubtedly the Cloud Family of Fēngyuàn County. They were even ranked higher than his own sect, with no Transcender-level cultivators but formidable Spirit Refinement Realm strength.

If anyone other than himself could be invited to attend the double cultivation ceremony between him and Xiān’er Xiān’ǚ, it was likely the Cloud Family.

"Who would have thought that you, Lin Dao'ér, know of my humble name."

The woman's expression showed genuine surprise. She hadn't expected Lin Xuan to deduce her identity so easily. Was this young man really someone who never left his room and focused solely on cultivation? How could he have such extensive knowledge?

Cloud Mo Yán realized she had underestimated Lin Xuan. Indeed, a name like that deserved respect. This young fellow couldn’t be taken lightly.

"Oh, you are the head of Fēngyuàn County Cloud Family, Xiān’ǚ Mo Yán?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise as well, though it was hard to tell if he was genuinely surprised or just pretending. He clasped his hands and said: "I have heard your name reverberate like thunder. To meet you here is truly a great fortune."

Though the Cloud Sect and Fēngyuàn County Cloud Family were far apart with no enmity, the rapid rise of the Cloud Sect had made them rivals in the rankings of Wànxǐǎo Xiān Palace. The Cloud family was ranked 11th while the Cloud Sect was 12th. For the Cloud family, the Cloud Sect naturally posed a significant threat.
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Sure enough, his guess was correct. The only ones who would be here at this time were cultivators like himself, attending the wedding of Daelong True Man.

This explained why Lady Ruoyan had a bit of hostility towards him; they were competitors after all. Lin Xuan was no fool and quickly figured out the intricate web of relationships. However, he wasn't interested in making enemies with her. For one thing, the Cloud Family's reputation and strength weren’t to be underestimated. Without specific conflicts, why provoke such a formidable opponent?

Secondly, as far as Lin Xuan’s personality went, whether he was ranked 11th or 12th in the Cloud Concealment Sect was just a matter of formality; he wasn't overly concerned about it.

With this thought, Lin Xuan let out a slight smile. Lady Ruoyan, despite her hostility towards him, was the head of the family and naturally had a steady disposition. She wouldn’t act rashly even if she disagreed with him.

Seeing that Lin Xuan’s words were polite, she responded politely as well. They chatted casually for a bit before getting down to business.

"How so, Lady Ruoyan? Are you here to attend Daelong True Man's wedding ceremony?"

"Indeed, so is Friend Daoist Lin. Do you have any idea about the exact location of Penglai Immortal Island?"

"Well..."

Lin Xuan revealed a faint smile on his face: "To be honest with you, I've been in this fog desert for some time now, but I'm still unclear where exactly the space node is located as described by the invitation."

He glanced at the palace-dressed woman ahead. "What about Friend Daoist Yun? Have you figured it out?"

"Haha, I do have a lead, but whether or not it's correct remains to be seen. Would you like to join me in checking it out?" Lady Ruoyan said with a playful smile.

"Since Lady Ruoyan has already found some clues and we're both attending Daelong True Man's wedding ceremony, there’s no harm in traveling together. It could also be considered as me taking an easy route," Lin Xuan said with a mischievous laugh.

"I didn't expect the renowned Friend Daoist Lin to be so humorous; it’s my honor to travel alongside you."

"Such politeness is unnecessary; I should consider myself fortunate."

After some more polite exchanges, Lady Ruoyan led them into the depths of the desert. Days passed quickly.

The Cloud Family was known for their mastery in pest control and poison use. Over these days, Lin Xuan had seen the true power of Lady Ruoyan's abilities as they encountered various mutated beast races.

While poisons were impressive enough, it was the insect repelling technique that truly amazed him. Throughout their journey, she didn't reveal many magical insects but each one used to its peak. It was no exaggeration to say he had seen something extraordinary. Lin Xuan learned for the first time how insect repelling techniques could be so powerful.

Meanwhile, as Lin Xuan observed her, Lady Ruoyan also kept an eye on his abilities. She wasn't oblivious and didn’t hesitate to show off some of her own.

Lin Xuan didn’t hide too much either, knowing that being underestimated was not wise. While he preferred a low profile, he knew when to reveal his true strength.

Thus, as they encountered mutated beast races, Lin Xuan demonstrated some of his abilities. Not too much, but enough for an expert like her to notice the subtleties.

Lady Ruoyan was genuinely surprised. The saying "seeing is believing" truly applied to him. Her initial doubts had long dissipated. In the cultivation world, strength always commanded respect.

She knew that if she were to fight Lin Xuan to the death, she wouldn’t have much of a chance. It wasn't arrogance; her own strength was far above average for her level, and from what he showed, it was clear how formidable he truly was.

Thus, she became more polite towards him. Lin Xuan also greatly admired Lady Ruoyan's insect repelling technique. In the spirit of mutual respect, their relationship improved significantly. Soon, they agreed to exchange cultivation insights, which proved mutually beneficial.

In just a few days, Lin Xuan and this Cloud Family head had developed some rapport. While not close friends, there was no longer any animosity between them. It was indeed a wise choice; the Cloud Concealment Sect and the Cloud Family of Fengyuan County had never been at odds, their strengths were comparable, and conflict would be detrimental to both.

Seeing Lady Ruoyan's skill with insect repelling, Lin Xuan wanted to ask about the care of the Jade Net Bee but hesitated due to the taboo of revealing too much too soon. The time poison from the Jade Net Bee was too powerful for him to ask about directly.

A few days later, a new green appeared in their view.

Deserts rarely had greenery, and Lin Xuan and Lady Ruoyan exchanged glances with mutual joy.

Sure enough, it must be an oasis.

"Finally! According to Lady Ruoyan, the space node should be near this oasis. Let's hope we're not mistaken."

"Haha, Brother Lin, don't worry. I have about seven or eight chances in ten that it’s here. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have gone through so much trouble looking for an oasis," Lady Ruoyan said with a smile.

"Let us hope as you say."

Lin Xuan sped up towards the oasis while emitting a faint green glow. Lady Ruoyan hurried to follow him. A hundred miles was no challenge at their speed, and soon they both released their divine senses to search thoroughly around the area.

After a short while, Lin Xuan looked up.

"How so? Brother Lin seems to have discovered something?"

"Yes, compared to other areas, there is indeed some strange spatial fluctuations here, but whether it's the space node or not remains uncertain. We need to test it," Lin Xuan said with a serious expression.

"Testing it isn't difficult; I'll stay here and watch while you show your full strength."

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. After all, he had been brought here by her, so it was only fair for him to break through the node.

With this thought, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a long spear-like weapon appeared, glowing green. He grasped it with one hand and raised his right hand, swinging it forcefully forward.

"Zzzzzip!"

As he moved, a sharp light emerged, transforming into a crescent-shaped blade that shot towards the front.
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The speed was incredible, the sound of breaking through space barely reaching his ears. Like a shooting star chasing the moon, it was even more terrifying that wherever this light blade passed, the space collapsed.

"Space treasure!"

Yun Ruoyan, as the head of the family, naturally recognized such items. A hint of surprise appeared on her face. This Lin boy not only had formidable strength but also outstanding treasures.

Incomprehensible!

To date, she still couldn't guess how powerful Lin Xuan truly was.

But he was undoubtedly a formidable figure who should not be provoked.

Yun Ruoyan, while shocked, made up her mind. As long as she remained the head of the Yun family, they would never be enemies with the Cloud Concealment Sect.

After all, it was just a competition for empty titles and didn't involve actual interests. With this thought, Yun Ruoyan visibly relaxed. Although they had traveled together for several days, some relationship had formed between her and Lin Xuan. However, due to their close rankings in the Yun family and Cloud Concealment Sect, there was still a sense of competition that felt like a thorn in her heart.

There was an element of estrangement, but now she had made this decision, and the heavy stone in her heart finally settled.

Boom!

Before she could fully process his thoughts, a thunderclap-like sound echoed. Lin Xuan's spirit awareness didn't need to be said; he aimed at the weakest point of space.

At that moment, gale-force winds surged forth, rapidly increasing in speed. Soon, they transformed into a white maelstrom—a spatial storm, albeit a small one.

Despite this, both were startled and quickly moved away. Otherwise, being sucked into it would have been troublesome even if not fatal.

Boom!

The white maelstrom stretched across the sky, wreaking havoc nearby. In just an instant, the oasis was reduced to nothingness. Fortunately, after the storm's fury, its size rapidly diminished.

Soon, everything returned to calm, as if nothing had happened.

Sizzle…

A sound like tearing cloth entered their ears. As the maelstrom was about to dissipate, a black dot appeared in the sky.

Tiny and unremarkable at first, it quickly changed, elongating into a space rift that stretched for over ten feet.

Unlike ordinary spatial rifts, this one emitted extremely pure essence qi from within.

Lin Xuan and Yun Ruoyan exchanged glances, both seeing joy in each other's eyes.

Indeed, Penglai Immortal Island must be inside that space rift.

It was unclear whether the space existed naturally or was artificially created. This was hard to guess; after all, with True Dragon's power, creating a small space as a den would be effortless.

"Phew, finally found it."

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. All his efforts hadn't been in vain.

"Please, Miss Immortal!"

"Brother Lin, no need for formalities. You can go first."

"That works too."

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. With his current strength, a space rift was nothing to worry about.

A flash of green light enveloped him as he transformed into a streak of lightning and entered the rift.

Miss Yun Ruoyan also hesitated not, her hand flicking out, and she appeared with a pair of giant wings behind her before flying into the rift.

...

The process didn't need much elaboration. After entering the space rift, Lin Xuan felt his vision blur but quickly cleared up.

Soon, waves crashed in his ears as he saw an endless sea stretching before him.

Indeed, it was a vast ocean.

This space's area far exceeded his initial imagination.

Compared to ordinary seas, this one showed no difference. He couldn't see any boundaries from where he stood.

The most impressive part was the abundant essence qi.

The entire space seemed wrapped in top-grade spirit veins, with ample essence qi everywhere.

Lin Xuan and Yun Ruoyan were both high-level figures—Yun Ruoyan as a senior elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, and Lin Xuan as the head of the Yun family. They naturally had high standards but still marveled at this scene.

The moment they entered, the essence qi was so dense. How Penglai Immortal Island would look was beyond imagination.

This description wasn't exaggerated; both were genuinely eager to see it.

Next came finding where the island was located. The invitation didn’t provide detailed information on that.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan sighed. It could be a mistake by True Dragon's carelessness or perhaps there was a deeper meaning behind his invitation without specifying the location, causing him much trouble.

While sighing, he still had to extend his spirit awareness.

However, it yielded no results; within several miles in all directions, no sign of an island was found. The vast sea stretched endlessly.

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw that the woman beside him also wore a look of confusion. Clearly, this Yun family head hadn't gained any insights either.

"Brother Lin, look..."

Before she could finish her sentence, it abruptly stopped as space ripples suddenly surged from several thousand feet ahead. The once calm air rippled like a lake disturbed by wind, waves spreading out in circles.

Then golden light shone brightly, and mysterious runes appeared.

These runes flashed and formed an odd pattern, seemingly encircling but layered with layers of mystery.

"Teleportation!"

Lin Xuan's knowledge was vast; he instantly recognized the scene before him.

To confirm his guess, as golden light surged forth from that strange array, a golden flying boat emerged. Over twenty feet long, it seemed made entirely of gold, dazzlingly beautiful.

The flying boat was intricately carved and had an ancient appearance. At its prow, several armored warriors with long spears stood guard.

Lin Xuan's spirit awareness swept over them, revealing they were all at the Separation stage.

Then the flying boat flashed, arriving beside them at incredible speed. The doors opened, and two attendants carrying palace lamps stepped out, bowing to them: "Welcome esteemed seniors for our master’s grand wedding."

"Is your master True Dragon?" Lin Xuan asked, his brows twitching in surprise.

"Yes, may I ask who you are?"

The leading attendant glanced at the two with curiosity. Her spirit realm disk showed that both were only at the Focus stage, yet they had the privilege to attend her master's wedding. Could it be...

"I am Lin Xuan."

"Yun Ruoyan."

"It’s indeed Senior Lin and Senior Yun. I apologize for any rudeness."
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This woman's cultivation realm was not particularly high, but as a cultivator herself, she naturally possessed the ability to remember things vividly. Upon hearing their names, she immediately recalled that they were indeed guests invited by the master.

Although only at the Spirit Concentration Stage, in that realm of cultivators, he could be considered legendary, so he did not dare to show any negligence or contempt.

The reason behind this was unclear to Lin Xuan, but before him clearly stood a disciple sent by Senior Nasal Dragon to welcome guests. He had no idea where Penglai Immortal Island was located and thus made no hesitation in walking towards the golden boat with Fairy Ruyan.

Following that, a flash of light appeared, and the magnificent golden boat vanished once more. Unlike ordinary teleportation, Lin Xuan did not feel any dizziness or discomfort inside the boat. He had seen many things but still felt somewhat awestruck at this moment. However, he was not overly surprised since he had already experienced the extraordinary wealth of Senior Golden Dragon in the Demon Realm. Those late-stage cultivators who had endured countless years were indeed old monsters that could not be measured by ordinary standards.

This golden boat seemed peculiar to him but might have been commonplace for others.

"Senior predecessors, we have arrived."

The servant's respectful voice echoed from outside the cabin.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and flashed out of the boat. By his side, Fragrant Wind was also there, turning her head to see Fairy Ruyan, who had appeared beside him as well.

They still hovered in mid-air, and not far ahead, a small island came into view. From east to west, it stretched for at least several ten thousand miles. The north-south span was relatively shorter, but the narrowest part still reached over a hundred miles.

More astonishingly, the surrounding qi of this small island.

It could no longer be described as abundant; rather, Lin Xuan found himself speechless.

In any case, the qi here was so dense that any cultivator arriving would likely drool. This was truly a hidden treasure, with the entire island emitting abundant qi.

Was it really an island emitting such rich qi?

Lin Xuan paused at this thought before closing his eyes and releasing his immensely powerful divine sense.

Soon enough, he had his answer; indeed, the island's emitted qi was correct.

So, in essence, the whole island was a Treasure of the Eye of Spirit?

It was well-known that there were three treasures of the eye of spirit in the cultivation world: the Eye of Spirit Spring, the Eye of Spirit Jade, and the Eye of Spirit Tree. Their value did not need to be emphasized, but for cultivators at their level, they were nothing special.

However, Lin Xuan and Fairy Ruyan were both shocked as they saw each other's surprised expressions. Could it… be a legendary Eye of Spirit Island?

An Eye of Spirit Island was named so because it contained an Eye of Spirit, but compared to the other three treasures, it was on a completely different level.

Lin Xuan had always thought that it was merely a rumor, but he found himself facing the real thing. Such a large Eye of Spirit Island could explain why its emitted qi was so dense; even in the True Immortal Realm, such an environment would be hard to find.

Senior Nasal Dragon truly excelled.

Late-stage cultivators who had endured countless years were indeed characters that could not be measured by ordinary standards. Lin Xuan was filled with admiration and even a hint of envy.

Following several servants, they walked towards the small island.

Upon closer inspection, this island not only emitted dense qi but also had an extremely elegant environment, almost like Penglai Immortal Island itself. The name truly fit well.

"Eh?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he turned his head to the left. Fairy Ruyan beside him also showed a look of shock. Such powerful fluctuations in spiritual energy; that pressure was at late-stage Transcendation level. Could they have met Senior Nasal Dragon so quickly?

"Not Nasal Dragon."

Lin Xuan shook his head.

Although both he and Fairy Ruyan were Spirit Concentration Stage cultivators, Lin Xuan had far more experience interacting with late-stage Transcendation monsters than she did. Another golden boat appeared from the distance, led by a few servants to an old man with a Taoist appearance. The terrifying pressure was emanating from him, but he was not at late-stage Transcendation; rather, his appearance was similar to that of the former Heavenly Essence Marquis.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and did not react overly dramatically. After all, like attracts like, and people gather in groups. If his assumptions were correct, this Double Cultivation Ceremony of Senior Nasal Dragon would likely attract many late-stage Transcendation monsters.

After all, such an event was rare even across the Three Realms.

Following the servants' guidance, they arrived at a deeper part of the island where magnificent buildings appeared in their view.

"Senior predecessors, these are the guest quarters. The master and Fairy Qianqian's wedding ceremony is still about half a month away. For this period, please stay here. There are many forbidden areas set up by our master on the island; I advise you not to wander around freely. If there's anything you need, the staff in the guest quarters will take care of it," the servant gently warned.

"Understood, Lin knows."

Lin Xuan did not feel any discomfort. Half a month was merely a fleeting moment for cultivators at their level.

Fairy Ruyan felt the same way.

They then separated; Lin Xuan chose a quiet and secluded pavilion. After receiving his token, he entered it.

The protectiveprohibitionwas far more intricate than expected. However, with his cautious nature, Lin Xuan still set up an array inside the pavilion.

He did not go anywhere else but sat in meditation within the pavilion.

During this time, Lin Xuan occasionally saw people entering the guest quarters. His prediction was correct; apart from him and Fairy Ruyan, no other Spirit Concentration cultivators appeared. All of them were at late-stage Transcendation, with some even being late-stage monsters themselves. As for their titles, Lin Xuan could not recall any of them. In short, anyone who randomly appeared in the guest quarters here would be a figure that could shake the Three Realms. Now they had all gathered to attend Senior Nasal Dragon's Double Cultivation Ceremony.

Half a month passed quickly.

On this day, while sitting in meditation in his pavilion, Lin Xuan suddenly felt something and raised his head. He then saw a beam of spiritual light shoot from outside into his palm—a transmission talisman.

Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into it: "Senior Lin, today is the master's wedding day with Fairy Qianqian. The ceremony will take place on Feather-Plume Peak; please come to observe." A gentle voice echoed in his ears.

"Feather-Plume Peak, does that mean it’s named after the transformation of feathers into immortality?"

Lin Xuan murmured as he walked out of the pavilion.
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Early on, a maid dressed in white was waiting there. This woman appeared to be around twenty years old, with a slender figure and delicate features that made her an exceptionally beautiful woman.

Her cultivation was also quite impressive; she was a cultivator at the One Core婴 stage.

However, Lin Xuan did not find this unusual. The True Lady Naelong was renowned as the first flower of the Three Realms, known for collecting beautiful women as one of her greatest hobbies.

And with his own formidable strength, he could easily go anywhere in the Three Realms. Therefore, on Penglai Immortal Island, there were countless beautiful women, each with a unique charm and appearance.

Following this woman's lead, Lin Xuan boarded an opulent carriage that shone like gold and silver and flew towards Huayu Peak.

Not only was the carriage splendidly decorated, but it also had excellent effects in shielding divine consciousness. A faint fragrance emanated from it, though Lin Xuan could not determine what material it was made of with his extensive knowledge.

The carriages were pulled by several giant white cranes, each about ten feet tall. The spiritual energy fluctuations they emitted indicated that they were at the late Condensation Core stage, just a step away from opening their minds and entering the Transformation Stage.

Not only Lin Xuan but also another cultivator was in the carriage. Coincidentally, Fairy Yun Jia's disciple, Yan Ranyan, was led there by another maid almost simultaneously.

She and Lin Xuan were already acquainted, and with the spacious carriage, they decided to ride together. The carriage did not require anyone to operate it.

Although the cranes' minds had yet to be fully awakened, they still possessed some degree of spiritual awareness. With a flap of their wings, they pulled the two towards their destination.

In just a short while, a majestic mountain appeared in view.

Though described as majestic, it was only about ten miles long and several thousand feet high. Although the air was filled with spiritual energy, the entire mountain was covered in lush greenery. However, calling this Naelong True Lady's abode a paradise on earth seemed somewhat misleading.

"This is Huayu Peak?"

Yan Ranyan's tone and expression clearly showed her surprise; it was vastly different from what she had imagined.

Lin Xuan was also taken aback but did not find anything amiss with his divine consciousness. However, he was no ordinary cultivator. He took a deep breath and infused all his magical power into his eyes.

Instantly, silver light erupted, indicating that Lin Xuan had already activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye's abilities.

According to legend, the true phoenix's eyes could penetrate any illusion, though Lin Xuan did not reach this level, most illusions and restrictions would be revealed under the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

Indeed, upon inspection, he found something amiss. How could Naelong True Lady's abode possibly be such an inconspicuous mountain?

A smile curled at the corners of Lin Xuan's lips.

At that moment, the cranes raised their heads and emitted a clear call, signaling they were close to Huayu Peak.

Boom!

Without any warning, a dazzling light suddenly burst from the surface of the carriage. Simultaneously, a channel composed of various talismans appeared in front of them.

"This..."

Yan Ranyan's eyes widened with surprise, while Lin Xuan remained relatively calm. He had already discerned some of the intricate mechanisms using his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye just now.

Despite their astonishment or shock, as leaders of a sect, they were seasoned veterans who did not react overly dramatically. They continued to sit calmly where they were.

The carriage entered the channel formed by the talismans.

After a moment, before them, a majestic mountain came into view.

It was like a knife-cut peak, piercing the clouds, with an estimated height of tens of thousands of feet.

This was the true appearance of Huayu Peak. Penglai Immortal Island might not seem vast in area, but it had its own hidden wonders, clearly another spatial secret technique.

For ordinary cultivators, spatial techniques were out of reach, but at Naelong True Lady's level, they were no big deal. At the late Tribulation Transcendence stage, one could reverse the法则 force. If his calculations were correct, Naelong True Lady definitely possessed a domain.

Huayu Peak revealed its true form.

The spiritual energy of Penglai Immortal Island was already awe-inspiring, but the concentration here seemed even higher. Lin Xuan did not know how to describe it; in fact, calling it an earthly paradise was absolutely accurate.

Looking around, the entire mountain was covered in lush greenery, with rare birds and beasts playing together. Peacocks, white cranes, and women holding palace lanterns were a feast for the eyes.

Now, this vast peak was even more decorated to add a touch of joy. Red streamers hung everywhere, and on the mountain waist, clouds could be seen, revealing glimpses of pavilions and terraces.

"Those must be the Cloud Sea of Immortal Land."

Lin Xuan's self-talk reached their ears. He had not left his room for days but had asked a maid about Penglai Immortal Island's environment.

Cloud Sea was one of the most famous scenic spots on Penglai Immortal Island, beloved by Naelong True Lady. With her power, she had carved out a square in the clouds, with buildings resembling琼楼玉宇and beautiful women around, along with some spiritual beasts and white cranes, making it truly an immortal paradise.

As Lin Xuan thought this, the carriage suddenly stopped.

The remaining distance was not far but required them to fly over. The invitation had made this clear.

Lin Xuan and Yan Ranyan naturally had no objections. They left the carriage and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying towards the Cloud Sea.

It was unclear if it was due to spatial法则, but with their speed, they spent an entire tea time reaching there. Then, before them, appeared a vast expanse of clouds.

Boundless and endless, even Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could not discern anything within the clouds.

"The techniques of Senior Naelong are truly beyond the mundane world; from afar, one can still see pavilions, but as we get closer, nothing is visible," Yan Ranyan said with admiration in her voice.

Lin Xuan shared a similar expression. Clearly, there were powerful restrictions hidden within this Cloud Sea that even his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could not probe. If they tried to force their way through, even Tribulation Transcendence beings might be trapped and possibly perish within it.

The idea suddenly popped into Lin Xuan's mind as he faced the clouds. He felt a hint of fear, yes, fear. The restrictions before him were not only incredibly powerful but also seemed like living entities, emitting strong spiritual pressure akin to high-ranking cultivators.

It was indeed intimidating, but they had come here for the wedding feast.

With this thought, Lin Xuan turned his head and said, "Fairy, have you brought your invitation?"

"Of course."

"Then what are we waiting for?"

Lin Xuan continued, waving his sleeve. The invitation transformed into a fiery dragon. "The wedding of True Lady Naelong is indeed difficult to write about; because it has important plot points, I'm eager to do well but find myself struggling. It's like walking on thin ice. The more careful I am, the less satisfactory my writing becomes. This is frustrating."
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The expanse of the cloud sea was vast, stretching out endlessly as one gazed upon it. Jade pavilions and palaces were hidden among the misty clouds, adding to its mysterious allure.

Distant buildings could not be clearly seen, but closer structures such as terraces and pavilions were marvels of beauty and grandeur.

Some were meticulously carved from fine jade, while others were constructed from rare trees. Even more impressively, some were crafted entirely from a single block of crystal.

These were further adorned with night pearls, multicolored stones, and emeralds, making them breathtakingly beautiful.

Occasionally, the sound of silver laughter would reach their ears.

The Cloud Sea Immortal Realm was indeed as renowned as its name suggested. However, it differed from usual times; today marked a grand celebration for Senior Daoist Nailedong and Fairy Qianqian's union. While not decorated with red and gold, the cloud sea added an extra layer of joy to the festivities.

Beyond the beautiful maidservants, many guests had arrived, numbering more than a hundred in total—though this did not include the disciples and apprentices accompanying them.

A hundred guests might seem few, but their cultivation levels were astonishing. All were cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Indeed, there were over a hundred powerful beings at the Tribulation Transcending stage gathered here. Such an assembly was unprecedented in millions of years; even during regular gatherings, it would be rare to see more than two or three familiar faces.

The disciples and apprentices accompanying their mentors did not count, but even the old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage found this unusual.

It was all due to Senior Daoist Nailedong's influence.

This statement held no exaggeration. Among them, there had been double cultivation ceremonies before, but other Tribulation Transcending powerhouses would rarely attend such events, save for a few close friends.

However, Senior Daoist Nailedong was different; he was at the late-stage Tribulation Transcending level. While outwardly appearing to be on par with the guests paying their respects, his later-stage cultivation was vastly different from that of early or mid-stage cultivators.

Innumerable years ago, even as a young cultivator, Senior Daoist Nailedong had already shaken the three realms with his power. Even if faced against the Three Celestial Immortals and the Three Demon Kings, they would not dare claim victory; both sides were on equal footing, true top-tier beings of the three realms.

To say that this was an unprecedented event, it was no exaggeration. The Three Celestial Immortals and the Three Demon Kings themselves would hesitate before facing Senior Daoist Nailedong.

But apart from Senior Daoist Nailedong, there was another remarkable figure: Fairy Qianqian herself.

She was not just a beauty; since the fall of King Asura, the most beautiful woman in the three realms was undoubtedly the Queen of the Nine-Tailed Fox, Empress Qingqiu. However, while Empress Qingqiu was indeed the most beautiful, Fairy Qianqian's charm likely surpassed her.

Charm was not just about appearance; it encompassed interests, personality, and manners—essentially a comprehensive evaluation. While Empress Qingqiu was undoubtedly beautiful, as the Queen of the Nine-Tailed Fox and one of the top-tier beings in the three realms, her status alone made her unattainable for ordinary cultivators.

Even Tribulation Transcending powerhouses might have an opportunity to meet her, but even then, they would likely feel inferior. While not outright shameful, it was indeed daunting to pursue such a relationship.

Fairy Qianqian, on the other hand, exuded charm that made anyone around her feel like they were basking in spring sunshine. Although she could not match Empress Qingqiu's beauty, she was still an incomparably stunning beauty. Moreover, as a mid-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivator who excelled at cooking, this was particularly rare.

There is an old saying:

To control a man’s heart, first control his stomach.

It is said that Senior Daoist Nailedong had been captivated by Fairy Qianqian's culinary skills. After repeatedly enjoying her meals without paying, he gradually fell under the spell of her personality and character, leading to his transformation from a playboy to someone seriously considering marriage.

Many of his close friends, upon receiving the invitation, first instructed their disciples to buy a calendar, wondering if today was April Fool’s Day. When they confirmed it wasn't, some cautious individuals even used flying swords to send messages to Senior Daoist Nailedong for verification before coming to Penglai Immortal Island to witness this unprecedented event.

Upon meeting Senior Daoist Nailedong, the guests congratulated him but also teased him good-naturedly. They were all mid-stage Tribulation Transcending powerhouses, some even late-stage old monsters, with a million-year-old relationship with him.

Senior Daoist Nailedong laughed along, showing no sign of his later-stage power.

"Big Brother Nailedong, I heard that when you pursued Sister Qianqian, it was full of twists and turns. You were even expelled from her cave several times," a man's playful voice entered their ears. The man looked to be about seventeen or eighteen years old, but he had merely used his youth-preserving technique; in reality, he was at the mid-stage Tribulation Transcending level.

"Yes, big brother, you said that this life, you would revel in the flower bed. How quickly did your initial intention change?" The one who teased Senior Daoist Nailedong was a young woman. Despite their familiarity and good relationship, it was purely platonic.

Indeed, with his reputation as the top playboy in the three realms, he had countless female cultivators in his past, but those were all in the past. Today marked his union with Fairy Qianqian; how could Senior Daoist Nailedong invite women who had any connection to him here? Unless he was being unreasonable.

"Indeed, big brother, what kind of woman is your future sister-in-law that you don't want to introduce us?" Another voice entered their ears.

The other cultivators around them looked curious. While Fairy Qianqian was indeed a mid-stage Tribulation Transcending powerhouse, her previous anonymity made it hard for them to have heard of her before.

Now, she had suddenly emerged and caused Senior Daoist Nailedong to change his ways, leading him to consider marriage. What kind of extraordinary woman could subdue even Senior Daoist Nailedong?
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Beside them, other guests also raised their ears high. The Transcendence period was beyond the mundane world, but as long as they were human, curiosity was inevitable.

Dalingzhao True Man was renowned far and wide. Even among the powerful figures present who were at the same late-stage Transcendence period, none dared to underestimate him. However, Qianqian Fairy Lady was different; with so many people in attendance, their combined knowledge was vast. Yet not a single person had ever heard of her.

Was this too outlandish?

At first, everyone thought that Qianqian was merely an exceptionally beautiful woman with average cultivation and no outstanding abilities. If that were the case, it made sense for her to be obscure in fame.

After all, in the Spirit Realm, fame was directly proportional to one's strength; even the most beautiful women could be worthless if their cultivation was too weak.

Initially, everyone thought this way.

But soon, news came that Qianqian Fairy Lady wasn't some junior figure. She was a powerful cultivator at the same level as them, and in fact, she outshone many of the guests. She was even an eminent cultivator at mid-stage Transcendence!

Was there a mistake? Those who could advance to the Transcendence period were all blessed with extraordinary fortune. Such beings were few and far between; each one was a renowned figure.

But this Qianqian Fairy Lady had never been heard of before, as if she appeared out of thin air.

There was no exaggeration in that statement.

It was too unreasonable.

Could it be that Qianqian originally only reached the Shen State? Was Dalingzhao True Man who expended great effort to help her advance?

Some people did think this way, but they quickly dismissed it.

How could that be possible?

Transcendence was the final realm of cultivation. The difficulty was beyond words. Even setting aside the cultivator's资质 at the time of advancement, the opportunities were vastly different for each individual.

In other words, the path to Transcendence couldn't be replicated; one might attribute it to good fortune or hard work, but there was no experience to draw upon.

While pills did have some auxiliary effects, their impact was uncertain.

Dalingzhao True Man indeed had the power to turn the tide, but even with the three Immortal Recluses and three Demon Kings gathered together, they couldn't help someone advance to Transcendence.

Thus, Qianqian Fairy Lady must have reached this stage on her own, without Dalingzhao's assistance.

A powerful being of Transcendence level had managed to remain obscure before, yet still won the affection of Dalingzhao True Man.

What extraordinary qualities did this woman possess that made everyone so curious?

However, while others were curious, they couldn't speak about it much.

The few people surrounding them were Dalingzhao's close friends for over a million years. Hence, they half-jokingly wanted to invite the bride to meet them.

Such requests would be considered impolite in the mundane world; how could a new bride appear at such an early stage of the wedding?

But in the cultivation realm, there were no such strict rules. Even though the dual-cultivation ceremony was grand and meant for celebration, Qianqian Fairy Lady coming to meet guests wouldn't be out of place.

Moreover, Dalingzhao True Man was usually jovial; hearing from a few friends, he had no intention of declining.

He readily agreed.

Just as he was about to call over a servant girl to summon the bride, two streaks of red light flew in front and behind him.

They landed before Dalingzhao True Man, revealing two large red invitations: "Baidu Tieba Qihang Minger."

"Eh, someone else has arrived," Dalingzhao True Man muttered under his breath as he prepared to instruct a servant to welcome the guests.

After all, his Cloud Sea Scenic Spot was surrounded by the Nine True Vengeful Array.

This array ranked among the top ten in the Three Realms; even ordinary cultivators would be in danger if they fell into it without careful handling. As for Transcendence-level experts, a few missteps could lead to their demise.

Today was his joyous day with countless powerful figures present. However, Dalingzhao True Man didn't plan on closing the array. As an old-timer who had lived for millions of years, he had many friends but also many enemies.

Dalingzhao True Man wasn't afraid of trouble; however, today was a significant celebration, and if some old monsters caused disruptions, it would be disastrous.

In any case, better safe than sorry. Despite his jovial nature, Dalingzhao True Man was meticulous. Otherwise, a simple-minded brute with great strength would have been devoured long ago, unable to enjoy the Three Realms freely.

Thus, guests arriving at Cloud Sea needed to show invitations before entry; although this method was somewhat troublesome, it effectively minimized danger.

Dalingzhao True Man did this for Qianqian Fairy Lady's sake. After all, with his abilities and personality, why would he fear anything?

However, unlike the days when he didn't have a family to worry about, now that he had a wife, he naturally considered her feelings on everything.

Women, even those who lived for hundreds of millions of years, were eager for their weddings and desired perfection. They couldn't bear any regrets.

Dalingzhao True Man hadn't experienced this before, but he understood Qianqian Fairy Lady's psychology well. If he didn't understand this, how could he claim to be the top playboy in the Three Realms?

With such considerations, even on his joyous day, the Nine True Vengeful Array operated smoothly to prevent any unforeseen issues.

At that moment, Dalingzhao True Man was about to call for a servant to welcome guests but then noticed something. His eyebrows raised slightly.

"Eh, it's Lin Xiaoer who arrived. This handsome guy and that little fellow hit it off well; since he traveled so far, I shouldn't ignore him," Dalingzhao True Man said as he turned his head towards another refined-looking cultivator named Tinglou.

"Lin Xiaoer, did you invite him?" Tinglou was surprised, his expression showing some astonishment.

"Nonsense. Last time in the Demon Realm, this handsome guy and that kid hit it off immediately; on such a joyous day, how could I leave him out?" Dalingzhao True Man seemed unconcerned but slightly impatient: "Enough of these words. It's just to pick up someone; I'll be back soon. Do you want to come or not?"

He expected an immediate response.
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"Go, why not go? That Lin kid has quite a reputation. Besides, I want to ask about Yuanyan's whereabouts," Wang Tinglou did not hesitate this time; his expression was extremely complex.

"Why, since Brother Nai is getting married, you're still unable to bear the loneliness?" Nailong True Man's mocking laughter entered his ears.

"Nonsense! I care about Yuanyan only because she is Ice's sister. Don't think that I'm like you, going around picking flowers and making trouble," Wang Tinglou blushed as he spoke angrily.

"Haha, Tinglou, losing your nerve to argue, how much more fun it would be if you were not so wooden."

Nailong True Man laughed loudly. His body was covered in a faint glow as he left the spot at lightning speed.

Wang Tinglou was so angry that his face turned red and his neck swelled. After a moment's hesitation, he followed him anyway.

"Hey, what exactly is going on?" The voice of the black-robed youth entered his ears. Everyone had been stunned by what just happened.

"I don't know where you heard that," said another man beside them, who was quite attractive.

Since Wang Tinglou and Nailong True Man were close friends, he naturally knew about it.

It seemed to be a cultivator who had ascended from the lower realms. Initially, his cultivation wasn’t impressive, but for some reason, this Separation-Union level existence had become very close with Nailong True Man, even saying they had sworn brotherhood.

Everyone was surprised, but since Nailong wanted such a brother, no one would meddle in it. At first, it seemed strange, but gradually, everyone got used to it.

Indeed, Wang Tinglou was quite remarkable; he became a Spirit Separation cultivator in just a few thousand years. Although still insignificant compared to them, advancing from Spirit Separation to Transcending Tribulation was the hardest part.

But no matter how quickly one could cultivate with Nailong True Man’s guidance, it was still impressive.

It seemed that this truly was a genius. With some good fortune, he might have a chance to advance to Transcending Tribulation and become like them.

Wang Tinglou and Nailong were brothers who always acted without formalities; no one found it strange. But what about the Lin kid they just mentioned?

Could there be an outstanding great being here?

"Is there any Lin cultivator in the late Tribulation stage?" The black-robed youth pondered deeply.

"No, I don't think so."

"I have never heard of such a person," said an old woman with white hair.

She had some acquaintance with Nailong True Man and was invited as a guest. However, she only knew him superficially and did not participate in the jokes just now. But her position was close enough to hear everything clearly. Seeing that Nailong True Man went to welcome a distinguished guest, she couldn't help but interject.

"Then it must be Lady Long from Mount Tianmu, whose knowledge is well-known far and wide. Since you say so, there truly isn’t any Lin cultivator in the late Tribulation stage," said the man with his hand on his forehead.

"Respected One, your praise is too generous."

The old woman did not dare to be presumptuous. The man before her looked only seventeen or eighteen years old but was actually an ancient monster known as Flying Dragon Respected One, a human cultivator who had somehow inherited some true dragon blood through good fortune. His magical power was extensive, and he was quite famous among those at the Transcending Tribulation stage.

The discussion wasn't limited to this place; almost all the cultivators present were desperately trying to recall which great existence might be named Lin.

After all, there were so many guests invited by their senior mentors, not to mention a hundred or more main guests. Most of them were led by Nailong's maidservants when they arrived at Cloud Sea, with only a few personally welcomed by him.

Everyone was eager to know who the great figure that just arrived was.

However... there wasn’t any Lin cultivator in the late Tribulation stage.

Who else could be worthy enough for Nailong True Man to personally welcome?

To be honest, Lin Xuan's fame had grown quite significantly. In some ways, he was at his peak, but it depended on what level you were talking about.

Lin Xuan might be a Spirit Separation cultivator, but who among the guests here was of which rank?

Transcending Tribulation old monsters!

No matter how famous Lin Xuan was, they would never take him seriously. He was just a pawn in the grand scheme of things, and even the old monsters from other realms hadn’t heard of him.

For example, True Apex Sect’s Senior Grandmaster Tianji had only heard his name but dismissed it with a smile. Dividing into Spirit Separation stages? What was so special about that? Even if he were exceptionally powerful, there would be limits to his abilities in their eyes; they saw him as nothing more than a joke.

---

Cloud Sea was vast and beautiful, like an earthly paradise. From the outside, it appeared white and indistinct, but two figures hovered just beyond its edge.

One was an ordinary-looking youth, while the other was a graceful woman dressed in court attire.

"Is this Lady Cloud? Did you have any old acquaintance with Nailong True Man?"

"Yes, not much of one. I only met Senior Nailong when I was very young," said Yun Ruyan with a sigh.

"You were very young then?"

"Yes."

The woman nodded: "Back then, our Cloud Family was far more powerful than it is now. We ranked fifth on the list at Wan Xiao Immortal Palace?"

"Fifth place?"

Lin Xuan was startled; among the top ten forces today, all had Transcending Tribulation cultivators. Could it be...

"Yes, in the past, my Cloud Family did have a late-stage Transcending Tribulation ancestor. He was a powerful existence from the middle stage. When I was very young, he was still alive and got along well with Senior Nailong. I remember once when True Man Nailong visited our family to meet him."

"So what happened later?"

"Later..."

Yun Ruyan's face showed sadness: "The heavens did not favor my Cloud Family. Not long after, the ancestor faced a heavenly tribulation. Despite his preparations, he was unable to survive it, and our Cloud Family fell from grace. Many former enemies came knocking, and without the protection of the ancestor, we were on the brink of extinction. Fortunately, True Man Nailong was loyal and, out of past favors with the ancestor, promised to protect us. Otherwise..."

The woman's face was filled with gratitude. Among cultivators, although some might be cold-hearted, such a favor could not be easily forgotten.
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"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. He finally understood the entire story. It turned out that the Yun family had a connection with Elder Naelong, which explained why Elder Naelong and Fairy Qianqian were married, and why the Yun family was one of the guests.

"Then what about Daoist Lin? If I'm not mistaken, you also have some connection with Elder Naelong. Can you tell me?"

Yun Ruyan turned her head, a smile playing on her lips. She didn't believe that Lin Xuan received an invitation because he had gained fame over the past millennia.

Lin Xuan's reputation in the Naelong realm was indeed significant, but only for cultivators below the Tribulation Transcending stage. To Elder Naelong, he was still insignificant, like a mere ant. Therefore, this couldn't be the reason he received an invitation.

"Haha, Fairy truly is wise. I did have a chance encounter with Elder Naelong, but it was just a brief meeting. It's surprising that after so many years, Elder Naelong remembers and sends such an invitation. I feel both honored and surprised."

Lin Xuan was skilled at being diplomatic. There wasn't much to hide here, so he told the truth.

After all, lying was more troublesome than telling the truth. He had no reason to do it, as deceiving someone was wrong.

"Is that true or false?"

Yun Ruyan's face showed doubt. This explanation was too far-fetched.

Lin Xuan was speechless. It was unfair for him to be suspected of telling the truth so rarely.

"Sigh, why should I deceive Fairy about such matters..."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head. He sensed someone approaching. Was it Elder Naelong's people coming to escort them in?

No, this feeling and the terrifying pressure weren't from a mere servant. Even on Tianyuan Marquis, he hadn't felt anything like this. The only two beings who could bring such pressure were the Queen of Qingqiu and Elder Naelong.

The latter was indeed at the late Tribulation Transcending stage. Even Fairy Hundred-Petal Lotus, though powerful, didn't bring as much pressure.

Therefore, it wasn't a servant but Elder Naelong himself coming here.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, making such a judgment in an instant.

Still in shock, Lin Xuan looked over to see that Fairy Ruyan was equally stunned. Her divine sense was naturally weaker than his, but she too sensed someone approaching and the feeling wasn't from a servant...

Could it be...

Before her thoughts could fully form, the sea of clouds before them surged violently.

Then, a tunnel about ten feet wide appeared in front of their eyes. A flash of light revealed two figures clearly entering their sight.

On the left was an elderly man around forty years old with three long strands of beard. He looked extremely refined, dressed in Daoist robes that exuded an ethereal aura.

Lin Xuan recognized him instantly. It had been two thousand years since they met in the Demon Realm, and his appearance hadn't changed at all. However, he radiated a more formidable presence. Lingtinglou was also at the late Divination stage, just like Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan admired his cultivation speed. After ascending to the Spirit Realm, what kind of extraordinary experiences did he have? For Lingtinglou to match his pace in cultivation was truly miraculous.

Of course, Elder Naelong's guidance and support were invaluable. As he thought this, Lin Xuan turned his head. Although Elder Naelong looked much younger than thirty years old today, celebrating his marriage, his appearance was still that of a seasoned veteran.

He wore a bright red robe for the occasion, with a new groom's hat on his head. The patterns embroidered on them seemed to be formed by intricate and extraordinary talismans.

With Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he couldn't determine what material these robes and hats were made from, but they were undoubtedly precious treasures. Even now, such items would be extremely rare for him.

"Sure enough, Elder Naelong personally came here."

Fairy Mumo muttered to herself, still recovering from the shock.

Such treatment was beyond her wildest dreams.

Elder Naelong actually came to greet her in person.

Now that they had passed through the cloud sea and reached their destination, Yun Ruyan curtsied gracefully.

"Junior Yun Ruyan pays respects to Elder."

Despite the surprise, as head of the family, she didn't lose her composure. She bowed deeply before Elder Naelong.

He was not only a senior but also had great kindness for the Yun family.

Yun Ruyan's respect came from the heart.

"Junior Lin will always remember your aid last time. I'm honored that you remembered me on such an important day."

Lin Xuan was greatly shocked by Elder Naelong personally coming to greet him, but he wasn't a common cultivator. He had experienced many ups and downs. Now, his expression returned to calmness as he clasped his hands in salute.

His face showed genuine sincerity.

"Of course, of course. I have an instant connection with you, Lin junior. You don't need to be so formal. Speaking of which, your youngling is truly remarkable. If I'm not mistaken, last time we met, you were still at the Profound Origin后期 stage. Just two thousand years later, and you've transcended a major realm. Zz, such cultivation speed, even Lingtinglou falls slightly short, almost catching up to me from back then."
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"Riveting, the young ones are!"

Master Daoist Nailong's tone also carried a hint of admiration. However, from his few words, it was not hard to discern that while Lin Xuan's cultivation speed was indeed remarkable, he still fell short when compared to such super geniuses as Master Daoist Nailong.

Lin Xuan spent two thousand years advancing three levels from Profound Concealment late-stage to Spirit Separation late-stage, crossing a major realm. This achievement was undoubtedly impressive.

But Master Daoist Nailong had completed the same leap in just one thousand years back then.

Yes, exactly one thousand years.

Simply put, he only used less than half of Lin Xuan's time.

Beyond man lies another man; beyond heaven, another heaven!

Of course, Master Daoist Nailong did not intend to boast. With his strength, there was no need for such a display. He merely casually mentioned it, but even these few words already made Lin Xuan feel the vast gap between them.

Even back then, Lin Xuan might not have been able to match Master Daoist Nailong, and now that he had advanced past the Tribulation Transcendence late-stage, the difference was even more pronounced.

"Haha, Senior flatters me. My achievements today are largely due to good fortune and coincidence. I naturally cannot compare with a super genius like you," Lin Xuan said modestly. Humility was his principle, and in front of such an existence as Master Daoist Nailong, he dared not show any arrogance.

"Haha, merely by chance?" Master Daoist Nailong smiled without saying more but did not delve further into the matter either.

Instead, Wating Tinglou stepped forward. He looked at Lin Xuan with a hint of joy in his eyes. Although their friendship was not deep, they could still be considered old acquaintances. They had known each other back when they were in the Mortal World and even worked together on occasion.

Few cultivators ascended from the Twelve States to the Spirit Realm, and now only two remained: them.

This reunion brought a certain amount of joy.

"Friend Lin, long time no see."

"Brother Tinglou, how have you been?"

The other bowed in greeting. Lin Xuan naturally did not dare be careless either.

Then they fell into silence for several breaths.

"Ruyan, do you have any news about her?"

Without hesitation, both of them asked the same question almost simultaneously. Their expressions turned somber as soon as the words left their mouths. The other's inquiry implied a negative answer.

Lin Xuan and Wating Tinglou exchanged glances filled with disappointment.

By Yunge Yan's side, Cloud Ruoyan was speechless. She too was at Spirit Separation late-stage and the head of her sect, naturally worldly-wise. Witnessing that scene, she knew without a doubt that Master Daoist Nailong had personally come to greet Lin Xuan.

A mere acquaintance? He truly boasted without reservation.

An acquaintance would not be so familiar. Moreover, in Master Daoist Nailong's words, there was an implicit emphasis on his importance.

This was absolutely genuine and devoid of any falsehoods.

Cloud Ruoyan felt a mix of shock and respect for Lin Xuan despite her surprise. This was far beyond what a mere Spirit Separation cultivator would receive.

Such attention was something even ordinary Tribulation Transcendence elders like Master Daoist Nailong might not show.

Fortunately, she had chosen not to oppose Lin Xuan. Cloud Ruoyan felt relieved.

Upon hearing Wating Tinglou and Lin Xuan's conversation, she grew curious about the identity of 'Ruyan.' The name suggested a woman...

The same woman that Master Daoist Nailong's brother and mysterious Lin Xuan were both concerned about.

Cloud Ruoyan was filled with curiosity but would not dare to ask. Although her strength was the weakest among them, as an immortal who had lived for ten thousand years, she knew all too well the intricacies of human affairs—words could bring disaster...

Before this thought fully formed, Master Daoist Nailong's lazy voice echoed in their ears.

"Cloud Ruoyan, you are that little girl from Cloud Family. Two hundred and seventy thousand years ago, I met you at your family."

"Yes, back then, the junior was still young and had the fortune to catch a glimpse of Senior's true form," Cloud Ruoyan exclaimed with great respect in her voice.

"Indeed, your talent is not bad either. However, entering Tribulation Transcendence is very unlikely." Master Daoist Nailong said indifferently.

Cloud Ruo Yan's heart sank but quickly regained its composure. The desire for Tribulation Transcendence was shared by all cultivators, yet few could achieve it. With her current strength, she felt content.

Expressing her thoughts, Master Daoist Nailong nodded in agreement: "I commend you for seeing so clearly. However, I merely say that it is difficult. Everyone has their own opportunities. With your talent, advancing to Tribulation Transcendence is challenging, but not impossible. Everything depends on your efforts and opportunities."

"Thank you, Senior," Cloud Ruo Yan bowed respectfully again before slowly standing up.

Lin Xuan, beside him, rolled his eyes. This was considered guidance? After all that talk, it made no difference from saying nothing at all. Who did not know that advancement relied on effort and opportunity?

"Alright, this is not the place to speak. Let's go to Cloud Sea for a chat," Master Daoist Nailong's voice echoed again.

He highly valued Lin Xuan as the groom welcoming guests was appropriate, but he could not leave other attendees waiting indefinitely. Lin Xuan and Wating Tinglou had no objections.

Master Daoist Nailong waved his sleeves, and clouds surged forth, revealing a path that had previously been closed.

"Let's go!"

The four of them transformed into streaks of lightning and flew into the Cloud Sea.

The scenery along the way was breathtaking. Lin Xuan, despite his extensive travels, had never seen such a beautiful place before.

Jade pavilions and crystal palaces, rare birds and immortal cranes filled with laughter occasionally reached their ears. The phrase 'heavenly paradise' was apt here.

However, beneath this beauty lay countless restrictions. Apart from the Nine True Pacifying Demons Great Array, there were many hidden dangers and traps.

Of course, they were not visible to the naked eye, but any intruder could easily fall into them, even Tribulation Transcendence cultivators might be eliminated. But with Master Daoist Nailong leading the way, it was smooth sailing.

Soon, they arrived at Cloud Sea's vast expanse.

Upon arriving, Lin Xuan was taken aback. Looking around, there were nearly a thousand cultivators. However, most of them were attendants of Cloud Sea Immortal Realm. The rest...

A波动，强大的灵力波动。

虽然有收敛压抑，但这么近的距离，渡劫期存在的灵力印记，林轩怎么可能忽略过去。

一个，两个，三个……，

粗略估计，竟有近百之多。

没错，近百名渡劫级别的修仙者。

尽管Master Daoist Nailong结了婚，林轩早就料到宾客不会是一般人物，但同时出现近百名渡劫级别的老怪物，还是大大出乎他的预料。
新的一周，求推荐票

Although Lin Xuan had some doubts, he was not interested in delving into the mysteries of this array. Regardless of its wonders, it merely served to transport them into Spirit Wave Valley.

Even if they fully understood its secrets, it wouldn't significantly aid their mission. With his deep-seated wisdom, Lin Xuan would certainly not waste his efforts on such matters.

"Alright, now step onto that teleportation array," the Venerable Qing Yan said calmly.

Before he could finish speaking, a flash of light appeared, and his disciple, Void Breaker True Man, was already standing on the array.

This set an example. The others, though still hesitant, followed suit and stepped onto the array as well.

"Alright, everyone take care. I wish you all a smooth journey."

As he spoke, Qing Yan waved his sleeves. A series of whistling sounds filled the air, and white light shot out like raindrops from his hand toward the front.

"What is this?"

The Spirit Cultivators were momentarily stunned but quickly reached for the white light with their hands.

Lin Xuan did the same, then examined his palm closely.

He had grabbed a jade talisman that was pure white, adorned with intricate patterns. The exact function of it didn't need to be explained; Lin Xuan already had some inkling in his heart.

Before he could fully process this thought, Qing Yan's voice rang out: "The purpose and effects of the jade talisman don't require much explanation from me. When the time limit is up, just break the talisman, and you will be teleported."

"Thank you, Senior for your precious gift," the Spirit Cultivators echoed in unison.

They carefully stored away the jade talisman; it was something they could not afford to lose.

Qing Yan's face showed satisfaction. He turned his head toward an empty space on the left and spoke mysteriously.

"Finally, I've tricked those juniors inside. Your layout is indeed incredibly profound. But this is just the first step. Whether we can find that treasure remains uncertain."

"Hmm, planning lies in human hands, but success depends on heaven. In this world, there's no certainty, but since you promised such a substantial reward, I believe these juniors will do their best. With so many people sent into Spirit Wave Valley, as long as they try their hardest, they should have a good chance of finding the treasure."

As the elder spoke, light flashed in that empty space, and a figure gradually appeared.

She had an exquisite face, silver hair cascading down like a waterfall, bare white feet, and her beauty was truly breathtaking. She was probably around thirty years old, with an extremely refined demeanor.

Lin Xuan had already teleported away, so he would have been terrified if he were still there. The woman before him was his archenemy, one of the three most formidable true demons in existence.

Yet, wasn't she supposed to be back in the Ancient Demon Realm? Why was she here and cooperating with Qing Yan?

Many questions remained unanswered, but upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan noticed subtle differences between this woman and Ice Spirit. Their cultivation levels were different; as a True Demon Primordial, Ice Spirit's strength was comparable to that of an Immortal, even surpassing the likes of Dragon King True Man or Fairy Lotus who had successfully passed their heavenly tribulations.

However, while this woman exuded an immense spiritual pressure, it paled in comparison to Ice Spirit. She seemed to be at the early stage of heavenly tribulation.

More precisely, she was at the peak of the early stage.

But that was all; such strength could not be a True Demon Primordial's personal visitation.

However, apart from her lower cultivation level, this woman shared too many similarities with Ice Spirit. What explained these parallels?

It wasn't unusual! In the cultivation world, renowned powerful figures often cultivated several manifestations in addition to their main bodies.

If his guess was correct, this woman should be one of Ice Spirit's body manifestations.

Her true form had indeed returned to the Ancient Demon Realm, but why her manifestation was sent here remained a mystery. Only time would reveal it.

"Your words are right. But since there isn't a 100% guarantee, there might still be unfortunate circumstances," Qing Yan interjected solemnly.

"I am not worried; you're overthinking this. I, Ice Spirit, as a True Demon Primordial, have never broken my word."

"If you can think that way, it's the best. This time, I offended the Dark King of the Netherworld by cooperating with you. If you renege on your promise, even if we both suffer, I won't let you off lightly," Qing Yan softened his expression but still carried a hint of threat.

He was not willing to offend Ice Spirit; rather, this cooperation was too important for him. When Ice Spirit's manifestation approached, he was initially alarmed.

However, her offer piqued his interest. She promised that if he helped find a treasure for her, she would take him out of the lost plane as a reward. As an advanced heavenly tribulation cultivator, few conditions could sway him, but what she offered was one.
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While Lin Xuan was surprised, the old monsters of the劫雷 period (Thunderbolt Tribulation Stage) on the scene couldn't help but murmur to themselves.

The individuals who could make Daoist Nael Dragon personally greet them were undoubtedly not ordinary. Who would have thought that bringing back two separation spirit period (Divine Spirit Stage) youngsters was the result?

This was far from what everyone had expected.

"Hey, I didn’t see it wrong, did I!" exclaimed an old man with a youthful appearance and white hair.

"Just two juniors, why is Nael Dragon doing this? Is he joking around?"

"Yes, such low-level figures being invited to attend the ceremony is already unreliable. Personally greeting them, that's too... unusual."

Amongst the cultivators present, each was no ordinary figure. Picking any one of them would make them a dominant force in their region, having experienced countless storms and tribulations. They should not have been so flustered.

However, this matter before their eyes was truly perplexing. When they arrived, Nael Dragon usually only dispatched a maid to lead the way, which wasn't an issue since his strength was already superior to theirs.

Now, with two juniors, Nael Dragon personally went out to greet them.

If they didn’t know better, this firsthand experience would make it hard for them to face others. It might even be considered too much of a joke.

The gazes from the crowd quickly focused on Lin Xuan and Yun Ruo Yan.

Surprise, confusion, anger, incomprehension—there were all sorts of emotions present…

There was nothing unusual about this; everyone had different thoughts, so their gazes carried varying meanings that couldn't be expressed in a single word.

Lin Xuan and Yun Ruo Yan soon noticed the atmosphere. It wasn’t good at all. Throughout history, there had never been a separation spirit period (Divine Spirit Stage) cultivator who attracted this much attention from old monsters of the劫雷 period (Thunderbolt Tribulation Stage).

The feeling was akin to a gentle sheep being targeted by a pack of wolves.

At least that’s how Yun Ruo Yan felt right now.

While those merely expressing surprise were understandable, some old monsters, in their astonishment, also revealed a hint of jealousy.

Yes, it was jealousy.

And this jealousy naturally came with some hostility.

Even at such an event, they couldn’t release their spiritual pressure. The feeling of being locked onto by a separation spirit period (Divine Spirit Stage) cultivator was not pleasant.

What was even more terrifying was that multiple old monsters were locking them down.

Yun Ruo Yan trembled in fear as she thought through the situation. She realized why so many old monsters had such hostility towards them—it was all because Nael Dragon personally greeted them, drawing too much attention.

---

Damn it!

She wanted to say that Nael Dragon personally greeting her had nothing to do with her; Lin Xuan was the main figure, and she just happened to be along for the ride. But after thinking about it, she didn’t dare speak up because she feared offending Lin Xuan.

Little Lin wasn't someone to mess with. She had already seen his remarkable abilities on their journey, but now she realized that was only a fraction of what he could do.

His strength was deep and unfathomable. Such formidable enemies should be avoided if possible.

So, the words she wanted to say remained unspoken.

Speaking of which, they weren’t alone in this awkward situation. How was Lin Xuan handling it?

Yun Ruo Yan couldn’t help but secretly turn her head and glance at Lin Dong beside her with the corner of her eye.

What a shock! Lin Xuan didn't seem the least bit uncomfortable or uneasy; he was chatting amicably with Nael Dragon, his demeanor exuding great composure.

Yun Ruo Yan could only admire him.

After all, she received just as much attention as he did. How could he not feel any discomfort being locked onto by so many old monsters of the劫雷 period (Thunderbolt Tribulation Stage)?

This was far from a separation spirit period (Divine Spirit Stage) cultivator's expected behavior. In Lin Xuan’s eyes, Nael Dragon wasn’t just mysterious; he was something more.

Yun Ruo Yan didn't know that while Lin Xuan was chatting with Nael Dragon, his heart was filled with frustration.

Lin Xuan valued subtlety, but this attention from the old monsters of the劫雷 period (Thunderbolt Tribulation Stage) couldn't be ignored. He inwardly fumed.

With his intelligence and experience, he knew that all this attention stemmed from Nael Dragon personally greeting him.

Judging by their demeanor, Nael Dragon might not have come out when they arrived.

How despicable of Nael Dragon to make her the center of attention!

She had traveled a long way just to attend his wedding ceremony. How did she end up in such a predicament?

When had she offended him?

Lin Xuan was vexed but then realized that Nael Dragon might not have intended it.

After all, with his strength, if he really wanted to deal with her, there would be no need for any covert schemes.

Sending out an avatar could easily eliminate her. After witnessing the power of Fairy Hundred Flowers, Lin Xuan had no doubts about this.

Therefore, Nael Dragon wasn’t intentionally plotting against him.

Because it wasn't necessary.

If his guess was correct, Nael Dragon likely valued him enough to come personally.

As for the consequences… Nael Dragon probably hadn’t considered them. At that level of strength, he didn’t need any reservations.

Even if the sky fell, he could handle it. So, Nael Dragon had long been accustomed to acting on impulse.

Lin Xuan’s intelligence was evident; his guess was close to the truth but not entirely accurate.

However, while Nael Dragon’s impulsive actions were fine for him, they left Lin Xuan in a dire situation.

The center of all attention!

Normally, with his strength, he wouldn’t care about ordinary cultivators. But who were these opponents? Old monsters of the劫雷 period (Thunderbolt Tribulation Stage)! And there were more than just one or two; over a hundred were present.

Lin Xuan’s current state was indeed a mix of wanting to weep but unable to do so.

But what could he do now?

Ask Nael Dragon to explain everything to everyone?

Given Nael Dragon's personality, it wouldn’t be possible. Besides, they weren't very close, so how could he have any grounds to make such a request?

That was unreliable.

Even if he tried explaining, the others wouldn’t believe him.

What would Nael Dragon say?

He might claim that their first meeting went well and they talked animatedly, which is why he personally greeted Lin Xuan for this dual cultivation ceremony.
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So simple!

While it was true that the facts were as such, the question was: who would believe it?

A Great Dragon True Man at late劫境 stage, a being who could live forever—how could he possibly be so obsessed with a mere One Spirit realm cultivator?

One should draft a speech before making such grand statements, even if it's just for humor. This was simply too outlandish.

Lin Xuan had already considered that explaining the situation would only make things more complicated. What then?

If another person were in his position, he might have been at a loss. However, Lin Xuan was different; he had weathered countless storms and quickly came up with a solution.

Well, it wasn't exactly a solution, but at least it could help mitigate the situation to some extent. The approach was to go with the flow.

This misfortune stemmed from the overly ostentatious welcome by Great Dragon True Man. It had attracted envy and jealousy from countless others. Since explaining it would only make things worse, he might as well be more overt about it.

In essence, this was a case of fighting fire with fire or breaking pots to break pots. He decided to act cool and natural, chatting amiably with Great Dragon True Man as if they were equals.

This way, even if the old monsters harbored doubts, seeing such an attitude might make them suspicious and uncertain about his true strength and background. They would likely hesitate before taking any action against him.

Of course, this wasn't a foolproof strategy, but Lin Xuan couldn't think of anything else to deal with the current crisis. He might as well try it, even if it was like treating a dead horse as alive.

Thus, while Lin Xuan inwardly railed at his own predicament, he acted as if he and Great Dragon True Man were close brothers, chatting away.

Indeed, this strategy seemed to work. Lin Xuan's "arrogant" behavior made the old monsters who had been secretly mocking him also feel a bit wary. After all, they had experienced countless trials and tribulations at their current stage of cultivation.

While their strength was formidable, their extensive experiences made them cautious individuals. When dealing with low-ranking cultivators, they might be domineering, but when faced with unknown dangers or mysterious figures, they would be even more hesitant.

This wasn't about being brave or cowardly; after all, reaching this realm of cultivation required a series of coincidences and untold hardships. Even late劫境 cultivators weren’t immortal, and many could live for millions of years.

With such long lifespans, how could they not cherish their lives?

Without solid proof or direct conflict, these old monsters would avoid causing trouble for Lin Xuan as much as possible. Of course, not everyone thought this way; among the late劫境 cultivators, most were seasoned and cautious, but individual personalities varied.

Still, a few old monsters harbored resentment, feeling both envious and jealous. How could such a mere One Spirit realm cultivator enjoy such honors? That brat was nothing special.

However, despite their anger, they didn't immediately start causing trouble or making a fuss. They might not take Lin Xuan seriously, but this was Great Dragon True Man's double cultivation ceremony. Disrupting it would be disrespectful to him.

Great Dragon True Man was no ordinary figure; few dared to offend him among the late劫境 cultivators. Even in the Three Realms, those who did were rare. Since these cultivators had come to congratulate him, whether out of superficial acquaintance or genuine friendship, they likely had some connection with Great Dragon True Man. They wouldn't let such a trivial matter embarrass him.

If trouble was to be caused, it would wait until after the ceremony when everyone left Penglai Immortal Island. Then, he could properly discipline that brat.

Lin Xuan didn’t know that despite his efforts to appease them, he had inadvertently provoked some of these narrow-minded late劫境 cultivators, who even harbored murderous intent.

It sounded absurd, but in the perilous world of cultivation, such incidents weren't uncommon. Lin Xuan could sense something was amiss, but he didn’t know exactly what those old monsters were thinking.

He could only take things as they came. Fortunately, while he sensed their hostility, at least on Penglai Immortal Island, and specifically in the Cloud Sea Square, they wouldn’t dare do anything to him.

This was beyond doubt!

The entire process seemed complex but didn't actually take much time. After Great Dragon True Man led Lin Xuan here, he went off to mingle with other guests.

While the double cultivation ceremony wasn’t as elaborate as secular weddings, it still had many things for Great Dragon True Man to attend to. Even if he valued Lin Xuan, he couldn’t stay by his side all day chatting.

Lin Xuan understood this and didn't pester him. Instead, he found a secluded corner, took some wine and fruit from the maidservants, and enjoyed them alone.

He could feel many old monsters’ mental probes scanning him, but they respected their own status and didn’t actually approach to question him.

So, Lin Xuan pretended not to notice.

After about an hour, he heard a loud crackling of firecrackers. These were purchased from the secular world by Great Dragon True Man's disciples.

Following this, celestial music filled the air as colorful birds danced in the sky. A pleasant fragrance wafted through the breeze, reaching his nose.

Then, the sky suddenly darkened.

No, it wasn’t dark; rather, it seemed like nightfall, with stars beginning to appear.

These stars twinkled beautifully.

Gradually, more and more stars appeared until they started converging in the middle of the sky. Over time, a dazzling Milky Way emerged before his eyes.

The stars moved as if performing celestial dances. Ethereal singing drifted from the other side of the Milky Way.

Far away…

At first, it was faint, but even occasional notes were melodious and enchanting, almost heavenly.

Celestial music!

Gradually, the voice became clearer, indeed coming from the far end of the Milky Way.

After a while, a group of maidservants carrying palace lanterns appeared. They had delicate faces and slender figures, like celestial maidens. They moved gracefully along the Milky Way, approaching him.

Lin Xuan roughly counted 100 maidservants.

While not all were breathtakingly beautiful, they were undoubtedly stunning.

Great Dragon True Man, or rather, Lady Qianqian, what a grand gesture!

If the servants were this beautiful, how magnificent must their mistress be?
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Lin Xuan had seen many things, but the grand wedding he was witnessing now was something he had never heard of or even imagined. Even among mortal emperors who wed their most beloved princesses, none could match its scale and splendor.

The servants' voices grew louder as they approached. Following the Milky Way, one by one, magnificent carriages emerged from the clouds.

These were not ordinary carriages; they resembled elaborately decorated pavilions instead. Each was crafted with precious wood, sturdy yet emitting a refreshing aroma that permeated the air.

On top of these pavilions, beautiful women in vibrant attire adorned the scene. Some sang melodiously, others danced and played musical instruments like pipas and flutes. Even acrobats were performing.

The lively atmosphere filled the cloud sea around them.

After some time, the songs transformed into a more soothing melody. Larger carriages appeared, each with nine tiers reaching dozens of feet in height. The wood used was different from before, exquisitely crafted to an almost unparalleled degree.

It was beyond description.

Eight different types of spirit beasts pulled these carriages: colorful dragons, celestial phoenixes, peacocks, and great birds...

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in astonishment as the guests, many of whom were at the peak of their cultivation, let out exclamations of wonder.

These eight extraordinary beasts were renowned for their power. The strongest among them were true spirits of the first grade. However, while the colorful dragons and celestial phoenixes before him were not yet at that level, they had reached the realm of spirit projection.

After all, even true dragons or celestial winds could not be born with true spirit strength; they merely surpassed humans and ordinary beasts in power. Advancing to a true spirit required diligent cultivation.

Hard work brought rewards, no matter who you were. Talent alone couldn't make one instantly powerful without effort.

This was the natural law, applicable both in the secular world and among cultivators. To become strong, one had to pay the price. Even true dragons or celestial phoenixes could not escape this rule.

The eight beasts before him certainly weren’t at the level of true spirits; even a true immortal would find such luxury unaffordable. But due to their bloodline, they were undoubtedly much stronger than their peers. The fact that this mysterious Qianqian Fairy had managed to gather these spirit projection-level beasts was truly impressive.

Despite hearing about her as an intermediate stage cultivator, the guests' initial skepticism and doubts lingered like a dark cloud. Changing one's perception required more than mere rumors.

However, seeing such grandeur, especially the last carriage or pavilion, all their skepticism vanished.

Controlling these eight spirit beasts was no easy feat for even old monsters at the peak of their cultivation. This proved that this mysterious Qianqian Fairy was anything but ordinary.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan sighed in relief as everyone's attention finally shifted away from him. He was genuinely curious about what made this Qianqian Fairy so extraordinary. The mystery would soon be revealed!

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense.

While such an intrusion might be considered impolite, he wasn't the only one doing it. Almost all guests were eager to see the woman who had turned Dragon Realization Immortal into a man again. Only a few mature and restrained ones refrained from doing so. Most cultivators released their divine senses.

Boom!

The air seemed to distort as everyone's divine sense was unleashed. They had no intention of harming Qianqian Fairy, but with so many old monsters simultaneously projecting their divine senses, the combined effect was formidable.

Inadvertently, it transformed into a storm of divine senses.

Boom!

A massive vortex appeared in front, distorting space and sweeping towards the colorful carriage.

"Bad luck!"

The old monsters were shocked. Lin Xuan was equally stunned. He might be clever, but who could have predicted such an event?

Even Dragon Realization Immortal was speechless. This top-tier powerhouse of the Three Realms had not anticipated this dramatic turn of events. He felt proud as Qianqian's grandeur left the old monsters speechless, but his joy turned to dread when he realized what might happen.

"Brother, save your wife."

The Dragon Venerable cried out beside him. Dragon Realization Immortal knew that as a top-tier cultivator of the Three Realms, he could reverse natural laws.

But who caused this scene? It was a hundred old monsters at his level. Each was weaker than him, but together their combined divine senses created something far beyond mere divine sense manifestation.

It was a spatial storm!

Yes, it was like the turbulent space currents between realms such as Spirit and Demon Realms or Spirit and Netherworlds. When these currents became strong enough, they transformed into destructive storms that could destroy everything.

Even old monsters would face near-certain death if caught in one of these storms.

This was exactly what was happening here—a small-scale spatial storm created by the叠加of divine senses.

While its power couldn't match a true spatial storm, it shared all the characteristics. It contained spatial laws at an advanced level. Dragon Realization Immortal could break through but not in time.

Damnit!

How could such an incident occur during a wedding?

No, this was more of a mix-up. If Qianqian Fairy were injured or perished, Dragon Realization Immortal would never let it go.

The guests' faces turned pale as they realized the trouble caused by their curiosity. If only they hadn't released their divine senses to investigate.

Everyone thought this way, but did it matter now?

Regret was useless at this point. Now all eyes were on Qianqian Fairy's response.

Would she truly be a top-tier cultivator? If so, there might still be hope.

Lin Xuan shared similar thoughts as his fears and worries flashed through his mind. The situation was dire; describing it as hanging by a thread was an understatement. The sudden appearance of the simulated storm caught everyone off guard—except for Lin Xuan and the old monsters. The servants and spirit projection beings continued their singing and dancing without noticing.

If Qianqian Fairy couldn't resolve this crisis, the entire carriage would be engulfed.

Before long, the simulated storm was only ten feet away from the colorful carriage.
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Because it involved spatial laws, this distance could be disregarded.

At that moment, a colorful pavilion in front of the stage became blurry. A hazy figure appeared. The figure seemed to be red, but due to its extreme blurriness, one couldn't make out any facial features. It seemed as if she had reached out with her hand. Her fingers spread wide, and then intense spiritual light burst forth from her palm.

Indeed, the intensity of that light was beyond description. Lin Xuan's eyes were so dazzled he could barely open them. Many other old monsters present turned their heads or shielded their eyes with their hands. The light was too blinding.

The others didn't need to be mentioned; they screamed and cried out in terror, one after another.

"Such a powerful strength!"

Lin Xuan's mind raced as his spiritual energy poured into his eyes. A deep blue glow appeared at the bottom of his pupils.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

With this divine technique, Lin Xuan勉强 filtered out the intense light.

Indeed, it was barely manageable.

Even with the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, tears streamed down Lin Xuan's face as both eyes were extremely uncomfortable.

But fortunately, he could now just about make out what was happening. The figure before him was a slender and graceful woman. However, Lin Xuan didn't have time to examine her features; his attention was focused on the hand she had extended.

The white palm emitted an incredibly strong spiritual light. A mysterious force emanated from that glow.

What was she doing?

Lin Xuan's thoughts were filled with confusion.

But soon, a word leaped into his mind: could it be neutralization?

Yes, it was indeed neutralization. The storm had been simulated due to the destruction of spatial protons, breaking the balance. Could this woman use opposite forces to eliminate the space storm?

Lin Xuan's face showed shock, as did those of other old monsters.

The space storm was terrifying, but this one was a coincidence, created by the叠加 of countless powerful divine consciousnesses. It could be considered an unintentional mistake.

While similar to a space storm in appearance, its power and scale were vastly different. Even if it happened suddenly, a mid-stage cultivator like Lin Xuan had methods to mitigate it.

However, this so-called mitigation was not neutralization. Neutralization meant using opposite forces to reverse the space storm, gradually dissipating it into nothingness.

The advantage of such an approach was that no damage would be caused.

In other words, the storm never happened.

But every coin has two sides. The downside of neutralization was its immense difficulty compared to simply intercepting the space storm with other techniques.

Was Lady Qianqian too overconfident?

The old monsters present all thought similarly. If they were in her position, they would not rashly attempt to neutralize the simulated storm. Success would be a happy outcome, but failure could result in being swept into the storm, leading to certain death or near-death.

This was absolutely no exaggeration.

To others, Lady Qianqian's actions seemed too risky and perhaps even foolish.

She had managed to teleport out of the colorful pavilion instantly; she could have avoided this dangerous situation.

"Big Brother..."

The Venerable Dragon of Flying Dragons licked his lips. Nearby, the usually carefree Nai Long also wore a tense expression.

After all, Qianqian was his beloved woman. He had struggled to convince her to be his wife. Now, she could potentially fall in the simulated storm at any moment. How could Nai Long not be on edge as the groom?

He wished he could swap places with Qianqian and take the brunt of the storm.

With his late-stage cultivation prowess, neutralizing this crisis would be no problem.

The issue was that such thoughts were easy to have but impossible in reality.

Not only couldn't he replace Qianqian, even assisting her was out of the question. The concept of neutralization meant using opposite forces to dissipate the storm, which required not just supreme strength but also precise timing and control. Any mistake would trigger a catastrophic explosion.

Currently, it was Qianqian alone who was handling this. If Nai Long acted rashly, he would surely destroy that delicate balance.

In other words, with his peerless power, Nai Long could do nothing but watch helplessly.

This wait was agonizing.

Could Qianqian truly turn danger into safety?

They say worry can cloud one's judgment. Unlike Nai Long’s anxious state, Lin Xuan, who had no personal stake in the matter, saw more clearly.

It should be a close call!

After all, someone who could convince Nai Long to love her genuinely wouldn't be a shallow person. If she didn’t have full confidence, why would she risk neutralizing the simulated storm?

So, if nothing unexpected happened, it should turn out well.

Sure enough, the situation developed as Lin Xuan predicted. The dazzling spiritual light flickered, and Qianqian emitted mysterious powerful forces from her body. Gradually, the storm stopped expanding and began to shrink until it vanished completely.

It took about a tea-cup's time.

But for the cultivators present, it felt like an eternity.

Nai Long wiped his forehead with cold sweat, smiling broadly with joy evident on his face.

He was overjoyed but not an ordinary cultivator. Despite his happiness, he didn't rush forward like a reckless youth; instead, he merely sighed in relief.

"Truly neutralized! Using such a method, turning what could have been a major calamity into nothing."

The old monsters present were all secretly shocked.

At Nai Long’s wedding, guests gathered to celebrate. Most of these guests were late-stage cultivators, each one a dominant force in their own right, all highly self-assured.

Initially, they had doubts about the sudden appearance of Lady Qianqian but now those thoughts were long gone. Everyone witnessed that scene; while it was simulated by divine consciousnesses, its power was formidable. How many present could confidently claim they could neutralize such a storm?

Early-stage cultivators didn’t need to be mentioned; even late-stage cultivators found it challenging just to intercept the storm, let alone achieve what Lady Qianqian did.
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Truly, only a few old monsters at the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence were confident.

In other words, Qianqian's strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators at her level. This woman was actually much stronger than expected.

All the guests present were seasoned veterans who had weathered countless storms; after a moment's thought, they immediately understood the situation.

Surprised, their gazes toward the figure in mid-air changed dramatically.

Originally, everyone came to attend this dual-cultivation ceremony forNàilóng True Man’s sake. As for Qianqian?

Hmph, what was she? At most, she had just been pretty enough to charm Gēlóng True Man的 eyes.

In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme, and they paid no heed to Qianqian. Even their superficial respect was out of Gēlóng True Man的 favor.

Even if there were rumors that Qianqian was at mid-stage Tribulation Transcendence, most people doubted them, even scoffing at the idea.

How many Tribulation Transcendence exist in all three realms?

Almost everyone’s name was as well-known as a thunderclap. Qianqian’s name had never been heard before; now they claimed she was mid-stage Tribulation Transcendence? This was nothing but nonsense.

They should have prepared a draft for lying.

It was only because of Gēlóng True Man的 favor that this joke wasn’t exposed, but everyone harbored their doubts in their hearts.

Now, they realized how wrong they were. Not only was Qianqian at the same level as them, her strength far surpassed ordinary mid-stage cultivators.

Many people’s gazes toward the figure in mid-air became complex.

Surprise, jealousy, and more reverence.

Cultivators always revered the strong; even Tribulation Transcendence beings couldn't escape this rule.

The rumors were true. Qianqian Immortal truly lived up to her reputation, fully deserving of Gēlóng True Man的 favor.

"Brother, what good fortune."

"Congratulations, congratulations."

...

Applause filled the air, much more sincere than their earlierperfunctory.

Silence before a great revelation.

This simulated storm was dangerous but also an opportunity. Its appearance had elevated Qianqian Immortal’s status; soon, her fame would spread throughout all three realms.

But what did she look like? Curiosity arose after the shock wore off.

It was indeed due to curiosity that they got into trouble earlier, but this time, Qianqian Immortal wasn’t hidden in aembroidered tower. There was no need for divine sense to probe her.

Due to the simulated storm, spacerule had been triggered, making her figure very blurry and hard to see clearly.

Now that the simulated storm had subsided, Qianqian Immortal’s true form naturally revealed itself.

She wore a phoenix crown andceremonial robe as a bride, her attire exuding joy.

But the red wedding gown was designed with great care. It was beautiful without being cumbersome, highlighting Qianqian Immortal’s slender figure. Unlike secular customs where pearls or red cloth were used for veils, so-called phoenix crowns were merely decorative accessories.

Her lips were like precious gems, her skin as smooth as water; she was truly breathtakingly beautiful.

It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Lin Xuan had never seen a more beautiful woman in his life. Although the Queen of Ice Sea and the Nine-tailed Fox from the Three Demons had undoubtedly been more beautiful, their appearances were obscured by mist when they first met, making it impossible for Lin Xuan to truly see them.

Moonling was also stunning, but her appearance had been sealed along with her memories.

At least the young girl he had seen before was inferior to Qianqian Immortal. If anything, Shanger might have potential to be better, but compared to Qianqian, she was still too green and lacked the refined demeanor.

Lin Xuan had seen many beautiful women; his number of encounters with such beauties far exceeded that of these old Tribulation Transcendence beings. His reaction was understandable; how much more so for others?

Outstanding in strength and beauty, many now envied Gēlóng True Man的 good fortune. However, would they dare to snatch the bride from him? This was clearly impossible.

The process continued without further detail, as a cultivation world wedding required many rituals. Some high-ranking guests arrived, all at Tribulation Transcendence stage; in other places, this would have caused a stir, but here it seemed mundane.

No more disturbances occurred, and the ceremony proceeded smoothly.

Time passed until the final, most important环节 (This term is already in English, no translation needed)—newlyweds paying homage to heaven and earth. The sound of firecrackers echoed, accompanied by celestial music and dance, creating an atmosphere that was almost overwhelming.

All they needed to do was exchange their vows, and Gēlóng True Man and Qianqian Immortal would officially become dual-cultivation partners.

But just then, a red light appeared, and a fiery beam like a dragon from the heavens pierced through the clouds, landing in front of Bìlóng True Man的 feet.

Originally, Bìlóng True Man was standing with Qianqian Immortal, ready to pay homage. This sudden transmission scroll left him momentarily stunned as he picked it up.

Who would arrive just when the ceremony was about to end? Bìlóng True Man was slightly displeased but his expression turned to shock upon scanning the scroll.

"What's going on?"

Qianqian Immortal stood before him, naturally curious at this reaction.

"Guanghan Immortal and the Queen of Ice Sea have arrived together."

"What?"

His voice wasn’t loud, but all present were high-ranking cultivators. Even if they weren't Tribulation Transcendence beings themselves, their disciples or even maids could hear clearly.

It was like a thunderclap in the middle of a clear sky, leaving everyone speechless.

"Who? Who is it?"

"Did I hear correctly? Guanghan Immortal and the Queen of Ice Sea?"

"Are they here? Are they really here?"

Tribulation Transcendence beings were already top-tier in all three realms. They should remain unfazed by anything, but this news was too shocking.

Guanghan Immortal—part of the Three Loose Immortals of the Human Race.

The Queen of Ice Sea—naturally, the Nine-tailed Fox, one of the legendary Three Demons.

If ordinary Tribulation Transcendence beings were like elusive dragons, Guanghan Immortal and the Queen of Ice Sea were truly top-tier. Even other Tribulation Transcendence beings rarely had a chance to meet them.

Why?

Because they lacked the qualifications.

They were truly the top-tier in all three realms, surpassing even late-stage Tribulation Transcendents.

Among so many guests, only a few had the privilege of meeting these two.

Thus, when they heard that they would attend Bìlóng True Man的 wedding, everyone was shocked. This news was too astounding.
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"Lord, have you invited these two?"

"No."

Nailong True Man shook his head. He looked just as bewildered.

Although he knew the three Loose Immortals and the three Demon Kings, there was some emotional connection between them. However, their identities were of utmost importance. With the Three Realms not completely calm, he did not send out invitations to attend the Double Cultivation Ceremony for his upcoming union with Qianqian.

He did not expect that Guanghan True Man and Queen Qingqiu would come uninvited.

It was indeed a great honor, and even Nailong True Man's composure couldn't hide his joy. He turned his head:

"Qianqian, since these two have arrived here, we must pause the ceremony and personally welcome them."

"It is only fitting."

Lady Qianqian had no objections; after all, it was a pleasant surprise for her that Guanghan True Man and Queen Qingqiu would attend their Double Cultivation Ceremony.

"Then let's go together," Nailong True Man looked at his beloved with tender eyes.

"Brother, the two greats have arrived. I believe all present wish to welcome them," said the dragon尊者 who resembled a youth.

"Yes, yes, we've longed to see their风采. How about we accompany the贤夫妇 to greet them?" The old monsters of the Transcending Tribulation stage agreed in unison, many even showing great excitement and anticipation.

They were figures from among the three Loose Immortals and the three Demon Kings; normally, they would have no chance to meet such people.

This was indeed a good opportunity for broadening their horizons.

"Alright, let's go together."

Nailong True Man nodded silently. With Qianqian by his side, he flew forward. The other old monsters followed without delay.

...

In the vast cloud sea, four figures hovered before them. Three of them were young and beautiful women.

The only man spoke. He was about forty years old with three long strands of beard, a refined appearance that belied his age. However, his eyes held an indelible wisdom and maturity, so deep they seemed to defy direct gaze.

His demeanor was exquisitely refined, yet it carried an undeniable air of authority. This kind of presence was not something ordinary high-ranking figures could possess.

Guanghan Zixi, one of the three Loose Immortals from ancient times, had endured countless trials and even fought against the Arrogant King. Although he lost, his strength was beyond doubt; he was always among the six greats governing the Spirit Realm.

"How so, Brother Guanghan? Are you interested in trying to break through this Nine True Demonic Suppression Formation?"

The woman beside him spoke.

She appeared ageless, her entire body enveloped by a light mist of water vapor, making it hard to discern her features. However, her figure was graceful and enchanting.

Her beauty was beyond description; she was so stunning that even without seeing her face clearly, one could sense the extreme beauty.

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox!

Apart from the legendary Queen Qingqiu, only the Arrogant King possessed such unparalleled beauty.

"Queen, you jest. The Nine True Demonic Suppression Formation is not easy to breach. Besides, we are here to congratulate Nailong on his union and not cause any trouble," Guanghan Zixi's smile echoed in their ears.

"Hmm, that's true. Nailong may have achieved Dao later than us, but he isn't someone to be trifled with. If unnecessary, I wouldn't want to provoke him either," the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox combed her hair, revealing a hint of charm.

Of course, this wasn't intentional; it was due to her cultivation technique. Her every movement and expression had the power to bewitch anyone.

"Indeed, Nailong is formidable. However, your disciple this time is even more remarkable. If I'm not mistaken, her talent surpasses ours. The Queen's 'Thousand Illusions of the Heavenly Fox' has a successor," Guanghan Zixi said as he looked at the young girl beside the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

Xiang'er stood demurely by her side; the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox doted on this new disciple, bringing her from afar.

"Brother Guanghan jests. Xiang'er's talent is commendable, but how can she compare to your beloved daughter? If I'm not mistaken, New Moon is a Nine-Spirit Sword Body. Otherwise, why would Friend Flower take her as a disciple; it isn't just because of the friend's influence," the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox said with a light laugh.

"Humph, New Moon's Nine-Spirit Sword Body is indeed commendable, but that girl only knows mischief and trouble. It's my failure as a father to spoil her excessively due to affection. The saying goes, 'a mother who spoils her child often brings about her downfall.' I never thought I would make the same mistake," Guanghan True Man said with a pained expression.

"New Moon is indeed mischievous; she went to the lower realm on her own and searched for true immortals' treasures. It's no wonder you're so angry, but speaking of which, if not for this, how would you have gained such a well-behaved daughter?" the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox said half-jokingly.

"Indeed, compared to New Moon, Lan is much more manageable," Guanghan Zixi turned his head. Beside him stood an 18-year-old girl named Xiaohou Lan.

In terms of beauty, she was undoubtedly the least attractive among the three.

But in comparison, who were her companions?

Xiang'er and the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

These two bewitching figures made anyone standing next to them appear ordinary.

Even if a beauty stood beside them, she would instantly become a supporting actress, overshadowed by their presence.

Xiaohou Lan was far from their level of elegance.

She and New Moon shared one soul; they were originally the same person.

However, due to circumstances, their personalities were vastly different.

Two souls sharing one body meant that whichever soul had more power would dominate. Clearly, New Moon's strength surpassed Xiaohou Lan's.

Originally, New Moon was the dominant soul, but after returning to the Spirit Realm, this situation changed.
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The new moon's资质 was not bad, but due to her excessive mischief, she had never really put in much effort into cultivation. Her realm remained stuck at the Cave Profound Stage. But who was her father?

It was Guanghan Zi!

He was one of the Three Loose Immortals.

His vision was sharp; he immediately noticed something amiss when his daughter returned.

The new moon's soul's anomaly did not escape the keen eyes of Senior True Man Guanghan.

Greatly alarmed, could it be that during her time in the mortal world, she had encountered some evil entity and was attempting to possess her?

Hmph. It was sheer audacity! To dare tamper with someone else’s territory!

Senior True Man Guanghan was both shocked and angry. However, after a thorough examination, he discovered an unexpected result.

The new moon hadn't met any evil entities; she had simply gained another soul.

In other words, one daughter had become two.

But whether it was Xiahou Lan or the new moon, they were fundamentally the same person.

Such a situation was extremely rare. Senior True Man Guanghan couldn’t help but marvel at it.

He then discovered that although the new moon and Xiahou Lan shared the same body, their personalities were vastly different. Having two souls in one body would lead to numerous inconveniences and oddities.

For another cultivator, this might have been a daunting task; separating the two souls wouldn’t be as easy as imagined.

However, as one of the Three Loose Immortals, Senior True Man Guanghan’s methods were beyond ordinary comprehension. Although it was more troublesome for him to separate the two souls, he didn’t find it insurmountable. It merely required a bit more effort.

After much deliberation and consulting with both Xiahou Lan and the new moon, Senior True Man Guanghan displayed his divine powers by using soul-moving techniques to separate Xiahou Lan’s soul from her body.

Thus, Princess New Moon remained as Princess New Moon.

But Xiahou Lan could also be considered his daughter. One couldn’t show favoritism.

He had to find a suitable body for her.

Possession?

That was indeed the solution.

However, Senior True Man Guanghan did not intend to use it.

After all, the new moon possessed the Nine Spirit Sword Body; he couldn't allow Xiahou Lan’s body to be too weak. Otherwise, he would appear unfair as a father.

But while easy to say, finding a body comparable to the Nine Spirit Sword Body and of appropriate age was no simple task.

Even with his status as one of the top figures in the spirit realm and countless loyal subordinates at his disposal, accomplishing this still required good fortune.

Although he had used Soul Nurturing Wood to preserve Xiahou Lan’s soul safely, prolonging the time would inevitably cause some damage to her soul.

Possession was no longer the best solution. What should be done then?

If another cultivator were in his position, he might just have to resign himself to helplessness. But Senior True Man Guanghan had countless treasures at his disposal; this problem wasn’t significant for him.

Since there was no suitable body, they would make one themselves.

Yes, it was creating a new body from scratch.

Well, saying "from scratch" was somewhat exaggerated. A skilled cook couldn't cook without ingredients, so the process naturally required numerous treasures.

In essence, this process resembled Lin Xuan’s method of cultivating an inner avatar. Senior True Man Guanghan used the spirit-awakened Nine Turns Green Leaf Pill as a base and supplemented it with other celestial treasures to create a medicinal soul body for Xiahou Lan.

The preciousness of the Nine Turns Green Leaf Pill was evident, and since the body had already been spirit-awakened, its cultivation potential was only slightly inferior to that of the Nine Spirit Sword Body.

Next, he used soul-moving techniques again to perfectly integrate Xiahou Lan’s soul with this new body.

Thus, New Moon and Xiahou Lan transformed from a single entity into two distinct individuals.

His daughter had become two as well.

However, the new moon remained as unmanageable. Guanghan Zi was frustrated but decided not to indulge her anymore. Instead, he took on the role of a strict father. The Fairy Hundred Flowers also found her disciple's carelessness worrying. Together, they confined New Moon in the Guanghan Palace for self-reflection.

They called it self-reflection, hoping she would reform and focus on cultivation during seclusion.

After all, every time a heavenly tribulation approached, relying solely on his father or master wasn’t ideal. Although their strength could help her overcome tribulations, such dependence was detrimental to her growth. Cultivation ultimately relied on one’s own efforts; trying to have others take over would only harm her in the long run.

In contrast, Xiahou Lan was much more manageable. She was intelligent, mature, and diligent in cultivation. After remolding her body, she no longer caused him any worries.

Why such a significant difference between two souls born from the same body?

Senior True Man Guanghan sighed while realizing that he had been too indulgent with his daughter. With renewed resolve, he determined to change New Moon’s character.

If she didn’t reform, she wouldn’t leave the Guanghan Palace.

With New Moon confined, Daile Long True Man was overjoyed; she couldn't accompany her father here. Senior True Man Guanghan brought Xiahou Lan instead.

They met the Queen of Qingqiu along the way and arrived together.

Although they hadn’t sent invitations, their strength allowed them to bypass the Nine True Vengeful Immortal Array without being intercepted by a transmission talisman.

While waiting, they casually chatted. The entire process seemed lengthy but only took a few breaths.

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox’s eyebrows raised as she was about to say something more, but then she stopped.

Because before them, the clouds suddenly surged violently.

The cloud cover then dispersed on both sides, revealing a passage, or rather, an object hidden behind the clouds.

Senior True Man Daile Long had temporarily lifted the Nine True Vengeful Immortal Array for this visit. This treatment was unique and not enjoyed by any other guest present.

However, no one showed any dissatisfaction.

After all, they were here with Senior True Man Guanghan and the Queen of Qingqiu. While other old monsters at the heavenly tribulation stage might be arrogant, none would dare to think they could stand on equal footing with the Three Loose Immortals or the Three Demon Kings.

Anyone who thought so was not just arrogant but suicidal.

Thus, everyone took it for granted that Daile Long True Man’s actions were justified.

As the clouds fully dispersed, a brilliant light flashed ahead. Over a hundred cultivators appeared before them.

Senior True Man Daile Long and Fairy Qianqian led the way, followed by other guests eager to see Senior True Man Guanghan and the Queen of Qingqiu.

"Brother Guanghan, Fairy Nine-tailed Fox, your grace has truly honored us; I was worried you were too busy to send invitations. Please accept my apologies," said Daile Long with genuine sincerity.
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Master Nai Long clasped his fists and bowed, his expression utterly sincere. After all, the Immortal of Cold Moon and the Queen of Qing Qiu were both visiting here; even for him, this was a matter of great honor.

He naturally felt pleased inside.

"Haha, Brother Nai Long, you shouldn't say such things," he said with a smile. "We've been friends for so long, and today is your big day. Even if I'm busy, how could I possibly miss out on a toast to celebrate?"

The Queen of Qing Qiu's silvery laughter rang through the air from beside him. Though she was hard to see clearly, her voice alone made one's heart and soul intoxicated.

"Oh? What else does His Majesty have in mind?" Master Nai Long asked with a slight solemnity, slightly surprised.

He had never wronged this Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, so he wondered if she might come looking for trouble today?

This thought made him feel uneasy. If it were any other day, he wouldn't fear the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, but today was his big day. If this Queen of Qing Qiu truly meant harm...

Not just him, but all the old monsters around were also on edge. Of course, some were gloating; if the famous Master Nai Long and the Queen of Qing Qiu were to clash, there would be a show today.

However, those who harbored such thoughts were cultivators with whom Master Nai Long had only superficial relationships. True friends showed concern on their faces.

Master Nai Long was no ordinary figure, but the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's strength and reputation clearly surpassed his. If she came to disrupt things today, it might not end well.

Fortunately, there was no need for worry; the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was merely jesting:

"Of course, I'm here to celebrate as well, but more importantly, I wish to see Fairy Qianqian," the Queen of Qing Qiu said. "To make you, a wayward young man, return to your senses, she must be an extraordinary person."

Master Nai Long smiled politely and replied, "Your Majesty flatters me. Qianqian is just an ordinary woman; how can I compare to the renowned Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox?"

Fairy Qianqian stood beside Master Nai Long and responded with a graceful smile, "Your Majesty is too kind. If it could make Master Nai Long submit, she must not be an ordinary woman."

The Queen of Qing Qiu said with a knowing nod.

"Enough, enough," Cold Moon Immortal interrupted. "There's no need for the two of you to flatter each other. We're here to celebrate, not to stroke each other's egos. Both fairies are remarkable figures; everyone knows that."

This interruption allowed the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox and Fairy Qianqian to stop their conversation.

Seizing this opportunity, several old monsters who had been busy greeting others quickly came forward to pay their respects.

Though they were usually domineering in front of ordinary people, these old monsters were nothing compared to Cold Moon Immortal and the Queen of Qing Qiu. Especially those at the early stages of tribulation, without Master Nai Long's good fortune, they wouldn't even have the chance to meet them.

Now, their faces showed excitement; if they could make a connection with these two today, it would be immensely beneficial for them.

While all the old monsters were busy greeting, two young women quietly flew over to Lin Xuan.

"Brother Lin."

The same voice echoed from both of them. They were looking for the same person.

All the old monsters' eyes widened in surprise. Though they were preoccupied with greetings, these old fellows had keen senses; there weren't many people here, and every move was within their sight. The two young women stood beside Cold Moon Immortal and the Queen of Qing Qiu, each bringing only one companion to celebrate.

Though the identities of the two young women remained unclear, they were clearly close associates of Cold Moon Immortal and the Queen of Qing Qiu—likely disciples or family members at most.

Their cultivation levels might be insignificant in the eyes of these old monsters, both at the Spirit Cultivation stage, but their connection to Loose Immortals and Demonic Kings made them not to be underestimated.

Just as a prince's daughter, even if she wasn't outstanding, no one would dare slight her.

This analogy was perhaps not entirely fitting, but the principle was the same. This young man, Lin Xuan, was truly remarkable; he had not only been personally welcomed by Master Nai Long but now also had connections with Loose Immortals and Demonic Kings.

The old monsters were still in shock. Many secretly sucked in their breaths, grateful that they hadn't immediately sought trouble with this Lin Xuan, or else, they might have ended up in a sticky situation.

Lin Xuan suddenly attracted everyone's attention; even Master Nai Long couldn't help but mutter under his breath, impressed by how well-connected the young man was. It seemed he had more connections than expected.

Regardless of the reactions of these old monsters, Xiaohou Lan and Fragrance flew to Lin Xuan's side simultaneously, greeting him in unison. Then, they exchanged a glance, with Xiaohou Lan remaining calm while Fragrance's gaze held suspicion and hostility.

The little girl was jealous.

It wasn't hard to understand; after parting ways in the Ice Sea Realm, Lin Xuan had given her some kind of promise before following his master away. The window between them had been broken down.

Now, by chance, she finally saw her longed-for lover, only for a beautiful and noble young woman to suddenly appear, seemingly connected to Lin Xuan as well. How could Fragrance's heart not be affected?

This carefree flower was still flirting with others?

Fragrance felt both hurt and wronged, making Lin Xuan feel heartache. But with so many people around, how could he explain it?

The surrounding old monsters, all seasoned veterans, easily discerned the young women's emotions.

They muttered in surprise, but some were secretly delighted; now, there would be a good show.

Only Master Nai Long sighed deeply; this scene was familiar to him. He had encountered such situations countless times before.

Tsk tsk, two women vying for his attention, and this young man truly had it going on. Despite not looking like much, he seemed to have many admirers. It looked like the reputation of the First Playboy of the Spirit World was about to be passed down.

Master Nai Long was lost in thought when a sudden chill ran through him. He felt a sharp pain in his ear as Fairy Qianqian grabbed it with her delicate fingers: "How could you already regret your old lover just before marrying me? You must be thinking of your past lovers again, triggered by the sight?"
第两千八百三十七章 深不可测的林轩

"No, no."

Master Nael Dragon's agonized cry drew everyone's attention: "Honey, how could this be? I've always said that in this life, you're the only one for me. Ouch, be gentle, there are so many friends around; give me some face!"

"Face? It was your fault for being so shameless before."

Though Qianqian Fairy's words were harsh, she still released Master Nael Dragon's ears.

Around them, all guests were stunned, even Broad Cold Immortal and Queen of Qingqiu found it hard to suppress their laughter.

This scene was too amusing to resist, but laughing at such a moment would be disrespectful to Master Nael Dragon.

The old immortals could only force themselves to seal their meridians with their cultivation techniques, managing not to burst out in laughter.

"Qianqian, I really love you alone."

Master Nael Dragon was busy comforting his wife, feeling extremely depressed. This Lin Xuan had been attracting bees and butterflies; why did it end up being him?

Is there any justice left?

On the other side,

Lin Xuan also felt the atmosphere strange. Ignoring the crowd, he wanted to explain a bit, but his explanation was strategic.

"Xiang'er, let me introduce you to Xiahou Lan, my sworn sister. She will be your aunt in the future."

"Lan'er, this is Xiang'er; we have a lifelong bond, and she will be your sister-in-law."

His introduction was straightforward, leaving the old immortals nodding in agreement as they mentally sighed, "Ah." He had such a relationship with these two women.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, he suddenly felt alarmed.

Wait, these two young ladies might not have high cultivation levels now, but both were close to Nine-tailed Fox and Queen of Qingqiu. They weren't blood relatives or juniors; they were disciples.

This Lin Xuan had such a relationship with the two women, which meant he was indirectly related to the Demon King and Nael Dragon Immortal.

Did this little guy really have a spirit realm?

Even if it were a Great Power of Transcending Tribulation, few would be so bold.

The old immortals envied and resented him. Those who had planned to cause trouble for Lin Xuan after his wedding on Penglai Immortal Island quietly abandoned their plans.

Lin Xuan's exact strength was still unknown, but with such relationships with a Demon King and Nael Dragon Immortal, causing trouble would be like an old man hanging himself—crazy.

Be careful; Lin Xuan might not get into any trouble, but he could drag you into a huge whirlpool.

This little guy had such a powerful background. It wasn't worth stirring up trouble with him.

Lin Xuan's explanation seemed to have worked as the sorrow in Xiang'er's eyes vanished, replaced by a sweet smile.

Xiang'er was now at the Spirit Realm stage; compared to when she was born, her tail had grown to six, making her a Six-tailed Spirit Fox. With such beauty, it could turn anyone's head.

She had the power to make even the moon hide its face and fish sink to the bottom of the sea.

This Demon Fox clan's strength was directly proportional to the number of tails; with more tails, their appearance would naturally change.

If Xiang'er ever reached nine tails, she might be as beautiful as her master.

That smile left everyone speechless. Many old immortals at the Tribulation Stage drooled and sighed in regret. If they met such a woman elsewhere, they would surely try to marry her as a concubine. But since this girl was a disciple of Nine-tailed Fox, they couldn't even think about it; otherwise, they'd be asking for trouble.

But Lin Xuan's audacity was truly breathtaking—daring to show such closeness with the disciple of Nine-tailed Fox. Could it be that Princess New Moon had given her permission?

Everyone looked at Nine-tailed Fox as she approached and bowed deeply: "Youngster, I've met you before."

"Mmm, not bad,"

Nine-tailed Fox's melodious laughter echoed in his ears, filled with approval.

"Two thousand years have passed since our last meeting. Your strength has improved a level; no, it's more than that. The power within your body is several times greater than the last time. It's not possible to advance from Spirit Realm Middle Stage to Late Stage just like that. You must be diligent in cultivation and had some extraordinary experiences."

"Senior flatters me,"

Lin Xuan remained humble despite Nine-tailed Fox's praise.

This demeanor impressed the old immortals present.

"You're Lin Xiao? "

Before Lin Xuan could finish his greeting with Queen of Qingqiu, Broad Cold Immortal's voice interrupted him. This surprised Lin Xuan; he had no connection to Broad Cold Immortal and was planning to pay respects only after meeting Nine-tailed Fox.

Why did the other ask about him first?

Could it be because Xiahou Lan mentioned him to her father?

Lin Xuan felt a bit alarmed but also curious, where was Princess New Moon?

Lin Xuan wasn't just an ordinary cultivator in the mortal realm; his strength and experience had greatly improved. He could hardly compare himself to his former self.

He immediately noticed that Xiahou Lan's current state was vastly different from before—not only her increased power but also that she no longer shared a body with New Moon, now having separate bodies.

Despite this curiosity, Lin Xuan didn't find it too surprising; after all, as an Immortal of the Spirit Realm, separating two souls should be within his capabilities. He had his methods.

Xiahou Lan and New Moon being one soul in two bodies were essentially the same person. Even with Broad Cold Immortal's help, they now had separate bodies but remained part of his daughter. Thus, if Xiahou Lan mentioned him to her father, it wouldn't be strange.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as Broad Cold Immortal continued.

"You don't need to speculate; both New Moon and Lan'er have spoken about you. But I remember you not because of your daughters but due to Flower Power Friend..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback; the other had guessed his thoughts entirely. No wonder he was an old immortal who lived for millions of years, with deep scheming like the sea. He needed to be cautious when conversing with such beings.

Though reminded, Lin Xuan still showed respect and a hint of surprise: "Flower Power Friend, you mean Fairy Flower? How is her injury, has she recovered?"
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"Ah, you're quite clever. You understood it all at once. Of course, I was referring to the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. The Fairy is the master of New Moon and also my close friend. Don't worry; she has successfully returned to her cave dwelling, and her injuries are gradually healing. A few friends are taking care of her now, so recovery will take some time, but there's no major issue."

"Then I can rest easy."

Lin Xuan spoke with such assurance. Regardless, he had gained the technique of Sword Spirit Sublimation from the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. Emotionally and logically, Lin Xuan naturally hoped that this senior would turn danger into safety.

After all, making friends with beings at this level was no small feat.

And Lin Xuan's conversation with Broad Cold Immortal once again left the surrounding old monsters in shock!

These guests who came to offer their congratulations were cultivators of the Transcendence stage. Each one had experienced countless trials and tribulations to reach such a strength, so it should be rare for them to be surprised by something.

Normally, they would remain unperturbed even when faced with such events. However, today was an exception; surprise followed another.

The most unbelievable part was that almost all the astonishment came from one person—Lin Xuan.

If Lin Xuan were at their same level, it might have been understandable. But this young man was merely a cultivator of the Spirit Separation stage, which seemed like only a step below the Transcendence stage.

In reality, the gap between these two stages was as vast as heaven and earth. Usually, they wouldn't even spare him a glance. Yet today, his presence brought continuous shock to them!

It could be said that Lin Xuan's reputation would no longer be confined to the Dragon-Subduing Realm but would spread throughout every corner of the Spirit Realm. Even the Netherworld and Demon Realm would hear about him.

This outcome not only astonished those old monsters but also left Lin Xuan himself unprepared for it. On one hand, he was indeed superior to his peers; on the other, this result mainly came from sheer luck.

But regardless, the guests present now truly looked at Lin Xuan with new eyes. Even late-stage Transcendence cultivators no longer showed any contempt towards him.

First, Broad Cold Immortal personally welcomed him and called him brother or friend. Then, he recognized both Broad Cold Immortal's daughter and Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's disciple.

No, it wasn't just recognition; the daughter of Broad Cold Immortal addressed him as her big brother, suggesting a deep bond. As for the beloved disciple of the ruler of Qingqiu Kingdom, she seemed to be in a romantic relationship with this guy.

Now, from Broad Cold Immortal himself, everyone learned that Lin Xuan even knew the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers.

Who was the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers?

She was also a late-stage Transcendence powerhouse. Her technique of Sword Spirit Sublimation was incredibly powerful; perhaps her fame was slightly less than that of scattered immortals and demon kings, but compared to Dragon-Subduing Immortal, she might be on par with him.

Wait, what did they just say? The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers had been injured?

And the injuries seemed quite severe.

How could this be possible?

In all three realms, only a few beings were capable of harming the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. Although there were some undercurrents between the realms today, the Spirit Realm and Demon Realm, as well as the Spirit Realm and Netherworld, had not yet clashed. So who could have injured her?

And how did this connection with Lin Xuan come about?

Late-stage Transcendence battles were so intense that few guests present could even intervene. Yet Broad Cold Immortal mentioned that this young man played a crucial role.

Was he joking? Could he really be that powerful?

If anyone else said such things, the old monsters would dismiss it as nonsense. But who was speaking now?

Broad Cold Immortal—legendary among the scattered immortals.

Such an existence couldn't possibly speak nonsense; every word carried weight.

Everyone present had no doubt about this.

Lin Xuan naturally received their renewed respect.

Just when one shock was subsiding, Broad Cold Immortal's voice came again.

"The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers said that day, it was your timely help that saved her. She couldn't properly thank you then. If I met you, I could have thanked or taken care of you on her behalf."

Broad Cold Immortal relayed the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers' words. The woman truly felt grateful towards Lin Xuan. In her view, the Sword Spirit Sublimation technique he needed was useless to him, so she had always felt guilty about it. At that time, she was severely injured and couldn't give him any more treasures, so she entrusted several friends to take care of this young man if they met him.

Broad Cold Immortal's daughter, having become a disciple under the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, naturally had a close relationship with her. Thus, this scattered immortal was one of those friends she trusted.

Lin Xuan modestly replied, "Haha, Senior Fairy is too kind. I merely happened to be there by chance and did not exert much effort. The Fairy has already bestowed benefits upon me, which more than compensate for my help that day. One cannot be greedy; please convey this message to the Fairy on my behalf."

His response left the guests speechless, muttering that he must have a problem with his brain.

Broad Cold Immortal was offering him benefits, and yet, this young man refused? Wasn't he crazy?

Scattered immortals' treasures were not ordinary items. Even for late-stage Transcendence cultivators like them, these gifts would be immensely helpful. This young man's refusal seemed foolish.

But they didn’t know that Lin Xuan had his reasons.

Who wouldn't want more treasures? Especially when they came from a scattered immortal.

If possible, he wanted to accept them. However, the treasure was too precious and could only be obtained by slaying an outer realm celestial monarch, which was beyond the capabilities of Spirit Separation stage cultivators, let alone early or mid-stage Transcendence cultivators.
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Because she believed that Lin Xuan could not obtain the Extraordinary Heaven Metal, naturally he couldn’t practice Sword Spirit Sublimation. She then made Lin Xuan swear to her with his divine soul, vowing never to reveal this secret technique to anyone else.

Only after Lin Xuan agreed did she gift him the cultivation method.

Although Fairy Hundred Flowers’ assessment was correct, she had no idea that Lin Xuan had coincidentally obtained Extraordinary Heaven Metal and integrated it into his personal treasure. This satisfied the requirements for practicing Sword Spirit Sublimation.

She underestimated Lin Xuan; he had outsmarted her.

Well, one couldn’t say he tricked her, but rather that Lin Xuan played a small trick on her.

Regardless, he had learned how to practice Sword Spirit Sublimation from this angle. From Fairy Hundred Flowers’ side, he gained enough benefits and even more. In fact, it was like he had reaped the greatest advantage possible.

After all, although the Illusory Nine Immortals Pill was precious, compared to the technique of practicing Sword Spirit Sublimation, it seemed insignificant.

His efforts had already been rewarded.

And as they say, the truth will out. Fairy Hundred Flowers would eventually find out about this matter and might get angry and lash out in fury.

However, even if she were furious, she wouldn’t break her word to cause trouble for him.

After all, Sword Spirit Sublimation was something she had willingly imparted to him. With Fairy Hundred Flowers’ proud personality, she would have no choice but to swallow this bitter pill.

But unexpectedly, she entrusted a friend to look after him. Lin Xuan felt moved yet understood that it was because Fairy Hundred Flowers hadn’t fully grasped the situation.

Otherwise, why would she still give him benefits and not seek revenge? Wasn’t Fairy Hundred Flowers acting like someone with a problem?

Obtaining the technique of Sword Spirit Sublimation had already made her extremely displeased. But since he initiated this, he had to swallow his pride.

If he continued to accept more favors from Senior Immortal Broad Cold after that, it would be too much for Fairy Hundred Flowers to bear. It was a case of going too far!

He would have to personally come and settle the score with him.

Given Lin Xuan’s character, he wouldn’t miss this opportunity to provoke her anger. Therefore, he naturally refused any favors or treasures.

Other old monsters, who didn’t know the full story, were dumbfounded.

Even Senior Immortal Broad Cold was puzzled by his peculiar personality as Fairy Hundred Flowers had described. The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox saw a hint of amusement on her lips; although she hadn’t interacted much with Lin Xuan, she knew him better than Fairy Hundred Flowers or Senior Immortal Broad Cold did.

Lin Xuan looked honest and straightforward, but he was actually incredibly cunning, skilled at playing the fool to catch others off guard. His character reminded her a lot of her own fox clan.

If Lin Xuan were truly that honest and simple, his apprentice Xianger would never have liked him.

Although Fairy Hundred Flowers didn’t fully understand the situation, she had heard enough to guess that he might indeed possess Extraordinary Heaven Metal for Sword Spirit Sublimation.表面上吃亏，其实却占了天大的便宜。

Fairy Hundred Flowers and Senior Immortal Broad Cold were still unaware of this.

Foxes are naturally cunning animals, and the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was rumored to have a heart as sharp as seven orifices. She was incredibly intelligent.

Even though the Queen of Qingqiu only had a general idea of what happened, she guessed everything clearly. Lin Xuan didn’t know her mental acuity; otherwise, he would surely be awed by it.

However, knowing this, she kept silent. She and Fairy Hundred Flowers were just acquaintances with some unresolved issues between them. Although not to the point of life or death, they looked at each other with mutual dislike.

Seeing Fairy Hundred Flowers suffer such a big loss made the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox immensely pleased. Naturally, she wouldn’t reveal this.

The matter was now concluded.

No matter how surprised those old monsters were by Lin Xuan’s identity and strength, it wasn’t appropriate to probe further in such circumstances.

They could only pretend not to know.

After another round of formalities, they returned along the same path under Senior Immortal Naelong's guidance.

Soon, everyone resumed their seats, and the wedding continued. The newlyweds exchanged vows before heaven and earth, creating a lively atmosphere.

The bride was not sent to her bridal chamber; although it mimicked a secular wedding, the couple were both cultivators. The ceremony was meant for show, but some formalities could be skipped.

With the marriage rites completed, Fairy Nianqian and Senior Immortal Naelong became legitimate partners in cultivation. They hosted guests together, with melodious music filling their ears as performers showcased acrobatics and dances on the stage.

In the square, a grand feast was laid out for the guests to enjoy. The rich aroma of food permeated the air.

Servants moved about, each carrying elegant trays filled with various fine wines and fruits, as well as delicacies prepared by skilled chefs.

Although cultivators could practice cultivation without eating or drinking, they still enjoyed these foods. Spirit wine and fruits were beneficial for physical health and longevity; even cultivators found them nourishing to their divine consciousness and magical power.

However, the guests present were mostly old monsters at the realm of Tribulation Transcendence, so the benefits from the spirit wine and fruits were minimal.

Nevertheless, the taste was excellent. The guests cared more about other aspects.

Since the spirit wine and fruits benefited even those at the Tribulation Transcendence realm, Senior Immortal Naelong wouldn’t have brought out such treasures to entertain his guests.

He would keep them for himself.

Besides fruits and fine wines, there were also exquisite delicacies. The variety of dishes was so extensive that Lin Xuan, with his broad knowledge, had heard about only a fraction of them.

Surprised, he inquired and learned that Senior Immortal Naelong not only enjoyed beauty but also loved gourmet food and wine, never practicing cultivation without eating or drinking daily.

No wonder Penglai Immortal Island was so well-prepared. Lin Xuan, impressed, didn’t hesitate to drink and eat heartily with his fellow cultivators at the table. The old monsters of the Tribulation Transcendence realm had looked down on him as a mere Spirit Focus Realm cultivator, but after what he witnessed, who would dare look down on him?

Lin Xuan was not one to be modest.

Although he preferred to stay low-key, today’s unexpected high profile meant there was no point in being低调 anymore.
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So Lin Xuan was not being rude either, and he chatted amiably with those old monsters of the Tribulation Transcendence stage, calling each other brothers.

A chicken leg for you, a bite of spirit fruit for me. Amidst the warm and lively atmosphere, we were like good friends who had known each other for years.

Lady Ruoyan, watching from afar, couldn't help but whistle in admiration, feeling even more relieved that she hadn’t offended Lin Xuan along her journey.

As fellow Spirit Formation stage cultivators, there was such a huge disparity between them.

This friend of Lin Daoist was truly unfathomable and mysterious to an extreme degree.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't really drunk. Those old monsters of the Tribulation Transcendence stage were also pretending to be polite, and after feasting and drinking, they naturally inquired about his background as well.

But Lin Xuan was not so easily fooled.

While his lifespan might only account for a fraction of one percent of those present, he had far more experience than most cultivators at the same stage.

Lin Xuan wasn't a prodigy. He lacked even a spirit root initially and rose from a humble scattered cultivator to become a powerful cultivator today through sheer effort.

His experiences were incredibly rich.

While his strength was not mentioned, in terms of cunning, he was no less skilled than these old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

Trying to extract information from him would be futile!

Lin Xuan spoke half-truths and flattered them with clever words. The old monsters who were listening attentively became confused. Instead of revealing his true background, they inadvertently shared many secrets.

They were frustrated but couldn't show it. They still had to continue calling each other brothers.

After all, this young man was too mysterious, having connections with Dragon Master Tai Long, Fairy Lady Hua Bai, and even the demon king of a scattered fairy realm. Given these connections, none of the old monsters dared to underestimate him.

They might be jealous, but since there were no real conflicts, they didn't want to offend Lin Xuan either.

Thus, time passed slowly as the wedding banquet continued. The atmosphere grew increasingly热烈 with each passing moment. Someone proposed that after the ceremony, a small exchange event could be held.

Almost everyone agreed enthusiastically. Even Dragon Master Tai Long and Frost Palace Immortal were interested. At their level of strength, obtaining precious items was impossible through normal means; the most reliable way was to trade with peers. However, Tribulation Transcendence cultivators were few in number across the three realms.

Most of them were elusive, known only to a select few close friends. Gathering so many at once was rare and beneficial for everyone present. No one opposed it, so this plan was set.

While the exchange event was tempting, they didn't need to rush. They couldn’t overshadow the wedding ceremony. So, the atmosphere grew even more lively as Dragon Master Tai Long and Fairy Lady Qianqian, the newlyweds, came to toast everyone.

Other old monsters gathered together, chatting about strange tales from the cultivation world. Their knowledge was vast, and Lin Xuan gained much insight while drinking. However, he wasn’t particularly interested in ordinary anecdotes. He urgently wanted to know what happened between the阴司界 and the灵界 millions of years ago when they went to war, opened a passage, and the Asura King led countless spirits and ghosts into the spirit realm, causing bloodshed. Later, even true immortals descended here.

In summary, Lin Xuan was looking for clues related to Yue'er's past life, but this mystery wasn’t easy to unravel.

Firstly, while there were many old monsters of the Tribulation Transcendence stage present, most came from various small spirit realms and no great powers from the阴司界 had arrived. Few actually experienced that war.

After all, the conflict between the two worlds was too distant in time.

Immortals like Frost Palace Immortal and Queen Nine-tailed Fox had definitely experienced it, but for others, they were merely hearing about it. They knew less than Lin Xuan.

Secondly, while a few did personally experience it, such as Frost Palace Immortal and Queen Nine-tailed Fox, who were among the top scattered fairy kings of the spirit realm, Lin Xuan was certain that their intricate history and background were well-known to them.

But how could he ask? If he approached them, it would seem too presumptuous. But if he tried to probe for information about ancient conflicts with the阴司界, wouldn’t they suspect him?

Although Lin Xuan prided himself on his quick wit and deep scheming, Frost Palace Immortal and Queen Nine-tailed Fox had already broken free from the constraints of lifespan. Who knew how long these old monsters lived? The saying went that age brings wisdom. Despite feeling quite clever, Lin Xuan didn’t dare play mind games with them.

He might end up making a fool of himself. So, he decided to be cautious until he was sure.

No one understood his thoughts as the wedding banquet continued merrily. Delicious food and drinks were plentiful, and Lin Xuan drank heartily without getting drunk. After all, cultivators could easily handle even the strongest liquor with their profound magical power.

Everyone was patient; such a grand gathering was rare in the three realms. Over a hundred old monsters gathered together to share stories and even exchange cultivation insights. The saying went that one could learn from others’ experiences, and Lin Xuan was eager to gain some insights from these old monsters for his own cultivation.

However, he hesitated because while his strength was formidable, he was still at the Spirit Formation stage. Would it be too presumptuous to seek exchanges?
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Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment.

But then, with a firm bite of his teeth, he thought, "The saying goes that hunger kills the timid and overeating makes the bold. Such a good opportunity shouldn't be missed!"

With this in mind, Lin Xuan turned around to search nearby for someone suitable to exchange cultivation insights with.

However, before he could finish his thoughts, an unexpected scene unfolded.

"Who dares to intrude here? Are you seeking a toast of happiness? If so, why hide yourself and show your true form to us?"

Master Nael Dragon's voice echoed in everyone's ears. The lively wedding banquet instantly fell silent as over a hundred guests stared wide-eyed.

Had someone sneaked into the venue?

How could that be possible?

The only entrance to Cloud Sea Immortal Realm was guarded by the Nine True Pacifying Demons Array, and even among all realms, such a prohibition would surely rank among the top. Even if they were caught in the array during their Tribulation Period, escaping safely would be extremely difficult. How could anyone slip in silently?

Could it be that true immortals had descended?

However, even if higher realm immortals did appear here, breaking through the Nine True Pacifying Demons Array might be possible, but sneaking in silently was still highly unlikely.

Was Master Nael Dragon mistaken or playing a trick on everyone?

But this seemed equally impossible.

The situation sounded absurd, yet Master Nael Dragon's heart was filled with frustration.

It was all due to his carelessness!

The Nine True Pacifying Demons Array was no small matter; even true immortals couldn't slip in silently unless the array was activated. Originally, he had thought that today would be a happy day for Qianqian, and potential rivals might cause trouble, so he fully opened the Nine True Pacifying Demons Array. Guests were only admitted after receiving invitations.

Although this wasn’t a foolproof plan, it hadn't caused any issues until now.

But just then, a significant mistake was made. The Broad Cold Immortal and the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox appeared uninvited, and in his joy, he welcomed them along with all the guests without reactivating the array.

These two had non-trivial status; to show respect, he temporarily stopped the Nine True Pacifying Demons Array, unlike the others who only got a single entrance. This was meant to demonstrate their importance.

Their status warranted such treatment.

Originally, this approach seemed harmless.

The problem lay in… Lin Xuan's actions were too astonishing and shocking. He had inadvertently angered Qianqian, then tried to appease her, forgetting to reactivate the Nine True Pacifying Demons Array.

In other words, Cloud Sea Square was now completely unprotected. Anyone with ill intentions could easily come here without needing true immortal strength; they just needed to reach Penglai Immortal Island.

Lin Xuan felt frustrated but regret was useless.

Master Nael Dragon wasn't a cowardly cultivator; he only hoped today's happy day wouldn’t be disrupted by troublemakers.

Now that there were potential intruders, he would deal with them. He wanted to see who dared to cause him trouble.

"Haha, Master Nael, how imposing and fierce you are! My Highness and Sister Precious Snake came here merely to congratulate. Though we arrived late, your intimidating demeanor is rather impolite towards guests."

A melodious voice entered his ears, so enchanting that it seemed to carry boundless power.

Master Nael Dragon's face turned extremely unpleasant; he recognized the voice—it was one of his former rivals.

But could she be too petty? He had been somewhat rude and offended her in the past, but he had pursued her for over a thousand years. After such a long time, why would she still hold grudges and come to disrupt this happy day?

Master Nael Dragon felt both angry and guilty, his expression awkward.

Beside him, Broad Cold Immortal and Queen of Qingqiu exchanged glances, showing some surprise.

Was that person also here?

They recognized each other. As for the other Tribulation Period elders, most still looked bewildered.

After all, it was hard to identify an uninvited guest with just a few words.

But clearly, this visitor's cultivation level was not low; otherwise, they wouldn't have been able to sneak in silently here.

They were definitely at the late-stage of the Tribulation Period.

And probably weren’t early or mid-stage cultivators either, as they had no right to challenge Master Nael Dragon.

Could it be a late-stage elder?

Moreover, there seemed to be more than one.

Before he could finish his thoughts, some late-stage elders showed signs of excitement. They were uninvolved and indifferent; these people only had superficial connections with Master Nael Dragon, so they didn’t care about the situation.

If they could watch a fight between late-stage cultivators, it might even be beneficial to them.

However, not everyone thought this way. Some close friends of Master Nael Dragon showed concern.

The saying went that good people don't come and bad ones do; someone daring to cause trouble mustn’t fear Master Nael Dragon's presence.

From the moment he heard the voice, Lin Xuan’s face turned pale.

Like Master Nael Dragon and Broad Cold Immortal, Lin Xuan instantly recognized the visitor's identity. But he wished he didn't know.

Because this person had a significant grudge against him.

If it were just an avatar, he might be able to handle it, but if his assumptions were correct, the visitor wouldn’t send an avatar here for the wedding; they would come in their true form.

Absolutely no doubt about it!

And if that individual arrived, Master Nael Dragon’s chances of victory were questionable. If faced with such a formidable opponent…

Lin Xuan felt his heart sink as he hurriedly retreated, hoping not to be noticed.

But he knew this was an impossible wish.

With the visitor's strength, their spiritual sense was much stronger than his; even a blade of grass or a leaf in Cloud Sea Square would be visible. Hiding from them was sheer self-deception.

Well, let fate decide whether it’s good fortune or misfortune.

Their strength was undoubtedly on another level, but there were so many late-stage elders present today. Besides, this was Master Nael Dragon and Qianqian's wedding; as the host, he couldn’t ignore his guests who came to offer congratulations.
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Moreover, the opponent coming here initially wasn't targeting him.

After all, even a true immortal didn’t have the ability to foresee the future. He couldn’t possibly think that he would be here too.

Perhaps it could turn out well.

With this thought in his heart, Lin Xuan felt somewhat at ease.

Of course, it didn’t mean he was already out of danger.

But now, with the situation reaching this point, he could only wait and see how things unfolded.

He had experienced countless storms and turbulent waves. He believed that this time would also turn out well.

Lin Xuan thought to himself as everyone's attention shifted away from him.

With his trail exposed by Senior True Dragon, the figure of the unexpected guest gradually became visible.

Before them, a thousand feet or so away, the once tranquil space began to ripple.

A trace of demonic energy emerged.

There was only one strand of it, but it was extremely pure. The old monsters at the Transcending Tribulation stage were all connoisseurs and immediately someone gasped out loud.

True Demon Energy!

Of course, that had to be something from the demon realm. Just as chaotic demon qi couldn’t be controlled by ordinary demons, true demonic energy worked in a similar manner.

Those who could touch true demonic energy were ancient demon sages at the Transcending Tribulation stage. Furthermore, most of them drove impure and unrefined true demonic energy.

The true demonic energy before him was extremely pure; only the True Demon Ancestor had such abilities.

The demon realm was vast, but the former grand leader had already fallen in battle against true immortals. In other words, the True Demon Ancestor was one of the most formidable beings in the demon realm.

Such high-caliber individuals numbered nine. Even the weakest among them were equivalent to late-stage Transcending Tribulation cultivators. The ancient demon sages ranked ahead of the True Demon Ancestor were even capable of competing with scattered immortals and demon kings from the spirit realm.

Each one had the power to turn the world upside down.

Why would such beings come here?

After all, the Three Realms War hadn’t started yet. According to the agreement between the spirit realm, demon realm, and yin-yang realm, true demon ancestors, scattered immortals, and demon kings could break through dimensional barriers but couldn’t casually travel to other realms.

Otherwise, they would be seen as having ulterior motives, potentially sparking a war between two realms.

The great cultivators always had默契 (harmony) with this agreement. Someone actually broke it by coming here—didn’t they consider the consequences? Were they so eager to trouble Senior True Dragon that they resorted to any means necessary?

All the old monsters were in shock and awe, but their curiosity was more pronounced. The true demonic energy ahead grew thicker.

Initially just a single strand, over time, it gradually increased. Then, amidst the swirling demonic energy, a black door materialized.

"Space teleportation technique!"

An old monster with a youthful appearance and white hair exclaimed, his face showing a hint of reverence.

Without mastery over spatial laws to such an extent that they could be wielded like one’s fingers, no one would have been able to use this divine power.

The old monsters in the room were all connoisseurs. They fell silent at once.

Of course, they admired Senior True Dragon even more. Space teleportation wasn’t just for travel; if used flexibly, it could provide excellent concealment effects as well.

Indeed, they hadn’t noticed the unexpected guest. Senior True Dragon’s divine sense was truly inconceivable. He had managed to detect someone sneaking in here.

The old monsters were both awed and praised.

But the situation didn’t end there. The black door opened with a loud bang.

Three figures were enveloped by demonic energy, but as time passed, they gradually became clearer.

Standing at the front were two young girls.

Technically speaking, their appearance and physique looked like those of young women, but true demon ancestors had naturally broken free from the constraints of life span. They could live forever; who knew how old these ancient monsters were.

The one on the left had silver hair cascading down like a waterfall, bare white feet, and an appearance that was truly breathtaking—indeed, she looked as if she could topple a nation. Upon first glance, she seemed to be around ten thousand years old, with no trace of any magical fluctuations.

She gave off the impression of just another ordinary mortal woman.

Yet even Senior True Dragon’s pupils constricted as he exhaled a mouthful of foul air.

"冰魄!"

"冰魄，难道是排名前三的真魔安息者中的那位老怪物？"

此话一出，在场宾客一片哗然。他们都是渡劫级别的 cultivators，即便没见过冰魄的真实面貌，但其威名又怎么可能不闻所闻。

一时之间，众人无不侧目。

其实说起来，冰魄还是非常漂亮的。

号称魔族第一美女！

除了昔日的阿修罗王和九尾天狐外，在三界中她可以排第三了。

而冰魄并不是独自一人来到这里。

在她身边站着一位同样年轻的少女。

年龄看起来与冰魄相差无几，容貌也极其秀丽，或者说美艳至极。然而眉宇之间带着几分戾气。

她的打扮颇为奇特，身上的服饰样式与众不同，艳丽无比，花花绿绿的，远远望去仿佛一条蛇。

剧毒无比的美女蛇。

“宝蛇，她怎么也来了？”

远处，九尾天狐叹息声传来。

一下子来了两位真魔安息者，这件事恐怕还真不容易善了结。

一旁，广寒真人转过头看了一眼旁边的Senior True Dragon。这小子号称三界第一花花公子，难道与宝蛇冰魄皆有纠葛，在他大喜的日子，两位古魔 sages 千里迢迢找上门来了？

广寒真人都如此思索，一旁的芊芊仙子的表情真是丑陋至极。

宝蛇也就罢了，冰魄圣祖论姿色，自己也有所不及。而且天下无不透风的墙，她隐约听说Senior True Dragon曾对冰魄无礼，随后上天入地追杀了整整千年之久。

这下好，别人找上门来了。

天下哪个女人不吃醋？渡劫期的大能也不例外。

芊芊仙子越想越怒，玉手抬起又掐向了Senior True Dragon的耳朵。

以Senior True Dragon的实力，躲开那是绝对没问题。问题是心虚啊。

躲过这一掐倒是容易，但老婆会更加生气。一会儿别说入洞房，跪搓衣板都不错了。

所以权衡利弊，还是硬着头皮乖乖站在原地。

而芊芊这一掐比刚才用力多了，以Senior True Dragon千锤百炼的实力也疼得呲牙咧嘴：“老婆，轻点，我冤枉啊。我说过只爱你一个，与她们两人并无纠葛，真的不知道她们为什么来这里。”

PS: Early birds get the worms. A new week starts, and I really need everyone's support with recommendation votes. Thank you.
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"Hmph. Smooth talker, do you think I'm that easy to fool?"

Qianqian didn't listen well, but now she was even more furious. The facts were clear before her eyes; how could she believe the clever words of Elder Dragon Ice? She gripped his ear tighter.

The room echoed with cries of pain as Elder Dragon Ice's reputation spread far and wide. He was one of the most revered beings in all three realms, respected wherever he went, never treated lightly. But now, standing before so many guests, he had lost face to the very core.

Yet what could he do? It was his own fault!

True, his words were right, but deep down, Elder Dragon Ice's heart was truly filled with despair.

Back in his youth, he had been reckless and disrespectful towards the Saint Ancestor, offending him. But that was a long time ago, monkey years and horse months. The grudge between them had already been settled.

He knew how difficult it was to anger Ice; from then on, they kept their distance. As for the precious snake...

By heaven and earth, he had only heard of her name, never seen her in person. What could she possibly have against him?

Elder Dragon Ice was truly at a loss. He felt very innocent.

But explaining this would be hard to convince anyone. The saying goes: "Self-inflicted suffering cannot be avoided." His reputation as the First Flirtatious Immortal of the Three Realms made it difficult for others to change their opinions about him.

Even Qianqian didn't believe him, and neither did the Broad Cold True Monarch or Queen of Qingqiu. The guests attending the wedding were clearly skeptical too.

This feeling was not quite betrayal; Elder Dragon Ice really wanted to cry. He secretly hated himself, his heart filled with anger at how this precious snake had come to harm him without any reason.

Ice and the precious snake exchanged bewildered glances, unable to suppress a giggle.

The precious snake's laughter was so enchanting that it made even the most beautiful flowers pale in comparison. She was indeed described as "the beauty that sinks fish and makes swans fall." Truly, she was the First Beauty of the Demon Realm. Her fame was not exaggerated!

Many old immortals were smitten but quickly regained their composure, sitting upright. The beauty before them was undoubtedly beautiful, but she ranked among the top three True Monarchs of the Ice Saint Ancestor. Even Elder Dragon had been pursued for a thousand years by her. If he showed any disrespect, it would be suicide.

He couldn't compare to Elder Dragon; he would surely be killed by Ice.

At this moment, everyone noticed another figure behind Ice and the precious snake.

A middle-aged man in fine robes stood there with an elegant appearance, around forty years old. He bowed deeply, his respect almost reverent. One might mistake him for a servant if not for the formidable demonic pressure emanating from him—clearly a being at the Transcending Tribulation stage.

Sage Ancestor of Heaven's Origin!

Lin Xuan recognized this old monster instantly. This was one of Ice's trusted subordinates, and their enmity ran deep. His fragmentary soul had been destroyed when it came to the human world in search of treasures; two thousand years ago, he had also annihilated one of his incarnations during a trial in the demon realm.

Their hatred was intense, though perhaps not as extreme as mortal enemies. But Lin Xuan knew that Ice hated him with every fiber of her being.

Lin Xuan's face betrayed his thoughts. He didn't need to mention Ice; he had offended her greatly.

Sage Ancestor Heaven's Origin, while weaker in power, was still at the Transcending Tribulation stage and harbored a deep grudge against him. The remaining Sage Ancestor of the Precious Snake hadn't met Lin Xuan before, but his favored descendant, Fairy Serpent, had been subjected to soul extraction.

How could all these ancient demons' enemies gather here?

Despite countless trials in life, Lin Xuan's heart was now filled with unease. Could he still turn danger into safety when the Sage Ancestors of Ice and Precious Snake, along with Sage Ancestor Heaven's Origin, gathered together?

They had come as their true forms, not mere incarnations, making direct confrontation impossible. The only way out was through wit.

But how could that be achieved? Lin Xuan couldn't help but turn his head to look at the seating arrangement on his left. Elder Dragon, Queen of Qingqiu, and Broad Cold True Monarch were seated together.

If they joined forces, it might provide him some protection. But he knew their relationships well; these powerful beings weren't fools—they wouldn't risk conflict with equals for a mere minor figure like himself.

Even as Lin Xuan's wits failed him, he refused to sit and wait for disaster.

Lin Xuan was still pondering when Ice and the precious snake's attention focused on Elder Dragon's seat. When they saw Broad Cold True Monarch and Queen of Qingqiu also seated there, both True Monarchs' eyes narrowed with displeasure.

Elder Dragon was delighted. With his reputation in the Spirit Realm, he expected many powerful beings to attend his wedding, mostly Transcending Tribulation stage cultivators. He had prepared for this.

But seeing Broad Cold and Queen of Qingqiu here, it was a surprise. Elder Dragon's face must have been quite impressive; inviting immortals and demon kings to celebrate his union with the Nine-Tailed Fox was no small matter. They were not easily provoked.

Ice and the precious snake's faces darkened as Sage Ancestor Heaven's Origin shifted his gaze. With so many powerful cultivators gathered, he was amazed by their presence. As a Sage Ancestor who had pledged allegiance to Ice, he would follow her every command.

Among them, Lin Xuan stood out.

Why was that boy here?

At first, Sage Ancestor Heaven's Origin thought he must have misjudged. But upon closer inspection, it was clearly the young man he despised so much.

The saying goes: "Enemies see red when they meet." As a Transcending Tribulation stage old monster, Sage Ancestor had rarely faced such humiliation before. He remembered Lin Xuan vividly; even after a million years, he would never forget him.

His eyes filled with anger as a faint aura of killing intent emerged from his body. But despite his rage, he didn't lose his composure.

This was Elder Dragon's domain, and today was his joyous day. If he attacked Lin Xuan without cause, Elder Dragon, the master here, would surely intervene, and he would suffer greatly.
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Vengeance is a dish best served cold.

Sure enough, this Lin Xuan was right here. How could he possibly run away?

With that thought, the Sage Ancestor of Heavenly Essence took a deep breath and temporarily suppressed his anger, but his gaze towards Lin Xuan remained full of malice.

Despite the many guests present, their attention was focused on the two True Demon Primordial Ancestors. Although Heavenly Essence's cultivation wasn't weak, he had become just another pawn at this moment, with few noticing any anomaly in him.

But absence didn't mean non-existence.

For instance, the two snakes stood a yard away from Heavenly Essence. With their strength, they naturally sensed his sudden burst of rage.

What was going on?

Setting aside the snake for now, Ice Soul had a good understanding of her new subordinate. He was diligent and shrewd; why would he suddenly lose his composure like that just now?

Curiosity piqued, she turned to look elsewhere.

And there it was—Lin Xuan's figure was clearly visible. In such circumstances, hiding was impossible.

In that instant, Lin Xuan met Ice Soul's gaze.

It was icy and bone-chilling!

Just a casual glance from the other side caused Lin Xuan to shiver involuntarily.

The sensation was excruciatingly uncomfortable. It felt as if his entire body had been frozen in an instant.

No, not just his body; it seemed that even his essence infant had frozen up at that moment.

Lin Xuan was utterly shocked.

Could this be the power of a True Demon Primordial Ancestor?

A mere glance almost rendered him immobile.

The shock and fear in Lin Xuan's heart reached an indescribable level.

He knew there was a significant gap between himself and Ice Soul, but he never imagined it would reach such a point where just a glance could immobilize him.

At this moment, Lin Xuan truly feared for his safety. Facing such overwhelming power, could he really turn danger into safety?

For the first time in his life, Lin Xuan felt an innate fear from within.

But he was no ordinary cultivator; quickly, he regained his composure and took a deep breath.

No, I can't be timid. Otherwise, today might truly end here.

Despite how terrifying the opponent was, he had to try. Moon-Heart and Peacock were still waiting for him far away.

How could he fall here!

Thinking of his beloved wife afar, Lin Xuan felt an infinite surge of courage. He took a deep breath, and his mana began circulating according to the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Technique.

That feeling of impending freezing finally dissipated.

Though the process seemed complex, it was actually just a moment before everything returned to normal.

Ice Soul had already turned her gaze away.

Meanwhile, among so many powerful cultivators present, only a few noticed Ice Soul's subtle movements—Nail Dragon, Broad Cold Master, and the Queen of Qingqiu among them.

While Nail Dragon and Broad Cold Master were temporarily not mentioned, the Queen of Qingqiu frowned.

This little guy Lin Xuan really had a lot of enemies. It was understandable for him to be involved in a battle with Ice Sea and Tiaomu, but even Ice Soul, this demoness, must have provoked him too.

His胆量 was truly remarkable; it was almost miraculous that he survived until now.

…The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's thoughts aside, let us return to the other side.

"Is something wrong? The princess and Sister Precious Snake came here to celebrate. Why does Fellow Daoist Nail Dragon seem so unenthusiastic?"

Ice Soul's calm voice entered his ears. Although she was curious about why a mere Spirit Realm cultivator like Lin Xuan would be present, she didn't let it show.

After all, they had traveled from the Demon Realm for a reason other than seeking revenge on Lin Xuan. Even though he annoyed her, she couldn't help but think that such lowly beings as Lin Xuan weren't worthy of two True Demon Primordial Ancestors' personal attention.

Their appearance here was merely an unexpected coincidence.

Let's get down to business!

"Ha ha, where do you come from? Fellow Daoist, feeling honored is an understatement. How could I possibly not welcome you? If the ladies don’t mind, would you like to join us for a cup of water wine?" Nail Dragon Master said with a smile.

Although he deeply disliked their uninvited presence in his heart, he still had to say some polite words. After all, True Demon Primordial Ancestors were no small matter; their status and power were almost on par with Broad Cold Master and the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

Nail Dragon Master was well aware of Ice Soul's formidable strength.

Before fully understanding their intentions, even he dared not provoke them rashly. It would be foolish for anyone in the world to offend two True Demon Primordial Ancestors without cause.

In short, he would first extend courtesy and then probe their true intentions before making a decision.

Knowing oneself and knowing one's enemy is key to victory; this adage held true both in the secular world and in the realm of cultivation.

Nail Dragon Master didn't believe that two True Demon Primordial Ancestors had traveled such a long distance just for a celebration. There must be another purpose, though he hadn't fully grasped it yet.

Meanwhile, Qianqian Fairy still pouted with anger, but her high-level strength allowed her to discern priorities. For now, she would deal with the external threat and deal with Nail Dragon later by making him kneel on a washboard.

Qianqian Fairy thought viciously.

"Having a cup of wedding wine is certainly an honor. Today is Fellow Daoist Nail Dragon's big day, so my sisters have prepared gifts for you. Please take a look; do they meet your expectations?"

Ice Soul's light laughter entered his ears as she waved her sleeves. Instantly, spiritual light enveloped three jade boxes that flew out and hovered beside her.

The sizes and shapes of the jade boxes varied, indicating that their contents were extraordinary treasures.

What would it be?

All eyes in the room focused on the jade boxes, speculating quietly. After all, they were True Demon Primordial Ancestors; what they brought should not be ordinary.

Fortunately, Ice Soul herself revealed the answer soon.

She raised her right hand and flicked her fingers, producing a sound that echoed in his ears.

The jade box opened to reveal its contents—a fruit resembling an immortal's essence infant.

A refreshing fragrance spread, making one feel comfortable just by inhaling it.

"Is this… could it be Ginseng Fruit?"

"Yes, it does seem like the legendary Nine Heavens Divine Substance."

Excitement and amazement filled the room as old monsters couldn't hide their admiration. Their gazes towards the fruit carried a hint of greed.

Even sounds of saliva swallowing were heard in his ears.
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Ginseng fruit, a legendary nine-heavenly spirit herb.

By all rights, it shouldn't exist in the Spirit Realm or the Demon Realm. It should only be found in the True Immortal Realm.

The Ice Soul Divine Snake truly lived up to its reputation as a true demon progenitor, offering such extraordinary treasures. For even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, ginseng fruit was something they dreamed of. Consuming it could greatly enhance one's spiritual power.

Nailong True Immortal had already reached late-stage Tribulation Transcending, so he might not need this item. But for Qianqian Fairy Lady, it would be immensely beneficial to her cultivation in the future.

Offering ginseng fruit as a wedding gift was impressive enough, but considering there were only three treasures, the Ice Soul Divine Snake truly showed great generosity.

Everyone couldn't help but admire.

Ice Soul gently tapped on the jade box and opened it. A dark jade bottle appeared before their eyes.

When the stopper was removed, two pill-sized medicinal pills emerged from inside. A faint fragrance also wafted out. However, none of the one hundred old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage could recognize them.

Nailong True Immortal was puzzled but his eyes lit up as he sniffed the air.

Could this be...

"Indeed, Lady Ice Soul and Sister Divine Snake wish you a happy marriage and early offspring," Ice Soul's gentle voice said.

The medicinal pills in this jade bottle were called "Early Offspring." For ordinary people, such a pill might not be worth much. It couldn't extend one’s lifespan or increase spiritual power. But for Nailong True Immortal and Qianqian Fairy Lady, it was invaluable—worth more than the ginseng fruit just given.

The laws of heaven naturally had their own rules. For ordinary people who got married, they could naturally have children to continue their lineage.

But for cultivators, gaining the ability to move clouds and mountains made having offspring much harder. Lower-stage cultivators might not notice any difference, but the higher one's cultivation stage, the more difficult it became to bear children.

For Nailong True Immortal and Qianqian Fairy Lady at this level, it was almost impossible to even think about it.

This was a fundamental law of heaven. Otherwise, their offspring would have资质 far beyond normal.

Take Guanghan True Immortal as an example; he had many wives after becoming a scattered immortal, but he couldn't remember how long he struggled before his daughter, New Moon Princess, finally arrived.

Because the birth of New Moon was so rare, he treated her like a precious gem. He spoiled her to no end, much like a mother might spoil her child.

New Moon's birth was a stroke of luck, but Nailong True Immortal and Qianqian Fairy Lady likely wouldn't have such good fortune. After all, the mother of New Moon had only been at the Yuanling stage back then.

Nailong True Immortal’s strength compared to Guanghan Junior was negligible, and Qianqian Fairy Lady was a mid-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivator. As dual cultivation partners, they would find it even harder to have offspring.

This was the most fundamental law of heaven. Even with Nailong True Immortal being an ultra-strong superpower, he still couldn't do much about it. Human effort had its limits.

As the saying goes, every loss has a gain. This principle also applied here.

Tribulation Transcending cultivators lived for millennia and could move clouds and mountains as easily as breathing. However, this made them unable to enjoy family life.

But not everything was absolute.

Guanghan True Immortal had New Moon Princess, which was good luck. But there was a mysterious medicinal pill that spread from the True Immortal Realm. Legend said it came in pairs—one for each gender—allowing even Tribulation Transcending cultivators who were dual cultivation partners to have children.

This medicine was originally called by its effects and named "Early Offspring." However, no recipe had been passed down, making it almost extinct today.

Few cultivators knew about this medicinal pill. Among the present Tribulation Transcending cultivators, only a few had heard of it.

Nailong True Immortal was an exception.

That's why he was so delighted. He had long been interested in this medicine but had no idea where to find it.

He hadn't expected someone to bring it right to his doorstep.

His expression of joy couldn’t be hidden.

Even Qianqian Fairy Lady was visibly happy. She had heard Nailong True Immortal talk about the pill, so she coveted it greatly.

"Two fair ladies, this is too generous. Please accept my humble bow in return for such a precious gift," Nailong True Immortal said as he bowed deeply, his sincerity evident.

Sss...

A gasp filled the air as the guests watching were left speechless. At their level of cultivation, they were all seasoned veterans who could tell if Nailong’s bow was genuine or not.

What kind of treasure made Nailong so happy?

As a late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivator, Nailong True Immortal had an incredibly high standard for treasures, and most wouldn’t catch his eye. His current excitement suggested that the Ice Soul Divine Snake and two true demon progenitors must have put in considerable effort.

Ice Soul then opened the third jade box.

Everyone held their breath, eager to see what this last treasure was.

However, they were disappointed. Just because something is placed at the end doesn’t mean it’s the best.

It was a feather robe, which was indeed beautiful but not particularly significant for Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

Nevertheless, Nailong True Immortal was very satisfied. He had initially thought that the Ice Soul Divine Snake coming from the Demon Realm would have some ulterior motive, but seeing such precious gifts made him think otherwise.

For a while, Nailong True Immortal’s experience left him confused.

But as an ancient monster who lived for countless millennia, he quickly regained his composure.

Wait, if there's no reason to offer something, it must be either out of goodwill or ill intent. The Ice Soul Divine Snake was unfamiliar to me, and I once had a grudge with Ice Soul.

Although that past conflict has been settled, we have little in the way of friendship.

Why would they give such valuable gifts? Comparing them to Guanghan True Immortal and Queen of Qingqiu Kingdom, their offerings were far less precious than those from the Ice Soul Divine Snake.

They might not be as malicious as a rat offering a gift to a chicken, but these true demon progenitors likely had ulterior motives.
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Nailong True Man's expression was cautious, but on the surface, he wore a warm and sincere smile.

No matter what, he should first accept their gifts.

The last piece of clothing would do. The two treasures in front were invaluable to him.

Regardless of what the other party intended, he decided to take these gifts for now so that they would be like shooting fish in a barrel.

With this thought, Nailong True Man stretched out his hand to receive the gifts.

However, things did not go as he imagined.

Ice Soul raised her hand and blocked it.

"Why?"

Nailong True Man's expression showed surprise. "Mistress Fairy, what do you mean?"

"Haha, are you truly ignorant or just pretending to be foolish?" Ice Soul smiled faintly. "We came from afar to attend your wedding. Don’t you think the gift we brought is a bit too heavy?"

This statement left some of the guests speechless. Who would say their gifts were too heavy when attending someone else's wedding?

But it was reasonable, and what Ice Soul said was true.

Apart from the last piece of clothing, the two treasures seemed to be items from the True Realm. This gift far surpassed everyone’s offerings, even if combined with those brought by Broad-Cold True Man and Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

"Mistress Fairy is right. But what's your purpose? You only want me to take a look at it but not actually give it to me?" Nailong True Man wiped his nose and said with a bitter smile, "The two mistresses came from afar. Is it just for fun?"

"Fun or pranks, my friend, you are mistaken," Ice Soul replied. "We have no time for such trivial matters. We came here to attend your cultivation ceremony and must give gifts. But this precious item cannot be given away for free; otherwise, we would also suffer."

This was reasonable.

"So, what do you want in exchange?"

At this point, Nailong True Man could not continue pretending. As an ancient monster of the Demon Realm, he was no easy fool to deceive.

If he continued playing dumb, it would only waste time.

Instead, he might as well come clean.

"Haha. Since we are getting straight to the point, I will not be so polite," Ice Soul’s voice entered his ears with a hint of joy. "Indeed, I want something. But speaking of which, this item originally belonged to my Holy Realm but somehow ended up in your possession by chance. Now, I wish to reclaim it—simply returning it to its rightful owner."

"What is the Demon Realm's treasure?"

Nailong True Man frowned. The confusion on his face was genuine; he truly could not remember what precious items he had taken from the Demon Realm that would make two ancient monsters travel such a long distance.

Even at the cost of these three treasures.

It must be something significant.

Such a valuable item should leave an impression, but why did he forget it?

"Please tell us exactly what you want in exchange. Don’t keep us guessing," Nailong True Man sighed, his voice tinged with resignation.

"Little Purple Cloud, do you remember?"

"Purple Cloud?"

Nailong True Man’s face turned awkward.

Purple Cloud was one of the great existences in the Demon Realm, not a true ancient monster but a peak cultivator who had successfully weathered the tribulation.

Nailong True Man was known as the first flower of the Three Realms before meeting Qianqian. He was charming and lived life to the fullest.

This Little Purple Cloud once had some connection with Nailong True Man, though they never became cultivation partners. They did share a double cultivation ceremony for a while.

However, due to certain reasons, they eventually parted ways. Hearing Ice Soul mention her in such circumstances, how could Nailong True Man not feel guilty?

She and Little Snake traveled from afar; perhaps she came here to seek justice for Purple Cloud?

Beside him, Qianqian’s expression was extremely displeased.

She had never heard of Purple Cloud, but as a shrewd woman like Qianqian, she could easily infer the relationship between Nailong True Man and the other party from their brief conversation.

Feeling aggrieved, she silently vowed to make Nailong kneel on a washboard until he cried.

Of course, although angry, now was not the time for outbursts. Nailong True Man’s forehead was already covered in cold sweat; how could he not feel his wife’s resentment?

But Ice Soul seemed oblivious to his embarrassment and continued her calm voice: "From Nailong's expression, you haven’t forgotten Little Purple Cloud. I have a message for you—Little Purple Cloud passed away during the tribulation not long ago."

"What are you saying? Purple Cloud has died?"

Nailong True Man’s face turned gloomy.

Although he was charming and carefree, he wasn’t heartless. He loved Qianqian most now, but regardless, Little Purple Cloud had once been his lover, and their shared memories still lingered in his mind.

Now the scenery remained, but the beloved was gone. How could his heart not be filled with sorrow?

Qianqian’s expression changed; her resentment disappeared. She had been jealous just now, but now that Purple Cloud had passed away, what reason did she have to be angry at Nailong?

Qianqian might be petty, but she understood the bigger picture. Otherwise, how could Nailong True Man love her so much.

Qianqian naturally had qualities that others couldn’t match.

"Indeed, Little Purple Cloud failed to pass through the tribulation recently. As a senior sister, I feel sad for him," Ice Soul sighed.

"Senior Sister?"

The old monsters present were stunned. They had heard of Purple Cloud’s name; in the Three Realms, there weren’t many tribulation cultivators, each with a far-reaching reputation. Even if they hadn’t met, their names were well-known.

Although her strength was considerable, she didn’t surpass peak tribulation stage. Compared to Ice Soul, an ancient monster of the Demon Realm, it was worlds apart.

They were even from the same school and senior-sister junior-sister? This was too absurd?

Many people thought so, but Nailong True Man’s face showed no surprise; he had long known this fact.
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"Seems Sister Zi Yun mentioned this matter to you once. That's good; it will save me some trouble."

The soft, icy voice of Ice Spirit entered his ears, causing the flowers around them to pale in comparison: "Speaking of which, I don't know Sister Zi Yun very well. Although we are from the same lineage, our techniques are entirely different. She specializes in a unique approach, so we rarely interact."

"But regardless, she is still my junior sister. Since she hasn't taken any disciples, it's not right for me, as her senior sister, to ignore this matter and see to her posthumous affairs. However, when I went through the items left behind by Sister Zi Yun, I found that one of her treasured possessions was missing."

"Treasured possession?"

The present cultivators all sucked in a cold breath. As the True Demon Primordial, Ice Spirit's words could only refer to something of great importance.

But no one dared to think otherwise.

From the looks of it, the treasure must be with Elder Dragon, and the Ice Spirit Serpent was coming to claim it together.

In other words, this treasure had already involved three old monsters at the late Transcendence stage.

Under such circumstances, trying to get a piece of the pie would be extremely foolish. After all, even if the treasure were rare, one needed to have the strength to enjoy it.

Trying to snatch the treasure from Elder Dragon and the two True Demon Primordials was akin to an old man hanging himself—foolish!

Thus, everyone only felt curious but didn't dare to think otherwise.

Ice Spirit's voice continued to flow into his ears: "That treasured possession is indeed not trivial. But what matters more is that it is a legacy from my sect. It cannot be lost. So I immediately investigated and found clues in Sister Zi Yun's belongings. She gave this treasure as an engagement gift to Elder Dragon back then..."

"Engagement gift?"

Elder Dragon was taken aback, his face showing signs of embarrassment. Lady Qianqian's pupils constricted, and a hint of murderous intent appeared on her otherwise calm face, causing Elder Dragon to shiver.

"I think you should recall this point when I mentioned it. Yes, that engagement gift Sister Zi Yun gave you."

"Engagement gift?"

Elder Dragon was an old monster who had lived for millions of years; he wasn't easily fooled: "You're talking about the legacy treasure from your sect?"

"Yes, our sect is all female cultivators. Our ancestor used a comb and mirror case, so it's not strange to pass it down. In fact, that item is quite extraordinary. But I believe my three gifts are more valuable than this one. Why do you still want to keep it? Are you attached to the engagement gift from Sister Zi Yun, wanting to keep it as a memento?"

Ice Spirit's voice was calm and composed. Her words were like a needle wrapped in cotton.

She had chosen this joyous day to suggest that Elder Dragon couldn't bear to part with the engagement gift from Sister Zi Yun, thus stirring up Lady Qianqian's jealousy and making him return the comb and mirror case?

This woman truly understood how to leverage favorable circumstances. Choosing this time was intentional; her plan was flawless. However, as the saying goes, "too clever by half."

Ice Spirit had set a trap for Elder Dragon, leaving no way out. Knowing it was a cliff, he could only jump down. But she underestimated Lady Qianqian.

On such a joyous day, suddenly bringing up Sister Zi Yun's appearance would make Lady Qianqian sad and angry, with a hint of jealousy. However, regardless, the story between Sister Zi Yun and Elder Dragon had already ended in the heavenly tribulation. Ice Spirit was making a big fuss over it, as if she believed he was just a foolish woman who only knew how to be jealous.

Lady Qianqian wasn't so easily fooled.

Even if she wanted to punish him for this matter, forcing him to kneel and scrub floors, that would be their own problem. Outsiders shouldn't meddle in such matters.

As her thoughts raced, she spoke before her husband: "Ice Spirit Sister is mistaken. Sister Zi Yun has already returned to the underworld. Whether or not it's a legacy from your sect, we don't know for sure. It's just your one-sided claim. Even if it were a legacy item, it was given by Sister Zi Yun to my husband. Given that gifts are meant to be shared, why should he return them? If he wants to keep it as a memento, there's nothing wrong with that."

"You..."

Her words were equally clever. With Ice Spirit's sharp mind, she couldn't think of how to refute her; she was so angry that her face turned red. All along, she had only thought about squeezing Elder Dragon and deliberately choosing this joyous day when women would be jealous. Lady Qianqian had seen her as a puppet, ready to use.

However, while the idea was correct, Lady Qianqian wasn't easily fooled. She hadn't expected it to be so difficult. But in her hands, there was an error.

Still, Ice Spirit was a cultivator who had lived for countless millennia. Her anger quickly subsided: "According to Lady Qianqian's words, you don't want to exchange gifts with us. Then, do you not want this gift?"

"That..."

Lady Qianqian raised her eyebrows. This gift was indeed something she desired, but the Ice Spirit Serpent had gone through such trouble just for that item. It seemed suspicious.

Although the other party's words sounded reasonable, she didn't believe it. The comb and mirror case couldn't be a simple treasure; its value far exceeded what she could imagine.

She wanted the gift, but she was unwilling to give up the comb and mirror case. But in this world, there were no fish and bear's paw both.

Lady Qianqian hesitated, not knowing how to respond. Or perhaps even she herself hadn't thought it through.

Just as she was pondering, Elder Dragon's voice suddenly entered her ears: "Is the treasure Ice Spirit Lady mentioned this?"

Before he finished speaking, his hand reached out and tapped his waist lightly. A flash of light appeared, revealing a small fist-sized item.

It was indeed a comb and mirror case. Lin Xuan scanned it but couldn't determine its material. However, there was a faint spiritual pressure emanating from it, indicating that it wasn't just for grooming; it was also an extraordinary treasure.

But it wasn't aprimordial spirit treasure. The value of the three gifts Ice Spirit had given was indeed higher than this one.

Lin Xuan was a highly intelligent person. If Lady Qianqian could think of this, he wouldn't have any trouble figuring out that the comb and mirror case must contain something extraordinary inside.
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Lin Xuan was curious but naturally dared not meddle.

He obediently kept quiet, merely acting as an observer for now. If Ice Spirit didn't cause him trouble, he would be eternally grateful; how could he dare to provoke her? Wasn’t that like a long-lived man hanging himself, seeking death?

Lin Xuan wasn’t so foolish. Other old monsters also remained uninvolved.

Nailong True Immortal and True Demon Ancestor were not easy to deal with, let alone the Cold Moon Subtle and Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox; they showed no interest in getting involved either.

However, Lady Qianqian was not an observer. When Nailong True Immortal took out a precious item, she couldn't help being alarmed and turned her head sharply: "My lord..."

"Shh, let me handle this."

Nailong True Immortal turned to speak.

Lady Qianqian fell silent as expected; she wasn’t just any cultivator. She wouldn’t be judged by the standards of an ordinary woman.

Indeed, Lady Qianqian could sometimes be very willful. For instance, when she had publicly pinched Nailong True Immortal’s ear earlier. But that didn’t mean she didn’t respect her husband; on the contrary, she knew exactly what to do and what not to do, striking a clear balance.

Otherwise, how could she have won Nailong True Immortal's affection if she were just a willful woman?

Nailong True Immortal had his own thoughts too. He suspected that the makeup box wasn’t merely an inheritance from their sect; it was something more significant.

If Ice Spirit and the precious snake hadn't seen such items, why would they travel all the way from the Demon Realm to Penglai Immortal Island just for this? Why would they go through so much trouble, even offering several valuable items as a trade?

In any case, they had invested too much effort in this matter. No matter how one looked at it, their story couldn’t be that simple.

This was beyond doubt; the makeup box must have been something of great importance.

But what did knowing that get him? The makeup box was a token from Purple Cloud Immortal. It had been long enough since he received it, and yet he hadn't found anything amiss with it. Even with his sharp eyes, there seemed to be no mystery in the makeup box.

Nailong True Immortal believed it would remain a secret even if he kept it for a long time. Since keeping it only brought him memories, it might as well be exchanged.

Nailong True Immortal wasn’t afraid of trouble; Ice Spirit was one of the top three figures among True Demons, and she wouldn’t be easily provoked. Moreover, there was the precious snake by her side.

They had invested so much effort that they wouldn't abandon this item just because he didn't want to exchange it. From their expressions, they were determined to get it.

If one plan failed, they would surely come up with another.

As the saying went: "Aiming a bow is easy; dodging an arrow in the dark is hard." Even Nailong True Immortal would be vexed dealing with Ice Spirit.

Moreover, he was no longer alone. He had married Lady Qianqian and now had a dual cultivation partner to consider her feelings.

Though Lady Qianqian wasn’t weak, she was far from Ice Spirit’s level.

If they truly fell out over this matter, even if he didn't mind, Lady Qianqian would be in danger!

Moreover, the three gifts offered by the precious snake and Ice Spirit were indeed significant. They had already given him enough face. Since he couldn’t see any secrets in the makeup box, exchanging it wouldn’t be a loss.

Nailong True Immortal wasn't afraid of trouble; he analyzed the pros and cons clearly. Exchanging with Ice Spirit was a wise choice that could benefit both parties.

Even an old monster at the late Tribulation Transcending stage shouldn’t act recklessly in everything; sometimes, one should yield when necessary.

"Will Nailong Daoist friend exchange now?"

Ice Spirit was surprised and delighted, her tone tinged with disbelief.

Initially, she had intended to use Lady Qianqian’s jealousy to make Nailong True Immortal hesitate. However, things didn't go as planned.

Lady Qianqian proved harder to handle than expected; not only did she become a stumbling block but also made the plan almost fail. But then, Nailong True Immortal agreed to exchange the makeup box.

Such an outcome was delightful, but after the joy, Ice Spirit felt some doubt. Wasn’t this development too smooth?

Nailong clearly saw her intentions and still agreed so readily; it wasn't like him. Could there be a plot?

These thoughts made both Ice Spirit and the precious snake hesitate.

"Is something wrong? Do the two ladies not wish to exchange the makeup box with me?" Nailong True Immortal teased.

"Do not jest, my sisters wouldn’t break their word. Since we agreed to trade this item, there’s no reason to go back on it."

Ice Spirit's smiling voice echoed in his ears; she had hesitated before but would never change her mind. She was a formidable Ice Spirit Immortal and one of the top three True Demons; how could she fear a challenge?

For now, he would play along and see what they had to offer.

With thoughts racing through his mind like lightning, Ice Spirit waved her jade hand, enveloping three makeup boxes in bright spiritual light. She sent them slowly towards Nailong True Immortal.

Nailong True Immortal didn’t hesitate; he raised his hand as well. The makeup box was carried by a greensunset glowand flew over to him.

The process took no time at all.

In the next moment, both of them had their exchanged items and began to examine them carefully.

Even though they were at this level, it was reasonable not to expect fake goods; these items were invaluable even for Tribulation Transcending cultivators. Better to be cautious.

However, their concerns turned out to be unnecessary. Both the items they traded were genuine.
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Soon, Bīng Pò raised her head and a satisfied smile appeared on her face. Although there had been some setbacks during the journey, this trip was much smoother than she had originally imagined. The cosmetic box was now firmly in her possession.

Since it was now hers, no matter what further moves Daile Long Zhenren might have, he wouldn't be able to reclaim this treasure from her.

Bīng Pò thought with a faint smile playing on the corners of her lips. At that moment, Daile Long's voice just happened to reach her ears:

"Fair lady, you've already obtained the desired treasure. How about coming down and having a cup of water wine?"

"Haha, Daile Long, what a gracious host. Since Lady Precious Snake and I have come here, we naturally need to trouble you for a while."

Despite still harboring some vigilance in her heart, Bīng Pò's smile was warm and inviting on the surface.

She then gracefully descended from mid-air with light steps.

As for Precious Snake, although she was one of the True Demonic Ancestors known for her formidable reputation, she remained silent throughout. Her expression showed absolute obedience to Bīng Pò.

Behind them, Tiānyuán, the ancient demon of the same rank as a Golden Pillar, was even more submissive. Respected in his own right, he was like a local overlord. However, at this moment, he behaved almost like a servant.

Nevertheless, he occasionally turned to glare at Lin Xuan with fierce eyes.

Clearly, this guy hated Lin Xuan to the bone and wasn't planning on letting things go easily.

However, here was Penglai Immortal Isle, where more than a hundred powerful cultivators gathered. Daile Long Zhenren, the ruler of Qingqiu Kingdom, and Guanghanzi were figures he couldn’t afford to provoke under any circumstances.

Thus, although he wished to extract Lin Xuan's soul and refine his essence, he dared not act rashly.

Otherwise, it would backfire and put him in a disadvantageous position.

He was an old monster of the Sage Ancestor rank. Such foolishness was beyond him.

In short, he would bide his time and wait for the right moment to strike Lin Xuan.

He believed he wouldn’t come away empty-handed. After all, this little fellow wasn't just his enemy; Bīng Pò and Precious Snake had told him about him. The tone of their voices clearly held resentment.

Though he didn't know the specific reasons, one thing was clear: there were grudges between Lin Xuan, Bīng Pò, and Precious Snake.

This little fellow really did have balls to provoke a True Demonic Ancestor. He was sure that both these great ladies wouldn’t let him off this time.

He just needed to wait for the right moment.

The Sage Ancestor Tiānyuán glared at Lin Xuan as if he were already dead. He didn't believe that little brat had any chance of escaping his clutches this time.

In short, he would just have to bide his time and wait for an opportunity.

At this point, Bīng Pò was savoring the fine wine and chatting with Daile Long Zhenren, the ruler of Qingqiu Kingdom, and Guanghanzi. They had once fought each other in a war between the Demon Realm and Spirit Realm many years ago. Although it was long past, their relationship wasn't exactly amicable due to the lack of an open interface channel. However, since there were no immediate conflicts of interest at this gathering, they chatted pleasantly.

After some time, the banquet regained its lively atmosphere as guests continued their warm exchanges, as if nothing had happened. About half an hour passed unnoticed.

"Daile Long, I wish you and Fairy Qiānqiān a long-lasting union, or rather eternal happiness and longevity. Lady Bīng Pò and Precious Snake have other matters to attend to, so we won't trouble you any longer."

As the saying goes, "long nights breed many dreams." Since she had already obtained the desired treasure, Bīng Pò didn’t intend to linger further.

"Really? It’s a pity. You two fair ladies rarely visit our immortal isle. Why not stay for a bit more?"

Daile Long Zhenren said with regret on his face, though he secretly wished they would leave as soon as possible. As the host, he had to make some effort to retain them.

"Haha, no need. Please spend time with your bride. We really do have other matters."

Bīng Pò replied gently. With her depth of character, she knew that his invitation was merely a formality. But it didn’t matter; she too was eager to leave this place.

She and Daile Long were in sync here. One pretended to hold back, while the other insisted on leaving. Both did their best to maintain appearances. If someone unaware of the situation saw them, they might think they had been friends for years.

Other guests couldn’t help but feel relieved at seeing this scene. They too wished the two ladies would leave as soon as possible. With two True Demonic Ancestors present, even if it wasn't directed at them, their presence was unsettling.

As for Tiānyuán, no one cared much about him. In another setting, a Golden Pillar ancient demon of that rank would be formidable indeed. But here, he was insignificant.

Humans and demons had never been on good terms. If Tiānyuán were alone, he might have already been dealt with. However, Bīng Pò and Precious Snake made things different. Even with so many powerful cultivators present, including Daile Long Zhenren, the ruler of Qingqiu Kingdom, and Guanghanzi, it would be extremely difficult to kill both True Demonic Ancestors here.

At their level, the survival techniques they possessed were beyond comprehension and not just one but multiple. Even with numerical superiority, it was hard to eliminate them here.

Even if someone suggested such a thing, no old sage would be foolish enough to propose it. Otherwise, he or she would earn the enmity of these two True Demonic Ancestors for life.

These immortal beings who had lived for countless millennia were all shrewd and wouldn’t do anything that was futile and troublesome.

Who wanted to offend Bīng Pò and Precious Snake? Their departure was a relief.

It seemed like this matter was settled. As Bīng Pò left, the banquet could continue as usual. The upcoming exchange would be highly anticipated. Although it was just a small-scale event with only one hundred participants, all were powerful cultivators who had passed the Golden Pillar realm. With so many people exchanging their treasures, there would surely be an array of dazzling items. This was unprecedented in a million years.

However, this was merely what most people imagined. Just as Bīng Pò was about to leave, she suddenly turned back: "By the way, Daile Long, I have one more small matter that requires your assistance."
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"Is there anything else you need me to handle?"

Nailong was taken aback, his expression instantly turning grim.

She had been pretending all along. After finally getting these two troublemakers out of the way, she wanted to exchange treasures and didn't make things difficult for herself. Nailong True Immortal had already given the two women enough face. The saying went that one should always leave a line when dealing with matters; it was better not to push people too hard. Ice Soul's actions were simply going overboard.

Did she really think he could be bullied so easily? Nailong True Immortal wasn't someone who shied away from confrontation; today, however, he wanted to avoid any unnecessary complications since it was his and Qianqian's happy day. But now that Ice Soul said there was still something else, this was clearly an insult.

Nailong True Immortal felt a hint of anger brewing in the depths of his eyes. Although his expression wasn't obvious, the old monsters present were all skilled at reading people, and they could see through him clearly. The previously harmonious atmosphere instantly turned tense. Ice Soul seemed to sense this as well but paid no mind.

"Friend Daoist, it seems you have misunderstood," she said with a tinkling laugh. "I don't want to provoke your anger; what I'm about to say is really just a small matter."

"Oh, what does the friend Daoist mean?" Nailong was genuinely surprised by her attitude but also curious.

"Please speak, Lady Fairy."

"In fact, this matter has little to do with you, Friend Daoist. It's between me and someone else. However, since this place is your Immortal Mountain residence, I must ask for the owner's permission," Ice Soul's voice drifted over like a yellow thrush emerging from its nest, soothing to the soul. But Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine.

A matter of personal grudges? Could it be referring to him?

The great True Demon Primordial had such a small mind; he still wanted to get revenge even in this situation? Lin Xuan couldn't say he wasn't scared, but he maintained a calm demeanor. Fear was useless. He wondered how he could defuse the situation.

This wouldn't be easy, but for now, he would just have to wait and see.

Hopefully, it was all a misunderstanding, and she didn't mean him.

Even Lin Xuan, let alone Ice Soul, many of the old monsters present began to doubt themselves. They recalled their past interactions with this True Demon Primordial, wondering if they had offended her in any way.

The vast cloud sea fell silent for a moment, though not as quiet as a needle dropping on the ground. Each person's breath was clear and distinct. Ice Soul continued, "Although that fellow and I don't have an unbreakable bond, he has wronged me several times. Since we've met here today, it is only fitting that I should settle this score."

"Oh, Lady Fairy, who are you referring to?" Nailong finally understood the situation. He was curious; after all, few dared to offend Ice Soul among those at the Immortal level.

"Indeed, Sister Ice Soul's words align with my thoughts. One of my juniors also fell victim to that fellow. Since we've met here today, this grudge should be settled," said the Serpent Saint True Immortal, who had remained silent until now.

"Whoa…" The guests present were all taken aback as they realized that offending Ice Soul and eliminating one of her junior disciples was a grave offense against two Primordial True Demon powers. Even at the Transcendation stage, such boldness was rare.

Who could be so arrogant?

The crowd was curious but also secretly delighted, expecting a good show soon.

Ice Soul clearly didn't want them to speculate further and naturally revealed the answer when Nailong inquired. She turned her head and said with a calm voice, "Young Lin, did you think that once back in the Spirit Realm, I would have no recourse against you? Did you ever imagine this day?"

"What, Young Lin? Could it be the guy who just made such a big show earlier?"

The shocked cries echoed as the old monsters were still in disbelief. Following Ice Soul's gaze, they saw none other than that fellow, Lin Xuan.

How could this be?

Everyone was stunned, including Nailong True Immortal. Today, Lin Xuan was undoubtedly the most eye-catching figure.

Nailong had personally welcomed him, which caused dissatisfaction and jealousy among the guests. But Lin Xuan paid no heed, calling Nailong brother and treating him like a peer. This made everyone unsure of his true strength. Lin Xuan had already attracted some attention from Transcendation beings, but this was just the beginning. The Cold Moon True Immortal and the Queen of Qingqiu suddenly appeared together.

Their status was formidable; they were Immortals and Demon Kings, among the top in the Spirit Realm. Nailong felt honored to open the Nine True Vengeful Array and welcome everyone. But once again, it was Lin Xuan who made a grand entrance. The daughter of an Immortal called him brother, while the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox's disciple went even further, calling this mysterious figure her lover.

Was he serious?

Moreover, Lin Xuan seemed to know Cold Moon True Immortal and the Queen of Qingqiu as well, leading to another powerful Transcendation being, Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. It appeared that Lin Xuan had done her a favor. The guests were shocked but no longer dared to cause trouble for him. His connections with so many top-tier beings made ordinary Transcendation powers respect him.

Thus, in the banquet, Lin Xuan could freely converse and socialize with these Transcendation beings without any discomfort. He had every right to speak as such. But the surprise was far from over.

The unexpected turn of events at this wedding continued; even Ice Soul and Serpent Saint True Immortals arrived.
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The main goal of the two was clearly to exchange treasures with Nailed Dragon Immortal. Everyone was very curious about what mysterious aspects the cosmetic box had.

However, despite their curiosity, no one wanted to complicate matters or offend such a fool as the True Demon Ancestor. The old monsters present would not do something so stupid.

Withdrawing for now meant a broad sky and vast sea. Nailed Dragon Immortal did not conflict with the Ice Soul Treasure Snake; after they achieved their goals, they prepared to leave.

Everything seemed to be winding down.

But the Ice Soul Treasure Snake stated that Lin Xuan had grievances against them both. Since fate brought them together here, it was natural that they needed to settle accounts.

Wasn't this a mistake?

All the old monsters were dumbfounded; saying they were as stunned as wooden statues would not be an exaggeration.

This matter caused more shock than when Lin Xuan met Cold Moon Immortal and the Green Peak Queen. In fact, it might even surpass them in severity.

One must know that if two people merely knew each other with a bit of acquaintance, despite significant differences in their status and power, such coincidental encounters were still possible.

But forming enmity was quite different.

For example, could a Spirit Flexible Period cultivator who just entered the immortal path possibly form an enmity with a late-stage One婴 (a term for advanced cultivators) cultivator?

This was clearly impossible.

To be frank, based on their current strength, there was no reason for them to form such an enmity.

Wasn't this absurd?

But if everyone took a moment to think about it, they would realize that a mere Spirit Flexible Period novice indeed had little chance of offending a One婴 cultivator.

Those who could offend a One婴 cultivator should not be significantly weaker. This principle applied equally to Lin Xuan and the Ice Soul Treasure Snake.

Both were True Demon Ancestors, especially the Ice Soul, one of the top three strongest figures among them. Under normal circumstances, at least late-stage Tribulation Transcenders would be required to become rivals with such beings.

As for forming enmity, there was no such high requirement. But regardless, it should still involve Tribulation Transcender level cultivators.

What kind of guy was this Lin boy? A mere One Spirit Divided cultivator who simultaneously offended two True Demon Ancestors. If not seen and heard clearly by his own eyes, the old monsters present would never believe it.

But no matter how unbelievable, this was a fact.

The Ice Soul Treasure Snake could not joke about such matters.

In other words, Lin Xuan truly had grievances with them both.

For a moment, the reactions of the old monsters varied. Most were gloating in joy.

After all, Lin Xuan was only a One Spirit Divided cultivator, yet his reputation overshadowed many among them. These old monsters, used to giving orders, naturally felt quite displeased.

However, considering their relationship with this young man who had connections to top-tier experts, they dared not make trouble for him but were still unwilling to do so.

But note that it was just a matter of daring; it did not mean they did not want to.

Most of them secretly wished Lin Xuan bad luck and misfortune. Now such an opportunity finally came. This young man actually dared offend the Ice Soul Treasure Snake, and those who disliked him naturally looked forward to seeing his humiliation.

Of course, there were also those who worried.

For example, Xiang'er and Xiaohou Lan; both girls turned pale with fear.

Their strength might not be much, but their fathers and mentors were among the top cultivators in the Spirit Realm. With such a profound family background, they naturally knew how terrifying True Demon Ancestors could be. How could Lin Brother offend such formidable old monsters?

Nailed Dragon Immortal's face also showed great surprise.

He had never guessed this result with his deep scheming mind.

At this moment, Ice Soul spoke softly: "Friend Nailed Dragon, both my sister and I have grievances against this young man. Could you use your immortal mountain cave to settle matters with him? Would you not agree?"

Lin Xuan was a guest here who came to congratulate them; it was only reasonable to ask the host's opinion.

However, in Ice Soul's view, this was merely a formality. Earlier, Nailed Dragon had already shown courtesy by yielding on the matter of exchanging treasures. Now, dealing with a mere One Spirit Divided cultivator, how could Nailed Dragon Immortal offend both her and the Ice Soul Treasure Snake for his sake?

However, while the principle was correct, what followed left even the cunning Ice Soul仙子 shocked.

"Immortal, do you have a grudge against this Lin friend?"

"Yes. Can I use your precious land?" Ice Soul asked with a smile.

"That's impossible."

"Impossible?" Ice Soul raised her eyebrows; such an answer was far beyond her expectations.

"I agree. Since Brother Lin came here, he is Nailed Dragon's guest. I have no say in other matters, but if something happens to him on Penglai Immortal Island, where would Nailed Dragon put his face?"

Nailed Dragon Immortal said this with a reasonable tone. However, he had some degree of protection for Lin Xuan. Otherwise, earlier when the other party wanted to exchange treasures, he could have yielded; now that they were dealing with a mere One Spirit Divided cultivator, he could pretend not to see it.

This principle was clear to all the old monsters present.

They couldn't help but feel surprised and puzzled about Lin Xuan's relationship with Nailed Dragon Immortal. For his sake, Nailed Dragon Immortal risked offending two True Demon Ancestors.

However, they did not know that this was just the beginning.

"Haha, what Nailed Dragon Immortal said suits me perfectly. You want to cause trouble for others; this Loose Cloud Immortal has no say in it. But you cannot harm Brother Lin. Otherwise, ask me first."

Cold Moon Immortal's laughter echoed into their ears. Before leaving, Fairy Hundred Flowers had asked him to look after Lin Xuan and give him some benefits if possible.

They never expected to meet him here.

Originally, they wanted to reward this young man with some treasures but did not expect that he would refuse without hesitation.

Though he was puzzled, he naturally did not say much since the other party definitely did not want it.

He did not expect Lin Xuan to be so formidable; even the Ice Soul Treasure Snake had offended him before.

Now they met on a narrow path. The two girls were unwilling to let him go, and Cold Moon Immortal could no longer remain indifferent at this moment.

Otherwise, if Lin Xuan was truly eliminated by the two girls, how would he explain it back to Fairy Hundred Flowers?

Fairy Hundred Flowers was Mo's teacher, and she and Cold Moon Immortal had been close friends for many years. It was rare for her to entrust him with a task; he naturally had to do his best.

Cold Moon Immortal could not avoid this muddied waters; there was no choice. But the Ice Soul Treasure Snake did not know about all these twists and turns, thinking she heard wrong at first.

What Cold Moon Immortal's intention was, it had nothing to do with him. His sisters wanted to discipline that guy Lin Xuan; why would he come out?
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However, the surprise was not yet over. Another lazy voice entered his ears:

"Indeed, you two came from the Demon Realm here to summon wind and rain, wanting to exchange treasures. Fine, but now you want to bully a mere Spirit Diversion cultivator in front of us. You two think we, these Spiritual Realm cultivators, are not worth considering?"

The voice was incredibly pleasant, with an indescribable softness that made one feel comfortable throughout their body. However, Bīngpò's face turned grim.

Had she misunderstood something? Why were so many people interfering when she just wanted to教训 a small guy?

First, the True Demon Real Immortal spoke in her defense, then both the Cold Moon Subsidiary and the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox appeared one after another.

Although she was the True Primordial Demon, these three had formidable power that could not be underestimated. While she wasn't afraid of them, there was no need to fight unless absolutely necessary!

But this situation truly seemed strange.

Why would three top-tier Great Beings in the Spiritual Realm bother protecting a mere Spirit Diversion cultivator?

Could it be that this Lin youngster was involved with some great treasure?

Bīngpò's mind raced but she couldn't figure out the intricate details. She could only guess wildly.

"Are you truly planning to protect this Lin youngster and oppose me, the True Primordial?" Bīngpò's unsavory voice entered her ears.

If it were someone else, such a threat would be effective, but Cold Moon Subsidiary and Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox wouldn't care.

Bīngpò was no one to fear, having faced her before. These beings avoided meaningless conflicts, but they didn't fear each other either.

Bīngpò and the Demon Serpent exchanged glances, their expressions grim.

They were unsure of what to do.

If it were just Real Immortal Nàilóng, they might have managed to make him hesitate. But with both the Queen of Qingqi Kingdom and Cold Moon Subsidiary interfering, this was something they hadn't anticipated.

If they really had to fight, she and Bīngpò would only be two against them. Even though Tiānyuán was a Holy Ancestor, he might not be much help in such a high-level battle.

In other words, they faced an overwhelming enemy.

Although falling wasn't inevitable, the chances of defeat were great.

Thus, fighting wasn't a wise choice.

Should she just give up?

This seemed like a good path. But what would Bīngpò's face say to this?

As a True Primordial Demon, retreating because of one word would be shameful even in the Demon Realm. She and Bīngpò wouldn't find any face to save.

A scholar could be killed but not humiliated!

Moreover, they truly didn't want to let Lin Xuan go.

What should they do?

Cleverness backfired, leaving Bīngpò in a dilemma.

She was at a loss—neither advancing nor retreating.

This time, she really had dug her own grave.

"Are you two truly going to oppose the Holy Ancestor?" Bīngpò's face was extremely ugly. If there were no other choice, she wouldn't yield; she could just cause a commotion. The others couldn't keep them from leaving even if they relied on their numbers.

The Demon Serpent's expression mirrored hers. This woman didn't speak much and seemed to follow Bīngpò's every word.

"Ha, it can't be said that you're opposing us. But two esteemed friends bullying a mere Spirit Diversion cultivator, isn't that too much?" Cold Moon Subsidiary spoke calmly.

"Indeed, it's face-planting in front of our eyes. How could I not intervene?" The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's tone was equally calm. They now held the upper hand.

"You two are saying that the gap between Ice Serpent and Lin is too great, making a move seems inappropriate?"

As the atmosphere grew tense, an unexpected voice entered their ears.

Not only did the Spiritual Realm cultivators show surprise, but Bīngpò and the Demon Serpent were also taken aback.

Holy Ancestor Tiānyuán.

It was this guy who had inserted himself.

To be honest, if it weren't for this situation, as a Transcendent Realm old monster, Tiānyuán would still look impressive. However, here on Penglai Immortal Island, there were over a hundred Transcendents, and the dispute involved True Demons and Holy Ancestors. A mere early-stage Transcendent was insignificant.

Tiānyuán had always acted as a servant, standing respectfully behind Bīngpò and the Demon Serpent.

Everyone was used to his silence, so this sudden opening made him stand out.

Bīngpò was surprised but hesitated before deciding not to stop. While Tiānyuan was her subordinate, he was still a Holy Ancestor, and ordering him around felt inappropriate. Besides, she knew him well—shrewd enough that his sudden words must have been carefully considered.

The situation was already dire; could Tiānyuan's intervention turn things around?

Bīngpò didn't know but it couldn't hurt to try.

"If you think Ice Serpent and the Demon Serpent are too different from Lin, making a move would be bullying. I'll take his place and fight him. You won't have any complaints."

Tiānyuan's words were smooth, even when facing Cold Moon Subsidiary and the Queen of Qingqi Kingdom.

"You're going to fight with Lin?" Cold Moon Subsidiary was taken aback before laughing: "Hmph, you've got a good plan. You might be a Holy Ancestor but you're still stronger than Lin. Fighting him isn't bullying?"

Indeed, it wasn't surprising that Cold Moon Subsidiary said so. After all, he had never seen Lin Xuan's strength.

From a normal perspective, Transcendent Realm and Spirit Diversion were worlds apart. Having Lin Xuan fight Tiānyuán would surely push him to his limits.

Just as she finished arguing, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox unexpectedly spoke: "If Ice Serpent doesn't intervene, let you take on Lin, this idea seems fine."

"Queen?" Cold Moon Subsidiary was shocked. The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox must have gone mad; wasn't she trying to harm Lin Xuan? If he fell, she wouldn't be able to explain to the Hundred Flowers Immortal Fairy.

"Haha, don't worry, I have my reasons. Besides, this is about Lin Xuan. We should ask his opinion," the Queen of Qingqi Kingdom's voice entered their ears. In the Ice Sea Realm, she had seen Lin Xuan's strength. Even though it was trivial to them, it couldn't be measured by Spirit Diversion standards.
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Back then, Lin Xuan had just advanced to the middle stage of Spirit Separation and could still withstand the梼杌 directly.

To be clear, that was one of the Four Great Malevolent Beasts, a name renowned throughout the Three Realms.

Although it wasn't the main body of the梼杌, even its avatar had the power of early-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

That battle was witnessed by the Queen of Qingqiu personally. Even if it wasn’t for Xiang'er’s sake, she left a deep impression on Lin Xuan.

After all, challenging someone across levels in the Three Realms might not be uncommon, but challenging an early-stage Tribulation Transcender from the Spirit Separation stage was hard to hear about.

At her level, she understood the vast difference between the Spirit Separation and Tribulation Transcendence stages.

Back then, Lin Xuan had such strength. Now, two thousand years later, he had become incomparably different, advancing to late-stage Spirit Separation. Although still far from Tribulation Transcendence, his strength might not be inferior to that of the ancient demon Tianyuan.

Of course, all this was speculation by the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox. The specifics would depend on Lin Xuan himself.

The Queen of Qingqiu had keen eyesight and could tell there was a grudge between her and Tianyuan.

As they say, your opponent always knows you best.

Lin Xuan likely had his own scale for judging Tianyuan’s strength.

So while she agreed with the proposal, the final decision was left to Lin Xuan himself.

He would decide whether or not to fight Tianyuan.

No one else knew of this consideration by the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, but when it came down to this point, everyone's gaze turned to Lin Xuan.

If another Spirit Separation cultivator were asked, they wouldn’t agree even if their lives depended on it.

But this young man named Lin stood out from the beginning, and the old monsters didn't dare underestimate him. However, facing an ancient demon of Saint Ancestor level, how would the young man choose?

Reject or accept?

The old monsters were uninterested in the outcome but watched with great interest.

The situation was becoming increasingly interesting, and without much consideration, Lin Xuan's voice rang out:

"If the opponent is just Tianyuan, that’s fine. But I have a question: If I win, what then? And if I lose, what then?"

Lin Xuan's words seemed harmless at first glance, but speaking to two True Demons, Primordial Ancestors, was somewhat presumptuous.

But Lin Xuan didn't care. He had already offended the Nine-tailed Ice Spirit, so would showing respect change anything?

That was impossible.

Since there was no chance of reconciliation, a more assertive stance made sense.

This was Lin Xuan's reasoning.

However, his attitude left the old monsters gasping for breath.

Disregarding even True Demons, this young man truly was impressive.

"If I lose, that’s simple. I'll give up my life here. Do you expect me to spare your Primordial Ancestor? And if I win..."

The Nine-tailed Ice Spirit's furious laughter echoed in his ears. This kid really had a big mouth. She hadn't considered what would happen if Lin Xuan won.

Her expression froze, but quickly returned to normal: "What do you want?"

"Since it’s a duel, anything is possible. If I lose, there’s nothing to say; I’ll submit to your disposal. But if by chance, I win..."

"What?" the Nine-tailed Ice Spirit said impatiently.

"The first condition is that both of you return where you came from and not bother me again this time."

"Agreed," the Nine-tailed Ice Spirit replied without hesitation.

"The second condition is that I request a nine-turn spirit snake pill as a gift from Senior Nine-tailed Snake."

"A nine-turn spirit snake pill?"

The guests around him exchanged glances at Lin Xuan's request. This kid was truly bold, daring to ask for a treasure even in such circumstances.

After all, this nine-turn spirit snake pill was no ordinary item; it was famous throughout the Three Realms.

Only the Primordial Ancestor Nine-tailed Snake could refine it, not just because of its rare ingredients but also due to the cultivator's technique.

In short, few of these pills were made by the Nine-tailed Snake Saint, each one extremely precious. For Tribulation Transcendence cultivators, they helped break through their barriers significantly.

For a Spirit Separation cultivator, it was even more significant, increasing the chances of breaking through the Tribulation Transcendence barrier by about twenty percent.

A single pill could increase those odds by twenty percent. Saying it had divine effects wasn't an exaggeration.

This treasure was so precious that even the Nine-tailed Snake herself cherished it. Even her trusted disciples wouldn’t be rewarded with one. It’s said that a late-stage Tribulation Transcender once offered a Heavenly Dao Treasure and many other treasures in exchange for a single pill, but the Nine-tailed Snake refused.

Thus, this pill was incredibly rare and valuable.

Even close friends found it hard to obtain such an item. Lin Xuan had a grudge with the Nine-tailed Snake yet still wanted one. It was no wonder that all the guests admired his courage.

Daring to make such bold demands was also a skill.

"You..."

The Nine-tailed Ice Spirit was stunned, truly angered by Lin Xuan’s audacity.

"How about you, the Primordial Ancestor Nine-tailed Snake? Are you too afraid of a tiny Spirit Separation cultivator like me to bet on it? Do you value the nine-turn spirit snake pill so much that you can’t agree with my terms, or do you think Tianyuan won’t defeat me and dare not accept my conditions?" Lin Xuan raised his head slightly, his voice dripping with contempt.

"You..."

Frankly speaking, this was a baiting tactic. It was too obvious!

But how could she bear the humiliation in front of so many guests?

Her strength and reputation might be lower than Ice Spirit’s, but she was still a True Demon Primordial Ancestor, an existence above late-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

Being pushed around by a Spirit Separation cultivator with words, what else could she do but swallow her pride?

"Fine, fine. Lin boy, as you wish. If you defeat Tianyuan in this battle, I will give you a nine-turn spirit snake pill. But if you lose..."

"I have no objections to whatever Senior disposes of me," Lin Xuan replied decisively.

"Good. Now, while we talk, you’ll know the taste of life and death when faced with your opponent."
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The snake's voice was calm, but the tone sent shivers down one's spine.

She had indeed been provoked by Lin Xuan. This little brat was simply too overconfident for his own good. To dare scheme against him in such a situation... he deserved no mercy. She would make him understand that there were no regrets in the cultivation world.

This outcome surprised everyone else as well. While Lin Xuan's strength was temporarily set aside, his courage was something ordinary cultivators could never match. Even for those at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, such a bold move was extremely rare. It was akin to dancing on the edge of a knife.

Most people shook their heads in silent disapproval and gloating. The involvement of Frosty Moon True Man and the Queen of Qingqiu had already brought some turning points to the situation. With these two watching over them, Tian Yuan might not dare to strike first. However, this Lin Xuan was clearly disregarding his own life, provoking the snake even further.

Even Frosty Moon True Man frowned slightly. This young man's actions were indeed a bit excessive.

In contrast, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox reacted differently. Her face still wore a faint smile.

Fortune favors the bold!

She understood Lin Xuan's purpose behind this move. It was undeniable that such courage and strength were rare among ordinary cultivators. If he could survive this crisis with these abilities, he would surely become an important figure in time.

Xiang'er had indeed made a good assessment of him.

However, the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's optimism did not mean she believed Lin Xuan would succeed. One needed both courage and strength to turn danger into safety. Otherwise, it was just foolishness.

Whether Lin Xuan was brave or foolish depended on whether he could defeat Tian Yuan.

Ultimately, in the cultivation world, actions spoke louder than words.

With no room for turning back now, Ice Spirit turned her head towards Nai Long True Man: "Friend Nai Long, there should be a suitable place for combat on Penglai Immortal Island. Otherwise, if Tian Yuan and this young man start fighting here, it might disrupt your wedding banquet."

"There are certainly places for such contests," Nai Long True Man sighed. Even though Lin Xuan's actions seemed bold, he had other choices that didn't have to lead to a deadly confrontation.

Although the saying "place me in a desperate situation and I will find a way out" was true, Lin Xuan could have chosen not to push things so far. This young man was still too inexperienced...

Nai Long True Man's gaze towards Lin Xuan carried concern. However, he couldn't say much now. It was all up to Lin Xuan's own choices and the consequences of his actions.

He sincerely hoped this young man could truly stand against an ancient demon at the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

As he thought this, he moved without hesitation. His sleeves fluttered, releasing a burst of emerald light that paused before revealing an extremely ancient scroll.

Those present recognized it immediately. Though unremarkable on the surface, its appearance seemed to alter spatial laws slightly.

Was this a space-related treasure?

Before anyone could fully process this thought, Nai Long True Man reached out and the scroll's spirit light flickered as it slowly unfurled. A lush landscape unfolded before their eyes.

The scroll depicted a range of undulating mountains stretching far into the distance. Each mountain was unique, exuding an aura of grandeur...

"Must臾 Scroll!"

"Not just any Must臾 treasure; this is the highest stage of Must臾 Heavenly Realm Scroll!"

Excited exclamations filled the air. For even ancient demons at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, such a scroll was highly desirable.

However, no one dared to have ill intentions towards Nai Long True Man. It would be suicide to try and snatch something from him.

"Come on, two friends," Nai Long True Man said, pointing out another spell. The Must臾 Heavenly Realm Scroll's spirit light intensified as a misty aura rose from it.

"Go!"

Nai Long True Man waved his sleeves and stepped into the scroll first. Qianqian Immortal Maiden followed without hesitation.

Next was Ice Spirit. The two ancient demons were naturally not afraid of Nai Long True Man setting traps within.

"You'll regret this soon," Tian Yuan turned to Lin Xuan with a sinister smile, then vanished beside the other two ancient demons.

"Who regrets it? It's still uncertain."

Before the fight began, Lin Xuan wouldn't back down. His cold voice carried no fear as he retorted.

"Hmph, how long can you keep up this bravado?"

Tian Yuan was clearly trying to wear him down with words. As soon as his voice fell silent, he vanished completely.

"Lin Xuan brother."

Just as Lin Xuan was about to follow, a sweet voice called out. Turning around, he saw Xiang'er from the Queen of Qingqiu's side, her face filled with concern.

Her delicate features were marked with worry for him.

Though she had seen his strength before, against an ancient demon at the Tribulation Transcendence stage... could Lin Xuan brother really win?

The saying "worry can cloud judgment" applied to Xiang'er as well.

On the other side, Lady Xiaohou Lan shared a similar expression. Lin Xuan's kindness and loyalty had saved her in the mortal world, and they were sworn siblings now. She naturally worried for his honor.

"Don't worry; I have it under control."

Lin Xuan mouthed something without speaking, using the technique of voice transmission. He couldn't explain much to the two girls at this moment. The outcome would be clear once the fight began.

With a reassuring look, Lin Xuan entered the Must臾 Heavenly Realm Scroll. Xiang'er and Lady Xiaohou Lan followed closely behind.

Next were Frosty Moon True Man and Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, then the remaining old demons.

The guests who had come to congratulate him were already curious about this spectacle. No one wanted to miss it, so they all entered the Must臾 Heavenly Realm Scroll.

Only a few maids remained in the vast cloud sea square.

Meanwhile, once Lin Xuan stepped into the scroll, he felt an abundance of qi. As the light before his eyes faded, he found himself facing undulating mountain ranges.
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The mountain range was majestic, winding and twisting, extending into the horizon. Lin Xuan released his divine sense, but even with his far superior divine sense compared to other cultivators of the same rank, he could not feel where the end of the mountains lay.

Indeed, this treasure from a late-stage realm survivor was no ordinary item.

The spatial dimensions within the Momentary Cavern Diagram were much larger than Lin Xuan had imagined. This place would be perfect for their duel.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan noticed that Nai Long Immortal, Qianqian Fairy, and the advanced snake Ice Soul were all standing on one side. The spatial fluctuations behind them didn't cease; even Guang Han Immortal, the ruler of Qing Qiu Kingdom, and other guests had all entered.

Clearly, no matter their intentions, none wanted to miss this spectacle.

Nai Long's brows furrowed slightly as he wasn't very optimistic about Lin Xuan either. The others were naturally less hopeful. Only the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox seemed to have faith in Lin Xuan.

However, at this point, there was no turning back.

Nai Long Immortal flashed through the air, his body surrounded by a burst of spiritual light as he flew towards the depths of the mountains.

The spatial dimensions within the Momentary Cavern Diagram were vast. The entrance wasn't the best place for their duel.

Without further ado, the others followed suit, each displaying their abilities and closely following behind Nai Long Immortal.

A short while passed quickly.

Led by Nai Long Immortal, a valley appeared in front of them.

It was an extremely spacious valley, at least several hundred acres. The surrounding mountains encircled it.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene, noticing that this valley differed from the others he had flown past. The peaks around were clearly reinforced with some form of immensely powerful禁制, their solidity far exceeding ordinary mountain ranges.

If they were to fight here, the environment would be favorable for Lin Xuan. He spoke without pretense; the density of the spiritual energy here was no less than that of Penglai Immortal Island. For him to face an ancient demon and gain a significant advantage, it was only natural.

"I have nothing to say..."

Tian Yuan's brows furrowed slightly but didn't object. The dense spiritual energy was beneficial for human cultivators, but what did that matter? A mere Fourth Stage Soul Formation cultivator thought he could defeat this ancient demon, a grand demon progenitor—just a daydream.

Confident in his victory, Tian Yuan didn’t want to argue over minor details with Lin Xuan. However, before he could finish speaking, Ice Soul interjected:

"Wait, since it's a duel, the provided venue should be fair for both parties. There is no trace of demon energy here, yet the spiritual energy is so abundant. Is Nai Long Immortal biased or just pretending to be ignorant?"

A true demon progenitor actually cared about such matters. Even the human cultivators present were surprised, as were the snake and Tian Yuan.

"Big Sister..."

"Don't speak, I will decide."

Hearing Ice Soul's words, the snake remained silent.

As they say, better safe than sorry. Although Ice Soul didn’t know Lin Xuan’s current strength, she had been eradicated by this boy when a fragment of her soul descended to the Twelve States of Tianyun thousands of years ago. His methods left an indelible impression on her—far superior to those of his peers.

After millennia, Lin Xuan had advanced from the Profound Concealment stage to the Fourth Stage Soul Formation. While he was still insignificant in her eyes, it wasn’t clear if Tian Yuan had enough confidence.

Otherwise, with this boy’s cunning nature, he wouldn’t have agreed so readily.

Although she believed Tian Yuan had a greater chance of winning, one must always consider the worst-case scenario. What if they lost?

That would be like trying to steal chicken and losing your hand in the process. Not only couldn’t she cause trouble for him, but she’d have to offer a Nine-Turn Spirit Snake Pill.

Such a result was something Ice Soul desperately wanted to avoid.

Now that Lin Xuan’s duel with Tian Yuan had become inevitable, she would try her best to increase Tian Yuan's chances of winning.

Her efforts were commendable, though they seemed petty on the surface.

Sure enough, Nai Long Immortal’s voice betrayed his surprise: "I am a human cultivator; how could I possibly have demon energy on me? This Momentary Cavern Diagram is excellent. I only have one. If you are dissatisfied, you can try to change the natural forces of this place."

"Humph, your words are an insult to this demon progenitor. It doesn’t matter. As long as you say that, it’s fine with me."

Ice Soul's cold voice echoed in their ears. She then waved her hand, and several dark-colored array flags flew out, vanishing into the surrounding mountain walls.

Incredible scenes unfolded: dense demon energy appeared from nowhere, spreading throughout the valley until it filled every corner.

The original spiritual energy was already very dense, so it wasn’t driven away but mixed with the demon energy. Both energies were present in equal amounts, creating a perfectly balanced environment.

This process might seem simple, but to describe it as miraculous would be an understatement.

Lin Xuan didn’t need to say anything; even Nai Long Immortal and Guang Han Immortal turned pale. They recognized such things well.

"Xuan Tian聚魔大阵."

"No, the Xuan Tian聚魔大阵 is far more complex and covers a much larger area. This should be just a simplified version of the禁制."

In ancient times, when the spiritual realm and demon realm clashed due to their different natural forces—spiritual energy in the former and demon energy in the latter—the strength of cultivators from one side would diminish in the other.

However, both sides had clever individuals who devised intricate禁制. Once set up, these could convert spiritual energy into demon energy or vice versa.

The most famous among ancient demons was undoubtedly the Xuan Tian聚魔大阵.

While this array was formidable and covered a vast area, setting it up required years of effort with numerous materials. To create such an array in just a few moments was highly practical.

PS: Yes, I have something to tell all my fellow immortals.

Tomorrow, Huan Yu will be going to Zhuhai for a writer's conference. She is likely to return around the 24th. Originally, she planned to write more and save up some drafts, but her baby has been kicking hard lately and keeps waking her up at night. As a result, not only did she not get enough sleep, but she also caught a cold.

This affected her draft-saving plans significantly. However, rest assured; there will be no break in the updates.
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This means something significant. Not only would it not be the Immortal Dragon True Man or the Sovereign of Qingqiu, even among the top-tier great cultivators in the Spirit Realm, but also the guests present all understood clearly.

For a moment, everyone's expressions turned gloomy. If there was another conflict between the Spirit and Demon Realms, this treasure would make ancient demons much harder to deal with than before.

Although jealousy made it unlikely that many people hoped Lin Xuan would win, they were more than happy to see both sides suffer equally. Regardless, as cultivators of the Spirit Realm, they naturally had no good feelings toward ancient demons.

Seeing Ice Soul bring out such a treasure, the mood among the Spirit Realm cultivators was terrible. But soon, their attention was drawn to Lin Xuan's battle with Tian Yuan.

"Little fellow, if you surrender now and submit, you can avoid much suffering. Otherwise, when I strike, you'll be left with no choice but to beg for death."

Tian Yuan's cold voice echoed, his expression arrogant.

Of course, he had the right to say so. As a Saint Demon Ancestor, his public strength was far beyond Lin Xuan's Divination Stage.

By normal standards, the two could be considered on completely different levels.

However, Lin Xuan showed no fear.

He knew his own strength well; even with the help of Ice Soul Serpent, he would not dare to challenge both of them alone. But what about Tian Yuan?

Just an early-stage Transcendation Demon.

Though he couldn't claim absolute certainty, he had a fighting chance.

Moreover, he still had reserves. If all his tricks were used, Lin Xuan believed he could have a good chance at winning this battle.

Otherwise, why would he agree so readily?

Firstly, they had made it clear that if he won, Ice Soul Serpent couldn't harm him in any way. In the face of such danger, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t miss an opportunity to turn crisis into safety.

Secondly, advancing from Divination Stage to Transcendation was extremely difficult, even for Lin Xuan himself. The Nine Turns Spirit Snake Pill could increase his chances of breaking through by twenty percent.

This spiritual artifact could only be crafted by Ice Soul Serpent. Originally, Lin Xuan wouldn't dare think about it, but now he had the chance to obtain this treasure. Even if it meant taking a risk, he would try.

In short, fighting Tian Yuan was the best choice.

Surrendering? That's just a joke. I'm not some rookie who doesn’t understand psychological tactics.

"Should you surrender and voluntarily become my servant, I can still spare your life," Lin Xuan’s response carried a clear tone of mockery.

"You..."

Tian Yuan, the Saint Demon Ancestor, was enraged: "Little fellow, at the brink of death, are you still trying to talk big? Soon, you'll know just how terrifying true Transcendation Realm cultivators can be."

It's no wonder he was so confident. After all, this battle was against his true form, not a mere avatar, and his strength was incomparable.

Before the words were out of his mouth, Tian Yuan raised his hand, delivering a seemingly ordinary punch.

Indeed, just one punch!

He showed no intention of using any treasures. It seemed he had underestimated his opponent to the extreme.

But that was only on the surface.

Ancient demons were different from human cultivators; their bodies were already incredibly powerful. This similarity with the beast races was evident, but their tactics were far more complex than those of ordinary beasts.

From a certain perspective, ancient demons' strength naturally surpassed that of their peers in cultivation.

Tian Yuan's punch appeared unremarkable on the surface. There was no wind or flashy display; it seemed like just a probing strike.

But appearances can be deceiving. The old masters present were all high-stage Transcendation cultivators, even including顶级的存在 such as Immortals and Beast Kings.

Their eyes were sharp enough to see through the subtlety of this punch's viciousness.

On the surface, it was unremarkable, not drawing much demonic energy. But within, there lay a trace of cosmic law.

Not much, but the power of cosmic laws is terrifying. That single trace could shred Lin Xuan into pieces.

Most old masters held this view.

At Divination Stage, one could already touch cosmic laws, but mastering them required advancing to Transcendation.

Tian Yuan was exploiting the gap in their cultivation stages.

No matter how strong Lin Xuan might be, his treasures and abilities would still fall short of controlling cosmic laws. Otherwise, he wouldn't be at Divination Stage; he would have advanced to Transcendation long ago.

This was an ironclad rule of the cultivation realm that Lin Xuan couldn’t change.

The trace of cosmic law in Tian Yuan's punch was cleverly concealed, making it impossible for a Divination cultivator to detect with their limited eyesight. By the time he realized something was amiss, it would be too late.

This hidden trace of cosmic laws could severely injure Lin Xuan even if it didn't shred him into pieces.

Tian Yuan's strategy was flawless. After all, he had already gained an overwhelming advantage by overpowering a weaker opponent. Who would have thought he would attempt a sneak attack?

Mind over muscle!

An eagle hunting a rabbit doesn’t hold back. This guy never intended to slowly wear Lin Xuan down; he wanted to kill him here and now.

His calculations were spot-on, fitting the description of a cunning strategist very well. If another cultivator had been in Lin Xuan's position, the chances of recognizing this plot would be virtually zero.

But Lin Xuan was different.

Sure, as a Divination cultivator, he couldn’t control cosmic laws either. But how could that matter? One always learns from experience; Lin Xuan had already faced梼杌’s avatar when he first advanced to mid-Divination Stage.

As one of the Four Evils of the Demon Realm,梼杌's strength far exceeded ordinary ancient demon ancestors. Even his avatar was at Transcendation Stage.

That battle was extremely tough for Lin Xuan; he had seen cosmic power firsthand.

Later, watching the fight between Fairy Hundred Flowers and True Toad Jinyue, Lin Xuan gained even more insight.

Though limited by his stage, Lin Xuan couldn’t control cosmic laws. But how could he not see their subtlety just by observing?

The intricacies of this punch were clear to Lin Xuan; it was nothing but a show-off in front of an expert.

Knowing the plan, evading it would be easy. Lin Xuan had at least one hundred ways to avoid it, but he didn’t.

If his opponent wanted to attack him, how could he avoid it? He should use this opportunity to make them regret their move.
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Since he had made his decision, Lin Xuan's actions were swift. With his extensive experience in combat, there was no need to overthink how to respond.

Lin Xuan did not dodge or summon any defensive treasures. His movements were equally simple; with a raised right hand, he swept forward without any hint of fiery intent.

"Idiot!"

The old monsters at the scene couldn't help but curse inwardly as they watched this spectacle. Was Lin Xuan really smart or just foolish? This move was overly presumptuous.

Indeed, he failed to discern his opponent's intentions and thought that Tiantian's punch was merely a probe.

Even if it was a probe, it was still a strike from the Saint Ancestor of the Transcendence Period. It shouldn't have been so casually met.

This action could be said to completely fall into his opponent's trap.

They seemed to see Lin Xuan's next moment as a惨叫 and spitting blood, even being struck by that thread of rule power until his soul was annihilated.

Although they envied him and hoped he would suffer, such a clean defeat was not what the old monsters at the Transcendence Period wished to witness.

Regardless of their views, as cultivators in the Spirit Realm, they still hoped Lin Xuan could severely injure Tiantian, resulting in mutual destruction.

Unfortunately, it seemed this was just wishful thinking. This young man had shown such a high profile during the wedding banquet but lacked any outstanding abilities.

A Spirit Formation Period cultivator might have fallen short as well, but his response to that strike would likely have been better.

Almost everyone's eyes were filled with disdain. At this moment, Lin Xuan seemed no different from a dead body in their eyes.

Of course, not everyone thought this way. With so many great powers gathered here, some did notice the subtleties of Lin Xuan's move.

The Great Serpent Ice Soul, Nailed Dragon True Person, and others didn't need to say much. Even Qianqian Fairy, with a faint smile on her lips, saw something remarkable in Lin Xuan's action.

Lin Xuan's sweep was devoid of any fiery intent, but as he moved, a silver sword thread appeared.

Though thin, it distorted the space wherever it passed and cut forward.

Turning a sword into a thread wasn't unusual. However, this strike by Lin Xuan clearly differed from ordinary transformations.

Qianqian Fairy and other great powers who saw the subtleties were fine, but even the Great Serpent Ice Soul, Nailed Dragon True Person, and others like the Sovereign of Qingqiu felt somewhat familiar.

It was more of a vague familiarity. The abilities they remembered using this move were different, but there was some similarity.

How could it be...

Before these thoughts fully formed, the silver sword thread collided with his opponent's fist wind.

Silent and unseen!

But in the next moment, the sky suddenly darkened.

Gale winds surged as the space where the sword thread met the fist wind began to distort and collapse.

The power was astonishing. But soon, the outcome was clear.

The fist wind was cut apart by the sword thread.

This seemed impossible, but it wasn't something to marvel at.

While rule power was formidable, it didn't mean that an attack containing the laws of nature would be invincible. Tiantian's Saint Ancestor was only in his early stages and couldn't compare to百花仙子 in terms of rule power; they were not on the same level.

Moreover, since he aimed for a sneak attack, the concealed rule power had some diminished effect on its potency.

After observing the battle between 百花仙子 and Jinyue True Toad, Lin Xuan gained some insights into the wondrous transformation of sword threads. With his mastery of Sword Spirit's virtual form, this enhancement further bolstered the power of transforming a sword into a thread.

However, that wasn't the main point.

Over the past two thousand years, not only had Lin Xuan increased in strength, but Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had also fully aligned its attributes. After merging with Phoenix True Blood, its power had become inconceivable.

With his enhanced abilities and superior treasures, combining these factors made it normal for him to cut through some of the laws of nature with a sword thread.

Revenge is a dish best served cold.

Tiantian was undoubtedly a master strategist, but Lin Xuan's combat experience was unparalleled among peers. Regardless, this move was both a test of intellect and strength.

In the end, Lin Xuan emerged victorious.

Initially, Tiantian had been confident in his victory with that punch. Seeing the sword thread cut through his fist wind, he almost couldn't believe his eyes.

Wasn't he right? Could this young man really be a Spirit Formation cultivator without using any treasures to counter his rule power?

All shock and disbelief.

But at this moment, contemplating this was meaningless.

The sword thread moved incredibly fast, like lightning. It had already reached the side of his body; there was no way to dodge, let alone summon defensive treasures.

Sizzle...

Blood splattered!

Tiantian's body from head to toe was split in half by that sword thread.

How could this be possible?

While those who noticed Lin Xuan's move didn't need to mention it, the other cultivators were all stunned. This reversal of fortune was too bizarre.

They had no time to prepare; whoever won or lost, everything had been completely reversed.

It couldn't be true. Tiantian was a genuine Ancient Demon Saint Ancestor, yet this young man had killed him with one strike.

They felt an immense shock.

But the matter wasn't over.

Thud!

A muffled sound echoed as Tiantian's split body exploded. Spirit light flickered, black blood threads emerged and scattered in all directions.

Soon, they gathered a few hundred feet away from the center.

Instantly, the Saint Ancestor of Tiantian reappeared intact!

His body showed no wounds, but his complexion was noticeably paler compared to before.

This wasn't surprising. While some demonic powers could turn one into nearly immortal demon form, it didn't mean that they couldn't be killed. Like using a substitute for Transcendence, each time he used this method to escape, the cost in terms of magical power, true essence, and vitality was enormous.

Lin Xuan had clearly witnessed such bizarre demonic powers before, so his face showed only regret without any shock.

Tiantian was at least a Saint Ancestor. If it could be easily eliminated, Lin Xuan would have doubted himself.

Regardless, that strike achieved its intended effect. Although Tiantian escaped with his life, both his confidence and energy had weakened significantly.
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At this moment, Tian Yuan's expression conveyed more than just a lingering sense of fear.

The hunter had become the hunted.

Originally, he intended to launch a sneak attack and eliminate Lin Xuan with one move right here. 
Who would have thought that his opponent turned the tables on him, nearly falling into peril instead?

Wasn't this young fellow only at the Minor Diversionary Realm? How could such a minor cultivator see through the subtleties of his technique?

Tian Yuan was both shocked and enraged, his anger boiling inside. Anyone who had narrowly escaped death would naturally not be in high spirits.

Damn it!

He had underestimated this Lin Xuan once again.

But that didn't matter. By doing so, he merely fully unleashed his rage.

Originally, he did not want to expend too much effort, hence choosing the path of a sneak attack. However, Tian Yuan believed that even if he faced off directly, he could still eliminate Lin Xuan.

A fierce expression flashed across his eyes as Tian Yuan the Saint Ancestor hurriedly waved his hands, and numerous intricate spells appeared. His mouth recited obscure incantations with difficulty.

The surrounding demonic qi seemed to be drawn by some mysterious force, surging up.

Subsequently, like a whale taking in water, those demonic qi surged into Tian Yuan's body.

He appeared as if he had become a vortex, continuously absorbing the purest and most refined demonic qi. His face was contorted with pain, his features twisted, and the incantations he recited became even more urgent.

"Hmph, wanting to transform into an ancient demon's true form?"

A trace of murderous intent flickered across Lin Xuan's face.

Most cultivators rarely had the opportunity to engage in battle against ancient demons. However, Lin Xuan was an exception; he had already fought against ancient demons when still in the mortal realm. After ascending to the Spirit Realm, his experience battling demonic races was more extensive, especially during his participation in the Sublimation Trial, where he spent two hundred years directly in the demon realm.

For Lin Xuan, this period wasn't particularly long but certainly not short either.

During those two centuries, Lin Xuan ventured across the demon realm, encountering various ancient demons through sheer coincidence.

What Tian Yuan intended to do was clear; just like how demonic races could transform into human forms at the Transmutation Stage, ancient demons were no different.

Ancient demons of the Core Formation Realm could shed their humanoid form and transform into human shapes.

Of course, it wasn't a must; each individual's choice varied.

When Lin Xuan participated in the Sublimation Trial, he had seen many ancient demons who showed no interest in transforming into human forms, maintaining their green-skinned, fanged appearance instead.

From a human perspective, these ancient demons were undoubtedly ugly and ferocious. However, their demonic form offered significant advantages; their combat capabilities far exceeded those of transformed humans.

Tian Yuan the Saint Ancestor was actually planning to transform now, indicating his anger had reached an unbearable level. Otherwise, for such a great cultivator who had successfully transcended the Tribulation Realm, transforming into a Minor Diversionary Realm cultivator would be somewhat embarrassing.

But after nearly falling into peril, what did face-saving matter?

Besides, in this battle, he hated Lin Xuan to the core and wanted to extract his soul. At the same time, he was also seeking revenge for Ice Spirit Lord and the Treasure Snake Lord.

Given the stakes involved with two True Demon Primordial Ancestors, Tian Yuan could not afford to be careless or negligent.

Otherwise, if he lost by accident, what terrifying consequences might ensue? Tian Yuan did not dare to think about it.

In short, only success was allowed; failure was unacceptable.

Thus, after taking a small hit, Tian Yuan immediately used his demonic transformation. This was no longer surprising.

While Lin Xuan may not have been aware of this consideration, he would never wait for the other party to complete their transformation.

Strike while the iron is hot! When ancient demons use their demonic transformation technique, they are relatively weaker. Why not strike now?

A gentleman can be deceived by his principles, but Lin Xuan was no gentleman. Facing such a formidable enemy as an ancient demon Saint Ancestor, he did not mind taking advantage of the situation.

In short, striking first always pays off.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan's actions were seamless and swift.

He raised his right hand, and a translucent仙剑appeared in his palm.

As delicate as a cicada's wing, it seemed almost transparent at first glance.

The sword appeared fragile, but the spectators present were all great cultivators who had transcended the Tribulation Realm. Their eyes were sharp to the extreme.

Many of them suddenly brightened.

Such treasures were rare for even them to see. This young fellow indeed possessed extraordinary abilities; could this be his life-bound treasure?

Envy and jealousy flashed in their eyes as Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Sword was coveted by even old monsters who had transcended the Tribulation Realm.

Praise erupted, but Lin Xuan, a person of great character, would not let such spectators influence him.

He flicked his hand, gripping the sword tightly and swung it downward with force.

A simple action, unremarkable in itself. But the next moment, an imposing sword energy rose up from nowhere, though it did not reach the heavens or touch the earth, its momentum was formidable as it sliced forward.

The power was astonishing, but even more incredible happened next.

That sword energy condensed into a shimmering thread barely an inch wide.

No… not exactly. It couldn't be called a thread; it was about an inch thick and emitted a silvery glow.

Clearly, this was the secret technique of transforming swords into threads.

However, Lin Xuan's skill was insufficient to truly compress such a vast sword energy into a thread.

But it was still terrifying enough.

Such a vast sword energy compressed to just an inch likely increased its power by more than tenfold.

This insight came from his observation during the battle between Fairy Hundred Flowers and True Toad Jinyue.

In fact, this divine technique was modeled after Fairy Hundred Flowers.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan's cultivation level was still too low, and he had not received direct guidance from Fairy Hundred Flowers herself.

Thus, although this divine technique was extremely profound, it could not compare to what Fairy Hundred Flowers had performed, differing by more than a grade in power.

It might be said that this was merely an approximation.

But for dealing with Tian Yuan, it was sufficient enough.

After all, Tian Yuan the Saint Ancestor was only a Tribulation Initial Realm old monster; how could he match the true spirit of True Toad Jinyue?

Lin Xuan's attack sliced forward. The old monsters in attendance took a deep breath. With their strength, they naturally recognized the power behind this move.

How would Tian Yuan respond?

"Hey?"

True Immortal Guanghan's expression was filled with surprise. Among all present, he knew Fairy Hundred Flowers best and immediately recognized that this technique resembled hers.

Transforming swords into threads wasn't uncommon, but only Fairy Hundred Flowers could perform it in such a manner throughout the Three Realms. Where had this young fellow learned it?

He was still surprised, frowning slightly.

Meanwhile, Tian Yuan's expression was one of extreme shock and anger.

He had anticipated that Lin Xuan would take advantage of his incomplete transformation to launch an attack.

But he never dreamed that once Lin Xuan attacked, it would be so sharp.
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With such a magnificent sword energy, using the Art of Transforming Swords into Threads technique to compress it down to just an inch or so, as its size decreased, its power gradually increased.

Even for Lin Xuan himself, if he wasn't careful, being hit by this sword beam could result in his demise.

Damn!

Tianyuan widened his eyes and raised his head high. A deafening roar emerged from his throat as his hands moved rapidly. The magical energy around him surged violently, converging towards the center. An oblong shield appeared before his vision.

Although this shield was formed by magical energy, it seemed to have实体, with faint magical patterns emerging on its surface. Its defensive capabilities were formidable indeed.

The entire process happened quickly, seeming complicated but taking only an instant to complete.

Almost as soon as the shield took shape, the sword beam struck it.

Silent and invisible!

Just like a gentle breeze, but in the next moment, where the shield and sword beam collided, the space seemed to distort.

Sizzle...

Silver light surged, intertwining with the dark magical energy. However, they didn't hold each other off; instead, the magical energy was devoured by the silver light as if it were ice thrown into a fire.

The shield met the same fate. This seemingly extraordinary treasure couldn’t withstand the power of Nine Palaces Momentary Sword for even a breath before disintegrating completely.

The sword beam continued its assault, still aiming at Tianyuan's head.

If hit here, even a Saint Ancestor like Tianyuan would likely lose his head.

In their battle, Lin Xuan was clearly on top. If someone didn't know the situation, they might think that Tianyuan was the distracted mind and Lin Xuan was going through the tribulation.

To be honest, this fight seemed more like a challenge across levels than anything else.

Lin Xuan's strength was beyond imagination.

Everyone was at a loss for words, but Tianyuan, the Saint Ancestor, was furious to an unimaginable degree.

How could he, a Saint Ancestor of the Tribulation Stage, not be able to defeat even a Mind Divided stage existence?

After all, it was his true form that had attacked, not some inferior avatar.

If he lost this battle, even if the Treasure Snake and Ice Soul Lord didn't punish him, he would have no face returning to the Ancient Devil Realm. He would become a laughingstock among the three realms!

Damn.

How could he lose here?

Tianyuan roared loudly, his pupils dilated as he stretched out his hand and struck his chest hard.

Puff…

A mouthful of dark black blood spewed from his mouth.

Then, with both hands, he grabbed the blood and rubbed it gently. A loud cracking sound echoed as a miraculous scene unfolded.

A flash of magical light appeared, and the blood vanished. In its place were two strange black energy blades floating in his palms.

These energy blades had an unusual shape, measuring no more than a foot long, gradually thickening from sharp to blunt. They resembled bull horns, exuding a heart-stirring ferocity.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. A treasure made from refined essence usually had formidable power. How would these two strange energy blades fare?

Before he could think further, Tianyuan held the energy blades tightly and slashed them forward with great solemnity.

Sizzle…

The energy blade met the sword beam, producing a sound so sharp it hurt the ears. Space distorted, and the colors of the sky flickered between bright and dim.

The entire process didn't last more than a few breaths.

Soon, the sky cleared again, the sword beam disappeared, and the energy blades dimmed significantly. Clearly, Tianyuan had gained the upper hand in this exchange.

However, even with the slight advantage, Lin Xuan's casual strike was nothing compared to Tianyuan’s refined essence treasure. In the end, Tianyuan still bore the brunt of the loss.

But that was just how outsiders saw it. Lin Xuan knew clearly that his sword technique had been a secret imitation of Fairy Hundred Flowers' secret art. It wasn't a casual strike; in some ways, it was akin to one of his hidden treasures.

In this battle with Tianyuan, both fought effortlessly without probing each other's strength. They immediately used their most powerful secrets to attack from the start.

After two rounds, Lin Xuan clearly had the upper hand.

When he faced Tougao during his mid-Mind Divided stage, it was a struggle, but now facing Tianyuan, a Tribulation Stage Saint Ancestor, Lin Xuan finally confirmed that with his far superior strength and powerful treasures, he could stand toe-to-toe with an old monster of the Tribulation Stage.

While Lin Xuan's refined essence was undoubtedly crucial, Nine Palaces Momentary Sword played an indispensable role. This one-of-a-kind treasure, combining nine attributes, had powers beyond imagination.

Otherwise, using a regular treasure, his attack would have been half as effective.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as Tianyuan finally revealed his true form.

Or rather, he transformed into a monster.

Even with Lin Xuan's broad experience, he couldn't help but gasp in shock.

Standing over three丈tall, his body was incredibly robust, covered from head to toe in pitch-black scales. He had a pair of goat-like horns on his head, black and glossy. His tail was thick and long, about three丈in length, resembling a whip. At the end of it were four sharp, black spines measuring over a foot.

These spines were incredibly sharp, exuding an eerie fragrance. They could secrete poison that would kill anyone who broke their skin with even a slight scratch.

Moreover, on his back, he had numerous blood-red bone spines, varying in length and number, totaling more than a thousand. Clearly, these were also formidable weapons.

This was the true form of Tianyuan?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

With Tianyuan revealing his true form, his aura had increased by at least half compared to before. The pressure emanating from his body alone was enough to make anyone gasp. A Mind Divided stage cultivator would definitely be unable to withstand it.

Even Lin Xuan looked somewhat uncomfortable as he said, "Little guy, that's enough."

Tianyuan’s hoarse voice echoed in the air, filled with malice. He crouched down slightly and then unleashed a terrifying sword beam from his back. The blood-red bone spines shot towards Lin Xuan.

And Tianyuan’s attack didn’t stop there. With a flick of his tail, it suddenly elongated and crossed over a hundred feet in an instant, aiming for Lin Xuan's chest.
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The opponent's attack this time did not invoke the laws of heaven and earth, but was swift and decisive. The power and momentum were both formidable, making it almost impossible to guard against.

Lin Xuan had long been on high alert. As he saw the approaching attack, his figure flashed to the left in an instant. His body seemingly vanished from its original spot.

Nine Heaven Microsteps!

At Lin Xuan's level of cultivation, even a secret technique remained powerful beyond measure.

With just one step, he had already entered the void.

The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor was taken aback; Lin Xuan’s method of应对 left him somewhat unprepared.

However, soon his astonishment turned into a fierce expression.

"Idiot!"

He muttered under his breath as he bulged his cheeks and spat out black sound waves in front of him.

"Pop..."

A sharp sound echoed through the sky, followed by a black wave appearing before Lin Xuan’s eyes. The calm space seemed to ripple like a lake stirred by wind, with concentric circles expanding outward. Lin Xuan's figure reappeared.

This guy managed to break my Nine Heaven Microsteps!

Lin Xuan's expression was naturally not pleasant.

While the black sound waves were one thing, what mattered more was that the blood-red bone spines and scorpion-like tail had already pierced his body.

They were practically within arm’s reach.

However, since Lin Xuan entered the immortal path, he had experienced countless battles, making him adept at handling unexpected situations.

He raised his hand, and a flat-shaped treasure appeared a few feet in front of him. It was as black as ink, resembling an inkstone.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable. However, upon closer inspection, its ancient design and intricate carvings were astonishingly complex.

True Spirit Inkstone of the Azure Dragon!

This divine artifact came from Snowflake Ancestor. Although not a primordial object, among postnatal treasures, it was unparalleled in quality.

Lin Xuan silently activated the Treasure Formula, raising his right hand to point forward.

The inkstone emitted a flash of light and began spinning rapidly.

Its diameter expanded to several feet, covering Lin Xuan’s body. This wasn't all; black mist poured out from its surface, spreading around it. A scent of ink filled the air.

The mist coalesced into a dense screen with numerous large talisman inscriptions appearing on its surface. Soon, an exceptionally thick black light curtain materialized before him.

Thus, Lin Xuan used one treasure to set up two layers of defense.

Simultaneously, he spared no effort in his magical power, taking deep breaths and raising his right hand, pressing it against the True Spirit Inkstone of the Azure Dragon. His magical energy surged like a flood, filling the entire artifact.

The opponent was a veteran at the Transcendence stage; these two attacks were formidable. Lin Xuan could not afford to be careless.

The process seemed complex but took only an instant to complete.

In the next moment,

like raindrops hitting banana leaves, the blood-red bone spines pierced through the light curtain. Bloodlight and black mist intertwined fiercely. The seemingly thick light curtain barely held for a breath before being broken.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan was genuinely alarmed this time.

The power of these bone spines far exceeded his expectations. Based on their strength, even the True Spirit Inkstone of the Azure Dragon might not withstand them.

However, it was too late to change tactics now.

Lin Xuan’s hands moved swiftly as he cast a spell. He bulged his cheeks and spat out a blood mist.

"Spit!"

The blood mist contained Lin Xuan's primordial true essence. This increased the power of the True Spirit Inkstone significantly.

With a bang, the bloodlight intensified. The bone spines were blocked this time, but the tail appeared mysteriously, far more powerful than the bone spines.

The True Spirit Inkstone was pierced and viciously thrust towards Lin Xuan’s throat.

If hit here, even if he didn’t perish, his body would be rendered useless.

"Where do you think you can hide?"

A triumphant expression spread across the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor's face.

However, soon his smile froze as he saw that there was no place to escape.

Lin Xuan did not show much panic.

He simply extended his hand and, with a swift motion, silver light flashed. Lin Xuan quickly summoned another defensive treasure.

"Bang!"

The impact echoed in the air. This time, the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor’s attack was blocked not because of the defensive power of the silver light treasure but because the tail had weakened after breaking through one layer of protection and was easily deflected.

"Huff."

Lin Xuan exhaled with relief. However, suddenly, something unexpected happened.

This strike did not work; a fierce expression flashed across the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor's face as his body stretched like a python, covering over a hundred feet in an instant to stand before Lin Xuan. His fists grew ten times larger and descended heavily on Lin Xuan’s head.

"Bang!"

The silver light curtain trembled violently, its magical energy dissipating to reveal dozens of flying swords densely arranged.

Due to the large number, they could form a shield-like formation for protection.

"You little guy, are you out of tricks?"

The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor's eyes glinted with ferocity as he swung his fists like whirlwinds, pounding on Lin Xuan’s sword surface one after another.

Sss...

A crack appeared and quickly spread like spider webs across the swords.

Seeing this, the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor was overjoyed. Such a rare opportunity; how could he miss it? If he destroyed the opponent's primordial treasure, this guy would be as harmless as a toothless tiger, and his own body would suffer severe injuries due to mental strain.

This Lin boy proved more troublesome than expected, but fortunately, he finally showed a weakness.

The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor swung his fists like a whirlwind, each punch heavier than the last.

Cracks multiplied; after several breaths…

With a bang and a shower of sparks, all nine flying swords shattered into fragments.

Lin Xuan had already moved to another spot but still spat out blood. The Heavenly Primordial Ancestor saw this with clear eyes, his face filled with狂喜. Seeing the opponent weakened, he did not hold back, rushing forward like a whirlwind.
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Almost as soon as he turned, he was already beside Lin Xuan. A cruel smile flashed across his face before his right hand rose, the surface of which was enveloped in a black aura like ink.

The aura surged continuously, with faintly visible arcane and bizarre demonic patterns swirling and bursting forth. An immense pressure suddenly emanated from him.

"Ha!"

With a loud shout, it seemed as if there had been a thunderclap in the sky above his head. Then he felt the punch coming, intending to crush Lin Xuan here and now.

Lin Xuan could not avoid it. Even if it was a treasure of an Immortal or a Demon King, it would be impossible for him to remain unscathed.

With his mind focused on defense, even his magical power might freeze up. Meaning that at that moment, he had no chance of retaliation whatsoever.

Although the time was brief and fleeting, it was more than enough for a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Tian Yuan was confident he could catch him off guard.

In a battle between experts, every millimeter counted. Seizing this moment when his opponent's magical power was delayed, he could finish him off.

His plan seemed to be working well; it appeared that Lin Xuan had indeed fallen into the trap he set. Just from his gaze, there was an underlying hint of despair.

"Young fellow, do you regret it now? Too late. Rest assured, I won't let you die so quickly. You'll beg for life but find none, and you'll wish to die but be unable."

Tian Yuan, the Saint Ancestor, said with a vicious tone, his voice full of malice. He truly hated Lin Xuan.

The process seemed complicated when described, but it was completed in an instant.

As he saw that the punch was only three feet away from Lin Xuan, the fear and terror on his face suddenly vanished, replaced by a slight upward curl at the corners of his mouth, hinting at mockery.

"What...?"

Tian Yuan's heart skipped a beat as he felt something amiss. But this change happened too quickly for him to pinpoint exactly what was wrong.

Was it just his imagination, or was it some kind of mind control?

After all, with his own innate treasure broken, could this young fellow still pull off anything else?

Impossible, he must be using the empty city strategy. He couldn't let himself be intimidated.

Otherwise, this once-in-a-thousand-years opportunity would be lost.

This young fellow was crafty and resourceful. Even if his innate treasure was destroyed, once he recovered, it wouldn't be easy to deal with him.

Thoughts raced through Tian Yuan's mind as the Saint Ancestor had already decided on his next move.

Ignoring Lin Xuan's expression, the power of that punch increased even more.

This guy was determined to finish off Lin Xuan in one fell swoop. He figured Lin Xuan had no backup at this moment and was just making a show of it.

His thoughts were correct, but Lin Xuan wasn't someone who could be easily understood by common sense.

Would the empty city strategy work?

Lin Xuan clenched his hands, and there was not an ounce of pain on his face. A faint green light burst out from him, with his magical power surging to an unprecedented level.

"What...?"

Tian Yuan's Saint Ancestor was shocked. Could he have guessed wrong?

Suddenly, his body froze as he prepared to dart off in a different direction. However, Lin Xuan had managed to lure him into the trap and wouldn't let him escape so easily.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan shouted, and an unbelievable scene unfolded before their eyes.

The Nine Palaces Must-Subdue Sword had shattered, turning into fragments of various sizes and lengths that floated in mid-air. Due to its thinness, no one paid much attention to it initially. But now, the spiritless fragments suddenly coalesced, forming complete Nine Palaces Must-Subdue Swords once more.

"What...?"

Tian Yuan's Saint Ancestor was utterly shocked, almost thinking he had gone blind. How could a broken treasure be reborn?

Even the spectators were gasping in astonishment; these guests were all old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, with vast experience, but they were still stunned by Lin Xuan’s abilities.

Not everyone recognized it, though.

The Cold Moon True Man immediately identified the secret technique Lin Xuan was using.

But because he recognized it, his shock and awe were even greater than others.

"Jade Soul Transcendence, it's truly Jade Soul Transcendence."

The Cold Moon True Man muttered to himself. He had known the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers for millions of years; they were good friends, and Jade Soul Transcendence was almost her signature technique, so there was no way he could have recognized it.

But this very fact made him even more surprised.

Jade Soul Transcendence was mysterious and powerful. It was one of the most revered and potent techniques among the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers' secret arts. Even favored disciples had not been taught it, as its cultivation required extremely harsh conditions.

And here, in broad daylight, Lin Xuan was using it. His technique was seasoned and well-practiced, suggesting he had received guidance from a high-ranking master.

In the Three Realms, only the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers knew how to perform Jade Soul Transcendence...

Could it be that she taught him?

What was the relationship between this young fellow and the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers?

It was no wonder the Cold Moon True Man was puzzled. He knew Lin Xuan had saved the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, but for her to teach him such a technique would require more than just saving her.

There must be some secret he didn't know.

This young fellow's relationship with the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers seemed much deeper than he imagined. If that was true, he couldn’t afford any mistakes when they clashed with the Ice Soul Serpent later.

The Cold Moon True Man thought to himself.

He could recognize Jade Soul Transcendence, but so could the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox and the Cauldron Dragon True Man. The two True Ancestresses of Demons had also fought against the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers in the past.

Even the guests who were initially shocked quickly recognized it; after all, such signature techniques were well-known.

Instantly, they felt both envious and jealous. They might not have seen Jade Soul Transcendence firsthand, but they had heard about its wonders countless times. Who wouldn't want a skill that could restore a broken innate treasure?

But the shock was greater. Lin Xuan's mysterious aura grew even more in their eyes.

Tian Yuan’s Saint Ancestor fell into despair after his initial shock. He was now surrounded by eighty-one immortal swords, making escape nearly impossible.

"Unite!"

Lin Xuan cast another spell, and the swords transformed into meteoric feathers, slashing towards him. Tian Yuan's Saint Ancestor was both shocked and furious but didn't want to wait for death. He spun around, his demonic energy surging out in layers, forming shields.

He couldn’t afford to use his treasures; he was too late. He could only hope the demonic energy would provide some temporary defense.

But such a plan was useless. The Nine Palaces Must-Subdue Swords were incredibly sharp, slicing through him like cutting tofu. A scream echoed as Tian Yuan's Saint Ancestor lost his head.
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As for the pervasive demonic aura, it had already been cut to pieces by Lin Xuan's divine sword, like tofu being sliced.

However, the matter was far from over. Although Lin Xuan had taken off the ancient demon’s head, this creature, as a saint-level monster, might not fall immediately.

A look of determination flashed across Lin Xuan's face. He raised his right hand, and in his palm appeared a ball of five-colored crystal, with a flame about the size of an egg leaping up into view before everyone.

"..."

Instantly, there were gasps all around as the guests present were all cultivators who had gone through tribulation, naturally recognizing the value. Even with their strength, they felt some unease at the sight of this flame, wondering what secret technique it was.

"Ho!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly and forcefully pushed the flame forward. With his action, the Illusory Heavenly Flame flashed, then surged upward with a loud boom.

Almost in an instant, the flame expanded to cover several acres, enveloping the corpse of the Saint of Primordial Energy. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword did not stop its movements; it continued to weave through the air, showing no intention of stopping until the opponent was completely dismembered.

Taking advantage of his enemy's weakness, Lin Xuan naturally had no qualms about sparing him. It was now a matter of life and death, deciding the outcome. He would not care about the cost of power at this moment; both the Illusory Heavenly Flame and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword’s attacks were incredibly fierce.

The Ice Spirit Treasure Snake's eyes glowed with anger, wishing to devour Lin Xuan alive, but with so many cultivators around, they could not act rashly.

After a few breaths, the cries of the Saint of Primordial Energy grew weaker and weaker. His physical body had already been destroyed; the demonic embryo had used its essence energy for a brief moment before ultimately meeting its end.

A single misstep led to total failure. This outcome was likely something even the Saint of Primordial Energy did not anticipate in his dreams.

He actually lost, defeated by a mere spirit fragment cultivator.

In truth, it didn't matter whether it was the Saint of Primordial Energy or Lin Xuan himself; such an easy victory had clearly caught them off guard. The power of tribulation-stage cultivators was something he already knew well from experiencing it through his own spirit fragments.

No matter how formidable the Saint of Primordial Energy might be, Lin Xuan estimated that a one-on-one battle would still have very slim chances of winning.

Lin Xuan had even prepared to release his true soul puppet as his final trump card. With this support, he dared to bet with the Ice Spirit Treasure Snake; no matter how powerful the Saint of Primordial Energy might be, it could not match him and his true soul puppet combined.

But fate was against them, making things much simpler than expected. Perhaps he had been lucky, or perhaps the Saint of Primordial Energy underestimated him, leading to a situation where he fell into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's ultimate kill, losing in a hazy state without even having time to use his overwhelming abilities.

This was Lin Xuan’s first true victory over a tribulation-stage old monster. It wasn’t so much about his strength as it was good fortune.

But regardless of how he felt internally, on the surface, Lin Xuan displayed extreme joy. Indeed, defeating the Saint of Primordial Energy deserved celebration from any angle.

Turning to look at the guests, he spoke slowly towards the Ice Spirit Treasure Snake: "Two fairies, this battle is a lucky win for me. Please honor your promise."

"You..."

The Ice Spirit's face was as cold as ice, while the Ice Spirit Treasure Snake wished to devour Lin Xuan whole. Despite their anger, they could not break their word in front of so many tribulation-stage cultivators.

If looks could kill, Lin Xuan would have already perished.

After much hesitation, the two true primordial spirits finally did not let their rage cloud their judgment.

Even if they disregarded face and broke their promises, the present cultivators would not allow it. With the combined strength of Cold Immortal, Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, and Dragon Master, they had already suffered more defeats than victories.

Engaging in battle would only bring shame, and the outcome was certain to be a laughingstock among the three realms.

Such foolishness was something the Ice Spirit Treasure Snake and the Ice Spirit could not afford.

Withdrawing for now, letting this young man enjoy his victory for a while. One day, he would fall into their hands.

The Ice Spirit Treasure Snake took a deep breath, her anger gradually dissipating as she smiled. The victor is the one who laughs last; how long can this Lin youth continue to be smug?

"Alright, since you won this battle, I will keep my promise and not trouble you again."

With a smile, she turned around: "Sister, let's go..."

"Wait."

Lin Xuan called out.

"Why?"

The Ice Spirit stopped in her tracks, turning back with a dangerous glint in her eyes.

"Did the fairies forget something?"

"Forget something?"

"Yes, before this battle, we agreed that if I managed to win against Primordial Energy, you two would not trouble me and also give me an Essence Snake Pill of Nine Transformations as a reward. Is it possible for a noble person to forget such things..."

Lin Xuan's voice carried a hint of mockery. Regardless of what happened, the other party wouldn't dare to break their word.

"You..."

The Ice Spirit was both shocked and angry. Cultivators had excellent memory; how could she, as a true primordial spirit, possibly forget this agreement?

But it was so frustrating!

She originally thought everything would go smoothly, believing that no matter how powerful Lin Xuan might be, he couldn't defeat a tribulation-stage saint. However, fate intervened, and the Saint of Primordial Energy fell.

Her original plan had failed.

So she decided not to trouble Lin Xuan, but this young man was so bold; he actually dared to come asking for an Essence Snake Pill of Nine Transformations.
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Such a spirit creature, in all three realms, could only be refined by her alone.

However, even for the Precious Snake herself, refining the Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pill was no easy task. Not only were the materials rare and hard to find across the ages, but the success rate was so low it was almost laughable.

Thus, even among close friends or trusted disciples, obtaining a single Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pill from the Precious Snake was not an easy feat.

Lin Xuan?

The Precious Snake wished she could devour him alive. Here, she did not seek trouble with him because of the verbal pressure, and her reluctance was evident. How could she possibly bestow such a spirit creature to help him advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage?

Wouldn't that be like raising a tiger to eat one's own flesh?

Even as the True Demon Ancestor had immense confidence in her strength, she still couldn’t bear to let this happen.

Furious and resentful, a surge of malevolence rose within her. Before any action could be taken, the heavens and earth seemed to change color.

Not just Lin Xuan, but even several guests standing nearby were forced to take three steps back as they felt the overwhelming aura.

The冲霄的 malevolence from the True Demon Ancestor was not something an ordinary tribulation could withstand.

Cold-Hearted Immortal frowned. He flashed his figure and stood in front of Lin Xuan, having already promised to protect him. He couldn’t let this young man fall here before his eyes. Moreover, with even the Sword Spirit becoming tangible, their relationship must be deeper than he had imagined. For this reason, he could no longer remain indifferent.

One of the three True Demons in the spirit realm, only a hundred paces away, was now at odds, ready for battle.

The Precious Snake was genuinely enraged and did not retreat even with Cold-Hearted Immortal standing up. They had clashed before during their conflicts between realms millions of years ago. Who feared whom?

She just wanted to test the strength of this Cold-Hearted Immortal after so many years. Could he truly withstand her, the Primordial Ancestor?

However, at that moment, a delicate hand reached out from beside and pulled back the enraged Precious Snake. "Don't be impulsive."

"Big Sister,"

The Precious Snake turned to see Ice Soul's face still as cold as frost, but there was no longer any disappointment or anger in her expression; it seemed she had already put this matter behind her.

"Fear nothing, this Lin boy is too overbearing. If the spirit realm cultivators rush at him together, can you and I really be left here?"

The Precious Snake's angry voice reached his ears, but she was confident that even with their superior numbers, they could defeat them. But to leave both of them behind would be impossible.

In the end, the Precious Snake couldn't swallow her pride, but Ice Soul seemed to have other considerations: "Give it to him."

"What?"

"Admit your loss and give him one of those Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pills."

"But..."

The Precious Snake was truly shocked and angry. Lin Xuan had decent资质 and even more enviable opportunities. If he obtained such a spirit creature, he might indeed advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage in a thousand years.

Why help this young man after failing to kill him?

"Big Sister..."

"You did make that promise. A True Demon Ancestor cannot break her word for a mere Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pill. We are not so easily defeated; giving it to him won't hurt," Ice Soul said with firm resolve in her eyes.

The two women exchanged glances, and the anger and reluctance in the Precious Snake's eyes gradually faded.

"Alright."

She sighed and flicked her sleeve, sending a black jade bottle flying out. Lin Xuan’s spiritual sense detected no abnormalities as he opened his mouth to shoot out a green light, retrieving it.

Opening the stopper, an unusual fragrance wafted out.

Lin Xuan poured out a dragon eye-sized immortal pill from inside.

The surface shimmered with spirit energy, making it seem extraordinary indeed. It was truly a Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pill of decent quality.

Lin Xuan’s face showed immense joy as he thanked the Precious Snake for the gift, his demeanor and attitude clearly more respectful than before.

"Hmph."

The Precious Snake turned her head away, not giving Lin Xuan any good looks.

Handing over the Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pill in such a situation was extremely humiliating to her.

"Lin boy, green mountains remain unchanged, clear waters flow on. Next time we meet, you won't have this kind of luck."

Threatening words echoed as she stomped her foot and flashed forward, vanishing into the distance.

On another side, Ice Soul turned her head and looked at Lin Xuan meaningfully without saying anything threatening. Her silence added to his pressure instead.

Without further ado, she too transformed into a clear breeze and disappeared.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. Although he had been extremely arrogant just now, he was not entirely fearless. The True Demon Ancestor was no ordinary tribulation; her strength far exceeded that of an ordinary one.

However, Lin Xuan would not give up the Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pill. He would take his chances even if it were dangerous. Thankfully, the outcome finally met his wishes.

With the matter settled, staying here held little meaning. Led by True Dragon Immortal, everyone dispersed, each displaying their abilities and flying away. In no time, they exited the Momentary Cavern Diagram.

Returning to Cloud Sea Square, everything remained unchanged except for the Precious Snake and Ice Soul who had vanished without a trace. True Dragon Immortal summoned a maidservant; upon inquiry, he learned that the two True Demon Ancestresses left Penglai Immortal Island immediately after their exchange.

It was not surprising given their losses in conflict with Lin Xuan. Although they successfully exchanged the makeup box, their next encounter with him turned out to be a disaster, leading to the fall of Cold-Hearted Immortal and the loss of spirit pills and treasures. Their pride wouldn't allow them to linger here any longer.

If his guess was correct, they should have returned to the Demon Realm.

With these two troublemakers gone, True Dragon Immortal breathed a sigh of relief. He immediately ordered the dishes to be set up again and continued with the wedding feast.
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As time passed, the atmosphere quickly returned to its lively state.

Lin Xuan could clearly sense the change in the attitude of the guests around him. It was markedly different from just moments ago.

Humility was Lin Xuan's principle, but this time, with Nai Long Zhenren’s joyous celebration, various coincidences pushed him into the most conspicuous position.

In his battle against Tian Yuan, while he could say that luck played a role in his victory, it didn’t matter how lucky one might be; without true strength to back it up, even if faced with another Spirit Formation stage cultivator under similar circumstances, luck would not guarantee a win.

In other words, Lin Xuan was no mere pretender.

His strength had yet to be fully showcased in this battle, and it was difficult to make an accurate assessment of his true potential. However, the gap between him and the Tribulation Transcendence stage was minimal at worst, which was beyond doubt.

The cultivation world revered the strong.

Having already demonstrated his might, Lin Xuan naturally deserved the respect and treatment that came with it.

It could be said that misfortune turned into good fortune; after this battle, he truly gained the recognition of the old monsters present, who accepted him as an equal, no longer harboring any doubts about their interactions.

As a party involved, Lin Xuan felt these changes keenly. While his face remained composed, his heart was filled with excitement.

In any case, this Nai Long Zhenren’s wedding had brought him significant benefits, making the trip worthwhile.

Setting aside the lively scene on Penglai Immortal Island for now,

at this moment, Bao She Bingpo had traveled several million miles away. The two of them transformed into a gentle breeze, with black energy masking their true speed as they continued to fly forward.

The True Demon Primordial Ancestor naturally possessed the ability to tear through space and time. Even without using any artifacts, she could reverse the laws of the universe and travel between the Demon Realm and Spirit Realm at will.

This was indeed correct, but it wasn't that simple for them to enter the Spirit Realm whenever they pleased. Both realms were among the upper-tier planes, and their respective power dynamics were formidable. Even with her immense strength, tearing through space and opening a portal required significant effort.

Even if she could manage it, it would be a strenuous task without much reward.

Bao She Bingpo weren’t mere fools who acted on instinct; though they didn’t use any artifacts, they employed divination to find the weakest point in the spatial fabric between the two realms. From there, tearing through space was significantly easier.

Now, their goal was to reach that spatial node.

As a True Demon Primordial Ancestor, her presence already felt too conspicuous in the Spirit Realm. With Nai Long’s wedding as an excuse earlier, now that they had left Penglai Immortal Island, staying any longer would be awkward and unnecessary, especially since their mission had been accomplished.

While there were some twists and turns to obtaining the cosmetic box, overall, the process was much easier than expected.

Despite this, Bao She Bingpo’s face remained grim. As a True Demon Primordial Ancestor, she was accustomed to giving orders. Even ordinary Tribulation Transcendence cultivators would greet her with respect, but on Lin Xuan, she had suffered a minor setback, which left her feeling frustrated.

"Alright, Bao She, that young fellow is just a trivial matter, a small troublemaker at best. Dealing with him will be inevitable sooner or later; there’s no need to dwell on it," Bingpo's voice carried a sense of comfort.

"I know, sister, but I feel somewhat uncomfortable."

Bao She sighed and quickly turned her gaze back to the cosmetic box. This artifact wasn’t stored in her storage bag; instead, Bingpo held it in both hands as she played with it.

"Of what kind is this treasure that you value so much? Why did you travel such a long distance from the Holy Realm just for it, and why did you go through all these efforts to obtain it from Nai Long Zhenren?"

"This…" Bingpo’s face showed a hint of hesitation.

"What's wrong? Do you still distrust me now?" Bao She’s expression was tinged with grievance and anger.

"I don’t distrust you; it’s just… alright, I’ll tell you."

As Bingpo spoke, she raised her head and released her immensely powerful divine sense. Within a ten-mile radius, every blade of grass and leaf fell under her control, leaving no stone unturned. There were no cultivators in this area.

Bingpo’s face showed satisfaction, but after a moment's thought, she waved her sleeves, releasing an extremely pure demonic energy that formed a protective barrier around the two of them.

This barrier had soundproofing and alerting properties, making it impossible for even True Immortals to easily eavesdrop on their conversation here.

Bao She was amazed by Bingpo’s caution. The secret behind this cosmetic box must be significant; otherwise, her sister wouldn’t have been so careful.

Though curious, she didn’t say anything more. Her sister would surely explain it in due time.

"Have you heard of the Seven Treasures of Nirvana?"

"The Seven Treasures of Nirvana?" Bao She was taken aback, feeling a vague sense of familiarity but couldn’t quite place it. She lowered her head and pondered for a moment before suddenly raising it with surprise on her face: "Sister, are you referring to the seven secret treasures left behind by King Asura after his battle with three True Immortals in the Arctic Yuan Guang Hall millions of years ago?"

"Fallen," Bingpo’s voice surprised them. "There were ancient rumors about this, and even a True Demon Primordial Ancestor like yourself was deceived."

"Fallen? Wasn’t that battle one where all parties suffered significant losses?" Bao She was taken aback.

"It was indeed a mutual defeat, with the three True Immortals dying or severely injured. But King Asura… may not have fallen," Bingpo said coldly.

"Could it be that you know something?"

"I happened to come across some information. According to what I know, King Asura was a prodigy. If he had given his all, facing three True Immortals, even if slightly outmatched, pulling them down with him would have been guaranteed. How could the outcome be one death and two severe injuries?"

"That battle… it’s said that King Asura fought bare-handed without his Nirvana Treasure Box."

"Why did King Asura do this? Was there some hidden strategy behind it?" Bao She, as a True Demon Primordial Ancestor, had never heard of such secrecy before.

Previously, similar rumors were heard, but they all contained subtle differences. These discrepancies could make a world of difference. Facing the three True Immortals’ assault, why didn’t King Asura give his all? What was her true purpose and plan?

At this moment, Bao She’s mind was filled with shock.
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"Ashura King did this for a reason, though I don't know the specifics. But based on my guess, he wanted to use the technique of 'Golden蝉脱壳' to transfer his soul and be reborn," Ice Soul said slowly, her face even colder than before. The secret they were discussing was known by very few in all three realms.

Or maybe there wasn’t any such plan at all." How could it be possible for the Ashura King to undergo soul rebirth? He was already a figure comparable to True Immortals and controlled the underworld, with unmatched beauty. Even among all three realms, only the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox could match him in strength. Why would he need to arrange his rebirth when he had already achieved so much?

"Perhaps there were unforeseen circumstances that led to his downfall," Ice Soul said.

"But if that's the case, why not just let him continue his cultivation and eventually become a True Immortal? The chances of finding all seven treasures before then are slim. He must have planned something else."

"The fall was merely a way for him to escape his current form. Before his soul rebirth, he had already arranged the Ashura Seven Treasures. By reversing the laws of nature, he sealed away his strength, beauty, and memories within them. If one day we can gather all seven treasures, he will return to this world without needing further cultivation."

Ice Soul's voice continued, revealing a secret that shocked even the three realms.

"Are you saying that if we find these seven treasures, we can gain Ashura King's power?" Snake Gem's breathing quickened. Even the Primordial True Demon revered Ashura King’s strength and beauty, as he was once the ruler of the underworld, comparable to a True Immortal. If she could obtain his power, she would be invincible across all three realms.

"But that's not so simple," Ice Soul said slowly. "Not only is Ashura King exceptionally talented, but before his soul rebirth, he had already made arrangements. Even if we find one of the treasures, it will be extremely difficult. And even if someone with great fortune manages to gather all seven, they still can't unlock the seals and gain his power."

"Why not?"

"Because, as you said, the cycle of rebirth is uncertain. Even though Ashura King's strength surpasses that of True Immortals, there’s no guarantee he won’t make a mistake in his calculations. He anticipated such possibilities. To unlock the seven treasures' seals and gain his power, one must use their bloodline as a key. In other words, this person must be from the Ashura royal family with very close ties to Ashura King."

"Is that possible? According to what I know, the Ashura clan is powerful in the underworld, but their royal lineage is sparse. Especially considering how mysterious Ashura King's origins are—no one knows if he has any siblings. This means that unless it’s the reborn Ashura King, no one else can benefit from the Ashura Seven Treasures."

Snake Gem exclaimed as she looked at the makeup box in her companion's hand. She had gone to great lengths to retrieve this item and shared such ancient secrets with her. Clearly, this unassuming makeup box was one of the Ashura Seven Treasures.

If it’s useless even after obtaining it, why did Ice Soul go through all that trouble? This didn’t seem like her character. Was there something more hidden?

As she pondered, Ice Soul's voice continued, having already revealed so much today, she might as well share a bit more.

"Indeed, the Ashura royal lineage is small, but it’s not true that only the king can unlock these treasures. I can also unlock the seals."

"What…?"

Snake Gem, being the Primordial True Demon, had seen many powerful arrays, yet at this moment, she was speechless and stunned.

Ice Soul had just clearly stated that only those with a close bloodline to Ashura King could unlock the treasures. But how could Ice Soul, as a true demon, achieve this? Was it possible that the Primordial True Demon was actually from the Ashura clan and had deep ties to Ashura King?

This was impossible.

Snake Gem was still in shock.

After hearing so many secrets, she now had more questions than answers. However, she wasn't an ordinary person. After a moment's hesitation, she managed to suppress her curiosity.

Although their relationship was close, everyone has secrets. Ice Soul had already revealed much, and it might be better not to pry further. Maybe the point was to remind her that chasing the Ashura Seven Treasures was futile.

Regardless of what, the next secret didn't belong in her inquiries.

What did Ice Soul's connection with the Ashura clan have to do with her?

Words could bring trouble, and hearing too many secrets wasn’t beneficial. Snake Gem understood this clearly. Suppressing her doubts, she asked another question:

"Sealing his power is understandable, but sealing his beauty as well? That’s a bit strange, but it can be explained by how beautiful he was. He likely didn't want to cause a stir during rebirth. But why seal his memories? Remembering his past could benefit him in this life."

"I don’t know," Ice Soul said with a hint of a smile. Although I've stumbled upon many secrets, they are still relative. Ashura King’s specific plans were well thought out, and as someone not close to him, I have no idea."
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"Could it be that Sister is searching for the Seven Treasures of Naraka to..."

"No, indeed. Even a wise man may err once in a thousand deliberations. Even the most brilliant and extraordinary King of Naraka could never be without mistakes. Her arrangement for reincarnation is ingenious beyond compare, but for me, there are flaws I can exploit. If I gather all seven treasures of Naraka, the power of the King of Naraka will belong to me."

Ice Spirit's eyes flashed with a strange color as she spoke, hinting at both desire and envy, along with some complex emotions.

The Precious Snake could not help but ponder that her sister’s grudge against the King of Naraka might run much deeper than what was currently known.

However, as the saying went,祸 from mouth comes out. Although she was curious, she would never seek to find out on her own.

If Ice Spirit truly found all seven treasures of Naraka and absorbed the power of the King of Naraka, then in the Three Realms, there would be no one who could stand against her. As her closest friend, she too would rise with her, gaining a different status. Perhaps even with his help, she might ascend to true immortality.

Thinking about this, the Saint Ancestor Precious Snake's heart raced. Although already exalted as one of the nine True Demonic Ancestors, compared to true immortals, there was still a gap.

Ordinary cultivators might aim for eternal life, but at their level, longevity had lost its luster. The pursuit of cultivation knew no bounds; the more powerful they became, the greater their yearning for true immortality.

Yet, they always fell short by one step. Despite millions of years of effort, they could not fully comprehend the realm of true immortals. Now, an opportunity presented itself. If Ice Spirit succeeded, she might have a chance to benefit as well.

The idea of seeking the Seven Treasures of Naraka on her own also crossed Precious Snake's mind, but she quickly dismissed it.

To break the seal required the bloodline of the King of Naraka. Ice Spirit was not exaggerating; if there were no such constraint, why would she share this massive secret with her?

Ice Spirit’s actions were certain to be in vain unless she had no use for the treasures. Precious Snake understood this and did not entertain any unreasonable thoughts.

She would obediently assist Ice Spirit in finding the treasures, ensuring that she too could benefit from it. This was beneficial for both of them.

With a smile, Precious Snake spoke, "Sister, rest assured. Although we do not know where the Seven Treasures of Naraka are located, I will certainly support you to the best of my abilities..."

"Very well. As long as our sisterhood works together, we can go anywhere in the world. If my foolish sister achieves her heart’s desire, she won’t forget your contributions."

Ice Spirit's face showed a trace of satisfaction. Her words had not been wasted. With Precious Snake's help, finding the Seven Treasures of Naraka would likely be much smoother.

The two women continued their conversation for some time before they came upon a desolate valley surrounded by barren hills. The valley was devoid of any vegetation or even low shrubs, and the aura of the surrounding area was peculiarly strange.

However, both Ice Spirit and Precious Snake's faces lit up with joy.

"Indeed, indeed. This is it. By tearing through this spatial node, we can return to the Holy Realm," said Precious Snake happily.

"Hmm." Ice Spirit nodded. "This time, I didn’t come out in vain. We successfully obtained the combs and mirrors from the Seven Treasures of Naraka. Unfortunately, that Lin boy is too cunning; he managed to escape our hands."

"Sister just advised me not to dwell on this matter. Why am I feeling melancholic now?" Precious Snake was surprised.

"It’s nothing. My foolish sister is merely expressing her feelings. Although that boy is detestable, his talent is undeniable, and his advancement has been swift. With your Ninefold Serpent Pill, he might have a chance to transcend the tribulation stage. I feel it’s best to deal with this trouble as soon as possible."

Ice Spirit's unease stemmed from her impending departure from the Spirit Realm. As a True Demon Ancestor, such feelings had not been felt in ages.

As a cultivator, while these omens might not always come true, ignoring them was certainly unwise. That’s why she wanted to deal with Lin Xuan as soon as possible.

However, this time, it wouldn’t be feasible. Even if they returned to the Holy Realm, their status would allow them to find a way to handle a spirit-stage cultivator.

Precious Snake chuckled and said, "Sister need not worry about that. If that boy truly takes the Ninefold Serpent Pill to challenge the tribulation stage, he has no chance of success. Moreover, he will fall into madness. We won’t have to do anything; his soul will return to the Underworld."

"Why? Did I give him a fake Ninefold Serpent Pill?" Ice Spirit was greatly surprised.

"Of course it’s real. That boy specifically requested this item, and his discernment is not poor. If I had given him a fake pill, it would have been easily detected. The loss would be mine and yours," Precious Snake said calmly.

"If it’s genuine, why do you say that taking the pill will result in madness and even soul destruction?" Ice Spirit was increasingly confused. Even with her vast experience, she couldn’t fathom the subtleties involved.

"Ice Spirit should understand. Although the Ninefold Serpent Pill is extremely rare, its main ingredient is a mixture of eighty-one types of snake venom, supplemented by other precious substances, refined into a single pill."

"Indeed, I know this," Ice Spirit nodded.

"This pill is difficult to refine. Even for me, it’s usually just ordinary quality pills. However, with enough practice, there are chances for better outcomes. The Ninefold Serpent Pill I gave Lin Xuan was an upper-grade pill due to a stroke of good fortune."

"Upper-grade pill." Ice Spirit had some inkling.

"Hmm, Sister seems to have figured it out. The power of the Ninefold Serpent Pill is fierce. Ordinary quality pills can increase the chances of advancing to the tribulation stage by twenty percent. An upper-grade pill has about a fifty percent chance," said Precious Snake with a chuckle.

"Fifty percent?" Ice Spirit was shocked. In the Three Realms, there were only a few tribulation-stage existences. A fifty percent chance for advancement was unbelievable.

"Hmm, Sister need not worry. Although that’s an outrageous probability, it still depends on having the命to enjoy it. Because this upper-grade pill is extraordinary, its benefits are beyond what even a spirit-stage cultivator can bear. He will only fall into madness if he takes it," Precious Snake explained.
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The snake's amused voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. The tone and words were undoubtedly certain. As the saying went, excess is as bad as deficiency, and this pill was no exception. A nine-turn spirit-snake pill was rare, but such high-quality items were even harder to come by.

However, while its effects were enviable, they were far beyond what a mere Spirit-Period cultivator could enjoy. As the saying went, one should not overcompensate for deficiencies.

For instance, a weak person might benefit from gentle tonics slowly, but it would be disastrous to consume powerful tonics like those of a thousand-year-old ginseng all at once. The potent effects of this nine-turn spirit-snake pill Lin Xuan had given him could easily send him into madness.

"Ah, I see."

With the full story understood, Ice Spirit’s expression relaxed. It was clear that the snake was indeed a cunning strategist. Lin Xuan was well-traveled; anyone using fake nine-turn spirit-snake pills would surely be detected. Who would have thought that such a high-quality spirit object harbored ill intentions?

This strategy of hiding in plain sight was truly ingenious. Ice Spirit’s admiration gradually dispelled his gloom as the two of them teleported into the desolate valley.

With this matter settled, they planned to break through the void and return to the Ancient Demon Realm.

---

The True Monarch Ancestors were not mentioned for now.

At present, on Penglai Immortal Island, it was bustling with activity. The wedding banquet had concluded; Dailong True Monarch and Qianqian Immortal Lady were now a legitimate couple in cultivation circles.

However, the guests did not disperse immediately. This joint-cultivation ceremony between Dailong and Qianqian was an unprecedented event in the cultivation world after millions of years. Normally, old monsters at the Tribulation-Transcending stage were elusive figures; how could there be a gathering of over a hundred people? Even lesser immortals and demon kings had come.

The purpose was to congratulate Dailong True Monarch on his joyous occasion, but for the guests, it also presented an excellent opportunity. Therefore, no one wanted to miss out.

During the wedding banquet, someone proposed that after the ceremony, they could hold a small exchange session here.

This suggestion received enthusiastic responses. The rare treasures needed at the Tribulation-Transcending stage were too precious and could only be obtained from peers. Who wouldn’t want to trade for useful items?

Later, with the arrival of the True Monarch Ancestors, Ice Spirit, and Lin Xuan’s remarkable performance, the exchange session began. Despite the initial commotion, it continued after Ice Spirit left.

When the joint-cultivation ceremony ended, someone brought up the idea again. The guests were still very interested. After obtaining Dailong True Monarch's consent, they used his immortal mountain as a venue for this eagerly anticipated event.

The exchange session was small-scale but attracted many Tribulation-Transcending cultivators. The treasures displayed were dazzling and invaluable; any of them could cause a storm in the Three Realms if they were to be lost.

Even with Lin Xuan’s deep-seated thoughts, his eyes sparkled with anticipation. His standards were exceptionally high, but here, he was sure to find something useful.

With these thoughts, the exchange session began. The old monsters present had lived for countless years and participated in numerous exchanges, so no one needed to host or organize it. After some polite exchanges, someone stepped forward.

He was an elderly man in a brocade robe, unremarkable in appearance but radiating a calm aura. Without doubt, he practiced Daoist cultivation methods.

"Older gentleman, I won’t mention my name. I believe everyone here recognizes me. If you don’t mind, let’s start with this exchange."

"Haha, True Monarch Heaven's Pole, no need for such courtesy. Your eagerness to exchange suggests that the treasures are of great significance, and it will be a good opportunity for us to broaden our horizons."

"Indeed, whether we exchange now or later is the same. The key lies in finding something suitable. If you’re willing to go first, we have no objections."

...

This elderly man was an intermediate-stage Tribulation-Transcender, so the guests were quite respectful. However, when Lin Xuan heard his name, he was taken aback.

This was True Monarch Heaven's Pole, the Great Elder of Zhen Ji Gate; his senior, Xuan Shu Senior, was his younger brother?

Although Lin Xuan had never met this great being, due to the connection with Heavenly Essence Marquis and Wenyuan City, they were intricately linked.

Seeing him in person, he moved steadily and exuded profound power. His reputation was indeed well-deserved.

Noticing Lin Xuan’s gaze, True Monarch Heaven's Pole glanced back but quickly looked away. Although Lin Xuan had performed exceptionally well earlier, the great being did not know about their connection within the sect, so he wasn’t overly concerned.

Although Lin Xuan had triumphed over True Monarch Heavenly Essence, it was a lucky win. He might not have taken this young man seriously as an intermediate-stage cultivator.

Despite his good relations with lesser immortals and demon kings like Dailong True Monarch, there was no need to take him too seriously since they were not enemies. With these thoughts in mind, he waved his sleeves, releasing a shocking chill.

The white mist shimmered, seemingly containing something within. Due to the mist blocking his divine sense, Lin Xuan couldn’t see clearly but didn’t use Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes; that would be too conspicuous. Soon enough, the other party would reveal their secret.

Sure enough, as predicted, after a few moments, he raised his right hand and gently closed his fingers while muttering, "There."

As his actions unfolded, the white mist dispersed, revealing the true nature of the treasure: an exquisite jade box. It was smooth like jade, measuring over two feet in length. The surface boreprohibitive talisman, with strange symbols constantly appearing and vanishing, indicating its extraordinary quality.

"Ten-thousand-year-old cold jade."

The old monsters present recognized it immediately.

Lin Xuan stared at the jade box, his breath catching. Ordinary ten-thousand-year-old black jade wasn’t impressive; Lin Xuan could use such materials for utensils.

However, this carved jade box was far from ordinary. Ten-thousand-year-old black jade came in grades, and this clearly contained no impurities, making it a top-grade material. Such materials were invaluable, almost at the pinnacle of ice attributes. Even Tribulation-Transcenders wouldn’t casually dismiss such items; what could be inside that jade box?

Lin Xuan’s curiosity was piqued instantly.
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Lin Xuan's curiosity was piqued at the sight.

The expressions of the others were similar. This True Man of Heaven and Pole truly had a generous hand. They still didn't know what kind of treasure it was, but just the beautifully adorned box already made an impressive first impression.

With a glance from the True Man of Heaven and Pole, a hint of satisfaction appeared on his face before he raised his right hand to point forward.

As he moved, the talisman attached to the jade box ignited by itself without any wind. A clatter followed as the lid opened, revealing the treasure within.

A milky white spiritual light enveloped an object that slowly floated out, about a foot long and shaped like ginseng, but transparent as crystal.

Lin Xuan's mind raced with thoughts, but he couldn't immediately identify what this treasure was. However, someone had already called it out.

"An Ice Soul Ginseng, and it has ten thousand years of refinement! This is the main ingredient for refining the Xuanyuan Ice Soul Pill. It's said to be nearly extinct. Friend, where did you find such a good fortune?"

"What? Really? The Xuanyuan Ice Soul Pill can greatly enhance our cultivation power during the Tribulation Period. How could someone possibly offer up the primary ingredient to make it in exchange for something else?"

Another voice of doubt echoed.

Indeed, this was reasonable. The more valuable a medicinal pill is for high-ranking cultivators, the rarer it becomes. There are few spiritual herbs that can significantly boost Tribulation Period cultivators' power. Finding such an item and exchanging it would be like wishing on a star.

Could it be fake?

This thought flashed through many minds but was quickly dismissed. With so many Tribulation Period cultivators present, who would dare bring out a fake? It would only invite ridicule. Thus, this was impossible.

Lin Xuan was also puzzled. But soon, the True Man of Heaven and Pole's next words dispelled his doubts.

"It seems someone has already recognized this item. Then I won't waste my words. Yes, this Ice Soul Ginseng is indeed ten thousand years old. It's one of the main ingredients for refining the Xuanyuan Ice Soul Pill. The other ingredients are not worth mentioning to you all. In other words, as long as you get this, you can refine the spiritual pill. Why would I exchange it? Although the Xuanyuan Ice Soul Pill is mysterious, it only works best on cultivators of the cold attribute. My cultivation method doesn't match, so even if I consume it, its benefits will be limited."

The True Man of Heaven and Pole explained until he had laid out all the details. Next, he said what he was willing to exchange: "In exchange for top-grade wood attribute alchemy materials or finished pills that are effective on Tribulation Period cultivators..."

Although they had guessed as much, the spectators were still stunned. The Ice Soul Ginseng really wasn't easy to exchange. As expected, the other party was making a huge demand.

Whether it was top-grade wood attribute alchemy materials or finished pills, their value far exceeded that of the Ginseng. Even if someone had them, they wouldn't be willing to part with such treasures for mere alchemy.

"Can we use top-grade crystal stones instead?"

A delicate voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. He turned his head and saw a woman wearing a shawl. Her figure was good, but her face couldn't be seen. The shawl seemed like an extraordinary treasure that even the spirits of Tribulation Period experts could not penetrate.

"Humph, top-grade crystal stones are indeed tempting for juniors, but in our eyes, they're nothing. I'm only interested in medicinal pills or alchemy ingredients. Of course, if you can produce Immortal Stones, then it would be a different matter," the True Man of Heaven and Pole said coolly.

"Immortal Stones? You really dare to make such demands. Not only do I not have them, but even if I did, I wouldn't exchange them for this mere alchemy."

The mysterious female cultivator spoke with displeasure.

Such terms showed no sincerity at all.

Several other cultivators proposed using different treasures as substitutes, but the True Man of Heaven and Pole rejected each suggestion without hesitation.

After about a stick of incense's worth of time, this transaction finally fell through under everyone's disappointed gazes.

This was not surprising; such high-end exchanges were primarily barter-based, so it was normal for them to fail due to mismatched items.

The True Man of Heaven and Pole left with a gloomy expression.

Then, a figure in gray shadow appeared before him.

This person had an unremarkable appearance, with pointed ears and a monkey-like face. He wore simple gray cloth clothes without any standout features.

But one should not judge a book by its cover. This was actually a middle-stage Tribulation Period cultivator.

No, he wasn't a cultivator but a demon cultivator. Although he had reached the Tribulation Stage, his demonic aura was quite different from that of human cultivators.

"Monkey Sovereign!"

Many recognized him immediately. From his title alone, one could easily deduce his origin. It was said that his true form was a six-ear monkey who had undergone countless years of cultivation to reach this strength.

However, such comments were brief as the other guests here, apart from Lin Xuan and Yun Ruo Yan, were all Tribulation Period cultivators. The Monkey Sovereign was a powerful figure elsewhere but was insignificant here.

No one knew what treasure he would bring for exchange.

The Monkey Sovereign calmly extended his hand and patted his waist, sending an jade bottle flying out. Unlike ordinary bottles used to store medicinal pills, this one was unusually elegant, no more than an inch high, small yet exquisite.

What could be inside such a tiny bottle?

Everyone was curious, even Lin Xuan's attention turned towards it.

Seeing that he had successfully caught everyone's interest, the Monkey Sovereign smiled with satisfaction. He gently lifted his hand to unscrew the cap.

A dragon's roar echoed in their ears as an intense spiritual pressure surged upward. Even the old monsters present couldn't help but change color at its strength.

Then golden light burst forth, a golden liquid emerged from the bottle and slowly floated out, transforming into a miniature golden dragon.

Though only a few inches long, it was lifelike to the extreme. As it moved, an air of supreme dominion permeated the area.

True Dragon!

True Dragon's Blood!

The old monsters present recognized this immediately.

Lin Xuan was first taken aback but then became both amazed and delighted.

True Dragon's Blood! This was genuine dragon blood from a true dragon, not refined from other descendants of dragons.
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True Spirit, originally was a formidable existence in the cultivation world. Even those weaker True Spirits could contend with old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

The more prominent True Spirits like true dragons and colorful phoenixes were nearly on par with True Immortals.

For cultivators, the hides and bones of ordinary beasts often had great utility. As for True Spirit materials, they were naturally even more valuable.

But how useful is that if the True Spirits are too powerful? Eliminating them to harvest their hides and bones, or even their inner cores, was akin to digging in a mountain, almost impossible to accomplish.

Even Lesser Demigods and Beast Kings didn't have absolute confidence. While most True Spirits they could defeat, winning a battle did not equate to eliminating one.

At the level of True Spirits, how could anyone be unfamiliar with at least one or two survival techniques? Even if faced with a powerful enemy, failing to win might still offer an opportunity to escape.

Thus, even Tribulation Transcending cultivators had few chances to obtain True Spirit materials. Describing it as something that can only be encountered and not sought after was entirely appropriate.

Among all the True Spirit materials, the most common by far was True Spirit blood.

However, this True Spirit blood became more prevalent for a reason—it wasn't necessarily obtained from True Spirits themselves. For instance, Lin Xuan had once encountered the Yang Liping bird, a descendant of phoenixes. Eliminating it could yield some Heavenly Phoenix Spirit Blood.

Other True Spirits followed the same logic; over long periods, they would leave descendants behind. These descendants were far more powerful than ordinary beasts but insignificant to old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage. By eliminating them, one could extract True Spirit blood.

However, such extracted True Spirit blood had some of the characteristics and effects of true True Spirits, yet it was too rare for Lin Xuan's blue Star Sea to purify. In other words, its power and effects were still far from those of genuine True Spirit blood; calling it pseudo-Spirit Blood would be accurate.

True Spirit blood had myriad uses, but to Lin Xuan, it held a special significance.

True Spirit Sword Art!

This was a secret technique revealed by Lin Xuan only after he successfully refined the Nine Palace Momentary Sword. Its power needed no further mention—reaching its pinnacle, even True Immortals would be intimidated.

To practice this art required True Spirit blood; there were no restrictions on type, but naturally, the stronger the better. Although pseudo-Spirit Blood from descendants could also be used to practice it, that was a last resort choice. Seeing genuine Dragon Spirit Blood right before his eyes, he had to find a way to obtain it.

Lin Xuan's eyes burned with desire.

However, such thoughts weren't limited to him alone.

If ordinary True Spirit blood were enough, there wouldn't have been much interest. But true dragons were formidable beings; their spirit blood was rare and sought after. Most of the guests present showed signs of interest.

The Monkey Supreme Patriarch's face briefly flashed with satisfaction. This situation was as expected—just like how empress daughters don’t worry about marriage, this True Dragon Spirit Blood would be in high demand!

"Since all of you have recognized this item, I won't elaborate further. Yes, this is True Dragon Spirit Blood, obtained directly from a true dragon and not from its descendants. Its value speaks for itself. As for exchanging it for treasures, that’s up to your interest. Those who wish can come forward and state your conditions. If I find them suitable, the exchange will be completed."

The Monkey Supreme Patriarch's voice echoed in their ears. Before he finished speaking, a commotion broke out below. How cunning! He didn't even mention his conditions or specify what he wanted—whether it was medicinal pills, materials, or some other treasure. It was clear that he was trying to get the best deal possible.

Cunning but not breaking the rules; who could blame him for wanting True Dragon Spirit Blood? After a brief silence, someone stepped forward.

He moved his lips without speaking, clearly using sound transmission techniques. He didn't want anyone to hear his exchange conditions.

However, soon he came down dejectedly.

This wasn’t surprising. If the first person had succeeded in exchanging for spirit blood, it would have been remarkable. This one likely had little confidence and was just trying their luck.

Of course, there were no free lunches. So, his attempt ended in failure.

More people stepped forward, but none managed to exchange successfully.

It was obvious that the Monkey Supreme Patriarch's conditions were excessively high. He still wore a smug expression, but what followed surprised him. The atmosphere suddenly turned cold.

The old monsters present weren’t fools; this Monkey Supreme Patriarch clearly wanted to sell it at an exorbitant price. But who would willingly be a sucker? True Dragon Spirit Blood was valuable, but not priceless. After all, its value also depended on the cultivation techniques used.

After waiting for another cup of tea, the Monkey Supreme Patriarch’s face finally showed signs of anxiety.

This True Dragon Spirit Blood was something he had stumbled upon by chance. As a beast race member, it was useless to him despite its value. Originally hoping to sell it at a high price, this outcome was unexpected and disappointing.

Deep down, he truly wanted to exchange it. If not for the joyous occasion of the True Dragon Supreme, where would he find so many Tribulation Transcending experts gathered?

In other words, once this opportunity passed, there wouldn’t be another chance like this.

"Still no one? A true dragon is among the top True Spirits; its spirit blood is even harder to obtain. Don't miss out."

Finally, a few more people stepped forward.

After stating their conditions, the Monkey Supreme Patriarch hesitated before rejecting them all. The items they offered were clearly less valuable than True Dragon Spirit Blood. Although he was anxious and hoped for quick success, he didn’t want to make such one-sided deals.

The silence continued.

In truth, being clever backfired; if he had revealed his desired treasure or chosen an auction method from the start, this awkward scene wouldn't have occurred. But now, all that remained was frustration. Lin Xuan scanned the room, taking in everyone's reactions. It seemed no one was willing to step forward for a while. He rose from his seat.
第两千八百七十章 谁是老狐狸

At this moment, it was a lull in the action. Lin Xuan's movements immediately caught the attention of the old monsters present.

"Is it true that cultivators at the Spirit Transformation stage also want to seek out True Dragon Blood?"

Before today, such an idea would have been laughed off by these beings who were about to go through tribulation trials.

Never before had anyone dared to be so presumptuous. However, with only a day left, too many events had already transpired within the twelve hours.

Now that Lin Xuan was no longer in his previous state, who would dare treat him lightly just because he was at the Spirit Transformation stage?

Thus, people merely showed some curiosity and did not dare to show any contempt. Lin Xuan's steps were steady as he approached the platform. His lips moved slightly, and his voice reached the other party: "Friend, what kind of treasure do you wish to exchange? A pill, material, or something else?"

"There are no restrictions; anything useful for tribulation trials will suffice."

As a guest, the Monkey Sovereign did not dare to look down on Lin Xuan, who had made such a grand appearance. He was now more cautious after realizing that waiting for the right price had led to the True Dragon Blood being left unsold. He sincerely hoped that Lin Xuan would offer something of extraordinary quality.

Lin Xuan nodded: "Can I first inspect the blood?"

"There is no problem."

The Monkey Sovereign generously handed over the jade bottle.

With so many eyes on them, he was naturally not worried about any other actions from Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan took it and started examining it. His movements were calm; nothing could be discerned from his demeanor for a moment or two. After about as long as a cup of tea, Lin Xuan returned the jade bottle.

"Do you need tooXū líng rǔ?"

Lin Xuan whispered through their minds.

Indeed, among the treasures in his possession, there were some valuable items, but either they weren't suitable to be shown off, or their value was so great that even True Dragon Blood paled in comparison. Lin Xuan would not be the one at a loss here.

He needed something that could impress these old monsters without causing him any pain. TooXū líng rǔ was the perfect choice.

Of course, he did not have true tooXū líng rǔ; instead, he planned to offer purified ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. The effects were similar enough, and even their appearance was nearly identical, so there was no need to worry about it being noticed.

"TooXū líng rǔ?"

The Monkey Sovereign was taken aback. Among the items that would be most suitable for exchange, medicinal pills to enhance cultivation naturally came first. However, he did not rule out other treasures; his decision to wait for a better price was aimed at maximizing benefits.

He never expected this young man to offer tooXū líng rǔ as an item of exchange.

The use of it was clear, but its value was hard to assess. For ordinary cultivators, medicinal pills to enhance their power were more useful. However, tribulation trials had different requirements; advancing a stage was not just about having enough pills.

At this level, opportunities mattered most, and the pills served as an auxiliary effect. TooXū líng rǔ replenished spirit energy.

In normal times, it would be of no use, but in a fight against strong enemies, it could potentially save one's life. From that perspective, for tribulation trial monsters, tooXū líng rǔ was even more valuable than medicinal pills to enhance power.

Even if he himself did not need it, such an item could easily be resold.

In other words, the value of tooXū líng rǔ was higher than that of medicinal pills to enhance power.

This was a pleasant surprise. A glint appeared in the Monkey Sovereign's eyes, but as a creature with many years of experience, he quickly hid his joy and showed a look of difficulty.

Like humans, intelligent demons also had their greed. Seeing the cold reception earlier, he had only wanted to sell at an appropriate price. Now that Lin Xuan was offering tooXū líng rǔ, he started thinking about how to squeeze more benefits out of him.

"This is just spirit energy replenishment; it's not a valuable item. If you really want to exchange, you'll need to offer several bottles?"

"Several bottles? This guy dares to ask for so much."

Lin Xuan inwardly scoffed. Although ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was nothing to him, he knew the principle of not showing one's wealth. He would not foolishly offer a large amount of purified spirit milk.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was cunning and shrewd; how could he not see through this pretense?

He did not want to be seen as a fool. Thinking about it, who knows which party would end up benefiting? Lin Xuan thought with a smile on his face. On the surface, he remained expressionless: "Senior, you jest. Who can possibly have too much tooXū líng rǔ? I only obtained three bottles by chance and have always kept them as a life-saving item."

"Three bottles is a bit few."

"If Senior does not wish to exchange, then let's call it off."

Seeing the other party still wanting more benefits, Lin Xuan grew impatient. He decided to retreat rather than bargain further. As he spoke, he turned his body.

"Ah, wait!"

He did not expect Lin Xuan to be so straightforward. The Monkey Sovereign was taken aback and only now called out to stop him. How could they let such a reliable person go?

"Is there anything else? Senior said that three bottles of spirit milk were too few and not worthy of exchange," Lin Xuan said in confusion.

What's wrong with this kid, so direct! He doesn't even try to negotiate or give me a face-saving option!

The Monkey Sovereign was at a loss for words. At this moment, he couldn't dwell on it; all he wanted was to secure some benefits. However, Lin Xuan had made him look foolish.

This young man acted entirely out of the ordinary, but there was no use being upset. The most urgent thing now was to cut through the complexity.

"Ahem, I only said that three bottles were a bit few, not that it couldn't be exchanged," the Monkey Sovereign sighed and had to explain himself.

"But I only have this item to offer, and Senior does not find the rest suitable. Do you wish to exchange or not? Be quick about it."

Lin Xuan's expression suggested he was in a hurry.

"Alright, then let's make the swap!"

At this point, further bargaining would be pointless. Although cunning, the Monkey Sovereign had advanced to the tribulation trial stage and knew when to make decisions without hesitation.

"Agreed!"

Lin Xuan naturally did not care; ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was nothing to him. He only needed to give orders, and his disciples below could find it and purify it for him.
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This is the saying that it's cool under a big tree.

Now, Lin Xuan was far from his former self. In just two thousand years, the Cloud Concealing Sect had made significant progress. The resources in the Spirit Realm far surpassed those of the Human World by more than a multiple. Finding ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk wasn't even a problem anymore. After refining it with the Blue Star Sea, its value would skyrocket to unimaginable heights.

True Dragon Spirit Blood was useful for Lin Xuan, but ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was just something he could easily obtain. Thus, his gain from this exchange was considerable.

Of course, Elder Monkey wasn't a fool either. The refined ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk did indeed match the legendary Void Spirit Milk in terms of effectiveness. From that perspective, both parties had gained something.

Regardless, the exchange was over.

And this result caused another old monster below to fuss. Was it really just this young man who received a treasure? How many more showboating moments would he need before he was satisfied?

Some old monsters who were interested in True Dragon Spirit Blood were even pounding their chests and stomping their feet. They originally had something they could exchange, but seeing Elder Monkey wanting to make a big demand, they decided to bide their time until the other party's sharpness wore off, then try to buy at a lower price.

Their plan seemed good, but it ended up serving Lin Xuan as a wedding dress. A single misstep could be regretted for all eternity. They should have rushed forward earlier.

But now, no matter what they said, it was too late.

Unwillingness was useless; there were no regrets in the cultivation world either.

Some rejoiced while others mourned. Even this small exchange reflected the myriad of human conditions. Next, a female cultivator dressed in court attire walked up.

Lin Xuan recognized her as Fairy Ruo Yan.

Seeing another Spirit Formation Period cultivator come forward, the old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending period were somewhat puzzled. In the past, they wouldn't have paid much attention to such beings. But with Lin Xuan's anomaly, their moods had been fluctuating, so they dared not underestimate this mysterious female cultivator.

As the saying goes: "Without three taels, one dares not join the mountain." Ruo Yan’s cultivation was indeed low, but since she was invited to attend True Dragon Immortal’s dual-cultivation ceremony, there must be something extraordinary about her.

Unconsciously, Lin Xuan had already changed how the old monsters viewed Spirit Formation Period cultivators.

When Fairy Ruo Yan went up, she naturally attracted everyone's attention. As the head of a family, especially one ranked 11th in the Dragon Pill Realm, she had seen many grand events. But at this moment, she seemed somewhat uneasy. She had never encountered so many old monsters before.

She didn't have Lin Xuan’s strength; with just a flick of their fingers, they could send her soul flying apart. Saying she wasn’t afraid was a lie. But fear couldn’t stop her from seizing the good opportunity in front of her. After all, not everyone could participate in such tribulation-transcending level exchanges.

Miss this opportunity, and there would be none to come.

What’s the harm in just trading?

With these thoughts in mind, Fairy Ruo Yan took a deep breath and forced herself to calm down.

She then gracefully waved her hands, first giving a bow to the old monsters around. Then, she revealed a fiery red immortal sword from her sleeve.

It flickered and changed continuously, instantly filling the air with spiritual pressure.

"This Fire Cloud Sword is likely familiar to some of you. Indeed, this was an artifact used by my ancestor in the past. Before his final transformation, he erased his divine consciousness imprint, so if any of you wish to purchase it, a little ritual sacrifice will suffice."

"I am only at the Spirit Formation stage due to limitations in cultivation and mana. The Fire Cloud Sword’s power can’t be fully unleashed. However, as veterans, you should know its worth. I wouldn't dare risk causing trouble for my family with such an artifact. That said, I’ll use this sword to exchange for medicinal materials that might help me break through the tribulation barrier."

Fairy Ruo Yan spoke calmly.

Lin Xuan had fought hard and managed to snatch a Nine Turns Spirit Serpent Pill from Holy Snake Immortal. Fairy Ruo Yan was envious of his efforts.

But envy meant nothing; she neither had Lin Xuan’s strength nor hiscourage (courage) to provoke the Holy Snake Immortal. Thus, she could only look for other options.

Fortunately, an opportunity soon presented itself during this exchange meeting.

Fairy Ruo Yan was indeed at the Spirit Formation stage, but her family wasn’t ordinary. Her ancestor had been a Tribulation Transcending cultivator who left behind many treasures before his final transformation.

For instance, the Fire Cloud Sword, despite its mundane name, possessed formidable power as an innate treasure of the old master. After erasing the divine consciousness imprint, she could use it, but due to her limitations in cultivation and mana, she couldn’t fully unleash its power.

Thus, with a firm bite, she decided to put it up for exchange to obtain something that might help her break through the tribulation barrier.

She didn’t dare hope for a Nine Turns Spirit Serpent Pill like Lin Xuan did, but among so many old monsters, there were bound to be some useful items.

Soon enough, someone stepped forward.

Below, more discussions could be heard.

"Originally, it was that girl from the Cloud Family."

"The Old Monster of the Cloud Family isn’t bad, but he’s already transformed. I also have a bit of a craving for this Fire Cloud Sword, but I don’t have what she has to offer."

Someone didn’t, but others did. Several people went up and exchanged items. Finally, Fairy Ruo Yan picked out a medicinal pill that satisfied her.

The exchange meeting proceeded smoothly, with no one willing to miss such an opportunity. Guests came forward, exchanging useless materials for what they needed. Even True Dragon Immortal, Fairy Qianqian, Broad Cold Subsidiary, and Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox all participated.

However, unexpectedly, none of them presented anything shocking. Still, the items were quite valuable and successfully exchanged.

The entire exchange meeting went smoothly, with only a few items failing to find buyers due to their obscurity in value.

Regardless, the exchange meeting ended after half a day.

If it were a secular wedding, there would likely be a post-wedding celebration. But in the cultivation world, such events were best avoided if possible.

This wedding opened the eyes of even those old monsters, giving them a sense that they hadn’t come for nothing. As the exchange meeting concluded, everyone bid farewell to True Dragon Immortal.

True Dragon Immortal had just married a beautiful wife and was in high spirits. He personally saw off his guests with heartfelt farewells.

"Big Brother True Dragon, I’ll also be taking my leave."

Lin Xuan squeezed forward. He clearly saw the protection True Dragon Immortal offered when Holy Snake Ice Soul came. Grateful for this, he spoke warmly.
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"Alright, you now know the location of Penglai Immortal Island. Feel free to come and visit whenever you have time," said Dailong True Man with a smile.

Though his words seemed harmless enough, their weight was significant given his status. Indeed, everyone present at the celebration knew where Penglai Immortal Island lay, but knowing it didn't mean they could just waltz in uninvited. Even old monsters of the Transcending Tribulation stage would hesitate to do so.

Dailong True Man's previous statement wasn’t merely a polite gesture; it was akin to an offer or promise. Clearly, this young Lin held a different weight in his heart compared to others.

"Thank you, Brother," said Lin Xuan, bowing deeply. He did not leave the Cloud Sea Plaza immediately but instead flashed away and flew to another side of the plaza.

Around Guanghan True Man, too, many guests were gathered to bid farewell. Although he had come to congratulate as well, his status as one of the Three Loose Immortals made him stand out among the crowd. People naturally wanted to take this opportunity to get acquainted with such a high-profile figure.

The situation was similar for Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

Despite the bustling scene around Guanghan True Man, Lin Xuan's arrival ultimately caught everyone’s attention. With so many powerful figures gathered here, it was this young man of the Lin family who initially stole the spotlight.

Moreover, their relationship was no ordinary one. The path around them gradually cleared to make way for him; among the Spirit Cultivators present, only Lin Xuan could enjoy such a privilege.

"Thank you for your assistance," said Lin Xuan, bowing deeply and lowering his head to the ground. Regardless of the reason, if not for Guanghan True Man’s and Queen Qingqiu's full support, he would have been torn apart by the Frost Soul Treasure Snake.

"Ah, no need to thank me," replied Guanghan True Man with a complex expression. He had countless questions in his mind but ultimately said nothing.

Firstly, there were too many ears around; it wasn’t an ideal place for conversation. Secondly, Lin Xuan was not someone to easily interact with. Unless he could be captured and his soul extracted, he wouldn't reveal much.

It would be better to save the effort and ask Fairy Hundred Flowers instead.

Thus, Guanghan True Man said nothing more.

Lin Xuan was also considerate; after chatting idly with Xiahou Lan for a while, he left.

Queen Qingqiu was about a hundred feet away. Lin Xuan walked past her at a leisurely pace.

The process was similar to before. Soon, Lin Xuan began talking with this formidable figure among the Three Demon Kings.

"Thank you for your help!"

Lin Xuan bowed deeply again but more naturally compared to his earlier bow towards Guanghan True Man. He had met Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox in the Ice Sea Realm and she had saved him once before. Besides, it was also due to Shanger's sake.

"Haha, no need to be so polite. I couldn't have ignored you with Shanger’s face."

Despite being close enough for her voice to carry clearly, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's appearance remained hidden. "Alright, you two can chat now. I won’t disturb any further."

Before the words left her mouth, she vanished without a trace.

This outcome left Lin Xuan speechless. However, his teacher was indeed considerate; it was clear that she cared deeply for Shanger. Lin Xuan felt reassured.

Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox had indeed left but there were still many old monsters of the Transcending Tribulation stage around, some even pricking their ears to listen to what they would say.

Lin Xuan found this situation amusing and didn’t want to use mental transmission; he needed to say a few warm words to his little fox but it felt too disruptive.

"Shanger, follow your teacher and cultivate diligently. One day, I will come for you."

In the end, all the words boiled down to one simple sentence that only Little Snow Fox understood.

"Mmm,"

Shanger nodded: "I'll wait for you."

Lin Xuan nodded and left without saying more as a green glow enveloped him.

If he could ascend someday, he would have plenty of time for personal matters. For now, there was no need to linger here.

As Shanger watched his back disappear, a trace of melancholy flashed across her beautiful face.

Suddenly, a warm hand caressed her head. Shanger looked up and saw Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox looking at her with gentle eyes.

"Master," the little girl couldn't hold it in any longer and hugged Queen Qingqiu tightly.

"It's alright, don’t cry. Time will heal all wounds; you must trust your judgment."

Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox consoled her beloved disciple before vanishing into a mist.

---

Meanwhile, after leaving Penglai Immortal Island, Lin Xuan didn't linger but immediately left the island and found himself in an endless expanse of wilderness rather than the desert. The vastness was beyond measure.

Lin Xuan showed signs of surprise on his face. Was he being randomly teleported?

While this method added some inconvenience—unknown whereabouts—it was safer overall.

With such thoughts, Lin Xuan felt satisfied as he chose a random direction and flew forward.

However, the wilderness turned out to be much larger than expected. Ten days passed without him finding any boundaries or signs of other cultivators.

Lin Xuan's speed had noticeably slowed down; he constantly extended his divine sense while turning his head left and right.

While vast deserts were not uncommon in the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan felt like he was taking unnecessary detours these few days. He couldn’t explain why but this feeling persisted.

By mid-morning, Lin Xuan continued on as usual but suddenly stopped and looked up.

The surroundings were silent, devoid of any sound.

Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back and spoke slowly: "If I'm not mistaken, you are also a Transcending Tribulation stage senior. You've been observing from afar for so long and led me into this illusionary array; yet, why don’t you dare to show yourself?"
第两千八百七十三章 千幻真人

MM...,

The mountain breeze blew, and the surroundings remained as silent as ever.

Lin Xuan frowned, his eyes narrowing slightly. He didn't think he had misjudged the situation.

Initially, Lin Xuan hadn’t sensed anything amiss, but over time, he could be certain that he was indeed trapped in an elaborate trap set by a powerful old monster.

However, for some reason, this adversary had been watching him without making any move. Nevertheless, Lin Xuan's unease grew with each passing moment. Delaying the confrontation would only bring more harm than good to himself.

Thus, he stopped and tried to probe the situation. The cunning old man, however, wasn't easily deterred, remaining silent as ever.

After a while, the surroundings remained unchanged.

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression showing a hint of desolation: "Why must you insist on forcing me?"

Before his words were fully out, Lin Xuan moved swiftly. His body shifted forward, and he raised his right hand, sending a bright light flying from his sleeve.

With his left hand, Lin Xuan grabbed the light, raising it high above his head before striking downward with all his might.

Zzzz...

A sharp flash of light revealed that what he held in his palm was an ancient-looking spear.

As Lin Xuan moved, a surge of spiritual pressure rose into the air. Following this, a green glow emerged, breaking through the void and turning it into a small lake, its surface shattered by the green light.

The shape of the green light resembled a crescent moon, quickly reaching far away.

...

Puff...

A soft sound echoed in the air, despite there being nothing visible. It seemed as if something had been struck.

A yellowish-green spiritual glow rose, clashing with the green light for a moment before both were destroyed.

The surroundings became blurry. A mountain peak over a hundred feet ahead was instantly eroded into sand, and a small stream to his left vanished, replaced by a few trees.

"Surely this is an illusion!"

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression showed great satisfaction, confirming that his earlier hunch had been correct.

"A little brat, actually breaking through my Heaven and Earth Inversion technique."

A startled voice sounded. Lin Xuan turned to see an elderly man in a silk robe, with white hair and beard, his eyes showing the wear of age but his spirit vibrant.

Since he appeared, there was no intention to hide. A powerful spiritual pressure from the realm of tribulation spread out.

Fortunately, it was only at the early stage of tribulation, so Lin Xuan didn't know how to handle such a formidable opponent if this were the case.

The wedding of Immortal Dragon True Man was grand but not many were invited—only around one hundred people. The man before him, Lin Xuan could be sure he had never seen before.

Could it be that this guy used an illusion to mask his appearance?

"Since you've come looking for me, you're not here just for tea and chat. If you have the胆量 to plot against me, shouldn't you also have the胆量 to show your true form?" Lin Xuan said coldly, his tone dripping with sarcasm.

"What do you know, little brat?"

The elderly man in silk laughed: "I'm not afraid of you. In the Three Realms, only a few have seen my True Illusion Immortal face. You're still not worthy."

This old man had big words, but he wasn't just boasting. True Illusion Immortal was one of the most famous tribulation realm experts in the Spirit Realm, known for his illusion techniques. It was said that he could toy with enemies at will and die without realizing it. Since his rise to fame, many cultivators had perished under his hand, mostly as confused spirits.

Lin Xuan was only a spirit body existence, so he wasn't well-versed in the tribulation realm circles. He vaguely heard of True Illusion Immortal's reputation.

"Are you really determined to make trouble for me? Or do you think you're stronger than that Heavenly元 Saint by your side?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

...

Although the situation had reached this point, the hope of a peaceful resolution was very slim. But as long as there was any possibility, he would try his best. After all, the opponent was at the tribulation realm stage, and unless absolutely necessary, Lin Xuan didn't want to engage in battle with him.

"Hand over the True Dragon Spirit Blood, and perhaps I might spare you."

True Illusion Immortal didn’t waste time; he directly stated his purpose.

The True Dragon Spirit Blood had great utility for him. He originally planned to wait out a good price before exchanging it from that Monkey Venerable. But Lin Xuan had beaten him to the punch.

He was both angry and frustrated, but couldn't vent on the spot due to the many protectors present at such an event—Immortal Dragon True Man, Cold Moon Immortal, and the King of Qingqiu all were too formidable for him to provoke.

In the end, he chose to bide his time, waiting for a suitable opportunity to strike.

After leaving Penglai Immortal Island, he followed Lin Xuan closely, using his extraordinary illusions to ensnare him without his knowledge. He had no intention of acting immediately because this illusion technique wasn’t just about deception; it also harbored hidden dangers over time. If he could eliminate Lin Xuan silently and unnoticed, it would save him a lot of trouble.

Unfortunately, his plan didn't work out as well as intended. The saying "man's plans are often foiled by heaven" proved true. This young man was far more difficult to handle than expected, actually breaking through his illusion just when he needed it most, thus ruining his plot.

Frustrated!

True Illusion Immortal’s mood wasn't good, but hearing Lin Xuan mention Heavenly元 Saint, with a tone of implied threat, he couldn’t help but smile: "Little brat, acting arrogant after winning once. That Heavenly元 lost in a blur. Don't you think your strength is already on par with the tribulation realm? Hand over the True Dragon Spirit Blood if you know what's good for you. Heaven has mercy; I can still spare your life."

"Why not get it during the trade fair instead of trying to take something from me now, sir? Do you even know how to write the word 'shame'?"

The situation had reached a point where a peaceful resolution was impossible.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly and stopped making futile efforts. His tone became increasingly unyielding.

Since it would be an either-or outcome anyway, he wouldn't lower his voice; the other party wouldn’t spare him even if he did.

As for handing over the True Dragon Spirit Blood, Lin Xuan never considered it in the first place. Besides its great utility to him, even if he handed it over, would the other party really let him go?
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This was clearly impossible.

If he were just an ordinary Spirit Dividing Period cultivator, after handing over the True Dragon's Blood Essence, his opponent might still honor their promise.

But with his strength far surpassing that of a peer, both emotionally and logically, there was no way his opponent would allow him to become a potential threat in the future.

At least if he were in their position, Lin Xuan would definitely choose to root out the problem entirely; otherwise, when they advanced, it would be too late for regret.

Since Thousand Illusion True Man could advance to the Transcending Tribulation Period, how could he possibly not understand the subtleties and logic involved?

Given that his opponent had appeared to challenge him, this was a fight-to-the-death outcome.

Thus, Lin Xuan's behavior was anything but courteous.

Thousand Illusion True Man's expression turned extremely gloomy.

"Die!"

With a sharp exclamation, he raised his right hand, and a treasure flew out from his sleeve.

It was a golden mirror, radiating with divine light, dazzling to the eyes.

Thousand Illusion True Man waved his hand to summon it into play.

"Bad move!"

Lin Xuan shouted in his mind.

Ancient mirrors were rare treasures, not commonly seen, but their power was formidable. With an old monster of the Tribulation Transcending Period using it, its effects would be even more dazzling.

Although he didn't know what this ancient mirror's abilities were, Lin Xuan had no time to wait and see; he needed to strike first.

With a thought, his left hand swung forward.

Piercing Life...

Sharp rays of light suddenly appeared as the crescent-shaped blade materialized with his movement.

In that critical moment, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to change or choose another treasure. He used the inverted sea halberd again, initiating an attack.

After all, this treasure could even cut through the void, making its power formidable.

The crescent-shaped blade flashed and shot towards the mirror's surface with lightning speed.

There was no hesitation; everything passed in a flash.

This attack was perfect, seemingly destroying his opponent's treasure.

However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of joy. He faced an old monster of the Tribulation Transcending Period; it couldn't be that easy to defeat. Even if his opponent was careless and overconfident, one strike wouldn't seriously damage or destroy their treasure.

"Phantom illusion!"

Lin Xuan's murmured words entered his ears. Before he could finish speaking, the surroundings drastically changed.

The desert remained a desert, but everything had transformed significantly. The sky grew darker, and gray-brown fog spread around, obscuring distant scenery.

No... not just that; this fog seemed to suppress his divine sense as well. How powerful this illusion was, leaving Lin Xuan unsure of where he truly was.

Woo...

The mountain breeze blew from an unknown direction, accompanied by the swirling fog, as if countless demons and monsters lurked within.

"Hmph, playing games? "

Lin Xuan frowned but showed no signs of fear or trepidation. He flicked his sleeves, and a beam of light about the size of his arm shot out in front of him.

Though it was a casual strike, given Lin Xuan's current strength, its power was considerable.

His goal was to startle the opponent, hoping to discern the true nature of this illusion from their reaction.

Unfortunately, despite his good intentions, his plan failed. The light beam, powerful as it was, seemed to vanish into thin air without causing any disturbance.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

With a cold snort, he flicked his sleeves again, but this time, several sword lights about a foot long emerged, swirling around him.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword had considerable power. After refining the complete version of the treasure, even Lin Xuan's empty-handed sword lights became much sharper.

This wasn't surprising; after all, sword energy relied on the support of treasures.

He didn't blindly attack with these sword lights but intended to observe before deciding. He didn’t want to expose his weaknesses first and then find the illusion's flaws later.

If striking first was ineffective, he would try a counterattack instead.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan suddenly heard a strange cackling voice: "Youngster, do you think you can break my secret technique? Try out the power of my Ten Thousand Corpse Great Array."

The voice was arrogant and elusive, making it impossible to pinpoint its source.

Lin Xuan sighed, giving up on finding his opponent's form. He first resolved to deal with the immediate danger before making a decision.

After all, what he had said about the Ten Thousand Corpse Great Array couldn't be mere empty threats.

Indeed, as soon as that thought crossed his mind, the surroundings changed again.

The fog became denser and was accompanied by gusts of cold wind. Within moments, a vast fog sea formed within a hundred miles, spreading rapidly in all directions.

Inside the fog sea, figures could be seen moving, and from time to time, monstrous roars echoed, as if many monsters were hiding there.

Although the fog obscured his vision, making it hard to see clearly, the cold winds and the opponent's words revealed what was inside.

Moreover, he didn't need to guess; the answer soon revealed itself.

The direction of the cold wind changed, dispersing the fog in front. The monstrous figures revealed their true forms: they were numerous, with copper-plated bodies and emaciated flesh, each emitting an aura equivalent to a Core Formation cultivator. The leading corpse king was at the Spirit Dividing level.

Although this wasn't terrifying on its own, what was truly alarming was the sheer number of these corpses, extending endlessly in all directions.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further.

Moreover, he had some doubts about his opponent, who claimed to be Thousand Illusion Old Devil. He had seen him use illusions along the way; were these horrifying corpse figures real or just an illusion?

Uncertain!

There was no time for Lin Xuan to hesitate.

Those corpses, though clumsy in appearance, moved swiftly and roared as they charged forward.

Damned it, he would have to try and decide later!

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination. Without hesitation, his right hand swung forward.

As he moved, the sword lights swirling around him suddenly grew larger, doubling in size, and shot towards the front.

The corpses didn't sit idly by; they leaped into the air, spewing toxic mists and corpse qi as they met the sword lights head-on.

It seemed these weren’t illusions after all.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced. The toxic mists and corpse qi clashed with the sword lights.

Despite their sharpness, the sword lights couldn't withstand so many toxins; several were quickly destroyed.

However, there were numerous sword lights, and those that weakened but didn't break managed to slice through the corpse qi and enter the clusters of corpses.
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For a moment, the room echoed with loud roars as sword lights danced and darted. Soon, several Corpse Refinement corpses lost their heads to his attacks, but the sword lights also suffered significant damage, dimming until they dissipated like tiny stars in the mist.

However, this loss was negligible compared to the endless stream of new Corpse Refinement corpses. Lin Xuan's face darkened as he realized that the opponent wasn't using an illusion; these corpses were real and in such vast numbers, making them quite troublesome.

Before his thoughts could fully form, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his eyebrows, sensing something. Without hesitation, he stepped to his left.

His figure vanished instantly.

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift. As he dodged, a spatial fluctuation erupted from his side, and a cold light pierced through the residual image just millimeters away from him.

Turning his head, Lin Xuan saw a bronze short spear with worn patterns—a powerful ancient treasure.

The Corpse Refinement corpses were drawing his attention to let this treasure attack?

Lin Xuan seemed to catch onto the opponent's intent. But suddenly, another cold light appeared in his vision.

Lin Xuan didn't take any chances and dodged again. However, unexpectedly, no danger followed this time. The cold light vanished mid-flight; it was just an illusion designed to distract him.

True or false?

With the Corpse Refinement corpses added to the mix, this Thousand Illusion Old Demon was far more troublesome than expected.

Lin Xuan found himself struggling to keep up.

If a cultivator were in his place, they might have been at a loss. The Thousand Illusion Old Demon relied on intricate illusions, even for peers, causing significant headaches.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan produced the Nine Palaces Sword from his sleeve, dancing through the air and keeping the Corpse Refinement corpses at bay. It seemed safe for now, but he faced no improvement in his disadvantageous situation.

He had no idea where the enemy was hiding; the Thousand Illusion Old Demon could strike with treacherous tactics anytime.

If it were just treasures, Lin Xuan would be fine. His powers weren't weak, and he could handle whatever came at him. But the key issue was that his opponent excelled in illusions—many attacks might not be real, yet he couldn’t afford to ignore them.

This made his mana consumption skyrocket.

Was this an attempt to wear him down? Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as he turned his head. A faint silver light flashed in his eyes.

He noticed a barely visible smoke-like figure approaching from the left, moving silently toward him.

This guy was using Corpse Refinement corpses and various real-seeming tactics to draw his attention while preparing to sneak up for an attack.

One could say he was bold due to his skill or incredibly cunning.

Regardless, if this old demon came close enough, the next strike would be devastating.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had many techniques at his disposal. The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye still worked in this illusionary array.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile that quickly disappeared. He would turn the tables and surprise the old demon.

Pretending to see nothing, he continued fighting the Corpse Refinement corpses as before.

The smoke-like figure approached swiftly, closing the distance until it was only a few feet away from Lin Xuan.

The Thousand Illusion True Immortal's face showed signs of distress. Just as he prepared to reveal himself, something unexpected happened.

Lin Xuan turned his head with a mocking expression.

"You..."

The Thousand Illusion Old Demon's eyes widened in shock.

"What?"

Lin Xuan had no intention of wasting words. Seizing the moment, he raised his right hand and punched forward without using any treasure.

"No good!"

The Thousand Illusion Old Demon was shocked but couldn't dodge at such close range. Reluctantly, he released all his protective essence qi.

"Bang!"

The punch hit hard, sending the opponent flying like a kite.

Lin Xuan's tactics didn't end there. With a flick of his left hand, a thick lightning bolt shot out from his sleeve and flew in pursuit.

"This..."

Despite being a Great Tribulation cultivator with a refined body, the Thousand Illusion True Immortal couldn't withstand Lin Xuan's punch. He felt blood surging through his chest as he struggled to recover, but another arc of lightning appeared.

The dark black lightning was strange; its power was unclear, but it caused an inexplicable sense of unease.

Without time to change any treasures, the old demon simply summoned a golden mirror in his hand.

This treasure not only helped with his illusions but also excelled in other techniques.

As soon as the ancient mirror left his hand, it grew significantly and emitted yellow beams of light.

However, these beams dissipated upon contact with the lightning. The arc struck the surface of the mirror, causing its spiritual aura to dim dramatically before falling from the sky.

"Impossible!"

The Thousand Illusion Old Demon was shocked. What kind of technique had he used to destroy his demon mirror?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his face showing satisfaction. The power of the Illusionary Yin Thunder was slightly greater than expected.

As the mirror became soiled, the fog around them began to dissipate visibly.

This was fortunate; the Thousand Illusion Old Demon needed this treasure for his illusions, and after being hit by Lin Xuan's punch, his illusions failed.

However, the Corpse Refinement corpses didn't disappear. They were a separate secret technique of the old demon, unrelated to his illusions. Great Tribulation old monsters had many techniques at their disposal.

The situation reversed as blood trickled from the Thousand Illusion Old Demon's lips. His chest was shredded by Lin Xuan's punch, revealing a silver inner armor underneath.

No wonder; this old monster wore protective armor. Otherwise, Lin Xuan's punch would have destroyed his body beyond repair with just essence qi protection.

Still, he suffered significant injuries.

"Good, good."

The old demon laughed in fury. Although Lin Xuan had defeated the Heavenly Dao Ancestor, it was by chance. He hadn't taken this young man seriously but found himself severely injured and with destroyed treasures after this confrontation.
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The eyes of Thousand Illusion True Immortal were filled with hatred, desiring to rip Lin Xuan's soul and essence.

With a wave of his sleeves, a flicker of spiritual light appeared as several precious items were summoned.

First came a dark gourd, which the old monster pointed at with one finger. The gourd instantly swelled in size as it was buffeted by the wind, then shot out bolts of thunder and fire towards Lin Xuan.

The old monster's attack did not end there; he also summoned two short halberds that were about a foot long.

"Quickly!"

With a harsh exclamation, the short halberds vanished from their original positions. When they reappeared, they were only several dozen feet away from Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he did not dare to be negligent when facing this enraged old monster.

A divine thought was emitted, and half of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew back to protect him, engaging in battle with the halberds and their thunderbolts.

The clashing sounds were deafening, and the rumbling of thunder filled his ears. Although their battle did not seem particularly extraordinary, every strike contained shocking power. The sky continuously distorted under the impact of thetreasures, and the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic.

Thousand Illusion Old Fiend hated Lin Xuan to the core, so he abandoned his longest-lasting illusion techniques, planning to confront him head-on.

On the surface, this approach seemed somewhat inappropriate or overly reckless. However, due to their different stages, a direct confrontation actually made it harder for Lin Xuan to respond…, as his mana consumption was too rapid.

In reality, this was because Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of his peers. If any other Spirit Cultivator of the same stage were to face an old monster from the Tribulation Transcending realm, they might not even be able to withstand a single strike.

Thousand Illusion Old Fiend's strategy turned out to be quite effective. Lin Xuan's expression was reaching its limit as cold sweat dripped down his forehead more and more.

This couldn't continue.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan shouted again, raising both hands. The surface of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emitted fierce light, with black lightning appearing from it.

Illusion Yin Divine Thunder!

Putting aside those bolts of thunder and fire for now, the two short halberds were enveloped by the black lightning, causing their spiritual glow to dim significantly.

"What kind of secret technique is this?"

Thousand Illusion Old Fiend was both shocked and angry. He had a fair share of experience but had never heard of such an extraordinary power that could defile a cultivator's treasure.

Amidst his shock and anger, a hint of greed flashed in his eyes.

This young man truly harbored countless secrets. If he were to be eliminated, he would surely gain unexpected benefits.

Exactly what those benefits might be was hard to say, but they would certainly not just be the true dragon's essence blood.

Those short halberds were not hislife soul treasures; even if they became tainted, it wouldn't harm him much. As a Tribulation Transcending cultivator, he had an immensely rich background.

With a flick of his hand, two more flying swords appeared.

"A cunning old fellow."

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the newly summoned flying swords, but he couldn't help but inwardly scoff at them.

These flying swords were of decent quality, but compared to a Tribulation Transcending cultivator, they weren't much. He likely had many similar treasures.

He deliberately used such inferior items as his opponents, indicating that he was wary of his Illusion Yin Divine Thunder. Even if these flying swords became tainted, he wouldn't mind; he could easily summon more similar treasures with a flick of his wrist.

Although he didn't uselife soul treasures, the power of his attacks would be slightly weaker. But with his deep-seated mana, this could be compensated for.

In short, his current strategy was crude and simple but practical. He intended to wear Lin Xuan down until he died here due to the gap in their cultivation stages.

The plan wasn't bad, but what kind of person was Lin Xuan? How could he be led around by the nose?

With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan similarly summoned a treasure item.

Its shape resembled a pagoda, but it was riddled with holes and damage.

Lin Xuan pointed at this treasure, and instantly, its spiritual light shone brightly as it grew in size. A creaking sound echoed as the door on the first level of the pagoda opened, revealing a large expanse of white light that soon transformed into a vortex, buzzing loudly as thousands of red insects emerged.

Bloodfire Ants!

After years of cultivation and breeding, they had undergone some mutations, making their power far greater than before. However, using them to face a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse was clearly not enough.

But if they were used to entangle the opponent's refined corpses, it would be more than sufficient.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed at the pagoda, and the buzzing of the bloodfire ants intensified as they swarmed towards the copper-armored corpses.

Soon, the insect cloud and corpse energy collided fiercely. Although the bloodfire ants had undergone mutations, their individual combat power could not match those of the current copper-armored corpses. However, with their numbers numbering in the billions, they completely covered the sky. The refined corpses were enveloped layer by layer by the insect cloud, leaving them helpless for a moment.

"Repel Insects Technique… How many are there?"

Thousand Illusion True Immortal was also dumbfounded. He had seen cultivators who could control strange insects, but none as numerous as this one.

Apart from shock, nothing else mattered. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's pressure dropped significantly. The direction of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword changed, and Thousand Illusion True Immortal's summoned treasures were suddenly unable to withstand it.

"This guy has so many tricks."

The old monster muttered while reaching for more treasures. This time, he took out several hand axes that instantly transformed into giant snakes as they lunged at Lin Xuan.

"Trivial tricks."

Lin Xuan continued to control the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to defend himself and pointed a finger forward again.

Since he had already used the Repel Insects Technique, Lin Xuan was not bothered about summoning the Jade Net Bees. Although this could be considered one of his trump cards, there was no reason to hide against a Tribulation Transcending cultivator.

Wu…

The buzzing grew louder as the second level of the Ten Thousand Souls Pagoda opened. The spiritual light shone brightly, and black-red insect clouds emerged from it.

However, compared to before, their scale was much smaller, with only a thousand or so insects.

At first, Thousand Illusion True Immortal did not pay attention to these bee-like demonic insects.

As they approached him, he pointed at them. The gourd instantly changed direction and shot bolts of thunder towards the jade net bees.

According to his estimation, the true three-flavored fire from this black jade gourd should have easily incinerated some of those demonic insects.

However, a surprising scene unfolded before him.

The three-flavored fire that could burn everything proved ineffective against these demonic insects. They flew through the fiery sea towards him.

"Bad!"

Thousand Illusion True Immortal realized his mistake and hastily emitted all his spiritual light as he retreated. However, it was too late; the closest few demonic insects had already pounced on him.

His protective spiritual light failed to provide any resistance, being easily broken like paper. The jade net bees did not hesitate either, directly using their stingers to pierce him viciously.
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"Such a loud and terrible scream still made Lin Xuan feel somewhat dazed. After all, the opponent was a cultivator of the Transcendence Realm, a powerful existence. The sting from the Jade Wasp could really make him suffer this much."

The sharp pain in his body caused by the sting of the Jade Wasp had already started to subside, and Lin Xuan's body was slowly regaining its strength. He knew that he couldn't afford to be careless; he needed to quickly find a way out of this predicament.

Lin Xuan focused on his surroundings, trying to find any clues or opportunities to escape. Suddenly, his eyes fell upon the Jade Wasp hanging from the tree branch above him. The creature was still alive and seemed to be in pain as it writhed and struggled.

Realizing that the Jade Wasp might have a weakness, Lin Xuan quickly formulated a plan. He reached out with his mind and sent a command to the Jade Wasp. "Jade Wasp, I know you are in pain, but please cooperate with me for now."

The Jade Wasp seemed to understand his request and stopped struggling momentarily. Taking advantage of this opportunity, Lin Xuan used his Inner Alchemy techniques to manipulate the energy within the Jade Wasp.

"Transform into a weapon!" he commanded.

Almost instantly, the Jade Wasp transformed into a sharp, dagger-like blade. Lin Xuan quickly grabbed it with both hands and swung it towards the tree branch where the Jade Wasp had been hanging.

The blade cut through the bark of the tree effortlessly, and the Jade Wasp fell to the ground in pieces. With the creature neutralized, Lin Xuan's body began to recover even faster as he absorbed its energy.

As he regained his strength, Lin Xuan surveyed the area once more. He noticed a small stream nearby that could provide him with water and perhaps some food if he was lucky enough to find something edible.

Deciding to use this opportunity to gather resources, Lin Xuan carefully made his way towards the stream while keeping an eye out for any potential threats.
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In an instant, a burst of spiritual light flashed, and the loud explosion echoed through the sky. True Spirit refined into sword technique truly lived up to its reputation; the Phoenix transformed from the nine-palace sword managed to hold off three opponents without showing any signs of weakening.

"Impossible!"

Thousand Illusions True Man was dumbfounded. This was a direct confrontation, with no room for trickery. How could his opponent really stand on equal footing?

Did he misread the situation? What technique did this young man use that had such formidable power? The doubts in his heart couldn't be resolved.

Lin Xuan's attacks continued unabated. At this stage of their battle, the grudge between him and the old monster could no longer be settled. With a powerful enemy watching over them, Lin Xuan and Cloud Concealment Sect would never have peace. He wouldn't hide any more; he'd use all his might to eliminate this foe here.

With that thought, Lin Xuan took action. He inhaled deeply, raising his right hand upward.

Instantly, five-colored crystal light rose up, forming a ball of flame the size of an egg.

The five-colored crystal light flickered and shimmered, emitting a breath-taking aura.

Seeds of True Spirit Heavenly Fire!

Lin Xuan's hands danced as he cast a spell. The flame spun and grew to over ten feet in diameter, radiating a destructive energy before hurling itself at the opponent.

His goal was to kill this old monster, so his methods wouldn't stop here.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan's body split into two.

Was this an illusion?

No, Thousand Illusions True Man was already skilled in such techniques. He quickly realized he had been mistaken.

This wasn't a deceptive trick.

There were two Lin Xuans, both real. Was one of them his avatar?

As he pondered, he noticed the differences between the two Lin Xuans. While their appearances and builds were nearly identical, the left one was noticeably darker.

With that thought, both Lin Xuans moved simultaneously. The left one clapped his hands together, revealing a pitch-black banner in his palms.

Suddenly, howling winds filled the air as ghostly cries echoed. Heaven and earth seemed to change color.

"Quick!" The left Lin Xuan pointed at the opponent with his finger.

As he did so, a greenish-black cloud emerged from the banner's surface, rapidly expanding to envelop both Lin Xuans. The cold wind was bone-chilling, and the color of the cloud changed strangely.

A moment ago, it looked like a tranquil green pond, but now it turned pitch black. Then, with terrifying screams, one after another, skeletons flew out of the cloud.

Each skull was as big as a bucket. Thousand Illusions True Man roughly counted 108. With his vast experience, he was amazed by their number and power.

He himself was a ghost cultivator, deeply familiar with the mysteries of the Netherworld. He felt both wary and curious.

This young man's true form wasn't using any secret techniques from the ghost path; how could his avatar and true form have such different skills?

Such a situation was rare in all three realms. But now wasn't the time for deep analysis.

The 108 skeletons opened their mouths to gnaw, producing a loud cracking sound as they spat out demonic flames.

These greenish-black flames, combined with the cold winds, made one shiver from the inside. However, their power was formidable, especially in such numbers. The half of the sky was filled with ghastly green flames.

They charged at the old monster with great momentum.

Seeing his avatar attack, Lin Xuan's true form didn't sit idle either. He flipped his left hand open, revealing an ancient mirror.

Thousand Illusions True Man could see clearly that this wasn't just any treasure.

Heaven-defying Treasure!

And it was of the lightning attribute, though a postnatal creation, its quality was still commendable.

Four small characters appeared in the mirror's surface.

Crushed Lightning Ancient Mirror!

This was also a treasure Lin Xuan had obtained from the Ethereal Immortal Palace. Given that he valued it so much, its power must be immense.

Lin Xuan drank a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk and felt his abundant magical energy surge from his dantian. He immediately poured it into the mirror.

Bang!

The mirror's light blazed brightly, like a sun hanging in the sky. Its size increased as well, producing a cacophony of noise. Hundreds of ravens-like demonic birds flew out.

These were much larger than actual crows and had three magical eyes. Their bodies were wrapped in electric arcs, which weren't just part of their appearance; they themselves were composed of electrical elements.

Crackling sounds filled the air as these birds attacked the old monster with great ferocity.

The old monster was shaken by so many attacks but quickly replaced his dazed expression with a fierce one. A sinister look flashed across his face.

He opened his mouth and spat out a sword beam, which didn't attack; instead, it wrapped around his wrist before slicing off half of his hand.

Surprisingly, no blood flowed, and he showed no signs of pain. With a loud bang, the severed hand exploded into a bloody mist, expanding to cover an area of several acres, obscuring the old monster's figure.

It seemed like some kind of protective technique, but it required so much blood as an incantation that its power was undeniable.

Lin Xuan's pupils contracted slightly. He didn't have time for more spells; he needed to see how effective this wave of attacks would be.

The Seeds of True Spirit Heavenly Fire moved the fastest and soon collided with the opponent. However, the strange red cloud blocked the fiery attack, producing loud cracking sounds that did nothing to harm the old monster.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. The Seeds of True Spirit Heavenly Fire was his most powerful secret technique; he knew its power well. With the addition of a tiny amount of Chaos Yin Qi, it had become even more formidable than before. Yet, it still failed to show any effect on thistranscending-calamity period old monster, who proved far more difficult than expected.

Meanwhile, the greenish-black skeletons and electric ravens closed in.

The former gnawed their way through, spewing out demonic flames that reached from heaven to earth, combining with the Seeds of True Spirit Heavenly Fire. The latter expanded several times larger, enveloped in electric arcs, charging directly at the old monster.

In an instant, lightning, fire, and thunder filled the sky as Lin Xuan's true form and avatar attacked without reserve, aiming to kill this old monster here.

However, his opponent's defenses were formidable. Despite his powerful attacks, Lin Xuan couldn't tear through the red cloud enveloping him. There was always a slight gap in his efforts.
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Sigh...

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. The Transcendence Period was indeed formidable, far surpassing his expectations.

His shock was mingled with relief. As an ancient demon, the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor likely possessed strength comparable to this Illusory Thousandfold True Immortal. His success on Penglai Immortal Island against such a powerful opponent was purely due to good fortune and luck.

However, luck was fickle. While he had been fortunate in his battle with the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor, the current situation might not offer similar opportunities.

In other words, while luck could influence the outcome of a battle, ultimately, one's true strength mattered most at critical moments.

The Transcendence Period was difficult to contend with.

Lin Xuan felt exasperated. Yet, his resolve only hardened as he released an even more intense aura of killing intent. The more challenging the opponent, the more determined he was to eliminate them. Otherwise, such a formidable adversary would leave him and Cloud Concealment Sect in constant peril.

However, his usual tactics seemed insufficient to breach this opponent's defenses. It appeared that only one thing could do: his trump card.

Indeed, Lin Xuan still had a secret weapon at his disposal. This was why he dared face the Transcendence Period monster; from the start, he was confident in his ability to remain invincible.

With myriad thoughts swirling through his mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. With a wave of his sleeve, an inch-long jade box flew out.

At first glance, there seemed nothing amiss, but a禁制符箓 was affixed to the lid.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward. A snap echoed in his ears as the talisman ignited on its own. The lid was pushed up by some unseen force, revealing a true spirit puppet.

Of course, this puppet remained minuscule, barely an inch tall from any angle.

Even from the dense fog, Thousand Illusions Senior Demon could see it clearly but failed to discern what it was for a moment.

The myriad arts of cultivation were vast and profound. Puppetry techniques, though versatile, were rarely mastered by high-ranking cultivators due to their rarity. What puppet could be useful in Transcendence-level battles? Hence, Thousand Illusions Senior Demon's inability to recognize the puppet made sense.

For a while, the old demon was bewildered!

Then his astonishment turned into a cold smile: "Foolish fellow, using puppetry for such a battle... you will soon realize how profoundly mistaken you are."

As he spoke, he waved his hands, preparing some formidable secret technique. Lin Xuan wanted to decide this battle's outcome and victory; so did Thousand Illusions Senior Demon.

At初级Divine Consciousness stage, it was already challenging enough. If this youth advanced to Transcendence one day, would he still be able to handle him?

Thus, confronting Lin Xuan was a desperate gamble. No living mouth could be left behind; otherwise, there would be endless trouble.

Who would ultimately control the outcome of this battle remained uncertain until the very end.

The true spirit puppet had already been summoned. Then, three crystal stones, about the size of apricot kernels, appeared from Lin Xuan's sleeve. Their light flickered in hues of red, yellow, and blue, emanating a mysterious force.

"What is this..."

Illusory Thousandfold True Immortal paused his actions, his expression shocked. As an old monster at Transcendence level, his experience defied common sense.

After a moment of shock, he recognized the stones: "Elixir Stones! You are using Elixir Stones... and you have three!"

Elixir Stones were naturally rare; they should not exist in this world. Yet, by sheer coincidence, some could occasionally be found in top-grade Spirit Veins.

Still, their rarity was astronomical, mostly appearing as waste products. Lin Xuan had seen such stones before but never obtained one.

Transcendence was impressive, but he was still at the early stage. Most treasures like these fell into the hands of mid- or late-stage cultivators.

Elixir Stones were objects of his envy; he longed for one but could not get it. This youth had three in hand.

If not for witnessing this with his own eyes, Thousand Illusions Senior Demon would never have believed such a thing. A mere初级Divine Consciousness cultivator was so wealthy.

It was almost supernatural.

His shock turned to envy, then greed. Eliminate that Lin Xuan and all his wealth would be his.

The expression on the Illusory Thousandfold True Immortal's face twisted into a grimace. But before he could act, Lin Xuan pointed at him first. As he moved, the three differently colored crystal stones shrank rapidly in size, turning into tiny grains of rice within moments.

Though their volume had shrunk, the latent divine energy remained unchanged and seemed almost alive, flying towards the true spirit puppet like a meteor.

Puff...

A dull sound echoed as the three Elixir Stones were completely absorbed by the puppet. It was as if they were one entity.

Boom!

The previously flickering sky suddenly darkened. The heavens turned pitch black, with silver lightning dancing like wild dancers, piercing through the oppressive darkness.

The tiny true spirit puppet vanished. Now, a terrifying pressure descended from the sky above him.

This pressure was formidable; even Thousand Illusions Senior Demon felt slightly breathless in that moment.

Was this really a puppet? How could it seem like a true spirit had arrived?

His face contorted with worry and regret for his carelessness. Seeing Elixir Stones, he should have sensed the power behind them. He never imagined it would reach such a level.

What now?

The old demon was truly panicking. Lin Xuan was hard to handle; even his avatar was troublesome. Now, an unexpected puppet had appeared.

Facing three opponents with one, could he really hold his own?

Though proud, the old demon's confidence wavered in this situation.

High-level combatants only needed a hair's breadth of advantage.

His hesitation, though brief, allowed him to do much for such powerful beings. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve again, and the Devouring Spirit Sword appeared, its green light glaring.

As he drank a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, he swung his sword with all his might.

Boom!

Four spiritual shadows—Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise—emerged simultaneously. They converged in the middle, forming a milky-white light ball that shot forward.

Though only a yard wide, this light ball emitted an intimidating pressure, like a meteorite crashing down towards the front.
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This was the benefit of having ample resources. Lin Xuan could casually consume purified ten-thousand-year-old spirit herbs, otherwise, even if his magical power far exceeded that of his peers, it would not be enough to sustain such intense combat.

Lin Xuan could replenish his magical power at any time, while Qianhuan True Immortal could only envy from afar.

The dangers he faced were far more than just this.

As Lin Xuan slashed with a sword, the true spirit puppet also moved. A head as large as a mountain poked out from the clouds above its head. Its appearance was extremely similar to that of a true dragon according to legends.

This puppet was originally made based on the prototype of a true dragon; however, the strongest true spirits were not easily mimicked. The final product's strength was vastly different from the original.

But in terms of appearance, it was indeed incredibly lifelike.

Roar!

The deafening roar entered Lin Xuan’s ears as the giant dragon head opened its blood-filled maw. Following that, a series of light beams shot out from its mouth.

Each beam was no thicker than an arm but there were so many of them that they seemed endless. Describing it with raindrops falling would be accurate; and this dense rain was akin to the fierce wind and heavy rain in legends.

Puff puff puff…

The light beams continuously struck the blood mist, causing the red light curtain to shake violently. It could almost be said to be about to fall apart.

The true spirit puppet’s strength was comparable to cultivators who had passed through tribulation. With spiritual stones as power sources, its combat effectiveness in a short period of time might even surpass that of an early-stage existence by one level.

Qianhuan Old Demon now found it hard to express his distress.

Facing such attacks, enduring them was incredibly foolish, but escaping would be no easy feat either. For the moment, he had no good ideas and could only grit his teeth and endure.

Just dealing with the true spirit puppet’s attacks alone made him extremely exhausted. On the other side, the light balls formed by the Four Elemental Illusions also rushed over.

The power of this attack was already formidable, but now it seemed to be the final straw for the old demon.

Boom!

The dark red light curtain finally shattered, and Lin Xuan was elated. He not only injected more magical power into the Devouring Spirit Sword but also activated the Illusory Heavenly Fire and Ten Thousand Souls Banner together.

This was a good opportunity to eliminate his opponent in one fell swoop. Lin Xuan wanted to accomplish everything at once.

Whether he could or not, Lin Xuan didn’t know, but trying always couldn’t be wrong. Even if the worst outcome was that he failed, it wouldn’t be for nothing. If he couldn’t completely destroy the old demon, he would still inflict some injuries on him.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan employed all his techniques. Considering his situation, he didn’t need to worry about magical power shortages.

Lightning spread everywhere as the space seemed to shatter. Lin Xuan used his full strength, transforming into his true form and using different moves. Combined with the true spirit puppet, the power was beyond boundless. The space here couldn’t bear it.

Rumble…

The continuous explosions lasted for a long time; exactly how long was hard to say, but at least a tea cup’s worth of time had passed.

Lin Xuan showed no disregard for the tribulation period cultivators. He didn’t think about conserving magical power at all.

His attack was unrestrained and wild.

"Huff huff."

After the attack ended, Lin Xuan himself panted heavily. Although his magical power hadn’t run out, it had significantly depleted.

He quickly drank some purified spirit herbs; under these circumstances, he couldn’t afford to be careless. Then, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and looked ahead.

The smoke hadn’t cleared yet, but for Lin Xuan, there was no hindrance at all. Everything in front of him was revealed by the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

What met his eyes made Lin Xuan’s heart leap with joy. Although he couldn’t completely destroy the old demon, his injuries were far more severe than expected. One hand and one leg had vanished, leaving only half a body. He could say that it was pitiful beyond words.

Lin Xuan stopped attacking. However, the jade net bee, which had just temporarily avoided the attack, now fiercely attacked with great momentum.

The old demon had already tasted the bitterness of time poison once. Even at his peak, he wouldn’t dare to be careless about this divine technique. Let alone in such a severely injured state.

His situation was dire, but as a tribulation period cultivator, he naturally wouldn’t sit and wait for death. He still struggled with his treasures to resist the jade net bee’s attacks.

The shape of the treasure was peculiar; it looked like an alchemy furnace from which black threads continuously shot out, like fine rain, targeting the jade net bees.

Although they couldn’t truly block them, these threads somewhat obstructed their path. His face was full of resentment and hatred—stealing chickens hadn’t gone well, and he never dreamed that fighting Lin Xuan would end up in such a humiliating situation.

The hope of victory had become faint now. He had already shown signs of retreat in his eyes.

However, it wasn’t as simple to leave.

Lin Xuan’s combat experience was rich; letting the old demon go free would be foolishness he wouldn’t commit.

With a wave of his sleeve, an ancient-looking spear flew out. Lin Xuan grabbed it and fiercely slashed forward.

Sizzle…

As he moved, a crescent-shaped light blade appeared and shot towards the old demon. At the same time, his transformed hands danced like butterflies, and the Ten Thousand Souls Banner underwent new changes and actions.

The one hundred and eight skull heads closed in on each other, exuding corpse energy until they vanished without a trace. In their place, three tall and imposing mummified corpses appeared.

One of them had a hunched back, holding a spear with gray-white pupils, radiating a robust aura.

The other used heavy weaponry; both hands tightly gripping an enormous axe. Unlike ordinary zombies, his body was covered in tightly coiled muscles, clearly indicating immense strength.

However, the most terrifying were still these three mummified corpses. Their skin had turned slightly silver, with some runes-like patterns visible. They didn’t hold any weapons but each wrist was bound by thick chains, producing a tugging sound that echoed from them.

They were the ones exuding the heaviest corpse energy.

The three mummified corpses revealed their fangs and let out piercing roars, forming a "品" shape to surround Qianhuan True Immortal.

This wasn’t over yet. The phoenix-like form of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword also arrived here with the sound of phoenix calls. The power of the True Spirit Sword Technique was formidable; several of the old demon’s treasures were finally destroyed, including one that was his own life-bound treasure. A mouthful of blood gushed out as he was emotionally affected.

As they say, misfortunes never come singly. Despair appeared in Qianhuan Old Demon's eyes.

"Little Lin, leave a line for everything so we can meet again later. If you stop now, I’ll owe you one."
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The hoarse voice of Thousand Illusion True Immortal entered Lin Xuan's ears. At this point, it was already a sign of weakness.

As an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he had long been accustomed to standing high and commanding others. If not forced into a corner, he wouldn't have done such a thing.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed, his lips still curled in a cold smile.

"Friend, you're only begging now? Isn't it too late?"

To beg for forgiveness?

Lin Xuan wasn't an inexperienced cultivator; he knew that such promises were meaningless. If he let this old monster go, he would surely regret it later.

Cultivators didn't adhere to principles of righteousness and morality. No matter how eloquent the old monster was now, his words couldn't be trusted.

Thus, while Lin Xuan mocked him verbally, his actions showed no signs of stopping. He intended to kill this old monster here and now.

The true spirit puppet under his control also intensified its attacks according to his will. The situation for Thousand Illusion True Immortal became perilous; it seemed he might disintegrate at any moment.

He didn't want to die, so while gritting his teeth and desperately defending himself, he begged Lin Xuan for mercy with a pitiful tone: "Young friend Lin, I was foolish enough to provoke you. Please have pity on an old man and spare me this time. If you can let me live, I will offer all my possessions as compensation. As a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage who has lived for over a million years, my wealth is bound to satisfy you. I can even swear by my soul that I won't cause trouble for you in the future; we should turn swords into plowshares."

The old monster's words were tempting, but Lin Xuan ignored them. As long as he could eliminate this old guy, his storage pouch would still be his.

His eloquence was useless. Swearing was just a joke to cultivators like him. There were plenty of ways to break such vows.

Lin Xuan didn't pause in his attacks despite the old monster's words. With each passing moment, Thousand Illusion True Immortal's situation grew more dire. His eyes filled with fear.

He had underestimated this Lin Xiao; he wanted to kill him and make his blood dragon essence his own, but now it seemed like a futile attempt.

If things continued as they were, he would die here.

No, he couldn't die.

After enduring countless hardships, he finally reached the Tribulation Transcending stage. Though his lifespan was still bound by natural limits, it had stretched to an unimaginable length. How could he die now?

Driven by a strong desire for survival, he forgot about face and pleaded with Lin Xuan more sincerely: "Friend, stop your attacks immediately. I will serve you faithfully if you spare me."

"Oath of the Soul?"

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with hesitation but quickly turned resolute. "This proposal does have its appeal, but since you're forced into it, I don't have the energy to deal with a slave. Killing you outright is simpler and more straightforward."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he intensified his attacks.

Thousand Illusion True Immortal's eyes were filled with despair and malice. He didn't want to die but was now at a loss. Even begging for mercy had failed.

Even offering to serve as a slave didn't sway him.

This hateful young man only wanted to kill him.

The old monster, filled with anger and resentment, said, "Lin Xiao, don't push me too far."

Lin Xuan ignored him, his attacks still fierce.

"Fine, fine. You forced my hand," Thousand Illusion True Immortal's voice seemed to come from between his teeth: "A thousand deaths for one. Since you want me to die, I won't let you off either. This is all your doing."

Before he could finish speaking, the remaining right hand of the old monster swung wildly, and a series of intricate hand seals appeared. He was enveloped in dark energy.

Lin Xuan's face showed caution; did the old monster want to self-destruct?

His attacks paused as Tribulation Transcending monsters' self-destruction wasn't something to be taken lightly. He quickly retreated.

Though Lin Xuan moved swiftly, it turned out to be unnecessary. The old monster had no intention of self-destructing but was using some powerful secret technique instead.

Lin Xuan realized his mistake and rushed back to continue attacking.

But in a battle between experts, even the slightest error could give an opponent a breathing space.

The old monster's face showed madness: "Want to kill me? Try my spatial storm with my life as the price!"

"What is a spatial storm?"

Lin Xuan felt uneasy; was it...

He had no time to think. His attacks became more rapid, but it was too late.

The surrounding primordial energy grew chaotic and was sucked into the old monster's body.

Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; in that chaos, he sensed the power of laws.

A Tribulation Transcending cultivator could manipulate the laws of nature, but this disturbance seemed too intense. It didn't seem like a first-stage Tribulation Transcender could do such a thing.

Moreover, what Lin Xuan sensed was spatial law, one of the most profound in the universe.

Right, did the old monster mean using his life as the price?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure if it was true, but whatever the old monster used couldn't be blocked. Staying here would surely lead to his death.

Regardless of whether this judgment was correct or not, he wouldn't risk his life. Safety came first.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan moved without hesitation, his body emitting a green glow as he retreated.

But it was too late. The old monster's laughter echoed: "Little guy, do you think you can run now?"

"Join me in hell."

Before the words left his mouth, a mysterious hand seal was cast, and a grayish-black yin wind appeared from nowhere, sweeping across the surroundings with an astonishing momentum.
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"Bad!"

The Yin wind swept across, and the heavens and earth seemed to be compressed by a powerful force, shattering into fragments.

The terrifying momentum left Lin Xuan startled. Indeed, it was a genuine spatial law, and an advanced one at that.

Facing such a formidable divine power, Lin Xuan had no intention of confronting it head-on. With a wave of his sleeves, he stowed away numerous treasures, including the True Spirit Puppet.

Then, his figure flashed quickly, merging with the Heavenly Phoenix transformed by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. They became one as a brilliant red light appeared, retreating at an astonishing speed.

"Good speed, but it's too late now."

The mad laughter of Thousand Illusion Senior Devil echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. He was then swallowed by the storm.

A cultivator at the初级渡劫 stage couldn’t normally grasp such profound laws, especially with his severe injuries. Earlier, he had vowed to sacrifice his life for this, not just as a bluff but out of sheer hatred towards Lin Xuan. With no other choice, he resorted to this mutually destructive tactic, hoping to drag Lin Xuan down with him.

A single misstep could spell disaster. Lin Xuan wasn’t prepared for such an outcome. Initially, he had been wary of the元婴 self-explosion but now, it seemed his opponent had chosen to sacrifice life for a powerful spatial law.

The old devil was already gone, falling into the storm’s vortex. Whether this was self-inflicted or not, Lin Xuan's peril wasn't over yet.

The spatial storm showed no sign of pausing despite Thousand Illusion Senior Devil’s demise. Instead, it grew more formidable and spread outward with incredible speed.

It was hard to describe just how fast it moved.

Lin Xuan turned back, his face darkening as he realized that at this rate, he might not escape in time.

Damn, must I be dragged into this?

Real space storms could even annihilate old monsters of the渡劫 stage. The one before him was weaker but still far more than mere interdimensional turbulence. Regardless, it involved advanced spatial laws. If caught in it, who knew what would happen?

Lin Xuan had no interest or desire to test that.

Curiosity killed the cat, and he wouldn’t risk his life for such a gamble.

Escaping was too late now; only full defense remained.

Lin Xuan’s temperament was extremely resolute. With a wave of his sleeves, spiritual light radiated out, revealing a small tripod about a foot in size. Its ancient design exuded an aura of mystery, clearly not something ordinary!

Xuan Tian Spirit Treasure!

The grade of the Spirit Decree Tripod surpassed even the highest-grade先天灵宝.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t merely after its grade; he needed its unique divine power to instantly cast powerful ancient spells.

Ancient spells were numerous, broadly categorized into offensive and defensive types.

Lin Xuan didn't need the offensive ones now since his opponent had already perished. He was using this treasure for defense. Time was pressing, leaving no room for choice. The ancient spell in the Spirit Decree Tripod was ready to be cast instantly.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan uttered a mysterious incantation and pointed forward with one finger.

As he moved, a layer of azure light spread out, formed from pure water essence qi.

Though thin, this barrier had formidable defensive capabilities. Lin Xuan had already tested it in previous battles.

Still, he didn’t expect to rely solely on this to withstand the spatial storm’s attack. At best, it would delay things by a moment.

Taking advantage of this time, Lin Xuan bit his tongue and spat out a drop of essence blood. While his true essence was irreplaceable, he had no qualms about using it now.

His life was most important.

If he could escape the crisis, what did it matter if he expended some of his true essence?

Lin Xuan’s actions were swift, but the storm's momentum was too strong.

The azure light barrier barely formed before the storm collided with it.

Sizzle...

As if a cloth had been torn, the Spirit Decree Tripod's secret technique unleashed immense power, equally formidable for both defense and offense.

Lin Xuan had already tested this in previous battles.

According to his estimate, this spell should have held for several breaths, but he miscalculated. The barrier shattered like bubbles upon contact with the storm.

How could it be?

Lin Xuan was shocked.

The simulated space storm was even more terrifying than expected.

Thus, his plan to use true essence to speed up and escape failed.

Man cannot outwit heaven.

Even Lin Xuan couldn’t always predict correctly. This miscalculation might prove fatal.

Racked with regret, time was now too critical for him to dwell on it.

Acting decisively, the Phoenix light from the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword slowed down. Since escaping wasn't useful, he would focus entirely on defense.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed, vanishing into the phoenix's body. This wasn’t unusual; this Heavenly Phoenix was originally transformed by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

This was his life-bound treasure and had long been cultivated to a state of perfect fusion with its sword light.

With a flap of the giant phoenix’s wings, waves of flames surged forward, glowing vividly red. They converged in the center, forming a massive fireball encasing the phoenix.

Phoenix Rebirth!

The True Spirit Puppetization Spell wasn’t just an ordinary transformation; it used true essence blood as a catalyst, creating a phoenix with some characteristics and abilities of a king among birds.

Lin Xuan was now fully defending himself.

Of course, whether he could hold out was uncertain, but he would do his best to buy time.

This time, the opportunity came just in time, but it was too late for Phoenix Rebirth as the spatial storm arrived.

In an instant, the phoenix was engulfed. The massive creature, over a hundred feet long, resembled a small boat in the vast sea, always at risk of capsizing.

The pressure Lin Xuan hadn’t felt since his near-fatal fall now threatened to consume him entirely. He spared no mana or true essence, pouring it into his treasures.

But even this only lasted for several breaths before shattering sounds reached his ears. The phoenix’s surface was riddled with cracks and shattered, leaving Lin Xuan unconscious as he was enveloped by the storm.
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His head felt heavy, and the pain throughout his body was indescribable.

Lin Xuan lay on the ground, unable to move. Although he hadn't suffered damage to his meridians or bones this time, the actual injuries were more severe than before.

His yuanqi and demon essence had taken a significant hit.

To survive under the spatial storm, Lin Xuan had used all his tricks at the last moment. He almost thought he might perish, but being in such a critical condition now was considered fortunate by him.

One should be content with what one has; the powerful old monster from the tribulation stage fought fearlessly. Moreover, before this incident, he had miscalculated his situation. Just to have managed to preserve his life, Lin Xuan felt satisfied.

Thinking back on the danger and peril at that time, he still shuddered with relief now.

Fortunately, everything was over.

Regardless of how it turned out, he had successfully passed through this challenge without any major mishaps.

What should he do next? Lin Xuan wasn't sure. The most pressing matter was to determine his location. After all, he had been swept into the spatial storm at the last moment. Although he managed to save himself, it was uncertain where exactly he was. Involving space magic, he could be in another plane of existence.

Thankfully, Lin Xuan's experiences since entering the cultivation world were incredibly diverse. Despite his severe injuries and unknown location, he wasn't panicking or anxious.

He extended his divine sense outwards.

Although his injuries were severe, even his yuanqi essence from his immortal embryo had somewhat depleted, his divine sense was still strong.

Within a few miles around him, there seemed to be no signs of cultivators.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. His current state was extremely precarious; he feared enemies might find him here.

Fortunately, the heavens were kind to him, at least for now. He felt safe.

Lin Xuan tried to move his body.

Despite his severe injuries, he wasn't completely immobile. He managed to raise his right hand and tap it against his waist.

A flash of light appeared as several jade bottles flew out.

He unscrewed the bottle caps, and a thick medicinal aroma filled the air.

With his wealth, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate to consume whatever was needed at this moment. Besides taking a few Penglai Nine Immortals Pills specifically for healing, he gulped down entire vials of other pills.

He wasn’t afraid of overindulging; as these were reserved items, he knew their effects well.

These bottles contained either remedies or powerful tonics. Lin Xuan’s injuries and yuanqi depletion were severe.

The Penglai Nine Immortals Pills aside, the other pills were extremely rare, with significant effects. The medicinal power quickly spread in his body…

Lin Xuan lay on the ground, but he didn’t need to sit in a lotus position to absorb the medicine's energy.

Two hours passed.

By then, Lin Xuan had absorbed the medicine into his body. His complexion improved significantly compared to before; although still weak, he no longer felt pain from moving his right hand.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan staggered to his feet.

Using his divine sense during his rest period, he had already explored his surroundings thoroughly.

The surrounding mountains were vast and winding. He was in a small valley that appeared unremarkable at first glance.

The mountains stretched for miles, while beyond them lay endless prairie.

Scanning the area with his eyes, he noticed many bright objects scattered throughout the valley. The exact nature of these items wasn’t immediately clear to others but were unmistakably his own life essence treasures.

Facing the spatial storm, his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had been destroyed.

However, Lin Xuan’s face showed no signs of regret. He raised his right hand and pointed forward while whispering a command.

"Quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, sharp light erupted as the fragments flew together, forming colorful divine swords.

This was the benefit of cultivating sword spirit; once mastered, the risk of losing his life essence treasures was almost nil.

After storing away the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew forward. Although there were no signs of habitation here, he felt it wasn’t safe to stay in this valley for too long. Safety came first.

He flew towards more secluded areas, another valley that was much harder to notice due to its location. He had stumbled upon this place while using his divine sense to explore the surroundings.

Due to his severe injuries, Lin Xuan didn't fly fast. It took him nearly half an hour to reach his designated spot.

Outside the valley, vines were abundant, and the entrance was narrow, easily overlooked. Satisfied with his expression, he entered the valley.

However, this time, he didn’t establish a residence but directly used earthevasion techniqueto burrow deep into the mountain. Afterward, he released sword energy to carve out a cave large enough for him to fit.

This simple place couldn't be called a residence, but Lin Xuan cared little about it; his current goal was healing, not cultivation. A simple environment wasn’t an issue.

The rest of his days were spent taking medicine and meditating. The pills he consumed weren’t meant to enhance his magical power but to aid in recovery and replenish his yuanqi.

Days turned into months.

Soon enough, more than half a year had passed.

For ordinary people, this duration was considerable, but for Lin Xuan’s level of existence, it was merely the blink of an eye.

In these six months, he hadn’t encountered any cultivators or demons. It was indeed fortunate. After this rest and recuperation period, his injuries finally healed.

Of course, his quick recovery was due to his ample supply of immortal pills; otherwise, for another cultivator in similar condition, it would take at least a decade before they could recover.

It was an unusually peaceful morning. The valley was still shrouded in mist as the sun broke through the clouds and bathed the earth with warm sunlight. Early birds chirped, searching for delicious insects. Everything seemed tranquil and harmonious. Yet, just then, the usual calm was shattered.

A roar echoed through the air, like a dragon’s cry, piercing the sky. The sound shook the ground and rocks, causing them to fall. A streak of green light shot up from the mountain, breaking through the interior, emerging from the peak.

Six months of seclusion had finally healed his injuries. Now that he was well, Lin Xuan no longer needed to be cautious. This roar made him feel refreshed.
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Lin Xuan did not linger in the vicinity. The transformed shocking rainbow zipped through the air like lightning, directly heading towards a distant location.

After all, he had already used his divine sense to investigate this area over the past half year, even though he hadn't ventured out during that time.

The environment was still acceptable, but it was sparsely populated. He didn’t see any humans or cultivators, let alone any beasts.

Was this still the Realm of Nailed Dragons?

Lin Xuan had no idea. After all, he knew very well how powerful the spatial storm's effects were; he might have been transported to a completely different place.

Thus, his immediate concern was figuring out where exactly he was. With no information or clues at hand, he didn’t need to worry about which direction to head in. He simply chose one and flew while releasing his divine sense, hoping to find something useful.

However, things did not go as planned; a day passed with nothing to show for it. Two days later, the surroundings remained unremarkable.

Lin Xuan’s expression was not particularly grim, but he felt some confusion and frustration.

Could I have chosen the wrong direction?

More puzzling was how vast this plain seemed to be. Lin Xuan had fully recovered from his injuries; his speed of travel far exceeded a thousand miles per instant. Over two days without rest, he had been steadily moving forward. While it was hard to gauge exactly how far he had traveled, several million miles were certainly within the realm of possibility.

Such vastness made sense if there were no signs of habitation, but the lack of any beasts at all was perplexing.

Lin Xuan pondered this as his speed remained unchanged. Another two days passed with no discoveries.

Suddenly, without any warning, Lin Xuan’s transformed light stopped.

He had finally flown out of the plain and was met with a vast desert stretching before him.

However, the desert wasn’t large; it spanned only about ten thousand miles in both directions. Behind this desert lay an obscure forest that could be faintly seen through the haze.

Lin Xuan paused, not because he had reached the end of the plain but because he had made another discovery. That forest seemed strange!

Although there was still some distance between them, Lin Xuan’s divine sense had already detected something unusual.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt somewhat disoriented, but soon his hesitation gave way to determination.

He emitted a faint green glow and flew towards the dark forest.

Though separated by a desert, ten thousand miles were nothing to him. Soon enough, he arrived at the edge of the forest, where his expression grew more serious.

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels, but the celestial energies within this forest were something entirely new to him. The energies of spirit and demon intertwined, no… there was even a third presence, what he suspected to be yin energy from the Underworld.

Yin energy!

Indeed, the celestial energies here contained both spirit and demon energies, with yin energy mixed in as well, all entwined together.

How could this be?

Lin Xuan was left bewildered. It was known that the Spirit Realm primarily consisted of spirit energy, while the Ancient Demon World was filled with demon energy. As for the mysterious YinOffice of Land Governance, it was no surprise that yin energy would be abundant there.

Although spirit energy and demon energy occasionally coexisted in the Spirit Realm or vice versa, such a situation where all three energies mingled was rare, even if they did exist, only within small areas.

But this forest was vast. With his divine sense, Lin Xuan could not determine its boundaries. Yet, what he saw before him—spirit and demon energy intertwined with yin energy in equal measure—was indeed a tripartite balance.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and carefully scanned the area with his divine sense, finding no trace of demon veins or yin veins. In other words, the celestial energies here were a mixture of spirit, demon, and yin energies coexisting.

Such a situation was unheard of; Lin Xuan’s expression was one of astonishment. Where had he been transported to?

The Realm of Nailed Dragons seemed out of the question. To be more serious, it was uncertain whether this place even belonged to the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan, who had once felt lucky to survive a spatial storm, now realized that things were far from simple. What should he do next?

A look of uncertainty appeared on his face but quickly vanished as he flashed into the strange forest.

...

"Sure enough..."

As Lin Xuan surveyed his surroundings, towering trees reached towards the sky. However, these trees and flowers were vastly different from what he had seen before, along with the peculiar celestial energies. He was now almost certain that he wasn’t in the Spirit Realm.

Suddenly, a flicker of sound caught his divine sense from afar. It was faint, at least ten thousand miles away. Even with his divine sense, it could only be vaguely sensed.

Lin Xuan’s expression brightened. After wandering for so many days, he had finally found something valuable.

With a green glow surrounding him, he flew towards the direction of the disturbance with all his might. It took no more than a cup of tea to reach the source.

What he saw was a scene of intense conflict: spiritual lights flashed and demon energy surged as multiple cultivators fought off an enemy. Lin Xuan quickly counted over twenty people, both male and female, young and old. Despite their numbers, only one leader seemed to be at the yuanling stage, while the rest were merely condensation core cultivators.

Their single adversary was a demon from ancient times.

Lin Xuan recognized it immediately; three heads and six arms, no human cultivator would ever have such a form. Moreover, the demon’s emitted energy was incredibly dense, distinctly different from that of a demonic cultivator.

This demon was also at the yuanling stage, specifically mid-stage, surpassing the human leader by one level. Thus, despite being outnumbered, he held his own. If not for their cooperation and formation, they would have been thoroughly defeated by this demon.

However, even now, things were far from ideal. Although their formation had some intricate aspects, the demon’s combat experience was rich. It charged left and right, threatening to break through the formation at any moment.

"Bad luck!"

The elderly human leader shouted as he saw the ancient demon closing in. The round-faced girl had made a mistake under pressure, causing a massive gap in their formation.
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The ancient demon was elated, a wicked smile crossing his face. The human cultivators, on the other hand, silently groaned.

"Stupid fellows, hurry and surrender! You'll suffer less," came the deep voice of the ancient demon. It sounded like thunder in the sky, yet he continued to move with six arms, creating an intimidating purple fist shadow that seemed unstoppable.

His target was a round-faced young girl who had just made a mistake. She appeared no more than seventeen or eighteen years old, but her true age was undoubtedly much older. Her cultivation foundation was still unstable, suggesting she had only recently condensed her golden core.

Just as she panicked from the previous mishap, this ancient demon's fierce attack struck again. The girl seemed frozen with fear and stood motionless.

"Xing'er, what are you doing?"

The leading human elder was both angry and alarmed. His nephew had made such a foolish mistake at a critical moment, causing him immense frustration.

However, regret was useless now; it was too late to save the situation. He wouldn't sit idly by.

With anxiety, he raised his hand and released a long beam of white light. Despite the others not seeing clearly, Lin Xuan's superior vision revealed that the light contained a戒尺-shaped treasure.

The light sped towards the ancient demon’s head.

"Idiot!"

The ancient demon ignored it, spewing out pitch-black demonic flames. These flames transformed into a burning hand, grabbing the戒尺 and crushing it with his five fingers. The magical aura dimmed significantly.

Despite this, the ancient demon's other actions remained unaffected. Purple fist shadows swiftly approached the round-faced girl.

She seemed to be about to perish.

Suddenly, a strong wind swept through, causing those purple fist shadows to disintegrate like water bubbles.

"What happened?"

"It can't be!"

The ancient demon and the human cultivators exclaimed in shock. Their emotions were vastly different: the humans were elated while the ancient demon was both shocked and enraged...

No one present knew what had occurred. The gap between Lin Xuan's power and theirs was too great.

"Who is this high-ranking expert? You have broken my technique, why not show yourself?"

The ancient demon paused before speaking in a hoarse voice. He was already contemplating retreat but decided to provoke instead.

Lin Xuan remained expressionless. With his immense abilities, he found no need to bother with such trivial matters.

With a flash of light, Lin Xuan appeared from hiding.

Boom!

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

This pressure had been toned down; it was only one-third of his full power. Otherwise, the cultivators present would have exploded under the sheer force.

Even so, the ancient demon stepped back several steps. The human cultivators reacted similarly, releasing their protective treasures. Their expressions mirrored the weight of a thousand pounds pressing on them.

"You..."

The ancient demon's face showed shock and disbelief as he struggled to speak.

Initially, he had assumed that the mysterious expert was at most late-stage婴灵, giving him some hope for survival even if he couldn't defeat him. Now, he realized how deep this opponent’s power went; his very soul seemed on the brink of destruction.

Even a cultivator at the合体 stage wouldn’t be this terrifying. Could this guy actually be an old patriarch from the洞玄 realm?

His fear intensified as he considered the implications. The ancient demon's combativeness meant he was usually stronger than his peers, but the difference between婴灵 and 洞玄 realms was immense. Facing such a powerful expert, there was no chance of escape.

"Senior..."

The only option was to use flattery, but Lin Xuan showed no interest in listening. With a wave of his sleeve, the ancient demon exploded without any warning.

Reduced to powder under Lin Xuan's divine might, he didn't even have time to release his元婴.

This scene left the other cultivators with complex expressions, quickly replaced by awe and unease.

It was understandable why they were nervous. While Lin Xuan had saved them, the disparity in power between him and these young cultivators was too great.

The elder leading the group, though his hair was gray, spoke with vigor as he bowed before Lin Xuan without waiting for an invitation.

"Thank you, senior, for saving us from that ancient demon. If not for your help, we would have been harmed. We will do our best to serve you."

Lin Xuan asked simply, "Which sect are you from? Where is this place?"

"We are from the Sea Sand Sect, and this is the Illusory Dark Forest," the elder replied in shock.

Lin Xuan's question was too simple for such a powerful expert. Despite his doubts, he gave a standard response.

"Illusory Dark Forest?" Lin Xuan frowned. He could confirm that there was no such place in the Nael Dragon Realm.

"Is this still the Spirit Realm?"

Directly addressing these young cultivators, Lin Xuan asked his biggest question.

The elder was taken aback but quickly understood: "Senior, you are not from here; it's understandable why you don't know. This is a lost realm, no longer part of the Spirit Realm."
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Chapter 2886: Lost Interface and域外天魔

"Lost interface, not belonging to the Spirit Realm?"

The other party spoke little, but it caught Lin Xuan's attention on two crucial clues. Even though he had long suspected this, his face couldn't help but turn pale.

"What did you say? This place doesn't belong to the Spirit Realm. Then where exactly is this place—could it be the Demon Realm or the Yin司 Realm?"

"Senior, your thoughts are mistaken. Since this lost interface does not belong to the Spirit Realm, naturally it cannot be the Demon Realm or the Yin司 Realm either."

"Beyond the Three Realms?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

From the concentration of qi in the world, he could determine that this place couldn't possibly be a lower realm interface, so the Human Realm was ruled out first.

However, the other party said it didn’t belong to any of these realms—how could it not be the Immortal Realm?

This thought flashed through his mind, and Lin Xuan shook his head, dismissing it. While there were few records in ancient texts about the Immortal Realm, he was certain that this wasn't what he saw before him.

So, the lost interface became the only clue.

However, for some reason, when he heard its name, a bad feeling flashed through Lin Xuan's heart.

But as an experienced cultivator who had weathered countless storms, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and quickly suppressed his unease.

"What exactly is this lost interface? Explain it to me in detail."

"Senior, you are being too harsh. Since you have given the order, I will speak without reserve," the old man said with great respect.

He then cleared his throat and began narrating: "The origin of this lost interface dates back to several million years ago..."

"Do you know about the域外天魔? Are they familiar to you, Senior?"

"What, the域外天魔?"

Lin Xuan was startled by the old man's words. He couldn't have missed hearing about the域外天魔; during his time in the Ice Sea Realm, he had even personally fought against a demon from beyond.

That battle left a deep impression on Lin Xuan. The three top experts of the Ethereal Immortal Palace—Patriarch Lingxu and two other powerful cultivators—all perished without any resistance. It was almost as if they were easily wiped out by the overwhelming force, leaving no trace behind.

Even Lin Xuan himself had a close encounter with a demon from beyond in his soul transfer battle, which was extremely dangerous and difficult. He only managed to win due to some luck.

The demons from beyond were merely weaker versions of the域外天魔.

This showed how terrifying the域外天魔 could be. Legends spoke of the most powerful ones being called Demon Lords Beyond the Realm, capable of even deceiving true immortals.

Of course, that was just legend. But the terror of the Demon Lord Beyond the Realm wasn't unfounded; eliminating such a demon would yield treasures like域外天金.

Even with Fairy Hundred Flowers' immense power and late-stage Tribulation Transcender status, she had to use all her strength to kill the Demon Lord Beyond the Realm after several near-fatal encounters. Lin Xuan himself was fortunate enough to have experienced more battles than his peers, which allowed him to somewhat interact with the域外天魔.

This wasn't an exaggeration; the域外天魔 shouldn't be something they should encounter at their level.

However, upon arriving in this mysterious Lost Continent, Lin Xuan heard about the域外天魔 from a mere One婴期 cultivator. How could he not be shocked? Such things were unimaginable in both the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm.

That damned Thousand Illusion Old Devil had really brought him to someplace important with his spatial storm.

Lin Xuan inwardly cursed, unsure if this journey was for good or ill. But since he was here, he took a deep breath and calmed himself down, his face returning to its usual indifferent expression: "Continue."

"Yes!"

The robed old man secretly glanced at Lin Xuan's face; seeing nothing amiss, he continued as instructed by the mysterious high-ranking figure.

"This lost interface didn't exist originally. At least not before that ancient battle..."

"The ancient battle you speak of is when King Asura led Yin司 ghostly creatures to invade the Spirit Realm?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but interject again. He had heard so much more about Mo Er's past life than his current whereabouts.

"What, there was a conflict between the Spirit Realm and the Yin司 Realm? I didn't know that. What you're referring to is another battle," the old man said hesitantly.

"Another battle, could it be between the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm or between the Demon Realm and the Yin司 Realm..."

Lin Xuan speculated in his mind. This was something he wasn’t particularly concerned about.

After all, while there were conflicts among the three higher realms from time to time over hundreds of thousands of years, they weren't as serious as this.

In the Spirit Realm's ancient texts, Lin Xuan had seen many records of such conflicts.

Before Lin Xuan could finish his thoughts, the old man continued: "Of course not. While there are occasional conflicts among the three realms, it’s nothing life-threatening. It wouldn’t cause an interface to break apart either. The battle I'm referring to was much more severe; all three interfaces faced a formidable enemy and confronted a terrifying crisis."

"What? All three interfaces facing a powerful enemy at once? No way!"

Lin Xuan hadn't expected such a result. There were countless experts in the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin司 Realm, with their powers roughly equal (of course, this was referring to the Yin司 Realm without King Asura). While there were other realms outside these three, they couldn’t match them in terms of area or power, let alone facing off against all three.

Only the legendary True Immortal Realm might have such strength, but that seemed too far-fetched.

True immortals were already a step above, transcending beyond the Three Realms. Unless they had serious issues, why would they do something like this?

Emotionally and logically, it made no sense.

Wait, he just mentioned the域外天魔... Could...

Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; his reaction was swift. He quickly deduced the truth.

The old man didn’t know how agitated Lin Xuan's mind was. In this lost interface, such matters weren't secrets; he had heard them since childhood and taken them for granted, so he didn’t find anything shocking about it.

"Correct, Senior, you guessed right. The powerful enemy I'm referring to is indeed the域外天魔..."
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Lin Xuan had encountered countless hardships and challenges since he embarked on the path of cultivation. His experiences were so rich that ordinary cultivators could hardly match them.

What formidable enemies had Lin Xuan not seen? What bizarre rumors had he not heard about? Not to mention, his current strength was already comparable to a great cultivator capable of surmounting tribulations. Long before reaching this level, he could remain unperturbed even when faced with the collapse of Mount Tai.

However, at this moment, Lin Xuan was stunned by the tale told by a mere婴期 cultivator.

In ancient times, had域外天魔 actually invaded both the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm, as well as the Yin司 Realm simultaneously?

The specifics of that battle were unclear to the old man due to his limited cultivation. He only mentioned that according to historical records, it was extremely惨烈.

Wasn't this obvious?

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel speechless. The strength of域外天魔 was well-known to him; even a late-stage tribulation cultivator like Dàolóng Zhenren would hesitate before engaging them in battle.

In fact, even ordinary spirit-severing cultivators were no match for the average demon from beyond the heavens. Late-stage tribulation cultivators needed to be cautious when facing such formidable opponents.

The battles between these powerful adversaries were undoubtedly惨烈.

Lin Xuan was curious but the old man’s account was incomplete. He only mentioned that in response to this unprecedented crisis, the three realms united to repel the域外天魔.

"Are you saying that the cultivators from the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin司 Realm didn't fight alone? Instead, they joined forces against the域外天魔?"

Lin Xuan’s voice, tinged with excitement, echoed in his ears. As the saying goes, "Finding what one has been searching for after much effort," the old man's words reminded Lin Xuan of another secret.

It was a matter of chance that Lin Xuan had obtained an image pearl from a disciple of Cloud Concealment Sect. Initially, he thought it would reveal some treasure or ancient cultivator’s dwelling place. However, when he delved into his divine sense, he discovered something unexpected.

What Lin Xuan saw wasn’t just an image but as if he was right in the middle of a battlefield from ancient times!

The battlefields of ancient times!

The earth crumbled, and the sky was already sunken; the entire space was chaotic. Yet, amidst this eerie environment, countless cultivators were engaged in fierce combat.

Sword qi flew everywhere, spells rained down like hailstones.

These cultivators’ strength left Lin Xuan awestruck. Their movements could open heaven and earth with a mere gesture. The omnipresence of法则 power was evident.

Clearly, these cultivators must have been at least late-stage tribulation cultivators to wield the powers of heaven and earth.

The sight of so many high-ranking cultivators fighting in pairs was already astonishing. More unbelievable was that several of them were familiar to Lin Xuan: Mo Er, or more accurately, Asura; Guang Han Zi, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, and Ice Soul…

These were among the top-tier existences of the three realms.

Was it a conflict between the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin司 Realm?

The answer was no. These powerful cultivators from the three realms didn’t fight each other but instead supported one another. Their enemies were someone else entirely.

Though the information in the image pearl was shocking, it wasn't complete. Lin Xuan couldn’t see through to the end of the crucial part.

This left him feeling extremely frustrated. He naturally wanted to unravel the mystery related to Mo Er and thus searched for a new image pearl based on the disciple’s description. However, he found nothing in the bustling city of Qing Mu. The shopkeeper had only accidentally come into possession of this treasure.

The trail ended here.

Still, Lin Xuan wasn’t entirely wasted; during his journey, he encountered Fairy Hundred Flowers and True Toad Jīnyuè in battle and managed to save Fairy Hundred Flowers at a critical moment. He obtained many benefits from her as a result.

However, the ancient secrets of the剑灵’s virtual form were still beyond him. After returning home, Lin Xuan used Cloud Concealment Sect's influence to gather ancient texts and inquire about this secret but found no more clues.

Ordinary cultivators aside, even late-stage tribulation cultivators likely knew little about it. The truth was known only by true demon primordial spirits like Ice Soul or scattered immortal demons and beast kings.

Despite knowing Asura and having a connection with Guang Han Zhenren, Lin Xuan wouldn’t dare ask such a huge secret directly. It would be too presumptuous; he didn't know how the other party would react. His cautious nature prevented him from asking without absolute certainty.

A slip of the tongue could bring disaster. This principle was deeply ingrained in Lin Xuan's mind.

However, even if he didn’t ask, the secrets recorded in the image pearl truly troubled him.

He never forgot them.

Unexpectedly, this space storm had brought him to a new realm where he unexpectedly discovered clues related to these ancient secrets.

Asura King, Ice Soul True Snake, and scattered immortal demons working together against the域外天魔—didn’t these align with the invasion of the three realms by the域外天魔? Could the events recorded in the image pearl be this?

Lin Xuan had his suspicions but the old man’s knowledge was limited. After asking a few questions, he didn't gain much useful information.

But it didn’t matter; such ancient battles were well-known in this realm. He just needed to find a higher-ranking cultivator or delve into more texts to resolve his doubts.

There was no need for urgency.

Initially, Lin Xuan was quite depressed about being swept into an unknown realm. But now that he could solve his puzzles and uncover clues related to Mo Er, he turned his worries into joy.

The heavens were indeed kind to him; perhaps this was another stroke of luck!

Lin Xuan smiled as the old man had no more details on the battle’s specifics, so he didn’t continue probing but switched to a different question: "So, how did this lost realm come about?"

According to his recollection, the old man had mentioned that before that battle, this realm didn't exist.

"Haha, this part, junior knows."

The old man breathed a sigh of relief. His voice was both respectful and filled with joy as he answered Lin Xuan's questions. He hadn’t known much about them, causing him to worry. High-ranking cultivators could be unpredictable; if they were displeased or angry, it might lead to their demise.

He had been nervous just now but felt relieved now that the matter was settled.
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"Speak up if you know, don't waste my time!" Lin Xuan's cold voice entered his ears, a hint of dissatisfaction flashing across his face.

"Yes!"

Seeing the expression on Lin Xuan's face, the old man shivered involuntarily. Naturally, he didn’t dare to dilly-dally any longer and obediently spoke up: "The matter is as follows: back then, the Outer Demonic Deities invaded the three realms simultaneously—Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin司 Realm. The seniors from these three realms joined forces to repel the invaders, engaging in countless years of battle against the Outer Demonic Deities. After suffering a heavy price, they gradually gained the upper hand."

"They are said to have forced the Outer Demonic Deities to retreat to the junctions between the three realms..."

"What? The junctions between the three realms?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, almost thinking he had heard wrong. Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin司 Realm weren’t supposed to be parallel; how could there be a junction?

According to what he knew, one would need either an extraordinary array or a powerful artifact to traverse between these realms, or wait until late-stage Tribulation Transcendence to overcome the realm barriers.

This was common knowledge in the cultivation world. Lin Xuan believed that he wouldn’t make such a mistake. Could it be different back in ancient times?

Apart from shock, the old man wearing fine clothes also looked dumbfounded when Lin Xuan asked his question.

After a moment of silence, he smiled bitterly and said, "Senior, my cultivation is low, and I am a cultivator born here in this lost realm. I have never been to the three realms before, so I don’t know how things are there."

"Hmm, go on..."

Lin Xuan was not an unreasonable person and had no intention of making it difficult for the young婴灵 stage cultivator.

"They say that during that battle, the top seniors from the three realms joined forces. The fighting was so intense that it caused day to turn into night, and the sun and moon were obscured. Not only did they strain the laws of heaven and earth, but even the three realms themselves seemed unable to bear the pressure. In the end, a piece of land at the junctions of the four realms was forcefully torn away..." As he spoke, the old man swallowed hard, his face showing signs of shock.

"Your meaning is that this torn-off piece is how this lost realm came about?"

At this point, Lin Xuan had some speculations in mind. If there really were intersections between the three realms back then and each realm shed a piece, it would explain why this place had both spirit energy and demon energy, even with yin energy mixed in.

"Indeed, Senior, your insight is impressive; you guessed correctly..." The old man’s voice was filled with flattery as he spoke respectfully.

In the following time, Lin Xuan asked the old man some questions. He could answer only a few of them, most leaving him speechless.

However, Lin Xuan was already satisfied. He didn’t expect such a young婴灵 stage cultivator to be able to resolve all his doubts.

Today’s收获 had been plentiful enough; he would leave other puzzles for later resolution.

"By the way, do you have an jade cylinder that can show the terrain around here? The nearest city of cultivators from this area is located where?"

"This, naturally, I do."

The old man stretched out a hand and patted his waist. A flash of spirit light appeared before a green jade cylinder materialized in front of him.

Seeing it, Lin Xuan’s face lit up with joy. He raised his right hand slightly, and the jade cylinder seemed to be drawn by some mysterious force into his palm.

Lin Xuan lowered his head slightly and sank his divine sense.

After a moment, he lifted his head again, revealing an empty jade cylinder in his left hand. Then Lin Xuan carved the map’s information into it.

"Done," Lin Xuan threw the jade cylinder back to him: "Since we’ve cleared things up, you can go now."

Although his doubts weren’t fully resolved, Lin Xuan was still satisfied with the old man’s answers. He waved a hand lightly and said in a calm voice.

"Senior, take care; I’ll be on my way." The old man heard Lin Xuan’s words and rejoiced greatly, immediately bowing deeply.

Although he didn’t think Lin Xuan would be fickle, staying with such an incomprehensible old monster made him nervous. He hurriedly led the group away without delay.

Lin Xuan stood motionless in his original spot, deep in thought.

Originally, being swept here by a spatial storm had left him extremely frustrated. However, now it seemed not all was bad news.

If used well, this might be another opportunity.

On the positive side, he could find many clues related to the ancient war from here and gradually unravel the mystery of Mo’s reincarnation.

The downside was that this place wasn’t part of any of the three realms. Returning to the Spirit Realm would likely be very troublesome.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

But his expression quickly returned to normal. Worrying wouldn’t solve anything; he had to adapt and find a way back eventually.

Lin Xuan then scanned the jade cylinder’s information with his divine sense, which appeared in his mind.

This lost realm was special, composed of parts from Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin司 Realm, merged together over millions of years. The three realms’ sections were now completely intertwined rather than clearly separate.

In other words, this lost realm had four types of terrain: one with only spirit energy, another with only demon energy, a third with only yin energy, and the last type with all three energies mixed, like the current Phantom Forest.

What made it even more complicated was that these different terrains weren’t divided into large regions but were scattered in small patches, interwoven like dog teeth, making them hard to distinguish.

The lost realm’s creatures naturally included humans and beasts from Spirit Realm, ancient demons from Demon Realm, and ghostly beings from Yin司 Realm.

Fortunately for Lin Xuan, he was sent to a region closer to the Spirit Realm environment. Otherwise, dealing with ancient demons or Yin司 Realm forces would have been more troublesome!

With the map in hand, everything became clear. The nearest city of cultivators called Caiyun City was located west of the Phantom Forest. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew towards it.

The rest of the journey was unremarkable. There were no particularly high-level creatures in the Phantom Forest; Lin Xuan merely released some pressure to make them cower.

Everything went smoothly, and he spent one day flying out from here. The next day, he arrived at a magnificent city of cultivators.
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Of course, "majestic" was relative. With Lin Xuan's extensive experience, he had seen even larger and more imposing immortal cities before. Thus, his face did not show any signs of surprise.

Here must be the Rainbow Cloud City.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. The map in that jade cylinder hadn't gone wrong; he finally arrived at where cultivators gathered.

Surely, here would provide some useful clues.

Haste makes waste. Lin Xuan didn't expect to immediately resolve all his doubts. But it was always better to gather more information when arriving at a new place. He walked toward the Rainbow Cloud City with a casual demeanor.

He landed his遁光 near the outskirts and concealed his cultivation level to the婴期 stage. As before, he preferred to stay low-key; after all, a 分神 existence would be too conspicuous wherever he went.

The scale of the Rainbow Cloud City was considerable, but its architectural style differed significantly from those Lin Xuan had visited in the past immortal cities.

This wasn't unusual. The lost plane had severed ties with the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yin Realm since ancient times. Thus, various aspects naturally diverged.

Despite these differences, there were certainly坊市in this city.

The city was under禁空禁制, which had no effect on Lin Xuan, but he didn't want to cause a commotion. He paid two crystal stones for a carriage and soon arrived at the central market of the Rainbow Cloud City.

The shops lining both sides were numerous, yet the number of cultivators in the market was sparse, making it seem rather deserted.

"Ten Thousand Treasures Pavilion!"

Several dragon-and-phoenix script characters caught Lin Xuan's eye. He glanced over them and found that the shop looked impressive. Thus, he stepped inside.

This was a general store primarily dealing with various magical treasures, selling talismans and other cultivation materials as well.

Originally, Lin Xuan had only intended to browse around, but soon he made an astonishing discovery.

"How about this Immortal Binding Ring? Excellent eyesight, indeed. This treasure hasn't been claimed yet; if you purchase it, a little ritual will make it your own. Of course, even if you already have a main treasure, using it as a secondary one can greatly enhance its power—ingenious and versatile. Not to brag, but this is our store's masterpiece, personally crafted by Master Fish. The materials are ordinary, yet the power is boundless..."

A young man dressed like an attendant eagerly began his pitch.

"May I see it?"

Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Certainly, sir," the attendant replied as he took out the treasure from a shelf and respectfully handed it to Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan accepted it, lowered his head slightly, and released his spirit sense to examine it carefully.

This Immortal Binding Ring was merely suitable for 婴期 cultivators. To be honest, it wasn't worth Lin Xuan's attention. However, he examined it meticulously.

The reason? Lin Xuan was interested in the method used to forge this treasure. If his memory served him correctly, it should have been crafted using the Cloud Forging Technique.

Cultivation techniques were vast and profound; most cultivators knew some alchemy, though their proficiency varied greatly.

While Lin Xuan's alchemy skills fell far short of those of master alchemists, they still surpassed those of ordinary cultivators. The Cloud Forging Technique was mentioned in many alchemy texts as a method used during the ancient times. Treasures forged using this secret technique had about 10% more power than those made with conventional methods.

Ten percent might not seem like much, but in high-level battles where every millimeter counted, that extra ten percent could be decisive.

Moreover, no special materials were needed; only a different forging method was required to achieve such an enhancement.

Although the technique itself wasn't widely known, it had been lost since ancient times. The texts lamented its disappearance.

Unexpectedly, in this lost plane, he found something related to the Cloud Forging Technique just by wandering through a market.

Though Lin Xuan didn't care much for the Immortal Binding Ring, he was very interested in the Cloud Forging Technique. If he could obtain it and reforge his main treasure with it, it would significantly boost the power of his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt a bit excited.

After all, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's power was formidable; even a ten percent increase in its might would be considerable.

As they say, misfortune may be an omen of good fortune. Just as he arrived at the Rainbow Cloud City market, he found such an opportunity. If not for being in this lost plane, it wouldn't have crossed his mind.

Lin Xuan then looked at a few other treasures but didn't find any more that used the Cloud Forging Technique. This wasn't surprising; such intricate alchemical techniques were known to only a few master alchemists even during ancient times and were jealously guarded.

"May I take this Immortal Binding Ring?"

"Sure, 500,000 crystal stones," the attendant's excited voice reached Lin Xuan. He would receive considerable commission for this big sale.

"500,000 crystal stones?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow. For him, that amount of crystal stones wasn't significant; it was nothing to worry about. But for a 婴期-level treasure, the price seemed high.

Of course, he didn't mind and paid the crystal stones without hesitation.

"By the way, I have a question for you," Lin Xuan suddenly turned around.

"Precious senior, please speak your mind; I will not withhold any information."

The attendant was in high spirits after making such a big sale and respectfully replied.

"Do you know where Master Fish lives? He supposedly crafted this Immortal Binding Ring."

"Finding Master Fish to forge treasures is impossible. His alchemy skills are among the best on this plane, so even those Cave Profound Elders may struggle to get him to craft anything for them," the attendant said frankly.

"Oh, if he's that skilled, how did your store obtain this Immortal Binding Ring?" Lin Xuan continued smiling without showing any displeasure or anger.

The attendant blushed but since the item had already been sold, there was no need to hide anything. He hesitated slightly before speaking: "I'm not entirely sure, but I heard that Master Fish is going to forge another treasure and this Immortal Binding Ring was just a test."

A test? Using Cloud Forging Technique for such a trial run made Lin Xuan genuinely interested in the other treasure.
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Lin Xuan rested in Caiyun City for two days, purchasing some interesting items before departing towards the southwest.

His destination was Scorpion Mountain.

The distance to it was hard to gauge, but he would have to cross several prefectures and eventually arrive at a vast wilderness where few people ventured.

There were no ordinary humans living there, and even cultivators were sparse. The area was perpetually shrouded in toxic miasma that could make one ill just by breathing it. Venomous insects abounded, and some ancient beasts thrived.

Though not exactly an uninhabited wasteland, anyone with lower cultivation levels would be deterred from venturing there if they weren't fully prepared. Even a small insect bite could prove fatal.

Lin Xuan had decided to go there for a reason other than mere boredom. He was after something specific: Cloud Forging Technique!

This ancient art of forging weapons that could enhance the power of Nine Palace Instant Sword by 10%, a technique long lost in the Spirit Realm.

Since he found something related to it, Lin Xuan had no intention of letting it slip away.

His journey into this vast wilderness was to seek out Master Fish. Although such secrets would be closely guarded and not easily shared, Lin Xuan believed his wealth could entice the other party. If they showed interest in any treasure, there would be room for negotiation.

Even if the other party were as stubborn as a rock, Lin Xuan had his ways of making things happen. After all, it was about making it work.

He decided to head to Scorpion Mountain and find Master Fish first. The location of this master of crafting was no secret, so he easily gathered information from the innkeeper.

However, that was all the information he got. Everything else—preferences, cultivation level, or any other details—remained a mystery. Not only did the innkeeper know nothing, but Lin Xuan spent days in the market asking for more information, still coming up empty-handed.

The only certainty was that Master Fish had a good reputation and was well-known among crafters in this lost realm. He might not be at the very top three, but he was certainly one of the best.

This didn't help Lin Xuan much since he wasn't particularly interested in the intricacies of crafting techniques. His goal was simply to obtain Cloud Forging Technique.

He had to get it no matter what; the enhancement for Nine Palace Instant Sword would be invaluable to him.

The journey itself was uneventful. With his current strength, he faced little danger unless he actively sought trouble. Time passed quickly as Lin Xuan continued on his way.

After a month or so, he finally arrived at the vast wilderness. He had no need to rush since there were no major dangers along the way. He treated it more like an adventure.

Indeed, this journey proved fruitful. In just over a month, Lin Xuan gained a deeper understanding of this realm.

...

It was a calm midday with the sun lazily hanging in the sky. It was early winter, so the sunlight wasn't too harsh, and couldn't penetrate through the gray miasma ahead.

A flash of light appeared on the horizon, followed by a streak of green light. The light faded to reveal Lin Xuan's ordinary yet resolute face.

After such a long journey, he had finally arrived at the vast wilderness where Scorpion Mountain was located. If his information was correct, Scorpion Mountain should be nearby.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and extended his divine sense. He discovered that not only did the miasma contain toxins, but it also blocked and weakened his divine sense to some extent.

But that didn't matter; he already knew where Scorpion Mountain was. Even with his divine sense weakened, he wouldn't get lost.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan stepped into the miasma.

The slight toxicity of this place posed no concern for him. His Illusory Heavenly Fire technique made him immune to most poisons in the Three Realms. The few that could still affect him were easily handled.

Moreover, his weakened divine sense was far from useless. With a divine sense comparable to an old monster who had passed through tribulation, he could easily cover several thousand miles without any difficulty.

Rumble!

A roar echoed as Lin Xuan flew above a lake. Suddenly, the water parted, and a strange creature resembling a fish but not quite one leaped out.

This creature was peculiar, measuring over ten feet in length. It had a body like a carp but with two arm-like appendages on either side of its head, shaped like lotus roots.

The aura emanating from it was bizarre; this thing seemed to come from the Netherworld.

Lin Xuan wasn't familiar with creatures from the Netherworld, but such an intrusion was annoying. With a wave of his sleeve, a sword energy spread out and split the creature in two.

Blood rained down as the dead fish fell into the lake. Lin Xuan continued on without any delay, as if nothing had happened.

Such minor incidents were trivial to him; calling them dangers or troubles would be too far-fetched.

Over the next few days, similar encounters occurred several times. The creatures that dared to challenge him were easily dispatched with no effort.

Everything seemed to go smoothly.

As time passed, Lin Xuan drew closer to his destination.

One noon, he stopped in front of a valley. It wasn't because he was tired; rather, the valley housed an unusual bat with three eyes and blood-red fur—Three-Eyed Blood Bat.

Lin Xuan estimated there were thousands of them. With his current strength, even ten times more would be no trouble at all.

However, Lin Xuan didn't act rashly. He knew these Three-Eyed Blood Bats often served ancient demons as guardians.

Could Master Fish actually be an ancient demon? Lin Xuan wondered curiously.

But he quickly dismissed the thought and focused on his goal: Cloud Forging Technique.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan's body was bathed in green light as he flew forward. The bats were naturally startled, emitting strange chirping sounds before transforming into a red cloud and rushing towards him.
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"Die for seeking trouble!"

Lin Xuan paid no heed. A fierce look flashed across his face as he casually waved his sleeves, sending pure essence qi flying out from his body.

These essence qi slightly changed direction and instantly transformed into several green-feathered strange birds, each about ten feet in size with four wings and six eyes, extremely ferocious. With their eerie cackles, they collided with the red clouds.

Claws tearing and beaks pecking, a moment later, a third of the blood bats were swept away. However, as creatures from the demon realm, they were inherently vicious and combative. Instead of retreating, these blood bats grew even more enraged, one after another, spewing out waves of demonic flames from their mouths.

From afar, it seemed that their power was not weak at all, but to those green-feathered strange birds, they served no purpose whatsoever. In less than half a cup of tea's time, the green-feathered strange birds were swept clean.

Lin Xuan's expression showed neither surprise nor alarm. These blood bats might appear formidable, but even an Inner Profound existence could easily eliminate them. For him, there was naturally no threat at all.

The obstacle had been cleared, and Tianxie Mountain wasn't far away. Lin Xuan had no intention of delaying any longer; he was about to fly straight to his destination. However, just as he did so, he seemed to sense something, narrowing his eyes slightly.

Two streaks of light appeared on the horizon in the distance.

The aura was completely different from that of the blood bats.

Divine Spirit Stage!

A look of surprise flashed across Lin Xuan's face.

It must be known that at any place, a Divine Spirit existence was an absolute high-level being, rarely seen by ordinary people.

Who were these two individuals? What connection did they have with the alchemist master surnamed Fish?

Were they his friends or disciples? Or perhaps, like himself, had come here to seek out alchemy techniques?

Various thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind. But soon, he chuckled silently. Why think so much? After all, these were merely two Divine Spirit existences. What threat could their purpose for coming here pose to him?

Thus, Lin Xuan no longer hurried his flight and waited quietly in place.

The streaks of light moved incredibly fast and quickly arrived before him.

Lin Xuan frowned as he noticed the appearance of these two individuals was vastly different from what he had imagined.

They were a man and a woman, both looking extremely young, not more than twenty years old.

The man was handsome and well-proportioned, while the woman was elegant and beautiful. At first glance, they seemed like a pair of羡envy-inspiring cultivation partners.

However, a faint stench of death permeated their bodies, and their eyes were incredibly lifeless.

These weren't cultivators; or rather, both had long been dead, but had been transformed into Yin-Yang Demon Corpses through secret techniques.

Yin-Yang Demon Corpses were something Lin Xuan only saw in ancient texts. Although he didn't know the true method of creation, the texts mentioned that such demon corpses were incredibly powerful and required a male and female to be created simultaneously. Moreover, these two demon corpses had been cultivation partners with their powers closely matched, and there were even some restrictions on their birth years. In short, the conditions were extremely stringent.

The method of creation was naturally ghostly techniques, and it was rumored that it originated from the Underworld.

Lin Xuan didn't know if this was true or not because he had never seen such things before. If not for Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, a Divine Spirit cultivator might not even have heard of Yin-Yang Demon Corpses.

Encountering something legendary here wasn't surprising to Lin Xuan.

These two demon corpses were powerful, both at the peak of Divine Spirit Middle Stage, and if they engaged in combat, they wouldn't be outmatched by ordinary Divine Spirit Late Stage cultivators.

Was this really a case of good things coming to those who wait? Would seeking the Cloud Refinement technique not go smoothly?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh bitterly. However, his face showed no fear.

He had faced formidable old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage before; what could two demon corpses mean to him?

With this thought, he remained calm and composed. Even if there were some setbacks, it wouldn't matter much. He would face whatever came with grace. In any case, he would get his hands on the Cloud Refinement technique no matter what.

As Lin Xuan thought these things, the two demon corpses didn't waste time; they suddenly lunged at him with ferocity.

Suddenly, a strong wind swept across the heavens and earth.

The two demon corpses transformed into black and white streams of death energy, sweeping towards Lin Xuan.

Their movements were like a fierce storm, so swift that ordinary cultivators couldn't even see them clearly.

But Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary person. Silver light shone from his eyes as he activated the skill of Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

The dark stream of death energy was only several feet away from him.

The well-proportioned man had already revealed his true form as a demon corpse.

Other changes aside, his fingernails had grown to be an inch long. Raising his right hand, he produced numerous black claws with crackling sounds.

His movements were swift, and the woman's body had circled behind Lin Xuan.

She didn't use claw attacks; instead, she opened her mouth and emitted a gray-white stream of corpse fire.

This fire appeared unremarkable at first glance, but it exuded an odor that made one feel nauseous. Clearly, it contained剧toxicity.

Such ten-thousand-year-old corpse poison was terrifyingly deadly. Ordinary people or even low-level cultivators would be irreversibly destroyed if they touched a bit of it.

However, Lin Xuan showed no fear. The attacks from the demon corpses were formidable but appeared trivial in his presence.

Lin Xuan raised his hand.

His right hand transformed into a sharp claw.

Although he primarily practiced Moon Shadow Heavenly Witch Technique now, he hadn't neglected Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique.

This method lacked the subsequent cultivation techniques, but the divine powers he had already cultivated to perfection made the transformation of his form insignificant.

Following suit, Lin Xuan moved his right hand with similar movements.

Again, crackling sounds echoed. However, the red claws he emitted were fiery.

By fusing true phoenix blood with Black Jade True Spirit Technique, the power of Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique had increased accordingly.

After completing this action, Lin Xuan didn't even look at the result; he quickly turned his body and opened his mouth to release a ball of flame the size of an egg.

It was incredibly fast, colliding with the gray-white corpse fire.

Crackling sounds echoed. The seemingly invincible corpse fire almost immediately fell into the downwind position upon contact.

No, it wasn't just in the downwind position; it was directly devoured and fused by Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. The power of both couldn't be compared on the same level.

On the other side, the clash between claws also revealed their relative strength.

It wouldn't be an overstatement to say that one-sidedness existed. However, the advantage of the fiery red claws was obvious.

The Yin-Yang Demon Corpses were shocked and angry but could do nothing. They were legendary beings, but in essence, they were still at the Divine Spirit stage. From a certain perspective, Lin Xuan had already transcended their level.
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The outcome was not in doubt.

Lin Xuan had initially shown some interest in them, but as time passed, he became increasingly impatient.

After all, the saying goes: "Seeing is believing." However, this time around, Lin Xuan's impression of them was quite different. Perhaps it wasn't entirely fair to say that the Yin-Yang Demon Corpse was a mere pretender, but with his current strength, even those at the Spirit Dividing realm were no longer a threat or source of trouble.

With this clear in his mind, Lin Xuan had no intention of wasting any more time here. He stopped holding back and swiftly eliminated the two demons, as he still had important matters to attend to.

However, this encounter made Lin Xuan slightly more cautious. The Yin-Yang Demon Corpse might not be formidable, but the one pulling its strings was likely a much tougher opponent.

The plot to obtain the Cloud Forging Technique would undoubtedly prove far more challenging than anticipated. There might indeed be some unforeseen obstacles along the way. But what if? Abandoning such a task halfway wasn't in his character. He had even single-handedly faced a realm-transcending existence, and he believed that in this world, few could pose a real threat to him.

Of course, it was always better to be cautious.

Lin Xuan formed the hand seals, gradually weakening his aura until his figure became almost transparent.

Having used the technique of concealing one's presence, his speed would naturally be affected. But Lin Xuan didn't care; he floated lightly towards the destination.

---

Meanwhile, about ten million li away, a towering mountain pierced the clouds. The peculiar shape of this mountain made it resemble a scorpion with its claws outstretched and fangs bared.

The origin of the name "Scorpion Mountain" was undoubtedly related to its appearance.

Atop the mountain, trees and plants grew in abundance, except for an open area several miles wide in the center. The air there was thick with Yin energy, making it stand out starkly against the otherwise bright sky.

Even though it was noon, the presence of those patches of Yin energy made the entire sky seem dim. Even the sun's light felt less warm.

Yin Officials and Ghost Beings!

If any cultivators were present, they would easily recognize the owner of that gray mist.

While the ghost path was indeed filled with a pervasive aura of Yin energy, it still differed significantly from pure demonic or beastly ghosts.

And apart from the Yin Official underworld, only in the lost realms could one see such pure demonic and beastly ghosts. In the eyes of ordinary cultivators, these creatures were even more mysterious than ancient demons. Their powers were known for their eerie nature.

The oppressive presence emitted by those patches of Yin energy wasn't weak, but the most striking was the figure at the forefront.

Although his form was completely obscured by the gray mist and only a faint aura could be felt, Lin Xuan would have recognized him instantly if he had been there. This was an old monster at the realm-transcending stage.

Indeed, it was the realm-transcending stage.

Yin Officials, capable of standing toe-to-toe with experts from the Spirit Realm and Demon Realm, naturally included other powerful ghosts at this stage besides the Six Kings of Yin.

They were called Ghost Sages, their titles be damned. At the realm-transcending stage, such old monsters were rare enough that they could be considered as elusive as a divine dragon. Their appearance on Scorpion Mountain was not due to mere coincidence but for some specific purpose.

Suddenly, the Ghost Sage opened his eyes.

Although the entire area was shrouded in Yin energy and his expression was unclear, a glint of sharpness flashed in his eyes, and a surge of anger erupted from them.

"Lord, what happened?"

From the left lower side, a soft voice entered his ears. If he hadn't been mistaken, it belonged to a woman.

"The Lord's Yin-Yang Demon Corpse has fallen," came several low growls from within the black mist, filled with sorrow and anger.

"What?!"

The other ghost beings present were visibly shocked. As trusted attendants of their lord, they knew the strength of the Yin-Yang Demon Corpse; even if they had faced him alone, they would have been hard-pressed to defeat him.

"Could it be that fellow has received word?" The woman's voice carried a hint of doubt.

"Hmph, I don't know. According to reason, Old Demon Jia and the others shouldn't have gotten such news so quickly. But who can predict what will happen in the cultivation world? We mustn't be careless."

"The Lord is right. The Confined Immortal Ring treasure that Master Fish has been refining is something the main master specifically requested, and we cannot afford to fail it. Being cautious is always better. Perhaps I should go check on them," the woman suggested.

"Absolutely not. My Yin-Yang Demon Corpse fell just as quickly. Even if he isn't Old Demon Jia, his strength won't differ much from him. Although your cultivation methods are all profound in their own ways, facing such a powerful opponent would still be like sending a meat bao to the dogs—no return. I must go myself," the Ghost Sage said.

"Lord, if you're going yourself...?" The woman seemed uneasy about this suggestion.

"Enough, no need for further persuasion. I know what needs to be done in such circumstances. This is the safest course of action. As for the Sword Washing Pool here, please take good care of it. You see, the main master spent countless efforts on refining this treasure. Apart from Master Fish, Fire Monarch Li and Ancient Mirror Sage were also invited. The gathering of three top-tier alchemists in this lost realm was precisely to ensure that the Confined Immortal Ring would be refined without any flaws," the Ghost Sage said with a serious tone.

"If it weren't for the coincidence of the Sword Washing Pool opening at the same time as the main master's cultivation of supreme divine techniques, he might have personally overseen everything. Now, given this important task, if anything goes wrong, you can imagine the consequences... The main master's soul essence transformation is something none of you have experienced, but it's a well-known tale," the Ghost Sage continued.

"Lord, we will do our utmost to complete your task. While the techniques of these three top-tier alchemists are indeed unparalleled, they were not willing participants. If they don't put their heart into refining this treasure...?"

"You needn't worry about that. The main master's plans account for such scenarios, and he has his own methods. Even if they aren't willingly participating, they will surely do their best to refine this treasure. You needn't concern yourselves with the details; your task is merely to guard here and ensure no external interference hinders them," the Ghost Sage explained.

"Understood, we will spare no effort."

The other ghost beings, though their faces remained indistinct, echoed in unison.

"Very well, as long as you complete this mission, the main master won't fail us. Guard carefully here; I'm off."

Before his words had fully faded, the Ghost Sage transformed into a puff of Yin wind and vanished into thin air.

P.S.: Fellow cultivators, my recommendation votes aren't coming in strong enough! Huan Yu knows updates have been sparse recently, but with the Spring Festival, I've been busy as a bee. You know what I mean. I'm doing my best to maintain this pace; please give me your recommendation votes!
第两千八百九十三章 强者

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this as he continued his cautious journey.

The Yin-Yang Demon Corpse meant nothing to him.

But after witnessing that scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but realize that something had changed in the Scorpion Mountain. To plot for Cloud Forging Technique would require some effort.

He certainly wasn’t afraid of anything.

However, he decided to proceed with caution from now on.

Lin Xuan still had some experience with concealing qi techniques. Although using them slowed his flight considerably, even a same-stage cultivator passing by wouldn't be able to detect him if he didn't deliberately release his spirit sense.

He was well aware of this, and the slow speed wasn’t much of an issue for him.

Lin Xuan silently pondered as he flew for another few thousand miles. By dusk, he should reach Scorpion Mountain.

Even though it would be twilight by then, for a cultivator, day or night made little difference.

At least, Lin Xuan didn't care.

...

"Hey, why is the sky getting dark?"

Lin Xuan slowed his flight and looked up. Although it wasn’t noon, there was still plenty of time before sunset. Why did the sky turn so gloomy?

It grew darker by the second, causing Lin Xuan to shiver involuntarily. As a spirit cultivator at the Shen Dividing stage, he had deep reserves of spiritual energy that could rival those who were about to undergo tribulation. His body was hardened through countless trials and could withstand extreme temperatures. Yet, even he felt a chill.

Not only did Lin Xuan stop his flight; his figure began to flicker in mid-air as well. He realized that his concealment technique had become useless. Unbeknownst to him, his form had already been exposed.

Frustrating!

The sky grew darker and darker. Although it wasn’t pitch black yet, the thick, oppressive clouds made Lin Xuan feel uneasy.

Wu...

Yin winds howled, carrying with them the eerie cries of ghosts. Even though Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator, these sounds still caused him some discomfort.

It wasn't quite restlessness, but his heart felt unsettled.

Lin Xuan’s face grew even more gloomy. He had already guessed that this mission wouldn’t be smooth sailing when he encountered the Yin-Yang Demon Corpse. However, he never expected to run into such a formidable enemy halfway through his journey.

Even before the figure came into view, there was an ominous presence.

Lin Xuan wasn't one who lacked experience; he could sense the opponent’s cultivation stage. It was the Tribulation Stage!

While he couldn’t be certain, the probability of being wrong was extremely low. Moreover, if his guess was correct, the arrival of this figure might indicate a powerful entity from the Yin Realm.

Lin Xuan had encountered many powerful entities over the years but rarely faced those from the Yin Realm. He had read numerous accounts in ancient texts about these mysterious and eerie beings, which were even more difficult to deal with than ancient demons.

Various thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan felt a bit uneasy. While he believed that good things came after much effort, facing a Ghost Sage was not what he wanted.

But giving up wasn’t an option for Lin Xuan. Nowhere else to hide, the figure had already approached him, and it was too late to run away even if he tried.

Better to face it head-on.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, calming his slightly anxious heart.

The eerie howls grew louder.

"Friend, since you’ve come here, what’s the point of playing tricks? A Ghost Sage like me isn’t going to hide," Lin Xuan turned his head and a silver light flashed in his eyes as he spoke calmly.

"Haha, a sharp-tongued fellow. Did your Yin-Yang Demon Corpse fall into my hands?"

A hoarse voice echoed, followed by a faint black aura appearing from afar.

The sky was already gloomy, making it easy to overlook the insignificant black aura. But Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he recognized that the black aura contained a Ghost Sage. The figure had summoned an eerie wind and was flying towards him.

Wherever it went, the surrounding flora and fauna withered instantly.

It seemed like everything lost its vitality within a hundred miles, permeated by an unbearable stench of death.

Even Lin Xuan felt his heart sink. If he were any other cultivator in this situation, he might have already cowered before the battle began.

Ghost Sage was indeed worthy of its reputation.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself but understood that continuing like this would be disadvantageous. He didn’t want to be led around by the nose.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan clenched his fists and no other movements were visible. His spiritual technique activated, a surging wave of powerful essence energy spread from him. A faint glow enveloped Lin Xuan as the surrounding death aura dissipated, lifting the oppressive feeling.

"Not bad, not bad. You’re indeed an extraordinary Shen Dividing cultivator. No wonder your efforts to cultivate the Yin-Yang Demon Corpse were in vain. If you had waited a few more years and gained enough luck to reach the Tribulation Stage, I might have only been able to flee. But now..."

"Now what?"

Lin Xuan stared at the faint black figure.

As time passed, the figure gradually became clearer, just a dozen feet away from him. However, even with his keen eyesight, he could barely make out more than an intermittent silhouette.

This time, Lin Xuan didn’t use the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes; he wouldn’t reveal his trump card too early in the battle.

"Now, you might be stronger than other cultivators of your stage, but at the end of the day, you’re still a Shen Dividing. I don’t know what connection you have with Old Demon Jia, but if you came to Scorpion Mountain now, you won’t be leaving alive," the hoarse voice continued.

"Old Demon Jia? Which one?"

Lin Xuan’s surprised voice echoed as he realized he had stumbled into a situation he wasn't prepared for.

"Haha, pretending now is useless. I won’t ask about your background. Once I capture and interrogate you, I’ll extract your soul to refine it..." The Ghost Sage laughed coldly, causing the surrounding winds to howl even louder.
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Lin Xuan's face darkened. Although he was still somewhat confused, it was clear that he had inadvertently stumbled into some kind of whirlpool.

Explanations were useless; in the cultivation world, strength often spoke louder than words.

Lin Xuan understood this well and decided not to waste his breath. Since a fight was inevitable, striking first would always be advantageous.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan summoned a treasure item. The sound of crackling echoed as the item turned fiery red, with electric arcs swirling around it, faintly emitting tiny符文 that pulsed like grains of rice.

This was the Lightning Fire Spear he had previously obtained.

To be honest, given his current strength, this treasure's power seemed a bit low. After all, its original owner wasn't even a Divine Being.

Although Lin Xuan had re-refined it with additional materials, the increase in power was minimal and couldn't keep up with his recent cultivation progress. Using it against a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcendence stage might not be the best choice.

But Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast, and he had his reasons for doing this. While the Lightning Fire Spear's power was indeed low, its effectiveness depended on the opponent.

Yin spirits were naturally weak to both lightning and fire. Using such a weapon against them would be highly effective.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't expect to completely eliminate him with it but merely to probe and attack first.

"Double-elemental Lightning Fire Treasure!"

The figure in the yin energy paused slightly, his tone tinged with admiration. This young man had sharp eyes; he used a treasure that could counteract his own.

As the Lightning Fire Spear was released, the temperature of the air rose sharply, and electric arcs and flames spread out. The surrounding cold atmosphere seemed to dissipate into nothingness.

Lin Xuan's attacks didn't stop there. With another flick of his sleeve, the Nine Palaces Needle Sword did not fly out but emitted hundreds of sword qi, creating a shocking display like a tempest, slicing forward.

Then he opened his mouth with a "pop," and an extremely bright Egg-sized Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared, rapidly expanding before hurtling towards the enemy.

Lin Xuan's attacks were far from over. A fierce expression crossed his face as he formed a spell with one hand. The crackling sound filled his ears, yet his body remained unchanged; however, his right hand inexplicably grew to ten times its size.

His appearance was extremely disproportionate, but an overwhelming aura emanated from his arm.

"Impossible! A mere human cultivator at the One Spirit Divided stage—how can their physical body be so formidable?" The ghostly sage's astonished voice rang out. Lin Xuan's transformation finally left him speechless.

"If you want to know, take a punch first."

Lin Xuan roared loudly, his voice echoing like thunder on a clear day. Before the words were fully spoken, he struck out with his right hand as fast as lightning.

Despite the enlarged arm, his movements were swift and agile, unaffected by its size.

BANG!

A deafening explosion filled the air as Lin Xuan's golden light pierced through the void, creating a vortex of energy.

The power of this punch was evident to all. The figure in the black aura couldn't help but change expression. Even though he had underestimated Lin Xuan, he now realized that his series of attacks were incredibly powerful.

With the Yin Yang Corpse destroyed, he knew Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary One Spirit Divided cultivator. But he never expected him to be this strong.

These consecutive attacks left him stunned. If not careful, he might suffer a significant loss.

Damn it!

His roar carried with it a mix of anger and despair as his dignity was challenged.

"Die!"

The ghostly sage gritted his teeth, unleashing his attack swiftly. He spun like a top, his movements incredibly fast.

As he moved, several black shadows emerged from his body—monsters! With four legs and two heads, they resembled tigers but were much larger and entirely black.

A fierce roar erupted as dark beams shot out of both mouths. An eerie scent spread, indicating that these weren't ordinary attacks; their power was mysterious.

BANG!

The dark beam intercepted the Lightning Fire Spear with incredible speed. The fiery red flames clashed with blue electric arcs, and the black beam, creating a complex interplay of elemental powers. It was hard to tell who would prevail.

A true expert could see through such displays. The ghostly sage knew how powerful the Lightning Fire Spear was. While other attacks might seem more formidable, he believed his summoned creatures were sufficient to counter them.

With this thought, several yin energies formed quickly—on the left, a giant snake with three eyes and a head larger than its body; it spat out black water that could extinguish fire. On the right, a massive ape with dozens of arms swung them, creating dark energy vortices. And on another side, a ten-meter-long peacock spread its wings, emitting black beams that transformed into sharp arrows.

Lin Xuan knew the power of the Lightning Fire Spear and was confident he could withstand these attacks. The ghostly sage's eyes glinted with determination as he considered his counterattack. A mere One Spirit Divided cultivator dared to confront him head-on—too naive.

He wouldn't just eliminate this young man; he would give him a harsh lesson.

However, things might not be as straightforward.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile. The upcoming changes would leave the ghostly sage utterly surprised.
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The entire process, though intricate to describe, was merely a matter of moments.

The stench carried on the wind as the giant snake's water jet surged forward with great momentum.

But at this moment, Lin Xuan flicked his fingers, and a spell spread from his fingertips. The attack of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire paused momentarily before transforming into a five-colored glass hand. Despite its length, it moved with incredible agility, darting aside as the black water jet missed to one side.

The shape of the hand changed again. Its fingernails were razor-sharp, and they snatched at the giant snake with lightning speed. The snake couldn't evade in time and was grabbed by the hand. A hissing sound filled the air as the sharp nails tore through its scales, and soon the entire hand was engulfed in flames.

The power of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire didn’t need to be mentioned; despite the giant snake’s desperate writhing, it quickly turned into nothingness under the five-colored glass flames.

"Ah..."

The ghost sage's expression changed as he gulped at the sight. His face was a picture of displeasure when that hand suddenly lunged toward him again.

How infuriating!

His face showed both shock and anger, but for Lin Xuan, the real attack had just begun. "Quickly!"

He pointed his finger forward. The sword qi in the air condensed, and the target of the arrows vanished. In an instant, countless shimmering threads appeared around the black peacock.

While not as intricate as Fairy Immortal’s techniques, Lin Xuan's secret art of transforming swords into threads was still impressive compared to ordinary cultivators.

Without any warning, the strange bird resembling a peacock was bound in five places and struggled futilely. With a sharp command from Lin Xuan: "Break!"

Silver light enveloped the area as a piercing scream echoed. The peacock-like creature was cut into pieces.

However, no blood flowed. These illusory beasts were creatures crafted using secret techniques; their broken bodies turned into black smoke that dissipated in the silver light.

The matter wasn't over yet. A hissing sound filled the air as the remaining silver threads continued to attack with full force, raining down like a shower of flowers. Each thread’s power was no less than that of a peak spirit realm cultivator's flying needle treasure.

"..."

The ghost sage's expression changed dramatically. But before he could react, a thunderous explosion echoed. The sky on the other side turned gray and white as the two forces clashed violently.

The golden vortex stood out prominently. While each punch from the multi-armed giant ape was formidable, it seemed insignificant compared to Lin Xuan’s strike, which seemed to dwarf even an ant. But the golden vortex couldn’t withstand his punch either; it crumbled like a withered reed.

The outcome was clear: total defeat! At their current power level, they wouldn't waste time on individual treasures. Lin Xuan simultaneously deployed four different magical techniques while the ghost sage countered with four illusory beasts.

Initially thinking he could easily block them and then deal a harsh lesson to this peak spirit realm cultivator, he found himself outmaneuvered. Only the dual-headed tiger and lightning fire cone were evenly matched; the other three illusory creatures couldn’t even last one round before being destroyed.

Mistaken move!

Lin Xuan used his dual-elemental treasure to lure him in, not for a test but as an ambush. This was his weakest attack, yet he released it first, deceiving the ghost sage into thinking all of his treasures and techniques were just that weak.

Deception is a weapon; this young man is crafty!

Realizing what had happened, the ghost sage was both frustrated and angry. However, no matter how upset he felt, the situation remained dire as he faced attacks from multiple directions: Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, sword qi, and golden fist power all converged on him.

This was the initial attack Lin Xuan launched. Now, taking advantage of his opponent’s carelessness, he seized this opportunity.

With a flick of his left hand, a short sword appeared in his palm. Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's face turned icy cold as he slashed forward with the single-handed sword.

A clear ringing sound echoed as it pierced through the clouds. A fiery red spirit bird emerged from the blade and spread its wings, diving toward the opponent. It arrived first, joining the attack of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, countless threads, and golden fist power in a coordinated assault.

"Red Phoenix!"

The ghost sage in black gas gritted his teeth, his voice filled with venom and fear. The Red Phoenix was one of the bird true spirits; while its strength fell short compared to the phoenix, it had a unique trait: devouring yin souls and ghosts—something the ghost sage feared greatly.

The Soul Devouring Sword could summon all four spirit shadows but allowed Lin Xuan to focus his power on the Red Phoenix. Although this wasn’t the true Red Phoenix, it shared some of its characteristics.

The process, though complex to describe, was completed in an instant.

Silver light flickered as the ghost sage was completely surrounded with no place to hide. "No good!"

His face showed shock and anger. Lin Xuan wouldn't miss such a chance; he gathered his power like a dam breaking forward.

A thunderous explosion filled the air as a five-colored light suddenly appeared in front. The light wasn’t dazzling, but its spiritual pressure was intense enough to make even early-stage渡劫 cultivators uncomfortable.

Various colored符文 drifted out of it, each one strange and mysterious, containing immense energy.

The ghost sage’s expression became indistinct; he and the eerie black gas were completely enveloped by the five-colored light.

Flashes of light and waves of air surged continuously, their terrifying pressure spreading relentlessly...

This process lasted for several breaths.

On the surface, it seemed unremarkable, but considering the power of that light, a regular peak spirit realm cultivator would likely be destroyed in an instant, even with ten lives.
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That yīn司鬼物, though a powerhouse at the Transcendence Realm level, could not remain unscathed under such power.

As they say, one wrong move can spoil everything.

Lin Xuan's latest strategy to lure his opponent was so well-timed and perfect that he wondered if it might succeed in eliminating this formidable enemy with just one strike.

To be honest, Lin Xuan himself wasn't sure of the outcome.

Nonetheless, a glimmer of hope lingered within him.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let his guard down or underestimate his opponent. His expression remained wary as he didn't have time to wait idly for the dust to settle. Silver light flared in his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye just right.

The scene before him gradually became clear, revealing everything in full view through his Spirit Vision technique.

However, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed. Through the smoke and spiritual light, he found nothing. In other words, the opponent had vanished without a trace.

Could it be that this powerful entity had already perished under his secret technique?

Various thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan felt such a possibility was too far-fetched.

After all, the opponent was a powerhouse at the Transcendence Realm. Even if he had caught them off guard, it would still be too extreme for them to fall and vanish completely without leaving an元神.

Lin Xuan wasn't that arrogant. The existence of a Transcendence Realm entity couldn’t be easily destroyed by mere force.

Although he had defeated the Thousand Illusion Old Demon and the Heavenly Essence Saint, Lin Xuan knew deep down that it was merely due to good fortune rather than his true strength matching that of a Transcendence Realm powerhouse.

Humility was important, but having a clear self-assessment was even more crucial.

Lin Xuan wasn't one to be overly confident. He had a clear understanding of his own capabilities.

Not weak, he far surpassed most cultivators at the same level, yet compared to a Transcendence Realm powerhouse, there were still some gaps.

This wasn’t arrogance but Lin Xuan’s accurate assessment based on experience.

Where could that entity have gone?

Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was capable of seeing through most concealment techniques in this world. But now, would it be too late to find the opponent's whereabouts?

Even though his strength might not match a Transcendence Realm entity, Lin Xuan’s experience was vast. He shot forward with a burst of green light.

His movements were swift but still came too late as the sky darkened and yīn winds rose. A hundred-foot-long利爪materialized in mid-air, fingers closing down on him from above.

The ghostly claws were black, sharp tips gleaming with yīn energy, appearing terrifying. Even though they hadn’t reached Lin Xuan yet, he could feel the immense force.

He sensed his surroundings tighten, his actions becoming sluggish, and his遁光slow as well. If this continued, he would be caught by those claws.

"Rule of Law Power!"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Unlike ordinary Spirit Realm cultivators, he had once faced a Transcendence Realm monster.

One could see the pig even if one hadn't eaten pork.

While Lin Xuan couldn’t yet manipulate the laws of nature freely, recognizing them wasn’t difficult.

This eerie entity indeed hadn’t perished and instead launched such a sharp counterattack.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of shock.

He didn’t know where the opponent was hiding but had no time to discern. The priority now was to dodge this lethal strike.

With his keen eyesight, Lin Xuan could clearly see the murderous intent in that claw.

"Ho!"

At such a critical moment, he couldn't afford to hold back. He let out a loud shout as all his strength surged forth.

Due to his innate abilities, human cultivators were far less resilient and powerful compared to demons. Their physical prowess was inferior in terms of toughness, strength, and reaction speed.

But Lin Xuan defied this logic. His Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique was a top-grade demonic secret art, followed by daily consumption of refined Qilin Fruit, and other fortunate coincidences that had strengthened his body.

His physical strength surpassed ordinary demons, let alone those with divine bloodlines.

This wasn't an exaggeration; the power of that punch was indeed overwhelming.

However, despite his shout and surge of energy, he couldn’t break free from the rule of law's restraint.

Though not completely immobile, at this speed, escaping the claw’s attack seemed impossible.

If another Spirit Realm cultivator were in Lin Xuan's position, they might be helpless. But despair or fear didn't show on his face.

He raised his right hand and shot out a series of silver rays from his sleeve.

These weren’t sword qi but the true form of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan’s soft command was followed by a flash of light as the sword encircled him like flowing clouds, cutting through something intangible.

The sharpness of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was legendary; it cut without making any sound. As the sword formed a circle around him, Lin Xuan felt the pressure ease and the binding sensation disappear.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief, his face showing hints of surprise but not daring to linger. He accelerated away from the scene with his遁光.

Boom!

The ghostly claw’s strike landed in empty air, sending dust flying and creating a large crater over a hundred feet wide, deep beyond measure.

Despite the distance between them and the surrounding mountains, the rumbling shook the ground, collapsing under the residual shockwave.

The power was astonishing.

But the Ghost Saint's voice was filled with rage: "Impossible! You used what kind of treasure to cut through even the rule of law?"

Lin Xuan could see his ambush coming; he had expected this from a cunning opponent.

But recognizing it didn’t matter. He had already employed the rule of law, aiming for one decisive strike. There wasn't time to waste on this annoying brat; he wanted to crush him in one blow.

The idea was good, and he was confident in his technique. After all, he knew well how powerful the force of the laws could be. Although his understanding at his current realm was limited, it was more than enough to kill a Spirit Realm cultivator.

Using an oversized tool for a small job didn’t matter; he hadn’t expected such a failure.

PS: Early birds catch the worm. Please recommend this story!
第两千八百九十七章 化身万千

<div>

The opponent had actually broken his法则之力, not by escaping but by using a treasure to sever it.

Did he mishear or something? He hadn’t even considered such a scenario. How did this little brat manage to do that?

Ghost Sage was both shocked and angry; the astonished exclamation revealed his hiding spot.

This was a significant mistake, and one could imagine how shaken he must be at this moment.

Such an excellent opportunity wasn't something Lin Xuan would pass up. Silver light flashed in his eyes as he suddenly swung his arm to the left.

Sizzle…

Sharp rays appeared, and from Lin Xuan’s arm, a dark electric arc was shot out, swirling slightly before transforming into a pitch-black black dragon that rushed toward its target.

Its speed was astonishing, leaving people speechless. It could be said that it was dizzying to watch.

Following the loud boom, the Ghost Sage's figure gradually emerged as he blew away the surrounding dark energy. His face was covered in an embarrassed expression.

However, his true appearance still made Lin Xuan’s pupils constrict; indeed, it was a monster never before seen by him.

This wasn’t exaggerated at all. Humans aside, this guy’s appearance was vastly different from those of the demons and ancient fiends he had encountered before.

He didn’t have any physical form, just an indistinct human-like figure.

His face was blurry, but his eyes, ears, nose, and mouth were clearly visible.

"Yin Spirit."

Lin Xuan recognized the origin of the opponent: "To be able to condense its form to such a degree, it’s no wonder this is a Ghost Sage-level powerhouse."

In the Yin Realm of the Underworld, yin spirits and ghostly essences weren’t uncommon. However, those who could reach such a level were few and far between.

The protective yin energy surrounding the opponent had been shattered; clearly, that blow had caused him significant pain. But how badly injured he was remained unclear. Lin Xuan’s experience with cultivation was rich, but his encounters with ghostly entities were too few.

From the expression of desperation on his face, it seemed he wasn’t doing well.

Lin Xuan had timed his move perfectly. Facing the electric dragon, he appeared to struggle as well, his face turning blurry before a vortex the size of a fist appeared. At first, Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly realized that the opponent had opened its mouth.

Sizzle…

A gray yin fire spewed from his mouth. Although it looked unremarkable at first glance, after the flame was released, the surrounding yin energy seemed to dim slightly.

Clearly, this secret technique wasn’t trivial; it somewhat resembled the activation of one’s own primordial essence by a cultivator.

It was hard to say exactly what it did, but it appeared to be something like that.

The yin fire and electric dragon collided, resulting in both being destroyed.

Seeing the power behind the opponent's technique, Lin Xuan didn’t show much surprise. However, the infuriated voice of the yin spirit reached his ears: "Phantom Yin Thunder; where did you learn such a secret from?"

To learn this secret technique required the Phantom Yin Flower, one of the three great treasures in the Yin Realm. How could Ghost Sage not have heard about it?

"Fool, do you think I would tell you?" Lin Xuan’s playful voice echoed. His eyes and corners were full of mockery.

The enmity between them was already irreconcilable; either he or the opponent had to die. With that in mind, there was no need for him to be polite anymore.

"You…"

Ghost Sage was both shocked and angry: "What a sharp-tongued fellow! When I capture you alive and extract your soul, I hope you can still laugh like this."

Before he could finish speaking, the opponent had already acted.

He flashed in place, spinning like a top.

As his movements continued, grayish winds appeared out of thin air.

Yin energy dispersed from these winds, resembling comets but without their brightness, trailing long tails. They were identical to those comets.

As the yin energy spread outward, the size of the winds diminished until they vanished in an instant.

What a peculiar secret technique; where did Ghost Sage go?

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised, but he found that these yin energies didn’t drift far and dispersed around him.

Lin Xuan frowned. Before he could react, those yin energies turned blurry, and a dozen identical Ghost Sages appeared in an instant.

Hundreds of them surrounded his position.

"Little guy, let you see the power of my Ten Thousand Ghost Formation!"

The eerie laughter of the Ghost Sage echoed, sounding so lifelike that it was hard to distinguish which one was real.

Did the opponent really transform into hundreds?

Lin Xuan wouldn’t make such a foolish judgment.

Transforming into countless forms required true immortals or late-stage cultivators. A mere early-stage cultivator couldn’t achieve this level of power.

In short, what the opponent used was merely an illusion.

Just a simple障眼法 to confuse his vision?

Too naive!

Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic; instead, a sneer appeared on his face.

He took a deep breath and infused his mana into his eyes. Silver light shone from within his pupils as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Illusions were nothing but pretense to him.

Then, Lin Xuan raised his head and scanned around.

Most of the Ghost Sages had only a thin layer of yin energy surrounding their bodies, clearly illusions.

But there were over a hundred with thick yin energy, all real.

So many?

Lin Xuan was surprised. Hadn’t the opponent hidden its true form within these illusions?

This guy was much more cunning than he had imagined.

An early-stage cultivator couldn't transform into countless forms, but creating dozens of such forms wasn't a challenge. This was one of the yin spirit's innate abilities.

With over a hundred forms, it was enough to hide among thousands and wait for an opportunity to attack.

Even if his cultivation was formidable, some could still be seen through, leaving at least a few successful attacks.

The opponent had good plans.

Unfortunately, like tofu meeting with brine, one thing counters another. His Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was precisely what was needed to break illusions; even the Thousand Illusion Old Demon couldn't do anything about it. What could this little Ghost Sage accomplish?

A smug smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s face but quickly vanished.

If he wanted to play such tricks, he wouldn’t let him down after all his careful planning.

As he thought, Lin Xuan showed a look of panic on his face, as if he had been deceived by the opponent's tactics and was at a loss.
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For his acting, Lin Xuan was confident. However, to make the other party fall for it, he needed to be even more convincing.

He hastily waved his sleeves, and sword energy spread out in all directions, exuding a grand aura but appearing chaotic and disorganized.

From the details, one could see someone's state of mind. While Lin Xuan might not have been completely flustered, his heart had indeed started to panic at this moment.

The Ghost Sage read this information with great satisfaction. A thousand incarnations simultaneously shouted: "Little fellow, it’s useless to struggle; hand over your life."

Before the words were even finished, a thousand incarnations of the Ghost Sage rushed forward viciously, each moving differently but all extremely agile. Lin Xuan's sword energy was not entirely ineffective, but the chances of hitting anything were slim.

The distance between them was only about a hundred meters at most, and in an instant, it naturally closed even further. Lin Xuan was so anxious that beads of sweat formed on his forehead; his movements became chaotic, sending out sword energy everywhere with low accuracy rates.

"Hand over your life."

More than a hundred true forms of the Ghost Sage had already rushed close. Lin Xuan's panicked performance made the process much easier than he originally imagined.

"Wanting Lin’s life? Why don’t you return to the Netherworld first?"

As they approached, Lin Xuan's panicked expression vanished, and his voice was calm and composed as it reached their ears. The previous state of mindlessness seemed like a mirage!

"Not good!"

The Ghost Sage was shocked into silence. Lin Xuan’s transformation from one person to another revealed that he had been tricked.

He quickly moved away with greater speed than before. However, it was too late; the cooked duck couldn’t fly away. Lin Xuan raised his hands and did nothing else but release a torrent of flames centered on his body.

Wherever they went, yin energy shadows were sucked in, and not one of the hundred true forms of the Ghost Sage missed their target.

Flame Burst!

The temperature around them suddenly rose to an unimaginable degree. Compared to the scorching flames, magma was insignificant. This was a powerful ancient spell with incredible destructive power, specifically for yin souls and ghostly beings, causing additional damage.

Lin Xuan’s counterattack was flawless.

"Ah!"

A piercing scream echoed as the Ghost Sage never expected this outcome. It wasn’t just stealing chickens to lose your rice bowl; it was worse than that.

However, regret was useless. All his incarnations were enveloped by the flames.

There was no place to hide. The yin energy composing his body rapidly dissolved.

Accursed!

He was both angry and regretful. Confusion and不解also lingered in his mind.

How did the other party see through his true forms?

Moreover, this Flame Burst was a famous fire technique that even a Transcendence cultivator couldn’t cast without reciting incantations for at least a cup of tea.

Instantaneous casting?

He had never heard such a thing before. How could this Lin fellow achieve this?

But now, delving into these details held no significance; the pressing issue was how to turn this crisis around.

Fortunately, he was still a Transcendence-grade yin spirit with some survival skills at his disposal.

Boom!

Who knows what secret technique he used, but the sky turned even more gloomy.

Then, those incarnations flashed and simultaneously shot in one direction. Puffing sounds filled the air as all hundred incarnations merged into one.

This increased their power significantly. The yin energy on his body was extinguished by the flames.

Miraculously Survived!

The fellow’s strength and luck were still decent. However, after Lin Xuan's attack, this old monster couldn’t remain unharmed either. His grayish body clearly appeared more dim and thin compared to before.

Yin spirits didn't have实体, but they could still be killed even without a body. A sword strike wouldn’t leave him with an extra wound or blood, but the yin energy composing his body would gradually dissipate.

When this yin energy became too thin, his life would end, and he would disintegrate into nothingness.

From this perspective, this Transcendence-grade yin spirit had suffered greatly under Lin Xuan’s hands. The injuries were real.

Although he侥幸survived, the flames on his body had been extinguished by his secret technique, but the depleted essence couldn’t be replenished. His grayish face was indistinct, and from his gaze, Lin Xuan could sense hatred.

Was he hating himself so much that it made him grit his teeth?

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile. Regardless of whether the other party hated him or not, it wouldn’t matter to him in this life-or-death situation.

No matter how hateful his gaze was, it couldn’t harm Lin Xuan at all.

On the contrary, he didn’t plan on letting him go so easily.

After all, the other party was now very weak, and such an opportunity wasn’t common.

When you’re sick, kill you. To Lin Xuan, showing mercy to enemies was never a consideration.

Moreover, this was a yin spirit; Lin Xuan wouldn’t hesitate when it came to using his hands.

In such circumstances, powerful killing techniques would be the best choice.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a clear sound echoed as silver light flashed. From his sleeves, dozens of thin-as-chicken-wing immortal swords flew out.

Facing a formidable opponent, Lin Xuan no longer used sword energy; instead, he sent out several dozen sword lights, each about a foot long, swirling around him.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his finger and lightly pointed forward. The movements were simple, but as he did so, the silver light intensified, and with a slight tremor, it transformed into seven, instantly forming hundreds of identical sword lights in sight.

Swirling and dancing, the silver blade’s glow covered the sky, creating an astonishing scene.

"I’ve already experienced your Great Ghost Formation. How about you try my Ten Thousand Swords Piercing Heart?"

Lin Xuan’s voice was calm but tinged with a cold tone.

Then he shouted: "Break!"

Before his words were even finished, myriad sword energies flew forward, shooting towards the front. In an instant, they encompassed all directions, covering several acres of land. Sword lights clashed repeatedly, their power and ferocity beyond description.

Originally, there were hundreds of sword lights, but Lin Xuan’s technique didn’t stop here. He crossed his hands, forming a strange hand seal, then danced in the air with grand movements while reciting mysterious incantations from his mouth.
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"Break!"

Another sharp shout rang out.

Before the words had even faded, a burst of swordlight erupted across the sky.

It wasn't an explosion but rather a shower of silver threads, each about a foot long, transforming into fine rain.

However, this "rain" was much longer than the original swordlight.

Silver light flickered as one after another thread rolled out...

Clearly, Lin Xuan had unleashed a secret technique to transform his swords into threads.

Each burst of swordlight turned into dozens of silver threads over ten feet long.

Originally, there were hundreds of swordlights. After transforming into threads, it was no exaggeration to say tens of thousands.

Instantly, the sky shimmered with silvery light. Facing such a stormy attack, the ghostly entity on the other side finally showed signs of fear.

The first two times he lost because of the element of surprise and sneak attacks.

But this time, it was a genuine secret technique, driving a treasure item without any tricks.

How could a cultivator at the Spirit Refinement stage possibly use such tactics?

Although the Yin-Yang Demon Corpse had fallen, Lin Xuan already knew that his opponent wasn't an ordinary cultivator. But he never imagined how strong they would be.

In fact, it was so over-the-top!

He was going to lose!

Facing this dire situation, he had already subconsciously assessed the outcome of the battle.

It wasn't a sign of defeat; rather, with severe injuries, facing such an enemy, he felt that his chances were slim.

This wasn't out of cowardice but due to clear judgment on the situation. It was more advantageous for him to retreat temporarily, stabilize his condition, and gather his subordinates. With their combined strength, they should be able to kill this young man.

His mind raced. The Ghost Sage had no heart for further combat.

A true man can adapt. He didn't think it inappropriate to use a numerical advantage against a junior cultivator at the Spirit Refinement stage with his Transcendence period status.

It was foolish to care about face when survival mattered more.

As long as he could win, what did the pride of high-ranking cultivators matter?

Indeed, this guy was no ordinary hero. If another Transcendence period cultivator were in his shoes, even if the situation seemed unfavorable, they might still lose their face by doing so.

After all, to them, a Spirit Refinement cultivator was just an ant.

Even Lin Xuan, unless he had advanced, would merely be a stronger ant.

How could one show weakness and retreat before such a minuscule existence? It would be better to buy a tofu and smash his head against it than to retreat or fight with numbers.

But the Ghost Sage wasn't like that. He didn't care about face or reputation; he only cared about victory and survival. In this sense, he was similar to Lin Xuan.

It was remarkable how he made such a choice without hesitation.

However, timing was off. Who was Lin Xuan? How could he let his opponent escape when it was clear they were cornered?

The Ghost Sage hadn't yet experienced the subtleties of Lin Xuan's technique, "Ten Thousand Swords Piercing the Heart." Given that he was surrounded, how could he possibly retreat unscathed?

Silver threads rolled out like arrows from a powerful crossbow. They would soon pierce through their target like a sieve.

If it were any other Spirit Refinement cultivator, they might have no choice but to surrender. But this guy was a Transcendence period monster.

How could he die so easily?

A flicker of ruthlessness crossed his gray face as he hesitated for a moment before firmness replaced it.

If he didn't let go now, the result would only be his downfall.

Sacrifice and gain—using that precious item given by his master to secure his life was absolutely worth it.

With a wave of his sleeve, a gray-feathered fan appeared.

Without hesitation, the Ghost Sage grabbed it and struck hard in front of him.

Instantly, dark winds howled as sand and stones flew everywhere.

A black wind like ink surged out from the fan, rapidly expanding. The first threads hit were blown off course.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. He knew all too well the power of this "Ten Thousand Swords Piercing the Heart" secret technique. The Nine Palaces Musty Sword, already formidable in its own right, had seen significant improvement after observing the battle between Fairy White Lotus and True Moon Toad.

Combined with his transformation into threads, Lin Xuan was confident about its effectiveness. He never expected it to be blocked by that strange dark wind.

No, this wasn't ordinary dark wind; it was condensed Yin-Yang energy.

Yin-Yang energy was akin to true demon energy or chaotic beast energy—only the most powerful entities in the Netherworld could command it.

The Arrogant King of Asuras didn't need to be mentioned. He had already transcended the realm of Yin-Yang energy. The other six kings of the Netherworld possessed pure and potent Yin-Yang abilities, but only a few lesser demons or ghosts could use them, albeit not as refined.

This particular Yin-Yang energy was emitted by that fan-shaped treasure item.

Since it relied on an external object, its connection to the Ghost Sage wasn't significant.

But how did he obtain such a powerful artifact? And why was the Yin-Yang energy so dense? Could this artifact have been crafted by one of the six kings?

There weren't many records about the Netherworld in the Spirit Realm, but Lin Xuan had deliberately collected clues related to Asura King, so no detail escaped his notice. Thus, his knowledge of the Netherworld was more detailed than that of most Transcendence period experts.

Yin-Yang energy wasn't a secret; Lin Xuan knew all about it.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan felt somewhat at a loss despite his shock.

But giving up halfway wasn't his style. After all, even with extraordinary means, he wouldn't let this guy escape alive.

A flicker of ruthlessness crossed his eyes as he rapidly formed several hand seals and injected more spiritual energy into the treasure item before drinking a drop of ten-thousand-year-old elixir.

Without such a spirit drug to replenish his power, it would be difficult to perform these techniques.

Yin-Yang energy was formidable, especially in its refined state. To dispel it required extraordinary means.

Cosmic Laws!

Yes, he wanted to use the power beyond the Spirit Refinement realm—cosmic laws!
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However, at this moment, Lin Xuan was preparing to make an attempt.

If someone knew what Lin Xuan was thinking about,

they would definitely think he had lost his mind.

A mere late-stage Diversionary cultivator wanting to try and control the laws of nature—wasn't that being utterly unaware of one's place in the world?

Indeed, Lin Xuan’s strength far exceeded that of his peers. His essence energy was purer and denser than most late-stage Diversionaries, but what did that matter?

Late-stage Diversionaries were late-stage Diversionaries; they couldn’t control the power of laws.

This was an ironclad rule in the cultivation world. Throughout the three realms, from ancient times to the present, no one had ever heard of anyone breaking this rule.

The young man's actions at this moment could only be described as insane.

To say that he was being overly optimistic would be an understatement.

After all, it wasn’t just a matter of him trying something alone or testing his skills. He faced阴魂鬼物 of the劫渡 level.

Lin Xuan had used every trick in the book to gain the upper hand. This involved both luck and his strategy of luring them in.

Regardless of how he got here, achieving this situation was no small feat.

How could Lin Xuan allow all his efforts to go to waste?

He wouldn’t do such a foolish thing.

If he was going to try using the power of laws,

he must have had an overwhelming confidence.

Indeed, breaking the rule in the cultivation world wasn't easy. Even with bare hands, Lin Xuan didn’t believe he could control the power of nature.

However, if he used a treasure as a medium, that would be different.

Lin Xuan was not aimlessly shooting for something. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword gave him confidence to make this attempt.

The Nine Palaces Momentary had perfectly fused its nine attributes; it wasn’t just a mere innate treasure.

As the most mysterious inheritance of the Moon Ink Clan, even追溯 to ancient times, only Lin Xuan and the legendary Heavenly Witch Goddess had managed to refine it successfully.

Moreover, in terms of quality, this sword in his hands was superior to that of the Heavenly Witch Goddess. It included foreign celestial gold and the illusory Yin demon flower, two rare treasures.

Of course, its power fell short compared to the Heavenly Witch Goddess’s, as Lin Xuan's strength was far inferior to hers.

But the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had the potential to become a wondrous treasure of the immortal abode one day. With such quality, if Lin Xuan truly ascended to the heavens someday, this sword would surely be an invaluable treasure.

Lin Xuan was still at the late-stage Diversionary stage, but the power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword already rivaled that of ordinary old monsters of the劫渡 level. Using it, he dared to try controlling the laws of nature.

Of course, Lin Xuan chose this path because he had a significant confidence in his abilities and also because the current situation forced him to do so. He had finally trapped a formidable enemy; there was no reason to let him go. Other techniques might not be able to dispel the Yin阴之气, and with time pressing on, Lin Xuan didn’t have the luxury of changing tactics.

As the incantation spell shot from his fingertips, an ancient and archaic chant sounded out. The silver light in the sky became even more dazzling.

The sword threads no longer advanced recklessly; instead, their movement slowed down significantly, almost appearing to be in slow motion.

Of course, this was just an illusion.

What was different here wasn’t a trick of the eye but rather because they had touched upon spatial laws. At that moment, his eyes and divine sense began to malfunction. The sword threads moved at a normal speed.

A trail of white marks appeared in the sky, followed by cracks appearing in what should have been empty space.

These cracks were different from spider webs; they followed the path of the moving sword threads.

At this level, even ordinary late-stage Diversionaries had enough power to tear apart space. However, due to spatial laws, the torn space would quickly recover. This showed that Lin Xuan’s technique was powerful but didn’t have any additional effects. The fact that the space remained cut open proved that he had indeed touched upon controlling the laws of nature.

Moreover, it was a terrifying spatial law.

The Ghost Sage, as an old monster at the劫渡 level, couldn’t fail to recognize its value. His eyes revealed disbelief and fear.

"Impossible! A mere late-stage Diversionary cultivator can actually control the laws of nature!"

Such things would never be believed even if they were witnessed or heard about before. This had already violated the ironclad rule of the cultivation world.

Late-stage Diversionaries, both in reason and emotion, shouldn’t have been able to touch such power levels.

However, despite his shock, he could only face this reality. There was no point questioning it; what mattered now was how to deal with it.

Indeed, that was exactly what he needed to do.

The situation had changed so drastically that he could feel the looming danger of falling.

His master’s bestowed treasure was significant, a condensed form of Yin阴之气.

But could this Yin阴之气 truly withstand the assault of the laws of nature?

He had no confidence. He genuinely had none at all.

All he could do was take it one step at a time.

Taking a deep breath, the Ghost Sage poured his dark essence energy into the feather fan in his hand.

With a powerful flick, the blackish-gray Yin wind reappeared, changing the color of the world around.

The eerie cries of ghosts filled his ears as the Yin wind swelled to dozens of feet in diameter. It spread out, covering everything with its imposing presence and fierce momentum.

While it was formidable enough to break through the sword threads, could it do so?

The sword threads were no longer Lin Xuan’s primary offensive means; they now guided him to manipulate spatial laws.

Though he couldn’t summon a spatial storm, he could still try creating some turbulence.

A murderous aura flashed across Lin Xuan's face as his gaze sharpened. He opened and closed his hands with increasing speed and simplicity.

"Break!"

With a light exclamation from Lin Xuan, the torn space completely collapsed.

It was like a large piece of glass breaking on the ground; a clear, sharp sound echoed in his ears.

Space fragments scattered everywhere, each one different in size and shape. A terrifying force emanated from these fragments.

Spatial laws!

At this moment, the power of laws was unleashed by Lin Xuan with wild abandon.

One after another, powerful gusts of wind appeared out of nowhere.
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The hurricane, in terms of size, wasn't out of the ordinary.

- The larger ones were no more than a丈 (about 3 meters) in diameter, while some even didn’t exceed a few inches.
- At first glance, it seemed to pose little threat. 
- But take note, this was not an ordinary hurricane; it was formed by the distortion of spatial force.
- Its power was beyond words.

Moreover, there wasn't just one hurricane; several hundred could be seen in the distance. The spreading hurricanes encompassed a dozen acres and surrounded their target completely.

Lin Xuan first blocked all possible escape routes for his opponent before he could play the game of瓮中捉鳖 (catching a turtle in a jar).

The opponent was already trapped by spatial laws, so Lin Xuan didn't worry about him using teleportation or other secret techniques here. No one would do that; it was akin to suicide.

Now, how could you escape?

His attempt had achieved perfect results, and a hint of self-satisfaction curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips.

He might be overestimating his chances, but he was confident that his opponent’s chance of survival was slim.

Some were happy while others were anxious. Lin Xuan felt extremely good on one side, while on the other side, the ghostly spirit's mood plummeted to a state of utter fear.

It was indeed spatial laws, and even more so, the opponent had used spatial turbulence—a highly advanced technique.

What should he do? Would he really perish at the hands of a One Spirit Diversion cultivator?

Perish at the hands of a One Spirit Diversion cultivator. If someone had said this to him before, he would have thought it was a joke; he could easily eliminate such an opponent with a single gesture.

The Three Realms were vast, and challenges across levels did occur from time to time.

But challenging a spirit division cultivator during a tribulation was too much. He had never heard of such a thing in his past experiences.

It would be more like telling jokes now.

However, reality was about to turn into those jokes.

He no longer cared how it happened; the most important thing now was to save himself.

Even ants tried to survive, and he was a ghost saint at tribulation stage. He had worked hard for this strength and achievements; how could he be content with death?

Even if there was just a glimmer of hope, he would try his best to seize it.

Besides, he still had treasures in his hands.

The treasures bestowed by the master were powerful beyond measure. With them, he was sure he could turn danger into safety.

He repeated this thought to himself.

Actually, he didn't have much confidence, but now, self-assurance was crucial.

If even he lost faith, it would be hopeless; he might truly perish here.

With myriad thoughts swirling in his mind, the ghostly spirit's eyes flashed with a sharp glint. He raised his right hand and once again activated that mysterious treasure.

Dark, murky winds surged out. This time, instead of trying to break through the sword threads' encirclement, they churned and transformed into shields.

These shields were also dark in color, each about a丈 (about 3 meters) in diameter, resembling fish scales.

But at the center of each shield was a ghost face, green-skinned with sharp teeth, terrifying to behold.

"Combine!"

The ghostly spirit roared. His right hand continued to manipulate the treasure while his left hand kept changing its spell. As he moved, the shields surrounded him and arranged themselves into a black sphere.

And the ghostly spirit hid in the center of this sphere. Unless this defense was breached, spatial laws would not be able to harm him.

The ghostly spirit's actions were far from over; obscure ancient incantations kept pouring out from within the sphere.

"Poof..."

The ghost faces in the shields opened their mouths, and clouds of dark flames emerged. These weren't ordinary dark flames; they emitted a chill and death aura that made one feel extremely uncomfortable.

But could these mere dark flames stop spatial turbulence?

A hint of mockery flashed across Lin Xuan's lips.

He spread his hands wide, and a series of extremely complex hand seals appeared.

"Break!"

With a light cry, the hurricanes intertwined. Each had a force of law emanating from it, though some were stronger than others. Soon, they formed a unified front.

A palpable wave of laws flowed across several acres.

The dark flames at the forefront faced this challenge head-on. Despite their formidable power, the overwhelming chill and death aura made them ineffective against the laws of space, which tore through them like paper.

The ghostly spirit's face changed.

Although he had some inkling of what was to come, spatial laws were far more terrifying than he had anticipated. Was his fate truly sealed?

Before this thought could fully form, the hurricanes, now united by the force of law, surged forward.

Woo...

Ghostly cries echoed as the ghost faces on the shields seemed to come alive, their mouths opening wide and their eyes turning blood red. An incredible aura of ferocity emanated from them.

Then, a grayish light wall appeared from the shields, enveloping the black sphere.

Unknown how strong it was, but an extra layer of protection against spatial laws couldn't hurt.

But Lin Xuan ignored this. Perhaps he was overly confident or too exhausted to use any other technique with his spirit division cultivation.

Regardless, the terrifying hurricane transformed into spatial turbulence and charged forward.

Bang!

It struck the grayish light wall without mercy.

Was a single layer of defense really effective? At that moment, the ghostly spirit felt dazed as he witnessed the seemingly solid light curtain torn apart in an instant.

Then, undeterred by this obstacle, the spatial turbulence crashed into the shield sphere.

This was his last line of defense!

And it was also the strongest one!

In other words, success or failure hinged on this. Life or death would be decided here.

Though he couldn't see the ghostly spirit's face, his mood could be imagined.

Anyone in his position wouldn't hide their strength at such a critical moment; they should unleash all their power.

The ghostly spirit gritted his teeth and used every ounce of strength to pour his dark energy into the treasure.

Dark winds surged out, and the feather fan became increasingly transparent. This was a treasure forged from Yin essence; when its Yin essence was depleted, this treasure would vanish into nothingness.

Could it stop spatial turbulence?

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed as the result quickly became clear.

The treasure forged from Yin essence was indeed formidable, but spatial laws were not easily defied. The two powerful forces collided, tearing and distorting the sky. Shield after shield shattered, yet the Yin essence's protection remained unbroken. The broken shields transformed back into dark energy, still coalescing in mid-air.
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This was pure Profound Yin Qi, dense to the extreme, still forming a ball shape as it enveloped Ghost Sage’s figure. It struggled desperately in its final moments of defense.

But was it useful?

At this stage of magical combat, Lin Xuan wasn’t having an easy time either. Even with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword acting as a medium to control the laws of heaven and earth, for his current realm, it was too much of a stretch.

The energy consumption was far greater than usual techniques, and the loss of his essence power was astonishing. Although Lin Xuan had purified ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in his dantian, controlling the law’s power allowed no room for error. He simply didn’t have time or the mental capacity to consume that ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

There was no difference between having it and not having it; this magical combat was too intense for Lin Xuan to focus on anything else.

He had no choice but to launch a decisive attack, hoping to take out his opponent in one fell swoop.

"Even the shield form has been broken. This mere Profound Yin Qi wants to block me?" Lin Xuan took a deep breath and carefully controlled his innate treasure, pouring all of his true essence into it, preparing for the final blow.

Wu…

The buzzing sound entered his ears as the primordial energy in the world became chaotic. The spatial disturbances had reached a frenzied state, and finally, the dense Profound Yin Qi was torn apart by the law’s power.

Roar!

Lin Xuan rejoiced; Ghost Sage was now powerless to turn things around. He was completely exposed under Lin Xuan's spatial laws.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan made no hesitation. This was an excellent opportunity to settle everything in one go, and he had no reason not to seize it.

Meanwhile, a few yards away, Ghost Sage’s expression was grim with fear. He felt the imminent danger of his impending demise but couldn’t bear to die like this.

After all, even ants still struggle for survival. As a powerful cultivator at the Transcendation stage, he had no choice but to fight for any chance of life.

He had endured countless hardships to reach this point and wouldn’t give up so easily.

A fierce expression flashed across Ghost Sage’s face as he waved his hands, revealing intricate magical incantations. The spatial disturbances actually began to be obstructed by these actions.

Indeed, it was an obstruction.

The opponent hadn’t summoned any defensive treasures because they were useless. Similarly, he didn’t use ordinary secret techniques; that would have been a waste of effort.

Even the treasure forged from Profound Yin Qi had disintegrated under his fear. Realizing this, he understood that to combat the laws of heaven and earth, one must also use those very laws.

He was at least a Transcendation-stage ghost spirit, having tasted some of the laws.

Though only superficially, it mattered now.

The situation was dire, so he had no choice but to try his luck.

Suddenly, another force of law spread across the sky.

Force Law!

While not as mysterious and profound as spatial law, its power was formidable nonetheless.

Sizzle…

The sky twisted, with multicolored spiritual lights rotating in alternation. The two forces of law clashed, creating a terrifying spectacle that defied description.

He hadn’t expected this.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed a hint of cold amusement. This outcome exceeded his expectations.

But he didn’t care; the opponent was far worse off than him. His lingering Yin Qi was nearly depleted, and his control over force law was only superficial.

"Why go through such trouble? Wouldn't it be better to just scatter your soul?"

Lin Xuan’s tone carried a touch of pity.

His expression was filled with satisfaction and excitement. This battle was different from facing the Heavens’ Primordial Sage or the Thousand Illusion Old Demon; he had truly defeated a Transcendation-stage cultivator through sheer strength, not by chance or trickery.

This was an extraordinary achievement in the Three Realms.

Before his words could finish, Lin Xuan summoned his treasure. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword’s energy surged, and the spatial disturbances erupted together.

Though it wasn’t a storm, it was enough to devour the opponent's force law.

The sky turned grayish-white for an instant.

"No!"

A mournful scream echoed in his ears as Ghost Sage, a Transcendation-stage powerhouse, was utterly helpless. He disintegrated in that terrifying disturbance.

...

After a long while, the Yin Qi dissipated, and the sky cleared up once more. The shattered space fully recovered, but within a hundred miles, everything lay in ruins. The undulating mountains had been flattened, with traces of intense combat everywhere.

Phew!

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as he took out the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, uncorked the bottle, and drank it down. After that battle, his essence power was nearly depleted, so he needed to replenish himself thoroughly.

Feeling his essence power gradually recover, Lin Xuan’s heavy heart finally settled.

But what should he do next? He felt a bit lost.

Lin Xuan truly didn’t know.

After all, before this journey, he had anticipated that things wouldn’t be smooth sailing. Master Yu would never readily reveal any secrets; after all, the Cloud Forging technique was something every armorer cherished.

To get his desired treasure, he knew it would require many twists and turns, but he hadn’t expected such a bumpy road. He hadn’t even met Master Yu yet when he encountered this Ghost Sage.

If not for his formidable strength, he might already be in the underworld.

This battle had pushed him to his limits, and while he won, he wondered if more challenges awaited ahead.

Was there an even stronger enemy waiting?

Lin Xuan didn’t know any of these things. He felt a mix of fear and unease.

Even without facing a more formidable opponent, if just one enemy’s strength was similar to that Ghost Sage's, Lin Xuan would be in trouble.

This wasn’t exaggerated; ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk could replenish his essence power, but some mental energy loss couldn’t be fully recovered by mere medicinal pills.

Lin Xuan had suffered significant losses in this battle, and it wouldn’t be possible to recover to peak condition quickly with just spiritual medicines.

Therefore, if he encountered another Transcendation-stage ghost spirit, even at the early stage, he would have no chance of victory; his only option was to flee.

This realization made Lin Xuan hesitate. After all, continuing to the Scorpion Mountain posed significant risks. Was it worth taking such a risk?
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Lin Xuan was hesitant.

But soon, the hesitant expression on his face was replaced by determination.

Giving up halfway wasn't Lin Xuan's style.

Moreover, he had spent so much effort to defeat that ghost saint-level powerhouse; just retreating now would be a bitter pill for him to swallow.

Well, what harm could it do to take a look?

Though his strength couldn’t recover to its peak in the short term, even if he encountered such a level of powerhouse again, failing to defeat them, but managing to escape unscathed, Lin Xuan still had some confidence.

Since that was the case, he decided to quietly head for Scorpion Mountain and make up his mind later. After all, even with a tiny chance, Lin Xuan wouldn't let it slip away.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword was hisfate-bound treasure, so naturally, he hoped its power would be as great as possible.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan’s whole body enveloped in green light, transforming into a streak of lightning, he flew forward.

He no longer hid his movements because it was meaningless. He had fought the ghost saint for such a long time; if he had any accomplices, they would have gotten wind of it by now. Hiding or not hiding wouldn’t change anything.

Rather than hide, it might be better to fly quickly. If luck was on their side, maybe they could catch the opponent off guard.

Since Lin Xuan had made up his mind, there was no hesitation. Being overly cautious and fearful was a big no-no for cultivators.

While being careful in an uncertain situation was fine, once he had decided, he needed to be bold and forge ahead.

Lin Xuan knew this principle well.

His estimation wasn’t wrong. Just as he exterminated the ghost saint, several lingering ghostly spirits on Scorpion Mountain felt it.

"Impossible!"

A sudden shout filled with fear and anger echoed from one of the grayish-black clouds atop the mountain peak. The figure inside was barely discernible but appeared slender and graceful.

If his guess was correct, this should be a woman.

“Fifth Sister, what’s going on? Why are you so alarmed?” A middle-aged man’s voice came from the cloud to her left, thick and deep, exuding an aura of authority even without anger.

"The master encountered misfortune and has already perished!" The woman stood up abruptly. Her voice still carried traces of shock and rage.

"What did you say?"

"It can’t be true! The master is a ghost saint-level powerhouse, and it’s said he possesses treasures bestowed by the Lord. How could he possibly perish so easily? Even if he faced an equal-level cultivator, he should have been able to protect himself," another soft voice entered his ears, filled with disbelief.

"Fifth Sister, did you sense something incorrectly?" The last voice hidden in the clouds also spoke, low and deep.

"I hope it’s my mistake, but we all know that the cultivation technique I practice shares a common origin with the master. If he perished, my mind would immediately sense it. How could there be any error?" The woman wore a bitter smile as she spoke slowly.

The others fell silent. They knew the reason well, just unwilling to accept it emotionally.

A formidable opponent that couldn’t even defeat a ghost saint-level powerhouse—what chance did they have?

It sounded like a good choice to retreat, but they couldn't do so.

The Confining Ring was a treasure the Lord had specifically requested.

They had spent countless efforts on it. It could potentially be ready at any moment. If they left now as guardians, how would they face the Lord's wrath?

The result would surely be that they couldn’t live or die!

They dared not do so.

"Fifth Sister, what should we do?" The leading man spoke up. Although the woman ranked last among them, she was the strongest in terms of strength and intelligence. Therefore, if they truly faced a formidable opponent, they often followed her advice.

Sure enough, figures from the other clouds slowly turned their heads, looking to this woman for guidance.

"This..."

The woman hesitated. While she had made decisions on difficult puzzles before, this time, it was about a treasure the Lord valued greatly, making the decision more challenging.

A wrong move could be disastrous.

But there wasn’t enough time to deliberate; the terrifying opponent might already be nearby.

When indecision leads to chaos!

In the clouds, the woman bit her lip. "We can't retreat. We cannot abandon the task given by the Lord. So, Third Brother will stay here and continue monitoring the alchemist, while we go to face the enemy!"

"What? Face the enemy, Fifth Sister! You must be out of your mind! Even the master has perished; such a formidable opponent is beyond our capabilities," an old voice entered his ears, filled with fear. In her view, this decision was akin to ordering them to commit suicide.

The others didn’t speak but their eyes betrayed a mix of fear and trepidation.

"Second Sister, you needn't worry too much. My decision isn't out of desperation; I just don't want to die," the woman’s voice slowly entered his ears, confident and composed.

"Oh, how so?" Another person chimed in, and all the ghostly spirits showed concern.

"We can’t retreat because if we do, the Lord will never let us go. The experience of being devoured by the soul devouring technique is something everyone here knows well; no one wants to try it."

Mentioning the Lord’s methods, the other spirits’ clouds flickered with fear.

"So, we mustn't run but face this formidable opponent bravely. But there's no need for excessive worry or fear. The master has indeed perished, and the enemy is undoubtedly a realm-transcending powerhouse. But did everyone notice something?"

"Fifth Sister, it’s too late now; what details are you hiding? Please speak quickly," the man said impatiently.

"Ah." In the clouds, the woman nodded and continued: "It's time. From when the master went to face the enemy until his demise, it took over half an hour. We know the enemy isn’t far away. Why did this battle last so long?"

This time, he didn't wait for their answers; he revealed the answer himself: "That guy is also a realm-transcending powerhouse at the initial stage, with strength comparable to the master's, hence the evenly matched battle lasting so long. If my guess is correct, in that fight, they won but only narrowly. The master was eliminated, but his power has been severely depleted; he’s likely injured as well..."
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The others exchanged glances, remaining silent for a moment before the burly man spoke up again: "My fifth sister's analysis does have some merit. However, it is merely speculation. If the true situation is not as she suggests, and we rush to meet our enemy, would that not be like sending a lamb into a tiger's mouth?"

"Indeed," said the elderly woman’s voice, filled with a hint of retreat and fear. The others did not speak; their expressions hidden in the oppressive atmosphere, making it hard to discern their emotions. But silence itself was an attitude—they clearly did not agree with this woman's proposal. No one wanted to rush into battle without proper preparation.

None of them were past the Spirit Flexibility stage, so challenging a powerful foe required immense courage.

Even if the enemy’s power was nearly depleted and they had suffered severe injuries, that was just my fifth sister's analysis. If it were true, such an old monster would still be formidable; their abilities were beyond comprehension. Even if they waited for an opportunity to strike, did they really have a chance of victory?

Probably not!

At least the others didn't hold much hope.

A wrong move could lead to a catastrophic outcome.

"Brothers, let me make a decision. If I do speak my mind and you are too timid, what will those who wish to retreat do? Will they abandon the Confining Immortal Ring and simply withdraw?" The woman seemed angry, her tone tinged with sarcasm: "You might temporarily save your lives now, but can you explain yourselves to our master? How does it feel to be soul-withered? Do brothers really want to try that?"

"Um..."

The others were speechless. They were indeed timid and fearful, but the thought of their master's terrifying methods made them shudder. If they fled now, the outcome would only be worse.

"Must we just die?" The elderly voice echoed with a tinge of sorrow.

"Death? My second sister overestimates herself. I have already said that in this situation, taking a desperate chance might still offer some hope. As the saying goes: riches and honor can be sought through danger. In such circumstances, do you really think there's a foolproof plan? We must fight for survival; no need to say more. Time is short, so I will stop here. I hope everyone makes their decision soon. Otherwise, it will be too late."

Just as the woman finished speaking, a loud explosion filled the air. Ahead, several hundred feet away, a massive beam of light shot up into the sky.

It wasn't quite reaching the heavens or touching the earth but was still incredibly conspicuous.

The light not only had an imposing presence but also flickered in various colors, like a kaleidoscope. Occasionally, faint murmurs could be heard as the light turned at each bend, revealing tiny arrays that were different every time.

Even without seeing the treasure itself, this display of power and radiance was already extraordinary.

Several spectral beings were left speechless. Although they had long suspected their master's prized possession would be something significant, they never imagined it would reach such a level.

"Such an imposing presence... could it possibly be a Primordial Treasure?" A spectral creature murmured in shock, his voice filled with awe.

They too were at the Spirit Cultivation stage and knew well of the reputation of Primordial Treasures.

"Hold your tongue. Primordial Treasures are passed down from the True Immortal Realm; how can we mere mortals hope to forge such a treasure?" Another person retorted uncertainly.

The impending emergence of this treasure was too significant, making him hesitant about his own judgment.

"Enough. Whether or not that Confining Immortal Ring is a Primordial Treasure, it's what our master has requested. We shouldn't entertain such thoughts..."

At this moment, the burly man spoke up with a low voice: "Our duty is to protect this treasure. Follow my fifth sister’s instructions; let third brother continue guarding here while we go to intercept that formidable enemy."

"Brother!"

"No need for further discussion; I have made my decision. Anyone who retreats at the last moment will face severe consequences."

The burly man had carefully considered his decision. The danger of facing such an opponent was immense, but there was still a chance of survival. If they were lucky and the fifth sister's analysis was correct, they might find a way to live through it.

If they fled now, they would merely delay their inevitable fate. Their master’s wrath would be too severe for them to bear.

This wasn't an exaggeration; they knew well that there was no escape from their master's methods, and the punishment of soul-withering left no room for survival or death.

Thus, weighing the pros and cons, it made more sense to follow the fifth sister’s plan and face the enemy. They might still have a chance at survival.

Seeing his brother agree with the fifth sister, the other two hesitated but had no choice. After all, they knew their master's methods well; fleeing would only lead to a worse fate.

"Alright, since there are no objections, let’s follow the plan. Third brother will stay here while the rest of us go to meet the enemy."

The burly man vanished in a burst of dark energy as he spoke. He was decisive and showed no hesitation once his decision was made.

The fifth sister did not hesitate either, transforming into a gust of dark energy to follow closely behind.

The other two spectral entities flickered uncertainly but eventually followed suit.

Lin Xuan was unaware of this scene; at that moment, he was rushing through the landscape. The strength of the enemy in the Scorpion Mountain was hard to predict, so he relied on his defensive techniques and constantly extended his divine sense to detect any movement.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s speed slowed as he stopped.

With his powerful divine sense covering a vast area, he felt four spectral entities rapidly approaching.

From their power fluctuations, these four were likely late-stage Spirit Cultivators—powerful indeed. But for Lin Xuan, they posed no threat.

He still stopped to be cautious; while the four individuals weren't enemies, could they be decoys?

Although he had replenished his power with ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, the expended essence and energy would take some time to recover. He was wary of encountering a Ghost Sage-level opponent again, so caution was warranted.

Lin Xuan did not hide his trail because it served no purpose; he believed they had already detected him. Attempting concealment now would only be laughable.
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With Lin Xuan's character, there was no need for him to do anything so elaborate. He simply waited in anticipation.

Over ten thousand miles of distance meant nothing to a Spirit Cultivator at the Divination Stage.

Lin Xuan only had to wait for about a dozen breaths when four dark clouds of Yin Qi appeared in his line of sight. Initially, they seemed far away, perhaps on the horizon, but soon grew clearer as four figures emerged from within.

Snap!

A breeze carried the sound of breaking air. The four dark clouds stopped about a hundred feet away from Lin Xuan and formed a fan shape around him.

Though obscured by the Yin Qi, their faces betrayed a hint of surprise.

In truth, they had been far more anxious than Lin Xuan during this journey. If he encountered an opponent too powerful to defeat, he still had a chance to retreat safely. But for them, there was no such luxury. Even their fifth sister, who suggested the plan, was deeply uneasy.

Challenging theTribulation Lightning with a Divination Stage cultivator required immense courage due to the vast gap between the two stages. Even if his guess about that person being severely injured from fighting an adult was correct, their chances of victory were slim. They had no other choice but to take this risk.

Throughout the journey, they had speculated and fretted, but now faced with such a result, they were taken aback.

Where was the enemy?

Could it be just this ordinary-looking Divination Stage cultivator?

That couldn't be right; how could the adult fall in his hands?

There must be accomplices. And if so, they had to be at the Tribulation Stage. Where exactly did he hide now?

Their minds raced with possibilities, but they all came to the same conclusion.

They tried to extend their divine senses, but found nothing. They grew more vigilant, wondering if that old monster was hiding and waiting for an opportunity to ambush them.

Lost in their own fears, they failed to focus on the real threat before them.

Lin Xuan, a highly alert cultivator, could not miss such a glaring oversight.

Though his strength allowed him to easily overpower these ghostly entities, he wouldn't pass up an opportunity to catch them off guard with a sneak attack.

With a wave of his sleeve, several sword qi emerged like fish in water and surged forward, striking the front.

Lin Xuan did not immediately summon his weapon; instead, the speed at which he could release sword qi was faster than using a treasure.

Sneak attacks were about efficiency. The quicker, the better to seize an advantage.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's sword qi wasn't weak either. In terms of power, it might not be inferior to a cultivator’s ownLife Treasure.

Knowing his various abilities inside out, he had an 80% chance that this sneak attack would severely injure at least one or two opponents.

Meanwhile, the four ghostly entities were distracted and suddenly faced a silver light. The sword qi was already attacking them.

"Bad luck!"

The four cultivators were alarmed as they frantically used their abilities to defend themselves.

From the leftmost cloud of Yin Qi came a sharp cry. Though not as melodious as a yellow oriole, it was still clear and crisp.

Then that cloud suddenly expanded. Arm-thick tentacles extended from its surface, resembling writhing snakes.

These tentacles wrapped around the sword qi like serpents trying to block the attack.

But it wasn't easy. Lin Xuan's sword qi was powerful enough; upon contact with the tentacles of Yin Qi, they melted away like ice in a fire.

However, their efforts were not entirely futile. With so many tentacles, the sword qi slowed down slightly as it passed through them.

Though this delay was only momentary, it was sufficient for a Divination Stage cultivator to do much.

A flash of spirit light revealed that the ghostly entity hidden within had retreated.

Lin Xuan's attack had actually been dodged by her.

Her response and abilities were quite impressive.

Without the cover of Yin Qi, Lin Xuan could now see her face clearly.

She was a slender woman with an attractive appearance, unlike the Ghost Sage-level powerhouses they had encountered before. At first glance, she seemed almost human.

But the aura emanating from her was unmistakable; this woman was undoubtedly from the Netherworld Realm.

Having dodged Lin Xuan's attack, what about the others?

"Ahh!"

A cry of terror and anger echoed as a ghostly entity in one of the clouds met its end.

Its reaction was too slow, and it was split in two by the sword qi.

Though this alone might not have been fatal, the residual power of the sword qi exploded, ensuring that the unfortunate soul vanished without a trace.

"Fourth Brother!"

The woman's cry of alarm was premature; she had just escaped herself. There was no time to help her brother.

Her face turned deathly pale as she realized that such a powerful opponent could be dispatched with a single move. This couldn't possibly be a Divination Stage cultivator.

Could this young man be feigning weakness? He might actually be the old monster at the Tribulation Stage.

As these thoughts raced through her mind, another cry of pain sounded. She turned to see an elderly woman in white retreating as a spirit light.

Her left hand clutched a staff, but she looked pained; her right arm had been severed at the shoulder.

She was luckier than the first one, having managed to avoid being disemboweled by rolling out of the way. But now, she lost an arm.

"Phew!"

The young woman sighed in relief as her second sister's injuries were severe but not fatal compared to death. She wondered about her eldest brother’s condition.

As she glanced over, a powerful-looking man caught her eye with no visible wounds. This outcome reassured her; the first man was indeed their leader and had reacted swiftly, blocking Lin Xuan's sword qi with a shield. Among them, he appeared the most composed.
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But there was no problem. Such a result could be said to have met Lin Xuan's expectations.

After all, he hadn't even released any treasures; merely summoning swordlight for an ambush had allowed him to bring about the deaths and injuries of four fellow-stage ghostly entities. From any angle, this was quite impressive.

Even so, such achievements were not something a spirit-separation realm existence could accomplish. After all, there was always a disparity between peers, but such a large gap was somewhat out of the ordinary.

At this moment, the three surviving ghostly entities' faces were as dark as thunderclouds.

They only thought of one phrase: "pretending to be weak and then striking hard."

This seemingly ordinary cultivator in front of them must be an old monster at the tribulation-transcending level. The master was probably felled by him.

The three pondered this, naturally releasing their divine senses to sweep over Lin Xuan's body, trying to find any clues. But there were none; he was clearly a spirit-separation realm existence, and they could not discern anything else.

Their anger and shock turned into immense frustration as they felt the other party was simply playing with them.

"Having reached this point, what use is it for you to hide your strength? A tribulation-transcending cultivator revealing his true colors—doesn't that lack face?" The coarse-looking man's voice was low and solemn.

His attitude seemed fearless, but of course, that was just a facade. In such circumstances, claiming not to be afraid would only be self-deception.

Originally, they had thought about taking a gamble, but unfortunately, Fifth Sister's judgment was wrong, making the situation dire. It was almost certain death.

They didn't know how their battle with the master went, but this fellow seemed unharmed and his mana appeared incredibly abundant.

Their hearts sank to the bottom.

Facing such formidable opponents, there were no chances of victory, let alone blocking them or escaping. Since they were destined to perish, what was the point in retreating?

The coarse-looking man's heart was filled with sorrow but also pushed him to take a chance. He spoke without any reservations.

Of course, this wasn't courage; it was more like resignation. Who would want to face such formidable opponents if possible?

"Concealing strength?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile: "I had no intention of concealing my strength. I am at the spirit-separation realm just like all of you."

But no one would believe this.

At the spirit-separation realm, who could claim to instantly kill a peer with a single move and expect others not to see through it?

Anger flashed in their hearts as they felt like cats playing with mice.

But anger was useless. The cultivation world was one where might made right.

Even if the other party was mocking them on purpose, what of it? Who could blame him for having such strength?

Lin Xuan wasn't idle while speaking these words. He remained calm externally but secretly released his divine senses to their maximum capacity.

After facing a ghost sage-level powerhouse just now, encountering four spirit-separation realm ghost entities here made Lin Xuan suspicious.

Perhaps the four were merely bait, with the real threat lurking in the shadows, waiting for an opportune moment to ambush him.

Although this was only speculation, Lin Xuan didn't dare be careless. Anything could happen in the cultivation world; being cautious never hurt.

But there was nothing to find.

This surprised Lin Xuan.

Could it be that there were no formidable enemies hidden? The ghost sage he met earlier might already be the strongest expert?

While this probability was small, it was still possible.

Thus, Lin Xuan hesitated and didn't attack again. Both sides had their reservations, making the scene rather quiet for a while.

However, this situation didn't last long.

Suddenly, a light halo burst from far in the distance on the horizon, followed by a pleasant clear chirping sound...

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before quickly turning his head to follow the sound. He released his divine senses and even activated Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

Silver light shone deep within his eyes as the distant anomaly became clearer.

A colorful layer of spiritual light rose from far in the distance, beyond the rainbow's beauty, dazzlingly vibrant.

"Here...?"

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, roughly estimating that the anomaly was at least tens of thousands of miles away.

Such a distance still making it so eye-catching and splendid; this must be something extraordinary.

An anomaly!

Lin Xuan's experience was no ordinary matter. The thought flashed through his mind like lightning.

Though speculative, he believed there would be no mistake.

Could the ghost sage suddenly arrive here to seek out this unique treasure?

Excitement flickered in Lin Xuan's eyes.

Indeed, it was like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without effort. When an opportunity came, one couldn't stop it.

His purpose for coming to Scorpion Mountain was cloud forging techniques, but since fate had brought him here, he naturally wouldn't let this unique treasure slip through his fingers.

Of course, he would find a way to acquire it.

Cultivation, cultivation—resources were everything.

Although Lin Xuan's wealth was considerable, who could say enough treasures?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer had any interest in lingering with the three ghost entities here.

The anomaly ahead was already so magnificent that if his assumptions were correct, the treasure would soon appear. The other party likely had accomplices there; missing by even a step might mean losing this treasure.

While encountering such an opportunity was due to sheer luck, it didn't guarantee benefits. It all came down to seizing the moment.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan no longer intended to waste time here. Quick action was best.

After all, he couldn't ignore those three guys either.

Without any signs, Lin Xuan struck again.

He flicked his sleeves, and silver sword energy swam out once more. He still hadn't summoned any treasures but this time the number of sword energies was much greater than before.

Following the flash of sword energy, it split into three streams, each piercing towards one of the ghost entities' heads.

The three were alarmed; they had just experienced the power of this move. Despite their shock, they didn't dare be careless.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's action was swift but they remained vigilant, so they weren't caught off guard.

The coarse-looking man flicked his sleeves, and a dense cloud of dark energy shot out from his sleeves.

Inside the dark energy, a treasure appeared faintly. It moved incredibly fast, colliding with the incoming sword energies.

"Bang!"

Black light exploded as the dark energy on the surface of the treasure was dispersed. A weapon about ten feet long, resembling a wolf's club, emerged.

Its entire body was pitch-black, and its sharp tip was coated with剧毒, making it clear that its power was formidable.
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The sword energy released by Lin Xuan was actually blocked by this treasure.

This wasn't unusual. No matter how wondrous the Nine Palaces Musty Sword technique might be, its power could only match that of a peer-level cultivator's treasures, making it roughly on par with them.

However, at this moment, Lin Xuan had no intention of slowly engaging in battle here.

With one finger, he pointed forward.

"Combine!"

Before the sound faded, over ten sword energies converged towards the center.

A silver giant sword appeared within his sight.

Ten feet long and more, although it was formed from gathered sword energy, its surface shimmered with a spiritual luster as if it had substance. The moment this sword emerged, its momentum seemed incredibly robust, heavy like a mountain slicing through the big man.

Before the sword even fell, the oppressive aura emanating from it made the big man feel his breath constricted. Terrified, he could not afford to slacken in the slightest.

With a loud roar, he opened his mouth and expelled a black and white essence energy aimed at the treasure he had just summoned—his wolf-tooth staff.

Boom!

After absorbing the essence energy, this treasure emitted a buzzing sound before it grew ten times larger. It transformed into a colossal object not inferior to that giant sword.

But this was far from over.

A sinister expression flashed across Tian Han's face as he clutched his hands together. A strange spell flickered past, and black qi like ink rapidly inflated his body.

In an instant, he transformed into a towering giant several dozen feet tall.

"Enlargement Spell!"

Lin Xuan's expression remained extremely calm. For beings of their level, the secret technique before him was perfectly normal; there wasn't anything to be surprised about.

He wasn't one to overreact, and indeed, these three fellows weren't worth his attention.

So what if he grew larger? A sneer curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth.

The big man stepped forward and gripped his wolf-tooth staff. With a loud roar, he struck the giant sword with all his might, aiming to collide head-on.

Though the ghostly entity was a wraith, its cultivation technique focused on brute strength.

Facing an old monster from the Tribulation Transcending stage, but this giant sword was merely condensed sword energy; he had confidence in blocking it.

"Stupid!"

Lin Xuan chuckled. With his right hand lightly brushing, a mental projection accompanied him.

Clang!

The sound of metal scraping entered his ears as two treasures were about to collide. Suddenly, the giant sword vanished without any warning.

Silver blade-like sword energies appeared before his eyes.

This wasn't over yet. The silver light expanded, stretching the sword energy into fine threads...

Transforming swords into threads!

Lin Xuan had mastered this divine technique to an extremely refined degree.

While it couldn’t match the White Fairy’s power, he had his own insights and the technique was quite formidable.

In just a moment, the sword energy transformed into thread-like forms.

It was almost instantaneous; even the big man didn't have time to react.

Poor soul, with the Enlargement Spell active, he became an easy target at such close range.

Zhuo!

A piercing sound echoed as countless silver rays pierced through the air. The unfortunate big man's face still showed disbelief, but his body was already shattered into pieces.

He didn’t even have a chance to escape with his essence core.

Such an outcome was almost indistinguishable from soul scattering.

Lin Xuan’s expression flashed with satisfaction.

Turning his head, he looked towards another direction.

The silver light was dazzling. The white-haired old woman had already scattered her soul. She was the weakest of the three ghostly entities, and Lin Xuan's elimination of her was the easiest.

However, the battle wasn’t over yet. A series of cracking sounds filled the air as Lin Xuan frowned, following the sound to see a rather beautiful woman before him.

Her face was strikingly good-looking, with a slender figure. At first glance, she truly resembled an immortal cultivator from the human race, but her body exuded a thick black qi, indicating that she was undoubtedly from the Netherworld realm.

Enemies were enemies; Lin Xuan wouldn’t be foolish enough to show mercy.

Her sword energy was just as sharp.

However, this woman’s divine technique was truly formidable. She was originally the strongest among the five.

Though he knew his chances of escaping unscathed against such an old monster were slim, there was no reason to give up. Even ants strive for survival; having advanced to the Spirit Transformation stage, she had faced countless trials and tribulations. As long as there was a glimmer of hope, one should strive to seize it.

With her ten fingers rapidly flicking, spell after spell shot out from them. In front of her, a circular-shaped treasure floated.

The entire surface of this ring was enveloped in dark black flames. As she waved her hands, the flames flickered on and off, and soon, several firebirds, each about a foot long, flew out from the ring.

Fearless, they clashed with the sword energy.

There were countless firebirds, their power formidable. Lin Xuan’s released sword energies were almost completely consumed in an instant.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan's eyes showed surprise. He could see that this woman’s divine technique was indeed not trivial; being able to effortlessly counter his moves somewhat exceeded expectations.

With a wave of his sleeve, more sword lights spread out.

From all directions, they shot towards the woman with a terrifying momentum. Clearly, Lin Xuan would not rest until she was eliminated.

Although her opponent's strength wasn’t particularly impressive, letting her go could leak information.

Lin Xuan wasn't a bloodthirsty cultivator, but he wouldn’t let a tiger return to its den either.

While the power of the sword lights was not discussed, their sheer quantity was more than triple that of before.

This woman seemed unable to escape. However, she showed no fear on her face.

With a flip of her hands, an even more mysterious spell shot out from them.

As she moved, all the firebirds converged towards the center.

A clear sound entered his ears as a firebird over ten feet long appeared.

It had four wings and six eyes, with two heads. Its appearance was extremely terrifying. With a flap of its wings, it flew to the left side.

Boom!

Explosive sounds echoed.

The sword energy in that direction was swept away, creating an opening several feet wide.

The woman was delighted as she flew along the passage, surrounded by black qi.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise. It seemed this woman really had a chance to escape.

Her speed was also quite impressive; she had already escaped thousands of feet away in an instant.

"Comrade, where do you want to go?"

Just as he thought, a light voice sounded, and before him, a figure appeared, blocking her path.

"It’s impossible. When did he catch up with me?"

The woman was both shocked and furious. Her expression resembled that of someone who had seen a ghost; she hadn’t felt Lin Xuan move at all. How could he suddenly catch up?
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Surprised, the woman turned her head to look behind.

It was generally foolish for someone to be distracted by a powerful enemy. This woman knew this simple truth, but she was too amazed at the moment. Her action of turning around was purely instinctive.

Regardless of whether it was intentional or not, such an action naturally exposed her vulnerability.

Seizing this good opportunity, Lin Xuan wouldn't let it slip away. He reached into his waistband and a loud crackling sound echoed as he pulled out a fiery red treasure that emitted blue electric arcs, with tiny符文 flickering on its surface.

It was the Lightning Fire Spear he had obtained before.

Although the power of this treasure wasn’t mentioned, its dual属性 of lightning and fire made it effective against阴魂鬼物. With how quickly he could summon it, it was perfect for a sneak attack.

"Ah!"

A painful scream entered his ears as Lin Xuan's timing was impeccable. The woman’s eyes widened in disbelief as the Lightning Fire Spear struck her back from an extremely awkward angle, creating a hole about the size of a bowl.

This wasn’t over yet. Lin Xuan clutched his hands together and a loud explosion filled the air. The electric arcs and flames on the Lightning Fire Spear enveloped the woman entirely.

The last阴魂鬼物 was finally sent to hell.

However, she died with lingering doubts and regret. Her sudden turn had cost her dearly, but it also allowed him to see that the terrifying old monster was still over a thousand feet away from behind.

So where did this enemy come from?

She didn’t know. Could Lin Xuan have two forms?

With deep disappointment and confusion, she returned to the underworld with her soul.

To her death, she never resolved these doubts due to the time pressure. Her subconscious turn only allowed a fleeting glimpse, not enough to notice any difference in his appearance or physique.

An eagle hunting for rabbits still uses its full strength. When an extraordinary treasure appears, timing is crucial. Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate and even summoned his avatar to quickly dispatch the remaining four阴魂鬼物.

Although using a bull to kill a chicken was slightly exaggerated, it worked well. With all the ghosts sent to hell, and no other strong enemies nearby, he wouldn’t waste any more time.

His figure flashed as he retracted the avatar, then his entire body emitted green light, revealing himself at maximum speed towards Mount Scorpion.

---

Meanwhile, on Mount Scorpion, the last cluster of阴气 was restless. The rogue revealed his true form—a man in his thirties with a stern face and elegant demeanor, dressed in fine silk robes, resembling a scholar.

His eyes were filled with anxiety as he saw the increasingly bright sign that the treasure was about to appear. It seemed the master had chosen well; the仙环 would be successfully crafted.

If everything went smoothly, they should receive substantial rewards from their lord’s generous hand. But now, the situation was dire!

The treasure was indeed going to appear, but a powerful enemy had suddenly appeared.

With the adult already dead and his younger sister leading the charge, they were forced to face this threat head-on. Although his younger sister's guess seemed reasonable, it was still just speculation.

This journey could be extremely dangerous. If she and her companions perished, would the other party come here?

The scholar in silk robes was uncertain, which explained his restlessness.

Despite his unease, the appearance of the仙环’s sign became even more prominent. They had anticipated this and set up some hidden arrays to mask it, but they underestimated how noticeable it would be.

The master’s choice of treasure was indeed significant; its pre-appearance signs broke through the protective barriers.

What level of treasure was this 仙环?

The scholar admired while feeling a headache. Regardless, he no longer had to worry about his initial target. The overwhelming sign would draw attention from afar.

What should they do now?

---

The scholar in silk robes was at a loss. Before he could decide, a prominent streak of green light appeared on the horizon.

For mere mortals, this distance seemed like an impenetrable barrier, but for Lin Xuan’s level, it was nothing to worry about. With his full speed, crossing this distance would take only an instant.

The green light wasn’t from his companions.

The scholar in silk robes was alarmed. Could his older brother and younger sister have all perished?

His worst fears were realized.

Misfortune often finds the unwary. Although he had some foreboding about such a scenario, seeing it unfold made him look pale. The worst-case scenario was exactly this!

What should he do now? He faced a choice.

After a brief moment of thought, the scholar in silk robes no longer hesitated. With his superior dead and his younger sister leading the charge, their fate was sealed.

The newcomer was clearly not on their level. Staying here would only lead to certain death.

Escaping had a chance. Although their lord wouldn’t spare him, he couldn’t afford to think too much in this situation. Even ants try to survive; every moment counts.

With his mind made up, he emitted black light and transformed into a dark wind, fleeing at top speed in the opposite direction.

His reaction was swift. Just a few moments later, the green streak of light arrived on the mountain.

Closer inspection revealed the sign’s grandeur. However, Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he gazed ahead.

"Still one escaped!"

Lin Xuan smirked and several pale silver灵光 shot out from his sleeves.
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At first glance, the灵芒 (light bolt) seemed unremarkable—about the size of a fingernail. However, its speed was extraordinary. As soon as it shot out from Lin Xuan's sleeve, it moved with an almost sentient grace, chasing after the robed scholar.

Lin Xuan made no further movements, appearing confident in his abilities and certain that he could send this escaped soul back to the underworld. His entire focus was now on the beautiful spiritual light before him.

Although Lin Xuan had detected the anomaly from several miles away, its beauty and power were even more striking up close. It was so magnificent, so awe-inspiring.

Lin Xuan had faced countless challenges on his path as a cultivator, seen innumerable treasures, but nothing compared to this. His Nine Palace Momentary Sword was already impressive, but the potential of that sword was staggering—so much so that if he were to achieve ascension, it might even become one of the wonders of the immortal realm.

Moreover, the Five Dragon Seal from the Blue Star Sea was shrouded in mystery; Lin Xuan had yet to uncover its origins. But its rank was undoubtedly high, and he suspected it could be a legendary先天灵宝 (Primordial Divine Treasure).

Apart from these two extraordinary items, Lin Xuan's assets rivaled those of cultivators who had passed the tribulation stage.

Given his rich experiences and steady nature, Lin Xuan would not easily be startled. Yet this anomaly was indeed captivating. Even with his broad knowledge, he was drawn to the beautiful spiritual light.

After searching for a long time, it turned out that what he found was effortless. Setting aside Cloud Refinement Techniques, Lin Xuan felt as if a great opportunity had landed in his lap.

He did not know the origin of this treasure, but since he had encountered it, there was no reason to miss it. In the world of cultivation, might makes right, and resources belonged to those who could take them. Lin Xuan would not hesitate; with a burst of green light, he flew towards the splendid spiritual light.

On the other side, the robed scholar's遁光 (flying technique) was at full speed as he fled. He feared his master's punishment but prioritized preserving his life. This fellow was also at the Spirit Cultivation stage, and while his speed could not cover a thousand miles in an instant, it was still incredibly fast. Frightened, he focused on running, covering several miles before he heard a buzzing sound.

The sound was intermittent, sometimes high, sometimes low, making him feel uneasy. The robed scholar paused, but the speed of his flight did not decrease as he turned back to investigate.

This buzzing was strange; it didn't seem like an enemy pursuing him. However, he could not be careless. Old monsters at the tribulation stage had unpredictable and ingenious methods, capable of taking a head from miles away.

He focused on the few silver-colored light points that appeared in his vision. There weren't many—only about ten—but they were coming fast, even slightly faster than his own speed.

He concentrated, though he could not see clearly. They seemed like bees, but these insects had mysterious patterns and emitted a pale silver glow.

"Drive Insect Technique!"

The robed scholar exclaimed in surprise. But quickly, the fear on his face turned to calm. He recognized the insects, but with only ten of them, they posed no significant threat. After all, he was at the Spirit Cultivation stage and had some confidence in his abilities.

Facing a tribulation cultivator meant certain death, but these were just a few insects. They weren't worth worrying about.

He slowed slightly, then raised both hands. Dark energy poured from his body, coalescing into two black serpents with single horns. They shot forward and began devouring the jade bees.

This wasn't an ordinary secret technique; he had used his essence energy to conjure these serpents. Each time they opened their mouths, a jade bee was swallowed. Soon, the few insects vanished.

Was it that easy?

The robed scholar was surprised but showed little joy. He didn't think these ten or so insects could harm him, but he shouldn't be completely defenseless either. After all, they were released by an old monster; why would such weak creatures be used against him?

Such foolishness wouldn't happen.

In other words, the insects being devoured by the serpents likely had some hidden purpose.

No wonder this fellow was at the Spirit Cultivation stage; his reaction was swift. But it was still too late. As he thought this, a loud explosion echoed in his ears.

The two black serpents exploded, and a buzzing sound grew louder. The jade bees emerged from the dark energy, seemingly unaffected by being swallowed by the serpents. They attacked fiercely.

At such close range, the robed scholar had no place to hide. But he reacted quickly, slapping his head, and a small shield popped out of his mouth. It expanded as it met the wind, forming a thick black shield that enveloped him.

The jade bees were blocked outside.

"Phew, lucky me!"

He sighed in relief. But before he could fully relax, his eyes widened in disbelief. The shield was useless; its light barrier remained intact, but the jade bees easily pierced through it with their wings.

"This is impossible..."

The robed scholar muttered. Before he could finish, the jade bees attacked him viciously.

Even without a shield or protective essence energy, his attempts were futile. The jade bees simply brushed past the thin layer of essence energy as if it didn't exist.

Damn!

Furious and alarmed, the robed scholar managed to release a ball of dark energy. It sliced through the air with a sizzling sound, revealing claws within and an acrid stench indicating its toxicity.

His reaction was swift, but it was too late. The jade bees were already inside, their attacks unimpeded.

Puff puff puff... The sounds of impact filled his ears as the jade bees were hit by the claws. But they merely slowed down the insects' advance without causing any casualties.

None of them fell!

The growth of the jade bees had been slow, but under Lin Xuan's cultivation for so long, their power was significantly greater than before. Now, not only did they have a breaking effect, but their bodies were also much tougher. While they weren't completely impervious to water and fire or weapons, most attacks had no effect on them.
第两千九百一十章 真正的时间之毒

The final barrier was quickly broken, and the face of the man in fine robes showed signs of despair.

By this point, he knew well that his fate was sealed. How could it be otherwise? This demon insect's behavior was so outrageous; even if he wasn't killed by its bite, he would likely suffer a severe toll on his life force.

Knowing this didn’t help him now. The dozen or more insects had already clung to his body and wouldn't hesitate to use their venomous stingers!

"Ahh!"

The pig-slaughter-like scream pierced the air, deafeningly loud. Despite having prepared for it, the agony of being bitten by these demon insects was far worse than he imagined.

Pain etched on his face, but this wasn’t the end. He felt his life essence rapidly flowing and dissipating in the air.

Indeed, it dissipated!

In an instant, it seemed like a century had passed.

Could it be...

The man in fine robes, shocked, recalled an ancient legend: Time Poison!

While uncertain, the rapid loss of his life essence undoubtedly involved time法则.

He didn't have the luxury to ponder further. Terrified, he was on the brink of losing his soul.

Earth and sky laws were things only those who passed through tribulations could touch, and among all the fundamental laws, time law was undoubtedly the most mysterious.

Such a thing wasn’t something for a spirit realm cultivator to handle; their powers were incomparable.

Whether from sheer fear or truly stunned, he just hung there in mid-air, doing nothing.

In mere moments, his appearance rapidly aged before his eyes. Originally appearing around thirty years old, wrinkles quickly formed on his face and hands, making him look startlingly old.

His skin lost all its luster, resembling tree bark.

A moment of redness!

At this point, the man in fine robes looked like a hundred-year-old ordinary person.

More wrinkles appeared as a gust of wind blew past. His body disintegrated into sand, vanishing with no trace left behind.

Time law was indeed the most terrifying among all fundamental laws.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn't far from the place emitting spiritual light and aura. However, an eerie array blocked his path. This array was highly concealed; he had been drawn by its beautiful anomaly, momentarily distracted, and inadvertently fell into a prohibition.

Ghostly shadows surrounded him, thick with dark energy.

Though Lin Xuan was well-traveled, he hadn't much experience with the Netherworld. The array before him offered no clues.

But it didn’t matter.

He had already checked; there were no other spirits or ghosts nearby.

Could this uncontrolled array stop him?

A sneer appeared on his lips as he flicked his sleeve. A short sword about a foot long flew out.

Despite having many treasures, the Devouring Spirit Sword was still formidable in terms of power. Its changes might not be complex, but its explosive force was undeniable.

For combat, it might seem somewhat monotonous without additional support, but for breaking through an array, it was perfect.

As the saying goes: "Long nights breed many dreams." Lin Xuan pulled out the Devouring Spirit Sword to avoid wasting time. Otherwise, who knew what other surprises awaited?

He grasped the sword and injected his essence force as he slashed forward with precision.

The action flowed like a stream of water.

Instantly, four spiritual shadows appeared: Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and Black Tortoise...

Though just illusions, their presence was unyielding.

Boom!

A burst of energy echoed. While the array had some mystique, it lacked control, so its power couldn’t be fully unleashed.

The ghostly entities blocking Lin Xuan were swept away by the four spiritual shadows.

With a single strike, the array collapsed.

Lin Xuan then released several sword energies to completely destroy the array. As time passed, the dark aura dissipated, revealing a large opening.

This hole was bottomless, and the dazzling spiritual light emanated from within.

If his guess was correct, the treasure should be inside.

He extended his divine sense, but it yielded no results. There were no prohibitions in the cave, yet the aura of the precious object weakened cultivators' divine senses to some degree.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and remained silent for a moment before laughing self-deprecatingly.

Though he didn’t know what dangers lay within, he couldn't afford to retreat after coming this far. To return empty-handed from such a treasure trove was foolish.

With no intention of backing down, Lin Xuan moved cautiously downward. The cave was deeper than expected, and it took him nearly an incense stick’s worth of time to reach the bottom via stone steps.

As he emerged into light, he found himself in a grand hall over twenty feet wide.

However, this wasn’t the end of the cave. Besides the entrance, there were two winding tunnels on either side, each about ten feet in diameter, extending who knew where.

More strangely, these tunnels headed in opposite directions but emitted spiritual light and aura.

An illusion!

Not something advanced, but with his divine sense useless here, the risk of making a wrong choice was high.

Another cultivator might have been indecisive facing such a situation. However, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile.

A mirage?

Using it in front of him was like showing off to an expert.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as silver light surged from the depths. Without hesitation, he activated Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. Before this divine power, any form of illusion was mere vapor!

Soon, results came: The left tunnel remained unchanged.

The right one, however, was just a deceptive setup.

Having discerned the truth, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and flashed past to the left tunnel.

This tunnel wasn’t long; soon he saw bright light ahead. Overjoyed, he maintained vigilance as his body enveloped in green light sped towards the exit.
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"This is... a..."

Peng mouthed the words quickly, his gaze falling upon the scene before him. Lin Xuan was left speechless. Despite his extensive knowledge and experience, he had never heard of such a place or seen it.

Before him lay a vast lake of molten lava, covering an area of over a hundred acres. The lava surged and roared within.

Lin Xuan was still in a subterranean cave. Due to the intense heat from this molten lava lake, even ordinary humans would struggle to withstand it. Lesser cultivators without proper protective treasures might not fare much better.

However, Lin Xuan had no such concerns. His cultivation was at the late Spirit Formation stage, and his essence energy was far purer and more refined than that of his peers. The high temperature here left him unfazed; he didn't even summon a qi shield. Lin Xuan's body had been tempered through countless trials, making it as resilient as that of a妖族. This environment posed no challenge to him.

The expression on his face remained calm despite the lake of molten lava. Even if the temperature was unusually high and the lava might not be ordinary, what truly surprised Lin Xuan were other things.

Scattered around the edges of the molten lava lake were several array flags and various array tools. There were numerous items in total, indicating that the禁制阵法 set up here was no small matter.

The myriad techniques of cultivation included a vast array of knowledge, with array formation being one of them. While it could be used to repel enemies, it also served as an auxiliary tool for crafting. It's said that mastering many arts is inferior to excelling in one. Lin Xuan had dabbled in array formations when he first entered the cultivation world, but as his cultivation deepened, he gradually abandoned them. This was a wise choice; after all, everyone has limited energy and focus.

The understanding of array formations from his early days no longer served him, so he had no idea what this禁制was for. However, he could guess based on the situation.

His gaze swept over the surroundings, and Lin Xuan made up his mind.

He focused once again on the molten lava lake. Above it, something stood out prominently in the sky.

A treasure!

Its size was roughly that of a house.

Enveloped by a dazzling aura, it floated about ten feet above the surface of the molten lava lake.

At first glance, it appeared to be a circular ring made of fiery red material. However, on one side of this ring, there were exquisite carvings of a bird-like妖兽.

This bird had long feathers and an elegant appearance, resembling a phoenix in seven or eight ways. Yet its body was more slender than that of a phoenix, exuding an air of supreme arrogance, as if it looked down upon the entire world.

"Red Phoenix!"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he recognized the carved bird-like妖兽 on the ring. Technically speaking, this wasn't a妖族 but a true spirit!

While Red Phoenix was inferior to the phoenix in terms of strength, it was still renowned among true spirits.

Moreover, these carvings weren't ordinary; whether they had any connection with Red Phoenix remained unclear. However, Lin Xuan could tell from their quality that they were extraordinary.

What truly surprised him was a jade bottle floating not far from this ring. His gaze fell upon the bottle, and his expression turned visibly shocked, even his mouth opening wide in surprise. Although he wasn't an inexperienced cultivator, having seen countless treasures, his calm demeanor made it seem like a mountain collapsing before him would have little effect on him. However, there were things that could still shock him.

For instance, Lin Xuan was genuinely stunned at this moment. He almost thought he had misjudged the situation and hurriedly wiped his eyes to confirm what he saw.

At first glance, this jade bottle seemed no different from a regular bottle used for storing pills.

However, its surface emitted a faint greenish glow, not light but tiny符文arranged in patterns.

These greenish符文were so small that they were barely visible as individual grains. Their arrangement gave the impression of a shimmering aura. How could an ordinary bottle emit such intricate symbols?

"Sealing Spirit Jade!" Lin Xuan's voice seemed like a dream, marveling at seeing this legendary treasure here. Sealing Spirit Jade didn't sound particularly extraordinary, but it shouldn't exist in the spirit realm or the demon realm.

Legends said that these magical jade pieces originated from the true immortal realm.

Whether this was true or not, the value of Sealing Spirit Jade was undeniable. However, its purpose wasn't to refine treasures; instead, it was used to seal powerful entities.

For instance, rare and precious spirit herbs and plants to prevent their spiritual energy from leaking...

However, such uses were few because Sealing Spirit Jade itself had immense value.

Preserving spirit herbs would be too extravagant; even the most precious flowers in the Hundred Flowers Immortal's garden might not suffice. Other more valuable items were hard to find in the spirit realm.

Thus, Sealing Spirit Jade was typically used to seal the souls of extremely powerful beings.

By "extremely powerful," it meant beings who had undergone a tribulation beyond the later stages or true spirits from one sect... Even legends spoke of top-tier Sealing Spirit Jades that could seal even the three souls and seven essences of a true immortal.

Lin Xuan didn't know if this was true, but recognizing such jade pieces already demonstrated his extensive knowledge. Whether it was the best among them remained uncertain. But whatever he sealed in here would be significant beyond doubt.

"Phew!" Lin Xuan took a deep breath, expelling the stale air from his lungs. He had come for cloud forging techniques, but now, by sheer luck, he had stumbled upon an extraordinary treasure.

He marveled at his good fortune, but it seemed that this discovery could bring him far more benefits than he initially anticipated.

Cloud forging techniques and other treasures were insignificant compared to the opportunities before him. Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as a hint of tension stirred within him. The treasure in front of him was extraordinary, but clearly, the process of refining it wasn't over yet. Now was not the time to seize it; he needed to be patient and wait.
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Waiting meant uncertainty.

Who knew what could happen during this process?

Lin Xuan wished he could take the treasure and leave as soon as possible. But he couldn't do that.

The more precious the secret treasure, the less it could be interrupted during its refinement process.

This was a fact Lin Xuan understood well.

Otherwise, the power of such a treasure would surely suffer significantly.

However, waiting like this made Lin Xuan extremely uneasy.

After all, this treasure wasn’t naturally born; it was intentionally refined by someone. Lin Xuan wouldn't forget that ghost sage from the Tribulation Transcending Stage.

That guy had considerable abilities, but Lin Xuan didn't think a mere early-stage tribulation transcender could refine such a treasure.

It was likely just one of his subordinates!

This speculation wasn’t baseless. To be frank, most middle-stage tribulation transceivers probably couldn’t do this either.

Only those old-timers who had passed the late stage of tribulation could have the power to create such an extraordinary treasure—like the Treasure Snake Ice Soul or someone like Master Nale Dragon.

The other party wasn't here; they just left their subordinates to guard it. Lin Xuan didn’t think this was due to carelessness but more likely because something had detained him, leaving him with no spare hands.

But the treasure was too important for him not to care. Even if he hadn’t wronged these subordinates in the past and there was no current grudge, they would definitely kill him to cover their tracks.

The cultivation world was one where strength reigned supreme.

Staying here was dangerous, but how could Lin Xuan bear to leave?

With all sorts of thoughts swirling through his mind, Lin Xuan's expression fluctuated. If his earlier speculations were correct, this situation was either a chance or an ill-fated encounter, and it was hard to say which at the moment.

Now he faced a difficult choice: should he stay for the treasure or leave?

Or perhaps take the risk of desecrating a precious item by forcibly taking the treasure now.

Lin Xuan didn't know. Each option had its pros and cons.

Even with his sharp mind, it was hard to make up his mind in such a situation. The dilemma of having to choose between two desirable but incompatible things was truly painful!

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly, struggling with indecision. He wondered what kind of treasure this could be, already so dazzling even before its refinement was complete.

Wait, wait—refinement?

Since the treasure wasn’t naturally born, it must have been intentionally refined by someone. Where was that refiner?

Lin Xuan suddenly recalled a detail he had overlooked.

It made sense for him to consider this point, as his thoughts were usually meticulous. He originally came here in search of Master Fish, the Refining Artisan, because of Cloud Forging techniques.

But everything underground was so astonishing that all his attention was drawn there. In the moment, he lost all capacity for thought and naturally overlooked such small details.

After all, Lin Xuan was human, and humans could make mistakes.

He didn’t mind making a mistake but now, with this realization, he extended his divine sense outwards.

Although the rock cave wasn’t vast, it was still too small compared to Lin Xuan’s powerful divine sense. Soon, he found what he was searching for.

Lin Xuan’s light speeded towards the left side of the cave.

There was a protruding rock about seven or eight zhang high, conveniently blocking his view. He hadn’t released his divine sense earlier, so it was understandable that he had overlooked it.

In just a few dozen feet, Lin Xuan arrived there in an instant.

But what met his eyes left him speechless.

Three cultivators were sitting there: an elderly man, a beautiful woman dressed in court attire, and another with two heads and four arms—a remnant of ancient demons.

Despite their different actions, they all seemed to be controlling the array for refining the treasure.

"Sure enough, it’s the Art of Array Refinement."

Lin Xuan muttered. Although he no longer delved into arrays now, this famous Art of Array Refinement was something he couldn’t have ignored.

The Art of Array Refinement meant using an array as a means to refine treasures—a combination of array techniques and refining arts, incredibly profound.

Only the top-tier refiners knew how to use it, creating superlative treasures in the process.

This treasure wasn't ordinary, and its refinement through the Art of Array Refinement was unsurprising. What shocked Lin Xuan was that these three individuals were definitely refiners.

There was no doubt about their identities, and this treasure must have been refined by them. Their cautious control over the array indicated it. But…

At this moment, all three had died.

Their outward appearance showed no signs of injury, suggesting they weren’t killed in an ambush.

How did these three die?

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense outwards.

After a short while, he looked up with a doubtful expression. If his divine sense was correct, the three seemed to have been drained of their life force by this array.

But how was that possible?

As refiners, they should have set up the array themselves. Knowing its characteristics shouldn’t be a secret. How could a refiner die from an array he himself had set up?

Lin Xuan wasn’t naive; he had seen many strange things in his cultivation journey. But everything here was puzzling and left him scratching his head.

Moreover, it was astonishing that the three refiners were dead while the array still operated smoothly, refining the treasure without a hitch.

Such a scenario would be hard to believe if told to others. Lin Xuan didn’t know what caused this, but there was no denying the eerie atmosphere here.

Despite feeling slightly uneasy, Lin Xuan stayed put and sat cross-legged, waiting quietly.
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It's no wonder Lin Xuan made this choice.

Indeed, there were many mysteries to be solved before his eyes. The dangers were also obvious. But what of it?

From the very beginning of his cultivation journey, Lin Xuan was well aware that fortune and danger often went hand in hand. If one wanted extraordinary treasures, how could they avoid any risks at all?

Despite everything appearing so strange and seemingly out of place, there was one thing he was certain about: the circular formation above the lava lake wasn't something to be taken lightly. While it was difficult to determine its exact grade, it was undoubtedly a灵宝 (spiritual treasure).

With his vast experience, Lin Xuan had seen many先天灵宝 (primordial spiritual treasures), so using them as a reference point wouldn’t be entirely inappropriate. However, another possibility was that this might be an先天法宝 (primordial treasure).

This thought stirred within him, but the likelihood of it being such was extremely low.

Primordial objects originated from the immortal realm and were inherently rare and beyond the grasp of ordinary mortals to obtain. Even in ancient times, top-tier cultivators had attempted to create them, investing countless efforts only to end in failure.

Knowing this secret well, Lin Xuan concluded that the most probable scenario was for it to be a玄天之物 (cosmic treasure). However, given its grand display, it couldn’t possibly be an ordinary cosmic treasure. It might even rank among the top-tier of such treasures.

Considering the risk, the potential reward justified his presence. Thus, he stayed behind, planning to collect this treasure once it was fully formed.

With great risks came great rewards. But Lin Xuan wasn't one to simply wait idly; he took a brief rest and transformed into a streak of light before leaving the lava region.

Mount Scorpio remained unchanged. With his divine sense extended over several miles, no signs of other cultivators were detected, making it temporarily safe.

Given that strong enemies might come here according to Lin Xuan's speculation, he decided to make some preparations in advance. While their effectiveness was uncertain, being prepared was always a good idea.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan extended his hand and drew several colorful array flags from his waistband. He set up the Five Elements Enriching Array first, which, while of decent quality, seemed somewhat weak given his current strength. Nonetheless, its mystical properties provided some protection.

Lin Xuan wasn’t content with just this; he had a wealth of resources at his disposal. While more array formations wouldn't necessarily be better, he carefully selected nine different arrays that complemented each other well and significantly enhanced their overall power.

These ancient immortals, though formidable, could still pose a challenge but would at least serve as some form of concealment and warning. They might buy him a little more time.

As the saying goes, a small difference can lead to a great disparity. The extra time bought by these measures could be crucial in critical moments.

After an hour, Lin Xuan had set up nine array formations. He seemed unsatisfied and with a flick of his sleeve, another talisman appeared. This one was rare, blue, and bore faint runes that glowed under the sun.

With a swift hand gesture, a spell shot out from his fingertips.

"Pfft..."

A soft sound echoed as the talisman ignited on its own.

Light began to emanate from within, converging into an eerie vortex that appeared in his vision. The diameter was over ten zhang (about 30 feet), and white mist spewed forth, enveloping the mountain range quickly.

This wasn’t difficult; Lin Xuan had chosen a relatively small area of about twenty li (6 miles) for this purpose, making it easy to cover with the fog.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan’s hands moved rapidly as he pointed again. The word "隐" (hide) appeared in his vision. The entire mountain range began to blur, much like water ripples.

After a moment, the scene cleared, and the mountains and mist vanished completely. In their place stood gentle hills that seamlessly blended with the surroundings, leaving no obvious signs of alteration.

This was an illusion or more accurately, a conjuring technique. This particular talisman used by Lin Xuan was of exceptional quality; it would be hard for ordinary cultivators to spot unless they were extremely close and high-ranking.

However, if faced with late-stage immortals, such means would clearly fall short. It was a case of showing off one's skills in front of a master, but Lin Xuan knew this well.

But what of it? Even if the effect wasn’t significant, doing nothing was far worse.

Preparation was better than no preparation. After completing these preparations, Lin Xuan felt tired and returned to his underground cave.

The scene remained unchanged; the treasure’s formation had proceeded without any difference in a short hour.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed no change. He seemed to have anticipated this outcome. Thus, he found a new spot and sat cross-legged to rest.

After resting from his recent battle with the yin spirit, Lin Xuan’s mana could be replenished by consuming immortal milk, but his energy and physical strength required more time to recover. If strong enemies were present, such a state would not be beneficial for him. Therefore, he quickly entered meditation to regain his vitality.

---

This passage describes Lin Xuan's meticulous preparations for the formation of an extraordinary treasure while also showcasing his strategic thinking and resourcefulness in dealing with potential threats.
第两千九百一十四章 半年

Time flies in the mountains, and a thousand years have passed.

The path of immortality is arduous. For cultivators, time often slips away unnoticed.

Six months had passed since Lin Xuan arrived at Scorpion Mountain. The underground cave remained unchanged; the precious artifact's refinement was still unfinished.

It took so long that it far exceeded Lin Xuan’s expectations. He originally thought it would take no more than a few days.

Controlling things beyond his grasp was something Lin Xuan detested, but these past six months had passed in such serene peace that not even ordinary cultivators ventured nearby.

This outcome surprised Lin Xuan and relieved him of the worry that had been weighing on his heart.

Perhaps his initial speculation was incorrect. Perhaps his pessimistic estimate was too low. This precious artifact had nothing to do with a late-stage heavenly tribulation monster; it was simply an early-stage ghost sage's creation.

Although this explanation seemed somewhat forced, Lin Xuan felt that the quality of the artifact did not match what a late-stage heavenly tribulation cultivator would covet.

But things happen by chance. In the world of cultivation, absolute certainty does not exist. What if that ghost sage was lucky?

In any case, Lin Xuan gradually calmed down and remained vigilant. Caution was his nature; he would never underestimate anyone.

...

On this day, he continued to sit in meditation quietly.

Over these six months, Lin Xuan had recovered from the energy depletion. Although the past half year had been peaceful, he did not practice cultivation here. Sitting still was merely a brief adjustment of breath and did little to enhance his power but kept him at peak condition.

Suddenly, without any warning, Lin Xuan opened his eyes while sitting cross-legged.

His divine sense often extended outward, but this time, it wasn't because he had detected an enemy or anything amiss. The precious artifact in front of him began to tremble after six months of refinement, emitting a clear ringing sound.

At first, the sound was unremarkable, but as time passed, it grew louder and carried a hint of pressure.

Lin Xuan frowned, recognizing that this sound resembled phoenixes.

This wasn’t surprising. Zhu Que, one of the true spirits of birds, had an inherent connection to the king of all birds, Phoenix. The similarity in their sounds was natural.

Before he could fully process this thought, a breathtaking scene unfolded.

"Zong!"

Another clear ringing sound entered his ears as the jade bottle began to tremble.

It was the封灵玉!

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, immediately focusing on it.

Everyone is curious, and Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be curious too. From the moment he realized this bottle was made of封灵玉, he had been trying to guess what was sealed inside.

He tried extending his divine sense, but there was no effect. Legend had it that封灵玉was a celestial artifact, naturally shielding against divine senses.

Even Lin Xuan, let alone an old monster at the heavenly tribulation stage, would have no success with their divine senses in this situation.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this, but what did it matter? As the saying goes, "what you hear is false; what you see is true." Since he had encountered封灵玉and was curious about its contents, he would definitely try to probe it despite knowing that his divine sense wouldn’t work.

Failure was not a concern. At worst, he might not get clear information, but there would be no other losses.

But the attempt yielded nothing. The legend proved true.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a trace of disappointment before quickly regaining composure as silver light flashed in his eyes, and he activated Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

He wasn’t sure if he could penetrate the封灵玉, but deep down, there was still some hope.

Unfortunately, this attempt was another failure. While Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes had some extraordinary abilities, they were useless this time.

No收获!

The封灵玉was indeed as legendary, mysterious to the point of being headache-inducing.

Of course, if he could take the jade bottle in his hands, Lin Xuan would have a way to determine what was sealed inside.

But that was just theory. In reality, he couldn’t do it. Knowing the contents wouldn’t bring any other benefits besides satisfying his curiosity.

Moreover, the封灵玉’s presence there was part of the alchemist's design, and if his guess was correct, its importance was significant. With Lin Xuan’s strength, removing it from the array would not be difficult; in fact, he had a hundred percent confidence.

But he wouldn’t do it because once disturbed, the array might be affected, even causing errors in the ring’s refinement.

Just to satisfy his curiosity and take such risks wasn’t something Lin Xuan, who was no fool, would do.

He could wait for the mystery to be revealed eventually.

And indeed, Lin Xuan’s guess turned out to be correct. The answer to this question was about to be revealed after all the effort he had put into suppressing his curiosity. How could he not focus on it now?

His gaze fell upon the jade bottle.

As time passed, the tremors intensified, and a faint green glow emanated from the surface of the bottle, though not dazzlingly bright.

Now, with the naked eye, Lin Xuan could see that the灵光was composed of mysterious runes the size of rice grains, constantly shifting and changing.

Each change seemed to carry an indescribable profundity.

Lin Xuan vaguely felt that calling this artifact a celestial relic was no exaggeration.

A moment later, a light "pop" sounded. The灵光flared up as the bottle cap shot upward in a striking display of light.

Then, a blindingly fast beam of light erupted from the jade bottle, so swift that Lin Xuan could hardly keep up with it, momentarily stunned.

But soon, the ascent halted due to a powerful波动emitted by the array at that moment, restraining whatever had been shot out.

At this point, Lin Xuan finally discerned the true nature of the灵光.
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It was a fiery red immortal bird!

With a body length of over ten feet, it had narrow eyes and long feathers. At first glance, it resembled the phoenix in every way except for its slenderer form and an extremely haughty demeanor that seemed to exude the aura of a ruler of the world.

Phoenix!

Lin Xuan was taken aback. For a moment, he almost thought his eyes were deceiving him. He widened his eyes and carefully examined the figure before him. Indeed, it was the Phoenix without any doubt. More accurately, it should be the soul of the Phoenix.

The aura emanating from it did not fall short in comparison to what Lin Xuan had seen from late-stage cultivators who were about to undergo a tribulation. In fact, it might even surpass them in some aspects.

It was unimaginable how such an existence could have fallen and been captured alive by someone, even with its soul sealed within a spirit-sealing jade. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had experienced countless trials and tribulations. However, at this moment, he was truly shaken.

As one of the true spirits among birds, the Phoenix's strength far surpassed that of the Golden Jade True Toad. Although it fell short of the True Dragon and True Phoenix, its reputation in the realm of true spirits was well-deserved.

To be frank, even if it were a precious snake with an icy soul or a nine-tailed celestial fox, they would hesitate to engage in battle against such a formidable opponent. How could this exist fall into such a predicament?

The twists and turns behind this situation were beyond his comprehension. Lin Xuan naturally did not waste his energy trying to figure them out.

What he was pondering now was another issue, or rather, something very detailed that needed to be addressed at the moment.

Crafting treasures, sealing spirit jade...

He had no idea what kind of treasure this circular object was, but it bore an image of a Phoenix carved into its surface, almost lifelike.

Initially, he thought it might just be for decoration. However, as time passed, that possibility gradually faded from his mind...

Lin Xuan began to assess the value and significance of this treasure in relation to the true spirit Phoenix.

Such speculation was indeed quite reliable.

But reality proved even more fantastical than his imagination. Lin Xuan never dreamed that the spirit-sealing jade contained the soul of the Phoenix.

What could be the purpose?

Was it using the Phoenix's soul as the essence spirit for this circular treasure?

The thought flashed through his mind, and he was momentarily shocked by its audacity.

Using a true spirit like the Phoenix’s soul as an essence spirit... True immortals might not be so bold. Although the Phoenix’s soul did appear before him, Lin Xuan felt it highly unlikely.

It must have another purpose!

Lin Xuan could only speculate up to this point. The exact nature of its use was beyond his comprehension. For now, he would do nothing but wait as the secret slowly revealed itself over time.

Patience is a virtue, and Lin Xuan had plenty of that.

With thoughts racing through his mind, he took a deep breath and waited silently.

The Phoenix’s soul displayed an extremely angry expression, trying to break free from its bindings. The aura it emitted was already formidable; now it was growing stronger with each passing moment.

This spiritual pressure did not target him directly, but just watching it made Lin Xuan feel uneasy. After all, this was merely the soul of the Phoenix. In its full glory, how powerful would it be?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and let his protective spirit energy shield him from any harm, silently observing.

The Phoenix’s struggles were futile. The array had an effect that counteracted them, and light halos began to appear, enveloping the soul of the Phoenix.

It remained immobile.

The sound of the array’soperation filled Lin Xuan's ears as he was surprised to find its power had increased tenfold compared to before.

Such a powerful force could not be provided by even top-grade crystal stones. Only immortal stones could achieve this.

Could it be that the array in front of him was powered by immortal stones?

Lin Xuan was amazed, realizing something he had never noticed before.

The complexity of the array far exceeded his comprehension.

Despite the orderly process of crafting the treasure continuing, Lin Xuan’s thoughts turned to the future.

A month or so later...

Over these nearly three months, Lin Xuan had witnessed firsthand how this wondrous treasure was being crafted. Although the exact details were unclear, it was evident that the circular-shaped object was nearing completion. The soul of the Phoenix had fully integrated into the ring, imbuing it with a lively essence. However, its purpose seemed different from ordinary essence spirits.

Lin Xuan did not delve deeper; his heart was already filled with anticipation and joy.

The Phoenix Ring—this was the name Lin Xuan gave to this treasure.

It still lacked the final touch for perfection, so its true power remained uncertain. But considering that it contained the soul of a true spirit Phoenix and was powered by an immortal stone array, its might could not be underestimated. It was likely among the top treasures in the realm of heavenly treasures, perhaps even one of the best.

As time passed, Lin Xuan’s expectations grew.

It was a peaceful morning. Sunlight pierced through the dawn, casting warmth upon the earth. Early birds began to sing as they searched for tasty insects in the forest.

Lin Xuan had not slept last night either. For a cultivator, this was nothing unusual. His face was filled with excitement and his eyes wide open. After long periods of waiting, he finally saw hope. The miraculous Phoenix Ring was about to be completed.

Although Lin Xuan was no master of alchemy, his expertise was considerable enough to recognize the joy on his face as he silently waited.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. His previously joyful expression turned grim.

He turned his head and released his mental senses. A powerful cultivator was rapidly approaching this place.

It was easy to gauge their strength; while they had retained some of their spiritual energy, it was clear that their power was formidable. One of the outermost arrays he had set up was instantly breached.

Since Lin Xuan himself had laid out the array, its power was well known to him. He would not have broken through so quickly if he had done it himself.

In other words, the opponent must be a late-stage cultivator.

If his guess was correct, they were likely not an early-stage cultivator either.

Was his initial assumption about to come true? The old monster crafting this treasure might actually be a late-stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned dark. After such a long period of safety, why did something happen just as the treasure was nearing completion?
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Chapter 2916: Bold Speculation

Fortune or misfortune, one must face it.

Lin Xuan had always been most worried about this. As time passed, his heart gradually settled in his chest. Yet, he still couldn't avoid the situation at the critical moment of refining a treasure.

That old monster, who had always caused him anxiety, finally appeared.

Though Lin Xuan didn’t know who this formidable figure was, it was undoubtedly much more powerful than the ghost sage he had encountered before.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan faced a dilemma.

But soon, his gaze became resolute. He had spent so much time and effort here; how could he just retreat silently? A cooked duck wouldn’t fly away on its own.

With a flick of his sleeve, another Lin Xuan appeared in front of him. With identical appearance and physique, it was clear that this was the Inner Refinement Self he had painstakingly cultivated.

Lin Xuan had thought about going to meet the enemy himself while leaving the Inner Refinement Self behind. The first reason was to prevent a feint attack; the second was to protect the treasure. Once the Phoenix Ring was successfully refined, the Inner Refinement Self would retrieve it.

While this arrangement wasn’t foolproof, it was the best idea Lin Xuan could come up with at the moment.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan shot upward into the air, his body enveloped in a faint green glow. The Inner Refinement Self’s expression was grave as well; he clutched his hands and his aura became almost imperceptible. Lin Xuan didn’t want this surprise attack to be revealed too soon.

A surprise attack must wait for the right moment to be effective, a lesson Lin Xuan had learned through experience.

---

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan found himself on the ground. Thunderous explosions filled his ears as he looked up. From far in the distance, a black light flashed like a dragon emerging from the sea, flying at heart-stopping speed toward him. The array he had set up was shattered effortlessly; it barely slowed down the intruder.

Despite his earlier expectations, Lin Xuan’s face turned pale with shock. This guy seemed even more terrifying than he had imagined.

Though he felt uneasy, Lin Xuan didn’t move. He had decided to block the enemy and couldn’t retreat after just a few steps.

The black light soon arrived above Tianxie Mountain. The glow dissipated, revealing a strange figure in dark robes.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he stared at him. This person’s appearance was bizarre; his entire body was wrapped in an unusually large black robe that even hid his head, making it impossible to tell if he had hair or not.

His face was visible but was surrounded by an aura of阴气, rendering his features indiscernible except for a pair of blood-red eyes.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced as he met the other’s gaze.

A ghostly entity!

This guy's identity was confirmed.

Indeed, just like Lin Xuan had guessed, he was at the Tribulation Period stage.

Fortunately, this wasn’t the late-stage tribulation cultivator that Lin Xuan had initially thought. The pressure emanating from his body clearly indicated his true level.

Just like the ghost sage he encountered earlier, both were at the initial stage.

From such a close distance, Lin Xuan couldn’t be mistaken; hiding his cultivation didn’t work well here.

However, despite being in the early stage, Lin Xuan was on high alert. Although they hadn’t fought yet, this guy felt entirely different from the ghost sage he had met before.

Lin Xuan wasn’t sure why but trusted his instincts. After countless battles, his instinct to face a formidable opponent was now incredibly sharp.

A formidable enemy!

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as he maintained high alertness. The other’s face was obscured, but his red eyes glinted with surprise: "Huh? You’re just an early-stage One Spirit Period kid. Those arrays are quite impressive; I thought they were set up by a late-stage tribulation cultivator. Your appearance here means my subordinates must have fallen. Good job, it’s been millions of years since someone could defeat a tribulation cultivator at the One Spirit stage. Such a genius is rare. You’re not from this realm, right? It seems you were drawn in by spatial forces."

The other’s words were shocking. Lin Xuan was clearly taken aback.

"Your expression suggests I’m correct. A genius shouldn’t be without any reputation. Yes, as an Human, you have no connection with the Three Demon Kings. Do you know Guanghanzi? Or are you a disciple of that hermit, Guohongzi, or one of those descendants like Dailong and Baoxian?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. This guy had a huge ego, speaking as if he were on par with Immortals and Demon Kings. His expression didn’t seem to be idle talk.

A mere early-stage tribulation cultivator shouldn’t speak so confidently. Could it be…

The only reasonable explanation was that this guy wasn’t an early-stage tribulation cultivator but a late-stage one, appearing as a manifestation before him.

This explained why his tone was so outrageous and the pressure he exerted was far greater than the ghost sage from earlier.

Perhaps he wasn’t just a late-stage tribulation cultivator; his identity might be even higher. For example, one of the Six Kings of阴司, who ruled alongside Asura in ancient times.

This speculation was bold but not impossible. After all, anything could happen in the cultivation world.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s face turned even grimmer. The Six Kings of阴司 were formidable; their power rivaled that of Immortals and Demon Kings, on par with True Demons and Primordial Beasts. They were slightly higher than figures like Dailong Zhenren.
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Lin Xuan's face turned extremely gloomy as he thought through the situation.

Millions of years ago, the two interfaces had a conflict. The Asura King ledghostly beings of the netherworld to massacre the Spirit Realm, turning it into a river of blood. Even the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings could not withstand this assault. This was partly due to the Asura King's extraordinary strength but also because the other five kings ofnetherworld, underworld had played significant roles.

Such beings were beyond his ability to contend with.

Even if they weren't the original forms, their avatar powers were still incredibly formidable—far from ordinary initial-stage existences.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmed himself. It was a grave mistake to be afraid before even engaging in battle. This was just his speculation; perhaps the other party had intentionally caused him psychological pressure to see if he would falter. If that were the case, wouldn't it be falling into their trap?

The Six Kings ofnetherworld, underworld should not have appeared in this lost interface for reasons both emotional and logical.

Perhaps it was just his overthinking.

"Something wrong, fellow? You don’t want to reveal your origins, so you won’t blame me if I don’t give you the courtesy of an old acquaintance when I bully you!"

The voice from within the black-robed cultivator cackled. It was no wonder he remained calm; though there had been a slight change in his plans—his subordinates who were guarding the treasure had all perished—the matter did not concern him much. He had already released his divine sense to thoroughly investigate, and the treasures were still being refined methodically underground, about to be completed soon.

This fellow had good eyesight; he didn't forcibly take away the unfinished treasures, which would have significantly weakened the Restraining Soul Ring's power.

With the treasure intact, there was no need for him to rush. Otherwise, where would he find time to chat with Lin Xuan? If something went wrong with the Restraining Soul Ring, drawing his soul and essence wouldn't be enough to satisfy his hatred.

Lin Xuan, a shrewd cultivator, quickly deduced what the other party was thinking after some thought.

He felt extremely fortunate that he had anticipated this and made his avatar conceal its aura as much as possible. Otherwise, if the other party discovered his hidden move, he would have been eliminated immediately upon contact.

Time was precious to Lin Xuan.

The other party was willing to delay; Lin Xuan couldn't have asked for more.

"Senior, what a bold statement! You stand on par with the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings. Is my teacher, Broad-Cold True Man, familiar to you?"

"Haha, Broad-Cold, it turns out you're his junior disciple. Wait, no, fellow, are you trying to deceive me?" The tone turned extremely cold as he spoke.

Where did the flaw lie?

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but his heart was filled with shock. Such a short conversation had revealed such a flaw.

He would pretend to be Broad-Cold’s disciple for a reason—under the broad shade of a tree is where one can rest. The reputation of Broad-Cold True Man was naturally well-known. Lin Xuan had hoped that this would instill some caution in the other party, but he ended up making things worse by being caught so easily.

No matter how much he pondered, he couldn't figure out what mistake he made. Lin Xuan's face showed a look of utter bewilderment.

"Ha, fellow, you're quite adept at pulling the tiger’s tail to make a lion. Unfortunately, you’re an unlearned fool. Broad-Cold’s cultivation methods are extremely stringent—both excellent spirit root and the Nine-Spirit Holy Body are required. Your spirit root is in shambles, and you don’t have any special constitution; how could Broad-Cold True Man accept you as a disciple?"

The cold laughter that entered his ears spared him from further speculation but left him even more surprised. What was a Nine-Spirit Holy Body? Lin Xuan had never heard of it, but he knew it couldn't be ordinary.

What amazed Lin Xuan was how the other party could probe his spirit root without physical contact—was this too outrageous?

Facing that eerie gaze, everything seemed to become transparent.

The only thing Lin Xuan felt relieved about was that the other party hadn’t discovered the secret of the Five-Phoenix Seal and the Blue Star Sea in his dantian.

But he thought it wasn't strange. The avatar before him was just an avatar; even if the original behind him were a high-level old monster, Lin Xuan had already interacted with the ghost sage, Broad-Cold True Man, and the Queen of Qingqiu—none of them could see through the Blue Star Sea's secret.

If they couldn't, it was unlikely that the Six Kings ofnetherworld, underworld would be able to either.

Lin Xuan pondered as the other party continued to marvel at his abilities: "This is quite peculiar. Your disciple’squalifications are ordinary, and you’re not even old; how could you advance to late-stage Spirit Separation? One of my subordinates was a ghost sage-level powerhouse—how did he die? Fellow, did you kill him in an overclass challenge?"

"Senior, may I ask for your identity before answering your questions?" Lin Xuan, while alarmed, delayed the conversation and probed into the other party's background.

"In my presence, you have no right to question me. You lied to me just now; I haven’t punished you yet. If you’re wise, answer my questions honestly and explain your origins. Considering that you didn't touch my treasures, I might be lenient!" The other party’s cold laughter entered his ears, showing utter disregard for Lin Xuan.

"Senior, I admit I was wrong. Actually, I am the disciple of Fairy Hundred Flowers..."

The other party's anger was palpable: "You really won’t cry until you see your coffin! Talking nonsense, do you think I’m easy to deal with?"

"Nonsense, late junior truly didn't say anything!"

Lin Xuan stretched his mouth wide open in shock. How did the other party figure it out?

"Ha, Broad-Cold is a notorious ladies’ man, always busy with women and rarely taking time for anything else—how could he have had such an interest in accepting disciples?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback; he truly didn't know thatNailedong (a proper name or a transliteration) was so lazy.

But this fellow before him was truly extraordinary. How could a mere cultivator know the great powers of the Spirit Realm as if they were his own family secrets?

"Alright, I admit my mistake. Actually, I am Fairy Hundred Flowers' disciple..."

"You..."

The other party's anger knew no bounds; he was clearly using every opportunity to recognize each of the powerful figures mentioned.

"Fine, since you don’t want to, I won't hesitate to draw your soul and essence. You’ll know everything then."
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The voice of the opponent was icy cold, clearly indicating that he had lost all patience and no longer wished to play guessing games with Lin Xuan.

"Ungrateful brat, daring to toy with this king. You will regret it soon."

Without further ado, the opponent made his move. He merely raised his right hand, pointing a finger forward in a swift but not particularly fast motion.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he instinctively stepped to the left.

Sizzle...

The sound of tearing filled Lin Xuan’s ears. The place where he had stood just moments ago was now surrounded by an odd spatial fluctuation. A vortex appeared, as if something immensely powerful had torn through the void.

It was only a few feet in diameter, but on Lin Xuan's face, there was a look of shock. An expert could tell immediately—this attack, though seemingly casual, contained a hint oflaw/pattern/principle force.

Indeed, it was law/pattern/principle!

Lin Xuan couldn't quite determine what type of law/pattern/principle this was, but the power behind it was undeniable. If hit, it wouldn’t be something to joke about.

"Hmph, the young fellow's reaction is swift," said the ghostly figure in a calm tone. "Although you managed to dodge quickly, where will you run to now?"

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed as he knew his opponent was incredibly strong, but he had to hold his ground. His nature wouldn’t allow him to just take hits without retaliating.

If he allowed the opponent to continue attacking, his situation would only worsen. To change this dynamic, he needed to attack and draw the enemy into his rhythm.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan's response was equally swift. However, as they say, every bean has its black spot; his speed was no match for the opponent’s.

As soon as the old monster finished speaking, his right hand didn’t retract but instead curled into a claw and made a quick grab.

Sizzle...

Lin Xuan felt a sudden tightening all over his body, as if bound by an invisibletalisman/magic spell. The air froze momentarily, leaving him almost unable to move.

Damnit!

In high-level combat, every millisecond counts. Once restrained, the danger was obvious.

The old monster retracted his right hand and instead raised his left. Another finger pointed forward in a simple yet deadly motion.

Lin Xuan faced an immense threat; this technique was similar to the previous one.

If hit, he wouldn’t survive unscathed. He couldn’t afford to fall here.

A crazed battle intent flickered in Lin Xuan’s eyes!

Boom!

The sound of explosion filled his ears as blood blossomed in the air.

This attack, Lin Xuan failed to dodge completely.

"Ungrateful brat, you now know the consequences of offending this king!"

The ghostly figure wore an arrogant expression. However, his face turned pale when he saw that Lin Xuan didn’t fall as expected but instead surged forward with a blinding speed.

"How can this be?"

He knew the power of his technique well enough. He hadn’t intended to kill Lin Xuan instantly; he had deliberately left some strength in reserve.

But the opponent wasn’t a strong monster or demon—how could he still move after such a powerful strike?

Before these thoughts fully formed, Lin Xuan was already rushing forward like a whirlwind.

Without hesitation, he delivered a fierce punch.

Boom!

Golden energy vortexes appeared instantly, carrying an immense pressure that pressed towards his opponent.

The old monster’s strength was formidable. Under the fluid attack, Lin Xuan did suffer some losses.

But what of it?

He had foolishly left some power in reserve for this strike.

Though he understood the intent—to capture him alive and extract his soul—his estimation of his own body's strength was too low. The perfect strike became riddled with flaws, giving him an opening.

Lin Xuan’s punch wasn’t a guaranteed kill move but caught the old monster off guard. With its formidable power, it hit hard.

Boom!

The golden vortex collided forcefully, and the thunderous explosion echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan was elated as he swept his sleeves, revealing silver light that blazed brightly. His Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emerged like fish out of water, growing to several feet long before slicing towards the opponent with a flurry of attacks.

If this hit, Lin Xuan had other moves planned—a series of strikes to severely injure the enemy.

Unfortunately, his opponent wasn’t an easy target. In some ways, he was exceptionally strong!

Despite the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword’s powerful momentum, each strike missed its mark completely.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he paused and released his divine sense with a wary look on his face.

The dazzling spiritual light stopped after the attack, revealing the old monster in all its form. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; this was his second encounter with such an unusual creature.

This wasn’t exaggerated—humans aside, the appearance of this ghost differed significantly from those he had seen before and ancient demons as well.

It lacked a physical body, merely a grayish human-like light.

Though its face was indistinct, its eyes, ears, mouth, and nose were clear.

AYin Spirit!

This creature was identical to the ghost saint he had previously defeated.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise. If his clone was arecorded spirit, then the original must be a Yin Spirit for sure.

To clarify, a Yin Spirit was essentially a shattered soul; among countlessghostly entity/Yin soul, they were of low rank but also the most numerous.

Rarely did Yin Spirit produce experts.

Those who successfullypass through trials/crisis were indeed rare, like phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

However, there were exceptions. In theNetherworld/Underworld界, Yin Spirit was so common that it could be compared to countless cattle. With such numbers, some might have good fortune and exceptionalqualification.

One of the Six Kings ofNetherworld/Underworldwas a low-rank Yin Spirit.

Dark King of the Netherworld!

Compared to the Arrogant King, this monster’s power was far inferior, but his strength was on par with the other kings.

Lin Xuan didn’t know if there were any other late-stagepass through trials/crisis experts in the Yin Spirit clan. The only one he knew of was theDark King of the Netherworld.

Seeing the form of the clone, Lin Xuan was truly astonished. Though it might be coincidence, he couldn’t believe his luck!
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No, if the opponent were one of the Six Kings of阴司 (Yinshi), they wouldn't have appeared in this lost realm.

According to Lin Xuan's knowledge, long before King Asura led the ghostly creatures into the Spirit Realm, this lost realm had already taken shape.

During their battle with the Spirit Realm, the Dark King of the Underworld was one of Moonling's major generals and had fought against many great cultivators from the Spirit Realm. Could it be that he only ended up being sucked into the lost realm after that?

This seemed like a reasonable explanation.

But Lin Xuan couldn't forget that the Six Kings of Yinshi were formidable powerhouses, not inferior to Loose Immortals. Even if they weren't adept at spatial laws, their immense strength made tearing through space an easy task.

Such beings wouldn't be stuck in this lost realm; logically speaking, he should easily find a way out.

Lin Xuan's mind raced with thoughts but the more he pondered, the more confused he became. He had no clear idea of what was happening and didn't have time to think it through completely.

The formidable enemy still circled around him! The opponent had given Lin Xuan an opportunity for a sneak attack. He intended to use a complete series of strikes to leave a lasting impression.

Unfortunately, while the first few moves had some effect, the remaining Nine Palace Must臾剑 were deftly dodged by his opponent.

Though he seized the chance well, it didn't yield the desired results.

Lin Xuan's expression was now genuinely serious. Whether or not the opponent was one of the Six Kings of Yinshi, they would be an unprecedented challenge for him.

He had already faced several battles against cultivators at the early渡劫 stage, but this guy was entirely different from his previous enemies, despite similar levels of cultivation, their displayed strength was on a completely different level.

Overcoming such a formidable enemy?

Lin Xuan no longer dared to entertain such unrealistic thoughts. Fortunately, his task was merely to hold them off—more accurately, to delay them.

He would try to wear down the time as much as possible. Once the treasure was successfully refined, he could find a way out of this place.

On the surface, it wasn't an impossible task, but at that moment, Lin Xuan felt immense pressure.

But he wouldn't leave things to chance; since he had chosen to stay, he would do his utmost to hold them off. He must keep him here or all his efforts over half a year would be in vain.

Lin Xuan raised his head and saw the terrifying old monster looking this way too. His voice carried into Lin Xuan's ears, revealing obvious surprise.

"Nine Palace Must臾剑, complete version! Little guy, are you not a cultivator but rather a witch from the Moonling Clan? A Heavenly Witch Goddess? What is your connection to her? According to me, while there are many talented youngsters in the Moonling Clan, few can master the Moonling Heavenly Witch Art. Even fewer can refine it into a complete attribute treasure."

From his tone, Lin Xuan could easily discern his shock and doubt. But at that moment, Lin Xuan's own astonishment far outweighed his.

Was this old guy a monster?

He had never seen anyone with such extensive knowledge; even after just one move, he was able to identify its origin so clearly as if reciting from memory.

Lin Xuan's mind began to race. Even if the opponent wasn't one of the Six Kings of Yinshi, his knowledge and strength were likely on par.

"Little guy, you are a witch from the Moonling Clan. If it were Heavenly Witch Goddess here, I might have some reservations, but with you, trying to stop me is sheer overconfidence."

Before he could finish speaking, the old monster attacked.

This time, he didn't use any treasure; instead, he waved his sleeves and the surrounding dark energy was sucked in like a whale drinking water.

Then it condensed into a three-pronged black trident a dozen feet long. The entire trident was composed of dense dark energy, almost tangible.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He knew this technique of gathering energy to form treasures but finding someone who could do so with such ease and naturalness was beyond his reach.

He couldn't predict the next move, but against such a formidable opponent, striking first was always better.

Lin Xuan cast a spell forward.

The Nine Palace Must臾剑 flashed, causing ripples in the spirit light. It split into three, then nine, quickly covering the entire sky.

Looking out, everything sparkled silver like waves, layer upon layer, with an imposing presence.

"Go!"

Faced with such a formidable opponent, Lin Xuan spared no effort. He pointed his finger forward and hundreds of sword lights buzzed as they transformed into a dazzling silver light霞, sweeping towards the opponent at lightning speed.

"Trivial trick!"

The old monster paid no mind to this magnificent attack. He raised his right hand and grasped the black trident, then thrust it forward.

Though he seemed casual, dark energy surged out, forming a bright black beam that instantly split open the entire sky.

The beam's imposing presence caught Lin Xuan off guard. Did he intend to overwhelm with sheer force?

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan wouldn't let him have his way. He changed his spell rapidly.

Instantly, silver light blazed, and the sword lights in the sky vanished. Instead, countless thin silver threads emerged, equally dazzling.

Though these silver threads were fine, each was a dozen feet long. There were more of them than the sword lights, and their angles were extremely sharp.

The beam though it covered half the sky couldn't block all the threads. The ghostly figure frowned, showing signs of surprise: "Transforming swords into threads—could you be from the Hundred Flowers Clan? No, not only is her character unsuitable for taking male disciples, even if there was no such rule, a Moonling Clan member wouldn't dare to seek her as a teacher."

Surprise after surprise.

This little guy seemed more mysterious than he had imagined.

Transforming swords into threads wasn't an extraordinary secret technique; many cultivators knew it. But Fairy Hundred Flowers excelled in this art, and the way she used it was vastly different from others'.

Though Lin Xuan hadn't received direct instruction from her, witnessing the battle between Hundred Flowers and True Toad Jin Yue had given him much insight. His imitation of her move was quite similar, which was why the old monster suspected his identity.
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Lin Xuan's heart raced with doubt, but the old man didn't slow down in his actions. With his left hand curled into a claw, he grabbed forward.

The surrounding oppressive qi was once again drawn into his hands. He gathered it in the middle, and this time, a round pearl about the size of a dragon eye appeared before his vision.

What kind of treasure is this? Lin Xuan had no time to think as his hands moved like lightning, pointing outwards. The speed at which the sword threads shot forth became even more intense. Even though the阴灵 didn't have a physical form, it wasn’t immune to all attacks. If pierced by these myriad sword threads, the opponent would surely suffer significant damage.

However, Lin Xuan's counterattack was swift, but his adversary was no pushover either.

Raising his hand, he summoned that black pearl made of condensed阴气 into a protective barrier. Points of gray light flickered and transformed into a layer of black light, shielding him. Boom!

In the next moment, silver light shone brightly as countless sword threads shot out like a hurricane, piercing through the gray light curtain.

Instantly, clusters of fist-sized silver lights exploded on the surface of the light curtain, sounding like raindrops hitting banana leaves—popping and splattering continuously in his ears.

The light curtain rippled like a lake under heavy rain, sending waves outward. The power of Nine Palace Momentary Sword was formidable; combined with Lin Xuan's sword-to-threads technique learned from Fairy Hundred Flowers, it had some added effect on the power of treasures.

At full strength, such an attack would likely deter even a powerful Golden Phase cultivator.

But now, the opponent effortlessly took it on. Although the light curtain trembled violently, countless sword threads failed to break through his defenses. Lin Xuan sighed slightly but didn't lose heart; he knew the enemy was formidable. The current situation had been prepared for.

Now, continuous attacks were needed to prevent the opponent from catching a breath. Lin Xuan's hands moved nonstop, with attack being the best defense.

A spell shot out from his fingertips—Stab Life… The silver light became even more dazzling. The sword threads didn't continue attacking but gathered above his head, forming a giant sword over a hundred feet long that appeared in his vision. The surface符文 burst forth, releasing an overwhelming violent aura.

"Fall!" Lin Xuan raised his right hand high and swung it down like lightning.

The giant sword flashed as it descended with the weight of a mountain. Vast silver light swept across the sky, revealing its terrifying power.

"Hmm, spatial law! A mere one-pointed spirit cultivator actually managed to comprehend temporal and spatial forces." Lin Xuan's attack seemed powerful, but the true killing blow lay in the hidden spatial law within. His intention was to launch a sneak attack, but it was immediately revealed by the opponent.

Though surprised, the old monster showed no fear; mere scraps of spatial power were nothing to him—mere showboating before him.

This brat dared to flaunt his understanding of法则力量 in front of him, clearly not wanting to die.

A cold smile played on his face as he raised his right hand and drew a finger forward.

Instantly, an indescribable eerie波动 rose up and spread rapidly towards the front.

"Law power!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; the opponent had also activated the laws of nature, handling it with ease. Clearly, their comprehension of this path was on entirely different levels.

Seeing his trick exposed, Lin Xuan felt no better. Moreover, he was alarmed that while the opponent used the law of nature, what kind of power exactly? He couldn't discern in an instant. Knowing all things have a counterbalance, even laws of nature weren’t exempt. If the opponent saw through his spatial power, would he use a targeted response?

Lin Xuan didn't know and had no time to ponder; at this moment, only a desperate fight remained. He took a deep breath and poured more magical energy into Nine Palace Momentary Sword.

Boom! The silver light became even more blinding, but such ordinary attacks could barely play any role or show their true power in the clash of laws. Lin Xuan was uncertain about its effectiveness. But regardless of his anxiety or hesitation, the two attacks clashed head-on.

The scene was indescribable; silver and black energy exploded, tearing apart the sky into fragments. Lin Xuan felt a heavy burden on his shoulder as if he were bearing ten thousand pounds.

While spatial law was among the top ranks of all laws, how much more formidable was the opponent's deeper understanding? Thus, this comparison left Lin Xuan with no chance at all.

Total defeat! His meager spatial laws were broken through effortlessly. Then Lin Xuan felt a strange law power sneaking towards him.

"Bad!" Lin Xuan was alarmed.

How terrifying that law was, he knew better than anyone.

Though his body's resilience rivaled the妖族, being ensnared by this law would surely lead to his soul and essence dispersing. Lin Xuan didn't want to perish.

In a panic, he moved both hands rapidly, striking out several punches towards the front. A golden force vortex appeared. He didn't expect it to nullify that terrifying mysterious law but hoped these few punches could slightly delay him.

At the same time, Nine Palace Momentary Sword flew back and slashed repeatedly in an attempt to sever the opponent's law power.

Back then, facing a ghost sage-level powerhouse, Lin Xuan had successfully severed their force of laws. But this old monster was clearly much stronger; would he succeed again? Lin Xuan didn't know!

Or rather, he had no confidence at all.

So after several lightning-fast punches, Lin Xuan raised both hands and quickly formed an odd spell with his fingers.

Pfft! A light sound entered his ears as multicolored glass-like substance and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire leaped from his fingertips.

After a slight surge, they grew much larger and spun wildly before crashing down fiercely. Body Cultivation Technique, Nine Palace Momentary Sword, plus Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire—Lin Xuan's reaction was swift; in the shortest time, he unleashed all his strongest powers to block the law power.

At the same time, green light enveloped him as he flew off diagonally at a high speed.

Even with all his divine arts, Lin Xuan still had no great confidence and thus chose to temporarily avoid the attack.
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Originally, using Nine Heavens Micro-Step would have allowed for a more rapid retreat. However, facing the unknown laws of this world, employing such a teleportation-like technique was uncertain whether it brought fortune or misfortune.

Lin Xuan weighed the pros and cons before opting for ordinary displacement instead. The entire process was as swift as lightning; his reaction was quick. But almost instantaneously, the unknown law rushed to this place.

The golden force vortex was powerful, but against that terrifying law of nature, it instantly melted away. While saying it had no use might be too harsh, with the naked eye, one could hardly discern any effect on that law.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's methods were not limited to just that. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew swiftly toward him next.

Though not a defensive treasure, this sword had multiple layers of defense, providing formidable resistance.

Lin Xuan was confident in his life-bound treasures.

A series of silver lights intertwined into a dazzling silver curtain.

In the next moment, silently and without warning, that eerie law collided with it.

The sensation...

Indescribable.

Without any signs, the silver curtain violently trembled.

The fluctuations were intense, as if it could break at any second.

But fortunately, it did not break. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword indeed proved formidable; it was no ordinary treasure. Even the laws of nature couldn't easily tear through it after consuming so many precious materials during its creation.

Lin Xuan felt elated as he pointed his right hand toward the front with several fingers.

"Bang!"

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire fell like a meteor, crashing into the silver curtain but not for attack; instead, it fused with it.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire—Lin Xuan's strongest treasures and secret arts—combined to resist the mysterious law.

"Not bad, not bad."

The ghostly entity revealed some approval: "It seems my subordinates truly fell at your hands. A mere division of spirit realm can possess power comparable to a cultivation technique of breaking through tribulation; you are indeed remarkable. Given time, your achievements might rival mine. But now challenging me is too foolish."

As the ghost's words faded, Lin Xuan felt the pressure suddenly increase.

Though the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire were miraculous, the law was a more profound entity.

Lin Xuan’s defenses could hold for a moment, which was already an incredible feat. Now, that brilliant glass curtain finally shattered like bubbles.

"Bang!"

Spiritual light exploded in vibrant colors, like fireworks. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword turned to dust and vanished with the wind; Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire's dazzling light quickly dissolved away.

Both of Lin Xuan’s divine arts were broken, one of which was his life-bound treasure. Such destruction would surely harm the owner as well. A mocking glint appeared in the ghost's eyes, and this time, he no longer held back.

The law of nature surged like a tide toward Lin Xuan. Although he retreated some distance, escaping was still impossible.

Whether he would fall or not remained uncertain, but this time, Lin Xuan’s attempt to escape unscathed was clearly futile.

Just then, a high-pitched clear sound rang out, piercing the sky like phoenix song.

No, it wasn’t a phoenix's cry, but equally arrogant and melodious.

Before the sound could settle, a large amount of spiritual light and treasure aura bloomed in mid-air.

Moreover, the mountains beneath his feet suddenly trembled. A pop echoed as a dazzling red hue filled the scene. Molten lava from the lake was driven by an unknown force, erupting directly.

The treasure had emerged; the Vermilion Bird Ring was finally complete.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced to understand why this change occurred.

Heaven be praised! His life-risking delay paid off.

Thoughts whirled in Lin Xuan's mind as he acted swiftly. The unexpected turn left the mysterious ghost speechless. He had waited for this moment, and now his treasured item was finally complete.

This sudden joy made him momentarily dazed, affecting his control over the law of nature slightly. This small lapse presented an opportunity that Lin Xuan couldn't afford to miss.

With a determined bite, he used Nine Heavens Micro-Step.

Though he knew such a situation wasn’t ideal for employing teleportation techniques, sometimes taking risks was necessary.

Prosperity comes from risk-taking; this didn’t contradict his cautious nature.

A flash of spiritual light revealed Lin Xuan’s successful escape through the law's gap.

Several hundred feet away, his figure became indistinct as he reappeared.

Phew!

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. He had thought it would be impossible to escape but now, thanks to the emergence of a treasure, he managed to turn danger into safety.

While Lin Xuan escaped, the ghost seemed unconcerned.

His mind was focused on the soon-to-emerge treasure, which took countless efforts to create. This small boy could be dealt with easily; eliminating him would be like crushing an ant.

Indeed, this guy was too tiny for Lin Xuan's liking.

A brief respite allowed Lin Xuan not to miss his vigilance as a life-bound item slipped into his palm from his sleeve.

Delaying was the goal. The critical challenge of life and death awaited next.

Meanwhile, on another side,

Lin Xuan’s inner avatar stood ready. Though its cultivation method differed significantly from his main body's, controlled by the second spirit core, it was still essentially the same person.

Not mind-to-mind connection but information sharing; if the main body faced danger, the avatar would be just as anxious.

But he had to stay here.

Lin Xuan’s hidden move early on proved invaluable.

Waiting was agonizing. A mere cup of tea seemed like a hundred years for Lin Xuan.

As time passed, the situation grew increasingly unfavorable. Though his main body didn’t exhaust its divine arts, what remained might not be effective.

The avatar could only watch helplessly.

Fortunately, his luck was excellent; the Vermilion Bird Ring finally succeeded at this critical moment. Lin Xuan rejoiced and acted without hesitation.

Over these months, he had thoroughly studied this array.
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Of course, the thorough understanding here does not mean unraveling its profound mysteries.

Lin Xuan's expertise in array formations was far from that level. He would never have such unrealistic goals either.

Lin Xuan’s character ensured he would never be a proud and self-important person; acting within his limits had always been his principle.

What is meant by thorough understanding here is that Lin Xuan spent considerable time and effort to figure out how to extract the successfully refined treasures from the array. He could not claim 100% certainty, but there was still a 90% chance of success.

The situation was urgent now. Without any hesitation, Lin Xuan's avatar immediately acted upon the successful creation of the Vermilion Bird Ring. With a burst of demonic energy, he rushed into the airspace above the lava lake. At the same time, his sleeve brushed out several treasures in an instant.

These were not for attacking but for defense. Although the primary function of this array was to refine artifacts, its complexity and profundity made Lin Xuan cautious and unwilling to take any chances.

However, there was no anticipated attack. With almost no effort, Lin Xuan arrived at a distance of about ten feet from the Vermilion Bird Ring.

Upon close inspection, the beauty and intricacy of this treasure were awe-inspiring. It had finally been successfully refined, its red light shimmering with various mystical runes that flickered and changed.

There was an indistinct image of a Vermilion Bird emerging, and the aura it emitted made people feel uncomfortable. However, Lin Xuan did not have time to admire these details.

Without hesitation, he reached out his hand towards this treasure. The Vermilion Bird Ring was incredibly complex; whether or not one could control it was uncertain. But as an unclaimed artifact, merely taking possession of it gave him some confidence.

The result proved that today's luck was indeed good, almost as if guided by divine intervention. He successfully grabbed the Vermilion Bird Ring in his hand.

A clear ringing sound echoed around. The ring quickly shrank from a house-sized object to its original size. Without further ado, Lin Xuan took it and flew towards one side of the cave entrance where he had prepared earlier.

---

On the other side, above the rock cave,

"Damnit, you actually have accomplices!"

The powerful spirit was enraged. He hadn't considered Lin Xuan as a serious threat, but now, this ant-like creature had toyed with him. It turned out that there were others in the underground cave.

As soon as Lin Xuan's avatar moved to retrieve the treasure, his presence became exposed. The spirit was furious; he wished to devour and tear apart Lin Xuan alive, yet did not immediately act.

At his level of power, he could not afford to be careless about priorities. Retrieving the treasure was now the most important task.

Black light enveloped him as he flew towards the underground cave entrance.

"Think you can escape me? I am no paper figure!"

This time, Lin Xuan refused to let this happen. His avatar had yet to leave; he needed more time. For him, a real test began anew.

Lin Xuan's sleeve brushed out another treasure. This one was just in his palm and could be retrieved quickly. It was about a foot tall, resembling a refining cauldron. Its ancient design exuded mystery, clearly not an ordinary item.

Spiritual Cauldron!

The Celestial Treasure was naturally significant, but its key feature was that it could instantly unleash ancient powerful spells. Used here, it was perfect.

As Lin Xuan summoned this treasure, he uttered a strange incantation, short and ancient. Simultaneously, his hands waved through the air, drawing mysterious trajectories.

With each of Lin Xuan's movements, the sky changed.

The originally pitch-black sky now had countless bright points streaking across it.

Like beautiful meteors, they descended in such numbers that it seemed like a rain of fire.

This spell was named accordingly: Meteor Fire Rain!

One of the ancient fire attribute spells with immense power. Legend said it could destroy heaven and earth. Beautiful meteors traced mysterious paths through the void, colliding with their target.

Lin Xuan had used this move against Tiaomu before; though this opponent seemed even more formidable, he did not believe it would be useless.

"Die!"

Anger flashed in the spirit's eyes. He was only at the early stage of tribulation, and the power of a Celestial Treasure could not be ignored by him.

This little guy was reckless, trying to stall him here.

Before this thought fully formed, something unexpected happened.

Silver light suddenly flared as the Nine Palaces Sword, which had been reduced to powder by the array's force, reappeared one by one.

"Impossible. Destroyed treasures can't be reborn. Could it be..."

This guy was no fool; he had already considered the possibility of the sword spirit becoming ethereal, but that was too unbelievable. The sword spirit becoming ethereal was a unique technique of Fairy Hundred Flowers and could not have been passed on to others.

The spirit was shocked, but Lin Xuan did not miss this opportunity. His hands moved swiftly, releasing stream after stream of magical runes from his fingertips while pouring immense amounts of spiritual energy into the treasure before him.

Instantly, silver light intensified as the Nine Palaces Sword became even more dazzling.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan shot another spell forward.

With each movement, all sword lights converged towards a single point.

"This foolish creature wants to use Giant Sword Technique. You've already tried this low-level spell; what purpose does it serve for you?"

The spirit was shocked and angry but also showed disdain.

But in the next moment, he was stunned.

All sword lights began to merge into a silver beam that pierced the sky.

Then, it transformed into a phoenix about a hundred meters long with wings spread wide. The momentum was terrifying.

"What is this?"

The spirit gaped, almost thinking he had misjudged. The phoenix's presence was far more than just an illusionary transformation.

"Let you see the power of my Hundred Birds Paying Homage to the Phoenix!"

Lin Xuan roared. With a spread of its wings, the giant phoenix let out a nine-heavenly call. Its momentum surged into the clouds, raising the temperature around it and sending fiery winds towards the opponent with great force.

This was not an ordinary transformation; Lin Xuan had infused his true essence with celestial phoenix blood to command this technique. The power was immense—ordinary early-stage tribulation survivors couldn't withstand it. However, this opponent was far beyond a regular tribulation entity, making its effectiveness uncertain.
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Originally, Lin Xuan merely wanted to block the enemy. Now, it had turned into a life-and-death struggle with an uncertain outcome. This unexpected change was something that even Lin Xuan hadn't anticipated.

But regardless of how things stood, he couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity.

Lin Xuan employed all his available means and didn't hold back on his magical power. While calling it a last-ditch effort might be too strong, from any angle, he had indeed given it his all.

Meteor fire rained down, along with the giant phoenix that was over two hundred feet long, lunging forward with great force. The sky instantly lit up in a red glow, as if it had been set ablaze by someone.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed through the air. The terrifying scene was beyond description.

The red light, brighter than the sun, consumed the entire world within an instant. Space wasn’t shattered or collapsed; instead, it had completely melted away.

What force of law and order had been present in this moment had been devoured by that immense power. Large, glowing runes rose into the air, filling the space with a tremendous spiritual pressure.

The strength was truly apocalyptic.

As for those terrifying ghostly entities, they were entirely enveloped by this overwhelming force. The dark clouds of阴气 that had nearly filled the sky had now melted away under the flames, like early spring ice in melting snow.

The opponent’s power was formidable, but Lin Xuan didn’t believe he could escape alive from such an attack.

Heaven seemed to be treating him rather unfairly, giving him a chance to turn defeat into victory!

Lin Xuan felt elated as he drank several drops of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. The depleted magical energy in his dantian began to rapidly recover.

While both the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk and celestial dew were effective at restoring magical power, they couldn’t be consumed excessively. Sitting in meditation and adjusting one’s breath was the proper way to restore energy.

Though these precious spiritual substances offered immediate results, they also had side effects. Consuming them in small amounts didn't have significant drawbacks, but continuous consumption would reveal hidden dangers quickly.

Lin Xuan wasn’t unaware of this, but he had no choice but to do so now. According to his estimation, facing such a terrifying attack might result in the opponent’s near-death situation, with little chance of survival.

But this was merely speculation and didn't guarantee that the opponent would definitely fall.

As they say, better safe than sorry. In such moments, maintaining ample magical power was undoubtedly the wisest choice.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan made a natural decision. The potential risks were secondary.

Drinking the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, feeling his dantian’s energy recover, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief as he looked towards the distant sky.

If his calculations were correct, there should be an outcome by now.

Compared to before, the red light had indeed dissipated significantly. Although it hadn’t completely vanished, the terrifying explosions no longer reached his ears.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed slightly, and a faint silver light appeared in his pupils.

Despite the chaos of the world’s essence energy and even the space itself being consumed, this environment still somewhat affected the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. However, Lin Xuan could still make out something.

In the deepest part of the red glow, there was a small black dot. It covered only a few dozen feet in diameter, barely noticeable amidst the vast red light. It was like a tiny boat in an ocean, always at risk of being swallowed by the storm.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan’s expression changed from joy to a gloomy one.

The opponent was indeed formidable, but not beyond the realm of early-stage heavenly tribulation.

In that seemingly apocalyptic power, could they still be alive?

Drinking the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk had been a precautionary measure. He hadn’t expected this turn of events, and it seemed he had made the right move.

The powerful opponent hadn’t fallen; would it become his nightmare now?

There was no time for further contemplation.

Soon, the red light rapidly dissipated, while the small black cloud remained prominent.

The opponent was indeed still alive.

Lin Xuan sighed but didn't rashly flee. Although he wanted to do so, given the current situation, fleeing recklessly would only give the opponent an opportunity.

Fortunately, his avatar had already left through a teleportation array, and the treasure had successfully become his. The main body, however, needed a way to escape this predicament.

"Good, good," at that moment, Lin Xuan heard raucous laughter. The sound was arrogant with a profound hatred: "Little guy, I never expected you to push me to such an extent. I almost perished, and the treasure is unknown where your accomplices have taken it. You truly underestimated me."

"Originally, I had some curiosity about you, but now I must be ruthless and completely eliminate you. The body used for this manifestation isn't suitable for such powers, but never mind. After all, this is just one of my avatars. With time and effort, I can reforge another."

The opponent's words echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, leaving him speechless with the shock.

From their conversation, he gleaned several useful insights:

Firstly, during the battle, the opponent hadn’t used all their strength. This seemed absurd but indicated a greater danger for Lin Xuan.

Secondly, as suspected, this formidable opponent was merely an avatar of some ancient monster. If the avatar could be so powerful, one could only imagine what the original form might be like. The possibility that they were the Dark King of the Netherworld increased significantly.

This time, he had truly caused a major disaster. This guy’s strength wouldn’t fall short of the Ice Soul Treasure Snake.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but didn't need to worry about this issue now. His immediate concern was leaving this place.

As Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, dense dark clouds emerged from the opponent’s body, accompanied by a "crackling" sound as if bones were breaking.

Wait, bones?

Lin Xuan first froze, then his expression turned surprised.

Indeed, this guy was difficult to deal with. But he had always been a wraith, a shattered soul. Wraiths were ethereal and intangible; how could they have bones?

Could it be...

Lin Xuan’s mind formed a vague hypothesis but found it too far-fetched.

Now there wasn’t time for hesitation. He raised his hand and shot out a fiery light, transforming into five-colored crystal, which then morphed into a giant snake.

Illusory Heavenly Fire!

While Lin Xuan thought it wouldn't be much use, he had to do something rather than just watch the opponent cast spells here.
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The giant python, transformed from the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, exuded an imposing aura. Its entire body was wrapped in flickering flames of five colors, and it fiercely lunged at its opponent with a ferocious snarl.

Lin Xuan's methods were far from limited to this alone.

With a wave of his sleeves, various colored spiritual lights flashed. A dozen weapons—swords, spears, halberds, and more—were instantly released.

These weren't items he commonly used, but since they remained in his storage pouch, their quality was naturally not poor.

Each item radiated with vitality, transforming into dazzling streaks of light or gathering spiritual lights that swirled around them.

One of the silver bottles, a green hand bracelet, and a crystal stone emitted intense spiritual light upon release, causing nearby primordial energy to tremble in response.

Divine Treasures!

Although they were created after birth, their quality was still commendable.

Knowing his opponent was no ordinary foe, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. With a low cry, these treasures unleashed their full power under his immense strength, striking the opponent with all their might.

Though this attack fell short of the Hundred Birds Paying Homage and Meteor Shower, it certainly wasn't something an ordinary Golden Transformation Period cultivator could ignore.

However, that dense mass of dark energy remained suspended in place, continuing to emit cracking sounds as if bones were breaking. The noise was like raindrops falling, continuous and relentless.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with a cold glint. Without further ado, more spiritual power was poured into the scene.

Zing…

A sharp crackle filled his ears as the talismans ignited on their own. The lid of the jade box was pushed open by some unseen force, revealing a true spirit puppet.

Still only an inch long, this miniature figure remained unremarkable from any angle.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers and three crystal stones, each about the size of a jujube, appeared, emitting light that changed between red, yellow, and blue. A mysterious power surged forth.

Without further ado, these magical stones rapidly shrank to the size of grains of rice before embedding themselves into the true spirit puppet.

Roar!

The fierce roar of a dragon echoed, accompanied by an overwhelming spiritual pressure descending from the heavens. It felt no less formidable than that of a regular Golden Transformation cultivator.

This was Lin Xuan's last trump card.

Though its power was immense, driving this true spirit puppet required divine stones as energy. With few such stones on him, he hesitated to use it unless absolutely necessary. But now, with his resources nearly depleted, there was no choice.

With the dragon's roar, the true spirit puppet rapidly grew larger, emitting dazzling spiritual light that made it impossible to look directly at.

Roar!

The dragon's roar never ceased as a mountain-sized head emerged from the clouds above.

Its appearance resembled a true dragon down to the finest detail. Originally crafted in the image of a true dragon, but the strongest true spirit was not easily replicated; its strength fell far short of that of an actual dragon.

However, its appearance was incredibly lifelike.

Roar!

A thunderous roar filled his ears as the giant dragon opened its blood-red maw. A series of light beams shot out from its mouth, each no thicker than a forearm but in such overwhelming numbers it seemed like raindrops.

The comparison to a heavy downpour was apt, and unlike normal rain, these beams were akin to the fierce winds and sudden showers of legend.

Pfft… pfft…

The light beams continuously struck the dark energy. However, they failed to make even the slightest impact.

That dense mass of dark energy remained unshaken, unaffected by the blows.

Lin Xuan's expression was truly one of shock.

True spirit puppets were treasures from the Ethereal Immortal Palace, comparable in strength to early-stage Golden Transformation cultivators. Now, unleashing their full power yielded no results.

Was his opponent this strong?

Despite his astonishment, there was no time for deep contemplation. Lin Xuan's face darkened as a mental probe was sent forward.

Sizzle…

The void was torn apart, revealing a massive vortex above him, occupying almost the entire sky. It was bottomless, with lightning dancing silver in its center.

Next, a giant gray claw emerged from within, striking the dark energy. This time, it wasn't useless; that mass of dark energy began to shake violently.

Lin Xuan's heart leapt with joy, but then he saw black flames emerge from inside. At first glance, they seemed unremarkable, but upon contact, the terrifying claw melted away.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan's shock was beyond words.

Just as this happened, the dense mass of dark energy suddenly dispersed to either side, revealing its true form.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he stared at his opponent. He couldn't help but gasp in surprise.

Though not a green-skinned monster with fangs, it confirmed his suspicion: this creature had truly formed a body.

Its height was similar to that of ordinary cultivators, well-proportioned and not particularly muscular. However, what caught the eye were the black armor covering its entire body, including its face, which glowed with an eerie red light from beneath the dark metal.

But the most astonishing part was yet to come.

A pair of giant black wings sprouted from his back, encircled by a gray-white flame. Though not particularly bright, they shone due to their contrast with the black wings, making them eye-catching.

The opponent looked at Lin Xuan and raised its right hand, grabbing something out of thin air. Countless black runes surged forth from its palm, converging into a dark object a dozen feet long. The surface was covered in runes that resembled both a spear and an axe, with a unique shape.
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A terrifying pressure emanated from the opponent.

The intensity of his spiritual pressure had increased by several times compared to just now. Although it hadn't reached the peak of Transcending Tribulation, the difference between them was merely a hair's breadth apart.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply. After so many rounds of combat with the opponent, he had some idea of their strength. Suddenly increasing to this extent was clearly abnormal.

Moreover, the opponent had once said that it was just an avatar and didn't matter if it got damaged. Lin Xuan knew very well that the other party was using some kind of formidable secret technique.

With the opponent's true nature unclear, making a rash move now wouldn’t be wise.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and decided to observe first before deciding his next move. At the same time, he racked his brains on how to escape from under the opponent’s nose.

After all, in the Thirty-Six Stratagems, flight was the best course of action. Lin Xuan had originally stayed here just to buy some time. Now that this goal had been achieved, a direct confrontation wouldn’t be Lin Xuan's style; waiting for an opportunity to escape would be smarter.

However, while it sounded right, simply fleeing recklessly was not advisable. The old monster before him was far stronger than his peers, and such a move would only hasten his downfall.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced with various thoughts, but the opponent’s cold laughter cut through his ears:

"Little fellow, I didn't expect to be pushed to this extent. It's forced me to use my scales for transformation. This avatar won’t last long. Before it collapses, I'll send its essence to the underworld."

Before he could finish speaking, he swung his treasure in hand.

Puff…

With a dull thud, a dazzling black light emerged, like a giant wind blade, shooting forward.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; naturally, he didn’t dare to take on the opponent's move. He tried to dodge, but as soon as he moved, he stopped again.

Lin Xuan changed his mind temporarily for a reason. The angle of that black light was too off-center.

Right, it was slightly off. Even saying it was wildly inaccurate would be an understatement.

Even if Lin Xuan didn’t move, he wouldn't get hit.

What was going on? Did the opponent make a mistake?

No, that guy was a Tribulation Transcender-level existence. Such reasoning was too far-fetched and hard to believe.

There must be some other factor at play, but Lin Xuan couldn't figure it out now. So he chose not to move… since he wouldn’t get hit anyway.

Sizzle…

Unexpectedly, the black light didn’t travel far before breaking apart, a spatial rift appearing in his ears.

Lin Xuan’s eyes showed no surprise; such feats of tearing space were nothing unusual for cultivators at their level.

Although Lin Xuan felt that there was something different about this spatial rift, he couldn't pinpoint it.

He paid little attention to it. One, such subconscious feelings weren’t reliable and could be wrong. Two, time was pressing, and he had no time to study anything.

This thought flashed through his mind before more sizzles filled his ears as the opponent’s treasure danced in hand, releasing over a hundred black rays with a dazzling display of power. However, each one's accuracy was off-the-charts; even if Lin Xuan didn’t move, he wouldn't get hit.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed deeply, utterly confused about the purpose behind this move.

This situation had never happened on his journey as a cultivator before. While alarmed, he felt something wasn’t right.

But since he couldn’t understand it, Lin Xuan was unsure of what to do.

He couldn’t let the opponent continue like this; otherwise, it would be disadvantageous for him. This much, Lin Xuan knew well.

Taking a deep breath, he prepared to attack with his true spirit puppet, regardless of its effectiveness. At least, he could disrupt the rhythm and not allow himself to be led around by the nose.

But just as he was about to act,

Snap!

The sound of breaking echoed in his ears, and Lin Xuan’s actions froze. He widened his eyes, seeing an unbelievable scene.

Those spatial rifts torn apart by black rays merged into one, then a vast area within several miles was cut off by the opponent.

Could it be…

Lin Xuan had a terrifying guess.

He flashed away towards the distance.

Pang!

But he was blocked back. A layer of invisible wall appeared in that void space.

Impossible!

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, emitting silver light as Nine Palaces Musty Sword shot out and slashed at the invisible wall fiercely.

Sizzle…

But it had no effect; not even a scratch.

Lin Xuan’s face turned red with anger but didn’t give up. Without hesitation, he summoned Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Like a meteorite falling to earth, this attack was still futile.

This result made Lin Xuan's expression look worse than ever before.

His most powerful divine treasure had failed him.

"Little fellow, no need for fruitless struggles. You've already discovered something, but what use is that? The space torn apart now is different from earlier. In my domain, I have the final say. This time, you won't escape," the cold voice of the opponent rang in his ears, filled with murderous intent.

"Domain?"

For ordinary Spirit-Channeling cultivators, such a term might be unheard of, but Lin Xuan had encountered it before. After initial shock, he quickly regained composure and wore a mocking expression: "Domain? Why do you need to embellish yourself? If your true form could use the domain, I wouldn’t find it strange. But now here is merely an avatar at the early Tribulation Transcender stage. Yes, it’s strong, but only that. Wanting to use the domain, you don't have the qualifications. Such a powerful divine technique has never been heard of by me, where a Tribulation Transcender below later stages wield such power."

"Indeed, indeed."

The lie was exposed, and the opponent laughed instead: "Little fellow, I’m truly surprised. Generally, early-stage Tribulation Transcenders aren’t that clear on domains. Where did you hear these things? I don’t need to admit you’re right. The domain is not within my avatar’s qualifications. This domain before your eyes is merely a misleading imitation. Facing true power, it would be full of flaws. But little fellow, can you even spot its weaknesses? If you can handle you, that will suffice."

The opponent's words echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan's expression became increasingly grim.
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A new week has arrived, and Fanyu requests everyone's support votes for him. Thank you all.

With the violent disassembly already in place, there was no need to be more reserved. Bai Rong and Wu Ji successively smashed the lids of the other four coffins. As expected, each coffin was filled with blood, and the Four Great Generals of Chiyou were lifelike,immersed in a pool of blood。

Approaching closer, Fanyu noticed that although parts of the charred corpses had turned black from the fire, their facial features remained clear.

You have to consider who the organizer is. You can ignore the leaders in Shanghai, but you shouldn’t offend anyone else.

Kuangyao waved his hand at the black hole, and the previously pitch-black void suddenly revealed 60 layers of scenery.

Zhang Qing stood firm as a mountain; when Ma’s leg collided with him, it felt like being hit by a car.

Grabbing the manager’s hair, the facade of the upright manager vanished.

The immense repulsive force pushed back all martial artists. Those in the Transcendence Realm found it even harder to withstand and tumbled from the sky.

In Misha's area, there was some commotion, like on a street with a promotional van announcing "Tonight at 8:30 PM, Lincheng Grand Theater."

Thinking of this, Ceng Yi decided to temporarily retreat. The intense battle had left his body somewhat fatigued. In the Age of High Technology, even the highest martial arts were not enough against advanced weapons. Ceng Yi’s strength was still insufficient to fear any weapon.

Meanwhile, the Foreign Affairs Bureau collected intelligence abroad, executed missions, and dealt with defectors. To a large extent, it worked in tandem with but also checked the Internal Affairs Bureau.

"Let's give it a try!" Xia Ning said, rushing towards the right general.

High-ranking Daoist experts were indeed very busy. In the Nine Great Sects, Daoist experts would not easily appear unless their presence was crucial to the sect’s survival or significant changes in the situation.

They really didn't have many opportunities to see these world-class stars up close, much less see how they lived. Now that they could, they were naturally thrilled.

"Master Martial Art, I’m right, isn’t it? Master Yang will definitely allow me into the Demon Realm!" Xia Ning smiled slightly; he had anticipated this result.

After all this commotion, Li Pu forgot to tell Chenxian about today's strange events. Hugging a blanket, he fell asleep amidst the intermittent chirping of insects.

Gao Feng no longer worried about being randomly killed by his uncle after hearing his plan. He relaxed but became curious about the mysterious state before. Holding the sleeping four-eared pink mink, he felt like holding a pink toy, which was extremely strange. But where should he put it?

No matter whether to the left or right, there were no echoes, as if devoured by some monster in the dark. A cold sweat trickled down Gao Feng’s forehead.

Just as Jima was about to push open the door, a force suddenly restrained him. Surprised, he turned around and saw that it was Huang Shi who had made the move. His cold eyes flashed with a hint of fear.

Taking out his phone, Xia Ning wanted to capture this unforgettable moment. After taking the photo, he realized they had never taken one together before, so he switched to self-timer mode.

Snow Shen was stunned; she had just touched something hot and hard! Although she was a virgin, it didn’t mean she didn't know what it was.
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The other party dared to be so straightforward, clearly there was something they relied on.

As he said, even if the flaws in this domain were numerous, it wouldn't matter. Regardless of how many mistakes and imperfections the current field had, from a power perspective, it transcended the realm of初级劫难期.

Dealing with it would be like forcing a duck to climb a tree—utterly impossible.

My domain is my own!

Even old monsters at the后期劫难 stage don't necessarily have domains. One must understand the laws of heaven and earth to a certain extent, along with various coincidences, before they can comprehend this extraordinarily complex art. Those who possess it will truly be powerful.

But even Lin Xuan could only look up in awe when facing such an old monster from the后期劫难 stage.

Right, looking up.

Compared to his peers, Lin Xuan's understanding of domains was quite direct.

Setting aside Xiao Maoqiu’s incomplete domain for now, the Fairy Hundred Flowers and the True Toad Jin Yue also demonstrated their own domains during their battle. Lin Xuan observed from the side, gaining much insight.

However, this deeper understanding of the terrifying nature of domains made him realize that "My domain is my own" was more than just a catchy phrase.

Once an immortal reaches the劫难 stage, they can control the laws of heaven and earth. Especially for old monsters at the后期劫难 stage, wielding these forces feels as natural as breathing—utterly effortless.

But what about domains?

What kind of power does this higher-level divine art wield? Is there anything more powerful than the laws of heaven and earth?

Well, not exactly.

The terrifying aspect of domains lies in their ability to create new laws.

Note: It's creation, not just manipulation. The difference is significant.

While using existing laws, one simply drives them; creating something out of nothing, within a domain, there are no elements of the five phases or spiritual and demonic energies. Force is force—usable as needed, even according to the will of that powerful individual.

To be frank, true immortals aren't much different.

This wasn't just idle talk.

Though domains are miraculous, they vary in strength. True immortal domains are merely more powerful. They can last longer and cover a wider area, but fundamentally, there's no difference.

Lin Xuan had seen the Fairy Hundred Flowers use her domain; each time it only lasted an instant due to the immense mana required. Even she could only use it for a moment at a time, covering a relatively small area. But that was enough—once enemies were within its bounds, they were at her mercy. Lin Xuan had witnessed this power firsthand.

But now, before him stood a wraith, claiming to have opened a "domain" and still daring to speak nonsense with him. Was he stronger than the Fairy Hundred Flowers?

Clearly not!

The only explanation was that his so-called domain was worthless. Knowing this didn't help; how could one deal with such an eerie power? Lin Xuan had no idea.

A strong sense of danger arose from within Lin Xuan, and the other party clearly had no patience for idle chatter. Even if it wasn't a true domain, its cost was still significant.

"Little fellow, you know quite a bit, but that won't change anything. Defying this king is your most foolish choice in this life. Now, you can go to hell with peace of mind."

The other party's cold voice entered his ears as he raised his right hand and flicked his fingers slightly forward.

"Whoosh!"

A black dot the size of a bean shot out from his fingertips, crossing hundreds of feet in an instant before stopping just three feet away from Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan was shocked. He barely had time to dodge, but strangely, that strange black dot stopped just as it was about to hit him.

Lin Xuan was stunned, but there was no time for thought. With a burst of light, he tried to fly off in a diagonal direction.

But the next scene left Lin Xuan utterly terrified—his body couldn't move at all. Not even his fingers could budge.

This wasn't some kind of binding caused by air condensation; it was a spatial secret technique.

Indeed, it was spatial law. Even if the other party didn't excel in this area, he could still use it within his domain.

Lin Xuan was startled. The domain was clearly worthless—could it also create laws?

Then there would be no hope for him.

Bound by such a secret technique, with all his divine strength, he felt as though he were in cotton, unable to do anything.

Inside his body, the dantian and meridians pulsed with mana without any hindrance. But what use was that? Lin Xuan couldn't even move a finger; how could he summon treasures or cast spells?

The terrifying nature of domains was clear to Lin Xuan, but he never expected such an unspeakable predicament from the start.

Damn it, must I perish here?

Lin Xuan was indomitable, but at this moment, despair truly set in.

On the wraith's face, there was a smile despite his armor obscuring his expression. His eyes clearly showed his excitement.

How could he not be thrilled? This little fellow had ruined all his plans. Being toyed with by such an insignificant existence and even having his treasure taken right before his eyes—this was sheer humiliation.

His fury was indescribable. Finally, after sending this little fellow to hell, seeing him struggle and fear would make this old monster feel a sense of satisfaction.

This long-awaited revenge had finally been achieved. He deliberately slowed down, giving Lin Xuan enough time to struggle in pain. Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't surrender; he used all his strength, but the domain was no bluff. Even if it was worthless, with no discernible flaws, there was nothing he could do.

Still… unable to move!

The other party didn't wait endlessly either. Opening such a flawed domain had cost him significantly.

Without further ado, that tiny black dot suddenly grew exponentially, forming a vortex.

Bottomless and dark as ink.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's face showed fear. He could sense it wasn't a regular spatial vortex, but the suction force was beyond his resistance; he was sucked in.
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The domain was indeed no small matter!

Lin Xuan seemed to have no power at all to resist. This wasn't a common vortex; the spatial laws within were chaotic to an extreme degree. Since that young man had been sucked in, there was no hope for him—his body and soul would be torn into fragments.

With the powerful enemy eliminated, the demon's spirit felt a mix of satisfaction and frustration. His intended treasure had vanished without a trace, leaving him feeling both depressed and angry.

One wrong move could cost everything. That annoying little fellow actually had accomplices. Now that he used the teleportation array to escape, who knew where he went?

Finding him would be like searching for a needle in a haystack.

But there was no need to worry. The trapped immortal ring required countless efforts from his energy, and he wouldn't give up on it. That annoying fellow would regret his actions someday.

Red light flickered in the demon's eyes as he thought viciously.

However, before this thought could fully form, something unexpected happened.

Wu…

Without any warning, a muffled sound entered his ears. The demon was slightly startled and turned to look at the source of the noise.

A black dot appeared in his vision.

The size was like a grain of rice, and that silent voice came from within it.

"What is this?"

The demon's face changed drastically. This black gas of pea-sized dimensions was incredibly familiar—it was the vortex that had swallowed Lin Xuan just now.

Since he had already eliminated the powerful enemy, there was no need to continue supporting his domain. As he withdrew his power, the vortex quickly shrunk and seemed about to vanish.

Everything returned to nothingness, but something went wrong at this moment.

Could it be…

His face turned pale with shock. It couldn't be; that wasn’t a common spatial vortex—it was the one he had used his domain force to simulate the formation of space in the primordial chaos.

Because it was the primordial chaos, the spatial laws within were incredibly chaotic. The opponent, who was at the peak of divine consciousness, should have no chance of survival once sucked inside.

Various thoughts raced through his mind. While what he said was correct, if he had truly perished, how could everything in front of him be explained?

The demon's face turned dark with worry. He seemed to sigh deeply before waving his right hand. A series of black rays shot out from the treasure in his hand.

He repeated the action, slicing through space once more and forming a new domain.

Despite believing that Lin Xuan should have perished, it was always better to be cautious.

Being careful wasn't just Lin Xuan's principle; these ancient monsters who had lived for millions of years were all shrewd individuals.

The domain had reopened. He turned his gaze警惕地向前望去。

Wu…

That low sound seemed even more irritating. Then, the pea-sized black gas suddenly expanded rapidly, reforming into a vortex. However, he could no longer sense the chaotic spatial laws within.

Could it be…

The demon's expression became extremely serious. Even though his armor obscured much of his face, his alert posture couldn't be hidden from anyone.

A few more moments passed.

Kacha…

As if something had been broken, the vortex began to collapse visibly. A powerful force emanated from inside, even turning the chaotic spatial laws into powder in a manner that was almost brutal.

One force conquers all!

At this moment, these words were perfectly illustrated. As long as one's strength was sufficient, even the laws of space could be reduced to dust.

"What…?"

The demon was stunned. Then, a streak of light emerged from the collapsing vortex.

The light dimmed, revealing Lin Xuan's face.

Lin Xuan's clothes had turned into fragments, and his body, which rivaled that of a妖族, bore numerous wounds, at least hundreds in number. The appearance was truly wretched.

However, his spirit showed no sign of despair; on the contrary, he seemed full of energy, with an overwhelming confidence written all over his face.

Confidence? How could he be so confident facing his domain?

The old demon's heart was filled with shock, but this thought flashed through his mind only briefly. His gaze quickly shifted to a treasure before Lin Xuan.

Golden light radiated from it; in the battle just now, Lin Xuan hadn't used this treasure.

Upon closer inspection, he found that it was a square object, golden yellow in color, with five dragons coiled around its edges and center.

It looked somewhat like an imperial seal used by secular emperors but far more magnificent!

Five Dragon Seal!

A strange red light flashed in the demon's eyes. At that moment, he almost thought his eyes were playing tricks on him.

How could this be?

The Five Dragon Seal, actually appearing here, in the hands of a mere peak divine consciousness cultivator.

Could it be a mistake? Just a similar appearance?

But this thought only flashed through his mind before being discarded. While the appearance might be similar, no other treasure could emit the divine aura that the Five Dragon Seal possessed.

In other words, he couldn't possibly have made a mistake.

For an instant, the demon's shock was replaced by狂喜.

After searching for it so hard, he had finally found it without much effort. The trapped immortal ring was indeed his long-sought treasure, but compared to the Five Dragon Seal, what did that matter?

As one of the Six Kings of the Netherworld, being confined in this lost plane filled him with intense resentment. The feeling of a dragon swimming in shallow waters was indescribable.

But now, all that mattered was obtaining the Five Dragon Seal. That seal which had once attracted three true immortals to descend and which he had suffered for millions of years in this lost plane would be worth nothing compared to it.

Gain what you lose elsewhere. He felt like a commoner discovering treasure.

However, after his brief excitement, his expression grew more cautious. The Five Dragon Seal was indeed invaluable, but precisely because of that, stealing it wouldn't be easy.

Fortunately, the young fellow couldn’t drive this treasure. His escape from the spatial rift just now likely relied on the protective divine energy of the Five Dragon Seal itself.

While such a treasure had strong self-protection, without its owner's command, he could still use his domain to win.

By eliminating that little guy, the Five Dragon Seal would be his. This treasure was something even King Asura had struggled to obtain.

Thinking this, the demon's eyes filled with intense longing. The trapped immortal ring no longer mattered; his sole goal now was to seize the Five Dragon Seal.
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That greedy gaze showed no attempt at concealment, clearly revealing itself before Lin Xuan. It was obvious that the other party had recognized the treasure he had just revealed.

But to Lin Xuan, this wasn't particularly surprising. Even if the opponent wasn’t one of the Six Kings of阴司, their true form would definitely be a late-stage realm transcender. Such old monsters with such high levels naturally had extraordinary vision; even if they hadn’t personally witnessed the Five Dragon Seal, they must have heard some legends about it.

If not pressed to the brink, Lin Xuan wouldn't have intended to reveal this treasure.

After all, while his secrets were countless, the Five Dragon Seal was among the most significant. It had a connection with the Blue Star Sea as well.

The power used to command the Five Dragon Seal wasn’t ordinary spiritual energy; it relied on light points from the Star Sea as its source of power. Lin Xuan had consulted numerous ancient texts but found no mention of it.

However, his vision was sharp enough for him to make some speculations. If he hadn't guessed wrong, the Five Dragon Seal might not be a treasure of the spiritual realm at all; it wouldn’t have any connection with the demon realm or阴司界 either. It should be a treasure from the immortal realm.

Of course, these were just speculations. Lin Xuan didn’t dare to show this item for others to examine.

Now that he had revealed it, it proved that he was indeed at his wits' end.

Could the Five Dragon Seal help him eliminate powerful enemies in this mysterious domain?

To be honest, Lin Xuan wasn't sure either; he just had to try and see what would happen.

The two parties stared at each other from afar without making any moves, but the atmosphere became strangely tense.

Such a balance couldn’t last forever. The yin spirit moved first.

He took a deep breath and forcefully hurled that peculiarly shaped treasure towards the front with great brutality.

As he did so, Lin Xuan sensed a wave of法则.

Not just one clear strand this time; it was multiple chaotic strands—time, space, power—all mixed together in an inexplicable way.

In this tiny space, the rule of chaos permeated everywhere.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed.

Trapped within the other party's domain, there was no escape for him. This terrifying rule of chaos couldn’t be resisted; once caught, only soul and body would scatter.

But Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. In such a situation, he had never intended to defend himself.

Face-to-face confrontation! The Five Dragon Seal versus his domain—let's see who is stronger!

Lin Xuan’s choice was simple.

His entire body was enveloped in green light as he shielded the spiritual energy with it. Then, he let the light points from his dantian flow through his meridians and inject them into the Five Dragon Seal.

This was all or nothing!

At this moment, Lin Xuan didn’t play any fancy tricks; he simply waited for the Five Dragon Seal to glow brightly before hurling it forward with great force.

The action was simple, no frills, no cover—like two Flexible Spirit Period disciples dueling.

Simple, direct, and even a bit crude.

High-level cultivators rarely used such methods in combat. But when Lin Xuan did, there was an air of simplicity and authenticity.

To be honest, the Five Dragon Seal wasn’t particularly impressive in terms of its aura besides the dazzling light. However, that old monster’s eyes widened.

How could this be?

The opponent actually drove the treasure!

A single fragment of a divine realm cultivator—could they really command divine spiritual energy?

Amazed and bewildered, he watched as the Five Dragon Seal fell. The treasure seemed unremarkable on the surface, but wherever it passed, the laws of nature appeared to dissolve like paper.

It was indeed dissolving.

So many chaotic rules; none could resist for even a moment.

No thunderous sounds entered his ears, no powerful winds or ripples spread out, and there were no signs of spatial collapse. It was just so easy, so inconspicuous, that the domain and all its laws were broken.

The yin spirit’s eyes widened in shock. The Five Dragon Seal had such power; this wasn’t surprising. But what was shocking was that it was driven by a mere fragment of a divine realm cultivator.

Incredible!

Even if he obtained this immortal treasure himself, driving it would require considerable effort. How did this little guy manage to do it?

Amazed and bewildered, he had no time to think further.

The Five Dragon Seal fell from above, the domain couldn’t withstand it, much less his true form. The yin spirit was completely annihilated under its divine might without any悬念.

Falling!

And thoroughly so. A fierce wind blew, dissipating the dark energy, and the sky cleared up. Within a hundred miles, everything lay in ruins, with traces of battle remaining, but no trace of the yin spirit.

As if he had never been here.

Victory!

This dazzling display of combat ended with Lin Xuan’s victory, though his success was somewhat hazy.

But regardless, the Five Dragon Seal truly lived up to its reputation; it didn’t disappoint him.

Lin Xuan exhaled deeply and retracted the Five Dragon Seal into his dantian.

This place wasn’t suitable for lingering.

He closed his eyes and released his powerful divine sense, carefully searching the area to ensure he hadn’t missed any valuable treasures.

Though that battle was tough, the yin spirit didn’t leave behind any storage bags or similar items. It had been a waste of effort.

However, Lin Xuan’s face showed no signs of disappointment. Contentment is precious; the Vermilion Bird Ring was significant enough. Besides, he managed to survive this battle, so what more could he ask for?

With that, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and silver light flashed as sword qi emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming out. Then, like a gust of wind, it shot down in all directions.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed through the air. Wherever the sword light passed, debris flew everywhere, and rocks and soil tumbled down. Soon, the Scorpion Mountain and its surroundings were flattened to the ground.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied yet. He raised his right hand, and the fire属性天地元气 in the vicinity quickly coalesced into a massive fireball over a hundred meters wide, with an astonishing presence.
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The three figures looked different, but the spiritual pressure emanating from them was remarkably similar—none of them were ordinary; they were all veterans who had passed through the tribulation realm!

Indeed, they were all at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. The man with a feather fan and scholar's cap, whose appearance was refined and scholarly like that of an advisor, had even reached the mid-Tribulation Transcendence realm.

Three ghostly spirits, no matter where they were placed, would be dominant in their domains. However, at this moment, each one displayed a respectful demeanor.

The man in brocade robes and jade belt was deeply bowed to as he asked with a solemn tone: "Your Majesty, why are you angry?"

"Someone has stolen the Immortal Restraining Ring I crafted," the Dark King of the Netherworld's voice, filled with gritted teeth, echoed. There was even a hint of venom in it.

"What? How is that possible? Didn't Your Majesty send your fourth younger brother to guard this item on Scorpion Mountain?" The woman covered her mouth and sounded utterly shocked.

The other two had similar expressions. Although the fourth younger brother's strength was slightly weaker than theirs, he too was at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. With him guarding the treasure, it should have been foolproof both logically and emotionally. How could such a thing happen?

Moreover, in this lost realm, who would dare to touch something as precious as the Dark King’s treasure? It was like an old man hanging himself—living too long.

"Ha! Not only your fourth younger brother, but even my own avatar sent to retrieve the treasure was destroyed by that fellow," the Dark King of the Netherworld's resentful voice echoed in their ears.

"What?"

"Did I hear you correctly? Even Your Majesty’s avatar has perished. How is this possible?"

"Who could have such power?"

The three exchanged glances, their expressions incredulous. Although the Dark King’s avatar was not at the early Tribulation Transcendence stage, its true combat strength far exceeded that of ordinary beings.

Even if they faced a formidable enemy and couldn't defeat it, wouldn’t they be able to escape? Yet, they were actually killed by an opponent here. If not for the Dark King's own words, they would never have believed such a thing.

How could this be?

"Could those powerful figures from another world be responsible?"

"Yes, is there someone of high rank who has been swept into this lost realm by spatial turbulence?"

After a moment of silence, the man with the feather fan and scholar's cap spoke again. His intelligence was indeed commendable; he had pinpointed the key point.

"Hmph, that boy looks unfamiliar. He doesn't seem to be from this lost realm. If I'm not mistaken, he is indeed from the Spirit Realm," the Dark King of the Netherworld’s expression was no longer angry but still extremely grim.

"From the Spirit Realm? Could it be a late-stage Tribulation Transcender?" The woman's face also turned pale.

Such beings were beyond their ability to defeat. Even if the Dark King himself came, defeating him would not be difficult, but eliminating him would not be easy either.

To reach the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence realm, even without domain power, how could one lack several extremely powerful survival techniques?

Eliminating such a creature was as difficult as a commoner trying to climb heaven itself.

Seeing his three subordinates silent, the Dark King of the Netherworld naturally guessed what they were thinking: "You are overthinking. The little brat isn't some late-stage Tribulation Transcender."

"Not a late-stage Tribulation Transcender... Wait, Your Majesty says it's a small boy?"

The three exchanged glances, their expressions equally stunned.

"Correct. That boy does look young. Judging by his appearance, he hasn't lived long; just a one-point spirit realm adept," the Dark King of the Netherworld said with a hint of embarrassment on his face. After all, it wasn’t something to brag about that his avatar was destroyed by a one-point spirit realm being.

The three ghostly spirits in front of him were already dumbfounded.

Strange things happened every year, but this year had more than its share. The fourth younger brother and the Dark King’s avatar were both defeated by a mere one-point spirit realm adept… Wasn’t this just too absurd?

In that moment, they even wondered if their lord had gone mad from practicing cultivation techniques incorrectly, leading to a mental breakdown.

It was no wonder they thought so. Although anything could happen in the cultivation world and challenges across levels were not unheard of, Tribulation Transcendence was entirely different. The strength difference between realms was like heaven and earth; challenging a Tribulation Transcender with a one-point spirit realm adept was something that hadn’t happened for millions of years.

Even if there was a genius who defeated the fourth younger brother, his lord’s avatar's strength far surpassed those at the same stage. His fall was too much to bear.

There should be limits to level-crossing challenges; such exaggeration was absurd.

The three were speechless, unsure how to respond. Even the man with the feather fan lost his elegant demeanor.

"How can you doubt what I say?" The Dark King of the Netherworld's tone carried a hint of displeasure.

"We dare not."

The three quickly lowered their heads in respect.

"Fine, there’s no need for pretense. I haven’t gone mad and am not speaking nonsense. That small boy is indeed a one-point spirit realm adept with outstanding strength. It was my carelessness that led to this. Now, I’ve summoned you to find his whereabouts. The Immortal Restraining Ring took countless efforts from me; it can't fall into the hands of outsiders."

The Dark King of the Netherworld said coldly as he swept his sleeve and three black jade eye scrolls shot out, accurately landing in their hands.

"These eyes contain that boy's appearance and other clues. Go and search thoroughly—no matter how high or low you have to go—to find this boy’s whereabouts."

"Aye, Your Majesty, we will do our best. That hateful fellow won’t escape us," the ghost with a warrior-like appearance said as he sank his consciousness.

"Hmm, you are my trusted subordinates; I trust you. However, that small boy is formidable and cunning. You mustn't underestimate him. If you find his whereabouts, don’t alert him; follow him quietly while sending reports back. I will extract his soul and refine his essence."

"What? Your Majesty wants to do it personally?"

"Indeed, how else can I avenge the destruction of my avatar?"

The Dark King of the Netherworld's resentful voice echoed in their ears. Of course, this was just for show; while he trusted these three as his closest subordinates, the Five-Headed Seal was such a precious treasure that even the Arrogant King had struggled to find it. How could he entrust it to others?

Even loyal subordinates couldn’t be fully trusted in times like these. In short, better safe than sorry.

Of course, he wouldn't elaborate on the reasons behind this to them.

The three were alarmed and vaguely felt that there was something unsaid about what their lord had said. However, they dared not speak out of turn; after a respectful bow, they withdrew.
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Here stretched an endless plain of grassland, the sky overcast with dark clouds, hinting at an impending downpour.

In a patch of inconspicuous grass, a cultivator sat cross-legged. He appeared to be no more than twenty years old, his appearance unremarkable. To be blunt, if he were thrown into a crowd, he would quickly fade from memory. The only difference between him and others was that his skin was slightly darker.

Not far away, a finely crafted teleportation array stood out prominently.

Unfortunately, one corner of the array had been split in half by force, though the damage wasn't extensive. A single misstep in teleportation could mean failure, so it couldn’t be used until repaired.

Suddenly, the cultivator's brows furrowed as if sensing something. He raised his head and squinted, gazing into the distance.

Above them, a light drizzle began to fall, gradually intensifying over time.

In the far horizon, dark clouds could be seen, but nothing else was visible.

Yet, the cultivator's voice whispered softly: "Finally, I'm back."

Relief washed over his face. Though he had sensed that his true self was safe almost immediately, it would be a lie to say he wasn't worried.

Another cup of tea later, fierce winds began to howl around them, and the rain intensified tenfold. The raindrops stung his face slightly.

But Lin Xuan paid no mind; his clothes remained clean and tidy, not a single drop of water had touched him.

Finally, a faint light appeared in the distance. It grew clearer as it approached—a streak of greenish-blue light moving at an astonishing speed. Soon, the figure within could be seen clearly.

A few more moments passed, and the streak of light came closer, its glow fading to reveal a face just as unremarkable as Lin Xuan's.

Compared to his true self, Lin Xuan looked rather disheveled, his exhaustion evident on his face.

Facing those terrifying ghostly entities, Lin Xuan had used all his powers. It was perhaps the most arduous battle he had ever fought since entering the cultivation world. Even the Five-Imperial Seals, a precious treasure, had been employed. Although he managed to emerge victorious and escape danger, the toll was significant.

Fortunately, his efforts were not in vain; the rewards were substantial.

Now that both his true self and his avatar had escaped, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile.

"Thank you for successfully retrieving the treasure," Lin Xuan said to the cultivator who looked like him.

"You are me, and I am you. Since we are one, there's no need for such formality," came the dismissive voice of his avatar.

Before he could finish speaking, a black aura enveloped his body as it rapidly shrunk back into Lin Xuan’s sleeve.

Lin Xuan looked up at the sky; the rain had lessened somewhat but continued to fall. The weather in this grassland was unpredictable—rain came quickly and went just as fast.

He was finally out of danger.

But only temporarily, for the ghostly entities he had destroyed were mere manifestations of an old man. The other side would not rest until they avenged their losses. His avatar’s strength was formidable; if his true self appeared, even the Five-Imperial Seals might be insufficient to turn the tide.

In short, while this time he had managed to escape danger, there was no guarantee of such luck next time.

Lin Xuan pondered his options but didn’t dwell on it for long. He knew what needed to be done.

The other side was strong; it wasn't something he could handle now.

But so what? If he couldn't fight them, could he not hide?

He had only just arrived in this lost realm and hadn't fully explored everything here. However, one thing was certain: the environment of this lost realm was mysterious and vast, far more extensive than even the Nael Dragon Realm.

No matter how strong or powerful they were, if he found a secluded place to hide, they wouldn’t be able to find him.

Of course, he couldn't stay hidden forever. But for now, it was the right choice to bide his time and avoid drawing attention.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, sending out a small ball of fire about a foot in diameter.

Boom!

The explosion silenced the nearby teleportation array, reducing it to dust carried away by the wind.

Erasing traces here might be unnecessary, but better safe than sorry. Lin Xuan then emitted a green glow and flew off into the distance.

...

A few days later, Lin Xuan encountered a nomadic tribe of only several thousand people. In this vast grassland, they were insignificant.

The tribe had only one immortal master, whose cultivation was negligible—only at the Condensation Core stage.

Now, the tribe faced an imminent threat as a swarm of sandworms attacked them.

A single sandworm wasn't formidable; its strength didn’t match that of even a Foundation Establishment cultivator. But there were over a thousand of them, and the tribe’s faces showed despair.

With just one Condensation Core-level immortal master, they had no chance of victory. The thick skin of the sandworms made them immune to ordinary human weapons.

Seeing the dire situation, an old man with a youthful appearance passed by, displaying immense power. He quickly eliminated all the sandworms, and the tribe was grateful.

However, this immortal master didn’t demand any rewards or compensation; he merely inquired about nearby conditions and left after receiving a map-etched jade pupil scroll.

This minor incident went unnoticed by most people, including those of the tribe, who only saw it as good fortune. They had no reason to suspect anything more.

Unbeknownst to them, after leaving their tribe, the old man with youthful features arrived at an isolated place and closed his hands. His body was enveloped in a flickering light, and the sound of cracking bones echoed. When the light faded, there was no old man; instead, a young-looking boy appeared.

"Finally," Lin Xuan sighed as he examined the jade pupil scroll, then delved into it with his divine sense to find a secluded place for hiding. He couldn’t just wander aimlessly; this map-etched jade pupil scroll was essential for his plans. After studying it thoroughly, he decided where to go.

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan looked up, his eyes clearer than before. A green glow enveloped him as he flew off into the distance.
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Three months later.

Lin Xuan stopped in front of a range of undulating mountains.

Before him was a verdant little hill, not more than a thousand feet high. Though its shape varied, it wasn't particularly steep or rugged.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and soon found satisfactory results. With a flash of green light all over his body, he flew towards the depths of the mountain range.

When he stopped again, the surrounding aura was noticeably denser than before—more than double in concentration.

At the foot of this mountain, there ran a winding vein of spirit energy that extended into the distance. The quality wasn't outstanding, but it was still decent enough, covering about a hundred miles. Of course, the closer one got to the source of the spirit spring, the thinner the aura naturally became.

Such small hills were countless in the lost realm; while they couldn’t be compared to the countless as numerous as cow hairs, finding such a place was still relatively easy.

Originally, Lin Xuan had planned to choose a vast primeval marsh as his hiding spot. However, after careful consideration, he found that such an approach would be foolish.

Having provoked formidable enemies, seeking out a remote place for safety was a predictable strategy. If the enemy suspected this, wouldn’t they check the primeval marsh?

While such perilous places were abundant in this world, the other party’s power was no small matter. What if he accidentally ran into them? Then he would have nowhere to cry.

Thus, weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan did not deliberately choose a primeval marsh but instead picked what seemed like an ordinary place—Pindan.

Indeed, as they say, a great sage can hide in plain sight; the more inconspicuous his hiding spot, the harder it would be for others to find him.

This enemy was formidable, and Lin Xuan had to look up at their strength. But if it came down to intelligence, he still had some confidence.

In any case, he made his choice. There was nothing left to hesitate about. With a wave of his sleeve, Lin Xuan emitted divine light, and silver sword qi emerged like fish swimming out. He effortlessly established a cave dwelling, choosing a location that was extremely hidden.

The stream flowed down from the mountain top, and at one steep section, by chance or as if crafted by divine hands, it formed a waterfall. The entrance to Lin Xuan’s chosen cave dwelling was behind this waterfall.

Even without an array to conceal it, a cultivator passing by would easily overlook it.

However, that alone was not enough for Lin Xuan to be complacent.

After setting up the cave dwelling, Lin Xuan showed satisfaction on his face. He reached out and took several sets of array disks and flags from his storage bracelet.

In Scorpion Mountain, the prohibitions and arrays he had set up were easily broken by the enemy, along with all the tools used for setting them. Fortunately, Lin Xuan’s wealth was considerable, so there were still plenty of substitutes in his storage bracelet.

After half an hour or so, everything was properly arranged.

Next, Lin Xuan entered the cave dwelling.

The cave wasn’t large, but it had a living room, training hall, herb garden, and bedroom. There was still work for Lin Xuan to do. As they say, a cunning rabbit has three holes; last time, his avatar could escape smoothly after taking the treasure because he had made perfect preparations beforehand.

Teleportation array!

This was a common thing in the cultivation world, but when facing formidable enemies, what better way to flee than using such an item?

Having tasted its benefits before, Lin Xuan had no reason not to use this treasure. Setting up a small teleportation array wasn’t difficult for him; it merely required some effort and materials that were abundant in his storage bracelet—another benefit of his wealth.

Over several days, Lin Xuan set up the teleportation array.

As for the other end, he chose an underground cave, which was sufficiently hidden. He felt confident no one would discover it.

After completing everything, Lin Xuan’s mood lightened considerably. Even if formidable enemies came to him, he had full confidence in escaping easily. Now there were no lingering worries.

While Lin Xuan had chosen this place for safety, he wasn’t foolish enough to do nothing.

In fact, Lin Xuan really had a lot of things to do now.

First and foremost was rest—restoration and recuperation.

After his battle with the old monster in Scorpion Mountain, Lin Xuan emerged victorious. He used the Five Dragon Seal to utterly destroy the opponent, leaving them soulless and scattered. However, the process was arduous and difficult to describe—it was one of the most challenging battles he had ever faced.

Because the fight was so intense, several times his mana nearly ran out, forcing him to drink a thousand-year-old spirit milk.

While such spirit milk could instantly replenish mana, it wasn’t something that could be cultivated. Although it helped, leaving behind significant隐患, Lin Xuan’s true essence had suffered considerable loss.

After all, those were his life force; such depletion was not without risk—his cultivation realm might drop as a result.

So, what Lin Xuan needed to do now was rest and recuperation, replenishing the lost true essence and eliminating the隐患. He did not want his cultivation realm to mysteriously drop someday.

Fortunately, this wasn’t difficult—it just required some time.

Since Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator but had countless spirit pills and elixirs at his disposal, he could greatly shorten this process.

Thus, over the next few years, Lin Xuan took medicine and sat in meditation, not for cultivation but to replenish the true essence within him.

Twenty years passed. The loss of true essence was more than what Lin Xuan had imagined—everything indeed has its pros and cons; it seemed he couldn’t be so unrestrained when drinking thousand-year-old spirit milk anymore.

Indeed, Lin Xuan’s choice of location turned out to be correct. For a cultivator, twenty years were merely the blink of an eye. But in the lost realm, much had happened over these past two decades.

The most significant event was undoubtedly the Dark King's emergence from seclusion. Countless yin spirits and ghostly creatures suddenly flooded into the human, demon, and fiend realms, their intentions unknown to anyone.

However, as time passed, some vague information began to circulate, though it was hard to discern which pieces were true and which false.

The lost realm was in turmoil, but Lin Xuan’s secluded cultivation here felt like a paradise. Occasionally, cultivators would pass by, but none paid any attention.
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After all, there were countless places where ancient spirits had cultivated and lost realms that were hard to miss. But they certainly weren't everywhere. For ordinary cultivators passing by such places, who would pay attention?

Lin Xuan's life was now extremely tranquil, which suited him just fine.

It took him twenty years to finally replenish his true essence after the battle losses. The minor hazards caused by consuming the immortal milk of a ten-thousand-year-old spirit had also dissipated.

Now, Lin Xuan’s physical strength and mental energy were at their peak.

However, he wasn't planning on breaking through just yet. Twenty years might seem long for ordinary people, but in his realm, it was merely a blink of an eye.

The old monster from the Scorpion Mountain suffered greatly, and this grudge wouldn’t vanish in mere decades.

Exiting now would be too early.

Lin Xuan knew this well and had plenty of patience. Staying here was undoubtedly the best choice from any angle.

Moreover, Lin Bai wasn't idle. The隐患 within his body were already resolved, but he still needed to refine some treasures.

For example, true dragon essence blood.

Even among true spirits, the true dragons and phoenixes were supreme existences. Their power was almost on par with true immortals.

Nailong True Person was overjoyed. At the grand wedding banquet, high-ranking cultivators from all three realms gathered. Although the details of what happened during the ceremony weren't mentioned, a small exchange session followed.

Although there weren’t many people present, apart from Lin Xuan, they were all top-tier existences at the peak of their cultivation stages.

Their wealth was beyond description, and rare treasures abounded. Even true dragon essence blood appeared among them.

Note that this true dragon essence blood wasn't extracted from a descendant of the true dragons; although it had its value, it ultimately fell short compared to genuine dragon essence blood.

But regardless, obtaining true dragon essence blood was no easy feat. It required immense courage and determination. Most cultivators at the peak of their cultivation stages wouldn’t dare entertain such thoughts.

However, fate played a hand. The matter in the exchange session turned out to be the real true dragon essence blood.

Everyone’s eyes widened with interest, and many coveted it. Lin Xuan was naturally unwilling to let this opportunity slip away. True spirit blood held special significance for him.

True Spirit Blood Sword Art!

Using this secret technique to refine this pure true dragon essence blood would greatly enhance the Nine Palace Momentary Sword's power. On top of its current capabilities, it could gain even more strength.

Faced with such a great benefit, Lin Xuan spared no effort and finally traded his refined ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk for this treasure.

Now, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in the training room. Suddenly, he reached out and lightly tapped his waist. A flash of light appeared as an jade bottle flew out. Compared to ordinary spirit pills bottles, this one was too delicate and small, barely a few inches tall, making it look exceptionally unique.

Lin Xuan held the jade bottle, examining it for a moment before lifting it slightly. With a "bang," the cap shot up into the air.

Aurora!

Instantly, golden light filled the room, followed by the roar of a dragon. Accompanying this was an overwhelming spiritual pressure rising into the sky.

Even with his current strength, Lin Xuan felt a bit shaken under that pressure.

But satisfaction spread across his face. It truly was genuine true dragon essence blood.

He hadn’t regretted anything for all he had endured to obtain it, even offending the Thousand Illusion Old Demon in the process.

If not for that battle, he wouldn't have been swept by spatial turbulence into this lost realm.

Tracing back, everything stemmed from the true dragon essence blood.

Of course, Lin Xuan harbored no regrets. There was always a price to be paid and gained. It was too early to make any definitive judgments about his fate in this lost realm.

A smug smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he took a deep breath and pointed forward with one finger.

Zzzz…

Lin Xuan’s movements were extremely gentle, without the slightest hint of force. A slender crystal thread shot out from his fingertips.

The thread was pure silver, delicate yet dazzling, seemingly imbued with boundless magical power.

After shooting out from Lin Xuan's fingers, it vanished and reappeared a few feet away, having sliced off a small piece of the dragon’s essence shadow.

Not large, just one percent of the entire shadow.

The golden light dimmed as a tiny drop of spirit blood appeared.

This spirit blood was as small as a grain of rice but emitted astonishing spiritual energy from its surface. Some faint talisman inscriptions could be seen pulsing, though they were so small that they couldn’t be discerned by the naked eye without using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

The tiny inscriptions gradually became clear.

Lin Xuan raised his head slightly, his eyes filled with intense interest before he opened his mouth to suck in the drop of true dragon essence blood.

An incredible scene unfolded.

A layer of golden hue appeared on Lin Xuan's face as faint scales began to appear on his arms and cheeks.

His breathing became heavier. The effect of the true dragon essence blood was even stronger than expected.

Of course, this was good. Lin Xuan quickly formed a hand seal according to the Black Jade True Spirit Art method to refine the spirit blood.

After several months, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, his face returning to its usual color as the scales on his arms and cheeks disappeared. Refining such a tiny drop of spirit blood took nearly a hundred days.

But Lin Xuan was not worried; true dragon essence blood indeed lived up to its reputation.

Without resting, he raised his right hand again, another bright crystal thread emerging.

The rest didn’t need recounting. Over the next two decades, Lin Xuan refined the spirit blood diligently.

"Roar!"

In the early morning sky, a clear dragon's roar echoed. Following this, a figure shot up into the air. Compared to before his seclusion, Lin Xuan’s appearance hadn't changed much, but the aura he emitted was different—more powerful.

As they say, good fortune doesn’t come in twos, and misfortune never comes alone. But sometimes, when luck strikes, it can’t be stopped. Lin Xuan never imagined that refining true dragon essence blood to enhance his True Spirit Sword Art would make him show signs of advancing to the peak realm.
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Lin Xuan scanned the two figures. Their cultivation levels were not to be underestimated; both had reached the中期 stage of the Profound Void Realm, making them high-ranking cultivators in any setting. However, they still fell far short for him.

"Have you followed me for so long with some ulterior motive?"

Lin Xuan's voice was calm and devoid of emotion as he spoke, as if discussing a trivial matter. As he spoke, the suppressed spiritual energy within his body began to radiate outward, revealing his 分神期 cultivation.

"The esteemed senior, we are merely passing through this place by chance and happened to meet you. How could there be any tracking involved? Even with a boldness I wouldn’t dare, it would never occur to me," said the scholar-like figure in white, hurriedly trying to explain himself.

"Coincidence?"

Lin Xuan chuckled. "Your eloquence is commendable, but do you think a few words can cover up your actions?"

"Esteemed senior, this truly was an accident..."

The woman also tried to interject, but Lin Xuan paid no heed and continued: "Whether it’s a misunderstanding or coincidence, since you are阴魂ghosts and have discovered my whereabouts, you should consider yourselves unlucky. Go to the Netherworld and accept your fates; I will take your lives."

With these words, Lin Xuan's expression turned cold as he waved his sleeves, releasing over a dozen sword qi that grew in size with the wind, each reaching several feet long before zipping towards them.

The two figures had intended to use their eloquence but were taken aback by how quickly Lin Xuan acted. Their faces paled instantly out of fear, but they couldn’t sit idly and wait for death.

The scholar-like figure in white reached into his waistband, and a black glow flickered before multiple different-shaped treasure artifacts appeared.

His companion reacted just as swiftly, her body enveloped by countless ghost flames that obscured her form. She retreated quickly behind them.

Their quick responses were commendable, but Lin Xuan seemed to ignore them entirely, even sneering slightly at their efforts.

What difference does it make?

Two mere Profound Void Realm ghosts trying to escape from him?

Lin Xuan had killed entities of the Transcendence stage before. If these two managed to slip past his eyes, he might as well buy a tofu and end it all.

The silver light was blinding, and both the scholar-like figure's artifacts and the woman’s ghost flames failed to stop Lin Xuan's sword qi. They tumbled from the sky, their faces pale with fear.

"Even you two dared to follow me? You truly know nothing of the world."

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed as he raised his right hand, sending two thin silver threads into their foreheads. The two felt a dizzying sensation and fell to the ground.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no joy; subduing mere Profound Void Realm ghosts was expected. He waved his sleeves again, dissipating the sword qi in the air.

"Following me is nothing short of audacious."

Lin Xuan's cold voice continued as he effortlessly levitated the scholar-like figure and began a soul-searching technique on him. It didn’t take long before Lin Xuan turned to the female ghost and performed the same ritual.

After a cup of tea, Lin Xuan’s hands lit up with fire as both ghosts were reduced to ash, their souls scattered. His expression was grim.

"This truly is a big trouble."

Lin Xuan sighed. Although he had anticipated that the old monster's true form would be one of the Six Kings of the Netherworld, it still left him feeling disheartened.

The Dark King of the Netherworld was no less formidable than the Ice Spirit of the Jade Frost, and even Guanghanzi or the Queen of Qingqiu could match his power. This truly was a significant trouble.

Despite his depression, Lin Xuan did not regret anything. Firstly, regretting it now would be useless; secondly, how could he fear the Dark King of the Netherworld? He might not overpower him but could always avoid him. The lost realm was vast, and finding him would be extremely difficult for the other side.

However, while this was true, being spotted by ghostly entities in a small city of cultivators indicated that their strength was far greater than he had imagined. Fear did not trouble Lin Xuan, but he needed to be more cautious from now on.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan sighed and clasped his hands, casting two spells while muttering an incantation under his breath.

A series of crackling sounds filled the air as Lin Xuan’s body shrank significantly. He then touched his face, revealing a new appearance with white beard and eyebrows.

In an instant, Lin Xuan transformed into an old man with white hair and beard.

Lin Xuan was quite skilled in disguise, though not perfect; he could fool anyone except those of the Transcendence stage. The Dark King of the Netherworld’s strength and influence were far beyond his own, but that mattered little to him. Even if the other side was renowned, his Transcendence-stage subordinates would be few.

Lin Xuan did not believe in such bad luck. Having changed his appearance, he no longer felt as urgent about it. He left with a flurry of green light and continued on his journey.

As predicted, Lin Xuan passed through several cities where he gathered information without being recognized. However, he also noticed ghostly entities within these cities.

This was human territory; the presence of such entities should be impossible. Yet, their ability to disguise themselves as cultivators was remarkable. Lin Xuan kept a close eye on them, suspecting they were gathering intelligence too.

Could all of these be under the Dark King's command?

Lin Xuan’s heart raced with concern but also began to observe more closely. Although they had not uncovered his movements, their strength far exceeded what he had anticipated. He would need to be even more cautious in his actions from now on.
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Time passed like flowing water, and before Lin Xuan knew it, another three years had slipped by.

Three years equated to over a thousand days. Though not short, this period was filled with Lin Xuan’s travels as he sought out spiritual lands where he could refine his cultivation and break through his current bottleneck. He also kept an eye out for any news on the Dark King of the Netherworld.

Unfortunately, there had been no significant progress.

This time, Lin Xuan aimed to advance into the Tribulation Transcendence stage, a feat that was far more challenging than previous bottlenecks. The requirements for spiritual lands were naturally higher as well.

Although this lost plane’s spirit veins were of decent quality, those rich in spiritual energy and blessed by divine realms had long been claimed by powerful sects and families.

Lin Xuan knew his strength was formidable, but he didn’t want to expose himself after recently provoking the Dark King of the Netherworld. Thus, it would be unwise for him to openly seek trouble with these sects and families at this moment.

He had considered sneaking into their recruitment ceremonies by concealing his cultivation level, but even though his recondite qi technique made that possible, what good would it do? A new recruit wouldn’t be assigned a prime spiritual land.

The best spirit veins were undoubtedly occupied by the sect’s top elders. This was beyond doubt. Moreover, such places were off-limits to other disciples unless summoned.

Although Lin Xuan had an 80% chance of successfully infiltrating, what would he do after that? Sneakily advancing his cultivation?

Breaking through a bottleneck wasn’t something one could achieve overnight, especially in the final stages which often attracted massive celestial omens. His identity would be exposed then.

Moreover, advancing to Tribulation Transcendence was not only difficult but dangerous, with heavenly tribulations and heart demons arriving as scheduled. Unlucky enough, even summoning an external demon might happen.

At such a moment, Lin Xuan was at his weakest. He couldn’t even muster a single defense. His abilities were severely diminished, making it uncertain whether he could protect himself if the sects and families had ill intentions.

Given Lin Xuan’s cautious nature, he was unwilling to take such risks.

The unclaimed spiritual lands were of too low quality.

With no suitable spiritual land available, Lin Xuan found himself in a difficult situation. However, he did not lose heart.

Difficulties were nothing new; since embarking on his cultivation path, countless obstacles had been overcome. Compared to previous dangers, this minor issue was hardly worth mentioning.

Man proposes, God disposes. The lost plane spanned vast areas. With diligence and effort, Lin Xuan would surely find something.

Although eager for advancement, he could afford to wait a few more days.

The sun hung high as Lin Xuan flew over the sea. The shimmering waves of blue water were beautiful, but strictly speaking, this was not an actual ocean; it resembled a large lake instead.

Despite its size and saltwater content, some called it an ocean due to its vastness. Lin Xuan paid little mind to it; with his elusiveness techniques, crossing the lake would take only two or three days.

Though there were somedemon race in the water, their presence posed no threat given his strength.

Unperturbed, he still released his divine sense habitually. Suddenly, his brows furrowed as his flight halted abruptly.

A crimson light approached from afar, while behind it, dark clouds and black qi pursued relentlessly.

Though far away, Lin Xuan could see a robed old man with white hair and beard, exuding an imposing presence. Behind him was a monstrous crab-like creature towering over a thousand feet tall, resembling a small mountain.

"Mountain-crushing Crab!"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. He had only seen such creatures in ancient texts; they were long extinct in the current spiritual realm. Legend spoke of their immense strength and thick skin, comparable to an infant cultivator at the Yuanxian stage. However, with every blessing came a curse.

Despite its formidable power, this Mountain-crushing Crab did not enter the Transcendent Tribulation stage like otherdemon race after reaching the Transformation phase. It required much more stringent conditions to gain spiritual intelligence, needing to transform into a human form as a great demon.

However, even if the Mountain-crushing Crab was exceptionally gifted, advancing to the Tribulation stage would be no easy feat.

The crab before him was extraordinary; its spiritual pressure indicated it was at the late Formation Stage. In terms of cultivation level, it was on par with Lin Xuan.

Honestly speaking, such a grade of Mountain-crushing Crab was rare.

Lin Xuan turned his gaze to the fleeing old man, whose cultivation was also at the late Formation Stage. Although their levels were similar, his strength was slightly inferior.

Seeing Lin Xuan, he was overjoyed.

"Friend, please assist me. I will certainly reward you handsomely."

The robed old man shouted loudly and stopped running. He turned around, raised his right hand, and instantly summoned a ring-shaped treasure that grew to the size of a house before slamming it at the crab.

Unfazed, the Mountain-crushing Crab lifted its front claws, and black light flashed as it struck back against the opponent’s treasure.

Boom!

The explosion echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The waves surged over a hundred feet high, causing palpitations. Two late Formation Stage beings fighting was no trivial matter.

Lin Xuan frowned but did not act rashly. The old man and the crab fought fiercely, but he was clearly at a disadvantage.

"Friend, why are you still hesitating? I promised substantial rewards."

The voice reached Lin Xuan’s ears; the old man seemed anxious. Although Lin Xuan had used disguise techniques to change his appearance, he did not hide his cultivation level. If they joined forces, they would surely defeat the Mountain-crushing Crab.

Lin Xuan sighed and changed his mind. He flicked his sleeve, and a fiery red divine sword flew out from his sleeve. The Nine Palaces Sword was too conspicuous for such a minordemon race; a random treasure would suffice.

Seeing Lin Xuan join the battle, the old man breathed a sigh of relief. He shook his hand and threw a transparent, fist-sized orb at the opponent.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger, and the fiery red divine sword instantly grew to over a hundred times its size before fiercely slashing towards the opponent.
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With Lin Xuan's current strength, it would be virtually effortless for him to kill a妖族 of the same rank. Moreover, he was not alone; there was an elder at the 分神后期 stage helping him.

The outcome was clear and without any悬念. However, Lin Xuan had no intention of revealing his true power.

He kept a low profile, only needing to display the skills of an ordinary 分神后期 cultivator.

Lin Xuan controlled the fiery immortal sword, merely trapping the opponent. With this elder's assistance, he unleashed a series of powerful attacks on the 开山螃. Although the crab had thick skin, the power of a fellow rank cultivator’s treasure was formidable. It soon found itself in trouble, unable to escape as it was tightly bound by two people.

"Bang!"

Lin Xuan suddenly shouted and pointed his right hand forward. A flash of red light appeared, and the fiery immortal sword pierced through the crab's head like a celestial dragon. With a vigorous stir, the massive body ceased moving.

Without further action from Lin Xuan, he simply closed his fingers with a "bang" sound that echoed in his ears. The crab's body exploded, and a fist-sized妖丹 flew into his palm.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. While his wealth was vast, 分神级别的妖丹 wasn't particularly impressive to him. However, the 开山螃 was unique; it had long been extinct in the spirit realm, making its妖丹 potentially useful for him.

Lin Xuan flipped his hand and put the crab into his storage bracelet without hesitation.

The elder in the brown robe watched with envy but hesitated before doing anything. Instead, he bowed to Lin Xuan: "Thank you, friend, for your assistance. I am grateful. If not for your help, I might have escaped, but killing this 开山螃 would have been impossible."

"Ha ha, no need to be so polite. This妖 was eliminated by both of us. I took the妖丹; the rest is yours if you're interested," Lin Xuan said casually.

The elder looked surprised and then nodded in agreement: "Very well, I won't be so rude. Meeting you will be a pleasure. The materials from this 开山螃 are indeed useful to me."

With that, he flashed past like a floating crab on the sea surface. Within a short while, the large monster was cut into pieces by his treasures and stored in his storage bracelet.

Returning with satisfaction, he greeted Lin Xuan: "You came here for the exchange meeting hosted by Master Lei Kong."

"Exchange meeting?" Lin Xuan was taken aback, his voice filled with surprise.

"How so? Are you unaware of this? Did you just happen to pass by?" The elder touched his head, looking genuinely puzzled.

"Oh, from your tone, Master Lei Kong must be quite famous," Lin Xuan said, raising an eyebrow.

"Indeed. You are not a local cultivator; it's understandable that you haven't heard of Master Lei Kong." The elder seemed to realize something: "Master Lei Kong is also at the 分神后期 stage, but he is well-known for his benevolence and extensive social network in this region. He has the reputation of a small Meng Chang. I came here specifically for the exchange meeting hosted by him, and fortunately, we encountered this妖."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan understood the situation.

The elder then invited: "If you have nothing else to do, would you like to join me? Master Lei Kong has extensive connections, and his exchange meetings are of high quality. There will be countless treasures and artifacts, as well as discussions on cultivation techniques and anecdotes from the cultivation world."

"Me"

Lin Xuan didn't show much interest at first but suddenly became interested.

Master Lei Kong was not someone Lin Xuan cared about, nor did he think much of his exchange meetings since he now matched the strength and wealth of a cultivator who had passed through the劫stage. Such level meetings wouldn't yield many useful treasures for him.

However, the prospect of hearing anecdotes from the cultivation world piqued his interest. Although Lin Xuan had been in this lost realm for some time, his understanding was still far behind that of native cultivators.

With three years spent searching for a suitable灵地 without success due to the幽冥暗王, he couldn't gather information openly and had to search aimlessly. Since there were no clues, it wouldn't hurt to attend the exchange meeting.

If by chance, he could find useful information from other cultivators' discussions, that would be ideal. Even if nothing came of it, it was still a worthwhile effort.

Deciding on this, Lin Xuan smiled: "I indeed have nothing else to do. If you insist, I can join your exchange meeting. However, Master Lei Kong is someone I've never met; going without prior notice might seem presumptuous."

"Haha, that's exactly what you're worried about. I already said that Master Lei Kong has the reputation of a small Meng Chang and loves to help others. You are a powerful cultivator, and he will be delighted if you come. He won't blame you for anything," the elder reassured.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan felt at ease: "Thank you, Brother Sun. Where does Master Lei Kong reside?"

"Ha ha, no need to be so formal. I'm going in that direction too; we can travel together." The elder's laughter echoed as he transformed into a streak of light and flew away.

Lin Xuan followed calmly, his face showing no urgency. They chatted while traveling, with the elder being very talkative and probing Lin Xuan about his background.

Lin Xuan, being highly intelligent, had prepared an eloquent response, simply claiming to be a wandering cultivator. The elder didn't doubt him.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan inquired about灵地 information, but the quality he needed was exceptionally high, so no useful leads were found immediately.
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Lin Xuan did not hesitate. He had only asked out of curiosity, and he didn't expect to get useful information so easily.

After a smooth journey over two days, Lin Xuan and the robed elder arrived at their destination with great ease.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes as he looked towards the small island ahead.

The island was vast in size, stretching for several thousand miles. It was dotted with hills, lakes, flowers, stones, and trees. The aura of qi was extremely dense here, though it still fell short compared to the spiritual lands Lin Xuan had envisioned for breaking through his cultivation stage.

"Is this where True Immortal Lei Kong's Immortal Mansion is?"

"How does it compare to your expectations, Brother Younger?"

The robed elder laughed heartily. He was eloquent and chatted amiably with Lin Xuan throughout the journey, even addressing him more familiarly: "This Lei Kong Island is one of few immortal mansions within a million miles. Many powerful figures coveted it in the past, but eventually, it fell into the hands of True Immortal Lei Kong."

"True Immortal Lei Kong not only has extensive connections and surpasses ordinary cultivators by far, he also excels at array techniques. Don't be fooled by the island's appearance of a paradise; even for us cultivators, escaping from it can be quite challenging if someone dares to intrude..."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan showed genuine surprise on his face, though much of it was feigned. After all, Lin Xuan could not be judged by ordinary standards. Even an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage had fallen in his hands, and a Spirit Refinement period cultivator would mean little to him.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he replied with a smile: "Since we cannot enter擅自闯入随意, may I ask Brother Sun to guide us? This is my first time here."

"Ha ha, you're too polite. It’s just a small matter; leave it to me."

The robed elder appeared generous and took out a talisman from his robe. He waved his sleeve, and the talisman vanished into the island's禁制.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle inwardly. He had expected a lengthy summons, only for this simple transmission talisman to suffice. It was so straightforward it was almost comical.

Despite his amusement, Lin Xuan maintained a calm expression.

Just a few moments later, a dozen streaks of light shot up from the island, creating a dazzling display of light.

The ordinary transmission talisman had clearly achieved its intended effect.

Lin Xuan scanned the scene. The cultivators varied in strength; some were at the Core Formation stage while others were at the Immortal Union stage. Leading them was a man around thirty years old, though his true age was much older.

As Lin Xuan sized up these cultivators, they released their divine senses and soon showed signs of respect.

"Greetings, seniors. May I ask your names? Are you here to participate in Master's exchange conference?"

The Core Formation stage man bowed deeply with a respectful tone.

"Ha, why should old man reveal his name to mere youngsters? Old man came by invitation from my master."

The robed elder crossed his arms behind his back and raised his head proudly. His demeanor was vastly different from when he spoke to Lin Xuan.

This wasn't unusual; in the cultivation world, might made right. Lin Xuan's late Spirit Refinement stage strength had already left the robed old monster awestruck, so he naturally showed more courtesy.

These youngsters were nothing compared to True Immortal Lei Kong’s disciples.

"Then I will lead you."

The Core Formation stage man remained respectful and bowed again before transforming into a streak of light that descended towards the island.

With the help of an experienced disciple named Old Ma, Lin Xuan had no worries about triggering any restrictions.

Entering the island, the aura of qi was even denser than before, and the surroundings were breathtakingly beautiful. It truly was a paradise.

But how beautiful the scenery was meant little to Lin Xuan; he had been to Penglai Immortal Isle of True Immortal Nian Long, so this place did not impress him much.

The cultivators led them to a magnificent building with jade and gold structures. Various styles of pavilions were hidden behind light screens.

This is the VIP Pavilion!

True Immortal Lei Kong was generous and had extensive connections, so he naturally built accommodations for visiting cultivators on his island.

Since Lin Xuan and his companion were both late Spirit Refinement stage cultivators, this building before them was the best quality available.

No further explanation was needed. The two chose a suitable pavilion each according to the guide's instructions; the exchange conference would be held three days later.

Three days passed in an instant.

Lin Xuan stayed put and meditated in his chosen pavilion, replenishing his energy and strength.

He had no reason to believe he would encounter any danger.

On that day, Lin Xuan was sitting cross-legged when a sense of something approaching woke him up.

『梦已启航☆清逸尔雅』with a wave of his sleeve, the light screen around the pavilion opened, and a fiery streak flew in.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, and the firelight seemed to have a mind of its own as it landed on his palm. A clear voice echoed in his ears: "Senior, your master requests you to go to the Phoenix Pavilion; the exchange conference will be held there soon."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan stood up calmly without showing any emotion.

He flashed past and arrived at the pavilion entrance.

A fair-haired woman stood gracefully before him. Though her cultivation was only at the Core Formation stage, she was quite beautiful.

Seeing Lin Xuan, she bowed respectfully: "I am Meng Xue; I will lead you."

"Thank you for your trouble."

Lin Xuan's expression remained pleasant and he did not treat her condescendingly despite her low cultivation level.

The girl showed a hint of surprise but knew better than to be disrespectful. She led Lin Xuan forward with respect.

The scenery along the way was still pleasing, but both were silent. Lin Xuan’s purpose was to gather information, so there was no need for him to ask anything from this Core Formation stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan's silence made the fair-haired girl even more cautious about speaking.

They flew and walked intermittently until a grand building came into view after a short while.
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"Senior, please!"

"Is this where the exchange meeting takes place?" Lin Xuan stroked his chin and said thoughtfully.

"Indeed. This is the Eagle Nest Pavilion!"

The other party spoke with great respect.

"Oh?"

With a confirmed answer, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly as he sized up the building before him. It was悬浮 in mid-air, towering dozens of feet high and extremely spacious. Rather than being described as a pavilion, it would be more fitting to call it a palace.

The atmosphere was grand and exquisitely beautiful, possibly surpassing even the imperial palaces of the secular world in scale.

However, what Lin Xuan was interested in wasn't its splendor or beauty. The reason this structure could hover mid-air was because there was a massive light array supporting its base. This array was incredibly complex, composed of numerous arcane and extraordinary runes arranged in intricate patterns. With his understanding of arrays, Lin Xuan could only make out a few elements.

Clearly, this wasn't just a simple levitation technique; it also had extremely powerful defensive effects. If someone with malicious intent controlled this array, he would be trapped the moment he entered the building.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly. Although he couldn't understand this array, if his guess was correct, even a Spirit Cultivator at the Filamentary Stage would find it incredibly difficult to escape once ensnared.

This Li Hai True Man was truly not something to be underestimated. He had never seen such high-level arrays in other Spirit Cultivators' abodes.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself but showed no hesitation, his entire body emitting a green glow as he flew towards the magnificent structure.

Whether or not the Li Hai True Man harbored ill intentions, with his strength, could he be outsmarted?

To Lin Xuan, the Filamentary Stage was just ants. He had no need for much caution, being bold and daring.

Soon, Lin Xuan entered the pavilion without any additional actions. The light curtain split open to reveal a passage of about ten feet in diameter.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed as he flew into it without hesitation.

---

Dizzy!

After entering the building, Lin Xuan felt a dizzying sensation.

He was alarmed but realized that his current strength should not have caused such discomfort even with long-distance teleportation. Could it be that Li Hai True Man had broad social connections on the surface but was secretly cunning and deceitful, planning to harm them?

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he remained calm. He took a deep breath, and the discomfort gradually dissipated.

He did not immediately summon any treasures; his own supernatural abilities were stronger than those of the妖族, and his strength far surpassed that of other cultivators at the same stage. The other party would find it difficult to plot against him even if they had ill intentions.

So Lin Xuan merely remained vigilant, keeping a close watch.

However, there was no attack. Lin Xuan found himself in a narrow corridor with rough stone walls on both sides. This scene was far from what he had imagined.

"What's going on?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but noticed that it didn't seem to be a trap. Yet, if the other party had no malicious intent, everything before him seemed too strange.

He frowned slightly, his rich experience unable to immediately discern the mystery here.

However, while he was amazed, he wasn't afraid. Lin Xuan had faced countless storms and did not believe he would be caught off guard here.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. The corridor was no more than a hundred feet long. He walked forward without using wind control techniques.

Soon, he reached the end of the corridor, where instead of rough walls, there stood a heavy stone door.

The door had some mysterious runes engraved on it, clearly cut and carved with precision.

Lin Xuan's frown deepened as his divine sense searched the door. He found no signs of danger.

This result left Lin Xuan confused, but regardless of how he thought about it, standing here would not yield any answers.

After a moment’s hesitation, Lin Xuan reached out to push the stone door forward.

Bang!

A bright white light filled the air as the heavy stone door creaked open.

A grand palace appeared before his eyes.

The entire palace was lavishly decorated, exuding an intimidating aura. However, before Lin Xuan could fully admire it, a commotion caught his attention.

"Senior Li Hai, what is your intention? You said you would host an exchange meeting but brought us to such an odd place. What's the reason behind this? Are you planning something against us?"

A rough voice echoed, and others around him began to murmur in agreement.

"Indeed, Senior Li Hai, Zhang Yu has known you for over ten thousand years. Do you plan to deceive even your old friend?"

"Exactly! The exchange meeting is something we've all participated in countless times. But based on the setup here, it's clearly not what was advertised."

Lin Xuan focused his mind and heard the various discussions. He turned his head towards the left front of the hall where over a hundred cultivators gathered. His divine sense swept across them, revealing that their cultivation levels were indeed formidable—mostly at the Filamentary Stage.

Moreover, there were few at the initial stage; most were in the middle or late stages.

These powerful figures' eyes were filled with anger and fear as they surrounded a middle-aged man wearing Daoist robes. He appeared to be around forty years old, with three long strands of beard, an extremely refined appearance, and a Filamentary Stage后期 cultivation level.

If his guess was correct, this was the famous Li Hai True Man.

Lin Xuan had confidence in his own discernment.

Li Hai True Man stood with a look of wry amusement, bowing repeatedly as if explaining something.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, a hint of suspicion flashing across them. He initially thought Li Hai True Man was a vain and deceitful person who set up a trap for everyone to fall into, but his current demeanor seemed different.

Could there be more to this? Lin Xuan's mind raced as today's events were too strange, leaving him at a loss for words.

Unlike the other cultivators, Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic. This was the result of his boldness and daring.

"Dear fellow cultivators, why would I harm you? Indeed, an exchange meeting is just a facade. In reality, my master wishes to gather everyone!"
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The sigh of Lei Kong Zhenren entered their ears, carrying a hint of helplessness and wry smile.

This indeed wasn't his intention; it was forced by circumstances. Lei Kong Zhenren wasn’t one to seek fame or gain, so he had no desire to offend many good friends. However, this time, it was an order from his master, and despite some resistance in his heart, he had to follow the command.

"Friend, what you say is your master's instruction?"

...

Surprised murmurs filled their ears as the noise gradually subsided around them. The faces of those at the Division Spirit stage were all marked with shock, the fear they felt was hard to hide.

This wasn’t unusual; although they didn’t know who Lei Kong Zhenren’s teacher was, he himself was a late Division Spirit cultivator. If he could be his master, wouldn’t that mean… a great being who had passed through tribulation?

Amidst their shock, the others were also greatly wary. Although they were all at the Division Spirit stage, compared to old monsters who had passed through tribulations, the gap was vast.

Hearing this, everyone felt extremely uneasy. The originally chaotic scene became quiet.

The cultivators looked at each other, utterly unprepared for such a result. Deep down, they were lost and uncertain.

After a moment, an experienced and cautious cultivator spoke up:

"Friend Lei Kong, we have known each other for countless ages; our friendship is deep. Elder Brother asks you here: did you really not lie? Was it truly your master’s instruction to bring us here?"

His voice was filled with doubt. After all, their current situation wasn’t exactly favorable.

"Brother Huang, our bond runs deep; how could I deceive you? Indeed, my master instructed me, and I merely followed orders," Lei Kong sighed, his expression showing extreme helplessness.

"What purpose does your master have in summoning us here?" the other person pondered. Clearly, he was a cautious and experienced cultivator who hadn’t raised his voice or shown anger. His questions were well thought out.

"I don't know… " Lei Kong said dejectedly.

"What?!"

This statement caused an uproar as if it had stirred up a hornet's nest. The once quiet cultivators began to stir again.

"What do you mean by that?"

"You brought us here and then say you don’t know, using a casual excuse. Do you really think we are three-year-olds?"

The cultivators looked extremely displeased with this answer. Lei Kong Zhenren was now the target of their anger once more.

Such matters were hard to explain even if one had a mouth. However, since Lei Kong truly didn’t know, how many would believe him at such a time?

As time passed, the faces of the cultivators showed growing impatience.

Lei Kong Zhenren was well-traveled, but not everyone among these hundred plus people were his closest friends.

Moreover, cultivators were often cold-hearted. While it wasn’t uncommon to talk about friendship in normal times, under such circumstances, even good friends were extremely dissatisfied with him.

The atmosphere grew increasingly heated, and some were ready to take action.

Despite his strength, Lei Kong Zhenren was no match for a hundred peers. A single moment could see him reduced to ashes.

"Everything today is part of my arrangement. It seems you are all very displeased."

Suddenly, a cold snort sounded in their ears. Despite the chaos in the hall, everyone heard it clearly.

All eyes were drawn to this, and then more happened.

Before anyone could react, an oppressive spiritual pressure descended upon them. At that moment, all those in the hall were powerful cultivators at the Division Spirit stage. Under that terrifying pressure, one by one, their faces changed drastically.

Late Division Spirit cultivators were still relatively calm, but the initial-stage cultivators trembled with fear.

"An old monster who has passed through tribulation!"

Someone shouted in shock, but before they could finish, they quickly covered their mouths, looking terrified as if afraid of bringing disaster upon themselves by speaking.

Though no one else spoke out, everyone’s expressions and actions were as silent as a grave.

They didn’t entirely believe Lei Kong Zhenren's explanation.

His master's command sounded like an excuse to deflect blame. Clearly, he wanted something from them.

Their anger was understandable, but they weren't overly afraid since there were so many of them. Even if Lei Kong had some cunning plan, it wouldn’t be effective against such a large group.

However, now they realized their optimism might have been too great. Lei Kong hadn’t spoken nonsense; behind this matter was indeed an old monster who had passed through tribulation.

This made things much more complicated.

After all, passing through tribulation and being at the Division Spirit stage were entirely different. Even if they bound together, they wouldn't stand a chance against one tribulation-stage cultivator.

Everyone understood this, which explained their fear.

But here wasn’t an open space; outside, with so many people, they could scatter and escape.

Now, however, they were in a grand hall enclosed by a powerfulprohibition. If they tried to flee, they would first need to break theprohibition, but with an old tribulation-stage cultivator watching them, who dared?

The late Division Spirit cultivators looked uneasy, and Lin Xuan, of course, wasn’t unaware.

Lin Xuan slightly lowered his head but was not afraid; rather, he was more curious. After all, his strength was different from others. He had clashed with tribulation-stage cultivators before, and even if he couldn't win, he could still retreat safely. There was no need to be afraid.

Turning his head to look at the old monster, Lin Xuan saw an elderly man in a green robe appear in one corner of the hall. He was tall and looked old, but his hair and beard were dark black. His face showed wrinkles like those of an eighty-year-old ordinary person.

More strikingly, he exuded a faint green aura that made him seem mysterious. If his guess was correct, this might be related to the cultivation method he practiced.

"Green Face Venerable!"

One of the cultivators below shouted in surprise.

(Continued: The update is here; please give me some recommendation votes!)
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"Oh, do you recognize me?"

The old man in the green robe turned his head. A hint of unusual light flickered in his eyes as he spoke calmly to the person.

"Master Deer Fish, three thousand years ago at Fairy Pool Immortal Palace, I served by Master's side and had the good fortune to meet Senior once."

A dark-faced man responded respectfully.

"Then you are indeed the disciple of Master Deer Fish. Yes, your cultivation has improved since then. Unfortunately, Master Deer Fish perished in the heavenly tribulation." The old man with green skin stroked his beard; his voice remained lazy and languid.

"The words of Senior are correct. My master did indeed pass away."

The dark-faced cultivator trembled as he spoke. He had hoped to use his master's reputation to intimidate the other party, but it seemed that the other party was well-informed about this matter. His master had passed away over a thousand years ago, and only they knew of it, having sworn secrecy among themselves. How did the other party learn about this?

But knowing so much, he dared not deny anything outright.

Deceiving such an old monster who had just crossed the tribulation would have dire consequences that he could not bear.

During their exchange, the other cultivators were whispering amongst themselves. The old man with green skin lived a secluded life and was not well-known for his fame. After all, these high-ranking monsters at this level no longer cared about fame or wealth.

However, there were nearly a hundred cultivators in the hall, all of whom were above the Shen Shi stage.

These cultivators had seen much, and some had heard of the name of the old man with green skin before. But they only knew it through hearsay and did not know his temperament. What was his intention by bringing them here?

Uncertainty was the most terrifying thing. The cultivators in the hall were all nervous.

But everyone understood that it was better to be the first one shot than the last. They merely muttered these thoughts silently, bowing their heads obediently; no one wanted to speak first.

The atmosphere in the hall became tense and peculiar.

Then, the voice of the old man with green skin sounded again: "My fellow cultivators need not fear. Although I set this trap today, there is no ill intent towards you all."

"Without ill intent, then what brings us here? If there's any task for us to do, please be clear about it."

A rough voice echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan turned his head. It was a familiar figure.

It was the old man in the black robe who had brought him here. He finally couldn't hold back and spoke up.

The old man with green skin did not get angry at being interrupted. His voice remained lazy: "Spirit Wave Valley, I believe all of you have heard of it."

"What? Spirit Wave Valley?"

"Did I hear that correctly? Senior is talking about Spirit Wave Valley?"

A stone thrown into a pond created ripples. The moment the old man with green skin spoke, the hall erupted like oil being splashed on water.

Cultivation was not just about talent; luck played an essential role. And so-called luck meant wanting to catch it and obtain various divine treasures, such as spirit pills or ancient immortal's hidden treasures.

Though this seemed simple, in reality, it was a matter of chance that could not be seen or touched. It was hard to trace...

This truth was clear to the cultivators present, especially those at their current level, where finding suitable spirit herbs and treasures became increasingly difficult.

But despite this, there had been a mysterious place called Spirit Wave Valley in the past.

No one knew its origin, but it was known for its unique environment, with countless treasures and divine materials. Spirit herbs were far easier to find here than elsewhere.

It was indeed a treasure trove that every cultivator dreamed of.

However, the world had its laws. Although there were countless treasures in Spirit Wave Valley, not everyone could enter.

Firstly, no one knew where it was located; searching would be fruitless. Luckily, the entrance appeared naturally every three thousand years and closed after three days for those who arrived on time.

Why only "might" arrive?

Because entering required a specific cultivation level—between the Separation and Shen Shi stages.

In other words, cultivators at the Separation, Void Profound, or Shen Shi levels could enter.

Those with too low cultivation would be destroyed by the spatial force of the valley. Meanwhile, old monsters who had crossed the tribulation faced an inexplicable repulsion that prevented them from entering.

Previously, every time the entrance opened, countless cultivators rushed to seek their fortune. But about twenty thousand years ago, something unexpected happened.

The Dark King of the Netherworld, for some reason, also wanted to enter Spirit Wave Valley.

As one of the Six Yīn Officials, his strength was comparable to the three wandering immortals in the spirit realm and even surpassed late-stage tribulation cultivators. Naturally, he encountered that inexplicable repulsion force.

But the Dark King was not easily discouraged. What could a mere repulsion do against his overwhelming power? To enter Spirit Wave Valley, he even deployed his domain. Within his domain, he could change the laws; what did some minor repulsion matter?

Initially, the Dark King was confident but forgot that nature's wonders were unpredictable. His domain clashed with the entrance's repulsion force, and in the end, the Dark King failed to enter, and Spirit Wave Valley's entrance disappeared for two thousand years.

For this, the Dark King faced much criticism; he was indeed a target of blame. If not for his extraordinary status and strength, other cultivators from the lost realm would have sought him out for retribution.

Over time, as the entrance to Spirit Wave Valley no longer appeared, people gradually forgot about it. Now, few mentioned it, but this old monster suddenly brought up the topic, making it impossible to ignore?

Despite his current situation, the topic sparked interest among the cultivators present. They perked up their ears.

"Senior's matter must be related to Spirit Wave Valley?" (To be continued.)
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Chapter 2943: The Storage Bracelet

"A good point. The disappearance of the entrance to Spirit Wave Valley is indeed a regret for us cultivators, but two hundred years ago, I happened upon a treasure that has a connection with Spirit Wave Valley. By using it, we can re-enter the valley," said the old man in green robes, his expression calm as if he was merely recounting an insignificant matter.

However, as soon as he finished speaking, the cultivators below erupted into discussion. Despite their precarious situation, most of them couldn't hide their joy at this news.

After all, every cultivator present was a veteran at the Spirit Cultivation stage. The valley had vanished only 20,000 years ago, and many among them had visited it several times.

Though not filled with treasures everywhere, the chances of finding heavenly materials were significantly higher within than outside.

Hearing that there might be another chance to re-enter the valley, their first reaction was excitement. But after a brief moment, most cultivators frowned. After all, they knew well enough what storms and trials came with their current strength.

As the saying goes, good things don't fall from the sky. If the other party had no ill intentions, why go through such trouble to gather them here?

He could have simply released the news, and numerous volunteers would have eagerly entered Spirit Wave Valley. Emotionally and logically, he didn’t need to be so secretive.

Could there be ulterior motives?

This thought raised doubts among the cultivators, and their initial excitement began to melt away like ice in spring. Suspicion replaced it, leaving them wary.

It was understandable; treasures were enticing, but they needed a chance to enjoy them too.

Seeing the expressions of the cultivators, Green Face Senior did not find this surprising. This outcome was exactly what he had anticipated.

He smiled: "You needn't be anxious. I have my own reasons for doing this."

"Indeed, using that treasure can indeed re-enter the valley, but there are stricter conditions. Junior cultivators at the Profound Concealment stage cannot enter. Only you, senior cultivators of Spirit Cultivation, have a chance to do so. This is why I asked my disciple to gather everyone here under the guise of an exchange meeting," Green Face Senior said solemnly.

Hearing this, their expressions softened, but their doubts remained unresolved.

They knew that as cultivators, they were self-interested and would not venture out without some benefit. The other party must have something in mind; otherwise, why would such a valuable opportunity be given away for free?

"Ha ha, I send you into the valley with my own intentions. There are treasures within Spirit Wave Valley that can greatly benefit me at this stage, but alas, I cannot enter. So, I ask you to do it on my behalf," Green Face Senior said.

"And if any of you manage to obtain what I desire, I will not stint in rewarding you. I might even share with you the insights from when I advanced through the Tribulation…" he continued earnestly.

This statement made many Spirit Cultivation cultivators extremely interested. The saying went that a small difference could lead to a big mistake. While they were only one level away from the Tribulation stage, their actual strength was worlds apart.

With the guidance of this old monster, they could avoid many detours and might have a chance at advancing to the Tribulation stage after some good fortune.

If such a day ever came…

The cultivators' minds wandered with anticipation.

Meanwhile, Green Face Senior's voice rang out once more: "There are countless treasures in Spirit Wave Valley. I believe everyone understands this. Besides what I want, any other items you find within will be yours."

Hearing this, the cultivators became even more eager. The explanation seemed fair and beneficial to both parties.

Why not take advantage of such an opportunity?

Even if they failed to find the desired treasure or rewards, they would still gain a chance to enter Spirit Wave Valley in search of other heavenly materials.

Such a good opportunity should not be missed.

Regardless of how one thought about it, there seemed to be no loss involved.

Moreover, even if some refused to cooperate, once here, they had no choice. Green Face Senior might have been amiable now, but old monsters at their level were not easily dealt with; he could turn on them like flipping a page in a book.

Those who defied him would only meet their end.

After the details were explained clearly, the cultivators' fear gradually subsided.

"Senior, is this the task you've assigned to us? It's really that simple?" asked a black-faced cultivator cautiously.

"Yes, it truly is."

"But what if we can't find the treasure you want?"

Others also raised their heads; this was relevant to everyone.

"If none of you manage to find it, it’s fate. I won’t trouble any of you," Green Face Senior said generously with a wave of his hand.

Hearing this, many sighed in relief, but there were still numerous cultivators who sneered inwardly. How could such an opportunity be so easy? The other party had spent much effort and gone through countless trials, only to say it was all for naught if they couldn’t find the treasure?

This seemed as absurd as expecting a pie to fall from the sky, and they refused to believe it.

But on the surface, none dared show any signs of doubt. A Tribulation-stage old monster could easily wipe them out with just a wave of his hand.

"Then what exactly is the treasure you want us to find in Spirit Wave Valley?" asked another cultivator boldly.

"Hmm, I would have told you even if you hadn’t asked."

Green Face Senior's words were followed by a flick of his sleeve. A flash of light appeared, and a piece of paper with a symbol on it was revealed before the cultivators' eyes.

He then tapped it, and the paper ignited without wind. When the flames dissipated, a bracelet-like object came into view.

No, that wasn’t a real bracelet; it was merely an illusion conjured by magic.

But its appearance was so realistic that it seemed like a genuine item.

All the cultivators' attention was drawn to it.

The bracelet was delicate and beautiful in design, seemingly intended for women. Its other uses were unclear.

"You need to find this bracelet when you enter Spirit Wave Valley," Green Face Senior said indifferently.

Others were left speechless; why would an old monster of the Tribulation stage use a bracelet? Could this be one of those legendaryprimordial spirit treasure?
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The cultivators were still in shock, their curiosity evident. However, no one spoke out of turn.

After exchanging glances, they remained silent, well aware that words could bring trouble. Facing a veteran monster at the level of breaking through the first tribulation, caution was advised.

For a moment, the grand hall fell into silence. It took nearly half an hour before this strange scene was broken.

"Senior, is it really just this bracelet we need to find?"

"Yes."

"And any clues about this treasure?"

"Clauses."

The face of Venerable Qingyan showed some contemplation: "While specific details are unclear, if I'm not mistaken, the item should be in a magnificent palace. Of course, that palace might have turned into ruins, with only remnants left..."

"A palace or its ruins?"

The cultivators exchanged glances; this clue was indeed unexpected.

"Correct. The information I know is limited to these details. You'll need to enter Spirit Wave Valley and decide your next move once you're inside."

Venerable Qingyan stroked his beard as he spoke, then his expression turned serious: "I will repeat myself. Anyone who finds this treasure for me can expect a substantial reward. Not only will I provide elixirs that can enhance the power of spirit realm cultivators, but also some rare spiritual pills that could help break through the tribulation barrier. Additionally, I'll share my cultivation insights and experiences from when I advanced to the tribulation stage..."

As his words reached their ears, most of the cultivators showed intense interest. At the spirit realm stage, their horizons were already high; few treasures could impress them, but the prospect of advancing to the tribulation stage was too tempting to miss.

For these cultivators, entering Spirit Wave Valley was a rare opportunity. With Venerable Qingyan's promise, most would be eager to find that bracelet.

"We will do our best, senior."

"Indeed. If you find it, please remember your promise."

...

"Haha, don't worry, I'm not the kind of person who breaks promises."

"With those words, we can rest assured. When are we leaving?" An impatient cultivator wanted to rush off and search for the treasure.

"This friend is in a hurry. Don't worry; we'll leave soon. But first, let me say that this time entering Spirit Wave Valley will be different from before. You can only stay there for one hundred days."

"What happens if I exceed one hundred days?"

A weak voice echoed. It belonged to a young cultivator with the least impressive appearance among them, just recently breaking through to the spirit realm.

His situation was similar to Lin Xuan's; he hadn't received an invitation from True Immortal Lei Kong and had stumbled upon this place by chance.

Although his talent was commendable, his temperament seemed somewhat timid. After asking a question that everyone knew, seeing the cultivators' surprised looks, he lowered his head in embarrassment.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief; he too wanted to know the answer.

"If you exceed one hundred days, hahaha, I didn't expect anyone not to know this. It seems I should have repeated myself. If you can't leave after a hundred days, you'll be stuck there forever," Venerable Qingyan said with a smile.

"Forever? Really?" The young cultivator was stunned and unsure.

"Young man, even if you don't know this, it's commendable that you've advanced to the spirit realm. Hahahaha." A bald giant couldn't help but laugh.

"Haha," the young cultivator remained unperturbed; his temperament seemed good: "I have been diligently cultivating in a cave recently and only just broke through. I'm not well-versed with external matters, so please enlighten me."

As they say, one doesn't strike a smiling face. Despite disliking the other, he couldn't refuse such polite inquiry.

"Originally, you are a cultivator who has been diligently cultivating. That's understandable. If you can break through to the tribulation realm within a hundred years and gain the ability to shatter the void, then you can tear through it and return here. But if you fail to advance after a hundred years, you'll be stuck there forever, even when Spirit Wave Valley opens again."

"Those who cannot advance beyond one hundred years will never leave the tribulation realm. Since they can't leave, how do you know this limit is exactly one hundred years?"

Venerable Qingyan was taken aback; he rubbed his head and said thoughtfully: "I'm not sure about that. It's always been said like this in the cultivation world. The reason behind it has never crossed my mind. If you think I'm wrong, you can try."

"Brother, don't joke. Among all of us, I might be the weakest. I only asked out of curiosity and didn't dare to test it myself," the young cultivator shook his head, looking like a mouse.

Venerable Qingyan wasn't bothered by this small incident; instead, Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with thought as he seemed to have an idea.

"Alright, I've explained everything. Let's not waste time. You youngsters, are there any objections if we leave now?"

"No!"

With the matter settled, the cultivators couldn't afford to back down. Venerable Qingyan's explanation was reasonable; it seemed beneficial for everyone.

"Good. Since there are no objections, let's go."

Venerable Qingyan gestured and pressed his hand against a wall. A rumbling sound echoed as a narrow passage appeared before their eyes.

Without further ado, he stepped into the passage. The others hesitated briefly but followed suit.

The passage was long but not more than a few hundred feet; soon they reached an expansive hall.

The hall was about ten dozen feet square, very spacious with nothing else in sight except for a particularly noticeable array.

"Could it be teleportation?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows raised as he pondered. He had some knowledge of arrays, but the current one seemed different from those he had seen before; he couldn't be certain. (To be continued.)
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Although Lin Xuan had some doubts, he was not interested in delving into the mysteries of this array. Regardless of its wonders, its purpose was merely to send them into Spirit Wave Valley.

Even if they understood its secrets, it wouldn't significantly benefit their mission. Given Lin Xuan's astuteness, such a futile endeavor would be out of his character.

"Alright, now step onto that teleportation array," said the Venerable Qingyan with a calm expression.

Before he could finish speaking, a flash of light appeared, and his disciple, Void Splitting True Man, stepped forward to stand on the array first. This set an example for others, who, despite their lingering hesitations, followed suit and stood on the array as well.

"Alright, everyone take care. Old man wishes you all a smooth journey."

As he spoke, Qingyan waved his sleeves, and a series of whistling sounds filled the air. White light shot out like raindrops towards the front.

"What's this?"

The Spirit Cultivators were momentarily stunned but quickly reached out to grab the white light with their hands.

Lin Xuan did the same, then examined his hand closely.

He had grabbed a jade talisman that was pure white and bore some intricate patterns. The exact function of it didn't need to be explained; Lin Xuan already had an inkling in his heart.

Before he could fully process this thought, Qingyan's voice echoed in his ears: "The purpose and effects of this jade are clear enough for you not to need me to elaborate further. When the time comes, just shatter it, and you will be teleported out."

"Thank you, senior, for bestowing us with such a precious item," the Spirit Cultivators responded in unison. They carefully stored the jade talisman; losing this would be unthinkable.

Qingyan's face showed satisfaction as he extended his hand to retrieve a colorful array flag. As he did so, a faint light appeared on his palm, and he murmured an incomprehensible incantation.

"Quickly!"

He then held the array flag forward, and a streak of light shot out like lightning, entering the intricate array above.

Wu…,

A buzzing sound filled the air as the entire array was enveloped in dazzling light. As time passed, the light grew increasingly bright until it gradually faded after a cup of tea had passed. The more than one hundred Spirit Cultivators vanished without a trace.

Qingyan's face showed a hint of pride before he turned his head to an empty space on his left and said something strange.

"Finally, I've managed to lure those youngsters in. Your scheme is indeed incredibly ingenious. However, this is just the first step. Whether they can find that treasure remains uncertain."

"Hmph, planning lies with man; success depends on heaven. In this world, there's no guarantee of a hundred percent success. But since you have promised such a significant reward, I believe those youngsters will try their best. With over a hundred people sent into Spirit Wave Valley, they should still have a decent chance to find the treasure your palace seeks."

As the elder spoke, a flash of light appeared in that empty space, and an individual gradually emerged.

She had a strikingly beautiful face with silver hair cascading down like a waterfall. She was barefooted, revealing her snow-white feet, and she possessed such beauty that it could make any country fall to its knees.

At around thirty years old, her demeanor was extraordinarily elegant.

Lin Xuan had already teleported away, but if he were still there, he would have been terrified beyond measure. The woman before him was his nemesis, the formidable Ice Spirit, who ranked among the top three in the True Demon Primordial Beings.

However, she wasn't supposed to be back in the Ancient Demon Realm; why had she teamed up with Qingyan?

Too many questions swirled in Lin Xuan's mind. No one knew the answer, but upon closer inspection, he noticed that although this woman looked identical to Ice Spirit, there were subtle differences.

Their cultivation levels differed.

Ice Spirit, as a True Demon Primordial Being, was on par with scattered immortals; even Dragon King and Fairy Peony, who were late-stage Golden-Divine cultivators, had slightly weaker power than her.

However, the woman before him exuded an almost imperceptible spiritual pressure that was incredibly powerful. Upon closer observation, it fell far short of Ice Spirit's true strength as a True Demon Primordial Being.

She was at the early stage of Golden-Divine cultivation, perhaps even near its peak.

But this power alone wasn't enough to be a True Demon Primordial Being in person.

However, apart from her lower power level, she shared too many similarities with Ice Spirit. What could explain this?

It wasn't unusual!

In the cultivation world, famous cultivators often had several manifestations besides their main body.

If his guess was correct, the woman before him should be one of Ice Spirit's manifestations.

Her true form indeed returned to the Ancient Demon Realm, but why did her manifestation end up here? This remained a mystery until she revealed it herself.

"Your words are not wrong," Qingyan interjected with a serious expression. "Since there isn't a hundred percent certainty, there is still a chance of bad luck."

"I am worried that you might renege on your promise," the woman said, waving her hand dismissively. "As a True Demon Primordial Being, I have my dignity; how could I break my word?"

"Should you think so, it would be perfect. This time, I offended the Dark King of the Netherworld by cooperating with you. If you go back on your promise, even if it leads to mutual destruction, I won't let this end well," Qingyan's expression softened, but his tone still carried a hint of threat. He didn't want to offend Ice Spirit, but their cooperation was too crucial for him.

When Ice Spirit's manifestation came seeking help initially, he was alarmed. However, her promise made him reconsider.

Ice Spirit told him that if he helped find a treasure, she would take him out of this lost realm. As a late-stage Golden-Divine cultivator, the conditions to move him were few; what she proposed was undoubtedly one of them.
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The lost interface had existed for several million years.

Its appearance was a matter of chance. If one were to trace its origins, it would have to go back to the time when the域外天魔 dared to invade the three interfaces simultaneously...

There were countless twists and turns in that story, filled with epic battles that moved the heart.

However, though these ancient secrets were incredibly fascinating, Venerable Qingyan was not particularly interested. After all, what did they have to do with him?

Though he was at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he had only lived for a few hundred thousand years. These ancient secrets seemed too distant to him as well.

What Venerable Qingyan cared about was whether he could leave this lost interface.

Yes, leave!

To him, it felt like being trapped in a cage.

It wasn't that the lost interface's essence energy was scarce; its veins of essence energy were actually quite good. The area was also vast...

But what did that matter?

The so-called vastness was relative. Compared to the entire spirit realm, this mere lost interface was insignificant.

Although the spirit realm consisted of hundreds of interfaces of varying sizes, it didn't matter. With their strength at this level, breaking through the void and overcoming the power of the interfaces wasn't much of a challenge. And with hundreds of interfaces combined, there were bound to be more treasures and a wider expanse than in the lost interface. Thus, his chances of finding unexpected opportunities would naturally increase.

Why did cultivators seek immortality?

To reach the Tribulation Transcending stage was already an achievement among a billion people. His longevity was something that made everyone envious. But even if it were long, he would eventually fall.

Only by advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcending could one break free from the constraints of lifespan and become a true cultivator who lived as long as heaven and earth.

However, while this sounded easy in theory, reaching such a realm was no simple task.

Looking across the Three Realms, those at late-stage Tribulation Transcending were few and far between. Each was an old monster with deep good fortune.

Venerable Qingyan also dreamed of becoming one of them. However, ideals often fell short of reality. Advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcending wasn't easy.

At least in this lost interface, he probably wouldn't find such opportunities.

The only option left was to leave and venture into the wider spirit realm to seek his own chances.

But this was no easy feat; it could be said that it was sheer folly.

The environment of the lost interface was peculiar. The rules of time and space here were vastly different from those outside.

In simple terms, it was like a cage where one could only enter but not leave.

Over several million years, entities from the spirit realm, demon realm, and阴司界 had occasionally found their way here due to fortunate or unfortunate circumstances, such as being caught in spatial anomalies.

This was similar to Lin Xuan's experience of arriving here.

However, once inside, leaving became difficult, if not impossible.

This wasn't an exaggeration. Venerable Qingyan had been keeping a close eye on any news regarding this matter but found nothing. No one had ever managed to leave the lost interface in several million years.

It sounded absurd or even unbelievable!

But that was how it was.

Low-level cultivators who were accidentally swept here didn't count, as they lacked the ability to break through the void. Their inability to leave wasn't surprising.

Yet, even Yama, the Dark King of阴司界, had been trapped here. He was one of the Six Kings of阴司界 and, though not as formidable as the Arrogant Deva King, could still match a wandering immortal or demon king in strength.

Given his realm and power, he was already superior to ordinary late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

Even such an existence had been trapped, unable to break through the void and escape this cage. Venerable Qingyan's disappointment was understandable.

Though he hadn't given up, he knew that leaving this lost interface remained a distant hope.

Even at the Tribulation Transcending stage, his strength was still insignificant compared to nature.

Originally, his idea of leaving the lost interface had been resigned acceptance. But suddenly, someone came knocking on his door, reigniting his fading hopes.

This person told him he could leave and go to the outside world—either the spirit realm or demon realm as he wished.

The audacity was outrageous. If anyone else had said this to Venerable Qingyan, he would have dismissed it outright and even considered extracting their soul for punishment.

But this time, he didn't do that because the one speaking wasn't an ordinary cultivator.

Ice Spirit!

Indeed, Ice Spirit was one of the Nine True Demons' Primordial Ancestors, ranking among the top in the True Demon Primordial Ancestors.

Although the lost interface had severed ties with the spirit realm, demon realm, and阴司界, Ice Spirit had gained fame long before the ancient war. He was a prominent figure even then, so he still held significant sway within the lost interface. Descriptions of him could be found in ancient texts.

When others claimed they could leave, Venerable Qingyan would have dismissed them as frauds. But when Ice Spirit said this, he couldn't afford to ignore it.

After all, in terms of strength and reputation, Ice Spirit was no less formidable than the Dark King of Yama.

Their paths and strengths were different; just because the Dark King couldn't leave didn't mean that Ice Spirit couldn't either.

Even if only a fragment of Ice Spirit had come here, she dared to make such claims with confidence. There must be some basis for it.

Whether it was due to her unique cultivation method or a mysterious artifact, Venerable Qingyan didn't know.

All he knew was that Ice Spirit had demonstrated to him that leaving the lost interface was indeed possible. If she could do it, that was enough.

Of course, there were no free lunches in this world. A True Demon Primordial Ancestor wouldn't come knocking without reason. Ice Spirit said she would bring him here but required something from him in return.

With his long-held wish on the verge of fulfillment, Venerable Qingyan had no choice but to agree. After some inquiries, he happily accepted. Thus, today's scene unfolded: all of this stemmed from Ice Spirit's plan.

Venerable Qingyan was merely a pawn, used by her as a piece in her strategy. But it could also be said that both parties benefited. This cooperation was mutually advantageous.
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"Friend, you went to great lengths to send these juniors into the Spirit Wave Valley. What you seek is merely a simple bracelet. I wonder what secret makes such an important matter for a True Demon Ancestor like yourself."

The old man in green robes could not resist his curiosity and slightly opened his lips, his voice filled with probing.

"Friend, what do you mean by that? Do you have some thoughts on the treasure I wish to find?" Ice Spirit's delicate eyebrows raised. Her tone was extremely cold, even hinting at a threat.

"Haha, Friend, why would you say such a thing? I don't dare to be so bold. It's just out of curiosity, asking casually."

The Venerable Green Face was furious inside but dared not show any displeasure on the surface.

After all, in the cultivation world, strength is supreme, and Ice Spirit's Saintly reputation was immense. Even though she appeared as a mere avatar before him, he still could not afford to provoke her.

This wasn't arrogance; it was because his opponent's power was indeed much greater than his own.

Moreover, if he wanted to leave this cage, he needed Ice Spirit’s help. Emotionally and logically, there was no reason for them to fall out.

"I am curious, Friend. Knowing your cultivation level at the Tribulation Transcending stage, you should understand thatdisaster/misfortune fromblurt out. I won't hide it from you; that bracelet is indeed a remarkable treasure. But if you have obtained it without any use, don’t harbor other thoughts or else, don’t blame me for changing my mind."

"Yes, yes!"

The Venerable Green Face nodded submissively. His mood was not hard to imagine. Although he had guessed Ice Spirit wouldn't tell him, he never expected her to be so assertive.

This truly backfired on himself, and this person before him was someone he couldn’t afford to provoke.

After such a small incident, the atmosphere between them became somewhat awkward.

A moment later, Ice Spirit opened her cherry lips. Her melodious voice entered his ears: "Friend, you needn't worry about it. I was just a bit anxious earlier and spoke harshly. As long as you can help me find the treasure, my promise will never be broken."

"Haha, Friend, that's too much. It’s nothing trivial. How could I care?" The Venerable Green Face was extremely displeased inside but dared not show it on his face. Like putting salt in tofu—what goes down must come up. Even a Tribulation Transcending old monster had to bow their heads before more formidable opponents.

"Indeed, that's the best way of thinking. Cooperation benefits both sides. However, there is one matter I need to confirm with you."

"Friend, please speak."

"Can you ensure that after 100 days, all those little fellows who leave the Spirit Wave Valley will be teleported here? If someone finds the bracelet and flees elsewhere..."

"Haha, Friend, you are worried about this. You overthink it. They can only leave the Spirit Wave Valley by breaking the jade token. Since I personally crafted that treasure, there's a 100% chance of success. Their destination will be here unless..."

"Unless what? Is there any exception?" Ice Spirit’s expression changed slightly as she spoke with some tension. It wasn’t because she was impatient; it was just how important the treasure was to her—concern could cloud judgment.

"Unless someone doesn't want to leave, not breaking that jade token, then I have no choice." The Venerable Green Face spread his hands.

"I see. There's nothing to worry about. Although the Spirit Wave Valley has many treasures, staying there is harmful without benefit. Unless that fellow can advance within a hundred years and become Tribulation Transcending—do you think that’s possible?"

Ice Spirit's light laughter echoed in his ears. Breaking through the Tribulation stage was no easy feat; even if she were in their positions, they would not dare to take such risks in just one hundred years.

In other words, while this plan wasn’t foolproof, those juniors wouldn't be able to carry away that treasure and escape. If they couldn't find the secret of the Asura King, it was fine. But if someone found the bracelet by luck, it would become her possession.

With these thoughts in mind, Ice Spirit combed through her hair, a mysterious smile playing on her lips.

...

Each had their own calculations. Ice Spirit did, and so did Lin Xuan.

The dizzying sensation disappeared as Lin Xuan surveyed his surroundings.

The Spirit Wave Valley was just a name; they weren't merely heading to a small valley. Although its area couldn’t compare to an entire plane, it was still vast enough to be called a minor world.

At this moment, Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, and the vast mountains appeared before him. The mountain range was magnificent, stretching far into the distance.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense; its terrifying power was no less than that of a Tribulation Transcending old monster. However, he found nothing within a hundred miles in every direction—no trace of cultivators.

This once again proved how vast the Spirit Wave Valley was and indicated that they were scattered at different locations upon arrival.

Lin Xuan lowered his head.

Not far from where he stood, there was an ordinary plant with small yellow flowers.

On the surface, it seemed unremarkable, but Lin Xuan recognized its origin immediately.

Cape Mistletoe!

This wasn't a remarkable spirit object, but for aninfant-level cultivator, it had significant uses. Just by appearing here, he could see it casually; the Spirit Wave Valley was indeed impressive.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, feeling the abundant spiritual energy in the air, his expression very satisfied.

Finding a suitable place to advance wasn't easy, and now it came effortlessly.

If Lin Xuan didn’t want to enter the Spirit Wave Valley, the Venerable Green Face would have no way to deal with him. But he had another plan.

He wanted to advance to Tribulation Transcending but couldn’t find an appropriate spiritual land. Could this Spirit Wave Valley be a gift from heaven?

After all, although its origin was unclear, given that there were more heavenly treasures and various spirit herbs here than outside, the environment must be good. Only abundant spiritual energy could support the growth of spirit herbs.

Lin Xuan almost felt certain he would find a suitable place to advance in this valley.

Even better, no other cultivators resided in the Spirit Wave Valley. After 100 days, those who came with him would all leave. In other words, advancing here wouldn’t be disturbed or hindered; after all, even when Yumen Dark King tried to enter, despite using his domain, it ended in failure. (To be continued.) If you like this work, please continue reading.
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The only concern was whether he could advance within a hundred years and gain the ability to shatter the void. If not, he would be forever trapped here.

Indeed, this made Lin Xuan uneasy. But then he thought: why should one expect benefits without taking any risks in cultivation?

As they say, misfortune may bring good fortune; opportunities often come with dangers. The saying "great endeavors require great risks" was apt.

A hundred years was a bit rushed, but for him, there was still a chance to breakthrough. After all, his preparations had been thorough before this point.

In any case, he would take the risk and bet on himself. If he could truly advance within a hundred years, the benefits would be beyond measure.

Lin Xuan chose to believe in himself!

Moreover, even if he failed to advance after a hundred years, would he really be trapped here for life?

Such rumors existed outside.

But rumors were not always reliable.

Perhaps初级 cultivators at the early stage of tribulation might fail to leave. But what about those at mid-stage or late-stage?

Lin Xuan did not believe that a small Spirit Wave Valley could trap such an old monster from the core realm.

After all, even among those at the same early stage of tribulation, their strength varied greatly. Ordinary cultivators might struggle, but he was not necessarily trapped.

In any case, weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan felt that advancing within the Spirit Wave Valley was a wise choice.

Though his mind was made up, there was no need to act immediately.

After all, other cultivators had also entered the Spirit Wave Valley. Although Lin Xuan did not care much about those at the division spirit stage, they could still cause trouble during critical moments.

Fortunately, they would only stay here for a hundred days.

This time frame was trivial for Lin Xuan, so he could wait until they left to search for precious land and break through.

Haste makes waste. Although the time was pressing now, a hundred days were not too long to wait.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was curious about what kind of bracelet the Green-faced Venerable had them seek. After all, an old monster from the tribulation stage would not be interested in something trivial.

Considering this, Lin Xuan's thoughts became more lively.

He also overlooked a precious item: the Vermilion Bird Ring had yet to be consecrated and claimed as his own. It was careless of him to neglect it after gaining great benefits from true dragon spirit blood.

But there was no need to rush; he could still consecrate the Vermilion Bird Ring later. This treasure had been obtained through great risk, and its strength remained a mystery. However, he had seen firsthand that it contained the soul essence of a true vermilion bird, perhaps not inferior to先天灵宝.

This was all speculation until he consecrated the item.

In any case, Lin Xuan was quite eager for this.

---

For now, Lin Xuan did not plan to advance within the next hundred days. He intended to follow other cultivators and search for treasures during this time, with his primary goal being that mysterious bracelet.

Meanwhile, other division spirit stage cultivators had also entered the Spirit Wave Valley as expected.

As Lin Xuan guessed, everyone was sent to different locations, and their distances varied greatly. This process was random.

Thus, where they appeared and how good the location was depended entirely on luck.

And luck was unpredictable, making each person's experience vastly different.

Tian Chenxi was one of those unlucky ones. She was a female cultivator at the division spirit stage, though she looked no older than twenty due to her anti-aging techniques.

Beautiful yet young, she was now extremely frustrated as a swarm of venomous snakes surrounded her.

These snakes were peculiar in appearance—some had two heads, others had wings on their backs. Their strength was not trivial, and there were countless of them, blocking half the sky.

"What kind of snake is this?"

Tian Chenxi muttered to herself, unable to recognize these strange creatures despite her extensive knowledge. However, one thing was certain: they were not friendly.

The benevolent do not come; those who come are not benevolent. Despite her frustration, Tian Chenxi did not fear.

She flicked her jade hand, and a colorful cloth appeared.

A faint light shone forth, indicating it was an extraordinary treasure.

"Quickly!"

With a finger raised, she commanded the cloth to transform into a cloud that shielded her. Then, a series of light rings emerged from its surface, melting away the snakes as if spring snow had melted.

At the division spirit stage, one's strength paled in comparison to old monsters at the tribulation stage. However, for cultivators, reaching this level was no small feat.

Tian Chenxi could handle these creatures and they posed little threat.

However, encountering such monsters upon entering the valley was not a pleasant experience.

But what could she do? Her luck had been bad.

"Where am I..."

Xiao Er looked at the icy pond before him with a puzzled expression. He appeared in a small ancient site surrounded by steep mountains that were no more than a hundred feet high, covered in snow and ice. Beside him was an icy pond.

This environment seemed peculiar. Could there be any treasures here?

Xiao Er pondered this as he scanned the surroundings but found nothing remarkable. However, he did not lose heart and quickly focused on the icy pond.

The water was clear, with a faint cold mist emanating from it. If ordinary people approached, they would instantly freeze into ice sculptures.

But for division spirit cultivators, this was no issue. Xiao Er moved past it without hesitation.
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Soon, they arrived near the Cold Spring.

The temperature was even lower than before, but there were no other issues. The faint chill was blocked by Xiao Er's protective spirit light. After all, he was a cultivator at the Spirit Dividing realm, and his cultivation power was incredibly dense.

Seeing that nothing else had changed, Xiao Er let out a sigh of relief. He then hesitated slightly before extending his divine consciousness outward. Most likely, any treasures would be found within this Cold Spring. Since he had been teleported here, he naturally intended to explore thoroughly.

Of course, his divine consciousness couldn't compare to Lin Xuan's, but exploring the nearby Cold Spring posed no problem. Just as he was about to do so, something unexpected occurred.

Boom!

The originally calm spring water suddenly shot up into the air.

Snow-white water droplets mixed with a faint chill rose over a hundred feet high.

The sudden change left Xiao Er momentarily stunned, but he remained composed despite his shock. He had heard of this mysterious space's benefits and dangers from others, even though he had never entered the Spirit Wave Valley himself.

There were countless treasures in this mystical realm, but so too were there numerous perils.

Misfortune often comes with good fortune, and vice versa. Benefits and dangers coexist.

As an old monster at the Spirit Dividing realm, Xiao Er had faced countless trials. A minor change like this wouldn't frighten him.

With a swift movement, he retreated behind, simultaneously waving his sleeves to reveal two precious items bathed in brilliant spirit light.

One was a shield about the size of a palm.

The other was a beautiful banana-shaped fan.

Xiao Er pointed at both items with his hand. The spirit light flashed wildly as the shield rapidly grew larger, forming a light curtain that enveloped him completely.

As for the banana fan, it expanded tenfold in an instant and swept forward, sending out black wind and white vapor.

Indeed, there were monsters within this Cold Spring—a fact Xiao Er hadn't anticipated.

But what did it matter?

He would deal with any ghost or monster by eliminating them.

Although he was only at the early Spirit Dividing stage, his confidence in his strength remained unshaken. This banana fan was a powerful treasure!

Roar!

As he delivered this move, the snow-white water droplets suddenly splashed to either side.

A seven-to-eight-meter-long centipede emerged from within.

This centipede had a snow-white body that seemed carved out of ice and snow, exquisitely transparent. Even more astonishingly, it bore several pairs of snow-white cicada wings on its back.

Centipedes were originally ugly creatures, but this one was exceptionally beautiful.

Xiao Er's face turned pale as he muttered in disbelief: "Spirit Crystal Centipede!"

His voice sounded like a dream, yet the fear in his eyes was genuine.

A Spirit Crystal Centipede! For a cultivator of a lower rank, they might not have heard of such a creature. However, Xiao Er, being at the Spirit Dividing realm and having broad knowledge, had read about it in an ancient text.

In truth, this Spirit Crystal Centipede inherited true dragon blood.

Indeed, it was the direct descendant of a true dragon, with its true dragon essence extremely condensed. Although it hadn't yet reached the True Spirit stage, it could rival old monsters at the early Tribulation Transcending realm.

This was why Xiao Er's face turned pale. He had kicked over an iron plate; even the esteemed Green Face Patriarch would retreat upon encountering a Spirit Crystal Centipede—how could he provoke such a creature?

But by now, fleeing was clearly too late.

With a flick of its tail, the Spirit Crystal Centipede expelled a chill from its mouth.

The chill was about as thick as an arm and seemed unremarkable at first glance. However, upon contact with Xiao Er's two treasures, it revealed shocking power.

The banana fan's spirit light dimmed, quickly freezing over.

As for the shield-turned-light curtain, it could only resist momentarily before turning into a massive ice sculpture along with Xiao Er.

A Spirit Dividing realm cultivator fell in one move. The reputation of the Spirit Crystal Centipede was indeed justified.

...

Xiao Er's misfortune was extreme, but every cultivator who entered the Spirit Wave Valley had their own luck.

Apart from those few unlucky ones, some were quite fortunate.

Zhong Lin was among them. He looked at the grass before him with immense joy.

"Red Lotus Ginseng Root, ha-ha! I actually encountered such a precious spirit herb right after emerging—truly heaven's favor!"

Zhong Lin's joy was understandable. The Red Lotus Ginseng Root was crucial for refining the "Mixed Essence Snowy Sky Powder."

For cultivators at the Spirit Dividing realm, this powder significantly increased their cultivation power. Unfortunately, the Red Lotus Ginseng Root was rare, while other auxiliary herbs were insignificant.

His luck truly was good; he had such a收获 just by entering the valley. Even if he couldn't find the bracelet Green Face Patriarch instructed him to seek, it wouldn't be in vain.

Of course, Zhong Lin wasn't the only one with good fortune.

In front of a cliff, an old man dressed in black robes looked at the spirit herb resembling ginseng, his face filled with joy.

On some cliffside, a woman wearing court attire just picked a flower and smiled brightly.

Clearly, these people were fortunate. Upon teleportation, they hadn't encountered danger but instead found valuable treasures.

Of course, luck was intangible, so others could only envy it from afar.

But whether one was unlucky or extremely lucky was rare. Most cultivators who emerged were in ordinary locations with neither dangers nor treasures.

Lin Xuan was just another among the masses.

Since he had decided to wait for others to leave before breaking through his bottleneck, Lin Xuan's goal during these hundred days was clear: treasure hunting!

The top priority was finding the bracelet Green Face Patriarch instructed him about. If there were other opportunities, he wouldn't mind discovering more treasures.

His wealth was vast, but resources never hurt in cultivation experiences.

During his search for treasures, he would also pay attention to the spirit land.

Although the Spirit Wave Valley matched his expectations with excellent spirit veins, different places had varying concentrations of spiritual energy. The closer one broke through or advanced, the better the concentration of spiritual energy. Therefore, Lin Xuan naturally sought out locations with the most outstanding spirit veins. (To be continued.) If you like this work, please support it.
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A day passed, and Lin Xuan gained nothing.

Of course, he also didn't encounter any danger. It wasn't that his luck was ordinary; quite the opposite, he had indeed seen many strange flowers and plants along the way.

However, compared to his strength, these spirit herbs were of such low grade that they weren't even worth a glance for someone like Lin Xuan, let alone an ordinary Spirit Formation cultivator.

Though Lingyun Valley required only those at the Cave Profound or Spirit Formation stage to enter, it wasn’t true that all the spirit herbs within were of this level. Cultivators faced increasing challenges as their levels rose; there were far fewer high-level cultivators than low-level ones, and the same applied to spirit herbs.

Despite Lingyun Valley’s unique environment, lower-grade spirit herbs still made up the majority. If a Condensation Core cultivator entered here, he would find countless treasures. But for Lin Xuan, such ordinary spirit herbs were hardly worth his time.

A desert appeared before Lin Xuan.

His遁光 slowed as he showed signs of surprise. It was the tenth day since he entered Lingyun Valley.

Over these ten days, though not entirely fruitless, his收获 had been minimal. Other Spirit Formation cultivators with similar luck would have gathered more spirit herbs than him.

The sight of the desert left Lin Xuan in awe. He came here because during his flight, he had extended his divine sense and sensed nothing but emptiness within this place. His divine sense was akin to a初级 Immortal, capable of perceiving even the slightest changes within ten thousand miles. Yet, at only fifty thousand miles away, it was as if there were no trace.

This situation was unprecedented for Lin Xuan, who found himself curious and decided to investigate further. He had speculated about this phenomenon but never imagined that what he saw would be a desert.

The extent of the desert wasn't clear; his divine sense vanished upon entering it, unable to detect anything beyond a hundred miles.

To clarify, this was not due to any weakening restriction; rather, his divine sense naturally dissipated once inside. Even if something were just one hundred miles away, Lin Xuan couldn’t perceive it now.

In the desert, his divine sense would be entirely ineffective. This situation had never occurred in his years as a cultivator.

Curiosity compelled him. What secrets and treasures might lie within this desert? Could the jade bracelet sought by Venerable Qingyan be hidden here?

Lin Xuan didn't know. Everything was still a mystery, but danger and opportunity coexisted.

His brows furrowed as he stood there, unsure of what to do. He needed to weigh the pros and cons before making a decision.

The environment in Lingyun Valley was peculiar; even a small area had abundant qi. The appearance of this desert was truly strange.

If his assumptions were correct, the danger here would be formidable. However, Lin Xuan wasn't easily frightened. How could he be at ease without seeing it for himself?

Moreover, he was confident in his strength, and such a small valley shouldn’t pose any threat to him.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan’s expression grew determined. He no longer hesitated and emitted a faint green glow from his body, vanishing into the desert.

Zzzz…

A silver sword energy shot out with a sharp flash, targeting a scorpion-like monster ten meters ahead.

Peng!

The sword light struck the head of the scorpion, sending it flying in an instant.

After spinning mid-air, it fell to the ground.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. Despite being severely injured, the scorpion was still very much alive and hadn’t lost its head or fallen into a state of death.

"Really..."

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. The power of his sword energy, formed from the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, was well known to him. It wasn't inferior to any fellow cultivator's命魂 treasure.

This scorpion seemed too resilient.

A second strike failed to yield results. The scorpion’s tail swung around, sending a sharp ray towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate and moved swiftly, deploying Nine Heavens Microstep. He was now several dozen meters away.

In the desert, his divine sense was ineffective, but the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could still perceive everything clearly. The ray was a venomous needle, no more than a foot long, yet its faint glow caused fear, indicating it had potent poison.

It was the thirtieth day since Lin Xuan entered the desert.

His current situation was dire; he had lost his way.

Indeed, he was lost!

This sounded absurd. Deserts were terrifying to everyone, but only ordinary people would get lost in them. Lin Xuan was a Spirit Formation cultivator of considerable strength, even comparable to an early-stage Golden Immortal. Could he really lose his way?

No one would believe him if he said this aloud, and Lin Xuan himself found it laughable.

Cultivators getting lost in deserts were the stuff of legends.

Yet, it happened. One reason was that his divine sense had no effect here; upon releasing it into this strange desert, it immediately dissipated, leaving him unable to determine his position without assistance.

Moreover, the wind was strong, and sand dunes constantly changed shape, making it impossible for even a cultivator with photographic memory to accurately recall their path.
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This detail was something Lin Xuan had initially overlooked, but his mind was far more delicate than that of an ordinary person. Soon enough, he noticed it.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan did not take this seriously—or rather, he didn't care at all.

What if the divine sense didn’t work?

Would he get lost in here?

As a cultivator at the Spirit Dividing level, Lin Xuan truly had no worries about getting lost. After all, even if he got lost, it was just a small desert within the Spirit Wave Valley; how vast could it be? With his speed of flight, even if he couldn’t determine direction, flying in one direction for two or three days would surely get him out.

Lin Xuan had always thought like this. Therefore, he continued to walk into the depths of the desert with indifference.

As they say, a wise man may make one mistake in a thousand considerations; indeed, as someone meticulous like Lin Xuan, he had made a fool of himself on this issue. When he finally realized something was amiss, Lin Xuan was completely lost in the desert.

He couldn’t tell east from west and didn’t know which direction to go to leave this desert behind.

Lin Xuan’s frustration was understandable, but having faced countless storms and trials, he naturally wouldn't panic over such a trivial matter.

Since he had no idea how to proceed, he decided on the simplest method: choose one direction and fly non-stop for two or three days. This plan, though simple-minded, was something Lin Xuan had thought of from the start.

However, after flying continuously for seven days without rest, he still couldn’t see the edge of this desert.

Lin Xuan’s face grew serious. After all, his flight speed was well known to him; in seven days and nights, how far could he have flown? At least a million miles, if not more.

Unable to escape, something clearly seemed amiss. The Spirit Wave Valley wasn’t that vast; this desert couldn't possibly be millions of miles wide.

At this point, Lin Xuan knew he had stirred up significant trouble with his hasty decision to enter the desert.

If his guess was correct, someone must have set up a highly complex illusionary array here, one that even involved spatial laws. This was why he was trapped in such a manner.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh bitterly, but his nature wouldn't allow him to sit idly by.

First, Lin Xuan used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, but it proved ineffective.

If the True Spirit Phoenix had arrived here, the divine eyes would have revealed all illusions. However, Lin Xuan’s strength was still somewhat lacking; while the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes he could summon were impressive, they didn’t reach the level of seeing through all the world's illusions.

At least, in his current predicament, there was nothing he could do.

Of course, he wouldn't give up or admit defeat. The divine eyes had no effect, but any array or illusionary technique in this world could be shattered with sheer force.

One might conquer ten with one’s strength. Regardless of whether it was an array or a spell, even spatial laws, Lin Xuan had a treasure in his possession that could counter and destroy them all.

Thus, Lin Xuan took out the Inverted Sea Halberd.

This magical artifact came from mysterious origins but its power was undeniable. It also possessed spatial abilities, which had been confirmed long ago; it was as solid as a rock.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was no longer the naive youth he once was. Although he hadn’t entered the Tribulation Transcending stage yet, he understood and grasped spatial laws to some extent. Using the Inverted Sea Halberd now would be like adding wings to a tiger.

Without further ado, in this desolate place where he could reveal his true strength, Lin Xuan used his understanding of spatial laws alongside the Inverted Sea Halberd to unleash an incredibly powerful strike, aiming to tear through the void and leave this strange desert. However, it failed.

Even with his firm mind, this blow truly struck him hard.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes and the Inverted Sea Halberd had no effect; did he really get trapped in such a mysterious place?

Despite his frustration, Lin Xuan couldn’t think of anything else to do.

Fortunately, being lost was one thing, but as a cultivator, his situation differed greatly from that of an ordinary person.

If an ordinary person were stuck in the desert, even without illusions or other dangers, it would be extremely perilous; nine out of ten could die. The temperature difference between day and night in the desert was significant: during the day, with no shade, it was unbearably hot, making one sweat profusely; at night, when the sun set, temperatures plummeted to an unimaginable degree.

Thus, for ordinary people, the desert was extremely dangerous, not to mention the lack of water and food, which drove them mad.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was a cultivator. These dangers posed no threat to him.

Indeed, it was hot during the day and cold at night in the desert, but so what? With his strength, he could withstand heat and cold; even if thrown into scorching lava or bathed in the river of the Netherworld, Lin Xuan would find it delightful, with no discomfort whatsoever. Therefore, this temperature difference was just a drop in the bucket for him.

As for water and food?

That wasn’t an issue either. Even at the Foundation Establishment stage, one could survive without eating or drinking; even if Lin Xuan hadn’t eaten or drunk anything for ten thousand years, he would still be lively and energetic.

The vast emptiness of the desert with no signs of life? That was laughable. Cultivators were known for their resilient minds, and Lin Xuan was among the best. The solitude of being alone in the desert compared to seclusion during meditation?

Knowing that a cultivator at his level could meditate for thousands of years without leaving his cave or speaking to anyone, this small discomfort was nothing.

Thus, although lost, Lin Xuan wasn’t overly anxious. However, it didn’t mean there were no dangers either.

Indeed, while cultivators weren’t afraid of cold and heat, or loneliness, they shouldn’t forget that this wasn’t an ordinary desert.

Since flying hadn't worked, Lin Xuan decided to walk instead, not out of despair but with a practical approach in the desert. Perhaps, he might find something useful.

However, after walking for days without any收获, it was already his thirtieth day in the desert.

A month wasn’t much time for most cultivators, but this trip to the Spirit Wave Valley had an objective: to advance. He couldn't afford to waste time here; thus, Lin Xuan felt a bit anxious inside.

Of course, he knew that sulking wouldn’t solve anything and that he could only walk forward with determination.

Everything seemed as usual, but at noon on this day, something astonishing caught Lin Xuan’s attention. (To be continued.) If you like this work, please support it.
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The sun hung high in the sky, but Lin Xuan's expression was anything but bright. He lowered his head and looked at the objects beneath his feet.

Indeed, it was a skeletal remains.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly as he had spent thirty days without any success. This sudden clue would not be overlooked by him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a gust of wind blew up, lifting sand particles to reveal what lay below.

Sure enough, it was a set of bones wrapped in tattered clothing.

After so many years, the surface of that garment still emitted faint spiritual light, indicating its non-ordinary nature. The identity of the deceased was clear.

Lin Xuan seemed to have discovered something else as he raised his right hand, curling his fingers slightly without any other movements. A flash of spiritual light later, a flying sword, about three feet long, appeared in his palm—a venomous scorpion.

Though damaged and scarred, its quality was evident. Such a treasure could not be wielded by ordinary cultivators.

In other words, the deceased must have been at the Spirit Cultivation stage!

A prominent Spirit Cultivator would not fall to a desert due to lack of water or food. What danger had he encountered in his lifetime?

Lin Xuan held the treasure thoughtfully, lost in deep contemplation.

However, despite his extensive knowledge, there was little useful information here. After pondering for a moment, Lin Xuan still came up empty-handed and decided not to dwell on it further.

Originally, he found this desert strange, but now it seemed to contain great danger. But what of it? If an ordinary Spirit Cultivator could fall here, would it threaten him?

After all, his strength was beyond the norm, and he had no intention of underestimating any threat.

He received little useful information from the deceased's remains and continued on his way.

His expression remained cold, but a heightened sense of vigilance lurked within.

Though Lin Xuan believed in his superior strength over others at his level, he would never be careless again.

In no time, another half an hour passed.

Suddenly, without any warning, sand dunes began to move.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed but remained calm. He turned and saw the rapid movement of the sand dunes heading straight towards him.

Clearly, this was not a coincidence; there must be some unknown creature beneath them.

If it were in the past, he would have simply released his divine sense to gain control over everything. But now? It had become a luxury. Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator. His adaptability far surpassed that of most others. Thirty days without divine senses was nothing new for him.

Unable to probe further, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and silver light flashed as a sharp sword energy shot out—Lethal Strike.

The speed was incredible; there was no suspense. The sand dunes were split in half.

A dark, shiny creature appeared before them.

Several yards long with a flat body, it had enormous pincers at the front and a high tail that stood out even more.

The hooks on its tail were awe-inspiring, sharper than ordinary blades.

It was a scorpion!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Even in the cultivation world, such large venomous scorpions were rare. He tried to recall what he had read but found no match for this one.

But that didn't matter; Lin Xuan never intended to delve too deeply into every detail.

Since these scorpions dared to challenge him, they deserved a swift end.

Thus, the previous scene unfolded.

Initially, Lin Xuan thought such small creatures wouldn't pose much of a threat. With his strength, he was sure he could handle them easily.

But this time, it was his underestimation that led to trouble. The scorpion proved far more challenging than expected. His casually thrown sword energy had no effect, and its tail released venomous needles.

Though Lin Xuan practiced the Illusory Heavenly Fire, common toxins posed little threat to him. However, given the strange nature of this desert, he couldn't afford to be complacent.

Extra caution was always wise. If even the Illusory Heavenly Fire wasn't immune to these poisons, he would be in trouble.

Despite his slight unease, Lin Xuan's fear was not great. He raised his right hand and pointed it downward.

Lin Xuan's movements were slow, almost devoid of human touch, yet as he moved, the space before him visibly shook like water.

Silver light flashed, splitting the scorpion into two halves, and foul blood flowed out.

The blood was a dark green, clearly toxic.

Ordinary sword energy had no effect, but when condensed into thread-like strands, its power increased significantly. This was the magic of transforming swords into threads, which Lin Xuan now wielded with great skill.

The venomous scorpion had fallen. As Lin Xuan prepared to investigate further, his brows furrowed deeply.

A rustling sound entered his ears as the once calm desert suddenly became lively. Sand dunes appeared rapidly and moved towards him.

Were they all scorpions?

Lin Xuan's expression turned pale with shock. The number was in the hundreds, completely surrounding him.

And this was just what he could see; due to lack of divine sense, it was hard to say if more scorpions were on their way. This had indeed caused a major problem.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan sighed.

These scorpions not only had extremely tough shells but also possessed incredible venom. A single one might be manageable, but so many together posed a significant threat—enough to challenge even Spirit Cultivators.

The deceased's remains likely fell victim to these scorpions. Lin Xuan didn't want to follow in their footsteps.

With another wave of his sleeve, silver light spread out. This time, it wasn't sword energy but genuine Nine Palaces Must-Step techniques. Though the scorpions might not directly threaten him, being overly complacent was foolish.

(To be continued!!!)
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Lin Xuan's innate treasure had a power that was extraordinary, having melted the true dragon’s spirit blood several years ago. This not only increased its divine abilities but also made it much sharper than before.

The hissing sound grew louder as the hard exoskeleton of the venomous scorpion crumbled under the might of Nine Palace Momentary Sword. It was like cutting tofu; a single swipe and the scorpion’s shell split open.

The sword light swept across the desert, turning hundreds of venomous scorpions into lifeless corpses. Lin Xuan knew he had made the right decision. Although this was only the 2953rd chapter involving transformed scorpions, it wasn’t his intention to continue fighting these strange insects. The priority now should be to leave.

With a flicker in his mind, a green glow enveloped Lin Xuan’s body. These venomous scorpions couldn't fly and thus wouldn't stand much of a chance against him.

Rumble!

Just then, a peculiar insect chirp reached his ears. Unlike ordinary chirps, this one was captivating, even causing Lin Xuan to feel a bit dazed despite his cultivation level.

Annoying!

The green light on Lin Xuan’s body dimmed as he felt like he was being targeted by a formidable enemy. Indeed, in the eerie desert, the divine sense of a cultivator had no effect. However, with countless battles under his belt, even without divine sense, there were always some premonitions before danger struck.

Though it sounded somewhat mystical and unbelievable, instincts could be quite accurate sometimes.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and looked towards the source of the chirp.

A few dozen meters ahead, sand particles erupted into the air. It was like a geyser, with sand shooting hundreds of feet high, truly impressive.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't focused on the transformed scorpion. As the sand rose, a strange man with unkempt hair and disheveled appearance came into view.

His appearance was bizarre; Lin Xuan couldn’t tell his age at first glance. He had triangular eyes, a red nose, and white, uncombed hair that hung loosely around him.

Although he looked somewhat ugly, from the face alone, he seemed no different from ordinary human cultivators. But upon closer inspection, it became clear otherwise. His entire body was covered in thick scales, much like those of the scorpions.

The armor on the scorpion’s exoskeleton was dark and glossy, but his was a deep purple-black. Though Lin Xuan hadn’t tried it himself, he could confidently say that it would be significantly harder to break through.

He also had four arms. The first two were like those of humans, while the other two lacked palms and fingers, replaced by large pincers similar to the scorpion’s front legs.

Behind him was a long tail with sharp hooks.

This guy was essentially a humanoid scorpion. Or rather, his form resembled an ancient demon more than anything else. However, there wasn’t a trace of demonic or妖力 in his body.

Lin Xuan was certain that he was one of the strongest among these scorpions, having transformed into human form.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s expression turned grave.

Transformed beasts were nothing to scoff at; their strength equaled that of human cultivators at the元婴 stage. However, spirit insects were a different matter entirely.

Whether they were strange or demonic insects, shedding their insect bodies and transforming into humans was far more difficult than for transformed beasts.

Unable to sense his exact cultivation level due to the lack of divine sense, Lin Xuan could instinctively feel that this man posed a significant threat.

The strength of this opponent was hard to gauge, but he knew it would be unwise to underestimate him.

Lin Xuan didn’t act rashly. After waiting for several breaths, the transformed scorpion spoke first. His voice was hoarse and his laughter sounded strange: "Human cultivator, what a rare guest! I haven't seen one in over 20,000 years. Appearing on my territory means you are extremely unlucky; soon you will become my feast."

"Feast?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but then chuckled lightly. "Friend, your words are quite bold. Don’t you fear breaking your teeth? You really think you can defeat me and we have no grudge, so why not just back down?"

"No grudge?"

The man sneered, lowering his head to look at the scorpion corpses on the ground: "Little guy, you truly know how to talk nonsense. So many of my subordinates died because of you; what does 'no grudge' mean?"

"Hmph, those are merely excuses."

Lin Xuan was unconcerned: "The scorpions attacked me first. I only defended myself. Besides, since your divine intelligence is awakened, can you really care about the lives of these insects?"

"Little guy, you truly have a sharp tongue," the man laughed loudly. "But that’s beside the point. After 20,000 years, it’s rare to find a cultivator here. Your元婴 will definitely not be spared no matter what. If you cooperate and submit, I can spare your soul and let you reincarnate."

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed lightly. This guy was really persistent. But at this point, Lin Xuan knew that today’s matter would not end well.

Indeed, trying to leave this strange desert brought one trouble after another.

Lin Xuan didn’t need to say much about his frustration but then he thought—this might be a great opportunity for him. He had no idea how to get out of the desert, and this scorpion was clearly the local authority here. By capturing it and extracting its soul, he might find useful clues and escape.

Though just a guess, considering the potential benefits, it made sense not to miss such an opportunity.

Misfortune can lead to good fortune; there was no reason to pass up on this chance.

With that thought, Lin Xuan turned his worry into hope. He flicked his sleeves and shot out a spell, causing Nine Palace Momentary Sword’s light to surge forward like a storm of arrows.

Lin Xuan’s attack came without warning, and the sheer force of it was astonishing, enough to make the man pause in surprise. This cultivator had quite a bold heart.

Feeling offended, he roared and swung his pincers wildly. Two black clouds appeared before him, forming a shield-like barrier.
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Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched, a sardonic smile curling at the corners of his mouth. He raised his right hand, moving slowly yet with hidden urgency, and pointed it forward.

As he moved, a series of sharp crackling sounds entered his ears. The sword lights that filled the sky became even more rapid, almost as if they were raining down from all directions.

In the next moment, like raindrops hitting banana leaves, the silver sword lights clashed violently with the endless black aura.

According to Lin Xuan's prediction, this should have been a clear victory. After all, the sharpness of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword had long surpassed that of ordinary divine treasures at the Spirit Concentration stage. It was almost unbelievable how effective it could be, even top-grade defensive treasures might not withstand its attack, let alone two scorpion claws.

Bang!

An unusually dull impact echoed in his ears as an unexpected scene unfolded. Although the black aura was broken through, the immortal sword was also deflected to one side.

"Such a hard shell!"

A look of shock appeared on Lin Xuan's face despite himself. He had already guessed that this creature at the Transformed Form stage would be much more troublesome than ordinary scorpions, but he never expected it to reach such an extent. Its front claws actually managed to block his Nine Palaces Instant Sword with a hard strike, which was too formidable.

However, Lin Xuan's countermove did not slow down in the slightest.

Even if you can block it, let me show you my Illusory Divine Thunder.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan swept his sleeve and a spell flew out from his sleeve.

Zzzz…

Thunder roared, black lightning instantly appeared, striking without any prior warning. The strange man could not dodge it; his entire body was enveloped by black electric light.

Illusory Divine Thunder wasn't just a dirty trick to befoul the enemy; its power was formidable in itself. After receiving such a harsh blow, pain etched onto the stranger's face.

A look of joy flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he naturally did not hesitate to be merciful. Seize the moment when he is weak and take his life. Facing this venomous scorpion, was there any need for leniency?

Without further ado, a series of crackling sounds filled the air as silver sword lights flickered and gradually dissipated into thin air. In their place, fine silver threads emerged.

These sword threads layered upon each other, making it difficult to count them in an instant. Then, silver light cut through from all directions towards the opponent.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword had no effect, but after transforming into threads, its power soared dramatically. The opponent might not be able to easily block it. Lin Xuan was experienced in magical battles; his moves were tightly interwoven.

Roar!

Insects chirped as the strange man's face filled with malice. Even though Illusory Divine Thunder could not penetrate his hard shell, he saw silver sword threads flying everywhere.

Although his experience in magical battles did not match Lin Xuan's, his instinct as a demonic insect far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators.

These silver threads, although thin, had power beyond the sword lights just now.

He would not sit idly by.

With a loud shout, he spun around on the spot like a top.

As other actions unfolded, countless black auras suddenly appeared and surrounded his body.

This was far from over. He opened his mouth and spat out a round bead about the size of a fist, dark as ink. It flashed and transformed into a giant scorpion standing in front of him.

However, what surprised everyone was that this scorpion had no实体; it was merely a faint shadow.

Secret Art of Illusory Form!

A look of surprise appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes.

Just a strange man formed from a demonic insect, yet he knew such advanced spells. This truly exceeded his expectations.

The giant scorpion was enormous, over ten zhang long, and although it was an illusory form, it was vividly lifelike.

Compared to real desert scorpions, not only was it much larger but also more ferocious. Notably, this creature had two tails.

Both tails were several zhang long, standing tall. The left one had a massive curved hook that was awe-inspiring, with edges sharper than ordinary blades.

The right tail did not show weakness; instead, it had a venomous stinger.

The two tails swayed up and down, creating two bottomless vortexes as black auras stirred within them.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he sensed a hint of法则within the vortices.

Could this strange man actually be at the Tribulation Transcending stage?

The thought flashed through his mind but Lin Xuan quickly shook his head to dismiss it.

Although the creature was indeed strong, saying that it was at the Tribulation Transcending level might be too much.

As for driving the法则, it wasn't necessarily due to its cultivation realm; perhaps it was a天赋.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan's actions did not slow down.

Silver light shone as countless sword threads, numbering in the millions, rushed forward.

How will you block this?

Lin Xuan was confident in his ability to transform swords into threads. Although he had not reached the level of a Hundred Flowers Fairy, it far surpassed ordinary cultivators.

After all, Lin Xuan had witnessed the battle between the Hundred Flowers Fairy and the Golden Jade True Toad with his own eyes. His strength naturally gave him some insights.

Saying that one could grasp the essence of the Hundred Flowers Fairy's technique would be an exaggeration, but he did learn a bit of its spirit.

Sss…

As countless sword threads approached like bamboo shoots piercing through the earth, the insect chirps became more and more mournful. Then, crackling sounds filled the air as countless black fine threads emerged from the vortices, enveloping the sword threads like raindrops.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched; although there were many of these black fine threads, each was tough. His transformation of swords into threads was formidable, but he could not break through immediately.

What a tenacious water mill technique!

Lin Xuan sighed. This strange man truly wasn't ordinary. Even the Nine Palaces Instant Sword found it helpless in this moment. But did you think that would be enough to rest easy?

Lin Xuan's methods were far from over here!

He swept his sleeve, and an egg-sized flame appeared, five-colored glassy with a mysterious aura.

"Rise!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward; the Illusory Divine Thunder suddenly surged. In no time, it transformed into a house-sized structure, its momentum shocking as it crashed towards the opponent.

Even if these threads were tough enough to wrap around the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, how would they fare against the Illusory Divine Thunder?

The entire process seemed complex but Lin Xuan's countermove was swift.

The strange man was greatly surprised by Lin Xuan's tenacity and, enraged, he summoned more power. Crackling sounds filled the air as the two vortices spun rapidly, releasing more black fine threads.
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Ninety-nine dragons, their snarls and roars echoed like distant thunder. The sheer might of the dragon's presence was overwhelming; it seemed to fill the entire sky.

From afar, all one could see were the teeth and claws of the dragons. Even the venomous scorpion, originally a hundred feet long, now appeared grotesque and terrifying. But in the face of the hundred dragons' power, it looked as pitiful as an insect trying to stop a rushing river!

"Impossible!"

The strange man's panicked voice echoed through the air. At this moment, he had revealed his true form; there was no time to change tactics.

Boom!

Black mists and silver light collided in mid-air with no suspense at all. The scorpion’s tail was torn apart by the dragons' might like a rag being shredded.

The Hundred Dragon Fangs!

This technique, one of Lin Xuan's ultimate skills, had been enhanced immensely after absorbing true dragon essence blood. Its power had increased exponentially.

Though the technique remained unchanged, its destructive force now far surpassed that of before.

"Un-"

A sharp cry pierced the air as the scorpion demon was no longer merely frightened but gripped by an overwhelming fear. His large, bell-like eyes showed a human touch of despair.

Unfortunately for him, there were no regrets in the cultivation world; it was too late to realize Lin Xuan's true power now.

Boom!

Silver light blazed as the dragon's shadow enveloped and devoured the scorpion demon. The screeching sounds of insects filled his ears as he tore apart the creature with his claws and fangs.

Lin Xuan’s face remained calm, for he was not a bloodthirsty cultivator but would never hesitate to be ruthless when dealing with enemies.

Lin Xuan did not use any other techniques; instead, he poured more spiritual energy into his primary talisman. The dragon's presence grew even more imposing.

...

After about a cup of tea’s time, the screeching sounds ceased entirely as the dragon's form began to shrink until it transformed back into nine sharp, silver swords.

The desert remained unchanged, but not a trace of the once-vaunted venomous scorpion was left. It seemed never to have existed in this world.

Indeed, the Nine Palace Needles were formidable; after absorbing true dragon essence blood, they became even more powerful.

...

With the leader eliminated, the remaining ordinary scorpions, though lacking in intelligence, seemed to sense Lin Xuan's murderous intent.

Squealing noises filled the air as these creatures retreated back to their origin. In no time, not a single one remained.

Lin Xuan watched indifferently; exterminating these unintelligent spirit insects would bring him no benefit.

He preferred not to waste his efforts on such trivial matters. With a flicker of green light, he vanished into the distance.

Wu...

The wind blew, and sand particles danced in the air as the dunes shifted and changed shape. Everything appeared like an ordinary desert.

Soon, another cup of tea passed without any unusual occurrences. Then, suddenly, something unexpected happened.

Space twisted, and a bead the size of a dragon's eye appeared before his eyes.

This bead was pitch black, and after spinning, it emitted a cloud of dark mist. The fog dissipated to reveal a figure with disheveled hair.

The figure stood only an inch tall but bore no difference in form or appearance from the crab-like creature that had transformed earlier—down to the finest detail.

It resembled the spirit essence of human cultivators.

However, it was merely a likeness; this creature’s true form was a monster insect. It could not possibly cultivate an immaterial body like a human cultivator's spirit essence.

The small figure before him was more accurately described as its soul, which had almost reached the point of physical manifestation. This revealed just how formidable the creature truly was.

But no matter how strong it was, it still fell to Lin Xuan’s hands.

With a look of intense hatred on his face, he gritted his teeth and muttered darkly:

"Damned cultivators! You actually destroyed my body. Don’t be too smug; this is an eternal grudge that I will not let go easily. The green hills remain unchanged, the clear waters flow endlessly. One day, you will fall into my hands, and I will torment your soul until you beg for death..."

The strange man’s voice seemed to come from the depths of hell. His hatred for Lin Xuan was beyond words.

But before he could finish, a calm voice interrupted: "Is that so? Friend, if you hate me this much, then let me be the first to act and send you to the underworld. Otherwise, I will never feel at ease."

"What?"

The strange man’s expression was one of shock and horror as he turned his head. Not far away, a few dozen feet distant, green light flashed, and Lin Xuan appeared with a faint smile on his face.

"You… how did you get here? Didn’t you leave long ago?"

His expression was so vivid that it seemed like he had seen a ghost. He had witnessed Lin Xuan’s departure, estimating that at least several miles away, he would not dare to show himself.

He thought he had outsmarted his opponent but had fallen into the trap instead. From start to finish, he had only been fooling himself.

Lin Xuan's smile was radiant as he did not mind answering this question: "I did leave, but I returned secretly. If I hadn’t, how could you have dared to show yourself?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of mockery. With the scorpion demon’s body destroyed and only its spirit essence left, it had no chance of escaping.

"Bu-But how do you know my soul hasn't perished?"

The venomous scorpion's voice was hoarse as he faced the terrifying Hundred Dragon Fangs technique. He had abandoned his body in favor of preserving his soul; with a few subordinates, he could recover his past strength through countless years of cultivation.

This ruse seemed foolproof but had been easily uncovered by Lin Xuan. Until this point, he would not rest until he understood why it failed so miserably.

"Hmph, do you think I would tell you?"

A smile played on the corner of Lin Xuan’s lips as he no longer felt the need to waste words with his opponent. When the scorpion demon discarded its body, it had used some illusion techniques, but for him, it was like a clown trying to perform in front of a master. His Divine Phoenix Eye could easily see through all illusions and restrictions.

The desert before him was too mysterious; he couldn’t penetrate its secrets, but this ruse had been exposed with a single glance.
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Since he had figured out the trickster's plot, this fellow was now a caged bird and a fish in a net—no way to escape his clutches.

Lin Xuan sneered: "Do you think that by extracting my soul and refining it, your end will be any better? Have you considered what lies ahead?"

"Lin Xuan has already explained the situation clearly. Fellow Daoist, there's no need for you to remain a confused ghost with all these doubts. Will you now willingly hand over your life to me?"

Lin Xuan's voice was as calm and composed as the wind: "Boy, don't get too smug. Even if I am a ghost, I won't let you off."

The scorpion monster's face was full of venom. At this point, he knew that all his scheming had been in vain; his fate was sealed.

"Hmph, what use is your defiance?" Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed, showing no concern for the threat. Facing the Dark King of the Netherworld, he dared to snatch food from a tiger's mouth. What did this mere wraith matter?

Moreover, with him in one's grasp, even if he wanted to become a ghost, it was wishful thinking.

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he acted swiftly. The scorpion monster didn't move any slower; though transformed into a magical insect, he was a shrewd character. Seeing no chance of escape, his eyes flashed with determination.

Without further ado, his figure suddenly swelled, and the air around him shimmered with energy.

"Wanting to self-destruct?" Lin Xuan's vast knowledge showed in his face as it turned grim at this sight.

"You brat, even if I can't defeat you, I won't let you have your way. Wanting to capture me alive and use soul-searching techniques to find a way out? Don't dream of it. You will be trapped here forever until the end of your days in this nightmare desert."

In just an instant, the scorpion monster's size had increased several times over, his maniacal laughter echoing.

Lin Xuan was about 100 feet away from him; there wasn't enough time to stop him now. Unless he could break through spatial rules without any hindrance, which a mere one-transcendence cultivator couldn't achieve.

The scorpion monster felt triumphant. Even if he failed, Lin Xuan wouldn't be the victor either. He was certain that this detestable fellow would die trapped in the desert.

But just as he thought this, a pair of hands suddenly emerged from the surrounding void and grabbed his soul.

A terrifying force emanated from those fingers; he felt all his strength vanish.

Not only couldn't he self-destruct, but he couldn't even move.

How was this possible?

With full curiosity, using his last bit of strength, he turned to see that detestable brat standing beside him. Wasn't it his hand holding him tightly now?

In an instant... no, not instantly; rather, completely disregarding spatial rules—this wasn't something even a teleportation spell could achieve.

Did the other party already master space laws?

How was this possible?

The magical insect's realm might be hard to gauge, but its strength surely surpassed that of ordinary one-transcendence cultivators. He knew well that controlling such laws required old monsters at the tribulation stage.

Space rules were notoriously difficult and profound; how could a mere one-transcendence cultivator master them?

Apart from astonishment, his reluctance was even more pronounced.

But no matter how reluctant he was, failure was still failure—something he couldn't change.

After that scene, Lin Xuan had no interest in wasting words. He directly extracted the soul and refined it.

This wasn't to torment him; Lin Xuan hadn't become bored enough for that. Rather, as suspected by the scorpion monster, Lin Xuan wanted to glean useful clues from his soul—such as how to leave this desert.

Facing such an eerie illusionary restriction, there was nothing he could do but hope that as a local, the scorpion monster knew exactly how to escape. After all, it had lived here for countless eons; he should know the way out.

However, this was just speculation. In the world of cultivators, things were often unpredictable.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan released his grip. His face was dark with disappointment. The scorpion monster's soul had been thoroughly searched, leaving him in tatters.

But he still hadn't found what he wanted.

At this point, the other party couldn't seal memories through spells.

However, to Lin Xuan's frustration, there were no clues about how to leave the desert in his memory.

Just as he had suspected, these scorpions were indeed native to this place. The scorpion monster was the strongest among them; by chance, it gained sentience but that was all.

The existence of this desert far predated the scorpions. After gaining sentience, the scorpion monster had also tried leaving but failed every time.

Over countless millennia, no matter which direction it went, it couldn't leave. Every time the entrance to Lingyun Valley opened, cultivators would accidentally or by chance enter the desert.

But none survived; once inside, they were inevitably killed by the scorpion monster and its minions. They became food for the scorpions.

The other party's memory was genuine. Lin Xuan's face contorted with frustration.

He had thought this desert was tough to navigate but never imagined it would be so inescapable—no cultivator had ever left once inside.

Would he, too, be trapped forever until his lifespan expired? This strange place might or might not offer a chance to transcend the primordial energy tribulation and extend his life. He couldn't say for sure.

Such an outcome was utterly unacceptable.

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless challenges—icy spirits, Dark King of the Netherworld—but he could escape them. But now, before him, he was at a loss.

The problem he faced was getting lost; no matter how clever his plans, it seemed not even sheer strength could solve this.

Of course, if one were truly as powerful as an Immortal or True Demon Ancestor, they could use their domain to either break the illusionary array in the desert or tear through space and leave. Lin Xuan believed such power would be enough.

The issue was that while they might succeed, he didn't have that kind of ability.
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Actually, it didn't require the level of Immortal or Demon King. Late-stage Tribulation Transcendence could suffice.

For instance, Dàolóng Zhenren and the Fairy with a Hundred Flowers could not possibly be trapped by this desert.

However, knowing that had no practical use. Although his strength far surpassed those of his peers, even against early-stage Tribulation Transcenders, he still had a chance to win if he used all his skills to their fullest extent.

But what did it matter?

Early-stage and late-stage cultivators were fundamentally different in rank.

Early-stage Tribulation Transcendents merely touched the threshold of the laws of heaven and earth. In contrast, the seasoned veterans at later stages wielded these laws with much greater proficiency. Dàolóng Zhenren and the Fairy with a Hundred Flowers, being among the best, had even cultivated their own domains.

In his domain, he could create new laws as he pleased.

Lin Xuan was now merely trying to break through the bottleneck of early-stage Tribulation Transcendence. As for when he would reach late-stage, he had no idea; it might take thousands or tens of thousands of years.

Moreover, even if he advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, that didn't mean he would possess a domain. That was an entirely different matter.

In this eerie desert, with ample time, Lin Xuan could not possibly cultivate to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. Without becoming a Dàolóng Zhenren or the Fairy with a Hundred Flowers, his only hope of leaving here by force was a dream. In other words, he had found himself in an unsolvable predicament.

Nightmare Desert!

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of bitter laughter. It truly lived up to its name; once trapped here, one felt as if they were ensnared in endless nightmares.

However, saying that he would be stuck and die here was not entirely accurate. From the memories of the scorpion monster, although Lin Xuan didn't find a way out, he did gather some useful clues.

In the heart of this desert lay an ancient palace.

More accurately, it was the ruins of a palace. Now, only remnants of walls remained...

Palace, ruins—Lin Xuan immediately recalled his purpose for coming here. More precisely, it was the instruction from Venerable Qingyan to find a bracelet hidden within these ruins. Bringing it back would yield rich rewards.

Although whether or not those promises could be fulfilled was uncertain, the other party had indeed made a generous offer.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary Spirit Formation cultivator; he cared little about what experience treasures were promised. What interested him more was that bracelet. Venerable Qingyan went to such great lengths for it, so it must have some significant history behind it.

If he couldn't find anything, why wouldn't he check out the clues now?

Moreover, with nothing else to do, going to that palace seemed like a wise choice. Perhaps there would be more clues on how to leave this strange desert.

After all, whoever built such a palace must have been an extraordinary figure. Maybe the peculiar restrictions in this desert were originally set by its owner.

Lin Xuan weighed his options and found his hypothesis quite reasonable. He no longer hesitated and transformed into a streak of shocking light, flying towards the ruins of the palace.

While on the move, Lin Xuan also organized the information he had gathered.

The scorpion monster, as the local expert, had discovered this palace long ago. After gaining sentience, it naturally harbored the idea to explore it further.

However, for some reason, every time it approached the ruins of the palace, a sense of dread would grip its heart. This fear was rooted deep within, causing it to hesitate and ultimately not go through with it.

Through soul probing, Lin Xuan understood these memories clearly but did not lose heart. Instead, he felt more anticipation and curiosity about uncovering the secrets of that palace.

Of course, this journey came with significant danger, but what of it? Opportunity and peril were twins; one sought wealth in dangerous times.

The scorpion monster was too afraid to get too close to the ruins, yet its location was crystal clear. Thus, for the rest of his journey, Lin Xuan no longer needed to worry about getting lost; he simply followed the scorpion's memories forward.

Time passed like water, and two days later, a vibrant green gradually came into view.

The appearance of new life in this desert was striking. Although his divine sense was useless here, since he could see the oasis, it must be only a hundred miles away at most.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy. According to what he had learned from soul probing, the ruins of that palace were indeed located within this oasis.

---

Lin Xuan's body emitted a bright green glow as he flew swiftly towards the site.

With Lin Xuan's speed, covering a hundred miles wouldn't take long; it was almost instantaneous. However, halfway through his flight, he slowed down and stopped.

He looked ahead with a hint of surprise on his face. A faint explosion sound had reached his ears.

Unfortunately, without divine sense here, he couldn't probe the situation in front of him specifically. But one thing was certain: there were cultivators nearby.

This truly surprised Lin Xuan.

If it merely involved others who were as unlucky as himself and had accidentally been trapped in this desert, he wouldn't be surprised. However, their appearance at this oasis seemed too coincidental...

After all, if not for his chance encounter with the scorpion monster, using his divine sense to probe its mind, Lin Xuan would never have known about this oasis.

Finding it by sheer luck alone was too fortunate.

However, despite the shock, he maintained a calm expression. After all, his strength was evident; even if others found this place and discovered treasures, they had no right to compete with him.

Boom!

As time passed, the explosion sound grew clearer. It was unclear whether the cultivators were fighting or encountering other dangers. This was the drawback of lacking divine sense.

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment, then his expression turned thoughtful. He clasped his hands and vanished into thin air without any further action.

Not only did Lin Xuan's figure disappear, but his aura also became faintly discernible. Unless someone approached closely enough to carefully probe, they would not detect his presence.

Lin Xuan was well-versed in concealment techniques. Without using other flight abilities, he transformed into a gentle breeze and floated forward effortlessly.
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Soon, the oasis came into view. It was lush and green, stretching endlessly as far as the eye could see.

The size of this oasis far exceeded Lin Xuan's imagination. The water and grass were rich and fertile, with various tender green plants growing freely without a care in the world.

After getting used to the dull yellow hues of the desert, the vibrant green before him made Lin Xuan feel refreshed. Moreover, he sensed that the qi in the air seemed slightly denser than just moments ago.

The closer one got to the oasis, the more pronounced this phenomenon became.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan touched his forehead as a vague guess formed in his mind. Could there actually be a decent-grade spirit vein beneath this oasis?

At first glance, this sounded far-fetched, but only such an explanation could make sense of everything before him.

However, Lin Xuan did not dwell on the matter for long. His attention was quickly drawn to another side.

That burst he had heard came from there.

Above the sky, flying法宝and swords danced wildly. Various colored spiritual lights flashed like lightning and rainbow streaks across the heavens, making quite a spectacle.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene, where two men and one woman were each controlling their treasures while battling numerous stone puppets.

Indeed, they were stone puppets in various shapes—some towering several meters high, others as small as ordinary bees. Regardless of size, these puppets proved extremely tenacious. Three Spirit Refinement cultivators struggled to hold them off.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. The puppet technique was truly formidable.

It was well-known that while stone puppets were a branch of puppetry, they were far more difficult to forge than ordinary puppets. They required no heavenly treasures or earthly jewels; just common stones and demonic souls as materials.

The quality of these stone puppets hinged on two factors: the grade of the demonic soul and the skill used in their creation.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them, confirming that the demonic souls sealed within were not particularly powerful. Thus, what made these puppets so formidable, forcing three Spirit Refinement cultivators to struggle, was undoubtedly their craftsmanship and technique.

But how did so many puppet monsters appear here? Could they be from those palace guards?

Lin Xuan was puzzled. It had been said that the palace had turned into ruins, with only a few remnants left. The presence of so many guards in such circumstances seemed implausible.

The scorpion demon had stayed away due to fear and had never encountered these stone puppets. But how did it know the palace was in ruins?

Lin Xuan pondered another strange question.

Unfortunately, he did not get a satisfactory explanation from the other's soul memory; his momentary carelessness had overlooked this detail at the time.

It’s wise for even the wisest to make mistakes sometimes.

Even tigers doze. Lin Xuan’s oversight was normal. After all, while soul probing techniques were incredibly convenient, they had their flaws. They could provide useful clues but not necessarily a complete theft of memories. Some details would inevitably be omitted, and what those omissions might be, the one performing the technique couldn’t control.

In other words, this spell wasn't absolutely reliable; some luck was needed in between.

Lin Xuan’s luck seemed to have been slightly lacking this time, leaving him with many unanswered questions.

But it didn’t matter. Not knowing about these stone puppets’ origins or whether that palace was a ruin wouldn’t change anything. He would investigate anyway and take his time. Lin Xuan believed he could solve these mysteries himself.

With this thought, he regained his composure. However, there was still one decision to make—should he help the cultivators?

After all, they were strangers to him. As a cultivator with an indifferent attitude towards others' affairs, it wasn’t necessary for him to intervene.

But from another angle, having more companions when facing this mysterious palace and oasis couldn't be a bad thing.

Lin Xuan frowned in thought but stopped hesitating when his gaze fell on one person.

"Meeting someone is fate. Since we have acquaintances here, I can't just stand by."

The familiar figure he was referring to was the robed old man who had brought him to Lei Kong Island. Had it not been for encountering this fellow, he wouldn’t have been dragged into this situation.

Entering Spirit Wave Valley might bring either fortune or misfortune; it was hard to say now. While he and the robed old man had kept a distance on their journey, they got along well enough. Although his temperament was somewhat irritable, his personality was extremely straightforward. From that perspective, he did have some appeal for Lin Xuan.

Regardless, having some connection with the other party, Lin Xuan couldn’t just abandon someone in need of help.

With this thought, he emerged from hiding and pretended to arrive just now.

The three cultivators naturally noticed him. Amidst their busy battle, they turned around, faces lighting up with joy, especially the robed old man who shouted excitedly: "What a coincidence! Fellow Daoist Lin, you’ve come here too. We’re truly fated to meet. Help us get rid of these stone puppets!"

The robed old man’s voice was filled with excitement. It wasn’t surprising; they had been struggling against the stone puppets’ attack. With four people, it would be easier to turn the tide and defeat them.

With an extra person came more strength, giving them a chance to reverse their fortunes and eliminate these annoying puppets. The robed old man had once been saved by Lin Xuan and knew his companion’s power. If he intervened now, victory was certain.

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan intended to act anyway. His nature wouldn’t allow him to be overly sentimental. He flicked his sleeve and a fiery red immortal sword appeared. Against mere stone puppets, there was no need for him to use his primary treasure. The sword he used last time to save the robed old man was the same.

The process continued as Lin Xuan joined in. With his help, they gradually regained the upper hand and turned defense into offense. Stone fragments flew everywhere as more stone puppets were extinguished.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the final stone puppet was shattered by Lin Xuan’s sword.
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"This time, it's fortunate that Daoist Lin was kind enough to help us. Otherwise, we might not have been able to defeat these fellows. We could only run away in fear."

The robed elder beamed with joy as he flew over to Lin Xuan and bowed respectfully.

"Haha, you're too polite. I merely happened upon this place by chance and couldn't do much. The elimination of those stone puppets was the result of everyone's combined efforts; I wouldn't dare take credit for it alone."

Lin Xuan's face also wore a smile as he spoke lightly.

"Still so modest, Daoist. Let me introduce you to two fellow daoists."

Before the robed elder could finish speaking, another man and woman flew over.

Lin Xuan swept his gaze across them. Even though his divine sense couldn't be released, at such close range, it was easy for him to gauge their cultivation levels.

This woman appeared to be in her twenties, with a late-stage Core Formation realm.

Of course, her true age was far greater; she had managed to maintain her youth through some means, which wasn't uncommon among daoists. She looked no different from a young beauty, both youthful and beautiful, exuding an enchanting aura.

"This is Daoist Tian Chenxi of Mingxi Pavilion. Although Brother Lin is a hardworking cultivator, his sect's reputation must have reached your ears."

"Mingxi Pavilion?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be taken aback. He had indeed heard about it.

While the Lost Plane was known for its first expert, Yama King, human and demon factions were not to be underestimated. It was said that ancient demons had several Saint Ancestors, while human cultivators also boasted old monsters who had weathered countless tribulations. Among them, the Supreme Elder of Mingxi Pavilion was renowned far and wide.

Regardless of their strength or reputation, they far surpassed the Lesser Sage Empress Lin had encountered last time.

Although Lin Xuan couldn't say he admired her, he still showed some respect: "May I ask, Fairy Yang Tong, how should we address you?"

"That is my teacher."

Tian Chenxi smiled and returned his greeting. While she didn't show any obvious signs of arrogance, the corners of her eyes betrayed a sense of contentment.

It was understandable; having such an illustrious master naturally made one proud.

However, as a member of a prestigious family, her strength likely surpassed that of ordinary late-stage Core Formation cultivators.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he turned his gaze to another cultivator beside him. Even with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he was taken aback.

The figure was a towering giant, over ten feet tall. Such a physique among human cultivators was exceedingly rare; Lin Xuan only reached the man's waist.

Not only was this person exceptionally tall, but his appearance was also grotesque. He had a bald head and bare feet, with muscles so developed that if he wasn't mistaken, he wielded some extremely advanced Body Cultivation techniques. His physical strength might rival that of mid-stage cultivators from other races.

Lin Xuan couldn't help showing surprise on his face.

Body Cultivation was widespread in the cultivation world, but reaching high stages was rare. Describing it as a rarity was fitting.

This wasn't because body cultivation lacked power or that cultivators didn't put effort into it; rather, humans were naturally less gifted compared to demons and other races.

For example, demons had strong bodies from birth, making Body Cultivation more effective. Humans, on the other hand, excelled in intelligence but were weak physically. Although ancient cultivators had created some body cultivation techniques by emulating demons, they only succeeded with those of exceptional talent.

There were exceptions, like Lin Xuan. His physical strength was no less than any mid-stage demon or even surpassing certain celestial beasts when compared to him.

But unlike Lin Xuan, this giant's success likely stemmed from his extraordinary innate abilities rather than just the cultivation techniques he practiced.

The robed elder continued introducing them: "This is Daoist Yin, known as the Iron Tower Sage. He has mastered Body Cultivation to a high degree, capable of withstanding attacks from mid-stage cultivators with his physical body alone. Even for an advanced cultivator like me, encountering him would only result in running away."

"Haha, you flatter me. Although I have some strength, how could I compare to such advanced existences? My reputation is just hearsay and not reliable."

The giant waved his hands vigorously, his deep voice refuting the praise.

Though he appeared rough, he was actually a man of subtlety beneath that exterior. His humility and politeness were vastly different from his appearance. Hence the saying: "One cannot judge a book by its cover; one cannot measure the sea with a dipper."

After the robed elder's introduction, they briefly chatted before gathering to discuss their next move.

Upon inquiry, their experiences mirrored Lin Xuan's. By chance, they entered this desert and couldn't find a way out. Forced to wander aimlessly in the vast sands, they had encountered dangers from native desert monsters, though not as formidable as those at mid-stage transformation.

The woman faced a venomous snake, while the robed elder met a mouse. The bald giant's encounter was even more bizarre—a monster that had transformed into a cactus.

While all things could be cultivated, plants with spiritual intelligence were rare indeed.

Despite encountering different creatures, they were all defeated by three mid-stage cultivators who followed Lin Xuan's example—extracting the souls and spirits of their foes after defeating them.

Interestingly, as natives of this desert, they had a clear understanding of the Nightmare Desert. Although their memories didn't reveal how to leave, they described the ruins of the palace well enough for them to arrive here out of desperation.

Their goal was twofold: seeking an exit and fulfilling Lin Xuan's promise from the Lesser Sage Empress. With such a handcrafted bracelet at stake, there was no hesitation in their decision.
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The four of them shared their experiences, and all sighed deeply. It was impossible to say that they did not regret their choices.

If only we had known this earlier, no matter what happened back then, we would never have entered this eerie desert.

But talking about it now serves no purpose. Neither the cultivation world nor the secular realm sells any elixir of regret.

Depression won't solve anything. The most urgent thing is to find a way out of here.

"Actually, there's no need for us to be too anxious. When the car reaches the mountain, there must be a path. If all else fails, we can break the jade talisman given by Senior Green Beauty in 100 days and leave this eerie desert."

Field Dawn's melodious voice entered their ears, but then it took on a touch of disappointment: "Unfortunately, after so much effort to enter Spirit Wave Valley, we wasted our time here without finding any treasures."

"Breaking the jade talisman will allow us to leave Spirit Wave Valley. Do you think that's what Fairy thinks? Perhaps..."

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but wore an expression of disbelief on his face.

"Perhaps how? Don't you think your friend believes that breaking the jade talisman won't help us leave here?"

The robed old man turned red with anger. They had discussed this matter when they met, and they all agreed that wasting time was the worst outcome. As long as they had the jade talisman, they could always find a way out. So while they were not depressed, saying they were afraid seemed a bit exaggerated.

But upon hearing their opinions, Lin Xuan wore a worried expression. Did he think that even with the jade talisman in hand, they still couldn't escape?

Field Dawn and the bald man turned to look at him as well; after all, this matter was related to each of them.

"Three friends' thoughts are too simplistic."

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. In such a moment, there was no point in hiding anything: "The origin of Spirit Wave Valley is unclear to me, but the Dark King of the Netherworld once tried to enter it. Everyone should have heard about that."

"We naturally know that," the robed old man nodded, puzzled by why Lin Xuan brought up that matter.

"Dark King's power? I think everyone knows. He could match a scattered spirit demon king. Such an existence already controls the laws of heaven and earth; breaking through space is no difficulty at all. To put it bluntly, as easy as breathing or eating. Even he couldn't enter Spirit Wave Valley, which shows how mysterious this place is. The desert's eerie nature doesn't need to be mentioned either. If we use the jade talisman in 100 days, will it work?"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

But when these words fell on their ears, they were like a bucket of cold water being poured over them. Their faces turned pale, but they had to admit that Lin Xuan's words made perfect sense. With this desert's eerie nature, whether the jade talisman would work in 100 days was hard to say.

In fact, what Lin Xuan said only scratched the surface. Before discovering he was lost in the desert, he had already tried something.

He wasn't an ordinary spirit cultivator; for spatial laws, he had some understanding. And he possessed treasures like the Inverted Sea Halberd.

Breaking through space was out of reach for others, but Lin Xuan could do it as well. Though far from matching the Dark King's power, he could easily tear apart normal planes.

But in this desert, it was useless. What he encountered seemed impenetrable walls. No matter how hard he tried, his efforts were in vain.

He couldn't do that, so there was no need to mention the jade talisman. They had pinned their hopes on it, but Lin Xuan believed they would only be left with heartache and disappointment when 100 days passed.

By then, trying again would be too late.

Actually, not just the jade talisman, Lin Xuan possessed countless treasures. His storage bag even contained a boundary-breaking pearl from the ancient demon realm, but he didn't dare hold high hopes for its usefulness here.

As they say, to untie a bell, one must tie it in the first place. To leave this eerie desert, they could only seek clues within itself.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't opposed to exploring the ruins of that palace as well, searching for the bracelet mentioned by Senior Green Beauty.

But he didn't need to share his plans with them; recognizing that the jade talisman couldn't break their current predicament was already doing his part. Each person had their own choices, and now it was up to them.

After hearing Lin Xuan's analysis, the three of them looked extremely disheartened. While they weren't completely lost, their futures were indeed confusing.

If the jade talisman didn't work, how could they leave this desert?

The three cultivators who had reached the spirit division stage certainly knew what it meant to endure countless storms and trials. They had no interest in wasting precious lifespans here.

But talking about it, they still couldn't think of a way out.

After staring at each other for a moment, Field Dawn spoke: "If the jade talisman can't help us leave, then according to your opinion, what should we do?"

"Um..." Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and showed signs of difficulty. "Fairy asks me, but I don't have many good ideas. However, this oasis seems unusual, with ruins inside. Perhaps exploring it might give us an idea of how to leave."

"Mm, that's the only option now."

Field Dawn sighed. The other two had no objections; they weren't desperate yet, but there was indeed nothing else to think about.

"Let's go!"

The four were spirit division cultivators and made their decision without hesitation, heading toward the oasis.

This oasis was vast beyond measure. Looking at it from afar, its boundaries seemed endless. No one could say exactly how big it was; that was the downside of lacking divine sense.

Since they had just encountered a group of stone puppets, this time entering the oasis, all four were cautious and on high alert for any potential dangers.

But their journey proved uneventful.

They didn't dare move too quickly. After two days, a dilapidated palace came into view.

Though it seemed to be in plain sight, they were still far away. While divine sense was useless now, cultivators' eyesight far exceeded that of ordinary mortals; if they walked there, it would take another hour or so.

But their expressions turned noticeably excited. Palace! Just as Senior Green Beauty had said, they felt a hint of fortune might be waiting. So they quickened their pace and headed toward the ruins.
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About half an hour later, a huge mountain peak came into view.

This mountain was steep and towering, reaching thousands of feet in height. Clouds billowed at the waist of the mountain, stretching up to the sky, exuding a mysterious and grand aura.

"Is... this..."

The four people exchanged glances, their faces showing some surprise and suspicion.

If they hadn't remembered incorrectly, just moments ago, what they saw were only remnants of walls. There was no such large mountain here before.

How could it suddenly appear in front of them?

Could it be an illusion technique?

As cultivators at the Shenfen level, these few people had broad experiences, but they had never encountered something like this. This explained why they were so hesitant and suspicious.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as a silver light flashed in his eyes. He silently cast Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, but the mountain peak remained unchanged, still standing quietly not far ahead. Clearly, it wasn't an illusion technique of that kind.

At the top of the mountain, amidst the clouds, some pavilions and buildings could be vaguely seen, though they were dilapidated, exuding a formidable aura.

Although the distance was great, Lin Xuan felt inexplicably familiar with this place. He seemed to have been here before or at least had visited somewhere similar.

But the feeling was unclear, almost non-existent, making it impossible for him to grasp where this familiarity came from.

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered as on the other side, an old man in a black robe's voice reached his ears with a hint of wry laughter: "This really is troublesome. How did such a strange mountain suddenly appear ahead? Fellow Daoists, what do you think we should do—continue forward or turn around?"

"Turn around and leave. You speak so easily, but this desert is endless, and our divine consciousnesses are blocked. Where would we go?" Field Chenxi's cold voice entered his ears. This unexpected change had left her in a bad mood, feeling depressed and annoyed.

"This is reasonable, Your Daoist Lady. I have no intention of leaving either. Although this oasis is strange, it’s at least more appealing than the outside desert," Iron Tower Venerable also made up his mind, his voice and tone showing a firm resolve. Clearly, he had given it much thought rather than just saying it.

"How do you think, Fellow Daoist Lin?" The old man in the black robe smiled slightly, not commenting further as he turned to Lin Xuan.

"Me...?"

Lin Xuan remained calm: "I don't mind either way. If most fellow daoists wish to climb that mountain peak, I won’t fall behind and risk my life for a gentleman."

This oasis indeed had something unusual, but with his strength far surpassing others at the same level, even facing a high-level old monster alone, he couldn’t be afraid.

"None of us want to give up halfway. My plan aligns with everyone else’s. Since that's the case, let's start exploring this mountain peak," The old man in the black robe nodded: "However, this journey is fraught with danger. Fellow daoists must be extra cautious."

The others naturally didn’t argue and all nodded in agreement.

There was no need to say more. The old man in the black robe was a straightforward character, leading the way at the forefront.

Next came Iron Tower Venerable, while Field Chenxi, a woman who wouldn't yield to men, also stepped forward. Lin Xuan, despite his strength, showed some hesitation and didn’t immediately move. Instead, he raised his head, silver light flashing in his eyes as he re-examined the mountain peak with Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye before slowly following.

Soon they reached the foot of the mountain. Lin Xuan noticed that the entire range was surrounded by powerful anti-aircraft restrictions. Even for him, it would be extremely difficult to use the Wind Control Technique here. Instead, a jade staircase appeared in his sight.

Each step was carved from fine white jade, elegant and grand, measuring several dozen feet long, winding up the mountain with the terrain.

Beside the steps stood a prominent stone tablet, with large characters written in flowing script.

The four people's hearts leaped as they unconsciously gathered around. Everything before them was mysterious and confusing, and they desperately wanted to know the origin of this place. Therefore, that stone tablet could not be missed.

The text carved on the stone tablet was powerful but obscure, vastly different from modern writing, seemingly coming from ancient times.

"What is written there?"

The old man in the black robe frowned as he pondered. He had indeed never seen such a script before. If he couldn’t even determine its origin, how could he recognize it?

Field Chenxi's expression was similar. At this moment, the beautiful and elegant female cultivator looked dejected; she too didn't recognize these ancient characters.

"Arura Palace!"

A dry, hoarse voice entered their ears as everyone turned to see a bald man with shock on his face, looking like he had seen a ghost.

"Do you know it?"

Iron Tower Venerable had only asked casually. He was surprised that someone actually recognized this strange ancient script.

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise too. He naturally recognized Arura Palace. Lin Xuan finally understood why he felt so familiar with the place.

The palace of King Arura, which he had visited once in the mortal world, a ruined site where King Arura left behind a drop of spiritual blood. At that time, he was only an infantile spirit, and Lin Xuan remembered the twists and turns of his adventure. He never expected things to change so much that he would find himself at another Arura palace on this lost plane?

Good fortune or misfortune?

This time, what awaited him in the palace?

And the bracelet coveted by Green Face Venerable—could it be something left behind from Moon's past life?

Lin Xuan didn't know the specifics now, but if it was a treasure left by Moon, he wouldn’t let anyone else get their hands on it.

"Do you really recognize those characters as Arura Palace? Are you sure you didn't make a mistake?"

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind. The old man in the black robe's voice reached his ears.

"Yes, such matters can't be taken lightly. Are you certain that you truly recognize these ancient characters on the stone tablet?"

Field Chenxi's tone was filled with suspicion too. After all, "Arura Palace" had a powerful allure that made them dare not take it lightly no matter what.

"There’s no need to worry, Fellow Daoists. How could I speak nonsense? You know well that my cultivation method focuses on body refinement, and most advanced techniques come from ancient times. Therefore, I have some knowledge of these ancient scripts."

Iron Tower Venerable sighed as he spoke. Although his appearance was rough, he was actually a person who could be both coarse and meticulous. He was also highly learned and could be considered one of the best at the Shenfen level.
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The other party spoke so clearly that the two of them found it hard to continue questioning. At this moment, Lin Xuan also opened his mouth from the side: "Friend Yin is correct. The words carved on the stone tablet are indeed from the Aru Palace."

"Oh, does Daoist Lin also recognize these?"

"Not wrong at all. I coincidentally saw such ancient script," said Lin Xuan with a slight sigh but filled with confidence in his voice.

The jade bracelet left behind by Moon was something he intended to obtain. However, there was no need to hide the origin of this palace anymore.

Firstly, Venerable Iron Tower had already identified the inscriptions on the stone tablet. Whether or not he spoke about it wouldn't make a difference.

Secondly, even if they knew that this was the residence of King Aru, what did it matter? What treasures were found inside; could they still compete with him in strength? After all, in the cultivation world, it was still about power. Even if the three of them combined their efforts, they would not match his.

Therefore, Lin Xuan had no qualms.

Of course, there was no need to point out these things explicitly. Hearing Lin Xuan's words, the old man in the black robe and Tian Chenxi both looked extremely displeased.

If it were just Venerable Iron Tower saying so, he might have made a mistake. But since Lin Xuan also acknowledged and supported this, they had no choice but to take it seriously. After all, two people could not possibly be wrong together.

Correctly speaking, Aru Palace was the residence of King Aru. Others might not know about him, but as high-ranking cultivators in the Shen Shi period, how could they not have heard of King Aru's fame?

The Lord of Yin, a legendary figure comparable to a true immortal. Her palace should be full of yin energy, so why was it here? What treasures were inside this residence?

Everyone felt both fearful and amazed at that moment. The contradictory emotions were hard to describe.

However, there was no point in continuing the discussion. The four of them hesitated for a moment before ascending the jade steps upward.

Compared to just now, they had more vigilance in their hearts.

King Aru's fame was well-known. Even though her palace had turned into ruins, it was still a place that could not be easily disrespected. Who knew what kind of restrictions might remain?

For both reason and logic, they naturally did not dare to be careless. In any case, being cautious would not lead to major mistakes.

With this vigilance in mind, their pace on the mountain slowed down slightly. They were not in a hurry anyway; the scenery along the way was quite pleasant. The air was full of essence qi, and the greenery was lush. Although they did not see any traces of spirit veins, the essence qi was incredibly dense.

The four of them enjoyed the view while marveling at it. After all, King Aru was the Lord of Yin, a figure with incomprehensible abilities, but her residence should be full of yin energy, right? Why did it seem like an excellent place for cultivation?

This was truly perplexing, and no matter how they looked at it, there were no explanations.

Only Lin Xuan's eyes kept flashing. The density of the essence qi on this mountain was far beyond his expectations. In all honesty, such a place would not only be an excellent site for cultivation but also sufficient to break through barriers.

However, just saying that did not mean they could simply choose any spirit land and break through their barriers there.

Safety was needed; no one should disturb them during the critical moment of breakthrough. Otherwise, encountering strong enemies at the crucial time could be very dangerous—minor cases might lead to going astray, while more severe cases could result in death.

Thus, although the essence qi here met the requirements, they still could not take it lightly and needed to carefully examine before making a decision.

The four continued walking upward. There was little talk along the way; perhaps under these circumstances, no one felt like talking. They just silently traveled, guarding against any potential dangers or changes.

However, there were no incidents. On the contrary, the essence qi became denser as they climbed higher. By the time they approached the summit, the essence qi had become so dense it was almost frightening.

For Lin Xuan, who had been on his cultivation path for many years, he had never seen such a dense essence qi in any place before, even less than the Penglai Island of True Immortal Naelong.

The others, having not seen anything like this, opened their mouths wide with surprise. It was no wonder they looked so peculiar; everyone knew that the quality of spirit veins greatly affected cultivation progress. If they could cultivate here secretly, their achievements would be twice as effective.

But due to the strange nature of this mountain and King Aru's residence, they had to abandon this idea.

They alternated between hope and worry, their emotions entangled in a painful manner.

Thus, the four continued walking upward. After about a cup of tea time, the summit finally came into view, and the ruins of King Aru's palace became clearer.

"Wait, why is it snowing?"

A soft voice entered his ears, and Tian Chenxi stopped first. Lin Xuan raised his head when he heard this.

Snowfall in the desert was not unusual, but here on the mountain peak, it seemed strange.

Indeed, snowflakes began to fall from above onto the ground.

Wait, these were not snowflakes; there was no such thing as colorful snow in the world.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and felt an even denser essence qi than before.

He spread his palm, and a snowflake slowly fell. Upon contact with his hand, it melted immediately. It wasn't snow at all but abundant essence qi that entered his dantian directly.

A flash of light appeared in Lin Xuan's mind as he suddenly realized what was happening. He had seen this described in an ancient text before, but only in legends.

Indeed, it was a legend, and now he had the rare chance to witness it in reality. Truly fortunate.

"Essence qi crystallization!"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan's face showed astonishment at such an unbelievable phenomenon.

"What? This is essence qi crystallization?"

The old man in the black robe was both surprised and delighted. He actually heard of this situation before.

As for Tian Chenxi and Venerable Iron Tower, although they looked astonished, they couldn't help but take deep breaths. For cultivators, essence qi reaching a crystallized state was immensely beneficial—like bathing in elixirs and medicines. Although the description might be slightly exaggerated, the benefits were beyond doubt.

If this place wasn't the ruins of King Aru's palace, if it weren't so strange, they would have sat down to cultivate here directly.

But now, they could only temporarily hold back; after all, they couldn't be sure if there were other dangers. Sitting and cultivating rashly in such a place would be like playing with their lives.

No cultivator of the Shen Shi period was inexperienced with life's trials. In this situation, how to choose was clear in their minds.
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By this point, all lingering doubts in his heart had dissipated.

Indeed, the Asura King was no ordinary figure. The aura of spiritual energy at the location where he walked was unusually dense.

The four people were amazed and their hearts filled with anticipation. What kind of secrets could such a precious spiritual mountain conceal?

Their thoughts led them to quicken their pace. After another half hour, they finally reached the peak of the mountain.

Here, the spiritual energy was even denser. A magnificent palace came into view.

However, it was actually in ruins, leaving only some dilapidated walls and broken columns.

Despite this, it still exuded a grandeur that could be imagined when the palace was intact.

Lin Xuan had experienced something similar before, but there were differences. At least the palace by the River Wuzheng was much smaller and less imposing compared to this one.

Lin Xuan felt his heart tremble; the others were even more excited. Soon, their attention was drawn to a brilliant light in the distance.

A five-colored glass, that shimmering glow was dazzling, emitting an ethereal aura that was undeniably captivating.

Could it be...

"Treasure aura!"

Tian Chenshi's voice of shock and excitement reached his ears.

The term "treasure aura" referred to the light and energy emitted by a treasure or magical artifact. Not all artifacts could emit such a glow; they had to be at least a灵宝 (spiritual treasure) level, and ordinary ones were out of the question.

Primordial spirit treasures were beyond consideration, but such items were rare even in the Three Realms. Each one possessed earth-shaking power, and their owners were all renowned powers who shook the Three Realms.

Even split-minded cultivators would have a hard time seeing them, let alone ordinary Golden Core cultivators.

Apart from these two types of treasures, there was also the Xuan Tian spirit treasure that could emit such an aura.

For instance, the spiritual talisman in Lin Xuan's chest had far greater power and quality than ordinary postnatal spirit treasures. However, in the Three Realms, Xuan Tian spirit treasures were not well-known; few cultivators had heard of them.

Lin Xuan did not wish to explain further. At this moment, the gazes of Tian Chenshi and his companions were all drawn by the ethereal aura.

"Huff huff."

Lin Xuan heard their breathing deepen. In awe, he could not help but show a hint of greed in his eyes.

After all, every treasure that emitted such an aura was beyond the reach of split-minded cultivators.

This chance encounter truly seemed like heaven's gift.

What else to hesitate for? The three of them took steps forward together, each moving with great speed as if they feared being outpaced by others.

Unfortunately, the禁空禁制 (anti-air restrictions) here were incredibly powerful. Otherwise, driven by their urgency, they would have flown straight there without hesitation.

Lin Xuan was at the back. He could see clearly through the ethereal aura ahead. However, unlike those guys, Lin Xuan remained calm and unexcited.

As the saying goes, "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise." Could heaven really drop a golden opportunity?

Such good fortune seemed too easy to come by.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan was more cautious, deliberately falling behind slightly. This way, if any danger did arise, he would have more time to react.

As the saying goes, "A hair's breadth makes a thousand miles." In critical moments, that extra bit of time could mean the difference between life and death.

Although he couldn't use the御风术 (wind control technique), there wasn’t much distance. Soon, a large altar came into view.

Unlike the ruined palace, this altar was relatively well-preserved.

A white jade platform stood out most prominently, adorned with several treasures.

One sword, one flying sword, a bamboo tube, and an jade bowl.

All four treasures emitted a radiant light, with ethereal treasure aura flowing around them.

The colorful glow was pure without any impurities, leaving Tian Chenshi and his companions speechless. As the saying goes, "You may not have eaten pork, but you've seen pigs run." Could such dense treasure aura be from a primordial spirit treasure?

After all, postnatal spirit treasures often had some imperfections.

In an instant, they were trembling with excitement.

A primordial spirit treasure was something even old monsters of the Golden Core stage yearned for. Here, they suddenly saw so many.

Was this truly heaven's favor?

However, amidst their excitement, they began to watch each other more carefully.

While these treasures were tempting and enough for them to share, who wouldn't want more primordial spirit treasures?

Originally, they had only met by chance with no deep bonds. With valuable treasure in sight, even close friends would forget past feelings.

After a moment of silence, the robed old man spoke first: "Dear fellow cultivators, we are all at the split-minded stage. The treasures here are abundant enough to share. Let's not have any ulterior motives; otherwise, it will be detrimental to everyone. If we end up destroying each other, it would be a laughingstock."

"Indeed," Tian Chenshi nodded in agreement. "To receive even one primordial spirit treasure is heaven's favor. Greed leads to disaster. I agree that we should share these treasures equally."

"Haha, I am not such an greedy cultivator. The two of you have my support." The Iron Tower Venerable's hearty laughter echoed. He was a man with both roughness and finesse.

The three turned their heads together.

"I have no objections either," Lin Xuan spoke in a flat tone as if discussing ordinary matters, not something as extraordinary as primordial spirit treasures.

This was somewhat strange, but at this moment, the three of them unconsciously ignored it.
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"Alright, since there are no objections from everyone, let's get started and collect these treasures. As they say, a long night breeds many dreams..."

The robed elder pondered as he spoke, his greedy gaze never leaving the altar in front.

"Friend, your words suit me well."

Field Dawn's light laughter entered their ears.

Following this, the woman did not hesitate; with a flick of her jade hand, a red light flashed and transformed into an arm like lotus roots. Slowly but surely, she reached out to snatch the treasure that resembled a bamboo tube.

"You..."

The robed elder was both shocked and angry. He hadn't expected his opponent to make such a move without any warning. Although all four treasures were primordial artifacts, ordinary flying knives and swords were common. However, items like this bamboo tube or jade bowl often had incredible effects.

He had originally been interested in this treasure but was now left behind by the other party's swift action.

His anger almost made him turn hostile, but he held back. Lin Xuan and Iron Tower Elder still stood around them; it would be unwise to offend Field Dawn at such a time.

Well, let’s put off this matter for later. For now, we’ll endure this momentary frustration.

He sighed inwardly but dared not delay any further. With a wave of his hand, a dark and shiny giant claw appeared before him, reaching out towards the center.

The action was incredibly swift; indeed, he managed to grab the pristine jade bowl in his hand.

On the other side, Field Dawn also obtained the bamboo tube treasure, her face filled with joy as she examined it repeatedly.

While they were rushing, Lin Xuan and Iron Tower Elder still stood there nonchalantly.

They exchanged glances, their eyes showing a hint of curiosity.

"Friend Lin, no need to be so polite. The remaining knife and sword," the Iron Tower Elder's hearty laughter filled the air, his face full of豪迈.

"Haha, it doesn't matter; you can choose first as well." Lin Xuan’s voice was also carefree.

"Still, let Friend take them first."

"No, let the esteemed one choose first."

...

In the end, they pushed and pulled with each other like old friends sharing a meal, their politeness almost touching.

Field Dawn and the robed elder were stunned. They couldn't believe it even if someone told them. After all, what they were pushing for weren’t mere trash; these were primordial treasures!

Across the entire Three Realms, such items were rare as phoenix feathers or unicorn horns. Many powerful beings who had sought them in vain now found themselves with these super-strong treasures.

If not for their reservations, they would have eagerly taken both treasures into their possession. These two people were still pushing and pulling, could it be that something was wrong with their minds?

Amidst the shock, their greed also grew. Despite mutual caution, the primordial treasures were enough to make them take a risk.

"Ha ha, if the two friends are so polite, why not give these to me?"

The robed elder's dry laughter filled the air as he raised his hand, seemingly wanting to collect both treasures.

However, at that moment, something unexpected happened.

"Pfft," "Pfft," two sounds entered their ears. The bamboo tube and jade bowl in Field Dawn’s and the robed elder’s hands suddenly vanished.

No, they didn’t disappear; rather, the two treasures transformed into a black mist, which then entered their bodies through their palms.

"What... What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This unexpected turn of events left both Field Dawn and the robed elder shocked and angry. Where were those treasures?

Their thoughts only lasted for an instant before they focused on the danger at hand. After all, even if primordial treasures were enviable, one needed to be alive to enjoy them.

A black mist appeared on their hands and quickly spread throughout their bodies.

"Poison, no good, this thing has剧毒."

The robed elder's terrified voice echoed in their ears as Field Dawn’s face turned pale. She quickly took out a bottle from her storage bracelet, pulled the stopper, and swallowed an antidote pill.

The black mist's spreading slowed down, and Field Dawn heaved a sigh of relief. However, just moments later, the mist surged upwards even faster, as if the antidote she had taken was feeding the poison instead.

"This... This is impossible!"

Field Dawn’s expression crumbled in shock. The "Rose Snow Ginseng Pill" she had taken was a divine gift from her master Fairy Yang Tong, known for its ability to neutralize all poisons. Even rare toxins couldn’t completely be removed but could alleviate symptoms. How...

She was truly panicked now; perhaps she would die here?

Misfortune and fortune are interdependent. Just moments ago, she had been elated at obtaining a primordial treasure, even dreaming of ascending to the heavens and dominating the Three Realms...

Now, in an instant, she faced the prospect of dying from poisoning.

Life was like a play, but this twist was too much for her. Her heart was filled with pain, yet there was nothing she could do as black mist enveloped her body. She finally closed her eyes in agony.

Primordial treasures were just a dream; the cultivation world demanded no room for carelessness. Field Dawn’s fate mirrored that of the robed elder; both faced their inevitable demise.

Lin Xuan remained silent, though he had long seen life and death in the harsh cultivation world. The sudden loss of a vibrant life still struck him with some impact.

It wasn’t his fault; everything was their own choice. At such moments, even if he advised them, they wouldn’t listen.

Turning to look at the other survivors beside him, Lin Xuan saw the bald man’s face devoid of emotion, as if he had anticipated this all along.

Noticing Lin Xuan's gaze, the bald man turned back, their eyes meeting in the air without any concealment.

"Seems like you knew everything from the start. Could it be that you set up a trap?" Lin Xuan spoke calmly, his voice devoid of emotion, leaving no clue to his feelings.

"A trap? Of course not; I am here for the first time. How could I have set up such a trap? Everything is just their own greed."

The Iron Tower Elder shook his head, his voice equally indifferent. Lin Xuan was certain he wasn’t lying.

To be fair, what he said made sense, but how many people could resist the allure of primordial treasures?

At this moment, the other party spoke again: "You, esteemed one, are truly remarkable. This Moon Illusion Poison is unparalleled in the world. I thought you would act like those fools and wouldn’t need me to do anything. Did someone tell you about the wonders of this place?"

The Iron Tower Elder's voice held a hint of doubt.
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"Phantom Moon Poison?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. If the other party didn't reveal the answer, he would truly have been at a loss to figure out the origin of this poison for a moment or two.

But now he suddenly understood why. The Phantom Moon Poison was not well-known; it wasn’t as famous as the Ten Great Strange Poisons in the Three Realms. However, when it came to power, even those highly renowned poisons might not match up to it.

The terrifying aspect of this poison didn't lie in its immediate lethality but in its insolubility!

Even a late-stage cultivator who had passed through tribulation could never rid themselves of this poison once they were poisoned. They would have to suffer severe damage to their cultivation.

It was said that during ancient times, there was a Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons who roamed the world with this Phantom Moon Poison as his weapon. At one point, cultivators from all three realms looked at him askance, and even the Three Realms trembled in fear. It wasn't an exaggeration to say it caused panic.

However, Chapter 2966 of *The Pill-Refining Anecdotes* said, "When a tree stands out among the forest, the wind will surely break it." This Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons was indeed formidable, but his character and cultivation were slightly lacking.

He was too arrogant and domineering. Not only did he not take ordinary immortals or demon kings seriously, but he even declared that he would challenge one of the most mysterious and powerful figures from among the great cultivators of the Three Realms—Avalokitesvara!

That's right; it was Moon's previous life, the Lord of Yin.

Initially, Avalokitesvara didn't take this guy’s challenge seriously. After all, what was his status? Although he was currently at the peak of his power, compared to her, he was still on a different level—just a clown.

Though the outside challenges were exaggerated, Avalokitesvara simply dismissed them with a smile.

It wasn’t out of fear or cowardice; it’s like how an ant showing its fangs in front of humans wouldn't be taken seriously. Avalokitesvara saw this guy as nothing more than an ant—or perhaps a stronger one.

But even the strongest ant was still just an ant.

However, the Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons didn’t see it that way.

He interpreted Avalokitesvara’s lack of concern as cowardice. Since she was afraid, he decided to prove his strength by forcing her into a corner and making her accept this challenge.

If you don't come out, I'll make my own move! This guy decided to go looking for trouble.

Chapter 2966 of *The Pill-Refining Anecdotes* said that the Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons didn’t go to the Netherworld of Yin. In many sacred mountains and holy sites in the Three Realms, Avalokitesvara had palaces. After some effort, he found a lead on one of her palaces and then… he boldly made his way there.

There were no coincidences. Of course, Avalokitesvara wasn’t at that palace.

But it didn’t matter to him; whether she was there or not, he only wanted to do something—to force her out by any means necessary.

If you’re afraid of fighting me, I’ll use a bait-and-switch tactic and make sure you can't avoid this challenge.

From this perspective, the Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons had some cunning. Unfortunately, his cleverness backfired.

He was a ruthless and decisive person, or perhaps he just lacked consideration when acting. Seeing that Avalokitesvara wasn’t at her palace, he decided to be brutal and killed all the maidservants inside.

The entire palace was reduced to rubble; only ruins remained.

Such results naturally enraged Avalokitesvara. She didn't want to engage him, but he dared to tamper with her domain.

This is too much!

Avalokitesvara accepted his challenge and they fought on Soulfall Mountain.

However, the so-called battle was questionable. They were indeed facing each other one-on-one, but there wasn’t any real combat. The Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons was at the peak of his power, but Avalokitesvara was a figure comparable to a true cultivator, perhaps even surpassing them. With just one move, he was defeated.

Yes, with just one move.

Then, Avalokitesvara avenged her palace by extracting and refining his soul.

The Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons lost miserably, almost pathetically. However, the reason for this wasn’t without cause.

Firstly, Avalokitesvara was simply too powerful; a new great cultivator challenging her was clearly overestimating their own capabilities.

Secondly, the Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons’ secret technique, or his trump card, had no use against Avalokitesvara.

The Phantom Moon Poison’s toxicity was indeed fierce, but it also had clear weaknesses. This poison couldn’t attach to other divine artifacts; it could only take effect by directly contacting a cultivator's body.

In other words, as long as you didn't let the poison touch your body, that would suffice.

And with Avalokitesvara’s strength, achieving this was extremely easy.

Thus, the Divine King of Ten Thousand Poisons fell like a fleeting flower and perished at Avalokitesvara's hands.

This secret remained unknown to most cultivators. Lin Xuan knew it because Avalokitesvara was Moon's previous life; he had collected all relevant clues about her. He learned this secret afterward.

The story didn’t have an ending, but the method of refining the Phantom Moon Poison likely ended up in Avalokitesvara’s hands.

Since that was the case, its appearance at Avalokitesvara’s palace wasn't surprising.

As for the fewprimordial spirit treasure he had just seen, Lin Xuan could find reasonable explanations.

It was said that while the Phantom Moon Poison's toxicity was indeed fierce, it also possessed a unique characteristic: the ability to transform. This poison could change form in myriad ways and looked exactly like what it transformed into, creating an almost perfect illusion.

Even divine eye techniques couldn’t penetrate its disguise.

According to legend, only two things could see through this poison’s transformations:

Firstly, reaching true cultivator strength.

Secondly, phoenix eyes.

The Heavenly Phoenix was the king of all birds; its gaze could pierce through any illusion in the world. Lin Xuan could also use the Divine Eye of the Heavenly Phoenix, though it was a simulated technique with similar effects. However, his current strength still couldn’t match that of a true divine phoenix.

So when he saw those four treasures on the altar, he didn't recognize them as fake.

But what if they were real? Was there really such a thing as an easy windfall?

Perhaps there was!

But Lin Xuan didn’t believe in good luck. As the saying went, "Better safe than sorry." Being cautious couldn’t hurt.

Moreover, even if these were indeed trueprimordial spirit treasure, he wasn't worried about them being taken away since his strength far surpassed theirs. Even without seizing the initiative, reclaiming them would be effortless.

Lin Xuan was confident in his wisdom, but things turned out to be much more complex than he imagined. The Iron Tower Sage seemed to have known everything from the start.

Could it be that he had come here before or perhaps this was all part of his plot?

Lin Xuan’s face showed a playful expression as he carefully observed the other party.
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And with a glance, he could see the difference.

"Originally, you are not an immortal cultivator."

"Haha, your eyesight is indeed impressive. However, it's too late to realize this now, don't you think?"

The mocking voice of the Tower Sovereign entered his ears as a faint layer of demonic aura began to permeate his body, though not very thick. His identity was already clear.

A primordial demon!

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with scrutiny: "From your words, it seems you knew that this先天灵宝originated from the Moon Illusion Poison beforehand. Could you have come here before?"

"Your questions are endless. A dying person like me has no need for such intense curiosity. If you're wise, submit and suffer less. Otherwise..."

The threat in his voice made Lin Xuan laugh instead of getting angry: "You, a primordial demon at the One-Pointed Mind realm, dare to make such bold claims. Strength determines victory or defeat; we must fight to know. If you don't want to say anything, it's fine. I'll capture and torture you later to find out on my own."

Lin Xuan wasn't just spouting nonsense. With his current strength, he could easily subdue anyone of the same realm—whether human, primordial demon, yin spirit, or ghostly creature; none posed any real threat.

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan acted.

He flicked his sleeves and emitted silver light, not a powerful technique but several sword qi that darted forward towards the front.

Though it seemed casual, its power was formidable. The Nine Palaces Musty Sword was no joke; the sword qi Lin Xuan released was as effective as those from other cultivators of the same realm.

This move served both an attacking and probing purpose. He intended to capture this opponent alive.

"You..."

Lin Xuan attacked without any warning, provoking the Tower Sovereign's ire. Red light flashed in his eyes, hinting at madness.

He raised his fists and lightly tapped them together before his chest.

Boom!

As he moved, black light surged, enveloping his fists in a dark flame.

With a swift movement, he clashed with the brilliant sword qi, delivering several punches.

His movements were simple yet effective; no flashy techniques. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as if he had seen something remarkable about these two punches.

Indeed, when the punch wind and sword qi collided, they dissipated.

Lin Xuan's expression turned genuinely surprised. His move was a probe, but it still held considerable power. The opponent managed to block it effortlessly with just his bare fists, without relying on any treasures.

This guy proved even more troublesome than expected.

The thought flashed through his mind, but Lin Xuan didn't take it seriously.

How troublesome? He had already killed several old monsters at the Tribulation realm, and this one was merely a One-Pointed Mind existence. What could he do?

In essence, he considered them mere ants in comparison!

To be honest, Lin Xuan's self-assurance was somewhat arrogant. But he indeed possessed the strength of an old monster at the Tribulation realm. Facing a One-Pointed Mind primordial demon here wasn't about being cautious; it was sheer foolishness.

Lin Xuan certainly didn't act like that fool. He had no intention of wasting time with this opponent, capturing him alive and extracting his soul to reveal all doubts.

Action followed thought as Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, producing a clear ringing sound. Dozens of bright silver swords emerged from his sleeves, forming a swirling sword light in front of him.

This time, he wasn't using sword qi but the essence of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword itself.

Its sharpness was unmatched; even old monsters at the Tribulation realm wouldn't take it lightly. Lin Xuan wondered what this One-Pointed Mind primordial demon could do to block such a formidable treasure.

The appearance of the divine sword changed everything.

A look of shock appeared on the Tower Sovereign's face. Primordial demons were naturally combative, and he had experienced countless trials to reach his current realm. His gaze swept over the sword lights, causing his expression to change dramatically.

However, this was far from the end; in fact, it was just beginning.

Lin Xuan muttered a difficult incantation, raising his right hand and pointing at the front.

"Quickly!"

A spell shot out from his fingertips, shaking all the sword lights. The silver light became even more dazzling as it instantly multiplied into hundreds of identical sword lights swirling before him. The spectacle was not just eye-catching but truly terrifying.

"You... you..."

The Tower Sovereign's mouth tasted bitter; he could feel the power of those sword lights. Even a few might overwhelm him, and with so many, no fancy techniques were needed—just overwhelming attacks to be cut into pieces.

How is that possible?

He was only a One-Pointed Mind cultivator. How could his meager spiritual energy drive such terrifying treasures?

But reality stood before him; questioning it now held no meaning.

With the situation at this point, he had no interest in seeking more treasures; survival was first.

He wouldn't die easily. Dropping his body, countless black auras emerged to protect him. He then reached into his waist and struck several times, revealing multiple treasures with magical light.

These treasures emitted demonic light, transforming into ugly, vicious monsters that blocked the sword lights.

"A螳臂挡车!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery as the brilliant sword lights cut through these creatures like a storm, reducing them to pieces. The dense black aura had no effect; it shattered and dimmed like ordinary iron.

The sword lights continued unimpeded, entering the black aura.

The thick demonic aura was like paper; it failed to stop anything at this moment.

Cries of pain filled his ears as the primordial demon was cut into pieces by the sword lights. A tiny demonic embryo appeared, frantically trying to escape.

But that wasn't easy. Lin Xuan wouldn't let him go. Today's Lin Xuan was far from his former self; he didn't need the Inverted Sea Spear. With a finger forming a sword in mid-air, he contained a hint of spatial法则, enough to disrupt any teleportation attempts by the opponent.

(To be continued.) If you like this work, please continue reading.
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...

The dull thud sounded in his ears as a small, inch-long元婴 tumbled out.

Surprisingly, the figure was clad in a shiny black armor from head to toe. His face was filled with panic.

"Still want to run?"

Lin Xuan didn't waste any words and raised his right hand. A burst of spiritual light enveloped him, forming a five-colored light霞 that gathered into a large hand about ten feet long.

Without hesitation, he reached out with the hand. This time, there was no escape for the opponent as they were trapped by the five-colored spiritual light. Lin Xuan captured them alive.

Next, it was only natural that Lin Xuan would use soul probing techniques.

The entire process wasn't complicated. After a cup of tea's worth of time, flames erupted from Lin Xuan’s hand and the Iron Tower Patriarch turned to nothingness, his soul scattered.

"Turns out it's a Twin Heart Demon!"

Lin Xuan sighed; all his doubts had vanished. The other party was a newcomer here but knew about the先天灵宝 on the altar, transformed by the Moon Illusion Poison. This seemed far-fetched, but knowing the wonders of the Twin Heart Demons made everything clear.

So-called twin demons referred to two beings like human twins. However, the Twin Heart Demons had a unique connection—they could share each other's experiences as if they were one entity.

In other words, it was akin to the感应 between an avatar and its original body.

The Iron Tower Patriarch had a brother who was also a twin demon. Ten thousand years ago, his brother entered Spirit Wave Valley by chance and mistakenly wandered into Nightmare Desert. They eventually found the oasis and ended up in the ruins of this Asura King's palace.

Their subsequent experiences mirrored those Lin Xuan and his companions encountered.

His brother, along with several other cultivators, couldn't resist the allure of the先天灵宝 and perished due to the Moon Illusion Poison.

Through their mental connection, the Iron Tower Patriarch knew all about it. That’s why he could predict events before they happened.

Originally, he planned to kill Lin Xuan and his companions.

He was confident in his success; after all, which spirit cultivator in the Three Realms could resist the allure of a先天灵宝?

Even cautious individuals might hesitate, but in such situations, one would fear losing the opportunity to their comrades. After all, it was a先天灵宝—a regrettable loss if missed.

Once they succumbed to the Moon Illusion Poison, the true treasure would be his.

Yes, the true treasure.

Though the Iron Tower Patriarch didn't know what it was, he knew that Asura King wouldn’t place such a dangerous poison here without a reason. She wouldn’t harm herself for no gain.

Since there was such a terrible poison, the purpose must have been to protect an invaluable treasure.

These were the Iron Tower Patriarch's speculations, but he had full confidence in them.

He was certain of his success.

Unfortunately, human plans often go awry. Lin Xuan couldn't be judged by common sense; he had withstood the allure of a先天灵宝 and was far more powerful than the Iron Tower Patriarch. Thus, this guy met a tragic end.

Lin Xuan became the ultimate victor in the Three Realms where strength reigned supreme.

Thinking about the clues from soul probing, Lin Xuan fell into silence.

While the Iron Tower Patriarch was dead, he still held Lin Xuan's analysis in high regard.

Moon... no, her past life Asura King must have left this poison for a reason. If there were treasures here, it would make sense.

Could it be that bracelet?

Perhaps Venerable Qingyan knew something, but he didn't say anything. There was no way to extract his soul now; all the answers lay in Lin Xuan's exploration.

But there was Moon Illusion Poison...

A look of difficulty flashed across Lin Xuan’s face.

Indeed, he had practiced with Phantom Heavenly Fire and could disregard most poisons in the Three Realms, but not this one. At least, Lin Xuan wouldn't dare try it.

He wasn’t foolish; who would risk their life for a joke?

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly and couldn’t come up with any good ideas. After all, there was more than just Moon Illusion Poison here. There should be some intricate禁制 set up. Although he had limited knowledge of阵法, Lin Xuan still had the eye to spot it.

The禁制 worked like this: as long as one didn't attack, they were fine; but once they attacked, trouble would ensue.

Though just a guess, Lin Xuan was hesitant to try given that Asura King set it up. If he died at the hands of Moon's past life, wouldn’t that be an injustice?

What should he do?

Lin Xuan didn't know. In any case, rash actions were foolish. Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn’t in a hurry and thus remained silent.

...

Three days passed unnoticed. Lin Xuan slapped his forehead; he remembered the solution. Why had he forgotten about it?

He acted on his thought and took out the须臾袋 from his waistband, placing it against his forehead.

There was no other way since his神识 was restricted here. Once released, it would vanish into thin air. Thus, Lin Xuan could only use this method to search through the contents of the须臾袋.

In a blink, a cup of tea's worth of time passed. Finally, Lin Xuan lifted his head with a look of joy on his face.

Found it.

The reason for the long search was twofold: first, Lin Xuan had accumulated much wealth and many treasures in the须臾袋, making it difficult to find what he needed; second, the item was unremarkable and could have been lost anywhere.

Fortunately, he finally found it.

Lin Xuan reached out, a flash of spiritual light appearing before him. A壮汉 appeared.

Upon closer inspection, the figure had a呆板 face—nothing but an animated puppet with only元婴期 cultivation.

This was one of Lin Xuan's treasures from his time in the human world. As he grew stronger, it lost its purpose, but now it proved useful.

Yes, Lin Xuan’s plan was simple: use a puppet to retrieve the treasure.

Humans could be poisoned, but puppets were lifeless and thus immune to Moon Illusion Poison—like water turning tofu; one thing neutralizes another.

The only difficulty now was that he couldn't release his神识 here to control the puppet. However, this didn’t deter Lin Xuan as he devised a solution.
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In the Nightmare Desert, his divine consciousness couldn't be projected outward. But that mattered not; he could still control the puppet with his essence soul.

Do not forget that Lin Xuan was now a powerful cultivator at the Shenfen level. It wasn’t difficult for him to detach a fragment of his essence soul and attach it to the puppet.

Thus, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, holding his breath and focusing deeply as he silently recited a spell. Soon, after a cup of tea’s time had passed, he raised his right hand and extended his index finger, gently placing it on the center of his forehead before slowly withdrawing it. As he moved, a thread of five-colored glass-like strands emerged from his forehead.

The thread was only an inch long, unlike sword threads or magical power; it seemed somewhat eerie.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of discomfort as he tore apart his essence soul, but the pain quickly faded as his divine consciousness was much stronger than that of ordinary cultivators. He resumed his normal appearance.

"Go!"

He kept his previous stance and swung his right hand forward. The fragment of his soul seemed to have a mind of its own, entering the puppet.

The puppet’s eyes then lit up.

Though its face remained expressionless, it appeared more alive than before.

"Huff!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and expelled a mouthful of stale air.

He had performed the technique too hastily, but he was glad that it was finally complete.

Then, the puppet turned its head and moved its limbs as it needed to familiarize itself with this new body.

This process didn’t need much elaboration. Soon, the fragment could control the puppet freely, walking towards the altar.

There were two treasures on the altar: a flying knife and a divine sword, emitting the aura of primordial spiritual artifacts. However, Lin Xuan knew that they had transformed from the Moon Illusion Poison. He wouldn’t touch them voluntarily.

But where was the real treasure?

Lin Xuan’s gaze wandered. The altar held nothing else but an unremarkable stone pillar standing alone.

The stone pillar was ordinary and lacked any captivating features.

However, Lin Xuan’s eyes fell on it without hesitation as the puppet took a step forward without delay.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened.

"Zhu Zhu," two sounds entered his ears. There were no signs of warning before two threads of cold light transformed from the knife and sword, moving with lightning speed to strike the puppet.

The speed was incredible; even Lin Xuan’s main body wouldn’t have been certain about dodging it. The puppet had no chance and was hit.

But he wasn’t cut into pieces.

The flying knives and divine swords, though impressive in appearance, were actually transformed from the Moon Illusion Poison.

Indeed, upon contact with the puppet, they melted away like snow in a furnace.

In their place, two black mists entered the puppet’s body.

The Moon Illusion Poison was notorious across the three realms. If anyone were to switch places with it, even an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage would surely suffer greatly and possibly not survive.

However, for the puppet, which was a lifeless object, such poison could do nothing.

Thus, the Arrogant King of Devils’ fatal strike seemed like a gentle breeze, effortlessly dissipating.

The puppet then approached the stone pillar.

This pillar was about ten feet tall. It looked as if it would take several people to encircle it, but there were no other peculiarities. Lin Xuan’s keen eyes couldn’t determine its material.

The puppet stopped and pushed with one fist.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as dust rose. The strength of this puppet equaled that of an Incubus Stage cultivator; at least a hundred thousand pounds. But the pillar remained unmoved, not even trembling.

Lin Xuan was unsurprised; he had only intended to test it. If he could figure it out immediately, that would be strange.

For some time, Lin Xuan controlled the puppet to try various methods—pushing and shaking—but none worked. He couldn’t help feeling frustrated but knew that good things came after much effort. After all, he had traveled far just to get here; giving up over a few setbacks was not an option.

So, he continued manipulating the puppet with the stone pillar.

Finally, after the puppet accidentally rotated the pillar several times and pushed hard, it fell with a loud crash.

As they say, what is difficult does not come easily.

Lin Xuan’s solution seemed simple. The material of the pillar was special, even excessively heavy for most cultivators to move. Fortunately, his puppet had immense strength; otherwise, he wasn’t sure if he could have done it.

With the pillar down, a large hole appeared before him.

It went deep and cold winds blew through. A green stone staircase extended into the unknown.

If Lin Xuan were to go in himself, he might hesitate, but now controlling only a puppet, there was no need for caution. He stepped forward.

To his surprise, this passage was very short. After descending several dozen feet, it lit up ahead.

Lin Xuan quickened his pace and entered a small stone room.

Inside, there was nothing but a table and a chair.

On the table lay a round plate with an jade box resting on top.

Even though Lin Xuan’s main body was outside, he could see everything through the puppet as if it were real.

Without hesitation, he instructed the puppet to pick up the jade box.

With a "clack," it opened. A bracelet appeared inside.

Elegant and well-made, clearly meant for a woman, but that was all.

Lin Xuan didn’t find anything extraordinary about it.

Neither did the puppet, which played with it endlessly without discovering anything.

However, several characters caught his eye on the box.

He quickly picked up the box to see the tiny script on its back: Seven Treasures of the Arrogant King!

"Seven Treasures of the Arrogant King!"

Lin Xuan repeated this phrase softly. He still couldn’t figure it out.

But two things were certain:

First, this was indeed a gift left behind by the Arrogant King; second, Purple Beauty’s efforts had been aimed at obtaining this bracelet.

Unfortunately, he didn’t know its origin but wasn’t in a hurry to find out. He would gather information gradually.

He instructed the puppet to thoroughly search the room and ensure no other treasures were missed before bringing the bracelet back up. (To be continued.) If you enjoyed this work, please continue reading.
第两千九百七十章 九头鸟

"Devil's Seven Treasures!"

(This chapter was hand-typed by the Madman.)

This was something left behind from Mo Er's past life. The exact purpose of it was unknown, but Lin Xuan could be certain that it was definitely no ordinary item. Otherwise, King Asura wouldn't have cherished and hidden it here.

Thinking about the person who had left this behind, a warm feeling stirred in Lin Xuan's heart. Where was Mo Er now?

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt his mind wandering. After some time, he gradually regained his composure. He believed that true love would eventually prevail, and that he and Mo Er would meet again.

Though the exact timing was unknown, there was no need to dwell on personal matters at present. The pressing matter now should be to leave this place as soon as possible.

Wait a moment, perhaps it wasn't necessary to rush so much.

A flash of insight crossed Lin Xuan's mind as he turned his head and began to observe the surroundings.

Looking around, there were some bricks and rubble. Although King Asura's palace had turned into ruins, the scenery here was extremely elegant.

Just looking at it made one feel refreshed and invigorated. The concentration of qi here was so dense that it had already reached the point where it could crystallize like snow.

Such a place, while he had experienced many such places in his life, was still something he had rarely encountered. Even Nai Long's Penglai Immortal Island fell short. If he were to break through his bottleneck here, the chances would undoubtedly increase significantly.

However, Lin Xuan did not make an immediate decision. While this place's qi was enviable, its drawbacks were equally obvious.

Simply put, Lin Xuan feared that there might be unknown dangers lurking.

This wasn't unfounded worry; after all, Dreamland Desert was too mysterious and unpredictable. How could he not have concerns? He was not afraid of everything, but the only thing he worried about was whether some unforeseen danger would suddenly appear when he was most vulnerable to breaking through his bottleneck. At that moment, he would be at his weakest, and a misstep could send him straight to the underworld.

Although this was merely Lin Xuan's concern, he did not dare to be careless regarding matters concerning life and death. Better safe than sorry.

Should he break through here or leave in search of another place?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered, his inner turmoil evident.

After a full teacup’s worth of time, he finally chuckled.

Even if he wanted to leave, there was no way out. He seemed to be overthinking this.

Well, better stick to the old ways for now. He would search through the ruins of Asura Palace and see what else he could find before making a decision.

This should be the most reliable choice in such circumstances.

With that thought, Lin Xuan began carefully considering the ruins of Asura Palace.

---

Without the aid of his spirit sense, the speed was naturally not fast. Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush, and he could wait for this time.

...

Indeed, hard work pays off. After meticulously searching for several dozen days, Lin Xuan did have some收获.

He actually found an array disk.

Yes, it was an array disk. It sounded simple enough.

However, the things controlled by this array disk were no small matter.

Along with the array disk, there was also a jade pupil cylinder discovered.

After pressing his forehead against it and scanning with his spirit sense, all the mysteries were finally revealed.

In fact, Spirit Wave Valley was actually a true spirit space.

A true spirit space was where true spirits resided. It existed outside the Three Realms and was a superior upper realm, second only to the Immortal Realm.

It wasn't surprising; environments and resources in a true spirit's dwelling would be far beyond those of the Spirit Realm or Ancient Demon Realm.

Moreover, the better the true spirit, the more excellent its environment and resources.

For example, the Heaven Phoenix Realm and True Dragon Realm, their environments were no less superior than the Immortal Realm.

The only drawback was that the area of a true spirit space was usually not too large. Of course, this was relative, and true spirits would get bored. Given their immense power, they wouldn't mind tearing through the void to explore the Three Realms when bored.

Even the weakest true spirit's strength far exceeded that of ordinary Transcendence Period cultivators, so they didn't worry about encountering danger.

True spirits were actually neither inherently good nor evil; they did things according to their nature.

When in a good mood, they would help cultivators. For those who met them when they were in such moods, it was like having good luck.

A single encounter could change one's fate.

However, if the true spirit was in a bad mood and encountered someone, that person could only sigh and complain about their bad luck.

This wasn't joking; the power of a true spirit could move mountains and overturn seas. They could destroy an entire cultivator city in an instant.

Even as a Transcendence Period cultivator, encountering them would be better to seek blessings rather than curses. Just escaping with one's life was already good enough.

Of course, it wasn't that true spirits were invincible.

There were many powerful figures in the Three Realms.

---

The most powerful of all was undoubtedly King Asura.

In some far-off ancient moment, a snow-white maiden entered the Nine-Headed Serpent Realm.

Nine-Headed Serpent might not be the strongest true spirit, but it was certainly one of the most terrifying. It had once fought against True Dragon and Phoenix alone; its temper was the most explosive among all true spirits.

Someone actually dared to enter its territory, and Nine-Headed Serpent became extremely angry. It immediately used its power to attack that person, intending to send them to the underworld.

Unfortunately, it made a mistake. King Asura was originally the ruler of the Yīn Realm.

After a fierce battle, Nine-Headed Serpent lay down before her and signed a master-servant blood pact, becoming King Asura's pet.

Similar events had occurred in other true spirit realms.

Nile Dragon fell to the former Demon Lord's hand.

Chaos was subdued by Frost Soul Demon Ancestor.

However, such occurrences were rare. In the Three Realms, there weren't many figures of such power that one could count on their fingers.

So most true spirits lived carefree lives, and few dared to provoke them in the Three Realms.

Nine-Headed Bird was one of them.

This creature's temper was no less explosive than Nine-Headed Serpent from ancient times.

Moreover, it was arrogant.

Once, for some reason, Nine-Headed Bird accidentally entered the Underworld.

You go where you want; with its strength, as long as it didn't cause a major disaster, no one would dare to provoke it. After all, Nine-Headed Bird was among the strongest true spirits, not far behind the Six Kings of Yīn Realm.

Who knew that this creature caused trouble in the Underworld, or more accurately, vented its frustration there.

The exact reason was unknown, but on that day, Nine-Headed Bird's mood was terrible. It went on a rampage in the Yīn Realm to vent its anger.

Just imagine; such an existence, if it fully exerted itself, would cause unimaginable destruction.

For the Yīn Realm, this was akin to a disaster from heaven.

After venting its frustration, Nine-Headed Bird's mood improved significantly. However, misfortune followed joy; this creature ended up in Asura Clan territory. (To be continued.) If you like this work, please support it.
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The Yin Realm was vast and expansive, not inferior to the Spiritual or Demon Realms. This fellow just had to run into the territory of the Asura Tribe and cause trouble. It seemed that this was his fate.

If it were merely a small disturbance, King Asura would likely dismiss it with a wave of his hand. However, this fellow did not know when to stop; he unleashed great powers, destroying nine cities of the Asura Tribe one after another. Several important figures within the tribe were also eliminated by him without mercy.

This was intolerable. Although King Asura was broad-minded, how could she sit idly by in such a situation?

Thus, she personally took action.

"Nature's wrath can be endured; self-inflicted punishment cannot." This time, the Nine-Headed Bird had truly stirred up a hornet's nest.

Although it was extremely powerful within its True Spirit realm, compared to King Asura, it was too weak. The outcome of this battle was obvious—the Nine-Headed Bird was beaten to a pulp and nearly perished.

Despite his miserable state, he was still a True Spirit existence with several formidable survival techniques. In the face of such a predicament, this fellow felt both regret and anger, and without hesitation, unleashed all his survival techniques.

King Asura, indeed, was the foremost expert in the Three Realms, but she wasn't omnipotent. Caught off guard, she truly managed to escape and returned to her True Spirit realm.

However, matters were far from over.

Given that this fellow had caused such a great calamity, how could King Asura easily let him go? The saying "victims have heads, debtors have owners" held true—people must pay the price for their actions, even True Spirits were not exempt.

The Nine-Headed Bird fled back to its territory, shaken and terrified. But this did not change its fate; who would have thought that it would provoke King Asura?

Perdition!

Originally, a True Spirit could achieve immortality, but this time, the Nine-Headed Bird lost even its soul, facing an irreversible fate.

Moreover, with the death of the Nine-Headed Bird, its True Spirit realm became unclaimed. If left unchecked, it would eventually be occupied by another True Spirit.

King Asura was no ordinary figure; her spoils were not to be coveted by others. Furthermore, the Nine-Headed Bird's strength and the quality of its True Spirit realm made it an ideal candidate for acquisition.

Given this, it could serve as compensation for the losses suffered by the Asura Tribe.

Thus, King Asura used great powers to refine the Nine-Headed Bird's True Spirit realm and established her own palace there, renaming it Lingbo Valley.

This artifact controlled the array. With its possession, the restrictions of the Nightmare Desert could be manipulated freely. Closing the array would ensure that no obstructions hindered one’s perception, making it easier to leave.

However, was leaving necessary?

Having found a solution, Lin Xuan did not rush to depart.

For him, possessing an artifact capable of controlling these restrictions meant that the Nightmare Desert posed no danger; in fact, it became the safest place. Here, he could break through his bottleneck and even consider it the most enticing choice for cultivation.

This was not mere speculation. He didn't need to set up any additional restrictions.

He had already experienced the complexity of the Inverted Five Elements Array; even a Golden Monarch at the Tribulation Transcending stage would get lost.

Moreover, Lingbo Valley was inaccessible to such beings. Even if others remained for another few dozen days, they would all leave after that period.

By then, Lingbo Valley would only have him as the sole cultivator, free from disturbance. With the high concentration of essence qi here, where else could one find a better place for cultivation?

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. As the saying goes, "when you search for something diligently, it appears when you least expect." The ruins of King Asura's palace would be his best choice to break through his bottleneck.

Deciding so, Lin Xuan extended his divine sense, carefully searching every corner of the mountain peak. The ruins of the Asura Palace were particularly scrutinized.

Although he had previously searched, without a divine sense, he might have missed something crucial.

However, this time, it was clear that Lin Xuan's caution was unnecessary; there were neither treasures nor hidden dangers to be found.

This was an inconclusive result but satisfactory for him. All preparations were in place, and now, he should focus on cultivation.

But Lin Xuan did not rush. He needed to wait another hundred days until all the cultivators who entered Lingbo Valley had left.

This time was necessary and appropriate.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't idle during this period. He first cleared the ruins of the palace at the peak, then established a new cave dwelling.

After all, he intended to stay for a long time, so a place to reside was essential.

With a wave of his sleeve, swordlight emerged like fish in water as Lin Xuan had already become adept at establishing such dwellings. It didn't take much effort.

Then, he retrieved the True Spirit puppet.

Although he rarely used it due to limited spirit stones, now he intended for it to guard by his side.

In other words, acting as a guardian for him.

Since it was stationary and wouldn't consume energy from the spirit stones, its strength could fend off most enemies in case of unexpected incidents.

Satisfied with his arrangement, although not completely foolproof, the risk of encountering danger was minimal.

Then Lin Xuan sat cross-legged. He only needed to wait a few dozen days before all other cultivators left Lingbo Valley, allowing him to focus on breaking through his bottleneck. (To be continued.)
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Days passed one by one.

For cultivators with a long lifespan, a mere few dozen days was but a blink of an eye. Soon enough, the 100-day period ended. Among those who entered the Spirit Wave Valley along with Lin Xuan, only a handful had not yet met their end, while the rest should have already broken the jade talisman and left.

Thus, Lin Xuan no longer lingered and began taking his medicine to meditate. Although his main yuan婴 (core) was now at the peak of the Spirit Separation stage, just one step away from breaking through, he knew how difficult this bottleneck was. He needed to consolidate his realm first before seeking a breakthrough; that would increase his chances of success.

And right then, the abundance of qi became evident. The colorful snowflakes swirled around Lin Xuan and directly entered his skin, entering the extraordinary meridians within him.

"Good, good. This feeling is like meditating with top-grade crystal stones."

Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy. The land he had discovered far exceeded expectations. Despite the hardships, his fortune was indeed bountiful, increasing his chances of advancing by a notch.

...

Happiness and sorrow coexisted. Meanwhile, in a secret room on Lightning Void Island, two people were whispering secretly.

"Qingyan Daoist Friend, you are sure that all the young cultivators who entered the Spirit Wave Valley have returned here, none left behind? Remember, there were one hundred of them initially, and only fifty or so have come back. Isn't this too few?" A cold voice rang out, with evident anger and impatience.

"Your Highness says so because you doubt me. The jade talisman was made by myself; how could it possibly go wrong? Once broken, it will definitely send them back to Lightning Void Island. And these little fellows can't escape our notice once they appear. They'll be brought back without any omissions," a hoarse voice replied solemnly.

The owner of the first voice was none other than one of the Nine True Demons Ancestors. Of course, Ice Spirit Immortal sent only an avatar here.

Her face was icy cold, and the yin cloud in her eyes was clearly visible.

"Hmph. Even if you say so, how can I know there won't be any mistakes or that some of them are stuck in the Spirit Wave Valley?" Ice Spirit Immortal said unhappily.

"If Your Highness says so, then it's unfair to Qingyan," the other said with a bitter smile. "But Your Highness is overly cautious. The Spirit Wave Valley indeed yields much, and its spirit veins aren't bad either. But if they don't come out now, their only chance is to advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage within one hundred years to gain the ability to break through the void and leave. There's just a hundred years left. Do you think those little fellows dare take such risks?" Qingyan Patriarch said.

"Alright, even if as you say, with only fifty or so coming out, your Highness doesn't find that slightly lacking," Ice Spirit Immortal persisted.

"Humph, your Highness isn't from the Lost Plane, a place where cultivators are born. I may not have been to the Spirit Wave Valley, but my understanding of it is far greater than yours. There are many treasures inside, but danger is also high. Out of one hundred who entered, fifty or so came out; that's perfectly normal."

"But..."

"Enough, your Highness. Regardless, Qingyan has fulfilled his promise. Shouldn't Your Highness honor her end of the bargain?" Qingyan Patriarch rubbed his hands together with eager anticipation.

"What did I promise?"

"You...!"

Ice Spirit Immortal's words made Qingyan Patriarch furious. He stared into her eyes and retorted unhappily, "You are one of the True Demon Ancestors, a person whose word is as heavy as nine tripod cauldrons. How can you not keep your word? Do you want to break it for personal gain? You promised me that if I found the bracelet, you would tell me how to leave this Lost Plane."

"Indeed, Your Highness did say so. But have you fulfilled your promise? Did you find the bracelet?" Ice Spirit Immortal said indifferently.

"But what you said was different," Qingyan Patriarch was both shocked and angry. "You once said that no matter whether I found the bracelet or not, you would tell me how to leave this plane."

"Changing your mind, it seems you have a bad memory!"

Ice Spirit Immortal's sweet laughter echoed in his ears: "If I find the bracelet, of course, I will tell you how to leave. But now that there is nothing, our agreement is null and void."

"You...!"

Being openly reneged on by her, Qingyan Patriarch was filled with a profound sense of depression and anger. He wasn't just any ordinary cultivator; he was an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

No matter where he went in the past, he was always revered. People fawned over him, but never had he been so toyed with.

"Very well, very well. It seems Your Highness truly doesn't value Qingyan. Since that's the case, I'll test your True Demon Ancestor strength."

Qingyan Patriarch fell silent for a moment before laughing furiously.

If Ice Spirit Immortal were in her true form, he would have to bite his tongue and swallow this bitter pill no matter how angry he was.

But she was just an avatar; he couldn't let it go so easily.

True Demon Ancestors be damned. Even if the avatar hadn't yet transcended the Tribulation stage, giving her a taste of his power wouldn't hurt.

Before he could finish speaking, a silver light shot out from his mouth and streaked towards Ice Spirit Immortal's head like lightning, slashing down without hesitation.

This attack seemed simple but contained the laws of heaven and earth. It sliced through the void, ignoring the dozen feet between them—something not even an instant teleportation spell could achieve.

"Your Highness really wants to fight?"

Ice Spirit Immortal remained unperturbed, her voice tinged with regret as she pointed a finger forward.

To be fair, her finger didn't move quickly. Every action was clear and visible.

Yet this slow movement broke the rules of time and space.

The silver light had yet to fall when Ice Spirit Immortal's finger arrived first.

Pfft...

A light sound echoed in his ears, followed by Qingyan Patriarch seeing a shocking scene: The silver light stopped mid-air, shattering into pieces under the power of Ice Spirit Immortal's finger.

The surface was covered with fine cracks. A gentle breeze blew and turned this quality sword into dust.

"Qingyan Daoist Friend, do you still wish to fight me?" Ice Spirit Immortal said indifferently.
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The face of Senior Immortal Qingyan turned pale and uncertain. (.)

A true expert could tell at a glance, even though the flying sword wasn't his own innate treasure, its power was formidable enough to be destroyed by just one finger from the opponent.

Ice Spirit truly lived up to her reputation as a True Demon Ancestor; although this was merely an incarnation before her, her strength was considerable. She was clearly more powerful than he had initially anticipated.

What should he do?

Cease and desist?

While面子 (face) didn't matter much, the humiliation of being toyed with made him unable to swallow his anger.

But he hesitated over whether to act, lacking confidence in a successful outcome. Senior Immortal Qingyan found himself caught between two choices.

However, as an expert who had weathered countless storms, he maintained a cold smile despite his inner turmoil: "Senior Immortal Ice Spirit, you shouldn't be so domineering. Our agreement back then—everyone knows what was said. Are the Fairy Lady really going to break her word?"

"Breaking one's word? If you find the bracelet, I will honor my promise. But until then, how can you force me to reveal my method of leaving this plane?"

"Very well."

Senior Immortal Qingyan's anger turned into a bitter laugh. The opponent showed no respect and clearly didn't consider him worthy.

Given that, there was nothing left to say. He would fight even if he couldn't win; failing to teach her a lesson would leave him fuming.

"Since it must be this way, Senior Immortal Ice Spirit, I will let you... die!"

Senior Immortal Qingyan finally made his choice. A fierce expression flashed across his face as his body was enveloped in spiritual light. Several treasures appeared instantly like a storm, rushing towards the opponent with great force.

Though it seemed rash and impulsive, Senior Immortal Qingyan had his reasons. While Ice Spirit's incarnation was indeed strong, he wasn't sure if she could be defeated. Capturing her to extract her soul might offer a way out of this plane.

With such an objective in mind, he didn't hesitate to use multiple treasures at once, their ferocity even shocking Ice Spirit.

Without further thought, his jade hand swept forward, emitting several sharp rays from his fingertips.

Instantly, various colored lights zipped through the air. Explosions soon followed, shaking the entire space violently.

...

Setting aside the enmity between two old monsters, this had little to do with Lin Xuan.

Since he chose to stay in Spirit Wave Valley, Lin Xuan would not waste any time or hesitate; he focused entirely on arduous cultivation.

The valley's spiritual energy was incredibly dense. The influence of the Dark King of the Netherworld could not reach here, making it a peaceful place without disputes or disturbances. Although somewhat lonely, it was an ideal location for cultivation.

Flowers bloomed and fell, only to bloom again. Time passed swiftly in the world of cultivation; decades went by like a blink.

More than fifty years had passed since Lin Xuan entered Spirit Wave Valley.

After so many years of meditation and hard work, he finally achieved satisfying results. His mind and mana were now at the peak of the Focused Mind stage.

If the Focused Mind realm was compared to a bowl, his overflowing mana began spilling out from it.

In other words, breaking through this bottleneck was now the best moment. While he couldn't say it was effortless, the timing was indeed right.

With no further hesitation, Lin Xuan spent three days resting instead of meditating.

Cultivation required both hard work and proper rest.

Over these three days, Lin Xuan relaxed his mind and reflected on his journey. This process had its purpose: he wanted to find any weaknesses in his mindset and mend them. After all, breaking through the Golden Stage bottleneck would bring about heart demons; if unlucky,域外天魔 (demons from beyond the heavens) might descend.

The fewer such vulnerabilities he had, the less likely he was to fall into a trance.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged on an open space at the top of the mountain. Several bottles and jars stood before him, containing the treasures needed for his breakthrough.

Though unremarkable, these elixirs and medicines could cause ripples in the cultivation world if any were revealed. Lin Xuan had gone to great lengths and risked much to collect them.

Recalling his past struggles, Lin Xuan felt a mix of emotions. The hardships and risks he had endured were all worth it. With these treasures, his chances of successfully entering the Golden Stage stood at more than fifty percent.

No one should misunderstand; fifty percent meant half. If anyone said this out loud, it would be shocking.

It was well known that the Golden Stage was the final realm in cultivation. The difficulty to advance there far surpassed previous stages.

Throughout history and across the three realms, only a few like the Shakra King dared claim they had a fifty percent chance of success. For others, such thoughts were unimaginable.

Indeed, even lesser immortals or demon kings, True Demon Ancestors, or geniuses like Real Immortal Nai Long would tremble with fear when advancing from the Focused Mind to Golden Stage, only daring to celebrate if they had a two-to-three percent chance of success.

Given their caution, other cultivators were even more cautious. Even after great efforts and finding some rare medicinal herbs for assistance, the odds remained less than one in a thousand.

In short, it was purely luck. If they knew Lin Xuan's current situation, they would envy him to tears.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged on the open ground, calming his breath and clearing his mind until he reached a state of tranquility.

Though simple to say, achieving such inner calm without any distractions was incredibly difficult.

With a wave of his sleeve, an elegant jade box rose from the air. The box was only a few inches long and wide, intricately carved from fine jade, clearly not a common item.

In his hand, it emitted a faint chill.

Ten-thousand-year-old cold jade.

Actually, it should be considered the essence of ten-thousand-year-old cold jade; materials at this level were suitable for crafting excellent magical treasures. However, Lin Xuan chose to use it as a container.

His choice was based on practical considerations: while ten-thousand-year-old cold jade could indeed make fine magical treasures, its primary purpose here was to preserve precious elixirs without any loss or degradation.
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Looking at the jade box in front of him, Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

With his right hand raised, he flicked his fingers slightly. A "tap" sound reached his ears as a pill the size of a dragon eye appeared before his eyes.

Snow-white and lustrous like jade, it exuded an invigorating aura.

Transforming Tribulation Pill!

In fact, this was one of the Nine Immortals' Pills from Drifting Cloud Valley, but in terms of its preciousness, even if all the other Nine Immortals' Pills were combined, they would still fall short compared to this single pill.

There was no other reason. A cultivator at the Peak Shen Spirit Stage who swallowed this item could increase their chances of advancing through tribulation by more than ten percent.

Lin Xuan's ability to obtain such a treasure was indeed due to good fortune. After carefully examining it for a moment, he bravely lifted his head and swallowed it down.

The pill melted in his mouth as a warm current flowed into his dantian. It then transformed into strands of heat that flooded through his entire body.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled the stale air from his chest, feeling incredibly refreshed.

But this was still not enough. He flicked his sleeves and a small red bottle flew up with the wind.

Compact and emitting an intense heat, it was Ten Thousand Year Fire Jade.

Of course, this was also its essence. Lin Xuan flicked his fingers again, pouring out another pill the size of a dragon eye from inside.

The spirit light flowed as if it were extraordinary. The Ninefold Spirit Serpent Pill lived up to its reputation indeed.

Compared to the Transforming Tribulation Pill, this Ten Thousand Year Fire Jade Pill was even more precious in terms of its rarity. It was well-known throughout the Three Realms.

A cultivator at the Peak Shen Spirit Stage who swallowed it could increase their chances of advancing through tribulation by twenty percent.

Unfortunately, there were few such pills due to the scarcity of their ingredients and the fact that only the True Demon Ancestor's Serpent could forge them. Moreover, even with its rare ingredients, the success rate was still low for ordinary cultivators.

To Lin Xuan, who had no connection or friendship with the Serpent, this was a significant risk. The Serpent's power might not match Ice Spirit, but it was still among the True Demon Ancestors and far beyond his current capabilities.

Lin Xuan had gone through great lengths to obtain this Ten Thousand Year Fire Jade Pill, risking much in the process. After swallowing the pill, he continued to take several other medicinal herbs, though their effects were inferior compared to the previous ones, they still provided some benefit.

With a dozen or so spirit pills and magical medicines consumed, Lin Xuan began to refine their power, pushing against the tribulation stage's bottleneck.

...

A few days later, Lin Xuan sighed in relief as he stood up from his meditation spot. From a certain perspective, he was now considered a Tribulation Stage cultivator. However, compared to before, apart from his realm and more condensed spiritual energy, there had been no change in his strength.

This was due to the tribulation stage itself. It was known that tribulation was the final realm of cultivation, also the most difficult one. To fully break through this bottleneck required three steps.

Firstly, one needed to overcome the bottleneck between Shen Spirit and Tribulation stages.

The process was arduous; many cultivators failed at this step.

With the help of spirit pills and magical medicines, Lin Xuan had a good chance but still expected some twists. However, when he attempted to break through, something unexpected happened.

The tribulation stage's bottleneck did not present any hindrance, breaking down effortlessly as if it were nothing. This left Lin Xuan speechless for quite some time.

Unexpectedly, the hardest step turned out to be the easiest.

Lin Xuan was now at the Tribulation Stage, but his strength had not increased in the slightest; he remained almost the same as before.

In the cultivation world, this situation was known as a pseudo-Tribulation Stage.

There were still two more steps left for him. If he failed, it would be a disaster. But if successful, Lin Xuan's strength would soar, making him a true Tribulation Stage cultivator.

The next two stages involved Heavenly Tribulation and Heart Demon Tribulation.

They were straightforward concepts but not easy to pass through.

Firstly, the Heavenly Tribulation was much more powerful than the longevity-extending Essence Tribulation. Its power was directly proportional to the tribulation stage's strength, with luck playing a significant role in whether one could survive it.

Typically, among ten pseudo-Tribulation Stage cultivators, only one or two might manage to pass this stage. Even if they did, there still lay the Heart Demon Tribulation ahead.

For ordinary heart demons, it was manageable as most were mentally resilient and could endure with a bit of determination. However,域外天魔 posed a much greater threat. A mere trace of their demonic influence could make one shudder in fear. Only a few might survive out of a hundred, making this stage heavily reliant on luck.

Regardless, Lin Xuan had successfully broken through the first stage and naturally became a pseudo-Tribulation Stage cultivator.

This was worth celebrating, but he wondered if his luck would hold for the next two stages.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan shook his head. Such anxiety could lead to mistakes; the best approach was to let things take their natural course, as one should adapt to challenges as they come...

As he thought this, Lin Xuan remained calm. However, at that moment, he sensed a change in the surrounding spiritual energy.

Could it be...?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel astonished. He had never attempted breaking through the tribulation stage before, yet ancient texts and records described what happened after passing the first step—Heavenly Tribulation would descend within one hundred days.

The later it came, the better, as this gave cultivators ample time to prepare. Moreover, the later it arrived, the weaker its power was likely to be.

For example, if the Heavenly Tribulation appeared on the hundredth day, having a ten percent chance of survival might be too optimistic, but the risk of falling would be negligible. Conversely, appearing within ten days could result in only a few survivors.
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第两千九百七十五章 玄武真灵砚与灵诀鼎

Fortune and misfortune are interdependent; misfortune harbors fortune. The ancients did not deceive me.

Lin Xuan's face was as gloomy as a storm cloud!

However, with the situation at hand, fretting and worrying were useless. The heavenly tribulation would soon descend. The pressing matter now was to find a way to pass this test.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind while his actions did not slow down. He flicked his sleeve, and an jade bottle flew out.

He uncorked the bottle, and a refreshing fragrance wafted out.

A ten-thousand-year-old spirit nectar!

Of course, it was a precious item refined by the blue Star Sea.

Even for cultivators of Lin Xuan's level, drinking several drops could quickly replenish their depleted magical energy.

Originally meant to be used in combat, but after just breaking through his cultivation bottleneck, he had managed to overcome the challenge with good fortune. However, the loss of magical energy was significant during this process.

If the heavenly tribulation were to descend a few days later, Lin Xuan could naturally recover by meditating and adjusting his breath. But now, time was pressing.

With no other choice, Lin Xuan swallowed the ten-thousand-year-old spirit nectar.

This item was invaluable, but consuming too much had its downsides. However, in this moment, he couldn't care less; after all, his life was paramount.

The pressing matter at hand was to endure this terrifying heavenly tribulation. Other matters could be considered later.

There is a time and place for everything, just as the saying goes.

Lin Xuan's response was swift. The spatial aura of magical energy rapidly gathered around him.

Even the array set by the Arrogant Demon King had no effect; the might of heaven and earth had its own profound laws.

Lin Xuan raised his head to gaze at the distant sky, where clouds roiled ominously. What was even more terrifying was that all the primordial qi in the vicinity suddenly became chaotic, converging towards him with frenzied intensity.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he watched the primordial qi and cloud merge into a bizarre vortex.

The diameter exceeded ten thousand feet, deep beyond sight, emitting an aura of laws within it.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed. The ancient texts were indeed not in vain; if the heavenly tribulation descended quickly, its power would be unimaginable. Although he had yet to face the test, Lin Xuan's keen eyesight told him that for ordinary cultivators, the chance of surviving this was less than one percent.

One percent was far worse than a near-death experience—basically a death sentence.

However, fear did not cloud his expression.

He wasn't an ordinary cultivator; others might struggle to pass, but he had different circumstances.

Of course, it was still extremely perilous. No room for complacency.

Thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and flicked his sleeve again. A small, flat talisman emerged from his sleeve, resembling an inkstone.

At first glance, there was nothing extraordinary about it, but upon closer inspection, its ancient design and intricate patterns revealed their profound nature.

The True Spirit of the Black Tortoise Inkstone, obtained from Snowflake Saint Ancestor, wasn't aprimordial treasure, but its quality and power were commendable.

Facing this heavenly tribulation, he first deployed his defensive talisman. From any angle, this approach was flawless.

But Lin Xuan's methods went beyond that.

He opened his mouth, and a thick green mist emerged from it.

This green mist was dense, and more astonishingly, it seemed to contain something small within.

As it left his mouth, it rapidly expanded, then the green mist dispersed, revealing an ancient tripod.

Ancient and elegant, evoking a sense of nostalgia.

The Spirit Formula Tripod!

Such items were unheard of for ordinary spirit-stage cultivators. Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of his peers due to not only his thick magical energy but also his extensive knowledge and sharp talismans.

With these two treasures in hand, although he wasn't completely at ease, his expression had improved noticeably, exuding a hint of confidence.

No matter how terrifying the heavenly tribulation was, after all the storms on his journey as a cultivator, this challenge would surely be overcome.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, an awe-inspiring rumbling echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan looked up and saw blinding flames.

Fireballs rained down from above, targeting the peak where he stood.

These fireballs varied in size, but even the smallest were over ten feet in diameter, their impact shocking.

As for their number, it was beyond counting; thousands upon thousands were not an exaggeration.

"Whoosh..."

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath.

Although he had prepared for this heavenly tribulation's severity, its sudden ferocity still caught him off guard.

But despite the shock, his actions remained swift and fluid. His right hand raised, pointing forward: "Quickly!"

The True Spirit of the Black Tortoise Inkstone emitted a flash of light, then began to spin rapidly.

Its diameter expanded to over ten feet, concealing Lin Xuan's form. This was not all; black fog spewed from it, spreading outwards and filling the air with ink fragrance.

As the fog churned, it formed into a dense layer, with countless character-shaped talismans appearing on its surface. These characters flashed in the wind, transforming into sharp swords to meet the fireballs head-on.

Attacking was the best defense; while these mystical sword energies might not fully block the fireballs' attacks, they could certainly weaken them.

Boom!

The next moment, the swords clashed with the fireballs, and an explosion reverberated across the heavens.

Though powerful, the True Spirit of the Black Tortoise Inkstone did not achieve its intended effect. The fireballs were only slightly weakened as they continued to rain down upon him.

"Bad!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. At this rate, even the main body of the True Spirit of the Black Tortoise Inkstone might struggle to block them all.

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine, sensing an immense threat.

If he were hit by these fireballs, while not certain death, severe injury was inevitable.

In panic, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and drew a circle in front of him. A spell formula shot out from his fingertips.

Puff...

A muffled sound echoed as the Spirit Formula Tripod emitted an intense glow, enveloping Lin Xuan in a blue light barrier.

The entire process took only an instant to complete.

Thus, he could withstand it!

Lin Xuan muttered under his breath, confident in the power of the heavenly treasure. However, at that moment, something incredible happened.

Sizzle!

The incoming fireballs suddenly halted, then one by one, fiery birds were conjured forth.

These birds varied in size, but even the smallest were over ten feet long. More astonishingly, these birds had nine heads each, their appearance terrifying to behold.
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Nine-headed bird!

(This chapter was manually typed by Dominator.)

These firebirds resembled the true spirit birds described in legends to an extreme degree.

Although Lin Xuan had never seen a true nine-headed bird, he loved reading ancient texts, and there were indeed detailed descriptions of such creatures.

Could this Spirit Wave Valley have any connection with the legendary nine-headed bird?

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed.

However, it was too late for contemplation. As soon as the idea flashed through his mind, thousands of firebirds spread their wings and flew towards him like a deluge.

Damned!

Lin Xuan's eyes bulged in anger. Despite his vast experience, he had never imagined such a transformation. Not only did the fireballs transform into nine-headed birds; their power seemed to have increased tenfold or more. As they moved with grace and agility, it appeared as if there was a force of law emanating from them.

While the blue water curtain provided some protection, Lin Xuan knew he had no chance of blocking this assault.

At that moment, he was firmly trapped by the heavenly tribulation, making any attempt to escape using techniques like Nine Heaven Micro Stepping futile.

Damned! The heavenly tribulation should progress gradually and increase in power. Why is mine so different?

Despite his shock, Lin Xuan did not have time for further complaints. He flicked his sleeves, and the Nine Palaces Needle Sword appeared with incredible speed.

He then swung his hands like a butterfly, moving so fast that it was hard to see. Spell after spell was cast, and auras of spirit light surrounded him.

Hundreds of dragons took shape before him.

The dragons emitted different hues of spirit light: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet.

Rumbling roars echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan raised his hands forward.

"Break!"

Before he could finish speaking, hundreds of dragons roared and surged towards the sky.

Hundred Dragons' Fang!

Although these firebirds were formidable, Hundred Dragons' Fang was a secret technique that Lin Xuan had kept hidden. He was confident it would hold them off.

Boom!

In the next moment, explosions resounded as the dragons and birds clashed together.

The entire sky turned multicolored with spirit light. The terrifying force of law shattered space itself.

The spectacle was not just dazzling but quickly revealed a victor.

Hundred Dragons' Fang was indeed Lin Xuan's secret technique, and it held its own against this fearsome heavenly tribulation.

After about several breaths, the number of firebirds rapidly decreased until they were all devoured by the dragons.

But then, lightning bolts descended from the vortex formed by the tribulation clouds. Each bolt was as thick as a child's arm, green in color, and slashed through the sky like a sword, falling with malice.

There seemed to be nearly a thousand such bolts, forming a dense sea of lightning.

Hundred Dragons' Fang still had some residual power, but it soon collided with this ocean of lightning.

Unfortunately, the tribulation was not yet over. It had stopped testing and was now truly unleashing its fury.

Swoosh! Swoosh! A series of wind blades, each a dozen feet in diameter, shot out from the tribulation clouds.

They left white streaks across the sky with their power, leaving no doubt that they could cut through even the void.

And there were many such wind blades.

Following the wind blades was fire.

This time, it was still fireballs but now a hundred feet in diameter. Each one seemed like a sun hanging in the sky, and its power required no further explanation.

Wave after wave of attacks overwhelmed Hundred Dragons' Fang. The dragons' mournful cries filled his ears as they disappeared, revealing the true form of Nine Palaces Needle Sword. Its spirit light seemed to dim slightly compared to before.

Clearly, under such a barrage, even the immortal sword had sustained some damage.

A life-or-death treasure was something a cultivator would cherish like their own life. But Lin Xuan could not afford to be distracted at this moment.

His face was set in a grim expression as he flicked his fingers and cast spell after spell. The spirit light on Nine Palaces Needle Sword became dazzling once more, transforming from one into three, then nine, like magic, filling the sky with swords.

"Sever!"

The sword's light grew with the wind, quickly expanding to over ten feet long. It then charged towards the lightning, wind blades, and flames.

Spirit light blazed as explosions echoed in his ears.

To be honest, Lin Xuan's actions were somewhat arrogant and risky. But he saw it as the smartest choice.

The heavenly tribulation was far too terrifying this time. Simply defending would be a waste of effort. Summoning treasures to disperse the tribulation seemed risky but actually required much less effort.

Of course, not everyone would dare do so even if they understood the situation.

The tribulation was fierce, and the treasures might be destroyed.

But Lin Xuan had immense confidence in Nine Palaces Needle Sword. After all, he had spent countless efforts and consumed numerous precious treasures to forge it.

In a short while, sword energy clashed with lightning, wind blades, and flames swirled through the void. Nine Palaces Needle Sword truly was formidable; so intense a tribulation that not even one bolt of lightning hit him.

If other cultivators were here, they would be deeply impressed. However, Lin Xuan wasn't doing much better. His forehead was covered in fine sweat.

From the vortex formed by the tribulation clouds, new bolts and flames continued to descend in waves without pause.

Despite how fierce the tribulation was, Lin Xuan remained steadfast, effortlessly handling it.

...

Time passed slowly for Lin Xuan, but it felt like an eternity. It seemed a year had passed just from his meal.

Fortunately, he finally made it through.

When the last wave of heavenly tribulation ended, Lin Xuan sighed in relief. By now, not only was his forehead covered with sweat, but his back was also drenched in cold sweat.

In such a short time, Lin Xuan felt that nearly one-third of his cultivation energy had been exhausted. He raised his head and looked up at the sky, his expression grave.

The heavenly tribulation had yet to end; this was merely an appetizer. This thought made him somewhat anxious. The tribulation was far more terrifying than he imagined, and could he really endure it?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he quickly put aside such thoughts of cowardice.

No matter how difficult it might be, there was no turning back now. He had a chance to advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage, so he couldn't give up.

Lin Xuan's gaze became resolute once more. No matter how terrifying the tribulation below would be, he would grit his teeth and endure it.

He must advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He knew all too well the power of the Nine Palaces Sword Technique, but at this moment, he found it hard to gain an upper hand.

Above them, various colored spiritual lights intertwined and darted through the sky. In a short while, they seemed evenly matched, neither gaining nor losing ground.

Above his head, clouds swirled and gathered as the surrounding primordial qi rushed in like moths to a flame, still converging rapidly towards this spot.

Rumbling sounds echoed continuously into his ears as lightning and thunderfire continued to spew from the vortex. Their targets were not Lin Xuan but the monstrous bird that had merged with it. As the primordial qi was absorbed and integrated, the creature became increasingly powerful.

The overwhelming aura spread out in all directions. Even though Lin Xuan had faced many trials, he felt a chill run down his spine at the terrifying pressure. It wouldn't be surprising if he didn’t make it through this heavenly tribulation.

He couldn’t afford to die now that he had come so far. He would take a chance!

Lin Xuan suddenly raised his head, and a strange light flickered in his eyes.

While Lin Xuan was cautious by nature, there were times when he wasn't afraid to take risks. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have made it this far in the treacherous world of cultivation. The saying "when faced with a decision, if you hesitate, you will suffer" had been clear from the start.

He decided to take a chance!

With his mind resolute, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and sent forth a spell.

Clanging sounds filled the air as his offensive became more intense.

Then he took a deep breath, expelling the stale air from his lungs. Part of his divine consciousness continued to monitor the battle above, while most of it sank into his dantian’s sea of qi.

Other magical essences and spirit cores were not mentioned, but in the depths of the sea of qi, a beautiful blue starry ocean shimmered brilliantly.

Indeed, magnificent. Compared to when he first obtained this treasure, the volume of the starry ocean had expanded immensely. It grew with his increasing magical power.

Now, it looked like a breathtaking galaxy, and at its center, a silver dot stood out especially bright.

But soon, Lin Xuan’s divine consciousness was drawn to an item in the middle.

This treasure was square-shaped, golden all over, with five coiled dragons adorning its edges and center.

At first glance, it resembled an imperial seal used by secular emperors but was far more magnificent!

The Five Dragon Seal!

This treasure had helped Lin Xuan out of many dangerous situations. The last time, it even shattered the domain of the Dark King of the Netherworld. Its power was beyond doubt, and he held immense confidence in it.

But as the saying went, "misfortune can turn into good fortune." Because the Five Dragon Seal’s power was so formidable and its origins so mysterious, Lin Xuan hesitated to use it, fearing that revealing his treasure might attract the attention of other ancient monsters.

Last time, facing the domain of the Dark King of the Netherworld, he had no choice but to use this item. Without it, he likely would have met his end.

But now, with the mysterious origins of Blood Curse Valley, and only himself present, there was no need for concern about others’ envy or attention.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and began to activate the Five Dragon Seal!

This treasure indeed held great power. Not only did its activation method differ from other treasures, but using it required more than just magical energy.

Other treasures—ancient relics, magic artifacts, or even divine-grade treasures—were driven by magical energy. But for the Five Dragon Seal, while a portion of magical energy was needed to summon it, that wasn’t crucial.

In fact, one could drive the seal with magical energy but would only achieve limited power, equivalent to an upper-grade ancient relic at best and far from reaching divine-grade or even primordial-grade items.

To fully unleash its true power required the blue starry ocean. The silver dot within was essential.

It could be said that the more silver dots absorbed by this treasure, the stronger its power would become. Lin Xuan had no idea how powerful it could get, but he could guess based on his experience.

The specific grade of the Five Dragon Seal was hard to determine, but he was certain it wouldn’t fall short of a divine-grade treasure and might even be something from an immortal realm.

After all, its connection with the blue starry ocean suggested such power. Lin Xuan was no longer a novice cultivator; the blue starry ocean was something only the immortal realm could possess, and it would be a rare treasure there.

Thoughts raced through his mind like lightning, but they didn’t affect his actions. Divine consciousness surged, and the speed of the blue starry ocean increased dramatically.

The Five Dragon Seal responded similarly, but its rotation direction was opposite to that of the blue starry ocean.

Whoosh…

A vortex formed in the starry ocean, with swirling winds. At first, the wind was chaotic, but as both speeds accelerated, it gradually coalesced into a single vortex.

This vortex seemed to have boundless power, drawing in surrounding light points like moths to a flame. Soon, the once brilliant starry ocean dimmed significantly as most of the silver dots were absorbed by the Five Dragon Seal.

Though some remained, they were few and far between.

The aura emanating from the surface of the Five Dragon Seal was dazzlingly bright, exquisitely beautiful.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant. Clanging sounds echoed in his ears as the Nine Palaces Sword Technique and the dual natured lightning sword continued their evenly matched battle.

A spark flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes as he suddenly slapped his head. A flash of light later, a square treasure appeared from his mouth.

The Five Dragon Seal!

Just summoned, it was no larger than an inch but rapidly grew to over a hundred times its size. The aura was splendid, and the five golden dragons on its surface raised their heads, seemingly coming alive at that moment.

The overwhelming spiritual pressure left everyone speechless as threads of法则力量 emanated from the seal’s surface. The surrounding primordial qi, originally converging towards this spot, became chaotic under this pressure. Miraculously, they were no longer drawn into the vortex but absorbed by the Five Dragon Seal instead.
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Lin Xuan widened his eyes. Such a result was something he hadn't anticipated.

Surely, this is a good treasure!

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan's hands moved like butterflies, casting spell after spell towards the Five Dragon Seal. The power of the Five Dragon Seal grew even more astonishing; golden light blazed around it as the five golden dragons on its surface actually took flight, swallowing clouds and spewing mist. The Five Dragon Seal itself was enveloped in dense golden light, crashing forward with a ferocity that Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire.

Boom!

Wherever it passed, space distorted, and soon, spider-web-like cracks appeared before his eyes. Space, which is normally invisible and intangible, seemed to transform into a giant mirror at this moment.

What…?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he realized that such changes must be due to the laws of nature. Could it be that the Five Dragon Seal had effects similar to a domain?

The astonishment in his heart was evident. Watching the cracks in the sky multiply and stretch towards the distant horizon, Lin Xuan heard a "sizzle" as the sky fragmented into pieces.

Kwa!

That nine-headed bird's every head revealed an extremely human-like expression of fear before its wings flashed and it flew upwards.

Want to run?

Lin Xuan's lips curled with a mocking smile. With his character, he wouldn't miss such a good opportunity; the Five Dragon Seal blazed with golden light as it chased after the opponent at lightning speed.

Kwa!

The bird was terrified, fleeing even faster. From each of its nine heads, a light ball about ten feet in diameter shot out.

These balls were exceptionally bright and grew larger with the wind, quickly expanding to over a hundred feet before slamming towards the Five Dragon Seal one by one.

Lin Xuan was taken aback; he could easily tell that these balls possessed terrifying power. However, the Five Dragon Seal showed no fear. The nine light balls seemed as fragile as paper, being effortlessly broken through but slowing down for just a moment. The bird had already approached the vortex formed by the lightning clouds above.

Without hesitation, it slipped into the vortex.

The vortex quickly shrunk, emitting countless large-sized talismans numbering in the thousands and tens of thousands.

These talismans twisted and transformed into shields, layer upon layer, blocking the path ahead.

Such defense was formidable; even an old monster at the beginning stage of tribulation wouldn't be able to break through. But how could one understand the Five Dragon Seal with ordinary logic?

The five golden dragons came swiftly. With just a flick of their claws, countless shields were shattered in a "sizzle."

With the golden dragons leading the way, the Five Dragon Seal's breakthrough became much smoother.

Boom!

Despite the thousands of shields, they seemed ineffective as the Five Dragon Seal crashed into the vortex like a meteor.

The sky instantly turned grayish-white. Then, dark clouds burst forth from the void, and thunder rumbled.

Rumble!

Although the mountain peak under Lin Xuan’s feet was protected by禁制, it cracked open at this moment.

Gale-force winds surged, their power shocking to behold. The vast oasis disappeared in an instant, followed by the desert and the changing of the seas into deserts.

Lin Xuan wasn't spared either; fortunately, he had already activated his True Spirit Inkstone of玄武and released his Azure Water Curtain before this happened. Otherwise, these residual effects might have caused him injuries.

The sky's collapse was a long process. It felt like years in the midst of it.

But no matter how terrifying, there would eventually be an end. Finally, lightning and thunder ceased, and the fearsome gales gradually dissipated.

Slowly, the sky cleared up. The giant vortex above vanished, and the nine-headed bird seemed to have never existed in this world.

Phew!

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as he looked at the Five Dragon Seal floating in mid-air. He was overjoyed by its power, which was truly overwhelming; every time it was summoned, it could kill powerful enemies and turn danger into safety.

With his right hand raised, the Five Dragon Seal's light flashed, returning to him. Lin Xuan then swallowed it whole.

Despite its immense power, each use required a long period of cultivation in his dantian before he could summon it again.

But regardless, this terrifying tribulation was now over, and Lin Xuan could finally relax a bit.

However, the thought had barely passed through his mind when a thunderous rumble echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he sensed something amiss. He quickly looked up, only to see dark clouds gathering again in the sky, which had just calmed down.

What…?

How could this be? Could that nine-headed bird not have been destroyed yet?

Lin Xuan was amazed; a single strike from the Five Dragon Seal should have obliterated everything. Could it be that the opponent survived the initial attack?

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan felt his hair stand on end as he suddenly realized something ominous.

In shock, he didn't have time to think and flashed through Nine Heaven Microsteps.

…

The lingering image remained where it was while Lin Xuan's true form crossed a thousand feet in an instant. At the same moment, a lightning bolt struck down, about the size of one’s arm but containing a power that left Lin Xuan on edge. Luckily, he dodged quickly; otherwise, he would have suffered severe injuries.

The opponent is still alive!

At this point, Lin Xuan had no more doubts and narrowed his eyes as silver light shone deep within them. At the same time, his divine sense was fully released without reservation.

No matter what, determining the enemy's position first was crucial; otherwise, if the enemy hid while he was exposed in a public place, it would be extremely dangerous.

Piercing…

The sound of silk tearing filled his ears as the nine-headed bird didn't attempt to hide. The void was torn open, and this creature appeared.

Compared to before, its size had shrunk slightly, now only about a hundred feet tall. The lightning and thunder around it were no longer so dazzling; clearly, the Five Dragon Seal's strike not only drove away the tribulation clouds but also caused significant harm to this nine-headed bird.

However, the aura it emitted was still intimidating. Lin Xuan could confidently say that it must be at the tribulation stage. The question remained: what was this creature made of spirit energy and how did it relate to the legendary nine-headed bird? It seemed like just a tribulation challenge, but why had such an outcome occurred?

Lin Xuan's frustration was evident, but no matter how discouraged he felt, it wouldn't help solve the problem. (To be continued)
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To overcome the crisis, it ultimately came down to his own efforts.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and tried to calm his nervousness.

The situation was indeed perilous, but since he had embarked on the path of cultivation, hadn't he faced countless hardships? He could turn danger into safety before. This time, Lin Xuan believed in himself; he would have the ability to overcome this crisis as well.

He must advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage. Moon, Qinxin, and Yuanyuan were still waiting for him far away.

With that thought, his eyes became resolute. He waved his sleeves, and the Nine Palace Swift Sword reappeared like a fish swimming out. Then he saw his hands moving up and down, casting spell after spell from his fingertips.

Swooshing sounds entered his ears as the Nine Palace Swift Sword emitted intense light. However, that light soon dimmed before slowly vanishing. In its place appeared countless thin and long sword threads in his vision.

Transforming swords into threads!

While not a particularly remarkable secret technique, Lin Xuan had considerable experience with it. After all, he learned it from Fairy Hundred Flowers, enough to increase the power of the Nine Palace Swift Sword beyond its original capacity.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan muttered and raised his right hand, pointing at the front with a finger that was slow on the surface but quick in reality.

Swooshing sounds filled his ears as countless sword threads pierced through the air, interweaving and entangling. In an instant, a giant net made of sword threads appeared before his eyes.

The number of sword threads was immense, making the area of this net enormous. It seemed to have a life of its own, covering over those nine fierce birds from above.

If there were other cultivators nearby, they would be stunned. Transforming swords into threads wasn't particularly remarkable, but who had ever seen it used like that?

The strange bird seemed startled as well. With a flap of its wings, a whirlwind of wind swept the area. More terrifyingly, piercing sounds came from the white mist, followed by hundreds of differently sized wind blades.

These wind blades varied in size, with even the smallest being over ten feet long and emitting glaring white light. They were clearly different from ordinary cultivators' wind blade techniques.

Their target was naturally the giant net made of sword threads, trying to cut through it.

Soon, clattering sounds filled his ears as all the wind blades were repelled.

Pfft, these sword threads had transformed from the Nine Palace Swift Sword and were Lin Xuan's life-bound treasure. They wouldn't be easily destroyed despite the countless precious treasures he spent on them.

The opponent's idea was good, but they underestimated him too much.

Of course, saying it had no effect would be an exaggeration. At least, the speed at which the giant net fell was slightly impeded.

But Lin Xuan wasn't concerned about that. He took a deep breath and poured all his magical power into the Nine Palace Swift Sword.

"Quack!"

An annoying sound entered his ears as he raised his head to see the nine fierce birds' faces filled with coldness. Then, several of their sharp claws lightly grabbed at the void.

Sss…

A pair of green claws suddenly appeared in mid-air, over a hundred feet long and seemingly made of steel. They swooped down like lightning, grabbing both ends of the giant net.

The sharpness of the Nine Palace Swift Sword was well-known, but it couldn't do much against those claws for now.

Then, a sinister expression flashed across the bird's face as a divine念 emerged. The claws tried to tear apart the sword net with force, seemingly wanting to destroy it completely.

Creaking sounds filled his ears, and Lin Xuan felt more than alarmed.

Indeed, just as he had predicted, this strange bird wasn't merely formed by tribulation clouds mixed with primordial energy; it seemed to have a high degree of intelligence.

If the previous was speculation, at this moment, Lin Xuan could almost be certain that the fierce bird in front of him had some connection to the legendary nine-headed bird.

Overcoming this crisis would indeed not be easy.

Lin Xuan sighed but heard tearing sounds enter his ears.

Could it…

He raised his head in surprise and saw the giant net transformed by the Nine Palace Swift Sword truly torn apart.

Accursed, even his life-bound treasure couldn't withstand it. How powerful was this guy?

Lin Xuan was shocked as he saw the two greenish-gray claws move slightly. Instantly, intense light shot out from them, countless emerald-green claw rays shooting towards him.

The speed was so fast that Lin Xuan didn't have time to dodge. However, his face showed no signs of panic. The Spirit Cauldron appeared before him, capable of instantly casting ancient powerful spells.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at the front.

A blue glow flashed as a vast aura emerged. A thick water curtain enveloped Lin Xuan's entire body in front of him.

In the next moment, countless claw rays fiercely struck it. In an instant, patches of green light exploded on its surface, like raindrops hitting banana leaves, making loud cracking sounds. Although the blue water curtain was formidable, it violently wavered and showed signs of strain.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows furrowed as these emerald-green claw rays were far more powerful than he had anticipated. There was no time to consider now.

In the next moment, the water curtain broke like a bubble.

Lin Xuan sighed, no longer hesitating. He recited a spell and pressed his hand towards the treasure before him.

Although this treasure wasn't an innate object, its defensive power among postnatal treasures should be top-notch.

With all his magical power poured in, the inkstone began to spin rapidly. A scent of ink filled the air as black mist enveloped Lin Xuan.

The blue water curtain was just a spell and couldn't match the durability of the treasure before him in terms of defense.

The entire process happened quickly. The blue water curtain broke like a bubble. However, many claw rays were consumed, and the remaining ones still struck the Azure Turtle True Spirit Inkstone with great force.

Black mist surged, but this time, it didn't destroy Lin Xuan's treasure. Despite the twists and turns, he finally turned danger into safety.

Anger flashed across the nine-headed bird's face as this little guy was much more troublesome than expected. However, just when all its attention was focused on Lin Xuan, the torn net silently floated in front of it.

Sss…

The already broken net suddenly melted away, and intense light shone as countless sword threads rolled out.

In an instant, hundreds of sword threads appeared, vividly colorful.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at the front.

Instantly, the myriad sword threads interwove and pierced through the air, cutting towards the opponent.!!!
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In the storage area, that strange bird had no time to dodge. If it were a regular cultivator, this attack would have surely resulted in their physical body's destruction and even their essence core wouldn't stand a chance of escaping. However, before him was a strange bird formed from condensed primordial energy.

Although Lin Xuan suspected a connection between the bird and ancient true spirits, its life form was entirely different from those he had encountered before.

Whether this attack could bring it down was uncertain to Lin Xuan, but damaging it severely wouldn't be an issue. After all, he knew well how powerful the Nine Palaces Instant Sword technique was; even a True Immortal in his position would have difficulty surviving such an ambush.

"Kwa!" Sure enough, the angry bird's cry filled the air as countless sword threads pierced through its body. The strange bird did not fall, but its aura diminished significantly. The primordial energy and lightning around it became much dimmer.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had a vague sense of understanding.

To eliminate this creature was different from dealing with ordinary cultivators. Each strike from his treasure weakened the bird slightly as it relied on condensed primordial energy to maintain its form. Once that energy could no longer sustain its shape, its demise would follow.

Though this was just an assumption, Lin Xuan felt confident about it.

With no hesitation, he formed hand seals rapidly and projected a divine thought out from between his brows.

Piercing...

The fierce light grew as the countless sword threads interwove. This time, however, instead of slicing down like the nine-headed bird, they quickly condensed into a net.

Despite its high intelligence, this strange bird wouldn't be so foolish to think that tearing apart the sword net would solve everything. As long as the Nine Palaces Instant Sword remained intact, Lin Xuan could easily form the net multiple times.

While the other party had wasted their efforts, his experience in combat was still more extensive.

The entire process was swift and fluid, but forming the net required a moment's time.

Since the strange bird wasn't stupid, it didn't remain idle. Opening its beak, several large light orbs were expelled from its sharp mouth.

They grew as they faced the wind, expanding to dozens of feet in diameter before slamming into the sword net. The goal was not to tear it apart but merely to slow it down.

Simultaneously, its four wings flapped vigorously, trying to escape in a diagonal direction.

"Think you can get away that easily?"

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan ignored the light orbs; their power wasn't enough to break the sword net. His goal was simply to gain some time.

With a fierce shout, the Inverted Sea Saber appeared in his palm, its ancient design evident as he flicked it out.

Silent and without any visible aura, a heart-stirring force of spatial law emanated from the artifact's surface.

Spatial Law!

At the same moment, the nine-headed bird frantically flapped its wings, trying to fly away.

Though it had lost the initiative, it still believed in its speed. The net couldn't possibly contain it; that was just a pipe dream.

While this thought might be correct, it soon found itself in an uproar of fear and anger as the gentle air around it suddenly transformed into impenetrable walls.

Spatial Law?

A look of shock appeared on the strange bird's face.

This guy hadn't even entered the Tribulation Transcending stage yet; how could he already control spatial laws?

Despite his amazement, he still couldn't be trapped. A look of rage flashed in its eyes as it flapped its wings, emitting a faint force of law from its body.

The two forces clashed head-on, and Lin Xuan soon found himself at a disadvantage.

This wasn't surprising; while his strength far exceeded that of other cultivators of the same rank, using his treasures to manipulate spatial laws was merely an imitation. In direct confrontation with true laws, he would always be slightly off-balance.

Breaking free from the spatial constraint, the nine-headed bird continued its flight. However, it was too late; Lin Xuan had used spatial law not to truly trap it but just to gain some time!

And now, that goal seemed achieved.

Net...

The giant net appeared and ensnared the strange bird like a fisherman's net.

With a wave of his sleeve, several restriction talismans flew out. They ignited on their own, streaking through the air with long trails of flame.

These were the best restriction talismans; used in conjunction with the sword net, they could achieve unexpected effects.

The strange bird was now trapped and struggled fiercely, but it would be difficult to break free for a moment or two.

Especially since the net was made from sword threads. Not only did it ensnare the opponent, but it also inflicted damage.

Every struggle was like colliding with the sword threads, resulting in significant harm. The primordial energy around its body dimmed visibly.

No, not just the aura; even its size had shrunk considerably.

A look of joy flashed across Lin Xuan's face. Such a good opportunity wouldn't be missed.

Clasping his hands together, he heard a tearing sound as lightning crackled on the surface of the sword net. The Illusory Yin Thunder wasn't just for contaminating treasures; its power was considerable too.

Pain spread across the strange bird's face, but the attack didn't end there. This was only the beginning.

Lin Xuan never lacked treasures. With a wave of his sleeve, an ancient mirror appeared.

Its intricate and simple design indicated it wasn't a common artifact. It had been obtained from the Vague Nine Immortal Palace.

A spell was cast.

Piercing...

The mirror emitted a bright light as it split into three. Each mirror then expelled a light orb.

No, not orbs; thunderous sounds filled the air as three orbs were composed of pure electric elements.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward again. The three orbs began to merge, and electric bolts shot out, forming an electric dragon ten feet long.

This dragon, with its imposing appearance and fierce demeanor, lunged at the strange bird above.

But Lin Xuan's methods didn't stop there. With another wave of his sleeve, a gourd flew out from his sleeve. It was a treasure used by his avatar form, but it worked just as well in its original form.

With both hands moving like butterflies, he flicked out several red-colored immortal swords from the enlarged sword gourd!
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These immortal swords, though not as powerful as his innate treasures, still boasted formidable abilities. With so many of them, they could certainly inflict significant damage on the opponent.

The immortal sword pierced through the air, but Lin Xuan's attack was far from over. He raised his right hand, and a flame the size of an egg leaped out from his palm.

The five-colored crystal emitted a fearsome aura that made one’s heart tremble.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The flame swelled as it met the wind, then transformed into a vivid phoenix.

With a length of over ten feet, the phoenix was covered in shimmering spirit light. Lin Xuan spat out some of his refined blood onto it.

Boom!

The phoenix exploded into a cloud of blood and merged with the sky. Suddenly, an incredible scene unfolded before their eyes.

Just like adding the finishing touch to a painting, the phoenix’s eyes lit up. With a flapping of its wings, a clear and resonant sound echoed, giving off the aura of a king among birds.

The original phoenix was just an illusion created by Phantasmal Heavenly Fire. Now, it seemed to have been imbued with life.

To reach this level, mere Phantasmal Heavenly Fire wasn’t enough. Lin Xuan tried fusing his technique with true spirit, adding the refined blood of a real phoenix he had transformed into.

This was not a secret art from the Moonlight Heaven Witch Art, but something Lin Xuan created after studying it himself.

There was no need to be surprised; given his current strength, inventing new techniques was perfectly normal. As they say, like adding wings to a tiger, Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was already one of Lin Xuan’s most powerful techniques. With the help of Celestial Phoenix Spirit Blood, its power had greatly increased.

The phoenix's cry echoed through the sky as it led a fiery charge towards the enemy.

Boom!

A deafening explosion filled their ears. The sky was lit up with sword lights and lightning, the terrifying force causing the entire void to collapse.

Strong winds swept everywhere. Lin Xuan’s combined attack from his various treasures might not match the Five Dragon Seal, but its power was certainly formidable.

Even a veteran at the Tribulation Transcending stage would likely fall if hit by such an assault.

However, one couldn’t predict what would happen with that nine-headed bird. The final outcome remained uncertain.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as the terrifying aftereffects of his attack dissipated. The large figure of the nine-headed bird came into view.

It was smaller than before, and its spirit light had dimmed significantly.

His guess was correct; each hit consumed some of the creature's spiritual energy. He only needed to exhaust it completely to win.

The previous attacks seemed effective. Continuing would be the best choice.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan prepared to summon another treasure, but at that moment, the bird’s eyes glowed. With a flapping of its wings, the edges of the wings transformed into blades, producing a series of clinking sounds as the sword threads were cut through.

"Little guy, I’ll extract your soul and refine it!"

The bird spoke in human language, leaving Lin Xuan speechless. Although he expected this creature to be intelligent, actually speaking was unexpected.

Sizzle…

The situation worsened. The bird’s six massive claws swung wildly, releasing countless dark gray claws that seemed unremarkable at first but quickly cut the sword threads into pieces.

Puff!

Lin Xuan spat out a mouthful of blood as his innate treasure was destroyed. The bird was delighted and flew towards him with its wings, intending to devour the young man alive. However, Lin Xuan’s expression turned sly just before the bird reached him.

At only a few thousand feet apart, for their level, it would be an instant dash.

Lin Xuan had no time to dodge. The bird was already close.

Lin Xuan showed signs of panic on his face.

"Kid, die!"

"Not so fast. It’s still uncertain who will win."

Panic left Lin Xuan’s face as he replaced it with a grin.

"What?"

The bird sensed something amiss but had no time to react. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the light shone brightly. A short sword about a foot long shot out from his sleeve.

Lin Xuan grabbed it, took a deep breath, and infused his power into it. Instantly, fierce light erupted as the Four Symbols—Qinglong (Green Dragon), Baihu (White Tiger), Zhuque (Red Bird), and Xuanwu (Black Tortoise)—emerged, their forms becoming clearer and more aggressive.

Despite their different natures, working together was a spectacle that left one speechless. However, the bird remained calm; this was just his backup plan. With such an approach, he thought it would be easy to block him.

Withdrawing some spiritual energy, the bird sped up even more.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened. A flash of light revealed that the fragments of the Nine Palaces Sword had reappeared around the bird and gathered in the center. Various ancient and intricate runes appeared before their eyes.

As these runes dispersed, a hundred-foot-long immortal sword emerged, thin as a cicada’s wing, with silver light radiating from it, causing one to shudder.

Great Sword Technique!

Even an Immortal Core cultivator could perform this technique, but what Lin Xuan wielded now was clearly different.

This time, the bird finally showed signs of panic.

How was that possible?

His opponent's innate treasure had just been destroyed; how could it reappear? There was no time to think about it further.

In a battle between experts, intelligence was as important as strength. This was what they meant by outsmarting rather than overpowering.

After painstakingly luring the bird into his trap, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let it escape easily.

The outcome hung in the balance!

Lin Xuan raised his head and the jade bottle slid from his sleeve. Without hesitation, he swallowed a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, reviving his nearly depleted power from his dantian.

Without delay, he infused more power into his treasure before him.

Sizzle…

Perhaps due to too much energy being injected at once, cracks appeared on the surface of the Soul-Sucking Sword. Lin Xuan’s eyebrows twitched but he ignored it; this was a critical moment for victory or defeat.

With a loud shout, his power flowed like a flood.

Whizzing sounds filled their ears as the cracks spread across the sword's surface like spider webs, growing more numerous…

By the end of this attack, even if the treasure didn’t turn to scrap metal, its spirit would be greatly diminished.
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Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a hint of regret, but fortunately, every loss comes with a gain. As the cracks on the Soul Devouring Sword increased in number, so did the power of the Four Elemental Shadows.

Originally just faint shadows, they now grew thick and substantial under Lin Xuan’s powerful replenishment, appearing almost tangible to the naked eye.

The nine-headed bird was also a gathering of Primordial Energy from heaven and earth, much like the Four Elemental Shadows. It could be said that their similarities were akin to different expressions of the same melody.

However, it was significantly more powerful.

But what did that matter? While each of the Four Elemental Shadows lacked in individual strength, they compensated for this with numbers, and had the assistance of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

At this moment, the hundred-foot-long giant sword descended fiercely upon its opponent. The impact was immense, shaking the very air.

The process seemed complex when described, but it took merely an instant.

...

In the next moment, a deafening roar echoed through the air. Not far from Lin Xuan, multicolored spiritual light burst forth, accompanied by powerful gales that swept across the area.

The light was dazzling, and large talismanic symbols rotated and danced like bubbles in the air. Alongside this came an oppressive spiritual pressure; even with his current strength, Lin Xuan struggled to breathe under its intensity.

The fate of the nine-headed bird, trapped at the center of the explosion, could be easily inferred from these circumstances.

However, Lin Xuan had no intention of letting it go. He had finally found a favorable opportunity and was determined to take full advantage of it, giving this drowning dog a thorough beating.

As his thoughts raced, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh inwardly. If only he had known, he should have done something before attempting to break through the Tribulation Stage barrier.

After all the effort, he had obtained the Vermilion Bird Ring, and there was no reason to let it lie dormant in his storage bracelet.

If he could first refine this treasure, he would gain another powerful weapon.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan felt a deep sense of regret. However, he wouldn't allow himself to become disheartened.

While the Vermilion Bird Ring couldn't be used was indeed unfortunate, he had other means at his disposal.

He flicked his sleeve and a jade box, about a foot long, flew out.

Its design was ancient, with talismanic seals affixed to its lid. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

A crackling sound filled the air as the talisman ignited without wind. The lid of the box was pushed open by some unseen force, revealing a true spirit puppet.

Lin Xuan continued to wave his hands, and three immortal stones accurately embedded themselves into the puppet.

Red, yellow, and blue spiritual lights flickered and transformed, while mysterious symbols gushed forth like a fountain.

Roar!

With a deafening roar, a dragon appeared before Lin Xuan. No, it wasn't a dragon; it was a true dragon, vividly lifelike as it lunged forward.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. This true spirit puppet's power nearly matched that of the Tribulation Stage, making its appearance at this moment perfectly timed to aid him in defeating his enemy.

Boom!

An explosion echoed through the air, and the sky was filled with the cries of the monster bird as it became increasingly desperate.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. However, his expression remained stern.

His hands continued their movements, and he bellowed, "Break!"

Before the words left his lips, a barrage of sword light exploded in all directions. The hundred-foot-long giant sword shattered into dozens of smaller rays of light. This was not the end; more intense explosions followed, sending silver threads like fine rain.

However, these threads were much longer than the initial sword light.

Lin Xuan's prowess in transforming swords into threads was truly impressive. Silver light flashed as thread after thread rolled out...

Each ray of light transformed into dozens of silver threads, each over a dozen feet long.

With hundreds of rays initially, the transformation to thousands of threads was not an exaggeration.

In an instant, the sky shimmered with silver light, even overshadowing the dazzling spiritual light.

Lin Xuan raised his head, his eyes glowing with silver light as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. With this technique, everything above him came into clear view.

The monster bird had shrunk to half its original size and its spiritual light was dimmer. It was engaged in a fierce battle with the dragon, clearly on the defensive.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he directed the myriad threads of silver light towards his opponent.

Puff! Puff!

With the true spirit puppet distracting it, the monster bird had no choice but to be pierced by countless threads. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile; though the battle was far from over, its outcome was clear.

He would win!

The monster bird, despite its intelligence, understood this and tried to escape, but in vain.

Lin Xuan was fair-minded and wouldn't let it go so easily.

He must keep his opponent here.

...

Despite the clarity of the situation, Lin Xuan did not become complacent. His attacks became even more fierce than before.

"Little fellow, don’t overstep your bounds."

The monster bird's voice, though harsh, was filled with fear and trembling.

Lin Xuan ignored it; he had faced countless trials and tribulations, so such threats held no sway.

...

The battle continued for another cup of tea’s time.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the monster bird finally expired after a final, powerful strike.

Its massive body dissolved into nothingness, clearing the sky once more.

Lin Xuan's expression remained serious, even tinged with a hint of anxiety.

To advance to the Tribulation Stage required passing three stages: understanding one’s realm, facing the heavenly tribulation, and having some luck.

This time, there was no divine favor; his heavenly tribulation descended within half an hour after he had grasped the essence of his realm.

According to ancient texts, such a situation was dire, but Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of his peers, allowing him to pass with composure.

However, a problem arose.

While the heavenly tribulation was indeed terrifying, it was also peculiar. Besides initial lightning and thunder, it had finally transformed into a nine-headed bird with consciousness.

After using all his abilities, he managed to eliminate this monster bird, but there was no sign of the usual effects—such as the I Ching Washing Meridians technique.

In other words, while he had passed the tribulation, none of the expected benefits were realized.

Would he succeed in advancing under these circumstances?

Lin Xuan felt a twinge of doubt. He had read countless ancient texts, but this situation was not recorded anywhere.
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For advancement to the Tribulation Transcending Stage, he had endured countless hardships. If this inexplicable reason caused him to fail at the last moment, wouldn't that be too unfair?

Lin Xuan's heart was somewhat uneasy as he pondered why such a situation would arise.

Could it be due to the Spirit Wave Valley before his eyes?

Although this was just speculation, upon careful consideration, there was indeed a possibility.

The Asura King was the Lord of Yin, holding a prestigious position. For her to choose this place for an imperial palace, it must have some extraordinary qualities beyond merely dense spirit energy.

There were also those nine-headed birds; they seemed somewhat similar to true spirits as per legend.

While specific details couldn't be said, their presence alone was enough to prove the Spirit Wave Valley's extraordinary nature.

Could this be the legendary True Spirit Realm?

Back when he first arrived in Nael Dragon World, Yuan Yuan had been taken away by a phoenix. At that time, Lin Xuan didn’t know much about the True Spirit Realm.

But times have changed; his strength has grown significantly since then, and he had heard some secrets about true spirits.

Combining this with the current situation, the more he thought about it, the more plausible it seemed. Could the so-called Spirit Wave Valley be the True Spirit Realm of the nine-headed bird?

If that was the case, everything would make sense now.

Lin Xuan's mind raced, but his brows remained tightly furrowed.

While this explanation might hold water, it didn't help in resolving his current predicament. He had endured countless hardships to pass through the heavenly tribulation, yet he hadn’t experienced the effects of the True Spirit Cleansing technique. Whether he could successfully advance was still uncertain.

This thought left him feeling disheartened, and the gloom on his face couldn’t be lifted.

"Hey, what's that?"

As the strange bird fell to its demise, the sky cleared up. A previously unremarkable object suddenly caught Lin Xuan’s attention.

It was a flame!

A pure gold color!

Radiating an aura of beauty, it flickered and glowed intermittently.

The flame had nine layers from within outwards. Each flicker saw countless tiny talismans burst forth, forming miniature arrays that were ancient yet profound. However, they quickly dissolved like bubbles.

Indeed, the arrays vanished into nothingness, but their impression was deeply etched in Lin Xuan’s mind.

"True Spirit Flame!"

Lin Xuan exclaimed with surprise, even he couldn’t suppress his shock.

Descriptions of True Spirit Flames could be found in ancient texts. Due to their age, these texts were somewhat tattered, and the descriptions of true spirits themselves were limited. Nevertheless, they broadened Lin Xuan’s horizons significantly.

What was a true spirit? Tracing its origins, one could classify them under the beast race.

But true spirits differed from beasts in essence.

This description seemed contradictory but had reasons behind it.

True spirits were called such because they possessed the True Spirit Flame.

For instance, while phoenixes weren’t rare, there were only a few true spirits among them. The difference lay within their bodies—those with the True Spirit Flame.

A true spirit phoenix was unique; when it fell, its True Spirit Flame would return to the True Spirit Realm, waiting for the next successor.

The origin of the True Spirit Flame was shrouded in mystery. It was said to have originated from the first generation of true spirits and could pass down knowledge, memories, and a seed of power. Its benefits were numerous but unattainable by force, such as the Asura King who, despite her formidable strength, couldn’t capture it.

Thus, after his initial excitement, Lin Xuan’s face darkened.

While True Spirit Flames were invaluable, what use was seeing one without being able to take it?

He had endured countless hardships to pass through this bizarre heavenly tribulation. Now, it seemed like all that effort might have been in vain. The idea of not feeling disheartened was a lie.

Lin Xuan’s face was shrouded in gloom, but just as he pondered these thoughts, something unexpected occurred.

The nine-headed bird had been eradicated, yet the True Spirit Flame didn’t vanish; instead, it drifted towards Lin Xuan.

"What...?"

This sudden change left Lin Xuan speechless. Could this True Spirit Flame have chosen him as its successor?

Though this thought flashed through his mind, he found it absurd.

In ancient times, when the nine-headed bird fell, there were undoubtedly many other nine-headed birds in the Three Realms that weren’t true spirits. Regardless, it didn’t belong to him to inherit this flame.

But if not, what could explain the current scene?

Lin Xuan was uncertain but reminded himself: "When in Rome, do as the Romans do."

He didn’t act rashly despite his surprise. The scene before him seemed bizarre, but perhaps it was a chance encounter.

As the True Spirit Flame approached within a few feet of Lin Xuan, he felt both fear and hesitation. While the benefits of a True Spirit Flame were immense, its inherent power was formidable. At such close range, it could be perilous if it intended harm.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened.

The True Spirit Flame, originally about a foot tall, rapidly shrank before his eyes.

In just a few breaths, it had shrunk to the size of a bean.

Despite this reduction, its nine layers remained distinct. The aura emanating from its surface didn’t diminish; rather, it grew stronger than ever.

A dazzling golden light burst forth, so brilliant that it was almost indescribable.

It then flew towards Lin Xuan’s brow.

Lin Xuan didn’t move, but the thought of what might happen left him uneasy. He didn't know if the True Spirit Flame intended to choose him as its successor or harm him.

Both possibilities existed.

The former seemed far-fetched but would undoubtedly bring great benefits.

If it was the latter, he wouldn’t be able to escape unscathed; even his元婴 (immortal core) might perish here.

But Lin Xuan ultimately decided to take a chance. He was cautious by nature, but in critical moments, he never hesitated.

Puff...

In an instant, the shrunken True Spirit Flame entered Lin Xuan’s brow.

Surprisingly, despite it being flame, Lin Xuan felt a cool sensation, as if drinking ice-cold snow on a hot summer day. It left him feeling refreshed and invigorated from head to toe.
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A skilled cook cannot prepare a meal without ingredients.

At this moment, the True Spirit Flame faced an awkward situation. It wanted to possess someone's body but needed something to possess first.

The environment of the Spirit Wave Valley was unique; protected by the restrictions of the Arhat King, ordinary cultivators could not enter easily. Only every three thousand years, when the power of the array set up by the Arhat King weakened, outsiders had a chance to venture in—limited to those at the Profound Concealment and Division of Consciousness stages.

Reasonably speaking, this was no small feat.

However, what was the True Spirit Flame? Once it awakened its spirit intelligence, its standards were incredibly high. The Profound Concealment stage was out of its sight; even Division of Consciousness beings did not catch its eye.

Even if it was willing to lower its demands for possession's sake, it would still be difficult to succeed due to the overwhelming power of the True Spirit Flame itself. Merging with it required conditions that were simply too high for a physical body.

What level was this?

It was hard to say precisely.

If one had to describe it, the strength of its physical form should not fall below that of a major demon race at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Of course, early-stage Tribulation Transcending beings would suffice.

But such a task was impossible. Demon races were naturally much stronger than human cultivators due to their innate talents.

To be blunt,

even Great Sage Nai Long and Fairy Hundred Flowers, late-stage Tribulation Transcenders, had physical strength far inferior to early-stage Tribulation Transcenders. The gap was significant.

Even an old monster at the late-stage Tribulation Transcending level did not meet its requirements; trying to find a target among the Division of Consciousness and Profound Concealment cultivators entering the valley would be like a skilled cook struggling without ingredients.

One after another, it waited and searched, only to face disappointment each time.

The True Spirit Flame's frustration was evident. But despair did not solve problems. It could not leave this True Spirit Realm until possession succeeded.

Though it had no lifespan limit, it remained here year after year, from ancient times to the present.

...

...

...

...

It is said that where there is a will, there is a way. Perhaps due to divine favor, after enduring long waitings, it finally met Lin Xuan, an anomaly.

Due to its innate talent, the True Spirit Flame had some form of intuitive sense for cultivators who could meet its possession requirements.

Of course, this did not mean that as soon as someone entered the Spirit Wave Valley, it would know. There was a distance factor; only when both parties approached each other sufficiently would the sensing take effect.

Originally, Lin Xuan was hiding in the Nightmare Desert to refine himself. The True Spirit Flame had no idea about this, and they remained unbothered.

However, when Lin Xuan underwent Tribulation Transcendence and stirred up the primordial energy of heaven and earth, it was awakened.

At first, it was surprised; then, it felt a great sense of wonder as it secretly came to investigate.

What a surprise!

There was a cultivator here trying to advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage. More astonishingly, this person was clearly from the Human Race, yet their body's resilience barely met its requirements.

Opportunity knocks but once.

Though Lin Xuan did not perfectly fit as an ideal candidate for possession, with the True Spirit Flame's high standards, his physical condition just barely qualified.

But what of it? This was already a rare find.

If this had happened several million years ago when it first awakened its spirit intelligence, the proud True Spirit Flame might have dismissed him. It would wait for better and more suitable vessels.

However, there were no ifs...

After enduring countless years of trials, its pride was long gone. Like a drowning man clutching at straws, any opportunity mattered.

Possessing Lin Xuan was not the best choice, but what did it matter? Must it continue to be trapped in this cursed place?

Opportunity lost is opportunity gained. Without hesitation, it chose to possess Lin Xuan.

The act of possession wasn't as simple as rushing in; some strategy was involved.

Just as Lin Xuan was about to advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage and had already successfully passed his first test, the Heavenly Tribulation was imminent.

At first glance, this seemed unrelated to its plan. However, it should not be forgotten that the Spirit Wave Valley originally belonged to the Nine-headed Bird; the True Spirit Flame knew this place intimately.

Moreover, with its unique form, it could harness primordial energy from heaven and earth.

In short, it was borrowing strength.

It couldn't summon so much primordial energy on its own. But when the Heavenly Tribulation arrived, it could rush in, using the gathered primordial energy to transform into a body of its own.

This was borrowing power!

However, this body was ephemeral; unable to refine itself and would dissipate once the primordial energy was exhausted.

But that mattered not. As long as it worked temporarily, it sufficed.

Its strategy was shrewd.

By going through such a ruse, it replaced the Heavenly Tribulation. All that remained was to bind its target and possess him.

While possession would be difficult, success would grant it a true body and allow it to leave this place.

Indeed, the True Spirit Flame's plans were sound. However, there is an old saying: planning lies with man, but success depends on heaven. With Lin Xuan's nature, he would not be easily manipulated, and his strength far exceeded expectations.

After a fierce battle, the True Spirit Flame did not bind Lin Xuan; instead, its painstakingly gathered body was obliterated.

Its despair was palpable at that moment.

But no matter how one looked at it, after such long waitings, to end up with this result—how could it accept defeat?

No, it refused to accept defeat. It even doubted what had just happened. Normally, it should have fled like the Nine-headed Bird did when the Arhat King killed it in ancient times—to escape being caught.

But it didn't; perhaps too eager, it not only failed to run but flew towards Lin Xuan instead.

At this moment, catching it was easy for Lin Xuan, yet he did not do so. In a critical moment, he also made a mistake.

A wise man may err once in a thousand plans. The ancients spoke the truth.

Lin Xuan was indeed clever, but he was no god. He could not fathom the intricate details of what happened.

The True Spirit Flame recognized Lin Xuan but did not intend to capture it, unaware that this creature sought possession.

Seeing it approach, he secretly rejoiced, thinking his fortune had come.

Then, seeing it enter through his brow, he made no resistance, leading to the current outcome.
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One wrong move and the whole game is lost.

By the time Lin Xuan realized the other party's true intentions, he was already unable to move. Due to his previous carelessness, the True Spirit Fire had penetrated directly into his dantian without any hindrance. This was a place where cultivators stored their essence energy, as well as the habitat of the yuanxian and yajdan, making its importance self-evident.

If the other party managed to breach his dantian, even a Great Sage would find it hard to turn things around.

Although Lin Xuan was still unclear about the twists and turns, he understood his current situation all too well.

How despicable. Even wise men can make mistakes. After weathering countless storms, could today be the day I end up in this predicament?

On the verge of advancing to the Transcendation Stage, yet inexplicably perishing here?

Lin Xuan's frustration was beyond words; his despair reached an unbearable level.

But what did it matter? There were no regrets in the cultivation world. To escape danger, he had to rely on his own efforts.

Biting his teeth, Lin Xuan refused to give up so easily.

However, his current situation was indeed unfavorable. He couldn't move or control his essence energy at will. It was as if his limbs were tied while facing a fully armed opponent; the difficulty of this situation was beyond imagination.

Most cultivators would have given up by now.

But Lin Xuan did not.

He knew that giving in would mean falling into an irreparable abyss.

Even ants seek to survive, and he could not afford to abandon hope. Moer, Yuanyuan, Qinxin were still waiting for him far away.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan focused on regaining control of his body. Although his entire body was in pain, he persisted, first by reclaiming the control over his essence energy.

The essence energy was stagnant, but he could still manipulate his divine consciousness. Using this technique, Lin Xuan launched an assault against the True Spirit Fire.

Boom!

The sensation was indescribable. Due to a moment of carelessness, the True Spirit Fire had already invaded his dantian. Here, it was competing for dominance, and the danger and pain were unimaginable.

Each time he used his divine consciousness to attack, his dantian suffered repercussions.

Despite the excruciating pain, Lin Xuan ignored it as if it wasn't his body. He needed to make up for his mistakes a hundredfold. He would not back down; no matter how difficult things got, he would never give in.

With every effort came its reward. Finally, he felt his numb body gradually regaining sensation, and the essence energy that had been frozen began to loosen slightly.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and continued his efforts. The tide turned against the True Spirit Fire. In the mind of the True Spirit Fire, it was a shock. It had inherited experience and memories from its long reign as the Nine-Headed Bird, having once met many renowned cultivators across the three realms.

But Lin Xuan was unlike any they had seen before—unyielding in the face of adversity, ready to fight back no matter how unfavorable the situation.

What kind of resolve and perseverance did that require?

And despite the immense pain he endured, Lin Xuan never uttered a sound. This little guy's determination to follow the Dao was too firm.

The True Spirit Fire admired him but would not retreat. After waiting for millions of years without finding an appropriate body, this opportunity had finally come. How could it be given up?

"Little guy, stop resisting. Hand over your physical body and yuanxian; as for your soul, I swear to let you reincarnate if you comply."

The True Spirit Fire's voice echoed in his divine consciousness. It did not want to fight anymore; a two-sided defeat was detrimental to both parties. A peaceful resolution would be the best choice.

But Lin Xuan remained unmoved. He had endured countless hardships on his cultivation path, and it was hard-earned progress. How could he give up now?

Reincarnation? That was just a vague concept.

Even as an Arrogant King of the Asuras, one had to endure numerous trials and tribulations. His next life might not even be able to continue on this path; how could Lin Xuan possibly give in?

Ignoring the other party's entreaties, Lin Xuan fought back with all his might, determined to expel the True Spirit Fire from his dantian.

"Fine, fine, little guy. You forced my hand. Do you think you still have a chance? Even if you manage to drive me out, your meridians will be damaged beyond repair and cannot be restored. You won't even advance to the Transcendation Stage; you'll end up worse than an ordinary person!"

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan remained resolute despite knowing the other party's words were true. Would he really give in just because of fear?

Impossible. He would fight until his last breath, determined not to let the other party have their way.

In his dantian, a green-robed figure resembling Lin Xuan hovered. This was him using divine consciousness to manifest himself. In front of him stood a tiny nine-headed bird, its entire body composed of crimson flames.

That was the True Spirit Fire.

Neither could retreat; it was now or never!

The little man's face showed resolve.

This was different from magical combat and even more perilous than facing a Transcendation cultivator. The longer they fought, the greater the damage to his body. A swift resolution was necessary—preferably one that would decide the outcome in a single blow.

With experience in magical combat, Lin Xuan's mind raced with strategies. There could be no room for error now.

"Roar!"

The little man roared and transformed into a fierce streak of light, charging forward. The True Spirit Fire did not retreat; it was ready to fight to the death as well.

After prolonged conflict, neither wanted to prolong the battle. If this body suffered too much damage, the chances of possession would be slim.

Thus, both charged with ferocity. Lin Xuan was a man and sword combined, while the nine-headed bird transformed into a burning meteor.

Boom!

The next moment, two streaks of light collided fiercely without any embellishment. The dantian was engulfed in divine light and flames, but it was unclear who would emerge victorious.
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The entire process lasted half a gongfu, yet it felt like an eternity to those observing.

Finally, the spiritual flame began to dim.

The injuries sustained by Lin Xuan's dantian were severe, and the two combatants gradually revealed their relative strengths. The green-robed figure was in a state of utter disarray; half its body had vanished, leaving only one hand and one foot, but no blood was flowing.

Originally an incarnation of Lin Xuan’s spirit consciousness, it now bore grievous injuries, which naturally affected his own spirit consciousness as well.

On the other side, the nine-headed bird was similarly battered. It originally had nine heads, but now only four remained; the others were presumably destroyed in the earlier battle.

However, unlike Lin Xuan's severely injured spirit consciousness, this creature’s wounds seemed to be healing at an alarming rate, regaining its full nine heads within a short time and appearing robust and energetic.

"This..."

Lin Xuan watched helplessly as this scene unfolded. The anger and frustration in his heart were palpable; he might have gone blind from rage.

But what use was it to lament? Neither the cultivation realm nor the secular world offered any regrets or second chances. Dwelling on past mistakes now would be futile.

Damn!

Was he really going to perish here, after all the effort and struggle that had brought him this far, only for a damned true spirit flame to seize his soul at the critical moment of ascending?

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with不甘 (discontent), but what could he do? He had already exerted every effort, yet the result remained unchanged. As the ancients said, "Planning lies in human hands; success depends on heaven."

"The little fellow, I told you to stop struggling earlier. Surrender and submit, and I might even allow your soul to reincarnate. But no, you ignored my good intentions. Now..."

The true spirit flame's sinister laughter echoed in his ears, its tone filled with arrogance. It seemed prepared to devour Lin Xuan’s soul completely.

Lin Xuan was at a critical juncture where life and death hung in the balance. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, this level of danger had never been encountered before, even when facing true primordial demons.

Recalling his past, a thousand years of experiences flashed through his mind.

Must it end now?

At this crucial moment, Lin Xuan’s heart strangely remained calm.

The external disturbances seemed like gentle breezes; everything was no longer important.

He transcended life and death, transcending the mundane. At that moment, all his worldly concerns appeared trivial to him.

My heart remains unchanged; all external disturbances are merely illusions of my own mind.

Wait, illusion of the mind... why did I suddenly think of this at such a critical moment?

A flicker of spiritual light emerged in his dantian.

This light was not dazzling and had no extraordinary appearance. Its power seemed very gentle. However, upon its appearance, the previously arrogant true spirit flame suddenly appeared fearful, trying to escape as if encountering an archenemy.

But it was too late.

The speed of this light was not fast, yet it seemed to transcend spatial laws, ignoring distance. In a flash, it landed on the back of the true spirit flame.

Sizzle...

A sound so sharp that it made his teeth ache echoed in his ears. It felt like dumping cold water into a hot oil pot.

Instantly, the oil pot began to boil.

"Ahh!"

A piercing scream filled the air as the nine-headed bird vanished, replaced by a ghastly face with grotesque features and a twisted expression, clearly suffering immense pain, its shape constantly changing.

A demon from beyond the heavens!

Technically speaking, it was merely a fragment of demonic consciousness. Yet just moments ago, it nearly led Lin Xuan to his doom.

But everything had ended.

Although terrifying, as long as the illusion was seen through, it posed no real threat.

The demon's agonized screams echoed in his dantian but could not dislodge that single flicker of spiritual light.

After a moment, the sound abruptly stopped. The spiritual light had transformed the scream into nothingness, as if it never existed.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan’s consciousness gradually returned to him, yet everything seemed like a dream. His mana was restored, and his body moved freely once more; even his severely injured spirit consciousness had recovered...

No, not recovered, but merely an illusion created by the demon of the mind.

With the demon vanquished, Lin Xuan felt as if he had just awakened from a dream.

Apart from feeling mentally exhausted, there was no discomfort anywhere in his body. When he looked up, he noticed that the true spirit flame, which should have vanished, now quietly hovered beside him, emitting a very gentle aura.

"This..."

Seeing the true spirit flame that almost caused his downfall, Lin Xuan was startled and showed signs of fear.

But quickly, he realized it wasn’t an illusion. He scratched his head with a chuckle; he really had been bitten by a snake and now feared ropes.

The true spirit flame before him was real, not an illusion.

Lin Xuan had unknowingly passed the final heart demon trial during this ordeal.

Reflecting on what happened, Lin Xuan could guess the sequence of events. Although he knew there would be a heart demon during his ascension, he didn’t expect it to appear at such a critical moment, making him almost fall for its trap.

In truth, his mental resilience was not strong enough, allowing the demon an opportunity.

Initially, when the nine-headed bird was destroyed and the true spirit flame drifted towards him, Lin Xuan had believed it was an auspicious sign. He remained still, letting it merge with him, appearing resolute on the surface.

However, deep down, he wasn’t entirely fearless or without hesitation. He had wondered if the true spirit flame possessed intelligence and intended to seize his soul.

The answer was no; Lin Xuan had indeed hesitated.

These thoughts had circled in his mind, hidden but discovered by the demon of the mind.

This time, what Lin Xuan encountered wasn’t an ordinary heart demon but a fragment of a demon from beyond the heavens. The timing was perfect; he barely noticed its attack, and any other cultivator would have been lost forever. Even for Lin Xuan, it was perilous to the extreme—nearly fatal.

Fortunately, his unwavering dedication to the path saved him at the last moment.

Recalling this scene, Lin Xuan felt a great sigh of relief. He wasn’t entirely fearless; he had indeed been shaken by what happened.

PS: This chapter should have surprised many readers. The so-called soul seizure was actually an illusion created by the heart demon. Regarding the ascension and tribulation part, personally speaking, Rain wrote it with less satisfaction. However, this heart demon pit is probably the deepest one since Hundred Refinements began its serialization. Did any Daoist friends notice before this chapter?

Hehe, did I guess right? For those who didn’t see through it, please vote for recommendations!

Hundred Refinements to Immortality... Chapter 2988 - Turning Danger into Safety is complete. You can return to the list…RQ
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The entire process lasted half a cup of tea, but it felt like an eternity.

Fortunately, all that was in the past.  
He had successfully passed through the three critical stages to break through the Tribulation Period, despite the immense effort and hardship. However, something left Lin Xuan speechless.

Indeed, he did pass those three difficult stages, yet his strength increase compared to before was barely noticeable. This contradicted what was recorded in the classics.

After all, the Tribulation Period marked a turning point; it was entirely different from previous realms. One should have experienced a significant leap after advancing successfully. It was inconceivable that he would only see minor growth.

In other words, even though he had overcome those three stages, the benefits he expected did not materialize. Whether or not he had truly advanced to the Tribulation Period was uncertain.

Why was this happening?

Lin Xuan raised his head and gazed at the True Spirit Flame nearby.  
This guy was undoubtedly the special aspect of his tribulation. Due to its existence, his heavenly tribulation became different from others—extremely powerful yet without the benefits of the Classic of Washing Essence. It was a waste.

These thoughts left Lin Xuan feeling extremely frustrated. It was pointless to do something with no reward.

However, what use was it to be depressed? Could he attempt the heavenly tribulation again?

Even if he was willing and did not mind enduring more hardships, there had to be a heavenly tribulation for him to face.

Tribulations were a source of fear for cultivators and ancient demons alike. Not everyone could encounter one at will.  
Everything had its rules. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a bitter smile on his face.  
In the Three Realms, who wouldn’t want to avoid tribulations? It was rare to find someone like him, eagerly wanting another chance to undergo the heavenly tribulation.

Frustrating!

But what could he do about it?

Lin Xuan didn’t know.  
It was clear that after overcoming those three stages, he should have advanced successfully. Yet, due to some unforeseen circumstances, he ended up in this situation—hardly fair from heaven’s perspective.

Complaining wouldn't help. Lin Xuan's gaze fell back on the True Spirit Flame.  
Rationally, he knew tribulations couldn’t be avoided, and only its creator could resolve it. The awkward situation was caused by the True Spirit Flame; thus, he had to find a solution from it.

But how should he proceed? Swallowing it whole?

The experience earlier still left him shaken. However, quickly, he felt relieved. The danger came from an external demon, and now that his heart demon was vanquished, there was no need to fear anymore.  
Such a scene couldn’t repeat itself.

The True Spirit Flame lacked consciousness; everything just now was merely its illusory manifestation.  
With this thought, Lin Xuan’s expression became resolute again.  
One must enter the tiger's den to catch a tiger.

Although it entailed some risk, how could he be content with failing? He had to take a chance. Otherwise, he would never be satisfied.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan extended his divine sense. Even though he was determined, being cautious couldn’t hurt. He wanted to check if there were any issues with the True Spirit Flame.

However, his divine sense was immediately repelled and could not probe further.  
Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged; this outcome was expected. He had only hoped for a miracle earlier. Failure wasn’t something to be regretted.

Despite the setback, Lin Xuan’s face showed no signs of fear or hesitation.  
In fact, he seemed composed!

Because apart from pain, his body still functioned normally, and his power flowed freely as before—completely different from when facing his heart demon. Moreover, this pain wasn’t due to a struggle for control over his body; in other words, the entity didn’t possess him.

This sensation was similar to what he experienced during the Classic of Washing Essence.

Indeed, it was the Classic of Washing Essence!

After confirming this, Lin Xuan, despite still shivering from the pain, wore a joyful expression.  
When the road seems blocked, there is always another path.

At that moment, these lines perfectly described his current state.  
Having successfully passed through the three critical stages to break through the Tribulation Period, yet failing to advance, it was due to an error during the heavenly tribulation.

Lin Xuan’s frustration was understandable. He didn’t want to see all his efforts go to waste. Thus, he took a desperate gamble and swallowed the True Spirit Flame, hoping that its effects would be similar to those of the Classic of Washing Essence.

The risks were high, but Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid. As long as it brought him further on the path to immortality, he was willing to take this chance.

Without much ado, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and began meditating, allowing his power to work with the True Spirit Flame for better results from the Classic of Washing Essence.

Time slowly passed.

...

Six months later.

Six months—over a hundred days—for a cultivator at his current stage was like a blink.  
However, enduring the pain of the Classic of Washing Essence wasn’t easy, especially over such an extended period.

Fortunately, hard work paid off. After much effort, Lin Xuan finally advanced to the Tribulation Period.
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On this day, Lin Xuan, who had remained motionless for a long time, finally opened his eyes. [Latest Chapter]

He was still sitting in the lotus position, but his expression was noticeably more relaxed than before.

In fact, it could be said that he wore an expression of sheer joy.

Although the arduous path of cultivation had long tempered Lin Xuan's character to be resilient and steadfast, with emotions hidden beneath a calm exterior, there were no absolutes in life. Or perhaps, there would always be exceptions.

And this was one such exception.

After enduring countless hardships and facing numerous twists and turns, Lin Xuan finally managed to advance into the Tribulation Transcending Stage, a stage that all cultivators aspired to reach.

Reflecting on his past, how could he not feel myriad emotions? He had endured countless trials and tribulations to reach this point. Now that his heart's desire was fulfilled, how could he not be overjoyed?

Lin Xuan did not immediately stand up. At the moment, he was using Inner Vision to examine his dantian.

Stars shone brilliantly as his essence energy flowed. After advancing into the Tribulation Transcending Stage, everything within his dantian seemed different from before.

Firstly, there was the place where his essence energy was stored. Originally a small lake, although its area was vast, it remained just that—a lake. However, now this small lake had transformed into an endless sea.

Yes, a sea, boundless and unending, but not the blue hue of reality. Instead, it was a shimmering five-colored glass, with dazzling hues constantly changing.

Unlike ordinary cultivators, Lin Xuan's essence energy attributes were not fixed; he could summon and command earth, water, fire, wind, and metal essence energies at will. Thus, the essence energy in this sea exhibited vibrant colors.

The sea was boundless, and after advancing into the Tribulation Transcending Stage, Lin Xuan’s essence energy had grown exponentially compared to before, thickening to an immeasurable degree.

However, the most striking change did not lie within his dantian. The most eye-catching sight was the blue Star Sea, now a silvery hue.

Yes, silver; there were no longer any blue light points in this sea, replaced by dazzling silver ones. These points were far more advanced than their blue counterparts.

They were brilliant and captivating!

The Five-Heaven Seal still floated quietly inside.

Now calling it the Blue Star Sea was somewhat misleading, as such changes left Lin Xuan somewhat stunned. Although he had long known that the Star Sea could grow with his cultivation level and essence energy strength, seeing all light points turn silver after his advancement into the Tribulation Transcending Stage was still unexpected.

But despite the initial shock, there was joy. Such changes were beneficial without any drawbacks for him.

From every angle, Lin Xuan was delighted by this development.

Lin Xuan did not pay much attention to the changes in the Silver Star Sea at that moment; his main focus was on his yuan婴 (core spirit).

Unlike ordinary cultivators, Lin Xuan’s experiences were unique, and he practiced multiple techniques. While it might be considered chaotic, he had a far broader range of knowledge than most cultivators.

For instance, having two cores and one pill was rare even in the Three Realms, let alone succeeding at it. After all, ascending to Immortality was no easy feat; elevating his main core spirit was already challenging enough.

The secondary core spirit, once formed, would indeed bring many benefits, but mastering it was far from simple. It could be a waste of effort!

Most cultivators agreed with this view. Moreover, higher-stage cultivators looked down upon simultaneously refining two cores, which is why techniques for cultivating the second core were not considered significant secrets in the Spirit Realm.

Of course, saying they were nonexistent would be too extreme, but it was indeed rare.

Like Lin Xuan, who had condensed a demon core outside his two main cores, this was truly uncommon.

Lin Xuan dared to do so partly due to certain coincidences and mainly because the Blue Star Sea’s purifying effects made his conditions better than those of other cultivators. With the help of spirit pills and elixirs, he could save much time.

Setting aside these points, this advancement into the Tribulation Transcending Stage meant that Lin Xuan would not be able to advance both cores and one pill simultaneously.

This breakthrough was for his main core spirit. Thanks to the Blue Star Sea’s assistance, Lin Xuan had better conditions than ordinary cultivators, but effort was still necessary. He could not rush into refining two cores and one pill; it needed to proceed in a clear hierarchy.

In simple terms, he focused on the primary core first, which was naturally his main concern.

After enduring countless trials, he finally succeeded in advancing.

Compared to his secondary core spirit beside him, there were obvious differences. After advancing into the Tribulation Transcending Stage, his essence energy had increased significantly, and his physical body had undergone an Easy Essence Washing effect. However, the most significant difference was that cultivators at this stage truly achieved great accomplishments with their core spirits.

What did it mean for a core spirit to be fully accomplished?

Simply put, it meant breaking free from bodily constraints; even if the core spirit left its body, it could still unleash immense power. Although externally, there might not seem any difference, his strength was incomparable to when he entered the state of Shen Shi (split consciousness). Tribulation Transcending cultivators could manipulate heavenly laws largely due to their fully accomplished core spirits.

After this advancement, Lin Xuan’s main core spirit had grown immensely thick. His every movement seemed to be infused with immense essence energy.

After a thorough examination, Lin Xuan was satisfied with the result. Then his attention shifted to an object beside him.

True Spirit Flame!

Of course, it had been greatly reduced in size.

Eating this substance indeed brought about the Easy Essence Washing effect as expected. However, unexpectedly, after refining his body, True Spirit Flame did not disappear; rather, it still existed within his dantian.

Lin Xuan was stunned but a hint of unease flashed across his face.

While advancing smoothly was certainly joyful, having True Spirit Flame lingering in his dantian was indeed a significant隐患 (hazard).

After all, the importance of the dantian to cultivators was self-evident. And since he could not control this True Spirit Flame, how could Lin Xuan feel at ease with it remaining there?

He must find a way to get rid of it.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan began to try.

To be honest, he felt somewhat uneasy about this situation, as he had never encountered such a scenario before. He was also well aware of the dangers posed by True Spirit Flame.

If possible, Lin Xuan really did not want to deal with that entity. But now, he had no choice but to do so.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense outwards. (To be continued)
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How to expel the True Spirit Flame, Lin Xuan had no confidence at all. After all, he had never experienced something like this before.

He could only start from scratch and cautiously try his luck.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was not what he used to be; he was now a cultivator who had passed through tribulations, and his strength had increased significantly compared to before. Thus, although he felt anxious, it would be an exaggeration to say that he was truly afraid.

After all, the perilous situation he just faced, he had managed to overcome. How could a little trouble now cause him to fall into the abyss?

Even if more difficulties arose, Lin Xuan was certain he could handle them.

With this confidence, Lin Xuan began his attempt. He took a deep breath and started调动体内的法力 (activating the magical power within his body).

The sea of energy originally calm, now saw waves surging one after another.

Crimson and luminous spiritual energy, emitting a gentle and pure aura.

As Lin Xuan moved, the spiritual energy coalesced in the center. Soon, a large hand appeared before his eyes.

Carved symbols on its surface flickered, with several mysterious arrays emerging, all formed by those profound and complex runes.

The moment this large hand came into view, it instantly transformed like lightning, fingers curling into claws, reaching out to grab the target—True Spirit Flame. The opponent did not attempt to dodge.

Puff…, grabbed by that large hand and firmly held in its palm.

This was much more successful than expected, but Lin Xuan's face showed no joy; instead, a hint of caution appeared in his eyes.

Next, the large hand began to change visibly. It gradually became hazy, like turning a sword into threads. Fine threads emerged from its surface.

No need for surprise, as it was originally formed by Lin Xuan’s magical power and could change according to his will.

Soon, the large hand vanished, replaced by countless colorful threads that intertwined and wove into a cocoon, tightly binding the True Spirit Flame inside.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy, his expression finally relaxing with relief.

Using his magical energy to envelop the True Spirit Flame, then expelling it from his dantian was the plan.

The idea seemed good, but Lin Xuan was left speechless when the cocoon melted away in an instant, all his magical energy being consumed by the True Spirit Flame.

"This…."

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed, but fortunately, the True Spirit Flame did not continue to attack him after devouring the magical energy cocoon. He sighed with relief and didn't give up, trying again using his divine consciousness instead of magical power.

This attempt also failed, with his divine consciousness being consumed as well. Lin Xuan suffered significantly this time.

But it was fine; becoming a cultivator who had passed through tribulations increased both his magical energy and divine consciousness. Although the loss was painful, it wasn't life-threatening.

However, repeated failures left Lin Xuan frustrated. He couldn’t figure out how to solve this problem. He hesitated, unsure of what to do next.

After a cup of tea's worth of time passed, Lin Xuan still had no idea what to do.

At that moment, an unexpected opportunity presented itself. While调动法力 (activating his magical energy), he accidentally sent some silver light points over and they came into contact with the True Spirit Flame.

Just now, both magical energy and divine consciousness melted away upon contact. However, this time, the silver light points did not suffer the same fate. Seeing this, Lin Xuan's mind sparked with a new idea: could these silver light points replace his magical energy to envelop the True Spirit Flame and expel it?

With high success rates unlikely, but given the current situation, it seemed promising.

Acting on this thought, Lin Xuan immediately started trying. Like purifying a treasure, as he guided his magical energy, the Star Sea began to spin faster, emitting thread-like light points that gathered into a silver beam surrounding the True Spirit Flame and enveloping it layer by layer.

This time, nothing went wrong. A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face; if his guess was correct, this should work.

After another cup of tea's worth of time passed, a large light cocoon formed in Lin Xuan’s dantian.

The first step had gone smoothly. The next challenge was how to expel it. This wasn't difficult; he could treat it like purifying the energy and let it flow through the extraordinary meridians naturally into his palm.

Following an old saying, "A long night breeds many dreams," Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness. However, upon contact with the light cocoon, it was easily repelled.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't give up so quickly. After a moment's hesitation, he enhanced his divine consciousness.

But to no avail; the same result occurred again.

Angry and frustrated, Lin Xuan tried increasing his divine consciousness strength after successfully enveloping the True Spirit Flame.

Boom!

After some time, his divine consciousness finally wasn’t repelled. But before he could celebrate, the light cocoon suddenly exploded into countless fragments that affected his dantian, qi sea, and extraordinary meridians.

Knowing it contained the True Spirit Flame, Lin Xuan was alarmed; he had made a smart mistake this time. There was no chance to save himself now as the fragments entered his qi sea and extraordinary meridians, not remaining in his dantian but directly integrating into them.

All traces of the True Spirit Flame vanished, fully merging with his body. This outcome was unimaginable for Lin Xuan before; he had never anticipated such a result.

Severe pain surged throughout his body, an indescribable sensation far worse than the suffering from the I Ching washing away impurities. This time, sheer mental resilience couldn't solve it; Lin Xuan fainted.

In a daze, he felt countless things flooding into his mind—ancient memories passed down through generations of True Spirits.
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In the primordial age, when the混沌初开, the world was still a vast expanse of nothingness.

Grayish space crackled with the might of heaven and earth. Lightning and fiery bolts roamed freely in this chaotic void.

Zzzz...

A bolt of lightning-fire slashed through the sky, striking a withered branch that burst into flames.

From the heart of that bolt emerged a monstrous creature with nine heads.

With four wings and six legs, it exuded an air of superiority as it moved.

This was the primordial phoenix.

Over countless eons, it inhaled and exhaled, absorbing the essence of the sun and moon. It grew larger and stronger.

...

Suddenly, the scene before him shifted. A million years had passed. The world was no longer chaotic but still devoid of cultivators. However, strange creatures that were unknown to modern times now roamed the three realms.

These beasts were much larger than their contemporary counterparts: a giant ape towering over a hundred feet tall; rats as large as oxen; and serpents with three heads coiled like mountains.

Primordial monsters!

Even in ancient texts, few records of them existed. In the world of cultivation, only vague legends remained.

It was said that these creatures had existed for longer than cultivators themselves.

Not only were they massive, but many possessed extraordinary talents. If resurrected today, even great sages would not dare to underestimate them.

Kwak!

The primordial phoenix's cry echoed as it fought with a giant serpent with three heads.

This phoenix was much stronger than in the beginning of creation, yet still had not produced true spirit flames.

Each head of the serpent could wield different types of divine arts. With its immense strength and thick hide, the phoenix found itself in a tough battle.

The fight lasted for three days and nights before the phoenix emerged victorious.

But it was hardly unscathed; it was nearly covered in wounds.

Pecking through the corpse, the primordial phoenix discovered round balls the size of dragon eyes in each head. Without hesitation, it devoured these, then found a place to rest and recover its power.

...

Such battles were not uncommon in the primordial age. Various strange and powerful creatures roamed freely. While there were no cultivators back then, the world was still perilous. The phoenix often hunted these ancient beasts but also became prey itself on several occasions.

After much hardship, it finally survived to tell the tale.

Lin Xuan, though an observer, felt a profound connection as he witnessed all this. Many reflections!

The old saying that "heaven does not drop pies" was indeed true. Whether for his own path or for the primordial phoenix, becoming a true spirit required immense effort and hardship.

...

But Lin Xuan was more than just an observer. As he experienced these events firsthand, the phoenix's knowledge and experiences were absorbed into his mind, transforming into his own.

This was the magic of true spirit flames: passing down memories from one generation to another in this manner yielded the best results.

...

The scene before him changed again.

After countless efforts and twists and turns, the primordial phoenix finally produced true spirit flames. It had achieved perfection and became a powerful true spirit.

The exact duration of these events was hard to calculate.

At that time, it was still the primordial age, but cultivators had finally appeared on the scene. The ancient beasts were fewer in number; survival of the fittest was nature's choice.

While the ancient beasts were formidable, they also had weaknesses: their massive size made it difficult to find food, and their low intelligence left them far behind even ordinary demons when compared to humans.

Thus, these creatures gradually faded away, becoming increasingly rare in the world of cultivation.

The world of cultivation at that time was vastly different from what Lin Xuan knew. The three realms were still forming, but the environment for cultivation was much better than today. While not everywhere was teeming with spirit herbs and divine materials, various cultivation resources could be found easily.

Spirit energy was abundant; the quality and quantity of spirit veins far exceeded current standards.

What amazed him even more was that during this era, resources were plentiful, and prodigies emerged like stars in the sky.

Cold Immortal, Flower Fairy, Asura...

Solitary Wild Goose, Li Yutong, and Nai Long...

Countless names came to mind. Some he had never heard of, while others were household names.

It turned out that the three Loose Immortals and the three demon kings already existed back then.

The true demons like Treasure Snake and Frost Soul also made their debut in this era.

Lin Xuan was filled with emotion. The path of cultivation was forged by them; the eight stages of refinement had been gradually perfected through their efforts.

The primordial phoenix did not merely observe from a distance. It had battled some of the best, even being slain by Li Yutong's sword.

Li Yutong was someone Lin Xuan had never met but whose name he knew well. She was one of the three Loose Immortals and the only woman among them.

Unfortunately, she was elusive, rarely making an appearance at events like Nai Long's wedding. Lin Xuan only knew her by reputation.

The first primordial phoenix fell, and it now had a fixed abode—the true spirit space. The true spirit flames returned there, waiting for another suitable phoenix to arrive.

Through inheritance and fusion, a new true spirit was born. A million years had passed in the world of cultivation.

Suddenly, memories flooded Lin Xuan's mind as a new scene unfolded before him.

...

Time flowed like water; this time, his unconsciousness lasted several years. While not short, it was insignificant compared to the countless lifetimes he experienced with the true spirit flames.

Finally, Lin Xuan woke up, and the true spirit flames had imprinted themselves on his soul.

His face bore the marks of a long journey as he slowly raised his hand. His arm seemed unchanged, but his skin appeared slightly paler.

Lin Xuan clenched his fist and subtly summoned power; red spiritual runes appeared on his skin, followed by a layer of silver.

"Rise!"

With lightning speed, Lin Xuan's left hand struck, summoning a dark green divine sword that sliced fiercely towards his right hand.
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Leyi's attack was like lightning. The immortal sword, under Lin Xuan’s command, transformed into a dazzling light aura, emerald green and eye-catching, and struck down fiercely towards him.

As the light flashed, it seemed to contain a hint oflaw and order power. Lin Xuan had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, so his control over the laws of nature was far superior to before.

Though this immortal sword wasn't from the Nine Palaces, it wasn’t an ordinary tool either. With such a strike, it could have the power to move mountains and overturn seas; even a peer at the same stage would hesitate to face itssharp edge directly.

However, Lin Xuan did not dodge. His original intention was to test the sword’s strength.

Facing the emerald green light, he raised his right hand with ease and met the attack head-on.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed in his ears as his entire arm was enveloped by the dazzling light. It then completely swallowed him up, but Lin Xuan's face showed no pain; it remained calm and composed.

The whole process lasted only a few breaths.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

Sizzle…

It sounded like glass breaking on the ground, and the light began to fragment inch by inch.

First, it spread rapidly like spider webs. Then, with a sudden sound, it shattered into countless pieces that quickly dissipated in the air.

As the light faded away, the emerald green immortal sword revealed its true form.

At first glance, apart from the disappearance of the spiritual glow, there was no significant difference on the surface.

However, when a mountain breeze blew by,

Woo…

An eerie sound filled his ears as the immortal sword began to erode. It turned into sand and vanished with the wind.

Such an exquisite treasure was completely destroyed in this manner.

Lin Xuan's right hand still held its pose high up.

His sleeves were already gone, but what amazed people was that not a single scratch marred his skin; the blow hadn't even broken his oil skin.

A Body of Indestructible Metal!

If there had been other cultivators nearby, they would have gasped in shock. It was said that Buddhist cultivation techniques were unfathomably deep. After reaching the pinnacle of physical refinement, one could achieve a Body of Indestructible Metal.

Being able to withstand the blows of fellow cultivators with bare hands.

Even an attack as powerful as moving mountains and overturning seas would be like a gentle breeze. Spatialrip attacks had no effect either.

A Body of Indestructible Metal was the pinnacle of Buddhist techniques, but it was rare for someone in the Spirit Realm to achieve such a state.

Lin Xuan wasn't a Buddhist cultivator; what he demonstrated now was not a Body of Indestructible Metal.

But in terms of power, it might not be inferior.

It was all due to chance. Lin Xuan had already mastered the secret technique, Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens, and refined countless true spirits' blood. His physical body's strength was so formidable that even his peers among monsters were envious.

Moreover, his flesh was far more resilient than those of his peers, which allowed him to successfully fuse with true spirit flames. Otherwise, another cultivator in the same situation would have long been broken by such a blow.

Despite this, Lin Xuan still endured much hardship. But there was always an upside; when he fully refined the true spirit flame and perfectly fused it with his body, he became a True Spirit Body.

Of course, this was only just achieved, so a True Spirit Body could only be considered a minor success. It fell far short of the nine-headed bird from back then, but what did that matter? A cultivator should be content with what they have. By the standard of his peers, Lin Xuan's physical body had become incredibly resilient.

That was enough; it wasn't for nothing he endured so much hardship.

Moreover, beyond the True Spirit Body, he also gained knowledge from generations of true spirits, as well as various combat experiences.

From their memories, Lin Xuan learned about many ancient secrets. Unfortunately, there were no records of true immortals. The nine-headed bird was born in the primordial era amidst thunder and fire; back then, humanity, monsters, and cultivators did not exist.

Since cultivation hadn't begun yet, it was believed that true immortals didn’t exist either.

Later, as all things revived, the cultivation world flourished.

The Asura, precious snakes, ice souls, and scattered immortal kings of the Spirit Realm emerged during this time.

It was a golden age for geniuses. These people were the elite of their era, even refining the eight stages of cultivation step by step…

Logically, they should be the top cultivators in the world now, but something strange happened. Since they originated from the very beginning and were among the elites, never surpassed, how could true immortals exist?

Why was there no record of them in the nine-headed bird’s memories? As a true spirit, it had been born in the primordial era, so even if by chance, it should have some connection with true immortals over such a long time.

But there were none. The nine-headed bird never saw a true immortal, which was hard to explain.

Reaffirming his doubts, Lin Xuan suddenly had an audacious hypothesis.

Could it be that true immortals don’t actually exist?

This thought flashed through his mind like lightning, shocking him as well. This conjecture was too incredible and bold.

It seemed only this could explain the previous confusion.

But a new question arose: if true immortals didn't exist, how to explain Asura King’s battle with three true immortals in the Spirit Realm?

Little Tangerine had said so herself; though Mo'er wasn’t by his side anymore, Lin Xuan always kept an eye on clues about Asura King.

Though few knew of these secrets in the entire Spirit Realm, sooner or later, some hints would be found.

He still didn't know exactly what happened back then, but it was undeniable that Asura King’s battle with three true immortals wasn’t fabricated. Otherwise, Mo'er wouldn’t have been reborn as she is now.

However, this created a contradiction. What were these true immortals?
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The path of cultivation was elusive and intangible, yet the majority of cultivators in the Three Realms believed without doubt in the existence of true immortals.

Above the three realms lay even higher ones, where legends spoke of true immortals dwelling.

What exactly were true immortals?

A mere gesture could cause heaven to overturn and earth to shake; they possessed endless lifespans and were among the most powerful beings in the primordial universe.

Lin Xuan once believed in the existence of true immortals without reservation. If not for his extreme admiration for their abilities, he would not have endured such hardships and embarked on this arduous path of cultivation.

However, times had changed. He was now at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, close to achieving the legendary ascension. Although it wasn't just a step away, the vast path of immortality no longer seemed as distant or ethereal; he could see its back now.

Yet, in this moment, Lin Xuan began to doubt whether true immortals truly existed. If he were to voice his doubts, it would shock the world and become a laughingstock.

Was it really a joke?

The memory of the True Spirit Fire's legacy was infallible; there had never been any traces of true immortals in ancient times.

But during the battle at the Polar Yuan Guang Hall, facts stood before him: three true immortals indeed descended. How should one explain this?

Lin Xuan didn't know. There were too many contradictions.

Thus, he no longer pondered over it; such thoughts held no meaning and couldn’t unravel his doubts or riddles.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled deeply, taking a deep breath to temporarily set aside his doubts. With him now at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, his strength had grown immensely, giving him more opportunities to uncover hidden secrets in the cultivation world. There was no need for urgency just yet.

He would address this anxiety later when he left the Lingbo Valley. Lin Xuan believed that one day all riddles would be solved.

His mind at peace, Lin Xuan's expression became calm.

Now a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator, he could manipulate heavenly laws and traverse between realms freely. His lifespan had reached millions of years, though not yet immortal, it was close enough. Moreover, his strength far surpassed that of his peers due to the fusion with True Spirit Fire.

He had inherited knowledge from the Phoenix Clan and transformed into a true spirit body.

Lin Xuan wasn't sure how strong he was, but he could certainly hold his own against mid-stage cultivators. In the cultivation world, status correlated with strength; now that he was at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, he had more opportunities to uncover hidden secrets.

So there was no need for urgency. Lin Xuan believed he would eventually reunite with Moon and solve all riddles one day.

For now, he still needed to handle some matters.

Firstly, he needed to stabilize his realm.

Indeed, he had successfully advanced but hadn't taken the time to solidify his realm since then. With no pressing issues at hand, this was his top priority.

Stabilizing the root and nurturing the essence was a common practice for cultivators; otherwise, a drop in realm due to unforeseen circumstances wasn't impossible.

Although such occurrences were rare, Lin Xuan's cautious nature ensured he wouldn’t leave any potential hazards behind.

Thus, stabilizing his realm became his immediate concern. This would take some time but was not particularly difficult. He had done this before after each advancement and was quite familiar with the process.

With no further ado, Lin Xuan returned to his cave. Cultivation knew no time; decades passed in a blink.

One day, thunderous sounds echoed as the long-sealed cave door opened, emitting a dazzling green light that shot out.

The green glow subsided, revealing a plain-looking young man—Lin Xuan himself.

At first glance, he appeared to be in his twenties. His features were unremarkable, but there was an air of沧桑 (suffering) about him.

His eyes were deep and profound, as if they had witnessed countless years.

However, this feeling lasted only a moment; Lin Xuan blinked, and all the signs vanished. He exuded a subtle aura, making him appear ordinary, just one among many in the crowd.

This was the effect of the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique's return to simplicity. He had nearly mastered it.

As long as Lin Xuan didn't reveal his identity, who could tell he was a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator?

And such discretion benefited him greatly.

Decades passed swiftly; today, Lin Xuan finally emerged from seclusion. To be honest, compared to decades ago, he hadn’t gained much in terms of strength; it was merely that his magical power had become more condensed. The realm stabilization went smoothly as well.

Thus, Lin Xuan exited the cave.

Although leaving now wasn't what he wanted, there were still many things to handle. For instance, he needed to refine the Vermilion Bird Ring and deal with the Primordial Yin Essence.

His strength had grown significantly since acquiring these treasures; it was only fair to extract more Primordial Yin Essence given his current power.

With both items refined, his strength would increase substantially. The Lingbo Valley's rich qi and lack of disturbances made it an excellent place for cultivation.

Originally, Lin Xuan planned to continue seclusion here for some time. Unfortunately, he remembered the legends associated with this place.

The Lingbo Valley was originally the abode of the Nine-Headed Bird Clan, a true spirit space belonging to another dimension. After its fall, it became the palace of the Asura King, who far surpassed other powerful beings in the Spirit Realm.

Her palace was guarded by numerous prohibitions and arrays. Even after her demise, many ancient arrays still functioned.

This is why only Core Formation and Split Soul cultivators could enter every three thousand years, staying for a hundred days at most.

Of course, one could choose to stay longer but would need to advance to the Tribulation Transcendence stage within a century or risk being trapped in the Lingbo Valley forever.
第两千九百九十五章 空间节点

After advancing past the tribulation, one could shatter the void and leave. Lin Xuan had heard this from Venerable Qingyan back then.

The other party didn't elaborate much on how to do it; Lin Xuan was far from certain about the specifics.

After all, he wasn’t a cultivator born in the Lost Realm, and he had only just learned of Spirit Wave Valley. He had stumbled into this place by chance along with these fellows.

He hadn’t read any related texts before, and the memories of True Soul Fire didn't contain such information either.

In short, Lin Xuan could only rely on his own exploration.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush.

With his breakthrough, not only had his cultivation soared to new heights, but his mind was also more mature. He now possessed an air of composure when facing things.

Confidence!

Yes, that’s it!

Even faced with difficulties, Lin Xuan believed he could handle them.

How could such a small Spirit Wave Valley confine him? Lin Xuan extended his divine sense outwards.

Before his promotion, his divine sense already far surpassed those of his peers and was comparable to that of tribulation cultivators. Now, after breaking through the bottleneck, his divine sense had grown several times stronger, reaching an incredible level.

If he wished, he could even crystallize his divine sense into threads or form it into swordlight-like tangible yet intangible entities for combat.

Crystallizing one’s divine sense might not seem like a big deal, but to those who knew the intricacies of it, it would make them gasp in awe.

This was a hallmark of late-stage tribulation cultivators.

Lin Xuan had just broken through and his divine sense was already so powerful. He couldn’t claim to be unparalleled, but he could certainly match the most brilliant geniuses throughout history.

It was enviable, yet Lin Xuan didn't let it go to his head.

With his eyes closed, his face expressionless, he seemed lost in thought or using his divine sense to perceive something.

After a long while—about half an hour—he opened his eyes and flew forward with a flash of green light.

In just that short time, Lin Xuan had thoroughly searched the entire Spirit Wave Valley with his immensely powerful divine sense.

He found several peculiar spots.

Spatial nodes!

And they were decaying ones. More astonishingly, these decaying spatial nodes happened to cluster together, making it an ideal opportunity. Using this place to shatter the void would undoubtedly be much easier.

Even if the Asura King had set up restrictions, facing weakened spatial laws, he could certainly tear through the void.

Now was indeed the best time to leave Spirit Wave Valley.

However, whether or not that hundred-year theory was relevant remained unclear to Lin Xuan.

He didn’t have the heart to delve deeper into it.

Whether by chance or due to the hundred years, whatever hidden meaning there might be had no bearing on him. He only intended to use this as an opportunity to leave.

Soon, Lin Xuan left Nightmare Desert because he had found the central array. The strange arrays within this desert were now gone.

Even if he hadn’t done so, with his advancement to tribulation period, his strength was vastly different from before. Whether those peculiar illusions still held any effect was debatable.

Lin Xuan wasn’t interested in testing it either; why go through the trouble when it could save him effort?

There was no need for Lin Xuan to take this array seriously and prove his strength.

His journey proceeded smoothly with no hindrances. Half an hour later, he flew out of Nightmare Desert, a place that had once caused him much distress but now meant nothing to him. The benefits of advancing to the tribulation period were starting to show.

---

The rest of the journey was equally smooth.

Although there were still powerful beast races or spirit insects in Spirit Wave Valley, they all felt Lin Xuan’s faint tribulation period pressure and retreated with fear. None dared to provoke him.

A short while passed as he flew through the desert.

Suddenly, his speed slowed, and he arrived at a picturesque location.

Before him was a small lake with rippling water, clear and transparent, even emitting wisps of spirit energy.

The concentration of spirit energy here wasn’t as high as in the Asura King’s palace ruins but was still quite impressive. If placed elsewhere, it would surely spark contention among the major sects.

However, this small lake was eerily quiet. A rustling sound reached his ears, and he saw swaying bamboo groves by the lakeside.

The scenery was truly beautiful, and a layer of white mist hung over the lake surface.

"This is where I should be."

Lin Xuan nodded with a hint of joy on his face.

From afar, this small lake and bamboo grove didn’t seem any different from ordinary places. Most Spirit Cultivators of the Outer Realm passing by would likely ignore them. But Lin Xuan...

He rubbed his hands together, and a lightning arc about as thick as an arm appeared in his palm. The light flashed outwards before he struck it forward.

Nine-headed bird, born from thunder and fire essence, later became a true spirit that could live as long as the heavens after countless trials and tribulations.

Born of thunder and fire essence, it was undoubtedly a dual-element true spirit.

Lin Xuan inherited True Soul Fire and fused it with his body to form a true spirit body. While he gained immense benefits from this, his gains extended far beyond that.

Nine-headed bird could control lightning and fire. As a true spirit, it mastered the laws of thunder and fire.

Since Lin Xuan had inherited True Soul Fire, he couldn’t expect an effortless gain but instantly grasped both these laws. However, all related knowledge and memories were perfectly passed down to him.

A hard day’s work deserved a good reward. In cultivation, there was no such thing as freebies, but for Lin Xuan, who was a tribulation cultivator, inheriting the memories of thunder and fire laws equated to obtaining the keys to mastering them. With effort and diligent cultivation, he could one day wield celestial lightning like Nine-headed bird.

Currently, Lin Xuan wasn’t at that stage yet, but his control over electricity had vastly improved. Given his broad knowledge, achieving a deeper understanding was not difficult.

Snow-white lightning flashed brilliantly, piercing the sky before an incredible scene unfolded.

A flash of light appeared, and what seemed to be empty space suddenly distorted. A fist-sized, hazy light ball emerged.

At first glance, it didn’t seem remarkable, but faint spatial energy emanated from within.

Spatial nodes!

"Sure enough!"

Lin Xuan’s sleeves fluttered, and a crackling sound filled his ears as lightning flashed outwards. More hazy light balls appeared.

They were spaced about ten feet apart, each emitting deep-seated spatial energy.
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With so many spatial nodes gathered together, even Lin Xuan, with his extensive knowledge and experience, had never seen such a sight before. It could indeed be considered a rare spectacle.

What did this mean? Lin Xuan knew all too well.

It indicated that the spatial force in this area had significantly weakened compared to normal conditions. This was the best opportunity to break through the void and leave the Spirit Wave Valley.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. As the saying goes, "A long night breeds many dreams." Since he decided to go, there was no need for him to linger here.

Lin Xuan was a resolute cultivator with a firm character. Whether dealing with people or matters, he was always meticulous and thorough.

He raised his right hand, not summoning any treasure, but a faint white light flickered in his palm.

The light wasn't dazzling; it felt pure and gentle. However, upon closer inspection, one could see that the so-called white light was composed of countless tiny runes smaller than grains of rice. The number was staggering, and each rune seemed mysterious. As the light pulsed, array after array of magical formations appeared in the glow.

They were interconnected, making it clear that suchsuperposition would greatly enhance their power.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan recited a quick and obscure incantation, raised his right hand, and pushed the light towards the front.

Instantly, sharp rays of energy surged forth. The brightness of the light increased tenfold or more compared to before, followed by piercing sounds as it broke through the void.

Several wind blades emerged from the light, each about a foot in diameter. However, they were vastly different from ordinary wind blade techniques.

These wind blades seemed condensed from an incredibly pure essence force, appearing almostentity-like. Not only that, but intricate patterns adorned their surfaces—no, not patterns, but mysterious rune arrays, seamlessly integrated.

Puff

A muffled sound echoed as several spatial nodes were hit simultaneously. The light blades penetrated them without a trace of reaction, seemingly absorbed by the void.

However, the calm didn't last long.

Soon, the muffled sounds grew louder, and those spatial nodes exploded with force.

Spatial distortions occurred, their diameters expanding several times over. They then connected, devouring each other…

The spatial force spread out, though not on the scale of destroying heaven or earth, it was beyond what ordinary Spirit Stage cultivators could bear.

But Lin Xuan had already advanced, his strength far surpassing before. He faced this formidable spatial force with indifference, not even summoning a protective barrier.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't being overconfident; he had formed a True Spirit Body, so such minor spatial forces couldn't harm him.

Lin Xuan observed coldly.

After several hours, the spatial nodes merged into one massive light sphere. Its shape resembled the earlier nodes, but its size was incomparable.

The light sphere was roughly oval-shaped, covering an area of about an acre. Although blurry, it seemed deeply profound.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and flew inside with a sweeping gesture.

The sky was somewhat dim here, in what appeared to be a desolate valley. However, thunder could be heard, and the cries of cultivators echoed occasionally.

"Knowing you can’t defeat us, why must you struggle so desperately? Ourtreasureare not sentient; if you cooperate, we will release you and let you go with your nine spirit herbs. We are willing to give you a chance at life, but don't blame us for being ruthless."

A cultivator wearing a large gray robe spoke in an icy tone. His words were cold, but his actions showed no mercy.

His weapon was peculiar—a whip made of some unknown material. He controlled it with his mind rather than summoning it, wielding it deftly and swiftly.

He didn't look like a cultivator; he resembled a skilled martial artist from the secular world.

However, its power was immense. The whip's transformations were numerous and no less formidable than those of his companions.

This cultivator was at the Boundary Profound Realm, early stage but nearing mid-stage. His three companions were also at the same level, encircling a woman in red silk robes with theirtreasureand flying swords, showing no sign of mercy or compassion.

While they attacked fiercely, they continued to urge her to surrender, knowing she would never listen. But these empty words served to distract her, confusing her mind.

The woman in red was indeed striking; her clothes were fiery red and eye-catching. She appeared to be in her twenties, though her appearance suggested she had undergone cultivation for a long time.

Her strength matched that of the four, so logically, she should have been defeated by now. However, her treasures were formidable, and her combat experience seemed rich. Despite the fierce battle, she rarely showed any weaknesses, and their attacks, although brutal, couldn't break through her defenses.

But this balance was temporary. Her energy consumption would far exceed that of her opponents, making defeat inevitable.

The red-robed woman knew this well, trying several times to break free but knowing it was futile against such formidable opponents. She finally transformed into a brilliant streak and flew forward.

"Quickly, stop her."

The cultivator in gray robes grew anxious, waving his whip to conjure hundreds of venomous snakes. The other three were alarmed as well, recognizing the woman's resolve. They couldn't afford to fail now after nearly succeeding.
第两千九百九十七章 红绫仙子

Three entered were extremely anxious, and thus neither offense nor defense was held back. A burst of intense light flashed through the air as various colored spiritual lights interwove in mid-air.

Together with the venomous snakes that the whip shadows had transformed into, they spiraled towards the dazzling lightning.

Boom!

The next moment, a thunderous explosion echoed in their ears.

A fiery red beam of light emerged, but it was quickly overshadowed by gray-white light nearby. The beam shattered and revealed the face of the woman dressed in court attire.

Her complexion was pale, like a falling meteor that crashed onto the ground with great force.

A large crater appeared before them.

Despite her protective spiritual light, this woman had suffered significant damage from the attack, almost unable to move. She could be said to have been thoroughly injured.

"Idiot, refusing to accept gifts and taking punishment instead. If you had given up the Nine Spirit Immortal Fungus just now, why would you end up in such a dire situation?"

The cultivator wearing a large gray robe spoke with an icy tone that reached their ears. He then raised his right hand without hesitation and swung it down. The whip shadow struck the woman from above like a venomous snake.

Although she was beautiful, there was no怜香惜玉in the cultivation world. Since she had stolen someone else's treasure, she naturally needed to be eliminated completely.

However, at this moment, a thunderous roar echoed in their ears, followed by space distortion as a vortex appeared before them.

This triggered spatial laws, and the whip, affected by the residual shockwave, deviated from its path. It landed with a "thud" somewhere else.

The woman's luck was truly remarkable; she managed to dodge this calamity at the last moment. Whether or not she would have good fortune after surviving such a great peril remained to be seen.

The sudden change left several cultivators stunned.

Although they didn't know exactly what had happened, the spatial force emanating from the vortex made them tremble with fear. The fear came from deep within their souls; they couldn't explain it clearly, like mice caught by a cat.

Several pale-faced individuals turned to see an ordinary-looking youth emerge from the dark and deep vortex.

He moved leisurely as if strolling through a garden, as if he had just come out of a place where there was no spatial vortex but simply after dinner in some other location.

Gulp!

The several individuals simultaneously swallowed their saliva. Their expressions were not merely shocked; they looked like they had seen a ghost.

"Finally out."

The youth muttered to himself and then turned his head, surveying the others.

His gaze wasn't sharp; it was rather calm. However, under his gaze, Three entered broke into cold sweats as if their secrets had been exposed.

No wonder, this mysterious youth was Lin Xuan. At his level of power, even an unintentional glance could bring great pressure to low-ranking cultivators.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene, and he saw everything clearly. His expression showed no concern; a few low-level cultivators' fight meant nothing to him with his current status and strength.

"Eh?"

At this moment, a weak but clear voice rang out. Lin Xuan could hear it despite its weakness.

The voice was filled with surprise and seemed to contain some indescribable emotions. Lin Xuan paused in confusion as he followed the sound with his gaze.

A woman dressed in court attire appeared before him.

Her lips were like pearls, her skin like water, and her eyebrows and eyes were strikingly beautiful. However, there was an underlying aura of ferocity that indicated she was a very strong-willed woman.

She lay at the bottom of the large crater, unable to move, but her expression of surprise could not be concealed.

It seemed as if she had seen a ghost!

"You, you..."

Even speaking coherently became difficult. This wasn't due to injuries but sheer shock that left her tongue-tied.

"Are you? Red Silk, how did you end up here?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but blurt out.

No wonder Lin Xuan was speechless. She turned out to be one of his 1rìshí (day of recognition) figures: Fairy Red Silk.

Their encounter had been quite convoluted. They met through mutual respect after a fight and eventually became friends. Before ascending to the spirit realm, Lin Xuan had even helped her by recommending her for a position in the Eagle Nest Pavilion as an influential external affairs elder.

Later, due to a mix-up with the transmission, Lin Xuan returned to the 1rìshí once more. Coincidentally, he encountered the interface portal opening and countless ancient demons invading.

Lin Xuan wouldn't have stood idly by; he fought valiantly.

However, in the Eagle Nest Pavilion, there was no sign of Fairy Red Silk's whereabouts. Upon inquiry, it turned out that long before the invasion of ancient demons, she had mysteriously disappeared while traveling outside.

Even Lu Ying'er sent people to search for her but found nothing.

This wasn't surprising; the cultivation world could be treacherous. Although Fairy Red Silk was formidable, encountering a stronger opponent and perishing was normal.

After hearing Lu Ying'er's account, Lin Xuan sighed deeply, assuming that Red Silk had passed away. He never imagined they would meet again after thousands of years in this lost interface.

Why was Red Silk here?

What kind of extraordinary experiences did she have on her body?

Lin Xuan was still stunned when a sound broke the silence.

Turning his head, he saw spiritual lights flashing as the other cultivators fled.

This wasn't unusual; the mysterious youth's cultivation level was unfathomable. Although they didn't know exactly what it was, clearly, they couldn't match him. Four entered had been hesitant about their fate but were now too scared to act rashly, fearing that the old monster might be displeased and eliminate them.

Initially, they were already nervous, but this misfortune seemed to follow them like rain on a leaky roof. The mysterious old monster turned out to know Red Silk, and it sounded as if their relationship was quite close.

Four entered paled; nothing could be worse than this. Their fear led them to realize that staying here was even more dangerous. Weighing the pros and cons, they gritted their teeth, determined to take a chance at survival. At this moment, they dared not hesitate or hide their strength, opening up their full speed in different directions. If luck favored them, they might get a chance for survival.
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However, this was not a foolproof plan. But it was the best idea they could come up with under these circumstances.

In the cultivation world, might makes right. Whether or not they could escape alive would depend on their luck. It was all about doing your best and leaving the rest to fate.

The four cultivators were at the beginning stage of Profound Knowledge, a relatively high level for them.

With full speed, they employed all their techniques, making their escape truly impressive.

Almost as soon as they moved, a flash of spirit light appeared, and they escaped to the edge of the universe.

But just then, a cold snort echoed: "Run, where can you go? Lin Xuan has not said anything about letting you leave."

The voice was faint but clearly reached their ears. The four cultivators were struck dumb. It seemed as if the voice had an infinite charm; they could hear it clearly while losing all ability to move.

It was strange how, upon hearing that voice, their spiritual energy suddenly became stuck in their dantian and couldn't be used.

Unlike beasts, human cultivators, except for a few who practiced body cultivation techniques, were extremely vulnerable. Once deprived of their spiritual energy, they were like tigers with their teeth pulled out—unable to use any of their abilities.

While it was an exaggeration to say the four would be easily slaughtered, their options for self-preservation were indeed limited.

"Am I really going to die here?"

In this crisis, a sense of sorrow surfaced in each of them. But before they could fully process that thought, Lin Xuan acted.

Without any additional movements, he simply raised his right hand and gently swept it. No rainbow light appeared, but the four cultivators were drawn towards him as if by an invisible force.

The four cultivators reluctantly did not want to sit idly by, yet with their spiritual energy unable to be controlled, they had no means to turn danger into safety. They flew to Lin Xuan's side like mice under a cat's paw.

Then, Lin Xuan flicked his hand, and the binding force vanished, leaving them tumbling on the ground with "Ow"s echoing in their ears.

"Senior, spare me!"

A plump cultivator, upon witnessing Lin Xuan's astonishing abilities, shivered in fear. Without hesitation, he knelt before Lin Xuan and performed a grand bow:

"Please show mercy, I had no intention of offending you. This is all just a misunderstanding."

"Misunderstanding?"

Lin Xuan smiled: "We've only met for the first time; how could there be any offense? If you want to explain, go find that Scarlet Silk Fairy."

The four cultivators turned their heads as Lin Xuan spoke. They saw the palace-dressed woman lying motionless at the bottom of a pit, her face full of shock and disbelief. There was also a hint of excitement.

...

...

Red Silk's heart leaped with joy at this unexpected turn of events. However, the experience was too bizarre to be real.

When Lin Xuan emerged from the spatial vortex, she had already recognized him. After all, cultivators who practiced the Five Elements had remarkable memory for spells and techniques.

But Red Silk still found it hard to believe.

Lin Xuan had indeed ascended to the Spirit Realm, but that was thousands of years ago. The path to immortality was treacherous; his survival or death was uncertain. It was impossible for him to appear here out of nowhere—though a coincidence could happen, this seemed too... too coincidental.

Red Silk's stubborn nature made her less inclined to believe in such coincidences. So she was more shocked than Lin Xuan himself until now, truly believing it wasn't a dream.

It really was Lin Xuan, and he seemed to have had a good life since then, at least stronger than herself.

Seeing an old acquaintance, Red Silk's heart was filled with mixed emotions, but her injuries were too severe for movement.

Lin Xuan knew this well. He waved his sleeve, and a jade bottle flew out. After uncorking it, the refreshing fragrance spread instantly.

With a flick of his fingers, a crimson pill shot towards Red Silk's mouth.

She did not hesitate, swallowing it whole.

After all, she was friends with Lin Xuan, not an enemy.

Besides, with his strength, harming her would be as easy as raising a finger. There was no need for poison; that would just be overkill.

The medicinal power of the pill quickly spread through her body along the meridians, reducing pain and restoring her vitality at an incredible rate.

Red Silk's eyes widened in disbelief. She knew her injuries well enough to realize how extraordinary this effect was. Without experiencing it herself, she wouldn't believe it.

Her injuries were severe, and according to Red Silk's estimation, even if they managed to turn danger into safety, a year or more of rest and various healing elixirs would be needed for full recovery.

But now, after just one immortal pill, her injuries had improved significantly.

Could Lin Xuan have really given her an immortal pill?

Red Silk was both grateful and astonished, staring in disbelief.

Lin Xuan's expression remained indifferent. As a cultivator who had passed the Tribulation Realm, his wealth was beyond measure.

While Red Silk's injuries were severe, it mattered little to him. What he gave her wasn't something like the Nine Immortals' Pill; just some common healing pills sufficed.

It sounded absurd but made perfect sense. In the cultivation world, might made right. The quality of treasures one could access depended on their strength.

To a Tribulation Realm monster, what seemed worthless to a Profound Knowledge cultivator was invaluable.

Thus, it was entirely normal for Lin Xuan's random medicinal pill to heal Red Silk's injuries.

The entire process took only moments. Her pale face turned rosy, and her breathing became much calmer. She floated into the air and bowed gracefully: "Thank you, senior..."

Lin Xuan sighed and raised his hand to interrupt: "Why be so formal? We are fellow cultivators; let's just treat each other as equals."

"Indeed..." Red Silk hesitated, though she was bold and resolute. She could see that Lin Xuan had become much stronger than her, making such a gesture too presumptuous.
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"How come, Fairy, you're unwilling?"

Lin Xuan's light laughter entered her ears.

"Not at all. Brother Lin, since you've shown such kindness, Red Silk will follow your command. I thank Brother Lin for your help; otherwise, I might have perished here."

Seeing the sincerity on Lin Xuan's face, Red Silk had no choice but to comply. Her personality was naturally free-spirited, so she couldn't afford to act too pretentious.

"It's just a small favor. Why should you be so grateful? If we were in each other's shoes, I'm sure you would have helped me as well."

"Fairy, you jest. How could I possibly possess such abilities?"

Red Silk sighed. She wouldn't have been able to resist expressing her envy of Lin Xuan's extraordinary powers if she hadn't truly felt the fear.

The two were engaging in polite conversation while the four others nearby paled with fear.

This Red Silk was a wandering cultivator, so how did she know such an outstanding cultivator? The tone suggested they had met before.

Had they known this, even without any courage, they wouldn't have dared to provoke Fairy Red Silk. But there were no regrets in the cultivation world.

Despite their terror, they didn't give up. Their eyes darted around desperately. Ants might still try to survive, so how could they willingly surrender and die?

But with their current strength, it was hard to come up with a clever escape plan in such a hurry.

They were left only to worry in vain.

"How did you and these fellows become enemies?"

Though Lin Xuan was more curious about Red Silk's past experiences that led her to this lost world, he knew the story would be long. The time wasn't right for idle chatter. They needed to settle their current grudges first.

"Nothing much. I don’t know any of them personally; they just envied my possession and harbored ill intentions."

Red Silk's face turned grim as she gritted her teeth. Even in the cultivation world, where survival was the rule, no one could be happy when such a fate befell them. If not for Lin Xuan’s timely arrival, she might have already perished here.

Recalling past events filled her with anger.

"Then how should we deal with these fellows?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he spoke.

He wasn't a bloodthirsty cultivator and had no grudge against the others. So whether to kill or spare them was up to Red Silk. With his strength, he didn’t fear any potential repercussions.

"Senior, please show mercy. Although my abilities are insignificant, my master, True Entry Lei Kong, is an advanced-stage cultivator. His name, I believe, you have heard."

The cultivator in the wide gray robe spoke up.

"True Entry Lei Kong?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. It seemed fate had brought him here without effort. A strange expression appeared on his face.

This expression led the other to believe that the master's reputation indeed intimidated Lin Xuan, causing joy within them.

"Senior, do you know my master? This is great! Could it be that our temple’s ancestor is also known to you..."

"That's right. Our ancestor was Reverend Qing Yan. Although your cultivation level impresses us, I doubt you would harm a disciple of the sect. After all, our ancestor is very protective."

The short and plump cultivator spoke up, echoing his brother. While their words seemed gentle, they carried an underlying threat.

They believed that Lin Xuan’s current strength was only relative to theirs. He might be at the advanced stage, but not much different from Master Lei Kong. Even if he had a strange temper, he wouldn’t dare defy the ancestor without a good reason.

Their plan made sense in their minds, but applied to Lin Xuan, it was foolish and almost absurd.

Who was Lin Xuan?

A being far beyond his peers!

Even before reaching this stage, facing Reverend Qing Yan would be uncertain. With the unexpected fortune from Drifting Cloud Valley, he had successfully ascended and cultivated a true spirit body. Even with divine abilities, Qing Yan wouldn’t stand a chance against him.

These words weren't exaggerated. Therefore, Lin Xuan only found their gentle threats amusing.

In the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than any cunning plans.

"You are indeed fellow Daoist Qing Yan’s disciples. This is fortunate; I was looking for his whereabouts on Lei Kong Island..."

This statement left both Red Silk and the four others speechless.

Red Silk had sensed Lin Xuan's extraordinary abilities but assumed he was at the advanced stage, like her opponents did. It wasn't surprising to easily subdue a few enemies.

But now, hearing Lin Xuan’s words, he wasn’t at the advanced stage; he was... at the realm of tribulation!

Red Silk was shocked and almost thought Lin Xuan was lying. Not because she believed him but because she herself was a cultivator who knew how arduous the path to immortality could be.

In her thousands of years of cultivation, with many opportunities, she had only managed to reach the Profound Origin stage, still in its early phase after multiple failed attempts at mid-stage breakthroughs.

Lin Xuan’s rapid ascension from entering this world to tribulation was too absurd. It seemed impossible for anyone to achieve such progress within just a few thousand years.

Red Silk had heard some tales of the Arhats but doubted that even the most favored daughters among them could have achieved such speed.

Achieving tribulation in mere thousands of years would be unprecedented, too incredible.

"Perhaps Brother Lin is merely bluffing!"

Red Silk thought this to provide a reasonable explanation for Lin Xuan’s actions.

On the other side, the four others were equally stunned.

"Senior, are you a cultivator at the realm of tribulation?"

The cultivator in the wide gray robe swallowed hard. He didn’t doubt it; he had no prior knowledge of Lin Xuan and wouldn't be shocked by his rapid cultivation speed.
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The four individuals simultaneously swallowed their saliva, secretly groaning. This truly was kicking a stone and hitting an iron board. Young Master Qingyan was indeed protective of his juniors, but he would never offend fellow cultivators at the same stage just because of them.

This wasn’t about face or honor; it simply wasn’t worth it to do so.

In other words, even if their opponent extracted their souls and refined their bodies here, Senior Ancestor would definitely turn a deaf ear and sweep this matter under the rug. There was no way he would seek revenge for them.

After all, cultivators were all selfish, and high-ranking cultivators tended to bully the weak and fear the strong—this was perfectly normal.

With these thoughts in mind, their hearts began to drum with fear. How could they not be scared? Their only support had now become useless; all that remained was hoping for good fortune.

"Kok kok kok..."

The sound of chattering teeth entered their ears, causing them to tremble and beg loudly. The plump cultivator even kept bowing incessantly.

However, Lin Xuan remained unmoved. They were pitiful only because they were in a disadvantaged position; earlier, he had not held back when dealing with Red Silk Fairy.

Although Lin Xuan was no killer, the story of the snake and the farmer was clear to him. Even if his strength wasn’t enough to fear their retaliation, mere pleas for mercy wouldn't earn his pity.

"Fair Lady, what should we do with them?"

Lin Xuan turned slightly as he smiled. He had already mentioned this earlier, seeking Red Silk Fairy’s opinion; it was merely a repetition now.

"Um..."

Red Silk Fairy showed some signs of difficulty on her face.

To be honest, she wished to eliminate these people entirely. If not for Lin Xuan's help just now, she would have long been scattered and disintegrated.

Enemies meeting each other always turn red with anger; how could she possibly treat them kindly?

However, while this was true, their status prevented her from ignoring it completely.

Red Silk Fairy wasn’t timid; in fact, she was fearless. The problem was that this matter involved a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

How terrifying such an existence was, Red Silk Fairy had heard of it even if she hadn’t witnessed it firsthand. After all, one could always hear rumors and stories. Even if they were secondhand, Red Silk Fairy had heard enough to understand that this wasn’t something she could contend with.

It wouldn't be a match for her; no, the gap between them was simply unfathomable. With just a finger of his, he could crush her into dust, leaving her unable to live or die.

Red Silk Fairy was indeed fearless, but that didn’t mean she could act without restraint. Her respect for old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage couldn’t be erased no matter what.

"Fair Lady, I believe you are considering Young Master Qingyan. Don't worry; if that old man wants to take matters into his own hands, I will deal with it. Besides, there is some unfinished business between us. Even if he doesn't come looking for me, I will seek him out."

Lin Xuan’s calm voice entered their ears. He was a shrewd character and had already guessed her concerns from the look on Red Silk Fairy's face.

"Brother Lin, are you serious?"

Red Silk Fairy was greatly alarmed. She had doubts about Lin Xuan’s Tribulation Transcending status just now, thinking he was merely boasting to intimidate them. But his words carried such authority that it couldn’t be a lie, and there was no need for further pretense. Could this mean...

Red Silk Fairy stared in disbelief.

Lin Xuan wasn't just bluffing; he had truly advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage.

But how could this be possible?

Even as a cultivator herself, Red Silk Fairy knew the difficulty involved. Just a few thousand years from the Separation Formation to Tribulation Transcendence—there were no precedents before or after. Was Lin Xuan really so powerful?

Since she had embarked on her cultivation path, Red Silk Fairy had faced numerous trials and tribulations. But now, she was truly stunned.

She couldn’t even feel envious or admire him; her mind went blank.

The four unfortunate individuals looked pale as death.

Could there be any worse news? This guy explicitly stated that he had a grudge with his Senior Ancestor.

They were speechless, filled with regret. If they knew this earlier, they would have never mentioned Young Master Qingyan’s name in the first place.

But now it was too late; they wished they could die by crashing their heads against a stone wall.

However, despite their reluctance to perish, how could they find a way out when the disparity in strength was so great?

Their only choice was to leave everything to fate.

The four individuals continued begging and bowing.

"Brother Lin has already advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage; I truly underestimated you," Red Silk Fairy bowed respectfully. Although she still called him peer-to-peer, her expression was extremely respectful: "Given this, their sins deserve punishment. Please don't spare them."

"Very well, as you wish, Fair Lady."

A light laugh entered their ears. Lin Xuan had already guessed the outcome; in the cultivation world, there was no repaying kindness with malice. When one held the upper hand, why would they let their enemies off?

Eliminating the threat completely was the right choice.

With a wave of his sleeves, a greenish light enveloped them from above.

"Senior, please be merciful."

The four were terrified and tried to dodge, but their mana had already solidified. They couldn’t even use secret techniques for self-preservation; they could only watch helplessly as the spiritual light descended upon them.

Everything spun around them!

They felt a dizzying sensation before losing consciousness.

After a cup of tea’s time, Lin Xuan raised his hand again and flicked his fingers. A few unremarkable fireballs whizzed past their ears, turning them into ashes.

"Finding something after searching for it everywhere—what good fortune. Young Master Qingyan is indeed not on Lightning Void Island."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he had already obtained the necessary clues through soul probing just now. He was truly lucky; if not for this chance encounter with these unfortunate individuals, he might have wasted a trip to Spirit Wave Valley.

"Thank you, Brother Lin, for your assistance. Do you have any plans in mind?"

Red Silk Fairy bowed respectfully, her expression showing concern and curiosity: "Brother Lin, won’t you really go after Young Master Qingyan? I heard that the other party is an immortal who has lived for over a million years; his strength is unfathomable."

"Haha, Fair Lady need not worry. I am no rash person; I have my reasons," Lin Xuan spoke politely as he understood her intentions. Suddenly, he raised his head and frowned.

"What’s wrong?"

"It seems the commotion just now attracted nearby cultivators. Let's leave this place." Lin Xuan said calmly. With his strength, he wasn’t afraid of anything, but he didn’t want to provoke trouble. Although Lin Xuan had become much stronger, his character hadn’t changed.
第三千零一章 往事

"All according to Brother Lin's instructions."

Red Silk Fairy, despite her proud nature, had a life-saving debt to Lin Xuan. Now that she had advanced to the Transcending Tribulation stage, she dared not be overly presumptuous and bowed lowly, showing deference towards Lin Xuan.

"Very well!"

Lin Xuan nodded and reached into his waistband, flipping his palm to reveal a small, delicate object in his hand.

He then gently tossed it, and a flash of spiritual light appeared before them. A beautifully crafted miniature boat materialized before their eyes.

The boat was over ten feet long, elegant and exquisite. Although it couldn't compare to the painting boat of True Man Nai Long, it was still an extraordinary magical artifact. At least for transportation, it would be incredibly comfortable.

"Please."

Lin Xuan gestured with a hand.

"Brother Lin is too polite."

Red Silk Fairy bowed gracefully without moving her steps. A flash of red light enveloped her as she appeared on the boat.

Herevasion technique was quite impressive; no wonder she could withstand an attack from four peers for so long.

Lin Xuan nodded approvingly, his figure moving to join Red Silk Fairy on the boat.

With a slight effort, he injected pure spiritual energy into the magical artifact.

The sound of celestial music filled their ears as if it came from afar, gently drifting in. The boat began to move, trembling slightly before transforming into a streak of lightning, speeding like a meteor across the sky.

Almost instantly, they vanished without a trace, disappearing on the horizon.

...

The area returned to silence.

After about another half an hour, several beams of different colors flew towards them.

As the light faded, several cultivators revealed themselves.

Leading the group was an elderly man in black robes. The others were much younger.

The elder's cultivation level was around the Separation stage, but the others were far behind, not even reaching the Core Formation realm; they were at the late Condensation core stage.

Although their attire varied, all had clouds embroidered on their collars and cuffs, suggesting they belonged to the same sect.

"Uncle Ning, you just said that the Spirit Sensing Plate showed someone here. Why is there no one?" A clear voice rang out from a young woman with a round face. She looked extremely youthful, barely seventeen or eighteen years old, and didn't appear to have any anti-aging techniques.

Even if she wasn't practicing an anti-aging cultivation technique, cultivators generally looked much younger than ordinary people. But her true age was certainly not that old.

At such a young age, being able to successfully condense a golden core was astonishing in the human world—hardly imaginable. Even with abundant resources and plentiful spiritual energy in higher planes, reaching this stage at such an age would be extraordinary talent indeed, bordering on genius.

However, from her question, it seemed she hadn't undergone much hardship. Her current mission was to travel and gain experience along with her senior.

When the young woman asked, the elder didn't immediately respond but instead looked around cautiously.

"Uncle,"

The young woman, used to being in the spotlight, grew irked when he ignored her.

"Ringling girl, stop fussing. We need to leave quickly."

The elder was alarmed and made a shushing gesture.

Seeing his serious expression, she hesitated but didn't dare speak again. Beside her, a young man with a round face whispered, "Uncle, why are you being so careful? What happened?"

"Something has happened. We must leave this place quickly," the elder said gravely. "I originally thought we could take advantage of the conflict between two river clams. The spiritual energy shown on the Spirit Sensing Plate was only from a few Separation stage cultivators, but it seems the Spirit Sensing Plate is wrong. These battle traces are beyond the capabilities of Separation stage cultivators; they must be at least Core Formation stage."

Core Formation!

The young people gasped in shock. They were still far away from that realm and had only heard stories about how those cultivators could crush them with a single finger.

"Uncle, you're serious? There are actually old monsters of the Core Formation stage here fighting?" The young woman asked curiously.

"Humph, I have some discernment," the elder said solemnly. "But for some reason, they suddenly left."

"We must leave this place before they return and regret it," he added. Although the young people were curious, they knew which was more important and agreed without hesitation. They emitted a burst of spiritual light and quickly departed.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of this minor incident as he chatted with Red Silk Fairy about their postparting news.

Lin Xuan only briefly mentioned his experiences, glossing over many details due to the complexity of his journey. He couldn't possibly finish recounting it in three days and nights.

Red Silk Fairy was curious but too far behind Lin Xuan to probe deeply without restraint. Thus, most of their conversation revolved around her own experiences.

In truth, this wasn't particularly unusual.

Back then, Lin Xuan had gone with Dream Ruyan to Penglai Mountain, only to disappear and never reappear in the human world. Either he had fallen or ascended to the Spirit Realm.

Many other spirit cultivators of the Focus Splitting stage also vanished at that time, which greatly benefited the Baxuan Pavilion's rapid rise.

Due to Lin Xuan's assistance, Red Silk Fairy joined the Baxuan Pavilion as an external affairs elder. However, her personality made her uninterested in sect matters, and she merely held a nominal position.

She didn't stay long with the Baxuan Pavilion before venturing out for travel.

Originally an advanced Core Formation stage cultivator, she sought opportunities to break through and ascend to the Spirit Realm.

Despite the many twists and turns, Red Silk Fairy endured much hardship but eventually succeeded in advancing to Focus Splitting stage.

This was ordinary in the Spirit Realm, but in the human world, where spiritual energy was scarce and few medicinal herbs existed, advancing was far more difficult than in the Spirit Realm.

Red Silk Fairy wasn't satisfied and continued her travels. Even at the early Separation stage, there were still opportunities to break through and ascend, but the success rate was too low!

Thus, Red Silk Fairy wanted to advance further. However, while her intentions were noble, achieving it proved extremely difficult. An event later forced her to reconsider her plans.
第三千零二章 红绫仙子的愿望

"Ah, and what happened afterward?"

Lin Xuan raised his head, showing interest on his face.

"Sigh!"

Red Silk sighed: "My origin, Brother Lin must be well aware of."

"The Fairy's origin..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. How did she bring this up again? But since the other party brought it up, he naturally wouldn't hesitate and nodded honestly.

To say that Red Silk's origins were truly peculiar. She was a cultivator from a million years ago, but don't misunderstand—this lady wasn't someone like Nai Long or Hundred Flowers, who were great figures in their own right; she merely was an ordinary元婴 cultivator in the mortal world.

However, her sect's strength within the mortal realm could be considered quite formidable. There were several people at the Separation and Union stage of existence in it.

This was indeed very impressive for the mortal world. But misfortune often follows fortune. Several senior elders from the sect back then were haughty and proud due to some grievances, and they ended up turning against each other, clashing violently.

They each had their own loyal disciples, so even the sect's disciples of lesser strength were caught in this maelstrom.

Red Silk naturally couldn't escape it either. Moreover, she was already a standout among the元婴 cultivators at that time.

This lady truly had immense courage; not only did she get entangled in this maelstrom but also went all-in, joining the conflict between Separation and Union stage cultivators.

Back then, an elder surnamed Li had once done her a favor. Therefore, Red Silk repaid the kindness by ambushing Senior Li when he was fighting with the sect's master.

However, as the head of the sect, the other party naturally possessed extraordinary abilities. Although Red Silk's timing was good, she underestimated the disparity in their strength too much.

As a result, her ambush not only failed but also saw her body destroyed by one palm strike from the other party. Even worse, her元婴 didn't escape and was encased in a million-year-old玄冰.

It could be said that it was a case of nine deaths and one survival.

However, misfortune often harbors good fortune. It was precisely this state of apparent death that allowed her to survive the great calamity that destroyed her sect.

Moreover, even if not like this, as just an ordinary元婴 cultivator, she would have long exhausted her lifespan and turned into dust after such a long time, which wouldn't allow for any subsequent good fortune.

---

Later on, Red Silk didn't take over anyone's body but instead used secret techniques to reshape her physical form. She also pursued Lin Xuan for some days.

After experiencing many twists and turns, the two eventually became friends.

Now that Red Silk was recalling old events, what did this have to do with her ascending to the Spirit Realm? Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling very curious.

"Sigh!"

Red Silk sighed: "Back then, I was sealed by the玄冰 in a state of apparent death for a million years. Although my lifespan wasn't consumed, there were some changes in my元婴."

"Changes in your元婴?"

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows: "I've never heard you mention this before."

"I didn't even know about it myself until recently," Red Silk said with a bitter smile. "This change was only discovered after I advanced to the Separation and Union stage."

"Almost immediately after advancing, I felt that my lifespan was passing at an accelerated rate—several times faster than before. If this continued, I wouldn't have reached the middle stage of the Separation and Union before returning to the underworld. Reluctantly, I had no choice but to ascend to the Spirit Realm without adequate preparation."

"Fortunately, there's always a way out for those who are in dire straits. Although some twists and turns followed, I eventually succeeded in arriving at this lost realm. While it isn't truly the Spirit Realm, the concentration of spiritual energy and resources here far surpasses that of the mortal world by countless times..."

Red Silk said these words with a look of relief.

After arriving in the lost realm, perhaps due to the dense spiritual energy, the rate of her lifespan's passage had returned to normal. This made her feel extremely relieved; otherwise, she would have long turned into dust.

"Oh, Fairy, you've been here for so long now—have you joined any sects or families?"

Lin Xuan asked curiously, knowing that in the cultivation world, survival was a struggle, and solo cultivators had it particularly tough. Lin Xuan himself could attest to this.

Under the shade of a big tree, one's life is more comfortable, which is applicable to the cultivation world. That's why Lin Xuan vigorously supported Cloud Concealment Sect; while the sect benefited from his name, he also gained significant advantages and benefits from it, making both parties mutually beneficial.

"I did want to join, but there wasn't a suitable one."

"No suitable ones?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. This sounded somewhat strange—after all, the lost realm was vast, with countless small and large sects. If she truly wanted to join, how could she not find a suitable one?

"Small sects can only provide limited assistance. Even if I became a member of such a sect, the benefits would be few. As for larger forces, I'm no old ancestor like Brother Lin who is adept at crossing tribulation—wherever I go, people respect me. If I were to join, naturally it could happen, but half-way members rarely have opportunities to become core disciples and are often assigned various trivial tasks..."

Lin Xuan nodded. Red Silk's concerns had merit. Not only was there the issue of trivial tasks, but if a conflict arose within the sect, such half-way members would be most likely used as cannon fodder, meaning it wouldn't be worth it.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with concern on his face: "Then what are your plans for the future?"

Although Lin Xuan and Red Silk weren't close friends, they had known each other since their days in the mortal world. Although he couldn't say that their relationship was deep, it was the only old acquaintance he had here in the Spirit Realm.

While Wansheng Tower could be considered as well, his connection with the tower was shallow, and the other party was protected by Nai Long True Man, so there was no need for him to offer assistance.

However, Red Silk was different. Although she had reached the Profound Origin stage now, her life clearly wasn't going smoothly. As an old acquaintance, Lin Xuan felt a desire to help her.

Cultivators were selfish, but insofar as he could, Lin Xuan didn't mind helping his former friend.

"Me..."

Red Silk's face showed hesitation for a moment before she finally made up her mind. She stood up gracefully and respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan: "Brother Lin, no, Senior, if you don't find me too dull, I would be honored to become your disciple and serve by your side."

Pfft...

Even with his broad experience and countless trials, Lin Xuan was left speechless. Red Silk seemed to be playing a joke—just now she had been on equal footing, but suddenly, she said she wanted to make him her teacher.

"Are you jesting about taking me as your disciple?"

After a moment, Lin Xuan replied dryly.

"Taking disciples is such an important matter; how could I speak nonsense? Is it that you find my abilities too dull and refuse to accept me as a disciple?"

"I must have misunderstood,"

Lin Xuan scratched his head, showing a hint of embarrassment. He was usually full of clever plans, but at this moment, he truly found himself stumped.
第三千零三章 仙家至宝

Is Ling Xuan's cultivation potential poor?

Of course not.

To begin with, in just a few thousand years, to reach the Daoist Profound Stage is already quite remarkable, regardless of any extraordinary experiences or coincidences that might have occurred. As for Lin Xuan himself, he couldn't be measured by ordinary standards anyway, so it wouldn't make sense to compare his cultivation speed.

In short, Ling Xuan's potential was good, and her dedication to the Dao was also firm.

However, this wasn't a reason for Lin Xuan to take her as a disciple. Bi Bin and others were old acquaintances. Although the cultivation world valued strength, with the more accomplished becoming teachers, taking Ling Xuan as his disciple still made him feel somewhat uncomfortable.

But he could understand Ling Xuan's feelings. If they had switched places, and he hadn't been doing well in the cultivation world while she became a powerful old ancestor at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, he would probably also want to seize this opportunity and take her as his teacher.

The path of immortals was difficult, having such a teacher could help him avoid many detours. Lin Xuan was indeed a clever and adaptable person. After being surprised for a moment, he quickly understood Ling Xuan's intentions after some thought.

"Your Excellency, I understand your kindness, but taking me as your disciple would be inappropriate. You don't need to bring this up again," Lin Xuan firmly said.

"Oh, Ling Xuan understands."

Seeing the firm expression on Lin Xuan's face, Ling Xuan felt extremely disappointed inside, yet she couldn't insist further.

However, her disappointment was understandable; after all, it was like missing a great opportunity on the same day. How could she not feel depressed and lost?

But at this moment, Lin Xuan's voice reached his ears: "Your Excellency needn't be sad. Although I won't take you as my disciple, we are friends in the mortal world. If your cultivation encounters any difficulties in the future, you can always ask me for advice. I'm confident that I can still offer some guidance..."

"Brother Ling means to say that I can cultivate by your side?"

Ling Xuan's bold exterior concealed a sharp mind; she understood his meaning and felt elated.

From Lin Xuan's words, although he didn't want to take her as a disciple, he was willing to give her advice. Even if they weren't formal teacher and student, she could still receive guidance and protection by his side. Ling Xuan's joy was evident.

With a graceful bow, her face filled with respect and gratitude: "Thank you for your kindness, Your Excellency. I will gladly accept your offer. If Brother Ling has any instructions, I won't hesitate to endure anything, even climbing a knife mountain or descending into a pot of boiling oil."

"Haha, that's too kind of you," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

He raised his hand and gently gestured, allowing Ling Xuan to rise. She then reached into her waistband and took out an item from her storage bracelet.

It was a wooden box about a foot long.

Though unremarkable on the surface, its lid bore two禁制符箓—one gold and one silver—both with anti-essence leakage effects.

"This is a new treasure I recently obtained. With my current cultivation level, it's too precious for me to use. So, I'll gift it to you," Ling Xuan said respectfully after receiving Lin Xuan's promise. She was filled with gratitude now.

"Treasure?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback, his eyes showing a hint of surprise. He wasn't belittling Ling Xuan; she was only at the Daoist Profound Stage, and for him, such a cultivation level was far too low—like ants. What could she possibly have that was valuable?

However, he knew Ling Xuan's bold nature well enough to understand that she wouldn't offer something trivial. If she was giving this treasure to him, it must be useful at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, which was indeed surprising.

After all, obtaining a Tribulation-level treasure from a Daoist Profound Stage cultivator was no easy feat for Lin Xuan. Could this woman really have such extraordinary luck?

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan didn't dwell on it further and simply opened the box to see what was inside.

As he did so, the sleeves of his robe fluttered, revealing nothing but a faint glow. The two golden and silver colored talismans were like being peeled off by an invisible hand.

Then with a "thud," the lid opened.

A sweet fragrance permeated the air, invigorating Lin Xuan's senses. He then saw the aura of the treasure.

This aura was different from that emitted by先天灵宝; it came from some extremely high-grade elixirs considered divine treasures by immortals, only released after they matured.

Lin Xuan had expected something valuable, but he never imagined it would be a divine-grade item.

A Daoist Profound Stage cultivator finding such a treasure was no small feat. Lin Xuan knew this well; could this woman really have such extraordinary luck?

His mind racing, Lin Xuan didn't dwell on the matter further and focused his attention entirely on the treasure in his hands. It resembled a lingzhi mushroom but had a golden hue with tiny golden符文 shimmering.

The fragrance was so pleasant that just inhaling it made one feel refreshed. Although he couldn't identify it, this was undoubtedly a divine-grade treasure.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered as he suddenly waved his sleeve again, sending out a green glow to envelop the small boat and create a protective barrier. This way, the sweet fragrance and aura wouldn't spread.

Better safe than sorry, Lin Xuan set up this barrier in case there were other Tribulation Transcending cultivators nearby, though the likelihood was low.

But he didn’t want any trouble, so he set up the protective barrier to ensure his safety. Only then did he dare to carefully examine the treasure for a long time without recognizing it.

"Where did Your Excellency obtain this?"

"This treasure's origin is unclear to me. I found it on an injured and dying cultivator," Ling Xuan said honestly.

"A lucky find?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Yes, that day, while out, I encountered a severely injured cultivator being chased by several beasts. Seeing his plight, I helped him repel the beasts, but he was already poisoned and critically wounded, even collapsing his yuan婴. Before he passed away, grateful for my help, he gave me this treasure," Ling Xuan explained.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan frowned; it sounded unbelievable, but Ling Xuan had no reason to deceive him.
第三千零五章 重回雷空岛

"Things are not as simple as Brother Lin imagines."

Red Silk Fairy sighed: "Though my cultivation is insignificant, this lost realm conceals many hidden talents. While it may not be filled with countless experts, there are still quite a few individuals at the Tribulation Transcendence level present here."

"Brother Lin's concerns just now were all well-founded. The resources in this lost realm are indeed valuable, but for great sages of the Tribulation Transcendence stage, suitable heavenly materials and treasures are scarce. At least they fall far short of those found in the Spirit Realm. Brother Lin knows this; why would other old monsters at that stage not think so?"

"Indeed..."

Faced with Red Silk Fairy's questioning, Lin Xuan was speechless. He hadn't considered such a possibility.

His earlier thoughts were indeed somewhat lacking. Could there be some reason behind it?

"I humbly request your guidance."

Lin Xuan wasn't someone who valued face over substance; recognizing his oversight on this matter, he immediately sought advice with humility.

"Brother Lin is too polite. I've merely been here for a few years more than you and thus have a clearer understanding of the situation. It would be presumptuous to ask me questions."

Red Silk Fairy waved her hand dismissively. Although Lin Xuan was courteous, she wasn't foolish; she dared not overestimate herself.

"The specifics aren't entirely clear to me either. After all, with my cultivation, I've never considered leaving this place and only heard about it secondhand."

"Do not worry, Fairy. Tell me what you know, and I will judge its truth or falsehood," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"Very well. The origin of the lost realm is not something I'll elaborate on. You should know that its formation is quite peculiar, with unique realm power distinct from other realms. It's said that even ordinary Tribulation Transcendence cultivators can't leave here by breaking through the void."

Lin Xuan fell into silence. While this sounded far-fetched, it made sense when he thought about it. The Dark King of the Netherworld was much stronger than an average late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivator and had remained here.

Thus, leaving this lost realm seemed quite difficult.

Damn, I really did underestimate things.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly, feeling frustrated.

But to be disheartened would be too early.

"Fairy, your words are reasonable. Yet, over these years, hasn't anyone managed to leave the lost realm?"

Lin Xuan's somewhat puzzled voice echoed. Even if this realm was peculiar, hadn't someone left by now?

"Indeed... I don't know much about such matters. Perhaps there were coincidences, but at least I've never heard of any," Red Silk Fairy replied.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

But soon, he raised his head again and regained a calm demeanor.

"Thank you for your reminder; I'll remember it. But there is always a way out. I believe we can find a solution."

"Mmm."

Red Silk Fairy nodded in agreement. As she said, this was merely hearsay, so she couldn't continue the discussion with Lin Xuan. She concluded their conversation.

"Very well, Fairy, take care. I'll be leaving now."

With that, after sorting out his affairs here, Lin Xuan didn't linger and transformed into a bright streak of light, vanishing from sight.

Watching him disappear, Red Silk Fairy's expression turned complex as she stood in silence for a moment before returning to her abode.

...

Red Silk Fairy aside, Lin Xuan had already learned the whereabouts of Green Beauty Venerable through soul probing. That fellow had left Lightning Void Island and returned to his old lair.

It was an extremely remote place, several million miles away from here. The name itself was unclear; only vaguely did they know that their senior master resided there.

As the saying goes: "A long night breeds many dreams." This time, Lin Xuan didn't use a Spirit Boat for travel since he had become much faster after advancing to Tribulation Transcendence stage.

Several million miles weren't too far for him. After several days, Lin Xuan arrived at his destination. However, contrary to expectations, there was no sign of any cultivators in that remote area.

Following the clues from soul probing, Lin Xuan wandered through the wilderness day and night, using his divine sense to search thoroughly—yet found nothing...

Why?

Lin Xuan was initially surprised.

But after a moment's thought, he guessed he had been deceived.

After all, mere Inner Alchemy stage cultivators couldn't possibly know Venerable Green Beauty's whereabouts. Even if they were junior disciples, it was too absurd.

And Lin Xuan had been careless enough to fall for the trick!

Reflecting on this, Lin Xuan sighed. Since advancing to Tribulation Transcendence, his strength had indeed soared, but he often became complacent in his thinking.

This wasn't a good sign; it indicated that his mind had some issues. While outwardly maintaining his cautious and low-profile personality, there were subtle signs of arrogance within him.

Such attitudes were a great taboo for cultivators.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan recognized this problem.

He wouldn't allow it to grow. He needed to nip the danger in the bud.

Thus, while reflecting on himself and mending his mental state, Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered where Venerable Green Beauty might be.

This matter was indeed peculiar: a great old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage would tamper with his grandson's memories?

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan had no useful leads. After some thought, he decided to put this aside for now.

However, Venerable Green Beauty wouldn't give up so easily. Where could he be now?

Lin Xuan didn't know and decided to try his luck on Lightning Void Island.

This time, he wasn't in a hurry; it didn't matter whether he arrived early or late.

Thus, Lin Xuan chose the Spirit Boat for travel.

The journey was uneventful. Although slower than his own flight, the Spirit Boat brought him to Lightning Void Island after ten days.

Revisiting this place, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of nostalgia. Back then, he had only been an early-stage Divine Consciousness cultivator; now, he was one of the few Tribulation Transcendence sages in all three realms.

A century had passed swiftly. How would things be on Lightning Void Island?

Lin Xuan pondered this as he looked up, and the Spirit Boat slowed to a halt about a thousand feet from the island.
第三千零六章 惊人神通

Lin Xuan looked up and saw a thick white fog covering the sea, its vast expanse making it impossible to see anything beyond several hundred feet.

Such an effect was clearly not ordinary sea mist but a deliberateprohibition array set by cultivators.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed with a hint of cold amusement. Such a formidable defense suggested that the Green Face Sovereign might indeed be here.

As for this barrier, he paid it no mind; such trivialities couldn't possibly stop him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a green sword light emerged like a fish swimming through water.

It flickered briefly and then surged with the storm, quickly transforming into a massive sword over ten feet in diameter.

A loud crack echoed as it slashed downwards.

"Boom!"

The explosion sounded, akin to pouring water into hot oil. The fog below began to churn violently but soon gave way, a large hole being punched through before spreading rapidly around.

Despite its complexity, Lin Xuan's attack was too powerful; the barrier broke with just one strike.

The white mist dissipated, revealing the island of Thunder Void in front. Hills, lakes, flowers, stones, and trees appeared, along with an abundance of spiritual energy pouring out.

Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless as a commotion suddenly filled his ears. The barrier had been broken, and the disturbance naturally alerted the cultivators below. Light flared up, and colorful lightning streaks shot skyward, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise; the Green Face Sovereign was a high-level cultivator who hadn't founded a sect but wasn't alone either. These were likely his disciples.

The distance of several hundred feet didn't take long to cover. Soon, they approached.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them, revealing hundreds of cultivators on the other side.

Their cultivation levels varied widely, with many at the Yuaninfant and Separation stages, a few at the Condensation Core stage, and even some at the Profound Void stage.

The leader was a fully realized Spirit Formation Realm cultivator.

Lin Xuan had seen him before. The man wore Daoist robes; he appeared to be in his forties with three long strands of beard, an extremely refined appearance, and an air of distinction.

True Master Thunder Void!

It was the widely known high-level Spirit Formation Realm powerhouse.

His presence here suggested that he had returned safely from the Spirit Wave Valley.

That wasn't surprising. The Spirit Wave Valley was perilous, but a late-stage Spirit Formation Realm cultivator's strength was formidable. With caution and good fortune, most could return unscathed after a hundred years.

Thunder Void True Master's gaze swept over Lin Xuan, his eyes flashing with surprise.

Cultivators had the ability to remember what they saw once; even though Lin Xuan had been discreet on Thunder Void Island, Thunder Void True Master vaguely remembered him.

If he was correct, this cultivator had attended the exchange meeting a century ago.

How could it be possible that such a minor Spirit Formation Realm cultivator had become an old monster at the Transcendation stage in just a hundred years?

Such rapid advancement was impossible!

Thunder Void True Master's mind was filled with doubt but he didn't dare confirm or deny Lin Xuan's identity.

"May I ask your name, esteemed senior? Why have you come here?"

"Name? Heh, that’s none of your concern."

Lin Xuan crossed his arms behind his back and spoke arrogantly: "I came to see the Green Face Sovereign. Please convey my message."

"You wish to meet our master? Why would you come to me? Our master is like a dragon seen only from its head; I haven't laid eyes on him in over a hundred years," Thunder Void True Master's heart raced, but his performance was impeccable as he respectfully replied.

In truth, his acting skills were good but not perfect. His heartbeat had accelerated slightly before returning to normal, which Lin Xuan noticed.

"Idiot."

Lin Xuan wasn't interested in further conversation. With a wave of his sleeve, the air around Thunder Void True Master suddenly became rigid like copper walls, immobilizing him. He was pulled by an invisible force towards Lin Xuan.

"What...?"

Thunder Void True Master was alarmed and unwilling to submit. Despite using several secret techniques, he failed. His spiritual energy flowed smoothly in his meridians but couldn't be used to summon his treasure.

Thunder Void True Master's mind raced with cold sweat. He had been a cultivator for tens of thousands of years, facing countless trials, yet this was unprecedented. He felt like a puppet, powerless and at the mercy of others.

The frustration of being unable to use one’s strength was unbearable.

Thunder Void True Master's heart sank as other cultivators gasped in shock. With him leading, most hadn't seen his true power. Only he had interacted with them regularly.

In their minds, Thunder Void True Master was already a formidable figure; they never imagined such humiliation before their eyes.

The contrast was too stark.

Doubt and fear filled the air as many began to retreat. In a world of selfish cultivators, seeing this enemy's overwhelming power made it easy for them to scatter.

But leaving wasn't so simple. Their lives were in Lin Xuan’s hands; he could command their departure or not.

Without further action, just a wave of his sleeve, the fleeing cultivators' escape lights inexplicably stopped. They were bound by an immense force, unable to move even a finger.

A master's skill was evident; a Transcendation Realm old monster controlled these hundreds of cultivators effortlessly.

No treasure or spells were used; merely moving his sleeve and they were at his mercy.

Their overwhelming power was beyond their defense. Thunder Void True Master's heart sank as fear crept onto his face.

After all the hardships to reach this stage, he didn't want a silent death: "Senior, please spare me. I will tell you where our master is."
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"Better just say it. Why make yourself suffer more than necessary?"

Seeing the other party yield, Lin Xuan's face showed no surprise.

Who's life is not precious? How could True Monarch Lei Kong possibly fear death?

"Tell me, where exactly is Elder Venerable Qing Yan?"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly, his expression indifferent.

"This..."

At this critical moment, True Monarch Lei Kong's face revealed a hint of hesitation. He was about to speak but stopped himself.

"How so? Fellow Daoist, are you regretting your words or just playing with me?"

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of impatience. He hated those who broke their promises.

"Senior, I am mistaken. My subordinate dares not play tricks on you. The reason for my hesitation is that I wish to make a promise to Senior," True Monarch Lei Kong said decisively in his eyes, taking a bold step forward.

"You little fellow, you have quite the nerve! At such a moment, dare to haggle with me?" Lin Xuan frowned and laughed bitterly.

"Senior, please calm down. My subordinate is not an ungrateful cultivator. I dare not haggle with you. It's just that Heavenly Virtue values life. If my master tells you his whereabouts, Senior, would you spare us these juniors?" True Monarch Lei Kong stammered nervously, facing a cultivator of the Transcending Tribulation stage, such boldness required immense courage.

"Then I see, so you're worried about the saying 'when the rabbit is dead, the hounds are cooked.' Fear not. I am not that kind of cultivator who breaks their promises. Just tell me where Elder Venerable Qing Yan is now and I will not trouble you," Lin Xuan said calmly.

But his tone suddenly grew stern: "I can promise this much, but do not try any tricks. If the information you give me turns out to be false, even if you flee to the ends of the world, I will show you the consequences."

"Yes, yes, my subordinate does not have such courage," True Monarch Lei Kong stammered nervously.

"Senior, please rest assured. My subordinate dares not deceive you," he said in a trembling voice.

"Alright, no more words. Tell me where Elder Venerable Qing Yan is now?" Lin Xuan said impatiently.

"The master is indeed here on the island of Lei Kong," True Monarch Lei Kong replied nervously.

"Here on the island of Lei Kong?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows furrowed in disbelief: "Haha, are you fooling me? You think I am a three-year-old child to be tricked like this."

Indeed, Lin Xuan was furious. The禁制 of the island of Lei Kong had already been broken by him.

At such close range, with his powerful divine sense, even if Elder Venerable Qing Yan's敛气术 was extremely skillful, he would not escape detection.

Moreover, the other party was a cultivator at the Transcending Tribulation stage. Proud and arrogant, how could they be deceived into coming here silently?

From any angle, this explanation did not hold up.

So Lin Xuan did not believe that Elder Venerable Qing Yan was on the island of Lei Kong now.

"Senior, I have no such courage to deceive you. My master is indeed here, but he is in a spatial treasure, which is why Senior cannot sense his presence," True Monarch Lei Kong said anxiously, fearing Lin Xuan's anger.

"Spacial treasure?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and quickly calmed down. If it were such a treasure of this nature, it could indeed block divine senses. Without knowing he was here, they could explain why he couldn't find Elder Venerable Qing Yan.

"So, how can we find that spatial treasure?"

"Ah, my subordinate does not know either. The location of the spatial treasure is unpredictable. How to activate it, Master never said. But the entrance should be on this island of Lei Kong," True Monarch Lei Kong stammered nervously.

Indeed, his nervousness was understandable. This explanation could not satisfy Lin Xuan completely. He only knew these things; Elder Venerable Qing Yan was suspicious and even his disciples did not know his exact whereabouts.

"Then I see."

Lin Xuan sighed but did not get angry. Instead, he waved his hand: "Go!"

"What?!"

True Monarch Lei Kong was taken aback. He was still trying to find a way to explain when Lin Xuan so easily let them go.

"Senior means we can leave?" His voice was uncertain as it reached Lin Xuan's ears.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan smiled: "I am not one who breaks promises. Just tell me the information you know, and I will spare you."

"But..." He still did not fully believe this.

"How so? Fellow Daoist, are you still hesitating to leave? Then I might change my mind," Lin Xuan said half-jokingly.

Although his words were ambiguous, he could not be taken lightly!

He bowed deeply to Lin Xuan and transformed into a streak of green light, flying away.

"Thank you for sparing our lives."

"Thank you for showing mercy."

The other cultivators had just been too afraid to speak. Now, after a chaotic round of gratitude, they scattered like birds fleeing the scene.

In no time, the vast sea was left with only Lin Xuan as the lone cultivator.

He wore a thoughtful expression.

Releasing these cultivators so easily was due to two reasons: first, he did not want to kill innocents; second, his judgment told him that they were telling the truth.

Since he had promised to let them go from the start, and considering his nature, he would not break his word for a small gain.

Although the information obtained just now was limited, it was sufficient.

The spatial treasure's entrance was on the island of Lei Kong. Although it was certainly well hidden, this did not pose a challenge to him.

Lin Xuan emitted a green glow and flew towards the island of Lei Kong. After landing his divine light, he took a deep breath and released his powerful divine sense into the air.

Visible to the naked eye, ripples appeared in the air.

Divine senses were intangible and formless, but this effect only occurred because Lin Xuan's divine sense was too terrifying.

It even triggered spatial laws, hence the strange phenomena appearing.

The island of Lei Kong was vast, stretching for several thousand miles. Mountains, lakes, flowers, stones, trees—countless. More importantly, the pavilions and terraces built by cultivators were also numerous. However, at this moment, everything on the island, even falling petals, was under Lin Xuan's divine sense.

After a cup of tea had passed, there was no收获.

An hour later, still no clues.

However, Lin Xuan showed no signs of impatience. He believed in his judgment; they did not lie just now.

Thus, after nearly half a day, Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and smiled faintly. Without hesitation, he transformed into a streak of green light and descended onto the island of Lei Kong.

In an instant, he arrived at a valley and landed his divine light.
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The valley wasn't particularly expansive. From a glance, there was nothing remarkable about it. However, the mountains on both sides were still lush and green, teeming with all sorts of flowers and plants.

The aura of qi here was decent enough, but this place didn’t stand out much compared to other areas. The entire Reikong Island had an exceptionally fine spirit vein, so there wasn't anything special about it.

In short, it was ordinary.

What made this place unique was its unremarkable nature itself.

If other cultivators came here, they would likely ignore it without a second thought.

Even Lin Xuan only discovered the valley's peculiarity after considerable effort. He had far superior divine sense compared to his peers, otherwise, an ordinary first-stage cultivation survivor might not have noticed those subtle spatial fluctuations at all.

Upon arriving in the valley, Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm and composed, but his gaze gradually sharpened. He took a deep breath, and silver light began to flicker in his eyes.

Lin Xuan's current strength was far beyond what it used to be. Although the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye technique couldn't match the true spirit phoenix itself, its effects were still incredibly mysterious.

In this world, few illusions or spatial restrictions could remain undetected. The subtle and mysterious spatial fluctuations before him became visible under the divine eye’s mystic power.

After a moment, the silver light in Lin Xuan's eyes faded. He raised his right hand, gathering a powerful ball of essence qi in his palm.

A layer upon layer of intricate patterns emerged from the shimmering light. Without further action, he shook his hand, and the essence qi seemed to be compressed by some mysterious force, beginning to deform and transform.

Soon, a wind blade about a foot long appeared, surrounded by countless tiny talismans that rotated and flickered.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The wind blade flashed, shooting towards the top of the valley.

There was no sound of breaking the air, but its speed didn't seem particularly impressive either.

This was just an illusion; the attack concealed spatial laws, crossing dozens of feet in a blink.

"Puff..."

The wind blade struck what seemed to be nothing, yet a dull thud echoed into Lin Xuan’s ears.

Following this, a layer of green light enveloped the area. A swirling vortex suddenly appeared before his eyes, about ten feet in diameter. It emitted spatial power, appearing deep and intimidating.

Spatial Vortex!

Most cultivators would likely conclude that it was indeed a spatial vortex.

However, Lin Xuan knew better than to be fooled by such tricks. Even if it were a spatial vortex, he wouldn’t hesitate or fear.

Knowing his own strength, Lin Xuan sneered as he stepped into the dark vortex.

The essence qi flashed, and Lin Xuan vanished from sight. More astonishingly, the vortex flickered and slowly shrunk until it disappeared.

The valley was still the same, restored to its peaceful state as if nothing had happened.

A dizzying sensation washed over him, as though he had just undergone a long-distance teleportation.

This surprised Lin Xuan, so when his figure appeared, he immediately activated a defensive treasure without hesitation.

In the perilous world of cultivation, the Venerable Pure Beauty was known for her cunning and suspicion. Who knew if she had set up any traps on the other side? Lin Xuan wouldn’t be careless.

Fortunately, no attack materialized as expected. He found himself standing in front of a stone pavilion, indeed atop a teleportation array.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead. This spatial treasure truly had its mysteries. Then he turned to survey the surroundings.

The stone pavilion was grand and imposing, exuding an aura of primitive wilderness. Carvings of birds, beasts, insects, and fish adorned the walls around it. However, Lin Xuan couldn’t discern their meaning, only deducing that this spatial treasure wasn't crafted by Venerable Pure Beauty herself but likely passed down from ancient times.

Lin Xuan didn’t linger in the stone pavilion; instead, he stepped out into the valley.

What met his eyes was a much larger expanse of land. Between two rolling mountains lay a small meadow, and atop this meadow stood the grand stone pavilion.

However, what surprised Lin Xuan wasn't this.

It was the sheer density of qi here, reaching an almost unbelievable level. While not as rich as the Adeva or hell-being Palace in Spirit Wave Valley, it certainly rivaled the Penglai Immortal Island of True Dragon Realm.

"This momentary space is indeed a perfect place for cultivation," Lin Xuan murmured to himself. This was an unexpected bonus; once he eliminated Venerable Pure Beauty, this treasure would naturally become his.

But where could that old fellow be now? Given the circumstances, it was impossible for him not to sense Lin Xuan’s presence.

Lin Xuan pondered this as...

...Meanwhile, in a secret chamber deep within the valley, an elderly man dressed in green robes sat cross-legged. He looked old, but his black hair and beard remained dark. His face showed wrinkles that seemed to belong to someone in their seventies or eighties.

More strikingly, a faint green aura permeated his body, making him appear mysterious. If Lin Xuan’s deduction was correct, this aura had something to do with the cultivation technique he practiced.

However, upon closer inspection, one could see that his complexion was slightly grayish and his breathing was rapid. This suggested he likely had injuries.

Sure enough, this man was Venerable Pure Beauty. As for those injuries, they were no surprise; they stemmed from a major grievance in her life.

As Lin Xuan suspected, while the lost spatial resources weren’t bad, compared to the Spirit Realm, they still fell short.

Especially for old monsters at the realm-crossing stage, suitable spirit medicines were few and far between. That’s why Venerable Pure Beauty chose to collaborate with Frost Soul. However, she was deceived by him.

Frost Soul, as a true demon progenitor, disregarded his identity and broke his word. Venerable Pure Beauty was both shocked and enraged; never in her life had someone treated her so poorly. She couldn’t let this insult go unavenged.

Though Frost Soul had a great reputation, he was just an incarnation here. Venerable Pure Beauty’s anger led to a disastrous outcome when she acted on it.
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One wrong move and the whole game is lost.

Qingyan Patriarch could not swallow his anger for a moment, but he ended up nearly falling into an abyss.

Ice Soul had indeed arrived in this realm as a manifestation, but its power was far beyond that of a cultivator at the初级渡劫 stage.

The manifestation's essence energy was already slightly superior to that of a初级 cultivator from the start.

The cultivation technique it practiced was even more extraordinary in terms of power.

The few treasures it carried also had their own unique uses.

This was why Qingyan Patriarch suffered such a crushing defeat after this intense battle.

However, as he was still a cultivator at the渡劫 stage, there were always some defensive techniques that he had practiced to protect himself.

Seeing the situation become perilous, he naturally did not want to sit and wait for death.

He used all his skills and finally escaped from Ice Soul's grasp.

But the price was significant; it could be said that he suffered severe injuries.

Fortunately, although Ice Soul was ruthless, this time she showed mercy and did not intend to completely eliminate him.

Qingyan Patriarch let out a sigh of relief. He had managed to catch his breath.

However, he could not afford to be careless.

Not only might Ice Soul change her mind, but the news of his severe injuries would surely bring about retaliation from those who had wronged him in the past.

They would definitely take advantage of the situation.

Therefore, the most pressing matter was to quickly recuperate and recover. Once his injuries were healed, all problems would be solved.

However, although the principle was simple, it was incredibly difficult to put into practice.

After fighting with Ice Soul, he had managed to escape, but the injuries he sustained were severe and required proper care to gradually heal. It couldn't just be said that everything would be fine immediately.

This matter could not be rushed.

The most urgent need now was to find a safe place for recuperation.

He certainly wouldn't return to his den; it was too obvious of a target.

After weighing the pros and cons, he chose to rest in Leikong Island.

Although this was where he had fought with Ice Soul, the most dangerous places were often the safest.

Moreover, he wasn't closing himself off for meditation but hiding within one of his temporary treasures.

The entrance to that treasure was indeed on Leikong Island, but it was very well hidden.

He believed even if Ice Soul returned, finding him would be extremely difficult.

To be honest, the old monster's calculations were correct.

However, the truth eventually came out. By chance, Lin Xuan found his way here.

At this moment, the old monster was meditating in a secret room when he suddenly opened his eyes as though sensing something.

A hint of surprise flashed across his eyes before he raised his head and looked towards a corner of the secret chamber.

There, a white crystal ball floated suspended in mid-air.

This wasn't an extraordinary treasure; it had the ability to detect intrusions. Whoever entered this temporary treasure would be sensed by the crystal ball.

Sure enough, without any action from Qingyan Patriarch, the crystal ball lit up as if alive.

But just like a fleeting flower, the light dimmed after only a moment, but within the crystal ball, a clear image appeared.

It was a vast valley with a small meadow of lush grass. However, what caught his attention was a grand hall made of stones.

Qingyan Patriarch's gaze focused on the front of the hall where a plain-looking youth stood.

No doubt, it was Lin Xuan.

"Damn this guy..."

Qingyan Patriarch frowned, muttering to himself. But before he could finish, the youth in the crystal ball seemed to sense his scrutiny and turned around, smiling at him.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed as white light burst from the crystal ball, forming countless spider-web-like cracks on its surface.

"Brat! You dare destroy my treasure!"

Qingyan Patriarch was furious. His appearance was impressive, but there was a hint of fear in his voice and tone.

Only he knew how terrified he truly felt at that moment.

Misfortune never comes alone; trouble had indeed found him.

This young man looked familiar, but despite not immediately identifying his background, it was clear he was at the初级渡劫 stage. What alarmed him most was the opponent's divine sense.

He understood the mysteries of this temporary treasure best. It should have been very well hidden, yet just a glance revealed its presence to the other party.

Only cultivators at the后期渡劫 stage could possess such terrifying divine senses.

When did such a ruthless character appear in the lost realm?

And they had found him precisely when it mattered.

Qingyan Patriarch was shaken but unwilling to sit and wait for death.

The opponent had already discovered his presence, meaning he couldn't hide anymore.

Damn!

His face was so gloomy that it seemed to drip with moisture.

"Good fortune or misfortune, I cannot avoid what is destined."

With gritted teeth, he stood up. The grayish-white aura lingered on his face as his injuries had improved but not fully healed yet.

He flicked his sleeves and a loud rumbling sound echoed as the entrance of his den opened. He turned into a streak of lightning that shot towards the sky before vanishing.

On another side, Lin Xuan stood with his hands behind his back, floating in mid-air.

In stark contrast to Qingyan Patriarch's frantic state, Lin Xuan's demeanor was extremely calm and composed.

The temporary treasure had considerable space. Once the opponent's form became visible, there was nowhere to escape.

The opponent wasn't a fool; he would not make futile resistance. Therefore, all Lin Xuan needed to do was wait here like a rabbit waiting for its hunter to come.

Lin Xuan was confident in his judgment, and it soon came true.

After just a short while, the light from the crystal ball intensified, and a sharp sound of breaking air reached his ears. A streak of lightning approached him from afar, stopped at a hundred feet away, and then the light dimmed as a figure with a green robe appeared.

Seeing Lin Xuan floating calmly in mid-air, Qingyan Patriarch's face turned even more ugly.

Then an idea flashed through his mind like lightning.

"You are Lin Xuan!"

No wonder he felt familiar. It was from the悬赏 issued by the Dark King of the Netherworld.

But according to the悬赏, this young man with the surname Lin should only be at the后期分神 stage; when did he advance to the初级渡劫 stage?

Qingyan Patriarch was confused and even momentarily thought he had made a mistake. After all, there wasn't much difference between the后期分神 and 初级渡劫 stages, but making that leap was incredibly difficult.

His gaze fell back on Lin Xuan as he scrutinized him carefully.

"Do you recognize me?"

Lin Xuan's words plunged him into an icy pit. Since appearing here, Lin Xuan had no intention of hiding anything more. Even if his identity was revealed, could the other party still leave alive?
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"Turns out, Daoist Lin has already advanced to the Tribulation Transcending Stage. Truly a cause for celebration. However, old man and daoist friend have no grudge or enmity. Why did you come here?"

The Venerable Qingyan's eyes flickered with a hint of smile on his face despite his suspicion that Daoist Lin was not well-meaning. He could not think of any time he had wronged this mysterious young man.

If it were another time, he wouldn't have to be so humble and polite. But now, with severe injuries yet to heal, engaging in conflict with a peer would be sheer folly. Weighing the pros and cons, he had no choice but to appear more amiable.

This wasn't shameful; a true man could bend or stretch as needed, and a gentleman seeking revenge could wait ten years. As long as he could weather this crisis today, the humiliation of it all would be repaid tenfold tomorrow.

Venerable Qingyan's anger simmered within him, but his smile grew more affable on his face. An innocent bystander might truly mistake him for a kind elder.

But Lin Xuan was not easily deceived; it was too difficult to deceive him in front of him.

"Without any grudge or enmity, daoist friend, your words are premature," Lin Xuan spoke calmly, his tone devoid of any emotion. "Perhaps you cannot recognize me, but I have seen you before."

"Daoist friend, have you met me?" Venerable Qingyan was taken aback. Cultivators had the ability to remember things vividly, and he himself was at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, confident in his memory.

The other party should not be lying, but why did he have no recollection of it?

"Do you recall Lingbo Valley?" Lin Xuan cut straight to the point without any need for riddles or games.

"What? You are one of those cultivators who entered Lingbo Valley. I've never seen you before. And only a hundred years later, you've already advanced to Tribulation Transcending?!"

Venerable Qingyan finally grasped the situation and spoke with some surprise. It was no wonder he was shocked; back then, he had failed over a hundred times in his attempt to break through the Tribulation Transcending bottleneck, enduring countless hardships that took more than ten thousand years of light-years.

His last success was purely by chance.

From what he knew, most old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending Stage had undergone numerous trials and tribulations during their ascension. It could be said that they were forged through a hundred hammerings and temperings to reach this stage.

A hard day's work yields a hard day's pay; in the cultivation world, this phrase was exemplified to its fullest extent.

But before him stood this guy who had succeeded within just one hundred years. Had he been too lucky? Did he have no experience with failure?

Venerable Qingyan was simultaneously surprised and envious, guessing that Lin Xuan had come here for a specific purpose.

"How about you, daoist friend?" His expression turned cold as he realized this mysterious cultivator was not someone to be trifled with.

"Daoist friend, your words are too heavy. I came here not to settle old scores but merely to seek your advice on something," Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged from before, showing no signs of agitation or anger.

"Do you have a question for me?" Venerable Qingyan was enraged; this was far different from what he had anticipated.

Could the kid be trying to play him?

His face showed a hint of vigilance as he thought so. But quickly, it vanished: "Daoist friend need not be courteous. If there is anything you wish to ask, just say it. I will speak without reservation."

"Your promise is enough," Lin Xuan said straightforwardly. "What was the purpose of leading us into Lingbo Valley and asking for a bracelet?"

"Why would you ask this? Could that bracelet now be in your possession?" Venerable Qingyan's eyes flashed with greed.

Lin Xuan ignored him, nodding: "Indeed."

His readiness to answer so directly stemmed from his confidence. With his strength, there was no need to hide anything; even if the other party knew, could they snatch it away?

"Surely this kid has admitted it," Venerable Qingyan's mind raced with thoughts as his greed grew.

Frankly speaking, what kind of treasure was that bracelet and for what purpose, he had no idea. Although he had collaborated with Ice Spirit back then, the girl was tight-lipped, and his attempts to gather information were fruitless.

But one thing was certain: Ice Spirit valued this item so much that she even sent a manifestation here. This bracelet must be extraordinary, far beyond ordinary treasures.

After all, Ice Spirit wasn't just any Tribulation Transcending cultivator; she was the True Demon Primordial. Her insight was sky-high.

Such a treasure could only be of great significance, possibly even an innate divine artifact.

With such thoughts, Venerable Qingyan's greed grew uncontrollably. After all, acquiring an innate divine artifact was no easy feat for even late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

Now, fortune seemed to favor him.

This guy didn't recognize the bracelet; he had only recently ascended and was still a Spirit Transformation cultivator not long ago. How could his experience compare with someone who had lived for millions of years?

If he couldn't identify or use that bracelet, it would be his if he eliminated this young man.

Venerable Qingyan's resolve solidified as he saw the opportunity before him. "Daoist friend wants to know about the bracelet's origin? It's not a secret you've found your way here. I can tell you."

Venerable Qingyan's kind and smiling voice entered his ears, but his right hand was secretly pointing out from his sleeve.
第三千零一十一章 针锋相对

His movements were so light and agile, almost imperceptible. He deliberately spoke to attract Lin Xuan's attention, making it highly unlikely that the young monk would notice this minor detail.

Qingyan Venerable's greed had grown, and he silently began plotting a way to profit from and harm Lin Xuan.

However, Lin Xuan was not an easy target for anyone to manipulate. His strategy was thus a sneak attack!

He didn't consider it beneath him; after all, the cultivation world thrives on survival of the fittest. As long as one could secure victory, relying on sheer numbers was common practice. A sneak attack wasn’t something to be overly alarmed about.

After all, the victor is the one who laughs last, and his methods would not concern anyone.

A smile appeared in Qingyan Venerable's eyes.

This time, he intended more than just a tactical advantage; he aimed to severely injure Lin Xuan. He flicked his fingers lightly, seemingly insignificant, but powerful techniques didn't always need grand displays.

The "Lost Focus Needle" was his signature move!

Its power was obvious, and its greatest benefit lay in its stealth, making it perfect for sneak attacks.

Zzzz… A faint sound of breaking air entered Lin Xuan's ears. By the time he noticed, only a few feet separated them. A thin wave appeared before him.

A foot long, resembling a flying needle, but this wasn't an intangible treasure. The Lost Focus Needle was originally formed from his spiritual energy.

Its speed was like lightning, leaving no room for Lin Xuan to dodge.

Qingyan Venerable's lips curled into a smug smile.

However, in the next moment, that smile froze on his face, turning rigid as if he had seen a ghost. It must be luck; perhaps Lin Xuan had anticipated his attack from the start.

This realization brought him a sense of frustration and caution. If his suspicions were true, this young man was far more meticulous than he appeared.

He wouldn't be easy to deal with!

But it was too late now. His own sneak attack meant that any chance of reconciliation was gone. The situation had become a life-or-death outcome.

This guy managed to advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage; he wasn’t someone to underestimate either. With this thought, his frustration subsided.

He scanned his surroundings for clues about Lin Xuan's whereabouts and quickly found them—about a hundred feet away from him, an intense aura emerged.

Lin Xuan was no one who would take a beating without fighting back. Originally, he had come here not to engage in a life-or-death battle with Qingyan Venerable, but the other party’s preemptive strike changed everything.

"Idiot!"

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he spoke. Without further ado, his sleeves fluttered, and an overwhelming surge of spiritual energy gathered around him. Swords, spears, and daggers materialized into eighteen different weapons.

Then, with a shake of his hand, these spirit energy-formed treasures surged like a storm towards the opponent.

"Trivial tricks!"

Despite his severe injuries, Qingyan Venerable wasn't impressed by such minor tactics. This young man was clearly reckless; he didn’t understand that facing a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse required no room for complacency or reserve.

What kind of attack was this? Just some mundane celestial energy, nothing more than child’s play. Using it against him was sheer foolishness.

Reap what you sow.

Since the young man had been careless and underestimated his opponent, his demise would not be Qingyan Venerable's fault.

With great joy, Qingyan Venerable waved his hands, "Pfft" as he tapped them onto a storage bag at his waist. A flash of light appeared before him, revealing two treasures.

On the left was a token, and on the right, an ornate jade object resembling an armrest.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The cultivation world was vast, and flying knives and swords were common among cultivators. However, true power lay in rare magical artifacts like ancient mirrors or copper bells, and this jade token was no exception—it possessed incredible abilities that shouldn't be underestimated.

Lin Xuan remained cautious but not fearful. He raised his right hand, sending a spell towards the jade object.

Wu… A burst of spiritual light filled the air, followed by a clear dragon's roar. Before Lin Xuan’s eyes appeared a creature with a lion's body and a dragon's head.

A powerful spiritual pressure emanated from it.

Peach-king!

Surprise flashed across Lin Xuan's face. Could this be the jade object transforming into a peach-king?

How vividly lifelike could it get?

But Lin Xuan was merely surprised. The peach-king, while famous, was just a legendary offspring of dragons.

According to legend, dragons had nine sons, and the peach-king was among them. But that was all.

If an actual peach-king were here, Lin Xuan might fear it, but this was just a treasure's illusion. No matter how realistic, its power would be limited compared to his true spirit fire from the nine-headed bird.

Now, with the fusion of the Illusory Spirit Lightning and the Illusory Heavenly Fire, he could summon a nine-headed bird based on these illusions. Although it wouldn't match the true spirit fire's might, it still held some power.

Crackling sounds filled the air as black lightning flashed amidst the five-colored spiritual flames. The nine-headed bird spread its wings and flew towards the opponent.
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Lin Xuan was not satisfied with this outcome. He raised his hand and a few air blades appeared in his vision.

In an instant, they vanished into the colorful light halo.

"Bad luck!"

The Green Beauty Venerable, who happened to be at the center of the light halo, was drenched in cold sweat. Naturally, he did not want to sit idly by waiting for death. However, with the situation so perilous, he had no time to summon his defensive treasures.

In a desperate move, his figure spun rapidly, and countless green mists suddenly rose up, enveloping him. In an instant, the size of several acres, large talisman characters emerged from within, then shifted into shields as big as fish scales, layer upon layer, surrounding him.

The old monster's reaction was swift, but Lin Xuan's punch was far stronger than he anticipated. His protective light almost vanished instantly upon contact. The light halo did not stop there; it expanded and contracted, twisting and squeezing towards him like a vortex.

Sizzle... the sound of breaking continued in his ears as the translucent fish-scale shields shattered.

Clearly, they could not withstand this!

However, even if they couldn't completely block the attack, they at least bought some breathing room.

In the world of cultivation, every millimeter counted. These few seconds might seem insignificant, but they could decide the outcome of a battle in critical moments.

But that was just under normal circumstances.

Could the Green Beauty Venerable still have such an opportunity now?

The answer was clear.

Not only did he not dare to think about winning, he was simply grateful for his life. One misstep and it would be a thousand years of regret. The Green Beauty Venerable's remorse could not be described in words; if he had known this, he wouldn't have provoked Lin Xuan even with the courage of a lion.

This little fellow had just advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, how could he be so troublesome? He was no less formidable than the incarnation of Ice Spirit Saint Ancestor.

With bitter regret in his mouth, what use did it serve now that he recognized this?

There was no saying "regret" in the cultivation world. All he could do now was try to preserve his life.

A sleeve wave sent a green light flying out from his sleeves, transforming into an ancient green shield, which blocked him.

Puff... In that moment, the air blades had already rushed towards him.

The seemingly thick green ancient shield was sliced in two.

"Bad luck!"

The Green Beauty Venerable's face turned pale as he dodged to one side.

Puff...

A mouthful of blood spewed out. Although he dodged quickly, under Lin Xuan's relentless attacks, even a minor injury could not be avoided.

His original injuries were still unhealed; this was like adding insult to injury.

Lin Xuan saw clearly and did not miss such an opportunity.

Another sleeve wave sent a silver light out of his sleeves as if it had been swimming in the wind. It transformed into a three-foot-long sword, which flashed past Lin Xuan's eyes.

The silver light sliced through the air, appearing beside the Green Beauty Venerable.

This cross over hundreds of feet was far more impressive than teleportation. To achieve this required mastery over spatial laws.

The Green Beauty Venerable was alarmed but could not break free in time.

Silver light fell, and his head was taken by Lin Xuan.

Although Lin Xuan was not a cruel killer, he had never spared his enemies.

Puff!

A dull thud echoed as the Green Beauty Venerable's body exploded into a blood mist. However, Lin Xuan did not look relieved.

The success of this strike was due to the profundity of his divine techniques, but another reason could not be ignored: at the critical moment, the opponent chose to sacrifice his physical form for survival.

Such decisiveness was unexpected by Lin Xuan himself.

A tiny inch-high元婴 appeared in his vision. Its face was full of hatred, but it did not linger; green light enveloped its body as it tried to leave.

Unlike lower-stage cultivators, at the Tribulation Transcending stage, an元婴 could traverse thousands of miles without a physical form. The powers they could wield were formidable.

Against low-grade cultivators, they were incredibly powerful.

But against peers, these advantages were insufficient.

He wasn't Lin Xuan's match just now; fleeing was his best option.

Unfortunately for the Green Beauty Venerable, that was not an option for Lin Xuan.

"Still wanting to run at this time? Fellow Daoist, you are too naive."

Lin Xuan sneered.

The元婴 ignored him and tore its hands apart. A spatial rift appeared before it. Without hesitation, it rolled into the rift like a streak of lightning.

"Such a fellow never cries until he sees his coffin!"

Lin Xuan observed this with his eyes. His sleeves flapped, releasing silver light. The Nine Palaces Must-Use Sword fell like a shower of meteors into his vision.

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan formed a fist and brought the Nine Palaces Must-Use Sword together. A radiant silver sword appeared in his grasp.

He casually swung it forward.

Sizzle... A silver light resembling a crescent moon emerged from the blade.

In an instant, it followed the元婴 into the spatial rift.

"Ouch!"

A cry of pain echoed as space ripples appeared a thousand feet ahead. The元婴 tumbled out of the rift.

Now, his face showed only panic instead of hatred. He never dreamed that Lin Xuan could break through his escape technique so easily and effortlessly.

This little fellow was too terrifying.

He didn't resemble a new Tribulation Transcending cultivator; even at his peak, he would have no chance against him.

The Green Beauty Venerable was in turmoil, but Lin Xuan did not intend to let him go.

Raising his right hand again, the Nine Palaces Must-Use Sword transformed into streaks of light.

These streaks flashed and vanished. Soon, they appeared above the元婴's head, replaced by threads.

Transforming swords into threads, Lin Xuan was at the peak of his skill. The threads flickered a few times, forming a silver fishing net that fell downward.
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"Bad!"

Qingyan Zunzheng was shocked, but he had no time to dodge. Lin Xuan's combat experience was incredibly rich; this attack came at the moment when his current strength was waning and new power hadn't yet replenished.

The timing was perfect. The yuanxian on his face was filled with malice, but it could only watch helplessly as he was ensnared by a fishing net.

However, he wouldn't surrender easily. In his arms, he clutched a round gem the size of a dragon's eye, its surface radiating silver patterns. No one knew what kind of precious treasure this might be.

"Exhale!"

A soft exclamation entered Lin Xuan's ears as Qingyan Zunzheng's yuanxian opened its mouth and emitted a burst of green light, expelling his innate primordial fire.

This fire had the same effect as innate primordial energy—it diminished with use. Its weakness was obvious, but its power was formidable nonetheless.

The moment this fire touched the round gem, it was immediately drawn in like a stone thrown into deep water.

Then, the gem flickered between bright and dim light, transforming into a sword about a foot long.

"Break!"

A technique was cast by the yuanxian, and all of its essence energy poured into the sword without reservation. The sky seemed to distort as Lin Xuan sensed an aura of法则 power emanating from this treasure.

The sword shone brightly, slicing forward with ferocity.

This attack left no room for sparing; it aimed to break free from the net. How could he bear being captured by Lin Xuan alive?

The green light transformed into a foot-long beam of light, heavy and dense. The sound of teeth grinding echoed as it cut through the tightly woven fishing net.

The yuanxian was elated but didn't hesitate. It turned swiftly, becoming a ball of black energy, ready to escape through the hole.

But that wasn't so easy. Lin Xuan wouldn’t let this cooked duck fly away from his sight.

No additional movements were seen as silver light suddenly brightened in mid-air. Fine silver threads rolled out one after another, quickly sealing the hole.

The yuanxian was both angry and frustrated. It hadn't given up on its last chance for escape, spewing more of its innate primordial fire. The sword's brilliance increased, but it was too late.

After slicing through over a dozen sword threads and advancing several feet, it finally collapsed with a tearing sound, reverting to the round gem. Its surface was cracked, and its light dimmed to an almost invisible state.

"Phew..."

As the gem shattered, so did the yuanxian's mouth open wide, spewing blood. This might not be his innate treasure, but there was still some mental connection.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let this opportunity slip away. The fishing net shrank and tightly bound him.

Despite his efforts, he couldn't escape Lin Xuan’s hands.

"Friend, spare my life! It's all my fault; please have mercy on me. If you spare my life, I will offer all the treasures I've collected in my lifetime to you. You wanted to know about that bracelet? I won’t hold back—everything I know, I’ll tell you without reservation. You can ask me anything about your doubts. And I'll share my million-year cultivation insights with you. Although you are powerful, you just advanced recently; my experience will be of great help..."

Lin Xuan's face remained calm.

"Too late to regret!"

A hint of mockery flashed at the corner of his mouth.

No matter how eloquent he was, Lin Xuan wouldn't be deceived by his words. Having broken their facade, there was no intention of sparing him.

He waved his sleeve and the silver fishing net returned.

Lin Xuan didn’t waste a word; he cast several techniques from his fingertips, all disappearing into the other's body.

Then, with a raised hand, silver light shone as the seamless net vanished. In its place were numerous Nine Palaces Musty Swords.

But the yuanxian remained immobile. The techniques had already sealed his essence energy. Fear was etched on his face as he tried to beg for mercy, but Lin Xuan no longer cared.

He waved his sleeve again and a patch of green clouds emerged from his sleeves, enveloping him!

Lin Xuan resolutely employed the soul-searching technique.

This process was complex; after all, this opponent was a cultivator who had passed through tribulation. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's divine sense far surpassed that of his peers, but it still took some effort.

After a meal’s time, Lin Xuan's fire light illuminated as he turned the yuanxian into nothingness. There would be no more Qingyan Zunzheng in this world.

"Turns out it was Ice Soul Saint."

Lin Xuan furrowed his brows, showing surprise on his face.

Although he had guessed that the bracelet was a precious treasure, involving Ice Soul was still unexpected. The plot to travel through Lingbo Valley back then was orchestrated by Ice Soul; how could this be? He had gone through so much effort just to bring an avatar here. Was it all because of the bracelet? What secrets lay hidden between them?

Unfortunately, Qingyan Zunzheng, although involved in the matter years ago, was merely a pawn used by Ice Soul. Apart from some promises, he knew nothing. The tragedy was that without finding the bracelet, Ice Soul had broken her word.

Qingyan Zunzheng was extremely resentful but the cultivation world valued strength above all else. He miscalculated Ice Soul's avatar’s power and tried to seek justice, only to end up severely injured.

"Of course I thought this guy was overrated; he’s still recovering from his injuries."

Lin Xuan muttered, but the worry in his brows didn't diminish.

Through soul-searching, Lin Xuan found no answers. Instead, new worries multiplied, but not entirely without gain. At least he had discovered a way to leave this lost plane.

Ice Soul knew that; otherwise, she wouldn’t have sent an avatar here. If she succeeded in obtaining the bracelet and couldn't leave, it would be too absurd.

Thus, Lin Xuan believed Ice Soul hadn't lied about her ability to leave if he wished. This information was crucial for him.

But how to obtain this information wasn't easy. He and Ice Soul were enemies, not friends; going to ask wouldn’t work.

He had no choice but to act.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely confident. Although he had advanced to the tribulation period, Ice Soul’s avatar far surpassed his peers in power.

The outcome of their confrontation was uncertain.
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Step by step, even if he really dared to do so, the whereabouts of Ice Spirit were currently unknown.

Far-off water cannot quench near thirst; this matter was urgent and needed careful planning before any action could be taken.

Lin Xuan wasn't an impulsive person. After taking a deep breath, his mood quickly calmed down.

This matter was not pressing.

He still had other issues to deal with at present.

Firstly, he needed to refine the treasure.

The Vermilion Bird Ring came into his possession through great effort and hardship, yet it remained unrefined due to various reasons.

Although its grade couldn't be easily determined now, just by sealing True Spirit Vermilion Bird's soul within it, it was clear that it wasn’t trivial. Once refined, this item would significantly boost his strength.

Since there were no pressing matters at the moment, refining the Vermilion Bird Ring became a very smart choice. Why not?

As for the location of refinement, he didn't need to choose another one.

The present Momentary Space was fine. Lin Xuan believed that in just a short while, no other cultivators would visit Lepanto Island.

Even if someone did enter here, without Transcendence Realm cultivation, it would be hard to find the entrance.

Although the Lost Plane contained many hidden talents, the number of Transcendence Realm sages was limited. The chance of encountering one by coincidence was even smaller.

In other words, he had nothing to worry about. This Momentary Space was an excellent place for seclusion where he could safely refine his treasures without any concerns.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan did not linger here.

Surrounded by a green glow, he flew forward.

Through Soul Scouring Technique, he naturally knew where Venerable Pure Jade's abode was.

The old monster had chosen this place as his cultivation site; the area was undoubtedly rich in Qi. He didn't need to seek out another Spirit Land and could directly go to the cave left behind by him.

Though the Momentary Treasure covered a vast area, its size wasn’t significant compared to the swift speed of Transcendence Realm sages.

In just a few breaths, Lin Xuan arrived at the old monster's former dwelling.

This was a valley with beautiful scenery and abundant Qi. However, thick fog hung over the entrance.

禁制!

Lin Xuan recognized it immediately. Venerable Pure Jade was much more cautious than he had imagined.

But what use would that be?

Even if his main entry had already perished, how could some minor restrictions at the cave entrance stop Lin Xuan?

It merely added a bit of time to him.

Soon, thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as the cave door opened. Lin Xuan smoothly entered.

Spacious and bright, this was Lin Xuan's first impression of Venerable Pure Jade's abode. Apart from that, there wasn't anything particularly remarkable.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

He soon had a收获, but not much. Just a storage bag!

But the other party was an old monster at Transcendence Realm; the treasures he had collected were undoubtedly exceptional.

A hint of excitement flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he inwardly looked forward with some anticipation.

Then, he flicked his hand, and the storage bag turned upside down. A burst of light enveloped everything inside.

Rustling sounds filled his ears as a pile of items appeared on the ground.

One by one, jade boxes and various bottles and jars surfaced, all sealed with禁制符箓. Clearly, the materials and pills inside were non-trivial.

Apart from these, there were a few more noticeable things: a greenish-black jade talisman, an exquisitely glowing sword, and another piece of a talisman.

He set aside the first two for now; they were obviously ancient treasures with high grades. He wondered why Venerable Pure Jade didn't bring them when he came to see him.

Though Lin Xuan was delighted at this discovery, he wasn’t overly concerned since he wasn’t short on treasures and understood that quality mattered more than quantity at his level.

However, the last talisman seemed different; it wasn’t stored in a box but kept with the ancient treasures. He wondered what its significance might be.

Wait, something about this talisman looked familiar. Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be only half of a broken talisman.

Lin Xuan was surprised. Venerable Pure Jade was also at Transcendence Realm; what use could a mere fragment have? Why would he treat it like a treasure and store it in his storage bag?

With some hesitation, Lin Xuan took the broken talisman into his hand. It seemed as if someone had forcibly torn off part of this talisman, but the remaining half emitted a faint glow, not seeming ordinary.

However, a broken talisman was just that; no matter how mysterious, it could only be used for research in Talisman-making.

Most people would think like that, but Lin Xuan, after careful consideration, showed signs of excitement on his face.

Indeed, excitement!

His excited expression was evident.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan reached out and tapped his waist. A jade box flew out.

Ten-thousand-year-old Cold Jade!

Lin Xuan flicked his finger, opened the lid, and another half-talisman floated out.

Upon closer inspection, although the sizes of the two halves differed, their materials were identical, and the inscribed symbols on them were extremely similar.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it. The two halves merged seamlessly in mid-air. They should have been a complete talisman.

Finding what he sought after much effort was effortless this time.

Lin Xuan's joy was understandable.

This wasn’t an ordinary talisman but one of the three Immortal Talismans he found on Penglai Mountain.

Originally, there had been such a broken talisman among them. Unfortunately, back then, his cultivation level was too low to discern its true value.

As his strength grew, he could not find any clues from this talisman and left it in his storage bag for years.

Lin Xuan hadn’t given up on finding the other half but had no leads. The difficulty of locating such a thing was akin to searching for a needle in a haystack.

Devoting精力to this would have been unwise, so he didn't pursue it.

With time passing, after thousands of years, Lin Xuan almost forgot about this matter until fate intervened and helped him find the complete talisman. How could he not be delighted?

Carefully placing it back into the jade box, Lin Xuan decided not to study it immediately.

Firstly, there were other treasures waiting for his attention.

Secondly, his main goal was to refine the Vermilion Bird Ring; studying that Immortal Talisman first would be out of place.

This reasoning might sound absurd, but he had a reason.

Due to various reasons, refining the Vermilion Bird Ring had been delayed repeatedly. Now, having made up his mind, Lin Xuan didn't want to change it.

Even if he accidentally discovered another half-talisman, he would first refine the Vermilion Bird Ring before delving into its mysteries.
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Subsequently, Lin Xuan went through the rest of his treasures. Setting aside the crystal stones for now, the value of the other medicinal pills and materials was no small matter. Master Qingyan was indeed a Transcendence Stage cultivator; his wealth was considerable, making Lin Xuan feel quite pleased.

He naturally did not hesitate to carefully place these treasures into his momentary bag.

With everything prepared, however, Lin Xuan did not immediately start refining the treasures but instead rested for several days, nurturing his spirit and essence. After all, the Zhuque Ring was no ordinary item; he had endured countless hardships just to obtain it. Lin Xuan did not want any mistakes during the process of refining it.

Several days passed quickly.

On this morning, Lin Xuan bathed and changed clothes before entering the training room.

Now, his strength and essence were both at their peak.

He sat cross-legged.

Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and patted his waist. A flash of light appeared, and a fiery red ring materialized in front of him.

The ring was only about the size of a palm, with purple-red flames dancing on its surface. Its intricate design was beautiful to behold.

Fluctuations of light danced across the surface, various mystical runes flickering and changing.

A faint image of Zhuque appeared, exuding an imposing aura.

Lin Xuan could not help but express admiration as he reached out his hand. The Zhuque Ring seemed to have a life of its own, landing on his palm.

He carefully examined it for a moment before opening his mouth and spitting out a five-colored glass baby fire.

The ring was enveloped by the flame as if it had a spirit.

Then, with a flick of his wrist, the ring floated back up. Lin Xuan used various spells from his fingertips, which then disappeared into the Zhuque Ring. The size of the ring visibly decreased before he swallowed it whole and ingested it into his dantian.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan expelled a mouthful of stale air, placing his hands on his knees while closing his eyes. Using Inner Vision, he sank his spirit into his dantian.

Inside the dantian, everything was as usual; two baby immortals floated gently, and the sea of essence energy was calm and vast, now shimmering with a brilliant silver light.

The only difference from before was the Zhuque Ring, which had appeared.

The primary immortal slowly flew over to hover beside the ring. The secondary immortal followed, summoned back by Lin Xuan for the refinement process. With both immortals and the dantian working together, the process would be faster and more successful.

After a moment's hesitation, the primary immortal spat out a baby fire. The secondary immortal did not lag behind, expelling black demon fire instead.

Thedemon pill... no, it should be true spirit inner core, began to spin rapidly.

A demonic wind appeared out of nowhere.

Surrounded by the ring, the image of Zhuque became even more prominent and bright.

In the mountains, time has no meaning; a thousand years can pass in an instant.

However, Lin Xuan did not spend so much time refining the Zhuque Ring. Still, it had been ten years since he entered seclusion.

Suddenly, the large door opened, and a burst of laughter echoed from inside.

"Haha! Finally, it's all done!"

Lin Xuan emerged from his secret room with a look of sheer joy on his face, though his tired expression could not be concealed.

After ten years of hard work, he had finally refined the Zhuque Ring to the point where its transformations were under his control. Although it was not his primary treasure, some connection between them had been established through this process.

The benefits were clear: with a spiritual link, he would be able to unleash greater power and more easily command the ring during combat. However, as with any advantage, there were downsides too.

If the Zhuque Ring fell into an enemy's hands, his spirit might also suffer damage.

But it was no problem; he could simply be more cautious when facing enemies. In Lin Xuan's view, this was a net gain. The ring was of high quality, and destroying it would not be easy.

Since he had successfully refined the Zhuque Ring, there was no need for him to stay here any longer.

It was time to leave.

With that thought in mind, a layer of green light enveloped Lin Xuan before he vanished into the horizon.

Soon after, a vast grassland came into view, with the towering stone temple still standing out prominently.

The scenery remained unchanged; no one had entered this momentary treasure for years.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly. Without hesitation, he stepped into the stone temple.

His figure flashed as he stood on top of the teleportation array. A spell was cast, and a glow enveloped him before he disappeared from sight.

...

Thunder Void Island.

Once, it was where True Enter of Thunder Void had retreated to for seclusion. However, Lin Xuan's arrival disrupted its tranquility.

Lin Xuan showed restraint; his actions did not trouble the disciples of Master Qingyan. But the cultivators led by True Enter were too afraid to return here even if they dared.

Initially, True Enter was famous and few dared to target his former abode. However, as time passed, some bold cultivators emerged who dared to challenge him.

After all, Thunder Void Island offered a beautiful environment with abundant essence energy, making it an excellent place for cultivation. Even as the headquarters of a medium-sized sect, it could serve its purpose well.

This was a mid-sized cultivator family that had moved to Thunder Void Island three years ago. Taking advantage of the island's rich essence energy, their development over these few years had been rapid.

In front of him was an unremarkable valley where two cultivators were engaged in a fierce battle.

However, it was not a life-or-death struggle but merely a demonstration.

The scale of this family might be small, but they had survived for tens of thousands of years, so there must have been something special about them. At the moment, two young disciples were sparring and competing.

The winner would receive a base formation pill as a reward, which was why both young cultivators were taking it seriously. Although only two Immortal Spirit Stage disciples were fighting, this family event had attracted even their sole Grand Elder, who was at the Spirit Separation Stage.

To these low-ranking cultivators, the Spirit Separation Stage seemed unattainable.

Hearing this news, they were naturally thrilled and performed with great effort. If they could gain favor from this ancestor and receive a few pointers, it would be enough to last them a lifetime.

The two disciples currently sparring were also late-stage talents of the family, their spiritual roots excellent, and their magical weapons top-tier. Thus, the battle was intense, making it difficult to determine who would emerge victorious.
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A streak of red light and a flash of green chased each other across the sky. Clearly, these were magical artifacts and treasures summoned by both participants.

Wind blades and earth wall techniques clashed intermittently.

Both were outstanding members of their families, each possessing a spiritual artifact and proficient in the Five Elements Techniques. For now, it was hard to tell who would emerge victorious.

Suddenly, one of the disciples wearing green robes made a mistake with his inner refinement method, inadvertently revealing a flaw.

His opponent seized the opportunity, quickly manipulating his spiritual artifact towards him. It was a short sword about a foot long, emitting a dazzling red light from its surface. Even among top-grade spiritual artifacts, it was clearly an exquisite treasure, boasting formidable power and speed.

The spectators watched intently. While most older cultivators maintained their composure, many young disciples showed obvious immaturity in their reactions, forgetting that the elders were also observing.

"Truly commendable, Second Elder Brother."

"Indeed, Little Sister's progress is swift, but she still falls short of Senior Brother’s experience and steadiness."

As the battle reached its climax, everyone seemed to think that the outcome was settled. However, at this critical moment, the green-robed girl stepped forward without any intention of retreating.

She drew a circle with her left hand, and a talisman slid out from her sleeve. Without wind, it ignited on its own, followed by a fist-sized flame. But this wasn't over; the flame flickered and suddenly transformed into a snake.

Well, not exactly a snake, as it was no more than a few feet long.

Fire Snake Talisman!

A high-grade初级符箓.

Its power was considerable, roughly equivalent to an ordinary upper-grade spiritual artifact.

While the Fire Snake Talisman's power was commendable, its control was notably challenging. Foundation Establishment stage cultivators had no issues, but for novice cultivators in the Flexible Spirit Period relying solely on their spirit awareness and Drive Object Technique, mastering it proved difficult.

However, there are always exceptions. At this moment, the green-robed girl seemed to have overcome these limitations, becoming an exception.

Despite being at the Flexible Spirit Stage, she could control the Fire Snake Talisman effortlessly.

Seeing her opponent's fiery sword approaching, she showed no signs of panic as she waved both hands, casting several inner refinement methods swiftly.

Snap! The fire snake, seemingly alive, intercepted the divine sword. It spat out a few fireballs and began to tangle with the opponent.

"Bad move!"

The young man was shocked, realizing he had fallen into her trap. Desperately, he changed his inner refinement method, trying to recall his spiritual artifact.

But it wasn't easy; the Fire Snake Talisman's power was considerable, though slightly inferior compared to his spiritual artifact. It merely held him off momentarily without any issues.

With his opponent's spiritual artifact entangled, he was like a tiger with its teeth pulled out. The green-robed girl, after much effort, managed to bind her opponent in this predicament and wouldn't let the opportunity slip away.

"Quickly!"

She raised her hand and pointed it forward.

A flash of green light appeared mid-air; another short sword about a foot long, surging towards the opponent with vibrant energy.

In an instant, it reached above his head!

"Little Sister, go easy on me! I yield!"

The young man was startled, though he was unwilling to admit defeat. At this point, there was nothing left but to surrender.

"Did Little Sister really win?"

"It can't be true; Second Elder Brother's cultivation is deeper and more profound. How could she possibly lose to him."

"Hmph, it’s all because of that Fire Snake Talisman."

"Sister Younger, you are being unfair. The Fire Snake Talisman has considerable power, but who among us, at the Flexible Spirit Stage, can control it as effortlessly?"

"..."

The murmurs spread as low-ranking cultivators were clearly surprised by the outcome. Although Little Sister's progress was swift, Second Elder Brother’s reputation and strength were far greater.

They had assumed that Little Sister would have no chance of winning, but this result took them aback.

As the cultivators continued their discussion, a bearded old man stepped forward.

Though aged, his spirit was vibrant as he scanned the disciples with piercing eyes. The students fell silent, and the room became eerily quiet.

"Greetings, Grandmaster."

The green-robed girl bowed gracefully.

"Ah, Ying'er, your cultivation progress is swift, and you are quite formidable."

The old man's face lit up with approval. With time, her cultivation might even surpass his own, so he spoke kindly.

Just then, a flash of fire flew over. The old man paused, catching it. It was a communication talisman!

After listening, his expression changed dramatically. As an Incubus Stage cultivator, he looked envious and his demeanor shifted.

"Ying'er, the Grandmaster wants to see you."

He never expected that a mere battle between two Flexible Spirit Stage disciples would catch the attention of the only Split Soul Stage elder in the family.

Years ago, the Grandmaster had said he wanted to take on another disciple. Could this girl be so fortunate?

Envy and jealousy surged within him; after all, being taken as a disciple by a Split Soul Stage cultivator was undoubtedly advantageous.

Even if she were at the Flexible Spirit Stage now, with such an opportunity, her cultivation would surpass his in just a few centuries. His heart couldn't help but feel a mix of admiration and regret.

Before this thought could fully form, a sharp crackle entered his ears. The sky, which had been clear, suddenly turned dark without any warning. Lightning flashed, followed by a swirling vortex as black as ink.

What was happening?

Even the low-ranking cultivators were shocked, but even the high-ranking observers were stunned, their eyes wide with disbelief.

"Could it be a spatial vortex?"

Before this thought could fully form, an even more unbelievable scene unfolded; a young man emerged from the dark vortex.

His face remained calm and composed as he moved gracefully, almost as if strolling through a garden. He frowned slightly when he noticed so many cultivators around him.

Clearly, this mysterious youth was Lin轩, but his surprise was evident—when had the island become so bustling with cultivators?

Moreover, these people's faces were entirely unfamiliar, seemingly unrelated to Green Face Venerable or True Incubus of Lightning Void. Where did they come from?
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Lin Xuan was surprised, but such an expression only flashed by for a moment before he quickly regained his composure. He turned his head and surveyed the surrounding cultivators.

His gaze wasn't sharp, and there was no terrifying aura emanating from him. However, as soon as anyone made eye contact with him, all the cultivators present felt an intense sense of unease, as if they had been thoroughly exposed by him.

Lower-ranking cultivators were relatively better off.

Their realms were too low to discern much beyond recognizing this mysterious newcomer as a high-ranking cultivator. The exact level was unclear and confusing.

After all, there were so many elders around, including even the ancestral patriarch himself. This was a cultivator of the realm of spirit division, a legendary existence. With him present here, what could they possibly fear?

Thus, while some felt uneasy, their curiosity was more prominent. Many faces showed excitement; such an event was rare for them.

They were indeed lucky to finally have a chance to broaden their horizons.

The young and inexperienced didn't hesitate, even thinking that the higher-ranking cultivators supporting their family could handle it.

However, things weren't as simple as they seemed.

While the younger ones were filled with excitement, the high-ranking cultivators who relied on them for support were silently groaning. The more advanced in cultivation, the more uneasy they felt.

They couldn’t sense the realm of this mysterious youth at all. There was only one possibility: his strength far surpassed theirs. Only such a significant difference could prevent him from revealing his realm.

Could it be...

The cultivators began to speculate but dared not guess wildly. The only comfort was that the ancestral patriarch was present; otherwise, they might have fled in panic.

After all, in the world of cultivation, there were countless examples of disputes turning into fights without warning. They wouldn’t dare face such a terrifying old monster on their own.

Knowing that祸 from口出, silence became their best choice.

But Lin Xuan still had matters to attend to.

He raised his right hand and lightly swept his sleeve, sending out a dazzling light. The vibrant glow enveloped the deep vortex in mid-air.

Without further action, he simply cast a spell, and the light shrank visibly before retracting into his hand, revealing a scroll.

No, not a scroll; it was more like an animated painting.

Above were depicted mountains, vast grasslands, and a towering stone temple on the plains.

A moment of Heaven’s Palace!

This was the spatial treasure owned by Elder Green Face. No wonder its area was so expansive, with abundant spiritual energy.

Heaven’s Palace Scroll was indeed one of the finest among spatial treasures.

His luck was truly good.

Lin Xuan smiled and casually stowed it away in his waist pouch.

Then he turned his gaze back to the cultivators present, this time much more piercing. Those who met his gaze felt a chill down their spines.

"Ah?"

But when Lin Xuan’s gaze landed on the young woman in green, his expression showed surprise.

Doubt lingered in his eyes, refusing to be dispelled. Despite being only a low-ranking disciple of the flexible spirit period, she had caught his attention significantly.

This would likely be met with disbelief if anyone were to hear about it.

But at that moment, a long laugh echoed: "Which friend has arrived here? Lu hereby apologizes for not greeting you properly."

Before the words left his mouth, a magnificent chariot appeared in the distance. It was several dozen feet long, exquisitely beautiful and seemingly made of some special material. Not only did it emit a faint fragrance, but its surface also shimmered with spiritual energy.

The steeds pulling the chariot had wings on their backs, neither lions nor tigers, and their spiritual pressure rivaled that of the separation realm. Their abilities were clearly formidable as well.

Using such spiritual beasts to pull a chariot indicated the high status of the cultivator inside.

"Ancestor!"

The faces of the cultivators lit up with excitement.

Of course, this was the only patriarch elder in the family.

He had originally intended to personally witness the competition but found little interest in such low-level conflicts. Given his temporary affairs, he left halfway and instructed that the victor could bring the prize back to his cave abode for some rewards.

He wasn’t planning on taking a disciple; that old man was mistaken. After all, a cultivator of spirit division realm would only consider taking disciples from separation realm onwards. A mere flexible spirit period youth, even if they performed exceptionally well, wouldn't catch his attention.

Little did he know, just as he left, Lin Xuan appeared.

While there were several high-ranking cultivators present in the family, none could discern Lin Xuan’s true strength.

Anxiously, they had no choice but to send out a distress signal to their patriarch elder.

Upon receiving the distress call, the patriarch elder was also taken aback. He had just left and something happened on his side; this was too coincidental.

But he couldn’t afford any carelessness.

The main hall meant everything to a sect, so no detail could be overlooked. With his high status as the patriarch elder, he quickly arrived.

The chariot moved at an incredible speed, appearing in front of them before vanishing into the light. A middle-aged man dressed in scholar’s robes appeared.

His presence was formidable and his spiritual pressure subtle yet profound—this was indeed their only patriarch elder.

He wore a smile, his demeanor calm and composed, indicating he had experienced many significant events.

"Greetings, Ancestor!"

The cultivators present were visibly excited; the patriarch elder was revered. Apart from the family head and several Grand Daoists, few others got to see him.

Especially for lower-ranking cultivators, he was a legendary figure they admired.

Now given this rare opportunity to interact closely, how could their hearts not be filled with excitement?

But what followed left them speechless.

The middle-aged scholar appeared calm on the surface but was far from relaxed. He stepped out of the chariot and immediately released his divine sense to scan Lin Xuan.

This was a routine action, but after probing, his expression changed drastically.

Shock, disbelief—seeming to doubt he had made a mistake, he quickly sent out his divine sense again...

This time, the result was unequivocal. Deeply unfathomable; he couldn’t discern the other’s realm at all.

"Senior is a cultivation practitioner who has passed through tribulation?"
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The middle-aged scholar's composure had vanished, replaced by a look of disbelief and shock.

His expression then turned trembling with fear.

A veteran monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage!

Although the Lost Interface was home to many hidden talents, such beings were rare indeed. Ordinary cultivators aside, even for a spirit refinement practitioner like him, encountering a veteran monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage was a rarity.

It could be said that it was almost as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

He had only once coincidentally met one during an auction.

The other party hadn't attacked; merely their emitted spiritual pressure made him cower. The difference between a spirit refinement practitioner and a Tribulation Transcending veteran monster was not just a single realm, but the disparity in true strength was immense.

How could such a veteran monster come to Lightning Void Island?

The middle-aged scholar was still astonished, but now was not the time to delve into this matter.

He stood with his hands clasped respectfully. It wasn't unusual; facing a monster whose mere gesture could send him to hell, how could he not tremble in fear? He even began to doubt whether the current cultivator had any connection to Lightning Void True Man.

"Ancestor!"

This dramatic scene left other cultivators around equally stunned.

While the novices of the Flexible Spirit stage were set aside for now, each of the more experienced cultivators present could see that Lin Xuan came from a distinguished background. However, their awe was merely superficial.

Lin Xuan's specific realm couldn't be determined. Hence, although they felt uneasy, they weren't truly terrified; after all, their family had a top-tier spirit refinement elder as its head.

To the eyes of a spirit refinement practitioner like Lin Xuan, a spirit refinement stage cultivator might not seem extraordinary, but in the Three Realms, such beings could easily be considered lords over their domains.

These cultivators felt confident. They revered Ancestor's strength to an extreme; calling him divine was no exaggeration. Because they were so confident, this shock hit them harder than a sudden storm.

Even Ancestor showed such respect, what kind of background did the current person have?

Only those standing closest heard "Tribulation Transcending stage." Their expressions turned respectful as well in awe and surprise.

However, these cultivators weren't dumb. After their brief moment of shock, they began whispering to each other but quickly quieted down. Although they didn't know Lin Xuan's background, they understood that it was something they couldn't afford to offend.

"Alright, you don't need to be so tense. I have no ill intentions; I'm just curious why there are so many people on Lightning Void Island now. If you answer my questions honestly, I won't cause any trouble for you," Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in their ears.

"Yes, Senior, whatever question you have, your disciple will speak the truth without reservation. However, this isn't a place to talk; if you don't mind, please accompany me to the Welcome Pavilion where we can have a proper conversation?" The middle-aged scholar's tone was now abjectly respectful, far from his initial arrogance.

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan looked around. With so many cultivators nearby, talking here would indeed be inconvenient.

"Friend, I don't mind your offer."

"You're too kind, such high-ranking individuals visiting us is a blessing," the scholar said with a forced smile, gesturing for some of his more perceptive disciples to prepare ahead of time.

He then led Lin Xuan carefully towards one of the most majestic buildings on the island. It was built atop a steep mountain peak; ordinary people couldn't reach such heights, but it wasn't uncommon for spirit refinement practitioners.

Outside the grand hall, two rows of young and beautiful female disciples stood respectfully. They greeted them with a bow: "Welcome Ancestor!"

Lin Xuan didn't mind as he walked in confidently. Although there was no feast, servants served fine wine and fruit, and the spiritual tea tasted good.

He took his seat at the main position while the middle-aged scholar stood respectfully beside him.

"Please don't worry about it; you can sit too," Lin Xuan said.

"You jest, Senior. In front of such a great Tribulation Transcending cultivator, there's no place for your disciple," the scholar replied respectfully, his expression no longer so nervous. Lin Xuan didn’t seem like an eccentric spirit refinement practitioner and showed no ill will towards their sect.

In other words, today’s encounter might be more beneficial than harmful to their sect. After all, encountering a veteran monster was rare; if they could get some guidance from him, the benefits would be immeasurable. Perhaps his current bottleneck would be resolved.

This wasn't an exaggeration. As the saying went, hearing someone speak for one session was better than reading ten years of books. Guidance from a high-ranking cultivator could save them many detours.

Even if nothing came of it, having some connection to a Tribulation Transcending existence and gaining his favor would bring countless benefits to their family.

How smart Lin Xuan was! He had risen through the ranks as a lowly cultivator; he could sense the other party's expectations and guessed what they wanted.

However, Lin Xuan remained silent. After drinking some spiritual tea, its taste was indeed good.

"Your family isn't from this place, right? How long have you been here?" Lin Xuan asked casually.

"The disciple reports to Senior, our family is not from this realm; we moved here three years ago," the scholar replied truthfully, unsure of why Lin Xuan asked such a question.

"Three years ago, yes, that's about right. The Lightning Void True Man left, and it seems you got lucky with this hidden treasure," Lin Xuan smiled.

The middle-aged scholar nodded in agreement but didn't dare to speak further. He wondered if the departure of the Lightning Void True Man from here had anything to do with this mysterious Senior?

Fortunately, there was no intention to blame him; that was a weight off his chest.

Just then, Lin Xuan's voice echoed again: "The next question is important. I hope you answer honestly."

Hearing the gravity in Lin Xuan’s tone, the middle-aged scholar bowed deeply: "Senior, please speak. Your disciple will not say a single lie."

"Alright, if you can answer my questions truthfully, I might be able to offer some benefits," Lin Xuan said.
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Although Lin Xuan did not say it himself, the other party might not dare to lie either. However, with his promise just now, the other party would definitely try their best when answering questions.

Lin Xuan's words brought a great joy to the other party, who showed an extremely respectful expression: "Senior, please ask."

"Is your esteemed family one that was born and raised in this lost plane, or did you happen to arrive from another plane?"

"How could Senior think of such a question? My ancestors were cultivators born and raised on this lost plane. However, after reaching the Profound Void realm, due to their limited资质, they couldn't advance any further. Disheartened, they married and had children, passing down generation by generation until we reached our current scale."

The middle-aged scholar was filled with surprise as he spoke. He hadn’t expected Lin Xuan to ask such a question; why would he be interested in the origins of his family?

Could this old monster actually be an acquaintance of his ancestors?

These thoughts swirled through his mind.

"Ah?" Lin Xuan's expression showed no signs of surprise: "Then does your esteemed family accept outsiders as disciples, even if they have no blood relation?"

"This situation is rare. However, if we truly encounter a promising talent with excellent资质, there’s no reason to miss the opportunity and we would naturally try to take them in," the middle-aged scholar replied honestly.

Lin Xuan was not surprised either. Although most cultivator families usually relied on blood relations as their bond, for the sake of family strength and continuation, accepting talented outsiders without a blood relation was now common practice in the cultivation world.

"Then is the young lady who just won the duel part of your esteemed family’s direct lineage or an outsider we brought in?" Lin Xuan asked with his usual composed expression, but the concern in his tone could not be concealed.

"This..."

The middle-aged scholar was speechless. He had truly been unable to answer this question. Although he showed utmost respect and even dared not breathe in front of Lin Xuan, he was the only Spirit Formation realm cultivator in their tiny family. He was always authoritative and decisive. How would such a minor Flexible Spirit period disciple catch his attention, especially when she performed exceptionally well? In his eyes, she was merely an ant.

He never imagined that this insignificant ant could attract the notice of a Golden Transformation realm existence.

Such matters were hard to believe unless one experienced them firsthand. Even if someone told him, he wouldn’t believe it—how could a Golden Transformation realm powerhouse be interested in a mere Flexible Spirit period novice?

Amidst his shock and curiosity, he smiled apologetically: "Senior, please forgive me. Our family has thousands of cultivators; I naturally cannot recall every single one’s background."

"However, Senior need not worry. I will go ask about her origins right now."

Before the words were even finished, a transmission scroll flew out from his sleeve.

Not long after,

a bright flame returned. After apologizing to Lin Xuan, he handed it over to him.

Then he released his divine sense...

"Report to Senior, this girl is named Lu Ying'er and she is one of our direct lineage disciples..."

"What? Lu Ying'er, she also has the name Lu Ying'er?"

The middle-aged scholar was interrupted by Lin Xuan's excited expression. He stared in disbelief at the somewhat agitated old monster before him, finally swallowing his saliva. His heart was filled with curiosity and shock.

What was so extraordinary about the name Lu Ying'er? How could a Golden Transformation realm powerhouse be so agitated?

He couldn’t figure it out but dared not ask anything.

"Are you truly certain that she is part of your esteemed family’s direct lineage?" Lin Xuan said solemnly.

"This point will have no mistake. If Senior does not believe, I can fetch the genealogy for you to see. This girl is indeed from our Lu family and her bloodline is pure. However, her background is tragic; both her parents passed away over a decade ago. Although she has the family’s care, it cannot compare to having one's own biological parents," the middle-aged scholar sighed.

"Indeed so. Is this truly such a coincidence in the world or is the legendary cycle path real..."

Lin Xuan’s self-talk echoed into his ears, followed by him slapping his head. He was indeed foolish; the theory of reincarnation must be true. Mo Er wasn’t she the incarnation of the Arrogant King?

"Reincarnation and rebirth?"

The middle-aged scholar heard clearly but remained confused. He still had no answers and dared not ask anything.

He could only stand respectfully by Lin Xuan’s side.

"Is this girl named Lu Ying'er? Then, bring her here; I have some matters to inquire of her."

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before slowly speaking.

"Yes!"

The middle-aged scholar naturally followed his instructions. Although he was curious about why a Golden Transformation realm powerhouse would be interested in a mere Flexible Spirit period cultivator, it clearly wasn’t something he should pry into. Knowing too many secrets could bring trouble.

He understood this and thus said nothing more, waving his sleeve to send out another transmission scroll.

After about a cup of tea’s time,

a streak of light flew over from afar. With Lin Xuan's keen eyes, the speed of the streak was quite slow.

The light then dimmed, revealing the figure of the young lady in green robes. She moved gracefully into the hall and bowed deeply:

"Ying'er pays respects to Senior and the Grandfather."

Her voice remained calm, but her tension could not be hidden no matter how hard she tried. This wasn’t strange; with her current strength, facing a Spirit Formation realm cultivator and a Golden Transformation realm powerhouse, she had already done very well by not trembling or fainting.

She truly had excellent mental fortitude.

The composure in her eyes was somewhat familiar to Lin Xuan.

At one time, Ying'er was like this as well. Although her spiritual root was slightly lacking, she remained calm and composed compared to other cultivators of the same level.

This young lady not only shared a similar personality but also had the same name as Lu Ying'er. Could there truly be such coincidences?

Of course, Lin Xuan suspected that this girl might be the reincarnation of human world’s Lu Ying'er, not just because of these minor coincidences. He felt a familiar connection from her soul, one extremely similar to Lu Ying'er.

Perceiving connections between souls was something only advanced cultivators could do. If it weren’t for Lin Xuan's advancement to Golden Transformation realm and his exceptionally strong divine sense, he might not have sensed this connection even if he had met the girl face-to-face.
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"Get up, no need for such formalities."

The middle-aged scholar spoke with a pleasant demeanor, his voice warm and kind. If it were just an ordinary Flexible Spirit Period cultivator, he naturally wouldn't have cared much. However, by the way Lin Xuan was treating her, this little girl was clearly very important to him. Thus, he didn't dare to act like an old patriarch.

"Yes."

The green-robed maiden looked slightly flustered as she performed another bow before slowly standing up.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her, taking in the young woman. At first glance, she appeared to be around seventeen or eighteen years old, tall and slender with a refined beauty. While not an absolute beauty, she gave off an air of elegance and grace.

Though her figure was somewhat similar, her appearance was vastly different from Yu Ling's. This wasn't unusual; even if Lin Xuan hadn't confirmed that she was Yu Ling reborn, there would naturally be some differences in appearance after reincarnation.

Seeing Lin Xuan scrutinizing her, the green-robed maiden grew more uneasy. Though her temperament was mature and steady for someone of her age, before such a formidable old monster, she couldn't help but feel nervous.

"Senior Lin has a question to ask you. You should answer Senior's questions truthfully, without any concealment," the middle-aged scholar's kind voice echoed in her ears as he earnestly reminded her, fearing that this young girl might inadvertently offend the powerful old monster and bring disaster upon their family.

"Yes, Grandfather." The green-robed maiden's expression was extremely respectful.

Though she had only just embarked on the path of cultivation for a short time, she understood that an Old Monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage was something to be avoided at all costs.

"You needn't feel nervous. Lin is not someone who easily gets angry," Lin Xuan said with a faint smile, his expression still pleasant as he turned his head.

"Senior Daoist Lu, I have some questions for this young girl. If you're convenient, could you temporarily step aside?"

Though Lin Xuan spoke politely, it was clear that he didn't want the third party to hear their conversation. The middle-aged scholar had no choice but to agree: "Senior is too considerate. I also need to deal with a few matters and will take my leave for now. Please proceed as you wish."

He bowed to Lin Xuan before turning to step out, leaving only Lin Xuan and the green-robed maiden in the vast hall.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, sending a streak of green light flying out. It flashed and transformed into a layer of soundproofing that enveloped the entire hall.

Even without this, the other party would definitely not eavesdrop on their conversation, but better safe than sorry. Setting up the soundproofing was merely a trivial matter.

"Do you go by Lu Ying'er?"

Lin Xuan's sense of familiarity grew stronger as he looked at the maiden before him. He had countless words to say, yet didn't know where to begin.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's question seemed too simple for the green-robed maiden, who answered without hesitation with a low and submissive voice: "Senior Daoist Lu said that you are a direct descendant of your family, growing up within it since childhood. Is this true?"

"Indeed," Lu Ying'er replied truthfully.

Seeing her smile so gently, Lin Xuan's expression became more amiable, easing her tension somewhat.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded and rubbed his forehead, his face showing signs of deep thought.

After all, reincarnation was extremely rare even in the cultivation world. While this sense of familiarity gave him some confidence, he couldn't be entirely sure yet.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered.

Fortunately, he was a powerful cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage with broad knowledge. Although the current problem seemed somewhat troublesome, there were still ways to solve it.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan had an idea. He raised his right hand and a shimmering light appeared in his palm.

The light was emerald green, with countless tiny runes flickering on its surface.

"Quickly."

Lin Xuan suddenly threw the light towards the green-robed maiden.

The light flashed as it reached her side.

Lu Ying'er looked curious but still felt nervous.

"Do not be afraid; Lin will not harm you," Lin Xuan's gentle voice echoed in her ears as he raised his right hand, pointing at her.

Crack!

As if breaking a porcelain vase, the light suddenly shattered into countless fragments. These fragments began to swirl and transform into beautiful butterflies that surrounded the maiden.

"What...?"

Lu Ying'er was greatly surprised. She could feel Lin Xuan's benevolence; these butterflies contained abundant essence energy, which would be beneficial without any harm.

However, she couldn't help feeling dizzy from absorbing too much pure essence energy. The scene before her became blurry until it cleared to reveal a completely different picture.

Here was a forest with two women in panic.

On the left was one around seventeen or eighteen years old; on the right, slightly older but at the same Flexible Spirit stage. Both looked lost and frightened as several Foundation Establishment cultivators were chasing them.

Lu Ying'er found herself curious about this immersive scene. She had never seen the tall maiden before, yet she felt inexplicably familiar, as if there was a connection in their souls.

"What is this..."

Lu Ying'er didn't know that this was actually the moment when Lin Xuan and her, along with Liu Xin, met each other in the human world.

At that time, two women were being chased by several cultivators. It was Lin Xuan who saved them.

To determine if the current woman was Lu Ying'er from the human world, the simplest method was to recreate her past memories before her eyes, allowing her to relive it as if she were there again.

Although after reincarnation, all previous memories and even thoughts would disappear, this was merely a legend. There would still be some traces left in their souls, however faint.

Though subtle, these traces could still be detected by a Tribulation Transcending cultivator like Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan had not informed the green-robed maiden of this beforehand because such a test would yield more accurate results.

Next, Lin Xuan used his great power to present one scene after another from her past life before her eyes.

Of course, it wasn't all of her past memories but rather a small, vivid scene she was familiar with, which she could relive again.

Though this method seemed simple, it consumed a lot of mental and spiritual energy. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's strength had greatly improved since then, so he didn't find it too strenuous.
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Three days later, Lin Xuan finally stopped his incantation. The expression on the qingyi maiden's face was filled with a daze. In just a few days, everything from her past life seemed to have vividly surfaced before her eyes. Even though it was Lin Xuan who was reciting, she herself felt uncertain and vaguely thought of reincarnation.

The tales of such legends in the cultivation world were extremely vague and ethereal, but that thread of connection between their souls could not be shaken off. The fact that they shared the same name, Lu Ying'er, seemed trivial compared to this. It appeared more like a coincidence.

"Senior..."

The maiden's lips slightly parted, her expression complex as she hesitated before stopping herself from speaking.

"What doubts do you have in your heart? Feel free to ask," Lin Xuan sighed, his expression still kind.

"Why did Senior show me those experiences? What does it have to do with junior?" The maiden paused for a moment, and though her voice was pleasant, the hint of suspicion lingered.

"Can't you guess?"

Lin Xuan didn’t directly answer. "In fact, there’s probably an answer in your heart."

"Do you suspect that I am the reincarnation of Lu Ying'er from the scroll?" The maiden no longer danced around the topic. She had some doubts but was still hesitant to outright accept it given how unbelievable this situation was.

"I merely suspected originally," Lin Xuan sighed again, "When I first saw you, I felt a familiar sense and sensed that thread similar to Ying'er's in your soul."

"But at that time, I couldn’t be certain that you were her reincarnation. After all, two people who have no relation can still share the same appearance by coincidence. While it’s rare for souls to connect, the world is vast and full of wonders. This situation could just as well be a mere coincidence."

Lin Xuan's gentle voice continued, explaining the entire sequence of events.

"You now know your connection with Ying'er. Hence, Lin某 cannot ignore this possibility and must investigate thoroughly," he said.

"So Senior has any results now?"

The maiden’s face was filled with tension; after all, this matter was closely related to her.

"Yes, if I only had suspicions before, now I have an 80% certainty that you are indeed the reincarnation of Ying'er."

Lin Xuan's voice was deliberate as it entered her ears.

"An 80% certainty. Senior won’t be wrong?" The maiden’s voice trembled slightly.

"I can say this with confidence because there is a basis for my words," Lin Xuan said, not wasting any effort on the matter. Although he couldn't claim absolute certainty, he believed his assessment was correct.

The maiden remained silent, her expression complex as well. Lin Xuan could understand; even if she were just a lowly Flexible Spirit Period cultivator, knowing that she was someone's reincarnation would be hard for him to accept too.

From this perspective, the girl’s reaction was commendable. It seemed she had inherited Ying'er’s steady disposition from her past life.

For a moment, neither of them spoke, and they remained silent for a while.

After a long time,

"Then what are your plans now?" Lu Ying'er said slowly, her expression filled with fear.

Her peaceful life had been completely shattered. She was just a small cultivator who had only recently stepped onto the path of cultivation. Although she wasn’t bad in terms of talent, she stood out among her peers. But so what? Even if she attracted attention from low-rank disciples, she remained nothing more than a novice. Neither the old patriarch nor even a condensation core stage cultivator would take her seriously.

But everything had changed suddenly. A great cultivator who even the old patriarch revered approached her and claimed to be an old acquaintance of his. Such a matter was beyond Lu Ying'er’s wildest dreams.

How would her future unfold?

Lu Ying'er was utterly confused about her prospects.

Lin Senior had invested so much effort in her; it couldn’t just be for the sake of uncovering her background.

With so many connections from their past lives, how would he settle her this time around? Would it bring good fortune or misfortune?

Ying'er’s face showed a pitiful expression. At that moment, Lin Xuan’s voice came just right:

"Would you... be willing to become my disciple?"

"Become your disciple?" The maiden was shocked, clearly hearing the words but still unable to believe them.

This wasn’t surprising given their past connection; Lu Ying'er had thought perhaps Lin Xuan might offer her some favor. But she hadn’t expected such a grand gesture.

Taking on an apprentice?

On the surface, it seemed reasonable enough.

But don't forget about their vastly different power and cultivation levels. Lin Xuan was a Transcendence Stage cultivator; not only did he far outshine his peers in strength, but even in terms of cultivation stage, he was among the elite in all three realms.

He wasn’t one of the few, but indeed, he was rare enough to be considered a true powerhouse. Countless such cultivators existed across the three realms.

But before her stood a maiden at the Flexible Spirit Stage—a mere novice who had just stepped into the path of cultivation. What did she know about power and lifespan? Even some said that those at the Flexible Spirit stage weren’t truly cultivators; they only became true practitioners after successfully establishing their foundation.

Such small novices were countless across all three realms, so many that it was like counting the hairs on a cow’s back. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say there were more of them than grains of sand in the sea.

Even condensation core stage cultivators might not be willing to take such novices as disciples.

But this Transcendence Stage powerhouse offered to become her mentor, which sounded like a fairy tale. No wonder the maiden stood dumbfounded far away.

Is there really such a thing as good luck falling from the sky?

No, even if it did fall from the sky, what benefits could she possibly receive compared to now?

Was he planning something sinister towards her?

The maiden’s thoughts raced before she burst into laughter. She was thinking too much; the other party was a Transcendence Stage cultivator. If they really wanted to harm her, they wouldn’t need any cunning tricks.

A mere finger could wipe her out, and in his presence, comparing herself to an ant would be considered flattering.

"Are you unwilling?"

Seeing her stunned, Lin Xuan’s calm voice entered her ears: "If you don’t want it, I won't force you. If you prefer your current peaceful life, I will respect that and leave."
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Previously, Lu Ying'er had been the master of Bai Xuan Pavilion and provided Lin Xuan with much assistance. Although he owed her a life-saving debt, she had done so much for him that Lin Xuan was deeply grateful.

The Spirit Realm was vast, and Lin Xuan originally thought they would rarely meet again in this lifetime. Yet fate seemed to have other plans; after Ying'er's rebirth, they were destined to meet once more.

Lin Xuan was a man of deep gratitude and always treated others with tolerance and generosity. Since Ying'er was now her reincarnation, it was only right that he take her as his disciple, a small cultivator in the Flexible Spirit Period. This was indeed an opportunity at the level of defying fate.

However, each person has their own choices. If Ying'er preferred a peaceful life, Lin Xuan would not force anything upon her.

Now, Lin Xuan was waiting for her decision. Her sweet voice soon reached his ears.

"Senior, you have misunderstood. Since I chose the path of cultivation, how could I not want to go further? You, a great cultivator who has passed through tribulation and is willing to take me as your disciple, makes me overjoyed. How can I refuse?"

The young woman then bowed gracefully before Lin Xuan: "Ying'er pays respect to her master."

"Very well,"

Lin Xuan's face lit up with a smile. Although he respected her choice, such an outcome was exactly what he desired.

Ying'er had returned to his side, but how were the other girls of Bai Xuan Pavilion faring?

Thinking this, Lin Xuan sighed. Even though he himself was at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, overcoming the dimensional force and returning to the human world would be extremely difficult.

For now, he couldn't think about it. The path of immortality was arduous, but if fate allowed, there might still be hope for a reunion.

...

A few days later, a streak of shocking light departed from Lei Kong Island, containing a small and exquisite pleasure boat.

Lin Xuan brought not only himself but also his newly acquired disciple, Lu Ying'er. Now that they were master and apprentice, Lin Xuan couldn't allow her to remain on Lei Kong Island; she needed to be by his side for better guidance in cultivation.

He had already discussed this matter with the senior from the Lu family who was at the Soul Cultivation Stage. Upon learning that Lin Xuan wanted to take a small cultivator of the Flexible Spirit Period as his disciple, this immortal who had lived for tens of thousands of years was dumbfounded, almost thinking he must have heard wrong.

The benefits of having such an old tribulation-transcending monster as a master were clear in his mind. If possible, he would swap places with Ying'er and become Lin Xuan's disciple himself.

Of course, this was just a thought, and he dared not say anything more out of envy.

Nevertheless, the senior agreed readily. After all, Lu Ying'er was a direct descendant of the family; now that she had been taken as his disciple, there would be some connection between the Lu family and this mysterious tribulation-transcending old monster. He wouldn't dare ask Lin Xuan to become an honored guest elder in the family, but if the Lu family encountered any trouble, this senior Lin would likely not stand idly by for Ying'er's sake.

Thinking of this, the senior from the Lu family felt extremely relieved. The cultivation world was full of dangers, and having such a tribulation-transcending old monster as a support had its obvious benefits.

...

Inside the pleasure boat, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged while Lu Ying'er stood respectfully beside him. He was guiding her on some疑难s in her cultivation.

As they say, hearing one's words is better than reading for ten years; as an old tribulation-transcending monster, Lin Xuan was indeed overkill to instruct a novice of the Flexible Spirit Period. With just a few explanations, Ying'er felt as if she had been enlightened.

Despite this, Lin Xuan explained in great detail. While the Flexible Spirit Period was at the beginning of the path of immortality, it was precisely because it was foundational that it couldn't be taken lightly.

Ying'er listened intently and felt profound respect for Lin Xuan. She could not remember what her past life had been like, but before her, her master was genuinely concerned about her well-being. To be accepted as a disciple by such an eminent cultivator was indeed thrilling.

With such rare opportunities, she must seize them with both hands to avoid disappointing the heavens' arrangements.

As he explained, Lin Xuan also observed Ying'er's expression. Seeing her fully engaged in his teachings, he felt satisfied.

Since taking Ying'er as his disciple, Lin Xuan had already investigated her spiritual root potential. She had certainly distinguished herself among the family's younger generations, but to claim she was exceptional might be an exaggeration.

After all, while Lu Family did have a Soul Cultivation Stage cultivator, its scale was only in the thousands, and there weren't many Flexible Spirit Period cultivators. Coming first in such a small group wasn't particularly remarkable.

Of course, compared to her past life, Ying'er's abilities had improved exponentially, but when compared to his other disciples, she fell short.

But that didn't matter; diligence could make up for lack of talent. With the guidance of this master, she would surely achieve great things.

Lin Xuan did not linger long, about half an hour at most. Given Ying'er's shallow cultivation, he couldn't delve into too complex matters.

Then, with a wave of his sleeve, a snow-white pill flew out.

Ying'er quickly reached for it; this was certainly her master’s reward.

However, when she looked closely at the pill, her expression froze. Although she had only just embarked on the path of immortality,筑基丹 was a precious medicinal that even a Flexible Spirit Period cultivator desired, so how could she not recognize it?

Unlike洗髓丹, this筑基丹 was much more valuable. While it might seem trivial to an old tribulation-transcending monster, giving it now seemed too early.

"Master..."

Ying'er's expression was filled with confusion; she had yet to reach the peak of the Flexible Spirit Period.

But before she could say anything else, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve again, and a greenish light enveloped Ying'er. She felt an extraordinary purity of spiritual energy flow through her meridians into her dantian.

She felt warm all over, as if her barriers were paper-thin and easily broken. Soon, she was at the brink of breaking through to the Foundation Establishment Stage.

"Now that you have this medicinal pill, it is just right for you."

Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Yes, thank you, master. I will take my leave now."

Ying'er's excitement was obvious, but she knew it wasn't the time for gratitude. With her cultivation suddenly advancing so much due to her master’s help, she needed to seize the moment and break through the Foundation Establishment Stage. There was no time to linger; she quickly went off to meditate in seclusion.
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Looking at Lu Ying'er's retreating figure disappear, Lin Xuan let out a light sigh. If she really wanted to, with his current strength, helping her cultivate to the Foundation Establishment stage wouldn't be impossible; even pushing her to form a Golden Core wasn't out of the question.

However, Lin Xuan didn't do that.

As he said before, the early stages of cultivation were about laying foundations. While it might seem beneficial in the short term, in the long run, it could actually be harmful to her.

The path of immortals was arduous. As a mentor, he could certainly help and guide her, but ultimately, her success would depend on her own efforts and fate.

One's harvest matched one's labor. To become a powerful cultivator, relying on others' assistance wasn't the right way; self-effort was key.

Of course, while that was true, simply helping her reach the Foundation Establishment stage had only a minimal impact.

But now, it was up to Lu Ying'er herself.

...

And indeed, she did not disappoint Lin Xuan's expectations.

Three days passed, and she successfully broke through the bottleneck, advancing to the Foundation Establishment stage. Although in Lin Xuan's eyes, her strength remained insignificant, for her, it was a cause for joy. Apart from other benefits, her lifespan had doubled.

Lu Ying'er naturally felt immense gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan was also quite satisfied with her progress. Diligence could make up for lack of talent, and while this girl's talents weren't top-notch, they were still commendable.

The journey was uneventful.

One day, Lin Xuan was meditating in the cabin when the clear sky suddenly turned ominously dark. The surrounding天地元气became chaotic to an extreme over a vast area.

What was happening?

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he opened his eyes with a sharp gaze.

He then flashed out of the cabin and stood on the deck, his face grave as he gazed into the distance.

...

On the horizon, colorful clouds churned wildly, and the wind grew ferocious. Lin Xuan's brows knitted together tightly as he extended his powerful divine sense.

Soon, he sensed two extremely powerful balls of qi colliding fiercely about twenty million li away from here.

The chaotic天地元气before him was caused by these two powerful figures clashing.

Journeyman Stage!

Lin Xuan could now be certain.

Other than those at the Journeyman Stage, no matter how many cultivators there were in other stages, their conflicts couldn't possibly affect such a vast distance.

Lin Xuan was astounded.

Though the Lost Realm harbored many hidden talents, the number of old monsters at the Journeyman Stage wouldn't be too high. Saying they were few and far between wasn't an exaggeration.

Moreover, while these powerful figures were domineering towards lower-stage cultivators, when they met each other, they would greet politely unless there was a deep-seated grudge.

Otherwise, fights were rare.

After all, it didn’t make sense to risk one's life for petty disputes. With the lifespan constraint lifted, even living for a million years wouldn't be difficult. Why risk conflict with peers when there was no guarantee of survival?

Everyone knew this and had formed an unspoken understanding.

Thus, the conflicts between powerful figures at the Journeyman Stage were few in the Three Realms.

How could he have coincidentally encountered such a situation?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, speechless even as a cultivator. He then made a decision.

Should he watch the commotion or pretend not to notice and leave?

Both options had their pros and cons.

Watching would certainly involve some risk, but it might also bring great benefits if one could take advantage of the situation.

In any case, danger and opportunity coexisted. The choice was up to his judgment.

Of course, Lin Xuan could pretend nothing happened and leave.

That way, there would be no danger, but he might miss a golden opportunity.

Weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

Footsteps approached, and Lu Ying'er arrived beside him.

Seeing the chaotic天地元气before her, she couldn't help but feel afraid, but she didn’t disturb Lin Xuan, standing quietly by his side.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate long before making a decision. He couldn't miss this commotion; he just needed to be cautious.

Of course, he first had to ensure Lu Ying'er's safety in a secure location.

After all, conflicts at the Journeyman Stage were no small matter. With such a shallow cultivator by his side, even Lin Xuan wasn’t entirely confident about her safety.

He instructed Lu Ying'er briefly, who didn't object. Then, he stowed away the pleasure boat and enveloped her in a layer of green light before transforming into a streak of green light that broke through the air.

While riding on a spiritual vessel was comfortable, Lin Xuan's own speed far surpassed any other means of transportation.

Instantaneous travel!

After a short while, Lin Xuan flew several million li in the opposite direction. The chaotic天地元气here had dissipated; he hadn't been affected by the clash between the two powerful figures.

Satisfied with his progress, Lin Xuan found a secluded spot to establish a simple cave dwelling for Lu Ying'er to stay in. He then set up some array formations outside and left after giving her further instructions.

These arrays would trap even a Spirit Formation Stage cultivator if they weren't careful. As long as he didn't encounter an old monster at the Journeyman Stage, his apprentice's safety should be secure. After all, there were few experts in the world.

Seeing Master leave, Lu Ying'er was anxious but understood that she couldn’t interfere with such a high-level conflict. She settled down to meditate in the cave dwelling.

Lin Xuan had long since flown away.

With no need to look after his apprentice, Lin Xuan turned towards where the two powerful figures were fighting. However, his speed slowed significantly compared to before.

While he wasn't overly afraid of being caught up in it, it was better to avoid unnecessary trouble and arrive silently if possible.

Thus, as he approached, Lin Xuan became more cautious, suppressing his aura and using the返璞归真effect from the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique. He had confidence that their divine senses wouldn’t detect him.

Of course, this was because the two old monsters were fighting fiercely, leaving no extra energy to focus elsewhere. Otherwise, he wouldn't dare be so bold.

Despite deliberately slowing his speed, Lin Xuan arrived at the scene in a short time.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as he saw the bright light and black clouds covering the sky.

Lin Xuan didn’t use his divine sense; it was too risky of being discovered. Instead, he used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

The scenery before him gradually became clear, but Lin Xuan's expression changed in shock.

"Turns out it’s her!"
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After searching high and low, one finds nothing; when it comes, it's without effort.

Lin Xuan had originally been looking for this woman’s whereabouts. He never expected to run into her so easily, given their past animosity.

Amidst his surprise, Lin Xuan was also genuinely pleased.

He truly had exceptional luck.

While Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators at the same level, Ice Spirit was one of the nine True Demons from ancient times. Her power was unparalleled in the Three Realms.

The strength of such a formidable figure could not be measured by mere cultivation stages alone; she would undoubtedly be extremely difficult to deal with.

Thus, it was uncertain whether Lin Xuan would win or lose when facing her. However, only Ice Spirit knew how to leave this plane.

In other words, regardless of his reluctance, he had no choice but to face this issue head-on. This wasn't an escape; there might be a way out.

Lin Xuan's mind was in turmoil.

He never imagined that he would meet Ice Spirit so early on.

Was it fate?

However, this could also present an opportunity for him.

Because Ice Spirit seemed to be facing a formidable opponent right now.

With his thoughts swirling, Lin Xuan raised his head and looked ahead. The already dark sky had become even more dim, with dense demonic energy everywhere he looked. It was suffocatingly oppressive.

In the midst of this dense demonic energy, a snow-white maiden floated in mid-air. She was tall and strikingly beautiful; despite being only an incarnation of Ice Spirit, her appearance and figure were identical to her original form.

This was why Lin Xuan could instantly recognize her.

Fortunately, her cultivation stage was only at theprimary realm transcending calamities realm.

She stood there like a celestial maiden, barefoot in mid-air, with a vast expanse of dark demonic energy behind her. The interplay of light and shadow created an unexpected beauty.

A thousand feet or so away from this woman, a bamboo grove swayed gently in the breeze, its leaves shimmering green.

At the top of one particularly lush bamboo, stood a young woman dressed in imperial attire, her waist cinched tightly, exuding unparalleled grace.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had never seen this woman before, but the aura she emitted was no less formidable than Ice Spirit’s, capable of matching her on equal terms.

Leveling!

This much was certain!

The ability to manifest a bamboo grove with spiritual energy clearly indicated that the cultivation technique belonged to the Wood element.

Given that this was a female cultivator and she practiced Wood element spiritual energy, it wasn't hard to guess why such an incarnation would appear in this lost realm.

Yang Tong Fairy!

Supreme Elder of Mingxi Pavilion.

The teacher of Tianchen Xi, whom Lin Xuan had met once before.

Her master looked younger than her apprentice, but that was not unusual; it simply meant that the cultivation technique she practiced offered better anti-aging effects.

Facing each other, they seemed evenly matched. However, Lin Xuan's keen eyesight revealed that Ice Spirit held the upper hand.

"Who knows what grudge these two have," he thought to himself. "But in a fight between equals, I can take advantage of their conflict."

With Yang Tong Fairy joining the fray, it would be easier for him to win by fighting both at once.

However, Lin Xuan was not hasty; he waited for an opportune moment before making his move. The benefits from such a strategy would certainly be greater.

Thus, he held his breath and concealed his movements carefully.

The two women in mid-air could not maintain their standoff indefinitely.

A sharp cry echoed as Yang Tong Fairy made the first move. With a flick of her jade hand, seemingly without any magical artifacts, the vast bamboo grove behind her came to life.

Sibilant sounds filled the air as the bamboo swayed and leaves fell like rain.

However, these leaves did not truly fall; instead, they transformed into green rays that descended like a storm, striking their target with incredible force.

At first glance, this attack seemed unremarkable. It was merely more powerful than ordinary wind blade techniques.

But was it really so simple?

A formidable old monster at theprimary realm transcending calamities realm facing a True Demon—would she use such rudimentary attacks?

The answer was clearly no.

Each of those leaves transformed into green rays that contained hidden dangers.

Although they did not harbor anypower of the law, each leaf could easily tear through the void.

If her opponent had been anyone other than Ice Spirit, mere late-stage cultivators, they would have been decimated instantly.

"Idiot!"

Ice Spirit's face was filled with mockery. She raised her right hand and faced the incoming demonic energy without fear.

Snap… A piercing sound echoed as the dark demonic energy churned into a massive vortex. The green rays from the leaves barely made a ripple in this maelstrom.

Yang Tong Fairy’s expression turned grim, but she did not show signs of discouragement. She raised her right hand and formed a loose fist, releasing a torrent of green light. A jade-green sword materialized in her palm.

The Wood element spiritual energy emanating from the sword was truly awe-inspiring.

With a flick of her wrist, Yang Tong Fairy swung the sword downward.

Her movements were agile and silent, but a majestic wave ofsword energy obscured the sky, its power immense.

Greensword energy filled Lin Xuan's vision.

But this attack wasn’t just that.

She waved her left hand repeatedly, casting several intricate spells. The bamboo grove swayed with the wind, green light flickering as countless leaves were sent flying once again.

This time, there were far more of them.

The leaves shone with a vibrant green light, transforming into spherical orbs that descended rapidly towards their target.

In an instant, Yang Tong Fairy’s attack was swift and fierce.

Ice Spirit's delicate eyebrows rose slightly, her composed expression vanishing as she let out a sharp cry.

Green light surged behind her.

The vortex spun, expelling a long, gleaming saber—a magical treasure.

Zzzz… Green light flickered as the saber clashed with the greensword energy.

Yang Tong Fairy did not pay attention to the leaves turned into orbs. Whether it was due to lack of time or sheer disregard, she focused on the sword.

Boom… A thunderous sound echoed as powerful gusts spread outward. Miraculously, despite Yang Tong Fairy’s initial advantage and fierce attack, she gained no upper hand in this exchange.

True Demons truly lived up to their reputation; even an incarnation possessed immense power.

Fortunately, Yang Tong Fairy was also at theprimary realm transcending calamities realm. Although she was outmatched, defeat was not imminent yet. With her magical treasures flying through the air, various colored lights piercing the sky, both women fought with increasing fervor.
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Lin Xuan hid on one side, watching the battle between the two clearly.

Fang Tong Fairy Lady was slightly at a disadvantage but still managed to hold her own against the opponent, so Lin Xuan wasn't in any hurry. He had yet to find an optimal moment to intervene; impatience wouldn’t get him anywhere.

Time slowly passed…,

Boom!

Another loud explosion echoed into his ears.

The green light and black aura collided fiercely.

Space was torn apart, a terrifying force spreading over a thousand miles around them.

However, after only a brief moment of stalemate, the green light gradually fell behind, being devoured by the dark magic aura.

Fang Tong Fairy Lady's expression was naturally terrible as she flicked her jade hand, seemingly trying to summon some other treasure.

But it was too late. In mid-air, the deep black aura churned ceaselessly, and a black magic claw suddenly extended, reaching out for Fang Tong Fairy Lady.

Though they were separated by more than a thousand feet, that magic claw merely moved horizontally and spanned such a distance in an instant.

Such secret techniques clearly couldn’t be instantaneous teleportation.

Accursed!

Fang Tong Fairy Lady was shocked, angry, and anxious. The opponent hadn't even given her time to set up defenses.

But this woman wouldn't sit idly by and wait for death.

As a Transcender, she naturally had some hidden tricks up her sleeve; at the very least, she had practiced one or two survival techniques.

She clasped both hands, each forming an odd magical incantation. Thunder roared as countless green lightning bolts appeared around her body.

The light was so dazzling that it eventually transformed into a greenrosy robe.

It seemed to function like armor.

This woman intended to use this to withstand the opponent's attack.

Of course, doing so was out of necessity.

Ice Spirit Fairy Lady's expression turned cold.

"Break!"

She pointed at the opponent with one finger.

Then, the black magic claw clenched its fingers and punched forcefully towards her.

In Fang Tong Fairy Lady’s desperate gaze, the greenrosy robe shimmered brilliantly as countless talisman symbols erupted from its surface, clearly pushing its defensive capabilities to their limit.

The green light and black aura collided again.

Sizzle…

A cracking sound filled his ears as the vibrant green light shattered into pieces.

Though the battle had yet to be decided, it was clear who held the upper hand with this strike.

Fang Tong Fairy Lady spat out a mouthful of blood, falling like a kite from the void.

She never expected her opponent's attack to have such terrifying power.

Ice Spirit naturally wasn’t one to show mercy; a sharp look flashed in her eyes as she flicked her jade hand, and the black magic claw vanished. In its place, an obsidian longsword appeared before her.

The air was filled with malevolence as it slashed down forcefully.

She had timed it perfectly, catching Fang Tong Fairy Lady when her strength was waning but new energy hadn’t yet kicked in.

This strike containedforce of the law, clearly aiming to end the opponent's life.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. It was time to act; otherwise, if Fang Tong Fairy Lady fell, his plan of fighting two with one would fail.

He calculated this in his mind, and that thought flashed through his consciousness like lightning.

Lin Xuan was ready to intervene.

But just as he prepared to do so, Lin Xuan felt his hair stand on end. Without time to think, his body emitted a faint green glow, flying at an incredible speed towards the side.

In a moment, he had covered a thousand feet and then stopped, looking down with a serious expression.

A black spear, wrapped in grayish-white magic flames, was speeding toward where he had just hidden.

Fortunately, it landed in empty space.

However, the power contained within that spear left Lin Xuan speechless. If hit by this attack, even if he didn’t die on the spot, severe injuries were inevitable.

How lucky!

Lin Xuan broke out in a cold sweat as he turned his head to see Ice Spirit Fairy Lady’s icy gaze fixed on him.

Of course, she recognized him; it was no surprise.

But there was still a hint of fear in her eyes: "You?"

Though this was one of the three realms' top figures, he had interacted with him enough times for her to recognize him instantly.

This wasn’t unusual!

Ice Spirit Fairy Lady's eyes also contained some trepidation.

"You have actually advanced to Transcender stage."

Their last meeting was at Senior Dragon Real Person’s place; just a few hundred years later, Lin Xuan had become a Transcender existence.

Although he was far weaker than Ice Spirit Fairy Lady’s true form, his advancement speed was too fast from any perspective.

It could be considered shocking and unprecedented; even back then, he hadn’t reached this level.

And Lin Xuan's abilities were no match for those of a Transcender cultivator.

This remained the case now.

Strong opponent!

Lin Xuan had little confidence in defeating her outright.

Knowing that the hidden figure was actually Lin Xuan, Ice Spirit Fairy Lady’s heart was also filled with uncertainty.

She already had intentions to leave.

After all, she only descended here as a mere manifestation; facing this guy, it wasn’t clear who would win or lose. Moreover, there was another formidable opponent nearby.

Before her thoughts could fully form, green magical light flashed, and Fang Tong Fairy Lady appeared before his eyes.

That final strike seemed incredibly powerful but was merely a feint to draw Lin Xuan's attention—simply a case of feinting east while attacking west.

Indeed, Lin Xuan almost fell for it. Luckily, her divine sense was far beyond that of a Transcender cultivator, allowing her to avoid the opponent’s ambush at the last moment.

Otherwise, Lin Xuan might have suffered severe injuries.

This incident also revealed Ice Spirit Fairy Lady's priorities; she didn’t know that Lin Xuan was lurking nearby but had already placed more importance on him than Fang Tong Fairy Lady.

Fortunately, this allowed Fang Tong Fairy Lady to neutralize her opponent. Otherwise, her current situation would be even worse.

Now, her gaze towards Lin Xuan was filled with surprise.

She lacked the ability of Ice Spirit Fairy Lady to know someone was hiding nearby but had already determined his level just by releasing her divine sense.

It turned out he was also a Transcender cultivator at the same level as herself.

But such power shouldn’t be so widely known; how could this young man, whom she hadn’t seen before, possess it?
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Apart from being surprised, she was still surprised.

However, she didn't have the mood to nitpick over these things now.

At this moment, Fairy Yang Tong's heart was filled with joy.

Because she already knew that Lin Xuan was a friend rather than an enemy. The Ice Soul's apprehension towards this mysterious youth could be clearly seen by anyone who wasn't blind.

Being so much on the true demon primordial ancestor's mind, this young man's strength shouldn't be low.

But it was precisely this point that made her feel curious.

Such a powerful cultivator should not be an unknown nobody or a newly emerged great power. How could she have never heard of him?

Fairy Yang Tong was still surprised. She felt that she shouldn't be so ignorant and uninformed.

Her heart was filled with doubts, but this woman knew clearly that it wasn't the right time to delve into this point now. The pressing issue at hand was how to deal with Ice Soul as a major enemy.

Indeed, the true demon primordial ancestor lived up to his reputation. Just the strength of one incarnation was already impressive. In single combat, she would definitely not have a chance. Her only choice now was to team up with this newly emerged cultivator and face the formidable opponent together.

"Comrade Daoist, how about we join forces?" Fairy Yang Tong said as soon as she thought it. She was a straightforward person by nature, and since they were both great powers at the劫渡 stage, she couldn't be unaware of the situation before her.

"I too have this intention," Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered her ears. Since he had already been detected, there was no choice but to face him head-on.

To be honest, such a result wasn't what Lin Xuan desired. The best outcome would be for both sides to fight each other and let the fish benefit.

However, with someone joining forces, fighting two against one wasn't the worst possible scenario. Therefore, Lin Xuan's expression was full of confidence.

Ice Soul's face turned extremely ugly.

If it were just two ordinary cultivators at the early劫渡 stage, she would have had the strength to defend herself.

But the young man's tenacity was something she deeply understood. With Fairy Yang Tong and this young man teaming up, her chances of winning were virtually non-existent.

No, not a question of whether or not they could win.

It was even questionable if she could keep her life.

Although it was just an incarnation before her eyes, she had spent considerable effort cultivating to the劫渡 stage. If possible, she naturally didn't want to let him perish.

"Fellow Daoist Lin, this palace did not make things difficult for you last time at True Realm Apprentice Naelong. Are you trying to repay a favor with enmity and bullying me here?" Ice Soul's cherry lips slightly parted, and her voice like celestial music spread out.

Lin Xuan was speechless upon hearing it.

Repay a favor with enmity?

The other party truly could blabber nonsense. It was true that she hadn't made things difficult for him on Penglai Immortal Island last time.

But was that really her intention?

While her status was indeed high, the Spirit Realm wasn't one where she could act as she pleased. On Penglai Immortal Island, there were countless great powers. There were many more whose strength was not inferior to hers.

The True Realm Apprentice Guanghan, Big Brother Naelong, and Nine-tailed Fox Tyrant all had some level of protection for him in their interactions. Therefore, even if Ice Soul hated him to the bone, it would be difficult for her to bully someone smaller than herself.

Otherwise, offending everyone would not benefit her at all.

Thus, after weighing the pros and cons, the two women could only retreat a step.

But this wasn't their true intention; it was merely due to circumstances. If this counted as an act of kindness, it would be a huge joke.

Lin Xuan wasn't stupid; how could he fall for her tricks?

However, Ice Soul's words were clearly showing weakness. And unless absolutely necessary, Lin Xuan didn't want to completely break ties with her.

After all, before him was just an incarnation. Even if she were eliminated, the true body of Ice Soul wouldn't suffer any harm and would be of no benefit to him; instead, it would create a big problem for them.

This wasn't very wise.

The pros and cons in this situation were clear to Lin Xuan's intelligence. Hence, after a moment’s hesitation, he smiled and spoke.

"Fairy, there's no need to use sweet talk. You should know that I am not easily fooled. But if you can answer one question for me today, it might be possible for us to settle this matter."

"Just one question?"

Ice Soul was taken aback and couldn't help showing a hint of surprise on her face.

But she didn't show any joy; instead, she spoke cautiously: "Are you joking, Fellow Daoist?"

"Of course not. Although I am no great cultivator, I would never break my word," Lin Xuan said sincerely.

If possible, he also didn't want to completely break ties with Ice Soul. Therefore, if this matter could be settled, it was a win-win for him.

"Alright, Fellow Daoist, ask your question and I will speak freely," Fairy Yang Tong combed her hair and spoke in an extremely pleasant voice.

"How can we leave this lost plane?" Lin Xuan's lips slightly parted, but no sound came out. Clearly, he used the technique of transmitting sounds.

And his abilities were truly impressive. Fairy Yang Tong stood beside him, only a dozen or so feet away. With her powerful divine consciousness at the劫渡 stage, she couldn't eavesdrop on what Lin Xuan was saying either.

"How can I know how to leave this lost plane? Why ask me?"

Ice Soul said in annoyance, showing surprise on her face, but Lin Xuan caught that hint of shock in her eyes.

This woman was lying.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and became even more certain about the clues he had received from Venerable Qingyan.

"Speak plainly to a clear person. Do you think I would believe your 'I don't know'?" Lin Xuan sighed: "If Fellow Daoist is willing to tell me, I naturally won't trouble Fairy. Otherwise, don't blame me for turning against you."

"I say I don't know, so I don't know. What kind of identity do I have that I would be threatened by your words?"

"You are one of the nine true demon primordial ancestors with unparalleled strength. Although you didn't say it, Lin Xuan knows this. If your true body were to arrive here and challenge me, even if given a second chance, I wouldn't dare be rude to Fairy. But now, it's just an incarnation. Lin Xuan asks himself if he has the strength to fight."

Lin Xuan's calm voice entered her ears.

Turning against each other was the worst outcome, but wanting to leave here with such a choice was helpless. She could only offend this woman.

Too many lice don't itch; too much debt doesn’t cause worry. Besides, she had been an enemy rather than a friend before.

With these words said, they had almost completely broken ties. But before Lin Xuan could act, a sharp cry came: "Fellow Daoist Lin, why bother talking to this demon? Let's join forces and eliminate her. Draw out her soul and refine it, and we will know everything."

Before the words were finished, Fairy Yang Tong acted first. She raised her jade hand and swung it, sending a bright sword energy streaking towards Ice Soul.
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Lady Yang Tong's actions seemed hasty and rash on the surface, but in reality, she had her own reasons.

This woman feared that Lin Xuan would truly reach an agreement with Ice Soul. If they shook hands and made peace, her situation could become perilous and awkward.

Even without the mysterious cultivator named Lin taking action, just one of Ice Soul's presence would be enough to defeat her.

Lady Yang Tong naturally did not wish to perish, but she was powerless to stop anything in that moment.

Seeing their conversation end unhappily, Lady Yang Tong was overjoyed. She acted quickly out of fear that things might change.

Her goal was simple: prevent them from talking further.

She exerted all her strength with this strike. The dazzling sword energy was breathtaking as it swept towards the opponent.

Lin Xuan sighed. His intelligence made him understand Lady Yang Tong's intentions.

However, since Ice Soul chose not to speak, fighting became their last option.

Though Lin Xuan did not want to completely break ties with them, he had no choice but to act now.

Delaying a decision would only bring trouble.

As a resolute cultivator, Lin Xuan would not make such a mistake.

Seeing Lady Yang Tong take action, Lin Xuan was unwilling to fall behind.

Raising his right hand, he flicked his fingers towards the front.

The movement was gentle. Three "zing zing zing" sounds echoed far away.

As he moved, three silver sword lights appeared out of thin air, dazzling and bright but quickly dimmed as they flashed.

All the sword lights were compressed into a thin crystal thread.

Three silent threads cut through from different directions towards their opponent.

Lin Xuan's attack lacked the grandeur of Lady Yang Tong's, but it complemented her. Ice Soul's expression turned cold.

"Idiot!"

A sharp rebuke entered his ears as she flicked her sleeves, releasing specks of starlight.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. What was this treasure?

Before he could fully identify it, the demonic wind surged, and the surrounding primordial energy rushed into those specks of light.

Then, a series of crystal lights emerged, like shooting stars, scattering in a celestial dance towards them both.

"Bad move!"

Lin Xuan's expression changed to shock. He now saw that these were needle-shaped treasures.

The number was beyond count.

If his guess was correct, this should be the innate treasure Ice Soul had cultivated.

He truly underestimated himself. Lin Xuan felt regret. Originally, he planned to test their strength with a two-on-one fight. However, it turned out they intended to deal a decisive blow from the start!

The needles pierced through space, and though his sword threads were formidable, they fell short compared to Ice Soul's innate treasure.

Summoning the Nine Palace Momentary Sword was too late now.

But Lin Xuan would not sit idly by.

He could feel the rule power contained in those needles. A hit would be no laughing matter.

If he were still a scattered spirit cultivator, such an attack might have overwhelmed him. However, as a pre-Daoist cultivator, he possessed the ability to manipulate primordial rules.

Raising his right hand, he curled his fingers and grabbed at the void.

Sizzle... Without any aid from treasures, Lin Xuan tore through space, creating a bright spatial rift in his sight.

No more than ten feet long, it was not very noticeable but sufficient. Lin Xuan flashed into it.

The rift vanished as he reappeared where he stood before. The area where he had been now turned to nothingness. Ice Soul's flying needle treasure, though powerful, fell short of its mark.

The entire process was swift, and in a moment, seeing Lin Xuan dodge her attack, Lady Yang Tong did not seem anxious.

She moved gracefully, demonic light flashing as she vanished from sight.

In the next moment, spatial ripples emerged, and both Lin Xuan and Ice Soul appeared several hundred feet away simultaneously.

They were only a few feet apart. It was unclear how Ice Soul tracked him down so quickly.

This outcome left Lin Xuan in shock. He had just grasped a spatial rule, but this woman seemed to have seen through it.

The gap between them was close, but Lin Xuan felt a chill at the back of his neck. Facing a true demon ancestor, he could not afford any leniency.

A fierce glint appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes as he raised his right hand, preparing to strike. However, Ice Soul moved faster.

She flipped her sleeves and pressed her palm against Lin Xuan's chest.

"Die!"

From her lips came those two words. A terrifying rule power surged from her palm.

At such close range, Lin Xuan had no time to dodge or resist. Like a meteor plummeting through the sky, he fell heavily.

Boom!

Gale-force winds spread out, and a deep pit appeared on the ground.

Lin Xuan's descent was unknown, but this was only the beginning.

Moments later, gurgling sounds reached his ears as red flames appeared in the air. Lava emerged from the bottom of the pit.

Lady Yang Tong widened her eyes. Ice Soul's attack had encompassed both of them, but it was clear that she was the primary target, while Lin Xuan suffered the secondary effects.

If their positions were reversed, she might have already perished.

How is Fellow Daoist Lin faring now?

She could not help worrying. If Lin Xuan fell, her situation would become dangerous.

"Phew!"

In contrast to her concern, Ice Soul exhaled a breath of stale air. Her attacks seemed swift and decisive, but she had also exerted herself fully.

Lin Xiao was no easy opponent. His strength far surpassed that of his peers. After ascending the Daoist realm, even a one-on-one duel with this incarnation might be uncertain. Working together with Lady Yang Tong would definitely result in her defeat.

However, while it was true that speed and decisiveness were key, the outcome could only be determined by battle. There are no absolutes in the cultivation world. Thus, Ice Soul adopted a quick decision strategy.

With one strike, she revealed her trump card, hoping to catch Lin Xuan off guard. And indeed, her tactic proved effective. Despite his extensive combat experience, Lin Xuan was caught unawares.

But it was too early to discuss victory or defeat now.

Lava surged out, but Lin Xuan's figure remained unseen. Ice Soul's eyes flashed with doubt. Her ambush had severely injured the boy, but she could not have killed him, right?
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The woman's eyes narrowed, and a sudden cloud of doubt arose in her heart. An ominous feeling began to surface.

Without hesitation, Bingpo released an incredibly powerful divine consciousness into the world.

However, there was no收获 at all.

Lin Xuan seemed to truly vanish from this world.

But that was clearly impossible.

Bingpo's face turned even more gloomy.

At this moment, spatial fluctuations suddenly arose.

A fine ray of light flashed through the void, and a barely noticeable thread appeared among the emptiness.

It moved swiftly yet subtly, cutting towards Bingpo's neck.

The two were only an arm's length apart. The thread's appearance was so concealed that if another cultivator had been there, they might have suffered severe injuries.

But the True Demon Ancestor was not easily dealt with. At this critical moment, Bingpo discovered the crystalline thread.

Her entire body shimmered with spiritual light, but it was still a hair too slow.

Although she managed to escape and save her life, blood sprayed in mid-air as one of her arms had been severed.

"Such a pity!"

Lin Xuan's figure appeared a hundred feet away. His face was pale. Bingpo's sudden attack had caused him significant pain.

Fortunately, he was already a true spirit body; otherwise, he might have perished here.

Even though Lin Xuan's physical body was incredibly powerful now, the chaotic法则power still made his entire body ache. He might have suffered internal injuries.

But Lin Xuan wasn't easily bullied. He retaliated with a sneak attack of his own.

Unfortunately, this woman was too alert. Still, taking off one of her arms wasn't in vain.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's face brightened slightly. Having learned from the previous lesson, he wouldn't be complacent again. Raising his right hand, he flicked his sleeve, and silver light shone brightly as the Nine Palaces Needle Sword emerged.

"Swift!"

Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the silver light split into three. In an instant, hundreds of identical sword lights appeared before his eyes.

Then, with a piercing sound, hundreds of sword lights like a storm rained down on the opponent.

To be honest, such tactics were not particularly remarkable. They were merely the simplest form of Light Splitting Sword Technique.

Lower cultivators would be stunned by this, but to a veteran at the Tribulation Transcending stage, it was just basic stuff.

Lin Xuan had already tasted the bitter end once. This time, he certainly wouldn't be complacent. Sometimes, simpler techniques revealed more about one's true strength.

Just like turning swords into threads, a secret technique that even an Incarnation Stage cultivator could perform, in the hands of such a powerful figure as Fairy Bixia, it could still transform the mundane into something extraordinary. The Light Splitting Sword Technique was no exception.

Each sword light contained Lin Xuan's pure essence qi, making it difficult for the opponent to block them all.

Bingpo naturally recognized this.

She had been caught off guard and lost one of her arms, but the wound looked smooth as jade, with not a drop of blood.

Her face showed no signs of pain; instead, she seemed displeased by so many sword lights piercing at her.

With a flick of her jade hand, another spell was cast.

Sizzle... Demon light flared as the flying needle treasure also split into three. The Light Splitting Sword Technique was used again to counter it.

Clang! Clang! Clang!

The sound of collisions entered Lin Xuan's ears with a hint of satisfaction on his lips. Were they competing in whose essence qi was purer?

That idea wasn't bad, but he had no intention of playing along.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan cast another spell as thunderous sounds echoed. Black lightning appeared from the sword lights' surfaces.

"Phantom Yin Thunder?"

Bingpo's face showed disbelief.

Though her avatar's power couldn't be mentioned, she shared the same experience and knowledge as her true form. She recognized the secret technique of Arhats once famed throughout the three realms. How could she not recognize it?

To master this technique required a Phantom Yin Flower, one of the Three Treasures of Yinyi. Where did this young man get such a treasure?

Amazed, Bingpo's face turned even more ugly. From the moment she saw the Phantom Yin Thunder, she knew she had fallen into Lin Xuan's trap.

This divine thunder not only had immense power but could also corrupt cultivator treasures.

Sure enough, her life-bound treasure lost much of its potency and diminished in power.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed at this golden opportunity. He couldn't let it slip away. Taking a deep breath, he pushed the sword technique to its limit.

The Nine Palaces Needle Sword's silver light surrounded the weakened flying needle treasures, slicing through them.

Crack! The sound of teeth breaking filled his ears as half of the flying needle treasures were cut in two by the Nine Palaces Needle Sword.

Those that remained had their spiritual light noticeably dimmer and wailed pitifully.

"Puff..."

Bingpo was no longer as composed as before. No matter how powerful a cultivator, once their life-bound treasure was destroyed, they would suffer greatly due to mental strain.

The remaining flying needles didn't dare纠缠 with the Nine Palaces Needle Sword any longer and flew back quickly.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let them escape. On one side, Fairy Yang Tong also joined in.

Her face showed joy. This mysterious cultivator was even more formidable than she had imagined. Not only could he stand on equal footing with Bingpo's avatar, but he seemed to be even stronger.

Fairy Yang Tong didn't have any mercy for the enemy. Now was the perfect moment to deal a final blow.

With her hands moving rapidly, a towering tree appeared in mid-air.

The tree was over ten thousand feet tall and reached into the clouds. Its branches were lush, and from it, one could sense abundant wood qi.

What secret technique was this? Lin Xuan was also taken aback but quickly realized what it was.

A Dharmic Form Technique!

Indeed, just like his Nine Heaven Divine Net Dharmic Form, the opponent had cultivated a top-tier wooden nature cultivation method. Thus, condensing a tree-shaped Dharmic Form wasn't surprising.

However, this tree was too tall. Its power remained to be seen.

Before Lin Xuan could think further, the tree began to move.

Branches like whips swirled green and swept towards the opponent.

Each branch wasn't particularly impressive, but their combined attack was shocking. Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. Was this Fairy Yang Tong's true strength?

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan's hands moved as well. Sword lights converged in mid-air, forming a giant sword over a hundred feet long. The surface emitted bright霞light and sharpness.

The Great Sword Technique was indeed a basic move, but with his right hand, Lin Xuan slashed down with the heavy sword light.

With both sides attacking from different angles, Lin Xuan and Fairy Yang Tong's cooperation was perfect. Bingpo's situation became extremely dangerous.
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Lin Xuan didn't plan to win everything in one move, but he wouldn’t let the opportunity to severely injure his opponent pass by.

Thus, this strike was without any reserve. Ice Soul's situation was extremely dangerous.

How would she handle it? Lin Xuan had already reserved several follow-up moves while launching the attack, ensuring that the other party couldn't escape unscathed.

Was it really impossible?

Ice Soul’s face was filled with a gloomy expression as she faced the dual attacks from Lin Xuan and Fairy Yang Tong. However, to everyone's surprise, she didn’t dodge or summon any defensive treasures.

What is this?

Could it be that she wanted to withstand such an attack head-on? Is she crazy?

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of amusement, but more confusion. If Ice Soul were in her true form, with her refined True Demon body, enduring such attacks wouldn’t be unusual. But the current entity was merely a manifestation with初级元婴 stage cultivation, which shouldn't have that kind of strength.

Lin Xuan knew this well, and so did Ice Soul.

Why didn't she dodge? Could there be some hidden plot?

Various thoughts flashed through his mind like lightning, but he couldn’t come up with any reason.

"Ha!"

The roar echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. He continued the attack more fiercely. Adapting to all situations was the best choice; he wanted to see how Ice Soul would escape from this predicament.

The green-capped giant sword was just a few dozen feet away from Ice Soul when her body spun, and a mouthful of blood spewed out. The pure demonic energy within it quickly spread outward, enveloping Ice Soul in a one-yard diameter sphere.

This wasn’t over yet; the sphere began to spin rapidly, creating a white hurricane that appeared out of nowhere.

The hurricane was so powerful that it seemed to connect heaven and earth, causing Lin Xuan and Fairy Yang Tong some surprise.

Could this be why she didn't dodge? Was she trying to block them with the hurricane?

Lin Xuan wasn’t sure.

No matter how he analyzed the situation from any angle, such a notion seemed too naive.

"Break!"

However, by now, Lin Xuan had no time for further thoughts. He took a deep breath and infused all his magical power into the silver sword, which sliced through the white hurricane.

Fairy Yang Tong did the same on her side.

The green shadows enveloped the hurricane, merging it like a small stream joining a river, seemingly vanishing without a trace.

"Bad!"

Lin Xuan suddenly shouted as he felt the connection with his Nine Palace Moment Sword severed when it entered the hurricane. How could this be?

In thousands of years in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan had experienced countless battles, but such an experience was rare.

Now that he was a veteran at the Transcending Tribulation stage, only one method could sever the mental connection between him and his treasure.

Was it… Lin Xuan’s face turned pale with shock.

A domain!

Only a domain could reverse everything, turning the mundane into something magical. But how could this be a domain?

Ice Soul's true form surely possessed such power, but her mere manifestation couldn’t control it. Lin Xuan himself was at the Transcending Tribulation stage and firmly believed that.

But there was no time for him to think; after entering the hurricane, his Nine Palace Moment Sword lost all contact with him.

Suddenly, spatial fluctuations surged, and a space rift appeared ten meters in front of him. It was filled with mysterious energy.

A dazzling silver light poured out from the space rift, and Lin Xuan recognized it as Nine Palace Moment!

Indeed, it was his own life-bound treasure!

Now, he faced an attack from brilliant sword energy.

Revenge is indeed a domain’s ability!

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but be amazed. But there wasn’t time to ponder why Ice Soul at the Transcending Tribulation stage could have such a domain.

The power of Nine Palace Moment Sword was no joke.

Lin Xuan's current situation was dire, and it wasn't easy to explain in just a few words. He had already been swallowed by the dazzling silver light.

Originally, Lin Xuan had exerted his full strength for this attack, but now it returned to him, making him feel extremely uncomfortable.

However, this wasn’t over yet.

Dark demonic energy condensed into a black phoenix that appeared before his eyes. Though its body was only a few yards long, the aura it emitted was shocking. Its wings spread as if they were trying to envelop Lin Xuan, and with them came a yin wind that blurred the space around it, almost freezing everything in place.

"Dark Phoenix!"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. While phoenixes are known for their fiery nature, demonic phoenixes from the Demon Realm have the opposite attributes; they can command extreme cold. Indeed, this one was as described.

This wasn’t a true demon realm phoenix but likely a manifestation. Still, its power was formidable.

Under normal circumstances, Lin Xuan could handle it, but now he was struggling with his Nine Palace Moment Sword and had to deal with the dark phoenix, making things even more difficult.

Lin Xuan’s situation became increasingly perilous as Fairy Yang Tong faced her own challenges.

The green shadows turned against her, and a three-headed giant snake appeared in her vision. While its power was less than that of the phoenix, Fairy Yang Tong's strength couldn’t match Lin Xuan's either.

Ice Soul truly deserved to be called the Primordial True Demon; she managed such an aggressive attack with just one manifestation. If it were her true form, her abilities would be unimaginable.

Looking around, the air was thick with demonic energy, and Lin Xuan had already been swallowed by the brilliant silver light. The situation was dire, and now a dark phoenix joined the assault.

Would he really perish here?

Ice Soul’s face showed satisfaction, but just then, a hint of purple-red appeared in the dazzling silver light.

At first, it wasn’t much, but the heat it emitted was intense and rapidly spread outward.

The brilliant silver light was also swallowed by this.

紧接着，一声清亮的鸣叫声传入耳中。那声音仿佛蕴含着无穷魔力，直冲云霄。

随后，紫红色火焰开始聚集，在视线里出现了一只数丈长的仙禽。细目长翎，尾巴上有着美丽的羽毛，一眼望去，与凤凰相似度七八分，但相比凤凰，它的身体更加修长，神态高傲，隐隐散发出睥睨天下的王者之气。
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Zhuruo!

The ice soul jade face changed color.

For a moment, he almost thought his eyes were playing tricks on him. He widened his eyes and carefully examined the scene. Indeed, it was Zhuruo without any doubt. However, it wasn't just a simple manifestation of her true form; there seemed to be an intricate connection between this illusion and the legendary True Spirit.

But that purple-red lotus fire, which could only be driven by Zhuruo among all three realms, clashed with the black phoenix's frosty flames. The pressure from the illusory figure was at the level of a realm-transcending battle.

Why hadn't this Lin Xuan kid used his full strength? Ice Soul was both surprised and relieved. Then he heard a loud explosion. Zhuruo and the black phoenix were already facing each other head-on, colliding with each other.

Zhuruo opened her mouth, releasing purple-red flames, while the phoenix retaliated with frosty flames as it was a creature from the demon realm. The two different types of flames clashed, causing the void to almost dissolve.

This was just the beginning. The two immortal birds began to attack fiercely, with Zhuruo clearly gaining the upper hand. As the lotus fire spread, the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword's attacks gradually dissipated.

Lin Xuan's figure gradually appeared, and not far from him, a red light and a silver beam intertwined. The silver beam was naturally the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword, while the red light was a vivid ring, intricately carved with Zhuruo, burning with purple flames on its surface.

Zhuruo Ring!

Lin Xuan's situation was tough, so he wouldn't hide his strength anymore. Facing his own命宝 (life-prolonging treasure), there weren't many means to counter it, making the Zhuruo Ring a reliable choice. This precious item, obtained through great effort, indeed lived up to expectations. The red and silver beams chased each other, gradually giving Zhuruo the upper hand.

Of course, this was partly due to the fact that the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword was his命宝 (life-prolonging treasure). Although it had been taken from him within the domain, Ice Soul couldn't fully utilize its power. Moreover, she had to focus on other tasks, so Zhuruo Ring gradually gained the upper hand.

Lin Xuan's situation improved as he began to turn the tide and eventually took the lead.

However, on the other side, Yang Tong Fairy lacked such capabilities. A scream echoed, and this woman was swallowed by a green glow, though she hadn't fallen yet, clearly sustaining severe injuries.

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat. He had just met this woman and didn't have any particular relationship with her, but if she fell, it would be detrimental to him. After all, fighting against two opponents instead of one, even if she was less skilled than himself, could still provide some restraint. If she were to fall, he would face the pressure from Ice Soul alone.

This was something Lin Xuan didn't want to see, so he couldn't just sit idly by. Rescuing Yang Tong was helping himself.

But this logic was clear to Lin Xuan and Ice Soul as well. She gritted her teeth, increasing her offensive efforts. Lin Xuan found himself struggling to keep up.

Thus, he had no energy left to spare for rescuing others.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan was at a loss. Yang Tong Fairy could only hope for the best.

However, this wave of attacks came and went swiftly. Just as Lin Xuan was exhausted from his efforts, the pressure suddenly vanished. The connection with the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword returned to normal, and the dark phoenix disappeared.

Was there some trap?

Lin Xuan's expression was shocked, but soon he realized it was a misunderstanding. There was no hidden plot; instead, the effects of her domain had worn off.

Ice Soul's face showed signs of frustration. Lin Xuan noticed that she held a golden spirit talisman in her left palm. However, at this moment, its light flickered and turned to ashes with the wind, indicating it had lost all its power.

Ice Soul's expression was filled with regret and even some reluctance. Just a little more… Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as he noticed the talisman's extraordinary nature. Could it be…

Lin Xuan's mind began to speculate. Ice Soul could have used her domain because of this spirit talisman.

Although only conjecture, his actions suggested that she might indeed have such a talisman.

However, now wasn't the time for deep analysis. Having regained contact with the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword, it was time to launch a counterattack.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve.

A flame appeared, five-colored琉璃 (crystal), and the illusory fiery lotus rushed towards the opponent.

But Lin Xuan's methods weren't limited to that. He tapped his waist pouch, and a tower about a foot high materialized. A white light flashed as it opened its door, revealing countless jade bees swarming out.

They remained purple-red but now had silver spots on their bodies, making them more menacing and dazzling.

After years of improvement, the jade bees hadn't fully matured, but their power had increased significantly from their original state. Moreover, Lin Xuan released several thousand of them, forming a massive swarm above his head, covering several acres. The sight was terrifying.

Ice Soul's frown deepened. As an ancient true demon ancestor, she had seen much and her knowledge was top-notch in the three realms. She couldn't possibly mistake the jade bees.

"Time poison!"

Ice Soul's voice, slow and deliberate, echoed. Thankfully, they were still immature spirit insects; otherwise, even her true form would have been hard-pressed.

In a moment of distraction, the illusory fiery lotus had already reached her side. Ice Soul raised an eyebrow but didn't show much fear as she opened her mouth and released a white flame.

The temperature around them dropped dramatically.

Crystal Luo Fire!

This was also renowned throughout the three realms. If Ice Soul herself had used it, it might have instantly killed Lin Xuan. However, as a manifestation of her cultivation technique, it couldn't be so powerful. It matched the illusory fiery lotus evenly, entangling with each other.

Lin Xuan sighed. Facing an old monster at the realm-transcending level, the illusory fiery lotus seemed insufficient in power and could no longer be as effective as before. He needed to quickly refine the chaotic primordial yin energy to increase its potency.

However, it wasn't entirely useless. This delay allowed the jade bees to fly closer, their buzzing filling the sky as they attacked the opponent with overwhelming force.
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Ice Spirit's face turned rather ugly.

The Time Poison of the Jade Net Bee was something even she could not take lightly.

Fortunately, although the demon insect before her looked ferocious, it wasn't fully matured yet. Otherwise, as just a manifestation, she might really fall here by accident.

"Hmph! Drive Insect Technique, do you think only you know it? Let you see what the Heavenly Demon Spider of my Holy Realm can do."

Before the words were even finished, Ice Spirit waved her jade hand, but instead of summoning a spirit beast pouch, a piece of cloth-like treasure flew out.

Extremely light and soft, it was no different from a woman's handkerchief.

However, the patterns on its surface made one shiver with fear.

It was actually a series of grotesquely ugly spiders, each embroidered to an exquisite degree, leaping off the paper as if they were about to come alive.

"Quickly!"

With a shake of her hand, she cast out the silk handkerchief.

As it faced the wind, it expanded into several dozen feet in size. The dark demon aura swirled around it, enveloping this treasure.

But that wasn't the end.

Vortexes appeared within the demon aura.

One by one, grotesquely ugly spiders crawled out from inside.

Each was as big as a washbasin, completely black like ink. When they opened their mouths, streams of dark light shot out from them.

Crackling sounds filled the air. Lin Xuan could see clearly that so-called dark light were actually extremely thin spider silk interweaving and weaving in mid-air, rapidly condensing into one net after another.

Puff puff puff...

Jade Net Bee couldn't dodge it and collided head-on with it.

Then she was tightly entangled, struggling but to no avail.

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

There was no doubt that the Time Poison was the most terrifying ability of the Jade Net Bee, a killer锏-level thing.

However, besides this, its defense and strength were also non-trivial. It was actually rendered immobile by these extraordinarily thin spider silk.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows as several spells flew towards the Vermilion Bird Ring in front.

Red light shone brightly, countless ring shadows appeared, carrying radiant red lotus fire, scattering forward.

This Heavenly Demon Spider could subdue the Jade Net Bee. But how about the Vermilion Bird Ring? This newly acquired treasure wasn't that easy to deal with either.

At the same time, a sharp cry entered his ears.

Yang Tong Fairy's face was full of venom. After Ice Spirit's attack, she had been beaten up terribly, and it could be said that her injuries were severe.

However, as an existence at the Tribulation Transcending level, she wasn't about to die easily. Seeing Lin Xuan launching a massive attack, Yang Tong Fairy couldn't help but join in. She was eager to finish this off here and kill Ice Spirit.

But it wasn't so easy.

Although the Vermilion Bird Ring was formidable, Ice Spirit wasn't short of treasures either. This woman raised her jade hand, took down a golden hairpin from her head, lightly tapped on it, and it shone with a brilliant golden light.

More astonishingly, within this golden light, came heart-stirring beast roars.

These roars were varied and distinct, as if there were hundreds of fierce beasts inside.

The golden light illuminated the sky before clashing with the Vermilion Bird Ring.

Yang Tong Fairy's swordlight was merely a mere embellishment.

It remained evenly matched.

Ice Spirit Ancestor truly wasn't trivial; just one manifestation had Lin Xuan at a loss.

But was it really so?

Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Sword didn't join in the attack either.

No, not that it hadn't joined in. It simply vanished from sight.

When it reappeared, it surrounded this woman, no more than a hundred feet away from her.

Dozens of swordlights were extremely noticeable, numbering over a thousand, encircling her tightly.

Ice Spirit's eyes showed vigilance; she felt something was amiss but couldn't pinpoint the source of danger.

Was it the swordlight?

No, although there were many, if one thought they could trap her with such numbers, that would be impossible.

Looking at their arrangement, they didn't seem to form a sword array. However, Ice Spirit's unease persisted.

This boy Lin can't be reasoned with normally. If he did this for no reason, it was clearly impossible.

Ice Spirit's mind raced, but she had no idea what to do because so far, she hadn't figured out Lin Xuan's intentions.

Just then, Lin Xuan moved.

He cast a spell, and one of the swordlights suddenly grew larger before transforming into a phoenix.

A fiery red phoenix!

Though only a few feet long, it seemed实体, emitting an aura akin to true spirit.

No, not quite reaching that level, but the pressure it emitted was definitely at the Tribulation Transcending level.

Ice Spirit's keen eyesight naturally saw through this phoenix wasn't simply transformed from a treasure. There seemed to be some connection with the King of All Birds.

But how could that be?

Apart from astonishment, Ice Spirit was still astonished.

She saw the phoenix's wings flash, and several wind blades were shot towards her.

No, these weren't wind blades at all; they were spatial rifts, and they could move. In an instant, they reached beside her.

Spatial Law!

Ice Spirit was genuinely alarmed.

Her face showed disbelief as she was swallowed by those spatial rifts.

Fall?

No, a loud bang echoed in her ears.

This woman appeared several feet away.

Her face showed lingering fear.

She had indeed escaped.

Could it be a Substitute for Tribulation Transcending?

It was hard to say. Although there were similarities on the surface, upon careful consideration, they were much more profound.

It should be a higher-level spell with its own secrets.

Truly worthy of being a True Demon Ancestor!

Lin Xuan admired from his heart.

But Ice Spirit's astonishment far exceeded her own.

Her face was pale as death, just as Lin Xuan had guessed. Although she had managed to save herself by chance, such life-saving techniques weren't something one could use casually.

They involved the essence of their true spirit, and each time they were used, the cost was non-trivial; only in dire situations could they be勉强used.

Even with this life-saving technique, she still couldn't escape from the danger completely. A drop of blood slid down Ice Spirit's alabaster face.

Although the wound wasn't deep, it left a profound shock on this True Demon Ancestor.

In such circumstances, even getting injured was a sign that it really was spatial law. And probably not just ordinary spatial law.

Ripping open spatial rifts was one thing, but actually causing injury with them, like wind blades, was something only the legendary Heavenly Phoenix could do.

Her gaze fell on the phoenix in front. This thing indeed wasn't simply an illusion; there seemed to be a connection with the King of All Birds.
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In the sky,treasureswept through the air, and streaks ofspiritual lightpierced through. The situation for Ice Soul was indeed perilous.

On one side, Fairy Yang Tong gaped in astonishment, completely stunned.

Single-handedly, this young man Lin seemed to be gaining the upper hand.

Was something wrong? He faced True Demon Ancestor. Even an avatar's strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators at his level.

What were those—Heavenly Phoenixes, Qilins, and True Dragons...

Though not true True Spirits, their displayed power still left Fairy Yang Tong in awe.

Then she saw nine-headed birds.

They were lifelike, emitting a more formidable aura than the Heavenly Phoenixes and Qilins. This was no surprise; Lin had coincidentally refined the True Spirit Fire of the Nine-Headed Bird, making its manifestation as a True Spirit even stronger.

A loud tearing sound echoed.

Then came a shower of lightning and flames.

The nine-headed bird could drive Lightning and Flame Laws. The spirit birds conjured by the Nine Palace Mustard Sword were not at that level, but their endless bolts of lightning and flames were far from mere decoration.

Ice Soul was now overwhelmed.

No, she was in dire straits, enveloped by a barrage of lightning and flames, struggling to keep up.

"Still resisting, Fairy?" Lin asked mockingly as he did not hold back.

Aside from lightning and flames, sword lights also struck her.

Undeniably, such dense attacks were draining his power immensely.

But he had exceptional eyesight. This was the decisive moment; one more push might seal the deal. There was no hiding for him in this situation—he would give it his all.

Ice Soul remained silent. Her situation was indeed dire, but she was far from despairing. She continued to fend off Lin's attacks while searching for any openings until her last breath.

However, she overlooked one thing—her opponent wasn't just Lin. Fairy Yang Tong had not lost her combat ability despite her injuries.

She scanned the surroundings, merely stunned by the spectacle. But she couldn’t remain dazed forever.

After a moment, she regained her composure and waved her jade hand, casting a green light that seemed beautiful but concealed danger within.

While her strength was slightly inferior to Ice Soul's, as an auxiliary, her effect was clear.

Ice Soul’s situation grew more perilous. Damn it, did I really have to perish here?

Though just an avatar, Ice Soul was still frustrated!

What was her status? She was one of the top existences in the Three Realms. As a mere初级 (jīlǐ, meaning "primary" or "beginner") cultivator, she had been pushed into this dire situation by these people.

"Little fellow, do you think you can learn how to leave this lost plane from me? Dream on."

Ice Soul's cold voice echoed: "This True Ancestor will sacrifice this avatar and fight to the death with you!"

"Not good! The opponent is about to self-destruct!"

Fairy Yang Tong was alarmed. She could sense the chaotic primordial energy: "Quick, stop her!"

Her voice was filled with terror, but it was difficult to intervene. Ice Soul’s situation was dire, not at their mercy.

Lin was equally anxious. He hadn’t expected Ice Soul to be so resolute.

Fish or cut bait; he had no prepared strategy for this scenario.

A blackish aura enveloped Ice Soul and transformed into a deep vortex.

Boom!

The vortex exploded, sending waves of demonic winds in all directions. The entire void turned gray-white, as if devoured by it.

"What is this..."

Fairy Yang Tong, who had fled to the distance, was stunned. She had been tricked!

Though the explosion’s power was formidable, ripping and swallowing the void, a True Ancestor's self-destruction should have been more powerful.

In other words, Ice Soul hadn’t intended to perish here.

The fish or cut bait tactic was merely a ruse.

"Lin boy, do you think you can keep me alive today? I will repay your kindness with double tomorrow."

Silver laughter echoed. There was an undercurrent of malice. Regardless, this battle had ended in her defeat, and she suffered severe injuries. Ice Soul, a proud True Ancestor, could not help but hate Lin deeply.

"Double the favor, Fairy. Why be so polite? How about you stay today?"

A loud bang came from beyond the horizon as Lin’s figure vanished. It was just an illusion. Then complex incantations filled her ears, and a sword light appeared.

The sword light blurred, replaced by a monstrous creature.

It was over six feet tall, shaped like a toad.

Its body was golden.

Though it resembled a true toad in appearance, there were differences. A round pearl the size of a fist, as white as jade, was embedded in its forehead. In the middle of this pearl, a golden dragon’s eye was set.

It looked incredibly strange. On its back, along the spine, sharp red spines emerged every few feet, each ending in a hooked tip.

True Spirit Golden Jade Toad!

This was Lin's fourth True Spirit manifestation using the True Spirit Sword Art.

Compared to the Heavenly Phoenix and True Dragon, this Golden Jade Toad was even more lifelike. Not only did it resemble the true spirit, but its aura also matched it closely.

This wasn’t surprising; Lin had refined the True Spirit of the Golden Jade Toad’s essence source and now at a Transcendence stage, making such a manifestation incredibly vivid.

It could unleash about half the power of a True Spirit Golden Jade Toad—around fifty percent.

"Goo!" A loud sound echoed. The Golden Jade Toad seemed to move. It appeared as if it opened its mouth, then space blurred. A long, rope-like object sliced through the sky.

No, that wasn’t a rope; it was the Golden Jade Toad’s tongue. As it extended and retracted, it grew to over a thousand feet, like a sword, plunging into the gray-white void.

A toad's tongue—though its action resembled a common frog catching insects, its power was incomparable. Its strike contained Law Power. A scream echoed as Ice Soul, who thought she had escaped, was tightly ensnared.
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Butterfly catching a cicada, and the sparrow behind.

Ice Soul originally wanted to escape with cunning, but Lin Xuan was not easily fooled by such tricks.

At his level of strength, the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye's power was unparalleled. Although it wasn't at the realm of True Spirit, mere illusions were nothing in front of him—just a waste of time.

Cleverness backfired. Ice Soul’s current predicament was indeed unfavorable.

Tied up by the Golden Yue True Toad's tongue, she couldn’t break free for now. Lin Xuan’s fierce gaze flashed, and his nature wouldn't allow him to do anything chivalrous.

"Break!"

With a sharp command, the remaining sword light converged in the middle.

A silver thread several feet long rolled out, though slender, it was dazzlingly bright.

It flickered slightly before vanishing from sight.

"Little Lin, you dare kill me. Don’t you fear I will seek revenge with my true form?"

Ice Soul's face finally showed signs of panic despite her avatar’s fall having no effect on the true form. Crafting an avatar at the渡劫 stage wasn't easy; destroying it now would cost countless efforts. More importantly, she had sent this avatar to search for the Hand镯 in the lost realm. If it fell here, her plans would be complicated.

But Lin Xuan was not easily swayed by such words.

Ice Soul was indeed formidable.

Had they met before?

She had already offended him multiple times. Leaving this lost realm was his only choice; even if he let her go, could he expect gratitude from a powerful demon like her? Clearly, that would be impossible!

One offense meant enmity. Two offenses wouldn’t change anything.

As the saying goes, too many lice don't itch. Too much debt doesn’t cause worry.

Lin Xuan showed no hesitation. First and foremost, he needed to find a way out of this lost realm.

Whether Ice Soul sought revenge later was irrelevant; let fate decide!

Lin Xuan wasn’t a novice in cultivation. He understood the pros and cons clearly. Thus, her words were useless to him.

A flash of silver light entered his ears as a scream echoed—Ice Soul’s head had been severed by the sword thread.

But this wasn't over. A tiny inch-long元婴 appeared, with a hint of malice in its eyes, trying to use spatial magic to escape.

Lin Xuan anticipated this and acted swiftly. Spatial ripples surged up, and a brilliant green glow enveloped Ice Soul’s元婴.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan performed the soul-searching technique.

After a moment, Lin Xuan shook his sleeves, and flames shot out, reducing Ice Soul’s元婴 to ashes.

Having broken all pretenses, he decided to offend her completely. He had no intention of letting this True Demon Ancestor's avatar return.

Fang Tong仙子 was speechless at the brutality of Little Lin. Though it was just an avatar, she represented one of the nine True Demon Ancestors, Ice Soul—a top-tier existence in the Three Realms. This young man showed no hesitation. If he were in her position, Fang Tong might not have such courage.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged; his soul-searching technique had revealed something.

Meanwhile, in the demon realm...

It was an endless ice plain with snowflakes falling like feathers. The demon energy here was incredibly pure. At the end of the ice plain stood magnificent palaces and buildings.

Many ancient demons lived here, all at high levels.

This was Ice Soul’s paradise. Her status and strength were unparalleled among ordinary Ancestors.

True Demon Ancestors were on par with True Immortals in the eyes of ordinary ancient demons. Ice Soul, a standout among them, no one dared to offend her.

In a beautiful garden, a woman with silver hair was pruning flowers and trimming plants.

Click...

A flower was cut down.

"Big sister, what’s wrong?"

Beside Ice Soul stood another young girl dressed in vibrant attire, exuding more allure than Ice Soul.

Cobalt Snake!

Another of the nine True Demon Ancestors, now devotedly serving Ice Soul as her best ally and sister.

"I sent my avatar to the lost realm, and it has fallen."

Ice Soul’s expressionless voice carried a hint of venom.

"Impossible. Who could have such power and audacity?"

Cobalt Snake's face showed disbelief. She had seen the avatar’s prowess with her own eyes; in early渡劫 beings, it was exceptional.

How could it fall so easily? Could it be...

"Was it the Dark King of the Netherworld who acted?"

They had learned that one of the Six Yin Kings, the Dark King of the Netherworld, was also trapped in the lost realm. Given his disregard for Ice Soul’s reputation and power, he seemed the only one capable of destroying her avatar.

"It wasn’t the Dark King; it was Little Lin!"

"What? Lin Xuan, that guy?"

Cobalt Snake gasped: "Big sister, you must be mistaken. Although Little Lin is formidable, defeating a True Ancestor like the Heavenly Essence Ancestor was just luck. Against渡劫 beings, he often loses. Moreover, your avatar’s power far exceeds early渡劫 beings; how could it fall to that guy?"

"I don’t know the specifics. While there's a mental connection between the avatar and the true form, due to the vast distance and spatial forces, we rarely communicate. If not for this avatar’s fall, no message would have been sent. The situation was dire at the time, so her message was simple," Ice Soul sighed, regaining composure. This woman was indeed one of the top-tier great existences in the Three Realms; such a change wouldn’t shake her.

"Still, if I’m not mistaken, Little Lin might have advanced to渡劫."

Lin Xuan had already reached the渡劫 realm as a cultivator, Big Sister! You’re not joking!
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The Great Serpent was greatly alarmed: "Last time on Penglai Immortal Island, that kid's cultivation level was only at the late stage of Spirit Separation. Just a few hundred years have passed, how could he possibly advance to such a realm?"

Of course, the Great Serpent’s words were not idle chatter.

The difference between Spirit Separation and Tribulation Transcendence was just one realm on paper, but in reality, it was worlds apart.

A hair's breadth made a thousand miles of difference. This applied perfectly here. The difficulty of the Tribulation Transcendence bottleneck was also clear to the Great Serpent herself. Even when she advanced, it had taken considerable effort. For Lin Xuan to advance within just a few hundred years was too unbelievable for words.

Throughout the Three Realms and through all of history, there were no great cultivators with such rapid progress.

But still, one could not deny that there was an exception: Asura!

Indeed, the Sovereign Asura, that prodigy, might have had such a cultivation speed back then.

But this was too—

To say that Lin Xuan matched the Sovereign Asura in strength seemed too far-fetched to the Great Serpent herself.

What kind of person was that Lin Xuan, daring to compare himself with the Sovereign Asura?

"Actually, there's nothing impossible about it. Sister, you don't need to be overly surprised. Remember, that kid won a Nine Turns Spirit Snake Pill from your hands on Penglai Immortal Island."

Ice Soul’s voice was noticeably calmer: "That kid has always had good luck. If he happens upon several spirit herbs with effects similar to the Nine Turns Spirit Snake Pill, it's not too surprising for him to advance in such a short time."

"Similar to the Nine Turns Spirit Snake Pill?"

The Great Serpent was speechless. Although her sister-in-law made a valid point, throughout the Three Realms, the Nine Turns Spirit Snake Pill was already one of the top-grade medicinal pills. Where could one find spirit herbs with effects similar to it?

She opened her mouth to argue but Ice Soul waved her hand: "Alright, this is just my speculation. We won't know for sure until we see that kid. But even if he does advance to Tribulation Transcendence, it's still nothing to be overly concerned about. To us, he remains a mere ant..."

If these words were to spread, they would certainly cause quite a stir.

Tribulation Transcendence was an existence many cultivators aspired to but could never reach. Here, in Ice Soul’s eyes, it had become insignificant ants.

But upon closer thought, others weren’t speaking nonsense. As the True Demon Ancestor, she indeed had such qualifications.

Not only would she be able to handle early-stage Tribulation Transcendence existences, even late-stage cultivators could not match her.

"Brother-in-law, your words are correct. However, since his avatar was subdued by that kid, it's possible he might use Soul Scouring techniques and uncover the secrets of the Seven Treasures of Asura."

"Don't worry, I've already prepared for this. Even if that kid uses Soul Scouring, the information he gains will be limited. He won't know about the Seven Treasures of Asura. Not to mention, even if he does know, what use would it serve him? Just another ancient secret," Ice Soul’s calm voice reassured her.

"Brother-in-law, I feel much better now."

The Great Serpent sighed in relief: "But that kid has repeatedly offended us, so we cannot let him off the hook."

"Hmm. This foolish sister knows this well. But it's not convenient for us to take action."

Ice Soul sighed. Since Lin Xuan had advanced to Tribulation Transcendence, his avatar was helpless against her. Going after his physical form would be impossible.

After all, she and the Great Serpent were both True Demon Ancestors. Their identity meant they could not avoid the attacks of several top-tier cultivators in the Spirit Realm.

Going to Penglai Immortal Island last time had been an excuse for the true marriage of the True Dragon Great Sage, but now there was no such pretext.

"Then according to your suggestion, what should we do?"

The Great Serpent raised her eyebrows. She knew Ice Soul’s words were truthful. However, with their physical forms unable to act, dealing with Lin Xuan was indeed a headache.

"Don't worry, I have my own plan."

Ice Soul smiled: "Though it's not convenient for us to take action, can we not find someone in the Spirit Realm who is suitable?"

"What do you mean, sister-in-law?"

The Great Serpent was taken aback but quickly understood.

It wasn’t surprising; it was a strategy of using others to eliminate him.

Although the Spirit Realm and Demon Realm were like water and fire, there were still some great existences in both realms who weren’t mutually exclusive. By chance, they might have mutual respect or deep friendships.

As a True Demon Ancestor, Ice Soul knew many great existences in the Spirit Realm. While most revered her greatly, a few had developed some level of friendship with her.

With some代价, she might be able to persuade them to eliminate Lin Xuan.

Of course, this required careful consideration. Lin Xuan was already at Tribulation Transcendence now, and those great existences in the Spirit Realm might not want to oppose him. Moreover, he had caused them trouble several times before, so Ice Soul didn’t want another failure.

Fortunately, time wasn’t pressing. With careful thought, a solution would eventually come.

...

Meanwhile, on the lost plane of existence,

Lin Xuan, after much effort, managed to outmaneuver the Great Serpent’s avatar and let it fall. However, when he tried to use Soul Scouring techniques, he didn’t gain many useful clues. The woman had used a secret technique to erase most of his memories.

Fortunately, his actions were swift enough; he found how to leave this plane of existence.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sighed with relief. It wasn’t for nothing that he had gone through all this trouble.

He raised his head and closed his eyes, releasing his divine sense. Moments later, he frowned deeply. Damnit, the Great Serpent’s storage bag was missing. Was it destroyed by her?

Lin Xuan sighed. To say he wasn’t depressed would be a lie. After all, the Great Serpent’s identity meant she had considerable wealth, but he had been too slow.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was a carefree person and quickly let go of his depression. After all, he had gained the most significant reward: knowing how to leave this plane of existence. This trip wasn’t in vain.

A contented thought flashed through his mind when Fairy Yang Tong flew over.

Stopping several feet away, she bowed gracefully: "Thank you for your assistance. Words cannot express my gratitude. In the future, if you have any instructions, as long as I can do them, I will not hesitate."

Lin Xuan returned her bow. Although Fairy Yang Tong’s strength was inferior to his, she too had advanced to Tribulation Transcendence. Moreover, her words were more than just a thank-you; they were a promise. How could Lin Xuan be impolite?

Fairy Yang Tong said this not out of the heat of the moment. Firstly, she genuinely felt grateful; if it weren’t for Lin Xuan’s intervention, she might have perished. Secondly, his strength impressed her, and befriending such a powerful cultivator was beneficial in every way.
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Lin Xuan was never a proud cultivator. When Fairy Yang Tong showed interest in befriending him, he naturally complied, as it was beneficial for him with no drawbacks.

After a brief conversation, the two quickly became more familiar.

"Ah!"

Fairy Yang Tong suddenly coughed lightly. It turned out that her injuries were flaring up. She hurriedly took deep breaths and the luminous aura around her body surged, suppressing the discomfort she felt.

"How are you feeling, Fairy?"

"I apologize for troubling you. This injury isn't life-threatening, but it can't be delayed any longer. I must find a place of spiritual energy to recuperate properly. I must take my leave now," said Fairy Yang Tong with a sigh and an apologetic expression on her face.

"Don't worry about it. Healing is the priority."

Lin Xuan waved his hand. With his keen eyes, he knew that the current situation for the other party was indeed unfavorable, at least not suitable to be delayed any longer.

"Fairy Lin, I can't repay your kindness. If you have time, come to Bright Stream Pavilion and let me entertain you as a host."

"Very well. The green mountains remain unchanged, while the clear waters flow endlessly. We will meet again!"

Lin Xuan bowed in return.

Then he saw the woman's body emit a bright blue light, transforming into a streak of blue light that soared towards the sky, vanishing within moments.

Lin Xuan's expression turned gloomy, no longer as relaxed as before.

Of course, it wasn't because of Fairy Yang Tong. He was thinking about future challenges he might face.

Ice Soul!

Although they had been enemies in the past, this time she had been thoroughly offended by him.

Even for a True Demon Ancestor to create a body capable of withstanding an elemental trial was no easy feat. Now that it had been destroyed by his hands, how could she bear to let go of her anger?

While her status made it unlikely for her main body to easily enter the spirit world, this didn't mean she couldn't cause trouble and danger for him.

In any case, offending Ice Soul this time would surely bring endless troubles in the future.

However, there was no choice at the moment. So Lin Xuan felt remorse but not regret.

---

Fortunately, he wasn’t working in vain. He had finally found a way to leave the Lost Plane.

Recalling the clues obtained from soul searching, there weren't many useful ones, but this one hadn't been erased by the other party.

The environment of the Lost Plane was peculiar, and its power differed greatly from elsewhere. Even for high-ranking cultivators capable of withstanding an elemental trial, it was difficult to tear through space without a special item like the Boundary-Breaking Pearl.

Fortunately, there was always a way out. This Ice Soul Ancestor was indeed a genius in both intellect and talent. After much effort, she had figured out how to leave this plane.

The array, the Boundary-Breaking Pearl, and the ability of high-ranking cultivators to tear through space were all necessary.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan felt extremely relieved.

Ice Soul originally possessed the Boundary-Breaking Pearl.

However, seeing that he was about to capture her alive, she destroyed both the pearl and her storage bracelet in one fell swoop.

Fortunately, there was always a way out. On this journey through ancient demon lands, Lin Xuan had obtained the treasures left by Snowflake Ancestor, including the Boundary-Breaking Pearl.

And as a high-ranking cultivator capable of withstanding an elemental trial, he certainly possessed the ability to tear through space.

Of the three conditions, he already satisfied two. The only thing missing was the support from the array technique.

But this wasn't difficult for Lin Xuan. Although he wasn’t an expert in array techniques, the "Brief Moment Array" was clearly recorded in Ice Soul's memory.

The only thing lacking was the materials needed to set up the array, which would be quite expensive.

But that didn't matter. These materials were merely very precious, not truly rare. With some time, Lin Xuan had confidence in gathering them.

With this thought, his mood improved slightly.

...

After flying for a while, he was close to Lu Ying'er's dwelling place. Lin Xuan casually released his divine sense, but the result was shocking and infuriating.

In front of her small abode, several black-robed cultivators were attacking the array non-stop. A middle-aged man with a hooked nose, standing slightly further away, looked at the cave he had created for Lu Ying'er with greedy eyes.

What surprised Lin Xuan even more was that although the array and prohibitions he set up in front of the abode weren't many, their power was formidable enough to block even a spirit transformation cultivator. The black-robed cultivators attacking the abode were only at the core foundation stage, while the middle-aged man was at the fusion stage. Logically, their attacks on the abode's prohibitions should have been futile like an ant trying to shake a tree. But what Lin Xuan saw now was that the array was shaking violently, almost as if it would be breached soon.

How could this be?

The scene before him naturally caused Lin Xuan to feel both anger and shock, along with a sense of absurdity.

But he didn't have time to delve into these thoughts at the moment.

During his time in the mortal world, the Bai Xuan Pavilion founded by several girls had not provided much help, but he always remembered their intentions. Unfortunately, Ying'er or Liu Xin's spiritual root资质 wasn't particularly good. Even though he returned to the spirit world once, limited by his current cultivation level, all he could do was help them form a body, and it was impossible for him to take them further or send them to the spirit world.

Cultivators should rely on their own efforts more than others' help. Lin Xuan knew this well, but deep down, he felt somewhat regretful for not being able to provide much care for them.

He wondered about how Bai Xuan Pavilion was doing in the mortal world.

Sometimes, he would think about it, but mostly avoided it because he feared that his old friends might have turned into mere dust.

But Lin Xuan didn't expect that despite the vagueness of reincarnation, his connection with Ying'er was so high. Perhaps she had already perished, but her rebirth allowed them to meet again in this world.

In the past life, Lin Xuan couldn't provide much care for her.

Now, he was a high-ranking cultivator capable of withstanding an elemental trial.

Ying'er's current资质 was clearly much higher than before.

With such arrangements by heaven, Lin Xuan wouldn't miss this opportunity. So he hesitated not to take Ying'er as his disciple.

With the help of his powerful master, leading her back onto the path of cultivation would surely result in greater achievements for Ying'er in this life. He would make up for the regrets from his time in the mortal world.

Lin Xuan was a man who valued loyalty and emotion. For Fairy Hong Ling, he had already offered such great help. How much more so with Ying'er? He cared deeply about this disciple.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's protective nature meant that no one should dare to bully his disciples. These guys must have lost their minds.
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Lin Xuan's anger flared, and his遁光 naturally became even more swift. In a few flashes, he arrived at Lu Ying'er's abode.

Then, the light around him dimmed, revealing his true form.

"Master!"

A delicate voice entered his ears as white mist before the cave府 began to slowly swirl, spreading out to both sides. A graceful young woman emerged from within.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief; fortunately, he had arrived in time. From Lu Ying'er's appearance, she seemed only slightly frightened.

All was well!

Next, Lin Xuan turned his head and began to observe the surrounding cultivators. He said nothing, merely revealing his cultivation level—Transcendence Stage.

Correctly, Transcendence Stage!

Given the difference in their cultivation levels, it was impossible for them to discern his true strength under normal circumstances.

However, if Lin Xuan had chosen to reveal his true power, they would have felt it.

The unfortunate cultivators were now gaping in shock, almost thinking they had misunderstood something.

Transcendence Stage? There was a powerful being of that stage here!

"Senior, please spare me! Everything is just a misunderstanding. I never intended any offense."

The cultivator with the hooked nose panicked and fell to his knees with a thud.

The other gray-robed cultivators knelt incessantly, their faces ashen.

"A misunderstanding?"

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he turned to Lu Ying'er: "Ying'er, what happened?"

Indeed, Lin Xuan was surprised. He had set up the array hastily and it wasn't particularly impressive, but it certainly wouldn't have been shaken by mere Transcendence Stage cultivators.

There must be another reason. Could there be other powerful figures nearby?

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but secretly released his divine sense. After a moment's search, he found nothing amiss.

With his current strength, even a late-stage Transcendence being wouldn't have gone unnoticed if it weren’t far away.

But without any high-ranking figures around, how could his array be so easily shattered?

These trembling little fellows couldn't possibly possess such abilities.

Given Lin Xuan's extensive experience, he couldn't fathom the reason behind this and had to ask his disciple.

"Master, the situation is as follows..."

Lin Xuan asked, and Lu Ying'er naturally wouldn’t hide anything. She began to narrate.

After hearing her story, Lin Xuan was speechless.

It was all a coincidence.

Indeed, a coincidence!

The incident started about half an hour ago. After Lin Xuan left, Lu Ying'er waited obediently in the cave府. Then, a bolt of lightning descended and just happened to strike near the entrance.

Fortunately, his禁制 was strong enough to deflect it, but the禁制 itself was also damaged.

"Yes, senior, we were passing by when we saw the lightning strike and get deflected. We thought it might be a precious treasure appearing, so..."

The cultivator with the hooked nose hurriedly explained. If he had known that the reclusive cultivator here had connections to Transcendence beings, he would never have dared to come.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan finally understood the entire story but felt rather amused by it.

Lightning was different from ordinary thunder; generally, it only appeared when a cultivator advanced or underwent a tribulation. The heavens followed their own laws.

However, exceptions existed. Sometimes, even without a cultivator's advancement or tribulation, coincidences or anomalies in the primordial qi could lead to lightning appearing.

Of course, such occurrences were rare.

But recalling the scene just now, Lin Xuan was almost certain that his and Bingpo's efforts had stirred the primordial qi, causing this bolt of lightning to strike here.

Fortunately, it was deflected by the禁制.

The other cultivators passed by later, mistaking the event for a sign of a treasure appearing.

After all, he had been the instigator. Lin Xuan found himself both amused and somewhat embarrassed.

Understanding the full story, Lin Xuan's awkwardness flashed across his face briefly. Given his nature, he would never bully the weak, but he was also quick to seek revenge. Anyone who dared to provoke him would regret it for life.

But as the instigator, Lin Xuan couldn't be too harsh on these small cultivators.

After all, he was a man of principle and this incident stemmed from his actions. Although they had offended him, their intentions were understandable.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan waved dismissively. He did so because Lu Ying'er hadn’t made any mistakes; otherwise, no matter the circumstances, he wouldn't have spared them.

"Thank you, senior!"

The cultivator with the hooked nose was stunned, and the other gray-robed cultivators exchanged glances.

They knew that higher-stage cultivators were often unpredictable. They had prepared for their deaths but felt satisfied just to escape. They couldn’t believe the senior showed no intention of punishing them and let them go.

Was this a mistake?

Could there be some hidden plot behind his apparent leniency?

Before he could entertain such thoughts, the cultivator with the hooked nose burst into laughter.

He had overthought it. The identity of the old monster was unknown, but its Transcendence Stage status couldn’t be doubted. Such powerful beings could easily manipulate them at will.

Plot?

He underestimated himself too much.

In the eyes of such a powerful being, he was just an ant; he didn't deserve any plots or schemes.

Realizing this, he felt relieved to have escaped.

"Why are you still here? Do you expect Lin某 to see you off?"

Lin Xuan's voice echoed, but it held no malice. He knew the small cultivators were likely stunned.

"Thank you for your leniency!"

The cultivators regained their senses and rushed to bow repeatedly before vanishing in streaks of light.

"Ying'er, let’s go too!"

Such a minor incident didn’t bother Lin Xuan as he waved his sleeves. A flash of green light appeared, and the painted boat was summoned again.

"Yes, Master."

Lu Ying'er had no objections; she floated over gracefully. Lin Xuan arrived at the bow without any movement.

Then, Lin Xuan raised his right hand to cast a spell, ready to activate the boat. But suddenly, he frowned as if discovering something, turning his head.

With his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan showed a hint of surprise on his face.
第三千零四十章 上古功法

"Sister, you are too naive."

The middle-aged cultivator sighed. "If we could take this treasure map to the auction and sell it for a high price, that would be no problem. But that's just in theory."

"Then why do you say it is only feasible theoretically?"

The young girl's face was filled with confusion.

"You forgot. This treasure map has value only to old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Although this lost realm may have hidden talents, auctions are common here. However, given our current strength, we don't qualify for those high-level auctions. Asking them to auction off the treasure map is just a mirage. If we frequently display it outside, we might attract disaster before finding a buyer."

The young girl fell silent upon hearing this.

Although she didn’t have her brother's far-sightedness, the saying that "a common man without a gem invites trouble" was not lost on her. After careful consideration, she realized that her brother’s assumption was indeed plausible.

"But to give it directly to that old monster would be too generous."

The young girl couldn't find words to argue but still looked unwilling. This treasure map was left by ancient great cultivators; if they could follow its clues to discover hidden treasures, the value would far exceed what they had now.

"Alright, people should be content with what they have. This senior is quite generous. Keeping this treasure map in our hands is a waste. Exchanging it for these pills is already a good result. Come, let's see what other treasures we can find."

The middle-aged man waved his hand; it mattered not whether he regretted it or not. He didn't believe there was anything wrong with his choice.

Ordinarily, they had no chance to meet cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Given their opponent’s status, what they received should be quite good.

With that thought in mind, he picked up a jade bottle and uncorked it. A fresh scent wafted out.

"Eh, this goes…?"

The middle-aged man paused, quickly pouring several greenish-blue pills into his hand.

"Green Shadow Snowfall Pills!"

Several gray-robed cultivators' eyes lit up beside him. Even the young girl who had been upset at the exchange was filled with surprise. For an Infant Soul-stage cultivator, these pills were invaluable; their effects were beyond description and far superior to ordinary power-enhancing pills.

With this item, advancing to the Separation stage would be much easier.

These pills were extremely difficult to refine, even for high-ranking cultivators. The senior at the Tribulation Transcending stage had made a huge gesture.

The middle-aged man swallowed his saliva; although these pills weren’t very useful for him as a Separation stage cultivator, receiving such treasures from an ordinary bottle was promising.

Indeed, their next discovery did not disappoint. Several members of the cultivation family exclaimed in surprise and delight. The previously grumpy young girl no longer harbored resentment. Lin Xuan’s generosity far exceeded their expectations.

Various pills were useful to them; after testing a few pieces of treasure, they found their power was much greater than anticipated.

Their moods were replaced by a mixture of shock and joy.

With these treasures, their strength would increase significantly in no time.

However, they did not let their joy cloud their judgment. They quickly packed the items and left hurriedly.

On another side,

Lin Xuan stood at the ship's prow, playing with an unremarkable jade cylinder.

He had already recognized the value of this item; the other party hadn't spoken nonsense, indeed being a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage. The spiritual energy marks on it were correct.

Moreover, he suspected that it wasn’t just any ordinary Tribulation Transcending cultivator. The spiritual energy marks gave him a sense of familiarity.

Of course, Lin Xuan couldn’t recognize ancient cultivators. Instead, how could one describe this in words? Simply put, the spiritual energy marks on it somewhat resembled those of his first two disciples, Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan.

Of course, that similarity was only a hint; without Lin Xuan’s advancement to the Tribulation Transcending stage and his superior divine consciousness, he might not have noticed it at all.

Initially, Lin Xuan was very surprised. How could these two girls be connected to ancient cultivators?

However, this didn’t pose much of a challenge for him. Using his divine consciousness, he analyzed thoroughly and gradually understood the connection.

Of course, it was just speculation.

If his guess was correct, there were likely multiple ancient cultivators who left this treasure map, all with the special physique of Lightning Soul and Ice Spirit.

This discovery made Lin Xuan very happy.

For cultivation, a Lightning Soul and Ice Spirit physique could be beneficial; however, they differed from ordinary spirit roots. These physiques were too outstanding, violating Heavenly Dao laws, making general cultivation techniques unable to fully utilize their benefits.

Their usual cultivation aptitude was similar to that of ordinary spirit roots.

To fully leverage the benefits of a Lightning Soul and Ice Spirit physique required specialized cultivation techniques.

This had to be traced back to ancient times. During one period in the ancient era, it was relatively easy for such special physiques to appear, with much higher chances than today. Many great cultivators discovered their advantages and created some special cultivation techniques to fully develop these physiques’ potential.

However, over time, such cultivators were rare; even among a billion cultivators, one might not be found. Thus, the specialized cultivation techniques had been lost.

So, Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan seemed like they were guarding a treasure but couldn’t find the key to it.

For his disciples, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't ignore them. He had once paid attention to their needed cultivation techniques but found no leads.

Unexpectedly, after searching high and low, he received this treasure map in such an unexpected situation.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure that the ancient cultivators were exactly like Ling and Yan, there was a 50% chance.

If his guess was correct, not only could they obtain these treasures left by the cultivators but also wouldn’t have to worry about their cultivation techniques.

With his current strength far surpassing before, Lin Xuan had already gained the ability to shatter the void. Once they left this lost realm, he would naturally take them to his side.

Thus, for Lin Xuan, this treasure map was truly a timely gift. His joy made him generous; he reciprocated their kindness by giving them so many precious pills and medicines.
第三千零四十一章 山谷

However, while the treasures were certainly tempting, rushing into a treasure hunt was not advisable. Lin Xuan needed to ensure that Lu Ying'er was settled first before making any decisions. After all, her cultivation level was too low; bringing her along might put her in danger during the treasure hunt, and Lin Xuan wasn't entirely confident he could protect her.

With his thoughts swirling, Lin Xuan flipped his hand, causing the seemingly old jade cylinder to vanish, and stowed it back into his belt.

The journey was uneventful. After a few days, the Spirit Boat arrived at a picturesque valley.

Apart from its scenic beauty, there seemed to be no difference between this place and others, as a thick, milky white fog enveloped the entire valley.

As soon as the Spirit Boat stopped, the fog in the valley suddenly surged, parting to reveal a path.

Then, a red light flashed, and an elegant woman wearing court attire flew out from inside.

"Brother Lin!"

Seeing that Lin Xuan was safe, joy was clearly visible on her face. Her identity was now obvious; this must be where Red Silk Fairy's abode was located.

She turned to look at Lu Ying'er beside her, a puzzled expression on her face. Clearly, she hadn't expected Lin Xuan to bring back such a beautiful young lady after dealing with the Sage of Qingyan.

However, the girl's cultivation level was too low—only at the Foundation Establishment stage, and it seemed like she had just entered this realm not long ago.

While Red Silk Fairy sized up Lu Ying'er, the latter’s gaze also fell upon her.

Incomprehensible. This was Red Silk Fairy's first impression of Lu Ying'er.

After all, the gap between the Profound Dao and Foundation Establishment stages was vast indeed.

But despite the shock, Lu Ying'er felt a familiar presence.

Yes, it was familiar.

But she couldn't quite place it; before this, she had never left her family. How could she recognize such an advanced cultivator?

Lu Ying'er remained bewildered.

And given how obvious her expression was, Lin Xuan wasn’t surprised.

Seeing Lu Ying'er's reaction, Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy instead of alarm.

After a series of magical tests, Lin Xuan was now 80% certain that Lu Ying'er was his old acquaintance reincarnated in the human world.

---

Now, this certainty had increased by at least another 10%.

After all, as the master of Baxuan Pavilion during her time in the mortal realm, she would have been very familiar with Red Silk Fairy, who was a guest elder. Although she had reincarnated, there must still be some trace left between their souls.

Seeing that both women were somewhat surprised, Lin Xuan didn't elaborate further.

It wouldn’t do to explain everything in just a few words. After traveling for so long, he wasn’t lying when he said he was tired. They should rest at the abode first.

The two women had no objections and followed Red Silk Fairy back into her abode.

After taking their seats, Red Silk Fairy personally served them wine and fruit before Lin Xuan began recounting the events leading up to this meeting.

...

Red Silk Fairy’s surprise was evident; Lin Xuan really did eliminate Sage of Qingyan. Although he knew that Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed his peers in the mortal realm, the other party had lived for millions of years as an old monster.

She could only admire him even more.

As for Lu Ying'er's reincarnation, it wasn’t so shocking; after all, most cultivators have heard about the concept of reincarnation.

Red Silk Fairy was proud and aloof, but she was still delighted to meet a former acquaintance.

After all, as a guest elder at Baxuan Pavilion, she had received some protection from that sect. While it wasn’t too much, Lu Ying'er had indeed shown her kindness in the past.

Seeing each other again after such a long time, they were genuinely close; their fate was intertwined.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't go into great detail about his encounter with Ice Spirit. He simply mentioned that he would continue cultivating here for some time before going out to seek treasures.

"Brother Lin, what are your plans next?" Red Silk Fairy's voice was cautious as she spoke, though her expression remained amiable.

"I plan to cultivate here for a while and then go out in search of treasures," Lin Xuan said with a thoughtful look on his face.

"Seeking treasures?"

Red Silk Fairy was taken aback. She looked surprised but didn't press the matter further.

The two continued chatting about other things, and Lin Xuan gave Red Silk Fairy some guidance on her cultivation. Her ears were opened wide; his vast knowledge of cultivation techniques greatly benefited her.

...

"Yes, this place is quite good."

Having already reached the Transcendence stage, Lin Xuan's fatigue from the journey quickly dissipated after a brief rest.

He then selected several areas in the valley with dense qi to establish his abode. Although the valley wasn't vast, it was more than enough to accommodate multiple caves.

With a wave of his sleeve, several sword lights emerged and swiftly carved out his own cave as well as Lu Ying'er's living quarters.

Next, Lin Xuan bestowed some elixirs and treasures upon her. As for cultivation techniques, he chose the Nine Heavens Profound Technique. Although Lin Xuan had countless excellent techniques at his disposal, given that Lu Ying'er’s current level was too low, and considering how well the Nine Heavens Profound Technique suited beginners, he decided to have her continue with it.

Lu Ying'er didn’t object; despite having some doubts about whether she truly reincarnated, her sharp mind could easily discern that Master truly had her best interests at heart. As a mere Foundation Establishment cultivator fortunate enough to be taught by a Transcendence-level master, how could she not be grateful and obedient?

After establishing the abode, both women returned to their respective quarters. Then, Lin Xuan flashed out of his cave and stepped outside the valley.

He reached into his belt, and several colorful array flags appeared.

With butterfly-like movements in his hands, he inserted a few array flags into the surrounding soil before setting up an illusionary array.

The reason for all this effort was clear to him. The barriers around here were too weak; Lin Xuan intended to refine Chaos Great Yin Qi next. While it couldn’t be completely disrupted, any external interference could easily lead to failure.

Chaos Great Yin Qi was rare, and he didn't want such a situation to occur.

After half an hour, Lin Xuan finished setting up the array and then returned to his cave with a satisfied expression.
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In the practice room, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged.

Now he was a cultivator of the Transcending Tribulation realm—a powerhouse whose strength had grown beyond measure. However, there might also be formidable enemies even stronger than before. Therefore, it was necessary to retrain his treasures and secret techniques so that their power could match his current cultivation level.

For example, Phantasmal Heavenly Fire!

This was a secret technique he kept in reserve, having achieved countless feats with it. Yet, during the battle against Ice Soul, it had clearly shown some shortcomings.

It wasn't because Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was weak; nor did its power increase due to encountering bottlenecks or setbacks. Rather, his time spent advancing to the Transcending Tribulation realm was too short and rushed, leaving no room for enhancing the power of Phantasmal Heavenly Fire.

Indeed, with his strength and essence energy increasing, even without deliberate training, the power of Phantasmal Heavenly Fire would naturally grow from its base. However, this increase wouldn't be significant; after all, it wasn't an ordinary Five Elements technique, requiring Lin Xuan's diligent cultivation to achieve.

Hard work reaps rewards, and in cultivation, one cannot rely on shortcuts.

According to the records in the Black Moon High Priest Technique, if Phantasmal Heavenly Fire were fully cultivated, even a True Immortal would have to retreat. Its power was unparalleled, legendary for its ability to slay immortals.

Of course, that was just what the book described; Lin Xuan wasn't sure if it could truly be so powerful. But the mere blueprint was enough to captivate him.

However, reaching such a level of cultivation with Phantasmal Heavenly Fire was still far beyond his current realm, and he needed to simultaneously refine Yin and Yang energies.

But that didn't matter; just as one eats bit by bit, Lin Xuan had Chaos Great Yin Essence at his disposal. Back then, due to his limited realm, he only refined a tiny portion of it before hesitating further. Otherwise, he might have suffered backlash.

Haste makes waste, and this was something Lin Xuan knew well.

Nevertheless, even that small amount of Chaos Great Yin Essence had greatly benefited him. Now, as a Transcending Tribulation cultivator, Lin Xuan estimated that the remaining Chaos Great Yin Essence could be refined successfully.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan began to act.

He waved his sleeve and a葫芦-shaped treasure flew out.

Though it looked of high quality, this was merely a container for storing Chaos Great Yin Essence.

Lin Xuan had faced many trials, but as he gazed at the artifact, his expression turned grave.

Chaos Great Yin Essence refined into Phantasmal Heavenly Fire would bring immense benefits. However, this substance itself was extremely dangerous; even a minor mistake could lead to irreparable damage. Lin Xuan thus took no chances.

Fortunately, he had already refined this essence before and, while not an expert, he had some experience. Hence, despite his grave expression, his demeanor remained calm.

He believed that as long as he was careful, he would successfully refine the Chaos Great Yin Essence into Phantasmal Heavenly Fire.

Lin Xuan stared at the葫芦, and the technique flowed through his mind. The scene of refining Chaos Great Yin Essence from years ago replayed in his thoughts.

Each moment was crystal clear.

The immortal's ability to remember what they saw proved invaluable here.

In a short while, after a cup of tea’s time had passed, Lin Xuan's expression became completely calm.

He raised his right hand and cast a technique at the treasure before him. The葫芦 trembled, its surface emitting a burst of spiritual light, with faint thunderous sounds echoing in his ears. A thread of Chaos Great Yin Essence emerged from within.

Lin Xuan’s left hand was not idle either. He flipped his wrist, and Phantasmal Heavenly Fire appeared.

The five-colored glass-like flames exuded an aura of mystery.

Then Lin Xuan shook his hand, causing the flames to change shape in his palm.

Bright spiritual lights flowed over it, its form continuously transforming.

Phoenix, Vermilion Bird, Qilin, True Ghost…

Each form was vividly lifelike.

Then a noisy sound reached his ears. This time, the true spirit had nine heads.

Nine-headed bird!

Lin Xuan consumed its true spirit fire, naturally aligning with this entity on the essence energy level.

He waved his hands like a butterfly, and the nine-headed bird's eyes revealed a determined expression.

It then flapped its wings, spinning in the air before swallowing the thread of Chaos Great Yin Essence into its mouth. The entire action was as fluid as flowing clouds, incredibly graceful.

Lin Xuan did not slack off either. This was the most critical moment for refining.

His hands moved swiftly, and he muttered ancient and obscure incantations from his lips. The nine-headed bird, no bigger than a palm, returned to his chest. Lin Xuan poured his profound essence energy into the firebird.

Drops of sweat formed on his forehead as his hand movements remained incredibly quick. One after another, hand seals shot towards the nine-headed bird.

"Phew!"

Three days later, an exhalation sounded in his ears. Lin Xuan was still sitting cross-legged, but he looked much more relaxed.

After three days and nights of hard work, no mistakes had been made; he successfully refined that thread of Chaos Great Yin Essence.

Thinking back on the process was indeed tiring, but compared to before, it felt much easier. He remembered spending three months refining a hair-thin thread of this essence in the Ice Sea Realm, filled with constant anxiety and fear of making any mistake.

Times change; the shorter time now required showed how far Lin Xuan had come.

A smile appeared on his face as he stretched out his left hand, and Phantasmal Heavenly Fire landed in his palm.

It remained five-colored glass-like, roughly the size of an egg. On the surface, there seemed to be no change.

However, this was only superficial.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; silver light flickered in his eyes.

Heavens Phoenix Divine Eye!

In the depths of Phantasmal Heavenly Fire, some silvery light points appeared.

Essence energy source!

When this fundamental power filled the entire Phantasmal Heavenly Fire, it would transform into a technique capable of slaying immortals. Truly refining it to its peak.

Though the future was bright, achieving that step required countless trials and tribulations.

Lin Xuan sighed, understanding the need for patience.

He then began meditating to rest. After a moment, he regained his energy and continued refining Phantasmal Heavenly Fire.
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Sleeve flapped, the葫芦 emitted a bright light. After a moment, a thread of Primordial Yin Qi appeared.

Lin Xuan repeated his previous actions.

This time, the true spirit that transformed from the Illusory Heavenly Fire was more peculiar.

True Spirit Golden Moon Toad!

"Kwa!"

Sure enough, there was a frog-like croak. It opened its mouth and space became hazy as its long tongue shot out, curling around to resemble a common frog catching insects. The thread of Primordial Yin Qi was swallowed whole.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, casting countless spells like raindrops.

The specific process didn't need much elaboration. After several days, Lin Xuan refined that thread of Primordial Yin Qi as well.

After resting briefly for his spirit energy to recover, he cast another spell and the light flickered. A thin strand of Primordial Yin Qi was drawn from the mysterious葫芦.

Wrist flipped, the Illusory Heavenly Fire shone even more brightly...

...

Thus, Lin Xuan repeated these actions over and over, refining one thread after another of Primordial Yin Qi into the Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Before he knew it, several months had passed.

One day, Lin Xuan opened his eyes. Through the葫芦, half of the Primordial Yin Qi had been refined away.

The remaining half was only as big as a thumb.

Over these few months, without any slack in his efforts, this indeed was quite tiring. However, the Illusory Heavenly Fire gained immense benefits from it.

The source of spirit energy inside was now visible to the naked eye, with some silver light points appearing within the five-colored glassy glow.

Of course, they were still very faint and quickly disappeared into the glassy spiritual light.

Nevertheless, its power had increased by more than double based on the original foundation.

Even knowing that Primordial Yin Qi was no ordinary substance, such a rapid increase still left Lin Xuan in shock.

But after the initial surprise came joy.

This spirit fire was one of his secret techniques. The greater the power, the better he would be pleased, even if it increased by ten times or more.

Moreover, fusing Primordial Yin Qi had not only enhanced its power but also seemed to elevate its nature on a fundamental level.

The specific changes were still unclear to Lin Xuan and needed further contemplation later.

Next, he needed to continue his efforts, working hard and diligently until the remaining Primordial Yin Qi was refined as well.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan had a clear plan for what to do next.

Sleeve flapped again, another spell cast.

The葫芦 flashed. However, unexpectedly, no Primordial Yin Qi emerged this time.

"What's going on?"

Could it be that the spell I just cast was wrong? No way.

With my strength and cautious nature, how could I possibly make such a basic mistake?

In other words, there must be some other reason.

However, Lin Xuan had no time to delve deeper into this at the moment.

As his previous spell did not work as intended, an ominous feeling arose in his heart.

It seemed to confirm his suspicions. The葫芦 suddenly began vibrating rapidly, with a crack appearing on its surface.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. This葫芦 was used to store Primordial Yin Qi. A crack on the surface meant only one thing—disaster.

Lin Xuan's face turned gloomy, but he didn't hesitate. He flipped his left hand and a golden talisman appeared in his palm.

Without delay, Lin Xuan forcefully slapped it towards the葫芦.

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift, but still too late.

In an instant, the web-like cracks covered the entire surface of the葫芦.

The light from this treasure dimmed significantly. The seemingly ordinary golden葫芦 turned into a puff of gray smoke.

Puff...

A dull sound echoed as the葫芦 shattered into countless fragments. The thumb-sized Primordial Yin Qi emerged and transformed into a ghost face.

Not particularly fierce, but lifelike to an extreme.

Lin Xuan's expression changed.

How could this be? Could that tiny Primordial Yin Qi actually awaken its spirit in front of his eyes?

Even with his extensive experience, Lin Xuan was still greatly shocked.

The ghost face's eyes glinted with malice as it opened its mouth and released a yin wind.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate. Primordial Yin Qi was the essence of nature itself; this yin wind must be extremely cold.

Lin Xuan formed a spell with his single hand, pointing forward with one finger.

Puff...

A flame appeared at his fingertip, but it was not the Illusory Heavenly Fire. It was the pure yang infant fire he had cultivated for thousands of years.

The five elements interacted; since the opponent was an extremely yin entity, Lin Xuan could only use pure yang infant fire to counteract it.

However, upon contact, something unbelievable happened—the white flame was frozen.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He already expected this to be no ordinary matter, but its actual power far exceeded his expectations.

Damn!

It's too late now.

And the yin wind had already approached him. A single mistake could mean disaster. If Lin Xuan were still a spirit realm cultivator, he might have fallen into the opponent's trap under such circumstances.

But since he had advanced, Lin Xuan naturally had a plan.

Seeing that the yin wind was only a few feet away, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and extended his index finger, drawing it across the void to one side.

Using his finger as a sword, without any fire aura, ripples appeared in the air. A crack several feet long appeared before his eyes.

Lin Xuan lowered his head and entered through this crack.

In the next moment, the yin wind swept past, barely missing him. Lin Xuan's evasive action was truly divine.

The ghost face was taken aback by how fast Lin Xuan reacted.

Originally intending to possess it, but this opportunity slipped away.

Sizzle...

Taking advantage of its distraction, a spatial fluctuation occurred. Lin Xuan appeared behind the ghost face.

Raising his hands, black lightning flashed.

Illusory Yin Thunder!

This was a secret technique from the Arhat King's era. Although Lin Xuan's version lacked power, it could at least temporarily trap this ghost face.

Then, sharp light shone as the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Fish emerged and slashed down like lightning.

Although the Primordial Yin Qi had become an intelligent entity, its combat experience was severely lacking.

It reacted too slowly and was already in pieces.

However, the matter wasn't over. They gathered together, seemingly trying to recombine.
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Lin Xuan's brows furrowed. This thing was far more troublesome than he had anticipated, and it seemed that removing its spiritual essence and slowly refining it would no longer be possible.

Now, decisive action was necessary; otherwise, the trouble to come might be even greater.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan made a swift decision. With his left hand, he waved, and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared.

The five-colored crystal, with its surface sparkling with silver starlight, emerged.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The flames instantly burst into a fierce blaze, a clear ringing sound filling his ears as a phoenix about a foot long materialized before him.

Unlike the legendary King of Birds, this tiny phoenix's body was also enveloped in beautiful five-colored light.

Then, with its wings spread wide, it made a spinning motion mid-air and swallowed the chaotic Yin Qi that had been cut into pieces.

Lin Xuan's actions were extremely risky. He had previously refined this item bit by bit, taking his time to proceed step-by-step. If everything went smoothly, he was confident in completely refining the chaotic Yin Qi within a few months. But now, with an unexpected situation arising, Lin Xuan could only think of solving the problem at hand.

His options were limited, but the most reliable choice was to thoroughly refine the remaining chaotic Yin Qi.

This would certainly remove the current crisis, but it was clear that this approach had its difficulties. He had spent months refining half of the chaotic Yin Qi; trying to finish the other half in one go would be incredibly challenging.

However, Lin Xuan didn't have time for careful deliberation at this moment. With no choice, he had to take his chances.

All or nothing!

Lin Xuan was cautious and meticulous, but when it came to making a decision, he never hesitated. Thus, the scene unfolded as described.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire swallowed the remaining chaotic Yin Qi.

Then, the phoenix displayed a human-like discomfort, its five-colored spiritual light flickering wildly, causing the surrounding primordial energy to become chaotic.

"Bad luck!"

Although Lin Xuan had anticipated the difficulties ahead, he couldn't help feeling tense as he faced them. His hands moved swiftly, forming incantations and shooting them towards the phoenix with fluid precision.

However, the situation didn't improve; the source of spiritual power within the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire became increasingly chaotic like primordial energy.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. He still had one option: to leave as quickly as possible and distance himself from the area. If the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire couldn't contain the chaotic Yin Qi, it would explode, but he could avoid being caught in the blast due to his advanced cultivation stage.

But even without this concern, Lin Xuan wouldn't choose to flee. Not only were Hong Ling and Lu Ying'er present, but the latter had a significant connection with him that he couldn't abandon. He was an emotionally balanced cultivator; such actions would be out of character for him.

A man should take responsibility for his own mistakes.

Even if there were no such concerns, Lin Xuan wouldn't choose to flee. While doing so would ensure his safety, it meant abandoning the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and the chaotic Yin Qi he had collected through sheer luck. The benefits and drawbacks of every action were clear.

Lin Xuan couldn't bear to part with it. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was a technique that evolved from the Green Illusion Mystic Flame, having accompanied him for thousands of years since his early days in cultivation. He had worked hard to refine it into its current state.

In essence, his path of cultivation was intertwined with this technique. How many powerful enemies had he defeated thanks to the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire? Lin Xuan couldn't remember. Many times, if not for the power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire turning the tide, he might have already perished in the netherworld.

Throughout his journey, his main cultivation technique and even his life essence treasure had changed, but the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire remained a core secret technique.

For Lin Xuan, this divine technique was more than just a means of victory; it had accompanied him through countless trials. He couldn't bear to abandon such an important tool.

Moreover, according to the Moonlight Heavenly Witch Technique, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire's potential was vast. If he could fully integrate Yin and Yang energies, even true immortals would retreat in fear, making it a legendary technique capable of slaying deities.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't sure if this claim was exaggerated, its complexity was evident. As a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, he couldn't afford to abandon such an asset, especially considering Moon's potential and his own need for protection.

The chaotic Yin Qi was also rare and hard-won. Therefore, despite the danger, Lin Xuan had no reason to retreat.

Thoughts raced through his mind like lightning. Finally, a determined look flashed in his eyes as he acted. Facing the raging Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, instead of retreating, he performed an unbelievable action.

Opening his mouth, the phoenix shrank visibly and was swallowed whole by Lin Xuan.

If other cultivators were present, they would be deeply impressed by Lin Xuan's courage. The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was a technique he had cultivated himself; normally, swallowing it wouldn't pose any danger.

However, now the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was in a chaotic state with unrefined chaotic Yin Qi inside. Swallowing it carried significant risks that didn't need to be described.
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Lin Xuan's actions, as seen by other cultivators, were truly beyond description.

To put it politely, his bravery was commendable; to be harsher, he was risking his life for a chance at survival.

If the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos could not be dispelled, Lin Xuan’s fate would be clear: irreparable disaster, with both his元婴 and physical body perishing without even a chance of reincarnation.

This reasoning was well understood by Lin Xuan. After all, he was now a cultivator at the Transcendence stage, making this choice in haste. The pros and cons were not lost on him.

But what did it matter?

The Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix was something Lin Xuan could not舍弃. Thus, he had to take the risk.

While caution was indeed necessary in cultivation, Lin Xuan never forgot the principle that fortune often lies in danger.

With so many twists and turns on the path of immortality, why should one avoid taking risks?

To abandon the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos and the Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix meant he had to fight his way out.

Swallowing this flame posed a significant risk, but integrating the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos would be much easier.

Every action has its downside. Remember that the dantian and qi sea were the core of a cultivator’s existence—holding the most refined true essence and the元婴 and妖丹. By refining the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos within his dantian, it would naturally be more manageable.

Regardless of others' opinions, Lin Xuan felt his choice was correct. In such circumstances, one should fight their way out. Hesitation only brought disaster.

With the Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix now in his mouth, Lin Xuan quickly sat cross-legged and took a deep breath, closing his eyes to perform Inner Vision.

His body showed no signs of discomfort, but there was an underlying tension in his dantian. Before attempting to refine the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos, he had already召回了second元婴 from its avatar form.

This increased the success rate, and indeed, such a choice proved wise.

The main元婴, second元婴, and妖丹 formed a small circle around the tiny phoenix.

At this moment, the phoenix's situation was dire. Its surface emitted multicolored flames, but its expression grew increasingly阴沉.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan’s main元婴 sensed something amiss, showing signs of panic on his face. The Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix had absorbed the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos but failed to refine it in time; instead, it seemed to be controlled by the opposite force!

"Quickly stop it!"

The main元婴 shouted urgently and flicked its fingers, sending silver light towards the phoenix. These patterns transformed into intricate arrays that enveloped the phoenix.

These arrays were made from pure spiritual energy but had unpredictable effects within his dantian. The phoenix did not hesitate; struggling to escape, the second元婴 also joined in.

With a shake of his hand, he released waves of dark qi that blocked the phoenix’s path.

The Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix, now fully controlled by the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos, moved with cold eyes, charging left and right.

Both元婴s used their hands to block or poke at the opposing force. The sea of spiritual energy around them churned violently, creating waves that crashed into a true spirit inner丹. It was sucked into the sea and disappeared.

Soon, thunderous sounds echoed as the waves grew even more turbulent. Various virtual images appeared—true dragons, phoenixes, qilins, and toads.

These were just illusions, but soon, the spiritual energy in the sea began flooding these images with vigor.

It was like filling a bucket with water. In mere moments, the illusions gained sufficient spiritual energy and flew towards the surrounded Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix.

The two元婴s merely provided distraction; it was the true spirit inner丹 that initiated the refining process.

"Stupid! Thinking you can subdue me? I am the essence of heaven and earth. You are but a初级 cultivator, underestimating your opponent."

The Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix’s form blurred as the phoenix vanished, replaced by a ghostly face with multicolored flames.

Initially, it had absorbed the Primordial Yin Qi of Chaos, but now, it seemed to be merging with it instead.

Its spirit was already awakened, making its refinement depend on who was stronger.

If Lin Xuan were stronger, he would reabsorb it into the Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix. Otherwise, if he failed, his fate would be grim—possibly even soul possession by this entity.

Victory meant great benefits; defeat meant irreparable disaster.

With no retreat, the true spirit inner丹 manipulated various true spirit illusions viciously attacking.

The ghost face did not back down, using its bizarre abilities to outmaneuver the illusions and gain an upper hand.

Soon, the golden jade toad was knocked away, leaving only a faint glow of spiritual energy.

However, a surprising scene unfolded: the golden jade toad fell into the sea of spiritual energy but soon regained vitality, rejoining the battle.

This highlighted Lin Xuan’s cleverness—his dantian allowed his injuries to be replenished by the sea of spiritual energy.

But did this mean he was now safe? Of course not; while the dantian had abundant spiritual energy, it would eventually run out. Despite having countless treasures, Lin Xuan could not use a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk at that moment.

The main元婴 and second元婴 did not join the battle but remained to provide distraction.

Time passed slowly.

Three years seemed long for mortals but was merely a blink of an eye for cultivators like Lin Xuan. Even with his seclusion, he could easily pass such time by simply meditating.

However, one must consider specific circumstances. For Lin Xuan, the situation was dire and could be described as irreparable.

Lin Xuan could not abandon the Illusory Spirit Fiery Phoenix, so he had to endure this danger.

Fortunately, despite three years being a long time, no interruptions disturbed him.

Red Silk and Lu Ying’er were also in seclusion; their exact conditions unknown but certainly less dangerous than his.

Moreover, Red Silk’s chosen abode was relatively secluded, with few cultivators passing by over the years. Even if some did, they failed to notice Lin Xuan’s concealment or break through his barriers.
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It was a tranquil morning, with the sun just rising and casting its warm light over the earth. Birds chirped in the nearby mountains as the surroundings exuded peace and serenity.

In Red Silk Fairy's abode, although the location was rich in spirit veins, it was quite remote, rarely visited by anyone for many years.

This morning seemed no different from any other.

But soon, a faint glimmer appeared on the horizon. Several streaks of colorful light, like lightning, shot towards them at incredible speed.

In just a few breaths, these streaks had arrived nearby, their brilliance fading as several cultivators in various attire came into view.

Leading them was a man and a woman, both at the Spirit Cultivation Stage (分神期). The rest were of varying abilities, likely their disciples or apprentices.

"Stone Fairy, is this the ancient cultivator's abode you spoke about?" asked the man on the left. He wore fine silk robes and appeared to be in his thirties, with a sharp gaze that hinted at mastery over his field.

He was currently squinting as he surveyed the valley ahead.

"Yes, I discovered this place by chance half a year ago. It may not seem remarkable from the outside, but its defenses are formidable. They're beyond our capabilities to breach, and if my guess is correct, it might belong to an ancient powerhouse who chose this spot for their abode. If we can break through those barriers, there must be countless treasures inside…"

The woman at his side interjected.

She was also in her thirties, dressed in white robes with a graceful demeanor that still held its charm.

"Hmm, your thoughts are sound, but it's just one possibility," she said. "Have you considered the alternative: this isn't an ancient relic, but the lair of some old monster who has reached the Tribulation Transcendence Stage? If we rashly break these barriers, we might anger them and end up with nowhere to hide."

The man in fine robes frowned at her words, though his expression showed no real panic.

"Brother Xu, you need not test me here. We've known each other for centuries, and you should know that I possess a Spirit Measurement Plate, which can easily determine the spirit energy concentration regardless of any illusions or barriers," she said with an air of pride.

"I have already measured this place, and while its veins are decent, they're nothing special to us at our current stage. Old monsters wouldn't choose such a spot unless they were bored out of their minds. So your concerns, though logical on the surface, are unnecessary."

"Indeed, it seems I was too cautious," replied Xu.

The man in fine robes rubbed his forehead and chuckled.

He knew about the Spirit Measurement Plate she mentioned. Spirit veins could change over time, but given enough eons, even the best veins could degrade to ordinary ones, and vice versa.

In other words, while the spirit vein in this valley might not seem impressive now, it was likely much better in ancient times—possibly belonging to a Tribulation Transcendence Stage monster.

Still, Stone Fairy's speculation stemmed from the complexity of the barriers here.

The story began about half a year ago when she stumbled upon the valley by chance. She noticed that it was hidden behind an illusionary array and decided to use her Spirit Measurement Plate to gauge its defenses first.

After confirming it wasn't the lair of any formidable old monster, she ventured into the array.

However, Lin Xuan's array was not easily broken; despite being a Spirit Cultivation Stage cultivator, she faced many challenges and nearly got trapped in the array before escaping with great effort.

But undeterred, her greed grew as no one stopped her for so long. She concluded that there were no cultivators here but an ancient powerhouse's abode.

While this was somewhat wishful thinking, it made sense based on the surface evidence.

In essence, it was a stroke of luck. Lin Xuan's current situation was dire, and he was fully focused on refining the chaotic Yin energy. He had no idea what was happening outside.

Red Silk Fairy was also at a critical stage in her cultivation but hadn't ventured out to find out. However, in the valley, there was another person—Lvying'er.

But this Lvying'er wasn't the former owner of Drifting Cloud Pavilion; she had reincarnated and forgotten much of her past decisiveness. At best, she was at the Foundation Establishment Stage (筑基期).

She noticed that someone was attacking the outer barriers but hesitated to act without her master's or Red Silk Fairy's permission.

If she intervened, it would likely cause trouble. After weighing the pros and cons, Lvying'er decided to pretend she knew nothing about it.

Thus, Stone Fairy truly believed no one was in the valley and firmly thought that this place belonged to an ancient cultivator.

Unfortunately, she lacked the ability to breach these barriers.

However, she had no intention of giving up. Such a rare opportunity was too precious to pass up. If she could enter the ruins and find something left by an ancient powerhouse, the benefits would be incalculable.

If fate favored her, she might even inherit this ancient cultivator's legacy and have a chance at Tribulation Transcendence Stage.

Stone Fairy couldn't resist such a chance but knew that breaking through these barriers was beyond her capabilities. If she tried, it could cost her life.

Though unwilling to share the treasures, she decided to seek help from an array master among her close friends.

This array master's skills were among the top ten in any lost world. With his expertise, he would be able to break down the valley's defenses.

Although this meant splitting the treasure with him, Stone Fairy had no other choice. After thorough preparations, she and her disciples visited the array master, who accompanied her here.
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Outside the valley, Lin Xuan was unaware of what transpired. At this moment, he sat cross-legged in a secret room within his cave dwelling.

His eyes were tightly shut, and a faint green light enveloped his body, though his anxious expression had vanished, replaced by calmness and joy.

After three years of toil, even if a bit of light meant nothing to a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage, Lin Xuan had endured much hardship. He could say that he was lucky to have survived nine deaths and one life.

With his current strength, the chaotic Taiyin energy would be refined without issue as it was gradually transformed into his essence.

However, an unexpected incident completely disrupted his original plans. He was unwilling to abandon Phantasmal Spirit Heaven Fire, so he had to take a risk. Thus, after going through many twists and turns, he finally managed to turn danger into safety.

As the saying goes, those who survive great calamities are destined for good fortune. Lin Xuan now admired his own achievements.

He crossed his hands in front of him, with an egg-sized flame hovering in his palm. The five-colored green light shimmered on its surface, and from a distance, it seemed no different from the Phantasmal Spirit Heaven Fire he had previously mastered. However, Lin Xuan's face showed a confident smile.

He moved his hands lightly, as if playing a guqin or pipa, without any hint of fire. A flash of spiritual light followed, and many bright points appeared on the surface of the Phantasmal Spirit Heaven Fire.

These points varied in size but emitted dazzling silver light that was blinding to the eye. After just one flicker, they began to arrange themselves into layers of silver patterns, forming a beautiful and mesmerizing array before his eyes.

But this change wasn't merely about aesthetics; if other Tribulation Transcending cultivators were present, they would be stunned. Because at the moment these silver patterns appeared, there was clearly an aura of laws emanating from the Phantasmal Spirit Heaven Fire's surface.

Absolute zero was nothing compared to the extreme cold law, which could freeze anything in its path. Even a Tribulation Transcending cultivator who had touched the heavens and earth laws could only do so by touching them. Lin Xuan, despite his superior strength, had only scratched the surface of spatial laws.

However, with this chaotic Taiyin energy, one of the fundamental forces of nature, Lin Xuan instantly grasped the extreme cold law!

This time, it wasn't just a touch; he truly understood it.

In short, he now possessed this law. All that was needed now was to refine his mastery and fully integrate it into his cultivation.

But this was not particularly difficult; it merely required some time for practice and refinement.

Surviving great calamities brought good fortune, and Lin Xuan's mood was quite good at the moment. The chaotic Taiyin energy indeed proved invaluable, offering far more benefits than expected. He didn't know if that unexpected incident had any connection to these gains but did not care about it either.

All he knew was that he gained significant advantages, which was enough for him.

With his eyes still closed, Lin Xuan carefully savored the newly acquired law. The benefits were indeed beyond words; without a doubt, his strength had increased significantly from its previous level.

If he met Ice Soul's avatar now, the battle would not be as arduous, and he had full confidence in winning. He no longer needed Fairy Yang Tong to assist him.

Just then, Lin Xuan sensed something and frowned deeply. His eyes snapped open, revealing a sharp gaze, but his expression turned grim.

Someone was attacking the禁制 array he set up, apparently with reckless abandon, and it seemed about to be broken through soon.

This was somewhat unusual; who had such abilities and dared to provoke him?

Nevertheless, his luck was bad. If Lin Xuan were still refining the chaotic Taiyin energy earlier, he would have been unable to focus on this disturbance. But now…

A faint smile appeared on his lips as he swiftly gathered the Chaotic Heaven Fire. His body was enveloped in green light, and he flew out of the secret room.

"Master!"

As soon as he left the cave dwelling, Lin Xuan heard a joyful cry. Looking around, he saw Lu Ying'er standing beside him with a delighted expression on her face.

Lin Xuan slowed his遁光 and stopped.

"Bow to my teacher."

Lu Ying'er's joy was genuine; although she still had some doubts about reincarnation, her master's intentions were clear—she respected and appreciated him deeply.

"When we met at Lightning Void Island, I was just a small Flexible Spirit Period cultivator. Now, with your guidance, I've advanced to the middle stage of Foundation Establishment in just a few years. Such rapid progress is truly remarkable."

Lin Xuan smiled as he saw his disciple standing before him. He wasn't surprised by her presence; she must have known about what happened outside the valley.

However, Lu Ying'er's cultivation was too low for her to act rashly. As for Fairy Red Silk, where could she be? Was she still in seclusion?

Perhaps she was at a critical point in her cultivation?

Indeed, that was possible. Given Red Silk’s nature, even if an opponent were much stronger, she wouldn't hide and endure silently.

"Let's go and see who it is."

Lin Xuan spoke casually. Even though the opponent could break his array, he shouldn't underestimate their strength. The lost world might have hidden treasures, but Lin Xuan didn’t believe that any random place would produce a Tribulation Transcending cultivator.

Even if he did encounter one of equal rank, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. With the chaotic Taiyin energy refined and his mastery of extreme cold law, his strength had increased significantly. A Tribulation Transcending cultivator could test his new abilities.

"Your command is my duty."

Lu Ying'er naturally had no objections to this.

Without any further action from Lin Xuan, he enveloped her in green light and flew towards the valley entrance with her.

...Boom!

The earth shook as another禁制 was shattered under the guidance of the clothed giant.

"Brother Xu is truly a master of arrays; his methods for breaking them are incredibly ingenious. Otherwise, if we used brute force to destroy the禁制, it would take much longer," Fairy Stone's admiring voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, her face filled with joy.
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However, before the words were even finished, a sudden surge of fog could be seen in front.

The mist seemed to scatter to both sides, revealing an entrance about ten feet wide. A flash of light then appeared from within, and a man and woman emerged.

The woman was around seventeen or eighteen years old, tall and slender with a beautiful face that wasn't quite breathtaking but certainly charming. Her cultivation level was only at the middle-stage Foundation Establishment, which made her unremarkable to the other cultivators outside the valley who quickly looked away after scanning her with their divine sense.

Though they were curious about how such a young beauty had appeared in this ancient cultivator's lair, the reality of the situation was that strength spoke louder than words. A mere Foundation Establishment cultivator posed no real threat to them, so there was little point in delving into why she was here.

All attention shifted towards Lin Xuan.

His divine sense was released, but what it revealed was beyond comprehension.

Stone Fairy's face turned pale as she sensed something ominous.

Lin Xuan's expression wasn't much better. Two Spirit Cultivators with their disciples daring to invade his lair—these were people who didn’t know when they had died. They needed a lesson.

The reason Lin Xuan was so angry was because he had been slightly afraid. He was fortunate that the moment they arrived, he had already dispelled the chaotic Yin energy.

Otherwise, if they had broken through and disrupted his ritual at its critical point, the outcome would have been unpredictable.

Wait, how did they break theprohibition?

A flash of insight struck Lin Xuan as he suddenly realized a question he had overlooked. The barriers outside were set up by him, with formidable defensive capabilities.

Of course, it wasn't impossible for Spirit Cultivators to breach such defenses, but it certainly wouldn’t be so effortless. Two people alone couldn’t have done it; at least seven would need to use their treasures and attack the barrier for months before there was any hope of breaking through.

Could they…? Lin Xuan had a hunch, but his expression remained unchanged. He even released more of his aura, revealing his True Transformation stage cultivation.

The cultivators in front of the valley were already filled with fear.

True Transformation!

This place was indeed the lair of a great cultivator, not an ancient relic, but one that harbored a true monster.

"Senior, please don't misunderstand. I have no malicious intent; we just happened to pass by here..."

Stone Fairy's face was full of fear as she spoke, but her voice grew fainter. She wasn’t particularly quick-witted and had been caught off guard. In such a short time, it would be difficult for her to come up with a plausible explanation that could soothe the anger of this old monster.

"Passed by here?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of mockery. "Girl, do you think I'm stupid? If you were just passing by, why attack my lair and break down the barriers I set up with so much effort."

Though he had lived for thousands of years due to rapid cultivation, his true age was likely greater than that of the two Spirit Cultivators in front of him. In the world of cultivation, strength reigned supreme, and Lin Xuan's seasoned demeanor fit well.

"Um..."

Stone Fairy was speechless, as were the others. They struggled to explain themselves logically.

Even if they had a reasonable explanation, whether this old monster would spare them was still uncertain.

All hearts were filled with dread, but it was too late for regrets.

Stone Fairy and the other man remained calm despite their fear, not making any rash moves or fleeing.

Clearly, they understood that though their strength wasn’t negligible, to a True Transformation cultivator, they were as insignificant as ants.

Running away would be futile and even suicidal. The disciples under them also didn't dare make any sudden actions, showing some sense of caution.

Of course, these fellows weren’t idle; the sound of begging for mercy filled the air.

Finally, Lin Xuan spoke: "The array I set up isn’t something to boast about, but it’s not easily broken by Spirit Cultivators like you. How did you manage?"

Stone Fairy and the man in fine clothes exchanged glances before the latter cautiously said, "Senior, my disciple has some experience with arrays, so we didn't break them with brute force but used clever tricks."

"Oh, an array master?" Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged, but he was secretly pleased.

Cultivation encompassed a vast and profound art, especially in array techniques which required extensive time to master. Most cultivators had limited energy, making their array mastery usually not very high.

But there were exceptions; if a high-ranking cultivator also happened to be an array master, his array skills would undoubtedly be impressive. Such cases were rare.

"Yes, I have some experience with arrays," the man said cautiously.

"Only some?" Lin Xuan frowned.

"No, Senior, Brother Xu is merely being modest. Our lost plane harbors many great cultivators, but in terms of array mastery, Brother Xu ranks among the top five and is a well-known master of arrays." Stone Fairy explained, sensing something from Lin Xuan’s tone. While she wasn’t certain, she clung to this as a lifeline.

The man in fine clothes was uneasy, glaring at his companion but not daring to speak further.

"Ah, you are indeed a renowned array master?" Lin Xuan's face showed genuine interest.

"Yes, I have studied arrays for tens of thousands of years and consider my skills decent. I also have some reputation." With the situation as it was, denying would only make things worse. He decided to be honest.

"Good, good."

Lin Xuan’s expression revealed satisfaction. "You trespassed into my lair; your punishment is just. However, if you can do something for me, I might forgive you."

The others knelt and begged, but Lin Xuan was satisfied with their admission of skill in array techniques.
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"Senior, please speak."

The large man in the silk robe's face was filled with狂喜 (ecstatic joy). Although they had been begging for mercy just now, their hopes were actually not high.

After all, the higher the cultivation stage of a cultivator, the more eccentric and unpredictable individuals there tended to be. And don't even mention great existences at the Tribulation Transcending realm—each one was haughty and domineering, accustomed to giving orders. The man had been blind enough to offend such an old monster, making his chances of escaping alive extremely slim.

They knew this in their hearts; begging for mercy was merely a matter of accepting fate.

To their surprise, they actually got lucky as the other party seemed genuinely willing to let them go.

Although they didn't know if what he said was true or false, ants still tried to survive. With any hope, they would try their best!

"Indeed, this is a long story. You may follow me back to my cave first," Lin Xuan's calm voice entered his ears.

"Yes!"

The large man in the silk robe and Stone Fairy exchanged glances, both letting out a sigh of relief. If he said so, it was unlikely that he was just playing with them. As long as they were careful, there was still a chance to save their lives.

They naturally had no objections and led their disciples into the valley together with Lin Xuan.

...

"Ying'er, you go down first!"

"Yes, Master."

Luying'er gave Lin Xuan a graceful bow before retreating. Such a call drew surprised expressions from nearby cultivators.

It was understandable why they were surprised.

A grandmaster at the Tribulation Transcending realm wanted to take on apprentices, and it would be fitting for them to choose cultivators of the Spirit Cultivating stage. The little girl in front of him was only at the Foundation Establishment stage—how could she have such good fortune?

Jealousy filled their hearts. Such a thing was rare throughout the Three Realms and across time.

But they dared not say anything; they stood respectfully, waiting for Lin Xuan's instructions.

"Are you truly an array mage?"

Lin Xuan raised his head and looked at the large man in the silk robe again.

"Yes, junior has other accomplishments to mention. In terms of array arts, I am somewhat well-known in this lost plane. If Senior has any requests, junior will do my best."

The large man was also a cultivator of the Spirit Cultivating stage; he had lived for tens of thousands of years. By now, how could he not understand that the old monster before him likely needed his array arts?

He felt fortunate but dared not hide or be humble. If this old monster thought he was useless, there would be no guarantee they could save their lives.

"Good."

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he waved his sleeve and a jade cylinder with green eyes flew out.

It seemed to have life as it landed in front of the large man.

The other party looked surprised but did not hesitate. He quickly reached out to take it.

"In here, there is an ancient array technique. You may examine it. In three days, Lin will come to inquire about your findings."

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve again and a few silver lights flew from his sleeves, none of which escaped the notice of the cultivators present. Those silver lights all entered their bodies.

These people were alarmed but quickly used Inner Vision techniques. Fortunately, nothing seemed amiss. However, they knew that some sort of restriction had been placed on them.

Although they felt a bit uneasy, this result was expected. The old monster before him clearly had something to ask them to do and would naturally place restrictions to prevent their escape.

They wondered if the promise he made after completing the task would be kept. But now that it had come to this, fear was useless; they could only take each step as it came, hoping that the old man would keep his word.

"Yes!"

The large man looked surprised but showed a hint of joy. If Lin Xuan asked him to do something else, he might not have much confidence. But just an array technique… Stone Fairy had spoken quickly earlier, but what she said was true. His array arts were among the top five in this lost plane.

There weren't many things that could stump him in the field of arrays.

The large man bowed to Lin Xuan and then retreated.

Next, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve again, and another jade cylinder flew out. Stone Fairy did not hesitate; she quickly reached out to take it.

After a brief scan with her divine sense, her expression changed.

Because what was inside the cylinder were no longer ancient array techniques but a long list of items.

"Ten-thousand-year-old玄铁 (dark iron)."

"Heavenly Fire Lustrous Liquid."

"Cloud Stone."

...

"These…"

Stone Fairy, though not an expert in array arts like the large man, as a cultivator of the Spirit Cultivating stage, could not be ignorant of arrays. These items seemed to be rare materials needed for setting up arrays.

"You must collect these treasures. Lin will give you three years. As long as you gather all these materials, your offense of擅自闯入 (trespassing) my cave will be forgiven," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Senior, do you keep your word?" the Stone Fairy's voice was excited.

"Why, are you asking me to swear a Heart Demon Oath?"

"I beg your pardon, Senior. I would never dare to act so recklessly."

Stone Fairy spoke with fear but was secretly overjoyed inside. She was skilled at reading people and understood that Lin Xuan did not seem to be lying. Completing the task really gave her hope for redemption. The most crucial thing was that this task wasn't difficult.

Although there were many items on the list, they were all rare materials that could be obtained through markets or auctions. Three years might be short, but with effort, it was possible to gather them all.

"Senior, I will do my best."

"Yes."

Lin Xuan was very satisfied and waved his sleeve again. A flash of light appeared as a storage bag flew out.

"Senior, what is this?"

"These materials don't have any items at the Heaven Defying realm, but there are many valuable ones. You'll need to go to markets and auctions for them. The costs will be covered by me; I wouldn't take advantage of you," Lin Xuan's indifferent voice entered their ears.

With his wealth, he didn't care about a few crystals. He did this because he was worried that the materials he needed might appear in an auction but these little guys would lack the crystals to buy them.

"Yes, thank you, Senior."

"Effort will be rewarded. After completing your task, I can forgive you and even give you some benefits."

Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered their ears. Even if he didn't say this, they wouldn't dare to slack off anyway. But such encouragement would make them work harder.

The Stone Fairy was indeed overjoyed, feeling that Lin Xuan had become more approachable. She secretly decided to collect the treasures as quickly as possible, hoping for good fortune in their treasure hunt despite their rashness.
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"Step down!"

"Yes!"

The Fairy Stone bowed to Lin Xuan and led her disciples away respectfully. Lin Xuan turned around and returned to his cave abode, feeling that he had found what he was looking for without much effort this time. His luck truly seemed to be on a roll.

Through the soul probing technique, Lin Xuan already knew how to leave the lost realm.

Simply put, three conditions needed to be met:

Firstly, his cultivation level must reach the Transcendation Stage, giving him the ability to tear through the void with bare hands.

Secondly, he had to possess a supreme treasure, the Boundary-Breaking Pearl. Most cultivators in their lifetimes would never even hear of such an item.

Thirdly, he needed to set up an array called "Little Moment Heaven and Earth Array," which should be used in conjunction with the Boundary-Breaking Pearl. A Transcendation Stage cultivator could then tear through the void, allowing him to leave the lost realm.

Lin Xuan had already satisfied the first two conditions. As for the third one, he hadn't paid too much attention to it originally.

Though the Little Moment Heaven and Earth Array was complex, its layout was clearly stored in the ice spirit's memory. Even if he just mimicked it, Lin Xuan could set up the array himself.

Initially, that was how Lin Xuan thought.

However, after a moment of reflection, he realized his mistake. The complexity of this array far exceeded what he had anticipated. While Lin Xuan considered himself to have a better understanding of array techniques than most cultivators, at this moment, he found himself completely lost and unable to comprehend it!

Lin Xuan surmised that comprehending the entire array would require the skills of an array master.

This discovery made him scratch his head in frustration. Wasn't setting up a useful array enough reason for him to relearn all the cultivation arts related to arrays?

Such idle time was not something Lin Xuan could afford. He certainly wouldn't be so foolish as to think he needed to do that.

After all, the vastness of array techniques required countless years of study and practice to reach mastery.

Although Lin Xuan had advanced to the Transcendation Stage, his lifespan was indeed long. But he couldn't waste time on trivial matters like this.

Since he couldn't decipher the Little Moment Heaven and Earth Array himself, seeking help from someone else became the wisest choice.

Lin Xuan already had such a plan. His intention was to finish refining the chaotic Yin essence after which he would seek out an array master.

But it turned out that no effort on his part was needed; the array master came knocking at his door first.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. Such good fortune couldn't be missed, so the task of setting up the Little Moment Heaven and Earth Array naturally fell to the well-dressed man and the woman named Stone.

It would also serve as a form of punishment for these two, who had indeed offended him before. A minor reprimand was only fitting.

After several months, a startling light left the valley as Lin Xuan went on an extended journey. The layout of the Little Moment Heaven and Earth Array was taking shape. The well-dressed man's array techniques were even stronger than what Lin Xuan had anticipated. With him handling the arrays, Lin Xuan needn't worry.

Before leaving the lost realm, there was one more thing for Lin Xuan to do: the treasure map he had obtained by chance last time.

Though Lin Xuan wasn't sure what valuable treasures might be found in ancient cultivators' ruins, their spirit root attributes were similar enough to those of the Shangguan sisters. This alone was enough to make him take a risk.

Finding ancient cultivator ruins was no big deal for a cultivator; even high-level cultivators had some experience with it. Lin Xuan's experience was so rich that he could easily rank among the top in the Three Realms, spanning all of history and mythology.

Lin Xuan had already studied the treasure map meticulously. From any angle, it didn't seem fake. The only issue was that the location marked on the map was far too distant.

Even with his teleportation techniques, it would take Lin Xuan about half a year to reach there.

But this wasn't an issue. While he might not want to waste time here, half a year for him at his current cultivation stage was insignificant.

Moreover, setting up the Little Moment Heaven and Earth Array wouldn't be completed in a day or two.

So Lin Xuan took his time and flew towards the location indicated by the teleportation array.

The cultivation world was full of dangers. Traveling alone could be perilous; encountering unscrupulous individuals could lead to dire consequences.

But with Lin Xuan's strength, he had nothing to fear. If any foolish bandits dared to attack him, they would only lament their terrible luck.

Nevertheless, when faced with unscrupulous individuals, Lin Xuan showed no mercy.

For Lin Xuan, the solitude of the journey was broken by these encounters, making them a welcome diversion.

Thus, Lin Xuan encountered few significant obstacles. After about a year of travel, he finally approached his destination.

The reason for this long journey was that Lin Xuan didn't rush; he visited cities where cultivators gathered and even strolled around in the markets.

Unfortunately, despite his formidable strength and keen eyesight, ordinary treasures couldn't catch his interest.

Although he had visited several marketplaces, there were no significant finds to show for it.

Well, not entirely. Lin Xuan himself hadn't bought anything useful, but Lu Ying'er, his newly acquired disciple, had purchased countless elixirs and medicines.

After all, while Lin Xuan's wealth was considerable, as a Transcendation Stage cultivator, he didn't need many base-level cultivators' elixirs. The limited stock he possessed had already been given to Lu Ying'er, who needed them for her rapid progress in cultivation.

In the cultivation world, precious resources like medicinal herbs were rare and hard to come by, especially those that could enhance one's power or help break through a bottleneck. Even if cultivators owned such items, they wouldn't sell them unless absolutely necessary; they would use them themselves.

However, there were exceptions. For example, base-level elixirs were considered rare in the mortal world but commonplace in the spirit realm where resources were abundant. In more advanced marketplaces, while high-stage cultivators like Shen Transformation and Transcendation Stage cultivators might struggle to find certain items, base-level elixirs for enhancing power weren't particularly impressive.

The only issue was that the prices were exorbitant, deterring most base-level cultivators.

But this wasn't a problem for Lin Xuan. With his wealth, such expenses were merely a drop in the bucket.

A minor incident occurred during his journey. While buying medicinal herbs for his disciple, Lin Xuan inadvertently revealed his true cultivation level. The owner of the medicine shop was stunned but immediately became extremely enthusiastic, offering to gift all those medicines as a token of appreciation.
第三千零五十一章 牧云宗

It sounded absurd, yet it wasn't entirely unexpected when one thought about it.

For low-ranking cultivators, the elixirs that could enhance their cultivation power were rare and hard to come by. However, for those of a higher rank, such elixirs were practically insignificant.

Although the lost interface was home to many hidden talents, the old monsters at the Transcendence stage were indeed as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns. Ordinary cultivators rarely had the chance to see one in person unless they were fortunate enough.

While an old monster of this rank might be interested in base foundation elixirs, it would certainly surprise the owner of a medicinal shop. Such a rare opportunity was too good to pass up.

Using some low-grade spiritual materials to gain the friendship of a Transcendence-stage elder seemed like a bargain that couldn't be passed up.

After Lin Xuan revealed his identity, he not only refused any payment but also gifted him with base foundation elixirs, which were needed by condensation core cultivators. The owner's generosity and demeanor suggested that this medicinal shop was affiliated with a powerful cultivation sect.

Although the condensation core stage was just one level higher than the base foundation stage, the value of power-enhancing elixirs couldn't be compared to those at lower stages.

Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who liked to haggle over small benefits. Given his wealth, this minor advantage wouldn't even catch his attention.

Regardless of what the owner said, Lin Xuan insisted on not accepting any reward for his services. The owner had no choice but to accept and couldn't force him.

After all, the higher one's cultivation stage, the more eccentric individuals they might encounter. Overzealous behavior could easily upset a Transcendence-stage elder, leading to unforeseen consequences.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s refusal was seen as reasonable. The owner reluctantly offered him the best price possible.

This time, Lin Xuan accepted without hesitation. Although the owner wanted to befriend him, he appreciated his good intentions and didn't want to appear ungrateful.

It was a minor incident that Lin Xuan paid no mind. However, this seemingly insignificant matter would bring about significant trouble for him in the future.

As expected, the medicinal shop belonged to a powerful cultivation sect—Muyun Sect!

The name wasn’t particularly remarkable, but it was one of the oldest sects dating back to ancient times among those hidden on the lost interface.

It was a daoist sect. Due to the unique environment of the lost interface, where human clans, beast tribes, ancient demons, and yin souls coexisted, this daoist sect differed greatly from the magic sects in the spiritual realm.

Powerful magic sects usually had both human clan cultivators and true ancient demons as their disciples. Muyun Sect was no exception, and it ranked among the top in the magic sects of the lost interface.

The sect had two senior elders at the Transcendence stage, though they were only at the early stages of that rank. They were both formidable figures.

One was a human clan cultivator, while the other was an actual ancient demon. The strength of each was unknown since few Transcendence-stage cultivators revealed their true power outside.

Muyun Sect had no grudge against Lin Xuan in the past. However, after failing to win him over, the owner of the medicinal shop relayed his information back to the sect.

This wasn't out of malice; as one of the sect's business ventures on the lost interface, it was also tasked with gathering intelligence from various parts of the cultivation world.

Any information related to Transcendence-stage monsters, no matter how absurd, couldn’t be ignored. Thus, this news made its way back.

For the owner of the medicinal shop, his actions were merely fulfilling his duties. The information quickly reached the two senior elders of Muyun Sect.

Muyun Mountain was a vast and rugged range with excellent demonic energy. Several main peaks were enveloped in dense demonic aura.

Mo Yun Valley was an unremarkable small valley, not large in size, but it had the most concentrated demonic aura on Muyun Mountain. It was one of the sect’s most important forbidden areas.

Two figures sat cross-legged in a small stone room within the valley.

The man on the right appeared to be around forty years old, with thick eyebrows and a well-proportioned face, giving off an air of maturity and stability.

The cultivator on the left, however, looked much younger, no more than twenty. He had disheveled hair and a refined appearance, exuding a carefree demeanor.

These two were undoubtedly the senior elders of Muyun Sect. However, it was impossible to tell which one was an ancient demon; at their level, they could transform into humans with ease.

The two seemed to be exchanging cultivation insights when suddenly, a fire dragon flew in.

A transmission talisman!

The disheveled cultivator's eyebrows raised slightly as he extended his right hand. A flash of light later, the transmission talisman landed in his palm.

He lowered his head and sank into his divine sense, quickly revealing an expression of surprise: "Interesting. This is truly interesting."

"Junior brother, what happened?"

The middle-aged man was taken aback, looking confused.

This wasn’t unusual; at their level, they had seen many strange things. Something must have been very interesting to cause such a reaction from his junior brother.

"It’s news from Moon City. A peer cultivator is gathering base foundation elixirs."

"What? At our same rank—Transcendence stage—that’s right! He’s collecting base foundation elixirs, didn’t I hear correctly?" The middle-aged man was stunned, his face showing surprise.

"Of course not; such matters concern Transcendence-stage cultivators. How could a junior dare to speak nonsense?" the disheveled cultivator said with a smile and stood up.

"Junior brother, what do you plan to do?"

The middle-aged man frowned.

"I’ve been in seclusion for a long time without breaking through my cultivation stage. I finally found this interesting news; naturally, I want to move around."

The disheveled cultivator’s expression was indifferent: "Moreover, if there were no benefits, would Senior Brother think he’d do such meaningless work? Perhaps there are significant benefits, so I plan to follow and investigate."
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"Isn't this a bit risky? After all, we don't know if the other party is friend or foe."

Compared to the robed cultivator, the middle-aged man clearly appeared more mature and prudent. Upon hearing his junior's words, he frowned.

The Lost Realm of Drifting Cloud Valley was famous for its powerful demonic sects, so their actions wouldn't be as timid as a mouse. However, this matter involved an old monster at the Transcendation stage, so even he had to carefully consider it.

After all, they were also beings of that level. How terrifying a Transcendation-stage ancestor was, they knew in their hearts.

Based on the intelligence gathered, Lin Xuan clearly had no interest with this sect. Since that was the case, why bother stirring up trouble by provoking a peer-level cultivator?

This wasn't about being timid or not; even if one enjoyed competition and rivalry, they wouldn’t want to invite disaster for no reason.

Thus, the middle-aged man gently advised against it.

But the robed cultivator chuckled: "Brother Senior, you're overthinking this. I merely said that he's quite interesting and planned to follow him secretly just to watch the spectacle. When did I say we must definitely offend him or provoke a peer-level cultivator? Do you think I have such idle time?"

This response was reasonable enough, but the middle-aged man still seemed unconvinced. He knew his junior well; they had been fellow disciples for nearly a million years. How could he not understand his temperament?

The junior was always fiery-tempered and his cultivation techniques favored spontaneity. Each time he went out, he invariably caused trouble.

However, as a Transcendation-stage cultivator, the junior was one of the few in all three realms. Even if the other party suffered, they could only grit their teeth and accept it.

Seeking revenge on a Transcendation-stage cultivator would be like complaining about living too long.

Because of this, he didn't mind his junior's usual antics, but this time was different. The target was a peer-level cultivator. A misstep could bring disaster to the sect.

Thus, he couldn’t help but advise, though not too overtly. His junior’s personality might backfire if he pushed too hard.

The middle-aged man carefully worded his advice: "Junior Brother, since this person is at your level, their divine sense must be strong. If you follow him, you might inadvertently reveal yourself..."

"Haha, Brother Senior, you're worried about that? Don't worry; recently, I just figured out a secret technique for concealing my aura and hiding. Even if the other party is only an early-stage cultivator like us, they can’t detect me."

"Oh, there's such a secret technique?" The middle-aged man was surprised.

"Is Brother Senior not believing me? Let me show you," the robed cultivator said indignantly.

"No need for that, Brother Junior. I wouldn't doubt you anyway. Since so, do as you please. After all, he is at your level; try to avoid trouble if possible."

The middle-aged man sighed and stopped his advice, knowing it was futile. He could only mention the matter briefly.

"Alright, Brother Senior, I'll be careful. The miscellaneous tasks of the sect can be handled by you alone."

The robed cultivator didn't want to continue arguing. With a burst of demonic light, he transformed into a black wind and disappeared.

Leaving the Drifting Cloud Valley Sovereign to sigh. His junior was still alive for tens of thousands of years, yet his actions were still as reckless as ever.

His demonic techniques were powerful, but that spontaneous nature was too infuriating.

The Drifting Cloud Valley Sovereign grumbled inwardly, but he wasn't overly worried. The intelligence reported back indicated the mysterious cultivator was only at an early Transcendation stage.

Among peers, his junior was undoubtedly outstanding; even he couldn’t match him. Even if they truly became enemies, it shouldn't cause much trouble.

...

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this as he continued walking leisurely.

Along the way, there were markets or places where cultivators gathered, and Lin Xuan wasn't averse to pausing for rest or fortune-telling, hoping to find something useful by chance.

However, reality proved that opportunities were rare. Apart from gathering numerous medicinal pills for Yin'er, he didn’t find any other valuable treasures.

But he remained undiscouraged; it was just luck. Finding something was naturally joyful, but not finding anything wasn't worth feeling depressed about either.

Walking and pausing, the original six-month journey took Lin Xuan a full year to finally reach his destination.

This was deep within a mountain where the aura was exceptionally thin. There were few cultivators or beasts nearby; ordinary fierce beasts like giant snakes and tigers existed but posed no threat to him.

Looking at the scenery before him, Lin Xuan didn't show much surprise on his face. He had only been in the cultivation world for a few thousand years, yet his experiences rivaled those of ancient monsters who lived for millions of years.

Searching for treasures in ancient ruins was something he had experienced multiple times.

Ancient cultivators' dwellings might seem unremarkable at first glance, but that was normal.

Lin Xuan's遁光had already stopped. With a wave of his sleeve, an ancient and simple jade eye scroll flew out. Lin Xuan reached for it without hesitation, lowering his head to immerse his divine sense.

After about the time it took to drink tea, Lin Xuan raised his head again, looking around with a hint of joy on his face.

"Correct, this is where it is."

He then shook his hand, and a spell formula shot out from his fingertips, entering the treasure map.

Peng, the jade eye scroll split open. A picture appeared before him, showing birds, beasts, insects, fish, and colorful light swirling around. Lin Xuan felt familiar with it but couldn't recall where he had seen it.

Cultivators indeed had a photographic memory for important things like techniques or treasures, but ordinary matters could be forgotten over time.

But now wasn’t the time to dwell on it. Spell formula after spell formula was cast as the scroll's aura flowed more rapidly. Not only that, but the surrounding primordial energy also converged towards the scroll, flowing into it.
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A clear and crisp sound echoed, the scroll radiating with a lively light as if it had come to life.

Lin Xuan's face was grave. The incantation he recited grew more rapid and ancient.

"Break!"

Suddenly, his right hand rose, tracing an odd trajectory in mid-air while a sharp exclamation pierced the air. A silver-white spell shot forth.

The entire scroll became increasingly vivid, its dazzling light flickering continuously, almost blinding to the eyes.

Then, a flash of light, and the scroll vanished into a small mountain peak ahead.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as the mountain disappeared, replaced by a magnificent palace.

"Is this where the ancient sages hid their secret sanctuaries?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy. The entrance was now open; the next task was to search for treasures inside.

He did not hesitate, emitting a green glow and flying towards the palace.

The door was not locked, and soon Lin Xuan entered and disappeared within.

...

Silence returned to the area. This place was already desolate, with no sign of cultivators in ten million miles around.

Thus, even though this palace was splendid, it posed no risk of attracting other cultivator's attention.

Moreover, the treasure map clearly stated that after half an hour, this entrance would vanish.

Therefore, Lin Xuan paid no mind. He believed that no cultivator would happen to arrive here in such a short time.

However, as Lin Xuan thought, there were some things in life that defied expectations.

Even wise men could make mistakes. Although Lin Xuan was clever, he occasionally let his guard down.

Half an hour quickly approached. The palace began to blur, but at this moment, a light laugh entered his ears.

"Good job, good job. I knew an old patriarch who had already gone through the Tribulation would not bother collecting Foundation Establishment stage pills. It's definitely due to coincidence. This time, coming here just for fun, was indeed right."

Before he could finish speaking, a figure in white robes appeared from nowhere in the air.

At first glance, this figure did not stand out much.

However, mentioning Old Devil Xu of Pasture Cloud Sect, even among high-ranking cultivators in the lost world, few would be unaware. In fact, it was almost as if they would turn pale at the mention of him.

Tribulation-stage cultivators were rare throughout the Three Realms, and most preferred not to get involved in mundane matters due to their immense power.

But Old Devil Xu was an exception. As one of the two Supreme Elders of Pasture Cloud Sect, he originally had a revered status, with his disciples handling all tasks for him.

Yet, he did not like this. He would venture out every few hundred years, stirring up trouble wherever he went and causing countless problems.

Despite his many misdeeds, Old Devil Xu's cultivation was so profound that Pasture Cloud Sect ranked among the top ten superpowers in the lost world. Thus, those who had suffered at his hands could only accept their fate.

How could they hold a grudge when the Three Realms were ruled by strength?

Old Devil Xu did not lie; the secret technique he newly mastered indeed had incredible effects on concealing one's presence. Lin Xuan failed to spot him despite his thorough inspection, thanks to Old Devil Xu's cleverness and distance.

Following Lin Xuan, he also discovered the entrance to ancient ruins.

With the same Tribulation-stage rank, this fellow naturally possessed excellent discernment. He instantly recognized these as relics from Drifting Cloud Valley with a glance, thrilled by such an opportunity. Seeing no reason to miss it, he gripped his hands and emitted a burst of demonic energy, transforming into a black streak that flew into the palace.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of this.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled his ears as several terrifying beasts surrounded him.

These monsters had peculiar appearances. One giant snake, thicker than a water barrel at over a hundred feet long, had three differently sized heads. Each head could cast spells of different attributes.

Moreover, the snake itself was thick-skinned and incredibly strong.

Beside it stood a lion, much smaller but still several times larger than its mundane counterparts. Its teeth were sharp, and even more terrifyingly, blue electric arcs danced across its body.

Above them, there was also a giant bat, significantly larger than normal with a wingspan of a dozen feet. Its fangs were exposed, and its eyes glowed blood-red.

These three monsters looked formidable, but no trace of demonic or beastly energy emanated from their bodies.

"Ancient beasts!"

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. With his extensive experience, he instantly recognized the origin of these creatures.

Unlike魔兽妖族, ancient beasts were originally ordinary fierce animals that had undergone some mutations due to chance, extending their lifespans immensely. While not immortal, they could live for hundreds of thousands of years.

As the saying goes, old age brings wisdom. These ancient beasts, having lived so long, gained formidable strength.

For example, these three monsters, a century ago, were just ordinary lions, bats, and snakes. Now...

If Lin Xuan had not been here, several Spirit Formation cultivators would have struggled to deal with them, risking their lives if they were careless.

"Roar!"

A thunderous roar filled his ears as the lion grew impatient, charging at him. Its speed was like a streak of lightning, but there were actually electric arcs. This beast could control lightning, sending circles of electricity toward him.

On his left, a fierce wind raged, and above him, visible sound waves circled as the snake and bat joined in the attack.

"Idiot!"

Lin Xuan showed no sign of panic despite the formidable ancient beasts. While even several Spirit Formation cultivators would struggle against them, they were not impressive to Lin Xuan's eyes.
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Lin Xuan showed no intention of retreating. With a wave of his sleeves, a ball of flame the size of an egg flew out.

Five-colored Crystal!

Just the aura it emitted was enough to send shivers down one's spine.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire!

With Lin Xuan’s current strength, facing these three ancient beasts, there were countless methods he could use to counter their attacks.

In the end, he chose Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire. He didn’t need to say anything; his intention was clear—to see how this fire’s abilities had changed after refining it from chaotic Yin energy.

A flash of spiritual light passed by, and in an instant, the void was frozen. The whirlwind or lightning that followed were instantly ice-bound as they faced the extreme cold法则.

Lin Xuan stood still as if he hadn’t moved at all, while three figures before him had turned into ice sculptures, still maintaining their offensive stance but devoid of life.

Sure enough, it was the lion, bat, and python.

Instant kill!

The power of Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire after its evolution was even more terrifying than Lin Xuan had anticipated. These creatures didn’t even come close to the fire; they simply perished under the influence of that wondrous extreme cold法则.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his expression shifting from shock to joy. Clearly, the power of Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire after its evolution exceeded his expectations.

The entire process seemed complicated but only lasted an instant. Lin Xuan retracted Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire and the ice sculptures dissipated with the wind as if nothing had happened.

He then raised his head and surveyed the surroundings. The landscape stretched out before him, with rolling hills extending far into the distance. However, the aura of the place seemed not very abundant in essence energy. This scene was different from what he had seen before entering the palace.

Space treasure?

Or perhaps these ancient great sages had torn through space, carving out a cave within a spatial rift.

With his rich experience, Lin Xuan found this familiar.

He then took a deep breath and released his immensely powerful divine sense.

The mysterious space wasn’t very vast. Soon enough, he made his discovery.

His entire body shone with green light as it flew towards the distant mountain range.

His speed was unmatched here; there was no need to hide. It didn’t take long for him to reach his destination.

That was a towering mountain, thousands of feet high, covered in lush greenery that truly seemed majestic.

Since there were no restrictions on airspace, Lin Xuan continued flying without stopping until he reached the peak.

The top was relatively flat with a small lake where essence energy wafted out from its surface.

Spirit Eye Lake!

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. It was well-known that Spirit Eye Springs, Spirit Eye Trees, and Spirit Eye Jewels were called the Three Treasures of Spirit Eyes in the cultivation world.

However, the true treasures of spirit eyes weren’t limited to these three; they simply stood out more due to their visibility.

Other spirit eye treasures could only be heard about in ancient texts. For instance, this Spirit Eye Lake was far larger than a regular Spirit Eye Spring, as its surface had transformed essence energy into liquid form, making it incredibly rich. Absorbing the abundant essence power here would greatly benefit even渡劫期 cultivators.

Lin Xuan felt joy.

He hadn’t found the ancient great sages’ caves yet, but this Spirit Eye Lake was already a valuable treasure.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; his joy was fleeting. He then focused his mind and began searching for the real targets.

If he had guessed correctly, the great sages' caves should be nearby.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and meticulously searched inch by inch. However, there were no results.

Lin Xuan frowned but showed no signs of discouragement. Taking a deep breath, silver light flared in his eyes.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

With Lin Xuan’s current strength, this technique was almost on par with the true king of birds; it was just slightly inferior.

His eyes now glowed intensely as he pushed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its limits. A blurry image appeared before him.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled. "What a mysterious spell! It seems one of those ancient great sages excelled in spatial法则. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have hidden their caves so well."

His self-talk echoed as he acted. He raised his right hand and made a sword with his fingers, delivering a fierce slash.

Spirit light flashed, and a beam of light shot forward, flying several dozen feet before disappearing into the void.

In the next moment, spatial ripples surged, revealing a space rift about a foot long in his vision.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm as he continued to make a virtual strike. A sizzling sound filled his ears; the rift grew larger and eventually transformed into a swirling vortex.

Bottomless!

But this was just the beginning. The vortex rotated rapidly, expanding its area. After some time, the vortex vanished, replaced by a palace in view.

"Another palace."

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. However, this palace was far more magnificent than the one he had entered. Just the entrance alone was over a hundred feet high; Lin Xuan felt like an insignificant ant standing there.

The palace’s door was tightly shut, crafted from unknown essence wood with birds, beasts, insects, and fish painted on it—similar to those on the treasure map. Lin Xuan found them familiar but couldn’t recall where he had seen them.

While Lin Xuan stood in awe of the giant palace, somewhere in a hidden corner of this mysterious space, Old Devil Mu Yunzong from the Pastoral Cloud Sect also showed surprise. Several ancient beast corpses lay beside him, but his gaze fell on something not far away.

Following his gaze, one could see a large cocoon-like object towering over a foot high, dull and unremarkable at first glance.

However, every incense stick’s worth of time, colorful runes flowed across the surface of the cocoon.

These runes were extremely mysterious. Although Old Devil Mu Yunzong was a渡劫 cultivator, he could only understand them partially.

One thing was certain: these runes had an封印effect.

His face showed shock. Even though he couldn’t decipher the runes, their terrifying power was evident.

If he were in that cocoon’s place, there would be no chance of escape.

What lay inside? Old Devil Mu Yunzong felt curious but vaguely sensed that this treasure hunt might hide some secrets.
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Originally, this outing was just a whim. He had merely been curious and approached it with the mindset of playing around. However, his discovery now made him feel extremely serious.

It was as if he was happy and delighted, but there was also a hint of anticipation in his expression, as if he were lost in thought.

After searching high and low, one finally comes across what they seek without much effort.

While the power of a Golden Transformation Realm cultivator is certainly enviable, reaching this level requires immense difficulty. For him to seek breakthroughs at such an advanced stage would be incredibly challenging.

Every few hundred years, he would leave the main sect headquarters and travel far and wide, seemingly for leisure. However, his purpose was not merely for fun; there were specific goals in mind.

And it wasn't mysterious or extraordinary—simply seeking opportunities.

In Old Stoker's view, while his talent was commendable, he had likely reached the peak of his potential at the early stage of Golden Transformation. To seek breakthroughs would require extraordinary luck and not just diligent practice within the sect.

However, luck is elusive; it can't be easily grasped or seen. It took a lot to come across such an opportunity.

But as a cultivator who had reached this realm, his mind was naturally resilient. Old Stoker wouldn’t be any different.

Failure was no reason for despair; persistence would eventually lead him to success.

Though the idea seemed far-fetched, the logic held true. Now, it appeared that Old Stoker's luck had finally turned in his favor.

He needed to figure out what lay within this dull cocoon and what secrets this mysterious small space held.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, he gazed at the dull cocoon, lost in thought.

His heart was filled with anticipation, but acting rashly would be foolish. Golden Transformation Realm experts were cunning; they always remained calm when faced with situations.

But just as he pondered, the symbols on the cocoon's surface lit up again.

Simultaneously, a clear ringing sound echoed, and brilliant spiritual light shone out from the cocoon’s surface.

The different-colored spiritual lights flowed continuously, making it look more beautiful than a rainbow. It was dazzlingly splendid.

"What is this?"

Old Stoker widened his eyes in shock as he couldn't suppress a look of astonishment.

But that expression quickly changed to one of joy—no, ecstatic joy.

It was treasure aura!

Yes, this was undoubtedly the legendary treasure aura.

Treasure aura was known by few cultivators across the three realms. It could only be found in ancient texts.

Legends said that先天灵宝would emit a treasure aura upon awakening.

Apart from such items, very few things could produce a treasure aura.

In other words, once an item emitted a treasure aura, its value would be immense.

Old Stoker had read about this. Even with his vast experience, his heart raced at the sight.

It was no wonder; for cultivators, treasures and magic artifacts were the most valuable possessions. As a Golden Transformation Realm expert, he rarely encountered such items. Without seeing them, how could he hope to possess one?

For an early-stage cultivator like him, the thought of a先天灵宝was a dream come true. To be so fortunate was beyond his wildest dreams.

His hands trembled slightly as he realized just how lucky he might be.

Though he didn't know how to remove that strange seal, attacking seemed the right move.

Old Stoker's eyes flashed with determination as he flicked his sleeves. A black aura surged out from his sleeve and transformed into a massive black serpent, lunging at the cocoon.

Zzzzt…

Before it could reach within three feet of the cocoon, numerous mysterious symbols lit up.

They formed golden lightning that struck the serpent, causing it to disintegrate instantly.

"Such a terrifying secret technique. It seems to have an effect against my dark magic."

The hair-covered cultivator frowned deeply. His previous attack was merely a test, but his opponent's counterattack was far more intense than expected.

His dark magic seemed to face its nemesis.

"Could this be..."

He was shocked but also delighted.

Perhaps the item sealed within the cocoon wasn't a先天灵宝but a先天魔宝?

Yes, that must be it. This could explain why such an important item would be sealed here.

Knowing that ordinary cultivators couldn’t control a先天魔宝, using one would have its drawbacks—its true dark magic aura would erode their cultivation, potentially leading to severe damage or even death.

But as a Golden Transformation Realm expert, this was his dream. The true dark magic aura from the treasure would not harm him; instead, it would enhance his cultivation.

His luck was truly extraordinary.

At this point, Old Stoker had no hesitation. Even if he thought no one else would come, better safe than sorry…

He moved swiftly, black winds swirling as several magical artifacts flew out of his sleeves and attacked the dull cocoon.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan wasn't idle either. He gazed at the massive palace before him, pondering what to do. But just then, a creaking sound echoed, signaling that the palace door had opened.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy as he heard a "whoosh" and saw golden light emanating from his surroundings.

"Bad luck!"

Most cultivators might have hesitated, but Lin Xuan’s extensive experience allowed him to react instantly. Without thinking, he stepped left.

Nine Heavens Microstep!

With spatial abilities now at play, Lin Xuan vanished from the spot.
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Zhu Zhu…

The sound of the breaking air entered Lin Xuan's ears. In front of him, golden light was blazing. Fortunately, Lin Xuan reacted swiftly; otherwise, he would have been shot like a honeycomb.

After turning the danger into safety, Lin Xuan's expression still showed some lingering fear.

The gate had already opened, and some warriors in golden armor were visible. They held swords, spears, and halberds, with a row of archers maintaining their drawn bows. The streaks of golden light that had just passed by must have been the attacks from these guys on Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan looked at the armored warriors before him; they weren't cultivators but lacked any trace of mana emanating from them. They were definitely puppets made from various rare materials, no doubt about it.

Their exact cultivation level was unknown, but their attack could roughly indicate their strength. It seemed that these puppets were on par with spirit-separated cultivators.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as a hint of greed flashed across his face. Spirit-separated level puppets! While such creatures weren't rare in the cultivation world, they held immense value that was hard to describe. If he could subdue them, it would be a significant fortune for him.

After all, in the cultivation realm, not everything could be exchanged with crystal stones and treasures. With his current strength, acquiring one or two puppets of spirit-separated level wouldn't be difficult, but with over a hundred before him, the time required would be substantial.

Lin Xuan didn’t have that kind of leisure. His expression was filled with envy as he watched the armored puppets. However, there wasn’t any time for contemplation.

These puppets were valuable, but they also harbored intense hostility towards Lin Xuan. They wouldn't hesitate to attack again after missing their first shot. The whizzing sounds continued as golden light flashed once more before him, finally making Lin Xuan realize his mistake. He had been so focused on subduing them that he forgot they were now his enemies.

He was too careless!

Lin Xuan’s mind scolded himself for the oversight. His actions didn’t slow down; instead, he took a step to the side. Direct confrontation would be foolish in such circumstances.

First, use Nine Heavens Micro-Step to dodge this round of attacks.

Although Lin Xuan had been distracted by his thoughts and reacted slightly slower, his strength far exceeded that of these puppets. The golden light still fell to naught. Lin Xuan wasn’t one to take hits without retaliating; he flicked his sleeves, and dazzling sword lights swam out…

Meanwhile, on the other side.

Old Devil Xu was also busy. His face showed excitement as magical light danced around him. He was operating several pitch-black treasures, fiercely attacking the giant silkworm cocoon.

Golden spiritual light flowed across the surface of the cocoon, with mysterious symbols appearing in the void. Though their sizes varied, they were powerful and effectively blocking Xu’s attacks.

The cocoon had endured so long under the assault from a Great Daoist, indicating that this seal was indeed very advanced.

Thinking about what might be sealed inside—a possible先天魔宝—made Xu’s eyes gleam with excitement. His hands moved nonstop, pouring pure magical energy into his treasures.

After another cup of tea passed, a thunderous explosion echoed. The cocoon remained unchanged, but its golden light vanished, and the mysterious symbols turned to gray smoke.

"Haha, finally, my efforts haven’t been in vain."

Xu’s expression of joy flashed before he instantly appeared three feet from the cocoon without moving his steps. This wasn't a spatial technique; it was merely simple teleportation, something low-level cultivators dreamed of but was effortless for a Great Daoist.

With the seal on the surface removed, Xu now needed to figure out how to remove this treasure.

Before he could think further, a clear ringing sound filled the air as dazzling spiritual light emanated from the cocoon’s surface. This time, it was black in color, and Xu felt extremely pure true demonic energy.

"Sure enough, a先天魔宝!"

Xu murmured with excitement. At this point, he had an 80% certainty. The excitement in his heart didn’t need to be said; the last bit of doubt in his mind had vanished.

Opportunity knocks but once!

With that thought, Xu took another step forward. His right hand reached out, but before he could touch the cocoon, something incredible happened.

Ssssh…

As if a piece of silk was torn, deep cracks appeared on the surface of the cocoon. This was just the beginning; more sssh sounds filled his ears as new cracks rapidly emerged and soon covered the entire surface, resembling spider webs.

Xu’s expression changed from surprise to joy. He had already broken the seal, so would this先天魔宝 emerge?

That wouldn’t be bad either, saving him a lot of effort.

Next, he needed to think about how to acquire it.

After all, a treasure at the先天level was undoubtedly highly spirited. Although he hadn’t owned one before, he had heard many stories related to such treasures and didn't want to lose it by accident.

In other words, this was the most critical moment. Xu didn’t want to make any mistakes now. He took a deep breath and focused his mind when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

The cocoon, covered in cracks, began spinning rapidly. Even with his extensive experience, Xu’s face showed confusion as he stared at it.

After several moments,

Boom!

Suddenly, black demonic energy surged outward, and the cocoon exploded without any warning.

"Bad luck!"

In a moment of crisis, if another cultivator were here, they would be in shock. But Xu, being a Great Daoist, remained calm. Seeing the incoming demonic energy, he couldn’t retreat in time. His left hand flashed out like lightning, and a black shield materialized, forming an impenetrable light barrier that protected him just as the cocoon exploded.
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Meanwhile, on the other side.

The法宝纵横 flew about, various colored spiritual lights pierced through the air, and continuous thunderous explosions filled his ears.

Compared to the trouble Old Evil Stoker encountered, Lin Xuan's situation seemed even more unfavorable. However, this was just a superficial appearance; in reality, the puppets before him, though numerous, were not weak in strength. For dozens of Spirit Dividing Realm existences to want to kill Lin Xuan here was an underestimation.

To be blunt, if it weren't for himself, but other Golden Pillar Period old monsters, they could still move freely as well.

The gap between the Spirit Dividing and Golden Pillar realms wasn’t simply a matter of numbers; it was much more profound.

Lin Xuan stayed here and engaged in maneuvering with the golden-armored warriors not just to waste these treasures but also to see if there was any way he could subdue them.

However, given the current situation, achieving this goal seemed unlikely.

Lin Xuan sighed, feeling a bit regretful. But since he knew that lingering would be futile, he had no mood for idle efforts here.

A fierce look flashed in his eyes as Lin Xuan finally made it count.

With a wave of his sleeve, a bright silver light shot out.

He timed it perfectly; two golden-armored warriors were just charging forward.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at the front. The silver light sped up but suddenly vanished halfway through its flight.

The puppets naturally wouldn't be surprised, but losing their target abruptly made them turn around to look around.

Taking advantage of this distraction, fine silver threads emerged and clung to the heads of two puppets.

The power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was well-known; both Spirit Dividing Realm puppets lost their heads.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as a series of piercing sounds filled his ears.

Golden light radiated everywhere. This time, Lin Xuan didn't dodge. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword swam out and split the golden light into pieces.

Following this, the momentum continued, and the archer puppets were also killed by Lin Xuan.

The entire process was swift, but before he could show satisfaction, his brow furrowed as he suddenly punched to the side.

Silent and invisible!

This punch didn't seem powerful on the surface. However, several dozen feet past it, the void suddenly twisted. Two puppets appeared with golden light flashing all over them. But their chests were pierced by some kind of treasure, leaving two fist-sized wounds.

They had actually been penetrated through!

Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; his physical body was even stronger than that of a peer-level monster. Even without using any treasures, the power of this punch would not be something these two Spirit Dividing Realm puppets could bear.

However, considering the puppets' abilities, they were indeed formidable. The ones he just destroyed had actually used stealth and invisibility techniques.

If it were an ordinary Golden Pillar Period old monster, a moment’s inattention might have caused some trouble, but unfortunately, it met Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, making such actions mere showboating.

Since these puppets couldn't be subdued, Lin Xuan, with his nature, wouldn’t waste time. He quickly killed all of them.

Then he raised his head and surveyed the palace before him.

The giant palace doors were already open, and it seemed there was no danger in front. After releasing his divine sense to scan repeatedly without finding any issues, Lin Xuan stepped inside without hesitation.

However, as soon as he stepped into the door, everything began to spin. The scene within the palace distorted and blurred. Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed; had he entered another禁制?

The thought flashed through his mind like lightning, but Lin Xuan didn’t lose his composure.

Encountering danger while treasure hunting was normal. Panic wouldn't help solve the current problem. With rich experience in such situations, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword swam out, emitting silver light that danced around him.

He then summoned the True Spirit Inkstone of Azure Dragon, having these two treasures for both offense and defense. Even if he did encounter enemies, they could be handled.

Lin Xuan then focused his gaze ahead.

The scene before him remained blurry, giving a feeling as though he had just emerged from the混沌初开 moment. Lin Xuan frowned deeply; fortunately, this situation didn’t last long.

After about a cup of tea's time, the originally blurry scene gradually became clear.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and quickly focused his gaze forward. However, what he saw made him gasp in shock, almost thinking his eyes were playing tricks on him.

On the other side, Old Stoker was at his wits' end.

The feeling of falling from heaven to hell was something he now experienced firsthand. Just a moment ago, he had been overjoyed by the prospect of an easy acquisition, but now it turned out to be a trap.

Damn it, did I misjudge? Could the cocoon contain no treasure?

Various thoughts raced through his mind, but he didn’t have time to verify them now. Recalling that scene made him break into cold sweat; fortunately, his quick reaction prevented an ambush.

The cocoon had already burst open, revealing a large black light ball spinning rapidly, emitting countless dark magic energies.

Old Stoker was indeed human, but as a Golden Pillar Realm cultivator, he wasn’t repulsed by magic energy. The purer the magic energy, the better for him; his ultimate wish was to command pure true magic energy like the True Demon Ancestor.

This was one of his lifelong aspirations, yet before him lay an overwhelming amount of pure true magic energy that caused him great distress.

Innumerable dark magic energies transformed into tentacles, encircling him and cutting off his retreat. More magic energies continued to emit from the black light ball, transforming into ferocious monsters attacking him from all sides.

Though these were illusions, they were incredibly fierce, and their sheer number left Old Stoker in shock. He was both terrified and angry; he couldn’t break free for a moment.

"Show yourself, coward! Have you the courage to fight me?"

Old Stoker’s voice of shock and anger echoed, but he didn't notice that among the dark magic energies, there was a faint thread of magic energy barely visible.

Using the cover of the monsters, it quickly approached Old Stoker, transforming into a fierce face as it lunged at him. The defenses set up by its opponent proved useless; it passed through them as if they were nothing.
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At the same time, on another side.

Lin Xuan looked at the scenery before him and a look of surprise appeared on his face.

A large mountain was in view. At its foot, there lay a small village, tranquil and peaceful.

Birds sang from branches while rabbits darted through the grass, seemingly searching for something delicious to eat.

To be honest, what he saw had no particular allure; such a serene and beautiful little village could easily be found in the mundane world.

But everything before Lin Xuan was too familiar.

Before entering the cultivation realm, he lived in such a small village. He knew every plant and tree here intimately.

The scene before him matched his memories to the smallest detail, causing Lin Xuan to feel somewhat disoriented.

However, this moment of distraction only lasted for an instant. Soon, a sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth.

An illusion?

Lin Xuan, with his rich experience as a cultivator, quickly came up with a reasonable explanation for his predicament.

This ancient immortal's ruins were indeed not easy to navigate; after dealing with so many puppets, he had inadvertently fallen into an illusion again.

If it was a group of Spirit Formation stage cultivators searching for treasure, even if there were dozens of them, they might all end up in the netherworld. Even for those at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, whether or not they could survive this illusion was still uncertain.

After all, the nature of this illusion was different from what he had encountered before; it actually had the ability to discern one's thoughts. Otherwise, it wouldn't have created a village that resembled his former home.

To call it an illusion would be more like calling it a heart demon. Even for cultivators at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, if they weren’t careful, they could easily fall into this trap.

But such was the case only for ordinary cultivators. For Lin Xuan, all of this amounted to showing off in front of an expert.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't careless. He took a deep breath and silver light shone from his eyes.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

Just like the eyes of the king of birds, it had the ability to see through illusions.

Lin Xuan looked around, but under the effect of his spirit eye, there was no change in the scene before him. It didn't seem to be working at all.

His brows rose slightly as he felt a bit surprised. After all, he was now at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. Although the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye couldn’t compare to an actual phoenix, it was nearly on par with one, and yet it failed to see through this illusion.

This situation had never happened before.

But despite his shock, Lin Xuan wasn't at a loss for what to do.

While the illusion array here was outrageous, the fact that the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye couldn’t see through it didn’t mean he had no other abilities to break it!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and expelled some stale air. Then, with his right hand raised, he pointed outwards.

The Nine Palaces Sword Spirit, which had been circling around him, suddenly emitted bright light. A whistling sound entered his ears as nine swords of immortality flew back at incredible speed.

At first glance, these nine immortal swords seemed no different from the others, but Lin Xuan knew that each one was unique in its own way.

Nine Palaces Sword Spirit wasn’t just a pretty name; it consisted of nine swords with different elemental natures: metal, wood, water, fire, earth, ice, wind, lightning, and illusion.

Together they could conquer all under heaven.

While there was some exaggeration in the saying, the nine elemental natures of the Nine Palaces Sword Spirit were indeed incredibly mysterious. Metal, wood, water, fire, and earth were definitely included. The remaining ice, wind, and lightning corresponded to the different spirit roots of cultivators.

The last nature was rather unique; most cultivators had never even heard of it.

Illusion Nature!

Indeed, changeable and unpredictable—just like the power behind this illusion array!

As they say, whoever ties a bell should be able to untie it. To break this wondrous illusion array, his own illusion nature sword would be the perfect tool.

This wasn’t an idea that came out of nowhere; there was detailed documentation in the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique.

These nine illusion nature swords were versatile weapons for both offense and defense. They could create illusions to attack enemies or break through arrays with the same elemental nature, but their true power was hard to describe in words. He just hadn’t had a chance to use them before!

While illusions were useful in the cultivation realm, the conditions required to cultivate them were extremely strict, so few cultivators mastered this skill.

Lin Xuan had encountered such abilities before, but his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could usually break through ordinary illusions, so he never got the opportunity to use these illusion nature swords as a trump card.

This was indeed his first time using them.

But Lin Xuan didn’t look particularly anxious. After all, his strength was there, and even if he hadn't used it before, that didn’t mean he hadn’t practiced. So he appeared confident.

He waved his hands, the nine immortal swords converging in the middle, emitting bright silver light.

After a moment, the light faded, revealing a silver lotus flower.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The silver lotus bloomed, and sword energy surged out from within, like a storm of wind and rain, covering an area of hundreds of feet in all directions.

The scenery before him began to distort. After some time, a tearing sound filled the air, as if porcelain had shattered on the ground.

Mountains, trees, even the earth beneath his feet—all were torn apart like a painting being ripped into pieces.

It was hard to describe this feeling with words.

But Lin Xuan found himself very familiar with what he saw. The meaning behind it was clear; he hadn’t wasted his efforts. The illusion nature sword truly wasn’t trivial, and this wondrous illusion array had been silently broken.

A satisfied look appeared on Lin Xuan’s face.

The power of the illusion nature sword exceeded his expectations. With such a treasure at hand, it would be hard for any illusion in the Three Realms to trap him.

The scenery before him became blurry. Soon, he found himself back in that palace.

Looking around, this palace seemed slightly smaller than what he had seen from outside. It was only about a hundred feet long and wide, clean and tidy with square bricks laid on the ground, looking very simple. The items inside weren’t many; there were some wooden racks and boxes, and at the front of the hall stood an alchemy furnace.

Could this be where several ancient great sages hid in secret?

Lin Xuan frowned. This was quite different from his expectations for a cultivator’s living quarters.

But despite his surprise, Lin Xuan didn’t return empty-handed. He swept his gaze across and walked past the wooden racks on his left.

A pleasant fragrance wafted through the air. The racks were dark red in color, but Lin Xuan couldn’t identify what kind of spirit wood they were made from. However, the scent was refreshing to the mind and soul.

Clearly, just these wooden racks were a priceless treasure.
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Lin Xuan's heart brightened as he quickly approached the wooden rack.

Indeed, there were numerous treasures displayed on it, including various flying knives and magical swords. Even some round basins, bracelets, and tower-like artifacts could be seen, all radiating a divine aura that indicated their high quality.

No wonder these treasures belonged to those ancient great cultivators. The Golden Period of Cultivation was truly rich in resources.

If any ordinary cultivator were here, even one at the Spirit Formation stage, they would be drooling over such treasures.

These items were finished products ready for use against enemies. If kept for personal use, their cultivation power would undoubtedly increase significantly.

This was something every cultivator aspired to achieve.

Even if the treasure hunter's strength wasn't impressive and they couldn't appreciate these treasures, they could still exchange them at the market for valuable materials.

Lin Xuan had the same idea in mind. He didn't hesitate and flicked his sleeves, releasing a faint greenish light that instantly made all the treasures disappear.

Although this wasn’t a significant gain considering Lin Xuan's wealth, he was still pleased to have obtained so many magical artifacts at once.

He turned his head and walked towards another set of boxes on the other side. These were stacked against the wall, not too numerous—only about ten or so. Despite their distance from the wooden rack, Lin Xuan arrived almost instantly.

Lowering his head, he released his divine sense to check for any remaining restrictions within the palace. While he suspected there might be some, being cautious was always a good idea.

He found nothing and continued without hesitation. Extending his right hand, he pointed at one of the boxes, which opened with a "tap" sound. The light glowed brightly as it filled with top-grade crystal stones.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened slightly. He had expected something more valuable than just ordinary crystal stones.

In the Inner World, such crystals were indeed priceless treasures, but in the Spirit Realm, where resources were much richer, their rarity was diminished.

Still, for a cultivator like himself, collecting these crystals wasn’t too difficult. Even this box of wind-type crystals was relatively rare.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling disappointed. However, he didn't plan to let these crystals go. Every little bit counted, and wasting them would be foolish.

Flicking his sleeves again, Lin Xuan intended to gather the crystals with the greenish light. But halfway through, he paused, his brow furrowing as if something interesting caught his attention.

He lifted his hand, and a crystal stone from one of the boxes was sucked into it. Lowering his head, Lin Xuan examined it closely, even using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

"Indeed..."

After a moment, a hint of joy appeared on his face: "The legends are true. Ancient cultivation resources were richer than now, with more refined spiritual energy in these crystals."

For example, compared to modern crystal stones, the ancient ones contained twice as much pure spiritual energy.

While not reaching the level of divine stones, such rich and pure spiritual energy was still rare and valuable.

If they were top-grade ancient crystals, their value would be even greater. Although Lin Xuan had the Blue Star Sea, he could refine these crystals to make them more pure.

However, refined top-grade crystals would be much smaller and unsuitable for exchange, as high-ranking cultivators could easily spot the difference.

Lin Xuan didn't want to risk revealing his greatest secret—the Blue Star Sea—by attracting attention from顶尖 experts. He knew that he couldn’t afford to provoke those late-stage Golden Period cultivators.

Moreover, besides having more refined spiritual energy, ancient crystals were said to have many mysterious properties. For instance, using a few ancient crystal stones during the breakthrough stage could enhance one's chances of success as effectively as taking medicinal pills.

While this sounded far-fetched, Lin Xuan had read about it in ancient texts, and the saying "no wind without waves" suggested that there was some truth to it.

This was something even his refined Blue Star Sea couldn't achieve.

Thus, these ancient crystals were highly sought after in today's markets, with few cultivators still preserving such rare treasures from the ancient era.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan felt much better. While the artifacts might have been more valuable back then, they were now far more desirable than the crystals. He was right about the other boxes likely containing similar ancient crystals.

With over a thousand crystal stones in total, it would be quite an asset.

After confirming his suspicions, he opened all ten boxes. The eight common types of elemental crystals—gold, wood, water, fire, earth, wind, lightning, and thunder—were present here.

All were top-grade artifacts, and some even filled more than one box, which delighted Lin Xuan. There was no need to hesitate; he stuffed them all into his storage bag.

With a renewed sense of joy, Lin Xuan looked around the grand hall. His eyes were immediately drawn to a large cauldron in front. Its size alone made it stand out.

There was nothing left to wait for, and Lin Xuan stepped over. However, his hopes soon turned to disappointment as the cauldron, though large, didn't contain any extraordinary materials—just an ordinaryspirit artifact.

To him, such a treasure had no value at all.

Lin Xuan sighed but wasn’t too disappointed. He still hadn’t satisfied his main goal: obtaining the cultivation techniques of these ancient great cultivators. The other treasures were merely incidental finds.
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Now, his luck had been good. Upon entering the palace, he had obtained a considerable number of treasures, especially ancient crystal stones that were highly sought after in today's markets.

Lin Xuan was naturally delighted but did not forget his true purpose for being here.

However, it seemed there was nothing else in this first hall. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and searched meticulously for a few moments to ensure he had not missed anything before his gaze fell on the staircase behind the curtain.

This palace had more than one level, and this staircase clearly served as the passage.

...

While Lin Xuan was in high spirits, having earned a fortune, the old devil Stoker following him felt quite the opposite. Relying on his excellent concealment technique, he had been trailing Lin Xuan with the intention of playing the role of the cicada that is caught while the magpie behind it gets away.

Indeed, at first, his luck was good as he thought he had encountered a sealed divine treasure from the Primordial Era. However, to his horror, what he saw was not a Primordial Era magic artifact but a terrifying demon face lunging towards him. Stoker finally realized and screamed in shock:

"You... you are an Exiled Heaven Demon!"

His voice was filled with fear. While it sounded as if it were related to the demonic race, they were entirely different. Few cultivators had heard of Exiled Heaven Demons, but hairless cultivators, being at the Transcendence stage, had far more extensive knowledge than others.

Moreover, this was a lost realm, and its existence stemmed from the Exiled Heaven Demons. Although he had never encountered them, Stoker had read many ancient texts describing these creatures. The origins of these beings were still unclear to current cultivators, but it could be confirmed that they were not ancient demons or entities from the Spirit Realm or Netherworld. In fact, they came from another plane entirely and had habits completely different from those in this world.

Some texts even speculated that their dwelling places were vastly different from this world, yet these demon lords were overwhelmingly powerful and mostly lacked fixed forms or bodies, some existing merely as demonic thoughts.

Even with the bizarre nature of the cultivation realm, such beings could be considered extraordinary.

However, lacking a body was one thing; the strength of Exiled Heaven Demons was undeniable. Moreover, their most feared technique was possession, which had a much higher success rate than that of ordinary cultivators. Seeing the demon face viciously lunging at him, Stoker knew exactly what it wanted to do.

He roared loudly, his back drenched in cold sweat. However, by this time, it was too late for regret. All his defenses were useless as the demon face flashed and landed on him.

"Ahh!"

Stoker fell to the ground, writhing with pain. Black demonic energy poured out from his body. Even a worm would struggle to survive, let alone an old monster at the Transcendence stage. Although he knew such actions were mostly futile against legendary Exiled Heaven Demons, he could not bear to give up without trying.

Unfortunately, despite his bravery, it was useless. Soon, the strange expression on Stoker's face vanished as his eyes turned silver-white and his pupils disappeared. Numerous demonic patterns appeared on his cheeks and arms, giving him an aura of extreme mystery.

His realm remained at the early Transcendence stage, but the aura he emitted was far beyond that of Stoker from earlier.

Exiled Heaven Demon!

Clearly, this fellow had succeeded in possession.

"Haha, seven million years have passed. The Sovereign finally escapes his confinement. It doesn't matter if my old enemies are long gone. As long as I can obtain that treasure, we Exiled Heaven Demons can return to the Three Realms. Arhats, Ice Soul, and that Lin fellow... Can you still defeat us this time?"

The other's arrogant laughter echoed in his ears.

"Ah, from their memories, it seems there is another youngster here as well, also at the Transcendence stage. Even if your luck runs out, to celebrate my escape, I will extract your soul and refine your essence."

His voice was filled with mockery. Clearly, killing a Transcendence-stage cultivator was no challenge for him.

"Right now, that guy should be searching for the treasures left behind by those old fellows."

The Exiled Heaven Demon seemed very familiar with this place. Before he could finish speaking, his entire body was enveloped in demonic energy and vanished from sight as if he had never existed.

...

Lin Xuan did not know about all of this. The palace only had two levels, connected by a staircase that he easily found and ascended.

A light barrier soon appeared before him.

There were restrictions here, and they seemed quite formidable. However, at this stage, Lin Xuan had no reason to retreat. He flicked his sleeves and the Nine Palaces Sword Fish emerged, launching a storm of attacks on the barrier.

His innate treasure's power was beyond doubt, and with his current strength, that restriction could only last for a short time before it finally crumbled under his wails.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan stepped up without hesitation. The scene of the second-level palace unfolded before him.

Compared to the first level, this one was smaller, covering no more than several dozen feet in diameter. Its interior was completely visible.

The most prominent were five statues arranged in a row, making it hard not to notice them.

These statues were carved from fine white jade and looked lifelike, their sizes similar to those of real people. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them with a hint of surprise on his face.

Because these five statues were all women.

Could the five ancient great cultivators who had secluded themselves here all be female?

This was quite surprising. In the cultivation realm, while there were many female cultivators, the number of high-ranking ones still fell short of males. The appearance of five women at the Transcendence stage was truly astonishing.

However, after the initial shock, Lin Xuan's heart was filled with joy. He had been worried that his apprentice would not be able to practice if he found their cultivation methods, but fortunately, this worry was unfounded. Since all five were women, the cultivation techniques he discovered later could certainly be learned by his apprentice.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan walked forward confidently.

Half an hour later, however, his expression turned gloomy as he had thoroughly searched the entire second-level palace. While he did find some treasures, they were ordinary and far less valuable than those from the first level. The cultivation techniques he sought remained elusive.
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Lin Xuan's face was a bit unpleasant. This outcome had somewhat exceeded his expectations.

Though it was inevitable that searching for relics left behind by ancient cultivators wouldn't be smooth sailing, Lin Xuan knew this well enough. Typically, the difficulty lay in breaking through the prohibitions set by the ancients. And he had clearly managed to do so. He had already arrived at the hermit's cave.

By common sense, while it might not be entirely smooth from here on out, the difficulty of searching for treasures should significantly decrease. Yet, despite entering the treasure vault, Lin Xuan couldn't find what he was sure should have been there. This feeling was terrible indeed.

He rubbed his forehead with a look of helplessness on his face. But giving up wasn't an option. His gaze swept over and landed on several statues in front of him.

Lin Xuan wasn't searching for treasures for the first time, so based on his experience, if there were any hidden clues here, they would likely be related to these statues. With this thought, he began to scrutinize them carefully.

However, nothing seemed amiss at all. The statues were lifelike, but apart from that, there was no obvious issue. Lin Xuan continued pondering. He couldn't afford to give up after making it this far. Suddenly, his brows furrowed as he noticed something peculiar.

The statues were carved out of jade, but not ordinary white jade; they were a kind of exquisite jade whose name even eluded him. He wasn't sure what the nature of this jade was, but by chance, he had seen it before.

No, more than that—he had an unusually deep connection with this item. Remembering his first entry into the Spirit Realm, he had discovered the ruins of the Moonshade Clan and found a statue of a young witch goddess made from this same jade. There was no difference at all.

Initially, Lin Xuan hadn't noticed this detail; he only felt that these statues looked familiar. But as a cultivator with a photographic memory, after some thought, he recalled it. And along with this, many other memories surfaced. He even had clues about the treasure map and the patterns of birds, beasts, insects, and fish in the palace—hadn't he seen similar ones in the Moonshade Clan's ruins?

With this realization, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show excitement on his face.

Could it be that there was a connection with the Moonshade Clan? Could these senior cultivators actually be witches from the Moonshade Clan?

Lin Xuan felt incredibly excited. After all, the cultivation technique he practiced was one of the most powerful secrets of the Moonshade Clan. Discovering something related to them could bring untold benefits.

His luck was truly good.

With this new discovery, Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry anymore. He had already entered the palace; with more time, he would surely find what he wanted. But his thoughts were interrupted by a sudden explosion.

A loud crackle filled his ears as Lin Xuan frowned and turned his head like a whirlwind to look towards the direction of the palace door. His rich experience in combat allowed him to sense that it was the effect of a prohibition being triggered, but wasn't he already the one who had broken all these prohibitions? Could there be any remnants left?

More importantly, could anyone else be here apart from himself? Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He hadn't noticed any signs of tailing along his journey, and this ancient cultivator's ruins shouldn't have other cultivators either. This place was already quite remote; how could someone else stumble upon it by chance?

Lin Xuan's face was not looking good. But now wasn't the time to dwell on these thoughts.

Since someone had intruded, he would have to deal with it. Lin Xuan wasn't a ruthless cultivator, but he didn't intend to share any treasures he had discovered so easily.

In the cultivation world, might made right, and breaking in to snatch treasures was perfectly normal. In this situation, what else could be done?

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and flashed out of the palace.

It wasn't more than a few hundred feet away. With his swift movement, he arrived instantly.

A golden shield appeared at the entrance of the palace, with electric sparks radiating from its surface. Layers of runes spun and burst forth, creating quite an impressive scene.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as this prohibition hadn't been there when he entered. Was it just a stroke of luck or something else?

But that thought was fleeting; his gaze shifted away from the golden shield’s surface.

A tall, bearded cultivator appeared outside the palace. He looked to be in his twenties but exuded an overwhelmingly powerful aura.

Jade渡劫 Stage!

Lin Xuan's heart tightened as he realized this was a formidable enemy of the same level.

Logically, with Lin Xuan's strength, he could disregard opponents at the same stage. But there was something extremely dangerous about this guy that gave him a sense of being targeted by a venomous snake.

He wasn't an ordinary cultivator.

Lin Xuan quickly noticed that his eyes were silver white, and even more bizarrely, his pupils had vanished. Numerous strange magical patterns appeared on his face and arms, making him seem incredibly mysterious.

Ancient Demon!

There was indeed an unusually pure demonic aura emanating from this person.

Any other cultivator would undoubtedly make the same judgment.

But Lin Xuan was an exception. In the Ice Sea Realm, he had seen a域外妖魔!

And the situation was eerily similar—another human cultivator possessed by a域外妖魔.

A域外妖魔 was indeed a type of妖魔, just a lower grade one.

Regardless of their rank, both shared many similarities, and Lin Xuan, being particularly observant, recognized them instantly.

"Domain Foreign Devil?"

After confirming his judgment, Lin Xuan's expression turned grave. He had read plenty about the terrifying Domain Foreign Devils in various ancient texts. It was said that some of these devils could even possess True Immortals under certain circumstances, and he wasn't so lucky to encounter such a high-ranking one. But even ordinary Domain Foreign Devils couldn't be taken lightly.

"You actually recognize me?"

The bearded cultivator's face showed clear surprise as well. Most would mistake his appearance for that of an ancient demon.

In combat, details mattered. This misidentification might seem trivial on the surface but could easily give him an advantage in their confrontation.
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One wrong move could cost everything. Don't underestimate the benefits of an unexpected gain; in a battle between experts, such gains can often decide the outcome.

He wasn’t unfamiliar with similar experiences before, but this little fellow was no pushover. He had easily exposed Lin Xuan’s identity.

The域外夭魔 seemed somewhat surprised as well.

However, his surprise didn't last long on his face; it quickly turned into a sneer.

Recognizing him meant nothing. A mere cultivator at the初级渡劫 stage—could he possibly be an opponent?

With a flick of his sleeves, a thick bolt of lightning emerged from his palm, black in color, transforming into a snake and lunging forward. The golden shield seemed to crumble like paper, disintegrating instantly.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as the entire process was swift, but he could see every detail clearly.

The golden shield had formidable defensive capabilities; even if he were in that position, he might be able to break it, but whether he could do so effortlessly remained uncertain.

Indeed, this域外夭魔 was no ordinary foe!

This guy seemed much more powerful than the 夭魔 he encountered in the 冰海界.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had already advanced to the初级渡劫 stage. However, his opponent was still a formidable adversary.

Lin Xuan didn’t consider retreating; if someone came looking for him here, it meant ill intent.

While he had an 80% chance of escaping, that wasn't in line with his nature. He couldn’t just give up on a prize so close to hand because of this minor setback.

Moreover, while the域外夭魔 was indeed strong, Lin Xuan was no weakling either. Whether they would win or lose if they faced each other remained uncertain at this point.

Seeing that the禁制 had been broken, Lin Xuan wasn’t idle.

With a wave of his sleeves, a fiery sword flew out.

A flash of light brought forth a shower of flames, slicing down towards the opponent’s head.

Since coming here, he clearly didn’t intend to chat. Better to strike first and gain an advantage.

Swoosh… Although not his本命宝物, this仙剑 was still of decent quality, as it had been stored in his储物袋.

In a moment, red light filled the air as flames and swordlight clashed, almost instantly engulfing the hair-covered cultivator.

“Showboating before the master!”

The opponent’s face showed a hint of mockery.

Seeing the仙剑 descending upon him, he didn’t dodge but lifted his head, spitting out a black beam from his mouth.

Lin Xuan saw that it was merely dark energy, though it seemed different from ancient demons’ energy.

Without time to distinguish, the black beam transformed into a long black saber.

A clash echoed as the black saber sliced through the red仙剑. The red sword emitted a mournful sound before breaking and turning into ordinary metal.

The flames, though impressive, were ignored by the域外夭魔.

He swallowed them whole, even burping contentedly: "Not bad."

"Really?"

Despite his technique being broken, Lin Xuan showed no surprise, even asking casually.

Then, a piercing sound filled the air. Lin Xuan was still standing in place, but the hair-covered cultivator’s side shimmered strangely. Silver light appeared as dozens of仙剑 emerged like a storm, slashing towards him.

A sword should be used where it matters. The red仙剑 had both tested and distracted him.

Lin Xuan had more tricks up his sleeve, but this域外夭魔 was much more aggressive than he expected.

Perhaps he didn’t take Lin Xuan seriously; in any case, he fell into the trap Lin Xuan had set.

No need for courtesy. Lin Xuan launched a flurry of attacks.

Nine Palaces Instantly!

Lin Xuan immediately used his ultimate technique, hoping to defeat the enemy with one strike.

Even if that failed, causing significant damage was still acceptable.

Combining strategy and strength, Lin Xuan believed his trap was well-designed.

Using an avatar to draw attention while the main body attacked from the side.

When he realized the true attack, it was only a few paces away.

At such close range, Lin Xuan didn’t believe he could avoid the仙剑’s encirclement.

Lin Xuan's trap was flawless. However, the域外夭魔’s reputation wasn’t easily dealt with.

Even if he was careless momentarily, and faced an incredibly dangerous situation now, his expression remained merely surprised.

Surprised, but not panicking. The silver light enveloped him; in a moment, this guy would be cut into pieces by the swords.

He didn’t dodge!

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise.

According to his prediction, even if the opponent couldn’t avoid it, they should have taken some action.

After all, at their level, no one should give up without fighting back. But this guy defied expectations.

Lin Xuan was still in shock but didn’t hesitate.

If he could kill the enemy now, that would be perfect. Self-inflicted suffering meant self-inflicted death. Although he felt things wouldn’t be as easy as they seemed, there was no time to think anymore.

The entire process took just a moment. Swoosh! The Nine Palaces Instantly swords pierced through and struck him hard.

No effect!

Lin Xuan almost doubted his eyes.

He saw clearly that all the仙剑 had hit their target but caused no harm.

How could this be?

With extensive experience in magical battles, such an event was unheard of.

Reacting quickly, he emitted a green glow, flying off to the side.

He had planned for this scenario, but now it seemed like his worst fears were realized.

However, something unexpected happened. The opponent successfully deflected Lin Xuan’s attack without pursuing; instead, he hovered there, his expression bizarrely strange.
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Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned and couldn't quite figure out the other party's intentions. So, he decided to take a passive approach, floating in mid-air without rashly initiating an attack.

The atmosphere seemed somewhat eerie.

"This is the Nine Palaces Momentary Technique. What relation do you have with the Heavenly Witch Goddess?"

The bearded cultivator's expression turned icy, and the venom in his voice was evident.

"Why should I tell you?"

Lin Xuan's expression was better at this moment.

After the failed strike earlier, Lin Xuan was indeed surprised but recalled that although the other party didn't dodge, just as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was about to hit, his body turned transparent.

Thus, the immortal sword passed through without effect.

However, the change happened too quickly for Lin Xuan to notice at the time.

"Phantom Spirit Sublimation!"

Lin Xuan's knowledge truly stood out.

This secret technique wasn't widely known, but he had heard of it before. From its name alone, one could tell it was similar to Sword Spirit Sublimation.

However, while Sword Spirit Sublimation was used on treasures and could regenerate even if broken, Phantom Spirit Sublimation was different; it involved the cultivator themselves. Legend had it that with deep cultivation, one could train their body to be as intangible as a phantom.

Of course, this didn't mean invincibility, but in critical moments, it would definitely save one's life.

Lin Xuan admired this secret technique and had once paid attention at auctions and markets, but found nothing.

Such techniques were of such great value that they were hard to describe. Obtaining them wasn't easy; it required good fortune and opportunities.

This was something Lin Xuan understood well, so he merely kept an eye on things without harboring any expectations.

Unexpectedly, the way this secret technique was practiced eluded him, but now it had been demonstrated before his eyes.

Would eliminating these域外夭魔 from beyond bring a method to practice Phantom Spirit Sublimation?

Hope flickered in Lin Xuan's eyes.

However, the other party's expression differed from their first meeting. Although he had no benevolent intentions from the start, his current expression clearly showed intense hatred towards him.

When the other party mentioned the Nine Palaces Momentary Technique and the Heavenly Witch Goddess, did they have a grudge against the Mo Yue Clan?

No, it seemed more like a deep-seated enmity.

Lin Xuan analyzed these thoughts but only briefly. Since knowing this wouldn't change anything, he was already in an all-or-nothing situation.

With that thought, Lin Xuan's eyes revealed murderous intent as the other party continued: "Little fellow, if you don’t want to answer my question, it’s fine. I will make sure you can neither live nor die..."

Before he could finish, a sinister and fierce expression appeared on his face. His figure flashed, and dark magical light enveloped him, making him appear hazy. Then, nine identical bearded cultivators suddenly lined up.

These fellows had no discernible flaws in their movements or appearances; they were indistinguishable from the previous域外夭魔. More astonishingly, even their spiritual pressure was at the level of those who have passed through trials.

Illusion?

No, it likely went beyond that!

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he observed nine域外夭魔 lifting a leg and generating dark wind. They charged towards him in different postures.

How fast they were moving!

At this moment, even if he had used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, there wouldn't have been time to discern the truth.

Lin Xuan quickly assessed the situation.

Knowing their true forms wasn’t necessary; Lin Xuan had a way to handle it.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords dispersed around him, and silver light shone as he used the Heavenly Maiden Scattering Flowers technique to attack all nine bearded cultivators.

Wasn't there any need for discernment?

Nine Palaces Momentary had over eighty-one swords; attacking them all regardless was sufficient!

Lin Xuan's solution seemed clumsy but practical. A cold snort sounded, and several bearded cultivators merged into one.

Sure enough, it turned back into a single entity.

Then, thunderous sounds echoed as the figure vanished in a trail of shadows.

"Thunder遁 Technique?"

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows: "No, there's a difference."

Before he could finish his thought...

Countless lightning bolts appeared before him, and the figure also emerged amidst the dazzling electric light.

Without hesitation, it punched Lin Xuan’s head.

Silent and swift.

However, Lin Xuan was not negligent.

By now, dodging wasn't an option; he raised both hands to block.

"Bang!"

There was no suspense as this punch sent Lin Xuan flying like a kite, far away.

This confirmed Lin Xuan's guess: the域外夭魔 had stronger physical bodies than ordinary cultivators, even surpassing ancient demons of the same rank.

One punch sent Lin Xuan flying, but the域外夭魔 was more surprised. He knew his strength well; after enhancing this body, he could exert immense force.

Even a human cultivator or a妖族 of the same rank might have broken bones, yet this figure merely looked disheveled.

How come?

The域外夭魔 stared at his fist in confusion for a moment, forgetting to continue attacking due to shock.

Frankly speaking, Lin Xuan had suffered significantly. The power behind that punch was beyond imagination; if it had been followed by a series of consecutive strikes, he wouldn't have fallen but would likely have sustained injuries.

However, fortune favored the bold. Seizing this opportunity, Lin Xuan, who always retaliated in kind, decided to test his spatial abilities.

Thoughts raced through his mind as his actions were equally swift.

He raised his right hand and made a gesture before vanishing from sight.

In the next moment, spatial ripples surged, and Lin Xuan appeared beside the enemy.

Without hesitation, he lifted his right hand and pushed it towards the other party with one palm.

Lin Xuan wasn't just a cultivator; coincidentally, he had also practiced martial arts in the secular world. Using inner strength, an evil wind arose.

But the域外夭魔 was no pushover. Although Lin Xuan's speed exceeded his expectations, this single palm strike didn’t impress him much.

However, the enemy was cunning and had noticed that Lin Xuan wasn't easily dealt with after a few exchanges. This palm likely held some hidden move.

Without guessing further, he punched Lin Xuan again.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but he showed no signs of retreating. As the attacks from the two individuals were about to collide, his hand twitched, and a flash of five-colored spiritual light appeared, revealing the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

The light was dazzling, with layers of mysterious patterns rotating and pulsating on its surface.

Having refined the chaotic primordial yin energy, the power of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire had naturally increased. Lin Xuan could not clearly determine how far it had progressed, but compared to the Nine Palace Momentary Sword, it was difficult to say who was stronger.

Lin Xuan's use of this technique now added a stealthy element. By the time his opponent realized what was happening, it would be too late for them to change their tactics.

"Damn!"

The域外天魔 (Exterior Heaven Demon) was both shocked and enraged, realizing he had once again fallen into Lin Xuan's trap without even noticing.

However, while he was alarmed, fear was premature. After all, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire hadn't yet made contact; although it appeared formidable, he still lacked a clear understanding of its true power.

Was this an attempt to ambush him?

Then let this demon sovereign give you a surprise.

A sinister expression flashed across the域外天魔's eyes. Given his bold and combative nature, he would never admit defeat until the very last moment.

He flicked his hand, emitting concentric circles of black ripples from his palm.

The air was shattered wherever these ripples passed.

Lin Xuan had never seen this technique before, but it seemed to be similar to Sound Wave Skill.

However, its power far exceeded that of ordinary sound waves. Such a devastating impact would not have been possible with mere sound waves.

If used suddenly, Lin Xuan might struggle to handle it.

But now, he was unconcerned. A slight smile played on his lips, and there was even a hint of mockery in his eyes.

The域外天魔 clearly saw this scene, feeling greatly surprised. He had immense confidence in his demonic skills, but was the young man merely posturing?

There was no time to contemplate or change tactics now.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air.

Before their fists and palms could touch, the strange black ripples collided with the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Five-colored crystal light enveloped them.

The black ripples seemed to crumble upon contact. However, this time, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire clearly had the upper hand.

"Bad luck!"

The域外天魔 was alarmed. This spiritual fire's power was astonishingly formidable!

This thought flashed through his mind like lightning, but he did not know that his nightmare was only just beginning.

Sizzle…

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire shifted slightly, emitting layers of silver patterns from within.

The entire process was swift and complex, taking mere moments. With such close proximity, the域外天魔 would have no time to dodge even if he had immense abilities.

The temperature dropped dramatically. No… it was the surrounding space that had been frozen by this terrifying extreme cold.

Cosmic Law!

Despite being a formidable entity, the域外天魔 sensed the波动 of cosmic power in that instant.

"Damn!"

He was both shocked and enraged. This young man was far more cunning than he imagined. The seemingly insignificant spiritual fire could actually command cosmic laws.

Is this a mistake?

While it was true that some beings at the Tribulation Transcending Stage possessed such abilities, this guy was clearly an early-stage existence. How could he possibly control such power?

His shock and anger were mixed with doubt. But there was no time to think now.

Sizzle…

The sound of silver light entered his ears.

Although he had done his best to avoid the crisis, full retreat was impossible.

He stomped his foot, and a series of demonic shadows flashed before him. Thunderous sounds echoed as he appeared several dozen feet away.

"I really wanted to praise you for doing well, but half your body is now frozen. What do you plan to do next?"

The域外天魔 had escaped the range of the extreme cold, yet Lin Xuan showed no sign of disappointment. The previous attack was a combination of wit and strength, failing to decisively defeat his opponent, but he wasn't completely unscathed either.

Half his body frozen meant losing an arm or leg, even worse, his entire body's meridians were damaged. Whether his power could flow freely was uncertain. Lin Xuan wondered what resources this guy had left to fight him under such unfavorable conditions.

While declaring the outcome as decided might be too strong, it would indeed be a long shot for the opponent to turn things around.

"Admit defeat. If you surrender, I can spare you much suffering. Answer my questions obediently, and I will give you a swift death."

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears.

"You brat, don't get too cocky. Do you think…"

Given the域外天魔's ferocious and combative nature, he would never easily admit defeat. Lin Xuan's arrogant expression only made him even more agitated. Just as he was about to retort, his voice suddenly stopped.

Silver light flashed around his neck before his head fell off.

The spiritual light revealed a luminous divine sword.

"Idiot, do you really think I have the time or mood for idle chatter!"

Lin Xuan's satisfied voice echoed in his ears. At this moment, he truly showed relief on his face.

Given Lin Xuan's character, there was no way he would waste time arguing when the outcome was uncertain. His show of bravado was merely to draw attention.

The域外天魔 indeed fell into another trap, deceived by Lin Xuan's expression and ambushed with a stealthy divine sword.

Lin Xuan had reached a level of proficiency in turning swords into threads. Not only did this enhance his法宝 (treasured artifacts)’s power, but it also provided concealment during ambushes.

"You…"

The域外天魔's eyes were filled with hatred, but regret was useless now.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and the spiritual light enveloped the remains of the domain demon. He would not give him any chance to turn things around.

Despite Lin Xuan’s swift actions, a loud explosion echoed in his ears as the域外天魔 self-destructed.

The hairless cultivator's body had turned into nothingness, but a deep black aura emerged and transformed into a ghost face, lunging at Lin Xuan.

Possession!

The域外天魔 did not perish. He still attempted to reverse his defeat by吞噬 (swallow) Lin Xuan’s soul.

This was indeed a bold choice, with uncertain success rates given the current situation.

Lin Xuan had just achieved complete victory and was at his most vigilant moment. A miscalculation could result in his downfall.
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Unfortunately, this was just a general statement. Lin Xuan, however, had always been meticulous in his thoughts as a cultivator. Despite the sudden change, he showed no signs of panic.

Seeing black energy rushing towards him, he raised both hands, clearly not surprised at all by this unexpected turn of events.

The ghostly face's pupils constricted, and it was visibly shocked. It did not expect Lin Xuan to be so clever and adaptable, as if he had anticipated his soul stealing move from the start.

However, regret came too late.

In a high-stakes battle, every millimeter counted; hesitation could only lead to one’s downfall. With an arrow already on the string, there was no time for retreat or delay. Even if the path ahead was a thousand-foot cliff, he had to jump headfirst into it.

Moreover, how could his opponent's preparation matter? He was a demon from beyond the mortal realm, not an easy foe to deal with. It was too early to speak of victory or defeat now.

With these thoughts in mind, the ghostly face became even more menacing. It opened its bloodstained mouth and released countless demonic energies. Then, it actually transformed into several grotesque skeletons that lunged at Lin Xuan.

While their strength was not discussed, they clearly posed a significant hindrance to Lin Xuan's efforts. Their presence significantly increased the likelihood of successful soul stealing by distracting him.

Despite this, Lin Xuan remained as calm as ever. He did not change his previous actions and raised both hands once again.

"Crack!" A loud thunderous sound echoed, with dark electric arcs filling the sky.

A radius of several feet around Lin Xuan was completely enveloped in this storm.

The skeletons that fell into it immediately seemed to meet their nemesis, emitting cries as they turned into streaks of green smoke and vanished.

"Phantom Yin Lightning!"

The ghostly face's terrified voice echoed, filled with fear.

Back then, demons from beyond the mortal realm invaded three realms—Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yinoffice or department Realm. The Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Yinoffice or department Realm had fought them for countless millennia.

This guy was no slouch; he had once faced many Golden Core cultivators. Although he had never met Arhath King personally, his companions spoke of him often enough. Legend said that as the top expert in the Three Realms, Arhath's abilities were truly profound and mysterious. Countless demons from beyond the mortal realm perished at her hands.

Phantom Yin Lightning was not just a weapon to taint enemy treasures; it was also highly effective against demons from beyond the mortal realm. Despite his initial fear, the ghostly face did not show much trepidation. However, upon discovering that Lin Xuan's hidden move was Phantom Yin Lightning, he completely lost his nerve.

Wasn't this guy supposed to have a deep connection with the Moon Clan? How could he then use the secret techniques of the Queen of Yinoffice or department?

A myriad of doubts swirled in his mind, but it mattered little now. He had no time to dodge and could only open his mouth wide, releasing a black demonic wind.

The demonic wind transformed into dark, gleaming shields that surrounded him, swirling around him.

These shields were covered with dark demonic runes, indicating their formidable defensive capabilities. However, upon contact with the Phantom Yin Lightning, they melted away like snow meets fire.

Fortunately, while the shields failed to block the lightning entirely, they still provided some respite. The guy turned into a black mist and escaped through the gaps in the lightning.

After a flurry of movements, the remaining ghostly energy reformed into a smaller ghost face, filled with even more malice: "Little brat, you forced me to this point. I will make sure you can neither live nor die."

"Can’t live, can’t die?"

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in mockery: "The outcome is clear now; are you just going to talk big?"

As he spoke, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and thunderous sounds filled the air as two thick black lightning bolts emerged.

Since he knew Phantom Yin Lightning was effective against demons from beyond the mortal realm, he naturally used this technique. However, this time, the opponent did not show much fear. He opened his mouth and released a ball of dark red demonic flames that collided with the Phantom Yin Lightning.

A soft "puff" sounded as the flames and lightning interwove, part of each technique dissipating into nothingness.

"You little brat, don’t get too cocky. If it were the old Arhath here, just one bolt of divine lightning would be enough to send me to hell. But you? You’re a million miles away from that..." The demon's cold laughter echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan remained silent this time.

While there was some exaggeration in what the demon said, it had its merits. Moon was not only the Queen of Yinoffice or department but also a powerhouse comparable to a true cultivator. Although he had advanced to the Golden Core stage, compared to the old Arhath, he was still an ant.

Lin Xuan was not unduly humble; this was simply how things stood. The disparity in their power was vast, and while he had managed to obtain some Phantom Yin flowers by chance, the quantity paled in comparison to what Arhath possessed. Thus, the power of Phantom Yin Lightning could never match that of her.

Despite this, Lin Xuan acknowledged his inferiority to Arhath but did not believe Phantom Yin Lightning was entirely useless. The demon's previous demonic flames had been powerful, but after their first use, the ghostly face had shrunk significantly, indicating they required some form of true essence or soul energy.

Logically, at this stage in the battle, Lin Xuan should have been on the winning side. However, inexplicably, a sense of unease gnawed at his heart. Could there be any hidden tricks from this demon?

Lin Xuan did not dismiss these feelings lightly but had no time to speculate further. The best course was action; eliminating the opponent would remove all dangers.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and prepared to unleash another secret technique. Just then, a sigh echoed in his ears: "Little brat, I didn’t expect you to push me this far. Let’s see your true power."

As the ghostly face spoke, it began spinning rapidly. As it turned, Lin Xuan was astonished to find that all the dense primordial energy around them instantly transformed into deep demonic energy.
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How could this be possible?

Lin Xuan almost thought his eyes were playing tricks on him.

After all, spirit energy and demonic qi had completely different attributes. They should even be in opposition to each other, so how could they possibly transform into one another? It was like water and fire; they shouldn't naturally coexist.

Lin Xuan was still in shock. However, he didn't have time to ponder it further. The spirit energy in the world had not only transformed into demonic qi but also become extremely refined, vaguely resembling the true demonic auras controlled by several primal demons such as the True Ice-Spirit Snake and others.

Lin Xuan's expression changed. He couldn't afford to dwell on his thoughts any longer. With a wave of his sleeves, silver light burst forth, and the Nine Palaces Needle Sword emerged from his sleeve like a whirlwind, striking towards the opponent with the force of a tempest.

Regardless of what the other party intended, Lin Xuan was determined to use all his strength to eliminate him here.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded. As the Nine Palaces Needle Sword approached, a wave oflaw or principlepower emanated from the other party's body, sweeping across the void with immense power.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan was shocked, but it was too late for the Nine Palaces Needle Sword to dodge. It was pushed around by this force and ended up in disarray.

The opponent, on the other hand, was enveloped by dark demonic qi, forming a light barrier about ten feet wide.

Lin Xuan wasn't easily discouraged. The more bizarre the abilities of the opponent were, the more he realized he was facing a severe threat. He couldn't afford any complacency.

With another wave of his sleeves, the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire appeared.

The Nine Palaces Needle Sword adjusted its stance and shot forward like a tempest.

Knowing his own abilities best, combining extreme coldlaw or principle with his innate treasure, even an old monster at mid-transcendence stage wouldn't dare to directly confront him.

Lin Xuan had no intention of holding back. He even said he was using his bottom-most skills.

The entire process unfolded quickly. In the next moment, silver light shone brightly as the Nine Palaces Needle Sword struck the black barrier with all its might.

However, it failed to produce any effect. His exceptionally sharp innate treasure was easily repelled.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath but didn't lose heart. A clear sound echoed in his ears, and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire transformed into a phoenix about a foot long.

But it was ice-cold and transparent, precisely the Ice Phoenix clan as legend had it.

With a flap of its wings, it drove the extreme coldlaw or principle forward and collided with the barrier.

Sizzle…

The temperature in the void plummeted suddenly, turning it into an icy world. No, more accurately, it was much colder than ice itself.

The extreme coldlaw or principle indeed proved formidable. With each sizzle, blue ice layers rapidly spread over the entire protective barrier.

"Got it."

Lin Xuan was elated. He shot a sword of light at the barrier.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as crystalline ice shards flew everywhere.

However, Lin Xuan's expression darkened when he saw where the sword energy struck. The barrier remained almost intact after the ice shards fell off.

How could this be?

Even the laws of nature had no effect on it. Was this guy really that strong?

Lin Xuan was both amazed and bewildered. What happened before was too inexplicable to deduce logically.

Could it be…

Lin Xuan frowned, deep in thought, as the mocking voice of his opponent reached his ears: "Little fellow, there's no point in wasting your efforts. Before I complete my true demonic body, a demon realm will protect me. Unless you're an old monster at late-transcendence stage, any attack is futile."

"True demonic body?"

Lin Xuan was stunned as if he had opened a sealed memory. He remembered reading about theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon in ancient texts, which provided very detailed descriptions.

However, these descriptions were bizarre and many dismissed them. Even Lin Xuan was skeptical of what the texts said about theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon.

It was well known that theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon lived in a place vastly different from the Three Realms. But all these demons were incredibly powerful, often lacking fixed forms or bodies.

Some were even just demonic thoughts.

Thus, their primary abilities were mental attacks and possession of cultivators' bodies.

However, assuming theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon only had this limited ability was foolish.

According to the ancient texts, theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon weren't truly without a body. They simply didn't use it most of the time.

The reason was simple: when theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon existed as demonic thoughts, they wouldn't consume their lifespan.

In short, theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon could live indefinitely by not using their bodies and avoiding death, much like late-transcendence stage cultivators who had broken free from the constraints of lifespan. Although it was a clever way to cheat nature, they indeed achieved immortality.

However, once they used their bodies, this trick wouldn't work anymore. They would be bound by the laws of nature and perish when their lifespan ran out.

Indeed, they perished completely; theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon didn't have reincarnation.

And once they used their body, they couldn't revert to demonic thoughts. The loss of lifespan would continue until they died.

Therefore, unless absolutely necessary, theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon preferred being sealed rather than using their bodies. This guy in front of him was clearly driven by anger and a momentary impulse, preparing to summon his true demonic body to eliminate Lin Xuan.

According to the ancient texts, the true demonic body of theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon was actually formed from refined demonic qi, but it could only take one form which would remain permanent. During this process, even theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon couldn't control it entirely.

The specifics were unclear since information about theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon was scarce in the Three Realms.

However, it was certain that during the formation of the true demonic body, a protective barrier called the demon realm would appear. Its strength far exceeded that of theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon itself.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he recalled all the information from the ancient texts about theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon. Comparing it with the current situation, he concluded that every piece of information in those texts was true, despite its seeming absurdity.

"This is going to be troublesome."

Lin Xuan frowned deeply. The demon realm's protective barrier was too strong; even the combination of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and Nine Palaces Needle Sword had failed. In a hurry, he didn't have better abilities to break through it. However, if they delayed any longer, his opponent would complete his true demonic body.

And while theoutside realms or outer regionsheavenly demon's true demonic body was limited by lifespan, its power far exceeded that of a possessed body.
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In other words, if he continued to delay, he would face a formidable opponent.

This was naturally not something Lin Xuan wanted to see. It had nothing to do with fear; no one willingly faced such a powerful enemy unless absolutely necessary.

However, resolving the current crisis wasn't as easy as imagined. This domain of evil seemed even more solid than he had thought.

Without breaking through the opponent's defenses, how could he prevent him from forming his true demon body?

Even with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire working together, they were ineffective. Although Lin Xuan had many trump cards, at this moment, he felt somewhat at a loss.

He tried several spells in succession but still got no results.

Lin Xuan sighed deeply. Although he wasn't yet at the end of his rope, time was running out and he couldn’t afford to linger any longer.

The domain of evil blocked his attacks, but the pure demonic qi formed from primordial energy continued to surge towards him.

All the demon mists churned violently, gradually taking on the form of a massive monster.

Although still somewhat indistinct, its general shape could be roughly discerned.

Over ten zhang tall with two heads and four arms, it seemed enveloped in pitch-black scales. Its appearance was terrifyingly fierce.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he took a cursory look. This creature’s form did indeed seem familiar; the demonic transformation of an ancient demon wasn’t much different, but the similarity was quite high.

Was this just a coincidence, or was there some connection between the域外天魔 and ancient demons?

Lin Xuan couldn't determine anything in a short while and had no time to ponder. The situation had clearly reached a critical point; he needed to act quickly to resolve the crisis.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan knew what to do. It was now time to use his most powerful trump card.

Indeed, it was the Five-Claw Seal!

Apart from this seemingly divine treasure, there was no other item that could potentially solve the current predicament.

Now that he had advanced to the劫渡 stage, his strength was vastly different. Although the Five-Claw Seal was eye-catching, it was no longer a hot potato he couldn't show off.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. After all, he understood the principle of making decisions quickly when necessary.

Taking a deep breath, the blue Star Sea in his dantian accelerated its rotation, emitting dazzling silver light points like beautiful stars in the sky.

These points flashed and flowed into the surface of the Five-Claw Seal.

This treasure was truly unique; to control it required not mana or spirit energy but the light points that formed the Star Sea.

Moreover, blue light points were ineffective; only higher-grade silver light points could be used.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan’s strength had grown significantly. After advancing to the劫渡 stage, all the light points in his Star Sea had transformed into silver ones. It made more sense to call it a Silver Star Sea now.

However, regardless of its name, the treasure's effectiveness remained unchanged. For thousands of years, he had called it the Blue Star Sea and was used to that name; there was no intention to change it now.

The process seemed complicated but actually only took Lin Xuan’s mental command.

With a wave of his sleeves, golden light shone brightly as the Five-Claw Seal emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

"What is this..."

In the domain of evil, the域外天魔 vaguely felt that he had seen this treasure before. However, with so much time having passed, he couldn’t remember it clearly.

But his hair stood on end; an ominous feeling clung to him like a shadow.

"How could this be?"

This mental warning was so strong that the domain of evil couldn't ignore it. His own abilities were well known to him. The hardness of the domain made it difficult for even late-stage cultivators to breach, unless they were extremely powerful.

The opponent was just an early-stage cultivator...

Could it be the treasure he had just summoned?

The域外天魔 pondered but didn’t take any action. He wasn't being arrogant; during the process of forming a true demon body, the domain provided protection, but he couldn't do anything else—no dodging or attacking. Otherwise, the formation of his true demon body would go awry, much like what happened to cultivators who went mad.

This flaw was obvious, but as with everything, there were pros and cons. The domain of evil was incredibly solid; in most cases, cultivators couldn’t do anything about it.

In ancient battles, even a high-ranking域外天魔’s released domain could make the Arura King frown. Fortunately, while the domain was strange, it could only be released during the formation of a true demon body and would disappear once successful.

If this ability could be used casually in battle, these creatures would become more formidable than true immortals.

This point was recorded in ancient texts, so Lin Xuan wouldn’t waste time.

Speed was his best choice. With that thought, he waved his hands, casting several spells quickly.

Instantly, golden light shone as the Five-Claw Seal’s surface revealed several dragon shadows, swallowing clouds and expelling mist, absorbing nearby primordial energy.

This unexpected effect reduced the density of surrounding demonic qi, making it harder for the opponent to form a true demon body.

The域外天魔 was both shocked and angry but could do nothing. He had never encountered such a situation before in his dreams.

He could only observe, as that ominous feeling grew stronger.

The entire process seemed complicated but took mere moments. After absorbing vast amounts of primordial energy, the dragon shadows on the Five-Claw Seal became substantial.

Instead of attacking, they rushed towards the seal and disappeared inside it, which then expanded a hundred times to become a house-sized object.

Flashing with runes, these runes were golden and silver, dazzlingly bright. Their intricate designs were unfamiliar even to Lin Xuan.

The Five-Claw Seal began spinning rapidly as more runes appeared, surrounding its sides like petals.

With a flash of light, the seal vanished, reappearing in front of the域外天魔.

There was no hesitation; it fell heavily towards him.
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Silently, the entire void collapsed in an instant.

Then countless cracks appeared before his eyes.

A terrifying force oflaw or principle permeated everywhere.

The face of theextraterrestrial heavenly demon was filled with a look of utmost displeasure. At this moment, he could sense a great danger, but what did that matter? He was trapped in his own web, unable to move until his true demon body was fully completed. His heart was filled withunwillingness to accept a situationand anxiety, yet he could only wait helplessly.

The only support he had was the strength of the demon realm.

But honestly speaking, he didn't have much confidence in it.

Indeed, the treasure Lin Xuan had released was no small matter; its power rivaled that of an old monster at late-stagetranscend the tribulation.

How could this be?

If he had known how troublesome this boy would be, he wouldn’t have come to provoke him. But now, regretting his actions was useless. He had to endure and pass through this test.

The entire process was like lightning fast. At the moment when theextraterrestrial heavenly demon found himself with no way out, Five-Clawed Sealseal or mark slammed down viciously.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed in his ears as a terrifying force oflaw or principle swept across the void.

Blinding golden light stung his eyes, and the sturdy demon realm finally showed signs of cracks.

"Impossible!"

Theextraterrestrial heavenly demon was both shocked and angry. A look of fear appeared on his grotesque face despite his earlier calculations. He hadn’t expected such a terrible outcome.

There was no time to worry about going mad; staying here would surely lead to his demise, but fortunately, the true demon body wasn't fully complete yet.

He raised his arms, sending several streaks of dark light from his palms, striking Five-Clawed Seal and slowing its descent. Then he turned around, surrounded by countless demonic energies as he tried to escape in a flash of light.

"Now you want to run away? Too late," Lin Xuan sneered. He wasn’t a belligerent cultivator, but he never showed mercy to his enemies. Especially thisextraterrestrial heavenly demon, who had no chance of gaining his sympathy.

With a wave of his sleeve, a spell shot out from his sleeve.

Five-Clawed Seal flashed, and brilliant multicolored light burst forth from the treasure.

This light spread around, turning into countless stars that dissipated in the void.

Following this, an eerie force swept through the area.

Theextraterrestrial heavenly demon felt his body freeze, unable to move as the nearby void transformed into a wall of steel.

"Damnit!"

Such a sudden turn of events was something he never dreamed would happen.

In desperation, he tried several secret spells but couldn’t escape.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed in his ears as Five-Clawed Seal fell from above. The demonic energies turned to nothingness and cries filled the air, but they soon stopped.

Lin Xuan still floated silently by. After a while, the sky gradually cleared, but looking around, he saw only destruction where their battle had taken place.

"Phew!"

Relieved, Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and found no trace of theextraterrestrial heavenly demon. Clearly, that strike had sent him to hell.

"How close!"

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but sigh in relief. The reputation of theextraterrestrial heavenly demon was well-deserved; if he hadn’t acted decisively and used Five-Clawed Seal to eliminate it, who would have won when this demon condensed its true body? Thankfully, everything was over now.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t rush to leave. Instead, he began searching for what theextraterrestrial heavenly demon might have left behind.

Soon a shimmering golden object caught his eye.

It was about the size of a fist and looked like an ordinary stone, but it emitted a dazzling light.

Lin Xuan’s face lit up with excitement as he swept his sleeve to summon a green glow that enveloped the stone.

He examined it closely.

"extraterrestrial heavenly gold, indeed this treasure. The ancients did not deceive me."

Lin Xuan's whispered words echoed in his mind as joy spread across his face.

extraterrestrial heavenly gold was an essential material for cultivating sword spirits, something rare even in the Three Realms.

Legend had it that only by killing aextraterrestrial heavenly demon could one have a chance to obtain some of this treasure.

Back then, Fairy Hundred Flowers endured much hardship and used all her cunning to kill severalextraterrestrial heavenly demon for her cultivation of sword spirit.

Lin Xuan was fortunate.

By obtaining a bit ofextraterrestrial heavenly gold from his opponent, he had mastered the secret technique of cultivating sword spirits.

However, compared to Fairy Hundred Flowers, his power was still far from impressive.

Firstly, their strength differed greatly; Fairy Hundred Flowers was at late-stagetranscend the tribulation.

But that wasn’t the most crucial factor. The number ofextraterrestrial heavenly gold refined into a treasure significantly influenced the power of the sword spirit cultivation technique.

To Lin Xuan, this technique was awe-inspiring among other cultivators, but to Fairy Hundred Flowers, it was merely an entry-level skill.

Of course, as his strength increased, so would the power of his sword spirit cultivation. But with only a small amount ofextraterrestrial heavenly gold refined from Nine Palace Moment Sword, it remained a headache-inducing limitation.

Lin Xuan understood this well, but there was nothing he could do about it.

After all,extraterrestrial heavenly gold wasn’t something found in the Three Realms.

Challenging aextraterrestrial heavenly demon, whether or not one would encounter them by chance, Lin Xuan had no interest in deciding life and death with such a powerful opponent.

According to ancient texts, even an ordinary domain demon was too formidable for a cultivator at early-stagetranscend the tribulation.

Of course, his strength far surpassed that of other cultivators of the same level, but he still didn’t want to take this risk.

Better safe than sorry. He had many techniques and didn't need to reach Fairy Hundred Flowers' level in cultivating sword spirits; everything would just flow naturally.

That was Lin Xuan’s original plan, but fate had a twist. This time, exploring ancient cultivator ruins led him to encounter aextraterrestrial heavenly demon.

If possible, he wouldn’t have wanted to fight this demon, but there was no choice. He had found the treasure and couldn’t abandon it just because of this opponent.

Lin Xuan didn't want to decide life or death with the domain demon, but that didn’t mean he feared him. A cornered rabbit would bite, and Lin Xuan wasn’t a coward.

Although the battle was tough, he managed to win in the end. And his luck held out well.

Sorry for the delay, I had a heatstroke these past couple of days and wasn't feeling well, so updates were few. But things are back to normal now, expect regular updates tomorrow.
第三千零六十九章 雕像的秘密

This was an unexpected收获. According to ancient texts, such treasures could be obtained after slaying the域外天魔.

However, it's merely possible; the actual outcome depends on luck and probability.

Lin Xuan had only hoped for a chance, but he never expected to actually gain域外天金 from this demon.

All his efforts were not in vain. With this treasure, the power of his sword spirit would significantly increase.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and an jade box flew out. Though it was no more than a foot long, it emitted an awe-inspiring chill.

Ten-thousand-year-old玄玉!

And it appeared to be in its finest state.

Other cultivators might use such treasures for alchemy, but even if the cultivation technique conflicted with the cold nature of the jade, he could still sell it on the market.

To ordinary cultivators, using an jade box like this would seem a waste. But Lin Xuan had his own purpose. The essence of玄玉 was indeed powerful when used to create treasures, but its true value lay in preserving materials.

This item could prevent spiritual energy from dissipating and truly put it to good use by storing such precious items as域外天金.

Unfortunately, most ordinary cultivators couldn't appreciate this due to their limited cultivation levels.

Lin Xuan stored the treasure in his robe without hurrying to leave. Instead, he released his divine sense to thoroughly search for any remaining treasures from the域外天魔.

But there was nothing to find.

Sighing, Lin Xuan didn’t show much disappointment. Getting域外天金 was already a stroke of luck. Contentment was key; what more could one complain about?

Besides, he still had a treasure trove before him.

So, Lin Xuan turned and returned to the palace.

He had already searched the first layer and found some good treasures, like ancient crystals that were now rare commodities.

Thus, he didn’t linger on the first floor but went straight up to the second.

Lin Xuan also searched this level, expecting more due to its importance. However, to his surprise, all he found were ordinary treasures, which was not what he had anticipated. What had he overlooked?

Originally, Lin Xuan planned a thorough search, but the域外天魔 intruded at an inopportune moment.

Lin Xuan had no choice but to engage in battle. After defeating this demon, everything on the second floor remained as it was.

What had he missed?

Lin Xuan pondered and searched with his divine sense, even using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. He spent a considerable amount of time searching but found nothing.

Sighing again, Lin Xuan focused on the statues near the stairs.

He had noticed these statues before; they looked fine from afar, but upon closer inspection, he realized something familiar about them—too lifelike.

The carving style and material were similar to those of the天巫神女 statue in the Moon Ink Clan ruins.

Moreover, during their battle, the域外天魔 recognized his innate treasure effortlessly.

All these coincidences convinced Lin Xuan that there was a connection between this ancient site and the Moon Ink Clan.

Perhaps the owners of these five statues were powerful figures from the Moon Ink Clan in ancient times.

But what did knowing this accomplish? It still didn’t help him find more treasures.

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression still filled with disappointment.

However, an idea flashed through his mind.

Wait, who said it wouldn't be helpful?

These statues could be a clue!

Why make it so obvious?

Could the statues themselves be crucial to finding the treasure?

How should he proceed?

His waist pouch contained similar statues. He had taken one from the Moon Ink Clan ruins and hadn’t used it in years. Could this be his key to solving the problem?

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a statue of a young woman appeared, carved from an unknown type of jade.

The statue was that of a beautiful maiden with lifelike features, slender figure, but with nine heads and eighteen arms, looking extremely strange.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm. The statue resembled the form he took when manifesting the Nine Heavens Divine Net.

Since his cultivation technique originated from the same lineage as the 天巫神女's, it made sense for her to have this form.

Removing the statue was just a guess; what should he do next?

Suddenly, an incredible scene unfolded. As soon as the 天巫神女 appeared, the five statues suddenly emitted a brilliant light, almost coming alive.

Lin Xuan was surprised but secretly elated. His luck seemed to be holding up well.

He held his breath and waited for the outcome.

Sure enough, the statue of the 天巫神女 also emitted a bright light, with the six statues responding in unison.

Then, an even more unbelievable scene occurred: one of the statues in the middle opened its eyes.

Lin Xuan almost thought he had misjudged. But as a cultivator, he quickly realized that the statue’s owner might have left a fragmentary soul within it.

If the other was a cultivator at渡劫 level, this wouldn’t be too difficult.

The most peculiar part was that these ancient great powers should have long passed away, their bodies already destroyed, yet they could preserve fragments of their souls. This was truly astonishing.

However, there were countless mysterious cultivation techniques in the world, so it wasn't entirely impossible.

Lin Xuan pondered as the statue’s gaze turned towards him.

The statue studied Lin Xuan for a moment before a gentle voice sounded, clear and melodious: "Did you awaken me?"

"Yes."

To this question, Lin Xuan didn’t have any other answer, so he replied honestly.

"So, is it true that your friend has obtained the treasures of my Moon Ink Clan?"

"Treasures of the Moon Ink Clan, what do you mean by that?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and remained silent.

"The statue of the 天巫神女 appearing here—was it brought by you?" The other didn’t answer his question but asked this instead.
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"Good."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. After all, this matter didn't require any denial from his side. A few brief words confirmed his earlier speculation—the ancient ruins before him were indeed related to the Moon Shadow Clan.

Finding a needle in a haystack without effort, Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy. This treasure hunt might yield unexpected results.

Of course, it was still too early to say for sure, but Lin Xuan already harbored some expectations deep within himself.

"Then you truly obtained a treasure from our Moon Shadow Clan? Your cultivation technique is the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow?" The clear and pleasant voice carried a hint of tension and even anticipation. Although not obvious, Lin Xuan could sense it.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan confirmed his guess without lying or being evasive. "Really?"

The statue's face showed great joy, with a touch of anxiety: "You truly mastered the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow and reached the early Transcendence stage?!"

Faced with this question, Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment but decided to be honest. "To be precise, my knowledge is broad, and I have practiced many techniques. However, the main technique I focus on is indeed the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow."

He was initially uneasy about this answer, but lying in such a situation wasn't wise. So he told the truth. To his surprise, the statue's face showed a dismissive expression: "Being proficient in other secret techniques isn't relevant. As long as your main technique is the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow and you've reached the Transcendence stage, that's enough."

"I can assure you of that," Lin Xuan felt relieved. His face no longer showed any hesitation.

"Really? But just words aren't convincing. Can you demonstrate?" The statue's eyes twinkled as it spoke. Given its status as a high-stage Transcender, it had seen many ups and downs and wouldn't easily believe in casual words.

"Sure! Demonstrating isn't an issue," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "If that's the case, Fairy, please observe carefully."

Before he finished speaking, his sleeves fluttered, and golden light burst forth as the Nine Palaces Swift Sword emerged.

Proving one's main technique was the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow had many methods, but the easiest way was to show a life-bound treasure.

The Nine Palaces Swift Sword was originally part of the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow; only those who practiced this divine art could possess it.

Sure enough, the statue's eyes lit up, and any lingering doubts quickly vanished. But just after a few moments, its surprised voice rang out again: "A nine-element treasure! Your Nine Palaces Swift Sword is indeed nine-element."

The statue couldn't hide her shock. This was understandable; the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow was the Moon Shadow Clan's treasured secret, but mastering it required extremely strict conditions.

In ancient times, when the Moon Shadow Clan hadn't declined yet, geniuses emerged in abundance. Despite the difficulty and complexity of the technique, there were still some extraordinary individuals who could meet these requirements.

Counting them all, there were over a hundred such individuals, each one a prodigy among the best.

However, only the Heavenly Witch Goddess managed to refine the Nine Palaces Swift Sword into its nine-element form in the Moon Shadow Clan.

The need for materials was too great; it would be like trying to collect them alone. The statue's original form was an elder of the Moon Shadow Clan and knew this situation well. Seeing that Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Swift Sword was indeed a nine-element one, she couldn't help but feel astonished. But her joy quickly replaced the shock.

After a decade-long wait, they finally had results, and even better than expected.

The statue's face showed excitement as she suddenly thought of something: "Snow Spirit, meet our young lord."

"Where are you talking about?" Lin Xuan was taken aback by such respect. His expression turned curious. "You must have mistaken me. I practice the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow but am not a member of your clan or its young lord."

"The Moon Shadow Clan has long vanished," the girl sighed, her true form having already perished, leaving behind only a fragmentary soul here. "Since you've mastered the Heavenly Witch Art of the Moon Shadow and reached the Transcendence stage, you naturally have the qualifications to be Snow Spirit's young lord."

"Then what exactly happened? Can you explain in more detail?" Lin Xuan scratched his head, looking somewhat helpless. Due to his main technique, he had always been interested in the Moon Shadow Clan, but the information was scarce.

In ancient times, the Moon Shadow Clan had once flourished, but with time and circumstances changing, it had long since vanished. Apart from a few scattered mentions in the oldest texts, there were no other records.

How exactly did the Moon Shadow Clan decline? It remained a mystery.

The only thing Lin Xuan knew was that their Heavenly Witch Goddess truly was remarkable—while her strength couldn't compare to the Arrogant King of Asuras, she likely outshone many famous Immortal Kings in the Spirit Realm.

Such power, and yet the Moon Shadow Clan still declined—it was beyond comprehension. Lin Xuan guessed that something earth-shattering must have happened in ancient times.

But he could only guess so far. With this opportunity, he had to ask more questions.
第三千零七十一章 蓝色星海的来历

"Lord Young Master, if you wish to know, there's no problem."

The young lady named Xue Ling sighed, a hint of melancholy on her face. Time had passed swiftly; it was already a million years since the past.

Back then, she was a powerful cultivator in the劫渡 stage, commanding respect and fear. Now, all that remained were fragments of her soul. It wasn't an exaggeration to say that recalling those times was painful.

The only thing worth celebrating was that despite a million years passing, the remnants of the Moon Shadow Clan's treasures hadn't been lost, waiting for such a remarkable successor.

If he agreed to cooperate, perhaps there would still be hope.

With this thought in mind, excitement flashed across her face. She opened her lips slightly and said, "To the point, Lord Young Master, if you wish to know why our Moon Shadow Clan declined, may I ask: do you have a clear understanding of how this Lost Realm came into being?"

"Ah... I've heard some whispers about it."

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before his expression turned surprised. The mention of the Lost Realm suggested that the decline of their clan might be linked to the域外天魔.

He thought so, but there was no need to play games with her. His face naturally showed great surprise.

"Lord Young Master is wise; it seems you've already figured this out. Indeed, our Moon Shadow Clan's downfall wasn't entirely due to the域外天魔, but they did bring us trouble through a piece of treasure," Xue Ling's voice was filled with nostalgia as she spoke.

"Oh, please elaborate," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead; just a few words had piqued his curiosity.

The decline of their clan was linked to the域外天魔. This was something Lin Xuan hadn't anticipated.

Before he could think further, however, her tone shifted: "Lord Young Master wishes to know more details? That's fine. But the reason is purely coincidental. Our clan obtained a treasure, and like a commoner carrying a precious gem, it brought us great misfortune."

Lin Xuan was confused. They had just been discussing the域外天魔, but now they were talking about a commoner carrying a precious gem. Even as an astute cultivator, he couldn't immediately grasp this shift.

"Treasure? What treasure?" Lin Xuan asked aloud while pondering. He knew little of their clan's past, but with a top-tier powerhouse like the Divine Witch Immortal, their strength was undoubtedly formidable.

A mere piece of treasure could bring about the downfall of an entire clan; it must be something extraordinary.

Could it be a先天灵宝?

No, although such treasures were powerful, there were over ten in existence. A Divine Witch Immortal would naturally have one or two. It couldn't possibly bring down their clan.

This reasoning was clearly flawed.

The only other possibility was a treasure from the True仙界, but its exact rank was hard to determine as he hadn't seen many such treasures himself.

Xue Ling's voice cut through his thoughts: "What else could have caused such chaos in the three realms? Ordinary divine treasures couldn't do it. The only thing that comes to mind is the Blue Star Sea."

"What... what, the Blue Star Sea?" Lin Xuan was speechless despite having faced many challenges and matured mentally.

Even if he wasn't particularly deep, this shock was too great. For him, nothing could be more memorable than the Blue Star Sea.

If it weren't for that chance encounter with the treasure, would he have had the opportunity to stand here?

He knew his own situation well; while his willpower was strong, the path of immortals wasn't just about perseverance. Human resources were limited, and without a spirit root or even a灵根, he might not have reached the劫渡 stage, let alone become a foundation-establishing cultivator.

This realization made him realize how crucial the Blue Star Sea was to him. He had never spoken of it to anyone except Mo'er, and even Peacock and Heart Refinement rarely mentioned it.

Hearing about this secret from Xue Ling's lips stirred his emotions to an extreme.

Fortunately, her expression didn't betray any suspicion when she saw his reaction.

Xue Ling was a cultivator from ancient times who had stayed in the ruins for millions of years. In those ancient times, the Blue Star Sea caused great turmoil across the three realms. Although it wasn't widely known, many劫渡 cultivators had heard rumors about its existence.

Not knowing the current situation, Xue Ling assumed that the Blue Star Sea was still the most famous treasure. Thus, she didn't question Lin Xuan's surprise.

Lin Xuan, however, quickly recovered from his initial shock and realized he had overreacted.

Fortunately, she hadn't noticed anything amiss. He felt relieved.

The value of the Blue Star Sea was clear to him; if this information leaked, he might not have a place in any realm.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed with relief as he concealed his surprise.

"Do you say that our Moon Shadow Clan's decline is due to the Blue Star Sea?" Lin Xuan asked, his tone calm and collected. His expression no longer betrayed anything amiss.

"Yes, it was a complex matter. I'll be brief. It seems we were fortunate enough for the Divine Witch Immortal of our clan to obtain the Blue Star Sea during one of her travels through other realms," Xue Ling explained.

"Wait."

Though she spoke little, the information contained in those few words was significant. Lin Xuan was stunned: "Lady, you said that the Divine Witch Immortal traveled through other realms. Isn't it true that only the Demon Realm and Netherworld are parallel to our realm?"

Lin Xuan's shock was understandable; the three realms had been known for a long time, with only the human world as an inferior realm and the divine realm at the highest level.

Was there another realm besides these?

"What? Only the ancient demon realm and Netherworld are parallel to our realm. How is that possible? I've been asleep for millions of years, but my memory isn't faulty. There must be more than two such realms; at least a thousand," Xue Ling said firmly.

"More than a thousand?" Lin Xuan was speechless. This revelation was too shocking: "Are you joking!"

Lin Xuan couldn't believe his ears. The Blue Star Sea's existence was far beyond what he had imagined.
第三千零七十二章 天外魔君

"Madam, I dare not deceive the Young Master. How come there are only two parallel planes left now?"

Snow Spirit said with a look of astonishment on her face.

"Not wrong."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, and for a moment, the two were speechless. However, Lin Xuan did not dwell on this issue for long; he believed that the other party would not lie to him. But it was undeniable that the three planes were now perfectly aligned.

There must have been some secret that neither of them knew about, which had caused this situation. It made no sense to be overly concerned over such a trivial matter. He could either pay more attention and gather related clues in the future or read more ancient texts.

After all, he was currently at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, with the opportunity to meet those old monsters who lived for hundreds of thousands of years. Lin Xuan believed that as long as he paid attention, this issue would not be difficult to investigate.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan's expression returned to normal: "Please continue."

"Very well," Snow Spirit did not dwell on the matter either and said with a slight opening of her lips, "In those days, when the Divine Witch Goddess traveled across other planes for distant tours, she obtained this extraordinary treasure known as Blue Star Sea."

"The effects of this treasure are inconceivable. Whether it's medicinal pills or precious materials, they all have a purifying effect."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan expressed his surprise just right; he did not want anyone to discover that the Blue Star Sea was already in his possession. It was necessary for him to act surprised.

"Not wrong," Snow Spirit continued without hesitation, "After obtaining this treasure, the Divine Witch Goddess was naturally very happy and no longer had any interest in traveling far away. She returned to the Spiritual Plane."

"Oh?"

"Back then, our Mo Yue Clan celebrated with great joy. With this treasure, medicinal pills or materials would no longer be obstacles on the path of cultivation. The Divine Witch Goddess and several senior elders from our clan could advance their cultivation further, ascend to immortality, and become Immortals. With their protection, the strength of our Mo Yue Clan was just around the corner. Looking at a million planes, there were no forces that could match us."

Snow Spirit's voice continued as she spoke.

Lin Xuan's expression turned even more astonished: "What you're saying is that, with this treasure in hand, the Divine Witch Goddess did not think of keeping it but instead made everyone aware of its existence?"

"Not wrong. We indeed underestimated things back then," Snow Spirit sighed and admitted, "The Mo Yue Clan was indeed very united, but as a clan with millions of people, it's impossible to keep secrets. The result was that the secret leaked out."

Lin Xuan found this rather foolish.

It didn't matter what happened; the saying went, 'A man without sin bears the guilt for his wealth.' Such an extraordinary treasure would certainly attract countless powerful beings, even if it were in the hands of King Asura.

Although the Divine Witch Goddess was not weak, her confidence to retain such a treasure after news had leaked out was overconfident. It was like a dreamer's fantasy; the Blue Star Sea did not help him achieve immortality but instead brought endless troubles and dangers. The Divine Witch Goddess and the Mo Yue Clan could not avoid being entangled in these endless problems.

The Blue Star Sea was a fuse, and who wouldn't want to possess such a treasure? Apart from various powerful beings within the Spiritual Plane, those from nearby planes also rushed over one after another.

Back then, although the Mo Yue Clan was very prosperous with many experts emerging, good people couldn't withstand too much pressure. Being the target of everyone's arrows wasn't pleasant at all.

Finally, even the mysterious Outer Plane Demons came.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan finally understood the entire situation, but his doubts were more numerous: "In that case, the Mo Yue Clan was indeed in a terrible situation. However, since they knew about 'guilt for wealth,' why didn't you guys throw this hot potato out?"

The Mo Yue Clan made everyone aware of their possession of such an extraordinary treasure; it was undoubtedly a foolish thing to do. But that was just one mistake among many. The clan had its wise and intelligent people; Lin Xuan did not believe they would come up with such a simple solution in that situation.

Although the loss of the Blue Star Sea was regrettable, under these circumstances, they needed the courage to cut off their own arm.

The Divine Witch Goddess was a genius; she wouldn't fail to understand this simple truth.

"Young Master said it correctly; in that case, abandoning the Blue Star Sea is the only choice. However, the problem is that the treasure has already disappeared. Even if we wanted to discard this hot potato, we couldn't do so."

"Why would it disappear?"

Lin Xuan found this increasingly intriguing.

"The Blue Star Sea is too mysterious and closely related to our clan's fate. Therefore, although it was discovered by the Divine Witch Goddess, under those circumstances, it did not remain in her hands but was enshrined in our clan's most important forbidden area."

"Mo Yue Clan's most important forbidden area?"

"Yes, guarded by the High Priestess, the Divine Witch Goddess, and several senior elders."

"This is indeed a wise choice. But could it be that there was an issue with those guarding the altar?"

Lin Xuan sighed; although the Divine Witch Goddess was highly knowledgeable, in such a situation where she had become the target of everyone's arrows, it would not be appropriate to keep the treasure elsewhere. The target was too obvious, and having several experts from the clan guard it together would have been more secure. However, by the sound of it, there seemed to be an issue with this step.

"Young Master said it correctly; originally, the altar had strict defenses with countless experts. As long as our clan's defense wasn't breached directly, enemies would find it difficult to sneak in. But that was just a general situation. We overlooked the Outer Plane Demons."

"Hmm, those fellows' powers are indeed strange. Ordinary protective measures might not work on them," Lin Xuan sighed; he had already had two experiences with the Outer Plane Demons, so his understanding of their abilities was not entirely unfamiliar.

"Yes, these hateful creatures have forms vastly different from other powerful beings across various planes. Some are even just a demonic consciousness that can penetrate everywhere, making it hard to guard against them." Speaking of the Outer Plane Demons, Snow Spirit's expression turned agitated as she clenched her teeth: "As Young Master said, ordinary defenses would be useless for them. Several demon lords潜入，其中更有一个外域魔君级别的存在."

"Really? An outer domain demon lord?"

Lin Xuan was shocked; the Outer Plane Demons were divided into different levels of strength, but Lin Xuan did not know how they were classified. The strongest one had a name: the Outer Domain Demon Lord. He heard that their power was extraordinary and could possess even true immortals if they caught them by chance. Such an existence actually taking action explained why the Mo Yue Clan's treasure was stolen.

Although he already had some idea, Lin Xuan still wanted to hear more details: "Please continue."
第三千零七十三章 前因后果

"Those were times long, long ago. But I do remember clearly, as a guardian of the altar myself at that time."

Snow Spirit's voice was soft and ethereal, but her gaze seemed distant, recalling memories buried deep in her mind.

"Wasn't the Fairy also a guardian of the altar?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this revelation. Although Snow Spirit had only a fragmentary soul left, her true form was an ancient cultivator who had passed through tribulation.

Such power could be considered a ruler in any realm. In ancient times, while Mo Yue Clan produced many powerful experts, it seemed too absurd for the head of such a lineage to merely guard the altar.

Lin Xuan's thoughts reflected this as he listened without showing his surprise.

"Lord Young Master, you misunderstand. At that time, I had not yet advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage; I was only at the Spirit Refinement Middle Stage," Snow Spirit quickly added.

"Oh, I see."

Lin Xuan finally understood. While a Spirit Refinement Middle Stage cultivator was formidable, it made sense for Mo Yue Clan to assign someone of that level to guard the altar given their importance and the blue star sea's current status as an object of worship.

Snow Spirit continued softly:

"At that time, experts from all planes gathered here with the goal of obtaining the treasure brought back by the Fairy. Although we were reluctant, we had no choice but to hand over the blue star sea when faced with overwhelming numbers. If we delayed, it would bring disaster upon our clan. The best outcome was mutual destruction."

Lin Xuan nodded. He could imagine the dire situation Mo Yue Clan found themselves in. Facing thousands of top-tier experts from various planes was terrifying.

Handing over the blue star sea might seem weak, but it was a smart choice given their overwhelming odds. Fish and net both die; Mo Yue Clan had to make a stand.

Snow Spirit continued:

"Things reached such a dire state that our clan's strength alone could not face thousands of experts from other planes. Fortunately, they all coveted the blue star sea, so they were wary of each other, giving us some breathing room. However, if this stalemate persisted, our clan would still be doomed."

"The situation was too dire for us to hesitate. The Grand Elder stepped forward and negotiated with them, agreeing to hand over the blue star sea by a certain date. Unfortunately, on the night before,域外天魔 invaded the altar. The Heavenly Realm Demon Lord attempted possession, and the Grand Elder was ambushed."

"On that night, the blue star sea was already under the Grand Elder's protection. It became their prize. News spread, and the Fairy led several elders to intervene. A fierce battle ensued. Despite the power of the域外天魔, they did not linger but tried to break through our defenses and escape."

"Fortunately, the altar was a sacred place with strict defenses. The invaders could not succeed immediately. Just as it seemed hopeless, Heavenly Witch Fairy arrived and attempted to destroy them. However, the Heavenly Realm Demon Lord's abilities were too strange; she could not defeat him quickly. Meanwhile, other域外天魔 saw no chance of escape and condensed into true demon bodies, greatly increasing their power. They used a mutually destructive tactic, holding back the Heavenly Witch Fairy and several elders while the Heavenly Realm Demon Lord fled using an elusive technique."

Snow Spirit's voice grew bitter as she spoke, her face showing不甘 (reluctance).

This incident was the catalyst for our clan's downfall. As a guardian of the altar, I could not intervene in the final battle, which filled me with regret. However, it was beyond my control; after all, neither side involved were at my level. The Grand Elders and域外天魔 were all Tribulation Transcending experts, leaving no room for interference.

"So, they managed to escape with the blue star sea."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, a thoughtful expression on his face.

"Indeed."

Snow Spirit nodded without emotion.

"What happened next?"

Despite knowing the outcome, Lin Xuan had to ask.

"After that, what else could happen? The Grand Elder was possessed, and the blue star sea was stolen. Our clan planned to hand over the treasure but failed to do so when the appointed time came."

"The other plane experts were not lenient. Even after explaining everything, they did not believe us and accused us of breaking our word. They demanded we immediately surrender the treasure. In that situation, how could we comply? A great battle ensued..."

Lin Xuan sighed. The outcome was clear; Mo Yue Clan suffered a crushing defeat against thousands of top-tier experts.

Snow Spirit continued:

"That battle was extremely brutal. Our clan did not want to sit idly by but were powerless despite our efforts. Even the Fairy, facing multiple plane experts, sustained severe injuries. She barely escaped after using several secret techniques."

"Oh, so the Heavenly Witch Fairy didn't perish?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. As Mo Yue Clan’s top expert, she faced formidable foes and managed to escape, a remarkable feat.

"Indeed, the Fairy's powers were impressive; she barely escaped. But the invaders would not let her go. They sent many experts in pursuit. The other clan members had no choice but to fight individually. The enemies were too powerful, so most perished while only a few lucky ones managed to escape."

(Note: The last paragraph about the author's personal situation is omitted as it is unrelated to the story.)
第三千零七十四章 烟消云散

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan's face showed a touch of regret. Although he was not an immortal from the Moon Ink Clan, since he embarked on the path of cultivation, through sheer luck, he had reaped many benefits from their ruins.

As they say, one should never forget where they came from. Lin Xuan was no ungrateful immortal; thus, his heart still harbored a certain degree of affection for the Moon Ink Clan.

Hearing about their misfortune and how they were betrayed by the域外天魔, leading to such a dire end, Lin Xuan felt a pang in his heart. However, with the situation as it was, there was no point in offering comfort; he found himself at a loss for words.

Fortunately, though Snow Spirit's essence had dwindled to just a fragment, her true form was that of a powerful immortal who had faced countless trials. Her awkward expression did not escape her attention.

She smiled warmly and gently combed her hair with a hand: "My apologies, Lord Young Master, for causing you such embarrassment."

Though the pain of the past lingered, time heals all wounds. Snow Spirit's heart was no longer as raw as it once had been; several million years had dulled its edges.

Time is a balm to the soul, and she could be at peace with her fate.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan continued: "So you are one of the fortunate few from your clan?"

"Indeed," Snow Spirit nodded.

"At first, our clan was betrayed by the域外天魔 who stole our treasures. We were unjustly accused and attacked by powerful immortals across countless planes. Even the Divine Witch Goddess nearly perished. Ordinary members suffered even more. Only a handful of lucky ones managed to escape, and I am one of them."

"Oh, so how many from your clan survived?"

"Hard to say," Snow Spirit sighed. "But if ten percent or more made it, that would be good enough."

Lin Xuan nodded thoughtfully. Ten percent was indeed fortunate; far beyond his initial expectations.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary person. After some consideration, he understood the reason behind this outcome.

Initially, the Moon Ink Clan faced numerous formidable enemies, but these were the top-tier immortals from various planes—arrogant and proud by nature.

If they had met the Divine Witch Goddess, there would have been no mercy; they would have attacked en masse. No one dared to think they could defeat her, their foremost expert.

The same went for other high-ranking immortals in the Moon Ink Clan. Despite their pride, most of them had countless disciples and followers who wouldn't hesitate to take action against ordinary cultivators.

Thus, only a few lucky ones managed to escape.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan finally understood the full story. His face showed a thoughtful expression: "If what you say is true, despite their great misfortune, some of your clan members did manage to survive. There's still a chance for them to rise again. Why then did they vanish completely?"

"You underestimate the immortals from other planes," Snow Spirit said with bitterness on her face. "They sought our blue star sea and though they won, failed to find the treasure. They will not give up so easily."

"These powerful beings would not harm ordinary Moon Ink Clan cultivators, but their disciples would not have such reservations. For the sake of the blue star sea, they traveled across planes with no intention of stopping until they found it. Thus, many of our lucky survivors met untimely ends."

Lin Xuan sighed. The situation was clear: as long as the blue star sea remained hidden, the Moon Ink Clan would continue to face such trials.

With the treasure taken by the域外天魔, how could the clan possibly retrieve it?

Indeed, their misfortune knew no bounds.

Though these powerful beings wouldn't harm ordinary cultivators, their disciples would not hesitate. Crossing planes for this goal, they were determined until their objective was met. Thus, the Moon Ink Clan's survivors faced relentless pursuit for tens of thousands of years.

In those long years, few could escape the fate that befell them.

Even if a few lucky ones remained, with such numbers, it was impossible for the clan to rise again.

Thus, the once-prosperous Moon Ink Clan vanished into history under these circumstances.

Lin Xuan nodded. "What about the Divine Witch Goddess? Did she also perish?"

He harbored some doubts. The Divine Witch Goddess's strength was on par with the Arrogant King of Asuras and no match for true primordial demons or scattered immortals and demon kings.

Other planes' powerful beings would be similarly matched, few could surpass her in power.

Though outnumbered, the Moon Ink Clan had become a target. If the Divine Witch Goddess wanted to escape, she might have succeeded, but with so many enemies, it was unlikely she could avoid their wrath entirely.

"Indeed," Snow Spirit replied somberly. "The Divine Witch Goddess did not perish, but I do not know her whereabouts."

"You don't know?" Lin Xuan's expression remained calm; this outcome was expected.

"Correct."

Snow Spirit nodded: "During my escape from the pursuers, I encountered the Divine Witch Goddess and was saved by her. Had she not intervened, I might have perished. Later, she gave us some guidance and bestowed upon us several medicinal treasures that helped me advance to the realm of tribulation."

She glanced at the statues before her—these were her companions.

"What happened after that?"

"The Divine Witch Goddess did not elaborate much but said our clan's misfortune stemmed from her actions. Though it cannot be undone, she must provide an explanation for our clan," Snow Spirit concluded.
第三千零七十五章 勇气可嘉

"Is it really necessary to go through all this trouble? This matter is a result of chance, so how can we blame the Heavenly Witch Goddess for it?"

Lin Xuan sighed. In the end, it was because they had not kept their discovery of the Blue Star Sea a secret that attracted countless powerful cultivators.

Thinking about this, Lin Xuan felt extremely fortunate. He was glad he was smart enough to keep the Blue Star Sea a secret. If he had accidentally let out any information, he might have already been in an irreparable situation.

"Although the Heavenly Witch Goddess understands the logic, her nature would not allow her to stay out of it," Snow Spirit said softly.

"Oh? What are the plans of the Heavenly Witch Goddess?" Lin Xuan was curious.

"The Heavenly Witch Goddess gave us guidance and set up some arrangements. She hid the treasures of the Moon Shadow Clan here and instructed us to guard them. She also said that if any cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage, who practice the Moon Shadow Heavenly Witch Technique, come here in the future, they would be considered successors of our clan. We should assist them well, as there might still be a chance for our clan to rise again."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan finally understood why Snow Spirit called him Young Master and showed such respect. She had told him all these secrets without reservation, revealing the twists in her plan.

It seemed that she truly considered him one of her own.

A warm feeling washed over Lin Xuan's heart. He already had a favorable impression of the Moon Shadow Clan. If it was within his power, he wouldn't mind helping them. However, after millions of years, the Moon Shadow Clan not only failed to rise again but almost vanished from the Spiritual Realm.

Although the Heavenly Witch Goddess possessed profound magical knowledge, she could not predict the future. This was something Lin Xuan had never anticipated either.

The world is unpredictable, and Lin Xuan sighed deeply.

Judging by her actions, it seemed that the Heavenly Witch Goddess intended to entrust herself to him. If his guess was correct, this woman might break through the dimensional barrier to seek out the Outer Demons.

Thinking about this, Lin Xuan admired her courage immensely. The fear of the Outer Demons was well-known; even True Immortals would find it troublesome to face them. If she truly broke through the dimensional barrier and ventured into their realm, such bravery was truly admirable.

Although he thought her actions too impulsive, if it were him, he would have planned carefully. There's a saying in the mundane world: "A gentleman seeks revenge; ten years is not too long." This principle might be shorter in the cultivation world, but as long as one could preserve their strength, they wouldn't fear running out of resources.

Although Snow Spirit did not know where the Outer Demons lived, her guess was similar to Lin Xuan's. The Heavenly Witch Goddess likely went to the realm of the Outer Demons to search for the Blue Star Sea.

"Does the Fairy Lady know how to reach the realm of the Outer Demons?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow and asked curiously. Although his power allowed him to break through dimensional barriers, even if he could open a passage between realms, it wasn't as simple as traveling anywhere. He needed to know the location and accurate coordinates first.

The current cultivation world was vastly different from ancient times. People only talked about three realms: the Spiritual Realm, the Demon Realm, and the Netherworld. There were no other known realms of similar power. Lin Xuan had never heard that there were thousands of such realms.

As for the Outer Demons, their whereabouts remained a mystery to most cultivators. Occasionally hearing rumors was considered good enough. It was unknown if any cultivator knew where they lived.

Discussing this with Snow Spirit, he naturally wanted to gather more information.

However, Snow Spirit shook her head. "I don't know how to reach the realm of the Outer Demons."

"Really?"

Lin Xuan nodded and showed no disappointment on his face. He had only asked out of curiosity.

Today's收获 was already plentiful. Regarding the Outer Demons and other hidden realms, he could gather more information in due time.

Patience is key; Lin Xuan always approached things step by step.

"By the way, why did you enter Nirvana here if you have advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage?" Lin Xuan asked another question.

Apart from Snow Spirit, the others were likely powerful cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage as well.

Even if they were only in their early stages, together, their strength was formidable. They should not have easily perished.

"Master forgot. Although I advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage by chance, we initial-stage cultivators are still bound by our lifespans. If we're lucky, we might survive eight or ten tribulations and live for a million years. However, with over seven hundred thousand years since the disaster of our clan, unless it's an advanced cultivator at the late Tribulation stage, none of us can live that long."

"Oh, I see; this is something Master neglected," Lin Xuan scratched his head.

It was said that even wise men could make mistakes. He had forgotten such a simple matter. The later tribulations were increasingly unpredictable and powerful, with lifespans limited to about a million years for ordinary initial-stage cultivators. Only those with extraordinary treasures or unique cultivation techniques might survive multiple tribulations, but the extra lifespan would be limited—just an additional one or two hundred thousand years.

To significantly increase their lifespan, they had no choice but to advance in cultivation.

If they could reach the late Tribulation stage, they would no longer be bound by lifespans and truly achieve immortality. However, the difficulty of advancing from initial to late stages was beyond words.

Those who managed to enter the Tribulation stage were almost all geniuses. Even these admired existences, most remained stuck in their early stages, unable to advance further. The true cultivators who could reach the late stage were so rare that they could be counted on one's fingers and toes.

He never expected it to have been so long—seven hundred thousand years. Initial-stage cultivators indeed couldn't live for such a long time.

This was something he had neglected, but Snow Spirit still retained a fragment of her soul. How should this be explained?

Seeing Lin Xuan's confusion, the Moon Shadow Clan girl spoke up: "Master forgot. We were entrusted by the Heavenly Witch Goddess to guard these treasures and wait for you. As time passed, our lifespans grew short. Unable to fulfill the Heavenly Witch Goddess's request, we had no choice but to use a secret technique."
第三千零七十六章 上古画卷

"Secret technique? What secret technique?"

Lin Xuan spoke curiously.

"It's a secret technique that can extend one's lifespan," Snow Spirit said softly.

"Extend one's lifespan?" Lin Xuan was shocked. How could this be possible?

Cultivation cultivation, the original purpose was to gain eternal life. Thus, although cultivators had great powers like moving mountains and overturning seas, there hadn't been any technique known that could extend one's lifespan.

If such a secret technique truly existed, why bother with cultivation at all?

"Lord Young Master, you misunderstand. I never said this technique could extend one’s lifespan. Although it does involve some time法则, it is merely a clever trick with many drawbacks. If not for the instruction from Lady Goddess, we would never have used it."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan became even more interested.

"This secret technique was created by a powerful being in our Mo Yue clan. By using this technique, although my residual soul did not break free of the lifespan constraint, I gained several times its original length, which is why I can still live until now," Snow Spirit explained.

"But what remains is just a fragment of my soul. The main body of me perished due to the use of this technique. Not only was it me, but several clan members also exhausted their lifespans and passed away together."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan sighed. "As Lady Fairy said, unless absolutely necessary, using such a secret technique would indeed be unwise."

His words were not without reason; after all, the residual soul could only serve to convey messages with limited other uses.

For a moment, they fell into silence. But soon, Lin Xuan seemed to remember something: "Right, Lady Fairy mentioned that your purpose here is to guard the treasures left behind by our Mo Yue clan."

"Correct."

Snow Spirit turned her head again: "Back then, our Mo Yue clan faced great calamity. Although many materials and treasures were lost due to the sudden incident, some still managed to be brought out. Goddess Lady entrusted us with their safekeeping until Lord Young Master's arrival."

"Until my arrival?" Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Yes, according to the instructions from our Lady, as the head of our Mo Yue clan, these treasures naturally belong to you," Snow Spirit said.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. Was there such a thing as a free lunch in this world?

Although he had come here for ancient cultivator's treasures, the benefits he could gain now far exceeded his previous expectations.

Knowing that the Mo Yue clan was once immensely powerful and had accumulated countless materials and treasures, even if some were lost due to the suddenness of the calamity, the number of valuable items brought out would still be significant.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a look of great joy. However, he understood that there was no such thing as free lunch in this world. After his excitement, he pondered and asked, "Did Lady Goddess say what I need to do to inherit these treasures?"

"There… the Lady didn’t give specific instructions. Given our clan's dire circumstances back then, it’s uncertain if we could recover. Therefore, Lady Goddess did not specify that you must do anything."

Lin Xuan was speechless at this point; he had received so many benefits without any effort.

Though he wouldn't be happy about it, he was still a shrewd cultivator. After some thought, he understood the purpose behind Lady Goddess's arrangement.

On the surface, she didn’t ask for anything, but by receiving such great benefits, how could he remain indifferent if the Mo Yue clan ever faced difficulties in the future?

Although there were many heartless individuals in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan was not one of them. He believed that if someone did something good for him, he would repay it within his means.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan wasn't a pretentious cultivator and said, "Thank you, Lady Goddess. I won’t refuse your kindness. If Mo Yue clan needs my assistance in the future, as long as it's within my capacity, I will not hesitate."

Lin Xuan didn’t say he would risk his life for others, but this was enough to satisfy her. The Lord Young Master hadn't made any rash promises and proved himself a cultivator who kept his word. Handing over these treasures meant she had completed her mission.

Snow Spirit smiled at the thought. She then raised both hands, fingers flickering, and various intricate techniques appeared on her fingertips like petals flying. These techniques combined into an ancient scroll.

"This is…"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he revealed a look of surprise. He recognized that scroll; it depicted birds, beasts, insects, and fish, similar to the treasure map he had received. However, while they were similar, this one was clearly more exquisite upon closer inspection.

"Quick!"

Snow Spirit pointed at the scroll before her. As she did so, the scroll emitted a dazzling light, coming alive as if it had a spirit. The sound of flowing water entered his ears.

The river depicted on the scroll began to flow visibly. Clear water could be seen with several carp swimming and playing. Above, an eagle soared through the sky. Nearby, wildflowers bloomed, emitting a refreshing fragrance.

"This…"

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive experience, was still shocked. He couldn't help but silently marvel at the Mo Yue clan's secret techniques.

Though he was stunned, Lin Xuan didn’t ask any questions as it was clear that Snow Spirit’s spell was reaching its critical moment. Disturbing her might result in failure.

Lin Xuan had good judgment and remained silent, floating nearby without doing anything.

After about half a cup of tea, Snow Spirit continued to wave her hands, casting more techniques from her fingertips. She also opened her lips, reciting ancient incantations.

"Break!"

With another soft command, faint sounds of wind and thunder were heard. Several statues around them began to emit bright light. From their eyes, beams of light shot out, entering the ancient scroll without hesitation. Surrounding elemental energy seemed to be summoned by this, swirling towards the scroll and vanishing instantly.

A clear sound echoed as the scroll became dazzlingly bright, increasing in size tenfold or more.

PS: Keeping my promise, here is the third chapter for you. The entire book is complete.
第三千零七十七章 墨月天巫殿

Lin Xuan watched the scene before him, greatly impressed by the abilities of the Moon Ink Clan.

The ancient and raw incantations continued to flow into his ears. Not only did Snow Spirit's hands move, but even the statues below began mimicking her actions.

Colorful magical techniques appeared one after another, as if they were being drawn from a long whale drinking water. They all vanished into the scroll before him.

"Whoosh!"

The patterns in the scroll became more vivid and lifelike, reaching an almost perfect level of detail.

"Break!"

A young woman from the Moon Ink Clan shouted sharply. She raised her right hand, forming it like a sword with her finger, and struck downward forcefully toward the ground below.

Sizzle... A loud rumble echoed as her palm emitted streaks of golden lightning.

These lightning streaks flickered and danced before condensing into individual golden runes.

"Lightning Law!"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. If Snow Spirit herself had been present, using her initial-stage cultivation power to control some lightning would not be unusual. But this girl was clearly left with only a fragment of her soul, yet she could still manipulate the Lightning Law. This was truly shocking and extraordinary—could it be that the advantage of the Lightning Soul Body lay in its ability for even a mere fragment of consciousness to communicate with celestial laws?

Lin Xuan was stunned, but he did not waste time asking questions. He merely pondered inwardly while outwardly remaining silent.

The entire process unfolded quickly; though complex, it took only moments.

The golden runes composed of lightning coalesced in the center, emitting a bright light. A crescent-shaped blade about a foot long appeared before them.

Clearly made from lightning energy, the blade was adorned with intricate and mysterious patterns on its surface.

Snow Spirit's incantations grew more urgent as she pointed her empty left hand at this treasure.

"Quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, the golden glow on the artifact rippled outward like waves. It then expanded tenfold in an instant, trailing a long tail of flame as it shot forward.

Sizzle... The mysterious ancient scroll was cut apart effortlessly.

A white whirlwind appeared out of nowhere, causing ripples in space and time. After a short while, a vortex about the size of a man's chest materialized before them, deep beyond measure, emitting an eerie yet enigmatic force.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan, who had far more knowledge of spatial laws than most cultivators at his level, was visibly taken aback by this mysterious interface power.

Could it be that the Moon Ink Clan's treasure was not stored here but in some unknown interface?

The interface power was immense and robust, unlike a small space created by a powerful being. If he were to guess correctly, it should be another dimension. The strange nature of this interface power indicated it was neither the Spirit Realm nor the Demon Realm.

Although Yin司界 (Yin System World) had not been visited by Lin Xuan, he could rule that out as well.

As the saying goes, "hearing is deceiving, seeing is believing." Although Lin Xuan never doubted that his interlocutor would deceive him with lies, now that he saw it with his own eyes, he was certain of the existence of other parallel interfaces besides the three main ones.

This one before him was proof.

But why had the Heavenly Witch Goddess stored her treasure in such a place?

Lin Xuan found this intriguing but decided to leave these questions for later. The ability to open an interface channel was mainly due to the Heavenly Witch Goddess's setup, and Snow Spirit, with only a fragment of her soul, could still control the Lightning Law—truly impressive.

Today had been quite enlightening!

As his thoughts raced, a ball of spiritual light emerged from the interface channel.

About the size of a fist, it was enveloped in dazzling light, making its contents unclear at first glance.

Lin Xuan's curiosity piqued as he remained silent. The light orb seemed to have life, flying into Snow Spirit's palm.

The glow faded, revealing a miniature palace.

Though similar in size to a fist, the structure was exquisitely delicate and intricate.

Clearly, this was a spatial treasure.

"What..."

Lin Xuan was surprised by the outcome.

However, when he heard her voice, his shock deepened.

"This Moon Ink Clan's treasures are all stored here. Young Master must have noticed that the Heavenly Witch Pavilion is a spatial treasure. But if you merely consider it as an ordinary spatial treasure, you would be gravely mistaken."

"Oh, so not just a spatial treasure, but also has other functions?"

"Exactly."

Snow Spirit nodded with a proud expression: "Ordinary spatial treasures typically function like portable storage spaces. More advanced ones contain pure essence qi or demonic energy, serving as temporary dwellings. However, the Heavenly Witch Pavilion is different—it possesses all these effects and can be used for both defense and offense, its power inconceivable."

"Why can it be used for defense and attack?" Lin Xuan's expression showed amazement. He had initially thought it was just a spatial storage treasure.

Such treasures were rare but not beyond his reach as an advanced cultivator. For instance, he had recently obtained a spatial bracelet from the Green Beauty Venerable when he killed her.

"Because this Heavenly Witch Pavilion is originally a Primordial Treasure," Snow Spirit declared proudly.

"What? A Primordial Treasure?"

Even with his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan was taken aback. Fortune indeed favored him; his luck had been exceptionally good today.

Primordial Treasures were known to few cultivators but were legendary for Lin Xuan. While they shared the title of Transcendent Treasures with Post-Primordial Treasures, their power was incomparable.

The origin of Primordial Treasures remained unclear, but it was widely known that in ancient times, several dozen cultivation experts had attempted to forge them. Despite working together, none succeeded. The few treasures obtained were merely pseudo-primordial items, like the Spirit Bell he held, crafted by those ancient cultivators.

Thus, people speculated that Primordial Treasures might have originated from the True Immortal Realm in ancient times.

Such primordial artifacts were rare and incredible in their power; ordinary cultivators had never seen or possessed them.

Lin Xuan had heard of these treasures long ago. He was surprised to find his luck so good today, allowing him to easily obtain a Primordial Treasure.
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Although Lin Xuan was wealthy and far surpassed his peers in cultivation, he still possessed many incredible treasures.

However, who would begrudge having too many divine treasures? Such items were coveted by even the most ancient and formidable elders. Once revealed, they would inevitably stir up a storm within the cultivation world. Yet, Lin Xuan had obtained such a treasure so easily; fortune was truly unpredictable—when it came, one couldn't stop it.

Lin Xuan wasn’t a cold-hearted person. The joy of acquiring such a treasure was accompanied by gratitude towards the Moon Shadow Clan and the Immortal Witch Goddess.

Holding the Moon Shadow Immortal Witch Pavilion in his hands, Lin Xuan’s face lit up with delight. Inside this divine treasure were numerous treasures accumulated by the Moon Shadow Clan over time.

He released his spiritual awareness, but to no avail; it was like a stone thrown into an empty well, failing to stir any waves on the Moon Shadow Immortal Witch Pavilion.

Lin Xuan showed no unusual expression. Since it was a spatial treasure, spiritual awareness had no use here. To inspect its contents, he would need to first refine this divine treasure.

Impatience is not wise, and Lin Xuan didn’t plan to refine the treasures right away. He could handle them later when he had more time; there was no rush.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan raised his head again. What he saw next left him stunned.

Snow Spirit’s body had become transparent.

Lin Xuan’s brows knitted in confusion at first, thinking he might have misjudged the situation. However, upon closer inspection, it became clear that her condition was indeed dire—her aura was rapidly weakening before his eyes.

"You..."

Lin Xuan's face wasn’t particularly pleasant. With his extensive knowledge, he could easily discern that Snow Spirit’s magical power was rapidly diminishing and would soon dissipate completely.

What to do?

Although this was their first meeting, Lin Xuan felt a strong connection with her. She had shared many ancient secrets and gifted him numerous treasures, including the divine treasure.

Even if she did so as per the Immortal Witch Goddess's instructions, he still greatly appreciated Snow Spirit’s kindness.

Lin Xuan wasn’t an ungrateful cultivator. He hadn’t yet decided how to repay her, but now she was about to dissipate before his eyes.

Though Lin Xuan didn’t know the reason, he couldn’t remain indifferent; he showed his anxiety openly on his face.

"Princess, what’s wrong?"

Lin Xuan didn’t believe in coincidences. Snow Spirit’s residual soul had reached its final moment of life just as he arrived here. There must be a reason for this timing.

Could it be... Lin Xuan was a shrewd cultivator and quickly considered a possibility.

Opening the interface channel, while the Immortal Witch Goddess likely made some preparations, Snow Spirit wasn’t a full-fledged cultivator anymore; she had only a residual soul left. Summoning lightning seemed miraculous but required immense energy.

Without her body to meditate and recover, if her true essence was nearly depleted, wouldn’t this be the outcome?

Feeling guilty, Lin Xuan’s face showed his remorse.

Though it was due to the Immortal Witch Goddess's task, he felt responsible for this situation. His apology was clear on his face.

Snow Spirit smiled, trying to comfort him: "Young Master, there is no need to blame yourself. This has nothing to do with you. I am a first-stage cultivator who has lived long enough. Now that I can fulfill the Immortal Goddess's wishes, I have no regrets."

While this might be true, Lin Xuan didn’t believe it.

Snow Spirit had been alive for a long time, but being sealed in ancient ruins offered little joy. Moreover, pursuing immortality was to seek eternal life; who would willingly face such an outcome?

Thus, her words were merely to ease his mind and reduce his guilt. Lin Xuan wouldn’t truly think she had accepted death.

What should he do now?

Lin Xuan frowned, pondering the situation while Snow Spirit’s condition worsened. Her illusory form was becoming increasingly hazy; soon, she would dissipate completely.

As expected, despite her words, deep down, she was filled with reluctance. Seeing Lin Xuan’s anxious expression, she felt warmth in her heart.

The Moon Shadow Clan had treated her well, passing on secret treasures and the Immortal Witch Technique to a benevolent cultivator. With his help, their clan might truly have a chance at revival.

With this thought, Snow Spirit spoke: "Young Master, don’t be sad. I have no regrets. If my clan needs assistance in the future, please consider helping us out of gratitude for today’s kindness."

"Princess, it is an honor," Lin Xuan’s solemn voice echoed. Then he changed his tone: "Actually, there is a way to save your life, but we need to act quickly."

"What? A way to save my life?"

Snow Spirit was stunned, almost thinking she had misheard. She knew her situation well.

Her lifespan might still have many years left, but she had consumed much of her true essence by summoning lightning. Without a body for meditation and recovery, this outcome was inevitable. What idea did Young Master have to turn things around?

Was it just empty words? Though they hadn’t interacted much, Snow Spirit sensed Lin Xuan’s reliability. He wouldn’t make such claims without confidence.

With these thoughts, she hoped for the best—after all, who would want to dissipate their soul?

"Does Young Master really have a plan?" Her voice trembled as she asked.

"I can't guarantee success, but it's worth trying."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he flicked his sleeves. The situation was critical; he couldn’t delay any longer.

A pure white jade bottle flew out, emitting faint green light.

Though only a few inches tall, the bottle seemed ordinary at first glance—similar to a common vial for storing pills.

However, its surface emitted a pale green glow, not a mere sheen but composed of tiny runes.

These runes were so small that they couldn’t be discerned individually. Their faint green appearance resembled spiritual light.

Clearly, it was an extraordinary treasure.
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封灵玉！

A startled cry echoed in his ears. Xue Ling's face was already somewhat blurred, but she now wore a look of great surprise and joy, her eyes fixed intently on the treasure before her.

"Young Master, could this be the legendary封灵玉?" Xue Ling spoke again, evident from her tone that she was excited and agitated.

"Not wrong," Lin Xuan nodded. This woman indeed lived up to her reputation as a great cultivator from ancient times; she had excellent discernment and recognized this legendary treasure at first glance.

"封灵玉, truly wonderful." Xue Ling's joy was clear on her face, just as Lin Xuan had guessed. Although she said it with reluctance, deep down, she still felt reluctant to part with it. Cultivation after all was about gaining eternal life; who would willingly lose their soul and essence?

Earlier, there was no choice for her, given the scarcity of true energy in her body and the impossibility of meditation without a physical form. Thus, regardless of how much she hated it, the only outcome was to disperse her soul and essence. However, Xue Ling never imagined that Young Master would actually possess such a legendary封灵玉.

Was this heaven's favor? After all, while the name of封灵玉 might not be extraordinary, it wasn't something that should exist in the spirit realm. It couldn't be found in either the demon realm or the阴司界. Legend had it that these magical jade stones originated from the true fairy realm.

Though uncertain about the truth of this legend, Lin Xuan knew for certain that封灵玉 was invaluable. Although not a material for forging talismans, its ability to prevent the loss of a treasure's essence was unparalleled. It was said that objects made with封灵玉 in the true fairy realm were used to preserve precious spirit herbs.

Moreover,封灵玉 had another use: sealing powerful souls. The power referred to here was absolute; it required at least late-stage tribulation or a true spirit cultivator… and there were rumors that the most顶级的封灵玉 could even seal the three souls and seven essences of a true fairy.

Lin Xuan wasn't sure if these tales were exaggerated, but he knew for certain that the封灵玉 had sealed the soul of True Spirit Phoenix. He had witnessed this firsthand, so it was impossible to be false.

Once a soul was sealed within, it would be completely restrained, and its essence energy would no longer dissipate. In other words, sealing Xue Ling with this treasure would ensure she wouldn't face the risk of dispersing her soul and essence.

Although she still couldn't meditate for recovery, at least her life was temporarily saved.

As for what to do next, Lin Xuan had already formulated a plan. With Xue Ling reduced to a mere fragment of her soul, there was no way to recover lost true energy through meditation. However, in the vast treasure trove of the cultivation world, there were always ways to proceed.

For instance, Nourishing Soul Wood. If he could obtain this rare artifact, its nourishing effects on the spirit would allow Xue Ling's lost true energy and soul power to gradually recover.

Although not as rare as the封灵玉, Nourishing Soul Wood was one of the three great divine woods in the cultivation world. Even as a tribulation cultivator, collecting it wouldn't be easy. But that didn't matter; he would think of ways if necessary. With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and flicked his sleeves. A streak of green light emerged, enveloping Xue Ling before vanishing into the jade bottle in front.

He then lightly tapped his fingers to seal the bottle's lid. Spell after spell shot out from his fingertips, forming silver-colored runes that shimmered and rearranged themselves into a beautiful pattern, which also vanished into the jade bottle.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his eyes glowing with silvery light as he stared at the jade bottle above him.

After a moment, Lin Xuan turned back, his face showing satisfaction. Through the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, he had clearly seen Xue Ling's condition within the封灵玉. Indeed, with this treasure protecting her, there was no longer any danger of her soul dispersing. He then flicked his sleeves again and a streak of green light enveloped him as he returned to his original form, flying out of the palace.

Soon reaching the exit, he vanished into it. The surroundings became blurry but quickly cleared up. Lin Xuan turned his head to survey the scene before him. As expected, he was back on the mountain top, with a small lake nearby where wisps of spirit energy diffused from its surface.

Spirit Eye Lake. This was also an extremely rare treasure in the cultivation world. Although Lin Xuan had ignored it earlier due to his focus on treasure hunting, now that he had some free time, he wouldn't let this opportunity slip by.

Even if he didn't need it himself, he could give it to disciples or sell it at auctions for exchange. Looking down at the small lake, its released spirit energy was indeed extremely dense.

Surely a fine treasure! Without further ado, Lin Xuan raised his hands and spell after spell shot out from his fingertips into the lake. Soon, gurgling sounds filled his ears as if pebbles had been thrown into the calm waters, creating ripples that spread outward.

This wasn't yet over; Lin Xuan continued to wave his hands while reciting ancient and obscure incantations. Spirit energy shone around the lake, gathering into tiny light points about the size of thumbs. These points converged at the center, transforming into numerous array flags in various colors, each adorned with countless tiny runes.

"Drop!" Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward, and these spirit-energy-formed array flags immediately fell toward the lake surface, vanishing from sight. However, just a few moments later, a beam of light about an arm's length shot up from the lake surface, piercing through the air.

The beam was entwined with blue lightning, and soon several more beams of similar size appeared around it. These beams emitted golden threads that interwove together, forming a complex and ancient array formation in Lin Xuan's line of sight. His incantations grew more urgent as his hands continued to wave, more spells shooting out.

After about the time it took to drink a cup of tea, a loud boom echoed. The brilliance was so intense that nothing could be seen clearly. After a moment, when his vision returned, the Spirit Eye Lake beneath him had vanished.
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Lin Xuan stood before a treasure, about the size of a fist, shaped like a round pearl and emitting an enigmatic glow.

At first glance, it seemed as deep as a bottomless pit.

Of course, this was the Spirit Eye Lake he had obtained using his magical technique.

With a wave of his sleeve, a jade box appeared in front of him. He flicked his fingers lightly, and with a "snap," the lid opened. A white light enveloped the shrunken Spirit Eye Lake before it vanished into the jade box.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he waved his sleeve again to secure the box, then transformed into a streak of lightning flying away towards the distance.

...

Lin Xuan did not rush back to his cave dwelling immediately. Although he had planned to leave the lost plane, setting up the Xiao Yu乾坤阵 required time. As the saying went, impatience gets you nowhere. Such complex ancient arrays could not be completed in one fell swoop.

This was clear to Lin Xuan, so he wasn't overly anxious. Over the next few years, Lin Xuan frequently appeared in various markets on this plane. Whether it was human, demon, or yin spirit territories, his footsteps had left traces everywhere.

His spending was extravagant; with such a rich background and abundant crystal stones, he had reached a level that ordinary cultivators could hardly imagine.

With the imminent departure from here, Lin Xuan's goal was to acquire some unique treasures specific to this lost plane. Anything he deemed valuable—be it materials or finished magical artifacts, or rare elixirs—he would buy in large quantities without hesitation.

Of course, while his spending was generous, he also understood that such a frenzied search for precious items could attract attention. Thus, every time, he used the technique of transforming his appearance to assume different forms—sometimes as a stout old man, sometimes as a burly giant. Each disguise was unique.

To be fair, Lin Xuan had been quite careful. However, there is no such thing as perfect secrecy in this world, especially not among cultivators with countless strange talents. Although Lin Xuan's transformation technique was indeed miraculous, it inevitably left some telltale signs.

...

This was an endless desert, nothing but yellow sand and low shrubs.

Lin Xuan was surrounded by dozens of cultivators.

These cultivators wore black battle armor, exuding a heavy yin energy, clearly not human cultivators but yin spirit ghosts. Most were at the Separation or Profound Origin stages, with a few towering figures being at the Spirit Transformation level.

But the most terrifying part was yet to come.

The two leaders were a man and a woman. The man on the left was exceptionally tall, rugged in appearance, and his heavy armor suggested he was a formidable warrior.

On the right stood a young woman of about twenty, with a beautiful face and petite figure, dressed in dark robes.

Though their appearances differed, the spiritual pressure they emitted was equally formidable—both were at the Tribulation Transcendence stage!

Lin Xuan's expression turned gloomy, but the yin spirit ghosts weren't much better. The two leaders didn't speak, but their expressions of surprise and doubt betrayed them.

It was clear that these were high-ranking generals under the Dark King of Hell.

Lin Xuan’s identity had been exposed, and he was finally caught here.

However, the two tribulation cultivators were troubled. Although the Dark King said the cunning little guy who stole the Immortal Binding Ring was extremely clever, his cultivation level should have been at the Spirit Transformation stage. But before their eyes stood Lin Xuan, clearly a Tribulation Transcendence existence.

Had he really advanced in just a hundred years?

The two were inwardly groaning. According to what they had heard from the Dark King, this young man's strength far exceeded that of his peers by a significant margin and carried numerous powerful treasures. The Dark King’s avatar had even been destroyed by him.

They could face each other with confidence if it was just two of them, but now that he had advanced, their combined strength might not be enough to defeat him.

With the odds stacked against them, retreating seemed like the best option, but they dared not do so; otherwise, the Dark King would unleash his wrath upon them.

Now, caught between a rock and a hard place, was the most accurate description of their situation.

On the other hand, Lin Xuan had no interest in wasting time here. Two tribulation cultivators were manageable, but if he delayed too long, the Dark King might personally arrive, leaving him with nowhere to run.

Although Lin Xuan’s abilities were formidable, facing such an old monster still left him without a chance of victory.

A swift resolution was his best choice.

With a wave of his sleeve, spiritual light radiated out as the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword Fish emerged.

Raising another hand, he heard the clear ringing sound as the Vermilion Bird's shadow appeared in mid-air.

But that wasn't all. He flicked both hands rapidly, casting dazzling multicolored lights. Various shapes of magical weapons—swords, spears, halberds—appeared one after another.

With a loud shout, his two hands converged, and a golden light point formed behind him, quickly condensing into the form of a nine-headed eighteen-armed golden body.

Following this, the sound of insects grew louder as thousands of jade net bees were released.

Lin Xuan opened his mouth to release Illusory Heavenly Fire, blindingly bright.

With no hesitation, Lin Xuan unleashed everything he had.

The yin spirit ghosts' faces turned pale as they quickly cast out their treasures in response.

Spiritual light flashed everywhere, yin energy surged, and magical weapon beams interwove in the air...

...

Few knew the outcome of this battle, but only the Dark King was both furious and anxious.

After a hundred years of effort, he finally found clues about that young man, who had advanced to Tribulation Transcendence cultivation within such a short time.

With great difficulty, his two generals managed to intercept him, but not only did they fail to reclaim the Immortal Binding Ring, they were instead destroyed by him.

A bitter lesson in trying to steal something and losing more. The Dark King was no ordinary figure; he had never experienced such humiliation before.

He could not bear to remain silent and personally set out to find clues about Lin Xuan.

Unfortunately, his efforts proved fruitless.

Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; under these circumstances, he would not seek any more treasures. Given the situation, avoiding the old man was his only choice—remaining low-key was essential.

Fortunately, in recent times, Lin Xuan had made significant gains in various markets. With time running out, if everything went according to plan, Xiao Yu乾坤阵 should be ready soon.

With that in mind, there was no need for hesitation. Lin Xuan took out a flying magical artifact, reduced his cultivation level to the婴 stage, and used the technique of transforming his appearance. Although he could not guarantee complete anonymity, as long as luck held, he should be able to avoid detection.
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Lin Xuan's initial plan was correct. The lost interface was vast, and under his deliberately low-profile approach, the Dark King of the Netherworld had no way to interfere.

Finding him would be as difficult as searching for a needle in a haystack.

Lin Xuan traveled smoothly without any trouble. Apart from his concealed cultivation level, which slightly slowed down his speed, he encountered no other difficulties.

He was not in a hurry; after all, he had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending Stage, where his lifespan was measured in millions of years. A few years' worth of time could be spared.

A few years passed, and indeed, Lin Xuan managed to avoid the Dark King's surveillance under his low-profile approach.

On this day, a picturesque valley appeared before him.

Apart from its scenic beauty, there was nothing different about it; the entire valley was shrouded in a pale white mist.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed. After enduring countless hardships, he finally returned to his destination.

Fortunately, despite the effort, his recent expedition yielded far more than expected, so he naturally had no complaints but felt relieved instead.

He wondered how the small须臾乾坤阵 (Brief Moment Spatial Array) was set up. If everything was in place, he could soon return to the Spirit Realm.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan did not waste any time. He flicked his sleeve and shot out a fiery light.

The light turned slightly before vanishing into the mist.

It was a sound transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he crossed his arms behind his back. He did nothing but silently hover in place, waiting.

In no time, the once tranquil valley suddenly stirred. The pale white mist swirled, followed by a clear ringing sound. The mist parted to reveal a channel about ten feet wide.

A small path made of broken stones could be faintly seen within the channel.

Spiritual light flashed, and several streaks of light emerged from inside.

The lights dimmed as different faces appeared.

At the forefront were two women. The one on the left was around twenty years old, dressed in red, with an incomparable beauty. Naturally, she was Red Silk.

To her right was a younger woman, only about ten or twelve, tall and beautiful.

Behind them stood various cultivators of both genders, all respectfully standing at attention.

"Brother Lin, you're back."

Red Silk's expression was full of joy as she smiled charmingly.

With the numerous medicinal pills and elixirs given by Lin Xuan, her cultivation had progressed smoothly. Although she hadn't advanced to a higher realm, her progress compared to before was like a day's journey in a thousand miles.

She naturally felt grateful towards Lin Xuan for his kindness.

"Ying'er, I've come to see you."

On the other side, the green-robed girl curtsied gracefully. Her closeness and joy were evident on her face.

Although she still had doubts about reincarnation, Lu Ying'er saw the favor shown by her teacher with her own eyes. As a novice in cultivation, she was not ungrateful for such treatment. She felt genuine respect and gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

"Hmm, no need for formalities."

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over them and found that Lu Ying'er had already reached the middle stage of Foundation Establishment. In just a few years, she had advanced another level; her rapid progress was astonishing.

Surely, this was due to both his gifts and guidance as well as her own diligent efforts. Lin Xuan felt immensely relieved and encouraged her.

He then turned to look at the cultivators behind them.

At the forefront were a man and a woman in their thirties. The man had a stern appearance, while the woman wore white clothes with an elegant demeanor.

They were undoubtedly Stone Fairy and Master Xu, who had mistaken this place for an ancient immortal's den.

Behind them stood two of their disciples, who quickly bowed respectfully upon seeing Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan nodded but did not linger. With a flick of his body, he transformed into a streak of light and entered the cave. The others followed without further ado.

After returning to the cave, Lin Xuan did not rush. He instructed everyone to disperse for now.

Although this expedition had yielded abundant treasures, it was still exhausting. After finally returning home, he intended to rest.

After all, cultivation required a balance of effort and relaxation.

Lin Xuan rested for about half a month before summoning Lu Ying'er. He inquired about her progress in cultivation and bestowed some more medicinal pills and treasures.

Lin Xuan always generously provided for his disciples, especially his beloved disciple, Lu Ying'er. With his vast wealth, a few Foundation Establishment stage medicinal pills were insignificant.

He then guided Lu Ying'er on the difficulties she had encountered during her cultivation.

By noon, Lu Ying'er took leave.

Lin Xuan saw that it was still early and flicked his sleeve to shoot out another sound transmission talisman.

Footsteps soon reached his ears. Lin Xuan looked up as Stone Fairy and the clothed man arrived together.

"Salutations, seniors."

"Do not be so formal. I summoned you for a reason," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Yes!"

Their expressions were somewhat uneasy.

"How is the small须臾乾坤阵 (Brief Moment Spatial Array) set up?" Lin Xuan asked directly.

He was now ready for everything; he just needed this array to complete and could leave the lost interface.

"Um..." They exchanged glances, their faces showing some difficulty.

"What's wrong?"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow with a hint of surprise in his eyes. Master Xu's阵法 (array techniques) had already impressed him greatly, so calling him an array master was fitting. The Brief Moment Spatial Array might be complex, but given his expertise, setting it up should not be a problem.

Was there a problem with the materials?

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift. As he thought through this, his gaze shifted to them.

Stone Fairy's expression grew more uneasy as she curtsied: "Senior, I am not being negligent. There is one material that cannot be collected."

"Oh, tell me about it."

Lin Xuan remained silent.

"Senior, the Brief Moment Spatial Array has been completed by junior. However, to activate this array, ordinary crystals are useless..." The clothed man interjected.

"Even top-grade crystals don't work?"

"No use at all."

The clothed man's expression was utterly despondent. This situation had not been anticipated.

"After much research, I finally found a solution. This array is one of the oldest in the cultivation world and requires ancient crystals as power to activate it."
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"Ancient crystal."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Clearly, this answer had exceeded his expectations.

"Indeed, even top-grade crystals were ineffective. However, ancient crystals are rare and hard to come by. My disciples and I have searched through various markets but found little success," the Fairy Stone's hesitant voice entered his ears as she kept a wary eye on Lin Xuan's expression.

She was clearly afraid that he would blame her for this outcome.

But there was no trace of anger on Lin Xuan's face; instead, he rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful look. "Ancient crystal... Indeed, such crystals cannot be found in markets. No problem, Daoist Xu, let me see the array technique later. I have my own ideas."

"Of course, that should not be an issue," Daoist Xu replied without any anger.

The well-dressed man and Fairy Stone were greatly surprised by Lin Xuan's calm demeanor but dared not object. They quickly agreed.

"Please follow me."

Led by the two of them, Lin Xuan flew outwards. The tiny momentary heaven-and-earth array had been set up elsewhere, in a more secluded location.

...

The three quickly traveled through the vast distance, taking less than half a day to reach their destination.

This was a desert with some continuous mountain ranges, where the air was thin and lifeless—far from any human habitation.

"Senior, this is it."

As they slowed down, the three landed gently.

Lin Xuan surveyed the barren mountains. From an ordinary perspective, there was nothing remarkable about them. Even if a cultivator happened to pass by, they would never suspect anything amiss.

But Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; his silver light revealed several interesting arrangements he had noticed.

"Indeed, indeed. Daoist, you are truly the renowned master of array techniques. The illusionary array you set up is extremely intricate and almost fooled me," Lin Xuan praised.

"Senior, please forgive my jest. I only wanted to keep this secret by setting up some illusions around here. It's nothing much."

The well-dressed man quickly bowed. Although he spoke lightly, his inner shock was evident.

This illusionary array he had created was his masterpiece, and he thought it would be difficult for even a Golden Immortal to spot. He never expected that Lin Xuan could see through it so easily.

Could the divine sense of a Golden Immortal really be this formidable?

His expression became more respectful as he realized how impressive Lin Xuan's perception was.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan showed no signs of surprise and simply waved his hand.

"Yes, sir."

The well-dressed man hurriedly extended his hand, tapping it on his waist. A flash of light appeared, and from the storage bag at his waist, he took out a palm-sized array disk.

Its ancient design was hard to discern in a moment. Lin Xuan couldn't tell what material it was made of, but it clearly wasn't ordinary.

The man then waved his hands rapidly, casting several spells with lightning speed.

"Break!"

With a loud shout, the array disk began spinning.

A beam of light as thick as an arm shot out and vanished almost instantly into the void. The air around them rippled like ripples in a small lake after a stone was thrown in.

The scenery before them became blurry, resembling a torn painting. After a few moments, it returned to nothingness, but the landscape had changed significantly.

The desert remained, but the rolling hills were gone.

In their place stood a lush oasis of about several dozen acres, with much denser aura than before.

Lin Xuan's expression showed admiration. "Indeed! As expected. The saying goes that truth is stranger than fiction. Your array techniques are truly remarkable."

"Senior, we have tried various grades of crystals without success. According to my estimation, only ancient crystals could activate this array," the well-dressed man said respectfully.

"Oh? Any requirements for crystal grade?" Lin Xuan asked.

"The exact grade isn't clear, but low-grade crystals likely won't work. High-grade crystals are needed," the well-dressed man hesitated.

This was what made him feel helpless; ancient crystals were rare and hard to come by, especially in this lost realm where they might occasionally discover some related treasures.

But most of them were merely low-grade crystals. It wasn't something ordinary cultivators could obtain.

Even Golden Immortals heard about such crystals but rarely saw them.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no difficulty after hearing his answer; instead, a smile appeared on his lips.

As the saying goes, where there is no coincidence, there is no story. This was fitting for him. If not for this trip to search for treasures, he wouldn't have had ancient crystals at hand. Now, his storage bag was filled with them.

Lin Xuan didn't need to explain further; he flicked his sleeves and emitted a flash of light. When the light subsided, several dozen crystal stones the size of apricots appeared before him.

"Is this enough for you?" Lin Xuan said casually.

"Enough, enough."

The well-dressed man and Fairy Stone were already speechless. Although they had guessed that he would bring them here, seeing so many ancient crystals was still surprising to them.

Lin Xuan seemed even more unfathomable in their eyes.

If his guess was correct, the person before him might not be an ordinary Golden Immortal.

The well-dressed man became even more cautious. Over the years, he had thoroughly studied the tiny momentary heaven-and-earth array and knew it could only activate with ancient crystals.

With this item now in hand, there was no hesitation as he quickly summoned the crystals and seamlessly embedded them into the array.
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The opponent's movements were extremely proficient. The Repute of the Array Master was not in vain.

Lin Xuan saw this and felt pleased, but did not interfere; he stood quietly to one side with his hands clasped behind his back.

In just a few breaths, all the crystal stones required for the Miniature Heaven and Earth Array had been installed.

The entire array was seamlessly integrated, emitting an aura of mystery and antiquity.

"Quickly!"

The man in fine clothes waved his hands, sending one after another spell from his fingertips.

Large characters appeared before his eyes, then floated into the front array and disappeared.

In the next moment, a clear sound reached Lin Xuan's ears. A colorful light emerged from the array.

"Excellent! My guess was correct; this Miniature Heaven and Earth Array indeed requires ancient crystal stones as energy."

The man in fine clothes turned to face Lin Xuan with a pleased expression, respectfully reporting his findings.

Now that he had put his worries at ease, although his speculation might not have been entirely accurate, the risk of using ancient crystal stones to activate the array was gone. According to their agreement, any minor offense he had committed could be forgiven and forgotten.

However, there was still a lingering doubt: whether the other party would keep their word. With so many deceitful events in the cultivation world, it wasn't certain that an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage wouldn't break his promise.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, he turned to look at the Stone Fairy beside him.

Their situations were similar; did she have any plans?

Initially, this was just a subconscious action. But something truly surprising happened next.

The Stone Fairy's face showed no signs of hesitation as she gracefully approached Lin Xuan.

Stopping about ten feet away, she respectfully bowed and said: "Senior, the Miniature Heaven and Earth Array has been completed. I have an impertinent request that I hope you will hear."

"Oh, go on?"

Lin Xuan was in a good mood, waving his hand casually to indicate he was listening.

"Thank you for your kindness," she bowed again before continuing: "It's just by chance that we thought this place was the den of ancient cultivators. We offended Senior by our mistake."

"Senior can forgive us and give us an opportunity to make amends. Such a favor, I and Brother Xu have always been deeply grateful for. Now that the Miniature Heaven and Earth Array is complete, you will likely leave soon. Though I have made up for my misdeed, I do not wish to stay in this lost realm. Could Senior be so kind as to take me with you?"

The Stone Fairy spoke carefully.

"Oh, do you also want to return to the Spirit Realm with me?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing some contemplation on his face. It wasn't entirely unexpected that she would make such a request. If he were in her position, he might have had similar thoughts.

After all, while the lost realm was vast, it paled in comparison to the Spirit Realm, which contained hundreds of smaller realms. The resources available in the Spirit Realm would also be richer; otherwise, Senior Qingyan wouldn't have risked partnering with Ice Soul to leave this place.

For high-ranking cultivators like them, opportunities in the Spirit Realm were more abundant.

The Stone Fairy was indeed a clever woman, having thought through all these possibilities.

Lin Xuan was still pondering when her voice interrupted again: "If Senior does not find me too foolish, I would be willing to serve you faithfully and wholeheartedly."

"Serve me as your master?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised. This woman was at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, a high enough rank in the outside world.

In his view, if she merely wanted to leave this lost realm, there was no need for such a grand gesture.

However, everyone had their own thoughts and choices. The Stone Fairy's actions were well thought out.

After spending time with Lin Xuan, she had noticed that he wasn't a strange-tempered cultivator; instead, he was kind and generous to his own people. She couldn't help but be envious of the guidance and benefits Red Silken Fairy and Lu Ying'er received from him.

However, envy aside, both Red Silken Fairy and Lu Ying'er had deep connections with this Senior Lin that she could never match.

If possible, she would have liked to become his disciple, but self-awareness kept her from making such a request. It wouldn't be worth it for her to embarrass herself by asking.

While he couldn't become his disciple in the end, seeing how generous and lavish Senior Lin was with his resources, even as a servant, he likely wouldn't treat her poorly.

The saying goes: "A single word of advice is better than ten years of study." A casual suggestion from an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage could save her many detours. If he were to casually bestow some elixirs and treasures upon her, she would benefit greatly.

Considering the pros and cons, such a choice was clearly advantageous for her. Old monsters at that level of cultivation were not easy to meet; they were usually more temperamental.

In the cultivation world, opportunities were crucial.

But one had to be prepared to seize them.

The Stone Fairy was undoubtedly a clever woman, which is why she made this decision.

Meanwhile, the man in fine clothes was already stunned. However, as an Array Master, he was also shrewd.

After some thought, he understood the Stone Fairy's intentions.

Such good opportunities were not to be missed. In that brief moment, he decided to make his move and stepped forward respectfully towards Lin Xuan: "Senior Lin, Brother Xu also wants to leave this place. If you do not mind, I would like to serve you."

"Have both of you thought it through?"

Lin Xuan turned around: "Do you really want to leave here?"

"We have thought it through, and we hope Senior can grant us your favor. We will never regret our decision."

"Agreed, the same for me," they said resolutely.

"Hmm, I can take you back to the Spirit Realm, but there's no need to serve me as my master. If you wish, I can introduce you to join my sect and make you a guest elder, which is within reason given your status."

Lin Xuan proposed.
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"Venerable Guest Scholar?"

The two exchanged a look, their expressions a mix of joy and concern.

Stone Fairy was quicker to react. She bowed gracefully: "Since Senior has given such instructions, I shall comply."

"Youthful disciple will also follow Senior's arrangements."

The well-dressed man was slower in his response, hurriedly bowing with both hands clasped together.

"Very good. If that is the case, let this matter be settled. Daoist friend Xu, please check if there are any errors in this array. If everything is fine, we can leave this lost realm shortly."

"Yes, Youthful disciple will certainly do his utmost."

The well-dressed man spoke with respect. Although he had checked the array multiple times after its completion, he felt no reason to doubt Senior Lin's instructions. As they say, better safe than sorry. This time, it was crucial to rely on this array to open a portal between realms; being cautious would ensure their safety.

Now that he too needed to leave the lost realm, both emotionally and logically, he would naturally be more diligent.

With that said, Lin Xuan's figure flashed away, leaving in a streak of light.

"Stone Fairy, why didn't you consult me beforehand for such an arrangement?"

Once Lin Xuan was out of sight, the well-dressed man turned his head. His face showed signs of anger: "We've known each other for over a thousand years. You made this decision without even consulting me, completely leaving me in the dark."

"Little sister miscalculated. Please forgive Brother Xu's minor transgression; I will make it up to you," said Stone Fairy with a bow.

"You...!"

Such an admission of fault left the well-dressed man speechless.

As they say, one does not strike a smiling face. With apologies given and no mortal grudge, what could he do?

Originally, the well-dressed man had planned to rebuke him sternly, but now he was at a loss for words.

He scratched his head, looking bewildered and embarrassed.

"Very well, let this matter slide for now. But in the future, you must consult me before making such decisions."

"Youthful Brother Xu, this is just one time; it won't happen again. Following Senior Lin's instructions, we may have a fellow sect member relationship in the future. Little sister will not act rashly," said Stone Fairy with a light laugh.

"Thank you for understanding that point. Senior Lin is a generous person. Even though we cannot be his disciples, as long as we work diligently, he won't hesitate to reward us. With an elder of the Transcendence Stage guiding our cultivation, the benefits are clear. We must support each other in the future," said the well-dressed man satisfied.

"Very good. Let's get back to preparing for this."

Before they could continue their discussion, Lin Xuan instructed: "Let us check the Small Momentary Array one more time as Senior told us. We cannot afford any negligence; I don't want anything to go wrong during transmission."

"Youthful Brother Xu, there is no need for you to worry. The array I set up has been thoroughly checked and will not have any omissions," said the well-dressed man confidently.

"Of course, but it's better to be cautious. Besides, Senior has given his instructions; ignoring them would be inappropriate!" Stone Fairy replied thoughtfully.

"Youthful Brother Xu, how could you say such a thing? Since Senior gave us these instructions, I couldn't possibly ignore them. I only said that my array won't have any errors, but not that I will slack off and skip the check," said the well-dressed man with a nervous laugh as he sent out his spirit sense.

Seeing their master checking the array, several disciples did not dare to be negligent and hurriedly joined in to help.

Three days passed quickly.

"Are all preparations complete?"

"We have thoroughly checked the array, Senior. There will be no errors," said the well-dressed man respectfully.

"Very good."

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he waved his sleeves, emitting a flash of light. Dozens of green beams shot out.

The present cultivators were surprised. As the green beams approached them, they instinctively reached out to grab them.

"This light..."

Stone Fairy spread her hand, revealing a talisman about the size of her palm. The emerald-green light flowed over it, and numerous intricate inscriptions could be seen, making it seem extraordinary.

"This is a protective amulet."

"Protective amulet?"

"Yes, this time we are returning to the Spirit Realm. The realm's power is formidable; with your current cultivation, you might lose your soul or spirit if not careful. These amulets are treasures I collected. With their help, you should be safe," said Lin Xuan.

"Youthful Brother Xu, thank you!" Lu Ying'er and Hong Ling did not need to say much more. Stone Fairy and the well-dressed man, along with their disciples, all showed gratitude.

The value of these amulets was clear even without Lin Xuan's explicit mention. An elder of the Transcendence Stage had a vast fortune, but he would never have been so considerate for others.

Stone Fairy and the well-dressed man exchanged glances, feeling that their choice was correct. Following this generous Senior Lin would surely be more beneficial than harmful.

Lin Xuan's face showed solemnity as he recited difficult incantations. He waved his sleeves again, emitting another flash of light.

After a moment, the light condensed into a small round pearl about the size of an eyeball.

"Boundary-Breaking Pearl!"

To leave this lost realm, just the Small Momentary Array was not enough; they needed to use the Boundary-Breaking Pearl. Lin Xuan now revealed it.

He then raised his hands and drew strange trajectories in mid-air. Extending his index finger quickly, he pointed forward.

"Break!"

Before anyone could react, the massive hundred-foot-tall symbol shattered without warning.

Then, countless tiny symbols like grains of rice were sucked into the Boundary-Breaking Pearl as if a whale was drinking water.

Lin Xuan was elated and punched forward silently. The power of this punch was indescribable.

The Boundary-Breaking Pearl flashed and fragmented. Suddenly, ripples appeared in space, forming a vortex about ten feet wide.

Invisible but deep, it emitted an immense suction force that pulled everyone nearby into its depths, including Lin Xuan himself.
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Chapter 3085: A Moment of Crisis

It was a tranquil morning, with the sun just rising and casting warm sunlight onto the earth. The chirping of birds occasionally broke the silence, and everywhere exuded a sense of peace.

The vast grassland stretched endlessly under the gentle breeze, with tall grass swaying gently in the wind.

A wild rabbit hopped out from the grass, its ears standing high as it searched for food while keeping an eye out for predators like wolves and foxes that roamed the plains.

After finding a wild fruit, the rabbit happily began to eat it. Suddenly, it perked up its ears, seemingly sensing something amiss, and turned its head in panic before quickly diving back into the grass and disappearing.

At this moment, from afar on the horizon, a dazzling light suddenly appeared, followed by several streaks of lightning that sped towards them with incredible speed.

These streaks moved so fast that one could soon make out their faces; they were about eight or nine cultivators, all displaying fear as if being chased by something. The leader was an adult in his forties, dressed in black and at the peak of his Condensation Core stage.

He was the most advanced among them, with the others barely in their twenties and varying levels of cultivation from Foundation Establishment Initial to Intermediate stages.

Despite their varied attire, all had a similar mark on their clothing, indicating they were from the same sect. Alternatively, they might belong to smaller cultivator families.

As these individuals fled, they kept turning around, frantically searching for something, their faces clearly showing their unease and fear—there was no hiding it; their situation was dire.

"Uncle Yuan, we've been running for so long. Shouldn't we have shaken off those beastly birds by now? Can we take a brief rest?"

A young man with clear eyes and sharp brows spoke up. As a late Foundation Establishment cultivator, his complexion was still good, but the few apprentices behind him were much weaker, panting heavily as if they could barely hold on.

"Ah..."

The middle-aged man hesitated slightly before a heart-stirring cry echoed in their ears. A black light emerged from the sky, and an ominous cloud appeared.

No, it wasn't a cloud; it was a large bird with black feathers, resembling a crow but much larger—over ten feet long—and its eyes were sharper than ordinary crows. As its wings flapped, a faint grayish-white flame seemed to flicker around them.

More terrifyingly, a third eye appeared on the center of its head.

Three-Eyed Corpse Crow!

These beastly birds often lived in groups and posed no threat to high-ranking cultivators, but for those below the婴 stage, it was a matter of life and death.

A mere Condensation Core cultivator leading several Foundation Establishment apprentices who managed to escape so far were indeed fortunate. Perhaps they had some treasure that could counter such beasts; otherwise, they would have already perished.

The cries of the beastly birds echoed in their ears, causing even the middle-aged man to react with shock.

"It's impossible! How could these monsters catch up so quickly?"

"Uncle, use the talisman bestowed by our ancestor. It should buy us some time."

The young man turned his head back, though his cultivation was negligible, he displayed remarkable composure in such a dire situation.

However, upon hearing this, the middle-aged man's face showed deep sorrow: "It’s gone."

"Gone?" The young man with clear eyes and sharp brows seemed taken aback, not fully comprehending the gravity of the situation.

"We were given three talismans by our master during this excursion. They have all been used up."

The despairing voice of the middle-aged man reverberated in their ears. Without these talismans, how could they possibly escape from the beastly birds' relentless pursuit?

He never imagined that a Three-Eyed Corpse Crow would be so formidable, managing to break free of the talismans and catch up within such a short time.

With no more talismans provided by their master, it was understandable why the middle-aged man felt utterly hopeless.

Even for an婴 cultivator, survival was far from certain. As for these others, what awaited them?

"Uncle, what should we do?"

The other Foundation Establishment apprentices looked panic-stricken, even the young man with clear eyes and sharp brows no longer showed his earlier composure but fear and trepidation.

One could not remain composed in such a situation; he couldn't think of any chance to escape.

"We must fight!"

The middle-aged man gritted his teeth, reaching out and striking his chest. A magical artifact shot out from his mouth.

"Uncle, you're mad! We have no chance!" The young man with clear eyes and sharp brows cried out in shock, his face showing disapproval.

"I know, but what else can we do? Running isn't an option; should we just wait to die here?" The middle-aged man's eyes bulged as he said this.

Before the words were fully out of his mouth, a Three-Eyed Corpse Crow flew close. With a flap of its wings, a blade of corpse fire was launched at them. The middle-aged man didn't have time to speak; he waved his hands, and the magical artifact in front of him emitted a burst of light as it clashed with the beastly bird.

The other Foundation Establishment cultivators looked terrified but had no choice but to grit their teeth and summon their own treasure weapons.

The battle was about to erupt, but there was no suspense. The disparity in power made it clear that these mere Condensation Core and Foundation Establishment cultivators were no match for a Three-Eyed Corpse Crow.

But then, something unexpected happened.

A "sizzle" sound echoed, and the bright sky suddenly darkened as if night had fallen instantly.

Spatial fluctuations surged, and within a ten-mile radius, the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic.

"What is this..."

The sudden change left the cultivators in shock but also with hope; their current situation was already dire beyond measure. Any additional changes could only be beneficial, possibly offering them a chance to survive.

Under these strange spatial fluctuations, the beastly birds seemed uneasy, hovering uncertainly without attacking the human cultivators nearby.

After about a cup of tea's time, the spatial force in the vicinity became even more chaotic.

"Sizzle..."

A lightning bolt like a sharp blade struck down. A crack appeared in the void and rapidly spread outwards, causing nearby space to shatter into a dozen-foot-wide rift.

Then, black light flashed, and the crack began to spin. After several breaths, a black ball of light emerged from within.
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The light flickered, and a blue lightning enveloped the luminous sphere.

紧接着, a loud crackling sound filled the air as an ominous spiritual pressure spread out.

Within a radius of ten thousand miles, all the primordial energy in the world was sucked into that luminous sphere.

Such an unexpected change left everyone on edge. Both human cultivators and beast birds showed fear in their eyes, but they were powerless under this terrifying power.

For about a cup of tea's time, nothing happened. Finally, the light dimmed, and the luminous sphere vanished. In its place appeared several figures.

At the forefront was an ordinary-looking young man.

"Phew! No mistakes!"

Lin Xuan’s soft muttering reached their ears. Although he had already checked the Pocket Universe Array thoroughly, this kind of interdimensional teleportation could never be taken lightly; even a minor flaw might cause trouble.

Fortunately, his worries were unnecessary. If his calculations were correct, they should have successfully returned to the Spirit Realm.

With that thought, Lin Xuan felt quite pleased. The other cultivators stood respectfully behind him, their curiosity piqued as they released their divine senses to survey the surroundings.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan’s gaze fell on several low-ranking cultivators nearby.

He had also clearly seen the three-eyed crow, but such a low-grade beast was of no concern to him.

Meeting eyes with Lin Xuan, the middle-aged man shivered involuntarily. It felt as if all his secrets were exposed. However, instead of being alarmed, he seemed delighted and bowed deeply in mid-air:

"晚辈是雪羽宗门下弟子，外出历练时遇见这些妖禽，力有不逮，还请前辈相助。本门上下一定会感激涕零。”

“雪羽宗门下？”

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had never heard of it, but that wasn’t surprising given the vastness of the Spirit Realm and the countless sects and families. Even if he had only been in the Spirit Realm for a few thousand years, let alone from ancient times, the Three Loose Immortals wouldn’t know every single sect.

Despite not having heard of it, they were still humans. Since they had met, Lin Xuan was willing to help.

"Stone Fairy!"

Lin Xuan turned his head and spoke in a calm voice.

"Yes, Senior, these blind beasts will be left for me to handle."

A soft laughter filled the air as Lin Xuan gave instructions. The Stone Fairy wasn’t angry; instead, she was delighted. After all, if he asked her to do something, it meant he didn’t consider her an outsider. With such a generous Senior, if she could win his favor and receive some treasures or guidance on cultivation, she would benefit for life.

She had disciples in her sect, but she chose not to use them, opting to handle the situation herself.

With a wave of her sleeves, a red light flashed out.

It transformed into round balls the size of fists, raining down like raindrops towards the three-eyed crow.

The three-eyed crow wouldn’t sit idly by, but it was useless. The Stone Fairy was also at the Spirit Refinement stage; if she couldn’t handle a group of low-grade beasts, she would have no face in the Spirit Realm without Lin Xuan’s intervention.

In just a few breaths, all the beast creatures were reduced to nothingness, their souls scattered far and wide. Not even one escaped.

The Snow Feather Sect members stared in amazement. With their cultivation levels, they could only sense Lin Xuan's profound power but didn’t know his exact realm. They hadn’t expected a mere disciple to be so extraordinary—merely with a wave of the hand, he had eradicated the terrifying three-eyed crow.

"Finally, we’ve turned danger into safety."

They were happy but still showed utmost respect. After all, the more powerful and temperamental an old monster was, the better to avoid offending them.

But their worries were unfounded. Lin Xuan wasn’t a fussy person; he said calmly:

"Do not be afraid, friends. I just have one question: where are we?"

"Where?" The middle-aged man was taken aback. Clearly, Lin Xuan’s question had surprised him.

"Yes, let me clarify. I want to know which small interface of the Spirit Realm this is."

Seeing his confusion, Lin Xuan added:

"Which interface? Could it be that Senior just crossed over?"

The middle-aged cultivator was shocked. Although he suspected Lin Xuan wasn’t ordinary, he never imagined it would reach such a level. As they say, if you haven’t eaten pork, you’ve at least seen the pig run. Those who could traverse different interfaces in the Spirit Realm weren’t ordinary figures; they were likely old immortals of the Spirit Refinement or even Tribulation Transcendence stages!

Could this be a Tribulation Transcender?

The middle-aged man felt dizzy and disoriented, as if he was dreaming.

Because of his shock, he forgot to answer Lin Xuan’s question.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing some impatience but not anger. He could see the man's astonishment clearly.

"Senior, we are in the Nai Long Realm!"

A steady voice suddenly entered their ears as Lin Xuan turned around and saw a cultivator with clear eyes and a calm demeanor.

This guy was about twenty years old, his cultivation level only at the Foundation Establishment stage. However, he had an incredibly stable personality, despite showing shock in his eyes, he could still answer his questions.

"Nai Long Realm?"

Lin Xuan felt relieved.

After all, the Spirit Realm was vast with numerous small interfaces. Even with his current strength, as long as they left the lost interface and were teleported somewhere else, returning to Nai Long Realm wouldn’t be difficult.

However, it would still require some effort.

To directly return here was perfect; his luck had been good.

With that thought, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but smile.

"Nai Long Realm. Yes, this is good. Do you have a map of the nearby area? Where’s the nearest immortal city?"

"The nearest immortal city should be Falling Leaf City. The specific location is marked on the map."

The middle-aged man finally recovered from his shock and pointed to the map in his hand, which he took out from his storage bag. He respectfully handed it over.

Lin Xuan took the map and released a portion of his divine sense. After a moment, he raised his head with a calm expression:

"Yes, this map is rather simple, but it clearly marks the location of the immortal city. That’s enough."

The cultivators’ cultivation levels were too low for Lin Xuan to expect overly detailed maps from them.

Anyway, once they reached an immortal city where cultivators gathered, he would definitely buy better ones and possibly use a teleportation array. So, the current收获 was satisfactory to him.
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Lin Xuan, having obtained what he wanted, naturally had no interest in lingering here any longer.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, a luminous spiritual boat appeared before him. The entire body shimmered with spiritual light, and the surface was engraved with many ancient symbols.

This thing couldn't be ordinary!

The flying artifact he received at an auction in a lost interface was clearly no trivial matter. It not only boasted astonishing flight speed but also had formidable defensive capabilities. Moreover, it came equipped with several array formations, making it a true treasure.

With so many people accompanying him, using this spiritual boat to travel would undoubtedly be more efficient and effective.

"Get on board!"

Lin Xuan instructed calmly.

"Yes!"

The cultivators behind him naturally had no objections as they displayed their abilities and boarded the spiritual boat.

The low-ranking disciples from Snowfeather Sect were left speechless. They had never heard of such a high-grade flying artifact before, let alone seen one. Their eyes filled with envy as Lin Xuan's figure flashed and he arrived on the spiritual boat.

Following his command, another wave of his sleeve robe sent out a spell. The spiritual boat was enveloped in a dazzling light, speeding off into the distance.

"Uncle Senior, this senior... Could he really be an old ancestor from the Tribulation Transcending Realm?"

A young disciple's voice echoed as he could hardly believe what had just happened.

"I don't know either."

The middle-aged cultivator's face was filled with a bitter smile. "Such beings are beyond our comprehension. Even if he isn't an old ancestor of the Tribulation Transcending Realm, his cultivation is still awe-inspiring. We can barely hope to catch up with him..."

"Unfortunately, we missed such a high person and didn't gain anything from him." The young man with bright eyes lamented.

"Benefits, Junior Brother Wu, one should be content. If it weren't for meeting this senior, we wouldn't even have the chance to think about benefits."

The middle-aged cultivator was slightly displeased but quickly added, "Let's not discuss that now. Since there are three-eyed vulture monsters in this area, other terrifying beasts might also exist. The most pressing thing is to leave as soon as possible; otherwise, we may not have such good luck next time."

"Uncle Senior has spoken wisely."

This was reasonable, and the young man with bright eyes couldn't refute it. The other Foundation Establishment cultivators agreed wholeheartedly, urging them to quickly depart.

Since everyone had the same intention, there was no need for further discussion. The middle-aged cultivator chose a relatively safer path, taking several of his junior disciples, and they vanished into the distance.

Time passed swiftly, like water flowing by. Half a year later, Lin Xuan finally caught sight of Cloud Conceal Mountains.

The reason it took so long was due to good fortune. Their transmission had directly brought them back to Dragonclaw Realm.

However, luck is as elusive as mist. Although Lin Xuan seemed to have good fortune, it wasn't always with him. He did return to Dragonclaw Realm, but the distance to Cloud Conceal Sect was too great.

Returning in half a year was already an achievement. First, the flying artifact had decent speed; second, his wealth allowed him to use any teleportation array he passed by, spending whatever crystal stones were needed without hesitation.

Otherwise, at ordinary cultivator's pace, it would be uncertain whether they could cover such a distance even given a hundred years.

This wasn't an exaggeration. Dragonclaw Realm was one of the top ten realms in the Dragonclaw Region, with vast expanses that were hard to fathom for most people.

"Master, is this where you said Cloud Conceal Sect is?"

Luying'er's excited voice echoed. Even if it hadn't been her, the other cultivators nearby also showed excitement, finally seeing a true spiritual realm.

"Senior Master, you mentioned that Dragonclaw Realm was named after Senior Dragonclaw. Wasn't he an immensely powerful being from ancient times?"

Before Lin Xuan could answer, Luying'er's voice continued to chatter. Lin Xuan shook his head; compared to before reincarnation, the girl seemed more lively.

This wasn't unusual, as the concept of reincarnation was highly uncertain, and personality would inevitably change after rebirth.

Fortunately, when faced with significant matters, she still remained calm. That was enough.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan prepared to answer his disciple's question, but at that moment, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as the spiritual boat suddenly collided with something and stopped abruptly, violently shaking.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Such a sudden change was beyond his expectations. After all, everything had been going smoothly until now; he never imagined encountering such an incident at Cloud Conceal Sect's main hall.

Lin Xuan didn't have the ability to foresee events, so without extending his divine sense, he wouldn't have noticed anything amiss first.

However, Lin Xuan reacted swiftly. Despite the sudden change, a wave of his sleeve robe sent out a spell like lightning.

Sizzle...

As Lin Xuan moved, a blue protective layer appeared on the surface of the spiritual boat, shielding it.

Almost simultaneously, "Puff puff puff," dull sounds echoed as the surrounding spatial energy surged violently. Light spheres and columns, burning snakes, all rushed towards the spiritual boat.

Like raindrops, they battered against the light curtain, causing it to tremble uncontrollably, almost ready to crack.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan's face turned cold as he raised his right hand and lightly pressed a disc-shaped artifact in front of him.

A colorful glow flowed as profound magical power was infused into this treasure. The entire action was like flowing clouds and water. The wobbly light curtain instantly became solid again.

However, Lin Xuan's expression darkened. If he remembered correctly, there shouldn't be any restrictions nearby. Had something happened to Cloud Conceal Sect in the past century?

This thought flashed through his mind as the spiritual boat suddenly lit up with various shapes oftreasureandspirit artifact, rushing towards them like a river breaking its banks.

"Master!"

Luying'er's murmured voice echoed behind him. The Red Silk Fairy, the clothed man, and Stone Fairy, among other cultivators, were also left speechless.

Senior Lin said he was the Supreme Elder of Cloud Conceal Sect; how could it be this scene when returning to the sect?
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Lu Ying'er was one thing, but the others like Hong Ling and Shi Fairy were all experienced cultivators. Yet what they saw before them was something entirely beyond their comprehension.

"Where have we heard of a Senior Elder returning to his sect's main hall only to see such a scene?" Lin Xuan's expression was icy cold. Even with his vast experience, this sort of thing had never happened to him either.

What kind of calamity did the Cloud Concealment Sect encounter? Were these guys enemies?

But even if they were enemies, attacking without discrimination was too absurd. Wouldn't they be afraid of hitting the wrong target?

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he remained both shocked and angry but still acted with great caution.

He didn't rashly strike; at least, he needed to understand what had happened first.

Lin Xuan didn't want to harm any innocents. After all, this was Cloud Concealment! He had to be careful in the main hall.

Thus, Lin Xuan swept his sleeve and a streak of green light shot out.

Emerging from behind the curtain, the green light stopped before the Spirit Boat, spinning around as emerald-green spiritual light flowed. A giant fishing net appeared before it, enveloping the entire Spirit Boat.

"Bang! Bang! Bang!" The impact sounds echoed once again.

An unbelievable scene unfolded; not only did none of their treasures or spirit artifacts break through this defense but were instead wrapped by the fishing net. Green threads shot out, binding these treasures tightly.

The owners of these treasures naturally felt both anger and shock as they frantically cast spells, but to no avail. No matter how hard they struggled, those threads wouldn't break, so they couldn't escape either.

A master can tell at a glance; Hong Ling and Shi Fairy were delighted by Lin Xuan's skill, admiring his ability to turn danger into safety with just one strike. Not many could do that.

Surely, an old ancestor of the Tribulation Transcending period lived up to its reputation.

All these treasures had been trapped by Lin Xuan's spell. The cultivators hiding nearby were helpless and could only exchange glances.

The process seemed complex but took mere moments. Seeing the crisis resolved, Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness.

A massive divine will swept across the undulating mountains, easily detecting even the slightest movement of leaves or ants. However, Lin Xuan's expression grew strange, even a bit awkward.

He had assumed that something had happened to Cloud Concealment Sect, but those hidden cultivators were clearly fellow sect members by their attire.

"Wh-what?"

Lin Xuan was surprised and angry. Regardless of the reason, as an old ancestor of the Tribulation Transcending period and Senior Elder of Cloud Sect, being attacked by his own disciples in the main hall would surely make him a laughingstock if it became known.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned with reputation, he couldn’t help but feel angry at this possibility.

With that thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. His spiritual light flashed as he approached the Spirit Boat and took a deep breath. A terrifying spiritual pressure emanated from him.

Boom!

The sound of explosion echoed, making the entire space resemble ripples on a disturbed lake. The sheer force of this spiritual pressure was astonishing.

But despite his anger, Lin Xuan's actions were still cautious. This spiritual pressure was formidable but didn't contain any destructive power.

Nonetheless, those under its influence felt no better. Nearby mountains were surrounded by layers of restrictions behind which over a thousand cultivators hid.

These cultivators ranged in level, with the lowest being at the Condensation Core stage. The leaders were two high-ranking cultivators at the Profound Origin realm—one an elderly man with a refined appearance and another a strangely ugly black-faced man.

With their treasures trapped by Lin Xuan's spell, these two didn't react much. They stood in shock, whispering to each other.

"Cloud Brother, what kind of person is this? He just struck us and took the treasures of over a thousand disciples. Even if the two Senior Elders from our sect were to intervene, they wouldn’t have such power," said the ugly-faced cultivator with shock on his face.

"You ask me, but I don't know either," retorted the elderly man with an annoyed tone. His eyes showed fear as well.

"Even though Nael Dragon Realm is vast and has many sects and families, Sword Lake Palace ranks among the top five. We might not recognize some old monsters within our sect, so it's not that surprising." After a moment’s thought, the elderly man continued.

"Cloud Brother makes sense. But what should we do now?"

The black-faced man agreed but before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan had already acted.

A massive spiritual pressure descended from the sky without any warning. The two standing there couldn’t hold their ground and fell to the ground in a heap. Simultaneously, sounds of impact echoed as over a thousand other cultivators also lost balance.

The two were shocked and alarmed. They were among the highest-level cultivators here; if they could barely stand, how much worse would it be for others?

But as they looked around, their expressions changed to one of surprise and joy. While everyone else fell in a heap, no one was injured or even killed.

How was that possible?

Both faces showed disbelief. Could the opponent's control over divine will have reached such precision? Higher-level cultivators felt more pressure while lower-level disciples felt less. Regardless of their cultivation level, the outcome would be the same.

If so, this person’s divine consciousness must be terrifying.

The gap between them and the other was like that between ants. If the opponent truly wanted to eliminate everyone here, it wouldn’t take much effort.

But why did he hold back?

Both were puzzled by his actions.

Beside them, a thin, black-faced man in his thirties frowned deeply, showing signs of deep thought.

"Junior Apprentice Liao, what are you thinking?"

The elderly man with the refined appearance noticed Liao’s expression and naturally asked.

"I think this person looks familiar. I've seen him somewhere," said Liao as he raised his head slowly.

"What? You met this old monster before?"

This statement caused everyone around to gasp in shock, all eyes fixed on Liao.

"Right! I saw the image of this senior in our ancestor hall. Oh no, this senior is another Senior Elder from our sect," said Liao as he realized.
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"What, the other Senior Elder of our sect—You're saying that this Lin Xuan Elder who has been missing for hundreds of years?"

The elderly figure with a demeanor befitting an immortal and daoist was speechless. The ugly-looking Core Formation Stage cultivator beside him also gaped in astonishment.

Both men exchanged glances, both stunned into silence.

"Junior Disciple Liao, you mustn't have made a mistake?" the elderly figure spoke solemnly with a serious expression on his face. Although it might be due to good fortune and misfortune, such a grave offense would not be easily resolved by just an apology. He would need to receive severe punishment.

"Yes, Junior Disciple Liao, this person's appearance is ordinary; could you possibly have mistaken him?" the other Core Formation Stage cultivator's expression was equally grim, clearly having the same thoughts as the elder.

"Senior Elders, if I didn't have complete certainty about this matter, how would I dare speak recklessly? I can assure you with absolute certainty that this senior is indeed our sect's Lin Elder," the thin and lean man sighed, his tone resolute.

"Brother Yun, what do you think of this?" The ugly-looking cultivator was extremely fearful. It wasn't surprising; in all three realms, who would dare offend a Senior Elder of their own sect?

The two men were genuinely taken aback.

"There's no point in talking now. This isn't our intention. It's just good fortune and misfortune that led to this situation. As long as we explain the truth clearly, perhaps Elder Lin won't be overly harsh," the elderly figure smiled bitterly but had little confidence in his own words. There was no other choice; dragging it out would only be detrimental.

Both men looked grim. Fortunately, the heart-stopping spiritual pressure had dissipated. Lin Xuan merely wanted to give these small fellows a lesson—nothing more. He wouldn't maintain this spiritual pressure indefinitely.

This made them even more convinced that the mysterious cultivator was indeed their sect's long-lost Senior Elder. Otherwise, why would he have spared them?

As for Lin Xuan, he still hovered in mid-air with no other actions. After several moments, a sudden burst of light appeared before him.

A dazzling streak of light emerged from the mountainside and flew towards them at an astonishing speed. Leading were two elderly figures with a demeanor befitting immortals, followed by nearly a thousand disciples of their sect with varying levels of cultivation.

Almost everyone's expression was filled with anxiety; clearly, Lin Xuan's identity had already been revealed.

"Could these small fellows really have misunderstood? But if even I am mistaken, it seems that the Cloud Concealment Sect has indeed undergone some changes. Otherwise, they wouldn't act this way."

Lin Xuan's self-talk sounded in their ears, though only he could hear it clearly.

The streaks of light moved swiftly and soon approached them. The spiritual lights faded, revealing the true faces of the cultivators. They bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan.

"Junior disciples bow to Senior Elder, welcome back to our sect."

"Oh, you've recognized me just now. What happened earlier? Why was there a restriction here? Why did you attack me as soon as you saw me?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice rang in their ears. Although he had deep thoughts and could vaguely guess the misunderstanding, he still had many questions that needed to be clarified.

"Senior Elder, what just happened..."

The elderly figure with an immortal demeanor was drenched in sweat and stammered as he tried to speak. Suddenly, a burst of light appeared on the horizon, revealing hundreds of streaks of light.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and extended his divine sense again.

The two leading figures were very familiar—namely, the young man with the dragon surname and the girl with silver eyes.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. He waved his hand to signal the elderly figure not to continue speaking.

Although Lin Xuan didn't say anything, deep down, he had already pondered this matter extensively and even suspected that the Cloud Concealment Sect might have changed hands, causing their disciples to attack him upon seeing him.

However, it seemed these concerns were unnecessary. His senior brothers and sisters were safe; even if some changes occurred in the sect, its situation wouldn't be dire.

Lin Xuan didn't doubt that the young man with the dragon surname or the girl with silver eyes intended any harm towards him. Although he hadn't seen them much, they shared thousands of years of camaraderie as fellow daoists.

He wasn't unduly modest about his ability to recognize people. Moreover, Lin Xuan and his senior brothers and sisters had always been on good terms; there was no conflict of interest between them. On the contrary, with him in the Cloud Concealment Sect, it would be beneficial for everyone involved.

Therefore, this couldn't have been a plot by his senior brothers and sisters to target him. There must have been a misunderstanding.

Thus, despite the recent incident, Lin Xuan harbored no grudge against them. Turning his head, he let out a smile.

The girl with silver eyes and the young man with the dragon surname were elated as well; their expressions of joy were genuine.

"Junior Brother Lin, it really is you," the girl's melodious voice sounded in his ears. Her beautiful face was filled with both surprise and delight: "Sister Fool didn't dream this?"

"Sister, why are you saying such a thing? Of course, it's Junior Brother Lin. I knew that with your abilities, you couldn't have perished. You've been missing for hundreds of years; I and Sister were worried sick," the young man with the dragon surname laughed heartily. But before he could finish speaking, his expression became extremely odd.

He walked around Lin Xuan in a circle, scrutinizing him from head to toe as if they had never met before.

"Sister Young Dragon, what are you doing?"

The girl with silver eyes showed confusion on her face. Although they shared the same daoist bond, such behavior was overly impolite from any angle.

However, the young woman with silver eyes seemed not to hear her sister's words.

Her expression towards Lin Xuan became even more bizarre, even taking a deep breath and looking incredulous yet surprised.

No, it wasn't surprise; it was sheer joy. His voice even stammered: "Sister... Junior Brother Lin, you... have already advanced to the Tribulation Transcending Stage?"

"What, Tribulation Transcending Stage?"

The girl with silver eyes was initially shocked but became speechless when she heard this. She almost thought her ears were deceiving her or that Young Dragon was joking.

After all, they had witnessed Lin Xuan's advancement from Spirit Concentration to late-stage Divination just a few hundred years ago. In such a short time, could he have advanced again? Was there any such thing in the cultivation world?
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It was no wonder the silver-eyed girl was shocked. After all, cultivation was a path that grew increasingly difficult as one progressed.

Across the Three Realms and through history, there were countless prodigies, but those who could successfully transcend the Tribulation Realm were few and far between.

To think of it, such an alarming rate of advancement—no matter how many people heard about it, they would not believe it. Breaking through the Tribulation Realm bottleneck in just a few centuries was unheard of before. Even among the three most renowned Loose Immortals and three Demon Kings in the Spirit Realm, this kind of progression speed was inconceivable.

Not to mention Loose Immortals or Demon Kings, even the legendary Aśvatarā King, who was known for his unparalleled talent, likely did not have such a high efficiency in cultivation.

The silver-eyed girl herself was an advanced-stage Spiritual Refinement Practitioner, and she had firsthand experience with the Tribulation Realm bottleneck. She knew how terrifyingly difficult it could be.

She had been stuck at this stage for countless millennia without any progress. Not even knowing where to start on how to break through.

Though her talents were not bad, ranking among the top in her peer group, the Tribulation Realm bottleneck was something beyond ordinary people's comprehension. Her path of Immortal Dao had ended here; no matter what opportunities she might have, she would never advance again in this life.

This wasn't self-deprecation but a harsh reality.

Denying it served no purpose.

Thus, Lin Xuan took out the minor Tribulation Realm cultivation technique he had devised to sidestep the bottleneck. This was why the silver-eyed girl was overjoyed and sincerely grateful towards him. For her, this was the best choice.

In the silver-eyed girl's heart, Lin Xiuxue was an exceptional practitioner. She firmly believed that one day, he would become a Tribulation Realm cultivator she could not look up to.

She had full confidence in Lin Xuan but never expected his advancement speed to be so astonishing—centuries! Heaven, just hearing about it sounded absurd.

Thoughts raced through her mind as she became momentarily dazed. She even doubted whether Dragon Xiuxue had made a mistake. It wasn't that she didn't trust fellow sect members; such an unbelievable thing was simply too hard to believe.

After all, ears hear and eyes see. Lin Xuan's conversation with his companions hadn’t used any sound transmission techniques, so everyone within earshot heard every word clearly. The significance of having a Tribulation Realm cultivator in their sect was not lost on them.

With the Cloud Hidden Sect becoming one of the top-tier sects in Nai Long Realm, its disciples would naturally benefit immensely. Moreover, the sect now faced significant challenges, and Lin Xuan's unexpected return as a Tribulation Realm elder would greatly alter their situation.

In the cultivation world, strength was paramount. A sect with an established Tribulation Realm elder dared not be underestimated or slighted.

Cheers erupted all around, enveloping the Cloud Hidden Sect in joy.

"Junior Brother Lin, no, Senior Lin..."

Before she could finish her sentence, Lin Xuan interrupted: "Sister Senior, you are mistaken. Since I joined this sect, I have been well cared for by both of us seniors. We've been fellow disciples for thousands of years. Even if I managed to advance through sheer luck, there's no reason for a change in our relationship. If you do not mind, I would still prefer to be called junior brother."

"Senior, this is inappropriate and against the rules. Now that Senior has advanced to the Tribulation Realm, we should treat him as an elder," the silver-eyed girl said with utmost respect.

"Senior Brother, while your words are correct, calling me senior brother would make me feel uncomfortable. Why be so rigid?" Lin Xuan smiled calmly.

His words were not just for formality; his expression and tone were sincere to the core.

"Still..." The silver-eyed boy was at a loss for words. Although he agreed with her, he still felt uneasy.

After all, Tribulation Realm cultivators were rare in Nai Long Realm, and the Cloud Hidden Sect had never seen such an existence since ancient times. To be on familiar terms with a Tribulation Realm elder was daunting, which explained his hesitation.

"If Senior Brother or Sister does not agree, I believe my presence here would have little meaning, forcing me to leave," Lin Xuan said solemnly.

This statement shocked everyone present. The silver-eyed boy's mouth dropped in shock. It was the perfect moment for the sect to bask in glory with a Tribulation Realm elder. If he left because of their actions, what face would they have when they met their predecessors after death?

In this case, wouldn't he become a pariah in the Cloud Hidden Sect?

The silver-eyed girl touched her forehead in fear as Lin Xuan's reaction was much greater than expected.

"Ha ha, junior brother, there is no reason to refuse your kind offer. We will treat you as an equal. However, after this, we still need your continued support for the sect," the silver-eyed girl said with a tinkling laugh, defusing the situation.

"That's right, Sister Senior, I have no qualms about it. As the Supreme Elder of the Cloud Hidden Sect, I naturally will look out for its interests. With me around, the sect can rest assured," Lin Xuan replied happily. This outcome was satisfactory; he valued his fellow disciples and did not want to distance himself from them just because he had advanced.

"Thank you, junior brother."

Though Lin Xuan's words should have brought joy, their smiles were forced. Lin Xuan noticed a lingering gloom in their eyes that they couldn't shake off.

For an ordinary cultivator, these details might be overlooked, but Lin Xuan was meticulous and perceptive enough to notice without much effort.
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Lin Xuan's brows furrowed involuntarily.

Recalling the scene just now, although this was already within Cloud Concealing Range, it was still far from the main base. There shouldn't have been any restrictions here originally.

Moreover, there were thousands of cultivators ambushing here. His spirit boat had barely appeared when it was attacked without cause.

As they say, "No wind, no waves," everything must have a reason.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan didn't really feel like guessing further and simply asked, "Senior Sister, has the Cloud Concealing Sect encountered any trouble recently?"

"Junior Brother, you already know about it?"

The silver-eyed girl was taken aback. Her expression showed a hint of sadness before she sighed. "This matter is long to explain; we can't say everything in a short while. Let's return to the main base first and discuss this in detail later."

"Alright."

Lin Xuan nodded, naturally having no objections. Indeed, as he had guessed, the Cloud Concealing Sect had encountered some trouble, and it seemed rather serious.

Otherwise, his senior sister wouldn't have shown such a difficult expression.

With how broad Lin Xuan's knowledge was, he made this judgment in an instant.

However, Lin Xuan didn't take this matter too seriously either.

Now that he had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, his strength far surpassed what it used to be. Even the Ice Soul, a true demon ancestor, had been exterminated by him. Although the Nael Dragon World was full of hidden talents, there wouldn't be many tribulation transcenders.

Unless they provoked an old monster at the late tribulation stage, Lin Xuan believed he could handle whatever trouble the Cloud Concealing Sect encountered.

Seeing Lin Xuan's calm demeanor, the silver-eyed girl also knew that her junior brother was quite formidable. Back when he was in the Spirit Separation stage, his cultivation had been unfathomable and far superior to those of his peers. Now having advanced to a tribulation transcender, he must be even more powerful.

Although this trouble faced by the Cloud Concealing Sect was significant, with Lin Junior Brother in charge, there might really be a turning point. With these thoughts, her expression relaxed considerably.

Then she turned her head and noticed that many cultivators had been following Lin Xuan all along.

Initially, they were full of joy when first meeting him, their thoughts focused entirely on his advancement to the Tribulation Transcending stage, so much so that they overlooked everyone else.

Now, as she scanned them with her eyes, she realized these cultivators weren't ordinary. One male and one female were at the Spirit Separation stage, though only in the early stages, but still quite impressive.

"Junior Brother Lin, who are they?" The dragon-named youth spoke first this time.

Lin Xuan smiled and said, "Haha, I won't hide it from Senior Brother. Due to a fortunate coincidence, I was transported to another plane of existence for several hundred years. These friends were the ones I met there."

Turning his head, he continued, "Ying'er, why are you still standing there? Come out and greet Uncle!"

"Uncle?"

The dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed girl exchanged glances, their expressions showing surprise again: "Could it be..."

It was no wonder they were shocked. Lin Xuan had taken apprentices before, but this girl was only at the Foundation Establishment stage... well, her cultivation level was too low.

In all of the three realms, throughout history and time, such a thing hadn't been heard of. How could a true demon ancestor of the tribulation transcender rank take an apprentice who was still at the Foundation Establishment stage?

Both their gazes fell on Lu Ying'er as they silently pondered whether this girl's spiritual root was so extraordinary that it defied nature.

Lu Ying'er, despite her maturity for her age, felt somewhat uncomfortable under the scrutiny of two Spirit Separation cultivators.

However, Lin Xuan's voice interrupted their thoughts. "Haha, Senior Brother and Sister, there's no need to be curious. There are other reasons behind me taking Ying'er as my apprentice. We'll discuss it later. Let's return to the main base first."

"Right, let's go back to the main base."

There was no objection from either of them. As senior members of the sect, they naturally couldn't show any indifference.

The silver-eyed girl waved her hand, and a green glow flickered as a short sword about a foot long flew out. She smiled and said, "Ying'er, since you've taken Junior Brother Lin as your master, I'm sure you won't lack various treasures. As an uncle, I don't have much to offer, but this Green Radiance Sword is for you."

"This sword may not be a great treasure, but it should still be considered one of the finest in top-grade artifacts because of some snow域玄晶 added to it. Its sharpness and power are almost on par with ordinary artifacts."

"Thank Uncle."

Lu Ying'er was delighted. Although the silver-eyed girl said this lightly, such a sword that could rival an artifact was definitely not something common.

While saying its value couldn't be measured in gold might be too much, if sold at a market auction, it would surely cause a sensation.

Lower-level cultivators wouldn't care, but higher-level cultivators would certainly be tempted. After all, such things were rare and could be given to disciples even though they weren't needed themselves.

From any angle, this was still valuable treasure.

Lu Ying'er, despite her limited experience, understood the simple logic behind it. Grateful as she was, she thanked Uncle endlessly.

On the other hand, the dragon-named youth looked dejected. He muttered under his breath, "Senior Sister, you really are... giving such a great treasure like the Green Radiance Sword right off the bat. This makes things difficult for me. I don't have anything at this level to give."

His words were half-serious and half-joking.

If it had been just an ordinary Foundation Establishment cultivator, they wouldn't have paid much attention.

However, Lu Ying'er was Lin Xuan's personally taught disciple, making her identity quite significant—far beyond that of a regular sect member. A greeting gift from a senior was only appropriate.

Due to Lin Xuan, they couldn't simply give something trivial either.

So the silver-eyed girl took out the Green Radiance Sword as a token. However, this made the dragon-named youth truly uncomfortable.

Should he give her a spirit artifact? He didn't have anything as good as the Green Radiance Sword.

To give a lower-grade spirit artifact would be inappropriate.

Should he give some medicinal pills?

But she was Lin Junior Brother's disciple; he wouldn't lack such low-level spirit pills, right?

So, he couldn't find something suitable either.

The dragon-named youth felt truly dejected. As a Spirit Separation stage elder, he couldn't even find an appropriate gift for a Foundation Establishment cultivator.

Such things would be laughed at if said out loud and become the laughingstock of the entire cultivation world.

After some thought, the dragon-named youth finally decided. He waved his sleeve, and a small jade box flew out.

The box was only about the size of a palm but radiated with a greenish luster, clearly not something ordinary.
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Lin Xuan's brows rose, and a look of surprise appeared on his face.

With his extensive knowledge, he couldn't immediately guess what precious item was inside the jade box.

To him, it might not be worth much, but as a gift for a young Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, it was undoubtedly a generous gesture.

"Senior Brother..."

"Junior Brother, you needn't say more. Since Ying'er called me Senior Uncle, how could I let Sister take all the glory? Let's see what this treasure is like compared to the Green Radiance Sword?"

The clear laughter of the Dragon-named youth echoed in Lin Xuan's ears before he extended his hand and flicked his fingers. A "tap" sound reached his ears as the lid of the box opened, revealing a talisman about the size of a palm.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but with a clear ringing sound, a red light slowly enveloped the talisman, wrapping it in its glow.

Within the light, countless tiny runes spun and burst forth, giving off an extremely mysterious feeling. On the surface of the talisman, there was a small sword about an inch long, vividly lifelike.

A talisman treasure!

Lin Xuan recognized this item immediately.

Originally, such things weren't considered rare; even Separation Stage cultivators could refine them. However, the talisman treasure Lin Xuan recognized was one that the Dragon-named youth had refined from his own命魂宝物.

Its value was incomparable to those of Separation Stage cultivators.

Lan Ying'er was only at the Foundation Establishment stage, so even with her strength, she couldn't fully unleash the true power of this talisman treasure. But even a fraction of its effects would make her stand out among peers and give her a fighting chance against Yuan婴 cultivators.

Though it sounded exaggerated, there wasn't much exaggeration in his words. The power of talismans refined by Spirit Tracing Stage cultivators was naturally beyond the imagination of ordinary people.

Since Lan Ying'er could only tap into its surface abilities, she would consume little energy each time, allowing her to use it repeatedly.

"Gulp!"

Whispers of saliva swallowing filled the air as everyone envied Lan Ying'er's favor. Of course, they all knew that this was due to Lin Xuan’s influence; otherwise, a young Foundation Establishment stage cultivator wouldn’t receive such attention.

A Spirit Tracing Stage talisman treasure—something even peers at the same level could only dream of.

Even Yuan婴 and Separation Stage cultivators felt envious.

"Senior Brother, your gift is too heavy."

"No need for such formalities. A mere talisman," the Dragon-named youth waved his hand with a豪气万丈expression.

With his words reaching this point, Lin Xuan couldn't continue to be coy.

He sighed and turned his head: "Ying'er, thank Senior Uncle quickly."

"Yes, Master."

Lan Ying'er first bowed to Lin Xuan before deeply bowing to the Dragon-named youth: "Disciple thanks Senior Uncle for your gift."
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"It's a small matter; no need for such formalities."

With this, the matter was settled. After experiencing this scene, Lin Xuan didn't feel comfortable introducing anyone else, including Hong Ling.

Otherwise, if his senior brothers and sisters gave him more treasures due to his influence, he would be embarrassed both emotionally and logically.

Thus, Lin Xuan said no more. He still had that phrase: back to the main base first.

With the two Senior Elders leading the way, everything went smoothly without any further trouble. However, with the experience from earlier, Lin Xuan paid attention as there were indeed many more禁制阵法 along the way.

Beside these禁制, numerous sect members stood guard, almost like they were in a state of war. It seemed that Cloud Concealment Sect had encountered significant troubles this time.

But Lin Xuan was not easily agitated; instead, he chatted with his senior brothers and sisters, briefly recounting his experiences at the Dragon Realization True Man's wedding.

He spoke about how he was ambushed by the Illusory Thousand Truths True Man, and how he ended up in a lost realm after a chance encounter that transported him there.

Lin Xuan didn't go into great detail; he simply summarized the events, glossing over the more secretive aspects. Despite this, his experiences were still impressive enough to leave the Dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed girl speechless.

No wonder his promotion was so swift. With such rich experiences, few could match him in all of the Three Realms throughout history.

Of course, there was no need for envy.

Opportunities were valuable if they came your way, but it was more important to have the ability to seize them.

For Lin Xuan's experience, other Spirit Tracing Stage cultivators would have perished when faced with the ill intentions of the Illusory Thousand Truths True Man. There would be no opportunities left for them after their souls were scattered.

This wasn't mere speculation; in the Three Realms, while many Spirit Tracing Stage cultivators existed, none had ever heard of anyone like Lin Xuan who could withstand a tribulation at that stage and still emerge victorious.

So, don’t just focus on the benefits he gained from his opportunities. The dangers he faced were equally significant.

As they chatted, they arrived at Cloud Concealment Sect's main base, which was now more spacious than before with more pavilions and terraces. This wasn't surprising; with Lin Xuan's addition, Cloud Concealment Sect had risen to prominence in Nai Long Realm.

Though the main base still used Cloud Concealment Mountain as its location, it now covered a much larger area.

What surprised Lin Xuan was that the sect’s protective array was activated.

"This..."

Lin Xuan couldn't hide his surprise. Every sect and family would definitely set up a protective array at their main base, but they wouldn’t usually activate it. The bigger the sect, the less likely they were to do so.

For Cloud Concealment Sect, since its origins traced back to ancient times, its protective array was undoubtedly powerful. The Qing Light Crystal Array was also one of the famous ancient arrays with immense power once activated, consuming astronomical amounts of crystal stones even without an attack.

Thus, most large sects and families wouldn’t activate their protective arrays unless they faced extreme danger. Instead, they would first open auxiliary禁制 to save on crystal stones while still defending against powerful enemies.

Though Lin Xuan didn't usually concern himself with sect affairs, he knew these basic facts well.

Seeing the sect’s protective array activated, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. He thought Cloud Concealment Sect had encountered trouble but hadn’t anticipated it reaching such a severe state.

But Lin Xuan kept his thoughts to himself, as there were too many of his fellow disciples around. His gloomy expression flashed briefly before returning to normal.

As if nothing had happened, he continued chatting with his senior brothers and sisters.

After another cup of tea's worth of time, they arrived at a magnificent building that looked like a琼楼玉宇.

The imposing structure was familiar to Lin Xuan, so he accelerated as he flew towards it.
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Soon enough, they arrived.

The grand hall was a place where the Cloud Conceal Sect's elders would convene to discuss important matters. Ordinary cultivators couldn't enter; apart from Lin Xuan, only the Dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed maiden followed him in.

As for the other disciples, they stopped collectively, including Red Silk, Stone Fairy, and others who had returned with him. Although Lin Xuan hadn’t asked about what trouble Cloud Conceal Sect encountered on his journey back, the activation of the protective array indicated significant changes. Under these circumstances, it was only natural that Red Silk and the others wouldn't disturb Lin Xuan.

As a cultivator who accompanied the Supreme Elder in returning, he naturally wasn’t ignored here. Disciples responsible for reception greeted them and arranged temporary accommodations for them.

The Guest Tower was an excellent choice.

As to how to proceed next, they were unclear and had to wait for further instructions from Elder Lin.

...

"Let's not talk about it now." After entering the grand hall, attendants served fine wine and fruits. However, Lin Xuan didn’t have time to sit down; he immediately began asking questions: "Senior Brother, Senior Sister, what’s going on? I was attacked by my sect’s disciples upon returning. Although they seemed to have mistaken me for someone else, such a hasty and unreasoned attack is excessive. What trouble has the sect encountered that made its disciples react so violently?"

"And why did we even activate the protective array? Knowing this defense mechanism is formidable, but it consumes a lot of crystal stones..."

"Junior Brother, you don’t know..."

The Dragon-named youth and silver-eyed maiden exchanged embarrassed glances upon hearing Lin Xuan’s questions. Their faces showed a hint of unease.

It was understandable why they felt this way. Since Lin Junior Brother's return, Cloud Conceal Sect had prospered immensely, even becoming one of the top forces in the Nael Dragon Realm. However, just a few hundred years after his departure, the sect faced such a crisis; indeed, they felt their abilities were inadequate.

Seeing their expressions, Lin Xuan sighed and realized he had spoken too harshly. But he didn’t mean any malice; he was simply impatient.

Lin Xuan took a sip of spirit wine to calm himself: "Senior Sister, what’s the situation?"

"Junior Brother, it's like this."

The silver-eyed maiden combed her hair and spoke in a gentle voice: "Our sect is facing significant trouble. The root cause began with an unexpected discovery at our main hall—a precious artifact known as a Spirit Eye Spring."

"A Spirit Eye Spring?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback; the expression on his face showed surprise. Although this was one of the three major Spirit Eyes in cultivation, it wasn’t particularly rare for high-ranking cultivators.

Essentially, it just made the surrounding qi more dense. Other than that, there were no other uses.

For a sect like Cloud Conceal, it hardly counted as a treasure. Why would such a minor Spirit Eye Spring bring disaster to our sect?

Curiosity aside, Lin Xuan didn’t ask further; his senior sister would explain everything.

Sure enough, after a brief pause, the silver-eyed maiden continued: "Currently, it’s just one Spirit Eye Spring, which isn’t significant. Initially, we paid no attention to it, only delighting several junior disciples who had established their cave dwellings nearby. With this artifact, the density of qi around their caves increased significantly, greatly benefiting their cultivation."

"However, over time, something unbelievable happened. The Spirit Eye Spring gradually grew larger and within a few years turned into a Spirit Eye Lake."

"A Spirit Eye Lake?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed a strange expression; indeed, it was coincidental. He had similarly obtained a Spirit Eye Lake in the lost realm.

This artifact was far more advanced than a Spirit Eye Spring because of its vast area and denser emitted qi. From certain angles, it could be considered akin to a minor top-grade spirit vein.

Its value was considerable.

But it depended on who you were. For smaller sects or families, this might have been highly sought after, but for Cloud Conceal Sect, a Spirit Eye Lake would bring disaster? That seemed too absurd.

Lin Xuan shook his head and dismissed the thought. Could there be another reason behind all of this?

Seeing Lin Xuan’s confusion, the two didn’t hesitate to explain: "This is hard to describe in one sentence; you should see it for yourself."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was surprised but then smiled. "If Senior Brother Dragon suggests we go and see, I’ll gladly follow your lead."

"Good, let me take the lead."

The silver-eyed maiden had no objections either. Together with the Dragon-named youth, they each displayed their abilities and flew out of the hall.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows but didn’t make any extra movements; he followed closely behind, surrounded by a faint green glow.

The journey was brief, taking less than a cup of tea’s time before the trio arrived at Cloud Conceal Sect's rear mountain. The scenery here differed from earlier, yet it was still lush with greenery and fragrant flowers.

Although Lin Xuan had rarely ventured out in Cloud Conceal Sect, he had been to the rear mountain several thousand years ago. However, what he saw now felt different.禁制阵法几乎一个接一个，到处都可以看见巡逻jing戒的修仙者，而且以高阶存在居多。

这种情景，在以前的后山，那是绝不可能见到的。“这灵眼之湖，师兄师姐还真是重视无比，它有什么与众不同之处。”林轩心中好奇，不由嘀咕道。一路上虽然防范森严，但三位太上长老驾临此处，自然是畅通无阻。过了一会儿，终于来到了目的地。

PS: 幻雨不是在灌水，在精彩情节到来之前需要一些铺垫，幻雨会继续努力写好《百炼成仙》，也请大家继续支持！全本。
第三千零九十四章 剑湖宫

This place was unfamiliar to Lin Xuan, yet the aura of spiritual energy didn't seem particularly abundant. Everywhere he looked, a thick white fog enveloped everything. It was clear that this area was under some kind of illusionary restriction.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense, but it produced no effect at all; like a stone thrown into deep water, it vanished without stirring any ripples.

A look of admiration appeared on Lin Xuan's face. The restrictions here were indeed formidable.

It seemed that his seniors' words weren't exaggerated in the slightest. Otherwise, they wouldn't have expended such great effort to set up this place.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a hint of anticipation towards that mysterious Spirit Eye Lake.

What made this Spirit Eye Treasure different from ordinary ones?

A silver-eyed girl extended her jade hand and gently tapped her waist. A palm-sized token flew out from her storage bracelet.

Following the casting of a spell, the token emitted a layer of spiritual light, and countless tiny talismans swarmed out.

When she closed it in half, a long bird materialized before them.

A clear chirping sound echoed as its wings flapped, disappearing into the valley ahead.

Then, the milky white fog began to churn.

It gradually dissipated until it was barely visible. The scenery in front became clearer and clearer.

No, not just the scenery; Lin Xuan felt that the spiritual energy in this world had changed.

At first, he remained calm, knowing there was a Spirit Eye Lake here. Such an extraordinary treasure meant that the nearby spiritual energy would be denser, which wasn't strange at all in the cultivation realm.

However, as time passed, Lin Xuan realized his previous assumptions were too simplistic.

What he saw went beyond just dense spiritual energy.

In this world, colorful snowflakes began to drift down from the sky.

No, these weren’t ordinary snowflakes. Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and a flake landed on it. He didn't feel the chill; instead, pure spiritual energy surged into his dantian.

"Spiritual energy crystallization!"

Lin Xuan's face showed astonishment. Even with his composure, he couldn't suppress an expression of disbelief.

This was too impressive.

The density of the spiritual energy had reached a point where it could transform into snowflakes—something only recorded in ancient texts.

With Lin Xuan’s extensive cultivation experience, such phenomena weren’t new to him. In the lost realm, at the palace of the Arrogant King, he had encountered similar situations before.

At that time, Lin Xuan was astounded by the dense spiritual energy, which greatly aided his advancement to the Tribulation Transcending stage. Without it, failure would have been more likely, but certainly not as smooth as now.

Apart from the palace of the Arrogant King, he hadn’t seen such dense spiritual energy anywhere else—neither in the Dragon’s Lair nor on Penglai Island.

This Spirit Eye Lake had this effect. If he hadn't witnessed it himself, Lin Xuan would have found it hard to believe that there existed such a miraculous Spirit Eye Treasure.

No wonder it brought great calamity to Cloud Concealing Sect. Such a treasure could easily tempt even late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

Lin Xuan was surprised but quickly understood the situation.

In fact, their sect's current state mirrored that of the Moon Shadow Clan—innocent until proven guilty, carrying precious stones and inviting trouble.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. He emitted a green glow all over his body and slowly flew towards the front.

The spiritual energy ahead became denser, and more snowflakes drifted down from the sky.

Soon, a small lake came into view.

Though not vast, it covered only a few acres. This was clearly the Spirit Eye Lake that brought both great opportunities and calamity to their sect.

The water was clear, and an unusually dense spiritual energy surged towards him. Lin Xuan took a deep breath, feeling refreshed.

Such treasures could easily capture his heart as well.

"Senior Brother Senior Sister, such a treasure appearing in our main sect is a sign of heavenly favor. Emotionally and logically, we should keep this strictly confidential. How did the news leak out?" Lin Xuan's puzzled voice echoed.

"It’s all my fault."

Lin Xuan's doubts were met with a look of shame on the young man named Long's face: "To be honest, it was my mistake. If I hadn't been so lenient in managing my disciples, this wouldn’t have brought such misfortune to our sect."

"Why do you say that?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing obvious curiosity.

"In this area, several Inner Alchemy Realm cultivators opened up their own caves. They are all my registered disciples. The appearance of the Spirit Eye Spring and its transformation into a lake was discovered by them first."

"Such treasures mean so much to our sect. Although I am not very smart, I fully understand the importance. I ordered them to keep it secret and not share any information with outsiders. Yet, the news still leaked out," Long's young man bit his lip, clearly filled with resentment.

"Oh, how did that happen?" Lin Xuan asked more detailed questions.

"It’s nothing special. There was someone who saw profit over loyalty. One of my disciples named Yuan was a skilled apprentice. He had good qualities and matured well after joining the sect. He completed all tasks assigned to him successfully and even made significant contributions to our sect, earning my recognition as his registered disciple."

"So that's how it is."

Lin Xuan nodded and waited for more details.

"However, we didn’t know that he was actually a cultivator from Sword Lake Palace before making such a grave mistake that led to his expulsion."

"Sword Lake Palace?"

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim at the mention of this name. While other sects or families might not pose much threat, Lin Xuan had confidence in dealing with them after advancing past Tribulation Transcendence.

However, Sword Lake Palace was renowned for its power and influence. For thousands of years, it consistently ranked first among all major forces in the world. The sect traced its origins back to ancient times but had a far deeper foundation than Cloud Concealing Sect. Their strength was incomparable.

The palace was home to many powerful cultivators, including the Great Elder Thousand Swords, an old monster at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. He had only advanced to this stage several thousand years ago and likely hadn’t yet entered the realm of domains. His power compared poorly with ancient greats like Dragon’s Lair True Man or Fairy Hundred Flowers.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this, but what could he do? Even among late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators, his opponent might be weaker relatively speaking, but that didn’t change the fact that he was a genuine late-stage cultivator. Lin Xuan, despite his immense power, couldn't possibly contend with such an existence.
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Thinking through this, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

This matter was more complicated than he had anticipated. Although Lin Xuan suspected that the Yun Yin Sect faced a severe predicament, he never imagined it would involve late-stage cultivators who were about to transcend the劫stage.

The power of such existences was incomparable to those at the initial stage; even for him, there wasn't a chance of victory.

No, this wasn’t just a matter of whether they could win. The disparity between them was too great. Even if his strength far surpassed that of his peers, facing late-stage cultivators was risky. Whether he could survive or not was uncertain.

Lin Xuan's brows were tightly furrowed as he pondered the problem before him. This Spirit Eye Lake was no ordinary place; even for cultivators at their level, it offered significant benefits for cultivation and meditation. Since Venerable Ten Thousand Swords had obtained a clue, there was no reason to give up. What should he do?

The Yun Yin Sect's options were limited. Either face a late-stage cultivator or abandon the treasure before him.

He had already stated that even he couldn't handle such an opponent. Perhaps it was worth risking everything for wealth, but recklessly challenging a late-stage cultivator wasn’t a rational choice. A wrong move could cost his life here.

The risks were too high.

Maybe it was better to be pragmatic and temporarily abandon the treasure?

That sounded like a wise decision.

But despite this logic, letting go of such an extraordinary treasure was not easy. The thoughts of the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named youth didn't matter; Lin Xuan felt a hundred regrets for giving up something his sect had discovered just because it involved a late-stage cultivator.

Though the cultivation world valued strength, Lin Xuan still felt frustrated.

A man could adapt, but he hadn’t faced such difficulties since embarking on this path.

Originally, becoming a transmigration stage cultivator made him feel invincible. He thought that with his strength, he could go anywhere in the world. But now, he had run into trouble just returning to the Yun Yin Sect.

How infuriating! What did those late-stage monsters care?

Lin Xuan's anger grew as he thought about it.

Venerable Ten Thousand Swords was indeed a late-stage cultivator, but that didn’t mean he was at the top. At least Daoist Nai Long and Fairy Hundred Flowers were beyond his reach.

Let alone Loose Immortals, Demon Kings, True Demons, or Primordial Beasts. He had even offended the Ice Spirit Serpent and faced off against the Dark King of the Underworld, taking away the Confining Ring and destroying one of its manifestations.

These were the top cultivators in the Three Realms; facing them, he hadn’t backed down.

Now that he was at the transmigration stage, had he become cowardly?

Lin Xuan asked himself this question.

With his decision made, Lin Xuan was resolute. He would face any challenge head-on, even if it meant losing. Regardless of Venerable Ten Thousand Swords' reputation as a late-stage cultivator, he wouldn’t back down. The Sword Lake Palace might be the top sect in Nai Long's realm, but that didn't matter.

A determined look flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes, but the Dragon-named youth’s next words almost made him spit out blood:

"Brother Disciple, it's good to return now. You don’t need to worry about the ancient demon."

"Worry about the ancient demon?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. A late-stage cultivator like himself was already nervous.

What did his senior mean? His expression suggested he wasn't joking, but where did this confidence come from?

"The words of Brother Disciple are correct. The situation with the ancient demon is similar to yours. Two hundred years ago, during the 'A Hundred Refinements into Immortality' era, it vanished without a trace and hasn’t been seen since," the silver-eyed girl interjected.

"Vanished without a trace? Is this information reliable?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise. A late-stage cultivator, even if they had just ascended, was still formidable. It was impossible for them to quietly disappear under any circumstances.

Thus, he had his doubts.

"Don’t worry, Brother Disciple. Since we are preparing to oppose the Sword Lake Palace, we have closely monitored all related intelligence. The Great Elder’s disappearance wouldn't be something they would boast about. As the saying goes, a paper cannot hide fire; this information is surely accurate," the silver-eyed girl said firmly.

"Brother Senior, I can rest assured with your certainty."

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. Although he had already made his decision to face any challenge head-on, it was still a reluctant choice. If possible, he wouldn’t want to fight against late-stage cultivators.

Heaven really favored him, as the timing suggested that the Great Elder might have attended Venerable Nai Long's wedding before vanishing mysteriously.

Could this be another unforeseen event?

Although Lin Xuan hadn't met the Sword Lake Palace’s Supreme Elder on Penglai Island, his status and strength meant he had received an invitation.

But with so many late-stage cultivators present, even a late-stage existence like him wasn’t noticeable. After all, powerful beings like the Ice Spirit Serpent, Immortal of Cold Moon, and the Queen of Qingqiu had arrived one after another; what did it matter to just one ordinary late-stage cultivator?

Reflecting on that scene, Lin Xuan couldn't recall anything about Venerable Ten Thousand Swords.

However, given that so many late-stage cultivators were present at Nai Long's mountain abode, some of them might have had grudges with Venerable Ten Thousand Swords. His strength wouldn’t easily lead to his demise, but the troubles he faced would be significant, otherwise, he wouldn't still be missing after two hundred years.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he clarified the situation. His expression visibly relaxed.

With a late-stage cultivator not involved, his strength was enough to handle any challenge.

Seeing Lin Xuan's change in demeanor, the Dragon-named youth frowned and warned: "Brother Disciple mustn’t underestimate the ancient demon. Even though it has vanished, the Sword Lake Palace remains formidable with many powerful figures. They are not to be underestimated. Besides the ancient demon, there are other late-stage Supreme Elders from their sect, and I know of at least one more."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback as his expression grew serious.

The transmigration stage was the final realm in cultivation, and breaking through it required immense effort. Lin Xuan knew this well. Although the Spirit Realm was vast, late-stage cultivators were rare. The existence of multiple such figures at Sword Lake Palace surprised him.
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However, despite the unexpected situation, Lin Xuan did not panic. Even if Sword Lake Palace still had other Senior Elders at the Tribulation Transcendence level, it was impossible for them to be formidable figures in the late stages.

Other than that, even if they were Middle Stage Tribulation Transcenders, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of them either. Of course, he wouldn't underestimate his opponents. With his cautious nature, he needed to understand their situation as thoroughly as possible. This would give him more chances of winning when facing them.

Lin Xuan slowly spoke up: "Is there any other Senior Elders in Sword Lake Palace? Please tell me about the specific circumstances."

"Ah..."

The silver-eyed girl and the龙姓少年 exchanged glances, showing a hint of difficulty on their faces.

"What's wrong?"

"We apologize, but we know little about the other Senior Elders in Sword Lake Palace," said the silver-eyed girl.

"That's right. In the past, the most famous was Elder Grandmaster Thousand Swords. As an advanced-stage ancient monster, he didn't need his fellow disciples to assist him. His reputation alone was enough to intimidate lesser beings and keep Sword Lake Palace as the top sect in the region." The silver-eyed girl continued with a sigh.

"Precisely because of these two other Senior Elders being ascetic cultivators, they are not well-known despite their Tribulation Transcendence status. If it weren't for Elder Grandmaster Thousand Swords mysteriously disappearing and Sword Lake Palace becoming more prominent, these old monsters might never have shown themselves," the silver-eyed girl added.

"Indeed, as you said, because of their low profile, the new Senior Elders in Sword Lake Palace are quite obscure. We don't even know their names. The only thing we can confirm is that they are a couple who excel at joint attacks and are much stronger than two ordinary early-stage Tribulation Transcenders working together," the silver-eyed girl explained.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a hint of amusement on his face: "That's all you know? Sword Lake Palace seems to be keeping things very mysterious. It’s hard to say if these Senior Elders are real or just a decoy."

It was understandable why Lin Xuan thought so. After all, Tribulation Transcendence cultivators were all extraordinary talents. Even ascetic cultivators couldn't remain completely unknown.

Not even hearing their names made it seem too unbelievable.

Thus, he suspected they might be fake. However, the silver-eyed girl shook her head: "Younger Brother, you are wrong this time."

"Why do you say so with such certainty?" Lin Xuan asked.

The silver-eyed girl continued: "As the saying goes, a big tree attracts much wind. Sword Lake Palace, being the top sect in the region, has offended many other forces. For example, Wanyao Valley has long been at odds with them, though not to the point of mutual destruction. There have been occasional conflicts," she said.

"Wanyao Valley?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful. This wasn't a small sect or family; it ranked among the top five in Wanyxian Palace. The valley was home to many strange and unusual monsters, including Tribulation Transcendence-level old monsters.

The silver-eyed girl suddenly mentioned Wanyao Valley, indicating there must be a reason for this. Lin Xuan turned his head: "Is that so? Could it be that Old Monster Xue from Wanyao Valley has already made a move?"

Old Monster Xue was unfamiliar to Lin Xuan but was well-known among the monsters in Naelong Realm. He was the master of Wanyao Valley, and while Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of monster he was, his realm was undoubtedly Middle Stage Tribulation Transcender, making him a formidable opponent.

Sword Lake Palace and Wanyao Valley had never been on good terms. With any conflict, Wanyao Valley would surely be at a disadvantage. Their hearts were filled with resentment.

But so what?

With Sword Lake Palace having many powerful figures and an advanced-stage Senior Elder as protection, Old Monster Xue's efforts would only result in humiliation.

Despite his frustration, he couldn't ignore the situation. He had already been seeking trouble from Sword Lake Palace for years due to past grievances.

Now that Thousand Swords Grandmaster was missing for two hundred years, some of Sword Lake Palace’s enemies had already taken action. How could Old Monster Xue remain indifferent?

He had always been a hot-headed character and had started causing trouble with Sword Lake Palace several years ago.

Revenge is sweet; he intended to make his move now.

Without the protection of Thousand Swords Grandmaster, Sword Lake Palace was still formidable, but as an old monster at Middle Stage Tribulation Transcender, Old Monster Xue wouldn't care. He confidently went to cause trouble for Sword Lake Palace, only to find himself facing a brick wall.

Thousand Swords Grandmaster had indeed disappeared, but the mysterious couple had appeared instead.

Initially, Old Monster Xue didn’t take this new threat seriously. Two early-stage cultivators were unknown and insignificant; he was confident in defeating them.

However, after their first encounter, he realized his mistake. The mysterious couple excelled at joint attacks, making their combined strength far greater than two ordinary early-stage Tribulation Transcenders. After a fierce battle, Old Monster Xue suffered a crushing defeat and returned to Wanyao Valley with his tail between his legs.

A journey of revenge turned into one of disappointment.

Old Monster Xue’s frustration was palpable.

He had no reason to boast about this, but rumors spread quickly. With Sword Lake Palace’s reputation tarnished, the mysterious couple's strength made them a formidable opponent. Their presence ensured that Sword Lake Palace remained difficult to deal with.

"Ah, I see."

After hearing the whole story, Lin Xuan’s expression turned thoughtful, his mood lightening considerably.

It was one crisis after another. He had thought Sword Lake Palace would be less of a threat without Thousand Swords Grandmaster, but these new mysterious couples could defeat Middle Stage Tribulation Transcenders.

Such strength was impressive; even facing them himself, he would likely win fewer battles than losses.

"The situation is as such. Now that Sword Lake Palace knows about the existence of such treasures, how to proceed is up to you," said the silver-eyed girl in a gentle voice.

Although Lin Xuan rarely involved himself in sect affairs, as a Tribulation Transcender, he was the one who should decide.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate. A cold smile played on his lips: "There's nothing to consider. We’ll face whatever comes our way. The other side may be formidable, but Sword Lake Palace won't hand over its treasures or abandon its main stronghold. I look forward to seeing how they deal with us."
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After hearing Lin Xuan's words, the young man with the dragon surname and the girl with silver eyes exchanged glances. A hint of joy flashed in their eyes.

Clearly, they didn't want to give up precious treasures for nothing either. Their plans aligned perfectly with Lin Xuan’s.

However, due to the significant gap in cultivation levels between them and Lin Xuan, it was ultimately decided that his opinion would prevail on how to handle this matter. Otherwise, no matter what these two did, they wouldn't be able to stand up against Sword Lake Palace.

After all, trying to stop a fly with an arm is futile. As cultivators at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, they couldn’t possibly be ignorant of such basic logic. Thus, they naturally wouldn’t engage in such foolish behavior as using an egg to hit a stone.

With Lin Xuan's choice now clear, a heavy burden had finally been lifted from their minds.

Although the future remained uncertain, with his junior brother joining them, there was still some hope for negotiating with Sword Lake Palace.

"Senior Sister, other sects and families should not know about the Spirit Eye Lake apart from Sword Lake Palace. Is that correct?"

"This is naturally so."

The girl with silver eyes nodded. "Our sect will certainly try to keep this a secret as much as possible. If it accidentally leaks out, it’s just an accident."

"As they say, trying to mend a sheep after it's lost is too late. My junior brother and I have already paid close attention to those who know about this matter. These people are trustworthy, so in short, the news will not leak again."

"Regarding Sword Lake Palace, since they want to seize the treasure from us, they won't release any information either. Otherwise, new competitors would arise, adding more variables. They wouldn’t be unaware of this situation. Therefore, no matter what angle we look at it from, they must find a way to keep it secret."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

Although he had anticipated such a scenario, confirmation from his senior sister was necessary for him to have certainty.

Indeed as he had predicted, Lin Xuan felt relieved.

Even though the ancient demon was gone, Sword Lake Palace remained incredibly powerful. Still, Lin Xuan believed he had the strength to negotiate with them.

Since they hadn't made contact yet, it was hard to predict who would prevail.

This was why Lin Xuan chose not to give up on the treasure.

But if the news leaked out, everything would change dramatically.

Such a precious spirit artifact could attract even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending Stage. Although Lin Xuan had formidable powers, he wouldn't want to draw too much attention from his peers.

After all, he didn’t want to be the target of everyone's arrows.

Fortunately, those minor worries were unnecessary as the current situation wasn't that dire. Sword Lake Palace still held some hope for a fight.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan didn't linger here. After all, staying here wouldn't help solve their immediate problem.

The Dragonhide Sect faced significant crises, and there was much to handle.

...

Lin Xuan's affairs aside, somewhere far away from the Dragonhide Sect, on another spirit land.

Here, the scenery was picturesque with mountains stretching endlessly into the distance.

In one of these mountains lay a vast lake.

This lake was extremely wide, its boundaries impossible to see at first glance.

However, in the spirit world, such large lakes were commonplace; even larger ones wouldn't be considered rare.

But this particular lake had many unique features.

It was a Spirit Eye Lake.

Yes, a Spirit Eye Lake.

A more advanced treasure than a Spirit Eye Spring as legend went.

It emitted pure and extraordinary spiritual energy. Its effects surpassed even top-grade spirit veins, greatly benefiting cultivation. With such a treasure appearing in the world, both sects and independent experts would surely vie for it.

The current Spirit Eye Lake was unparalleled in size and the density of its emitted spiritual energy.

Almost everyone in this realm knew about this magical lake, but no one dared to covet it. The reason? This Spirit Eye Lake was a treasured possession passed down by Sword Lake Palace for thousands of years.

As the top sect in the world, their strength couldn’t be underestimated. Since ancient times, the Supreme Elders had always been old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending Stage, often not just one but several.

Such power naturally deterred those who coveted this lake.

Stealing from a tiger's mouth was no easy task. Victory brought great benefits, but failure could lead to dire consequences.

Sword Lake Palace wouldn’t let them go easily, even if it meant deterring other scheming individuals by pursuing them relentlessly.

Indeed, such incidents had occurred before.

Over the long years, several sects attempted to seize this lake only to be completely eradicated by Sword Lake Palace. High-ranking cultivators within the sect, except for a few lucky ones who survived, all perished. The low-ranking disciples scattered like monkeys without their mother.

Such outcomes frightened other sects into carefully considering any attempts at seizing the Spirit Eye Lake.

After all, even if treasures were tempting, they had to be enjoyed by those with life left.

Since the ancient demon advanced to late Tribulation Transcending Stage, such incidents no longer occurred. In this world, late-stage existences were rare indeed, having broken free from their lifespans and wielding countless powerful abilities.

Provoking such high-ranking cultivators was akin to an old man hanging himself for living too long.

Of course, the ancient demon wasn’t invincible; Tai Long Immortal’s power far surpassed his. However, not only was Tai Long Immortal incredibly powerful and wealthy beyond measure, but he also didn't care about a mere Spirit Eye Lake. Therefore, Sword Lake Palace never worried about him.

As the center of the lake, spiritual energy grew denser, and some small islands dotted the vast surface. These islands were off-limits to ordinary cultivators; at least those above the Profound Cultivation Stage could establish their abodes there.

Other disciples lived in the mountains surrounding the lake.

At this moment, on a seemingly unremarkable island in the middle of the lake, several dozen Spirit Cultivation stage experts gathered inside an ancient-looking building. Their expressions were grave as if discussing something important.

As the top force of Tai Long Immortal’s sect, Sword Lake Palace naturally had many more Spirit Cultivation stage cultivators than just these few. Each and every one was a late-stage old monster.

A mere sect could have over ten late-stage experts, making Sword Lake Palace's strength truly formidable.
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"So you've already visited the main headquarters of Cloud Concealing Sect and conveyed our intentions, yet they refused us outright without hesitation."

A bearded old man with a few gray hairs frowned slightly as he spoke slowly.

"Yes, Senior Uncle, I have delivered your personal letter to the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealing Sect. At the same time, I expressed our intentions—neither did we plan to take by force nor snatch that treasure from them forcefully. Instead, we were willing to offer many benefits in return for their cooperation. However, the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealing Sect showed no hesitation and rejected our good intentions outright."

The man who responded was lean with an ordinary appearance, around thirty years old, but his face revealed a sharp intelligence.

He was clearly a skilled cultivator adept at handling affairs, though his strength was somewhat lower than that of the present elders. He was only in the Profound Concealment stage, so his expression was extremely respectful.

"Humph! Truly ignorant of their own mortality. A mere Cloud Concealing Sect dares to treat our sect as nothing. It seems we must give them a lesson," said a burly man in black, his face contorted with rage. "Senior Brother, why wait? Such a small Cloud Concealing Sect dares to defy us after being offered wine and refusing the cup of punishment. Why waste words? I can level their main headquarters with just a few disciples."

The burly man was clearly someone quick to anger. However, among the present elders were those who were mature and prudent, so they would not allow him to act rashly. As soon as he finished speaking, a pleasant voice rang out, tinged with reproach: "Senior Brother Wu, you are at it again. Winning without fighting is the best strategy. Moreover, Cloud Concealing Sect's current strength should not be underestimated. The loss of one thousand soldiers for every eight hundred of ourselves—do you understand this principle? Stop shouting and brawling all day."

A woman in green robes spoke up. Her appearance was delicate, and her mannerisms were extremely refined, exuding a scholarly aura.

The burly man, though quick to anger, did not react to his junior sister's sharp words but instead scratched his head sheepishly before sitting down obediently.

"Junior Sister speaks wisely. Cloud Concealing Sect has indeed changed significantly since that Lin Xuan joined. Their ranking in the Ten Thousand Clear Palace now approaches the top ten. Although they still fall far short of our sect, they are one of the most powerful sects in this world," said the old man at the head, stroking his beard with a solemn expression.

"What? Approaching the top ten? Senior Brother, did you make a mistake? Cloud Concealing Sect may have inherited from ancient times, but it has no outstanding strength. No渡劫期 cultivators, and even fewer分神级别的 existences—only one or two at most. Such forces are numerous in Dragon's Roost World, and their ranking has always hovered around the three hundred mark."

The surprised voice came from a man with a pale golden complexion, his cheeks adorned with silver lines. It was clear that he had unique cultivation techniques, likely of great power.

Most of the present elders showed similar expressions of surprise. The rapid rise from third-hundred to near the top ten in just a few hundred years was unprecedented. No wonder they were all stunned.

"How can it be that none of you know this? Senior Brother," said the old man with displeasure on his face. "As the saying goes, knowing oneself and one's enemy ensures victory in every battle. Your underestimation is excessive."

Some felt ashamed, while others disagreed. A small Cloud Concealing Sect was no big deal; such fussing seemed unnecessary. However, they kept their thoughts to themselves, as speaking up would likely earn them reprimands.

The eldest senior had great prestige within the sect not only because he entered earlier but also due to his superior strength compared to his peers. He was considered on the brink of渡劫, and thus, they held him in awe.

However, the man with a pale golden complexion still looked puzzled. After a moment's hesitation, he spoke: "Senior Brother, are you certain that Cloud Concealing Sect is now so formidable?"

"Xu Senior Brother, there's no need to doubt. What the sect leader said must be true. The change in Cloud Concealing Sect is due to that Lin Xuan. He is said to be immensely powerful, far surpassing his peers. Even the Old Monster of Heaven's End fell to him. Unless it’s a渡劫期 ancestor, none among us can match him," said a clear voice, belonging to a cultivator dressed as a scholar.

"Why should we boost others' spirits and diminish our own? The Old Monster of Heaven's End is merely a pretender seeking fame. What he claims about being the top分神级 expert in Dragon's Roost World is mere boasting. Speaking of which, among us, who can't outmatch him in solo combat? Even if Lin Xuan isn’t weak, I doubt he would be our match," said the burly man in black.

"Senior Brother Wu, you are mistaken," said the woman in green robes with a serious expression. "That is why."

"Oh, why do you say so?"

Seeing Zhou Junior Sister contradict his words again, the burly man was extremely helpless but still不服气, prompting him to ask: "Junior Sister, what reason do you have for saying this?"

"Since I am on good terms with Fairy Ruo Yan," said the woman in green robes.

"Head of the Cloud Family."

The cultivators present knew who she meant—the Cloud family, ranked eleventh in the Ten Thousand Clear Palace's list. As the head of the Cloud family, Fairy Ruo Yan was naturally formidable, and her friendship with Zhou Junior Sister was no small matter.

Could there be any unexpected information from Fairy Ruo Yan?

Even the old man at the head turned his head, clearly unaware of this intelligence.

Thus, everyone showed interest on their faces.

"Junior Sister, stop teasing."

"Indeed. We are all listening attentively."

The urging voice came, but the woman in green robes remained calm and composure, brushing her hair before speaking slowly: "Two hundred years ago, Senior True Man held a dual cultivation ceremony to marry Fairy Qianqian. I believe everyone here remembers this clearly."

"Yes."

They all nodded in agreement. The Great Elder had disappeared after attending the ceremony, so they remembered it vividly.
第三千零九十九章 不可思议

"Master Nai Long True Man is overjoyed. There are countless powerful beings invited, but besides the old patriarch of the Transcending Tribulation stage, there are two Spirit Separation Stage cultivators who also received invitations," said the woman in a palace robe.

Before she could finish speaking, the surrounding elders were already murmuring in shock: "What? A Spirit Separation Stage cultivator was invited as a guest too. How is that possible?"

"Master Nai Long True Man is an ancient powerhouse. His travels are vast and wide-ranging. The top-tier cultivators of the Three Realms all know him well. The Double Cultivation Ceremony is such a grand occasion, how could he possibly invite Spirit Separation Stage cultivators just to fill the seats."

"Yes, Sister Apprentice, isn't your intelligence flawed? You must have been tricked," someone said.

The room was filled with doubts as this news was too shocking for most of their fellow disciples. Only a few looked thoughtful, considering such an important matter would never come from Sister Apprentice's lips without reason.

"Sisters and brothers, what are you doing? Do I look like the kind to lie in front of everyone?"

A flash of anger appeared on the woman’s face as she spoke coldly.

"Apprentice Sister, don’t misunderstand. We have no such intention."

"Yes, we wouldn't doubt Apprentice Sister for a moment," said another elder, despite her low rank, her position at Sword Lake Palace seemed significant enough to make everyone feel awkward. They tried to speak but faltered.

"Sister Apprentice, ignore these fellows and continue with your story," the white-haired old patriarch finally spoke up, bringing an end to the awkwardness.

"Yes, Senior Brother Master."

The woman in the palace robe was more respectful towards the elder and nodded immediately: "Of the two Spirit Separation Stage cultivators who received invitations, one is my friend Fairy Yan. She is also the ancestor of the Cloud Family and someone who has transcended Tribulation. Since she has a past with Master Nai Long, it’s not surprising that she received an invitation."

Although the woman was upset by her fellow disciples' doubts, she still explained briefly when recounting the story.

The others listened and their suspicions were dispelled. With the Cloud Family having ties to Master Nai Long, Fairy Yan's presence at the ceremony was perfectly understandable.

In fact, it made sense. Despite his reputation for being a ladies’ man, Master Nai Long was loyal and sincere. Inviting members of the Cloud Family to observe the ceremony was entirely normal.

"Apprentice Sister just said that there were two Spirit Separation Stage cultivators invited. One is Fairy Yan from the Cloud Family. Who’s the other? Could it be Lin Xuan that little fellow?" said a man with a pale golden face, his tone calm but intrigued since his sister had suddenly brought up this topic.

"Correct. Senior Brother Chu guessed right. The other Spirit Separation Stage cultivator invited is the newly appointed Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect," she spoke slowly and clearly.

"What?"

"How can that be possible?"

"What does he have to show for it, to gain Master Nai Long’s favor? Could his ancestor also be some great figure?"

The room was filled with gasps as they realized the truth. Although Lin Xuan had already gained a reputation, many of the Spirit Separation Stage cultivators present hadn’t taken him seriously.

Old Monster Tian Jue was seen as someone who sought fame and glory, but even he wasn't taken into account. While Lin Xuan’s rise to fame was impressive, they wouldn’t have believed in his abilities unless they had personally faced him.

After all, Sword Lake Palace was the top sect of this realm, filled with proud individuals who looked down on others.

So when Lin Xuan’s name was mentioned, they dismissed it as mere talk. Now that he had been invited to Master Nai Long’s Double Cultivation Ceremony, they realized their mistake.

Seeing everyone’s reactions, the woman in the palace robe couldn’t help but show a hint of disdain and disgust: "Hmph, this is unbelievable. Did you know that Lin Xuan also called Master Nai Long his brother on Penglai Immortal Island?"

"What? He called Master Nai Long his brother! Apprentice Sister, are you dreaming?"

"Yes, it’s too absurd to be true," someone said.

"Don’t believe me, this intelligence is completely unreliable. Apprentice Sister must have been tricked by Fairy Yan."

The room erupted in doubt as the elders of Sword Lake Palace looked incredulous.

Master Nai Long was indeed approachable, but he was still a late-stage Tribulation Transcender and one of the ancient powerhouses. His status and power were comparable to those of scattered immortals and demon kings. Saying he called a Spirit Separation Stage cultivator his brother was hard for anyone to believe.

Even if they had heard it from others, even the old patriarchs who witnessed this scene were stunned, almost doubting their own eyes.

After hearing Sister Apprentice’s story, they already respected Lin Xuan greatly. After all, gaining Master Nai Long's favor meant he must have exceptional qualities. They were considering how to deal with him when suddenly, they felt relieved.

Calling Master Nai Long his brother was clearly nonsense. They had truly underestimated this young man. It turned out that Sister Apprentice’s story was just hearsay and even more absurd than they thought.

Lin Xuan seemed to be another one seeking fame, and despite any abilities he might have, it wouldn’t be difficult to deal with him. There was no need to take him seriously.

Seeing everyone's disbelieving looks, the woman in the palace robe sighed.

She swallowed her words as she knew they would not believe her even if she said more. Her fellow disciples had already stopped believing after hearing this much.

If she told them that Lin Xuan also called Broad Cold True Man and Lady Qing Qiu of the Three Demon Kings his brothers, they might think she was crazy.

No, Lin Xuan’s threat didn’t stop there. He also had ties to Fairy Hundred Flowers, another ancient powerhouse.

It was said he had offended the True Monarchs of Immortal Snake Ice Soul, but under Broad Cold True Man's protection, two great demon realm powerhouses could do nothing about him. A battle with an early-stage Tribulation Transcender resulted in a surprising defeat for the ancient demon known as the Primordial Saint Tian Yuan.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was victorious, defeating a late-stage Tribulation demon with his Spirit Separation stage abilities. The whole story.
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A mere cultivator of the Focused Spirit realm could defeat an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage? Such a feat, in all three realms and throughout history, would be unprecedented.

No matter which angle one approached it from, this was too absurd. If not for witnessing it firsthand, no one would have believed such a tale.

The woman dressed in court attire was equally stunned when she first heard the news. She almost thought her ears must be deceiving her. However, her relationship with Fairy Ruo Yan was profound and she knew her friend was known for being straightforward. There was no reason for her to lie about this matter.

After all, at that time, Sword Lake Palace had not yet fallen out with Cloud Concealment Sect. Emotionally and logically, there was no need for her to exaggerate Lin Xuan's achievements.

Moreover, there were no secrets in the world; what happened on Penglai Immortal Island could only be witnessed by the old monsters present. Even they would not casually spread rumors about events at grand ceremonies. However, even old monsters had close friends or particularly favored disciples.

The woman dressed in court attire was a late-stage Focused Spirit cultivator and an elder of Sword Lake Palace. With her status and power, she could easily gather information if she wished to do so.

After some effort, the woman confirmed her suspicions: Fairy Ruo Yan indeed did not exaggerate. Lin Xuan's performance at Nael Dragon Immortal's dual cultivation ceremony overshadowed even the old monsters' glory.

No one dared to underestimate him because he was just a Focused Spirit cultivator.

Cloud Concealment Sect was not an easy target!

The woman had reached this conclusion, but her face showed sorrow. Although the information she provided was true, it sounded too outlandish. Her fellow disciples chose to ignore it.

As they say, knowing oneself and one's enemy leads to victory in a hundred battles. What would happen if one underestimated their opponent?

The woman did not know. However, an unsettling feeling emerged from within her. At her level of power, she could not ignore the omens that appeared in her heart, no matter how much she tried. Could this conflict with Cloud Concealment Sect bring significant trouble to her sect?

A thought crossed her mind, and even she found it absurd. After all, Sword Lake Palace was ranked first among all sects in Nael Dragon Realm. Even though the Venerable Master Ten Thousand Swords was not present, there were still two senior elders here. Didn't Old Demon Xue of the Ten Thousand Demons Valley return empty-handed just recently?

The woman consoled herself, but that unsettling feeling persisted.

"Senior brothers, Lin Xuan is no ordinary Focused Spirit cultivator. His strength far surpasses his peers and can even stand on equal footing with old monsters at Tribulation Transcendence stage. Everyone must not be careless."

Her soft voice echoed in the ears of her fellow disciples. Although they doubted her words, as a cultivator of Sword Lake Palace, she should remind them.

"Haha, junior sister, you're overthinking this," said one of the black-clothed men with a confident laugh.

"How can a Focused Spirit cultivator defeat an old monster at Tribulation Transcendence stage? Such absurdity has never happened in all three realms. How could you believe such nonsense?"

"Indeed, that Lin boy is likely just seeking fame and fortune. When the attack on Cloud Concealment Sect's main hall begins, we won't need any of our fellow disciples to act; Wu can capture him alive by himself," said the black-clothed man with a boastful tone.

The woman sighed. Even though she expected this outcome, everyone misunderstanding her intentions left her heart heavy.

Then, another voice entered their ears, strange and unfamiliar.

"Do not worry, Senior Auntie Zhou. Although Lin boy is formidable, he has already gone missing."

The speaker was the only one present at the Conception Profound realm; a middle-aged man with an ordinary appearance but a sharp mind.

This person had been sent to Cloud Concealment Sect to deliver messages and attempt to seize Spirit Eye Lake without bloodshed. However, he was forcefully expelled by the silver-eyed maiden.

"What? Lin Xuan has gone missing?"

Not just other Focused Spirit cultivators, even the woman in court attire showed surprise.

"Indeed, although Cloud Concealment Sect tried to keep this a secret, there's no such thing as an impenetrable wall. After declining Senior Uncle's offer, I began gathering information about what was happening inside their sect. It took much effort, but the results were significant. Lin Xuan disappeared over two hundred years ago, coinciding with when Venerable Master Ten Thousand Swords lost contact with the sect."

The group was stunned. Two hundred years ago, Venerable Master Ten Thousand Swords had also lost contact with the sect around that time. Could it be that Lin Xuan's situation mirrored his, encountering trouble after attending Nael Dragon Immortal's dual cultivation ceremony?

They could not speculate on the exact circumstances, but knowing Lin Xuan was gone was enough to relieve the woman's tension. However, her unease remained.

She did not have much more to say as Cloud Concealment Sect had made significant progress in recent years, but compared to Sword Lake Palace's deep foundations, it was like a small witch seeing a great witch. Without Lin Xuan, they were no match for the sect from any angle.

The Spirit Eye Lake would eventually belong to their side. Such an extraordinary treasure could not be overlooked; even the two senior elders would be interested.

Discussions concluded, and the two major sects indeed clashed fiercely. As previously mentioned, although Cloud Concealment Sect was formidable, it still fell short of Sword Lake Palace in terms of strength. They were naturally at a disadvantage.

Fortunately, they were on the offensive, protected by禁制and阵法, so they did not suffer too much.

However, such a battle would only end with one side's victory. Cloud Concealment Sect could not afford to lose; even a dead camel is bigger than a horse. Besides, other than Venerable Master Ten Thousand Swords' disappearance, the rest of Sword Lake Palace remained intact.

Lin Xuan knew this well, as did the silver-eyed maiden and the dragon-named youth. They would not sit idly by but gathered to discuss strategies.

However, when Lin Xuan proposed his plan, both he and the other person shook their heads vigorously in disagreement.

"We cannot do that, Junior Brother Lin. Your idea is too risky."

"Venturing into a tiger's den can be disastrous; if anything happens to you, what will our sect do?"

"That's right. Although we are at a disadvantage now, things have not reached an irreparable state. Why should you risk your life for this?"
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The argument in the air made it clear that the three were discussing their strategy, but they had reached a significant disagreement.

For Cloud Conceal Sect, the current situation was decidedly unfavorable. As the saying goes, even a dead camel is bigger than a horse. The Sword Lake Palace only lost its Grand Elder, while its other disciples and apprentices remained intact.

If this continued, it would be a mutual attrition, with Cloud Conceal Sect having no chance of victory despite their advantageous position. No, not just about winning or losing; the sect would suffer severe losses in essence.

Such losses might be negligible for the Sword Lake Palace, but they could not afford such damage. Lin Xuan had keen insight and understood this clearly.

He knew what to do next. Given that attrition was unfavorable, a decisive strike was the best option. Instead of passive defense, an active offensive was necessary.

Indeed, this idea was bold from any angle, given their weaker position. While they could leverage favorable conditions by defending, usingprohibition array patternas support, facing strong enemies would still be challenging. However, choosing offense meant abandoning these advantages and potentially facing the enemy's traps, a risky proposition.

Lin Xuan understood all of this well. His proposal wasn't rash; he had carefully considered it. While an offensive strategy faced numerous challenges, if executed properly, it could resolve their predicament in one fell swoop. Remaining in stalemate would only lead to defeat eventually, something Lin Xuan was unwilling to accept.

Tigers' den and dragons' lair—Lin Xuan didn't intend for his disciples to die. While more people meant more strength, he had to consider the practicalities. His own abilities made it unnecessary to bring many apprentices.

In such a vast disparity in cultivation levels, his disciples might hinder him instead of helping, becoming a burden. Thus, Lin Xuan's plan was simple: no disciples would accompany him; he would go alone to challenge the Sword Lake Palace.

This approach slightly increased danger but offered clear benefits if successful. Defeating or eliminating the two Grand Elders could resolve Cloud Conceal Sect's troubles.

Lin Xuan didn't need a detailed strategy; the simplest solution often yielded surprising results, provided one had the strength to back it up.

The Silver-eyed Maiden and the Dragon-named youth were less convinced. While Lin's disciple was formidable, the Sword Lake Palace's reputation made it no easy task. Describing it as a tiger's den and dragon's lair wasn't an exaggeration. With countless disciples andprohibition array pattern, their protective array was legendary.

Even if they couldn't harm a veteran cultivator, a late-stage cultivator like Lin Xuan would face significant risks. Moreover, the two mysterious Grand Elders were formidable; even Old Monster Xue had suffered at their hands.

Given the lack of information, Lin's disciple rushing into the main hall was too risky. A misstep could lead to disaster. Without him, Cloud Conceal Sect's fate was grim, and they didn't want their young master to take such a risk.

"Then, do you have any other ideas?" Lin Xuan asked.

The Dragon-named youth and Silver-eyed Maiden were speechless, unsure how to respond. Delaying would only be worse for Cloud Conceal Sect, but they couldn't think of another way out.

"We could... give up this treasure," the Silver-eyed Maiden hesitated. "Let's make peace with the Sword Lake Palace."

The Spirit Eye Lake's ability to crystallize qi was significant, and she was reluctant to part with it. However, after weighing the pros and cons, she saw it as a wise choice.

Mutual attrition would severely damage Cloud Conceal Sect. Lin's disciple’s risky move might succeed but could lead to catastrophic failure for their sect if unsuccessful.

Considering all factors, the treasure was valuable, but not worth such risks.

She regretted her earlier decision; they had underestimated the Sword Lake Palace and overestimated Cloud Conceal Sect's strength. Even with Lin's help, it was still a huge challenge.

"Are you giving up this treasure?" Lin Xuan was stunned. He hadn't expected his Silver-eyed Sister to back down at such a critical moment.

Once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. Cloud Conceal Sect had already antagonized the Sword Lake Palace; would they be forgiven for showing weakness now?

Not necessarily! A wrong move could result in losing both honor and treasure. The competitive nature of the cultivation world meant that the Sword Lake Palace might renege on any agreement.

Even if the other party was willing to forgive, Lin Xuan wouldn't give up his treasures. He had faced stronger foes before; a small Sword Lake Palace wasn't enough reason for him to back down now.
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---
Let's assume for a moment that even if he couldn't defeat them in the end, trying would at least reveal the outcome. After all, with Lin Xuan’s current strength, while he admitted that Sword Lake Palace was formidable, he didn’t think it was truly invincible.

It comes down to human effort; although the Cloud Concealment Sect is weak, they still have a chance of winning. It just depends on whether his group could seize this opportunity. Ambushing their main headquarters would be an excellent choice.

The debate ended without a satisfactory conclusion. Lin Xuan stuck to his decision throughout, while the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named youth thought it was too risky.

But since Lin Xuan had to do this, they naturally couldn't stop him either. They could only wish for his safe return as a Master.

---

Time was of the essence. Given Lin Xuan's nature, once he decided on an action, there was no interest in lingering any longer. He would be going alone into Sword Lake Palace’s main headquarters, so no preparation or coordination was necessary.

Thus, after concluding their discussion, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling. He sat and meditated briefly before lying down to rest properly.

Nothing happened overnight.

The next morning, Lin Xuan's spirit energy had fully recovered. Since he had already made a decision the previous day, there was no need for him to greet anyone again.

A faint green glow enveloped his body as he left Cloud Concealment Mountain like a flying object from another world. A few flashes later, he vanished without a trace. The entire process was extremely secretive; even the sect’s disciples were unaware that their senior elder had departed.

Lin Xuan's low profile had its reasons. With the two major sects at odds, while Cloud Concealment Mountain’s main headquarters had activated its prohibitions, making it like a fortress of steel and iron, there were still too many eyes watching. If he left in plain sight, it would be hard to keep it secret.

If word leaked out by accident, Sword Lake Palace's defenses might become even tighter. Although Lin Xuan was confident in his strength, there was no need to make this mission more difficult than necessary. Thus, leaving quietly became the best choice.

Even if a wall has no leaks, the other party would have little time to react once they got the news. To secure victory in this conflict required not only overwhelming power but also cleverness and strategy.

---

The Dragon Realm was one of the smaller interfaces within the Spirit World, vast in area. The distance between Sword Lake Palace and Cloud Concealment Mountain was beyond a million miles. Due to the great distance, it would be quite troublesome for Sword Lake Palace to attack Cloud Concealment Mountain; they had to gather manpower and travel long distances.

Conversely, this was also true from their perspective. However, Lin Xuan did not bring any disciples or companions on this mission. He went alone, making his actions more convenient.

While he didn't mention the speed of his遁光 (a form of teleportation), with such abundant resources, passing through various cities and using teleportation arrays to save time, Lin Xuan wouldn’t hesitate to spend whatever crystal stones were needed.

Ending the conflict sooner would mean less loss for Cloud Concealment Mountain. The importance of this was clear to Lin Xuan; a few crystal stones weren't significant to him either.

Thus, what had been a long journey became a short one as he approached Sword Lake Palace’s main headquarters in just a few days.

---

It was a calm evening when the sun hadn’t yet set behind the hills. The clouds at the horizon were dyed golden by the setting sun, and birds still chirped among the branches without returning to their nests. The atmosphere around was serene and peaceful.

The distant mountains stood majestically under the afterglow of the sunset, stretching far into the distance. This area was within Cloud Concealment Mountain’s territory, but there were no signs of cultivators patrolling the skies. Despite the enmity between the two sects, their strengths were vastly different, and Sword Lake Palace never imagined that Cloud Concealment would dare to take the initiative against them.

However, if one thought they could be complacent, they would be gravely mistaken. While there might not be visible patrols in the sky, it was merely a facade of relaxation concealing strict measures. The sect’s legacy traced back to ancient times; its main headquarters’ prohibitions and array formations were formidable indeed, like a wall of copper and an iron fortress.

As time passed and the sun began to set, the light grew dimmer. Suddenly, a cloud slowly drifted over. It appeared ordinary, moving at a seemingly slow pace, but that was merely an illusion. In reality, it had moved incredibly fast; one moment it was far off in the distance, and the next, it was right before his eyes.

The cloud remained aloft as a faint green light emerged from within.

After a short while, the light faded, revealing a young man’s face.

At first glance, he appeared to be no more than twenty years old. He wore a simple green robe, with an unremarkable appearance. His body emitted no trace of spiritual pressure; his aura was restrained and subtle. Lin Xuan's strength had reached such a refined state that it seemed like just another ordinary person.

"Is this where Sword Lake Palace’s main headquarters are?"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, sending out a pair of jade eyes to compare them with the map inside. He must have found the right place.

Relieved, Lin Xuan’s expression showed a hint of joy. However, he did not release his divine sense.

Although there was still some distance from Sword Lake Palace's main headquarters, given his extensive experience in cultivation, he guessed that traps and prohibitions were likely set up nearby.

He didn’t want to alert the enemy; otherwise, they might be prepared, making it harder for him to breach their defenses. Such a mistake would not be something Lin Xuan would make.

Fortunately, with his methods, even without using divine sense, there were still other ways to probe.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, silver light flickering in his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye and gazed into the distance.

Sure enough, various light halos appeared before him. The seemingly calm air was actually filled with prohibitions of all kinds.

These prohibitions released no detectable mana fluctuations; they were weak and had little defensive effect. However, for vigilance, they were sufficient.

Lin Xuan sighed. His prediction turned out to be correct. Sword Lake Palace hadn’t been careless; it maintained a facade of relaxation while keeping strict measures hidden. These prohibitions must have been set up recently to guard against Cloud Concealment’s sudden attack.

A good plan, but it was ineffective in front of him. Lin Xuan smirked slightly at the thought.

However, he looked at the sky and decided not to rush into Sword Lake Palace's main headquarters immediately. Instead, he sat cross-legged in a hidden spot.

Most would think that acting at night would provide better cover due to darkness, but with prohibitions in place, it made no difference whether it was day or night. If his guess was correct, the nighttime defenses might even be tighter.
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Lin Xuan chose to rest for a while.

After such a long journey, the consumption of his magical power was not significant, but he did feel slightly fatigued.

What lay ahead would certainly not be easy; the Sword Lake Palace inherited from ancient times had its dangers, as the main hall said—Dragon Den and Tiger Lair were no exaggeration.

A brief rest to recover his state and keep it at peak would increase his chances of success. Lin Xuan was confident in his abilities but never underestimated himself.

In any case, better safe than sorry.

...

The night passed uneventfully.

With Lin Xuan's concealment techniques, he could remain hidden without revealing a trace. By the time morning came and the sky began to lighten, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

After a night of meditation, his spirit and energy had fully recovered. He raised his head, and as the sun rose, the scenery before him gradually became clearer.

On the surface, everything seemed fine, but Lin Xuan was far from complacent. He slowly stood up and stretched his arms, sending out intricate spells from his fingertips. The light shone brightly, with colorful runes appearing in front of his eyes.

These runes spun and burst forth, enveloping Lin Xuan's body.

Next, he vanished into thin air.

Concealment technique!

With the vast knowledge and skills Lin Xuan possessed, there were likely dozens of concealment techniques at his disposal. At this moment, he chose one that was particularly complex and subtle. Even a veteran of the Tribulation Realm would find it hard to spot him if not deliberately using their divine consciousness.

Other cultivators wouldn't stand a chance either.

However, Lin Xuan wasn't sure about the effectiveness of the禁制array against such techniques. While he had studied阵法, his expertise was now somewhat shallow.

But that didn't matter; as long as he remained cautious, there would be no significant issues.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan stopped hesitating and took a deep breath. Silver light shone from his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Wind Divine Eye. The originally empty air around him began to glow with faint light.

Lin Xuan smiled. These anti-espionage禁制were not trivial, but since he had already uncovered them, they would no longer pose any threat. He could easily enter without being detected.

...

He then emitted a green glow all over his body, which quickly dimmed as he flew forward.

...

Qiu Yuan was a disciple of the Sword Lake Palace.

The Sword Lake Palace inherited from ancient times and was the top force in the Naelong Realm, naturally attracting many affiliated sects and families.

The Chu family was one such affiliate.

According to legend, their ancestors were ancient cultivators of the Sword Lake Palace who had advanced to the Divination Stage. They once held high positions as elders within the sect.

Unfortunately, times changed, and the Chu family had fallen on hard times. However, with a connection to the Sword Lake Palace, Chu family members with good spiritual root qualities could easily join the palace compared to other cultivators.

Qiu Yuan was one of these direct descendants, a holder of an unusual spiritual root, boasting exceptional talent in his clan.

Thus, he naturally joined the Sword Lake Palace.

Here, he realized what it meant to be surrounded by geniuses and powerful figures. His spiritual root quality was impressive within the Chu family but ordinary compared to other members of the Sword Lake Palace.

Qiu Yuan had lost some of his arrogance but understood the value of humility and perseverance. He worked diligently and advanced from an元婴Stage cultivator in just two hundred years.

With abundant resources in the Spirit Realm, the Sword Lake Palace owned the Spirit Eye Lake, providing excellent cultivation conditions. Despite such a short time, successfully condensing his essence into an immortal embryo was quite remarkable. As a result, Qiu Yuan became an Inner Sect disciple.

Inner Sect disciples enjoyed different benefits from Outer Sect members and had a chance to be noticed by senior elders. While he did not dare hope for a Divination Stage elder as a teacher, being accepted by a Profound Stage official would satisfy him. With such a mentor, his path to cultivation would certainly be smoother.

The saying goes that hearing someone's words is better than reading ten years of books. This was no exaggeration; with guidance from a mentor, the results were vastly different compared to solitary practice.

Qiu Yuan worked hard, not far from being a diligent cultivator.

He often meditated in his cave and rarely ventured out, despite having many years left before his life ended. However, a few months ago, his ascetic lifestyle was disrupted.

...

The Cloud Concealment Sect had turned against the main sect, even engaging in fierce conflicts. Qiu Yuan did not know the exact reasons, as his cultivation level was too low to understand internal affairs.

He received orders to patrol within the sect to prevent any suspicious intruders.

Though he doubted that the Cloud Concealment Sect would dare attack the main Sword Lake Palace, he took the task seriously, knowing it could earn him valuable contributions from the sect. According to the palace's rules, these contributions could be exchanged for crystals or other treasures. So, despite his skepticism, Qiu Yuan did not slack off.

However, this seemed like another uneventful day.

Alongside Qiu Yuan were a dozen other Inner Sect disciples, all元婴Stage cultivators, with one leading them at the Divination Stage.

This small group of cultivators flew slowly and released their divine consciousness to probe the surroundings. Since the conflict between the two sects, they had been executing such tasks for some time, so they were well-versed in it.

Everything seemed normal until a loud explosion suddenly echoed through the air with no prior warning.

The sound was deafening, far more shocking than a thunderclap on a clear day. Qiu Yuan stumbled and only managed to protect his dantian with his true essence as he took a deep breath. The sheer force of the blast nearly injured his internal organs, causing him to look shocked.

He quickly turned towards the source of the sound.

From afar in the sky, a series of explosions could be heard, accompanied by roars and a terrifying pressure rising into the air. The entire sky seemed to distort before collapsing.

"How is this possible?"

Qiu Yuan had already activated his defensive treasures as an元婴Stage cultivator, but even so, he struggled to withstand the shockwave from these explosions. It was hard to imagine what kind of cultivation stage the opponents were at.
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Cyu Yuan's face was filled with shock and doubt, as were the expressions of the other cultivators traveling with him.

This sudden change truly exceeded everyone’s expectations. The scale of this incident was indeed shocking.

Could it be that someone dared to forcibly enter our sect’s main hall?

But... could that really happen?

Cyu Yuan and his companions muttered among themselves but ultimately lacked the courage to investigate further. After all, just the residual sound waves from the commotion were enough to make them stand still. It was clear that this sudden enemy had formidable strength far beyond their own.

Going forward recklessly would not only be useless but might even cost their lives here.

Cultivators sought eternal life; no one wanted to die for nothing.

Thus, after a moment of hesitation, Cu Yuan abandoned the idea of investigating further. He flicked his sleeve and a streak of fiery light shot out.

It was a sound transmission talisman!

Although such a commotion had certainly alerted higher-ranking cultivators within the sect, he should still inform them in accordance with reason and emotion since he witnessed this incident.

Cyu Yuan guessed correctly; someone did indeed intrude into Sword Lake Palace.

At this moment, Lin Xuan’s face was filled with frustration.

It made sense why ancients said that planning a matter lies with man while accomplishing it depends on heaven. He had already been very cautious for his journey and believed his concealment techniques were quite impressive. Although he did not think he could move freely within Sword Lake Palace, ordinary cultivators and prohibitions should not have discovered him.

Lin Xuan was confident about this point, but soon realized how wrong he was.

Sword Lake Palace had a profound heritage that far surpassed the Cloud Concealment Sect’s. Many of its internal prohibitions were created by ancient cultivators, making them more intricate and powerful than current ones.

The power of ancient array formations was well-known to Lin Xuan; he had even seen some. He had already been extremely cautious but still failed.

He revealed his presence due to a momentary lapse... or rather, there was one prohibition that even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could not penetrate.

Lin Xuan’s strength had reached the Tribulation Transcending stage, yet the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was still inferior to the True Spirit Phoenix. Occasionally missing did not seem too unusual.

If it were any other time, this would be unremarkable, but here he was in a tiger's den, where one wrong move could spell disaster... though exaggerating might be an overstatement, once his actions were exposed, his situation would indeed become dire.

Lin Xuan reacted quickly. If he wanted to leave, perhaps the other party would not stop him. However, Lin Xuan’s intention was to thoroughly disrupt Sword Lake Palace; if he fled after being discovered, wouldn’t that be a joke?

Moreover, this incident would surely alert them and make their next defenses much stricter. It might be better to embrace his mistake and use his full power to forcefully breach the defenses.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan’s spirit surged with boldness. He no longer hid his strength as he flicked his sleeve and released a green sword qi that sliced through the air towards the front.

His target was a five-colored crystal screen before him.

Just moments ago, this place was empty, but when Lin Xuan triggered the prohibition, surrounding array formations activated one after another. This was not unusual; while Sword Lake Palace’s main protective array had yet to be activated, other prohibitions and arrays were still numerous.

Moreover, these were intricately linked, supporting each other, such that a single move could affect them all.

But what of it? A mere small array thought to block him was too childish.

Although Lin Xuan did not use his full strength, he had reached an extremely formidable stage. The five-colored screen, though impressive, would not withstand his sword qi.

Sizzle...

The sound of the screen tearing apart echoed in his ears as it shattered like a bubble.

Lin Xuan’s lips curved into a smile; since he had already started, there was no need to hide anymore.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward.

Whizzing sounds filled his ears as sword light surged across the scene, breaking through dozens of miles of prohibitions in an instant.

Although Lin Xuan was at the Tribulation Transcending stage, if Sword Lake Palace activated its main protective array, it might hold him back. However, these minor arrays were useless against him.

The entire process took only a blink of an eye. As Lin Xuan broke through nearby prohibitions, divine light flashed in the sky, and over ten streaks of lightning appeared before his eyes: "Mighty cultivator, arriving at Sword Lake Palace’s main hall; do you not regard our sect as something to be taken lightly?"

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes but said nothing. His purpose for this journey was to cause chaos; what need did he have to engage in idle chatter with the other party?

Moreover, those ten streaks of lightning appeared impressive, but they were merely some Core Formation stage cultivators.

Core Formation stage cultivators were already quite formidable, but Lin Xuan’s strength made them seem like ants. Engaging in battle could be considered bullying the weak; normally, he would not do so, but with the two sects at odds and him in a tiger's den, showing mercy would only bring trouble.

Lin Xuan was no cruel or bloodthirsty cultivator, nor did he have any womanly leniency.

"Unaware of your own death!"

A mocking expression played on his lips as he raised his right hand again, pointing forward. His movements were gentle and without a hint of anger, yet the entire space seemed to distort, filled with a force that made one’s heart tremble.

"What is this..."

The Sword Lake Palace cultivators were greatly alarmed; they had already sensed something was amiss but could not react in time as their defensive treasures were useless. Lin Xuan’s strike contained a trace ofrule force (rule of law), which Core Formation stage cultivators could hardly resist.

Lin Xuan’s actions were somewhat excessive, but with his actions exposed and little time left, killing several dozen Core Formation cultivators was not difficult. However, using ordinary means would inevitably cause delays. Lin Xuan understood this clearly, so he resorted to the power of heaven and earth.

"No!"

Cries of pain echoed as their bodies exploded under the spatial force’s might. Several Core Formation cultivators died without even having a chance to escape with their essence cores.

Lin Xuan did not pause; his entire body was enveloped in green light, flying towards the depths of the main hall.

This time, Lin Xuan could no longer hide his actions. Whenever he encountered obstacles, he immediately used forceful means to break through them.

This naturally caused a commotion, but with his strength, neither cultivators nor prohibitions could stop him.
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Lin Xuan's advance was like a force breaking through bamboo, and the reaction of Sword Lake Palace was actually quite swift. However, in the cultivation world, might is right. Facing an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage, it wasn't as simple to stop him just by saying so.

Moreover, from the very beginning, they hadn't expected that the intruders into the main hall would be of such a shocking power.

As the saying goes, know your enemy and yourself; a hundred battles will not fail you. But this time, Sword Lake Palace truly made a grave oversight in underestimating their opponent. They never imagined that by chance, Lin Xuan returned just when it mattered most, and he had even advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Such an inaccurate assessment of his enemy and insufficient preparation would have been strange if not for the pain they were experiencing now.

Lin Xuan's attacks were swift and merciless. At this initial phase, Sword Lake Palace was completely taken aback. He had already killed hundreds of high-ranking cultivators with ease.

Fortunately, Sword Lake Palace was still the top sect in Nai Long World, with countless experts. Although it hurt them deeply, they hadn't suffered any critical damage yet.

As time passed, Lin Xuan encountered increasingly stronger and more numerous resistances. While no single opponent could match him one-on-one, here at their main hall, Sword Lake Palace had the advantage of timing, location, and manpower. After the initial chaos, they gradually stabilized their defenses.

After all, there was only one enemy whose strength was formidable. Even if it were a True Monarch personally present, his disciples still didn't believe that anyone in this world could single-handedly destroy Sword Lake Palace.

Lin Xuan was also an obstinate cultivator. Despite the increasing resistance, he showed no signs of retreating. His magic swords and talismans flew everywhere as he carved out a bloody path forward.

The main hall's vast area far exceeded Lin Xuan's expectations, but there wasn't time to dwell on it. The enemies pouring in were too numerous to stop him from advancing.

This was a narrow valley. Inside, hundreds of cultivators hung suspended in the air, their appearances varied, yet their treasures were identical, even in quality.

A three-foot-long green sword!

The swords shimmered with cold light; if he hadn't been mistaken, they were made from meteoric iron. Their power was formidable, especially the fact that over a hundred of these high-quality weapons had been crafted.

Commanding them were all Core Formation stage cultivators.

Their individual strength was negligible, but as a group, their sword array couldn't be underestimated. Even several late-stage Spirit Formation cultivators attempting to force an entry would struggle to break through.

This statement wasn't exaggerated at all.

Lin Xuan's eyesight was sharp; he immediately recognized the terrifying nature of this sword array composed of hundreds of Core Formation stage cultivators. It could be considered Sword Lake Palace’s trump card, and even ordinary Tribulation Transcending cultivators might hesitate before attempting to force an entry.

However, Lin Xuan had no time to waste here. The longer he delayed, the more time his opponents would have to prepare their defenses.

Since he knew this, he couldn't let them get what they wanted.

"Break it!"

Lin Xuan's遁光 didn’t pause for a moment as it became even more dazzling and faster than before. Correspondingly, a surge of spiritual pressure erupted from him like a dam breaking.

The cultivators in the valley instantly grew solemn. They knew that facing an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage was no small matter; they couldn't afford any complacency.

Seeing Lin Xuan charging forward with overwhelming force, they shouted and unleashed their spiritual light, each one brandishing a three-foot-long green sword.

Sword lights surged everywhere, unstoppable. The piercing sounds of breaking air filled the sky as if flying locusts were attacking Lin Xuan's side.

Swords raining down!

This wasn't an exaggeration at all. A handful of Core Formation stage cultivators might not be significant, but a hundred of them working together to form a sword array was enough to make one take notice. The waves of sword energy surged like a rainbow, making it hard for anyone to face head-on.

However, Lin Xuan had no choice; he had no reason to retreat. Victory goes to the brave in narrow paths!

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and silver lights shot out from them.

Facing such an overwhelming attack, Lin Xuan didn't hide his strength either. He expanded it threefold, then ninefold...

In a moment, hundreds of sword lights appeared.

Although they couldn’t match the combined might of hundreds of cultivators, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword’s power was unparalleled by ordinary talismans. The Nine Palaces Instant Sword had consumed countless efforts from Lin Xuan; in its class, it stood out...

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Describing it as a rabbit leaping and hawk swooping wouldn’t be inappropriate. In the blink of an eye, piercing sounds filled the air as green and silver sword lights interwove mid-air.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan shouted, and suddenly, the silver sword lights surged with thunder. Dark black electric arcs rose from the surface of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, weaving through the green sword lights like a dragon emerging from the sea.

"What is this...?"

The Sword Lake Palace cultivators were taken aback. Although Tribulation Transcending old masters were terrifying, their sword array was an ancient inheritance and had been refined by countless generations of ancestors.

While they couldn’t stop this old monster, keeping him here for a while wasn't difficult.

Moreover, the sect had already arranged backup plans to allow them to safely evacuate, with other means at hand to deal with this old guy.

Everything seemed well planned, but once they engaged in battle, they realized their mistake was profound. They could use their numbers to block his sword lights since a Tribulation Transcending cultivator’s power, though vast, wouldn’t be too much for hundreds of people to share.

But what about those dark green electric arcs?

This divine technique severed the connection between many cultivators and their treasures. How was this possible? Could it really defile cultivators' treasures?

The Illusory Lightning Divine Technique had a fearsome reputation, but these Core Formation stage cultivators hadn’t heard of it before, showing shock on their faces.

A sword array relied on coordination; otherwise, how could its power exceed the sum of its parts? With the treasures defiled and spiritual energy lost, the subsequent cooperation naturally broke down. Without any swords to wield, the concept of a sword array was rendered meaningless.

Just as a skilled cook couldn’t make a meal without ingredients, with no help from the sword array, even hundreds of Core Formation stage cultivators appeared like scattered sand, posing no threat to Lin Xuan.
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Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't miss such a good opportunity.

With a flick of his sleeve, a spell was shot out from his fingertips.

The Nine Palace Must臾 Sword Spirit's light grew immensely. It no longer纠缠 with the green sword light but flew into the valley in a rush.

"Bad luck!"

The disciples of Sword Lake Palace were greatly alarmed.

Though as cultivators at the Cave Profound level, they certainly still carried other treasures on their persons, without that three-foot-long green blade, the sword array naturally collapsed by itself.

Without the aid of an ancient sword array, how could a group of old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage match them in strength?

Many hearts were already wavering.

After all, no matter one's cultivation realm, nobody wanted to lose their lives here.

As the saying goes: "If you keep the green mountains, you won't fear running out of firewood."

Even if they retreated now and faced punishment upon returning to their sect, it was better than dying right there.

With such thoughts, many cultivators turned around and fled.

Of course, not all disciples of Sword Lake Palace were loyal to their sect. Even with the sword array broken, some still had no intention of retreating.

They raised other treasures and formed a silver-colored sword light that attacked together.

There were over a hundred people like this. Their combined force was impressive, but under the power of the Nine Palace Must臾 Sword, they were as fragile as paper.

Almost all the treasures were cut to pieces upon contact with the silver-colored sword light. The sharpness of the Nine Palace Must臾 Sword far surpassed that of ordinary Cave Profound period cultivators' treasure artifacts.

"Unaware of death!"

Lin Xuan had no intention of sparing his enemies, especially when there were so many of them. He couldn't say he was taking advantage of their numbers.

"Quickly!"

With a finger pointing forward, the Nine Palace Must臾 Swords fell like rain, with cries of pain echoing in his ears. Except for a few quick-witted individuals who escaped swiftly, almost all the Sword Lake Palace disciples in the valley perished.

Following this, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a green霞 flew out from it. In the valley, these fellows' storage bags vanished.

Though Lin Xuan's wealth was vast, the storage bags of ordinary Cave Profound cultivators were insignificant to him. But with over a hundred of them, their combined value was considerable.

Even if he didn't need them himself, they could be used as rewards for his disciples. Waste was unacceptable.

...

From the time Lin Xuan engaged in battle with the Sword Lake Palace cultivators until he eliminated them took only a few breaths. His speed did not slow down; it was like cutting through bamboo.

At the same time, on the top of a small island at the base of the Sword Lake Palace's Spirit Eye, nearly a hundred cultivators gathered, all at the Spirit Separation level or above—especially the dozen or so standing in front, who had deliberated with Lin Xuan during their last meeting to deal with Cloud Concealment Sect.

Their faces were as dark as water, and their expressions were gloomy to the extreme.

"How is this possible? The Heaven Origin Five Elements Sword Array of our sect was broken within a single exchange. This is one of our sect's treasures, and its power isn't weak. When did it become so fragile?" A voice of concern rang out. The speaker was a pale golden cultivator with silver lines on his face; clearly, he had cultivated an extraordinary technique.

"Hmph. I've always said that Lin Xuan's strength is beyond the ordinary. Our sect must treat him as a major enemy and not be careless. It's you who think I'm speaking nonsense. Now you're panicking, right?" A clear voice entered his ears, filled with derision. There was no doubt; only the woman in the palace attire would say such cold words at this moment.

"Junior Sister Zhou, you did say that Lin Xuan is difficult to deal with, but you didn't mention he's already at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Besides, our situation is critical. As one of our sect's elders, why are you gloating over others' misfortunes?" A deep voice entered his ears, filled with dissatisfaction.

"Gloating? Gloating how? What I said isn't a lie. It's your lack of foresight that didn't take Lin Senior into consideration. Now suffering the consequences, can you blame me? After all, I'm not an immortal; how could I know this Lin junior had advanced?" The woman in the palace attire's sharp and biting voice entered his ears. Her tone showed no weakness—after all, her words were indeed the truth.

Clearly, these fellows had been careless and now blamed themselves for it, which was absurd.

"You..."

The black-clothed man was furious. Originally, he had some reservations about this woman, but now, driven by anger, he couldn't care less. He immediately opened his eyes wide and shouted: "Junior Sister Zhou, don't overstep your bounds. No matter what, you're a disciple of Sword Lake Palace. How can you take sides with that Cloud Concealment Sect cultivator?"

Before he could finish speaking, the woman interrupted with a sharp cry: "Wang, how dare you accuse me! Do you want to fight with this fairy lady?"

"Fight? What if I do?" The black-clothed man felt regret but couldn't take back his words. With so many fellow disciples watching, he had no face to back down.

"Fine."

The woman in the palace attire was furious and waved her sleeve, revealing a piece of brocade from her sleeve. Flowers and clouds were embroidered on it, lifelike to the extreme.

It didn't appear to be any special treasure.

"You want me to show you my abilities? Very well, I'll see how powerful Junior Sister Zhou is!"

The black-clothed man's furious laughter rang out. Without further ado, he reached out and slapped his palm down. Red light like fire emerged, then gathered in the middle, revealing a Heaven-Endowed Halberd.

Red light flickered on its surface, with red符文 intermittently appearing.

Without further words, they were ready to clash.

The atmosphere on the mountain top was almost frozen.

"Insolent! What are you doing? With such a major enemy before us, instead of thinking about how to repel them, you're fighting over some trivial matters and drawing swords against each other?"

The leading elder was both alarmed and angry. These two were too careless.

"I..."

After being reprimanded by the sect leader, their heated heads finally cooled down. The leader's words were right; no matter what the reason, with a major enemy present, they shouldn't be fighting among themselves.

With this thought, the woman in the palace attire glared at the black-clothed man and swept her hand to put away the brocade.

"It was my fault."

The black-clothed man showed regret on his face. Though he was generally more impatient than others of his rank, as a Spirit Separation cultivator who had lived for tens of thousands of years, he understood the importance of prioritizing matters. It wasn't the time to argue with fellow disciples.

PS: Happy Dragon Boat Festival to all my daoist friends! The whole book is complete.
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Thus, the treasures were put away.

The tense atmosphere naturally dissipated.

Seeing Senior Master shout to resolve the conflict in an instant, other Elders of Sword Lake Palace all sighed with admiration.

However, for their current predicament, this was of no help at all.

Lin Xuan continued his advance like a force of nature, even the Heaven Elemental Five Elements Sword Array prepared by the Heavenly Element cultivators failed to stop him. Other arrangements were pointless, only adding casualties without any delay effect.

"This guy is too terrifying!"

The Elders were helpless and their faces turned ashen with worry. They never imagined that such a small Cloud Concealment Sect would have high-ranking cultivators.

If they had known there was an old monster at the sect to guard against, they might not have plotted to target the Dark Spirit Eye Lake.

Many regretful looks flashed in their eyes.

But it was too late now; once an arrow is shot, it cannot be recalled. The situation could not be resolved easily.

Moreover, what good would an old monster do? Wasn't the Sword Lake Palace main hall made of clay and paper, allowing anyone to come and go as they pleased?

They had to teach this guy a lesson.

But he was simply too troublesome.

Their attempts seemed futile now.

"Senior Brother, where are the two Senior Uncles?"

"Indeed, only with their help can we take down this Lin Xuan."

...

Agreement echoed. Although Grand Elder Thousand Sword Sage was missing, there were still two high-ranking cultivators in the sect. With them, Lin Xuan could be subdued. While Lin Xuan's strength was astonishing, he had just entered the Transcendation stage not long ago.

Even if an old monster like Old Beast faced the combined efforts of two Elders and suffered a defeat, a mere early-stage Transcendation cultivator would be easily captured.

In truth, this thought wasn't entirely wrong. However, Lin Xuan was no ordinary early-stage Transcendation cultivator.

The response from the old man with an ethereal demeanor further dampened their spirits: "The two Senior Uncles are in seclusion practicing a very powerful secret technique and cannot spare themselves at the moment. Therefore, this boy can only be held off by us."

"What? Practicing a secret technique? Are you serious? How could such a coincidence happen?"

"Exactly, when can't one practice a secret technique? Why now, during our sect's life or death moment?"

"Is it true?"

...

Doubts arose. The Elders were shocked and angry, their words filled with disrespect. Many were uncertain.

"Hold your tongues! What are you arguing about here? Questioning the two Senior Uncles is like insulting your ancestors!" The old man with an ethereal demeanor roared, silencing the Elders' commotion.

His roar carried immense power, like a thunderclap to the head. The Elders sobered up and shivered in fear, hating themselves for possibly being foolish. Their words showed disrespect towards their Senior Uncles, akin to committing suicide by hanging when you are already old.

The scene was stunned as everyone became anxious.

After a moment, someone hesitantly asked: "Senior Brother, if the two Senior Uncles cannot spare themselves, what should we do?"

It was understandable why he was scared. Although Sword Lake Palace had many members, this enemy was formidable—old monsters of the Transcendation stage. Facing them alone filled everyone with dread.

"Hmph, don't panic. Even if they are strong, there's only one of them. Our Sword Lake Palace has been built by our ancestors into a fortress. I wonder how he will leave."

In contrast to his fellow disciples' panic, the old man was extremely calm. While some of the Elders around him were late-stage Divinity Realm cultivators, even if he had an edge, it wouldn't be much stronger. However, facing such a formidable opponent, his composure far surpassed that of his fellow disciples.

He was chosen as an Elder for Sword Lake Palace not by luck.

...

However, after saying this, the Elders exchanged glances. They knew their sect's main hall had countlessprohibition arrays, like a den of tigers and dragons. With hundreds of thousands of cultivators ready to defend, it would be foolish to try to enter.

But circumstances mattered. This guy was an old monster of the Transcendation stage. Even with many tricks up their sleeves, they might not work against him.

Lin Xuan had advanced like a force of nature, breaking through even the most complex arrays without hindrance. Relying on numbers hadn't worked either; hundreds of late-stage Dao Realm cultivators failed to stop Lin Xuan despite setting up the Heaven Elemental Five Elements Sword Array.

No, it wasn't about whether they could stop him or not; he broke through effortlessly with a crushing force, and most of the array setters perished. Although they didn't witness it firsthand, the Elders were uneasy. An old Transcendation monster was this strong? Even the Heaven Elemental Five Elements Sword Array couldn't hold him back. Although set by late-stage Dao Realm cultivators, even if they had set up such an array, their chances of victory against Lin Xuan would be slim.

While it wasn't about saving face, there was a sense that the effort wouldn't yield much benefit.

In short, using the sect's protective arrays to deal with one person, especially an old Transcendation monster, would not be effective.
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This logic was clear to everyone, and the Senior Master would certainly not be unaware of it. So why did he still proceed in this manner? The elders pondered but understood that there must be other reasons behind his actions; otherwise, with such a wise and martially brilliant leader, he wouldn't engage in futile endeavors.

Moreover, the honest young man on their face showed no trace of fear at all. Could it be that the Senior Master truly had confidence to deal with this formidable old monster from the劫 phase?

The elders were filled with doubts, but finally someone could not hold back and spoke up. It was the pale golden-skinned cultivator, whose face revealed strange silver patterns, indicating his non-trivial cultivation: "Senior Master, while our sect's protective array is indeed formidable enough to block even hundreds of high-ranking cultivators, it faces a challenge against this old monster from the劫 phase."

His words stopped there, leaving the Senior Master to understand his intent.

Just as a large shield could withstand countless strong arrows and bolts, but a single flying needle could easily break its defense. It wasn't that the shield was not sturdy enough; rather, using such an item in this situation was inherently inappropriate for its nature.

The same principle applied to the protective array of their sect.

This restriction's characteristic was to handle multiple opponents, not individual elites.

"Humph, what do you know."

The old man with a refined demeanor sneered. His tone suggested that there were hidden secrets behind this matter.

"We don't know anything; that’s why we are asking for your guidance," the other elders responded calmly, their faces showing no signs of anger but rather intense interest.

"This secret is known only to our senior masters and successive Senior Masters. However, with the current perilous situation, it doesn’t matter if I tell you."

The old man's voice continued: "You know well how powerful this protective array is; it was personally set up by our founding ancestor. It’s formidable, but your point about its unsuitability for single opponents, especially those from the劫 phase, is valid. Our founding ancestor foresaw these shortcomings and had a solution."

"Oh, what's that solution?"

The coarse voice of the black-clothed man echoed. The other elders’ faces lit up with hope; their senior masters had been secluding themselves, leaving them in dire straits. This statement by the old man gave them new confidence.

"The Ten Thousand Swords Diagram!"

"What is the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram? What kind of treasure is it?"

The elders were taken aback. Although its name sounded impressive, they needed to know more about their opponent before feeling any relief.

"Rest assured, that was a treasure sought out by our ancestor through great effort. As long as Lin Xuan is trapped, he can be annihilated."

The old man spoke with full confidence, but the others were still puzzled. A cultivator from the劫 phase was rare in all three realms; it wasn't easy to kill one.

But if the Senior Master didn’t have confidence, he wouldn’t speak so freely.

Various doubts made the elders even more restless: "Senior Master, what exactly is the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram? If you’ve chosen to speak about it, don’t keep us in suspense."

"Yes, Senior Master, tell us quickly. We’re almost beside ourselves with worry."

...

The clamor filled their ears, but the old man remained calm and composed, a true master of his sect: "Have you heard of先天灵宝?"

"What?先天灵宝?"

"Could it be that the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram is actually a先天灵宝?"

"That’s impossible!"

...

Before he could finish, the sound of inhaling was already rising. For ordinary Spirit Formation cultivators, the term might not have been familiar.

However, the elders of Sword Lake Palace were different.

As the top-ranked sect in the Nai Long Realm, they naturally had outstanding strength. Beyond that, their inner vaults contained countless ancient texts, making even ordinary disciples more knowledgeable than most cultivators. Elders, especially, were well-versed.

But they only heard about先天灵宝 and never imagined having a chance to see one. It wasn’t arrogance; it was the rarity and preciousness of such treasures.

Legends spoke of these as items passed down from the Immortal Realm.

Even formidable old monsters rarely had the opportunity to witness them firsthand. In all three realms, only the most powerful beings could possess such treasures.

For example, the Three Loose Immortals, the Three Demon Kings, True Demonic Ancestors, Yin Officials, or顶级强者 like Nai Long Immortal.

The original Grand Elder of Sword Lake Palace, Ten Thousand Swords Venerable, was also from the劫 phase and did not qualify for such a treasure.

But their founding ancestor left behind something. The disciples were both surprised and delighted, but still found it hard to believe.

Their founding ancestor, though an accomplished cultivator, was actually weaker than today's Ten Thousand Swords Venerable, only at mid-劫. Such beings, while formidable, should not have the opportunity to possess a先天灵宝.

The elders quickly realized this point.

Thus, in their joy, they also had doubts: "Senior Master, is the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram truly a先天灵宝?" The voice of the woman in courtly attire was cautious; even she, proud as she was, harbored some fear for the Senior Master.

Others, though silent, shared similar doubts on their faces.

"I never said that the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was a先天灵宝," the old man's expression remained unchanged.

"What? It’s not a先天灵宝? Then..."

Several elders were already shocked.

"Our founding ancestor was indeed formidable, but先天灵宝 are not easily obtained. Even advanced cultivators rarely have the chance to see one." The old man continued calmly: "However, our ancestor had good fortune and seized an opportunity to obtain a fragment of a先天灵宝."

"A fragment of a先天灵宝?"

Everyone was taken aback; their faces showed surprise.

"Indeed, flawed先天之物 are called先天残宝. Though its power cannot match that of true先天灵宝, it is still incredible. Embedded in the array by our ancestor, even old monsters from the劫 phase can be defeated." The old man’s calm voice echoed with confidence.

Sword Lake Palace, as the top sect in the Nai Long Realm, surely had a formidable secret weapon.
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While the other elders were still in shock, their doubts had vanished.

This explanation was reasonable.

Although they hadn't heard of a先天残宝 before, since it was an imperfect先天之物, it naturally wasn’t as precious as true灵宝. And with good fortune and right circumstances, their senior master could indeed have obtained such a treasure.

Embedded within the array, this artifact’s power was formidable, making it highly likely that the opponent, who was only at the early渡劫 stage, would be eliminated.

With these thoughts, the elders no longer felt anxious; although they weren’t entirely confident, the fear and trepidation on their faces had dissipated.

At this moment, the voice of the elderly man with a Taoist demeanor sounded again: "Brother disciples, this Ten Thousand Sword Diagram is our sect’s most precious treasure. Originally, only the Supreme Elder and successive patriarchs knew about it. Given the current dire situation, we must reveal its existence to all. This will be a test for these two young men from Yan Family. Only through such trials can they truly understand the value of this artifact."

The elderly man's tone grew stern as he spoke.

Although an先天残宝 couldn't compare with true灵宝, it was still extremely valuable.

As the saying goes: "Even a commoner with a jade will be suspected." Even the vast and powerful Palace of Sword Lake wouldn’t dare leak such information; otherwise, they would surely invite disaster. After all, only ancient monsters at late渡劫 stages could possess real先天之物, so this imperfect treasure must interest them greatly.

A figure like Master Nailedragon might not covet it, as he was an ancient powerhouse far beyond ordinary late-stage cultivators. If his suspicions were correct, he likely possessed a true先天之物 and wouldn’t be surprised by such a relic.

However, there were many powerful figures in the Nailedragon realm besides Master Nailedragon.

Moreover, beings of this level could traverse between smaller realms at will.

In other words, if word leaked out, attracting other powerful figures from different realms would not be surprising.

Then, Palace of Sword Lake would truly become a target for everyone’s arrows.

Unless they willingly handed over the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram, they would certainly be destroyed by formidable cultivators from various realms.

That would indeed be like stealing chickens and losing the pot.

The elderly man understood this well. The other elders present also knew it; thus, their faces showed solemn expressions: "We will follow the patriarch’s command to the letter. We won’t disclose a single detail about the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram."

"Good, good."

The elderly man's face revealed satisfaction: "Now let’s see how that young Lin boy fares under the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram’s formidable power."

Before his words had fully left his mouth, he waved his sleeves and emitted a flash of light. A round pearl, about the size of a fist, flew out from his sleeve.

This pearl was translucent and delicate, shrouded in a thin mist that made it hard to discern its true form.

Although the aura emanating from it was dazzling, no powerful force was released. Clearly, this was an auxiliary artifact.

"Qiankun Pearl!"

"Not quite; just a fake!"

...

Amazed exclamations filled the air as the elders' expressions were full of envy. This Qiankun Pearl was undoubtedly a precious treasure, even a mere imitation made them envious.

The elderly man didn’t elaborate further. The one in his hand was indeed a Qiankun Pearl replica with imperfections.

But what did that matter? While it lacked the otherworldly effects of the real Qiankun Pearl, simply being able to penetrate barriers and see distant scenes was already a rare treasure.

The elderly man waved his hands, casting spell after spell from his fingertips.

Zap!

The pearl’s surface glowed as it expanded and contracted. Then, the artifact began spinning rapidly.

Light radiated in all directions; within just a few breaths, its size increased by more than a hundred times, transforming into a massive object. The aura on its surface pulsed, revealing an unfolding scroll.

...

Meanwhile, a thousand miles away from here, a streak of light raced through the valley.

Lin Xuan had been making swift progress, though not without some challenges. The Palace of Sword Lake didn’t seem as terrifying as expected.

Dragon den and tiger’s lair?

It depended on who you were facing. All along, no one had stopped him; he had killed thousands of cultivators in his path.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied. While a few thousand disciples might be significant for other sects or families, they hardly made a dent at the Palace of Sword Lake, which was ranked first in Nailedragon Realm.

Moreover, none of those he had killed were above the洞玄 stage; he hadn’t even encountered any at the分神 level, let alone the two Supreme Elders.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but wonder if the rumors were wrong. If so, why weren’t the mysterious couple showing up after being cornered?

But this thought flashed through his mind briefly. His senior sister had been very clear; Old Fox’s defeat was no empty claim.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan felt a bit more cautious. Could there be some hidden plot from those hiding in the shadows?

Although he was confident in his abilities, his opponent was still an equal-stage cultivator skilled in coordinated attacks. As they say, it's easy to avoid a visible arrow but hard to guard against a stealthy one. Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be careless.

After all, he had already faced many trials and didn't want to fall into the Palace of Sword Lake’s trap due to carelessness.

However, despite his caution, he wasn’t overly afraid. He continued toward the heart of the Palace of Sword Lake.

Another half an hour passed without any hindrances. The distance to the legendary spirit eye lake was getting closer.

"Those two渡劫 cultivators still haven't shown up?"

Lin Xuan pondered as his unease grew with time.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan’s light slowed and he stopped.

In front of him lay a valley, not unusual in itself since he had crossed countless such valleys on his journey.

However, this one was different. At the entrance to the valley stood a door.

The door towered over a thousand feet high, exquisitely beautiful with an imposing presence. As Lin Xuan looked closely, he realized he didn’t recognize the characters carved above it.

This wasn’t surprising; there were countless scripts in the cultivation world, and his knowledge was far from exhaustive.

Carved into the door were many golden runes. As soon as Lin Xuan approached, he felt a sense of danger.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but didn't stop. He waved his sleeves, sending a stream of green light surging toward the door.
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Next, the scene that unfolded left Lin Xuan wide-eyed. Before Qingxiao could even approach, a "creak" sound reached his ears as the door opened on its own.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The interior was shrouded in thick fog, making it impossible to see anything clearly. A sense of danger intensified within him, as if countless fierce beasts and demons were lurking in this valley, waiting to pounce on anyone who entered.

If someone else had been there, they might have retreated out of fear. However, Lin Xuan was a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcendence stage; he wouldn't be so easily intimidated by a minor spiritual sign.

The Dragon Den and Tiger Lair? So what? He would just forge ahead.

With his strength, he had no reason to fear any beasts or demons. Even knowing this valley was treacherous, Lin Xuan didn't use the Heavenly Wind Divine Eye; instead, he charged in headfirst without a care.

It seemed reckless, but there was method to his madness.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan entered the valley before him. The original scenery had turned into a haze.

The thick fog dissipated.

What used to be a calm space now rippled like waves on a lake after a stone was thrown in, with concentric circles spreading outward.

The scene became increasingly hazy and fragmented until it vanished entirely. After a while, the ripples disappeared, and the scenery gradually came back into focus.

This was vastly different from before.

Lin Xuan found himself on an enormous square. His eyesight couldn't even reach its edges.

"What is this? An illusion?"

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he turned his head around, but still, no clues were forthcoming.

However, the surroundings became clearer with each passing moment.

Then Lin Xuan noticed that the square wasn't empty; there were numerous statues instead. But these weren't cultivators or demons; they weren't birds, beasts, or fish either. They were all swords—flying swords!

Indeed, they were carved from stone.

Each sword's size varied, with some no more than a foot long and others over a hundred feet tall.

Their shapes were diverse but mostly ancient, exuding an air of grandeur.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed.

Was this just a simple illusion?

The sheer power behind it was too overwhelming for it to be just a mere deception!

It seemed he had fallen into the carefully laid trap of his opponent.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind, and soon he understood. This array appeared different from the one he had encountered earlier. If he guessed correctly, this might well be the secret weapon of Sword Lake Palace.

Hmph! Do they think they can contain me with this?

Too naive!

Let's see how powerful this array is.

To be honest, Sword Lake Palace was formidable, but what Lin Xuan feared were only those two mysterious Senior Elders. As for a mere array, even if it had great power, it was just an inanimate object; what could it do to him?

Despite his thoughts, Lin Xuan quickly acted. After all, while this array wasn't much, if other cultivators assisted, it would be difficult to deal with. For instance, the couple at the Tribulation Transcendence stage might arrive here and make things troublesome for even him.

To prevent such a scenario, he had to break through this restriction as soon as possible.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and red light flashed. A longsword shaped like a willow leaf appeared from the folds of his robe.

Though not one of his usual treasures, it was still something special that he kept in his storage bag.

Red light burst forth, and the carved symbols on the hilt flickered to life as if they were alive.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward. The action was fluid and seamless; red light shot out, and the longsword transformed into a fiery streak that slashed at the front.

This strike had the power to shatter heaven and earth, but in Lin Xuan's eyes, it was merely an attempt.

If he could break through this restriction, it would be ideal. Even if he couldn't, he could still test the strength of this array.

Lin Xuan’s attack aimed for two goals.

With his current strength, breaking through the void was nothing unusual.

As the shocking light passed, ripples appeared in the space before him.

If he truly shattered the void, this array would be broken. However, just as he did so, an eerie restriction force spread across the square.

Where the space had been fragmented, it now healed. A sharp green streak pierced through the air and clashed with the fiery red light.

Boom!

A loud explosion followed.

Afterward, sparks flew everywhere.

In a single strike, Lin Xuan’s willow leaf sword was reduced to powder; he wasn't just outmatched but completely overpowered.

Shock after shock.

Could this array's power really be so formidable?

Though it was merely an attempt, such strength seemed unreasonable.

A look of surprise appeared on Lin Xuan’s face.

Then green light condensed into a longsword with ancient designs.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he realized the sword looked familiar. He lowered his head and noticed a large pit had appeared nearby.

Originally, there should have been a statue of an ancient sword, but now it was inexplicably gone.

"Could it be..."

Lin Xuan's suspicions were confirmed.

---

Meanwhile, on the other side, a thousand miles away, in the mysterious little island by Spirit Eye Lake.

Nearly a hundred Spirit Formation stage cultivators gathered. Their faces no longer showed fear; through their master’s treasure, they had seen the battle clearly.

Lin Xuan was trapped, and his situation looked dire.

"Haha, not surprising it's the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram; that kid is doomed."

"A先天之物，威力竟如此磅礴，仅仅一件残宝就能让渡劫期修士束手无策。"

"根本不用两位师叔出手，有这先天之宝的守护，我剑湖宫必能高枕无忧。"

...

Sounds of joy echoed, and most of the old monsters present wore expressions of delight.

However, while everyone else was jubilant, the headmaster of Sword Lake Palace and the woman in a palace robe remained silent. Their fellow students were too quick to be happy.

Lin Xuan was trapped and had lost a treasure, but his attack was merely an attempt. The fact that it was deflected didn't warrant celebration; being overly joyful now was premature.

These fools thought Tribulation Transcendence stage monsters could be so easily dealt with?

Tension appeared on the headmaster of Sword Lake Palace’s face. Whether he could eliminate Lin Xuan remained uncertain.

---

On the other side, Lin Xuan realized he had been too complacent earlier. The power of this array far exceeded his expectations given the ancient origins of Sword Lake Palace.

But what did that matter? Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless hardships and dangers had tested him. An array, no matter how absurd, couldn't contain him.
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However, despite the words, this禁制 was indeed impressive. A common array couldn't so easily destroy its own treasure. The willow leaf saber, though not a remarkable treasure, wasn't ordinary either. Judging from this, the thunderous strike of that禁制 must have nearly surpassed those of an average cultivator at the初级渡劫 stage.

As they say, beneath great fame lies no false person. The vast reputation of Sword Lake Palace truly couldn't be underestimated.

Lin Xuan sighed in admiration but showed no fear. Could a mere array really trap him?

Just now it was merely a test; now he would break this annoying禁制.

With his mind set, green light surged forth. The green immortal sword fiercely slashed towards him.

Its momentum was fierce, and the sword light doubled in size as it descended from above, seemingly aiming to cleave Lin Xuan into two.

If another cultivator were here, they might temporarily avoid the sharp edge, but now there wasn't time to summon other treasures.

But Lin Xuan didn’t retreat!

Facing the surging sword light, he took a step forward.

Roar!

The roar of a wild beast echoed in his ears. At that moment, red light enveloped Lin Xuan's body as the primordial energy of heaven and earth surged out like a whale drinking water. His body seemed to become a vortex, drawing all the primordial energy into it.

Lin Xuan stood firm mid-air, head held high, chest puffed out. The sword light was now within arm's reach, but he didn't back down; his eyes showed no fear. He raised his right hand and punched towards the green sword light.

Great simplicity in subtlety!

This punch looked powerful on the surface but had nothing else remarkable about it. From any angle, it couldn’t withstand the immortal sword’s thunderous strike.

But that was just superficially.

Lin Xuan was now at the渡劫 stage, having fused with the true spirit fire of the nine-headed bird, gaining many benefits. His body's resilience was no weaker than that of a妖族 at the same level. What did heaven and earth's spirits matter? Lin Xuan’s demon nucleus had transformed into a true spirit inner nucleus. Despite his bare hands, this punch’s power far exceeded the willow leaf saber used just now.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed, louder than ordinary thunder. Then, lightning and fire appeared on Lin Xuan’s fist as if there was a subtle force of law emanating from it.

Interwoven with the green light, clearly two different types of divine powers were fiercely clashing.

Peng!

But the entire process took only an instant. Then, a bright glow enveloped everything. The green light vanished, and the immortal sword flew back, its spiritual light dimming significantly.

With his bare hands, Lin Xuan had broken through the attack from the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram.

But this was just the beginning.

...

A thousand miles away, the minds of the分神 cultivators were filled with dread as they sucked in their breaths. The previous cheers and excitement had vanished; everything seemed like a mirage.

Although they knew that the old monster at the渡劫 stage shouldn’t be underestimated, did this mean his physical cultivation was so advanced? If not for seeing it with their own eyes, they would almost doubt that the enemy trapped by the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was a妖族.

But that made no sense. Although Yun Yin Sect wasn't worth mentioning, it still had an ancient lineage. The Supreme Elder had no doubts; this must be a human cultivator.

But how could human bodies be so resilient? How could they bare their hands and withstand a先天残宝?

Thoughts raced through everyone’s minds as the expressions of the elders darkened once again.

...

Lin Xuan didn’t think much about it. Whistling sounds filled his ears, just as he had predicted; various-sized and shaped stone swords rose from the square.

These were originally clay figures or wooden carvings, but now they shone with spiritual light, transforming into gleaming immortal swords at an incredible speed.

A myriad of sword lights filled the sky, dazzlingly bright. Lin Xuan’s expression changed.

Was this a trap or treasure?

Although he had some inkling from his heart, seeing it firsthand left him speechless.

His face darkened to the extreme.

Though he won with that punch just now, there were thousands and thousands of immortal swords before him. If they all attacked at once...

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he was awestruck. Despite his confidence in his strength, he couldn’t afford any complacency against such treasures or arrays.

He felt a hint of danger.

But this was just a threat; it didn’t mean he would surely lose here.

A mocking smile played on the corners of his mouth as he waved his sleeves. Clear ringing sounds echoed as dozens of immortal swords swam out from his sleeves.

With a slight adjustment, they formed several sword lights a foot long that danced above him. This wasn't over; Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward, making the clear ringing sound louder. All the sword lights trembled and split into seven, forming hundreds of identical sword lights that swirled and danced, silver sword qi spreading everywhere with an astonishing presence.

However, compared to the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, it was still a mere fraction!

The entire process seemed complicated but took only a few breaths.

Unlike Lin Xuan's silver sword qi, the myriad sword qi contained gold, wood, water, fire, and earth. The light shone, encompassing all five elements.

Without anyone controlling them, the "whoosh" sounds grew louder as the sword qi surged towards Lin Xuan.

Like a fierce wind or a barrage of arrows, but this was just a minor description; the real scene was far more terrifying.

With so many swords, there were no gaps in any direction. This was the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram's terrifying aspect—leaving enemies nowhere to hide and only leaving them with the option to endure the attack.

But this was an先天之物, how could it be easily endured?

Even if defensive treasures were released, they could only last a few breaths before dying in despair.

Seeing the磅礴 offensive of the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, the elders of Sword Lake Palace regained their luster. An先天之物 truly wasn't something to be underestimated; they didn’t believe that young Lin could survive such a fierce attack.

But what followed left everyone's eyes wide open. Facing the myriad sword qi, Lin Xuan didn’t dodge because there were too many swords to avoid.

This was understandable.

But astonishingly, he didn’t summon any defensive treasures. Instead, his right hand raised and shot out stream after stream of spells from his fingertips. Then, silver light surged as the Nine Palaces Sword纵横飞舞, clashing with the sword qi transformed by the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram.

Postscript: I had a fight with my wife today, so I'm in a bad mood; just one chapter for now.
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Bang!

The分会期 elders present swallowed their saliva. They knew Lin Xuan was very powerful, but they never dreamed he would be this formidable.

The Ten Thousand Sword Diagram was a先天treasure, though marred, its power still far exceeded what they could look up to.

If the roles were reversed, just one sword energy alone would have annihilated them.

Let alone now with all ten thousand swords being deployed at once.

That force had already surpassed their comprehension. Could it be that their estimation was wrong? These old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending stage weren't something a mere先天残宝could handle?

With these thoughts in mind, the elders' hearts began to waver. However, since things had come to this point, what could they do even if they were afraid.

They could only pray that the power Lin Xuan displayed just now was but a fleeting moment.

But how could that be possible?

Although先天treasures were indeed formidable, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was Lin Xuan's own命宝. It had been refined through countless precious treasures and techniques to its current state.

However, with so many sword energies, even if Lin Xuan used the Shadow Splitting technique, each sword turning into nine, it still fell short of the other side by a wide margin.

Although the number was far less, in a battle between two treasures, what mattered wasn't quantity but strength.

Silver light flickered as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword moved freely. There were no signs of defeat.

However, Lin Xuan's face was dark with worry.

Though he had blocked the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram's attack, the mana consumption was enormous. What kind of treasure or prohibition could have such astonishing power?

But now wasn't the time to delve deeper.

It would suffice for these five massive swords alone. But the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram's sword energies were countless and condensed into these five only half of them.

The remaining half continued their relentless assault, whizzing through the air, surrounding Lin Xuan!

Though all were blocked by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, everyone could see the danger Lin Xuan faced.

Would he have the strength to counter when those five massive swords with their rule powers came at him?

The elders of Sword Lake Palace watched this scene clearly through their treasures. Their faces lit up with excitement.

Lin Xuan was indeed formidable, but in such a situation, would he still be able to turn danger into safety?

Even old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending stage faced such a situation, they were undoubtedly doomed.

Perhaps that view wasn't wrong. But Lin Xuan's strength couldn't be gauged by ordinary means. Although the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was formidable, it wasn't his trump card.

The appearance of those five massive swords was dazzling. Lin Xuan merely narrowed his eyes but didn't show much fear on his face.

This prohibition was far more powerful than expected. But just this alone wasn't enough to eliminate him.

Lin Xuan reached out and patted his waist. A red light shot out from his sleeve.

Initially a mere point, it soon expanded into a dazzling glow.

A crimson ring appeared before his eyes.

Though only the size of a palm, its aura was no less impressive than those five massive swords.

The Vermilion Bird Ring!

This wasn't necessarily a先天treasure.

After all, it didn't originate from the True Immortal Realm.

However, with the soul of the true spirit Vermilion Bird sealed within, even if its power fell short of a先天treasure, it was far beyond this broken treasure.

But Lin Xuan's current strength couldn't fully unleash the true power of the Vermilion Bird Ring.

Unlike the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram, which relied on array power to control.

The array had been set up by the founder of Sword Lake Palace and refined through generations of elders until it was near perfection. It could fully unleash the power of the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram. But its downside was that it consumed too many crystal stones, all top-grade ones.

For a smaller sect or family, opening this once would bankrupt them. But for Sword Lake Palace, an ancient legacy with immense底蕴, such losses were trivial.

Though it stung a bit, as long as the current formidable enemy could be eliminated, these minor losses wouldn't matter much.

Lin Xuan didn't know about the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram's origin and thought he was trapped in some mysterious array. But he felt the immense pressure, which prompted him to take out the Vermilion Bird Ring.

The five sword energies moved freely. Lin Xuan didn't dare be careless at all. His hands moved like butterflies as spell after spell shot out from his sleeves.

Sizzle…

Crackling sounds echoed as the crimson color grew even more dazzling, like a fireball, magnificent and eye-catching. The Vermilion Bird Ring was enveloped in a brilliant aura that spun rapidly, increasing its size by several hundred times.

What had been just an inch-sized object now seemed like a huge house.

The vermilion light flowed, the spiritual glow on the surface becoming more vivid.

Then a fiery red immortal bird emerged from the surface of the Vermilion Bird Ring. A meter long with sharp eyes and long feathers, it resembled a phoenix but was slightly longer and exuded an air of supreme arrogance, radiating the aura of a king who looked down upon all.

"Vermilion Bird!"

Though not as majestic as the Heavenly Phoenix among birds, the Vermilion Bird still held its own in the realm of true spirits. Facing those five sword energies, it showed no fear.

With a spread of its wings, its body suddenly expanded by several hundred times. In an instant, it was over a hundred meters tall. The surrounding primordial energy transformed into fire mana, rushing towards it.

Even Lin Xuan couldn't help staring in amazement. Due to his unique circumstances, he could use all five elements' spiritual energies, but he still didn't reach this level.
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Zhuruo indeed proved formidable!

Moreover, the one before them was merely Zhuruo's soul.

One could imagine how powerful it would be if the true spirit were to appear in person! Lin Xuan felt a shock of surprise. The elders from Sword Lake Palace at a distance had their eyes wide with astonishment.

Even that old man with an air of immortality and asceticism no longer wore a calm expression on his face.

He must have underestimated this fellow.

A Transcendence Period cultivator was not to be trifled with; he actually brought out such treasures.

Could theremnants of a primordial treasure (Inherently Imperfect Treasure) combined with the sect's protective array truly eliminate this young man?

The old man's mind first harbored doubts, but quickly, a look of ruthless determination flashed across his eyes as he forcefully suppressed these uneasy thoughts.

Although he was only at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, since he had accepted the position of Sect Leader, he was now the backbone for everyone present. If he showed signs of panic, Sword Lake Palace might truly face total defeat this time.

If he knew Cloud Concealment Sect possessed such terrifying monsters, he would never have schemed to plot that Spirit Eye Lake.

Surely, greed had brought trouble!

However, with things as they were, what use was regret?

Once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. What he could do now was try his best to eliminate Lin Xuan.

Fortunately, his two senior cousins seemed close to mastering their secret techniques and might arrive sooner rather than later.

Otherwise, fortune or misfortune, the sect might indeed face a difficult predicament this time.

The old man sighed inwardly.

On another side, the battle had reached its critical juncture.

Nine Palaces Sword Technique moved about freely, but could only block the incoming sword lights from all sides. As for the terrifying Five Elements Sword Qi, Zhuruo's Ring alone could handle it.

Would it truly be able to withstand them?

Though the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was a flawedprimordial object (Primordial Treasure), with the aid of array power, its original strength had been fully unleashed.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan simultaneously controlled two treasures, dividing his attention between both.

The balance between their strengths and weaknesses was hard to determine.

Lin Xuan wasn't particularly concerned about it now. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless storms and trials had tested him. What was this small difficulty compared to those?

Besides, he might not lose.

No trace of fear showed on Lin Xuan's face as spell after spell flowed from his fingertips.

A clear ringing sound echoed; Zhuruo flapped its wings, and countless feathers appeared in mid-air, igniting the entire sky. Accompanying this was a dense release ofpower of the law (Lawful Power) centered around it.

Indeed, the power of the heavens and earth, the force of flames had been driven to their limit.

Phoenixes belong to fire, as do Zhuruos. If the king of all birds were here, Zhuruo would have no choice but to submit. Since there was no phoenix present, Zhuruo could command the flame's laws.

Compared to the five elements' powerful forces, it seemed somewhat thin.

But what did that matter? The laws of heaven and earth weren't about quantity; even a single law, if wielded with mastery, could still outwit brute force.

The sky twisted. Terrifying Lawful Power permeated everywhere as sword qi clashed with flames.

Vortexes emerged, powerful gales shattering the light. Flames and sword lights devoured each other, obscuring Zhuruo's form.

But this was only the beginning. The stalemate soon broke when a clear ringing sound shattered the balance. A bright, long-feathered Zhuruo appeared amidst the flashing light.

Its sharp claws clamped down, tearing apart the fierce sword qi as it moved.

The advantage shifted to flames, which now dominated the entire sky, turning it red. The flame's laws clearly gained an upper hand over the five elements' forces, devouring and merging in the void.

Lin Xuan exhaled with relief.

Though this strike was perilous, he had won.

Next, Lin Xuan had no hesitation; he continued to break the current array.

As his thoughts raced, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

A fierce wind swept over, and the scattered sword qi suddenly sharpened again.

The five elements' light converged in the center, emitting a dazzling aura that transformed into a fearsome hundred-foot-long dragon.

Boom!

The dragon's terrifying presence pushed Zhuruo to the back foot. The dragon opened its blood-stained maw, spewing out a massive beam of light over ten feet wide.

The dazzling light turned into chains weaving through mid-air, quickly forming a colorful net.

The situation reversed dramatically; what had seemed won now appeared on the verge of defeat.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows knitted. How could he bear to lose? Without any extra movements, a divine thought was sent out.

Zhuruo flapped its wings, and fiery light surged as it converged in the center, producing crescent-shaped wind blades of varying sizes.

The smallest had a diameter of over ten feet, while the largest stretched over twenty feet, radiating an unsettling Lawful Power.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan lightly commanded, and Zhuruo flapped its wings again. A sea of fiery light surged forward, colliding with the net. The blades emitted their own Lawful Power.

However, they merely slowed down before continuing to descend.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he hurriedly cast another spell.

As his hand moved, Nine Palaces Sword Technique converged in the center, and a dazzling light revealed not sword qi but nine huge lotus flowers floating into view.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan roared, and the lotus flowers spun wildly, releasing countless blade-like energies.

Though lacking in grandeur, each was incredibly sharp.

In the air, countless white streaks appeared as Zhuruo couldn't break this strange spell. How would Nine Palaces Sword Technique fare?

Moreover, the sword qi's shape changed mid-flight, becoming finer and turning into threads. Though unremarkable on the surface, compared to when it emerged from the lotus flowers, they were at least ten times larger.

Soon, countless threads sliced through.

Silent but powerful ripples spread out.

Crack!

Finally, a crack appeared in the net transformed from chains. Once a breach was made, Zhuruo's Ring and Nine Palaces Sword Technique could no longer be stopped together.

The sound of shattering echoed as the formidable net disintegrated.

A look of fear appeared on the dragon's face; it swished its tail to flee.

However, that wasn't easy. Lin Xuan pointed his right hand, and the sword threads converged in the center, forming another chain. Moving incredibly fast, they ensnared the dragon.
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Nine Palaces of Time, ever-changing and versatile. At Lin Xuan's level, his innate treasure no longer served solely for attacks; it could transform into different forms based on the situation.

The saying goes that water takes many shapes, and this was somewhat similar to Moon's Yin Treasure Box, which Lin Xuan only comprehended after advancing beyond the Tribulation Realm.

In simple terms, it was a matter of following one’s heart—change without bounds being the best description.

Originally, the sword energy was sharp and unyielding. Now, it had transformed into flexible shackles, tightly binding that monstrous dragon.

On another side, a clear sound echoed as the red phoenix flew back. Its body rapidly shrank until it vanished into the Phoenix Ring.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan roared, his hands moving like a guqin and pipa. Multicolored spells shot out from his palms.

These spells were like a whale sucking in water, pouring into the Phoenix Ring. The red color on the surface of the ring became even more radiant.

Soon, a fireball as large as a house appeared before him. It then stretched out, transforming into a willow leaf saber.

This saber was over a hundred feet long, with an edge that seemed razor-sharp. Flames enveloped its surface, and法则之力毫无保留地绽放而出。

Lin Xuan had only just entered the Tribulation Realm, so he could not fully unleash the Phoenix Ring's power. But at this moment, by releasing all his mana, the ring's might was formidable.

The dragon’s eyes showed a human-like fear as it struggled desperately. However, the shackles transformed from the Nine Palaces of Time technique were no easy escape.

If time permitted, perhaps it could manage to break free. But within just a few breaths, it was too late.

Sizzle!

Even the void was cut through. The dragon’s head was cleanly severed, its body turning into countless pieces of immortal swords. Although there were still thousands and thousands of them, their luster had dimmed significantly.

A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he knew this was his best chance to escape. "Combine!"

Lin Xuan waved his hands, drawing strange trajectories in the air. Spells shot out.

The Nine Palaces of Time technique converged into a hundred-foot-long crystal sword, with runes and black lightning swirling around it.

"Great Sword Technique!"

...

"What is he trying to do?"

A thousand miles away, the elders at Sword Lake Palace were shocked. They had been confident about that monstrous dragon but were surprised by this outcome.

Even the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram couldn’t stop that young man. Could their defeat be imminent after all?

This was impossible!

Though unwilling to accept this result, facing a Tribulation Realm ancestor, they could do nothing now.

Their only hope lay with the two senior masters. But at this crucial moment, they were practicing some secret technique.

Despite many Core Formation elders present, each one was in a state of panic.

The old man with an ethereal demeanor no longer had any trace of ease on his face; he looked as if the crisis had plunged him into deep thought.

...

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed. The aura spread like the rising sun, and then the sky turned grayish-white. The aura quickly dimmed.

Cracks appeared in that grayish-white sky, spreading across the entire void like a spider’s web.

Then, "Sizzle!" The whole void shattered into pieces.

Shattering the void!

With this, the array lost its effectiveness. Lin Xuan successfully escaped.

Looking around, he found himself in a lush valley. The vast square had vanished.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as a faint aura suddenly appeared before him.

Lin Xuan raised his head.

It was a scroll, measuring several feet long and made of multicolored glass. Despite its dimness, it still exuded an ancient and primitive atmosphere.

Especially noteworthy were the contents within.

Brushwork and ink paintings; countless immortal swords appeared in the scroll, varying in length and shape. They felt familiar to Lin Xuan.

Ten Thousand Swords Diagram!

Several ancient characters emerged on the scroll, golden and majestic, written in a dragon-like script. Coincidentally, these characters were ones Lin Xuan recognized.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan’s eyes lit up with joy. He had personally experienced the power of the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram earlier. Sword Lake Palace was indeed the top powerhouse in the Dragon Cage Realm to possess such a treasure.

But now, it belonged to him.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. With a wave of his hand, the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram seemed drawn by some mysterious force and appeared before him. He admired the scroll; it was undoubtedly an extraordinary treasure, though its aura had dimmed slightly.

Clearly, this was due to their recent confrontation.

This was fine; as long as the treasure wasn't damaged, any lost essence would naturally recover with time.

The previous scene was indeed perilous, but such a收获弥补了之前的危险。林轩心满意足地收好了Ten Thousand Swords Diagram。

俗话说除恶务尽，林轩当然不会就此罢手。全身青芒闪烁，再次向前飞去。

这一次，情况不同。明明已进入剑湖宫的核心区域，却再未遇到多少阻碍。

阵法虽强，但与之前的禁制相比，完全不可同日而语。以林 Xuan 的实力，随手就能破去。

偶尔遇见的修仙者远远看见他，根本不用动手，就已经四散奔逃。

仿佛到了这一步，剑湖宫上下已失去抵抗的勇气了。

终于，一片湖泊映入眼帘，碧波万顷，一望无垠。

“灵眼之湖！”

林 Xuan 吸了一口凉气，脸上露出几分惊愕之意。众所周知，知己知彼百战不殆，更何况剑湖宫传承自上古，所拥有的这片灵眼之湖根本不是什么秘密。林 Xuan 自然听说过。

然而亲眼目睹远胜于道听途说。

此派果然是龙 Cage 界排名第一的宗门家族，果然拥有无数宝物。

附注：新的一周，非常需要推荐票的支持，谢谢各位道友！
第三千一百一十五章 四散而逃

The Spirit Eye Lake was vast, and the aura of essence qi it emitted was abundant. Even a superior-grade spirit vein could not compare to it.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, feeling refreshed. But then he sighed.

Sure enough, as they say, greed is insatiable. The Sword Lake Palace already had such a good Spirit Eye Lake, yet they still plotted to seize the treasures of Cloud Concealment Sect, inviting powerful enemies out of nowhere. This was truly foolish beyond measure.

Of course, this was just on the surface. After all, though the Sword Lake Palace had many cultivators, none could predict the future. Naturally, they never dreamed that the long-missing elder from Cloud Concealment Sect, Lin Xuan, would advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage and reappear in Cloud Concealment Sect.

But whether or not such a rash choice would be made was now uncertain.

However, there were no "ifs" in the cultivation world. Regardless of what happened, Cloud Concealment Sect had already fallen out with the Sword Lake Palace, and Lin Xuan had even invaded their main hall.

Once an arrow is shot, it cannot be recalled. For Lin Xuan, there was only one choice: to forge ahead fearlessly.

With this thought, the last trace of doubt in his eyes vanished.

Now that he had arrived at the heart of the Sword Lake Palace's main hall, he believed they had few tricks left and not many trump cards.

But Lin Xuan did not feel much relief. The mysterious dual-cultivators of the Sword Lake Palace were still nowhere to be seen.

Lin Xuan trusted his intelligence from his senior sister; even the old demon, Xiao Laoyao, had fallen at their hands. Now that he had caused chaos in the Sword Lake Palace, why weren't these two figures visible?

Lin Xuan was very curious and felt a bit wary deep down.

He did not believe they would fear him.

A cultivator of Tribulation Transcending rank could never be timid; thus, their delayed appearance only made Lin Xuan more cautious.

Open arrows were easy to dodge, but hidden darts were hard to guard against. Who knew what these old monsters had in mind?

But despite this, Lin Xuan did not have the time or mood to ponder further. He would meet any challenge with a bold approach. With his mind made up, he released his divine awareness.

The lake surface was dotted with dozens of islands, each rich in essence qi. Many cultivators lived on these islands, and countless caves were scattered about. Those who could establish such caves here were undoubtedly core disciples of the Sword Lake Palace.

But soon, Lin Xuan's gaze shifted to one particular island.

At first glance, this island seemed unremarkable. However, atop a mountain peak was a gathering of nearly a hundred cultivators at the Spirit Cultivation stage. Among them, there were more than ten at the late-stage Spirit Cultivation level.

Clearly, these were all the Sword Lake Palace's officials and elders.

The cream of the sect had gathered here; could it be that they had some sinister plot?

Otherwise, wouldn't they fear being caught in one fell swoop?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but quickly pushed such thoughts aside. He wasn't fearless or undervaluing his enemies; rather, this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Even if there were plots, as long as he could eliminate these nearly a hundred Spirit Cultivation cultivators, the Sword Lake Palace would not only be reduced tomonkeys scattering (monkeys scattered) but also suffer severe losses.

With such a scenario, what resources did Cloud Concealment Sect have left to challenge them?

Danger and reward were always proportional. If Lin Xuan had still been at the Spirit Cultivation stage, he wouldn't dare approach so boldly.

But after advancing to Tribulation Transcending, his strength was formidable. Facing this situation, he dared to take a risk.

Prosperity comes from taking risks. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan's body shone with a green aura as he flew towards the island he had targeted.

Lin Xuan's actions were bold, but in his mind, he pondered what kind of sinister plots or tricks the Sword Lake Palace might have prepared. While being bold was one thing, acting rashly was foolish.

Lin Xuan didn't want to end up like a chicken that failed to steal an egg and lost its own. He didn't want to step into their trap.

However, the next scene left everyone speechless.

Despite his swift flight, Lin Xuan suddenly saw light rays burst from the sky as hundreds of dazzling lights shot upwards. The late-stage Spirit Cultivation elders scattered in all directions.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, almost thinking he had misjudged the situation. Just a moment ago, he had been worried about formidable traps and prohibitions set by the Sword Lake Palace. He recalled encountering a sword formation before that seemed easily broken at first but was actually dangerous due to the low-ranking cultivators involved.

If these cultivators were even higher in rank—say, Spirit Cultivation stage—it would undoubtedly pose a threat.

Lin Xuan's words weren't exaggerated; he had some reservations, but now he realized his fears were unfounded. The Sword Lake Palace elders had fled like birds and beasts.

Was this a mistake? Lin Xuan was genuinely shocked.

But it was too late to think much as the Sword Lake Palace elders scattered, making it difficult for him to catch them all. This was their main hall; they held the advantage of timing, location, and manpower. Once out of his divine awareness range, finding them would be extremely challenging.

However, this wasn't impossible. While the Tribulation Transcending cultivator's divine awareness was formidable, it was weakened under prohibitions. Finding a hidden late-stage Spirit Cultivation cultivator was akin to searching for a needle in a haystack, but not entirely out of reach.

Such a situation was what Lin Xuan did not want to see.

When indecision leads to chaos, he had no time to hesitate. He raised his right hand and flicked his sleeve towards the front.

As he moved, the Nine Palaces Swift Sword Fish emerged, emitting silver light. However, the distance was still too great.

But since Lin Xuan planned this, he had another plan in mind.

He waved his hands like a butterfly, sending out spell formulas from his fingertips.

"Combine!"

Lin Xuan shouted.

As he moved, the Nine Palaces Swift Swords converged. This time, no colorful crystal swords appeared.

Instead, a clear ringing sound echoed as a dazzling light shot up into the sky.

The light was a red beam that pierced through the heavens.

Then, it transformed into a phoenix about to take flight.

Over a hundred feet long, its wings spread, shading out the sun and moon. The momentum was terrifying.

The late-stage Spirit Cultivation cultivators turned their heads, their faces filled with shock. Such an imposing presence seemed like the legendary Heavenly Phoenix had descended here.

But this illusion lasted only a moment. While the phoenix before them was formidable, it still fell short of the true king of birds in terms of power and intelligence.

However, it wasn't just a simple transformed treasure; the phoenix before him was lifelike, almost intelligent, emitting an aura that did not belong to Tribulation Transcending cultivators.
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The elder from Sword Lake Palace, upon realizing this, all showed a look of shock. This Lin Xuan was even more terrifying than imagined.

However, at that moment, they had no time to delve deeper into it.

The phoenix before them wasn't just impressive in its presence; the opponent must have some purpose in transforming their treasures into such forms. Regardless of what it was, escaping this place as soon as possible seemed wise.

Thus, the elders either cast spells or drove their treasures, making their遁光 (transcendent light) even faster.

While this plan might be sound, it also revealed their cultivation levels. Lin Xuan didn't need to release his divine consciousness to roughly determine which were late-stage cultivators.

After all, unless one had mastered the most advanced transcendent techniques, early-stage cultivators couldn’t match the speed of those in later stages.

Though not entirely accurate, this was generally true.

Lin Xuan’s gaze immediately fell on the fastest dozen or so遁光 (transcendent lights).

Although he had used the True Spirit Transforming Sword Art, a secret technique, Lin Xuan didn't have the confidence to eliminate all the near hundred late-stage cultivators present. However, he wouldn’t let go of the leading dozen late-stage cultivators.

If he could catch these later-stage cultivators in one fell swoop, Sword Lake Palace would suffer significant losses.

Lin Xuan’s strategy wasn’t perfect but was the best he could do at this moment.

He flashed and arrived above the phoenix's head. This wasn't truly the king of a hundred birds, yet its presence soared to new heights.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The phoenix raised its head, let out a loud cry that echoed for miles, then spread its wings and extended its talons toward the void.

A terrifying force of law spread out.

Space Law!

The sky turned pale instantly.

Then, a hundred-meter-long space rift appeared.

Without saying a word, the phoenix pulled Lin Xuan into it. The red figure vanished from sight.

...

However, in another place a thousand miles away,

a black-clad man was rushing forward, enveloped by fierce winds. His appearance was extremely rough, and his cultivation level was late-stage division spirit.

His surname was Wu. He had once argued with the woman in court attire, making him one of the elders from Sword Lake Palace.

He had never taken Cloud Concealing Sect seriously. However, Lin Xuan's display of great divine power utterly destroyed his confidence.

Not necessarily greedy or cowardly, but faced with such a formidable opponent, he no longer dared to fight. Together with his fellow disciples, they each displayed their abilities, hoping to escape far away.

Although Lin Xuan was an old ancestor at the tribulation stage, he was only one person and couldn’t do everything. Most of them still had a chance to survive.

The man’s speed wasn't particularly impressive; it was just average for late-stage division spirit cultivators. Many of his fellow disciples were in their early or middle stages. Initially, he thought he could escape but ended up becoming Lin Xuan's first target by sheer luck.

Sizzle...

Without any warning, a hundred-meter-long space rift appeared above him.

Then, red light flashed. The enormous phoenix came into view.

How is this possible?

The man was both shocked and angry, his face full of disbelief.

He knew that tribulation-stage beings could communicate with the laws of heaven and earth. However, the opponent was just an early-stage existence. He knew that among all the laws of nature, space law ranked high, so how could it be understood by this opponent?

In truth, his reasoning wasn’t entirely wrong.

Lin Xuan’s strength far surpassed those of his peers, but he hadn't mastered the space law either, let alone used it so effortlessly.

However, True Spirit Transforming Sword Art was one of the most powerful secret techniques in Moonlit Black Moon Sect. Based on Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it drove the divine blood of the celestial phoenix to transform into this king of a hundred birds, which wasn’t just an ordinary transformation but had some of the phoenix’s abilities.

Since the phoenix could naturally control space law, even if this one couldn't master it perfectly, simply using it was no problem.

The man's face showed sheer terror. His arrogance and domineering nature vanished, replaced by a pale complexion.

"Senior, spare me!"

Even ants try to survive. Faced with such fear, the man couldn’t help but beg for mercy.

But it was useless. Lin Xuan wasn't a merciful cultivator; he had known this from the start. There was no turning back in the cultivation world; one must pay the price for their actions.

Lin Xuan ignored him and raised his right hand, spreading his fingers. A streak of green light shot out, transforming into several dazzling sword beams that struck forward.

The man's face turned pale instantly.

His eyes filled with fear to a degree beyond words. But he wouldn’t sit idly by; he stretched both hands and tapped his waist, producing five or six shields from his storage bag.

They spun around him, forming layers of defense.

No wonder Sword Lake Palace’s elders could produce so many defensive treasures in one move.

Unfortunately, it was useless. The sword beams merged into a single beam that struck hard.

Sizzle...

The sound of shattering echoed as the once-solid defenses crumbled instantly.

Fear spread across the man's face as blood splattered out. His head was already taken off.

The sword light remained glaring, and his essence body had no chance to escape either. Once Lin Xuan acted, he wouldn’t give him a chance for revenge.

This arrogant fellow had met his end; even one of Lin Xuan’s moves proved too much for him.

Around them, the cultivators were stunned.

They knew tribulation-stage old monsters were strong but never imagined they would be this powerful.

A thousand miles apart, he caught up in an instant.

One move and a tribulation-stage cultivator was killed; heaven or earth, what kind of existence was this?

Poor Sword Lake Palace’s cultivators had been terrified, but Lin Xuan wouldn’t show any mercy because these foolish fellows dared to provoke the might of the mountain.

Having killed the black-clad man, Lin Xuan turned his head and locked onto the nearest cultivator, an elderly woman with white hair, also at late-stage tribulation, only ten miles away.

This time, Lin Xuan didn’t need to use space law; even with True Spirit Transforming Sword Art’s assistance, it was still a significant expenditure of power.

Ten miles wasn't much for them. There was no need to do so.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The phoenix's tail swayed, and several feathers shot out.
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In an instant, the piercing sound of breaking air echoed. The dozen or so red rays transformed from feathers whizzed past in a blink and approached their target.

There was no place to hide; the outcome for the opponent was clear—only annihilation awaited him.

However, at this moment, something unbelievable happened.

This old woman appeared with white hair and a hunched back. Yet her movements were as agile as a snake. She had somehow used an incomprehensible spell to dodge through the gaps of those red rays.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He underestimated the heroes of the world; those who could advance to the late Spirit Separation stage truly possessed extraordinary talent and strength.

But he still did not think they could escape his grasp so easily.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan cast a spell from within it. The phoenix's clear call filled the air as its wings flapped, sending waves of fiery flames that surrounded the opponent.

The old woman's face revealed fear; she tried to dodge left and right but was quickly engulfed by the fire sea, making no sound before turning into ashes.

Though the process seemed lengthy when described, it took only an instant. Lin Xuan would not be satisfied merely from killing two late Spirit Separation cultivators.

These fellows had scattered, so he could not eliminate them all, but at least a late Spirit Separation existence was something he did not want to let go of.

He would make them pay a heavy price for attempting to seize the treasures of Cloud Concealment Sect.

As the flames still dazzled, Lin Xuan found his next target. It was a pale golden cultivator with several silver lines on his cheeks. His cultivation technique seemed unique, and its power was no doubt formidable.

The distance between them was about a hundred miles—neither too far nor close enough for Lin Xuan to use spatiallaw or principle directly. With a flap of the phoenix's wings, his body suddenly shrank.

As he shrunk, his speed increased, quickly closing the gap.

This time, Lin Xuan showed no trace of contempt or underestimation. He did not summon the phoenix; instead, he delivered a punch.

Ordinary and unremarkable!

The punch was straightforward, reaching the realm of great simplicity.

A spatial fluctuation arose as the surrounding heaven and earth essence mixed with the fist's force, forming a ball about ten feet in diameter that fell like a meteor, striking the opponent.

This punch came so swiftly; there was no place to hide for the opponent.

However, this punch was not without effort from Lin Xuan. With his far superior strength compared to his peer, he did not believe anyone could withstand it!

In this crisis, the pale golden cultivator indeed showed great fear and took several steps back. He cast several intricate spells with his hands, and those strange silver lines on his face became more prominent before he was flung backward.

Those runes were incredibly bizarre; when they converged in the middle, a giant mantis appeared. The mantis shone with silver light, measuring over ten feet long, appearing formidable.

"What is this?"

Even with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he could not help being taken aback.

The mantis looked somewhat like a Dharmic form but was different upon closer inspection.

Before he could think further, boom!

The ball of energy collided. The mantis did not hesitate; its massive front limbs fell like blades, striking with force.

Seeing no way to dodge, the cultivator chose to confront it head-on.

Instantly, spiritual light shone brightly as terrifying pressure surged out. Gale-force winds were unleashed, distorting the nearby sky.

The power of this strike was evident.

A Transcendence realm existence naturally had formidable strength, but astonishingly, this guy managed to block it.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in disbelief. He did not underestimate his opponent but did not expect him to actually block a single blow from himself.

Amazed yet secretly impressed, Lin Xuan thought that the Sword Lake Palace was indeed a top-tier sect family with extraordinary strength. Ordinary late Spirit Separation cultivators could never withstand such an attack.

After all, there was only one level between Spirit Separation and Transcendence realms, but their power was incomparable. Moreover, he had far greater strength than his peers.

This guy might be among the best in the Sword Lake Palace's elders, Lin Xuan thought to himself.

But he showed no signs of retreat. The stronger the opponent, the more damage he would inflict on the Sword Lake Palace, and that was something Lin Xuan understood well.

He did not hesitate; instead, he flicked his sleeve, releasing spiritual light. A fiery sword emerged like a fish swimming out from it, though not as precious as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, its existence in his storage bracelet was still remarkable.

Lin Xuan grasped the sword and slashed forward.

Sizzle…

This time, Lin Xuan did not hold back. The spiritual light flowed like a waterfall from above, themagnificent or imposingspiritual force shocking to behold.

Infinite sword intent enveloped the opponent.

There was no place to hide!

Either accept this attack or face annihilation. The pale golden man's eyes filled with terror as the intense killing intent almost paralyzed him. But how could he sit idly by?

He would fight!

With a fierce shout, his hands moved rapidly, and ancient incantations poured out.

His presence grew stronger; his spiritual force doubled. Originally at the early late Spirit Separation stage, he was now near its peak, only a step away from Transcendence.

What secret technique could increase one's strength so drastically in an instant?

Lin Xuan did not delve into it further. Doubling his power meant nothing; thinking such would allow him to escape was too naive!

The sword still struck without delay, engulfing the opponent instantly.

The mantis tried to block with its front limbs but failed. It proved the old saying: a mantis trying to stop a cart.

In an instant, both body and essence were reduced to nothing in the sword light.

To be honest, this guy was not weak; he was just at the late Spirit Separation stage. If faced with ordinary Transcendence First Stage monsters, perhaps there might be a chance of escape. But Lin Xuan had taken it seriously, leaving no room for him.
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The entire process, though complex to describe, took only an instant.

In the blink of an eye, three Spirit Formation后期 cultivators had already been eliminated by Lin Xuan. The other elders from Sword Lake Palace naturally felt both shocked and angry. Fear was more prevalent among them.

After much effort, their cultivation levels were finally at this stage—no one wanted to fall. Each tried to use their most powerful techniques to escape faster, but it was all in vain.

With so many people, the directions they fled varied. Lin Xuan didn't have the power to eliminate everyone, but those he targeted found it extremely difficult to escape once locked onto by him.

This time, Lin Xuan chose a cultivator who was farther away. It was an elderly man with a demeanor of a Taoist sage, roughly a thousand miles distant.

Choosing this target wasn’t because there were no other Spirit Formation cultivators nearby; rather, the old man was familiar to Lin Xuan. His senior sister had provided some clues before they arrived at Sword Lake Palace, and one of these clues was an jade cylinder containing information about important figures in the palace.

The identities of the two new Supreme Elders weren’t clear, but this old man’s name was well-known. He had been the headmaster of Sword Lake Palace over ten thousand years ago. His strength was extraordinary, and after so many years of cultivation, he could be considered a step away from the Transcendence Realm.

Compared to the Old Monstrous Heaven Saboteur, this man’s efforts were laughably insignificant—this guy had a good chance of advancing to the Transcendence Realm if given another opportunity. Moreover, not only was his strength formidable, but he also managed the sect with great skill, making him both brave and shrewd.

This man’s importance to Sword Lake Palace didn’t need to be said; he was one of Lin Xuan's targets. If this guy could be eliminated, the palace would surely fall into chaos.

Given the good fortune of encountering him here, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't miss this opportunity. He decided to strike first.

With his mind made up, a spell was cast, and the Phoenix transformed from the Nine Palaces Sword once again manipulated spatial laws.

Just like before, the divine claws of the phoenix shattered through space, allowing Lin Xuan to enter via a spatial rift. In an instant, he crossed over a thousand miles and arrived beside the old man.

Unlike the three elders who had previously panicked, this Sword Lake Palace elder remained calm when Lin Xuan appeared. He didn't say anything.

Now, words were superfluous given their situation.

With a flick of his sleeves, golden light flashed as the elderly man made the first move. A gold-rimmed pen materialized.

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise.

It was no wonder he was shocked. Sword Lake Palace focused on sword cultivation; even non-sword cultivators mostly used magical swords. How could this man be practicing Confucian techniques?

He wasn’t just any disciple but the headmaster himself.

However, despite his shock, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. With a flap of the phoenix’s wings, a clear sound echoed as red light appeared. After circling and dancing, it was a Nine Palaces Sword that Lin Xuan summoned, slicing towards the old man's head with deceptive slowness but real speed.

Despite the old man’s reputation, Lin Xuan didn't underestimate him. The first move was a killing blow, even using his命魂 treasure. This technique had immense power; if the opponent were a Transcendence Realm monster, they could block it, but for a Spirit Formation cultivator, there was no way to resist.

Lin Xuan knew this well.

The elderly man’s calm demeanor vanished as despair appeared in his eyes. Suddenly, something unexpected happened.

As the Nine Palaces Sword's magnificent light seemed about to split him in two, a streak of startling red flew from the sky and struck with a flash, blocking the sword.

This sudden change caught Lin Xuan off guard. Clearly, a formidable opponent had arrived nearby.

Lin Xuan didn’t waste any more time. He no longer focused on his original target but turned his head to see space ripples as two figures appeared in his vision—a man and a woman.

The man was around thirty years old, handsome with the appearance of a nobleman. The woman next to him was younger, about twenty, with a beautiful face and dressed in white imperial robes.

Their spiritual pressure was concealed, but Lin Xuan could instantly discern their cultivation levels—early Transcendence Realm cultivators at the peak stage.

Their joint arrival made it clear who they were: the mysterious dual-cultivation couple of Sword Lake Palace. Legend had it that they excelled in coordinated attacks and even caused trouble for the Old Beast of Black Wind Valley.

Since the True Man Dragon’s joyous event and the disappearance of Supreme Master Ten Thousand Swords, Sword Lake Palace was on shaky ground. Their appearance turned a crisis into safety, making their strength obvious—Lin Xuan's only formidable enemy during this journey.

Lin Xuan had already caused chaos at the main headquarters, turning it upside down. Even the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, an inherited treasure of the palace, became his possession. However, these mysterious dual-cultivators remained elusive. Lin Xuan almost doubted their existence but found them here just as he needed to confront them.

Lin Xuan sighed; this was a formidable opponent indeed. But his heart held no fear. If he could eliminate both of them here, the conflict between Cloud Concealing Sect and Sword Lake Palace would end. The victor didn't need much elaboration.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s face remained calm, but deep in his eyes, a profound intent to kill emerged as he turned to examine these troublesome prey.

Meanwhile, the Spirit Formation elders of Sword Lake Palace noticed the nearby commotion.

In contrast to Lin Xuan's serious expression, they all showed immense joy. They had already lost three people, and no one could stop Lin Xuan. They felt like street rats, with their lives hanging by a thread. The appearance of two senior uncles brought hope at least for now.

The relief after surviving was palpable.

But the expressions of the man and woman were beyond ugly. They never imagined that after practicing secret techniques in seclusion, their sect would be in such a state when they emerged from their retreat.
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One wrong move could lose the whole game.

Both were shocked and angry. The Sword Lake Palace and Cloud Concealment Sect were at odds, so how could they not be aware that their two senior elders had tacitly approved of this? Otherwise, why would a sect’s Spirit Refinement period cultivators dare to make such decisions without their consent?

Their tacit approval was due to their own considerations. First, the Spirit Eye Lake obtained by Cloud Concealment Sect was truly extraordinary. Although its area couldn’t match that of their main sect, the concentration of qi was so high it could even crystallize.

Such effects were rare in the spirit realm; if they didn’t know about it, why would they miss such an opportunity? With this Spirit Eye Lake, their cultivation might advance further. After all, meditating in such a place with abundant qi would surely yield twice the result with half the effort.

Thus, this treasure was something they had to obtain.

The only miscalculation was that Cloud Concealment Sect proved so tenacious. This exceeded their expectations greatly.

Technically speaking, it wasn’t their fault for underestimating them; although Cloud Concealment Sect’s reputation had grown in recent years, compared to Sword Lake Palace, it was like a small witch before a great one. The two sects’ strengths were incomparable.

They merely wanted to obtain a treasure from the other side, even if it seemed like bullying the weak, but what of it? In the cultivation world, might is right.

Although Cloud Concealment Sect’s strength wasn’t worth mentioning, their cultivators couldn’t be unaware of this simple truth. If they were smart, they should have willingly handed over the Spirit Eye Lake, which would naturally stop hostilities and even bring them some goodwill from their main sect.

Their plans seemed well thought out; from the start, they had treated Cloud Concealment Sect as fish on a chopping board. They never dreamed that Lin Xuan would be an unpredictable variable.

As the saying goes: "Man is meat for the butcher's block." However, because of Lin Xuan’s appearance, the roles were suddenly reversed. Cloud Concealment Sect wouldn’t allow themselves to be slaughtered; instead, they took control.

This young man Lin was even more outrageous. He dared to enter their main sect’s stronghold alone, treating Sword Lake Palace as if it didn’t exist. And he succeeded—hundreds of Spirit Refinement period cultivators fled at his approach, like rats scurrying away from a street.

Such humiliation meant they had lost face for the Sword Lake Palace. No, this was unprecedented since ancient times; even though Senior Brother was missing, there were still two of them to protect the main sect—how could outsiders treat them with such disrespect?

Their expressions turned grim as they thought about it. Since Lin Xuan dared to come here boldly, he would be killed right here today.

The Sword Lake Palace’s senior elders also stopped walking; with their two aunts in charge, there was no need for them to scatter and flee.

Although they might not qualify to participate in a cultivation realm battle, assisting from the side posed no problem. One, it could help make up for their shortcomings; two, they hated Lin Xuan to the core—any chance to eliminate him would be gladly taken.

...

With odds against them, Lin Xuan was surrounded.

However, Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face; what did a few Spirit Refinement period existences matter?

Ants were ants. No matter how many there were, they couldn’t harm him. The only ones he had to worry about were the two cultivators of the same rank.

But that was just concern, not fear.

Although from the clues he had gathered, he knew they weren’t easy to deal with and excelled in coordinated attacks, Lin Xuan wasn’t an ordinary cultivator either. From any angle, his chances of winning were better.

By eliminating these two, Sword Lake Palace wouldn’t dare to challenge Cloud Concealment Sect’s conflict.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan exuded a surging aura, his gaze sharpening.

Seeing that Lin Xuan had no intention of fleeing, the two let out a sigh of relief. Although they hated him deeply, they understood the terrifying power of a Tribulation Period cultivator.

They were confident in defeating him but uncertain if they could stop him from running away.

This guy was so bold as to want to fight them; it was sheer foolishness.

Heaven’s wrath can be endured, but self-inflicted suffering cannot. If he couldn’t send this kid to the underworld today, neither of them would forgive themselves.

"Alright, little fellow, I’ll give you a swift death."

The man laughed loudly, his face full of arrogance, confident in his strength.

Though the woman said nothing, her eyes glinted with killing intent.

Lin Xuan smiled without speaking. He waved his hand and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword condensed in his palm: "Cultivators like me don’t kill nameless individuals. Fellow Daoists, would you tell your names to me?"

Lin Xuan was curious about these couple cultivators who were too mysterious—like they had appeared out of thin air. There was so little information about them that even their surnames and given names remained unknown. For old monsters at the Tribulation Realm, this was inconceivable.

As the saying goes: knowing your enemy is as important as knowing yourself; a hundred battles will be won without fail. Although learning their names wouldn’t help in this battle, out of curiosity, Lin Xuan asked casually.

"Hmph, someone about to die doesn’t deserve to know our names. Why don’t you take all these doubts with you to the underworld?" The palace-dressed woman’s cold laughter echoed, her tone filled with hatred for him.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan showed a hint of surprise on his face; they wouldn’t even tell their names, which was too petty. But that didn’t matter; it wouldn’t affect the outcome of this battle: "If you want to send me to the underworld, you’ll need formidable strength. How about I take you and your wife to the netherworld instead?"

Lin Xuan had no intention of arguing but since they mocked him, he couldn’t just listen silently—of course, he would retort.

"You..."

The two were enraged. The man flicked his sleeve, a fiery light shooting out from it as he roared: "Brat, you dare to mock me! Such insolence will cost you your soul and essence. I’ll make sure you can neither live nor die."

Before the words left his mouth, the fire transformed into a divine sword radiating light, slashing down viciously at Lin Xuan’s head.
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The sword technique was fierce, but it wasn't a sneak attack. It just demonstrated better timing and skill.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt as if he was trapped by an incredibly sharp sword intent, no matter which direction he tried to dodge, it seemed futile.

A true master can tell the quality of another's skills with one hand. Since Lin Xuan entered the path of cultivation, he had never encountered such a formidable swordsman before.

Indeed, one must not underestimate the heroes of this world!

Having walked this path of cultivation and reaching this stage, every cultivator who has passed through the Tribulation Realm had faced similar challenges. No old monster in that realm could afford to be careless; each possessed extraordinary abilities and required full effort to counter them!

These thoughts flashed through Lin Xuan's mind like lightning, his gaze becoming more resolute.

No, not just resolute but sharp as a razor.

While the opponent’s sword was indeed ferocious, what difference did it make? This single strike couldn’t possibly threaten him.

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers slightly, and the Nine Palaces Sword in his hand transformed into a silver stream, seemingly slow yet swift, slicing towards the red light before it.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as two sword lights clashed mid-air. At that moment, sunlight dimmed, and a searing flame rose up into the sky.

The temperature surged; clearly, the red light had surpassed the silver glow. The spectators from Sword Lake Palace, who were initially elated, suddenly fell silent.

"Uncle’s divine technique is invincible! It shakes the spirit realm!"

...

Cheers erupted momentarily but soon ceased as the silver glow unexpectedly regained its brilliance. Although it didn’t completely overpower the fiery light, both remained in a stalemate.

A draw!

This near-sneak attack failed to achieve any effect and was easily deflected by Lin Xuan.

The mysterious man’s expression didn’t show much surprise despite his high self-regard; he hadn’t expected one strike to kill an equal cultivator.

Lin Xuan, however, remained calm on the surface.

He was strong, but such a level of power was insufficient to defeat him. Lin Xuan wasn't a passive fighter who would take hits without retaliating. He was about to unleash his secret techniques with full force.

After all, as they say, "If you don’t return the favor, it’s not polite." With Lin Xuan's nature, he couldn’t show weakness in such a situation; he intended to give the opponent a lesson.

Otherwise, he would be seen as weak and easy to bully.

With a flick of his phoenix wings, flames began to manifest. Using fire against fire, since the opponent’s technique was clearly fire-based, let him see the power of the divine bird of fire!

But just then, a spiritual sign appeared in his mind, signaling imminent danger.

Despite no prior warning, Lin Xuan's heart tightened.

At this level of strength, he couldn’t ignore such signs. But from where did this threat originate?

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense but found nothing out of the ordinary. His gaze soon landed on another tribulation cultivator.

The woman in white robes still stood beside the robed man, her expression devoid of any emotion as she observed the scene.

Wait, observing with cold eyes?

They were a couple who excelled at coordinated attacks.

Though little information was available about them, it was certain that they always attacked en masse when facing enemies.

This time wouldn’t be an exception either? He was Sword Lake Palace's top priority and had caused chaos in their main base; such circumstances would have the woman not standing idly by.

These thoughts flashed through his mind like lightning, and Lin Xuan vaguely knew where the danger sign originated from.

However, knowing this didn't help. It was too late to react now.

Behind him, a few feet away, the air that had been calm suddenly rippled outward like waves in a small lake after a stone is thrown into it.

In the center of these ripples, appeared a beautiful face.

Her features matched those of the robed woman; she held an immortal sword in her hand, shimmering like autumn water.

Then, with perfect timing and angle, a sword aimed directly at Lin Xuan's back.

The moment was impeccable. If hit, it would pierce his heart, a fatal wound for any cultivator, even if not immediately lethal, it would surely incapacitate him.

What a ruthless woman! She was like a venomous snake.

While the couple excelled in coordinated attacks, who said they had to attack together? Just now, that man distracted Lin Xuan while she prepared to strike.

Indeed, her spells were incredibly intricate. How she managed to get so close without detection remained a mystery to Lin Xuan.

Her sword completely locked his energy, releasing a subtle force of law. Though not overwhelming in power, it was enough to disrupt his movements.

With this thread of law aiding her, the strike was certain to be fatal.

This woman had full confidence!

As they say, fighting with intelligence is always better than brute strength; a sneak attack is easier and more efficient.

The entire process was swift, and though the battle seemed just beginning, it was about to end. Even if tribulation cultivators’ essence cores were incredibly solid, their bodies could not withstand the assault from two peers.

Lin Xuan was undoubtedly doomed!

Feeling the danger, despair flashed across his face. The robed man smiled, but he didn’t notice Lin Xuan’s gleaming eyes hidden behind his despair.

One who calculates others will also be calculated until the very end.

Just as that immortal sword approached within a foot of Lin Xuan's back, it suddenly halted.

The woman’s expression was one of shock. A white thread emerged from her back, perfectly timed and angled.

"Keh keh keh!"

Surprise filled this woman's face; she had only one enemy, yet she was the sneak attacker. How could she end up on the losing side?

This was impossible!

All she felt was shock, but there was no time to dwell on it as her body drained of energy like a stream.

Her heart was torn apart by blade energy, indicating that this body was beyond repair.

"Bang!"

A burst of sound echoed as an essence core emerged.
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The yuanxian was about an inch tall, with features that closely resembled those of the palace-dressed woman. Her eyes were filled with a mix of malice and something else beyond comprehension.

How could this be the result?

After all her efforts to set up this fatal trap, she had become the prey instead of the hunter. There was only one enemy, but who had secretly attacked her from behind?

Time was precious now. According to reason, the yuanxian should leave this dangerous place as quickly as possible. However, the doubts in her heart were like a venomous snake, and if they couldn't be resolved, even if she managed to escape with her life this time, having this mental demon would make it impossible for her cultivation to advance further.

The pros and cons of the situation were clear to the yuanxian, so she turned her head quickly to try to understand what had happened.

However, the scene before her was shocking.

Two Lin Xuan figures appeared. Their features and height were identical, but their skin tones differed; the one standing behind was clearly darker.

"Transformation technique!"

The yuanxian's teeth gritted as she spoke.

At this point, how could she not know that she had been ambushed? She had been too careless.

Originally, her trap had been well hidden. But the opponent was incredibly cunning, turning her own trap against her.

She was both shocked and angry, filled with malice, but understood that now was not the time for rash actions.

Her physical body was gone, so a mere yuanxian could never defeat this small figure. As they say, there's always a way to survive if you have something left. Once she regained her strength, she would find a way to avenge today’s humiliation.

After weighing the pros and cons, the yuanxian made up her mind in an instant. Her form flashed like points of light, vanishing from sight.

This was her life-saving secret technique, its complexity far beyond mere teleportation.

As a渡劫期 cultivator, she had reached a very solid state, unlike ordinary cultivators.

However, even if her plan seemed good, how could Lin Xuan let it succeed?

Releasing a tiger back into the wild would leave behind endless troubles. This was something Lin Xuan understood well. It wasn't out of fear; for a cultivator, having one more enemy was never beneficial.

Since they had already broken their facade, there was no need to spare her life.

A murderous intent flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he prepared thoroughly. He didn’t even need to make any moves; just a mental command sufficed.

Suddenly, a clear sound echoed, and the phoenix under his feet spread its wings, releasing an overwhelming force of法则之力.

Space Law!

It swept across the area within a hundred miles, causing ripples in the void.

Lin Xuan did not know what secret technique the yuanxian was using to save herself. But since she wanted to escape quickly, it must be tied to Space Law.

This was beyond doubt; after all, both were渡劫期 cultivators!

Though ordinary cultivators of this early stage couldn't comprehend the laws of space, they could still cast some basic spatial techniques with their powerful cultivation.

If another opponent had faced her, perhaps the yuanxian would have escaped. But the phoenix excelled in Space Law; even though the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword hadn’t produced a true bird king, its space law was far superior to what this woman had managed to grasp.

In other words, breaking through her secret technique wasn't difficult at all.

Sure enough, as the rule of law spread, the yuanxian appeared, looking terrified. She wouldn’t sit and wait for death; she tried to dodge with both hands.

But in the next moment, her expression changed dramatically.

The air around her became solid, like a copper wall or iron barrier—clearly another effect of Space Law.

Such a technique was insufficient to trap a cultivator at the early渡劫 stage. But she didn’t have time to waste here.

In高手对决, every millisecond counted. This instant restraint was enough for Lin Xuan to kill her countless times over.

The phoenix spread its wings, and flames engulfed the sky, swallowing her in an instant.

"Senior Brother, save me!"

The yuanxian’s face turned pale as she screamed loudly. Although it might be embarrassing in front of junior disciples, with her life at stake, such embarrassment was irrelevant.

This woman had reached a state of extreme panic but failed to realize that calling for help was pointless.

Lin Xuan's plan worked well, turning the situation around, but the response of a渡劫期 cultivator couldn’t be slow.

They lost in both strategy and strength, but seeing his beloved wife fall, how could he remain unmoved?

He was practically blinded with rage.

So her call for help was unnecessary. The green-robed man lunged forward with a fierce expression.

How could he let his beloved wife die here!

His reaction was swift.

But Lin Xuan’s move was even faster.

He blocked the attack, outpacing him slightly.

This was because Lin Xuan had used teleportation; the space law driven by the phoenix from the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword wouldn’t affect its master.

He arrived first and stood in front of his opponent. The yuanxian was nearly consumed by the flames behind him.

"Move aside!"

The green-robed man couldn't stand idly by, shouting loudly as he slashed with a divine sword, releasing an immensely powerful attack.

This sword’s power was shocking, filled with formidable spiritual energy. Clearly, seeing his partner in danger, this man had resolved to fight to the death.

His attack was indeed formidable, but Lin Xuan showed no sign of retreating.

Now was the perfect time to defeat him; a rare opportunity. There was no reason to hesitate or retreat.

Even if he were angry, he was still an early渡劫 cultivator. With his profound spiritual energy, could he really be afraid?

Seeing that sword fly towards him, Lin Xuan didn’t retreat. He also wouldn't face it with bare hands; instead, he summoned a treasure.

A fiery ring flew out.

In an instant, it transformed into the size of a pavilion. Although not a先天宝物, this Vermilion Bird Ring was no less powerful than Ten Thousand Swords Diagram for dealing with an early渡劫 cultivator.

Lin Xuan’s hands moved like butterflies as he channeled spells. A divine bird appeared, its long feathers glowing.

Vermilion Bird!

With one flap of its wings, flames spread across the sky. The bird closed its wings, and a giant flaming sword emerged, slicing down from above!
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The light interwoven and darted through the air, producing a loud clashing sound as two immortal swords clashed fiercely in mid-air.

One sword was a treasure forged by countless hammer blows, while the other came from the phoenix's controlled flames. The powerful gusts of wind made the spiritual lights flicker continuously, with the flames fluctuating between strong and weak, creating a heart-stirring echo. However, it appeared to be evenly matched.

A true expert could tell at a glance. The man in green robes unleashed his fury, expending all his power, while Lin Xuan wielded his techniques effortlessly, his expression as calm as ever.

Though it seemed like they were evenly matched, the outcome was already clear.

The man's face was dark with anger; he had used every ounce of strength but still couldn't break through Lin Xuan’s defenses. How could he save his partner now?

A determined look flashed in his eyes, but it was too late. A heart-wrenching scream filled the air as the woman's soul and essence were devoured by an endless sea of flames.

Lin Xuan wasn’t a cruel or bloodthirsty cultivator, but he had no mercy for his enemies either. Since they coveted treasures from their sect, they deserved to fall.

Greed brought misfortune; one must pay the price for their actions.

"Senior Brother, save me!"

The woman's soul cried out in agony.

Atranscend the tribulation cultivator possessed formidable abilities, yet how could a mere soul body withstand the phoenix flames?

The scream grew weaker until it faded into silence.

Her soul and essence had been completely annihilated. There would be no trace of her in all three realms.

Far away, the Sword Lake Palace cultivators looked pale with disbelief at what they saw.

They thought that with their two senior aunts taking action against evil, this young man’s arrogance would come to an end. They were confident because even the old demon from Black Wind Valley had suffered greatly under their hands. How could one of the same level pose any threat?

Many shared such thoughts. It was reasonable to assume that such a conclusion made sense.

However, reality proved otherwise. A group of Spirit Formation cultivators couldn’t fathom Lin Xuan’s terrifying strength.

After just one clash, the mysterious couple had fallen into Lin Xuan's trap, losing both their physical bodies and souls.

This outcome was worlds apart from what they expected. Seeing their senior aunts fall in such a manner left them terrified and unsure of how to proceed.

What if this was the end for Sword Lake Palace?

If only they could have foreseen this result, they would never have plotted against Cloud Concealment Sect’s Eye of the Sea.

But there were no regrets in the world of cultivation. Words spoken now were meaningless.

However, things didn’t end here.

The woman's soul and essence had been destroyed, but Sword Lake Palace still had a seniortranscend the tribulation cultivator standing there with full hatred for Lin Xuan, eager to devour him alive.

Father’s killer, wife-taker—though the situation wasn't exactly like that, it aptly described his intense hatred towards Lin Xuan.

"Little brat, I will tear your soul and refine your essence!" The man's teeth gritted as he spoke, filled with unutterable resentment.

"Hmph. Can you do that?"

Lin Xuan didn’t take such threats seriously. Even if he had the resolve to fight back, his strength was insufficient for it to be more than empty talk.

In the world of cultivation, power spoke louder than words. If they were to team up, Lin Xuan would have some reservations, but now with the woman dead and their alliance broken, only a fellow cultivator remained. With his strength, he had nothing to fear.

Lin Xuan’s expression was calm, yet his hand didn’t idle. Even if he didn't believe in a fellow cultivator's challenge, he wouldn’t let such an opportunity pass by.

"Quickly!"

A clear sound echoed as Lin Xuan pointed at the opponent with one finger.

The phoenix and qinuaxiao (red bird) called out in unison.

With a flap of his wings, waves of heat surged forth.

The two different types of flames quickly merged into countless immortal swords, slicing towards their target.

Phoenix rebirth.

The qinuaxiao was also adept at controlling flames.

Together, the two divine birds created powerful flame swords that were formidable indeed.

Lin Xuan was confident; even a fellow cultivator at the same level wouldn’t dare confront such power head-on. If the opponent retreated or showed weakness, his next attacks would be like an endless wave, and he wouldn't stop until they fell here. He had already prepared for this.

However, something unexpected happened. The man didn’t dodge; he didn’t even summon any defensive treasures. Lin Xuan was taken aback. Even a late-stage cultivator like Thousand Sword Sage wouldn’t dare face such an attack without dodging or defending. Was the opponent mad?

Of course not.

As countless flame swords approached, blue light flashed as the Eye of the Sea beneath his feet surged. Giant waves transformed into water arrows rushing towards the flames.

These water arrows contained abundant spiritual energy and, though less powerful than the flames, their sheer number created a cacophony of hissing sounds. The phoenix and qinuaxiao were stopped by this combined attack.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he showed surprise. The opponent could control the Eye of the Sea; this made him much more difficult to deal with than expected. But what did it matter? Even with this divine land's aid, his chances remained nil. With that thought, Lin Xuan regained his composure.

However, this time, Lin Xuan underestimated the situation.

As they say, one wrong move can ruin everything. His first attack was useless, so he couldn’t use any subsequent plans.

The man in green robes roared and continuously waved his hands, forming a strange hand seal. Instantly, his figure expanded to an incredible height of a thousand feet.

Though not as towering as a mountain, the sheer size was awe-inspiring.

Giant Form!

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed with confusion. While Giant Form wasn’t uncommon, achieving such a level was truly astonishing. Clearly, he had mastered this technique to perfection. But in cultivation battles, being larger didn't always mean it was useful. What could he do as a giant?
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Lin Xuan was puzzled, but he knew that the other party must have his own purpose. There was no doubt about it; although he couldn't see through their trick at first, he had no reason to let them cast spells calmly.

Since he didn’t know for sure, there was no need to delve deeper into it.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan flicked his finger forward. As his hand moved, a clear ringing sound entered his ears. The raging fire seemed to be sucked in like a whale drinking water, and the phoenix's body grew even larger.

A hundred feet tall, with wings spread wide, its presence was terrifying. Although it still lagged behind the thousand-foot giant created by the opponent, this enormous body of the phoenix was undoubtedly the best target.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan gave a light command, his figure flashed to one side as the phoenix's body emitted hot flames. The scene was like meteors falling from the sky, crashing heavily towards the front.

This attack was incredibly powerful and not something that could be blocked by manipulating the Spirit Eye Lake alone.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t expect to kill the opponent here, he believed this move would interrupt or stop their plans.

Lin Xuan felt confident. However, in the next moment, his eyes widened.

A loud roar echoed in his ears as the giant did not dodge but instead summoned a talisman. A palm-sized spiritual talisman with dazzling golden light flickering on its surface and tiny characters emitting bursts of energy.

Then it ignited without wind, turning into a golden flame. A force of law spread out.

No, not just one.

Several different forces of law had merged to perfection, otherwise, he wouldn’t have initially mistaken it for only one force of law.

What kind of talisman was this? It could stir the laws of heaven and earth. No, earlier, he clearly saw that the talisman seemed to be missing a corner, meaning it was just a broken talisman.

This thought made Lin Xuan’s expression even more alarmed. He considered himself well-traveled, but such high-grade talismans were unheard of in his experience.

The entire process might seem complicated, but it took only an instant.

Then, the golden flames transformed into a light curtain, protecting the giant.

"Defensive spell."

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. When that talisman was summoned, he felt a slight tremor deep within, indicating its high grade could threaten him. Fortunately, it was used for defense; if it were an attack, he might have ended up in trouble today.

Lin Xuan remained vigilant as the phoenix had no choice but to attack. It fell like a meteor and crashed hard against the light curtain.

There was no loud noise, just like mud flowing into the sea without any ripples. The Phoenix of the Nine Palaces, transformed from his Nine Palace Momentary Sword, was blocked outside.

And it was easily blocked.

How could that be?

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he hadn’t expected such a formidable defense.

Cursing inwardly, Lin Xuan didn't give up. No matter how powerful the talisman was, there must be a limit. He believed this thing couldn’t stop him.

"Quickly!"

The phoenix's wings flapped, and its feathers turned into sharp swords, cutting through the air like a storm of arrows. Golden light rippled out, as if stones had been thrown into a lake. The golden light curtain began to sway slowly.

Lin Xuan was delighted and relieved. He thought it wasn’t surprising since he was already at the Tribulation Transcending stage, and his True Spirit Sword Art was incredibly powerful. Even divine realm talismans could be shaken by this attack.

At most, it would just consume more time.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan flicked his finger forward, and the Vermilion Bird Ring emitted a spiritual light. The long-feathered fire god bird also rushed towards the target.

Phoenix and Vermilion Bird, two divine birds, clashed continuously, using various techniques. The golden light curtain swayed even more violently.

The process seemed complicated but only took an instant.

The robed man was extremely alarmed. This talisman was a treasured inheritance from their sect. Legend said it came from the divine realm in ancient times.

Although he didn’t know if it was true, its power was beyond doubt. Unfortunately, it was used for defense; otherwise, with this talisman, he would have been certain to kill the opponent.

But that didn’t matter. Once he refined the Spirit Eye Lake, he could still avenge his beloved wife.

Despite the phoenix and Vermilion Bird’s fierce attacks, breaking through this spiritual talisman wasn't easy.

Time was running out, but for him, it was enough.

With these thoughts in mind, the giant no longer hesitated. A loud roar echoed as his bones cracked loudly. His head grew even larger at an unbelievable speed.

Originally transformed into a thousand-foot giant, his head had already grown to an unimaginable size. Now, it had increased by several times on top of that. Only his head grew; his body remained the same, making him look comical and grotesque.

Indeed, comical, but his distorted face added a sinister touch.

However, the other party must have their reason for doing this.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he didn’t have time to react. A deafening roar echoed in his ears as the giant opened its blood-filled mouth.

Its fangs were exposed, and an aura of malice emanated from it.

Roar!

The sound waves hurt nearby Spirit Refinement Stage cultivators, some even spitting out blood. Clearly, this roar had injured their internal organs.

Lin Xuan wasn’t so weak; he remained composed but his mind was filled with more questions. What did the other party intend to do?

Before he could think further, a previously calm lake suddenly surged into a massive wave. The waves formed a towering water column over ten feet in diameter, shooting up into the sky.

No, it wasn’t reaching nine heavens; instead, it was sucked into the giant’s mouth.

Like a whale drinking water!

However, this much water seemed excessive.

The giant's current size far exceeded that of any sea whale. But what did he gain by drinking from this lake?

Lin Xuan’s doubts grew as the water column became more and more massive. It started at ten feet in diameter but quickly doubled to over twenty feet, eventually becoming a hundred feet tall.

Although the Spirit Eye Lake was vast, it visibly shrank. At this rate, it wouldn’t take long for it to dry up.

"Uncle, don't!"

Lin Xuan was still stunned when an elderly man with a Taoist appearance suddenly turned red and stopped him from continuing.
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The sword lake palace patriarch's face was filled with panic. Even when Lin Xuan had forced him into a corner, he hadn't shown such fear.

Indeed, it was panic!

"What's the problem?"

In response to his words came a thunderous roar that made one's ears ache. Despite the giant's reply, its rate of devouring the lake water remained unchanged.

The old man's face turned even more ugly.

For the Sword Lake Palace to be ranked first in the Dragonfall Realm, it was indeed due to the efforts of generations of ancestors. However, this spirit eye lake had played a crucial role and could be considered a treasure of their sect.

Now, his senior uncle was destroying this spirit eye lake; calling him a traitor wasn't an exaggeration. Without such a treasure, even if they defeated their enemies today, the Sword Lake Palace would inevitably decline.

As the patriarch, he couldn't possibly not understand the gravity of the situation and thus had been pleading tirelessly.

But the young man in green robes wouldn't listen at all. He was deeply in love with his wife; more than just a couple practicing cultivation together, they had known each other since childhood, like bamboo shoots growing side by side. They were chosen by their master to come here to the Sword Lake Palace.

After countless years of arduous cultivation, their feelings only grew stronger. After becoming a couple, they supported each other in cultivation and searched for immortality.

The cultivation period was difficult, but once they reached later stages, they could be together forever.

However, this beautiful wish was shattered by Lin Xuan. His beloved wife had already passed away; thus, his own immortality no longer held any meaning. All that remained was revenge, to take the life of the person in front of him and extract their soul.

He had resolved to die, not even caring about his own life. The decline of the Sword Lake Palace would be a matter of indifference.

The sword lake palace patriarch accused him of betraying his master; objectively speaking, there wasn't an ounce of exaggeration. But what did that matter? Even if he fell into the nine realms of hell, he would first settle the score with his beloved wife.

The giant continued its actions, showing no response to the sword lake palace patriarch's pleas.

Clearly, it had made up its mind and wouldn't be swayed by anything.

"Damn!"

His attempts at persuasion were futile. The old man with a scholarly appearance showed signs of struggle but quickly replaced them with determination as he shouted: "Sword Lake Palace disciples listen up! This person has betrayed his master; follow me in attacking him and kill him here."

Before the old man's words had fully faded, he flicked his sleeves, emitting golden light. He summoned a golden澜pen, ink diffusing out, puncturing or stabbing with it like dragons dancing. Ancient characters appeared before transforming into swords and spears, launching at the enemy.

This outcome left Lin Xuan dumbfounded. He never imagined that a single disagreement would lead to such a rift between the sword lake palace patriarch and the last remaining senior elder.

Even if others told him this, he wouldn't believe it unless he saw it with his own eyes.

Other spirit realm cultivators of the Sword Lake Palace naturally witnessed this scene. They were shocked but looked helpless. Their senior brother not only had outstanding strength and character; they also admired him greatly.

But now, he was opposing their senior elder. The cultivators didn't know what to do.

Although the giant wanted to destroy the spirit eye lake, they could see that it was the senior elder's fault. But how could they dare to challenge a late-stage cultivation existence in this world of might makes right?

Their only choice was to stay out of it.

However, things weren't over yet.

Phoenix and Vermilion Bird claws tore and pecked at each other. The golden light curtain grew fainter and more unstable, clearly on the verge of breaking.

But the rate at which the lake water was being consumed increased as well. Lin Xuan frowned. He had thought of ways to stop it but found them useless. Even slowing down the absorption of the lake's energy became a distant hope.

After about half a cup of tea passed,

the spirit eye lake was nearly dry.

Lin Xuan frowned and cast a spell, causing the Phoenix Vermilion Bird wings to return to his side.

Despite his efforts, he couldn't stop it. Since this was the case, Lin Xuan decided not to waste time on meaningless actions. He would observe their reaction before making any decisions. The current moment called for some calm; perhaps waiting and striking later could be a wise choice.

Lin Xuan actually had a vague guess about the other party's intentions: devouring the spirit eye lake was ultimately to absorb its energy.

But such an approach was too outrageous.

The object in front of him wasn't just any spirit eye, but a spirit eye lake. In terms of size and concentration of energy, it ranked among the best in the entire spirit realm.

The amount of energy contained within this treasure was far greater than that of ordinary top-grade spiritual veins, otherwise, it wouldn't be considered a treasure of the Sword Lake Palace.

Swallowing such an item, would he risk rupturing his meridians?

This guy must be insane.

Lin Xuan sighed. He saw the giant taking deep breaths. Even if it had transformed into a colossal figure, compared to the spirit eye lake's vastness, it was like a small creature before a giant. Despite drinking so much water, its stomach showed no change, indicating some incredible secret technique.

As Lin Xuan suspected, after consuming such an energy-rich treasure, his meridians were already strained. Blood began to seep from his body, quickly turning him into a bloody figure. His face was contorted with pain, looking terrifying.

Boom!

With one step, the entire earth trembled. It wasn't because it had grown larger or heavier; rather, its spiritual energy surged to an unimaginable extent.

"Little guy, you killed my wife, and I will make sure you can neither live nor die," the giant's voice echoed in his ears, like thunder rolling across the sky.

"Hmph, can you do that?"

Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face; instead, he wore a hint of mockery and disdain: "You've increased your spiritual energy by relying on external forces. But what use is it? Can you control this chaotic energy to harm others without risking your own life?"

While saying this, Lin Xuan was actually filled with doubt. Or rather, he lacked confidence. The other party was also a late-stage cultivation existence; even if he was overwhelmed by grief, he wouldn't be so foolish as to make such a simple mistake. He must have had some purpose.

"Little guy, try it and you'll see."

The giant's deep voice echoed in his ears, similar to thunder. Then, after taking a breath, he flicked his sleeves, sending an jade bottle flying out. With two fingers, he pinched and revealed a dragon eye-sized pill.
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The fragrant aroma wafted gently, and the light around the mysterious pill pulsed with countless tiny runes spewing forth. It was clear that this wasn't a mere ordinary item.

Lin Xuan frowned as he flicked his sleeves, releasing a sword beam. Unfortunately, such a move couldn’t stop the giant from swallowing the pill.

With a roar, the giant seemed to be in agony after consuming the pill, but blue spiritual light began to radiate from his body.

Lin Xuan could feel that the chaotic water essence within him was gradually calming down. Meanwhile, the giant's body visibly shrank under the light’s glow, reverting back to its normal size in just a few breaths—like a dream.

The man in green robes remained unchanged, still at the beginning stage of tribulation cultivation, but his mana had increased by more than tenfold. Such an overwhelming amount of mana would normally be unmatched even by mid-stage experts, yet he hadn’t broken through to that level.

It was because this immense mana wasn't his own; it came from consuming the Spirit Eye Lake and absorbing its boundless spiritual energy. While such external power could be used to harm opponents, attempting to break through his realm with it would only be a delusion.

If he had to do so, it might even lead him to fall into madness.

But he hadn’t intended to rely on this for advancement. After all, there was no free lunch in the world; consuming the Spirit Eye Lake could turn him mad or even bring about eternal damnation within no time. But what did that matter? His beloved wife had already passed away, and since he had transcended fear of death, whether he would fall into madness was a trivial concern.

His sole focus now was revenge, and he wouldn’t hesitate to pay any price for it. He was still at the beginning stage of tribulation cultivation, but his mana was ten times greater than that of peers.

That Lin boy might have strange techniques, but ultimately, he was also just at the beginning stage. The gap between them made defeating him seem effortless.

This damned brat. I will extract his soul and refine it.

The murder of his wife couldn’t be easily brushed aside. The man in green robes imagined how he would torment Lin Xuan later, ensuring that this world would bring him regret.

But was it really so easy?

Such a sudden change indeed exceeded Lin Xuan’s expectations. His opponent's mana was overwhelmingly more powerful than his own. To be honest, dealing with such an formidable foe wasn’t easy, but expecting him to surrender without a fight was sheer naivety.

Lin Xuan had faced many strong enemies before, and while this one posed some danger, it paled in comparison to the perilous situations he had encountered previously.

He believed that he could give it his best shot. It was too early to declare who would win or lose.

Nonetheless, Lin Xuan wouldn’t underestimate his opponent. As the saying went, courage wins on narrow roads; someone who disregarded life and death could unleash terrifying power.

Lin Xuan wasn't a humble gentleman; facing an enemy required no courtesy. The first move was always crucial.

"Quickly!"

With swift hand movements, Lin Xuan shot out a series of spells from his fingertips, resembling the flight path of a phoenix.

A clear sound echoed as the phoenix's voice faded away. A loud "clang" entered his ears; the giant firebird vanished, replaced by eighty-one ethereal swords swirling around him, emitting silver light and spreading sword intent throughout the surrounding void.

Even before the attack began, an icy chill was felt. Lin Xuan’s Nine Palaces Swift Sword wasn’t invincible, but among peer-level artifacts, it was outstanding.

"Quickly!"

With a loud shout, the silver light on the swords intensified as they converged into one ancient and elegant sword.

It wasn't the Giant Sword Technique.

The sword remained only three feet long, like autumn water, thin as a cicada’s wing, and almost transparent. Despite its apparent fragility, it contained awe-inspiring法则power.

Lin Xuan was already at the beginning stage of tribulation cultivation; using such a treasure as the Nine Palaces Swift Sword allowed him to command natural laws.

With a sharp cry, he swung this sword with one hand downward.

The movement was incredibly agile and silent. Yet, an imposing sword energy spread from his strike, reaching from heaven to earth, its might overwhelming.

Silent until now, then shocking.

Lin Xuan had already seen that the opponent wasn’t ordinary. Thus, his first move was a decisive blow.

Even if he couldn't kill him here, this one strike would leave a lasting impression on the other.

"Hmph, trying to stop a fly with an arm!"

Facing Lin Xuan's stunning sword, the man in green robes showed no sign of fear.

He raised his right hand, curled his fingers, and a fiery sword appeared in his palm. He swung it fiercely towards the front.

To be fair, this action was similar to Lin Xuan’s.

But only superficially so.

Lin Xuan's strike seemed ordinary, but he had poured all his life force into it, reaching the realm where formless techniques surpassed those with form. The sword technique contained natural laws, making its power unparalleled.

The man in green robes was also at the tribulation stage; how could he not recognize this? In previous times, just that one strike would have forced him to surrender. But now, things were different.

He swung his sword as well, though not as sharply as Lin Xuan’s, but with a more imposing presence. The fiery sword light nearly filled the entire sky.

One force overcomes ten!

What he lacked was spiritual energy; how could this boy's sword technique be so exquisite? Let him taste failure.

The man in green robes confidently expected to see his opponent falter, but Lin Xuan’s face flashed with a sly expression. He wasn’t an ordinary opponent; knowing the other had deep mana, trying to clash head-on would make him appear foolish. Outsmarting rather than relying on brute force was the best choice.

Without any extra movements, just a mental command, all the sword energy seemed compressed into a thin crystal thread.

One force overcomes ten! Let’s see if this young master can turn swords into threads.

Though the sword thread's power was weakened, all mana and even its rule power became extremely pure. It moved with incredible speed towards the front.
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Snap!

The air-cutting sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. The凝固的火红色剑气 was actually torn apart, no, more accurately, it was like cutting through soft tofu; the silver-colored sword energy tore it into two halves with ease.

Though this seemed impossible, it was indeed a natural progression. If one were to compare the spiritual force contained in both sword energies, the elder from Sword Lake Palace's would be more powerful. However, Lin Xuan’s had much purer essence. The saying "breaking the clumsy with cleverness" aptly described his technique.

Lin Xuan knew this well. This was why he only used the secret technique of transforming swords into threads at the last moment; his goal was to catch the opponent off guard. Otherwise, a head-on clash between two sword energies would be hard to predict who would win or lose.

In other words, Lin Xuan’s victory came from both strategy and strength, neither could be missing.

With the situation changing in the storage area, Lin Xuan had already prepared his next move. However, the green-robed man's face showed no fear at all.

Though the red sword energy was split into two halves, it did not stop its momentum; instead, it turned sharply and became two smaller sword energies that fell towards Lin Xuan.

Was this a suicide attack?

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he realized. Truly, even wise men can make mistakes; how could he forget that the man had already resolved to die? If his sword threads cut him, he would not survive, but those red sword energies were no pushovers either. If hit by them, he might be severely injured. Lin Xuan did not want a mutually destructive outcome.

Mistaken move!

He who calculates others should also be calculated by them. This time, it was Lin Xuan who fell into the opponent’s trap.

Lin Xuan's heart filled with shock and anger as his eyes widened. Fortunately, he had faced countless life-and-death situations before; although the current situation was unfavorable, he could still dodge.

Now, there was no time to summon other treasures.

With a flick of his sleeves, the ghostly face vanished, but the illusory divine lightning remained in the sky, transforming into a giant snake several dozen feet long. Without hesitation, it opened its blood-filled maw and lunged forward.

This transformation technique was not particularly magical, but the illusory divine lightning had immense power.

Lin Xuan's methods were far from over.

With his left hand, he cast several heart refinement techniques onto the Vermilion Bird Ring, producing a series of clinking sounds. As he moved, the ring transformed into countless rings, resembling raindrops in the air and falling towards the opponent.

These were not ordinary treasures; they contained the soul essence of the true spirit phoenix. Even if their power did not match legendary先天 artifacts, it was still formidable. Lin Xuan spared no effort with this move.

Facing such an enemy who had devoured the Spirit Eye Lake and possessed profound magical energy, Lin Xuan could not afford to hold back.

Don’t underestimate those rings; even late-stage cultivators would dare not face one of them head-on, but there were thousands of them here.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed as the green-robed man's left hand was drenched in blood. He had been injured by Lin Xuan’s sword threads technique. Seeing such a powerful treasure being used again, the man’s expression became even more resentful; he could not afford to lose.

With wide eyes, he shouted and struck his chest several times before pulling out a storage bracelet.

Pang!

The storage bracelet flew into the air, and a burst of light shattered it open. Lin Xuan was taken aback; although he had seen many things in his vast experience, such a scene was unprecedented.

What did the opponent intend?

Before this thought could fully form, colorful spiritual lights flickered, revealing numerous divine swords. These swords varied greatly in length and design, with an astonishing number of them.

Lin Xuan's spiritual perception quickly counted nearly one million of them.

Right, nearly one million.

If he wasn't so confident in his own spiritual perception, Lin Xuan would have doubted if he had counted correctly.

How could the opponent summon such a large number of treasures at once?

Though Lin Xuan’s wealth was vast, it would be impossible to produce that many divine swords.

In other words, the opponent must have deliberately collected them and possibly even borrowed resources from their sect. Otherwise, with just his own efforts, he would not have obtained so many divine treasures.

Lin Xuan was startled but noticed that these divine swords varied in quality; most of them had dim spiritual lights, mere ordinary magical artifacts at best, with a significant number being spirit tools.

Correct, spirit tools—weapons used by flexible spirit or foundation establishment stage cultivators. With the abundance of resources in the Spirit Realm, even impoverished independent cultivators could forge a magical artifact after condensing their golden cores.

Here, most were spirit tools, but this was not unusual given the sheer number of divine swords—nearly one million. The Sword Lake Palace, though the top sect in Naga World, couldn’t produce so many magical artifacts without going bankrupt.

However, among these swords, some had decent quality, ancient treasures, and a dozen or more divine swords with flickering light. If he hadn't been mistaken, they were probably primordial spirit treasures!

Of course, not all of them were先天 artifacts; postnatal spirit treasures still held considerable power.

This was unsurprising given the opponent's status as a渡劫 cultivator. Postnatal spirit treasures might not be particularly valuable or impressive, but Lin Xuan’s expression turned extremely serious. Given his status and strength, collecting so many divine swords wasn’t unusual.

But what was the point? Knowing that each use of a treasure, whether magical artifact or spiritual energy, consumed both mana and spiritual awareness.

A渡劫 cultivator indeed had boundless mana; controlling hundreds of magical artifacts at once was not uncommon. However, using nearly one million divine swords simultaneously to fight was unimaginable.
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Where did he get such powerful divine consciousness?

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts.

However, this wasn't the time to ponder that. Although he didn't know why his opponent had done so, the number of immortal swords and magical treasures they had summoned was considerable. Once these formed an array, their power would certainly be formidable.

Although Lin Xuan knew his own abilities were no small matter, he still dared not underestimate heroes from all over the world.

Eagles prey on rabbits with full force.

Lin Xuan had experienced countless twists and turns; thus, he wouldn't make the mistake of being careless or underestimating his opponent.

"Quickly!"

With a finger pointing forward, Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Musty Sword Spirit emitted a burst of light. The swords flew out like a fierce wind and heavy rain.

The attack was incredibly intense. Most cultivators at the early Transcending Tribulation stage wouldn't dare to directly face such power. However, his opponent remained motionless, pointing a finger forward as well.

A sound echoed through the void as thousands of immortal swords flew before him, forming layers that blocked their path.

Although these swords varied in quality, none could match the Nine Palaces Musty Sword. Yet, with sheer numbers, they managed to successfully block it. As the saying goes: "Ants can bite an elephant."

...

Lin Xuan frowned as he hadn't yet decided on his next move when he saw the opponent make a move.

Both hands moved swiftly in strange trajectories through the air while incantations of great complexity were chanted from their mouths.

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded. The immortal swords he had summoned began to vanish from sight one by one.

The speed was astonishing; within half a cup of tea's time, nearly a million swords disappeared without a trace.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of alertness as he sensed danger looming but still couldn't figure out the purpose behind this move.

Uncertain, it would be rash to act blindly. So, he chose to wait.

One must understand the situation and strike when the time is right. Sometimes, waiting can also be a wise choice.

Just as that thought crossed his mind, the entire void seemed to ripple like a small lake after a stone was thrown into it.

But this was only the beginning.

In just a few breaths, the entire void shattered into nothingness, resembling the moment of creation in chaos.

Lin Xuan couldn't sense any trace of primordial energy.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he realized that this wasn't the main hall of Cloud Concealment Sect. Could it be that his opponent had unleashed a domain?

Impossible. Even late-stage Tribulation Transcenders, for the most part, didn't have domains. His opponent was merely an early-stage existence. Even if they devoured the Spirit Eye Lake or used some great secret technique, there was no way they could mimic a true domain.

While he couldn't say with certainty about everything, Lin Xuan had full confidence in this point.

With that thought, he sighed in relief.

The man in green robes' face turned extremely serious, beads of sweat dripping from his forehead, even showing signs of ferocity.

"Little Lin, I will make you regret coming into this world."

His resentful voice echoed as a finger shot out. There were no other movements, but Lin Xuan felt a warning.

Yet, he didn't see any attacks.

If it had been another cultivator, they might have been careless, but Lin Xuan wouldn't be foolish enough to underestimate his opponent.

Better safe than sorry. With a wave of his sleeve, the True Spirit Inkstone of Azure Dragon was summoned.

In an instant, the air filled with ink fragrance as this heavenly treasure's power became evident.

Sizzle...

As if a piece of cloth had been torn apart, the True Spirit Inkstone of Azure Dragon suddenly cracked open and fell to the ground as ordinary iron.

Chilling killing intent spread from all directions.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he quickly deduced something. Without any signs or warnings, could this be the sword intent described in ancient texts?

This seemed to be the only reasonable explanation.

Legend had it that sword intent was an intangible and formless entity, a secret technique that even top-tier sword cultivators could barely master.

It was lethal and could decapitate someone from miles away.

Of course, this was just hearsay. But now he personally experienced its power, and it truly lived up to its reputation.

But it wasn't the time for contemplation; the True Spirit Inkstone of Azure Dragon had been destroyed. Lin Xuan couldn't avoid or summon other treasures in time.

The lethal sword intent had already reached three feet away from him. There seemed to be no escape.

He gritted his teeth, amplifying his protective divine light. This was his only option now.

Although the protective divine shield was a low-grade defensive technique, it was better than nothing in this situation.

Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he tried to defend himself. But the sword intent tore through him like a whirlwind, not just the protective divine light but also blood spattered from his entire body. In an instant, he became a bloody figure.

He had suffered severe injuries.

However, this was only superficial. Although Lin Xuan was injured by the sword intent, it was merely a flesh wound. The severity of the injury was misleading; in reality, there was no significant harm.

The man in green robes widened his eyes as well. He originally had full confidence in that attack but ended up with such a result.

Even for themonster race known for their resilience, he should have been decapitated by that blow.

Could this guy be a monster?

This thought flashed through his mind, but he showed no intention of retreating. The revenge for his wife's death was beyond his hatred; even if this guy were a monster, he would kill him here in the sword domain.

In this sword domain.

Indeed, the sword domain sounded impressive, but it was merely a clever trick.

Simply put, it was an array formation that required extremely stringent conditions. A million immortal swords were needed, and the person setting up the array had to be at late-stage Tribulation Transcender level with power so profound it left one speechless.

Moreover, using this technique came at a great cost—killing one thousand enemies while suffering eight hundred casualties.

If not for dire circumstances, he wouldn't have used it. But now, as long as he could kill Lin Xuan here, the price was worth it.

The sword domain couldn't compare to true domains that allowed the user to alter the laws of nature at will, but its power was still formidable.

For example, the chilling sword intent was incredibly lethal and hard to guard against.

Apart from this, there were many other deadly tricks in the sword domain. No matter what, he would kill Lin Xuan here.

At that moment, Lin Xuan raised his head with a determined look.

Although he had never heard of the sword domain, he now felt that dealing with this opponent wouldn't be easy. He had encountered unknown divine techniques and had devoured the Spirit Eye Lake, far surpassing other cultivators at the same stage. If he didn't act decisively, there was a real risk of falling into a trap.

A decision must be made!

Lin Xuan knew that if he hesitated, he might indeed fall into an ambush. He needed to make a choice now!
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Lin Xuan was a resolute and decisive person. Having made his decision, he naturally wouldn't hesitate or dilly-dally.

Taking a deep breath, the blue Star Sea in his dantian began to spin faster. The dazzling silver light points resembled beautiful stars in the sky.

The opponent proved much more formidable than expected. Lin Xuan could only rely on the Five Dragon Seal as his last resort.

Although he had many other means at his disposal, under these circumstances, even the Nine Palace Momentary Sword or the Vermilion Bird Ring would be unlikely to achieve a decisive victory. The same went for Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire; they wouldn't guarantee a one-hit kill.

拖得久了，就会出现变数。 So Lin Xuan chose the path of quick and decisive action. Wavering in such situations was unbecoming of his character.

Even though using the Five Dragon Seal would bring its own troubles, this grade of treasure was too powerful. The celestial laws it stirred up were awe-inspiring. A misstep could attract even more formidable opponents. This was why Lin Xuan hesitated to use it until absolutely necessary.

But now circumstances had changed. The situation was indeed dire, leaving no room for hesitation. Additionally, being within the Sword Realm meant that the celestial laws here differed from those of the Spirit World, potentially offering a hidden advantage.

Though Lin Xuan couldn't be certain, he felt at least fifty percent confident in this gamble. Two wrongs made one right, and his opponent wouldn’t give him much time to make such choices.

Just moments ago, it had been formless sword intent, but now the opponent was unleashing a series of incantations. The void began to distort as the sky above turned pale white. A small ball of fire appeared.

No, that wasn't fire; though elliptical in shape, it emitted a chilling锐气.

Most cultivators would be stunned by this sight. But an ancient record flashed through Lin Xuan's mind: Sword Soul!

"Could this be the legendary sword soul?"

Lin Xuan's voice echoed with shock as he looked incredulous.

"Hmph, you're not so ignorant after all."

The opponent sneered at his guess. "Correct, this is precisely the sword soul I condensed."

"Sword Soul!"

Even though Lin Xuan had already recognized it, a hint of doubt lingered in his mind. A sword soul wasn't something ordinary; it took at least ten thousand years for an immortal sword to develop one within a cultivator's dantian using their essence core fire.

This was similar to a spirit artifact but far more powerful than those condensed by postnatal cultivation, as the sword soul naturally derived from the sword itself. However, not every immortal sword could produce such a soul after ten thousand years; there were other conditions and coincidences involved.

In any case, a sword with a sword soul would undoubtedly enhance its power significantly.

Lin Xuan's Nine Palace Momentary Sword was undoubtedly one of the top-tier treasures.

However, Lin Xuan had only entered the cultivation world for thousands of years. Therefore, even though his sword was incredibly powerful, it lacked a sword soul.

This was another regret for Lin Xuan, but he understood that time wouldn't solve everything. While this was true, there was some self-pity in his thoughts, but the logic held.

The opponent was a cultivator who had passed through tribulation and naturally possessed a sword soul. This wasn’t what surprised Lin Xuan; what did was how weak these souls were—mere ordinary treasures at best.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's mind raced as he considered this possibility, his expression darkening with realization.

Before Lin Xuan could act, colorful sword souls began to appear one after another.

Their number grew until they filled the entire sky.

Sure enough...

The confirmation of his guess made Lin Xuan’s face even more grim. But a shocking sight awaited him; more sword souls continued to materialize at an astonishing rate.

Ordinary treasures producing sword souls was one thing, but these were too weak—like grains of rice. They seemed to be condensed from spirit artifacts.

Could spirit artifacts produce sword souls?

The answer was yes!

But this was purely theoretical. Even a Golden Core cultivator could have a spirit artifact, so there was no point in nurturing it for ten thousand years just for the sake of producing a sword soul.

This made no sense!

After all, even with a sword soul, a spirit artifact remained inferior to a treasure.

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts as more and more sword souls appeared. A rough count revealed nearly a million. In other words, the flying swords he had seen earlier indeed possessed sword souls.

"Little fellow, this is my final move, something only a late-stage tribulation cultivator could perform. Even after devouring the Spirit Eye Lake, I risked losing my soul and spirit, but it doesn't matter. I'll take you down to the netherworld even if I perish," the opponent's cold voice echoed, filled with venom.

Lin Xuan listened intently, feeling even more cautious.

A true master could tell by a single move; the opponent had summoned nearly a million sword souls, indicating an extraordinary technique.

But Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. He was prepared to use the Five Dragon Seal, his most mysterious treasure. Its power was clear to him; against a late-stage tribulation cultivator, he trusted it would suffice. Even a mere early-stage tribulation cultivator couldn’t pose much of a challenge with such a powerful artifact.

With both parties confident and impatient for anything less than a decisive outcome, they employed their final trump cards.

Meanwhile, at the Sword Lake Palace main hall, the Spirit Eye Lake was dry, but above it floated several dozen Core Formation Stage cultivators. Their expressions varied, but all showed anxiety and apprehension.

A hundred feet away, a ten-meter-wide light ball hovered, emitting chilling sword energy. This was undoubtedly the legendary Sword Realm.

They recognized this technique from their sect’s legends, their faces filled with amazement and admiration. With hope mingling in their excitement, they believed that if their junior uncle could manifest such a realm, Lin Xuan's strength, though formidable, would have a better chance of victory with such support.
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Although he had lost the Spirit Eye Lake, as long as he defeated this Lin Xiao and overcame the current crisis, there would naturally be an opportunity to rebuild his strength.

As they say, a worm may die but its body remains intact. The Sword Lake Palace, though repeatedly battered, still boasted a profound legacy inherited from ancient times. It was far beyond ordinary sects or families in terms of depth and breadth.

If not for the lingering hope in the Sword Lake Palace, these Spirit Formation Realm cultivators would have long left this place. With their strength, they could traverse the entire world.

This alone demonstrated the exceptional nature of the Sword Lake Palace; any other sect or family would have disbanded by now.

However, while that was true, the remaining Spirit Formation Realm elders were still uneasy. The Power of the Sword domain was formidable, but this Lin Xiao's abilities were beyond their expectations. Whether their sect could overcome this crisis remained uncertain even to the senior disciple.

At least they had no certainty; staying here entailed considerable risk.

"Senior Master, do you think our uncle can defeat that Lin Xiao?" Finally, someone couldn't hold back and spoke up, his voice filled with anxiety.

"Ah..."

The elderly man with a Taoist air on his face hesitated, then sighed. His words were full of uncertainty and desolation: "I don’t know."

"I don’t know."

The other Spirit Formation Realm cultivators were shocked.

Though their cultivation levels differed, the Master’s strength far exceeded that of his peers. It was no exaggeration to say he stood out like a towering tree. As one of the most likely candidates to transcend this world, his vision was unparalleled. Yet even he couldn't predict the outcome of this battle?

The elderly man said it with a Taoist air, but deep down, he too was filled with anxiety. He had never anticipated such an outcome when they plotted to seize treasures from Cloud Concealment Sect.

If only things could have been different. But now that it had come to this, there was no point in saying anything more.

The most crucial thing now was whether their sect could overcome the current crisis. If Uncle won, there would still be a chance for revival...

Otherwise, after millions of years of inheritance, the Sword Lake Palace might truly fall into his hands.

Thus, even though he disapproved of Uncle's devouring of the Spirit Eye Lake, he secretly hoped for victory.

While hope was not wrong, whether it could come true wasn't within his control.

The level of this battle far exceeded their imagination. All they could do now was wait quietly.

As a cultivator, patience was generally a virtue; a hundred years of meditation felt like mere moments to them. But at that moment, everyone had the feeling of waiting for an eternity.

Finally, after a cup of tea's time passed.

Boom!

The originally calm sky suddenly resounded with a thunderclap.

No, this deafening noise far surpassed even a thunderclap in magnitude.

Visible sound waves rippled outward in circles through the void.

Then, that bright light ball suddenly developed countless cracks. Dazzling beams of light, as thick as an arm, shot out from within.

This sudden phenomenon left everyone speechless. The Spirit Formation Realm elders were stunned, their faces showing a mix of shock and joy.

They waited with hope tinged with fear.

After such a long wait, finally there was a result. Would it be the heaven they hoped for or the hell that would destroy them?

No one knew!

The unknown was terrifying, but now they had reached the moment to reveal the truth.

Including the elderly man with a Taoist air, everyone waited anxiously.

It didn't take long; more beams of light shot out from the cracks. The Power of the Sword domain finally shattered into nothingness.

After a burst of intense light, it vanished completely, as if it had never existed.

Following this light, the surrounding spatial energy became chaotic, and an indistinct figure appeared in their sight.

Unclear!

Everyone's hearts raced, but in such circumstances, there was no way to act; they could only wait foolishly.

This process seemed complex but took merely a few breaths.

Soon, that blurry figure became clear.

It was an unremarkable-looking youth, yet his demeanor was regal as if he ruled the heavens.

Lin Xuan!

"Still alive!"

"It can't be. Uncle devoured the Spirit Eye Lake and had the Power of the Sword domain; how could he still lose to him?"

"Is this a joke? This guy isn’t even at the early Transcendence Realm, does he have such formidable strength?"

Doubts arose one after another, filled with disbelief.

Although they didn't have full confidence earlier, from any angle, Uncle's chances seemed better. Otherwise, why would they still be here?

Initially filled with hope, this unexpected outcome left everyone speechless and more panicked.

Now that even Uncle had fallen, what should they do?

Was the inheritance of the Sword Lake Palace truly over?

Many turned their heads to look at Senior Master.

They didn't want to flee but had already tried. Facing an old monster at the Transcendence Realm, fleeing would only result in being picked off one by one and falling faster.

Thus, despite their fear and anxiety, they could only wait obediently where they stood.

Lin Xuan turned his head, his gaze sweeping over their faces. To be honest, this battle wasn't easy; he was forced to use the Five Dragon Seal. Facing the final strike of a million sword souls, even with the Five Dragon Seal, it was barely won. Lin Xuan still felt a chill when thinking about it.

Sure, one shouldn’t underestimate heroes from all over the world.

This was his biggest takeaway from this battle: an early Transcendence Realm cultivator had pushed him to such limits; facing mid or late-stage old monsters, he couldn't be sure of a single strike kill with the Five Dragon Seal.

But regardless, the current crisis was finally overcome. The grudge between them and the Sword Lake Palace could now be resolved.

Well, not entirely. There were still some loose ends to tie up.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly at the corner of his mouth but didn't rush to speak. His gaze alone brought considerable pressure to the Spirit Formation Realm cultivators of the Sword Lake Palace.

These guys were already panicking, but many remained calm, like that elderly man with a Taoist air on his face, whose expression was grim and eyes flickering with thought.

In this strange silence, both sides stood facing each other.

After a long while, the Master of the Sword Lake Palace sighed deeply and bowed to Lin Xuan: "Please spare us. We yield."

"Yield?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback for a moment before he coldly laughed: "Senior Master, what courage! But if you want to admit defeat, go ahead. Is there such an easy thing in this world?"
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Lin Xuan's words caused most of the elders from Sword Lake Palace to show a mixture of anger and frustration. With their status and strength, they had never been subjected to such humiliation.

However, at this moment, each elder was looking around nervously, none daring to openly rebuke or challenge Lin Xuan. It wasn't surprising; after all, two Supreme Elders had already perished, and Lin Xuan was not the type of cultivator who would insist on getting his way even when he was in the right.

Since the conflict arose from their side due to greed, achieving a peaceful resolution wouldn’t be easy. While Lin Xuan wasn't one to take revenge for every slight, he certainly wasn't someone who could be bullied without retaliating.

People must pay the price for their actions. Since Sword Lake Palace had made such a choice in the past, they couldn’t expect leniency now.

Thus, what Lin Xuan did was not overly harsh; it was simply about seeking revenge when deserved and showing gratitude where due.

"Senior, your words are correct. Simply conceding defeat is insufficient. We have accepted our loss with grace. Please be magnanimous and spare us."

The elderly man with a scholarly appearance bowed again. This guy understood the principle that one must adapt to circumstances. A true man can both bend and stand firm. Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire his demeanor.

However, while he admired the elder's stance, such a concession was far from enough for the conflict between the two sects.

What followed left Lin Xuan utterly shocked. He never expected them to make such a decision.

The elderly man’s calm voice echoed: "A mere apology is not enough to quell your wrath. How about our sect submitting to Cloud Hidden Sect?"

"What?" Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned, this decision being too shocking to believe.

Not just Lin Xuan, but other Spirit Formation Period elders were equally shocked.

"Senior Brother, what did you say?"

"Not a mistake. Our sect is the top family in Naelong World. Even after these setbacks, we are still larger than a small Cloud Hidden Sect!"

"Senior Brother, have you lost your mind!"

...

It was no wonder the other elders reacted so strongly; this matter was truly unprecedented.

Indeed, as they said, even though the sect had suffered losses, its core strength remained substantial. With their own disciples numbering in the tens of thousands and Lin Xuan still a formidable opponent, Cloud Hidden Sect couldn’t possibly swallow them whole.

In other words, while Sword Lake Palace might decline, it wasn't at the mercy of others. Why submit to such a small sect?

They thought this decision was utterly foolish. If not for their trust in the senior’s character, they would suspect that the eldest senior had infiltrated Cloud Hidden Sect.

Of course, that was impossible.

But his decision made even less sense.

The other elders began arguing loudly, but Lin Xuan remained unmoved, his gaze flickering as he guessed at the elder's intentions.

Hmph, a wise man acts with subtlety. This Sword Lake Palace senior is more cunning than I imagined.

A retreat to advance strategy. It’s fine; we still hold the initiative. It’s too early to tell who will benefit from this.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help smiling. He ignored their clamor and decided to sit back and watch.

The victor will be the one who laughs last, and he didn't want to get caught up in his own schemes.

"Enough, no more talking."

Seeing that they were still arguing and making no progress, the elderly man with a scholarly appearance roared. His reputation as an elder was already well-established, so even though he was angry, the other cultivators dared not argue back, all falling silent.

However, their faces still showed their dissatisfaction; after all, this matter was too important. If the eldest senior couldn't provide a convincing reason, they wouldn’t easily give up.

Though many cultivators were often cold-hearted, these elders had spent over ten thousand years in Sword Lake Palace and held deep feelings for it. Not one of them hesitated at this critical moment.

Lin Xuan sighed; Sword Lake Palace’s current status and strength weren't due to luck alone.

If the Supreme Elder, Thousand Swords Venerable, hadn’t disappeared mysteriously, he would have likely lost this battle.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He turned his head slowly and spoke calmly: "What do you want to say?"

"Admitting defeat is our duty. Our sect has suffered a crushing loss today. However, my fellow disciples are divided on your decision. If you trust me, please leave for now. I will come back tomorrow at noon with an answer that satisfies you. What do you think of this plan?"

The elderly man spoke sincerely, though he was somewhat nervous. After all, in Lin Xuan's hands, the situation was already under control; would he really leave?

Indeed, his worries were unnecessary. Since Lin Xuan had guessed the elder’s intentions, there was no reason to refuse.

Lin Xuan appreciated this boldness.

"Fine, as you say, I will give you a day to make your decision. If by tomorrow at noon, you still can’t satisfy me, don't blame me for being too powerful," Lin Xuan said generously. As he spoke, a layer of green light enveloped him, and he turned into a streak of lightning that disappeared in the distance.

A few blinks later, he was already out of sight. His departure was clean and decisive, without any hesitation.

"Is he really gone?"

"Did that guy really leave?"

...

The other Spirit Formation Period cultivators were stunned. If not for seeing their peers react similarly, they would have thought they had misheard or misunderstood something.

Their senior brother had managed to send off such a formidable opponent with just a few words. Even without witnessing it themselves, they found this hard to believe.

However, the elderly man’s face showed no signs of relief; his departure was so decisive that he might have guessed their intentions.

Wouldn’t he regret leaving if he changed his mind?

...

Lin Xuan wasn't worried about that.

Sword Lake Palace was indeed a dangerous place, but he had already openly entered it. The other side couldn’t do anything to him.

Even with the protective array broken and two Supreme Elders dead, Sword Lake Palace was now at its weakest point. Lin Xuan didn’t worry about any tricks they might pull off in just one day.

After all, there was no way they could run away; you can't run from a temple but escape a monk. With hundreds of thousands of disciples as the foundation, Sword Lake Palace couldn’t abandon them.

PS: I need your support with recommendation votes, very much so. Thank you for your support, please vote!
第三千一百三十一章 并非缓兵之计

So Lin Xuan was not at all worried about the other party doing something foolish like making a profit from breaking a promise.

After all, such an action would be purely self-inflicted suffering. While he couldn't speak for the other Conclave Elders, the Sword Lake Palace's Grandmaster had both cunning and demeanor that were anything but trivial. Lin Xuan was one hundred percent certain that the other party wouldn't be toying with him.

He believed that a satisfactory result would come tomorrow.

Lin Xuan didn't travel too far; he landed his遁光 in an uninhabited mountain about several hundred miles from Sword Lake Palace and did not establish any cave dwelling. He simply found a clean piece of ground to meditate, as one day wouldn't take long to pass.

...

Lin Xuan's reaction was set aside for now, but after he left, the Sword Lake Palace Elders exchanged glances, both fearful and elated, wondering how this matter would be resolved.

Gradually, everyone's gaze fell on the Grandmaster.

It seemed they were waiting for his decision or perhaps an explanation. The implications of their gazes were incredibly complex.

With two Senior Elders having fallen, and Master Venerable Ten Thousand Swords gone missing, Sword Lake Palace was now in its gravest crisis since its founding. With no clear leader, everyone waited for the Grandmaster's decision.

They believed that what had just been said was merely a delaying tactic; the Grandmaster must have other plans.

"Let's discuss this when we return."

The elderly man with an air of immortality on his face remained unchanged as he spoke in a calm voice. Without waiting for anyone else to speak, he emitted a burst of spiritual light and flew forward.

Although the Spirit Eye Lake was dry, Sword Lake Palace had ample space elsewhere for meetings.

Other Conclave Elders reacted differently but eventually followed silently behind.

Of course, their hearts were filled with anxiety and a hint of urgency—whether or not the Grandmaster had any confidence in resolving this crisis.

Soon they arrived at a large building made of gray-black stones. Armed disciples patrolled nearby, their faces filled with worry.

Seeing the Grandmaster and other Elders arrive, the disciples visibly relaxed and hurriedly bowed.

But the cultivators paid no attention to these low-ranking disciples; they entered silently, leaving the guards both surprised and with an ominous feeling spreading in their hearts.

Although this stone building was crude, its interior was vast, with stone tables and chairs arranged.

The cultivators naturally had no time for politeness. They sat down wherever there was space nearby.

Apart from a few unfortunate souls who had died at Lin Xuan's hands, the remaining Conclave Elders numbered nearly a hundred.

If not for encountering this monster, so many Conclave Elders could have put up a fight with the sect's sword formations and even a Transcendence Period ancestor.

But now, no one dared to make such plans; they were too frightened by Lin Xuan.

"Brother, your delaying tactic was good. What should we do now? Should we quickly pack our belongings and leave?" A short and plump Elder spoke as soon as he sat down. There was no time for delay; there wasn't any extra time to waste.

"That's a delaying tactic. Who said I used a delaying tactic?"

The elderly man with an air of immortality didn't hesitate to speak, startling the other Elders. They began to blame him.

"What? It's not a delaying tactic. Brother, do you really want our sect to submit like Cloud Concealment Sect did?"

"Are you serious? The tiny Cloud Concealment Sect was just a third-rate sect a hundred years ago..."

"Brother, what are you thinking? A man of honor would rather die than surrender. Even if we can't defeat that Lin kid, we mustn't disgrace our sect."

...

"Enough."

Facing everyone's accusations, the elderly man remained calm and stern. After the noise gradually subsided, he spoke slowly: "All this nonsense—trying to fight a rock with an egg. Come, let me ask you, can we get away?"

"Even without considering how powerful that Transcendence Period monster's consciousness is, running away from the temple but not the monk. Do you think we can escape if everyone flees in panic and hides somewhere? That Lin kid might not be able to do anything to us. But with over a hundred thousand disciples, how will these young ones escape once they anger him and he starts a massacre? Our sect would truly be destroyed by your hands..."

The elderly man's stern voice echoed through the room. While this logic wasn't unknown to many, their minds weren't as intricate as his, so it hadn't occurred to them.

Hearing the analysis, everyone's expressions grew dimmer; they had to admit that the Grandmaster was right—running would only bring about irreparable destruction for the sect.

...

Silence filled the stone hall. After a moment, someone finally spoke, but with weakened resolve, no longer as confident:

"Brother is correct, but even so, there's no need to submit to Cloud Concealment Sect. Our sect has indeed been utterly defeated, but the tiny Cloud Concealment Sect can't swallow us whole. We could just give them more crystals and treasures; why make them our subordinates?"

...

This statement met with approval from many.

Cloud Concealment Sect, now ranked twelfth among all sects in the Ten Thousand Dao Palace, had risen to prominence only in this millennium. Sword Lake Palace was one of the largest sects a million years ago. The sect's cultivators naturally looked down on Cloud Concealment Sect.

While bowing and submitting might be acceptable, they couldn't bear to become subordinate to Cloud Concealment Sect.

"Idiots, do you not understand that a man can bend or stretch? Moreover, even if that Lin kid is willing to let us go, I would never proactively propose becoming their subordinates," the elderly man said solemnly.

"Why?"

This unexpected response calmed the other Elders. The Grandmaster must have some plan; what could it be?

Everyone was at a loss for a moment, waiting for the answer from the Grandmaster.

The elderly man with an air of immortality had no intention of keeping them in suspense: "I'll ask you: how is our current situation?"

"Of course, things are dire."

They all spoke in unison.

"Correct. The Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was taken by that Lin kid, the Spirit Eye Lake is dry, Senior Elder has disappeared, and two Senior Aunts have fallen. Our sect can be said to have declined to an irreparable extent. If it were just a common sect, I could still provide some protection for my disciples with these old fellows, but our reputation and status are too high; in such circumstances, what kind of crisis will we face? Have you all thought about this?"
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"..."

The elders were silent, their faces showing a hint of embarrassment. They indeed hadn't thought that far ahead; everyone was just focused on how to get through the current crisis. The future prospects for their sect didn't even cross their minds.

However, as the saying goes, those who fail to plan for the distant future will surely face immediate worries.

The senior master's thoughts were correct. As the leading clan family in Nai Long Realm, they were indeed honored and respected. However, both openly and secretly, they had provoked many powerful enemies.

In the past, with the protection of the Supreme Elder, these threats could be ignored. But now that their sect was declining, troublemakers would likely emerge soon.

For instance, if Old Devil Xue from Black Wind Valley learned about this, he wouldn't spare them.

In other words, even if they managed to get through this crisis, more troubles were bound to follow. You can't escape your fate; the Sword Lake Palace might still face disintegration.

While such a result was undesirable, it was hard to deal with.

As the saying goes, "A tall tree attracts wind." Senior cultivators at the Spirit Dividing stage already had considerable strength, but protecting something as massive as the Sword Lake Palace required beings capable of withstanding tribulation.

But both senior masters were gone, and the fate of the Grand Elder was unknown. Where could they find a tribulation-stage cultivator to protect them? Asking for help from Lin Xuan, the young master, seemed like a last resort.

Wait... Lin Xuan?

Following this line of thought, some quick-witted elders realized that there was indeed an old monster at the tribulation stage right before their eyes.

And his strength was formidable; he far surpassed others of the same rank.

If the Sword Lake Palace became附属 to Cloud Concealment Sect, it would face many constraints and inconveniences. But in times of crisis, like when dealing with Old Devil Xue, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore them out of principle or reason.

No matter his reluctance, he had to provide protection for their sect, taking on these difficulties one by one.

Thus, even though the Supreme Elders were all gone, they could still stand firm in Nai Long Realm. No petty people would take advantage of their situation.

Thinking about it this way, relying on Cloud Concealment Sect wasn't necessarily a bad thing; from a long-term perspective, it might be more beneficial than harmful.

After clearly understanding this point, the Spirit Dividing cultivators present were filled with admiration for the senior master. He had thought so far ahead and taken such bold risks that it was truly impressive.

However, while they agreed, there was still some doubt in their minds. The senior master's decision to align with Cloud Concealment Sect was driven by necessity, but once made, it would add many constraints to the Sword Lake Palace. If things went wrong, they might regret it too late.

With this thought, a cultivator raised his concerns.

But the old man with a refined demeanor remained calm and even showed disdain: "Hmph. You know all of this, yet what better solution do you have? Everyone here is welcome to propose other options; we can discuss them."

"Y-y-you..."

The cultivator who had raised doubts was speechless. He could see that the senior master's plan had some flaws, but asking him for a better idea would be unreasonable. Moreover, his words made sense—being at the Spirit Dividing stage, he understood that everything had pros and cons.

Others shared similar expressions of disagreement, unable to come up with better solutions after much discussion. After a while, it was the old man who spoke again:

"I did this out of necessity, but bearing humiliation can bring rewards. Remember, the Grand Elder is just missing; maybe one day he'll return."

This wasn't empty talk. The others' faces showed hope as well. Tribulation-stage cultivators rarely fell to their deaths, let alone later-stage beings. Even if they faced a terrible crisis, survival was always possible.

Thus, while there were no updates on Venerable Thousand Swords, everyone believed that the Grand Elder would return one day.

With this in mind, their gloom lifted. If the Grand Elder returned, their situation would fundamentally change, and Cloud Concealment Sect might have to submit.

Given this, why not bear some humiliation for now?

After pondering this, they all felt at peace.

Thus, the discussion ended. They understood the situation and recognized their position. The senior master's proposal faced no opposition or objections anymore.

Those who adapt to circumstances are wise.

At least in the current situation, it was the best solution.

---

The day passed uneventfully.

On the second day, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew back to the Sword Lake Palace.

As a strategist, he knew what the old man's intentions were. While his strength wasn't discussed, Lin Xuan had every confidence in his ability to play mind games.

The choice to align with Cloud Concealment Sect was driven by necessity, but it might also be an attempt to "rest under a big tree." The Sword Lake Palace, without its support, would need him to provide protection. This strategy was indeed clever.

But that didn't matter; if someone tried to outsmart him, they might end up tricking themselves instead.

After all, the initiative remained in his hands. Such an outcome was beneficial for both Cloud Concealment Sect and himself.

With the Sword Lake Palace's allegiance, their sect could rise to prominence quickly, becoming the leading clan family in Nai Long Realm.

Compared to this benefit, taking some risks wasn't worth worrying about.

Having seen through the other party's intentions, Lin Xuan was confident. He didn't fear any hidden motives and flew towards the Sword Lake Palace.

Not long after, he saw a group of cultivators, but they weren't setting up an ambush; these cultivators bowed to him in greeting.

Leading them were the Spirit Dividing cultivators from yesterday, their faces now full of smiles, showing utmost respect. They seemed to treat Lin Xuan as if he were the Supreme Elder of the Sword Lake Palace.

This was expected.

Having understood the situation and knowing what the senior master intended, they wouldn't oppose him. Since they had decided to bear humiliation, this superficial respect wasn't significant.
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A man of great deeds need not be petty. As a high-level spirit essence expert, he couldn't possibly lack this kind of magnanimity and demeanor. After all, for the Sword Lake Palace in its current predicament, relying on Cloud Concealment Sect was an inevitable choice, but it could also be seen as a way out.

In fact, there might even be good fortune from misfortune!

They all understood the principle that one must bow when under someone else's roof. For now, they would temporarily lower their heads and endure this momentary frustration in order to rise again in the future.

A gentleman seeks revenge after ten years; although the time in the cultivation world was longer, they believed that the Sword Lake Palace could weather its current crisis.

As for Lin Xuan, he had his own considerations as well. For him, relying on a sect was indeed an inevitable choice.

If possible, Lin Xuan would rather swallow the entire Sword Lake Palace whole.

However, while such plans sounded good in theory, they were utterly impossible to achieve. The Sword Lake Palace originated from ancient times and had been ranked first among all sects for millions of years. Its vast resources were beyond words to describe.

Despite severe setbacks, its scale was still unimaginable to outsiders. Just considering the number of high-level spirit essence experts within the sect—nearly a hundred—and the tens of thousands of disciples, not to mention the affiliated forces under their control, Lin Xuan was extremely envious but also understood the principle that a guest cannot overshadow the host. Although Cloud Concealment Sect had developed rapidly over a thousand years, it still paled in comparison to the Sword Lake Palace.

Swallowing this sect would be sheer hubris; he knew his own limitations and thus settled for a compromise. While relying on a sect couldn't satisfy him completely, Cloud Concealment Sect could provide significant benefits. For instance, with the Sword Lake Palace's support, which sect in the Dragon Gate region dared to challenge Cloud Concealment Sect?

In return, Cloud Concealment Sect could leverage their power, achieving mutual benefit and maintaining control over the situation.

Therefore, even though he knew that the other party had ulterior motives, Lin Xuan was not concerned. In the cultivation world, might made right; as long as he had enough strength, he wouldn't fear any cunning plots from them. Moreover, he was equally adept at playing mind games.

In truth, whether to pretend to be a snake or who would ultimately prevail remained uncertain.

Lin Xuan was confident in his own abilities, and the Sword Lake Palace's headmaster felt the same way. After all, it was like a dragon swimming in shallow waters being mocked by shrimp, or a tiger falling into plain sight being bullied by dogs. But that didn't matter; as long as they could weather this crisis, the Elder would return one day, and then they could regain their dignity.

With both parties having their own plans but agreeing on a compromise, the matter was settled.

...

Since the matter had been resolved, Lin Xuan did not wish to linger at the Sword Lake Palace any longer. After all, for him, sects were merely tools; his own strength was what mattered most in the cultivation world.

There were still many things to do with the Sword Lake Palace's support, but he had no interest in handling these trivial matters. He would leave that to his senior brothers and sisters.

A few days later, Lin Xuan returned to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Seeing Lin Xuan return safely, the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy were naturally overjoyed. When Lin Xuan recounted his journey, they were left speechless, thinking they must have heard wrong.

"Lin Junior Brother, you say you single-handedly breached the main hall of the Sword Lake Palace and even killed its two Supreme Elders? And now it has become a vassal sect under our banner?"

The Dragon-named boy's trembling voice echoed in their ears. He was well-traveled, but such an outcome was beyond his wildest dreams.

That wasn't just any ordinary sect; it was the Sword Lake Palace, which had dominated the Dragon Gate region for millions of years. If not for knowing Lin Xuan's character and his never telling lies, he would have thought that Lin Xuan had gone mad and was babbling nonsense.

Because of the disaster at Spirit Eye Lake, they were already content to survive; but this outcome surpassed their wildest dreams.

The Sword Lake Palace becoming a vassal sect—such a thing was beyond their wildest dreams.

"Junior Brother, are you serious? This news is too shocking."

The silver-eyed girl's expression mirrored his. The information was truly astonishing.

Lin Xuan did not hide; he shared his analysis and speculations. If the headmaster of the Sword Lake Palace were present, he would be stunned, as all Lin Xuan's plans and considerations had been accurately guessed by him.

"Ah, so that’s how it is. They used a clever tactic to shift blame."

The Dragon-named boy sighed in relief. "Junior Brother, since you've uncovered their intentions, why did you still agree?"

"That's right, not to mention the old demon from Black Wind Valley; once he learns of this news, he will certainly come after the Sword Lake Palace for revenge. In that case, won't Junior Brother become a sacrificial shield for them?"

"Yes, Lin Junior Brother, the Sword Lake Palace is like a tree attracting wind and rain; it has offended many powerful forces beyond just Black Wind Valley. By agreeing to protect them, you are creating endless trouble for yourself."

"Alright, but the key issue is that Venerable Wan Jian, an old monster who has passed the tribulation stage, would never fall so easily. He must be preoccupied with something; if he returns here, he won't let it go."

The silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named boy's faces were filled with worry as they exchanged words. They couldn't understand why Lin Junior Brother, having seen through their plot, still fell for it.

"Haha, Senior Brother and Sister need not worry. I have a solid plan," Lin Xuan said calmly, his expression showing no signs of anxiety. However, he was not interested in explaining the reasons behind his actions.

Although the silver-eyed girl and Dragon-named boy were curious, they did not press further when Lin Xuan stopped speaking. Seeing him so confident, they felt reassured. After all, they had already seen how powerful Lin Junior Brother was; if he dared to do this, it must be with great confidence.

After explaining everything clearly, Lin Xuan took his leave. Without delay, the silver-eyed girl and Dragon-named boy prepared and went to the main hall of the Sword Lake Palace the next day. The opportunity should not be missed; even as a vassal sect, there were still many tasks to handle. These matters were familiar to them, and the Sword Lake Palace would not go back on its word, so Lin Xuan had no worries.

With a flash of green light enveloping him, he flew directly to his cave abode.
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Cloud Concealing Sect was far from its former self. Lin Xuan's abode naturally became spacious and luxurious. Although he hadn't returned to the main hall for a long time, his abode wasn't neglected; disciples below him took care of cleaning and tidying every day, keeping it as clean as before.

Lin Xuan looked very satisfied upon seeing this and casually rewarded some precious stones. The disciples were overjoyed, thanked him, and left one after another.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he waved his sleeves to release several colorful array flags. Even though it was in the main hall of his sect, with his nature, he naturally set up some defensive arrays around his abode.

Everything went smoothly, taking no long time at all. Soon, Lin Xuan returned to his abode. After such a long journey, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel somewhat fatigued, though he would never admit it.

Although there were still many things to do, cultivation didn’t need to be rushed.

Thus, without doing anything else, Lin Xuan directly went into his bedroom and fell asleep soundly.

He slept for several days. After waking up, feeling that his spirit energy had fully recovered, Lin Xuan bathed and changed clothes before heading to the training hall.

This single-handed trip to Sword Lake Palace was indeed arduous, enduring nine deaths out of ten as he ventured into its main hall. However, in exchange, he gained much more than he lost.

Apart from other benefits,

the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram obtained by breaking through their critical array was a precious item beyond comparison.

Though the exact grade wasn't clear, Lin Xuan had personally experienced its power and knew it well. If his guess was correct, this might be one of the legendary先天treasures.

The thought crossed his mind, but he shook his head in denial.

No, how rare such treasures are! Even if Sword Lake Palace used to be the top force in the Dragon's Lair Realm, they likely couldn't have it.

But ordinary post-天treasures wouldn’t possess such power; even legendary玄天treasures were far inferior. What exactly was this item?

Lin Xuan wasn’t sure but laughed and shook his head. He didn’t care what it was; he shouldn’t delve too deeply into its origins or grade.

Exploring these aspects in the future would be fine, as they had no impact on him.

What mattered now was that the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was his, a powerful treasure. Acquiring such an item brought benefits and could be seen as adding wings to a tiger.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt relieved.

Then, he waved his sleeves, emitting a spiritual light.

The scroll spun around before landing beside him—a simple ancient scroll, the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram itself.

This scroll was about ten feet long, with multicolored glass-like material. It should have been mysterious but appeared dull at this moment, yet it still exuded an ancient and primitive aura.

Lin Xuan sighed. The Ten Thousand Swords Diagram had consumed much of his essence energy in their battle. Although several days had passed, its recovery was far from ideal; the item still felt gravely injured.

But that didn’t matter. He could invest more effort to restore it eventually.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward. As the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was unowned, he easily opened it with his power.

A stream of spiritual light emitted as the scroll slowly unfurled. The ink and brushwork revealed countless divine swords in various lengths and shapes, each exuding an awe-inspiring presence.

Ten Thousand Swords Diagram!

The last few ancient characters appeared on the scroll, radiating golden light and a majestic aura. They were written in flowing script, coincidentally recognizable to Lin Xuan.

Indeed, it was no ordinary treasure.

Lin Xuan felt increasingly pleased as he examined it. With his current discernment, such treasures were rare, and this one stood out even more.

Now, Lin Xuan needed to refine this treasure, imprinting his divine consciousness on it so that he could command it like an extension of himself in battle.

Knowing that experts fought with the finest margin, if a treasure couldn’t be used smoothly, it might lead to fatal consequences against enemies.

Lin Xuan was determined and waved his hands repeatedly. As he did, magical incantations shot out from his fingertips, entering the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram’s surface, causing a faint green glow to appear.

Three days passed in a blink.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed with relief but looked extremely frustrated.

After much effort over three nights, refining this treasure had failed. Lin Xuan was disappointed but not discouraged.

The item was no ordinary treasure; some setbacks were normal.

One failure wasn’t significant; he could regroup and try again.

Of course, the previous method wouldn’t work, but with his extensive knowledge, there were many ways to refine treasures.

Trying each one in turn, Lin Xuan believed that at least one would succeed.

Although this approach took more time, it was insignificant compared to the benefits gained.

Compared to other cultivators of similar rank, Lin Xuan was far too young. He had plenty of life span and could afford to waste some time without it being a concern.

...

Having made his decision, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate. He patted his waist, emitting spiritual light, revealing several bottles and jars before him.

This method for refining the treasure was no ordinary one; other precious materials were needed as well. Lin Xuan was confident but still failed after several days.

He wasn't discouraged and took a short rest before trying again.

Victory or defeat, he remained resolute. With his tenacity, this minor setback was nothing compared to past trials.

...

Time passed like water, and in no time, half a year had gone by.

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed as a look of despair appeared on his face. After six months of effort, Lin Xuan tried all the methods he could think of for refining treasures but failed every single one. To this day, he hadn’t managed to refine the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram.
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Lin Xuan's nature was bold and resolute, but the series of setbacks made him feel anything but indifferent.

Just feeling depressed wasn't going to help solve the immediate crisis at hand.

What should he do now?

Lin Xuan frowned as he pondered his options. However, amidst his frustration, a glimmer of hope persisted. He had tried every known method to refine this treasure, yet none worked. This situation was indeed vexing, but it also suggested that the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram's quality far exceeded his initial expectations.

Misfortune and fortune are interdependent; Lin Xuan knew this well. So while he felt some frustration, he wasn't overly anxious. After all, good things take time, and a little patience wouldn’t hurt.

But what should he do next?

Lin Xuan was truly at a loss. Despite his broad knowledge, he had already tried every technique to refine the treasure over the past six months, with no success. He was now completely at a dead end.

Lin Xuan stared at the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, lost in thought.

"Ah!"

After a long while, he sighed.

For a moment, Lin Xuan couldn’t think of any good solutions and decided to put it aside for now. Once he emerged from his seclusion, he would delve into ancient texts and hopefully find a way out.

Since he had no immediate ideas, Lin Xuan didn't plan on spending more time on the matter. He had plenty of other things to handle.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan took out another treasure—a scroll depicting a mountain of black gold.

The Mountain Golden Bird Scroll!

To be honest, Lin Xuan himself wasn’t sure why he brought this item out. It seemed as if some unseen voice was guiding him, but the exact reason eluded him. So he didn't overthink it and simply took it out.

This too was a spirit treasure, though a relatively recent one. Its power was still considerable.

However, Lin Xuan had already advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence stage, making this scroll somewhat outdated. Although it contained some true soul phoenix spirits, its power felt too weak for him.

He hadn’t used this item in battle for quite some time.

Of course, a divine treasure’s intrinsic value was immense, so even though he found it somewhat redundant, Lin Xuan kept it in his waist pouch called the Momentary Bag.

Habit became second nature, and he didn't pay much attention to it. However, just now, something subtle stirred within him. He wasn’t sure why, but somehow, this Mountain Golden Bird Scroll was taken out.

Could there be a connection between these two treasures…

A thought arose in Lin Xuan’s mind. Although he had no certainty, trying wouldn’t cost much time.

Since he had already wasted six months here, one more failure wouldn't matter. Trying it couldn’t hurt.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve again. The Mountain Golden Bird Scroll rose into the air and hovered above him.

Slowly unfurling, a very ancient scroll appeared before his eyes.

A red glow emerged from the scroll, and in the center of the painting were twelve distinct mountains of varying sizes.

Unlike ordinary landscapes, these mountains weren’t lush with greenery. Instead, they stood tall and proud, their peaks reaching towards the sky. The surfaces of the mountains lacked any vegetation—only flames burned there.

Volcanoes?

No, this was clearly different from what he expected.

At the base of some of the mountains, strange birds circled around.

These birds had three legs and looked somewhat like crows but were adorned with golden feathers.

Seeing this, the name of these creatures came to mind: Three-legged Golden Birds!

Their power might not match that of phoenixes, but they were still formidable.

Although he hadn’t used it in years, Lin Xuan remembered what was depicted on this scroll. However, comparing it to the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, he had a new insight.

In essence, these two scrolls, despite their vastly different qualities and subjects, shared a familiar style. It felt as if… they were created by the same person.

Could it be…

Lin Xuan’s mind began to piece together the puzzle. He was almost certain that there was a connection between these treasures.

However, exactly what kind of connection remained unclear. Lin Xuan had gained some clarity. Perhaps… this Ten Thousand Swords Diagram couldn’t be refined in the first place.

In Sword Lake Palace, it was used with an array.

Originally, he thought its power increased significantly when combined with the array. But now, it seemed that while his initial guess might still hold, another possibility was that no one from the generations of Sword Lake Palace’s cultivators could refine this diagram; they only relied on the array to drive it.

While he couldn’t be certain about this hypothesis, it was likely correct.

If the ancestors of Sword Lake Palace failed, how could he succeed?

Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged. His gaze fell upon the two treasures: the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram and the Mountain Golden Bird Scroll. What connection did they share beyond their similar styles?

There must be something else useful to discover.

Lin Xuan needed to try.

Taking a deep breath, he infused his essence energy into both items. He didn’t know what to do next but had no choice but to proceed step by step.

However, the next scene was far from what Lin Xuan expected.

A clear and resonant sound echoed as the two treasures began to glow. They then rose into the air and merged in the middle.

Lin Xuan almost thought he was hallucinating.

But when he rubbed his eyes, the image remained unchanged. The two scrolls were indeed merging mid-air, a process that defied words but was real. Two ancient scrolls combined, and brilliant spiritual light appeared before him.

The surrounding elemental energy became chaotic.

No, it wasn’t just the elemental energy; the clear sky darkened suddenly, followed by fierce winds and heavy rain. Lightning danced across the sky, deafening thunder roared, and from afar, it seemed as if a heavenly tribulation was about to descend.
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The cultivators of the Cloud Concealment Sect had already sensed something amiss. The chaotic primordial qi seemed to foretell some impending crisis, and most of them wore expressions of fear.

After a moment, several streaks of light appeared from afar, flying towards the scene of the incident.

This place was originally the main headquarters of the Cloud Concealment Sect, so their reactions were naturally swift.

Soon, the lights dimmed, revealing the faces of five or six cultivators.

Their expressions were all extremely serious; most of them were at the Spirit Cultivation Stage. Although the Cloud Concealment Sect was not as formidable as the Sword Lake Palace, it had absorbed countless powerful sects and families, which allowed its rapid rise on the rankings of the Ten Thousand Clear Palace.

There were only three Supreme Elders, but there were far more Spirit Cultivation cultivators than that number.

While Lin Xuan and a Dragon-named youth had gone to the Sword Lake Palace, other Spirit Cultivation cultivators remained at the main headquarters. This unusual celestial phenomenon brought them all here.

However, what surprised everyone was that five of the six arrivals were at the Spirit Cultivation Stage, while only one was at the Profound Void Stage.

In a cultivation world where strength reigned supreme, even seniority mattered, yet these five old monsters at the Spirit Cultivation Stage bowed their heads submissively, clearly placing the young woman in front as the leader.

Such matters were hard to believe unless seen with one's own eyes.

But to the disciples of the Cloud Concealment Sect, it was perfectly normal.

Because that young woman wasn't an ordinary cultivator; even the two Supreme Elders treated her very respectfully. She was Lin Xuan’s direct disciple, Lady Gong Sun Yu’er.

Lin Xuan had contributed greatly to the current prominence of the Cloud Concealment Sect, but without him, it would not have reached its present state. This much was certain.

Thus, the atmosphere among the disciples regarding Lin Xuan was understandable.

As his disciple, Lady Gong Sun Yu’er naturally enjoyed many advantages. Moreover, she excelled in handling sect affairs and had a commanding presence, akin to that of a general. Therefore, this time, most of the cultivators who remained at the Cloud Concealment Sect were led by her.

Although they arrived quickly, due to their distance, those with closer proximity to the main cave entered first.

They whispered among themselves but dared not approach too closely. Although they didn't know for certain that Lin Xuan had returned to the main headquarters, they knew it was his elder’s cave.

Lady Gong Sun Yu’er frowned. She knew her master was in the cave, engaged in some secret cultivation technique and thus secluded herself in seclusion.

This celestial phenomenon likely had something to do with her master. Could it be that Master was about to advance again?

Lady Gong Sun Yu’er shook her head, expelling this absurd thought from her mind. Although her master’s rapid progress defied common sense, he had only just entered the Tribulation Stage; how could he possibly advance so soon after that?

This was impossible.

It must be related to the secret cultivation technique her master was practicing.

With this in mind, Lady Gong Sun Yu’er raised her eyebrows and spoke with a hint of coldness: "All disciples listen up. From now on, this area within a hundred miles is forbidden ground. Leave immediately or face sect discipline."

"Yes!"

Although the order seemed somewhat forced, causing the disciples to question it, they did not dare ignore it. They bowed respectfully in mid-air and dispersed.

Several Spirit Cultivation cultivators nodded inwardly. Lady Gong Sun Yu’er’s handling was bold and prudent, perfectly fitting the situation.

A thin-faced cultivator spoke up: "Sister, this celestial phenomenon is so unusual. Is it really related to Master Lin?"

He addressed her directly.

This young woman was Lin Xuan's direct disciple, and as a Tribulation Stage cultivator, his disciples had the right to interact with them on equal terms.

"..."

Lady Gong Sun Yu’er frowned slightly and hesitated before speaking.

Suddenly, a black light shot up into the sky.

After a moment, the light dimmed, revealing Lin Xuan’s face.

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from above, but it was not that of a Tribulation Stage cultivator; merely at the Spirit Cultivation Stage. His skin was also noticeably darker than Lin Xuan's.

The other Spirit Cultivation cultivators were still hesitant when Lady Gong Sun Yu’er knelt down with joy: "Yu'er pays respects to Master. Congratulations on your great success and advancement to the Tribulation Stage."

The other cultivators were stunned, exchanged glances, and hurriedly paid their respects as well. Although this differed from the image of Elder Lin in the ancestral hall, Lady Gong Sun Yu’er was his direct disciple; there was no reason for them to make a mistake.

Some quick-witted individuals realized that if they guessed correctly, it might be Master Lin’s body clone.

They had no idea that their guess was correct, but Lin Xuan's inner body clone was far more intricate than ordinary clones.

"Yu'er!"

Seeing the young woman before him, Lin Xuan showed a hint of surprise. He hadn’t seen this disciple in person since returning from the lost realm and then engaging in conflict with the Sword Lake Palace. Although he had returned to the main headquarters several times, there was no chance for them to meet.

In just a few hundred years, Lady Gong Sun Yu’er’s appearance remained unchanged, but her cultivation level had advanced by one stage; she was now at the Profound Void Middle Stage.

Her rapid progress compared to Lin Xuan's was incomparable, yet it far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators. This was due not only to her efforts but also to her excellent innate abilities and the cultivation resources available to her within the Cloud Concealment Sect.

Seeing Yu'er unharmed, Lin Xuan was delighted, but this wasn’t a time for familial bonds. He spoke succinctly: "Yu’er, you and your fellow disciples should retreat temporarily and activate all the prohibitions and protective arrays of the sect."

"What? Even the protective array?"

A robed cultivator beside him looked surprised.

"Why, do you have any objections?"

"No, I will follow Master’s instructions."

That cultivator was merely curious but dared not express any disagreement. The other cultivators, including Lady Gong Sun Yu’er, bowed respectfully and retreated.

Their cultivation levels aside, they handled the matter efficiently. Soon, a glow appeared, activating all the prohibitions and the Cloud Concealment Sect's protective array in the vicinity.

Lin Xuan’s expression was satisfied as he returned to his cave.

Lin Xuan had sent out a clone with specific instructions for a reason. The fusion of two灵宝 (spiritual treasures) caused significant celestial anomalies. Lin Xuan, not an ordinary cultivator, suspected that this might be an先天之物 (primordial object).

Given this, Lin Xuan was naturally cautious. If the mysterious phenomenon attracted other powerful beings' attention, it could turn into a tragedy. Therefore, he instructed them to activate all prohibitions and protective arrays to conceal the current celestial phenomenon.
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Though uncertain if it would work, Lin Xuan had to try his luck at this critical moment.

At that time, in the training room of his cave dwelling, Lin Xuan's face was grave. The two treasures had actually merged into one; such a sudden change was beyond his wildest dreams.

The Mountain Golden Crow Diagram and the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram seemed not just from the same hand. The connection between these two treasures was far more intimate than he had originally imagined.

先天 treasures!

This thought kept flashing in his mind.

Lin Xuan sighed involuntarily. Could it be that his luck was truly this good, allowing him to obtain a true先天 treasure under such circumstances?

On second thought, it was too incredible. But the wondrous and mysterious nature of the cultivation world made anything possible. Even if he did have such good fortune, it wasn't entirely impossible.

With Lin Xuan's current status and high standards, ordinary treasures no longer caught his eye. However, true先天treasures were relics from the immortal realm. Although the Vermilion Ring sealed a genuine soul essence, its power was likely far inferior. This thought made Lin Xuan's eyes gleam with hope and anticipation.

Cultivation, cultivation—effort was essential, but luck played an equally important role. Yet, opportunities like this were as ethereal as mist; they couldn't be clearly defined or explained. But Lin Xuan felt that he had indeed hit the jackpot this time.

Uncertain of what to do next, Lin Xuan could only watch silently.

He originally thought it would take a long time for these treasures to merge, but in just half an hour, the fusion was complete. Two treasures merged into one, revealing an ancient scroll before his eyes.

Was this a true先天treasure? Lin Xuan wasn't sure, but the aura emanating from it was familiar. It seemed like he had seen something similar somewhere.

Lin Xuan's mind wandered for a moment.

But now wasn’t the time to dwell on such thoughts. He stretched out his hand and gently unfolded the scroll before him.

Spiritual light flickered; these treasures were already extraordinary. Now merged, their transformation was even more awe-inspiring. An ancient primordial aura emanated from the surface of the scroll.

And仙灵力!

Yes, this was the power that only true immortals could command.

Though Lin Xuan had never seen it, ancient texts and legends spoke of such abilities. At this moment, he was one hundred percent certain that this was the先天treasure he had longed for.

Only something from the immortal realm could carry such仙灵力.

Despite his suspicions, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel elated when he confirmed it as a true先天treasure.

In the Three Realms, though vast, there were few先天treasures. Even advanced cultivators rarely got to see them up close, let alone possess one.

Those who owned such treasures were among the top figures in the Three Realms—dispersed immortals and demon kings, true primordial beings…

Lin Xuan's strength was considerable, but he knew his limitations well. While far surpassing his peers, even a low-level late-stage cultivator would be impossible to defeat.

This wasn't arrogance; it was reality.

And yet, his luck seemed unusually good to have obtained such a treasure under these circumstances.

If his guess was correct, the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram might itself be a fragment of a true先天treasure.

In other words, an imperfect先天treasure.

While others may not have heard about this, Lin Xuan's knowledge far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators. He knew all too well.

True先天fragments had formidable power but were flawed and thus useless in some ways.

The Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was likely one such case.

However, the vastness of the cultivation world meant countless wise minds. In general, it couldn't be used, but a senior ancestor from Sword Lake Palace found a way to harness the power through an array.

Though unconventional, this method allowed the full potential of the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram to be unleashed.

But Lin Xuan's luck was much better; the Mountain Golden Crow Diagram and his own treasures merged perfectly into a true先天treasure.

Since it no longer had flaws, according to ancient texts, he could use it once he obtained the Treasure Formula.

Lin Xuan remained calm but felt an excitement in his eyes. He took a deep breath and focused on the new scroll before him.

A bright green glow flickered across the opened scroll.

Nine peaks of varying sizes were prominently displayed.

Indeed, nine. Originally, there had been twelve peaks on the Mountain Golden Crow Diagram, now reduced by some.

These peaks were now lush and verdant, brimming with vitality.

The scenery was breathtaking.

The three-footed golden crow was nowhere to be seen; in its place was an endless sea of sword intent.

Yes, sword intent!

The smaller flying swords seemed to have vanished as well, seemingly hidden within the forest.

At first glance, it didn't seem terrifying. It resembled a supreme sword that had been sheathed.

"True先天treasure?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his hand over the scroll.

He took a deep breath and poured all his abundant spiritual energy into it.

Though Lin Xuan hadn’t seen true先天treasures before, he was well-versed in their nature from ancient texts.

These immortal realm treasures had far greater power than ordinary后天treasures. However, they shared some characteristics.

Otherwise, they would not be called heavenly treasures alongside them.

The reason lay in the fact that both were driven by the Treasure Formula.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's eyes didn't leave the scroll. Not only did its patterns change, but the text on it was different from before.

Still flowing like dragons and phoenixes, majestic and powerful!

Fortunately, he could still read it aloud.

"Divine Sword Diagram!"

A straightforward description that matched the content of the scroll perfectly.

Though similar in name to the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, their intent was entirely different. The power difference must be immense.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy as he inhaled and poured more spiritual energy into it.

Zzzz…

Sharp light flashed; the dazzling spiritual light suddenly detached from the scroll and floated before Lin Xuan. It then twisted and formed words the size of fists in his vision.

"Sure enough, this is the Treasure Formula."

Lin Xuan's joy was evident as he carefully studied the ancient text, which was archaic and difficult to understand for him.
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However, it was fine. Lin Xuan had no intention of comprehending the technique right away; he just needed to memorize it.

For cultivators, this wasn't particularly difficult.

Moreover, although the text of the Treasure Formula was archaic and somewhat obscure, its length was not great—just a few thousand words. Lin Xuan casually glanced over it and memorized it without much effort.

Indeed, as expected, the Treasure Formula only existed for half a cup of tea before dissipating into nothingness.

But this had no impact on him; he had already memorized every word flawlessly.

Next, he waved his sleeves.

A green glow flashed, and a jade cylinder flew out. Lin Xuan probed with his divine sense and carved the just-learned Treasure Formula inside it.

Cultivators did indeed have the ability to remember things effortlessly, but they weren't infallible. Carving the formula into the jade cylinder was a prudent choice in case he needed to recall it later.

Lin Xuan had no other tasks at hand. Although there were many issues that required his attention, none could compare to comprehending an innate灵宝. If he could master the仙剑图, it would definitely add another trump card when facing formidable opponents in the future.

Such a good opportunity was too precious for him to pass up.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan began to comprehend the words and sentences of the Treasure Formula.

He read them word by word, though the thousand or so words weren't particularly numerous. Each sentence contained profound meanings that required careful contemplation.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry; he had time to spare.

Due to Lin Xuan's instructions, the Cloud Concealment Sect activated its protective array. As expected, the anomaly caused by the innate灵宝 was successfully concealed.

From this observation, it could be said that Lin Xuan's planning was meticulous.

Unfortunately, due to his experience, he underestimated how complex things would become. A mere protective array couldn't truly conceal the workings of heaven and earth.

At the moment the仙剑图 appeared, many顶级大能 in the Three Realms sensed its presence.

---

In the Cold Moon Realm,

The True Immortal of Cold Moon was meditating when a sudden glow emanated from the stone wall. He opened his eyes with an expression of dissatisfaction.

His cultivation level was close to that of a true cultivator, and as one of the most respected cultivators in the Spirit Realm, he hated being disturbed during meditation.

Who dared to do this? And what significant event had occurred?

He slowly raised his head, scanning the golden stone wall. His expression turned from dissatisfaction to shock.

"Impossible! Another innate灵宝 has appeared."

---

In the Nation of Azure Fox,

This was where the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox resided. As one of the Three Great Demons of the Spirit Realm, her strength rivaled that of a wandering immortal. With her charm, she could bewitch all beings, and in beauty, she was considered on par with the Arrogant King of Devils.

The only drawback was that her secret technique for seducing the world had high requirements for disciples. Following the principle of quality over quantity, it was extremely difficult to pass down the Azure Fox lineage.

But thanks to the Nation's ruler reaching a state of immortality, their cultivation techniques hadn't been lost.

Recently, however, this wasn't an issue anymore due to fate.

After millions of years, she had yet to find a suitable disciple. Until she met Snowfox Princess...

Xiang'er was a perfect match in both appearance and talent. Given time, her achievements might even surpass the Nation's ruler herself.

Though it sounded far-fetched, the Nine-Tailed Fox was confident.

She doted on Xiang'er as if she were her only child.

Xiang'er was also diligent, making rapid progress in cultivation.

In the Heavenly Fox Palace,

The Nation's ruler was teaching Xiang'er when her pendant suddenly lit up. She reached out and retrieved it; the message conveyed by the pendant left her speechless.

"Xiang'er, review your lessons for today. I have a meeting with an old friend."

"Understood."

Xiang'er obediently responded without saying more. In her heart, she was extremely curious about who this revered master would meet as a friend. After all, he was the ruler of the Nation, one of the top figures in the Three Realms. Who else could be considered his friend?

But despite her curiosity, she refrained from speaking and respectfully bowed before watching him leave.

Soon, the Nine-Tailed Fox arrived at an elegant corridor.

At the end of the corridor stood a beautiful young woman.

From afar, she appeared to be only ten years old, with a stunning appearance that couldn't quite match the Nation's ruler but was undoubtedly a peerless beauty.

Her charm and grace were extraordinary; there wasn't even a trace of spiritual pressure. If not for her ethereal beauty, one might mistake her for an ordinary woman from the mortal world.

Clearly, this young lady had reached a state where she could return to simplicity, far beyond that of a late-stage cultivator.

She was indeed no late-stage cultivator but one of the three renowned wandering immortals in the Spirit Realm.

Of course, she was also the only female among them.

Li Yutong, Fairy Rain桐!

The Nation's ruler greeted her with surprise. She had good relations with Fairy Rain桐, but given her status, why would she visit without a reason?

Before she could speak, Li Yutong revealed her purpose: "Good fortune for you, Fellow Daoist of Azure Fox! Do you know that another innate灵宝 has appeared?"

"What?!"

...

This was just the tip of the iceberg. The Demonic Realm and the Netherworld had all received this news through their respective channels.

It was a brand-new innate灵宝, a treasure containing the laws of heaven and earth. Who wouldn't want to possess such a supreme treasure?

Unfortunately, the signs weren't clear enough to pinpoint exactly which realm it appeared in.

However, the Spirit Realm was certain.

With hundreds of small realms within the Spirit Realm, most were excluded, leaving about twenty or so possibilities.

The newly born innate灵宝 should be among these realms, and the Dragon Cage Realm was one of them.

Lin Xuan was unaware of this. He was currently sequestered in his cave, comprehending the Treasure Formula. Once he could refine it, his strength would soar to new heights.

Though the formula was challenging, Lin Xuan didn't mind. With careful contemplation, there would eventually be a moment of enlightenment.

Hard work pays off; three years later, Lin Xuan finally fully comprehended the Treasure Formula and then proceeded to refine the仙剑图 as well.

PS: Please vote for recommended tickets! The whole book needs your support!
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After the task was completed, Lin Xuan did not emerge from his seclusion. At his current strength, a seclusion period usually lasted for millions of years. The few years that had passed were nothing to speak of.

Lin Xuan had only recently advanced beyond the Tribulation Stage and had no immediate intention of rigorous cultivation. Therefore, he had no plans to seal himself away for such an extended period. However, apart from the Immortal Sword Diagram, there were still many matters he needed to handle. Thus, even though he had transformed his treasures, Lin Xuan did not plan to venture out immediately.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, two green leather belts flew out.

The shape was ancient and adorned with some peculiar patterns on its surface, giving off an aura of mysterious power.

These were no ordinary storage pouches; they were Momentary Treasures.

During the journey through Sword Lake Palace, he had encountered numerous twists and turns, like dancing on a knife's edge. Yet, the rewards were plentiful. Not to mention the mysterious primordial objects, after eliminating two old masters of the Tribulation Stage, their storage pouches naturally became his.

The wealth of a Tribulation Stage existence was no secret to Lin Xuan; it was beyond imagination. However, at this moment, he had no intention of counting them. Although there were many treasures in the storage pouch, what Lin Xuan valued most was one particular item within.

With a flick of his wrist, Lin Xuan turned over one of the storage pouches and gently shook it. A flash of light appeared before him, accompanied by a series of clinking sounds as various items spilled out.

Swords, halberds, spears, and other treasures shone with an eerie luster.

The collection of treasures from Tribulation Stage monsters was not to be overlooked; each one was rare and valuable. If taken outside, they would certainly cause a commotion...

In addition, there were various elixirs, array flags, and some unknown substances contained in bottles and jars.

They could either be precious refining materials or hard-to-come-by immortal flowers and spirit herbs.

Regardless of their value, Lin Xuan did not even glance at them. Instead, he curled his fingers slightly and plucked a small round gem from the pile, roughly the size of a fist.

This gem was translucent with a faint greenish luster on its surface. However, among all the treasures, it stood out little.

But appearances can be deceiving.

At first glance, this gem seemed unremarkable, but its value far surpassed that of any treasure in the storage pouches.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed a finger forward.

As he moved, the gem emitted a flickering light. Then an egg-sized flame appeared.

No, it wasn't fire. Although elliptical, it exuded a chilling sharpness.

Soul of the Sword!

The saying goes that beneath great fame lies no empty man. The Sword Lake Palace was incredibly deep and rich, with the Senior Supreme Elder’s strength far surpassing his peers. Especially after putting life and death aside, the secret technique unleashed by a million sword souls was truly formidable.

If Lin Xuan hadn't used the Five Dragon Seal, it would be hard to say who would have emerged victorious.

Fortunately for him, he was the last one standing.

Although he had defeated a powerful enemy, not all of those million sword souls were destroyed; about a third remained.

While that might seem insignificant, with a total of millions, even a third was quite impressive.

Moreover, these remaining sword souls were undoubtedly among the best. Only a small portion were soul projections of spirit artifacts, while most were magical treasures or ancient relics, their quality and power truly astonishing.

With so many sword souls, their value was beyond measure, all absorbed by this mysterious gem.

Lin Xuan looked at the scene with satisfaction, even a hint of joy on his face.

Due to time constraints, his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had not yet reached its divine stage. However, as soul projections were from the same source, if he could merge these hundreds of thousands of sword souls and refine them all together, the power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would increase to an unimaginable extent.

Even advancing to a primordial object, no, calling it a Celestial Mansion Treasure was more fitting. Regardless of what it was, such benefits were not something Lin Xuan intended to miss out on.

But how could he refine them?

While sword souls weren't rare in the cultivation world, merging hundreds of thousands of them into one wasn't something that ordinary techniques could accomplish.

Lin Xuan knew this well.

However, his face showed no signs of anxiety. Instead, with a flick of his hand, he turned over another storage pouch.

With his action, clinking sounds filled his ears. As the light enveloped him, more items appeared before him.

Again, there were many kinds of treasures, but Lin Xuan's gaze fell on a small box.

This box was a pale silver color and carved from some mysterious spirit wood, emitting a faint fragrance.

A whiff of it made one feel incredibly refreshed. However, with his strength, he paid no mind to it.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, a beam of light shot out, "Plop," the box opened.

Inside was nothing but several jade pupils.

Their colors varied, but their ancient design suggested they were relics from an era long past.

Regardless of what these items recorded, the fact that the Senior Supreme Elder of Sword Lake Palace carried them so carefully indicated their immense value.

Lin Xuan picked up one and lowered his head to immerse his spirit into it.

"Primordial Sword Control Technique!"

The words appeared in golden letters. Lin Xuan's mind was not swayed by this, and he read through the text quickly.

Though difficult to understand, it was far better than the Common Treasure Technique from the Immortal Sword Diagram. After reading through it once, Lin Xuan gained some insights.

To be named 'Primordial,' it must have been something extraordinary. However, this wasn't a cultivation technique but rather a body of experience from a sword cultivator.

Indeed, experience; it documented his insights on refining and commanding immortal swords.

If given to an ordinary cultivator, it would be a waste, as they wouldn't understand. But for Lin Xuan, who wielded the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword as his primary treasure, this was immensely helpful.

However, one must eat bit by bit and do things step by step; impatience gets you nowhere. Thus, Lin Xuan did not rush to comprehend it but casually placed the jade pupil that recorded the Primordial Sword Control Technique into his storage pouch.

Next, he picked up another jade pupil without hesitation.

Lowering his head, he immersed his spirit within it.

Nine Spirit Golden Fire Technique!

The words appeared in his mind. Clearly, this was a cultivation technique. The text was ancient and likely considered a hidden treasure at the Sword Lake Palace. However, Lin Xuan's Mo Yue Heaven Witch Technique was so wondrous that he paid no attention to it, placing it aside with a casual gesture.

He then picked up another jade pupil.

In this manner, Lin Xuan examined each one. These jade pupils were indeed extraordinary; some recorded cultivation techniques, others secret arts, and still, others ancient secrets. Each jade pupil's value was beyond measure.
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However, Lin Xuan was not concerned. He read through the documents at a very rapid pace. With his current strength, ordinary treasures were not worth his attention. Even if these jade pupils were rare and unique, Lin Xuan would only seek out what he needed.

In this way, one incense stick's time passed by.

Finally, a hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan’s previously calm face. In his hand was an ancient jade pupil scroll, its grayish hue suggesting it had existed for longer than the others.

But what Lin Xuan cared about wasn't the age; the scroll contained what he needed: the origin of sword souls and how to refine them.

Indeed, as expected, these sword souls were not just the possession of that robed man. After all, refining each sword soul required a significant amount of time and jingqi, something no cultivator could accomplish alone.

This had nothing to do with cultivation level; it needed the support of a sect. A million sword souls were the work of generations of ancestors from Sword Lake Palace, a treasure that was akin to their secret weapon.

Correctly, refining so many sword souls wasn’t something even the Sword Venerable could achieve in a short time. It took countless cultivators pouring their hearts and jingqi into it over millennia to finally create these million precious sword souls.

Their power was unparalleled, and they had long been kept by the Grand Elder as one of the sect’s secret weapons. When Thousand Swords Venerable went to participate in True Sage’s double cultivation ceremony, he entrusted this item to his junior disciple for safety's sake, which is why it ended up with the robed man.

Originally, with the terrifying power of a million sword souls, even a mid-stage Golden Transformation existence could be slain. But Lin Xuan had the Five Dragon Seal in his possession.

This treasure was extremely mysterious; its exact grade was unclear to Lin Xuan, but it surpassed even先天灵宝 (Primordial Spirit Treasure). In times of crisis, Lin Xuan did not hesitate and summoned the Five Dragon Seal, finally securing the final victory.

The remaining sword souls also fell into his hands. Although only a third remained, the presence of hundreds of thousands of sword souls was still awe-inspiring. Now, Lin Xuan needed to merge them and refine them all into his own命宝 (Life-Binding Treasure).

There were many methods for refining sword souls, but this one in front of him was undoubtedly top-notch.

Such an opportunity was not to be missed. Lowering his head, he began to contemplate the scroll word by word.

Though the text was obscure and ancient, it was relatively straightforward compared to the recent Compendium of Treasure Techniques Lin Xuan had been practicing. He carefully studied the scroll and quickly grasped its subtle nuances.

Merging hundreds of thousands of sword souls wasn’t easy; it required a carrier that could withstand them. In other words, he needed to first seal the sword souls into divine swords.

Then, using secret techniques, he would merge the sword souls within those divine swords.

It was not particularly difficult in theory. Sealing just a few sword souls at a time was straightforward enough for Lin Xuan’s strength.

However, his goal was unprecedented; merging hundreds of thousands of sword souls at once.

The more sword souls that were merged, the greater their power would be.

While this made sense, it also posed problems. Could the Nine Palaces Swift Sword bear such a heavy load? Although Lin Xuan had full confidence in the treasure, with so many sword souls, there was no guarantee of success.

If something went wrong, the divine sword might collapse, and that would be catastrophic for his命宝 (Life-Binding Treasure).

With this thought, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and silver light flashed. Dozens of divine swords emerged from his sleeves, swirling around him. The surface of these swords was still jumping with black electric arcs.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward: "Combine!"

As he did so, a golden light burst forth from the tip of his finger. Then that golden light condensed into a mysterious rune in front of him. Simultaneously, whizzing sounds filled the air as the divine swords interwove and converged.

A myriad of colors of spiritual light shone, with countless mysterious runes rotating and spewing out. The entire process was complex but took only an instant.

Then, all the divine swords vanished from sight, replaced by a single sword in his vision.

Thin like a cicada’s wing, it was semi-transparent!

But it emitted a very mysterious aura. The Nine Palaces Swift Sword had merged into one; this singular divine sword was unparalleled.

Lin Xuan stared intently at the object. Suddenly, he raised his hand and cast another spell: "Hasten!"

Following his action, an egg-sized flame flew over and easily integrated with the divine sword…

The entire process was seamless, astonishingly simple.

But Lin Xuan showed no surprise; merging just one sword soul wasn’t particularly difficult.

With a mental command, the green round bead spun, emitting green light. Countless sword souls diffused from its surface. Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious as he waved his hands, sealing each sword soul into the Nine Palaces Swift Sword like moths to a flame.

...

At first, Lin Xuan moved quickly. However, as time passed and more sword souls were sealed within the divine sword, he became increasingly cautious.

Although he had mastered the technique of transforming sword souls into ethereal forms, even if the Nine Palaces Swift Sword was destroyed, it could be reborn, but that would be a waste of effort. He needed to remerge the sword souls, so being careful was always wise.

...

Time slowly passed; several days went by.

Lin Xuan remained in his training room. In front of him were two treasures: on the left, a divine sword shimmering with spiritual light and thin as a cicada’s wing; on the right, a round bead the size of a fist, its surface dimmed to an almost invisible glow.
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The round bead was empty, with tens of thousands of sword souls sealed inside.

Throughout the entire process, it went incredibly smoothly. Lin Xuan didn't encounter any hindrances or obstacles at all.

To say he wasn't surprised would be a lie; the carrying capacity of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword seemed even more terrifying than what he had originally imagined.

However, this was exactly what Lin Xuan desired. The hardest part of fusing sword souls had been surprisingly passed without much trouble.

Next, all that needed to be done was to perfectly integrate these countless sword souls. Once achieved, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword would undergo a transformation. As for its final form, Lin Xuan couldn't say for sure, but if his guess was correct, it might not be inferior to the treasures in the Immortal Mansion.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling elated.

But he still wasn't at the point of complete success.

Fusing sword souls wasn't as easy as imagined. He had to fuse tens of thousands of them, and even a tiny bit of disturbance could undo all his efforts.

Lin Xuan didn't want to waste this opportunity; thus, he needed to be extra cautious during this final phase. He took a deep breath, and the Inner Refinement Method flowed through his mind. He already understood how to fuse sword souls—just need to be careful enough, no accidents would happen.

Then Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to clear his mind of distractions. He sat cross-legged, placing his hands on his knees. Multicolored spiritual lights danced around him.

Above his head appeared a faint misty fog, revealing an inch-sized figure.

The core embryo!

Though small in size, its appearance was eerily similar to Lin Xuan's.

Around the core embryo, multicolored spiritual lights flowed. Tiny runes, smaller than grains of rice, rotated around it.

The little guy sat cross-legged too, each hand forming a mysticaldecision-making formula or technique. Without any additional movements, his body shrank further.

Originally about an inch tall, now he was only one ten-thousandth the size of a grain of rice. But the spiritual lights emanating from him grew increasingly dazzling.

He transformed into a slender streak of light and flew forward.

Peng!

Lin Xuan collided with his own treasure, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, which emitted ripples on its surface.

Then he really did fly inside...

...In boundless emptiness, neither touching heaven nor earth.

Lin Xuan appeared in a chaotic world. Most treasures wouldn't be so magical, but the Nine Palaces Instant Sword created its own realm.

Lin Xuan's core embryo hovered there. He extended his divine sense, and soon, a light spot appeared before him.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed; he sped forward.

More and more lights appeared—suspended sword souls in mid-air.

Soon, Lin Xuan arrived. The core embryo's face was grave. This was the critical moment. Success or failure hinged on whether all these sword souls could be fused.

He spread his hands, and mysterious runes appeared at his fingertips. Some glimmered silver, others golden. Meanwhile, mysterious incantations emerged from his mouth.

The ancient-sounding incantations were accompanied by runes that were marvelously intricate. After a while, the core embryo suddenly opened its eyes, staring intently ahead: "Quick!"

As he moved, all the runes began to spin around him like a whirlpool. Initially clear, over time, golden and silver lights merged into a dual-colored vortex.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction; his hands didn't stop moving. Another spell was cast.

Zzzz... The vortex suddenly brightened, with golden and silver lights hundreds of times brighter than before. A terrifying suction force erupted from its surface.

The process was sudden, without any warning. As the suction swept over, all nearby sword souls were sucked in.

In just an instant, hundreds of sword souls were devoured by the vortex. But Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied; his body radiated spiritual lights as he slowly flew forward with the vortex.

...

This process didn’t need to be mentioned—everywhere it passed, sword souls were absorbed.

Lin Xuan's face remained grave, his hands constantly moving, injecting spiritual energy and spells into the vortex.

The fusion process was also integration. At first, it went relatively smoothly; all sword souls absorbed by the vortex merged seamlessly. But as time passed, Lin Xuan gradually felt strain.

But he had expected this. Perfectly fusing tens of thousands of sword souls wouldn’t be smooth sailing—there would be setbacks—but Lin Xuan wouldn't give up.

...

In the practice room, Lin Xuan wasn’t idle either. When a cultivator’s core embryo leaves its body, the physical form can no longer move. But Lin Xuan was different; he was a dual-core one-dan cultivator. His main core embryo wasn’t here, just with reduced power, his physical body moved freely.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan frowned as if sensing something.

Though the Nine Palaces Instant Sword created its own realm, it was still his primary treasure. The main core embryo could communicate with the physical form without difficulty.

He felt that his spiritual energy was insufficient.

Fusing sword souls required such a huge expenditure of spiritual energy. Although he had heard about the secret technique in the Jade Pupil Scroll, it was only briefly mentioned. This was clearly beyond Lin Xuan's expectations.

Insufficient spiritual energy would be disastrous under these circumstances; without support, all his efforts might be for naught.

For most cultivators, this situation would have been hopeless, but such a problem wasn’t difficult for Lin Xuan to solve.

No additional actions were seen. A flash of light above his head revealed the second core embryo...

Holding an jade bottle in its hand, it flew towards the Nine Palaces Instant Sword without hesitation.

Though practicing dark arts, the second core embryo was still Lin Xuan; there was no rejection from his primary treasure. It entered immediately.

Using their connection, they quickly found each other. The main core embryo was indeed drenched in sweat.

He had already fused a third of the tens of thousands of sword souls, but the spiritual energy consumed was astonishing. Now he could only grit his teeth and persevere.

The second core embryo didn’t hesitate; it threw the jade bottle over. Then, surrounded by dark mists, it began to assist the main core embryo in driving the vortex. Although their cultivation methods differed, and the second core embryo’s realm was slightly weaker, fundamentally, both were Lin Xuan himself—this task wasn’t too difficult for him.
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The opportunity was not to be missed. The mainprimordial infant finally had some rest time. Reaching out, he opened the jade bottle, and a refreshing fragrance wafted out.

Inside were refined thousand-year-old spirit herbs, their magical essence profound and immense. However, Lin Xuan had already advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, so even with this bottle of thousand-year-old spirit herbs, it could only replenish one-third of his magical energy.

It was like pouring water on a desert—insufficient.

Fortunately, the secondprimordial infant had brought many such herbs.

At his level, thousand-year-old spirit herbs were no longer impressive. With the help of the sect's power, finding them was quite easy; he could use blue Star Sea to refine them later.

Thus, the mainprimordial infant drank several bottles without any hesitation. The previously depleted magical energy finally surged back.

Next, he flashed over to the vortex. At this point, the secondprimordial infant was at its limits. Although Lin Xuan had reached the late Spirit Cultivation stage, a mere level difference meant an immense disparity in strength between them.

Seeing the mainprimordial infant approach, the secondprimordial infant stepped aside. Their movements were as smooth and natural as flowing clouds, for they were both Lin Xuan's own creations.

Their coordination was almost seamless, like two parts of one whole.

...

Time passed slowly but surely. Three months later, it was a peaceful morning. The Cloud Concealment Sect had become a formidable power in the Dragon Realm, thanks to the Sword Lake Palace's allegiance. Although their intentions were dubious, this alliance significantly boosted their strength and made them the first sect in the Dragon Realm.

Their prestige was undeniable, but it also attracted unwanted attention. However, with Lin Xuan's influence, no one dared to meddle.

In the cultivation world, power reigned supreme.

With his sect dominating all others, the disciples' status had risen accordingly, bringing numerous benefits. As the instigator of this success, Lin Xuan's reputation within the Cloud Concealment Sect was unsurpassed.

His cave dwelling was now a critical forbidden area in the sect.

The two senior elders issued edicts prohibiting any disciple from entering without permission to avoid disturbing his cultivation.

Moreover, they dispatched powerful cultivators to patrol around his cave dwelling to prevent any malicious attempts.

While this might seem excessive, Lin Xuan's importance to the Cloud Concealment Sect warranted such precautions.

At that moment, a group of cultivators patrolled near Lin Xuan's cave. The leader was an old man in black robes.

His appearance was unremarkable, but his cultivation level was impressive—reaching the Cave Profound realm.

He was talking with the cultivators behind him when suddenly, a loud noise startled them. The old man's expression turned to shock as he and several others turned their heads.

Then, they widened their eyes in astonishment as a mountain peak before them crumbled instantly.

"Bad luck, it must be the senior elders' cave."

"Did Elder Lin go into seclusion to practice secret techniques? Could something have gone wrong?"

The cultivators looked at each other with concern. Even though they were not directly involved, they might still suffer collateral damage.

What should they do? Everyone turned to the old man in black robes, who was the most powerful among them.

However, the old man was equally stunned and bitter; he was only at the Cave Profound stage, so he had no right to handle such matters.

Fortunately, their worries were unnecessary. A streak of light shot up into the sky.

The light dispersed, revealing Lin Xuan's figure before them. His face wore a smile, not one of worry.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. After much effort, fusing the sword soul had been successful. Countless sword souls had merged perfectly into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Technique.

All that remained was time and patience to refine it further. If he could advance to Tribulation Transcending late stage one day, he believed his sword would rival even the treasures of the Immortal Mansion.

With good fortune, Lin Xuan's mood was exceptionally bright.

Suddenly, two streaks of light appeared in his vision.

They grew closer until they revealed a silver-eyed girl and a Dragon-named youth.

Lin Xuan did not pay much attention. The anomaly caused by fusing the sword soul likely drew them here.

Approaching them, he said, "Senior Brother, Senior Sister..."

"Junior Brother Lin."

The two were relieved to see him unharmed.

Although they knew that with his strength, encountering an accident was unlikely, in the unpredictable world of cultivation, even seclusion could lead to disaster. Seeing him safe, they felt reassured.

Boom!

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed, turning the sky white. The space rippled like ripples on a disturbed lake.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Both the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named youth were equally shocked. The chaotic primordial energy indicated an immense power.

"An old monster of Tribulation Transcending stage!"

The silver-eyed girl immediately identified it, her face paling: "Quickly activate the sect protection array."

"Why bother?"

Lin Xuan remained calm in comparison to others: "It's just guests; why be so distant, Senior Sister?"

"Junior Brother, but..."

The silver-eyed girl hesitated. She knew Lin Xuan was powerful but could not afford to underestimate him.

In the distance, demonic energy rose, and terrifying fluctuations were everywhere. How could this be? These old monsters of Tribulation Transcending stage were usually elusive; when did they come together?

As the saying goes, a good man does not come, but a bad one will. The silver-eyed girl's face turned even more grim.

Lin Xuan understood this logic, but knowing it did not change anything. Although the Cloud Concealment Sect had grown rapidly, its底蕴 still fell short of Sword Lake Palace.

Back then, the sect protection array could do nothing against Lin Xuan; now, with several old monsters with dubious intentions, even if the array were activated, how could they stop them?

It would only be a laughingstock.

Lin Xuan knew this. Why retreat? As the saying goes, when soldiers come, generals will defend; when water comes, earth will block it. Since these enemies had arrived, he had no reason to back down.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had just refined two treasures and could use them as a test for his visitors.
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---

The saying goes, "If it's meant to be, it will be; if not, you can't avoid it." Since the opponent had come here, avoiding them wouldn’t solve the problem.

At most, they were dealing with a渡劫期 existence. As long as it wasn’t an encounter with a late-stage old monster, Lin Xuan believed he would have the ability to handle it.

Moreover, whether friend or foe was uncertain. The opponent hadn't directly rushed into the main hall of Cloud Concealment Sect; their caution suggested they had some reservations.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. His body shimmered with auras as he suddenly shot up towards the distance.

The silver-eyed maiden and the dragon-named youth exchanged glances, both showing concern but not panicking. As the saying went, "A big tree attracts much wind," so they couldn’t claim to have expected this situation.

By relying on Sword Lake Palace, Cloud Concealment Sect had become the top family sect in the Nael Dragon Realm, and many powers secretly coveted their position. This test was just beginning.

Given that, the two of them could not retreat. Although their strength was insufficient, as senior elders of Cloud Concealment Sect, how could they let Lin Disciple go alone to face danger?

Their minds aligned, both displaying their abilities and following Lin Xuan towards the distance.

---

At the same time, in the Cloud Concealment Mountains,

This area was also within the influence of Cloud Concealment Sect. However, it was still over ten thousand miles away from the main hall.

Before them lay a canyon, while towering mountains stretched far into the horizon.

Above the canyon, three massive auras shone brightly, each with different colors and emitting an aura that made one’s heart race.

Old monsters of the渡劫期!

Two of them were particularly emanating demonic energy, clearly strong beasts.

"Will that Lin boy come out?"

The figure on the left side spoke, his voice old and raspy as he coughed.

"Don’t worry. As long as that Lin boy is at the main hall of Cloud Concealment Sect, there’s no way he would avoid us," another elderly voice replied.

"Hmph, you’re right. Who knows what’s in that Lin boy’s mind. Sword Lake Palace inherited from ancient times; its strength far surpasses our sects. Even if Senior Immortal Ten Thousand Swords vanished for unknown reasons, the other two senior elders are no less formidable. Could those two really have fallen to that Lin boy?" The first voice hesitated.

"Hmph, what you say is true. But who can know the truth? Those fellows seem to be practicing some secret techniques in seclusion. Perhaps they walked into a trap and reaped an unexpected benefit," the elderly voice said dismissively.

---

"Perhaps so, but luck itself is a form of strength." A melodious female voice entered their ears, carrying a hint of gravity.

"Oh, Little Fairy has broad knowledge; what have you discovered?"

"In jest, Master Zhu. In your presence, I dare not claim to be knowledgeable. But I only heard some rumors."

"Rumors?"

"Yes, hundreds of years ago, Immortal Nael Dragon held a great ritual. We didn’t attend due to various reasons. However, my friend did, and she told me about Lin boy."

"Oh. Please share more," the voice said.

The woman nodded, revealing her words clearly.

"What? I didn’t hear wrong. Calling Immortal Nael Dragon brother or sister, and back then, that Lin boy was indeed a Spirit Gathering Period cultivator."

"Immortal Cold Moon, Queen of Azure Peak, and Fairy Hundred Flowers all had some connection with that Lin boy. Could it be he’s a true immortal reincarnated?"

"A true immortal reincarnation isn’t so far-fetched. Defeating an ancient demon saint at the Spirit Gathering Period, even in front of Immortal Snake Ice Soul, killing her subordinates."

...

The two were stunned, their faces showing disbelief. Such rumors were too outrageous; no one would believe them.

"Little Sister also thinks it’s impossible," said Little Fairy with a sigh. "But without wind there is no wave. Since Lin boy has reached the渡劫期 and is on our level, if my guess is right, he isn’t an ordinary cultivator. Thus, we can't be too careless."

"The words of the fairy are correct. However, this time, we don’t necessarily have to confront Cloud Concealment Sect. Our main goal is to gather information. If that Lin boy truly excels, it would only enhance Cloud Concealment Sect’s reputation."

---

Before their words were finished, a brilliant light suddenly appeared in the distance, streaking like lightning before appearing right before them.

This speed made even the three渡劫期 great powers doubt. Even if it was the secret technique of shrinking distances, it didn’t exceed this level. They could tell that Lin Xuan indeed had extraordinary abilities.

The light dissipated to reveal a plain young man’s face.

Sure enough, it was Lin Xuan.

His eyes narrowed as he sized up the three unexpected guests.

---

To his left stood an old man exuding demonic energy.

He wore a black robe with a square face and sharp eyes. His silver hair like spears gave him a commanding presence without needing to be angry.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; while not particularly remarkable, this person was familiar to him.

This guy was渡劫中期, one level higher than himself. If he hadn’t guessed wrong, he likely came from Ten Thousand Demons Valley, the same old demon named Xue who had suffered many hardships at Sword Lake Palace.

Lin Xuan felt wary and turned his head slightly towards the other cultivator beside him.

This too was an elderly man.

He looked much older than the old demon Xue.

With a youthful face and white hair, he exuded an air of immortality. Wearing Daoist robes, it was clear that he was no ordinary figure.

More astonishingly, faint green light emanated from his body.

Holding a fly whisk in hand, adding to his ethereal appearance.

Lin Xuan’s heart stirred as he respectfully bowed: "Is Senior Immortal Wan Xia of the Wan Xia Immortal Palace?"

The Wan Xia Immortal Palace was ranked third in the Nael Dragon Realm. More terrifyingly, its senior elder, Senior Immortal Wan Xia, had extensive connections. Not only in the Nael Dragon Realm but also among many great powers in other minor realms.

There were rumors that he was a guest at Immortal Nael Dragon’s table even if he missed his last celebration due to seclusion.

Many rumors surrounded Senior Immortal Wan Xia, so Lin Xuan recognized him despite never having met.

"Ha ha, Lin friend is too polite. I am indeed this old man."

As the saying goes, "One doesn’t strike a smiling face," and since Senior Immortal Wan Xia was originally a versatile figure, their visit wasn’t out of enmity towards Cloud Concealment Sect but merely to gather information; whether or not they would confront them remained uncertain.

---
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Seeing Lin Xuan's words as polite, the Elder Wanshao, this versatile old monster naturally wouldn't be rude either. The two of them engaged in a superficial exchange, appearing to be like long-lost friends meeting again.

After a brief greeting, Lin Xuan turned his head and smiled into the ear: "This lady beside you must be Xiao Fairy from Black Phoenix Valley."

Black Phoenix Valley was clearly an entity belonging to the妖族. Moreover, it had deep ties with the phoenix, the king of all birds.

Of course, there was only one true phoenix in existence, and the top-grade cultivators in Black Phoenix Valley were no more than mid-transmigration stage.

But even without merging with true phoenix essence flames, the Heavenly Phoenix bloodline was still quite formidable. Its strength far surpassed that of its peers by a wide margin.

Thus, Black Phoenix Valley remained a major power in Naelong World, ranking second after all.

And there weren't just one or two transmigration period experts within the valley; it was a pair of sisters.

The elder sister had mid-transmigration stage cultivation, while her younger sister was slightly weaker but still an early-stage transmigration period expert without doubt.

At such high levels, every single one of them was well-known. Hence, Lin Xuan being able to recognize this woman at first glance wasn't particularly surprising.

This lady wore a palace-style robe and appeared to be around twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. She had a delicate brow and phoenix-like eyes, her appearance quite striking. Her figure was also extremely slender. However, there was an overwhelming aura of煞气 in her gaze.

"I indeed come from Black Phoenix Valley, as expected, you are much younger than I imagined," Xiao Fairy's eyes flashed with a strange light before she spoke calmly.

It wasn't surprising that this lady was shocked; the 'younger' she referred to wasn't about appearance. After all, there were many cultivators who looked like young men even at transmigration stage due to their cultivation techniques having anti-aging effects. The existence of a transmigration period cultivator resembling a youth wasn't particularly rare.

What shocked this lady was Lin Xuan's actual age. If it had been an ordinary cultivator, no one would have been able to tell from his appearance, but as a descendant of the Heavenly Phoenix and possessing dual divine powers including lightning and fire, she could discern the true bone age of a cultivator with her keen mind.

Of course, this wasn't particularly useful; she had just casually glanced at Lin Xuan. The result was shocking—this young man in front of her was only a few thousand years old.

Wasn't there something wrong? Xiao Fairy stared wide-eyed, almost thinking that her innate divine power might be malfunctioning.

Although human cultivation speed far surpassed that of the妖族, it still wasn't this extreme; just a few thousand years and reaching the peak of Profound Origin stage was already quite remarkable. Transmigration—this was unprecedented in history, even the ancient Asura King's cultivation speed might not have been as extraordinary.

Could this young man really be so powerful?

The eyes of the palace-dressed woman flashed with curiosity as she didn't retreat but instead showed a hint of interest. She wanted to test if Lin Xuan had genuine abilities.

The妖族 revered strength, and given his apparent transmigration stage cultivation in just a few thousand years, this young man's talent was almost beyond description. While he couldn’t claim immortality, with time, he might become one of the three scattered immortals or even one of the three demon kings.

Xiao Fairy had already made up her mind.

Although Elder Wanshao couldn't see anything different about Lin Xuan, his long-term cunning nature wouldn't show hostility first. His purpose was to gather intelligence; if Lin Xuan was just a facade, he would gladly replace him. But if Lin Xuan's strength was indeed formidable, he wasn’t averse to turning enemies into allies.

He could attack or retreat as needed—his plans were well laid out.

A transmigration period expert like a dragon only made an appearance when it pleased them; let alone the three of them coming from different sects and harboring their own intentions.

Seeing both parties unwilling to break ties with Lin Xuan, Old Monster Xue's expression was gloomy. He sneered and stepped forward: "Young man Lin, are you willing to fight me?"

Was this fellow too direct? Lin Xuan found himself speechless.

"Friend, why go to such lengths. We had no grudges in the past and no enmity recently..." he said on the surface.

"But what if I let you off if you give up your Cloud Concealment Sect's top ranking in Naelong World? That wouldn't be impossible," Old Monster Xue snarled, having no qualms now that he had broken their facade. After all, he didn’t believe a mere early-stage transmigration period cultivator could be this powerful; it was probably just hearsay.

But his luck ran out here. Lin Xuan naturally couldn't comply with such demands. While he didn't care about titles and reputation, the sect and family were of great benefit to him. And Lin Xuan’s nature wouldn’t allow anyone to bully him. Old Monster Xue might be formidable, but he wasn’t in his eyes.

"Friend's request is too much," Lin Xuan said coldly. By now, there was no need for him to give the other party a good face.

"Then you disagree?" Old Monster Xue's laughter echoed as an overwhelming妖气 surged from his body.

The already chaotic primordial energy in the area became even more turbulent. A massive black vortex appeared before their eyes.

"Hmph, how imposing and how terrifying."

Such an anomaly would likely have caused a sudden change of demeanor for most cultivators, causing them to retreat in fear. But it wasn’t particularly impressive to Lin Xuan.

Looks like I’ve been too low-key.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile; he hadn’t been so underestimated for a long time. Well, let him test out his newly acquired divine power.

"Junior Brother."

At this moment, the silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named youth also flew nearby, their faces showing some concern.

As the saying goes, a man’s name casts a shadow. Although they knew Lin Junior Brother had formidable abilities, Old Monster Xue’s reputation in Naelong World was well-established for over a million years.

The lifespan of the妖族 was much longer than that of humans at the same stage. This Old Monster Xue couldn’t compare to the great powers like Naelong Immortal, but legends said he had lived two million years.

Mid-transmigration stage meant unparalleled strength.

"Relax!"

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile as his body was enveloped in a burst of spiritual light and flew towards the sky. Although this wasn’t Cloud Concealment Sect's main base, it was only about ten thousand miles away. Transmigration period combat had immense destructive power; being too close would be risky, so Lin Xuan chose to fly up.

"Friend, are you daring enough to come up?" Lin Xuan’s voice came from the clouds.

"Why not."

Unlike his two companions, Old Monster Xue was extremely irritable. But this move by Lin Xuan stirred a sense of valor in him. He surged with妖wind and flew towards the ninth heaven like a bird.

Soon, he arrived more than a thousand feet away from Lin Xuan, standing face to face at a distance.
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Above the vast expanse of nine heavens, fierce gales howled.

Lin Xuan stood face to face with Elder Fox, both radiating an intense spiritual pressure that rose into the air.

The battle was at a critical juncture. With their power reaching such high levels, any move they made would be earth-shattering. The Silver-eyed Maiden and the Dragon-named youth had already summoned defensive artifacts.

Meanwhile, Immortal Wan Xiao and the Black Phoenix妖女 narrowed their eyes. They wanted to verify whether Lin Xuan truly possessed the legendary strength. Additionally, they sought inspiration from his abilities.

The path of immortals was fraught with difficulties; for a cultivation expert at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, advancing further required immense effort that could not be expressed in words. Simply enduring hardships without purpose was ineffective, and the rare treasures available to them were few and far between.

Exchanging cultivation insights might have been beneficial, but these ancient monsters would never genuinely share their secrets with others. Thus, while this approach seemed promising, it was ultimately unfeasible.

However, the current opportunity was excellent. A battle between peers could yield invaluable insights that would greatly benefit their own paths of refinement. It was like rubbing a jade to polish another.

Immortal Wan Xiao and the Black Phoenix妖女 would not miss such an opportunity. The situation was indeed rare; ancient immortals rarely engaged in combat at this stage.

Neither raised their heads, but their vast spiritual senses encompassed an area several miles wide. Even the slightest commotion or falling leaf could not escape their notice.

Elder Fox's willingness to engage made things even better. Both wore cunning expressions, ready to observe from the sidelines.

...

Though they had come together, each harbored different intentions. Lin Xuan anticipated this but it no longer mattered; the battle was at a critical juncture.

While strategy was important, in the end, power spoke louder than anything else in the cultivation world.

...

Above the nine heavens, Lin Xuan and Elder Fox stood facing each other, their aura intensifying without either making the first move.

Lin Xuan's expression remained indifferent. So did Elder Fox on the surface, but his mind was far from calm. He had already unleashed a torrent of demonic energy, yet this boy still appeared unperturbed. Where did he get such confidence?

Could it be true that the two Supreme Elders of Sword Lake Palace were indeed eliminated by him?

That was impossible. A newly promoted Tribulation Transcendence cultivator could not possess such power.

Elder Fox pondered these thoughts, but his heart was already filled with doubt. He no longer had absolute confidence!

He even regretted his hasty action. However, once the arrow is shot, there's no turning back. If he retreated now, he would become a laughingstock in all three realms.

"Let's give it our all!"

A fierce look flashed in Elder Fox's eyes as killing intent surged from him. He no longer underestimated Lin Xuan; either this boy had to be eliminated or his lifelong reputation was at stake.

Boom!

Like a volcanic eruption, demonic energy burst forth from him, transforming him into a massive vortex. Threads of法则 began swirling with the demonic energy.

All around them, the sky turned pale as if blocked by the torrent of energy.

The scene was beyond description; this ancient monster truly lived up to his reputation.

Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly.

Buzz!

A resonant bell sound echoed in his ears, like a grand symphony filled with boundless profundity.

Light flickered around him as several treasures shot out from Elder Fox's body. Each emitted a faint glow and mysterious inscriptions appeared on their surfaces.

Ordinary cultivators might not have been able to discern them clearly, but Lin Xuan found no difficulty in identifying the items.

Ancient divine treasures!

While they were merely postnatal artifacts, they far surpassed ordinary ancient treasures.

Moreover, it was well-known that ancient cauldrons or mirrors, or jade wands, were rare and unconventional. Though their power could not be matched by common weapons like swords or spears, these treasures were formidable.

An ancient monster producing divine treasures wasn't surprising, but to have five of them, especially such uncommon ones, Lin Xuan was impressed and did not take them lightly.

This battle had more than just victory as its goal. Lin Xuan needed to establish a powerful reputation to deter other sects. He knew this well.

In the next moment, his expression turned into a sneer. Just when he wanted it, someone offered him a pillow. The stronger their opponent appeared, the better for him; defeating them would further intimidate others.

Moreover, he could test the power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Technique infused with the soul of a sword. It was a win-win situation.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and flicked his sleeves. Silver light shone as celestial music filled his ears.

Flowers bloomed from his sleeves like dragons singing and phoenixes cooing.

Immortal Wan Xiao and the Black Phoenix妖女 found this scene unremarkable, though they sensed these treasures were extraordinary. The Dragon-named youth and the Silver-eyed Maiden, however, were stunned. They had spent thousands of years as brothers and sisters with Lin Xuan; how could he use flying swords now?

Wait, not flowers.

The Silver-eyed Maiden's eyes widened as she noticed an unusual fragrance emanating from the treasures. At first glance, they seemed like flowers, but upon closer inspection, they were large inscriptions glowing in his sleeves. These inscriptions looked like flowers, but their strange appearance was unlike anything she had seen before.
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Mysterious and ancient, this appeared to be a nonpareil treasure.

Elder Xue’s expression turned gravely serious. He was only about a hundred meters away from Lin Xuan, yet the moment he revealed his treasure, an overwhelming pressure washed over him.

However, this was just the beginning.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward without any trace of flamboyance. The silver-colored talisman text distorted and flickered, replacing the beautiful flowers with swordlight that swirled around in front of him. The power oflaw flowed like clear water through the void, clearly manifesting itself.

"What...?"

Elder Xue was greatly astonished. A being at theinitial stage transmigration through tribulation stage indeed had touched upon the laws of nature, but did this mean they only understood the surface? How could this guy’s comprehension of the power oflaw surpass his own?

Impossible. He had broken free from the constraints of his realm. Could this Lin youngster be a legendary genius?

His heart was filled with shock and anger, but there was no turning back. Regardless of how powerful Lin Xuan was, he would have to face him head-on.

With that thought, a ruthless glint flashed in Elder Xue’s eyes. Defeating Lin Xuan was his only path forward.

Roar!

The roar echoed through the air as the aura around him became even more formidable. No, it wasn’t just an outpouring ofyao aura; this guy had revealed his true form.

He was originally a妖族 (yaozue):妖族 refers to a race of creatures often depicted as monstrous or demonic in Chinese mythology and fiction. member who had already transformed into its true form. However, to use some supreme secrets required the aid of hisyao body.

It was a dragon.

Its body was pitch-black, over a hundred meters long, with scales as large as a basin that shimmered in the dark. Theintimidation, pressure it emitted was far more powerful than any ancient treasure.

Dragons were originally part of thespirit race and their physical strength at themid-stage transmigration through tribulation stage could be unimaginable.

Moreover, it had the power ofdragon language magic and various innate secret techniques. Eveninitial stage transmigration through tribulation stage cultivators would dare not challenge him directly.

The two senior elders from Sword Lake Palace had only been able to retreat due to sheer luck. On that occasion, Elder Xue hadn’t used his full might for some reason. Otherwise, who would have emerged victorious was uncertain.

This time, he wouldn’t hold back. The moment the Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword appeared, he felt a great threat. Challenging Lin Xuan seemed like a mistake, but there was no retreat; he had to reveal his true abilities.

This was unavoidable. At the same time, Lin Xuan’s situation wasn’t looking good either.

But he didn’t care.

What if the enemy is strong?

Although Elder Xue was arrogant and domineering, they hadn’t been enemies in recent times. This battle was meant to establish his authority.

The opponent being so powerful would only make defeating him more impressive, intimidating all who watched.

While there were risks involved, Lin Xuan had confidence that he could face this challenge.

The Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword had already appeared. Lin Xuan’s hands moved swiftly, and swordlight flickered in the void, gradually condensing into a Taiji diagram.

Holding Yin and Yang, it seemed to contain the essence of nature itself.

"What...?"

The black dragon roared loudly, sensing an ominous premonition. He wouldn’t let Lin Xuan cast his spells without resistance. Opening its mouth wide, it spat out a light column as thick as a water bucket.

Black light like ink spread out, filled with supremeyao aura.

Recognizing the nature of this light column, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. His experience and knowledge were vast, allowing him to identify it instantly.

But it was too late!

The light column split into three parts mid-flight, then five, vanishing completely as five black orbs the size of heads appeared before his eyes.

Each orb contained an exceptionally pure supremeyao aura.

Substantial in nature, they sank into the five heavenly treasures in front of him: an ancient cauldron, a purple mirror, a copper tripod, an jade staff, and a silver bell.

Boom!

A sound like that of a great bell resounded through the air. The five treasures emitted a brilliant light, casting mysterious halos from their surfaces.

Simultaneously, differentlaw forces passed through the sky. Although these were only postnatal treasures, they possessed formidable power.

Lin Xuan quickly assessed the situation.

Before he could react, those five treasures suddenly vanished.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as the objects reappeared a dozen meters in front of him.

"This is instant teleportation... No, it's an even more refined spatiallaw, spanning the void!"

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed but couldn’t dodge. Divine patterns spread from the surfaces of these treasures, combining with the power oflaw to seal this area.

"Is this aprohibition?"

Lin Xuan felt intrigued by its nature.

"Yes, exactly aprohibition. Young Lin, your powers are impressive. Try tasting the might of my Five Elements Heaven Extinction Great Array and see if you can break through," the dragon’s voice boomed from above, concealing his elation.

"Unless it's alate-stage transmigration through tribulation cultivator, he won’t believe anyone could escape this array unscathed."

On the ground, the other twoinitial stage transmigration through tribulation stage experts were equally stunned. Their faces showed shock.

"What? The Five Elements Heaven Extinction Great Array? Isn't that an ancientemperor of the yao (referring to a ruler of the妖族)’s array technique?" the black phoenix demoness covered her mouth in surprise.

"Yes, different from aprohibition set up with array tools, this is said to require heavenly treasures as a guide and encompasses the five elements. Yes, those five treasures he just revealed are familiar; they match the descriptions of the Five Elements Heaven Extinction Great Array’s required treasures in ancient texts. If I’m not mistaken, Elder Xue recently replicated it."

Master Wan Xiao nodded, his self-talk echoing.

"Strange to say, this old monster sealed himself away for nearly ten thousand years, all for this treasure. So he did inherit from an ancientemperor of the yao (referring to a ruler of the妖族)," the black phoenix demoness mused.

"Hmph, that’s right, but obtaining theinheritance, transmission of aemperor of the yao (referring to a ruler of the妖族) isn’t easy. If I’m not mistaken, this old devil only obtained techniques related to the Five Elements Heaven Extinction Great Array; otherwise, he would have advanced tolate-stage transmigration through tribulation long ago with far greater power."

"Indeed, Master has a point."

The voices of the two great experts echoed, their words even more shocking.

The silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named youth, as leaders of their sects, had faced many trials. Yet now, they looked pale.

From their conversation, it was clear that this array was extraordinary, driven by five heavenly treasures, with its heritage dating back to ancient times. Mostinitial stage transmigration through tribulation stage experts wouldn’t dare challenge such an array directly.

Would Lin Xuan’s younger brother truly be able to turn defeat into victory?
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The two of them felt uneasy, but this level of combat was beyond their interference.

They could only wait and hope that Lin Xuan would be safe.

...Above the Nine Heavens, the gale winds were fierce to an extreme. Lin Xuan had indeed fallen into a dire situation. The air was filled with terrifying killing intent.

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of seriousness as well.

The myriad arts of cultivation were vast and profound. The opponent could actually combine the principles of array formations with the martial techniques of divine artifacts, truly unexpected.

This array formation contained the Five Elements and was driven by five celestial treasures. Its power should not be underestimated.

Lin Xuan was cautious but only to a certain extent.

If he had encountered this technique in the past, things might have turned out differently. But now... with numerous precious items at his disposal, even if the Five Celestial Extinction Great Array was powerful and vigorous, it couldn't truly confine him.

Lin Xuan was no arrogant fool; he had absolute confidence.

A strong fighting intent erupted from his body!

From afar, Old Monster Xue felt a sense of unease. This shouldn't be possible. The opponent had already been trapped by the绝阵, why would there still be such an uneasy feeling? Could it be... A strange light flashed in Jiao Long's eyes. It was too dangerous; he couldn't allow this brat to live. He must act quickly and eliminate him with a thunderous strike.

Roar!

The deafening roar echoed through the heavens, tearing open a large hole in the void just from its sound waves.

Following that, the myriad demonic energies surged, all plunging into the terrifying array formation.

A small celestial land appeared, though not a domain, it had different laws. Lin Xuan wanted to break out of this array, increasing his difficulty by a hundredfold.

The legacy of the Demon Emperor was indeed no trivial matter!

The founder of the Five Celestial Extinction Great Array truly deserved the title of supreme genius.

Now, Lin Xuan was effectively sealed within that small celestial land.

The scene before him had changed.

A sun hung high in the sky. In front of him lay an endless desert.

Lifeless and devoid of killing intent.

However, Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious.

He already sensed a warning. He wasn't planning to sit idly by. This array formation was formidable, but his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, which had fused with tens of thousands of sword souls, was also comparable to divine treasures.

To confine him would be too naive!

Roar!

Lin Xuan let out a long roar from the heavens, and dragon-like sounds emerged from his body.

Then he waved his hands, and mysterious incantations appeared from his fingertips.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's light flickered before converging in the middle.

A massive sword over a hundred feet long materialized. Its surface emitted light and faint traces of cosmic laws spread out.

Nine Palaces Sword Technique!

An ordinary technique, but when performed by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword that had fused with countless sword souls, it could stir the laws of heaven and earth. To confine him would first require eliminating this supreme array formation.

"Ho!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's divine light shone brightly. It displayed seven different colors: silver, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet.

The divine sword was sentient, slicing through the weak points of the void.

Boom!

As if countless lightning bolts descended from the heavens, the sound was not just deafening but shattered the entire desert into nothingness in the void.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy. But soon, his expression darkened again.

He had broken the desert but didn't escape; instead, he found himself in an even more perilous situation.

Dark energy like ink surged, and blood seas churned as if he were in the legendary Netherworld.

The killing intent around him grew more intense.

Suddenly, countless demonic entities appeared out of thin air.

They varied in size, some towering like mountains, others tiny like mosquitoes. They all rushed towards Lin Xuan.

The Five Celestial Extinction Great Array was indeed formidable.

Lin Xuan sighed but showed no fear on his face.

He raised his right hand and pointed again.

"Quickly!"

Silver light flashed as the massive sword vanished, replaced by myriad sword rays before his eyes.

Each sword ray emitted light and seemed to contain endless cosmic laws.

Old Monster Xue's expression was filled with terror. Could this really be a cultivator at the early Transcendence stage? How could he possess such treasures and wield such terrifying cosmic laws?

If it weren't for his fortunate chance of obtaining the Demon Emperor's secret techniques, he wouldn't even have the qualifications to fight him.

This brat was too formidable.

He felt regret but now it was too late. Even if he surrendered, Lin Xuan might not spare him. He had to use all his strength and eliminate him within this array formation.

Roar!

Lin Xuan raised his head, emitting a primitive roar from his throat.

The sound was ancient yet indistinct in origin. Suddenly, shocking demonic energy gushed out of his body.

No, it wasn't ordinary demonic energy; it was primordial force.

Primordial Demon Energy!

"How is this possible!"

The others were stunned, but the woman dressed in a palace-style robe from Black Phoenix Valley stared in disbelief.

She was not only at the Transcendence stage as a demon cultivator, but her true form was that of a black phoenix. Though she hadn't fused with True Spirit Fire due to lack of opportunity, she still had some knowledge about the secrets of True Spirits.

Primordial Demon Energy.

Even she could barely keep up; it was the divine power unique to True Spirits. Wasn't this Lin Xuan an ordinary human cultivator? How could he command such pure primordial demon energy?

Black Phoenix was bewildered and envious, admiring him immensely. Which demon race wouldn't want to become a True Spirit like those three top-tier powers?
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What kind of extraordinary fortune did Lin Xuan have?

His background remained a complete mystery.

In the heavens, their battle had reached a critical point where victory or defeat, life or death, was at stake.

Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in terrifying chaotic demon energy. Old Demon Master Xue was shocked but also dared not harbor any侥幸thoughts. He unleashed all his powers and even consumed significant amounts of primordial essence energy to launch his final attack.

The howling of the厉鬼 grew louder, yet those yīn souls and ghostly creatures vanished completely.

In their place appeared a vast black river.

Water flowed clearly in front, but no sound was heard. The atmosphere was dead silent.

"This is... the River of Netherworld!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Legend had it that the River of Netherworld was located at Yellow Springs and Nine Profound Realms. Its waters could wither all things; even cultivation experts in Tribulation Transcendence Stage would have no choice but to die if they fell into its depths.

Although just a legend, Lin Xuan felt it acutely. Even he, though powerful, would face significant trouble if submerged by the River of Netherworld. The inheritance of the Great Demon Emperor was indeed formidable; this Five Elements Heaven-Absolute Array truly was an unparalleled killing technique.

He needed to break free from his seal and leave this small realm with different laws from the Spirit Realm as quickly as possible.

The demon energy on Lin Xuan's body had become overwhelmingly dense.

Boom!

A loud explosion entered his ears. His body emitted a burst of spiritual light, followed by something unbelievable happening.

As the spiritual light dispersed, Lin Xuan vanished without a trace. In his place was an enormous creature over a hundred feet long.

It had four wings and six legs, with nine terrifying heads that drew attention. Its wings spread out to reveal an awe-inspiring presence. Spiritual lights flowed across its body, making it resemble a legendary nine-headed fierce bird almost perfectly.

Flames and lightning principles flickered on each iron feather.

"This can't really be an ancient fierce bird."

The Black Wind Demon Lady was speechless. Although she hadn’t cultivated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, her phoenix wisdom eyes were still formidable enough to discern the scene within the array. At this moment, she nearly turned to stone.

If not for witnessing it with her own eyes, she would never have believed what unfolded before her—nine-headed birds were ancient fierce birds that wouldn't even flinch at seeing a king of all birds like the phoenix. However, for demons, there was always another demon to contend with. The nine-headed bird, being a true spirit, had long since perished along with its true spirit fire.

Without the true spirit, the lineage of the nine-headed bird naturally declined. Yet after millions of years, their inheritance resurfaced. But how could an ordinary human cultivator inherit such a true spirit relic and fuse it with Heavenly Phoenix essence blood? The Black Wind Demon Lady felt her mind struggling to comprehend this absurdity.

But the situation wasn't over yet.

The fierce bird raised its head and let out a deafening roar that echoed in his ears. Its wings spread, revealing endless demon energy that merged into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Then came a series of "whoosh" sounds as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword launched countless sword lights towards one direction, starting to merge again. However, this time it wasn't using the Great Sword Technique.

A terrifying pressure spread out. Then an enormous creature over a hundred feet long appeared.

Its wings spread, and divine light flickered, making even stars dim. Endless fire essence energy surged towards it, unable to be blocked by the Five Elements Heaven-Absolute Array.

"This is phoenix energy. It's truly as if the king of all birds descended," the Black Phoenix Demon Lady's eyes nearly popped out. She was a genuine phoenix bloodline and could feel that before her wasn't just an ordinary divine bird but one with true phoenix essence, pure to the extreme, like a direct descendant of a true spirit phoenix.

How is this possible... she thought, while Old Demon Master Xue, who was fighting Lin Xuan, regretted it deeply. However, he had no choice but to grit his teeth and endure.

With fangs bared and roaring loudly, he forced out primordial essence energy, trying to annihilate Lin Xuan with the River of Netherworld, a killing technique passed down from an ancient demon emperor.

"Even if Old Demon Master Xue wins this battle, he will suffer severe damage. He might even drop in cultivation stage," said Senior Daoist Wan Xiao gravely, as he also summoned a treasure—a mirror that allowed him to clearly see everything within the array.

"Not bad, but I think Old Demon Master Xue's chances are slim."

The Black Phoenix Demon Lady’s expression was equally attentive, not wanting to miss any detail. How could an ordinary human cultivator obtain such true spirit relics and fuse them with Heavenly Phoenix essence blood?

"Fair lady, you should watch that little fellow. His powers are indeed formidable; killing his peers is no difficulty. However, Old Demon Master Xue isn't easy to deal with either. He even summoned the River of Netherworld—a killing technique passed down from an ancient demon emperor. Lin Xiao's chances aren’t many," Senior Daoist Wan Xiao said.

"Is that so? I don't think so. Since we have different views, let’s wait and see." The Black Phoenix Demon Lady spoke calmly, showing extraordinary trust in Lin Xuan.

"Indeed..." Senior Daoist Wan Xiao turned his head, as if he wanted to say more. But at this moment, something unexpected happened—Lin Xuan summoned another treasure.

It was a fiery red ring with spiritual light flowing across its surface. A clear ringing sound echoed, and amidst the dazzling light, an enormous creature appeared.

Its body length was also over a hundred feet, with fine eyes and long feathers. It looked similar to a phoenix but was slightly more slender in form, exuding an extremely proud demeanor that hinted at the aura of a world-ruling king.

It was Zhu Que!

The Fire Divine Bird!

Though not as magnificent as the phoenix, its lotus fire could burn down all things.

How is this possible?

In the entire world, there were only a few true spirit-level divine birds. In an instant, Lin Xuan had revealed three through his own body and treasures—Zhu Que, Phoenix, and nine-headed bird. Even among true spirits, these were top-tier existences.

Three enormous creatures emerged, each emitting different principles of power.

Then Lin Xuan's transformed nine-headed bird raised its head, revealing an unbelievable scene.

Zhu Que and the phoenix flew over together, their dazzling spiritual light blinding anyone who looked at them.

Boom!

A deafening impact echoed in his ears. The three true spirits began to merge.

Yes, merging—more accurately, Zhu Que and the phoenix were absorbed by the nine-headed bird.

If they were true spirits, this wouldn't have happened. However, since Zhu Que and the phoenix were Lin Xuan's treasures transformed into existence, their power absorption was merely a form of fusion.

Roar!

Nine heads on the nine-headed bird now had phoenix feathers.

Simultaneously, red lotus fire burned on its wings.

It could burn down all things, followed by crackling sounds as black lightning appeared.

Using the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and Zhu Que Ring, Lin Xuan activated his true spirit inner core. Demon energy surged across his body, and the power he emitted seemed to match that of a legendary nine-headed bird.

It was like an ancient true spirit had been resurrected!
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No, its aura was not as formidable as that of a true nine-headed bird, but it wasn't far off either.

From the aura emanating from him, it was undoubtedly a True Spirit at the first level.

The Black Moon Sky Witch Technique was an unparalleled secret art of the Black Moon Clan. The technique for evolving true spirits within it was incredibly ingenious. If one's cultivation reached late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, they could even transform into ancient indestructible beings by utilizing the blood of a true spirit.

Lin Xuan did not possess such power now. His cultivation stage was still one level short.

But that didn't matter. Lin Xuan’s fortune far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators.

Having fused with the True Essence of the Golden Jade True Toad, and having obtained the true spirit fire from the lineage of the nine-headed bird, although Lin Xuan wasn’t a beast race, his affinity for true spirits was unparalleled in this world. Thus, even though he was only at early-stage Tribulation Transcendence, he still had the ability to evolve into a true spirit, albeit with lesser power compared to actual true spirits.

This was due to his cultivation stage; it was an unavoidable matter.

However, Lin Xuan’s knowledge base was extensive, and he devised a clever workaround.

Of course, without countless treasures, this wouldn’t have been possible.

Though called "clever," the support still relied on extraordinary strength. There were no free lunches in the world of cultivation.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword and the Vermilion Bird Ring—though their exact grades couldn't be determined—they both had a close connection with true spirits. The former was infused with the soul of a phoenix, while the latter had been consecrated with the blood of several true spirits by Lin Xuan.

By utilizing these two treasures, Lin Xuan absorbed and fused them, erasing the gap in his cultivation stage. Although he still couldn't match ancient true spirits, he now possessed similar power.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant. The black river poured down, and the withering death water surged towards him.

If swallowed by this river, even a late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivator would have no choice but to perish.

This was the opponent's final move; now they were at a critical moment that could decide life or death and victory or defeat.

Lin Xuan raised his head. Lightning flashed across the sky as he waved the flames of the red lotus.

Then, with a flick of his wings, the nine-headed bird transformed into a storm of lightning and fire, containing terrifying heavenly laws, rushing forward.

Boom!

The surging lightning and fire clashed with the death water from the black river. The sheer power was indescribable. Fortunately, they were sealed in a small world, so even though this place was a million miles away from the Cloud Concealment Sect headquarters, it might still be affected.

Puff…

The black dragon opened its mouth and spat out a cloud of blood mist, barely blocking Lin Xuan's attack but already severely injured.

Just as Master Wan Xiao had predicted, even if he won, he wouldn't fare well. He would likely drop a cultivation stage, making this battle utterly unprofitable.

Moreover, it was uncertain who would win or lose. The black river merely temporarily blocked the lightning and fire laws and red lotus flames.

However, the nine-headed bird wasn’t easily dealt with. Even among true spirits, it was known for its ferocity. It didn't fear even a phoenix. A mere black river couldn't confine him here; that was too naive.

Roar!

Nine heads simultaneously emitted deafening roars, each containing supreme laws.

Boom!

The lightning and red lotus flames suddenly became incredibly powerful, increasing by tenfold or more from their original strength. Even the desolate black river couldn’t withstand it, and its death force dried up as the black river collapsed.

Puff!

The old devil's mouth spewed a cloud of blood mist, struck like by lightning. He didn't expect that even with his life on the line, he would still end up this way.

Then spatial fluctuations surged, revealing ancient cauldrons, purple mirrors, copper braziers, jade staffs, and silver bells. Their light flickered mysteriously, but cracks appeared on their surfaces.

"Has the Five Elements Heaven Extinction Great Array been broken?" the black phoenix demoness exclaimed in shock, not expecting Lin Xuan to truly command lightning and fire laws like a nine-headed bird.

"Not yet," Master Wan Xiao shook his head with a calm demeanor. He seemed certain that the old devil still had more tricks up his sleeve.

Indeed, the dragon raised its head, spewing massive amounts of primordial energy. With no choice left, if Lin Xuan broke through the array, he would have zero chance of winning.

This primordial energy was absorbed by six supreme divine treasures.

The cracks on their surfaces didn't disappear but worsened, spreading like spider webs across their entire surface, as though they were about to shatter and collapse at any moment.

"This old devil is too ruthless. After this battle, not only will he drop a cultivation stage, these six supreme divine treasures will be ruined," Master Wan Xiao sighed, never expecting the old devil's resolve to be so firm.

"Indeed, he has already activated the source of power in his treasures; after this battle, all six items will become worthless."

The black phoenix demoness also expressed regret. At their level, supreme divine treasures weren't easily obtained, but these six were unique and had special effects. Seeing them destroyed was heartbreaking. Unless absolutely necessary, the old devil wouldn’t have done this, but now he had no choice.

Goo!

However, just as this vexing noise reached his ears, spatial fluctuations surged again. Two massive gray claws emerged from the void, emitting threads of lightning power. The claws parted, tearing a hole in the space.

Lin Xuan broke through the array and the Five Elements Heaven Extinction Great Array failed to contain him.

Puff!

The old devil's face turned ashen as his transformed dragon spat out several mouthfuls of blood.

How could this be? He had used secret techniques passed down from the Demon Emperor, even sacrificing a cultivation stage and destroying six treasures; yet, he still ended up like this.

A mere early-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivator shouldn't have been as terrifying as an ancient true spirit?

After pondering this for a long time, his anger and resentment were indescribable. However, now was not the time to dwell on these thoughts; defeat meant death. Lin Xuan would never allow him to live.

With that thought, the black dragon's tail swished, and it used its secret technique to cross through space, vanishing into the distance in an instant.

"Hmph, at this moment, do you still want to run?" a heart-stirring voice echoed as Lin Xuan's transformed nine-headed bird appeared with four wings and six legs.

At such a critical moment, how could they let him escape? With a flap of its wings, mysterious spatial laws emerged. Not to harm the opponent but to prevent them from using their space-crossing technique.

Then countless lightning bolts about the size of an arm appeared on the nine-headed bird's body. This was... Lightningevasion technique, no, it far surpassed the legendary Five Elementsevasion technique by a great deal. It should be Lightning Speed.

This was the innate divine power of the nine-headed bird, and only true spirits could use it to travel faster than spatial laws.
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Passing through the void was already an incredibly mystic feat. However, the innate divine abilities of ancient true spirits were even more mysterious.

There was no suspense as Old Devil Xue was intercepted by Lin Xuan's transformed nine-headed bird.

A look of fear flashed across his face but quickly turned into a fierce expression.

With matters at this point, begging for mercy would be futile. He had to fight!

Roar!

The earth-shattering roar echoed in the ears. The black dragon opened its blood-filled maw, and a dark beam swept out. Though it seemed unremarkable, it was actually an illusion conjured from Old Devil Xue's essence spirit, with immense power that even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage would avoid.

However, he did not seek to harm his opponent but merely wanted to break through and escape.

Yet, it wasn't so easy. Those who dared to provoke him had to be prepared to pay a price. Lin Xuan was no ruthless cultivator, but letting such a dangerous foe go free was out of the question.

Annoying noise filled the air as the nine-headed bird spat out bolts of lightning and fire, igniting the entire sky.

Old Devil Xue had nowhere to hide and was firmly grasped by the nine-headed bird's claws.

These two massive creatures, each over a hundred meters long, clashed in a manner that could not be described with words.

The chaotic laws filled the sky as Lin Xuan’s strikes seemed to tear through the void.

"Ahh!"

Finally, a scream echoed. Although the dragon's body was formidable, it still fell short when compared to an absolute true spirit. A shower of blood rained down as its body was torn in half.

Following this, a flash of light emerged from the blood rain—a dragon’s eye-sized demon nucleus.

It transformed into a purple lightning bolt, emitting threads of law that attempted to break through Lin Xuan's spatial restrictions and escape.

"Nice try!"

The nine-headed bird's voice boomed. Tilting its head, rays of divine light shot out from its eyes.

In an instant, these rays vanished, only to reappear beside the demon nucleus.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan’s roar echoed as these divine rays transformed into sword threads, weaving a net that tightly bound the demon nucleus.

"A heavenly net and earth trap. Do you think you have any chance of escaping?"

The nine-headed bird's wings flashed, its essence light dazzling. Then his figure rapidly shrank.

With the formidable enemy eliminated, Lin Xuan naturally had no need to continue using this supreme secret technique. Even though he far outmatched his peers in terms of power, the consumption was tremendous.

Lin Xuan returned to human form as he raised his right hand, and the demon nucleus flew into his palm.

A Tribulation Transcending cultivator rarely perished. The value of this demon nucleus was beyond measure—though it couldn’t match primordial artifacts, its worth could still incite endless bloodshed if taken outside.

Such a treasure Lin Xuan would not let slip away; he even collected the dragon’s corpse.

Knowing that beast’s hide and bones were treasures to cultivators, especially one at the Tribulation Transcending stage. With his immense wealth, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn’t miss such a treasure, nor would he risk being branded as a fool for entering an abundance of treasures without taking any.

In addition, Old Devil Xue's storage bag was also obtained. Although six divine artifacts had been destroyed, Old Devil Xue lived for over a million years and collected countless rare treasures.

Lin Xuan gained numerous benefits from this encounter.

...

At the same time, in the valley, Wan Xiao True Man and Black Phoenix Demon Lady showed signs of relief. Old Devil Xue dominated his entire life, but he ended up like this. They were extremely relieved that they hadn’t shown any hostility towards Lin Xuan; otherwise, it might have been them who perished.

The silver-eyed maiden and the Dragon-named youth also breathed a sigh of relief. Senior Apprentice Brother was stronger than expected, able to transform into a true spirit and treat Tribulation Transcending beings as nothing. It was unimaginable what he would be like if he advanced to late Tribulation Transcending—perhaps even Senior Immortal Nai Long would feel inferior.

Before this thought could fully form, Lin Xuan appeared before them with a flash of light.

"Senior Apprentice Brother..."

Both moved forward, but Lin Xuan shook his head and smiled, indicating that he was unharmed.

Lin Xuan then flashed to the other two Tribulation Transcending powerhouses.

Wan Xiao True Man and Black Phoenix Demon Lady were wary, fearing another attack from Lin Xuan.

As they say, seeing is believing. This young man was far more terrifying than rumors suggested. It was hard to imagine how a newly promoted Tribulation Transcending cultivator could reach such strength.

It seemed the legends hadn’t exaggerated; this youth had already faced Ancient Demon Ancestor in his late Spirit Transformation stage.

This was undoubtedly an unparalleled figure, far beyond ordinary great powers.

Lin Xuan then spoke: "Two friends came here for a reason. Do you wish to challenge me as Old Devil Xue did?"

"Friend, there is no misunderstanding; we have no ill intentions," Wan Xiao True Man hurriedly waved his hand. He was also an old monster at late Tribulation Transcending stage and didn’t want to offend Lin Xuan after seeing the battle.

"Indeed, Old Devil Xue was a peculiar character who acted without regard for propriety. We wouldn't be like him. I came here to congratulate Senior Apprentice Brother on advancing to Tribulation Transcending," Black Phoenix Demon Lady said.

This lie had many flaws, but Lin Xuan ignored it. He had eliminated Old Devil Xue both because he was unwise and to showcase his power and intimidate the crowd.

Since his purpose was achieved, there was no need to continue making enemies. Even knowing they were lying, Lin Xuan smiled as if he believed them.

Wan Xiao True Man and Black Phoenix Demon Lady breathed a sigh of relief. Thankfully, this young man wasn’t unreasonable; otherwise, another battle would have been inevitable. Seeing his supreme power, even with both of their combined efforts, it was uncertain who would win.

The atmosphere quickly eased as they engaged in polite exchanges.

"Two friends are guests. How about we rest at my Cloud Concealment Sect’s main hall?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"This..."

Black Phoenix Demon Lady hesitated, and Wan Xiao True Man waved his hand to decline: "No need. I came here by chance and have other matters to attend to today. Now that I’ve seen Senior Brother's supreme prowess, I’ll take my leave."

He dared not go to the main hall of Cloud Concealment Sect; many old monsters were unpredictable. If this young man changed his mind and wanted to eliminate him in their stronghold, it would be a matter of life and death.

He wouldn’t do such foolish things. Black Phoenix Demon Lady quickly understood and also bid farewell with a smile: "I have other matters as well. I’ll come back another time."

They then left, afraid Lin Xuan might change his mind, emitting dazzling lights and displaying their powers before departing. The entire chapter.
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A storm had dissipated, leaving no trace behind.

As the saying goes: "The virtuous do not come, but those who come are unvirtuous." The three powerful figures of the Tribulation Transcending Realm arrived together, naturally to cause trouble for Lin Xuan.

If he were a mere pretender, he would likely have already been stripped of his soul and essence by now. The Cloud Concealing Sect might also have been razed to the ground.

This was nothing unusual in the cultivation world; bloodshed and strife were commonplace. Everything came down to strength.

People revered the strong but showed no mercy to those who sought fame at any cost.

Their purpose for coming here was originally just to gather intelligence, but they hadn't anticipated how formidable Lin Xuan truly was. A disagreement led directly to a fierce battle with the old demon, who was killed by Lin Xuan's supreme secret technique in one fell swoop.

The entire exchange took only as long as it would take to brew a pot of tea. He could hardly believe such an outrageous scene unless he had witnessed it himself.

After all, the old demon was a member of the Heavenly Essence race and had roamed the Spirit Realm for over a million years, his strength immeasurable.

Logically, even if he couldn't defeat him, he should have been able to protect himself. But this formidable powerhouse was cleanly dispatched by Lin Xuan.

Even the secret technique passed down from the demon emperor proved useless. The once renowned Five Elements Heaven-Absolute Great Array had been shattered by Lin Xuan's sheer force.

This little fellow was far more terrifying than expected, and if left unchecked, he might become a powerful demigod or even a demon king. With the old demon's demise, his two companions no longer dared to challenge Lin Xuan; their thick faces allowed them to change their stance with the wind without any qualms.

They claimed they had come to offer congratulations on the underground passage.

Although Lin Xuan knew they were just babbling, he didn't refute it. He had used such severe measures against the old demon merely for a show of strength, to deter those with malicious intentions.

With his goal achieved, he naturally wanted to play it safe. There were no eternal enemies or friends; after this incident, no one would dare underestimate the Cloud Concealing Sect again.

As Lin Xuan watched the two streaks of lightning dissipate into the distance, a smile played on his lips. Despite the fierce battle, he had achieved what he desired.

The Nine Palaces Sword Technique, having integrated with tens of thousands of sword souls, indeed possessed formidable power. It could even communicate and kill enemies on its own. With time, it would likely surpass even the treasures in the Immortal Mansion.

What he needed now was merely the time and opportunity for this treasure to grow.

With that matter settled, the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named youth approached slowly. Their eyes were filled with awe.

Though Lin Xuan's abilities were beyond their comprehension, they had witnessed the destruction of a mid-stage Tribulation Transcending powerhouse and his supreme secret technique, which was unheard of. A thousand years ago, he was merely an ordinary cultivator at the Profound Cave stage. Such power and cultivation speed—calling him a monster wasn't too much.

"Junior Brother Lin…" The silver-eyed girl hesitated before speaking.

"Let's go. We should return to the main hall first. I believe no one will dare provoke us after this." Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke.

"Agreed!"

They had no objections and together transformed into a streak of lightning, returning to the main hall.

---

However, the impact of this incident extended far beyond its conclusion.

As they say, truth cannot be hidden. Soon, news shook the entire Spirit Realm. The Dragon Gate's Supreme Elder, that old demon, had fallen.

At first, details were vague, but as people pieced together the information, it became clear:

"Supposedly, the old demon was envious of the Cloud Concealing Sect becoming the top sect in the Dragon Gate and challenged their Supreme Elder. He was decisively killed."

"Indeed, the rise of the Cloud Concealing Sect is astonishing. In just a thousand years, they've grown by more than a hundred times."

"I heard that it's all due to this Lin youngster. He's an unparalleled monster, said to have ascended with ease."

"Correct, I also heard he can't be provoked. He's a formidable and ruthless figure who dared challenge the Ancient Demon Ancestor even at the Spirit Formation stage. Did you hear? Even the Dragon Gate Immortal regards him highly; they're supposedly brothers in arms."

"What, the Dragon Gate Immortal? Are you joking? That's a late-stage Tribulation Transcender. How can that Lin youngster possibly befriend such a powerful figure?"

"Impossible! You must be ignorant of the world. Not just the Dragon Gate Immortal, I heard the Cold Moon Immortal, the King of Qingqiu, and the Flower Fairy all have old connections with this Lin."

"What more outrageous claims do you dare make? Just say he's an attendant at the Aśvatarā King's court. How can a youngster who hasn't even reached early-stage Tribulation Transcender possibly be associated with so many top-tier immortals from the Three Realms?"

Someone scoffed, finding Lin Xuan's tales too far-fetched.

The person反驳者自然不服气，反唇相讥。双方争得面红耳赤，随后各自祭出法宝。修仙界多血雨腥风，一言不合便大打出手，并不稀奇。

……

而这样一幕虽然离谱，在灵界却上演了多次。

一位中期渡劫的大能陨落，足以震动三界。

这次事件让林轩彻底成名。再没有人敢轻视云隐宗，震慑群雄的效果达到了。

然而凡事有利有弊。林轩此举固然起到了杀一儆百的作用，无人敢再来云隐宗捋虎须，但也因此引起了绝世强者的注意。

……

魔界广袤无垠。

这片冰原看似荒凉，实则是仙山福地。这里的魔气浓郁无比，即使是上品魔脉也无法与之相比。

传说，在这冰原深处，魔气已经结晶化，修行者在这里岂止是事半功倍，甚至一日千里也不为过。其效果甚至比服用仙丹妙药还要好得多。

这样的洞天福地，本应引起无数强者的觊觎，但魔界高手众多却无人敢来招惹。开玩笑，冰原虽珍贵无比却是冰魄圣祖的修行之地，谁活得腻了敢打她的主意？那不是老寿星上吊嫌命长了些。

冰魄，魔族第一美女，同时也是九位真魔始祖之一，一身神通惊天动地，谁吃饱了撑的敢图谋她的仙山福地。
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"Little Sister, that Lin Xiao is too arrogant. Do we really have to let him get away with it?"

In the depths of the ice plain, there stood a magnificent building, resembling a琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilion and jade palace), beautiful beyond compare.

Two women were moving through this place, discussing something in detail.

The speaker was an exquisite beauty, but her presence felt eerie. She seemed like a venomous snake capable of devouring any powerful prey.

She is the Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent!

Indeed, she is one of the Nine True Demonic Primordial Ancestors. Surprisingly, this top-tier powerhouse willingly submitted to Ice Spirit and moved here.

This behavior was astonishing, but regardless of the reason, two True Demonic Primordial Ancestors working together were formidable. They might not be invincible in the world, but few forces dared to provoke them.

Such a top-tier powerhouse could cause endless commotion just by stomping their feet. However, what they discussed now had significant ties to Lin Xuan.

This would certainly stir up a great fuss if revealed. After all, cultivators at the initial stage of tribulation were formidable lords in their own right, but still far behind True Demonic Primordial Ancestors.

Ordinary old monsters from the tribulation period wouldn't even catch their attention. The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent's tone was calm on the surface, but a closer look revealed her unease about Lin Xuan.

What could this boy possibly be so remarkable that he commands the respect and caution of True Demonic Primordial Ancestors?

And indeed, the Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent had good reason to react thus. She had interacted with Lin Xuan over a thousand years ago.

To put it bluntly, she watched his growth from afar. Initially, she didn't pay much attention due to their vast power gap. However, as time passed, that boy displayed astonishing talent, reaching his current level in just a few millennia.

It was truly shocking!

Even her past self couldn't match him.

This unassuming youth already warranted her attention and respect.

What made it even more alarming was not only his rapid cultivation but also the formidable combat power he exhibited. He far outshone others of the same rank.

While others might have heard rumors, the Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent and Ice Spirit had a significant advantage in understanding the details of that battle.

The old demon known as Xue was not only at the middle stage of tribulation but also had the bloodline of the dragon clan. Despite his outstanding strength, he was effortlessly eradicated by Lin Xuan.

Even the ancient Demon Emperor's secret techniques couldn't contain him. If this boy grew further, even they might face headaches.

This wasn't mere speculation; the Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent genuinely felt a threat from Lin Xuan. His upgrade speed was a true monster.

To nip danger in the bud, she felt it was time to stop his growth. As a True Demonic Primordial Ancestor, she couldn't be soft-hearted and let him grow into a heartache.

Lin Xuan had entered the tribulation period; it was high time to eliminate him from this world.

"Easy said than done."

Ice Spirit sighed, her body surrounded by faint mist, making her hard to see. The beauty added an air of mystery.

In the realm of loss, she once fought with Lin Xuan and suffered significant losses. Her avatar even got eradicated in the end. How could she not hate that boy deeply?

However, as a True Demonic Primordial Ancestor, she couldn't casually venture into the Spirit Realm. If her identity was exposed, it would cause a great commotion, potentially sparking conflicts among the three realms.

With such concerns, she had no choice but to remain helpless against Lin Xuan.

"Little Sister said we could ask for help from some powerful beings in the Spirit Realm…" The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent sounded puzzled.

It's said that wealth moves hearts. As a True Demonic Primordial Ancestor, she had lived countless years and even some powerful cultivators in the Spirit Realm might have connections with her.

Ice Spirit originally planned to use some treasures to persuade those beings to eliminate Lin Xuan.

Everything seemed almost settled when Xue the old demon fell under Lin Xuan's hand. He was a middle-stage tribulation cultivator, dominant for millions of years.

Lin Xuan's displayed strength was truly shocking. The powerful beings who intended to intervene were all stunned. Although some among them might be stronger than Xue, they didn't want to wade into this murky water.

Indeed, the price Ice Spirit offered was extremely tempting. But without life to enjoy those treasures, they had no interest in provoking Lin Xuan.

This wasn't about being brave or cowardly; it's that Lin Xuan has changed. Tribulation cultivators have lifespans stretching millions of years. Even if they couldn't achieve immortality, living for a million years was easy.

So, these beings were extremely cautious and unwilling to take risks without absolute certainty.

Everything seemed settled, but now they were shirking their responsibilities. Ice Spirit had no choice but to accept this.

"..."

The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent was also frustrated, unable to come up with a good plan in a short time.

"Should we just let Lin Xiao go for now? No, if we continue, it will become a heartache."

Her unwilling voice echoed.

Originally, as a True Demonic Primordial Ancestor, she was already the top-tier combat force in the three realms. But Lin Xuan's cultivation speed genuinely frightened her. Now that he had entered the tribulation period, she dared not underestimate him anymore.

"Little Sister is right. However, I am currently preoccupied and unable to deal with that fellow," Ice Spirit sighed.

"Why? What urgent matter do you have?" The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent was surprised.

"The other secret treasure of the Arhats' King has a lead."

"What! Another treasure of the Arhats' King, are you sure?" The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent's face lit up with excitement upon hearing this.

Legend had it that before his rebirth as an Arhat, he left behind seven treasures to seal away his supreme power. If someone from the Arhat lineage gathered these seven treasures and released the封印 (seal), they could obtain the Arhats' King's supreme abilities, a feat even immortals would envy.

"Ah, I see."

The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Serpent nodded in understanding. As they say, there are priorities.

While she hated Lin Xuan deeply, she knew finding the Arhats' King's treasures was more important.

If she could gather all the treasures and gain the supreme power of the Arhats' King, it didn't matter how outrageous Lin Xuan's actions were.

The Arhats' King could even slay true immortals. No matter how fast Lin Xuan cultivated, he couldn't reach that level.

And naturally, she would benefit immensely. If everything went smoothly, she might even advance further and become a true immortal.

This was no idle talk; she was already the top-tier in the three realms, just one step away from becoming an immortal.

"I will spare no effort to assist you in obtaining the Arhats' King's treasures," Ice Spirit vowed.
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The elimination of Old Beast Xue caused a significant stir in the Three Realms, but such an outcome was exactly what Lin Xuan had been hoping for.

The Cloud Concealment Sect had developed too rapidly, drawing the envy of numerous factions. Lin Xuan needed to take decisive action to deter them since he couldn't remain at the main headquarters indefinitely. Having advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, he no longer had to be overly cautious in his actions.

Lin Xuan wished to explore ancient secrets, and Mo'er was still unknown where she might be waiting for him. In the coming years, he might traverse various planes of existence, leaving little time to stay at the main headquarters.

He did not want the Cloud Concealment Sect to suffer a major calamity due to his actions. Therefore, he must rely on sheer power to intimidate those with ill intentions. It seemed that things were going well now.

Lin Xuan returned to his cave abode. Although he wanted to find Mo'er's whereabouts, there were still some matters to attend to first.

The battle against Old Beast Xue had taken only a few minutes but had drained much of Lin Xuan’s jingli (vital energy). Thus, he did not immediately retreat into seclusion; instead, he rested for several days before arriving at the training hall.

He sat cross-legged and slowly regulated his breathing. Half an hour passed quickly, and when Lin Xuan opened his eyes, a jade box flew out of his sleeve, adorned with golden and silver talismans that were clearly no ordinary items.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan flicked his fingers forward, causing the talisman to ignite on its own. The lid snapped open with a "snap," revealing dazzling golden light.

It was an object about the size of a fist, radiating golden light and emitting mysterious energy from its surface.

Exotic Heavenly Metal from beyond the plane of existence—such treasures were rare in the Three Realms, obtainable only by slaying the域外夭魔. Lin Xuan had spent countless efforts to integrate several dozen sword souls into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. Originally, he planned to fuse this Exotic Heavenly Metal as well, but the arrival of Old Beast Xue and others disrupted his plans. Now that the formidable enemies were eliminated, Lin Xuan could calmly re-fuse this treasure.

Exotic Heavenly Metal was a rare wonder, essential for cultivating sword spirits. Although Lin Xuan had only just begun, he needed to integrate more Exotic Heavenly Metals to advance his cultivation of sword spirit to its peak. This would also improve the quality of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword itself.

Such an opportunity should not be missed. To find Mo'er's clues, he needed to enhance his strength as much as possible.

Advancing from the Tribulation Transcending stage was extremely difficult; it felt like a great chasm lay ahead. In the short term, he couldn't upgrade his realm further, but there were other methods to boost his power.

For instance, fusing Exotic Heavenly Metal was one such shortcut.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew out. He then began carving mysterious runes in front of him with his fingers or palm.

"Combine!"

With a loud shout, the runes flashed brightly before merging into a golden scroll-like image...

He then summoned several array flags to use an array technique to refine this Exotic Heavenly Metal. This method was not only time and effort-saving but also far more effective than other refining techniques.

This was the power of Array Techniques.

Lin Xuan's fingers moved rapidly, emitting intricate spells from his fingertips that filled the void with awe-inspiring法则之力.

"Quickly!"

Another finger shot forward, causing golden rays to rush into the array flags. The ethereal space was filled with a palpable force as the runes interwove and merged.

A cauldron appeared in the air.

It wasn't a real treasure; this cauldron was completely conjured by法则之力. However, it contained supreme法则, far more precious than any rare treasures.

A loud "bang" echoed in his ears as the lid opened, revealing golden threads that enveloped and pulled the Exotic Heavenly Metal inside.

Lin Xuan then opened his mouth, releasing five-colored琉璃 fire, a wondrous flame. He intended to use this divine fire for refining.

The琉璃 fire coiled around, igniting into nine dragons that circled and danced, encasing the golden cauldron.

This琉璃 fire was a supreme secret technique Lin Xuan had mastered. While he was not confident in other techniques, he was certain about this flame; it could rival even the divine flames of late-stage cultivators.

Now used for refining, its effects were unparalleled.

Lin Xuan did not relax at all, as Exotic Heavenly Metal was too precious. Even a minor mistake could result in irreparable consequences.

He sat cross-legged with intense concentration, his hands moving non-stop to refine the treasure using the琉璃 fire.

A full day passed.

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed, and the cauldron suddenly shot up into the sky, attempting to break through.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let it succeed. With a wave of his hand, green light emerged, forming an enormous hand that sealed the cauldron.

"Hmph, Exotic Heavenly Devil. I didn't expect this guy's demonic essence to still be lingering in the treasure."

Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed as he manipulated the green light, causing the琉璃 fire to emit even more golden radiance. An incredible scene unfolded; Lin Xuan actually managed to refine the golden cauldron along with the Exotic Heavenly Metal.

The cauldron was not a physical object but a manifestation of supreme法则之力. Now fully integrated into the Exotic Heavenly Metal, it would bring countless benefits.

Golden light shone brightly as the Exotic Heavenly Metal transformed into a brilliant liquid, resembling golden night pearls from afar.

"Drop!"

Lin Xuan shouted.

A golden phoenix emerged from the liquid, spreading its wings as if to pierce the void.

At this moment, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword appeared and blocked his path.

The golden phoenix plunged into it.

A clear ringing sound filled the air. The originally translucent sword now shone like golden jade, blinding Lin Xuan's eyes.

Like a divine treasure descending from heaven, Lin Xuan was overjoyed as he waved his hands, sending spells to refine the Exotic Heavenly Metal at this critical juncture.

With Lin Xuan’s nature, he would not allow such a failure.

Time passed slowly, and finally, after another day and night, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged in his cave abode with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword suspended before him.

Infinite pressure emanated from its surface as the Exotic Heavenly Metal was perfectly integrated. The result surpassed even his expectations; the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had advanced to a higher grade, reaching the level of a sentient treasure, adding numerous benefits that would eventually make it a divine treasure.
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Lin Xuan was extremely satisfied with the result. This outcome was much better than he had originally anticipated. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would inevitably grow to become a treasure of the Immortal Mansion, but Lin Xuan did not plan on breaking through immediately. He still had many other matters to handle.

The pressing matter at hand was to enhance his own strength. Only with more power could he have greater confidence when searching for Moer outside. After all, in the cultivation world, there were countless hidden talents and experts. Even without encountering late-stage Golden Transformation monsters, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be complacent.

Never underestimate heroes from around the world. Therefore, some preparations needed to be made ahead of time. However, it was impossible to quickly advance his realm within a short period. Fortunately, Lin Xuan possessed countless treasures and artifacts. In the lost plane, he had even more fortunate opportunities to obtain precious items passed down by the Black Moon Clan.

Now, what Lin Xuan needed to do was to take another step forward and thoroughly refine the treasures from the Black Moon Clan's heritage.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, another ball of spiritual light shot out, similar in size to a fist. Due to its dazzling brilliance, it was impossible to discern exactly what kind of treasure it was.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. As he did so, the aura gradually dispersed, revealing a tiny palace.

Although the size was comparable to a fist, it was exquisitely delicate and intricate.

Clearly, this was a spatial artifact.

The Black Moon Heavenly Witch Palace!

In ancient times, when the Black Moon Clan faced a great calamity, facing thousands of super-strong experts from other planes, the Heavenly Witch Divine Maiden had gone through much effort to preserve some treasures for her clan.

And all these items were stored within the current Immortal Mansion before him.

While spatial artifacts were not ordinary, treating them merely as regular space treasures would be a grave mistake.

Lin Xuan recalled what Snow Spirit had once said to him.

Ordinary spatial artifacts generally only provided a portable storage space. Higher-grade ones contained pure spiritual energy or demonic essence, serving as temporary dwellings. However, this Black Moon Heavenly Witch Palace was different. Not only did it have the aforementioned effects, but its defensive and offensive capabilities were beyond imagination.

Its ability to repel enemies also surprised Lin Xuan at first. But Snow Spirit's revelation brought him great joy.

The Black Moon Heavenly Witch Palace originated from ancient times. The identity of its creator could no longer be determined now. However, this mysterious palace was originally a primordial treasure.

Primordial objects were rare and hard to obtain. Even ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation monsters rarely had the chance to see such treasures. Those who owned them were truly unparalleled geniuses.

For example, scattered immortals, true demon kings, or the most terrifying creatures from the Yin Realm...

However, there was no absolute in this world. Lin Xuan was one of those with supreme cultivation opportunities. He possessed several primordial treasures on his person.

The Immortal Sword Scroll. This was a newly born primordial spirit object. Although it had yet to be revealed, its power would certainly not be trivial. It would eventually leave an indelible mark in the cultivation world.

There was also the current Black Moon Heavenly Witch Palace, a spatial treasure. Just thinking about such a treasure made one shudder. In the realm of primordial treasures, this might rank among the top few.

The Vermilion Bird Ring, although not a primordial treasure, had the soul essence of the True Vermilion Bird sealed within it, capable of summoning flames that could consume all things. Its power needed no further explanation. Things related to true spirits were not necessarily inferior to primordial spirit objects.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was Lin Xuan's own命魂宝物, with countless efforts invested in its creation and an uncountable number of rare treasures used.

It encompassed the Five Elements of the world, fused nine different natures, even including the most extraordinary magical flowers and域外天金.

This was a divine treasure!

Not long ago, it had even integrated tens of thousands of sword souls!

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was recorded in the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art as an unparalleled divine object. With time, it might grow to become a treasure of the Immortal Mansion!

However, these were not Lin Xuan's bottom cards!

In his dantian,悬浮着神秘的五龙玺. Lin Xuan still didn't know its origin but was certain that it had some connection with the mysterious blue star sea.

As for its power, it was beyond description.

Whether it was the manifestation of Ice Soul or the formidable enemies that had left Lin Xuan despondent, they all had tasted defeat at the hands of this treasure.

This was Lin Xuan's final assurance.

Even against late-stage Golden Transformation monsters, with this treasure, he would have a chance to escape.

Of course, unless absolutely necessary, Lin Xuan did not wish to use the Five Dragon Seal. This item likely transcended primordial objects, and its exact rank was hard to determine. But it certainly contained shocking secrets within.

It was premature to reveal it; otherwise, it would attract the top experts from all three realms. With his current strength, remaining low-key remained the best choice. The Five Dragon Seal could only be used as a last resort.

Lin Xuan had already thought through everything he needed for his journey. Now, he was about to refine this legendary treasure, the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Palace.

Primordial spirit objects were powerful enough to aid him in slaying formidable enemies and flying freely across the three realms.

In addition, there was another benefit. After all, it was a spatial artifact. If his assumptions were correct, it likely contained abundant spiritual energy that could be utilized.

In other words, this was a top-grade Celestial Fate Mansion, which would greatly aid his cultivation.

Of course, this was just speculation, but Lin Xuan was confident. Even if his assumptions turned out to be incorrect, he still had other treasures. In the lost plane, when he killed Green Beauty Venerable, he obtained a spatial bracelet from her, with extremely dense spiritual energy, making it an excellent place for cultivation.

Looking at the treasure before him, Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with curiosity. He then cast a spell, enveloping the artifact in multicolored spiritual light that floated in mid-air.

Lin Xuan moved his hands, casting spells one after another.

His movements were fluid; he had already refined primordial objects, so everything was second nature to him.

Primordial spirit objects were unparalleled wonders with incomparable power. It was difficult to describe them in words. There were even legends that these treasures originated from the Immortal Realm.

Regardless of their origin or how unmatched their power was, one commonality between primordial and later-stage spirit objects was that they required a Treasure Spell to be used.

As Lin Xuan moved, clear sounds echoed into his ears as brilliant spiritual lights shot out from the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Palace.

These spiritual lights combined into a dazzling glow, accompanied by resonant voices like those of a great bell. The ancient words finally formed mysterious characters before him.

Treasure Spell!

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and quickly memorized it. However, soon his face showed an odd expression.

This Treasure Spell had ancient and difficult-to-understand wording, making it extremely challenging for ordinary cultivators to comprehend, even for those of exceptional intelligence, who would need to spend a great deal of time deciphering it.
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For Lin Xuan, it posed no difficulty at all.

This wasn't to say that his understanding had reached the pinnacle of the world. His strength was commendable, but in terms of comprehension, he only fell into the middle-upper tier.

The reason for this feeling stemmed from the fact that the Treasure Driving Technique was closely related to his main cultivation method.

Indeed, the driving technique of this先天灵宝was derived from the Moon Murky Heaven Witch Art. The two originated from the same lineage.

And Lin Xuan had already mastered it to a profound extent; otherwise, he wouldn't have advanced beyond the Tribulation Period.

With this as support, what was originally difficult and intricate seemed effortless to Lin Xuan. It was like water finding its way through a channel.

Moreover, Lin Xuan discovered a secret: without mastering the Moon Murky Heaven Witch Art, even if one could comprehend the Treasure Driving Technique before him, there would be no way to command this treasure.

The driving technique of the Moon Murky Heaven Temple was based on the Moon Murky Heaven Witch Art. In a sense, it seemed tailor-made for the Moon Murky Clan's immense power.

This raised questions: Was the先天灵宝truly passed down from the Immortal Realm? If so, why did it have such a connection with the Moon Murky Clan? Or was there an intricate relationship between the Moon Murky Clan and True Immortals?

Lin Xuan didn't know; everything was mere speculation. Over millions of years, evidence had been scarce.

There must have been unknown secrets from ancient times, and Lin Xuan was increasingly interested in exploring them, though it wasn't easy.

But these matters could be discussed later. The pressing issue now was to refine this先天灵宝and enhance his combat power by one level.

Priorities were clear; Lin Xuan knew exactly what needed to be done. He ceased pondering and focused entirely on comprehending the Treasure Driving Technique.

Having mastered the Moon Murky Heaven Witch Art to perfection, he found no difficulty in understanding the technique. Instead, it provided insights that resolved past confusions.

His comprehension was profound this time. Not only did he obtain a先天灵宝, but his cultivation prospects also improved.

This wasn't mere speculation; at his level of strength, every step forward required both diligent practice and divine fortune.

It wasn't just about hard work; one needed to gain enlightenment as well.

In any case, the收获was significant for Lin Xuan.

Time passed unnoticed as he remained motionless. The golden words shone brightly like a resonant gong, echoing in his ears.

Suddenly, a loud explosion rang out, and Lin Xuan's dwelling was reduced to dust. He too was engulfed by it. This sudden change was terrifying; the array outside his dwelling proved utterly ineffective.

The Cloud Concealment Sect stood dumbfounded as countless streaks of light flew over.

"This is Elder Lin’s dwelling!"

"How could this be? Grandmaster has reached such a high realm, how can he have such a calamity?"

"Could there be an enemy infiltrating our main stronghold?"

"What happened?"

...

Shouts filled the air as everyone's faces showed shock. The scene was too terrifying; no signs of impending danger had been seen, and even the Supreme Elder’s dwelling turned to dust without anyone noticing what exactly transpired.

Two more streaks of light descended from the sky, and everyone parted ways.

The Cloud Concealment Sect now boasted dozens of Spirit Formation Realm experts, but only two could match Lin Xuan's strength.

Though their power was insufficient, they had earned his trust. Yet, as they gazed at everything before them, all they felt was awe.

"Junior Brother Lin..."

The silver-eyed girl’s eyes were filled with worry. She had seen Lin Xuan’s supreme divine might, but this scene couldn’t help but cause concern. Lin Xuan was too important to the Cloud Concealment Sect; any mistake could bring about a catastrophic disaster.

Fortunately, their worries proved unnecessary. Soon, an endless surge of divine power emanated from the ruins, and beams of dazzling light pierced through the sky. Lin Xuan’s figure appeared in mid-air.

Surrounding his body were five-colored divine rays, making him resemble an ancient immortal king.

Though they didn’t know what had happened, it seemed harmless to everyone; their hearts returned to their chests with relief.

"Prepare another dwelling for me."

Lin Xuan said nothing. The events of just now were merely a fluke. He had comprehended the Treasure Driving Technique, but during his cultivation process, he inadvertently activated the Moon Murky Heaven Temple’s technique.

Though discovered promptly and remedied, it was still too late; after all, he had only recently mastered this divine power and hadn’t yet achieved perfect control over it.

Fortunately, the impact was limited to his dwelling and a ten-mile radius. There were no other cultivators nearby, or the entire Cloud Concealment Sect might have been destroyed.

Lin Xuan shuddered at the thought of it and changed his mind: "Prepare another dwelling for me first. But I need to go out for a few days."

Given the immense power of the先天灵宝, even a minor mistake could bring about a catastrophic disaster. Such an ultimate divine weapon was unsuitable for cultivation in the main stronghold; Lin Xuan planned to find a desolate and uninhabited place.

The Spirit Realm was vast, and as one of the top ten small interfaces among the Nai Long World, it was boundless. Finding such a desolate place wouldn’t be difficult.

The Flying Cloud Wasteland, true to its name, lay in the western part of the Nai Long World, eight million miles away from the Cloud Concealment Sect.

For mortals or low-rank cultivators, this distance was unimaginable, but for Lin Xuan’s current strength, it wasn’t significant. With his cultivation level, he could traverse a million miles instantly without relying on teleportation arrays.

Though seemingly impossible, a Great Power in the Tribulation Period could open interface channels; such extraordinary abilities weren’t particularly remarkable.

The Flying Cloud Wasteland was sparse in divine energy and devoid of human habitation, but it harbored some powerful ancient beasts.

Unlike demons, these ancient beasts couldn't transform into humans, yet their lifespans were exceedingly long—often measured in tens of thousands of years.

Their longevity forged their formidable strength. Legends spoke of ancient beasts that could resist Great Powers and even devour old monsters from the Tribulation Period.

Though it was uncertain whether such tales were true, one thing was certain: the pelts and bones of these ancient beasts were unparalleled treasures, excellent materials for refining weapons.

Especially their internal organs held boundless uses. If he could kill a primordial king beast and consume its internal organ, even an old monster from the Tribulation Period would benefit greatly.
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Of course, Lin Xuan's visit to this place was not for conflict with ancient beasts.

The Primordial Ancient King Beast was incredibly powerful, but it could only be encountered by chance. The vast expanse of the Flying Cloud Wasteland made it impossible to find such a formidable creature’s traces.

Moreover, although consuming the inner core of the Primordial Ancient King Beast brought endless benefits, it couldn't grant Lin Xuan an immediate promotion in power. It held little significance for his current state.

Lin Xuan came here to refine treasures. The power of the Moon Black Sky Witch Sect was too overwhelming; even a small leakage could bring about calamity. Refining such a treasure at the Cloud Concealment Sect’s main hall would be extremely dangerous, so he chose this desolate and rarely visited place.

Looking around, it truly was barren, with Lin Xuan's face showing an extremely satisfied expression. He then flashed his form into the depths of the wasteland.

The Flying Cloud Wasteland was one of the ancient forbidden lands in the Nailed Dragon Realm from the Primordial Era, vast beyond measure. Despite its desolation, powerful ancient beasts were abundant—few cultivators dared to venture deep within.

However, Lin Xuan defied logic. He needed a quiet place to refine the Moon Black Sky Witch Sect’s teachings, and the depths of this wasteland was ideal.

Lin Xuan did not conceal his aura; he faced little resistance along the way. A hint of the power of a Transcendent Realm powerhouse was enough to intimidate the ancient beasts.

Unlike demons, ancient beasts had lived for countless years but lost their ability to transform into human form no matter how powerful they became.

Most ancient beasts lacked spiritual intelligence, but some possessed the bloodline of primitive spirit races and could potentially become intelligent beings as they grew older.

Regardless of whether their intelligence was awakened or not, the instincts of ancient beasts were formidable. The aura Lin Xuan emitted made them feel fearful from the bottom of their hearts, deterring them from provoking this terrifying adversary.

Thus, his journey seemed unimpeded, treating this fearsome primitive wasteland as if it didn’t exist.

Of course, saying there was no trouble at all would be unrealistic. Some sluggish ancient beasts were eventually cut down by Lin Xuan’s sword energy.

"This place is perfect!"

Lin Xuan finally arrived at a satisfactory location. The mountains here were barren with sparse vegetation; no traces of ancient beasts could be seen. It was indeed an uninhabited, desolate place.

Like a celestial king descending to earth, Lin Xuan's sword light surged out from his body, quickly opening up a cave abode.

Though spacious, it was crude. He came here solely for refining treasures, and this cave sufficed.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction as he flashed away without a trace.

---

In the following month, the tranquil wasteland occasionally echoed with resounding chimes, mysterious celestial sounds that pierced the heavens like great bells, filled with ancient charm.

Soon after, Lin Xuan's cave was reduced to ruins. However, amidst the dust, there were flashes of divine light and radiant energy, the ancient chimes growing even more powerful...

The treasures passed down by the Moon Black Sky Clan were vastly different from ordinaryprimordial spirit treasure, brimming with Daoist essence.

Thankfully, Lin Xuan had foresight and came to this uninhabited primitive wasteland. Otherwise, the Cloud Concealment Range might have been reduced to ruins now.

The Treasure Refinement Technique was closely related to his own cultivation methods, making it easy for him to understand. However, during the refinement process, unexpected incidents occurred frequently. In just a month, dazzling divine lights occasionally shone in the depths of the wasteland, filled with destructive energy.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had many strange treasures protecting him; otherwise, he would have suffered severe injuries at best.

Much to his benefit, despite frequent coughing up of blood, he gained much insight. After numerous trials and tribulations, the Moon Black Sky Witch Sect was finally refined.

He also reaped various benefits. Apart from deepening his understanding of spatial laws, his cultivation had advanced by a level, though reaching the middle stage still seemed distant.

At Transcendent Realm, progress was arduous, as if there were an insurmountable barrier. Simply cultivating wouldn’t suffice; he needed elixirs and profound insights. Lin Xuan truly possessed great auspiciousness.

One day, the sun hung high in the sky when a towering divine light erupted into the air. Lin Xuan appeared like a celestial king, his hand holding a glowing treasure.

The Moon Black Sky Witch Sect was no larger than an inch but contained a small realm within it.

After much effort, he finally refined this treasure.

His purpose achieved, Lin Xuan continued flying deeper into the wasteland.

With nothing pressing, there was no need to rush back. This ancient forbidden land held countless legends; there were ancient beasts that rivaled great powers living here.

These ancient beasts couldn’t transform but had terrifying strength. Their hides and bones were rare treasures. Even consuming their inner cores could bring the dead back to life, turning flesh into bone, with myriad uses.

Such powerful beings were avoided by ordinary cultivators, who dared not provoke them. But Lin Xuan couldn’t use common sense; he wanted to see his luck.

---

His escape light was incredibly swift, but this ancient wasteland was vast. Lin Xuan didn't know how many miles he had flown, yet still couldn’t see the end.

In the depths of the wasteland, the number of powerful ancient beasts increased, like fish in a river. The danger was obvious, but no traces of Primordial Ancient King Beasts were seen.

Lin Xuan wasn’t bothered; he continued flying forward with unwavering determination. To gain celestial fortune required both luck and patience.

---

A month passed, and Lin Xuan had entered the deepest part of the ancient wasteland, where danger lurked at every step. Even Transcendent Realm cultivators needed to be cautious here.

No trace of a Primordial Ancient King Beast was found, but powerful ancient beasts were formidable in their own right.

Moo!

A bovine roar echoed from the void, shaking the heavens. Several massive virtual images charged towards Lin Xuan.

Kuai Niu!

No, they only possessed some bloodline of this creature.

Looking at the several primitive ancient beasts before him, Lin Xuan was somewhat moved.

These creatures were far below Primordial King Beast level but still terrifyingly powerful.

Every step he took shattered the heavens. Numerous cracks appeared in his vision as he walked.

Their figures towered like mountains, muscles like iron, brimming with explosive strength. No spells or techniques were needed; just this raw power could destroy any enemy.
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If other ancient monsters were in Lin Xuan's position, they wouldn't suddenly change their attitude. The ancient beasts of the primordial world were formidable; their power could shatter the heavens.

Even the physical bodies of demon races couldn’t be that powerful. In such a scenario, the only option was to retreat and use treasures to kill the enemy from afar.

Lin Xuan had this choice too. His understanding of spatial laws was profound. With Nine Heavens Microstep, these ancient beasts wouldn't stand a chance.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t choose that path.

Facing several charging primordial beasts, his body suddenly emitted divine light, and spiritual radiance flowed through him like an emperor descending to the world. Every muscle and bone seemed to be pulsing with supreme spiritual power.

At his level of cultivation, advancing further was incredibly difficult. There were barriers to overcome, requiring good fortune and insight. Combat was a viable path for breakthroughs.

In intense magical battles, opportunities coexisted with danger. Lin Xuan sought self-improvement, so he didn't summon any treasures but instead used his flesh body to withstand the charge of several ancient beasts. This choice was incredibly reckless, filled with the spirit of fighting one's way back from the brink of death.

The primordial beasts hadn’t yet awakened their intelligence, but they were far more intelligent than ordinary ancient beasts. Lin Xuan’s actions enraged them, and they charged forward like bulls.

Rumble!

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened, his expression fierce as divine light surged, maximizing his spiritual power.

Bull Might!

Several beasts were only a few meters away from him.

Lin Xuan’s body was filled with surging blood. He shouted and stretched out his arms, forming fist shadows like meteors, as if he wanted to shatter the void.

A golden aura appeared, making the sky pale, and stars seemed to fall.

There was an intangible hint of a law force emerging—force law—but it snapped quickly...

Lin Xuan had driven all his spiritual power to its limits. However, reaching the laws of force was still just out of reach. He had touched the edge but couldn’t fully enter.

This is why Lin Xuan made such a dangerous choice. These ancient beasts might provide him with insights into his understanding.

Of course, the risks were immense, but the cultivation world demanded wisdom and courage to gain anything.

In an instant, several primordial bulls charged forward. Their golden fist shadows aimed to shatter the void, but compared to Bull Might, they were mere pawns in a grander game—gifts of their bloodline and innate abilities.

Even with countless qilin fruits and cultivation techniques from demon races, Lin Xuan couldn’t resist them.

Boom!

Thunder rumbled in the sky, like silver snakes dancing. Forceful winds spread throughout the endless void.

Puff...

Lin Xuan’s black hair flew as he spat out blood, his body like a rag being thrown away by a fierce impact.

His spiritual power was unmatched among his peers but still couldn’t compare to these ancient beasts. They hadn't touched the laws of force, but their sheer strength far surpassed him. Lin Xuan had lost this round decisively.

If not for his powerful flesh body and timely use of magical energy to protect vital areas, that strike could have been fatal.

Even with his life saved, Lin Xuan’s condition was dire. The primordial beasts wouldn’t stop; Bull Might was incredibly formidable. They charged at him again, determined to destroy both his physical and spiritual form here.

The essence of an ancient monster's infant soul was a great boon for these beasts, their eyes filled with mad greed.

Lin Xuan hadn't fallen yet, and waiting passively wasn’t his style. His eyes glowed with intense combat intent.

What did a few primordial beasts matter?

Rumble!

Lin Xuan raised his head, his hair standing on end as supreme spiritual power flowed from the damaged body.

Despite still coughing up blood, he was filled with unyielding determination and didn't summon any treasures. The oldest blood he had refined earlier began to awaken.

True Dragon, Heavenly Phoenix, Golden-Winged Great Peng...

Nine-headed bird, Qilin, Golden Jade True Toad... their combat intent also awakened. These were powerful true spirits from the ancient times.

If they were here now, they would have easily eliminated these primordial beasts. The divine blood Lin Xuan had refined was now reviving.

Spiritual power flowed to mend his body, and through Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, he merged with the true spirit’s blood.

Danger loomed, but he appeared ethereal, experiencing the aura of Dao. This was a rare insight.

From the outside, it seemed as if Lin Xuan had lost all vitality; even the divine light on his body was fading, indicating severe injury and near death.

Moo...

The deafening roar echoed in his ears as several beasts charged closer.

Their eyes were filled with joy; this was their chance to eliminate a great enemy.

Bull Might!

It was the same move but seemed more powerful. Unmatched force could shatter the void into powder.

Lin Xuan’s body still showed no signs of life, as if he had already died, reduced to an unfeeling corpse.

Forceful winds like snow blew his hair, making it dance in the face of immense danger. Lin Xuan's expression remained calm.

The beasts were only three feet away from him.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

Divine power surged forth like a dam breaking, while divine light and spiritual radiance flowed through his body, as if an ancient demon emperor had risen again.

Rumble!

He roared to the sky, visible sound waves spreading outward. The void collapsed, continuously fragmenting into nothingness.

The might of one roar was astonishing, truly shocking.

But this wasn’t over; Lin Xuan’s hands moved swiftly in front of him. Without any fanfare, he finally touched the laws of force with his true spirit blood at the brink of life and death. He successfully broke through.

It wasn't a realm advancement but gaining another law, which had countless benefits.

The might of one roar was incredible; how could several punches be doubted?

Divine light surged as it collided with Bull Might. The beasts all spat out blood and flew away.

Bull Might was formidable, but compared to the force Lin Xuan had mastered, it fell short. Lin Xuan’s breakthrough in life and death brought satisfying results.

His face showed no shock or joy; he was carefully contemplating the insights from that critical moment of life and death. There was nothing else in the world.

Thus, a full day passed as if time stood still, with Lin Xuan standing motionless like an ancient fossil.

The laws of force had no shortcuts; it was great simplicity through complexity. After a day and night, Lin Xuan finally grasped this insight.
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This trip to the ancient desert yielded more than expected. Even though he couldn't find traces of an ancient king beast, it was definitely worth his effort.

Lin Xuan had already grasped the Law of Force. If it came to close combat and he didn’t use any magical techniques or treasures, he wouldn’t fear a late-stage demon race cultivator.

This wasn't exaggeration; with sheer force dominating ten, one could be incredibly powerful. Lin Xuan's body was already extremely resilient, and mastering the Law of Force only made him even stronger.

With his feet stepping through the void, a single punch could shatter heaven and earth. Although he was still at the early-stage Transcendation, his strength had risen to another level compared to before.

His luck and fortune were enviable, but how many people would dare or have such courage to push their limits in life-or-death battles?

Hard work always pays off. Lin Xuan’s achievements today weren’t due to mere chance; he had fought hard with his sweat and blood.

What should he do next? After some thought, Lin Xuan made a decision.

Since he was already deep in the ancient desert, there was no need to rush out just yet.

The area around him was filled with more ancient beast traces. Continuing to explore might uncover clues about the legendary king beasts. Although Lin Xuan had countless treasures and wonders, the ancient king beast’s inner core would still be of great use to him. With this opportunity, he couldn’t afford to let it slip away.

Although Lin Xuan wanted to find hidden ancient secrets and probe for Moon's whereabouts, there was still time to spare.

With his decision made, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated but resolutely walked towards the deepest part of the Flying Cloud Wasteland.

Legends said that there would be clues about ancient king beasts in this area. However, it also contained many terrifying things, one of the most mysterious regions in Nael Dragon Realm, known as the Ageless Desolate Land.

Even a Transcendation cultivator might face significant risks here, let alone others at lower stages.

The ancient beasts living there were formidable even if they weren’t part of the ancient king race. They truly made this place an absolute danger zone. But Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid.

To advance his cultivation and obtain rare treasures, taking some risks was necessary.

Prosperity comes from risking everything. Lin Xuan resolutely ventured into that area.

Indeed, every step was fraught with peril as the legends had not exaggerated. The ancient beasts here were even stronger than he imagined, their nature extremely violent. Along the way, Lin Xuan often encountered their attacks.

He rarely used his treasures but continued to refine and solidify the Law of Force through battles.

This was exhausting, and danger was inevitable. Many of the ancient beasts he met were more powerful than Bull Demons—strong in both body and spirit. Lin Xuan survived numerous close calls without relying on his treasures.

Had it not been for his countless treasures that could revive the dead and heal the injured, he might have suffered severe injuries or even perished long ago.

His progress slowed significantly; after half a year, he had only traveled tens of thousands of miles.

Fortunately, the rewards were substantial. He fully mastered the Law of Force, though not yet at its peak.

After enduring countless battles, Lin Xuan broke through in life and death, making his body even stronger. He could now rival late-stage demon race cultivators with bare hands and withstand the impact of supreme divine treasures.

Staggering!

Although there were cultivation techniques for refining the body, none in this world or history had reached Lin Xuan’s level. Human beings weren’t known for their physical strength; his achievements far exceeded legendary body refinement techniques.

In just half a year, he had achieved more than a thousand years of hard work. This was the result of enlightenment through life and death.

At Transcendation stage, the most crucial thing wasn’t meditation but insight.

Lin Xuan continued to walk deeper into the ancient forbidden land.

Through countless battles on the edge of life and death, he gained profound understanding.

It was a dark night with a full moon hanging high in the sky. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, his brows tightly furrowed.

Three days had passed.

He hadn’t seen any traces of ancient beasts for three days.

This desert seemed to reject all signs of life. Could it be that he had entered the deepest part of the desert and reached the domain of an ancient king beast?

Lin Xuan began to ponder, but his excitement was minimal; the road ahead required even greater caution. Legends said this region contained not only terrifying ancient king beasts but also many other mysterious and strange things.

Even a Transcendation elder could fall here if they weren’t careful.

Suddenly, a deafening sound echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan raised his head to see a magnificent scene like a river of stars pouring down from the sky, with countless divine lights reflecting outwards.

The terrifying sounds continued, resonating like a great bell, shattering the void as it passed.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan was shocked, his expression changing. With his current strength, few things could impress him, but clearly, something of world-shaking magnitude was happening right now.

"Such overwhelming pressure, so immense. Could this be one of those legendary ancient king beasts?"

Lin Xuan felt excited despite the danger. His body emitted a faint green glow as he flew towards the source.

Infinite darkness enveloped his vision, but at that moment, the darkness began to crumble and disintegrate.

The void collapsed, leaving cracks everywhere. Lin Xuan had yet to reach his destination, but what he saw was already astonishing.

This was truly terrifying; it was undoubtedly a battle between Transcendation-stage beings. In the shattered space, Lin Xuan sensed the Law of Dao. Both combatants were undoubtedly supreme experts.

Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid but concealed his presence. The powerful entity ahead far surpassed any ancient beasts he had encountered before. Better to be cautious.

Finally, Lin Xuan arrived at his destination.

Two colossal figures appeared in front of him.

Towering like mountains, they exuded the aura of ancient power.

Their realm was beyond dispute; they were no less formidable than Transcendation-stage beings.

Ancient King Beasts!

Lin Xuan confirmed his earlier suspicions. These were indeed the kings among beasts, legendary creatures that even great powers could slay.

This beast had a unique shape: a tiger's head and lion’s body with wings like those of a celestial bird, claws like dragons, and an incredibly strong physique.

Its entire being was filled with terrifying energy. It might have lived for countless millennia, perhaps existing since the ancient times.

With such longevity, it had enough time to grasp the laws of Dao, becoming an eternal existence.

Who dared challenge an ancient king beast's dignity? Even a Transcendation elder would tremble at its presence.

The king before him was undoubtedly formidable. Its eyes glowed with command, though it couldn’t transform into human form, its spirit intelligence had awakened, making it far more than just beasts that fought by instinct.

Even Lin Xuan wasn't complacent; could someone dare to provoke such a powerful entity?

Lin Xuan looked towards the other terrifying existence.

The scene before him made his expression change dramatically.

A face with tiger-like paws and a broad mouth filled with sharp, white fangs. Its long tail had black spines, and its body was covered in long fur.

Talos!
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Talos!

Even Lin Xuan, with his composure, couldn't help but be taken aback. This was too unexpected; he actually met Talos again here, and it wasn’t out of the question to call them enemies meeting on a narrow road.

Lin Xuan’s eyes now held more vigilance.

Talos wasn’t a true spirit or an ancient beast, yet its bloodline was formidable beyond measure. It originated from the ancient times, with power strong enough to sweep through realms. Even great sages would be wary of it.

No one knew where Talos lived, as it could tear through the void. Legends said that it roamed between the three realms, understanding the laws of heaven and earth.

Lin Xuan and Talos were old acquaintances; in the human world, he had once slain a fragment of its soul. During his last journey to the Ice Sea Realm, they met again on a narrow road, with enemies seeing red. Lin Xuan had decapitated one of its incarnations.

This creature was part of the Four Fiends of Spirit World, so it wouldn’t be silent or submissive. It sent another incarnation down and even unleashed temporal laws, nearly wiping out Lin Xuan.

However, Lin Xuan’s luck was good; he happened to encounter the ruler of Qingqiu State coming to recruit disciples. A nine-tailed celestial fox was a figure comparable to an immortal, so although the temporal laws were profound, Talos’ incarnation only grasped a superficial understanding and was easily extinguished by the celestial fox.

Lin Xuan escaped unscathed, but that battle had been one of the most perilous since he embarked on his path to immortality. His life hung in the balance, nearly leading to an irreversible situation, while all Talos had sent down was an incarnation.

Its strength was beyond comprehension; it wasn’t a true spirit yet surpassed them. Even old sages would bow before it, as it had the capability to sweep through realms.

A great name begets no false person. Talos originated from ancient times and lived for so long that its lifespan couldn’t even be measured. Its longevity rivaled that of immortals and demon kings.

The only beings older than it were true dragons, rainbow phoenixes, and nine-headed birds—existing since the dawn of creation.

Before him, this creature exuded an overwhelming aura of malice, compressing the void into powder. Its might was unparalleled; it couldn’t be just an incarnation. Talos itself had appeared.

Talos, one of the most fearsome beasts in legend, was renowned far and wide, but few had seen its true form. Unless you were a late-stage realm transcender, you would be crushed to dust by this creature.

There was no reason; Talos was inherently cruel and bloodthirsty. Legends said it roamed between realms, yet for some reason, it found itself in the Flying Cloud Desert, fighting an ancient king beast.

The ancient beast’s strength was unparalleled, a legacy from the ancient kings, shaking heaven and earth. Yet now, it struggled to breathe under Talos’ pressure.

Roar!

A thunderous roar echoed through the air, turning nearby mountains into dust. The ancient beast, with its tiger head and lion body, raised its head, transforming into a golden light ball that crashed towards Lin Xuan.

It had always been at a disadvantage in their encounters, unable to match his steady moves. But its royal bloodline made it unwilling to give up, resorting to desperate measures.

Great subtlety hides in plain sight; this collision could tear through the void, with threads of law emanating from its body. It seemed to have touched upon the laws of power as well. No wonder it was a king among ancient beasts, though it wasn’t fully proficient.

"Want to run? Fool!"

Talos’ gruff laughter echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. The man-faced tiger-foot monster extended one claw, covering the sky before crashing down. It treated the ancient king beast’s desperate struggle as nothing.

How powerful!

The arrogance of daring to interfere with its affairs was beyond comprehension. But Talos wasn’t a fool; it dared so because it had absolute confidence.

Boom!

It seemed like a meteorite fell, collapsing the earth and turning the void into powder. Starlight rained from the heavens.

Talos’ attack was overwhelming. The ancient king beast was also a formidable opponent, but its desperate struggle was futile. Blood rained down, half of its body reduced to powder.

A round pearl about the size of an egg appeared, radiating golden light as if it were alive, flying away into the distance.

Talos wouldn’t let go; it opened its mouth and sucked in a black aura that flew towards the ancient king beast’s inner core.

It had killed the ancient king beast to obtain this treasure. This item was a great boon for it, with the potential to further enhance its cultivation if it could be refined and consumed.

The inner core glowed with golden light, but the black aura moved like lightning. How could an ordinary inner core fly away when even the ancient king beast had been destroyed? Talos aimed to take it by force. But at this moment, something unexpected happened.

A streak of green light appeared on the horizon, crossing through the void and arriving first. It transformed into a green hand that grabbed the ancient king beast’s inner core in its palm.

The cicada catching the mantis, the sparrow behind it. Lin Xuan acted decisively; the inner core of the ancient king beast was also a rare treasure with great utility for him.

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed through the air, turning everything within sight into dust. Talos roared in fury, daring to interfere with its affairs and snatch its treasures. An old man hanging by his own rope—had he grown tired of life?

An overwhelming aura of malice rose into the sky, and an immense pressure spread out. With anger like a newborn devil, Talos would reduce anyone who dared to touch it to dust.

The black light flashed, emitting threads of law that sealed the nearby void, leaving no place for escape!

The plan was sound, but why hide?

Talos had descended in its true form, its power overwhelming. But Lin Xuan wasn’t a mere spirit realm cultivator; he had advanced to a realm transcender.

The green hand clenched tightly, holding onto the treasure and delivering one punch.

Where are there any cages that could trap me in this world?

With one punch, the black light turned into snowflakes, dissipating in the endless void until it vanished completely.

"Who is this high-ranking person?"

Talos couldn’t help but be shaken. The opponent was too formidable, angering him while also making him cautious. Although powerful enough to sweep through realm transcenders, he wasn’t invincible; there were some supreme sages who dared not provoke.

Could such a being be here? Thinking this, Talos felt a chill run down his spine. But soon, it turned into rage as Lin Xuan had no intention of hiding. In such circumstances, there was no way to hide.

Facing the inevitable, even though Talos was strong, he wasn’t weak either. The outcome was uncertain.

If he could kill Talos here, one enemy less would be a benefit. Moreover, compared to the ancient king beast’s inner core, this one was just as good if not better.

Such benefits were worth risking it.
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"Is it you?"

Clearing his vision of Lin Xuan's face, Tai Wu's pupils constricted, and a surging wave of malevolence surged out from its entire body.

It had long-standing grudges with Lin Xuan. He had once torn apart parts of its soul and cut off one of its manifestations. Therefore, it naturally harbored an intense hatred towards him.

From ancient times to the present day, no one had ever made Tai Wu suffer such torment before.

This was not idle talk; Tai Wu was one of the Four Evils in the Spirit Realm, renowned far and wide. Those who dared to provoke it were few and far between, especially the top-tier figures from the Three Realms. Thus, over these countless years, only Lin Xuan had made it suffer.

As they say, enemies meet with red eyes; but this situation was even more intense because Lin Xuan had stolen his beloved Shu Beast's inner core right before his eyes.

Such a transgression could not be tolerated. He must extract its soul and refine its essence.

Roar!

The power of the roar changed the heavens and earth.

However, Lin Xuan ignored it as he walked forward calmly with a serene expression.

Tai Wu’s true form was indeed terrifying, but he himself was also an expert who had undergone trials by fire. It was too early to talk about victory or defeat at this moment; the outcome remained uncertain.

Without engaging in battle, no one could know what would happen. The final victor was still up for grabs.

"Are you already a Tribulation Transcender?"

Tai Wu's eyes flashed with surprise as he observed Lin Xuan’s rapid ascension. Even the top-tier existences of the Three Realms might not have such an alarming rate of cultivation.

Given time, perhaps even he would have to flee in fear.

With this thought, Tai Wu's murderous intent grew stronger. He could not allow him to continue growing; danger had to be eliminated at its root.

"Little fellow, meeting me today is just your bad luck."

Tai Wu’s eyes were filled with frenzied killing intent.

Roar!

In the roar, his claws moved, and threads ofthe power of the rule permeated out，as if to crush the heavens。

One strike from Tai Wu was no small matter. The ancient Shu Beast that had once been so proud had turned to dust under this divine might.

How about Lin Xuan?

He did not dodge!

Despite having seen the terrifying nature of this attack, Lin Xuan remained confident. Brave souls fear nothing; his right hand rose as he clenched his fist and forcefully punched forward.

Boom!

The sky turned dark as the void shattered completely. This punch lacked a golden force vortex but carried threads of法则.

Force Law!

Lin Xuan had undergone countless battles between life and death, gaining profound insights into Force Law in a short time. His physical body, having been refined through blood and fire, was now incredibly formidable.

Facing Tai Wu, Lin Xuan refused to show weakness; he met the attack head-on, eager to test his cultivation achievements.

Of course, he had great confidence, or he would not have acted so rashly. However, in Tai Wu's eyes, it appeared as if he was courting death.

He thought himself a mere human, but humans were skilled with treasures and possessed body refinement techniques that fell short of the妖族, youzhu (youzhuzu). He certainly could not match Tai Wu.

Tai Wu, one of the longest-lived beings in the Three Realms, might not be a true spirit, yet it surpassed them in many ways. With its copper bones and iron muscles, a single strike could pierce through the void. Was this Lin Xuan's reckless attempt to clash head-on with such power?

"Idiot!"

Tai Wu’s eyes flashed with cruel light as malevolence erupted from his body. Threads of dark magic emerged from his claws, making the sky turn dark and shatter countless stars.

Galaxies fell to the ground, and various anomalies appeared. Lin Xuan remained unfazed, still delivering a punch.

Boom!

The massive claw collided with Lin Xuan's fist, and the feeling was more than just a mere ant trying to shake down a tree. Lin Xuan felt like an ant being crushed under the immense magical might of Tai Wu.

Tai Wu’s true form was too powerful!

Even a Tribulation Transcender elder would not be considered much in its presence.

However, the actual gap between them was not as exaggerated. Although Tai Wu possessed formidable power and magic, Lin Xuan had also gained profound insights into Force Law through life-and-death struggles. He certainly was no weakling.

This clash was indescribable; heaven and earth collapsed entirely.

The land transformed from a desert to a swamp, which then crumbled away as an endless sea emerged before their eyes.

Though it seemed absurd, the collision between Lin Xuan and Tai Wu brought about such a scene. The primordial energy of the universe became chaotic, with the land constantly changing.

Only Lin Xuan and Tai Wu stood proudly amidst this chaos. Their shocking exchange seemed evenly matched, with Force Law proving to be no small matter. Tai Wu’s eyes widened in surprise.

How could it be possible!

Despite personally witnessing this scene, it still felt like a dream.

How was that even possible?

Tai Wu was one of the Four Evils in the Spirit Realm, having faced countless powerful enemies. It had encountered formidable beings with bodies as strong as its own, but never a mere human Tribulation Transcender at such an early stage.

Its own abilities were clear; its strength and physical resilience surpassed most true spirits. This Lin Xuan was truly incomprehensible.

However, despite the shock, Tai Wu did not fear anything. How could it be afraid of someone who was just stronger? It did not believe that this human could match him in combat.

Regardless, today he must kill him here.

With a fierce resolve, Tai Wu moved first. Auras of spiritual light burst out from his body as divine radiance shone forth. Lin Xuan’s eyes glowed like the stars, with every bone emitting crystalline light, as if an emperor had descended upon the world.

After that intense clash, Lin Xuan already knew the power was formidable; even Tai Wu could withstand it.

But relying solely on this would be a fool's dream to defeat this ferocious beast. He needed to use other divine techniques.

This was not a test; he would not hide his true strength.

With a wave of his sleeves, silver light shone brightly as celestial sounds echoed in the air like dragons and phoenixes singing.

Flowers emerged from Lin Xuan’s sleeves, but they were not flowers; they wererune, albeit with peculiar shapes that looked like beautiful blossoms.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward.

A clear sound resounded, and the flowers vanished as divine swords appeared, each no more than a foot long but radiating an aura of dao.

After refining tens of thousands of sword souls and fusing with foreign celestial metals, the Nine Palace Must-Subdue Sword was already an unparalleled treasure. It was close to reaching the level of a Celestial Mansion’s rare treasures.

Lin Xuan swung his hands, and sword lights sliced through the void as they fiercely struck Tai Wu.

"Roar!"

Tai Wu roared loudly. What kind of treasure was this? Even it felt threatened.

Opening its bloodstained maw, it spat out a light wave that turned into countless black blade lights in an instant.

The sky was filled with explosions, and for a moment, the black light was as dark as ink while the silver light sparkled like snow. Two different forces collided fiercely in the void.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as Tiaomu proved to be no ordinary opponent. The magical weapon it conjured from its power was incredibly formidable.

However, relying on such minor techniques to block his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword seemed a bit too presumptuous.

A cold smile played at the corners of Lin Xuan’s lips. His body radiated with spiritual light and divine glow, like stars falling into the void.

The sword's brilliance flickered and swirled in mid-air, gradually coalescing into a Taiji diagram.

"Fall!"

This Taiji diagram was formed from a celestial sword, imbued with supreme laws within.

Wherever it passed, the void crumbled under its might. Even Tiaomu felt pressure. After not seeing each other for just a few centuries, this hateful Lin boy had grown to such an extent that he could now match his essence body in combat.

But winning against him was still too naive.

Two vicious sparks of light shot from Tiaomu's eyes as if real stars were falling from the heavens and transforming into a massive fireball. It collided with the Taiji diagram conjured by the celestial sword.

Boom!

The deafening sound echoed through the air as two different laws clashed, causing this small world to collapse. Fortunately, they were in the deepest part of an ancient desert, far from human habitation, or countless innocents would have been caught in the blast.

Pang…

Tiaomu retreated three steps, spitting out a foul-smelling blood with each step.

Clearly, it had taken quite a beating and was now on the back foot.

"Aaah!"

Tiaomu roared in anger. Although not its most secret technique, this was one of its ultimate moves, and such a result left it fuming.

A loud roar echoed as Tiaomu opened its blood-stained maw. Black light flashed, and a black banner emerged from within.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; Tiaomu actually used a treasure.

He couldn't identify the material of the black banner, but the yin-cold aura it emitted made his heart race.

Absolutely formidable. If not careful, he might even fall to his death.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with a finger. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword shone brilliantly as the black banner was no ordinary treasure. Lin Xuan wouldn't wait for Tiaomu to unleash it; striking first was always better!

Lin Xuan once again employed his power to transform swords into threads, and crystal light flickered. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had transformed, making its power even more formidable.

He aimed to cut through the void, but an incredible scene unfolded. The banner swirled slightly, releasing a burst of demonic light that formed a shield, blocking all the sword threads.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword radiated divine energy and was filled with laws, yet it couldn't break free from this insignificant shield.

"This..."

Lin Xuan was genuinely impressed. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword approached the level of a celestial treasure, its power unmatched, capable of slicing through the void and breaking anything in its path. Yet, it failed to penetrate the shield.

Tiaomu truly proved formidable; he would need to exhaust all his powers to destroy this monster.

Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He flicked his sleeves and summoned another treasure—a simple scroll with green light flashing from its surface.

Celestial Sword Diagram!

This was a newly bornprimordial spirit treasure, emitting divine energy without needing to be activated. The Dao's presence flowed from it.

It was an unparalleled divine artifact!

"Primordial Spirit Treasure!"

Tiaomu’s eyes widened in shock.

As an ancient creature with countless years of existence, its experience was unmatched.

The Celestial Sword Diagram had just appeared for the first time, but the Dao's presence couldn't be deceived; it perfectly aligned with natural laws. This was undoubtedly a primordial spirit treasure.

How could this be?

Primordial Spirit Treasures were incomparably powerful and passed down from true immortals. Even late-stage cultivators who successfully traversed their tribulations considered themselves lucky to see one, let alone possess one.

This Lin boy might have some power, but he was still an early-stage existence; how could he possibly own such a divine artifact?

Tiaomu was shocked and doubtful, but it no longer mattered. It showed no fear, instead exuding a mocking expression: "You dare challenge me with a Primordial Spirit Treasure as your backing? Little boy, you've calculated everything, yet you still fell for the swan's eye. A Primordial Spirit Treasure is indeed incredibly powerful, but possessing such a treasure doesn't mean invincibility. Let this master cut you down."

"Such arrogance!"

The other’s words were truly extremely presumptuous. But now that he was here, there could be no retreat.

Moreover, he knew his own powers best; with so many Primordial Spirit Treasures, even facing an ancient creature at late-stage tribulation, he still had the power to fight back. Tiaomu might be outrageous, but it hadn't reached such a point yet.

Various thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he weighed his options. But now, there was no time for hesitation. Lin Xuan’s hands traced mysterious patterns in mid-air, releasing spiritual light and surging power like a dam breaking. This energy poured into the treasures before him.

The Celestial Sword Diagram unfolded, radiating countless sword intents.

Correct, sword intents!

In that moment, he felt the laws of the Dao, aligning with nature. Primordial Spirit Treasures truly were incomparably powerful; anything else would pale in comparison.

A green glow flickered on the opened scroll.

Nine peaks of varying sizes stood out prominently.

Indeed, nine—originally, there had been twelve peaks on the Golden Sun Mountain Diagram, but some had vanished.

These peaks now appeared lush and verdant with vibrant life.

The scenery was breathtaking.

The three-footed golden sun disappeared, replaced by boundless sword intents that seemed to encompass the entire world.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Divine light shone as the nine divine mountains emerged, surging with laws, collapsing the void.

However, this wasn't the most terrifying part.

Mysterious heavenly sounds appeared like great chimes, causing even the primordial energy of heaven and earth to yield. Light beams shot out from the peaks.

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—each beam had a different color.

Then, colorful light clouds floated, radiating divine energy. Each cloud transformed into several celestial swords.

Their shapes varied, their sizes differing, but each sword was terrifying, imbued with Dao's presence and flowing with laws.

Primordial Spirit Treasures were incomparably powerful; the sword beams numbered in the thousands, enough to cut down even an immortal sect. Tiaomu’s eyes showed a serious expression but no fear as it opened its blood-stained maw, spewing essence qi. Ancient incantations echoed through the heavens.

Its demonic power was unmatched. Facing such a Primordial Spirit Treasure, this creature intended to withstand the attack.
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Bravery well-deserved.

However, the先天灵宝cannot be desecrated. How could Lin Xuan let this person continue to act arrogantly?

With me as the supreme, I must quickly eliminate him here.

Lin Xuan cast a series of spells forward.

The sword light shone with divine brilliance, emitting dazzling light, and the power of law spread out, fiercely falling upon the opponent.

Toumu’s qi mechanism was already locked down; it had nowhere to hide and could only face defeat.

Lin Xuan did not believe that the other party could turn danger into safety under the might of a先天灵宝. Even ancient ferocious beasts would have no choice but to suffer their fate.

Toumu's expression was extremely serious, yet without any fear.

The black banner flag swayed with the wind, emitting waves of light as it dispersed.

As the banner flag moved, it suddenly vanished, and then an endless fog appeared out of nowhere, permeating with the aura of law.

In the fog, multiple black banner flags could be seen. It was not just one but several dozen.

No one knew what this treasure was; although it wasn't a先天灵宝, it still exuded the aura of law, mysterious and strange.

Wu...

A terrifying howl echoed like a ghostly cry. The banner flags all grew to over a hundred feet in size, with various beast forms appearing on their surfaces.

But they were not实体, just souls. Toumu's laughter rang out: "Little guy, what does a先天灵宝 matter? I will still kill you! Watch the power of my Beast Soul Flag!"

The Beast Soul Flag was a common treasure for ghost path cultivators and wasn't particularly rare. However, the black banner before him far surpassed ordinary ones.

Inside were the souls of ancient ferocious beasts, many of which were as powerful as peak realm experts.

Ancient beasts were incredibly formidable, but in the end, they all perished at Toumu's hands, their flesh devoured and their souls imprisoned within this myriad beast flag.

Innumerable years had allowed them to accumulate unimaginable resentment. Their strength was no weaker than that before them.

Now, with a thousand souls emerging, it was comparable to a先天宝物. The sun even lost its luster as countless stars fell from the sky.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly, and myriad sword lights collided fiercely.

This was a先天灵物, breaking through all laws of the world; even late-stage cultivators would be stunned. But those thousand beast souls charged forward without hesitation.

Boom!

The earth crumbled, rivers reversed, and the landscape changed once again before his eyes. Even the law of heaven and earth were reduced to nothingness under that extreme power, with one after another of the beast souls being annihilated. However, the sword attack was blocked; despite the divine brilliance, it couldn't penetrate forward, as if there was an invisible wall.

"Toumu!"

Lin Xuan's face turned pale. It wasn't surprising for his great enemy to block a先天灵宝.

Fortunately, many of the beast souls had been destroyed, but Lin Xuan's consumption was no small matter. He was only at the peak realm stage now; driving a先天object required too much mana.

Accursed! Must this turn into a prolonged battle?

Lin Xuan's face turned an ugly shade. Clearly, prolonging it would be disadvantageous to him. He must find a way to change this outcome.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he pondered what to do. Toumu was no less so; this young man had surpassed his expectations. After not seeing him for centuries, he had grown to such a state. He couldn't let things continue like this; today, no matter what, he must eliminate him.

Toumu's eyes flashed with ferocity as endless malevolent qi burst forth from his body, intertwining and forming a mysterious law.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. At this moment, he was filled with shock, sensing an immense danger approaching. What terrible move did the other party intend to use that even his inner divine omen had been triggered?

No, something familiar.

It seemed like I've seen it somewhere before.

This thought flashed through his mind like lightning, and then he sensed a terrifying attack.

As a shocking law aura spread out, Lin Xuan found himself unable to move.

Indeed, Lin Xuan couldn't move.

Not bound by any strange spell, but the time flow in this small world had stopped.

Time Law!

The divine technique the other party was using was about to be revealed.

Thirty-six thousand paths of the Dao, countless natural laws emerged, each shocking and awe-inspiring. But when it came to supremacy, none could match the Time Law.

It was a feat that seized the essence of heaven and earth, a supreme secret art connecting past and future.

Other heavenly path laws, although not lacking in brilliance, were still somewhat inferior compared to the Time Law.

This was truly a supreme holy law. And Lin Xuan felt immense pressure.

With the Time Law unleashed, even he couldn't move; wouldn't that make him an easy target for the other party?

The reason why Lin Xuan found this familiar was because in the Ice Plains world, Toumu's avatar had used it before. That time, it also resulted in near death, but fortunately, it was broken by the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox. Otherwise, he might have truly perished.

That time, with the help of the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, but this time, such luck couldn't be expected again.

He could no longer rely on external aid; to escape, he had to depend on himself alone.

But how? The Time Law in this small world had been altered, and Lin Xuan was unable to move. Toumu, however, was unaffected, glaring at him with the intent to tear him apart. How could a peak realm cultivator resist Toumu's supreme demonic might under such circumstances?

What should he do?

Time for Lin Xuan was running out; if he couldn't break the Time Law, he would perish in an instant.

PS: I woke up early today but felt terrible. It took me almost five hours to write this chapter, and my pace was so slow that even Huanyu was speechless. So, only one update today, let me rest a bit and clear my thoughts; I'll try harder tomorrow. The full story will continue.
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Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless hardships. However, he had never felt so helpless as he did now.

Tao Wu's tiger-like gaze loomed beside him, yet his body remained immobile. Trapped by the Time Law, even his mana was frozen solid. How could he turn danger into safety under such circumstances?

No matter how formidable one might be or how many precious treasures they possessed, none of it mattered in this moment.

Lin Xuan felt utterly helpless.

The Time Law truly lived up to its reputation as a supreme holy art. Was today the day he would fall here and die?

Lin Xuan refused to accept his fate.

Having just advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage without finding Moon or Peacock, how could he afford to perish here? There must be a way out.

Roar!

A fire burned in Lin Xuan's heart as he silently bellowed. Straining against his bonds, he shouted, "Time Law, break!"

"Stupid boy, it won't work."

Tao Wu was delighted to see Lin Xuan suffer and paused his assault. He didn’t believe that Lin Xuan could break free from the Time Law; after all, among the Three Thousand Daoist Paths, this was one of the most mysterious and powerful.

With victory in hand, there was no need for immediate annihilation. Watching him struggle was quite enjoyable.

This wretched Lin boy had once destroyed his avatar and even severed a fragment of his soul. This grudge could not be forgotten, so he wouldn’t let him die easily.

Tao Wu's eyes gleamed with malice as he said, "Little guy, I won't let you die that easily. I’ll drain your soul and spirit, leaving you to suffer."

His voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, but he ignored it. Fear was useless; he had to break free from the Time Law.

With no other choice, Lin Xuan considered using his last resort—the Five Dragon Seal. If this artifact could be summoned, even Tao Wu's formidable power would not suffice.

Lin Xuan was confident in his chances, yet there was a problem… The Time Law immobilized everything, not just his movements but also his mana and the blue Star Sea within him ceased to function.

The Time Law lived up to its reputation as the supreme holy art. But what if he tried other natural laws? He had lost the initiative; if he could have reacted sooner, perhaps he could have countered Tao Wu's Time Law with another law, leaving the outcome uncertain.

Even if it meant falling behind, at least he wouldn’t be so passive, his life hanging in the balance.

A single misstep and everything would be lost. That was the situation now, but Lin Xuan refused to yield. He believed that even under such unfavorable conditions, there must be a way to turn things around.

With me, none can stand against me. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had never known defeat.

He didn’t believe he would fall here.

Tao Wu was just a minor obstacle; he had faced more formidable enemies before.

There must be a way to break the Time Law.

The situation was dire, but Lin Xuan did not give up. Undaunted and unbowed, he sought to shatter the temporal bonds. Tao Wu’s mocking laughter continued: "Foolish boy, don't waste your time. With you, breaking free from the Time Law is like a cicada trying to stop a chariot. I will drain your soul and spirit, leaving you with no choice but to suffer."

"Dares to offend me? You must be sick of living!"

"Or you can beg for mercy now and serve me as my vassal, and I might consider sparing you…"

Tao Wu’s laughter was filled with arrogance. In his eyes, Lin Xuan was like a bug trapped in spider silk; no matter how much he struggled, it would be futile.

But was it truly futile?

There were no absolutes; effort always brought results.

Click… A faint sound echoed, as if something had snapped.

The Time Law remained unbroken, but the mana within Lin Xuan began to move.

This was a strange situation that Lin Xuan couldn’t explain. But it was a good result. However, his mood quickly darkened; he could barely use any of his mana.

It would be impossible to drive a powerful artifact or cast a secret technique like Illusory Heavenly Fire. How could the Time Law be broken?

Hope had seemed within reach, but the困境 remained unresolved. If this continued, he would surely fall here.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan was unsure. With no other choice, his limited mana left him with little hope. Despair flickered in his heart.

But more than anything, he refused to give up. He couldn’t die here.

Perhaps it was a stroke of luck or the result of Lin Xuan’s unyielding will, but that slight movement of mana began to flow on its own.

Boom!

Despite still being immobilized, a treasure suddenly burst from his crown.

Light radiated out, divine light emerging like falling stars. It was beautiful beyond words.

It was a palm-sized artifact, small and delicate yet seemingly filled with countless pavilions and terraces.

A minor treasure, but it emitted the aura of an innate spirit object.
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Lin Xuan, despite having countless treasures and wonders, only one of those gathered met the criteria.

Moyue Tianwu Pavilion!

Indeed, the Moyue Clan passed down from ancient times, possessing myriad uses. Lin Xuan's initial purpose for coming to the Flying Cloud Desert was originally to refine this treasure.

Now that it no longer needed to be driven, and at critical moments, it flew out on its own.

Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted by such a change; did this mean there might be a turning point?

He wasn't sure, but he was filled with hope. A divine treasure had come alive and flown out of its own accord—certainly for some purpose.

Not far away, Taiwu was dumbfounded.

The other party actually broke the time law.

Impossible, he was not an old monster at late-stage cultivation refinement, nor a realm-level powerhouse; how could he achieve this?

Apart from astonishment, there was only more bewilderment.

But now that it was too late to say anything, Taiwu saw the young man break free of his bindings… no, he hadn't broken free; rather, that treasure had somehow been summoned for unknown reasons.

Taiwu's eyes flashed with ferocity, but his expression was more confused.

It had lived for millions of years, yet such a change had never been heard of before.

Sure enough, this young man was hard to deal with. Taiwu’s divine expression turned grave as he stared at the small treasure.

There was an aura of supreme power emanating from it—a先天灵宝!

Impossible.

An innate object—such items were rare even for late-stage cultivation refinement existences, and those who possessed them were among the top-tier powerhouses in the Three Realms.

What merit did this little fellow have to possess two such treasures?

Such a scene would be unbelievable if not witnessed firsthand. No one could believe it unless they saw it with their own eyes.

This young man’s divine fortune was truly awe-inspiring; he must be eliminated, or else left unchecked, his growth would be too much for Taiwu to bear.

Taiwu was both angry and frustrated, regretting his decision to stop earlier. He should have finished the young man off in one fell swoop.

Otherwise, he should have already been reduced to a soulless husk; how could he still turn things around now?

But regrets were useless now. The only thing that mattered was to try and salvage the situation.

Roar!

Taiwu bellowed loudly, no longer hiding his strength. His gaping maw opened wide, spewing out a terrifying black light wave.

The light wave, upon encountering the wind, transformed into chains, flashing with dark luster, emitting an oppressive aura that could even pierce through space-time itself.

If ensnared by these chains, one would surely be reduced to nothing but a soulless husk.

Soul-Ensnaring Demon Chains!

At this critical moment, Taiwu had unleashed his hidden prowess.

And there was more. He struck with both front claws, revealing layer upon layer of claw shadows.

The void, which should have been formless and intangible, now showed cracks and fissures. Many places collapsed, emitting spatial laws and domain winds from the broken areas.

These powers were unparalleled; even non-realm cultivators would be reduced to soulless husks if they touched them.

The battle had reached its most intense stage, soon deciding life or death.

However, at this crucial juncture, Lin Xuan remained immobile.

The time law hadn't been broken. After the release of that spiritual energy, he was once again bound.

Facing Taiwu's lethal attack, Lin Xuan was also anxious but helpless. Though a turning point seemed to have appeared, it still seemed destined for his downfall.

Lin Xuan felt extremely frustrated.

But at this moment, a voice as grand and resounding as a temple bell echoed in his ears. Without his control, the Treasure Formula flowed through his meridians like an ancient beast awakening from slumber; Moyue Tianwu Pavilion itself had awakened.

Supreme power radiated out, laws of the universe swirling around.

A myriad of divine lights shone on the surface of the treasure, and its images transformed into towering structures. What was originally a mere inch in size now expanded by more than a hundred times, like a majestic mountain.

Infinite pressure spread out, enveloping Lin Xuan and breaking through time laws.

Moyue Tianwu Pavilion was terrifying; it seemed to flow with its own time laws, automatically protecting its master without needing to be driven.

Though Taiwu was strong, his grasp of time was still in its infancy, far from mastery. This was why Moyue Tianwu Pavilion could easily break the bindings once it appeared.

But even so, it was shocking; this Moyue Clan treasure was clearly not a simple先天灵宝.

A mere test had already helped Lin Xuan overcome the crisis, but he hadn't yet fully turned danger into safety. Taiwu's attacks were now relentless and overwhelming.

Infinite malevolence enveloped Lin Xuan, intent on reducing him to dust.

Taiwu regretted his decision bitterly. Thankfully, although Lin Xuan had broken free of time’s constraints, these techniques still required more cultivation before they could be fully utilized; he might yet be eliminated.

Soul-Ensnaring Demon Chains and claw shadows tore through the void as Taiwu made a desperate strike. Even late-stage cultivators would not dare to face him head-on at such a critical moment.

But Lin Xuan had no choice. As Taiwu suspected, his power was just beginning to recover; he lacked the ability to control the treasure. The only option was to pour all his recovered spiritual energy into Moyue Tianwu Pavilion.

Lin Xuan had no choice but to hope that this newly acquired treasure would prove versatile enough to help him overcome this crisis. As long as he could weather this wave, Lin Xuan could recover his fighting strength.

He wouldn't be complacent again; he was certain he could kill Taiwu here.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with hope as infinite pressure surged around him, enveloping him entirely.

Life or death hung in the balance!

Boom!

The entire process seemed complex when described but actually took some time. The black chains and claw shadows had already ensnared Lin Xuan.

He could do nothing to avoid them; under Taiwu’s overwhelming demonic power, he appeared helpless. His downfall seemed inevitable.

Boom!

However, at this moment, the voice of the Way suddenly emerged, Moyue Tianwu Pavilion emitting a dazzling light, its aura protecting Lin Xuan. The attack that could pierce through space-time seemed ineffective, like ice melting in a fire; it instantly vanished.

"Impossible!"

Taiwu's eyes widened in shock. Even without someone driving it, a divine treasure’s power shouldn't reach such levels—acting as if it were alive and guarding its master.

How was this possible?

It must be said that unlike a命宝, which can only be used by the one who wields it, a supreme divine treasure could be controlled once one mastered the Treasure Formula. No one had ever heard of it bonding with its owner.

Could it be…

Taiwu's mind hinted at an ancient legend. In all the Three Realms, there was but one supreme divine treasure that stood out; not only did it require mastering the Treasure Formula, but it also needed a special physique and cultivation techniques to work together.
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That was a treasure passed down by the Moon Ink Clan.

The Moon Ink Clan once thrived in ancient times, considered one of the most powerful forces in the Spirit Realm. However, few cultivators today have even heard of their name.

But Tiaomu could not be reasoned with; this creature also originated from ancient times and was well-versed in the secrets of a million years ago.

The Moon Ink Clan of old might not have ruled over all, but they were undoubtedly one of the most powerful existences in the Spirit Realm.

Although the Divine Witch Goddess of Death couldn't compare to the Arrogant Demon King, she was no less formidable than scattered immortal demons and kings. They could stand their ground and even surpass them at times.

This wasn’t an exaggeration; the Divine Witch Goddess of Death was undoubtedly one of the most powerful great cultivators in history.

Her brilliance was unmatched, and the Moon Ink Clan had shone brightly under her rule, earning a fearsome reputation that ranked high among ancient treasures.

Who would have thought that after so many years, this treasure would fall into Lin Xuan's hands?

How could such a young man have such good fortune?

Tiaomu was shocked and furious. However, pursuing the source of his anger now was meaningless; the urgent task at hand was to kill this boy here.

If he escaped, given time, he would become a major threat.

Tiaomu wouldn't make that mistake.

His eyes flashed with ferocity as he no longer showed any contempt for Lin Xuan. He treated him as an existential enemy and prepared to use all his strength to eliminate him here.

While his plan was sound, how could Lin Xuan sit idly by?

He hated Lin Xuan to the core, and Lin Xuan harbored the same hatred toward him.

Now it was a matter of life or death. Their enmity had reached an irreconcilable level.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless dangers. However, just now was undoubtedly the most perilous moment; he nearly lost his soul and spirit.

Thinking about it made him shudder with fear. But now that he had regained his power, how could he let this foe continue to be arrogant?

He must launch a strong counterattack.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. The Moon Ink Clan's divine light surged from the ancient temple, emitting beams of divine radiance.

Spatial Law!

Lin Xuan could feel that terrifying aura colliding with thelaw or rule powers rushing toward him.

Protect Lin Xuan!

Tiaomu was also fighting desperately. Originally, despite touching Time Law, it couldn't grasp it fully and used it only as a last resort. But now, it had no choice but to forcefully drive its power, aiming to ensnare Lin Xuan.

This time, it wouldn’t hide its strength; if it could trap Lin Xuan, it would ensure his soul was destroyed immediately.

Unfortunately, time was against him. Some opportunities missed were hard to repeat. This time, Lin Xuan wouldn't be careless or underestimate the foe. He activated the Moon Ink Clan's temple and fought fiercely with Tiaomu.

Spatial and temporal laws were incredibly mysterious, containing unimaginable divine power that clashed in mid-air, making it difficult to determine a winner for some time.

However, the balance quickly tilted toward Lin Xuan.

To be fair, Time Law was the progenitor of all laws, more powerful than Spatial Law. But Tiaomu only touched its surface and couldn't fully unleash its supreme power.

That was one reason. Another was that Lin Xuan had the Moon Ink Clan's temple to rely on—a pre-Heaven treasure of immense importance. Moreover, this treasure contained Time Law as well; while he couldn’t control it, some effects would still manifest.

Thus, in their struggle, Lin Xuan quickly gained the upper hand.

This battle between laws was incredibly perilous, far more dangerous than ordinary cultivation conflicts. A single misstep could lead to death.

Seeing that he was losing, Tiaomu's forehead dripped with sweat. It knew that if it lost badly, Lin Xuan wouldn't spare him.

Born in ancient times, it had roamed the three realms, only facing top-tier existences that dared not provoke it. Ordinary Immortal Demons would retreat upon seeing it.

This young man was just a mere ant thousands of years ago but now forced Tiaomu into this dire situation.

With this thought, Tiaomu felt extremely frustrated and unwilling to lose to such an insignificant creature.

He fought with all his might!

Tiaomu raised its head, emitting a mournful roar that shook the heavens. The malevolent energy seemed tangible as it rushed toward Lin Xuan.

In the distance, dozens of black banners swayed in the mist, releasing ancient beast energies.

"Right, it's an Ancient Beast King. There are so many."

Lin Xuan’s eyes showed surprise at this revelation.

Ancient Beast Kings were rare and could only be encountered by long-lived creatures like Tiaomu, who had killed numerous such beasts over millions of years.

The ancient beasts before him took various forms but were all reduced to their souls.

They were incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan roughly counted more than a hundred of them.

At first glance, this seemed unremarkable. But upon closer consideration, it was absurd.

Each Ancient Beast King could match an old monster at the Transcending Tribulation stage.

So before him, there were essentially the souls of nearly a hundred such powerful beings.

This would be shocking news to anyone.

Even with countless treasures and wonders, Lin Xuan had no choice but to retreat in the face of so many formidable opponents.

Facing near a hundred Transcending Tribulation powerhouses head-on was foolish; he wouldn’t dare do that. Such an endeavor would only show his stupidity.

Only scattered immortals and demons could wield such godlike powers.

Lin Xuan had no interest or desire to try it.

Fortunately, these were just souls. The ancient beasts were long dead, their souls immensely powerful but not invincible.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; this was the last move his opponent would make. He prepared to break it.

With a loud roar, Lin Xuan was about to activate his treasures when suddenly, a thunderous sound echoed in his ears. The sky turnedpale惨白: pale, and Tiaomu's body swelled like a balloon.

It became large and round, truly resembling an inflated ball.

"Why is this happening?"

Lin Xuan’s eyes showed surprise, but deep down, he had a bad feeling.

Such a sudden change was beyond his expectations.

Before Lin Xuan could react, there was a loud explosion. Tiaomu's body shattered into pieces.

But no blood flowed, and it didn’t die. Instead, the divine light shone brightly, black radiance seemed to devour the entire sky.

Numerous life pulses emerged from that light.

Lin Xuan gaped in shock and pointed his fingers like a sword forward: "Break it!"

Boom!

The loud sound echoed as the divine light dispersed, revealing what was inside.
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Talos!

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock.

In the dark light of the spiritual aura, this monster reappeared, but it had transformed into countless forms. Each incarnation was like a tiny version compared to its true form.

"Such terrifying secret techniques!"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn't help being amazed by what he saw.

As they say, beneath a great name lies no false person—Talos truly lived up to the reputation of one of the Four Evils in the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed and didn’t dare ignore this threat. He immediately invoked a secret technique and pointed his fingers like swords forward.

"Quickly!"

With his sharp command, the Time Law was broken. The power of the Moon God Temple surged forth like an ocean, with threads ofLaw of Power surging towards Talos.

The might of this attack was indescribable. Countless golden vortexes appeared between Lin Xuan and Talos, each emitting powerful Law of Power, making even old monsters hesitant to face them head-on.

Space Law was filled with murderous intent; even great sages would only have a bitter end here. But Talos ignored this, spitting out divine light as it charged forward.

Each incarnation of Talos exuded demonic might and scattered in all directions towards Lin Xuan. They didn’t retreat even when encountering golden vortexes, instead engaging them with divine light.

"This guy has such terrifying strength… Wait, those Talos incarnations are just illusions."

In the void, spiritual lights flickered as treasures and secret techniques flew around. But soon, Lin Xuan realized something was amiss.

He quickly invoked Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes to discover that only illusions were fighting the golden vortexes.

Such an illusion could even deceive the laws of heaven and earth—Talos had indeed transformed into countless forms, a technique from the legendary heavenly realm. Though terrifying, Talos’ strength hadn’t yet reached that level; its incarnations couldn’t be so numerous.

It was using illusions to draw his attention. Where was its true form?

Lin Xuan was alarmed and immediately released his divine sense. But it was too late—the thunderous roar of ancient beasts echoed in his ears.

The souls of the ancient kings had revived, and these miniature Talos fused with them, turning from illusory to real, forming new bodies.

The world changed color as nearly a hundred ancient kings resurrected before him. Though their power wasn’t as formidable as when alive, they were undoubtedly at the Transcendence stage!

A formidable foe!

Lin Xuan had the urge to turn and flee. With so many Transcendence-level experts, how could he possibly defeat them? Even if he summoned the Five Dragon Seal, it would be useless.

Though Lin Xuan wanted to run, his escape route was blocked by terrifying auras from all sides. He was trapped here.

How did this happen!

Having escaped Time Law’s grasp, he still couldn’t avoid his downfall.

Lin Xuan was filled with frustration. He knew Talos wouldn’t make the same mistake again.

Though he possessed countless treasures and wonders, he couldn’t face so many opponents simultaneously. This time, he truly found himself in a desperate situation.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced as he sought a way out but came up empty. His expression was dark with frustration, but his nature would never allow him to sit idly by.

"Go!"

With a wave of his sleeves, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emerged from within.

Five-colored lapis lazuli, emitting an aura.

Then, it emitted intense light and surged forward at unimaginable speed.

These Talos incarnations could deceive even the laws of heaven and earth, but under the might of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, they vanished like smoke.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was unparalleled. Though not yet a divine treasure, it had some mystical qualities that evenPrimordial Divine Treasure couldn’t match.

As the saying goes, use poison to counter poison. This illusion needed a phantasmal flying sword to dispel.

Lin Xuan’s attack succeeded, but he didn’t escape danger. He had only destroyed illusions meant to distract him. The remaining Talos incarnations had already resurrected nearly a hundred ancient kings. What should he do next?

Without time for thought, Lin Xuan pointed his finger and retracted his divine treasure. The Moon God Temple’s power surged, its voice like the sound of a great bell.

The Space Law combined with visible Law of Power, forming crescent-shaped light blades.

At first glance, there was nothing unusual—similar to ordinary wind blade techniques in shape—but their power far surpassed others.

Transformed from Law of Power, they could cut through the void, making it hard to describe their might.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan shouted. Countless light blades vanished and slashed across the space towards his enemies.

The power was astonishing—seemingly any great existence would feel a bitter end here.

But this was just an illusion; the ancient kings’ souls had revived but were far from their full strength.

Lin Xuan realized that only the most powerful few were close to Transcendence, while the rest were merely near it.

As they say, a small difference can lead to a great error. With nearly a hundred Transcendence-level experts, Lin Xuan would have been shattered into dust; even the protection ofPrimordial Divine Treasurewould be useless.

In this situation, the Moon God Temple’s defenses could still be broken at any moment.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to fall, so he focused on summoning theImmortal Sword Diagram.

But eachPrimordial Divine Treasure was a marvel that drew from the essence of heaven and earth. Each had immense power but also drained him greatly.

Though Lin Xuan was a Transcendence-level cultivator, simultaneously wielding two such treasures was too much for him.
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But he had no choice. Facing so many ancient beast souls, even an old monster at the late Transcendence Realm would likely end up in regret.

So, despite knowing that manipulating twoprimordial divine treasurewould exceed his limits, Lin Xuan could only grit his teeth and bear it.

Although this was not enough to repel the enemies, prolonging the fight might still offer a chance of turning the tide.

Lin Xuan thought like this. Even if he had no confidence, as long as there was any hope, he would not give up.

"Divine Sword Diagram, descend!"

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan spat out several drops of blood and manipulated the two treasures. The burden was too great.

Before even engaging in battle, the backlash from his manipulation injured him. His qi surged wildly, and his meridians ached. Another person might not have been able to bear it, but Lin Xuan did not flinch. Instead, he waved his hands, and an incomparable divine technique manifested, integrating the blood into the Divine Sword Diagram.

The situation was dire, so he could not afford to waste any mana. The blood contained Lin Xuan's purest primordial essence qi.

The Divine Sword Diagram emitted a brilliant light as the sword it conjured became more dazzling.

Over a hundred beast souls had already approached and were battling with various divine swords.

The Divine Sword Diagram was anprimordial divine substance, and its swordlight carried theruleof Dao. Even advanced cultivators could be eliminated by one strike if they were at the late Shen Concentration Realm or higher.

However, these beast souls were too powerful. The divine swords moved about wildly but still couldn't withstand them.

Soon, brilliant swordlights vanished into nothingness as those ancient beasts kept charging forward.

"Aaaah!"

A deafening roar echoed in his ears. Leading the charge was a lion-like ancient beast with three heads and a much larger size than ordinary lions.

The power of its roar shook the heavens and earth. Mountains and rivers far away crumbled.

That three-headed giant lion opened its mouth, emitting a black beam of light from its jaws.

A dozen feet thick, it was awe-inspiring in its destructive power, piercing through the void wherever it went.

It flashed and approached Lin Xuan's eyes.

Lin Xuan hurriedly activated the Black Moon Heaven Witch Sect, radiating divine light. Threads ofrulepower overflowed, blocking the beam.

But danger was far from over.

Over a hundred feet away, another ancient beast attacked.

This one resembled a giant ape but towered higher than a mountain, hundreds of feet tall. It raised its enormous paw and struck Lin Xuan.

The force was unimaginable, filled with the气息ofrule. A scene of heaven collapsing and earth cracking appeared in his vision...

A bit further away, a huge snake slithered over, its fangs exposed, spewing toxic venom that could corrode anything.

On another side, a gigantic human-faced scorpion soared into the air, a hundred feet long. As it moved, countless needle-likemagical treasure flew out.

Beside it, a monster with a bull's head and a human body was even more imposing than the giant ape. It held a huge axe in its hand and swung it down at Lin Xuan.

With just one such enemy, Lin Xuan could handle it, but so many made resisting futile suicide.

But there was no way to escape. He was surrounded. In despair, he poured all his mana into the Black Moon Heaven Witch Sect.

Boom!

Theprimordial divine treasurewas powerful, but even this couldn't withstand the blow, sending him flying.

Fortunately, much of the attack was deflected. Lin Xuan hurriedly retreated.

But that giant ape, despite its imposing size and agility, rushed forward several times before raising a paw to strike Lin Xuan.

The force was immense, filled with the气息ofrule. Ancient beasts were indeed formidable even in their soul form; they couldn't be underestimated.

Lin Xuan had no choice but to punch out.

Boom!

Though unremarkable at first glance, it carried theruleof strength. He clashed with the giant ape ancient beast.

Despite its physical advantage, the beast could not match the power of therule. It was sent flying by Lin Xuan's punch.

However, this did not remove his danger.

The giant snake had arrived beside him, opening its blood-filled mouth to swallow Lin Xuan whole.

"Want to eat me? Try this!"

Lin Xuan didn't have time to summon a treasure and flicked out an egg-sized flame from his sleeve.

It seemed intentional or coincidental, but it was flung into the giant snake's mouth.

The giant snake paused, but did not take it seriously. An egg-sized flame was too insignificant compared to its size.

Even if there were some divine technique, such a tiny figure could do nothing.

But before that thought could form, it found itself immobilized as blue玄 ice sealed its entire body。the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire is Lin Xuan's bottom-of-the-barrel secret technique，immensely powerful。

after absorbing the chaotic primordial yin qi，equivalent to the utmost yin and cold in the world。

nature effortlessly froze this ancient giant snake。

林轩心中一喜，但背后传来一股磅礴之力，被狠狠撞飞出去。

that force was so powerful，尽管他如今的身体坚韧无比，依旧无法抵挡。spat out several mouthfuls of blood in mid-air。

there was no time to see what collided with him，because more ancient beasts rushed over within his line of sight。

stab someone in the back when they are down，clearly these guys treated him like a fish on a chopping board，以为可以任由宰割。

take advantage (of a situation)？

anger was evident on Lin Xuan's face，一声大吼终于有时间祭出一件宝物。

the Spirit Formula Cauldron appeared with great spirit and vigor。

"Nine-star Cluster, destroy!"

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan saw stars falling from the sky. Even in ancient times, this was an unparalleled secret technique that could shatter history and shake the world. Sealed within the Spirit Formula Cauldron, it was his trump card.

No mana needed; just mental energy to activate.

At that moment, countless rays of light burst forth from the surface of the Spirit Formula Cauldron.

The sky turned pitch black as stars fell from the heavens, tracing thetrajectoryof Dao and crashing down on the ancient beasts attacking Lin Xuan.

Boom!

The star river shattered, and terrifying power spread everywhere. It seemed capable of reducing everything to dust. The ancient secret technique was formidable; those greedy ancient beasts that wanted to take advantage were all destroyed.

Lin Xuan's divine might intimidated like a deity descending from heaven. But even gods would fall in the face of such enemies. More ancient beasts had already rushed over from all directions.
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He could no longer avoid the situation.

Forcing his way through with two fists was not a wise choice either.

As they say, two hands can't hold off four.

Moreover, none of these ancient beasts were weaklings. They all approached the threshold of the Tribulation Transcendence stage, far surpassing ordinary Spirit Cultivators at the Profound Divinity stage. The strongest among them were no less formidable than true Tribulation Transcendents.

Facing such powerful enemies, Lin Xuan's persistence to this point was already commendable.

However, human strength has its limits. He had reached his limit now.

The gap between them was too great; even with先天灵宝, it couldn't make up for the difference.

In that fierce attack by the ancient beasts, Lin Xuan struggled on all sides, barely managing to fend off their blows.

Blood spewed from his mouth, and his entire body was covered in wounds. He might as well have been bathed in blood.

If this continued, he would be close to defeat soon.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan roared into the sky, wondering if there was no hope left for him.

A fiery phoenix with a slender tail shot up towards the heavens, which was Lin Xuan forcefully summoning the Vermilion Bird Ring as a treasure.

Even though his cultivation power far exceeded that of ordinary Spirit Cultivators at this level, he was now on the brink of exhaustion. With two先天灵宝 and the Vermilion Bird Ring, the pressure was immense.

Under normal circumstances, Lin Xuan wouldn't have done this, but now, he had nothing left to lose.

Lin Xuan didn't want to die, nor could he hope to kill Tiaomu. His only wish was to carve out a path through blood and gore.

The technique of myriad manifestations was said to be a secret from the Celestial Realm, terrifyingly powerful. Lin Xuan hadn't experienced such hardships since entering the Tribulation Transcendence stage; indeed, one couldn't underestimate heroes in this world.

But it was too late now. There could only be one battle.

The soul of the Vermilion Bird was released, moving freely and with a grand air, as if it dominated the entire world. It was originally one of the most powerful true spirits, far surpassing ancient kings of beasts in terms of power and strength.

Lin Xuan's pressure decreased significantly. However, good times didn't last long. Despite its formidable nature, the Vermilion Bird still couldn't match four hands against two. Soon, it was surrounded by several powerful ancient beasts, and Lin Xuan found himself once again under threat.

...

Time passed slowly as the battle continued with increasing intensity compared to before.

This fight shattered stars and inverted day and night. Lin Xuan used all his strength but could not escape.

Boom!

A black figure was sent flying. It was Lin Xuan's inner manifestation, with a wound the size of a bowl in its chest. If it were an ordinary Spirit Cultivator, he would have already perished, but Lin Xuan's manifestation was made from a Spirit Herb Body, and no blood spurted out; only the aura of the Way began to mend the wound, quickly healing it.

But there could be no consumption either. His face turned even paler as more ancient beasts surrounded him.

On Lin Xuan's side, the situation was even more dire. He had already unleashed the secret technique Nine Heaven Divine Net, with nine heads and eighteen arms, all imbued with the aura of the Way. Every move shattered the heavens and earth, but under the attack from these ancient beasts, he was in a desperate state.

Pang!

A giant ape punched him. Lin Xuan was locked in combat with a bull-like ancient beast and couldn't dodge. A blood mist spewed from his mouth as his chest was nearly penetrated.

He had endured countless heavy blows by now; even though his body was strong, it was starting to give way under the strain.

But Lin Xuan still persisted. At this point, he had no chance of escaping. He wouldn't give up, not even if he died, for he wanted Tiaomu to join him in death.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with reluctance. Moon, Heart Refinement, and YuanYuan, he couldn't go looking for them anymore.

He didn't want to give up, but there was no hope. There were too many enemies, all too powerful. Even if it were a late-stage Tribulation Transcendence Elder, they would still end in defeat.

Lin Xuan had no choice now; he could barely think about anything with so many formidable foes and being trapped in such an absolute predicament. All that mattered was fighting until the very end. Blood continued to spill from his body.

How much longer could he hold on?

Lin Xuan didn't know, maybe he would fall at any moment.

But Lin Xuan still charged forward without hesitation. Life or death, battle or not. He wouldn't bow down like Tiaomu; if he died, it would be a fight to the end for him too.

Boom!

Lin Xuan was sent flying again.

A black figure flashed by, and an ancient beast pounced in front of him. Compared to the other ancient beasts with imposing figures, this one seemed much shorter—only three feet tall—and its appearance was extremely ugly. It might as well be described as a厉鬼 from the阴司 realm.

However, it was undoubtedly an ancient king of beasts—a Naga Beast, incredibly powerful. In its hand was a strange weapon, dark in color and resembling a trident, radiating a terrifying glow that plunged towards Lin Xuan's chest.

This time, there was no way to dodge. Lin Xuan had heard various legends about the Naga Beast's power; if it pierced his heart with this weapon, even an immortal couldn't survive.

But he lacked the strength to avoid it now.

It's over!

Lin Xuan sighed, no longer hesitating. The only thing he could do was self-destruct his essence and demon core together.

This was his last choice. The power of dual essences and a single pill exploding would be enough to drag Tiaomu down with him into hell.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with reluctance. His beloved women were still unknown whereabouts.

Decades of hard work, the path to immortality had ended here.

But this was inevitable; cultivation was full of hardships. As long as one hadn't reached the peak of flying through clouds and ascending, any existence could perish at any moment—immortals or demon kings included.

Yet his heart harbored so much dissatisfaction and hope.

"Should I have known better than to come to this ancient wasteland?"

Lin Xuan sighed, realizing he had no time left. He activated his cultivation power, preparing for the self-destruction of his essence and demon core, but then something unexpected happened.

The Naga Beast flew mid-air and suddenly vanished without a trace.

Yes, it vanished; there was no sign beforehand, just gone into thin air.

Lin Xuan couldn't help being stunned. At this moment, with victory in hand, the other party had no reason to resort to underhanded tactics. Such thoughts suggested something unexpected might be happening.

Although he didn't know the cause, Lin Xuan stopped his self-destruction; as long as there was a glimmer of hope, he wouldn't allow himself to dissipate into nothingness.

The scene that followed left Lin Xuan pleasantly surprised.

Not only did the Naga Beast vanish, but the giant ape beside it also disappeared. Soon, the bull-like ancient beast and the giant lion vanished one by one.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded, but soon his face lit up with joy.

"I understand!"

He couldn't help letting out a light exclamation; truly, when all seems lost, there's always a way forward.

The technique of myriad manifestations Tiaomu had used was incredibly powerful, a secret from the Celestial Realm. But because it was too powerful for his strength, even勉强施展也会有许多瑕疵与漏洞。

比如化身万千，但他只幻化出了近百个。而且这还不是最糟糕的，此仙术消耗极大，即使对Tiaomu来说也难以维持多久。
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myriad manifestations originally was a supreme immortal technique, but due to his current cultivation level, Tiaomu found himself in a situation with significant flaws.

Tiaomu had known this all along, but he didn't care. Even if there were flaws, so what? With the souls of numerous powerful ancient beasts at hand, Lin Xuan could easily subdue him in an instant.

However, it turned out to be far from easy.

Lin Xuan indeed couldn’t defeat Tiaomu, but his tenacity and resilience far exceeded expectations. What he thought would be a quick victory against his enemy had become incredibly difficult. Facing the assault of nearly a hundred powerful ancient beasts, Lin Xuan managed to grit his teeth and hold on.

In the end, it wasn't Lin Xuan who fell; rather, Tiaomu was the one who couldn’t bear it anymore. The immense consumption of this supreme immortal technique was no small matter.

This situation could be described as a case of self-inflicted injury.

Roar!

A mournful howl echoed in his ears.

The figure of the ancient beast vanished, replaced by nearly a hundred miniature versions of Tiaomu.

Compared to before, each one appeared much weaker. They then converged into the original form of Tiaomu.

With a human face and tiger-like legs, its appearance was still extremely fierce, but its aura was incomparably weaker than before.

Weakness!

Lin Xuan could see from Tiaomu's eyes that his true essence had nearly dried up.

Indeed, the other party’s condition was far worse than his own.

Discovering this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a look of ecstatic joy on his face.

In just an instant, the situation took a dramatic turn in their favor.

Tiaomu, who almost caused him to fall, had never been forced to the brink of self-destruction since he embarked on his path as an immortal cultivator. Now that Tiaomu was weakened, how could Lin Xuan not seize this opportunity for revenge?

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan immediately acted without hesitation. He put away the primordial item and drew out the Nine Palace Momentary Sword from his sleeve.

After a fierce battle, Lin Xuan's body had been drained of energy. Using a primordial treasure now would be too taxing on his body.

He had no choice but to use all means at his disposal.

However, with Tiaomu weakened, the Nine Palace Momentary Sword was sufficient to contain him. To kill him outright, it seemed he still lacked the strength.

Nevertheless, for Lin Xuan, achieving this step meant his goal was accomplished. As they say, a dying camel is bigger than a horse. To completely eliminate Tiaomu would require additional means.

And everything was already prepared by Lin Xuan.

His experience in combat was unparalleled.

Taking advantage of the Nine Palace Momentary Sword containing Tiaomu, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and a jade bottle slipped out from his sleeve.

Without hesitation, he uncorked it and swallowed the millennium spirit milk inside before any strange fragrance could spread.

A warm current surged through his meridians as his nearly depleted magical energy began to gather in his dantian. The millennium spirit milk, refined by Lin Xuan, was more potent than rare treasures.

Of course, it only replenished his magical energy and couldn't fully restore his jingqi, but that was enough.

Tiaomu was now sufficiently weakened. As long as he could recover some of his magical energy, he would have the certainty to kill Tiaomu here.

This scene was clear to Tiaomu as well. He was almost blinded with rage. A wise man doesn't eat what's in front of him. It wouldn’t be wise for him to wait and die here; he desperately tried to escape with his life.

However, Lin Xuan had already meticulously planned this. Since he had trapped Tiaomu with the Nine Palace Momentary Sword, there was no room left for him to escape.

Tiaomu could only charge forward, taking some minor injuries in the process. This guy’s skin and muscles were so thick that it would have been sliced into pieces by other beasts.

Tiaomu didn't fall, but the situation was dire for him. Lin Xuan had already recovered some of his magical energy. With the tiger looming nearby, how could he possibly escape this predicament?

Before he could think further, Lin Xuan launched an attack.

Crack!

Electricity flashed as black lightning emerged from the immortal sword. The Illusory Divine Thunder was unremarkable at first glance but contained inherent laws of nature, making its power formidable.

At the same time, the sword light began to contract, becoming incredibly thin and advancing towards the front.

Transforming the sword into threads, this technique was far more powerful than a regular immortal sword. Tiaomu could only dodge, daring not to touch it.

However, this wasn't Lin Xuan's final move.

The various techniques he had just used merely left Tiaomu flustered while Lin Xuan waited for the perfect opportunity to strike decisively.

Indeed, one decisive blow was all Lin Xuan intended. He didn’t plan on wasting any more time here.

Aaah!

Mournful howls continued to echo as blood danced across Tiaomu’s body. He charged left and right but only made his injuries worse, achieving nothing in terms of escape. Was he really going to fall here?

He was unwilling to accept this fate. A hunter doesn’t become prey. At this moment, Lin Xuan finally found the perfect opportunity.

Without hesitation, he raised his right hand, fingers loosely clasped, and a thin immortal sword appeared from his palm, as delicate as a cicada’s wing.

This was a fusion of nearly half the Nine Palace Momentary Sword with supreme magical energy emanating from its surface.

Lin Xuan flicked his wrist and swung it forward.

The movement was so agile and silent that a magnificent sword aura suddenly emerged, obscuring the sky. The momentum was immense.

But in an instant, all the sword auras condensed into a thin crystal thread.

Transforming the sword into threads again, but compared to Lin Xuan’s previous technique, this was infinitely more refined.

This sword stroke harmonized with the natural laws and was at its peak of perfection, aimed at Tiaomu.

"Aaah!"

Fear filled Tiaomu's face. Even in his prime, he wouldn’t have willingly faced such a blow head-on. But now, there was no choice; he couldn't avoid it as all escape routes were sealed by Lin Xuan.

In an instant, the brilliant sword light engulfed him. The combined force of the law and supreme sword energy dissolved his flesh and bones.

"No…"

At this moment, fear replaced Tiaomu's ferocity in his eyes. This power was unstoppable and unmatched. Was he really going to fall here?

This was his last thought before it came true. That sword light extinguished his essence, and Tiaomu fell.
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"Phew!"

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. After enduring countless hardships, he finally managed to defeat the formidable enemy. The difficulties and twists and turns during this process were almost endless. Since he embarked on his cultivation path, he had faced numerous battles, but this was perhaps the most perilous one.

He was so close to perishing!

If not for the secret technique of Tiaomu, which malfunctioned, it might have ended up differently.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine with fear.

Fortunately, all that was now in the past. As time passed, the surging primordial energy gradually calmed down.

Lin Xuan raised his head and looked towards where Tiaomu had fallen.

A massive sword mark appeared in his line of sight, deep beyond measure.

Rumbling sounds reached his ears as the power of this single strike was so overwhelming that even the molten rock beneath seemed to be split apart.

The danger was immense, but Lin Xuan did not care. He was the one who initiated it after all. Besides, with his current strength, he wouldn't have any problems even if he bathed in the lava.

...

Lin Xuan's figure flashed as he approached the sword mark and released his divine sense. Soon enough, he had his reward.

Raising a hand, a flash of light appeared, and a demon nucleus about the size of a dragon eye flew out from within.

Black as ink yet emitting a radiance like that of nine celestial stars, it seemed to release faint threads ofruleforce (lawlike power).

Tiaomu, one of the Four Evils in the Spirit Realm, was not a true spirit but far surpassed them. The value of this demon nucleus was beyond estimation.

Unfortunately, there was only one left.

It had been extremely weak from the start, and Lin Xuan's strike was all-out, drawing upon the essence of heaven and earth.

This could be considered his pinnacle work. Thus, not only did Tiaomu perish, but its entire body was obliterated as well.

What remained was just this one demon nucleus. It was truly a pity.

Knowing that at such an advanced level, even its fur and bones were rare treasures. Used for refining artifacts, the resulting magical treasures would be incredibly powerful.

Sold in the market, their value could not be estimated; even old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending stage would envy them. To see it vanish like this was both unreasonable and regrettable.

But what's done is done, and there was no point in complaining. After all, just surviving under such circumstances was already a stroke of luck. A contented heart was valuable; what else could he complain about?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan remained calm. Regardless, the value of this demon nucleus was the greatest.

...

Rolling up his sleeves, an jade box flew out. Just as Lin Xuan intended to store it and leave, something unexpected happened.

Without his prompting, a beam of light shot out from his waist.

The light flickered, revealing an ancient tower.

A booming voice echoed in his ears as the tower door opened. A chubby little creature emerged, rolling its eyes wide open after waking up.

With a pair of fleshy wings and cute claws, it sniffed Lin Xuan's hand where the demon nucleus was. Its sleepy eyes suddenly widened, staring at the demon nucleus with drool trickling down from its mouth.

Salivating!

And this little creature wasn't shy at all; flapping its tiny wings, it flew over to Lin Xuan’s hand, aiming for the demon nucleus and trying to swallow it whole.

"Nice try!"

Lin Xuan grumpily pushed it aside.

This little creature wanted to get something for nothing—was there any such thing in this world?

Seeing the creature's greedy expression, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel angry.

Though mysterious in origin, this little ball of fur had unmatched power. Although its domain was incomplete and useless to humans, it was highly effective against non-corporeal monsters and ancient beasts like Tiaomu.

Of course, as one of the Four Evils, a direct confrontation with it would be impossible for this little creature. While its domain was magical, it still had flaws.

Even if it couldn't kill Tiaomu, it could certainly hold it back. Lin Xuan had secretly called on it countless times during his desperate moments.

But this little creature ignored him, only making "hmm hmm" sounds as though it were fast asleep and completely indifferent to its own fate.

Lin Xuan's frustration was understandable.

He had no choice but to rely on himself. This little creature acted more like a pet than its owner, much more arrogant.

With no other options, he managed to escape the danger. After surviving nine deaths for this demon nucleus of Tiaomu, it suddenly woke up and tried to snatch it from his hands.

It didn't even bother asking; it simply wanted to take possession of this precious treasure.

Wasn't this a bit too much? Who was the master and who was the pet?

Lin Xuan was usually patient, but he couldn't help feeling angry at this level. This little creature's unearned greed was pushing things too far.

"No."

Raising his hand, Lin Xuan stored the demon nucleus away.

The little creature, unwilling to give up, fluttered around Lin Xuan’s fist and "thud" landed on it, using its claws to try and pry open his fingers.

"What a bold move! Actually trying to snatch Tiaomu's demon nucleus from my hands!"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but ask the heavens. A pet this arrogant was unprecedented in history.

With one slap, Lin Xuan sent it flying away.

But soon enough, the little creature returned, still unwilling to give up, its eyes fixed on the demon nucleus of Tiaomu.

Unfortunately, no matter how hard it tried, it couldn't get it. If Lin Xuan let it take the demon nucleus, he might as well buy a tofu and end his life cleanly.

For a moment, the two struggled, but despite using all its strength, the little creature still failed to obtain it. Feeling sad, it started wailing loudly.

It was truly heart-wrenching; it seemed Lin Xuan had bullied it.

Lin Xuan was speechless.

"Alright, I can give you this demon nucleus, but next time, don't be so impulsive. Listen to my call and remember your role as a pet—don’t act like this again."

"Miao!"

The little creature nodded vigorously, its voice sounding like that of a common cat.

It then swore on its life, promising it would listen to Lin Xuan's instructions the next time, working together with him against formidable enemies.

The little creature seemed extremely eager, clearly finding great significance in the demon nucleus from Tiaomu. With this object, any conditions were acceptable.

To put his words into action, Lin Xuan signed a few contracts with the little creature before handing over the demon nucleus of Tiaomu.

Holding it, the little creature's face was filled with happiness, its eyes nearly squinting shut in joy.

Lin Xuan wore a satisfied expression. In the end, he would still give it the demon nucleus regardless, as valuable as it might be to him. For the little creature, having this object meant significant growth, and from any angle, that was beneficial for Lin Xuan.
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Thus, both parties were satisfied. Lin Xuan and Little Furball had achieved their goals.

Both the person and his pet revealed a triumphant expression, laughing foolishly.

The matter was now concluded.

Lin Xuan's recent outing wasn't long, but it was quite eventful. It was about time to head back.

He released his spirit sense; there were no other ancient beasts nearby. They had already been scared off by the shocking battle just now.

Lin Xuan looked up and drank another bottle of ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk. His body was enveloped in a green glow, transforming into a streak of lightning as he flew back along the same path.

The journey went smoothly, though he encountered several attacks from ancient beasts. But they weren't at the level of beast kings; ordinary ancient beasts posed no challenge to Lin Xuan even when his condition wasn't optimal.

Two months passed like that, and finally, Lin Xuan left the Flying Cloud Desert.

He didn’t rush back to the Cloud Concealment Sect but instead found a safe and secluded spiritual land. He established a cave dwelling there and began meditating and taking medicinal pills.

After fighting Tumu, Lin Xuan's losses were severe; his True Essence had nearly depleted.

These weren't things that could be replenished by ten-thousand-year-old spiritual milk alone. He needed to recover through meditation.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to rush on the road at this time. The cultivation world was full of dangers, and keeping one’s strength at peak levels was a wise choice.

...

Six months later, Lin Xuan broke free from his seclusion.

The losses were severe this time as well, but fortunately, he had brought along many spiritual medicines. Otherwise, it would have taken much longer to recover.

It was about time to return.

Wait, there’s still something I need to do.

Lin Xuan suddenly patted his head.

Since embarking on the path of cultivation and ascending to the spirit realm, he had coincidentally acquired several disciples.

He didn’t mention Shangguan sisters or the two girls who were not here. Gong Sun Yuer was naturally always taken care of as she was already a disciple of the Cloud Concealment Sect. Lu Ying'er, reincarnated into a new cultivator, was also brought back after he took her under his wing.

But there was another disciple he had.

Ye Ying!

This girl was also a cultivator from Nai Long World and possessed exceptional talent. But he didn’t bring her back to the Cloud Concealment Sect at that time.

Back then, Lin Xuan’s own cultivation level wasn't high; he was only at the Cave Profound stage and hadn’t advanced to the Spirit Separation stage. He hadn’t even fully established himself in the Cloud Concealment Sect, so it wouldn’t have been wise to bring his disciple back to the sect.

But now things were different.

Lin Xuan had become a veteran of the Tribulation realm. The Cloud Concealment Sect had also risen to prominence as the legitimate first power of Nai Long World.

In such circumstances, he would no longer hesitate; Lin Xuan wanted to bring Ye Ying back to the Cloud Concealment Sect.

After all, she was his disciple, and it wouldn’t be right to neglect her. Besides, Zheng Xuan had also been left there with Moon’s whereabouts unknown, but her disciple naturally needed to be taken care of.

It was time to bring both of them back.

Having made this decision, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. His body enveloped in a green glow, he flew towards the distance.

A thousand years had passed since his last visit. He wondered how Yingying and Xuanxuan’s cultivation levels were now. But one thing was certain: they must have made significant progress, living much longer than before.

...

Nai Long World was vast, even with Lin Xuan's swift flight and the use of crystal stones for teleportation, it still took several months to reach his destination.

The spiritual energy became thinner, and the weather grew colder. The Ye Family’s main stronghold was located in the far west of Nai Long World. While the environment wasn’t rich, compared to the mortal world, it was much better.

Returning to this place, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a sense of nostalgia. Back then, he had only been a small Cave Profound cultivator; now, after so many years, he was a Tribulation realm veteran.

Suddenly, a fluctuation in spiritual energy entered his senses.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he looked up. Although the distance was great, all the scenes were clearly transmitted through his mind.

Two demon cultivators were fighting fiercely.

One had long ears and green eyes, while the other was robust. Both were only at the Core Formation stage, their battle causing a haze of demonic energy to fill the sky.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows raised. He didn’t recognize either of them; given his status and strength, he wouldn’t get involved in such minor demon conflicts. He flew past as if no one else mattered.

"Who is it?"

The two demon cultivators were already fighting with true intent. Suddenly, a mysterious fear descended from the sky.

The two separated abruptly.

In that moment, they felt an invincible aura but couldn’t see any trace of its source.

Tribulation realm cultivators were too powerful; even a casual release of their energy could intimidate all races.

...

Three days later, Lin Xuan finally arrived at the Ye Family’s former stronghold. A majestic snow mountain appeared before him.

The scenery remained unchanged, but as he looked around, Lin Xuan’s expression changed.

On the mountainside, there were many palaces and pavilions that looked like琼楼玉宇 (jade buildings), but they weren’t part of the Ye Family’s territory; another unknown small sect had taken over this place.

The crow had built its nest on someone else's. Where was the Ye Family?

And what about Yingying and Xuanxuan? Were the two girls safe?

Lin Xuan thought about many things, his expression naturally darkened with worry.

He even felt a bit guilty for not paying enough attention to the Ye Family over the years.

It wasn’t entirely Lin Xuan’s fault. The Ye Family’s disciples were always reclusive and uninvolved in worldly affairs; their spiritual land was remote, so they should have had no enemies. But now, this outcome made Lin Xuan feel frustrated.

A wise man may make one mistake, but he underestimated the dangers of the cultivation world too much.

But it didn’t matter now. He must find the two girls first.

Lin Xuan believed in their safety and decided to reveal his presence. With a cold snort, he released just a trace of pressure.

Correct, just a trace; as an old patriarch at the Tribulation realm stage, if he had fully released his spiritual pressure, it would have caused heaven to collapse and earth to split.

Lin Xuan didn’t need to ask anyone about the Ye Family’s whereabouts. A single trace of energy was enough.

Boom!

Although Lin Xuan only released a trace, the ground began to shake. The snow mountain was protected by禁制 (prohibitions), but the shallow array had little effect; snowflakes fell continuously.

The cultivators on this mountain were all stunned and naturally awakened. Chaos ensued as people shouted in alarm. Several streaks of lightning shot out from the snow mountain, Lin Xuan didn’t hide his presence, so their targets were obvious.

Soon, they stopped a few feet away from Lin Xuan, stopping when he retracted his spiritual energy.
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As the遁光敛去, several cultivators' faces were revealed. The leader was dressed in black and had a stern expression, clearly furious at Lin Xuan's actions.

"Such audacity! Coming to our Ghost Spirit Sect to cause trouble—aren't you tired of living?"

"I've never heard of the Ghost Spirit Sect."

Lin Xuan’s dismissive voice entered their ears. At his level, he wouldn’t pay much attention to an obscure sect.

The other party was furious but still maintained composure as they released their divine sense. They needed to ascertain the opponent's cultivation first; this intruder must have some tricks up his sleeve for daring to disrupt their place.

However, in the next moment, his expression changed drastically.

Incomprehensible, he couldn’t discern the other’s realm at all. The black-clothed cultivator was a mid-stage Divinity Realm powerhouse and held significant power within the Ghost Spirit Sect. He didn’t even consider the old hermit who rarely left his seclusion or the sect leader.

Could this mysterious cultivator be an ancient powerhouse of the Divination Realm?

This thought sent shivers down his spine. Fortunately, he hadn't acted rashly; otherwise, he might already have perished.

"Senior… I offer my respects to you."

Seeing Lin Xuan’s unassailable nature, the black-clothed cultivator now showed deference, trembling as he spoke.

It wasn’t a disgrace; in the cultivation world, survival of the fittest. Discovering a soft target was terrifying, and such a change in attitude was understandable.

But before his words could finish, a loud explosion echoed, causing a nearby mountain peak to collapse.

No, it wasn't collapsing but someone breaking through their seal. The scene was extraordinary.

The Ghost Spirit Sect cultivators were stunned. Today had been eventful; even the old patriarch who hadn’t left his seclusion for five hundred years suddenly broke free. What significant matter could this be?

Uncertainty struck fear into everyone’s hearts.

A dark streak of lightning flew towards them, incredibly fast, arriving in an instant!

It was an elderly man with a gaunt appearance, as if his days were numbered. His body was enveloped by eerie ghostly energy, yet his cultivation level was remarkable—mid-stage Divination Realm.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed; the Ghost Spirit Sect truly had depth, possessing mid-stage Divination Realm powerhouses. The Cloud Concealment Sect back then wasn’t much different.

However, Lin Xuan was surprised. This region’s spiritual veins were unremarkable. Why would a sect with such existence establish itself here? What secrets lay hidden, and where did the Ye family cultivators go?

His mind raced with questions, but his expression remained icy.

The Ghost Spirit Sect's Supreme Elder swept his gaze over Lin Xuan, revealing an extremely shocked look. He instantly became respectful, bowing before Lin Xuan without hesitation: "Senior, I offer my respects. Your presence brings glory to our sect. Please tell me what assistance you require; we will do everything in our power."

"Whew!"

The room echoed with murmurs as the cultivators within heard clearly. The old man hadn’t used divine sense transmission.

"Did I hear correctly? The patriarch is addressing him as senior!"

"The Supreme Elder calls him so—could this person be a Transcendent Realm elder?"

"Is he serious? Look at his appearance; he’s too young."

"Humph, youth means nothing to such beings. The patriarch won’t make a mistake. But why would a Transcendent Realm existence come here? Is it good fortune or misfortune?"

…

The murmurs grew louder as every cultivator was both worried and amazed. Encountering a Transcendent Realm cultivator was rare; it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

However, there were two sides to this coin. While the chance of meeting one was rare, provoking such an existence could bring about disaster.

What awaited the Ghost Spirit Sect remained unknown, causing everyone’s hearts to flutter with anxiety.

Ordinary disciples and even the sect's patriarch felt uneasy. This person was too young, but a Transcendent Realm existence was undoubtedly real. The good don’t come; the evil do. Would the Ghost Spirit Sect pass this test?

His unease made him speak more cautiously, fearing Lin Xuan’s displeasure. A Transcendent Realm and Divination Realm cultivator were worlds apart; one finger could send him to hell.

"I will ask you some questions. Answer honestly or face consequences…" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Senior, rest assured. You can ask anything, and I will speak the truth without any lies."

Lin Xuan nodded: "When did you arrive here? Where did the Ye family cultivators go?"

"We moved here eight hundred years ago. Before that, this was an unclaimed spiritual land, and we didn’t know of the Ye family's cultivation clan," the old man stammered.

Lin Xuan frowned; his divine sense could discern the truth clearly. He hadn’t lied.

The Ye family had left, abandoning their main base. Why?

This region’s spiritual veins might not be exceptional, but for a small clan like theirs, it was sufficient. The Ye family had always been peaceful, so why would they leave?

Wait, this region’s spiritual veins were decent enough for the Ye family. But with mid-stage Divination Realm powerhouses in the Ghost Spirit Sect, shouldn’t they have ignored such a place?

A new question emerged in Lin Xuan's mind.

Moreover, the Ghost Spirit Sect was clearly ghost cultivators; while the spiritual energy had uses, wouldn’t finding yin veins speed up their cultivation?

Heaving a sigh of frustration, Lin Xuan didn’t waste time. He directly questioned the old man: "This…"

The old man hesitated but couldn’t lie under Lin Xuan’s intense gaze. "Although this region's spiritual veins are unremarkable, they lead to the Underworld. The purest yin energy is released here, greatly benefiting our sect members' cultivation, hence…"

"Leading to the Underworld?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, then his face lit up with excitement. Could it be that there was a connection to the Underworld?

Knowing his level allowed him to tear through the void and travel between realms; he had already traversed hundreds of spiritual realm interfaces freely.
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However, this only referred to the minor interfaces of the Spirit Realm. If one wanted to go to the Demon Realm or Yinshi Realm, relying solely on the ability to tear through the void would be too weak.

The power of the laws between major interfaces was terrifyingly immense. Lin Xuan had yet to develop such a capability if he wished to traverse them.

Unless he could advance to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence one day and become a powerhouse comparable to Sovereign Dragon True Man and Fairy Hundred Flowers, it would be possible for him to tear through the void with his bare hands.

Of course, this did not mean that Lin Xuan had no way of going to the Yinshi Realm now.

It was just more troublesome, requiring external assistance. For instance, finding the nodes where major interfaces were connected. The interface power there would be weaker, and even Lin Xuan himself could tear through it at present.

Indeed, it was like searching for a needle in a haystack but finally finding it without much effort.

With an understanding of the entire situation, even with his deep-seated composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help showing intense joy on his face.

How could he not be happy? After enduring countless hardships, he had finally advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

It was indeed a case of hard work paying off.

Lin Xuan's current strength, while he wouldn’t claim to conquer all with ease, allowed him to go anywhere in the world. Therefore, he wanted to investigate clues about Yue'er.

A thousand years had passed since they last parted ways. He wondered if she was well now.

He missed her deeply.

Recalling their journey up to the Spirit Realm together, during the ascension process, everything seemed fine, yet Yue'er inexplicably vanished.

Lin Xuan had searched for her tirelessly but found no trace of her.

Time in cultivation passed like a flash. A thousand years had gone by in an instant.

His heart remained warm as he sought his beloved wife, but where was she?

Previously, the vastness of the Spirit Realm made it understandable that they couldn’t meet easily.

But now, although still at early-stage Tribulation Transcendence, his series of experiences were certainly earth-shaking. While fame reaching across the land might be too much to claim, he had gained considerable renown among high-ranking cultivators.

Moreover, this fame extended beyond Sovereign Dragon Realm; Lin Xuan believed that most high-ranking cultivators in hundreds of minor interfaces within the Spirit Realm had heard of his name.

If Yue'er was also searching for clues about him, she wouldn’t have remained in the Mortal Realm.

So, based on this, Lin Xuan could make a bold assumption: during their ascension, something he hadn't noticed must have happened. Yue'er didn’t come to the Spirit Realm with him at all.

Where would the little girl be?

Had she failed and stayed in the Mortal Realm?

If it were any other time, Lin Xuan might have had such doubts, but after advancing through the Profound Abyss stage, he once returned to the Mortal Realm by chance.

That was when a major calamity struck the Mortal Realm, with ancient demons descending upon it.

Lin Xuan turned the tide of that battle and even severed a fragment of Ice Soul’s spirit essence, thus forming a karmic connection with her.

Lin Xuan had inquired from Ying'er and Liu Xin. Since his ascension, there was no trace of Yue'er appearing in the Mortal Realm.

In other words, although she might have made a mistake during her ascension, she definitely hadn’t stayed behind in the Mortal Realm.

So, only two options remained: the Demon Realm or Yinshi Realm.

He had been to the Demon Realm before.

At that time, he sought opportunities for tribulation spirit refinement but also looked into clues about Yue'er, finding nothing.

Although the Demon Realm was vast and not inferior to the Spirit Realm in size, from a logical standpoint, Lin Xuan felt that Yue'er’s chances of going there were slim.

Everything has its cause and effect. If Yue'er had no connection with ancient demons, why would she ascend to the Demon Realm?

This possibility seemed too small; it was negligible enough not to consider it.

Thus, only one option remained: Yue'er had wandered into the Yinshi Realm.

After all, her past life was significant—she was the ruler of the Yinshi Realm, Arhats.

Arhat King was a prodigy with unmatched talent and strength surpassing even true immortals. Although she had to reincarnate due to certain circumstances, she left behind many legacies.

As Yue'er’s reincarnation, her arrival in the Yinshi Realm during ascension seemed reasonable; it fit logically.

Lin Xuan had long considered all possible scenarios. To reunite with Yue'er, he naturally needed to search for her in the Yinshi Realm.

However, talking was easy, but actually doing so presented significant challenges. Although he had advanced to Tribulation Transcendence stage, he still lacked the ability to tear through the space between major interfaces.

Thus, finding a node became the only option.

Lin Xuan had already instructed his disciples to secretly search for it.

He didn’t want to draw too much attention so as not to fall into others’ traps. He was now a prominent figure, and searching for Yue'er was of utmost importance; Lin Xuan didn’t want any enemies to spot any weaknesses that could be exploited.

Although he searched carefully, the Cloud Conceal Sect had changed significantly since then, ranking first among forces in the Sovereign Dragon Realm.

With his ancestor’s edict, his disciples dared not slack off. However, after so many years, there was still no good news.

Space nodes were rare and sometimes even vanished on their own. The vastness of the Spirit Realm made finding them exceedingly difficult.

Lin Xuan had been troubled by this for a long time.

Unexpectedly, he found himself here, making his luck truly remarkable.

"Are you saying that there is a hidden space node here?" Lin Xuan’s voice revealed a hint of excitement despite his composure.

He was also puzzled; a thousand years ago, when he sought refuge from misfortune, he had lived here for some time and found no unusual places. This meant the path to the Yinshi Realm must have formed later.

Could it be that the Ye family abandoned their main base due to this reason? Yes, such an explanation was plausible.

If there were a node leading to the Yinshi Realm here, coincidentally, powerful demons or ghosts might visit this place. The Fugui Sect, being a sect of the ghost path, wouldn’t fear them; for them, it could be a great opportunity.

However, the Ye family was different; they had no connection with the ghost path. If a powerful demon appeared at their main base, that would bring more harm than good.

Thus, out of necessity, they left.

Lin Xuan, being an exceptionally intelligent cultivator, quickly understood the entire situation. Now, all he needed to do was verify his hypothesis.

"Can you take me to see this space node leading to the Yinshi Realm?"

"Um..."

The elder’s expression turned hesitant as this item was undoubtedly crucial for their sect. It could even be considered a treasure of the sect. How could they casually show it to outsiders?

"You don’t want to show it, right?" Lin Xuan’s expression grew cold.

"No, Senior, you are mistaken. If you wish to see it, I would beg for your grace; how dare we have any disrespectful thoughts?"
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The other party's expression changed dramatically.

Of course, this wasn't his intention; it was merely a forced statement. But what could he do? In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed. Before him stood an old monster at the渡劫stage.

The terrifying power of such strength far exceeded his ability to resist. A mere flick of the finger from the other party would be enough to destroy this place for all eternity.

When the situation was against you, a wise person had to make wise choices. Although spatial nodes were extremely valuable to them, offending an old ancestor at the渡劫stage would bring unimaginable disasters.

"Lead the way."

Lin Xuan didn't say much more. He believed that the other party wasn’t foolish; in the face of overwhelming strength, there was no point in playing games.

"Yes, senior, please follow."

The elder sighed. The situation had reached this point and could not be changed. He obediently led the way ahead. Soon, they arrived at the depths of the main headquarters of the符鬼门.

The entrance was within a mountain, but it led deep into the ground.

Guardians were extremely strict along the path. Here, one could see armored cultivators in various formations, and countless arrays lined the route. A spatial node leading to阴司地府was of great significance to the ghost sect like符鬼门. The inner sanctum was filled with treasures, making it seem as solid as a wall.

However, with the senior elder from the sect leading the way, they faced no hindrances or obstructions.

Moreover, despite the strict defenses here, Lin Xuan felt like a clay chicken or a paper dog.

Such level of禁制阵法could not possibly stop him.

In any case, everything went smoothly. Soon, they arrived at their destination.

"This is..."

Lin Xuan frowned as the passage came to an end. Two massive stone doors appeared before his eyes.

Surprisingly, there were two ghost faces carved on these doors.

Pale and fierce-looking, they were extremely terrifying.

Though made of grayish-green stones, they seemed alive.

The air here was thick with阴气. If ordinary people had come here, the heavy阴气alone would have been enough to kill them a thousand times over. But Lin Xuan didn't care; in fact, he even felt a hint of joy.

A spatial node leading to阴司地府? Judging from what he saw now, it seemed quite real.

Lin Xuan was delighted. As the saying went, "hearing is deceiving, seeing is believing." He had yet to see an actual node, but the scene before him matched the descriptions in ancient texts.

The elder took a talisman from his hand, which resembled a ghost face and was embedded in the stone wall.

The ghost faces that were originally carved statues suddenly came alive at this moment.

Boom!

阴气 burst forth. The sound of wailing ghosts grew louder. The eyes of the ghost faces turned blood red.

"Eek..."

An ear-piercing sound entered his ears.

It felt as if the gates to hell had opened, and the stone doors slowly creaked inward.

The heavy阴气flowed like a tide, rushing towards him.

Even the old elder from the符鬼门 hurriedly summoned his灵盾. But Lin Xuan paid no heed; he was a渡劫stage powerhouse with a body stronger than that of a beast at the same stage. A bit of阴气was nothing to worry about. Even bathing in the Yellow Springs wouldn't harm him.

Lin Xuan walked towards the heavy阴气, and the old elder looked on in shock.

This old monster was too terrifying.

"Eh."

Suddenly, Lin Xuan stopped walking.

A skeleton appeared at his feet, more accurately, a dried-up corpse with all its vitality sucked out.

"This is one of our disciples."

The elder exclaimed, stepping forward. The person before him was emaciated, making it impossible to identify their identity.

However, from the attire and appearance, they could be identified as a member of the符鬼门 without doubt.

A master at this post must be one in ten thousand.

Such a powerful being had just fallen here and turned into a dried-up corpse.

What monster did this?

Could there have been another monster appearing within the spatial node?

Was it really so powerful that such a strong ghost appeared?

The elder was both shocked and angry but not overly fearful. He followed an unparalleled powerhouse, so even if there were monsters, they didn't warrant concern.

Along the way, he saw many skeletons, all with the same fate—having their vitality sucked out. It was indeed a great monster that did this.

Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, but when his divine sense was released, it found nothing. Deep down, he couldn’t help feeling doubtful about what kind of ghost could evade and avoid his divine sense.

After about another cup of tea’s time, the阴气became even thicker.

A large hole appeared ahead, deep beyond sight.

The heavy阴气sprayed out from within, making it seem like they had entered a realm of the Yellow Springs.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, which was immediately swallowed by the thick阴气. It was indeed a spatial node leading to the阴司界.

"Whoosh!"

Suddenly, a sharp claw appeared silently, sharper than a blade, and aimed at Lin Xuan's head.

"Foolish!"

Lin Xuan didn't dodge or attempt to counterattack.

Boom!

Just as the claw was about to touch him, his entire body suddenly emitted dazzling divine light. The pressure of a渡劫stage cultivator became evident. Numerous cracks appeared on the surface of the claw.

"Eek!"

A terrified sound entered his ears. A dark shadow was flung by Lin Xuan and emerged from mid-air.

This ghost creature was small, only half a person tall, but its appearance was grotesque. Its fingers were sharp, and it had bone blades extending from its elbows and knees, each about a foot long.

"What kind of ghost is this!"

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow; even with his extensive knowledge, he couldn’t identify it. However, the fall of the符鬼门disciples was undoubtedly its work.

"Trying to attack me? You have no sense of death."

Seeing that the ghost wanted to run away, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at it. "Peng," there was no suspense; the ghost creature turned into a bloody rain.

Though he knew some extremely terrifying secret arts that could evade the detection of渡劫stage cultivators' divine senses, once revealed, there was nowhere to hide. The gap in strength was too great, far more than what mere secret techniques could compensate for.

"Are large ghosts often seen here?"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly. Spatial laws were incredibly mysterious, and sometimes ghostly creatures from another world would inexplicably be drawn into this realm.

"Some have appeared before, but one as powerful and strange as this is unprecedented."

The elder sighed in relief. They had discovered the spatial node with this place as their main headquarters for nearly eight hundred years. Ghosts and monsters coincidentally appearing here were rare occurrences, happening only a few times.

Each time they were quickly eliminated, but this time, the ghost king was incredibly powerful. If not for encountering this渡劫stage elder, perhaps the sect would have indeed faced great misfortune.
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Fortune and misfortune are intertwined, as the ancients said. The old man's expression revealed a lingering sense of unease.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had made light work of eliminating the great demon ghost, but if it were him, he would likely have perished nine times out of ten.

"Today has been quite fortunate," the old man couldn't help but think as his attitude towards Lin Xuan became even more respectful.

Lin Xuan released his spirit consciousness to explore the spatial nodes, but there was little significant discovery. However, this was undoubtedly the place he sought; the spatial force here was very weak, and with his abilities, he could definitely reach the Netherworld using it.

"Will Mo'er be over there?"

With that thought, Lin Xuan's heart grew increasingly agitated, wanting to tear through the void right now.

But he didn't do so.

Lin Xuan was a mature and steady cultivator; with his personality, he always planned meticulously before acting. Although his desire to find his beloved wife was urgent, there were still many matters to handle here.

One must eat bit by bit and do things step by step. Some things cannot be rushed.

If he went to look for Mo'er now without properly arranging everything, he would surely regret it if something went wrong.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and suppressed his eagerness.

"There's no rush; I've waited a thousand years for this light, so a little more time won't hurt."

He reminded himself and regained his composure. Turning to the old man, he said, "Let's go!"

"Yes!"

The old man was filled with confusion but didn't dare speak much in such circumstances. He led the way again and left.

After a meal, they returned to the ground.

The main hall of the Fugui Sect was open, with thousands of cultivators welcoming them.

With a high-ranking elder of the Transcendence period arriving here, it wasn't something trivial; whether it brought fortune or misfortune was hard to say.

The Fugui Sect's cultivators were all uneasy as they watched their senior grandmaster respectfully welcome an extremely young man into the hall.

"Could I be mistaken? That person is no more than twenty years old and has already reached the Transcendence period?"

"Yes, he’s too young. He doesn’t have any outstanding features; there's not a hint of spiritual pressure emanating from him. Could he really be an elder of the Transcendence period? Perhaps it’s just someone trying to make a name for himself."

Various murmurs filled his ears as Lin Xuan's spirit consciousness picked them up clearly.

The senior grandmaster of the Fugui Sect was somewhat uneasy; these disciples were reckless, daring to speak so freely about such a powerful Transcendence period elder.

But Lin Xuan didn't take it seriously. Why bother with some minor cultivators? Even if there were disrespectful words, he just smiled and let them pass.

Soon, they arrived at the grand reception hall of the Fugui Sect.

Luxurious and majestic like a celestial palace.

Although this sect was part of the ghost dao lineage, their living quarters were no different from those of ordinary cultivators.

Servants brought fine wine and fruits as Lin Xuan took his seat. The senior grandmaster of the Fugui Sect stood respectfully beside him.

Though he was the host here, he dared not sit on equal terms with a Transcendence period elder; in the cultivation world, power and status were directly proportional.

"Is there anything you wish to instruct me?"

"There's no need for instructions," Lin Xuan took a sip of the spirit tea, which tasted quite good. He said leisurely, "Do you know my identity?"

The old man shook his head, looking puzzled. Although he was at the Spirit Cultivation stage, Transcendence period elders were like dragons seen only from their heads; few hidden experts matched that level.

There were many such powerful figures in seclusion, and he couldn't match them. Thus, he didn’t know Lin Xuan's background either.

Though there were several guesses, none seemed to fit the legend. Lin Xuan looked too young.

"Even if you don't recognize me, have you seen this?"

Before his words finished, Lin Xuan casually waved his sleeve. A red light shot out with his movement, and the old man instinctively reached for it; in his hand was a redwarrant (order token), its design ancient and intricate. His face changed dramatically upon seeing it.

"This… This is the Fuyin Sect's senior grandmaster’s token of recognition. Senior, you're going…"

The old man stuttered as he spoke.

It wasn’t surprising; Transcendence period elders were like gods to ordinary cultivators. But among Transcendence period figures themselves, there was a hierarchy. He never imagined that this unremarkable youth had such an extraordinary background.

His experiences were legendary.

Fuyin Sect's senior grandmaster!

Lin Xuan!

The name was scarcely known in the thousand years past, but now it reverberated like thunder.

Indeed, it reverberated; even among Transcendence period elders, Lin Xuan’s reputation only fell short of Elder Dragon Real Person.

A millennium ago, Fuyin Sect might have been on par with the Fugui Sect in terms of strength and scale, but now, Fuyin Sect had become a towering presence.

It was hard to believe, but there was no exaggeration or distortion.

Fuyin Sect had risen to prominence; it was unrecognizable from its past self. Even Sword Lake Palace had submitted to them, and the senior grandmaster of the Ten Thousand Demons Valley was also executed under their might.

The change came not because Fuyin Sect was extraordinary but due to one person's efforts.

Their senior grandmaster, Lin Xuan, Lin Elder!

Indeed, a single person transformed Fuyin Sect into a dominant force in the world.

Legends said his strength far surpassed that of his peers and he was among the most brilliant Transcendence period elders.

Was this unremarkable youth really Lin Xuan?

The old man's expression turned extremely respectful, even with hints of admiration.

"Then it is Elder Lin who has arrived here; our sect truly shines. Please let us know if there’s anything we can do to serve you."

"Very well, friend, let's be straightforward. Your main hall has a node leading to the Netherworld, which would be very useful for me…"

"Oh, I see," the old man had his suspicions but didn't show much surprise: "Since you've taken an interest in this place, we will leave."

Though he was reluctant, how could he refuse such a Transcendence period elder?

But Lin Xuan laughed. "Leave? Who said anything about leaving?"
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"Senior, are you suggesting that we leave this place?" The elder could not help but feel surprised. He raised his head in astonishment, and the man before him did not seem like a fierce and domineering cultivator at all. Could it be that he actually wanted to exterminate us?

This thought made him extremely anxious. Although he found the idea absurd, if the other party really intended to do so, it would bring great calamity upon the Talisman Ghost Sect.

Lin Xuan was a person with clear and discerning eyes. Just by looking at his face, Lin Xuan knew what he was thinking. A hint of amusement appeared on his lips: "Friend, you are mistaken. I will not be unreasonable, nor do I intend for you to leave this place. However, may I ask, would the Talisman Ghost Sect be willing to become a subsidiary force under Cloud Concealment Sect?"

"What? Senior wishes us to submit and become your subordinate?" The elder was stunned at first but then his face lit up with joy. His expression was entirely genuine.

As they say, it's cool in the shade of a big tree. This applies not only to cultivators but also to sects.

While true great sects naturally do not wish to be subordinate to others, for middle-sized sects like the Talisman Ghost Sect, gaining favor from Cloud Concealment Sect would bring countless benefits.

This was no idle talk; there were ample reasons and grounds for it. Indeed, while joining Cloud Concealment Sect might come with some restrictions, the advantages far outweighed them.

After all, Cloud Concealment Sect was currently ranked first in Nai Long Realm, a position that few forces could match even in the Spirit Realm. Many sects wished to submit but found it not as easy as they imagined.

As the saying goes: "When the water rises, so does the boat." For Cloud Concealment Sect, becoming its subordinate required many conditions. While these other sects were envious, they simply could not meet those requirements.

Normally, while the Talisman Ghost Sect was not weak, it still fell short of being a top choice for Cloud Concealment Sect to expand. The sect had no chance in their eyes.

However, coincidences do happen. This moment presented them with an opportunity.

Once recognized by Cloud Concealment Sect and becoming its subordinate force, this region would be out of reach for anyone. In short, the benefits were numerous, though there might be some drawbacks. But compared to the gains, they were negligible.

From any angle, it was a profitable deal.

"Senior, you are serious? Cloud Concealment Sect really wishes to accept our Talisman Ghost Sect?" The elder's trembling voice entered Lin Xuan's ears; such good fortune was rare indeed.

Of course, he confirmed with a nod. His expression was sincere, and there were reasons behind his actions.

For one thing, it was for the sake of the main den of the Talisman Ghost Sect—the spatial node leading to the Yin Realm. To find Yue'er, this was indispensable; Lin Xuan could not let such an important item fall into others' hands.

Moreover, as a person with a refined nature, Lin Xuan was no bully and would not forcibly take over the main den of the Talisman Ghost Sect unless absolutely necessary. Even then, it would be difficult to do so given the vastness of Nai Long Realm, the distance from Cloud Concealment Sect's main den, and the need for Cloud Concealment Sect disciples to come here to receive the land.

Rather than harming others and himself, a mutually beneficial arrangement was better.

Though the Talisman Ghost Sect was slightly weaker in strength, they still had their merits. Making them a subsidiary force of Cloud Concealment Sect would be acceptable. Furthermore, this way, without any effort, Lin Xuan could have them guard this spatial node.

For Lin Xuan, it saved time and effort; for the Talisman Ghost Sect, the benefits were greater. Both parties agreed readily after confirming their cooperation. The elder's expression became even more respectful.

With that settled, they now needed to discuss some specific details of their collaboration.

...

Three days later.

"What? We have found leads on the Ye Family." Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy.

Since he had subjugated the Talisman Ghost Sect, Lin Xuan naturally intended to make good use of them. Besides guarding this spatial node, he also gave them the task of investigating the whereabouts of the Ye Clan.

After all, compared to him who came from afar, they were local experts and finding a cultivator family would be much easier in various ways. He only needed to wait here for news.

Indeed, Lin Xuan's plan proved effective; within just three days, there was concrete information.

While not earth-shattering, the efficiency was satisfactory to Lin Xuan.

The decision made earlier had indeed been wise.

"Are you sure? How is the Ye Family now?" Lin Xuan's voice sounded anxious. He truly missed Ying'er and Xuan'er after being apart for so long.

"I am unclear about the specifics, but a disciple traveling outside brought back this information. The Ye Family abandoned their main den here due to its connection with the spatial node. They then moved to Qingxia Mountain to settle down."

The elder's respectful voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, followed by an emerald pupil he took out, containing detailed maps of how to reach Qingxia Mountain. He had prepared thoroughly.

Lin Xuan released a strand of divine sense and was satisfied with the information after reviewing it. While not very detailed, it seemed genuine.

The Talisman Ghost Sect, newly subjugated, was very serious about the task issued by their Supreme Elder.

"You have done well; I will reward you." Lin Xuan's calm voice entered the elder's ears. The elder's face lit up with joy: "Senior is too kind. This small matter is not worth mentioning; it is what disciples should do."

Though the elder said this, he was somewhat puzzled by the information that the Ye Family was just a small cultivator clan, with only a few Core Profound Realm cultivators as their strongest members. Such strength could hardly attract the attention of this old monster.

But his curiosity did not make him ask any more questions.

Knowing the whereabouts and leads on the Ye Family, Lin Xuan had no intention of lingering here; he set off that day. Of course, before leaving, Lin Xuan left some treasures for them, mostly puppets and arrays.

Lin Xuan did this to ensure there were no mistakes with the spatial node. The news about the Talisman Ghost Sect becoming a subsidiary force under Cloud Concealment Sect had also spread.

With Cloud Concealment Sect now at its zenith in Nai Long Realm, few forces dared to provoke it due to their connection. Even if any monsters appeared again, the arrays and puppets left by Lin Xuan would suffice for handling them, ensuring everything went smoothly.
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Qingxiashan, located west of Fuguimen, was about ten million li away from it.

Such a distance would be unattainable for ordinary people. Even for martial artists, it would take their entire lives to cross such vast distances.

However, in the eyes of high-ranking cultivators like Lin Xuan, this distance was negligible.

With his current speed of travel, he didn't need to instantly cover thousands of miles; the difference wouldn’t be too significant. In just a short meal’s time, Lin Xuan arrived at his destination.

Qingxiashan stretched for countless miles and wasn’t particularly renowned as a spiritual land, but its quality was still acceptable. Apart from Ye Family, there were several smaller sects that had established their lairs nearby. Additionally, there were over a hundred wandering cultivators gathered here.

While it couldn't be called a mix of fish and dragons, the number of cultivators wasn’t insignificant either!

As time passed, this place began to show signs of prosperity. On one side of Qingxiashan, a small town had even emerged.

There were cultivators among the residents, but ordinary people weren’t in short supply either. The land was rich with spiritual energy, and the spirit veins only occupied a small portion of it. Many martial arts sects were scattered across other mountains here.

It wasn't necessary to be curious; after all, those with spirit roots who could embark on the path of cultivation were rare. And given the vastness of the Spirit Realm, it wasn’t unusual for cultivators and ordinary people to coexist.

That jade cylinder with the eye was mentioned as Ye Family establishing their main headquarters in Qingxiashan. However, this place stretched over a million li, so where exactly the main headquarters were located remained unclear. Lin Xuan would need to investigate on his own.

But this wasn’t particularly difficult for him.

Lin Xuan slowed down his light projection and landed at the outskirts of the town, concealing his aura, transforming into an ordinary cultivator, and entering the city.

Though it was called a small town, there were still nearly one million people here—cultivators and ordinary folk alike. The roads were wide, houses lined up densely, and the air was bustling with prosperity.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile. A great sage can remain hidden in the bustling world. Ye Family establishing their main headquarters here truly seemed like an excellent choice. He would soon find out where their mountain gate was located.

Just as this thought crossed his mind, a fragrance wafted by on the breeze.

Lin Xuan looked up and found himself unknowingly standing before a winehouse.

Without hesitation, he walked over.

Though cultivators could practice cultivation without food, satisfying one’s appetite occasionally wasn’t bad. Lin Xuan had few interests, but he still favored delicious food.

He chose an elegant seat and ordered a fine spread of dishes. As he was about to savor his meal, a conversation caught his ear.

"Have you heard? The Ye Family is likely in grave danger this time."

"The Wu Family faced such misfortune last time, now it's the turn of the Ye Family. Poor souls; what once was a noble family of cultivators has now been bullied by an ordinary martial arts sect."

"Hmph, there’s nothing to feel sorry about. These cultivators are used to looking down on others. They deserve their bad luck. Overnight, all the experts in the family lost their power," another voice disagreed.

"Brother Zhou, you’re wrong. Cultivators may look down on others, but the Ye Family never bullied ordinary people. Why should they be so pleased at their misfortune?"

"Are you saying this is a plot by the Ancient Sword Sect? Otherwise, why did the junior sect leader of the Ancient Sword Sect come to propose marriage immediately after the Ye Family’s cultivators lost their power, demanding that two beautiful ladies from the family become his wives. If they refused, he would bloodily destroy the Ye Family?"

"Indeed, it's a case of a dragon swimming in shallow waters and being mocked by shrimp, or a tiger falling into plain sight and being bullied by dogs. The Ancient Sword Sect may have some reputation among ordinary martial artists, but for cultivators who can fly and travel through space, they are insignificant. If the Ye Family hadn’t lost their power, any disciple could bloodily destroy the sect. Now, it's reversed, and they’re being intimidated..."

"Who wouldn't agree? The Wu Family is a prime example; that family, no less powerful than the Ye Family, also inexplicably lost their power. The junior sect leader of the Ancient Sword Sect proposed marriage, but as a cultivator family, they couldn’t accept such a change and were indeed bloodily destroyed. The two jewels of the family were snatched away to become his concubines."

"Zzzt, this guy is really audacious; even high-ranking ladies from old times aren't safe from him."

"Hmph, if he could destroy the Wu Family, what can’t he do? But I didn’t expect it to be the turn of the Ye Family."

"Yes, I heard that they are demanding two beautiful ladies from the family as wives. Otherwise, their fate will be like the Wu Family’s."

"What? Two beautiful ladies from the Ye Family and Zheng Xuan? This guy has big ambitions; he must think he can eat swan meat after all."

"Shh, speak quietly. The Ancient Sword Sect is powerful and seems to have a method to strip cultivators of their power. Haven’t you seen other sects’ experts here are wary and dare not speak out? How can they say such things without attracting trouble?"

"Brother, what you said is right. I just saw the arrogant disciples of the Ancient Sword Sect; even high-ranking experts from old times had to endure them."

"Yes, it’s likely that the Wu Family and Ye Family lost their power due to the Ancient Sword Sect. Otherwise, how could such coincidences happen? Do you think the Ye Family will submit, allowing those noble ladies to marry ordinary people? Just thinking about it makes one envious."

Lin Xuan's divine sense was sharp; he heard every word clearly.

He was stunned!

With his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan had never heard of such a strange tale. The cultivation world could be treacherous, and if the Ye Family faced any difficulties or even complete annihilation, it wouldn’t have been surprising. But what these people said—that the Ye Family encountered massive trouble from an ordinary martial arts sect that threatened to bloodily destroy them—was absurd.

Not only did the Ye Family have Core Formation stage cultivators, but even newly formed Foundation Establishment stage cultivators couldn’t be resisted by ordinary martial artists. The disparity in power was too great; a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator could still fly and travel through space. Even if secular Heaven Dao experts came, they would surely suffer.

Even if the martial arts experts attacked stealthily, their chances of winning against the agile stage were slim at best. Yet, this sect managed to force a family with numerous high-ranking cultivators into such a dire situation. Such an event had never been heard of in the entire Spirit Realm throughout history and ancient times.

It was too absurd.

Of course, for this scene to occur, there must be reasons. The Ye Family and Wu Family all lost their power overnight; something strange happened. What exactly did happen?

Lin Xuan didn’t know, but he had no interest in drinking here anymore. Ying’er and Xuan’er were facing a major crisis; he needed to quickly reach the main headquarters of the Ye Family to resolve this danger.
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Thinking through this, Lin Xuan naturally had no heart to drink here anymore.

Otherwise, if there was any delay, leading to the Ye Family being exterminated by a vulgar martial arts sect, he would regret it for life.

Regarding Ying'er and Xuan'er, he couldn't possibly allow them to marry some young master of the Ancient Sword Sect.

It was too much to think that a toad wanted to eat swan meat; this guy actually dared to meddle in the imperial grave. He was simply living his last days.

Before coming here, Lin Xuan never dreamed he would encounter such an unexpected change. Thinking about it now, it was truly inconceivable.

However, for now, the most pressing matter wasn't to delve into the root of the problem but to find a way to defuse this crisis.

Firstly, he needed to find out where the Ye Family's main headquarters were located.

This wasn't difficult. The young master of the Ancient Sword Sect wanted to marry the two precious daughters of the Ye Family; these matters had already become common knowledge. Thus, the location of the Ye Family's main headquarters was naturally no secret at all.

After a brief inquiry, Lin Xuan naturally got his desired answer.

As they say, saving someone is like putting out a fire; he didn't bother with the world's astonishment and surrounded himself in green light as he broke through the air, flying towards the distance.

...

Qingxia Mountain stretched for miles. Although not particularly majestic or towering, it was still a place where spirits thrived.

The Ye Family's main headquarters were located deep within Qingxia Mountain, covering thousands of square miles. Over hundreds of years of cultivation and management, it had become a paradise of spiritual energy. The air was thick with spiritual energy, and rare birds and beasts multiplied here. Even in the depths of winter, the landscape was lush, with flowers blooming like brocade.

Cultivators transcended the mundane world; although the Ye Family wasn't an outstanding force, they lived peaceful lives without contention.

Less bloodshed, more tranquil countryside.

However, today, all this beauty was shattered. A group of black-robed martial artists had intruded here.

It was truly absurd. Cultivators, who should be above such matters, were now being threatened by ordinary people.

Nevertheless, the Ye Family's cultivators, though angry, could only suppress their rage. "How about it? Have you decided what to do with our two divine ladies? If you're wise, marry them to me; otherwise, how did the Wu Clan end up? I don't need to say much," said a man in fine robes at the forefront of this group. He was around twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old.

He held a folding fan and dressed like a nobleman from an aristocratic family.

To be honest, he looked decent enough with his oiled hair and rosy face, but that prominent hooked nose added to his sinister appearance.

Clearly, this was the young master of the Ancient Sword Sect. It was said that he used to be a playboy but had recently transformed into someone extremely domineering.

Many people speculated that the sudden loss of power among Ye Family and Wu Clan cultivators, making it impossible for them to activate their protective array, might have something to do with him. However, there was no concrete evidence.

Moreover, why would an ordinary person possess such abilities? It was strange indeed.

But regardless, the Ancient Sword Sect was now truly inviolable. Not only did the martial arts sects not dare to provoke them, but even cultivators in the vicinity of Qingxia Mountain were extremely cautious around them.

No one dared to directly confront their might, and the Ye Family faced a great calamity as this opponent came knocking on their door.

The Ye Family's people were both angry and frustrated. They had always lived peacefully, but they never imagined that they would be bullied by ordinary people one day. It was despicable; if not for losing their power, even an old patriarch or a minor Foundation Establishment cultivator could have thoroughly cleansed the Ancient Sword Sect.

A tiger in decline is preyed upon by dogs; a dragon in shallow waters is mocked by shrimp.

Their anger was intense, but before them stood a powerful opponent. "What's wrong? Don't speak if you don't want to be exterminated?"

The man in fine robes was extremely arrogant, as if he had already won the Ye Family.

"Sir, please calm down and talk things over. As they say, forced marriages are never sweet. If you wish to marry our two divine ladies, it must be with their consent," said a woman dressed in elegant attire with a smile. She was the head of the Ye Family, a cultivator at the Profound玄 Stage, but she had no choice but to speak humbly.

"Stop making excuses; do you want your family to be exterminated? Oh, I see, you look nice too. Why not marry me as well?" The man in fine robes revealed a lecherous expression and even tried to touch Ye Hongxue's chin.

Ye Hongxue was furious and turned away to avoid his hand. Nearby cultivators could no longer bear it and shouted in unison. "Dare, daring to disrespect our family head!"

"You've gone mad! Young man, leave some room for the future; don't push things too far now that you're winning."

...

"Pushing things too far? Without power, a cultivator is like a toothless tiger, daring to command me? You're asking for it!"

The man in fine robes suddenly struck out. A sword flash and blood splattered as an elder of the Ye Family was split in two.

Alas, this elder had been at the Separation Stage but lost his power. Facing the strike from a martial arts expert, he couldn't even defend himself.

The Ye Family's people were enraged, with some taking out spiritual weapons. Unfortunately, without their power, they could only use them as ordinary weapons. In just a few moments, several more lay dead on the ground.

Of course, not all cultivators lost in this manner; the key was that the Ye Family had no experts skilled in physical cultivation techniques, making them easily overwhelmed.

Next came an unbelievable scene: several black符文 appeared on the face of the young master of the Ancient Sword Sect.

Mysterious and eerie, he opened his mouth to suck in the souls of several cultivators. His essence even seemed to be devoured by this person.

"Wrong, you're not a commoner; what kind of demon are you?"

Ye Hongxue was shocked. Commoners couldn't possibly devour the souls of cultivators. Clearly, this young master had been possessed by some demon.

But he ignored it and didn't answer the question. "Stop your nonsense here. Have you decided? Marry my several divine ladies or choose extermination?"

The Ye Family's people were filled with sorrow but could do nothing.

A cruel smile appeared on the face of the man in fine robes: "Refusing a toast, choosing punishment instead. Except for that pretty girl, kill them all."

"Yes!"

The disciples of the Ancient Sword Sect roared in agreement, their faces showing extreme excitement. Fish meat for others to cut; today's high and mighty cultivators were now at their mercy. This feeling was rather good.

A disciple with a scar on his face held a bright sword and slashed towards one Ye Family cultivator.

The cultivator showed signs of sorrow and anger, about to be splattered with blood. However, just as the sword approached him, it inexplicably returned to its owner's hand.

Blood spurted out, but the Ye Family cultivator stood dumbfounded without falling; instead, the disciple from the Ancient Sword Sect fell down in a strange manner.

Everyone was stunned by this bizarre scene.
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The young man in the fine robe was equally stunned, quickly scanning his surroundings but finding nothing out of the ordinary.

This outcome left him uneasy. He hastily spoke up:

"Who dares to intrude here? Meddling with affairs and daring to threaten me—aren't you afraid of inviting trouble upon yourself?"

"Inviting trouble?" A chuckling voice entered his ears: "Are you threatening me, considering it merely a harmless telepathic spell from afar? You dare to be so arrogant. Even if it were an outsider demon, Lin Xuan isn't one who hasn't dealt with such things. Just this mere telepathic spell—what audacity."

"What… what telepathic spell?"

The young man's expression turned cold, his face looking very unpleasant.

"Indeed, it can’t be called a telepathic spell, but the amusing part is that the spell originally intended to possess someone, only to be repelled by you, a mere mortal."

Before he could finish speaking, a flash of green light appeared. A streak of lightning-like brilliance flew from the horizon, like an outlandish dragon, before settling down to reveal a plain-looking young man.

Needless to say, it was Lin Xuan!

"Senior Lin!"

More than a thousand years had passed since their last meeting, but the cultivators of the Ye family clearly hadn’t forgotten him. Ye Hongxue and several elders were overjoyed.

They never imagined that after so many years without news, Lin Xuan would appear at such a critical moment for the Ye family's survival.

Was it destiny or mere coincidence? Regardless, everyone heaved a sigh of relief.

"What are you talking about?"

Unlike the joy of the Ye family’s cultivators, the young master of the Ancient Sword Sect had an expression so grim that it was almost unbearable. It was unclear if his fear or anger caused him to tremble all over.

Lin Xuan didn't answer but turned to look at the martial artists from the Ancient Sword Sect.

He then smiled: "I found this surprising. Even without any power, and not having practiced body refinement techniques, a body that has undergone essence cleansing should be immune to ordinary swords and blades. These weapons have been magically treated by you, making even Core Formation stage cultivators vulnerable."

"I don't understand what you're saying."

The young master of the Ancient Sword Sect regained his cold demeanor as he turned away: "Why are you all standing there? Fetch me this guy's head."

"Yes, Young Master."

The martial artists responded with a roar. Several reckless fellows lunged at Lin Xuan.

Their sword techniques were not bad; they attacked his vital points, but Lin Xuan didn't even dodge.

A flash of light appeared, and the several men immediately suffered their fate, breaking bones and dying without a sound.

"How is this possible? You should have been poisoned by my tasteless poison. Why can you still use your power?" The young master of the Ancient Sword Sect finally lost his composure, shouting in panic.

"Trivial tricks—what use are they to me?"

Lin Xuan took a step forward and raised his right hand, curling his fingers. Several swords that had fallen on the ground flew into his palm.

A bit of power was infused into them, revealing strange black runes on their surfaces. Indeed, these were weapons treated with demonic powers.

The Ye family’s cultivators suddenly understood why this ordinary man could resist other cultivators. He must have been possessed by a demon.

"Young Master!"

Even the disciples of the Ancient Sword Sect couldn’t help but turn pale, discarding their weapons as if they were venomous snakes. Could it be that even the young master was possessed?

"I will make you suffer so much that you can't die or live." The young man in the fine robe roared with rage, black runes appearing on his face.

Clearly not a cultivator, he had an eerie power emanating from him, though not yet at the Spirit Formation stage, it was no less formidable than a Core Formation stage cultivator.

"Idiot—using your own power is suicide," Lin Xuan said with pity.

"Do not speak nonsense. Today I will extract and refine your soul." The young master of the Ancient Sword Sect's eyes were filled with madness.

After much effort, he had obtained abilities surpassing those of other cultivators. He couldn't afford to die here; he must eliminate this hateful person.

Suddenly, his mind drifted back to three months ago.

Three months ago, it was a mundane day when he went hunting and got lost in the deep mountains.

In the midst of wandering, a black bolt of lightning split the sky, tearing through the void. A streak of black light emerged, enveloping him.

Possession!

He knew about possession; even though he wasn't a cultivator, many immortal beings capable of flying and teleportation lived near Qingxiashan. He had heard about possession before.

But with no spirit root, what kind of existence would possess his body?

Before he could think further, intense pain overwhelmed him. He fainted as his head turned to one side.

When he woke up, he found himself in the same place.

Surviving proved that the possession attempt failed. No, it was more than a failure; his own spirit soul had been devoured.

His识海 contained new memories. Only then did he realize what had possessed him wasn't from the Spirit Realm but a demonic entity—a telepathic spell from an outsider demon lord.

It seemed to have come to the Spirit Realm seeking a blue star sea.

He didn’t know exactly what it was looking for, as those memories were fragmented.

But one thing was certain: such interdimensional demons were incredibly powerful. Even cultivators were mere ants in their eyes. What thrilled him even more was that this telepathic spell failed to possess him and instead devoured his soul, granting him its immense power.

It was like a gift from heaven.

Initially, he was timid but after thorough preparation, he tried with a wandering cultivator.

He discovered that the once powerful cultivators became nothing before him. He even managed to strip them of their power.

Life and death were reversed; these mighty immortals suddenly became weak prey in his eyes. The contrast was too stark.

Once, he had only looked up at cultivators, but now he thought otherwise.

Given such abilities from the heavens, treating cultivators as ants, he couldn't let this opportunity slip. He had a bold idea: to marry one of the high-ranking immortal ladies.

He first targeted the two jewels of the Wu family.

Not just because they were beautiful, but also because the Wu family had wronged him in the past.

Though minor grievances, he harbored resentment.

Thus came the scene Lin Xuan heard. The Wu family lost their power and still refused to marry their daughters to a mere mortal, leading to their complete destruction by this man.
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The scene was so bizarre that the other cultivators couldn't help but feel a sense of vicarious sorrow, which turned out to be a lie.

This incident had a profound impact on them.

A mere mortal could exterminate cultivators? Such an absurdity would never have been believed by anyone unless they witnessed it with their own eyes.

Considering the situation at Qingxia Mountain, the Wu Family's strength was not weak; in fact, it could be said to be extremely formidable, as there was even a Senior Ancestor of the Profound Realm within the clan.

Their power was unfathomable!

However, despite this, the entire Wu Family had been completely eradicated.

The cultivators were shocked but naturally felt a sense of vicarious sorrow. The Wu Family's legacy spanned over ten thousand years, and they must have had some friends or relatives among them.

Among these people, there were those who were prudent enough to preserve themselves, but there were also some hot-tempered individuals.

The Wu Family ended up with such an tragic outcome because all the cultivators within the clan inexplicably lost their essence energy. Otherwise, a mere mortal would be like ants, how could they possibly shake off the Wu Family?

Ancient Sword Sect took advantage of this opportunity and acted recklessly!

How could they tolerate a group of mortals being arrogant and domineering.

Thus, these cultivators retaliated!

Originally, they thought that a secular martial arts sect was not much to their concern. They didn't expect all the cultivators who attacked them to vanish without a trace.

Indeed, they vanished; it wasn't clear if they had fallen or just disappeared completely.

The Wu Family losing its essence energy might have been coincidental, but this situation was definitely due to some premeditated reason.

The cultivators who were originally observing the scene now showed shock and no longer regarded Ancient Sword Sect disciples as ordinary mortals.

These fellows actually possessed the ability to exterminate cultivators; the Wu Family's destruction wasn't a matter of chance, everything had been meticulously planned.

Ancient Sword Sect became the target of everyone's anger.

All the cultivators at Qingxia Mountain hated them to the bone, not because of the Wu Family, but because these former insignificant ants could now lord over them and make the cultivators extremely resentful.

However, despite their anger, no one dared to take matters into their own hands. The cultivators were filled with fear.

This made the young master of Ancient Sword Sect even more arrogant and domineering.

Cultivators weren't much different from each other. They could fly and evade, but now they were trampled underfoot.

He felt vindicated for exterminating the Wu Family, yet he wasn't satisfied; he turned his attention to the Ye Family.

The Ye Family lived a secluded life, with no grudges or enmities towards him in recent times. The disaster befell them because of two prominent figures: Ye Ying and Zheng Xuan.

Though they weren't considered breathtakingly beautiful, they were undoubtedly women of great beauty. As cultivators, they exuded an ethereal aura that was far beyond the reach of ordinary women.

The young master of Ancient Sword Sect had once unexpectedly met them and found them to be divine beings. At that time, he could only keep his admiration hidden; such high-ranking figures were not within his reach as a mere mortal.

However, times have changed, and now he felt that there was no reason why he couldn't marry these celestial maidens.

Thus, this fool acted recklessly and targeted the Ye Family.

To be fair, his luck was indeed good. The soul possession by an outer realm demon's will had a high success rate; it was almost impossible to fail, yet it was reversed on him by a mere mortal.

He could easily be considered lucky.

If he had cherished this opportunity, he might have embarked on the path of cultivation.

However, the young master of Ancient Sword Sect was merely a pampered son and lacked such refined disposition.

With such immense power, obtained without effort, he lost his sense of self.

Not only did he fail to cherish what he had but also began to act arrogantly. He started viewing cultivators as ants, believing that he could control their lives and deaths.

Such blind arrogance was a clear sign of impending doom.

To be fair, the power he gained from devouring and fusing with an outer realm demon's will was formidable, but it was relative.

In Qingxia Mountain, his prowess was enough to dominate. But in Lin Xuan’s eyes, it was far from impressive.

What did a mere soul possession matter? He had even faced true outer realm demons before.

Bullying him here was sheer folly.

However, the young master of Ancient Sword Sect didn't realize that this fool was merely an ordinary mortal who had passively fused with an outer realm demon's will. The fragmented memories he received were insufficient to help him understand his current situation clearly.

Roar!

A loud cry entered Lin Xuan’s ears, like a wild beast, the young master of Ancient Sword Sect pounced forward, moving so fast it was like a flash in the pan.

For most cultivators, this would have been difficult to avoid. But for Lin Xuan, it was nothing but child's play.

"Stupid!"

Lin Xuan didn't dodge; a faint green light flashed across his body as he collided with an impenetrable barrier and bounced back faster than before.

Popping sounds filled the air as he knocked down countless pavilions and terraces. He groaned, barely able to get up.

The disciples of Ancient Sword Sect were shocked, while those from the Ye Family rejoiced.

Only then did they realize that this fellow had indeed been possessed by a demon. Although not having green faces or fangs, his elbows and knees extended bone blades several feet long.

"Sure enough, he has been possessed by an evil spirit."

"I told you so; how could a mere mortal compete with cultivators? It must be due to some ulterior motive."

...

Various exclamations filled the air as the young master of Ancient Sword Sect managed to stand up勉强站了起来。

"Not bad. You are stronger than I imagined, but not your own strength. This demon will be driven out by Lin Xuan for you."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, fingers curled slightly, and no other movements were made. The公子的表情显得十分痛苦，但持续不久，很快一道魔气从他的头顶浮现出来。

公子的魔化立刻消失，双眼一翻倒在地上。

那缕魔气则像一条灵蛇般慌张地寻找出路，想要逃脱。

“哼，夺舍失败了还见到我，还想逃吗？”

林轩脸上闪过一抹厉色，没有多余的动作，青光耀眼，一只丈许长的巨手浮现出来，快如闪电，一把将那魔念抓在掌心。

林轩施展搜魂之术却无功而返。这缕魔念因为夺舍失败的缘故，原本就是支离破碎的，从它身上自然难以发现有用线索。

但不管如何，一场大祸已被林轩化解于无形之中。

欢呼声传来，叶家人喜形于色；古剑门弟子一个个脸色苍白。

跟着少主嚣张跋扈，杀死了那么多 cultivators, their fate would naturally be clear.
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"Thank you so much for your great kindness. If not for your efforts, the Ye family would have been utterly destroyed this time..."

In the grand hall of the Ye family, the guests and hosts took their seats again as Ye Hongxue's grateful voice reached his ears.

"Princess, there's no need to be polite. It was a mere gesture on my part. I have quite some connection with your family, so it would be unreasonable for me not to help in such a situation. Saying thank you is too much."

"The elder has spoken wisely. Regardless of the circumstances, we will never forget your great kindness."

The woman dressed in court attire still wore a grateful expression that came from her heart and showed no signs of pretense.

After another round of polite exchanges, she gradually recovered her mana as time passed. This was due to Lin Xuan's gift of medicinal pills and elixirs.

A mere demon's mental influence might have been formidable to ordinary cultivators, leaving everyone at a loss, but for Lin Xuan, it was nothing significant. He managed to break the spell with ease using just some medicinal pills.

A thousand years had passed since then, and Ye Hongxue was no longer what she used to be. As the head of the Ye family, she had reached the Profound Origin realm.

With her mana recovered, she naturally released her divine sense over Lin Xuan, but it revealed nothing about his true strength.

How could this be?

Was it possible that Elder Lin has already advanced to the Intermediate Spirit Stage or beyond?

Just a thousand years! His cultivation speed was truly terrifying.

Ye Hongxue was in awe. He had managed to advance to the Profound Origin realm by sheer chance, having obtained an ancient cultivator's legacy during one of his outings. Otherwise, he would never have been able to break through the barrier from Separation to Profound Origin. The later stages of cultivation were increasingly difficult, and Lin Xuan's speed was simply unbelievable.

"By the way, where are Ying'er and Xuan'er?"

Lin Xuan paid no attention to her expression, as his nature did not incline him to guess what she might be thinking. He came here for a specific reason: to find those two girls. He asked straightforwardly.

"They aren't in the family."

"What do you mean they're not in the family?"

"Yes, they went out on a journey of exploration."

"Is that so coincidental?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but wasn't overly surprised. The Ye family had suffered a great calamity recently, and these two girls had been missing for some time. They wouldn’t just disappear like this.

"Indeed, they aren't here."

This confirmed his suspicions, but it brought about complications. He still wanted to find clues about Yue'er, but he didn't have much time to waste here.

After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan spoke up: "Do you know any way to contact the two girls and get them to return?"

"Um..."

The woman in court attire showed signs of difficulty on her face. Although they had left some means of communication, finding them within a short period would be challenging given that their destination was unknown.

Just then, a commotion caught their attention.

Ye Hongxue's delicate brows rose as she looked surprised. The family disciples wouldn’t dare disturb them while they were talking. Could there be an external threat?

Her face showed anger at the thought of outsiders mistreating her family. "Please wait here for a moment. I'll see what’s happening."

As Ye Hongxue spoke, a young maiden in blue robes burst into the hall.

"Anger? What's the rush? Speak calmly," the woman in court attire said angrily.

"Yes!"

The maiden curtsied and was filled with joy: "Master, Miss Ying and Miss Xuan have returned."

"What?"

Ye Hongxue was shocked. Lin Xuan, on the other hand, was overjoyed.

It really couldn’t be more coincidental; the two girls had just returned to the family at this moment.

After a brief thought, Lin Xuan understood. It wasn't coincidence but that they knew of their family's troubles and came back to help.

"Quickly bring them in."

Lin Xuan ordered without hesitation.

The woman in court attire naturally agreed. The maiden curtsied respectfully and left the hall.

In no time, laughter echoed as two young and beautiful maidens entered the grand hall.

One was tall with a graceful appearance, while the other had a charming smile that seemed ethereal.

"Salutations, Master."

"Salutations, Senior Auntie."

Both maidens curtsied in unison, their faces showing both surprise and joy. They must have heard about their family's rescue from other family members. Reuniting with Lin Xuan was an unexpected delight.

"Do not be so formal; rise up."

Lin Xuan smiled as he scanned them. To his surprise, they had also reached the Profound Origin realm, similar to Ye Hongxue’s level. Their cultivation speed was much faster than what he had anticipated.

If his guess was correct, these two girls must have encountered some extraordinary opportunities over the years.

While Lin Xuan sized up the maidens, Ye Ying and Zheng Xuan released their divine senses as well. They were deep and unfathomable. Then, a ring that Ye Ying wore suddenly glowed brightly.

"What?"

Ye Ying was taken aback before her expression changed wildly with disbelief: "Master, you... You have advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence realm."

Lin Xuan's name was famous across the land, but it wasn't known by everyone. The ring Ye Ying carried could detect a cultivator’s level, and seeing it made her gasp in shock.

"What? Senior Auntie is already at the Tribulation Transcendence stage! Sister Ying, are you sure?"

Zheng Xuan was equally stunned.

Ye Hongxue had been shocked long ago. She had only guessed that Lin Xuan might have advanced to the Intermediate Spirit realm but never imagined he would be so remarkable.

Tribulation? Wasn't this the final realm of cultivation?

Such a powerful old monster was rare in all three worlds, and Lin Xuan had reached such a level.

"Indeed, I managed to advance through sheer chance."

Lin Xuan smiled. There was no need to hide it.

"Master has truly advanced. Could you be the Elder Supreme of Cloud Concealment Sect? Your disciple always thought it was just another cultivator with the same name. Is that really you?"

Ye Ying exclaimed in surprise, as Lin Xuan's reputation had been soaring. She and Zheng Xuan had heard some rumors during their travels but never imagined it would be their master.
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"Is it true that Senior Lin has actually advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence Stage? And he's even the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect?"

Ye Hongxue's face was filled with disbelief.

Indeed, while Ye Family cultivators lived a reclusive life, they couldn't possibly ignore worldly affairs completely. With Sword Lake Palace backing them and Old Beast Xue eliminated, Cloud Concealment Sect had become the top sect in Nael Dragon Realm. Such significant events wouldn’t go unnoticed by the Ye Family, no matter how aloof they tried to be.

However, this was too far removed from their lives.

The rise and fall of superpowers had little to do with the Ye Family’s affairs. It was unimaginable that there would be such a connection between them.

Senior Lin, it turned out, was none other than the renowned Tribulation Transcendence Elder.

Ye Hongxue's shock was matched by her joy. With this powerful ally, even though the cultivation world was full of dangers, the Ye Family could rest assured. As long as Cloud Concealment Sect showed a little favor, their cultivators would be safe when traveling outside.

With these thoughts in mind, she became increasingly respectful and even felt some trepidation. It wasn't just because of her unfamiliarity; any daoist at the Daoist Profound Realm faced an Elder Tribulation with a mix of unease.

This was normal. Lin Xuan proposed taking Ying'er and Zheng Xuan back to Cloud Concealment Sect, which they agreed to without hesitation. Their conversation was pleasant.

That night, Lin Xuan stayed in Ye Family's guesthouse.

Though he wanted to go to the Yin Court to find Mo'er’s whereabouts, he understood that it couldn't be rushed. He had already achieved his goal for this trip but still needed to handle one more matter.

...

Qingxia Mountain stretched and rose, spanning a vast distance of ten thousand miles. Cuiqing Peak was just an insignificant part of it.

There were no spirit veins here, but the environment was serene, with outstanding people and places. It had once been the main headquarters of Ancient Sword Sect.

But now, it was deserted.

Because the young master had consumed foreign demon essence, Ancient Sword Sect had once wielded life and death over cultivators. Now that the chief culprit was dead, the remaining disciples couldn't live in ease either. Without Ye Family's intervention, they were already destroyed by other cultivators.

Now, only ruins remained, with a few broken walls.

However, soon after, this area and its surroundings were declared off-limits by the Ye Family. Any cultivator who entered without permission would be punished severely.

Initially, this caused dissatisfaction among nearby sects.

Cultivators weren't fools; the young master of Ancient Sword Sect must have had some extraordinary experience to wield life and death over them. Now that he was dead, many still coveted this secret. Even ordinary people could benefit greatly from it. If cultivators gained something, they might become local overlords.

Ancient Sword Sect's main headquarters suddenly became a hot spot for many cultivators who wanted to test their luck. However, before they could do so, the Ye Family blocked them all.

Their dissatisfaction was understandable. While the Ye Family had daoists at the Daoist Profound Realm, in Cloud Concealment Sect’s eyes, they were insignificant. How could they become an affiliated power?

However, as cultivators muttered their discontent, the Ye Family revealed that they had joined Cloud Concealment Sect and became its affiliated power.

This news caused a stir among the cultivation world around Qingxia Mountain.

Cloud Concealment Sect was a giant in the spirit realm, ranking first in Nael Dragon Realm. Their strength was incomparable to these small sects.

Though the Ye Family had daoists at the Daoist Profound Realm, Cloud Concealment Sect considered them negligible. How could they become an affiliated power? Was there some hidden agenda?

But Cloud Concealment Sect's order symbol was genuine. There was no room for deception; the Ye Family wouldn't dare to pretend to be an affiliated power.

However, as cultivators muttered their dissatisfaction, they dared not harbor any other thoughts after the Ye Family brought out this giant. Treasure did tempt people, but one had to live to enjoy it.

They dared not challenge Cloud Concealment Sect.

...

The matter was settled for now. However, the cultivators didn't know that the Ye Family's actions were at Lin Xuan’s instruction.

"Is this place?"

"Yes, Master."

On this day, two cultivators arrived at the old site of Ancient Sword Sect. On the left was a young man with an ordinary appearance, and on the right was a beautiful girl.

Of course, they were Lin Xuan and Ye Ying.

"Alright, Ying'er, since we've arrived here, you can go now."

"Yes, Master be careful."

Knowing Lin Xuan's purpose, she didn't hesitate. She bowed respectfully and retreated, vanishing without a trace.

After Ying'er left, Lin Xuan released his immensely powerful divine sense.

Through soul searching, he knew that the young master of Ancient Sword Sect had encountered foreign demon essence nearby.

This wasn’t coincidental. While Lin Xuan didn’t know where domain demons lived, they must have found it extremely difficult to enter the spirit realm. Otherwise, with their abilities, the spirit realm would already be in chaos.

Since this was no coincidence, why did the demon essence come here? It held significant hidden dangers.

Lin Xuan wouldn't ignore it even if he didn’t know about it. He had a connection with domain demons and suspected that many ancient secrets, including true immortals descending to the spirit realm, were related to them.

Now, having encountered these monsters again, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity. He wanted to uncover his doubts completely.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense was formidable, but after searching in vain, he couldn't find anything.

A strange expression appeared on his face. Could the young master of Ancient Sword Sect's experience really be a coincidence?

No, that was impossible.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan thought that while coincidences could happen, such an eerie scene couldn’t be due to chance. His divine sense had no use, so he cast another secret technique.

Heaven Phoenix Divine Eye!

At the Tribulation Transcendence Stage, this power wasn't as formidable as a true phoenix, but it was still significant.

Lin Xuan turned his head and looked around. After a moment, his brows raised in delight, as if he had discovered something. He vanished from his spot.
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A few moments later, Lin Xuan arrived at the back mountain of the Ancient Sword Sect. A lush forest greeted his eyes.

From an external perspective, it looked no different from any ordinary forest. However, a cold smile played on the corners of his lips:

"An impressive illusion technique. This must be the work of a demon from beyond the heavens. If not for my cultivation in the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, I might have been deceived."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he flicked his sleeves, and silver light flashed. Over a dozen ancient-looking immortal swords appeared.

"Quickly!"

He pointed at the forest with one finger. The swords converged before him, emitting a brilliant silver glow.

After a moment, the light subsided, revealing a thin sword like a cicada's wing.

The Nine Palaces Technique encompassed all five elements and had nine different attributes, each serving various purposes. At this moment, Lin Xuan was summoning an illusory attribute flying sword.

This flying sword not only attacked but also shattered any illusions in the world.

Lin Xuan extended his right hand to grasp the Nine Palaces Sword. Without further ado, he slashed forward with a deft motion that was silent and swift.

A magnificent sword aura appeared before him, overshadowing the clouds and resounding powerfully. But it vanished just as quickly, all the sword auras compressed into a fine crystal thread like an outstretched dragon from heaven.

Sizzle...

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The forest, originally empty, suddenly produced a black vortex of about ten feet in diameter, appearing without any prior warning.

From this vortex, a jet of black energy shot out and collided with the sword thread.

Boom!

The earth trembled as fierce gales swept everywhere. But everything came and went swiftly; only a row of fallen trees remained.

When the sword thread vanished, so did the vortex, making it seem like nothing had happened at all.

"Whoa..."

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. Not even the illusion technique hidden within the Nine Palaces Sword was useful. The restrictions set by this demon from beyond the heavens were far more formidable than he had imagined.

However, this didn't mean they couldn't be broken. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile.

It seemed he would have to use other means.

He raised his right hand, and the immortal sword flew above him. Then, with a deep breath, silver light shone from his eyes as he drove the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its limits.

Two beams of silver light shot out from his pupils.

With a loud bang, they enveloped the Nine Palaces Sword, which was quickly absorbed by the thin sword like a cicada's wing.

A clear ringing sound filled the air as various runes burst forth from the surface of the sword. It then transformed into a phoenix over ten feet long.

"Break it!"

Lin Xuan roared. The phoenix stretched its neck and flew forward. A black vortex appeared again, spewing out more black energy that formed knives, spears, swords, and even black chains, all aimed at the phoenix.

However, this time it was useless. The combined power of the Nine Palaces Technique and Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye rendered the demon's restrictions ineffective. A series of popping sounds filled his ears as space ripples surged, and the vortex vanished into nothingness. The forest also disappeared in an instant.

In its place appeared a black passage.

Though only about a foot wide, it was not unremarkable. For ordinary cultivators, this might have gone unnoticed, but to someone like Lin Xuan, it stood out for its unique power.

Despite its small size, the interface force emanating from it was incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. If his calculations were correct, on the other side lay the demon realm of a being that even the three realms' most顶级的存在 would tremble at the mention of.

Exactly what they were and where they lived remained unclear, but this tiny passage undoubtedly connected their realm to the spirit world.

This was truly terrifying.

If this passage had formed by chance, it might be manageable. However, if it was intentionally created by a demon from beyond the heavens, their intentions would be far-reaching, threatening the entire spirit world with calamity.

Various possibilities raced through his mind, and even Lin Xuan's composure could not prevent his face from changing color.

Regardless of whether it was intentional or accidental, this interface passage must be sealed. He had no choice but to do so.

With a flick of his sleeves, an ancient-looking spear appeared.

The Abyss Spear!

He hadn't used this treasure for quite some time!

Its power might seem insufficient for Lin Xuan now, but as a spatial artifact, its importance was undeniable.

Lin Xuan understood the spatial laws somewhat, and destroying this passage would require disrupting the underlying spatial laws within it. Although the passage was small, he had high confidence in his success.

"Quickly!"

He pointed at the passage with one finger, infusing it with abundant magical energy as he swung his right hand downward.

Sizzle...

A fierce aura surged out, accompanied by countless runes appearing and disappearing on the surface of the spear. These ancient runes exuded a mysterious charm.

After a moment, the runes formed a circle, revealing an intricate magical array before him.

Following this, a crescent-shaped light blade appeared!

Unlike ordinary light blades, it had miniature spatial arrays embedded within it.

This greatly enhanced its power as spatial forces spread out.

Spatial laws!

Lin Xuan had already gained some understanding of these through the Abyss Spear, amplifying their power significantly.

"Fall!"

With a loud roar, the crescent-shaped light blade pierced directly into the black passage without any obstruction. It vanished in an instant, leaving no trace.

But in the next moment, sizzling sounds echoed like thunder as powerful rumbles filled his ears.

The black passage suddenly twisted and deformed as two different spatial laws clashed fiercely, entangled in a struggle for dominance.

The process was difficult to describe, but its power was astonishing. Even a tiny fragment of spatial force could shred a spirit realm cultivator into dust.

This continued for the duration of a cup of tea before the spatial passage finally vanished into nothingness.
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"Phew!"

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief as he once again released his spirit sense and used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to carefully search around, confirming that there was no trace left. The interface channel had been completely sealed off.

A hint of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face. With his current strength, few entities in the Three Realms could pose a threat to him. However, the域外天魔 would definitely be one of them.

These creatures were too mysterious for Lin Xuan. Although he had managed to kill several by chance, their presence left a deep impression on him. If given the choice, Lin Xuan would never have provoked them.

Lin Xuan even had some vague suspicions that during ancient times, when the Asura King led阴司鬼物 into the Spirit Realm, causing rivers of blood to flow, it was likely that 天外魔君 had played a role in this.

However, just how much they contributed was uncertain. All these were merely Lin Xuan's speculations.

The interface channel had returned to nothingness. Lin Xuan should have left immediately, but as he turned his body, an unusual expression appeared on his face:

"Hmph! There are still several lingering魔念, hiding like cowards. Do you think you can deceive me? Here I am, do you think there's any chance for you to escape my notice?"

After saying this, Lin Xuan slowly turned around and stared at a spot in the left side of his vision where no one was present. His eyes flashed with cold light as if harboring some hidden intent.

Before he could finish speaking, the previously calm air suddenly seemed to have been poured into an oil pot, causing ripples to spread out from several dozen feet away. A crack appeared, resembling a torn piece of cloth.

Swoosh!

Five black strands emerged from the crack and intertwined with each other, transforming into a grotesque ghost face in the flickering darkness.

With its greenish-white face and sharp teeth, it was extremely terrifying as it rushed towards Lin Xuan at an unbelievable speed.

Possession!

These域外魔念 attempted to possess him. Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh bitterly. Should he call them reckless or overconfident?

"Idiots!"

A mocking expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face. The magic threads of the域外天魔 were incredibly powerful against ordinary cultivators, but for him, they were mere ants. Attempting to possess him was sheer foolishness.

Seeing the ghost face rushing towards him, Lin Xuan didn't dodge or avoid it. A sneer appeared on his face as he suddenly rubbed his hands together.

Swoosh!

Thunderous roars echoed in the sky as a thick black lightning bolt descended upon the enemy with great force.

The sudden change was beyond what the magic threads of the域外天魔 expected, and they couldn't avoid it. A scream filled the air as the lightning struck them.

Swoosh!

The black lightning enveloped the ghost face entirely. It had no place to hide. The Illusory Divine Thunder wasn't just a means to defile cultivator's treasures; it could also counteract with poison, causing unexpected damage to the域外天魔.

A single mistake led to everything going wrong. If the域外天魔 were here, Lin Xuan would have had to deal with them, but these mere magic threads that hadn't possessed his body yet weren't a match for him. With his intent against theirs, they were easily eliminated without much effort.

It seemed this matter was now settled.

However, just as he thought so, a faint black strand suddenly flew towards Lin Xuan at an unbelievable speed.

Possession!

For the magic threads, this move was undoubtedly the most useful and intimidating.

"Bad luck!"

Even wise men could make mistakes. Although Lin Xuan's spirit sense was formidable, his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was a rare technique, but it wasn't infallible. The域外天魔 were too cunning; there were six strands in total, five of them hidden, launching an ambush when he thought they were safe.

Even with his meticulous thoughts, he fell into their trap.

When Lin Xuan realized something was wrong, the magic thread was only a foot away from him. At such close range, even spatial laws couldn't change anything.

Seeing it about to enter his skull, Lin Xuan raised his hand to block it.

Pfft...

The magic thread didn't have time to change direction and entered through his palm.

A black strand of energy moved along his arm as the creature refused to give up. Although it hadn't managed to enter his head, it still wanted to possess his body.

"Die!"

Lin Xuan's face turned pale as he used his fingers like a sword and struck at his right hand while powerful magical energy flowed through his meridians.

Soon, a "pop" sound echoed in the air. The black strand was forced out by Lin Xuan.

Like a spirit snake, it tried to escape through space but was hated so much that Lin Xuan wouldn't let it succeed. With a wave of his hand, a burst of Illusory Divine Thunder flew out and enveloped the black strand.

The lightning became several times more intense than before, quickly reducing it to ashes.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief with a look of lingering fear on his face.

Just narrowly escaped disaster. Although the struggle was brief, it was indeed a matter of life and death.

If he had truly been possessed, Lin Xuan couldn't even imagine the consequences.

With this thought, he quickly used the internal vision technique to check his body.

Fortunately, everything was as usual. After checking meticulously, Lin Xuan found no signs of any residual magic threads or other issues. The enemy had indeed been completely eliminated.

After confirming there were no further problems in the forest, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and left.

...

Meanwhile, unknown distances away in another interface realm.

The area was hazy, resembling the moment when chaos first emerged.

A faint black strand suddenly shot out, barely an inch long. It was obvious that it was just a fragment.

After vanishing into the chaos, it disappeared entirely.

However, shortly after, the chaos began to churn with a hint of anger. A roar like that of a wild beast echoed in his ears.

"Virtuous King of Nothingness, why are you angry?" A voice, ancient and distant, yet close as if right beside him, asked.

"My few magic threads have been destroyed; it's a total loss," the voice from within the chaos sounded angry.

"A few strands of remote magic threads were just for exploration. Losing them isn't significant. There's no need to be so agitated," another ethereal voice joined in. This voice was incredibly pleasant, far surpassing any music, as if spoken by a woman.

"Hmph, Bailing, it's easy for you to say. The lost magic threads were not just any strands; they can't be ignored," the Virtuous King of Nothingness's voice was filled with anger.

"Alright, no more arguing." The ancient voice appeared again: "While a few strands are insignificant, losing them all cannot be taken lightly. Does this mean that after all our efforts to open a path to the Spirit Realm, someone has discovered it?"
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"Um, it's hard to say, but the few strands of my demonic thoughts were all eliminated by the same person. This much is certain," the voice from the chaos hesitated for a moment before speaking slowly.

"Only one person acted. It seems our luck has truly run out this time; most likely, we've disturbed an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence level. Otherwise, while demonic thoughts aren't something extraordinary to us, several combined forces wouldn't be easily handled by ordinary cultivators," the ancient voice sighed.

"Void, are you too careless? You know, our domain's interface is different from other locations; reaching the Spirit Realm requires immense effort and hardship. This time, after much trouble, we finally opened this interface channel, which would take a thousand years to truly connect with the Spirit Realm, allowing us to descend. But because of your momentary carelessness, all our efforts have been in vain..."

The ethereal voice echoed again but now carried an angry tone, clearly indicating its owner's intention to hold it accountable.

"Hmph, how can this be my fault? I had you release a distant demonic thought to scout the path; though I initiated it, none of you raised any objections. Now that we've made a mistake, naturally, all of us should bear the consequences—how could it be my fault?" the Void Monarch's voice sounded extremely irked.

"While that may be true, in the end, this is still your carelessness. How can there be such a coincidence? There aren't many Tribulation Transcendence beings in the Spirit Realm; you just happened to encounter one right away," the ethereal voice said dismissively.

"Enough of these arguments. The pressing issue now isn't debating who's at fault. Void, tell me: did that last strand of your consciousness bring us any useful information?" the ancient voice continued.

The other two demon lords remained silent, clearly intimidated by the ancient voice's owner.

"That friend, you're right; that stray thought really brought back valuable clues. The value of this news alone could compensate for the loss of the interface channel," the chaotic voice sounded pleased, as if all its previous gloom had vanished.

"Void, is what you say true? Are you just blowing hot air?" the ethereal voice's owner clearly showed disbelief. Their efforts to open the interface were significant; what clues' value could make up for that?

"Could it be related to the Arhath King?" the ethereal voice asked doubtfully.

"Hmph, while the Arhath King is formidable, this news has even greater value—it’s about the Blue Star Sea."

"What? The Blue Star Sea? Is it really here?"

"How lucky! Your distant demonic thought just reached the Spirit Realm and received information related to the Blue Star Sea?"

"Is that true or not?"

His companions clearly didn't believe him. Even the ancient voice seemed hesitant, as if such a coincidence was too outlandish.

"Hmph, I wouldn’t speak nonsense about such important matters; indeed, my stray thought brought back this news. The Blue Star Sea is not only present but also tamed by someone who eliminated my demonic thoughts," the Void Monarch said with a gritted teeth.

"Oh, there really are such coincidences?"

The detailed explanation suggested they weren't just boasting.

"The Blue Star Sea; this truly rivals the interface channel in value. I never expected it to fall into the hands of a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator."

"Hmph, what if? Back then, even True Immortals were at our mercy. As long as he's not an old monster at late Tribulation Transcendence level, any powerhouse comparable to a Dispersed Immortal or Demon King can be insignificant in front of us."

"While that may be true, it will still require much effort."

"Now, let’s not talk about this for now; the pressing issue is to quickly repair the interface channel."

"Agreed. Hopefully, the boy lives long enough so he doesn’t fall into other cultivators' hands before we arrive..."

More unfamiliar voices joined in, each wanting a share of the Blue Star Sea.

Their words hinted at ancient secrets, suggesting even True Immortals had fallen prey to their schemes.

It sounded far-fetched, but legends spoke oftop-tier external heavenly demon indeed having the ability to deceive True Immortals.

What happened in ancient times?

No one knew. Soon, all voices fell silent as if nothing had happened.

...

All this was unknown to Lin Xuan; he had returned to the Ye Family's main stronghold.

Having achieved his purpose, Lin Xuan naturally didn't intend to linger on Qingxia Mountain any longer.

Bidding farewell to the Ye Family, Lin Xuan set off with two maids. He summoned a pleasure boat to use as transportation.

This journey was much smoother than before; he encountered no disturbances.

Three months later, Lin Xuan approached the main stronghold of Cloud Concealing Sect once more.

Everything remained unchanged. A smile played on his lips. After settling some matters, he could head to Yinshi Realm to find Yue'er.

Thinking this, a smile appeared on his face as he stood at the bow of the boat, gazing into the distance.

The distance from the main stronghold was only several ten thousand miles.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brow furrowed. The originally calm sky darkened abruptly.

The sun hadn't set yet, but the sky inexplicably turned gloomy. Violent winds howled, cutting like knives.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed in his ears. Looking up, Lin Xuan saw silver snakes dancing amidst the clouds on the horizon. Moreover, within a ten-thousand-mile radius, the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic to an extreme.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan frowned, as if something clicked in his mind. The center of the storm was precisely at the main stronghold of Cloud Concealing Sect; the anomalies there were much more terrifying than here.

"Master, what's happening?"

"There are storms and thunderbolts everywhere. Could someone be attacking the main stronghold of Cloud Concealing Sect?"

A gentle voice entered his ears with a hint of surprise. Ye Ying and Zheng Xuan had already arrived beside him; both maids looked extremely surprised.

Cloud Concealing Sect was now the top force in Nael Dragon Realm, even Sword Lake Palace was cautious. Who would dare provoke such power? Could it be that they thought Master wasn't here and wanted to take advantage of the situation?

The two maids pondered this, but Lin Xuan smiled: "Stop speculating; Cloud Concealing Sect isn’t in danger. The scene before us is a great opportunity."
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"Chance, Master, why do you say such a thing?"

Leaf Ying's face showed an unusual expression. "Could it be that some extraordinary treasure is about to appear in the world?"

"Yes, Uncle Senior, did I guess right?"

Beside her, Zheng Xuan also wore a joyful expression.

Though they had been apart for a thousand years, Master Lin always treated them kindly. Thus, the two girls quickly reacquainted themselves with him and spoke without any reservations, appearing extremely lively.

The mysterious Spirit Eye Lake appeared in the main sect of Cloud Concealment Sect, now no longer a secret after it became part of Sword Lake Palace. Many were envious, but Cloud Concealment Sect was not what it used to be; few dare to provoke it with such arrogance.

After all, even if treasures are tempting, one must have the life force to enjoy them. Who would dare challenge the peak of Cloud Concealment Sect?

With these thoughts, the two girls derived other speculations from the Spirit Eye Lake. Could there be another treasure in the main sect of Cloud Concealment Sect?

Seeing their excited faces, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and sigh. "You two silly girls, do you think precious treasures are as common as cabbage on the street? How could they just appear?"

"Then it's not an extraordinary treasure, so what about this celestial phenomenon..."

Facing Master's reprimand, Leaf Ying blushed slightly, showing a bit of embarrassment. Clearly, she felt her guess was too careless.

"Yes, Uncle Senior, then what does this anomaly signify? Please don't keep us in suspense."

Zheng Xuan, who was Mo'er’s beloved disciple and had known Lin Xuan for longer than the others, spoke with a slightly teasing tone.

"This celestial phenomenon..." Lin Xuan raised his head, looking towards the distant horizon. A hint of contemplation appeared in his eyes: "If my guess is correct, it might be that one of our sect members has advanced to a higher realm, thus attracting heavenly tribulation."

"Hitting the heavenly tribulation after advancing?..."

The two girls exchanged glances, their expressions showing some shock. At this level, they knew quite a bit about the secrets of the cultivation world.

While ascending to a higher realm and facing heavenly tribulations was not uncommon, such a massive tribulation was terrifying. Although it had yet to descend, the power contained in that anomaly caused them both to shudder.

Both were at the Profound Origin stage; even a bolt of lightning would be enough to destroy them. Even if they touched it, they might vanish instantly.

"Could someone be advancing to the late Spirit Separation realm?" Leaf Ying mused aloud, her expression showing obvious envy.

This time, Lin Xuan did not speak. His contemplative look deepened.

The late Spirit Separation realm was unlikely; this heavenly tribulation's power far exceeded that of a typical late Spirit Separation cultivator but fell short of the regular tribulation. With just a moment’s thought, the answer was clear...

Could it be that Senior Sister had finally achieved something and was about to advance to the minor tribulation realm?

The minor tribulation realm was not part of the eight cultivation stages.

However, ascending to the tribulation stage was extremely difficult; despite the vastness of the spirit world, few managed to reach this level. It was too hard!

The bottleneck's difficulty far surpassed that of regular advancement and had claimed countless geniuses. It wasn't just about one’s talent but required a series of coincidences. Only those with great spiritual fate could step into it.

Yet, those stuck at the late Spirit Separation realm couldn’t bear to give up. After all, reaching this level was already rare; how could they be content with their current state? They continued to push against the tribulation bottleneck while searching for new paths of cultivation. The difficulty and hardship were not something outsiders could comprehend.

Millions of years later, one genius finally found a way out after countless failures.

Advancing from Spirit Separation to another realm without going through the tribulation stage was relatively easier but far less powerful than true tribulation. This genius calculated that it would only grant about one-third of the power needed for actual tribulation.

However, even this incomplete advancement made the cultivator much stronger than a late Spirit Separation cultivator.

The difference between tribulation and Spirit Separation was immense; with just one-third of the power, one could easily dominate the realm of late Spirit Separation.

Ancient cultivators named this new realm "minor tribulation," which aptly described it. However, there were舍有得, minor tribulation was easier to advance through but came with significant risks.

First, this realm had only one stage; no early, middle, or late stages. Minor tribulation was simply minor tribulation.

Second, advancing in this way bypassed the traditional path and left the cultivator with a dead end once chosen. There would be no further advancement, not even to true tribulation.

Thus, geniuses wouldn’t choose this path unless absolutely necessary, and few knew how to advance to minor tribulation due to their own pride.

This realm was not part of the eight cultivation stages; thus, it wasn't officially recognized.

Lin Xuan had stumbled upon this secret by defeating a powerful opponent. The minor tribulation cultivation technique was invaluable, but his goal lay in immortality, making it less important for him.

However, he didn’t need it himself, so it could be given as a gift.

His senior sister and brother-in-law’s talents were decent, but Lin Xuan knew their chances of advancing to the tribulation realm were slim. In fact, they had almost no chance at all—so faint that it was barely worth mentioning.

Given this, helping them advance to minor tribulation became the best choice. If successful, though not as powerful as true tribulation cultivators, they could easily dominate late Spirit Separation.

Moreover, their lifespans would be significantly extended, far surpassing those of late Spirit Separation cultivators.

When Lin Xuan first offered this gift, the silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named boy were overjoyed and grateful. Time passed, and he almost forgot about it until seeing this terrifying celestial phenomenon.

"Senior Sister advancing to minor tribulation so quickly; she must have had some significant experiences."

Lin Xuan mused with a smile. "With my senior sister’s success, I can rest easier as I search for Mo'er's clues."
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Finally, the Cloud Conceal Sect was no longer what it used to be. It had risen to become the top force in the Dragon Pillar Realm. Although all other sects now submitted to its might, there were countless cultivators and geniuses in the cultivation world. If Lin Xuan stayed here for too long, he would inevitably face unforeseen changes.

However, finding Mo Er was a necessity. Lin Xuan couldn't keep delaying his departure just because of the Cloud Conceal Sect.

Of course, he would try to leave some back-up measures behind.

But no matter how many methods and strategies he had, they could not match having a powerful cultivator stationed here.

Though the logic was simple, it was incredibly difficult to cultivate a powerful cultivator. Lin Xuan himself managed to advance to the Tribulation Transcendence stage by sheer luck. Even if he were willing to invest heavily in the Cloud Conceal Sect, it would take some time before they could produce another Tribulation Transcendence cultivator.

Otherwise, such beings at this level would be far more common across the Three Realms.

In fact, not just Tribulation Transcendence elders, even those at the Spirit Transformation stage were geniuses who had endured countless trials and tribulations.

However, few managed to advance beyond their current stages.

This wasn't because they weren't working hard enough; it was due to a lack of that elusive opportunity in the fathomless void.

But luck was so ephemeral that every Tribulation Transcendence cultivator's advancement had its unique aspects and experiences. These were not easily replicable by other cultivators.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly. The Cloud Conceal Sect would likely not produce another Tribulation Transcendence cultivator in the short term, making his sister's advancement a golden opportunity.

Though a minor Tribulation Transcendence stage was far from comparable to true Tribulation Transcendence elders, it could still sweep through Spirit Transformation cultivators.

And with such an ancient monster at this level, there were few in the Dragon Pillar Realm who would dare challenge the Cloud Conceal Sect without absolute certainty.

Thus, with his sister firmly stationed as the sect leader, Lin Xuan could leave with peace of mind.

...

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's expression turned visibly delighted. He flicked his sleeves and cast a spell. A buzzing sound echoed as the speedboat underfoot sped up, racing towards the Cloud Conceal Sect.

...

At the same time, chaos erupted at the main sect headquarters of the Cloud Conceal Sect.

The dense clouds of tribulation loomed overhead, leaving all cultivators in shock.

Swoosh, swoosh—shimmering light streaked across the mountain walls as various colored flashes of energy shot out everywhere.

Many cultivators who were deep in meditation emerged from their caves. Various discussions filled the air from all directions.

Low-level cultivators mostly didn't know what was happening. Only high-level cultivators could see the significance.

"Is the primordial force of heaven and earth becoming so chaotic?"

"Are we witnessing another tribulation for a senior in our sect?"

"It seems so, but this tribulation's power is formidable. Could it be that one of our fellow disciples is about to advance to Spirit Transformation stage?"

The speaker's face was filled with envy.

But a nearby cultivator's expression showed skepticism: "Advancing to the Spirit Transformation stage? Senior understates the power of this tribulation. With such clouds, even six or seven Spirit Transformation cultivators could pass through."

"What? Brother junior is serious. Could it be..."

The cultivator's face revealed disbelief as he spoke. But before his words were finished, a brilliant flash appeared.

Following the light, an exceptionally handsome young man emerged.

A Dragon-named youth, one of the three senior elders of the Cloud Conceal Sect.

"Salutations, Senior Uncle."

"Salutations, Grandmaster."

...

All cultivators bowed in unison. The area was eerily quiet as no one dared to speak out of turn.

"Activate the protective array," the Dragon-named youth said with a serious expression, his gaze filled with admiration at the tribulation clouds.

Apart from Lin Xuan who had gone out on business and hadn't returned yet, only he knew what had happened.

Though the sect now had more than two dozen Spirit Transformation cultivators besides himself and his sister, most of them were junior disciples or affiliated sects. Only he and his sister had obtained minor Tribulation Transcendence cultivation techniques. This wasn't due to self-aggrandizement; it was because the stakes of these techniques were too high, and human nature was unpredictable. Especially those affiliated with the Cloud Conceal Sect, while currently submissive, might harbor ulterior motives.

Thus, unless there was absolute certainty, they would not share this secret technique.

Lin Xuan agreed with this point.

His younger brother had hinted that he would go out on business again soon, and it was uncertain when he would return. His sister's advancement was timely.

Regardless of what the Dragon-named youth was thinking, after receiving his instructions, the cultivators, though surprised, did not slack off. Soon, a buzzing sound filled the air as the protective array of the Cloud Conceal Sect rose into action.

Then, teams of disciples were dispatched to patrol. Given their current status, few dared to provoke them, but better safe than sorry. His sister was in her critical moment, and no distractions could be allowed.

...

As time passed, the tribulation clouds grew denser, blackening the sky and stretching across the horizon. The terrifying aura of scattered spiritual energy made everyone's faces change. Even fools would guess that this tribulation was extraordinary.

Especially for cultivators above the Profound Origin stage, their expressions turned solemn as they speculated whether another Tribulation Transcendence elder was about to emerge from the Cloud Conceal Sect besides Lin Xuan and his senior.

The rise of the Cloud Conceal Sect had been too swift, causing different reactions among the cultivators. Some were filled with excitement while others harbored concerns.

Boom!

After a cup of tea's time, the tribulation finally descended, revealing its target—Silver-Eyed Maiden, another senior elder of the Cloud Conceal Sect, about to pass through her tribulation.

She remained composed despite the tribulation, fingers lightly tapping as array flags and treasures shot out from her fingertips.

Clearly, Silver-Eyed Maiden was not surprised by this tribulation; everything had been prepared in advance.

Relieved, the Dragon-named youth saw his sister's calm demeanor indicating a high chance of success.

Boom!

Thunderous sounds filled their ears as various flames and lightning rained down from the sky. Other attacks were numerous. As time passed, Silver-Eyed Maiden's composure wavered; tribulations grew more strenuous towards the end.
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A look of concern began to appear on the face of the young man with the dragon surname!

The path of cultivation was full of hardships, and the process of overcoming tribulations could definitely rank among the top three.

No matter how heroic or talented one might be, a moment's inattention could lead to their destruction.

Seeing his senior sister struggling more and more, the young man with the dragon surname couldn't help but worry whether she would make it through.

However, despite his concern and anxiety, he had no way to help her.

During tribulation, friends and family could only stand by and protect. The result of trying to assist might backfire, leading to an even more terrifying heavenly tribulation.

Since ancient times, no one had ever been foolish enough to do that.

Would Senior Sister be safe?

The young man with the dragon surname widened his eyes, all he could do now was pray.

But before this thought could fully form in his mind, a loud rumbling sound entered his ears. Several heavenly tribulations descended upon her at once.

The tribulation lightning was green, emitting threads of rule-like power.

Its power was terrifying, seemingly far more formidable than the previous attack.

"Senior Sister!"

The young man with the dragon surname's heart leaped to his throat. He and the silver-eyed maiden had been fellow apprentices for countless millennia, their bond far deeper than that of ordinary siblings. Seeing her in such danger, he couldn't help but worry.

"Quickly!"

The silver-eyed maiden's face was equally serious as she opened her lips and uttered a crude ancient incantation. Her jade hand waved, pointing forward with one finger.

As she moved, an item flew out from the storage bracelet at her waist, swirling in the air before revealing its true form—a plate-like treasure.

It shone like jade, made of some unknown material.

Once this treasure was released, a layer of mystical divine aura radiated from it. The aura was elusive and mysterious, with countless tiny runes flickering on its surface.

"Divine Treasure Through Heaven!"

The young man with the dragon surname exclaimed in surprise, his eyes aglow as he muttered to himself: "Though it's an item created after birth, judging by its appearance, it should be a replica of some先天灵宝. With this aid, Senior Sister might be able to escape."

Meanwhile, half of the green tribulation lightning had already descended.

This wave of heavenly tribulations was truly bizarre. The speed at which the lightning fell varied in layers.

Some of the bolts were clearly faster than others, while the remaining ones were slower by a factor of two.

This strange scene caught the silver-eyed maiden's attention as well, but she didn't have time to savor it.

First and foremost, she needed to neutralize this immediate danger.

"Quickly!"

She pointed her finger again.

As she moved, the jade plate emitted a "ding" sound that was melodious and pleasant, akin to the most beautiful music in the world, though just simple syllables.

But this was only the beginning.

Next, like pearls falling onto a jade plate, the light sounds continued non-stop.

At the same time, layers of light waves emanated from the surface of the jade plate, enveloping the silver-eyed maiden.

The light waves appeared as thin as cicada wings but contained threads of heaven and earth rules. Their defensive power was formidable indeed.

Sizzle...

The green tribulation lightning struck the light waves, breaking through the first layer quickly. Soon, the second layer also crumbled, though it didn't break through as easily as one might think.

While not completely crumbling like a withered stalk, the current situation did seem quite precarious.

However, the silver-eyed maiden's face showed no signs of panic. She waved her hands, pointing and poking, producing new layers of light waves.

This continued for about a tea-cup's time.

Finally, this wave of green tribulation lightning dissipated into nothingness.

"Phew!"

The silver-eyed maiden exhaled in relief, wiping the sweat from her forehead.

Just now had been extremely dangerous. Thankfully, she had managed to survive.

She raised her head and saw that there were few clouds left in the sky. It seemed this heavenly tribulation would be surmountable.

With this thought, a look of immense joy appeared on her face.

Advancing to the minor tribulation stage, though not as formidable as true tribulation masters, she would gain significantly in lifespan and strength.

Content with what she had achieved, she was satisfied with her journey so far.

But before her thoughts could fully settle, an unexpected scene unfolded. The clouds above seemed to converge suddenly despite there being few left.

Sizzle...

A large, dense greenish-blue tribulation cloud formed in the air, covering an area of several acres.

The disciples from the Cloud Concealment Sect were dumbstruck, and the silver-eyed maiden's expression turned icy cold.

She had thought the most dangerous moment was over, but now there was still one more wave. This wave seemed even more formidable than before.

Could she survive?

The maiden's heart sank. But quickly, a look of tenacity appeared in her eyes.

Is fear useful?

Misfortune or fortune, it cannot be avoided!

Now with no retreat, the heavenly tribulation, however terrifying, could only be endured by gritting one's teeth. Otherwise, the outcome would be dire.

With this thought, she stopped hesitating and prepared to face the next attack.

The tribulation cloud churned, eventually forming a vortex inside which lightning flashed ominously.

The silver-eyed maiden冒险 released her divine sense, but it was swallowed in an instant. Fortunately, she reacted quickly; otherwise, her mind would have been injured.

She dared not risk another attempt and thus remained in stalemate, the atmosphere becoming increasingly tense.

After several more moments,

Sizzle...

The terrifying heavenly tribulation finally descended.

It was still greenish-gray, seemingly identical to the previous wave of lightning.

But appearances were deceiving.

Soon, everyone was alarmed. The shape of the lightning resembled a vicious dragon.

Each bolt was over twenty meters long, appearing like real dragons.

"Bad luck!"

The young man with the dragon surname was shocked. Just advancing to the minor tribulation stage, how could such dragon-shaped lightning appear?

This kind of lightning's power far exceeded ordinary tribulations; it was only something that true tribulation masters might encounter. How could Senior Sister possibly survive this?

These thoughts raced through his mind as he became increasingly agitated.

...

For the silver-eyed maiden, who was directly involved, her face turned pale in an instant.

All previous joy had vanished. How could she possibly survive such a dragon-shaped lightning? Was it really time to fall here today?

But there was no time for contemplation now. The first bolt of lightning had already made contact with the light waves, and this time, it truly broke through like a forceful wave.
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Sizzle...

The sound of shattering echoed in her ears as several light screens were torn apart by the lightning shaped like a vicious dragon.

This wave of heavenly tribulation was incomparably more powerful than before, and the silver-eyed maiden's face turned pale with dread.

She could no longer hesitate; otherwise, she would perish right here. A determined look flashed across her eyes as she opened her cherry lips and expelled several mouthfuls of essence energy.

These were her true primordial essence from a million years of cultivation, incredibly pure beyond ordinary magical power. They were quickly absorbed by the jade plate-shaped treasure artifact.

Simultaneously, the maiden's hands moved swiftly, reciting obscure incantations.

Sizzle...

A crack appeared on the surface of the jade plate, initially unremarkable but soon spreading like a spider web across its entire surface.

The silver-eyed maiden was one of the senior elders of Cloud Conceal Sect. Although her strength fell far short of Lin Xuan's, she handled most sect affairs due to her indomitable will and decisive nature.

Seeing this wave of lightning too terrifying, she destroyed the imitationprimordial spirit treasure without hesitation. After all, no matter how precious a treasure might be, it was nothing compared to one’s life. As long as she lived, there would always be opportunities to regain lost treasures.

The silver-eyed maiden's choice was correct. The power of a heavenly tribulation artifact was formidable, and the imitation item was even more so. Destroying it was regrettable but allowed her to unleash its full potential in an instant, making its capabilities several times greater than usual.

This was the only way to possibly fend off this dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation.

Even if Lin Xuan were here, he would not have a better choice at this moment.

Sizzle...

The entire process, though complex, took just an instant. With the sound of silk tearing, the treasure artifact shattered into pieces.

However, accompanying it was a light ten times brighter than before.

This light was so dazzling that even the young man with the dragon surname dared not look directly. Other cultivators felt a surge of overwhelming pressure emanating from it.

Those above the Profound Void Realm could withstand it by channeling their magical power, but those below had to kneel or fall to the ground in submission.

The mere pressure was terrifying; what about its power?

Before this thought could fully form, the light flickered and vanished. In its place appeared a five-colored glass screen before her eyes.

Though only one layer thick, it was incredibly dense, with gold and silver runes dancing on its surface, exuding an air of mystery.

The imitation artifact's power was formidable; by self-destructing to unleash all its potential, the protection it provided at this moment was incomparably robust.

The silver-eyed maiden's reaction was swift. In the shortest time possible, she had done her best.

She also had other defensive treasures on her person but could not summon them in time.

Sizzle...

The green dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation lightning fell before the five-colored glass screen and collided with it fiercely.

Electricity flashed everywhere as the tribulation lightning, now truly alive, with sharp claws and a gaping mouth, pounced on the light screen, shaking its head and tail to tear at it viciously.

Despite its density, such torment was clearly disadvantageous.

A look of ferocity appeared in the silver-eyed maiden's brows. In this critical moment, she could no longer hide her strength.

Her long silver hair flew as she waved them, sending countless silver rays shooting out.

It was a flying needle weapon!

No, it merely looked like one; these were magical treasures formed from her own hair, incredibly powerful and among her most deadly techniques.

Zhis zhis...

The originally soft strands of hair became sharper than needles, slicing through the sky with icy-cold air. They collided with the green dragon-shaped tribulation lightning.

With numerous holes, the tribulation lightning was frozen. Though it soon broke free, its power had been significantly depleted and posed no threat to the light screen.

"Phew!"

The silver-eyed maiden exhaled in relief. This last wave of heavenly tribulation was terrifying, but she should be able to withstand it. With her current situation, even two or three more dragon-shaped tribulations could be handled.

However, before this thought could fully form, a thunderous boom echoed as several more dragon-shaped tribulations emerged from the vortex above.

The maiden's face turned pale with dread, even hinting at despair.

There were nine of them.

With no gaps between them, they fell one after another.

This was akin to the legendary Nine Dragon Heavenly Tribulation.

How could she possibly endure it?

This thought flashed through her mind before she quickly pushed aside any negative emotions.

Fear was useless; whether she died or not, she might as well take a chance. Besides, what faced here was merely a similar tribulation. In terms of power, dragon-shaped tribulations were incomparably weaker than the real thing, leaving her with a glimmer of hope.

With this thought, she quickly summoned several defensive treasures.

She had a shield-like artifact, an ancient and thick turtle shell, and some oddly shaped defensive items.

At this moment, there was no time to distinguish them. Any defensive treasure would be used first before deciding on its purpose. Even the slightest defense could make a difference in critical moments.

Moreover, as she waved her hands, several offensive weapons—swords, spears, and axes—were also summoned.

Seeing his senior sister's actions, the young man with the dragon surname was stunned but quickly understood what was happening.

The offensive artifacts flew like bolts of lightning to the outside of the light screen, colliding with the green tribulation lightning.

"Break!"

With a finger pointing forward, the maiden released her energy. The artifacts emitted dazzling light and destructive aura.

Following this, a thunderous boom filled her ears as a five-colored mystical light suddenly appeared, ancient runes continuously spewing forth. Though not overly bright, the pressure it exerted was astonishing.

The silver-eyed maiden's identity and strength were formidable, and the treasures she had collected were of high quality. The combined self-destruction of these artifacts would unleash unimaginable power; nine dragon-shaped tribulations were completely devoured.
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Gale-force winds swirled, but they failed to dissipate the crisis.

In the next moment, a rumbling sound reached his ears as the lightning in the shape of an evil crocodile reappeared. However, compared to before, there were fewer of them this time. Two bolts of lightning had vanished, while the remaining ones continued to fall towards the ground with unstoppable force.

The light screen could not withstand it; after just a moment, it began to waver and almost fell apart.

Damn!

The silver-eyed girl's face was as pale as paper. After exhausting all her means, would this be the end of her efforts? What should she do?

Without time for further thought, she quickly formed hand seals and spat out several drops of blood.

Boom!

But it was too late; the sound of shattering echoed in his ears. The layers of light screens above had been breached. The first few were defensive talismans that reduced the power of the lightning to some extent, but not entirely.

The last layer was a refined imitation of an先天灵宝, and even several bolts of lightning together could not break it without damage. Finally, three bolts of lightning exhausted their magical energy, perishing along with the light screen.

Such defensive effectiveness was commendable, yet four more bolts of lightning continued to fall from above, leaving the silver-eyed girl completely defenseless.

The danger was obvious.

However, her several drops of blood had undergone a transformation. They coalesced into a palm-sized cloud of blood, and within this cloud, some tiny silvery light points flickered incessantly. The scene was mysterious and enigmatic.

Then these silvery light points converged in the center to form a silver butterfly. The butterfly was no more than an inch long, entirely silvery with intricate symbols on its wings that shimmered faintly, making it extraordinary.

Its origin remained unknown; even the dragon-named youth only vaguely knew his senior sister had this secret survival technique but had never seen it in over ten thousand years.

"Medusa Butterfly Dance!"

The silver-eyed girl whispered. The already dim sky darkened further inexplicably.

Suddenly, a cold wind arose, and the silvery butterfly transformed into an eerie purple hue. It multiplied from three to nine, quickly becoming numerous, dancing around the girl.

This unbelievable scene left the other cultivators speechless, but before they could marvel at their ancestor's divine power, the silver-eyed girl found herself in grave danger.

The remaining four crocodile-shaped heavenly bolts had closed in. The butterflies did not need her command; they approached on their own.

Crack!

A bizarre battle unfolded. These medusa butterflies were no ordinary creatures. They successfully blocked the four bolts of lightning for a moment, thanks to the silver-eyed girl's secret survival technique.

The silver-eyed girl was elated and swiftly retreated to one side. She knew her survival techniques were formidable but only temporary; soon, the medusa butterflies would be broken by the heavenly bolts.

Sure enough, after just a few moments, hundreds of medusa butterflies vanished, leaving only half of the original four bolts of lightning.

The dragon-named youth heaved a sigh of relief, and the other cultivators rejoiced. In their view, the heavenly tribulation was weakening, giving the silver-eyed girl a chance to survive.

But was that really true?

The silver-eyed girl's face showed no signs of relief. The heavenly tribulation might be waning, but she too was at her limit.

All her magical artifacts and techniques had been used up; now, she had nothing left to protect herself.

Damn it! She had fought this far, yet would she still end up falling?

The girl's eyes were filled with不甘 (reluctance), but she could not change the final outcome.

Two terrifying bolts of lightning approached her side. To wait and die was foolish, so the silver-eyed girl did not do that.

At her current cultivation level, her mental fortitude was beyond question. Even if she knew resistance would be futile, she had to fight for a chance.

With swift movements, she waved her hands, and magical light flickered as she consecutively cast several elemental spells.

These spells might not have been extraordinary on their own, but performed by a spirit realm cultivator, they were awe-inspiring. In fact, the silver-eyed girl's current cultivation had surpassed the spirit realm, stepping into the early stage of tribulation crossing. The power of her spells was even more formidable, yet in the face of this terrifying heavenly tribulation, it seemed insufficient.

She could only struggle to defend herself, with lightning crackling all around her. In just a few moments, she was struck by the powerful heavenly tribulation and fell apart.

"Senior Sister!"

The dragon-named youth could no longer bear it. The situation was clear; without help, the silver-eyed girl would definitely fall. He had no good way to deal with these two bolts of lightning.

Although he knew that intervening might not be wise, as saving his senior sister was uncertain and he himself would surely be drawn into the heavenly tribulation, he could not ignore it.

Why should a cultivator always act selfishly?

Sometimes they did, but in this situation, their bond as fellow students who had shared countless years together made him determined to save his senior sister at all costs.

A light shout echoed as the dragon-named youth leaped into the air. However, someone was even faster.

A streak of green light pierced through the heavenly tribulation, crossing what seemed like a temporal distance. In one moment, it was far away on the horizon, and in another blink, it was right before him.

"Junior Brother Lin!"

The dragon-named youth could not help but be overjoyed. This was truly heaven's will; his junior brother had returned to the main hall at this crucial moment.

He felt a heavy stone fall from his heart. Despite their frequent separations, he deeply understood his junior brother's nature—loyal and compassionate towards fellow students, never abandoning his senior sister in her hour of need.

If he acted alone, his chances were slim, but with Junior Brother Lin's help, his senior sister might be able to overcome this peril.

His eyes filled with hope. Lin Xuan indeed had no reason to abandon a comrade-in-arms.

But how to assist him required careful thought. His senior sister was not facing an enemy; she was dealing with the heavenly tribulation.

The heavenly tribulation, even for a late-stage tribulation cultivator, could not be taken lightly. Acting rashly might summon more terrifying heavenly bolts, making it uncertain whether he could save his senior sister and possibly drawing himself into danger as well.

Therefore, directly intervening to block the heavenly tribulation was foolish. He needed a smarter approach that would neither endanger him nor allow his senior sister to face this peril alone.

In other words, he needed a solution that would benefit both of them.
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This sounded almost unbelievable. To have it both ways—where was the easy solution? Besides, saving someone from danger was like putting out a fire; there simply wasn't time for Lin Xuan to make more choices.

If another person were in Lin Xuan's position, this would be nearly impossible to accomplish.

However, since Lin Xuan had embarked on his cultivation path, he had faced countless trials and tribulations. One couldn’t use common sense to judge him.

Although the situation was critical, Yi gave him a clever solution that could have it both ways.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, making a gesture of two hands lifting something. Threads ofrule's strength or force of ruleemanated from between his fingers.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The two dragon-shaped heavenly tribulations seemed to encounter some kind of repulsive force and were pushed back, allowing the silver-eyed maiden to escape.

But the crisis was far from over; these heavenly tribulations had merely been temporarily restrained without any weakening.

Of course, this was intentional on Lin Xuan's part. With his current strength, breaking apart those two heavenly tribulations would have been easy—no effort at all.

However, by doing so, he would be blocking the heavenly tribulations with his hands. The silver-eyed maiden might seem saved for now, but more terrifying heavenly tribulations were sure to follow, and even Lin Xuan himself couldn't escape them.

Lin Xuan would not do such a foolish thing—drinking poison to quench thirst.

Now, he merely held the heavenly tribulations aloft, preventing their descent temporarily without causing any weakening of the tribulations. Therefore, no activation of heaven's laws would bring about more terrifying consequences...

It could be said that Lin Xuan was taking advantage of a loophole, but thanks to his actions, the silver-eyed maiden had temporarily escaped danger.

Yes, only temporarily.

But don't underestimate the significance of this. The silver-eyed maiden gained precious time to catch her breath.

In high-level combat, every millimeter counts. In magical battles and tribulation crossings alike, it was no different.

The silver-eyed maiden would have died if not for this brief respite.

"Junior Brother!"

The power of the heavenly tribulations couldn't be ignored. Although the silver-eyed maiden had been severely injured, she hadn’t lost consciousness and immediately recognized her powerful junior brother.

Lin Xuan's frown eased as he returned at just the right moment to help. Even though the heavenly tribulation was terrifying, there was finally a glimmer of hope for him.

The silver-eyed maiden's heart leapt with joy.

Then Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a pill the size of a dragon’s eye flew out. The surface was shrouded in divine aura, indicating its extraordinary nature.

Mysterious Nine Immortals Pill!

Lin Xuan had few such pills left but he was a man of deep emotions and would not hesitate to help his senior sister pass through this heavenly tribulation.

The silver-eyed maiden gratefully opened her mouth and swallowed the pill without hesitation.

The Mysterious Nine Immortals Pill was no small matter. Her horrific wounds began to heal at an almost visible rate, and her complexion improved significantly as well. However, it wasn't enough yet.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve again, and a jade bottle flew out, turning slightly before reaching the silver-eyed maiden's side.

Inside were ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, purified by the blue Star Sea. Even for an old monster at the heavenly tribulation stage, this would be sufficient to restore their expended magical power. For the silver-eyed maiden, it was even more so.

She uncorked the bottle and the scent wafted through the air, delighting her heart.

With great joy, she quickly drank all of the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk from the bottle.

Threads of essence energy emerged from his dantian and flowed into her body, reviving her depleted magical power.

"Phew!"

The silver-eyed maiden exhaled in relief. She had almost regained seventy percent of her full strength.

After all, she was still recovering from new injuries, and while ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk could restore her magical power, it would take some time to replenish the core life essence that had been lost. Recovering seventy percent was already a significant improvement.

Junior Brother Lin truly excelled, but the silver-eyed maiden's face remained troubled.

The heavenly tribulation was at its final stage, and she had almost exhausted all of her treasures just to survive the earlier ones. While the flying butterfly dance technique was powerful, it came with a heavy price that would take years to recover from after using it once.

With no more options left, how could she pass through this last wave of heavenly tribulations? It was a matter of considerable thought.

After all, those dragon-shaped lightning bolts were formidable; rashly confronting them might lead to her demise.

What should she do?

There wasn't enough time for the silver-eyed maiden to think. Although Lin Xuan had temporarily restrained the heavenly tribulation, the laws of heaven weren’t something to be trifled with. Even though his cultivation was through the heavens, he couldn't delay for long.

A quick decision was needed.

The silver-eyed maiden's mind raced as she prepared to take a risk. However, at this moment, another unexpected event occurred.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a small tripod appeared, its ancient design exuding a mysterious aura. It wasn’t just any ordinary object!

Just by the spiritual pressure emanating from it, it was more potent than her jade plate. This was an imitation of a primordial treasure, could this be...?

The silver-eyed maiden recalled a legend she had heard after living for tens of thousands of years.

Why use mental communication then?

Because the situation was critical; speaking would take too much time and wasn't feasible. Mental communication, however, allowed instantaneous transmission of information without any delay.

Lin Xuan’s voice clearly echoed in her mind.

"Senior Sister, this spirit rule tripod is a primordial treasure. Using it can instantly unleash ancient powerful spells..."

How clever Lin Xuan was! He immediately saw the silver-eyed maiden's predicament; even with her recovered magical power, she couldn’t pass through the heavenly tribulation.

The only solution was to lend her a powerful artifact.

Despite having many treasures, most wouldn't be usable by the silver-eyed maiden. The spirit rule tripod became the only choice.

It contained numerous ancient and powerful spells that could sweep away the heavenly tribulations when activated.

Lin Xuan lent it to her while erasing his mental imprint from it. As long as she didn’t have his mental imprint, using this artifact wouldn't trigger heaven's laws. If everything went well, she should be able to safely pass through.
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Lin Xuan didn't claim to have a foolproof plan, but the arrangement he had made seemed to leave no obvious loopholes from any angle.

The entire process unfolded quickly. Though it sounded complicated when described, it took only an instant. The Cloud Concealment Sect disciples were left speechless as they witnessed how the heavenly tribulation could be restrained. No one would have believed such a thing unless they had seen it with their own eyes.

Most of these people hadn't seen Lin Xuan's true form, but many had heard various legends about him. At this moment, all felt genuinely impressed. They said that seeing is believing, and Master Senior Lin truly was an extraordinary figure whose abilities were beyond the comprehension of gods and demons.

Even a young man with the surname Long showed signs of hope in his eyes, thinking that his senior sister might be able to turn danger into safety.

However, before this thought could fully form, Lin Xuan called out softly: "Senior Sister, be careful."

Following his words, he retracted his hands and emitted a bright green light from his body. He surged forward toward the distance.

Despite his formidable strength, the heavenly tribulation was no easy adversary. Even with all his might, it only delayed the tribulation by a few breaths.

As Lin Xuan retreated further away, a loud rumbling sound filled the air as the green lightning descended like a hammer.

It seemed unstoppable, threatening to reduce the silver-eyed maiden to dust.

However, compared to her earlier struggles, she appeared more composed this time. She wasn't overly confident, but with only two tribulations left, and given her current condition, she had a high chance of passing through this heavenly tribulation.

She raised both hands and sent a series of spells towards the spirit tripod in front of her. Although it lacked her spiritual consciousness imprint, its use was still manageable.

But just as these thoughts passed, something unexpected happened.

The two green lightning bolts merged into one, not simply combining but taking on an entirely new form.

No longer were they mere four-clawed dragons; now, horns grew from their heads, and their claws had changed significantly.

Five-clawed Golden Dragon!

Heavenly Tribulation in the Form of a Dragon!

The silver-eyed maiden was left speechless.

It was common knowledge that while there was only one character difference between true dragons and water dragons, they were fundamentally different. The original tribulation had transformed into a dragon form, likely due to Lin Xuan's actions earlier. He had been careful, but still, he had triggered the natural laws of heaven and earth. Thankfully, it was just a minor disturbance; otherwise, even he would have been caught in its effects.

The situation seemed dire, but not hopeless. As long as her senior sister could hold off this tribulation, everything would be fine.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly. The silver-eyed maiden knew it too.

But while the idea of surviving was easy to say, actually doing so required immense effort. A heavenly tribulation in dragon form was no trivial matter; it was something only advanced cultivators might encounter during their ascension.

Though her abilities were commendable, she wasn't at the true tribulation stage. Her strength fell far short compared to those formidable elders.

Fortunately, there was only one tribulation of this nature. If there had been more, she would have no chance of survival. With Lin Xuan's aid, she now had some hope.

Evaluating her situation, the silver-eyed maiden’s face turned pale. However, soon, a look of determination replaced her disappointment.

After all, this was a fortunate coincidence, and it wasn't Lin Xuan's fault. Compared to the near-death experience just moments ago, this time offered more chances for survival.

Complaining wouldn’t help; she needed to rely on herself to stay alive.

The maiden’s hands moved rapidly as she cast several spells in quick succession toward the front. The spirit tripod emitted a brilliant light, accompanied by ancient chanting that filled her ears. Various magical techniques formed before her.

Multicolored lights surrounded her body, creating multiple layers of defense. These ancient protective spells were powerful; the mystical aura released from them made it difficult for even several late-stage cultivators to break through their barriers in a short time.

However, the power of the dragon tribulation was far greater. Although not as unstoppable as before, it broke through three layers of defenses within just a few breaths.

The tribulation also dimmed significantly during this process, but the silver-eyed maiden’s expression darkened.

Defense alone wouldn’t suffice; she needed to counterattack using an offensive spell.

With a finger pointing forward, the spirit tripod began spinning rapidly. Soon, a deep and ancient voice echoed in her ears.

Hazy and archaic.

From the spirit tripod, hundreds of fist-sized fireballs flew out, each transforming into different birds mid-flight.

All these birds converged on one point, emitting clear chirping sounds as a fine-feathered bird materialized before them.

Phoenix!

The legendary king of all birds!

"This... is Hundred Birds Paying Homage to the Phoenix!" some high-ranking Cloud Concealment Sect cultivators were left speechless. They couldn't believe their eyes: "Did I see correctly? It's really Hundred Birds Paying Homage to the Phoenix, an ultimate fire element spell from the Five Elements school of magic. It’s said that only late-stage cultivators can cast it, and even then, they need to chant for several hours. Unless in a large-scale sect conflict with many disciples protecting them, this spell has no practical value."

"Correct, an ultimate secret technique of the fire element," another cultivator beside her was equally stunned.

Both were at the late-stage stage, but not privy to the Cloud Concealment Sect’s secrets. They had joined after its expansion and saw each other's shock in their eyes.

Hundred Birds Paying Homage to the Phoenix—there could be no mistake. The silver-eyed maiden being able to cast it instantly must have been due to the artifact Lin Xuan provided.

Their hearts raced as they realized the depth of Master Senior Lin’s power. It was no wonder that several legendary tribulation-stage cultivators had fallen to him over the years, and such extraordinary treasures could be casually produced by him.

Seeing is believing; their initial thoughts of treachery evaporated with the wind.

Meanwhile, in mid-air, the fiery red Phoenix clashed fiercely with the dragon-shaped tribulation.

Phoenix and true dragon—though different now, they shared some connection. However, heavenly lightning was no trifling matter. Despite its strength, the ultimate fire spell ultimately failed to prevail.

Fortunately, this weakened the remaining tribulation so much that it couldn't penetrate the last layer of defense and eventually dissipated.
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Thus, the matter was finally brought to a close.

The silver-eyed maiden had endured countless hardships but managed to successfully pass through her heavenly tribulation.

As the劫clouds above her dissipated, all the disciples of Cloud Concealment Sect breathed a sigh of relief. In their place, expressions of surprise and joy spread across their faces as they bowed in greeting.

"Congratulations, Senior Ancestor! Your divine power is unmatched; you have advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage."

"Senior Ancestor's divine power is unparalleled, shaking the spirit realm with its might."

The cheers echoed through the air as thousands of cultivators from Cloud Concealment Sect rejoiced, believing that a second senior elder at the Tribulation Transcending level had appeared within their sect.

What such an event meant for the sect was clear to everyone, which explained why they were so elated. It wasn't unusual for this misunderstanding to arise; after all, the silver-eyed maiden was originally a late-stage Shen Shi (Divine Spirit) cultivator, and it was common knowledge that advancing from late-stage Shen Shi should naturally lead to Tribulation Transcending.

The concept of minor tribulation transcendence was rare, known only by a few cultivators in the three realms. Thus, no one would have thought of it.

The silver-eyed maiden did not refute this. After successfully passing through her heavenly tribulation, countless light points emerged from the sky—these were primordial essence sources that could greatly benefit cultivators and had an incredible effect akin to Essence Cleansing.

The silver-eyed maiden naturally did not let these go to waste, using her divine power to absorb them all.

While others watched with envy, they dared not make any moves to snatch them.

Lin Xuan would not reveal this misunderstanding either. For Cloud Concealment Sect, it was a win-win situation. He was about to embark on a long journey, and while the sect had grown stronger, he knew that there might be those who would dare to provoke trouble after his departure. Thus, having everyone believe that the silver-eyed maiden had advanced to Tribulation Transcending was beneficial.

Of course, there were flaws in this plan, but as long as she remained deep within her seclusion, it should not cause significant issues.

Lin Xuan pondered and concluded that he could easily navigate through this situation.

After all, how many old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage had extraordinarily long lifespans? Except for a few temperamental ones, none would dare to provoke trouble without absolute certainty.

The silver-eyed maiden's premature death was due to her impatience. The lesson from that incident was not far away; even if there were doubts, old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending stage would likely avoid taking risks.

Seeing Lin Xuan remain silent, the young man with the dragon surname understood his intentions and decided to keep his sister's true strength a secret for now, which was beneficial to their sect.

They did not worry about the disciples discerning this truth. After all, shallow cultivators had no use for such knowledge; even if they released their divine sense, they could only feel the silver-eyed maiden’s profound power. As for the late-stage Shen Shi cultivators who had defected, while they might notice something amiss, compared to Lin Xuan, the silver-eyed maiden's spiritual pressure and magical strength were too weak.

They would merely be left with some doubts. After all, everyone knew that Lin Xuan, Elder Lin, could not be judged by ordinary means; his power was comparable to even mid-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators. If the silver-eyed maiden had advanced to match him, it would have been a remarkable and unexpected feat.

Thus, this was no significant flaw. Even minor tribulation transcendence had one-third of an old ancestor's strength, capable of sweeping through Shen Shi stage opponents. Therefore, discerning her true power would not be easy for these cultivators.

"Alright, Sister has successfully advanced; you may all step back now and don't crowd here."

Lin Xuan’s voice carried a subtle authority that echoed clearly within a hundred miles, reaching the ears of every cultivator present.

"Yes!"

Given Lin Xuan's high reputation, no one dared to defy his command. They bowed respectfully and slowly retreated from the scene.

At this moment, dazzling lights flashed as they watched their disciples disappear. The three of them naturally did not stay in place; they went into the silver-eyed maiden’s cave abode.

The cave was spacious and brightly lit, more like a small palace than a place for cultivation. They took seats in the hall.

The silver-eyed maiden immediately bowed respectfully: "Thank you, younger brother for your assistance. Otherwise, I would have perished."

It was no wonder she expressed such gratitude; after all, Lin Xuan had taken significant risks to help her during that critical moment. His willingness to assist was invaluable.

"You need not be so polite. We are fellow disciples and should support each other. When you face difficulties, how could I remain indifferent?"

Lin Xuan quickly stood up in return, his expression sincere.

The silver-eyed maiden expressed even more gratitude. Then, with a wave of her hand, she revealed an ancient-looking treasure cauldron: "Younger Brother Lin, Sister has entered the minor tribulation transcendence stage. This treasure should be returned to its rightful owner."

"I see no need for that,"

Lin Xuan did not reach out to accept the item but instead smiled and said, "Sister, I have yet to congratulate you on your advancement. This treasure is a token of my congratulations."

"This... how can this be acceptable?"

The silver-eyed maiden was taken aback and quickly waved her hand in rejection. She was no ungrateful cultivator; she already owed Lin Xuan a great favor. How could she accept another gift, especially when the Spirit Decree Cauldron was an extremely precious treasure from the Primordial Heavens?

"Sister, I said this sincerely. As fellow disciples, what reason do you have to refuse?"

Lin Xuan’s sincere voice echoed in her ears.

Indeed, a Spirit Decree Cauldron and a Primordial Heavens treasure could instantly unleash ancient great power spells; even for tribulation transcendence cultivators, it was valuable.

But Lin Xuan did not judge by ordinary means. His good fortune had led him to possess numerous treasures, including several Primordial Heavens items like the Vermilion Bird Ring and Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. The Five Dragon Seal, a treasure of reverse heavens level, was even more precious.

Given this, he decided to gift the Spirit Decree Cauldron to her, both to strengthen her power and benefit Cloud Concealment Sect after his departure. It would also be a token of congratulations for her successful advancement—two benefits in one.

With a sincere expression, the silver-eyed maiden accepted the gift with gratitude. She combed her hair as if remembering something, then waved her sleeves, sending out a flash of fire—a flying sword message to an unknown destination.

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but did not dwell on it and continued chatting with his sister about other matters.
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In a moment, the sound of light footsteps came from afar.

Very faint and gradually getting closer, it might have gone unnoticed by most people. However, Lin Xuan's powerful spiritual awareness easily detected it.

Soon enough, a young woman appeared in his line of sight. She was about seventeen or eighteen years old, with an exquisite appearance. Her brows hinted at her sharp intellect.

"Senior Sister Sun Ying greets Master and the two Senior Uncles."

The young lady gracefully bowed with respect.

Lin Xuan had never met this girl before, but from her title, he knew she was a senior disciple of his sister-in-law. Her cultivation level seemed to be quite good, at the middle stage of Profound Abyss.

Despite her utmost respect, there was an underlying joy in her voice: "Congratulations on your promotion, Master. Your might has shaken the Spirit Realm; you are invincible under heaven."

These were originally words from Gu Xiang, but they made the silver-eyed girl blush. Not only had she not actually advanced to the Transcending Tribulation stage, even if she did, how could she compare with the extraordinary Lin Junior Brother?

The notion of shaking the Spirit Realm and being invincible under heaven sounded so ridiculous that it made her face flush.

But she didn't reveal this; hiding her cultivation was beneficial for the sect. She trusted her disciple, but from a theoretical standpoint, keeping secrets safe meant fewer people knowing them.

"Alright, you're quite talkative. Did you bring what I asked?"

The silver-eyed girl said impatiently. Her tone revealed that this disciple was clearly favored by her.

"Yes."

Sun Ying nodded and then reached out to tap lightly on her waist. An jade box floated before her eyes.

This jade box was no more than a foot long, incredibly smooth and warm. It was made of ten-thousand-year-old Profound Jade, used as an object to prevent the leakage of spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be interested in what might be inside.

"Senior Sister, this is..."

"Junior Brother Lin, just take a look."

The silver-eyed girl's face revealed a hint of mystery. From her expression, she seemed eager to give him a surprise.

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan took the jade box and gently tapped it with his fingers. "Plop," the lid opened, revealing a small piece of wood. At first glance, it didn't seem remarkable, but when Lin Xuan released his spiritual awareness and focused on examining it, he sensed its extraordinary nature.

"Could it be..."

With his deep composure, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy as well. He then touched his forehead with his finger and gently parted his fingers to extract a thread of his essence soul from the center of his brow.

Next, Lin Xuan's hand trembled slightly, and that thread of essence soul entered the piece of wood inside the box.

It felt incredibly comfortable, like soaking in a hot spring. Lin Xuan clearly felt his essence soul grow stronger.

"This effect... it must be Soul Nurturing Wood!"

Lin Xuan finally confirmed his guess: "Senior Sister, did you really find one?"

Of course, on the Lost Plane, Lin Xuan had obtained treasures from the Mo Yue Clan's legacy. However, as a guardian spirit, Snow Spirit's soul was extremely weak and could dissipate at any moment.

Lin Xuan naturally couldn't ignore this. But since Snow Spirit's physical body was already lost, there weren't many methods to strengthen his essence soul.

Sealing Jade could only temporarily keep her alive but couldn't restore it.

The only method left was Soul Nurturing Wood.

Only one of the three famous divine trees in cultivation circles had the ability to nourish the essence soul. Even without a physical body, it could make the essence soul grow and recover.

However, while the method existed, finding such a rare treasure wasn't easy. This was something that could only be found by chance.

But since Lin Xuan promised to find this for Snow Spirit, he wouldn't give up just because of the difficulty.

He had many things on his plate and couldn't spare time to search for such spiritual treasures, but as the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, he was now a formidable force in Nai Long First Region.

Without relying on the sect's power, it would be sheer foolishness.

Lin Xuan wasn't so naive. He had already mentioned this to his senior siblings and asked them to use their sect's resources to find this item for him.

With Cloud Concealment Sect having thousands of cultivators and numerous affiliated families, there was always a chance to find such a treasure. But Lin Xuan hadn't expected it to be so quick.

Moreover, the Soul Nurturing Wood in front of him wasn't just any ordinary one; its effect on nurturing souls surpassed ancient texts by tens of thousands of years.

"Thank you, Senior Sister."

Lin Xuan played with the spiritual wood, his joy evident.

"Junior Brother is too kind. This trivial matter isn't worth mentioning. We don't need to talk about gratitude. Finding this item was a stroke of luck for you as well, Sun Ying."

"Oh, did you discover this treasure?"

Lin Xuan wasn't overly surprised; he had anticipated it.

"Yes, Senior Uncle," Sun Ying bowed gracefully and lowered her head in submission.

"Hmm, though finding this is due to good fortune, your contribution is significant." Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression as he waved his sleeve. An jade bottle flew out: "This spirit division pill is for you."

"What? Spirit Division Pill?"

Sun Ying was stunned before she burst into joy. She had heard that her Senior Uncle Lin was generous, but she hadn't expected it to be so extravagant.

Spirit Division Pills were essential for any cultivator to advance to the Spirit Division stage, yet the ingredients required were extremely rare and difficult to find in the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan himself had participated in the Spirit Division trials back then to advance. His own sister-in-law did the same, risking her life for a single Spirit Division Pill.

Even though Cloud Concealment Sect was now formidable, gathering the ingredients needed to make a Spirit Division Pill was still incredibly difficult for an intermediate realm cultivator.

For such a gift, it was beyond imagination and extremely precious, even surpassingprimordial spirit treasure in some ways.

"Thank you, Senior Uncle."

Despite her mature mind, she was so moved that her body trembled. She knelt before Lin Xuan, bowing deeply as she thanked him.

"Alright, no need for such formalities. This is your reward," Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. While the Spirit Division Pill was rare, he had enough confidence to gather the ingredients if a disciple needed it now.

For him, the difficulty of refining this pill was negligible; with his Azure Star Sea, any waste pills could be purified.

Although Lin Xuan said so, Sun Ying was deeply grateful and thanked endlessly. Even the silver-eyed girl added her words of gratitude on behalf of the disciple.

The Spirit Division Pill truly was remarkable.

And Lin Xuan's joy at obtaining Soul Nurturing Wood, a superior item, was palpable as well. Everyone was happy, chatting for a while before Lin Xuan bid farewell.
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Soon, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling.

Compared to before, the aura of essence energy here was much richer. The reason for this was undoubtedly that mysterious Spirit Eye Lake.

Its radius covered several miles, and the concentration of essence energy was almost at the point where it could crystallize. Such a blessed abode in the spirit realm was rare indeed.

Countless powerful factions were eyeing it greedily, but none dared to act rashly anymore. The Cloud Concealment Sect had become the top sect in the Dragon Ridge Realm, and Lin Xuan's reputation had grown significantly.

Who would dare provoke a tiger without absolute confidence?

If they couldn't get the Spirit Eye Lake, their lives might be forfeit first.

Lin Xuan's extermination of Old Beast Xue truly frightened many old monsters at the Transcendence Stage. This little fellow not only possessed terrifying strength but also acted too harshly. At this level, one naturally valued their life immensely.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't claiming invincibility in the spirit realm. There were still powerful figures who could easily defeat him even within Dragon Ridge Realm—such as True Entry of Dragon or some reclusive experts.

But these top-tier powerhouses were like dragons that only showed their heads and tails. A mere Spirit Eye Lake might not catch their attention, nor would they make a big fuss over it to quarrel with Lin Xuan and the Cloud Concealment Sect.

Now, as long as one wasn't foolish, everyone could see that this young fellow had an untold future. His rise was like a comet, and given time, he might become a powerful figure akin to a Loose Immortal or Demon King.

Despite the Spirit Eye Lake's allure, it wouldn't be wise to offend him just for such a treasure.

Each old monster at the Transcendence Stage was a cunning veteran. They knew this well.

…Setting aside the current situation in the cultivation world, let's talk about Lin Xuan returning to his cave dwelling.

Who said that fortune doesn’t come twice and misfortune never comes alone? This time he had gained many benefits and insights from his journey outside. Just as he returned to the Cloud Concealment Sect, good news followed closely behind.

His senior sister’s advancement provided an opportunity for him to leave this place. With a junior Transcendence Stage cultivator stationed at the main hall, the Cloud Concealment Sect could be considered secure, though not completely worry-free. As long as one wasn’t unlucky enough, any danger encountered should be manageable.

Next, he needed to prepare for his upcoming journey.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan stretched out his hand and lightly tapped his waist.

A dazzling light appeared, and a jade bottle as white as snow flew out.

The bottle was no more than a few inches tall. At first glance, it didn’t seem remarkable, much like an ordinary bottle for storing pills.

However, its surface emitted a faint greenish glow.

No, that wasn’t a glow; it was formed by tiny, minuscule runes arranged in intricate patterns.

These faint greenish runes were so small that individual grains couldn’t be seen clearly. Their arrangement gave the impression of shimmering light.

spirit-sealing jade!

Lin Xuan’s lips curved into a smile.

Raising his right hand, he pointed at it.

A soft "bang" echoed as the bottle cap flew off on its own.

"Meeting Young Master!"

A white mist rose from the jade bottle and transformed into a young woman. Her face was somewhat blurred, making her exact appearance hard to discern. She bowed gracefully: "Meeting Young Master."

The girl’s voice sounded weak.

Her physical body had long perished, and her essence energy was scarce. Although thespirit-sealing jadewas an extraordinary treasure, it could only temporarily safeguard her life but couldn’t nourish her soul force.

Lin Xuan knew this well and didn’t hesitate to take out the jade box: "Xue Ling, what’s this?"

"Nourishing Soul Wood!"

Her keen eyes instantly recognized the rare treasure in Lin Xuan's hand. Despite the blurred face, there was a mix of surprise and joy on her features.

Although he had promised to find it for her, circumstances in the cultivation world were unpredictable. Promises meant little if they couldn’t be fulfilled.

Opportunities were matters of luck, and even with his efforts, finding Nourishing Soul Wood might still prove impossible.

Fortunately, thespirit-sealing jadeprovided a temporary shelter, giving him enough time to wait patiently.

Young Master’s words were clear; he would surely find it for her in a thousand years or so.

This was Xue Ling's hope. But she never expected such swift happiness. After just a short while, Young Master had fulfilled his promise and returned the Nourishing Soul Wood.

"Why are you still standing there? Your essence energy is already very thin. Hurry and enter this treasure to nourish your soul," Lin Xuan urged anxiously when he saw Xue Ling dawdling.

"Yes, thank Young Master."

Xue Ling bowed gracefully in mid-air with a grateful expression on her blurred face.

How could she be unhappy?

With this divine object, given enough time, her essence energy would recover. Then, by possessing an appropriate body, she could resume her cultivation path.

At the Transcendence Stage, long life was something she yearned for immensely. She wouldn’t miss any opportunity, even if it was just a slim chance.

After bowing to Lin Xuan, the girl turned into a mist and flew into the Nourishing Soul Wood from within thespirit-sealing jade.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan felt equally joyful. Not only had he fulfilled his promise made long ago, but the Nourishing Soul Wood was different from thespirit-sealing jade.

Thespirit-sealing jadesealed all essence energy, preventing any external perception or communication with him.

However, the Nourishing Soul Wood allowed her to nourish her soul while still being able to release her divine consciousness and communicate with other cultivators without hindrance.

Lin Xuan had to leave soon. He also had three apprentices at the Cloud Concealment Sect, plus Zheng Xuan.

With his current strength, he could go anywhere in the world, but taking them along would be impractical.

While not a burden, protecting them from danger or powerful enemies was challenging.

Leaving them at the main hall of the sect seemed the best choice.

However, this ensured their safety but delayed their cultivation. He had taken on several apprentices and rarely given them guidance beyond giving them some spirit pills and treasures.

As a teacher, he wasn’t very competent.

This time, he didn’t know how long he would be gone. It was better not to take his apprentices along, as few people in the sect could guide them effectively.

Although there were many Spirit Formation Stage cultivators at the Cloud Concealment Sect now, only his senior brother and sister could be trusted. Others had joined after the sect grew strong, and Lin Xuan didn’t even know their names. How could he entrust his apprentices to such people?
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The young man with the dragon surname and the girl with silver pupils posed no issues; they were absolutely trustworthy. However, after he left, as the last two Supreme Elders of Cloud Concealment Sect, there was too much to handle.

How could Lin Xuan bear to trouble his disciple's affairs when he himself might have neglected his own cultivation?

Yet, he couldn't ignore his disciple either. After much thought, Snow Spirit seemed like the best choice.

This wasn’t an exaggeration; she was originally a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage and could easily guide several apprentices in their cultivation.

Moreover, this girl was an ancient cultivator of the Moon Ink Clan, with no ties to current factions. While she couldn't be said to be loyal, it was impossible for her to act against him.

Although Snow Spirit had lost her physical body and thus couldn’t display the terrifying power of a Tribulation Transcending cultivator, her experience remained intact. Guiding several apprentices in their cultivation would not fall short of what he could do.

This was indeed a good choice.

After carefully considering it, Lin Xuan found no fault with his plan and proposed it to Snow Spirit.

"Master, are you asking me to teach your disciples?"

Snow Spirit was taken aback. Though Lin Xuan had done much for her, such a small matter seemed trivial, but the request still left her stunned.

"Yes, I have many things to do and can't manage them all at once. I don’t want to delay their studies either, so I’ll trouble you with this."

Lin Xuan scratched his head, looking somewhat embarrassed. He knew such a request was rather out of place.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s awkward expression, Snow Spirit couldn’t help but giggle: "Master, there's no need for you to worry; it’s just a small matter. If you have the command, I will do my best."

"Thank you very much, then."

"It’s nothing, Master. You’re too polite. Now, how many disciples do you have?"

"Not many. There are three in Cloud Concealment Sect, and another old acquaintance is also troubling you with their guidance."

"Alright, no problem."

Snow Spirit agreed without hesitation.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed: "Better to catch the day than wait for it. I’ll summon these girls here so that Master can meet them."

Snow Spirit had no objections. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and several sound transmission talismans flew out. Soon, faint footsteps could be heard, along with a light fragrance as the girls arrived.

They curtsied: "Disciples see Master."

"Xuan'er sees Senior Brother."

"Well, there’s no need for such formalities. I summoned you to have something important to say."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed in their ears. The girls listened respectfully: "In a few days, I will be leaving on a long journey. I can’t say how long it will take me to return. Since your cultivation is so arduous, I don’t want you to lack guidance from a master. Therefore, I have found another teacher for you."

"What? Master wants to expel us from the sect?"

The middle-aged girl was shocked and fell to her knees: "Please reconsider, Senior Brother. As long as I live, I will be your disciple. I won’t join any other sects."

Hearing her sister’s words, the other two girls were also startled and quickly knelt down to beg for forgiveness.

"Senior Brother, our three sisters haven’t done anything wrong. Why are you doing this…" Zheng Xuan even started to plead on their behalf.

"What nonsense are you saying?"

Lin Xuan was equally surprised: "When did I say I wanted to expel you from the sect?"

"You said Master would find another teacher for us," Gong Yu'er pleaded pitifully.

"You silly girl, you’re wise in one moment and foolish in the next. I meant that I’m going on a long journey and might not return soon. So, I found a friend who can temporarily guide your cultivation." Lin Xuan’s voice was impatient.

"Oh, I see."

Gong Yu'er heaved a sigh of relief, and the other two girls were overjoyed.

The misunderstanding was cleared up, and Lin Xuan introduced Snow Spirit to them: "Master is truly extraordinary. Your disciples’ talents are truly awe-inspiring."

A mental probe from the Soul Nurturing Tree swept across their bodies, and Snow Spirit’s voice carried a hint of surprise. Among the four, two were rare physical constitutions, while the other two had impressive spirit roots.

"Indeed, Yu'er is a Wood Spirit Body, and Ying'er has a Wind Spirit Body. Both have undergone another mutation on top of their unique spirit roots. According to me, such a constitution is remarkable, but it can only fully unleash its potential when paired with the corresponding cultivation techniques," Lin Xuan sighed deeply, his expression turning grave: "But ancient cultivation techniques are long lost. Do you know any clues?"

"Haha, in ancient times, cultivators with such unique constitutions were indeed prevalent. Our Moon Ink Clan had a stroke of luck and wouldn’t be lacking either."

Snow Spirit smiled: "Master remembers the Moon Ink Immortal Priestess Hall I gave you?"

"Moon Ink Immortal Priestess Hall?"

"Yes, not only is it our clan’s inheritance treasure, but the Immortal Priestess also left many treasures inside. Many ancient cultivation techniques are among them, so finding what you need shouldn’t be difficult."

"You mean there are such techniques in the Moon Ink Immortal Priestess Hall?"

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. It truly felt like finding a needle in a haystack and getting it without effort. He had previously been told by Snow Spirit that the Moon Ink Immortal Priestess Hall contained many treasures, but he hadn’t checked them after consecrating the artifact.

Gong Yu'er and Ye Ying were also delighted upon hearing their conversation. Their master had once said they had unique spirit roots, and with corresponding cultivation techniques, their progress would be rapid.

With such powerful effects after cultivation, the two girls naturally felt elated. Lu Ying'er and Zheng Xuan, however, looked a bit dejected.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan smiled: "Why are you two so discouraged? I’m no prodigy either. Now that I have extraordinary strength, your talents far surpass mine. As long as you work hard, there’s nothing to fear in advancing on the path of immortality."

Hearing what Lin Xuan said, their expressions brightened significantly. Then, he briefly introduced Snow Spirit's background to them.

After all, they needed to know some details for her to guide their cultivation. Doubts could hinder their progress.

The girls were indeed taken aback by this revelation. They would have found it hard to believe otherwise without their master’s word.

With that settled, Lin Xuan prepared to retrieve the treasures from the Moon Ink Immortal Priestess Hall. He waved his sleeve and a delicate palace appeared, ready for him to proceed with his mission.
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Half a month later, a streak of green light pierced through the sky from Cloud Conceal Sect and flew southward.

Within the light, Lin Xuan's ordinary face could be seen.

Fetching treasures from the Moon Murky Sky Witch Hall did not encounter much trouble. In fact, it was easier than he had originally imagined.

Lin Xuan quickly found the treasures left behind by the Sky Witch Goddess of Moon Murky.

This included cultivation techniques, pills, crystal stones, and magical artifacts...

There were countless items useful to cultivators.

In ancient times, the Moon Murky tribe was extremely prosperous, amassing a large number of treasures. Although the situation at that time was perilous, with all her might, the Sky Witch Goddess could only retrieve a small portion, but the quantity was still astonishing.

Even with Lin Xuan's rich background, he found it hard to believe how many treasures there were. The value of these treasures was simply incalculable.

There were thousands of cultivation techniques alone, and each one had a power that left people speechless, with their unique and profound aspects.

Although fetching them outside wouldn't cause a bloody struggle for possession, who knew how many cultivators would be eager to obtain them?

The cultivation techniques needed by the girls were among the oldest. Lin Xuan roughly browsed through them and found even he felt they were obscure and ancient.

Without Snow Spirit's guidance, his disciples, despite their good资质, might find it extremely difficult to succeed in their cultivation. They could even risk going mad.

This made his arrangements all the more crucial.

Of course, ancient cultivation techniques were challenging, but they suited the girls' constitution perfectly. Once they mastered them, they would be able to challenge higher ranks without a doubt, and sweeping through peers was no issue at all.

The greater the收获, the greater the effort required. From any angle, cultivating these techniques would greatly benefit them.

For Lin Xuan himself, there were also gains. Although he had few treasures that caught his eye given his current strength, a cultivation心得 from the Sky Witch Goddess of Moon Murky made him extremely excited.

The Sky Witch Goddess was once the strongest in the Moon Murky tribe, an extraordinary talent whose power was slightly inferior to that of the Arrogant Demon King but certainly surpassed ordinary cultivators and demon kings.

Of course, how strong she was wasn't relevant to Lin Xuan. What mattered was a crucial point:

The Sky Witch Goddess also practiced the Moon Murky Witch Technique, her innate magical artifact being the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. In other words, they shared many similarities. Her cultivation心得 in his hands would bring obvious benefits.

Before leaving, Lin Xuan had a long talk with his senior brothers and sisters. He couldn't reveal the specific reason, though he trusted them. Moon's past life was that of an Arrogant Demon King, so this secret was no small matter. The more people knew about it, the greater the risk of leakage.

Firstly, Lin Xuan didn't want to take any risks, and secondly, he didn't want his senior brothers and sisters to be dragged into this terrifying vortex. Finding a reason would suffice as the best choice.

Seeing Lin Xuan's vague words, the silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named boy were naturally curious but didn't press further. After all, everyone had their own secrets, whether they were ordinary people or cultivators.

If he wanted to share, that was fine. But if he didn't want to talk about it, prying would only offend him.

With this in mind, the two naturally wouldn't deliberately make him unhappy.

They merely advised him to be cautious, as there were countless extraordinary individuals in the cultivation world. Lin Xuan's strength was formidable, but he shouldn't be careless when facing situations.

Lin Xuan expressed his gratitude and gifted them several magical artifacts, leaving Cloud Conceal Sect with some backup.

He also asked them to do something for him.

The matter wasn't big or small; it was just that the Spirit Realm was vast, not a complete entity but composed of hundreds of smaller interfaces.

Initially, he had ascended to the Spirit Realm and hadn't landed in Dragon Ridge. Instead, by chance, he arrived at an unremarkable interface.

There, he had taken on two disciples: Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan. Over a thousand years later, his cultivation path was full of twists and turns.

He wondered how the girls were doing now.

One couldn't be partial; as he had already crossed the Tribulation Stage, it wouldn't do to ignore his sisters.

Thus, Lin Xuan asked his senior brothers and sisters to find them.

Knowing that the interfaces between Spirit Realms weren't as powerful, even non-Tribulation cultivators could pay a price to travel to other interfaces if they wished.

For ordinary cultivators, this might be shocking, but Cloud Conceal Sect was now an astonishingly large entity. Handling such a small matter wouldn't be considered significant.

The silver-eyed girl and the dragon-named boy naturally didn't refuse; they readily agreed that they would bring his two disciples back safely.

Lin Xuan was satisfied. He had given all necessary instructions, prepared everything, and could go without worry to find Moon's clues.

Thinking of Moon, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a pang in his heart.

The cultivation path was full of hardships, but he had many female friends along the way.

Of course, Moon was undoubtedly the most beloved. But how could he forget Yuan Yuan and Qinxin's appearances and smiles?

Even that Cloud Fairy, the mysterious voice message, Lin Xuan still didn't know where Qin Yan was now.

Yuan Yuan was understandable; she had been taken by the Phoenix Queen, and Lin Xuan vaguely sensed no ill intent from her.

So Yuan Yuan should be safe, with a great opportunity awaiting her.

Moon's disappearance was somewhat strange, but one shouldn't forget that her past life was the Goddess of Yīn, the Arrogant Demon King, a figure comparable to a True Immortal. Since she had decided to reincarnate, she must have left many backup plans behind. Therefore, Lin Xuan felt that little Moon's safety should be secure.

Speaking of which, Qinxin was the one who most worried him.

After all, she too had been sent to the Spirit Realm by chance and alone, with her cultivation stage only at the early Stage One Soul Formation.

Although Qinxin wasn't an ordinary woman, the path of cultivation was full of hardships. She was just a wandering cultivator in the Spirit Realm for so many years; who knew how she was doing?

Lin Xuan wouldn't ignore her either and had inquired about her clues. However, with the vastness of the Spirit Realm and hundreds of interfaces, finding one cultivator was like searching for a needle in a haystack.

Lin Xuan believed Qinxin was still alive but had no leads. Even if he wanted to find her, it would be difficult. Reunions required good fortune and timing.

Worrying about this wouldn't help; thus, Lin Xuan decided to first look for clues related to Moon. If his prediction was correct, little Moon might not even be in the Spirit Realm.

After all, she had been the Goddess of Yīn in her past life. Perhaps by chance, she had ascended to the Yīn Realm.

Although he didn't have a hundred percent certainty, Lin Xuan had entered the Tribulation Stage and could obtain anything under heaven. He wanted to visit the legendary Yīn Realm's Underworld.

With these thoughts, that streak of light quickly disappeared on the horizon.
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Lin Xuan was meticulous and always acted with caution. The numerous contingency plans he had set up should ensure that the Cloud Concealing Sect would be secure for a thousand years.

However, his search for Yue'er might not take as long.

Still, Lin Xuan did not want to waste any time. He sped through the air like a bolt of lightning and used teleportation arrays liberally whenever possible. In just a few months, he had reached the main headquarters of the Ghost Script Sect.

Revisiting this familiar place, Lin Xuan felt neither surprise nor excitement.

One day, the sun hung high in the sky as usual. Lin Xuan continued his journey at a steady pace.

Suddenly, a streak of black lightning pierced the sky and sped towards him.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a crackling sound echoed. The primordial essence energy coalesced into a green palm that snatched the black object in mid-air.

It was a flying sword.

Though only an inch long, its surface marred by wear, it still moved with incredible agility.

A message through a flying sword!

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he delved into his divine sense.

He lifted his head, his face clouded with anger and worry. Someone had dared to provoke him.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan roared and his aura flared. His speed increased several times over, like a wisp of smoke, racing forward.

Lin Xuan could not afford to be so hasty. The flying sword message was an emergency signal from the Ghost Script Sect. This outcome was beyond his wildest dreams.

The Cloud Concealing Sect had come a long way since its days as a minor sect. Who would dare to provoke him? He had publicly declared that the Ghost Script Sect was now part of the Cloud Concealing Sect's outer forces.

Could it be...

Had someone exposed the Yin Palace node, or were they targeting him directly?

Lin Xuan could not determine which scenario was true. The message seemed rushed and contained little information beyond a plea for help.

Nevertheless, he had no time to speculate. Accessing the Yin Palace required immense power, even for an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. This node was crucial.

Finding it was difficult enough; how could anyone dare to disrupt it?

Lin Xuan's heart raced as his swift flight covered tens of thousands of miles in a short time. It had only been over a year since he last visited, but everything here was different. The Ghost Script Sect's headquarters lay in ruins.

The entire mountain had collapsed, and the protective array had been shattered. Amidst the rubble, remnants of battle were visible—corpse after corpse of Ghost Script Sect cultivators, and fragments of spirit artifacts scattered on the ground.

Anger surged through Lin Xuan as he realized what had happened.

He released his divine sense to investigate the node's condition. However, before he could fully scan it, he noticed that several dozen cultivators were lurking nearby. His swift arrival and lack of exploration made him complacent.

Could they be planning an ambush?

Lin Xuan sneered. Before he could think further, a loud command echoed: "Attack!"

Instantly, multicolored lights appeared in front of him—various magical treasures like flying knives and swords showered towards him from all directions.

The timing was impeccable; the trap's setter must have been an experienced cultivator. If another cultivator were here instead, they might have fallen prey to this ambush.

But such a minor tactic meant nothing to Lin Xuan. The disparity in power made it laughable.

"Die!"

Lin Xuan unleashed his terrifying aura.

Boom!

The sky trembled as the attacks faltered and shattered under its impact. Even the most powerful of them were reduced to splinters.

A king's wrath could make rivers flow with blood.

Humans would suffer even more, let alone an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. Lin Xuan did not need to move; his aura alone dispelled their attacks.

Puff...

The destruction of his main treasure caused shock among the attackers. Blood spattered as they coughed up blood.

"Bad luck, a powerful old monster! Run!"

Some quick-witted ones realized the danger and fled. The trapped cultivators were far more dangerous than anticipated; staying here meant certain death.

No one wanted to die.

They scattered in all directions.

Their reaction was commendable, but it came too late.

Lin Xuan sneered: "Run? Can you still escape now?"

His terrifying aura swept across like a whirlwind, and none of the attackers escaped.

Boom! The sounds of bodies exploding filled his ears as these unfortunate souls died instantly without a chance to even protect their essence.

Why did they provoke an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage? This was suicide!

Of course, it wasn't entirely their fault; Lin Xuan's sudden appearance had caught them off guard. They were overwhelmed by numbers and the element of surprise, leading to their tragic demise.

With the strong enemy eliminated, Lin Xuan continued his journey. The safety of the Yin Palace node was his primary concern.

Along the way, he encountered more ambushes, but the attackers' strength had noticeably increased. However, it made no difference to him; he still moved with ease and none could withstand his attacks.

Finally, he reached the depths below. Two massive stone doors stood before him.

Behind these doors lay the spatial node.

Lin Xuan was close to his destination, yet his expression remained grim.

A corpse lay beneath the stone door.
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The Ghost Script Sect encountered a powerful enemy, and the loss of some members was not uncommon.

As Lin Xuan traveled along, he saw many corpses of cultivators.

But this one was different from the rest. It was an old man with a gaunt appearance. Beside him were scattered fragments of puppets.

Recognizing the old man’s face, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a surge of anger.

Sure enough… the Ghost Script Sect had been completely wiped out here. Even their only Senior Elder had fallen.

The puppet fragments were familiar to Lin Xuan; he had given them to strengthen the Ghost Script Sect. But it seemed they hadn't served any purpose.

The Ghost Script Sect was now eradicated. So, could the Yin Node be in the hands of the enemy?

With this thought, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but take a deep breath. Who exactly was targeting him?

He didn’t believe that the Ghost Script Sect would suffer for no reason; this matter likely had something to do with him.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh bitterly.

How despicable!

They actually wanted to sabotage his plan to go to the Yin Realm to find Yue'er. Whoever did this would pay a heavy price.

---

Meanwhile, on the other side of the door,

Several cultivators hovered in mid-air.

Below them was the node leading to the Yin Realm, deep and bottomless, emitting thick, oppressive Yin Qi.

There weren’t many cultivators—three men and two women—but they were all powerful experts at the Spirit Cultivation stage.

Two of them were even late-stage experts with formidable strength.

"Senior Brother, the tiny Ghost Script Sect shouldn't have offended Master; why would our Senior Elder issue a decree to exterminate it?" A man in gray clothes asked, his face full of confusion.

"I don’t know," replied the one called Senior Brother. He was short and plump, not particularly handsome but quite amiable. However, he sounded rather irritable at the moment. "Could it be related to this Yin Node? For experts like our Senior Elder, a node leading to the Yin Realm should offer significant benefits. Why would he arrange such a thing?"

The gray-clothed man didn’t expect an answer; his words seemed more like self-musing.

"Alright, Third Brother, don’t ask so many questions. Let’s leave quickly. Although the Ghost Script Sect is insignificant, it's part of Cloud Concealment Sect’s peripheral forces. If word gets out that we’ve destroyed them, there might be serious trouble."

The woman who spoke was middle-aged and still had a certain charm. She didn’t want to stay in this place any longer.

"Second Sister, you’re too cowardly. We can’t provoke Cloud Concealment Sect, but the Ghost Script Sect is insignificant. Our Senior Elder is a late-stage cultivator; I don’t believe that little Lin boy would dare cause trouble just over such a small sect," countered another young woman in white clothes. Her face showed a hint of amusement.

"Hmph, you can’t say it like that. Old Monster Xue was famous far and wide before he was eliminated by that Lin boy. He acts as he pleases; if we know they’ve destroyed the Ghost Script Sect, who knows what will happen…" said the plump-looking cultivator slowly, clearly agreeing with the woman’s view—prudence first.

"Fourth Brother, what do you think?" The plump man turned to a silent cultivator beside him. This person was shrouded in mist and his exact appearance couldn’t be seen, but he was second only in cultivation level to the plump man, also at late-stage Spirit Cultivation.

"Let’s go!"

This man spoke very little; his suggestion was just one word: "Go!" The others weren’t surprised, having known him for so long.

Among the five, three agreed to leave and were the most powerful. The other two couldn’t argue further, so they used their abilities to try escaping.

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed in their ears. It sounded like a thunderclap, shaking their hearts and making them tremble involuntarily.

The woman in white was the weakest; she nearly fell from mid-air with a gasp of shock.

A terrifying aura came from afar, overwhelming spiritual pressure that made several of them struggle to breathe.

"Bad news, an old monster at late-stage cultivation!"

"Could it be… that Lin boy."

All present began to tremble. There weren’t many late-stage cultivators in the Three Realms; they were like mythical beings. Their Senior Elders were such great existences, but seeing them was rare.

There couldn’t be so much coincidence. Just as they had destroyed the Ghost Script Sect, a late-stage ancestor arrived here. Lin Xuan seemed to be the most reasonable explanation.

The five looked at each other in fear; if their suspicions were true, what would happen to them when Lin Xuan came?

"Quickly, everyone scatter!"

The plump man shouted loudly, his body emitting black light as he tried to fly away.

But just then, a cold voice echoed: "Go? Can you even leave? You dare come here and cause trouble. No matter how many deaths it takes, will you surrender or do you want me to deal with you personally?"

Hearing Lin Xuan’s voice, the others were terrified. Surrendering was impossible; even ants fought for their lives. They had to try.

The five scattered in different directions.

"Idiots, it seems you really took my words as empty promises."

The voice grew colder. A loud explosion echoed, and the heavy stone doors shattered into pieces.

Despite setting up powerful restrictions on the door, they were useless against that overwhelming force, turning into dust along with the stone doors.

A streak of lightning-like energy rushed in, recognizing one direction and chasing after it. It caught up almost instantly.

The person was shocked and couldn’t react in time as he was effortlessly knocked to the ground by the figure within the streak of light.

In this moment, Lin Xuan had chased down all five, capturing them. Their attempts to escape were futile; his speed was too fast.

They couldn’t even resist a single strike from him. As powerful late-stage Spirit Cultivation experts, they seemed like clay figurines in front of Lin Xuan, easily defeated.
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The attack was devastating, leaving no trace of resistance. Thankfully, none of the cultivators had perished; it wasn't due to their miraculous survival techniques but because Lin Xuan had shown mercy.

Several Spirit Dividing Realm cultivators wouldn’t have come to provoke the Ghost Script Sect without a mastermind behind them. Lin Xuan couldn’t leave until he identified this person. This time, his goal was merely to cause trouble for the Ghost Script Sect; next time, it could be targeting the Cloud Concealment Sect.

The principle of non-aggression applied: if someone provoked him, they would face consequences. Lin Xuan raised a hand, and the nearby fat man floated up.

A single finger from Lin Xuan shot out, immediately using Soul Search Technique.

However, an unexpected scene unfolded. The target’s soul was sealed with a strange restriction, rendering his Soul Search Technique ineffective.

Lin Xuan couldn’t do anything about it. His divine sense might be more terrifying than the one who placed the seal, but that didn't matter; souls were inherently fragile and would be destroyed upon contact with the restriction. Thus, he gained no useful clues.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed. The mastermind was indeed cunning, having prepared for this.

He decided not to use Soul Search Technique again. He needed them to confess in person.

Although it might cause trouble, Lin Xuan was confident that they wouldn’t be able to concoct a beautiful lie before him.

With that thought, he flicked his sleeve and sent out a bright green aura, enveloping the gray-clothed man.

"Bang..."

A muffled sound echoed as the man slowly regained consciousness.

Lin Xuan’s face showed relief, but just then, something unexpected happened. A layer of black energy appeared on the man's face, resembling a living entity. It quickly covered his entire face.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan hurriedly retreated, but it was too late. A loud explosion filled the air as the man self-destructed.

Damn it! Not only had their souls been tampered with; this guy also had strange restrictions on him to prevent any secrets from being revealed.

Lin Xuan’s face turned extremely grim. The explosion hadn't injured them, but the other three were fully engulfed and would have no chance of survival.

Wouldn’t his leads be cut off?

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he realized that despite capturing five opponents alive, this was still a failure. He had encountered many cunning enemies on his path to cultivation, but this one ranked among the top three...

A formidable opponent!

He couldn't leave without eliminating him.

But with all five dead and no words of confession before their deaths, how could Lin Xuan find out who the mastermind was?

Feeling at a loss, Lin Xuan sighed. He decided not to dwell on the problem for now.

He walked forward to check the spatial node's condition. Based on his speculation, the five Spirit Dividing Realm cultivators were leisurely gathered here, so the node had likely been destroyed. But he wouldn't be content until he confirmed it.

Covering only a short distance, Lin Xuan arrived quickly. A large hole, over ten feet in diameter, appeared before him, deep and dark with thick black energy emanating from within.

Though nothing seemed different from his last visit, Lin Xuan’s expression remained grim. Once spatial laws were involved, the consequences could be severe.

He released a powerful divine sense into the vortex but was immediately swallowed by its dense blackness.

Lin Xuan didn’t stop; he intensified his divine sense and even used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. He searched inch by inch within the vortex. After nearly half an hour...

Finally, Lin Xuan found something. He flicked his sleeve and sent out a green aura that vanished into the vortex, like a cow entering the sea.

However, loud rumbling sounds echoed like popping beans. The vortex shrank significantly as the black energy seemed to dissipate.

"Damn it! These guys really tampered with the node, making it so hidden. If he had entered recklessly, he would have met his end."

Lin Xuan’s face was extremely grim, even with a hint of fear. The mastermind had set such a covert trap, clearly targeting him as prey.

The enemy lurking in the shadows made Lin Xuan more wary. He wasn’t angry; however, he wouldn’t overlook this betrayal and would seek revenge one day.

Anger filled his heart. After so many trials on his path to cultivation, encountering such a significant loss without knowing who the enemy was had been rare.

This guy was too cunning, setting up an impenetrable plot. But Lin Xuan didn't believe in perfect plans; he released his divine sense and searched nearby.

He found nothing!

After searching for a long time, there were no clues.

Finally, Lin Xuan gave up reluctantly.

A short while later, he returned to the location where the cultivators had perished.

A skeleton lay before him. A young woman in white clothes, barely twenty years old, but her ordinary appearance and unremarkable beauty didn’t hide her resentment and reluctance to die.

"Hey, what's she holding?"

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed as interest flashed in his eyes. (To be continued.) (For mobile users, please read on the app.)
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The woman had clearly perished, yet her right palm tightly clutched something. This wasn't unusual; typically, when someone was dying, they would hold onto what mattered most to them, to prevent it from slipping away.

This thought was correct, but one should not forget that Lin Xuan had just released his spirit sense to find clues about the mystery, and he hadn’t discovered any treasure in her hand.

Something capable of deceiving his spirit sense truly wasn't trivial. With this realization, a curious expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face. Without further action, a mental thread was sent out, and a flash of light revealed an item from her hand.

Lin Xuan caught it with one hand.

Upon closer inspection, a smooth jade pendant floated before his eyes. It was crafted from玄玉 (mysterious jade), a material of great value. However, what Lin Xuan found most intriguing were the clues this pendant provided.

The front side of the jade was empty and smooth, but on the back, there were several ancient-looking characters.

Lin Xuan recognized them; they read "灵狐尊者" (Venerable Spirit Fox).

"Venerable Spirit Fox. Could it be that this guy is behind all this?" Lin Xuan mused aloud, closing his eyes as he pondered.

Clearly, the jade pendant revealed a lot of clues, but whether Venerable Spirit Fox was indeed behind everything remained uncertain. There were two possibilities: one, he might be; or, this could still be a trap to mislead him into fighting Venerable Spirit Fox, while the real mastermind reaped the benefits.

Which scenario would it be?

Lin Xuan leaned more towards the former and had his reasons for doing so. After all, the white-robed woman was also manipulated by the same mastermind, who killed her. There was no need for her to set up a diversion at this point; her expression before death—full of resentment and unwillingness—indicated that.

If he hadn't guessed wrong, she only learned about being used as a pawn right before her demise, driven by anger and unwilling to be manipulated so easily. At this moment, it was too late for her to reveal the mastermind's identity, so she took out the jade pendant with the intention of exposing his true self.

This could be seen as revenge; after all, he treated her like a pawn, discarded when no longer needed, and that was heart-wrenching. The complex web of grudges between them was irrelevant to Lin Xuan. He only cared about identifying the mastermind behind everything.

Based on current information, Venerable Spirit Fox had significant suspicion. While he couldn't be one hundred percent sure, there was an 80% chance that this was true.

"Venerable Spirit Fox," Lin Xuan murmured, recalling all the clues related to him. He could confirm that he never met this person and had no grudges or favors with them. So why did they target him?

Though Lin Xuan had only recently advanced to the Transcendence stage, Cloud Conceal Sect was now a top force in the Dragon Realm. Collecting information on old monsters at the Transcendence stage wasn't too difficult.

Lin Xuan had instructed his disciples below to pay attention.

Venerable Spirit Fox was undoubtedly an old monster from the Transcendence stage. His name might lead people to believe he was a妖族 (yao-zu, demon race) cultivator, but that wasn’t true.

This early-stage Transcendence monster was indeed a genuine human cultivator. Why he was called Venerable Spirit Fox had its reasons. Legend said not only did this old monster have formidable strength, but his cunning matched that of a fox, with a heart as sharp as a needle.

He preferred to outwit rather than fight in battles. This was his favorite saying.

Moreover, he was a narrow-minded individual who would take revenge for even minor slights. Because he was so difficult to deal with, even mid-stage Transcendence cultivators were reluctant to offend him, fearing they might be tricked at any moment.

However, Venerable Spirit Fox had deep foresight and wouldn't easily provoke enemies. Legend said his enemies were few but his acquaintances many, as he maintained good relations with many peers.

Thoughts of the information related to Lin Xuan flowed through his mind, leaving him more puzzled. Why would such a cautious and non-aggressive individual, who had no grudges or recent conflicts with him, expend so much effort targeting him?

Lin Xuan believed that the other party wasn't acting on a whim; there must be reasons, but he couldn’t figure them out despite his sharp mind.

"Alright."

Regardless of the reason, Venerable Spirit Fox's involvement was undeniable. This clear and decisive arrangement matched his usual style. If not for the white-robed woman’s unexpected action, Lin Xuan would still be in a fog, unable to discern who his enemy was.

As an old saying goes: "Planning is within human control; success depends on heaven." Since he couldn't figure it out now, there was no need to dwell on it. He would directly confront Venerable Spirit Fox and deal with this Transcendence cultivator, who dared to trouble him. He was like a long-lived person hanging from a tree branch, hoping for more life.

A fierce look flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he emitted a blue glow all over his body and broke through the earth, breaking through the void.

...

At an unknown distance away, another secluded paradise.

The Spirit Fox Mountain stretched for miles, its scenery picturesque but remote. The renowned Venerable Spirit Fox lived here. Although it was called a cave dwelling, it covered several thousand acres, with lush landscapes and abundant qi. It was truly a fairyland.

This was a medicinal garden where various rare herbs grew in abundance, each of high grade and age. Any item plucked from this place would be priceless treasures.

Clearly, this was Venerable Spirit Fox's personal herb garden. Two people were walking around here—on the left, an old man slightly shorter than average with ordinary features but sharp eyes that occasionally flashed cunning glints; on the right, a beautiful woman dressed in colorful attire, resembling a venomous snake.

Lin Xuan would have been alarmed if he had been present, as he knew this woman well and had fought her multiple times. Their grudges were deep, and she wished to extract his soul and essence.

Holy Serpent Ancestor! (To be continued.)
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Why would the Precious Snake be here?

Although this woman's strength was inferior to that of Ice Soul, she was still a genuine True Demon Ancestor. Normally, it wouldn't be easy for her to come to the Spirit Realm without special reasons, as it could cause significant disturbances and even lead to conflicts between the Demon Realm and the Spirit Realm.

This was indeed perplexing.

However, upon closer inspection, one would notice that although this woman's appearance and figure were identical to those of the Precious Snake, her strength was clearly inferior. She had only just passed through the initial stage of Tribulation Transformation.

From this, it could be inferred that she was not the Precious Snake herself but rather an incarnation of her.

To understand, one must know that at the level of a True Demon Ancestor, each individual would have several incarnations. The main body coming to the Spirit Realm would bring many complications, but with just one incarnation, there would be fewer concerns. Even if some顶级大能 discovered it, it wouldn't lead to conflicts between the two realms.

However, her appearance at Spirit Fox Mountain was worth considering. If his guess was correct, it likely had something to do with Lin Xuan.

Could it be that this woman was actually the true mastermind behind the eradication of the Ghost Script Sect?

All of this remained unknown to Lin Xuan, who was currently on his way to Spirit Fox Mountain.

"Fair Lady, how about that lotus snow参? It has grown for two ten-thousand years and is already at the stage where it can communicate. Can I trade it for a Nine Transformation Spirit Snake Pill?" The voice of the Spirit Fox Patriarch sounded in his ears, with an expectant tone. Clearly, the Nine Transformation Spirit Snake Pill would be very useful to him.

However, the Precious Snake paid no attention, her expression clearly showing displeasure and even a sneer: "Spirit Fox, do you still want to play tricks on me? Getting a Nine Transformation Spirit Snake Pill isn't difficult; I can give you one or two pills. Just follow what this Saint Ancestor says instead of being so hypocritical."

"Hypocritical, my friend, you are greatly wronging me," the Spirit Fox Patriarch immediately protested: "I have already sent several capable disciples to deal with that Lin Xuan!"

"Humph. A few Spirit Stage cultivators, what use do they serve? I want you to eliminate that boy, not send a few disciples to just cause him trouble. Eradicating the Ghost Script Sect is useless," the Precious Snake said coldly.

"You cannot say such things."

The repeated scolding made the Spirit Fox Patriarch somewhat displeased as well; after all, he was also a cultivator at the Tribulation Transformation stage: "Eliminating that boy isn't as easy as you think. That Lin Xuan is no ordinary figure but a troublesome one with far greater strength than his peers. Even Old Monster Xue fell to him. I am only at the early Spirit Stage, so eliminating that boy might end up killing me instead of getting those Nine Transformation Spirit Snake Pills, which are precious enough not worth risking my life for."

"You..."

The other party spoke bluntly, clearly explaining the situation. Although the Precious Snake was both shocked and angry, she was left speechless as her anger turned to a boiling rage. Just then, the cunning and experienced Spirit Fox Patriarch changed his tone.

"Fair Lady, don't be anxious or upset. Eliminating that boy is indeed difficult, but do you think I sent disciples to eradicate the Ghost Script Sect just for your sake? You are mistaken; my actions have their reasons."

"Oh, could it be that you've made some discoveries?"

The Precious Snake had also calmed down now. After all, as a True Demon Ancestor who had lived for countless eons, she was not only powerful but also very shrewd.

"Indeed, I did discover something," the Spirit Fox Patriarch said with a hint of pride on his face: "Fair Lady, think about it. The Ghost Script Sect's main headquarters is eight thousand miles away from Cloud Concealment Sect. They have never had any dealings before. Why would Lin Xuan suddenly appear there and become an outer force for that sect? There must be a reason behind this. My people discovered something significant when they probed."

"Oh, please tell me," the Precious Snake's angry expression gradually faded as she replaced it with surprise. Clearly, she was interested; after all, his analysis made sense and wasn't just to appease her.

"Originally, that Ghost Script Sect isn’t unremarkable but has a spatial node."

"A spatial node?"

"That’s right. It should be a gateway to the Yin Realm."

"What? A gateway to the Yin Realm's Netherworld?"

The Precious Snake's expression changed dramatically; a True Demon Ancestor showing such shock was unusual. In that moment, she thought of many things.

Her sister Ice Soul had once sent an incarnation to the lost realm where it was eliminated by Lin Xuan. Could it be that the Seven Treasures of Māra were in this boy’s hands and he knew their secrets?

Although it was just a guess, the more she thought about it, the more plausible it seemed. Otherwise, she couldn’t fathom why Lin Xuan would want to use such a gateway to the Netherworld.

The Seven Treasures of Māra was the most reasonable explanation.

How detestable! This boy must be born with a natural enmity towards her. The Seven Treasures of Māra could not fall into his hands; he had to be eliminated.

"Fair Lady, what’s wrong?"

When the Spirit Fox Patriarch spoke halfway through, he saw the Precious Snake's expression change dramatically. Surprised and thinking about the spatial node leading to the Netherworld, he realized it was likely hiding a great secret.

He didn’t rashly inquire because the other party wouldn't tell him anything. However, he wouldn't give up; instead, he began pondering what benefits this unexpected clue could bring him.

The Spirit Fox Patriarch was cunning and shrewd, always seizing opportunities to gain an advantage.

But before he could fully sort out his thoughts, a faint "thud" reached his ears. The Spirit Fox Patriarch's expression changed as he extended his hand and tapped his waist, retrieving several small beads the size of dragon eyes. However, their surfaces were cracked and had already shattered.

His pupils constricted; these weren't ordinary treasures but the life essence pearls of his disciples. Their shattering indicated that they had all perished.

The Precious Snake on the side saw this clearly as well. With her extensive knowledge, she wouldn’t mistake it for anything else: "So, you sent several little guys who all died? You aren’t omniscient; is the Ghost Script Sect really so powerful?"

"Omniscient, Fair Lady, don't flatter me," the Spirit Fox Patriarch said with a bitter smile. "Regarding the Ghost Script Sect, there was only one middle-stage Spirit Stage disciple. It’s impossible for them to have eliminated my disciples. They must have encountered some unexpected situation."

"Unexpected situation? What kind of unexpected situation?" The Precious Snake said dismissively.

"I don’t know either, but if I’m not mistaken, it might be that troublesome Lin Xuan has come nearby," the Spirit Fox Patriarch said slowly. (To be continued.)
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"Wait, you're saying that Lin Xuan has returned to the main sect of the Talisman Ghost Sect?" Bao She's expression turned grim.

Just now, she had only guessed, but if Lin Xuan really came back so quickly, his purpose would be worth considering. The spatial node was the best explanation.

He seemed eager to head for Yīnshi Netherworld. Without a doubt, he must have already figured out the secrets of the Seven Treasures of Māsōu.

How detestable! Could this boy also want to obtain the power of King Māsōu like Ice Soul Sister?

Bao She was naturally filled with intense hatred for Lin Xuan. If she could, she would personally extract his soul and refine it.

However, she had only come as a manifestation into the Spirit Realm.

Facing ordinary early-stage Transcender cultivators, perhaps she wouldn't fear, but this Lin Xuan couldn't be treated like any other. In the Lost Plane, even one of Ice Soul Sister's manifestations was destroyed by him. She asked herself, though both were True Demonic Ancestors, her power was still inferior to that of Ice Soul Sister.

If his sister's manifestation couldn't defeat him, she would surely die in a one-on-one fight with this boy.

She didn't care about the loss of a single manifestation, but wouldn't waste her life for nothing.

How could she stop or even intercept Lin Xuan?

Bao She began to ponder.

Her gaze quickly fell on the nearby Spirit Fox Immortal.

Facing him alone was impossible; she needed help.

"Friend Daoist Spirit Fox, do you have any interest in avenging your disciple?"

"Revenge? Daoist friend is joking. To risk one's life for a few disciples against an equal-level cultivator... I am not that foolish."

Elders of the Transcender stage were all afraid to die; with the cunning Spirit Fox Immortal, she couldn't be so easily fooled.

"If you join me, what then?"

"Do you not fear causing misunderstandings? Causing a war between the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm..."

The Spirit Fox Immortal said in surprise.

As a True Demonic Ancestor, Bao She was already known to many. Just one manifestation descending wouldn't be noticed by major cultivators of the Spirit Realm, but if she acted, the outcome would be unpredictable, making it hard to fool anyone.

"Your Highness has your reasons. I won't trouble you further." Bao She said coldly: "Then, with Your Highness accompanying me, are you still afraid of that Lin boy?"

"Why should a lady use such bait? My past with Lin Xuan is clear; there's no grudge or enmity now. Why would I risk my life for him without sufficient benefits?" the Spirit Fox Immortal said with a hint of cunning in her eyes.

"Hmph, just say what you want."

Bao She laughed instead: "If you help me, how about three Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pills as payment?"

"Three Nine Transformations Spirit Snake Pills are good, but not enough." The Spirit Fox Immortal's face showed greed.

"What if I add one Ice Soul Melting Snow Pill?"

"What? Lady actually has this?" the Spirit Fox Immortal was truly surprised.

"I have no reason to lie," Bao She said. Her jade hand flicked, and an epiphany flew out. The bottle cap opened, revealing a white pill.

It didn't look extraordinary at first glance but emitted a intoxicating fragrance.

The Spirit Fox Immortal's eyes flashed with seriousness as she raised her right hand. A flame appeared from the tip of her finger: "Go!"

That flame vanished and merged into the white pill like a stone dropped in water, leaving no trace.

But soon, the pill turned red, then returned to its original state after some time.

"Indeed, it's Ice Soul Melting Snow Pill."

The Spirit Fox Immortal said with a single word. Her greed was evident; she might have tried to snatch it if not for her estimation of Bao She's strength.

Of course, such a treasure is genuine. Can this Highness deceive you? With this treasure, your chances of advancing to Transcender middle-stage are greatly increased. As long as you help me, here it is.

"Agreed!"

The Spirit Fox Immortal discarded her cunning and immediately agreed. Riches come from danger; although Lin Xuan was formidable, with Bao She's manifestation by his side, he seemed more likely to lose than win.

There would be risks, but what in the cultivation world can be guaranteed?

"Since that is settled, let's go intercept that Lin boy."

Bao She's heart was eager. Once they reached an agreement, she emitted a wave of demonic light and transformed into a black streak rushing forward.

The Spirit Fox Immortal hesitated for a moment before stomping her foot and chasing after them.

...

Lin Xuan didn't know about this. He wanted to trouble the Spirit Fox Immortal but found himself targeted as well.

To some extent, it was like a perfect match. However, Lin Xuan never expected that his enemies weren't just the Spirit Fox Immortal.

Lin Xuan's遁光quickly moved through space, covering countless miles in an instant.

A desert appeared before his eyes. He didn't know what this desert was called but knew he wouldn't be far from the Spirit Fox Mountains soon.

How should he act? Although Lin Xuan had an 80% chance that the Spirit Fox Immortal was behind it, he couldn't be certain and still suspected a possible trap by someone else.

He didn't want to fall into their scheme. Therefore, he needed to confirm if the Spirit Fox Immortal was indeed the mastermind but found no good ideas along the way.

As he flew, Lin Xuan pondered. Suddenly, his brows furrowed as he looked up; two streaks of light were speeding towards them from ahead.

Although there was no obvious spiritual pressure emanating from their bodies, that subtle aura revealed their strength.

Transcender stage!

Lin Xuan was both surprised and amazed.

Considering the few Transcenders in the Spirit Realm, how did they meet so easily? And two at once—was this a mistake?

Why would such powerful old monsters venture out? This place wasn't far from the Spirit Fox Mountains; could one of them be the sought-after Elder Spirit Fox?

Who was the other person then?

Lin Xuan didn't know and had no time to speculate. He couldn't hide anymore as they were only a few million miles apart, insignificant for their existence. They must have already detected his presence.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated; he gritted his teeth and rushed forward. (To be continued.)
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They say that what is meant to be, will not go away; and what is not meant to be, can't be avoided.

With the situation as it stands, hiding one's head while showing one's tail would serve no purpose. It was merely adding to the embarrassment.

Moreover, this unexpected encounter only made Lin Xuan feel a bit taken aback. He certainly wasn’t afraid.

After all, what could two Transcendence Realm existences do? From the fluctuations in spiritual energy, these two fellows were merely initial-stage cultivators. With his own strength, he had no need to worry about much.

Even if they teamed up, his chances of victory would still be quite high.

A look of determination flashed across Lin Xuan's face as his light form became even more radiant.

Just a few miles, and with their cultivation levels, the encounter happened almost instantaneously.

"Is it you!"

Lin Xuan landed his light form, raised his head, and scanned ahead.

Upon seeing the other party’s appearance clearly, Lin Xuan couldn't help but narrow his eyes.

A precious snake!

This woman had actually descended to the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan felt a sudden sense of caution. True Demon Ancestor was far from being comparable to ordinary Transcendence Realm existences. Even now, he would rather not encounter her.

Fortunately, this precious snake wasn't the main body descending; at most, it was an incarnation.

Of course, even as an incarnation, its strength far exceeded that of a typical initial-stage cultivator. But with some caution, he should be able to handle it.

The appearance of the precious snake here wasn’t just by chance. Could it be that his speculation was wrong? Wasn't the scene at Fugui Sect actually orchestrated by her?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced but didn't ignore the fellow beside the precious snake. He was an old man with a short stature and a cunning expression.

Spirit Fox Patriarch!

Although he had never met this great cultivator, his appearance matched the rumors exactly. Therefore, there was no need to doubt his identity; it was undoubtedly the Spirit Fox Patriarch.

Lin Xuan's face darkened.

It seemed that his original guess wasn't entirely wrong. Even if the precious snake was the mastermind behind everything, the Spirit Fox Patriarch would certainly not be innocent.

"Little Lin, hand over the Seven Treasures of Naraka, and this Saint Ancestor will let you go. Past grievances can all be forgotten today, how about it?"

Lin Xuan was still pondering in his mind as a cold voice suddenly echoed within him.

It didn't need to say that the instigator was the precious snake.

Although she hated Lin Xuan deeply, at her level of strength, she wouldn’t fail to discern priorities.

Little Lin’s strength shouldn't be underestimated. It would be better not to engage in battle and subdue the enemy without fighting if possible.

While it was highly unlikely for him to voluntarily hand over the treasure, trying never hurt.

Unfortunately, his efforts were in vain.

However, the name "Seven Treasures of Naraka" caught Lin Xuan's attention.

It sounded familiar.

After a moment’s thought, he remembered. He had received that mysterious bracelet from the palace of King Naraka. It was no ordinary item; however, with his eyes, he couldn’t discern its purpose. But there were some small characters engraved on it—exactly the Seven Treasures of Naraka.

The precious snake hated him deeply but still valued this item so much. Its value might even exceed his initial expectations.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged as he feigned confusion and asked, "What is the Seven Treasures of Naraka? I have never heard of it."

"Hmph! What use is pretending to be ignorant? If you don't hand over that treasure today, this Saint Ancestor will not hesitate to keep you here even if it means sacrificing this incarnation."

The precious snake's voice echoed again, with a hidden threat. However, Lin Xuan laughed instead: "To keep me here, your words are bold. If it were the main body, naturally, you would have the right to speak such words. But a mere incarnation dares to command me? Do you think yourself invincible?"

Lin Xuan's words were extremely disrespectful. He had long since broken all pretenses with the precious snake and had no reason to hide anything. Even if he offended her, it didn’t matter; their grievances were already beyond reconciliation.

Moreover, Lin Xuan was furious. After much effort, he found a spatial node, only for it to be destroyed by the other party. This grudge wasn't as severe as a mortal enemy, but it still left him extremely frustrated. Meeting the master now, not showing his anger would have been better; harsh words were nothing.

"Good! Good!"

The precious snake was enraged. As True Demon Ancestor, her status and position were comparable to that of an Immortal or Demon King. When had she ever endured such insults? This little Lin was simply reckless, nearly making her lose her composure.

With a flick of her jade hand, she prepared to summon a treasure. Words were wasted on those who didn't share common ground; once they tore down the facade, there was nothing left to say.

Each would unleash their full power, and the outcome could only be seen in battle.

This principle was clear to both Lin Xuan and the precious snake. Since the fight had already begun with no suspense, why should he hold back?

As the saying goes, "The first strike is strong; the second suffers."

Before his words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, revealing a silver glow. Nine Palaces Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming through water, its surface emitting runes that shimmered as it grew to several feet long, slicing towards the front with the force of a storm.

The momentum was overwhelming. The Nine Palaces Sword was already an extraordinary treasure; after absorbing millions of sword souls, its power was formidable indeed. Even compared to Primordial Spirit Treasure, the difference wasn’t significant.

Moreover, unlike Spirit Treasures, as his life-bound treasure, it had some connection with his mind but could be controlled effortlessly.

Lin Xuan didn't need any sword techniques; a mere thought and the countless sword lights enveloped the other party heavily.

Looking around, they almost covered half of the sky, with thousands upon thousands of flying swords visible. Clearly, Lin Xuan was using the technique to divide light into shadows. He wanted to see how the other party would handle it.

The precious snake raised her eyebrows, and a look of admiration appeared on her face.

As the saying goes, "Seeing is believing."

For the precious snake, the death of Ice Soul Sister’s incarnation had always been a sore point. Was this little Lin so formidable? Just by advancing to Transcendence Realm, he already possessed such terrifying strength?

Comparable to the old King Naraka in the past.

But now she realized that Little Lin couldn’t be judged by ordinary standards; with so many sword lights, even she was struggling to cope.

If it were just a large number of sword lights, the precious snake wouldn't care. However, this treasure was truly extraordinary, with subtle法则力量emanating from each beam.

Even if it weren't her, any ordinary initial-stage Transcendence Realm existence in her position might be instantly killed by not paying attention.

Indeed, instant kill. This little Lin was far more powerful than she had anticipated.

The precious snake's eyes flashed with intense killing intent. She couldn’t allow this little Lin to continue growing; otherwise, one day, he might even threaten her main body.

She must exert all her efforts and kill him here now.
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The danger had to be snuffed out in its infancy. The Treasure Snake was determined; no matter what, she would eliminate Lin Xuan here.

Facing the falling sword lights like rain, she naturally did not retreat.

With a flick of her jade hand, dark demonic energy surged forth and transformed into a thick layer of light curtain, enveloping her delicate figure.

A myriad of sword lights descended.

The clinking sounds entered his ears. Although each sword light was extremely sharp, they could not easily penetrate her defenses.

True Demon Ancestor, indeed, was no small matter; everyone's divine techniques had their unique aspects.

However, mere defense was insufficient. A fierce glint flashed in the Treasure Snake’s eyes as she flicked her hand again and made a sealing gesture.

A light ball appeared in her palm.

Though it resembled an egg in size, its colors were vividly diverse, so dazzling that they could not be described further.

"Break!"

The Treasure Snake whispered softly. With one hand, she pushed the light ball out.

"What technique is this?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he felt a hint of danger flash through his mind at that moment, though he couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it was. The light ball moved too swiftly; before he could change his tactics, it had already reached the densest part of the sword lights.

Could it be...

Watching this process, Lin Xuan’s thoughts began to form a hypothesis, but by then, it was too late to change his strategy.

Boom!

The light ball exploded. However, no lightning or fire appeared; instead, colorful mist emerged from within.

This mist was extremely sticky and instantly adhered to the sword lights.

At the same time, it emitted an odor so repulsive that it made one want to vomit, very pungent.

"Indeed..."

Lin Xuan murmured. The sword lights dimmed significantly once enveloped by this strange mist, even weakening his connection with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The legend was true; some demonic abilities could corrupt a cultivator’s essence treasures. The opponent’s move was indeed vicious. Such techniques would likely leave ordinary cultivators struggling to defend.

Once an essence treasure was destroyed, the mental strain would bring one closer to demise.

The Treasure Snake had planned well, but in front of him, it was like displaying her skills before a master.

Seeing the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword tainted, Lin Xuan showed no signs of worry. He clenched his hands, and crackling sounds filled the air as black lightning emerged from the resilient surface.

The Illusory Yin Divine Thunder had the same effect; this was A Shura King’s secret technique. Lin Xuan employed a strategy to counter poison with poison.

That colorful mist was swiftly enveloped by the black lightning, dissolving into nothingness.

"Illusory Yin Divine Thunder!"

A look of disbelief appeared on the Treasure Snake's face as she struggled to lift her heavy-looking magic axe with one hand despite her slender frame. Her pure demonic energy spewed from her mouth.

Crack!

The giant axe absorbed the demonic energy, and intricate patterns emerged on its surface, emitting a heart-stirring法则 power. With a raised right hand, she swung the axe down forcefully.

Silent yet powerful.

A force capable of splitting heaven and earth emanated from the axe’s surface.

The entire sky turned pale in an instant, then bubbled like boiling water.

Not only was the void slashed open; it seemed that this plane's spatial laws had been altered by this strike.

What a terrifying strength. This was just one manifestation. It was hard to imagine what would be seen if the True Demon Ancestor were here.

Lin Xuan was equally awestruck, then took a deep breath.

He did not retreat.

Raising his right hand, he formed a fist in mid-air as all the sword lights vanished.

As if they had never been there.

In their place, a celestial sword materialized before him, thin like a cicada’s wing and semi-transparent. The sword looked fragile but contained heart-stirring法则 power.

Lin Xuan shook his hand with immense gravity and swung it downward.

The movement was incredibly agile, silent yet powerful. A majestic wave of剑气 obscured the sky, grand in its momentum.

But in an instant, all the剑气 condensed into a slender crystal thread.

In the next moment, it clashed with the brilliant axe blade.

Boom!

The force was indescribable; as if the entire void had been swallowed up. The two different 法则 forces collided and entangled fiercely.

Each collision brought destruction.

For a while, neither side could gain an upper hand. Meanwhile, the Spirit Fox Patriarch’s eyes were wide with amazement. He was also at the early stage of渡劫, but he had never witnessed such powerful combat. To call it breathtaking was not an exaggeration.

The Treasure Snake was one of the nine True Demon Ancestors and far beyond ordinary people. Such strength for a manifestation was understandable.

But this boy hadn’t been famous in a century; how could he be so formidable?

Though the Spirit Fox Patriarch was envious, he still felt a hint of admiration.

At that moment, cold words echoed in his ears: "Spirit Fox friend, I have already ensnared this boy. If you don’t act now, when will you?"

The Spirit Fox Patriarch sighed. He didn’t want to make enemies but had long suspected Lin Xuan’s presence here.

With no retreat possible, he decided to take full advantage of the Treasure Snake’s assistance and use all his strength to eliminate this boy. One, it would remove a potential threat; two, he could gain benefits from the promise made by the other party—a win-win situation.

He was known for his cunning.

In an instant, he understood the pros and cons clearly.

A fierce glint flashed in his eyes as he reached into his waistband and pulled out a blood-red gourd.

With a flick of his hand, he unleashed the treasure.

Boom!

Mighty flames erupted from the gourd.

However, these flames did not attack Lin Xuan; instead, they hovered around him.

The Spirit Fox Patriarch’s face was grave as strange incantations emerged from his mouth.

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded. The flames surged like seawater, and bizarre creatures emerged from within.

There were tigers with two heads, giant mantises, bats with four wings, and even some that resembled trees.

What a strange spell! What kind of treasure was this gourd?

Even Lin Xuan, with his vast knowledge, couldn’t help feeling shocked. In an instant, the monsters born from the flames numbered over a hundred, charging towards him aggressively. (To be continued.)
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These creatures, formed from condensed flames, did not emit any spiritual pressure. Using his divine sense, Lin Xuan could barely discern their strength.

However, Lin Xuan's experience was vast enough to recognize the formidable nature of these beings just by their appearance. With hundreds of them present, it was clear that this was a serious threat.

Moreover, Master Ma had no reservations about holding back now that he had openly broken with Lin Xuan. Determined to kill Lin Xuan here and now, he unleashed his full power.

Despite being known for his cunning, as a Transcendence Realm powerhouse, Master Ma's strength was formidable. With a flick of his sleeve, a howling hurricane appeared, towering over the sky, its presence shocking in scale.

"Quickly!"

With that, he pointed at Lin Xuan with a finger. A loud tearing sound echoed as hundreds of massive wind blades emerged from the hurricane, each blade measuring several feet in diameter. The white light on their surface was blinding, slicing through the void and leaving traces of destruction behind—far more powerful than ordinary wind blade techniques.

The precious snake could clearly see this, and with great joy, it poured even more magical energy into its magic axe, aiming to kill Lin Xuan decisively here and now. With wolves at the gate and tigers at the rear, Lin Xuan's situation was dire indeed. If another Transcendence Realm veteran were in his place, he would surely suffer severe injuries.

Yet, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear. He formed hand seals, and the Nine Palaces Sword Technique flew about him, gradually pushing back the dense magical aura surrounding the precious snake.

This was truly astonishing. The True Demon Ancestor's manifestation was far beyond what a peer could withstand. Yet, Lin Xuan seemed to ignore it entirely, gaining the upper hand in just a few exchanges.

The shock on the spirit fox elder's face turned into anger as he realized that this young man dared to look down upon him. He poured more magical energy into his attack, determined to kill Lin Xuan at any cost.

However, Lin Xuan seemed oblivious to his attacks, showing not even an iota of caution or contempt. The spirit fox elder was both amazed and angered by this. As a Transcendence Realm powerhouse himself, he couldn't believe that such a bold youth would dare to look down on him.

"Damnit!"

Pulling out a jadeas desired / according to one's wish from his pocket, he waved it, and the jade light shone brightly in a colorful aura. It transformed into an enormous tiger, its form indistinct but emitting a powerful spiritual pressure nearing Transcendence Realm levels. With a blood-red mouth, it shot out a thick beam of light that instantly vaporized the void.

The beam appeared just ten feet away from Lin Xuan. The spirit fox elder's strength was inferior to the precious snake's, but his full power attacks were formidable. If Lin Xuan didn't dodge, he would surely die. However, Lin Xuan did not dodge!

He had a purpose and strategy behind this. As all attacks approached him, golden light suddenly burst from his back.

The dazzling golden light was brighter than the sun itself before converging into a magnificent deity figure. With nine heads and eighteen arms, each arm in a different pose, and each head displaying unique expressions, it was clear that this deity figure was incredibly powerful, far beyond ordinary cultivators' expectations.

Facing the spirit fox elder's terrifying attacks, Lin Xuan remained indifferent, showing he had something to rely on. The Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique, which Lin Xuan had practiced for a thousand years and mastered, now operated by itself as he wove hand seals.

First came the blood-red beam of light. This technique could pierce through the void, making it formidable indeed. It was just three feet away from Lin Xuan when the golden light blurred, blocking the attack. More astonishingly, one head opened its mouth and swallowed the beam.

"Impossible!"

The spirit fox elder was stunned. He knew his own technique well; such a method of defense seemed too incredible. At this moment, the precious snake's voice echoed with malice: "Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique, already at a minor stage of perfection. Young Lin, you are indeed a descendant of the Black Moon Clan?"

"What? The Black Moon Clan? They disappeared millions of years ago?" The spirit fox elder was shocked and almost disbelieving. But he knew that with the precious snake's keen eyesight, there was no mistake.

However, delving into Lin Xuan's origins now would be pointless. His immediate goal was to kill this youth here; otherwise, he would create an endless threat.

With a deep breath, he poured more magical energy in. The wind blades grew twice as large, and the flame creatures approached Lin Xuan, ready to engulf him at any moment.

As the deity figure moved again, its arms flicked and pointed, fingers snapping rapidly. With each movement, spatial ripples surged. Light spheres appeared in the void before transforming into various magical weapons, which shot towards the wind blades.

The sound of clashing echoed as divine light shone brightly. The spirit fox elder's hard-earned spell was easily nullified by this technique.

"Impossible!"

The old monster was both shocked and angry. Lin Xuan's effortless maneuvers made him envious and jealous. Was this youth a demon? A mere deity figure could be so powerful, defying all natural limits.

The spirit fox elder wanted to vomit blood. But there was no turning back now. Determined, he showed a fierce expression. Having broken two of his techniques, how would he deal with these magical beasts?

These magical beasts were a precious treasure he had struggled for years to obtain; their power was formidable, even for Transcendence Realm existences.

Roaring!

Before the thought could fully form, those flame creatures indeed rushed towards Lin Xuan. However, Lin Xuan did not dodge but continued to fend off the precious snake with his eighteen arms. Nine heads opened their eyes, and ancient incantations emerged from their mouths.
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"Is it you?"

The air was filled with explosions as both parties unleashed a series of powerful techniques, tearing the void apart into powder.

Within a hundred miles around, the scene transformed into a chaotic realm. The sight was blurry and indistinct, yet faintly terrifyinglaw or principle emanated from it.

The snake's face showed shock. Though only at the初级 (jīqí): primary or beginner's level stage of Transcending Tribulation, he possessed such formidable strength. If left to grow, he might one day rival that legendary Asura King.

No, today must see his demise here. Any cost was worth it.

Her eyes flashed with determination.

With a wave of her jade hand, a treasure flew out from her sleeve.

Black as ink, it resembled an eerie demon snake but shimmered with metallic luster.

"Unexpected to use this treasure!"

The girl's self-uttered voice entered his ears. Her eyes showed reluctance, quickly replaced by resolve.

This was aprimordial artifact, though somewhat damaged.

But that mattered not. With full effort, she could still harness its three-tenths power to kill the young Lin.

With her lips parting, she recited ancient and arcane incantations.

Complex纹 (wén): pattern, mark, or engraving arrays emerged from the treasure's surface along with heart-stirring aura.

"This... is aprimordial artifact!"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. He recognized such rarity.

As a True Demon Ancestor, possessing aprimordial魔宝 was not unusual. But this mereincarnation or manifestation should not have one.

Yet Lin Xuan was undaunted.

Aprimordial魔宝? Not ordinary for me.

Such treasures were within my grasp too.

At that moment, he hesitated not, nor showed any weakness.

With a wave of his sleeve, another treasure appeared.

An ancient scroll with emerald light flickering and divine radiance emanating from it.

The Immortal Sword Diagram!

This was a newly-bornprimordial artifact. Without effort, its surface emitted rule-like power, the Dao's essence flowing forth.

A supreme divine object!

The snake's eyes widened in disbelief.

Impossible! This young Lin also has aprimordial artifact. A mere初级 (jīqí): primary or beginner's level cultivator, such fortune is too outrageous from any angle.

As a True Demon Ancestor, living for millions of years, he should have heard of famousprimordialSpiritual Treasure, even if not seen them firsthand.

But this scroll was unseen before.

Is this a joke? This young Lin has been too fortunate.

Jealousy flickered in the snake's heart.

Yet quickly, such thoughts vanished. The priority was to kill the young Lin here.

Even with aprimordialSpiritual Treasure, his strength was insufficient to fully utilize it. Forced use would only reveal its surface powers.

With this thought, her expression regained composure. Though inferior to the original form, she understood the laws of nature far better than the new Lin.

This was undeniable.

Her jade hand raised, pointing forward.

Sizzle...

Sharp light erupted as the strange demon treasure vanished.

Around Lin Xuan, a terrifying rule-like force enveloped him, binding him like chains.

"Can rules of nature be used this way?"

Lin Xuan was also startled. Having only recently Transcended Tribulation, his understanding of these laws far surpassed others, but without guidance, he could only experiment.

Seeing the snake's technique, Lin Xuan felt a sudden clarity.

Unfortunately, she was an enemy, not a friend. Her guidance would have greatly benefited him.

In that split second, Lin Xuan thought this. He found it absurd.

Then he saw the demon treasure appear ten meters away. Only then did he realize it was a venomous snake-shaped flying sword.

Rule-like forces spread, swiftly cutting towards him.

Trapped, he had no way to evade.

Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan vanished in a flash of light.

"Space rules!"

The snake's face showed shock. How could this be? Even if Lin Xuan touched space rules, he was sealed by herprimordialSpiritual Treasure. His powers should not have been usable. Yet here he escaped.

She clearly saw the scroll hovering beside him, untriggered.

Only one explanation remained: otherprimordial artifacts on his person.

Equal-grade treasures might break free with stronger rule forces, but this was too shocking.

A mere初级 (jīqí): primary or beginner's level cultivator had aSpiritual Treasure, already astonishing. How could he have another?

But no other possibilities occurred to her.

Fortunately, she did not need to ponder as the answer soon appeared.

A hundred meters away, light flickered, and Lin Xuan reappeared.

Above his head, a small palace floated, emitting rule forces ofprimordial level.

"Guessing correctly,"

The snake muttered. Her eyes widened. This delicate palace seemed familiar—Moth Moon's legacy.

Years ago, she had fought the Heavens' Witch Goddess but lost. This Moth Moon treasure was formidable, able to command space rules, ranking among topprimordialSpiritual Treasure.

Centuries later, she met it again.

Now, its master was not the Heavens' Witch Goddess, just Lin Xuan at初级 (jīqí): primary or beginner's level stage. Still, he was a formidable opponent.

Jealousy flashed in her eyes.

She had long coveted this Moth Moon treasure.

If Lin Xuan were eliminated, it would be hers.

Unfortunately, his resolve was unyielding.

Activating space rules to evade attacks, the Immortal Sword Diagram unfolded, releasing countless sword intents.

Emerging swords cut through the rule forces, freeing him. (To be continued.)
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The entire process was swift, complex to describe but quick in execution. The expression on the treasure snake's face was beyond ugly; this little guy actually possessed two先天 treasures.

And he could use them simultaneously. Such power made ordinary Transcendence Period beings look like ants from a distance.

A formidable opponent!

If his true form descended here, eliminating him would be as easy as slicing a melon. But with just an avatar, the treasure snake wasn't entirely sure of her chances.

Despite having a先天 treasure herself, it was somewhat broken and couldn’t fully unleash its power. Facing Lin Xuan, this resulted in more defeats than victories.

The woman weighed the pros and cons in her mind, looking utterly grim.

But Lin Xuan wouldn’t wait for her to deliberate further. As soon as he broke free from his restraints, he immediately unfurled his sleeves and sent out a hundred divine swords like a storm of arrows.

Each sword contained boundless sword intent. Sword Law was omnipotent; even though Lin Xuan hadn't fully grasped it, the divine sword diagram allowed him to display some of its power.

"Bad luck!"

The treasure snake's expression turned grave as she realized the danger. Even she wouldn’t dare underestimate an attack from a先天 treasure, no matter how weak Lin Xuan’s current strength was—only a fraction of the treasure's true might could be unleashed.

But a先天 treasure couldn't be trifled with. A mere fraction of its power was enough to destroy heaven and earth!

The treasure snake didn’t hesitate. With a hint of malice on her face, she rapidly cast several spells at the divine magic artifact in front of her.

As she did so, the sky turned gray and dark as boundless demonic energy surged like a tidal wave into the artifact. The power of Law spread out, causing cracks to appear across the heavens.

Suddenly, with a series of cracking sounds, countless demonic snakes emerged from these fissures. Some were only a foot long, while others resembled dragons, numbering in the thousands and densely filling half the sky.

They rushed towards the sword light, creating a cacophony of breaking air as five-colored lights swirled. The dark demonic energy was like ink, and the power of Law spread everywhere. The two先天 treasures clashed with immense force.

Gray-white light flared overhead, reducing the entire void to dust under this terrifying power. A hundred miles around, the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic, filled with a sense of destruction.

The treasure snake sighed, her expression grave as blood trickled from the corner of her mouth. Clearly, she had suffered significant injuries during their exchange.

But she showed no signs of retreating; this Lin Xuan was more formidable than expected. However, he was still at an early Transcendence stage, and using先天 treasures to fight him would inevitably deplete his essence energy—a fact beyond doubt.

In other words, the outcome would likely be a mutual defeat.

For her, losing just one avatar was regrettable but acceptable if it meant eliminating Lin Xuan. So she didn’t hesitate; instead, she unleashed all her remaining strength on that magic artifact.

Driven by this woman’s primordial power, even though the treasure snake was somewhat broken, its temporary release of power was formidable. The divine sword diagram struggled to keep up, gradually faltering under the pressure.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan, with his extensive experience in magical battles, quickly understood her intentions. Despite being alarmed, he wouldn’t let her manipulate him into a trap.

With a cold snort, the divine sword diagram emitted a bright green light. Nine mountains of various sizes appeared prominently.

These mountains were emerald and lush, brimming with vitality. The scenery was breathtaking.

The three-legged golden sun vanished, replaced by boundless sword intent that seemed to encompass heaven and earth.

Indeed, this sword intent was far more powerful than before. Lin Xuan had recognized the danger and was now exerting all his strength.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward. A divine light shone as the nine divine mountains materialized. Vast amounts of Law energy surged, causing the void to collapse. The先天 treasure truly wasn’t trivial.

However, this wasn't the worst part.

A mysterious heavenly sound emerged, like the ringing of a great bell. Wherever it passed, even heaven and earth had to yield. Light beams shot out from the peaks.

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—each beam had a different color.

Then, swirling light clouds appeared, filled with auspicious energy. Each cloud transformed into several divine swords of varying shapes and sizes.

Each sword was terrifying, imbued with Daoic essence and flowing with Law energy. The power of these swords far surpassed the previous ones.

Clearly, Lin Xuan had given his all. But it wasn’t enough; even without holding back, he still fell short compared to the treasure snake’s desperate gamble.

Unless Lin Xuan also ignited his primordial fire, his fate would be defeat.

But igniting his primordial fire was not an option for him. Doing so would only be drinking poison to quench thirst—apparently resolving a crisis but actually falling into the trap laid by the treasure snake.

Now, Lin Xuan faced a dilemma with no clear solution. No matter what he did, it couldn’t resolve the danger; the treasure snake had set an unsolvable situation.

This woman was indeed a True Demon Ancestor, with unparalleled magical battle experience. Even without noticing, she had ensnared Lin Xuan in her carefully laid trap.

Lin Xuan’s expression was grim. He knew that delaying would be detrimental.

There was another formidable opponent nearby. His avatar's powers were formidable and came from carefully selected treasures, but he wasn’t at the Transcendence stage. The battle with the Spirit Fox Venerable couldn't continue indefinitely.
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Now his situation was becoming precarious. If the avatar on the other side were to determine its fate, leaving the Spirit Fox Sovereign free to act, he would be in grave danger.

Frustrated, Lin Xuan couldn't help but curse. He hadn't intended to cause trouble for the Spirit Fox Sovereign, and never expected that the precious snake's avatar was also here. This time, it truly amounted to trying to steal a chicken and losing a handful of rice.

Lin Xuan's mind churned as he injected his spiritual energy into the Divine Sword Diagram while pondering对策. On the other hand, the precious snake's face was filled with resolve. Since she had already ignited her primordial fire, she was determined to meet Lin Xuan in mutual destruction.

After all, this avatar was just a manifestation of hers. Even if it perished, as long as it could drag Lin Xuan down to the netherworld with her, that would be worth it.

Thus, without hesitation and without sparing any of her primordial power, she poured it into the treasure before her.

Her offensive became ferocious, gradually forcing Lin Xuan into a position where he had no room for maneuver.

A trace of smugness appeared on her face. No matter how many abilities that boy possessed, this time, he was doomed.

However, just as this thought passed through her mind, an unexpected change occurred.

Lin Xuan raised both hands and formed two strange hand seals.

As his actions unfolded, the Black Moon Sky Witch Temple above his head suddenly expanded.

From a mere palm size in the previous moment, it transformed into a massive object of dozens of feet in diameter.

A terrifying force of law emanated from its surface.

Spatial Law!

The precious snake was momentarily stunned and couldn't react in time.

Lin Xuan's situation was dire. Even if he were to summon another先天 treasure, it wouldn't help him escape his predicament; instead, it might worsen his situation due to the distraction.

This wasn't idle chatter. As a cultivator at the初级 stage of the Tribulation Transcendence, even with spiritual energy far surpassing that of peers, controlling two先天 treasures simultaneously was too much for him to handle.

A slight misstep could lead to falling into the魔道.

Thus, in her eyes, Lin Xuan's actions were akin to seeking death.

The entire process seemed complex but took only a moment.

Then, a flash of light appeared. The Black Moon Sky Witch Temple rotated and emitted five-colored spiritual rays. A streak of greenish霞light emerged from within.

Thick layers of the force of law instantly spread out.

However, that streak of greenish霞didn't attack; instead, it rolled towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn't try to dodge but was enveloped by it.

"What...?"

The precious snake's pupils constricted. A flash of recognition appeared in her mind, but she couldn't stop him now.

Enveloped by the greenish霞light, Lin Xuan vanished instantly and reappeared a dozen feet away from the precious snake.

Spatial Secret Art!

From an external perspective, this advanced spatial technique shouldn't be considered particularly rare for their current realm. However, it depended on timing. With both of them holding先天 treasures and clashing, the force of law would cover several miles, making instantaneous teleportation ineffective.

Under the clash of forces of law, such a technique couldn't be performed.

Thus, the precious snake didn't guard against Lin Xuan's actions.

She wasn't entirely careless; even the most skilled cultivator could have moments of oversight. She had forgotten that the Black Moon Sky Witch Temple was originally proficient in spatial laws. Here and now, attempting to perform instantaneous teleportation would be nearly impossible.

However, as an先天 treasure, it allowed Lin Xuan to overcome this impossibility.

Thus, the unexpected scene occurred: Lin Xuan arrived right next to her.

The precious snake's expression was extremely surprised but showed no fear; instead, there was a hint of cold laughter. "Fool! Using spatial secret art at such a time—do you really think that by getting close to this Holy Ancestor, you can turn danger into safety? You will regret it!"

Before she could finish speaking, her hands clutched together.

Dark magic energy emerged from her body and gathered above her head. A four-armed ancient demon appeared in her sight.

Towering over several dozen feet, with a massive build, its magical arms extending past the knees. Its entire body was covered in dense scales.

Though formed by deep-seated dark magic energy, it seemed实体like such a magical figure was astonishing.

Indeed, a manifestation!

The precious snake, as a true demon ancestor, had condensed two manifestations from just one avatar.

Even with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he couldn't help but show admiration for the marvel of this technique.

However, in their life-and-death struggle, it wasn't the time to admire each other's prowess. Moreover, with no retreat left, he could only exhaust all efforts to destroy the opponent's manifestation.

Without a word, Lin Xuan didn't summon any treasures and simply punched forward.

This punch was unremarkable, but countless mysterious patterns appeared on his fist surface.

Simultaneously, an immense force capable of creating heaven and earth emanated from his fist.

"What...?"

The precious snake's pupils constricted. For the first time, a look of shock appeared on her face: "How is this possible? Force Law! This human boy has mastered Body Cultivation Techniques to such a degree that he can reach this level?"

Amidst shock after shock, it was too late to regret.

A stream of divine consciousness shot out from the precious snake. The ancient demon manifestation before him immediately widened its eyes and roared loudly. Thunderous sounds filled his ears as the four magical arms swung up and down, producing dozens of punches in an instant.

The opponent's actions were swift, with a clear goal: to use agility to compensate for any deficiencies, hoping to block Lin Xuan's punch.

However, no matter how ingenious the plan, the force of law was not easily resisted.

Lin Xuan's punch, seemingly simple yet ingeniously executed, effortlessly tore through the grayish void.

The dozens of punches from the ancient demon manifestation were useless; it was as if trying to stop a stone with an egg.

"What...?"

The precious snake's expression changed completely this time. Although she had recognized the subtlety of Lin Xuan's punch earlier, in her mind, even with his immense power, he could only have grasped some aspects of Force Law.

She never imagined it would be so profound.

That ancient demon manifestation couldn't withstand a single blow; it failed to block even one round of Lin Xuan’s technique.

Damn!

The precious snake was truly panicked. Her techniques were complex and intricate but not adept at close combat.

Lin Xuan's sudden attack caught her off guard, hitting the critical point precisely. Using his strengths against hers, Lin Xuan immediately escaped his predicament. The current situation was now extremely disadvantageous for the precious snake.

In shock, she naturally wouldn't sit idly by.

With a wave of her sleeves, dozens of snakes several feet long shot out from her sleeves. (To be continued.)
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Each of the snakes was no more than a foot long, yet they exuded an aura that rivaled that of a Spirit Transformation cultivator.

These demon serpents were true spirit beasts and not conjured by magic power.

"Eroding Bone Demon Snake!"

Lin Xuan's experience was no ordinary one. Even as he clearly saw the scene before him, his expression turned fierce.

The Eroding Bone Demon Snake was known to be one of the ten most ferocious beasts in the demon realm. The strongest among them could even match true spirits. Although these snakes did not reach such a level, they were still extremely formidable.

For instance, dozens of them simultaneously releasing their attacks would make even an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage hesitate to engage head-on.

The precious snake was indeed the True Demon Ancestor, and its mere化身was already so troublesome. However, this Eroding Bone Demon Snake should be her secret technique for self-preservation; there shouldn't be any other hidden tricks up her sleeve.

Of course, all of these were Lin Xuan's speculations. At this moment, he had no choice but to advance.

After enduring countless hardships on his path to cultivation, how could he let a few Eroding Bone Demon Snakes deter him from seizing the opportunity?

Such opportunities were rare and hard-won; if the opponent was prepared next time, they would not be so generous again.

Lin Xuan's character had both cautious and decisive sides. When faced with critical moments, he never hesitated.

How could a few Eroding Bone Demon Snakes matter? The opportunity must not be missed—desperation!

A sinister expression flashed across Lin Xuan’s face as he opened his mouth to expel a streak of green light. In his dantian, the元婴sat cross-legged, and the妖丹… no, it should be the true spirit core, began spinning wildly.

Meanwhile, the images of the Heavenly Phoenix, True Dragon, Qilin, Great Peng, and Golden Jade True Toad appeared in his dantian, vividly lifelike.

Next, the image of the Nine-Headed Bird became exceptionally clear within his dantian.

Lin Xuan raised his head and let out a clear roar that pierced the sky. Simultaneously, he raised his right hand to brush against his crown.

As Lin Xuan moved, the true spirit images vanished from his dantian and appeared above his head.

A powerful aura spread out, causing the precious snake to be alarmed.

"True Spirit Transformation Sword Technique! This young fellow has actually refined so much true spirit blood?"

The woman had fought with the Heavenly Witch Goddess a million years ago. Although she lost that battle, she was well aware of her opponent's abilities.

The True Spirit Transformation Sword Technique left an indelible impression on her. By refining true spirit blood, it could dramatically enhance one’s strength in an instant, making it impossible for ordinary Tribulation Transcendence cultivators to withstand.

Her original body had once been injured by this technique.

While Lin Xuan couldn’t compare to the Heavenly Witch Goddess, she was merely a化身here. If possible, she wouldn't want to directly confront this technique.

But there was no choice now. With a determined look, she opened her mouth and spat out several drops of blood that quickly turned into a cloud of blood mist, which the Eroding Bone Demon Snakes absorbed.

The snakes immediately became jubilant, their aura even stronger than before. They opened their blood-filled mouths and fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

As for the precious snake, its face was pale. After igniting her primordial fire and losing so much essence energy, this battle would leave her化身seriously injured, far beyond just a drop in cultivation level.

From over a hundred feet away, Lin Xuan clearly saw the scene but showed no fear on his face.

He clenched his hands, and a crackling sound echoed. The true spirit images above his head shattered into pieces.

Following this, a strong wind blew, and the fragments transformed into countless talisman symbols the size of fists.

Each one shimmered with divine radiance.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan whispered.

The mystical symbols seemed to have life as they rushed towards him, enveloping him in their midst.

Like a storm, they entered his body’s surface without being seen.

Next, five-colored glass-like flames burst out from Lin Xuan's body like flames.

These flames were dazzling and had a divine vitality that flickered with life. In moments, they condensed into armor.

True Spirit Armor!

Lin Xuan's aura grew vast. The True Spirit Transformation Sword Technique truly was miraculous; the armor not only provided defense but also enhanced his cultivation’s magical power.

A win-win situation!

After completing this, Lin Xuan showed no hesitation on his face.

He flicked his sleeves, and the Illusory Heavenly Fire emerged from his sleeves.

"Let's see how your Phoenixes Flocking to the Phoenix works!"

Lin Xuan softly said as he raised his right hand, moving slowly but swiftly towards the front.

"Peng!"

The five-colored glass-like flames exploded. The fragments turned into thumb-sized sparks that soon ignited again.

Phoenixes emerged from within these sparks, each no more than a foot long, exquisitely detailed with sharp eyes and long feathers, emitting an extraordinary aura as they flew towards the Eroding Bone Demon Snakes.

"Idiot, thinking some illusory objects can block my divine serpents? You are truly suicidal!"

The precious snake's face showed a sneer. Clearly, she believed Lin Xuan’s response was too overconfident.

These Eroding Bone Demon Snakes were her secret technique. Even if the opponent’s primordial flames had some mysterious properties, they couldn’t possibly withstand such illusions.

Misfortune can turn into fortune, and fortune can turn into misfortune. This young fellow's actions were truly suicidal.

However, before she could fully process this thought, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The Eroding Bone Demon Snakes collided with the miniature phoenixes, producing a loud explosion. The phoenixes turned into extremely cold substances, instantly freezing the snakes.

"Impossible!"

The precious snake widened her eyes in shock. The Eroding Bone Demon Snake was known as one of the ten most ferocious beasts in the demon realm for good reason. Not only did it possess several incredible abilities, but it was also invulnerable to weapons and fire. How could it be frozen so easily?

"Hmm, this…?"

She suddenly felt a familiar energy within the flames. Could it be…

The woman recalled what happened with an incredulous expression: "Primordial Chaos Yin Qi! Impossible, this is one of the fundamental sources of the universe. You actually managed to incorporate it into your primordial flames."

Lin Xuan smiled but said nothing.

The entire process was swift and decisive, but both parties paid a heavy price. Lin Xuan wouldn’t let such an opportunity slip away.

He raised his right hand and delivered a powerful punch forward.

Though seemingly ordinary, the force of the law accompanied it. With the aid of the True Spirit Armor, its power far exceeded that of before.
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The precious snake suddenly changed its demeanor.

Lin Xuan's abilities, however, were not limited to just that.

With his right hand, he struck out a powerful punch while his left hand formed into claws. As his movements continued, an ethereal sword materialized between his fingers and palm, thin as cicada wings, almost translucent when viewed from afar.

The sword looked incredibly fragile but contained a terrifying法则力量that sent chills down one's spine.

Lin Xuan flicked his wrist, sending the sword forward with great precision. The entire process was silent, yet an imposing wave of剑气surged forth, obscuring the sky and creating a grand spectacle.

But in an instant, all the剑气compressed into a fine crystal thread.

That thread was delicate but still contained a terrifying法则力量.

Before this attack could truly land, countless five-colored符文suddenly appeared around the precious snake's body in the void.

They surged like a tidal wave, forming an invisible禁制that locked her in place firmly.

"This...?"

The woman was both shocked and angry. She understood the dire situation but wouldn't sit idly by.

She struck her head, releasing several dark green sword lights.

Then, another massive black axe appeared in her hands. The ghost faces on the handle were incredibly lifelike.

Holding the axe with both hands, she sent out a series of dark electric arcs from its blade, slicing down fiercely.

A crescent-shaped light blade emerged, almost splitting heaven and earth as it joined the dark sword lights, heading towards the front.

Such an attack was already at her utmost effort. Even ordinary渡劫期existences wouldn't dare to face such force head-on.

However, something unbelievable happened with a heart-stirring clash heard in his ears.

Neither the sword lights nor the axe blades achieved their intended effects. Those five-colored符文seemed indestructible, rebounding these attacks and failing to break through the禁制at all.

The precious snake couldn't escape; she remained motionless.

This truly changed her expression.

Since this attack hadn't worked as expected, there was no time left for a change of tactics now.

In such a close battle, every millimeter counted. There was no room for hesitation or experimentation—there could only be one chance. If lost, the consequences would be terrible.

The precious snake's face turned even more ugly, showing signs of madness, but she could only watch helplessly as those terrifying sword lights swallowed her whole.

Then a fist wind surged, connecting heaven and earth, forming a white hurricane that also engulfed her.

Both sets of法则力量were horrifyingly powerful.

Even if it were just an avatar, the precious snake's true form wouldn't fare much better in such circumstances.

The battle had reached its conclusion with no suspense left. This evenly matched contest finally had a winner.

"No..."

A cry of agony came from within the storm. The voice was filled with malice: "Young Lin, don't be too smug. Next time, I will descend in my true form and crush you to dust."

Such threats would normally not be ignored by any cultivator, as offending a True Demon Ancestor could lead to dire consequences.

But Lin Xuan paid no heed. It wasn't that he had reached the point where he could ignore the precious snake's true form; rather...

Proverbially speaking, too many lice don’t itch, and too much debt doesn’t worry you.

He had already exterminated True Demon Ancestor avatars before.

The enmity between him and the precious snake and Ice Soul was long-standing and unbreakable. Even if he let her go now, would she show gratitude and spare him next time?

That was highly unlikely!

Since their grievances were irreconcilable, what did he have to fear?

Lin Xuan didn't take the precious snake's threats seriously, considering them merely a joke.

He unleashed his full power without holding back. The avatar of the precious snake, lacking even an opportunity for an元婴to escape, fell directly, leaving no trace behind.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief.

That fierce battle had been extremely dangerous; any slight mistake could have led to his demise.

True Demon Ancestors were truly formidable opponents, and their avatar's strength far exceeded that of ordinary peers.

Fortunately, he was the victor who emerged victorious.

Just as Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, a violent explosion echoed in his ears.

Rumble!

The sound was immense, like a thunderstorm descending from heaven.

Lin Xuan turned to see that the vast area around the northern sky had been engulfed by green lightning and fire, creating an astonishing spectacle.

His pupils constricted as he immediately re-established contact with his second元婴's avatar.

As expected, his condition was dire. He couldn't withstand it without the recovery abilities of his药灵body. If not for that, he would have long perished.

Even so, things weren't looking good; some of his命元气were damaged.

After all, his second元婴was still in the 分神stage and attempting to block a Soul Venerable was beyond him.

Lin Xuan saw this with anger. He flashed forward to confront them.

However, the Soul Fox Venerable's face showed an eerie expression as she ran away without hesitation towards the opposite direction.

With her avatar already fallen, why would she dare stay here and fight Lin Xuan alone?

She had no chance of victory; he didn't want to meet the same fate as the precious snake. After all, losing just one avatar was nothing compared to his true form being present.

A wise man can bend but never break.

For the Soul Fox Venerable, fleeing was the best choice at this moment.

Although it would bring endless trouble later, her immediate concern was preserving her life.

Immortal cultivators had a long lifespan, so they valued their lives more than ordinary people.

She could leave and hide in a remote primeval swamp; wouldn't Lin Xuan notice?

The Soul Fox Venerable thought with malice. This guy truly was an outstanding leader; not all cultivators would think of such tactics.

His plan was good, but escaping now wasn't that easy.

Seeing the opponent turn into a streak of light, Lin Xuan sneered: "Fleeing? Do you think your friend can still leave at this point?"

Before he finished speaking, his finger shot out in front.

Sizzle... A five-colored light emerged from the Black Moon Northern Witch Temple and vanished after a brief flicker.
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Almost simultaneously, countless five-colored符文s suddenly appeared around the void where the Spirit Fox Patriarch's startling rainbow had transformed into.

A terrifying spatial force swept out, like a raging sea wave, forming an invisible restriction that tightly bound him in place.

The greenish-blue rainbow immediately became immobile.

"Bad luck!"

The expression on the Spirit Fox Patriarch's face changed drastically. His entire body was drenched in cold sweat. The precious snake had been trapped by this technique and could not escape before being killed by Lin Xuan.

Even a powerful holy snake like the Saint Ancestor couldn't resist this move, so what could he do?

His mind raced as he almost fell into despair.

However, it wasn't possible for the Spirit Fox Patriarch to simply give up. Even ants still have a desire to live. A cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage would fight with all their might, no matter how faint the hope was.

A look of ruthlessness flashed across his face as he moved swiftly. Golden light flickered, and over a dozen precious treasures were consecutively unleashed.

From daggers, spears, swords, shields, to various shapes of法宝s, none of them were ordinary ancient treasures. The flickering spirit light revealed their extraordinary nature.

The Spirit Fox Patriarch's eyes showed a hint of reluctance, but soon it was replaced by resentment and determination.

His hands moved like butterflies, several法诀s shot out from his fingertips with a loud shout: "Break!"

Before he could finish speaking, the dozen or so treasures of considerable grade shattered. Accompanying this, an overwhelming power surged from these broken treasures, rushing towards the surrounding restrictions.

This power did not contain any法则force, but combined, it was no less formidable than any rule.

Of course, such a move came at a great cost. The Spirit Fox Patriarch had no choice but to do so since life was more important than his treasures.

However, even with this, his chances of breaking free from the spatial force were only about fifty percent.

Seeing their actions, Lin Xuan's expression turned cold.

Then, a crackling sound filled the air as the five-colored符文s could not withstand the terrifying power and vanished instantly.

This outcome naturally brought joy to the Spirit Fox Patriarch.

Unexpectedly, it was much easier than expected. He didn't need to use some of his backup plans.

Lin Xuan's face showed no surprise at such a result. The same spatial rules seemed similar to those used on the precious snake, but they were just superficially alike. This hastily cast spell had only one-fifth the power of the previous one. Otherwise, even with immense abilities, the Spirit Fox Patriarch couldn't have escaped so quickly.

Though the restrictions were broken, Lin Xuan's goal was achieved. He never intended to trap him with such spatial powers; he merely wanted to prevent his escape.

With a flash, Lin Xuan stood in front of the Spirit Fox Patriarch.

On the other side, demonic light emerged as his inner manifestation appeared before his eyes.

However, compared to earlier, this manifestation's face was pale, its black armor was riddled with cracks, and its aura had weakened by nearly half. It looked utterly miserable.

But regardless, he had managed to delay the opponent for so long at the Spirit Refinement stage, a feat worth pride.

Lin Xuan's expression showed satisfaction as he waved his hand, shrinking the manifestation into a black ray that flew into his sleeve.

At the same time, Lin Xuan's aura suddenly increased by nearly half. This was due to the second元神 returning to his dantian.

The Spirit Fox Patriarch's face turned even more ugly.

Such a formidable enemy explained why Old Monster Xue had fallen at his hands.

He had seen clearly how their battle with the precious snake went. There would be no hope if they really fought.

Thinking of this, the cunning old monster couldn't help showing regret on his face.

If he knew today's outcome, he wouldn't have done it. If he knew this young man was so difficult to deal with, he would never have risked it for the treasures promised by the precious snake.

Now that the treasures were nowhere to be found and he might die, the Spirit Fox Patriarch regretted deeply.

But what use is there in saying these now? Neither the cultivation world nor the secular realm sells regrets.

...

Under Lin Xuan's cold gaze, the Spirit Fox Patriarch's expression became increasingly ugly until it showed a hint of supplication. He bowed to Lin Xuan and said: "Friend, please don't attack. This was all a misunderstanding caused by that female demon snake. I have no ill intentions towards you."

"Absolutely no ill intentions?"

Lin Xuan smiled.

He wasn't an unreasonable cultivator but wouldn't be deceived so easily with just a few words.

No one strikes first unless provoked. However, the Spirit Fox Patriarch had deep grudges against him. The space node he found was destroyed by this enemy. Such enmity couldn't be reconciled in mere words.

"Friend, no need to waste your words. If you dare provoke me, you must be prepared to fall."

Lin Xuan didn't have time for empty talk. His words carried a hint of resentment as his hand swept out, sending a greenish light streaking forward and transforming into a massive blade that fell with force.

"You..."

The Spirit Fox Patriarch was both shocked and angry. He hadn't expected Lin Xuan to be so resolute. His explanations were useless.

This brat had taken on the stance of not stopping until he killed him.

How despicable!

Despite his shock, a glimmer of despair flashed in the Spirit Fox Patriarch's eyes. But he wouldn't sit idly by and wait for death.

With great anger, he opened his mouth, emitting white light as a crystal-clear small shield emerged and expanded to protect his body.

"Bang!"

He blocked the greenish blade with this shield. Then, this old monster took out a fly whisk, gripped it tightly, and fiercely struck Lin Xuan.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was pleased rather than alarmed. He waved his hands, consecutively unleashing several precious treasures including the Nine Palaces Moment Sword.

Various spirit lights flickered, forming a storm that enveloped the opponent. Two Tribulation Transcending cultivators fought without holding back.

Gale winds rose as various chaotic rule forces surged towards the sky.

The Soul Patriarch's strength was undoubtedly inferior to the holy snake's manifestation, but as an early-stage Tribulation Transcender, he wouldn't allow any tricks or shortcuts from others.

An eagle hunting a rabbit still uses its full power. With Lin Xuan's cunning, there was no room for complacency. He fully exerted his abilities, making the Spirit Fox Patriarch's situation dire to the extreme.
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A moment passed as if it were half a day.

Boom!

An earth-shattering sound echoed through the air. The primordial qi of heaven and earth instantly became chaotic, with various strange fluctuations spreading everywhere like waves.

Everything within a hundred miles was flattened in its wake. The landscape transformed dramatically in an instant, followed by a massive light column shooting up into the sky, sweeping across the surroundings.

This light column seemed to be filled with蓬勃的法则之力, tearing through the void wherever it passed.

The terrifying celestial phenomena were astonishingly impressive. Fortunately, this area was uninhabited for tens of miles around, otherwise, those cultivators would have been left speechless and terrified.

...

For a long while, this terrifying spectacle persisted before gradually subsiding.

The distant green mountains had vanished without a trace. This region was now unrecognizable.

However, a young man with an ordinary appearance emerged from the terrifying scene. He wore a blue robe and exuded a terrifying aura that sent shivers down one's spine. A few drops of blood could be seen on his clothes, and he looked rather disheveled.

Nevertheless, he had managed to kill the Spirit Fox Venerable. Thinking back on the battle, Lin Xuan sighed with relief. While the Spirit Fox Venerable’s power was far inferior to that of a treasure snake, this old monster was incredibly slippery. He avoided direct confrontation and tried to escape into the distance. With several powerful survival techniques he had mastered, it took considerable effort for Lin Xuan to finally eliminate him.

In the end, he paid a price due to the Spirit Fox Venerable's desperate counterattack.

"Ah...!"

Fresh blood trickled from the corner of Lin Xuan’s mouth, indicating that his injuries were severe. He quickly retrieved several pills from his pocket and swallowed them to stabilize his condition. Despite this, he was proud of himself for defeating two opponents and eliminating both a treasure snake and a Venerable.

Of course, the rewards were substantial as well. The storage bags of the two Golden Stage cultivators could not be refused. Lin Xuan accepted them with great joy.

Although they had lost many treasures in the battle, their immense wealth meant that there were still numerous items left unopened in their storage bags.

There were also countless other materials and treasures.

The value was significant, enough to compensate for his losses from this battle. However, even so, Lin Xuan did not show much joy on his face.

After all, the spatial node leading to the Underworld was rare. Although he had obtained many treasures, finding Mo Er would now be more complicated, requiring extra effort.

Nevertheless, there was no point in being upset about it. The pressing matter was to find a quiet place and tend to his injuries first.

Where should he go?

Lin Xuan’s eyes sparkled with a spiritual glow. He did not spend much time thinking before making his decision. Since he had already killed the Spirit Fox Venerable, there was no need for half-measures. His healing grounds would be in his own cave.

He believed that the old monster's lair still held many treasures.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped by a blue glow as he flew forward.

...

The Spirit Fox Mountain stretched for miles with dense primordial qi, making it a revered and sought-after place for cultivators. In the Nael Dragon Realm, it was well-known. However, few dared to covet this place over the millennia because it was the residence of the Spirit Fox Venerable, an old monster at the Golden Stage.

Although he was only in his early stages, he was cunning and even those of equal rank had some fear of him.

The Spirit Fox Venerable did not establish a sect or lineage but still had many disciples. With some servants and maids working for him, there were approximately ten thousand cultivators on the mountain, including several at the Profound Dao and Separated Consciousness stages.

Of course, there were also numerous lower-stage cultivators.

...

It was a peaceful morning as usual in the Spirit Fox Mountain. Although the Venerable had left, everything remained orderly because only high-ranking cultivators knew about his departure and they did not worry much.

After all, at the Venerable’s level of power, few beings in the Three Realms could pose a threat to him. Furthermore, he had not left behind any essence lights or life essence pearls, so even his closest disciples never imagined that this cunning old monster was already dead.

As the instigator, Lin Xuan prepared to take over the nest and approach the Spirit Fox Mountain.

...

"This is where the Spirit Fox Venerable resides. Hmph, what a lazy old man, choosing such a beautiful and primordial qi-rich place."

Before him, towering mountains rose and fell. Lin Xuan stood in mid-air with his hands behind his back, a sneer on his face.

Indeed, this place was picturesque, but ordinary people could not see it clearly because the entire mountain range was shrouded in dense fog.

Unlike regular mountain mist, this fog was crimson and the temperature around it had risen significantly. Clearly, this was not naturally formed; it was a禁制 set up by cultivators.

Only Lin Xuan, with his Heavenly Wind Divine Eyes and formidable divine sense comparable to late-stage Golden Stage cultivators, could see through the dense fog as if it were clear.

However, seeing clearly did not mean he could enter. He still needed to break through this禁制 first.

Of course, for Lin Xuan, this was no challenge; at most, it would take a little extra effort.

With that thought, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer and waved his sleeves. A blue sword light emerged like a fish swimming out of the water.

It flickered slightly before growing in size, transforming into a giant sword over ten meters wide.

With a loud tearing sound, it fell fiercely towards the ground.

Although it was just a sword light, with Lin Xuan’s current strength, this single strike could cleave through heaven and earth. The mere禁制 was not worth mentioning.

Boom!

The explosion echoed as if pouring water into hot oil. The fog below began to churn violently but soon gave way under the force, creating a large hole that rapidly spread in all directions.

In just one strike, he had broken the禁制. Of course, this was because the opposing side did not activate their protective array. Although this fog禁制 had some mysterious aspects, its primary function was concealment with limited defensive capabilities.
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The din of voices reached his ears. Such a commotion naturally stirred the attention of the cultivators below. A dazzling light erupted, and several colorful beams shot up into the air, heading straight for Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's face showed no surprise. He had already gathered enough intelligence before coming here. Although the Spirit Fox Venerable did not have any intention to establish a sect, he was certainly not alone. Instead, he had quite a number of disciples and apprentices.

If his calculations were correct, these should be his own students or grandstudents.

"Truly, you know no fear."

A sneer curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth. Although only the Spirit Fox Venerable had offended him, this old fellow was unpredictable in nature, and his disciples were not virtuous individuals either; most were evil cultivators who committed all sorts of atrocities.

Eliminating this lineage completely would be a just act.

Besides, he already killed the Spirit Fox Venerable. His disciples originally weren't on his list to spare. With his current strength, he had no fear of retaliation from them. However, he didn’t want to bring disaster upon Yun Yin Sect due to his merciful heart.

Danger must be eliminated at its root.

Although Lin Xuan was not a cruel or bloodthirsty cultivator, he understood the saying: "A tiger will harm people if provoked."

Moreover, eliminating these evil cultivators was indeed just. So what was there to hesitate about?

Lin Xuan exuded a killing intent from his entire body.

The beams of light didn't slow down much and soon approached him. The brilliance subsided, revealing over ten cultivators inside.

Most had fierce appearances and wore peculiar attire.

"Who are you? How dare you..."

At the forefront was a man with thick beard. As he stopped his flight, he loudly reprimanded Lin Xuan.

It was understandable why he showed no restraint; this was the abode of the Spirit Fox Venerable. Even powerful figures would never dare to cause trouble here.

With such an ancestor backing him up, he was usually arrogant and domineering in daily life. Unfortunately, today, he had kicked a rock.

Lin Xuan swept his gaze over them and found that they were merely some Core Formation cultivators at the Separation stage.

Fighting with them would be unwise, but there was no reason to let them go either.

Well then, since their paths crossed, it seemed their fates were sealed.

With a flick of his sleeves, Lin Xuan made no other movements.

A moment later, the sound of breaking air grew louder as dozens of wind blades darted out like fish in water.

The outcome was clear; these cultivators at this stage couldn't escape from Lin Xuan's hands.

All of them perished without exception.

Though the process seemed complicated, it took only an instant. Following that, Lin Xuan vanished into a mist, breaking through several restrictions.

This naturally alarmed higher-stage cultivators, but to no avail.

With even the Spirit Fox Venerable eliminated by Lin Xuan, how could his disciples still survive?

Lin Xuan continued his advance with ease and soon arrived at the heart of this immortal mountain abode.

"Who dares to cause trouble here? Do you not respect the Spirit Fox Ancestor?"

"What a bold move. Surrender now, and I might spare you some pain. Otherwise, I will definitely torture your soul and spirit."

...

Roars echoed as several beams of light descended from the cliff ahead.

Compared to the enemies Lin Xuan had encountered earlier, these cultivators were overwhelmingly powerful.

The leader was around forty years old, his eyes gleaming with intelligence, a distinguished appearance, and he wore fine clothes. At first glance, one would think him a wealthy young man.

Beside him stood an elderly figure in black robes, expressionless.

Additionally, there were two women; one was an elderly woman with white hair, while the other was only about twenty years old but had an ordinary appearance.

The four emitted formidable spiritual pressure. All of them were late Core Formation cultivators.

They must be direct disciples of the Spirit Fox Venerable.

With their fierce expressions and aggressive demeanor, it was no wonder they were furious. The Nael Dragon Realm was vast, with many Core Formation cultivators, but those who could become apprentices to a Golden Transformation period ancestor were few and far between.

Even among peers, they would be courteous towards them, subtly positioning themselves as senior figures. Today, this unremarkable young man disregarded their status.

Causing trouble in the abode of their master was sheer madness.

They considered Lin Xuan to be a late Core Formation cultivator too. With four against one, there was no pressure at all.

Their minds were filled with thoughts on how to severely punish this youngster.

After saying these words, they released their divine sense. Regardless, it had been mere speculation until now; they needed to gauge the other party's power level.

However, what they saw left them speechless and even made them lose their composure.

Incomprehensible!

Could... could it be that the opponent was feigning weakness? This unremarkable young man might actually be a Golden Transformation period old monster.

How terrible. The spiritual pressure of a Golden Transformation period ancestor should have been formidable, but how could this guy emit such an elusive aura? Otherwise, they wouldn't have underestimated him so easily.

The four were simultaneously enraged and fearful as they released their divine sense again, but the result was the same: the opponent was undoubtedly a Golden Transformation period old monster.

After exchanging glances, all felt bitter. How had things escalated to this point?

Being arrogant in front of a first-stage Golden Transformation period ancestor was tantamount to suicide.

They regretted it deeply.

But there was no use now.

Surrendering was out of the question.

The four quickly begged for mercy after some hesitation.

"Senior, please calm down. This is all a misunderstanding."

"Yes, we did not know your master had arrived here. We offended you unintentionally; please forgive us, senior,"

...

Appeals for mercy echoed as the four, though late Core Formation cultivators, dared not oppose a Golden Transformation period ancestor even with their courage.

"Misunderstanding, my friends are wrong. I came here today to cause trouble for all of you." Lin Xuan's voice was calm and composed.

"The senior jests; your master is the Spirit Fox Venerable, whose name the senior must have heard."

The dry voice of the man in fine clothes entered his ears. With his composure, he could tell that the other party had come with ill intent. Now that things had reached this point, he could only rely on the apparent prestige to see if it would deter them.

"I know the Spirit Fox Venerable; I just took his head not long ago. Otherwise, why would I be here at Spirit Fox Mountain?"

Lin Xuan continued in a casual tone.
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"What?"

Before the words were even finished, several people's expressions turned to shock and disbelief.

Their hearts naturally did not believe it at all.

After all, as cultivators of the Transcendation stage, their abilities went without saying; each one was proficient in several life-preserving secret techniques.

Even if they faced opponents of the same rank, defeat was possible, but the likelihood of falling to death was too small.

Moreover, their master was known for his cunning and intelligence. Unless encountering a late-stage Transcendation powerhouse, there would be no way he would fall in any perilous situation.

And as for those late-stage Transcendation powerhouses, their numbers were few in the Three Realms. How could their teacher, who was perfectly fine, possibly attract such formidable enemies?

Therefore, they did not take Lin Xuan's words seriously at all, believing him to be merely boasting.

However, their expressions remained extremely unpleasant. Regardless of whether Lin Xuan was just babbling or not, he was a Transcendation powerhouse, and that was beyond doubt.

From his tone, it was clear he had no regard for the teacher.

In other words, their situation would be extremely dire.

With this thought in mind, the four did not hesitate any longer. Each one displayed their abilities and flew towards the distance.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile: "Fools, do you really think you can escape now?"

Subsequently, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, several streaks of green light shot out from his sleeves, turned slightly, and formed swordlight a foot long, shooting forward.

"Zzzz..."

A loud breaking sound echoed. What Lin Xuan released was not just sword energy but the true body of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, incredibly fast.

In an instant, he arrived before the four people.

The four faces changed dramatically.

This old monster actually had no qualms at all and wanted to exterminate them completely?

The four were both shocked and angry. But sitting idly by was impossible.

As late-stage Spirit Concentration cultivators, their strength was not weak either; they always had some means of self-preservation.

That robed man's pupils constricted as a hint of gloom flashed in his eyes.

He continuously waved his hands, releasing several items with different appearances. Some emitted flickering spiritual light, others made buzzing sounds, swirling around him.

A formidable aura spread out.

This guy did not want to fall. To preserve his life, he hesitated not and used his bottom-most skills.

On the other side, the three other late-stage Spirit Concentration cultivators responded similarly. At a critical moment of their lives, who would dare hold back?

One after another, they all used their bottom-most means and treasures.

Unfortunately, it was in vain!

Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of his peers. The previous attack had already utilized his life-bound treasure; how could several late-stage Spirit Concentration existences possibly block it?

Lin Xuan's face showed no expression as he remained calm. Raising his right hand, he pointed forward without any fiery intent.

Though seemingly ordinary to others, this action was terrifying in the eyes of the four late-stage Spirit Concentration cultivators.

However, by now, they could not change their moves anymore. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword grew twice as long, the green swordlight vanished, replaced by dazzling silver light, accompanied by a sharp breaking sound, falling upon them fiercely.

"Bad luck!"

The robed man's face turned pale as he, in panic and without time to think, struck his chest with both hands. A stream of fresh blood spewed from his mouth.

With a loud explosion, the blood mist was absorbed by several treasures before him.

As a result, these treasures became even more dazzling. However, Lin Xuan's eyes still held mockery.

In the next moment, the silver light grew intense as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword collided with it.

A deafening boom echoed in their ears. A five-colored lustrous glow suddenly appeared, though not particularly eye-catching, the power within chilled them to the bone.

The robed man's face was filled with despair.

He continuously cast several spells but to no avail. His treasures before him shattered under that terrifying power. Next, he too was swallowed by the light halo.

The result was obvious; his soul and essence scattered, leaving not even a chance for his spirit core to escape.

...

All four were late-stage Spirit Concentration cultivators. But if it came to strength, undoubtedly, the robed man was the strongest one.

If so, the others' fates could be imagined.

At this moment, they had all fallen.

Then, Lin Xuan released a powerful divine sense.

Soon enough, he found something. His body's light flared as he flew in another direction.

Quickly, explosions echoed in his ears...

Thus, Lin Xuan killed the cultivators of Spirit Fox Mountain to pieces.

Apart from a few lucky ones, all others had fallen.

Those lucky ones naturally scattered and ran away long ago.

So, this vast paradise was left with only one cultivator—Lin Xuan.

He released another powerful divine sense again.

However, this time, his purpose was not to search for any survivors but rather to find treasures.

After all, this place was the lair of Spirit Fox Venerable. As a late-stage Transcendation powerhouse, their wealth was certainly non-trivial.

Treasures and talismans might be carried by them.

But other materials and treasures were mostly stored in the lair.

Since they had fallen, these things naturally belonged to him.

Lin Xuan would not be courteous.

Cultivators competed for resources. The accumulated treasures of a peer could significantly benefit his future cultivation.

Soon enough, Lin Xuan found something. His body's light flared as he flew towards the left.

After a short while, a splendid light curtain appeared in his sight.

The nearby spiritual energy was far superior to other places.

Despite the barrier, with his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, Lin Xuan could still see everything clearly inside.

Inside the light curtain were various rare plants. If he did not guess wrong, this should be Spirit Fox Venerable's cultivated medicinal garden.

The herbs here could be used to refine precious spiritual pills; their value was obvious. This was why such a powerfulprohibition guarded it.

But blocking Lin Xuan was impossible.

Waving his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out and transformed into hundreds of swordlights.

A loud breaking sound echoed as they fell forward.

However, the light curtain spewed countless talismans.

Those talismans flashed, transforming into numerous crystal shields.

The swordlights struck them but were all blocked by the shields, utterly useless.

Lin Xuan was somewhat impressed.

Though he had cast it casually and did not release any treasures, its power was still formidable. The fact that thisprohibition could block him proved its extraordinary nature.

But Lin Xuan would never retreat in the face of difficulty.

He originally did not use his full strength, but such a scene made Lin Xuan even happier. Thisprohibitionwas non-trivial and further proved the value of the herbs inside to be much greater than he had imagined.
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It seemed that this Spirit Fox Sovereign was quite wealthy among the Realm Transcendence existences, as his assets were considerable.

Lin Xuan's murmured words reached my ears. This turned out to be an unexpected gain for him.

Then, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves with a casual smile. Silver light shone brightly, and the Nine Palace Momentary Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

"Combine!"

Without any additional movements, dozens of immortal swords shot off in the same direction.

Subsequently,法则 power radiated out, and silver light flashed in mid-air. A shimmering sword leaped out as if it was hiding among the brilliance.

It was over ten feet long, with a sharp silver glow that seemed to be unmatched by anything else.

With immense force, it sliced forward.

Sizzle…

There was no suspense this time. Although the light curtain once again conjured up a crystal shield,

it served no purpose. Lin Xuan's casual strike might have been able to block such a barrier, but under the Nine Palace Momentary Sword’s power, it was like trying to stop a car with an arm.

It could be said that it was as futile as trying to stop a fly with one’s hand. A crisp sound of breaking echoed in my ears.

The seemingly thick and mysterious light curtain shattered piece by piece.

With no barriers left, everything in the medicinal garden became clear.

A refreshing scent wafted out.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy, further confirming that he would have a bountiful harvest from this trip.

The entire medicinal garden was located in a small valley. In terms of area, it wasn't particularly impressive.

Estimating roughly, Lin Xuan found the total to be no more than several acres.

He released his spirit sense and confirmed there were no hidden barriers before walking forward.

At the front of the valley, neat rows of medicinal fields stretched out. However, what was planted here was unremarkable.

A glance revealed ordinary fruit trees, with fruits hanging on them that looked similar to grapes in the mortal world.

They were tempting to look at.

Of course, their effects far surpassed those of common grapes.

These fruits were considered one of the rare treasures in the cultivation realm.

Known as Heavenly Net Immortal Fruits.

The name might mislead people into thinking they are divine objects. However, this spirit herb was not so extraordinary.

Its effect lay in condensing and refining the essence soul when consumed.

While it had a negligible effect on Lin Xuan's level, any benefit to the essence soul was better than none.

Lin Xuan scanned his eyes over the Heavenly Net Immortal Fruits, which were already ripe. He naturally wouldn't miss this opportunity and took out an jade box, picking them all off.

Although consuming these fruits had some benefits, they couldn't match the effects of refining pills in a furnace.

Lin Xuan wasn't about to waste such treasures.

He would store them for now.

Then he continued forward.

"Hmm, what is this?"

Lin Xuan suddenly stopped and turned his head. Not far away, another rare plant caught his eye.

It resembled ginseng but emitted faint purple energy, looking extremely peculiar.

"Supplement Heaven Herb."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as a look of disbelief appeared on his face.

He curled his fingers and picked one up to examine it closely.

Sure enough, it was the Supplement Heaven Herb.

To be honest, for Realm Transcendence cultivators, this herb had little practical use.

This wasn't idle chatter; consuming Supplement Heaven Herbs wouldn't bring any benefits to Realm Transcendence cultivators.

However, for cultivators below that level, it was a rare and precious herb indeed.

While the Supplement Heaven Herb couldn't be used in alchemy, even raw consumption could add three hundred to five hundred years of lifespan for cultivators below the Realm Transcendence stage.

For newly promoted high-ranking cultivators, several hundred years were insignificant. But for those whose lifespans were about to end, the benefits were obvious.

A small difference could mean a significant leap in cultivation level.

Thus, the value of Supplement Heaven Herbs varied depending on the individual, but they would certainly fetch a high price at auctions.

Lin Xuan didn't need this herb himself, but it was valuable enough for him to consider trading with other old monsters.

There weren’t many Supplement Heaven Herbs, but there were several dozen. Lin Xuan wouldn't miss out and accepted them all.

He continued forward...

Half an hour later, he left the medicinal garden after harvesting all the valuable herbs.

The harvest was indeed bountiful; he obtained over a dozen types of pills useful for Realm Transcendence existences.

Among them, the Lotus Snow Ginseng was the most precious, but there was only one. It still brought Lin Xuan immense joy.

...

After leaving the medicinal garden, Lin Xuan found the Spirit Fox Sovereign's treasure vault.

It contained countless treasures of various kinds, with a value far exceeding that of ordinary sects or families.

There were talismans, spirit artifacts, pills, and crystals, among other things. Many different cultivation methods were also available.

Lin Xuan didn't bother to examine them one by one.

Instead, he sent out a sound transmission talisman.

Several days later, thousands of Cloud Concealment Sect disciples arrived here.

"Reverend Master!"

Leading the way was Lin Xuan's disciple, Gong Sun Yuer. This was all part of his plan.

The Cloud Concealment Sect had grown significantly in recent times, with more and more disciples joining. Although the Spirit Valley’s spirit veins were vast, they now seemed somewhat cramped.

Of course, the main headquarters of the Cloud Concealment Sect wouldn't change.

However, it could consider establishing branch headquarters at suitable locations.

And this Spirit Fox Mountain was perfect for that purpose.

With its extensive coverage and dense spirit energy, otherwise, the Spirit Fox Sovereign would not have chosen it as a paradise.

Now that his disciples had been eliminated by him, this lineage was officially removed from the Dragon Realm. If there were no cultivators living in this paradise, it would fall into disuse.

Rather than let it go to waste, he might as well incorporate it into the Cloud Concealment Sect.

This was a choice to keep the benefits within his own family. Gong Sun Yuer, being his disciple and close to him, had first-rate abilities to handle sect affairs.

Having her manage this branch headquarters would be more than sufficient from any angle.

With that matter settled, Lin Xuan called for Gong Sun Yuer, who received only a few instructions.

Then he went to the Spirit Fox Sovereign's dwelling.

He still intended to count other treasures.

Yes, those obtained after killing the treasure snake and the old monster, from their storage bags.

At this level of strength, they likely didn't carry many items, but each one was invaluable.

Lin Xuan hadn’t counted them yet. Now he had some free time to take a look.

He waved his sleeves, and magical light flashed as an oddly shaped immortal sword flew out.

A casual glance revealed it resembled a snake, with threads of法则 energy emanating from its surface.

It was a fragmentary treasure.

This was obtained after killing the treasure snake in its transformed form.

As the name suggested, it was made using fragments of primordial spirit treasures. Full version
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Although not a complete先天之物, the威能 still radiated from it was formidable.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly as he showed interest on his face.

Such treasure items were not for him to use directly, but they would be a great help to his avatar.

The cultivation technique Lin Xuan had been refining in his second元婴 originally came from the Snowflake Saint Ancestor. This partial先天treasure was just right; it complemented well with the techniques of the demon realm, achieving a synergistic effect.

Lin Xuan's sleeve fluttered, and a black霞light flashed by. A figure identical to him appeared before his eyes—his avatar.

Since he intended for this先天treasure to be used by the avatar, the process of refining it should naturally fall on the avatar himself, without involving Lin Xuan's main body.

"Go ahead and refine this treasure."

The dark-skinned Lin Xuan nodded. He reached out with a hand and took over the snake-like sword-shaped partial treasure, walking towards another stone room.

Lin Xuan remained seated in his lotus position for a moment before extending his hand to tap on his waist. A flash of light appeared, revealing a colorful storage bag.

This was the remains of the treasure snake; Lin Xuan had obtained it after slaying its avatar form.

A look of anticipation flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes.

After all, as significant as the treasure snake was, even just an avatar would carry treasures worth considerable value.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan flipped his hand. The storage bag turned upside down, and a black wave surged out, revealing numerous items.

Several ancient treasures, several bottles of spirit pills, some top-grade demon crystals—nothing else.

The lack of items far exceeded what Lin Xuan had anticipated.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose in surprise as he scanned the few ancient treasures. A mallet, a small sword, and a black ring—all exuding demonic energy, clearly not ordinary objects.

Though they could attract intense bidding from many cultivators if placed outside, to Lin Xuan, they were just so-so.

His attention quickly shifted to several black jade bottles.

"Black Crystal Jade Bottle!"

Indeed, the quality was impressive. It rivaled the ten-thousand-year-old玄玉 of the spirit realm in terms of value.

Originally a tool for crafting treasures, it now held spirit pills, making it clear that the contents were extraordinary.

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of anticipation as he flicked his fingers to open the bottle cap. A strange fragrance wafted towards him.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned ecstatic.

"Nine-Transform Spirit Snake Pill!"

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't hide his joy.

This was a legendary spirit pill known throughout the Three Realms, and only the Treasure Snake among the True Demons could refine it. Not just because of its rare ingredients but also due to the cultivator's techniques.

The Treasure Snake Saint Ancestor refined such pills rarely, making each one extremely precious. They were invaluable for breaking through the bottleneck in the Tribulation Period.

For a Spirit Formation cultivator, obtaining this would be even more significant, increasing their chances by about twenty percent when pushing through the bottleneck.

Lin Xuan had gone through countless hardships to obtain just one of these pills back then.

He couldn't have expected to see them again.

And there were three in total—quite an unexpected windfall.

Lin Xuan carefully stored them away.

Next, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and took another jade bottle into his palm, having learned from the previous experience.

With a flick of his fingers, he opened the bottle cap. He poured out a spirit pill as big as a dragon eye from inside.

Surprisingly, this was transparent, allowing him to see countless golden specks within it.

"What is this?"

Even with Lin Xuan's extensive knowledge, he was momentarily stunned.

After a moment of staring, he finally remembered.

"Could this be the Frost Soul Melt Snow Pill?"

Lin Xuan's self-talk revealed a look of excitement on his face.

The Frost Soul Melt Snow Pill was a legendary treasure, similar to the Nine-Transform Spirit Snake Pill in some ways—both extremely rare, and only the Frost Soul Ancestor could refine it.

Its value was beyond measure; for a Spirit Formation cultivator, it had no use, but for an old monster of the Tribulation Period, it was a supreme treasure that increased their chances of breaking through the bottleneck.

For Lin Xuan, this would be perfect. Unfortunately, there was only one.

But he quickly let go of his disappointment as such treasures were incredibly difficult to craft even by the Frost Soul Ancestor.

Finding one was nearly impossible for outsiders.

This was already a significant stroke of luck for him.

With that, the treasure snake's storage bag was cleared, and the收获 far exceeded expectations.

Lin Xuan then proceeded to clean the treasures carried by the Spirit Fox Patriarch.

...

The process was swift. Half an hour later, it was mostly completed.

He also obtained some spirit pills and treasures, all of which were valuable but not as eye-catching as before.

Lin Xuan sighed; he wasn't disappointed with what he had received. The收获 was indeed rich, but the cost was equally significant.

The grudge between him and the treasure snake didn't matter much. What mattered was that the spatial node to the阴司界 was destroyed.

While this item wasn't invaluable, it was rare and hard to come by. Even with the current strength of Cloud Conceal Sect, finding another one would be difficult.

This required both luck and opportunity.

Thus, his plan to find Mo'er encountered obstacles.

After all, without a spatial node, even as an old monster of the Tribulation Period, he couldn't directly break through space to reach the阴司地府.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan sighed deeply but knew that such matters couldn't be rushed. He couldn't immediately set out to find Mo'er; what should he do next?

Lin Xuan had no intention of secluding himself. Given his current situation, relying solely on hard training wouldn't help him advance to the middle Tribulation Period.

For a moment, Lin Xuan was unsure of what to do next when something caught his eye.
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That was a jade talisman.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable. However, this actually served as an invitation.

Just now, Lin Xuan had only glanced at it briefly and paid no attention to it. But with nothing else to do, he recalled the item.

After a moment's hesitation, his right hand rose slightly, and a flash of light appeared. The greenish-gray jade token flew into his palm.

About the size of a palm, its patterns were extremely ancient. Lin Xuan lowered his head slightly and sank his divine sense into it.

...

After about the time it takes to brew tea, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

His expression changed from surprise to delight.

Finding what one has been searching for without effort—this was the case. The spatial node leading to the Netherworld had been destroyed, with the Venerable Spirit Fox being the main culprit.

But he hadn't anticipated that he could obtain a coordinate to the Heavenly Sound Realm from his storage bag.

It was well-known that the spirit realm consisted of hundreds of small interfaces.

The Heavenly Sound Realm was one of them and ranked among the top.

Though it couldn't match the Cold Moon Realm or the Azure Deer Kingdom, it wouldn't be inferior to the Dragon Shackles Realm in any way.

Its area was vast, and its essence energy concentration was extraordinary. Various cultivation resources were extremely rich.

Moreover, within the Heavenly Sound Realm lay a superpower ranking among the top ten even when compared with the entire spirit realm—Heavenly Sound Palace!

Just as the Dragon Shackles Realm was named after Senior Immortal Dragon, so too was the Heavenly Sound Realm and its palace.

The strength of this sect could be imagined.

Legend had it that there were more than one late-stage cultivator in the Heavenly Sound Palace.

Senior Immortal Fairy Heavenly Sound was a supreme figure who lived for millions of years. Her power and fame were on par with Senior Immortal Dragon.

And the Heavenly Sound Realm's reputation, Lin Xuan heard about long before ascending to the spirit realm.

Back then, he was just an intermediate cultivator at the Separation stage when fate brought him into contact with Fairy Purple Orchid, who had flowed from the Heavenly Sound Realm through a spatial rift.

Fairy Purple Orchid’s strength was negligible. However, her cultivation technique of Sound Wave Skill was somewhat similar to that of Young Master Ouyang Qinxin.

And this wasn't coincidental; Sound Wave Skill was widely circulated in the Heavenly Sound Realm…

Most cultivators there had their cultivation techniques linked with music.

Back then, Qinxin had ascended directly to the spirit realm through a teleportation array left by King Asura.

Though he didn’t know which small interface she would end up in, since her cultivation technique was so closely tied to the Heavenly Sound Realm, seeking her there could be a good idea.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't very confident, trying it wouldn't hurt.

However, while simple to say, actually going to the Heavenly Sound Realm proved far more difficult than imagined.

Indeed, as a late-stage cultivator, he had the ability to tear through space and freely traverse hundreds of small interfaces in the spirit realm.

But this was only theoretical. For Lin Xuan, overcoming the interface forces between each small interface wasn't particularly challenging.

However, knowing the coordinates of a specific small interface was necessary before attempting it.

Otherwise, tearing through space without a target could lead to unpredictable results.

The Heavenly Sound Realm's coordinates were unknown to Lin Xuan. Although he had asked his disciples below to gather information, they would naturally spare no effort in fulfilling Senior Immortal’s instructions.

But this problem was too high-level for ordinary cultivators to solve with their entire lifetimes. Much less could they explore other small interfaces.

For them, it was simply too lofty a goal and of no practical use.

Thus, most cultivators didn't know the coordinates of other small interfaces.

Only a few late-stage old monsters knew this secret.

Such beings were like dragons seen only from the head; ordinary cultivators had no chance to interact with them or inquire about such matters.

Therefore, although Yun Yin Sect's current power was formidable, Lin Xuan would find it almost impossible to determine the Heavenly Sound Realm's coordinates.

Of course, not all small interfaces' coordinates needed to be kept secret. Over countless years, some coincidences led to the dissemination of the coordinates for several realms, including the Ice Sea Realm.

But this didn't include the Heavenly Sound Realm.

So, although Lin Xuan had considered where to find Qinxin's clues, he lacked a coordinate and thus gave up on it.

Unexpectedly, today’s coincidence destroyed the Netherworld node, providing him with coordinates for the Heavenly Sound Realm.

Indeed, misfortune can turn into fortune, and vice versa. The affairs of the cultivation world were unpredictable.

But regardless, his next steps had been determined.

With the Heavenly Sound Realm's coordinates in hand, he could now seek Qinxin’s clues. One couldn't be biased; although Moon was his favorite, she was also his wife.

Lin Xuan toyed with the jade talisman in his hands. Not only did it contain the coordinates to the Heavenly Sound Realm but also an invitation. In a few months, there would be a small exchange meeting in that realm. Few people attended, all of whom were late-stage old monsters.

This was a rare opportunity; Venerable Spirit Fox had gone through much trouble to obtain this invitation. Now, it was his good fortune.

Finding what one has been searching for without effort—this could be seen as compensation for the destroyed spatial node.

Moreover, with so many old monsters gathered, he would surely find useful treasures and perhaps uncover ancient secrets and clues about the Netherworld node—a win-win situation.

With Lin Xuan's character, such a good opportunity wouldn't be missed. Thus, this matter was decided.

...

Of course, saying he wanted to leave didn't mean it had to happen immediately. The Yun Yin Sect's branch had just been established, and many matters were still in disarray.

Thus, Lin Xuan stayed for several more days. With him here, things proceeded smoothly, and Lady Gongbar Yu'er was indeed a shrewd and capable individual.

Soon, the branch took shape, so Lin Xuan planned to leave.

This was a mountain peak towering thousands of feet high. Lin Xuan stood at the summit, with a young and beautiful maiden standing beside him.

"Yu'er, I'm about to depart. In the future, you will be in charge alone here. I have some concerns. Before leaving, give you this treasure!"

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan reached out and snapped his fingers. An jade box flew from his waist.

No more than a foot long, it seemed unremarkable at first glance.

But once opened, the maiden's eyes widened in astonishment. It was a true dragon-shaped treasure, lifelike, emitting an aura that was extraordinary.

"What is this?"

"It’s a True Spirit Puppet."

Lin Xuan smiled and briefly explained the item before taking out several immortal stones from hisin one's arms. Full version
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"Master, I dare not accept such precious treasures from you."

Public Son Yu'er was greatly alarmed. A true spirit puppet, its power comparable to cultivators who have passed through tribulation, the value of this treasure could hardly be estimated from any angle. Public Son Yu'er was no fool; how could she accept such a gift?

"Take it if I tell you to," Lin Xuan's face showed some impatience. "I must leave and leave you alone here. This true spirit puppet can help you out of danger. There is nothing to refuse..."

"Moreover..."

Lin Xuan swallowed, his expression showing a hint of pride: "My current strength means this puppet no longer has much use. However, when facing powerful enemies, it can still offer some assistance. So there's no need for you to hesitate; it will be far more useful in your hands than mine."

"Yes, disciple thanks Master."

Public Son Yu'er's face was filled with gratitude as she bowed respectfully. "Thank you, Master, I will certainly manage this Cloud Concealing Sect branch well. Your journey ahead is uncertain, so please take extra care."

"Know that," Lin Xuan said coolly. "You should also focus on your cultivation and not be distracted by mundane matters. If you encounter any difficulties, feel free to seek help from your two senior masters."

With a faint smile, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he turned into a streak of light that broke through the sky.

Soon, his figure disappeared on the horizon.

...

The sky was somewhat gray, and this was an uninhabited valley. The aura of spirit energy was thin, with sparse vegetation and only some insignificant small animals.

However, today, a streak of light flew in from the distant horizon. As its brilliance faded, a plain-looking young man emerged.

It was Lin Xuan!

He released his divine sense, and soon his face showed satisfaction as he muttered to himself: "Indeed, this place has relatively thin spatial energy."

Although breaking through the void with his current strength wasn't unusual for Lin Xuan, choosing an appropriate location could save time and effort.

Given his nature, Lin Xuan would never be reckless; this valley was perfect.

After confirming the coordinates were correct, he used his divine sense to probe the area thoroughly. His expression was extremely satisfied.

Next, with a wave of his sleeve, a greenish-gray jade token flew out. Lin Xuan caught it and double-checked that everything was in order.

...

Then he began breaking through the void.

Breaking through the void for ordinary cultivators might as well be a fairy tale, but to Lin Xuan, it wasn't particularly difficult.

He raised his right hand, emitting threads ofrule force (lawful power). Then, with a slight movement, he punched forward.

Sizzle...

As he moved, the sound of breaking space filled the air. The previously calm space suddenly rippled like a small lake disturbed by a stone, creating concentric circles.

Then lightning flashed, and a spatial rift appeared.

Though only a few feet long, it was wide enough for one person to pass through.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate; he flew into the rift.

The spatial fluctuations quickly vanished.

...

Here was a picturesque place. Mountains, lakes, bamboo forests—apart from the scenery, the spirit energy here was excellent too, making this an ideal place for cultivation.

By the lake, several small houses made of green bamboo stood out, looking simple but with their own charm.

At that moment, many cultivators gathered in front of these bamboo houses. A rough count revealed at least a dozen, all high-ranking Core Formation stage cultivators.

Such a gathering of high-ranking cultivators was rare.

Looking around, one might think it was an exchange event, but the reality was different. None of them brought any treasures, and they looked at each other with cold hostility. Even blind people could tell there was deep enmity between them.

It felt as if they were competing for something.

Indeed, a competition for treasure!

Moreover, what puzzled everyone was that half of these individuals had minor or serious injuries.

"Old Devil Black, why are you here?" A bald old man in wide gray robes frowned as he looked ahead.

His gaze fell on a tall cultivator. This person wore gray clothes and had an extremely ugly face with a scar, giving off a sinister look.

"Hmph, Fellow Daoist Zhao, your question is quite unreasonable. If you can come here, why can't I? To hear Clear Fairy's divine melody, each of us must rely on our own abilities," the old devil said in an equally impolite tone, filled with deep hostility.

The wide-robed old man's face darkened further but held back from reacting. Instead, he took a deep breath and sighed: "This is a rare opportunity that comes once every three years. I will not give up; my lifespan is short. If I miss this chance, the next tribulation might be too much to bear. Fellow Daoist Black, if you are willing to let me have this opportunity, I will certainly reward you generously."

"Hmph, your tribulation is approaching, and you want to listen to Clear Fairy's divine melody in hopes of advancing. Your lifespan is short, as is mine. This chance to hear the divine melody must be won by each of us; I will not give up," the gray-clothed cultivator said resolutely.

"Fellow Daoist, don't make your demands too high. What if I offer you a fragrant jade powder pill? How about that?"

"What, a fragrant jade powder pill? Fellow Daoist, do you have this?" The gray-clothed cultivator was stunned as his expression turned serious.

"Indeed, you need not do anything; just give up your competition with me, and this fragrant jade powder pill will be yours," the wide-robed old man said while waving his sleeve to reveal a pill that emitted a pleasant fragrance. The U surname cultivator's face showed greed but quickly changed to hesitation. He was clearly eager for this pill but unwilling to abandon this opportunity.

To speak of Clear Fairy, she was no ordinary figure; although they were all Core Formation stage cultivators, it was rumored that she had ties with the Celestial Sound Palace. Her musical skills were unparalleled, and her divine melodies not only could defeat enemies but also had healing effects, even inspiring breakthroughs for cultivators.

While this sounded far-fetched, the secret techniques of the Celestial Sound Palace were indeed miraculous.

Moreover, in recent years, some cultivators had actually advanced by listening to Clear Fairy's music. This was no exaggeration.

Thus, countless cultivators flocked here. Unfortunately, Clear Fairy's divine melody was played only once every three years.

This rare opportunity coincided with her imminent emergence from seclusion to play the divine melody, which is why so many cultivators had gathered here. Full text
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Their sole objective was clear.

It was to vie for the only slot where they could hear the immortal music played by the immortal musician.

This opportunity came once every three years, making it a rare chance indeed.

The method of competition mirrored that of an auction, but with a key difference: one had to present a treasure that would satisfy the immortal maiden.

Just offering crystal stones wouldn't suffice.

Given her skill in playing the zither, which could enhance cultivation and help break through barriers, many cultivators were eager to participate. Each contest was fierce beyond measure.

The elderly man in宽松 robes didn’t have much time left, so he proposed generous terms to reduce his competitors. Despite other Dan玄期 cultivators numbering over a dozen, he believed that only the one dressed in gray posed a serious threat. The others were no match for him; he had an 80% chance of securing this opportunity if he could persuade the gray-robed man not to compete.

The two used sound transmission techniques, so their exact conversation was unknown to others.

"Brother Wu, you don’t need to do anything. Just give up your competition with Zhao and this Fragrant Clear Jade Pill will be yours. My lifespan is short, but I can wait three years. If you help me now, it’s a huge favor I owe you."

"Agreed."

The gray-robed man showed signs of hesitation but finally agreed.

The terms were too favorable to refuse, especially given the other's determination. He didn’t think he could outcompete them even if he joined in. It was better to be on the safe side and do a favor for someone.

Such an opportunity doesn’t come around often; miss it now, and there’s no second chance.

"I agree with you."

"Ha! Your wisdom is truly commendable, friend."

The elderly man in宽松 robes was overjoyed at this outcome. His efforts had paid off.

But before he could savor his victory, a sudden commotion arose. A strange laughter echoed: "Fragrant Clear Jade Pill, you have such an item? Iron’s luck must be good indeed. Why not give it to me?"

Before anyone could react, thunder and lightning filled the air. A crimson cloud suddenly formed in the sky.

The cloud was several acres wide, raising temperatures around it significantly. Everyone turned pale as more experienced cultivators gasped.

"Red Fire Divine Technique! Could it be the Red Fire Old Monster from Jade Peak?"

"What on earth is that old monster doing here?"

"He’s said to have one foot in the realm of spirit division."

"That’s true. I’ve heard his red fire divine technique is unparalleled, with unpredictable powers. Some say he can even rival a spirit division cultivator."

"Is it true? Is the Red Fire Old Monster really so formidable?"

"Regardless of whether it’s true or not, Iron’s strength far exceeds ours!"

...

The discussion continued as the cloud began to churn violently.

A crimson hand suddenly shot out from the cloud and grabbed the elderly man.

The other cultivator was shocked and angry but couldn’t summon his treasures in time. He threw an electric arc at the hand, which seemed powerful enough. However, it was like a stone hitting water; no effect at all.

In an instant, the hand reached over the old man’s head.

"Red Fire Old Monster! This is where the immortal maiden resides. How dare you hurt me here?"

"Hmph, just a little girl, what can she do? I’ll crush her to powder and take that girl too. Her music has some mysterious effects; with more exposure, I might reach spirit division."

"What...?"

All present were stunned.

This old monster was incredibly bold. The immortal maiden’s music had such skill, though they couldn’t be sure, it seemed likely she was a disciple of the Heavenly Sound Palace traveling outside. Everyone coveted her skills but no one dared to challenge her until now; Iron’s audacity was shocking.

Before anyone could react, a deafening boom echoed. The hand clenched and punched down.

The elderly man’s power wasn’t weak either, but he couldn’t dodge it. He was crushed into powder, his soul unable to escape.

The Fragrant Clear Jade Pill, which had caused trouble, fell into the other’s hands.

A single strike killed a peer cultivator in an ambush; such a feat was not within the capabilities of ordinary cultivators.

With the pill and weapon taken, the red cloud churned again.

Hundreds of light blades shot out, enveloping all present. No one could escape unscathed as they struggled to defend against the attacks.

Taking advantage of this moment, the red cloud rushed forward like a bamboo house.

Swoosh...

The ordinary green bamboo couldn’t withstand it and scattered.

A young woman in white court attire appeared. She was small with a veil over her face; one could not tell her age but she seemed very young.

She played a vertical zither with her jade fingers, producing musical notes that sounded like pearls falling into a jade plate. The notes transformed into various weapons—swords, spears, and shields—which struck the cloud fiercely.

"Hmph! Fiddling in front of experts!"

A cold voice from the cloud followed by a whirlwind appearance. The cloud vanished, replaced by a crimson hurricane that enveloped her.

All attacks were ineffective; they shattered upon contact with the hurricane.

"Your sound wave technique is impressive but your power is still too shallow compared to mine."

The Red Fire Old Monster’s voice was filled with triumph as he conjured a chain to bind her. The hurricane carried her away, flying off into the distance.
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The hawk swooped down, the entire process being more complex than it seemed. In reality, it was just a moment’s work.

The old man in宽松 robes had fallen to his death, and the renowned Qing Fairy Lady was also captured alive.

The Red Flame Old Monster lived up to his reputation; he was truly audacious.

The cultivators present were all dumbfounded. They never imagined that after listening to celestial music, they would end up with such an outcome.

A thousand ears are no match for one eye. This Red Flame Old Monster’s胆ness was indeed too great, daring to openly attack the Qing Fairy Lady. Could it be that he even dared to disregard the Heavenly Sound Palace?

Everyone was stunned but failed to realize that danger had already found them.

In the clouds, a trace of killing intent flashed in the Red Flame Old Monster's eyes: "Since you've seen what shouldn't have been seen, don't blame me for being ruthless. Die!"

Before he could finish speaking, primordial energy from heaven and earth gathered like a whale sucking water, drawn into that hurricane.

Then came the sound of breaking air as hundreds of wind blades emerged from the hurricane, shooting out in all directions.

"Bad luck! This old monster wants to kill us to cover his tracks!"

"How despicable! He alone wants to kill every cultivator present."

"What do we do? There’s no way back."

"Now what's there left to say? Let’s fight him."

"Not bad. I really don’t believe it. The Red Flame Old Monster’s strength is formidable, but one cannot stand against many. He’s only at the Profound Void stage; can he really kill all of us with his single person?"

...

The cultivators were stunned and furious. Strictly speaking, they had no grudge or recent conflict with the Red Flame Old Monster. They were just collateral damage.

But their opponent's actions were too arrogant. Amidst their anger, a shared resolve to fight back arose.

Suddenly, spiritual light flared.

Swords, spears, swords, jade rulers, and various other treasures shot out.

Boom!

A loud explosion as the wind blades collided with each other.

The residual shockwaves surged outward; even those at the Profound Void stage struggled to resist.

"Hmph. A bunch of废物, thinking you can stop me. Let’s see how this works!"

The Red Flame Old Monster's eerie laugh echoed in their ears. Then streaks of red light appeared in the void as he summoned flying knives.

Bright and sharp, with terrifying power emanating from them, each knife was no more than a foot long.

All the Profound Void stage old monsters turned pale. Some even tried to flee.

However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

The originally bright sky suddenly darkened in an instant, followed by low rumbling thunder. A white trace appeared in the void.

Then it transformed into a gap.

No more than a dozen feet long, but emitting terrifying spatial power from within.

"Spacial rift!"

"Yes, and not naturally generated. It seems to be artificially created."

"Artificially created. Could it be that friend is joking? Only a grandmaster who has undergone tribulation could possibly tear the void with bare hands."

...

This celestial phenomenon was too frightening; everyone was dumbfounded. They couldn’t focus on fighting anymore, not even the Red Flame Old Monster, who chose to remain silent.

"Hmph, quite lively. But if you friends would like to pause your battle for a moment, I have some matters to inquire about."

A calm voice entered their ears. Though it sounded plain, there was an underlying authority.

Before he could finish speaking, the spatial rift widened with a "whoosh." Then green light flashed, and a figure appeared before them.

Wearing a green robe, he looked no more than twenty years old, extremely young.

He gave off no spiritual pressure; one couldn’t tell his cultivation stage from just looking at him. He seemed like an ordinary mortal.

However, the cultivators didn't dare breathe.

Someone coming out of a spatial rift could not possibly be an ordinary mortal.

This old man was clearly concealing his true identity—likely a grandmaster who had undergone tribulation.

Although Lin Xuan didn’t know what happened,

his gaze swept over everything, seeing it all clearly. No prohibitions or treasures could hide anything from him.

Then he spoke lightly: "Pause your battle for now, and release the Fairy Lady in the clouds first."

The Red Flame Old Monster didn't respond.

His face was ashen with anger; his original plan had been perfect.

He almost succeeded but inexplicably encountered this old monster.

How could he not be depressed to the core?

Wasn’t it just going to end in failure?

He couldn’t bear it!

And he absolutely refused to accept such a result. The origins of this Qing Fairy Lady were unclear, but her Sound Wave Arts had reached an incomparable level. Though her strength was shallow, she must have received true teachings.

She was likely a disciple from the Heavenly Sound Palace on a tour.

Thus, if today’s incident leaked out, his fate would be horrifically bleak.

The Heavenly Sound Palace was such a formidable entity; no cultivator who dared to offend it had ever ended well over the years.

To hesitate when one should act only invites trouble. Rather than being pursued by the Heavenly Sound Palace and dying without a grave, he might as well take a chance.

His opponent was just passing through, and his cultivation level was merely a guess; how could it be so easy to encounter a grandmaster who had undergone tribulation?

Thoughts raced in his mind as he made his decision. This fellow was indeed an outstanding leader; without hesitation, red light flared.

The hurricane that stretched from the sky to the ground rapidly shrunk into a dazzling streak of light, flying off towards the distance.

Its speed was astonishing; it reached the horizon after just a few flashes.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but didn’t get angry. Instead, he smiled: "What an impatient fellow! When did I say you could leave?"

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand rose slightly, pointing forward with ease.

Apart from this gesture, no other action was taken. An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The red light flew back at a speed faster than before, like a bolt of lightning.

Then the light dispersed, revealing two figures in mid-air.

One was an ugly old man wearing Daoist robes.

The other was a young girl dressed in palace attire with her face covered by white gauze.

The shackles on the girl had been removed. The Red Flame Old Monster's expression was one of shock and anger.

A trace of hesitation flashed across his face as he gritted his teeth and finally spoke: "I have no grudge against you, why are you doing this?"

"Without a grudge?"

Lin Xuan laughed. A mere Profound Void cultivator dared to speak with such arrogance; truly audacious. Full text
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Lin Xuan did not waste any more words on him. A mere Core Profound cultivator wanting to seek death, he would make it happen.

After all, this fellow didn't seem like a virtuous person at first glance. Eradicating him would be considered upholding justice.

Lin Xuan was no cruel killer, but since someone was being reckless, there was no need for mercy.

With so many people around, eradicating this guy wouldn’t hinder his efforts to gather information. In fact, it could serve as a demonstration of power.

It was a win-win situation.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer and raised his right hand, pointing forward swiftly yet smoothly.

The movement seemed slow but was actually quick, without any hint of flamboyance.

Even the spectators were slightly puzzled, but the Red Flame Monstrous Old Monster, as the main actor, turned pale.

He waved his sleeves several times, sending out a series of magical treasures from his sleeves to envelop him in a protective shield. His reaction was swift, but it was useless.

With a loud "bang," the Red Flame Monstrous Old Monster exploded into a cloud of blood. All the magical treasures he had summoned shattered into pieces.

Sss...

A gasp filled the air as all the cultivators around turned pale. If their initial guess was just that, they were now one hundred percent certain.

This guy in front of them was undoubtedly an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage; otherwise, he wouldn't have been able to disintegrate the Red Flame Monstrous Old Monster with a single finger.

Everyone fell silent. A Hall of Tribulation Stage Ancestors could easily crush them like ants if they had any grievances against them.

"Where are we?"

Satisfied with this outcome, Lin Xuan spoke lightly.

"Reverend, this is Drifting Cloud Valley."

"Drifting Cloud Valley? Pfft..."

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan almost stumbled. He fell from the sky.

But the shock was brief as he quickly regained his composure. It couldn't be the Drifting Cloud Valley in the mortal realm; it was just a coincidence that their names were the same due to the vastness of the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan's strange reaction made the cultivators exchange glances, but they didn’t dare speak out. They remained silent and stood still.

"Very well, I will ask you one more question: Is this the Sound Heaven Realm?"

His words revealed some hesitation on his face as he had coordinates to guide him, but breaking through the void was a fine line; he might end up in another realm by accident.

"This is the Sound Heaven Realm. Reverend..."

A pleasant voice entered his ears, but it contained a hint of nervousness. Lin Xuan turned and saw the woman holding a harp.

Though she wore a white veil, her beauty could not hide from Lin Xuan's Divine Phoenix Eyes.

She had delicate features and an etherealtemperament, resembling Qinxin in some ways. Unfortunately, they were just alike.

If only it was Qinxin herself...

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced but he soon laughed at himself. His purpose for coming to the Sound Heaven Realm was to find clues about Qinxin, so such a coincidence was unlikely.

But he decided to test his luck.

As Lin Xuan pondered this, something unexpected happened.

The white-robed woman raised her head and scanned him with her eyes, revealing surprise before exclaiming, "Pfft, Reverend, you are..."

"How do you know me?"

Lin Xuan's eyes showed a hint of surprise as he couldn't help but look shocked. He had confirmed that he was in the Sound Heaven Realm.

If it were another Tribulation Transcending cultivator who knew his reputation, it wouldn’t be strange. But this woman was only at the Core Profound stage; she shouldn’t have any connection with him.

He was sure they hadn't met before, so how could she know him?

Her expression didn’t look like a mistake.

Lin Xuan was still surprised but regained his calm demeanor. He waved his sleeve and a streak of green light shot out.

The dozen Core Profound cultivators below couldn't dodge it and were all enveloped.

After a moment, the green light dispersed, and thuds echoed as the cultivators fell unconscious.

"What...?"

The Pure Fairy was shocked, unable to believe Lin Xuan's ruthlessness.

"Friend, you are mistaken. I don’t want to kill innocent people; I just don't want you to get into trouble," Lin Xuan smiled. "They will only be temporarily unconscious for a day and night before waking up with no memory of this. So, Fairy, please speak freely."

"Oh, that makes sense."

The young woman in the palace attire blushed slightly, realizing she had misunderstood the elder.

After some hesitation, she finally spoke: "May I ask, is it true that you are an Ancestor at the Tribulation Transcending stage?"

"Is this important?" Lin Xuan was a bit puzzled but still answered truthfully. "You guessed right; I am indeed a Tribulation Transcending cultivator."

"This is great." A hint of excitement appeared on her face. "If you are truly an Ancestor at the Tribulation Transcending stage, there might be a chance to save Sister Qinxin."

"What? Qinxin sister, which Qinxin?" Lin Xuan was shocked.

"Of course, it’s Ouyang Qinxin. Are you not Ancestor Lin Xuan?"

"I am naturally Lin Xuan, but who are you? How do you know me, and what trouble has Qinxin gotten into?" Lin Xuan could no longer maintain his calm as he fired a series of questions.

"This... it’s a long story. You asked so many things at once; how can I answer clearly," the woman's face showed a hint of bitterness.

"It was Lin Xuan who was too anxious."

Lin Xuan scratched his nose, realizing that concern could cloud judgment. He had been hasty just now and now regretted it.

"Let’s find another place to talk properly."

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan made up his mind, enveloping the woman in a green glow as he flew away towards the distance.

With his current speed, it was like a flash; they were already a million miles away.

This was a scenic area with few people around. Talking here wouldn’t risk being overheard by third parties.

Thus, the streak of light descended and continued the story.
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"Alright, Fairy, feel free to speak your mind. I can assure you that whatever comes out of your mouth will enter my ears and won't be known by a third party."

Lin Xuan's voice was calm as he spoke, but his tone betrayed a hint of eagerness.

He hadn't expected such a coincidence; just arriving in the Heavenly Sound Realm, he had already obtained clues related to Qinxin.

The only worrying part was that Qinxin seemed to be in some trouble.

But since he was here, no matter what dangers or twists she encountered, he would always find a way to ensure her safety.

He felt confident about this point. After all, his current self was far from ordinary; he had already reached the Tribulation Transcending Stage.

Though he didn't dare say that he could go anywhere in the world, there weren't many things that could leave him helpless.

"Um..."

The young lady in the palace attire showed a hint of difficulty on her face.

"How so? Fairy, do you have any concerns?"

"I..." The girl bit her teeth and finally revealed a determined expression: "Alright, I'll say it. This all started a thousand years ago..."

"A thousand years ago?" Lin Xuan's face showed a thoughtful expression.

"Indeed, at that time, I was just an ordinary Separation Stage cultivator. Originally, I came from a cultivation family."

"My family may not have been large, but we had a close connection with the Heavenly Sound Palace."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched as he revealed a look of understanding on his face. The connection she mentioned likely referred to how her family was founded by disciples of the Heavenly Sound Palace.

This was quite common in the cultivation world. Some disciples with limited potential, after failing to advance further, would return to the secular world and start their own cultivation families while getting married and having children.

The disciples from these cultivation families could easily join back into the original sect if they had sufficient talent.

Her situation probably followed this pattern.

"Your guess is correct."

"Since advancing to Separation Stage, I wanted to join the Heavenly Sound Palace. The sect's recruitment was very strict, but due to my ancestors' connections, I managed to join smoothly."

"And it was around that time when I met Sister Qinxin."

"Go on and tell me more..."

Lin Xuan also showed a focused expression. After listening for so long, how could he not be interested in any clues related to Qinxin?

"So you're saying that Qinxin also joined the Heavenly Sound Palace?"

"Yes, Sister Qinxin's talent was much better than mine. Although she had no connection with the palace, she was still chosen smoothly."

The girl's eyes seemed lost in thought as if recalling a memory: "At first, our lives were very peaceful. It took about a hundred years before an opportunity presented itself. One day, Sister Qinxin caught the attention of one of the palace's senior elders and became his disciple."

"Being taken under someone's wing is usually good, isn't it?"

Lin Xuan frowned with a look of surprise on his face. The Heavenly Sound Palace was ranked among the top five in the Spirit Realm, its strength incomprehensible to mere words. Its senior elders were undoubtedly Tribulation Transcending Stage cultivators. To be chosen as an apprentice by such beings was beyond luck.

However, he had just heard that Qinxin's situation was dire. Even with his extensive knowledge, it was hard for him to figure out the hidden secrets behind this.

"I got along well with Sister Qinxin from the start and considered her a sister. I was happy for her when she received such an opportunity. However, after she became an apprentice of Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound", our chances of meeting were few. Until a hundred years ago, we met by chance again, but this time, Sister Qinxin looked troubled."

"I was curious about why Sister Qinxin seemed unhappy despite her advancement to the Spirit Separation Stage. After repeatedly asking her, she finally revealed the details..."

"Could there be more twists?"

Lin Xuan's expression became even more attentive.

"Yes, indeed, there were twists. The reason behind it was that Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound" never intended to take Sister Qinxin as a true disciple but saw her as a valuable asset."

"What? Viewing Qinxin as a valuable asset?" Lin Xuan was stunned and his face darkened with suspicion. No matter what, Ouyang Qinxin was his wife. This Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound" had ulterior motives and intended to harm Qinxin, making her an enemy.

Lin Xuan would not spare anyone who dared to hurt his women.

But now...

He needed to clarify the details: "Continue. What did the other party intend? Why was Qinxin so special that she caught their attention?"

"This secret was discovered by Sister Qinxin herself. Although she is just an ordinary cultivator with a common spirit root, she actually possesses the Nine-Spirit Zither Body."

"What is the Nine-Spirit Zither Body?"

Lin Xuan's eyebrows furrowed. There were countless special bodies in the cultivation world, and even with his extensive knowledge, he couldn't have heard about every one of them.

"I am also unaware of this body type, but for Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound", it has great significance."

"Oh, please elaborate."

"This Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound" cultivates a secret technique where Sister Qinxin's body can be used to transfer the heavenly tribulation on her behalf."

"Transfer the heavenly tribulation?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had initially thought that Qinxin’s role was merely to assist during someone else's tribulation.

While this was dangerous, it wasn't life-threatening. With good luck, she might even gain some benefits from the tribulationbaptism.

As the saying went: "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise."

If only things had been that simple, Lin Xuan wouldn't have been particularly angry. Such incidents did happen occasionally in the cultivation world.

However, Qinxin had received a lot of help from Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound", and the dangers inherent in cultivation were part of it.

But the real situation was vastly different from his initial guess.

Qinxin's role wasn't merely to assist during someone else’s tribulation. Instead, she was used as a decoy to take the brunt of the heavenly tribulation.

In other words, when Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound"'s tribulation descended, all its power would be borne by Qinxin alone.

Fairy妙音 means "wonderful sound" or "marvelous sound" would remain safe, but Qinxin's fate could only be imagined.

A Tribulation Transcending Stage tribulation was immensely powerful; it could destroy the heavens and earth. Such a tribulation wasn't something even a Spirit Separation cultivator like Qinxin could withstand.

Qinxin’s death was inevitable, making her nothing more than a sacrificialscapegoat.

The entire story revealed that she had become a decoy to bear the tribulation for someone else.
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With this thought, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel greatly angered.

At the same time, he was also filled with regret. Fortunately, by sheer luck, he had ended up in the Heavenly Sound Realm.

Otherwise, if he had delayed a bit longer, waiting for that妙音仙子's heavenly tribulation to descend, he and Qinxin would have been separated into different worlds.

How despicable!

Daring to scheme against his wife like this.

Lin Xuan was someone who took his responsibilities seriously. Even if the other party was the Supreme Elder of the Heavenly Sound Palace, he wouldn't let it go so easily.

He must make him regret making such a foolish decision.

Lin Xuan thought fiercely in his heart.

However, on the surface, there wasn't the slightest hint of emotion.

With his deep-seated nature, he naturally wouldn't casually display his emotions on his face.

The Heavenly Sound Palace was a huge entity. There were countless experts here, and its profound foundation was so deep that even free-floating immortals and demon kings would dare not be careless.

Although Lin Xuan wasn't as he used to be now, wanting to challenge the Supreme Elder of the Heavenly Sound Palace still required careful planning.

Otherwise, it could end up being like trying to steal chickens but losing one's own rice bowl, and he might even get himself involved in trouble.

Despite his extreme anger, Lin Xuan's thoughts were still very clear.

Some things couldn't be rushed, but rescuing Qinxin from danger was something that couldn't be delayed either.

Lin Xuan wasn't worried that the woman before him was misleading him.

After all, they had no grudges in the past and hadn't met recently. They had been like parallel lines until this chance encounter. Therefore, it was impossible for her to have been deliberately arranged by someone to deal with him.

Since he started his cultivation path, Lin Xuan had seen countless cultivators, so his ability to discern people's true intentions was still reliable.

Thus, this Qing Fairy could be trusted without hesitation.

Although the process was complex, Lin Xuan's thoughts only took a moment to go through in his mind.

To rescue Qinxin from danger, the first thing he needed to do was know himself and others well.

---

If it were in the Nai Long Realm, he had countless people at his disposal. However, in the Heavenly Sound Realm, things were different. He was just arriving here, unfamiliar with the land. The deliberate use of power would be minimal.

"Fair Lady, if you are honest with me, I am greatly honored. But as a disciple of the Heavenly Sound Palace, won't this cause trouble for your fellow Fairy妙音仙子?"

"The fair lady says she is not afraid, that's definitely a lie."

A trace of sorrow flashed across the Qing Fairy's face: "However, one should know how to repay kindness. Qinxin Sister and I hit it off at first sight, and even saved me once. Without her help, this junior would have perished long ago."

"I dare not betray my teacher or ancestors. However, Fairy妙音仙子' actions are a bit too extreme. How can I bear to see Qinxin Sister suffer through countless tribulations? For both reason and emotion, it is natural for me to inform you of her situation. As for the consequences, this junior did not think about them..."

Her voice grew softer.

Lin Xuan stared at her eyes. Her words were indeed sincere, without any pretense or exaggeration.

"The fair lady is truly a straightforward person. Rest assured, although I am not talented, I will certainly ensure that you do not suffer any harm because of this matter. You and Qinxin are like sisters to me, so there's no need for us to be formal. If you don't mind, call me Big Brother..."

"Senior is too kind," the young woman hurriedly shook her head.

It was said that age had its order in cultivation realms, where seniority corresponded with strength.

The person before him wasn't an ordinary cultivator but a powerful old monster who had just undergone tribulation.

To treat such a person as an equal would be somewhat reckless from any angle. This young woman certainly wasn't someone who didn't know the importance of things.

"Fine, call me if you must. Do you think my identity is worthy of being called Big Brother?"

"Senior is too kind," the girl was greatly alarmed and hesitated for a moment before finally reluctantly calling out: "Big... Brother."

"Hmm, that's better!"

Lin Xuan showed a satisfied expression on his face. Then he waved his sleeves and an jade bottle flew out: "Since you call me Big Brother, I naturally have to give you a gift as well. This Snowflake Clear Dew Pill is for you."

"What? Snowflake Clear Dew Pill?"

The young woman was first stunned, then the excitement couldn't be hidden on her delicate face.

For Lin Xuan, such an old monster who had just undergone tribulation, this medicine wasn't of much use. But for a洞玄期 cultivator, it was a sought-after treasure.

Moreover, she had been stuck at a bottleneck for so long. Getting this treasure would greatly increase her chances of advancing to the next level. How could she not be delighted?

Her gratitude towards Lin Xuan increased even more naturally, making it easier for her to call him Big Brother without feeling awkward.

---

This result was exactly what Lin Xuan wanted. Feeling the change in the young woman's attitude toward him, Lin Xuan showed a satisfied expression and then continued: "Qing'er, who is this Fairy妙音仙子? Tell me about her background."

"Fairy妙音仙子 is one of the Supreme Elders of the Heavenly Sound Palace. She lives a secluded life but is said to be an advanced-stage tribulation cultivator. As for other information, my junior's cultivation level is too low, so I can't gather it," the young woman apologized.

These words were indeed genuine. The Heavenly Sound Palace was one of the top five huge entities even in the entire Spirit Realm.

It was rumored that there were more than one transcendent existence who had just undergone tribulation.

As for other Supreme Elders at the tribulation stage, how could a mere洞玄级别的 disciple know? Therefore, the information provided by this girl couldn't be too detailed. This was understandable.

However, Lin Xuan didn't show any disappointment on his face but rather a relieved expression.

Fairy妙音仙子 was only an advanced-stage tribulation cultivator. That made things much easier than he had originally expected.

At first, the biggest concern for Lin Xuan was that Fairy妙音仙子 was one of the two Supreme Elders at the late-stage tribulation level in the Heavenly Sound Palace.

That would be truly troublesome.

Although Lin Xuan's personality wouldn't give up no matter what, even if he had to offend three demon kings and three free-floating immortals, he would still save his wife. But it was better to have fewer obstacles.

A single advanced-stage tribulation cultivator wasn't too formidable in terms of strength alone.

But rescuing Qinxin from danger wouldn't be that simple.

His beloved wife was definitely at the main base of the Heavenly Sound Palace. His current strength might not fear Fairy妙音仙子, but to enter such a tiger's den as the Heavenly Sound Palace would still be too far away.

He couldn't act rashly and shouldn't fight head-on. He needed to think of a clever way to take things.

Lin Xuan wasn't an impulsive cultivator. After a moment, he had already thought of a strategy.

Fortunately, there was no need to rush this matter. It seemed that Fairy妙音仙子 wouldn't undergo her heavenly tribulation for a while.

Therefore, Qinxin should be safe for now. Full text
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Recalling this, Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. He then raised his head and said to Qing'er, "Qing'er, how did you recognize me? Could it be that Qinxin ever mentioned you before?"

"Indeed, not only has Qinxin spoken of you, but she also showed me your portrait during her free time."

Qing'er's smiling voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. After getting to know him for some time, he had realized that Qing'er was a kind-hearted cultivator and no longer felt constrained around her.

The two continued chatting about other matters.

From this girl’s words, Lin Xuan gained an understanding of the Heavenly Sound Realm. The realm was vast, not inferior in any way to the Dragon Ridge Realm. Various heavenly treasures and earthly treasures were countless, and the aura of essence qi was so thick that it could be felt everywhere. Countless cultivation sects and scattered cultivators thrived, similar to the Dragon Ridge Realm.

The only difference might lie with the Heavenly Sound Palace itself. Unlike ordinary sects, this palace was a massive entity. Apart from its main headquarters, there were over a thousand branches spread across every corner of the realm. Skilled cultivators abounded; even one senior elder who had successfully transcended the Tribulation Stage was considered extraordinary. However, in the Heavenly Sound Palace, there were numerous terrifying figures at the late Tribulation Stage, and many other senior elders remained unknown.

Other cultivators of various ranks numbered in the millions. This only counted the formal disciples of the palace; uncounted were its affiliated forces.

Lin Xuan could not help but take a deep breath when he heard what Valley Qing said. Although he knew the Heavenly Sound Palace was formidable, he never imagined it would reach such an extent. It seemed that to teach the Virtuous Sound Fairy and rescue Qinxin would require more effort than expected.

However, Lin Xuan only felt a bit of trouble; his face showed no signs of discouragement.

"Events are in our hands," he thought. "Even with all these dangers, my wife must be saved."

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless trials and tribulations but never once bowed to difficulties.

However, this matter could not be rushed; it required careful planning. Lin Xuan was no impulsive cultivator, and such an important matter needed thorough consideration before acting.

With his mind made up, he turned to Qing'er and said, "Qing'er, what are your plans now?"

Lin Xuan did not worry about the information leaking out. With his divine sense, he could confirm that within a ten-thousand-mile radius, there was no other cultivator present. The Heavenly Sound Palace had many eyes and ears, but trying to gather information from under his nose would be as futile as a dream.

He felt confident enough for this reason, so Lin Xuan did not worry at all. "Originally, I was out traveling, and now that I have informed you of the situation, naturally, I will continue with my original plans."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. As the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, although he usually didn't get involved in mundane affairs, he couldn't be ignorant of some sect rules.

Cultivators traveling for experience was a common practice, offering both opportunities to gain knowledge and seek out chances.

"Since that is the case, elder brother will not disturb you."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he extended his hand, and a flash of light appeared before him, revealing a storage bag. "Inside are some medicinal pills and treasures, as well as several ten-thousand-mile talismans. Qing'er, please keep them safe. If there is any change in the situation, we can still communicate."

This time, Valley Qing did not refuse. Lin Xuan was a straightforward cultivator, and these items were incredibly valuable to him. However, from the perspective of an old master who had transcended the Tribulation Stage, they held no significance.

Of course, she remained deeply grateful, expressing her thanks repeatedly.

...

The two parted ways after their conversation.

Watching the girl's back disappear, Lin Xuan sighed but quickly became grim. He would not let the Virtuous Sound Fairy or Qinxin go unpunished. However, how should he approach such a formidable entity?

Lin Xuan was known for his quick thinking, but in this moment, he struggled to find a solution.

Fortunately, there was no need to rush. Lin Xuan flew aimlessly forward. The Heavenly Sound Realm was vast, and the area ahead was deserted. He did not feel rushed as he thought of strategies while flying.

Before long, half a day had passed. As the sun set behind the hill, darkness enveloped the sky.

The moon shone brightly, and stars were few and far between. Lin Xuan's face showed some hesitation; should he continue his journey or find a place to rest for the night?

This was not an easy decision, but soon Lin Xuan burst into laughter.

Such trivial matters, why bother? He decided to spend the night here, eating in the open air and sleeping under the stars.

With that, Lin Xuan's figure vanished as he flew towards a nearby mountain range.

...

Soon they arrived. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a sword light shot out from it.

Sizzle…

Rock fragments flew, and a large hole appeared on the mountain wall. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan entered.

For just one night of rest, Lin Xuan did not bother to establish a cave dwelling; any cave would suffice for sheltering him from wind and rain.

He then released another sword light, crafting a stone bed where he lay down and fell into deep sleep.

...

Unbeknownst to him, it was late at night. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as his eyes opened wide.

"Interesting, such a remote place, yet there are cultivators engaged in combat, and the level is not low."

Lin Xuan sensed the chaotic essence qi in the air, showing a strange expression on his face.

"I'll just check it out. After all, I've been woken up; watching some spectacle might be interesting."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he emitted a faint green glow, flying towards the most jarring area of the essence qi fluctuations.

With his current speed, covering several tens of thousands of miles was nothing but an instant trip.

Lin Xuan did not reveal himself immediately. He first used concealment techniques to hide and observe what was happening.

However, the scene before him left him stunned.

He had thought it would be a cultivator battle, but instead, he saw several fierce beasts. Some had lion bodies with wolf heads, others resembled wild bulls with wings on their backs, and there were over a hundred-foot-long snakes.

The three beasts seemed unable to transform into human form, yet their strength was formidable, not inferior to late Profound Concealment cultivators.

However, the enemy of these terrifying beasts was just one young maiden. She looked no more than twenty years old, with snow-white silk clothing that accentuated her ethereal appearance. Her face was also quite beautiful; she wielded a short sword about a foot long, dancing deftly against several fierce beasts' attacks without losing ground. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan released his spirit sense, silently scanning the scene.

The woman's cultivation level was merely at Profound Void. Yet she managed to face three beasts of the same rank alone and not fall behind in combat.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel amazed.

It was well-known that the Incubation Core stage for cultivators was incredibly important to the妖族, often referred to as the Formed Body period. The reason was that beasts at this stage could awaken their spiritual intelligence and transform into human forms.

However, in the vast cultivation realm, there were countless types of beasts, so exceptions were common. Some beasts, due to special talents or other reasons, might not be able to transform into humans even when they reached the Formed Body stage. This was undoubtedly a significant regret, but nature was fair; for every disadvantage, there was an advantage. Such beasts usually far surpassed their counterparts who could transform.

In other words, it would be difficult for a cultivator of the same rank to defeat such a beast in one-on-one combat.

The young woman before him, however, managed to hold her own against three beasts. Lin Xuan couldn't help but look at her with new respect.

He decided not to rush out and stayed hidden. With his strength, he was sure that even though they were only a short distance apart, the woman wouldn't be able to detect him.

...

A Profound Void existence might seem trivial to Lin Xuan, but in reality, it already possessed the power of a high-stage cultivator for strategic purposes. Thus, the young woman fought fiercely against the three beasts.

Flashing lights and magical artifacts filled the air as mountains were flattened by their clash. Lin Xuan nodded approvingly; this woman's strength far surpassed that of her peers.

She likely didn't come from a small cultivation family but had significant origins.

As time passed, however, the young woman began to struggle.

This wasn’t surprising. Facing an overwhelming force, even if she could end it quickly, there was still hope. But as time wore on, the situation for the outnumbered side became increasingly unfavorable. With fewer numbers, her mana consumption would be more intense. Thus, prolonged combat was not in her favor.

She understood this well but was now powerless to change her fate. These three beasts were no weaklings; she could barely maintain an undefeated position. Speeding up wouldn’t be easy, and prolonging the fight meant a certain death.

"Enough," the young woman gritted her teeth, determination flashing in her eyes. She raised both hands, dancing like a butterfly. Several magical techniques shot out from her sleeves.

Sizzle...

The short sword, originally just an inch long, suddenly emitted a fierce glow and transformed into a beautiful face.

"This technique..."

Lin Xuan felt familiar with it but couldn't recall where he had seen it before. The woman's face showed signs of strain as she opened her lips to release a pink mist. Silver light flashed within the mist, hinting at hidden magical artifacts.

This was clearly her secret technique. After its use, she looked visibly exhausted.

The three beasts didn’t retreat. One with a lion’s body and wolf’s head opened its blood-stained mouth and shot out a thick beam of white light, surrounded by arcs of electricity.

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp; for a Profound Void cultivator, this attack was formidable. But it wasn't over yet. The other two beasts also revealed their hidden techniques in perfect coordination.

"Moow!"

A loud roar echoed as the bull-like beast flapped its wings, sending out two streams of dark wind that rippled through the air like ripples on a lake. Meanwhile, the hundred-foot-long snake’s scales stood up, and countless coin-sized scales flew towards them like flowers scattered by a maiden.

Boom!

The beasts' attacks collided with her magical artifacts, creating gusts of energy. The young woman was thrown back, blood trickling from her lips as she appeared severely injured. Her face showed signs of struggle; the short sword reappeared, but it had clearly taken damage and lost much of its spirit.

The three beasts also suffered some losses, their injuries not enough to deter them.

With a roar, they charged forward again. Though the woman hadn't fainted, she was severely injured, unable to gather her mana. In her grief, she could only close her eyes, awaiting death.

But just then, a cold laugh echoed: "Three against one, what skill is that? Since you dared to show off in front of me, I can only intervene."

The three beasts were shocked, the voice coming out of nowhere. A young man in green clothing suddenly appeared before them, blocking their path.

Caught off guard, the beasts didn't have time to think and assumed they had reinforcements. They pounced on Lin Xuan.

"Die!"

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he pointed his finger forward. Space distorted, a green sword streak appeared before him.

Pfft...

The lion-headed beast was the first to fall, its head severed by the blade. The sword continued its path and soon reached the bull-like beast.

Terrified, it had no time to dodge; blood splattered as its head was also cut off. As for the snake she loved, it couldn’t escape either. It might have been stronger than others of its rank but still at the Profound Void stage. Escaping Lin Xuan's grasp would be a miracle.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant. The young woman watched in disbelief as three powerful enemies fell to one move by this person before her eyes. Her mana stagnation feeling had vanished, and she quickly released her spirit sense, which revealed boundless power.

Could it be a Split Spirit stage cultivator?

The young woman's thoughts ran along these lines. After all,渡劫期 monsters were elusive figures; she hadn’t expected to encounter such an easy target.
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Of course, this misunderstanding of the girl was also related to Lin Xuan's cultivation technique.

The Moon Ink Sky Witch Art was incredibly divine and mysterious. Once it reached its pinnacle, it had a return-to-basics effect, making it hard for others to discern its true strength unless Lin Xuan deliberately released his spiritual pressure.

Although the girl before him displayed some extraordinary abilities, she naturally wouldn't be an exception due to this.

Thus, her misidentification of Lin Xuan as a Spirit Separation Realm cultivator was perfectly reasonable.

However, clearly this senior was also a rare powerhouse in the Spirit Separation Realm. Otherwise, he would not have been able to so easily eliminate three fierce beasts with such ease.

The girl's face showed a hint of reverence as she respectfully bowed to Lin Xuan: "Thank you for your assistance, Senior. This disciple from Heavenly Sound Palace, Zhou Ling, is here to express my gratitude."

"Disciple of Heavenly Sound Palace?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He hadn't expected such a coincidence. He had been thinking about how to plot this massive object but now found himself entangled with one of the palace's disciples.

Lin Xuan was surprised inside but did not show any hint on his face as he spoke lightly: "Mistress, you are from Heavenly Sound Palace. But I noticed that the cultivation technique you used just now has nothing to do with the Sound Wave Art!"

When Lin Xuan said this, the girl's expression turned surprised. She couldn't help but look at him up and down: "Senior, even this is unclear to you? Are you not a native cultivator from Heavenly Sound Realm?"

The other party easily guessed his origins based on that question, which Lin Xuan knew must have been due to the previous inquiry.

He was slightly alarmed inside but kept a calm face.

"Comrade, you are indeed smart. I did end up being sucked into a spatial rift by accident and found myself here."

"Then so it is."

Zhou Ling's expression relaxed: "This explains why you didn't know. Although Heavenly Sound Palace is renowned for its Sound Wave Art, not all disciples' cultivation techniques have anything to do with sound."

"That makes sense."

Lin Xuan nodded and chuckled. Even a massive entity like Heavenly Sound Palace, which had over a million cultivators, or even a small family of cultivators, usually wouldn't limit their disciples to just one cultivation technique.

While many disciples in Heavenly Sound Palace practiced the Sound Wave Art, it wasn't all of them. Some undoubtedly practiced other secret techniques and spells.

Lin Xuan then began chatting with her. With his cunning, gathering some information without leaving a trace was very easy.

Soon, Lin Xuan clarified this girl's identity.

Sure enough, as he had guessed, she was no ordinary cultivator.

Her grandfather happened to be the head of Heavenly Sound Palace.

Unlike secular martial arts sects, in the cultivation world, the senior patriarch or matriarch held the most power. However, they usually didn't bother with mundane affairs and left daily operations to various officials.

The head of a sect was undoubtedly the most powerful among all officials.

Generally, the strength of the head would not be low; even if there were some differences from the senior patriarch, it was still considerable.

For Heavenly Sound Palace such a massive entity, the head must be a late-stage Spirit Separation Realm cultivator and one of the superpowerhouses in that realm.

Lin Xuan could be certain about this.

But he didn't care. Even at the Spirit Separation stage, they were mere puppets to him; eventranscending-calamity period old monsters, he had already dispatched several. The difference between them was negligible in his eyes.

However, her identity held potential for him.

Her grandfather was the head of Heavenly Sound Palace. If he could win her favor, entering the main hall of Heavenly Sound Palace would no longer be a daydream.

The top priority now was to rescue Qinxin from the tiger's den and leopard's lair. As for seeking revenge on the Melodious Voice Fairy, that could wait.

With this thought, Lin Xuan had his plans in place. His smile became even more amiable.

...

Heavenly Sound Realm was vast, with countless spirit veins of varying quality. However, in terms of quality, none compared to True Constant Mountain.

True Constant Mountain stretched for millions of miles, teeming with spiritual energy. It was said that several top-quality spirit veins converged here, making it an ideal place to establish a sect.

The main hall of Heavenly Sound Palace was located there and was considered a holy site by the cultivators of this realm.

In the sky, colorful lightning streaked across occasionally, though this was the main hall of Heavenly Sound Palace, there were no restrictions on airspace.

Two streaks of light cut through the sky in the middle of the day, arriving here.

The light faded to reveal a man and a woman.

Both were in their early twenties. The woman was breathtakingly beautiful, while the man looked rather plain.

Sure enough, it was Lin Xuan and Zhou Ling.

"Senior, this is the main hall of Heavenly Sound Palace. What do you think?"

Zhou Ling's voice carried a hint of pride.

With his eloquence, Lin Xuan had already become quite familiar with her and subtly expressed his intention to join Heavenly Sound Palace.

Given Lin Xuan's depth, she naturally didn't see through his ulterior motives. As he had saved her life and was no ordinary cultivator, Zhou Ling agreed to recommend him.

Although Heavenly Sound Palace was strong, joining it wasn't particularly difficult for a powerful cultivator.

Moreover, this girl wasn't afraid of Lin Xuan's ulterior motives in the first place. The palace traced its origins back to ancient times; there were over tentranscending-calamity period senior patriarchs or matriarchs. Their strength was such that even Loose Immortals and Demon Kings would hesitate before challenging them. Who dared to provoke a sleeping tiger, only inviting death.

Thus, she readily agreed to Lin Xuan's request and led him to the main hall of Heavenly Sound Palace.

With his granddaughter leading the way, their journey was unobstructed.

Lin Xuan subtly released his divine sense but even with its strength, he couldn't fully grasp the main hall of Heavenly Sound Palace.

As they say, a picture is worth a thousand words. Heavenly Sound Palace truly lived up to its reputation.

Throughout the journey, countless pavilions and buildings adorned with splendor and grandeur seemed like an earthly paradise.

But Lin Xuan's experience was too vast; he remained unperturbed.

Zhou Ling noticed his expression and couldn't help but admire him.

Suddenly, a movement caught Lin Xuan's attention. He turned his head slightly to the left.

Although still far away, he could sense the presence of peers.

Was something wrong? Although there were many powerful cultivators in Heavenly Sound Palace, thosetranscending-calamity period old monsters should be elusive figures. How had they suddenly appeared? Could it be that his identity was exposed?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced but quickly dismissed them.

Impossible; unless the other party could foresee the future, he would never have been discovered.

Thus, it must be a coincidence.

After making this judgment, Lin Xuan regained his composure. After all, he had faced many storms and remained calm in the face of change.

(To be continued...)
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With this thought, Lin Xuan regained his composure, as if nothing was amiss. He continued to fly forward at a steady pace.

After several breaths, a melodious sound of celestial music suddenly entered his ears. The voice was so enchanting that it seemed to linger in the air for days. Not only did this catch Lin Xuan's attention; all the cultivators present turned their heads in surprise.

Then, from far off on the horizon, a bright light appeared and quickly approached them. It flashed a few times before coming into view right in front of them. The light faded away to reveal an extraordinarily luxurious chariot.

The carriage was made of some precious spirit wood that not only shone golden but also emitted a pleasant fragrance that filled one with awe. Adorning the carriage were many intricate talismans, making it both magnificent and mysterious. It seemed like an ancient array formation, possessing extremely mystical protective effects.

The steeds pulling the chariot were neither dragons nor tigers; they had double wings, six eyes, and four legs. The aura they emitted was formidable, not far from that of a peak-stage cultivator.

Given his ability to command such spiritual beasts for carriage duties, one could only imagine the identity of the owner of this chariot.

The chariot was enormous, and so was the enchanting music emanating from it.

...

Cultivators who had seen the scene were already dumbfounded. After a moment of silence, someone finally exclaimed:

"Dragon Carriage of Wandering Music! It's Elder Miao Yin!"

...

Lin Xuan’s keen spiritual sense picked up every word clearly. His pupils constricted slightly as he thought: "Narrow roads and old acquaintances. Did I run into Elder Miao Yin here?"

He had secretly infiltrated the main hall of the Celestial Sound Sect to save his wife, but he never imagined that he would encounter her so quickly.

The heavens were indeed kind to him; it seemed fate was on his side.

In an instant, a myriad of thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind.

Should he turn hostile now? This was a rare opportunity. If he could capture Elder Miao Yin alive, rescuing Heart Refinement would be effortless.

Finding the needle in a haystack, but without much effort—this was indeed a precious chance not to be missed.

Lin Xuan felt his chest heat up with excitement.

But he took a deep breath and forcefully suppressed this impulse.

While the opportunity was rare, so were the risks. If Elder Miao Yin was merely at the peak-stage, then such a plan would work perfectly. But she was an old patriarch of the Tribulation-Transcending stage, and acting rashly could lead to significant dangers.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had full confidence in his strength; he had even defeated several tribulation-transcending cultivators before. He believed he could defeat Elder Miao Yin in a one-on-one battle. However, capturing her alive was an entirely different matter.

Lin Xuan was a confident cultivator but knew the difference between confidence and arrogance.

He pondered that although he did not know the specifics of Elder Miao Yin’s abilities, the Celestial Sound Sect was such a massive establishment; its cultivation techniques must be extraordinary. Even if he tried to ambush her, there would be almost no chance of capturing her quickly.

Moreover, this was the main hall of the Celestial Sound Sect, where she had the advantage of timing, location, and support from fellow tribulation-transcending cultivators. If he delayed even a moment, other tribulation-transcending cultivators might arrive to investigate.

As the saying goes: "Two fists cannot defeat four hands."

If surrounded by several tribulation-transcending cultivators, Lin Xuan would not only have no chance of victory but also struggle to escape.

Weighing the pros and cons, this was indeed a good opportunity. However, the risks were too high.

Thus, it was best to temporarily abandon his plans.

Regardless, he had already arrived at the main hall of the Celestial Sound Sect, which was much smoother than his initial expectations.

Patience would pay off; there would be better chances to save his wife in the future.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and suppressed his excitement.

At this moment, the ancient chariot came closer, and the colorful lights from above had already stopped. Cultivators of all ages and genders appeared, their faces filled with excitement as they paid homage to Elder Miao Yin.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned slightly surprised. If she did not pay her respects, it would seem too conspicuous, easily arousing suspicion.

But the thought of paying respect to Elder Miao Yin made Lin Xuan feel extremely uncomfortable.

In this dilemma, he hesitated for a moment before deciding that as an extraordinary cultivator, such small matters were trivial. He could repay these debts later when given the opportunity.

With this resolve, Lin Xuan lowered his head and prepared to pay homage like everyone else. However, at this very moment, a cold spiritual sense swept over him, making him lift his head abruptly.

The luxurious chariot was now only about a hundred meters away, and a cool gaze pierced through it.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he had been discovered.

This situation was entirely unexpected by Lin Xuan. The Black Moon Heavenly Witch Technique indeed had the effect of returning to simplicity, but his expertise in concealment made him believe that even at such close range, Elder Miao Yin would not be able to detect him.

However, it seemed this idea was too naive; he had underestimated the wisdom of Elder Miao Yin.

Now, things were going poorly for him. As a tribulation-transcending cultivator, secretly entering the main hall of the Celestial Sound Sect, Elder Miao Yin might suspect his intentions even if she did not know them exactly.

What should he do?

Run now? With complete confidence in his ability to escape undetected, Lin Xuan believed that Elder Miao Yin alone could not stop him.

But doing so would expose his identity. The Celestial Sound Sect had the resources to uncover his background, making it easy for Elder Miao Yin to prepare defenses.

If she did become wary, his plan to save Heart Refinement would be in vain.

Not running was equally unwise.

Lin Xuan’s mind raced with conflicting thoughts. It seemed that his overconfidence had led him into this predicament; he never expected Elder Miao Yin to see through his concealment technique.

But it was too late for regrets now. What should he do?
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Lin Xuan found himself in a dilemma, unable to make up his mind. Yet the cool gaze had already retreated.

Miaoyin Fairy Lady seemed unperturbed by the encounter; it was as if nothing had happened.

"What on earth is going on?"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn't help but mumble to himself.

However, curiosity aside, this unexpected turn of events was exactly what he desired. He wouldn’t dwell on it further.

After such a significant change, most cultivators would not dare linger in the Dragon Den and Tiger Lair. But Lin Xuan was bold enough. Since Miaoyin Fairy Lady hadn't revealed her true identity, why should he be afraid?

Better to adapt to the situation and see how things unfold before making any decisions.

Although Lin Xuan guessed that Qinxin wouldn’t face immediate danger for a while, he wouldn’t let even half a chance slip by to save her from peril.

The speed of the beast cart was incredible; it had already vanished among the mountains in an instant.

At this moment, the other cultivators finally raised their heads. For ordinary cultivators, seeing a Great Transcendent Elder was a legendary experience. Everyone’s faces were filled with excitement today, even Zhou Ling.

She might be the granddaughter of the sect leader, but she was still at the Profound Origin stage; Great Transcendent Elders were out of her reach.

"Was that person who just passed by really Miaoyin Fairy Lady?"

Lin Xuan tried to probe further. Although he had a strong hunch from others' words, such matters couldn’t afford any mistakes, so he needed more confirmation.

"Yes, it was indeed Miaoyin Elder."

Zhou Ling’s tone was filled with admiration.

"Does Miaoyin Fairy Lady often appear before her disciples?"

"Not really. At the level of Great Transcendent Elders, they usually remain elusive. Today's encounter is a stroke of luck for us," the girl replied without any suspicion of Lin Xuan’s probing.

Lin Xuan asked more questions, and she answered everything he asked with no reservations. However, her knowledge about Miaoyin Fairy Lady was limited; she couldn’t even tell him what cultivation technique she practiced.

Despite his efforts, the information he gleaned from her was scarce.

Lin Xuan didn't dare ask too many questions to avoid arousing suspicion.

---

Thus, Lin Xuan spent his first day at Tianyin Palace in a state of alert but uneventful calm. He had expressed his intention to join the sect. As a Transcendent Realm cultivator, he wasn’t weak; Tianyin Palace wouldn't reject him outright. But becoming an official member would take some time.

According to the rules, Lin Xuan should have stayed at the guesthouse before joining. However, grateful for saving Zhou Ling’s life, she arranged another courtyard for him.

It was a tranquil valley with pleasant surroundings. Lin Xuan smiled in satisfaction.

Soon after, the sun set behind the hills. Lin Xuan continued his meditation indoors.

By chance, he had successfully arrived at Tianyin Palace headquarters. Originally, he planned to sneak out under cover of night to gather information.

But on the way, he encountered Miaoyin Fairy Lady. She recognized him but didn’t reveal her identity, which was very strange.

Lin Xuan couldn't figure it out and decided to be cautious.

Going out now might backfire; perhaps she had already set a trap. Although Lin Xuan was bold, he wasn’t rash.

In such uncertain circumstances, acting impulsively was unwise. He decided to wait and see.

The night was peaceful until three o'clock in the morning when the moon was bright and stars were few. Suddenly, Lin Xuan opened his eyes while meditating.

"Since you've arrived, why linger outside? A midnight visit; what can I do for you?"

"Haha, your divine awareness is formidable. Miaoyin has a keen grasp of concealment techniques. Ordinary early-stage Great Transcendent cultivators would be hard-pressed to detect me," came the melodious laughter.

The door creaked open, and Lin Xuan saw no one outside but only a gentle breeze.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan didn’t show any surprise; instead, he smiled: "A guest from afar. Are you testing me?"

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan wasn't being polite.

He took a deep breath, his eyes glowing with silver light as two beams shot out and struck the door where no one stood.

"Ouch."

The startled cry echoed, and the air distorted as a white figure appeared in front of him. It was a strikingly beautiful woman who looked somewhat disheveled but more shocked: "Friend, you actually have Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes?"

Lin Xuan was surprised too; it was indeed a Great Transcendent Elder who could so easily discern his secret technique.

The woman before him was clearly Miaoyin Fairy Lady.

Indeed, the world can be unpredictable. Just days ago, Lin Xuan wouldn’t believe he would meet her under such circumstances.

As a Great Transcendent Elder, she had preserved her youth; it was hard to tell how old she was, but she was undoubtedly beautiful with an icy demeanor that gave off a sinister vibe.

Lin Xuan’s emotions were complex. Due to Qinxin, he harbored no good feelings toward Miaoyin Fairy Lady and wished to extract her soul, yet in this situation, he had to be diplomatic.

Fighting here would be useless; she could summon countless experts with just a call.

Still, as long as he didn’t initiate anything, Miaoyin Fairy Lady wouldn't do so either. She was uncertain of his purpose for coming here.

During the day, she hadn’t revealed her identity but had secretly come to see him at night. What was her true intention?

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn’t figure it out now.

So he did nothing and prepared to listen to what she would say before making any moves.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, suppressing his hatred, his face showing no signs of emotion as he smiled: "A guest from afar; why not come in?"

"Sure."

Miaoyin Fairy Lady agreed without hesitation and walked inside.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his exterior calm while his mind churned with numerous thoughts. He secretly speculated about the intentions of the other party.

Unfortunately, no matter how extensive his knowledge was, what he saw now was too unexpected. The actions and words of Fairy妙音 were all mysterious and profound, leaving Lin Xuan at a loss to guess the true purpose behind this visit.

Without further thought, Lin Xuan decided to observe the situation passively. As they say, "When there's no reason for someone to come to your temple, it must be important."

He believed that Fairy妙音 would reveal the secret herself.

"Shouldn't you not be a cultivator from our Heavenly Sound Realm?"

Sure enough, after entering the room, this woman spoke casually.

Her question seemed casual, but upon careful consideration, there was more meaning behind it. Clearly, she wanted to test him.

"Not wrong. I am originally an alchemist from the Pill Dragon Realm. By chance, I broke through the void and made a mistake, accidentally arriving here."

Lin Xuan carefully replied.

He answered this way for a purpose. In the Three Realms, there were only a few Golden Transformation cultivators, so if he concealed his origins, it might be revealed by accident, making things worse than better.

Instead of hiding, it was better to openly reveal his background.

Lin Xuan believed that Fairy妙音 would not know about his connection with Ouyang Qinxin.

Of course, all this was just Lin Xuan's speculation and carried some risk.

However, the smile on Fairy妙音's face brightened. Her words became warmer: "Friend truly has sincerity; you did not deceive me."

"Oh? If that is so, then you already know my background?" Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows slightly, showing a hint of surprise on his face.

"Indeed. When we first met at noon, I didn't know your identity, but now… I have come to understand," Fairy妙音's melodious voice entered his ears: "You are the Supreme Elder of the Cloud Concealment Sect in the Pill Dragon Realm. Although you only recently advanced, you have a great reputation; I had heard about it long ago."

"Indeed..."

Hearing her explain his background so clearly, Lin Xuan felt relieved but also showed some shock.

The Heavenly Sound Palace was truly an unparalleled superpower among spiritual realms, capable of uncovering one's origins in such a short time. Although this was due to the rarity of Golden Transformation cultivators, their efficiency was still astonishing.

Fairy妙音 was satisfied with his honesty and did not doubt his words.

A Golden Transformation ancestor could break through the void, but mastering spatial laws wasn't easy; a small mistake could lead to errors, even if coordinates were correct.

"So, why are you hiding your identity and coming to our Heavenly Sound Palace?"

"Is there anything else?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned sullen: "Breaking through the void went wrong this time. I was lucky enough to avoid spatial turbulence. But next time, it might not be so fortunate. My life is only once; I don't want to die mysteriously in a space storm. It would be safer and quicker to use your interdimensional teleportation array."

"Ah, you are looking for clues about the teleportation array?"

Fairy妙音's expression showed deep thought.

Lin Xuan's explanation was reasonable. No matter which angle he analyzed it from, there were no flaws.

"Not wrong. The Heavenly Sound Palace ranks among the top five in spiritual realms; such an interdimensional teleportation array must exist," Lin Xuan said with a playful smile.

"Why then did you sneak into our palace?"

"You jest, but an interdimensional teleportation array is not something to be taken lightly. Possessing it would make any sect or family consider it a very important treasure. I am unfamiliar with this place; I arrived by chance and have no connection with your faction. Therefore, I sneaked in to investigate," Lin Xuan sighed.

"Ah, that makes sense. The interdimensional teleportation array is indeed something of great importance. However, the Heavenly Sound Palace enjoys making friends. As a Golden Transformation ancestor, you can certainly discuss using it."

"Thank you, Fairy."

Lin Xuan feigned joy while secretly observing Fairy妙音's expression. As one of the Supreme Elders and a mid-stage Golden Transformation cultivator, she came at night for more than just his background; she had other intentions.

But since she didn't speak, Lin Xuan wouldn't ask either. In such moments, it was about who could remain calm.

Afterward, they chatted about other matters.

Time passed slowly until only an hour remained before dawn. Finally, Fairy妙音 stopped beating around the bush and got to the point: "Lin friend, I have something that needs your help. If successful, both you and me will benefit greatly. Do you have any interest?"

"Oh? Please speak."

"Please take a look at this item."

Fairy妙音 extended her hand, tapped it on her waist, and a flash of spiritual light revealed an jade box.

The lid was sealed with a禁制符箓, indicating that the contents were extraordinary.

But when Lin Xuan opened the lid, he was stunned.

Inside was merely a broken sword blade, cracked and worn out.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan was surprised but knew that Fairy妙音 had brought it for a reason. He didn't make any conclusions; instead, he released his divine sense to scan the sword blade carefully. Indeed, what he saw was extraordinary.

This wasn't just an ordinary treasure!

In fact, it could be said not even from this spiritual realm.

Although the sword blade was severely broken and lost much of its spirit, the lingering magical energy left a familiar impression on Lin Xuan.

Where had he seen it before?

This item couldn't be a fragment of primordial matter, but it gave off an impressive aura.

Right! It must be a仙石. The magical energy on this sword blade was similar to that of a仙石. Could it be a divine treasure?

Could this sword blade actually be a fragment of a divine residence's奇珍?

Lin Xuan couldn't help being startled.

He suddenly raised his head: "Could this be from a divine sword?"

This time, Fairy妙音 was surprised as well: "Friend truly is remarkable; among your peers, only you recognized the treasure at first glance. Indeed, it is a divine object... I won't hide any longer..."

Fairy妙音 swallowed and continued: "It's just by chance. During an outing, I accidentally discovered this place. Initially, I didn't pay much attention, thinking it was left behind by ancient cultivators. But upon closer inspection, I realized my mistake; the ruins were left by a true divine." (To be continued...)

PS: Even Fantuyu found herself embarrassed, but she promised that this would be the last time for this month's leave of absence. She sincerely apologized and assured normal updates tomorrow.
第三千二百三十三章 打算与缘由

"What, True Immortal ruins? Fellow Daoist, are you sure?"

Lin Xuan's face betrayed no small amount of astonishment. No matter how clever he was, he never imagined that Miao Yinfairy maiden would come to find him in the middle of the night for this reason.

True Immortals were too distant for ordinary cultivators. However, for their situation as Golden Transformation Period existences, they weren't unattainable.

Anything related to True Immortals naturally stirred Lin Xuan's intense interest, as it might contain the secret of ascending to the heavens.

However, suspicion still lingered in his eyes, or rather, a certain level of vigilance. He sized up the young girl before him and cautiously asked, "True Immortal ruins? Are you sure, Fellow Daoist?"

"Miao Yin's Precious Mansion's fragments... Brother Lin has already seen them. I can't claim absolute certainty, but according to my estimation, there shouldn't be any mistakes," Miao Yin's voice was full of confidence.

"Why come to me?"

"What do you mean?"

"Your sect's strength is well known. The Heavenly Sound Palace ranks among the top five in the Spirit Realm with over a dozen Golden Transformation Period existences. With such power, even if we were to seek out True Immortal ruins, there wouldn't be a shortage of people. There's no need for you to get involved," Lin Xuan said.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. This explanation made sense. After all, it was like the saying: "Both the cause and effect are due to Xiao He." The Heavenly Sound Palace's strength was indeed enviable, but having too many Golden Transformation Period existences wasn't entirely a good thing.

For example, there was only one True Immortal ruin. Dividing its treasures among over ten old patriarchs would be like trying to feed too many monks with too little rice.

If he were Miao Yin, he might have made the same choice. At their level of strength, the sect merely provided some convenience, while the treasures left by True Immortals held the secret of ascending to the heavens.

Even if it meant retreating a step and using heavenly realm medicinal pills, she could still break through her current bottleneck and advance in cultivation.

As for Miao Yin's Precious Mansion's treasures, they would significantly boost his strength. Such benefits made sharing them with others unreasonable.

With so many Golden Transformation Period existences at the Heavenly Sound Palace, along with two powerful late-stage monsters, once this news leaked out, what benefit could he possibly gain?

The best treasure was bound to be taken by the two senior elders, and trailing behind them would only allow him to drink from their leftovers.

This was Miao Yin's reasoning. As an old patriarch, she wouldn't do such a thing for others; thus, she kept this secret tightly. However, exploring these True Immortal ruins alone was too difficult.

While treasures were tempting, risking his life over them wasn't worth it. So, she needed help.

But not just anyone could be her helper. Several conditions had to be met:

Firstly, the helper must be a Golden Transformation Period cultivator. After all, that wasn't some ancient immortal's cave; it was left by True Immortals, who knew what dangers or restrictions might still linger there.

Cultivators below the Golden Transformation stage were useless. If danger arose, they couldn't even protect themselves, let alone help him.

Secondly, the helper needed to have a certain level of strength but not too much. Otherwise, if any treasures were found, he would be doing others' work.

The best choice was an early-stage Golden Transformation Period cultivator, as he himself was at mid-stage. This way, in case of disputes, he had a better chance of winning.

Thirdly, the helper should be a wandering cultivator to ensure that news wouldn't leak out easily.

All three conditions were essential, but finding someone who met all these criteria was no easy task. In the Three Realms, there weren't many Golden Transformation Period existences. While the Heavenly Sound Realm ranked high in the Spirit Realm, such cultivators were rare as hen's teeth.

Finding an early-stage wandering cultivator with no connection to the Heavenly Sound Palace proved challenging.

After much effort, Miao Yin finally found two candidates. However, she estimated that three people would still be too risky for the expedition.

She decided to find one more person.

But this last cultivator was impossible to locate. The woman was extremely frustrated.

Unexpectedly, today's encounter with Lin Xuan brought her joy.

It was like finding a needle in a haystack, but without effort. Using the Heavenly Sound Palace's influence, she managed to uncover everything about Lin Xuan within half a day.

Miao Yin was highly satisfied. Although he wasn't a wandering cultivator, he had no roots in the Heavenly Sound Realm, so there was no risk of information leaking out. Moreover, his recent promotion meant that even if rumors suggested he was exceptionally powerful, she didn't believe it. A newly promoted cultivator couldn't possibly be far superior to others at their level.

Thus, she decided to cooperate with Lin Xuan. After hearing the woman's intentions, such a good offer was hard to refuse. They quickly reached an agreement.

Miao Yin left, watching her figure disappear. Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with coldness. He wasn't truly interested in cooperating; his ultimate goal was to save his wife. However, at the Heavenly Sound Palace headquarters, any confrontation would be disastrous for him.

He also found Miao Yin's True Immortal ruins intriguing. So he decided to delay action and follow her to explore the ruins first, then act as circumstances dictated.

This way, he could both obtain treasures left by True Immortals and rescue Qinxin.

After considering this plan in his mind, Lin Xuan felt it was feasible. He temporarily suppressed his anger.

Revenge can wait ten years; Miao Yin wouldn't dream that Qinxin would be his wife.

Soon, the sun rose, and dawn arrived.

With a clear plan for what to do next, Lin Xuan didn't linger further. He found Zhou Ling and made up an excuse, saying he had something to attend to before bidding farewell.

Zhou Ling was surprised but didn't ask more since Lin Xuan had saved her life. She accompanied him out of the Cloud Concealment Sect headquarters, after which Lin Xuan bid his leave. (To be continued...)
第三千二百三十四章 青云沙漠

"Is this the Qingyun Desert?"

Lin Xuan hovered in mid-air, his voice barely audible as he spoke. It had been more than half a month since he left the main hall of Tianyin Palace.

Initially, Lin Xuan and Fairy妙音仙子had agreed to explore the traces of a true cultivator together. After such a long journey, they were finally close to their destination.

Their meeting point was set in the Qingyun Desert.

Speaking of this desert, it was well-known throughout the Tianyin Realm.

Although Lin Xuan had seen much in his travels, he couldn't help but marvel at the vast expanse before him. This trip truly broadened his horizons.

Ordinary deserts were usually uninhabited wastelands with extreme climates—cold at night and hot during the day. The air was thin of qi, making them a place most cultivators would avoid, even common folk.

But here in the Qingyun Desert, the climate was surprisingly mild. Lin Xuan took deep breaths as he felt the abundant primordial energy permeating everywhere, invigorating his body to its core.

Despite the sparse vegetation, low shrubs dotted the landscape, some bearing fist-sized berries. Occasionally, even agile rabbits could be spotted.

Indeed, rabbits—such creatures were unheard of in other deserts but here they were a common sight. This was nature's miracle; the desert had ceased being a禁区for life. As a result, colorful streaks of light frequently darted across the sky.

It was said that the Qingyun Desert was rich in resources and even yielded some spirit stones and crystal ores. However, if one truly believed it to be a paradise for cultivators, they would be gravely mistaken.

In fact, this desert was among the most terrifying forbidden zones in the Tianyin Realm. Deep within its sands lay countless fearsome legends that had never been confirmed. Yet, the number of high-ranking cultivators who perished while exploring them was beyond count. Some even claimed that a senior elder from Tianyin Palace once laid his bones here ten thousand years ago.

The peril was evident; it could claim the lives of even those on the verge of transcendence. Nonetheless, every year, countless cultivators still ventured into this desert.

Peril and opportunity coexisted. Ancient cultivator's dwellings dotted the Qingyun Desert. Finding one would be enough to elevate a common cultivator to new heights.

Cultivation was perilous everywhere; hence, despite knowing that the Qingyun Desert wasn't safe, thousands of cultivators still came here year after year.

The ancient dwellings were indeed captivating, but many plants growing in this desert could also be used for refining elixirs. As long as one didn't overreach, venturing deep into the sands wouldn't be too risky. It all depended on how one managed it.

Unlike other places, the sand here had a dark green hue. In his hands, it seemed to retain traces of primordial energy.

Unfortunately, this energy was far too thin and inferior compared to even the lowest-grade spirit stones. It couldn't be used for cultivation or meditation.

However, what he saw before him was already remarkable. There existed such deserts in the world. Lin Xuan's confidence in Fairy妙音 increased as he thought that if there were true cultivator remnants here, it might indeed have something to do with that place.

...

Lin Xuan pondered this but remained silent on the surface. He shot through the desert, his body enveloped by a green glow.

As he traveled, more and more cultivators appeared. This wasn't unusual; the outermost one hundred miles of the desert were generally safe.

Even low-ranking cultivators and those at the condensation core stage came here to take their chances, hoping to find some valuable spirit herbs or simply satisfy their curiosity.

Watching the busy cultivators, a sense of nostalgia flashed across Lin Xuan's face. Once upon a time, he too had traveled far for a single precious herb. Times changed; now as a realm-transcender, he knew how hard his current cultivation was and that he must strive harder.

Suddenly, a scream pierced through the air.

Lin Xuan turned to see a group of cultivators scatter in panic. Behind them, a buzzing black-red insect cloud emerged, covering several acres. Its presence was terrifyingly loud.

The insects' flight speed far surpassed those of the cultivators. They were about to be engulfed.

Lin Xuan sighed. He didn't usually intervene in others' affairs but felt it was unjust to see people die without helping them.

He raised his hand and a small flame appeared, emitting an ominous aura.

"Go!"

With a light command, the illusory heavenly fire whirled before shooting forward.

"Boom!"

The flame seemed insignificant at first glance. But upon contact with the insect cloud, it ignited everything, turning countless demonic insects to dust in mere moments.

All those saved were left speechless, staring dumbfoundedly at Lin Xuan without a word of gratitude.

Lin Xuan paid them no mind and vanished into the desert.

The cultivators finally reacted, paying their respects to his retreating figure.

...

As the sun set behind the hills, after a long journey, Lin Xuan arrived at Fairy妙音's designated meeting point. It was deep within the Qingyun Desert.

For ordinary cultivators, reaching such distant lands would be incredibly challenging. Along the way, Lin Xuan encountered some formidable beasts, even ones that could match spirit realm cultivators in strength.

To him, they were mere trifles and were easily dispatched on the spot.

Had he been more cautious, he could have arrived sooner. But fate had led him to discover an ancient cultivator's dwelling along the way.

Lin Xuan came here seeking true cultivator treasures; ordinary relics held no appeal for him.

However, waste was not a virtue. Since he stumbled upon it, he might as well search for some valuable items.

The simple restrictions were easily broken with brute force, and Lin Xuan entered the ancient dwelling.

In the end, his efforts weren't in vain; several ancient treasures had significant power, and the techniques and methods within were worth studying. It wasn't a complete waste of time.

After thoroughly looting the entire dwelling, he headed straight to this location.

Now, as the sun completely set behind the hills, all surroundings remained clear under Lin Xuan's divine sense. He flew directly towards the small valley ahead. (To be continued)
第三千二百三十五章 故人相遇

Not far ahead, several low mountains stood.

They weren't particularly imposing, but some shrubs grew on their peaks. A gentle breeze blew, sending a chill with it.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the area, confirming that this was indeed where Fairy妙音仙子 had mentioned they would meet up.

However, within a ten-thousand-li radius, there were no signs of any cultivators. Clearly, he had arrived too early.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he wasn't in a hurry. He emitted a layer of green light and flew towards the valley between the mountains like a swift stream.

The valley wasn't particularly spacious, covering only a few acres. Yet it was quite picturesque.

Lin Xuan even found several century-old spirit herbs within. To ordinary cultivators, this would be cause for great joy. But to Lin Xuan, they were merely decent.

Nonetheless, the signs were good. This search for True Immortal ruins might indeed bring some unexpected surprises.

With nothing else to do, Lin Xuan settled down in a clean spot to meditate. He wasn't really practicing cultivation; he was simply adjusting his body and mind to their best state.

...

Time passed like water in the mountains. A thousand years had gone by.

To cultivators, time could pass quickly. Of course, it couldn't be that exaggerated.

But for Lin Xuan, who had been meditating for just a few days, those moments were over in an instant.

Suddenly, a golden-eyed phoenix-like bird appeared on the back of what seemed to be burning flames. On its back stood a woman dressed in palace attire, standing proudly.

Her expression was one of shock and fear as she looked at Lin Xuan.

"Is it you?"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened with surprise upon seeing her. He never imagined that he would meet someone familiar here in the Sound Realm.

Strictly speaking, they weren't very acquainted, but there had been a brief encounter before. And considering how long ago that was, not too far from now.

With the submission of Sword Lake Palace and Cloud Concealment Sect rising to become one of the most powerful clans in Dragon Ridge, this was indeed beneficial for Lin Xuan. However, it also earned him many enemies.

The Cloud Concealment Sect's foundation was shallow, but because of Lin Xuan, its rise had been too swift, attracting the envy and opposition from other major forces.

Although Sword Lake Palace had submitted, Black Phoenix Mountain, Ten Thousand Demons Valley, and Ten Thousand Xia Immortal Palace still didn't recognize their authority. Three old monsters at the Transcendation Realm level were dispatched to Cloud Concealment Sect's main hall under the guise of congratulations but with ulterior motives.

Their goal was to probe the sect's strength, and this Fairy筱仙子 was one of them.

However, she had a reserved personality, being someone of deep insight. After arriving at Cloud Concealment Sect, she didn't immediately seek trouble with Lin Xuan. Instead, it was Old Monster Xue from Ten Thousand Xia Immortal Palace who couldn't hold back and ended up becoming a test subject for Lin Xuan's strength.

After Xue was subjected to soul extraction by Lin Xuan, both this Fairy and the old monster from Ten Thousand Xia Immortal Palace were left in awe. They quickly retreated after realizing they shouldn't have provoked him.

The matter had been settled, but since then, Lin Xuan hadn't seen her again until today's unexpected encounter.

If it wasn't unusual for Dragon Ridge, why would she be here?

Lin Xuan was curious. But as a thousand-year-old cultivator, he didn't lack in cunning.

Directly asking might not yield the desired results; his counterpart would likely feign interest. Besides, this situation had nothing to do with him, so Lin Xuan's curiosity waned.

Instead, he focused on more practical matters: "It's truly a coincidence that we meet here. Did Fairy妙音 come for the same reason?"

"Indeed, I came here at the invitation of Fairy妙音," she replied with a charming smile. "And it's indeed a stroke of luck to meet you."

"Oh, this is quite a coincidence." Lin Xuan's expression remained calm: "I happened upon the search for True Immortal ruins by chance. It seems that Fairy妙音 has many close friends."

Although his tone was light, he was actually very concerned about this.

Due to the conflict with Heart String琴心, Lin Xuan had planned to confront Fairy妙音 if she revealed any clues. However, there were other old monsters at the Transcendation Realm level involved.

Lin Xuan didn't know how well they got along with Fairy妙音. If it was just her and him, he might have a chance. But if the other two old monsters joined forces, things would be complicated.

He estimated that facing three Transcendation Realm cultivators, Lin Xuan could barely defend himself. Winning was out of the question. The result would likely be a humiliating retreat.

This situation was not what Lin Xuan wanted to see. He had no chance against three opponents.

The attitude of the other two old monsters mattered greatly. Unfortunately, he didn't know who they were, leaving him with only one option: wait and see.

In short, he would take each step as it came.

However, this approach was too passive. Without a better plan, Lin Xuan had no choice but to proceed this way. After all, in the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme.

If he were at the Transcendation late stage, his current dilemma wouldn't even be worth mentioning. He could openly find the main hall of Sound Palace and demand that Fairy妙音 release Heart String琴心 without fear.

Although Sound Palace was a formidable force, it would not risk enmity with another Transcendation late-stage cultivator over such an issue.

Unfortunately, he wasn't at that stage, so this solution remained just a thought.

But Lin Xuan didn't lose heart. Opportunities needed to be seized.

So, he arrived earlier than the agreed time to meet up with the other two old monsters. The coincidence was even better; one of them turned out to be someone he had met before.

Although this Black Phoenix Valley's demoness only knew him from a brief encounter, she left a deep impression on Lin Xuan. She was cunning and adaptable.

Most importantly, as a cultivator in Dragon Ridge, her presence here was purely coincidental. Lin Xuan didn't believe that she had a close relationship with Fairy妙音.

She likely just happened to be there at the right time, like him.

If his suspicions were correct, this demoness could be an ally or someone he needed to work with.

With her help, even if one of the other old monsters sided with Fairy妙音, Lin Xuan wouldn't fear them.

Of course, such a statement couldn't be made directly. Otherwise, she would demand too much in return.

Lin Xuan had to test her intentions instead: "Fairy妙音 is the Supreme Elder of Sound Palace. With their strength, they didn't need our help to find True Immortal ruins. Why did Fairy妙音 share this information with us? What are your thoughts?"

"..."

A hint of hesitation appeared on her face as she exchanged glances. Then, she spoke slowly: "What does Lin Daojun think, might be worth saying."

"Very well," the woman replied with a smile. "Fairy indeed speaks plainly. I won't be pretentious either."

Lin Xuan's expression turned sly: "In broad daylight, there's no need for secrecy. Fairy妙音's actions are merely to gain more treasures left by True Immortals. She provided this information and has her reasons. However, the cultivation world is full of dangers. What kind of person is Fairy妙音? I don't know. If she wants to play a game like 'when the rabbit dies, the hounds are cooked,' we should be cautious."

Lin Xuan's words weren't baseless; given Fairy妙音's personality, such actions were indeed possible.

Indeed, upon hearing this, the Black Phoenix demoness showed signs of deep thought. She had considered this possibility: "According to Lin Daojun, how should we proceed?" (To be continued)
第三千二百三十六章 元神契约

"From Lin Xuan's perspective..."

Lin Xuan deliberately showed a thoughtful expression on his face. "One should not harbor the intention to harm others, but one must always be wary of them."

"Mmm, Fellow Daoist, your words are correct. My relationship with Fairy Miao Yin is rather shallow. I'm not sure what her intentions are, so it's better to have a bit more caution."

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's face showed an extremely satisfied expression. This was exactly the result he wanted. He then seized the opportunity and spoke up: "Fairy, your thoughts are similar to mine. Since you have concerns, I would like to propose something that benefits both of us. What do you think?"

"Oh, Fellow Daoist, please speak. I am here listening attentively."

"Fellow Daoist, it's an honor. If our worries are somewhat similar, why not join forces?"

"Join forces?"

"Yes, we can support each other and face any scheming from Fairy Miao Yin together. That way, you won't have to fear too much."

Lin Xuan's words were reasonable, and the Black Phoenix妖女 began to strategize in her mind.

She had no grudges with Fairy Miao Yin; they hadn't wronged each other recently. However, Lin Xuan's proposal was not baseless. As a veteran from the Tribulation Period, he had seen it all. In the cultivation world, there were too many cases of turning friends into enemies and breaking bridges after crossing rivers.

Therefore, she wasn't opposed to joining forces with Lin Xuan. But she still had some reservations. Although this young man had just advanced in cultivation, his strength far surpassed hers. Miao Yin might try to break the bridge, but so could Lin Xuan.

What if he was only using her?

She didn't want to be someone else's bride.

Better to let the wolf into the gate and welcome the tiger behind it. This woman had a deep understanding of things and considered everything thoroughly.

After a moment's hesitation, she decided to come straight to the point: "Fellow Daoist, you are worried about this? Rest assured, I am not a bridge-breaking cultivator. If you're still uneasy, we can use our souls to sign a contract."

"A soul contract?"

The Black Phoenix妖女 was taken aback but then showed a delighted expression. At their level, they wouldn't trust empty vows. A soul contract had strong binding power, and Lin Xuan's proactive offer demonstrated his sincerity.

"Very well, Fellow Daoist, let us use the soul contract to swear our support for each other."

Lin Xuan nodded. With this agreement in place, their relationship became closer. After a few more discussions, they finalized the terms of the contract without any objections.

With everything settled, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a streak of green light shot out, turning into a book-like scroll as it flickered with divine light. The text, about the size of a fist, appeared on the scroll, outlining their agreed-upon conditions.

"Fairy, please check to see if there are any issues."

The Black Phoenix妖女 didn't dare be careless and carefully examined the text several times before nodding in satisfaction.

Lin Xuan nodded as well. He tapped his forehead lightly with his right hand, sending a beam of light from his眉心 into the scroll, which vanished like a stone thrown into water.

Seeing this, the Black Phoenix妖女 performed the same action. They quickly signed the soul contract without delay.

With that matter resolved, the scroll melted away and merged into the void. With their alliance formed, Lin Xuan's relationship with Fairy Xiao became closer. They chatted for a while before settling down to meditate.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but his heart was filled with joy. He had found what he had been looking for without effort. With the Black Phoenix妖女's help, his original plan was now foolproof.

As for the soul contract, Lin Xuan didn't take it seriously at all. When signing it, he had left a subtle loophole. By injecting his second元婴's soul into the contract, if he violated the agreement, only his second元婴 would suffer backlash. As long as his main元婴 was safe, recovering from temporary damage to the second元婴 would be easy.

Of course, Lin Xuan merely left this as a precaution. He wasn't an ungrateful cultivator and generally wouldn't break bridges unless absolutely necessary.

...

The two didn't say much more and settled down to meditate. Time passed quickly over several days.

One day at noon, the sun still hung lazily in the sky.

Although slightly different from other places, the midday heat was still intense in the Green Cloud Desert.

Everything seemed unchanged.

Suddenly, without any warning, the sky turned dark.

Lin Xuan frowned and slowly raised his head. In the distance, a massive shadow appeared at the horizon where the desert met the skyline.

Despite the distance, Lin Xuan's divine sense allowed him to see the entire figure clearly.

Lin Xuan was well-traveled, but even he couldn't help taking in a cold breath. It was a turtle-like monster he had never seen before, with a massive body that resembled a towering mountain.

The hard shell was black and covered with countless natural patterns, giving it an ancient and mysterious aura. Its head resembled a dragon, and its limbs were incredibly thick. Each step caused the ground to tremble.

"Could this be the Black Tortoise?"

Lin Xuan's jaw dropped as he made his judgment. But quickly shook his head. As one of the Four Symbols, the Black Tortoise was the mightiest turtle-like monster. This guy, while formidable, didn't seem to have reached that level yet.

But he shouldn't be underestimated; he likely had some bloodline connection to the Black Tortoise.

Lin Xuan's expression quickly returned to calm, and Fairy Xiao's as well. They stared coldly at each other.

After a short while, the turtle-like monster approached, with a towering figure sitting on its back. The man was bald and barefoot, his appearance grotesque. At first glance, it was hard to tell his age, but he didn't look like someone who had mastered the art of youth preservation. Lin Xuan found this quite remarkable.

The man reached out and the giant turtle quickly shrunk before being stored in a divine beast bag.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over him; the man was also an early-stage元婴 cultivator, but at the peak stage, with formidable and condensed magical power.

"Two Fellow Daoists came so early!"

The man smiled openly. However, his next action surprised everyone. He didn't introduce himself or say much more, just found a clean spot to sit cross-legged and ignored them. (To be continued...)
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The originally grayish-white sky turned incredibly dark at this moment.

A void space, like a small lake with ripples caused by the wind, suddenly stirred up some waves.

Then, a black dot appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight.

At first, it was unremarkable. But soon, it rapidly grew larger and larger. Its diameter exceeded several dozen feet, and its depths were unfathomable. From within, an endless force of spatial energy emanated.

Was this... a spatial vortex?

No, there seemed to be some differences.

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his vast experiences, but he still showed a hint of confusion on his face at the moment. Although he didn't understand why the other party did this, he was already on high alert deep down inside.

Suddenly, an endless suction force burst from the dark abyss.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed by the terrifying suction power that couldn't be described with words. He was involuntarily pulled into the black hole.

This sudden change caught Lin Xuan off guard and he immediately used several divine techniques for defense. However, to everyone's surprise, there were no attacks from within the black hole as Lin Xuan arrived at a strange place in perfect condition.

This was a space with dull colors everywhere. Looking up revealed dark rocks all around, and grayish fog permeated the air, stretching endlessly. There wasn't any sign of spiritual energy or demonic energy; only that grayish fog.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan, though surprised, didn't panic. He immediately released his divine sense.

Soon enough, he found out that several other old monsters at the realm of tribulation had also been sucked here. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and emitted a green glow as he flew towards the nearest spot.

Soon, the figure of Xiao Xi Fairy appeared in his sight.

"Brother Lin, you're here too."

The black phoenix demon girl showed an extremely delighted smile when she saw Lin Xuan. It was understandable why; although she was also at the realm of tribulation, compared to true spirits, there was still a gap between them. Facing the Blood Moon Demon Toad alone would not only be futile but could even lead to her demise.

She knew well about Lin Xuan's divine techniques; with their combined efforts, the safety factor increased significantly.

"Hmm." Lin Xuan nodded without saying much. Instead, he looked around and continued examining his surroundings. As they traveled, there was no change except for that grayish fog; neither spiritual energy nor demonic energy could be detected.

For cultivators, this situation was extremely unfavorable. Without being able to harness the primordial energy of heaven and earth, their strength would suffer even at the realm of tribulation.

As they talked, several streaks of light flew towards them.

Miao Yin Fairy, the bald man, and that elderly figure with a scholarly appearance all had serious expressions on their faces.

"Where are we? Do any of our friends have an idea?" Miao Yin Fairy's voice echoed in everyone's ears as she asked a question everyone was concerned about.

The group remained silent for a moment before the bald man spoke up: "I can't say with one hundred percent certainty, but if I'm not mistaken, this place might be the true spirit space of the Blood Moon Demon Toad."

"What? The true spirit space of the Blood Moon Demon Toad. How could we possibly end up so far away?" The black phoenix demon girl's face showed signs of surprise.

"It's hard to say," the bald man said with a deliberate tone, "we were sucked into a spatial vortex and it wouldn't be surprising if we suddenly crossed thousands of miles in an instant."

Lin Xuan remained silent but his thoughts were rapidly turning. Although the Blood Moon Demon Toad was known for its ferocity and aggressiveness, it would not have randomly provoked five old monsters at the realm of tribulation without a reason.

There had to be a reason behind this action. Could it possibly be related to the true spirit relic?

Of course, all these were just speculations, but Lin Xuan could sense a hint of conspiracy in the air.

Unfortunately, he didn't know what exactly was going on.

What Lin Xuan could do now was to remain as cautious and careful as possible.

Just then, the old man's voice echoed: "Do our friends think about why that Blood Moon Demon Toad brought us here?"

This question made everyone's faces darken.

Lin Xuan wasn't the only one with a keen mind; they all noticed the thinning primordial energy... no, not thinning, but there was simply no spiritual or demonic energy except for that grayish fog.

Even at the realm of tribulation, their strength would suffer significantly in such circumstances.

"Our strength will be affected," the black phoenix fairy's dry chuckle echoed in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Hmph, it might not be so."

Lin Xuan showed a nonchalant expression: "If Brother Feng's guess is correct, this is the true spirit space of the demon toad. The primordial energy here may not affect it."

There was another unspoken thought in his mind: perhaps under these circumstances, its strength would even increase.

It sounded absurd, but the cultivation world could never be understood by common sense; such an event wasn't particularly rare either.

Lin Xuan guessed that this possibility was quite high. The Blood Moon Demon Toad might indeed be ferocious and aggressive, but it wouldn't be stupid enough to provoke five old monsters at the realm of tribulation without any backing.

He would have to be extremely cautious in today's battle not only because of the environment, which could significantly reduce their strength, but also because he sensed a conspiracy.

However, while fear might arise, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely afraid. After all, he had weathered numerous storms on his path to cultivation; this situation, although perilous, was within his grasp to navigate safely.

Of course, it was too early to say anything now; just keeping an extra eye out would suffice for the time being.

...

Lin Xuan's thoughts were interrupted by a loud "croak" that echoed in his ears. The demon toad flicked its tongue, causing the space to blur momentarily as the attack came again.

"Foolish creature, always using this move, is it useful?"

Miao Yin Fairy raised her jade hand and swung it forward.

As she moved, a green jadeas desired / according to one's wish (ruyi) flew out.

The jade ruyi transformed into a fierce tiger with a white forehead during its flight. It opened its blood-red mouth and spat out a beam of light that was about ten feet in diameter.

Boom!

The beam of light collided with the Blood Moon Demon Toad's tongue, creating a layer of grayish fog at the impact point.

Then, the space visibly fragmented before their eyes.

This attack seemed to be inconclusive. However, after one hit, the white forehead tiger's glow dimmed significantly and eventually reverted back into a jade ruyi.

Miao Yin Fairy's face turned pale; clearly, she had been outmatched.

As they say, an expert can tell in just one move whether someone is skilled or not. Miao Yin Fairy was at the middle stage of tribulation, while the Blood Moon Demon Toad wasn't particularly formidable among true spirits. Logically speaking, a single hit shouldn't be enough to determine the outcome; this situation must have been due to the lack of primordial energy.

(To be continued...)
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One wrong move could cost the whole game. While this might be an overstatement, it is undeniable that Fairy Miao Yin indeed suffered a loss from the primordial energy of heaven and earth.

The first move put her at a disadvantage. If they were to fight alone, her situation would deteriorate significantly in the following rounds.

However, there was no such assumption. Fairy Miao Yin wasn't alone; five cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage accompanied her on this treasure hunt.

Although their goals varied, Lin Xuan even wished for Miao Yin's demise. But regardless of his feelings, he wouldn’t act now. A gentleman would wait ten years to take revenge, and from any angle, they needed to wait until there was some progress in the True Immortal’s relics before settling old scores with Fairy Miao Yin.

Lin Xuan had experienced countless storms; he certainly had enough composure.

He wasn't anxious, so naturally, he didn’t act like Fairy Miao Yin. The best choice was to observe and wait for developments.

While Lin Xuan chose this approach, others might not share his mindset.

For instance, the bald giant had a deep-seated grudge against the Blood Moon Demon Toad. As the saying goes, enemies meet with extra red eyes; a hint of viciousness flashed across the face of this old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Roar!

The roar entered Lin Xuan’s ears as he opened his mouth, emitting dense yellow light like arrows from a powerful bow and arrow, shooting towards the opponent from all directions.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Upon recognizing the object within the yellow light, a hint of surprise flashed in his eyes.

The bald giant’s move wasn’t limited to that.

With a loud roar, a massive axe appeared mid-air.

This axe was several dozen feet long and emitted terrifying aura. Dark electric arcs flickered from its blade, indicating its immense power.

"Quickly!"

The giant pointed his fingers like a sword towards the front.

As he moved, the axe’s light intensified, doubling in length to strike the Blood Moon Demon Toad fiercely.

Although this attack lacked the support of primordial energy, it was still formidable. The Blood Moon Demon Toad had to turn its head, and thus, the danger Miao Yin faced naturally dissipated.

The woman was overjoyed, turning her head and shouting: "Friends, why don’t you act? What are you waiting for? Let’s together eliminate this monster. The true spirit's skin and bones will benefit everyone."

At this point, inaction was no longer an option.

Lin Xuan pursed his lips as he waved his sleeves, producing a melodious sound. Dozens of flying swords swam out from his sleeves, transforming into streams of sword light that danced before him.

"Fall!"

With a light cry from Lin Xuan, the sword lights split into three, then nine, raining down like rain towards the opponent with an astonishing display.

But he knew his own situation well. How could Lin Xuan so quickly reveal his trump card?

He did indeed summon the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, but only used about two or three-tenths of its power. Most of his strength was retained, allowing him to be on the offensive while maintaining a defensive stance, thus securing an unbeatable position.

Should anything unexpected happen, he could still handle it.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had immense power. With Lin Xuan’s formidable strength far above that of other cultivators at the same stage, even using only two or three-tenths of its power, it appeared slightly weaker than a typical Tribulation Transcending cultivator.

Apart from the Black Phoenix Demoness, others didn’t know Lin Xuan's true capabilities and thus weren't overly concerned.

Seeing Lin Xuan not exerting his full strength, she was initially surprised but understood his intentions. Thus, when she made her move, she also left some room for maneuver. With a wave of her jade hand, a black light shot out.

It was a phoenix hairpin that transformed into a towering phoenix over ten feet long as its wings spread wide and soared forward.

The kind-faced old man, on the other hand, waved his sleeves gracefully. Following his actions, an incredible treasure appeared before him.

No, it wasn’t a treasure; fundamentally, it was just a massive rock.

With a diameter of several feet, it was black.

At first glance, it seemed no different from ordinary rocks, and such a mundane item being used as a treasure by a Tribulation Transcending old monster was truly surprising.

Lin Xuan had seen much, but even he couldn’t help glancing at the Old Stone Master’s side.

With both hands rubbing together, a spell was shot out from his fingers.

A sizzling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears as countless blue electric arcs erupted from the surface of the rock.

"Thunder遁 Technique!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; he had seen it clearly.

The rock then disappeared from its original position and reappeared several feet in front of the Blood Moon Demon Toad, seemingly aiming to fall.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan put away his contemptuous thoughts. After all, being able to use a Five Elements遁 Technique with a treasure was something he couldn’t even dream of; no wonder they were Tribulation Transcending cultivators—each had formidable strength.

However, before he could fully process these thoughts, an unexpected change occurred.

Above Lin Xuan's head, the air twisted, and a massive rock appeared in his line of sight.

It was black, incredibly familiar—it was the same one used by Old Stone Master to attack the Blood Moon Demon Toad just now?

How did it suddenly end up here?

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced as he became enraged. They had set up栈道and secretly moved through Chen Cang, and the Blood Moon Demon Toad and himself were essentially on the same side.

Frustrated, Lin Xuan was deeply upset that despite his precautions, he still fell into their trap.

But there was no time for regret now.

He heard a scream and an angry shout. If he wasn’t mistaken, the Black Phoenix Demoness and the bald giant were in the same predicament as himself.

Was the True Immortal’s relic just bait? What game were they playing to deal with three Tribulation Transcending old monsters?

Lin Xuan was surprised but didn’t have time to think further. The black rock had already approached his head.

Such a large rock, if dropped, would be incredibly powerful, but for ordinary cultivators, it could easily be shattered by even a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator.

However, this unremarkable stone was crafted by an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage; Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to underestimate it.

Despite his caution, he had no time to dodge or summon treasures. The only option was to use his body as a shield.

For most cultivators, this would be extremely disadvantageous, but Lin Xuan didn’t care.

When the going got tough, he adapted. His physical strength far surpassed that of ordinary demons at the same stage; although the black stone seemed formidable, Lin Xuan was confident in his ability to withstand it.

Roar!

He raised his head and let out a roar from his throat.

Then, with both fists clenched, he struck the rock above him fiercely.

P.S.: A little more recommendation votes would be greatly appreciated! Thank you all!
第三千二百四十二章 拖延时间

To be honest, that bald man was no slouch in terms of strength. In the early stages of existence, he could certainly be considered a formidable figure.

Unfortunately, compared to the True Spirit Blood Moon Demon Toad, there was still quite a gap between them.

The天地元气here was particularly thin, affecting cultivators greatly. However, the Blood Moon Demon Toad did not care much about this. With their relative strengths now balanced out, his situation had deteriorated to an extreme extent.

Although he hadn't fallen, he was already struggling to keep up. Lin Xuan's arrival was like a timely rain.

Boom!

There was no time for him to hide his weaknesses; the timing was precious. Lin Xuan consecutively unleashed several divine techniques, efficiently resolving the critical situation for the bald man.

"Thank you, friend!"

This person did not know Lin Xuan well and initially had some contempt for him. Now, he felt both ashamed and grateful as he looked up at Fairy妙音 with anger in his eyes. He roared: "Miaoyin, you're breaking your word! What do you really want?"

"Rotten!"

Fairy Miaoyin's expression was filled with anger.

Everything had been meticulously planned before, but the sudden appearance of Lin Xuan had thrown a wrench into their plans. Although they still held an advantage, their attempt to use a surprise attack to severely injure or kill one or two people had already failed.

Since the ambush hadn't achieved its intended effect, there was no point in纠缠any longer.

Thus, both sides chose to cease hostilities and regroup. Lin Xuan and his companions gathered together.

"Brother Lin, what should we do next?"

The voice of the Black Phoenix妖女 sounded.

She had not interacted much with Lin Xuan but knew he came from the same plane and had seen him eliminate Old Demon She. Although she didn't know his true strength, at least she recognized that he was no ordinary cultivator; his power placed him above mid-stage existences. In her heart, she regarded him as a cornerstone.

While it might be an overstatement to say she would follow his lead blindly, she was willing to listen to his decisions now.

The bald man did not speak much.

His silence at this moment seemed to acknowledge the Black Phoenix's approach. He had been saved by Lin Xuan earlier and found his recent display of divine techniques impressive.

He felt grateful and no longer underestimated Lin Xuan. Thus, he tacitly accepted him as their leader.

With Lin Xuan's character, he usually disliked taking the lead but was willing to do so under these special circumstances.

"Since that is the case, let's divide our efforts. We can face them just like before. The two of you need only delay them while I deal with the Withered Stone Old Man and come to your aid."

"What?"

The two were taken aback by Lin Xuan's arrangement.

Black Phoenix妖女 knew some details about him, so she didn't argue. She looked thoughtful, but the bald man couldn't resist speaking up: "Dividing our forces might lead us to be broken one by one. Unless you can completely eliminate the Withered Stone Old Man, he is no ordinary opponent. Brother Lin, are you really confident?"

"I cannot say with 100% certainty, but I believe it will work."

Lin Xuan did not overstate his confidence, but everyone could easily sense his assurance.

"Very well, if that's what you say, then I'll risk my life for you."

The bald man hesitated before a look of determination appeared on his face. If they were in another place, he might have tried to escape, but as a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he had several survival techniques.

However, here, the environment was special; it was likely the true spirit space of the Blood Moon Demon Toad.

There was no chance for them to flee. Even if they fought together, their outcome would most likely be defeat. But following Lin Xuan's plan might still offer a chance.

Of course, this depended on whether Lin Xuan truly had formidable strength and could quickly eliminate the Withered Stone Old Man. Otherwise, it would be too late.

"I assure you, Brother Lin has great confidence."

At this moment, hiding his true strength was not advisable; he needed to boost his companions' morale so that they could buy him more time.

He turned his head towards the woman in a palace-style dress.

"Brother Lin can rest assured. I will do my best to delay them."

Lin Xuan nodded, gaining their approval made the next steps easier.

The Withered Stone Old Man was formidable, but how much harder would it be compared to dealing with the incarnations of True Demons like Treasure Snake and Ice Soul?

True Demons had faced many trials, yet they hadn't fallen. Lin Xuan believed he could endure this danger as well.

Though the process seemed complex, in reality, it took only a moment. Fairy Miaoyin and her companions also came to an agreement. Coincidentally, their plan was to break them one by one.

So, both sides quickly resumed their combat.

On the surface, everything looked similar to before. However, this time, despite still having the advantage of timing and location, they couldn't use a surprise attack effectively. Although they were still in control, it wasn't as one-sided as before.

The bald man and Black Phoenix妖女 did not engage directly; instead, they used all their skills to stall.

Fairy Miaoyin and the Blood Moon Demon Toad were enraged but could do little against them for now.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's battle with the Withered Stone Old Man was intense. The outcome of this fight depended heavily on time. Lin Xuan did not hide his true strength.

His Nine Palaces Momentary Sword fully emerged, and he rapidly cast divine techniques from his ten fingers. Sword lights flashed as sharp sword beams shot towards the opponent.

The scene was astonishing, but the Withered Stone Old Man paid no heed.

"Hmph, petty tricks."

With a cold voice, he flicked his right hand, and in his palm appeared an earth-yellow gourd.

He threw it into the air, creating a massive object over ten meters wide. A gust of yellow sand burst out from its mouth, turning the sky and land to shades of yellow as it met the sharp sword beams.

Sizzle...

The moment they touched, something unbelievable happened; each grain of sand grew to the size of a grindstone.

With their sheer number, they rained down on the sword beams from all directions. This was the Withered Stone Old Man's signature technique.

As the saying goes, even a hero can't stand up to many people. The same principle applied to treasures; over many years, this move had caused many peers much trouble.

However, this time, they were not so lucky.

Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no ordinary treasure. Despite the sand grains growing to grindstone size and their sheer number, they still couldn't withstand the sharp sword beams. While it might be an exaggeration to say it was like cutting down withering grass, it quickly cleared the path towards the Withered Stone Old Man.
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The result was a look of extreme displeasure on the old withered stone's face. However, he originally had much longer lifespan than ordinary cultivators at the early Transcendence stage, and thus his combat experience was naturally abundant.

Though he felt surprised, he did not panic.

When the enemy came, one fought back; when water flowed, soil blocked it—what could a few flying swords do to him?

"Hmph!"

A trace of coldness flashed across his face as suddenly light condensed, and he plummeted straight towards the ground like a meteor.

Then, like a stone thrown into deep waters, he disappeared beneath the rocks.

Earth遁术!

"Trivial trick!"

Lin Xuan's face was filled with expressions of surprise.

Could the opponent really think that hiding underground using Earth遁 would allow him to evade his flying swords?

Such thoughts were too naive.

The opponent was also a cultivator at the Transcendence stage, and it made no sense for them to make such mistakes in reason or emotion.

Lin Xuan felt puzzled.

But he had no time to ponder further. He extended his spirit senses over an area of dozens of miles around him.

The Earth遁 technique used by the opponent was for concealment, not escape; thus, logically, it would not go beyond this range.

With his rich experience in combat, Lin Xuan made that judgment instantly.

But the result was... nothing!

Lin Xuan's face finally showed surprise. This opponent was much more cunning and devious than he had imagined.

However, Lin Xuan did not fear. With a mental command, he expanded his search range by over one hundred percent.

Still, there was no trace of discovery.

This was somewhat abnormal.

A look of astonishment finally appeared on Lin Xuan's face without reservation.

But while he was amazed, panic was impossible.

Lin Xuan calmed down and silver light flashed in his eyes as he silently deployed Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. Then, he slightly lowered his head to gaze at the rocks beneath him.

Sure enough, there were results this time.

A faint shadow moved through the rock, and for him, even hard stone and soil seemed like nothing. It was almost like water.

Even if an old monster of Transcendence stage had used Earth遁, it would never have such magical effects.

Lin Xuan felt amazed but kept his expression unchanged. He wanted to see what the opponent's goal was.

With Lin Xuan's deep-seated cunning and acting skills, he acted as if he knew nothing, showing no trace of surprise.

The old withered stone had already approached him silently.

Originally a spirit stone that achieved immortality by merging into rocks, like fish in water, even an old monster at the late Transcendence stage might not be able to detect it. Lin Xuan was indeed outstanding, but he remained just an early-stage existence.

He could never see through his Earth遁 technique.

The old withered stone was confident about this point.

He was looking for a good opportunity to deliver a fatal blow.

Lin Xuan was the strongest of the three.

If he could eliminate this young man, the other two would not be much trouble.

This statement was not exaggerated. Everyone could see how powerful Lin Xuan was.

At this stage of combat, with his rich experience, Lin Xuan naturally understood what the opponent's goal was.

A fool! Did they really want to kill me instantly?

Lin Xuan smiled bitterly in anger but kept a calm expression on his face.

If the opponent dared to do such a thing, he would use their own tactics against them.

Lin Xuan silently waited.

Since he wanted to use this tactic, he needed to create an appropriate opportunity for the opponent.

But this opportunity had to be just right; it couldn't give away that it was a trap.

For Lin Xuan, this wasn't too difficult.

However, he knew that the old withered stone was a cunning cultivator, so he still spent considerable effort on it.

The process seemed complicated but didn't take much time.

In mid-air, Lin Xuan silently hovered and turned his head around, scanning the surroundings. Suddenly, something unexpected happened.

A thunderous sound echoed in his ears.

Countless pieces of rock surged upwards like a tidal wave. The old withered stone moved among them at an unbelievable speed, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

At this moment, his face was filled with ferocity; there was no longer any trace of the ethereal demeanor.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan felt relieved and showed signs of panic on his face just as appropriate.

The old withered stone became even more confident.

But when he was still several meters away from Lin Xuan,风云 suddenly changed. The panicked expression on Lin Xuan's face vanished instantly.

In its place was a calm demeanor, tinged with a hint of mockery.

"You..."

The old withered stone's face turned pale. He recognized his mistake in an instant and had unknowingly fallen into the trap Lin Xuan set.

He was both angry and desperate but it was too late to change tactics now.

His mind raced as he showed a trace of ruthlessness, deciding to go all out and rush towards Lin Xuan.

"Achilles' heel!"

The contemptuous taste in Lin Xuan's mouth grew thicker. He raised his right hand, fingers spread, and an ethereal sword instantly appeared between them, thin like a cicada's wing, almost transparent when viewed up close.

Though the sword looked fragile, it contained awe-inspiring法则 power that made one shudder.

Lin Xuan flicked his wrist and swung the sword downward with great dexterity. The entire process was silent, but an imposing sword energy emerged, obscuring the sky, and its momentum was overwhelming.

But in a blink of an eye, all the sword energy condensed into a fine crystal thread.

Transforming swords into threads—this was Lin Xuan's signature move.

He valued this technique immensely, having refined it countless times. Compared to Fairy Hundred Flowers, he might not be far behind now, lacking only some refinement.

The old withered stone's expression of shock had turned to fear.

As a spirit stone that lived for millions of years, how could he fail to see the terrifying nature of this move? The法则 power rolled over him, and if he was not careful, he would perish here.

No... How could I die here?

He made up his mind.

In such peril, a resolve flashed across his face.

He never imagined that combat would progress so far.

This young man was much more troublesome than he had anticipated.

Was all of this part of the trap he set?

But now that he realized it, it was too late.

As an old monster at the Transcendence stage, he knew how terrifying法则 power could be. A slight mistake could mean his demise.

A look of determination flashed in the old withered stone's eyes.

Suddenly, both hands raised, and a brilliant light enveloped him as no treasures were summoned; he charged forward fiercely.

Lin Xuan had experienced countless battles on his path to cultivation, but this moment almost made him think he was seeing things.

Was it possible? Did the opponent dare to use their own body to withstand his life treasure?

(To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan was stunned, but he couldn't help laughing. He had never seen a cultivator so bold.

This old man of withered stone truly has some character. The other party dares to do this, there must be something they're relying on.

Lin Xuan didn’t believe that these venerable monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage would really go mad. However, even if they had something to rely on, what could it matter? He was confident in his own innate treasure.

Even though the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword wasn't as good as a先天 item, it wouldn’t be too far off. The other party dared to withstand with their body, that’s like an old man hanging himself and wanting to live longer. It didn’t matter if he were a tribulation-transcending existence or even a scattered fairy demon king; he had absolute confidence in cutting them down.

Lin Xuan's guess was correct. The old man of withered stone dared to do this, naturally for his own reasons. Firstly, it was indeed out of necessity. Lin Xuan’s trap was extremely clever, and the other party couldn’t even reverse the situation. But under these circumstances, he could only use a few methods.

Secondly, he had complete confidence in the hardness of his body. This guy wasn't human, nor a beast race; it was a rock that absorbed the essence of sun and moon, coincidentally gaining its way. His body's hardness was already to an incredible degree, far beyond what the same-stage beasts could match, let alone ordinary treasures.

His collision carried with it the force of his法则 understanding, from some angle, this could be considered his trump card. Did he really think setting a trap would defeat him?

Too naive, you're going to end up hurting yourself by lifting a stone.

The old man of withered stone had a smile on his face; Lin Xuan was no different. Both were confident, but only one would emerge victorious in this direct confrontation.

Boom!

The sword thread and the old man of withered stone collided fiercely.

At that moment, the entire universe twisted, fierce gales rose up, and two terrifying forces of法则 clashed together in mid-air.

The process was horrifying, but the outcome came unexpectedly quickly. The body of the old man of withered stone had been tempered countless times; its hardness far exceeded that of same-stage beasts. But to withstand the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword still seemed too much.

Sizzle...

Like a bolt of cloth tearing apart, his protective spirit light was easily cut through.

Then that thread of sword thread struck his body fiercely.

The cracking sound entered his ears once again; the body he was so proud of actually showed a crack.

That crack quickly spread.

Soon, his body split into two halves.

"Impossible!"

The old man of withered stone was greatly alarmed. His own body, he knew it best; even if he were to withstand a divine treasure, there would be no problem. How could this guy break it so easily? Could the innate treasure of this little fellow really compare to a先天 item?

That was impossible.

He didn’t believe that Lin Xuan’s innate treasure could be so outrageous.

There must be some other reason.

But by now, he couldn’t think clearly and had no time for contemplation. Having achieved such results, how could Lin Xuan not continue pressing his advantage?

Seize the opportunity to take a life. To an enemy, Lin Xuan wouldn’t spare any mercy.

With a wave of his sleeve, more sword threads appeared, creating a loud crackling sound.

Of course, in terms of power, they couldn’t compare to what he had just used, but with their multitude, based on the principle that many ants can bite an elephant, they managed to match the sword threads evenly. This prevented Lin Xuan from expanding his gains.

And this wasn’t over; another loud noise echoed.

Countless dark-brown rocks erupted from underground, like lava gushing out, then condensed into a giant hand.

That hand was over a hundred feet long and terrifyingly imposing, exerting an overwhelming pressure as it grabbed at Lin Xuan.

A petty trick!

Lin Xuan said this with his mouth but had no trace of contempt in his heart. This old man of withered stone was even more tenacious than a middle-stage cultivator. In such circumstances, he dared to turn defense into offense. If not for him, any other cultivator might have been caught off guard.

However, Lin Xuan wasn’t about to be lenient. Although the other party’s response was unexpected, Lin Xuan remained calm.

Fists clenched, a sound of bones cracking echoed in his ears as he punched forward.

On the surface, this punch seemed unremarkable.

But ripples appeared in the air, and the波动 of power法则 followed.

Lin Xuan had already been familiar with such a rule for some time. After countless trials, although it wasn’t yet perfect, its power was still formidable.

That giant hand looked terrifying, but lacked any support from 法则.

Thus, the result was obvious; there was no suspense.

Sizzle...

Under the influence of 法则, this could be called a collapse. That giant hand instantly turned to ashes and vanished.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no surprise at such a result.

Just as he was about to turn his head to finish off the old man of withered stone, something unexpected happened. A loud rumbling came from underground, and several rock giants suddenly appeared.

The earth attribute magic of the other party had truly reached a level of mastery.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but marvel at this. Then he shook his head: "No, it’s not just an earth attribute spell; there must be something else."

But he didn’t delve deeper.

With things as they were, Lin Xuan no longer had time to play hide and seek with the black phoenix fairy woman and the bald giant. Despite their best efforts, the situation was dire.

If he couldn’t cut through this chaos quickly and eliminate him, it would be a case of one wrong move ruining everything. Such a situation was something Lin Xuan didn’t want to see.

Go all in!

A fierce look flashed across Lin Xuan’s face as he revealed his trump card early. With no time left, there was no choice.

Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered with a sharp look as he waved his sleeve, and an ancient scroll appeared.

Ten Thousand Swords Painting!

This was a先天 item; the moment it appeared, heart-stopping 法则 radiated out. The face of the old man of withered stone turned pale.

He had extensive knowledge and lived for millions of years, having seen先天 items before. That familiar feeling made him tense up immediately.

Could it be... a divine treasure?
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This thought flashed through his mind, and his face turned ashen white.

If it were a regular cultivator at the初级渡劫 stage, they would mostly only hear about先天之物 but rarely see them in person. As such, their understanding of these items was merely hearsay, making it difficult to grasp their true power.

However, Stone Elder Dryness was different. He had obtained his immortality from a灵石, and his cultivation technique was unique. His lifespan far exceeded that of other cultivators at the same stage.

The saying goes, "Old age brings wisdom," and after living for millions of years, one's experiences are vast. By chance, he once saw an actual先天之物.

Although it was just a fleeting glimpse, the impression was profound. The power of先天灵宝 was awe-inspiring, far beyond that of ordinary treasures.

Even to cultivators at the渡劫 stage, such items posed a significant threat; a misstep could lead to their demise.

Seeing Lin Xuan pull out the仙剑图, his heart began to race with fear. He even had the urge to flee. However, he did not do so.

Firstly, the environment was special—inside the true spirit space of the Blood Moon Demon Toad, there was no escape or hiding. Secondly, he harbored doubts about Lin Xuan. Although the young man was formidable, he was still merely at the初级渡劫 stage. Such items were rare in the spiritual realm; even advanced cultivators rarely possessed them.

Could this young man really be so lucky? He might have misunderstood and ended up making a fool of himself if it turned out to be nothing.

These thoughts made Stone Elder Dryness hesitate. While he hesitated, Lin Xuan did not wait for him. In the world of high-level combatants, every millisecond counted. His indecision was already a grave mistake. Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, but his brows twitched with a hint of ruthlessness.

With a hand gesture in mid-air, he unleashed a torrent of spiritual light, his power surging like a flood. The仙剑图 slowly unfolded, emitting a vibrant green glow and releasing the essence of dao from its surface.

This was an unparalleled divine treasure!

Stone Elder Dryness's eyes widened as he realized that Lin Xuan was not just pretending to be weak. The presence of dao was unmistakable; this item was undoubtedly a先天灵宝.

With this realization, his face turned pale. He dreaded the worst.

How could a mere初级渡劫 cultivator possess such a divine treasure?

But it was too late for regrets now. The pressing issue was how to handle the current crisis. Lin Xuan's abilities were already formidable; with the仙剑图, he seemed invincible. How could Stone Elder Dryness possibly turn danger into safety?

While this might sound easy in theory, putting it into practice would be incredibly difficult.

Stone Elder Dryness faced a decision. But Lin Xuan did not dwell on such matters. His hands traced mysterious patterns in mid-air, releasing spiritual light and surging power that poured into the treasures before him.

The仙剑图 unfolded, emitting boundless sword intent.

Yes, sword intent!

At that moment, he felt as if he had grasped the essence of dao, harmonizing with nature. The先天灵宝 truly lived up to its name; this item alone could overshadow any treasure.

A vibrant green glow flickered on the opened scroll, revealing nine towering peaks.

Nine in total—while the original Mountain and Solar Bird Diagram featured twelve peaks, several had vanished.

These remaining peaks were now lush and verdant, teeming with vitality. The scenery was breathtaking.

The three-footed golden bird disappeared, replaced by boundless sword intent that seemed to encompass the entire universe.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. Divine light surged forth, nine divine mountains materialized, and a torrent of rule-like energy erupted, collapsing the void.

This was no ordinary attack.

Mysterious celestial sounds emerged, like the ringing of a great bell. Wherever they passed, even the primordial qi of heaven and earth bowed to them. Columns of light shot out from the peaks in various colors—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet.

These columns slowly drifted, forming colorful light clouds filled with auspicious energy. Each cloud transformed into several divine swords.

Their shapes varied, their sizes different, but each sword was terrifying, imbued with the essence of dao and pulsating with rule-like energy that made one's heart race.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger again, sending a deafening crack through the air as countless sword rays tore through the void and fiercely shot towards him.

Stone Elder Dryness's pupils constricted. His expression was grim.

Such an intense attack would be difficult to evade or block even at full strength; he had suffered severe injuries that had not yet healed.

Was this his end?

He was unwilling to accept it, but what could he do? The situation was dire indeed.

However, sitting idly and waiting for death was impossible. He must fight!

Stone Elder Dryness's face twisted with determination. With a deep breath, he curled into a massive rock, the ground erupting with countless rocks that enveloped him.

He transformed into a colossal stone, its size indescribable; even a mountain would seem puny in comparison.

Lin Xuan frowned. Such defense was formidable. His extensive experience in combat had never encountered anything like it.

But what did it matter? Did he think this could stop his先天灵宝?

Beside him, the black phoenix demoness and bald giant were also in dire straits. Lin Xuan could not afford to delay; if both of them fell, the balance of power might shift against him.

With a deep breath, he poured more spiritual energy into the fray.

The rule-like energy surged, making the sword light even sharper.

Crushed stone rained down like jade, and the rock shield in mid-air was larger than any mountain. However, under the divine might of the先天灵宝, it crumbled like tofu.

Stone Elder Dryness's figure reappeared, his expression filled with despair.

Mistaken move!

He had known the power of先天灵宝 would be formidable, but he never imagined it would reach such a level.

It was beyond his means to save himself now.

"Friend, spare me. I am willing..."

His long life made him fear death even more. This cunning old man, who could grasp and release, saw the situation turn against him and began begging Lin Xuan for mercy.
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Ants still seek to survive, let alone cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Lin Xuan understood his mood. However, he would never take on a tiger by its fur; the old stone man was too cunning. If he appeared weak now when the situation was unfavorable, who knew if he wouldn't turn around and bite him later?

This was hard to say.

But Lin Xuan would not risk his life for such folly.

If that was the case, there was no point in holding back; a swift and decisive strike was the safest method.

With this thought, Lin Xuan did not stop but instead intensified his attacks even more fiercely.

The old stone man's situation grew increasingly perilous as he exclaimed in shock and anger: "Little Lin, killing is only up to the head. Don't you think you're going too far?"

"Going too far?"

Lin Xuan laughed, his tone dripping with sarcasm: "We agreed to team up for treasure hunting. Yet, you all had ulterior motives, setting a trap together to eliminate me. Now, you dare say such things? Isn't that laughable?"

The old stone man was speechless but quickly turned into a bitter sneer: "Fine, if you insist on this cat-and-mouse game, then I'll play along."

"Cat and mouse, do you think you can pull it off?"

Lin Xuan had seen many storms in his life. He paid no heed to such threats.

He took a deep breath as the sword light became even more intense.

The old stone man recited a spell, drawing strange trajectories with both hands in mid-air.

As he moved, a flicker of spiritual light appeared and transformed into a golden armor of yellow hue.

Though thin, an incredible scene unfolded.

Sharp sword energy slashed at it, no longer slicing like cutting through tofu; instead, it was blocked.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan, though broad-minded, could not help being stunned by this display. What kind of defensive technique could block even a先天灵宝?

But his astonishment did not last long as he struck without hesitation, raining sword light down like rain, surging towards the opponent like a raging sea.

Despite its significance, the old stone man's technique was no match for him. Lin Xuan doubted he could hold out for long.

He merely bought some time.

However, the old stone man ignored everything and charged at Lin Xuan with sword energy, his face contorted as he tried to embrace him.

Lin Xuan would not let that happen.

With a flick of his right hand, a crack appeared in mid-air. He lifted his leg and flew into it.

His figure vanished, reappearing a thousand feet away.

"Space Law!"

Despair flashed across the old stone man's face.

Though there were many laws of nature, space law was undoubtedly among the top five. Its power and difficulty were beyond measure.

Lin Xuan had only just reached the Tribulation Transcending stage. He never imagined that he could control such a law. His hopes for a cat-and-mouse game were dashed.

Damn it!

But what use was depression? The protective layer of his spiritual armor, though formidable, consumed precious true essence.

His true essence was nearly depleted, and this defense was on the verge of collapse.

Was there truly no chance at all? Would he perish here?

Before Lin Xuan could fully process these thoughts, a resounding cry pierced the air. It came from the bald man.

Lin Xuan was taken aback before his expression turned grim as he turned to see the headless body of the bald man. The Blood Moon Toad was indeed one of the true spirits; it had the power to kill Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

However, the bald man did not fully perish. Though his body was destroyed, his essence escaped in time. But then, an incredible scene unfolded.

Without any warning, a vortex appeared above him.

Silver light flowed, and an array materialized before Lin Xuan's eyes.

The array was incredibly complex; even with his vast experience, he had never seen anything like it. It seemed ancient and desolate, unlike any arrays he had encountered before.

"Could this be..."

A thought flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. The sound of妙音 did not know about his relationship with Heart Refinement Method. Why would she set a trap for him out of nowhere? And the True Immortal Relics...

Lin Xuan pieced together these clues and had an idea. But at that moment, something even more unexpected happened.

Woo...

As if a violent wind swept by, the array suddenly started operating on its own.

A flash of霞light revealed a hand of light, which grabbed the bald man's essence.

Then it disappeared back into the array.

The entire process was devoid of any resistance from the bald man. Lin Xuan's face darkened to an extreme degree.

Tribulation Transcending cultivators had their essences at advanced stages; even if their bodies were destroyed, their essences could still unleash considerable power.

Though the situation was sudden, the bald man's essence showed no resistance, which was too incredible. Unless... this array was set up by a True Immortal?

Was that possible?

Lin Xuan did not know but had no time to ponder further. The bald man was already dead, and the old stone man had been eliminated. This round of their battle ended in a stalemate.

Next, Black Phoenix Demoness could not make any mistakes; otherwise, she would perish too. Lin Xuan alone against妙音and Blood Moon Toad; while he might survive, winning seemed impossible.

At this moment, her situation was dire indeed.

Miao Yin was at the Tribulation Transcending middle stage and already had an advantage. The Black Phoenix Demoness tried to stall but could not delay much longer. (To be continued...)
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The situation was dire, with the possibility of a sudden collapse at any moment. The sweat on her forehead dripped like beans as she unleashed all her abilities to flee.

Yet, Miao Yin's combat experience was also rich; how could she miss such an opportunity? Her attacks became even more urgent, leaving no breathing room for the female demon.

The black phoenix demon’s situation grew increasingly unfavorable. Meanwhile, a stroke of bad luck struck—Blood Moon Demon Toad had already eliminated its opponent.

It slowly turned its head, with a fierce light in its eyes, and an alarming aura emanated from its massive body. It seemed to move its mouth, causing the space around it to blur. A long, rope-like thing sliced through the sky.

No, that wasn't a rope; it was Blood Moon Demon Toad's tongue. As it extended and retracted, it grew to over a thousand feet in length, like a sword, piercing towards her head with deadly intent.

The action of a toad extending its tongue bore some resemblance to how frogs catch insects, but the power behind it was incomparable. This attack contained法则力量 (force of law).

The timing was perfect; even at full strength, the black phoenix demon might not be able to withstand it.

With her current dire situation, what could she do?

Desperation clouded her expression as she rolled in mid-air, emitting a brilliant aura. A dozen-foot-high black flame shot up into the sky.

A black phoenix several feet long emerged from the flames, spreading its wings and letting out a nine-heavenly cry.

Suddenly, intense fluctuations appeared before her. The nearby void collapsed and twisted, revealing a white hole.

The black phoenix毫不犹豫地一头扎了进去，顿时踪迹全无。

This was spatial secret technique. The black phoenix lineage also inherited the true spirit celestial phoenix's bloodline, allowing them to naturally cast some spatial abilities.

Used here, it was perfect; she dodged Blood Moon Demon Toad’s fatal strike.

While this could be considered a rebirth from the brink of death, saying that all danger had passed would be premature. The situation hadn’t ended yet. Miao Yin’s golden musical notes transformed into swords and flew towards an empty space.

The surprise was palpable; there was nothing at the location where her attack struck. However, the mystery quickly unraveled as a burst of anger echoed, and the void where the sword pointed began to ripple like a small lake after a stone had been thrown in.

A phoenix emerged, and the sword had already reached within a dozen feet of her.

Preemptive strike!

Miao Yin had anticipated the opponent’s spatial technique and launched an attack. The timing was perfect; there was no way for the demon to dodge it.

Despair flashed across the black phoenix demon's eyes.

But just then, a piercing sound echoed as silver light flickered, several sword beams intercepting Miao Yin’s attacks.

A hair’s breadth away from disaster, she narrowly escaped danger. The entire process, though complex, took only an instant. The peril was beyond words to describe.

Black light flashed, and the phoenix vanished. Xiao Fairy's face reappeared, still showing signs of shock from nearly perishing. Her gaze towards Lin Xuan now carried more gratitude.

"Friend Daoist Lin, what should we do now?"

Though also a cultivator at the渡劫 (transcending tribulation) stage, after that scene, she clearly understood the gap between her and Lin Xuan's strength. Facing such an opponent, she decided to follow his lead.

"We'll handle it as it comes," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Really?"

The black phoenix demon’s face showed hesitation. She had already used all her abilities; continuing this would likely result in her demise here. This was not a scenario she wished to face.

However, what Lin Xuan suggested made sense, and she had no other good ideas. Refusing him was impossible.

Caught between two difficult choices, her expression was grim.

"Rest assured, Fairy Xiao, I won't let you fight alone. I will help."

Lin Xuan's intelligence allowed him to read her expression, knowing she was considering retreating. The current enemy wasn’t something he could handle alone; thus, he needed Xiao Fairy’s assistance.

"Help me?"

The black phoenix demon’s face showed surprise. Before she could ask more, Lin Xuan’s body emitted a flash of light, and another Lin Xuan appeared beside him.

They looked identical except for the slightly darker skin tone on one.

"This is an external manifestation."

As a渡劫 (transcending tribulation) cultivator, Xiao Fairy recognized it immediately.

"Please use your power to stall Blood Moon Demon Toad. I will assist with my manifestation. As for Miao Yin, leave that to me," Lin Xuan instructed.

"Still..."

She hesitated; while Lin Xuan proposed using his manifestation, an intermediate realm entity was still far weaker than the original.

If she faced Miao Yin, it might buy some time, but Blood Moon Demon Toad was clearly more formidable...

But she understood why Lin Xuan had arranged this. Only in such a way could they hope to turn danger into safety.

After considering all possibilities, she decided: "Very well, I will do my best to stall. How long I can hold them off is unclear..."

Satisfied with her response, Lin Xuan didn’t say more and rushed towards Miao Yin.

Miao Yin’s expression was terrible; she never imagined that Old Stone would be eliminated by Lin Xuan. As a senior elder of the Celestial Sound Palace, her vision far exceeded ordinary cultivators. She now knew Lin Xuan's strength was formidable.

She should have known better than to invite him for treasure hunting.

But it was too late now. In both secular and spiritual worlds, there were no regrets in making such decisions.

Well, could a mere initial existence really defeat this intermediate one?
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As the saying goes, enemies meet and their eyes turn red. Lin Xuan had no grudge against Fairy Miao Yin, but due to Qinxin's sake, they were destined for an unending battle.

If he could eliminate this woman, helping Qinxin out of danger would be much easier.

With that in mind, Lin Xuan hesitated not a bit. The current situation did not allow him any more delays, even with his avatar assisting him. It was uncertain how long the Black Phoenix妖女could hold on.

Thus, time was precious to him, and he needed the courage of decisive action.

...

With his thoughts clear, Lin Xuan sent out a spell from his sleeve. The Nine Palaces须臾剑flashed with light, emitting numerous talisman characters the size of fists that shot towards the opponent.

The风云were transformed as Lin Xuan's power was formidable, and the Nine Palaces须臾剑was no ordinary weapon. Its might was awe-inspiring.

However, his methods were not limited to this alone.

The Nine Palaces须臾剑was just the first wave. As he swung his hands like a butterfly, the green glow on the surface of the Immortal Sword Diagram began to pulse. The先天灵宝also unleashed its power.

Snow-like sword qi danced wildly in the air, matching the ferocity of his previous attack.

Lin Xuan did not expect to defeat this formidable enemy with one stroke. However, he hoped to gain an advantage by severely injuring her. That would be ideal.

But it was easier said than done. Fairy Miao Yin was not about to sit idly by.

While Stone Elder枯石翁was a special case with his formidable strength, he ultimately only had初级渡劫status. She, on the other hand, was a true中期修仙者. In terms of power, she was undoubtedly stronger than Stone Elder.

Lin Xuan's display of his先天灵宝made her uneasy, but it would be an exaggeration to say she was afraid. One piece of treasure alone could not decide the outcome.

However, she did not dare take this lightly either.

Her face showed a serious expression as she reached out and tapped her waist. A flash of light revealed an ancient zither before her eyes.

The zither's design was simple yet exuded an ancient atmosphere.

It was undoubtedly a powerful artifact, though not a先天灵宝, it could not be underestimated.

...

In the current dire situation, Fairy Miao Yin did not want to waste any time. Her hands moved like lotus blossoms as she plucked the strings with lightning speed.

Instantly, melodious music filled the air. Golden notes appeared in mid-air.

The light flickered, and the virtual space seemed like a small lake ruffled by the wind. The golden notes seamlessly integrated into it.

Then one after another, mirrors-like treasures appeared before her eyes.

Though thin as cicada wings, they were incredibly sturdy.

All of them were formed from sound waves.

To use his power to such an extent was truly breathtaking.

Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator; his strength far surpassed that of his peers. His vision was exceptionally high, but even so, he could not hide his admiration.

However, while admiring her skills, Lin Xuan's expression grew more grim.

Sure enough, before the thought was fully formed, a tearing sound filled his ears. The majestic sword qi crashed down like a storm, colliding with him.

Fairy Miao Yin's eyes gleamed as talisman characters floated from her fingertips.

At the same time, the mirrors-like treasures in the sky began to respond, emitting a faint golden light.

Next came an unbelievable scene: the powerful sword qi was actually reflected back.

Not blocked but directly bounced back.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan stared in shock. He almost thought he had misjudged what his eyes saw.

The Nine Palaces须臾剑and Immortal Sword Diagram were both returned.

Was she that formidable?

He knew his own strength well, and the combined power of these treasures was astonishing. Even a veteran渡劫中期was too much for this scene to be plausible.

The Heavenly Sound Palace shook the spirit realm, and Fairy Miao Yin as its Supreme Elder truly had her unique abilities.

Lin Xuan mused inwardly while Fairy Miao Yin made another move.

Her fingers lightly brushed, sending out melodious sound waves.

Though the music was pleasant, it contained a mental attack.

Lin Xuan felt a needle-like pain deep in his mind. A normal cultivator might pass out or go mad from such an assault.

But Lin Xuan could not be judged by ordinary standards. He took a breath and运转了墨月天巫诀, dispelling the discomfort instantly.

However, her attacks were far from over.

In addition to the mental effects, golden notes also drifted out.

At first glance, there seemed nothing amiss, but upon closer inspection, these notes were much larger than before.

What did this signify?

Lin Xuan had a broad knowledge base but had never studied sound-based abilities.

His mind was filled with doubt and concern. But he wasn't too worried.

Adapt as you are attacked, meet water with earth. As the thought crossed his mind, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Fairy Miao Yin extended her hand, pointing forward: "Break it for me!"

With a light cry, the golden notes shone brightly before transforming into over ten emotionless golden-armored warriors.

They charged towards him, each wielding different weapons but exuding overwhelming power.

"Are they puppets or illusions?"

"Not exactly. They are something else."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he looked up to see those golden-armored warriors charging at him.

Lin Xuan was not afraid but did not underestimate them either.

A flame the size of an egg flew out from his sleeve, spinning and transforming into a towering phoenix.

The phoenix emerged, its feathers glowing. Soon, it turned deep blue, and the temperature around it plummeted, turning the area into an icy hell.

With a spread of wings, the phoenix charged at the golden-armored warriors.

Forced to defend against the illusory flames, the warriors turned their attention away from Lin Xuan and began to fend off the danger.

Various spiritual lights clashed in mid-air, explosions echoing non-stop. The scene was intense but quickly revealed the outcome.

In just a few rounds, those warriors were frozen solid before disintegrating into nothingness.

"Phew..."

A stream of blood spewed from Fairy Miao Yin's mouth.
第三千二百四十九章 将计就计

Miao Yin's face turned an unnatural white. The feeling was indescribable, akin to the damage done to a soul-bound treasure artifact. Lin Xuan was taken aback by this result but, given his nature, he wasn't about to let such a good opportunity slip away.

With a flick of his sleeve, his attacks became even more ruthless. Although the opponent had reflected the sword light earlier, Lin Xuan believed that she too had paid a heavy price for it. Therefore, with an extra push, he could likely break through her defenses.

The sky was torn apart as sword lights like snowflakes sliced through it. The mirror-like treasure artifact reflected some of the attacks but eventually showed signs of strain, cracks appearing and then shattering with a loud crack.

"Bad news!"

Fear flashed across Miao Yin's face for the first time. But by now, she was clearly too late to dodge. Sibilant sounds of breaking air filled his ears as countless sword lights pierced her body.

However, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of joy. After several rounds of combat, he had already sensed that this woman was no easy opponent and would not fall so easily for emotional or logical reasons.

Indeed, her body was pierced but gradually faded away before vanishing from sight in the void.

What is this?

Shell escape technique?

A fierce glint flashed through Lin Xuan's eyes as he hurriedly released his spiritual awareness. However, there were no results.

But he wasn't anxious; it was merely a minor trick for him. A silvery light flickered in his eyes as he silently deployed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

Sure enough, under this divine eye technique, Miao Yin's form appeared, though still somewhat blurry. Her actions and movements could be discerned to some extent.

To be honest, this goddess possessed considerable prowess.

However, unexpectedly, she did not approach him stealthily but flew towards another direction instead.

Black Phoenix Demoness!

Indeed, Miao Yin had planned a feint to distract while secretly making her move.

After the series of battles, she was certain that Lin Xuan was formidable. In a one-on-one fight, she would almost certainly be outmatched and might even fall.

This woman already harbored some fear.

But giving up on what seemed impossible was not an option.

Regardless of whether the opponent would let her go or not, she wouldn't do so for the True Immortal Relics.

The treasures left by immortals were undoubtedly extraordinary, but opening them required significant effort. She had tried and failed, only to finally decipher the restrictions after consulting numerous ancient texts.

There were two methods: one was straightforward—reaching a level of power comparable to the immortal who set up the restriction and breaking it with sheer force. This method was simple and effective, but Miao Yin Fairy Lady couldn't achieve it. Even if she were an advanced cultivator, let alone a scattered spirit demon king, such brute strength wouldn't suffice.

The other method involved using the spiritual essence of three immortals at the Transcendence stage to break the restriction.

That bald man had already perished, and his soul was absorbed by the restriction.

With Lin Xuan and the Black Phoenix Demoness eliminated, the restriction would naturally activate. However, it was a complex situation; any misstep could lead to her own demise.

This wasn't idle talk. Therefore, she now needed to break this deadlock with surprise.

The previous opportunity provided just that.

By eliminating the Black Phoenix Demoness, Lin Xuan's support would be cut off, making him less formidable.

...

Although Lin Xuan hated Miao Yin deeply, he couldn't help but admire her after understanding her plan. This woman was indeed brave and cunning.

While the Black Phoenix Demoness had the weakest strength, she was indispensable at this critical juncture. Her demise would put him in a dire situation.

Fortunately, he had seen through it.

With a sigh of relief, Lin Xuan began his own plans. He decided to turn her strategy against her.

Thus, without making any noise, he used shell escape technique as well. While appearing to stay where he was, he cast concealment and quietly flew towards Miao Yin Fairy Lady.

The false body left behind was merely an illusion.

Ordinary illusions couldn't deceive Transcendence cultivators.

However, this particular illusion was crafted from the Illusory Sword of the Nine Palaces within the Nine Palace Momentous Sword. It had a realistic effect; while it might not hold up over time, it could mislead for now without issue.

Sure enough, Miao Yin Fairy Lady didn't notice anything amiss. She approached the Black Phoenix Demoness from ten feet away but remained silent.

She was waiting for an opportunity to strike decisively.

The Black Phoenix Demoness's situation was still precarious but better than she had initially anticipated due to Lin Xuan's external manifestation assisting her, significantly reducing her pressure and ensuring that she wouldn't face immediate danger.

This was why Miao Yin Fairy Lady changed her strategy. She wanted to eliminate the Black Phoenix first before engaging in a one-on-one battle; otherwise, she feared being the first to fall.

That would make others the beneficiaries of her efforts.

"Goo!"

A loud sound echoed as the demoness's tongue extended and sliced through the air, transforming into countless tongues like a storm. The Black Phoenix Demoness's face contorted with fear at this sudden attack. Fortunately, Lin Xuan's manifestation helped her avoid severe injury. However, this left an opening for Miao Yin.

Miao Yin was overjoyed to find such an opportunity so quickly. She wouldn't let it slip away. As a Transcendence cultivator, she wasn't limited to one technique. Her delicate hand pulled out a hairpin from her head and transformed it into a glittering sword with a flick of her wrist.

She then opened her mouth and exhaled a stream of energy. The sword immediately glowed as it pierced Miao Yin Fairy Lady's back.

"Bad news!"

The entire process was swift, and by the time Miao Yin realized something was wrong, it was too late. She tried to dodge but found herself trapped with no escape from the demoness's attack.
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The scene was so intense that even the Blood Moon Demon Toad hesitated, a trace of seriousness appearing on its face. Reading...

After a rough count, there were actually 108 skulls.

Following this, ghostly howls echoed as these skulls began to gnash their teeth, producing a series of cracking sounds. Fiery flames shot out from their mouths, viciously charging towards Lin Xuan with malice in their eyes.

These demonic flames were emerald green and paired with the eerie wind, making one shiver from the core. However, they were truly formidable, especially when so many of them combined to form a vast greenish flame covering half the sky.

The spectacle was shocking, but it wasn't enough to deal with a True Spirit alone. Even if he tried to hold off his opponent, it would be too difficult.

Lin Xuan knew this well and thus had more than just these preparations at hand.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan suddenly emitted golden light from behind him.

The dazzling golden light was brighter than the sun itself.

It then condensed in the middle.

A magnificent figure of法相 (fǎ xiàng) appeared before his eyes.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, each arm posed differently. The expressions on the nine heads varied as well.

However, one thing was certain: this figure was incredibly powerful, far beyond ordinary cultivators' expectations.

The Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique, ever-changing, had been practiced by Lin Xuan for a thousand years, reaching a small degree of perfection. It could defend itself without his active control.

As the eighteen arms swung about, each held a powerful artifact, emitting radiant light and formidable power.

Then, the nine heads opened their eyes, and to everyone's amazement, ancient incantations emerged from their mouths.

The power of the laws spread out as dazzling beams shot forth from the mouths of the heads.

...

With such an impressive display, even the Blood Moon Demon Toad couldn't afford to be complacent. Although it wanted to save Miao Yin, when faced with its own crisis, there was no need for consideration.

Cultivators were selfish, and True Spirits were no different.

It was impossible to ignore its safety and go rescue Miao Yin.

Thus, the Blood Moon Demon Toad turned its head, focusing all its efforts on dealing with its current danger. This rendered its plan of围魏救赵 (wéi wěi jiù zhào) futile.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only an instant for Lin Xuan to use every trick in his arsenal to neutralize the threat.

Fortunately, he succeeded.

Lin Xuan wasn't about to miss such a good opportunity.

---

Go all out!

This was his last chance. A determined look flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes as he poured all his malevolent energy into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Technique.

As he moved, the sword lights in the sky became even more dazzling and fell like rain, sweeping through the entire sky.

Lin Xuan's unrestrained attack was incredibly powerful. Even at her peak, Miao Yin would have struggled to intercept it. Now that she couldn't gather any of her energy, this woman’s eyes showed a hint of despair.

She had calculated everything but never imagined ending up like this.

"No..."

Hatred filled her face, and the look of不甘 (bù gān) was deeply etched in her expression. However, it was too late; she couldn't change anything now.

No matter how much she tried to explain, in the end, power spoke louder than words in the cultivation world.

Blood splattered as this woman's body fell.

Woo...

A buzzing sound resounded as the light array above his head reappeared. Silver light fell, and a beam of light drifted towards Miao Yin’s元婴 (yuán yīn).

But Lin Xuan was faster.

Seeing the two fall, he had anticipated this moment.

Snow-white sword energy blocked the silver light.

Above the元婴's head, greenish霞光 (xiá guāng) appeared and transformed into a giant hand. It grabbed down.

The元婴 tried to dodge but was too late.

Caught by the light hand.

"Friend, please spare me... I am..."

...

Miao Yin was both shocked and angry, quickly changing her expression to one of pitiful desperation as she tried to explain. But Lin Xuan wasn't listening to her excuses.

Regardless of how eloquent she might be, he knew that she had attempted to assassinate him.

He directly performed soul extraction!

Lin Xuan ignored the woman's persuasive arguments and used his mind probing technique.

After half a cup of tea, Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of contemplation.

Hard work pays off; he finally found some clues about Qinxin.

...

Lin Xuan pointed with a finger.

The sword light returned, and the silver light enveloped Miao Yin's元婴. This time, there was no obstruction as it was swallowed by the array.

As they say, evil begets more evil. The trap she set for others ended up trapping her.

Miao Yin regretted not acting differently, but now it was too late. All her calculations had made Lin Xuan’s victory possible, leading to her demise.

Only two survivors remained.

Lin Xuan slowly turned his head; the Blood Moon Demon Toad showed a highly anthropomorphized expression of alertness in its eyes.

Originally, with this creature's proud nature, it wouldn't have considered a mere early-stage Tribulation Transcender as significant.

However, after their intense battle, it clearly understood the situation. This young man wasn't an easy opponent; he far exceeded ordinary early-stage Tribulation Transcenders. A confrontation would likely result in more defeats than victories.

This wasn't self-deprecation but a reasonable assessment based on circumstances.

The Blood Moon Demon Toad was indeed ferocious and combative, but it valued its own life immensely. No one wanted to die.

As a True Spirit, it had experienced countless years far beyond ordinary cultivators, making it wise in such situations.

Thus, it quickly tore through the void and fled without hesitation.

Lin Xuan admired his decisiveness.

He hesitated briefly before not stopping him. Lin Xuan’s actions were well thought out.

Firstly, this Blood Moon Demon Toad was even stronger than Miao Yin, and a one-on-one fight had its uncertainties. A single mistake could lead to defeat.

Secondly, knowing that absorbing the essence of three Tribulation Transcenders meant the True Immortal Relic would soon open, Lin Xuan didn’t want any complications.
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In his mind, Lin Xuan had already sorted out the current situation.

Adhering to the principle of avoiding unnecessary trouble, Lin Xuan stood quietly in place.

He was confident about facing the Blood Moon Demon Toad, but engaging in combat under these circumstances would be extremely unwise.

Given his personality, he wouldn't do that. The gains from today were already significant.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of light shot out "."

It flowed like a stream of light, passing by nearby before turning and returning to Lin Xuan's position.

The light dispersed, revealing three uniquely designed storage bags.

Though unremarkable at first glance, the treasures of an old monster from the劫境 (purification realm) stage were bound to be extraordinary. The items within were undoubtedly non-trivial.

Lin Xuan couldn't help swallowing hard. However, this wasn't a good time to count spoils.

With the essence power of three beings from the劫境 stage absorbed, the True Immortal's ruins would soon activate.

The treasure hunt was now his top priority.

Lin Xuan stood quietly in place as time passed.

As the sky grew increasingly dark, the silver light array became more dazzling and radiant.

Like mercury pouring down, the light spread out, with beautiful runes dancing like notes on a string. They were both exquisite and ancient, filled with primordial energy.

Though Lin Xuan had extensive knowledge and was at the劫境 stage, he still couldn't recognize most of these runes. However, each seemed to contain unfathomable laws.

Indeed, these were the laws of heaven and earth. The entire array exuded a clear Daoist aura.

Sure enough, this was the work of a True Immortal.

A surge of excitement ran through Lin Xuan's heart.

At their level, few treasures in the Three Realms could catch their eye.

True Immortal relics were undoubtedly tempting.

Pills and treasures might help break through his current bottleneck. A step further would be beneficial.

As for magical artifacts, whether先天灵宝 (primordial spirit treasures) or仙府奇珍 (immortal palace rarities), acquiring one would instantly enhance his power.

But what truly excited him was the secret of ascending to the Immortal Realm.

Though he could break free from lifespan constraints in the后期劫境 (late purification realm), the pursuit of strength knew no bounds. Who wouldn't want to achieve that moment of flying through the clouds?

Yet, after so many years, countless powerful beings had failed to ascend.

Why was this?

No one knew!

It puzzled all great powers.

But True Immortal relics might reveal the answer.

This wasn't idle speculation; relics left by immortals naturally contained countless secrets.

Indeed, his luck was good. Miao Yin Fairy had gone through so much trouble only for him to end up with a wedding dress.

Through soul probing, Lin Xuan already knew the whole story and couldn't help feeling excited now.

Thoughts raced in his mind as he waited quietly.

...

Time passed until finally, a loud noise reached his ears.

The light array flickered intensely. Then, a beam of light about a meter thick shot up into the sky.

No, not just one. This was only the beginning.

One by one, beams of light erupted from the array, increasing in number.

In the end, Lin Xuan counted eighty-one beams of dazzling light.

Eighty-one beams of blinding light stretched to the heavens and earth. In their midst, a white channel appeared.

Some scenery could be seen inside, but even with his divine sense, it was impossible to make out details.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye lost its efficacy at this moment.

"True Immortal's ruins!"

Lin Xuan felt no fear but excitement. He flashed with green light and rushed toward the channel.

However, just then, something unexpected happened.

Without any warning, a cold sword energy burst forth.

Lin Xuan was alarmed, but his reaction was swift.

He dodged to one side as several crescent-shaped sword energies flew past his face.

His expression turned grim. He could feel the bone-chilling coldness.

Just a little more and he would have been hit; it wouldn't be fatal, but severe injuries were inevitable.

What was going on?

Lin Xuan's reaction was lightning fast, dodging the ambush, but he was still bewildered.

Miao Yin had already fallen. The other cultivators who came with him were all dead. Yet, the Blood Moon Demon Toad seemed to have changed its mind and escaped through a spatial rift.

So, who ambushed me?

Wait… As this question flashed in his mind, Lin Xuan had another doubt. Had the Blood Moon Demon Toad really fled?

Indeed, he had seen it with his own eyes.

But in the strange world of cultivators, what you heard was not always true, and what you saw might be misleading.

After all, the Blood Moon Demon Toad was part of Miao Yin's group. If his guess was correct, it definitely knew about the True Immortal's ruins.

True, there were many differences between true spirits and humans or beasts, but for them, the True Immortal's ruins were undoubtedly a dream come true.

Thinking about it, if he and the Blood Moon Demon Toad had been in each other’s positions, would they have easily given up such an opportunity?

Even facing formidable enemies, such a good chance wouldn't be wasted.

This was beyond doubt.

He wouldn’t give up; neither would the Blood Moon Demon Toad.

Its departure just now was merely a feint to make him careless. It had used the strategy of hiding in plain sight.

How hateful! He had been tricked.

Lin Xuan regretted it deeply as he realized what happened.

Actually, it wasn't entirely his fault.

Even wise men could sometimes err. In both the cultivator world and the secular realm, no one was always perfectly calculated; even tigers doze occasionally.

What had happened couldn’t be changed by remorse. The most important thing now was to find a way to rectify the situation.

Though it seemed complex, in reality, only an instant passed. Lin Xuan looked up as red light flashed, and sure enough, the Blood Moon Demon Toad had entered the channel.

That strike earlier was just to interfere with him; it didn't intend to kill him but merely gain a slight advantage by causing him to lose focus.

And this fellow had achieved its goal.

"Close call. Almost capsized in the shallow waters."

Lin Xuan muttered, then sneered: "They say Blood Moon Demon Toads are combative, but they're also cunning. But it doesn't matter. The last laugh is for the victor. This time, I won’t be so easily fooled next time."

Before his words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan flashed green light and rushed into the channel as well. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's遁光 was incredibly swift, quickly vanishing into the passage. The scenery before his eyes became blurry, and a sense of dizziness emerged in his mind.

Lin Xuan did not show any signs of surprise on his face. Since he had embarked on the path of cultivation, countless odd encounters had occurred to him. Even searching for a True Immortal's lair was no longer new to him.

During his time in the mortal world, he had experienced similar situations.

This sense of dizziness was perfectly normal; it worked just like long-distance teleportation. Lin Xuan wasn't afraid but needed to be wary of being ambushed by the Blood Moon Demon Toad.

Due to a momentary lapse in concentration earlier, he had fallen into the trap set by his opponent. Naturally, he would not make the same mistake again.

Experience taught wisdom; Lin Xuan was inherently cautious and this time added an extra layer of caution on top of his usual vigilance.

As he approached the end of the passage, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and swept his sleeves, emitting silver light. Sharp sword energy surged out from his sleeves, swirling around him.

The sword light was like snow, tearing through space wherever it went.

Even if the Blood Moon Demon Toad had built up its strength for an attack, this power should suffice to handle it. However, Lin Xuan's worries turned out to be unnecessary.

There were no ambushes behind the passage.

Clearly, the Blood Moon Demon Toad also knew that such tricks would not be very effective.

It was merely adding to the joke.

Instead of foolishly setting up an ambush, he should quickly seek out the remains left by a True Immortal.

As they say, a small difference can lead to a big mistake. If he could seize the initiative and obtain relics from a True Immortal, the benefits would be immeasurable.

This reasoning was clear in the Blood Moon Demon Toad's mind, and Lin Xuan understood it as well. Seeing no ambushes, he quickly deduced his opponent's intentions.

Lin Xuan did not take any chances; he raised his head and released his divine sense to survey the surroundings.

"What is this..."

Looking at the scenery before him, even with his composure, Lin Xuan could not help showing surprise in his eyes.

It was no wonder he was shocked. A True Immortal's lair should have some magnificent buildings, even if there were no pavilions or terraces. The environment should be decent. But what did he see?

The sun blazed overhead as fierce winds swept past, stirring up a cloud of dust.

Before him lay a vast desert.

Looking around, all he saw were scattered rocks and dusty slopes; not a single green plant was in sight.

There wasn't even any trace of primordial energy.

A True Immortal's lair?

Was this a mistake!

How could it be like this?

If not for the mysterious禁制 light array, Lin Xuan almost thought he had gone to the wrong place.

Could it be an illusionary technique?

The idea flashed through his mind.

Even if a wasteland appeared before him, it wouldn't be surprising. But seeing this desert was truly unbelievable.

An illusionary禁制 became the best explanation.

Of course, there were still questions in Lin Xuan's mind. If it was an illusion, where was the Blood Moon Demon Toad?

Lin Xuan didn't believe that his opponent could break through a True Immortal's禁制 so quickly.

But he had no time to delve into these details now. The mysteries of a True Immortal's lair were beyond his comprehension. His immediate concern was to dispel this illusionary禁制 and find the treasures left by the True Immortal.

With that thought, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. He took a deep breath, silver light emanating from his eyes.

Heavens Bird Divine Eyes!

Just like the king of birds' eyes, they had the ability to see through illusions.

Lin Xuan looked around, but under the effect of his divine sense, the scene remained unchanged, showing no signs of any change.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, not revealing too much surprise on his face. He sighed inwardly; a True Immortal's methods were truly formidable. Even after countless trials and tribulations, his divine sense still proved ineffective.

But Lin Xuan was not anxious. He had other means to handle this situation. He took another deep breath, expelling the stale air from his lungs.

Then he raised his right hand and pointed forward with one finger.

The Nine Palaces Sword, which had been circling him, immediately emitted a burst of light. The sound of 'swoosh' filled his ears as nine immortal swords flew back at high speed.

At first glance, these nine immortal swords shimmered with divine light, seemingly no different from other swords. But as the user, Lin Xuan knew that each sword in this set of his命魂 treasure had unique strengths.

Nine Palaces Sword was not just a fancy name; it comprised swords of nine different attributes.

With Nine Palaces activated, all under heaven were invincible.

Although there was some exaggeration in these words, the nine attributes of the Nine Palaces Sword indeed possessed incredible power.

The five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—were certainly included. The remaining ice, wind, and lightning corresponded to the different types of spiritual roots that cultivators might have.

The last attribute was peculiar; most cultivators had probably never heard of it before.

Illusionary attribute!

Yes, changeable and versatile, akin to the power behind illusionary禁制 arrays.

As they say, he who ties a bell should also untie it. To dispel this wondrous illusionary array, his own illusory attribute swords would be the most effective weapon.

This was not an idea that came out of nowhere; there were detailed records in the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique.

These nine illusory attribute swords were versatile tools for both offense and defense. They could create illusions to attack enemies or break through arrays of the same attribute, their complexity beyond mere words. He had rarely had opportunities to use them before.

While illusionary techniques were widely useful in the cultivation world, the conditions required for mastery were stringent, making proficient practitioners few and far between.

Lin Xuan had encountered such situations, but ordinary illusions could be dispelled by his divine eyes, so he never got a chance to use these illusory attribute swords as a trump card.

Counting on his fingers, Lin Xuan had very few opportunities to use these illusory swords.

But there was no panic on his face; he still looked confident and assured.

Practice makes perfect; even though he rarely used them, the Nine Palaces Sword was now at his command with unparalleled skill.

He waved his hands, the nine immortal swords converging in the center. Silver light burst forth.

After a moment, the light subsided, revealing a silver lotus flower.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward again.

The silver lotus bloomed, and森然 sword energy shot out from within.

Like a storm, it covered an area of hundreds of feet in all directions.

Raindrops pattering on banana leaves, the sound of 'pitter-patter' filled his ears as countless sword energies surged forth, crossing and weaving. Yet they remained ineffective.

In just a few moments, half a cup of tea had passed, but the desert was still a desert; there was no change in the scenery before him.
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Even with Lin Xuan's composure, a trace of admiration flashed across his face.

The Nine Palaces Needles had no use now. This was troublesome indeed.

Truly Immortal’s techniques were truly formidable; just aprohibition left him at a loss. But it wasn't time to concede yet.

For the sake of treasures, he would find a way to break through any barrier, no matter how powerful.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered with resolve.

He then took a deep breath and spat out a mouthful of blood in front of the lotus flower.

"Bang," the blood turned into mist and was absorbed by the silver lotus.

Then, a majestic sword energy shot up to the sky, connecting heaven and earth. The momentum was astonishing.

The sword energy contained frigid rule power.

But it vanished almost instantly, all the sword energies compressing together into a slender crystal thread.

The rule power became incredibly refined, perfectly integrating with that fine crystal thread.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed again, his movements deceptive yet urgent, exuding an air of gravity.

As he moved, the crystal thread glowed brightly. Tiny runes scattered in the void, passing through it swiftly.

Sizzle…

Though its momentum couldn't compare to the previous sword beam, it didn't emit any fire aura either. The previously calm void began to distort. Moments later, a clear breaking sound echoed, like porcelain shattering on the ground.

The mountain, the giant rocks, and even the soil beneath his feet seemed torn apart as if they were a scroll being ripped apart.

It was hard to describe the sensation.

But Lin Xuan finally showed a relieved expression. If that strike couldn't break through theprohibition, he would truly be at a loss.

Fortunately, the worry was unnecessary; theprohibition had been broken.

As spatial fluctuations faded away and the desert vanished from sight, a vast grassland appeared in his view.

The green grass was lush, and the air brimmed with qi. At the end of the grassland, towering mountains stretched to the horizon. Beyond the peaks, countless magnificent buildings shimmered faintly. Lin Xuan's expression reached its peak.

So many... where could the True Immortal’s lair be?

These structures were no longer illusions but real existences.

However, their purpose was similar to that of illusions—confusing treasure seekers so they couldn't find the true lair.

Since these buildings were real, techniques like Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes and Nine Palaces Needles, which could dispel illusions, became useless.

The True Immortal’s methods truly deserved admiration. It was akin to returning to simplicity.

Lin Xuan sighed; he hadn’t expected such a challenge.

But he showed no signs of discouragement.

As the saying went, you have your Zhāng Liáng's strategy, and I have my ladder over the wall. Although this scene left him scratching his head, careful consideration revealed possible solutions.

Lin Xuan’s reaction was swift; after a moment of frowning, he regained his composure. He waved his sleeves, and a spiritual light shot out.

Soon, the light flickered, revealing a tower-shaped treasure.

A buzzing sound filled his ears as the first layer of the tower slowly opened. The sound of insects was piercing, and a black-red insect cloud appeared in his view.

Bloodfire Ants!

At Lin Xuan's level, Bloodfire Ants were no longer useful; even with more numbers, they couldn't guarantee victory.

But given the current situation, if used properly, they could be very helpful.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward. His technique of controlling insects was well-practiced. Though it couldn’t match the grandmasters who raised spiritual beasts and insects, he had his own insights.

As he moved, the giant insect cloud split open with a buzzing sound.

Bloodfire Ants were no longer suitable for combat but were perfect for exploration.

The pavilions and buildings in front of him were numerous. The undulating mountains were filled with magnificent structures.

But how many more?

Could they match his Bloodfire Ants?

Lin Xuan didn’t need precise information on the True Immortal’s lair, but even a hint would be beneficial.

For now, Lin Xuan did nothing and floated in place, believing that these Bloodfire Ants would soon lead him to clues. Perhaps there would be unexpected rewards; if his guess was correct, the Blood Moon Demon Toad had definitely come here.

However, its whereabouts were still unclear.

In any case, Lin Xuan waited quietly.

Sure enough, after about a cup of tea’s time, a small insect cloud returned.

Not many in number, only over a hundred Bloodfire Ants.

But Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. He immediately released his spirit sense.

Bloodfire Ants couldn’t speak, but through the spirit sense, he could obtain the clues he needed.

Soon, Lin Xuan’s expression showed understanding.

As expected, using Bloodfire Ants to explore was very practical. Though they hadn't pinpointed the True Immortal's lair, they had excluded many areas.

At the same time, some hints were gathered, allowing him to deduce the location of the True Immortal’s ruins with more certainty.

Though he couldn’t be one hundred percent sure, his gaze no longer held any confusion.

The only regret was still lacking clues about the Blood Moon Demon Toad.

That creature seemed to have vanished into thin air.

But Lin Xuan didn't believe it wasn’t here. It was far more cunning than expected.

As they say, a clear arrow is easy to dodge, but a hidden one is hard to guard against. Since the hidden one was a True Spirit-level powerhouse, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford any complacency; he didn’t want to capsize in a ditch here.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear.

He just needed to be cautious and not overreact. His body glowed with green light as he flew towards the left front.

His evasion speed was swift. Soon, the mountains were close at hand.

The palace on the mountain became clearer; up close, it was even more magnificent.

But Lin Xuan ignored them and flew past.

He passed several palaces without hesitation. After a while, he finally stopped.
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A small square appeared before Lin Xuan's eyes. Behind the square was a magnificent building, resembling palaces made of jade and crystal.

At first glance, it seemed no different from the palace rooms he had just passed by without stopping. However, precisely because of this similarity, it served as an effective illusion.

Based on clues gathered from bloodfire ants, Lin Xuan was almost certain that this place might be where True Immortal relics were located. Thus, he could not afford to take any chances.

Although the immortal had long since perished or left, his set restrictions remained formidable. Even with his current strength, a slip of attention could still endanger his life.

While treasures certainly tempted him, they needed to be enjoyed, so Lin Xuan was naturally cautious.

Extending his spirit sense and scanning it with Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes revealed nothing amiss.

Lin Xuan walked forward. In the center of the square stood a copper furnace about as tall as a man. It looked dull and unremarkable.

He knocked on it; a series of knocks echoed in his ears. The furnace was made from thousand-year-old copper essence, which Lin Xuan found nothing special.

Without further ado, he bypassed the furnace and headed forward.

Soon, the square was left behind, and the magnificent buildings became more prominent.

This place might be where True Immortal relics were located. Which area should he explore first?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead in thought.

---

At the same time, Blood Moon Demon Toad's situation differed from Lin Xuan's.

Entering the passage, it did not see a desert but found itself in an empty space.

The passage was devoid of anything else; instead, there were over ten teleportation arrays floating around. These arrays varied in size and design, but their purpose remained unclear.

Compared to before, Blood Moon Demon Toad had shrunk significantly, no more than a few feet long. Its face displayed a confused expression, along with fear.

Indeed, it was fear!

As a true spirit, it lived for an extremely long time, its wisdom comparable to humans, even surpassing ordinary cultivators in many ways.

This did not mean that true spirits were smarter; rather, their longevity provided them with more experience. Thus, when faced with choices, they naturally made wiser decisions.

However, the current situation was dire. Among so many teleportation arrays, only one led to a True Immortal's relic, while the rest were undoubtedly traps.

This placed it in an extremely perilous situation. A wrong choice could mean certain death.

What should it do...

Blood Moon Demon Toad was ruthless and combative but not reckless. It faced a difficult decision at this moment.

Of course, it would not make random choices. As a true spirit, besides its innate divine powers, the secret techniques it knew were formidable.

A strange light flashed in its eyes as Blood Moon Demon Toad opened its mouth.

This time, no "croak" sound was heard; instead, ancient and profound incantations poured out of its mouth.

Reddish light flashed, and a dozen streaks of rainbow-colored light shot from the toad's body, vanishing instantly into the teleportation arrays like a stone thrown into deep water.

The next moment, a mournful sound entered his ears. All the teleportation arrays activated simultaneously, blinding him with their light.

However, Blood Moon Demon Toad no longer showed confusion on its face. After probing, it felt the presence of divine spirits from one of the arrays.

Though faint, it trusted its senses; this was an opportunity not to be missed.

Blood Moon Demon Toad flashed and arrived at the surface of the array it had chosen.

A milky white light enveloped it, blurring his vision. Then he disappeared from sight.

---

Lin Xuan did not know about all this. At that moment, he faced a choice as well.

However, compared to Blood Moon Demon Toad, the danger was much less. If he were correct, these magnificent buildings should be True Immortal's abode, so there were no traps here.

Now, his task was simply to decide where to start exploring.

Examining the pavilions and terraces before him, Lin Xuan showed a thoughtful expression. By common sense, the largest palace should be the True Immortal's abode.

However, in cultivation realms, things did not always follow common sense.

Lin Xuan found himself caught between two choices.

But time was of the essence.

A saying went that a small difference could lead to a big mistake. If Blood Moon Demon Toad gained an advantage and obtained the treasures left by the True Immortal, he would regret it deeply.

When in doubt, act decisively; this principle was clear to Lin Xuan. He was not one for hesitation, so he quickly made his choice and headed towards the building closest to him.

This was not the largest palace, but its aura still humbled him. It was indeed a relic left by a True Immortal.

Lin Xuan stepped inside.

Suddenly, without warning, two bright sword lights appeared.

As white as snow, they moved incredibly fast, aimed at his head.

Despite the sudden change, Lin Xuan remained calm.

Raising his right hand, silver sword qi emerged from his sleeve and clashed with the sword light.

Zzzzt...

The light flashed!

Then the sword light was easily shattered.

Although the sword qi dimmed slightly, it did not stop. A "pfft" sound indicated another hit on something.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he saw two stone statues several feet tall lying on the ground. They had been shattered by the sword qi into pieces of varying sizes scattered around.

Bending down to pick up an item, Lin Xuan's expression changed; he was both surprised and admiring. He muttered to himself: "Just ordinary stones with no special material properties. After being refined by a True Immortal, they can match the strength of a Profound Daoist. Truly remarkable."

The myriad arts in cultivation had their unique strengths. Lin Xuan's knowledge spanned many areas, puppetry techniques included nothing new to him.

Puppet power depended on two factors: refining skills and materials used for puppets.

He had already checked earlier; this puppet was made from ordinary rocks, yet it matched the strength of a Profound Daoist. If he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, Lin Xuan would have found such a sight unbelievable. The True Immortal's puppet-making techniques were truly exquisite.

However, there was some surprise as well. With a True Immortal's power, gathering rare materials in the Spirit Realm should be easy. Why use ordinary rocks to make puppets?
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Lin Xuan was not sure about the reason behind it, nor did he delve into it deeply. *.*.

He had come here to seek treasures, not to solve puzzles.

Regardless of why, as long as he could safely obtain the true immortal's left-behind treasure, that would suffice.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan continued walking towards the palace interior.

Along the way, he encountered some stone puppet attacks. However, they were futile. Even if these items were forged by a true immortal, their essence was limited to the Profound Void stage, which posed no real threat to him.

Apart from these minor obstacles, everything went smoothly.

After half a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan arrived at the palace interior. The area was only a thousand feet or so in size, smaller than he had imagined.

There wasn't much inside; it was almost bare except for one table and chair.

The table held nothing else but an ancient jade cylinder lying quietly there, giving off an air of long-standing antiquity.

Lin Xuan showed no signs of disappointment as he walked past. Although the item didn’t look like a trap, Lin Xuan still extended his divine sense to ensure it was safe before picking up the jade cylinder.

True immortals' left-behind treasures were naturally significant. He just had no idea what they contained.

Was it a cultivation technique?

A secret art?

Or something else?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as he felt a twinge of tension in his heart.

If it was a cultivation technique, things would be awkward for him at this stage. After all, he had already mastered the Moonlit Black Witch Art, and his current cultivation phase was the Tribulation Transcending Stage. It was highly unlikely that he would change his primary cultivation method now.

Changing techniques haphazardly could only lead to losses.

Thus, a cultivation technique held no value for him.

However, if it were a secret art, that would be perfect.

Unlike cultivation techniques, secret arts merely involved the application of spiritual energy. Even though his and this true immortal's teachings might differ, he could still use some of their abilities.

As for divine secrets, they had immense power and would greatly enhance his strength once mastered.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan swallowed a mouthful of saliva, showing a hint of anticipation on his face.

After double-checking to ensure the jade cylinder was just an ordinary treasure without any tampering, he placed it against his forehead and let his divine sense sink into it.

...

A series of large characters appeared before him. They flowed like dragons and phoenixes, exuding an ancient aura.

This was a very old script that Lin Xuan recognized but found difficult to read. He could only grasp the general meaning.

However, what surprised Lin Xuan was that this wasn’t a cultivation technique or secret art; it was more akin to a diary, recording some of this true immortal's experiences.

Lin Xuan was intrigued by this discovery and quickly read through it. His eyes widened in shock as he realized something about the Blue Star Sea.

The Blue Star Sea turned out to be a divine object.

But if that were the case, Lin Xuan wasn't surprised at all. After all, the origin of the star sea itself was somewhat mysterious, and its uses were virtually endless.

As a Tribulation Transcender, he had access to the most exquisite treasures in the spiritual realm. Based on his experience, such a treasure would not naturally appear in the spiritual world.

Thus, it made sense that this divine object came from the divine realm.

He couldn't help but recall meeting the Moonlit Witch girl in the lost plane. From her, Lin Xuan had also heard about the secret of the Blue Star Sea and how its discovery had led to the decline of the Moonlit Clan.

However, the true origin of the Blue Star Sea was unclear to Snow Spirit. According to his memory, when the Moonlit Goddess of Witchery obtained the Blue Star Sea during a trip to another plane, she mentioned that it was an extraordinary treasure but didn't elaborate on how or why.

Later, news leaked out, and powerful beings from various planes coveted it, leading to disaster for the Moonlit Clan. The consequences were dire, and they eventually vanished into thin air.

Initially, Lin Xuan had his suspicions, which were now confirmed by this true immortal's diary.

The Blue Star Sea indeed originated from the divine realm.

Somehow, it was lost and ended up in the lower planes, where there were countless realms beyond just the spiritual, demonic, and阴司界.

Each plane was vast. True immortals weren't all-powerful; they didn’t know where the Blue Star Sea had gone.

After some time, news of the Moonlit Clan obtaining the Blue Star Sea spread in the spiritual realm.

Thus, this true immortal descended to the lower planes.

No, according to the diary, three true immortals came down with him.

Unfortunately, they arrived too late; the Moonlit Clan was already destroyed. The three true immortals were both shocked and angry but their immense strength gave them an advantage over lesser beings in the lower realms.

They discovered that the Blue Star Sea had been obtained by a Heavenly Demon Lord from beyond the planes.

While others feared the域外天魔, true immortals couldn’t back down. Although the Heavenly Demon Lord was formidable, he still posed a threat to their level of existence.

But they wouldn't retreat; the Blue Star Sea’s value made it worth risking everything.

So, the three true immortals ventured into the domain of the Heavenly Demon Lord and after much hardship, finally obtained the Blue Star Sea.

However, the price was steep. The Heavenly Demon Lord wasn’t easily provoked; he could even take a true immortal's soul. His two companions had fallen.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but gasp at this revelation. As they say, great fame hides no mediocre people. The Heavenly Demon Lord’s reputation was indeed formidable, causing the deaths of two true immortals. His strength was truly astonishing.

This divine being, as the sole survivor, suffered severe injuries. He fought with all his might and finally escaped with the Blue Star Sea from the domain of the Heavenly Demon Lord.

Originally, he planned to return to the divine realm but ended up in the spiritual realm due to a mistake.

Fortunately, this outcome was acceptable.

However, he never expected a cunning Heavenly Demon Lord to follow him.

In one-on-one combat, a true immortal had an advantage over a Heavenly Demon Lord. But that was during his peak; now, heavily injured, the situation wasn't favorable for the true immortal.

But he couldn’t give up the Blue Star Sea. After a fierce battle, he finally vanquished the Heavenly Demon Lord but at great cost to himself, nearly reaching the brink of death.

Postscript:

I've been pushed off the category recommendation list; my recommendation votes are in dire need! Please help me by voting more recommendations if you can. Thank you all for your support!
第三千二百五十七章 魔蟾陨落

;

Generally, injuries would heal over time. However, his situation was different now.

The injury was too severe!

Specifically, it was hard to describe in words. In short, he had only one path left: waiting for death.

Even if he carried divine medicines from the Immortal Realm on him, there was nothing he could do.

Immortals were indeed immortal, but his primordial force had run dry at this moment.

And the blue Star Sea had once again been lost.

In fact, it was a stroke of luck. The battle with the Outer Demon Sovereign had torn through space and time.

The blue Star Sea just happened to be sucked into a gap in the space.

A severely injured True Immortal no longer had the strength to retrieve such a treasure. He was now at his last breath.

After going through so much hardship, he still failed to find this treasure.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh.

His luck was truly beyond description, almost divine.

Three True Immortals had risked their lives and gone through countless hardships to retrieve a treasure that ended up in his hands so easily.

While reflecting on it, Lin Xuan continued reading. Perhaps there were other secrets in this diary-like record, such as the location of the deceased True Immortal's遗物.

...

However, this time, Lin Xuan was disappointed.

The subsequent descriptions in the diary were fragmented and lacked anything valuable.

It could be seen that the immortal's mood was extremely bad.

But it was understandable. If he himself had been able to live forever but ended up dying due to a treasure, he would surely have regrets.

Lin Xuan sighed and found nothing useful.

In this side hall, there was only one jade eye.

However, knowing that the blue Star Sea was from the Immortal Realm solved his long-standing doubts.

A person should be content. Lin Xuan prepared to continue exploring other buildings.

...

Meanwhile, on another side,

a flash of light appeared in a stone chamber, and the Blood Moon Demon Toad emerged.

Its entire body was enveloped by a bright bloodlight, which it had released as a protective barrier.

However, there was no danger present. The Blood Moon Demon Toad heaved a sigh of relief.

Then, it extended its divine sense to survey its surroundings.

But upon seeing what lay before it, the demon toad's expression froze.

It found itself in a tomb chamber.

This chamber was vast, measuring over a thousand feet wide.

In the center of the chamber stood a high platform, atop which rested a massive bronze coffin.

The chamber had no lighting, but greenish-blue ghostly light emitted from the walls.

Like ghost fire!

However, the ceiling was different. There were no ghostly lights there, only some murals.

Those murals exuded an ancient and primitive aura, depicting things that left one in shock.

True Dragons, Heavenly Phoenixes, and Golden-winged Great Pengs were all chained down, their heads cut off by flying swords.

How could this be?

The demon toad's face showed signs of shock.

But soon, the shocked expression calmed down.

In the end, these were just murals. They didn't represent any real connection.

Nevertheless, in this strange tomb chamber, it still felt uncomfortable.

An eerie atmosphere flowed through the air.

As a True Spirit, and one known for its ferocity, the Blood Moon Demon Toad naturally wasn't afraid of anything. But now, there was an inexplicable unease deep within.

But he didn't retreat. Perhaps this was where the deceased True Immortal had been laid to rest.

Although he didn't know why a divine being would fall, the treasures left behind must be significant.

Perhaps they were hidden in this tomb chamber.

How could he back down just because of some unease?

Thinking about the treasure, the Golden Jade True Toad showed a human-like greed. The slight unease vanished.

Then it extended its divine sense to search throughout the entire tomb chamber.

But there was nothing found.

The chamber was vast, but empty inside, with no treasures hidden away. It was truly bare.

Could it be...

The Blood Moon Demon Toad raised its head slightly, drawn by the high platform in the center of the chamber.

Perhaps the treasure left behind by the deceased True Immortal would be used as a sacrificial item and placed inside the coffin.

But one couldn't be careless. Even if an immortal had fallen, they were not to be underestimated. There might be extremely dangerous restrictions beside that high platform.

The Blood Moon Demon Toad extended its divine sense again but found nothing.

...

Its eyes showed surprise, but it still moved cautiously over.

With a flash of movement, it arrived on the high platform.

Looking closely at the massive bronze coffin, it seemed more ancient and grand. The Blood Moon Demon Toad didn't act rashly. But unexpectedly, something happened.

Without any warning, "bang" went a loud noise. Then the lid of the coffin suddenly opened.

The Blood Moon Demon Toad was startled. Its reaction was quick; it tried to dodge but was too late.

Whizzing sounds filled its ears as countless black threads, like hair, pierced through the air.

The situation was sudden and fast, almost on par with the swift flying needles of a Transcendent Realm existence. The Blood Moon Demon Toad couldn't avoid them and was impaled.

Then an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Its body rapidly withered away as if its primordial essence had been drained in an instant by the other party.

"Haha, just a lower realm True Spirit. But I've finally regained my ability to move thanks to its primordial force."

A monstrous figure, shaped like a person, sat up from the coffin.

No, it was just an ordinary man, but his entire body emitted a heavy stench of decay that could rival the legendary Golden Jade Corpse King.

...

Lin Xuan didn't know about all this. He had already explored the remaining buildings and found some treasures, but he wasn't satisfied. A True Immortal wouldn't leave behind such insignificant treasures.

He looked at the last building.

Running his hand through his hair, a strange expression appeared on his face.

This building was too peculiar; it might be better described as an ancient tomb than a palace.

Was this just a delusion?

Lin Xuan walked past slowly.

With a wave of his sleeves, a磅礴巨力 rose up.

Wu...

A low rumbling sound entered his ears. The door to the grand hall slowly opened.

But Lin Xuan's expression froze.

Although the palace was spacious, it was completely empty, with only a staircase leading down into the depths.

The darkness seemed endless. Lin Xuan extended his divine sense but was immediately bounced back.

Frowning slightly, he had no choice but to descend the staircase.

After about a cup of tea's time, he reached the end.
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A vast hall appeared in Lin Xuan's line of sight.

Clearly, this had originally been a large underground cavern, but it had been tidied up by someone. At the center of the hall stood an odd structure that looked like...a giant ancient tomb.

Could it be that the True Immortal was resting here forever?

Lin Xuan pondered in his heart. His divine sense was useless now, but through the ancient tomb, he felt a strange sensation arise within him—a feeling of unease.

It was hard to put into words, but without a doubt, there was something dangerous nearby.

How could it be?

As if danger was approaching this place.

But shouldn't the True Immortal have already perished? Could it be that he left behind some kind of restriction?

Yes, that's possible.

Since the True Immortal had exhausted his strength, his power still couldn't be underestimated. If he were in such a situation, he wouldn’t want to be disturbed after death either.

So there must be extremely powerful restrictions set up within this tomb.

It would be unwise to take risks lightly here.

But with his divine sense useless and the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye unable to see through the tomb, Lin Xuan had no idea what dangers lay ahead. Where should he go?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he thought deeply. He didn't spend much time on this matter before a good idea struck him. Reaching out, he patted his waist, and with a flash of light, a puppet appeared in front of him.

This was a humanoid puppet with only the ability to reach the Separation Realm. In combat, it had no real use for him, but as a scout, it was perfect.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, and a thread of light shot out from between his brows.

In an instant, this thread entered the head of the puppet, which was Lin Xuan's fragmentary soul. By controlling the puppet, not only could he slightly increase its power, but any situation seen by the puppet would be known to him as well.

This method was both convenient and safe while also being quick.

A smile played on Lin Xuan’s lips. The puppet slowly moved forward.

Extending his hand, he pressed it against the stone door. With a slight force applied,

Wu...

The heavy stone door slowly opened with a silent sound.

Almost simultaneously, whistling sounds filled the air as countless black threads, like hair, pierced through the space.

The situation was dire; their speed matched that of the flying needles of those at the Tribulation Transcending Realm. A mere Separation Realm puppet couldn’t dodge and was immediately impaled.

As a result, Lin Xuan’s fragmentary soul also failed to escape in time and perished along with it.

But there was no need to worry; this wasn't too bad an outcome.

At least he easily survived the crisis. The loss of his fragmentary soul was nothing considering his strong divine sense—it could recover after a brief meditation.

Lin Xuan’s reaction didn’t take long. As soon as the puppet was destroyed, he released his treasures to protect himself and swiftly retreated to one side.

"Ah, failed. Just a puppet; what a cunning fellow. I thought it would save me some effort. But never mind, in the end, you're just an early-stage Tribulation Transcender. Since you’re here, your fate is sealed—no chance of returning alive..."

A cold voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan raised his head. The scene inside the tomb became clear to him.

The giant bronze coffin was undoubtedly the most prominent feature.

Standing beside it was a middle-aged man in his forties.

He wore brocade robes and jade sashes, with a high crown of green jade on his head. His long beard reached his chest and flowed gently in the wind; he truly exuded an imposing presence.

However, compared to ordinary cultivators, his complexion was unnaturally pale, and his entire body emitted a heavy stench of decay, almost rivaling that of the legendary Golden Jade Corpse King.

"Who is this..."

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as several guesses flashed through his mind. Could it be...the True Immortal had already perished, but his physical form absorbed the essence of the sun and moon or underground阴气and actually transformed into a zombie?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan raised his head and quickly scanned the tomb.

Even with his composure, he couldn’t help showing surprise on his face.

Without saying anything, he saw the corpse of the Blood Moon Devil Toad.

But that corpse was extremely dry, as if all its vitality had been sucked out.

Indeed, it was a zombie.

Lin Xuan sighed. The situation was worse than he imagined.

Although the True Immortal had perished, strictly speaking, this zombie didn’t have anything to do with him and wouldn’t possess the True Immortal’s strength.

But upon closer consideration, things weren't so simple. While he wouldn’t have the power of that immortal from his past life, he was based on its physical form.

The immortal's body had undergone countless trials and tribulations, far beyond those in the Spirit Realm.

If it were to fall into a long sleep, it would be fine. But once it became a zombie, it would definitely be extremely troublesome.

Otherwise, the Blood Moon Devil Toad wouldn’t have perished here.

Even though he deduced that the Blood Moon Devil Toad’s demise was likely due to an unexpected attack from the other side based on what happened with the puppet,

Regardless, its ability to eliminate a True Spirit was formidable.

Lin Xuan's face showed full readiness. With no room for maneuver now, whether it was to find the treasures left by the True Immortal or simply survive, he must eliminate this guy. There were no other paths.

Given that, he decided to strike first.

Thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, producing a clear ringing sound. Dozens of dazzling silver rays emerged from his sleeves and transformed into sword lights several feet long, swirling around him.

Then, with a flicker, the number of sword lights increased, and Lin Xuan used the technique of creating sword shadows. The entire sky was filled with sparkling silver lights.

"Such sharp treasures; you’re indeed not an ordinary cultivator. No wonder that lower-stage True Spirit had some reservations about you. But in the end, you're just an early-stage Tribulation Transcender—no chance of survival."

The zombie's cold laughter echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. Although it didn’t show disdain, it was clear that he wasn't considered a formidable opponent.

Such a situation made Lin Xuan feel relieved rather than alarmed.

There was no need to be angry; the more complacent the other side was, the better for him.

With this thought, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate further. He raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

"Go!"

As Lin Xuan moved, a fierce light emerged. The hundreds of sword lights flew towards the opponent.

Although the tomb was spacious, there were more sword lights than space to avoid them. In an instant, the area around the zombie was filled with sword lights, leaving no place to hide.

Lin Xuan didn’t expect to achieve his goal in one fell swoop, but given the current terrain, it worked to his advantage. As long as he could injure this guy, his objective would be achieved.
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The sword light fell like rain, targeting the opponent.

Nine Palaces Sword Technique was no trivial matter; Lin Xuan's current strength far surpassed that of his peers.

A well-prepared strike naturally couldn't be underestimated in power.

Even an intermediate-stage Transcender wouldn't dare take it lightly.

How would the opponent react?

Lin Xuan felt a bit curious about this.

This would provide some reference data for their upcoming combat.

"Trivial trick!"

The cold laughter of the other party echoed into his ears.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded; his hair danced wildly with the wind and instantly grew several times in length, turning purple-black like whips as they lashed out towards him.

Their speed was astonishing, hard to describe in words.

Clanging sounds filled his ears as the myriad sword qi from Nine Palaces Sword Technique was actually blocked.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan gaped. He knew his own techniques best.

Nine Palaces Sword Technique wasn't just any treasure; he had fully unleashed it, yet it was being blocked by mere hair?

How could this be possible?

Even if the other party were a True Transcender's body, that would still be too outrageous.

But facts lay before him. Denying them meant nothing but self-deception.

Lin Xuan wouldn't do so.

His expression grew more serious.

"Not bad, not bad. A mere boundary realm treasure has some of the flavor of celestial treasures flowing from it. Too bad you're only at the initial stage of Transcending Tribulation; otherwise, you might have had a chance to fight me." The other party's strange laughter echoed in his ears.

"What's there to be proud about? You're just the spirit of a True Transcender's body that has awakened, not an actual celestial being. It's too early to talk about victory or defeat now."

Lin Xuan's calm voice entered his ears. Although he was also surprised by the other party's formidable strength, he couldn't afford to show weakness.

"A haughty little brat! Your bravado won't help you. You'll soon experience my terrifying power. If you don't want to suffer, just submit..."

"Enough chatter!"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and a spell flew out. Nine Palaces Sword Spirit Luminescence increased; he didn't believe that mere hair could match his own命魂宝物.

This was either coincidence or had another reason behind it.

"You dare not die!"

Lin Xuan's actions seemed to anger the monster.

A sharp cry echoed in his ears as his figure suddenly grew taller.

His fingernails elongated, emitting dark purple light.

Fangs protruded from his mouth, making him look fearsome and terrifying.

This guy revealed the original form of a Corpse King; he was enveloped by milky-white corpse mist, increasing his presence significantly.

The monster's movements were astonishingly agile, almost untraceable to the naked eye.

That dense array of sword light actually managed to dodge it.

"What... How is this possible?"

Lin Xuan had extensive combat experience.

Yet, at that moment, he showed signs of surprise.

It was unimaginable how someone could be so agile.

Those hundreds of sword lights were helpless against him.

In an instant, the other party arrived beside him.

A single misstep and everything would be lost.

If it were a regular cultivator, being charged to within a dozen feet would mean certain death or grievous injury.

It was well known that zombie flesh was harder than even the妖族.

The other party's right hand rose, fingers forming claws. Sharp nails flashed with cold light as they lunged at Lin Xuan's head.

Too fast!

No time to dodge.

At such close range, his protective qi wouldn't be much use.

Lin Xuan's fall seemed inevitable.

Not yet; it was too early to make a judgment.

Just as the利爪 descended, golden light suddenly burst from behind Lin Xuan.

The dazzling golden light was brighter than the sun.

It gathered in the center, revealing an immense and brilliant Dharmic Form.

Nine heads, eighteen arms. Each arm posed differently, each head with distinct expressions.

But one thing was certain: this Dharmic Form was incredibly powerful, far beyond ordinary cultivators' expectations.

The other party's agility was indeed astonishing, but Lin Xuan had his own support as well.

As the claws struck, the Dharmic Form's arms met them without fear.

Boom!

They collided, sending terrifying ripples outwards.

Taking advantage of this gap, Lin Xuan quickly retreated. He hadn't expected the other party to be so agile; in this narrow space, he would move to a more open area on the ground.

Lin Xuan flashed and disappeared into that passage.

"A cunning fellow, but thinking you can run away is too naive."

The monster naturally wouldn't let Lin Xuan escape.

With black light enveloping his entire body, it chased after him.

Boom!

Explosion sounds echoed as the originally majestic building was reduced to powder in the terrifying blast.

Lin Xuan hovered mid-air, while the monster vanished without a trace.

"Using concealment techniques? No use; there are no restrictions on my divine sense here."

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and released his powerful divine sense.

Sure enough, he soon had results.

Lin Xuan's hands moved up and down, spells shooting out.

"Break!"

With a light cry, the sword light vanished.

In its place, silver light flashed as countless silver threads rolled out.

Extremely thin in number, far more than the sword light could match.

The piercing sound echoed as they shot towards the enemy's location.

His movements were indeed agile.

But after turning swords into threads, there were hundreds of times more, making it hard for him to dodge them all.

Sure enough, clashing sounds filled his ears; he couldn't avoid them anymore.

A zombie's body was tough but couldn't withstand thousands of sword threads with its flesh.

Those milky-white corpse qi quickly converged in the center, forming a massive shield.

Clanging sounds echoed as Nine Palaces Sword Technique's attack was blocked.

Lin Xuan wouldn't stop there.

His sleeves flicked and an egg-sized flame appeared.

Five-colored crystal radiance emitted from it, intimidating to behold.

"Go!"

Pointing his finger forward, Illusory Heavenly Fire instantly burned fiercely, forming a massive fireball the size of a dozen feet in diameter, like a meteorite falling towards the other party.

In this situation, how could he dodge?

And using that shield to withstand it wouldn't be easy either.

Lin Xuan's strength was formidable, and his combat experience was rich. Soon, he turned the unfavorable situation around.

This strike might not decide the outcome but should keep the other party busy.
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Thus, the outcome was clear. By dragging out the time a bit longer, his opponent would have no chance of winning.

Even if he had mastered spatial laws, without mana, it wouldn't be usable.

The opponent's plan made sense, but Lin Xuan wasn’t an inexperienced cultivator; how could he not understand such simple logic?

Lin Xuan had another plan. "Quick!"

He raised his right hand and pointed forward with one finger.

As he moved, the sword threads vanished.

His opponent possessed the Speed Law, so while the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword produced many sword threads, they were useless.

With that in mind, he would first eliminate the bone dragon.

If he hadn't guessed wrong, this should be a ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Pearl transformed by his opponent. Its function was similar to an immortal’s essence core; as long as it was destroyed, the zombie wouldn’t die but would surely suffer greatly.

Lin Xuan's actions were swift. As the bright sword threads disappeared, a crystal-clear giant sword appeared in his vision, over a hundred feet long and incredibly imposing.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly. The giant sword sliced down like a bone dragon.

Before the sword reached him, powerful gales surged out, distorting space itself, indicating how powerful this strike was.

"Not good!" the zombie was alarmed but the attack had already been launched. Even if he mastered the Speed Law, it would be too late for rescue.

But of course, the bone dragon wouldn’t sit idly by. It raised its head and spat out a ghastly flame.

The grayish-white flames gathered in the middle, forming a terrifying giant axe that clashed with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as a golden light appeared in the sky, surrounded by colorful talismans shooting out from it. Nearby was a smaller grayish-white ball of light.

The two balls of light fought each other relentlessly until one finally emerged victorious. The grayish-white ball shattered, allowing the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to cut through without obstruction and deliver a fierce strike.

Sizzle…

Like cutting tofu, the bone dragon was split in half.

It then reverted into a Corpse Pearl, its surface riddled with cracks that shattered with a loud noise.

Lin Xuan was stunned.

It seemed easier than expected. The Corpse Pearl being broken meant the zombie wouldn’t die but would surely suffer greatly. But… it seemed too easy.

This guy should be much stronger than the Blood Moon Demon Toad. How could a ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Pearl be so easily shattered?

Could it be… Golden Cicada Shedding Its Shell?

Just as Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced, an eerie feeling arose. Clearly, danger was imminent.

He turned his head hurriedly to see the monster already pouncing close to him. There were no visible injuries; how could he have been severely injured?

"Not good!"

Lin Xuan shouted in his mind but it was too late to dodge. He had no time to use spatial laws and could only try to sidestep.

Sizzle…

He dodged the vital areas, but a hole was pierced through his chest.

Fortunately, it hit his right side; if his heart had been struck, even with supreme power, Lin Xuan’s physical body would have been ruined.

It was indeed a close call. Lin Xuan shuddered at the thought.

But he managed to dodge the opponent's fatal blow. Yet, why could the Corpse Pearl be destroyed yet still act as if nothing happened?

Could it be… his opponent had also cultivated an essence core?

He had been too careless. Zombies rarely developed essence cores, but this guy was a spiritified mortal body of a True Immortal, making it highly possible.

A Corpse King with an essence core would be far more formidable than one without.

This guy had been hiding his strength from the start, planning to launch a surprise attack. The destroyed Corpse Pearl might not have belonged to him; it was merely a decoy to confuse Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan sighed. This opponent was even more troublesome than expected. He must use all his strength if he wanted to win this battle.

With that in mind, he no longer hesitated. He took a deep breath and affixed a spirit talisman to his chest.

While it couldn’t heal the injuries, at least it would stop blood from flowing.

Next, he flicked his sleeves and summoned another treasure.

Its shape was peculiar, resembling a miniature palace.

It spun and grew to over a hundred feet in diameter. Terrifying法则 power emanated from within.

"Ah, what is this?"

The zombie was taken aback but then laughed unexpectedly: "A先天灵宝, how strange. A mere初级渡劫 entity from the lower realms could possess such a treasure. But that doesn’t matter; do you think having one more先天treasure would win you over me?"

"We’ll see who wins and loses after we fight."

Lin Xuan acknowledged his opponent's strength but wasn't an easy target either. The victor was the one who laughed last, so it was too early for him to declare victory.

However, this underestimation was good news for Lin Xuan.

He flicked his sleeves again, his hands moving like butterflies. As he moved, more magical incantations appeared.

The spatial power emitted by the Moonlit Heavenly Witch Palace grew even more imposing.

"What is this?"

The zombie still didn’t understand Lin Xuan’s purpose; could it be a defensive先天treasure?

Let's test it!

He enveloped himself in gray light and flew towards Lin Xuan, still using the Speed Law.

However, an incredible scene unfolded. His speed was much slower than before, and the spatial laws clearly hadn't taken effect.

Why is this happening?

Before he could think further, a rain of sword lights fell from all directions.

"Not good!"

The zombie was alarmed. Without the Speed Law, such sword lights were impossible to dodge.

To endure them would be foolish.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

The plan worked; the Moonlit Heavenly Witch Palace wasn’t just for decoration. The spatial laws covered over a hundred feet in all directions, interfering with his opponent’s Speed Law and preventing it from being used.

This was similar to a domain but Lin Xuan couldn't cast one. He merely utilized some of its principles.

The effect was significant, forcing the opponent into a desperate situation.

Of course, there was also an element of catching him off guard, but regardless, he had achieved his goal.

However, he wasn’t relaxed either. To make the Moonlit Heavenly Witch Incantation’s spatial laws cover over a hundred feet required immense mana consumption.

Thus, he couldn't afford any delay; dragging out the battle would be disadvantageous. He needed to conclude it quickly.

At this moment, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword transformed into countless sword energies, enveloping his opponent from all sides. Without the Speed Law, he couldn’t dodge. How would he handle such a situation? (To Be Continued...)
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The entire process unfolded like lightning, with each move swift and decisive. Yet, Lin Xuan had indeed deployed all his skills, enduring much hardship to finally create this advantageous position—could he successfully eliminate the opponent?

To be honest, Lin Xuan was not entirely sure.

Indeed, he didn't have much confidence in himself.

After all, the opponent was a Transcendence Stage cultivator, and his strength far exceeded that of ordinary zombies. Although he had cleverly devised a plan to temporarily prevent the other from using the Speed Law, completely defeating him would still be challenging.

At this level, most beings possessed at least one or two secret techniques for self-preservation, making it difficult to achieve a decisive victory with a single strike.

But that didn't matter. Even if he didn’t fall in battle, he certainly wouldn’t escape unscathed.

As long as the opponent was severely injured, the ensuing combat would be much easier, and he would eventually emerge victorious.

Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; the current situation favored him.

"Damnit!"

The zombie revealed its fangs, eyes filled with malice. Its expression became even more terrifying.

Sure enough, an innate treasure really couldn’t be underestimated. He had been too careless, falling into this young man’s trap.

He regretted his actions deeply but wouldn't sit idly by.

Raising his head, he let out a roar.

His hair suddenly grew longer, originally purple-black, now resembling writhing snakes in the air, blocking Lin Xuan's sword light.

But it was futile. There were too many sword lights. Although the weapons created from his hair weren't trivial, they could only block half of the attacks at best.

This way, he would still end up perishing.

The zombie’s face showed a determined expression. Suddenly, both hands crossed over each other, forming a shoulder-hugging gesture before separating.

Sssshh…

A loud crack echoed through the air, like raindrops hitting banana leaves. The sound filled his ears.

Following this, countless dark-black claws emerged, raining down in a dense shower towards all sides.

Those sharp claws collided with the sword light.

Although the power was insufficient, it seemed they could somewhat mitigate the danger.

Lin Xuan's face revealed a gloomy expression.

Sure enough, he couldn’t easily deal with such an opponent.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't let him escape unscathed.

Raising his right hand, he punched forward.

Ordinary in appearance, but space fluctuations followed.

This fist蕴含ing force laws would normally be easy for the other to counter. But at this moment, he was already flustered.

Lin Xuan's timing was perfect; there was no way for the opponent to dodge it.

The punch hit him right on target.

"Bang!"

Like a meteorite falling, it crashed forward.

It tore through several mountain peaks, revealing just how powerful that punch was. Despite dodging the Nine Palace Moment Sword’s attack, he still took a full hit from this punch.

In the end, a large crater appeared in his line of sight.

The first few mountains were merely pierced through, but the last high mountain collapsed entirely, burying him under debris.

Opportunity knocks but once!

Lin Xuan's face showed joy and killing intent.

Raising his right hand, he cast a spell.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire burst into flames, rising to dozens of feet in height.

A clear sound echoed, like pearls falling on jade. A giant phoenix appeared.

With a flap of its wings, divine light shone bright as numerous talismans the size of fists shot out, like arrows from a bow, colliding with the debris.

Boom!

The phoenix mid-flight turned an eerie blue.

Temperature dropped sharply, and a terrifying coldness filled the entire world, turning it into an icy landscape.

Damnit!

The zombie was shocked and enraged. If he were at his peak, such an attack wouldn’t have mattered much; he could easily break through it.

But just now, he took a punch from Lin Xuan.

Though it appeared as only one strike, it contained the power of laws.

Fortunately, he had the body of a True Immortal, having undergone countless trials. Otherwise, he might have fallen here.

He wasn’t going to die, but he couldn’t summon his energy in an instant.

How could he deal with this crisis?

Damnit, one wrong move and everything is lost. This young man’s ability to seize the moment was too outrageous.

But now, complaining wouldn’t help.

Despite being at a severe disadvantage, he wouldn’t sit idly by.

A faint light flashed in the zombie's eyes as an inch-high婴 soul appeared above its head.

Sure enough, this guy, just like Lin Xuan had guessed, was one of the rare zombies that cultivated an infant soul.

Severely hit and unable to move, but the infant soul remained unaffected.

The transformed phoenix from Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire had already approached closely.

Lin Xuan was curious about how he would handle it.

But then something unexpected happened. The zombie took a deep breath and swallowed the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire whole.

Yes, he swallowed it.

It seemed impossible to imagine.

The infant soul was only an inch high, while the transformed phoenix from Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire was several dozen feet long.

Despite such a size difference, swallowing it with one bite seemed too exaggerated.

But Lin Xuan had witnessed this firsthand; denying it wouldn’t help. In the world of cultivation, things couldn't be explained by common sense, and this monster's infant soul was incredibly powerful.

However, daring to swallow Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire—was he brave or foolish?

He was clearly suicidal. A mental probe from Lin Xuan tried to drive the demon fire, but it failed; his connection with Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire had been severed.

How could that be possible?

He had cultivated this flame for thousands of years, acquiring it during the Condensation Core Stage. It had accompanied him throughout his cultivation journey.

If not counting treasures, Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire was undoubtedly his most proficient skill, having reached a level where he could control it with his mind. How could its connection to his heart be severed?

He had faced countless battles but never encountered such a situation before.

But now, there was no time for deep investigation.

In the clash of high-level cultivators, every detail mattered. Despite this seemingly illogical scenario, Lin Xuan didn’t have time to delve deeper.

The immediate task was to eliminate the opponent here.

Raising his right hand again, sharp sword light shot forward.

The infant soul flashed and returned inside the zombie's body.

Then the zombie’s figure blurred as all the sword lights landed in empty space.

At this distance from the Black Moon Sky Witch Pavilion, spatial laws couldn’t interfere. Thus, the zombie resumed its rapid movement.

"Damnit, you swallowed my Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire."

"Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire, a good name. But since it’s an ice-cold attribute flame, for me, it’s a great tonic. You’re too naive to think you can use it against me," the zombie's triumphant laughter echoed.
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The tide had turned, and Lin Xuan could see the hope of victory. (）

However, that monster was truly formidable, not to mention it was a True Immortal's body transformed into this form. Despite being at such an extreme disadvantage, it still fought with all its might.

This wasn't unusual; no one wanted to sit idly by and wait for death.

Even ants tried to survive, let alone cultivators of their level.

Unfortunately, there was no use for these items.

Such a good opportunity wouldn’t be missed by Lin Xuan.

He had to eliminate this tenacious enemy completely; otherwise, it would indeed pose an endless threat.

With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan summoned another treasure.

It was roughly the size of a house.

Surrounded by a dazzling aura, it floated about a丈 above him.

At first glance, it appeared as a fiery red ring. However, on one side of this ring, there were exquisite carvings of a bird-like beast.

This creature had long feathers and an eagle-like appearance, resembling a phoenix in seven or eight ways. Yet its body was more slender than that of a phoenix, with a haughty demeanor that exuded a sense of dominance over the world.

Red Phoenix!

The monster's pupils constricted slightly.

Among True Spirits, Red Phoenix wasn’t the most powerful, but it was undoubtedly one of the most effective against zombies and other ghostly creatures.

And this treasure seemed to contain the soul essence of the Red Phoenix.

Thus, its threat became evident.

If he were at his peak, he might have found a way to counter it, but in his current state, things looked grim indeed.

Lin Xuan’s methods weren’t limited to just these.

Now that he had restored mental communication with Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire, Lin Xuan raised both hands and lightly flicked his fingers, as if playing a harp. There was no trace of fiery energy in the movements.

As he did so, terrifying coldness spread outwards.

Having mastered the extreme cold principle after refining chaotic Yin Qi, Lin Xuan could now use this principle to its full extent at such a critical moment.

With the power of principles, it was far different from ordinary coldness.

The zombie’s expression became increasingly painful. He regretted his actions deeply.

But it was too late; his situation had become dire beyond measure.

"Let you see Lin Xuan's Red Lotus Fire!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly, and a clear ringing sound echoed in the air. The red phoenix ring spun around at his head.

Then, the red light intensified as an eagle-like spirit bird appeared in mid-air.

With an extremely haughty demeanor, it resembled a phoenix but was clearly different upon closer inspection.

This was indeed the true spirit Red Phoenix capable of devouring souls and ghosts.

Correctly speaking, this was the soul essence of the Red Phoenix, yet its aura was formidable.

With a spread of wings, red light filled the sky, and everywhere were blazing flames.

Red Lotus Fire!

Legend had it that it could burn everything in existence. For ghostly creatures, it had an incomparable restraining effect. Zombies clearly belonged to the ghostly realm, and his situation was dire; Lin Xuan didn’t believe he still had a chance of escape.

Sure enough, under the suppression of the extreme cold principle, the enemy's actions became extremely sluggish. With his mana constricted, not only could he no longer dodge but even using other techniques to resist was out of the question.

"Ah..."

A painful scream echoed, but it couldn’t change anything.

Boom!

The spiritual light shone brightly as a sea of flames engulfed everything in sight. The zombie was finally devoured by the Red Lotus Fire.

However, a True Immortal’s body truly wasn’t easy to deal with; despite such an attack, he still hadn’t fallen.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a sigh of relief.

This enemy proved far more difficult than initially anticipated.

But... this is as far as it goes!

A fierce expression flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. He raised his right hand and formed a loose fist. A divine sword instantly appeared between his fingers, thin like a cicada’s wing, almost transparent to the naked eye.

The sword looked incredibly fragile but contained terrifying principles that made one shudder.

Lin Xuan flicked it downward with his hand.

His movements were extremely agile, silent as a whisper, yet an imposing aura of剑气 (sword energy) spread across the sky, covering everything in its path.

But in an instant, all the sword energy condensed into a single fine crystal thread.

Transforming the sword into a thread to such an extent was truly breathtaking.

Lin Xuan exerted his full strength without holding back on this strike.

Sizzzz...

The bright flames before were cut in half with one swift slash.

The zombie’s face showed disbelief.

A gust of wind blew past, and cracks appeared on its surface. More and more cracks appeared until the entire body turned to dust; even the essence core had no chance of escape.

Only a cluster of five-colored spiritual flames remained at the scene!

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire!

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

The enemy had reaped what it sowed.

After enduring countless hardships, he finally eliminated this formidable foe.

Returning to his original spot, Lin Xuan believed there should be no more danger here.

The only thing that bothered him was that the monster hadn’t used any of the True Immortal’s treasures; did he not receive them or for some other reason?

Never mind, let it go. The answer would soon reveal itself.

Lin Xuan flashed his figure and returned to the giant tomb.

With the True Immortal's spirit body zombie eliminated, Lin Xuan believed there should be no more danger here.

The only thing that concerned him was the mental suppression禁制 (prohibition).

Though set by a True Immortal, it wasn’t impossible to break. After some effort, he managed to nullify its effects.

Lin Xuan then released his spiritual sense and used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. Sure enough, he found the location where the treasures were placed—under the altar.

With a wave of his sleeves, sword light flew out.

The厉芒 (fierce light) was intense as the altar, reinforced by divine techniques, was quickly shattered.

A small box appeared in front of him.

It was no more than a foot long and seemed to be made from some kind of wood. It emitted a faint fragrance that left one feeling refreshed.

The box was placed inside a layer of light screen.

At first glance, the light screen didn’t seem remarkable, but Lin Xuan noticed something familiar about it; he had read about it in an ancient book somewhere.

This prohibition posed no threat to ordinary cultivators and could be completely harmless. However, for ghostly creatures, it had extremely lethal effects. Unless they were late-stage ghost entities, any contact with this prohibition would cause their souls to scatter.

Could the True Immortal have also considered that his physical body might become sentient and revive, thus leaving a backup?

That explained why the monster didn’t have any of the True Immortal’s treasures; it was due to this reason.
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Lin Xuan made guesses in his mind, but fortunately, the禁制 posed no hindrance to him.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out and easily passed through the light curtain. He retrieved the small box inside.

It was an immense success!

After much effort, he finally obtained treasures from a True Immortal.

Even with Lin Xuan's composure, excitement couldn't help but show on his face.

What kind of treasure would be in this True Immortal's relic?

Previously it was just speculation. Now the truth was about to be revealed.

Could there possibly be secrets behind the technique of raising clouds and ascending to heaven?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, finally calming his excitement. He then raised his right hand and flicked his fingers, "Pap." The lid of the wooden box flew up.

The treasures inside caught his eye.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. There were only a few items in there, far fewer than he had anticipated.

However, Lin Xuan didn't show too much disappointment on his face. As they say, quality over quantity. He would first take a look and see what kind of treasures these were.

Raising his right hand slightly, the contents inside flew out.

A jade bottle.

A wooden box.

And a shield about the size of a palm.

At first glance, nothing impressive, but Lin Xuan's gaze was immediately drawn to the bottle.

Of course, it must contain something from the Immortal Realm.

True Immortals' medicinal pills and elixirs were undoubtedly extraordinary. While he couldn't claim they would help him ascend to heaven, they surely had great use for him.

Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with excitement as he raised his right hand and grabbed the jade bottle.

Flicking his fingers again, "Pap." The lid opened. He turned it over and a pill as white as jade fell into his palm.

It was roughly the size of a dragon eye, emitting an aroma that made him feel comfortable all over.

Suddenly, a clear sound rang in his ears. The medicinal pill actually flew towards the distance.

"Eh, it's a sentient object?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, his face showing extreme joy.

The value of a sentient medicinal pill far exceeded ordinary ones. It was no wonder this belonged to a True Immortal.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn't let it escape his sight.

Raising his right hand and pointing at the pill, space ripples surged as霞光 flickered, a light hand materialized and reached down.

The pill was grabbed back into his palm.

Spreading out his fingers, he released threads of法则之力, forming a circular barrier about ten feet in diameter. The pill was trapped inside, no matter how it tried to move left or right, it remained useless.

After half a cup of tea passed, the pill finally calmed down and floated in mid-air, spinning continuously.

Every time it spun around, beautiful flowers appeared nearby.

Multicolored glass, filled with mysterious aura.

Around these flowers, countless birds of various sizes could be seen, appearing and disappearing, circling the medicinal pill.

Red phoenix, great鹏, azure phoenix, celestial phoenix...

Each bird was famous, all true spirit-grade heavenly birds from ancient times.

A stream of immortal spirit energy released, making him feel refreshed. It was no exaggeration to say it brought him peace and tranquility.

Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of treasure this pill was, but judging by the situation, he guessed its value was beyond measure.

Not for nothing had he endured such hardship; his efforts would surely be rewarded.

Since he didn't know the name, he might as well give it one himself.

Holding the treasure in his hand and pondering over it, Lin Xuan soon found some answers.

"Let's call it Nine Transformations Profound Spirit Pill."

He then put this back into the jade bottle. His gaze swept across the other two treasures, finally landing on the wooden box.

It was about a foot long and an inch wide. What would be inside? Having just experienced this, Lin Xuan showed some anticipation.

Taking a deep breath, he flicked his fingers to open the lid of the box.

Several golden talismans appeared in front of him.

Right, spiritual talismans. While they looked similar to those used in today's cultivation world, there were differences upon closer inspection.

Firstly, Lin Xuan couldn't identify what material the talisman paper was made from with his extensive knowledge.

Wait, it seemed familiar...

Lin Xuan took a talisman and examined it closely.

Though he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was, it contained remnants of true spirit essence.

Correct, true spirit essence. In other words, this talisman paper should be related to true spirits.

Many cultivation world talismans use the fur or bones of beasts, and their spiritual blood as cinnabar. The same principle applied here, but instead of ordinary beasts, they used true spirits.

Talismans made from true spirit materials were undoubtedly precious, with intricate patterns that seemed ancient and profound. Together, they possessed incredible power.

There weren't many talismans; Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them, finding only three.

But each one was incredibly powerful, a treasure made from the fur or bones of true spirits would surely be beneficial to him.

Lin Xuan carefully stored them away.

He then turned his head and looked at the last treasure.

It was about the size of a palm, a shield.

With a wave of his hand, it came into his palm. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and scanned its surface.

His eyes widened.

"What is this..."

After much effort, he finally found another先天灵宝.

And it was defensive in nature.

先天灵宝 already belonged to the top tier in the spirit realm, rare and difficult to obtain even for old monsters who had weathered countless tribulations.

Heaven seemed to be treating Lin Xuan kindly as he discovered yet another treasure from a True Immortal's relics.

After all, defensive-type先天treasures were much more valuable than offensive ones, precisely what Lin Xuan needed now.

His luck was truly good.

Holding the treasure in his hand, Lin Xuan's face showed immense joy. He then released his divine sense to examine it.

Lin Xuan had become accustomed to this process and soon, huge golden characters appeared in his mind. Clearly, he had obtained the Treasure诀.

玄龟龙甲盾!

What a strange name.

Lin Xuan was also puzzled.

But as he examined further, the answer became clear.

Despite the odd name, it was very descriptive.

Originally, this treasure was made from the hard shell of true spirit tortoise and scales shed by true dragons.

While the strength of the true spirit tortoise might not be at the top in the true spirit realm, its defensive capabilities were among the best. True dragons didn't need to be mentioned; there weren't many true spirits that could match them.
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"Where am I?"

Lin Xuan looked around at the scene before him. The vast, endless green desert stretched out in front of him, and he realized that he was still within the Green Cloud Desert.

He had finally escaped. This treasure hunt had been extremely perilous, but fortunately, the rewards were worth it.

The immediate task now was to find a way out of this strange desert. The Green Cloud Desert was vast, and Lin Xuan was new here. Finding an exit would be no easy feat.

But Lin Xuan wasn't in a rush. He had already passed through the Tribulation Stage, and his遁光 (transcendent light) was incredibly swift. To ordinary cultivators, it might as well be instantaneous teleportation. As long as he focused on one spot, he could fly out of here.

Wait, why should he leave so quickly?

While rescuing Qinxin from her predicament was the most pressing matter, since Miao Yin Immortal had already perished, there was no immediate danger to Qinxin for now. Keeping her at Tianshin Palace wasn't a problem either.

He needed to refine the treasures left behind by the True Immortal. The elixirs and talismans would be of great use to him, not to mention the puppets—countless puppets could rival the strength of major sects. Compared to flesh-and-blood cultivators, these creatures were fearless in battle, making them a significant asset.

The Azure Turtle Dragon Shield was an先天之物 (primordial treasure), and it needed to be refined with the Communication Treasure Technique.

In short, the treasures left behind by the True Immortal were of immense value. If he could make use of them, his strength would increase significantly from its current level.

Tianshin Palace was a formidable presence in the Spirit Realm, ranking among the top five.

Although Miao Yin had perished, taking Qinxin out of the sect wouldn't be easy. The affairs of the cultivation world were unpredictable, and he couldn't afford to be complacent. The unexpected could happen at any moment.

In summary, he mustn't underestimate his opponents. With more strength, he would have a better chance of rescuing Qinxin safely.

Considering this analysis, it was worth spending some time here.

No, this wasn't just wasting time.

Given the circumstances, it was a very wise choice—hardly anything could be lost and everything gained.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began to search for an appropriate location.

...

From a normal perspective, deserts were barren wastelands. However, the Green Cloud Desert differed from ordinary ones; its aura of qi was rich, and it was a forbidden zone for life. Few cultivators dared to venture deep into its heart, except those at the Tribulation Stage or higher.

In other words, as long as he wasn't exceptionally unlucky, he wouldn't be disturbed here.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, covering an area of several ten thousand miles. Soon, he found a suitable location.

Surrounded by green light, he flew toward it.

Soon, a desolate mountain came into view.

Although the mountain was described as desolate, there were still some low shrubs growing on its surface.

The aura of qi here was much denser than elsewhere.

Refining the treasures left behind by the True Immortal would be ideal in such an environment.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

Aaah!

At this moment, a roar of a wild beast echoed through his ears.

Turning to follow the sound, Lin Xuan saw a creature with a dragon head and lion body.

Jiangzhu?

No, the aura didn't match.

Could it be an ancient beast?

There were some differences.

Several guesses flashed through his mind, but he paid no heed. Whatever it was, he would eliminate it.

The aura of this beast fluctuated between strong and weak; its exact cultivation stage remained unknown. But it couldn't possibly be at the Tribulation Stage. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, releasing several sword lights from within.

A strike by a cultivator at the Tribulation Stage was no small matter. Soon, he had eliminated the unknown beast.

Next, in the mountain's depths, he established a temporary cave and began refining the treasures left behind by the True Immortal.

Talismans didn't require special treatment; they could be driven with just a bit of magical force when needed.

As for the puppets, the True Immortal had also left items to control them. These required only slight ritual refinement before he could command them at will.

Over several days, Lin Xuan completed this task. All the puppets were now under his complete control.

After resting briefly, he turned to the Azure Turtle Dragon Shield for further processing.

Heaven treated him well; he had obtained a defensive先天之物 (primordial treasure). Such luck was something even a Loose Immortal or Demon King would envy.

Lin Xuan took deep breaths and infused his powerful divine sense into the treasure before him.

With multiple primordial treasures in his possession, refining them came naturally to him.

Soon, large characters appeared in his mind.

Communication Treasure Technique!

Lin Xuan began to contemplate it deeply.

As mentioned earlier, this Azure Turtle Dragon Shield was crafted by the True Immortal. The Communication Treasure Technique was created by the same person, with each character containing profound meanings that were difficult and obscure to understand.

Despite his high intelligence, Lin Xuan spent a full day only managing to grasp a small portion of it. He had merely understood the surface meaning without delving deeply into its essence.

The process proved far more challenging than expected, but he was delighted. The greater the obscurity, the more it indicated that this Azure Turtle Dragon Shield was extraordinary—perhaps one of the best among primordial treasures.

His luck truly seemed good this time.

With his joy, Lin Xuan didn't want to linger here any longer.

Thus, day and night, he focused on refining the technique without rest.

Time passed slowly.

Before he knew it, half a year had flown by.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan finally raised his head after sitting in meditation for so long. He had devoted himself fully to understanding the Communication Treasure Technique, which was too obscure to grasp quickly.

Fortunately, he wasn't wasting his efforts; he had grasped the main points.

The next step would be straightforward.

In just a month, Lin Xuan achieved significant results. While he couldn't claim mastery, he could now use the Azure Turtle Dragon Shield at around 80% of its full power.

Its defensive capabilities were impressive and far exceeded his expectations, making all his efforts worthwhile.

After further practice to solidify his understanding, refining this treasure came to a close.

The only remaining item was the most mysterious immortal pill.

What kind of elixir was it? Lin Xuan didn't recognize it. It wasn't due to his limited knowledge; as an entity from the lower realm, he simply hadn't encountered many such items.

He named it the Nine Transformations Azure Spirit Pill. Its effects were unclear, but its value was unquestionable—it would surely benefit him greatly if consumed. (To be continued...)

PS: Second update, please consider recommending votes!
第三千二百六十八章 进阶渡劫中期（上）

Is this the best time to swallow this immortal medicine?

Lin Xuan still hesitated. The reason for his indecision was not without cause.

This pill was too mysterious, and Lin Xuan could only make some guesses about its purpose. After taking it, would it enhance his magical power or have an unimaginable effect on breaking through a bottleneck? He couldn't be sure now.

He didn’t want to waste this treasure. If he couldn’t figure out the exact effects of this immortal medicine at the wrong time, swallowing it would indeed be a waste.

Immortal pills were hard to come by, so Lin Xuan naturally took them seriously.

Afterward, Lin Xuan took the pill and slowly pondered over it. He had seen countless miraculous medicines before, but even though this one was an immortal treasure, there were still traces of its effects.

...

Half a month later, Lin Xuan reached a surprising conclusion. This pill could not only enhance his magical power; it also had significant benefits for breaking through bottlenecks. If he swallowed it now, he would have about a fifty percent chance of advancing to the middle stage of the Tribulation Period.

This discovery brought him joy. It was well known that the Tribulation Period was the final realm in cultivation, and such existences were rare. Most were stuck at the initial stages. After entering the Tribulation Period, cultivation became extremely difficult; even if he closed himself off for a thousand years with no progress in magical power, it wouldn’t be strange. Let alone advancing easily.

So this fifty percent chance was already remarkable. If he told others, they would envy him to death.

His luck truly wasn't bad; he had obtained such a treasure.

After all, such immortal pills were rare and hard to come by, even in the True Immortal Realm.

Of course, everything was Lin Xuan's speculation, but he still had great confidence.

And that was enough for him to decide to swallow it. If his cultivation could advance further on this basis, entering the middle stage of the Tribulation Period, facing the Celestial Sound Palace would give him moreconfidence and courage.

Rescuing Qinxin wouldn't be too difficult either; after all, in the cultivation world, strength speaks louder than words.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan made up his mind.

Thus, over the next three days, he rested well, adjusted his spirit and magical power to their best state, bathed, and changed clothes. On that morning, he came to the training room.

...

He flicked his sleeves, and a jade bottle flew out.

Lin Xuan gently tapped it, causing it to shatter. A pill as large as a dragon eye appeared before him.

It was white like jade, emitting a five-coloredglassware or, specifically, a type of translucent colored glass often used in decorations light from its surface, with an aroma that refreshed the mind.

At this moment, it hovered in mid-air, spinning continuously.

Every time it spun around, beautiful flowers would appear nearby.

The five-coloredglassware or, specifically, a type of translucent colored glass often used in decorations exuded a mysterious aura.

Around these flowers, countless birds of various sizes could be seen, appearing and disappearing. They surrounded the pill.

Red phoenix, Great Peng, Azure Crane, Heavenly Phoenix...

Each bird was famous, all true spirit-grade heavenly birds from ancient times.

This scene surprised Lin Xuan even though he had already seen it before. Immortal treasures truly were extraordinary; this pill must have been outstanding in the immortal realm.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and calmed his slightly agitated heart.

He wasn’t an ordinary cultivator, quickly recovering his composure.

Then, with his right hand raised, the pill seemed to be pulled by an invisible force, obediently landing in his palm.

Lin Xuan lowered his head slightly, stared at it for a moment, then swallowed it.

A sweet taste entered his mouth as the pill dissolved instantly.

He didn’t dare to waste time and quickly closed his eyes, sitting cross-legged, starting to refine the medicinal power.

This wasn’t difficult. Lin Xuan had been on the cultivation path for over ten thousand years; he had ingested countless miraculous medicines, making this process second nature.

...

About half an hour later, the Nine Transformations Immortal Spirit Pill slowly dissolved, and streams of warmth flowed into his dantian and qi sea.

Entering the Sea of Essence Energy, no, it should now be called the Sea of Essence Qi, then flowing through his limbs.

The entire process was extremely smooth. He felt incredibly comfortable, as if he were soaking in a hot spring.

This seemed too smooth?

The thought flashed through his mind.

But soon, Lin Xuan’s face broke into a smile.

What’s wrong with being smooth? After all, this is an immortal treasure.

Perhaps it would be a breeze to advance. Thinking of this, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but smile.

Of course, he didn’t lower his guard completely. He used Inner Vision Technique and fully released his divine sense, carefully watching for any unexpected changes.

However, this worry seemed unnecessary.

As time passed, the increase in magical power became increasingly smooth.

The medicinal force flowed into his dantian, traversed through the Sea of Essence Qi, then returned to his dantian like a river flowing back to its source.

This entire cycle completed one Great Heaven Circle.

And with this process’s completion, he could see the speed of his magical power growth with his naked eye.

After all, Lin Xuan had only entered the Tribulation Period for a few hundred years.

At normal cultivation speeds, even if he ingested countless miraculous medicines, it would take over ten thousand years to reach the peak of the initial stage of the Tribulation Period.

Ten thousand years!

To ordinary people, this was unimaginably long. But in their eyes, the speed of cultivation was already extremely fast.

Lin Xuan had once thought that it would take such a long time.

This is why he didn’t wait for his cultivation to advance another level before going to the Netherworld Realm to search for Moer’s whereabouts. The ten thousand years of waiting were too long.

But now, his luck was truly too good.

He didn’t need ten thousand years.

If everything went smoothly, it would only take a month for him to reach the peak of the initial stage of the Tribulation Period.

Just one more step away from the middle stage. If things went well, he might advance soon.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan’s mood was incredibly joyful.

He couldn’t be careless; such good opportunities were rare.

...

In just a month, everything passed smoothly under his meticulous and careful supervision. His magical power had increased by more than double compared to before, leaving him only one step away from the middle stage of the Tribulation Period.

Everything seemed too smooth. Lin Xuan had experienced countless twists and turns on his cultivation path; advancing was nothing new for him. However, such a smooth process had never happened before.

(To be continued...)
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Thus, Lin Xuan's heart harbored a bit more concern.

As the saying goes: "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise; and good fortune may conceal hidden misfortunes." The critical moment of advancing was about to come.

In the Three Realms, there were many old monsters at the early peak stage of Tribulation Transcendence.

On the surface, they were only one step away from the middle realm. Yet after countless years of effort, they still had no use for it.

The saying goes: "A miss is as good as a mile."

Crossing this small gap was incredibly difficult.

Lin Xuan naturally understood the reasoning behind this and thus felt more anxious about the final advancement. He wondered if it would be as smooth as before.

Actually, to be fair, he had already gained significant benefits. Even if he failed in advancing, the advantages from consuming this pill were equivalent to saving ten thousand years of cultivation.

Man is meant to be content...

This was a phrase Lin Xuan often repeated.

But while true, how could one bear to miss such an opportunity when it came once in a blue moon? Hence, his mood now was a mix of hope and fear, without any exaggeration.

Divine artifacts indeed were no small matter.

Could he advance smoothly this time?

Lin Xuan did not know.

Now, he had no interest in considering the success or failure of advancing. Instead, he focused entirely on breaking through his bottleneck.

Unlike the previous smooth increase in power, Lin Xuan encountered significant resistance this time. Despite having ample power, he could not break through the bottleneck.

The feeling of having strength but nowhere to use it was indescribable.

However, such an experience was no stranger to Lin Xuan. He repeatedly tried with determination.

Throughout history, countless great talents and immortals had been stopped at this stage. Smooth sailing was impossible.

To advance required not only effort but also luck and opportunity.

In any case, as long as there was a glimmer of hope, he would never give up.

As time passed, Lin Xuan suddenly realized something was amiss.

The power generated by the Nine Heavens Profound Spirit Pill was too much after it had taken effect.

If he had already broken through the bottleneck and entered the middle realm of Tribulation Transcendence, this excess power would naturally continue to enhance his realm and strength.

However, at this moment, he was stuck by the bottleneck and could not break through. The amount of power his body could accommodate was reaching its limit.

This was due to Lin Xuan having two infant souls and a pill in him; otherwise, he might have already suffered an explosion.

...

Now, as time passed, Lin Xuan faced a very dangerous situation.

How to digest this excess power?

The most reliable choice would be to immediately break through the bottleneck. However, while easy to say, it was incredibly difficult to do so.

Lin Xuan's face turned extremely gloomy. Indeed, misfortune follows good fortune; such a predicament was unforeseen by him beforehand.

But Lin Xuan showed no signs of panic.

Having weathered so many storms, whether he could advance or not was uncertain, but turning danger into safety, Lin Xuan believed he could manage.

...

He began to try and find a place for the excess power in his body.

The second infant soul and demon pill were not good choices. In the case of not advancing, they couldn't absorb too much.

Would the Blue Star Sea work?

Lin Xuan was unsure.

But trying something in such circumstances was always right.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, and the excess power flowed into the depths of his dantian, the Blue Star Sea.

But it quickly bounced back.

The attempt failed!

What to do?

Lin Xuan grew anxious.

Suddenly, a small flame about the size of an egg appeared in his dantian.

Five-coloredglass, emitting mysterious and powerful energy.

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire!

This was due to Lin Xuan's carelessness, accidentally summoning it into his dantian.

Lin Xuan frowned but had an idea. An idea flashed through his mind: could he use the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire to absorb the excess power?

To be honest, this idea was too far-fetched.

The Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire was just a kind of spirit flame technique he practiced and wasn't like the infant soul or demon pill. According to reason, it couldn't absorb power.

But Lin Xuan had already run out of options. In times of need, one tries anything. So, why not give it a shot?

...

Thus, Lin Xuan manipulated the excess power, flowing towards the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire.

This was like trying to save a dead horse by treating it as alive. Miraculously, that excess power actually flowed into the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire and was consumed and integrated, slowly growing stronger.

Indeed, finding what one seeks after much effort is effortless. Lin Xuan never expected his luck to be so good; he really managed to resolve the excess power issue.

Moreover, this strengthened the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire, achieving two goals at once.

Lin Xuan's heart filled with joy.

Having found a solution, he no longer felt anxious and focused on fusing the excess power into the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire. Regardless of anything else, he wanted to eliminate his own troubles first.

Several days passed, and Lin Xuan finally completely refined all the power. Without any worries, he continued to break through the bottleneck.

Similar to before, it was mostly a failure.

But Lin Xuan wasn't anxious; the path of immortality was inherently arduous.

Failure was nothing to be ashamed of; success required perseverance.

Lin Xuan continued his efforts.

...

Everyone says: "There is no time in cultivation." This isn't an empty statement. In the blink of an eye, winter turned to spring, and then summer gave way to autumn.

In a year's time, Lin Xuan had not rested for even a moment. Opportunities needed to be seized; such chances to obtain divine artifacts were rare. This time, he must break through the bottleneck and become a middle realm cultivator.

If he failed, he wouldn't give up but would continue to strive.

Thus, over the course of a year, Lin Xuan's attempts at breaking through the middle realm of Tribulation Transcendence never ceased.

But human strength has its limits. Despite his relentless efforts, the rewards were meager.

He remained an early stage Tribulation Transcender.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan opened his eyes and sighed. It was no wonder so many old monsters at the early stage of Tribulation Transcendence were stuck in this realm for their entire lives.

Compared to their tens of thousands of years of effort, his failure was insignificant.

"Alright, I'll try one last time. If it still fails, I'll give up and seek other opportunities," Lin Xuan said to himself, took a deep breath, closed his eyes again, sat cross-legged, and began his final attempt at breaking through the middle realm bottleneck. (To be continued...)

PS: Today I have something else to do, so only one update today. I'll make up for it with three updates tomorrow.
第三千二百七十章 进阶渡劫中期（下）

;

Indeed, Lin Xuan had very little hope this time. After all, he had tried so many times before but failed each attempt.

He continued to make attempts not out of a desire to break through, but rather due to his reluctance to accept defeat.

After all, doing one's best and leaving the rest to fate wasn't necessarily wrong.

Lin Xuan had already decided that if this attempt failed, he would temporarily give up and seek new opportunities in the Three Realms.

In short, he was approaching this with a carefree attitude.

But what happened next left him speechless!

This time, there was no obstruction at all; it seemed to happen naturally as he easily broke through his bottleneck and entered the mid-transformation stage.

The happiness came so suddenly that Lin Xuan couldn't quite believe it for a long time.

Had this really been too easy?

In an entire year of effort, Lin Xuan had deeply experienced how difficult this bottleneck was.

He had expended great efforts without seeing any hope, so how could such sudden happiness be possible?

Lin Xuan scratched his head, feeling like he was in a dream.

Then he took a deep breath and used Inner Vision to carefully examine his current stage of cultivation.

Mid-transformation!

It was undoubtedly genuine!

Lin Xuan finally realized that happiness had come unexpectedly into his life.

He felt elated and couldn't help but raise his head to let out a loud roar.

The sound echoed through the clouds as if he needed to express his joy in this manner.

After about half an hour, Lin Xuan's expression of joy gradually subsided.

His luck was indeed good; he had finally become a mid-transformation cultivator.

Feeling the immense power within him and the significant increase in his divine awareness, Lin Xuan knew that his strength had greatly improved.

Exactly how much, it was hard to say, but Lin Xuan estimated that he might be able to defend himself against late-stage transformation experts.

Of course, this referred only to ordinary late-stage cultivators; compared to a domain master like Sovereign Dragon or Fairy Hundred Flowers, Lin Xuan was still far behind.

But such progress was remarkable. In just a few hundred years, going from early-transformation to mid-transformation—such rapid growth could be said to have no precedent and would likely surpass even the former Arrogant Deva King.

Of course, this didn't mean that Lin Xuan's talent truly matched that of Moon's previous life, the astonishingly talented Arrogant Deva King. It was simply that his opportunities were enviable.

In all of the Three Realms, throughout history and in modern times, how many could obtain true fairy medicines?

Moreover, this wasn't the only benefit Lin Xuan received.

The Nine Heavens Profound Spirit Pill was extraordinary; the extra medicinal power had been absorbed by Illusory Heavenly Fire. As a result, Illusory Heavenly Fire gained significant benefits, increasing its strength and spirit. It could be said that it was doubly fortunate.

...

Since his goal had been achieved, staying here served no purpose. Lin Xuan's body emitted a green glow as he flew towards the distance.

The desert stretched endlessly, covering countless miles.

But Lin Xuan's speed of concealment was extremely fast; in an instant, he covered several thousand miles. Although he didn't know where he was, as long as he recognized a direction, he could always fly out.

This method was simple but effective.

However, the vastness of the Green Cloud Desert far exceeded what Lin Xuan had anticipated.

After almost half a month without rest, he finally flew out.

...

As for what to do next, Lin Xuan already had plans in mind.

The death of Fairy Melody changed Qinxin's situation significantly. However, leaving her at the Music Heaven Palace would still cause him worry.

Now that Lin Xuan was mid-transformation, even facing late-stage experts he could have some self-preservation.

Therefore, naturally, he planned to rescue Qinxin from the Music Heaven Palace.

Although he had already flown out of the desert, Lin Xuan still didn't know where he was. But this wasn't a problem; he took a deep breath and released his divine awareness to its utmost extent.

Due to the Blue Star Sea, Lin Xuan's divine awareness was already stronger than that of his peers. After this promotion, it had made significant progress, allowing him to sense everything within ten thousand miles.

Soon, Lin Xuan found what he was looking for.

His body emitted a green glow as he flew towards the left front.

...

At the same time, several miles away from Lin Xuan.

In the sky, light flickered. Several cultivators were in panic and fear, desperately fleeing this direction.

Among them, one middle-aged man around forty years old had reached the early-stage condensation core; the others were only at the foundation establishment stage, all under twenty, clearly newbies to cultivation.

"Kwak!"

A noisy voice entered their ears. Although they fled quickly, the pursuers behind them were formidable. After all, avian-type demons excelled in speed far beyond ordinary cultivators of the same rank.

These strange birds were a dozen feet long, with four wings and six legs, extremely ugly, and there were about twenty of them. Each was as powerful as an early-stage condensation core existence.

The disparity in strength between both sides was enormous.

Several cultivators saw this scene and were terrified to death.

"Pei'er, you go first; I'll stay here and block these demon birds," the middle-aged man gritted his teeth and said.

"No, Uncle, we should all leave together," a young girl shook her head.

"Yes, Uncle, our lives are intertwined."

Another boy with a simple appearance also refused to leave.

"Stop wasting time! We will only die together if we stay. Hurry up!"

The middle-aged cultivator was both angry and anxious as he spoke sternly.

Most cultivators in the cultivation world were selfish, but there were still those who cared deeply for others. Although his cultivation level was negligible, his demeanor was truly admirable.

But it was too late; they had already been surrounded by these demon birds. At this point, leaving would be futile.

The middle-aged man pounded his chest and cursed, but now what he said was useless. He gritted his teeth: "Very well, we will share our lives and deaths together and fight these demon birds."

Then he waved his sleeves to reveal his treasure.

The others also acted in unison.

Unfortunately, their efforts were futile due to the significant disparity in strength. The middle-aged man fared better; within a single attack from the other young cultivators, they faced grave danger, with someone on the verge of death. Just then, an incredible green light flew over at unimaginable speed.

That concealment was truly swift; it had been on the horizon just now and suddenly appeared before them. The light dimmed to reveal a plain-looking youth. (To be continued...)
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It was none other than Lin Xuan!

Without any trace of spiritual pressure emanating from him, the effect of the True Moon Heaven Witch Technique had reached a refined state. It now manifested naturally without deliberate effort.

Despite not feeling the spiritual pressure, several cultivators and demons paused their actions in unison. This was an instinctive fear.

At that moment, they felt how insignificant they were, while this seemingly ordinary youth was incredibly powerful.

"Senior..."

The middle-aged man's experience was broader; he began to suspect that they might have encountered some extraordinary fortune.

"There is no need to speak now. Let me first eliminate these demon birds."

To Lin Xuan, the current demons were trivial. Since encountering them, he wasn't averse to helping these unfortunate cultivators.

With a flick of his sleeve, there was no trace of any fiery light, let alone sword energy or treasures. The few cultivators found it somewhat confusing, but what followed was an unbelievable scene.

"Bang!"

Without any warning, the dozen demon birds surrounding them all exploded into blood mist.

"How is that possible?"

The few people were dumbfounded and exchanged glances.

This mysterious youth before their eyes was exceptionally powerful; a mere gesture could annihilate such terrifying demons. What realm of cultivator was he?

They couldn't fathom it due to the vast difference in their strength. Just as an ant can never imagine how immense an elephant's strength is, the principle was similar.

Thinking thus, they felt both joy and a hint of fear. As the saying goes: when good fortune comes, misfortune follows; when misfortune arrives, good fortune lurks nearby. These old monsters with profound cultivation levels were eccentric to no end. Although danger had been averted, whether they could remain safe in the future was uncertain.

With this thought, the middle-aged man signaled his apprentices with an eye gesture, instructing them to stand still and not speak nonsense.

He then bowed respectfully to Lin Xuan, his face full of deferential smiles: "Thank you for your assistance. Otherwise, we might have perished under those demon birds' claws. I cannot express my gratitude enough. If you have any instructions, we will do anything to fulfill them..."

"Haha, no need to go through such trials," Lin Xuan's smile was filled with kindness. He too had risen from a lowly cultivator to his current realm and understood the fears of those before him.

He wasn't an unpredictable person and had no interest in tormenting these pitiful juniors. With a gentle smile, he said: "You only need to show me a map of this area."

"Of course, I have one," the middle-aged man replied, taken aback by such a simple request. After a moment's pause, he hurriedly took out an jade cylinder from his pocket.

Lin Xuan released his spirit sense and quickly memorized the terrain inside.

Sure enough, ten thousand miles away was a gathering place for cultivators.

Satisfied with this, Lin Xuan's body shone with green light before vanishing into the distance. The few people stood there in silence, staring at each other.

"Uncle, that person... has left."

After a while, a young and handsome-looking girl spoke softly.

"Oh, he’s gone!"

The middle-aged cultivator nodded, still dejected. They had turned danger into safety but hadn't received the expected fortune.

It seemed the other party was just passing through and asked them for directions as a courtesy.

Indeed, it was just asking for directions.

Thinking this, the middle-aged man's face showed a wry smile before he self-deprecatingly muttered: "Contentment is a virtue. I had already resolved to die here, so surviving means nothing more to complain about."

"Uncle, what realm of cultivator do you think that senior was? A mere gesture and those powerful demon birds were gone," the honest-looking young man said.

"I have no idea," the middle-aged man sighed: "The other party's cultivation level is too high. Maybe it’s a Profound Concealment Realm elder or a Spirit Separation Realm elder, or even a Transcendence Period elder."

"What? A powerful elder of Transcendence rank?"

Several young cultivators were stunned. For them, who had just entered the realm of immortals not long ago, an elder at Transcendence level was as formidable as a true immortal—mere legends.

"Alright, this is merely my guess and may not be accurate. This place isn't safe; perhaps there are other powerful demons here. Let's return to our sect quickly."

Hearing the middle-aged man’s words, several young cultivators showed fear on their faces.

They had narrowly escaped death; they certainly didn’t want to fall into danger again due to carelessness.

"Let's go!"

The few people each displayed their abilities and transformed into different colored streaks of light, flying towards the distance.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was far away, tens of thousands of miles distant. Following the map, he indeed found the gathering place for cultivators.

Although described as a city, it was more like a temporary settlement.

This place wasn't far from the Qingyun Desert, so many cultivators rested and replenished here.

Despite the chaotic market in the city, it had all the necessary facilities. Thus, Lin Xuan easily bought a detailed map without much effort.

Compared to the one he got from a lowly cultivator earlier, this map was more comprehensive, marking most locations in the Sound Realm.

Without spending too much time, Lin Xuan found the True Harmonious Mountain where the main headquarters of the Sound Palace resided.

He checked the distance between his current location and here; it was truly unimaginably far. Even with his current speed, he would need over a month to reach there.

But that didn’t matter; this time wasn't wasted.

He must save Qinxin from the Sound Realm.

With this thought, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He transformed into a streak of light and followed the map's guidance towards the Sound Palace.

The journey wouldn’t be smooth sailing, as he would have to pass through several famous dangerous areas in the Sound Realm.

For ordinary cultivators, they would only take detours.

But as an advanced Transcendence cultivator, Lin Xuan was indifferent. He chose the shortest path to travel faster.

In a blink of an eye, two months passed.

...

True Harmonious Mountain finally came into view, just over ten thousand miles away.

Lin Xuan didn’t rush to confront them but found a place to rest first.

Although he preferred not to disturb the old monsters at the Sound Palace and quietly take Qinxin out, who could predict what would happen in this unpredictable world? If his luck ran bad, there might be a fierce battle.

Though it was just a guess, he decided to prepare himself regardless.
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No incidents occurred overnight.

The next morning, as dawn began to break, Lin Xuan set off.

Several months ago, he had visited the main hall of the Celestial Sound Sect, so he was somewhat familiar with the terrain.

However, this time, instead of entering openly, he would have to sneak in quietly, adding a layer of difficulty to his mission.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid. His current strength far surpassed what it used to be. While the Celestial Sound Sect might indeed be a den of tigers and dragons, whether they could trap him was still uncertain.

Regardless, he had to save Qinxin at all costs.

The Moon Black Sky Witch Technique originally had an effect that returned one to their true nature. By combining this with his technique for reining in his essence energy, Lin Xuan truly appeared like a common mortal, not revealing any trace of spiritual pressure. He then transformed into a faint streak of light and silently flew towards the Celestial Sound Sect.

His concealment technique was incredibly swift; before long, Zhenhuan Mountain came into view.

Although he was still over a hundred miles away, he could sense an abundance of essence energy.

No wonder the Celestial Sound Sect chose this place as their main hall. The quality of the spirit veins here was truly outstanding.

Despite having been there before, Lin Xuan couldn't help but express his admiration on his face.

The sky was clear and blue, with streaks of brilliant light occasionally passing by, giving off a vibrant atmosphere.

Wait, is there too much concealment technique being used?

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing signs of contemplation. This place was merely the entrance to the sect; last time he visited, it wasn't this bustling.

Could something significant be about to happen?

With that thought, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a hint of joy. If the Celestial Sound Sect encountered any danger, he could take advantage and save Qinxin more easily.

However, soon after, he shook his head, dismissing this possibility.

The Celestial Sound Sect wasn't an ordinary sect; it ranked among the top five in the spiritual realm. There were countless experts, including several at the Transcendation stage.

Grand Elder Immortal Voice was at a late-stage Transcendation, and there was reportedly another expert of the same level within the sect.

With such a foundation, even Primordial True Demon or the Six Kings of the Netherworld would find it hard to cause any trouble unless the Three Realms War broke out.

Lin Xuan wanted to gather more information but the current situation didn't allow him to reveal himself. For now, he was caught between a rock and a hard place.

But he was no ordinary person; this problem couldn't truly stump him.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan found an unoccupied spot. He formed hand seals, causing his bones to crack loudly as he grew half a foot taller. A faint green light flashed across his face, changing his appearance.

He then changed into another set of clothes. With his current ability to change form and appearance, even high-stage experts might not notice him if they passed by.

With that done, Lin Xuan walked out confidently, heading towards the Celestial Sound Sect to find out what was happening.

Originally thinking it would be a difficult task, he found it much easier than expected. With minimal effort, he learned about the sect's thousand-year trading conference.

The name said it all; this event took place once every millennium. The qualifications for participation were easy enough to obtain—any cultivator above the Condensation Core stage was welcome, though they had to pay a certain amount of crystal stones as an entry fee.

The higher one’s cultivation level, the more crystal stones required, but no cultivator would miss such a grand event.

Such a gathering brought countless treasures and rarities, benefiting the Celestial Sound Sect not only through ticket sales but also by taking a cut from auctions.

Moreover, it facilitated transactions for those who had items they didn’t need and wanted to exchange for others.

It was said that during each conference, hundreds of thousands of cultivators would converge on this place from all directions.

Hundreds of thousands?

Lin Xuan was left speechless upon hearing this information. He had participated in countless exchanges since his journey into cultivation but none were as grand as this one; the difference was too stark.

Moreover, the number and quality of participants at the Celestial Sound Sect's trading conference were impressive—Condensation Core and Immortal Embryo cultivators abounded, along with experts from various stages, even some at the Transcendation stage...

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel intrigued. However, he knew that saving Qinxin was his top priority.

With so many people coming to Zhenhuan Mountain, it would be a great opportunity for him.

Fishing in troubled waters!

Since there were so many people visiting the Celestial Sound Sect, he didn’t need to hide his tracks and could go directly.

After finding Qinxin, he would take her out without anyone noticing.

It seemed like heaven was helping him; Lin Xuan’s face showed great joy.

Such a good opportunity couldn't be missed. He appeared in full glory before flying towards the Celestial Sound Sect's entrance.

Of course, his cultivation level still needed to be concealed.

Otherwise, he might cause a stir among the Transcendation stage cultivators.

After all, this trading conference only happened once every millennium and lasted for nearly three months.

Currently, it had just opened, so lower-stage cultivators were predominant.

Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before concealing his cultivation to the Immortal Embryo stage.

High-stage cultivators, even if not at the Transcendation level, were often well-known figures. But at the Immortal Embryo stage, he blended in with ordinary passersby.

Claiming to be a wandering cultivator wouldn't raise suspicion and would easily allow him to slip through unnoticed.

Thus, his choice was well-considered.

Indeed, Lin Xuan encountered no obstacles upon entering the Celestial Sound Sect. After paying some crystal stones, he was easily admitted.

Unlike ordinary sects or families that lacked such grace, the Celestial Sound Sect wouldn't suspect any ill-intentioned cultivators from entering.

Things went smoother than expected, but Lin Xuan didn’t let his guard down.

This fortunate coincidence had indeed brought him good luck, but he couldn’t get too complacent.

After a moment’s hesitation, he first wandered through the market area. At this stage, there was no hope of finding any treasures, and that wasn't what he came for. He just wanted to ensure nobody noticed anything amiss about him.

He strolled around the market, confirming no one was following before quietly leaving. Following the information he had obtained from Soul-searching at Miao Yin’s place, he flew towards Qinxin's residence.

Seamlessly!

But was it really seamless?

In a deep valley of Zhenhuan Mountain, where essence energy was most concentrated.

This area was rarely visited by ordinary cultivators; even if the sect leaders weren't summoned, they wouldn’t dare enter. This place was the secluded abode of the Supreme Elder.

Inside one cave.

A young and beautiful woman sat cross-legged and opened her eyes with a cold smile: "What audacity! You killed Miao Yin and still dared to come to our main hall." (To be continued...)
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True Calm Mountain stretched for a million miles, its aura thick and dense. The妙音阁where Qinxin resided was deep within this mountain.

The cultivators who came to the exchange meeting could enter the main hall of the Celestial Sound Palace, but such forbidden areas as the妙音阁were naturally not places one could casually venture into.

Thus, Lin Xuan had to hide his tracks throughout his journey. The patrol disciples of the Celestial Sound Palace did not concern him; after all, his divine sense was no less formidable than that of a late-stage Golden Transformation monster.

With such an advantage, it was impossible for the other party to discover him. The only thing he needed to worry about were the restrictions.

Although Lin Xuan had used Soul Scouring Techniques on Miao Yin before, this technique had its limitations and could not imprint all her memories in detail.

Therefore, he did not know where exactly the restrictions or traps lay along his path, so he could only proceed with utmost caution.

With this understanding, Lin Xuan was naturally cautious. He employed the Art of Concealing Qi to its fullest extent, both releasing his divine sense and using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye in conjunction.

It seemed that either luck was on his side or his carefulness had paid off; his journey proceeded smoothly without any danger.

Lin Xuan felt relieved as he flew over another mountain peak. Suddenly, before him lay a vast expanse of pavilions and terraces. The scene matched Miao Yin's memories exactly, so Qinxin should be here.

This area was expansive and the aura far denser than elsewhere. As one of the senior elders of the Celestial Sound Palace, Miao Yin's abode was naturally in a prime location.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

Sure enough, he sensed the fluctuations of the restrictions.

The restrictions here were different from those elsewhere. If Lin Xuan encountered them elsewhere, he could detour around them. But here, such tactics would not work.

How could he enter without being detected?

Lin Xuan fell into contemplation but found no immediate solution.

He sighed and decided that haste was not the answer. Even though Miao Yin had perished, this place remained a forbidden area of the Celestial Sound Palace. A moment's carelessness might still trap him here, an outcome he did not wish to see.

Patience was necessary for waiting for the right opportunity.

After about half an hour, a streak of light appeared in the distance. It grew clearer as it approached. The woman was dressed in blue and had a delicate face, around twenty years old. Despite her youth, she possessed considerable power; she was at the Spirit Separation初期stage.

Could this be Miao Yin's nephew or a direct disciple?

Lin Xuan scanned her face with his gaze, placing his hand on his forehead as he guessed.

The woman's speed was impressive; before Lin Xuan could react, she had flown to his side. Though they were not far apart, she did not notice his concealment technique and sensed no abnormalities around them.

With a flick of her jade hand, an ancient-looking talisman appeared in her palm.

She raised it slightly, and a red light shot out from her palm.

It vanished instantly, like a stone thrown into the sea, disappearing into the fog ahead.

The previously calm white mist began to churn and soon parted to reveal a narrow path. The woman did not hesitate; she flew into the path with a flash of green light.

Lin Xuan watched clearly as this was an excellent opportunity he could not miss. He formed hand seals and turned into a shadow, following silently behind her.

Although they were only a few dozen feet apart, the blue-robed woman remained unaware.

The process was straightforward, but Lin Xuan would never have dared to take such risks without his high skill level.

...

Perhaps today, Lin Xuan's luck had reached its peak. Following this woman, he encountered no obstacles.

After about an incense stick’s time, she stopped in front of a cave dwelling.

This dwelling was more like a delicate palace than a simple cave.

Lin Xuan felt familiar with the scene but had never been here before.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan quickly realized. He had used Soul Scouring Techniques on Miao Yin; this place must be where Qinxin was hiding.

Was this just too coincidental?

The woman had come to find Qinxin.

A look of surprise appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

Despite his shock, he did nothing. Regardless of the situation, he would wait and see before acting.

He raised his head and began to examine the building.

This elegant palace was shrouded in a colorful light barrier. The barrier seemed thin but emitted an aura that could not be underestimated.

If Lin Xuan had not been mistaken, even a Golden Transformation cultivator would need considerable effort to break through it.

Clearly, Qinxin was confined here.

Anger flashed across Lin Xuan's face, but then he remembered something and the anger vanished. Miao Yin was indeed hateful, but she was dead, and there was no point in counting her losses. With this thought, Lin Xuan became calm.

Although the restrictions were troublesome, it would be impossible to stop him from breaking through them. The only trouble was accidentally alerting the other old monsters of the Celestial Sound Palace.

But what did that matter?

No matter how many obstacles lay ahead, he would not retreat; no matter what, he had to save Qinxin from this tiger's mouth.

Lin Xuan thought thus but then witnessed a shocking scene. The woman flicked her jade hand, and a small array disk flashed out with a shimmering light.

The array disk was ancient-looking, undoubtedly a remarkable object. After being summoned, it was enveloped in white light and floated above the woman’s head.

She stared for a moment, her expression growing more serious. Then she raised her jade hand, tracing an intricate path through the air, opened her lips, and uttered a mysterious and ancient incantation.

Pointing forward with one finger: "Break!"

As she moved, the array disk emitted dazzling light rings from its surface. The array disk flashed, and a beam as thick as a forearm spread out, vanishing instantly into the light barrier ahead.

After about a cup of tea’s time, a rumbling sound echoed, and the light barrier's aura began to fade until it disappeared completely.

This restriction that had given Lin Xuan a headache was easily broken by this woman due to her possession of an appropriate array disk. Regardless, he felt relieved as his troubles were reduced.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed at his good fortune today. At that moment, a familiar and pleasant voice reached his ears: "Is it Sister Qin outside?" (To be continued...)
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That voice seemed to have appeared in his dreams. Lin Xuan's expression turned狂喜至极.

Qinxin is indeed here!

Although it has been a thousand years since they last met, how could Lin Xuan forget his true love?

Perhaps their time together was scarce, but every smile and frown of his beloved wife were very familiar to him.

With the passage of time, he finally had the chance to reunite with his beloved. Lin Xuan's expression naturally showed excitement and joy.

However, Lin Xuan still did not immediately reveal himself. He had yet to fully understand the identity of this young girl in front of him. Whether she was an enemy or friend remained uncertain. Being cautious would not be amiss.

Deciding to observe further, Lin Xuan moved swiftly but silently, following behind the blue-robed maiden and entering the palace without being noticed.

Inside, the space opened up. Passing through a few corridors led them to a grand hall.

The decorations were simple, with only a few pots of flowers that emitted fragrant scents.

At the end of the hall, several cushions were scattered about, one of which was occupied by a young maiden with bright eyes and a beautiful smile.

"Qinxin!"

Lin Xuan used all his willpower to stop himself from walking over. Despite a thousand years apart, her appearance had not changed at all. She looked just as he remembered when they first met—her face that haunted his dreams.

No, she seemed even younger than before.

This would be impossible in the mundane world.

However, in the cultivation realm, it was different. After so many years, Qinxin's strength had far surpassed what it was on the mortal plane and even exceeded Lin Xuan's expectations. She had reached the Spirit Cultivation Stage.

Although she was still at an early stage and seemed to have just broken through recently, such a cultivation speed was already considered extraordinary.

Lin Xuan felt both surprised and somewhat incredulous. But after some thought, he vaguely guessed the reason behind it.

It couldn't be anything else but related to Fairy妙音.

Miao Yin had ulterior motives. Upon discovering Qinxin's Nine Spirit Body, she wanted to use a substitution technique, letting Qinxin take the brunt of the heavenly tribulation for her.

This woman's intentions were extremely malicious. However, in the cultivation realm, there was no such thing as a free lunch.

If Qinxin’s strength was too low, the success rate of taking the heavenly tribulation on her behalf would be negligible.

Such a situation was not what Miao Yin wanted to see. She didn't want to waste her efforts, trying to ensure that when the heavenly tribulation arrived, Qinxin could shield her from it. This woman had put in considerable effort.

Simply put, she spared no effort to boost Qinxin's strength as much as possible.

The stronger Qinxin became, the more useful she was to Miao Yin. Her success rate of withstanding the heavenly tribulation would be significantly higher.

Based on this reason, Miao Yin had been extremely generous towards Qinxin.

Various spirit pills and elixirs were freely supplied, and whenever there were any difficulties in her cultivation, Miao Yin never hesitated to offer guidance. Her efforts were tireless.

She was more generous than even her most trusted disciples.

As the saying goes: "Misfortune may be an actual blessing." Although Miao Yin's intentions were malicious, for Qinxin, she had indeed received substantial benefits.

Otherwise, with a mediocre Nine Spirit Body, it would have been impossible for her to reach such a level in just a few thousand years. This was all due to Miao Yin's favor.

Unfortunately, this woman's elaborate plans backfired, and she ended up helping others at the cost of her own life, allowing Qinxin to gain considerable strength.

Hearing this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel deeply moved. On the other hand,欧阳琴心’s face showed a hint of surprise. She wasn’t aware of his presence; despite her considerable cultivation, she naturally couldn’t penetrate his concealment technique.

"Junior Sister Qin, why are you here?" she asked the mysterious maiden.

It was no wonder Qinxin was puzzled. Miao Yin had treated her as a precious treasure that could withstand heavenly tribulations and kept her under tight surveillance. The barriers around her cave were formidable, allowing only Miao Yin herself to enter.

"Senior Sister, I came to save you."

The blue-robed maiden said nervously.

"Save me?"

"Yes, Master has gone out on business. With great effort, I managed to obtain the key to control these barriers from her. Senior Sister, please follow me and leave here quickly," she said hurriedly, her voice tinged with tension.

"You actually obtained the barrier command talisman."

Qinxin’s face showed surprise before she shook her head: "No, Junior Sister Qin, I can't drag you into this. If I escape, Miao Yin won’t spare you."

"Senior Sister, why are you saying such things? Master's heavenly tribulation will fall in a few more centuries. You’ll be dead if you stay here," the blue-robed maiden said anxiously.

"But how could I drag you into this?"

"Senior Sister, don't hesitate any longer. Of course, we'll leave together," she said resolutely after biting her lip.

"Leave with me?" Qinxin was surprised: "Junior Sister Qin, have you thought it through? You are Miao Yin's most favored disciple, with an untold future ahead. The Heavenly Sound Palace is a formidable entity. Are you really willing to abandon your sect and wander the world with me?"

"To be honest, I don't want to," the blue-robed maiden showed a hint of attachment on her face but quickly replaced it with determination: "But I understand the principle of repaying kindness. Last time, my cultivation went awry, almost leading to an irreversible situation. If not for Senior Sister's help, I might have perished. A life-saving favor cannot be taken lightly. How could I watch you fall?"

"That makes sense."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan finally understood the whole story. The mysterious blue-robed maiden was Miao Yin’s direct disciple, and Qinxin had once done her a favor, prompting her to prepare to help.

As they say: "There is retribution for good deeds and punishment for evil." Not all cultivators are cold-hearted; this young maiden understood the principle of repaying even a drop with a spring.

"Senior Sister, don't hesitate. Quickly leave with me from here. Even though Master has gone out, I have no idea when he will return. If there's any change, we won’t be able to escape," the blue-robed maiden said anxiously.

Qinxin’s face also showed a resolve.

But before she could speak, an unexpected voice interrupted: "Go, neither of you can leave."

"No good!"

The blue-robed maiden turned pale, and欧阳琴心 was shocked. With Miao Yin gone, they should be safe for now.

They never expected such a change to occur here, and that cold voice was all too familiar to them.

Looking up, several streaks of light flew past from afar, quickly approaching the hall and surrounding them. (To be continued...)
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There were five cultivators in total, all at the Spirit Separation level.

The leading woman was slender and her appearance was beautiful. However, her face was extremely cold, around thirty years old, exuding a chilly aura.

Though one cannot judge a book by its cover, this woman's demeanor and appearance made everyone uncomfortable. It was clear that she wasn't someone to be easily associated with.

"Senior Sister, why have you come here?"

The young girl in blue suddenly changed her expression, the panic evident in her voice.

"Why did I come?"

The middle-aged woman smiled slightly, but her expression became even colder: "A traitor. Master treated you well among the disciples she has taken in; she trusted you the most. You wanted to let this woman go without your master's knowledge."

"I..."

The young girl in blue felt a touch of shame on her face. Although Miao Yin Fairy had an excellent character, she was indeed favored after being admitted as a disciple. She received more rewards and guidance than other disciples. She did feel grateful.

She felt guilty towards Master for what she did, but how could she just watch Senior Sister Qinxin die...

The saying goes that one cannot have both fish and bear's paw.

After weighing the pros and cons, she could only carry out her plan with a sense of guilt towards Master to save Senior Sister Qinxin from her predicament.

This woman was quite smart and acted cautiously. She took advantage of Miao Yin Fairy being away and used a talisman that could control the禁制. Indeed, it gave her an opportunity to successfully rescue Senior Sister Qinxin.

However, she forgot how wicked human hearts can be.

Her fellow disciples envied and resented her due to Master's favor towards her. They couldn't do anything about it before but now had a chance to take advantage of the situation.

The senior sister watched everything but didn’t reveal it; she wanted to achieve the effect of the cicada being caught by the mantis while the sparrow got its meal.

They knew what Qinxin meant to Master. This time, her actions were self-inflicted and unforgivable. After this incident, Master would definitely not let her off.

On the other hand, she could gain great favor from Master for her heroic deed, making him look at her differently.

Such a move had no risk but two benefits in one.

This was an excellent opportunity that the senior sister wouldn’t miss. She consulted with several fellow disciples and followed them here.

At this moment, Qinxin and the young girl named Qin Yu were surrounded, their situation dire.

But giving up wasn't an option.

Qinxin raised her delicate eyebrows and prepared to act.

"How can you, Senior Sister Ouyang? Do you really want to break through our encirclement? Your abilities are not bad, but with only two of us against five of you. You think you can withstand all of us together? Besides, this is the main hall of the Sound Temple; I just need to shout for help, and other disciples will come soon."

"..."

Ouyang Qinxin was both shocked and angry but knew that her opponent wasn't bluffing.

Even if their strength was vastly different, fighting here would easily attract the attention of other cultivators from the Sound Temple. They had no chance at all.

Should she surrender?

Qinxin shook her head.

How could such a proud woman endure this humiliation?

Even knowing there was little hope, she still wanted to fight for it. But if she died, how could she drag Qin Senior Sister into this mess?

Despite Qinxin's bravery and wisdom, she found herself in a dilemma.

...

But at that moment, an unexpected voice echoed.

"Foolish fellows, wanting Qinxin to surrender? Have you asked me first? You dare bully my wife? I think you're playing with your lives."

The voice was lazy, without any hint of aggression. In Lin Xuan's eyes, these guys were just insignificant clowns.

Why get angry over such insignificant creatures when their fates lay in his hands?

"Who is here?"

The middle-aged woman was shocked and so were the others who came with her. They had planned to catch Qinxin like a cicada while the sparrow got its meal, but now someone seemed to be following them.

Unlike the others' shock and anger, Ouyang Qinxin was struck dumb. This voice was so familiar, yet it only appeared in her dreams for thousands of years.

Now she could clearly hear it, and disbelief clouded her face.

Was this happiness just an illusion that would vanish at any moment?

Qinxin wasn't a weak woman, but now tears welled up in her eyes.

And the heavens didn’t play tricks on her again.

A figure appeared from the space fluctuations, gradually becoming clear as it entered her vision.

Those eyes, that nose, and that faint smile all matched the memories deep within her mind.

Lin Xuan!

This wasn't a dream this time.

The young man stepped forward, ignoring the distance of time and space, standing beside her.

They were a few feet apart, staring at each other in silence.

No words were needed; sometimes, silence speaks louder than words.

A thousand years of waiting was for this moment.

All the pain and danger were left behind; all that mattered now was them.

"I come to take you, Qinxin."

After a long while, Lin Xuan finally spoke. His heart was filled with excitement after enduring countless hardships to see his beloved wife. All his efforts had been worth it.

Qinxin opened her mouth but no sound came out. Only clear tears slid down her flawless face.

But those were tears of joy!

A few moments later, Qinxin suddenly moved and fiercely threw herself into Lin Xuan's arms.

Then...

She cried loudly, making Lin Xuan flustered and panicked.

Qinxin had always seemed so strong to him that she never showed weakness or shed tears. He wasn't afraid of facing a powerful old monster but was now overwhelmed by his wife’s tears.

But he could feel the joy in those tears. So he said nothing, just opened his arms and hugged her tightly.

His clothes got wet from her tears, and Lin Xuan looked apologetic: "I came too late."

"No, I was just worried that I might never see you again."

Qinxin expressed her sorrow. Back then, she had flown to the Spirit Realm through a传送阵 left by the Asura King, purely by chance.

Such an opportunity was indeed rare and precious.
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If it were any other cultivator, they would be eternally grateful for the heavens' favor.

However, Qīn Xīn's mood was very conflicted.

On one hand, as a cultivator, she knew all too well the benefits of the Spirit Realm. The path to cultivation could certainly take her further, and thus she felt extremely joyful. On the other hand, her dual-cultivation partner did not have such an opportunity; being separated from her beloved was naturally painful. Although the resources in the Spirit Realm were abundant, from now on, she would be alone.

Although theoretically, it was possible for them to meet again someday, that was too difficult. Talents emerged endlessly in the human world, and only a few could ascend to the Spirit Realm. Moreover, even if Lin Xuan had truly ascended here, meeting him would be incredibly challenging. Perhaps they would never see each other again.

Every time she thought of this, Qīn Xīn felt extremely despondent. But since things had come to this point, regret was useless. The only thing she could do was focus on cultivation. Her husband was no ordinary cultivator; perhaps he truly had the chance to ascend to the Spirit Realm. In other words, although the chances of reuniting were slim, as long as she lived well, there was still hope.

However, a thousand years passed, and her husband's whereabouts remained unknown. Later, by sheer luck, she ended up in the hands of Fairy Míngyuán. Although she had no worries about food or clothing, and the resources for cultivation were abundant, fortune turned into misfortune; from then on, her fate was tied to someone else.

The Heavenly Sound Palace was a massive place, and Fairy Míngyuán herself was a powerful cultivator who had passed through the Tribulation. Although Qīn Xīn's strength had progressed rapidly over the years, she could not hope to escape her grasp.

Qīn Xīn was no weak woman, but human resources were limited. At this point, she almost resigned herself to her fate.

However, things in the cultivation world are unpredictable. When Fairy Míngyuán went out on a mission, Senior Sister Qín risked her life to help. The situation seemed to turn for the better, and it looked like they could escape.

But just as the cicada's trap was set, the mantis fell into another one. Several of Fairy Míngyuán's disciples, who had always been at odds with her, saw Qín's intentions and played a game of瓮中捉鳖 (catching a turtle in a jar). The situation took a sharp turn for the worse; being surrounded by several people, escaping from the Heavenly Sound Palace was now impossible.

Well, perhaps this was fate. Qīn Xīn's eyes were filled with despair. She no longer held any hope of escaping.

But how could she drag Senior Sister Qín into this?

Qīn Xīn was a cultivator who knew right from wrong and had made up her mind to fight her way out, even if it meant dying, so that Senior Sister Qín might have the chance to escape.

However, it was easier said than done. With a resolve to die, Qīn Xīn prepared for battle!

But at this moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded. Just as fate seemed to be against her, her husband actually appeared here.

Qīn Xīn almost could not believe what she saw with her own eyes. How could there be such a coincidence in the world?

The heavens were indeed kind; meeting Lin Xuan again now was enough for her to die contentedly.

For a moment, Qīn Xīn felt as if she were in a dream. But soon, her tender emotions turned into concern.

With the situation so perilous, would coming here not drag her husband into this?

Her death was nothing to be afraid of, but how could she let him share her fate of soul and body scattering apart?

"Dear, you...you must leave quickly."

As they say, worry can cloud one's judgment. Qīn Xīn's face was filled with anxiety.

"It is too late to leave," a cold voice entered her ears. The middle-aged woman's face was full of mockery as she looked at Lin Xuan and spoke each word clearly: "You have the audacity to sneak into my Heavenly Sound Palace, plotting mischief. You must be prepared to die for it. You and Qīn Xīn are a pair of doomed lovers."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan did not get angry but laughed in surprise. A mere Spirit Diversion cultivator dared to threaten him; this was sheer foolishness.

Of course, saying that Senior Sister was reckless had its reasons. Lin Xuan turned his head and no longer practiced concealing his aura, gradually releasing the immense spiritual pressure.

Boom!

The surrounding Spirit Diversion cultivators stepped back several steps, their knees trembling, almost collapsing to the ground. The arrogant expressions on their faces vanished, replaced by fear and trepidation. The middle-aged woman trembled as she pointed at Lin Xuan: "You...are an old monster who has passed through the Tribulation?"

"Indeed," Lin Xuan's voice was calm. But the woman had already been terrified to death; how could she dare to respond?

"What, husband? You are a Tribulation cultivator now?" Qīn Xīn's surprised voice entered her ears, and her face was equally filled with disbelief.

Remembering when they parted ways in the human world, he was only at the late Core Formation stage. Ascending to the Spirit Realm was already remarkable; how could it be possible for him to have progressed from there to the Tribulation level in just a few thousand years?

After all, she possessed the Nine-Spirit Body and had been fully supported by Fairy Míngyuán, with abundant medicinal pills without any letup. She had only reached Spirit Diversion.

The difference between Tribulation and Spirit Diversion was merely one stage, but the difficulty was incomparable.

Qīn Xīn knew this well, so she found Lin Xuan's rapid advancement unbelievable.

Was he bluffing?

But that spiritual pressure could not be deceived; it was undoubtedly a Tribulation cultivator. His power surpassed Fairy Míngyuán by far.

"Indeed," Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered her ears.

The blue-robed young woman beside her was both shocked and delighted.

She was Qīn Xīn's close friend, having heard of Lin Xuan's existence but never imagining that a cultivator from another world could reach the Tribulation level. If it weren't for seeing this with her own eyes, she would not believe such a miracle existed in the world.

Lin Xuan's appearance naturally resolved the crisis; before his immense strength, all previous problems were insignificant.

"Dear, we should leave as soon as possible," Qīn Xīn's reminder voice entered his ears.

"Agreed."

Of course, Lin Xuan had no objections. He then glanced at the trembling cultivators beside him and said thoughtfully: "What do you think of these people, Qīn Xīn? How should we handle them?"

"Since they are fellow disciples, please spare them," the blue-robed young woman spoke up.

"Hmm, good."

Lin Xuan showed no hesitation. This girl named Qín Yú had risked her life to save his wife; Lin Xuan was deeply grateful for her help. Since she asked for mercy, it was only right that he granted this favor both out of reason and emotion.

The several Spirit Diversion cultivators sighed in relief. But just then, Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely gloomy: "Which fellow cultivator is hiding in the shadows, afraid to come face-to-face with me?"

(To be continued)
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;

Lin Xuan's words caused the cultivators present to be greatly alarmed. The area was empty, with no other cultivators nearby, but Lin Xuan, as a veteran monster of the Tribulation Transcending stage, could not possibly speak without reason.

Since he said so, there must be a reason.

While others remained silent, Qinxin and the blue-robed maiden exchanged glances, their faces showing signs of tension.

Today's experience had been full of twists and turns. They had just managed to escape danger when did they face new complications?

It was reasonable that a Tribulation Transcending cultivator almost ruled the world, but one should not forget that this was the main hall of the Heavenly Sound Sect, where countless experts existed, including many Tribulation Transcending powerhouses.

The crowd's doubts were dispelled as a cold laughter echoed through the void. Despite its pleasant sound, it carried an infinite chill: "Cowardly and sneaky! You should retract those words. The sect is hidden in the shadows just to see which bold individual dared to kill Fairy Miao Yin and still come here without fear."

Before he could finish speaking, a faint light appeared, revealing a graceful figure of a young woman dressed in white sect robes, no more than twenty years old. She exuded an aura of nobility and serenity, her beauty breathtaking.

"Tribulation Transcending后期!"

Lin Xuan's face turned gloomy.

Although he had never met this woman, his cultivation revealed who she was.

Though the Heavenly Sound Sect boasted countless experts and numerous powerhouses, only two were at the Tribulation Transcending后期 stage: Fairy Miao Yin and the mysterious Deputy Grandmaster.

Now Lin Xuan did not need to guess. A Spirit Concentration cultivator beside him had already knelt down in reverence.

"Saluting the sect leader!"

Sect Leader?

Only Fairy Miao Yin could bear such a title.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he began to worry. He was more puzzled than anything else. He had never met Fairy Miao Yin, so how did she know that he killed Fairy Miao Yin and dared to come here without fear?

Even if his strength was not considered, Lin Xuan had always been confident in his divine sense, which was no less formidable than a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse. Throughout this journey, he had carefully scanned the area with his divine sense. How could they have followed him undetected?

Damn it! He had been so careful, yet here he was, drawing the attention of the sect leader. Today's events would not end well.

Lin Xuan's heart began to race.

Qinxin and the blue-robed maiden were even more terrified.

Though they were at the Spirit Concentration stage, they rarely encountered other Tribulation Transcending powerhouses besides Fairy Miao Yin. Let alone the sect leader, a legendary figure.

They could only recognize her from an image, but now, in close proximity, she emitted no trace of aura yet created an invisible pressure that made them feel as insignificant as ants before an elephant.

A mere flick of her finger would crush them to dust; the gap between them was too vast.

Despair filled their minds, making it hard for them to think clearly.

Noticing their unease, Lin Xuan sighed and gently patted their backs. A pure force flowed into their bodies.

Their dantians felt a warm sensation as the terrifying aura seemed like a gentle spring breeze.

Though they no longer felt sad, fear lingered. After all, she was a Tribulation Transcending后期 powerhouse, the sect leader!

Such an existence was not something one could provoke. Even if… even if his husband had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, the gap between them still remained unbridgeable.

Ouyang Qinxin was extremely nervous. Her death was nothing to her, but she did not want to drag Lin Xuan into this mess.

But it was too late for regrets. At that moment, the sect leader's cold voice echoed again: "You have quite a nerve! You killed Fairy Miao Yin and still dare to come to our main hall. Don't you think my Heavenly Sound Sect is so devoid of talent that we can't keep you?"

She had said this when they first met, but everyone was too shocked by her identity to pay attention.

Now, although they were still surprised, it was much better than before.

Thus, the words resonated like thunder in their ears: "Fairy Miao Yin actually died?"

If not for the sect leader speaking, no one would have believed this. Her words carried no doubt.

But the shock was even more unbelievable.

All present were at least Spirit Concentration cultivators, and apart from Lin Xuan, they had a very close relationship with Fairy Miao Yin.

She could be considered their senior disciple.

They knew her strength well; she was an unattainable figure.

Tribulation Transcending中期, with ghostly unpredictable power.

Although Lin Xuan was also at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he did not think it possible to reach mid-stage. How could he kill Fairy Miao Yin?

Was the sect leader mistaken?

Many people, including Ouyang Qinxin, had such thoughts.

Lin Xuan's face showed some surprise as well. He narrowed his eyes and looked at the young woman in the white robes, chuckling: "Fairy, you really know how to joke around. I have never seen Miao Yin or killed her. Why do you think she died because of me?"

Miao Yin's character aside, she was one of the senior grandmasters of the Heavenly Sound Sect.

Acknowledging that he had killed her would create a huge grudge with the sect and leave no room for negotiation.

Though Lin Xuan was not afraid,

he was in a tiger's den. Making enemies with such an existence could be disadvantageous, so pretending to be ignorant was the wisest course of action.

However, he was genuinely curious: why did she believe Miao Yin died because of him when she had never seen it happen?

"Hmph! A Tribulation Transcending cultivator dares not take responsibility for his own actions. But your denial is useless; Miao Yin's junior sister died at your hands, and the sect will not make a mistake," the Heavenly Sound Sect leader said firmly.

"Even if you say so, my denial is useless. Fine, can you enlighten me, how do you know that Miao Yin died because of me?"

Since it was too late to deny, Lin Xuan turned to ask about the reason for her certainty. He truly wondered: why did she believe this when she had never seen it happen?

"Are you really curious?" The Heavenly Sound Sect leader's face showed a mocking expression.
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"Good, could you tell me the reason for this?" The young lion sect.

Faced with this old monster at the late-stage Tribulation Transcending realm, Lin Xuan's expression showed no trace of fear.

"Comrade, your courage truly impresses me. Alright, this isn't a secret either. Since you insist on knowing, I might as well tell you."

Heavenly Sound Fairy raised her head and looked at Lin Xuan with a slight smile. Her voice was gentle as she spoke into his ears: "Miaoyin Junior Sister left an Essence Lamp in the main hall. Now that she has fallen, the Essence Lamp should have gone out too."

Lin Xuan nodded. This wasn't unusual; many major sects had such practices. But while the Essence Lamp could show a person's life or death, how could one know if it was due to his hand?

Could it be that Miaoyin Fairy's cultivation technique was unique and had some other magical properties?

However, when he killed this woman, Lin Xuan didn't notice anything amiss.

Heard from the side, Heavenly Sound Fairy continued: "Our Heavenly Sound Sect has a long history. How can our Supreme Elder have died in such an inexplicable manner? When you eliminated Miaoyin Junior Sister, her lingering resentment would naturally enter your soul. Others might not notice any issues, but we in the sect could clearly sense it."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan finally understood the whole situation. But by now, it was too late to change anything.

Since this woman had appeared here, there would be no peaceful resolution. Lin Xuan raised his head: "What does Fairy wish?"

"How? You dared kill our Supreme Elder and still come to our main hall to show off your power. You must think highly of yourself. Since that's the case, as host, can't I treat you properly too?"

"Your words are harsh. As they say, it is better to resolve an enemy than to keep them as a foe. I killed Miaoyin for reasons beyond my control. Must you insist on pressing me further?"

If possible, Lin Xuan didn't want to be enemies with someone at the late-stage Tribulation Transcending realm. Moreover, he was in their main hall, and there was still Qinxin by his side who needed protection. The best course of action would be not to fight.

Although he knew this chance was slim, how could he know it wouldn't work if he didn't try?

In any case, he would do his part and leave the rest to fate. He would first make a move and see what happened next.

"Flattery won't help you here," the voice of Heavenly Sound Sect's leader rang coldly in his ears. Her expression was as lifeless as if looking at a corpse.

Lin Xuan's face darkened. He never imagined that everything would go smoothly until he faced this outcome.

He wouldn't leave without making a bloody path today.

If it were just him, things might be different. He could still escape in a panic, but with his wife and the girl named Qin Yu by his side, it was impossible.

Lin Xuan's mind raced, but he couldn't come up with a perfect escape plan.

Well, he would take it one step at a time and strike first.

With that thought, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves. A clear sound echoed as dozens of silver lights emerged from his sleeves, expanding in the wind to form several sword beams a foot long, swirling around him.

He raised his right hand slowly but quickly pointed forward.

Sizzle...

As he moved, the silver lights grew, and the divine swords trembled, splitting into seven. In an instant, hundreds of sword beams shone brightly.

The opponent was indeed at late-stage Tribulation Transcending realm.

Although they might not be domain masters, their strength alone made Lin Xuan dare not underestimate them. So he immediately used his命宝 (life treasure).

Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's grand aura surged like a tidal wave. The dazzling sword beams rushed forward with the power to move mountains and rivers!

The entire void seemed on the verge of being torn apart.

Rule of the sword emanated from the blade.

Facing such a formidable enemy, Lin Xuan couldn't afford any weaknesses. Although he hadn't unleashed all his powers, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's might was already at its peak.

Now that he was an intermediate-stage元婴 (immortal embryo) cultivator, this move was vastly different from before.

The power was immense, and heaven and earth seemed to change color.

Heavenly Sound Sect's leader couldn't help but turn pale.

Seeing the signs, she realized her opponent wasn't just any ordinary cultivator. No wonder Miaoyin had fallen at his hands.

But with such minor powers, daring to cause trouble in Heavenly Sound Sect was sheer recklessness.

"Idiot!"

Her sharp cry echoed as she flicked her jade hand, producing an ancient zither.

Then the woman stretched out both hands, her slender fingers gracefully touching the strings. The music flowed like lightning, golden notes cascading from her fingertips.

In a flash of brilliance, they transformed into golden sword beams!

The number was more than the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's, just as formidable and fierce as a storm. They pierced through the air, clashing with silver light in mid-air, their ringing sounds piercing his ears. The different-colored flying swords chased each other without end.

No clear winner!

From an external perspective, it seemed evenly matched. But Lin Xuan's expression was dark.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was his命宝 (life treasure), hinting at the power of a divine treasure. He knew its strength well and had used all his might in this attack. Ordinary cultivators of the same level would never dare to face it head-on.

But she easily blocked him, showing no strain, using only musical notes.

The Sound Wave Technique indeed had its mysteries; late-stage Tribulation Transcending realm beings were so difficult to handle.

Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed.

His previous attack hadn't succeeded but had served as a test. However, the situation was even more perilous than he had anticipated. What should he do?

"Little fellow, you have some skill. If that's the case, how about you take one of Fairy's moves?"

The icy voice of Heavenly Sound Sect's leader echoed in his ears. Golden notes flew from her fingertips.

Then those notes merged into a loud dragon call, transforming into a crimson dragon several dozen feet long, wriggling towards Lin Xuan.

The dragon was imposing, its pressure not inferior to that of late-stage Tribulation Transcending realm beings.

Opening its blood-red maw, it spat out terrifying beams of light at him.

And this wasn't over. More golden notes flew from the woman's hands and merged again, this time forming a fierce lion.

Roar!

Raising its head, it let out a roar.

Instantly, the void seemed to ripple like a small lake blown by the wind, rushing towards Lin Xuan with ferocity.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

Not to be underestimated, even by a late-stage劫境 veteran!

Surprised but undeterred, Lin Xuan clenched his hands. "Swoosh, swoosh," the sound of flying swords filled his ears as the skyward sword lights vanished, replaced by a shimmering silver thread that was more eye-catching than before.

The silver light flickered continuously, more silver threads appearing, dazzling and covering the entire sky.

"Transforming swords into threads!"

The Heavenly Sound Palace Master was momentarily stunned, showing an expression of admiration for the first time.

While this technique wasn't worth mentioning in terms of body cultivation, reaching such a level was rare even among the three realms.

Each sword thread carried法则 power.

No wonder Miao Yin lost to him.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and countless silver threads fell like a torrent.

Not only in number but also in sharpness, they far surpassed the previous sword lights. The golden flying swords could no longer withstand it, breaking into two pieces with a "crack," then dissipating into starlight.

But the dragon and lion were not afraid, shaking their heads and tails as they charged forward, diving into the myriad silver threads.

Their bodies were incredibly hard; while the Nine Palaces Musty Sword could wound them, completely annihilating them seemed impossible in an instant.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan's face turned even more ugly.

As the saying goes, a master reveals his hand and you know what he can do. The opponent was just testing their skills, not using real power, yet they managed to block his Nine Palaces Musty Sword. Even for a late-stage劫境 veteran, this was too outrageous?

Could it be that his estimation was wrong? Late-stage劫境 beings were actually so powerful?

Lin Xuan pondered.

But now recognizing this fact didn't help much.

Once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. He couldn't abandon Qinxin and run away alone; even if the enemy was strong, he had to find a way out.

He had to take a risk and stop hiding his true strength. Only by using先天 treasures and True Immortal left behind spirit talismans could he possibly gain a chance of survival.

A determined look flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. But before he could act, the girl spoke up: "Little guy, your techniques are indeed impressive. How about you take one strike from this fairy?"

Her light laughter entered his ears, carrying an indescribable coldness.

She plucked her strings with delicate fingers, producing a sound of slaughter.

Lin Xuan felt dizzy as if the world was spinning.

"Bad luck!"

In panic, Lin Xuan took deep breaths, and his essence energy flowed through his meridians.

The dizziness dissipated, but when he looked up, everything had drastically changed. He found himself in an endless plain of grassland.

Everything around him was grayish.

Qinxin was nowhere to be seen, along with the Heavenly Sound Palace Master and other cultivators.

"An illusion!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he realized he had fallen into the opponent's trap.

"To confine me like this is truly a case of a master showing his skills in front of another master!"

A cold smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face. If it were any other technique, he might have to exert considerable effort to counter it, but countering illusions was something he was quite familiar with.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, ready to strike forward.

But just then, "swoosh" sounds filled the air as if countless arrows were being shot from powerful bows and crossbows towards him.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. There wasn't even time to look up now.

He moved his right hand forward, creating a crack in space without any human touch.

A long crack appeared, black inside with no bottom in sight. Lin Xuan hesitated not and flew into it.

The crack vanished, but black light rained down, piercing the sky. If he had been even slightly slower, he would have been pierced through.

Those were black bone spines, a foot or so long, incredibly sharp, with impressive power.

...

Suddenly, spatial fluctuations arose, and Lin Xuan appeared several hundred feet away.

But before he could stabilize himself, countless vines extended from the ground, living-like, tightly binding him.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. The illusion resembled the legendary realm in some ways.

The opponent could transform various magical treasures into monsters for his use.

Fortunately, it wasn't a true domain but still very troublesome.

On one side, he was bound by vines; on another, countless ugly-looking creatures emerged.

These creatures were several dozen feet tall and hideously ugly.

Sharp bone spines grew from their backs.

Bending slightly forward, they launched attacks like arrows shot from powerful bows and crossbows, coming from all directions.

This time, Lin Xuan had no place to hide!

Such an attack was perilous indeed.

If hit hard enough, he might fall in death.

But the vines were incredibly tough; even with his force法则, it took a while for him to break free.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan didn't want to die here. A determined look appeared in his eyes.

He opened his mouth and spat out a greenish aura.

The green aura quickly spread, creating another Lin Xuan before him, slightly darker-skinned than the original.

A corporeal manifestation!

But his cultivation was only at the 分神 stage; facing such a storm of attacks, it wouldn't be easy to handle them all.

However, the manifestation showed no fear.

It stretched out its hand and tapped on the storage bag on his body, then unfolded its sleeves.

As he moved, light shone brightly.

Five-colored glass appeared in his vision—numerous protective barriers of various sizes.

Despite his improved strength, Lin Xuan hadn't forgotten old habits; he had stored many high-level talismans for emergencies.

But opportunities to use them were rare now.

Yet at this moment, they proved invaluable.

"Crack, crack, crack," the impact sounds echoed as if raindrops hitting banana leaves. In just one round, countless barriers shattered.

But this gave Lin Xuan precious time.

In a battle between experts, every millimeter counted. Those vines were indeed formidable but couldn't truly confine him.

"Ho!"

He raised his head and roared, releasing 法则 energy wildly.

Force法则!

The tough vines finally cracked and broke apart.

Lin Xuan was freed.

"Break it for me!"

With a wave of his sleeves, countless sword lights surged forward, decapitating the terrifying creatures. But there were no bodies; they dissipated into nothingness.
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"Good, good. You've managed to break through my Spirit Realm, but do you think that's enough for you to escape?"

The Palace Master of Heavenly Sound had an ethereal presence, like a fairy descending from the heavens. Her delicate fingers emitted notes that soon blended into the air.

The melody grew more intense, filled with sounds of slaughter and battle.

"However, what just happened was merely an appetizer. Try this move: Ten Sides Ambush!"

A light laugh entered his ears as she sped up her playing, yet the music remained perfectly ordered, like pearls falling onto a jade plate.

"Senior Sister Qinxin, what should we do?"

The blue-robed maiden approached Ouyang's side, her face filled with concern. If Lin Xuan fell, their situation would be dire.

Ouyang Qinxin's complexion was pale as she tightly clenched her fingers, naturally more worried about Lin Xuan than her friend. If she were to perish, she wouldn't mind disintegrating for the safety of her husband.

But this was just a hypothesis; there was no "if" in the world of cultivation.

The current situation was one where the enemy was strong and they were weak. She could do nothing but observe.

This experience was terrible beyond words, yet she couldn't change it.

Especially since the Palace Master of Heavenly Sound had unleashed her Spirit Realm—a legendary secret technique.

She didn’t even know where her husband was now, so her anxiety and worry were understandable.

How despicable!

Was this all she could do—just watch helplessly?

Ouyang Qinxin's fingers turned white as the Ten Sides Ambush melody continued to assault her ears. The music was beautiful, like pearls falling onto a jade plate, but its underlying intent of slaughter made her heart tremble.

"Husband, you must stay safe!"

She could only pray in her heart.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's situation had become dire beyond measure.

Initially, he had summoned histreasure of life Nine Palace Momentary Sword and intended to use the Illusory Sword to break through this illusion. Although he didn't know what kind of technique this Spirit Realm was, it should be closely related to illusions.

Virtue turned to reality; reality turned to virtue; changes were endless, and its power was terrifying.

But no matter how many variations there were, as long as they had any connection to illusions, the Nine Palace Momentary Sword would still have some effect.

Lin Xuan thought so but hadn't even begun his attack when the scene before him changed again. The vast grasslands disappeared, replaced by an endless sea of snow. Flurries of snowflakes fell from the sky.

"Whew..."

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. His opponent's power was truly remarkable; it could alter reality but not the rules of the universe itself. It was equally mysterious and difficult to deal with.

Just as his thoughts turned, an ear-piercing sound came, followed by several ice-cold flying swords aimed at him.

Lin Xuan raised a brow, his expression unchanged. He flicked his sleeve, and the Nine Palace Momentary Sword emerged from within like a fish swimming out of water.

It grew to a length of ten feet as it met the incoming attacks fearlessly.

Clang! Clang!

Though these ice-cold flying swords were formidable, they couldn't compare to Lin Xuan'streasure of life. They were quickly cut in half and fell to the ground.

But just as this attack ended, another sound pierced his ears. To his left, a dazzling light appeared as more ice-cold flying swords flew towards him one after another.

Lin Xuan was not afraid; the Nine Palace Momentary Sword swept away everything it encountered, easily destroying these flying swords.

However, the attacks didn't end there. More ice-cold flying swords soon emerged from other directions.

Lin Xuan dealt with them in the same manner.

Wave after wave of attacks passed by, and Lin Xuan's face darkened. He rubbed his forehead, showing signs of deep thought as he tried to understand the opponent's intentions.

These ice-cold flying swords were useful against cultivators at the Spirit Formation stage but were merely a nuisance for him. The Palace Master of Heavenly Sound was an old monster in late Golden Pill Stage; using such simple tactics didn't make sense.

Thus, there must be another reason, though he hadn’t yet figured it out.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan hesitated not. A silver light flashed in his eyes as he scanned the area with the Divine Eye of the Heavenly Phoenix technique.

His shock was immense when he saw several transparent flying needles mixed among the swirling snowflakes, silently approaching him.

These flying needles moved so slowly that he hadn't noticed them until now.

Originally, those flying swords weren’t meant to attack; they were just a distraction. The real attacks came from these few flying needles.

Thankfully, he had cultivated the Divine Eye of the Heavenly Phoenix and wouldn't fall for their trap.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief as the scene before him blurred. The snowflakes vanished, replaced by an endless sea of flames. He found himself in a boiling lava field.

How despicable!

Lin Xuan was both angry and frustrated. When would this end?

His opponent's Spirit Realm seemed endless; every time he dealt with one crisis, another danger arose.

He had to find a way to change this passive outcome.

But before Lin Xuan could act, the roar of a beast-like creature echoed in his ears. A lava giant emerged from the molten rock.

Over a hundred feet tall and incredibly muscular, it had two heads and four arms, resembling an ancient demon but more terrifying. Flames burned all over its body.

Roar!

It opened its mouth to shoot out several fireballs as large as ten feet in diameter before moving swiftly towards Lin Xuan.

Despite its massive size, the creature’s movements were swift. It raised a giant fist and struck at Lin Xuan.

From the lava, several flame-formed tentacles emerged, trying to entangle him.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Lin Xuan's face was pale as he could do nothing but fend off these attacks. He used Nine Heaven Micro Steps, retreating a hundred feet away, but the fire giant didn't stop. It stepped forward and struck again.
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Lin Xuan was not taken aback by this attack, despite its speed. He calmly retreated several steps before raising his right hand and flicking it forward.

The entire motion seemed slow, but it flowed like a stream of water.

Sizzle...

A red light shone brightly as he summoned an item. It was a round ring about the size of a palm that expanded when exposed to the wind, quickly growing into something resembling a house.

Surrounded by a dazzling aura, it floated above Lin Xuan's head at a distance of about ten feet.

At first glance, this was just a red ring, but upon closer inspection, there were exquisite patterns of a bird-like monster on one end. The bird had long feathers and resembled a phoenix in appearance, though its body was more slender, exuding an air of arrogance that seemed to command the world.

The Vermilion Bird Ring!

Lin Xuan's hands moved swiftly as he chanted several incantations. The ring emitted even brighter light before vanishing, replaced by the figure of a Vermilion Bird.

With a spread of its wings, it unleashed a wave of flames similar to those of the Lava Giant, charging towards Lin Xuan.

Poison for poison!

As the saying goes, courage wins in narrow passages. Both were fire elements, so they would see who was stronger.

Without any embellishment, the Lava Giant and the Vermilion Bird's soul collided with great force. The flames met, but instead of merging, they fiercely intertwined.

However, due to their vastly different strengths, one quickly emerged victorious. The red lotus flames rapidly devoured the lava, reducing the giant to dust.

But just as this was happening, the scene before him began to blur again...

Lin Xuan's face grew extremely serious; he had suffered enough and would not repeat his mistakes. He drew intricate patterns in the air while muttering a quick incantation.

Suddenly, "Swoosh!" sounds filled the air as the Nine Palaces Instant Sword condensed into a massive sword over a hundred feet long.

The sword radiated an imposing aura with swirling light, revealing countless mysterious symbols that flickered on its surface.

But this was not all.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand again, and a small flame about the size of an egg appeared in his palm. It emitted a heart-stirring aura.

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire!

"Quickly!"

He pointed at the sword with one finger. The Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire's light flashed wildly as it shot towards the Nine Palaces Instant Sword.

The two powers merged, and flames began to burn on the surface of the sword.

"Cut!"

Lin Xuan roared. The silver-luminous sword descended fiercely, accompanied by thunderous sounds as the Illusory Yin Divine Thunder appeared, sending black lightning arcs everywhere.

This attack was all-out for Lin Xuan. Although the Nine Palaces Instant Sword wasn't a先天 treasure, it was still formidable when paired with the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire. Even if the opponent were an old monster at late-stage Transcendence, they would find it difficult to withstand this assault.

Rumble!

A loud noise echoed as the sword sliced through the surroundings, which had already transformed into a desert. But under its attack, the scene became hazy once more.

Then,霞光 filled the air, and the desert vanished, replaced by pavilions and terraces.

Lin Xuan returned to the main hall of the Celestial Sound Sect.

"Wife!"

A joyful cry entered his ears as Ouyang Qixin's face lit up with happiness. She had been worried sick about Lin Xuan being trapped in the Spirit Realm, not knowing if he was alive or dead.

After all, the opponent was the head of the Celestial Sound Sect and a formidable old monster at late-stage Transcendence. Seeing him safe brought her immense joy.

Lin Xuan nodded to Qixin, his expression reassuring.

He then turned to look at the head of the Celestial Sound Sect beside him.

Despite breaking the Spirit Realm, she showed no signs of anxiety; her expression remained indifferent, but a trace of blood dripped from the corner of her mouth.

Although not a life-and-death treasure, the Spirit Realm was linked to her heart and mind. Lin Xuan's disruption had caused some injury.

But she neither smiled nor frowned as she slowly spoke.

"Indeed impressive. You are clearly much stronger than your peers, which is why Miao Yin found it hard to deal with you. It seems that my junior sister truly perished at your hands, leaving no room for doubt. Given this, I have no need to hold back and will not be able to keep you here without using true power."

"True power?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed a hint of disbelief as he looked doubtful: "Lady, are you saying that all the powers displayed just now were mere games, with no real strength used?"

It was understandable why Lin Xuan doubted her words. Although this was his first encounter with a late-stage Transcendence cultivator, he had killed many mid- and early-stage ones. He knew that even if the later stages were more formidable, they wouldn't be to such an extent.

The Spirit Realm just now was merely a game; such claims were too shocking.

However, her demeanor suggested she wasn't bluffing.

After experiencing countless storms, Lin Xuan couldn't determine whether her words were true. But the current situation was undoubtedly perilous.

A formidable enemy was lurking nearby in this tiger's den.

If it had just been him alone, he might have a chance to escape, but with Qixin by his side, the chances of survival were negligible.

Damn!

How could he turn danger into safety?

Lin Xuan did not wish for both himself and his beloved wife to perish here.

After breaking the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan still faced a dangerous predicament...

"Little fellow, I only used a fraction of my powers just now. If you surrender now, you can avoid much suffering. Otherwise, it will be too late."

The head of the Celestial Sound Sect's voice was icy and filled with a murderous intent.

"Shut up! Show me your true strength if you have any."

Lin Xuan's cold response echoed through the air. Although she didn't seem to be bluffing, he couldn't surrender even if he wanted to. Even though she hadn't used her full power just now, he had not either—none of his先天 treasures were employed.

Thus, in a real fight, it was too early to determine who would win or lose.

With this thought, Lin Xuan regained his composure, not out of fear but because he knew that being afraid wouldn't help. He would face the situation as it came, dealing with each challenge as it arose.

However, after their previous battle, there was no need for him to strike first now.

As the saying goes, winning without fighting is the best strategy. Lin Xuan began to ponder how to make her hesitate and reach a peaceful agreement.
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Finally, the Heavenly Sound Palace was a formidable presence. Amongst all the forces in the Spirit Realm, it could rank among the top five. Lin Xuan didn't want to make enemies with them without absolute certainty...

But once an arrow is loosed, there's no turning back. Now that both sides were at loggerheads, how could they reconcile?

If he had been a late-stage Transcender, perhaps his opponent would have hesitated. But the disparity in their displayed power was obvious.

Simply put, his opponent believed he was already in her grasp and showed no intention of stopping.

He needed to make her reconsider.

By showing that if pushed to the brink, he could still fight to the death and inflict significant losses on the Heavenly Sound Palace.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan had a plan.

A true man adapts. Lin Xuan was not just a Transcender who only knew how to fight.

...

However, while that was said, what exactly should he do? He hadn't quite figured it out yet.

At this moment, like pearls falling into a jade dish, a melodious melody drifted into his ears.

Lin Xuan felt the world spin and the scenery before him blurred. Soon, he found himself back in his opponent's Spirit Realm.

Before him lay an expanse of undulating mountains.

And he was inside a vast valley.

Was this another manifestation of the Spirit Realm?

Wait, there seemed to be some differences from the previous one.

Lin Xuan敏锐ly sensed something amiss but couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was in that moment.

The melodious melody reached his ears. A hundred paces ahead, a young girl dressed in white gradually appeared.

Heavenly Sound Palace's main!

This time, she wasn't just using her Spirit Realm to confine him; she had also entered the realm herself.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his expression grew increasingly serious.

She must have been holding back before. This time, she was likely going to truly display her late-stage Transcender strength.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth. He couldn't retreat and nowhere to hide.

He had to make her understand that he wasn't a soft target; if pushed, he could fight to the death.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer. He took a deep breath, sleeves flaring as dozens of flying swords darted out like fish, forming a silver glow before him.

Then, with a snap of his fingers, thunderous sounds filled his ears. A massive light halo rose into the air, transforming into nine-headed, eighteen-armed forms.

Each arm held a treasure, and each head glared fiercely, exuding an oppressive aura.

Lin Xuan didn't stop there. After taking a deep breath, he suddenly opened his mouth and spat. Red light blazed as the Vermilion Bird Ring reappeared.

A sea of red lotus flames engulfed him, raising the temperature around him significantly.

After a moment's hesitation, he reached out again, slapping his waist. A dazzling light shone as a tower-shaped treasure materialized before his eyes.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed at it with one finger.

The tower door opened, and countless jade silk bees swarmed out.

Unlike ordinary bees, these insects had intricate patterns that emitted a faint silver glow.

After years of cultivation, while the jade silk bees weren't yet fully mature, they were close. Their bodies glowed in a pale silver hue, appearing more ferocious than ever.

He closed his hands together, and instantly, a massive swarm of insects covered his head, spanning several acres.

"What...?"

The Heavenly Sound Palace's main, floating in mid-air, finally showed signs of concern.

She looked at Lin Xuan as if seeing him for the first time, scrutinizing him intently.

This little guy had more hidden tricks up his sleeve.

He had already seen the Nine Palaces Sword Technique; it was indeed far superior to that of other Transcenders. The Vermilion Bird Ring emitted genuine spirit energy.

But even with just these two treasures, it wouldn't be surprising for a mid-stage Transcender. However, when he unleashed the Nine Heavens Net Divine Form, she changed her mind.

An expert can tell at first glance whether someone is skilled or not.

As the main of the Heavenly Sound Palace and a late-stage Transcender, she had keen eyesight.

She easily recognized that Lin Xuan's Nine Heavens Net Divine Form was no ordinary technique. It far surpassed common divine forms.

But her shock wasn't over; he also released demonic insects.

Driving insect techniques weren't uncommon in the cultivation world, but few high-stage cultivators mastered them.

Feeding demonic insects required too much effort and would delay one's own cultivation, making it extremely unprofitable.

Yet this young man not only excelled at it, his demonic insects seemed formidable indeed.

Wait, something was familiar. She suddenly widened her eyes, her usually calm expression showing hints of fear.

The jade silk bees—these were the most terrifying demonic insects in legend.

As a late-stage Transcender, while she hadn't reached the level of Nalor True Man or Fairy Hundred Flowers, there weren't many things that could frighten her in the Spirit Realm. But the jade silk bees were definitely one of them.

The Time Poison was a formidable ability that struck fear into the hearts of all.

In terms of power, it surpassed even spatial laws.

A fleeting moment, and youth fades.

Even late-stage Transcenders, theoretically free from the shackles of lifespan, still found the jade silk bees useful. Being stung by these insects wouldn't necessarily lead to death but would summon a heavenly tribulation that could be devastating for later-stage cultivators.

Thus, the threat posed by the jade silk bees was immense, and she didn't want to provoke them unless absolutely necessary.

This young man actually controlled so many?

The Heavenly Sound Fairy Lady's expression changed as she secretly whistled in admiration. Her initial contempt vanished completely.

Before this, Lin Xuan had broken her Spirit Realm but hadn't used his true power. He was still at a disadvantage, and now he truly felt the non-negligible threat from this young man.

Seeing her expression change, Lin Xuan was secretly pleased. This was exactly what he wanted.

So, he revealed more, waving his sleeves again to summon the Immortal Sword Diagram.

A ancient scroll slowly unfurled, emitting boundless sword intent.

Soon, green light flickered as countless immortal swords flew out from the surface of the scroll.

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet!

Various colored flying swords formed in the originally empty space.

"Primordial object!"

The Heavenly Sound Palace's main's teeth gritted as she revealed her shock. This wasn't a mid-stage Transcender anymore; soon, even late-stage monsters wouldn't have such treasures.

This young man had too many tricks—the jade silk bees, the Immortal Sword Diagram, and all those previous treasures. If just one of them was enough, but with so many combined, it would be headache-inducing for her as well.
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Lin Xuan engaged in a lively exchange with the Immortal Lady Tianyin. Since they were in the Spirit Realm, their battle did not draw any external attention.

At the same time, the once-a-thousand-years trading fair at the Palace of Heavenly Sound had officially begun. Not only did the cultivators from within the realm flood into it, but many cultivators from other realms also poured in.

Indeed, such a rare exchange conference occurred only once every thousand years. Who wouldn't want to come and see for themselves? There was always a chance that one might stumble upon a desired treasure. Even if they didn't find anything of their liking, gaining some experience would be beneficial.

Thus, no one wanted to miss this opportunity. Even great cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage began arriving in succession.

For ordinary tribulation transcendents, it was fine; the leading figure of the Palace of Heavenly Sound could greet them with a show of respect. However, for some reason, this trading fair had attracted some ancient and formidable figures who hadn't been seen in ages.

These elusive great powers were among the strongest at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Having only a Senior Disciple of the Spirit Phase to greet them would be considered disrespectful both emotionally and logically.

Fortunately, the Palace of Heavenly Sound was home to many skilled cultivators. There were several senior masters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, though not all could come out.

Currently, two senior elders in charge of welcoming guests were present. Both were at the early Tribulation Transcending stage but were a pair of dual cultivation partners.

The man on the left was around thirty years old, with an elegant appearance and a refined demeanor, dressed like a nobleman despite his age.

The woman on the right was younger, in her twenties, with a beautiful face and a white robe. She exuded an extraordinary grace.

Just as they had just seen off one ancient monster from another realm, a transmission talisman flew over from the horizon.

The man's eyebrows rose in surprise. A look of astonishment appeared on his face. Could there be another great power arriving so quickly?

He was surprised but acted swiftly. He waved his sleeve and wrapped the transmission talisman with it. Releasing his divine sense to search, he heard a hurried voice: "Elder Aunt, Master Nailong and his wife have arrived."

"What? Master Nailong?"

The man's expression turned alarmed.

Master Nailong was indeed a super-strong cultivator, one of the few in all three realms. His reputation and strength were only slightly inferior to that of scattered immortals and demon kings.

In previous exchange conferences, he had never attended before. Why would he come now?

Given Master Nailong's status as a late-stage Tribulation Transcender, it was inappropriate for his wife and him to greet them personally.

Thus, he turned to one of the disciples and instructed: "Quickly, go summon the Sect Leader. Tell her that Master Nailong and his wife have arrived, and invite her here... No, never mind, there's not enough time. I'll send another transmission talisman."

As he spoke, he reached into his robe and pulled out a palm-sized golden glow talisman.

He released his divine sense to inscribe the message before tossing his sleeve. The talisman transformed into a streak of light that vanished into the mountains.

The middle-aged man sighed in relief but didn't rest. He worked alongside his dual cultivation partner, arranging various welcoming tasks.

Master Nailong's arrival was too important not to be greeted with respect.

With many disciples and strong cultivators at the Palace of Heavenly Sound, everything was quickly arranged.

However, the transmission talisman received no response, as if it had vanished into thin air...

The middle-aged man's expression grew increasingly anxious. Although the Palace of Heavenly Sound was powerful, only two late-stage Tribulation Transcenders were present. The Senior Elder was out on a pilgrimage, leaving the Sect Leader in charge.

Though she was in seclusion, she could still be interrupted. He had already made his request clear through the transmission talisman—why hadn't his senior sister responded?

The middle-aged man was puzzled but didn't know that the Sect Leader of the Palace of Heavenly Sound had set up a Spirit Realm and was engaged in battle with Lin Xuan. She wasn't even in her cave, much less able to respond or expend energy.

Tribulation Transcenders were formidable, but they couldn't predict the future.

Without receiving any response, the middle-aged man felt helpless. At this moment, another piece of news came through.

The Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers had also arrived and was now with Master Nailong. They would reach the entrance to the mountain in about half an hour.

"This..."

The middle-aged man's eyes widened, his face showing a bitter smile. This was truly misfortune compounded by bad luck.

Master Nailong and Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers coming for this exchange conference should have brought glory to the Palace of Heavenly Sound. In the past, they would have been more than welcome. But now that the senior elder in charge and the Sect Leader were not present, it would be a significant breach of etiquette.

Even if Master Nailong and Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers had extraordinary magnanimity and didn't mind such matters, their absence could still damage the sect's reputation.

"Why is the Sect Leader doing this?"

The middle-aged man's face showed resentment. However, complaining wouldn't solve anything. He continued sending transmission talismans, this time in multiple copies.

He urged the Immortal Lady Tianyin and made the worst-case scenario preparations. If the Sect Leader couldn't come, he would have to summon other senior disciples to bolster their presence.

This was a last resort, as it was inappropriate not to have any late-stage Tribulation Transcenders present.

Time passed quickly.

The worst fear came true. It seemed that by sheer coincidence, the Sect Leader was in her most critical moment of cultivation and didn't respond to his transmission talismans at all.

Fortunately, other senior elders who were still within the sect and not in seclusion emerged one after another.

They understood what Master Nailong and Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers' arrival meant. Emotionally and logically, they should greet them.

"Seventh younger brother, where's the Sect Leader?"

A streak of light entered his view before dispersing to reveal an elderly man dressed in black robes.

With wrinkles on his face but rosy cheeks, his hair was already gray.

He was a mid-stage Tribulation Transcender.

"I don't know. I've sent several transmission talismans, but none have received any response from Senior Sister," the handsome middle-aged man sighed.

"How could this happen? The Sect Leader has always been cultivating, and she hasn't closed her life or death gate in thousands of years. Such a significant matter should elicit some reaction."

A young woman dressed in emerald green robes looked puzzled.

Though plain-looking, she was also an ancient figure at the Tribulation Transcender stage.

"Enough talk. Master Nailong and Fairy Lady Hundred Flowers are outside the mountain entrance. Let's go greet them first," he said.
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This makes sense. The others naturally wouldn't have any objections, though they were a bit surprised at the lack of news from the Sect Master. However, for now, their top priority was to welcome the guests into the main hall.

Otherwise, if there were any slight missteps, the Sound and Music Sect would become a laughingstock in the Spirit Realm.

Thus, led by several old monsters of the Tribulation Period, followed by hundreds of Spirit Cultivators at the Profound Stage, each displaying their abilities, they transformed into colorful streaks of light and flew towards the main gate.

...

At the same time, due to the exchange conference, the Sound and Music Sect's main hall was already filled with thousands of Spirit Cultivators.

Now, these people were all gathering at the main gate.

There was no other reason; the news that Master Naelong and Fairy Hundred Flowers had arrived quietly spread.

Though everyone didn't know if it was true or not, they definitely wanted to see this spectacle.

Seeing a Tribulation Period existence, especially one of the top tier, was rare for ordinary people. Just getting a glimpse would be considered a great blessing.

Although many people came nearby, there was an eerie silence. After all, everyone present was a Spirit Cultivator and no fool. If they caused a commotion that displeased Master Naelong or Fairy Hundred Flowers, it could lead to endless trouble.

Finally, the long-awaited moment arrived with a strange and sudden sound breaking the silence.

Then, a bright light appeared on the horizon far away.

Initially distant, it approached at an astonishing speed.

It flashed several times before coming right in front of them.

The sound abruptly stopped as the light faded, revealing a beautifully decorated boat.

Indeed, it was a boat, very different from ordinary Spirit Boats. This boat was over ten dozen feet long and had seven layers, exquisitely beautiful and luxurious. Even compared to secular royal boats, this one fell far short in comparison, and it emitted an invigorating fragrance.

"Renewing Wood!"

Among the crowd were many experienced Spirit Cultivators who immediately let out a series of exclamations.

Renewing Wood wasn't just any ordinary treasure; it was among the seven divine woods in the cultivation world. As its name suggested, this wood had the effect of nourishing one's spirit consciousness, making it highly sought after by cultivators. Even if they could only get a tiny piece, about an inch long, and use it as an accessory, there would be countless benefits.

However, even with such rarity, it was still unattainable.

Renewing Wood was too precious. But what was before them...

The Spirit Cultivators present couldn't describe their awe adequately. The extravagance was beyond measure; Master Naelong was simply squandering resources, deserving of divine punishment.

This wasn't just idle talk. The sight in front of them was truly shocking—the entire boat was constructed from Renewing Wood. This was sheer luxury, and it was too ostentatious.

These old Tribulation Period cultivators were incredibly wealthy; many Spirit Cultivators drooled at the sight...

At this moment, divine music played as countless lights flew out from the Sound and Music Sect's main gate.

Leading them were dozens of female cultivators, divided into two rows on either side. Each row had twelve people, all about seventeen or eighteen years old with exceptionally clear features. Every one of them held a palace lantern in their hands.

They moved gracefully through the sky as if descending from heaven to earth, like celestial maidens.

Behind them, phoenixes called out, and faintly, countless rare birds and beasts could be heard singing and dancing, their beauty dazzling. They seemed to have been guided by some high-ranking cultivators.

More lights appeared, all of which were Spirit Cultivators above the Profound Stage. A rough count revealed at least several hundred.

But what drew the most attention were the first dozen or so cultivators in front, surrounded by others. Their status was unmistakable.

Sure enough, they were the top Elders of the Sound and Music Sect who had just undergone tribulation.

Such a grand scale made people envious. As the saying goes, "A reputation is hard to come by," which explained why the Sound and Music Sect ranked among the top five in the Spirit Realm.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Soon, those streaks of light arrived near the boat.

"Is it Master Naelong and Fairy Hundred Flowers arriving?"

The speaker was a white-haired old man in black robes. The Sect Master and Grand Elder were not present; clearly, he was the leading Elder among the top Elders of the Sound and Music Sect.

"Eh? It's Daoist Stone and Fairy Immortal Sound. Why aren't you both in the sect? And what about Scholar Xuan Yin? He should have come out to greet me if he knew I arrived here."

A slightly magnetic voice entered their ears, with a hint of laziness. The Spirit Cultivators present all showed interest; only Master Naelong could speak like this.

"That... Grand Elder is on a pilgrimage, and the Sect Master is in seclusion, so they can't come out to see us," the old man swallowed hard and said with some bitterness.

Although Spirit Cultivators weren't always truthful, at their level, lying still made them feel guilty.

"Oh, both of you have matters. That's fortunate."

A gentle voice entered their ears, clear and melodious. A woman dressed in a young lady's attire appeared beside Master Naelong.

Her smile was charming, and her beauty was striking.

Her identity was obvious.

She was the beloved wife of Master Naelong, the incomparable Lady Renewing!

"Alright, if you say so, I won't hold it against you."

Master Naelong turned around with a loving expression. It was clear that their relationship was excellent. He muttered, "I don't mind, but what does Fairy Hundred Flowers think?"

"What do I have to think? Do you think I'm as petty as you?"

An irritable voice entered their ears, followed by a flash of light revealing a graceful woman in white.

She looked no more than twenty, yet her eyes held an air of沧桑 (sāng cháng) [time-worn experience].

As if she had experienced the legends of ancient times herself. Her aura was terrifying, leaving no doubt that she was at the late Tribulation Period.

Fairy Hundred Flowers!

Regardless of strength or reputation, she wouldn't be any less than Master Naelong.

The top Elders of the Sound and Music Sect naturally paid their respects again, showing a mix of respect on their faces.

Though tribulations were similar, there was a world of difference between early, middle, and late stages. Moreover, as one of the stronger ones, showing some respect wasn't out of place.

Seeing that Master Naelong and Fairy Hundred Flowers showed no signs of displeasure, the top Elders of the Sound and Music Sect breathed a sigh of relief. However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

Without any warning, a loud noise echoed from deep within the main hall of the Sound and Music Sect. (To be continued.)
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The thunderous sound echoed like a bolt from the blue, startling all present cultivators. They turned their heads in unison as they heard it.

Then, a colorful light beam shot up from within the Heavenly Sound Palace, reaching towards the heavens and grounding itself, with five-colored glass-like brilliance, truly shocking to behold.

Following this, sharp cracking sounds filled the air, accompanied by two massive spiritual pressures emanating from deep within the mountain. The entire void seemed to distort under their influence, and the primordial qi of heaven and earth became chaotic.

Everyone exchanged puzzled glances.

Even a fool could see that the terrifying aftershocks were due to two powerful cultivators engaged in intense combat.

But this was the main hall of the Heavenly Sound Palace—what sort of person would dare provoke such a formidable opponent?

It was too absurd!

Without witnessing it with their own eyes, no one would believe what was happening right before them.

"Late-stage Tribulation Transcender!"

Master Dragon's voice carried an added sense of gravity.

"Not wrong. One of the parties is indeed a late-stage Tribulation Transcender. As for the other, while not at that stage, they are definitely of tribulation level and a rare powerhouse. Otherwise, it would be impossible to stand on equal footing with a late-stage cultivator."

The Fairy of Hundred Flowers stepped forward, her clear voice resonating in everyone's ears. Her analysis was similar to Master Dragon’s; both agreed that there were powerful Tribulation Transcenders engaged in battle within the Heavenly Sound Palace.

Their judgment was beyond doubt, and the faces of the Heavenly Sound Palace cultivators reflected a heavy cloudiness.

They still didn't understand what had happened so far, but once this news spread, the Heavenly Sound Palace would become a laughingstock throughout the Spirit Realm.

How could it be like this...

"Bad luck. Could something have happened to the Sect Master?" The robed elder seemed to realize something and his face turned pale with shock.

The other senior elders shared similar reactions.

Just moments ago, they had been puzzled as to why the Sect Master didn't respond to their communication talisman.

This was now the most logical explanation: the Sect Master encountered a formidable enemy!

How did this opponent infiltrate the Heavenly Sound Palace?

One question after another surfaced. However, it was now too late to dwell on these questions.

The robed elder stomped his foot and ignored propriety for the moment. The threat posed by their Sect Master was significant; any misstep could result in severe consequences for the Heavenly Sound Palace.

Thus, they needed to rush to help immediately.

With a combined effort, even if the mysterious enemy had great abilities, they would surely be unable to escape.

In an instant, the light show intensified. Within moments, over ten senior elders disappeared.

Following them were hundreds of Spirit Formation Stage cultivators from the Heavenly Sound Palace.

Of course, these were all disciples under their tutelage.

As for other cultivators attending the trade fair, although curious and eager to witness the commotion, they were all stopped.

After all, the residence of the Fairy of Mysterious Sounds was one of the forbidden areas in the Heavenly Sound Palace. Though guests were welcome, the palace naturally couldn't allow them free access.

However, there were exceptions.

Master Dragon's eyes flashed with a hint of curiosity as he rubbed his forehead and muttered to himself: "Strange. One of these two energies feels familiar, but I can’t quite place it."

"Oh, friend, do you also feel this familiarity?"

"Why, could the Fairy have similar suspicions?" Master Dragon turned back in surprise.

"Yes, there is some resemblance, but after considering all my late-stage friends, none match this energy. It's perplexing..." The Fairy of Hundred Flowers hesitated to say more.

"Such a mystery can be resolved by simply going to see."

Master Dragon laughed and then emitted a layer of green light as he flew forward with the Fairy of Thousand Delicate Vines.

The Fairy of Hundred Flowers hesitated for a moment before following, enveloped in a fragrant wind.

The disciples of the Heavenly Sound Palace exchanged glances. It was too late to stop them; they couldn’t afford such rudeness, given Master Dragon and the Fairy’s status. Observing the commotion seemed acceptable.

...

The journey wasn't far, and with their swift flight techniques, Master Dragon and his companions arrived at the scene almost simultaneously with the Heavenly Sound Palace senior elders.

What met their eyes was shocking.

The once serene and ethereal place had been reduced to rubble; those exquisite buildings were now piles of broken stones and debris.

This destruction wasn’t unusual—such battles during tribulation periods inevitably caused damage. However, these two likely tried to contain it somewhat, or else the main hall of the Heavenly Sound Palace could have been obliterated despite its protective barriers.

What shocked them most was the two combatants themselves.

One wore a white silk robe and appeared no older than twenty years old, giving off an impression of a young and beautiful maiden. Yet, her entire body exuded a chilling aura of intent to kill.

Late-stage Tribulation Transcender!

" Sect Master!"

"Senior Sister!"

The senior elders who rushed in were taken aback by the sight.

They had trained with the Fairy of Mysterious Sounds for countless eons; they knew her capabilities well. They had never seen her in such a state before.

At this moment, the Fairy of Mysterious Sounds' face was deathly pale, and there were red bloodstains on her lips—clear signs of severe injuries. The ancient zither before her had half its strings broken.

This was indeed their Sect Master's precious treasure!

Although it hadn’t been destroyed, the damage was significant; without re-cultivating, it couldn't be restored to its original state.

"Keh... Keh... Keh."

Then, a coughing sound echoed. The source of this voice was another cultivator.

Compared to the Fairy of Mysterious Sounds, Lin Xuan looked even worse off at that moment.

Since embarking on his cultivation path, he had faced countless battles, but suffering such severe injuries was rare.

Lin Xuan’s chest was covered in blood, and his ribs were broken. His face was ashen with exhaustion; clearly, his primordial qi loss was significant.

A late-stage Tribulation Transcender indeed couldn't be provoked.

Thinking back to the battle just now, Lin Xuan still felt a chill down his spine.

To break through the opponent's innate spirit domain, he had used every trick in the book. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, illusory heavenly flames, andprimordial spirit treasurewere all employed.

Even with the aid of Jade Net Bees, it was still insufficient.

In the end, Lin Xuan had to activate his true spirit bloodline just to achieve a stalemate.

But even this wasn’t enough to break through the domain. Desperate, he used the true immortal talisman he had just obtained, resulting in a mutually destructive outcome. (To be continued...)
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Failed miserably!

He hadn't expected Fairy Tianyin's strength to have reached such a level.

Although he had broken through her Spirit Realm and achieved mutual destruction, it brought him no benefits at all.

In this situation, not only could he not save Qinxin, but even if he wanted to carve his way out of here and escape, the chances were slim.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth. Was he really going to die here today with Qinxin as a pair of soulmates in hell?

How despicable! He still had so many things to accomplish.

Moon's whereabouts were unknown, and Peacock was also nowhere to be found. How could Lin Xuan bear to die under these circumstances?

"Lord Husband, I'm sorry. It's all my fault."

A repentant voice entered his ears as Qinxin Tianyuan appeared beside him with a guilty expression on her beautiful face.

If Lord Husband hadn't come to save me, he wouldn't have ended up like this.

Her death was not regrettable, but how could she let the one she loved perish here?

Even if it meant losing her soul and body, Qinxin Tianyuan would willingly sacrifice herself for Lin Xuan's safety. But such a hypothesis was impossible.

In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme. As just a spirit realm cultivator, he had no significant use in this situation.

"Idiot, don't blame yourself."

Lin Xuan's comforting voice entered his ears. Despite their dire circumstances, he never regretted anything.

Although Moon was his most beloved woman, as a man, one couldn't be biased. Qinxin was also his wife; knowing she was in danger, Lin Xuan wouldn’t abandon her.

A true man knows when to act and when not to. Even if given another chance, he would still venture into the tiger's den to save Qinxin.

But how could they escape now?

Even with his countless strategies, Lin Xuan found himself at a loss.

Meanwhile, the dazzling light from afar grew brighter.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. The more he feared something, the more it came true. By breaking through Fairy Tianyin's Spirit Realm, he indeed attracted the attention of other Golden Age cultivators.

He roughly counted over ten old monsters.

Lin Xuan's face turned even gloomier.

With so many Golden Age cultivators, even if he remained unscathed, escape was impossible.

"Lord Husband..."

Qinxin Tianyuan clung to his side, her eyes filled with despair. Was this really their last chance?

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth, feeling pain all over as the injuries from earlier were severe. But now wasn't the time for such concerns.

He would not sit and wait to die.

Even if he and Qinxin couldn’t escape, Tianyin Sect wouldn't go lightly either; they had to make it pay a hefty price.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with ferocity. However, his gaze suddenly widened in surprise.

"Lord Husband, what’s wrong?"

Qinxin Tianyuan noticed Lin Xuan's unusual behavior and curiosity flickered in her eyes.

In such dire circumstances, there was nothing left to fear. Why did Lord Husband's heart race and show that strange expression?

Could it be... a turn of fortune? They had a chance to escape?

But quickly, she shook her head, dismissing the idea.

Tianyin Sect already had all their top cultivators out. Looking around, there were over ten old monsters.

Facing such formidable enemies, even with three heads and six arms, Lord Husband couldn't possibly withstand them. Where was any hope?

Thinking of this, Qinxin Tianyuan felt deeply sorrowful.

But Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with hope. Heaven wasn’t abandoning him after all.

In the crowd, he spotted Master Nai Long and his wife, as well as Fairy Hundred Flowers.

What a stroke of luck!

Why would these three be here? Could they also have come to participate in the exchange meeting?

The reasons were unknown, but Lin Xuan had good relations with Master Nai Long.

Nai Long's personality aside, he was very righteous and wouldn't abandon someone who needed help.

Lady Qianqian was also a generous cultivator; she wouldn’t just stand by and watch her savior die.

As for Hundred Flowers, their bond ran deeper. If it weren't for his intervention back then, this顶级大能 might have perished.

Although Hundred Flowers had given him many benefits afterward, strictly speaking, the scores were settled.

But Hundred Flowers was a person who valued loyalty and pride. Even if he didn’t ask for help, she wouldn’t let her savior die without making it count.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sighed with relief.

The appearance of Nai Long and Hundred Flowers brought him hope, but this didn't mean they could turn danger into safety. He still needed to be cautious.

With that thought, he gave Qinxin Tianyuan a subtle glance, gently holding her hand, signaling her not to worry too much.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only an instant. "Puff, puff" sounds entered his ears as several streaks of light descended.

"Senior Sister!"

"Master!"

The senior elders of Tianyin Sect were shocked by the sight and immediately cared about their fellow cultivators' safety.

Nai Long's couple and Fairy Hundred Flowers also looked surprised but more so in awe.

Nai Long’s eyes widened, his mouth wide enough to swallow an egg. "Brother Lin, are you sure? It really is you?"

"Big Brother!"

Lin Xuan showed a hint of bitter smile, but the relief was predominant.

Nai Long's recognition meant he couldn't stand by and watch.

He had indeed made the right judgment; Nai Long truly was a man with deep loyalty.

"It’s you. That explains it."

Lady Qianqian looked relieved, recalling their double cultivation ceremony where she saw Lin Xuan defeat an ancient demon in the early Golden Age stage as a spirit realm cultivator.

Now that he had reached mid-Golden Age, challenging late-stage beings was no surprise.

However, Lin Xuan's rapid progress was astonishing. Only how many years had passed for him to become his peer?

No one before or after could match such speed of cultivation. Even the ancient Arrogant King might not have matched it.

Hundred Flowers was equally surprised. The cunning True Dragon Immortal had self-destructed, and if not for Lin Xuan's help, she would have lost her realm.

Such a debt was always remembered.

For Lin Xuan, naturally, he left an impression.

But back then, he was only at the spirit realm stage. How could he reach such a level in just a few years?

Unprecedented before and after, even the ancient Arrogant King might not have matched his speed of cultivation.

Hundred Flowers couldn’t help but release her divine sense to confirm it was indeed Lin Xuan, the young man who saved her long ago. (To be continued.)
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Master Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers were merely stunned, but the expressions of the various Supreme Elders of the Celestial Sound Palace were one uglier than the last.

Although the two did not explain everything clearly, there was no need to do so in this situation. From their brief words alone, it could be deduced that Master Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers had old grudges with this mysterious enemy, and quite deep ones at that!

What should they do?

The Supreme Elders of the Celestial Sound Palace were all somewhat bewildered.

Such a sudden change was something they hadn't anticipated. Originally, they intended to dismember Lin Xuan into pieces, but now there had been unnecessary complications.

Indeed, the strength of the Celestial Sound Palace was formidable; it ranked among the top in the Spirit Realm. But this didn’t mean they could act without restraint.

There were countless extraordinary individuals and powerful beings in the cultivation world. Some were so strong that even they wouldn't dare to provoke them.

This wasn't necessarily out of fear, but more due to considerations of benefit and loss.

It was not worth it!

Provoking such entities, even if one won, the losses would be immense. A slip could leave endless repercussions.

And Master Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers were even more troublesome; they were truly top-tier beings in the Three Realms—equally formidable as Loose Immortals and Demon Kings.

Not only were they late-stage cultivation experts, but they were also super-strong beings who controlled domains. Such entities couldn’t be easily provoked, not even by the Celestial Sound Palace.

But while this was true,

how should they proceed now?

Should they simply let this mysterious enemy go because of their old grudges with Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers?

Even if they couldn't bear to swallow their pride, they absolutely wouldn't do so. Otherwise, once it became public knowledge, the Celestial Sound Palace would become a laughingstock in the entire Spirit Realm.

The Supreme Elders were all shrewd individuals who quickly understood the pros and cons of the situation. Their faces all showed signs of difficulty as they looked at their palace master.

This was indeed a tough decision to make. So, their gazes fell on the Palace Master.

It wasn’t entirely wrong to avoid this issue for now.

Since the Great Elder wasn't present, it made sense for Fairy Celestial Sound to take charge.

She had arrived first and clashed with this mysterious enemy; she should have the clearest understanding of what happened. Thus, it was only natural that she would handle it.

"Keh keh keh..."

The Palace Master's light cough echoed in their ears.

The destruction of the Life Domain by Lin Xuan, and the damage to the Life Treasure, were both severe matters. As a result, the backlash on her mind and spirit was terrifyingly intense.

Damn! A cultivation expert at late-stage Transcendence had been forced to such an extent by a mere mid-stage existence!

Fairy Celestial Sound hated Lin Xuan to the core. She wished she could extract his soul and refine it.

However, even though this was her innermost desire, as the head of the palace, how could she act solely based on her own wishes?

She must consider the bigger picture.

With these thoughts in mind, she took a deep breath,勉强 suppressing her anger, stood up, and bowed gracefully to Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers. At the same time, a gentle voice entered their ears: "Esteemed friends, your visit has brought honor to our Celestial Sound Palace. Do you know this Lin boy? Is there some connection between you two?"

"Indeed, Lin Xuan and I have a certain bond; calling him my younger brother isn't entirely wrong."

Master Nali Dragon's affirmation echoed in their ears, causing gratitude to flash across Lin Xuan’s face. True friends are revealed in times of hardship. These words were like snow on a cold day.

"Mm, Young Master Lin met Fairy once before. But it was just that chance meeting where he saved your life."

Fairy Hundred Flowers' gentle voice entered their ears as well, but such an explanation clearly had the intent to seek support from others.

The expressions of the Supreme Elders of the Celestial Sound Palace became even more unpleasant upon hearing the words of these powerful beings. Fairy Celestial Sound's face was no different.

Before a decision could be made, Lin Xuan’s voice entered their ears: "Fairy doesn't need to get angry. I have no ill intentions toward your sect; our sparring is merely a misunderstanding. I am grateful for your leniency in sparing my life. As the saying goes, enemies should be reconciled rather than fought. Why don’t we sit down and talk?"

Lin Xuan said this for a reason.

He knew that Master Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers' statements made the Celestial Sound Palace very uncomfortable and felt some pressure. However, it was unlikely they would back down just because of this.

The strength of the Celestial Sound Palace was formidable; it wouldn't easily submit to such demands.

Even though their hearts didn’t want to offend these top-tier experts, they couldn’t afford to remain indifferent on the surface.

So at this moment, he needed to act smartly.

Lower his姿态, show a willingness for reconciliation. In short, find a way out for the Celestial Sound Palace.

Sure enough, upon hearing Lin Xuan's words, although her hatred remained in her eyes, her expression softened: "Misunderstanding? Esteemed friend, you make it sound too easy. Could you really just dismiss Sister妙音’s revenge with one word?"

"What, Sister妙音?"

"Senior Sister, could it be that Sister妙音 perished at his hands?"

"Damn! To kill a Supreme Elder of our sect; this cannot simply be left unresolved!"

...

These words caused the Supreme Elders of the Celestial Sound Palace to erupt in anger.

Not everyone had a deep bond with Sister妙音, but as fellow Supreme Elders, they should seek revenge out of both reason and emotion.

Even Master Nali Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers frowned deeply; resolving such a deep grudge was indeed extremely difficult.

But their connection with Lin Xuan ran deep, how could they remain indifferent?

At this moment, the two powerful beings were also somewhat at a loss.

Could it be that for this young man, they would stand in opposition to the Celestial Sound Palace?

Just then, however, Lin Xuan spoke unexpectedly: "Esteemed friends, there's no need to get agitated. Although Sister妙音 died at my hands, it was merely by chance and she was mistakenly injured. The dead cannot be brought back to life; do you truly wish to fight to the death with me? If you are willing to show leniency, I am willing to compensate."

"What, mistaken injury? How is that possible?"

Lin Xuan's words caused a commotion among everyone. Lying should have been more skillful; Sister妙音 was at late-stage Transcendence—how could there be any talk of accidental injury?

But Fairy Celestial Sound’s face showed contemplation: "Mistaken injury, alright. Tell me what happened."

"Shall we discuss it here? Fairy, let's first treat my injuries," Lin Xuan frowned and said.

"Alright!"

Fairy Celestial Sound felt her wounds were severe as well; after a moment of thought, she agreed.
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Lady Tianyin having spoken, the other Supreme Elders naturally could not propose any other thoughts.

The crowd displayed their abilities, transforming into colorful streaks of light that flew past the nearby palace.

Lady Tianyin did not mention her own injuries; Lin Xuan also received a quiet room or a small cave府.

However, the number of restrictions outside was hard to describe. Even two Supreme Elders were meditating outside the cave府.

Their actions clearly had surveillance intentions.

Lin Xuan knew this but pretended to be unaware as he entered the cave府 with Qinxin. The blue-robed girl named Qin Yu followed them closely.

As a grateful cultivator, Lin Xuan would not let Qin Yu be bullied even if his current situation was dire and he himself might struggle to survive.

Soon, the three entered the cave府.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, several colorful array flags flying out from his sleeves and vanishing into the surrounding mountain walls without a trace.

No light screens appeared, but Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief: "Alright, I've set up defenses. You can speak freely now."

"Master, how are your injuries?"

Qinxin's face was filled with anxiety; she did not care about their escape chances and instead focused on Lin Xuan's condition.

"It's nothing serious."

Lin Xuan smiled, his expression reassuring her.

In truth, the battle against Lady Tianyin had caused significant harm to Lin Xuan. If another cultivator were in his position, they might have perished directly. However, Lin Xuan could not use common sense; his physical body was stronger than that of most same-level妖族.

Thus, such injuries would only break bones and muscles but fall far short of causing death.

Moreover, countless spiritual pills and medicines adorned Lin Xuan's person. With proper rest over a few days, he would recover fully.

Given Tianyin Sect's demeanor, they were unlikely to make a sneak attack here. Even if they disregarded their honor, Senior Daoist Dáilóng and Fairy Huāqiáo would not let them act recklessly.

Therefore, as long as Lin Xuan stayed within the cave府 for now, his safety was secure.

As for resolving his grievances with Tianyin Sect, Lin Xuan had some ideas in mind. However, whether they would be satisfactory depended on their attitude.

Fortunately, with Senior Daoist Dáilóng and Fairy Huāqiáo's help, as long as he did not make too many mistakes, paying a price could still give him a good chance of escaping smoothly.

---

Even if the other party truly refused to end things amicably, Lin Xuan was not without strategies.

Indeed, in his battle with Lady Tianyin, he had indeed used all his abilities. However, there was one final trump card that he had yet to use.

Five Dragon Seal!

The origin of this treasure was mysterious; Lin Xuan still did not fully understand it but knew for certain that it was a divine artifact passed down from the Divine Realm.

Its grade far exceeded ordinary先天灵宝.

If he used this item, breaking through Lady Tianyin's spiritual domain would be much easier. He would also avoid ending up severely injured.

However, Lin Xuan did not do so.

It wasn't because of any concern for women; rather, he knew the Five Dragon Seal was too mysterious in origin.

This was a treasure almost comparable to Azure Star Sea.

The saying went: A commoner without sin bears a jade that brings him trouble.

Lin Xuan's strength had improved greatly but still did not reach the point where he could dominate all others. Therefore, this trump card would only be used as a last resort or when he reached late-stage渡劫 unless absolutely necessary.

With Senior Daoist Dáilóng and Fairy Huāqiáo's help, paying some price to leave safely should not be too difficult.

However, while the situation was favorable, everything in the cultivation world could change.

If Tianyin Sect truly wanted a fight to the death, Lin Xuan would have no choice but to reveal the Five Dragon Seal and give them a big surprise.

---

Lin Xuan pondered this as he waved his sleeve, sending out a white jade bottle.

There were few remaining Piaomiao Nine Immortals Pills left, but there were still some for healing.

He swallowed one without hesitation.

Then, another wave of his sleeves revealed different jade bottles and wooden boxes floating in the air.

The injuries this time were severe. To recover quickly, he needed to consume various spiritual pills and medicines.

Although using such methods would leave some hidden dangers, Lin Xuan did not care while in Tianyin Sect's main hall.

He focused on resolving his current crisis first.

Then, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began meditating, starting to refine the spiritual medicines within him.

---

Three days passed quickly.

First came a deep rumbling sound, followed by a golden transmission talisman flying from the restrictions.

Lin Xuan slowly opened his eyes, took the talisman without expression, gently pinched it, and heard a cold voice: "Friend Lin, three days have passed. Can we discuss matters now?"

"Hmph."

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he stood up gracefully.

Ouyang Qinxin and the blue-robed girl beside him also opened their eyes.

"Master, they are urging us so urgently. How is your injury?"

"It's no longer a problem."

Lin Xuan flexed his feet.

"What?" Ouyang Qinxin was stunned, her face showing disbelief. However, looking at Lin Xuan's expression, she seemed not to be lying.

It was unbelievable; she knew how severe the injuries were and that he had recovered in just three days. Without seeing it with her own eyes, no one would believe such a recovery.

Beside them, Qin Yu also showed surprise and joy.

However, the latter was mainly due to Lin Xuan's injury recovery, increasing their chances of escaping.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, retracting the restrictions he had set. He then passed through the many restrictions and walked out of the stone house.

At the door, two Supreme Elders from Tianyin Sect were meditating nearby. They looked up when Lin Xuan came out; their gazes were not friendly.

Lin Xuan did not care and said calmly: "Please lead the way."

"Hmph."

An old man in black robes grunted, turning into a black cloud and rushing towards the sky. Lin Xuan remained silent as green light enveloped his body and followed suit.

Soon, they arrived at an ancient building towering with huge grayish-green rocks.

Following them without hesitation, Lin Xuan flew inside.

Several divine thoughts swept over him; more than ten Supreme Elders from Tianyin Sect were present here, and the one seated in the main position was none other than Lady Tianyin herself.
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Nailong True Man and Fairy Hundred Flowers were also present here.

The two had a significant connection with Lin Xuan, so it was impossible for them to remain indifferent. However, they wouldn't likely intervene directly unless absolutely necessary.

After all, the strength of the Celestial Sound Palace was formidable, and top-tier greats like Nailong and Fairy Hundred Flowers didn’t want to offend them without reason.

The current situation was one where everyone had their reservations. Whether they could reconcile depended on fate and negotiation skills.

Since Lin Xuan embarked on his cultivation path, he had experienced countless grand events. Facing over a dozen Golden Transcendence experts now, he still maintained composure with a calm expression.

A light cough followed as he sat down in an empty chair beside him.

Ouyang Qinxin and Qin Yu stood by his side. The two women were much more tense. Although Lin Xuan was the backbone of their thoughts, they had never seen so many Golden Transcendence experts before. They didn’t dare to breathe heavily, but at this moment, few people paid attention to them.

Celestial Sound Fairy raised her head.

Her gaze remained sharp, but she couldn't hide the astonishment in her eyes. Lin Xuan had once broken through her Spirit Realm, but the price he paid was immense. Just three days later, how could he be so full of vitality and energy? The speed at which his injuries were healing was too extraordinary.

Celestial Sound Fairy consumed countless divine pills and medicines, barely suppressing her wounds. It would take at least a year for them to fully recover.

Originally, she had thought that Lin Xuan’s condition was similar to hers, requiring no less than a year or two to recover. However, she couldn’t wait so long.

Lin Xuan's injuries hadn't healed and it benefited her greatly. With his weakened state, he would be at a disadvantage in negotiations, allowing her to gain an upper hand.

Celestial Sound Fairy had already thought of how to handle this matter. Nailong True Man and Fairy Hundred Flowers were quite protective of this young man.

According to the saying, once a person is dead, they can't come back to life. Sister Miao Yin had indeed fallen, so it was appropriate to seek revenge for her.

However, seeking revenge by provoking top-tier greats like Nailong and Fairy Hundred Flowers wouldn’t be wise. It would harm the Celestial Sound Sect’s reputation.

Fortunately, this young man was a clever and adaptable individual. He claimed that Miao Yin died due to a chance encounter and accidental injury at his hands. While such an explanation sounded ridiculous, it didn't matter; she just needed a reasonable excuse.

Even if the Celestial Sound Sect released Lin Xuan, they wouldn’t lose face. In fact, it would be seen as magnanimous. This way, their sect’s reputation wouldn’t suffer.

Of course, he couldn’t escape punishment entirely. With the help of top-tier greats, she could let him off with his life but demand a significant price in return.

This young man had severalprimordial spirit treasure (Primordial Treasure) at hand. If she could obtain them, it would be like turning misfortune into fortune for her sect.

Celestial Sound Fairy was a cunning and shrewd figure as the head of the palace. She already had plans to deal with Lin Xuan but hadn’t anticipated his injuries healing so quickly.

However, that didn’t matter. Even without Nailong’s and Fairy Hundred Flowers' assistance, their strength still vastly exceeded his. For this young man to turn swords into plowshares, he would have to pay a hefty price.

Celestial Sound Fairy's thoughts raced in her mind as she remained expressionless. Her tone was extremely cold, even showing some hostility towards Lin Xuan: "Young Lin, you claim that Sister Miao Yin and you had no grudge; it was an accidental injury that led to her death at your hands. Is this true?"

"Of course, I arrived in the Celestial Sound Realm by chance, never having met Sister Miao Yin before. Why would a fellow cultivator of my level engage in battle?" Lin Xuan’s acting skills were top-notch; his lie was reasonable.

At their current cultivation levels, lifespans extended to millions of years.

It wasn’t necessary to offend peers unless absolutely necessary, as everyone cherished their lives.

Lin Xuan continued: "The story began two months ago. I intended to travel to another realm but encountered a spatial storm and was transported here, precisely in the Azure Cloud Desert."

"Azure Cloud Desert?"

"Yes, Sister Miao Yin seems to have indeed been there."

...

Several Supreme Elders nodded beside them. Lin Xuan's narrative so far seemed quite plausible.

"I was unfamiliar with this place, wanting to leave the strange desert. I released my divine sense and discovered a battle between peers. Initially, I didn’t want to intervene, but in that vast area, no other cultivators were seen. Forced by circumstances, I went through it and witnessed Sister Miao Yin being attacked by several great existences..."

...

Lin Xuan's voice continued smoothly. His storytelling skills were exceptional; the scene he described was almost flawless.

This narrative took over an hour to complete. When he finished, the expressions of the Celestial Sound Palace Supreme Elders were remarkable.

This young man truly had a silver tongue, making his lies sound seamless. If not for their preconceived notions, they would have seriously doubted that Lin Xuan could be the one who killed Sister Miao Yin.

In his story, he didn’t engage in conflict with Sister Miao Yin but instead acted bravely to help her when she was in trouble, only accidentally injuring her due to a chance encounter.

He seemed more like an ally than an enemy.

"This young man has too good of a face."

Celestial Sound Fairy thought to herself; such a sudden change was beyond her expectations. Although she had guessed that Lin Xuan would deceive them with lies, she never imagined his eloquence could be so extraordinary.

His ability to speak persuasively was remarkable and left her in awe.

Nailong True Man wore an amused expression.

He found this young man increasingly to his liking as he became more adept at handling situations.

Thus, without waiting for Sister Miao Yin to speak, Nailong True Man spoke first: "Alright, fellow cultivators, the matter has been clarified. Lin Xuan and Sister Miao Yin had no grudge; everything was just a misunderstanding. If so, why not shake hands and reconcile?"

(To be continued...)
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A handshake and a truce?

Young Lion Book Alliance

He couldn't help but laugh at the irony.

Lin Xuan's eloquence was too good. He could spin a tale so convincingly that everyone was momentarily stumped, unable to find any flaws in his narrative.

From what he said, it seemed as if there had been no grudge between him and Miao Yin, even going so far as to offer her aid. Her demise was merely due to sheer coincidence, not his fault at all.

Though the lie was flawless, would anyone really believe it? The attendees were all cultivators who had weathered countless storms, with broad experiences; they weren't easily fooled.

While Lin Xuan could spin a convincing story, in the end, it only highlighted how good he was with words and quick on his feet. Miao Yin's death was undoubtedly not due to any of his intentions.

Did he really think that would fool them into believing him?

However, none of the elders knew how to refute this claim. Everyone’s faces showed a look of difficulty as no one stepped forward to speak. All eyes turned towards Heavenly Sound Fairy.

Her injuries had yet to heal and her face remained pale. Her expression was unreadable, revealing nothing about her inner thoughts.

The hall fell silent for a long time before the head of Heavenly Sound Palace finally spoke. Her voice was icy cold with an air of indifference: "Friend, your story is well-told. But do you really think we would believe it?"

"How can you say that? Lin and Miao Yin Fairy had no grudge against each other. My words just now were completely truthful," Lin Xuan's expression showed a look of helplessness as if he was the one who had suffered great injustice.

"Oh, so will you swear by your heart demon?"

"Swearing by my heart demon?"

Lin Xuan frowned. At their level, the heart demon oath held little binding power. He had even slain an outsider demon before; what did a mere heart demon matter?

The other party was merely seeking a way out.

It seemed she also wanted to shake hands and make peace. After all, Miao Yin's death meant that both sides would suffer, making it unwise for either of them.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. The same went for Fairy Hundred Flowers.

Such an outcome pleased the two of them as well.

Unless absolutely necessary, they didn't want to offend Heavenly Sound Palace. If both parties could make peace, everyone would be happy.

The reactions of the other elders varied. Some showed resentment while others remained indifferent, as if it was none of their business. A few even looked delighted, clearly satisfied with this outcome.

But regardless of their reactions, no one spoke up to refute him.

Clearly, they had already decided that the head of the palace would have the final say.

Lin Xuan didn't know why or care much about the reason. The current situation was favorable for him.

Thus, without hesitation, he followed the other party's instructions and swore by his heart demon.

"Fine!"

Heads turned as Heavenly Sound Fairy’s expression softened but it didn’t mean the matter was settled. Her voice remained cold: "Now that we’ve cleared up this misunderstanding, Miao Yin Sister did indeed die due to sheer coincidence. This wasn't your intention, so I won't seek revenge for her. However..."

At this point, she changed the subject.

"However...?"

Lin Xuan showed no surprise on his face.

He knew well that even if they wanted a truce, he couldn’t go without any compensation. As long as their demands weren’t unreasonable, Lin Xuan was willing to make some concessions for Heavenly Sound Palace.

A true man could bend and stretch when necessary. The loss of an upper-stage elder at the peak of his cultivation period was indeed significant for the sect or family. He should compensate accordingly.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained unchanged as he waited for her to continue. Her voice continued: "But regardless of the reason, Miao Yin Sister can’t die in vain. How about this? I’m not an unreasonable cultivator. Hand over two pieces of先天灵宝to me as compensation for my palace, and we’ll call it a day..."

The elders who had been displeased before now beamed with satisfaction at the condition.

This wasn't surprising; while upper-stage immortals were invaluable, the先天灵宝were even rarer. These top-tier treasures said to come from the immortal realm were owned by only one in Heavenly Sound Palace and kept in the ancestral hall, accessible only to the grand elders.

In terms of value, the two pieces of先天灵宝certainly outweighed a regular upper-stage cultivator.

So this deal was definitely profitable for them. They also envied Lin Xuan’s luck.

After years of积累, Heavenly Sound Palace had only one such treasure. This young man hadn’t even reached the peak of his cultivation yet and already possessed two pieces. How could he be so lucky?

Lin Xuan frowned at the other party's audacity. Did they really think he was a fool to hand over two先天灵宝?

Of course, Lin Xuan couldn't agree to such terms.

But he didn’t get angry either.

He knew that this demand was merely a test. It was like asking for the moon and bargaining from there. The other party wanted to see his limits.

While he wasn’t concerned about his strength, in terms of intelligence and strategy, Lin Xuan was confident he could outwit these old monsters.

Thus, he remained calm: "先天灵宝, Friend, you jest. This condition is too harsh for me to accept. If Fairy has genuine intentions, please offer something else."

Though Lin Xuan’s words were polite, his tone was firm.

"Something else? Miao Yin Sister's death isn’t worth a piece of先天灵宝? Then according to your logic, what will you use to compensate my loss..."

Her cold voice cut in, using the strategy of retreating to advance.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of contemplation. He couldn't hand over the先天灵宝, but offering ordinary treasures would only make them more insistent.

So which treasure should he offer was indeed a difficult decision. (To be continued...)
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After a moment's thought, Lin Xuan had already made up his mind.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, an jade bottle flew out.

"Primordial Spirit Treasure. I cannot use such items for exchange. Fairy, how about these pills?"

"Pills?"

Tianyin Fairy was taken aback but still took the jade bottle as expected. However, her expression showed some dissatisfaction, as if to say that a mere handful of pills could not settle such a great grudge.

But despite her dissatisfaction, she had to take a look.

With this thought in mind, she waved her sleeve robe and "plop" it sounded in her ears.

The bottle cap opened, releasing an invigorating fragrance into the air.

"What is this..."

She turned the jade bottle around, pouring out several snow-white immortal pills from inside.

They were roughly the size of dragon eyes, with faint talisman inscriptions drifting on their surfaces like grains of rice.

"Clear Heart Condensing Snow Pill!"

Her face showed signs of surprise.

As a cultivator at the late Transcending Tribulation stage, any treasure that could catch her attention must be good.

The Clear Heart Condensing Snow Pill before her was just such an item; it greatly enhanced the magical power of tribulation-stage existences, making meditation and cultivation twice as effective.

It sounded unremarkable on the surface.

But one should not forget its target: a tribulation-stage cultivator.

At this level of cultivation, every increase in magical power was extremely difficult. Some unlucky old monsters had closed themselves off for thousands of years without seeing any growth in their magical power.

This made it clear that the Clear Heart Condensing Snow Pill was of high quality and something even great existences would be willing to trade for.

Lin Xuan produced such a treasure, naturally showing considerable sincerity.

However, Tianyin Fairy was not satisfied. A mere handful of pills were far from enough to make up for her losses.

"Though the pills are good, this sect lost a mid-stage tribulation cultivator. Do you think such a price can settle our grievances?"

"Well..."

Lin Xuan's brows tightened: "What else do you want? Must it be a Primordial Spirit Treasure? I have said that no matter what, I will never hand over such an item."

"You brat, don't talk so confidently. You managed to kill the sect's Supreme Elder and still keep your life; you should be secretly laughing. Even if you give us your Primordial Spirit Treasure as compensation, what harm is there in that?" The old man in black robes could no longer hold back his anger.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan did not back down, staring coldly at him: "I may be in a tiger's den, but I don't have to submit. If you think so, you're mistaken; I'm not a fish on the chopping block, and you can't guarantee that I'll stay."

"Want to try it?" The old man in black robes was furious; this kid was too arrogant.

"Enough. We agreed to shake hands and make peace. Why must the two of you quarrel again?" Dailong True Man's lazy voice echoed.

"Right, why don't both parties take a step back? What harm is there in that?"百花仙子 also said slowly from the side.

With these powerful figures speaking up, the old man in black robes could not refute them.

Though he was an impulsive cultivator, he dared not offend two top-tier great existences at once. As for Lin Xuan, he had no intention of turning hostile; now, he simply wanted to back down. He raised his head and looked at Tianyin Sect's leader: "According to Fairy, what kind of treasure should I present to settle our grievances?"

"Primordial Spirit Treasures are out of the question."

"Alright."

Tianyin Fairy nodded, not insisting on a Primordial Spirit Treasure. She knew such an exchange was too unreasonable: "Since you say so, this sect will be straightforward. We don't need any Primordial Spirit Treasures but one Clear Heart Condensing Snow Pill is still insufficient to show our sincerity. How about if you can provide us with another pill that greatly benefits tribulation-stage cultivators? Then your grievances with this sect will be settled."

"Really..."

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely difficult.

To be fair, the other party had already shown some sincerity, but upon careful consideration, it was still a bit too demanding.

For a tribulation-stage cultivator to advance, that was an incredibly difficult task. Even just enhancing magical power could take thousands of years without any results. Let alone breaking through bottlenecks; such opportunities were rare and hard to come by.

At their level, ordinary spirit pills had no use. The things that could help break through bottlenecks were all divine treasures.

Though not as valuable as Primordial Spirit Treasures, they wouldn't differ much in value either.

Lin Xuan hadn't seen such items before, but even if he had, he would have already consumed them long ago.

Now, the other party's demand left him in a difficult position.

He frowned and thought hard when another cold voice echoed: "How about just one pill? Are you not agreeing to that too? Do you really think this sect is easy to bully, that our Supreme Elder can be killed?"

The old man in black robes spoke with obvious挑衅, his hostility towards Lin Xuan clear.

But Lin Xuan did not get angry; he didn't even turn his head but treated him as if he was invisible.

Ignoring someone could also be a choice. The old man in black robes was furious but dared not act out in front of Dailong and the Hundred Flowers Fairy. He could show disrespect with words, but here, he had to think about the consequences before confronting Lin Xuan; thus, he sulked silently.

Lin Xuan raised his head and directly addressed Tianyin Fairy: "A single pill, I wouldn't be so stingy, but a clever woman can't cook without rice. I have no such treasure..."

"Alas," Tianyin Fairy sighed, "if you say that, it's hard for me."

She continued in a soft voice, "Originally, I wanted two Primordial Spirit Treasures as compensation, and both sides could settle their grievances. You refused because you thought my price was too high. Alright, now I only need one pill; if you can't provide it, how do you plan to resolve this matter? Can we just leave things as they are?"

Lin Xuan's face turned red, unable to argue back. He scratched his head and showed a bit of embarrassment.

"Alright, this is fair. This fairy isn't unreasonable. With Dailong and the Hundred Flowers Fairy mediating, let's follow their advice: you can't provide us with pills, so give us one Primordial Spirit Treasure in exchange. From now on, we'll shake hands and make peace; such a result would be satisfactory for both sides."

"Unacceptable!"

Lin Xuan heard this and realized the situation was dire.

He always considered himself highly intelligent but had underestimated the wisdom of heroes. Tianyin Fairy was cunning and had set up a trap step by step. He had fallen into it without realizing it.
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This wasn't idle talk; Lin Xuan finally understood her intentions at this moment.

Initially, Fairy Tianshen had known in her heart that she didn’t want to hand over thepre-existing things (Primordial Treasure). But for such a precious treasure, she was determined to get it. Even if she couldn’t obtain both, getting one would be fine. However, such treasures were no small matter; Lin Xuan definitely wouldn't comply willingly. Moreover, Elder Nailong and Fairy Huazhua had shown considerable favor towards this young man, making them hesitant to take the treasure by stealth or force.

Thus, Fairy Tianshen set a trap.

In simple terms, it was a strategy of giving in to gain. She first made a grand demand, asking Lin Xuan for two Primordial Treasures. When he refused, she would back down and ask for a pill that could help him break through his bottleneck instead. But even this request was denied by Lin Xuan.

This gave her an excuse: "My talented junior sister, the Wondrous Sound Fairy, perished in your hands. Such grievances can't be swept under the rug without any cost."

Since he couldn’t provide both Primordial Treasures and didn’t have a pill to offer either, she would back down again and ask for one Primordial Treasure.

In this way, there was nothing more to say from his side. With both parties backing down, Elder Nailong and Fairy Huazhua had given her the face she wanted. Now it was up to Lin Xuan to choose. If he still refused, it would be a sign of ingratitude. After all, she had already done everything in her power, while he, Lin Xuan, wouldn’t even make a small concession. In this case, Tianzhong Palace could claim the upper hand, and Elder Nailong and Fairy Huazhua would have no grounds to defend him.

Only now did Lin Xuan fully understand the malicious intent behind their actions. He had been so overconfident that he had unknowingly walked into their trap.

Now it was too late for any other choice. What should he do?

Giving up one Primordial Treasure, no matter what, Lin Xuan wouldn’t do it. But if he refused, he would be in the wrong at this moment. Elder Nailong and Fairy Huazhua couldn’t defend him anymore, and any conflict with Tianzhong Palace would leave him without a chance of victory.

Could he really use the Five Dragons Seal to fight them to a standstill?

---

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn’t do that unless absolutely necessary.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. He hadn’t expected such a slip-up to force him into this situation.

Now it seemed he had no choice but to accept their terms.

Fairy Tianshen’s face showed righteous indignation, but the smile in her eyes Lin Xuan could clearly sense. She believed she had already won this round.

However, unexpectedly, Lin Xuan’s gloomy expression gradually softened: "I have already said that I will not exchange any Primordial Treasure under any circumstances."

"You..."

Fairy Tianshen was enraged; she hadn’t expected the other party to show no signs of yielding. Did they think Tianzhong Palace was easy to bully? Or did they believe their support from Elder Nailong and Fairy Huazhua would let them act without restraint?

"Fellow Daoist, you are being a bit too unreasonable. I have already put forward such demands with full sincerity. If you still refuse..."

Fairy Tianshen’s voice was icy to the extreme, hinting at some form of threat.

But Lin Xuan waved his hand: "Fairy, there's no need for haste. I’m not unreasonable; I know your sect is very sincere. Why don’t you be patient and hear me out?"

Hearing this, seeing his confident expression, Fairy Tianshen’s face showed surprise. Even if the young man had fallen into her trap, Elder Nailong and Fairy Huazhua wouldn’t defend him either. Logically, he only had one path: to hand over a Primordial Treasure. Could this young man come up with another solution?

Impossible; he had no way out. This calm demeanor must be just bravado.

As these thoughts raced through her mind, Fairy Tianshen’s voice continued: "Alright, go on!"

"I indeed cannot produce the Primordial Treasure. As for the pill that can help break through your bottleneck, I also don’t have one. But I do have some experience with alchemy. How about this: let me refine a batch of spirit pills for your sect? This way, our grievances will be settled."

Refining a batch of pills to settle their grievances sounded absurd.

But Lin Xuan had his reasons for saying so. It was well known that spirit pills in the cultivation world were rare and hard to come by, especially those with higher grades. The pill Fairy Tianshen had just requested—helping a Transcendence Realm cultivator break through his bottleneck—was almost as valuable as a Primordial Treasure.

Even if it wasn’t perfect, the difference was negligible.

Why?

The main reasons were two: one, raw materials were hard to find.

Raw materials for such pills were undoubtedly rare treasures that could only be found in the most remote places. Each of them was worth its weight in gold, making it extremely difficult to gather all of them.

However, this wasn’t the biggest challenge.

For an individual cultivator, it would be impossible to complete such a task. But Tianzhong Palace had countless cultivators and numerous experts. With some time and effort, they could certainly gather enough raw materials for one batch of spirit pills.

Yet, they still couldn’t obtain these treasures.

The reason was simple: alchemy was too difficult!

In the cultivation world, the more precious a spirit pill, the higher its difficulty to refine.

Pills that helped Transcendence Realm cultivators break through their bottlenecks were almost divine treasures. Even the most famous alchemists in the Spirit World found it challenging.

The success rate was abysmally low—less than one percent at best.

Thus, spirit pills were hard to come by, comparable to Primordial Treasures.

However, this problem that left countless great powers frustrated seemed trivial to Lin Xuan. He had other abilities besides alchemy; he could refine failed waste pills into usable ones with his Blue Star Sea.

That was why he dared to propose such a solution.

While raw materials were hard to find, for Tianzhong Palace, it wasn’t much of an issue. As long as he helped them refine the spirit pill, that would meet their earlier demands.

"What? You’re also skilled in alchemy?" Fairy Tianshen’s voice was filled with surprise.

He had seen Lin Xuan's strength; he far surpassed his peers by a wide margin. Logically, such a powerful cultivator should be focused on rigorous cultivation, not learning alchemy.

Despite the doubts, Lin Xuan’s confident reply reached her ears: "Correct!"

"You brat, are you really sure you can refine this level of spirit pill? Are you trying to play some trick? If it fails, what then?"

The old man in the black robe's voice entered his ears. He had long disliked Lin Xuan and spoke with disbelief.

"I can’t guarantee a hundred percent success, but if I’m given ten batches of raw materials, I can ensure at least one successful refinement. In that case, our grievances will be settled," Lin Xuan said calmly.
第三千二百九十四章 胸有成竹

Lin Xuan's expression was confident, but the cultivators present all showed disbelief.

To understand why, he had promised to refine a spirit pill that could help even Great Powers break through their barriers during the Tribulation period. Such a pill was extraordinary and could be considered divine medicine. Its success rate was so low it was almost laughable; even the most famous alchemists in the Spirit Realm couldn't guarantee its success, relying solely on luck.

The chances were about one in ten thousand.

Yes, one in ten thousand—a success rate that seemed hopeless.

This was why such high-grade spirit pills were worth as much as innate divine treasures.

But Lin Xuan boldly claimed he could do it with just ten ingredients. Wasn't he overestimating his own alchemical skills? Did he think they were on par with true immortals?

Even the Supreme Elder Tai of Tianting Palace was speechless, and so too were Fairy Bāhuā and True Man Dàilóng.

Was this young man delirious to make such a promise?

"Very well, my friend. You have great courage. If you fail, what will happen?" The Fairy Tiānyīn narrowed her eyes but didn't understand the purpose of Lin Xuan's actions.

From any angle, their side had nothing to lose.

"If I can't do it, I'll offer an innate divine treasure," Lin Xuan said with a sigh.

"You speak plainly. However, if you waste my ten ingredients for nothing, one innate divine treasure isn't enough compensation. You must fulfill your previous promise and hand over two innate treasures," the Fairy Tiānyīn was shrewd. She couldn’t let this opportunity pass by without taking advantage of it.

"Agreed. If I succeed..."

"The grudges will be settled, and you'll become a guest of honor at our Tianting Palace. Our sect will treat you as such," the Fairy Tiānyīn smiled.

"Fine."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Then let True Man Dàilóng and Fairy Bāhuā witness this."

The Supreme Elder Dàilóng and Fairy Bāhuā frowned, feeling Lin Xuan's promise was too presumptuous. Did he think his alchemical skills were on par with true immortals? If he lost, he would have to give away two innate treasures.

They had already agreed to this, knowing that they couldn't intercede for him again if he failed. But they knew Lin Xuan wasn’t impulsive; he was a wise and brave cultivator. His confidence suggested he had a good chance.

With no more persuasion needed, they reluctantly nodded with worry in their eyes.

Ouyang Qīnxīn felt the same way but understood Lin Xuan better. She believed her husband's promise came from a place of certainty.

Otherwise, why would he risk giving away his treasures? This matter was settled for now.

Lin Xuan’s voice then continued: "Wait, I have some more requests."

"Go on."

The Fairy Tiānyīn showed no impatience and smiled.

Firstly, the alchemical process must not be disturbed; Lin Xuan needed a quiet room...

"The palace will provide all necessary conveniences to ensure you are undisturbed," the Fairy Tiānyīn interrupted.

Her request was reasonable, so she had no reason to refuse.

Even the old monster in the black robe agreed without objection.

Secondly, it would take over a month for Lin Xuan to refine the pills. He hoped they could properly care for his two fellow cultivators during this time.

"The palace will treat them as honored guests," the Fairy Tiānyīn promised readily.

Third...

"Sir, do you have more requests?"

"Yes, and this is my last one. I don't know what kind of pill your sect wants me to refine, but I believe you've failed before with waste pills. Can you provide some for me?"

"Why would a cultivator need waste pills?" the Fairy Tiānyīn asked.

The other Great Powers were equally stunned. It was well known that even low-grade waste pills had no use for cultivators—they were worthless and harmful when consumed.

"What I do is unique; I need these to study, which should increase my success rate," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Ah, so you want to learn from past failures."

The Fairy Tiānyīn nodded, understanding his strategy. He wanted to analyze failed pills to improve his success rate.

"How naive a young man! If that works, alchemy masters would be everywhere..."

She was dismissive and doubted Lin Xuan's true expertise in alchemy. But she didn't care; if he failed, she could get two innate divine treasures.

From any angle, the Tianting Palace stood to gain. The waste pills were useless anyway, so she agreed readily.

With their agreement, they prepared the ten ingredients quickly. Each had over a dozen components—shimmering with gold, emitting符文 (pictographic symbols), or encased in colorful spirit light. Clearly, none of these were ordinary items.

"Supplement Heaven Herb, Heavenly Essence Fruit, Fine Silk Jade Talisman..."

Lin Xuan gasped in amazement. Even with his vast experience and wealth, he was momentarily blinded by the quality of the ingredients.

These ten alchemical components were all rare treasures.

"Could it be that your sect wants to refine the Void Marvelous Spirit Pill?" Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically as he stammered.

"Yes, exactly this," the Fairy Tiānyīn said smugly.

"How can you not produce such a pill? Are you regretting your promise now? If you fail, you'll have to compensate our palace with two innate divine treasures!" The faces of Fairy Bāhuā and True Man Dàilóng turned sour.

But they couldn't say anything. Lin Xuan had made his promises too boldly, setting up a trap for himself. (To be continued.)
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Too Vast Mysterious Spirit Pill, that was a divine object.

Although the necessary ingredients could be gathered in the spirit realm, no one had ever heard of anyone successfully refining it over these years.

Legend had it that even in the True Immortal Realm, only masters skilled in alchemy could achieve such feats.

The other party's request was clearly an attempt to make things difficult for Lin Xuan. However, they did not violate their promise.

After all, what they agreed on initially was to refine a certain type of pill which would be highly beneficial for cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage to break through barriers. And Too Vast Mysterious Spirit Pill served that purpose well, with its effects being much better than the others. Its value was almost comparable toprimordial spirit treasure.

So while it seemed clever on their part, Lin Xuan had no grounds to complain since they did not violate their promise.

"Lord Husband."

Ouyang Qinxin's face was filled with concern. Although her strength could not yet reach such high-end treasures, from the expression of the Immortal Fairy Tianyin, she guessed that Lord Husband might have fallen into a trap.

Lin Xuan's face indeed looked gloomy, but he showed no signs of giving up: "Who said I would violate my promise? If I haven't done it yet, how can I know for sure that it cannot be achieved? The quiet room is ready, and the Immortal Fairy also promised to provide me with waste pills."

"Ah?"

Seeing Lin Xuan still refusing to admit defeat, Immortal Fairy Tianyin showed a puzzled expression on her face. However, she did not dwell on it.

The situation had already put her in an unassailable position. Being stubborn would only mean another month or so of effort before the outcome became clear. By then, Lin Xuan would have no choice but to admit defeat, and even Immortal True Dragon and Fairy Hundred Flowers could no longer offer him any assistance. Could this young man still escape from the palm of Immortal Sound?

Twoprimordial spirit treasure were already in her possession.

A mere month or so was nothing for cultivators at their level; it would pass in a blink of an eye.

With that thought, Immortal Fairy Tianyin's expression remained calm: "Friend, rest assured. The quiet room is ready. You can focus on refining the treasure without any interruptions."

As for the waste pills... just wait a moment...

Immortal Fairy Tianyin waved her sleeves and sent out a light ray, which turned out to be an audio transmission talisman.

Not long after, one of the disciples brought over a bright red gourd.

Immortal Fairy Tianyin took it and casually tossed it at Lin Xuan: "Lord Lin, these are the waste pills you requested."

"Good. I will start refining the pill right away. Please treat my two companions well during this period."

"I will treat them as honored guests; no one in our sect will show any disrespect to them," Immortal Fairy Tianyin said generously.

With that, the matter was settled.

Immortal Fairy Tianyin led everyone towards the quiet room for alchemy.

Colored light beams quickly disappeared into the mountains and peaks. These were top-tier cultivators by any standard; their speed was incredible, arriving in no time.

"This is..."

A black mountain came into view. The entire mountain peak was covered with hard rock, devoid of any vegetation, and the temperature around it had risen significantly.

"Here has the best underground fire, more than enough for refining pills or crafting items," Immortal Fairy Tianyin's voice said.

Before she finished speaking, a bright light appeared in front.

The sect leader and several senior elders arrived. The disciples responsible for this area did not dare to be negligent; they all rushed over.

"Salutations, Sect Leader."

"Salutations, Senior Elders."

Leading them was a middle-aged man with prominent ears, his appearance unremarkable but giving off an air of stability.

"Junior Apprentice Feng, have you prepared everything?"

"I report to the sect leader that we have already prepared the best alchemy cave for Lord Lin. It's just waiting for him to move in," the middle-aged man replied respectfully.

"Good!"

Immortal Fairy Tianyin smiled: "Lord Lin, you heard it all; we've prepared a quiet room for you. If there are any needs, feel free to speak up; my sect will do its best to provide assistance."

"Thank you, friend."

"Very well. Then I'll wait here and wish Lord Lin success," Immortal Fairy Tianyin said with a light laugh.

Her expression was filled with satisfaction.

"Husband!"

Lin Xuan turned his head to see Ouyang Qinxin's concerned face.

"Don't worry; I have it under control. You stay in the Immortal Sound Palace for now."

Lin Xuan smiled, giving her a reassuring look before he shot out a green light and followed the middle-aged man into the mountain.

"Senior, this is our best alchemy cave. What do you think of it?"

The middle-aged man's respectful voice echoed. He had been instructed to provide Lin Xuan with every convenience during his stay here.

Immortal Fairy Tianyin's generosity was also due to her own calculations: she had already secured an unassailable position and didn't need to use any tricks. By following Lin Xuan's instructions, if he failed in alchemy, there would be no excuses; he would have to hand over theprimordial spirit treasure as compensation. Thus, providing him with every convenience was a way of making up for it.

"Very good."

Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings and showed no expression on his face. Green light enveloped him as he entered the stone house, his voice faintly heard: "Do not approach without my permission."

"Yes!"

The middle-aged man bowed and left.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan looked around, inspecting the alchemy cave.

This was more of a cave than a simple stone house; it was spacious and bright. The alchemy area was also ample.

Moreover, the underground fire was exceptionally good for refining pills, yielding twice the results with half the effort.

Lin Xuan's face showed extreme satisfaction.

He then waved his sleeves, sending out several colorful array flags that vanished into the mountain wall.

Unsatisfied, he took out a talisman from his pocket. This wasn't just any spirit talisman; it was an artifact left behind by the True Immortal.

With a spell cast, countless golden runes appeared and also disappeared into the mountain walls.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, his expression extremely satisfied.

This way, unless a True Immortal descended to this world, he wouldn't have to worry about them discovering his secret of refining blue star sea purifying pills.

Lin Xuan didn't rush to start alchemy; instead, he sat cross-legged and planned to rest for a moment before making a decision. (To be continued.)
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Lin Xuan closed his eyes and sat in meditation. Soon, a day and night passed.

After this period of rest, his spirit had recovered to its peak.

With a wave of his sleeve, a pile of materials appeared before him.

Some shone with golden light, others emittedrune, or were enveloped by colorful spiritual lights—clearly not ordinary objects.

"Supplement Heaven Herb, Celestial Essence Fruit, Silk Robe Jade Talisman..."

Lin Xuan's murmured words reached my ears.

These treasures could be considered rare wonders. It was no easy task to gather even a dozen of them; for most cultivators, obtaining just one would be extremely difficult.

Using these as ingredients, he could refine the Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pill.

However, if combined with other precious items, it might produce even rarer divine treasures.

With his Blue Star Sea, he could purify the waste pills provided by others. Thus, there was no need to use these materials for refining...

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he waved his sleeve again. A vivid green mist appeared and swept across the ground, vanishing all the precious celestial and terrestrial treasures.

In its place, a redgourdmaterialized in his sight—another treasure from the Celestial Sound Fairy.

Inside was the waste pills from the failed refinement of the Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pill.

Waste pills were useless to ordinary cultivators due to impurities. But to Lin Xuan's eyes, they held value.

The Blue Star Sea could purify these waste pills.

Of course, not without limitations; higher-grade waste pills required more effort to refine.

Previously, he would have been hesitant about the Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pill. However, times had changed, and he was now a mid-stage cultivator who had passed through tribulation.

The Blue Star Sea had also advanced, with all light points turning into brilliant silver.

Thus, the success rate of purification increased from its original level.

Therefore, Lin Xuan felt confident enough to attempt refining this treasure-grade item. A 100% success rate was unrealistic, but he believed there was an 80% chance.

This refinement room was merely for purifying waste pills, and the earth's fire could mask his activities.

Despite being in the Sound Palace, he had set up divine spirit talismans from the heavenly realm. He didn't need to worry about being discovered.

Lin Xuan turned over thegourdand poured out a black waste pill.

He sat cross-legged and placed it in his palm.

Then, with deep breaths, the Blue Star Sea flowed continuously, its brilliant light points like mana flowing through his meridians into his palm.

He began the purification process...

The process was familiar to Lin Xuan, but the high grade of the Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pill added considerable difficulty.

Sweat trickled down his forehead. Divine treasures indeed were not easy to handle; purifying a waste pill into a useful spiritual item required great effort.

After a night's work, the pills in his palm had shattered, and an acrid smell spread out. Clearly, this attempt was unsatisfactory.

A night of effort ended in failure.

But Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He expected such difficulties; one failure was nothing to worry about. He would continue with renewed vigor.

Failure is the mother of success, after all. This purification wasn't entirely fruitless—it provided some valuable experience and lessons.

The only regret was that there could be only one chance for each refinement.

If it failed, it would become a true waste pill. The Blue Star Sea couldn't revert it.

Lin Xuan took deep breaths as he summarized his experiences and rested.

An hour passed before he took another waste pill, closed his eyes, and began the purification process again.

After a night's work, failure was the result once more.

Lin Xuan sighed but remained undiscouraged. He had faced far greater challenges on his path to cultivation.

This single setback meant nothing.

His temperament was resilient.

Resting and purifying—once more, it failed.

No problem; he would try again with renewed effort.

Failure is the mother of success. Hard work always yields results.

When Lin Xuan refined the fourth Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pill, he finally received divine approval.

A snow-white pill appeared in his palm.

Though the pill was white, a colorful aura emitted from its surface, and countless tinyrunepulsed around it.

The fragrance permeated the entire stone room, so soothing that all fatigue vanished upon inhalation.

No wonder divine treasures had such miraculous effects. The scent alone seemed to have incredible power.

Indeed, the Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pill could help tribulation cultivators break through their barriers as described in ancient texts.

Lin Xuan was delighted and pulled out an jade bottle with a wave of his sleeve.

He uncorked it and placed the refined Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pills inside.

But this wasn't over. He had been given ten sets of raw materials, and he only needed to complete one batch of pills.

Each batch should contain nine pills, so more purification work awaited him.

Moreover, success didn't guarantee future luck or confidence.

Thankfully, thegourdcontained about a hundred waste pills. As long as his luck wasn't abysmally bad, he could finish the task.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt relieved and closed his eyes to rest while reflecting on the successful process.

Several hours passed before he took another pill and began purifying it with renewed focus.

...

This time, fortune favored him; it was a success.

After resting briefly, Lin Xuan started the purification of the next pill.

...

Thus, over the following month, Lin Xuan hardly rested as he tirelessly purified the Great Void Marvelous Spirit Pills.

The success rate was lower than expected—despite his careful efforts, only about half succeeded.

Out of more than a hundred waste pills, only a few were refined successfully.

Lin Xuan placed nine of these in an jade bottle—a full batch of pills.

He kept the rest as his own reward for all this effort. Not a wasted endeavor.

After months of toil, he had gained much.

Checking the time, there were still a few days left. So Lin Xuan simply rested and prepared himself mentally.

(To be continued...)
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Several days passed in a blink.

After several days of rest, Lin Xuan regained his vibrant spirit. Any signs of fatigue were no longer visible. Clearly, his spiritual energy had returned to its peak state.

Considering the time, if he were to normally refine the pills, it should be ready by now—whether successful or not, there should be a result.

With his spirit and vitality restored, staying in this quiet room served no further purpose.

The Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill he needed to produce had already been refined. With Nai Long and Hundred Flowers as witnesses, there was no need to worry about the other party breaking their word.

It was time to settle matters with Tianyin Palace.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a streak of green light enveloped several colorful array flags that appeared. A shimmering golden spirit talisman also materialized before him.

Since this talisman was a divine item, it wasn't a one-time use object but more akin to a treasure talisman. As long as the spiritual energy inside hadn't been depleted, it could be reused repeatedly.

After storing these items in his arms, Lin Xuan raised his finger again and a loud rumbling sound signaled the opening of the stone door.

With a flash of green light, he transformed into a streak of startling brilliance and flew out.

The surroundings outside remained unchanged. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over them, landing on an ordinary-looking middle-aged man.

This man had unremarkable features but his cultivation level was at the Spirit Transformation stage, making him the chief administrator of Tianyin Palace in this area for refining pills.

They had met briefly before, and it was he who arranged that quiet room where Lin Xuan used to refine pills.

"Salutations, Senior."

"No need. Lead me to where your esteemed elders are."

Lin Xuan said indifferently.

Though there were grievances between them, there was no need to make things difficult for the junior cultivators.

"Yes."

The middle-aged man nodded and then took off towards the horizon with a burst of green light.

Lin Xuan showed no expression as he followed silently behind.

They arrived quickly. The grand hall seemed familiar; it had been discussed just several days ago in this very building.

"Senior, please. Your esteemed uncles are here. As for me, I will not enter."

"It's fine."

Lin Xuan said without hesitation and stepped into the building.

He acted decisively. However, Lin Xuan dared to do so because of two reasons: his high skill level gave him confidence; secondly, Tianyin Palace was renowned, with Nai Long and Hundred Flowers as witnesses, making it highly unlikely for any underhanded dealings.

With such assurance, Lin Xuan entered boldly.

Just as he had predicted, there were no hidden traps. The scene in the hall mirrored what happened that day.

The Tianyin Palace's veteran cultivators, except for the elusive Elder, all gathered here, including the palace master. Nai Long and Hundred Flowers, as witnesses, couldn't have missed this gathering.

As Lin Xuan approached the entrance, everyone's gaze focused on him.

"Master."

There was a gasp from Ouyang Qinxin who had arrived beside him, her face filled with concern.

Apart from some anxiety, she looked quite well. It seemed that Tianyin Fairy had fulfilled her promise and treated Ouyang Qinxin and Qin Yu as honored guests these past days.

"Do not worry."

Lin Xuan gave his wife a reassuring look before walking into the hall confidently.

Seeing Lin Xuan's composed demeanor, Tianyin Fairy couldn't help but feel uncertain. This young man showed no signs of nervousness.

Was he genuinely calm or had he truly fulfilled his promise?

Impossible!

Though the ingredients for the Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill could be gathered in the spirit realm, the finished pill was a divine item. Even with a master alchemist's efforts, the success rate was only one in ten thousand.

Lin Xuan, despite his expertise in alchemy, couldn't possibly have such luck.

It must just be an attempt to bluff, she thought disdainfully. This young man is merely pretending to be calm.

What could it achieve?

In front of the palace, he wouldn't dare play any tricks. The result would only end up backfiring and being exposed soon enough.

Tianyin Fairy's thoughts raced as she quickly regained her composure, even with a hint of amusement in her gaze, as if waiting for a good show to unfold.

The other senior elders from Tianyin Palace had various expressions too.

The grand hall was eerily silent, the air seemed frozen. But Lin Xuan showed no signs of discomfort, his expression smug and self-assured. He casually took an empty wooden chair and sat down with satisfaction.

Such a composed demeanor left Tianyin Fairy stunned. She began to doubt her initial assumptions.

His actions didn't seem like he was pretending to be calm. Could it be that he truly had such good luck, accidentally refining the Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill?

These thoughts made the palace master herself feel restless.

Taking a deep breath, she spoke in an icy voice.

"Friend Lin, the agreed time has passed. Have you refined the promised medicinal pills?"

The other party was straightforward and direct, immediately bringing up the promise. This way, even if Lin Xuan had any tricks, he couldn't play them out.

Before her words were fully spoken, everyone's gaze turned back to him.

Even Nai Long and Hundred Flowers showed concern in their expressions; Lin Xuan's composure was too unsettling.

Could it be that he truly refined the Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill through sheer luck?

After all, a one-in-ten-thousand chance might still hold some hope if his fortune was good enough.

Lin Xuan smiled but didn't speak. Instead, he reached into his waist and tapped it, causing a flash of spiritual light. An jade bottle appeared before Tianyin Fairy's eyes.

The bottle was enveloped in a layer of spiritual light as if it had a life of its own, flying to the front of Tianyin Fairy.

"Whether I can fulfill my promise, you can open and see for yourself," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"What...?"

Tianyin Fairy was speechless. She never expected things to reach this point.

She had been straightforward in her approach, hoping to leave Lin Xuan with no way out or excuse. But Lin Xuan showed no hesitation, directly handing over the treasure.

Could it be that he truly refined the Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill through sheer luck?

Impossible! His alchemy skills couldn't possibly have reached such a level.

Or could it be that he originally had this treasure and was thus able to hand it over with ease?

Tianyin Fairy considered another possibility but quickly shook her head. After all, she proposed the topic of refining the Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill; there was no way he would have known in advance.

"Why not open it if you're not after the medicinal herbs? Lin Xuan has brought them out now."
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Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in his ears, devoid of any emotion yet carrying a hint of mockery. The other party had deliberately set this difficult trap to covet his treasures, but he easily broke it, ending up with more trouble than he bargained for.

"You..."

The Heavenly Sound Fairy was furious. As an advanced cultivator who had weathered the Tribulation, she was always respected wherever she went. She had never before endured such insults.

This brat was simply too bold and overconfident.

However, despite her anger, she couldn't do anything to Lin Xuan. Master Dragon Realman and Fairy Hundred Flowers were seated beside her. They already had a considerable amount of support for Lin Xuan as witnesses; they would not allow him to bully others with his power.

Taking a deep breath, the Heavenly Sound Palace's leader suppressed her anger. She flicked her sleeves, and a sound echoed in her ears as the bottle cap was removed. She turned the jade bottle over, revealing a pill the size of a lychee.

The pill was white, but it emitted a rainbow of light from its surface. Countless tiny runes surrounded it, faintly visible as they burst forth.

A refreshing aroma permeated everyone's nostrils, making them feel refreshed and at ease.

The scent was so pleasant that even just one whiff made all their fatigue vanish.

Indeed, this was a divine object; the mere fragrance alone had such an unbelievable effect.

"Too Void Marvelous Spirit Pill. You... you actually succeeded in creating such a miraculous substance."

The Heavenly Sound Fairy's eyes widened in disbelief. Despite Lin Xuan's composed expression, she already suspected his intentions. However, speculation remained just that—until one saw it with their own eyes, no one could be certain.

After all, the fame of this pill was immense, and its difficulty to create was well-known.

While it wasn't impossible, even for a master alchemist, the chances were incredibly slim.

And yet, Lin Xuan succeeded.

This boy's luck truly made him enviable. Or perhaps his alchemy skills had reached the level of a true Immortal?

These thoughts swirled in her mind, making her feel absurdly plausible.

But it seemed to be the most reasonable explanation.

After all, from the start, Lin Xuan had shown complete confidence in an almost impossible task. If he didn't have any grasp on success and was just betting on luck, that would be too preposterous.

Could this boy's alchemy skills have reached the legendary realm?

The Heavenly Sound Fairy's expression changed drastically, her lips curling into a warm smile. There was no trace of hostility left.

Not only did she feel this way; the other Supreme Elders of the Heavenly Sound Palace also changed their attitude. Compared to before, it was an about-face of 180 degrees.

They had thought of a possibility:

A Master Alchemist!

These legendary cultivators appeared in ancient times, with few records or legends, no more than three.

Each one was fleeting, leaving behind commendable alchemy techniques.

Since the last Master Alchemist disappeared half a million years ago, the cultivation world hadn't seen such extraordinary figures since.

Other cultivators, even if they were deeply interested in alchemy, found it useless. No matter how much they studied, they couldn't advance to the level of a Master Alchemist.

It required both effort and talent.

Just as those without Spirit Roots could still embark on the path of cultivation, but their achievements would always be limited, this was no different.

A Master Alchemist was also like that, but the exact kind of talent needed remained unknown.

Master Alchemists had long become a legend.

In ancient times, they were esteemed guests at the tables of Loose Immortals and Demon Kings. Even King Asura showed great respect, and True Demon Ancestor didn't dare to show any disrespect or contempt.

This wasn't mere idle talk; legends spoke of one Master Alchemist who was only at the Yuan婴 stage, yet these three realms' top existences still showed no disrespect.

After all, divine herbs were rare. Regardless of his cultivation level, just his unparalleled alchemy skills alone were enough to earn everyone's respect and admiration.

No one would offend such a person.

The Heavenly Sound Fairy's thoughts raced as she felt beads of cold sweat form on her back. If Lin Xuan was indeed a Master Alchemist, the grudge between them and Fairy Too Void would be trivial.

They weren't fools; they wouldn't risk offending a middle-stage Tribulation cultivator for such a minor issue.

Instead, they should try to befriend Lin Xuan.

The benefits of befriending a Master Alchemist were endless. From a certain perspective, it might even be more advantageous than acquiring two先天灵宝.

After all, while先天灵宝were rare and valuable, their purpose was merely to enhance one's strength.

But compared to advancing in cultivation, how could any先天灵宝 match that?

At the Tribulation stage, increasing even a little power was incredibly difficult. Let alone breaking through barriers to advance another level.

It required both effort and suitable opportunities. Useful divine pills were also rare and hard to come by.

Indeed, they were rare and hard to come by.

From this description, one could easily imagine their rarity. But with the support of a Master Alchemist, many things would transform from mundane to extraordinary.

This wasn't idle talk; the Heavenly Sound Palace inherited its legacy from ancient times, with immense depth.

Such a major faction should be able to gather the ingredients for useful divine pills at great effort. The key was in the refinement process—low success rates.

But if a Master Alchemist could assist, all these difficulties would naturally be resolved.

Indeed, challenges wouldn't be an issue; the key was gaining Lin Xuan's friendship.

The Heavenly Sound Fairy's expression turned gloomy as she thought this through.

She felt deeply regretful.

"Why didn't I know earlier?"

If only she had known Lin Xuan was a Master Alchemist, even if Fairy Too Void fell, she would never have pursued any grudges.

Now that they were at odds with Lin Xuan, repairing their relationship would be much harder. (To be continued...)
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A frozen three feet isn't the chill of one day. In both the immortal realm and the mortal world, there's no such thing as a do-over.

Yet despite this, she would never let such an opportunity pass by.

Alchemist Sage.

The title of Alchemist Sage Lin Xuan would bring countless powerful forces in the Three Realms to extend olive branches his way! They would see him as a rare gem worth pursuing.

This was no idle talk. The allure of an Alchemist Sage was undeniable; even Immortal Wrecks, Demon Kings, and True Demons would be honored to have such a presence as their guest.

After all, the skills of an Alchemist Sage were extraordinary. Being friends with someone like that would benefit them in countless ways from any angle.

If she didn't know, well and good. Now that she knew Lin Xuan might be an Alchemist Sage, how could she possibly miss such a chance?

Though there had been some enmity between them before, it hadn’t reached the point of no return. With clever maneuvering, who knew they couldn’t turn enemies into friends?

It was all in one's hands.

Tianyin Fairy, as the sect leader and an old monster who had weathered countless storms through the ages, wouldn't have such a saying on her lips if she didn't put in some effort.

With this thought in mind, a smile spread across her face. "Friend Daoist Lin, you truly keep your word. Since you've already refined the treasure for our sect, let's settle the grudge between Sister Miao Yin."

"Oh?"

The other party’s readiness to make amends left Lin Xuan somewhat taken aback.

As they say, those involved are often blind while outsiders have a clear view.

After the success of the Tai Xu Marvelous Soul Pill, all the old monsters present had mistakenly believed that Lin Xuan's alchemy skills had reached an incomparable level, comparable to ancient Alchemist Sages.

Yet, Lin Xuan himself hadn’t realized this yet. Originally, he had prepared his words to explain why he was able to successfully refine the medicine.

But now it seemed all unnecessary. The other party’s change in attitude suggested that they had ulterior motives.

Lin Xuan was indeed wise for a time but foolish at another; he hadn't figured out the reason behind this change of heart.

But what difference did it make?

The other party's current stance clearly showed their unwillingness to offend him and their desire to repair relations. Knowing this was enough.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t flaunt his talents. At that moment, leaving with his beloved wife from this dragon lair was the most important thing.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts were interrupted by a surprising turn of events. The other party indeed did not纠缠妙音的陨落，也不再觊觎自己的先天灵宝。态度与先前相比，一百八十度大转弯，巴结讨好之态溢于言表。

听起来离谱，但天音宫众长老不得不这么做。毕竟刚才他们已经得罪了林轩，想要扭转关系自然只能放下身段。这是不得已之举。还好林轩本身就是渡劫中期，对他奉承几句也不算丢脸。

天音仙子如此打算，其他太上长老又何尝不是？连一直看不顺眼的皂袍老者此时此刻也笑容满面，慈祥无比。

起初，林轩有些茫然，但以他的聪明才智很快就反应过来。运气来了挡都挡不住，就连老天爷都在帮我。这个误会真是美妙至极。

在错愕之余，他自然不会多做解释，这样的误会对自己百利而无害。天音宫想要修补关系，而林轩也不是得理不饶人的修仙者。归根结底，他与天音宫并无恩怨纠葛，妙音已陨落，彼此间的仇怨也就烟消云散了。

至于天音仙子找麻烦，那是她作为一派之主的职责，渡劫级别的太上长老陨落，她总不可能不管不顾。所以两人虽然交手，但林轩对天音仙子并无恨意。双方握手言和，林轩毫无抵触，对方因误会想要与自己化敌为友则有些超出预料。

但这对林轩来说……求之不得！

多一个朋友比多一个敌人更有利，以他的聪明才智，这么浅显的道理又岂会不知晓。

原本林轩不想多树强敌，至于交好这样的庞然大物天音宫更是有无尽的好处。

于是双方一拍即合。不过这只是心里的想法，在表面上，林轩表现出了几分孤傲之意，拿足了架子，最后在对方的诚意下感动，与对方化敌为友……在这个过程中，林轩待价而沽，自然获得了许多好处。

数日后，一道惊虹离开了天音宫总舵。那是一艘画舫，通体散发着异香，画舫是由养神木搭建而成的，在三界中放眼顶级大能，也只有鼐龙真人才有如此手笔。

“Husband, I didn’t expect things to develop this way. You’ve become a guest elder of the Tianyin Sect,” came the playful voice of Ouyang Qinxin. Her clear and delicate face was filled with disbelief.

In such a dragon lair like the Tianyin Sect, simply surviving should be considered fortunate. She never dreamed that she would end up with such benefits.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had become a guest elder of the Tianyin Sect.

A guest elder didn’t have the same authority as an overlord, but it came with many more perks. Most of the rights an overlord had were almost available to a guest elder, and whether or not they would help in times of trouble was up to their mood.

Such a position wasn't easily bestowed upon others, but for the sect to win Lin Xuan’s friendship, it was worth it from a long-term perspective. For Lin Xuan, this was also a boon; henceforth, the Tianyin Sect could be considered his support system. Under such a tree, one could find shade and use the tiger's might to intimidate others.

In short, this outcome was a win-win situation for both parties, while Lin Xuan gained many benefits in reality.

After several days of热情挽留下，林轩又在该派停留了数日，随后才与鼐龙真人百花仙子一起离开。

世事变幻，真是神奇。原本林轩只是想平安救出欧阳琴心，并没想到最后会发生这样的变故。

“Husband, are you truly an Alchemist Sage?” came the curious voice of Ouyang Qinxin.

"Indeed."

Lin Xuan answered without revealing the secret of the Blue Star Sea. He didn’t do so not because he didn't trust Qinxin but sometimes, keeping some secrets was a form of happiness. (To be continued.)
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"Alright, Brother, if you have such a kind intention, then this elder cannot refuse."

The booming voice of Master Naelong entered his ears. He was originally a straightforward cultivator himself. Although the Marvelous Spirit Pill from Void Realm was rare, since Lin Xuan had such a kind intention, there was no reason to decline.

Such an outcome could be considered a win-win situation. His gaze towards Lin Xuan naturally softened greatly.

"Little Friend Lin, how about we become sworn brothers?"

Master Naelong suddenly proposed something.

"What?"

With his extensive knowledge and rich experiences, even Lin Xuan couldn’t help staring in disbelief, thinking he must have heard wrong.

Seeing him stunned, Master Naelong laughed heartily: "I said, my handsome brother, do you want to become sworn brothers with me? What say, Brother?"

This time, Lin Xuan clearly heard it. But his expression remained as blank as ever.

Was the other party joking?

Master Naelong was one of the top figures in the Three Realms, a super-strong cultivator who possessed domains. The gap between him and Loose Immortals or Demon Kings wasn't much more than a hair's breadth.

Take Fairy Tianshen for example; although both were late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivators, she lacked a domain while Naelong was clearly of a different tier.

If Naelong advanced further, he would reach the stage of Ascending with Fiery Clouds.

Such a renowned powerhouse, countless great existences in the Spirit Realm couldn't even see him. Yet, what did he just say? He wanted to become sworn brothers with himself?

Wouldn’t it be like finding gold in the sky?

Or was Master Naelong momentarily overexcited and babbling nonsense here?

Lin Xuan didn't know.

Though he was a mid-stage Transcendence Realm cultivator now, compared to Naelong, the gap between them was still insurmountable.

Even with all his might, Lin Xuan could only barely break through Fairy Tianshen's Spirit Domain. But if it were against someone like Master Naelong, he wouldn't survive ten blows without summoning the Five Dragon Seal.

Neither innate divine treasures nor the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would be of any use.

This was not self-deprecation; the gap in their strength might even exceed his estimation.

Even if Lin Xuan summoned the Five Dragon Seal, he still couldn't escape defeat. Whether or not he could survive depended on luck.

Such a character who had lived for millions of years, his power was unfathomable. He was a peer from the same era as Fairy Tianshen, the founder of the Tianshen Sect.

Though Lin Xuan always called Naelong brother, it was because he knew how generous and straightforward Naelong was. Even if he called him so, Naelong wouldn't blame him.

In truth, with his current strength, there was no reason for him to be on equal footing with Master Naelong.

But now, not only did the other party regard him as a friend, even proposing to become sworn brothers.

This could be considered shocking and unprecedented.

After all, among cultivators, although some were cold-hearted, those at Naelong's level definitely cherished their reputation.

A word was worth a thousand pieces of gold!

He said becoming sworn brothers, he would probably treat him like a brother.

With such a big brother, not only could he go anywhere in the Three Realms, but also few forces dared to harm him.

Just one bottle of Marvelous Spirit Pill from Void Realm brought such benefits?

It was truly heaven helping me.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced through his mind.

But soon, he knew this thought was wrong.

While the Marvelous Spirit Pill did play a role, the key lay in their mutual admiration and respect for each other.

Regardless of the reason, becoming sworn brothers with Master Naelong would be beneficial to him without any drawbacks.

"Brother, if you don't mind, why not also join us? Let's become three sworn siblings."

"What?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers was stunned by Naelong's antics. But she never expected that in an instant, he would include her as well.

Before she could refuse, the words were already on her lips.

Firstly, regarding Naelong, although he was somewhat unrestrained and free-spirited, he was undoubtedly a top-tier existence in the Spirit Realm. Knowing him for over a million years, they had deep bonds.

Their sworn brotherhood would be a perfect addition, a strong alliance that benefited both of them.

Secondly, Lin Xuan's cultivation level was slightly lower.

However, this young fellow’s rapid advancement was unparalleled in her lifetime, comparable to the former Asura. With time, he would surely become as powerful as her.

Even if his cultivation stalled, as a divine alchemist, his status was already exalted.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had saved her life and his personality was pleasing.

In short, becoming sworn brothers with him seemed absurd but posed no harm to her.

Whether or not she could gain benefits… that wasn't important anymore. At their level of cultivation, there was no need to be as calculating as merchants.

As long as they didn’t make major mistakes, they could act according to their nature without restraint.

"Alright, if you don't mind, then this lady will join in the fun."

Fairy Hundred Flowers' smiling voice entered his ears.

Lin Xuan stared in disbelief; there were more than one pie thrown from the sky.

...

With the decision made, it was easier now. The three of them burned incense and paid homage to heaven and earth before becoming sworn brothers.

Naelong was the big brother, Fairy Hundred Flowers the second sister, while Lin Xuan naturally took the last place.

Qianqian Fairy watched with a smile. She came forward to offer drinks, prompting Lin Xuan to call her auntie.

After taking their seats again, melodious music entered his ears as maidservants performed dances and songs for them.

Lin Xuan and Naelong feasted heartily, while Fairy Hundred Flowers was more restrained but still beaming with satisfaction.

"Brother Third, there's something I need to entrust you with."

"Second Sister, that’s not right. Brothers don’t need to ask for permission; just give your orders to Brother Third," Naelong's cheerful laughter entered his ears before he spoke.

His tone was so warm and friendly that it felt like he didn't see him as an outsider at all.

Lin Xuan laughed: "Brother, you make a valid point. What does Second Sister need me to do?"

"It’s not that serious; I just want our divine alchemist to help me refine a batch of pills," Naelong said.
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Flower Fairy smiled gently. She had originally thought about offering Lin Xuan some reward, but now that they were sworn brothers, discussing such mundane matters would be out of place.

"Of course not a problem. Younger brother naturally wishes to serve. I wonder if Elder Sister has gathered all the ingredients needed for alchemy?"

"Mm, apart from a few other ingredients which are already in hand, the Taiyi Immortal Grass requires another thousand years before it can mature. I'm just saying this now; please come and show your prowess when the time comes."

Flower Fairy's melodious voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears. To ordinary mortals, a thousand years was unimaginably long, but to them, such a span of time could pass in an instant.

A single sitting or seclusion might see thousands of years go by, so they naturally had to make early plans.

With Lin Xuan's affirmative response, satisfaction spread across her face. The three siblings and Qianqian Fairy then chatted about the strange tales from the cultivation world. With their vast knowledge, Lin Xuan listened with great interest, his mind becoming more lively.

This was precisely the best opportunity to inquire about ancient secrets he had been seeking.

While Qianqian Fairy wasn't mentioned, Naelong and Flower Fairy were both inheritors of ancient cultivators. From them, he might get the information he desired.

Thus, Lin Xuan began to probe indirectly!

He didn't directly ask because he trusted these two individuals. Instead, asking too openly would raise their suspicions.

"Why is Third Brother so concerned about Asura? Could there be a connection between him and King Asura?"

Naelong was a man of his word, and Flower Fairy was an extraordinary woman from the ages. Since they were sworn brothers, neither would harm him regardless of what happened.

However, while this was true, secrets could pose dangers with each additional person who knew them. Lin Xuan didn't want anyone to know about his relationship with Yue'er unless absolutely necessary, so he probed indirectly through casual conversation.

Although it was more troublesome, the two showed no hostility towards him and revealed quite a bit of information.

In ancient times, the Spirit Realm had conflicts with the Netherworld, engaging in fierce battles. It seemed related to True Immortals, but the exact reasons were unclear even to Naelong and Flower Fairy.

Lin Xuan was left disappointed when he found that his elder brother and sister didn't know more details either. He reluctantly abandoned this line of inquiry.

However, there was one matter he still wanted to ask about.

"Big Brother, have you ever been to the Netherworld?" Lin Xuan asked drunkenly after a few drinks.

Naelong naturally had visited the Netherworld before. "Why do you want to go there for a tour, Third Brother?"

At their level, advancing further was difficult, so cultivation experts of this rank preferred traveling between realms rather than seclusion, hoping to find opportunities that might help them break through.

"That's right. However, the Netherworld is different from the Spirit Realm. I can tear through the void, but it’s hard for me to reach that realm without finding a spatial node, which requires luck. Do you have any leads?" Lin Xuan said without hesitation.

"Breaking through the void alone isn't enough; if there's a treasure, you can still do so," Naelong boasted confidently.

"What kind of treasure?"

Lin Xuan was delighted to hear this. He knew much, but compared to Naelong, he was far from equal in knowledge.

"The Netherworld Disk allows one to easily tear through the void and enter the Netherworld."

Flower Fairy, who had remained silent until now, spoke up. She extended her hand, tapped her waist, and a piece of treasure flew out of her storage bracelet before reaching Lin Xuan.

It was roughly the size of a palm with countless intricate patterns carved on its surface; clearly not an ordinary item.

"Is this the Netherworld Disk?"

Lin Xuan's face lit up. He had been searching for it without success, and now he had found it so easily. His problem was solved in a single conversation with his elder brother and sister.

"Thank you, Elder Sister."

Lin Xuan happily accepted the treasure. Flower Fairy clearly intended to give him this Netherworld Disk as a gift.

Knowing its value, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate to accept it. While he had initially considered it as a favor from his powerful allies, after their pleasant conversation and mutual understanding, Lin Xuan sincerely recognized them as family.

A man of his word, he would remain steadfast until death!

...

There was no such thing as an eternal banquet.

After another hour or so of lively discussion, Lin Xuan bid farewell to his brother.

He couldn't leave Qinyin alone in the room while he enjoyed himself here.

"Master."

Seeing Lin Xuan return, Qinyin's joy was evident. Her worries were gone.

Lin Xuan briefly mentioned his findings. Upon learning that Lin Xuan had sworn brotherhood with Flower Fairy, Qinyin was equally surprised and pleased.

"But you've also found the Netherworld Disk. So, you're going to look for Yue'er’s whereabouts. You’re certain she's in the Netherworld?"

"I can’t say I’m one hundred percent sure, but since there are no signs of her in the Spirit or Demon Realms, I believe it has a good chance," Lin Xuan said with concern on his face when mentioning Yue'er.

"Master, don't worry. Good people have good fortune. I trust Yue'er will be safe."

"I hope so."

...

After leaving Tianyin Palace, Lin Xuan had planned to travel with Naelong for some time before parting ways. However, now that their relationship was different, and given that Naelong was his elder brother, Lin Xuan felt comfortable riding in the boat.

Since Naelong was also heading back to Naelong's realm, Lin Xuan decided to take a free ride.

Of course, he didn't plan on taking Qinyin with him to the Netherworld; it would be too risky. He intended to send her back to Cloud Concealment Sect first before embarking on his search for Yue'er.

Although this would delay things, Lin Xuan wasn’t worried since good things take time. Besides, after so many years apart, he wanted to spend some quality time with Qinyin and enjoy family life.

Flower Fairy, with nothing else to do, decided to travel with them as well.

With these two by his side, they wouldn't encounter any trouble on their journey. The boat chose an appropriate location, tore through the void, and returned to Naelong's realm.

Since they had been traveling together for so long, Naelong decided to take Lin Xuan directly to Cloud Concealment Sect.
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Brother, your good intentions are not unwelcome. Lin Xuan naturally couldn't refuse.

Moreover, Elder Nai Long had made it clear that he was idle and could pass the time by traveling with Lin Xuan.

The situation for Bai Hua was similar. With such a rare opportunity, Lin Xuan wasn’t being overly formal and shared his cultivation insights with them along the way. Since they were now sworn brothers, Bai Hua and Elder Nai Long looked at him differently, offering much guidance without reservation. Lin Xuan benefited greatly from this, admiring Brother and Sister even more.

Given his broad knowledge, though his strength was far less than theirs, he could still offer valuable insights into cultivation to the two of them. In short, it was a win-win situation for everyone, as their familial and friendly bonds grew stronger.

During this period, Lin Xuan’s life was extremely pleasant. However, misfortune can follow good fortune, and Cloud Concealment Sect found itself in trouble.

---

Originally, Lin Xuan intended to search for Mo Er's whereabouts at the Underworld. Since he had no idea when news would come, he left behind many means before leaving. As long as it wasn’t several late-stage Golden Transcendence Realm experts teaming up to attack, Cloud Concealment Sect shouldn’t face significant trouble.

Considering the few Golden Transcendence Realm existences in Nai Long World, and with the lessons from Old Monster Xue and Sword Lake Palace, Lin Xuan believed that those old monsters would not cause trouble for Cloud Concealment Sect within a thousand years.

A thousand years is a long time, during which he believed he could find clues related to Mo Er. Once back at the main base, he wouldn’t fear any petty villains.

This plan seemed sound, but as the saying goes, "plans are made by man, success depends on heaven." Even cultivators don’t have precognition; no matter how well you arrange things, unexpected events can still occur.

Absolute safety is impossible in reality. Just like now, despite his meticulous arrangements for Cloud Concealment Sect, there were characters who didn't follow the norm and traveled a great distance to cause trouble for the sect.

There were only two enemies.

It seemed like trying to shake a tree with an ant, given that Cloud Concealment Sect had become renowned in Nai Long World. Although it couldn’t compare to its peak, years of accumulation had made their foundation quite solid.

Two people daring to challenge such a powerful sect was indeed overreaching.

But they must have some support.

These were twin brothers who had both reached the Golden Transcendence Realm.

---

The story began about a month ago...

A month earlier, two unremarkable old monsters ended their seclusion. They spent ten thousand years in seclusion this time.

While it sounded absurd, there were indeed such arduous cultivators in the cultivation world.

Their efforts paid off richly: both had advanced to Golden Transcendence Realm!

This was naturally a cause for celebration. With good spirits, these two old monsters, who previously had no grudges with Cloud Concealment Sect, heard that the sect’s reputation soared.

How could this be? Remembering ten thousand years ago, Cloud Concealment Sect was just an insignificant small sect. Who was Lin Xuan, a name they hadn’t heard before, and how did he manage to gain such a huge reputation in such a short time?

The brothers were extremely envious.

Indeed, envy!

For these newly promoted Golden Transcendence Realm cultivators, their favorite thing was fame. Other cultivators labored for immortality, but the brothers’ greatest wish was to be renowned throughout the world.

After ten thousand years of hard work, reaching this stage brought them joy and a sense of vindication. They felt that their lifelong dreams were about to come true.

Golden Transcendence Realm experts are admired wherever they go.

This was indeed the case, but they weren’t satisfied because there was one cultivator with even greater fame: Lin Xuan.

If Lin Xuan were a top-tier powerhouse like Elder Nai Long, they wouldn’t have anything to say. But based on rumors, he hadn’t surpassed early-stage Golden Transcendence Realm yet. How could he gain such a huge reputation?

There were even whispers that the boy’s strength was even greater than mid-stage Golden Transcendence Realm.

That was sheer nonsense!

Ordinary cultivators didn’t know how much of a difference there was between early and mid-stage Golden Transcendence Realm, so they dismissed it as nonsense. They didn't believe him and thought he was seeking fame through empty pretense.

They had to expose his trickery.

While feeling envious and jealous, the brothers also came up with a plan: defeat that Lin boy, and they could gain renown themselves.

Such an opportunity couldn’t be missed.

So, they sent out invitations, calling on heroes from across the world to challenge Cloud Concealment Sect. The news spread like wildfire, causing Nai Long World to erupt in excitement.

Everyone, whether sects or independent cultivators, was discussing this matter. Even in secular society, some informed individuals heard about it and turned it into a topic of conversation over tea.

The Fat and Thin Venerables sent out invitations, challenging Lin Xuan, Elder Lin from Cloud Concealment Sect.

Indeed, the Fat and Thin Venerables were twins with identical appearances but vastly different body types. The fat one was extremely obese, while the thin one was emaciated. Cultivators referred to them as the Fat and Thin Venerables.

While few looked favorably upon their prospects, it didn’t matter; everyone enjoyed a good show.

On the day of the challenge, apart from the Fat and Thin Venerables, countless cultivators from all over gathered here, eager to witness the outcome. Whether they won or lost, both sides were Golden Transcendence Realm experts, who are rarely seen in public. To see them battle was a rare opportunity.

The Fat and Thin Venerables were vain and wanted to boost their prestige. They were confident of defeating Lin Xuan and hoped for as many spectators as possible.

Cloud Concealment Sect’s rapid rise made many envious and jealous, so they hoped that Lin Xuan would win, maintaining their honor, or at least gain more attention by losing. Since they wouldn’t have to participate themselves, the more excitement, the better.

In any case, such a spectacle was beneficial for them to gather information about Cloud Concealment Sect. Thus, they encouraged this excitement. On the agreed day, over a million cultivators flooded into the Cloud Concealment Mountains. (To be continued)
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At this point, the situation had taken a turn that the Cloud Conceal Sect did not anticipate. Consequently, they found themselves in an unprecedented crisis.

They weren't afraid of the Plump and Slim Sovereign; the key issue was that Lin Xuan wasn't at the main headquarters.

However, the Cloud Conceal Sect couldn’t simply say this, as it would be seen as a sign of weakness.

If you said that the Supreme Elder wasn't at the main headquarters but had gone out to travel?

Sure, no problem. We can postpone the duel and wait for him to return before deciding the outcome.

The other party’s response seemed reasonable, yet the Cloud Conceal Sect found themselves in a difficult position. They didn’t know where Lin Xuan had gone. Ordinary disciples were unaware that the Supreme Elder had left as well. Only the silver-eyed maiden and the Long family youth knew, but even then, Lin Xuan only said he was going to an extremely distant place without specifying his exact destination, just mentioning that this time it would be a long journey.

The Three Realms were vast, with hundreds of small spirit realms within the Spirit Realm. Lin Xuan had left no means of contact, so where could the Cloud Conceal Sect look for him?

But the other party didn’t care about these difficulties. Even if they told him, he would only see it as a sign of cowardice.

The saying goes, "Lose in spirit but not in battle." The Cloud Conceal Sect was no longer what it used to be; it had risen to become the top force in the Dragon Pillar Realm. How could it stoop so low as to explain itself?

Clearly, the other party wanted to humiliate Lin Xuan. Words wouldn’t solve the issue. To protect their sect’s reputation, they had no choice but to fight.

This was the only solution, laid out very clearly. But with Lin Xuan not at the main headquarters, who could the Cloud Conceal Sect send as a representative?

Don't look at how formidable the Cloud Conceal Sect has become, a respected and revered sect that countless other sects looked up to. Its rise had been too rapid, relying solely on the reputation of Lin Xuan. It lacked depth.

Given enough time—say, several thousand or even tens of thousands of years—it could have steadily grown stronger, perhaps producing a few Transcendence Realm cultivators. Then, the Cloud Conceal Sect would truly be formidable and deserving of its status.

But now, despite having gathered many outstanding disciples, they hadn't yet matured. With Lin Xuan present, they naturally could hold their ground. But without him, facing such a challenge, the Cloud Conceal Sect’s situation became awkward.

Of course, this was something Lin Xuan had not anticipated either. The various means he left behind were meant to defend against external threats.

For example, if the Plump and Slim Sovereign intended to attack the main headquarters, there would be no other outcome but defeat for them.

But crucially, others hadn’t done that; they wanted a fair duel with Lin Xuan. If the Cloud Conceal Sect was just an unknown minor sect, it wouldn't matter. But now, as the top force in the Dragon Pillar Realm, it couldn’t be ignored. Refusal wasn’t an option; otherwise, their reputation would suffer.

In any case, they had to fight!

Even if they couldn’t find Lin Xuan, there was no reason to retreat. They must protect the Cloud Conceal Sect.

But while easy to say, doing so proved incredibly difficult.

Who should go?

The Cloud Conceal Sect had three Supreme Elders, but only Lin Xuan had reached the Transcendence Realm. The silver-eyed maiden was a minor Transcender, with strength far beyond the Shen State realm, but still incomparable to true Transcenders. At best, she could muster only one-third of her Transcender power.

Facing the Plump and Slim Sovereign, they had no chance at all.

But apart from her, the other Cloud Conceal Sect members were even weaker.

This was a martial contest; there couldn’t be an advantage in numbers.

The silver-eyed maiden convened the elders to discuss strategies. But with such a significant power gap, unless Lin Elder could return, their chances of winning this duel were nil.

"Let it be," sighed the silver-eyed maiden. "As headmaster, I can't back down."

"But Senior Sister, you won’t win either," said the Long family youth anxiously.

"I know, but what can we do? Even if we delay, the problem remains unsolved. We'll end up being mocked by the cultivation world. It’s better for me to fight and lose than to be seen as a coward."

The silver-eyed maiden's voice was low and resolute, indicating her determination.

"But Senior Sister, your words are right, but how do we know the Plump and Slim Sovereign’s mood? What if they attack with all their might?" The Long family youth's face still showed his anxiety.

These two were ascetic cultivators; they didn’t understand. But from their actions, it was clear that both had very proud personalities.

Although they said this duel should be a mere formality, in the end, the power of magic wasn't always predictable.

"Junior Brother, I know you have good intentions, but being overly cautious will get us nowhere. The Cloud Conceal Sect’s rise is due to Lin Xuan's efforts. He has just left; how can we let others bully us? Even if there are dangers, at least they’ll know that our Cloud Conceal Sect cultivators aren’t cowards."

The silver-eyed maiden smiled softly but her tone was firm.

"Senior Sister, what about me stepping in for you?" The Long family youth’s concern was evident.

They had been comrades-in-arms for countless eons; their bond far exceeded that of ordinary siblings.

"Not appropriate," the silver-eyed maiden shook her head.

Sending junior brother would be equally dangerous. She had advanced to a minor Transcender and could defend herself, but junior brother had only just reached the Shen State late stage, his foundation still unstable. Sending him would be truly perilous.

After some discussion, they found no other options and had to proceed this way.

At that moment, a respectful voice entered their ears: "Report to the Supreme Elder and all Senior Uncles, Sister Sun Yu'er has returned."

"Yu'er is back; let her in without further ado," the silver-eyed maiden’s tone was reproachful yet tinged with joy.

Sun Yu'er was an internal disciple and Lin Xuan's disciple as well, known for her intelligence and strategy. Even Lin Xuan held her in high regard. Now she had rushed to Cloud Fox Mountain; could she have a good idea?
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"Disciple Lin Xuan pays respect to Senior Uncle," said the crisp voice, and Gong Sun Yuyer bowed gracefully.

"Yuyer, please rise. There's no need for such formalities."

The silver-eyed girl smiled slightly, her anxiety seeming to ease a bit.

"Why have you come here in such haste? Do you have any news of your master?"

Her tone carried a hint of hope. Lin Xuan had left vague instructions, not clearly stating where he was going.

But Yuyer was his most trusted disciple and bore the responsibility of managing a branch sect. Perhaps she had left some means to contact him.

With this thought, her expression grew more earnest.

"None."

Gong Sun Yuyer shook her head. "Master said only that he would be away for a long time when he first left. He didn't elaborate on specifics, so I can't reach out to him either."

This was a small lie; Lin Xuan had indeed left some sound transmission talismans, but she hadn't been able to use them.

Since this attempt was pointless, she didn't want to raise Senior Uncle's suspicions unnecessarily. Regardless, she couldn't contact her master anyway, so the inaccuracy of her words wouldn't matter much.

"Oh."

The silver-eyed girl sighed, clearly showing disappointment. After a moment, she said hesitantly, "So, Yuyer came here for...?"

Without any leads on Lin Xuan, disappointment was inevitable. However, given Yuyer's character, she wouldn't have come without reason. If she sought an audience with Senior Uncle, there must be a purpose.

"Without a lead, Master can't return. But the Plump and Skinny Elders are pressing hard. Do you have any plans to deal with this?"

"..."

The direct question caught her off guard. She smiled wryly. "Lin Xuan is not here. What else can I do? Relying on numbers won't work, but no matter what, I won't let the sect's reputation suffer. Whether we win or lose, there will be a fight."

"Senior Uncle wants to face this personally? Here's something that might help you."

"Help? Could it be from Lin Xuan?" The silver-eyed girl's expression showed genuine interest. She admired Lin Xuan's methods and believed he might have left some hidden support.

The young man with the surname Long and other elders exchanged concerned glances.

"Indeed, Master said before leaving that he would give me a puppet."

"Puppet?"

One elder frowned. "What use is it? Even if it was from Elder Lin, a mere puppet can't solve our current crisis."

"Senior Uncle's point is valid, but what if this puppet could match even a Golden Transformation cultivator?" Gong Sun Yuyer spoke with indifference.

"What? A puppet that matches a Golden Transformation cultivator?"

"How is that possible?"

"I've never heard of such a treasure. Even Lin Xuan couldn't have such an item."

...

Amidst the murmurs, the elders and the young man with the surname Long exchanged incredulous glances.

Gong Sun Yuyer didn't elaborate further. With a wave of her hand, a faint light appeared, revealing a true spirit puppet before them.

...

The agreed time had arrived.

The entire Dragon Realm once again buzzed with activity.

To speak of the strongest figure in this realm, it was undoubtedly Senior Daoist Dragon. But to determine who was the most prominent over these years, no one could match Lin Xuan's reputation.

Though he was still considered a Golden Transformation cultivator by many, his victories over the Old Demon and the Sword Lake Palace had made him a sensation throughout the cultivation world.

Thanks to his efforts, Cloud Concealment Sect had grown rapidly. It rose from hundreds of positions in the Ten Thousand Clear Palace rankings to become the top sect in the Dragon Realm.

Such a rise was unprecedented, inspiring envy among many factions.

But jealousy served no purpose; Lin Xuan's achievements were too impressive, intimidating even the smallest villains who dared not trouble Cloud Concealment Sect.

However, unexpected events occurred. The Plump and Skinny Elders' sudden appearance was like throwing a stone into a calm lake, causing ripples that stirred up the entire Dragon Realm once again.

Lin Xuan's reputation was formidable; with the Old Demon's fall and the two Supreme Elders of Sword Lake Palace reduced to ashes by his hands, the remaining Golden Transformation cultivators were naturally cautious.

Cloud Concealment Sect, though envied, could have enjoyed a period of peace. But fate had other plans as the Plump and Skinny Elders, who never followed conventional paths, emerged at this moment.

...

Without mentioning Cloud Concealment Sect's dire situation, other sects and factions eagerly awaited the event.

They didn't need to risk anything to learn about Cloud Concealment Sect's true strength. Such an opportunity was too good to miss. With their encouragement, hundreds of thousands of cultivators flooded into the Cloud Concealment Mountains on the agreed day.

Their goals varied; some sought to gauge Cloud Concealment Sect's strength, others merely for a spectacle, and still, others hoped to see Golden Transformation cultivators in action—rarities that were usually hidden. Observing such battles might offer insights beneficial to their own cultivation.

Hearing one speech was worth ten years of study. The logic before them seemed compelling.

Regardless of their intentions, they traveled far to witness the event.

However, unexpectedly, when the fight began, Lin Xuan wasn't present.

Cloud Concealment Sect claimed that their Supreme Elder had gone out on a tour and hadn't returned yet.

The Plump and Skinny Elders were disappointed. They proposed waiting for five or ten years until Lin Xuan returned.

But Cloud Concealment Sect rejected this offer, stating they could still have another Supreme Elder step in if Lin Xuan was unavailable.

This proposal sent shockwaves through the cultivation world.

Such a bold claim—were there other Golden Transformation cultivators in Cloud Concealment Sect?

Otherwise, how could they dare to make such a claim?

But only those within Cloud Concealment Sect knew the truth. Yuyer wished for more time but understood that waiting wouldn't exceed five or ten years. Lin Xuan had said he needed centuries, if not millennia, to complete his important task.

They couldn't wait so long and delaying was meaningless. It would only worsen their situation, potentially turning them into laughingstock.

Since this approach was futile, Yuyer decided to face the challenge now. To be continued...
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This approach, while not guaranteed to resolve the current crisis, was indeed the best option given the circumstances.

The silver-eyed maiden was at the Lesser Tribulation Transcendence stage. With the aid of a True Spirit Puppet, she had a chance, albeit slim, to turn the tide.

On the day of the duel, the Cloud Concealing Sect was bustling with activity.

The arena for the competition was chosen in an open area, surrounded by throngs of spectators from afar.

Lin Xuan's absence left everyone deeply disappointed.

However, the silver-eyed maiden stepping up to take his place sparked great curiosity among the crowd.

As a seasoned observer would discern, the moment she appeared, murmurs spread through the audience.

What was her cultivation stage?

Her spiritual pressure far exceeded that of the Transcendent Realm, yet it fell short when compared to the Tribulation Transcendence. Was she concealing her true strength?

But with matters at this juncture, what purpose could concealing one's strength serve?

While most cultivators were merely puzzled, some old monsters who had just arrived in disguise were left speechless.

Their keen eyesight allowed them to easily discern the silver-eyed maiden’s true cultivation stage. It was not the Transcendent Realm nor the Tribulation Transcendence; she was somewhere in between.

How could this be possible?

It was no wonder these old monsters were shocked.

As everyone knew, cultivation from ancient times had been composed of eight stages.

The Lesser Tribulation Transcendence stage was a unique path, known to very few. Unless one was a top-tier powerhouse like the Dragon Soaring True Immortal or Fairy Hundred Flowers who lived for millions of years, ordinary tribulation transcendents would not know about it.

Curiosity aside, they had indeed come away impressed. Although they could not witness Lin Xuan's true strength, the silver-eyed maiden had already left them marveling at her abilities.

The Fat and Lean Elders muttered to themselves but showed no fear. These two were eccentric characters, but relying on sheer numbers was beneath them.

After a brief discussion, it was decided that the Fat Elder would take the lead in battle.

The duel unfolded with many highlights.

For an ordinary Transcendent Realm cultivator, even a late-stage Transcendent could find it difficult to withstand their attacks. However, despite her inferior strength, the silver-eyed maiden still had some defensive capabilities.

Moreover, her treasure was no trivial matter. The other ancient treasures she wielded were also formidable, leading to a close and evenly matched battle.

The Cloud Concealing Sect disciples rejoiced, with cheers echoing all around.

However, their good fortune did not last long. The Fat Elder finally unleashed his true power.

Indeed, he had merely been probing earlier.

With seriousness, his strength increased exponentially.

The silver-eyed maiden was now hard-pressed to defend herself, facing numerous dangers.

Seeing she could barely hold on, she summoned another treasure.

It was a small cauldron-like object with an ancient design.

Yes, it was the Spirit Formula Cauldron!

When this woman broke through her Lesser Tribulation Transcendence stage, a heavenly tribulation descended. To resist it, Lin Xuan had given her this treasure and never reclaimed it, instead presenting it as a gift to his senior sister.

Only Lin Xuan's immense wealth allowed such generosity.

The Spirit Formula Cauldron was no ordinary ancient artifact; it was a celestial object.

While its grade did not match theprimordial spirit treasure, it was far more precious than ordinary artifacts. The Spirit Formula Cauldron excelled among them, capable of instantly casting powerful ancient spells.

Initially, the Fat Elder paid little heed when she revealed this treasure. However, in the next moment, he found himself in a precarious situation.

Ancient high-powered spells were not easily countered; even as a tribulation transcendence cultivator, he had to be cautious.

With Lin Xuan's gift, the silver-eyed maiden managed to turn the tide.

Unfortunately, that was just a fleeting moment of respite.

A tribulation transcendence cultivator is a tribulation transcendence cultivator. No matter how extraordinary a celestial object might be, it could not decide the outcome.

The silver-eyed maiden’s ability to turn the tide came from her momentary carelessness and being caught off guard.

Once she regained composure, the disparity in their cultivation stages became evident. The Spirit Formula Cauldron could only serve as a surprise attack, making significant progress extremely difficult.

Nevertheless, this spectacle left the spectators amazed, with dazzling displays of combat techniques and powerful secret arts leaving them satisfied they had not come in vain.

The hidden old tribulation transcendents were equally eager for more surprises from the Cloud Concealing Sect. Their admiration for the silver-eyed maiden’s cultivation stage and celestial artifacts was palpable, wondering what other delights awaited.

Many faces showed anticipation.

Indeed, their guess was correct.

Originally, the silver-eyed maiden had no choice but to step up due to Lin Xuan's absence. Even if she lost, it would be better than being perceived as weak.

However, when Lady Gongbar Yu'er revealed her True Spirit Puppet, their mindset subtly changed.

This puppet’s strength nearly matched that of a tribulation transcendence cultivator. With its aid, the outcome might not necessarily be defeat.

While winning the duel remained challenging, they had to try; how could one know it was impossible?

If victory could be achieved, it would resolve the current crisis. The Cloud Concealing Sect's reputation would not suffer but gain from this unexpected turn of events.

The silver-eyed maiden understood these benefits and thus could not ignore them. She had to make an effort regardless.

However, seizing the opportunity required skill, courage, and luck.

No matter what, she would not abandon her efforts.

The Spirit Formula Cauldron contained few spells left. Her situation was dire, but she still held back from summoning the True Spirit Puppet.

Among thousands of spectators, only a few like the Dragon-named youth and Lady Gongbar Yu'er knew about it. The rest believed the silver-eyed maiden had exhausted her options.

She was remarkable, bringing too many surprises, but ultimately not a true tribulation transcendence cultivator. The outcome seemed inevitable.

The Fat Elder, thinking she could not hold on much longer, found that her feigned weakness worked well. He now held an overwhelming advantage and grew arrogant.

After waiting for so long, the silver-eyed maiden no longer hesitated. She summoned the True Spirit Puppet.

Recommendation:
第三千三百零八章 金乌老祖

It was well known that cultivation divided into eight stages, and this had remained unchanged for millions of years since ancient times.

However, the Lesser Transcendence Stage was different; it was a path carved out of its own. Its existence could be attributed to both chance and the relentless efforts of countless sages over millennia.

Tracing back, advancing from the Spirit Division stage to the Transcendence stage posed an immense challenge. The bottleneck at this stage was entirely different from those before. Countless geniuses had fallen victim to it throughout history. Despite their hardships, they refused to remain stagnant in the late Spirit Division stage, wasting time and essence.

While constantly pushing against the bottleneck of the Transcendence stage, these cultivators also sought out new paths. The difficulty and hardship involved were beyond what an outsider could comprehend.

But hard work does not go unrewarded. Over millions of years, after countless failures, a genius truly discovered this path. Thus, the Lesser Transcendence Stage had its unique methods.

Though not as powerful as true Transcendence, these methods significantly increased their lifespan and strength. The effort required to achieve such success was beyond description; naturally, they would not share it with others.

As a result, every cultivator who gained this method kept it secret, cherishing it like a personal treasure. Not only were there few practitioners of the Lesser Transcendence Stage, but even among those aware of its existence, the number was negligible in the three realms.

Among the million cultivators present, none recognized her.

However, their lack of recognition did not diminish their understanding of its value. Clearly, for cultivators struggling with late Spirit Division stage, this young woman's realm could be immensely useful. If they could obtain her cultivation method, their sect would quickly gain a multitude of powerful experts.

This thought crossed the minds of countless Transcendence-stage elders, making them drool with envy.

However, no one acted rashly. After all, the Cloud Concealment Sect was not to be underestimated; it was because Lin Xuan was absent that they had just lost the contest. They could incite trouble and tarnish Lin Xuan's reputation, but going too far would invite severe consequences.

Everyone understood this unspoken boundary. However, the abilities displayed by the silver-eyed maiden were too enticing.

The Lesser Transcendence Stage aside, her divine treasures were extraordinary. Instantly casting ancient powerful spells was of great use in combat. As for the true spirit puppet, it left even the hidden Transcendence-stage elders speechless.

Mechanical puppets were not unfamiliar to them given their extensive knowledge. However, among all cultivators across time and space, only those at the Profound Concealment level were considered high-grade. Spirit Division stage puppets were rare, and those of the Transcendence stage... they existed only in legends or theoretical possibilities.

Among so many cultivators present, no one had ever seen such a puppet, dismissing it as nonsense. But now, they realized their mistake; the legend was real, and there truly existed Transcendence-stage puppets.

How did the Cloud Concealment Sect obtain them? Was this due to chance or did they create these treasures themselves?

If obtained from an ancient cave dwelling, that would be one thing. But if... if it was the Cloud Concealment Sect that had mastered the method for creating such puppets, its value would be immeasurable.

Although crafting a puppet of this level would require countless divine materials and treasures, once created, the benefits to their sect would be tremendous. Their strength could increase several times over. Even just having one with them would bring untold advantages, especially against peers.

The Cloud Concealment Sect was not easily provoked; even though they had lost the contest due to Lin Xuan's absence, they could still incite trouble and tarnish their reputation. But if they truly antagonized them, it would be a different story.

That young Lin fellow was known for his vendetta. If they pushed too far, he would surely not take kindly to it upon his return.

Most were hesitant, but each had their own nature. Among the Transcendence-stage beings, there were undoubtedly those who were arrogant and overconfident.

Jealousy and envy of Lin Xuan had always been simmering beneath the surface. Now faced with so many benefits, they could no longer contain themselves. The Cloud Concealment Sect mattered little; that young Lin fellow was far from invincible.

Although the fat elder had won, he showed no intention to harm his opponent. A cold voice entered their ears as the silver-eyed maiden turned to leave:

"Wait!"

The voice was hoarse and unpleasant. As it echoed in their ears, a figure appeared before them, blocking her path. It was an old man with a small stature and grotesque appearance; one could not tell his age.

He seemed frail, but his entire body exuded vitality.

"Golden Crow Ancestor!"

"Good heavens, it's that old monster."

"He dares to challenge the Cloud Concealment Sect? This is going to be good."

"If it’s this old monster, even if that Lin fellow comes, he’ll likely end up in regret."

"Yes, as amonster race, his strength far surpasses that of Old Xue."

...

Whispers filled the air, and the silver-eyed maiden's face turned pale. The situation was developing beyond her expectations.

If it continued like this, the Cloud Concealment Sect would not merely suffer damage to their reputation.

She feared but could not retreat as the leader of a sect. She stopped, showing no emotion: "Senior, what is your command?"

While saying so, she quickly ran through the information about this old monster in her mind. The Golden Crow Ancestor was named for his status as amonster race. It was well known that people referred to true spirits as golden crows. However, there were many more members of the Golden Crow clan, and among them, those who had inherited the true spirit's flames were considered powerfulmonster race.

...

Theoretically, true spirits were immortal, but due to various reasons, they would eventually fall. Then a new strong spirit would inherit their flame.

Many high-ranking cultivators knew this. The current Golden Crow Ancestor was one of them. About a million years ago, the previous true spirit had fallen, and the Golden Crow's true spirit flame returned to the true spirit realm, waiting for its next successor.

This position was not easily attained; it required being the strongest member of the Golden Crow clan. (To be continued.)
第三千三百一十章 林轩回宗

As soon as the Golden Crow Ancestor appeared, all the powerful cultivators present submitted to his authority. However, at this moment, a faint voice reached their ears.

Despite the presence of millions of cultivators in the vicinity, who were bustling with activity and conversation, this voice was clear and distinct, heard by everyone without obstruction.

The once noisy valley instantly fell silent.

The air seemed to have frozen; even the sound of a needle falling could be heard clearly.

Silence reigned supreme.

Even the arrogant Golden Crow Ancestor appeared somewhat dazed at that moment. He felt a mix of shock, confusion, and then anger, though beneath his composed facade lay a trace of unease that was hard to detect.

They say, "A man's name is like the shadow of a tree," and Lin Xuan had quickly gained a considerable reputation in such a short time. How could it be mere self-aggrandizement?

From both reason and emotion, his strength must indeed be formidable. Although he had just spoken arrogantly, that was because he believed Lin Xuan wasn't present here. But now, with the main target returning, how could he not feel some trepidation?

But to say he was afraid would be an exaggeration; he merely put away his air of superiority.

Moreover, it might not even be Lin Xuan—perhaps the Cloud Concealment Sect was just playing a trick, pretending that their leader had returned when he wasn't.

As these thoughts raced through everyone's minds, the old monster spoke up: "Which brat is speaking nonsense and hiding in the shadows? Afraid to show yourself to an old man like me?"

"Hmph. What’s there to fear? I said I would test your strength as a friend. Just hope you don’t disappoint me too much."

The faint voice carried with it a clear disdain that could not be hidden.

The Golden Crow Ancestor was enraged, and the cultivators who had come for entertainment also fell silent like frightened children.

Evil meets evil; the Golden Crow Ancestor had already been arrogant and domineering. He hadn’t expected to encounter someone even more arrogant.

But was it really Lin Xuan?

The Cloud Concealment Sect claimed he was out on a pilgrimage, temporarily unreachable. Otherwise, facing the Plump and Lean Elders earlier would have involved sending a silver-eyed maiden instead of him.

While other cultivators didn't voice their thoughts openly, they secretly believed that if Lin Xuan were here, his strength alone would make him fearless against the Plump and Lean Elders; the notion of fear was absurd. Everyone knew this.

Lin Xuan wasn’t here.

So who could it be, then? Could there really be such a coincidence that the elusive Lin Xuan returned just at this critical moment?

Perhaps the Cloud Concealment Sect was just playing another trick, trying to use an empty city strategy?

Both possibilities were favored by most cultivators. After all, how many coincidences are there in the world?

If it truly was the Cloud Concealment Sect pulling a fast one, how would they manage? That would be a difficult task.

The Golden Crow Ancestor wasn’t easily fooled; such a scheme from the Cloud Concealment Sect would only lead to self-inflicted consequences. They would end up tying themselves in knots.

With these thoughts in mind, the cultivators’ expressions varied widely—most were gleeful at the misfortune of the Cloud Concealment Sect, which had grown too quickly and was now facing adversity. However, some, like the disciples of the Cloud Concealment Sect, firmly believed that Elder Lin had returned, as they knew their affairs best.

The process seemed complex but took only an instant. No need for speculation; the answer would soon be revealed.

Boom!

Without any warning, a massive spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

This pressure was so overwhelming that nearby rocks began to fall.

High-ranking cultivators were fine, but those below the Profound Abyss stage found it hard to breathe.

The Golden Crow Ancestor was undoubtedly at the Transcendation Stage.

Fortunately, the spiritual pressure came and went quickly.

In the next moment, it vanished mysteriously.

Then, a faint green light appeared on the horizon in the distance.

Though still far away, its brilliance made it visible from that distance.

As the green light flickered, the light mass rapidly grew larger.

Lower-ranking cultivators didn’t need to be mentioned; even the old monster hidden in the shadows was visibly agitated.

Such speed—thousands of miles in an instant—wasn’t a mere teleportation or illusion. Only by tearing through space and ignoring distance could such speed be achieved.

Ordinary Transcendation Stage cultivators couldn’t achieve this level of ease either. Could it really be that Lin Xuan returned at the critical moment?

Before these thoughts could fully form, a figure appeared in an open area within the valley.

At first, he was barely discernible, but soon everyone saw his face clearly.

Wearing a green robe and looking ordinary.

Sure enough, it was Lin Xuan!

It wasn’t the Cloud Concealment Sect playing tricks; instead, the renowned Lin Xuan had returned here.

The cultivators were stunned but also excited.

The Golden Crow Ancestor was proud and arrogant, while this young Lin was never one to back down from a challenge. These two meeting each other would result in a fierce confrontation without any compromise.

With these thoughts, it was no wonder the cultivators were elated—they had come here for entertainment. The silver-eyed maiden’s battle with the Plump Elder had already been thrilling, but they still wanted more excitement. Now, there would be an even more spectacular showdown between Lin Xuan and the Golden Crow Ancestor.

No one knew who would emerge victorious, but a grand and intense battle was inevitable.

Sure enough, this trip wasn’t in vain. If not for sheer luck, how could they have witnessed such high-level battles?

The cultivators’ faces were filled with excitement, while those from the Cloud Concealment Sect had different expressions.

Seeing their two top elders being treated like straw men by Lin Xuan, they initially felt shock and anger. Now, replaced by overwhelming joy.

Yes, sheer joy.

Lin Xuan, Elder Lin, was back—what more could they fear?

Unlike other sects, the Cloud Concealment Sect’s success was entirely due to Lin Xuan's efforts. His reputation within the sect was immense; in his disciples' eyes, he was all-powerful. Even the Sword Lake Palace had submitted, so what did a mere Golden Crow Ancestor matter?

Cheers erupted throughout the valley as Cloud Concealment Sect disciples paid homage to Lin Xuan with great respect. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's arrival invigorated the cultivators of Cloud Concealment Sect, while the old patriarch Jin Wu's expression was a sight to behold.

But now that things had reached this point, he could no longer retreat; otherwise, he would become a laughingstock in the entire cultivation world.

There's an old saying: "Once you draw the bow, there's no turning back."

Fortunately, while Lin Xuan was not an easy opponent, the old monster might not be afraid. He had full confidence in his own strength. Although Lin Xuan wasn't someone to easily deal with, who would win or lose could only be determined by battle.

Since he was destined to tear off their masks, there was no need for him to kowtow to Lin Xuan. After frowning and sizing up the young man for a moment, he suddenly sneered darkly: "What arrogance! Wanting to challenge me? You really don't know when to die. Since this is how you feel, I'll give you a lesson."

Before his words were even finished, his right hand rose lightly and pressed towards Lin Xuan with a palm strike.

The movement was devoid of any fiery aggression, and no spiritual light appeared. Many cultivators watching from the sidelines were left speechless, scratching their heads in confusion.

Only those old monsters hidden in the shadows, who had reached the Tribulation Transcending stage, narrowed their eyes, their expressions filled with shock.

A true expert can tell at a glance.

The lower-ranked cultivators were still in the dark, which was not surprising. The higher one's cultivation and insight, the more they could discern about this technique.

Indeed, it lacked any fiery aggression because he had reached a state of simplicity and purity.

No spiritual light or sound meant that this palm contained法则 power (law).

Tribulation Transcending cultivators could touch the laws of heaven and earth at the Spirit Cultivation stage, but only those who had transcended tribulations truly understood and utilized them.

The strength of such a technique was debatable, but it would certainly surpass ordinary treasures.

Jin Wu, originally a demon, might appear withered as an old man when transformed, but that was just his appearance. In reality, he had reached an astonishing level of power, his body cultivation techniques being unparalleled.

This palm strike was the manifestation of force law.

Yet, on the surface, there were no signs of it.

If faced by a cultivator who knew him well and fought with full effort, it would be fine. But if he let his guard down even slightly, the consequences could be dire.

Despite Jin Wu's arrogant demeanor and disdain for others, he was actually quite meticulous.

He had not held back in this strike and had set up a trap to exploit Lin Xuan’s overconfidence.

There was a reason behind it.

That young man, though at the Tribulation Transcending stage, his lifespan was minuscule compared to theirs. Young and successful, he might be overly proud and prone to carelessness. Such people were easy to underestimate.

If he hadn't miscalculated, Lin Xuan would easily fall into his trap.

Jin Wu's eyes gleamed with a hint of satisfaction.

And just as expected, Lin Xuan did not summon any treasure but instead sneered, raising his right hand and striking forward.

"Idiot, utterly foolish."

Jin Wu was overjoyed, believing he had outsmarted him.

The old monsters hidden in the shadows shook their heads and sighed, shaking their heads in disapproval.

Lin Xuan might be powerful, but now he seemed too foolish.

Jin Wu was a demon, mastering the essence of force law. Engaging in direct body cultivation techniques was like an old man hanging by his own rope, wishing for longer life.

Incredible!

It looked like this battle would end with Lin Xuan's defeat.

And Cloud Concealment Sect's current scale relied entirely on its reputation to hold it together.

If Lin Xuan were to fall here, the sect might not disintegrate, but their situation wouldn't be much better.

But such an outcome was precisely what these old monsters desired.

Their envy and jealousy of Cloud Concealment Sect led them to hope for his misfortune.

As this thought raced through their minds, they soon realized how wrong they were.

Lin Xuan wasn't that easy to deal with; he wouldn't be careless or overconfident.

He had spent only a few thousand years reaching the Tribulation Transcending stage. But what did that matter? Lin Xuan's cultivation experience was far richer than most cultivators, not inferior to those of his peers in any way.

He could easily discern the force law hidden within Jin Wu’s palm strike.

Jokingly, he was equally adept at mastering such laws.

Wasn't Jin Wu being arrogant?

Fine, then I won’t use any tricks. Let's see if you can withstand my direct force and break your force law.

Lin Xuan had full confidence in his own strength. Demons? True Spirit Realm Lin Xiao would cut them down.

They had no grudge or enmity; he came to Cloud Concealment Sect to provoke the tiger, so he wouldn’t leave easily without tasting my might.

The entire process was complex but took only an instant.

Bang!

A fist and a palm collided in mid-air with force.

Originally, their attacks lacked any fiery aggression.

But when the fist met the palm, a fierce gale erupted, and terrifying explosions echoed. A massive mysterious aura suddenly appeared between them, its surface covered in multi-colored glass-like layers, constantly spewing out rune symbols the size of fists, dazzlingly bright. The spiritual pressure it emitted was formidable, causing cultivators watching from the sidelines to retreat.

No clear winner!

Lin Xuan also mastered force law.

And he wasn’t inferior to Jin Wu, a demon who had mastered such laws. To be able to match him evenly was beyond comprehension.

The old monsters' faces were filled with shock.

Such results were too unexpected.

But what followed left them even more speechless. "Pfft," the sound of blood spewing into the air echoed in their ears. Clearly, Lin Xuan's punch had the upper hand. Jin Wu was merely holding on but could no longer withstand it. A mouthful of blood erupted from his mouth as he stumbled back several steps, his face turning pale. The blow must have been quite painful.

How is this possible?

Jin Wu was a genuine demon, skilled in body cultivation techniques and mastering force law. Even other demon cultivators would retreat when facing him, unwilling to engage directly.

Lin Xuan was clearly a human cultivator, but such a scene, no matter the angle, seemed too absurd.

Was he even stronger than legendary tales?

The cultivators were envious and silent. Then Cloud Concealment Sect's disciples erupted in thunderous cheers. (To be continued...)
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Stunned silence!

In just one move, Lin Xuan had inflicted considerable damage on Golden Crow Ancestor. This outcome was beyond the expectations of the spectators.

Everyone assumed that a fierce battle between Lin Xuan and the Golden Crow Ancestor was inevitable. One was nearly a True Spirit, while the other was renowned across the land. No matter who emerged victorious, an extravagant battle would ensue. Neither could easily triumph; their strength was on par!

Most cultivators in attendance held this view, including those from Cloud Concealment Sect.

Although Lin Xuan’s reputation within the sect was formidable, the Golden Crow Ancestor was a legendary figure as well. The spectacle became increasingly intriguing.

The far-traveling cultivators were eagerly anticipating what would happen next. However, the following scene left everyone speechless.

There was no parity; it took only one exchange for the Golden Crow Ancestor to be thoroughly defeated in his area of expertise—Physical Cultivation Techniques. He couldn’t even match Lin Xuan’s strength.

Such a scenario would likely be hard to believe if mentioned. But the truth was evident, witnessed by over a million cultivators. There could be no mistake.

The Golden Crow Ancestor had lost so comprehensively that he barely retained his ability to retaliate. Instead, his frustration turned into rage as he realized how poorly he had performed.

“Wretched brat! This is your death wish.”

A roar echoed, followed by rapid hand movements like a butterfly passing flowers. Spell techniques shot out from his fingers and palms, accompanied by mysterious incantations. A "pfft" sound entered everyone’s ears.

In front of the Golden Crow Ancestor, a fireball the size of a head appeared within a few feet.

This flame was dazzling, emitting an overwhelming sense of destruction.

“Is this… True Fire of the Golden Crow?”

Ordinary cultivators merely felt its immense power. However, those hidden observers were dumbfounded. Experts could easily distinguish between ordinary and true abilities. Ordinary True Fire of the Golden Crow wasn’t rare; lesser-known members of the clan had similar powers—mere talents.

But for a Transcendent Realm expert, this level of True Fire was considered laughable. It was merely a minor talent, not worthy of such renown. True Fire of the Golden Crow should only be wielded by a True Spirit to be genuine.

The flames before him were mere pretenders compared to true power. A million years ago, during that great battle, he had lost his chance to become a True Spirit. Yet, instead of giving up, he had diligently practiced, advancing to Transcendent Middle Stage.

Still, he couldn’t compare to a True Spirit. But now, the True Fire he was using seemed close to True Spirit level—no mere pretender.

In other words, this move was his trump card, and it was clear that Lin Xuan would face a formidable challenge. The battle had reached an unforeseen stage; they hadn’t even tested each other. They were already deciding their fates with just two moves.

Everyone held their breaths as the Dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed maiden’s faces showed concern. At this level, they could vaguely discern the essence of True Fire of the Golden Crow. Could Lin Xuan manage to turn danger into safety?

Worry clouds one's mind.

...

The worry was unnecessary. Lin Xuan’s face remained unafraid; it was almost serene.

True Fire of the Golden Crow? This was like a master showing off in front of his peers. For fire techniques, Lin Xuan had complete confidence.

A smile appeared on his lips as he raised his right hand. An egg-sized flame materialized.

Multicoloredglassware, filled with mysterious and ancient vibes. Tiny runes flickered on its surface.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward. As he moved, the Illusory Heavenly Fire’s ethereal glow intensified. It expanded tenfold, then transformed into a phoenix about a foot long. With a spread of wings, it emitted a nine-heaven call.

A sea of flames engulfed the sky, and an overwhelming spiritual pressure filled everyone with fear. The pressure was no less than that of a Transcendent Realm expert.

On the other side, a strange bird appeared—a crow-like creature with three legs and golden feathers.

Three-legged Golden Crow!

It resembled true spirits as described in legends.

Needless to say, this bird had transformed from True Fire of the Golden Crow. The entire process took mere moments.

The cultivators were astounded. In an instant, the phoenix and three-legged golden crow collided mid-air.

“Wretched brat! You’re utterly reckless!”

The Golden Crow Ancestor’s face was filled with mockery. He couldn’t believe his opponent also mastered a force technique. His defeat was bitter, but this was just an exception. True Fire of the Golden Crow was a secret he had cultivated for tens of thousands of years; even compared to a True Spirit, the difference was minimal.

This brat dared to compete in fire techniques with him and must be taught a lesson.

The Golden Crow Ancestor thought viciously. However, what followed left him speechless.

The two flames collided. The three-legged golden crow was swiftly devoured by the phoenix.

Indeed, there was no suspense; True Fire of the Golden Crow couldn’t even retaliate against Illusory Heavenly Fire.

"How is this possible?"

Not only was the Golden Crow Ancestor stunned, but other experts were gasping as well. If not for their own eyes witnessing it, such a bizarre scene would be hard to believe. True Fire of the Golden Crow had fallen in one exchange and been devoured.

No, not just defeated; it had been consumed.

Among all the cultivators present, only Lin Xuan’s face remained calm. Even if this wasn’t true True Fire of the Golden Crow, even if a True Spirit of the Golden Crow appeared here, what difference would that make? He had faced True Spirits before. Besides, not counting treasures, Illusory Heavenly Fire was his most formidable secret technique; for him to compete in spiritual flames was sheer foolishness. (To be continued.)
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They say, "When a person is unlucky, even drinking cold water can get stuck in their teeth."

This might sound absurd, but when applied to the Golden Crow Ancestor, it was no exaggeration.

Today, this old monster had been extremely unlucky, losing to Lin Xuan. It could be said that his defeat was purely due to bad luck.

Cleverness backfired on him. Initially, he wanted to give Lin Xuan a taste of his own medicine as a show of strength.

Using one's strengths against the opponent's weaknesses is an impeccable strategy. This approach was precisely what a smart person would choose.

That’s why the Golden Crow Ancestor first used the Law of Strength, only to fail and then resort to True Fire of the Golden Crow.

While the former was his signature move, the latter was even more formidable, considered his life technique.

A life technique is akin to a life power. As the name suggests, it has unparalleled power but shares similar weaknesses with life artifacts; once broken, the cultivator will suffer severe backlash due to the connection between their mind and the technique.

The Golden Crow Ancestor’s actions were not out of impulse. After refining True Fire of the Golden Crow into his life technique, its power had increased exponentially. He believed that even if he couldn’t completely annihilate Lin Xuan, he could still give him a significant surprise.

However, to his dismay, Lin Xuan was equally adept at spirit flames and other secret arts.

What was intended as a strength against weakness turned into a tragic outcome—like trying to crack an egg with a stone.

Lin Xuan stood calmly, while the old monster had no choice but to swallow his defeat.

The Golden Crow True Fire, which he had painstakingly cultivated, had been devoured and integrated by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Flame.

The old monster’s arrogant expression could no longer be maintained; instead, he showed confusion and fear. His face turned an even paler shade of gray. While ordinary cultivators might not notice, a veteran who had gone through the Tribulation Realm clearly felt that his spiritual pressure was now about half of what it was just moments ago.

This was due to the devouring of the Golden Crow True Fire.

From the moment they began fighting until now, only an instant had passed. They had exchanged blows for two rounds at most.

To lower cultivators, this was merely a probing action, but the old monster knew well that he had lost. He had been defeated without any redeeming factors; his two strongest techniques were broken by Lin Xuan in a straightforward manner.

At this point, there was no suspense left in their battle.

He could do nothing to change the outcome.

Continuing to fight would only be a humiliation for himself.

A true cultivator of renown does not exist without substance. This young man was far more powerful than he had imagined.

His face contorted with displeasure as he reluctantly conceded defeat: "Friend Lin, your power is unparalleled; I have learned from you. I cannot bear to stay here any longer. The green mountains remain unchanged, and the clear waters flow on forever. I will leave now."

Before his words were fully spoken, a brilliant aura enveloped him, and he was about to soar into the distant horizon.

However, just as he was about to take off, a faint voice interrupted: "Friend, you speak with arrogance, treating our Cloud Concealment Sect as if it doesn't exist. Now that you have said 'I've learned from you,' do you really expect to leave so easily?"

Lin Xuan wasn’t the type of cultivator who would hold grudges, but he wouldn’t let others bully him either. A simple "I’ve learned from you" was too much for this old monster’s pride.

"You..."

The Golden Crow Ancestor's body froze as his expression fluctuated between anger and fear.

He was a proud cultivator who had never experienced such humiliation before. However, after hesitating for a moment, he couldn’t afford to lose face.

After all, both of his signature techniques were broken by Lin Xuan, and the mental strain from this connection caused significant damage. Even at full strength, he could not defeat Lin Xuan; under these circumstances, another confrontation would cost him his life.

Despite his pride, it was clear that his life was more important than a little face.

He understood the importance of priorities after living for so long. This simple truth was obvious to him.

Finally, a bitter smile appeared on his face: "Very well, this treasure will serve as an apology."

Before he could finish speaking, a small jade bottle floated out from his sleeve and shot towards Lin Xuan.

However, unexpectedly, Lin Xuan did not take the jade bottle. Instead, he spoke calmly: "I don’t need treasures; this is insufficient to atone for your offense."

"What do you want then?"

The Golden Crow Ancestor gritted his teeth as he spoke. His pride had never been pushed so far before. Despite his anger, he couldn’t afford to lose face.

"Friend, that’s too much of a demand," Lin Xuan said with a faint smile. "All I ask is a small vial of Golden Crow Spirit Blood. If you satisfy my wish, our grievances will be settled."

Lin Xuan's tone remained calm and composed, but the underlying threat was clear.

If it weren’t for this fortunate coincidence, his return to this place would have led to the destruction of the Cloud Concealment Sect. He had no mercy for enemies; if they couldn't even part with a small vial of spirit blood, he wouldn’t hesitate to keep them here forever.

Lin Xuan raised his head and stared directly into the old monster's eyes. The old monster’s face was contorted with anger and fear.

Anger and frustration were evident on his face, but there was also a clear sense of dread and caution.

His face turned even more gloomy as if it would rain soon. At this point, he himself was indecisive.

The once bustling valley fell silent again. The air seemed to have frozen as everyone waited for the old monster's final decision—whether to fight Lin Xuan or submit.

...

After a moment, the old monster’s sleeve fluttered, and a small jade bottle flew out.

Lin Xuan caught it, uncapped it, and revealed golden spirit blood within.

It was indeed Golden Crow Spirit Blood. The spiritual energy inside was pure, and if he refined this, his strength would increase further.

The old monster ultimately chose to submit. Life was more important than face; once he handed over the item, there was no way he could stay here.

Reckon with your enemy, they will reckon with you. He had originally hoped for great benefits from the Cloud Concealment Sect but ended up with a loss of dignity instead.

He sighed and turned into a beam of light before leaving. (To be continued.)
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The Golden Crow Patriarch left, and the fat and thin Elders felt uneasy all over.

The two brothers exchanged glances, their expressions showing some anxiety. After all, it was they who initially came up with the idea to cause trouble for Yun Yin Sect. If even the Golden Crow Patriarch had ended up in such a mess, what would be the fate of them?

Thinking about this, both of them felt their faces turn pale.

The recent confrontation between them and Lin Xuan had been clear to these old monsters who were already at the Tribulation Transcending stage. The saying "a name without a true man behind it" was perfectly applicable to Lin Xuan; in fact, he seemed even more formidable than what rumors suggested.

How could they have provoked such an old monster?

The brothers felt bitter and regretted their actions bitterly.

However, once the situation had reached this point, regretting it would be of no use. People always had to pay for their actions.

Lin Xuan turned his head.

The fat Elder hung his head in dejection as he spoke: "Friend Daoist Lin, this matter is our fault due to our rashness. Please let us know what you want to do; we will not hesitate."

"There's no need for that," Lin Xuan said calmly. "If the two of you wish to turn swords into plowshares, just agree to one condition."

"What condition? Please speak," the fat Elder's eyes lit up.

"I don't ask for your treasures but only require a solemn vow from both of you: if Yun Yin Sect faces any crisis in the future, you must help us three times with all your might."

"Is that it?"

The two brothers exchanged glances. It seemed too easy compared to the Golden Crow Patriarch's misfortune.

"Do I have your agreement?" Lin Xuan scanned their faces and spoke calmly.

He had his reasons for making such a request.

In fact, Lin Xuan's timely return to Yun Yin Sect headquarters was not entirely due to chance. He had traveled with Elder Daoist Nai Long and his elder brother and sister on a boat. When they passed by a city of cultivators, Qinxin went out to buy something, leaving Lin Xuan behind.

Then he heard that the fat and thin Elders were going to challenge Yun Yin Sect, causing trouble for him...

Lin Xuan was naturally anxious. Although he had left many means behind, facing two Tribulation Transcending old monsters still seemed hopeless.

The situation being urgent, Lin Xuan needed to return first.

While Nai Long's boat was fast, it paled in comparison to his own遁光 (hidden light technique).

Saving people is like putting out a fire; the sooner he returned, the better.

Thus, Lin Xuan bid farewell to Qinxin and asked her to inform his elder brother and sister. He then left first to help the sect.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense was so acute that even from several miles away, he could perceive what happened in Yun Yin Sect.

The fat and thin Elders were indeed the initiators of this matter, but their actions stemmed from a natural inclination for grandeur; they had no ill intent toward Yun Yin Sect.

As an avenger, Lin Xuan was reasonable. The brothers coming to cause trouble at Yun Yin Sect could be understood given the circumstances.

Since that was the case, he did not intend to make things difficult for them. He merely imposed a light punishment and let them go, leaving no grudges behind.

Moreover, his request from the fat and thin Elders had its reasons. In Lin Xuan's eyes, their strength might be negligible, but they were indeed Tribulation Transcending cultivators in reality.

If he could stay at Yun Yin Sect headquarters, there would have been no need to seek their help, but now Lin Xuan needed to find clues about Yue'er.

In that case, the situation for Yun Yin Sect was not good. Although he had left many fallbacks, unforeseen events might render them useless.

For instance, this unexpected incident was something he hadn't anticipated before leaving. The various fallbacks he had left were not entirely without purpose but couldn't completely eliminate the crisis either.

In essence, Yun Yin Sect's strength was still too weak.

Since he couldn't stay at the headquarters forever, these brothers' promises would be useful in critical moments.

Lin Xuan did not need to elaborate on his thoughts. The fat and thin Elders were already filled with joy.

After all, the Golden Crow Patriarch's fate was right there as a warning; they thought that even if they didn't die, they might still suffer greatly. They never expected it would be so easy to turn danger into safety, making them extremely happy.

The brothers stood rooted in place due to this sudden happiness.

"Is something wrong, two friends? Do you not agree with my proposal?" Lin Xuan's voice carried a hint of coldness, but he was secretly amused. Such terms were already generous; if the other party wasn't foolish, they would have no reason to refuse.

Indeed, upon hearing this, the fat and thin Elders woke up and quickly vied to speak: "Friend Daoist, how could we not agree with your good intentions? Thank you for your kindness."

Their voices and words were filled with sincerity. They truly appreciated Lin Xuan.

The fat Elder took out an jade talisman as he spoke, saying that they would naturally be able to contact them when needed.

Lin Xuan accepted the talisman with a smile, shook hands with both of them, and thus their past grievances dissipated like smoke, turning swords into plowshares.

With this matter concluded, those who had hoped for Yun Yin Sect's misfortune all fell silent.

Lin Xuan's reputation was well-known; his displayed strength far exceeded the rumors. In such a situation, people avoided him; how could they dare to provoke him?

As for the cultivators who came out of curiosity, their faces were filled with excitement as if this trip hadn't been in vain. Some even considered joining Yun Yin Sect.

Of course, most cultivators had already decided to leave. The fun was over; staying here would be useless.

However, just then, a faint and ethereal celestial melody entered their ears.

A boat appeared, emitting a flash of green light.

At first far away, it soon approached them.

Closer inspection revealed that it indeed was a boat, unlike ordinary spirit boats. This one was several dozen feet long, divided into seven layers, exquisite and magnificent; even the imperial ships of secular royalty were inferior to it.

As the boat drew closer, the cultivators smelled an unusual fragrance.

Most felt refreshed, but some with broad experience looked incredulous: "This... is Nourishing Spirit Wood?"
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The expression on the faces of those cultivators who recognized this treasure was one of extreme astonishment.

It wasn't hard to understand why they felt incredulous. Nourishing Spirit Tree was one of the Seven Divine Trees in the cultivation world, and as its name suggested, it had the effect of nourishing divine consciousness. As a result, cultivators all vied for it; even if one could only obtain a small piece, say an inch long, and turn it into an item to wear on their person, there would be countless benefits.

However, despite this, they still couldn't get any.

Nourishing Spirit Trees were too precious. Yet, those people in front of them had no idea how to describe the situation; luxury was not enough to express its value; it was truly a waste of such a treasure to use it to build a pleasure boat.

Could it be that he misunderstood? Was this treasure before him not actually a Nourishing Spirit Tree?

Even some cultivators, in their astonishment, began to doubt their own eyesight.

After all, no matter how one analyzed the scene from any angle, it was too outrageous.

However, those old monsters of the Transcendence Stage hidden in the shadows were astonished but their expressions turned extremely serious.

Their knowledge was vast and far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators. They naturally heard tales about Daoist Nailed Long.

...

Such a good opportunity couldn't be missed.

Suddenly, the once tranquil void became blurry, and an elderly man dressed in black robes appeared.

He bowed to the pleasure boat: "Is it Daoist Nailed Long ahead? My greetings."

His appearance was refined, and the spiritual pressure emanating from his body was extraordinary.

He was also a Transcendence Stage old monster. Although he was only at the early stage, such a realm was already quite remarkable; anywhere in the Three Realms, he would be respected by anyone.

However, on his face, there was an air of carefulness.

Daoist Nailed Long's existence was something that even he found hard to make friends with.

Such a good opportunity couldn't be missed.

Befriending such a top-tier powerhouse for the Transcendence Stage was also rare and difficult to come by.

Not just him, whoosh, whoosh, whoosh. The sound of breaking through the air was heard as more than twenty old monsters of the Transcendence Stage emerged from their hiding spots in an instant.

These people had originally been hidden, but this rare opportunity made them all pop out.

Their expressions were extremely respectful. Although they were also at the Transcendence Stage, their strength compared to Daoist Nailed Long was worlds apart.

"What? Is Senior Nailed Long here?"

"Is it really Daoist Nailed Long?"

...

The junior cultivators in other realms were equally stunned by this scene.

This realm was named after Daoist Nailed Long himself.

His fame was so great that even beginners in the cultivation world had heard of him. To be frank, among the Three Loose Immortals and the three demon kings here, none had as much popularity as Daoist Nailed Long.

In an instant, the entire valley buzzed with whispers. Almost every cultivator's face showed excitement.

Those who wanted to leave stopped in their tracks. Those who thought the commotion was over were utterly surprised to find that it had just begun.

...

Facing so many cultivators, Daoist Nailed Long did not act pretentiously and came out together with Fairy Qianqian.

Even if one hadn't seen his appearance before, they must have seen his portrait in person.

In an instant, cheers and praises filled the air. Just now, it was merely speculation; now, it had been fully confirmed.

"Surely it's Daoist Nailed Long."

"Greetings to Senior."

"Senior, can you take me as your disciple?"

...

Various sounds filled their ears. The most common were greetings of respect, but there were also some cultivators who wanted to be the first to gain a mentorship and ask Daoist Nailed Long to be their teacher.

But the commotion did not end here; suddenly, a flash of spiritual light appeared before them.

A woman with an elegant appearance and refined demeanor floated in front of them.

Although the spiritual pressure on Flower's body was faint, her unparalleled beauty still attracted many people's attention.

"Good heavens, it's Fairy Flower."

In the crowd, someone shouted in surprise. Even in a noisy environment, everyone could hear clearly.

The originally bustling scene suddenly fell silent.

"What did you say just now? Is it really Fairy Flower?"

"Not wrong. I happened to meet this great being at an exchange fair," said one old monster of the Transcendence Stage.

And his words were quickly confirmed; there were millions of cultivators present, and even if only a few had seen her portrait, they could still recognize Fairy Flower.

In an instant, cheers erupted.

...

Salutations continued non-stop. The scene was almost identical to when Daoist Nailed Long appeared, with some cultivators also wanting to become disciples of Fairy Flower.

After such a while of commotion, the valley gradually quieted down.

Although everyone was excited and happy, they dared not show any disrespect towards these two top-tier powerhouses.

...

"Senior, your visit has brought glory to our sect."

At this moment, Cloud Conceal Sect, as the host, naturally couldn't show no gratitude. The silver-eyed girl bowed gracefully, her expression somewhat uneasy.

Daoist Nailed Long and Fairy Flower were not ordinary Transcendence Stage cultivators; even if Junior Apprentice Brother was compared to them, he still fell far behind.

"If Seniors don't mind, could we visit our main hall for a cup of spiritual tea?"

This girl had seen many grand scenes before but found it difficult to say this sentence with effort and difficulty.

"Ha ha, friend, there's no need for such formalities. I came here with Third Brother as guests; both emotionally and logically, we naturally can't avoid troubling you."

To everyone's surprise, the famous Daoist Nailed Long smiled warmly. Due to Lin Xuan, he naturally regarded Cloud Conceal Sect's disciples differently.

"Third Brother?"

The silver-eyed girl was completely lost in the fog, not understanding the meaning behind Daoist Nailed Long's words.

She felt a bit awkward and didn't know what to say.

Fortunately, at this moment, Lin Xuan's voice reached her ears, easing her embarrassment: "Senior Sister, my big brother and second sister came with me."

"Big Brother, Second Sister?"

The silver-eyed girl was stunned, not reacting immediately.

"Yes, I have sworn brotherhood with Daoist Nailed Long and Fairy Flower. My name is the third in line," said Lin Xuan calmly.

Proverb: "A word that startles will never fail to shock." Despite Lin Xuan's calm tone, the information he revealed left the cultivators present feeling incredulous.

Not just those who had come for a spectacle; even Cloud Conceal Sect's disciples, including the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named youth, showed disbelief on their faces.

"Junior Brother, what are you saying? You... "

The silver-eyed girl widened her eyes in shock, her mouth wide enough to swallow an egg.

"Yes, I have sworn brotherhood with Daoist Nailed Long and Fairy Flower," Lin Xuan's voice was calm to the extreme.
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Lin Xuan's voice was not loud, but it was sufficient for every cultivator present to hear clearly.

The once bustling valley fell silent, so quiet that even a needle dropping could be heard.

Then came the sound of gasps as if from many mouths.

Every cultivator in attendance wore expressions of disbelief. It was no wonder; as the saying goes, "a man’s name is like a tree's shadow." Lin Xuan, though he had gained considerable fame and was currently at the peak of his career, still displayed an extraordinary level of strength.

But how could that matter? Compared to such top-tier powerhouses as Sovereign Dragon Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers, he was still far behind.

The opponent not only possessed late-stage Transcendence but also had a domain; they were figures who ranked among the best in all three realms.

No matter how fast Lin Xuan rose, the gap between him and these two remained insurmountable. How could it be possible for them to become sworn brothers? Everyone felt bewildered.

If Lin Xuan had announced this privately, even members of other sects would likely not believe him. They might think he was just rambling.

But here, Sovereign Dragon Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers were present. A cultivator as bold as Lin Xuan would never dare to lie in front of them. Moreover, both their expressions showed no signs of discomfort; they nodded and smiled.

So, could it be that this wasn't Lin Xuan flattering himself but the truth? The other cultivators weren’t fools; after a moment’s thought, they naturally reached this conclusion.

The outsiders were envious and jealous. What merit did this young man have to attract all the good fortune in the world?

As for the disciples of Cloud Concealment Sect, they were overjoyed despite their surprise. With the senior elders forming an alliance with Sovereign Dragon Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers, Cloud Concealment Sect would benefit greatly. At least, they no longer had to fear any threats today. Anyone who wanted to harm them in the future would have to consider the face of these two top-tier powerhouses.

Cloud Concealment Sect’s foundation was weak; its achievements were almost entirely due to Lin Xuan's reputation. While it appeared prosperous on the surface, it was actually teetering on the brink of danger. With Sovereign Dragon Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers’ support now, things would be vastly different.

Even ordinary disciples understood this. The silver-eyed girl and the young man with the dragon surname were equally delighted; they looked like they had won a lottery.

The saying "when good news comes, one's spirits are lifted" perfectly described their mood.

---

With that settled, everyone went their separate ways. Lin Xuan invited his elder brother and younger sister to visit the main sect headquarters.

...

There is no such thing as a completely secret wall. With over a million cultivators visiting Cloud Concealment Sect for this spectacle, news spread like wildfire throughout Sovereign Dragon Realm.

As a result of this incident, both Cloud Concealment Sect and Lin Xuan gained even more renown. However, the other cultivators didn't know that Lin Xuan had already left Cloud Concealment Sect as the instigator.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had gone.

It was worth noting that Sovereign Dragon Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers only stayed at Cloud Concealment Sect for a few days. These were elusive figures; it was already quite generous of them to linger there for even a short time.

After bidding farewell, both left. Lin Xuan himself did not wish to linger in the sect any longer as he had to find clues about Yue'er.

Of course, he couldn't be partial. After so much effort, Qinyin finally returned here; Lin Xuan stayed with her for over a month.

The couple was rarely together, and during this time, they were inseparable. Lin Xuan enjoyed the tender moments immensely.

Then, it took him three days to refine the true blood of Golden Crow using True Spirit Sword Art.

The true blood from Golden Crow Ancestor was pure; its refinement brought Lin Xuan many benefits. As the saying goes, "misfortune may be an actual blessing." Indeed, he gained much more than just the true blood—Golden Crow True Fire and Illusory Heaven’s Fire also enhanced his power when consumed.

---

After bidding farewell to his beloved wife and fellow cultivators, Lin Xuan left for Yue'er's clues. Originally, he intended to go to the Netherworld, but it required considerable effort; for example, there were no leads on spatial nodes.

However, as luck would have it, with his younger sister’s help, obtaining a pass to the Netherworld was much easier.

With this treasure, combined with Void Shattering Technique, he could directly travel to the Netherworld.

The process didn't need much explanation; it was like teleportation over vast distances.

---

"Is this the Netherworld?" Lin Xuan turned his head and looked around. A thoughtful expression appeared on his face.

This seemed to be a desert, with everything appearing grayish. Strange plants grew in the peculiar sand, and the surrounding aura was extremely thin but thick with阴气.

If he hadn't guessed wrong, they had successfully arrived at the Netherworld. It turned out even better than expected; Lin Xuan wore a smile. Although his younger sister gave him this treasure, Void Shattering wasn’t trivial, so he genuinely feared any mishaps.

Fortunately, there were none. Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan released his extremely powerful divine sense into the unknown realm.

The first thing to do was to determine where he was; only then could he decide on his next move. With his extensive experience in cultivation, this task was second nature to him.

Soon, Lin Xuan found what he was looking for.

A slight movement of his brows revealed a powerful Yin force from afar, over ten thousand miles away.

People were fighting!

Lin Xuan's expression showed some surprise; he hadn't expected to encounter a battle so soon after arriving in the Netherworld. Going to investigate seemed like the best choice; at least it would help him determine where he was.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in blue light as he flew over with incredible speed.

Despite the distance, he reached his destination instantly. However, instead of revealing himself, he used a收敛之术 to hide and observe the situation before deciding what to do.

But what he saw left him stunned.

Not far ahead, strong gales and numerous ghostly figures swirled. Various magical techniques and treasures clung in mid-air.

However, the battle was chaotic.

On one side, there were five cultivators; on the other, a single opponent. Yet, it was the group with more members who seemed to be at a disadvantage.

At first glance, this sounded absurd, but upon closer inspection, it made sense. Although these five cultivators had numerous members, they were all only at the peak of their 分神 realm. They weren't weak; each member was a peak 分神 cultivator.
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;

Five individuals working together had already caused a sensation, but their enemy was even more outrageous—a veteran powerhouse at the Transcending Tribulation stage.

That figure was enveloped in dark black aura and阴风, making his face completely indiscernible. However, his cultivation level was undoubtedly at the Transcending Tribulation stage.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Although there were countless experts in the Netherworld Realm, he hadn't expected to encounter a Transcending Tribulation existence just by stepping out of his door.

Was my luck really this bad?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but mock himself inwardly, but he was not afraid either. After all, Lin Xuan himself was also at the Transcending Tribulation stage. He had already eliminated several people in the same rank long ago; as long as it wasn’t a late-stage veteran, there was no need to be overly fearful.

Moreover, misfortunes often bring good fortune. Encountering such an existence right after stepping out might actually increase his chances of finding Mo'er’s whereabouts.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan couldn't help but brighten up.

Thus, he held his breath and focused intently to try and gather any useful information.

Lin Xuan was not afraid of being exposed. He had great confidence in his ability to conceal his presence; the likelihood that his opponent could discern it was extremely low.

Sure enough, before this thought even fully formed, one of the five Spirit-Scattering Realm existences—a young woman—spoke up.

From a distance, she seemed no different from ordinary human cultivators. However, upon closer inspection, her body exuded an overwhelmingly heavy aura of阴气, and her attire was peculiar, emitting a faint glow all over.

Netherworld Realm cultivators!

Lin Xuan was now certain that he had arrived in the Netherworld.

"Yingyousheng, Ghost Sage, do you really intend to fight us to the death? Are you planning to betray King Asura?"

"What?!"

Hiding in the shadows, Lin Xuan was utterly bewildered. He almost thought his ears were playing tricks on him.

Although he also wanted to find clues related to Mo'er, this information seemed too easy to come by.

After all… he had just broken through the Void and arrived in this plane of existence. It had only been a short while—no more than an hour or so.

How could it be that he actually obtained information about Mo'er without even knowing where he was?

Wasn't there something wrong here!

Even if it were sheer coincidence, it couldn’t be this absurd.

Could my luck really be this good?

Despite his extensive experience, Lin Xuan felt somewhat disoriented by the current situation. But regardless of whether it was true or not, this information must not be overlooked. He took a deep breath and focused intently to listen.

"King Asura? Lord of the Netherworld? He perished long ago, millions of years ago. The strongest Asura clan in our realm no longer has a king."

The old monster hidden in the dark aura sneered coldly.

"Hoax! The King did not perish; he simply reincarnated. Now that he is back in the Netherworld Realm, all we need to do is find the Seven Treasures of Asura, and our power and glory will be restored. Yingyousheng, are you really planning to betray the Asura clan and refuse to welcome the King’s return with us?"

"Rubbish! What reincarnation as a king? Who knows if it's true. I won’t join your ranks. Say no more. Hand over the necklace from the Seven Treasures of Asura first!"

"You…!"

The young man with two short horns on his head spoke up, "Seventh Sister, there’s no need to waste words. The truth is clear in this fellow’s heart; he has already betrayed the Asura clan."

"Indeed, what can we say to such a fickle person? Regardless of anything else, we must return the necklace to the King."

The ugly-looking fellow spoke next but struck with great ferocity, even against a Ghost Sage-level powerhouse.

"Humph! In front of me, you want to take away treasure? Dream on. You have no chance here; all of you will perish."

That Ghost Sage’s voice was filled with disdain as he pointed his finger forward. The thick dark aura around him transformed into dozens of grotesque tentacles.

These tentacles were not only numerous but also attacked at an astonishing speed, as if they had transcended time and space.

The five Ghosts at the Spirit-Scattering Realm immediately found themselves in peril.

"Seventh Sister, get out quickly!"

"Right, don’t worry about us. You must leave here."

A strange scene unfolded: when the crisis arose, the four other ghosts did not seek to protect themselves but instead fiercely attacked, creating a gap for that Ghosts’ sister.

"Brother!" The young woman’s face showed hesitation.

"Go! Everything is for Asura!"

"As long as we can hand over the treasure to the King, our deaths are worth it."

"Seventh Sister, leave quickly."

The four Spirit-Scattering Realm cultivators fought desperately while urging their comrade to escape.

Logically, a Spirit-Scattering existence should not have much chance against a Transcending Tribulation one.

However, these five ghosts were skilled in teamwork. They were also powerful late-stage Spirit-Scattering beings. The Transcending Tribulation old monster was truly caught off guard and couldn’t find an opening to act.

The young woman bit her pearl-like teeth, realizing that the opportunity must not be missed.

Although she wished to stay with her brothers and die together, she knew better than to act on impulse.

With a determined expression, she took advantage of the gap created by her companions and escaped from the Ghost Sage’s fierce attacks.

The old monster was both enraged and alarmed.

"Fine, since you’re so reckless, don’t blame me for being ruthless."

Before he could finish speaking, several black rays shot out from the dark aura. This old fellow had summoned his treasure.

Despite the difference between a Spirit-Scattering and Transcending Tribulation existence, once he was serious, the four ghosts left behind were in grave danger.

They indeed excelled at teamwork. If they worked together, perhaps their familiar formation could delay things for a moment. But with that young woman gone, the formation was broken; how could these mere Spirit-Scattering beings possibly stand against a Ghost Sage?

Moreover, this old fellow was already furious and ashamed.

In an instant, several of them were ensnared by the tentacles. The Ghost Sage’s face showed a grim expression as he exterminated them all.

Only their storage bags remained. He released his divine sense and quickly sneered, "Sure enough, not there. That necklace from the Seven Treasures of Asura must be on that woman."

"Really reckless! A mere Spirit-Scattering existence thinks it can escape my hands?"

He laughed for a moment before flying towards the sky.

Watching him disappear in the distance, Lin Xuan also emerged from his hiding spot.

"The Seven Treasures of Asura and Mo'er’s whereabouts… everything seems to be tied to this person."

Lin Xuan murmured to himself as he silently followed. (To be continued...)
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At the same time, a mysterious woman transformed into a streak of lightning from afar. Her face was filled with sorrow and anger; most of her sworn brothers had already perished, so she couldn't let their deaths be in vain. The necklace from the Seven Treasures of Mephisto must reach the king's hands.

With this thought, her遁光 accelerated even more swiftly, not hesitating to use several powerful techniques that drained her true essence. After all, the opponent was a Transcendence Stage cultivator, and there could be no room for error in this matter.

In just a blink of an eye, she had traveled another dozen miles. She let out a sigh of relief, perhaps having successfully distanced herself from the enemy. However, at that moment, ominous energy suddenly surged on the horizon, and the terrifying old monster was still following her.

How could this be?

The woman's expression turned to shock as icy laughter echoed in her ears: "Fool, can you escape my Five-Finger Mountain even with your own abilities?"

Before she could react, a black hand appeared out of thin air from mid-air, reaching for the young girl.

Panicked, she tried to dodge but found no way out. At that moment, a green sword energy emerged and easily severed the hand.

"Who are you? Hiding in the shadows, disrupting my affairs?"

The Demon Saint was taken aback before he erupted into rage.

"Hmph, do you want to harm Moon? Have you asked me first?"

A calm voice entered her ears. It was Lin Xuan who had acted.

This matter concerned Moon's whereabouts, and Lin Xuan couldn't remain indifferent.

Actually, he felt a twinge of guilt. The few ghost cultivators could have been saved if not for the news about Moon upon their arrival at the Netherworld. This unexpected joy left him uncertain, so he decided to observe first before making any decisions.

This was a sound idea, but it overlooked the urgency of saving someone in dire need.

Once that Demon Saint became enraged and unleashed his full power, a mere Transcendence Stage existence had no chance of self-preservation.

Before Lin Xuan could intervene, they were all wiped out.

Lin Xuan felt immense regret. Fortunately, one escaped. As the saying goes, it's never too late to mend a leaky roof. He would not allow this woman to meet the same fate.

"Moon?"

The Demon Saint was taken aback. Although he was at odds with King Mephisto, he didn't know her real name.

Hearing Lin Xuan's tone, his eyes narrowed as he sized up the unexpected guest before him.

Indeed, he saw something in this young man.

"You are a human cultivator?"

The Demon Saint was shocked. It had been many years since living humans were seen in the Netherworld. Where did this kid come from?

While he was startled, he also released his divine sense, his expression turning serious. This unremarkable-looking fellow was actually at the Transcendence Stage.

The young girl's face showed shock as well when she turned to see Lin Xuan's appearance.

"You, you..."

"Recognize me?"

Lin Xuan was surprised.

She gritted her teeth but didn't speak.

Instead, she kept staring intently at him, her expression fluctuating between fear and suspicion. Clearly, she recognized him, leaving no doubt about it. However, there wasn't enough time to delve deeper into this moment.

The immediate priority was dealing with the formidable enemy before them.

As for Moon's whereabouts, he could ask later when things calmed down.

With that thought, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer. His heart yearned to see her.

He flicked his sleeves and summoned a treasure.

A crackling sound filled the air as the red object was imbued with electric arcs, emitting faint runes. It was the Thunder Fire Spear he had obtained before.

To be honest, considering his current strength, this treasure's power seemed somewhat low. Its original owner wasn't even a Divinity.

Although Lin Xuan had re-forged it with additional materials, its power hadn't increased much, failing to keep up with his own progress in cultivation.

Using it against a Transcendence Stage powerhouse was perhaps unsuitable from any angle.

But Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast. He had his reasons for doing this.

While the Thunder Fire Spear's power was indeed low, its effectiveness depended on the opponent.

Netherworld ghosts were susceptible to both lightning and fire, which suited him well.

Of course, he didn't expect this treasure alone to destroy him but to probe with a preemptive strike. It would be more than enough.

"Thunder and Fire Dual-Natured Treasure!"

Indeed, the figure in the darkness hesitated slightly, showing some emotion.

But it wasn't afraid.

A sinister laugh echoed as a blood-red blade emerged from the dark energy.

Sizzle...

It clashed mid-air with the Thunder Fire Spear. Electric crackles filled the air as various colors of spiritual light surged. The Thunder Fire Spear emitted a mournful cry before being split in two by the blade, falling to the ground.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned impressed. Although the Thunder Fire Spear was only at the Transcendence Stage, it had become formidable after his re-forging. Its destruction so easily revealed the strength of the opponent.

Although he had defeated many peers in the past, here, he couldn't be careless. The Netherworld's techniques must have their unique advantages; he didn't want to suffer a surprise defeat here.

A serious expression appeared on his face.

Fear was out of the question.

Lin Xuan planned to take this seriously while that Demon Saint, with his unyielding nature, continued his sinister laughter. A blood-red longsword descended upon him with even greater speed than before.

Almost in an instant, it was within a few feet from his body.

Turning defense into offense, his move was indeed formidable.

Without any extra movements, he flicked his sleeves, and silver light surged forth.

A semi-transparent flying sword appeared in mid-air, slicing through the blood-red energy that approached him.

Boom!

The scene mirrored their previous confrontation. This time, it was the longsword being split into two halves.

No joke, Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword far surpassed the Thunder Fire Spear. Even among a Transcendence Stage cultivator's life-bound treasures, it stood out.

Repaying the favor, his immortal sword continued its assault on the opponent.

"You..."

The Demon Saint was both shocked and angry. This outcome was beyond his expectations. His techniques were indeed sharp but slower in reaction; evading seemed impossible now.
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The situation arose suddenly, but as a cultivator of the Tribulation Transcending realm, Lin Xuan certainly wouldn't sit and wait to die.

On that day, a trace of anger flashed across the face of Ghost Saint Yin. He quickly waved his hands, emitting a low, ominous incantation from his mouth.

"Break!"

With his loud shout, a black aura flowed out from the yin wind.

It was swift and aimed directly at Jiugong Shuxu.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he saw that the yin wind contained a round pearl about the size of a fist.

This pearl appeared dark in color. At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but upon closer inspection, there were faint rumblings suggesting its non-trivial nature—it was clearly an extraordinary treasure.

But what did it matter?

Lin Xuan had full confidence in his own talisman. He didn't pause to change tactics; instead, he activated the sworddecision-making formula or诀窍 (trick/trade secret) and the translucent flying sword immediately emitted a burst of light. It slashed at the round pearl with great force.

However, right then, something unbelievable happened.

Before Jiugong Shuxu's sword could touch the pearl, it shattered into nothingness on its own accord.

What was the other party planning?

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan was momentarily at a loss when faced with this unexpected turn of events.

But despite his shock, he didn't hesitate to act. Jiugong Shuxu's sword became even more forceful as it approached. Lin Xuan was curious about what tricks the other party might pull under such an assault.

Before he could fully consider this thought, a space disturbance appeared where the pearl had shattered.

It resembled throwing a stone into a small lake, creating ripples that spread outwards.

From these ripples emerged the head of some strange beast. It opened its bloodstained maw and swallowed Jiugong Shuxu's sword whole.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan was speechless, truly taken aback by this turn of events.

His own abilities were well-known to him; even though Jiugong Shuxu's sword wasn't as sharp as a primordial object, it was still outstanding among post-natural spirit treasures.

Yet... it had been swallowed by some strange beast.

If he hadn't witnessed this with his own eyes, Lin Xuan would never have believed such an absurd scene existed in the world.

Once Jiugong Shuxu's sword entered that creature's mouth, they lost all connection.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and his face darkened.

Indeed, one mustn’t underestimate heroes from across the land.

The spells of the yin realm were vastly different from those of the spirit realm. He hadn't encountered such opponents often enough to be completely prepared for them; he might indeed fall into a trap in this yin abyss.

Before these thoughts could fully form, a sinister chuckle reached his ears.

Lin Xuan raised his head and saw that Ghost Saint Yin flicked his sleeves, releasing two long, black beams of light about a foot in length.

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp enough to immediately recognize the true forms of these beams as short black halberds.

They approached with great force!

But Lin Xuan wasn't afraid; just as he was about to summon his treasures, the beams flashed and transformed into two fierce black dragons, each over ten feet long, shaking their heads and tails menacingly.

Lin Xuan sighed.

This time, he didn’t use Jiugong Shuxu. Although his main talismans were numerous, losing one wasn't a big deal. But until he fully understood the other party's bizarre techniques, it was better to be cautious.

With his right hand raised, Lin Xuan pointed at them.

A wisp of Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared from his fingertips and split into two in mid-air before striking the dragons' heads.

Sizzle...

The initially fierce dragons suddenly froze. Blue light flared as a visible layer of ice armor formed on their bodies.

"Wha—"

The old monster was speechless, but Lin Xuan's face showed a look of complete confidence.

Illusory Heavenly Fire was his trump card; its power rivaled several secret treasures, and he had once integrated chaotic primordial yin energy to understand the extreme cold law. Freezing two talismans wasn't much of a feat.

An eye for an eye, as the other party used strange techniques to take his main talisman, Lin Xuan would confine their ancient treasures as a return gift.

Of course, "confining" was a euphemism; Illusory Heavenly Fire had many properties such as devouring and corroding. Even if he withdrew it now, these two ancient treasures would likely suffer significant damage and turn into ordinary metal.

Ghost Saint Yin felt this too, his face contorting with displeasure. Lin Xuan's lips curled in a smile, but quickly, he turned away.

The strange beast that had swallowed Jiugong Shuxu's sword vanished again.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan was shocked, but before he could fully marvel at the scene, the creature completely disappeared, replaced by some sparkling fragments floating into view.

Swoosh...

A piercing sound filled his ears as these fragments merged in the center.

Suddenly, the dark round pearl reappeared.

Ghost Saint Yin flicked his sleeves and a black glow flashed, making the pearl vanish again. A sinister expression appeared on his face, clearly showing his satisfaction.

This human cultivator from who-knows-where was indeed difficult to deal with, but now that he had taken his main talisman, there was no need for fear.

This yin cloud pearl could destroy his flying sword in an instant.

Even if it didn't perish, severe injuries would be inevitable. At such a time, eliminating him would be effortless.

With full confidence, Ghost Saint Yin activated the spell to refine Lin Xuan's treasure.

Though Lin Xuan didn’t know exactly what he intended, he certainly wouldn't stand idly by.

After some thought, he summoned an ancient scroll.

Raising his right hand, several spells shot out from his fingertips.

The ancient scroll slowly unfurled, emitting a heart-stopping force of law from its surface.

"Primordial Spirit Sword Diagram!"

Indeed, Lin Xuan had revealed this treasure.

Emerald light flickered as sharp sword energy appeared and hovered around him.

"Primordial Spirit Treasure!"

An expert could tell at once. Ghost Saint Yin himself couldn’t possess such a grade of treasure, but having seen it before, he was greatly alarmed, his voice trembling.

"Not bad; indeed, it is a Primordial Spirit Treasure. If you surrender now, you can avoid much suffering."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in the air.

The best strategy was to win without fighting. Although Lin Xuan had confidence in victory, it would be better if he could subdue his opponent without battle.

But as a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse, Ghost Saint Yin was no easy fool. Not only did he not surrender, but he took deep breaths and activated his power to refine Lin Xuan's main talisman. (To be continued.)
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Lin Xuan's face was ashen, but he remained calm. If the situation were reversed, he would have made the same choice.

Bound and restrained, wasn’t that equivalent to handing his life over to the other party? The Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage was at the Tribulation Transcending stage; unless one had a problem with their brain, they wouldn't make such a foolish mistake.

What aboutprimordial灵宝?

Yourlife-protection treasure artifactwas in my possession. As long as I could refine it...

With his mind's eye tied up, this troublesome fellow would surely suffer severe injuries!

At that time, he might not have the strength to activate that terrifying spiritual treasure.

Thus, talking about victory or defeat now was too early. If he could eliminate this little guy, wouldn't theprimordial灵宝in front of him also become his?

The Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage's eyes gleamed with greed as he thought so.

As they say, wealth and honor can be sought in perilous situations; the current situation was indeed unfavorable, but if he won, the rewards would be extremely generous.

With this in mind, he took a deep breath and exerted all his strength to destroy Lin Xuan's treasure.

Knowing that the Yin Cloud Pearl was no trivial matter—any treasure trapped by it would turn into ordinary iron within moments—he had used it before to reverse defeat into victory against stronger opponents. This time, he wouldn't be disappointed.

The corner of the Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage’s mouth curled with a cold smile as he believed his chances were still considerable.

However, Lin Xuan's gaze was extremely sharp.

With his rich experience in combat, he naturally knew what the other party intended.

Since he had an idea, Lin Xuan wouldn't let him act freely.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. As he did so, a piercing sound filled the air as myriad sword qi surged like a sudden storm towards the opponent.

The attack was swift and fierce, like arrows shot from powerful bows and crossbows.

The Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage's expression was extremely ugly, but he showed no fear; panic was impossible.

He had already prepared for this when the other party usedprimordialtreasures. Thus, despite his shock, he took a deep breath and flicked his sleeves. Yin wind surged as an old monster released over ten treasures at once.

Some emitted brilliant light, while others spewed dark rays—clearly not ordinary items.

One of them, about the size of a palm, immediately emitted spiritual light, startling nearby primordial qi. A powerfullaw or principleforce also spread out mysteriously.

"Yuanxian item!"

Lin Xuan sighed; the power of a Tribulation Transcending old monster was indeed formidable. Each person had some extraordinary treasures in their possession.

These ten items were all defensive in nature and transformed into layers of light screens under his spell, enveloping the Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage.

Defend but do not attack!

The other party had made up their mind; they just needed to gain time. As long as he could refine Lin Xuan'sfate or lifetreasure, how could he fail?

His plan was sound.

However, Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face. He took a deep breath and pointed again.

Theimmortalsword diagram’s surface emitted green light, making the sword more formidable.

Sword Law!

Clanging sounds entered his ears as sharp swordlight collided with the light screen.

Like rain beating on banana leaves, ripples first appeared on the surface of the light screen, followed by violent shaking. Soon, it showed signs of strain.

Snap!

The sound of shattering reached his ears; the first layer of light screen was breached.

The Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage's face couldn't help showing shock.

He knew Lin Xuan wasn’t easy to deal with; afate or lifetreasure could be extremely sharp.

But he hadn’t expected it to be so tenacious.

His prideful defensive treasure only lasted less than a moment before collapsing.

Damn!

Who would win was still uncertain.

A look of gloom flashed across his face.

After a slight hesitation, he flicked his sleeves and a wooden box flew out.

This small box was about the size of a palm, completely black with severalprohibition restrictions talismansattached to its surface.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling surprised. This didn’t seem like any treasure; why would the other party use it as a defense?

The Ghost Sage sighed, flicking his fingers and sending out a purple flame from them.

With a whoosh, the flame hit the wooden box, burning away theprohibition restrictions talismans.

"Snap," the box lid opened, and a black light shot out.

Then that black light circled briefly before transforming into an imposing ghost figure. Its face was green with sharp teeth, covered in dark, shiny scales longer than his knees, and its nails were sharper than knives.

The aura it emitted was terrifying.

Tribulation Transcending!

However, this ghost wasn’t aentity or physical form; it was just a phantom of a soul.

As soon as he came out of the box, a fierce expression appeared on his face. He moved swiftly towards the Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage.

This outcome didn't bother the Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage; he seemed to have anticipated it.

He flicked his sleeves and took out a copper bell-like artifact.

With a slight flick of his fingers, a hoarse sound spread far away, like the wailing of an evil ghost.

The sound fell on Lin Xuan's ears, causing him to frown but then relax. It was just unpleasant; otherwise, there was nothing wrong with it.

However, the evil ghost covered its head in agony, showing fear instead of its fierce expression.

Relieved, the Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage threw a spiritual fruit. The fruit resembled a pomegranate but was black and emitted strange fragrances, clearly not ordinary.

The evil ghost was delighted, swallowing the fruit whole, and his face showed submission.

"Eliminate that boy for me."

The Heavenly Obscure Ghost Sage pointed at Lin Xuan with a finger; the evil ghost immediately revealed its ferocity and lunged at Lin Xuan.

"What is this—controllingfierce or terrifyingghosts? It's surprising to see someone can control ghosts at the Tribulation Transcending stage."

Lin Xuan muttered, understanding that the other party was trying to distract him to gain time to refine hisfate or lifetreasure.

But knowing it mattered little; he couldn't ignore such a terrifying ghost.

Lin Xuan sighed and sent out a divine consciousness. The sword qi surged towards thefierce or terrifyingghost.

The remaining didn’t hesitate, continuing to break through the light screen. Since he understood the other party's intentions, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let them succeed.

A sound of piercing laughter entered his ears as another layer of light screen shattered like a water bubble.
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Such speed could not be called势如破竹, but it was certainly praiseworthy.

The face of Tianyou Ghost Saint turned extremely ugly. Despite trying every possible method to share the pressure, he still ended up with such a result in the end.

However, he did not give up. As long as he could refine the opponent's innate treasure, there was still a chance for victory.

There was no turning back once an arrow was shot; under any circumstances, he could not sit and wait to die now.

This was the principle of being forced onto a tiger’s back.

Tianyou Ghost Saint's situation was extremely precarious.

On the other side, hundreds of sword qi had arrived at the ghost's side. The distance between them was only a few feet apart.

It seemed that with just one breath, they could easily eliminate their opponent.

However, right at this moment, something unbelievable happened.

A fierce light flashed in the ghost’s eyes as its figure became slightly blurry before it vanished into thin air.

"What..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The sharp sword qi naturally fell on empty space.

Then spatial fluctuations suddenly arose. Behind Lin Xuan, a black arm emerged from the void.

Sizzle...

The space was torn apart. The surface of that arm emitted dark light and actually grew by several times before fiercely grabbing Lin Xuan’s crown.

Its nails were sharp, not inferior to those of a knife or sword. If this attack hit with full force, even if Lin Xuan did not perish, his body would surely be ruined.

What a ferocious move.

Yet he was currently controlling the Immortal Sword Diagram and could not dodge either.

Otherwise, the opponent might snatch his treasures.

After all, although先天灵宝were powerful beyond measure, they had no soul imprint between cultivators. Whoever held them could use them as long as they mastered the Treasure Art.

What a two-for-one strategy.

Unfortunately, even though he had planned well, Lin Xuan was not clay or paper.

A trace of mockery appeared on his face. He showed no fear and neither dodged nor summoned any defensive treasures.

His composure left Tianyou Ghost Saint utterly perplexed.

The opponent’s calmness suggested that they intended to use their body to withstand the terrifying attack?

Even a late-stage cultivator would never dare do so unless they had a domain.

Before he could fully process this thought, the answer was revealed.

Lin Xuan was not unaware of his own life and death. He already had a应对之策in mind.

He did not move or dodge.

However, behind him, golden light shone brightly.

The dazzling golden light was even brighter than the sun.

Then it converged in the middle.

A magnificent and dazzling figure appeared before their eyes.

Nine heads and eighteen arms.

Each arm held a different pose. The expressions on the nine heads were also varied.

But one thing was certain: this figure was incredibly powerful, far exceeding ordinary cultivators' expectations.

Lin Xuan dared to ignore the opponent's attack because he indeed had support.

And after a millennium of cultivation, the Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique had reached the point where it could be used without his active control. This divine power could fend off enemies on its own.

What’s so impressive about just one ghost claw?

The pose of the figure's arms varied. One arm moved slightly, fingers tightly clenched, and a fierce punch was delivered forward.

Bang!

A burst of sound filled their ears as fist and palm collided, instantly shattering the ghost claw to pieces.

Lin Xuan had never feared such confrontations. A smug smile appeared on his face. Deep in his eyes, silver light shone as the Celestial Wind Divine Eye was precisely summoned at this moment.

The opponent seemed skilled in concealment techniques, but before his divine eye power, it was merely showing off in front of a master.

Sure enough, Lin Xuan quickly detected its whereabouts.

He clasped his hands together. Several sharp sword qi shot towards one direction.

"Bang bang bang."

To everyone's surprise, they all struck empty air.

However, Tianyou Ghost Saint saw this and his face turned pale. Unfortunately, he was now like a clay figure in the rain—hard-pressed to save himself as sharp sword light surrounded him.

Lin Xuan’s attacks quickly revealed their intent.

Spatial rifts appeared, revealing the green-faced ghost creature hidden within.

This fellow actually excelled at spatial techniques; no wonder he could vanish so effortlessly just now.

But using such techniques before his eyes was sheer showmanship.

Lin Xuan's lips curled with mockery. He did not care about finding it and left it to the divine figure to deal with it.

The Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique did not hesitate either.

Golden light shone all over as he charged forward viciously.

Eighteen arms held different poses, each grasping a suitable treasure.

They fiercely rushed towards the opponent.

As for the nine heads, some shot beams of light from their eyes while others spat out thunderbolts. They were busy killing the ghost.

Lin Xuan's face showed no trace of surprise.

His divine power was well understood by him. While the Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique might not be sufficient to deal with a true late-stage cultivator, the current ghost was merely a few souls, and confronting it head-on would only bring unnecessary trouble.

This must be their trump card.

Fortunately, he calmly broke through it. Lin Xuan felt pleased but did not slacken his attack on Tianyou Ghost Saint.

Although they could not claim to be势如破竹, the dozen or so defensive treasures the opponent had summoned were indeed extraordinary.

Even if they were先天灵宝, some obstruction would still occur. But what of it? It merely delayed a bit more time.

In just half a cup of tea’s time, only that mysterious turtle shell remained as the last layer of defense.

A Heavenly Treasure!

It should be the hard shell of some monster, refined with numerous precious treasures.

Its durability was beyond question.

However, even先天灵宝were not so easily dealt with. As time passed, countless scratches appeared on its surface. Although it had not been broken, the spiritual veins on its surface also dimmed significantly.

Dammit!

Tianyou Ghost Saint's face turned extremely ugly. This was his last layer of defense. If this were breached, he would have to face a先天灵宝.

However, what frustrated him most was that after such a long time, the Yin Cloud Pearl still could not break through the Nine Palaces Moment Sword Technique.

Dammit, he had never found it so difficult to refine another cultivator's innate treasure before. What was going on?

Tianyou Ghost Saint was both angry and anxious. If this continued, his fate would be irreversible.

His heart was filled with不甘心.

But what use did such unwillingness serve? The cultivation world spoke in terms of strength. This suddenly appearing human cultivator was too powerful.

Too overwhelming that it left him flustered.

"Break for me!"

The opponent was at a loss, but Lin Xuan would not let this opportunity slip away. He rapidly waved his hands and released a series of spells from his fingertips. (To be continued.)
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With a loud shout, countless sword qi converged towards the center. The Young Lion Alliance

The talisman emitted a burst of energy, releasing threads of法则 power.

Meanwhile, the Immortal Sword Diagram floated above Lin Xuan's head by several feet, the entire treasure enveloped in shimmering emerald light.

Lin Xuan had already passed through the middle stage of Tribulation Transcendence. His cultivation was far denser than that of his peers, but先天灵宝was no trivial matter. Even he could not fully unleash its power.

However, at this moment, Lin Xuan spared no mana and pushed the sword's might to its maximum limit.

The giant sword, though formed by gathered mana, seemed实体like it had substance.

With a heart-stirring法则power, it fell fiercely.

"Ah... Not good!"

Such a terrifying attack could not help but make Tianyou Ghost Saint flare with anger.

But at this point, there was no time to dodge. A look of fierce determination flashed across his face as he took a deep breath and expelled his命元气.

This命元气was no trivial matter; even meditating for a thousand years might not recover it. He would not have given up so easily if not for the dire situation, but now there was no choice.

The moment this item appeared, it was instantly absorbed by the treasure. The treasure's light grew immensely, expanding more than tenfold and transforming into a massive shield that blocked the descending sword qi.

An ear-piercing sound echoed as the two treasures clashed mid-air, struggling against each other.

In terms of power, the sword qi was released from a先天灵宝and undoubtedly sharp to an extreme degree. Even with the shield absorbing Ghost Saint's命元气, it could not withstand it.

The black aura on the shield grew dimmer and dimmer.

Damn!

Tianyou Ghost Saint's face was extremely ugly. But now he was in a tiger’s trap with no way out.

He had to fight!

A look of fierce determination flashed across his face as he formed hand seals, but there were no other actions. An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The aura emanating from him grew stronger at an incredible rate, visible to the naked eye.

Yin winds howled, and primordial energy gathered in the heavens and earth towards this side.

In just a short while, his opponent's aura had grown more than doubled.

"What..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback before realizing: "You... You actually ignited the Source Fire."

The Source Fire was something only Tribulation Transcendence existents could possess. However, few were willing to do so unless absolutely necessary.

After all, consuming命元气was extremely difficult to replenish, even if one meditated for countless years or consumed some heavenly treasures.

But the damage caused by the Source Fire was permanent.

Meditation had no use now, and there seemed to be no way to recover from it... No, there were ways.

However, those elixirs were legendary仙家treasures. In the True Immortal Realm, they were also extremely rare.

In the Spirit Realm, one could only hear of their names.

In other words, the damage caused by the Source Fire was theoretically repairable but practically impossible without those specific treasures.

Though Tianyou Ghost Saint's cultivation had suddenly increased greatly, after this battle, he would struggle to maintain his Tribulation Transcendence stage. Once his realm dropped, it would be impossible to return.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s hatred for him ran deep.

But what use was that? The immediate priority was to overcome the current crisis. Dropping in realm was frustrating but better than losing one's life.

With no time for regret, he had to fight with all his might.

He moved swiftly, reciting ancient and obscure incantations.

As he acted, the shield emitted a bright black light, blocking the sword's attack as if it were a last-ditch effort.

While the Immortal Sword Diagram was indeed a先天灵宝, its power still depended on the user.

Tianyou Ghost Saint was now in a difficult position and decided to compete with Lin Xuan for mana.

Yes, that’s what he did—compete for mana.

Blocking such a fierce attack consumed considerable mana. But how could that boy, driving an先天object, be any less strained?

The loss of mana was equally alarming.

Well, let's see who can hold on longer.

After all, whether it was the treasure or secret techniques, they required mana as support.

Once the mana vanished, even a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator would be at mercy.

This battle had reached such an extent that it resembled the secular martial world’s struggle for inner strength. It was no longer about survival but death or victory.

Indeed, either he died or Lin Xuan did. Tianyou Ghost Saint hated Lin Xuan to the core and had ignited the Source Fire, believing his chances were good.

Lin Xuan's combat experience was vast; he easily read Tianyou Ghost Saint’s thoughts. The other wanted to compete in mana? Truly foolish.

His situation was clear—he wasn't afraid of competing for mana even if the opponent was a late-stage cultivator.

Since victory was certain, Lin Xuan could afford to be relaxed.

Of course, this referred to his mind.

On the surface, he appeared anxious with a mix of anger and fear in his eyes.

He did this to mislead Tianyou Ghost Saint. He wanted him to think that Lin Xuan feared, so he would not have other thoughts.

Lin Xuan's acting skills were top-notch; even as a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator, Tianyou Ghost Saint was easily deceived.

A sinister smile appeared on his face as he competed with Lin Xuan in mana.

In the distance, thunderous explosions echoed. The Nine Heavens Divine Net and the ghostly creature continued their intense battle, making it hard to determine a winner anytime soon.

Lin Xuan did not care about this.

Time passed slowly.

After a short while, neither side showed any clear advantage. Tribulation Transcendence mana was indeed profound; even with excessive consumption, such a short time would not see the bottom.

Half an hour later, the situation remained unchanged.

The two were evenly matched and still held their ground.

...

However, after half an hour, Tianyou Ghost Saint sensed something amiss. Lin Xuan had not ignited the Source Fire, and his middle-stage Tribulation Transcendence mana seemed too profound.

Skepticism arose in his heart, but he quickly noticed Lin Xuan's deep worry and a hint of fear.

Right, worry and fear.

Noticing Lin Xuan’s expression, Tianyou Ghost Saint's concerns vanished. Indeed, the boy's mana was much more substantial than that of ordinary cultivators, but it appeared to be on its last legs—no need to fear.
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Moreover, he was now in a situation where he had to continue, even if he wanted to regret his decision. Once the arrow is shot, there's no turning back. Since he chose to compete in terms of magical power, it wasn't something that could be easily abandoned.

He went all out!

Either you die or I do. He truly didn't believe that he couldn’t defeat this Lin kid despite having already ignited his source fire and disregarded the danger of losing his realm. Despite the risk, he still couldn’t match up to this young fellow.

His original thoughts were correct, but unfortunately, Lin Xuan was not someone who could be understood with common sense. As time passed, the expression on Tianyou Ghost Sage's face finally revealed a hint of anxiety.

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm and composed as usual. Then he waved his sleeves, and a flicker of spiritual light shot out.

As the light faded, an elegant jade bottle appeared in front of him.

After uncorking it, a refreshing scent wafted from within.

Ten-thousand-year-old spirit herb!

And it was a refined treasure.

Lin Xuan tipped his head back and swallowed it. The medicinal effects spread rapidly, increasing his magical power at a visible rate.

Although Lin Xuan was only an intermediate-stage cultivator who had just undergone the tribulation, in terms of magical power density, he was not inferior to those at later stages.

Even if the other party ignited their source fire, competing in magical power would be futile for him.

Originally, Lin Xuan didn’t need a ten-thousand-year-old spirit herb. He deliberately did so to employ a psychological tactic.

As they say, the best strategy is to attack an enemy’s mind. Even when competing in magical power, one can use some tactics to achieve unexpected results.

This was a perfect example right before his eyes.

Tianyou Ghost Sage was already anxious, and seeing this scene, his face revealed an unmistakable look of despair as he shouted hoarsely: "Ten Thousand Void Spirit Herb! You actually have such a treasure."

That was something only immortals had. Even old monsters at the tribulation stage didn’t commonly possess it.

No wonder he appeared so calm; with such a treasure, naturally, he wasn’t afraid to compete in magical power.

Tianyou Ghost Sage regretted it deeply but now that things had reached this point, what was the use of saying anything more?

Seeing the light on the giant shield weakening and about to fall, Tianyou Ghost Sage couldn’t sit still anymore. If he continued like this, he would surely disintegrate into his soul.

Sitting idly by wasn't his style; even if it were extremely dangerous, he had to take a chance.

Before that thought could fully form in his mind, Lin Xuan had already acted.

He waved his sleeves, and the Nine Palaces Musty Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out. Instantly, silver light surged forth, like a fierce wind and heavy rain, rushing towards the opponent.

There was no need to hesitate at this point; he definitely needed to act decisively to eliminate the formidable enemy before him.

Although the other party had previously taken away one of his soul-bound treasures, he was already stretched thin. No matter what, it would be impossible for him to fall into the same trap again.

Lin Xuan was confident about this, and indeed, Tianyou Ghost Sage's expression became hideously ugly.

He never imagined that while controlling a先天灵宝, he still had enough strength to drive his soul-bound treasure. He himself was like an exhausted bow; how could he resist?

Damn it!

His eyes were filled with hatred.

Even if he hated Lin Xuan to the core, it wouldn’t help in this crisis.

Lin Xuan paid no heed and merely drove his treasures forward. The sharp sword energy rippled through the void, clearly showing its power.

Letting a tiger go back into the wild would cause endless trouble.

Moreover, here was阴司地府, where Lin Xuan had decided to kill him right there.

But just then, an unexpected scene unfolded.

A loud bang echoed in his ears. Then several blasts of force streaked across the void as Tianyou Ghost Sage self-destructed.

Fortunately, only his body disintegrated; if they were closer, even with Lin Xuan’s extraordinary abilities, he might have been caught up in it.

The city gate burning and affecting nearby buildings—such a result was not what Lin Xuan wanted.

However, the other party wasn’t cornered but chose to sacrifice one piece to save another. At the critical moment, his core essence had already escaped.

The timing was impeccable, and this decisiveness made Lin Xuan admire him.

But admiration aside, Lin Xuan didn’t plan on stopping here and letting him go.

Thinking that escaping with his core essence would be enough, he must have been delusional.

A hint of cold laughter flashed across Lin Xuan’s lips. He raised his right hand, curled his fingers slightly, and grabbed forward.

Spatial fluctuations surged...

Lin Xuan had some understanding of spatial laws, though not to the extent of mastery. Still, breaking the opponent's instantaneous teleportation shouldn’t be too difficult.

He was confident.

But an unexpected scene unfolded.

Without any warning, a talisman appeared in the void, burning on its own. Then another force surged through the air.

Lin Xuan’s attack proved ineffective as it was easily nullified by this talisman's power.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan felt slightly taken aback but quickly regained his composure.

After all, he was a tribulation-stage cultivator; how could he not have some secret techniques to save himself?

But what did that matter?

With such meager means, thinking of escaping from him must be too naive!

A hint of mockery flashed across Lin Xuan’s lips. He waved his sleeves, and spiritual light flickered as an ancient-looking long spear appeared.

This was a treasure he obtained from the Snow Fox King. At that time, he was only at the core essence stage, but this flood tide spear had considerable power.

Though not a先天之物, it wasn’t inferior to top-tier postnatal spirit treasures.

Moreover, it carried spatial laws, making its power formidable indeed.

Originally, Lin Xuan thought he could catch him without any aid. Now he realized that it wouldn’t be as easy as he imagined.

But better late than never.

With the flood tide spear’s assistance, this time, no matter what, the other party couldn’t escape safely.

The entire process seemed complicated but was actually done in an instant.

As soon as the treasure appeared, Lin Xuan grabbed it and raised it high before swinging downward!

With his action, spatial fluctuations emerged.

Then golden light surged forth, revealing dozens of glittering talisman inscriptions. Ancient and obscure, yet a terrifying force emanated from them.

The talismans flashed and vanished, replaced by a crescent-shaped blade that appeared in his vision.

It flickered before vanishing.

In the next moment, it reappeared over a hundred feet away.

Screams echoed as space was torn open, revealing a dark core essence stumbling out. It was enveloped in thick yin energy, its face filled with panic.

In contrast, Lin Xuan was elated. Without further ado, he waved his sleeves and a streak of green light shot out, transforming into a giant hand several feet long.

He grabbed the core essence, pinning it down.

With this, even if the other party had more abilities, they couldn’t escape now. (To be continued.)
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However, he would not simply sit and wait for death. With his nature, Lin Xuan could never be careless or underestimate his opponent. Since the other party was already in his hands, how could he let a cooked duck fly away?

"Boy, what do you intend to do?"

This fellow had a rather fierce character; even though he was in such a predicament, his voice and tone showed no signs of giving up.

But from Lin Xuan's perspective, this was somewhat foolish.

He didn't say much more. With a wave of his sleeves, several secret techniques were cast out, sealing the other party's spiritual energy with a flicker of light.

Next, Lin Xuan took out an jade box and placed the ghost king’s essence core inside it, then affixed two prohibitive talismans on it. This way, even if the other party had divine abilities, they wouldn't be able to escape from his hands.

Lin Xuan's actions were already a show of mercy. After all, he was just arriving in Yinsi Netherworld and many things were unclear; leaving this ghost king alive might prove useful for the future.

This was also a precautionary measure. A person without long-term foresight would surely face short-term worries. Although Lin Xuan had already reached the Transcendence stage, his actions remained meticulous.

After securing the jade box, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a glow of spirituality as he flew forward.

Soon, he saw a slender figure hovering mid-air with a hesitant expression, looking rather pitiful.

It was that surviving ghost race girl.

From this distance, she truly didn’t seem to be a peak Divination Realm powerhouse.

Lin Xuan slowed his遁光 and descended in front of her. "Where is Moon?"

The girl bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan: "Thank you for your assistance, Senior. If not for your help, I might have already perished."

"No need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm; with his cultivation level, he had long mastered the art of concealing emotions. Despite his inner excitement and anticipation, he wouldn’t let her see any hint.

"Do you know me?"

Lin Xuan didn't waste time on pleasantries. He directly got to the point. Remembering their first meeting, she had looked at him with astonishment.

"Yes..."

The girl hesitated for a moment before nodding: "Your appearance is very familiar to me because I once saw similar portraits in the king’s chambers."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's face showed great interest.

So this girl was indeed someone close to Moon. Otherwise, there would be no reason she had seen his portrait.

"Then you should know my identity."

"Yes."

The other party nodded, but her tone and voice clearly carried some concern: "The king’s lover, I naturally know. But how can I be sure that you are not a fake?"

"This..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. Even with his many schemes, he hadn’t anticipated this situation.

She actually doubted whether he was a counterfeit. How could he prove it?

In the Nael Dragon Realm, it would have been easy, but in Yinsi Netherworld, he was unfamiliar with everything.

How to find someone to verify his identity? This was indeed a difficult problem.

"Have people ever impersonated you before?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed even more interest.

"Yes, there were some who wanted to find out the king's whereabouts."

"Moon’s whereabouts?"

"Hmm. The king’s powers have not fully recovered. In Yinsi Netherworld, many wish to put her to death. Therefore, her hiding place must remain secret, and those with ulterior motives will do anything to uncover it."

The girl spoke like this while looking at Lin Xuan, who showed obvious caution.

Although the person before him had saved her once, they might be putting on a show of self-sacrifice. After all, these people would stop at nothing to find out where the king was.

This girl knew what she was doing; by saying this, she might anger the old man in front of her—most Transcendence Realm existences had peculiar temperaments.

She was risking her life.

But so what? For Moon’s safety, she wouldn’t have any carelessness. Even if it meant losing her soul and spirit, she would not hesitate.

Clearly, this girl was extremely loyal to the Arurra King.

Lin Xuan quickly understood the situation and his expression turned relieved. He looked at the girl with a gentler gaze.

She had shown great loyalty towards Moon, which Lin Xuan naturally appreciated.

But the problem arose: how could he prove his identity here?

This was a challenge he hadn’t faced since entering the cultivation world.

"I am truly Lin Xuan!"

Lin Xuan sighed. "If you don't believe me, would it be acceptable for me to swear by my heart demon?"

"Swearing by your heart demon?"

The other party showed an expression of disbelief: "What use is that? The person seeking out the king’s whereabouts has used every means possible. A mere heart demon oath won’t prove anything."

"There's nothing I can do then,"

Lin Xuan sighed again. "As long as I meet Moon, my identity will be clear."

"But this is impossible. Until you are proven to be the Young Master, I won't risk revealing the king’s hiding place."

"Young Master?" Lin Xuan showed curiosity.

"Yes, the king's lover. Although we have never met, in private, everyone calls him Young Master."

Lin Xuan nodded, a bit smug, but quickly became despondent.

A clever woman has no rice to cook without it. Unless he could meet Yue'er, there was no way he could prove that he was Lin Xuan.

At a loss!

Lin Xuan’s face showed a bitter smile. It was true; good things take time.

Originally, his plan had been to find Moon's whereabouts in the Yinsi Netherworld. But by sheer luck, he already had some clues upon arrival.

This should have been very exciting, but it turned out proving his identity was so difficult.

Of course, there were ways.

For example, returning to the Spirit Realm and finding his big brother and elder sister to get the Nael Dragon Immortal and Fairy of a Hundred Flowers to testify for him.

In all three realms, the Nael Dragon Immortal and Fairy of a Hundred Flowers were top-tier immortals. Their word was final; if they testified, there would be no way the other party could doubt it.

But while easy to say, actually doing so was extremely difficult.

For one thing, how to return to the Spirit Realm?

Initially, he had gone through great trouble to come to Yinsi Netherworld and finally obtained the Yinsi Disk from his elder sister. Now, returning would be just as challenging; relying solely on breaking through space wouldn’t work.

Even if it were possible, going back and forth was too time-consuming. Lin Xuan urgently wanted to meet Moon again; he had no patience for lingering here. (To be continued.)
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A skilled cook can't make a meal without ingredients, Lin Xuan's face was filled with wry smiles.

At first, he had been solely focused on finding Moon's clues. He never anticipated encountering such difficulties.

However, now that things had come to this point, sulking wouldn’t help. Proving his identity was the most crucial thing.

Yet, it was easier said than done; convincing someone of his true identity would be incredibly challenging.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan was known for his ingenious plans, but at this moment, he truly felt at a loss.

"Actually, Senior, there are still ways to prove you're the Young Master."

With his brows furrowed, Lin Xuan heard a voice as sweet as music. It wasn’t that the voice itself was particularly melodious, but the information it conveyed seemed promising enough to solve his current predicament.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. He lifted his head and looked at the ghost girl in front of him: "There are still ways? Fellow Daoist, why didn't you say so earlier?"

Although there was a hint of reproach in her voice, the joy was hard to hide.

"Senior truly wants to try it?"

"Yes!"

"Very well. Let's go then."

The girl did not waste any time and enveloped herself in black light, transforming into a streak of lightning that shot towards the horizon.

Lin Xuan followed suit, his body covered by grayish-white阴气, flying after her.

Though Lin Xuan had extensive knowledge, he was relatively unfamiliar with the techniques of the Netherworld Realm. However, given his shrewdness and foresight, he must have prepared for this from early on.

This place was the Netherworld Realm, and revealing his human cultivator identity could be problematic. While it might be a bit of an exaggeration to say that every step would be difficult, trouble was highly likely.

Better safe than sorry!

Although Lin Xuan wasn't particularly skilled in the Netherworld Realm's techniques, he managed to learn some basic ones before setting off. He didn’t need anything too complex; just enough to obscure his human identity slightly was sufficient.

This task was not challenging for him.

However, upon arriving at the Netherworld Realm, he hadn’t had time to use these techniques when he encountered the Ghost Saint Tianyuan on a narrow path. Otherwise, his identity would have been harder to discern.

But now that they were in a hurry, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to hide any longer. He took a deep breath and the thick阴气 began to emanate from his body.

At first glance, he seemed indistinguishable from the powerful ghosts of the Netherworld Realm.

Without encountering an overly formidable opponent, there was no need to worry about revealing his identity.

He had some confidence in that.

As for the ghost girl, a hint of surprise flickered in her eyes. She moved her lips but ultimately said nothing, clearly someone with a very steady personality.

Together, they continued their journey without any further complications. Lin Xuan tried to gather more information about Moon through subtle inquiries, but she was tight-lipped and avoided mentioning anything related to the Asura King. Her responses were meticulous and left no room for doubt.

Lin Xuan found himself laughing and crying at the same time, but he couldn't afford to be angry. After all, her actions stemmed from loyalty towards Moon, so it would be unreasonable to blame her.

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed. He knew that until his identity was confirmed, there was no chance of getting any information about Moon from her.

Given this, Lin Xuan decided not to waste words and instead focused on gathering clues related to the Netherworld Realm.

As a newcomer, he needed to familiarize himself with the place, so it wouldn't be amiss to gather more information.

She didn’t hide anything; as long as it wasn’t related to the king, she satisfied his curiosity. Although her explanations weren’t exhaustive, they were detailed enough.

After all, these weren’t secrets, and if he wanted to know them, he could find out with some effort.

It was better to be a good Samaritan. After all, he had saved her life just now.

She was clever and adaptable, loyal to the Asura King but not rigid. Her wisdom left Lin Xuan impressed.

"By the way, Fellow Daoist, what’s your name?"

They had been talking for so long that he hadn’t asked her name yet. It would be impolite.

Lin Xuan's voice was calm as he spoke: "Senior doesn't need to be so formal. I can call you Xing'er."

"Without a name?" Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had an idea of her abilities, and she was a formidable existence at the Shen Shi realm. Otherwise, it would have been impossible for her to escape from the Ghost Saint's grasp.

Hearing this, he found it astonishing that she didn’t even have a name.

Since his identity hadn’t been confirmed yet, there was no reason to keep secrets, especially not about something as basic as a name.

There must be a reason. Lin Xuan smiled and waited for her explanation: "Senior, don't misunderstand. It's not that I'm unwilling to say; it’s just the truth. I am a servant of the Asura King and was never given a name."

Lin Xuan became even more surprised. He probed further and learned that she belonged to the Asura King's servants, a position of great importance despite her lowly status.

This was the only clue related to Moon he had obtained, as it wasn’t crucial enough for her to keep silent about.

But she was careful in how much she revealed, leaving him no room to pry further. Clever girl! Lin Xuan found himself at a loss but was glad that Moon had such loyal subordinates.

He decided not to ask any more questions and avoid putting the girl on the spot. Once his identity was confirmed, he would get all the information he needed. After all, impatience only leads to trouble, and he had enough patience.

Speaking of confirming his identity, Lin Xuan wondered what good ideas she might have. He asked her directly: "Senior is new to our Netherworld Realm; you must not be familiar with the Heartfruit."

She didn’t hide anything but sounded more serious this time.

"What is the Heartfruit?"

Lin Xuan, despite his extensive knowledge, was unfamiliar with the treasures of the Netherworld Realm.

"The Heartfruit. Its name suggests it’s a celestial treasure, but that’s not true. It's actually a fruit from the Hearttree and can’t enhance cultivation or help break through barriers. However, it can verify whether someone is telling the truth."

"Oh, there really is such a treasure?"

Lin Xuan was surprised and intrigued.
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Though the cultivation world was filled with countless treasures and wonders, such a spirit object capable of detecting lies had never been heard of.

However, this woman's expression was extremely sincere, so she didn't seem to be speaking nonsense.

Moreover, considering both reason and emotion, it was impossible for her to deceive him on this matter.

Thus, Lin Xuan believed the other party's words and marveled: "Is there really such a spirit object in the world?"

"Of course, true. Just take one Askance Fruit, and within half an hour, you can't utter a single lie."

"What if I do speak a lie then?"

Lin Xuan curiously asked. He still didn’t believe that a mere spirit fruit could make someone’s soul scatter.

"The exact details are unclear to the junior disciple as well, since I have never seen Askance Fruit before. However, according to ancient legends in our阴司界, it is undeniably true. Anyone who dares to lie after taking an Askance Fruit will scatter their soul even if you're a late-stage cultivation cultivator." Xiang Er's calm voice entered his ears.

"Is it really that powerful?"

Lin Xuan was half-believing and half-doubting.

"If the senior doesn't believe, you can ask around. The legend of Askance Fruit is widely known in our阴司地府 even for those just starting their cultivation path."

"Oh."

Lin Xuan nodded. With his keen observation skills, he truly didn’t think she was lying.

But regardless of whether it was true or not, Lin Xuan wasn't concerned.

He hadn’t deceived her to begin with, and no matter how miraculous the Askance Fruit might be, it wouldn’t affect him.

"How do we find this treasure?" Lin Xuan asked another question that mattered to him.

"Senior don't worry. Although Askance Fruit is magical, it can neither enhance your cultivation nor help you break through barriers, so it's not considered a great treasure. In some large markets, you can usually buy some," the girl’s smiling voice entered his ears.

"So easy?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. He originally thought he would have to go through some trouble, but unexpectedly, it turned out to be so simple. His earlier concerns seemed entirely unnecessary.

They traveled without incident for three days.

The阴司界 was even more desolate than he had imagined.

Their遁光 was incredibly swift, yet after flying for such a long time, there were no signs of life anywhere.

Occasionally, some weak wandering souls would appear, but they were so insignificant that they couldn’t form bodies. A violent gust of dark wind might scatter their souls.

As for the scenery, it was monotonous and bleak, mainly black with grayish fog permeating the sky. Various plants were strange and different from those in the spirit realm.

Lin Xuan felt extremely fortunate to have met this girl named Xiang Er on his way. Otherwise, as a newcomer here, even with powerful divine awareness, he might still get lost due to bad luck.

Now, there was no need to worry about that. With an experienced guide like Elder Ma, all he had to do was follow him and fly.

...

In this manner, the two of them traveled day and night for three days until a vast forest finally came into view before their eyes.

Though it was still mainly black, the plants inside were similar to what Lin Xuan had seen along his journey but much taller and denser.

And Lin Xuan could clearly feel that the dark energy in the air was more concentrated than before. This was just like the spirit veins in the spirit realm.

The dark energy was so thick; it must be where ghost cultivators gathered. He wondered if he might find Askance Fruit here.

Lin Xuan thought to himself, but his doubts were answered by Xiang Er as if she had read his mind: "Beyond this is Black Rock City, a place of great renown in our阴司地府. The city lord, Old Black Rock, is an old monster at late-stage渡劫."

"Late-stage渡劫?"

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. He wasn’t afraid.

However, the cultivation techniques and supernatural abilities of the阴司界 were unfamiliar to him. Facing a peer would be more troublesome than in the spirit realm.

Fortunately, he came here just to buy Askance Fruit, so he shouldn’t provoke Old Black Rock unless something unexpected happened.

With this thought, Lin Xuan’s expression brightened considerably.

He wasn’t worried or afraid, but it was better to avoid trouble if possible.

Just as his thoughts settled, a loud explosion echoed in their ears. Lin Xuan frowned and turned his head toward the sound.

Xiang Er remained unperturbed: "Senior don't worry about it. The forest near Black Rock City is originally a test site with various grades of demons, ghosts, and evil beasts. Thus, some low-grade cultivators come here to train or seek treasures."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded in relief. Low-grade cultivators in the spirit realm didn’t often hunt for beast spirits; their fur and bones were used as cultivation materials, and their inner cores could be used to refine spiritual elixirs.

Though Lin Xuan was now at late-stage渡劫, he hadn't forgotten his past experiences, which he knew very well.

The situation in the阴司界 would likely be similar. Thus, when Xiang Er spoke, Lin Xuan showed no surprise.

He released his divine awareness and sensed the intensity of the dark energy fluctuations, which were no more than those of a condensation period cultivator. He shook his head with a smile and put it aside.

The two continued flying toward Black Rock City without being affected by this.

On their way, they encountered similar situations several times, and Lin Xuan became accustomed to them.

Even some careless evil beasts passed in front of them, so Lin Xuan took the opportunity to kill them, helping out a little.

After a short while, they were close to Black Rock City. Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his body emitting black light that shrunk his aura significantly, roughly equivalent to a spirit ghost at the 分神 stage.

He did this for a reason.

Though Xiang Er said that Black Rock City was famous in the阴司界 and its city lord was late-stage渡劫, the city itself must be bustling with high-grade cultivators.

But regardless of how it was, late-stage cultivators were too conspicuous. By lowering his cultivation to 分神 stage, he became much more discreet.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s actions, a smile appeared on Xiang Er's face.

Having traveled together for so long, he already had a good grasp of Lin Xuan's identity; this person might be the young master.

But that was just his feeling. Until confirmed, he couldn’t afford to be careless about the safety of the king.

Nonetheless, their relationship became much more harmonious.

Just as time passed, another loud explosion echoed in their ears. Normally, such a scene would be familiar to Lin Xuan, but this time it was different; even the primordial energy of heaven and earth was stirred. It must be a high-grade cultivator.

Lin Xuan released his divine awareness but quickly retracted it as if avoiding a venomous snake or scorpion. His face showed disbelief: "Impossible, it’s him, Tian Xiaojian. How could he also come to the阴司界?"

(To be continued)
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Lin Xuan's face was filled with disbelief.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless twists and turns had been experienced. By all means, he should have remained calm even if Mount Tai were to collapse in front of him!

But what was happening before his eyes seemed too absurd. How could Little Sword be here?

Lin Xuan felt a momentary confusion in his mind, almost thinking that he might have mistaken someone. But soon enough, he pushed this thought aside.

Impossible, although it had been a thousand years since he last saw Little Sword, the young man left a deep impression on him. Even a fleeting glance would not result in any mistake.

But why was this little guy also here in the Netherworld?

Even with his broad experience, Lin Xuan found himself at a loss to explain this situation.

Little Sword was different from other cultivators.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, although he had faced many dangers and setbacks, overall it had been smooth sailing. Especially his rate of cultivation, which was unparalleled in history. In just a few thousand years, he had reached the mid-transmigration stage.

This speed would have even made the ancient Asura bow to him.

Not only did Lin Xuan cultivate quickly, but his strength far surpassed that of his peers. He faced challenges across levels without any difficulty, and his contemporaries were not in his sight either.

Lin Xuan's strength was beyond doubt.

But if he had to say that no one could match his eyes, it would be an exaggeration. Among his peers, there was still someone he cared about deeply, even said with fear.

Yes, this person was Little Sword.

Their paths on the path of cultivation were similar, and they had cooperated multiple times over the years.

Despite their frequent separations, Little Sword's strength left Lin Xuan in awe.

The most unbelievable part was that he could keep up with Lin Xuan's rate of cultivation.

He knew his own situation well. The reason for his rapid cultivation was mainly due to the benefits brought by the Blue Star Sea.

Purifying medicinal pills and turning waste into treasure, which gave him astand out like a crane among chickens (standing out like a crane among chickens) rate of cultivation.

But why Little Sword could progress so quickly as to match Lin Xuan's pace? This puzzled Lin Xuan. Could it be that he also had some divine-grade treasures?

Of course, this was just speculation and there was no way to verify it.

Unless Lin Xuan captured Little Sword alive.

However, this was merely a thought. The young man's abilities were far beyond those of his peers. Lin Xuan did not want to offend him unless absolutely necessary.

Likely, the other party had similar thoughts, so every time they met, both parties were wary and scheming internally while appearing very harmonious on the surface.

Brother Senior, he called it with such warmth that one might think they were sworn brothers by blood.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh. He resisted the urge to release his divine sense again to probe Little Sword's true intentions.

He knew Little Sword was extremely perceptive. If he released his divine sense, there was no doubt that it would be discovered and traced back to him.

To alert the enemy would be foolish, so Lin Xuan could only ponder why Little Sword had come here.

The process seemed complicated but actually took just an instant.

Seeing Lin Xuan's brows furrowed, Xiang'er couldn't help showing a strange expression. "Senior, what's wrong?"

"Nothing."

Lin Xuan shook his head and put aside the matter of Little Sword for now.

Regardless, finding Yue'er was currently the top priority. Little Sword coming here was purely coincidental; how could it be related to him?

The more Lin Xuan thought about it, the more he felt this was correct.

If so, why complicate matters unnecessarily?

Little Sword was cunning and his strength far surpassed that of his peers. Even Lin Xuan did not have much confidence in winning against him. Such a troublesome person should be avoided as much as possible.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan made up his mind.

"Nothing, just met an old acquaintance."

"Old acquaintance?"

Xiang'er was taken aback but she had a steady personality and didn't say anything more. Together with Lin Xuan, they flew towards the black stone city in front of them.

This matter could be considered temporarily concluded for Lin Xuan. He did not want to have any interaction with Little Sword.

Lin Xuan followed the principle that it was better to avoid trouble if possible. But he forgot that some troubles couldn't be avoided no matter how much one tried to dodge them.

...

As soon as Lin Xuan left, Little Sword turned his head towards this direction.

A powerful divine sense was released and swept over quickly but found nothing amiss.

His handsome face showed a hint of puzzlement, and his brows furrowed slightly.

"Little Sword, what's wrong?"

A deep voice entered his ears, but there was no third cultivator beside Little Sword.

"It's nothing, I felt someone probing me just now."

Little Sword's somewhat depressed voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, with a hint of doubt in the tone, yet he wasn't entirely sure about it.

"Oh?"

The deep voice paused. Then an eerie divine sense was released from Little Sword's body but yielded no results.

"You're overthinking this. In the Netherworld, you're unfamiliar with everything here. Who would have time to probe you for no reason?"

"..."

Little Sword was speechless. The other party had a valid point, yet he found something off and couldn't fully release his divine sense without alerting the Black Stone City Lord.

After all this trouble, Little Sword finally arrived in the Netherworld with an important mission. He didn't want any detours before finding that treasure.

Perhaps it was just overthinking.

Thinking of the treasure, Little Sword opened his mouth again. "Father, is the River of Death Divine Fruit really here in the Netherworld?"

"Kid, why don't you believe me?" The deep voice turned cold with a hint of dissatisfaction, even changing to a more distant tone.

But how could Little Sword be alarmed by this? His expression remained calm: "Father, why say such things. Our cooperation is mutually beneficial. You've made the River of Death Divine Fruit sound so important, and my concern isn't wrong."

"Ah, a sharp-tongued kid."

The owner of the deep voice was speechless.

Just like a tiger in plain sight being bullied by dogs or a dragon in shallow waters being mocked by shrimp, he had once been the Lord of the Netherworld, second only to the Asura King.
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However, times change. Now that he was left with only a fragment of his soul, he had to rely on this Tian Xiaojian for much of his strength if he wanted to recover his former power. It wouldn't do to make their relationship too strained.

"Alright, Jian'er, don’t be angry. I just said it as a joke."

"Master, your words are too harsh. I also offended you earlier, so please forgive me," Tian Xiaojian replied sincerely.

Tian Xiaojian's achievements today were not without the benefits he received from this Demon Lord. He didn't want to break ties with him either. The recent exchange was merely a mutual probing; they both understood that it was enough for now.

The two quickly reached an understanding, and the minor discomfort between them was soon forgotten.

"Master, is the Soul River Divine Fruit truly in the Netherworld?" Tian Xiaojian brought up this question again, as he had not received any answers earlier.

"Why of course. As the Demon Lord, even though I am left with only a fragment of my soul now, my memories and past are intact. How could I possibly mistake the places where these three divine fruits grow in the cultivation world?"

"Three divine fruits of the cultivation world?"

"Yes, the Soul River Divine Fruit, the Broad Cold Dao Fruit, and the Immortal Peach Sacred Fruit—these are the three divine fruits of the cultivation world," the Demon Lord said with a hint of longing. Clearly, he considered these three divine fruits to be extraordinary.

"Of these, the Soul River Divine Fruit grows in the Netherworld, while the other two treasures are spiritual realm artifacts."

The deep voice sighed: "Although the strength of the three realms differs, there's no doubt that the spiritual realm has the most heavenly and earthly treasures."

"So what use do these divine fruits have? Why did you make me go through so much trouble to bring me here to the Netherworld?" Tian Xiaojian asked with confusion. He had been kept in the dark by his opponent before.

"Ha, they are indeed of great use. Jian'er, how do you think the strength of a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator is?"

"Late-stage Golden Transformation?" Tian Xiaojian was taken aback. He didn't understand why this question was suddenly brought up. However, he hesitated for a moment before answering truthfully: "Late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators are naturally extremely powerful. Although I have never fought such beings, I know that they would be beyond me."

Tian Xiaojian's voice carried a hint of admiration. He had already reached the middle stage of Golden Transformation cultivation, but he was still far from the late stage. His face then showed excitement: "Could it be that the Soul River Divine Fruit can help me break through this late-stage bottleneck..."

"Humph, breaking through the late-stage bottleneck is nothing."

Unexpectedly, the Demon Lord's expression was filled with disdain.

"What?"

Tian Xiaojian was speechless. The other party had spoken so confidently as if breaking through the late stage of Golden Transformation wasn't worth mentioning. But...

Before his thoughts could fully form, the deep voice continued: "In my past life, I was the Demon Lord. Even now that I am left with only a fragment of my soul, helping you break through the late-stage bottleneck is nothing. However..."

"However, what?" Tian Xiaojian became intensely interested.

He knew that although he and this Demon Lord were mutually benefiting from each other, their interests aligned. Over these thousands of years, the other party had spared no effort to help him advance quickly. Although they occasionally argued, he never found the other party lying to him on major issues.

His words must have some basis; otherwise, he wouldn't be speaking so confidently.

"Master, please don’t keep me in suspense. Please explain what these three divine fruits are used for. I am listening intently."

Tian Xiaojian's eagerness was evident from his voice. He became more respectful as well: "A gift must come with a request."

The Demon Lord nodded: "Late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators are indeed top-tier existences in the Three Realms, but there is still a vast difference between them."

"Master means domains?" Tian Xiaojian’s insight was also commendable. He directly hit the nail on the head.

"Yes."

The Demon Lord nodded again: "Ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators are naturally much stronger than those of other realms, but without mastering their domain, they cannot be considered true top-tier powerhouses."

Tian Xiaojian nodded in agreement. Even if he hadn't experienced it firsthand, he had heard about the difference between a domain master and an ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator. Late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators could manipulate heavenly laws at will.

But domain masters could change these laws according to their own wishes.

The difference was not something that could be measured by reason. For instance, top-tier powerhouses like Daoist Nalei and Fairy Hundred Flowers could easily defeat ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators without any悬念. If they fully exerted themselves, the opponent might barely last half a cup of tea before collapsing. This clearly showed that domain masters were entirely different from ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators.

Tian Xiaojian had cooperated with this Demon Lord for thousands of years and knew his temperament well. He wouldn't speak without reason. With these thoughts in mind, Tian Xiaojian's expression revealed intense excitement: "Could it be that the three divine fruits are related to domains?"

"Yes."

The voice of the Demon Lord also became more serious: "Jian'er, you have already reached the middle stage of Golden Transformation cultivation. Although you haven't yet reached the late stage, you should start preparing for it. Do you know why some later-stage cultivators can master their domain while others struggle no matter how hard they train?"

"I don’t know."

Tian Xiaojian answered honestly and then continued: "This is likely related to one’s opportunities. Even without considering domains, the strength of cultivators at the same stage can vary greatly due to differences in cultivation methods and treasures."

These words were not idle talk. The strength of any realm's cultivator varied.

Tracing back to their roots, it was largely due to cultivation methods. Some methods were difficult and complex with many bottlenecks but possessed immense power. Cultivators who practiced such methods were invariably individuals with great perseverance.

Such cultivators naturally far outperformed their peers in strength.

Similarly, some methods allowed for rapid progress with few bottlenecks but had limited power. While they advanced quickly, they often found themselves at the bottom of their peer group in terms of strength.

Tian Xiaojian's point was clear: in his view, late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators were more likely to master domains.

(To be continued)
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"Jian'er, if you think this way, then you are gravely mistaken."

"Oh, please enlighten me further," replied the boy.

Upon hearing his opponent deny his guess, Tian Xiaojian did not become angry; instead, he wore a look of eager learning.

The Grand Overlord of the Demon Realm could not help but feel a touch of pride. He then began to narrate without reservation: "Due to the different cultivation techniques chosen, cultivators entering the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence actually vary greatly in strength. However, this does not mean that stronger individuals have more opportunities to comprehend their domains; there is no discernible pattern."

"Unpredictable, Father, you are saying..."

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a hint of contemplation.

"For example, our Holy Realm's Nine True Demons Primordial Ancestors—should you be familiar with them," the Grand Overlord said.

"The Nine Primordial Ancestors have a fearsome reputation. Even if I haven't seen them personally, I've heard some tales about them," came Tian Xiaojian's respectful voice. His attitude when seeking knowledge was so pleasant that it could almost be described as refreshing.

"Let alone others, the Vast Treasure Primordial Ancestor is rather unremarkable. He advanced rapidly in his cultivation technique but lacked power. If I remember correctly, he barely ranked among the True Demons Primordial Ancestors after advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence."

"Oh?" Tian Xiaojian became increasingly interested: "So what happened later?"

"Given Vast Treasure's talent, it was unlikely that even he would have thought of comprehending his domain. However, in the strange and varied world of cultivation, many things cannot be predicted by common sense, especially domains. Many stronger ancient demon Primordial Ancestors remained stagnant. Conversely, this unremarkable Vast Treasure suddenly comprehended his domain, transforming him into one of the Nine True Demons Primordial Ancestors..."

The Grand Overlord sighed: "In truth, it's not just us in our Holy Realm. The Spirit Realm andunderworld tribunalalso have similar situations. There are some late-stage existences that aren't favored by people who still manage to comprehend their domains. Meanwhile, stronger cultivators from before them can only waste away."

"Ah, I see."

Tian Xiaojian finally understood the whole situation.

His father explained clearly, but after understanding the background, his expression turned grim. He was a top-tier cultivator among his peers; how could he not be?

It made sense that few cultivators would consider domains before advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. The gap between mid-stage and late-stage cultivators was the largest in all cultivation stages.

This wasn't exaggeration; late-stage Tribulation Transcendents had broken free from the constraints of lifespan, truly entering a realm where they could live forever.

Unless they died in combat, they would indeed share the same longevity as heaven and earth.

There were natural laws governing everything. The benefits of advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence were immense, making it naturally difficult to achieve.

Not only was there no comparison within minor stages, but even major stage bottlenecks paled in comparison.

To be blunt, advancing from mid-stage to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence was far more challenging than progressing from Spirit Separation to Tribulation Transcendence.

Take Qianqian Fairy as an example; with the help of Grand Daoist Nai Long, she still had a chance at advancement. But whether or not she could successfully advance remained uncertain.

Thus, most mid-stage Tribulation Transcendents wouldn't consider such long-term matters.

However, Tian Xiaojian was different. He was confident in his abilities.

It wasn't surprising; he had spent only thousands of years to become a mid-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivator from the start of his cultivation journey.

Confidence in advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence couldn't be considered arrogance.

What made Tian Xiaojian even prouder was that his strength far surpassed others, significantly increasing his chances of comprehending domains and becoming a true powerhouse.

Alas, he had been too optimistic. Comprehending domains seemed unrelated to one's strength. His advantages were thus nullified; his expression turned gloomy.

However, as an ordinary cultivator wouldn't be, he quickly regained composure and asked: "Father, is comprehending domains truly unpredictable?"

"Indeed, it has nothing to do with strength, nor can others' experiences help you... I cannot assist you in this."

Tian Xiaojian's brows were tightly furrowed. But upon hearing that, he chuckled: "Father, your humility is too great; if you couldn't help me, why would you go through so much trouble to bring me here?"

"You're quick-witted, my boy. I didn't think you'd forget," the Grand Overlord laughed.

"Please enlighten me further."

Tian Xiaojian adopted a posture of eager learning.

"In ancient times, comprehending domains was indeed a significant challenge. However, over time, people have discovered some... methods."

"Others' experiences are useless, but treasures can be different."

"Treasures, Father, you mean the Three Divine Fruits?" Tian Xiaojian could no longer miss the point at this moment.

"Yes, precisely these three divine fruits. Consuming one doesn't guarantee domain comprehension, but it significantly increases your chances."

"Really?" Excitement showed on Tian Xiaojian's face.

"This is no joke; I would never say such a thing. It's true. Unfortunately, only one of each type can be consumed; more wouldn't help and would simply waste resources. However, all three can be taken together," the Grand Overlord sighed: "Unfortunately, these divine fruits are exceedingly rare. Even getting just one is incredibly lucky. Collecting three different ones is a Herculean task."

"Father, do you also fail to obtain them?"

Tian Xiaojian's face showed curiosity.

"I cannot either."

"Why not?" Tian Xiaojian was surprised; the Grand Overlord of the Demon Realm had power comparable to true immortals, and there were no treasures in the Three Realms that he couldn't acquire.

"Unfortunately, regardless of whether it's the Divine River Fruit, the Cold Moon Dao Fruit, or the Immortal Peach Holy Fruit, the natural laws are so bizarre. Ordinary cultivators can enter without any hindrance, but domain masters naturally feel repulsion. We cannot go there; we can't even see the trees, let alone pick the divine fruits," the Grand Overlord said with a sigh.

"Ah, I understand."

The Grand Overlord finally understood the situation, which was indeed like trying to make a meal out of thin air.
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According to Master Ziyi, gathering the three divine fruits would indeed be extremely difficult. Tian Xiaojian ran his hand through his hair, his musing voice entering my ears.

"Boy, you really do have a big mouth. Some things are beyond our reach, and I advise you to be practical. Think about how to obtain the Soul River Divine Fruit; as for the other two treasures, don't expect too much just yet," the Demon Lord Grand Commander said with an unamused tone upon seeing Tian Xiaojian's expression.

"Thank you, Master Ziyi, I know what to do. But according to your estimation, how likely am I to obtain the Soul River Divine Fruit?" Tian Xiaojian humbly sought advice.

"Hmm, that's hard to say. The Soul River Divine Tree is a rare wonder of the world. It takes about a million years from flowering to fruiting, and each time it bears only a few fruits. Thus, since ancient times, there hasn't been much yield."

"Every time the Soul River Divine Fruit ripens, those at the Tribulation Transcending stage don't hesitate to rush for them. Not just late-stage tribulation transcenders, but even early and mid-stage cultivators wouldn't pass up such an opportunity if they had one."

"Early and mid-stage existences are also so eager?" Tian Xiaojian was surprised.

Remembering the Domain, only those at late-stage Tribulation Transcending could comprehend it. Whether or not they could transcend that bottleneck was uncertain for anyone. The eagerness of early and mid-stage cultivators to obtain this treasure seemed excessive; did they all have such confidence in themselves?

Hearing Tian Xiaojian's doubts, the Demon Lord Grand Commander laughed and scolded: "You little fellow, you're smart enough but foolish at times. Among those at early and mid-stage Tribulation Transcending, there are indeed some who feel good about themselves, but most people wouldn't be so foresighted."

"Oh, then why do they take such a big risk to vie for the Soul River Divine Fruit?" Tian Xiaojian asked in puzzlement.

"You, boy, you seem quite clever usually. Why can't you understand now?"

The Demon Lord Grand Commander was speechless with surprise on his face: "They might not need the Soul River Divine Fruit themselves, but such treasures can be exchanged for something else, right?"

"Exchange?"

"Yes, tribulation transcender pills are hard to come by in this world, but if one has a Soul River Divine Fruit, it's not difficult to trade."

"Why did I forget this?"

Tian Xiaojian scratched his head, showing some embarrassment.

"In fact, apart from cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage, even those at the Spirit Cultivating stage would still go for the excitement."

"Spirit Cultivating stage?" Tian Xiaojian's face showed surprise. But he quickly pushed this news to the back of his mind, as his abilities were formidable enough that he wouldn't fall to anyone in the same stage unless something went wrong.

"Cold Sword, you can't be careless on this treasure hunt. Those who know about the Soul River Divine Fruit are not easy people to deal with. Even those at the Spirit Cultivating stage shouldn't be underestimated."

"Master Ziyi, you're too cautious. The gap between Spirit Cultivating and Tribulation Transcending is vast. Besides, I'm already a mid-stage Tribulation Transcender. How can a Spirit Cultivating existence pose any threat to me?" Tian Xiaojian's voice of disagreement entered my ears.

"Hmm, that can't be said. The Three Realms are so vast with countless geniuses and prodigies. Do you think only you have outstanding strength? For the Spirit Cultivating stage, it might not matter much for Cold Sword, but one must guard against some powerful characters holding rare and potent treasures," the Demon Lord Grand Commander said.

"Or what?"

Tian Xiaojian was genuinely interested.

"Or run into some tough guys who can't defeat you in battle and have nowhere to escape. They might self-destruct their essence cores just to give you a taste of it. Do you think that's fun?" The Demon Lord Grand Commander's voice turned cold, clearly showing his dissatisfaction.

Knowing they were interdependent, if anything happened to Tian Xiaojian, his situation wouldn't be much better either.

Tian Xiaojian wasn't arrogant by nature; he only didn't take Spirit Cultivating stage cultivators seriously due to the vast difference in their cultivation levels. Hearing what the Demon Lord Grand Commander said, he realized his previous considerations were somewhat inappropriate.

One mustn't undervalue heroes of the world. Even if a Spirit Cultivating existence couldn't defeat him, everyone had their unique skills. If they accidentally got hurt by them, it wouldn't be worth it and could affect his quest for the Soul River Divine Fruit.

"Thank you, Master Ziyi, I will be careful."

Tian Xiaojian's respectful voice entered my ears with a hint of gratitude.

Of course, whether he was genuinely grateful or not was hard to say.

But regardless, their cooperation remained amicable on the surface.

And this matter came to an end here.

...

Without further ado, let me return to Tian Xiaojian's situation. He didn't know what he was plotting at the moment. At present, Lin Xuan had already arrived in Blackstone City.

As the name suggested, the city walls were made of a massive black rock, thick and heavy, with an expansive area stretching for tens of thousands of miles, capable of accommodating billions of cultivators.

No wonder it was one of the most famous cities in the Netherworld.

The entire city exuded grandeur and might, like a savage ancient beast coiled there.

On the walls, every dozen or so meters, one could see armored warriors standing guard.

Fully covered by heavy armor, their faces were hidden, only their glowing eyes visible. Their cultivation levels were mediocre at best; most were mere凝聚丹级别的阴魂鬼物。

但这已经足够了。

这些甲士的作用只是警戒巡逻，真有外敌到来自然也有高阶修士出手对付。

黑石城气势不凡，表面雕刻的花纹繁复，显然是阵法师的作品。不过以林轩的眼界，也不会露出惊讶之色。更为巍峨的城市他也见过，而每一座城市自然都会有防护禁制。

这么大的城市入口众多，大大小小的城门不下千余处，听起来离谱，但修仙界的事务原本就不能用常理揣摩。

既然如此也就没什么好挑剔的了，林轩和杏儿随意选了一处地点降落，然后便飞向临近的城门。

这座城门高达百余丈，非常宽敞，可以同时容纳上千人通过。林轩与杏儿没有遇到任何阻碍，顺利来到了黑石城内。

PS: 求推荐票，谢谢大家！
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The spacious city had architectural styles vastly different from those of the Spirit Realm.

However, Lin Xuan did not feel out of place. Instead, he looked around with a curious expression.

He had encountered阴魂鬼物 (Yin Soul Ghosts) many times before, but this was his first visit to their city. This trip would certainly broaden his horizons.

"Xiang'er, where should we go now? Are there any问心果 (Heart Fruit) in the market?" Lin Xuan asked while not forgetting his main purpose.

"This... I'm not quite sure. We need to check it out," replied Xiang'er, leaving Lin Xuan speechless. He didn't want to make a fruitless trip after all his efforts.

Nevertheless, there was no point in dwelling on this now. Lin Xuan called for a carriage and had both him and Xiang'er ride towards the market.

Blackstone City was vast, but it still had禁空禁制 (anti-air restrictions). Fortunately, the spirit beast pulling the carriage ran very fast, so they wouldn't take long to reach the market.

As he traveled, Lin Xuan continued to observe the buildings on both sides. He also encountered various forms of ghostly creatures.

Although he hadn't interacted with阴魂鬼物 (Yin Soul Ghosts) much in the past, he had certainly dealt with them. Zombies and阴灵 (Yin Souls) were included in this category.

These creatures were not uncommon in either the Spirit Realm or the Human World.

However, how could the ghostly creatures from other realms compare to those of the Yin司界?

At this moment, Lin Xuan realized that his previous experiences were just a drop in the ocean. The variety and complexity of the ghosts he saw now did not fall short of ancient demons.

Among them were some who looked almost human like Xiang'er, while others had grotesque appearances with green faces and sharp teeth.

Some ghosts were mere agglomerations of souls without any physical form—these were known as Yin Souls.

There were countless low-level Yin Souls, but even high-level ones should not be underestimated, for one of the Six Kings of Yin司 was said to have originated from this race.

Lin Xuan also saw many zombie-like creatures, which belonged to the ghostly realm.

In Blackstone City, with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling like he had opened a new world.

If ordinary people were here, they would be terrified beyond recognition.

Lin Xuan wasn't bothered by this and mostly wore an expression of curiosity.

He kept looking around without showing any signs of impatience, almost as if savoring the experience.

Time passed quickly in such a manner.

Soon, a large valley appeared ahead.

Valley?

It sounded strange, but one shouldn’t forget that Blackstone City was vast, stretching for tens of thousands of miles. The city had various unusual buildings and even mountains and lakes.

A huge valley wasn't out of the ordinary.

The sky was already getting dark. However, in Yin司界, it was always gloomy, making it hard to distinguish between day and night. Nonetheless, the valley was still bustling with activity.

Lin Xuan wondered if there were any Heart Fruits here. He hoped he could reunite with Yue'er as soon as possible.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan approached the valley.

There were several entrances, but unexpectedly, entering the market required ten pieces of冥石 (Dark Stones).

Mediocrity stones resembled crystal stones, but they contained阴气 (Yin Qi) instead of pure spirit energy.

Most cultivation sects other than ghost cultivators would not consider them useful.

Lin Xuan felt embarrassed. He had overlooked this item when he came to Yin司界. How could he forget such a valuable treasure?

Although he had plenty of crystal stones, even the best ones, he hadn't prepared any冥石 (Dark Stones).

A skilled cook cannot prepare a meal without ingredients!

Lin Xuan stood there in puzzlement as the ghost cultivator responsible for collecting the Dark Stones was also surprised.

Before him was a senior at the 分神 stage. Such high-ranking cultivators wouldn’t be so stingy about a few Dark Stones, right?

Meeting such strange gazes, even Lin Xuan felt slightly embarrassed.

Being mistaken for being frugal was something he hadn't experienced in many years.

Fortunately, Xiang'er stepped forward to help him out of this awkward situation. She was at the 分神 stage and didn’t care about a few Dark Stones.

With Xiang'er’s assistance, Lin Xuan successfully entered the valley.

Inside, shops were lined up one after another, with both ghostly vendors and established stores.

Each stall had a unique-looking ghost standing or sitting behind it.

Lin Xuan couldn't help smiling. The scene before him was all too familiar to him.

It seemed this market was quite prosperous.

However, Lin Xuan quickly realized his financial limitations. Even if he found Heart Fruits, he wouldn’t have the money to buy them.

Although Xiang'er wouldn’t stand by and watch, she couldn't be expected to pay for everything himself.

No one should benefit without doing something in return!

Though Yue'er’s servants, Lin Xuan wouldn’t do such a thing.

So his immediate task was to obtain enough Dark Stones.

Even if he didn’t need them here, he would have to stay in Yin司界 for a long time, making these stones essential.

With this thought, Lin Xuan made up his mind.

However, being unfamiliar with the place, he wasn't sure if exchanging Dark Stones was possible. Fortunately, Xiang'er was beside him, and her guidance would prevent any mishaps.

"Xiang'er, I want to exchange some Dark Stones. How do we do that?"

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate to ask.

But as soon as he asked, he felt a bit uneasy. This was Yin司界; there might not be an exchange service here.

If there wasn't such a business, his troubles would indeed be great.

Even though Lin Xuan remained calm in the face of adversity, he couldn’t help feeling a bit anxious at this moment.

Fortunately, his worries were unfounded. Xiang'er’s response relieved him.

"I'll take you."

"Xiang'er, you said that Blackstone City was new to you. How do you know so much about it?" Lin Xuan asked curiously as he followed the girl.

"Young Master, you misunderstood. I only said I wasn’t certain if there were Heart Fruits here, but I never said I hadn't been here before," replied Xiang'er.

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan nodded and stopped questioning her further.

Following her, they passed through pavilions and buildings until they arrived at a dingy-looking structure.

It was a stone temple that didn’t seem remarkable from the outside, but according to Xiang'er, it was a branch store of the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance in Yin司界. (To be continued)
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"Rain Mist Business Alliance?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He vaguely felt that the name sounded familiar, but he couldn't quite remember why. It seemed like there might be a similar organization in the Spirit Realm.

Was it just a coincidence with the same name?

Or could this Rain Mist Business Alliance in the Netherworld Realm and Spirit Realm actually be one and the same?

For now, Lin Xuan couldn't refute anything. Since he was unsure, he decided to put it out of his mind.

He had come here merely to exchange some ghost stones for crystal stones. Why should he get involved with other matters?

Lin Xuan shook his head and walked into the building alongside Xing'er.

Though the exterior looked dull and unremarkable, the interior was decorated uniquely. The hall was bright and spacious, with counters made of expensive red pine wood. There were also paintings on the walls. Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile.

Not that he cared about anything else, but just the style of decoration alone seemed out of place for the Netherworld Realm's atmosphere. If his guess was correct, this Rain Mist Business Alliance wasn't a native force in the Spirit Realm.

It likely had ties to interdimensional business alliances.

However, it wasn't easy to traverse between the three realms. This suggested that the Rain Mist Business Alliance indeed had considerable strength.

Lin Xuan mused inwardly but showed no outward signs of his thoughts.

Though the Rain Mist Business Alliance might be a force above the dimensional barriers, since they were doing business in the Netherworld Realm, their staff naturally consisted of ghost creatures.

Sure enough, a faint spirit drifted over. Its features were somewhat indistinct, making it hard to make out its face clearly. However, from the sound, it was likely female. She greeted Lin Xuan with an ethereal wave: "Greetings, sir. I wonder if there's anything we can assist you with."

"I wish to exchange some crystal stones for ghost stones. Is that possible?" Lin Xuan said in a calm voice.

"Of course." The spirit's voice was indeed melodious.

"By the way, are there any restrictions on the quantity? My crystal stones aren't few and far between," Lin Xuan added with a hint of pride.

"Don't worry, sir. This is one of our most important branches in the Netherworld Realm. As long as you don't ask for an excessive amount, it should be fine." The woman's response was also well-mannered.

"Very good."

Lin Xuan's expression showed satisfaction.

"Then please follow me to the second floor."

Since this was a significant transaction, they naturally treated him with VIP hospitality.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan left the Rain Mist Business Alliance store. His face remained neutral, showing no signs of joy or anger, but his eyes gleamed with subtle delight.

No wonder exchanging ghost stones went smoothly.

It only took three crystal stones to get two equivalent-grade ghost stones. The ratio was rather steep.

However, given how rich Lin Xuan was, he didn't mind too much.

Now that he wasn't in dire straits anymore, Lin Xuan felt more confident as he looked at the stalls and shops around him.

The materials and treasures of the Netherworld Realm were indeed different from those in the Spirit Realm. Most of them weren't familiar to Lin Xuan. They didn't contain spirit energy but extremely pure yin qi.

These items were rarely used by Spirit Realm cultivators, but occasionally there would be something that piqued his interest. He bought it without hesitation.

After a round of browsing, he had some small gains.

But the rumored Heart-Examination Fruit was nowhere to be found.

Lin Xuan sighed as Xing'er beside him also looked anxious.

To be honest, after traveling together for this long, Xing'er was already 80% sure that Lin Xuan was indeed the young master and not a fake. But she couldn't joke about the king's safety.

As long as they weren't certain of his identity, she wouldn't take him to where the king was hiding. This girl was very stubborn.

To verify his identity, the Heart-Examination Fruit was essential.

But with no trace of it, how could she not feel anxious?

The two released their divine senses and quickly scanned through nearby stalls and shops, unwilling to miss any treasures.

However, they found nothing useful after a full round.

"Looks like this place is truly empty," Lin Xuan said in a somewhat helpless tone.

"Hmm." Xing'er nodded, her spirits dampened as she confirmed the guess.

"What should we do next?"

Lin Xuan said with a frown. The Blackstone City was vast enough that they couldn't find the Heart-Examination Fruit even after searching thoroughly. Other cities would likely be just as fruitless.

They needed to come up with a good plan, otherwise, it could take an indefinite amount of time before he could meet Moon again.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan's expression turned gloomy.

"Sir, don't worry. Perhaps there isn't any here, but the auction will definitely have it."

At that moment, Xing'er's melodious voice entered his ears. It wasn’t just because her voice was beautiful; the information she conveyed made him feel genuinely happy.

"The auction will have Heart-Examination Fruit. Are you sure?"

Lin Xuan turned to face her with a spark in his eyes.

"I can't say I'm 100% certain, but it should be there."

Xing'er hesitated for a moment but didn’t want to delay too long.

"Alright, when will the auction start?"

"This..."

Xing'er counted on her fingers. "About three days from now."

"Good, then we just have to wait."

Lin Xuan remained noncommittal and showed no signs of anger. Three days was nothing for cultivators at their level; it could be done in a blink.

Though Lin Xuan yearned to meet Moon again, he could endure the waiting period.

So they left the market and found a shop to rest and wait for the auction.

...

The details didn't need much elaboration. Three days passed quickly.

On that day, as Lin Xuan was meditating in his room, "Peng peng peng" came the sound of knocking on the door.

"What is it?"

Lin Xuan opened his eyes with a neutral expression.

"Sir, you forgot today is the auction start. If we miss it, we'll have to wait at least half a year."

Outside the door, Xing'er's annoyed voice echoed. It was time for the auction; why was this Lin Sir still here?

Of course, she dared to do so because she had noticed that Lin Xuan’s personality was quite amiable during their journey.

"Really? Missing it means waiting half a year?"

Lin Xuan was startled and couldn't sit still anymore. He hurriedly got up and opened the door.

There stood Xing'er with a flower-like face.

"Sir, let's go. The auction is about to start."

"Alright, follow me."

Lin Xuan wasn’t just being pretentious; since he had just arrived in the Netherworld Realm, he was unfamiliar with everything here.
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A moment later, the system provided a reading experience for [ ].

Xing'er's face lit up with a smile as she didn't say much. She moved gracefully and walked ahead.

Lin Xuan followed at about ten feet behind her without hurrying or slowing down.

The two did not converse, but they saw many other ghostly creatures rushing along the way, just like them, heading to the auction.

If his guess was correct, these fellows should also be going to the auction.

From what he could see, there were quite a few of them, and their cultivation levels were formidable. Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over them, causing a hint of hope to appear on his face.

The auction seemed impressive; perhaps he might find the Heart Cleansing Fruit here.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan sped up with Xing'er.

Soon, after about half an hour, they arrived at a massive building.

Lin Xuan looked up and was speechless. The building resembled an ancient tomb from the past.

Indeed, it was fitting for the Underworld to choose such a place as the venue for this auction. Ordinary mortals would be terrified out of their wits.

However, Lin Xuan paid no mind. He scratched his nose and walked into the ancient tomb with Xing'er.

...

"This is..."

The heavy stench of decay filled his nostrils. At the entrance stood some copper-armored corpses as guards. There were about a dozen of them, all at the Yuan婴 stage. The owner here was truly generous.

To enter, one had to pay a certain amount of冥石, much more than what he paid upon entering the city—over a thousand pieces.

This was to prevent low-level cultivators from taking advantage and also served as a significant income for the organizers of the auction.

Since it was a rule, Lin Xuan had no objections. A mere thousand pieces of冥stone meant nothing to him.

He handed over his share with Xing'er's and entered the tomb smoothly.

Following a narrow path for about a hundred feet, they saw light ahead.

Inside, the space was vast, far beyond their imagination. Stone houses floated in mid-air. Lin Xuan roughly counted them; there were more than ten thousand.

If all these seats were occupied, it would mean over ten thousand high-level cultivators had arrived here.

According to Xing'er, at least Daoxuan-stage cultivators participated in the auction. There were also many Shenfen-stage cultivators, and occasionally, even old monsters of Transcendence stage.

This news surprised Lin Xuan, but he didn't care much; his goal was only to find the Heart Cleansing Fruit to reunite with Yue'er.

Lin Xuan was making constant efforts toward that goal.

At the end of the passage, there was a small teleportation array. Simple and unadorned, Lin Xuan could tell it could only be used for short-distance travel.

He looked up at the floating stone houses in mid-air and knew what to do.

Without saying anything, he stood on the teleportation array with Xing'er.

A flash of gray light passed by, and both vanished.

Similar scenes played out in other passages.

At this moment, Lin Xuan and Xing'er found themselves inside a strange stone house.

The house was small, no more than several dozen feet in diameter.

Inside, there was only a table and a chair. On the table lay an jade plate about the size of his palm—necessary for the auction. The surface of the house was enveloped by a layer of grayish spiritual light.

Here, one could avoid being detected by others' divine sense.

Of course, if someone's divine sense was powerful enough, the prohibition and magical array wouldn't work. However, even if there were such powerhouses, they generally wouldn't do so.

After all, coming here was to bid on treasures, not cause trouble.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he sat down in the chair.

Xing'er stood respectfully beside him. Although Lin Xuan hadn't proven himself to be the young master, as a Transcendence-stage cultivator, he had every right to sit here.

Since no one else was present, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to rest.

...

After an unknown amount of time, "Ding," Lin Xuan opened his eyes. A sound of ancient copper gongs filled the air.

The auction had begun.

In the center of the room stood a high platform made of dark stone.

Then, a figure appeared clearly as spiritual light flickered around it. It was a man with refined features and sharp facial features, his eyebrows slanting into his hairline. He wore fine robes, looking like a charming gentleman, no different from human cultivators.

At first glance, he seemed harmless!

However, upon probing with divine sense, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, and his gaze became more solemn.

One should not judge by appearance.

The man hosting the auction was a mid-Shenfen cultivator. Moreover, his spiritual energy was incredibly dense, comparable to that of late Shenfen-stage cultivators.

Interesting!

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips.

With his extensive experience as a cultivator and numerous auctions attended, he knew one could roughly gauge the importance of an auction by the host's cultivation level.

This guy's strength rivaled late Shenfen stage. This auction was indeed impressive; perhaps he might find the Heart Cleansing Fruit here!

Moon, I'm almost there to see you.

With this thought, a hint of excitement flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes.

The refined-looking man began his introduction briskly without any idle chatter.

"Jade Frost Sword, forged from the essence of Cold Yin meteorite..."

As an auction host, he was articulate. The Jade Frost Sword was indeed impressive; finished magical treasures were already valuable items, let alone such a top-grade ancient treasure.

After introducing it, he set a starting price.

"Two million冥stones!"

Frankly speaking, this price wasn't particularly remarkable, but considering it was the first item up for auction, it was quite eye-catching.

Lin Xuan didn't care about such grade of treasures.

However, other ghostly creatures had different thoughts; generally, finished magical treasures wouldn't go unsold unless the price was too exorbitant.

In fact, there was even fierce competition.

"Two and a half million冥stones!"

"Three million!"

...

Bids rose and fell until it finally sold for three hundred seventy thousand pieces of冥stone.

Due to the prohibition, Lin Xuan didn't know who won, but he guessed it wouldn't be a high-level ghostly creature.

If his guess was correct, it would likely be a Daoxuan cultivator.

Such beings had the qualifications to participate in auctions, but they couldn't compete for later treasures. Thus, buying earlier items seemed more suitable.

Many shared this thought, which explained why there was such intense competition for the Jade Frost Sword. (To be continued)
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The first auction item was sold smoothly, and the man then took out a second treasure.

"Snow Lotus Fruit, a ten-thousand-year-old spirit object. Even when consumed directly, it has incredible effects, being the main ingredient for refining Snow Lotus Pills. This is an opportunity not to be missed; don't let it slip away."

As soon as these words were spoken, the crowd below erupted in excitement.

"What? Snow Lotus Fruit! Such a treasure already appears with just the second auction item?"

"Is this true or false?"

"Haha, such a good opportunity can't be passed up."

"It seems we've come to the right auction indeed."

...

The discussion was incessant for a moment. Although everyone's expressions were hidden behind the stone houses, their voices and tones betrayed an excited mood.

Clearly, Snow Lotus Fruit was no ordinary treasure.

Generally speaking, the more precious the auction item, the later it should be placed in the lineup.

But not every auction followed this rule.

How to reasonably arrange the order was also an art. When used properly, it could produce unexpected results.

For instance, that's exactly what was happening now.

Lin Xuan had never heard of Snow Lotus Fruit before, but Xiang'er showed a hint of eagerness beside him.

"How so? This item is useful for you as well?"

The two had been traveling together and were already quite familiar. Although Lin Xuan hadn't confirmed his identity as the Young Master yet, he was speaking casually enough.

"Yes, Snow Lotus Fruit greatly benefits my advancement. In the eyes of ghost tribes at the Spirit Gathering Stage, it's a miraculous divine object. I didn't expect to encounter it here," Xiang'er said with obvious excitement in her voice.

"Oh, this Lin Xuan really had no idea. If you want it, just bid for it," Lin Xuan said, rubbing his forehead nonchalantly.

Xiang'er's face lit up with joy.

Was this senior truly unaware of the situation? Since Snow Lotus Fruit was so useful, the competition would surely be intense to the extreme.

Although she wasn't exactly short on resources, winning in such a competitive environment would still be difficult. After all, treasures like these could even attract the attention of Tribulation-Transcending Existences.

They might not need them themselves but giving them to disciples and apprentices would certainly earn much goodwill.

"How so? Worried about not having enough Soul Stones? No problem, I'll lend you some."

Lin Xuan was a shrewd cultivator. From her expression, he understood what she was troubled by.

"Lend me? Senior, are you serious?" Xiang'er's face lit up with joy, her eyes sparkling.

"Of course I am! Do you think Lin Xuan would deceive this little girl of yours?"

Lin Xuan said irritably but his eyes were full of amusement.

Actually, according to Lin Xuan’s original intention, he could have simply bought it and given it to Xiang'er. She was loyal to Yue'er, and Lin Xuan never stinted on gifts for those close to him.

He had intended to give her a big gift.

But if he did that, she would definitely refuse. A gift from someone else's mouth is easier to accept; in proving his identity, Xiang'er’s stubborn nature wouldn’t allow her to accept such kindness.

To avoid making things worse, Lin Xuan decided to use the lending method instead.

As long as he could find the Heart Cleansing Fruit later and clarify his identity, whether or not he returned these Soul Stones would be no issue.

Of course, this effort was unnecessary to mention. Xiang'er's face already showed great joy: "Thank you, senior."

It was clear that she really wanted to get Snow Lotus Fruit.

Lin Xuan smiled but didn't reveal anything further.

The auction began.

"Starting bid of two million Soul Stones, the highest bidder wins."

These words immediately sparked more discussions. The crowd seemed to explode again.

"What? Only two million Soul Stones? Did they make a mistake?"

"This is too low! Really Snow Lotus Fruit?"

"Don't worry; there can't be fake goods in Black Stone City's auction. At just two million Soul Stones, it's indeed absurdly cheap."

...

The discussions were louder than before. Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of amusement. The auction was getting more interesting.

After all, the price an item could fetch had no necessary connection to its starting bid.

Sometimes, the lower the initial bid for a precious item, the higher the final price might be.

This wasn’t just idle talk; Lin Xuan had witnessed such scenarios firsthand.

For example, Snow Lotus Fruit was originally meant to be one of the last auction items. Instead, it was placed second and its starting bid was set so low. The organizers likely aimed for a surprise victory.

And indeed, this plan seemed quite good. The entire auction hall was nearly in an uproar.

With the starting bid announced, bidding voices began to rise.

"Two million five hundred thousand!"

"Three million."

...

"Thirty-one hundred thousand."

...

In just a short while, the price had more than doubled from its initial value.

But Lin Xuan’s face showed a smile. The participants were mostly Core Profound and Spirit Gathering Stage cultivators, who would only serve as background noise. They had no chance of obtaining Snow Lotus Fruit.

Xiang'er understood this too; although she was determined to get the treasure, she hadn't bid yet.

The time wasn’t right yet.

"Ten million!"

Suddenly, a deep voice echoed in his ears, and the once lively hall fell silent.

A two-million Soul Stone starting bid was indeed absurdly low. But doubling it five times would be beyond most cultivators’ means.

Higher-level existences finally started bidding.

The ghostly entities that had been calling out earlier now gaped in disbelief, their faces showing extreme disappointment.

Was Snow Lotus Fruit destined for them?

Before they could even think this, another bid came.

"One point two million."

Two million more Soul Stones in one breath, and the bidding was just beginning.

"One point five million."

"Two million!"

...

The first round of bids began. By now, Snow Lotus Fruit’s price had already increased tenfold from its initial value.

After a series of auctions, the price soared to thirty million Soul Stones.

This could be considered astronomical.

Only a few voices remained in the bidding; although Snow Lotus Fruit was rare and precious, this price was too exorbitant.

Even if it were Snow Lotus Pills, their success couldn’t be guaranteed. And even eating it directly had some effects but didn't justify such a high price.
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At this moment, the cultivators still participating in the bidding were at least at the Spirit Separation stage. This simple logic was clear to them, so their faces showed signs of hesitation.

The originally lively stone cave instantly fell silent.

Although it wasn't yet to the point where a needle falling could be heard, no one bid for a while.

Three hundred million Dark Stones—this was quite an amount. Just buying a spirit fruit with this sum seemed too risky from any angle.

Not worth it!

Most yin-souled ghostly creatures thought so.

However, there were always exceptions.

Just a few breaths later,

"Thirty-five million!"

A lazy voice entered their ears, but the price it shouted made the cultivators present burst into surprise. The price was increased by five million in one go, treating Dark Stones as dung.

The other cultivators looked bewildered and puzzled.

Such wealth and extravagance—could this be a veteran old monster who had passed through tribulation?

Of course, this was just speculation. With restrictions guarding the stone house, no one knew the identity of the cultivator inside or their cultivation stage, let alone their realm.

But bidding such a high price of thirty-five million, even if it wasn't from a great cultivator who had passed through tribulation, they definitely had late-stage Spirit Separation cultivation.

Such an existence was still not to be offended.

The guy hosting the auction also showed signs of excitement on his face.

Thirty-five million already exceeded expectations. This Snow Lotus fruit really made them pocket fulls of wealth.

Their luck was indeed good.

As the host of the auction, he would also receive a handsome share afterward.

He was overjoyed, but little did he know that this wasn't the end of the story.

Thirty-five million had already caused gasps. Soon after, another bidding price entered their ears.

"Thirty-six million!"

That voice was extremely pleasant, as if from a young maiden.

"Thirty-seven million."

The lazy voice became furious. He was determined to get this Snow Lotus fruit.

"Four million!"

The woman competing with him didn't seem weak like her voice; her bid was outrageous.

She raised the price by three hundred thousand more, treating Dark Stones as dung.

Not only did those cultivators participating in the bidding look dumbfounded, but even the host on the stage was speechless. He had seen generous cultivators before, but such a foolhardy bidder was rare indeed.

Of course, though he thought so, his face showed great excitement.

The higher the price of the Snow Lotus fruit, the more benefits as the host of the auction naturally gained.

"Very well, friend, since you are determined to get it, this Snow Lotus fruit is yours."

That lazy voice was filled with resentment. It was easy to discern the不甘成分 from it.

But regardless, the matter was settled.

Xiang'er's pretty face showed relief.

Although she was at late-stage Spirit Separation, four million Dark Stones were nearly beyond her limit.

Though Lin Xuan had said he would lend her any amount of Dark Stones, bidding such a price for a spirit fruit still made the little girl extremely anxious.

If the other party continued to bid, she might have given up.

Fortunately, this didn't happen. She ultimately gained the treasure.

Xiang'er patted her chest with a look of relief on her face.

The auction of the third treasure began next.

This was a stone that could be used for refining artifacts.

However, in terms of value, it was far less than the Snow Lotus fruit.

Even Lin Xuan and Xiang'er didn't care much about it.

The starting bid was only seven hundred thousand Dark Stones. After some bidding, someone bought it at one million two hundred thousand Dark Stones.

Subsequently, the fourth and fifth auction items were unremarkable. After a period of excitement, the auction seemed to become quiet again.

Lin Xuan lost interest completely and closed his eyes to rest.

...

"The next is the Heart Question Fruit..."

No one knew how long it had been when the host's voice sounded in their ears. Lin Xuan suddenly opened his eyes with an excited glint in them.

Hard work pays off, after waiting for so long, he finally got the information he wanted—the Heart Question Fruit was indeed a treasure on this auction platform.

And it wasn't even the last item to be auctioned, so its price wouldn't be too outrageous.

Of course, even if it were expensive, Lin Xuan would not hesitate to buy it for meeting Yue'er. But getting it at a lower price was better.

Lin Xuan's wealth was no small matter, but he wasn't willing to be a fool.

The host continued his introduction: "Heart Question Fruit, a rare wonder of the heavens and earth. Though it has no benefits for cultivation, it can discern whether what someone says is flattery or genuine."

It must be said that the hosts of auctions were all exceptionally eloquent. This one was particularly persuasive, making the Heart Question Fruit seem unparalleled in the world, almost irresistible even if not needed.

Seeing the auction atmosphere turn lively again, he finally announced the starting bid with satisfaction.

"Starting price for the Heart Question Fruit is three million Dark Stones."

To be fair, this starting price was already quite high given its value.

But the other party did it intentionally.

Skill in using prices lies in one's heart. Cultivation and auctions are similar.

Sometimes, items would be overpriced to make bidding more intense. Sometimes, the starting bid would be shockingly low.

Regardless of whether the price was too low or high, the goal was always to intensify competition for the item.

The auction of Snow Lotus fruit was a good example.

However, sometimes such tactics backfired and even led to unsold items.

For instance, in front of him.

Though this host's eloquence was impressive, he praised the Heart Question Fruit as unparalleled.

But this auction was no ordinary affair. At least those present were at the Profound Origin stage or higher.

As they say, old jades are hard to fool. These ancient monsters who lived for tens of thousands of years weren't easily deceived.

The effects of the Heart Question Fruit were indeed miraculous, but it had no use in increasing cultivation power or breaking through bottlenecks.

For cultivators, it was a complete waste.

Such an item, if priced at several thousand Dark Stones, might have sparked some interest among those present.

But a starting price of three million was too outrageous.

Though the yin-souled ghostly creatures attending this auction were mostly wealthy individuals, they clearly saw it as a money-losing deal and no one wanted to do it.

Smartness backfired, as Snow Lotus fruit made the organizers taste sweet success. But this time, they had dug their own grave. (To be continued.)
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The bidding had started at the lowest price, but no one was stepping up to bid.

If this continued, it wasn't certain that the Heart Refinement Fruit would fail to sell.

The host on the high platform frowned, his expression still calm and composed despite the situation. Such a scenario was common in auctions; failing to sell didn’t matter much. He prepared to announce the next item when a soft voice interrupted: "One who can discern truth from falsehood—good, I’ll take this Heart Refinement Fruit."

"Three million Dark Stones."

Since no one else had bid, Lin Xuan offered the lowest price. The host on the high platform showed a hint of embarrassment. He would have preferred if the fruit remained unsold and could try his luck elsewhere. But now that Lin Xuan had made an offer, there was nothing he could do.

A flash of annoyance crossed his face before quickly fading away.

"Three million Dark Stones—does anyone else want to bid higher? Remember, this Heart Refinement Fruit is a rare treasure!"

...

He tried hard to sell the item, but received only silence in response. The spirits and ghosts here had already deemed Lin Xuan’s offer foolish; why would they repeat his mistake?

Only fools would do such a thing.

As for him, he could just watch from the sidelines.

The host of the auction strained to describe the benefits of the Heart Refinement Fruit, but it was all in vain. No one bid until finally, Lin Xuan won at the lowest price, making it his possession.

With that, the matter was settled. Lin Xuan had obtained the desired treasure and could leave if he wished. But giving up halfway wasn’t in his nature. Although eager to reunite with Yue'er, he waited for the auction to end.

He wanted to see what other treasures would be revealed as the finale.

...

Time passed slowly. One by one, items were brought out, and the bidders vied for them. Lin Xuan’s eyes were too discerning; he had no interest in these ordinary treasures. Even Xiang'er didn’t bid.

They merely watched from the sidelines.

Time ticked away, insignificant to their current level of cultivation. Finally, all previous items had been auctioned off, and the grand finale was about to begin.

A deep, ancient bell sounded, causing the ground to tremble. Black mists spread across the stone walls like a spider’s web, covering every surface. A strange禁制 power permeated the air.

"What is this?"

The participating cultivators were alarmed, whispering among themselves. "Friend Rain, what do you intend? Are you planning something against us?"

"Indeed, what is that array about?"

...

Doubts echoed, but the man on the high platform remained unperturbed. "Fellow Daoists, there’s no need to worry. This auction was organized by the Rain Mist Business Alliance; they wouldn’t harm anyone. The final item is indeed significant, and we’re just being cautious."

"Rest assured, this禁制 is merely for protection. As long as you don’t act rashly, it won’t hurt any of you."

...

These words sparked more debate. "What? Only one final treasure? Did they make a mistake? In Blackstone City, there were always three such treasures before!"

"And setting up such a formidable禁制—what kind of treasure is this?"

"Ha! This auction is getting even more interesting. The final item must be something extraordinary; perhaps we’ll see some old monsters at the Transcendence stage."

"Hmph, what’s to celebrate? If there are such powerful beings here, our chances in the bidding would be slim."

...

Another voice of disagreement echoed, and the debate grew louder. Lin Xuan opened his eyes, a glint of sharpness in them.

Waiting had been the right choice; this auction was far more interesting than he’d imagined. The Rain Mist Business Alliance was a superpower that existed across the Three Realms. They took such precautions for their auctions—perhaps something truly extraordinary would appear here.

Lin Xuan’s experience and vision were unparalleled, his eyes discerning even the most ordinary treasures. But today, there might be an exceptional收获.

A look of anticipation flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes as he wondered what the treasure could be. However, he didn’t consider it a sure thing; other Transcendence-stage old monsters might lurk among these stone houses, perhaps more than one.

But now was not the time to speculate. He needed to see what the item was before deciding whether to bid for it.

A sardonic smile played on Lin Xuan’s lips as he decided to wait and see.

Soon, the array sealed itself, with禁制 power still flowing in the air. Its strength was formidable; any treacherous intentions would be met with serious consequences.

At that moment, a faint melody filled the air, and a beautiful maidservant walked out from the end of the passage. She carried a silver platter, its surface covered by a red silk cloth. Lin Xuan released his spirit sense but found no effect; the silk was a treasure, easily blocking his spirit sense.

The girl approached the high platform, where the host pulled back the silk to reveal an inch-square jade box floating before him. It was made of ten-thousand-year-old玄玉 and had禁制符箓 on its surface, ensuring it retained its spiritual essence. This must be a rare plant treasure, Lin Xuan concluded.

But only the owner could reveal the final truth.

Seeing that interest had been piqued, the refined man’s face showed satisfaction. Although the Heart Refinement Fruit hadn’t fetched a satisfactory price, the auction was still successful overall. He believed this final item would attract even more bidding and fetch a sky-high price.

Without looking, he knew everyone’s eyes were on him.

With his right hand, he flicked a finger, opening the box with a soft click. A refreshing fragrance wafted out from within.
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Surely, it's a rare and precious plant!

Although Lin Xuan hadn't seen the final auction item yet, he was already certain about his guess.

However, what followed next left him utterly shocked.

A "tap" sound entered his ears as the refined gentleman opened the jade box.

A flash of spiritual light revealed the last treasure to everyone's view.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan gaped in disbelief, unable to believe that even with his sharp eyes, he could still be wrong.

There were no strange flowers or exotic fruits; instead, a copper tripod was presented before him.

Indeed, it was a copper tripod.

A faint aroma emanated from its surface, but regardless of the angle, it didn't seem like any precious item.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan stared at the palm-sized copper tripod, momentarily stunned.

No, not an ancient treasure, nor anything from the Profound Heaven realm. As for先天灵宝 (Primordial Spirit Treasure), that was out of the question; such a treasure would never appear in an auction.

Strange things happen every year, and this year seemed to be no exception. Lin Xuan was surprised but also intrigued by the final piece on the auction block. He couldn't see its purpose, yet Rain Mist Business Alliance took it so seriously that he doubted they wouldn’t have any ulterior motives.

Absolutely, there must be a reason; now all he had to do was wait for them to reveal their secret.

Lin Xuan wasn't in a hurry; patience was his ally.

But what followed next surprised him even more.

Logically, such an important auction item would surely be introduced with great effort to fetch a high price!

They would exaggerate its value, making it sound like something rare and invaluable.

However, the outcome was far from that.

The speaker's words were simple to the point of being minimalistic.

"Medicine River Tripod—essential for entering Medicine River territory. This item is sold only to those with a destiny. Wise friends, don't miss this opportunity."

The introduction amounted to just one sentence.

Was he crazy? Wasn’t he afraid that it might not sell?

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. What did "only for those with a destiny" mean? He wasn’t uneducated; and he believed most of the cultivators present were in similar situations as him.

His guess turned out to be correct.

The moment this statement was made, the participating cultivators expressed their dissatisfaction, loudly complaining:

"Senior Fellow Daoist, what is your intention?"

"Indeed, as a key auction item, its purpose should have been explained. Saying it's essential for entering Medicine River territory, are you trying to fool us?"

...

Doubts arose one after another. The auctioneer on the high platform smiled bitterly: "Fellow Daoists, this is unfair to me.

The true utility of this tripod is unclear to me as well. That introductory statement was given by an elder within the alliance."

"Rain Mist Business Alliance's elders?"

Many of the grumbling ghosts and spirits fell silent upon hearing that phrase.

As they say, one doesn't need to have eaten pork to know what a pig looks like.

Though they didn’t know how deep Rain Mist’s resources were, they understood that cross-realm business alliances were no small matter. Individuals who could hold such positions were undoubtedly old monsters who had successfully passed their tribulation.

Such beings couldn’t be trifled with.

Given this instruction, they dared not speak further.

After all,祸从口出 (trouble comes from one's mouth). If they continued to question, they might lose their lives here.

Regardless of the tripod’s effects, as a key auction item, it was unlikely that he would get a chance to obtain it.

Why risk it? It made sense to keep quiet and observe.

The logic behind奇货可居 (rarity makes something valuable) was understood by all present.

Some cultivators were already secretly calculating their moves.

However, not everyone was uneducated.

In one of the stone houses in the void, Tian Xiaojian's face was filled with excitement.

He tightly stared at the copper tripod: "Uncle, is this what you said about the treasure?"

"Indeed, to enter Medicine River territory, this tripod serves as a key and is an indispensable item. You must obtain it."

"A key? So there are similar treasures?" Tian Xiaojian, being so smart, could easily deduce that.

"Of course, there might be over a hundred of them; this copper tripod is just one among them," the Great Leader of the Demon Realm spoke slowly: "But don't underestimate its value. Although there are more than a hundred similar items, they are scattered across the Three Realms, making it as difficult to find one as fishing for needles in the ocean."

"Exactly!"

This logic was clear to Tian Xiaojian, but he quickly turned his head: "Uncle, how do you know that such a treasure would appear at this auction in Black Stone City?"

"Heh, I naturally have my methods. Although I am left with only a fragment of my soul, in my past life, I was the Great Leader of the Demon Realm. Such simple matters couldn’t possibly stump me."

A cold laugh echoed into his ears. The speaker’s words indicated that he didn't want to reveal his secret. Tian Xiaojian was curious but understood that asking wouldn’t help.

Cooperation was mutually beneficial; keeping secrets was normal. There was no need to provoke this old monster over a bit of curiosity, and Tian Xiaojian wasn’t so foolish.

Seeing the speaker unwilling to speak further, Tian Xiaojian didn't probe deeper.

Instead, he asked another question: "Uncle, there must be more cultivators who can recognize such treasures."

"Of course,"

The Great Leader of the Demon Realm wore a look of agreement. "Certainly, true connoisseurs do exist. If my guess is correct, there are several渡劫期 (Tribulation Transcending) beings in this hall, and they’re not limited to ghosts and spirits?"

"You mean old monsters from the Demon or Spirit Realms," Tian Xiaojian was surprised.

"Heh, I told you two days ago about that Medicine River Divine Fruit. How useful it is for cultivators who want it; it’s not just ghosts and spirits. Although entering the Underworld might be challenging, other realm's tribulation-transcending beings can still manage with some effort," (to be continued)
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Tian Xiaojian fell into silence.

After a while, he spoke again.

"So you're saying that the bidding for this auction will be extremely intense?"

"Hmm, just intense? That's not so bad."

On the face of the Demon Lord Grand Commander, there was a hint of mockery. His low voice slowly entered Tian Xiaojian’s ears: "Though your time in the cultivation world is short, you've had many extraordinary experiences over these years. Coupled with some treasures left by this old man from his past life, your wealth and status are unparalleled among Old Monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage."

"If it's just a regular auction, there’s no need to worry. Even if you spend more dark stones, you can still obtain this treasure. The fear is..."

"The Master, why not say everything at once? From your tone, do you think someone dares to cause trouble during the auction?" Tian Xiaojian’s expression showed some skepticism: "You once said that even in your past life, you wouldn’t easily provoke Rain Mist Commerce Alliance, a superpower spanning three realms. Could anyone dare to challenge such a formidable force?"

"Xiao Jian, you’re too confident with this talk. Remember, anything can happen in the cultivation world. While Rain Mist Commerce Alliance is indeed formidable, I wasn’t afraid back then; I just didn’t want unnecessary trouble. After all, it’s hard to say if Rain Mist Commerce Alliance still has such power after millions of years." The Demon Lord Grand Commander’s face showed a hint of contemplation as he spoke.

"Indeed, but you shouldn’t forget the saying that even a dead camel is bigger than a horse. Rain Mist Commerce Alliance may not be as powerful as in ancient times, but it remains a superpower across realms and can’t be easily provoked." Tian Xiaojian retorted.

"Perhaps so. But what about the Divine Fruit of the Nether River? How could you forget this precious item? If for this treasure, would you dare offend Rain Mist Commerce Alliance?"

Tian Xiaojian fell silent.

The Divine Fruit of the Nether River was something a Tribulation Transcending cultivator sought after. If he really obtained it, offending Rain Mist Commerce Alliance wouldn’t matter much.

Even if the opponent were formidable, he wasn’t weak. For such a minor misunderstanding, they likely wouldn’t go to such lengths to eliminate him.

After all, even if he could be eliminated, Rain Mist Commerce Alliance would suffer significant losses.

Such foolish actions would not be done by anyone with a modicum of intelligence. Tian Xiaojian himself understood this well, and other Tribulation Transcending Old Monsters surely knew it too.

Money moves hearts; perhaps someone truly dared to take such risks for the Divine Fruit of the Nether River.

Of course, that was just speculation. No one could know what would happen until the very end.

Even with this understanding, Tian Xiaojian’s face showed no fear.

Whether it was an auction or a risky endeavor, it made no difference to him. In any case, he believed he would obtain this key to the Nether River.

A glint of sharpness flashed in Tian Xiaojian's eyes as the final auction began.

On the high platform, the refined man’s voice echoed: "The last and most valuable item, starting bid eight million dark stones!"

Eight million. This price drew many cultivators’ attention.

Previously, the highest bidding item had only fetched three million.

Indeed, it was the Snow Lotus Fruit.

And that was due to clever maneuvering, making the final bid much higher than expected.

Three million dark stones already made countless cultivators gasp in surprise.

This last and most valuable item’s starting price was even higher.

The final selling price would be anyone's guess.

Amidst their shock, many cultivators felt a bit of excitement.

Although such treasures were beyond them, they could still consider this trip worthwhile just to witness it.

Before this thought could fully form, the refined man’s voice continued: "Alright, I’ve announced the starting bid. The final auction can begin."

However, no one spoke up for bidding. It was unclear if the starting price was too high and no one dared to challenge it.

Logically, the organizers should be anxious in such a situation.

But the refined man on the platform had an air of nonchalance, as if he wasn’t worried about this mysterious copper furnace going unsold.

And indeed, his calmness proved justified. After a moment’s silence, a lazy voice suddenly rang out: "One hundred million!"

This voice was familiar; it was that guy who had bid for Xing'er to claim the Snow Lotus Fruit earlier but eventually gave up on it.

Now it seemed he wasn’t short of dark stones. With this last and most valuable item, his initial bid alone raised the price by twenty million.

His wealth was impressive!

Lin Xuan was equally impressed!

Although one hundred million dark stones meant nothing to him, Lin Xuan didn’t plan to make a hasty move without knowing the copper furnace’s purpose first.

He wouldn’t waste his resources. The best strategy was to observe and wait.

As Lin Xuan thought this, another bidding voice emerged.

"One hundred thirty million!"

Wow, he threw in an additional three million dark stones.

All the cultivators present were dumbfounded, filled with envy.

They guessed that the bidder must be a Tribulation Transcending cultivator. Otherwise, even a Spirit Formation stage cultivator would struggle to afford such a large sum of dark stones.

Before this thought could fully form, another astonishing event occurred: "Two hundred million!"

This time, an old voice echoed. The increase was even more outrageous; two hundred million dark stones seemed like nothing to him, as if he considered such wealth just a trivial number.

Tribulation Transcending!

If they were still in doubt earlier, the cultivators present could now be certain.

Only Tribulation Transcending Old Monsters would be so confident and wealthy.

Previously, they had doubted the value of this last item, but now it seemed their knowledge was limited.

So many Tribulation Transcending Old Monsters had joined the bidding; if not for such a rare treasure, why?

...

"Kid, you should bid. Otherwise, let them keep raising the price until who knows how high. Though your wealth is vast, I doubt you have any intention of being a fool," came the low voice from a stone house, the Demon Lord Grand Commander’s tone clearly filled with enlightenment.
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Tian Xiaojian nodded. His thoughts were similar to this situation: more than one person was eyeing this treasure, and most of them had deep pockets.

In such a scenario, it would require extraordinary resolve to win out; otherwise, the price for this treasure could skyrocket into the stratosphere.

"Five billion."

A cold voice echoed through the ears, reverberating in the vast space of the hall. It sounded ethereal, unmistakably Tian Xiaojian's doing.

"Ah..."

A gasp filled the air as all the cultivators in the hall were left speechless. They had already found two billion to be outrageous; they never expected someone to double that amount or more on top of it.

It was too exaggerated!

Even the refined scholar standing on the high platform couldn't help showing disbelief.

He had hosted countless auctions, and he had seen many cultivators with deep pockets, but none as absurd as this one.

Five billion dark stones—truly treating money like dung!

His own mouth watered involuntarily.

This old man in front of him was undoubtedly a Transcendent Realm cultivator.

The hall fell silent. But soon, an even more shocking voice echoed: "Hmph, five billion dark stones? What's so impressive about that? This old man will bid ten billion!"

Ten billion?

It was as if a bucket of cold water had been poured into a boiling pot; the entire hall erupted in excitement.

Even Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

Ten billion dark stones—was this piece of treasure really worth such an exorbitant price?

Tian Xiaojian's face also showed anger. He was determined to get the Mysterious River Divine Fruit, and ten billion dark stones were nothing to him.

What if he had to spend that much just for a key?

He was about to speak when the Demon Lord Commander called out: "Little Sword, wait!"

"Why? Father, even ten billion is not enough to deter me. Didn't you say we need this copper cauldron to enter the Mysterious River Realm? How can I give it up?"

"Boy, why are you so impatient? When did your father ever tell you to give up? But don’t you think ten billion dark stones are too outrageous from any angle?" The Demon Lord Commander's voice echoed. Although Tian Xiaojian was a shrewd person, he was still young and couldn't handle such situations as well as the Demon Lord Commander, who had lived for a million years.

"Father, what do you mean?"

Tian Xiaojian understood immediately and showed a thoughtful expression.

"Exactly. It seems you've already figured it out. If this item up for auction is the Mysterious River Divine Fruit, even ten billion dark stones wouldn't be enough; but if someone bids a hundred billion or more, I would think that's perfectly normal. But this copper cauldron is just a key to enter the Mysterious River Realm."

"Even if there are over a hundred similar treasures, and we get one of them, it doesn’t guarantee we'll obtain the Divine Fruit. The fruit from the Mysterious River Tree is scarce, and those who vie for it aren't weaklings; winning requires great difficulty, almost nine out of ten chances of failure."

"Would someone pay such an exorbitant price just to buy a key?"

"The old man has a point."

Tian Xiaojian's face regained its calm: "If you say so, the one who bid this price must have ulterior motives or other intentions."

"Hmm. In any case, he won't spend ten billion for such a copper cauldron. We don’t need to guess his final goal; we just need to observe him," the Demon Lord Commander's voice brimming with satisfaction.

If there were no cost and one could get this key, it would be perfect!

...

With that, the matter was settled. Regardless of Tian Xiaojian’s thoughts, the ten billion bid did catch everyone's attention.

The hall fell silent again, but unlike before, nobody offered another bid.

Ten billion dark stones—this wasn't a small amount; even Transcendent Realm monsters couldn’t be sure if they could afford it.

Moreover, such wealth was not worth it.

As the Demon Lord Commander said, this copper cauldron had no other use. Even if one obtained it, it only meant gaining an opportunity to enter the Mysterious River Realm, not necessarily the Divine Fruit!

The gap between them was too vast.

Spending everything for a mere chance was foolish.

Cultivators who didn't know what the copper cauldron was wouldn't participate in the bidding either.

The matter was settled here.

...

The last auction item had its owner.

"Alright, ten billion dark stones. So this final treasure belongs to this generous senior."

The refined scholar on the high platform's voice was filled with excitement, his expression and tone equally so.

Being able to bid a ten-billion dark stone for an item was rare among Transcendent Realm existences.

In the cultivation world, strength and wealth were directly proportional.

"Senior, do you wish to pay now and take possession of the treasure, or provide your address so we can deliver it?"

"Haha, no need. This old man wants this treasure right away."

The hoarse voice echoed again.

Suddenly, a stone house in mid-air glowed with spiritual light despite its protective barriers, revealing countless spider-web-like cracks on its surface.

Boom!

A loud explosion sounded as the stone house shattered, sending debris raining down like rain.

Then, a thick cloud of dark energy floated out from the void. The figures within were indistinct.

The scholar hosting the auction frowned but quickly relaxed his brow. Although this person was impolite, Transcendent Realm monsters often had odd temperaments.

Even if they destroyed the stone house, it wasn't worth nitpicking over such a small matter for someone who bid ten billion to get the final item.

"Father, is he really trying to be devious? If he has other intentions and doesn’t want to pay with dark stones but take the treasure, shouldn’t he act more discreetly?" Tian Xiaojian's eyes flickered with doubt as he watched this scene.

"Haha, show your hand when you’re weak, hide it when strong. Because he’s so ostentatious, no one would think of his ulterior motives. Little Sword, do you see the logic in that?" The Demon Lord Commander persisted, smiling knowingly.

"Ah, Father has a point; I must be more cautious," Tian Xiaojian said with renewed attention.
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Field Xiao Jian nodded, his face showing a look of deep agreement.

As for Lin Xuan, because he had not fully understood what the copper furnace was, this made him feel much more at ease. He merely treated it as an interesting spectacle to watch.

With his strength, there was no need for him to fear any trouble.

Even if something unexpected happened during the auction, he could easily extricate himself from it.

Xia E, on the other hand, widened her eyes in shock. Ten billion dark stones were too outrageous a sum for her. At this moment, she still wore an expression of astonishment.

The majority of the ghostly entities attending the auction would likely share Xia E's reaction.

Even if they failed to gain anything from this auction, it was still considered a broadening of their horizons.

Though the process seemed complicated, it actually took only a fleeting moment.

That thick layer of阴气 (dark energy) rushed forward with great force and soon approached the stage.

"Senior, please stop. Deliver the crystal stones here, and this final treasure will belong to you."

The refined man made a gesture to halt. Although he did not believe anyone would plot during an auction, bringing a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage close was still better avoided.

"Ha! Ten billion dark stones are no small sum. If I must deliver them, of course there's no problem. But before that, shouldn't you let me inspect the treasure first?"

"Inspecting the treasure?"

"Yes, it’s not that I don’t trust your Rain Mist Business Alliance. Such a large transaction requires some caution. After all, my dark stones aren’t just blown in by the wind." The voice from the dark energy was extremely cold.

"Alright!"

The refined man showed a trace of resentment on his face, but what he said made sense. Though inspecting the treasure would pose some risk,

what did it matter?

This auction was organized by the Rain Mist Business Alliance. Even at the Tribulation Transcending stage, no one dared to offend such a powerful entity.

With the restrictions activated and the alliance elders present, there should be no issues.

With these thoughts, the refined man made his decision. He waved his sleeves, and an jade token flew out.

A faint red light shot from its surface as the layer of thick light barrier around the stage slowly opened.

"Please inspect the treasure," the refined man's voice was neither arrogant nor humble.

"You’re right, a sensible little fellow. Since that’s the case, I’ll give you a taste."

The boisterous laughter echoed in their ears. The thick dark energy began to surge, and a black light flashed as a bone spear over a meter long shot out from within.

"Y-You..."

The refined man had no time to dodge. Even if he was prepared, how could he possibly avoid an attack from a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse?

Puff!

He was pierced through the chest by the bone spear.

His face showed disbelief: "You... you've gone mad! How dare you disrupt this auction? Do you know what happens when you offend the Rain Mist Business Alliance?"

"How about that, the Rain Mist Business Alliance? Hmph. While others fear your alliance, my brother and I don’t give it a second thought." The dark energy surged as a melodious laugh echoed in their ears. There were indeed two Tribulation Transcending powerhouses within the dark energy.

Before he could finish speaking, spatial fluctuations erupted as the dark energy transformed into a demonic snake that wrapped itself around the copper furnace.

This unexpected turn left all present stunned. Many faces showed shock and horror.

The Blackstone City auction was organized by the Rain Mist Business Alliance. Many people knew of the audacity of these ghostly entities daring to provoke such a formidable presence.

Such arrogance! It’s like an old man hanging himself, wishing for longevity!

"You have a big heart, daring to disrupt this alliance's auction. Since that’s the case, you’ll stay here and lose your life."

While the cultivators present were merely shocked, the Rain Mist Business Alliance elder stationed there was enraged.

Originally hidden in the shadows, he could no longer remain unseen at this moment.

A flash of light revealed a middle-aged man. He was tall and muscular with wild hair, standing like an iron tower. His entire body exuded a rugged aura.

The most unbelievable part was that his flowing magical energy was extremely pure demonic qi.

Ancient Demon Sage!

Indeed, the Rain Mist Business Alliance lived up to its reputation as a superpower spanning three realms. An Ancient Demon Sage had joined and become an elder, stationed here.

Why would such a demon sage not be in charge of their own business alliance but instead endure hardships to come here?

No one knew the reason. At this moment, the Rain Mist Business Alliance elder’s face was filled with anger.

The other dared to disrupt his auction, clearly showing no respect for him.

He must extract and refine that audacious fellow's soul to vent his pent-up frustration!

Knowing that all Ancient Demons, regardless of their realm, were extremely short-tempered,

a fierce expression flashed across his face. Demonic qi burst forth from his body as he raised his right hand and made a virtual grab.

As he moved, spatial fluctuations surged, tearing through the entire void. A massive bronze spear emerged from the void and struck the dark energy with force.

"Come on!"

A low cold laugh echoed from within the dark energy. A white bone spear shot out, and dark winds clashed fiercely against the spear.

Boom!

A loud explosion shook the ground as a sharp light suddenly appeared at the impact point. Gale-force winds scattered in all directions.

If not for the protective barriers, this auction hall would have collapsed.

The hard-hitting blow from a Tribulation Transcending existence produced a shocking aftereffect.

This large building was protected by barriers and had not encountered significant danger yet.

However, the stone houses surrounding it were primarily designed to prevent divine sense probing. Under the fierce gale winds, their protective barriers shattered into pieces.

Fragments of stone fell like rain as the cultivators inside revealed themselves.

Lin Xuan, having anticipated this, had already used the transformation technique. While no one here should recognize him, being cautious was harmless.

Scanning with his divine sense, he found no other Tribulation Transcending cultivators in a hurry.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a sardonic smile after a moment of surprise.

He had participated in this auction.

Lin Xuan dared to bet that besides the audacious brother and sister duo,
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Just because one was smart, did not mean others were stupid. It seemed everyone had deliberately hidden their tracks!

Concealing their aura to avoid being discovered by others!

Those who did this weren't just him.

Of course, with Lin Xuan's powerful divine consciousness, if he carefully probed at the moment, it wouldn't be too difficult to find out the true strength of his opponents.

But he certainly wouldn't do that.

Because doing so would inevitably attract everyone's attention.

At such a time, being low-key was far from enough, and Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't do something as foolish as that.

However, among those old monsters who had successfully crossed the tribulation stage participating in the auction, they all seemed to have hidden their cultivation levels. What were their intentions? That was worth pondering.

Perhaps at first, they didn't intend to offend the Rain Mist Business Alliance.

But now that the scene of the auction had turned into a chaotic mess, it wasn't hard for people to develop the idea of making a quick buck in the chaos.

Although taking such risks during this time would still involve some danger,

it was much better than directly offending the Rain Mist Business Alliance.

As old monsters at the tribulation stage, they certainly weren't cowardly individuals.

The benefits of obtaining the copper furnace were clear to them. Taking on a bit of risk for it was absolutely worth it.

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's speculation; no one had actually acted upon it yet.

Those who still made moves in the auction scene were only the ancient demon and that pair of daredevil siblings.

With that shocking strike just now, the aura around the sibling duo had been dispersed.

Their appearances finally revealed themselves.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but raise his head curiously.

Sure enough, a male and female.

The man was about forty years old, with an incredibly robust physique. He was bald and barefoot, not inferior to the ancient demon in terms of physical strength.

As for the woman, she looked younger, around twenty, petite and delicate, with fair skin.

"Apprentice Dou's Twin Demons!"

"Heavens, these are indeed those two old monsters!"

...

To their surprise, this pair of daredevil siblings seemed to be quite famous. Upon revealing their identities, a large portion of the cultivators participating in the auction recognized them.

Even Xing'er wore an expression of shock.

Clearly she had heard about their legendary reputations before.

Lin Xuan was an exception; after all, he came from the Spirit Realm and knew nothing about this plane's powerful figures besides the Six Kings of阴司.

He was utterly clueless. So Lin Xuan quickly asked, "Xing'er, are these twin demons really that famous?"

"Indeed, they have a great reputation. Their journey into cultivation can be considered legendary," Xing'er said with a hint of fear on her face.

She hadn't been afraid when facing the Heavenly Profound Ghost Saint, so it seemed that Apprentice Dou's Twin Demons were indeed formidable.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan showed interest on his face.

Xing'er continued to narrate.

"Apprentice Dou's Twin Demons are said to have originally just been ordinary mortals," Xing'er's fearful voice entered Lin Xuan's ears.

"Wait, do ordinary mortals also exist in the阴司 Realm?"

"Of course. Just as there are humans in the Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm, we have ordinary mortals here in the阴司 Realm too. Don't you think that Senior thinks all of us in the阴司 Realm are cultivators?" Xing'er rolled her eyes at Lin Xuan, saying with a bit of amusement.

"This... I really did think so before."

Lin Xuan scratched his head and said sheepishly.

The阴司 Realm was indeed one of the most mysterious among the three planes. There were few mentions of it in ancient texts.

So Lin Xuan's understanding of it could be described as very meager.

"How about after that?"

"Later, the village where the twin siblings lived met a band of vicious mountain robbers."

Lin Xuan was speechless; this story sounded rather cliché to him.

"The village was massacred by the mountain robbers. The twin siblings were also killed,"

"What happened next?"

"After their deaths, the brother's soul quickly dissipated, but due to some fortunate circumstances, his corpse became a zombie."

"Oh?"

As a cultivator, Lin Xuan naturally knew how difficult it was for a dead body to become a zombie, requiring all sorts of coincidences.

It could be said that such occurrences were rare, even in the阴司 Realm where the probability of becoming a spirit was higher. But the difficulty remained very high.

Moreover, when a corpse became a spirit, although its appearance was unchanged from before, its soul had already become nothing but an entirely different person.

So, the brother of the twin siblings had actually perished, and after his spirit became a zombie, he no longer retained any memories from his previous life.

"What about the sister? What happened to her?"

"The twin siblings' experiences were indeed astonishing. After the sister's death, her corpse quickly rotted away into nothingness. However, for some reason, her soul was not scattered by the cold wind but became a wandering ghost."

"A wandering ghost is essentially a type of阴灵."

Lin Xuan nodded. In the阴司 Realm, 阴灵 could be considered the weakest existence; even a gentle breeze might scatter its soul.

"Her achievements today are indeed remarkable."

"Who would say otherwise?"

Xing'er combed her hair and said with a hint of emotion in her voice: "No one knows what kind of extraordinary experiences Apprentice Dou's Twin Siblings had. Some say they inherited the legacy of ancient cultivators through fortunate circumstances, while others say their physique was praiseworthy enough to catch the attention of one of the Six Kings of阴司 and be taught secret arts..."

"In any case, when these twin siblings reappeared in the cultivation world, they were already feared by all as Apprentice Dou's Twin Demons."

"The two are ruthless. They had massacred many sects and families before finally angering an old monster at the tribulation stage, who chased them for three days and nights. At that time, they were still at the realm of spirit division.

"What?" Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. He was also at the tribulation stage and knew the difference between the realms of spirit division and tribulation.

Under normal circumstances, a spirit division cultivator facing an old monster at the tribulation stage might not even last one round.

And for the twin siblings to escape for three days and nights was truly shocking.

Moreover, they were still alive now, meaning that after three days and nights of pursuit, the twin siblings had ultimately escaped from the old monster at the tribulation stage.

To be honest, if he were in their shoes, Lin Xuan would have such confidence. However, throughout the entire cultivation world, such individuals were rare, almost like phoenix feathers or unicorn horns.
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Under the盛名之下无虚士, the strength of the Feng brothers cannot be underestimated.

Lin Xuan pondered in his heart as Xing'er's voice continued to echo in his ears:

"Fortunately, after this incident, the Feng brothers have become much more discreet. They've turned into skittish birds, and haven't been seen in cultivation circles for quite some time."

"Many people breathed a sigh of relief, but things aren't over yet."

"Or rather, even greater dangers are brewing. Innumerable years later, the Feng brothers re-emerged on the scene, and astonishingly, both have become old monsters at the Transcendence stage..."

Xing'er swallowed her saliva. As an advanced Spirit Cultivator, she had also tried to break through to the Transcendence realm.

But it was utterly useless; she couldn't even find a way in.

People like her were countless throughout the Three Realms, and it wasn’t exaggerated to say they were everywhere.

The transition from Spirit Stage to Transcendence stage was already extremely difficult.

The Feng brothers’ simultaneous advancement was even more incredible.

When the two were still at the Spirit Stage, their ferocity had made them notorious. Now that they were Transcendence level cultivators, the shock was unimaginable.

Firstly, it cost a senior Transcendence cultivator who had previously chased after them his life.

Previously, he had forced the Feng brothers into a corner, but now the situation had reversed. These terrifying siblings had become equals with him.

Given their mysterious and powerful abilities, even in one-on-one combat, this senior might not be able to defeat them, especially since there were multiple opponents.

The outcome was obvious.

Facing these vastly changed Feng brothers, the senior cultivator had no chance at all. He resorted to a secret technique to save his life and escape but it proved futile.

His body disintegrated into nothingness as he fell to his death without even a chance to escape with his essence body.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was intrigued upon hearing this. In the Three Realms, although there were many powerful cultivators, according to Xing'er's description, the Feng brothers clearly stood out among them.

These siblings were indeed bold enough to disrupt the Rain Mist Business Alliance. He wondered if they would still be alive after this encounter.

A sardonic smile played on Lin Xuan’s lips as he decided to observe their actions first before making a decision!

"Ha!"

Just as his thoughts turned, a loud roar echoed in his ears.

The attack from earlier had been ineffective, and the Business Alliance Elder in charge of this area was enraged. He was already an Ancient Demon Saint, known for his explosive temper.

He no longer held back, his demonic aura surging as he transformed into his demon form.

Crackling sounds filled the air as his body rapidly grew, the dark mist surrounding him thickening and swirling.

Moments later, a demon clad in scales appeared before their eyes.

The armor resembled fish scales, while strange and mysterious demonic patterns emerged on his skin.

He had antlers like those of an antelope, and behind his movements, ripples seemed to form in the void.

A terrifying aura permeated the air.

Indeed, as an Ancient Demon Saint, after transforming into his demon form, he emitted a power that was nearly half stronger than before.

"I will bury you here today, Feng brothers."

A deep, resonant voice echoed through the air.

The ancient demon stretched out a hand and a thunderous sound filled the area. A simple-looking bronze spear appeared in his palm, emitting a shimmering light with black electric arcs swirling around it.

"Hmph, such arrogance! Let me see what you can do."

The elder Feng brother's eyes gleamed as he roared.

His entire body exuded a putrid aura, revealing his original form of an ancient Corpse King.

Originally tall and robust, his skin had lost its luster, turning grayish-white. Thick, matted hair grew from his body, with sharp fangs protruding and nails extending to the length of a foot, razor-sharp.

The entire transformation took only an inch or so.

The ancient demon's eyes flashed with determination; he would not allow this opponent to transform calmly.

"Ha!"

He roared, hurling the bronze spear at them.

A flash of strange light appeared as the spear vanished.

In the next moment, it reappeared before the Feng brothers.

Teleportation!

Such a secret technique was insignificant for Transcendence cultivators but impressive when used on treasures.

It provided an element of surprise and could potentially injure even peers if they weren’t careful.

So close, there was no place to hide!

The initial reaction of the siblings was already slow.

However, neither showed any fear.

Then, something incredible happened.

The ancient Corpse King raised his hand, creating a series of dark black claws that surrounded him in an attempt to block the incoming attacks with his own talons.

He underestimated them!

"Insolent!"

The ancient demon was enraged. He knew his abilities well; this bronze spear was his命魂宝物, forged from meteoric iron.

It was not only incredibly hard but also weighed immeasurably. A single strike could slice through the void. How foolish to think of blocking it with bare hands?

He would pay for his underestimation.

A sinister look appeared on the ancient demon's face as he clutched both hands together, a thunderous sound filling the air.

Electric arcs swirled around the spear’s surface before converging into a dark black demonic serpent.

With fangs bared, it lunged forward with an open maw.

"Trivial tricks!"

The ancient Corpse King's expression remained calm as he emitted a mental command. The clawing sounds became more intense and converged in the center of the light.

In the circle of light, a white-tufted tiger materialized.

Although its form was somewhat blurry, it exuded an extremely fierce demeanor. It immediately opened its maw, spewing out a blazing-white beam while striking with both front paws.

But the Ancient Demon Saint was not easily intimidated. The demonic serpent did not back down, emitting black electric arcs as it fought fiercely against the tiger.

For a moment, neither side seemed to gain an advantage.

However, this battle mattered little; if you could block the demon serpent, how would you dodge my命魂法宝?

The sharp attacks were already close.

The bronze spear was less than three feet from the ancient Corpse King.
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The命宝物 of the渡劫期 existences could not be taken lightly.

This long bronze spear was capable of tearing through even the void with a single strike.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded before their eyes. The ten-thousand-year-old Corpse King raised his right arm and prepared to intercept this Heaven-splitting attack with his flesh and blood body.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but draw in a cold breath. He had practiced Cultivation Body Techniques as well, and was quite familiar with them. However, he wouldn’t dare do the same if he were in their position—it was too risky!

Yet, the other party showed no expression of fear or hesitation. He wasn’t unprepared; rather, he truly didn't think it necessary to dodge. Had his physical body really been cultivated to such a formidable state?

Lin Xuan didn't need to speculate as the answer soon became clear.

A deafening roar echoed through the air!

The long spear seemed to have struck an impenetrable wall of steel and copper. A sharp light burst forth, followed by gale-force winds. The spear was even bounced back.

"What...?"

The cultivators attending the auction were all seasoned individuals. At this moment, they stared in disbelief at what they had just witnessed. They couldn't believe their eyes.

They had seen powerful figures before, but none as formidable as these two.

It was too exaggerated to treat the same-stage cultivator’s treasure as nothing. The Feng family duo lived up to their fearsome reputation!

Even the Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch's eyes widened in shock, his expression clearly showing his astonishment.

However, this wasn't where things ended. The Feng siblings didn’t dodge because they were fearless; rather, they had a plan. While Big Brother blocked the opponent’s attack, Little Sister had already retrieved the copper furnace.

The siblings worked seamlessly together. With their treasure in hand, all that was left to do now was find a way out!

"Ha!"

A sharp cry echoed as the beautiful girl waved her hands, releasing a bloody aura. A streak of bloodlight slashed through from her sleeve towards the light barrier ahead.

The building hosting the auction had been heavily protected by powerful禁制. To leave, one would have to break through these barriers and find a way out.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's preparations were thorough.

Not only did they have渡劫期 elders stationed here, but the禁制 they set up was formidable indeed.

However, the Feng siblings dared to provoke such a formidable opponent because they had their own plan. The bloodlight streak moved swiftly, clearly indicating its power.

With a sharp sound, it struck the light barrier with great force.

But the禁制 remained unbroken. A sneer appeared on the Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch's face: "Foolish. Don't waste your efforts. Even a late-stage渡劫 cultivator would find it impossible to break this烈风五行阵 in one strike. You two won’t escape. Surrender now and you might suffer less."

"Escape? Who said we wanted to escape?"

His response was a tinkling laugh.

The girl from the Feng siblings, dressed in white, wore a mocking expression on her face. Then, with a soft "pop," the bloodlight streak shattered like an air bubble.

"What...?"

The Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch's eyes widened as his face turned pale. The distraction tactic had worked; the attack aimed at the light barrier was meant to draw his attention.

Danger had arrived without him noticing. He had been so deceived.

Terrifying Feng siblings!

In fear, the Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch turned his head, but it was too late.

Just a few feet away from him, spatial fluctuations surged as bloodlight erupted. The strange saber light slashed towards him.

"Bad move!"

The Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch's expression changed drastically. A single mistake could cost him everything; he couldn't dodge any longer.

But as a渡劫级 powerhouse, he wouldn’t sit idly by. At this level of cultivation, one would naturally have several survival techniques.

In the face of danger, a determined look flashed in his eyes as he opened his mouth and spat out a light ball.

The light ball was roughly the size of an egg, with magical runes covering its surface—formed from his命元气.

It transformed into a shield after a brief moment.

Though not a true treasure, it had unparalleled defensive capabilities when formed from命元气.

This was his secret technique: Life Force Energy Shield!

Without hesitation, the bloodlight struck hard.

A ripple spread across the surface of the Life Force Energy Shield. However, it managed to block the crimson blade.

The Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch heaved a sigh of relief but felt an ominous presence behind him.

Turning around, he saw a long bone spear shooting towards him.

Of course, this was the work of the ten-thousand-year-old Corpse King.

The Feng siblings worked in perfect coordination. The Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch wouldn’t sit idly by and planned to use another treasure, but his distraction allowed them to set up their trap.

That streak of bloodlight had been holding its ground against the Life Force Energy Shield. Now, it twisted like a snake, bypassing the shield with incredible agility.

"Plip..."

Blood splattered as he was decapitated.

His face still showed disbelief.

But this wasn’t over yet. With his head severed, his actions ceased.

The bone spear pierced through his丹田气海 without resistance.

Even his元婴 didn't have a chance to escape.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only an instant. The mighty Ancient Demon Sage Patriarch fell in just a few rounds.

If not for witnessing this with his own eyes, such a tale would be unbelievable.

Indeed, the Feng siblings lived up to their fearsome reputation.

But their actions were so brazen that they treated Rain Mist Commercial Alliance as if it didn’t exist. Even though the alliance spanned three realms and was a superpower, they cared not.

Such courage earned Lin Xuan’s admiration.

However, whether this bravery or foolishness would be proven in the end remained to be seen.

But their actions had left all the other cultivators staring in awe.

The auction hall was filled with powerful figures, but under their gaze, many lowered their heads.

It seemed that everything was over. The girl shook her sleeves, and the bloodlight streaked forward once more.

Bloodstained aura surged as it struck the light barrier ahead.

"Break it for me!"

Her sharp cry echoed as the bloodlight hit the surface of the barrier with great force.

A deafening collision sounded, followed by a series of concentric ripples. The impact was so powerful that the entire void seemed to rumble.

Ripples appeared on the light barrier just as a long bone spear came into view.

The timing was perfect; it struck the most agitated part and created a crack.

This spread like spider webs until a one-meter-wide passage became visible.

Postscript: The month has ended. Please vote for next month's issue, thank you to all fellow daoists.
第三千三百四十四章 螳螂捕蝉

Sigh...

The sound of a gasp for cold air entered everyone's ears.

All the cultivators present were left speechless.

A true master can tell at first glance. The烈风五行阵, renowned far and wide, was actually so easily broken by the冯氏双魔.

Everyone once again felt the terrifying power of this brother-sister duo.

The saying "a name without a match" best described them.

Originally, there were many ghostly spirits and evil entities in the chaos, hoping to take advantage of the confusion.

But now, one by one, they fell silent.

That merchant alliance elder was no weakling either, yet he inexplicably lost his head, not even escaping with an元婴.

The lesson from before was still fresh. With such a glorious record on display, who would dare to provoke the冯氏双魔?

After all, that copper cauldron was indeed tempting, but even the best treasures had to be used by someone alive.

It seemed no one wanted to provoke such a formidable enemy.

The冯氏兄妹 reached their goal. At least now, they could leave safely.

Though they were bold and daring individuals, they didn't want to linger in this place of是非. Wrapped in dense阴气, they flew through the split passage like it was nothing.

It seemed that matter had come to an end.

But just as things settled down, a surprising turn occurred.

Several分神 cultivators surrounded the passage.

Such power could be considered formidable elsewhere, but in the eyes of the冯氏兄妹, they were insignificant, small as ants.

Moreover, all lowered their heads with fear on their faces.

These timid fellows wouldn't even catch the attention of the冯氏双魔.

Yet these unremarkable ghostly spirits suddenly attacked.

Just as the冯氏兄妹 were about to enter the passage, several分神期阴魂 without warning pounced forward.

Their actions were swift and without hesitation!

"Die!"

The冯氏双魔 roared in anger. How dare such insignificant creatures challenge them?

A hiss filled the air as the Ten Thousand Year Corpse King's sleeves flapped, releasing sharp claws. The woman's face remained calm, but her hand moved, revealing eerie bloodlight.

Eagles strike at rabbits with all their might!

The冯氏双魔 never underestimated any enemy, regardless of their cultivation level.

Both attacked simultaneously, and the unwise ghostly spirits were destined to perish.

These few分神期 cultivators dared challenge the冯氏双魔. They were clearly reckless.

Almost everyone thought so.

But there was an exception—Lin Xuan or Tian Xiao!

Their thoughts differed.

If they didn't have confidence, why would these few分神期 cultivators risk their lives?

Sure enough, their ultimate moves appeared!

Not extraordinary treasures nor terrifying secret techniques, but the simplest and most direct attacks. Several people acted in unison, detonating their元婴s!

Boom!

Although only at the 分神 stage, the power of such a sacrifice was astonishing. The冯氏双魔 were caught off guard, showing fear on their faces.

The timing was perfect for the opponent. They had no time to dodge or use defensive treasures.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed as the brother and sister were completely engulfed by its terrifying might.

Such a turn of events left everyone speechless.

The cultivation world truly had many dangers. Even formidable figures like the冯氏双魔 could be outsmarted.

Though they got the copper cauldron, it was clear that someone was playing a game of "the mantis catching cicadas, unaware of the oriole behind."

Who would emerge victorious? Who was the mastermind behind this ambush?

Lin Xuan didn't know. He remained passive as he still had no idea about the value of the copper cauldron.

Though it seemed extremely precious, without knowing its purpose, risking his life for it wasn't worth it.

He decided to wait and see.

A sinister chuckle filled the air.

Then a gray-white light flashed up, rushing towards the冯氏双魔.

Lin Xuan couldn’t miss such excitement. With the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye activated, he clearly saw the figure in that light.

It was an old man with a slender build, his face full of cunning, looking ordinary, likely at the洞玄 stage!

No, it was a deception; he concealed his strength.

This fellow was undoubtedly a渡劫 cultivator.

The recent events were most likely his doing. He wanted to take advantage again.

Though the process seemed complex, in an instant, he rushed close.

The explosion's remnants hadn't dissipated yet, but they were mere gales that meant nothing to a veteran cultivator.

No matter how formidable the冯氏双魔 were, outsmarting them was the smartest move.

They had worked hard for this treasure, only for it to become their own.

He was confident!

But just then, another turn occurred.

Roar!

A roar filled the air, mixed with pain and anger.

The voice sounded hoarse but familiar—indeed, it was the brother of the冯氏双魔.

Ten Thousand Year Corpse!

Even he had been injured in the explosion, but not fatally.

With a roar, the entire structure collapsed. The烈风五行阵, already riddled with cracks, vanished entirely.

The remnants of the explosion hadn't fully dissipated when the sky turned dark and stormy, the thick阴气 becoming even more dense.

"Rat, daring to ambush me! I will tear your soul and body apart!"

The Corpse King's roar grew even more凄厉. Dark ghostly claws over ten feet long emerged from the阴气.

These claws were wrapped in greenish phosphorus flames, appearing mysterious and eerie.

Their approach was swift; there was no room for the old man to dodge.

Puff...

He was pierced through the chest, blood splattering as he still showed disbelief on his face.

To be honest, this person's plan was indeed brilliant. The trap he set was almost perfect.

But what use did it have? In the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than anything else.

Facing such formidable figures like the冯氏双魔, even a flawless plan became useless.

The cultivators participating in the auction were all stunned. Fear could no longer be hidden at this point.

Of course, there was an exception—Lin Xuan's expression remained calm, with a hint of mockery on his lips.

The冯氏双魔 were indeed strong.

But killing their peers so easily was too exaggerated.

No matter how powerful, there must be limits.

Even facing peers, he couldn't win as cleanly and decisively.

Perhaps it was due to overconfidence. In any case, they underestimated their opponents too much. (To be continued.)
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The battle was far from over. In fact, one could say it had just begun.

Sure enough, as Lin Xuan suspected, a sudden change occurred. The old man’s decoy had been killed by the ghostly claws, but his true form had seized this opportunity to rush towards the young lady in white.

The twin demons of the Feng family were formidable figures—both the elder brother and younger sister. However, their abilities were vastly different.

The elder brother was a monstrous entity with a spirit body that could communicate. As an ancient Corpse Demon, he excelled at physical cultivation techniques. His ghostly claws could tear through metal and stone, and withstand the vital treasures of peers. He possessed immense strength, making him nearly invincible in close combat.

In contrast, his younger sister’s physical form had perished, but her soul had transformed into a type of ghost, akin to a Yin Spirit. She seemed beautiful on the surface, but lacked tangible substance. Her abilities were agile and unpredictable, excelling at using various treasures and secret techniques to counter opponents. However, close combat was not her forte.

Or rather, it could be considered one of her weaknesses.

Originally, the siblings had planned to work together, complementing each other’s strengths while masking their weaknesses. This was why the Feng family twins were so formidable.

However, the old man clearly understood this strategy. He cleverly devised a plan, deceiving the ancient Corpse Demon and attempting to take down both of them individually. His preparations were thorough, and he had already closed in on the Yin Spirit maiden from a distance of more than ten feet.

The old man’s face broke into a smug smile. "Haha, you fell for my trap."

As the flying needles approached their target, they suddenly changed course, converging towards each other. A claw-shaped magical weapon appeared and locked onto the copper furnace before returning to the old man's hand.

...

Using a feint, he once again demonstrated his superior intellect. Despite being inferior in strength compared to the Feng family twins, he managed to snatch what he wanted from them. The entire process was swift; it seemed complicated but only took an instant.

Not only were the Feng family twins defeated in a messy fashion, but even other cultivators present were left speechless. Could this old man be the Thousand-Face Hermit?

The Thousand-Face Hermit!

He was renowned throughout the Netherworld for his cunning and deceitful nature. While his abilities might not have been extraordinary, he was known to take advantage of others’ weaknesses while avoiding confrontations.

However, his reputation for breaking promises made him many enemies, including powerful cultivators at the渡劫 stage who wished to extract his soul.

Yet no one could truly accomplish this feat.

It wasn't that the Thousand-Face Hermit's power was extraordinary; rather, it was his mysterious origins. His ability to disguise himself and change forms had reached a level of mastery that even late-stage cultivators couldn’t discern.

With such an identity, how could anyone track him down?

Moreover, while the Thousand-Face Hermit wasn't considered a powerhouse among peers, his cunning was legendary—unmatched in the entire world. He always enjoyed meticulously planning his strategies, especially when facing formidable opponents.

It seemed that this time, the final auction item had indeed been secured by the Thousand-Face Hermit.

Lin Xuan sighed; if he had intervened, perhaps he could have salvaged the situation. However, Lin Xuan didn't plan to do so.

Not because of fear, but because he was unsure about the copper furnace's purpose.

Although many high-ranking cultivators were vying for it, it might not be a rare treasure suitable for him. Given this uncertainty, Lin Xuan wasn’t willing to risk his life; his primary goal was to find Yue'er in the Netherworld.

With the Heart Cleansing Fruit already obtained, there was no need to complicate matters further. Contentment was key!

Lin Xuan thought to himself.

What would others do now that the treasure had been secured by the Thousand-Face Hermit?

No one knew.

Despite several late-stage cultivators being present, they might have been too frightened to come forward and risk it.

Was this true?

With the precious item in hand, the Thousand-Face Hermit didn’t linger. The Feng family twins were caught off guard; he wasn’t their match in a real fight.

Knowing when to stop, he quickly left.

This was no challenge for him. Apart from his unparalleled intellect and disguise techniques, the Thousand-Face Hermit also had considerable expertise in the Five Elements遁术. He once escaped from a late-stage cultivator, so these people couldn't hold him back either.

"Plip plip." Two sounds reached Lin Xuan's ears as he saw two enormous wings materialize behind him. The wings were several feet long and burned with eerie green flames. They looked extremely strange.

With a loud roar, he struck forcefully, causing the space to ripple and collapse. A rift in reality appeared before his eyes.

No, it wasn't an ordinary spatial fissure; black lightning surged within. What was originally a one-foot-long crack rapidly expanded to ten feet.

He then vanished as he dashed into the rift.

Space travel!

The cultivators present were dumbfounded. This was a legendary secret technique that delved into the laws of space. Mastering it required considerable skill.

Despite his cleverness, the Thousand-Face Hermit's realm was only at the early渡劫 stage. How could he possibly perform such a spatial technique?

While ordinary cultivators might not understand its intricacies, many of the ghosts and spirits present were late-stage cultivators, leaving them stunned.

(To be continued)
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The Feng family duo was furious, but in the face of this wondrous escape technique, they could only sigh helplessly.

Just as it seemed that Thousand-Faced Loose Man was about to take his treasures and leave, something unexpected happened again.

Indeed, an unexpected turn of events. This auction had its share of twists and turns. Every time they thought everything was settled, some unforeseen event would arise.

The bronze tripod now belonged to Thousand-Faced Loose Man, but could he truly emerge victorious?

Many people believed so.

But suddenly, spatial fluctuations surged, a muffled sound reached their ears, and a black line like a venomous snake flashed into the space rift before vanishing.

Crack!

A loud explosion filled the air as the space rift rapidly dissipated. It had been neutralized!

At the渡劫 stage, one could tear through space without much ado. But to repair such a rift was impressive. Repairing was far more difficult than destroying. This required a deeper understanding of the laws.

Could it be that a late-stage cultivator appeared here?

Before this thought fully formed in their minds, a shocked and angry voice echoed.

From over ten feet away, spatial fluctuations erupted, followed by Thousand-Faced Loose Man stumbling into existence in mid-air. His face was filled with shock and anger as he shouted: "Who, who can break through my space escape technique?"

"Space escape technique? Don’t embarrass yourself here. With your current level, how could you possibly master such a profound spell? The secret technique just now was nothing but a trick."

A cold laugh echoed in their ears, followed by a massive black shadow appearing before Thousand-Faced Loose Man.

Though the face was unclear, the pressure emanating from it was shocking—was he indeed late-stage?

The cultivators present were stunned. Even the Feng family duo’s formidable presence seemed to falter slightly.

Despite their confidence in their strength, late-stage渡劫 beings could not be underestimated. Engaging such an entity was not a wise choice for anyone of lesser rank.

Lin Xuan was the only exception; his face showed a strange expression as if he had discovered something secret.

"Sir... what do you intend?"

Thousand-Faced Loose Man gritted his teeth and said.

But before he could finish, another unexpected event occurred. A nearly invisible smoke shadow appeared behind him silently.

A hand extended, holding a blade of fierce light about a foot long. The action was swift, striking through Thousand-Faced Loose Man’s back in an instant.

Blood splattered!

Thousand-Faced Loose Man’s face showed disbelief as he opened his mouth wide but could not utter a word.

Reap what you sow.

He had always enjoyed playing mind games with his opponents throughout his life. But this time, it was his own trap that led to his downfall.

No fighting, only scheming!

Tian Xiaojian was equally confident in his cunning.

Feint and strike!

Use the Dharmic Form to draw their attention forward.

Though Tian Xiaojian was only mid-stage渡劫, he could project a terrifying pressure with his Dharmic Form that rivaled late-stage beings.

Sure enough, all the cultivators’ attention was drawn by this ruse.

Thus, his true form struck from behind as planned.

Indeed, it hit its mark!

This sneak attack destroyed his heart completely. Even渡劫 cultivators would surely perish under such injuries.

Tian Xiaojian, a relentless cultivator, had no intention of letting the enemy escape.

"You can rest in peace now!"

He clutched his hands and purple demonic flames burst forth from his palms.

"Ahh!"

A惨叫 filled their ears as Thousand-Faced Loose Man was consumed by the fierce flames. Even his元婴 failed to escape, vanishing instantly.

Such terrifying demonic flames!

Like a cicada protecting itself while a sparrow waits in ambush, the bronze tripod had fallen into Tian Xiaojian’s hands.

But just then, bloodlight flashed again as that eerie red blade reappeared with a fierce roar. The风云 suddenly changed as a massive ghostly claw struck Tian Xiaojian.

The Feng family duo!

These siblings dared not belittle Rain Mist Business Alliance. How could they be content to let someone else take the spoils?

Though they recognized Tian Xiaojian’s formidable nature, what did that matter? Even late-stage beings couldn’t deter them. They had to snatch this tripod no matter what.

"Damn it!"

Tian Xiaojian had anticipated such an outcome; his face showed no fear but clear disappointment.

Although he could predict the result, escaping was not easy.

The Feng family duo’s attacks were fierce and well-coordinated.

Facing two opponents, Tian Xiaojian held his own but couldn’t defeat them quickly. If this battle continued, he would surely emerge victorious.

But how much time did they have?

If the fight dragged on, who knew what other turns of events might occur? Rain Mist Business Alliance was no trifling matter.

For the Menglou Divine Fruit, Tian Xiaojian had to secure the bronze tripod but didn’t want to provoke such a formidable entity. Even the Lord of the Demon Realm showed caution toward cross-domain forces and didn’t wish for an all-out confrontation with Rain Mist Business Alliance.

To avoid this outcome, he must leave quickly.

But while it was easy to say, doing so proved immensely difficult.

Tian Xiaojian’s face showed a fierce expression; he had no choice but to use that technique.

Cut through the chaos. Severe injuries were necessary for him to escape.

He raised his hands as if to summon some treasure. But suddenly, something unexpected happened.

Rumble!

The ground trembled, and stones fell from above. The primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic.

Suddenly, their feet sank into the ground.

A shocking demonic aura emerged.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan turned his head in shock at Tian Xiaojian’s appearance. This aura was so familiar; it wasn’t something ordinary demons could possess.

Indeed, primordial demon qi!

Legends spoke of only true spirits possessing such power. Some late-stage demons might also command it.

The primordial demon qi possessed by a true spirit differed from that of a demon powerhouse.

Though an ordinary cultivator might not discern the difference, Lin Xuan could recognize it.

True spirits, Lin Xuan had once fought and even killed.

But the current primordial demon qi was far more powerful than that of Jin Yue’s true spirit cricket. Though not as formidable as a phoenix, it was still beyond most true spirits.

What kind of treasure is this bronze tripod? First,渡劫 powerhouses, now even true spirits were getting involved?
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Lin Xuan was greatly taken aback.

As for the other cultivators present, they were all dumbfounded.

Survival Period existences were already formidable figures that could only be seen in legends, yet today, they kept appearing one after another here.

That was fine; precious treasures were rare enough.

But how come even True Spirit would wade into this muddied waters?

Was it just a coincidence or was the copper tripod truly extraordinary, making even True Spirits covetous of it?

Lin Xuan didn't know.

But what couldn't be denied was that after experiencing these series of events, he finally developed some interest in the copper tripod.

While other Survival Period existences were fine, Lin Xuan had already learned from his interactions with Tian Xiaojian's cunning and depth of strategy. He was the only one among peers who made him wary.

Tian Xiaojian’s vision was certainly not shallow; even he coveted this final treasure. That meant the value of the copper tripod was undoubtedly high.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know its specific use, with a little attention, it wouldn't be hard to find out.

Lin Xuan didn’t believe that True Spirits came here by coincidence.

They were most likely trying to snatch this treasure as well.

"Aaaah!"

Before he could finish his thoughts, a thunderous roar echoed in his ears.

The ground beneath him completely collapsed.

In front of him was a large hard shell; the True Spirit had been hiding deep underground and now emerged abruptly.

Chaos energy became even more dense. The massive spiritual pressure made Lin Xuan tremble all over.

It was a huge turtle-like monster, with an incredibly sturdy hard shell that bore intricate patterns. These mysterious ancient designs seemed to be etched with profound secrets of the universe itself.

Its body was also immense, spanning thousands of feet in width, appearing like a small mountain on the ruins of the buildings.

"What is this..."

Xuanwu!

A look of shock appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

The Four Symbols: Xuanwu!

From the thickness of the chaos energy, Lin Xuan had guessed that the True Spirit present was extraordinary. But he didn’t expect it to be at such a level.

Azure Dragon, White Tiger, Vermilion Bird, and now Xuanwu. Together they were known as the Four Symbols.

While their strength wasn't on par with the true dragons or celestial phoenixes, they were undoubtedly formidable figures that couldn’t be compared to the Golden Jade True Toad.

Even if Lin Xuan faced them, he wouldn’t have much confidence. The auction had progressed this far, truly beyond his expectations.

Lin Xuan sighed. Originally, he was planning to seize the treasure, but now he took a deep breath and calmed himself down, waiting for an opportunity.

The situation was too complex; it far exceeded his imagination. He decided to observe first before making any decisions.

Lin Xuan stopped walking, regaining his composed expression.

However, he wasn’t indifferent. He watched the battle in front of him, waiting for the right moment.

His figure hadn't been revealed yet, so he could move freely. But not far ahead, Tian Xiaojian was not as lucky.

A look of frustration marred his face.

He had already obtained the copper tripod; even Feng Family’s twin demons couldn’t stop him. But at a critical moment, Xuanwu appeared again.

Damn it!

Wasn't this truly a case where one's plan is in their hands but success depends on fate?

Tian Xiaojian was both enraged and alarmed, but he didn't give up.

There was no turning back once an arrow was shot.

What did Xuanwu matter? Today, nobody could stop him from taking the treasure.

A look of resilience flashed across Tian Xiaojian's face as the twin demons were audacious fellows. They had even dared to provoke Rain Mist Alliance; how could they be afraid of Tian Xiaojian?

They attacked viciously and mercilessly, trying to drain his soul and snatch back the copper tripod.

The siblings' cooperation was flawless, their attacks incredibly fierce.

Tian Xiaojian's face showed signs of distress. So far, he hadn't used any treasures; empty-handedly blocking Feng Family’s twin demons’ attacks was too exhausting for him.

But from this, it could be seen that Tian Xiaojian wasn’t an ordinary figure. If another peer tried to take his place, facing the twin demons without any treasure, they would likely end up headless.

...

Even Lin Xuan's face showed signs of caution.

After not seeing Tian Xiaojian for thousands of years, his strength was truly formidable; he couldn't be careless when facing him.

Before he could finish his thoughts, a furious rebuke rang in his ears: "You dare to die? Let you taste the power of this Young Master's True Demon Shatter Void Blade!"

True Demon Shatter Void Blade?

Could it be Tian Xiaojian’streasure of life (life treasure)?

Lin Xuan became cautious. He saw Tian Xiaojian’s body emitting a dazzling light.

With a "sizzling" sound, countless bright rays shot out from his body surface.

The light was so brilliant and the approach so swift that even the tough Feng Family twins showed signs of fear on their faces.

"Not good, quickly dodge!"

A shrill cry echoed. The young woman in white became indistinct as she vanished. She was a ghostly entity without substance; naturally skilled in various evasive techniques.

The space twisted and her figure disappeared.

In contrast to her swift reaction, the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Demon moved slower.

He excelled at body refinement cultivation; he wouldn’t mind enduring his peer’streasure of life (life treasure).

But now, he dared not be so reckless. He spat out a round pearl about a foot in diameter.

Completely enveloped by pale white corpse mist, this was the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Pearl.

"Quickly!"

The Corpse Demon roared as several spell techniques were cast. The Corpse Pearl emitted a bright glow and formed a thick light barrier to protect itself.

"Hmph, trying to stop a fly with an elephant's trunk!"

A thunderous sound echoed; numerous bright rays struck the light barrier like lightning piercing the sky.

Sssshhh...

The sound of cracking filled his ears as the light barrier shattered like paper. It was instantly covered in cracks and fragmented like bubbles.

However, it did buy some time.

In a battle between experts, every millisecond counted. This momentary delay allowed the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Demon to retreat over ten feet away.

But he wasn’t out of danger; that strike had drained his energy. His chest was filled with surging blood and qi, but he managed to suppress it from spewing out.

"Brother!"

Fortunately, he wasn't alone.

His sister, one of the twin demons, noticed her brother's predicament and quickly came to his aid.

A shrill cry echoed as bloody light reappeared in mid-air. Clashing sounds filled his ears; more ancient-looking long swords blocked the attacks aimed at him.

The rays scattered and flew several feet away.

They were actually long swords shaped like willow leaves, with extremely thin blades that shimmered with a crystalline glow.

But the attack wasn't over. More rays shot towards them. (To be continued.)
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The momentum was unstoppable!

Those sword lights were not only incredibly sharp, but their number was staggering. Even with the ferocity of the Feng Family Twin Demons, fear could be seen on their faces.

"Big Brother!"

The white-robed maiden was frantic as she waved her jade hand, shooting out several spells from her fingertips.

As she moved, the blood light flickered and transformed into a dozen streaks of red light, blocking the sword lights in front. However, it was useless; the attacks she intercepted were merely a drop in the ocean. More sword lights kept slicing through.

Little Sword Field's strength was beyond doubt.

His personality mirrored Lin Xuan’s, and he would never let a tiger go back to its den. He had made up his mind to exterminate the Feng Family Twin Demons!

Roar!

The roar echoed in their ears.

The Ten Thousand Year Corpse Demon’s expression was also gruesome, with fangs bared. How could he be content to wait for death?

In his rage, a mouthful of black blood spewed out and flashed through the wind, transforming into a fist-sized black talisman.

No, actually, there wasn’t just one talisman. Upon closer inspection, this fist-sized talisman was composed of countless tiny talismans arranged in formation.

Thread-like法则 power emitted from its surface.

The dim light grew brighter, expanding to an inch in diameter almost instantly.

"Ha!"

That talisman transformed into a black orb, which the Ten Thousand Year Corpse Demon forcefully pushed forward.

At this moment, his face turned pale. Clearly, he had unleashed his secret technique under his rage.

"Big Brother!"

Seeing this, the white-robed maiden understood and her hands moved like butterflies, making those streaks of blood even more forceful.

United in purpose, their cooperation was seamless. Countless cultivators of the same rank had fallen to them.

However, Little Sword Field’s expression remained calm; he was confident in his divine treasure.

The entire process was swift, appearing complex but taking only an instant.

As they were about to decide their fate and determine the winner or loser,

they forgot that the true spirit already present here, whether by chance or not, would never remain idle once it arrived. It had to play a part.

Aaah!

A deafening roar echoed in their ears. In the Four Spirits, Xuanwu belonged to earth, with formidable defensive capabilities, but its offensive power was no less impressive.

Xuanwu’s strength was immense and overwhelming.

It raised one of its front claws and struck out effortlessly.

Sizzle…

The sky turned dark, and cracks appeared like thumb-sized fissures in the originally void space.

Spatial rifts!

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted.

With his strength, he could tear through the void. But no matter how powerful, it was impossible to do so with such ease.

Xuanwu’s power was terrifying, even surpassing the laws of force.

Before this thought fully formed in his mind, crackling sounds filled his ears.

The rifts continued to spread.

Void was formless and intangible, but under Xuanwu's might, it seemed to have substance. The cracks extended towards Little Sword Field and the Feng Family Twin Demons.

Accursed!

Though they were proud, they couldn’t ignore this strike; they turned their heads simultaneously. It was too late, as they were instantly engulfed by Xuanwu’s immense force…

Boom!

A dazzling light burst forth again.

Not only was the light bright, but it also accompanied a heart-stopping spiritual pressure sweeping out.

Xuanwu, one of the Four Spirits, encompassed both Little Sword Field and the Feng Family Twin Demons with this strike.

Of course, their strength wasn’t enough to cause them to fall. They would be somewhat disheveled at most.

Lin Xuan thought thus as he sighed, deciding not to intervene. After all, his enemies were too powerful. While a divine treasure was tempting, delaying his reunion with Yue’er might not be worth it.

He decided to leave this place of conflict.

Turning back, Lin Xuan intended to call out to Xing'er when something unexpected happened.

Indeed, this was extremely unexpected. Since he had embarked on the path of cultivation, countless storms had passed through his life, but such a bizarre scene had never occurred before.

Thud!

The sound of heavy objects landing echoed in his ears.

A black object emerged from the explosion’s center and landed beside him, or rather, under his feet.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan didn’t pay attention at first. But as he glanced down, his eyes widened.

It was that copper furnace.

Yes, that copper furnace—the last item up for auction, which had attracted countless experts to vie for it—now lay before him by chance.

Cough, cough, what good luck!

Was this due to mere coincidence or a strategy of shifting the blame?

Lin Xuan didn’t know. The thought flashed through his mind.

With powerful enemies surrounding him, he didn’t have time to ponder deeply.

Regardless of the reason, such an opportunity was too good for Lin Xuan to miss.

Indeed, before, he had intended to give up on this divine treasure due to its difficulty to obtain.

But now it lay at his feet. Whether by coincidence or a strategy, it made no difference to him.

Once in hand, there could be no talk of giving it up.

If the other party was trying to shift the blame, let them suffer for their misdeeds.

Lin Xuan didn’t want unnecessary complications but wasn’t afraid either.

To not claim such a divine treasure would invite heaven’s wrath.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as his thoughts raced like lightning.

"Xing'er, pretend we don't know each other. You leave first."

In the midst of his busy work, he transmitted this message to the little girl and then swept out his sleeve, sending a green glow to grab the copper furnace.

Lin Xuan’s eyes were sharp; he didn’t worry about any substitution strategy. This copper furnace was undoubtedly an auction item now in his possession.

Without further ado, Lin Xuan left with a burst of dazzling light.

"Who dares? Leave me this divine treasure!"

An angry female voice rang out. The first to act was the Feng Family Twin Demons’ woman.

Her movements were incredibly agile; she arrived beside Lin Xuan in several leaps. Bloodstained, that eerie streak of blood slashed fiercely towards him.

The angle was extremely sharp, and the force was immense. Clearly, this woman had lost her temper and aimed to kill Lin Xuan here with one strike.

Frankly speaking, this move was incredibly powerful, but how could Lin Xuan be so easily dealt with?
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The situation had arisen suddenly, but Lin Xuan showed no trace of fear on his face.

He raised his right hand and shot a finger towards the strange bloodlight with an eerie glow.

"Suicide!"

The white-robed woman's pupils constricted. With the vast experience in magical combat from the Feng family duo, she had never seen such a brazen cultivator who dared to ignore her blade light and attempt to enter it unarmed.

Foolish, you will pay for your arrogance with your life.

A look of fierce determination flashed across her eyes as she waved both hands. Several spells shot out from her fingers, causing the air to become bloody. The bloodlight flickered slightly before splitting into several sharp rays that slashed towards Lin Xuan with great speed.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

The Feng family duo was renowned for their formidable skills, and this woman's counterattack was swift. Clearly, she had refined this thread of bloodlight to the point where it could be controlled at will.

However, her movements were quick, yet Lin Xuan reacted even faster.

Even if he acted last, what did that matter?

As several blood rays slashed from different angles towards him, Lin Xuan merely extended his right hand forward.

There was no trace of fiery aggression in his action. Yet, as he moved, spatial ripples appeared before him, manifesting into several arms.

Each arm's fingers were slightly curved, moving slowly yet swiftly, and they shot out to intercept the blood rays from different angles.

Clang!

The metallic impact echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. He had timed his move perfectly, and the dozen blood rays shattered upon contact, actually rebounding back towards their source.

Impossible!

The white-robed woman's eyes widened with disbelief on her face. She knew her own abilities well; even her elder brother would hesitate before facing this sharp blade. The hardened body of a ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon was not meant to withstand such force.

Yet, the opponent effortlessly deflected all attacks without any magical artifacts, completely nullifying them in an instant.

Was she mistaken? Could it be a cultivator at the late Transcendence stage?

No, even if that were true, unless it was a top-tier powerhouse like Golden Yue Corpse King, such a move would never be attempted. And Golden Yue Corpse King was one of the Six Kings of阴司, an entity of great respect and status; how could he possibly attend this auction in Blackstone City? Let alone forcefully take any treasures.

With his identity and strength, it was inconceivable for him to do such a thing.

But apart from Golden Yue Corpse King, she couldn't think of anyone else with the physical prowess to face her without any magical artifacts.

The white-robed maiden's curiosity grew. But how could Lin Xuan allow her time to ponder?

Revenge is sweet; and in this situation, Lin Xuan had to eliminate his current opponent to clear a path. It wasn’t necessary to kill her but at least not let her obstruct his way.

Lin Xuan’s combat experience was equally rich. Once he broke through the opponent's attacks, the next counterattack would be natural.

His movements were like flowing clouds and water. Lin Xuan retracted his right hand, clenching it into a fist before shouting out loud and striking forward.

The action seemed ordinary, but force laws accompanied his move.

Sizzle!

A tearing sound filled the air as the sky turned dark. A series of cracks appeared in the previously empty space, each about the size of a thumb.

This scene was eerily familiar, reminiscent of Xuanwu's attack just moments ago.

While the power might not match that of True Spirit, the width and depth of the spatial rifts were smaller than before.

Xuanwu had faced three cultivators simultaneously, but now Lin Xuan only had to deal with one woman from the Feng family duo.

Thus, even if the true power was slightly less, this woman would face immense pressure alone compared to earlier.

Lin Xuan showed no mercy. The Feng family duo were known for their ruthless nature; death meant nothing. This punch carried full force.

At such close range, she had no time to dodge. Lin Xuan remembered her miraculous evasion techniques well and wouldn't repeat the mistake of Tian Xiaojian from before.

"Ahh!"

A cry echoed as the woman was hit hard and sent flying.

She lacked a physical body, so no blood spurted out, but her complexion turned paler, and she appeared more hazy. The injuries were severe.

Brother!

The ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon roared in anger and charged forward with a look of malevolence on his face. His ghostly claws closed together, causing the sky to darken as a massive fist emerged from the void. The sound of cracking bones filled the air as he struck Lin Xuan with all his might.

Despite lacking force laws, the sheer power was formidable.

Lin Xuan's expression changed, but no fear showed on his face. His opponent’s attack was indeed fierce, but against him, it would be in vain.

This time, Lin Xuan did not use force laws; the ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon excelled in physical cultivation. Even if he won, there wouldn't be much gain from a direct confrontation.

Now wasn’t the time for reckless fighting. Surrounding enemies were all around him, and any momentary lapse could result in his demise here. He had to clear this path as quickly as possible.

To achieve swift efficiency, the use of techniques and magical artifacts was crucial.

Facing the white-robed woman, he used force laws because she wasn’t adept at physical cultivation; it allowed him to exploit her weaknesses.

Now facing the ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon, he followed the same strategy but with different techniques.

This time, Lin Xuan didn't face off unarmed. He summoned his命宝物.

He raised his right hand and formed a fist in mid-air as a celestial sword materialized from his fingers. The sword was thin like a cicada's wing and appeared semi-transparent.

Despite its fragile appearance, it contained awe-inspiring force laws.

Sword laws could tear through anything.

Lin Xuan flicked his wrist and swung the sword downwards with great dexterity. The entire process was silent, but an immense wave of sword energy emerged, overshadowing the sky in a grand display.

In an instant, all the sword energy condensed into a fine crystal thread.

The cultivators present were stunned; transforming swords into threads to this extent was unheard of.

And it contained force laws within.

"Bad move!"

The ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon realized his mistake but had no time to change or avoid.
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Lin Xuan's timing was impeccable. By the time the ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon realized something was amiss, he was already ensnared by the full might of Lin Xuan’s technique.

There was no escape!

Sizzle…

He was swallowed by a thread of bright crystal fiber.

At that moment, the entire world seemed to distort. Even though the other cultivators were not affected by the residual effects, they felt an inexplicable discomfort, their chests heaving with turbulent qi.

Everyone's faces showed shock and awe.

Their current state was bad enough; imagine what would happen to a ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon.

Evil begets evil.

The Feng family duo had such a reputation, yet both of them were now crippled here.

Of course, they hadn't perished. But the ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon's fate was equally miserable.

A dazzling spiritual light shone in mid-air as he let out a cry filled with不甘 (reluctance) and凄厉 (lament).

Soon, the light dissipated, revealing the true form of the ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon. His fangs were still exposed, but his body was drenched in blood, with numerous wounds that bared the bones. One arm had vanished.

Only a ten-thousand-year-old Corpse Demon could have reached such an advanced stage in Body Cultivation; for ordinary cultivators, injuries like these would likely result in their physical bodies being rendered useless even if they didn't die on the spot.

"Big Brother!"

The white-robed woman flew to the side of the Corpse Demon.

Both siblings looked at Lin Xuan with a mix of fear and astonishment. They had no qualms about disregarding Rain Mist Business Alliance, making them fearless individuals who had faced countless battles. But they had never encountered someone like Lin Xuan before.

Both were severely injured in one move; that was too formidable.

Even if others told them, they wouldn't believe it unless they experienced the terrifying power of Lin Xuan themselves.

The Feng family duo's expressions showed great reluctance but ultimately didn't dare to advance again.

Lin Xuan had already defeated both of them with a single move, though he had taken them down one by one. But even if they teamed up, their situation wouldn't be much better. While the treasures were impressive, they needed to survive to enjoy them.

Lin Xuan's victory over the Feng family duo indeed served as a deterrent; some who harbored ill intentions also abandoned their plans.

Given the Feng family duo's reputation and this outcome, if one still wanted to seize the treasures, wouldn't that be like an old man hanging himself, seeking death?

All present were high-ranking cultivators, so none would be foolish enough to act rashly.

However, not all were intimidated by Lin Xuan’s sudden attack. There was at least one person who did not retreat due to his ruthless tactics—Tian Xiaojian!

He had already blocked Lin Xuan's path.

Facing this old enemy, Lin Xuan showed no contempt.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, he had defeated countless powerful opponents and challenged higher-ranked ones as if it were routine. As for fellow cultivators, to be frank, Lin Xuan never took them seriously.

While calling them ants might be too harsh, defeating him was impossible.

However, there are always exceptions.

Tian Xiaojian was one such existence that made Lin Xuan wary.

Previously, his strength was slightly lower than Lin Xuan's, yet he could still handle it. Now with the times changing, Tian Xiaojian had also reached mid-transcendence stage. How could Lin Xuan afford to be complacent?

Fortunately, he had used disguise techniques, so Tian Xiaojian didn't know his true appearance.

From this perspective, he still held a slight advantage.

With these thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan fiercely lunged at Tian Xiaojian.

This boy might be tenacious, but I must carve out a path through blood and gore.

Given the surrounding crowd of rivals, Lin Xuan's one-move victory over the Feng family duo had an element of luck. He had observed their moves for a long time, familiarizing himself with their techniques and treasures, allowing him to set up a targeted strategy leveraging his strengths against their weaknesses.

Without such tactics, defeating them would be much harder.

Others might not understand this, but Lin Xuan knew it well.

Such a lucky tactic could only be used once. The Feng siblings were severely injured but not dead; they still had the strength to fight back.

With them watching, if he couldn't quickly cut through Tian Xiaojian and escape their encirclement, he would face multiple opponents.

If it was just these three, Lin Xuan could handle it. But adding Xuanwu would make him vulnerable to a fatal blow.

This result was something Lin Xuan absolutely did not want to see.

Originally, it had been like a lucky break, allowing him to pick up the copper furnace. He didn't want such good fortune to end in tragedy.

Thus, his only option was to quickly distance himself from Tian Xiaojian.

But while this seemed easy on paper, executing it proved difficult.

Tian Xiaojian wasn’t like the Feng siblings; he rarely used his techniques and was just as versatile as Lin Xuan. To defeat him required overwhelming superiority.

Trying to use his strengths against their weaknesses would only backfire.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan lunged at Tian Xiaojian with ferocity.

This boy might be tricky, but I must carve out a path through blood and gore.

While one move had defeated the Feng siblings, facing Tian Xiaojian was different. This boy couldn’t be reasoned with; while his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire were formidable, he might still manage to block them.

Of course, this was just speculation, but Lin Xuan dared not take any risks.

Otherwise, if such a scenario unfolded, he would face a life-or-death situation.

Time was limited; it had to be flawless.

From this perspective, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire were not ideal choices either.

What other options did he have?

Lin Xuan's mind raced, but Tian Xiaojian didn't give him much time for contemplation. In high-level combat, every millisecond counted. Due to the disguise technique, Tian Xiaojian hadn’t recognized Lin Xuan, but something felt familiar in his gut.

He had no extra time to think; how could he let someone else benefit from a treasure that was within reach?

This boy must be stopped.

But he knew this mysterious figure was formidable—defeating the Feng siblings with one move. If they switched places, he wasn’t sure if he could achieve the same result. Thus, Tian Xiaojian didn't underestimate his opponent and used his trump card as well. (To be continued.)
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All out!

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian made the same choice almost simultaneously.

A brilliant blade light emerged, with each slice emitting a faint, heart-stirring法则.

Chaos Rule!

The space was torn apart, and the chaotic force spread everywhere.

Sure enough, True Demon Shatter-Space Blade proved to be no ordinary weapon.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim. There was no time for hesitation now; he had to make his choice quickly. With a wave of his sleeve, a golden talisman appeared before him.

Correct, it was a spirit talisman. At first glance, it seemed similar to the ones circulating in the cultivation world today, but upon closer inspection, they were different.

Exactly what kind of talisman it was hard to describe, but there remained traces of True Spirit Source power on it.

Yes, True Spirit Source. In other words, this paper should be related to the True Spirit.

It is well-known that many spirit talismans in the cultivation world require the use of beast creature's skin and bones, with demon blood as cinnabar. The same logic applies here, but instead of ordinary beasts, it uses True Spirits.

Talismans made from True Spirit materials are naturally rare, and such wastefulness was hard for Lin Xuan to bear.

However, given the current situation, he couldn't afford to be cautious. With a flick of his finger, he pointed forward.

His action was extremely gentle, without any trace of fiery aggression.

But as he moved, there was a "pfft" sound in his ears. The mysterious spirit talisman emitted golden light and ignited on its own.

What would happen next, Lin Xuan didn't know for sure.

He only knew that this spirit talisman was an offensive item. He had never tried it before, not because of laziness but due to the limited amount of spiritual energy inside; each trial consumed much.

Such a precious treasure made him unwilling to waste it.

But even without prior use, Lin Xuan remained confident in its power. After all, it was from the Immortal Realm, and he had no reason to be disappointed by it.

Sure enough, golden light enveloped him, transforming into a golden cloud about an arm's length across.

Simultaneously, terrifying spiritual pressure surged downward. The golden cloud enveloped Lin Xuan, swirling and forming a golden vortex that charged forward.

"What is this treasure?"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Tian Xiaojian was left speechless by the sight.

But his intuition told him it was no ordinary item. His face showed clear signs of caution.

"Bad luck, hide quickly."

A voice like thunder suddenly rang in their ears. Tian Xiaojian couldn't identify its origin, but the Demon Leader's vision and insight were sharp. He had once clashed with a True Immortal, so how could he not recognize this Immortal Realm spirit talisman?

If it were his prime self, a mere spirit talisman would be of no concern.

However, times have changed; he was now nothing more than a fragment of his soul. Although Tian Xiaojian had reached the middle stage of Tribulation Transcendence, the True Demon Technique hadn't been perfected yet. Facing an Immortal Realm spirit talisman in such haste was too dangerous.

Since their fates were intertwined, he naturally reminded Tian Xiaojian to be cautious.

Indeed, the Demon Leader's keen insight was timely.

However, he overlooked one crucial point: Tian Xiaojian wasn't a coward. He had meticulously planned for this copper furnace for so long; how could he give up now that it was almost within reach?

Although he recognized the power of Lin Xuan's spirit talisman, what did it matter? He would have to test its might.

"Break it!"

Tian Xiaojian roared, his hands moving rapidly. Spell techniques shot out from his fingers and palms, slicing through the void with blade light that emitted rule powers, striking Lin Xuan.

Facing such a swift attack, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. The golden vortex formed by the cloud continued unimpeded, emitting thunderous sounds as countless golden lightning bolts burst forth.

The scene was awe-inspiring to the extreme.

In an instant, the area within several acres was enveloped in its reach.

Tian Xiaojian's pupils constricted; he could see that this golden lightning had considerable power.

Taking a deep breath, he punched his chest.

"Blood spurts out..."

A torrent of blood spewed forth, quickly absorbed by the blade light.

Tian Xiaojian's face turned pale as the blood contained significant Life Essence Qi.

"Here, Heavenly Demon Wild Dance!"

With Tian Xiaojian's roar, the blade light changed form.

The void twisted, and the blade light vanished, replaced by ancient demons emerging from it.

Some had two heads and four arms; others had horns on their heads. Their appearances varied, but each revealed fangs, just like true Heavenly Demons.

More astonishingly, these demons were illusions, yet each emitted spiritual pressure akin to that of Tribulation Transcendents.

There were over a dozen of them.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; Tian Xiaojian truly was formidable. He had unleashed such an impressive technique.

But how could he be so strong? Immortal Realm spirit talismans weren't easy to deal with.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the golden lightning balls transformed too.

Some had three long whiskers, others were incredibly imposing, emitting unimaginable spiritual power.

"True Immortal Spirit Transformation Talisman. Jian, dodge; you can't win."

The Demon Leader's voice contained a hint of panic. But it was too late to run now; True Immortals appeared and unleashed their full might, slaying the Heavenly Demons.

"Blood spurts out..."

Tian Xiaojian spat blood again, this time not from any secret technique but due to his vital energy being damaged by the spirit talisman's effects. Lin Xuan seized this opportunity, emitting green light as he flew outward and disappeared into the horizon.

Throughout the process, Xuanwu didn't intervene; perhaps because of the talisman's terrifying power, he lacked confidence and chose to retreat. The True Spirit's wisdom was indeed profound, understanding when to act and when to hold back.

The matter had concluded for now, with Lin Xuan emerging as the lucky winner. But would Tian Xiaojian be content?
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A single stroke ruined everything!

After all his efforts, the treasure ended up in someone else's possession. Field Xiao Jian was fuming inside.

What use is it now? With things as they are, wallowing in regret won't change anything.

Field Xiao Jian took a deep breath and the magic aura around him surged, transforming into a streak of light that shot out and quickly vanished from sight.

The failure to snatch the treasure naturally made him angry.

But for now, he needed to leave this place as soon as possible.

This had become a dangerous ground!

For Yulan Business Alliance, the sudden turn of events at the auction was a heavy blow, a loss of face! Emotionally and logically, it would not let things go so easily.

Although Field Xiao Jian considered himself a high-minded cultivator, he didn't want to provoke such a formidable entity. The Feng family duo acted without any reservations, but in Field Xiao Jian's eyes, they seemed incredibly foolish.

Since his thoughts were different from the Feng family duo, he wouldn't follow their path. Regardless of how things turned out, he needed to leave this place first.

"Damn it!"

Thinking about the duck that had cooked and flown away at the last moment, Field Xiao Jian was extremely displeased, showing a more sinister expression on his face.

"Jian'er, you don't need to be so upset. Actually, your luck was pretty good just now."

At this moment, an old voice entered his ears, with a hint of enlightenment in its tone. There could only be one person— the former leader of the demon race.

"Why do you say such things, Father?"

Field Xiao Jian was greatly displeased: "Are you mocking me? Not only did I fail to get the treasure, but I was also heavily injured by someone else. Such a result can still be considered good luck?"

"Little fellow, your father and you rise and fall together. Mocking you would serve no purpose for me. If you knew that what you encountered just now was a divine talisman from the Immortal Realm, you wouldn't say so," the voice of the demon race leader carried a hint of anger, even more distant in its address.

"Father, please calm down. Jian'er is upset because I lost my treasure and thus offended you. You are a man of great magnanimity; can you tell me what a divine talisman from the Immortal Realm is?"

Field Xiao Jian did not get angry but instead showed a much better attitude than before. When one gives respect, they expect something in return— an old adage that proved true.

"A divine talisman from the Immortal Realm naturally refers to a talisman drawn by ancient true immortals. Could it be that such treasures exist in this mortal realm?"

Field Xiao Jian couldn't help but laugh and sigh; saying that was like not saying anything at all. The leader of the demon race, a figure of great importance, turned out to be so petty— he had already apologized earlier.

If only I knew today, why bother yesterday? Field Xiao Jian, helpless, could only continue smiling.

"Father, you mean that the treasure the guy just used was a divine talisman from the Immortal Realm?"

"Indeed. And it's not just any ordinary talisman; it’s a Heaven Immortal Spirit Talisman. This talisman grows stronger with power and is well-known even among talismans in the Immortal Realm. Even I would be hard-pressed to deal with such an item, but fortunately, what you encountered seems to have been only a fragment of the talisman. Otherwise, you wouldn't just suffer minor injuries; you'd already be in the netherworld."

"Oh?"

Upon hearing his father's words, Field Xiao Jian indeed shed his anger.

The other party having such a treasure made losing his own seem unavoidable.

"However... now that I have lost the copper furnace, Father, how can I find the Soul River Divine Fruit?" Field Xiao Jian said in difficulty.

"Don't worry. There are many treasures that can enter the Soul River region; your father will think of something for you," the demon race leader smiled.

"Thank you, Father."

Field Xiao Jian's face showed a look of great joy.

"Why so formal between us? The stronger you become, the more benefits I can gain from you. Even if you can enter the Soul River, finding the divine fruit is much harder than imagined," the demon race leader said with concern.

"There are many powerful experts there; even if we don't mention anything else, that guy who took away the copper furnace will definitely appear."

"How can appearing be a problem? For the Soul River Divine Fruit, could I possibly retreat?" There was no trace of fear on Field Xiao Jian's face: "This time, it was my fault for not being prepared. Next time, I won't make the same mistake again."

"Humph, you say that, but the mysterious cultivator’s strength cannot be underestimated. Even without using a divine talisman from the Immortal Realm, he is still a rare powerhouse— absolutely your rival. How strange; such a top-tier expert, why haven’t I heard of him before?"

The demon race leader's last words were more to himself than anyone else.

"Strange not only to Father, but his presence feels familiar, as if I've known him before, yet this person’s appearance is completely unfamiliar..." Field Xiao Jian rubbed his forehead, showing a thoughtful expression on his face.

"You mean... you should have known this person originally? He used disguise techniques?" The demon race leader was also an exceptionally wise individual; he understood the meaning behind it instantly.

"Indeed."

"Do you have any leads?" The demon race leader had interest in such a powerful figure.

"No."

Field Xiao Jian shook his head.

However, he actually lied. Although their appearances and figures were different, for some reason, Field Xiao Jian immediately thought of Lin Xuan.

He couldn't be one hundred percent sure but was at least eighty percent certain. The rapid progress he had made was due to the guidance and assistance from the demon race leader.

Lin Xuan, although talented, could not have achieved such accomplishments through sheer hard work alone.

But if it wasn’t for his arch-rival Lin Xuan, how could he feel so familiar? At this moment, Field Xiao Jian couldn't make up his mind.

He deliberately kept this information hidden and did not tell the demon race leader.

...

Field Xiao Jian's doubts were temporarily set aside. Lin Xuan was already tens of thousands of miles away at this point.

This auction had indeed been fruitful; he not only obtained the Soul Fruit but also this final treasure.

Since the copper furnace attracted so many powerful experts, it must be a significant item.

Originally, Lin Xuan didn't intend to intervene because his first priority was to find Mo Er. With too many experts present, any attempt at snatching the treasure could easily lead to an intense conflict.

Adding complications wasn’t what he wanted.

Lin Xuan merely intended to observe from the sidelines.

Who would have thought that things would take such a surprising turn? The heroes fought fiercely, even Xu Wu got involved, but no one managed to get the treasure. In the end, the copper furnace inexplicably landed at his feet.

What an amazing coincidence!

He could only attribute it to sheer luck.

Surprised by this good fortune, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to let such a chance slip away. After much trouble, he finally obtained the treasure and became the last victor. Moreover, he had now escaped danger.
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Lin Xuan was in high spirits. He released his spirit consciousness to confirm that within a few miles, there were no other cultivators around. In other words, he felt completely safe.

Although it had taken some effort, he had indeed gained sufficient rewards. Now, he should meet up with Xing'er.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he quickly vanished into the distant horizon.

...

The sky was somewhat dim, and this was an uninhabited wasteland.

Suddenly, a flash of green light appeared, and a figure materialized silently in mid-air.

At first glance, the person was no more than twenty years old, with an unremarkable appearance.

No doubt, it was Lin Xuan!

"Should be around here."

Lin Xuan looked around. He had taken in his surroundings one by one.

Although he wasn't familiar with the Netherworld Realm, this place seemed to match where he and Xing'er had agreed to meet up.

However, there were no traces of any cultivators within a ten-thousand-mile radius. It appeared that she hadn't come here after all.

That was not unusual; her speed couldn't compare to his, so it made sense for her to be slightly slower.

Lin Xuan wasn't anxious.

Since Xing'er had not exposed herself at the auction, there was no reason for danger. He just needed to wait in peace.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he had some matters to attend to.

Before his eyes, a steep mountain peak came into view.

It was less than a thousand feet tall and lacked vegetation, let alone any signs of cultivators. Clearly, it was just an abandoned hill.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and sharp swordlight emerged like fish swimming through water. Soon, he had established a cave abode.

Although simple, this would serve as a temporary shelter quite well.

Satisfied with the result, Lin Xuan's figure flashed inside.

The cave was bright and spacious. He took out a cushion from his sleeve and sat cross-legged on it.

Though he had traveled for so long, his strength kept him from feeling weary. Without hesitation, he retrieved the item he needed to deal with.

It was a round bead about the size of a fist!

This black bead seemed unremarkable at first glance. However, when held in front of him, faint sounds of wind and thunder could be heard.

Lin Xuan toyed with this treasure.

Known as Yin Phoenix Pearl, it had been obtained from the Heavenly Void Ghost Sage.

It possessed incredible uses and effects.

Once, it had taken away histreasure of life (life essence treasure).

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator. His Nine Palaces Swift Sword had eighty-one blades, each incredibly resilient. Otherwise, he might have lost this item to the other party.

Regardless, this was a significant treasure. Since he now possessed it, Lin Xuan naturally intended to study it thoroughly.

Before that, he withdrew his Nine Palaces Swift Swords.

Lin Xuan thought as he slightly infused some magical energy into the bead.

However, there was no effect; he couldn't control this Yin Phoenix Pearl.

Surprised, Lin Xuan tried several secret techniques in succession but still found no use for it.

Indeed, this proved to be a significant treasure!

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he wasn't angered by the situation. Although the item was magical, it posed no challenge to him.

Thankfully, he hadn't eradicated the Ghost Sage's essence back then; otherwise, he would have been at a loss now.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took out an jade box where the ghost sage's essence was sealed.

His eyes closed tightly as if in a deep sleep. For this old monster, there was no question of mercy—Lin Xuan extracted his soul and used Soul Scouring Technique to quickly obtain the clues he sought.

"Yin Phoenix Pearl is indeed a Heaven-Breaking Netherworld Treasure and one of the lesser-known but highly ranked treasures. No wonder it could take away my Nine Palaces Swift Swords."

Lin Xuan's murmured words echoed in his ears as he understood the entire situation through Soul Scouring Technique.

With his strength, he only needed to slightly refine it to control it.

Without delay, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began contemplating the Heaven-Breaking Treasure Technique within his mind.

Though difficult and obscure for ordinary cultivators, they meant nothing to him who could command even primordial substances.

After several hours, he had made significant progress. While not yet fully refined by his will, it was sufficient to use in combat.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward.

A breaking sound entered his ears as spatial ripples surged. A monstrous head appeared within the waves, opening its blood-filled mouth and spitting out a green light.

It was indeed Nine Palaces Swift Swords!

However, compared to before, the spiritual glow had dimmed slightly.

Although this treasure couldn't destroy the Nine Palaces Swift Swords, some of their spirit essence had been damaged.

But that didn't matter; such minor losses could be easily restored with some infant fire cultivation.

Next, Lin Xuan took out a storage bag and examined what the Ghost Sage left behind. An old monster's wealth was considerable, but there wasn't much that caught his eye.

Still, he had significant gains, especially in terms of millions upon millions of netherworld stones.

It was amusing to think about carrying so many netherworld stones without realizing their value and having to go through all the trouble to exchange them with Rain Mist Alliance. It was indeed unnecessary.

However, even wise people can make mistakes; such a small error wasn't significant.

Lin Xuan was not stingy as he stored these netherworld stones in his possession.

With this matter concluded, Lin Xuan took out a bronze furnace from his pocket.

It was grand and ancient, with intricate patterns that were mysterious. However, Lin Xuan still couldn't discern what kind of treasure it was.

Logically, this shouldn't be the case; Lin Xuan's vision and insight were unparalleled, and so many experts had competed for this furnace—it must have been a significant treasure. Why no clues?

Lin Xuan showed signs of dissatisfaction. He would have to wait until later to gather more information.

Speaking of time, it had passed quite some time. Xing'er should be meeting up with him by now. Why was there still no word from her?

That girl might have encountered danger in the Netherworld Realm.

Lin Xuan's heart filled with concern.

Before this thought could fully form, he suddenly felt something and rose to his feet, transforming into a streak of green light as he left the cave and soared into the air.

In the distance, a light point appeared on the horizon, no, it was a streak of green light flying towards him.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed, then his face turned extremely grim. His body was enveloped in a green glow as he transformed into a streak of green light to meet the approaching figure.
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"Xing'er, what's going on? Who injured you?"

Soon meeting the distant streak of light, it was indeed Xing'er.

However, she appeared extremely disheveled at this moment. Lin Xuan could tell from a glance that her injuries were serious, and there was still faint red blood around her mouth.

"Nothing to worry about. When I returned, I encountered one of Jin Yue's Corpse King’s subordinates. After a fierce battle, I managed to kill the enemy..."

Xing'er spoke nonchalantly as if it wasn't a big deal.

In this age, such matters were not surprising. The Deva King's loyal servants were few and far between in the Netherworld, and Jin Yue's Corpse King was ambitious, doing everything possible to prevent the king from recovering his strength. Killing him at the bud stage was no surprise.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan looked rather dejected after hearing the details. Moon must have endured a lot these years.

"Are you sure you've gotten rid of all your pursuers?"

"Yes, that's correct!"

Xing'er said so confidently, but she wasn't entirely certain. There were many ghost species in the Netherworld, and some excelled at concealment techniques.

Although she had killed the enemy, it was unclear whether any escaped.

"Alright, then let's leave this place."

Lin Xuan didn’t need to mention his strength; even a common cultivator could kill him. But how could that matter? The Netherworld was filled with experts, and Jin Yue’s Corpse King was far beyond what he could contend with now.

As the saying goes, better safe than sorry. So Lin Xuan felt it best to leave this place.

Xing'er had no objections. Together, they emitted a faint green glow and left the area.

...

Soon, both of them disappeared into the horizon.

The once desolate plain returned to silence.

Wu...

A gust of wind blew through, revealing a face in the soft sand.

The features were remarkably lifelike, and a low, sinister laugh echoed.

"The Deva King's servant has finally discovered his trail. Haha, His Majesty, Lord Celestial Defier, will be delighted..."

His voice grew softer until it was silent again. The wind blew, and the sand returned to its original state as if nothing had happened.

...

"Ko-ko-ko!"

"Xing'er, how are you feeling?"

"I'm fine."

Though she said so, her face was even paler than before. Clearly, her injuries were severe, and not resting while traveling worsened them.

"Don't strain yourself. Try swallowing this pill and see how it feels."

Lin Xuan wouldn’t abandon her; he flicked his sleeve, and a crimson pill flew out.

"Thank you, senior."

Xing'er didn’t doubt him. She swallowed the pill without hesitation. If Lin Xuan wanted to harm her, he could do so with just a finger’s movement, no need for such trouble.

She knew this, so she wouldn't suspect anything.

And indeed, it was the right choice. The medicinal power spread quickly, and Xing'er's injuries began to heal. This wasn’t surprising; Lin Xuan’s healing pills were of exceptional quality. While they couldn’t bring the dead back to life or turn flesh into bone, treating such injuries wouldn’t be too difficult.

Their遁光 flew swiftly, and before long, they had traveled another million miles.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found no other cultivators nearby. Thus, he retracted his light and casually chose a desolate mountain for landing.

Xing'er understood his intentions and followed him to the top of the mountain.

"Senior, this is the Heart Refinement Fruit."

The girl approached Lin Xuan, extending her hand and tapping it on her waist. A flash of spirit light appeared as she took out an jade box.

Opening the lid, she revealed a spirit fruit.

At first glance, it resembled an apple.

Lin Xuan hadn’t kept this item when he initially acquired it; instead, he entrusted it to Xing'er for safekeeping.

He did so because his heart was clear. Deep down, Xing'er already believed him to be the Young Master but had to take precautions for the king's safety.

Now, the truth was about to be revealed.

Xing'er seemed a bit nervous, while Lin Xuan appeared more relaxed as he hadn’t lied and thus had nothing to fear.

Lin Xuan took the Heart Refinement Fruit and bit into it without hesitation. The taste was indeed good; after a few bites, he finished it all.

A moment later, the medicinal power should have taken effect. Thus, Xing'er began questioning him.

"Are you really Lin Xuan?"

"Absolutely."

"Your fiancée, the king?"

"Of course. Moon is my dearest woman in this life and the next."

...

To be honest, such questions were a bit silly, but to prove his identity, Lin Xuan could only reluctantly answer them.

"Salute Young Master."

A moment later, Xing'er asked several more questions, each of which Lin Xuan answered without hesitation. His identity was now beyond doubt.

Xing'er relaxed and her expression lightened as if a heavy burden had been lifted. Although she believed him to be the Young Master deep down, it wasn’t until after the Heart Refinement Fruit test that she could be certain.

Now, there were no doubts left.

"Forgive my rudeness earlier; please don't mind."

"No need for such formalities," Lin Xuan waved his hand lightly. "We’ve shared hardships together, so we shouldn’t be so polite."

"By the way, how is Moon? Where is she now?"

Lin Xuan showed concern on his face. The little girl must have endured a lot these years; he wished to reunite with her wife as soon as possible.

"Don't worry, even though the king’s strength hasn’t fully recovered, it has improved significantly. She is safely housed in a secure place."

"That's good. Take me there."

"Of course, Young Master," Xing'er smiled sincerely. As one of the Deva King’s servants, she was Yue’s trusted confidante and knew about their relationship. In Yue’s chambers, she had even seen Lin Xuan’s portrait, knowing that the king missed him deeply. Their reunion now would be a joy.

"Thank you."

"It's my duty, Young Master,"

"Xing'er, I’ve said it before; there’s no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan’s somewhat helpless voice echoed in her ears.

"Yes!"

A smile appeared on Xing'er’s face.

Throughout the journey, Lin Xuan asked about Moon’s condition. With his identity confirmed, Xing'er had no reason to hide and spoke freely...

"What? Moon has already advanced to the Tribulation Realm?"

Lin Xuan heard a shocking news. This girl was indeed the Deva King reborn; her cultivation speed rivaled his own Tiaoxiao Jian's.
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However, it's not surprising to think about. Back in the human world, Moon displayed unparalleled talent. Now that she has returned to Yinshi Underground Realm, naturally, her abilities have only improved.

The Reincarnated King of Asura would not be an ordinary figure!

"How is Moon's situation?"

Although he had heard a rough account from the other party before, at that time, Lin Xuan's identity was yet to be confirmed. Therefore, his response was naturally restrained.

Now, with circumstances changed and time passed, Xing'er no longer harbored any reservations. For both reason and emotion, Lin Xuan naturally needed to inquire in detail about Moon's situation.

"The King's position is not favorable," the ghost girl named Xing'er said, her face showing a hint of disappointment. Her originally refined features now had a touch of anger.

Lin Xuan sighed; indeed, as he suspected.

"Tell me more..." Lin Xuan's expression was full of composure.

He had anticipated this situation and thus did not feel angry. The pressing matter at hand was to understand the current state of Yinshi Underground Realm so that he could take advantage of it to protect Moon.

"The King's divine powers have yet to recover, and there are many powerful figures in Yinshi Underground Realm. These fellows don't even think about their past favors from the Asura King; many now harbor rebellious thoughts..."

Xing'er's angry voice echoed into his ears as he listened silently beside her.

With her eloquent words, she narrated the entire story clearly.

Sure enough, just as Lin Xuan had guessed, after Moon lost the power of the Asura King, many powerful demons and ghosts were不服. Consequently, her situation was dire indeed.

Some even had ruthless intentions to eliminate her completely...

Fortunately, Moon's luck was good; before reincarnating, she left behind several fallback plans, allowing her to turn danger into safety.

However, Yinshi Underground Realm was home to countless demons and ghosts, with many being loyal to the Asura King. His reputation was high, so some remained faithful to his power.

Nevertheless, their situation remained precarious. At the end of the day, in the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme. For Moon to become the ruler of Yinshi Underground Realm again, she had only one path.

"What? Moon still has a chance to become the ruler of Yinshi Underground Realm?" Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. He just wanted her to be safe and happy; he never expected such possibilities!

"Of course, even though the King's reincarnation was out of necessity, his talent is unparalleled. I don't know the specifics, but the King left behind a fallback plan. As long as she gathers all seven treasures of Māra, she can restore her former glory."

Xing'er clasped her hands together with hopeful anticipation.

It was no wonder Xing'er's face was filled with longing. Despite their current dire situation, once the Asura King regained his former power, all problems would be easily resolved.

"What are these Seven Treasures of Cultivation?"

"Lord Young Master, you don't know? These were left behind by the King before her reincarnation. By gathering these seven treasures, she can restore her former strength..."

Now that Lin Xuan was confirmed as Lord Young Master, Xing'er would not hide anything from him. She narrated in detail.

"The Seven Treasures of Māra are primordial objects?"

"Not exactly. At first glance, they seem ordinary, and even a common cultivator would find no use for them. They include a necklace, bracelet, and a cosmetic box..."

"What? A cosmetic box?"

Before Xing'er could finish, Lin Xuan interrupted.

"Indeed, one of the treasures is a cosmetic box. Lord Young Master, have you ever seen it before?"

Xing'er's face lit up with joy. To gather these seven treasures required immense effort from those loyal to the Asura King; it was extremely difficult to obtain even one.

If Lord Young Master happened to have one, that would be wonderful!

Finding a needle in a haystack and getting it for free!

However, Lin Xuan did not answer her question but instead closed his eyes, lost in thought.

He had indeed seen the cosmetic box before. A few hundred years ago, when Daoist True Dragon and Fairy Qianqian held their dual cultivation ceremony, the two Saint Ancestors of Ice Soul Snake spared no effort to break through space-time barriers just to attend.

They even presented three extraordinary treasures but only for a simple cosmetic box in exchange.

They claimed it was an ancestral inheritance, though useless, could not fall into the hands of outsiders.

It was clearly a mere pretext; would such a great true demon ancestor, as a true primordial being, really make a deal over such trivial reasons?

Absolutely not!

At that time, all present cultivators were baffled.

Since it was a joyous day, Daoist True Dragon did not want to complicate matters and agreed to the exchange.

Thinking back now, although Lin Xuan was not one hundred percent certain, that cosmetic box might well be one of the Seven Treasures of Māra.

By the way, there's also the bracelet!

Lin Xuan recalled his experiences in the lost realm.

In Asura Palace, he had obtained a bracelet but didn't know its purpose. Coincidentally, Ice Soul Snake's avatar arrived at this realm.

She went to such great lengths for a reason; she even collaborated with Venerable Qingyan. Could it be one of the Seven Treasures of Māra?

There was also the necklace just now. By his count, he had two treasures left behind by the Asura King in his possession.

Lin Xuan thought about this but did not elaborate further. He wasn't doubting her; rather, everything was still a guess and needed to be confirmed after seeing Moon.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan felt much more relieved. His eagerness to see Yue'er quickly grew stronger.

However, he couldn't rush things. According to Xing'er, Moon now resides in Yinmugu Swamp.

Yinmugu Swamp sounded like a nice name but was actually a terrifying place in the Yinshi Underground Realm. As its name suggested, it was vast and filled with dangerous swamps that were hard to describe.

While the outer areas posed some danger, they still allowed adventurers to test their mettle. However, as one ventured deeper, the terror increased. Even ordinary cultivators could fall prey to the dangers there, let alone old monsters at the peak of their power who might also meet their demise.

"Why would Moon hide in such a dangerous place?" Lin Xuan was greatly surprised.

"Lord Young Master, don't worry. This is where the King had arranged her stay before reincarnation."

"The Asura King's arrangement?"

"Yes, after her reincarnation, she wouldn't be able to command Yinshi Underground Realm anymore, and many would harbor ill intentions. The King foresaw this and left a place for herself. Despite the dangers in Yinmugu Swamp, they serve as natural barriers," Xing'er smiled.

"Hmm, that makes sense."

Lin Xuan thought about it; indeed, there was no need to hesitate: "Let's go to Yinmugu Swamp!"

PS: I have something to attend to today, so only one update. Three updates tomorrow to make up for it!
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Acting on his words, the Lion Youth Alliance

It was unclear whether it was due to good fortune or just a stroke of luck, but their journey so far had been smooth sailing. They hadn't encountered any obstacles.

One could say that everything went well. Half a month later, they arrived at Yin Fog Swamp.

"Is this where Moon resides?"

Lin Xuan looked up at the swamp ahead. At first glance, it didn’t seem particularly remarkable. The entire area was shrouded in thick fog, which had an effect on divine awareness, making it difficult to detect anything hidden within the depths of the swamp.

"Indeed, Wang hides deep within the swamp. There she can avoid her enemies' ambushes and sneak attacks," Xiang'er's respectful voice echoed in his ears.

"How are we supposed to get in?"

Lin Xuan was curious. Xiang'er had mentioned that although this swamp wasn’t as dangerous as the Nether River, it was still a notorious place known for its perils by the Yin Realm.

While the outer regions could serve as a trial ground for cultivators, the deeper one went, the more perilous it became. Even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage might lose their lives there.

Moon chose this swamp because of King Asura’s meticulous planning. Before his rebirth, he had arranged numerous strategies to ensure their safety here. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have been able to live in such a dangerous place.

Throughout their journey, Lin Xuan felt reassured about Moon's safety after listening to Xiang'er’s description. However, how to enter the Yin Fog Swamp remained a source of concern.

"Lord Youngman, rest assured. Although the swamp is perilous, King Asura has already arranged for safe teleportation methods. We don’t need to take any risks."

"Teleportation array?"

Lin Xuan wasn't overly pleased by this news; his expression was filled with worry as he asked, "This indeed sounds like a good idea, but every method has its drawbacks. Haven’t you considered the possibility that if the location is exposed, Moon might be in grave danger?"

"Don’t worry, Lord Youngman. King Asura had already thought of everything."

Xiang'er smiled and explained: "Firstly, the cultivators responsible for the teleportation array were born into Asura’s servile clans. Their loyalty to the King is unquestionable."

"Secondly, the location where the array was set up is ingeniously chosen; it's impossible for anyone to discover it."

"But that can’t be said with certainty," Lin Xuan retorted, his face showing a hint of skepticism. "Don’t forget that once you’re captured, your minds could be probed..."

"Hmph, what’s the point in probing our minds? The information obtained would only be incorrect. Asura King wouldn’t lack such basic tactics."

Xiang'er's expression was filled with pride as she spoke, clearly showing her unwavering loyalty to the Asura King: "Moreover, even if they find the teleportation array, without the King’s personally bestowed jade talisman, they won’t be able to activate it."

...

After Xiang'er’s detailed explanation, Lin Xuan finally felt at ease.

Although these methods could still be circumvented, there was no such thing as absolute safety in either the cultivation world or the secular realm.

In all honesty, Asura Moon's previous life had already considered everything thoroughly. These strategies were interlinked; breaking any one of them would require significant effort, let alone dismantling them entirely.

Theoretically, Moon still faced dangers, but such threats were highly unlikely to materialize.

With his heart at ease, Lin Xuan allowed Xiang'er to lead the way. As long as they found the teleportation array, he could soon reunite with Moon.

After being apart for thousands of years, Lin Xuan truly missed her. The saying "nearing home makes one nervous" also applied when meeting someone you love; his heart was filled with anticipation and excitement.

...

Xiang'er naturally had no objections. With a burst of green light, she flew forward.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly, following behind at a steady pace.

Though they hadn’t concealed their appearances, their cultivation levels had changed.

Their aura was suppressed.

From afar, one could only see them as being at the Core Formation stage.

They did this for a reason. Although Yin Fog Swamp was notorious and considered a dangerous place in the Yin Realm, it contained abundant treasures. For cultivators, this was an irresistible temptation.

No one dared to venture into the depths of the swamp, where old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage might even fall prey to its dangers.

However, the outer regions were fair game. Various yin souls and ghostly creatures often used these areas as trial grounds.

Collecting spirit herbs or hunting the strange beasts within could yield many treasures.

Thus, cultivators frequently appeared on the edges of the swamp. Given their eye-catching cultivation levels, they needed to suppress their aura to avoid drawing attention.

Indeed, along the way, they encountered numerous yin souls and ghostly creatures with diverse forms, broadening Lin Xuan’s horizons.

Although he had been in the Yin Realm for some time, the variety of yin souls and ghosts was no less impressive than that of ancient demons. There were still many such entities that Lin Xuan hadn’t seen before.

Suppressing their aura proved to be a wise move; they didn’t attract any cultivators’ attention along the way.

After flying for a day and night, they came across an inhabited city in front of them.

Technically speaking, it wasn’t quite a city. The scale of this settlement was much smaller than even ordinary cultivation sites. It should just be a temporary resting point!

After all, regardless of whether one could find treasures or not, cultivators needed a place to rest and recuperate, especially when dealing with dangerous yin souls and ghostly creatures that occasionally emerged from the depths of the swamp.

Lin Xuan extended his divine awareness; this settlement covered only about a hundred miles in radius. It was extremely small.

Around it were some rudimentaryprohibition.

Although rare, terrifying monsters would sometimes emerge from the depths of the swamp.

Thus, even such a simple resting point had some defensive measures.

In Lin Xuan’s view, such crude talismans could at most serve as a warning but wouldn’t be much use against formidable enemies.

According to Xiang'er, their destination was one of these temporary settlements.

Even in the bustling world, there were countless similar rest points in Yin Fog Swamp. Each settlement hosted cultivators traveling from all directions, making it a lively place. Setting up the teleportation array here ensured maximum safety.

Indeed, it was a brilliant idea.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but praise it. Unfortunately, this temporary settlement wasn’t their final destination. They continued flying forward without stopping.

Postscript: The first chapter is out today; I’ll be posting three chapters. Please vote for monthly passes!
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No incidents occurred.

The two of them flew through the murky swamp. In just a day and night, they had traversed countless resting points, encountering all sorts of spirits and ghosts at various stages along the way.

Due to their concealment of their aura, no disturbances arose. After flying over thousands of mountains and rivers, they finally arrived at their destination.

The sounds of bustling voices reached their ears as they looked around. Before them was a spacious open area. A crude stone wall caught their eyes.

This wall was extremely simple, clearly created by using earth-based spells to take advantage of the surroundings. Some patterns were carved on its surface—nothing more than basic defensive spells.

From what could be seen, this resting point covered an area no larger than a hundred miles. Its layout and scale were not much different from those they had passed through earlier, showing little distinction.

However, according to Xing'er's words, the mysterious teleportation array was set up here.

Great concealment within plain sight!

Indeed, it was a masterful plan and setup.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but marvel at this. This resting point was unremarkable, yet who would have thought that such a secret lay hidden within?

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan greeted Xing'er with a wave as he flew forward, surrounded by a faint green glow.

They arrived quickly. Lin Xuan landed his遁光 and stepped into the rudimentary resting point.

Surveying the surroundings, most of the buildings here were simple, and their scale was far from that of true cultivator cities.

Yet, despite its small size, it had everything one would need—a marketplace with fixed shops and temporary stalls. Cultivators traveling through this area inevitably needed to replenish supplies here. Any treasures obtained in the murky swamp, unless extremely rare, were usually sold out here as well.

Thus, although the resting point was not large, the marketplace buzzed with constant calls for sale, creating a lively atmosphere.

...

In such circumstances, Lin Xuan and Xing'er entered the marketplace together without drawing any attention. Other spirits and ghosts arriving at this replenishment point also acted similarly.

Although Lin Xuan wanted to reunite with Yue'er, his temperament made him realize that he couldn't rush things.

Thus, in the marketplace, he neither showed any eagerness nor behaved like a typical cultivator, lingering among various shops and stalls. He even bought several valuable items as if genuinely seeking supplies and rest.

In short, he left no trace of suspicion.

Although this might have been unnecessary, for Yue'er's safety, being cautious was always the right approach.

By midday, Lin Xuan and Xing'er entered another shop leisurely.

...

This was a general store. As its name suggested, it sold all sorts of items—cultivation techniques, talismans, materials, and various treasures needed by cultivators.

It seemed that they had arrived at an opportune time as few cultivators were present in the store, their cultivation levels being abysmally low. Only a few base foundation spirits were here, handled by servants. The shop owner sat on a grand chair with a relaxed expression.

...

Lin Xuan's divine sense revealed that the owner was only at the condensation core stage and looked unremarkable. Unlike other spirits, he resembled an ordinary human. He appeared as a plump middle-aged man.

With his yuan婴 cultivation level, Lin Xuan stood out among others here.

The owner, recognizing their status, immediately greeted them with a smile.

"Senior, what would you like to buy? Though our store is small, we have many varieties of goods that will surely make your visit enjoyable."

"I need several rare materials. Here's the list; please check if we have anything on it."

Xing'er's expression remained calm as she tossed a black jade eye at him.

The owner didn't seem bothered and accepted it with a smile, releasing his divine sense.

His face lit up in delight: "Senior wants to buy so many treasures. You are our major customer and VIP. Please follow me upstairs for further discussion."

Lin Xuan and Xing'er had no objections.

Such scenes were common in the cultivation world, and other cultivators paid them no mind.

Following the stairs, they went with the owner to an upper floor.

The upper floor was adorned with many private rooms. The owner led them into a VIP room.

Inside, everything was elegantly rustic. The owner approached a mural on the front wall, carefully removing it. A passage became visible as he did so.

"Brilliant setup."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but nod in approval.

While机关傀儡术was insignificant in the cultivation world, when used well, it could produce unexpected creativity.

Here, while setting up barriers was convenient, it would easily reveal itself to powerful cultivators with strong divine senses.

In contrast,机关傀儡术had no mana fluctuations and was more discreet.

It's like covering your tracks.

"Please!"

The owner gestured. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and found that the passage was much longer than expected, leading deep underground.

Xing'er went down first. Lin Xuan followed a few steps behind without hesitation.

...

The passage turned out to be even longer than anticipated, dark and endless.

Lin Xuan showed no fear, maintaining a relaxed demeanor.

After a cup of tea's time, they finally saw a faint light ahead. Xing'er hurried her pace, and Lin Xuan followed closely.

Another hundred paces later, the area opened up.

They found themselves in an underground cave. It was vast, with a distance of at least thousands of feet from the surface.

Lin Xuan surveyed his surroundings, immediately taking in the entire cave's appearance.

There were no other objects; directly ahead was a teleportation array, truly eye-catching.

With his extensive experience, Lin Xuan had seen countless teleportation arrays. This one's intricacy and complexity surpassed even interdimensional ones.

Around the array stood two cultivators—one male and one female.

The man looked unremarkable, appearing to be in his twenties, while the woman was an old lady with white hair, her face wrinkled but smiling warmly.

Their cultivation levels were also at the yuan婴 stage.

This wasn't unusual. The most important thing for guarding this array was loyalty, not their cultivation level.
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Xing'er's concerns were not unfounded. She had originally thought that the teleportation array was foolproof, but it turned out to be a trap set by the enemy.

Since there had been a change here, and many of the teleportation talismans had fallen into their hands, Wang’s place of residence could no longer remain secret. In fact, he might have already been invaded by external enemies.

With intentional strategy against unintentional circumstances, Wang's situation was indeed dire.

Xing'er understood this logic as clearly as Lin Xuan did. His concern for Yue'er was just as deep.

Lin Xuan’s character was steady and resolute, but even so, his face showed signs of anxiety at the moment. Worry can cloud one's judgment.

Regardless of whether the enemy had already acted or not, Yue'er’s situation was already precarious. They needed to reunite with her quickly and inform her to leave immediately.

Lin Xuan expressed his thoughts, and Xing'er naturally agreed. The two then flashed away and returned to the teleportation array.

Subsequently, he took out a genuine teleportation talisman and installed it on the array.

Through soul-searching techniques, Lin Xuan had already known that the two individuals only tampered with the teleportation talismans but did not alter the teleportation array. As long as they used the real talismans, they could still reach their destination.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a spell was fired from his fingertips.

A "wuhu" sound echoed, and indeed, the teleportation array activated effortlessly.

A grayish light enveloped both of them, and then Lin Xuan and Xing'er vanished without a trace.

...

"Why, Mother of Ghosts, do you not leave these two here? These fellows, though they tried to hide their tracks, are merely at the stage of a distracted spirit or a soul undergoing tribulation. With your strength, it should be easy to eliminate them. Why let them go?" A cold voice echoed in the cave.

The light from the teleportation array dissipated, and silence returned to the stone cavern. However, just as this happened, another chilling voice entered their ears, though the tone was laced with respect.

"Eliminate these two? Haha, Ghost Messenger, you underestimate them too much," a pleasant voice reverberated in the air. Then, spatial ripples surged, and two figures appeared in sight.

One was tall, with a green face and sharp teeth; the other was surrounded by dark mist, making their appearance indistinct but resembling an elegant woman in ancient attire.

Both had reached the tribulation stage, and the aura emitted by the woman displayed the formidable power of late-stage tribulation.

"Why do you say that we underestimate them? These mere tribulation souls are within your reach. How could there be any unforeseen circumstances?" The so-called Ghost Messenger expressed disbelief.

The Yellow Springs Mother Ghost, though not as powerful as the Six Kings ofunderworld tribunal, was indeed a late-stage tribulation entity. Ordinary tribulation souls couldn't compare to her in terms of power.

"The girl at the stage of distraction is naturally insignificant, but the one beside her cannot be compared to ordinary cultivators."

The Yellow Springs Mother Ghost's cold voice entered their ears, carrying an undercurrent of apprehension.

"What? Mother of Ghosts, are you joking? That boy might be a middle-stage cultivator, but how could he compare to you?" The Ghost Messenger’s face was filled with astonishment. He couldn’t fathom the basis for such a judgment.

Although Lin Xuan had intervened earlier, as a tribulation cultivator, eliminating two distracted spirits posed no difficulty. Thus, he found it hard to gauge Lin Xuan's true strength from that battle...

"Mother Ghost did not see anything amiss with him, but you should know that my spirit beast, 'Diteng,' can perceive one’s fortune and misfortune," the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost said as a light flashed, revealing an unusual creature. It had a tiger head, dog ears, dragon body, lion tail, and phoenix feet, measuring only about a foot in length but exuding a strong aura of auspiciousness.

Diteng was not a true spirit but one of the most miraculous auspicious beasts in the three realms. Legend said it could perceive one’s fortune or misfortune, past and future alike.

While this might be somewhat exaggerated, Diteng's ability to avoid danger was no idle boast. The Yellow Springs Mother Ghost had considered leaving Lin Xuan here earlier, but just before she acted, Diteng sent a strong warning that if they fought, disaster would befall her.

The Yellow Springs Mother Ghost could not understand why such a middle-stage cultivator might pose a threat. However, out of curiosity, she ultimately decided to follow the spirit beast’s judgment.

...

In thousands of years past, Diteng had helped the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost countless times, even saving her from death on several occasions. Despite her doubts, she chose to rely on the spirit beast's judgment.

Better safe than sorry.

"What? This is really happening?"

The Ghost Messenger was stunned by the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost’s description. He knew that Diteng could perceive fortune and misfortune. Had such a warning come just now? Could that ordinary-looking man be a late-stage cultivator in disguise?

"No, he initially concealed his strength but later seemed to have reached middle-stage tribulation. I don’t understand why Diteng sent this message. Perhaps the power of his cultivation method or some extraordinary treasure is what caused him to warn me," the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost said as she gently stroked her spirit beast.

She had no hundred percent certainty about the reason but could only speculate.

"So, they are indeed formidable!" The Ghost Messenger’s face showed signs of fear.

"Indeed, Diteng's predictions about fortune and misfortune rarely go wrong," the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost was certain.

"But what should we do next? Can we just ignore it? If Jin Yue’s Corpse King finds out, he won’t let us off easily," a hint of worry appeared on the Ghost Messenger’s face.

"Humph. What does Jin Yue's Corpse King matter to me? Although I can't defeat him and must temporarily submit, I am still an honored guest, not his subordinate. Besides, I never said I would ignore this person; I just left the hard nut for others to crack," a smug smile appeared on the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost’s lips.

"Others will crack it, meaning you are referring to the five of us, the Ghosts of the Dark Trenches?"

"Yes, those five have always been at odds with us. They found another teleportation point and heard that their luck was better than ours, getting more talismans. With their fierce and aggressive nature, they must already be heading towards the Arrogant King's hideout," the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost said.

PS: Sigh, it feels like rain is about to fall every day; it’s much colder now. My baby kicks the blanket all night long for fun, but this morning he coughed so badly that I had to take him to the hospital. It was a busy day, and now I finally understand what it means to know how hard parents work for their children's health and well-being. May your child recover soon!
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The scene was becoming increasingly awe-inspiring as one got closer.

Innumerable阴魂鬼物, like ants, surged towards the city in layers. The once majestic仙城 now resembled a small boat tossed about by surging waves, at any moment ready to capsize.

The number of炼尸 was even greater, and these were mindless puppets with no fear or awareness. Despite formidable禁制 within the city, they couldn't hold out for long either.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely grim; so was Dang Er’s.

They had initially thought it was just a matter of the teleportation point being exposed, but now things had deteriorated to this extent.

"Jinyue Corpse King!"

The little girl's voice was filled with anger, though fear could not be concealed: "Though this place is阴司地府, teeming with powerful beings, only Jinyue Corpse King would dare gather such a large army of炼尸."

"What?"

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath, his expression turning gravely serious. He was no fool to think he could match the Six Kings of阴司.

If Jinyue Corpse King were here, Moon’s safety would truly be at risk?

Lin Xuan sucked in another cold breath.

But despite his fear, there was no intention of retreating.

What if they couldn't defeat him?

Even if a True Immortal had come to this place, he would never allow anyone to harm Moon.

Even if it meant using the Five Dragon Seal, revealing the secret of the Blue Star Sea, or even perishing here, he must protect Moon.

Lin Xuan's gaze was resolute as he released his powerful mental awareness.

Boom!

Sure enough, a tremendous explosion sounded in his mind.

About ten million miles away, the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic. The explosions never ceased; if he hadn't misjudged, there were definitely beings at the Transcendence stage battling here.

It seemed like they were fighting in pairs, but this was strange. If Jinyue Corpse King arrived here, unless Ahriman King had resurrected, no one on Moon’s side should be able to match him.

Could it be that among those still loyal to Moon, there are beings of this level?

This was too incredible. Even a regular late-stage Transcendence would be far inferior. At least someone as powerful as Nai Long or Fairy Hundred Flowers would have a chance against the Six Kings of阴司.

Lin Xuan listened to his analysis and noticed Dang Er’s expression turned slightly odd: "Young Master, you overthink it. While I agree that Jinyue Corpse King's army has arrived here, it doesn't mean he himself is present."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan turned his head as Dang Er continued: "Though Jinyue Corpse King may be cold-hearted, his status is extremely high; how could he easily arrive here? This army of炼尸 is likely brought by his subordinates."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. He realized the situation was more manageable than he had thought.

As long as Jinyue Corpse King didn't personally arrive, other Transcendence beings could be dealt with.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan’s body emitted a layer of green light and flew towards the area where the primordial energy fluctuations were intense.

Lin Xuan's distant approach was deliberate. If his analysis was correct, this city might be Moon’s refuge. The situation wasn't dire, but it was indeed precarious.

Surrounding the city were countless阴魂鬼物, with numerous炼尸 of various ranks trying to breach the defenses.

The scene was as described, but upon closer inspection, there was a subtle difference.

On the surface, the city seemed on the brink of collapse. However, its禁制 was formidable, likely set up by Ahriman King. Therefore, despite the large number of enemies, they couldn't break through the禁制 in the short term. Moreover, there were cultivators inside who could hold out for a few more days with the禁制’s aid.

Thus, even if Moon was indeed inside, he didn’t need to rush to her rescue immediately. Lin Xuan had learned to consider things from a broader perspective as a True Immortal.

The intense siege battle here was overshadowed by the fierce battles far away.

At a certain level, the number of cultivators couldn't hide their differences in cultivation stages.

By eliminating the渡劫级别的阴魂鬼物, the crisis facing the仙城 would naturally be resolved.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly and flew towards Dang Er without hesitation.

Ten million miles was unattainable for ordinary people. But with Lin Xuan's current abilities, it took only an instant to reach.

Upon arrival, he saw a flurry of spiritual light and dark energy, various magical treasures flying everywhere. Several battle zones were in full swing, the fighting intense beyond measure.

Sure enough, they were at the Transcendence stage!

Lin Xuan released his mental awareness and even used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. He felt no other formidable enemies nearby and breathed a sigh of relief.

While Dang Er’s words made sense, Lin Xuan was still wary that Jinyue Corpse King might act unpredictably. If he did arrive here, he would need to plan how to ensure Moon's safety.

Fortunately, his concerns were unfounded; the old monster hadn’t come. So, Lin Xuan relaxed and began to focus on assessing the battle situation.

There were five enemies.

All were Ghost Sage-level beings with varying cultivation stages—some at early stages, others mid-stage.

As for Ahriman King’s阴魂鬼物, there were nine in total. Four of them were also at the Transcendence stage, using their treasures or secret techniques to fight Jinyue Corpse King's four subordinates.

The other five…

Lin Xuan’s mental awareness swept over them, almost making him doubt his assessment. Those five were merely at the Spirit Dividing stage—peak Spirit Dividing—but compared to the old Transcendence monsters, their gap was enormous.

They weren’t just filling in gaps; they might have been sent here because Moon's side had insufficient high-ranking experts to block the powerful beings. Thus, only five Spirit Dividing-level阴魂鬼物 were dispatched.

Lin Xuan initially thought so, but his eyes widened as he scanned them. They faced a mid-stage old monster instead.

Shouldn’t weaker opponents be chosen if necessary?

Lin Xuan was both shocked and bewildered by this turn of events.
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Surprised, Lin Xuan did not rashly reveal himself. Instead, he decided to observe the situation quietly before making a decision. After all, what was happening in front of him was too bizarre; he didn't want to fall into the trap set by his opponent due to carelessness.

"Better safe than sorry!"

Given the current circumstances, Moonling was at a disadvantage, but not in immediate danger. Therefore, Lin Xuan had ample time to consider his next move.

Rumbling thunderous explosions continued to reverberate through the air. The five Spirit-Channeling ghosts were doing their best to fend off their opponent's attacks.

Lin Xuan quickly scanned them and easily noticed that they worked together flawlessly in a coordinated attack. However, their abilities alone seemed insufficient to withstand the attacks of an Immortal-Transcending old monster.

The key lay in the array flags each of them held in their hands.

Using阵法as support!

This array was incredibly skillful, even though it was controlled by only five individuals.

Especially adept at defense, it could be considered a fortress of steel and iron.

Thus, facing an Immortal-Transcending middle-stage monster, although they had no chance of winning, they could still maintain their ground.

Of course, this was just the current situation.

If they continued to delay, these five would eventually fall.

However, even if such an outcome occurred, they might have already fulfilled their mission and purpose. The five were gritting their teeth and struggling desperately, merely buying time.

Perhaps it was a last resort or hoping that things would change with prolonged delays.

Lin Xuan didn't know the specifics, but since he had arrived here, he couldn't afford to ignore anything.

Lin Xuan was ready to act now.

Since choosing this place as his breakthrough point, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't overlook his next opponent.

However, upon clearly seeing his face, Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling speechless. He even said with a gasp of cool air.

Lin Xuan wasn't an inexperienced cultivator; he had seen countless厉鬼and ancient demons before.

Logically speaking, no matter how terrifying the appearance of his opponent was, he should have ignored it. But this time, he couldn’t help feeling that the mountain didn't change its color even when the earth collapsed in front of him.

No misunderstanding, this guy wasn't at all scary or ferocious-looking; his pale face and sharp teeth had nothing to do with him.

On the contrary, considering his facial features, he looked somewhat innocent and approachable.

He appeared quite honest and kind.

The problem was that he was just too fat.

A mountain of flesh, this was Lin Xuan's first impression.

Indeed. This guy was so fat that his body resembled a mountain. The white fatty flesh before him was so prominent it almost blinded people.

Although Lin Xuan had been young in the Immortal-Transcending realm for thousands of years, he had seen countless fat individuals over this long period.

But none could match the size and bulk of this guy.

All small fry compared to a big fish!

How fat was he? Lin Xuan didn't know how to describe it.

For ordinary people, being around 700 pounds would already be considered extremely overweight. But this guy... Lin Xuan estimated that his arm alone weighed as much.

No misunderstanding; the old Immortal-Transcending ancestor in front of him wasn’t tall and imposing. His height was roughly the same as an ordinary human. Imagine how fat he must have been to reach such a state.

"Overlord Heavenly Fat!"

Lin Xuan had spent some time in the Netherworld, but its vast area meant that his knowledge of it was limited. At least many powerful beings were unfamiliar to him.

Fortunately, there was a native ghost nearby; Xing'er's murmured words reached Lin Xuan’s ears clearly.

Thankfully, Lin Xuan had used concealment techniques, otherwise the little girl would have been exposed long ago.

Even so, they didn’t dare get too close. The old Immortal-Transcending monster’s divine sense couldn't be underestimated; a slip of attention could still alert him.

At this distance, which Lin Xuan carefully chose, it should be difficult for them to notice anything amiss unless the old monster deliberately scanned with his divine sense.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn’t need to be overly cautious when speaking: "Overlord Heavenly Fat, what is that? Is he famous?"

"Master said right. Overlord Heavenly Fat and those four beside him are collectively known as the Five Ghosts of the Abyss. Each has unique abilities; they are heartbeats of Golden Jade Corpse King. I didn’t expect them to attack the place where Lord resides this time..."

...

While Lin Xuan was talking with Xing'er, the battle continued fiercely. Thunderous explosions echoed non-stop in his ears. Overlord Heavenly Fat, who had been unable to break through for so long, clearly grew enraged.

"Idiot! With such a broken array, you think you can stop this old ancestor? You’ll regret it."

Overlord Heavenly Fat's fierce voice rang out, but he didn’t summon any treasures; instead, he charged headlong at them.

"Not good. Quickly block that guy."

The five Spirit-Channeling ghosts were shocked and alarmed. They frantically urged their array flags and treasures to be used.

A strong wind swept through the air as rays of fierce light tore through the void. The power of several treasures was fully unleashed, viciously attacking Overlord Heavenly Fat.

Lin Xuan frowned.

Although the five ghosts were only Spirit-Channeling level, using the benefits of the array, their attacks couldn’t be taken lightly. Even if he were in their position, he wouldn't dare treat them casually...

But just as this thought crossed his mind, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Attacks rained down like raindrops, but Overlord Heavenly Fat didn’t dodge; he charged through with a nonchalant attitude.

Brave!

That unyielding momentum was awe-inspiring. Lin Xuan wondered if the fool had gone mad.

These attacks were so terrifying that even he couldn't ignore them, yet this guy didn't use any defensive treasures?

Overestimating Spirit-Channeling cultivators would come at a cost.

As these thoughts raced through his mind, he quickly realized that such an assessment might not be accurate.

Reaching Immortal-Transcending stage meant having some wisdom; there couldn’t be foolish individuals.

This guy daring to overestimate himself so much must have relied on something.

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's speculation. The exact reason didn't need further thought as the answer would soon be revealed.

Ray after ray of light and attacks conjured by阴力fell like raindrops, striking Overlord Heavenly Fat hard.

But he didn’t even flinch; instead, he smiled, as if these attacks were just tickling him.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Could it be because of his thick layer of fat? The fatty tissue acted like armor, easily deflecting such terrifying attacks?

Lin Xuan was already in shock, and the five Spirit-Channeling ghosts could only imagine how much worse it must have been for them.
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However, now that they were in this predicament, there was no way out. ※※

The five individuals could only continue their attacks despite their astonishment.

One after another, their spell techniques shot out from their fingertips, creating a sound so piercing it made the heart tremble. They spared no effort and drove their respective innate treasures to their maximum power, attacking the enemy in front of them.

They had already unleashed their trump cards. If this still couldn't stop their opponent, they would only be left with the option of waiting for their throats to be slit.

Lin Xuan could see clearly that each of the five individuals showed signs of panic in their eyes.

Yet, the obese Sovereign's raucous laughter continued to echo: "Fools, I told you before that a mere broken array couldn't possibly stop me. You will pay for your foolishness..."

The laughter had barely died down when those five treasures flew within a meter of the obese Sovereign, their spiritual light shining as they fiercely struck downward.

What would be the outcome?

Lin Xuan widened his eyes in anticipation.

His physical body was already incredibly strong, but he wouldn't dare to endure such an attack unless absolutely necessary.

Pang... pang... pang...

The dull thuds echoed through the air, yet no blood splattered out.

These five powerful treasures were all blocked by the fatty armor of their opponent.

Indeed, thick layers of fat acted like perfect armor, negating the penetration power of the treasures and easily wrapping them up in thick flesh.

Not only did the five ghost kings look shocked, but even Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. How could being overweight have such an advantage?

Lin Xuan's eyes were truly opened.

However, he knew that this wasn't merely due to their weight; it likely had something to do with the obese Sovereign's cultivation techniques, allowing him to turn his fatty flesh into perfect defensive treasures.

The five ghosts' attacks not only failed to defeat their opponent but even lost their own innate treasures. They ended up losing chickens for eggs!

At this point, how could these five individuals not realize they were in grave danger?

Yet, their eyes showed only determination; none of them considered fleeing.

Moon's situation had changed since her rebirth. She no longer possessed the power of the Arrogant King of Devils that once ruled the heavens and earth.

The other five kings harbored sinister intentions.

In such circumstances, she was surrounded by danger in the Netherworld.

---

Despite the dire situation, many ghosts still gathered around Moon.

Their loyalty to her was beyond doubt given their willingness to face death.

They had long since put life and death aside.

With the knowledge of their impending demise, they could remain calm and composed when facing life and death.

Knowing they couldn't win, these five individuals didn't flee. Some raised other treasures while others took out treasured talismans and thunder pearls.

However, the obese Sovereign ignored them all.

A mocking laugh continued: "Still trying to stop me with a fly's attempt at blocking an elephant?"

"Truly ignorant of your own death!"

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand rose, and a palm struck forward.

This might have seemed like a simple move, but the strike from a late-stage cultivation expert couldn't be judged by common sense. Layer upon layer of palm shadows appeared in the sky.

Where gods stand, they are killed; where demons stand, they are slain. Everything before him would be reduced to powder.

The five ghosts had no place to hide as each was enveloped by his palm shadow.

Earlier, he hadn't even used his true power. Otherwise, with their array assisting them, the five of them couldn't have been stopped by this old monster.

In an instant, all five understood.

He had merely been playing with them from the start.

How laughable they were to truly believe that their coordinated attacks and ancient arrays could withstand a late-stage cultivation expert.

Unfortunately, it was too late for such realizations now.

Frightening spiritual pressure surged forth. Ghostly howls echoed as they realized there was no place to hide under his palm shadow; waiting to die seemed the only option.

Of course, they were extremely unwilling, but what could their reluctance achieve in a world where strength spoke louder than words?

It appeared that death would be their fate.

However, just when it mattered most, an incredible event occurred.

The terrifying palm shadows were mere feet from their heads. A strong wind blew, clearing the dark sky and making the layers of palm shadows disappear as if they had never existed. Everything earlier was merely a delusion!

---

Miraculously saved!

Yet, on the faces of these five spirit kings, there wasn't an ounce of joy; only shock.

Up to this point, none of them believed what had just happened—how did they get rescued?

The obese Sovereign's face showed similar astonishment. However, his confusion quickly turned into anger as he turned his head and looked at the empty space on his left: "What kind of scoundrel dares to break my spell without showing your face?"

"A big talker who will regret it soon enough," a light laugh echoed.

The voice grew closer as spatial ripples surged, and a beam of green light approached until two figures appeared in their sight.

Both were around twenty years old. The woman was strikingly beautiful, while the man's features were ordinary, but he exuded an air of ease.

"Xing'er, it's you!"

A delighted voice rang out. Clearly, these five spirit beings knew Xing'er well.

Xing'er nodded at them and stepped back; there wasn't enough time to linger now.

"You all stand aside. I'll handle this guy," Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed, his tone leaving no room for doubt.

"Senior, be careful."

The five ghosts didn't know Lin Xuan's identity but recognized that he was with Xing'er, making him an ally rather than an enemy.

Moreover, although the spiritual pressure emanating from Lin Xuan was faint, it was undoubtedly a late-stage cultivation expert. In such a perilous situation, having such a powerful individual join their side made them eager for his help; they had no objections and respectfully stepped back after reminding Lin Xuan.

The obese Sovereign didn't stop them either. Clearly, he considered Lin Xuan the primary threat, while these minor figures were insignificant ants.

"Who are you? Think carefully before you fight me, as that will put you at odds with the Corpse Queen of Gold," the other's tone and words carried a clear threat.

Though they didn't know how deep Lin Xuan was, any cultivation expert on his level wouldn't be an easy opponent. It would be best to avoid battle if possible.
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"Golden Jade Corpse King!"

Lin Xuan smiled, his face clearly showing disdain and hostility. "What is he to me?"

Words that shock the heavens and earth!

Upon hearing this, even Master Fat Heaven, as well as Xing'er and those five ghostly souls, were equally stunned. They almost thought they had heard wrong.

Indeed, as cultivators who served Moonling, they harbored nothing but hostility towards the Golden Jade Corpse King.

The betrayal of the Asura was unforgivable; it could be said that he was an enemy to be killed on sight.

But while this was true, people respected their names and shadows. Even if they hated the Golden Jade Corpse King to the core in their hearts, they would never show any disrespect or slander him publicly.

This wasn't because of fear, but because the cultivation world revered strength. As one of the top figures in the Three Realms, the Golden Jade Corpse King had no right to be an enemy.

Thus, even if he hated the Golden Jade Corpse King deeply within his heart, Lin Xuan still needed to maintain basic respect on the surface. This was a rule of the cultivation world; mere backstabbing words would only be seen as cowardice unless one could defeat that powerful figure.

No cultivator with any status would stoop so low.

But this person before him spoke so confidently and calmly, as if the Golden Jade Corpse King were nothing more than an ant to his eyes. He could extract its soul at a mere flick of his wrist!

Had he gone mad?

He had seen arrogant cultivators, but never one who dared to be so presumptuous.

To treat the Golden Jade Corpse King with such disdain was unheard of for even demigods and demon kings or true primordial beings.

Who did he think he was? The former Lord of the Netherworld, or a true immortal descending here?

Everyone present was dumbfounded. Looking at Lin Xuan's expression, it was as if they were staring at a monster.

Even Xing'er widened her eyes in shock.

Indeed, he was truly worthy of the admiration of even the King.

Apart from his demeanor, which few could match across the Three Realms, just this alone made him stand out.

"Say what?"

Master Fat Heaven roared with anger after a moment's silence. He was one of the Golden Jade Corpse King's generals and naturally revered him immensely.

His eyes blazed with fury, wanting to extract Lin Xuan's soul at once.

However, Lin Xuan ignored his rage. A smile played on his lips, filled with disdain: "Of course I know what I'm saying. One day, I will take the Golden Jade Corpse King's head and make that old monster regret betraying Moonling."

Lin Xuan's tone was as if it were a matter of course.

Indeed, he couldn't defeat the Golden Jade Corpse King now, but that mattered not. He would one day stand at the pinnacle of the Three Realms.

Not just this insignificant Golden Jade Corpse King, even true immortals would have to drink their sorrow here if they wanted to eliminate Moonling!

Over these years, Lin Xuan had defeated countless powerful figures; he believed that one day, the Golden Jade Corpse King would regret his foolish choice today.

"Very well, very well!"

Master Fat Heaven's face was filled with malice. Knowing words were useless against such a person who knew no bounds, he said, "Little brat, daring to be disrespectful towards the Golden Jade Corpse King! Today, I will make you bleed five steps!"

"Bleed five steps," can you do that?

Lin Xuan's lips curled in contempt. Of course, he couldn't defeat the Golden Jade Corpse King now, but this mere subordinate didn't deserve his attention.

Regardless of the reason, as a ghostly soul, betraying the Asura king meant being prepared to have your soul extracted.

Lin Xuan was not a cruel and bloodthirsty cultivator, but he would never show mercy to an enemy.

"Very well, very well. The Great Ancestor wants to see what you can do that's so brazen."

Master Fat Heaven trembled with rage, ignoring Lin Xuan as he charged at him with all his might.

His already obese body had grown even more enormous, doubling in size due to some secret technique. From afar, it truly looked like a mountain of flesh. But Lin Xuan showed no fear; did he think that young master was afraid of you?

Indeed, the fat armor was incredibly strong, but so was his physique cultivation.

His spiritual energy could not be underestimated either.

"Hmm!"

Lin Xuan roared and expelled air forcefully. The cracking sound of bones filled his ears as a punch flew forward.

Though no treasure was used, this punch caused the heavens to change color.

The originally dim void suddenly turned grayish-white, with visible force radiating outwards, accompanied by faint threads of power laws!

The void was torn apart; Lin Xuan's understanding of law powers had entered a new realm.

Master Fat Heaven's face showed a hint of surprise as well.

A being at the Tribulation Transcending stage could wield power laws, which wasn't uncommon. But this person looked so weak and yet still managed to grasp force laws? This was truly surprising.

Daring to be so brazen, there must be something behind it.

But what difference does that make?

Just relying on a few power laws as an advantage?

That's too naive!

He didn't dodge or retreat; he had full confidence in his fat armor.

A strange glint flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. He took a deep breath and added two more forces to this punch.

Boom!

The impact echoed, and since the other party did not dodge, there was no doubt that it hit its target.

The other party was struck solidly. The scene was indescribable; all the power laws were absorbed by layer upon layer of fat armor.

Pain flashed across the other party's face, quickly replaced by a grotesque expression.

Lin Xuan's punch wasn't entirely useless, but it fell far short of victory.

Taking advantage of this moment, Master Fat Heaven rushed closer.

He extended his hand and fiercely struck forward, releasing immense force.

Though the other party hadn't mastered power laws, relying on their thick layer of fat, they still produced force comparable to power laws.

At such close range, Lin Xuan had no choice but to take the hit; he couldn't even summon a treasure.

Pang!

Like a bolt of lightning in the void, Master Fat Heaven's palm struck Lin Xuan solidly.

Lin Xuan flew far away like a kite with its string cut.

Thud!

He collided with a towering mountain peak and was deeply embedded within it.

"Young Lord!"

Xing'er was shocked. On Master Fat Heaven's face, a fierce expression appeared as well; he wasn't one to let go of his advantage either. He fiercely lunged forward.

His speed was astonishing, reaching the base of the mountain in an instant.

But just then, a dragon-like roar echoed through the air. Angered by such a blow, Lin Xuan roared back. With that roar, the entire mountain peak collapsed.
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Fragments of stone fell like rain, and Lin Xuan's face was filled with anger. He raised both hands without any additional movements, and rays of silver light shot out from his body.

Swirling and dancing!

After a moment, the light dispersed, revealing numerous talismans the size of fists.

Each one was mysterious, exuding a power that sent shivers down one's spine.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward. As he moved, the originally dim spiritual light once again became dazzlingly bright.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Explosive sounds filled his ears, as if countless hooves were trampling through empty space, the frequency so dense it was like popping beans.

The talismans dispersed, replaced by numerous thin swords like butterfly wings.

Their number was astonishing, raining down from all directions with the ferocity of a storm, aiming to cut the opponent into pieces here and now.

Lin Xuan had truly lost his temper. He wanted to dismember the other party with these flying swords.

Indeed, his fat armor was no ordinary treasure; it could even block his own forceful laws.

But what about the Nine Palaces Instant Sword? Its sharpness could cut through everything in existence. Lin Xuan did not believe that the other party could merely rely on a layer of fatty flesh to withstand such power, let alone a mere ghost at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. Even if it were a True Immortal here, they would never dare to face his treasure head-on.

Lin Xuan's prediction was correct.

Seeing the flying swords dance in the sky, Heavenly Fat Grandmaster's expression turned livid as he raised his head. A heart-stirring roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, and from his mouth, several blood-red light columns shot out.

Ghostly howls filled the air.

Those blood-red light columns twisted slightly, transforming into a dozen grotesque skulls.

Crunching sounds entered Lin Xuan’s ears as those skulls gnawed, spitting phosphorus flames. The phosphorus flames were blown by yin winds and transformed into numerous green flying needles.

The number was immense, not inferior to the flying swords in any way.

In fact, it could even be considered superior.

Ringing sounds filled the air like beans being popped, as various spiritual lights swirled through the sky. The attack of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword was temporarily blocked.

A sly smile appeared on Heavenly Fat Grandmaster's face.

However, his joy was premature.

Lin Xuan had spent countless efforts to refine this treasure.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword was no ordinary treasure.

"Truly fearless!"

Lin Xuan clenched his hands and a sword technique emerged from his fingertips. As he moved, the silver light of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword surged forward, severing all the green flying needles into pieces.

"Old monster, today you seek your own death!"

Lin Xuan's hands danced like butterflies as he moved.

As he did so, the myriad silver lights converged in the center.

The void was torn apart, and a giant sword glittered amidst the shattered space.

Over a hundred feet long, though not reaching to heaven or earth, its presence was astonishing.

Silver light surged on the surface of the immortal sword, circles of light forming around it. Various sizes of talismans were dazzlingly bright.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan roared.

The power could shake mountains and rivers as that silver giant sword fell heavily upon the opponent's head.

Lin Xuan timed his move perfectly; there was no way to dodge, only to take a direct hit.

"You brat, you are pushing your luck too far."

Heavenly Fat Grandmaster roared in anger. A sinister expression flashed across his face as he changed his hand gestures rapidly. The dozen grotesque skulls quickly converged.

Bang!

Explosive sounds echoed as a spiritual pressure that could sweep the world emerged.

The skulls vanished without a trace, replaced by a gigantic illusory figure.

Over twenty feet tall, Heavenly Fat Grandmaster was already so fat it was astonishing. But this illusory figure was even fatter than him.

The physique was indescribable; one would struggle to imagine such a thing in the world.

Secret Art of Dharmic Form!

Lin Xuan whistled inwardly, not expecting that his opponent could be so fat for a Dharmic Form.

He then saw both hands rise, and two giant iron hammers appeared as they slammed down on top of the giant sword.

Facing off with brute force to block his treasure?

Lin Xuan had experienced countless battles. At this moment, he felt somewhat enlightened.

Before that thought could fully form, a deafening roar swept through the void. Not only was the sound immense, but it was so powerful one might say it shook heaven and earth.

Xia E and the five ghost entities at the Spirit Focus realm also raised their defensive treasures with astonishment on their faces.

This is truly the power of an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. Just now, Heavenly Fat Grandmaster had been toying with them, making them think that relying onsmooth cooperationand an ancient array could block such a formidable opponent.

They had danced on the edge of a knife blade; if not for this senior arriving in time, they might have already perished.

The five ghosts were drenched in cold sweat, both admiring and grateful to Lin Xuan.

Uncertain whether he could truly defeat Heavenly Fat Grandmaster, their expressions showed concern.

The battle had not ended here.

While the Nine Palaces Instant Sword was formidable, that fat Dharmic Form also had its merits, actually blocking this terrifying attack.

Lin Xuan's face flashed with anger but did not lose heart.

Sharp attacks followed one after another.

"Secret Art of Dharmic Form, you know it. Do I not know it as well?"

Lin Xuan’s cold laughter echoed in his ears. Golden light shone behind him, and a Dharmic Form with nine heads and eighteen arms appeared before his eyes.

"Grow!"

Lin Xuan roared, and the Nine Heavens Divine Net Dharmic Form suddenly grew taller and larger.

Nine heads all widened their eyes, emitting terrifying beams of light from their eyes. These beams were enveloped in lightning fire, easily piercing through empty space, flashing to the opponent's face before vanishing.

This was not yet over; such attacks were merely the beginning.

Soon, those nine heads opened their mouths again, this time spewing wind blades and lightning fire.

They rained down like raindrops, quickly converging on that fat Dharmic Form with the ferocity of a storm.

As for the eighteen hands, they certainly did not remain idle. Their palms spread out, revealing various weapons such as swords, spears, and halberds.

These treasures shone brightly upon release, subtly shaking nearby primordial qi, clearly far from ordinary treasures, belonging to top-tier ancient treasures that were hard to come by.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan gave a light command. The Nine Heavens Divine Net Dharmic Form instantly darted over to the fat Dharmic Form's side. His treasures transformed into streaks of lightning or clusters of spiritual light, exploding and cracking as they fiercely struck the opponent's head.
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Such a sharp attack made even the obese Dharmic figure of Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat twitch uncontrollably. Naturally, it wouldn't just sit and wait to die; with both hands wildly flailing, the treasure in his hand emitted black light like a wheel, clashing with the Nine Heavens Divine Net.

However, no matter how hard he tried, he could barely withstand it. It was more aboutbarely hanging on than delaying.

The defeat was only a matter of time!

Lin Xuan raised both hands and several more Dharmic methods shot out from his palms.

With each movement, the sound of silk tearing filled his ears as light flickered in the void. The silver sword vanished, replaced by countless threads of silver light floating in mid-air—sword threads that were razor-sharp despite their thinness.

Transforming a sword into threads was one of Lin Xuan's specialties. After befriending Fairy Immortal Lotus, he received detailed guidance on this technique.

Now, it was his extremely proficient Sword Control Technique. Though he couldn't claim to have surpassed the original, his skill ranked among the top ten in the Three Realms when it came to transforming a sword into threads.

The expert knows best. Swooshing sounds filled the air as countless sword threads enveloped Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat, leaving him with no place to hide.

Indeed, this guy had no chance of fighting back; defeat was imminent.

Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat was both angry and alarmed. He hadn't expected this young man to be so formidable in battle. However, it was too late now—words were meaningless.

A sinister look flashed across his face as he raised his right hand, emitting black light.

After a spin, the black light burst with a pfft sound, blocking all the sword threads flying towards him.

The light soon subsided to reveal a dark, shiny shield. At its center was a grotesque ghost face that exhaled black mist, forming an unusually thick light barrier.

In moments, he had set up two layers of defense.

But what use were these? Relying solely on them would be like trying to stop a fly with an arm. The sharpness of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword was indescribable; even if this shield was incredibly powerful, it would drain his energy and make him unable to hold out.

Lin Xuan understood this, as did Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat.

Though unwilling to admit defeat, he realized that he couldn't overpower Lin Xuan. He had a few thoughts of retreating.

A true man can bend or break; he didn't want to die here for nothing.

But leaving wasn't easy. Lin Xuan would not show mercy to his enemies and wouldn't let him escape so easily.

This traitor who betrayed Arhats deserved death.

With a sneer, Lin Xuan's attacks became even more precise. Countless sword threads fell like fine rain, though seemingly insignificant in number, they were numerous enough for him to trap the opponent here.

Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat's eyes flashed with malice as he waved his hands and began mumbling something.

It seemed he was about to use a secret technique.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he couldn't ignore this. Many old monsters in the Tribulation Period knew one or two survival techniques.

He didn’t want to lose what he had already caught. He raised his hand, ready to retrieve another treasure.

To be honest, Lin Xuan's reaction was swift, but it was still too late.

A loud bang echoed as Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat’s massive figure vanished from sight.

Without his power support, the two layers of defense were no match; a clear ringing sound indicated that they had been destroyed by the falling sword threads.

But the opponent had disappeared.

Where did he go?

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind, but he remained calm. He cursed and the countless sword threads vanished, replaced by several silver flying swords reappearing before his eyes.

Following this, a fist-sized ball of green energy spewed from his mouth, merging into the sword light.

"Escaping? Do you think you can get away?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery. Even though he didn't know where the opponent was now, there was an air of confidence that he wouldn’t escape.

As Lin Xuan moved, all the sword lights turned clear and ethereal before vanishing one by one as if they had never existed, fully integrating into the void.

"What is this..."

Several Spirit Realm ghosts, including Xing'er, were left speechless. Such a mysterious power was beyond their wildest dreams.

With the disappearance of the sword light, ripples spread across several miles, blurring the surroundings before revealing a vibrant scene.

The sky was clear and blue, with no clouds; grasses grew lush on the ground, and ancient trees lined up tall. Everywhere, signs of birds and beasts were visible. The aura of vitality was overwhelming.

The energy was abundant as well.

It seemed like they weren't in the Underworld but back in the Spirit Realm.

"How is this possible!"

Xing'er gasped in shock. Could Young Master have already mastered the Spirit Domain? Otherwise, how could such a powerful technique be shown?

According to legend, only the Spirit Domain existed.

Lin Xuan's expression remained focused.

This wasn't the Spirit Domain. However, the Nine Palaces Instant Sword was incredibly mysterious; its illusory attributes allowed it to break through any deception and create anything in existence.

In other words, the opponent had fallen into his illusion.

Trapped by an illusion, he couldn’t escape even if Lin Xuan didn’t know where he was. This was the magic of the Nine Palaces Instant Sword.

By temporarily trapping him, finding him would just be a matter of time.

Even without his extremely mysterious Spirit Eye technique, there were many ways to identify the opponent.

Here and now, with such vast space and abundant energy, even if it was an illusion, it had a convincing effect.

Supreme Venerable Heavenly Fat being trapped here meant he couldn’t hide. No matter how he tried to conceal his aura, in this environment, he would inevitably reveal some weaknesses.

Illusions weren't just for trapping enemies; their application lay in the heart of the user.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and soon a smile appeared on his face as he said coldly: "Hiding your head while showing your tail—what use is that? You had such big talk earlier, saying you would extract my soul and refine it. Now, are you too scared to fight me?"
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The words had barely left his mouth when an unexpected change occurred. A tree suddenly came alive.

Leaves fell like rain, transforming into green light sabers a foot long each. With a loud crack, they shot towards an empty space to the left.

"Bang!"

A muffled sound reached his ears as a dense dark aura appeared in the clear blue sky without warning. It morphed into a ghostly face with a greenish complexion and sharp teeth.

The ghostly face was filled with rage; it opened its blood-stained mouth wide, spewing out countless red light spheres the size of eggs.

A wave of malevolent energy swept over them. The surface of these red light spheres also transformed into lifelike ghost faces, each displaying different emotions—some angry, some happy.

An eerie power radiated from this scene as "puff" sounds echoed. These light spheres collided with the dark green light sabers fiercely.

A burst of spiritual energy followed, and the red light spheres quickly gained the upper hand. After annihilating all the light sabers, they vanished and shot towards a vibrant forest below.

That was where the densest spiritual energy resided.

The huge figure of Venerable Abbot Fatty appeared in mid-air with a serious expression on his face!

Earlier, he had not easily been able to use such a spell. Not only did it deplete his命元气 (life essence), but there was also a risk that a heavenly tribulation might descend after.

It was a secret technique he would rather not use unless absolutely necessary for self-preservation.

However, the situation demanded immediate action. The enemy was much stronger than anticipated; if he hesitated, he might fall here.

Though Venerable Abbot Fatty couldn't defeat Lin Xuan, he was still a cultivator who had gone through tribulation. He certainly possessed the decisiveness to act quickly.

The top priority was to break this illusionary realm as soon as possible.

The process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the red light spheres hit their target without obstruction. Blood splattered, and a blood cloud the size of an acre enveloped the tiny forest.

The trees withered; everything before him turned to nothingness in an instant.

Spiritual energy retreated, replaced by dense dark aura appearing in mid-air.

The illusionary realm was shattered, revealing the scene of阴司地府 (Netherworld).

Venerable Abbot Fatty's face showed a flash of joy. He had not wasted his efforts and successfully used his ultimate secret technique to escape this perilous situation.

He wouldn't miss such an opportunity.

His figure blurred as he flew towards the exit like a dark wind.

---

Almost instantaneously, he reached the exit. Lin Xuan's attempt to stop him was too late; Venerable Abbot Fatty was elated and charged forward.

Boom!

A loud noise followed by dust flying up indicated that Venerable Abbot Fatty had successfully escaped.

A towering mountain appeared in his vision as he crashed into it.

The exit vanished.

"How could this be!"

Venerable Abbot Fatty's face showed surprise. Even if the opponent's illusion was powerful, it was merely a deceptive technique. The mountain peak he had just hit seemed real. Could this place really be 灵域 (Spirit Realm)?

His expression was one of shock.

After all, Spirit Realms were extremely profound and could only be understood by cultivators who had gone through late-stage tribulation. This guy, though formidable, was only at the middle stage; how could he possess such advanced knowledge?

Of course, whether this place was a Spirit Realm or not remained uncertain. He could only speculate, but his fear of Lin Xuan deepened.

Regardless, Venerable Abbot Fatty had decided to run away.

However, it wouldn't be that easy. After all the trouble Lin Xuan went through, he wouldn't let a cooked duck fly away.

His figure flashed as he approached Venerable Abbot Fatty's side.

Raising his right hand, he punched towards him.

A force of法则 (law) emerged—still the power of strength.

"Trivial tricks!"

Venerable Abbot Fatty wasn't concerned. He feared the Nine Palaces Needles, but merely using the power of strength was something he believed he could handle.

The opponent must be foolish; he had just failed and was still showing off in front of him.

A sneer appeared on his face as he raised his thick arm and slapped Lin Xuan.

Strength of force mattered little. The fat generated by his body was no less powerful than the force he used.

But would Lin Xuan make the same mistake?

Seeing this, a cold smile formed at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth.

Curving his fingers into claws, a ball of flame the size of an egg emerged from his palm.

A five-colored glassy fire filled with a heart-stopping aura.

This was undoubtedly 幻灵天火 (Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire)!

The flames suddenly exploded, leaving no trace. Instead, a cold wind appeared in mid-air and swept towards the old monster.

Extreme cold of法则 (law)!

Venerable Abbot Fatty's face turned pale with shock.

But one wrong move could ruin everything; he had fallen into Lin Xuan's trap. There was no time to change his tactics now.

In desperation, he spat out a greenish ghost fire to block the terrifying cold wind.

However, it was useless. Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was Lin Xuan's secret technique, infused with primordial yin energy, making its extreme cold capable of freezing anything, even flames.

The cold wind swept over him, and the sound of ice forming filled his ears. Both Venerable Abbot Fatty's greenish ghost fire and his body instantly froze into thick layers of ice armor.

His face turned pale; he knew that this situation was dire.

He no longer cared about depleting his命元气 (life essence) and gritted his teeth to ignite the source fire, trying to break free. Unfortunately, it was too late.

The extreme cold couldn't keep him frozen forever. However, even a moment's respite was enough for Lin Xuan to kill him here.

Lin Xuan flicked his left hand, and a shower of silver light sabers emerged from a corner in mid-air.

They flashed past and arrived beside Venerable Abbot Fatty.

"No!"

The old monster's face showed a mix of shock and anger as he revealed despair.

But it was too late. Rain-like sword beams fell, dismembering him instantly.

His元婴 (core) didn't escape; with another "bang," the cold wind exploded, turning into five-colored glassy flames. Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire enveloped his body, reducing it to ashes.

Thus, even if Venerable Abbot Fatty had any great plans, he could never resurrect. He was utterly destroyed.
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Lin Xuan gathered the treasure, leaving only a solitary storage bag in the sky.

The assets of an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage were quite substantial. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let such a treasure slip through his fingers.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, a streak of green light shot out and quickly scooped up the storage bag.

This matter was now concluded.

Though it seemed complicated to recount, in reality, from the moment Lin Xuan appeared until he extinguished Senior Master Heavenly Fat, it only took him about as long as a meal.

The other battle teams had yet to determine their outcomes.

Lin Xuan wouldn't ignore this. He greeted Xing'er and flew over to the nearby battle team.

When dealing with old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, one couldn’t rely on ordinary reasoning. The power was so immense that it far exceeded what a common cultivator could imagine.

With a mere flick of their fingers, they could obliterate all things in this world.

Though these words sounded outrageous, there wasn't an iota of exaggeration.

Given this reason, the five battle teams were spaced several tens of thousands of miles apart to avoid being affected by each other's residual effects and to ensure they could continue their battles in peace.

Lin Xuan understood this. Though a distance of tens of thousands of miles seemed daunting, it was nothing for him with his divine movement techniques.

With a flurry of green light, Lin Xuan approached one of the battle teams.

Boom!

The sound of explosions kept reverberating into his ears.

As he swept his gaze over the scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show some surprise on his face.

Here, two true Tribulation Transcending中期 cultivators were fighting. The intensity was far greater than what he had originally imagined.

One of them was a ghost towering over 100 feet tall with a greenish face and sharp teeth, his fiery red hair particularly eye-catching.

Upon closer inspection, those so-called long hairs turned out to be blood-red snakes, their fangs exposed, emitting an eerie aura that made one's heart race.

The other was a beautiful young girl. At first glance, she seemed no more than twenty years old, petite and strikingly beautiful, but her body was surrounded by countless skulls.

She herself rode on a red skeletal horse.

The scene was undeniably strange.

In the middle of them, countless skulls spat out demonic flames, while their opponents were grotesque demonic snakes with thick skin, opening wide mouths to emit streams of crimson light.

The explosions kept ringing in his ears, making it hard to determine who would win.

Clearly, these two old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage were skilled in controlling ghosts and demons, a match for each other. For now, they could only be evenly matched.

The ghostly creatures fought fiercely, but as the main participants, they couldn't afford to idle.

As a Tribulation Transcending cultivator, they naturally weren’t short of treasures.

Black light flickered, yin energy surged, and various strange-shaped magical artifacts appeared in mid-air, chasing each other, their battle reaching its peak.

From this scale, it seemed the two would be hard-pressed to determine who won soon.

The fierce ghost's face showed signs of impatience.

Raising his head, a terrifying roar echoed from his throat as he prepared to cast some secret technique with his ghostly claws. But just then, green light surged, and Lin Xuan appeared in his line of sight.

With the strength of Tribulation Transcending cultivators' spiritual awareness, it should have been easy for him to sense the outcome of another battle team within a few tens of thousands of miles.

But his opponent wasn’t weak. A moment's distraction might reveal a flaw.

So he paid no heed to the other battle teams until Lin Xuan’s figure came into view, and then he realized something was amiss.

The ghost couldn't help but be alarmed.

Seeing Lin Xuan approaching with such force, it seemed he wasn’t here to help him.

A foe is an enemy!

Good fortune doesn't come to the virtuous; a visitor brings ill will.

With no time to prepare, he had no good means to counter. The secret technique he was prepared to use couldn't be deployed in time.

In times of desperation, one turns to any available remedy. He extended his ghostly claws forward.

Sizzle...

The two arms seemed to vanish into the void.

Instantly, spatial ripples surged as the grotesque ghostly claws emerged before Lin Xuan.

With a flick of his fingers, "Crisssshhh" sounds echoed as black swordlight erupted from his palm and enveloped Lin Xuan.

Though the attack was fierce, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sneer.

"Really trying to show off in front of a master!"

Those swordlights looked formidable, but they were just superficial.

Of course, this was for Lin Xuan. If his opponent were merely at the Spirit Cultivation stage, such sharp swordlight would have sent their soul flying.

As for Lin Xuan, with a wave of his sleeve robe, a dazzling streak of green light shot out.

With a slight turn, green sword energy rained down towards the front.

At this level of attack, Lin Xuan didn't need to use any treasures. The swordlight he casually released was enough to handle it.

Lin Xuan's estimation was correct.

The two colors of sword energy quickly clashed.

Sizzle...

Almost as soon as they touched, the black sword energy clearly fell short and dissipated.

However, the remaining energy seemed to transform into a black river in the middle.

This river was only a few feet wide but emitted an eerie aura that made one's heart race.

Countless animal skeletons emerged from its surface.

"This... is the River Styx?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he vaguely felt this black river was familiar. Yes, it resembled the most terrifying place in the Netherworld Realm—River Styx.

But this thought flashed by quickly. The opponent was only at the Tribulation Transcending中期 stage. With his strength, he couldn't summon River Styx; what he had before him was just a facade meant to scare him.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer.

With another wave of his sleeve robe, a finely crafted ring flew out.

Of course, it was the Vermilion Bird Ring treasure.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, and several magical techniques shot out from his fingers.

Instantly, red light blazed as the terrifying ring transformed into thousands upon thousands, covering half the sky and fiercely smashing towards the opponent.

The fierce ghost was alarmed, while the young girl he was fighting showed a look of great joy.

Though Lin Xuan didn't recognize her, this mysterious cultivator clearly came to help him.

Moreover, his abilities were formidable. With such strong support, eliminating the current enemy would be effortless.

With these thoughts in mind, the woman's hands moved like butterflies as ghostly howls echoed. The attacks from the skulls became even more intense.

But it wasn't over yet. She flicked her hand by her ear and took out a pair of earrings. Then she spat out some yin energy, and the earrings transformed into a talisman, emitting an eerie aura.

(To be continued)
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"先天符宝，你居然舍得使用此物！"

The厉鬼 was shocked, his face clearly showing extreme fear.

"先天符宝，顾名思义，乃是用先天灵宝炼化而出。

Its power is unparalleled. Its value is extremely rare, even for old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage, it's something that can be hard to come by."

"Hmph, as long as I can kill you traitors, what's a mere piece of先天符宝 worth?"

The girl's face showed a determined expression.

She was originally born into the Asura clan and naturally had a loyal heart towards the Asura King. She hated the Golden Jade Corpse King to the core, so she naturally wanted to get rid of his henchmen as well.

Before her words were finished, she flicked her jade hand, and several spells shot out from her fingers.

Black light surged, and the precious先天符宝 burned on its own.

Spatial fluctuations arose, and a black scroll appeared in front of their eyes.

Its design was extremely ancient.

However, this scroll was blank.

The girl raised her jade hand, using her finger as a pen to write a large "困" character on the scroll.

Confine Demons!

As she did so, some strange法则力量 began to appear beside the厉鬼's body.

What kind of 法则 it was, Lin Xuan couldn't identify clearly at first.

However, the厉鬼's face showed extreme fear.

He felt as if he were being crushed by a mountain range and couldn't move at all.

Despite the sudden change, he didn't want to die easily. He roared continuously, using several secret techniques in succession, trying to break free from his bindings.

To be honest, his reaction was quite swift, but the girl beside him naturally wouldn't let him succeed. She bit her teeth and injected all of her pure Yin energy into that strange scroll.

Originally evenly matched, their standoff intensified with this addition.

Lin Xuan couldn't miss such a good opportunity. His hands moved swiftly as he pointed several fingers forward.

"Bang," came the sound in his ears. A myriad of ring shadows converged to reveal a red cloud covering several acres.

Red Lotus Fire!

"Drop!"

With Lin Xuan's shout, the Red Lotus Fire began to shrink, and the shadow of Vermilion Bird flickered within it.

It flashed before landing on the厉鬼's head.

"Don't kill me. I'll serve Asura."

"Hmph, too late now," said Lin Xuan with a sneer. He naturally wouldn't believe such a complex and fickle person.

The other party was already deserving of death.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan sent the Red Lotus Fire down, completely enveloping the other party.

The厉鬼's screams echoed in his ears. His protective spirit light proved useless against the Red Lotus Fire, which could only be wielded by true spirits like Vermilion Bird.

Of course, he wouldn't die so quickly. Lin Xuan was about to summon another treasure for a fatal blow when he realized it would be unnecessary.

The girl beside him had already acted first.

A gray sword light emerged from her sleeve, seemingly unremarkable but faster than lightning.

After circling once, it took the厉鬼's head. The girl didn't stop there; the sword light crossed paths effortlessly, slicing the other party into pieces.

Even his元婴 couldn't escape and was reduced to nothing by the Red Lotus Fire.

"Thank you for your help, may I ask your name..."

The strong enemy eliminated, the girl's face showed great joy as she curtsied towards Lin Xuan. However, her expression quickly changed to one of surprise.

"You, you...?"

As a ghost at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he couldn't even say a complete sentence now, clearly encountering something unbelievable.

"Medic Snow, this is truly the Young Master. I've already tested him with the Heart Cleansing Fruit; there's no doubt about it."

At that moment, a pleasant voice entered his ears.

Then, light shone brightly as Xiang'er and several other ghost spirits of the Focus Stage finally arrived here.

Their遁光 weren't slow either, indicating how quickly Lin Xuan had killed the strong enemy—no more than a short time.

"Xiang'er, it's you. You're safe; that's wonderful."

The girl named Medic Snow seemed to know Xiang'er well and showed great joy as she said this.

However, her expression then changed to one of bewilderment: "You say he is the Young Master. Are there no ulterior motives behind your claim?"

"Of course, he once took the Heart Cleansing Fruit in front of me; it's impossible for him to be a fake."

Xiang'er's expression showed no hesitation. She could be 100% certain about Lin Xuan's identity.

"Is that so?"

Medic Snow turned her head and naturally had a different look when she looked at Lin Xuan.

Her doubt was reduced, replaced by respect: "Medic Snow pays respects to the Young Master."

"Do not be so formal. The battles in other areas haven't ended yet; let's go help our fellow daoists," said Lin Xuan calmly.

"The Young Master is right. Let's assist them," Medic Snow naturally had no objections.

However, before she could finish speaking, a deafening explosion sounded. Far off on the horizon, black light surged, and a gray hurricane connected heaven to earth.

At this moment, the primordial energy of heaven and earth became extremely chaotic.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he turned his head. Medic Snow's cry almost echoed at the same time: "No good, Brother Lieli..."

Her voice was soon swallowed by the hurricane. The terrifying shockwave spanned several miles, reaching here.

And it remained incredibly fierce!

Such a shocking power made Lin Xuan's pupils constrict as well.

With his strength, he naturally didn't care about this shockwave affecting others. However, Xiang'er and the five Focus Stage ghosts were in danger if they weren't careful.

Lin Xuan wouldn't ignore them. He flicked his sleeves, and a green light shot out.

After turning slightly, it transformed into a large, gray shield-like treasure that protected Xiang'er and the other five Focus Stage ghosts.

His timing was perfect; as soon as the giant shield appeared, countless light blades and wind balls collided with it like raindrops.

Like throwing a stone into a small lake, the green shield's surface rippled, shaking violently but managing to withstand this round of shockwave attacks.

The shockwave spanned several miles, so its power was formidable. It could be imagined how intense the battle between two Tribulation Transcending experts must be at this moment—deciding life and death, determining victory or defeat!

This is why Medic Snow's expression showed such concern.
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Seeing Xing'er and the others had passed their crisis, Lin Xuan turned his head and projected his immensely powerful divine consciousness forward.

A mere few ten thousand miles—unimaginably distant for ordinary people—but to Lin Xuan's divine consciousness, it was easily perceptible.

Thus, a clear picture unfolded before his eyes.

Sand and stones were flying everywhere, changing the very colors of heaven and earth.

Looking around, one could feel as if they were witnessing the transformation from sea to land.

In the area he could see, dozens of mountains had already been flattened into plains.

Gullies crisscrossed the landscape, and even the void seemed fragmented.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The two combatants were indeed formidable; their strength far surpassed that of Tianfei Venerable or the ghostly creature just killed.

Dark winds like ink spread across the sky, with black mists swirling everywhere. However, these layers of obstacles did not obscure Lin Xuan’s vision as he clearly saw what was happening.

Two grotesque-looking ghosts stood before him; both were much taller than ordinary humans. Despite their terrifying appearances, they shared some similarities. Their entire bodies were enveloped in raging flames.

The one on the left had a grayish-white hue from the intense heat, while the one on the right was cloaked in pitch-black ghost fire.

They remained motionless, and the outcome of the battle was clear.

The ghost on the left's eyes were wide open with disbelief, his body riddled with wounds as if pierced by countless arrows. Not only had his physical form been destroyed, but even his essence core had perished.

"Big Brother!"

Mengxue’s expression was a mix of shock and anger, her sorrow evident. Clearly, the ghostly race that lost this battle was loyal to Asura.

The living ghost belonged to Jin Yue's underlings.

How despicable!

Mengxue's eyes glowed with fury, yearning to extract their souls. She shot forward, leaving a trail of gray light behind her.

...

At the same time, more than ten thousand miles away, the siege continued at full intensity.

Countless ghostly entities swarmed towards the city like ants, overwhelming it. The once majestic celestial city now resembled a tiny boat in a storm, teetering on the brink of destruction.

More zombies were being summoned, mindless puppets that knew no fear. The sight was terrifying to behold.

Fortunately, this place served as Moon's hiding spot, meticulously prepared by Asura King in his previous life. Its defenses were formidable, and the city’s cultivators fought back with all their might, barely holding off the zombie hordes.

A stalemate emerged; neither side had a clear advantage.

"Mother of Ghosts, your vision is truly admirable. That boy's strength is beyond measure. Two out of the Five Ghouls of Yutian have already fallen. If this continues, it could end in mutual destruction."

The sinister laughter echoed through the chaos, barely noticeable amidst the battlefield. A spatial fluctuation occurred, and two figures appeared within Lin Xuan’s line of sight.

One was tall with a green face and sharp teeth, while the other was surrounded by dark mists, making their appearance indistinct but unmistakably that of an elegant woman in imperial attire.

Both were at the stage oftranscending-calamity period (Transcending Tribulation), and the woman exuded powerful abilities indicative of late-stage Transcending Tribulation cultivators.

"Ha ha. Ghost Messenger, you must have misjudged this time."

The cold voice of Mother of Hells entered Lin Xuan’s ears, with a hint of apprehension in her eyes.

"Oh? Mother of Ghosts, where do you get such an idea? Do you think the Five Ghouls of Yutian can't defeat that boy and will ultimately fall?" The so-called Ghost Messenger revealed disbelief on his face.

"Indeed."

Mother of Hells’ expression was more affirmative: "Not just you; even I have underestimated him. He is far more terrifying than anticipated, not yet at the peak of his abilities. Not to mention those Five Ghouls of Yutian; even if we were to confront him, we would need to be cautious."

"Oh? What should we do then?"

The so-called Ghost Messenger’s face showed signs of panic.

Originally, they had planned for both sides to weaken each other until they could exploit the situation. However, it seemed their expectations were overly optimistic. With the Five Ghouls' strength, they couldn't inflict significant damage on the boy.

This didn’t align with their original plans; did this mean they would have to face such a formidable enemy themselves?

The Ghost Messenger was uncertain.

"Useless things, there’s no need to panic. The Five Ghouls of Yutian can't defeat that Lin Xuan, but they are not easily manipulated either. With two down and the remaining three capable of delaying him for some time, we have enough buffer to return with our spoils…" Mother of Hells’ cold laughter echoed in his ears. She was a shrewd late-stage Transcending Tribulation cultivator.

"Are you saying…?" The Ghost Messenger’s eyes lit up as he heard this.

"Hmph, isn’t it clear? We should target the horse before the rider, and capture the king before the thief."

"Asura King is indeed an extraordinary talent. The restrictions she left behind are formidable, but she's not here. Can a few mere restrictions really stop Mother of Hells? With that Lin Xuan occupied, Moon’s subordinates have all gone out, leaving the city vulnerable. We can take her head…"

"Mother of Ghosts is truly remarkable; using the Five Ghouls to hold back the formidable enemy while we seize Asura King's head?" The Ghost Messenger's face lit up with excitement.

"Hmph, what Asura? She’s just a young girl now."

Mother of Hells’ expression was filled with disdain. "But regardless, if this plan succeeds, it will be an unprecedented achievement. Not only Jin Yue's zombie king, but the other old monsters would reward us generously. Ha ha, if my cultivation advances further, I might even become one of the Six Kings of the Underworld."

"I congratulate you, Mother of Ghosts, on achieving your long-held wish," the Ghost Messenger said with flattery.

"You just need to assist me well; then you will have benefits too."

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

Another battlefield had just determined its outcome.

The loyalists to Asura King suffered another defeat, bringing the total number of battles to five, with only one unresolved. The remaining four were evenly matched.

Mengxue’s expression was grim. If not for a fortunate chance, Xing'er and the young master would have already lost this battle. Even now, the situation was dire.

...
第三千三百七十一章 无上神通

Contrary to Medesnow's angry expression, Lin Xuan showed more impatience.

Though he had undergone countless trials and hardships, his cultivation in Qi Nourishment was already quite remarkable. However, his desire to reunite with Yue'er was urgent beyond measure.

Now that the beloved one was within reach, yet they could not meet immediately due to these external enemies. At the root of it all, Lin Xuan naturally hated them to the core. The impatient emotion in his heart gradually became hard to conceal.

Lin Xuan's true anger flared up, and his expression turned icy cold.

Turning his head, he sized up the two old monsters before him.

One was significantly taller than a normal person; what caught attention was that his entire body was enveloped by rolling flames. The dark flames emitted an eerielaw or rule power from within.

The other was a blurry black ghostly figure, its exact form indiscernible. More accurately, he had no specific form at all, resembling a ghost that could freely change shape.

Such a strange enemy made Lin Xuan's pupils constrict;Netherworld Spirits truly defied common sense.

But at this moment, Lin Xuan did not have the mood to delve deeper.

Eliminating these enemies quickly and reuniting with Yue'er was most important.

"If you two surrender now, I can spare you much suffering. Heaven has a benevolent heart. If your attitude is good, I might even consider sparing your lives."

Medesnow's face showed surprise when Lin Xuan spoke. The opponent was not weak; the master's words seemed overly presumptuous.

Even Medesnow thought so, but the two ghostly beings at the Transcendence stage were naturally enraged: "Little brat, daring to treat us as nothing! What are you? A cultivator or a true demon?"

"Alas!"

Lin Xuan sighed, his face filled with cold killing intent. "Since you refuse my good intentions and dare not die, go down to hell."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves. Silver light surged out from his sleeves like swordlight swimming through water.

Nine Heavens Phoenix Cry was a series of thin, ethereal swords as delicate as cicada wings. They circled and danced before him, drawing the primordial energy of heaven and earth into them.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward with one finger. Silver light blazed like mercury pouring down, myriad swordlights raining down to attack the enemies.

A true master could tell at a glance; Lin Xuan had no intention of probing further but instead unleashed an overwhelming attack, causing the two Transcendence-level ghostly beings to turn pale.

In fear and shock, they did not hide their weaknesses. The left-hand ghost let out a fierce roar as dark flames engulfed his entire body, burning fiercely like a raging inferno.

The flames rose into the sky, transforming into a lifelike black lotus. The lotus spun, shooting out crescent-shaped blade lights from its surface, densely covering half the sky and creating an astonishing spectacle when colliding with Nine Palaces Mustmoment (in this context, it might be a name or term that needs to be defined)剑.

A loud breaking sound echoed as the sky seemed to turn into a small lake. Black swordlight ripples danced inside it.

To be fair, the opponent's abilities were not trivial; these crescent-shaped blade lights left faint white traces in the air as they passed through the void.

But that was of no use.

Lin Xuan’s innate treasure was even more formidable. Nine Palaces Mustmoment (in this context, it might be a name or term that needs to be defined) could break anything. Almost immediately after contact, those black swordlights shattered into pieces and couldn’t withstand it at all.

Damn!

The Flame Ghost was alarmed. His companion beside him naturally wouldn't stand idly by. A heart-stopping ghost wail sounded as the opponent summoned a bag-like treasure.

The mouth of the bag opened, producing an ominous buzzing sound. Numerous grayish-white light balls appeared in his vision.

These light balls were only about the size of a thumb. But when they caught the wind, their volume suddenly increased.

In an instant, they transformed into long bone spears, breaking through the air and joining the battle.

Seeing this, the Flame Ghost was overjoyed. He cast several spells with one thought. The black lotus became blurry as it split into three, each identical to the previous one, shooting out more black blade lights.

The opponent, seeing that Nine Palaces Mustmoment (in this context, it might be a name or term that needs to be defined) couldn't hold up against them, decided on a strategy of overwhelming numbers. What a clever plan.

But Lin Xuan's lips curled in disdain. He clutched his hands, and electric arcs of dark green color shot from the surface of Nine Palaces Mustmoment (in this context, it might be a name or term that needs to be defined).

These arcs easily shattered those black blade lights and bone spears.

"How is that possible?"

The two ghosts were alarmed. The master had spoken arrogantly; their abilities must be extraordinary. They knew this but never imagined it would come to such a point.

Meanwhile, in the city, the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother and the Phantom Messenger approached a weak spot in the city's defenses. With their powers hidden, they couldn't be discovered amidst the ongoing siege.

"Ghost Mother, this is where the city’sprohibitive spell or restrictionis weakest. Although King Asura’s methods are formidable, despite millions of years of erosion, its power still leaves one awestruck. We will have a hard time breaking it," said the Phantom Messenger, his expression filled with admiration for the former King Asura.

That was a prideful era of strength in the entireNetherworld Realm. But as her reincarnation Yue'er, without her former supreme powers, she no longer deserved loyalty from him.

In the cultivation world, everything came down to power.

"Don't worry; we don’t need to break the wholeprohibitive spell or restriction. We just need to open a small gap for us to sneak in. This is something I can manage."

"Then please act quickly before night falls and more dreams come true."

"Hmph, even if you didn't say it, I would do this anyway."

Before the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother finished speaking, she began muttering under her breath.

Suddenly, nine light balls appeared behind her.

These light balls were dark in color, roughly the size of a chicken egg. Each contained an eerie rune.

Six Words Evil Ghost Curse!

An unparalleled power in theNetherworld Realm.

Legend said it encompassed seventy-two different secret arts, each with boundless uses.

Unfortunately, only the former King Asura excelled at all these powers. Even if one knew just one or two, they still reaped great benefits.

The text continued...
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The Ghost Mother of the Netherworld was truly a formidable existence, capable of even performing such legendary supreme divine powers.

Her face showed a look of seriousness as she opened and closed her hands, reciting ancient and obscure incantations from her lips.

Beside her, the Phantom Messenger's face lit up with excitement. Even for cultivators at his level, who had already undergone tribulation, few had the chance to witness the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse firsthand.

This was a rare opportunity, so he naturally wanted to observe it carefully.

After all, such supreme divine powers contained profound celestial laws, and even just observing them could greatly benefit one's cultivation. Although they might not break through their own bottlenecks, they would still gain some enhancement in strength by understanding these techniques.

The incantations from the Ghost Mother became more urgent. Suddenly, her right hand shot out, pointing forward. The nine light spheres flashed with a burst of talismans on their surfaces.

A dark hurricane began to swirl.

This hurricane was incredibly gloomy, and within it, ghostly wails could be heard. Red lights flickered intermittently.

"Open!"

The Ghost Mother shouted loudly. Before the words left her lips, the hurricane spun around and dispersed.

Then a large spider the size of a basin appeared in front of them. More astonishingly, on its back was an eerily lifelike ghost face.

Greenish-blue with sharp teeth!

That ghost face opened wide, and a loud rumbling sound echoed as it spat out a blood-red beam from its mouth.

The beam flashed past and struck the protective shield covering the city wall.

Silently, the thick light curtain melted like ice melting away, forming a hole about ten feet in diameter.

Though it didn't look impressive at first glance, remember that countless ghostly creatures had attacked for so long without making any headway. The power of tribulation beings was indeed far beyond ordinary cultivators.

A hint of joy flashed across the Ghost Mother's eyes as she immediately blurred into the crack and vanished inside. Of course, the Phantom Messenger followed closely behind.

In an instant, the broken barrier repaired itself. This array had been personally set by King Arur, incredibly complex to truly break down. The Ghost Mother's trick just now was merely a lucky one.

But what did it matter? They were already in this place.

The ambush of the Five Phantom Ghosts had drawn all the city’s experts' attention, leaving King Arur's defenses vulnerable.

For them, this was the best opportunity. If they could take off King Arur's head, their struggle would finally have a clear outcome.

"Let's go!"

Before her words were fully spoken, a layer of grayish-white阴气 wrapped around her body.

Then that mist blurred and disappeared into the surrounding void. The Phantom Messenger beside her acted similarly.

The two wanted to kill Mo'er here, but direct confrontation was not the smart choice. So they suppressed their presence, planning to strike opportunistically.

Mo'er was already in grave danger...

Lin Xuan did not know any of this, yet his mood inexplicably grew increasingly agitated.

Was something bad about to happen?

Lin Xuan pondered silently, his face showing no signs of slackness. After all, at his level, some inner omens were incredibly accurate.

He didn't think the two厉鬼 could pose a threat to him.

Could it be that Mo'er had encountered an unexpected change?

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan disregarded the surrounding enemies and released his immensely powerful divine awareness.

His divine sense was akin to one of the three realms' top-tier powerhouses; ten miles wasn't much.

The siege continued as fiercely as ever. King Arur's ancient barriers had not been broken through yet. Since these barriers remained intact, Mo'er should not have encountered any troubles. Could it be that his concerns were too intense, causing him to misinterpret the omens?

Lin Xuan thought thus.

Before he could fully process this thought, a cold voice rang in his ears: "Boy, what are you daydreaming about? Don't worry; I'll make sure your soul disperses here, and you won't have any more troubles."

Before the words were out, a crackling sound echoed as a black blade sliced through.

The blade transformed into a writhing demonic dragon as it approached Lin Xuan.

"Trivial trick!"

Lin Xuan was not afraid at all. He raised his right hand, and greenish light surged forth.

The light flashed, transforming into a fierce tiger that did not back down from the demon dragon, clashing with it fiercely.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan stepped forward. His right hand trembled as an ancient-looking spear appeared.

He grasped it behind his back and raised it high above his head, swinging it downward with force.

Space ripples erupted, and numerous intricate talismans appeared in his vision.

These symbols flickered and formed complex arrays that merged into a crescent-shaped light blade.

Rule powers surged across the sky as he thrust it at the opponent with great force.

Nearby, loud explosions echoed as ghostly howls filled the air. Medea and another tribulation-level ghost were also fighting fiercely.

...

While this city's protective barriers were formidable, their coverage was limited to a few hundred miles in each direction. In such a small area, even if there were additional barriers within the city, finding one person would be incredibly easy for a late-stage tribulation being.

Soon, they discovered Mo'er's hiding place. It was a floating building in mid-air. While it appeared unremarkable from the outside, as King Arur’s reincarnation, Mo'er hid here.

Surrounding the building were many guards patrolling. Their cultivation levels were formidable, mostly above the Profound Origin stage.

Such guard strength was already impressive, but this time, they faced the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld.

Flyto was born into the Arur clan. Although he had been born when the former king had reincarnated, Flyto heard many tales about his predecessor from a young age.

He revered King Arur deeply. Therefore, when Mo'er was confirmed as the reincarnation of King Arur, he immediately pledged allegiance to her without hesitation.

Loyal and devoted, even though the king's strength had not fully recovered, he believed that one day, Mo'er would once again become King Arur and regain her glory.

However, the other five kings harbored sinister intentions. Jin Yue’s Corpse King openly pursued and attacked Mo'er.

The siege continued as fiercely as ever. Who knew if they could hold this time?

Flyto's thoughts were interrupted when a sudden movement in his brow stopped him: "Who is hiding there? Are you planning to assassinate our master?" (To be continued.)
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"Hey?"

A surprised voice entered his ears: "This little fellow of the Void Profound Realm, actually managed to discover my whereabouts. This is rather surprising. Judging by your appearance, you must be from the Asura clan. Could there still be traces of ancient spirit teeth in your bloodline? Otherwise, your divine consciousness wouldn't be this sharp."

Before he could finish speaking, a ghastly figure appeared several dozen feet ahead, its appearance terrifying and grotesque.

Despite his surroundings being devoid of any aura or pressure, the mere glance from the ghoul made Fly Tooth feel as if he had fallen into an icy pit. His body shivered with cold.

"Could it be a Tribulation Period?"

Fly Tooth's face was filled with shock; he couldn't believe that despite the Asura King’s protective barriers, someone could sneak into the city silently. However, such thoughts were now meaningless. The ghoul had clearly come to harm the king.

Fly Tooth's fate hung in the balance if captured by this ghoul, but his mind remained focused on the king's safety. Thus, his first reaction was a deep breath, trying to let out a loud cry to attract the attention of other guards.

But just as he did so, an icy snort entered his ears. Though not loud, it struck Fly Tooth like lightning, causing a searing pain in his mind’s eye. His intended cry was cut short before it could escape.

"Such a loyal little fellow. But today, my purpose is to take the Asura King's head. You can't spoil my plans."

Before the ghoul finished speaking, ripples of space appeared beside him. A blade of about a foot in length flashed and struck Fly Tooth’s head with lightning speed, taking it off silently.

The ghoul’s wife, Yellow River Ghost Mother, spoke coldly: "Fool, what's the point of arguing with a Void Profound Realm little fellow? You shouldn't risk delaying things."

"Yellow River Ghost Mother is indeed speaking."

The ghoul showed signs of embarrassment but didn’t dare to argue. The two Tribulation Period monsters continued their concealment and drew closer to Moon’s abode.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of these events, but for some reason, his mood grew increasingly agitated. He couldn't put into words the feeling he had; it made him feel anxious as if something bad was about to happen. Yet, he had already checked with divine consciousness and found that the siege was still in full swing, so Moon should be safe.

Why then did he keep sensing danger?

Lin Xuan didn’t know. He was extremely agitated.

---

He couldn't stay here any longer; he must go see for himself.

The saying goes: "Worrying makes one confused."

Although logically speaking, Lin Xuan believed that Yue'er wasn’t likely to be in danger, he decided to check as soon as possible. Better safe than sorry, given the unpredictable nature of the cultivation world.

But leaving was not so easy. The two Tribulation Period monsters before him were far more formidable than the previous Fat Monarch. Even with Mingen’s help, it would take some time to defeat them both.

If these powerful enemies couldn’t be dealt with quickly, Mingen wouldn’t last long and wouldn’t even manage a brief delay.

Indeed, people have varying degrees of loyalty; for Moon's sake, Lin Xuan could disregard the girl’s fate. However, if Mingen fell, it would mean the end of another battlefront. The remaining five ghosts in Yutang would be left with only three, all loyal to Moon, and their defeat would mean the loss of the city.

Lin Xuan couldn’t bear such a result.

The key was that he wasn't certain about the danger Moon faced; he could only suspect but not be sure. Thus, he struggled to make a decision.

His indecision described his current state perfectly.

But this wouldn’t do.

With his divided attention, he couldn’t leave easily.

Moon’s fate remained unknown.

To solve this problem, the only way was to quickly defeat these two powerful enemies.

Lin Xuan’s mind made up, he no longer hesitated. His gaze was firm as a stone, and an aura of fear-inducing killing intent surged from his body.

He took a deep breath, and immense spiritual power flowed through his meridians.

"Let me remind you once more; if you surrender now, it's not too late."

Lin Xuan’s low voice echoed in their ears.

Non-combat resolution was the best option; time saved couldn’t be measured in miles.

---

Even knowing that the chances were slim, Lin Xuan still decided to try.

But he didn’t get a satisfactory result. The Fiery Ghost sneered: "A little fellow who talks big, truly has no sense of life and death. How about you beg for mercy like us?"

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed; an aura as solid as reality emanated from his body. "You will regret your refusal."

His murmured words seemed to be a self-reminder.

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan clenched his hands, and a sharp sword technique appeared. As he moved, the Nine Palaces Musty Sword’s light surged, greatly enhancing its power. The few pieces of treasure that had been holding him back were shattered by the surging light.

"Impossible!"

The Fiery Ghost and another ghost were shocked; disbelief showed on their faces. Those treasures weren’t theirlife treasure (life-prolonging treasures), but they still had immense power, known in ancient relics. They were easily destroyed.

Could it be that he didn't use his true strength just now?

This thought made both of them shiver with fear.

In contrast, Mingen’s face showed great joy. A sharp cry echoed, and the skulls’ eyes glowed red as they chomped their mouths, spitting out strange winds and demonic flames.

The black and white wind transformed into a dual-headed monster dragon that roared hoarsely, thrashing its head and tail towards them.

"Break it!"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword’s light flashed in the air before vanishing, replaced by countless sword threads visible to the naked eye. Each was over ten feet long and extremely thin, slicing through the air like a storm of arrows, falling upon their targets...

---
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"Quickly!"

Yan Gui raised his right hand and pointed it forward with one finger.

As he did so, the space around them began to ripple. Several high-grade treasures unexpectedly exploded.

Gale-force winds spread out in all directions, and a series of light halos emerged from the void.

Then these light halos merged together, increasing their volume significantly before enveloping Yan Gui's figure.

On the surface of the light halos, tiny rune-like symbols began to emerge, emitting threads ofthe power of the law. Although Yan Gui could not clearly see his own form, he heard a muffled and ancient incantation through the air, clear and sharp in his ears.

"This...?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. He had somehow heard about this secret technique before, but he couldn't quite recall the specifics.

Was it the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse?

Indeed, it was one of the seventy-two secret techniques within that curse, requiring the sacrifice of several high-grade treasures to be used.

Although Lin Xuan could not remember the exact details, he surmised that its power would be formidable.

Sure enough, before his thoughts were fully formed, a huge lotus flower emerged from the light halos.

A black ghost lotus!

The lotus bloomed, revealing a massive evil ghost's head with fangs exposed and an extremely terrifying appearance.

It began to gnash its teeth, emitting a strange cackling sound. Then it suddenly opened its mouth wide, spewing out a wave of阴 wind.

Wherever this阴 wind passed, the air twisted and blurred, threads ofthe power of the law radiating outward as if freezing the very void itself.

A "pfft" sounded in his ears, and one of the leading waves of sword energy was truly frozen by this eerie阴 wind.

Coldness Rule?

No, he had also grasped this rule. The current manifestation clearly differed from what he remembered.

Lin Xuan didn't have time to ponder further as he was already enraged at that moment.

What did a mere Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse matter? He would not be stopped by such a trivial technique.

"Fall!"

With a mighty shout, the heart-stirring sound of breaking air echoed in his ears. Multicolored sword energy flashed brilliantly like a tempest, pouring towards the opponent.

Clanging sounds filled his ears as if raindrops hitting banana leaves. Although several leading waves were easily frozen by this strange阴 wind, those that followed persisted relentlessly.

As a result, multicolored glass-like shards of light, dazzling and numerous, surged like a tidal wave, sweeping over the opponent.

Sweat dripped from Yan Gui's face. Despite having learned one secret technique from the Six-Word Evil Ghost Curse, his attack was too fierce to be repelled.

Should this defense fall, he would meet his end in soul-shattering despair.

...

Meanwhile, Moon's situation grew increasingly perilous.

The Yellow Springs Mother and the Phantom Messenger had infiltrated her hiding place. Originally, their plan was to silently take down Moon's head.

With the reincarnated Arurah girl dead, the battle would be won.

However, achieving this goal proved far from easy.

Indeed, the King of Arura today was no longer as formidable as before. Moon had not yet recovered her former power that even true immortals feared.

Now, the Netherworld's realm was no longer hers to rule; the other five kings harbored sinister intentions.

But despite this, there were still many loyal remnants from her past. A thousand-legged worm may die but does not rot completely.

Those who remained faithful to Moon knew that while anyone could fall, the safety of the King must be ensured at all costs.

Thus, even as the siege raged on fiercely, Moon's residence was guarded with extreme vigilance.

Apart from patrolling experts and numerousrule suppression, there were countless barriers in place.

This made it impossible for the Yellow Springs Mother to easily breach them.

After carefully advancing for some time, they finally encountered a barrier.

Instantly, the air grew cold as piercing sounds of breaking air resounded.

The warning barrier was no match for the Yellow Springs Mother. However, this exposure inevitably revealed their forms to the surrounding cultivators.

Seeing the rush of cultivators from all directions, Phantom's face showed signs of annoyance: "Mother, what should we do now?"

"How?" The Yellow Springs Mother's face wore a sneer: "Now that things have come to this, can we give up halfway? A few low-grade and spirit-stage ghostly creatures dare to stand in our way. We'll just charge through them today. I must take Arurah's head."

Before the words left her lips, she flicked her sleeves, causing a gust of阴 wind. Ghost flames emerged from her sleeves, exploding with a "bang" as sparks flew everywhere.

Though unremarkable at first glance, any contact with these sparks would ignite the entire body.

Bleeding Flame!

The Yellow Springs Mother was no ordinary being; her divine powers were awe-inspiring. With just this display, she caused chaos and wailing.

Moon was in grave danger.

However, she remained unaware of it as the barrier had not been fully breached yet, preventing any sounds from reaching her.

...

This was a refined courtyard, about several acres in size, with a tranquil environment that seemed no different from an ordinary noble family's residence.

"Uncle Meng, you sent me out. Now that the battle is going poorly and everyone is fighting hard, how can I stay here idly?"

A clear voice echoed, filled with anxiety yet melodious like a nightingale.

If Lin Xuan were present, he would be overwhelmed with emotion because this voice was so familiar—still haunting his dreams after countless years, making him yearn for it without cease.

"Moon, listen. It's too dangerous outside. You can't go out yet."

Another melodious voice entered his ears, laden with concern and determination that could not be denied.

In a tastefully decorated room, two women stood—one young and the other older.

The younger woman appeared to be in her early twenties, dressed in white, with a delicate beauty that captivated all who saw her. Her innocence was striking; just one glance would make anyone feel inferior. Yet, she exuded an approachable aura like a next-door sister, making one feel refreshed and cherished.

Thousands of years had passed, but Moon seemed unchanged, as if from yesterday.

If anything, she looked even more beautiful now.

However, her features and appearance were still familiar—recognizable at first glance.

At this moment, the young girl's brows furrowed with worry, clearly showing her distress.

The Dark Mire was a place of seclusion left by her in her past life. For a hundred years, it had been safe, allowing her to live without worries for some time.
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Unsure of her personality in past lives, every time she sought to know, Auntie Meng would only smile and be unwilling to say more. But at least in this life, Yue'er loved a peaceful existence.

Though since embarking on the path of cultivation, following Young Master had brought her much hardship and countless trials and tribulations, it didn't matter.

With Young Master by her side, even the most treacherous environment could be endured with joy. Wherever Lin Xuan was, for Yue'er, that place would always be a tranquil haven.

Together they had struggled and cultivated; life with Lin Xuan was something she truly missed.

However, peace is always fleeting.

Before long, Young Master had reached the pinnacle of the mortal world.

As a lower realm cultivator, the thinning essence energy and scarce resources in the mortal world made it impossible for her to advance further.

Young Master once said he wasn't afraid of falling but feared never seeing her again after his demise.

At that moment, Yue'er cried uncontrollably. She didn't want to be separated from Lin Xuan either.

Though past memories were unclear, she was certain no one had ever been as good to her before.

She couldn't bear the separation!

But heaven's ways dictated its own rules; how could a mere mortal transcend birth and death?

Even cultivators couldn't. Though they could live longer, in the end, they too would turn to dust.

Next life?

That was too vague and uncertain.

Who dared truly寄托 their hopes on the afterlife even as a cultivator?

Thus, arduous cultivation became the only choice.

Only by becoming an immortal could one break free from the constraints of lifespan, transcending the Three Realms with a beloved partner for eternity.

"Better to be a pair of swans than an immortal," was indeed a beautiful vow, but without immortality, even the most perfect swan couldn't last forever.

All good things must come to an end. Even blissful happiness could one day mean separation.

Becoming an immortal would change all that.

So, knowing the path ahead was fraught with danger, they continued to support each other.

These were Young Master's words, and Yue'er had no objections. She was willing to face every challenge together.

Finally, after countless hardships and near-death experiences, they found a way to the Spirit Realm.

The future remained uncertain.

But once in the Spirit Realm, new hope would naturally arise.

With Young Master by her side, Yue'er could face any difficulty.

Wherever he was, that place was always a tranquil haven for her.

They had agreed to face all challenges together, no matter what difficulties arose.

Yet, the strange and unpredictable nature of the cultivation world meant not everything could be foreseen.

Back then, on Penglai Immortal Mountain, they stood side by side in front of the same teleportation array. Who would have thought they'd end up in different realms?

Young Master vanished without a trace, leaving Yue'er alone in the unknown Netherworld.

At that time, she was heartbroken and lost, unsure what to do.

This wasn't an exaggeration.

Since embarking on her cultivation journey, Yue'er had never slackened in her practice. Her strength steadily grew, but unlike other cultivators, she always had Lin Xuan providing a tranquil haven for her.

Though she faced many dangers in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan bore them all, and their sudden separation left Yue'er feeling utterly lost.

Without Young Master, she didn't know what to do.

Surviving alone was too hard!

And the overwhelming longing only made it worse.

If not for Xiao Tao's presence, Yue'er wasn't sure if she could have endured those times.

Xiao Tao, the命宝 of the former Arhats, once renowned across the Three Realms.

Known as the玄阴宝盒, this was a treasure from an immortal dwelling. Its complexity differed greatly from ordinary cultivators'命宝.

Most astonishingly, it had reached the stage of spirit communication and could manifest into a girl named Xiao Tao. Even in the mortal world, she had once despised Lin Xuan, calling him foolish with slow cultivation progress...

But despite their disagreements, Xiao Tao fiercely protected Yue'er after her rebirth as an Arhat.

The early days in Netherworld were tough for Yue'er, but Xiao Tao's awakening gave her constant encouragement. With Xiao Tao by her side, Yue'er gradually learned to be strong again.

She decided not to cry anymore and would live on. Though separated from Young Master now, she believed they would meet again someday.

This was a test from heaven.

To remain with Young Master forever, she must endure this hardship.

Though Young Master wasn't beside her, he remained her source of strength.

The hardest part was the ceaseless longing.

Thus, many years passed. Yue'er's cultivation steadily progressed, but fate had other plans. During an outing, her identity was accidentally exposed.

From then on, word spread that she was the reincarnation of the Arhat King.

This stirred up a hornet's nest. The Arhat King wasn't just any powerful being; he was the ruler of Netherworld. Though times changed, his influence remained unparalleled.

Countless loyal spirits and ghosts still followed her, but many wanted to act on their own accord.

They no longer wished to follow the Arhat King's commands.

Of the five kings in Netherworld, Jin Yue Corpse King was the most brazen.

Since the Arhat King's fall or rebirth, the remaining five became rulers of Netherworld. Used to being in charge, they didn't want to listen to others' orders anymore. But Jin Yue Corpse King knew he couldn't defy the Arhat King.

The danger had to be eliminated before it grew.

The only opportunity was to eliminate Yue'er while she wasn't fully recovered from her past strength.

In the following days, Yue'er's situation became perilous.

Fortunately, the Arhat King was a genius and wouldn't have been unprepared for such a scenario.

Thankfully, they managed to escape danger.
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At the most perilous moment, it was Aunt Meng who saved him.

Aunt Meng was one of the hidden pawns left behind by the Asura King.

Millions of years ago, she had been one of Moon's most trusted subordinates. Her strength was formidable, not much different from the Five Kings of the Netherworld Realm.

To put it simply, her abilities were comparable to those of the Golden Technique Master.

However, during that ancient war, Aunt Meng encountered a True Immortal who had descended. Despite her best efforts, she could not escape the hands of the immortal.

Fortunately, Moon arrived in time and, after a fierce battle, managed to save Aunt Meng from the clutches of death.

But a True Immortal was no ordinary foe. Although Aunt Meng's life was still hanging by a thread, her injuries were so severe that they caused Moon to pale with concern.

Moon expended countless precious treasures, but could only manage to preserve Aunt Meng's life; however, her cultivation level dropped from the late-stage Transcendence Realm to the early stage.

Moon had no choice but to accept this reality.

Aunt Meng, on the other hand, was more pragmatic. She said that even though she had fallen in rank, she remained unbound by lifespan and that a slight drop in strength was nothing to fret about.

With time passing and the Asura King reincarnating, he returned to the Netherworld Realm but no longer as its ruler. Instead, he faced countless dangers. In this perilous moment, Aunt Meng repaid her kindness, saving Moon from certain death.

Over these years, Aunt Meng treated her like a daughter, providing meticulous care. Hence, Moon respected her deeply.

But this time, Moon could not agree with Aunt Meng's actions. The Asura King's claws had already found their location; the enemy was formidable, and even her ghostly entities were fighting to the death.

How could she remain aloof in such a situation?

Moon wanted to join the battle alongside everyone else.

However, Aunt Meng forbade it, even accompanying her here herself.

Moon paced anxiously like an ant on a hot pan. Finally, she bit her teeth and said, "Aunt Meng, I must go. I cannot stand idly by while others fight for their lives."

"If Your Majesty insists, your servant dares not defy your orders. But please grant me death,"

A sigh entered Moon's ears as the speaker was a woman in black robes and a plump figure exuding mature beauty. Her face was obscured by a black veil, making it impossible to discern her features even with divine perception.

"Is this Aunt Meng..."

Moon looked helpless: "Why must you stop me?"

"It is not your servant daring, but I dare not risk Your Majesty's safety. One day, you will once again be the ruler of the Netherworld Realm. As long as Your Majesty lives, we can all die and it would make no difference. Me and my guards have already set aside our own safety."

"Ah!"

Moon looked helpless. She truly didn't know what to do.

Could she, the Asura King known for making decisive judgments, really do this?

Young Master, where are you?

Moon was so exhausted; this burden was suffocating her. When would you come and share some of the load with me?

The young woman moved gracefully to the window.

She pushed it gently but no moonlight shone in. Looking outside, she saw a thick mist of dark energy, even through the layers of protective arrays, sounds of battle and roars could be heard.

Clearly, the battle outside was intense.

Moon's delicate brows furrowed with worry as a beautiful woman, clad in pure white robes, floated barefoot in mid-air like a celestial being. Yet, eerie ghostly flames surrounded her, giving off an ethereal aura that was faint but present.

In this tense atmosphere, she exuded a captivating beauty.

She was watching the distant battlefield.

Wait, why is the sound getting closer?

Even though the siege was intense and loud, it couldn't be so clear through all these barriers.

Unless the city had fallen or enemies had infiltrated here.

With that thought, Moon could no longer sit still. Just then, a deafening explosion echoed in her ears. In the distance, ghostly flames turned a greenish hue, followed by cries of pain and anguish as the flames turned crimson.

"Erosive Blood Magic Flame!"

The woman with the black veil heard it too. She appeared outside the courtyard.

"Is that Erosive Blood Magic Flame? Aunt Meng, do you recognize this secret technique?" Moon asked curiously.

"It's the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother."

Despite her obscured face, the woman's voice was low and slightly hoarse.

"The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother... That..."

"Your Majesty, there is no time to explain. The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother is a formidable old monster of late-stage Transcendence Realm. You must leave first..."

"But if I go, what about you, Aunt Meng?" Moon's face was filled with anxiety; she didn't want anyone close to her making sacrifices for her.

"Two cannot escape together. Your servant will stay here and stall the enemies. If there is an opportunity, I'll find a way to escape," the woman's voice was calm.

Moon knew it was just comforting her.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother was indeed formidable; if Aunt Meng hadn't fallen in rank, she wouldn't have feared anything.

But now, with only early-stage cultivation, staying behind would likely be fatal.

"Aunt Meng, no, I'll stay here."

"Your Majesty, this is not the time for such whims. Even if we all die, as long as you live, one day, we can seek revenge," the woman's tone was firm.

She then turned to the Asura Iron Guards and said, "The safety of Your Majesty rests with you. Do whatever it takes to ensure her safe departure."

"Yes."

A cold voice entered Moon's ears.

Five figures in peculiar armor appeared; they were of different heights and builds but each exuded a terrifying aura of iron resolve.

Once upon a time, the Asura Iron Guards had been a formidable force under the Asura King. Sadly, with the passage of time, only five remained beside him.

Their cultivation levels ranged from the Spirit Cultivation Realm.

But together, they could hold their own against late-stage Transcendence Realm foes.

Most importantly, being part of the Iron Guards meant their loyalty to the Asura King was unquestionable. With them protecting her, Moon felt somewhat safer.

Just as this thought crossed her mind, another deafening explosion echoed in her ears. The outer layers of barriers were shattered instantly.

Ghostly cries filled the air as a cold voice said clearly: "Move! Stop daydreaming; where can you go?"

P.S.: Fellow Daoists, after reading this chapter, please consider giving me a recommendation vote. Thank you!
第三千三百七十八章 强弱悬殊

The moment the words were spoken, the primordial energy of heaven and earth suddenly became chaotic.

The sky darkened further, to the point where one could not see their hand in front of them.

Then, black spiritual light surged. Evil winds blew freely, with a blood-red lotus blooming amidst the chaos.

Inside the lotus, dark qi swirled, revealing an elegant and graceful woman dressed in imperial attire.

"Yellow Springs Ghost Mother!"

Beside her floated another evil spirit, tall and menacing with green skin and sharp teeth. The aura it emitted was so intense that it made one hesitate to offend it; it too seemed to be a veteran powerhouse at the peak of its power.

The black-robed woman's expression darkened further.

The situation was far worse than she had imagined. She did not expect Yellow Springs Ghost Mother to have company.

Would Moonling survive this ordeal unscathed?

For a moment, she lost her confidence.

But soon, that doubt vanished.

No matter how difficult it would be, today, no matter the cost, she must ensure Wang Ping'an's safety.

"Devil Warriors of Mordor! What are you waiting for!"

The black-robed woman roared. Before her words were fully spoken, a simple-looking talisman flew out from her hand.

It was an inch-long jade box that looked like a cosmetic case used by women.

However, Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's eyes narrowed with fear as she revealed a hint of trepidation. But quickly, it was replaced by a cold smile: "Devil Ruyi Box. It is the treasure crafted personally by King Mordor for you. Haha, Medea, do you still think you are that formidable powerhouse from your late-stage cultivation? Now, with your rank dropped and mere initial-stage strength, what right do you have to command this divine artifact? Hand it over."

"Silence, Yellow Springs Ghost Mother! You too were born into the Mordor clan. You once enjoyed the glory and favor of King Mordor. Yet now, you beg like a dog to the Corpse Queen. Such a wretch will not have a good end."

The black-robed woman's face contorted with rage as she interrupted her opponent. She raised her hand, pointed at it, and drew a circle in the air.

A black aura emerged from her fingertips, transforming into a mysterious talisman.

It flashed and entered the jade box before her.

An ethereal voice filled her ears as the box emitted a bright spiritual glow. The patterns on its surface lit up.

The box spun rapidly, increasing in size. Its lid opened with a loud bang, releasing countless colorful talismans that floated out.

These talismans were incredibly intricate and imbued with Daoist energy. When they converged at the center, divine light showered down.

Several weapons—swords, spears, and axes—materialized as if by magic.

No, this was not a mere transformation technique; each of these artifacts had a distinct spirit, as if they were crafted by cultivators themselves, indistinguishable from true treasures.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the dazzling light forms shot towards her opponent with great force.

Despite the imposing display, Yellow Springs Ghost Mother showed no fear. Instead, she wore a cold smile: "Devil Ruyi Box. King Mordor also personally refined it. It is indeed formidable, but how much of its power can you truly unleash now?"

"Still daring to challenge me? You are beyond foolish."

Before her words were fully spoken, she raised both hands and cast various mystical techniques. "You have forgotten the terrifying power of late-stage cultivators. Let's see if you still remember what it feels like."

As she spoke, the blood-red lotus bloomed further. Each petal bore a ghostly face, expressions ranging from joy to anger.

From each open mouth, the same evil wind emerged. The air thickened as bone hands extended out, unafraid of the weapons that approached them.

Explosive sounds echoed in her ears as the seemingly powerful treasures were easily crushed into dust by the claws.

"Spit…."

The black-robed woman spat blood, a look of disbelief on her face.

"You can summon Heaven's Ghosts? You are too naive. There is no Mordor now. The little girl you wish to protect is nothing but an unseasoned brat. How could she become the ruler of the underworld? I will take off her head."

Before her words were fully spoken, a series of cracking sounds resonated in her ears as the white bone claws grew immensely large.

A mountain-sized crystal claw suddenly appeared out of thin air, carrying with it a stench and piercing through the air.

Even before it reached her, countless evil winds assailed her body, ghostly flames blinding, and ripples spread across the void as tiny spatial rifts appeared in her vision.

With the Mordor reincarnation so close by, Yellow Springs Ghost Mother did not want any more surprises. She unleashed a powerful strike without holding back.

Black-robed woman's eyes widened with recognition despite her current state. There was no time to hesitate; she rapidly tapped out several talismans, and thunderous sounds filled the air as colorful talismans poured from the Devil Ruyi Box.

But it was too late. The opponent's move was too swift. Only half of the talismans transformed into layered shields.

A deafening explosion shook the sky, sending various colors of spiritual light flying, shaking the entire void. More explosions followed.

The shields were formidable, but the crystal claws' power was terrifying. They tore through dozens of shields effortlessly.

The remaining talismans disintegrated with a single strike, leaving no chance to form new shields.

Seeing this, the black-robed woman's face turned deathly pale. She gritted her teeth and spat out green qi, which transformed into a colorful robe that shone like armor.

Boom!

The crystal claws approached, but even the colorful robe could not withstand them. The black-robed woman was sent flying.

Crackling sounds echoed as she collided with numerous buildings.

Whether pavilions or terraces, they all turned to ashes under the terrifying power.
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"Good, very good. I didn't expect that you would still have such an extraordinary survival technique after your realm dropped to theprimary tribulationstage. However, what use is it? Today, you must scatter your soul and spirit here."

The voice of the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld was icy cold as she raised her right hand, making a slashing motion forward.

A sharp sound of breaking air echoed.

A dark blade appeared, surrounded by electric arcs, rushing towards the black-robed woman.

The Ghost Mother of the Netherworld had timed it perfectly. Under severe injury, the black-robed woman's power couldn't be condensed in an instant.

In other words, at this moment, she had no self-defense capability left. Though her heart was filled withunwilling to give up, reluctant to accept, there was only one thing to do—wait for death.

"Uncle Meng!"

But just as that happened, a soft cry reached his ears, followed by the fragrance of moonlight. Moonlight appeared right on time, at the critical moment.

Her delicate hands held an immortal sword in her palm, and with fluid movements, a bright blade emerged.

Boom!

A thunderous explosion rang out, and two blades of different natures collided mid-air.

The sky turned ashen, but the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld was actually pleased. She had come to take Moonlight's head. Unexpectedly, this little girl had cut herself on her own sword.

How could she let such a good opportunity slip away? Her fingers kept jabbing forward, releasing intricate spells.

Suddenly, piercing sounds filled the air as an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The dark blade flashed and vanished in mid-air, replaced by countless crimson bone spines that shot out like arrows, targeting Moonlight.

Not just Moonlight; the black-robed woman was also caught. The opponent's strategy was extremely vicious—trying to distract Moonlight so she could kill both of them here.

As for those five Deva Iron Guards, they were already entangled by ghostly entities, roaring in anger as they struggled to protect themselves. Though they wanted to help, they had no spare hands.

The bone spines left clear white marks on the void, showing their power was formidable indeed. But the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld's abilities weren't limited to this.

Although she showed extreme disdain for Moonlight, it was certain that she was reborn from a Deva. The Deva King was extraordinary in talent and strength; no one in the Three Realms could match her. Even true immortals would be bound by her power. This girl being her reincarnation meant she couldn't be treated as an ordinary cultivator.

She clasped her hands, and a blood cloud several acres wide appeared behind her.

With a slight swirl, ghostly shadows emerged. Roaring sounds filled the air as countless monsters appeared from the blood cloud, lunging at Moonlight.

Then, the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld shook her sleeves, and a streak of gray light shot out, vanishing into the void.

"King, don't worry about me!"

The black-robed woman had already recovered. Seeing this scene, she grew anxious.

Ignoring her injuries, she leaped up from the ground. Her hands moved rapidly as several breaths of true essence energy spewed from her mouth.

These were her life essence, and with her realm having dropped after being injured, these life essences became even more precious to her. But at this moment, she couldn't afford to be cautious.

Meng Ye's face was grave as he continuously cast spells, the hissing sound of the Devaas one wishes, wish-fulfillingBox opening again.

A colorful light flowed, and a crystal tree appeared from within.

The tree was only a foot tall but shimmered with crystalline luster, emitting an eerie aura.

The Ghost Mother of the Netherworld's pupils constricted. But quickly, she sneered: "Devil Crystal Tree. Do you think you're still a late-stage cultivator? Even if you expend your life essence to drive it, how much power can you now unleash?"

Before her words were finished, she shook her sleeves again and released several grotesque ghost serpents.

Each was over ten feet long, slithering as they shot out black beams of light, rushing forward.

The black-robed woman's face grew even more pale. Her hands moved nonstop as she continuously cast spells.

Suddenly, the crystal tree emitted a flash of light, and leaves flew off it.

At the same time, a force field spread from its center.

Each leaf swelled in size with the wind, transforming into crystalline shields.

On each shield's surface, a fist-sized rune appeared.

When they lit up, thin flying knives emerged from the shields.

Piercing sounds echoed as they shot forward.

Though powerful, these alone couldn't block the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld's attacks.

Fortunately, Moonlight wasn't alone.

Although she said to let Moonlight go first, her character wouldn't allow such a thing.

"Uncle Meng, we'll die together or live together."

Moonlight might be soft in some ways, but when it came to being strong, she was resolute.

Surrounded by formidable enemies, Moonlight's face showed a heart-wrenching smile.

"My young master, I don't know if I can survive this time. My death is not regrettable, but... I really miss you..."

...

Lin Xuan didn't know about all of this.

The Nine Palaces Sword swept through the battlefield, and the Immortal Sword Diagram's power was too formidable to be underestimated. Flame Ghost had already reached a precarious state.

A mere peer cultivator couldn't possibly be Lin Xuan's match in a one-on-one fight. His fall was inevitable.

But just then, Lin Xuan felt an unprecedented sense of unease.

The feeling came so suddenly and intensely that he broke out in cold sweat, his forehead covered with beads of sweat, his face pale to the extreme.

"Wrong, such a heart sensation can't be wrong. Something must have happened to Moonlight."

Lin Xuan turned his head and released his powerful spiritual sense.

Over ten miles away, the siege battle was still raging fiercely. But this time, Lin Xuan wouldn't be deceived by appearances.

His concern for Moonlight surged like a tidal wave, filling his heart.

No matter what, he must return to Moonlight's spiritual awareness as quickly as possible.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan made his choice.

But this moment of distraction exposed a flaw.

The attack slowed down. The Flame Ghost was also at the middle-stage ofprimary tribulation, with keen eyesight. Such an opportunity wouldn't be missed.

His face showed extreme joy as he flashed and blurred, rushing through the gaps in the sword light.
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This guy had clearly experienced the terrifying power of Lin Xuan's divine techniques, yet he didn't take this opportunity to escape. Instead, with a sneer on his face, he charged towards Lin Xuan.

Two ghostly claws rubbed against each other.

A sky-high sea of black-red lightning fire spread out.

Then, two steel fork-like treasures appeared as the ghost released them.

From his appearance, it seemed he was trying to turn defeat into victory and kill Lin Xuan right here.

Regardless of whether he could achieve this, his actions were still commendable for their courage.

However, at this moment, Lin Xuan had no time to waste here. The joy of meeting Yue'er filled his heart entirely.

This guy's interference was sheer madness.

A cold killing aura emanated from Lin Xuan's face as he raised his right hand and slashed downward without a word.

With his movement, intense light surged out, and the five-colored crystalline sword light emerged.

Just before the Immortal Sword Diagram, a dazzlingly bright giant sword appeared.

Ten zhang long, it exuded an aura capable of splitting heaven and earth.

The surface emitted mystic runes, forming layer upon layer of intricate rune arrays.

"Cut!"

Lin Xuan roared.

The giant sword thundered and instantly transformed into a chilling slash that pierced through the air.

Wherever it passed, the void actually split open.

Though not a spatial treasure, the Immortal Sword Diagram was originally extraordinarily powerful as an innate divine artifact. Under Lin Xuan's agitated and vengeful strike, it almost unleashed half of its power.

Although still less than fifty percent, this was enough to split heaven and earth.

In an instant, rule powers surged over several miles in all directions, seemingly turning everything into nothingness.

This naturally made the Flame Ghost turn pale with shock.

His initial desire to risk killing Lin Xuan and snatch a divine treasure had instantly vanished.

Instead, he felt a wave of regret like a flood.

This strike actually possessed such power.

He felt suffocated, his face full of panic, but unwilling to sit idly by.

With both hands, he continuously flicked them, changing the direction of the lightning fire and blocking it in front. As the giant sword approached, they exploded instantly.

Rumbling sounds echoed as a foul smell filled several miles around, as if the void itself had been scorched. The power of these lightning explosions was indeed formidable.

However, the giant sword remained unscathed amidst such an explosion, easily cutting through the lightning and fire to approach its target.

"No..."

The Flame Ghost was greatly alarmed. Although he had been beaten badly from the start, he had never come so close to death before. It seemed that in the next moment, his soul would scatter.

His face showed fear, but he didn't idle with his hands. He continuously waved them, casting out another seven or eight treasures.

These were wrapped in dark winds and grew a hundred times larger, striking wildly at the giant sword.

He didn’t expect these treasures to block this sword, but just by slightly delaying, he would have a chance to escape alive.

Having been frightened by Lin Xuan, if he had an opportunity to escape this time, he would definitely avoid this old monster and stay far away. Even if it meant being punished by the Golden Yue Corpse King, that was fine.

However, his idea was good, but escaping under Lin Xuan's vengeful strike was as difficult as climbing a mountain.

Indeed, those few divine treasures had their merits, but compared to innate divine artifacts, they were vastly inferior in power.

Under one slash of the giant sword, like cutting tofu, they instantly melted away into nothingness.

Only the remnants of the treasure fell from the void, but their essence was lost.

This result surprised the Flame Ghost greatly.

With a sneer on his face, he prepared to release his soul core.

Clearly, escaping intact was now impossible.

He had no choice but to sacrifice his body; after all, his soul core could still possess another body. With over a thousand years of seclusion, he would regain his divine powers.

As for the discarded body, it couldn’t be wasted. Letting it self-destruct might weaken that terrifying giant sword slightly.

However, as soon as he thought about this, an unbelievable thing happened.

His soul core couldn't escape, and all his magical power froze in place. Thus, the idea of self-destructing was no longer possible.

"How could this be!"

The Flame Ghost's face showed disbelief.
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These threads blurred as they approached him, vanishing into the void. In their place, numerous mysterious runes the size of fists appeared.

These runes combined, forming a small and intricate light array that covered an area of several acres, precisely enveloping himself.

Rule powers spread out, making it impossible for him to move.

"You actually managed to cast such a secret technique."

The Flame Ghost's voice was difficult to hear. His face had lost all color.

"Friend, stop. I am willing..."

Desperate, he could only beg with no regard for his dignity.

After all, reaching the Transcendence Stage after so much hardship and struggle, face mattered, but how could it compare to his life? He knew which was more important.

If this guy had done this earlier, Lin Xuan might have spared him. But at a critical moment, begging for mercy showed no sincerity.

This was forced by circumstances; who knew when he would go back on his word?

The situation was urgent, and Lin Xuan didn't have the time to take such risks.

Meeting Yue'er as soon as possible was most important.

Thus, facing this plea, Lin Xuan showed no change in expression.

The Immortal Sword continued its fierce strike.

The Flame Ghost remained immobile, unable to dodge. His entire body was completely devoured by the sharp sword light.

"Ahh!"

A loud cry echoed but quickly disappeared amidst the brilliant light.

No trace of life remained; both his soul core and body turned to ashes.

Only a solitary storage bag floated in front.

Lin Xuan showed no joy on his face, waved his hand to collect the storage bag. Then, with green light surging all over him, he flew towards Yue'er's side, wrapping her up before flying towards the Immortal City.

He brought Yue'er for thoroughness; if he went alone, it would be faster and more agile. But without Yue'er by his side, Moon's subordinates couldn't distinguish friend from foe.

Troubles would multiply, so weighing pros and cons, bringing Yue'er made things easier.

Although Lin Xuan left in a hurry, before departing, he sent a message to Mengxue through the void, telling her of his purpose. With him gone, the Flame Ghost was also eliminated, and the nearby battle had yet to be decided. Mengxue alone should be able to handle the other ghost.
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Over ten thousand miles, an unattainable distance for ordinary humans. Yet under Lin Xuan's full-speed flight, it was merely a moment.

Soon, the majesticFairy City (Celestial City) came into view; the siege battle raged on fiercely.

The city had not been breached, but Lin Xuan felt his unease growing stronger.

Such a foreboding in his heart could never be wrong. Something must have happened to Yue'er.

With thoughts racing, Lin Xuan wished he could fly there instantly.

Anxiously, he didn't even bother with concealment techniques. Although his abilities allowed him to bypass the defenses and approach the city, it would waste too much time.

Now, driven by urgency, Lin Xuan ignored all caution and charged straight in.

Indeed, Lin Xuan intended to forcefully break through.

How could a vast army of Corpse Kings matter? With a flash of spiritual light, he plunged into the midst of them.

Lin Xuan arrived swiftly but without concealing his presence. Just as he was far away, several Ghost Generals spotted him.

These fellows recognized that Lin Xuan wasn't easily dealt with. However, they couldn’t ignore him and let him enter the city.

So, they gathered their forces to guard around him, mostly mindless and fearless puppet corpses.

As Lin Xuan approached, they raised their signal flags in preparation.

Instantly, fierce roars echoed as copper-armored and iron-armored corpses surged forward like a flood of water, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

The ghost tide was overwhelming; the corpse waves were towering. In an instant, Lin Xuan found himself surrounded by layers upon layers of troops.

In front, the corpses fought with reckless bravery; behind him, countless ghostly spirits and ghostly creatures launched their treasures at him.

Many hands make light work! Two fists can't match four. These Ghost Generals had a plan that seemed to be working well.

But Lin Xuan was no longer in the mood for any tricks or schemes. His anxiety over Yue'er had turned him into a raging beast.

"Those who stand in my way, die!"

Cracking sounds filled the air as Lin Xuan's right hand grew ten times its size.

No need for force laws now; he only needed to clear the path.

With his hair standing on end and veins bulging, he punched forward with all his might.

Boom!

A lightning bolt streaked across the sky. The sheer volume of sound alone was terrifying. Every single Corpse King in front did not survive; regardless of their cultivation level—whether they were at the Condensation Core stage or had a Soul Core—they were all shattered by the force of the punch.

Over a thousand corpses fell to the ground, reduced to dust.

The next punch was even more fearsome.

It seemed capable of splitting heaven and earth.

A visible wave of power swept out. A hundred miles in front of Lin Xuan became an empty space.

At least ten thousand Corpse Kings were crushed into powder by this blow.

But these creatures were originally puppet-like constructs, so they didn't know fear. The closest ones to Lin Xuan were cleared away.

However, the surrounding corpses numbered in the millions, like a tidal wave rushing towards him.

They soon surrounded Lin Xuan.

Yet the terrifying power of that punch was far from over.

Snap…

It sounded like a porcelain bowl breaking on the ground, but now the sound was much louder. A crack appeared in the space where he had just cleared.

Several dozen miles long, most cultivators in their entire lives would never see such a fearsome spatial rift.

Cracking sounds echoed as the crack grew longer and extended far into the distance. The nearby spatial laws were shattered by Lin Xuan's punch.

The void was torn open, revealing an enormous spatial rift.

Dark winds gushed out from within.

With the spatial rift, even more corpses fell, reaching over a hundred thousand.

The Ghost Generals exchanged glances.

They had never seen such a formidable cultivator. One punch alone reduced fifty thousand Corpse Kings to powder; were all old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage this tough?

Going in would be suicide. This guy was clearly beyond their ability to contend with!

The Ghost Generals began to have second thoughts, realizing that Lin Xuan's displayed strength was astonishingly powerful.

However, some of the ghost creatures below didn't react as quickly.

Originally hiding behind the Corpse Kings for an easy win, they had already released their treasures. There wasn’t enough time to retract them now.

A dazzling light filled the area; over ten thousand strange and bizarre ghost treasures surrounded Lin Xuan, enveloping him in layers of protection.

But Lin Xuan was focused on his journey and didn't summon any defensive treasures.

This made the ghosts both fearful and delighted.

Even if it were a Tribulation Transcendence cultivator, there was no reason to face so many treasures with one's physical body.

Cases of high-ranking cultivators falling to low-rank beings due to overconfidence were not uncommon.

Before him stood an old monster likely at the Tribulation Transcendence stage; if he could be eliminated, they would earn a monumental achievement.

With these thoughts in mind, the ghosts' faces lit up with excitement.

They didn't retract their treasures but instead poured more power into them. Some of the hesitant ghosts also joined the attack.

In an instant, ghostly roars filled the air as dark energy surged. Countless grayish-white light beams enveloped Lin Xuan completely.

The combined force of so many attacks was indeed terrifying; a regular Tribulation Transcendence cultivator might have chosen to dodge if they were in Lin Xuan's position.

But Lin Xuan didn't do that. Not out of arrogance, but because he had no time!

As the saying goes, between high-ranking cultivators, victory or defeat is decided by a hair’s breadth. If something happened to Yue'er on his way, he would regret it deeply.

So, despite facing thousands of ghost treasures, Lin Xuan's flight speed remained unchanged.

A fierce expression appeared on his face as flames erupted from every part of his body.

Then, colorful spiritual light shone brightly; true spirits emerged from the surface of his body.

But this wasn't over. In an instant, golden light flashed, and the Nine Heavens Divine Net also materialized behind him.

The light radiated, almost tangible.

Nine heads, each with different expressions—happy or angry—were vividly lifelike.

As for the eighteen arms, they moved in various ways; each hand formed a mystical mudra that was incredibly intricate.

Then, countless patterns appeared on the surface of the Nine Heavens Divine Net.

These patterns were ancient and mysterious, forming true spirits like phoenixes, peacocks, and golden-winged great eagles.

There were several types, corresponding to the true spirit shadows floating above his head.
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The next moment, a clear and loud ringing echoed. These true spirit shadows actually seemed to rush towards the Nine Heavens Divine Net as if they were returning to their nest.

Just like how a fledgling returns to its nest, these shadows quickly merged into it.

Then, the true spirit patterns on the surface of the Nine Heavens Divine Net suddenly came alive.

The five-colored crystal, emitting an aura no less terrifying than that of a Transcending Tribulation existence, was released.

Next, the Nine Heavens Divine Net shot forward towards Lin Xuan. It perfectly overlapped with him and disappeared from sight.

But immediately after, the sound of a qilin's call emerged from within Lin Xuan’s body, sounding noble and ancient.

Following that, phoenix calls echoed through the heavens as one true spirit after another began to vocalize.

An unbelievable scene unfolded before their eyes.

A brilliant spiritual light suddenly burst forth from Lin Xuan’s body.

This light was golden and red, gradually enveloping his entire body. It then solidified into a suit of armor.

The armor was exquisitely beautiful. The chest bore the image of a qilin head, while the phoenix symbol gleamed on its neck.

The marks of other true spirits that Lin Xuan had refined, such as the true dragon, peacock, golden jade toad, or golden sun, could also be found on this armor’s surface.

The style of the armor was exquisitely beautiful. Wearing it, Lin Xuan emitted an aura akin to a peak Transcending Tribulation cultivator.

True Spirit Armor: One of the ultimate transformations of the Nine Heavens Divine Net.

Lin Xuan had long understood this technique but had never fully integrated the true spirits' blood before.

Subconsciously doing so was mainly because he didn't want to waste time.

To his surprise, it worked perfectly on the first attempt.

The surface of the armor radiated the power of several true spirits, and its design was exquisitely beautiful.

Lin Xuan's expression was resolute as he continued flying forward without pause.

In the next moment, a buzzing sound filled the air.

The ghostly howls were unsettling, and countless treasures had already struck Lin Xuan’s body.

“Humph!”

Lin Xuan roared loudly, and a brilliant spiritual light burst from his body.

This light was five-colored crystal, with numerous talismans emitting powerful ancient auras.

It seemed alive as the talismans intertwined with each other.

Zzzz…

Electric sparks flew everywhere. Layers of intricate纹阵 appeared on the surface of the light.

At this time, the first wave of dark treasures and ghostly weapons had already crashed down upon him.

Despite their overwhelming momentum, they were absorbed by the dazzling light without a sound.

“Ah!”

A series of screams echoed as most of the ghostly entities had released their own命宝.

Under the melting ice and snow, their hearts were shaken, and blood spewed from their mouths.

The remaining ghosts were alarmed but could not retreat once they had launched their attacks. They knew it was now or never.

With no way out, their eyes filled with cold murderous intent.

There would be no turning back.

“Let’s give it our all! I don’t believe that he can single-handedly withstand so many treasures. What does a Transcending Tribulation old monster matter? We must kill him here today.”

"Exactly. Lord Corpse King will surely reward us heavily."

Perhaps driven by desperation or their inner ferocity, these ghostly entities fiercely unleashed their treasures.

Even some observers joined in the attack.

Flowers of ice and snow rained down as countless dark treasures shot out, covering Lin Xuan entirely.

“Those who stand in my way shall die!”

However, Lin Xuan showed no fear. With bloodshot eyes, he roared again.

His voice echoed for a hundred miles.

At this time, the light on his body suddenly erupted.

Instead of defending himself against such fierce attacks, Lin Xuan began to attack.

The calls of true spirits filled the air as the laws of nature permeated the void.

Wherever they passed, both dark treasures and ghostly weapons shattered into nothingness. The remnants had no trace of spirituality, falling from the sky with a crash.

What is a strong cultivator?

Taking an enemy general’s head in the midst of a million soldiers?

No, that's not impressive.

With one punch, Lin Xuan obliterated tens of thousands of refined corpses and faced the attacks of ten thousand ghosts. A single roar shattered their命宝.

That was what it meant to be a strong cultivator, that was what it meant to be domineering!

In an instant, countless ghosts were severely injured, their faces filled with shock and fear as they dared not meet Lin Xuan’s gaze. Even the ghost generals were trembling in fear.

With no obstacles before him, Lin Xuan carved out a bloody path and continued on his way.

This scene was clearly visible to the ghosts on the city wall.

Their faces were filled with shock.

Since Lin Xuan had unleashed such a massacre against the Corpse King’s army, he must be an ally rather than an enemy.

But it couldn't be ruled out that this was a ruse.

The minds of everyone present were in turmoil.

Blocking him would not work, and letting Lin Xuan enter the city wasn’t appropriate either.

Several ghost entities responsible for defending the city gathered to discuss their strategy.

However, Lin Xuan’s speed was too swift. Before they could come up with a plan, he had already flown down to the city walls.

The ghosts on this section of the wall immediately prepared for battle. What should they do if the enemy attacked?

"Activate the禁制 and let me in."

Lin Xuan's voice rang out clearly within and outside the city. Some ghost entities holding array disks showed signs of difficulty.

Even Lin Xuan, wanting to break through the barriers set by the Corpse King himself, couldn’t do it instantly.

However, if they did so, it would give the attacking army an opportunity. Fortunately, Lin Xuan didn't need to hesitate long as Xiang'er was with him.

The little girl's expression was full of admiration for Lin Xuan.

He was indeed a man after a king’s heart, exuding such masculinity.

She knew that Lin Xuan was strong but hadn’t expected him to be this powerful.

But now wasn’t the time to dwell on these thoughts. The young master was so anxious; it couldn't be in vain.

Xiang'er transformed into a streak of light and flew forward.

Then, she raised her hand, and a red light shot out, ignoring the禁制 and flying directly towards the city wall.

A mid-stage spirit entity reached out to receive it, his face lighting up with joy.

"It's a guard order talisman! This is great. He’s not an enemy but an ally. Quickly let them in."

Before he could finish speaking, several array mages were already excitedly pointing their hands at Lin Xuan. As they did so, the light before him flickered, and a dozen-meter-wide passage appeared.

Lin Xuan flashed into it.

The entire scene was watched by the Corpse King’s army outside the city. However, Lin Xuan's might left such an impression that even the ghosts were too afraid to attack again.

With no trouble at all, Lin Xuan finally entered the city.

Several mid-stage spirit generals flew over but were distracted by Moon’s safety. With no time for idle chatter, he flashed towards the depths of the city.
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This celestial city was intricately designed, yet its area wasn't vast. Although there were layers of restrictions blocking the way, Lin Xuan released his divine consciousness with all his might and still managed to gain some benefits.

Moreover, with Xiang'er guiding him, finding Moon's refuge posed no difficulty at all.

At this moment, Lin Xuan was in a state of utmost urgency. His遁光 naturally didn't waste any time.

He rushed like the wind, eager to fly to Moon's side as quickly as possible.

...

With their minds attuned, Lin Xuan’s haste wasn’t without reason. At this very moment, Moon had already been plunged into immense danger.

Even with that black-robed woman risking her life to protect her, after her realm dropped significantly, her strength had diminished greatly. Even if she risked her life, she still couldn't hold back the ferocious Yellow Springs Demon Mother.

The other party was determined to succeed!

Moon's current situation could be described as perilous and precarious.

Fortunately, this little girl had changed so much from before, and he himself had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage.

However, it had only been a month since her advancement, and her realm hadn't stabilized yet. Engaging in battle at such a time would be too difficult both emotionally and logically.

This was why Moon's subordinates, the ghostly spirits, preferred to sacrifice themselves rather than allow Wang to intervene.

Advancing just recently, fighting against others was too strenuous. If things went wrong, they might fall into demonic possession, which would be regrettable.

Worse still, those five Deva Iron Guards had already fallen in succession.

Although they had given their all, it was futile. Five of them working together were formidable, but impossible to defeat a Tribulation Transcending old monster.

Being able to hold off the ghost for so long was remarkable.

Now, with the enemy stronger and Moon weaker, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother had joined forces with the Black-robed Woman, while her injuries were severe, almost immobilizing her.

In other words, Moon now faced two Tribulation Transcending powerhouses alone.

Especially terrifying was the Yellow Springs Demon Mother. She herself was a late-stage Tribulation Transcender, and in this world, she was one of the top-tier great cultivators.

Darkness like ink spread across the void sky as a blood-colored crescent moon appeared. Moon's white robes fluttered, her bare feet floating above them, a beauty like jade, but showing a hint of sorrow at this moment.

"Little girl, it’s come to this. Do you still want to resist? Submit your head and I'll give you a swift death."

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's voice was icy cold, yet there was an underlying excitement on her face.

King Arrogant Deva, the former supreme powerhouse, had once shaken all three realms. Even true immortals had to bow down before him. To be able to personally kill such a powerful figure brought an indescribable sense of satisfaction.

Moon didn't respond.

Compared to her past life, she might seem weak, but she also had her own resolve.

She couldn’t submit so easily; she would rather die fighting than retreat in the face of a formidable enemy.

"Sorry, Young Master. Moon has broken my promise. This lifetime, I fear we can never be together again."

Moon murmured to herself, her gaze fixed on the distant horizon, wondering where Young Master might be at this moment.

You must know how much you mean to me.

Her eyes were filled with tenderness, but quickly turned resolute.

She raised a hand, emitting a dazzling light. Five-colored glass from the Yin-Yang Treasure Box shone through.

Meanwhile, rain began to fall in the sky, not exactly rain, but countless golden and silver runes fluttering down like raindrops, magnificent to behold.

The power of law manifested.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's expression changed dramatically.

This girl was indeed a Deva. Having just advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, she already had such power.

She couldn’t afford any further delay.

Though surprised, her face showed clear murderous intent.

A loud shout echoed as that black lotus flower slowly bloomed beneath her feet.

Countless light balls spewed out from within.

Then those light balls flashed and ghostly shadows of fierce ghosts appeared.

They were grayish and not illusions, but also not formed solely by mana.

"Deva, you were the ruler of the underworld in your past life. Die under this Ten Thousand Ghosts Devouring Soul technique of mine."

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's harsh voice echoed as countless ghostly shadows surged towards Moon, intent on tearing her to pieces.

Ten Thousand Ghosts Devouring Soul—Heaven and Earth trembled!

"Bad luck!"

Moon’s face turned pale with worry. She hurriedly moved both hands, causing the primordial energy of heaven and earth to resonate.

Those rune-like symbols glowed brightly as they converged in the center.

Pressures radiated outwards, thickening the air. A massive figure appeared before their eyes.

Though still blurry, its general form could be discerned—it was a creature that resembled a dragon but wasn’t quite one, somewhat like a hybrid of a dragon and a qilin, with two wings on its back, nine heads in total, each head strange and unique, neither mosquito nor snake.

Nine-headed Fiend!

Even the powerful Yellow Springs Demon Mother couldn't help but turn pale. There was clear fear in her eyes.

But soon, this fear dissipated like a wave, leaving only icy coldness: "Do you still want to struggle? If your former spirit pet, Nine-headed Fiend, were here, I would have no choice but to flee. But if my memory serves correctly, after the battle at the Arctic Essence Light Palace, Nine-headed Fiend was sealed with the combined power of the three demon kings and true dragon and phoenix. Even if you use secret techniques to borrow a fraction of its strength, can it scare me off?"

"Watch this Ten Thousand Ghosts Devouring Soul!"

Before her words were fully spoken, those fierce ghosts rushed forward like a swarm, tearing at Moon with their claws and teeth.

Some even transformed into treasures, fiercely smashing towards the massive figure in front.

Nine-headed Fiend wouldn’t just sit idly by. It roared as its nine heads spewed out light columns of different attributes—devouring, corroding, toxic, freezing, indescribable...

However, the fierce ghosts' cries never ceased. Although these ghostly shadows were weak, their numbers were vast. As one fell in large numbers, more replaced them, making it impossible to kill them all.

"Little girl, quickly give me your head!"

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's face was filled with impatience, her voice as unpleasant as a night owl’s.

Before she could finish speaking, the black lotus flower rapidly spun. Its petals fell off and turned into hundreds of icy rays that slashed forward.

An unbelievable scene unfolded—the ice rays could distinguish friend from foe, slicing through those ghostly shadows without causing any harm to them.

But Nine-headed Fiend couldn’t escape its fate; it was cut in half.

All the ice rays converged in the center, revealing a black demon blade.

Those ghostly shadows rushed towards it as well.

Instantly, strange light flared, and that demon blade turned blood red. The pressure it emitted was astonishing, surpassing even the Heaven and Earth Treasure, slashing down on Moon with all its might.
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This strike was devoid of any flashy moves.

But the unstoppable momentum was clear even to a blind man.

The goal is certain!

To annihilate Moon here!

"King..."

The black-robed woman's face was filled with despair, wishing she could push Moon out of harm’s way, even if it meant taking this blade herself. Her injuries were too severe; her body couldn't move at all.

She seemed to have turned into a piece of rotten wood.

Her despair was almost breaking her apart.

Moon's pupils constricted slightly!

Though her realm wasn’t yet stable, she was still an immortal cultivator who had passed through tribulation. How could she not see the terrifying power of this technique?

There was no way to dodge it; she could only transform the Profound Yin Treasure Box into a shield and use all her strength to block it.

But suddenly, she found herself unable to move!

Beside her stood an ancient monster who had passed through tribulation.

Yin Ghost wasn’t here just for show. His silence was merely waiting for the right moment.

He was like a venomous snake, waiting by the side for its prey.

Now, the opportunity came.

Solidify the Heavens and Earth!

As a ghost spirit at the early stage of tribulation passage, he had only a limited understanding of the laws of nature.

This technique Solidify the Heavens and Earth wasn’t used very skillfully; it could only maintain for a short time. It was not an ideal choice to use against enemies.

But in this moment, that brief instant was enough.

He seized his opportunity perfectly. Moon was unable to move at such a critical moment.

Thus, she could only be slaughtered!

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother’s face showed extreme joy.

This little girl couldn’t escape with wings!

The blade's light was bright and close to Moon; it would soon end in a tragic death!

What did the Reincarnated King of Asuras matter?

He still died at the hands of the Ghost Mother.

The Ghost Mother’s face was filled with smug satisfaction. She waited for blood to splatter.

But just then, something unexpected happened.

Sizzling...

Without any warning, the air beside Moon was torn apart.

A pair of hands extended out.

All that Solidify the Heavens and Earth and spatial laws became mere clay figurines in this moment.

Normally, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have been able to reach here on time.

But just a moment ago, he inexplicably saw the danger Moon faced.

This was hard to explain with logic. Even telepathy wasn't that effective.

Only when bloodlines were connected or they deeply loved each other and moved heaven and earth, would one feel this kind of premonition in times of peril.

Grand Prophecy!

Even for True Immortals, it was a vague concept.

But at this moment, Lin Xuan truly saw it.

The eerie blade sliced through like a bamboo shoot splitting open. It aimed directly at Moon.

This vivid scene almost made Lin Xuan lose his mind.

However, he was still a hundred miles away from Moon, and there were numerous restrictions along the way.

In other words, no matter what secret technique he used, it would be too late to save her.

Should he give up?

The feeling of helplessness assaulted his mind. After a thousand years of waiting, did he have to watch as his beloved fell before him, helpless?

No...

Lin Xuan heard his heart screaming. Whoever wanted to harm Moon must first step over his corpse.

Moon had not fallen yet.

He must save her.

Gods be damned; demons be slaughtered!

Even space itself would be torn apart.

Driven by some inexplicable force, Lin Xuan stretched out a hand and tore the air in front of him.

Sizzling...

As he moved, the previously empty space actually split open.

Logically, spatial rifts should be filled with chaotic laws, making them impossible to see through.

But for some reason, Lin Xuan saw Moon on that side.

Was it an illusion?

Lin Xuan didn’t know!

But at this moment, he had no time to consider such matters. Like a drowning man grabbing at a straw, even if it was just a piece of grass, he would hold onto it.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed as he entered the spatial rift.

Heaven be praised; he really crossed over a hundred miles and ignored all restrictions to reach Moon's side.

Exhilaration!

But immediately, that eerie blade arrived on schedule.

Lin Xuan hurriedly reached out to push Moon aside. The blade was now at his chest.

There was no way to dodge it. Lin Xuan couldn’t even summon any treasures in time.

Now he was the one in danger.

But he had not a shred of fear; rescuing Moon was the greatest joy.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward.

As he moved, a clear ringing sound echoed. His fist transformed into the head of a qilin.

A burst of golden light erupted from its mouth, then condensed into a vortex a dozen feet wide.

Sizzling...

The eerie blade slashed down with immense force.

But the golden vortex emitted an infinite suction.

Boom!

When they collided, the vortex was sliced open. The Ghost Mother’s determined strike wasn’t weak.

But things didn't end there; Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face.

A flash of talisman appeared on his fist as five-colored spiritual light flowed out and crashed hard against the bloody blade.

Boom!

The deafening explosion filled his ears, and that arrogant blade shattered into pieces.

"Impossible!"

The Ghost Mother’s face was full of shock. She seemed to have witnessed something inconceivable.

That strike had been her all-out effort; even late-stage tribulation passers would hesitate before engaging such a formidable opponent.

A treasure could block it, but he managed to shatter it with bare hands.

How was that possible?

The Ghost Mother’s eyes widened in shock!

Lin Xuan's performance truly frightened her. She couldn’t help but question if this boy was really so strong or just lucky.

She had no idea now.

But Lin Xuan didn't care about his incredible strike.

He turned his head, and the beauty before him filled his vision; there was nothing else in it—no enemies, no grudges. All that mattered to him was Moon.

Moon felt the same way.

Her eyes were full of her lord’s information.

They didn’t need a heart fruit to recognize each other after thousands of years apart.

Life and death weren't important anymore.

Immortality had become a trivial matter.

All that mattered was each other.

At this moment, time seemed to stop. They forgot about the great enemy beside them—the Ghost Mother turned into laughable air, easily ignored.

"Moon, I miss you so much."

Lin Xuan's voice sounded like a dream. He wanted to say so much but felt his throat constricted. In the end, all he said was this heartfelt sentence.

No sweet nothings were needed; their feelings were incredibly genuine.

Tears streamed down Moon’s face, yet her smile brought life to the Netherworld: "My lord, I miss you too."
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Miss you!

A myriad of words boiled down to just this.

Moon's tears fell like rain, her face a picture of sorrow.

Yet those captivating eyes held an irresistible smile.

Joy!

Even in tears, they were joyful tears.

I had thought that we would never be together again in this life.

But here we are, reunited under the most incredible circumstances.

"Master, I really miss you!"

Moon's sweet scent filled the air as she threw herself into Lin Xuan's arms.

Lin Xuan stretched his arms and embraced her tightly. The world's treasures could not compare to her warmth and softness.

After countless hardships and trials, they were finally together.

In this moment, all that mattered was each other. The joy of reunion filled their hearts.

May time freeze at this moment—forever if possible.

But joy is fleeting. Reality soon shattered the sweet reunion.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother had been shaken by Lin Xuan's powerful punch earlier.

She was about to decapitate Asura when she failed, leaving her with a bitter taste in her mouth.

She was naturally extremely frustrated. Emotionally and logically, it was impossible to give up.

Though she knew that this young man was incredibly difficult to deal with, not just an ordinary late-stage Transcendence cultivator, how could she let such hard work go to waste?

Despite the changing circumstances, her side still held the upper hand. Even if some twists and turns were needed, there would be another chance.

No matter what, today's reincarnation of Asura must fall. The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's face was filled with a vicious smile as she seemed determined to fight Lin Xuan to the end.

Now was a good opportunity.

The young man and that girl had entered a state of blissful oblivion, their eyes only for each other, viewing everything else as non-existent.

To be ignored by them was infuriating. But this was also an unprecedented chance.

A hint of malice flashed in her eyes.

She waved her sleeves, and a faint gray light appeared silently.

It flickered briefly before vanishing into the void.

Then she cast a spell, and a loud rumbling filled the air as a blood-red cloud the size of an acre materialized behind her.

The ghostly figures spun around, but unlike the previous swarm of ghosts devouring souls, these were实体的，仿佛具有实质一般。

She closed them together, revealing a massive demon king.

Over a hundred feet tall, his appearance was terrifying. More astonishingly, his entire body was covered in eerie blood-red eyes, possibly numbering over a thousand.

The Thousand-Eyed Demon King!

One of the legendary heavenly ghosts.

Then she waved her hands, and those strange eyes opened one by one.

A piercing sound echoed as countless blood rays shot out from the eyes, quickly forming into shimmering red threads.

These threads were as fine as hair but moved with incredible speed. Like falling flowers, they completely enveloped Lin Xuan and Moon.

However, strangely, they did not attack immediately; instead, they intertwined with each other.

Swoosh!

A strange blood-red cocoon appeared.

Lin Xuan and Moon vanished without a trace, clearly trapped by the cocoon.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's face lit up in joy.

She knew Lin Xuan was difficult to handle. She hadn't expected things to be so much easier than she imagined.

Those two little fellows seemed to have lost their minds with happiness, not even trying to dodge. Once trapped by the Thousand-Eyed Demon King's inherent power, they would never escape, no matter how hard they tried.

As a fish for the chopping block, now they were in her hands. Her backup plans, which she had prepared, were useless.

With a cruel smile on her lips, the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother clutched her hands and felt a series of swooshes as the cocoon spun around them.

Bleeding Demon Fire!

She launched two attacks simultaneously: no matter if it was that Lin boy or Asura, they would both fall. Although there were some setbacks in between, she was sure they wouldn't escape from her grasp.

...

Before this thought could fully form,

Boom! A deafening explosion echoed in the air as something continuously attacked the cocoon.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother was taken aback before she sneered: "Trying to run now? Too late. Once the cocoon is formed, even a late-stage Transcendence cultivator can't easily escape."

She had full confidence in this. Unless Lin Xuan and Asura hadn't been trapped from the start, they were doomed.

No matter what, she wouldn't let her prey slip away.

With her hands still performing spells, she continued to chant, time was precious. The sooner she eliminated them, the better.

As she moved, the bleeding demon fire roared, and the cocoon began spinning.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's expression relaxed as if she had everything under control. The ghost beside her stopped its preparations, seeing Lin Xuan and Asura as dead men walking.

Is that really so?

Boom!

Without any warning, a deafening explosion echoed in the air.

The strange blood-red cocoon shattered into countless fragments like dark butterflies flying everywhere.

Moon's face showed disbelief.

How is this possible?

Even late-stage Transcendence cultivators couldn't easily break through such an entrapment. This Lin boy must be incredibly powerful.

But reality was before her, leaving no room for doubt.

With the cocoon broken, Lin Xuan's figure naturally emerged.

His expression held no anger but only impatience.

After finally seeing Moon, this old guy kept pestering them like a fly.

Right, a fly!

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother was one of the top figures in the Three Realms. Though not at the level of scattered immortals or demon kings, she was still an impressive existence.

A dominant force!

This description wasn't exaggerated.

But to Lin Xuan's eyes, she was just a fly.

While he didn't have such power, he had to be cautious against late-stage Transcendence cultivators. But now that Moon was beside him, the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's presence annoyed him greatly.

Late-stage Transcendence?

He almost killed Moon earlier and now kept pestering them. This was unbearable. His dislike for her reached its peak.

Yellow Springs Ghost Mother, regardless of your fame, if you dare harm Moon, prepare to scatter your soul.

Lin Xuan's pupils glowed with blood as he emitted a strong green light. He lunged at the old woman with great force.
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Like a shooting star, the耀眼的灵芒 lit up the entire void in brilliant hues of color.

Lin Xuan's speed was so fast it left people gasping. In just a few leaps, he crossed over more than a hundred feet.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was equally stunned and showed a hint of fear on her face.

Clearly, the opponent was only a late-stage渡劫 cultivator, yet the impact she felt was akin to facing an ancient beast.

She had actually grown fearful.

Facing a cultivator whose cultivation stage was lower than hers, she felt an overwhelming sense of helplessness.

How could this be?

Was it possible that she would fall here?

These thoughts barely surfaced when the Yellow Springs Demon Mother dismissed them. The opponent was indeed formidable but not to such an extent.

A trace of malice flashed across her face as she raised her right hand. Several spells shot out from between her fingers, causing ripples in the space before her eyes.

Bronze bells, ancient mirrors, and long spears appeared, each with a different shape.

The Thousand-Eyed Demon King moved swiftly. With a fierce roar, all his demon eyes widened to their maximum extent.

Fiery bloodlight emerged.

Before Lin Xuan, a sea of blood materialized, waves surging as several ghost serpents lunged at him.

However, Lin Xuan paid no heed. His body was enveloped in swirling hues of spirit light.

True dragons, colorful phoenixes, qilins, and great birds...

Various true spirits' ethereal images appeared vividly on his armor.

With disregard for all else, he charged forward with unstoppable momentum.

The blood sea surged but meant nothing; those ghost serpents had not even begun to unleash their power when they were pierced through by Lin Xuan. The blood sea posed no hindrance as he passed like a flat surface underfoot.

Roar!

The Thousand-Eyed Demon King was shocked, but he did not retreat.

With his sharp claws clenching together, the风云 changed color, and the void grew darker. A grayish hole appeared.

A hundred-foot-long demonic claw emerged from within.

It was formed by pure阴气, with符文 erupting from its surface as it fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

Sizzle...

Wherever the ghost claw passed, white traces etched into the void, but Lin Xuan ignored them. His fist struck!

Divine block divine; demon slay demons.

Boom!

A loud explosion sounded.

The giant ghost claw shattered into pieces.

The Thousand-Eyed Demon King had no place to hide and was pierced through by Lin Xuan's punch, creating a gaping hole in his chest. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was taken aback. This Thousand-Eyed Demon King was not an unknown entity; she had summoned him with great effort as a heavenly demon.

Was this possible? A late-stage渡劫 cultivator did not seem so formidable.

But now, there was no time for her to dwell on such thoughts. With the Thousand-Eyed Demon King eliminated, Lin Xuan naturally would not let her escape. He charged forward with unstoppable momentum and extended his hand.

Silver lotus flowers appeared.

Flowers of silver rain fell everywhere, filled with森然剑气.

Moon had almost perished at this creature's hands; Lin Xuan naturally loathed the Yellow Springs Demon Mother to the core, wishing to crush her here and now. However, he knew that even if he performed at his peak and with the aid of his True Spirit Armor, it would be difficult for him to achieve such a feat.

Late-stage渡劫 cultivators were not easily dealt with.

Thus, in the midst of his hurried actions, Lin Xuan invoked his命魂 treasure.

Punch and sword energy combined into one.

Only by doing so could he hope to turn the mundane into something extraordinary.

Lin Xuan's movements were swift. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother did not wait idly for punishment; she took a deep breath, calming her shock.

Raising her right hand, several fingers pointed forward.

The treasures in front of her were no mere decorations. As this woman moved, the ancient bronze bell began to sway.

Four different demon faces appeared on its surface, all with gaping mouths.

Some cackled, while others wailed like night owls.

Regardless of their expressions, a soul-shattering demonic sound emerged from each mouth.

Similar to Sound Power Technique but far more unpleasant.

Such a sound would likely cause ordinary cultivators to scatter their souls and bodies at the mere sound.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's methods were not limited to this. In addition to the bronze bell, the other two treasures also emitted dark hues.

The mirror flashed, turning into three, then nine. With a "pop," light beams as thick as one's arm shot out from each of these nine mirrors.

These beams quickly dispersed and transformed into black short blades before her.

They resembled flying knives but had an unusual shape with threads of法则 power radiating from them.

With a tremor, they shot forward to meet the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The Dragon Blade was formidable. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother originally thought it could block Lin Xuan's treasure, but an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Silver sword energy merely shone brightly and easily cut through the black light blades.

"Whew..."

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother sucked in a cold breath.

This cultivator was not just late-stage; even some后期 cultivators were not this formidable.

A hint of regret flashed across her mind.

However, at this moment, she was caught between a rock and a hard place. Even if she felt remorse, what use would it serve?

Since the Dragon Blade could not block Lin Xuan, he had already rushed close enough for her to no longer rely on her final treasure. With a gritted teeth, she struck her waist, black阴气 swirling down like a cloud over her head.

It transformed into armor.

The armor's design was unique, indicating its formidable power. However, in matters of life and death, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother could not afford to be careless; with her jade hand waving, several defensive treasures were consecutively summoned.

Shields, bricks, and more surrounded her body.

Then, a burst of light enveloped them all.

Layer upon layer of light and阴气 shielded the Yellow Springs Demon Mother. The long spear transformed into a black sharpness, piercing Lin Xuan's chest.

Lin Xuan did not dodge!

The True Spirit Armor displayed the image of the golden jade true toad.

Then, as the toad extended its tongue, the image of the golden jade true toad swallowed the long spear and belched.

As for her layered defenses, a sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

"Let me show you the power of my Hundred Dragon Fang!"

Before his words were finished, he roared. His hands moved rapidly as the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords shone brightly before vanishing entirely. In their place, giant dragons emerged.

Different colors but all formidable in form, each over a hundred feet long, emitting heart-stopping presence. They roared to the heavens and lunged at him.
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The风云, or风云变幻, were transformed by the scene before them, filling the entire void with mighty dragons of various colors.

With their claws and fangs bared, as they moved, streaks of colorful glass-like claws appeared, their number astonishingly vast.

But the attack was far from over. As these dragons opened their mouths, different attributes of attacks emerged: white clouds that seemed ordinary but left a hazy trail wherever they passed, some areas even distorting and melting into white holes; thunder, lightning, and flames each with their unique power.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was naturally more formidable, yet her own attacks were also ferocious. The Tooth of the Hundred Dragons, a technique Lin Xuan had long mastered, now seemed reborn, as the clouds, fireballs, and light waves rushed to within reach in an instant.

Sizzle...

As if a fine silk cloth had been torn, the first layer of light barrier was easily broken like paper clay.

Terrified by this, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother did not wish to be bound. A burst of essence energy shot out as she moved. The surface of the bronze bell glowed with an aura, black patterns appearing, and four ghost faces revealing extreme agony.

Then came a scene beyond comprehension: a flash of dark mist, and those four ghost faces actually broke free from the bell's restraint, emerging from its surface.

Their bodies then expanded dramatically, transforming into evil ghosts over a hundred feet tall. Each had a sharp bone blade in their hands as they danced, emitting an oppressive aura akin to that of the Heavenly Treasure. With swift movements, dense light blades appeared.

The explosions echoed loudly as the four heavenly demons fought fiercely with hundreds of dragons. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother heaved a sigh of relief, but her expression turned grim almost instantly.

In just a few exchanges, the four evil ghosts were severely injured, though they did not perish and dissipated like mist in the wind.

As their forms vanished, new ghost faces appeared on the surface of the bell, now listless. The bell itself dimmed significantly.

Clearly, while this treasure had not been completely destroyed, it had lost much of its spirit, making it unsuitable for combat without further refinement.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was both shocked and enraged. But at this moment, she was in dire straits, unable to even mourn her loss as the hundred dragons surrounded her from all sides.

A rumbling sound entered her ears!

In a burst of colorful spiritual light, several suns of different colors appeared in the sky, dazzlingly bright.

Then these suns converged into a five-colored glass beam, its surface emitting faint symbols that pulsed.

With immense force, it spread outwards.

Everything in its path was reduced to nothingness as the primordial energy of the world became chaotic yet rushed towards the terrifying light column.

The explosions continued non-stop for what felt like a long time before gradually subsiding.

Palaces and pavilions were reduced to powder. Even the remaining barriers vanished into thin air.

On her face, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother was filled with shock and anger; she had never been so humiliated as a late-stage cultivator. But before she could finish speaking, Lin Xuan, like a meteor, swiftly rushed towards her.

"Ha!"

A roar echoed as he punched out.

A visible punch force appeared in the void, dissolving everything it touched into nothingness.

"Law of Force!"

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother only had time to cry out before being sent flying.

Boom!

Like a falling meteorite, this punch came from above.

Explosions resounded as a deep pit was formed on the ground.

Rumbling sounds could be heard as molten rock bubbled up from below.

Lin Xuan hovered in mid-air, his presence awe-inspiring like a deity descending to earth.

The entire exchange was swift and fluid, lasting only a few breaths.

After several exchanges, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother was left battered. A great cultivator of late-stage Tribulation had no defense against such power; even the nearby ghost was stunned.

Chills ran down his spine!

He seemed to have disturbed a hornet's nest—how could this young man be so terrifying?

However, Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm. He acted out of sheer enthusiasm, meaning that due to Yue'er, he had performed beyond his usual capabilities.

Otherwise, facing such a formidable enemy, it would not have been so easy.

"Y-You..."

The once serene sky suddenly darkened as the voice of a soul-crushing demon melody entered her ears.

Then came thunderous sounds as molten rock emerged from underground. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's face was filled with madness: "Little guy, this is what you get for provoking me. Since you seek death, I will ensure you cannot die."

"Hmph, can you do that?"

Lin Xuan dispensed with idle talk and flicked his sleeves. Green light pulsed as he directly revealed the Diagram of Immortal Sword. A piercing sound filled the air as countless sword energies swept across.

Too many delays could be fatal; Lin Xuan used his most powerful treasure.

"Good, good, I didn't expect you to have先天之物 (primordial treasures). But in front of my Yellow Springs Demon Realm, what can you do?"

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother showed no fear on her face.

With a raised right hand, various magical techniques appeared as she moved. The city vanished, replaced by an endless expanse of stone wasteland.

Terror and horror filled the air with countless undead and ghostly creatures, resembling those described in the Electric Canon.

More astonishing was the surge of dark energy from her wounds; severed limbs reappeared, and even her expression of distress disappeared as if she had never been injured.

"Yellow Springs Demon Realm, is it similar to the Spirit Realm?"

A serious look appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

For some reason, this thing felt much more terrifying than the Spirit Realm created by Fairy Heavenly Sound.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother initially did not intend to use it but changed her mind out of desperation. This showed that the technique before them was no small matter.
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The previous attack had gone smoothly for Lin Xuan, but he was far from underestimating the beauty in a court dress before him.

After all, she was a late-stage cultivator who had successfully traversed her tribulation. Even if he performed at his peak, eliminating her would be incredibly difficult.

This reasoning was clear to Lin Xuan's mind, but it did not deter him. There was no room for retreat; either he or the woman before him would die. For Yue'er, there was no way Lin Xuan could fall here.

What of the Netherworld Ghost Mother? What of the ghostly realm of Heavenly Sound Immortal?

With a sneer on his lips and an indomitable spirit in his heart, Lin Xuan roared loudly. His hands waved, and the Nine Palaces Sword reappeared before him. Silver light surged forth like falling stars, shooting towards her.

Such an attack could change the风云 (wind and clouds). However, the Netherworld Ghost Mother showed no fear on her face as she lightly flicked out a hand.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The sound of explosions filled his ears as several ghostly entities before her exploded without warning. Yet, there was not a drop of blood.

These so-called ghostly entities were condensed from pure Yin Qi. Upon self-detonation, they reverted to Yin Qi. These Yin Qi coalesced into black shields. However, these shields were not merely defensive; sharp spikes protruded from their surfaces, capable of both offense and defense. They shot towards the divine sword.

Pang! Pang!

The sounds never ceased as neither side gained an advantage. Lin Xuan was surprised. A mere manifestation of pure Yin Qi could be so formidable. The Netherworld Ghost Mother's realm indeed had its mysteries, surpassing even Heavenly Sound Immortal's spirit domain.

The laughter of the Netherworld Ghost Mother echoed in his ears. More ghostly entities reverted to Yin Qi, increasing the number of shields. The Nine Palaces Sword was barely holding on as the silver light began to be consumed.

Angry, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves. Green light flashed and the divine sword diagram appeared. With a flick that had been held back until now, it slowly unfolded, emitting rays of light.

Each ray transformed into dozens or even hundreds of divine swords, each with different colors and properties, all converging towards her.

The Netherworld Ghost Mother did not show any signs of shock or anger; instead, a malicious look flashed across her face. She blew out a mouthful of Yin Qi. As she did so, thunderous sounds resounded as dozens of tentacles, each about ten feet in diameter, emerged from the ground and flew towards the converging sword energy.

Boom! Boom!

The first wave of sword energy was quickly extinguished, but many more tentacles were lost. However, this was only the beginning for both sides. Green light flashed, transforming into colorful shards of lightning and fire. More tentacles extended from the ground, restraining the power of the先天灵宝 (primordial treasure).

But this was just a temporary setback.

Satisfied with her success, the Netherworld Ghost Mother waved her hands and shouted: "Break it for me!"

With a flick of her fingers, the black shields surged forward, enveloping the Nine Palaces Sword. A large black ball emerged from them, covered in countless ghost faces.

The Netherworld Ghost Mother pointed at it with her finger.

Boom!

Electricity crackled as the black light ball transformed into countless lightning bolts and fire, completely engulfing the Nine Palaces Sword.

Her plan was clear: to destroy Lin Xuan's life essence treasure. Not only would this deal a significant blow to his power, but it would also leave him severely injured due to the mental strain. It was a win-win situation.

The Netherworld Ghost Mother's plan worked well. The lightning and fire were not ordinary spells; they had a long history. The Illusory Yin Flower was notorious across the Three Realms, a treasure of the Underworld. Former Asura King had cultivated the ultimate secret technique using this flower to produce illusory Yin Lightning, which could even taint True Immortal's treasures. She had few of these flowers but had refined them with great care, making their power formidable.

She rarely used this technique, reserving it for when she needed its full effect in conjunction with her Corroding Blood Fiery Technique to turn any well-crafted treasure into mere iron.

The explosions grew louder as the lightning and fire dispersed. The sharp sword energy disappeared, and the Nine Palaces Sword shattered into countless fragments floating in the air.

Puff!

Lin Xuan spat out a mouthful of blood, his face pale with severe mental strain. Even the primordial treasure was affected; the green light became faint, and its ability to form sword energy began to wane.

One misstep led to total failure for the Netherworld Ghost Mother. She couldn't resist her joy as she cast spell after spell. The tentacles immediately tangled up the few remaining sword energies, then converged, extending sharp spikes towards Lin Xuan with great speed and ferocity.

This was not over yet. With a flick of her hand, the Netherworld Ghost Mother sent out a web of fine threads that transformed into several inches-long flying needles, shooting towards Lin Xuan's head.

The entire process happened so quickly that it seemed like an instant. Lin Xuan found himself in grave danger.

Facing such a sharp attack, he might have had a way to escape under normal circumstances, but now, with his life essence treasure destroyed and him severely injured, there was no way out.

He was immediately engulfed by the tentacles, and the flying needles pierced through him.

Ah!

A scream echoed as the Netherworld Ghost Mother's face lit up with joy. Once this troublesome Lin Xuan was eliminated, the Asura King's reincarnated little girl would be nothing to fear.

Mission accomplished! Despite the many setbacks, she had achieved her goal.

However, a sense of impending danger suddenly arose in his heart. Without warning, a tear appeared behind him as Lin Xuan materialized like a ghost before his eyes.

Raising his right hand, he punched forward. His left hand held an ancient-looking bronze spear, which also descended with great force!

Ah!

Caught off guard, the Netherworld Ghost Mother couldn't dodge in time. A large hole was torn through her chest, and the sharp bronze spear split her in half.

Trying to steal a victory turned out to be a loss. However, at this critical moment, her essence body was enveloped by a black cloud and flew away.
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The woman's reaction was swift, but her face was filled with disbelief. She had lost more than she gained; she never expected such an outcome.

How could the opponent remain unperturbed after his innate treasure artifact was destroyed? How did he manage to get behind her despite being hit by her own attack?

Too many questions swirled in her mind, but at this moment, with her life hanging by a thread, she had no time to ponder. Her essence soul was enveloped by a bundle of阴wind and retreated rapidly.

Seizing the opportunity, Lin Xuan did not let it slip away. He waved his hand, and the Nine Palaces Musty Sword, which had disintegrated into fragments, suddenly emitted silver light and reassembled itself in mid-air. The thin, ethereal swords appeared, with no visible cracks on their surfaces.

"Is this... Sword Spirit Virtualization?"

The Ghost Mother of Yellow Springs' voice sounded like a dream, filled with disbelief. This was the domain of spiritual beings; it was the exclusive technique of Fairy Lotus. Where did this boy learn it?

Even if he could perform Sword Spirit Virtualization, his treasure would still be tainted by her illusory Yin Lightning, making it impossible for him to escape unscathed.

Before she could fully process these thoughts, a series of electric arcs shot out from the surface of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword.

Illusory Yin Lightning!

It seemed even purer than what she had conjured. The Ghost Mother's face showed disbelief as everything before her was incredibly real.

Could he also use Illusory Yin Lightning? No wonder...

The nightmare was not over yet. Black electric arcs and blood-red demonic flames were sucked into the Nine Palaces Musty Sword like a whale swallowing water.

She truly did make things worse for herself this time, turning her hard-earned techniques into nourishment for the sword. The silver light intensified as the blade's surface flowed with a hint of crimson.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword released its malevolent energy and fiercely slashed towards Lin Xuan.

The Ghost Mother was shocked and angry, trembling in fear as she pointed at him, reciting an ancient incantation.

A bone lotus flower appeared in the sky. It spun, releasing countless pale-white corpse energies that condensed into a monstrous entity—a Bone Dragon!

Over a hundred feet long with three grotesque heads, its mouth spat out a barrage of thunder and fire. The corpse energy clashed with the Nine Palaces Musty Sword.

An advanced cultivator indeed proved formidable. Despite being at such a disadvantage, he still managed to perform so well.

Lin Xuan's face showed admiration as he did not stand idle. He flicked his sleeve, and the Celestial Net Diagram emitted green light while his nine-headed eighteen-armed avatar reappeared behind him.

However, this meant that his True Spirit Armor vanished entirely, since these two techniques could only be used one at a time.

It was hard to determine which was stronger; it came down to situational judgment. The subtlety of technique lay in the heart's choice.

"Expand!"

With Lin Xuan's shout, the Nine Palaces Celestial Net transformed into a colossal entity over a hundred feet tall. Eighteen arms danced, revealing eighteen different weapons—swords, spears, and halberds—that radiated pressure not inferior to ordinary later-stage heavenly treasures.

Eighteen arms swung wildly, emitting dazzling light as they struck the Bone Dragon viciously.

The Bone Dragon did not back down either. Six eyes glowed with blood, releasing malevolent energy as it lunged at the Nine Palaces Celestial Net.

Two colossal entities engaged in close combat, creating a chaotic scene that seemed to tear apart the heavens and earth.

Meanwhile, the bone lotus continued spinning, emitting countless threads that transformed into white bone spears. They clashed with the Nine Palaces Musty Sword.

Though his innate power was formidable, it was temporarily blocked by the Bone Dragon's attacks, leaving him helpless.

The Ghost Mother heaved a sigh of relief.

However, at this moment, an unexpected change occurred. Lin Xuan’s main body was controlling the Nine Palaces Musty Sword with an innate artifact when another slightly darker-skinned Lin Xuan appeared in the space.

They had no difference in appearance or expression, both wearing mocking smiles. The latter held the Overwhelming Sea Halberd and slashed at the void.

Sizzle...

A gray rift appeared as if a piece of cloth was torn apart.

The darker-skinned Lin Xuan flashed into the rift.

In the next moment, he arrived before the Ghost Mother.

"Body Transformation!"

The Ghost Mother's expression turned pale. The "surprises" Lin Xuan had given her were too many; this ambush mirrored what happened earlier.

Had she fallen into the same trap again?

Hating Lin Xuan deeply, she realized it was too late to dodge. She only managed to turn her body sideways as intense pain struck. One of her arms was gone.

Her essence soul did not bleed, but the severe injury caused significant loss of energy. A slip could even drop her cultivation level.

Lin Xuan, a relentless cultivator, seized this opportunity and did not hesitate. Although his body transformation lacked strength, it was sufficient to deal with an injured essence soul in such circumstances.

He flicked his sleeve, and a black banner flew out, enveloping him like a black cloud. Countless gray blades shot forth from within.

At such close range, the Ghost Mother could not evade. However, her face did not show despair; instead, there was a flash of sorrow and resolve before it turned to hatred.

"Fine, fine, you brat! I never expected to be forced into this situation. Since that's how it is, neither will you survive—let us both perish together!"

Before she could finish speaking, the Ghost Mother opened her mouth, releasing a black Yin Qi.

The Yin Qi twisted and dispersed, revealing eight banners. Each banner bore an abominable ghost pattern on its surface.

More astonishingly, these ghosts were not mere images; though sealed within the banners, they danced with malevolent energy.

Each banner emitted formidable spiritual pressure, making them among the top-tier later-stage heavenly treasures. Moreover, their effects compounded when used together, creating a terrifying combined power.

Black light flashed as the eight banners floated around the Ghost Mother's essence soul, enveloping her in a black protective layer.

Gray light surged, but it could not penetrate this shield.

Lin Xuan’s body transformation looked grim.

He flicked his sleeve again, and numerous electric arcs and flames appeared. The surface of the Overwhelming Sea Halberd also emitted runes as crescent-shaped light blades shot out.
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Sizzle...

The sound of the palm breaking through the air was loud, but this swift attack still failed to achieve its purpose, as if a cow had fallen into the sea. The shield transformed from the banner flag was incredibly hard and unyielding.

Then, the avatar used other treasures, but they were still helpless against their opponent. A cultivator at the late Tribulation Transcending stage truly wasn't easy to deal with.

The avatar seemed somewhat helpless.

However, just as this happened, a clear ringing sound echoed. Although the bone lotus was powerful, it fell short of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and even the Divine Sword Diagram, so how could it withstand the combined force of two treasures?

After勉强 resisting for a moment, it was ultimately shattered.

This result brought an expression of great joy to the avatar's face. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's true body couldn't afford to be idle. He took a deep breath and his hands moved like butterflies, causing the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to shoot out once again while the Divine Sword Diagram began to exert its power.

The true body was far more powerful than the avatar, and the two treasures used were also formidable. In just one exchange, the dark light curtain was shaken to the point of collapse.

However, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother showed no fear on her face. She spat out a mouthful of blood, and hundreds of grotesque ghost faces appeared on the surface of the light curtain.

They flickered into existence before the light curtain returned to its original state, or even became more solid. Lin Xuan used all his strength but could only shake it. He couldn't break through it completely.

Lin Xuan's expression changed wildly. Even if he didn't mention the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, another treasure was a primordial object, and yet it was helpless against this light curtain. No one would believe him if he said that out loud.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother wasn't idle either. Another incredible scene unfolded before Lin Xuan's eyes.

This woman spat out a cloud of dark energy, which flickered with ancient and profound talisman inscriptions as it appeared in front of her.

These talismans flashed and then flew back into the center of her forehead.

A wave of法则 power spread out, and the Yellow Springs Demon Mother's essence body grew visibly larger. Initially only an inch long, after a few moments, it became similar to that of a normal person. Her appearance and physique were just like the Yellow Springs Demon Mother from earlier. Lin Xuan was dumbfounded; such things had never been seen before.

It is well-known that an essence body can possess another's body when there is no physical form. When can it recover its original state?

Lin Xuan was in a state of shock, almost frozen with surprise. Although the idea seemed absurd, since this happened, there must be a reason. Lin Xuan had broad experience, but compared to those who lived for millions of years, he still had some distance to go.

If Menglai were here, she would immediately recognize it as the legendary Essence Body Sculpting Technique. Ordinary cultivators hadn't heard of it because this ancient technique could only be mastered by late Tribulation Transcending cultivators and was seldom used.

The essence body was forced into this situation out of desperation. Although it temporarily restored her peak strength, there were severe consequences. Dropping in cultivation level was one thing; she might even disintegrate completely.

If she weren't at her wit's end, she wouldn't have done this.

Since she had performed the technique, she harbored a resolve to destroy both of them together.

With no reservations, she aimed to kill Lin Xuan here and now.

"Damned brat! It was all you that forced me into this situation. Since it is so, let's both be reduced to ashes."

On the surface, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother appeared fully recovered from her injuries. However, her once somewhat beautiful face was filled with venomous hate, her features twisted in anger.

Before she could finish speaking, a finger as heavy as a mountain pointed forward.

With this woman's action, a loud explosion echoed through the heavens and earth, causing them to tremble.

Then, "Crack" sounds continued, and the void collapsed, revealing a gray-black hole.

It wasn't a spatial rift or vortex. The diameter of the hole was over a hundred feet wide, deep beyond sight. Even Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes couldn't see through it; he had no idea what kind of ghostly creatures lurked inside.

"Brat, you're not so formidable, right? Try out the power of Pienqi."

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother's voice was incredibly low and sinister. Before she could finish speaking, whizzing sounds filled his ears as eight banner flags flew back into her gray-black hole.

"Moo!"

Then a strange sound like a tiger roar or a bull's bellow echoed in his ears. Even with Lin Xuan's strong divine sense, he felt shaken. He took deep breaths and soon saw a monstrous creature emerge from the gray-white hole.

It was a grotesque monster that resembled both a cow and a tiger. Its body was blood red, with wings on its back. Numerous bone spines extended from its body, emitting an eerie glow. A long green tail swayed behind it.

As it moved, faint traces of法则 power spread out.

"Sure enough, Pienqi!"

Lin Xuan sucked in his breath. According to legend, Pienqi, Taomu, and the others were all great evils in the world, always mentioned together.

Previously, Lin Xuan had thought so too, but as he grew stronger, he realized this view was entirely wrong. They were collectively known as the Four Great Fiends, but they were completely different entities.

Taomu originated from ancient times and existed in a form similar to true spirits.

However, Pienqi was different; it wasn't truly a magical beast but rather formed by malevolent energy and resentment.

Of course, ordinary malevolent energy and resentment had no use. Only late Tribulation Transcending cultivators with intense hatred could manifest Pienqi through their own power.

Such occurrences in ancient times were rare.

Lin Xuan had heard of this before.

Late Tribulation Transcending cultivators manifested Pienqi at a great cost, Lin Xuan didn't know the specifics but knew it required a resolve to die.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was truly going all out against him.

Lin Xuan sighed and dared not be careless. Just as he wanted to strike first, he saw the Yellow Springs Demon Mother turn into a cloud of dark energy and rush towards Pienqi.

Then, an unexpected scene unfolded; Pienqi opened its blood-filled mouth and swallowed her whole.
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Lin Xuan was left speechless by this outcome, almost believing he had mistaken what his eyes were seeing. Even if the Yellow Springs Demon Mother hated him to the bone, she wouldn't have resorted to such desperate measures unless it was for a good reason.

Before he could fully process these thoughts, he saw Qiongqi's forehead turn blurry before a human face suddenly appeared there. The face had fine eyebrows and an elegant gaze, but it was filled with malice—none other than the Yellow Springs Demon Mother!

So that’s how it is!

A look of understanding flashed across Lin Xuan’s face.

This guy actually transformed into Qiongqi himself.

As he comprehended what happened, a sense of caution washed over him. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was an advanced cultivator who had already passed the Tribulation stage, and her strength was considerable. For her to transform into such a legendary beast like Qiongqi, it meant that this creature’s power could not be underestimated.

No room for complacency!

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward with a flick of his finger.

Zzzz…

Sharp rays of light emerged. The Nine Palaces Needle Technique's sharpness increased dramatically as it shot forward once again.

In an instant, sword energy spread out, encircling Qiongqi in its entirety.

Roar!

The fierce roar reached Lin Xuan’s ears.

Qiongqi’s wings flashed, and the creature vanished from sight into thin air.

Sword rays fell like rain but landed on empty space as the opponent inexplicably disappeared.

"What…?"

Suddenly, spatial fluctuations surged. Qiongqi appeared a few feet in front of him. Both its forelegs lifted and fiercely struck Lin Xuan’s head.

At such close range, there was nowhere for Lin Xuan to hide. In his frantic state, he could only punch back at the opponent.

The situation changed abruptly, but as someone who had seen countless battles, Lin Xuan still managed to unleash the Law of Force with this desperate move.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan was propelled backward like a powerful arrow from a crossbow, crashing into a nearby mountain.

Rock fragments rained down, and the entire mountain collapsed.

Fortunately, they were in the Yellow Springs Demon Realm, so such a terrifying battle might not turn this city of immortals into ruins.

Qiongqi indeed seemed much more formidable than Tiaomu. The Law of Force proved useless against it.

Lin Xuan’s face showed shock. But the attack didn’t end there. Qiongqi opened its mouth, and a black beam of light, about ten feet in diameter, shot out.

Boom!

Black lightning and fire rained down from the sky.

A simple beam of light, yet its power was astonishing. It turned everything within a hundred miles into ruins with its overwhelming force.

Amidst the explosion, Lin Xuan’s voice of anger and shock could be heard.

Then, green light flickered, and countless multi-colored sword energies burst forth from the black lightning, encircling Qiongqi once more.

Hmph, what use is this!

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother’s face showed disdain.

A soft laugh echoed in his ears as Qiongqi’s wings flashed again, vanishing without a sound.

Spatial Law, this beast actually excels in Spatial Law!

Lin Xuan’s voice was filled with shock and anger, showing signs of desperation. If it had been just a coincidence before, then using such a mysterious method to dodge his attacks now meant he couldn’t rely on luck anymore.

Hmph, you’re too late to realize this.

Qiongqi appeared again a few feet in front of Lin Xuan. Its eyes glowed with fierce light as countless magical blades suddenly materialized around its body.

A tremor sent the magical blades flying like falling flowers, piercing towards Lin Xuan!

This time, how could he evade? The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was determined to kill Lin Xuan here and now.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t so easily dealt with.

As they say, one misfortune teaches a lesson for life.

Although Lin Xuan had just confirmed that the opponent possessed Spatial Law, after suffering a setback earlier, he was already prepared. Therefore, even though Qiongqi used Spatial Law again, Lin Xuan still had enough time to react.

A flick of his sleeve revealed a shimmering light.

A shield about the size of a palm appeared from his sleeve.

It spun around and positioned itself in front of him, looking ancient and simple but unremarkable otherwise.

The next moment, clinking sounds filled the air.

An unbelievable scene unfolded. Each magical blade emitted Law energy that was somehow blocked by this unassuming shield.

Impossible!

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother was shocked and angry again.

Her claws shot forward with a fierce strike.

Boom!

A burst of strong wind radiated out as a black light halo erupted from the shield, collapsing the nearby space. However, the shield remained intact in its place.

Its defensive capabilities were astonishing, but Lin Xuan wasn’t going to stand there idly. He dashed backward over a hundred feet.

This time, Qiongqi didn’t pursue. The Yellow Springs Demon Mother’s face showed disbelief: "A先天 treasure! You actually possess another piece of a先天 treasure."

It was no wonder the woman felt incredulous. As an advanced cultivator who had already passed the Tribulation stage, she had only heard about the existence of innate treasures and occasionally saw them at small-scale exchanges, but their owners never offered them for trade.

The opponent was merely mid-stage Tribulation, yet he suddenly possessed two treasures. This was too hard to accept, especially considering one of them was a defensive treasure.

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother’s face showed greed as she realized the situation. By summoning Qiongqi with her元婴 body, even if she didn’t perish, her cultivation realm would plummet drastically, possibly dropping below Tribulation stage.

Though it was out of necessity, she felt extremely不甘心.

However, by eliminating Lin Xuan and taking his two treasures in exchange for the two life-reviving pills from Tiansha Ming Wang with these two innate treasures, she could easily get what she desired.

This true fairy relic had the power to restore one’s lost vitality and even potentially advance their cultivation. With this thought, the Yellow Springs Demon Mother’s greed became evident. What was once a reluctant choice now had a new goal.

Lin Xuan must die!

Red light shone in Qiongqi’s eyes as it spread its wings and used spatial secrets to fly silently towards Lin Xuan.

But just then, a flash of light revealed Lin Xuan's avatar suddenly appearing. His right hand raised high, the ancient script on his weapon, Daoist Sword, falling like a sea, striking where Qiongqi had vanished.

Ancient runes flowed out and instantly formed a light array.

A crescent-shaped sword blade emerged and flashed into the void.
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In the next moment, spatial ripples surged violently.

Above his head, it seemed as if a thunderclap had struck on a clear day.

A dozen feet away from Lin Xuan, the void began to collapse visibly, revealing a white hole.

Then, an angry and alarmed shout rang out, followed by large clusters of dark red mysterious talismans appearing. The figure of Qiongqi reappeared in his vision.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's forehead bore a look of ill omen. She had planned another ambush, even if she couldn't kill him, she wanted to severely injure Lin Xuan here.

She hadn’t expected her spatial prowess to be broken through.

That brat’s long spear was also an uncommon treasure item from the spatial category!

This young man's treasures were truly countless, making it hard for one to cope with his unpredictable movements.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother felt both envious and jealous as a trace of malice flashed in her eyes.

Qiongqi's roar entered Lin Xuan’s ears, followed by the fluttering of its wings. Blood-colored lotus flowers appeared, spinning and expanding, shooting out countless blood-red threads from within.

The number was impressive, not inferior to the combined power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword and the Immortal Sword Diagram. Layer upon layer, they enveloped Lin Xuan from all directions, rushing towards him.

Qiongqi’s abilities didn’t stop there. It puffed its cheeks, emitting visible layers of sound waves that shattered the void wherever they passed.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Even if a Great Master of the Buddha Sect performed the Lion Roar Secret Technique, it was uncertain whether it would have such power.

Although the Immortal Shell Dragon Armor Talisman was a先天item, enduring such an attack would still consume a significant amount of magical energy, making it not worth the effort.

Lin Xuan sighed. He had truly been pushed to reveal his full strength now.

He inhaled deeply and flicked his sleeve, revealing a golden talisman before him.

Right. Spirit Talisman. While this looked similar to those circulating in the cultivation world, upon closer inspection, they were different.

It was hard to describe exactly what it was, but there remained residual power from true spirit sources on it.

Lin Xuan once again used Immortal Realm Spirit Talismans!

At this moment, this was the best choice. Although it was a bit painful, dealing with the formidable enemy in front of him was most important.

With his right hand raised, he pointed forward gently and without any fiery aura.

However, as his actions continued, there was a "pfft" sound. The mysterious golden talisman emitted intense light, igniting on its own.

Lin Xuan had used this spirit talisman before; even Tian Xiaojian retreated in fear. He believed it wouldn’t disappoint him again.

Before he could fully think about it, countless rays of gold illuminated his vision as a golden cloud the size of an acre materialized.

Accompanying it was a terrifying spiritual pressure that descended upon Lin Xuan. The golden cloud enveloped him and transformed into a shimmering vortex rushing forward.

"What is this..."

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's pupils constricted, showing signs of caution on her face. Although she didn’t recognize the spirit talisman, instinctively she knew it was significant. There was no time for further contemplation as the golden cloud surged forward like a bamboo shoot through a crevice.

"Roar!"

Qiongqi’s roar echoed in his ears, and a fierce look appeared on the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's face.

Qionqi exuded layers of pressure from all over its body. With each movement, the sound of breaking space grew louder. The blood-red threads and black sound waves became more powerful.

There was no turning back once an arrow is shot. Things had reached this point; there could be no peaceful resolution—either he died or Qionqi did.

She wanted to see how a mere spirit talisman would fend off her two secret techniques.

Before she could fully think about it, golden rays erupted from the vortex of the golden cloud, shooting out countless golden lightning flames.

The scene was overwhelming in its power. Within an area several acres wide, everything within Lin Xuan’s vision was enveloped.

With no room for maneuvering, these blood-red threads collided with the dense black sound waves.

To everyone's surprise, these powerful threads shattered instantly, and the outcome of the black sound waves was similar.

The golden cloud had a mesmerizing suction force that swallowed the sound waves like they were mud sinking into water, leaving no ripples behind.

This time, the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother panicked as Qionqi’s two secret techniques were easily broken. She didn’t have time to use her spatial secrets before she was engulfed by the dense lightning flames.

Immortal Realm Spirit Talismans truly weren’t ordinary; with this treasure, there was no suspense as it completely turned the unfavorable situation in Lin Xuan's favor.

However, Qionqi’s incarnation wasn't weak. Lin Xuan didn’t dare hope for safety solely from a single spirit talisman.

The current situation still required vigilance. The Immortal Realm Spirit Talismans had merely provided some opportunities.

It all depended on his choices.

A hint of killing intent flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. Although the Hundred Dragons' Fang was powerful, its speed was slightly slower.

First, he flicked his sleeve and unleashed Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

The phoenix form emerged as it spun, emitting a clear cry. Its wings spread out, expanding to ten feet in diameter. Crystal flames covered the sky, rushing fiercely towards Qionqi.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's right hand extended forward, fingers flipping, revealing an Immortal Sword that instantly appeared between his fingers. The sword was thin like a cicada’s wing and semi-transparent when viewed closely.

Despite its fragile appearance, it contained awe-inspiring法则power.

The blade’s rule could tear through anything in the world.

Lin Xuan shook his hand, swinging the sword downward forcefully.

The movement was agile and silent, but an imposing sword energy overshadowed the sky. However, in a blink of an eye, all the sword energies compressed into a thin crystal filament.

Wherever the sword filament passed, the void seemed like tofu, easily cleaved open.

This attack followed Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, crossing over more than a hundred feet instantly. A flicker brought it to Qionqi's side.

In normal circumstances, Qionqi would have dodged; after all, it excelled in spatial rules. But now, encased by golden lightning flames and the Immortal Realm Spirit Talismans, it was tightly bound. For a moment, it couldn’t break through space to escape.

Boom!

Five-color light flared as the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire transformed into a phoenix collided first.

Then, the thin crystal filament followed with immense power, piercing forward.

Boom!

A terrifying explosion echoed in his ears. The scene was indescribable; the entire Yellow Springs Realm was filled with chaotic rule forces, various ancient and mysterious talismans floating in the void...
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Lin Xuan's face lit up with a hint of joy as he rapidly changed hand gestures, maintaining the fierce attack with his extraordinary refined spiritual energy.

But his methods didn't stop there!

Although his avatar’s strength was insufficient, this was an opportunity to beat someone who had fallen.

With a wave of his sleeves, black light surged forth, and streaks of dark qi appeared, flickering into leaf-shaped treasures.

The Black Water Deva Sword originally belonged to a spirit existence, but after Lin Xuan refined it for the avatar, its power had increased exponentially with several other rare artifacts added in.

With both hands moving swiftly, various hand gestures shot out from his fingers and palms. The Black Water Deva Swords emitted intense black light, each encased in pure dark qi like a tempest, rushing forward to attack Qiongqi.

One more person meant one more force. While the avatar's realm was insignificant compared to Qiongqi’s, it could still significantly increase pressure on him. After all, idle time is wasted time—might this avatar become the final straw that broke the camel's back?

Lin Xuan thought to himself as he continued unleashing his treasures. Various weapons like swords, spears, and axes flew out, accompanied by a myriad of ghost banners that transformed into skulls spewing thunderous flames.

Boom!

Just then, another deafening explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. He turned to see bone fragments flying everywhere; the three-headed skeletal dragon had been shattered by his divine form.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed as his divine form's image flew towards him. The central skull opened its mouth, expelling a fiery light. It was a circular treasure with intricate design and法则之力透射而出。随后清鸣声大做，一身火羽、细目长翎的天禽从其中飞出。翅膀一展，满天紫红色火焰。

朱雀之魄驱使着红莲之火，势如破竹，也向着穷奇扑去。

这对林轩来说是意外之喜，法相金身的实力远非化身可比。

三者合力，或许真有机会一举成功，在这里将穷奇消灭。

脑海中念头一转，林轩的攻击更加卖力。就这样持续了小半盏茶的时间。

“呼、呼。”

林轩大口喘气，这么短时间里他消耗的精神力令人咋舌。他袖袍一拂，取出一瓶万年灵乳，仰头喝了个底朝天，丝丝法力流入丹田。

前方天地元气依旧混乱无比，到处充斥着混乱的法则之力。尽管林轩停止了攻击，可怕的余波仍未过去，罡风四起，灰尘漫天！

在这种情况下，神识也无用武之地，只能等待灰尘慢慢散去，才能知道这场战斗的结果。

不过林轩心中并无太多畏惧，如此猛烈的攻击，对方就算渡劫后期的大修士也必死无疑。他相信会出现一个让他满意的结局。

就这样数息时间过去。

嗷！

突然，一声惊天动地的吼声传来，虽然有些气力不足，却如同晴天霹雳，让林轩目瞪口呆愣在原地。

不可能，如此猛烈的攻击对方居然未陨落。穷奇虽威名赫赫，但这也太夸张了。

念头未转，那嘶吼声更加凄厉，充满怨毒。尽管灰尘仍未散去，但穷奇的身影若隐若现浮现眼前。

它扇动翅膀，狂风席卷，身影越发清晰。

果然是穷奇，名副其实！

这家伙并未陨落，当然，要说毫发无伤也是不可能的。正确来说，此时此刻它所受伤害非同小可——全身皮毛被烧焦，鲜血淋漓，一些大伤口深可见骨，精神萎靡至极，法力仅剩三分之一。

林轩松了口气，虽然并非最好的结局，但这种状况也能接受。自己的消耗也不小，但提纯后的万年灵乳堪称逆天之物，虽不能完全弥补元气，但损失的法力不难恢复。因此，他的状态比穷奇好得多。

这怪物虽然凶恶，最终也得让它臣服。

林轩嘴角露出一丝讥嘲，然而就在这时，嗷的一声惊天动地的厉吼传来。

黄泉鬼母脸上满是痛苦，口中却吐出古朴玄奥的咒语。

她又要施展什么秘术？

即便以林轩城府之深也不由心惊肉跳。渡劫后期的大修士不可轻辱，尽管如今他占据上风，但表现力远胜平时，几次差点被逼到险境。

黄泉鬼母已化身穷奇，接下来还有什么底牌？

林轩心中惊讶，自然不容对方从容施展。

袖袍一拂，九宫须臾剑飞掠而出。然而穷奇眼中红芒一闪，无数骨矛浮现于身前，叮叮当当之声不绝于耳，将九宫须臾剑的攻势牢牢挡住。

它的法力所剩不多，但也非任人拿捏之物。而黄泉鬼母咒语越发急促，突然一声断喝：“开！”

话音未落，身后虚空荡漾，一圈圈波纹浮现，随后密密麻麻的光球映入眼帘。那些光球不过拳头大小，数量极多，往中间一合，一个直径十余丈的巨大光球出现了。

刺啦……

空间被撕裂，那光球轰然爆开，黑蒙蒙的大洞映入眼帘，直径足有百丈方圆，厉鬼的嚎哭声传来，里面还有几面幡旗若隐若现。这场景如此眼熟，刚才不就是从这里出来的吗？

林轩魂飞魄散，如果对方再召唤出怪物，自己可应付不来。念头未转，浓重的阴气从大洞中喷涌而出。

轰！

如海潮怒涛般迅速将穷奇淹没，然而它不仅不躲，脸上反而露出极为欢喜的表情。
第三千三百九十四章 月儿的猜想

His injuries were visibly recovering at an alarming rate!

This scene left Lin Xuan's face a picture of displeasure. Although no other monster had descended, the powerful Poochi already made it difficult for him to handle.

He had exhausted all his abilities and even resorted to using divine talismans from the仙界, but he never expected such an outcome in the end.

To say he wasn't disheartened would be a lie.

Could it really be that he couldn't defeat the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother, a late-stage Great cultivator? How could this be so frustrating?

Lin Xuan felt somewhat despondent as he pondered these thoughts.

But soon, he discarded such thoughts.

How could he give up?

He had finally reunited with his little girl. Yue'er was still waiting for him.

Outside, there was another powerful ghostly entity, though it was only at an early stage, the threat to Yue'er was not trivial.

In other words, Yue'er was still in danger. How could he be disheartened due to a temporary setback?

This was too irresponsible!

No matter how strong his opponent was, even if it were the likes of the Six Kings of the Netherworld, for Yue'er's sake, he would make sure they suffered here.

With Yue'er in mind, Lin Xuan's chest surged with boundless courage and tenderness. His侠骨柔肠 returned along with renewed勇气.

Poochi had recovered to its original state?

So what!

Using such a secret technique, the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother couldn't have gone without any cost.

Her physical body was already destroyed, leaving only an infant spirit body. He wanted to see how much energy it still had left to use these incredible secrets.

He would definitely slay it.

And he couldn’t delay anymore. In the Yellow Springs Ghost Realm, Lin Xuan didn't know what state things were in outside.

Had the city been breached?

Could Yue'er protect himself from another early-stage ghostly entity?

Worrying brought about confusion but also an endless amount of courage.

Lin Xuan's brows were filled with killing intent as he looked at Poochi. Any fear was gone, his thoughts focused on how to quickly eliminate it here.

Although dangerous, he had to try. Using that secret technique seemed the only choice now.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with determination.

...

Meanwhile, outside the Yellow Springs Ghost Realm.

Yue'er's concern for Lin Xuan was like a constant thorn in her side.

Because of the Yellow Springs Ghost Realm, her divine sense couldn't be used to determine her master's condition. She didn't know how he was doing.

Although Yue'er knew that Lin Xuan’s strength was formidable and he often challenged opponents far above his level, these reports were over a thousand years old. Since ascending to the spiritual realm, they had been separated for thousands of years. Though not completely estranged, it had been millennia since they last met.

When her master was just at the stage of separation, now he was already a Great cultivator.

Such speed was unprecedented; even in her past life, she couldn't compare.

However, with every coin having two sides, because her master's cultivation was so rapid, his true strength remained uncertain.

Yue'er herself was also at the Great stage. Naturally, she understood how difficult this journey had been.

With subordinates assisting her, countless ghostly entities offering countless spiritual pills and medicines, and numerous elders guiding her, even though her aunt’s realm had dropped, her vision and insight were no less than any late-stage Great cultivator. With her help, she avoided many detours.

This was why she managed to advance just over a month ago.

It was all because most of the restrictions on her past life's cultivation had been lifted.

With so many favorable conditions, her progress naturally wasn't ordinary. But for Lin Xuan to be even faster seemed incredible.

The only explanation was that he had countless extraordinary opportunities in recent years. Even with such deep blessings, this level of cultivation speed was still shocking.

After entering the spiritual realm, whether it was the Nine Heavens Profound Technique or the Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Art, they were surely inadequate and needed to be replaced with new techniques.

Could he have been practicing a technique that allowed rapid advancement but had weak power, even making him flee in fear when facing peers?

Yue'er's thoughts grew increasingly fearful.

Facing the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother, her master was surely on the brink of death!

As they say, worry can cloud judgment. However, the little girl’s imagination was too rich, or perhaps overly idealistic, completely forgetting that Lin Xuan had just displayed his might, making the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother suffer greatly and forcing her to use a technique that drained much energy. If he were so weak, how could he have done this?

But she forgot.

Anxiously, she kept thinking about going to the Yellow Springs Ghost Realm to save him.

However, doing so was extremely difficult. Not only did she need to breach the boundary, but also some heavy treasures and secret techniques would be required. At this moment, there was a formidable enemy before her. She hadn't even escaped herself; how could she go rescue Lin Xuan?

But Yue'er overlooked this too.

She wasn’t truly unaware; it was just that she cared too much about Lin Xuan.

The bond between them had grown so deep that words couldn't describe it. Although the master wasn't by her side, he was her source of motivation and strength these years.

The glory of the Asura King meant nothing to her.

Even if she regained her power from the past life and reigned over the Netherworld again, what then?

Awe-inspiring might in the three realms had no worth.

Glory and splendor were just fleeting clouds. Even eternal immortality was merely endless solitude unless he was by her side.

Lin Xuan!

Only with his presence did Yue'er feel that her life was full of happiness.

She could disregard her own safety, but she must save him.

At this moment, she forgot the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's terror and only wanted to face danger alongside her master.

But the formidable enemy prevented her from having her wish.

The ghostly entity had already fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

Finding a needle in a haystack was easy compared to this. This guy didn't underestimate Lin Xuan at all.

With the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother forced to use a technique that drained much energy, it was unclear who would win or lose in this battle.

At least for now, there wouldn’t be any clear outcome!

That gave her an opportunity.

The woman named Menglai couldn't move. The Asura King's guardian was nowhere to be seen. Although she had advanced to the Great stage, her realm hadn't stabilized yet, significantly weakening her strength.

This was a golden opportunity.

If she could successfully take off her head, the rewards from the Golden Moon Corpse King would all belong to her.

With this, she might break free of lifespan constraints and advance to late-stage Great after another few thousand years of seclusion.

PS: Yue'er worried that Lin Xuan was so weak he couldn't even defeat peers. As I wrote it, I found it both fun and amusing. Isn’t Yue'er really cute? Everyone thinks so, right? Please give more recommendation votes!
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In the ghostly realm, myriad thoughts raced through his mind, and a look of joy spread across his face.

However, he was also acutely aware that while his luck had been good, whether or not he could seize this opportunity would depend on how well he performed in the future.

If Yellow Springs Ghost Mother eliminated Lin Xiao, or if any remnants from the Five Ghouls of the Dark Pit rushed here, all his plans would be for naught.

A swift resolution was his only choice!

Only by taking Arur's head before that could he have a chance to make an appearance in front of the Corpse King Jinyue.

Thinking about the benefits he would gain upon success made him feel hot all over. His face revealed an unusually greedy expression.

The howling sound entered his ears, and his figure spun around like a top, emitting countless blood-red yin qi that condensed into inch-long bone spines.

Like arrows from a powerful bow, they rained down on the moon.

"Trivial trick!"

Although Moon had just advanced in rank, she did not consider such probing attacks worthy of her attention. Her jade hand flicked, and the Mystic Yin Treasure Box flew out. Then, like butterflies dancing through flowers, her hands moved rapidly, forming countless mystical seals.

A clear ringing sound echoed as an incredible scene unfolded.

The Mystic Yin Treasure Box emitted a burst of light, its surface flashing with rainbow hues before transforming into crystal shields that danced around Moon, blocking every attack without fail.

Moon then pointed at the shields, which transformed into delicate and translucent divine swords in the rainbow colors.

Fierce rays of light sliced towards the ghostly realm.

Innumerable transformations!

Former Arur had shaken all three realms with his might. What treasure could he not obtain? Yet when facing enemies, he only used the Mystic Yin Treasure Box—a single precious item.

It was not due to arrogance but because one such item was sufficient.

The Mystic Yin Treasure Box, also known as the Arur如意Box, could transform into various treasures according to its master's will. Not only did it resemble them in appearance, but it also replicated their effects perfectly.

With this treasure, even先天灵宝were mere clouds.

It is said that Arur once clashed with the Nine Heavens Fairy.

The Nine Heavens Fairy's Mystic Maiden Sword was a top-tier treasure among the treasures of the Immortal Mansion. Her strength was formidable as well. Yet, despite being an Immortal Realm powerhouse, she fell to Arur's hand and lost in her sword.

And it was the Mystic Maiden Sword that did her in.

No mistake about it.

The Mystic Maiden Sword!

It had been transformed from the Mystic Yin Treasure Box.

Despite being a copy of a treasure, it left even the Nine Heavens Fairy unable to block. This clearly showed how extraordinary this treasure truly was.

Moon's current strength could not compare to that of former Arur. The power of the Mystic Yin Treasure Box could only be unleashed at around two or three-tenths of its full potential.

But its ability to transform into various shapes and attributes remained unchanged, adapting according to Moon's will.

The divine swords cut through everything with ease.

However, as he dispelled the yin qi, the ghostly realm vanished without a trace.

Moon frowned slightly, showing signs of caution. Could it be that the opponent was skilled in stealth attacks?

This would be troublesome!

Before this thought could fully form, a ghostly claw appeared behind her by several feet, its five fingers sharp and gleaming with cold light, aiming for Moon's back.

This move was extremely sinister; if successful, even without dying, she would suffer severe injuries.

But just as it struck, a flash of light erupted from behind Moon. A dark beam emerged, wrapped in black lightning.

Bang!

The seemingly formidable ghostly claw was shattered by this single strike and disintegrated instantly.

Then the beautiful face did not stop there; its eyes widened, and a crack appeared on its forehead.

Actually, it was a demon eye!

A sharp hiss sounded as a thin black thread shot out.

This thread was as fine as hair but transformed into a thick black beam upon slight movement, slicing through the void at an empty spot.

In the next moment,

Rumbling sounds filled the air as a terrifying spatial fluctuation erupted. Gale winds surged, accompanied by angry shouts. The ghostly realm's figure appeared in mid-air.

"What kind of spell is this? It actually broke my Void Concealment!"

The ghost was both shocked and furious.

With numerous yin souls, he was born into the Ghost Clan, excelling in stealth attacks and assassinations.

Overcoming weaker opponents after advancing through tribulation, his concealment and evasion techniques had reached a state of mastery. Yet, within a single exchange, they were broken.

This was why he was both shocked and angry, feeling uneasy. His strength at this level was unremarkable compared to peers; even said to be somewhat weak.

Arur's King was not easy to deal with. Could he really take her head?

With no confidence in his ability, but having drawn the bow, there was no turning back now.

Regretting it would be too late.

Even if he couldn't win, he had to fight. He gritted his teeth and resolved to give it a try.

Thoughts raced through his mind as yin qi surged from him. His figure flickered, and the yin qi transformed into a demonic avatar.

Though the form of this avatar was somewhat hazy, its aura was formidable. After an odd buzzing sound, it fiercely lunged towards Moon.

Moon's pupils constricted, her jade hand swept, and as seals changed, the divine swords vanished, replaced by two wolf fangs.

With a few swings, fierce winds surged as she fought the ghostly avatar.

The wolf fangs transformed from the Mystic Yin Treasure Box were powerful. Each strike carried immense force, giving him an upper hand immediately. The ghost's face turned dark with worry as he frantically tapped his waist, summoning a leather bag.

Then, turning the bag's mouth inside out, a massive black cloud emerged.

The black cloud spun and revealed countless blue snakes with wings emerging from it.

They shot out streams of azure lightning, joining in the battle. This allowed him to regain some momentum.

But this result was not what he desired. Heaven had given him such an opportunity; how could he give up now?

No matter what, he must take Arur's head, even if it meant paying a price.

Thoughts raced through his mind as he waved his hands, casting mystical seals. Suddenly, his aura surged, increasing by nearly half, reaching the peak of tribulation stage one. It seemed only a step away from entering the middle stage.

"King, be careful, he has ignited the Primordial Flame."

Ming Ye lay on the ground unable to move but his eyes were full of anxiety.
第三千三百九十六章 真灵化剑诀

Root-Fire!

This secret technique could only be used by those who had passed the Tribulation Realm, and it came with a huge cost in Essence Qi.

While it brought about rapid advancement in cultivation, the potential dangers were not to be underestimated. Minor injuries might result in severe Essence Qi depletion, while more serious cases could lead to a drop in cultivation realm. Hence, few Tribulation Realm cultivators would resort to such measures unless absolutely necessary.

At this moment, Ghost Phantom was left with no choice but to take a desperate gamble. His offensive tactics became extremely vicious, and Moonlet once again found herself in grave danger.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's situation did not improve much either. A late-stage Tribulation Realm cultivator truly could not be underestimated; despite his best efforts, he still couldn't eliminate Qiongqi. He even wasted a Divine Artifact from the Heavenly Realm!

But there was no time to lament now. With powerful enemies surrounding him, winning was the most important thing.

Lin Xuan had two options left. One was the Five-Phoenix Seal, an incomparable secret treasure that surpassed primordial objects. However, facing Yellow Springs Ghost Mother, Lin Xuan wasn't confident about its success rate in one strike. Moreover, using it would consume a significant amount of Blue Star Sea's light points and put immense strain on his body.

But this was not the most concerning issue for him. The Five-Phoenix Seal's power was too overwhelming; it could create a mutual repulsion with the realm's laws, potentially leading to insights for top-tier cultivators. If he failed to eliminate Yellow Springs Ghost Mother, he might instead attract stronger enemies like Jin Yue Corpse King.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't want to make such a foolish mistake and thus deemed using the Five-Phoenix Seal unwise. That left only one option: to use the most powerful technique from the Black Moon Sky Witch Art.

Yes, True Spirit Sword Formation!

Legend had it that this was an art capable of slaying immortals. It sounded absurd but was no exaggeration at all. Lin Xuan had long cultivated the True Spirit Jade Art and refined true spirit blood; these efforts were merely to lay a foundation for this technique.

The ability of True Spirit Sword Formation to slay immortals was just speculation, as even Heavenly Witch Goddess hadn't mastered it fully. But if used skillfully, it could traverse all three realms—immortals, demons, and true monsters alike would only be able to gaze at its power from afar.

Yellow Springs Ghost Mother might seem outrageous, but she still wasn't on the level of Nai Long True Person. Even if Qiongqi was summoned, Yellow Springs Ghost Mother would have no choice but to submit to True Spirit Sword Formation.

Lin Xuan was confident about this. However, with his current cultivation, forcefully executing such a technique seemed too difficult. Creating a true spirit from the Nine Palaces wasn't hard, but having nine spirits of different attributes simultaneously was far too much to ask.

Unless he advanced to late-stage Tribulation Realm, even if his power surpassed that of peers, it would still be impossible. Lin Xuan knew his limits and found himself in a difficult situation.

There was no time for him to ponder further at this moment. Qiongqi's recovery was swift; within an instant, it was as lively as ever, with all its wounds healed.

Roar!

The thunderous roar filled the air, and a thick layer of dark energy enveloped it. It then transformed into a massive figure—a towering demon standing over a hundred feet tall. Although its ghostly face was terrifying, no specific form had taken shape. Countless tentacles extended from its body, more fearsome than giant snakes, and as flexible as whips, lashing out at Lin Xuan from all directions.

Qiongqi wasn't idle either; with both front paws forward, an indescribable force emerged, making the void collapse visibly before his eyes. Then it opened its mouth to emit a dense beam of light.

These beams of light transformed into various strange and bizarre treasures—swords, spears, and halberds among them. At least a hundred in number, they rained down on Lin Xuan like hailstones.

The series of attacks were so powerful that even an ordinary late-stage Tribulation Realm cultivator would likely be reduced to ashes within the first exchange.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let himself be so useless. But the urgency of the situation left him no time for careful consideration. If he hesitated any longer, not only would he fail to save Moonlet, but he might perish here as well.

All bets were off!

A fierce look flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as he ignited Root-Fire.

Boom!

Incredible power surged from his body like a raging sea. His Essence Qi was already far superior to that of peers, so it勉强提升到了晚期的地步。当然，这只是指量而言，境界他依旧是中期。

这样拼命的选择让林轩勉强可以施展真灵剑化诀。

霎时间，清脆的鸣叫声响起。

原本悬浮在空中的九宫须臾剑一柄接一柄地消失不见，踪迹全无！

随后从林轩身上冲出九道不同颜色的光芒。

每一道光芒都耀眼夺目，散发出来的威压不逊色于初期的 Tribulation Realm 修士！

这还是因为林轩实力不足，否则真将真灵剑化诀修炼至大成的地步，每一道光芒所散发出来的威压能达到后期的程度。不过即便如此，也着实惊人。

黄泉鬼母瞪大了眼睛，脸上满是不可思议之色，同时如临大敌。不知为何，在这一刻，她竟然从内心深处感受到了莫大的恐惧。

随后，一声嘹亮的凤鸣传入耳中。

声音传来的地方，正是耀眼的红芒之处。随后，漫天火光中诞生了一只栩栩如生的凤凰，仿佛直冲九霄。

凤鸣九天，展翅翱翔，翼展足有百余丈，那形态如同真正的百鸟之王。

王者之气散发而出，万物臣服。

而此刻，耀眼夺目的真灵并非只有它一个。就在它的旁边，朱雀操控着紫红色的火焰，红莲之火能够焚尽万物，虚空都被融化点燃。

刺啦……

雷电的声音传入耳中，九头鸟的身体包裹着火焰与电弧，九颗一模一样的头颅神态皆威猛至极，顾盼之间，一股桀骜的气息油然而生。虽是天禽类真灵，面对凤凰，气势却不逊色。昔日的九头鸟可是连阿修罗王都敢得罪的。

至于另外两种真灵，散发出来的气息亦非同小可。孔雀、金翅大鹏鸟，如今或许很少听到它们的故事，但在上古时代，那也是横行一时的存在，实力比之凤凰也不逊色。 (未完待续。如果您喜欢这部作品，请投推荐票、月票，您的支持就是我最大的动力。手机用户请到m..：林轩的大绝招出现了，求推荐票！)

幼狮书盟.
第三千三百九十七章 真灵神威

The Ghost Mother of the Netherworld widened her eyes, a look of disbelief on her face. Although there were many true spirits in the Tianqin category, none ranked so highly as to gather here. *Youlishushu*

For a moment, she was nearly driven to madness.

But the nightmare wasn't over yet. A golden sun appeared, and within it was a faint shadow that gradually became clearer.

It resembled an ordinary crow but had three feet, with feathers of a noble and splendid gold color.

A Golden Sun!

The Ghost Mother's voice was filled with malice, but her face showed clear fear. This was the sixth true spirit.

But before she could process this terrifying scene, a dragon's roar echoed in her ears, followed by a burst of golden light. A five-clawed golden dragon appeared in mid-air.

Its aura and demeanor were unmistakably those of a five-clawed golden dragon, not a giant serpent demon.

Damn it!

What technique was this boy using? These illusions couldn't compare to true spirits, but they still emitted an intimidating presence comparable to the early-stage tribulation realm.

Apart from being slightly weaker in terms of aura, everything else about them seemed genuine compared to true spirits. They were no ordinary illusions.

She had never heard of such a technique before.

Even descendants of true spirits couldn't achieve this!

Moreover, how could one person possess so many true spirit bloods?

After all, true spirit blood was incredibly powerful and mutually exclusive among themselves. It was inconceivable for multiple types to coexist in one body.

This also demonstrated the miraculous nature of True Spirit Sword Art!

The Ghost Mother was at a loss as to how this worked.

But she didn't have time to think about it; new true spirits continued to appear.

"Kwa!"

A loud sound filled her ears, and a terrifying shadow fell. A massive monster lay before her, over a hundred feet away.

Its body was dozens of feet long, resembling a toad in shape but entirely golden and red.

Although its appearance was 90% similar to an actual toad, there were still differences. On its forehead was a large round pearl, as white as jade, with a golden bead the size of a fist embedded right in the center.

This looked extremely strange.

On its back, along the spine, there were red spines every few feet, each ending in a hooked shape.

Golden Jade True Toad!

The Ghost Mother let out a sigh of relief. The monsters that had appeared so far were all powerful true spirits—true dragons and phoenixes were even things that true immortals would fear. This toad, while still a true spirit, was at the bottom of the hierarchy.

Even if its original form came here, she wouldn't be afraid; what use is an avatar body?

But before this thought could fully form, her expression turned cold again.

A strange sound like a dragon's roar and a bull's bellow echoed in her ears. Aauspicious sign appeared in the sky, a monster with the head of a dragon and the body of a cow. Its scales were everywhere, and its tail resembled that of a true dragon. It was stepping on clouds.

"Qilin!"

The Ghost Mother's heart tightened again.

A qilin wasn't as worthless as the Golden Jade True Toad; it ranked high among true spirits.

In just nine moments, nine attributes had produced nine true spirits: phoenixes, true dragons, qilins, golden eagles, peacocks, golden suns, nine-headed birds, Golden Jade True Toads, and Vermilion Bird.

Some of these were due to the refinement of spirit blood, which was the most common. Others received true spirit flames through their heritage.

The case with the nine-headed bird was typical; it matched Lin Xuan so well that even its inner demon core had changed.

For the peacock, Lin Xuan obtained its essence light from his beloved wife, far more than ordinary true spirit blood. Thus, he could easily use True Spirit Sword Art to transform into an ancient true spirit, the peacock.

As for Vermilion Bird, it was due to that strange treasure. Since it contained Vermilion Bird's soul, Lin Xuan had long refined and integrated it into his heart.

Thus, the Vermilion Bird produced by this technique was incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan's current power wasn't enough, but even so, he could defeat the Ghost Mother.

At this moment, Lin Xuan felt confident.

What could Poochi do against nine true spirits?

A cold killing intent flashed in his eyes. He clasped his hands together.

Instantly, five-colored spiritual light burst forth, and the sounds of phoenixes and dragons echoed loudly. A powerful pressure was released as the nine true dragons fiercely attacked the Ghost Mother.

Poochi's ferocity was obvious, but such a fierce attack was still inferior in comparison.

The giant demonic figure behind him crumbled instantly with no resistance, being torn into dust.

As for Poochi's claw that struck forward, it caused a collapse of space. The force was even greater than the force law, and Lin Xuan's physical body dared not directly confront it.

But what did it matter? True dragons didn't care.

What else in this world could match the might of dragons?

A fierce light flashed in the golden dragon's eyes as its front claw struck forward.

Ssssh…

An even more terrifying force emerged. Poochi's attack was insignificant compared to that, being torn apart like withered grass and reeds. The remaining power surged like a tidal wave towards the enemy.

Poochi was shocked. It was foolish to hard-engage in such circumstances.

Of course, he wouldn't do that.

He swiftly moved his figure, retreating to one side.

Spatial Law!

A secret technique beyond reach!

But what if the opponent it faced now?

To show off spatial law before a phoenix was like playing with a big axe at Lu Ban's door—extremely foolish.

P.S.: Fellow Daoists, after reading this chapter, please move your respected hands and give Hundred Refinements a valuable recommendation vote. Thank you!
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A clear ringing sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. The scene before him was a burst of fiery red light, followed by the flapping of phoenix wings. The void seemed to collapse and distort as an enormous white hole suddenly appeared.

The diameter of this hole exceeded ten zhang!

After a momentary blurring, the phoenix vanished into the white hole.

In the next moment, a roar of shock and anger echoed from more than a hundred zhang away. A terrifying波动 burst forth.

The void distorted, swirling with grayish-black阴气. But in an instant, this阴气 was swallowed by fiery red talismans, causing Pongo to stagger out of the void.

Its face was filled with shock and anger; its disheveled appearance could not be concealed. One of its wings had been torn off, leaving only a fragment behind.

Sure enough, phoenixes were no ordinary foe. Its nightmare was far from over.

Just as the spatial power was broken by the phoenix, golden light suddenly burst forth. It was the feathers from the Golden-winged Phoenix's body, launched like arrows from powerful bows and crossbows at an unbelievable speed.

Pongo was enraged but not about to sit idly by. A hint of viciousness appeared on his face as he swung his tail, releasing a dense black阴气 that coalesced into shields in rapid succession.

The number of these shields was astonishing, enveloping him completely.

However, the next moment, a sizzling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears. These seemingly formidable shields crumbled like tofu, disintegrating instantly.

The Golden-winged Phoenix's attacks had a breaking-through effect; ordinary treasures could not withstand them. Only先天灵宝 might have a chance.

"Ah!"

A loud cry echoed as Pongo was hit with countless wounds. However, his vitality was terrifyingly resilient. After a surge of black阴气, he recovered completely, even regenerating the torn wing.

Such an unnatural technique naturally came at a great cost. The face of Huangquan Ghost Mother on Pongo's forehead grew increasingly hazy, as if it might vanish any moment.

Even for a late-stage Great Immortal, life essence could not be infinite. With so little left, once exhausted, she would meet her end.

The woman felt immense regret; she should never have provoked the Asura. Now that they had escaped the constraints of lifespan, they were doomed to tragic defeat—a great sorrow in this world.

However, what use was it to lament now? Once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. With the situation becoming increasingly dire, Lin Xuan had no choice but to press on despite the slim chances of victory.

This scene unfolded before his eyes, and a mocking smile curved his lips.

Hand gestures flashed as two true spirits attacked from both sides—on the left was the Golden Sun, wielding golden flames; on the right were purple-red flames. True phoenixes and true dragons would never team up to fight, but these were manifestations of the True Spirit Sword Art under Lin Xuan's command, so they could work in harmony.

Pongo had no choice but to dodge!

In an instant, he was enveloped by two different types of flames.

Then, the Qilin and the true toad also pounced...

Indeed, this was the ultimate secret technique recorded in the Black Moon Heaven Witch Art. Lin Xuan barely controlled it now, yet he managed to turn the tide, leaving a late-stage Great Immortal with no chance to retaliate.

Such results far exceeded his original expectations.

Lin Xuan rejoiced but remained vigilant. Spell after spell shot from his fingers, aiming to swiftly exterminate Huangquan Ghost Mother.

...

While Lin Xuan's situation improved, Yue'er's was dire indeed.

Though she excelled in indirect combat, she had ignited the Root Fire. Her strength surged by nearly half. However, Yue'er had just ascended and her realm was still unstable. Over the years, though she had faced many hardships, she rarely fought personally due to her subordinates' protection.

Lacking the trials of风雨, her experience was lacking. She was like a flower nurtured in a greenhouse, far less experienced than her opponent.

Moreover, Yue'er kept thinking about Lin Xuan.

At first, this thought served as motivation. But over time, it distracted her, much like the saying: "First effort is strong, second weakens, third fades."

High-level combatants only needed to compete in the finest detail; distractions could lead to defeat or significantly diminish their power.

Fortunately, the Yin-Yang Treasure Box was incredibly ingenious. The shields it created were impossibly hard.

This allowed Yue'er to hold her ground for now, but over time, she would inevitably fail.

Yue'er found herself in grave danger...

Boom!

Another explosion echoed, this one from the Huangquan Ghost Realm.

Unlike Yue'er's struggles, Lin Xuan was on a winning streak. The nine true spirits displayed their full might, leaving Huangquan Ghost Mother in disarray despite her best efforts.

To be fair, due to his realm limitations, Lin Xuan could only unleash two-thirds of the True Spirit Sword Art's power. Each spirit's pressure barely reached early-stage late-stage Great Immortal levels—far from matching their true potential.

If it were a one-on-one fight, Pongo would not have fallen behind.

The problem was that he faced nine spirits. Even if one spirit showed weakness, the others could compensate, making this technique terrifyingly effective.

With perfect coordination, Huangquan Ghost Mother's face showed despair.

She genuinely saw no chance of victory. Even without considering the phoenix and true dragon, even the weakest true toad could unleash incredible powers. Each spirit had its strengths, though their current power was far from their full potential due to Lin Xuan's realm limitations.

They wielded various laws effortlessly, making them easier to use than by Lin Xuan himself.

The reason for this was that Lin Xuan's realm was insufficient and he had only a few types of true spirit blood. Just enough to match the nine required spirits. Otherwise, with more, Lin Xuan could choose which spirit to use based on his opponent, increasing their power even further.

Once mastered at the peak level, they would be formidable against even True Immortals or True Demons—only running away was an option!
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This was absolutely no exaggeration!

The True Spirit Transforming Sword Technique was far too powerful, surpassing expectations by a wide margin. Lin Xuan's face was filled with anticipation.

As for the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother in front of him...

Now, he looked at her as if she were a corpse.

What did it matter to a late-stage Great Cultivator? She was merely struggling against death now.

Lin Xuan knew this well; the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother herself understood it too. However, she realized that begging for mercy would be useless, and submitting was impossible.

She never dreamed of ending up in such a predicament. Regret was like a venomous snake, but what good did that do?

She had to fight!

A touch of madness flashed in the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's eyes.

Even if her fate was to die, she wouldn't let Lin Xiao have an easy time of it. To kill one Great Cultivator required paying a price, no matter how you looked at it.

With a fierce movement, she lunged towards Lin Xuan.

"Idiot, even now, still wanting to mutually destroy each other with Lin?"

Her action was indeed swift, but Lin Xuan's divine sense moved, and the Phoenix appeared beside his feet. With a gentle flap of its wings, space distorted and collapsed, revealing a white hole.

The Phoenix then darted forward, carrying Lin Xuan into it.

Spatial prowess!

To some extent, this was more useful than defense.

Lin Xuan had done this to turn the tables on her. Qiongqi had used similar secret techniques earlier but was foiled by his Inverted Sea Spear. Now facing the Phoenix's spatial technique, she could only sigh in helplessness.

Lin Xuan finally got a taste of revenge.

But his methods didn't end there. Simply dodging wouldn't showcase the True Spirit Transforming Sword Technique's prowess.

The Phoenix had taken Lin Xuan away, but the Peacock appeared at the spot where he had stood.

With a flash of its wings, a torrent of radiant light emerged.

"Five-Colored Divine Light!"

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's pupils constricted. As a late-stage Great Cultivator, she naturally knew about the terrifying Five-Colored Divine Light.

She tried to dodge but heard a deafening "Quack!" The golden true toad suddenly moved, as if it had just opened its mouth. Space blurred, and something long and rope-like sliced through the sky.

No, that wasn't a rope; it was the true toad's tongue. It stretched out and shrunk back, growing to over a thousand feet in length like a sword, piercing Qiongqi fiercely.

The toad's tongue strike resembled a frog catching insects, but its power was incomparable. This attack containedlaw force (rule of law power).

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother was both shocked and enraged. She never expected that at such a critical moment, the weakest True Spirit would cause her so much trouble.

Indeed, among the nine True Spirits Lin Xuan conjured, the golden true toad was the weakest. But if she ignored it, she would surely suffer significant losses.

Considering this attack, the timing was perfect.

It was an attack that had been prepared for a long time; there was no room for Qiongqi to dodge.

Now, she faced two choices: either be ensnared by the Five-Colored Divine Light or pierced through by the true toad's tongue.

After a moment’s hesitation, she chose the latter. After all, the Peacock was an ancient True Spirit, while the true toad was much weaker, merely adding another scar at most.

But being swept up in the Five-Colored Divine Light would be even worse.

Her thoughts were not wrong, but she overlooked the默契 cooperation (mutual coordination) among the True Spirits. The nine True Spirits had been conjured by Lin Xuan from the start; their cooperation was seamless.

"Ao!"

A painful scream echoed as Qiongqi was pierced by the true toad's attack. Meanwhile, the Peacock shook its feathers, and the Five-Colored Divine Light transformed into five differently colored flying swords, hacking at Qiongqi.

"You..."

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother was both shocked and angry; despite two attacks, she couldn't dodge either one. This was the worst possible outcome!

But her nightmare wasn't over yet.

A noisy cry filled the air, though unpleasant to listen to, it carried an indescribable pride.

Then came a thunderous sound as nine-headed birds enveloped themselves in flames and lightning. Their nine heads looked around with disdain, their gaze on Qiongqi, as if looking down at ants.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother was furious. Qiongqi was one of the ancientferocious beast (fierce beasts). Though not a True Spirit, his strength, status, or fame didn't fall short of any True Spirit.

But she forgot that even the Arrogant King dared to provoke the nine-headed birds; what did a mere Qiongqi matter?

Just an ant!

"Quack!"

The cry was as unpleasant as the true toad's. Then, each head opened its mouth, some spewing light beams, others lightning arcs. Wind blades and flames flew in all directions. Poor Qiongqi had just been dazed by the Peacock and true toad; he hadn't even caught his breath when he was hit by the nine-headed birds' fierce attacks.

One misstep cost him everything. Originally, she wanted to fight Lin Xuan to the death, but ended up in such a tragic situation.

With this defeat sealed, the other True Spirits seized the opportunity.

Roar!

The dragon's roar echoed as its golden claws reached out, summoningrunes (runes) that blazed brightly. A solid claw pierced Qiongqi.

Now he had no place to hide; it was indeed the best target.

Phoenix, Qilin, Great Peng, and Golden Sun all joined in with joyous attacks.

Nine True Spirits, nine different techniques. Multicolored spiritual light burst forth, more dazzling than the sun.

"No!"

A heart-wrenching scream echoed as the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother, transformed into Qiongqi, used various secret techniques but couldn't change her fate of defeat.

Even if a Dispersed Immortal or Demon King were in her place, they would be powerless against such relentless attacks. The light became increasingly blinding, engulfing her, and the screams gradually faded away.

The Yellow Springs Ghost Mother and Qiongqi fell together, their souls scattered to the winds. This was Lin Xuan's first late-stage Great Cultivator he had killed since entering the cultivation world.

At this level of strength, one was already free fromlifespan (life span) constraints; dying was unimaginable. Facing cultivators with lower realms, his power should have been碾压 level domination的 (overwhelming), and even against peers or more powerful beings, survival would be guaranteed.

But Lin Xuan couldn't be measured by common sense; he overperformed, igniting the source of power, and the True Spirit Transforming Sword Technique was so profound that it allowed him to kill a late-stage Great Cultivator.
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Late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivators are not ordinary. Even if their own abilities and techniques vary, simply reaching this realm is no small feat. Compared to True Immortals, they may still be lacking, but at least they have broken free from the constraints of lifespan, making them one of the top-tier existences in the Three Realms.

Even from ancient times until now, even if there were conflicts between the Spirit Realm and the Netherworld, or if portals opened up, leading to ancient demons wreaking havoc on the Spirit Realm, such powerful figures rarely fell.

Across the entire Three Realms, the number of late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivators who have fallen is less than ten.

And now, a new name has been added to this list: Yellow Springs Demon Mother. She was honored enough to break this record.

At their level, even minor fluctuations in their power can influence the laws of heaven and earth. Once they fall, there will be some anomalies appearing throughout the Three Realms.

A butterfly flaps its wings, causing a massive storm thousands of miles away. What kind of waves would Yellow Springs Demon Mother's fall stir up within the Three Realms?

...

At this moment, several million miles away, a desolate graveyard came into view.

The Wasteland Cemetery is quite common in the Netherworld. However, there was none like it—stretching over a million square miles, with graves and tombstones everywhere. It was unique in all of the Netherworld.

This vast graveyard naturally exuded an extremely heavy aura ofyin energy (yin qi). The entire area was shrouded in thick clouds of corpse mist.

Not only would ordinary humans dare not approach this place, but even cultivators with lower realms who were enveloped by such dense corpse mist could only scatter their souls and bodies. Their physical forms would be assimilated into various grades of Corpse Soldiers.

Zombies are the spirits of human corpses after death, forming under extremely stringent conditions.

However, in this region, there were countless zombies numbering in the billions.

In addition to puppets, many high-grade zombies that had already entered the cultivation path also numbered in the hundreds of thousands.

This was because it was the abode of Golden Jade Corpse King.

Golden Jade Corpse King!

One of the Six Kings of the Netherworld, his strength could match Loose Immortals. In the past, he was one of Moonlet's generals.

However, now he wanted to take off Moonlet's head. The Five Ghosts of the Dark Abyss: Yellow Springs Demon Mother were all dispatched by him.

In the deepest part of the Wasteland Cemetery, where the corpse mist was thickest.

There stood an ancient grand tomb.

Although it was a grave, it was more magnificent than any imperial palace in the secular world, covering over ten thousand acres. Corpses and Corpse Marshals patrolled everywhere within its walls.

The thick corpse mist enveloped the tomb, with a primordial aura emanating from it.

In one of the deepest chambers, several stone coffins were placed side by side.

On a high platform about ten meters in front of these stone coffins stood an enormous throne.

The size of this throne was astonishing. However, there was no king sitting on it; instead, a large bronze coffin lay there, radiating a cold and eerie light that made one's blood run cold.

"Bang!"

Suddenly, a fierce roar entered the ears as the thick lid of the bronze coffin flew open and crashed onto the platform below.

Inside the bronze coffin was another small coffin, about several meters in size. It spun around before standing upright. The coffin opened, releasing a pale white corpse mist that enveloped it, and a massive figure emerged from within.

"King, why are you angry?"

The other stone coffins began to open as well, revealing five figures of varying heights hidden within the corpse mist.

Though their faces were indistinct, these five individuals exuded an aura no weaker than Yellow Springs Demon Mother's.

Late-stage Golden Tribulation!

As for the Golden Jade Corpse King on the platform, he was even more formidable. Compared to Yellow Springs Demon Mother, she was but a mere ant.

There was still a significant gap between late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivators.

If they had mastered their own domains, they could easily defeat several ordinary late-stage cultivators without any悬念 (suspense).

"Useless things, Yellow Springs Demon Mother has fallen."

Golden Jade Corpse King suppressed his anger. His voice had already calmed down; as a king, he couldn't show his emotions over trivial matters.

"What? Yellow Springs Demon Mother! Didn't you send her to find where the Asura is hiding?"

"How could that be possible? Although she may not match us in strength, she's still late-stage Golden Tribulation. There shouldn't be anyone near the Asura who can compare to her."

"Exactly, even if it were with the aid of restrictions, no matter how many people attack, as a late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivator, it wouldn't be easy for her to fall. If she can't fight back, she could always escape."

The five Corpse Marshals exchanged glances, their voices filled with astonishment.

"Could it be..."

One of the smaller figures spoke up, sounding like a woman.

"Sister Three, what do you think?"

"It's true; in front of the King, there's no need to hide anything. Speak quickly!"

Her companions urged her on.

"Unless one of the other Six Kings has defected to Asura, only this level of existence could easily eliminate a late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivator..." The woman's hesitant voice entered their ears, indicating that she wasn't entirely sure about this guess.

"What? Other kings have defected to Asura! Sister Three, is your guess too far-fetched?"

"Indeed. Now the Asura has changed; she's just a little girl. Even you and I could eliminate her. Why would other kings be willing to listen to her commands again?"

"It's hard to say. It's said that her cultivation potential is extraordinary, reaching late-stage Golden Tribulation in just a few thousand years. If this continues, she will eventually become the new Asura."

...

The Corpse Marshals had differing opinions and began arguing.

"Enough, don't talk about it anymore. I'll investigate to get to the bottom of this. For now, don't act rashly. Since someone was able to eliminate Yellow Springs Demon Mother, ordinary cultivators won't be useful. Those old fellows have ulterior motives; otherwise, I would want to take action myself," said the tall black figure on the throne.

"King, you must not do it. The Fiendish Starlight King and the Yin-Yang Ghost King are always at odds with us. If Your Majesty cannot remain here, those two will surely take advantage of the situation."

"It's true; even we five Corpse Marshals dare not leave this Wasteland Cemetery. Otherwise, there's a risk that the other two kings might come."

"Ha, mutual checks and balances. If it weren't for these short-sighted fellows, I would have acted long ago to kill Asura. This way, sooner or later, we will be nurturing tigers to our detriment," said Golden Jade Corpse King with reluctance.

"Don't worry, Your Majesty. Even if that little girl's potential is extraordinary, becoming the old Asura in a few thousand years is impossible. In this time, there will be enough for Your Majesty to plan and eliminate her before she becomes a threat. The Netherworld no longer needs Asura, and one day, you will become the new ruler of the Netherworld," said a Corpse Marshal who seemed like an advisor, with a sycophantic smile.

However, Golden Jade Corpse King did not take offense; instead, he wore a delighted expression: "Exactly. I've waited for so long, and it won't matter if I wait just one more moment. Once I master the Golden Jade Heavenly Corpse Technique to its fullest extent, even True Immortals will be insignificant. What does Asura fear?"
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Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

With every ounce of strength he had, Lin Xuan finally extinguished the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother. As she fell, the scene before him blurred, and the Yellow Springs Ghost Realm collapsed in a grand explosion.

The terrifying sight was almost indescribable.

The lively ghosts and Yue'er turned to look at them.

"Damn it, such a good opportunity, but I still couldn't seize it."

The ghost's face showed signs of frustration. He naturally thought that the victor was the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother.

As for Yue'er, she was both terrified and angry, her eyes nearly unable to open in fear.

The young master faced a late-stage cultivator, could he have already perished?

She feared this outcome.

If so, she truly didn't know how to live from now on.

But then, a voice rang out nearby: "You... it's you. You're still alive..."

The ghost's expression was akin to that of an ordinary person seeing a ghost during the day—full of disbelief.

However, such a harsh sound was music to Yue'er’s ears.

Could the young master not have perished?

The little girl hesitated and peeked with one eye open. What did she see but Lin Xuan?

Instantly, immense joy filled her heart. Yue'er thanked heaven for its kindness.

Lin Xuan sighed in relief as well; fortunately, Yue'er was unharmed.

He turned to look at the ghost, whose gaze met his, and involuntarily shivered: "How did you end up here? What happened to Yellow Springs Ghost Mother?"

Even though Lin Xuan's appearance had already made it clear who would win this battle, he still couldn't believe what had happened. How could a late-stage cultivator be defeated by someone of lower cultivation?

"Hmph. You say Yellow Springs Ghost Mother? I naturally sent her down the Yellow Springs."

Lin Xuan’s voice was as calm as possible.

"What?"

The ghost swallowed hard, though he found it hard to believe. The facts were clear; denying them would serve no purpose.

His body began to fade as spiritual light flickered across his form.

No matter if Lin Xuan had truly killed the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother or not, such a formidable opponent was beyond his ability to contend with.

While the reward from Jin Yue Corpse King was indeed tempting, it mattered little without life to enjoy it.

Retreat was his only choice.

"Hmph. You're leaving now? Too late?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a mocking smile as he turned around. Behind him appeared a massive creature—a giant toad over dozens of feet long.

It seemed to move its mouth, and then the space around it blurred. A rope-like object sliced through the sky.

No, that wasn't a rope; it was Jin Yue True Toad's tongue. As it extended and retracted, it grew to over a thousand feet in length, like a sword piercing through the void effortlessly.

The toad’s tongue lashed out. The action resembled a common frog hunting insects, but its power was incomparable. This strike containedlaw and order power (lawlike force).

"Ahh!"

A loud cry echoed as the ghost's figure staggered into view in mid-air.

His chest was pierced by a large hole, yet no blood flowed.

Such an injury would be fatal to a human cultivator, but for a late-stage cultivator, it mattered little.

He flashed away again, trying to disappear once more.

But just then, a clear sound rang out.

A red phoenix appeared. With a flap of its wings, ancient runes appeared and spun into the void.

The ghost felt the air around him solidify like steel. Not only was it impossible to vanish within, but even minor movements were difficult.

Solidifying the world!

Since the phoenix excelled in spatial law, any concealment technique would be as futile as clouds before it.

The ghost could no longer move.

Then, a huge bird's figure emerged, engulfing him with flames and electric arcs. In just a few exchanges, an early-stagefierce ghost (late-stage ghost) was reduced to nothing but its soul, without even escaping in the form of anyuan embryo (primordial spirit).

While this sounded outrageous, it was simply bad luck for the ghost to encounter Lin Xuan's True Soul Sword Art. Even with all her efforts, the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother could not escape the same fate. A mere ghost like him being eliminated by such a technique was merely using a bull to kill a mosquito.

The entire process took only a few breaths.

Yue'er seemed in a dream until Lin Xuan approached and she finally reacted.

"Young Master!"

A fragrant breeze enveloped her as Yue'er leaped into his arms. Lin Xuan held her tightly, feeling the familiar sensation after so many years of separation.

He wanted to cry!

No, he really did cry.

Men do not shed tears lightly; it is just that they have not reached a deep emotional state.

After all these years, even facing opponents far stronger than himself and moments where life hung by a thread, Lin Xuan never retreated. Let alone crying over such weakness.

But now, he could not hold back.

Holding Yue'er again felt like holding the world's best treasure.

In this moment, Lin Xuan only felt peace and joy; even if his soul were to scatter, there would be no regrets.

"Young Master!"

After calling out, Yue'er buried her head in Lin Xuan’s chest without saying anything more.

Lin Xuan’s throat felt as though it was blocked.

Before meeting, he thought of endless words to say, but now that he held her, all words seemed insufficient. Without speaking, just holding her, they could hear each other's hearts.

Silence is golden!

Holding Yue'er felt incredibly blissful.

Lin Xuan wished time would freeze at this moment.

No longer thinking about the troubles of the world or the storms in the cultivation realm.

With you, everything else no longer mattered.

But as a person in the world, one could not help but be caught up. The battle was far from over, and time did not allow Lin Xuan to hold Yue'er like this forever.

"Ah... Ah..."

It wasn't someone deliberately interrupting; it was a light cough that pulled them back into reality.

"Mengyi!"

Yue'er noticed the black-clothed woman lying on the ground. To save her, she had suffered severe injuries, and Yue'er felt a twinge of guilt for forgetting about her.

Though reluctant to part ways, she understood this wasn't the time for intimate moments. She hurriedly went to help Mengyi up, only to find that she couldn't move at all. A late-stage cultivator could barely stand.

This was not just due to today's injuries; previous injuries from a true immortal had never fully healed.

"Mengyi, are you alright?"

Besides Lin Xuan, Mengyi was the person Yue'er trusted most after so many years of close companionship. The bond between them ran deep.

Seeing Mengyi near death, Yue'er felt desperate and on the verge of tears. To be continued...
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"Master, what should we do?"

It seemed as if Lin Xuan was back in the human world again, seeking help for any difficulties he faced from Moon.

For Moongirl, this was a form of happiness. But to Lin Xuan, it was just another ordinary occurrence.

Lin Xuan didn't think much about it. With his keen eyesight, he naturally recognized that this woman named Minglei was an important figure under Moongirl's command.

Since the young girl seemed so anxious, there was no reason for him to ignore her plight.

If it were something else, perhaps Lin Xuan would have scratched his head, but he had countless miraculous medicinal pills and elixirs for treating injuries. However, given this woman's condition, ordinary medicinal pills might not be effective. So, Lin Xuan took out the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill.

The blue one was a holy relic for healing wounds, though he himself didn't have many left. But with his character, he was always generous towards those close to him and wouldn't hide anything from them.

Apart from that, there were other medicinal treasures as well.

He handed them over to the black-robed woman.

"Thank you, Young Master!"

Minglei's weak voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, carrying a hint of gratitude. With her discerning eyes, she naturally understood that the healing items Lin Xuan had brought out were no ordinary ones—rare treasures in all three realms.

The way this woman was addressed also surprised Lin Xuan. This Minglei was clearly one of Moongirl's top-ranking subordinates. He thought he would have to go through some trouble to gain her approval, but it turned out she was a person who knew when to be tactful. This made him feel more positively towards her.

"Thank you for your courtesy. Your injuries are quite serious; hurry and take the medicine and meditate."

Minglei nodded. She knew her condition well enough. After removing her veil, she revealed an absolutely stunning face before swallowing the medicinal pill with a tilt of her head.

With Moongirl's support, she sat down to refine the medicinal power.

"Master, is Aunt Minglei alright?"

Moongirl said worriedly.

"She shouldn't be in too much danger."

Although Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear about Minglei's injuries, he was confident in the Ethereal Nine Immortals Pill. As long as she hadn't fallen to her death, he could always treat her.

"I'm relieved."

Moongirl exhaled with relief, having unconditional trust in her Master.

Though they had been apart for a thousand years, there were no signs of any estrangement between them; it felt like yesterday that they parted ways.

"Master, how did you come to the Netherworld? How did you find me?"

Moongirl raised her head curiously. Lin Xuan's face was plain, but she couldn't help but gaze at him endlessly.

Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. The ancients were not lying when they said this, although it didn't quite fit with Lin Xuan.

"Now isn't the time to talk about that. The siege outside hasn't ended yet."

Reunited with Moongirl, Lin Xuan felt a sense of peace and joy in his heart. He really didn't want to engage in any more battles. However, although the strongest enemy had been eliminated, the horde of Corpse Kings still surrounded the city.

And as for Minglei and the others, it was uncertain how their battle against the Transcendence-level entities would turn out. Although Lin Xuan didn't want to fight, there were some things that couldn't be avoided.

To have a proper reunion with Moongirl, he needed to resolve these troubles first.

"Yes, I forgot about that."

Unlike Lin Xuan's meticulous planning, Moongirl's eyes only saw her Master at the moment. She had completely forgotten about the danger.

She stuck out her tongue and blushed: "But Master, who will protect Aunt Minglei if we leave?"

Minglei was still unable to move after swallowing the healing treasure; it would be impossible to take her with them.

However, leaving her here meant that more enemies might infiltrate...

Moongirl found herself in a dilemma.

"King, you and Young Master go to repel the enemy. The task of guarding Elder Minglei will be entrusted to me."

At this moment, a pleasant voice entered their ears as a young girl approached them.

"Eh? Xing'er, why are you here?"

Moongirl's face showed mixed emotions of surprise and joy.

"If it weren't for meeting Xing'er, we wouldn't have reunited so quickly."

Lin Xuan answered with a smile. Time was pressing, and they needed to be concise. He didn't want the two girls to waste time on idle chatter.

"Oh!"

Moongirl nodded and stopped asking questions. Her small face still showed concern: "Xing'er is only at the Spirit Refinement stage; if more powerful enemies come..."

"Enemies? Where are so many enemies?"

Lin Xuan's voice of amusement entered their ears. On the surface, Moongirl's concerns were reasonable, but upon closer consideration, such powerful entities in all three realms were rare, and he had already killed several during today's battle. It was impossible for anyone else to sneak into the city.

Therefore, Xing'er guarding Minglei here posed no danger at all; there was no need to worry unnecessarily.

"Oh!"

Hearing Lin Xuan say this, Moongirl didn't argue anymore. They always let Lin Xuan take charge of decisions when they were together.

"Xing'er, I entrust you with this."

"Yes, Young Master."

Xing'er bowed respectfully towards them. Her respect for Moongirl was obvious, and her admiration for Lin Xuan ran deep—Lin Xuan had killed a Transcendence后期 cultivator at the cost of his own cultivation level, an unprecedented feat in history.

"Let's go, Moongirl!"

Lin Xuan held onto the young girl's hand. Moongirl nodded and then both of them flew towards the front with their bodies surrounded by green light.

They wouldn't hide their movements this time; a grand display would boost morale. Lin Xuan knew how important that was.

Sure enough, wherever they went, cheers erupted. Ignoring these, Lin Xuan flew straight to the city wall.

Soon, they arrived...

...

With Yellow Springs Ghost Mother's fall, the Golden Yue Corpse King's army outside remained unaware of it. She had quietly infiltrated and now, the siege continued as fiercely as ever, with millions of zombies swarming towards the city like ants, densely packed and charging at the walls.

Among them were mostly puppet zombies, led by high-level zombies who desperately rushed towards the city. However, they were naturally blocked by the mystical barriers.

Yet even the most intricate array had its limits. After so many impacts, it was dimming significantly; it could almost be said to be on the verge of collapse.

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed as one of the weakest barriers was breached by high-level refined corpses working together.

A gap of several dozen feet opened up, and countless zombies poured in like a tidal wave.

They climbed onto the city walls and attacked the Arhats defending the city with all their might.

Blood and flesh flew everywhere as both sides fiercely contested. The siege battle had reached an unprecedented intensity.
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"Bad, quickly seal the gap!"

The ghostly creature of the First Spirit Fragment level was both alarmed and angry. It hurriedly sent people to that side, wanting to drive the walking corpses off the city wall.

For a moment, the dark treasures flew everywhere, weapons darted about, and various colored light beams pierced through the sky.

In an instant, the walking corpses fell in large numbers.

However, while the reaction of the cultivators within the city was swift, how could the high-ranking existence leading the army of walking corpses outside not be prepared?

After much effort, they finally broke one禁制. Such a good opportunity couldn't be missed; those low-level walking corpses were merely cannon fodder to attract attention.

At this moment, a group of Cave Profound Spirit Fragment level ghostly creatures had rushed up, and similarly, their treasures came out in unison, fighting with the Apsara sect's forces on the city wall.

In terms of numbers, it was definitely more of the walking corpse army outside.

Previously, Mo'er's subordinates could barely hold off with the help of the禁制. Now that there was no protection from the禁制, close combat began, and they were defeated like a mountain collapsing.

But this was just the beginning. After taking control of this city wall, the opponent quickly launched attacks on other places'禁制.

Inside and out, breaking through such an array would be much easier.

In a short while, several more city walls fell to the enemy's attacks.

The walking corpses had already swarmed in large numbers, and although the ghostly creatures on the city wall fought desperately, they could no longer change their fate. The city was about to fall.

"Lord, if we continue like this, our entire army will be wiped out! Retreat and let the disciples withdraw!"

"Ahh!"

A loud cry of pain echoed as many Spirit Fragment level cultivators saw the situation worsening and began to hesitate.

"Be quiet. If you retreat now, the king is still in the city. If anything happens to him, you and I will die a thousand deaths. Order everyone to fight with all their might without sparing any resources until the king safely leaves this place; only then can we withdraw."

The speaker was an elderly man with white hair. He was also one of the highest-ranking cultivators in the city defenders, at late Spirit Fragment stage, and had reached the peak realm, just a thread away from transcending.

"Yes!"

Other Spirit Fragment level cultivators showed signs of shame. How could they forget about the king's safety? They hurriedly summoned their treasures and charged forward with all their might.

"Hahaha. Desperate struggle, you will all perish before me!"

A loud laughter entered his ears as a high-ranking walking corpse appeared in the sky, emitting a faint silvery glow.

Its power was terrifying; after several leaps, it killed two Spirit Fragment level ghostly creatures from Apsara's side.

This walking corpse had reached late Spirit Fragment stage. The cultivation technique it practiced was no ordinary one. It was invulnerable to weapons and possessed immense strength, making no one dare to directly confront its锋芒.

"Bad, a late Spirit Fragment level Corpse General!"

The ghostly creatures defending the city were greatly alarmed. Under this walking corpse's assault, their formation became even more chaotic.

That elderly man was furious. He flicked his sleeves, and two huge black and white flying swords appeared, flashing through the wind. Each grew to dozens of feet in size, drawing on the primordial energy of heaven and earth as they charged at the Corpse General from above.

Such a fierce attack naturally couldn't be ignored by the Corpse General. Amidst swirling dark energy, it spat out a purple corpse pearl that spun around, transforming into a white-tufted tiger to fight with the two black and white flying swords.

Both were late Spirit Fragment level ghostly creatures, their strength differing slightly but unable to determine a winner in the short term. They fought fiercely for a time.

Although the Corpse General's attack was blocked, outside the city, Jin Yue's Corpse King had far more high-ranking cultivators.

Apart from those of different realms, there were hundreds of Spirit Fragment level walking corpses. The scale was much larger than that within the city.

If the禁制 hadn't been broken, they could have compensated for this gap with the array's benefits. But without the help of the array, how could Apsara's subordinates withstand them?

They had already pledged their loyalty to Mo'er and were willing to risk life and death for the king's safety. But what use was that when the disparity in strength between both sides was so great?

Despite their desperate defense, they couldn't hold out. In a short while, the entire city wall of the immortal city was occupied by dense walking corpses.

Boom!

A loud sound echoed as the elderly man was knocked back and his two black and white flying swords lost their luster. Although he was also at late Spirit Fragment stage, his strength still fell short compared to that terrifying Corpse General.

As the highest-ranking cultivator in the city defenders, he had such a result; one can imagine the fate of the others.

The elderly man was severely injured and coughed up blood. The Corpse General naturally wouldn't let him go, revealing a sinister look as it fiercely lunged forward.

"Big Brother!"

Two Spirit Fragment level ghostly creatures nearby were alarmed. They wanted to save him but were also tightly held by two Corpse Zombies of the same rank, unable to help.

Just when he was about to perish, a bright green light streaked over at lightning speed, flying past with an unbelievable speed and meeting the black energy transformed by the Corpse General.

At first, the Corpse General didn't pay attention; another insignificant junior who knew nothing of the world.

He had been fighting smoothly all along. Naturally, he didn’t consider the person wrapped in that green light as anything to worry about.

A punch was delivered.

His cultivation technique focused on body refinement, and his hands were just as hard as those of any other Spirit Fragment level cultivator's treasure.

However, the green light did not dodge; it ignored the punch entirely, charging straight forward with a strong and domineering posture.

"Younger generation, seeking death!"

The Corpse General was furious.

But before he could finish speaking, he was swallowed by the dazzling green light, his mind went blank as his soul disintegrated completely.

A mere Spirit Fragment level ghostly creature actually dared to confront him head-on? Wasn't it crazy? Not only did its body perish, but even its essence failed to escape.

The entire process seemed complicated when described, but in reality, it was just a moment.

The elderly man survived the ordeal and showed signs of great joy. Turning his head, he looked at his savior.

However, upon seeing him, he was dumbfounded. The green light condensed, revealing a male and female figure.

The man was unremarkable, but the woman was stunningly beautiful.

"King, how did you end up here?"

The elderly man was both alarmed and delighted, quickly turning anxious as the city had already fallen; it was too dangerous for the king to stay there.

He took a deep breath, supporting his severely injured body. "I escorted Your Majesty out of this place; this place is far too dangerous."

"Dangerous?"

Lin Xuan laughed.

Raising his head, he looked at the densely packed walking corpses before him: "Just a bunch of noisy ants. With me here, what kind of storm can they stir up?"

Indeed, although the city had fallen, the high-ranking cultivators of the Transcending Realm had also been killed by him in large numbers. The remaining walking corpses were many but what use could they be?

The more ants there are, the harder it is to kill an elephant, right? But this was predicated on a significant difference in realm between both sides; otherwise, no matter how many people there were, they would be of little use.
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This logic, Lin Xuan understood well. He had no time to waste on these low-grade Corpse Refiners.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, an overwhelming amount of silver-colored sword qi appeared in the void. The number was staggering—thousands upon thousands.

Of course, these weren't his命宝 (Treasured Items), just illusions conjured by his spiritual energy.

For dealing with peers, perhaps they could be somewhat effective, but what did a few low-grade Corpse Refiners matter? He didn’t need to summon any treasures; the sword qi he casually condensed was enough.

"Fall!"

With Lin Xuan's shout, sword light rained down on the city walls ahead.

The惨叫声 (screams) echoed as the army of Corpse Refiners was swept away in an instant. Wherever the sword qi passed, there were no opponents.

The high-grade Corpse Refiners were alarmed and released their divine senses.

"Transcendent Realm cultivators! And two of them!"

Their faces turned ugly, but soon they realized one of them was none other than the reincarnation of that Arhats King.

If she could be decapitated, the reward from Jin Yue's Corpse Queen would allow her to leap a whole realm.

With this thought, those high-grade Corpse Refiners revealed extremely greedy expressions.

A great reward must have brave warriors. Although the risks were significant, the potential rewards were too tempting to ignore.

Let’s go!

Although he couldn’t let Moon pass, they wouldn’t engage in such foolish head-on battles.

First, let these low-grade zombies deplete their spiritual energy.

Thoughts aligned among the Corpse Marshals as they took out their command flags.

With a wave of their hands, fierce roars echoed. The copper-armored and iron-armored zombies surged like a fountain towards Lin Xuan and Moon.

The ghostly tide rolled, the zombie waves towering. In an instant, Lin Xuan was surrounded by layers upon layers of zombies.

They abandoned other parts of the city, focusing all their efforts to exterminate him here.

"Stupid. Wanting to win with numbers? "

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a mocking smile. Such tactics might be useful against other Transcendent Realm cultivators, but before him, they were as foolish as a carp trying to play chess—utterly ridiculous.

"We'll see who has more followers!"

With a wave of his sleeve robe, colorful spiritual light flashed, revealing a small and delicate tower.

The Tower of Ten Thousand Souls. No, perhaps calling it the Tower of Ten Thousand Spirits was more fitting.

This too was a divine treasure!

But it couldn’t be used for combat; instead, as an auxiliary tool to breed spirit beasts and insects with exceptional efficiency.

In his memory, he hadn't used this in a long time. Not because he had forgotten it, but simply didn't need it often enough. Now seemed like the right moment.

Lin Xuan’s sleeve robe waved again, sending out a heart refinement method.

As he moved, colorful spiritual light flashed, and the small tower grew to over ten feet tall.

In an instant, its size increased by more than a hundred times, transforming into a towering monster. Then, without hesitation, Lin Xuan pointed his finger.

A blood-red cloud emerged from the tower with a creaking sound.

No, it wasn’t a cloud but a swarm of densely packed spirit insects—Bloodfire Ants!

One of the two spirit insects he raised.

Though Jade Silk Bees weren't suitable for combat in such situations, Bloodfire Ants, though individually weak, had unparalleled reproductive capabilities.

And Lin Xuan didn’t lack crystal stones; with no natural enemies in the Tower of Ten Thousand Souls, their numbers had grown to almost infinite over these years.

Well, that was an exaggeration. But he estimated that his Bloodfire Ants numbered in the billions.

They weren't needed much, but now it was time for them to unleash their full power.

Thus, facing Jin Yue's army, Lin Xuan released the Bloodfire Ants with a decisive gesture.

Winning by numbers?

Haha, we’ll see whose followers are more numerous.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile as the buzzing sound filled the air. Everywhere he looked, Bloodfire Ants with fierce expressions swarmed.

Zombies fear neither life nor death?

Ha, my lord raised these insects who naturally know no fear.

The insect cloud fiercely attacked the army of Corpse Refiners.

With a surge of malevolent energy and zombie energy, it was like two giant waves colliding.

Despite their ferocity, the zombies were helpless against the overwhelming numbers of Bloodfire Ants. In just one round, the army of Corpse Refiners was completely obliterated.

The number of Bloodfire Ants was too great!

This truly showed that evil met its match in evil. Those who wanted to win by numbers ended up in this situation.

Furious!

Hundreds of Corpse Marshals were dumbfounded.

Even Moon was speechless, originally wanting to help her lord but now realizing his methods were beyond the heavens.

The驱虫术 (Insect Repelling Technique) wasn’t new for them as high-grade cultivators, but throughout the three realms and across history, no one had ever raised so many spirit insects. His methods truly astounded.

Moon’s joy turned to admiration, but her desire to help waned. The hundreds of Corpse Marshals shivered; without the support of the army of Corpse Refiners, they couldn’t even deal with two Transcendent Realm cultivators, let alone the defenders of the city who would easily overwhelm them.

Indeed, without Lin Xuan’s command, the city defenders rejoiced and launched a counterattack. After suffering so much during the siege, they were eager to take revenge on Jin Yue's army now trapped by Bloodfire Ants.

The opportunity must not be missed!

Thus, the awe-inspiring battle cries echoed again.

Medallions of dark treasures flew, various colored light beams pierced through the air as over ten thousand cultivators of varying levels attacked. The hundreds of Corpse Marshals finally understood what it meant to be overwhelmed by ants.

Though individually stronger, they couldn’t match Lin Xuan’s sweeping power. Moreover, while the defenders were weaker in numbers, there were still nearly a hundred spirit ghosts at the 分神 (Divine Spirit) level, making their defense impossible.

Screams echoed as one after another was blasted to pieces.

As for Jin Yue's army, it too was reduced to a few remnants. Though the Bloodfire Ants suffered heavy losses, they were insignificant to Lin Xuan. With such reproductive capabilities, they could quickly replenish themselves.

Thus, the siege battle ended. Would Medallion and the others fare well in their Transcendent Realm battles outside?
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Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as a bright green glow enveloped his body. He was about to head out with Moon to investigate the situation when a deafening explosion suddenly reached his ears.

The sound seemed to come from an extremely distant place, yet it was clear even at a distance of several ten thousand miles.

The primordial qi in the heavens and earth became incredibly chaotic, no, it was rushing towards the faraway location.

"Bad news!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he released his immensely powerful divine consciousness. However, the battle scene in the distance remained blurry due to the chaotic force of law, easily blocking his divine awareness.

Clearly, the struggle had escalated to a critical point where life and death could be decided at any moment.

Given Lin Xuan's position, he naturally didn't want any experts loyal to Asura to fall. Otherwise, the losses would be significant.

Thus, without bothering to call out, he enveloped Moon in a bright green glow and flew towards the scene.

The battle was about ten thousand miles away from here—unimaginably distant for ordinary people—but with Lin Xuan's divine speed, it took only an instant.

In such a critical situation, he spared no effort. After several leaps, he arrived at his destination.

Here, the primordial qi was even more chaotic. The sky was filled with rampant forces of law, dust clouds obscuring half the horizon as several indistinct figures appeared and disappeared.

Boom!

Suddenly, a loud explosion echoed like thunder in the clear sky. Primordial qi surged towards the center of the group, forming a white hurricane that stretched from heaven to earth.

The hurricane then blurred into a gray-white light column with a diameter of several acres, enveloped by dark electric arcs.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the already thick light column expanded further.

Wherever it passed, everything turned to nothingness. The void collapsed and twisted, while other objects were reduced to dust in an overwhelming manner.

Lin Xuan was naturally not afraid but couldn't ignore it either. He flicked his sleeve and summoned the Azure Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield, forming a thick light curtain that enveloped him and Moon.

Boom!

The hurricane swept past with immense power. However, as the Azure Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield was an innate object, Lin Xuan and Moon remained unharmed behind it.

For nearly a cup of tea's time, the explosion's aftermath gradually subsided. Although the dust in the sky hadn't dispersed, the forces of law no longer caused chaos. With his powerful divine awareness, Lin Xuan could now clearly see the surroundings.

The landscape was ravaged; many mountains had been flattened by the life-and-death blow of a cultivation period existence. The power of such an attack was unimaginable.

Two figures then came into view—a slender girl with familiar features and an elderly man in black robes. His skin was a pale silver, and he sported short sharp horns on his forehead, indicating that he belonged to the ghost race.

No other cultivators were within a ten-thousand-mile radius, so it was clear who had won the battle.

Lin Xuan's face showed relief; there was no need for him to intervene now.

Although the two had emerged victorious, they couldn't escape any cost.

Medusa's face was pale, and one of her arms was missing. The fight, though a win, was a bitter victory.

She took deep breaths as black light flashed across her injured shoulder, revealing a new arm amidst swirling阴气.

At their level, limb regeneration wasn't extraordinary, but the loss of primordial essence energy was severe, making her injuries even more serious.

The elderly man in black robes looked similar, his face pale and gray.

Despite this, both appeared relieved and happy. Regardless, they had managed to eliminate a formidable enemy.

However, just as he thought this, Lin Xuan felt an overwhelming presence.

Medusa raised her head in alarm, and then the faces of Lord and King appeared before her eyes.

"Lord, Your Majesty, why are you here?"

Medusa was overjoyed but also surprised. When the young lord had rushed away earlier, she had a bad feeling about it. Now that he and the king were together, it meant the crisis was over, which made her genuinely happy.

The elderly man in black robes flew over, bowed, and said, "Muye pays respects to Your Majesty and Lord."

"Friend, no need for formalities."

Lin Xuan had already heard about Muye's reputation from Moon.

"Have the remaining two of the Five Ghosts of the Abyss fallen?" Although he had witnessed it himself, he still needed to confirm.

"Yes, Lord. Those two have completely perished, and not even their essence cores survived," Medusa said respectfully.

"That's good."

Lin Xuan sighed in relief; Moon's current danger was now fully resolved.

However, just as this thought crossed his mind, Lin Xuan felt dizzy and weak, as if all his strength had been drained. His consciousness gradually blurred, and he faintly heard Moon's cry but couldn't make out the details clearly...

Lin Xuan fainted.

...

A fragrant scent wafted into his nostrils, but Lin Xuan still felt heavy-headed. He took a deep breath and summoned all his energy to recover slightly. However, the unpleasant feeling in his chest persisted.

"Master, you've finally woken up."

A sweet voice entered his ears as he opened his eyes, revealing Moon's beautiful face, filled with joy but red-rimmed from crying.

"I'm sorry for worrying you, Moon."

Lin Xuan reached out to wipe away her tears and then sat up. He turned around to survey the surroundings, realizing he was in a well-decorated girl's room.

Of course, it was Moon's room.

Warm red candles filled the air with a pleasant fragrance.

"Be careful," Moon said as she helped him sit up, her face full of concern.

Lin Xuan smiled wryly. As a powerful cultivator who had just passed through the tribulation, he felt like he was in poor health after being sick.

However, objectively speaking, his condition was far worse than that of an ordinary sick person.

Indeed, Lin Xuan had defeated the Yellow Springs Mother Ghost but at a great cost. The True Spirit Sword Formation wasn't suitable for his current realm. Despite faring better against peers, his energy was still insufficient. Forced to do so, he ignited the root fire.
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The Origin Fire, also known as the Primordial Fire, was a divine power reserved for cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage. In simple terms, it resembled the primordial body of one's true spirit in some ways. Normally, this fire would never be used under any circumstances.

However, when absolutely necessary—such as when one’s life was threatened—it could be ignited, similar to drinking poison to quench thirst. Yet, doing so allowed for a significant surge in cultivation and magical power within a short period of time.

The consequences were severe, though. Minorly, it would result in the consumption of considerable primordial essence energy, requiring millennia of seclusion to recover. More seriously, one’s cultivation stage could drop, transforming from Tribulation Transcending to the Fractured Spirit realm.

Recovering from such a drop was extremely difficult; regaining the Tribulation Transcending stage would be fraught with bottlenecks that were several times more challenging than before.

If it merely involved expending primordial essence energy, it might still be acceptable given the longevity of a Tribulation Transcending cultivator. However, the risk of dropping cultivation stages and the difficulty in recovering made any great sage hesitate to ignite the Origin Fire unless their life was at stake.

Lin Xuan naturally understood the pros and cons, but when facing Huangquan Ghost Mother, he had no better choice. The Five Dragon Seal could not be used lightly; only by igniting the Origin Fire could he use True Spirit Sword Art.

The situation was dire then. He couldn’t afford to engage in a prolonged battle with his opponent. If Mo'er were to suffer any harm, he would regret it deeply.

Compared to Mo'er’s safety, the cost of igniting the Origin Fire seemed negligible.

Moreover, Lin Xuan knew that igniting the Origin Fire would result in significant damage to his primordial essence energy, but a drop in cultivation stage was unlikely.

This possibility was slim and could be disregarded. However, he had indeed lost much of his primordial essence energy.

The burden on his body from using True Spirit Sword Art was immense!

After defeating Huangquan Ghost Mother and reuniting with Mo'er, Lin Xuan’s tense nerves relaxed instantly. The emotional turmoil brought additional strain to his spirit.

Only Lin Xuan could maintain such a high level of spiritual awareness compared to other cultivators at the same stage. For most Tribulation Transcending experts, this would have been unsustainable by then.

Lin Xuan then rallied and defeated Jin Yue Corpse King’s army with millions of Bloodfire Ants. Although it seemed effortless, the consumption of magical power and spiritual awareness was astonishingly high.

Seeing Mingsnow and MoFeather defeat their enemies, Lin Xuan felt a wave of relief. However, he fainted directly due to exhaustion.

...

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan understood the entire sequence of events.

Indeed, there was an overwhelming feeling of weakness throughout his body. The nausea in his chest was unbearable. It seemed that the damage to his primordial essence energy had been greater than expected.

The only consolation was that his cultivation stage remained intact; he was still a Tribulation Transcending cultivator at mid-stage.

Lin Xuan exhaled with relief.

Although the risk of dropping his cultivation stage after igniting the Origin Fire was minimal for him, one could never be certain in the unpredictable world of cultivation. If bad luck struck, even that small possibility would exist.

In such a case, he would have to accept his misfortune.

Fortunately, this worry was unnecessary. Losing some primordial essence energy wasn’t too troublesome; with proper consumption of spiritual elixirs and medicines, recovery could be swift.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan felt relieved.

Turning his head, he saw Mo'er’s worried expression.

"Master, how do you feel?"

"Not bad."

While it was indeed troublesome to recover, Lin Xuan didn’t want Mo'er to worry too much: "How long have I been unconscious?"

"For over ten days."

"What? For so long?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. This was far longer than he had anticipated.

"Are we still in that Immortal City now?" he asked anxiously.

Although they had thwarted Jin Yue Corpse King’s plot, the location of their hiding place had been exposed. Jin Yue Corpse King would not give up easily and might send more armies or even come personally.

If this happened, igniting the Origin Fire again or using the Five Dragon Seal might be futile. As one of the Six Kings of the Netherworld, his strength rivaled that of a scattered immortal, far surpassing the mere Huangquan Ghost Mother.

Lin Xuan was increasingly anxious.

"Master need not worry; we are no longer in the Murky Swamp," Mo'er said with a gentle smile. She knew what he was worried about.

"What other hiding place is this? Is it safe?"

"Do not worry, Master. This new hiding place is several million miles away from the original Murky Swamp. It seems to be prepared by my past life. Emotionally and logically, there should be no issues."

Mo'er’s soft voice continued to explain as Lin Xuan finally understood the entire sequence of events.

Millions of years ago, the Arrogant King had anticipated his battle with a True Immortal and made preparations for reincarnation long ago. He knew that human intentions were unpredictable; even though he was the Lord of the Netherworld, his power would be weak after reincarnation, making him vulnerable to malicious intent.

Thus, he prepared many fallback plans, including multiple hiding places beyond just the Murky Swamp.

As the saying goes, a cunning rabbit has three burrows. How could the Lord of the Netherworld place all his eggs in one basket?

Each hiding place was extremely secretive and difficult to attack but could be interlinked for teleportation.

However, only the reincarnated self could activate this teleportation array; even the other Five Kings of the Netherworld would be helpless before it.

Such preparations were foolproof. However, the enemy arrived too suddenly when Mo'er was in seclusion. By the time she emerged, Jin Yue Corpse King’s army had already surrounded the city, and several Tribulation Transcending elders like Mingsnow had to fight separately.

Even though Mo'er could host the teleportation array, it would be impossible for her alone to activate it.

Had Lin Xuan not arrived in time and displayed his divine might, defeating Huangquan Ghost Mother, the outcome would have been disastrous.

Understanding the entire sequence of events, Lin Xuan sighed. Fortunately, based on Mo'er’s description, they were now safe. The Arrogant King’s methods for teleporting such a vast distance with tens of thousands of people were truly impressive.
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"Moon, have you recovered your memories from your past life? Do you know the reasons behind the grudges and grievances from that time?"

Lin Xuan asked with concern on his face. In the human world, he had always been curious about what happened in ancient times. After arriving in the Spirit Realm, he continued to trace the origins of events, but the clues were too vague.

Even though Lin Xuan was now a cultivation practitioner at the Tribulation Transcending stage, and despite all his myriad encounters over the past thousand years, he could only piece together fragments of information about ancient secrets. He still didn't fully understand what had happened millions of years ago.

Why did Moon lead the spirits and ghosts in such a massacre across the Spirit Realm? Why did the Asura King venture alone to the North Pole's Essence Light Pavilion to fight three True Immortals?

Everything was shrouded in mystery, and he hadn't figured it out yet. Now that they finally met the main person involved, Moon had also advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Logically, the seals from her past life should have been lifted by now. He wondered if she could provide some answers.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a look of anticipation on his face. However, Moon shook her head. "I'm sorry, young master. I don't know these two things either."

"Then your seal from the past is still not removed?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise; this was far different from what he had anticipated.

"No, most of my memories from the past life have returned, but some crucial parts are still sealed. For example, I can only guess about the questions you asked," Moon sighed. She too wanted to know the ancient secrets.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned thoughtful. Moon wouldn't lie to him; it was likely that the Asura King had done this on purpose. Why couldn't he remove the seal even after advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage?

Could it be because his enemy was too powerful, fearing that removing the seal might alert them? Lin Xuan frowned and pondered.

But he could only guess wildly in his heart; it was still difficult to draw a clear conclusion from this situation.

"Young master, don't think about it. When the time comes, there will be a path. One day, everything will come to light."

Moon's gentle voice entered his ears. Young Master had consumed too much primordial energy fighting the Yellow Springs Ghost Mother; continuing to dwell on it wasn't wise in this state.

"Alright. I won't think about it anymore."

Lin Xuan raised his head. Under the candlelight, Moon's face was incredibly beautiful. Despite thousands of years apart, they didn't feel any stranger to each other.

"Your heart and mine are in sync," she said. "Young master, how have you been in the Spirit Realm? How did you manage to cultivate so quickly?"

Moon's curious voice entered his ears; she had always been interested in everything about him.

"Well..."

Lin Xuan smiled at the corner of his mouth. Moon was someone he trusted deeply, and even shared secrets like the Blue Star Sea with her. He wouldn't hide anything about his cultivation experiences over these years.

"Come here, let me hug you," Lin Xuan said. "Tell me more."

Moon's face turned red. Under the candlelight, she became even more charming, but without hesitation, she came to stand beside him.

After so many years apart, she missed his warm embrace.

Lin Xuan stretched his arms and gently hugged Moon. His heart filled with peace as he began recounting his experiences over these years—how he lived in the Spirit Realm alone, what challenges he faced.

Moon was speechless, her eyes wide with shock. Although she had guessed that Young Master's experiences would be rich, she hadn't expected it to reach such extremes. He had even returned to the human world and fought against the True Demon Ancestor's avatar; the Ice Soul Treasure Snake hated him but could do nothing.

Young Master was truly formidable.

The Ice Soul Treasure Snake was a True Demon Ancestor, with an identity and power that rivaled the Golden Jade Corpse King. The Ice Soul might even be superior.

At that time, Young Master hadn't advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage yet; he still dared to challenge two people. Just his courage alone was impressive.

Moon's face showed admiration.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. On one hand, he wanted to understand ancient secrets and needed Moon's memories to be restored by the Asura King's seals. But on the other hand, he was a bit afraid of this possibility.

The former Asura King was a genius; if Moon's past life memories returned, would she still be the same person?

After all, such cases were rare in the cultivation world; Lin Xuan had never seen someone with memories from two lifetimes before. He felt uneasy.

Fortunately, his worries were unnecessary. Most of the seals had been lifted, and Moon hadn't changed at all—this was undoubtedly the best outcome for him.

As he spoke, their hearts grew closer. The gentle woman's breath was like a fragrant flower; Lin Xuan couldn't sit still either. His hands became restless.

Moon's face turned crimson with embarrassment but knew it wasn't appropriate here. However, she couldn't refuse her longing. She blushed and submitted to his advances, making the situation even more alluring.

Lin Xuan's breathing grew rapid as he lowered his head and kissed those gentle lips.

Kissing and caressing...

Just as Lin Xuan was about to lose himself in that fatal tenderness, Moon gently pushed him away. Her voice barely louder than a mosquito: "Young master, your injuries haven't healed..."

"It doesn't matter."

Lin Xuan didn't care about anything at the moment; even if his cultivation realm dropped, he really missed Moon after a thousand years apart.

"Treasure, I love you!"

Lin Xuan's confession made Moon blush and unable to refuse. She closed her eyes as her lashes trembled.

Lin Xuan said no more, his actions becoming bolder. The delicate teeth bed and soft silk enhanced the smoothness of the young girl's skin, like fine jade. Lin Xuan wasn't a lecher, but he felt extremely parched.

Under the candlelight, their shadows gradually overlapped.

A night of passion...

Actually, saying it was one day and night would be more fitting; not because Lin Xuan was lustful, but because his love was so intense that only intimacy could alleviate his longing.

Lin Xuan was satisfied as he lay down in a comfortable position on the bed. Moon rested her head on his arm, their embrace filled with deep affection. But just then, a loud voice echoed: "Miss, Miss, where are you?"

Before Lin Xuan could react, someone rushed in.

He was taken aback by this sudden change; he hadn't expected such an incident. Moon had said that no one dared to enter without her permission, so what was happening?

Looking down, he saw Moon's face flushed with embarrassment as she pulled the quilt over herself and snuggled into his arms.
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Thus, Lin Xuan couldn't possibly continue asking any further.

And this slight delay saw the noisy little girl already arrive beside him.

Lin Xuan focused his gaze and found it somewhat familiar. The maiden hovering in mid-air had a delicate face, but her height was only about a foot.

"Xiao Tao!"

Lin Xuan remembered. This girl wasn't anyone else; she was the Arrogant King's own treasure, the Profound Yin Treasure Box, transformed into a sentient being.

This little girl had always been at odds with him. In the human world, she mocked his slow progress in cultivation, calling him as stupid as a pig.

Seeing Xiao Tao enter, Lin Xuan felt a bit uneasy. Then he realized there was no need to be nervous; Moon was his wife, and it was perfectly natural for him to be intimate with her. Why fear?

However, when Xiao Tao saw Lin Xuan, she had an expression of both shock and anger: "Big bad guy, why did you come? How dare you bully my lady while I wasn't around! What punishment do you deserve?"

"Rubbish, when have I ever bullied Moon?" Lin Xuan didn't take kindly to Xiao Tao's tone. This little girl often accused him unjustly, and he naturally retorted.

"Alright, young master, Xiao Tao, the two of you really need to stop bickering," Yue'er saw the situation was off-kilter and had to step in to mediate.

After a round of mediation, Xiao Tao finally calmed down but still looked irate. No matter how she looked at Lin Xuan, it didn't seem right.

...

"Xiao Tao, why did you come all of a sudden? Is there something important?"

Moon's tone carried a hint of resentment. It was understandable; he had just been intimate with her, and this little girl shouldn't have barged in so recklessly.

"Miss..."

Before Xiao Tao could finish, Yue'er seemed to remember something: "Wait, you go out first, we'll talk later."

"Alright!"

Xiao Tao, although spoiled, realized it wasn't appropriate to discuss here. She nodded and turned to leave.

As she left, she made a silly face at Lin Xuan: "Stupid boy, don't dare bully my lady again; otherwise, I'll give you a good beating later!"

Stupid boy?

Lin Xuan was so infuriated that he almost burst with anger. He had never been looked down upon like this since he embarked on the path of cultivation.

But arguing with Xiao Tao didn't seem worth it. After all, she was just an enchanted treasure.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan decided to ignore her. However, unexpectedly, she blurted out another infuriating statement: "Really? I'm clearly praising you, but you don't know gratitude; it's like a dog biting Lu Dongbin—ignorant of good intentions and ungrateful."

"..."

Lin Xuan's qi cultivation was formidable; he remained calm even when Mount Tai collapsed before him. But facing Xiao Tao, he couldn't hold back his anger: "You can eat whatever you want, but don't say whatever you want. Explain to me which sentence you just said praising me?"

"Hmph, didn't you hear my praise for your pig-like stupidity?" Xiao Tao said with a high-pitched voice.

"What?!"

Lin Xuan almost thought he had heard wrong and burst into laughter: "You're saying I'm as stupid as a pig, but that's actually praising me?"

"Of course."

Xiao Tao looked smug, as if it was self-evident. "In the human world, I once said you were much stupider than a pig. After thousands of years, you've managed to reach the middle stage of cultivation. Hmm, your progress is decent, but still like that of a pig compared to before. So naturally, I'm praising you."

"Pfft..."

Lin Xuan was so angry he almost spat out blood. Had there ever been such an unreasonable and bullying behavior? If this wasn't Moon's treasure, he would have fought her.

In just a few thousand years, reaching the middle stage of cultivation meant being as stupid as a pig. How about all other cultivators in the Three Realms? Shouldn't they all buy tofu to smash their heads?

How could a divine palace treasure bully people like this?

Lin Xuan's anger was so intense he almost lunged at Xiao Tao. Didn't you realize that bullying others shouldn't be taken to such extremes? If a tiger doesn't show its might, do you think it's a sick cat?

Seeing Lin Xuan's veins and pupils bulging, Moon quickly stepped forward to hold him back: "Young master, don't get angry; Xiao Tao is just sharp-tongued but has a kind heart."

Lin Xuan smiled bitterly. Even if his wife was right, her sharp tongue was too much.

But he had to save face for Moon.

Xiao Tao was her own treasure. He couldn't truly do anything to such a divine palace treasure even if he could. Besides, he wouldn't use Xiao Tao's soul or essence anyway.

No matter how offensive she sounded, she was still his own.

Forget it; let bygones be bygones. Why bother with her?
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Lin Xuan took a deep breath, calming his agitated mood. Arguing with a treasure was not worth it, especially when Moon's words had some merit.

Although Xiao Tao was sharp-tongued, she hadn't truly harmed him. Why should he take her to task here?

She might as well have let off a fart; the remark, though crude, made sense.

Seeing no harm in it, Lin Xuan felt much better.

Moon saw this and sighed with relief. She quickly changed the subject: "Xiao Tao, why did you come here so excitedly? Did you find any clues to the treasure I asked you to look for?"

For cultivators, a life-bound treasure was indeed very close to them. However, Moon's feelings towards Lin Xuan were more than just that; they ran deeper and were not easily understood by common sense. Xiao Tao, being straightforward, didn't pick up on Miss Moon's underlying displeasure but instead looked excited.

"Miss, as you commanded, I couldn’t ignore it. Indeed, I found a recipe for a medicinal pill that can heal this big fool’s injuries."

So, he was still called the "big fool"?

But after all these experiences, Lin Xuan knew Xiao Tao's sharp tongue well enough. Since he had decided not to take offense, he could easily brush off her insult.

However, Miss Moon's expression showed genuine displeasure: "Xiao Tao, I know you speak your mind but shouldn’t always go against Master. He hasn’t wronged you; why must you keep pushing him? If this continues, I will truly be angry."

Miss Moon’s face was serious, though she didn't scold Xiao Tao directly. Clearly, she had lost her temper.

As Xiao Tao's life-bound treasure, she understood Miss Moon well. Seeing the expression on Miss Moon's face, she knew that she was genuinely upset. Despite her haughty demeanor towards Lin Xuan, she sincerely protected Miss Moon.

After all these years, Miss Moon never got angry at her. Xiao Tao’s small face showed a hint of panic as she lowered her gaze: "Alright, Miss, don’t be angry. I won’t… won’t oppose this Lin fellow anymore."

Lin Xuan felt relieved; the nickname was better than being called an idiot.

As a man, he needed to show his magnanimity and not let a mere treasure get under his skin.

"Alright, Moon, since Xiao Tao knows her mistake, we shouldn't punish her."

Moon obediently followed Lin Xuan's instructions. Xiao Tao fumed but couldn’t react as she had just promised Miss Moon. Her defeated expression made Lin Xuan feel better.

But thinking about it, he felt a bit bored for putting the pressure on his life-bound treasure.

Of course, in all of existence, there was only one such characterful treasure. If his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword ever attained sentience and took on an essence like Xiao Tao’s, what would that be like?

Cough, thinking too far ahead. His primordial energy hadn’t recovered yet; the immediate task was to replenish his life-bound true essence or risk a significant loss in strength.

Lin Xuan's thoughts turned to what he should do next. Moon seemed to share similar thoughts as they had a telepathic connection.

As Lin Xuan’s thoughts shifted, Moon’s voice entered his ears: "Xiao Tao, you said you found a medicinal recipe that can replenish Master’s lost primordial energy?"

"Indeed, I wouldn’t joke about such matters."

Though Xiao Tao was sharp-tongued, she was reliable. As she spoke, her jade hand flicked, and a green eye cylinder appeared.

The green and emerald hue exuded an ancient aura, indicating its great age.

Moon took it over, releasing her divine awareness.

Her expression first showed excitement but then turned gloomy as her emotions fluctuated wildly.

"What’s the matter?"

Lin Xuan was curious. He took the jade cylinder from Moon and released his divine awareness without hesitation.

Instantly, dark ink-like energy revealed ancient runes.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had a broad knowledge of texts; he recognized these ancient阴司界的文字.

His expression changed as well.

Xiao Tao hadn’t exaggerated. The "Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill" recorded in the cylinder could indeed replenish his lost primordial energy from this battle.

If luck was on his side, it might even push him to a higher realm.

This wasn’t idle talk; the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill originated from the True Immortal Realm and had been seized by the Arrogant King of Asuras. It possessed unparalleled power.

Otherwise, such an item would be hard to find in either the Spirit Realm or the阴司界.

However, while the effects were unmatched, the difficulty of its preparation was unimaginable.

Otherwise, gathering the ingredients would have been easy.

In the past, only the Arrogant King of Asuras had that capability.

Now, with circumstances changed, many things had vanished from the Three Realms. Even for a Loose Immortal or Demon King, it was hard to gather all the necessary ingredients.

Even if luck favored him and he reached this point, obtaining the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill would still be incredibly difficult.

Divine materials were not so easily refined.

The Arrogant Asura was prodigiously talented. Not only did his cultivation rival that of a True Immortal, but his alchemy skills had also reached an unparalleled level.

Even legendary alchemists couldn’t compare to her.

Her alchemy prowess in the Three Realms was unmatched.

Yet, even she wasn’t sure about refining the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill; success depended on luck.

Now, with circumstances changed, though Moon was a reincarnation of the Arrogant Asura King, her strength and alchemy skills couldn’t match hers.

Therefore, while the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill could save Lin Xuan, it was merely wishful thinking and impossible to achieve in reality.

"Xiao Tao, if I remember correctly, before my rebirth, I left many fallbacks, including storing treasures from the Three Realms for emergencies. While the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill is rare, I believe most of its ingredients can be gathered."

Despite the obvious difficulties, Moon was unwilling to give up. Her concern for Lin Xuan surpassed her own; even with a small chance, she wouldn’t abandon him.
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"Miss, you make a valid point. I would know about these things; before this, I had already inventoried the treasure vault, and indeed, most of the raw materials are sufficient."

Little Tao's sigh entered my ears as expected. As Moon said, though the girl was sharp-tongued, she did get things done.

"However, there are a few main ingredients that the treasure vault lacks."

"How can that matter? If we don't have them, can't we find more?" Moon said indifferently. She was willing to go through extra trouble for her lord.

"Miss, you're thinking too simply," Little Tao's expression showed helplessness: "The Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill is a divine object originally. Many of its ingredients are hard to come by even if one traverses the three realms. Fortunately, we have some in our treasure vault."

"But among the few missing ingredients, it's fine for most, but there's one that is truly a divine object, extremely rare even in ancient times. It simply doesn't exist anymore."

"Oh, what is it?"

Lin Xuan's face showed interest. This matter was originally related to him; he couldn't help paying attention.

"Nine Spirit Ginseng, have you heard of this? It's an actual divine treasure. Even before your rebirth, obtaining such a thing would be difficult. Now, there's no chance at all…" Little Tao sighed.

"What are you talking about? What is the name of that treasure?" Before Moon could speak, Lin Xuan's voice sounded urgent as he asked in surprise.

"Nine Spirit Ginseng, haven't you heard of it before?"

Little Tao said unkindly. Afraid Miss would get angry, she had to agree not to oppose this guy, but she wouldn't give him a good face; the hint of disdain was obvious.

"Huh. Not only have I heard of it, just a measly Nine Spirit Ginseng. Do you think Lin can't produce such a treasure?"

Lin Xuan said arrogantly, though he wasn't usually one to show off. Little Tao's expression annoyed him so much that he couldn't hide his talent.

"Ha. Even if you have it, it’s for your own healing; I gain nothing from it. Why should I bet with you?" Little Tao rolled her eyes and smirked.

Lin Xuan almost spat out a mouthful of blood. The fish wasn’t biting at the right moment. This girl was too cunning.

She didn't even bother with his baiting.

Lin Xuan's face showed frustration. He had rarely met defeat since starting on his cultivation path, but he kept getting the worst of it from Little Tao. Was this really karma?

Wait, what was he thinking? He was a good guy; it must be Little Tao who was tricky and strange.

Shaking his head, Lin Xuan felt like he might go mad with frustration.

But he didn't need to argue further with Little Tao. He waved his sleeve, and a piece of treasure materialized from the storage bag. It was a wooden box about a foot long.

The surface wasn’t eye-catching, but the lid bore two禁制符箓—one gold and one silver—both designed to prevent essence energy leakage.

"What is this?"

Little Tao's eyes narrowed; even these talismans were valuable.

Moon’s expression was also attentive. Unlike Little Tao's skepticism, she trusted Lin Xuan unconditionally.

Lin Xuan didn't say much. He raised his right hand and pointed forward with a finger. No extra movements or light showed as the two golden-silver talismans were peeled off by an invisible hand.

A "thud" sound echoed in my ears; the lid was open.

The fragrance permeated, refreshing the senses. Then Lin Xuan saw the aura of treasure.

This aura differed from that released by先天灵宝; it was a grade-high spirit herb, considered divine treasures, only released when matured.

"It’s really true!"

Little Tao's face showed relief. Thankfully, she had been smart enough not to bet with this guy, or she would have fallen into his carefully laid trap.

Though the contents of the box were still unclear, the rich aura indicated its grade—absolutely a divine treasure.

Thoughts raced in Little Tao’s mind as her gaze shifted to Lin Xuan's treasure. The misty aura gradually dispersed, revealing something that looked like a ginseng.

Its surface was golden, with faint gold runes glowing, and the fragrance alone made one feel refreshed; it was undoubtedly a divine treasure.

Lin Xuan's eyes flickered. Suddenly, he waved his sleeve again, sending out a greenish霞light to envelop an area of several feet in radius, setting up a protective barrier. This way, the pleasant scent and aura wouldn't spread, preventing essence energy leakage. Since it was a divine treasure, any waste was unacceptable.

"Stupid... Lord, where did you get this treasure?"

Little Tao's eyes were filled with surprise. Though Lin Xuan had claimed to have Nine Spirit Ginseng, actually producing one was too unexpected.

However, her words made Lin Xuan cough blood.

She seemed to want to call him a fool but changed to "Lord." Combined, it sounded like "stupid lord."

Whether he was a fool or lord, such a nickname was utterly frustrating.
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"Alright, we didn't really bet on this. Just call me Lin Xiao."

Lin Xuan spoke dejectedly.

He had never won a verbal sparring match with Little Tao before. The nickname 'Stupid Prince' was too silly; if it got out, he would be the laughingstock of the Three Realms.

"Ha ha, I think the nickname Stupid Prince is quite fitting," Little Tao said with a victorious grin, her face resembling that of a weasel.

What left Lin Xuan speechless even more was that Mo'er didn't side with him this time. Instead, she was hiding a smile behind her hand, looking delighted.

Little Tao seemed to enjoy sparring with Lin Xuan for fun; as long as it wasn't too much, Mo'er wouldn't be overly critical. There were limits to everything, and the nickname 'Stupid Prince' was something Mo'er could accept.

It sounded rather amusing.

Mo'er's attitude left Lin Xuan speechless.

If they kept纠缠 this issue, Little Tao would only become more smug. Well, Stupid Prince it is; Lin Xuan decided not to dwell on the matter anymore.

"How about this? Is this Nine Spirit Ginseng?"

As the saying goes, when you seek something for a long time, it appears unexpectedly. This treasure was an opportunity that Lin Xuan had stumbled upon by chance while in the Lost Realm, given to him by Fairy Red Silken.

Lin Xuan knew it was a divine object and understood its value was beyond measure, but he wasn't entirely clear on its specific uses.

Unexpectedly, it proved crucial at this critical moment.

Of course, whether or not it was Nine Spirit Ginseng still needed further consideration. After all, the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill was no small matter; there couldn’t be any carelessness in the process.

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, Little Tao indeed put away her playful smile.

She enjoyed teasing him but was reliable when handling matters. She turned to focus on the treasure before her, carefully comparing it with what she had in mind.

After a moment, she raised her head.

"Indeed, this is Nine Spirit Ginseng. Where did you find it?"

"Haha, that's none of your business," Lin Xuan said proudly, "I am someone blessed by good fortune."

"Hmph, you're just gloating."

Little Tao showed a disdainful expression on her face but was genuinely pleased.

She wasn't oblivious to the distinction between friend and foe; she simply enjoyed teasing him. But she knew he was one of them, so naturally, she hoped for his quick recovery. However, she wouldn’t admit defeat in words.

"Since we have Nine Spirit Ginseng, the other ingredients can be gathered with some effort. But Miss, haven't you considered that the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill is extremely difficult to refine? Even a divine alchemist might not succeed, and among your loyal followers, there's no one particularly skilled in alchemy. How do you plan on solving this problem?"

"Ha ha, don’t worry about it. This Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill is just a minor matter; I can refine it myself," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"You're boasting too much without looking at yourself in the mirror. The Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill is a divine object; even for a divine alchemist, the chances are slim. Do you think knowing a little about alchemy allows you to boast here? The ingredients are hard to come by, but there won't be a second chance. Be careful not to fail and cry your heart out!"

Little Tao's words were sharp, yet they weren’t entirely unfounded. Former Arhats had few chances of success when refining such pills.

Lin Xuan’s self-recommendation was seen as an indication that he didn’t know his place.

"Hmph, don't look down on me from a hole in the wall. If I succeed with this pill, you'll call me Prince, right?" Lin Xuan took advantage of the opportunity to provoke Little Tao again.

"Prince, dreaming," she said with a sly smile, "but if it's Stupid Prince, I might consider it."

Little Tao’s words were meant to tease him further. Poor Lin Xuan was once again humiliated and resolved not to spar with this wretched girl ever again.

"Alright, stop arguing. If the master says so, he must have confidence in himself."

Mo'er stepped in to mediate, feeling both annoyed and amused by their constant teasing of each other. Were they really archenemies from a past life? Why did they keep tormenting each other upon meeting?

Mo'er knew the details of her master's background; with his blue Star Sea treasure, refining the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill wouldn’t be an issue.

But she didn't need to tell Little Tao about it.

It wasn’t that she trusted him less; having more people know meant a higher risk of leakage.

"Little Tao, go to the treasury and retrieve the ingredients for alchemy. Send someone out to look for the remaining ones. In short, help the master gather everything as quickly as possible."

Mo'er instructed. At this moment, Lin Xuan noticed that Little Tao had changed somewhat.

She seemed to have a hint of an upper-class demeanor; issuing commands was quite convincing.

Perhaps his past memories had influenced her, gradually restoring Arhat King’s aura.

Of course, it only affected others; in front of him, Mo'er remained as gentle and dependent as ever.

"Alright, Miss. I'll do it right away."

Little Tao, with a decisive nature, nodded and was about to leave.

"Hold on."

Lin Xuan called her back.

"Stupid Prince, is there anything else?"

Little Tao turned around, a playful smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

Clearly satisfied with this nickname.

Lin Xuan was speechless but knew arguing wouldn’t help. It might even lead to more ridicule.

So, he reluctantly pretended not to hear it: "I meant, besides Nine Spirit Ginseng, what other treasures are still missing? Let me know first; some might be here."

"You're boasting again,"

Little Tao said this, but in her heart, she agreed with Lin Xuan. After all, someone who could wield divine treasures had the means to obtain ordinary ones as well.

"Let me see, we only need five more ingredients: Falling Phoenix Flower, Jade Spirit Fruit, Cold Snow参, Nourishing Spirit Wood, and Lustrous Heavenly Fire Liquid…" Little Tao's clear voice rang out, "Not many types, but they are not divine or magical substances. Still, they are rare items, making it difficult to gather them all."
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Moon heard this and a look of difficulty appeared on her face. Gathering these five materials would indeed be no easy task, but she wasn't afraid of the trouble; what worried her was that if it took too long, it might harm Young Master's injuries.

What could they do about it?

Before she could fully process this thought, Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy: "Peach Blossom Flower, Jade Spirit Fruit, Cold Snow Ginseng, Nourishing Spirit Wood, and Lustrous Heavenly Fire Liquid. Are these five materials correct, Little Táo?"

"Big fool, do you think I'm like you? Can't even remember the five materials?" Little Táo was furious and immediately retorted.

However, Lin Xuan took no offense. He was in a good mood at the moment and had no intention of arguing with this little girl: "Since these are the five materials, there's no need to trouble ourselves anymore. I have all of them here."

"What?"

Little Táo was shocked, even Moon was stunned.

Although these five materials weren't divine items, they were all priceless treasures. Finding just one wasn't easy, and Lin Xuan claimed he could gather all of them at once.

Wasn't that too exaggerated?

"Young Master, you're not joking!"

"Big bad guy, are you really this wealthy?"

The two girls still looked unconvinced as Lin Xuan waved his sleeves. A flash of light revealed five jade boxes on the table beside him.

"What use is boasting? Does Lin think I would joke about my injuries?"

That made sense.

Little Táo slowly opened the five jade boxes. The strange fragrance wafted, and the brilliant lustrous colors dazzled her eyes. She stared wide-eyed as she confirmed that these were indeed the five materials she had mentioned. This big bad guy was too wealthy; it seemed she had underestimated him earlier.

Though Little Táo secretly admired Lin Xuan, on the surface, she wouldn't admit it and instead picked through the materials with disdain: "Hmph, while you've gathered all five materials, their quality is too poor. Sigh, they might just suffice, but I'm not sure if the resulting pills will be affected."

Lin Xuan was speechless again. Indeed, this was like a dog trying to speak in an elephant's language. He knew the quality of his treasures well; these five materials were undoubtedly top-notch. But when Little Táo picked through them, she made them seem worthless. Well, he wouldn't get upset.

"Alright, Little Táo, stop nitpicking Young Master. We can't delay any longer. Let's go to the treasure vault and gather other materials so we can start alchemy." Moon said with a smile, pleased that they finally had the raw materials for the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill. Her mood was good.

"Miss, I'm not trying to be nosy, but are you really letting this big fool do the alchemy? Does he have such abilities?"

The words were sharp, but it wasn't intentional provocation; she was worried that if Lin Xuan failed at alchemy, gathering another set of materials would be impossible.

Though her words were hard, her heart was soft. She genuinely cared about Lin Xuan.

"Relax. Young Master's alchemy skills surpass even the best Alchemy Immortal." Moon said with a smile; she knew Lin Xuan well.

Even if he failed with blue starlight, it wouldn't matter much; just a bit of purification would do.

"Alright."

Seeing Miss confident yet unwilling to explain more, Little Táo wisely stopped arguing: "Then I'll prepare everything now."

She acted quickly. In no time, all the materials were ready, even the alchemy lab was prepared. The environment was serene and well-equipped with abundant underground fire and a top-notch alchemy furnace.

Lin Xuan was surprised by her efficiency; though Little Táo could be sharp-tongued, she did things well. Having her as an assistant would indeed benefit Miss Moon.

He wondered how his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword might evolve once it became sentient.

Very much looking forward to that.

Well, better not think too far ahead.

Since everything was ready, Lin Xuan didn't delay and followed Little Táo into the alchemy lab. This place served as another hiding spot for the Arhats; safety would be guaranteed for now, but he still set up layers of restrictions around it with some cultivators patrolling, including a few at the Spirit Cultivation stage.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

Little Táo was indeed meticulous.

But this expression flashed quickly. Lin Xuan wouldn't praise her openly and instead continued to nitpick, making their arguments a source of amusement for him.

Little Táo didn't back down; she retorted but ended up red-faced with anger as he left in a huff.

Having vented his frustration, Lin Xuan laughed loudly as he entered the alchemy lab. He first sat cross-legged and then waved his sleeves to reveal piles of materials before him—some glistening with golden light, others emitting符文 (magical runes), or encased in colorful spiritual lights, clearly not ordinary items.

Apart from the ones he had provided, there were over a hundred more. Each was priceless treasure, making this Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill truly significant.

Lin Xuan then examined the alchemy furnace. It emitted streaks of rainbow light, though not先天 (primordial) in nature, it still qualified as a later-stage灵宝 (spiritual treasure).

Little Táo had indeed gone to great lengths for his success.

Lin Xuan sighed; he wondered why she always went out of her way to irritate him. He shook his head; now wasn't the time to dwell on that.

For him, whether the alchemy furnace was good or bad didn't matter much since his alchemy skills would ensure the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill's success regardless. Ultimately, he still needed the blue starlight to get the treasure.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan didn't waste time and waved his sleeves again. A streak of green light shot out, then a flash of light.

The furnace lid opened, followed by him igniting underground fire. He added several materials, preheating them before slowly beginning the alchemy process.

Even with blue starlight, he wasn't reckless; after all, waste pills varied in quality and impurities. Those with fewer impurities were easier to purify, resulting in better spiritual pills.

Since he had purified countless pills on his journey, this simple principle was clear to him. He didn't dare be careless, meticulously following the steps as he began alchemy.
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Bad luck should have its limits. Who did I offend to deserve this?

Fielding's heart was filled with indignation, and his frustration had nowhere to vent.

This time coming to the Underworld, everything that happened seemed too out of sync. It felt as if there were some unseen force deliberately opposing him.

"Uncle, you swore last time that the Nether River would open soon. How could this change happen? Are you sure you're not just joking with me?"

Fielding tried to suppress his anger, but his voice still sounded icy cold.

It was understandable why he was so irritable; who wouldn't be after experiencing such a series of misfortunes?

The Grand Leader of the Demons knew the reason well and wasn’t bothered by Fielding’s harsh tone.

He himself was also questioning how unlucky he had become. Even if he were in his position, he would have gone crazy too.

"Son, don't get angry. Things in the cultivation world are always bizarre and unpredictable. Who can say for sure? Even a True Immortal might encounter setbacks. The saying goes that good things come after much hardship. From my perspective, this delay in opening the Nether River might be beneficial to you."

"Beneficial?"

Fielding's expression was filled with sorrow and sarcasm.

He was too agitated at the moment to listen to such advice.

"Son, I’m not just talking nonsense. You’ve endured a lot of hardships. Although you managed to get something that can enter the Nether River, your injuries are severe, and much of your primordial energy has been lost. If you were to enter now, even with secret techniques, it would be hard to stabilize your condition. Your abilities would surely suffer."

"And there are countless experts in the Nether River. Apart from a few minor Divination-level beings, most are old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Even later-stage existences are common. Son, I’m not belittling you; your strength is formidable and far exceeds that of others. But facing an old monster, you have no certainty."

"Moreover, you’re already injured now. Entering the Nether River, it’s uncertain if you can even protect yourself. What qualifications do you have to compete for the Divine Fruits?"

"Don’t try to steal chickens and end up losing your own rice; you might risk your life."

...

The Grand Leader of the Demons patiently advised.

His words were reasonable, and Fielding's angry expression gradually calmed down: "If Uncle says so, should I be grateful for these changes?"

"Gratitude is hard to express. But at least, misfortunes can turn into blessings. In any case, there are bound to be many twists and turns on the path of cultivation. Although this time was unusual, you might as well consider it a test of your character. Why dwell too much on it?"

"Thank you, Uncle."

...

With such advice, Fielding’s mood truly calmed down.

Now, even if he were upset, it would be futile. Besides, what his uncle said made sense.

Entering the Nether River now might not bring any benefits. Misfortunes can turn into blessings; this interplay of fortune and misfortune is hard to predict.

"Since the Nether River isn’t opening for now, I have nowhere to go in the Underworld. According to Uncle, should we return to the Demon Realm?" Fielding’s voice was calm.

"Not yet," the Grand Leader of the Demons said with a smile.

"Why not?"

Fielding was surprised.

"We still have things to do. Although the Nether River won’t open for now, the time until the Peach Immortal Fruit ripens is running out." The Grand Leader of the Demons spoke mysteriously.

"Peach Immortal Fruit?"

Fielding’s face showed surprise. The old guy had kept this a secret before. But he didn’t have the heart to probe further and instead looked interested.

The Peach Immortal Fruit was one of the three divine fruits in the cultivation world, just as effective for domain comprehension as the Nether River Divine Fruits.

His eyes lit up with excitement: "Is this news accurate? I don’t want to go through all that trouble only to face another setback."

"Youngster, you’re being overly cautious. Although things can change in the cultivation world, they won’t be as frequent as you think," the Grand Leader of the Demons said with a smile, his expression disbelieving.

"Uncle has a point. Then we should go to the Spirit Realm. But..."

"How long until the Peach Immortal Fruit ripens? Do you have any accurate information?"

"It’s hard to say exactly, but it will be soon."

"In any case, going there first is right. First, heal your injuries and then seek the fruit when the opportunity arises."

"Alright," Fielding nodded. There was no other choice.

"But the Spirit Realm differs from our Demon Realm; there are hundreds of smaller realms. Which one should we go to find the Peach Immortal Fruit?"

If asked by someone else, they might not know.

But the Grand Leader of the Demons was a man of great knowledge, second to none in all three realms.

He knew exactly where they were going.

Smiling, he spoke: "Although the Spirit Realm is composed of hundreds of smaller realms, only a few truly matter. For example, the Cold Moon Realm, the Nai Long Realm, and the Qing Qiu Kingdom..."

These realms had top-tier cultivators residing in them, so Fielding wasn’t surprised when he heard about them.

"Are we going to one of these?"

"Not exactly."

The Grand Leader of the Demons’ smile grew more mysterious: "Although the Cold Moon Realm, Nai Long Realm, and Qing Qiu Kingdom are also considered top-tier realms, they fall short compared to where we’re headed."

"Oh, then where are we going?" Fielding was intrigued.

"Our destination is ranked first among the hundreds of realms in the Spirit Realm. Four out of the six major cultivators and demons reside there."

"I’ve never heard of this child."

Fielding’s face showed a look of seeking knowledge. With four top-tier cultivators residing there, it was fitting to call it the top realm of the Spirit Realm.

Yet, strangely, he had never heard of its name: "What is the name of this realm?"

"It's called Rain Pine Realm!"

"Rain Pine Realm? Lady Rain Pine?"

Fielding was surprised. His face showed great astonishment: "Uncle said that four out of the six major cultivators and demons reside there. Why is this realm named after just one person, Lady Rain Pine?"
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"Hey, the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings, although their strength is formidable, there are still differences among them."

The voice of the Demon Lord rang in his ears. Upon hearing it, Tian Xiaojian's face showed a thoughtful expression.

In truth, the situation between the Demon World and the Netherworld was not much different. Just like how the Nine True Demons had varying levels of strength; apart from others, Ice Spirit’s power clearly surpassed that of the Treasure Snake.

As for the Six Kings of the Netherworld, it was obvious that they were merely his subordinates compared to the former Aruks, who were unparalleled geniuses comparable to Loose Immortals.

"Could it be that Rain桐 Fairy's strength is much stronger than the others?" Tian Xiaojian pondered.

"Indeed, Rain桐 Fairy is a significant figure."

The Demon Lord nodded: "Though she is called a Loose Immortal, her strength has reached a level close to that of a True Immortal. Back in my prime, I had even fought with her, but it was only a narrow victory."

"Now times have changed; after millions of years, although she hasn’t ascended to the Immortal Realm, if my estimation is correct, her strength must have improved. Although not as strong as the former Aruks, she won't be intimidated by True Immortals and has already surpassed me from back then."

"What? Li Yutong’s power is actually this formidable; you mean she can match a True Immortal?" Tian Xiaojian was greatly alarmed.

"Most likely."

"Why isn’t her reputation as prominent?"

Tian Xiaojian was somewhat surprised. According to his knowledge, for millions of years, the three demon kings and three Loose Immortals were always in the same league. Rain桐 Fairy’s name had never been mentioned much.

In fact, her reputation was even less than that of others like Broad Cold True Man or the Queen of Qingqiu Kingdom, who were far more famous.

Why was this so?

"Ha, at our level, fame is just a fleeting illusion. Li Yutong originally enjoyed tranquility and disliked movement; she’s indifferent by nature. Fame serves no purpose for her, so she has always been low-key." The Demon Lord said with a carefree smile.

"So that's the case."

Tian Xiaojian’s face showed an understanding expression as he visualized Rain桐 Fairy. As the top expert in the Spirit Realm, she was indifferent to fame and seemed like a celestial maiden who didn’t mix with mortals.

"Are we going to Rain桐 World this time?"

"Yes."

"The exact time for the Peach Fruit to ripen is unknown, but it should be soon. Once you get there, focus on healing your injuries first; know that the competition over the Peach Fruit is just as fierce as that of the River Styx Divine Fruits." The Demon Lord said with deep intent.

"Thank you, Father. I have a plan."

Tian Xiaojian, a true master strategist, quickly recovered from his depression.

—

There was no time to waste; he had to leave the Netherworld soon or Golden Jade Corpse King would not give up.

Just as this thought crossed his mind, the already gloomy sky grew even darker.

Funereal winds howled, and gray-white corpse qi appeared out of nowhere. The army of Corpse Kings pursued him like a parasitic insect.

"I..."

Tian Xiaojian was both shocked and angry. He had decided to leave the Netherworld but was once again blocked by pursuers. Was his luck this bad?

He cursed inwardly, but he wouldn’t sit idly by.

Clearly, it wasn't wise to confront them head-on at this moment. Instead, he summoned a torrent of demonic winds and transformed into a streak of black lightning, flying away in the distance.

However, soon enough, he found that this direction was also blocked by pursuers.

With nowhere to hide, he unconsciously set up an intricate net around him.

Tian Xiaojian’s face turned slightly pale.

This Golden Jade Corpse King was truly despicable; he wouldn’t let his spirit go in peace.

But at this point, what use was there in being upset? He could only grit his teeth and summon the treasure to charge towards the endless army of Corpse Kings.

In an instant, explosions echoed as Tian Xiaojian was enveloped by a tide-like wave of refined corpses.

Indeed, he was truly pitiful. Originally, just stealing a piece of treasure wouldn’t have provoked Golden Jade Corpse King’s wrath. However, who knew that Golden Jade Corpse King had been in a bad mood recently?

The Yellow Springs Demon Mother and her subordinates were eliminated by Lin Xuan; Moon and her subordinates were unknown whereabouts.

Finding them would be a huge hassle. Just as he was about to take the Aruks’ head, unexpected events occurred, leaving him depressed.

Moreover, without any clues of Moon or Lin Xuan, his anger was futile.

Unbelievably, Tian Xiaojian just happened to steal treasure at this moment and run into Golden Jade Corpse King’s bad luck. How could he not transfer all his frustration onto him?

He ordered his subordinates to pursue Tian Xiaojian relentlessly until they were both dead.

After sorting out the situation, poor Tian Xiaojian was nothing but a scapegoat for Lin Xuan's misfortunes.

—

However, Tian Xiaojian didn’t know any of this. He just lamented his bad luck and thought that his current fortune had reached its nadir.

...

Meanwhile, far away, Lin Xuan’s luck was the opposite.

"Phew, finally done."

The sound of laughter filled his ears as Lin Xuan's face showed joy.

Before him lay a row of jade boxes made from the essence of ten-thousand-year-old black jade. These were extraordinary treasures that could prevent the leakage of spirit energy. There were nine such boxes, each containing a pill the size of a dragon eye.

In other words, the nine Upper Yuan Snowfall Pills Lin Xuan obtained after refining.

The result far exceeded his expectations.

...

After all, he had only managed to refine nine pills in this batch. The higher the grade of the medicinal pills, the more difficult their refinement and purification became.

This pill was so highly praised by even the former Aruks that it was a treasure for Immortals. Lin Xuan speculated that purifying it would be extremely difficult, with only a small chance of success or getting one-third at best.

To put it bluntly, during the purification process, Lin Xuan trembled in fear, fearing he might have bad luck and fail to refine all the pills.

If such a result occurred, he wouldn’t know where to cry; he would be driven to madness.

Lin Xuan’s heart was filled with anxiety. However, when it came time for purification, something unbelievable happened.

His luck was so good that it seemed as if he had divine assistance. Despite many twists and turns, the final outcome was safe and sound. All nine Upper Yuan Snowfall Pills were successfully refined, fulfilling Lin Xuan's wish to obtain nine immortal pills.
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Such a result could not fail to make Lin Xuan's face light up with joy. As the ancients said, surviving great misfortune brings good fortune afterward—this was indeed true for him.

Since the alchemy had ended and the purification succeeded, one would think that this matter should come to an end.

However, after a moment’s thought, Lin Xuan did not plan to leave immediately.

The environment here was quite good. Taking the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill in his current state, refining its power, and healing his injuries—this seemed like a wise choice.

Acting on it, he swept his sleeve, sending a streak of fire flying out from within his robe.

A sound transmission talisman!

While he could not mind his own recovery, Moon had been worrying outside. Lin Xuan could not bear to see her in such distress, so he wanted to send a message first.

He affixed the sound transmission talisman to his forehead and recorded his words with his spirit consciousness before waving his sleeve again. The talisman transformed into a fire dragon and vanished.

...

Moon was overjoyed upon receiving the sound transmission talisman. Setting aside her own situation for now, let’s focus on Lin Xuan.

Although he had decided to take the immortal pill here to replenish his innate primordial energy, he hesitated before doing so.

After all, refining the pills and purifying them were already quite strenuous tasks that required a rest first.

Thus, Lin Xuan went to an adjacent room, sat in meditation, slept soundly, and changed into fresh clothes. Only then did he return to the alchemy chamber.

He took out an jade box, flicked his finger slightly, opened the lid, and the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill came into view.

The pill was snow white, roughly the size of a dragon’s eye. However, inexplicably, it emitted golden light and countless tiny talisman inscriptions, making it clear that this was no ordinary object.

Its fragrance was also strong; just inhaling it made one feel refreshed all over. Truly, it was an immortal treasure.

Lin Xuan played with the pill for a moment before swallowing it whole.

Then he formed hand seals and used inner vision to refine its power.

...

While Lin Xuan consumed the immortal pill, Tian Xiaojian’s luck had hit rock bottom.

Poor fellow, just as he prepared to leave the underworld, he was suddenly surrounded by the Golden Yue Corpse King’s vast army. Leading them was an old monster at the realm of tribulation.

Tian Xiaojian did not fear a one-on-one fight, but his opponents were in such numbers that his many abilities could not match Lin Xuan’s astonishing number of demonic insects.

He had to face this alone and bravely.

For most cultivators in such a predicament, the outcome would likely be a shattered spirit. But Tian Xiaojian was extraordinary; despite being severely injured, he managed to carve out a bloody path for himself.

Escaping with his life, he breathed a sigh of relief.

However, his injuries had worsened from all this turmoil, and it was now urgent to find medicinal pills to heal them before considering breaking through the void to the spirit realm.

By sheer coincidence, as Tian Xiaojian passed through a forest, he discovered a rare herb.

This wasn’t just any ordinary spirit plant; it was a spirit grass that had grown for a million years.

Even in the mortal world, a thousand-year-old spirit plant was hard to come by, and ten-thousand-year-old ones were considered rarities. In the underworld’s resources, though far more abundant than those of the mortal realm, a million-year-old spirit plant was still extremely rare.

Tian Xiaojian was overjoyed and did not hesitate to pluck it. However, he had no idea that this would bring him trouble.

In reality, this place was the medicinal garden of the Heaven Defying Bright King.

Why wasn’t there anyone guarding it?

There was indeed someone watching, but they were a veteran at the realm of tribulation who had become complacent over the years without any incidents.

It’s no wonder that Tian Xiaojian was so unlucky.

Originally, the Heaven Defying Bright King’s medicinal garden should have been strictly guarded. But due to its unique growth environment, it couldn’t be moved elsewhere, and even its array formations affected it. Therefore, the Heaven Defying Bright King had only sent his subordinates in rotation to guard this plant.

They were waiting for it to mature before harvesting it to refine into immortal pills.

Due to its secluded location, no cultivators had ever ventured here over the years, so the guard was rather careless.

Who would have thought that Tian Xiaojian, being chased like a headless fly by the Corpse King’s army, would end up here by chance?

And because of his carelessness, the Heaven Defying Bright King's guard happened to be absent.

This spirit grass, even if not refined into pills, was still immensely beneficial for healing injuries.

Thus, the Heaven Defying Bright King’s long-awaited treasure had been squandered by Tian Xiaojian in its raw state.

Indeed, a million-year-old spirit plant was no small matter; although his injuries did not recover instantly, Tian Xiaojian felt like a new man.

However, when the Heaven Defying Bright King learned of this, he nearly spat out an old lungful. All that waiting for a million years had been in vain. Can you imagine how angry and disappointed he was?

If it weren’t for his enmity with the Golden Yue Corpse King, he might have personally pursued the thief.

In the end, though he didn’t do so, he sent an avatar out instead.

This wasn’t just a fragment of his soul descending; it was a real avatar.

His strength was beyond question. The result for Tian Xiaojian was even worse than before—being chased to the heavens and earth, nearly losing his life several times at the hands of the Heaven Defying Bright King.

...

Poor Tian Xiaojian, like a dog that had lost its master, while Lin Xuan was comfortably munching on immortal pills.

The effects of the Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill were indeed remarkable. Originally, after igniting the root fire, his innate primordial energy had nearly been depleted to the point of exhaustion.

While it wouldn’t drop him to a lower realm, recovering from such depletion would require thousands or even tens of thousands of years of cultivation if he were to close himself off and meditate.

But after just three Upper Yuan Snowfall Pills, his original injuries had completely healed.

Such results far exceeded Lin Xuan’s expectations, so his face was naturally filled with joy.

With his injuries healed, Lin Xuan did not plan to stay here any longer. He rose from his seat, about to leave when he suddenly frowned and sat back down again.

Closing his eyes, he used inner vision; the spirit energy in his dantian had grown significantly stronger. The main primordial infant was sitting cross-legged.

However, the second primordial infant’s face showed signs of pain, but also excitement.

The demon pill situation was similar; it rotated rapidly, with countless true spirits appearing as virtual images on its surface, vividly lifelike to an extreme degree.
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Actually, calling it a demon pill might not be entirely fitting. Lin Xuan's experiences were truly extraordinary, and this pill had now transformed into a true spirit core.

Phoenixes, true dragons, qilins, peacocks all circled around it, prostrating themselves.

There were nine of them in total, perfectly matching the true spirit blood Lin Xuan had refined.

...

All these anomalies indicated that both his second元婴 and true spirit core had undergone significant changes. If he hadn't anticipated this, they might both advance to a higher stage simultaneously.

This was certainly an unexpected joy for Lin Xuan.

They say those who survive great calamities are destined for good fortune. The ancients did not deceive me.

The Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill truly deserved its reputation as a divine treasure. Not only did it replenish his lost true essence, but even the demon pill and second元婴 gained considerable benefits.

Of course, this couldn't be entirely attributed to the pill alone; Lin Xuan had never slackened in his cultivation over these years. Their chances of advancing were due to his persistent efforts.

There was no such thing as a free lunch in the cultivation world.

A day's work for a day's pay—this Upper Yuan Snowfall Pill merely provided an opportunity.

Still, this opportunity was exceptionally precious for Lin Xuan.

His strength far surpassed that of his peers due to his cultivation techniques and treasures. The dual元婴 and demon pill were crucial factors as well.

The path of immortals was arduous, but second元婴 cultivation wasn't uncommon in the spirit realm. However, few people dared to pursue it.

Everyone understood the benefits of having two元婴s, but the key was lack of energy. Elevating one元婴 was already a significant achievement; simultaneously cultivating two seemed too extravagant.

If Lin Xuan hadn't had the Blue Star Sea as an aid, he wouldn't have dared to focus on both at once.

In the entire Three Realms, only Lin Xuan could cultivate a demon pill alongside his second元婴s.

Thus, his spiritual power was far more profound than that of his peers.

However, human energy is limited. Even with the Blue Star Sea, he felt strained when attempting to advance all three simultaneously.

Therefore, while his primary元婴 had already advanced, his second元婴 and demon pill remained at the spirit realm stage.

Lin Xuan hadn't given up on advancing them quickly but lacked the necessary energy.

Nonetheless, his cultivation never wavered. Now, an opportunity had come.

And it was a double joy; both his second元婴 and demon pill seemed poised to advance simultaneously.

...

For Lin Xuan, this was a significant opportunity. He understood that missing such chances meant losing them forever.

If they could advance, it would be a substantial aid for him.

Apart from doubling his spiritual power, he might even be able to perform the True Spirit Core Sword Technique without igniting the source fire.

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's speculation; only time and true advancement would reveal if it were possible.

But merely the possibility alone was enough to excite Lin Xuan. If it did happen, he would have a trump card against late-stage cultivators in the heavenly tribulation realm.

His strength would leap significantly from its current level, making such temptation hard for him to ignore.

He must seize this opportunity and ensure both his元婴s and demon pill advanced to the tribulation stage together.

However, while the challenge was clear, it wasn't easy.

Lin Xuan's primary元婴 had already reached mid-tribulation, so according to cultivation rules, there shouldn't be any bottlenecks for his second元婴 and demon pill this time.

It seemed easier, but it wouldn't come naturally.

...

Tribulation stage was no small matter. Even with the largest bottleneck broken, smoothly advancing to that level still wasn't as easy as imagined, especially when both his second元婴 and demon pill needed to advance simultaneously.

Lin Xuan had never encountered such a situation before.

Would their simultaneous advancement cause interference?

He didn't know!

In any case, it would add considerable difficulty on top of the existing challenges. Lin Xuan was well aware of this.

Thus, he felt somewhat anxious.

If they could advance separately, that would be ideal.

Unfortunately, this was merely wishful thinking. Opportunities couldn't be chosen; either both his元婴s and demon pill advanced together or he had to give up on this chance entirely.

Lin Xuan sighed. This challenge truly was headache-inducing.

...

Lin Xuan lamented the difficulty of advancing, while Tian Xiaojian's heart was already cursing loudly.

Why did fate turn against him? Why was his journey through the Netherworld so fraught with difficulties?

Just when he managed to shake off the pursuit from Golden Yue Corpse King, he fell into the trap set by the Heavenly Fiend Bright King.

How could just picking a spirit herb lead to such chaos and confrontation with the entire Netherworld?

Tian Xiaojian wiped the blood from his mouth.

In that battle, he had killed another late-stage cultivator.

The old fellow, Heavenly Fiend Bright King, couldn't catch him even with one manifestation, yet he sent out a large number of subordinates.

Relying on numbers was sheer shamelessness!

However, complaining wouldn't help; the cultivation world valued strength. With overwhelming numbers, they bullied the few. Tian Xiaojian was so enraged that he spat blood but could only vent his frustration inwardly.

"Father, what should I do? Please give me advice to get out of this predicament."

Tian Xiaojian was already at his wits' end. The pursuers were back.

"I..."

However, the Demon Lord's supreme commander was helpless too. His strength hadn't recovered yet; all his wisdom and strategy would be useless in such a situation. He could only say that Tian Xiaojian had been extremely unlucky.

Plotting to obtain the River of Netherworld Divine Fruit, but its opening was delayed.

Stealing an insignificant treasure, Golden Yue Corpse King pursued him relentlessly as if he were a madman.

After finally shaking off his pursuers and picking a spirit herb, he found himself entangled with Heavenly Fiend Bright King.

The supreme commander's experience was invaluable. Yet, in the entire Three Realms, such misfortune had never been seen before.

He didn't believe in predestined fate but thought this was too much of a joke from heaven. It seemed determined to eliminate Tian Xiaojian no matter what.

If it were any other cultivator, they might have already died several times over. But his ward truly was remarkable; despite being cornered with nowhere to go, he always managed to break free and escape through sheer willpower.

Even the Golden Yue Corpse King and Heavenly Fiend Bright King found themselves helpless against him, with many of their generals falling to Tian Xiaojian's hands.

Such a victory left even the supreme commander in awe. But determining the final outcome was too early.

If possible, he would have helped Tian Xiaojian escape his pursuers. After all, they were one and the same—rise or fall together. Unfortunately, after much thought, no good strategy came to mind.
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Misfortune lurks behind good fortune, and good fortune hides misfortune. Tian Xiaojian's situation was indeed dire.

At this moment, Lin Xuan’s predicament mirrored his own.

Describing them as a pair of hard-luck brothers wasn’t far off the mark.

Tian Xiaojian’s concern lay in how to shake off his pursuers and break through the void to leave the netherworld behind. The Golden Jade Corpse King and Heavenly Fiend Bright King were formidable, but once he left this place, they would be powerless against him.

The problem was that the pursuers were too close. Breaking through the void wasn’t a simple task; if not for absolute certainty, Tian Xiaojian wouldn't dare attempt it. A single mistake could have dire consequences.

Tian Xiaojian’s situation aside, Lin Xuan faced a different kind of trouble.

While calling it trouble was somewhat inaccurate, this was indeed an immense opportunity. However, opportunities often came with risks.

Lin Xuan’s goal was to advance both his second Yuan Yin and the demon core simultaneously. While it sounded easy in theory, the two would interfere with each other during their advancement, making the process far from straightforward. If successful, the benefits were immeasurable; failure could result in a backlash of power, potentially damaging his essence or even dropping him to a lower realm.

The damage caused by such an outcome was beyond repair for even divine artifacts. The only recourse would be seclusion and meditation, which would take thousands of years to recover from, if at all.

Lin Xuan understood the risks but knew that hesitation in such a situation would be foolish. He gritted his teeth and faced the challenge head-on.

...

Victory or defeat hung on this moment. Lin Xuan调动了全身的法力，屏住呼吸，凝神静息，施展内视之术，引导体内的法力与上元落雪丹残留药力混合，开始冲击劫境。

Without a bottleneck, but the advancement of both his second Yuan Yin and the demon core must proceed simultaneously!

Even the slightest difference could lead to power imbalance. A small error could result in failure.

While simply controlling their progress was challenging, Lin Xuan’s precise control made it possible. However, the problem was that while both the second Yuan Yin and the demon core were at the late Shen Shi stage, there was still a disparity in their strength and abilities.

In normal circumstances, this wouldn’t cause any issues, but during the bottleneck breakthrough, it would add many variables.

Specifically, it was hard to explain with words. It’s like trying to get two people of different physical conditions to run at the same speed; even a tiny difference could make the task extremely difficult.

Especially since the demon core had already transformed into a true spirit inner core. True spirit cores were much stronger than their original forms, but everything has its drawbacks.

For instance, they had nine different attributes derived from various true spirits—Phoenixes, True Dragons, Qilins, Golden Suns...

Each true spirit had strengths and weaknesses, and the true spirit inner core absorbed all these advantages and disadvantages. While this wasn’t an issue in normal circumstances, during the bottleneck breakthrough, it caused fluctuations in power.

...

It’s like one person running at varying speeds while Lin Xuan tried to synchronize their steps with another, ensuring no difference. The difficulty was immense, even without a bottleneck, it was no less challenging than when he advanced his primary Yuan Yin.

Any negligence could lead to a disastrous outcome.

Thus, Lin Xuan spared no effort, focusing all his attention and energy.

Time passed slowly, but the hardships were worth it for him. He had experienced the bitterness of cultivation from the very beginning, and now that his strength had grown, he couldn’t afford to be complacent.

A hard day’s work yields a hard day’s pay; Lin Xuan remembered this well.

...

Lin Xuan’s situation aside, Tian Xiaojian was truly cornered. His power was formidable, having endured countless hardships in the mortal realm. However, human resources have their limits, and he found himself with no way out after offending both the Golden Jade Corpse King and Heavenly Fiend Bright King, two of the netherworld’s top experts.

Despite it being an unintentional offense, these two seemed determined to hunt him down until his death. Tian Xiaojian was left with nowhere to turn.

Damn those six layers of hell, one day he would advance to late Transcendence and master a domain, making them regret their actions.

Tian Xiaojian’s resolve hardened as he thought this.

However, such thoughts were useless now; the immediate priority was escaping from this deadly pursuit.

Tian Xiaojian had no good ideas. The demon lord leader was equally at a loss.

The disparity in strength and manpower between them was too great to overcome with strategy alone. Tian Xiaojian’s ability to escape so far was already commendable.

The sky grew dark, and the vast wilderness stretched endlessly. For tens of thousands of miles, there was no sign of life, only low-grade阴灵游荡在虚空中，一阵风吹过，便魂飞魄散。

突然，原本平静的空间扭曲了，一个灰蒙蒙的孔洞出现在视线中。随后黑雾一闪，田小剑狼狈地出现。

他的脸色苍白至极，这是法力严重透支所致。浑身上下布满了无数伤口，比刚进入天煞明王领地时还要糟糕许多。

“义父，我们逃亡多久了。”

“从被金玥尸王的手下追杀算起，差不多快一个月了吧！”

“嗯，我现在已快要油尽灯枯，这样下去，迟早是一条死路。”田小剑咬牙切齿的声音传入耳朵，语气满是怨毒，但脸上却无一丝想要放弃的沮丧之色。

这就是他的可贵之处。换作其他修仙者，恐怕早已崩溃。而即便身处绝境，田小剑斗志依旧旺盛，永不言败，这份毅力令人钦佩。
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"Ah, Sword, what is your plan?"

. Youthful Lion Alliance (Strongest Abandoned Young Lord). Chapter 22: Rapid Updates...

"Sensible plan?"

"If I had one, would I still be in this predicament?"

Little Sword Field self-deprecatingly said, "But we can't go on like this indefinitely; otherwise, I'll surely die. The only option now is to take a desperate gamble."

"Take a desperate gamble?"

The Demon Lord's chief leader was taken aback and showed a contemplative expression: "You mean..."

"Yes, shatter the void and leave this place."

Little Sword Field's cold voice entered his ears.

"That won't work, Little Sword. This is too risky."

The Demon Lord's face turned red with anger.

Shattering the void wasn't something to be taken lightly; even cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage wouldn't dare do it recklessly. If it was just about traversing between spirit realms, that would have been fine.

However, Little Sword Field's plan was to leave the Underworld. This wasn't so simple.

The Spirit Realm and the Underworld belonged to different upper-level planes, and their interdimensional forces were formidable.

It couldn't be said one could go there at will. Even cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage would have to use all their resources and prepare array talismans as aids.

But Little Sword Field had no preparations now; his qi was already depleted. At this moment, casting a shatter void spell would be like an old man hanging himself—seeking death.

"Hmph, I know it's dangerous, but taking the gamble might still give me a chance of survival. Staying here is certain death, and the longer we wait, the worse it will be for me. I only regret not making a decision sooner," Little Sword Field's expression was resolute, exuding an unwavering determination.

"Very well. If you say so, Father won't dissuade you anymore. I believe there is always a way out of every predicament. Grandfather and I will surely have good fortune," the Demon Lord sighed.

He made this decision reluctantly because Little Sword Field's words were logical despite being risky.

Staying here meant certain death sooner or later; it was better to take the risk and try than to wait.

Having made his choice, Little Sword Field no longer hesitated. He flicked his sleeves, and an jade bottle flew out.

In just a month, he had almost exhausted all the pills in his possession. This was the last one left.

He uncorked it, and a pungent smell wafted out. While not a holy medicinal for healing, Demon Essence Pills could replenish qi by exhausting his life essence. However, Little Sword Field didn't care about that now; taking this pill was better than igniting his primordial fire.

...

The murmured incantations entered his ears as he waved his hands despite lacking suitable treasures or time to set up an array. Little Sword Field wouldn't be careless.

Though the pain from his wounds was excruciating and the qi gained minimal, he had no choice; he couldn't die here.

Shattering the void might be difficult, but he would succeed.

...

Little Sword Field's risky endeavor aside, Lin Xuan’s second元婴 and demon core were also at a critical juncture for advancement, thousands of miles away.

Opportunities often came with risks.

The risk Lin Xuan took this time wasn't much different from Little Sword Field shattering the void.

While Little Sword Field's survival was ensured if he escaped, Lin Xuan’s gains would be astounding.

Lin Xuan had been sequestered for half a month already.

Moon received her master's voice transmission and was naturally not worried about anything.

However, Peach Blossom scoffed at Lin Xuan’s claim of successfully refining the medicine, saying it was just his boasting.

Though she didn't get along with him, Moon ignored her words.

But Moon didn’t know that despite mocking Lin Xuan, Peach Blossom secretly cared for him. After he used the medicinal power to heal, she had sent more people to his seclusion place.

The reason for this was clear: meditation and sitting in seclusion couldn't be disturbed; otherwise, it could lead to failure or even entering a demonic state.

...

One day, Moon and Peach Blossom were chatting about whether Lin Xuan was an idiot.

Peach Blossom firmly believed that he was as stupid as a pig.

Moon shook her head vigorously, saying that Peach Blossom had too much preconceived notions about him.

Their argument was interrupted by urgent knocking on the door.

"Come in!"

The sound of hurried footsteps entered her ears. The girl who entered was beautiful and greeted Moon with a smile: "Lady, it's approximately a hundred miles away. There are ominous signs in the sky."

If Lin Xuan were here, he would recognize this girl—Peach Blossom. It was she whom Lin Xuan met easily.

"Ominous signs?" Moon turned her head.

"Yes, the elemental qi of heaven and earth is extremely strange. It's hard to describe with words. If my guess is correct, someone might be advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage."

"Might be advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage? You didn't make a mistake?"

Moon was surprised.

None of her subordinates had an opportunity for advancement at this moment.

"Wait, it's about a hundred miles away. The place where the master is sequestered is right there. Could it be..."

Before Moon could finish, she shook her head: "Impossible. Although the master’s strength isn't trivial, he said that his mid-stage advancement hasn’t been long yet; his qi far from reaching the peak of mid-stage cultivation. Under these circumstances, it's impossible to advance."

"Let's go and see first."

Moon made a decision.

"Peach Blossom is curious too. Let's head out."

Outside, there was no need for Peach Blossom’s guidance as there were no restrictions. The strange phenomena in the sky were clear to see.

"Sure enough, it's from the master..."

Moon's face showed great joy, and Peach Blossom's expression mirrored hers.

His cultivation speed was so astonishing; could this be possible?

But now, thinking about it had no meaning. Moon’s body glowed with excitement as she transformed into a streak of light to fly forward.

This strange phenomenon not only attracted Moon but also stirred the attention of all cultivators in the city, regardless of their level, who weren’t meditating or sequestered.

The scale was too large; it was hard not to notice. The elemental qi between heaven and earth had become chaotic, rushing towards Lin Xuan’s seclusion place at an incredible speed.

Soon, a massive tribulation cloud appeared in the line of sight.

"This doesn't match with what's recorded in the classics," Peach Blossom’s surprised voice entered her ears.

"Of course not. If I'm correct, it should be the master’s second元婴 and demon core advancing simultaneously," Moon’s voice was filled with excitement.
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"Second primordial infant and demon pill?"

Little Tao was stunned, her face revealing a look of surprise: "What? That big fool actually has such secret techniques?!"

It wasn't surprising that the little girl would be shocked. As an immortal mansion treasure, she had inherited from ancient times.

However, even in ancient times, cultivators who could cultivate two primordial infants simultaneously were as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns. The proportion of high-ranking cultivators was even more sparse.

As for cultivating a demon pill outside the two primordial infants, despite her extensive knowledge, she had never heard of it before.

This Lin boy was too formidable.

It explained why his strength was so outrageous; he could not be defeated by the late-stage Yellow Springs Demon Mother.

Although Little Tao said that Lin Xuan was much dumber than a pig, deep down, she greatly admired him. She just didn't want to admit it out loud.

...

Meanwhile, as they spoke, the extraordinary phenomena in the sky grew even more spectacular.

Boom!

A thunderous roar came from above their heads, and lightning bolts descended from the storm clouds. Each bolt was about the size of a child's arm and dazzlingly golden. The number was outrageous; there were at least hundreds of them in this wave alone.

The onlookers weren't just Moon and Little Tao; they all gaped in astonishment, hurriedly retreating to the far distance out of fear that the residual effects might envelop them and result in their death.

Only Moon, Little Tao, and a few other cultivators at the tribulation stage remained where they were.

The entire process was complex but took only an instant.

Plipli...

It seemed like rain beating on banana leaves. The restrictions around the alchemy room were quite formidable, yet they were broken down effortlessly as if nothing had happened.

The buildings were completely flattened and reduced to ashes in a moment. Dust filled the area for miles, making it hard to see anything clearly. The chaotic qi also obstructed the divine sense.

However, Moon's face didn't show any signs of anxiety.

This was merely the first wave of the heavenly tribulation.

No matter what, Master would be safe.

But saying she wasn't worried at all was impossible.

So she raised her jade hand and pointed forward with a finger.

As Moon moved, a fierce wind arose, scattering the smoke and dust. The blurry scene came into clear view once more.

Athe sea turns into mulberry fields (referring to great changes over time)!

This idiom aptly described the scene before them. The buildings had vanished entirely. Miles around were dotted with craters from the lightning's power. The ground was cracked, revealing deep fissures that were shocking to behold. Red-hot lava spewed out and quickly formed a lake of molten rock, engulfing Lin Xuan.

Not just ordinary mortals but even lower-ranking cultivators would die in such circumstances, yet Lin Xuan didn't care. He sat cross-legged, his body enveloped by a thin layer of pale green protective film. Though it seemed fragile, the terrifying lava couldn't harm him.

But this wasn't over. Golden lightning bolts surged out from the storm clouds one after another. The scene was indescribable.

The sky in the Netherworld Realm, usually dark and gloomy, was now bathed in a brilliant golden light.

Lin Xuan no longer ignored it; there were too many tribulation bolts—thousands or even tens of thousands. He waved his sleeves, and a streak of green light shot out from his sleeve.

Spinning like a top, the green glow became more dazzling. Then, like a fine rain, countless green threads emerged, weaving through each other to form a dense net that blocked all the lightning bolts.

It was unbelievable. Without relying on any treasure, he effortlessly blocked such formidable tribulation bolts with just his innate power.

Little Tao couldn't help but admire him, though she still called Lin Xuan a fool out of her mouth.

Boom!

The sky became even darker!

The storm clouds churned into a vortex. The diameter was terrifying—over a hundred feet. The heavenly qi surged in like a whale sucking water, and then a massive fireball erupted from within.

This fireball was enormous; compared to the sun above, it seemed inferior. The power it contained was beyond words.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

He hadn't expected such formidable tribulation powers even at the beginning of the heavenly tribulation.

Terrified, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He waved his sleeves again, and a shimmering light appeared from his sleeve—Xuan Turtle Dragon Scale Shield.

A primordial treasure!

Facing such a terrifying heavenly tribulation, Lin Xuan didn't want to regret it due to carelessness.

So he summoned this precious item.

Boom!

The light ball fell like a meteor and collided with theprimordial divine treasurewith great force. For an instant, chaos reigned as various bizarre and mysterious runes drifted in midair.

...

Lin Xuan faced a grave crisis while Tian Xiaojian's situation was even worse a thousand miles away.

Crashing through the void to leave the Netherworld Realm for the Spirit Realm was beyond description. Even with auxiliary arrays and treasures, there wasn't a hundred percent chance of success on normal days.

Let alone now, when Tian Xiaojian had no choice but to make this hasty decision without any array or treasure.

With no array or treasure, his magical power was nearly depleted.

Frankly speaking, the hope of successfully crashing through the void was negligible. This was likely a nine-in-ten-deaths outcome.

However, Tian Xiaojian's expression remained calm; he showed not an ounce of worry or fear. If he didn't have confidence in himself, it would truly be a dead end.

How dangerous could it be? He wouldn't give up until the last moment...

Tian Xiaojian's incantation grew more urgent as his hands traced intricate paths through the air. His body surface was aglow with crystalline light.

With a "sizzling" sound, countless bright rays shot out from his body. The crystalline light was so dazzling and came at such an intense pace that they converged into a thin blade like a cicada's wing.

True Demon Shatter Void Blade—this was Tian Xiaojian'slife treasure!

The void darkened as countless runes appeared and disappeared, their number too vast to see the end. These runes flashed and entered the True Demon Shatter Void Blade.

A glow passed over the surface of this treasure, making it dazzlingly bright and emitting threads ofpower of the law.

"Father, are you ready? I'm about to crash through the void and leave here," Tian Xiaojian's low voice echoed in his ears.
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The moment the words left his mouth, a heavy gloom descended. The originally clear sky suddenly darkened as an ominous cloud appeared in his line of sight.

"Bad luck, the pursuers have arrived!"

Field Sword Xiao's face was filled with dread. His opponent truly seemed like a persistent pest!

However, at this critical moment, dwelling on these thoughts would be useless. The situation was dire; he needed to leave quickly.

A trace of venom flashed across his expression. If he could survive this time, one day, after advancing to the late-stage Transcendation Realm, he would surely repay today's grudge tenfold.

Though his mind raced with such thoughts, they were merely fantasies at this moment. With the current disparity in strength, he couldn't afford any delay.

With swift movements, he chanted a complex incantation.

The surface of True Demon Shatter-Space Blade emitted a dazzling light, and numerous talismans spun out forcefully before slicing forward with immense power.

Sizzle...

His action was deceptive; first, a clear white trace appeared in the air. Then, it collapsed into a shimmering hole.

This wasn't an ordinary spatial rift; the rule of law emanating from within was incredibly powerful. Without hesitation, Field Sword Xiao vanished into the void.

The man's character was truly ruthless and resolute. Once he decided on something, there was no room for hesitation.

Indeed, Field Sword Xiao had achieved his success not by chance but through sheer determination.

In terms of personality, he wasn't inferior to Lin Xuan in any way; it was just that his luck was slightly worse.

Having shattered the void and left the underworld, whether or not he would encounter a spatial storm or successfully reach the Spirit Realm remained uncertain.

---

On the other side, Lin Xuan had advanced through his Transcendation. He reached the most critical stage of the process.

Silver snakes danced in the sky as various attacks rained down like hailstones.

The ferocity of these attacks was so intense that even Mo Er, watching from the side, felt a chill run down her spine.

Concern for his young master was natural.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's strength was formidable. No matter how fierce the heavenly tribulation fell, he always found a way to block it.

He navigated through the peril as if walking on flat ground in the Spirit Realm.

Of course, this wasn't easy. The power of the heavenly tribulation often depended heavily on his own cultivation level. Moreover, this time, Lin Xuan was advancing with both his second元婴 and demon core simultaneously. To be blunt, the power of this tribulation rivaled that of a regular cultivator reaching late-stage Transcendation, if not surpassing it.

Though Lin Xuan appeared to handle the attacks easily, he had indeed used all his skills, relying only on a few secret techniques as a last resort.

However, judging by the current trend, the heavenly tribulation was far from over. Thus, whether or not he would successfully pass remained uncertain—Lin Xuan's heart was filled with unease.

But there was no time for such thoughts now. The saying went: when in Rome, do as the Romans do.

The benefits of advancing to a higher realm were worth risking everything here.

Boom!

A series of explosions echoed through his ears as Lin Xuan blocked this wave of intense attacks.

Compared to before, the sky seemed to clear up slightly. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. Could the heavenly tribulation be nearing its end?

If that was the case, he would truly have exceptional luck.

But just as this thought flashed through his mind, the sky darkened again. Sand and stones flew everywhere; a heavy wind swept across...

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had an ominous feeling in his heart.

Though not to the point of breaking out in cold sweat, he felt a twinge of fear.

Then, a violent demonic wind appeared before him.

No, there were more than just one—nine in total.

Each was infused with chaotic demon energy.

Chaotic demon energy referred to the most primitive and purest form of demon essence. The difference between it and ordinary demon energy was akin to that between common demonic qi and true demonic qi.

Those who possessed such energy were either great demon experts or legendary true spirits.

More astonishingly, these nine energies were all too familiar to Lin Xuan.

Phoenix, True Dragon, Qilin, Great Peng, Peacock, Golden Crow, Nine-headed Bird, Golden Yue True Toad, and Vermilion Bird.

Nine true spirits perfectly matched the true spirit blood within him. Was his perception wrong, or was this just a coincidence?

Lin Xuan didn't know; he found himself in doubt.

But soon, the answer became clear.

Boom!

A series of explosions echoed through his ears as the nine demonic winds dispersed, revealing the forms of True Phoenix and True Dragon. His perception hadn't been mistaken—indeed, this was the worst situation.

Of course, it wasn't that true spirits had arrived; such a scenario would be akin to a heart demon's descent. The nine true spirits were all illusions conjured by tribulation clouds, but their power was formidable indeed.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. How should he handle this?

The heavenly tribulation before him could not be blocked with ordinary means.

True Spirit Sword Art was the best choice, but he couldn't use it.

Because the heavenly tribulation had yet to end, meaning his advancement hadn't succeeded. Unless he ignited the source of power, there was no way he could use it.

But igniting the source of power would be tantamount to suicide.

Not doing so, however, meant facing this crisis head-on.

In a moment's time, Lin Xuan faced an unsolvable choice; the situation was dire.

---

Meanwhile, Field Sword Xiao, on the other side of the world, fared no better.

Facing the pursuit of Heavenly Fiend King and Golden Yue Corpse King, he had nowhere to turn. Forced into action, he shattered the void and left the underworld in a hurry.

After his efforts, the interdimensional portal opened just as the pursuers arrived. Field Sword Xiao managed to escape before they could catch up.

However, this didn't mean he was safe.

Shattering the void wasn't trivial. When Field Sword Xiao came from the demon realm to the underworld, it took him years of preparation with auxiliary array and talismans.

Now, leaving so hastily left him lacking in mana.

If everything went smoothly, that would be extremely strange. Given his consistently bad luck, this journey couldn't possibly go as smoothly.

Despite his formidable strength, he successfully opened the interdimensional portal, but the spatial forces within were chaotic. With no other choice, Field Sword Xiao had to fly towards the Spirit Realm with a heavy heart.

The current situation left no room for retreat.

But halfway through, he encountered a spatial storm.

Spatial Storm!

Navigating between dimensions was most terrifying when facing such storms; countless old monsters of Transcendation realm had perished beneath them. This time's spatial storm was particularly formidable.
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Tian Xiaojian was surrounded by danger, and Lin Xuan's current situation wasn't much better.

A heavenly tribulation descended!

Perhaps due to the True Spiritdemon pill, the tribulation clouds actually manifested nine kinds of true spirits—True Dragon, Rainbow Phoenix, etc.—one after another.

And they weren’t just superficially similar; each emitted a formidable aura. The chaotic demon qi was also genuine and real!

Lin Xuan couldn't help but turn pale. He didn’t know how to deal with this situation. The True Spirit Refinement Sword Technique couldn’t be used, and other abilities wouldn’t work in such circumstances.

Still pondering, the nine true spirits had already closed in on him.

Desperate, Lin Xuan could only hastily defend himself.

A clear sound echoed as the phoenix, though the king of all birds, was outmatched by Zhu Que when it came to flight speed. Its eyes were filled with ferocity, and with a flap of its wings, flames spread like wildfire across the sky.

Red lotus flames!

No, those weren’t red lotus flames; they were black in color, but their power was no less impressive.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he flicked his sleeves. A piece of greenish-crimson light shot out.

Emerald green and verdant, the light blazed brightly.

Spinning like a top, it transformed into a myriad of sword qi.

Like a fierce wind, dense and rapid, it flew towards the flames.

In the next moment, they collided.

However, the powerful sword qi instantly extinguished upon contact. The black lotus flames were surprisingly potent.

Lin Xuan’s expression was grim. The current danger seemed even more terrifying than he had anticipated.

But fear didn’t show on his face.

Fear was useless; how terrible could it be? He would deal with any threat as they came. He truly believed that he wouldn’t perish here.

With a mouthful, Lin Xuan expelled a ball of flame the size of an egg from his mouth.

Five-colored glass emitted mysterious and powerful energy.

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire!

Though the five elements interacted in mutual generation and suppression, same-element abilities could still counter each other. It all depended on their relative power.

The Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire instantly swelled as it caught the wind, transforming into a vast ocean of flames. With waves surging, it collided with the black lotus flames.

Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire. This was indeed his trump card.

Its power was formidable; the black lotus flames were entirely engulfed.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan’s enemies weren’t just Zhu Que. The black phoenix and the Golden Bird also flew over, each unleashing their own secret techniques. Different types of flames attacked the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire from all sides.

Thus, despite its impressive power, the Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire was clearly struggling to hold them off!

Lin Xuan faced even more trouble.

The other true spirits, though slower than birds, were still swift enough.

They flew over, encircling Lin Xuan. It was as if his life hung by a thread.

At this moment, Lin Xuan truly understood the frustration and helplessness of Huangquan Ghost Mother.

But he wouldn’t give up anything.

With a sharp cry:

"Let's see the power of Lin’s Hundred Dragons Fang!"

Before the words left his mouth, his hands moved like butterflies, flickering rapidly.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword emitted intense light as countless talisman inscriptions appeared and disappeared on its surface. The brightness grew even more piercing, transforming into fierce-looking dragons.

Roar!

Dragons roared from the heavens, lunging at the nine true spirits.

Their momentum was impressive, but these dragons were merely illusions conjured bytreasure sword and magical artifact.

Though their power wasn’t negligible, they were just superficially similar.

The Hundred Dragons Fang appeared formidable, yet upon touching the tribulation clouds’ true spirit, it quickly showed signs of defeat.

Hundred Dragons Fang failed to turn the tide.

Lin Xuan sighed.

In this situation, what choice did he have?

Playing it safe was nothing but suicide.

So, he flicked his sleeves and a simple ancient scroll flew out.

Slowly unfurling, green light shone brightly on its surface.

The Immortal Sword Scroll.

Though using an innate treasure now would reduce its power significantly, Lin Xuan had no other better choice. It was almost inevitable.

...

Regardless of Lin Xuan’s perilous situation, Tian Xiaojian faced even more misfortune at this moment.

Chased by two of the Six Kings ofNetherworld, he found himself with nowhere to go and no way out. Desperate, he shattered the void to escape the netherworld.

The hardships were unimaginable.

Fortunately, heaven didn’t abandon him. Just as the pursuers arrived, he finally opened a portal, escaping into the void.

Even if Jin Yue Corpse King and Tiansha Bright King appeared in their true forms, there was nothing they could do.

But Tian Xiaojian’s troubles weren’t over yet.

This escape through the void was a last-ditch effort without any support from arrays or suitable treasures. Thus, his journey was destined to be perilous.

Midway, he encountered spatial storms.

Tian Xiaojian couldn’t help feeling depressed. He couldn’t fathom how unlucky he had become.

Spatial storms were the most terrifying things that traversed between realms. Countless powerful old monsters had perished under their wrath. This one was particularly formidable.

But what could be done? Since fate had brought him here, he had no choice but to forge ahead.

Fortunately, Tian Xiaojian had some knowledge of spatial secrets, and the demon leader’s experience was boundless.

Still, it mattered little. After being relentlessly pursued, his remaining magical energy was minimal.

A skilled cook couldn’t make a meal with no ingredients. Without enough magical energy, how could Tian Xiaojian withstand the spatial storm?

But he didn’t want to give up. Tian Xiaojian’s character never gave in; thus, under duress, he ignited the primordial flame.

However, his original life essence had already been lost too much. The primordial flame was a desperate measure, providing little magical energy. As it seemed he would exhaust all resources and perish in the spatial rift, an ancient voice echoed in his ears.
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Tian Xiaojian was determined to never give up, but human strength has its limits. Since his arrival in the Netherworld, bad luck had not ceased.

Tian Xiaojian did not want to abandon hope and struggled desperately, yet it seemed he could not escape a fatal outcome. Whether or not he would regret this place, we needn't discuss that now. Let's focus on Lin Xuan; his advancement was at the most critical stage.

The heavenly tribulation was far more terrifying than he had anticipated. Lin Xuan used all his abilities, but while the Nine Palaces Sword and Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire handled ordinary tribulations with ease, true spirit tribulations were beyond normal logic. Despite employing two divine powers, they still appeared somewhat inadequate.

Inevitably, he resorted to先天 treasures.

The power of先天 treasures was indeed extraordinary, but the消耗 of magical energy was also several times greater than that of ordinary treasures. Lin Xuan's choice now wasn't a good one, but he had no other options left.

It might as well be considered a last-ditch effort.

With the仙剑图, he adopted an offensive strategy to defend.

Five-colored sword qi surged and clashed, combining with immense force, driving back the nine true spirits transformed from tribulation clouds.

It seemed like a promising start.

Lin Xuan wanted to continue, but it wasn't that easy.

The true spirits before him were illusions created by the tribulation clouds, but they had been influenced by Lin Xuan's refined spirit blood, each possessing some of their true power.

Like Huangquan Ghost Mother from years ago, Lin Xuan was now in a dire situation; turning danger into safety wasn't so simple.

Indeed,先天 treasures were formidable.

The problem was that the powers Lin Xuan displayed were merely superficial. He could not turn the tide. When the仙剑图 first appeared, it showcased its divine might for a while. But soon, he was trapped within the true spirit tribulation clouds.

"Master!"

Moon watched from the side with great anxiety and wanted to rush forward but was held back by Xiao Tao: "Miss, you shouldn't go. He is undergoing tribulation now; your presence won't help. Instead, it might make the tribulation even more terrifying, drawing you in."

"But..."

Moon knew Xiao Tao's words were correct, yet how could she watch helplessly as her master perished here? It was like a knife cutting into her heart...

Before this thought could fully form, the sword qi triggered by the仙剑图 was completely shattered.

Lin Xuan had reached the brink of life and death. What would his final choice be?

---

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian's situation was equally dire; his fall was inevitable. A spatial storm, infused with法则 power, enveloped him layer upon layer.

The number of wind blades was beyond counting.

Ordinary wind blades wouldn't have been a problem.

However, each blade before him was constructed from 法则 power and thus possessed immense strength, comparable to the strikes of ordinary tribulation-stage cultivators.

When thousands upon thousands converged, even at his peak, he would be helpless; much less now?

Tian Xiaojian refused to give up and wasn't one to surrender easily. But in this moment, he was truly powerless.

Would he fall here?

Tian Xiaojian thought with reluctance.

His magical energy had completely depleted, so heavy that even lifting his hand was a struggle.

Suddenly, an incomprehensible force emerged. In one swift motion, the wind blades that were about to strike him vanished.

This unexpected turn left Tian Xiaojian both surprised and elated.

Who had helped him?

Was there another existence in this spatial passage?

Such a possibility seemed too small.

After all, the spirit realm and Netherworld were parallel planes with no intersection. Both were vast, and such passages were opened by powerful beings using their strength.

These passages were not fixed; even if two great powers broke through from the same location at the same time, they would likely be worlds apart.

This wasn't mere speculation; it involved spatial laws, making it difficult to explain in words. But fundamentally, this was how things worked.

That's why, despite seeing Tian Xiaojian break through space, pursuers could only sigh helplessly. Once he entered a spatial rift, there was no way they could follow him.

They would have to expend great effort to open such passages, making it unlikely for them to intersect with Tian Xiaojian.

---

Could other cultivators be encountered in this spatial passage?

Theoretically, it was possible.

While the passages between planes rarely intersected, it wasn't impossible. The probability was just too small to consider.

Imagine a common mortal suddenly meeting a true immortal; such an encounter would be as rare as finding a needle in a haystack.

However, there were always exceptions.

In this case, Tian Xiaojian's luck was exceptionally strong.

His recent bad fortune had reached the point where no one in the three realms or throughout history could match it.

Perhaps because his luck had been so terrible for such a long time, even heaven seemed to take notice.

At this critical moment, under circumstances that shouldn't have allowed it, Tian Xiaojian met another great power.

Moreover, the other party offered assistance. A solemn voice then echoed in his ears: "I didn't expect to meet you here, my young friend. You are quite impressive for your age. If you're willing, would you help me? Together, we can surely escape this spatial storm."

"Father, who is this person? Do you have any leads?"

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a hint of caution as he used his divine sense to ask the Demon Lord: "Could it be that Tiansha Ming Wang or Jinyue Shishwang has followed me here on purpose to lure me in?"

"Jian'er, don't worry. It's impossible for passages between planes to intersect so easily; the other party wouldn't risk following you. If not for his help just now, you would have perished," the Demon Lord said dismissively.

"Father makes a valid point, but we can't assume he has good intentions. Who is this person? Do you have any leads..." Tian Xiaojian still did not relax his vigilance.

"It's hard to say; voice alone is too ambiguous. But if I'm not mistaken, this fellow is formidable, no less powerful than Jinyue Shishwang or Tiansha Ming Wang," the Demon Lord said thoughtfully.
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"Is that so?"

田小剑's expression grew even more serious.

Although he and the Demon Lord Grand Commander had their own interests, at least now they were in this together—rise or fall. There was no reason for him to be misled by the other party.

Moreover, his judgment was not far off. The wind blades that attacked earlier were all composed of spatial force, each one incredibly powerful. Yet, the other party casually defused hundreds of them with a single strike.

Such strength would be hard for even an old monster who had passed through tribulation to achieve.

With such a casual response, this individual must indeed be among the top in the Three Realms. His father's words that his strength was on par with the Golden Moon Corpse King and Heavenly Saber Bright King weren't just idle talk.

Among the great powers of the Three Realms, there were few like him. Who exactly was before him?

Fielding this thought, Field Sword fell into silence.

At this moment, the ancient and imposing voice spoke again: "Why so hesitant, young friend? You don’t trust me, but your strength is already on its last legs. Why should I harm you when you can only end up dead here eventually?"

That made sense!

Field Sword clenched his teeth. Whether it was good fortune or bad, he couldn't avoid it.

He decided to take a chance and loudly responded: "I thank your hospitality, but if you've already seen that my strength is spent, how could you have the energy to go with you?"

"Ha! Since I say so, I must have the means. Here, swallow this pill first."

Hearing Field Sword's response, the other party seemed delighted.

Dark winds surged, and a black light actually broke through the spatial storm before dissipating. A small gourd appeared in his sight.

Field Sword reached out to take it, turned it upside down, and poured out a dark-black immortal pill from within.

Though black, there was nothing special about its appearance. Field Sword certainly wouldn't easily consume something of unknown origin.

However, the Demon Lord Grand Commander's voice entered his ears with excitement: "This is... Soul-Stealing Pill of the Netherworld?"

"Soul-Stealing Pill of the Netherworld?"

Field Sword froze, his expression filled with trepidation. The name itself wasn't good, and indeed, the other party had no benevolent intentions.

"Little Sword, you're overthinking it. Though this pill's name sounds outrageous, only the Netherworld Dark King can forge such an unparalleled divine treasure. Compared to some immortal pills that replenish essence energy and recover magical power in the Immortal Realm, it won't be inferior. Your luck is truly good."

"What? Netherworld Dark King?"

Field Sword's face turned pale. The painful lessons from his last trip to the Netherworld had left a deep impression on him. He couldn’t help but feel anxious at the thought of encountering one of the Six Kings again.

Once bitten by a snake, one fears even ropes for three years. That was precisely the case here.

However, this fear was just an instinctive reaction. Field Sword wasn't an ordinary cultivator; he could be described as having a bold heart.

He quickly regained his composure.

While the Heavenly Saber Bright King and Golden Moon Corpse King might not like him, it didn’t mean that the other four would also oppose him.

Their meeting here was just a matter of chance.

What to fear?

If the other party wanted to fight him, they wouldn't have helped earlier.

Of course, despite this, he couldn't let his guard down.

"Father, are you sure there's no mistake with the Soul-Stealing Pill of the Netherworld? The other party won’t be setting traps or doing anything?"

"Don't worry. Although my strength hasn't fully recovered, my vision and insight haven't diminished. I've seen this Soul-Stealing Pill before; it’s not a trick," the Demon Lord Grand Commander confidently said.

"Alright, then I can relax."

Field Sword's face showed relief as he no longer hesitated, swallowing the Soul-Stealing Pill of the Netherworld.

It dissolved on contact with his mouth. He felt his nearly depleted magical power surge in his dantian.

...

As for Field Sword’s condition, Lin Xuan had reached a dead end.

Facing the true spirit tribulation clouds, whether it was Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire or the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, none were of any use. Even先天灵宝 (Primordial Treasure) couldn't withstand them.

Of course, this wasn’t due to the treasures' insufficient power but because Lin Xuan's strength had been significantly weakened during his tribulation ascent, so even the Primordial Treasures could only exert a fraction of their true power.

He managed to hold on for a moment before being shattered into pieces.

The heavenly tribulation was fierce. Lin Xuan was at the brink of life and death.

Moon Heart was anxious, desperately wanting to go up but was held back by Xiao Tao and Menglue.

Even if she sacrificed herself, it would be in vain. The laws of heaven were immutable; whether he could overcome this crisis depended on Lin Xuan himself.

Lin Xuan's complexion had taken on a grayish hue.

But he wouldn't give up so easily.

He now had only his last resort.

Five Dragon Seal!

The secret second to the Blue Star Sea on his person.

Only this treasure might be able to block the heavenly tribulation.

Though his magical power was scarce, the Five Dragon Seal primarily consumed light points from the Blue Star Sea.

This was a necessary choice. Once the Five Dragon Seal was activated, it could attract more terrifying old monsters.

However, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to think about that now; survival was his top priority.

With a mental command, Lin Xuan sighed and sent out a divine thought. The Five Dragon Seal spun rapidly as it began absorbing light points from the Blue Star Sea.

In an instant, half of them were absorbed.

Then, a flash of multicolored light appeared in the void, revealing the Five Dragon Seal.

A domineering aura emanated from its surface.

Flashes of divine light occurred with each flicker, revealing different纹阵 (array formations).

This treasure was indeed extraordinary. It gave off an impression far surpassing that of Immortal Mansion treasures.

Primordial Treasures paled in comparison to it.

These words sounded outrageous but were entirely accurate. Although Lin Xuan didn't know the origin of the Five Dragon Seal, he guessed with high certainty that it had been passed down from the Immortal Realm and was no ordinary treasure.

The next scene confirmed his suspicions.

Initially, Lin Xuan's choice of this treasure was out of desperation. He estimated that it could resolve the current crisis but didn't expect the method to be so incredible.

Upon the Five Dragon Seal’s appearance, all nine true spirits surrounding him showed fear.

Yes, fear!

They had originally transformed from tribulation clouds and should have no spirit awareness, yet at this moment, they displayed very human-like expressions of fear.

Not only did they stop attacking Lin Xuan but scattered in a panic.
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Such a result was far beyond what Lin Xuan had ever anticipated.

Surprised and delighted, he also wore a hint of bewilderment on his face.

The Five Dragon Seal was truly formidable. With this treasure in play, the heavenly tribulation actually showed signs of fear...

Just thinking about it felt too incredible.

Before he could fully process that thought, something even more astonishing happened.

The Five Dragon Seal spun around, unwilling to give up easily. The surface emitted a flow of spiritual light, and the five golden dragon shadows flickered into existence.

A profound法则 power spread out.

This rule power was so formidable that even onlookers felt a chill down their spines.

Lin Xuan, an advanced-stage tribulation cultivator, had seen many kinds of rule powers. However, what he saw now could not be denied—it was something he had never encountered before!

All he could feel was immense strength, overwhelming strength!

Even surpassing spatial rules.

But it was too specific to describe clearly.

Before this thought could fully form in his mind, the five golden dragons raised their heads and roared towards the heavens. However, there was no sound coming from their mouths.

Then, a surprising scene unfolded.

The true spirits formed by the tribulation clouds had already scattered when the roar of the dragons pulled them back like a whale sucking water, as if guided by an invisible force.

"Impossible!"

Such a change left even Lin Xuan, who had witnessed it, baffled.

Following this, the Five Dragon Seal spun again and emitted multicolored clouds from within.

In an instant, these clouds spread over several acres. Then, they surged and swirled, forming a massive vortex nearly ten zhang in diameter.

Inside, golden light burst forth. An immense suction force emanated from it.

Almost instantly, the nine true spirits were drawn close.

Though formed by tribulation clouds, at this moment, they displayed extremely anthropomorphic fear, struggling desperately to break free from the suction.

However, it was not easy.

The Five Dragon Seal was already incredibly mysterious. The vortex created by its multicolored clouds had an even greater suction force.

"Kwa!"

A mournful cry reached his ears.

Jinyue True Toad, being the weakest of the nine true spirits, was the first to be swallowed by the vortex...

The other true spirits, filled with reverence and fear, struggled fiercely but in vain. The closer they got to the vortex, the more intense the suction became. Having failed to escape before, there was no hope now.

"Gu..."

Another reluctant cry reached his ears as Shen Nv Zhuque followed Jinyue True Toad's fate.

However, Zhuque wasn't the weakest among the remaining eight true spirits; it was mostly due to bad luck that it was the second one swallowed by the vortex.

Indeed, luck!

But this point didn't matter much anymore.

Because the other six eventually fell, but their ultimate fates were the same.

...

In just a few minutes, all nine true spirits had perished.

The heavenly tribulation crumbled on its own. Above Lin Xuan's head, multicolored clouds swirled brilliantly.

Moon's face was naturally both surprised and delighted, while Little Tangerine's expression was filled with disbelief. This big fool really had some tricks up his sleeve. In her memory, across the three realms and throughout history, no one had ever passed a tribulation as spectacularly as he did.

...

With this matter settled for now, Lin Xuan finally managed to turn danger into safety, overcoming the crisis that even frightened him. However, Tian Xiaojian's situation remained uncertain.

The Soul Stealing Pill of the Netherworld was indeed, as the Demon Lord said, a remarkable divine object. His magical power had been nearly depleted, and his innate primordial energy was almost completely exhausted.

But after consuming this pill, his magical power gradually recovered within half a cup of tea. It couldn't reach its peak, but it was about seven-tenths of what he originally had.

Such good results left Tian Xiaojian in shock.

However, he didn't let his guard down because a mere divine pill wouldn't completely erase his caution.

Drawing a breath, he used his powerful spiritual awareness to perform inner vision and carefully examined the situation. He found no issues.

Then, that ancient and imposing voice echoed again: "How about it, young friend? Did I deceive you? Now that your magical power has recovered, would you like to come see me?"

"Why don't you come over yourself?"

Tian Xiaojian also showed some suspicion on his face. A mere divine pill wouldn't make him completely trust.

"Ha! If old man could go over, why call you? We have no grudges and I won’t hassle a junior like you," the voice carried a sigh: "Now that your magical power has recovered, but this spatial storm's intensity far exceeds what you can imagine. Old man is trapped here; you can't possibly break through alone. Working together might give us a chance."

"Alright!"

Tian Xiaojian remained silent for a moment. During this time, he released his powerful spiritual awareness, which was swallowed within less than a hundred feet. Tian Xiaojian's face turned pale.

The other party indeed didn't speak nonsense.

"How do I come over?"

"Ha! Old man said so because there’s a way out. Just follow the path I told you."

"Alright!"

This time, Tian Xiaojian did not express any objections.

...

"Phew, finally passed the heavenly tribulation!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief. Although the clouds above his head were still vibrant,

since they came from the Five Dragon Seal, they posed no threat to him.

However, such a change was too strange. What would happen next?

Lin Xuan didn't know. Before he could fully process this thought, the clouds above his head began to churn violently and rapidly contract in area.

In just a few breaths, it seemed to vanish instantly but wasn’t completely dissipated; instead, it was reabsorbed by the Five Dragon Seal.

Compared to when it first appeared, the Five Dragon Seal seemed different. The five golden dragons on its surface became even more vividly lifelike.

Nine scrolls also appeared on the surface of the Five Dragon Seal.

Indeed, nine paintings, each as small as a grain of rice but incredibly lifelike.

Ordinary people couldn't see them clearly, but cultivators' spiritual awareness could distinguish them sharply.

They depicted Phoenix, True Dragon, Qilin, Great Peng, Peacock, Golden Crow, and Nine-headed Bird, corresponding to the tribulation clouds that had just been absorbed.

Lin Xuan was surprised and pondered whether there might be a connection between the Five Dragon Seal and true spirits.
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Tian Xiaojian had faced countless trials and tribulations on his path to cultivation, but nothing could deter him. However, the scene before him now made his blood boil.

The spatial storm was terrifying. If he were in that situation, he doubted he would last even a cup of tea. But this guy, despite being trapped, moved as if on flat ground, enveloped by a faint green glow, and the spatial storm seemed powerless against him.

Too strong! Tian Xiaojian had encountered many powerful foes but never one like this before.

Although not long ago, he had faced the Golden Yue Corpse King and Heavenly Saber Bright King, their subordinates or manifestations were involved. This guy was clearly at the same level as them, and it seemed to be his true form appearing here.

Tian Xiaojian bowed respectfully but maintained a humble yet dignified demeanor: "Is my esteemed senior the Dark King of the Netherworld?"

"Indeed, you brat, not only are your abilities extraordinary, but so is your insight. I left the Underworld several million years ago and didn't expect you to recognize me at first glance," the Dark King said with a hint of satisfaction.

"Left the Underworld?" The Dark King's revelation was significant; as one of the six kings of the Underworld, he should not have been absent for such an extended period. However, Tian Xiaojian had no time to delve into this now. His immediate concern was how to navigate through this terrifying spatial storm.

The Dark King also sighed inwardly. Although the Lost Plane was vast and resourceful, it felt like a cage to him at his current cultivation level. He had always wanted to leave but lacked a good plan until recently when Ice Spirit, as the True Demon Ancestor, sent an avatar into the plane for some unknown reason.

Although her avatar perished in the end, the Dark King gained inspiration from this experience and finally devised a way out after much contemplation.

Unfortunately, his exit strategy was thwarted by the spatial storm. The storm's intensity far exceeded what ancient texts described; even if he had been a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator, he would have perished without doubt.

The Dark King could only defend himself but not escape. He certainly couldn't hope to pass through this spatial storm and reach other planes.

Fortunately, there was always a way out. In the same spatial storm, he encountered another small figure—a mid-Transformation cultivator, young beyond measure.

Though such power was beneath his notice, for the Dark King, this was like a godsend. His strength alone could not break through the storm, but with someone's help, at least of Golden Transformation level, he had a chance to resolve the crisis and leave.

He wouldn't have offered his precious treasures to Tian Xiaojian otherwise; it would be absurd for him to risk so much for a stranger.

Tian Xiaojian understood the situation well. He didn't want to die here either, so they quickly agreed to cooperate temporarily.

---

"Haha, finally advanced!"

On the other side, Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy after enduring countless hardships. It was no exaggeration to say he had survived nine deaths and one life. The Second Yuan婴 now stood at the threshold of Golden Transformation.

This brought untold benefits; his magical power had increased exponentially. If he met Yellow Springs Ghost Mother again, he would almost certainly kill Qiongqi without using True Spirit Sword Art.

"Congratulations, Young Master. Your divine technique is complete and shakes the three realms."

Lin Xuan's ascension was witnessed by countless spirits. They were amazed but genuinely impressed. Cheers echoed around him, except for Xiao Táo who pouted: "Pfft, it’s just a stupid pig. Acting like he’s so great. It’s like there are no tigers in the mountain and monkeys rule."

Xiao Táo remained as sharp-tongued as ever; despising Lin Xuan had become her habit.

Despite the noise, Lin Xuan's divine sense was acute enough to hear Xiao Táo's muttering clearly.

However, he didn't bother with her. She was just a bratty girl; during such a joyous moment, why should he take offense?

This turn of events truly proved fortunate. The mysteries of the Five Dragons Seal were revealed, suggesting it had deep ties to True Spirit and wasn’t an ordinary divine artifact.

Lin Xuan raised his head and met Mo'er's gentle gaze. He felt warmth in her words: "I'm sorry for worrying you."

He could imagine how worried Mo'er must have been during the perilous heavenly tribulation.

"Master, such a sentiment is too formal. Worrying about you is my happiness," Mo'er said with a delicate demeanor inherited from her past life as an Arhath Queen.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was wrong. He felt remorse for his words and treated Mo'er like he would himself—no need to be polite.

Just as they were exchanging tender glances, Xiao Táo's voice intruded: "You big fool, knowing how much our miss treats you well, cherish her. Don't make our miss sad; otherwise, I won’t let you off."

Lin Xuan sighed: "Why say such things? I wouldn’t let Mo'er suffer."

"Pfft, all men are just sweet talkers. I don’t know what makes you so special to make our miss fall head over heels for you. A flower in a pile of dung—don't treat her like dung."

Well, he was once again the dung.

Lin Xuan remained speechless but could do nothing about Xiao Táo's rudeness; she was Mo'er’s life companion and inseparable from her master by nature.

With an uncooperative girl around, Lin Xuan couldn’t say anything affectionate to Mo'er. He sighed: "Mo'er, you go back first."

The other spirits left out of respect for the young master and king, but Xiao Táo continued to chatter incessantly.

Though Lin Xuan found her annoying, he couldn't chase her away; she was Mo'er’s life companion after all.
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"I'll go back first. What about you, young master?"

"Young master? Of course, I need to seclude myself."

"Seclude yourself?"

"Yes, this time, the second yuan婴 and the demon pill core both managed a lucky promotion, but their realms are still unstable. Naturally, they need more time in seclusion."

Tiny Tangerine, who was beside Lin Xuan, continued to be awkward, not even allowing him to say some warm words to Mo'er. He could only give up.

"Alright!"

Mo'er nodded.

There was plenty of time ahead. Wen Chun did not mind this moment either. For the young master, stabilizing his realm was the top priority. Mo'er naturally would not trouble him any further.

"Little Tangerine, send someone to find another good cave for the young master."

Mo'er turned around and gave her instructions.

The alchemy room in front of them had been quite decent before, but it had been completely destroyed by the heavenly tribulation just now.

"Find another cave. Why go through all this trouble? He's a fool anyway; just find him a pigsty to seclude himself in," Tiny Tangerine's voice was unimpressed as she spoke.

Pigsty?

This girl was going too far, pushing her luck too hard.

"Pfft..."

Mo'er's reaction was the opposite. She laughed out loud: "Little Tangerine, you should have some decorum when speaking. How can you bully the young master like this? Quickly, stop being naughty and go find a good cave for the young master."

"Understood, miss."

Tiny Tangerine showed reluctance on her face but did not argue further.

Of course, it was not because of any change in conscience; she simply understood that bullying Lin Xuan had its limits. One should know when to stop.

The little girl bowed towards Mo'er and then made a silly face at Lin Xuan before vanishing from sight with a burst of green light.

---

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian was still not out of danger.

Although his magical power had recovered to about 70% of its peak, the terrifying nature of the spatial storm far exceeded his imagination.

Only now did Tian Xiaojian realize that just now he had been quite lucky. He had only encountered the weakest part of the spatial storm. Its power was almost negligible.

The energy contained in what was before him was at least a hundred times stronger than that.

If he were to handle it alone, there would be no chance; his soul and spirit would scatter for sure.

Fortunately, Tian Xiaojian's current task was merely auxiliary. The terrifying spatial storm was mainly handled by the Dark King of the Netherworld.

Tian Xiaojian himself was a cultivation practitioner at mid-transcendence stage.

He had always been confident in his own strength.

But now he realized that he was like a frog sitting in a well, seeing only what was around it.

What were the top-tier great cultivators in the Three Realms? The Dark King of the Netherworld standing before him provided the best example. His strength was truly shocking and made Tian Xiaojian feel both alarmed and amazed.

There was no exaggeration here.

Tian Xiaojian felt relieved as he marveled at the situation.

This journey to the Underworld had been extremely unlucky for him, but it wasn't entirely without any luck either. At least, the Golden Jade Corpse King and the Celestial Fiend Bright King only sent subordinates and manifestations to deal with him.

If they had come in their true forms, he would not have even a chance of survival; he would likely have perished in the Underworld long ago.

However, even with the Dark King's formidable strength, it was still difficult for him here. Without his assistance from the side, he could not handle it alone.

Their cooperation was indispensable to both parties.

Regardless of Tian Xiaojian or the Dark King's thoughts—whether they were harboring ulterior motives or just being opportunistic—their collaboration at this moment was highly默契.

"Father, his strength is too formidable. If he succeeds and escapes, he will surely turn on me. I have no means to protect myself."

Tian Xiaojian, like Lin Xuan, was a planner who acted only after careful consideration. He was already thinking about how to extricate himself soon.

"Heh, you working with him is like trying to catch a tiger by its tail; if he succeeds and escapes, he will definitely turn on you," the leader of the demon realm sighed as his voice reached Tian Xiaojian's ears.

Millions of years ago, he had dealings with the Dark King of the Netherworld. He was not an innocent party; he knew well how to handle situations like "the rabbit is dead, the dog is cooked."

"So, Father, do you have any good strategies?"

Tian Xiaojian did not show any signs of panic. The world of cultivation was full of deceit and treachery; this outcome was something he had anticipated.

Originally, there was no other choice for him, so he naturally felt no regret. He would just deal with it as it came.

This was his initial thought, but over time, Tian Xiaojian became increasingly uneasy about the Dark King's terrifying strength.

The disparity in their power was too great; he had no chance of escape at that point.

"Alright, old man, I have a good plan to extricate myself. You don't need to worry any further."

"Really?"

"Heh, we rise and fall together; how could I deceive you? Just do as I say, and you can safely extricate yourself..."

The leader of the demon realm seemed confident in his strategy, having considered this issue.

"Thank you, Father! You are truly cunning!" Tian Xiaojian's excited voice reached Lin Xuan's ears.

"Heh, Jian'er, you're not bad either. With your current achievements, there will surely come a day when you surpass me," the leader of the demon realm's face was also filled with pride.

---

Lin Xuan did not know any of this; he felt somewhat anxious at the moment.

This time, although he had successfully advanced, would using the Five Dragons Seal draw the attention of other top-tier cultivators?

If it brought Mo'er strong enemies as a result, whether it was good or bad was hard to say.

Sigh. The Five Dragons Seal was indeed excellent, but each use came with too much power, stirring the laws of heaven and earth, drawing the attention of other top-tier cultivators. Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

His concerns were not without reason.

---

In the chaotic graveyard, in the place where corpses were raised.

Inside the ancient tomb, which was more like a palace.

Golden Jade Corpse King's face was filled with rage: "Waste, what a bunch of foolish creatures! With so many people, they couldn't even handle this mid-transcendence youth."

"King, what happened?"

The stone coffins below were opened one after another, revealing five figures hidden in the corpse aura.

"These fools, despite so many pursuing him, that Tian youth managed to break through the void and escape," Golden Jade Corpse King's face was filled with anger. His subordinates sent out had been utterly useless.

His several subordinate kings exchanged glances.

Clearly, such a result was beyond their expectations.

But just then, a strong gale of阴wind blew in, and a Corpse General rushed in frantically.
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Golden Jade Corpse King's mood was already extremely恶劣, and the other party's actions naturally brought about a significant amount of bad luck. He turned his head with a cool expression, his eyes filled with sharp light, but he did not make any other movements. However, that Corpse General at the late Fragmented Spirit Stage flew out like ragged cloth from mid-air.

"Boom!" He collided with the wall of the tomb chamber and tumbled over, spewing out a mouthful of corpse blood.

"Rude fellow, my palace is not something you can just barge into."

Golden Jade Corpse King suppressed his anger. If the other party could not give a reasonable explanation, he would definitely make them scatter their souls to pieces.

"Your Majesty, it's not that I am bold, but there was an urgent matter," said the Corpse General with great effort, finally managing to expel a mouthful of foul air: "We have found some clues regarding the Five Dragon Seal."

"What do you mean by the Five Dragon Seal..."

Golden Jade Corpse King widened his eyes and turned from worry to joy.

...

At this moment, among the Three Realms, not just Golden Jade Corpse King, but other顶级大能 also received news.

Other than the five阴司 Kings, someone in the Spirit Realm had also obtained some clues.

...

In the Broad Cold Realm.

On the face of Broad Cold Immortal was a look of seriousness.

At this moment, he was not in the Broad Cold Palace; instead, he was within a momentary space.

There were no other objects here, only an extremely intricate five-colored light array.

Above the light array, several large characters floated: Five Dragon Seal.

"Surely it is this treasure. How, even now, can we still not find any clues?"

"If I knew its whereabouts, I would have set out long ago; how could I be wasting time here?"

The speaker was an old man with white hair and beard but a face like that of a baby.

In this momentary space, apart from Broad Cold Immortal and the old man, there was also a woman.

She wore a white robe. At first glance, she appeared to be in her late twenties or early thirties, with a beautiful appearance, yet her expression was stern, exuding an aura that made one feel unwelcome.

Even more unbelievable was that on her back, she carried a sword of ancient design.

It was well known that even cultivators just starting their journey into the Immortal Realm would store their materials and treasures in storage bags for convenience and safety.

Such a cultivator wearing a sword around their body was extremely rare nowadays; it was said that only ancient sword cultivators would do so.

However, with the passage of time, although sword cultivators had once been at the peak of their power, they were now long gone. This woman standing alongside Broad Cold Immortal naturally wasn't an easy opponent.

Mistress Heaven's End!

Sword technique was the best in the world; a late-stage Great Cultivator who had passed through tribulation.

"Still no clue about where this treasure is. It has sensed us several times, but can we not trace it at all?" Broad Cold Immortal frowned and said.

"That's right. The person who obtained this treasure must be extraordinary. We don't know where he usually hides the Five Dragon Seal; our array formations and secret techniques have all become ineffective," said the old man with a face like a baby.

"This time, the duration of his use of the Five Dragon Seal was longer than usual. I wonder if it was intentional or just coincidental. The surrounding elemental qi became extremely chaotic, making it much harder for us to trace its whereabouts using our array formations..." the old man sighed.

"Oh, then do you have any clues?" Broad Cold Immortal turned his head.

After all, this array formation had always been managed by Mistress Heaven's End; she should know more about the other party than Yellow Dragon Immortal did.

"The Five Dragon Seal has changed from its previous state," said the woman with a very cold expression, her voice clear but the pronunciation so strange that it was uncomfortable to listen to.

"What do you mean, the Five Dragon Seal has undergone some kind of mutation. You're saying..." Broad Cold Immortal's face changed dramatically.

"Indeed. I wonder if it was intentional or just by chance; this treasure has been refined with true spirit blood, and there seem to be several types," said Mistress Heaven's End with an even colder voice.

"Are you sure?" Yellow Dragon Immortal was equally shocked, the news being too astonishing.

"This matter is not a joke. How could I possibly make a mistake?"

"This, Brother Broad Cold, what do you think..." Yellow Dragon Immortal's face grew increasingly ugly, but it wasn't because of Mistress Heaven's End's rudeness; he was extremely worried.

"Five Dragons emerge, blood flows like poles. A million years ago, we barely managed to avoid the great calamity in our Spirit Realm. Could this same event happen again?" Broad Cold Immortal did not answer his question and muttered to himself with a similarly ugly expression.

...

In the Demon Realm.

"Sister, the Five Dragon Seal has sensed us again, and it seems that something has changed."

"Huh, you mean there was some true spirit blood applied on top of it? In ancient times, even as a True Immortal, he couldn't complete this Hundred Spirit Seal. It's surprising that someone could do so after millions of years. Haha, too interesting."

A pleasant voice entered her ears, and the woman turned her head to reveal an incomparably beautiful face.

Her bare feet were adorned with silver hair flowing like a waterfall.

She was a倾国倾城woman.

There was no trace of any spiritual force fluctuations on her body, yet one of the True Demon Ancestors, the Serpent of Ice, stood respectfully behind her.

Ice Soul!

Among all under heaven, only this woman had such authority.

"If the Five Dragon Seal evolves into a Hundred Spirit Seal..."

"How easily can that be? The person who was once a True Immortal couldn't complete it. How could some insignificant shrimp have such good fortune to do so? Besides, there are countless old monsters watching over this thing in the Three Realms. We don't need to complicate matters or stir up trouble; our top priority is still to find the Seven Treasures of Naraka. Do you have any clues about the earrings?"

"Without your sister's words, I was just going to report it," said the Serpent Saint Mother with a smile: "We have found some clues regarding the earrings' whereabouts, and if my memory serves me correctly, they should be in the Rain桐World."

"The Rain桐World, the largest interface of our Spirit Realm?" Ice Soul turned her head.

"That's right."

"Hmph, this is indeed coincidental."

"Coincidence, Sister, why do you say so?" The Serpent Saint Mother was somewhat puzzled.

"You don't need to ask me. Go prepare for a moment or two; we'll set out immediately."

"Set out? You mean, we will personally go to the Rain桐World, not sending subordinates and not manifesting as avatars but appearing in our true form?" The Serpent Saint Mother was alarmed.

"That's right."

"Sister, you're mad. Back then, there were agreements among the Three Realms. If we do this, those old fellows of the Spirit Realm won't let it go," said the Serpent Saint Mother, greatly alarmed.

"Why are you afraid?" Ice Soul's lips curled into a smile that seemed unfathomable.

"Sister is overthinking; I said before that I would follow your lead on everything. How could I forget? But..."
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"Only what?"

"Just that my sister is doing this, it's really not appropriate."

The precious snake clenched its teeth: "If it were other planes in the Spirit Realm, that would be fine. But with us sisters joining forces, no one can match our锋芒. Even if those old monsters are unwilling to give up, at worst we could start a war between the two realms. My sister and I truly wouldn't be afraid of them. It's just this Rain桐 Realm..."

"How is the Rain桐 Realm any different? Are you trembling in fear because there are scattered immortals and demon kings living here?"

"My sister shouldn't say such things."

On the precious snake's face, a look of indignation appeared: "Although I am not talented, I am still the Primordial True Demon. Others among the scattered immortals and demon kings may not be afraid either. It's just that that Rain桐 Fairy is very difficult to deal with. When Grand Marshal was alive, he once fought her and found himself helpless. I'm not boosting someone else's morale or damaging my own prestige; it's just that my sister must prepare thoroughly before going in person..."

"Li Yutong!"

Ice Soul softly whispered: "Rest assured, I have a plan for this. That Rain桐 Fairy won't cause us any trouble."

"Can you explain more clearly? Why are you being so vague?"

The precious snake seemed somewhat displeased.

"My sister speaks too much," Ice Soul said as her hand swept through the air, revealing something golden in front of her.

Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be a piece of paper—a letter of invitation!

The characters were flowing and vigorous, filled with strength. From afar, they looked like fierce dragons writhing and clawing. The precious snake's heart stirred as she skipped over the content of the invitation and directly looked at the signature. Indeed, the name written there was shocking.

Ten Thousand Serpent King!

In all three realms, many serpent demon cultivators might claim this title, but to Ice Soul and her companions, it was nothing more than a joke.

A mere small creature like that dared to call itself the Ten Thousand Serpent King? Only one being in all three realms deserved such a title.

The existence residing in the Rain桐 Realm—the true Ten Thousand Serpents' King, even facing true dragons, would not show any fear.

Indeed. This Ten Thousand Serpent King was truly worthy of his name—among the top three demon kings in the entire Spirit Realm.

However...

On the precious snake's face, there was a look of doubt.

The Spirit Realm and the Demon Realm were not like water and fire; they did not get along well either.

Moreover, the Ten Thousand Serpent King had an extremely fierce personality. In ancient times, he even had a great grudge with their Primordial True Demon. How could he reconcile his differences and write this letter of invitation?

Could there be something more to it?

The precious snake carefully read through the letter word by word but found no clear explanation.

"O sister, what does Ten Thousand Serpent King intend? He has actually issued us a letter of invitation," Lin Xuan said.

"Heavenly secrets cannot be revealed. You will know the reason when the time comes."

This time, Ice Soul was unwilling to explain further. The precious snake, having lived for millions of years, raised an eyebrow and naturally did not continue pestering her.

"Very well, then I'll go prepare. When are we leaving?"

"In three days."

"Three days? That's a bit tight."

Lin Xuan had his reasons for saying this. This time, they were going to a place where countless powerful beings resided, and the Rain桐 Fairy's reputation alone intimidated all three realms. Since they planned on sending their true bodies here, they naturally needed to prepare more tools and treasures in advance.

...

While Ice Soul and the precious snake made plans for the Demon Realm, Lin Xuan and Moon were also discussing a trip to the Rain桐 Realm.

The story began when Lin Xuan successfully passed through his heavenly tribulation. Xiao Tao then reorganized their cave abode.

Lin Xuan closed himself off in meditation for about half a year, solidifying both his second main soul and demonic core.

This speed sounded outrageous.

But don't forget that Lin Xuan's main soul had already advanced to the mid-heavenly tribulation stage. With previous experience, stabilizing the second main soul and demonic core was no longer a difficult task; it could even be considered relatively easy.

Xiao Tao was tough on the outside but soft inside. While she said he should retreat to a pigsty for meditation, in reality, she had given him an abode with excellent conditions.

Thus, within just half a year, Lin Xuan's cultivation stabilized, and his strength grew far more than he originally expected.

In terms of magical power alone, Lin Xuan was already not inferior to ordinary late-heavenly tribulation cultivators, even surpassing them.

Now, even without igniting the source fire, he could勉强施展出真灵化剑诀.

Of course, it wasn't yet perfect control; he would still suffer great loss of energy afterward.

Only when absolutely necessary as a last resort could he use it. But regardless, such results were already very satisfactory to Lin Xuan.

Man should be content!

Half a year later, Lin Xuan broke through his meditation.

During the following time, Lin Xuan and Moon lived happily together in their room.

Warmth, happiness, and缠绵悱恻, those years were almost like honeymoon days.

But joy has its limits. The cultivation world was full of dangers.

...

For both reason and emotion, Lin Xuan and Moon could not continue to treat this place as a paradise on earth. Now was not the time to envy lovebirds; they needed to return to reality.

One day, Lin Xuan and Moon were in their room, talking in soft whispers when the topic naturally turned to the Seven Treasures of Mordred.

"Oh, Master knows about this treasure?"

"Not just that, I have two on me!"

Lin Xuan smiled. He had long wanted to tell Moon about it but was delayed first by the Ghost Mother of the Netherworld and then by his heavenly tribulation.

The words were on the tip of his tongue but he swallowed them down for now.

Only now did they finally have some free time, so he explained everything to Moon.

"Two treasures, Master is truly impressive."

Moon's face lit up with excitement. The Seven Treasures of Mordred were not something ordinary; they were her greatest trump card from her previous life.

Once these seven treasures were gathered, she could recover all her memories and regain the Netherworld's lordship.

Past events were like clouds, and power no longer mattered to her. But if she could reclaim the power of the Mordred King, it would be a great joy.

But where was it easy?

The Seven Treasures of Mordred were scattered across all three realms. Finding even one was extremely difficult.

Maiden had prepared in advance for years, instructing her subordinates to search everywhere for these treasures. But after countless hardships, she only managed to retrieve a comb.

Of the remaining six, some had leads but many remained completely unknown.

It turned out that Master had two of them already.

This was indeed an unexpected surprise.

Even Xiao Tao's face lit up with joy as she praised Lin Xuan for being somewhat smarter than a pig.

Such praise left Lin Xuan speechless. Why couldn't this girl say some nice words?

And just then, more good news arrived: the earrings from the Seven Treasures of Mordred had leads and were likely in the Rain桐 Realm.
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"Xing'er, have you verified this information? Is the ear ring from the Seven Treasures of Nirvana truly in Rain桐界?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed concern. Although Moon儿's cultivation was already formidable now, compared to his past life, she was far behind. If he could gather all seven treasures of Nirvana, the benefits would be incalculable. Lin Xuan naturally cared deeply about the whereabouts of this ear ring.

"Lord Young, you worry too much. Such information is not something I dare to speak lightly about," Xing'er said with certainty on her face. "We are still unsure where exactly the ear ring is located in Rain桐界, but it's a hundred percent within this plane."

Lin Xuan, who had earned everyone's respect through his actions and strength, showed genuine reverence without any勉强.

"This is wonderful!"

Moon儿 smiled back, then seemed reluctant to leave. She knew that her peaceful life with the Young Master was over; the path of immortals was perilous, and many opportunities and challenges awaited them.

...

Meanwhile, Tiao Xiaojian's situation remained dire.

After enduring countless hardships, he collaborated with the Dark King of the Netherworld and finally broke through a series of space storms. The exit was not far ahead, and soon they would reach other planes.

As long as they could leave this plane safely, everything would be fine. However, Tiao Xiaojian's mood was heavy. In the cultivation world, it wasn't uncommon for someone to betray their benefactor after crossing a river. Although he was at the mid-transcendence stage, facing the Dark King of the Netherworld in his true form, he had no resistance. He feared that the other party might harm him.

Though this was just speculation, Tiao Xiaojian couldn't afford to take such risks with his life.

Better to seize the initiative than rely on the other party's goodwill.

Strike first!

Most people wouldn't have the胆量 to face the Dark King of the Netherworld like this. But Tiao Xiaojian was no ordinary person.

He and the leader of the demon race had already devised a plan. However, he wasn't nervous at all as he approached the exit; that was just an act.

Go for it!

Seeing that they had finally broken through the last piece of spatial treasure, though the path ahead was not easy, Tiao Xiaojian's expression showed determination.

He flicked his sleeve and a flower basket-shaped treasure appeared.

The design was ancient, but its surface was rusted. It seemed to have endured countless years of trials. Clearly, this treasure had a significant history.

Tiao Xiaojian acted without any warning signs. The Dark King of the Netherworld only realized something was wrong when Tiao Xiaojian unleashed his treasure. "Rotten brat, what do you want?"

The Dark King of the Netherworld was furious. A mere mid-transcendence existence dared to attack him—what a fool.

Just as Tiao Xiaojian had guessed, the Dark King of the Netherworld harbored ill intentions, planning to betray him after crossing the river.

If Tiao Xiaojian submitted, it would be fine; otherwise, he would eliminate this prodigy. He intended to act only after leaving the plane, ensuring the other party couldn't escape his grasp.

But he never expected that Tiao Xiaojian would dare to strike first.

But what of it? Thinking you can win by ambushing me is too foolish!

Let him know the difference in our strength. This boy will pay for his folly!

The Dark King of the Netherworld's lips curled into a cruel smile, while Tiao Xiaojian's expression was cold.

He clutched his hands, and an ominous wave emanated from the flower basket.

"Ah, this treasure..."

The Dark King of the Netherworld realized something was wrong. But it was too late. A loud explosion filled the air as the flower basket self-destructed, releasing a massive light halo that engulfed him instantly.

The light halo transformed into a milky-white vortex, and the Dark King of the Netherworld had no choice but to be ensnared.

"Idiot, this is a spatial treasure!"

Tiao Xiaojian's lips curled in satisfaction. His uncle's plan had succeeded.

The Dark King of the Netherworld was one of the top existences in the Three Realms. Although Tiao Xiaojian was formidable, he was still far behind. A solo fight offered no chance; even a corner of his robe couldn't be touched.

However, one must know how to utilize favorable conditions.

They were in a spatial channel, and the space storm was behind them.

What would happen if they detonated a spatial treasure here?

The result was obvious—troubleshooting a hornet's nest.

Even the Dark King of the Netherworld couldn't escape this cleverly designed trap.

But timing was crucial. They needed to ensnare the old monster without getting caught themselves.

Mastering that balance was challenging, which was why Tiao Xiaojian felt so tense.

However, things turned out much easier than he imagined.

The Dark King of the Netherworld wasn't a fool; he simply didn't consider Tiao Xiaojian seriously. Mid-transcendence was unattainable for others, but in his eyes, it was just ants. His arrogance led him to believe that Tiao Xiaojian would never dare strike first.

Perhaps he had considered this, but concluded that the other party was merely throwing a stone at an ant hill.

Pride goes before a fall.

Tiao Xiaojian had faced many dangers in his life, and now the Dark King of the Netherworld was reaping what he sowed.

From the milky-white vortex, terrifying heavenly laws emanated like sweet nectar to bees.

Boom!

The space storm behind them was drawn in. Tiao Xiaojian didn't linger; he shot forward towards the exit, while the Dark King of the Netherworld struggled but to no avail. The vortex's suction was too powerful, and he could only watch as one after another piece of the space storm enveloped him.

A single misstep led to a complete loss. The proud Dark King of the Netherworld suffered greatly.

His eyes filled with hatred, but it was useless now: "Little brat, you can't escape. One day, I'll extract your soul and make sure your essence falls into the nine hells."

Such threats chilled one's bones, but Tiao Xiaojian paid them no mind.

With a sneer on his lips, he would seek revenge. Not only was it uncertain whether he could escape this peril, even if he did, where in such vast Three Realms would he find him?

Moreover, by the time he reached late-transcendence and mastered domains, who would be seeking trouble? Hmph, things might turn around then.
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On the other side, now that Lin Xuan had learned about the location of the Seven Treasures of Nirvana, Moon could not possibly continue to be mired in tender emotions.

Although their current life was peaceful and happy, the external dangers were far from over.
    
    To achieve true happiness, they needed to become one of the top three strongest cultivators in all three realms.

For himself, there was only one path: arduous cultivation.

But for Moon...

She had a shortcut with the Seven Treasures of Nirvana.

Since she now knew where the earrings were located, going to Rain桐 Realm became an inevitable choice.

"Master Wang, are you planning on going with Young Master?"  
    "Yes, Auntie Míng, I've finally reunited with Young Master and don't want to be separated again." Moon said with a gentle smile, but the determination in her eyes was clear for all to see.

"Alright, since your mind is made up, I won't try to persuade you. Just be careful about everything."

"Auntie Míng, please rest assured. I know how to take care of myself. But you and Master Wang should pay extra attention; Golden Jade Corpse King will not give up easily."

Moon's eyes flashed with a hint of concern as she spoke.

"Master Wang, leave it to me. I have my own plan for dealing with this."

Míng Yè turned her head: "Young Master, you should also be careful. Your safety is important to me."

"Auntie Míng, don't worry. Anyone who wants to harm Moon must step over my corpse first."

Lin Xuan did not say much; a single sentence was enough to convey his resolve.

"Young Master has natural talent and strength, but Rain桐 Realm has countless experts. Master Wang and Young Master should be cautious in case of emergencies."

"I understand."

Lin Xuan did not find Míng Yè's nagging annoying; he had long since grown accustomed to her various taunts. A fool would sulk over such things.

The only thing that annoyed him was that Moon wanted to go along with them.

But there was nothing he could do about it. While others could stay behind, Míng Yè, despite her sharp tongue, was ultimately just Moon's innate treasure artifact.

Innate treasures were inseparable from cultivators; she following Moon made perfect sense.

Lin Xuan shook his head and decided not to think about the troublesome issue any further.

With Moon and Little Peach by his side, they set out to prepare for the interdimensional teleportation array.

...

On another side.

This was an endless expanse of grassland. The sky was a clear blue, with the wind blowing gently as shepherds tended their flocks.

Cattle and sheep grazed in large numbers, creating a vibrant scene.

The melodious singing filled the air, making one feel refreshed. But suddenly, the sky darkened without any warning.

Sizzle...

A white hole appeared before his eyes.

Then with a "puff," an object fell out from inside.

Tian Xiaojian's face was full of alertness but quickly turned to joy.

After enduring countless hardships, he finally escaped the spatial storm and arrived in another realm.

The abundant qi here indicated it wasn't the underworld; this must be the Spirit Realm.

But which small realm within the Spirit Realm?

No matter. In smaller realms, there was little chance of encountering spatial storms. He could rest for a while before heading to Rain桐 Realm when he regained his strength.

...

After enduring countless hardships, Tian Xiaojian finally turned danger into safety, while the Dark King of the Underworld was struggling in the spatial storm and doing others' bidding.

His eyes were filled with resentment.

So many years...

He had never been so unlucky before.

This insignificant youth actually used him.

Tian Xiaojian, Lin Xuan who killed his soul fragment in a lost realm... I will not fall like this. One day, I'll make you both wish for death and survival alike.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At the moment, he and Moon were standing on the teleportation array together.

An interdimensional teleportation array was no small matter, but this one had been set up by the former King of Nirvana, so its safety could be taken for granted.

A whistling sound filled his ears as light flared. Lin Xuan and Moon's figures became blurry before disappearing completely.

...

Rain桐 Realm.

As the top small realm in the Spirit Realm, it was vast beyond description.

The number of experts was countless; not only did four out of the three demon kings and three celestial immortals reside here, but there were also numerous other cultivators at the渡劫 level.

As for sects and families, they were scattered everywhere, numbering in the hundreds of thousands.

The terrain was complex, filled with mountains, rivers, and swamps.

The Boundless Sea, as its name suggested, wasn't truly boundless but crossing it from east to west would be impossible.

In the Boundless Sea, there were numerous islands.

Cloudy Island was one of the larger ones.

Mist shrouded the island daily, making it look like a fairyland from afar.

The island had countless peaks, each topped with thousands of pavilions and terraces, resembling celestial mansions. This was where the Cloudy Sect's foundation lay.

The Boundless Sea had many sects; among them, the Cloudy Sect stood out.

With ten thousand disciples and two old masters at the渡劫 level, such strength would be top-tier in other small realms but only mid-level here due to Rain桐 Realm's deep history.

The sun was blazing hot as today marked the opening of the sea market.

At both ends of Cloudy Island, various small boats were visible. Troops maintained order. On the island, humans and cultivators coexisted; while immortals lived in spirit-infused mountain caves, ordinary people formed cities.

The sea market was a place for exchanges with other forces. It had all kinds of goods needed by commoners as well as various heavenly treasures coveted by cultivators. It was bustling with activity.

Everyone eagerly awaited the opening but from the highest peak on the island, thousands of streaks of light shot out. Leading them were a celestial immortal at the分神 stage in Cloudy Sect attire.
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The heavens were torn apart, revealing a massive hole. It was bottomless and over a hundred feet in diameter, emitting chaotic spiritual energy and fierce gales.

Silver snakes danced through the air as lightning illuminated the sky, making it seem almost like day. Thunder rumbled ominously.

Turbulent waves crashed upon the sea, towering hundreds of feet high, threatening to engulf Cloudy Mist Island entirely.

"Bad luck!"

The robed elder stood atop a mountain peak. He had hoped that the warning from the divine tortoise was mistaken, but such thoughts were mere wishful thinking.

The Fairy in the Clouds had arrived.

But was it the female demon herself or just her subordinates?

He stared wide-eyed at this moment, unsure of what would happen next. The fate of the Cloudy Mist Sect hung in the balance.

Finally, a dark figure emerged from the hole.

Black light spread out, revealing a man and woman.

Though somewhat blurry, they were unmistakably male and female.

The Fairy in the Clouds always arrived alone.

Relief washed over him as he realized that heaven had not forsaken them. The Cloudy Mist's fortune.

If it was just her subordinates, perhaps their efforts could still save them.

"Attack!"

He bellowed.

Seventy-two cultivators sprang into action around the perimeter.

Each was a Spirit Cultivator of the Separation Stage, carefully selected for this mission. Seventy-two, matching the number of stars in the sky.

The Heaven罡 Earth煞 Array!

A masterpiece crafted by their ancestor, designed to work with seventy-two Spirit Cultivators. Even a Great Sage would hesitate before confronting it head-on.

Their first move was deadly.

Even if they couldn't kill him, severely wounding him here would still be a success.

...

"This..."

Lin Xuan shook his head. Although he had grown immensely powerful, the act of interdimensional teleportation was no small feat. His mind felt fuzzy and disoriented.

He took a deep breath to clear his thoughts but quickly realized that he faced an overwhelming situation—surrounded by attackers.

Was this a mistake?

Confused, Lin Xuan wondered why he was facing such a deadly ambush upon arriving in the Rain桐 Realm. He had no grudges there; how could they be targeting him so viciously?

Indeed, it was a deadly ambush.

Lin Xuan quickly noticed the coordinated efforts of his attackers, indicating that this was a long-planned assault.

But who would predict where he would land and set such an array in place?

Despite his cleverness, Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned by the unexpected turn of events.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward. A clear sound echoed as countless shimmering silver runes appeared in mid-air.

Mysterious and intricate, they transformed into a series of flying swords.

Nine Palaces Instantly!

This wasn't just sword energy; it was Lin Xuan's life force manifesting as his primary treasure. The Rain桐 Realm was full of hidden talents, and this ambush seemed too strange to be coincidental.

He couldn’t afford to underestimate the enemy.

With no time for subtlety, he unleashed the Nine Palaces Instantly with all his might.

"Ah!"

Cries of pain echoed as the Heaven罡 Earth煞 Array collapsed. None of the seventy-two Spirit Cultivators were killed, but they were all bleeding and severely injured.

...

"S Brother!"

The middle-aged man named Lu watched from afar, his eyes wide with disbelief. He knew the power of their Heaven罡 Earth煞 Array; it had been broken in mere moments by this female demon. How formidable was she?

And these two weren't even the main target—just her subordinates. This was too much to comprehend.

The robed elder's expression twisted as he realized that the enemy was far more formidable than expected.

Could they really escape this disaster?

His confidence wavered, but now wasn’t the time for doubt. The outcome was clear: either he or his opponent would die.

With a flick of his flag, he shouted:

"Attack!"

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan displayed his prowess. Just as he broke through the Heaven罡 Earth煞 Array, another sight caught his eye—multicolored light beams.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw the mountain peaks in the distance, emitting powerful light beams over a dozen feet wide. These beams converged on him and Moon, creating an intense assault.

Crystal Power Cannons?

He recalled the experience at Tianqiao Sect in the human realm—these were clearly mechanical puppets, but their power far exceeded those of the human Crystal Power Cannons.

The enemy had prepared meticulously to eliminate both him and Moon here.
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Lin Xuan's heart was filled with shock and anger. He flicked his sleeves, intending to summon a defensive treasure, but instead, he heard the "kukuku" laughter of Yue'er, who moved even faster this time.

She waved her jade hand, instantly creating a thick mist of dark wind that sounded like a chorus of ten thousand ghosts crying. A dense, ink-like aura enveloped both of them.

In the next moment, those colorful light beams struck down with great force.

However, it was like a stone thrown into deep water; there was no trace of disturbance.

Though the Seven Treasures of the Deva had not been fully gathered yet, Yue'er had advanced to the early stage of Tribulation Transcendence cultivators. Her abilities were naturally formidable. The last time she couldn't even defeat an equal-level ghost, it was because her realm hadn't stabilized after just advancing and out of concern that Lin Xuan might be no match for the Netherworld Ghost Mother, thus compromising her strength.

Now, with circumstances changed, Yue'er's realm had stabilized. Her first move displayed considerable power.

The first wave of light beams was blocked, but Yue'er wasn’t one to simply take hits without retaliating.

Her jade hand flitted through the air, and the dark aura churned violently, revealing hundreds of skeletal heads on its surface. Their eyes turned blood-red as they gnashed their jaws loudly, spitting out demonic flames...

Rumble!

The peaks were all enveloped by the protective barrier's light curtain. However, Yue'er’s attacks couldn’t be ignored; though not collapsing in a spectacular manner, her assault still caused significant damage, destroying most of the Crystal Might Cannon.

With no backup plans proving useful, the elderly man in black and the middle-aged man with the surname Lu looked utterly dismayed. The Cloud Fairy's subordinates were just as absurd. Was their sect truly destined to meet its end today?

But at this moment, such thoughts held no meaning.

The two exchanged a glance, their eyes filled with resolve.

Though most cultivators are cold-hearted and emotionally detached, there are those deeply attached to their sects.

These two were among them, now harboring the intention to die. They would sacrifice themselves for Yun Xia Sect!

Brothers in arms simultaneously unleashed their命魂宝物, transforming into two streaks of green and white light that rushed towards Lin Xuan with incredible speed.

The buzzing sound was already loud before they reached him; a terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he flicked his sleeves. The Nine Palaces Sword formed a continuous line, moving swiftly to block their attacks.

"Why are you doing this? We've never wronged each other in the past or present. Why would you ambush us here?"

Lin Xuan scanned them and saw that they were two early-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators. He wasn't afraid of facing them together with Yue'er, but he didn’t want to engage in a meaningless battle.

Better to avoid trouble if possible. At the very least, he needed to understand the reason behind this ambush.

"Devil, stop your nonsense! Do you think we would fall for your ruse?" The middle-aged man with the surname Lu roared. The clouds in the sky were dispersed as his sleeves billowed, and his arm grew tenfold. He was practicing physical cultivation.

He threw a punch at them, while the elderly man in black wasn’t idle either. His sleeves flailed, sending out countless short spears from within.

"Unlucky bastards!"

Lin Xuan was provoked to true anger. It was understandable why he was upset; who had wronged him?

Just after teleporting, it was uncertain whether they had arrived at Rain桐界, but they were ambushed by someone for no reason.

The attacks were fierce. If not for his far superior strength compared to others of the same realm, they would have surely been severely injured or worse.

As the saying goes, even clay has a spark of fire; how much more so for cultivators?

Though Lin Xuan didn’t want to engage in such a battle without cause, it was now too late. The other party was clearly forcing him into action.

Thoughts raced through his mind like lightning. A trace of viciousness flashed across his face as he saw the attacks closing in. Without dodging, Lin Xuan charged head-on at their punch.

Facing an early-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivator, a direct confrontation was the simplest and most straightforward approach.

Boom!

The gale-force winds scattered as their punches collided mid-air.

The middle-aged man with the surname Lu felt an overwhelming force that he couldn’t resist or avoid. His throat turned sweet, and he flew out like a piece of tattered cloth.

"Junior Brother!"

The elderly man in black was both shocked and angry. Though he had harbored thoughts of death, he hadn't expected such a stark difference in strength; his junior brother was already overwhelmed after just one exchange.

But with formidable enemies surrounding them, there was no time for him to be distracted.

A strange laughter echoed as a giant ghost claw descended from the sky. Even before it reached them, the wind stung their faces. He didn’t dare hesitate and raised both hands to manipulate his treasure against the attack.

However, he heard a sharp command: "Go!"

Before he could react, countless piercing sounds filled the air. Before his eyes, a silver sword rain surged like a raging wave, rushing towards him.

Even late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators couldn’t ignore this.

The elderly man in black was shocked and ignored the ghost claw above him. He bit his tongue to expel his命魂 essence, and the short spears before him glowed fiercely as they clashed with the Nine Palaces Sword.

Clank!

His own命魂 treasure couldn’t withstand it; he hadn’t even thought of an escape plan when he was hit by the ghost claw from above and slammed into the ground.

This was their first joint battle after a thousand years. Time had worn away the traces of immortality, but they were still as well-coordinated as ever.

The two early-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators were like clay figurines; they were instantly defeated in a single exchange.

All the Cloud Island cultivators watched this clearly. Even some commoners witnessed it firsthand.

Everyone's eyes widened with disbelief. Though most had never seen the Supreme Elders, their portraits were well-known, even worshipped as deities by many commoners.

This wasn’t surprising to them; in the eyes of ordinary people, cultivators could move mountains and rivers, fly through clouds—already incredibly powerful. Early-stage Tribulation Transcendence was among the top ranks, so they wouldn’t be much different from gods.

But now, these revered Supreme Elders were like clay figurines, defeated in a single exchange.

Such absurdity would be hard to believe if not seen with one's own eyes.
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Many people didn't even know what had happened, left in a state of confusion and helplessness!

The vast Cloud Mist Island was filled with figures, yet not a single sound could be heard. It was eerily quiet, almost to the point where one could hear a pin drop.

Tumultuous waves crashed against the shore, but only the distant roar of the sea echoed from afar.

Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense, and within a radius of ten thousand miles, every blade of grass and tree came into view.

Though he didn't know if the teleportation had gone wrong, this place clearly wasn't the Netherworld anymore.

Looking at the scene before him, while there were many cultivators present, only two had reached the Tribulation Transcendence stage—those who had just been attacked earlier.

If his enemies wanted to harm him, they underestimated Lin Xuan too much.

Moreover, how could one set a trap for someone when the location of interdimensional teleportation was known only to heaven?

Considering all the clues, this must be a major misunderstanding.

Upon emerging, he was immediately attacked, and Lin Xuan's mood wasn't exactly pleasant. But as a cultivator who wasn't cruel or inclined towards killing, since he suspected it was a misunderstanding, he adhered to the principle that enemies should be reconciled rather than fought.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not continue his attack; pursuing victory now wouldn't be wise. He believed the other party had already learned their lesson.

Next, they needed to discuss how this misunderstanding came about. Besides, being a newcomer in an unfamiliar place, he also needed to gather more intelligence.

So, Lin Xuan merely released his powerful spiritual pressure without making any further moves.

As for Moon, she obediently stayed by his side, remaining silent as usual, following her master's lead.

Boom!

A mountain peak collapsed and fell, sending up clouds of smoke and dust. A dazzling white light streaked through the air—a middle-aged man with the surname Lu flew over.

Blood stained his lips.

His Body Cultivation Technique couldn't compare to Lin Xuan’s. After receiving that punch, he felt his blood and qi surging in his chest, and his mana flow was slightly unsteady now.

The look in his eyes toward Lin Xuan was complex, tinged with a hint of fear.

Then another sound echoed through the air—a pale green light streaked past, two senior elders from the Cloud Mist Sect. They were indeed a pair of brothers in misfortune.

One had been knocked down like a mountain by Lin Xuan, and the other was pummeled into the ground by Moon's ghostly claws.

Both were equally disheveled and injured.

---

They both bore injuries, but fortunately, none were life-threatening.

At this moment, the robed old man also emerged from the earth and flew over.

"Senior Brother."

"Junior Brother."

The two exchanged glances; their expressions were hard to describe.

As Tribulation Transcendence cultivators, being defeated in a single exchange was unprecedented for them, despite their long lifespans. They couldn't help feeling some shame, but they also noticed the strangeness of this situation.

These two individuals' identities remained mysterious.

They likely weren’t under the command of that cloud-dwelling demoness.

After all, the Cloud Fairy had a fearsome reputation and was known to have many powerful followers who had destroyed countless families. But she hadn't been reported to have subordinates so formidable as to disregard Tribulation Transcendence cultivators.

Was this a misreport? Or was there something more?

They leaned towards the latter possibility because Lin Xuan clearly showed restraint.

When they were injured and fell, he neither beat them when down nor took advantage of their disciples.

If these two truly belonged to the Cloud Fairy’s faction, such courtesy would be impossible.

Could it be that the tortoise's warning was mistaken? The sect might not face a threat from the Cloud Fairy after all; this could just be a huge misunderstanding?

Thoughts raced through their minds like lightning. The senior and junior brothers quickly pondered many possibilities.

With both hope and confusion, they weren't sure if they should step forward to make a move.

Seeing them hesitate, Lin Xuan sighed in relief. These two rash individuals finally realized their mistake; this confusing situation didn’t need to be resolved by fighting anymore.

Seeing the two still hesitating, Lin Xuan said, "Two friends, I have no grudge against you. Why did you ambush me here?"

The robed old man breathed a sigh of relief at this scene. The reports suggested that the Cloud Fairy's faction was cruel and bloodthirsty; they wouldn't be so polite. Clearly, it was the tortoise’s warning that had gone wrong.

However, despite these thoughts, he couldn’t be certain.

Who knew what tricks the other party might be playing?

"Buried me here, don't you think I'm targeting the Cloud Mist Sect?" The middle-aged man with the surname Lu was more impatient. Despite his fear of Lin Xuan, he still spoke harshly.

"Targeting the Cloud Mist Sect? Friend, that's a bit much."

Lin Xuan smiled warmly and said, "Your sect is called Cloud Mist; I've never heard of it before. How could I possibly harm you? Please provide evidence for your words."

The robed old man and middle-aged man exchanged glances.

Evidence? They had no concrete evidence; they only relied on the tortoise's warning.

However, divination was part of the myriad arts of cultivation, but it was inherently uncertain. Even if a true cultivator appeared, there could still be errors.

Moreover, this time, the tortoise’s warning was vague, and they hadn't clearly specified what kind of disaster would come. They had only speculated based on the Cloud Fairy's reputation for causing havoc.

Now, did this turn out to be a false alarm?

Both felt somewhat embarrassed but were secretly relieved that these two weren’t known for their bad temper. If they had met someone vengeful, the sect might have faced significant trouble.

With this thought, beads of cold sweat trickled down their backs as they silently thanked their luck.

They couldn't afford to be careless with Lin Xuan and Moon; if they angered them, it would bring great misfortune to the sect.

"Friend, I apologize for any misunderstanding."

The robed old man bowed deeply, his expression sincere in apology.

Of course, he did this because Lin Xuan and Moon’s displayed strength was too formidable. In a world where might made right, lowering his stance before such experts wasn't shameful.

"Misunderstanding..."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing signs of contemplation on his face.

Seeing his expression, the two senior elders from the Cloud Mist Sect held their breaths in anticipation. A single misstep could ruin everything; accidentally offending these mysterious old monsters would indeed make this matter difficult to resolve?
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"Indeed, this is a misunderstanding. The intricacies of the matter are complex and hard to explain in one go. If you do not mind, we can take you to our main sect hall where my fellow disciples and I will gladly clarify everything for you."

After a moment's thought, the robed elder bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan as he addressed Moonlet. His voice was sincere and earnest.

"Master, what say you?"

Moonlet naturally followed Lin Xuan's lead.

"Well then, if both of you are willing to explain the details, my wife and I will be happy to accept your hospitality," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Hearing that Lin Xuan admitted they were cultivation partners, Moonlet blushed slightly but felt a sweet warmth in her heart.

Her face lit up, making even the most beautiful flowers pale in comparison. The ancient saying was true - there truly existed such a beauty in this world that all other beauties paled in comparison.

The two Supreme Elders of Cloud Mist Sect were not known for their interest in women, but at the moment, they couldn't help feeling somewhat dazed by Moonlet's stunning appearance. Compared to her, what could be considered top-tier beauties were mere hollow shells.

They dared not look too long, fearing Lin Xuan's anger. Leading the way ahead, they also sent out a transmission talisman to their disciples around them, instructing them to return and prepare for the guests' arrival.

Though everyone had witnessed the entire incident with their own eyes, most cultivators were still in the dark about what exactly happened.

Just moments ago, it seemed like they were on the brink of death, but now, how did they suddenly become friends?

It was indeed baffling as if they were blind monks trying to fathom a mountain.

But since the Supreme Elders had given their orders, no one dared to argue. Everyone from the sect leader down obeyed without question, returning to prepare the feast and welcome the guests. Lin Xuan, accompanied by the two Supreme Elders, flew towards the main hall of Cloud Mist Sect.

The sky was already brightening significantly as they arrived at dawn's early light. Thousands of rays of golden sunlight illuminated the sea surface, creating a shimmering beauty. The air was thick with an intense concentration of spiritual energy.

Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement. This place had even more spiritual energy than Naleng Dragon Realm. It seemed that their teleportation array hadn't failed; they were most likely in Rain桐Realm.

Of course, this was only speculation. He could verify it by asking the two people later.

The journey wasn't far, guided by two Golden Core cultivators. Soon, after flying over a thousand miles into the island's interior, a towering and rugged mountain peak came into view.

Standing at least ten thousand feet high, the spiritual energy here was dense, and the scenery breathtakingly beautiful.

Vapors swirled around, and atop this mountain, pavilions and terraces adorned with jade and crystal structures were numerous - over ten thousand in all. They seemed to stretch endlessly like a paradise on earth.

In the distance, one could see immortal birds dancing gracefully. It was truly a realm of wonders.

Then, music filled the air as countless beams of light shot out from the mountain peak.

At the forefront were dozens of female cultivators, divided into two rows of twelve each. They were all around seventeen or eighteen years old, with clear and beautiful faces, holding lanterns in their hands.

They moved gracefully through the sky like celestial maidens descending to earth.

Behind them, phoenixes called out softly, followed by countless rare beasts singing melodiously as they danced beautifully, stunningly gorgeous.

But this was far from over. More beams of light shot out from within the mountain.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and released his spirit sense.

The dazzling lights numbered more than a thousand, with even the weakest among them at late Profound Realm stage.

What did the other party intend?

Though Lin Xuan had experienced much, he was still taken aback by this development. If his guess was correct, Cloud Mist Sect had likely deployed all their elite forces but didn't seem to be hostile towards him.

Just as he pondered, the lights dispersed. The high-ranking cultivators of Cloud Mist Sect were already kneeling in mid-air, performing a grand bow: "We welcome our esteemed guests to our main hall with great honor."

"Please rise," Lin Xuan replied, turning his head towards the robed elder.

"It is my pleasure." The elder's face showed humility. "The presence of such distinguished guests has greatly honored our sect."

By doing so, they were clearly making amends for their earlier actions. As the saying went, one should not strike a smiling face. With Lin Xuan and Moonlet lowering themselves so much, any lingering resentment from them must have dissipated.

For a moment, everyone was in high spirits as they chatted and entered a grand hall.

The architecture was magnificent, with intricate carvings and paintings adorning the walls.

They took their seats according to rank. Servants promptly brought out fine wine and fruits - all rich in spiritual energy.

Their value was so high that even an婴cultivator could save years of hard work by consuming just a single piece.

Though this sounded exaggerated, it was no lie; Cloud Mist Sect's Supreme Elders wouldn't serve ordinary food to their guests. Lin Xuan took a sip and found the taste exquisite.

After some more laughter, the robed elder slowly brought up the topic: "Two friends of extraordinary power, yet your faces are unfamiliar. May I ask your names?"

The vastness of the Spirit Realm meant that there weren't many Golden Core cultivators, especially those with outstanding strength. Even if they were from different realms, their reputations should be known to each other.

But these two seemed completely unknown to him, so he asked out of curiosity.

"Lin and my wife are mere insignificant individuals. It's normal for you not to have heard of us," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn't willing to say more, the Cloud Mist Sect members showed disappointment but didn't press further. They fell silent as they listened to Lin Xuan's question: "May I ask if this is Rain桐Realm?"

He had already guessed it was likely due to the abundant spiritual energy here, but he couldn't be certain until confirmed.

"Indeed, this is Rain桐Realm. Why are you unaware of that?" The robed elder and the middle-aged man with the surname Lu exchanged glances, their tone tinged with curiosity but relieved inside.

They had no idea where they were, so it was impossible for them to deliberately come here to harm the sect.

This meant there truly hadn't been any misunderstanding. They were indeed free of entanglements with that Immortal Lady in the Clouds.

With this realization, both felt a great relief and returned their hearts to their chests.

The robed elder waved his hand, and one of the disciples standing nearby stepped back silently.

Then, several silent barriers around them were also withdrawn. As the saying went, one shouldn't harbor malicious intentions but should always be wary of others. The Supreme Elders of Cloud Mist Sect finally felt completely at ease now.

Their actions were subtle, yet Lin Xuan's spirit sense couldn't have missed it. He pretended not to know.

But what exactly was this misunderstanding? Lin Xuan was also very curious as to why they faced an ambush the moment he and Moonlet appeared, making them act like they were in a state of war.

Now was the perfect time to clarify things. He doubted the other party would hide anything from him.

So, Lin Xuan spoke up: "Two friends, I have a question that needs clarification. Please explain."
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"Friend, please speak!"

The two had already guessed what Lin Xuan was asking about but did not reveal it. Their expressions were naturally very amiable.

"Me and my wife have just arrived in your territory and we've been ambushed by your sect. I don't wish to delve too deeply into the matter, but I think I should know the reason behind this. Could you two friends please tell me the whole story? I believe this request is not unreasonable."

Lin Xuan spoke with a needle hidden beneath soft words.

"Brother Lin, it's no trouble. Since this issue arose from our sect, I will inform you of the details even if you do not ask."

The old man in the black robe sighed and did not hesitate at all. After a brief moment of thought, he continued:

"I must thank your couple for overlooking my minor faults. To get to the root of this matter, we need to go back nearly a hundred years."

"Back nearly a hundred years..."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. The other's expression and tone were sincere, so it didn't seem like they were joking. He and Moon had been ambushed as soon as they arrived in Rain桐界. Could there be some significant secret involved?

Lin Xuan felt an instant curiosity. Since he was just arriving here for the first time, he had no leads on the ear ring from the Seven Treasures of Netherworld. Listening to the other recount a hidden story here wouldn't be a waste of time; it might even provide some enlightenment.

"Please continue."

"The exact date is unclear, but this happened nearly a hundred years ago. The head of Tiānxuán Pavilion married and guests from all over gathered for the celebration..."

"Tianxuan Pavilion?"

Lin Xuan was stunned, showing signs of confusion on his face.

"I apologize for my forgetfulness; you are new to this place. Rain桐界 is ranked first among hundreds of small realms in the Spirit Realm, with millions of cultivation sects. Tianxuan Pavilion is one of them, a mid-level power."

"A century ago was when Tianxuan Pavilion was at its peak, with two Immortal-transcending cultivators."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was surprised to hear this. Although he had heard about Rain桐界 before coming here and read some related texts, books could be misleading.

Rain桐界 was far more powerful than he had ever imagined. There were millions of cultivation sects and families, and a mid-level power like Tianxuan Pavilion had two Immortal-transcending cultivators—this seemed too outrageous.

Nailong Realm also ranked high among the small realms in the Spirit Realm, but compared to Rain桐界, it was worlds apart.

No wonder four out of the six scattered immortals and demons lived here.

Lin Xuan, despite his shock, raised his vigilance. This treasure hunt was fraught with dangers; he must not look down on any opponent just because he had advanced to the middle stage of Immortal-transcending cultivation. Rain桐界 was a place full of hidden talents.

Moon, however, remained calm.

The阴司界 also had many powerful figures, but this time, she only saw the tip of the iceberg.

"Please continue."

"Sure."

The old man did not mind Lin Xuan's shocked reaction as he was an experienced Immortal-transcending cultivator who could traverse between small realms. He had seen other realm's cultivators' reactions to Rain桐界 before.

Though there were hundreds of small realms in the Spirit Realm, Rain桐界 stood out like a crane among chickens. To be blunt, the combined strength of all the other small realms might not match that of Rain桐界.

These words sounded unbelievable but were factually accurate.

Continuing his narrative:

"The head of Tianxuan Pavilion was also one of the Immortal-transcending cultivators in this sect."

"His dual cultivation partner had passed away a million years ago during a heavenly tribulation. The new wife, though not an Immortal-transcending cultivator herself, is renowned for her beauty..."

"Moreover, Tianxuan Pavilion has a great reputation locally, so many guests came to celebrate. Among them were other Immortal-transcending cultivators."

"This huge power naturally shouldn't provoke anyone, but on the day of their big celebration, a Cloud Fairy arrived..."

"Wait, you said a Cloud Fairy?!"

Lin Xuan was shocked, and Moon's eyes widened as well.

Though they hadn't heard this name in a long time, how could they forget?

The scenes from Drifting Cloud Valley flashed before his mind. They had also seen this woman's presence in the Sky Cloud Twelve Provinces, and that mysterious voice transmission talisman remained unsolved to this day.

Lin Xuan remembered the last time he saw the Cloud Fairy; she seemed to have teleported to another human realm and disappeared without a trace.

A thousand years had passed like a fleeting moment. Was Qin Yan still alive in the mortal world?

Had she ascended to the Spirit Realm, or had her lifespan run out, leaving only bones in the grave?

Or perhaps reincarnated somewhere, never to be found again...

Despite his formidable strength, Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. Occasionally thinking about her only led to a sigh.

Besides their shared sect affiliation and some small affections, they had no significant connection.

Seeing her again... was it possible that he would want more entanglements on his path?

Even if she truly existed, where could one find her in such vast crowds?

There is nothing to worry about; the world is full of distractions. Some things are beyond our reach, and Lin Xuan never thought he'd see the Cloud Fairy again.

Yet here he was, hearing news related to her.

Wait, this Cloud Fairy might not be that one. The Spirit Realm was vast with many cultivators, so it wasn't unusual for names to repeat. Perhaps he had overthought it.

Nevertheless, he asked out of curiosity: "What is the name of this Cloud Fairy?"

"The name... I haven't heard of it," said the old man, rubbing his forehead.

Lin Xuan's face showed clear disappointment.

Before this thought could fully form, a middle-aged man nearby spoke up in a rough voice: "Senior Brother hasn't heard of her, but your junior knows."

"Oh, please tell me."

"Hmph. That Cloud Fairy has an appropriate name; it seems to be Qin Yan."

"What?!"

Like thunder striking his ears, Lin Xuan was taken aback despite his deep cultivation and composure.

Qin Yan?

Could this really be her?

If it were just a coincidence with the same name, there might still be some chance. But if both the name and real name matched, that would seem too incredible.

Lin Xuan had never seen such a coincidence in his life; the odds seemed too small.

Moon's reaction was similar, even more shocked than Lin Xuan. She smashed her cup with a "clap" sound, unable to hide her shock on her face.
第三千四百三十九章 误会再起

"How could it be? Do the two of you know that Cloud-Dragon Lady?"

This time, it was the Two Supreme Elders of the Cloud-Flower Sect who were on edge.

Originally, after a round of talks, their doubts had been dispelled.

The stone in their hearts had dropped. They believed the warning from the divine tortoise was merely a misunderstanding.

But the reactions of these two people were too peculiar.

From their expressions, it was clear that they recognized the Cloud-Dragon Lady.

This couldn't be deceived.

Since this was so, what was the purpose of their pretense just now?

Was it to eliminate their guard and catch them all at once?

No!

Their strength far surpassed theirs. There was no need for any underhanded tactics.

Just now, they had already subdued their fellow disciples. If they wanted to kill, both of them would have been dead long ago.

Once they were eliminated, how could the remaining junior disciples fight back?

They didn't need to go through such trouble.

In other words, they had no malicious intent.

But looking at their expressions and reactions, it was certain that they recognized the Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady.

The robed elder and the middle-aged man with the surname Lu exchanged glances. The more they thought about it, the more confused they became. They couldn't figure out what path Lin Xuan and Moonling were on, but their hands had already reached for their storage pouches as if in a state of high alert.

They were like facing an enemy!

But the atmosphere was oddly tense.

Lin Xuan sighed: "Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady, is her real name indeed Qin Yan?"

"Correct."

The middle-aged man said with a fierce expression but a hint of fear. He knew well that their strength fell far short compared to this mysterious couple. If they were to fight, it would be like throwing eggs against a stone.

"There really are such coincidences in the world. Lin Xuan truly does recognize Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady."

Although he had already guessed, Lin Xuan's direct admission still shocked the two from the Cloud-Flower Sect. They trembled as they almost simultaneously revealed their innate treasures.

"Why do the two of you act this way? Does Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady have a deep grudge against you?" Lin Xuan frowned.

"We have no grudge."

"Are there any resentments?"

"We also have none."

"So, what are you doing?"

Lin Xuan waved his hand and grew displeased.

He was puzzled. With no grudges or resentments, why did these two act as if they were facing an enemy upon hearing that he recognized Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady? Their reactions defied logic.

"Are the two of you assassins sent by Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady?"

"You..."

These words fell on Lin Xuan's ears like a joke. Instead of getting angry, he laughed: "Friend, your words are without reason. You underestimate me too much. I wouldn't do such things as an assassin. As for Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady, it has been thousands of years since our last meeting. It was the first time in these years that I heard any news about her. How could I possibly obey her orders to harm your sect?"

"Indeed. Qin Yan may have changed, but my young master's status is beyond her control." Moonling's voice also entered his ears, with a hint of dissatisfaction.

There seemed to be a touch of sour jealousy.

Lin Xuan didn't turn around, but his spirit sense clearly saw the little girl's expression. She was indeed jealous.

A pang of guilt flashed through Lin Xuan's heart.

These years, he had truly been too lenient.

But this wasn't the time to think about it. Lin Xuan was very curious why they acted as if facing an enemy upon hearing that he recognized Fairy Cloud-Dragon Lady.

The Cloud-Flower Sect had no grudges with Qin Yan. Where did this enmity come from?

Lin Xuan raised his head, hoping for their explanation.

But their expressions showed suspicion. Before the misunderstanding was cleared, it seemed they couldn't talk as calmly as before.

Before he could finish his thoughts, Lin Xuan's face suddenly turned grave. He raised his right hand and lightly grabbed forward.

As he moved, a greenish hand appeared mysteriously, swiftly reaching downward. A flash of fire appeared in his palm.

Struggling fiercely was useless; it was trapped by a very secretive sound transmission talisman.

The sight made the two from the Cloud-Flower Sect's faces even paler.

"Go!"

They moved to leave but suddenly heard a sigh: "Two friends, why go through such trouble."

Before their words were finished, Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward and then drew it back.

As he moved, ripples appeared in the void. The void was torn open, revealing a white space crack that stretched no more than a dozen feet.

Lin Xuan flashed into the space.

In an instant, spatial force emerged. Lin Xuan arrived beside the robed elder.

The other was shocked.

They were only a foot apart. He had no time to react and could only open his mouth to spray out a grayish light.

Though unremarkable, it was a short sword-like dagger.

The light seemed insignificant but was powerful.

Lin Xuan sighed. His movements were incredibly swift.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward.

Simplicity in complexity, a wisp of five-colored glass fire appeared at the tip of his finger.

Zzzz...

That flame touched the grayish light.

Next came an unbelievable scene.

The grayish light instantly became sluggish.

Then ice armor surfaced on its surface, freezing it completely.

"Impossible!"

The elder's expression was one of sheer terror. The玄 Dragon Dagger wasn't his innate treasure but had been obtained through great effort and hardship. It was powerful, capable of turning the mundane into the extraordinary.

Previously used as a trump card, it had repeatedly dealt severe blows to formidable enemies by surprise.

How could it be so easily broken this time?

What kind of fire was it? Its power was terrifying, able to freeze even the玄 Dragon Dagger.

Too unbelievable!

At this moment, they were too close. With the玄 Dragon Dagger broken, other divine treasures and techniques had no use or couldn't be used in time.

Though unwilling, they could only close their eyes and wait for death.

Then a chill ran through his forehead as that terrifying flame followed his meridians to his dantian.

Instantly, all hope was lost!

At this point, it was too late to try to escape with his soul. His life and death were entirely in the hands of the other party.

"Friend, what do you intend?" The elder's eyes bulged as he said, having given up at this point.

"I haven't done anything."

Lin Xuan sighed.

He didn't want to fight but because of Qin Yan, they clearly had a deep misunderstanding.

Now that things had reached this point, Lin Xuan couldn't sit and wait for death. He wasn't a cruel or bloodthirsty cultivator, but he was no doormat either. At such moments, it was better to strike first and seize the initiative.

Giggling sounded from elsewhere as Moonling also succeeded.

Postscript: Yeah, tomorrow Huan Yu will attend a writer's conference at起点. She'll return on the 16th. During the conference, she'll be out of town, so updates might be affected. But don't worry, I won't stop writing. There will only be one update these days, and then I'll work harder when I come back. Thanks for your continued support!
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Though the Seven Treasures of Nirvana had not been fully gathered, what Mo'er had learned was truly formidable. How could the former Asura fail to challenge beyond his level?

As for fellow cultivators at the same stage, it would be no exaggeration to say that they were easily subdued.

The middle-aged man with the surname Lu, after receiving a punch from Lin Xuan, hadn't fully recovered from his injuries and was trying to leave when Mo'er intercepted him. After several rounds of combat, he found himself bound hand and foot, much like the old man in the brown robe.

The two brothers exchanged glances, their faces full of bitter smiles. As cultivators who had successfully passed through tribulation, they were not insignificant figures in the Rain桐 Realm. They could even be considered local overlords.

Yet today, after just a few exchanges, they had been subdued.

Their hearts were filled with humiliation.

Could it be that the Cloud and Mist Sect would truly perish here?

The old man in the brown robe was still pondering his escape strategy when his younger brother, Lu, grew increasingly agitated. He gritted his teeth and said, "If you want to kill or torture me, do so. Those who commit many injustices will surely reap what they sow. You, these minions of the Cloud Maiden, won't have a good end."

He had actually been mistaken for a lowly follower.

Lin Xuan was speechless. He sighed and said, "Why must you be so hasty? Lin Xuan has no grudge against you two; why would I harm you?"

"Humph! That sounds nice, but what about earlier..."

"Earlier, my actions were out of necessity. I only wanted to avoid deepening the misunderstanding."

Lu tried to continue speaking, but his elder brother cut him off. Regardless of who was stronger in terms of cultivation, the old man's personality was clearly more mature and cautious.

These mysterious dual cultivators were exceptionally powerful. If they truly intended harm, there would have been no need for this pretense here. After all, their lives were already in these people's hands; why go through the motions?

Their deaths might not be a great loss, but the Cloud and Mist Sect’s legacy must not end here.

With that thought, the old man softened his tone, speaking with a hint of entreaty. He understood the principle that one must bow to authority when in someone else's domain.

"Forgive us for our rashness earlier."

"It was indeed your rashness. Lin Xuan has no grudge against your sect; why would I harm you?"

"That is true. While I do know Cloud Maiden, it’s been thousands of years since we last met. Qin Yan's current situation, I have no idea. You wrongly assumed that because I am an old acquaintance, I must be a threat to you. That is absurd."

Lin Xuan said indignantly.

Though these words were reprimanding, they also revealed his true intentions. Under such circumstances, there was no reason for him to lie. The two exchanged glances, wondering if their suspicions had been unfounded and if they had needlessly created an enemy.

If that were the case, it would truly be a joke of monumental proportions.

Just then, Mo'er's voice interrupted again: "What did Cloud Maiden do that made you all act as if in fear?"

It was no wonder she was curious. Although she wasn't particularly familiar with Qin Yan, she had met her due to her young master and could say that she was a beautiful woman. Her personality might be hard to gauge, but she certainly wouldn’t be cruel or bloodthirsty.

After thousands of years without hearing from her, why did she suddenly turn into this terrifying figure? Why did the fearsome presence of a beauty like her make even veteran cultivators tremble in fear?

What had Qin Yan done?

Mo'er's astonishment overshadowed any jealousy. Lin Xuan felt the same way.

Their expressions, regardless of how they looked, seemed genuine to the Cloud and Mist Sect members. This made them feel both regretful and slightly relieved.

While their current situation was unfavorable, it didn’t necessarily mean that their sect faced annihilation.

Of course, the outcome would depend on how they handled the situation and whether these mysterious cultivators were satisfied with their responses.

With this in mind, their expressions became more respectful.

The old man in the brown robe aside, Lu’s demeanor also calmed down. This attitude pleased Lin Xuan greatly.

He hoped that with no grudges between them, they could cooperate to uncover the information he sought.

"What happened at the Heavenly璇 Pavilion?"

"Oh!"

Realizing what was happening, Lu didn’t hesitate to speak truthfully. His voice was respectful as he said, "It happened a hundred years ago. The Heavenly璇 Pavilion was hosting a wedding celebration with many guests, including some fellow cultivators who had passed through tribulation. No one expected anything untoward during the banquet, but just before the couple could exchange vows, something unexpected occurred."

"Unexpected event? Did Cloud Maiden come?"

"Yes, and her appearance was similar to today’s situation—space fluctuations suddenly appeared, and she crossed realms to arrive here."

"At first, everyone was surprised, but they thought it was a coincidence. After all, breaking through the void is random; whether by array or some other means, there's no way to pinpoint where exactly it will happen. So, this incident at the banquet wasn’t particularly unusual."

"Especially since she arrived as an exceptionally beautiful woman."

"Exceptionally beautiful?" Mo'er interjected.

"Yes," said the old man in the brown robe, surprised by her question but nodding affirmatively. "Cloud Maiden is said to have been breathtakingly beautiful, even outshining the newlywed who was already famous for her beauty."

"Many guests were stunned."

"After a brief silence, the pavilion master personally brought wine and invited Cloud Maiden to join them, saying that it’s better to meet by chance than by invitation. Who wouldn’t want to befriend such a beautiful woman?"

"This incident was rare and unexpected; everyone thought it would become a legendary tale. No one could have imagined the enormous danger that followed."

"Seeing the pavilion master approach with wine, Cloud Maiden's expression was cold but not unfriendly. She gladly joined them and then asked to see the bride."

"Before the wedding ceremony, the bride should remain unseen, but this was just a secular rule for ordinary people. As cultivators, we are free from such restrictions, so many other guests also had similar thoughts, though they didn’t dare voice them."

"The stranger proposed this, and everyone agreed. The pavilion master couldn't deny their wishes and thus consented."

"What happened next?"

Lin Xuan was increasingly intrigued as he listened. Although he and Qin Yan rarely met, he still knew her character to some extent.

The actions of the woman before him bore no resemblance to his memories of Cloud Maiden.

Was it just a coincidence?

Could such a thing happen in this world—someone with the same nickname and real name?
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For a moment, Lin Xuan felt as if he had fallen into a thick fog, unable to grasp the truth of this matter.

The expressions on both their faces were similar. They listened quietly as one continued speaking.

"Then what happened?"

"The situation... later..."

The old man in the black robe showed a trace of fear on his face, seemingly unwilling to continue: "Later, everyone saw the bride. She was indeed a beauty, though not quite as enchanting as that Fairy from the Clouds. But she was still an unparalleled beauty."

"Everyone praised the堡主 for his good fortune, and the Fairy from the Clouds even called her a fine lady. But before anyone could react, she killed the bride with one sword strike."

"What? !"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, he had encountered countless strange events, but such an odd and eerie scene was unheard of. He muttered to himself: "Could it be that they were enemies?"

"Where could there be any enmity? Teleportation is random; how would it happen to arrive at someone's home where a grudge exists. Moreover, the bride was a woman of clear reputation, and the堡主 had only just met her for the first time. If there were any grudges, it would be too absurd."

The old man sighed. This matter was inherently difficult to unravel. He continued his story:

"The new bride was also a cultivator at the Spirit Transformation stage. However, she acted hastily, and the Fairy from the Clouds struck too quickly with no warning, causing her to perish on the spot without even escaping her essence core."

"Blood splattered five steps around her. The堡主 of Heaven璇堡 would not easily let this go."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he pondered.

"As your friend said, such a matter would be hard for anyone to remain calm. A joyous event turned into a funeral, and the greatest pain in life is precisely this."

The堡主 was naturally furious, and the guests were stunned. But the upheaval had not ended yet. Before they could react, the Fairy from the Clouds had already taken action.

In just a short moment, several nearby cultivators fell victim to her poison. Others only realized it when the battle began, shouting in rage. However, that woman was incredibly formidable. Even those with lower cultivation levels were hard-pressed. Among them, including the堡主 himself and several Golden Transformation stage experts, were left in disarray.

A fierce battle ensued, and Heaven璇堡 was razed to the ground. In the end, it was destroyed by a massive fire, leaving all the cultivators within, along with the guests, dead. Only a tenth managed to escape.

Lin Xuan was struck by this revelation.

The strength of Heaven璇堡 compared to Cloud Mist Sect was similar, and there were tens of thousands of cultivators.

As for the guests, although their exact numbers were hard to determine, they numbered in the thousands at least.

Moreover, the guests' cultivation levels would not be low. Since they had come to offer congratulations, they must have a good relationship with the堡主 and certainly wouldn't stand idly by.

In such circumstances, if someone could uproot the entire Heaven璇堡, their power was truly terrifying.

Even if he were in her position, whether or not he could do it was uncertain.

The Fairy from the Clouds' strength was indeed terrifying.

But wait, is this person really Qin Yan? It's still unclear.

Although Lin Xuan and Qin Yan weren't particularly close, he couldn't believe she would commit such a deed.

The key was the indiscriminate killing. What benefit could it bring her?

"Was every single member of Heaven璇堡 killed without exception?"

"Yes, apart from a few lucky disciples who managed to escape, everyone else perished, especially high-level cultivators, including several Golden Transformation stage experts, none survived..."

"Would this not cause a great uproar?" Yue'er interjected.

"Of course," the old man sighed. "From the perspective of Rain Pine World, while Heaven璇堡 may not be an outstanding force, it was certainly a formidable presence."

"The complete eradication of such a place sent shockwaves through neighboring sects and families. It's no exaggeration to say that everyone lived in fear..."

"Even those with no prior relationship with Heaven璇堡 were wary of potential disasters. They joined forces to search for the mysterious woman, hoping to collectively repel her."

"However, their search yielded no results; she seemed to vanish into thin air."

"What happened next?"

"For seven or eight years, there was no trace. This matter remained unresolved and became a mystery. As time passed, everyone gradually forgot this tragic event. After all, the cultivation world thrives on bloodshed."

The old man shook his head and sighed: "If this were to remain just a mystery, it would be nothing more than that in the end."

"But things didn't end there. Heaven璇堡 was completely eradicated over ten years ago. For the past decade, the Fairy from the Clouds remained unseen. Just as everyone began to forget about her, she reappeared at Yun Yang Sect, just as silently and mercilessly as before. The fate of Yun Yang Sect mirrored that of Heaven璇堡, with only a tenth of cultivators escaping. And once again, there was no trace of the Fairy from the Clouds."

"Over ten years or seven to eight years, the mysterious female demon would appear, sometimes acting alone, other times through her subordinates. The sects and families she chose were all bloodied, none could escape the disaster..."

"Is this really happening?"

Lin Xuan was stunned by what he heard, his face showing a hint of contemplation: "Could these sects have any grudge against Qin Yan?"

"Haha, if there were any grudges with the Fairy from the Clouds, there would be no reason to complain. Killing is just retribution for a debt. This is natural in our world. If this was the case, we wouldn't view Qin Yan as a venomous snake; instead, we'd laugh at those sects that provoked such enemies. The strange part is, according to survivors who escaped, none of these sects or families had ever met with Qin Yan. Any grudge would be impossible."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but remain speechless. The old man continued: "The strangest thing about the Fairy from the Clouds was not only her unparalleled strength but also her actions that defied any rules or patterns. She appeared every few years, wreaking havoc."

"Starting with Heaven璇堡, she has destroyed nearly a dozen sects and families in the past decade. The fear is palpable. This is why our sect treated the warning from the tortoise as an imminent threat. Her appearance was too similar to that of the Fairy from the Clouds."

The two from Cloud Mist Sect shook their heads and sighed, having cleared up any misunderstandings.

But Lin Xuan remained confused by her actions.

Her behavior did not match his memory of the Fairy from the Clouds.

Yet, all names and aliases matched. How could such a coincidence occur in this world?

"Yue'er, what do you think?"

Even with his many strategies, Lin Xuan couldn't discern the truth based on just one conversation.

He turned to Yue'er for her suggestion: "Friends, how does our sister Qin look?"
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"Appearance, well, she certainly lives up to the saying 'sinking fish and falling swan.'"

"Not bad. Although that cloud-dwelling demoness is ruthless, her looks are indeed good."

The middle-aged man with the surname Lu nodded his head: "Her aura is also not ordinary; if we say that the Nine Heavens Divine Maiden descended from heaven, it's not too much to say."

"Such high praise." Moon's brows furrowed as she said no more.

Lin Xuan raised his head: "You two mentioned before that the Cloud Fairy never leaves any survivors. Even great cultivators are all destroyed without exception. How can you have seen her true form?"

"Not bad, do you think we're deceiving you with empty words?"

Moon was also a bit annoyed.

"Companions, this is too much to ask of us; how could we possibly deceive you with lies? At the Tribulation Transcending stage, no one lives. But there are always some beings from other stages who escape. These people's strength may not be mentioned, but at least they have seen the true form of the Cloud Fairy. So my younger brother and I know this is nothing to be surprised about."

The old man in the black robe spoke thusly. Before he finished speaking, it seemed as if he wanted to prove his words to Lin Xuan. He waved his sleeves, and a simple scroll appeared from within.

It wasn't any treasure; just a painting.

With a shake of the old man's hand, green light flashed, and the scroll unfurled, revealing an image of a beautiful woman.

"Who is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Moon's face showed surprise as well. The person in the painting was indeed Qian Yan, though there were slight differences in detail. Her appearance and figure perfectly matched her memory, leaving no room for doubt or misidentification. The painter must have been a master, even capturing her aura so vividly that it seemed to leap off the paper.

Could the Cloud Fairy really be responsible for destroying Qian Yan's family? But why would she do such a thing?

In his memories, although her personality was somewhat cold, she wouldn't be this cruel and vicious. There must be some unknown secret between them.

Lin Xuan raised his head, frowning in thought. No matter how clever he was, it wasn't easy to figure everything out in an instant.

Boom!

Suddenly, a loud explosion echoed through the air. The ground trembled as if the mountain was collapsing.

This towering peak seemed about to crumble at any moment.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, and the two senior elders of the CloudXia School also showed signs of surprise.

If it weren't for the restrictions Lin Xuan and Moon had placed on them, they might have rushed out already.

Their hearts were filled with anxiety. Could the warning from the spirit turtle not be wrong? The cloud-dwelling demoness was indeed coming to their doorstep.

With this thought, both became even more anxious, but they couldn't move without Lin Xuan's permission.

"Let's go! We'll check it out!"

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's voice reached them. Moon naturally had no objections. The two from the CloudXia School were overjoyed and rushed out upon receiving permission.

Outside, chaos reigned supreme.

The entire Cloud Island was in a state of panic—both commoners and cultivators looked like headless flies.

Lin Xuan paid no attention to this. He raised his head and gazed toward the far horizon.

At the sea's edge, a black aura appeared. As he looked on, it seemed endless, with space around it collapsing and distorting.

"This is... chaotic demon energy!"

Surprise flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. He had dealt with true spirits enough times to recognize them instantly.

However, compared to what he had seen before, this chaotic demon energy was incredibly wild, almost frenzied.

How could that be?

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as the two from CloudXia School stood on high alert. The warning from the spirit turtle wasn't wrong; although it wasn't the Cloud Fairy, its power seemed even more formidable.

Could their sect really fall here?

The two looked at each other and couldn't help but look towards Lin Xuan in front.

These mysterious dual cultivation partners were no weaklings—Lin Xuan had already experienced their strength. They far surpassed those of their level.

If they were willing to help, perhaps there was a chance for them to survive the crisis. However, most cultivators were cold and calculating; without any benefit, why would someone risk everything?

The two sighed as they thought this.

Better to rely on oneself than others. Today, they could only fight with all their might.

Lin Xuan continued to observe the chaotic demon energy ahead.

He had seen many true spirits before, but none of them exhibited such bizarre behavior. Regardless of strength, the madness within was beyond description.

How to explain it?

It was as if...

The true spirit had made a mistake while practicing and had gone mad with delusions.

This sounded absurd, but in the strange world of cultivation, anything could happen.

Even immortals could make mistakes when practicing; true spirits could also go mad.

Similar records existed in ancient texts, though they were not detailed. Lin Xuan had only heard about them secondhand. Whether this was true or not remained to be seen.

If ordinary cultivators saw a true spirit, they would naturally avoid it out of respect.

True spirits were formidable; even the lower-ranked Golden Jade True Toad was terrifying in strength. So, unless absolutely necessary, no one willingly clashed with true spirits.

However, Lin Xuan was different. His cultivation method had ties to true spirits, especially the True Spirit Sword Technique, which required the refinement of true spirit blood.

While the blood of a true spirit descendant could be purified,

the genuine true spirit blood, after being refined, would naturally have greater power.

There was danger here, but it also presented an opportunity for Lin Xuan. He decided to assess the situation before making any decisions.

Seeing that Lin Xuan and Moon had no intention of leaving immediately, the two senior elders from CloudXia School exchanged a glance, showing signs of joy on their faces.

In this moment, the chaotic demon energy drew closer.

The sea churned with massive waves, white foam rolling in like an army of thousands. The sound was deafening.

"Quickly activate the protective array."

The old man in black's voice echoed far away. Judging by the direction of the demon energy, it was heading straight for Cloud Island. In a moment or two, it would engulf them all.

Considering its ferocity, without protection, it was hard to imagine any living beings surviving.

This wasn't because true spirits were cruel; they simply had too much power. Just as someone might accidentally step on an ant while walking, the same principle applied here.

People didn't care about stepping on ants, and true spirits felt similarly indifferent.

But Lin Xuan couldn't let CloudXia School be destroyed by this. The only way was to activate the protective array.

As the chaotic demon energy drew nearer, vague figures could be seen inside.

The White Tiger of the Four Symbols!
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Lin Xuan widened his eyes. Although he was certain that true spirit had descended here, he never expected it to be such a formidable monster.

The White Tiger, one of the Four Spirits in legend.

While its strength fell far short of the True Dragon and Heavenly Phoenix, it certainly wasn't something like the Golden Jade True Toad could match. Among the true spirits, it was also quite renowned.

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt both anxious and elated.

Anxiety came from the fact that dealing with the White Tiger would be no easy task; regardless of the outcome, this battle would undoubtedly be extremely arduous.

Joy stemmed from the fact that the more extraordinary the White Tiger's strength was, the greater the benefits he could gain by defeating it.

As they say, fortune favors those who dare to take risks. The higher the risk, the greater the reward—there is no such thing as a free lunch in this world.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced through his mind before he made up his mind.

He was no longer an inexperienced cultivator; though his strength couldn’t compare to that of scattered immortals and demon kings, he could be considered top-tier by the standards of the Three Realms.

The White Tiger might indeed be one of the Four Spirits, but if Lin Xuan were to leave, it would surely be helpless. He was almost certain about this with a 100% confidence level.

However, leaving was not in his character; the current crisis also harbored immense benefits. Lin Xuan didn’t intend to eliminate the White Tiger entirely but he had to obtain its true spirit blood.

The True Spirit Sword Art was his most powerful secret technique, and the nine true spirits could be used flexibly based on different opponents.

In other words, the more true spirit blood he refined, the greater the power would naturally become.

...

Various thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as the terrifying chaotic demon energy spread near him.

White Tiger!

Roar!

The deafening howl echoed in his ears. Its figure was still indistinct, but its formidable pressure descended from above.

It was hard to describe with words. On the sea surface, massive waves surged like a tidal wave. If not for the protective sect array blocking them, Cloud Mist Island might have been submerged.

This sounded exaggerated, but it wasn’t at all. When Fairy Hundred Flowers pursued Golden Jade True Toad, even just the aftermath of their battle had turned an area of ten thousand miles into nothingness.

The vast Greenwood City and countless cultivators, apart from Lin Xuan who managed to escape by luck, were all slain in that battle.

No matter whether it was Fairy Hundred Flowers or Golden Jade True Toad, they were far too powerful for them.

When the city gate catches fire, even fish in the pond get burned. This old saying held true.

Fortunately, Cloud Mist Sect was incomparably stronger than an ordinary cultivator city.

The sect array had its merits; although the chaotic demon energy was imposing, it was unrealistic to think that such power alone could break through the sect’s protective array.

Several collisions dimmed the light curtain surrounding the entire Cloud Mist Island slightly. However, it was still far from collapsing completely.

"Your sect's array is truly impressive!"

Lin Xuan nodded in approval.

"I beg your pardon for my words. Our sect has a long history dating back to ancient times; this array is the result of countless generations of elders' hard work and ingenuity, making its defensive capabilities quite formidable."

The old man in the black robe also wore an expression of pride on his face.

With his strength at this level, he had lived for many years. Saying that he was a seasoned veteran might be too much, but his vision and insight were undoubtedly remarkable.

Originally, what he feared most was these mysterious couple cultivators. Seeing the White Tiger descend here, they seemed uninvolved, immediately turning their backs and leaving.

If he were in their shoes, he would likely do the same.

True spirits were such formidable beings; unless absolutely necessary or there was a significant benefit, who would dare to challenge them?

Running away when the shoe is on the other foot was the wisest choice. This wasn't idle talk; among the Thirty-Six Stratagems, fleeing was indeed the best option.

This saying held true not only in secular life but also in the cultivation world.

He didn’t understand why Lin Xuan stayed instead of leaving or what his intentions were here. But regardless, it was to his advantage for Cloud Mist Sect at this moment.

The White Tiger was no less formidable among true spirits; even if he and his younger brother joined forces, they had no chance of victory. As for the other disciples, their only fate would be death, all perishing here without exception. It wasn’t strange that Cloud Mist Sect’s lineage should end here either.

With this couple's help, things would be different.

Both Lin Xuan and the woman with breathtaking beauty were far stronger than him. If they were willing to lend a hand, the four of them could face off against the White Tiger.

Roar!

Before he could finish his thoughts, another deafening roar echoed in his ears.

It was shocking and unbelievable; the surging chaotic demon energy inexplicably converged towards the center. Soon after, a long spear made of demon energy appeared in Lin Xuan’s line of sight.

A hundred feet tall, like an arrow piercing the sky, its momentum akin to a storm, it crashed towards Cloud Mist Island with great force.

"Bad luck!"

The old man's pupils constricted; his expression showed signs of panic but quickly vanished. With a wave of his sleeve, a small array disk flew out, no larger than a palm.

Despite its compact size, the aura it emitted was quite formidable. Several faint light points flickered on and off!

The old man’s expression turned extremely serious as he raised both hands and rapidly tapped forward. As he moved, the light curtain around Cloud Mist Island instantly thickened significantly.

This wasn’t over yet; several shields appeared on the surface of the light curtain in the direction facing the White Tiger, enhancing the defensive capabilities even more.

Boom!

The entire process seemed lengthy but took only an instant. In the next moment, the long spear made of chaotic demon energy charged forward with terrifying force.

Sizzle...

A loud cracking sound echoed as the several shields instantly shattered.

However, Lin Xuan could see that the power contained in the spear had been significantly diminished.

There was just one more layer of light curtain left.

Boom!

The spear plunged forward; the light curtain distorted and twisted but ultimately held firm, blocking the strike.

When this process ended, a cheer erupted across Cloud Mist Island. Even ordinary mortals and low-ranking disciples were relieved, while the Core Profound and Spirit Division cultivators faced such terrifying attacks with despair, almost thinking they would perish here.

Fortunately, their worries were unfounded, but the feeling of escaping disaster brought everyone some relief.

However, this merely blocked a portion of the White Tiger’s might. It couldn’t be called an actual attack; dealing with true spirits wasn’t that easy.

Roar!

In the depths of the chaotic demon energy, two red lights flickered, making the malevolence even more terrifying as the White Tiger was enraged.

PS: I just got home this afternoon and am extremely tired. This chapter took me a lot of effort to complete. Normal updates will resume tomorrow. In a few days when I have some time, I’ll unleash a burst of creativity. Please continue supporting Hundred Refinements and Illusory Rain. Also, please give more recommendation votes; they are very much needed.
第三千四百四十四章 天上掉馅饼

Foolishness turned into a blunder!

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of sighing.

He didn't know if the White Tiger had really made a mistake while practicing, leading to a demonic possession. But regardless, its power was beyond doubt.

The array techniques of Cloud Mist Sect, since they were passed down from ancient times, naturally had their unique advantages. However, relying solely on this to block the Four Spirits' White Tiger was too naive.

Roar!

Sure enough, before Lin Xuan could even finish his thought, the chaotic demonic qi in the sky became more and more磅礴 (bountiful), and the image of the White Tiger gradually became clearer.

Lightning streaked across the vast expanse of the sky, and the sky instantly turned darker.

Rain poured down heavily.

The clouds in the sky actually formed a huge vortex. Astonishing demonic qi was released from within.

Then, gray light flashed past, and a giant paw emerged from inside.

White Tiger!

This wasn't an attack凝聚 (gathered) by demonic qi; instead, it was the White Tiger's sharp claws striking downward.

In the past, when Fairy Hundred Flowers pursued True Chameleon Jin Yue, merely the residual force of their battle had leveled Qing Mu City to ruins, turning a vast area into desolation.

Now, with the White Tiger enraged, what kind of terrifying power would its true strike have?

That paw emerged from the vortex, gruesome and fearsome, stretching over a hundred feet. It tore through heaven and earth, striking down heavily towards Cloud Mist Island.

"Move!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. With his sharp eyes, he could clearly gauge the power of this strike. Although it wasn't enough to harm him, standing here and taking hits was not an option for Lin Xuan.

Thus, he enveloped Moon's delicate body in a layer of green light, then retreated like a shooting star towards one side.

At this moment, Lin Xuan didn't use spatial magic because the force of White Tiger's paw was too great. Using instantaneous teleportation at such a time would be incredibly foolish.

But even with ordinary遁光 (flying light), Lin Xuan's speed was off the charts.

In just an instant, he had retreated several dozen miles away.

Although this distance wasn't entirely safe, as long as they didn't face White Tiger head-on, the residual effects wouldn't cause much harm.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had no intention of leaving. After retreating dozens of miles, he stopped and looked towards the distant horizon.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed in his ears. Facing the White Tiger's enraged paw, Cloud Mist Island's defenses crumbled like paper. Everything before him was crushed into powder. Gale-force winds swept out, destroying not only Cloud Mist Sect's琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilions) but also ordinary terraces and towers, as well as the cities of common folk.

The sea roared with giant waves, swallowing all that Cloud Mist Sect had once been. An ancient sect with thousands of cultivators was reduced to dust.

If not for witnessing it firsthand, one would find it hard to believe such a tragic scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan sighed. It seemed White Tiger truly had demonic possession. Otherwise, as one of the Four Spirits, though not symbolizing auspiciousness, he wouldn't have unleashed such indiscriminate slaughter without reason.

White Tiger was mad!

It sounded absurd when spoken aloud.

But everything before his eyes, his calculations were correct.

Cloud Mist Sect was in ruins. Apart from the two Supreme Elders, few if any other cultivators survived.

"White Tiger! I will never stop fighting you!"

Before Lin Xuan could sigh, a thunderous roar echoed into his ears, as loud as a rushing storm, filled with boundless anger.

Then, amidst the smoke and dust, a sword light shone forth, slicing down towards the chaotic demonic qi.

The voice was familiar. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan recognized it as the Robe Elder.

Speaking of him, he had lived for over 100,000 years, his eyesight and discernment were undoubtedly sharp. However, compared to Lin Xuan, he was still far behind. He failed to see the immense power contained in White Tiger's previous strike, leading Cloud Mist Sect to be destroyed before his very eyes.

He too suffered the consequences.

Incredibly disheveled!

But as a Transcendence Realm cultivator, at least he managed to preserve his life.

With both shame and anger, despite knowing they couldn't defeat White Tiger, in their fury, they unleashed their own命宝 (life treasures), flying swords and short spears, fighting with other precious items. For a time, they didn’t seem to be losing.

However, this was only temporary. As time passed, the two would inevitably meet their end here.

The Robe Elder understood this clearly in his heart.

At this point, he wasn't afraid of death. But sacrificing his life wouldn’t harm White Tiger; such an outcome was what he didn’t wish to see.

To change the course of events, unless someone could help.

Those mysterious dual cultivation partners had been watching from the side, though they didn’t know their intentions, their strength was off the charts. If they could get these two’s assistance, not only would defeating White Tiger be possible, but even killing this hateful true spirit here wouldn’t be impossible.

With this thought, the elder no longer hesitated and loudly proclaimed: "Two fellow daoists, will you offer your aid? If you are willing to help us brothers kill White Tiger, we, though lacking in talent, from now on, will follow your commands without hesitation, regardless of fire or water."

"Good!"

These words pleased Lin Xuan. He originally wanted to obtain the true spirit's blood and had to fight against White Tiger. Now not only did he get two allies for free, but there were such great benefits.

It was like a pie falling from the sky.

After all, although their strength wasn’t as formidable as his, they were still Transcendence Realm cultivators and natives of Cloud Mist Sect. With this help, finding the Seven Treasures in Rain Pine World would be much easier.

Although there were no clues now, at least he wouldn't wander aimlessly like a headless fly.

"Good! I hope you two daoists remember your promise!"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly.
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"Words of a gentleman, a swift horse's kick!"

The old man in the black robe showed no hesitation. As long as he could slay the White Tiger, he was willing to pay any price.

Even his life and death were not worth considering; thus, other conditions naturally didn't matter much.

"Agreed!"

Lin Xuan did not say more. He wasn't afraid of the other party having second thoughts. Although most cultivators were cold-hearted, those at their level generally kept their promises.

Breaking a promise was considered shameful!

Few Great Daoists would do such foolish things unless absolutely necessary.

Moreover, these two brothers had seals on them, though they couldn't be treated like fish for the butcher's knife. Still, Lin Xuan believed he could make them keep their word with some assurance.

Besides, he intended to deal with the White Tiger anyway; this was just a bonus.

Why hesitate? If the White Tiger continued its rampage, countless lives would suffer.

Even ordinary people couldn't defend themselves against one of the Four Divine Beasts. Lin Xuan didn't want to be seen as a savior, but at this moment, saving the world aligned with his goals, so he was willing to act bravely and rescue all living beings from danger.

Lin Xuan was a decisive person. Once he made up his mind, there was no hesitation. His body radiated with brilliance as he flew towards the battlefield.

Roar!

The deafening roar reached Lin Xuan's ears. Although they communicated through divine consciousness, the White Tiger had already sensed something amiss.

Despite its current state of madness, its true essence still instinctively reacted strongly. Even though Lin Xuan and Moon did not reveal their full power, just their calm demeanor was enough to deter it.

The White Tiger was a creature from ancient times with countless battles under its belt. Yet, when facing Lin Xuan, it felt an inexplicable discomfort.

That feeling was hard to describe, but similar experiences had occurred in the past.

Those instances were always against formidable enemies.

This young Lin, however, how could he be so remarkable?

Was his perception mistaken? Or something else?

The White Tiger didn't have time or mood to argue. It decided to act first and take advantage of the situation.

Its strength was already superior to that of the two from Cloud Mist Sect by much. Earlier, due to their desperate efforts, it had appeared vulnerable. But over time, it regained its momentum.

While claiming an absolute victory might be exaggerated, describing it as effortless would be accurate. Hence, seeing Lin Xuan approaching, it immediately prepared to act.

Roar!

With that roar, a massive tiger head materialized in the sky.

The fierce eyes glowed red, emitting terrifying rage. Then it opened its blood-filled mouth.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted!

His keen eye could see the problem clearly. Not retaliating was not Lin Xuan's choice.

Seizing the initiative now was crucial.

With that thought, Lin Xuan raised his right hand. A thin, transparent sword appeared in his palm, shimmering like a蝉翼 (chán yì, cicada wing).

Lin Xuan gently shook it, seemingly moving only his shoulder. No other movements, but the entire sky instantly filled with converging sword energy.

The sword energy rained down like a storm, myriad and colorful, sweeping towards the White Tiger with great force.

Such an imposing attack, yet all the sword energies were orderly, as if following some natural law, though it was hard to pinpoint exactly what that law was.

Cloud Mist Island had suffered greatly, but lucky survivors managed to escape from the earlier calamity. They were now mesmerized by Lin Xuan's extraordinary sword skills.

While ancient times were long gone, sword cultivators had declined. However, many cultivators still used swords as their primary weapon.

Almost all cultivators had practiced sword techniques, but none like Lin Xuan's mastery.

Of course, he wasn't invincible, but to ordinary cultivators, he was beyond reach. Everyone was transfixed, not daring to miss any detail.

Roar!

The deafening roar echoed again.

Clearly sensing the situation, the White Tiger's massive tiger head grew even larger, covering half of the sky. The rage burst forth from its mouth, emitting light beams and some flickering arcs. The scene was astonishingly powerful.

Lin Xuan ignored it. In an instant, the vast sword energy clashed with the light beams.

Sizzle...

Multicolored crystal!

The terrifying hurricane in the sky surged. As the light beams met the sword energies, they fiercely interlocked.

No clear winner yet.

But Lin Xuan's move went beyond this point.

Seeing that the Nine Palaces Needles' attack was futile, he didn't get upset. He raised his right hand and lightly punched forward.

This punch was indeed effortless, devoid of any human touch, reaching a state of simplicity.

Initially, the White Tiger hadn’t noticed anything amiss because it was preoccupied with the other two Great Daoists. Thus, it couldn’t immediately detect Lin Xuan's subtle moves.

Force Law!

The original balance between sword energy and light beams remained unresolved. However, Lin Xuan’s punch broke that equilibrium.

Sizzle...

The light beams were swallowed by the sword energies and punch force, then disintegrated like a collapsing fortress. The attack swept through, pushing everything behind it.

The tiger head was the first to face this onslaught. It couldn’t even dodge in time before being overwhelmed by the converging attacks. The space blurred, and finally, it vanished completely.

Roar!

The distant roar of the White Tiger reached Lin Xuan's ears, tinged with pain.

The tiger head he had conjured wasn't just a simple technique; it contained a fragment of his essence to achieve arm-like finger control.

Now, he had lost that advantage, all mysteriously destroyed by Lin Xuan’s attack.
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White Tiger's heart was naturally filled with a mix of shock and anger. However, the two Supreme Elders of Cloud Mist Sect were overjoyed. This was an excellent opportunity that couldn't be missed. They immediately unleashed their full power, desperately attacking.

In a short while, sword qi flew everywhere, and magical treasures danced in the air, making the battle reach its peak.

Despite hating Lin Xuan to the core, White Tiger still found it hard to deal with both of them at once.

After all, a Great Power of the Transcendence Stage wasn't made of paper. While he could handle their attacks simultaneously, there was still some pressure involved.

Lin Xuan watched clearly and saw a trace of joy in his eyes.

If he had fought alone against White Tiger, although he might have some chance of winning, the process would definitely be much harder than now.

Now, not only did he gain two additional allies, but they also promised to follow his commands after this. Was there such a good deal anywhere else in the world?

In this situation, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to slack off or hold back.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan charged towards White Tiger once again.

His遁光 was incredibly swift, and this time, he didn't face any distraction. He arrived almost instantly.

Of course, he wasn't close enough yet; they were still several hundred feet apart. Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a five-colored crystal appeared in his palm, along with the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Though it was roughly the size of an egg, its light was breathtakingly beautiful as rule-like forces surged forth from within.

"Drop!"

Just as Lin Xuan was about to swing out the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, White Tiger struck first.

With a snap, two claws came down, and cracks appeared in space. The scene was indescribable; the void, originally formless and intangible, now resembled a vase covered with spider webs.

A slight misstep could result in being swallowed by these spatial rifts. Even a hundred cultivators of slightly lower realms would surely scatter their souls.

However, for Lin Xuan, such techniques were formidable but not necessarily lethal.

After all, the young master also knew spatial rules.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he raised his right hand, and spiritual light appeared. In his palm, there was now a long spear that looked anything but ordinary.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan infused his power into it. A clear sound echoed as symbols burst forth from the surface of the spear. Silver rune arrays flickered into existence.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and struck downward with all his might.

All the rune arrays glowed brightly. An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The cracks in the sky, which had already spread towards them, began to heal. It was as if someone had repaired the original cracks.

Reversing spatial rules!

The old man in the black robe showed a look of sheer terror on his face. He knew these mysterious dual cultivation partners were formidable but hadn't expected it to reach this level.

Ordinary heaven and earth rules could be touched by Spirit Divided cultivators, and once they broke through the Transcendence realm, understanding them was not difficult. However, applying such knowledge required countless years of hard practice, which relied on various coincidences.

The strength of a Transcendence Realm cultivator had a significant relationship with their understanding of heaven and earth rules. But to reverse these rules required顶级大能 of the late stage.

This Lin family youth was clearly at the mid-Transcendence realm. How did he manage this?

Though he relied on a precious item, it still left him speechless. It was too incredible.

If not for witnessing it with his own eyes, he would never believe that such a figure existed in the three realms who could reverse heaven and earth rules. Could it mean that facing an old monster of late Transcendence realm, he had the strength to challenge?

Unfortunately, the old man in the black robe didn't know that Huangquan Ghost Mother had just fallen at Lin Xuan's hands; otherwise, his jaw would have dropped.

White Tiger's attack was thwarted by Lin Xuan. He saw Lin Xuan flick his left hand, and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire suddenly expanded a hundredfold in an instant, like a meteor falling, crashing towards the opponent with great force.

An expert can tell at a glance whether they are skilled or not.

Wherever the meteor passed, the void collapsed.

"Ahhh!"

White Tiger let out a roar that echoed through the clouds. The originally grayish sky became even darker as chaotic spiritual energy filled the void.

Clearly, White Tiger was about to use another technique to gain an advantage over Lin Xuan. However, the two Supreme Elders of Cloud Mist Sect were still around; they wouldn't miss this opportunity.

The old man in the black robe waved his sleeve, and two dark green dragons emerged from it, writhing with claws outstretched.

Meanwhile, the middle-aged man named Lu stretched out his hand and tapped his waist. A storage bag appeared, and countless winged demons flew out of it, surrounding White Tiger.

Even a true spirit wouldn't dare ignore such a situation.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire had already flown close enough.

White Tiger couldn't escape. However, at this moment, something unbelievable happened.

Its figure vanished into thin air.

It wasn't fleeing or breaking through space; it simply disappeared without any explanation, as if it never existed there in the first place.

With such a disappearance, both the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and the dark green dragons lost their purpose. With its target now completely gone, how could they show off their power?

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he didn't know where White Tiger had hidden. He quickly summoned the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye but found nothing in his haste.

"Trouble!"

Lin Xuan whispered to himself.

There was no time to look for White Tiger's whereabouts. Lin Xuan's entire body shone with brilliance, and he flew off at an angle.

In a moment, he had escaped more than ten miles.

His reaction was swift, but the sharp sound of breaking air entered his ears.

The place where Lin Xuan originally stood was pierced by several sharp claw marks.

Fortunately, he dodged quickly enough.

Lin Xuan's back was drenched in cold sweat. He secretly rejoiced at having anticipated this move. The other two didn't have such good luck.

A painful cry echoed as the two Supreme Elders of Cloud Mist Sect lost their left hand and right arm respectively, looking extremely disheveled.

Silently, White Tiger reappeared in his line of sight.

Truly a true spirit; its concealment technique was remarkable. It managed to remain undetected even under everyone's watchful eyes, turning danger into safety and reversing the tide with its exceptional evasion skills.

If he had retreated more slowly just now, he would have suffered severe injuries.

Before this thought could fully form, a slender and graceful figure materialized from the void behind White Tiger.

Moon had sneaked to this place without him noticing.
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The mantis catches the cicada, but the oriole is behind. Even among the strong, there are stronger.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had spent some time with Moon for a while, but he hadn't paid much attention to her true abilities. He remained somewhat clueless about it all.

In the past, the Asura King had subdued the Three Realms, yet Moon was different from him now. When they first met, she couldn’t even defeat a ghost. Lin Xuan thought that her powers were limited like that.

Lin Xuan didn't care much about this.

He never relied on Moon's power; a man of honor wouldn’t be so spineless. To establish himself in the Three Realms, he had to rely on his own strength.

Just as he once said to Moon, "From now on, I will protect you."

Though times changed, Lin Xuan didn't forget that vow.

Thus, whether Moon was strong or weak made no difference to him.

But what happened before left Lin Xuan utterly shocked. He had truly underestimated the girl. While other abilities were not discussed, her concealment technique was beyond his reach.

It was a significant gap.

Evil men have their own grinders; White Tiger didn't know that danger was creeping close.

Moon's entire body emitted no trace of aura as she approached within ten zhang of White Tiger.

She raised her jade hand, and a colorful glass box about a foot long appeared before her eyes.

Beautiful yet inconspicuous, it failed to reveal any hint of its presence.

This violated common sense; even先天灵宝 couldn't do that.

However, the rarity of先天之物 was no match for the玄阴宝盒.

The Asura King's personal treasure could transform in myriad ways.

Suddenly, a burst of spiritual light appeared without revealing any aura. The glass box vanished into thin air, replaced by a short sword.

Its design was unique; the handle was longer than the blade itself. Several vine-like tendrils wrapped around Moon’s arm tightly.

Moon raised her hand and struck downward with great dexterity, silently and swiftly.

A bright crystal thread appeared in Lin Xuan's vision.

It flashed past, slow yet fast, slicing towards White Tiger.

Lin Xuan, far away, could see it clearly.

He was awed by the technique.

Not only did its power impress him, but its use as a stealth attack was flawless.

Indeed, flawless!

If he were in White Tiger’s position, this strike would likely have hit him. Moon's target was White Tiger’s head. A direct hit would surely cripple it, if not kill it.

Lin Xuan was elated; such an opportunity shouldn't be missed.

He took a deep breath and summoned all his power to give White Tiger another blow when the moment was right.

However, just as he prepared to act, something unexpected happened.

A survivor from Cloud Rainbow Island watched Moon’s sword strike. White Tiger, unaware of danger, didn’t dodge. Startled, the man let out an "Ah" involuntarily.

He wasn't trying to warn White Tiger; it was a mere reflex due to his surprise.

But a small mistake could change everything. That unintentional sound altered the course of events.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

Without time for further thought, he flicked his sleeves and an ancient scroll flew out.

Crimson light flickered as primordial energy surged in.

The Scroll of Immortal Sword!

Lin Xuan raised both hands and cast several spells.

The scroll unfolded, emitting countless fine threads of light.

A piercing sound echoed through the air.

Instantly, these threads transformed into sharp sword qi.

With overwhelming force, they seemed to cut everything in their path.

"Primordial object!"

The two Cloud Rainbow disciples were shocked and delighted. Ignoring their injuries, they cast several spells as well.

Mystic Black Dragon and Flying Snake lunged at White Tiger with great ferocity.

As for White Tiger, Moon’s stealthy strike hadn’t initially raised any alarms. However, the survivor's exclamation caught its attention.

It turned slightly, only to notice something amiss in the corner of its eye.

White Tiger was alarmed but couldn't dodge or defend in time.

Roar!

In shock and anger, it tried to turn its head sharply.

The movement was swift, but too late. It managed to avoid a critical area but lost its right front paw to the sword qi.

Painful as it was, White Tiger had no time to tend to its wounds or get angry. Lin Xuan activated the Scroll of Immortal Sword, sending countless sword qi like a storm from all directions.

The attacks were too precise; a single misstep could lead to its soul being scattered here.

Mystic Black Dragon and Flying Snake weren't taken seriously compared to the sword qi. The two Cloud Rainbow disciples were merely distractions. These mysterious men and women posed the real threat.

But it was too late for them to realize this.

The situation was perilous, but as a powerful true spirit, White Tiger wouldn’t give up so easily.

A deafening roar echoed in its ears. Its eyes glowed with ferocity, emitting one after another of its runes from its massive body.

The originally grayish sky darkened further.

Empty space seemed like ripples on the surface of a small lake stirred by the wind.

Mirrors appeared before their eyes, thin as cicada wings but incredibly sturdy—transformed into this form by White Tiger's roar.

Using his power to such an extent was truly impressive.

The runes that had previously drifted from its body now mixed with these mirrors. The surface of the mirrors glowed brightly.

In the next moment, the majestic sword qi hit like a storm, colliding fiercely.

Like raindrops on autumn lotuses, the golden mirrors began to ripple rapidly, as if they might be breached at any moment.

But each time, they managed to repel the attacks. White Tiger’s defenses were formidable indeed.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan's expression was grim with disdain.

How could White Tiger withstand his primordial object?

Defenses would eventually break down sooner or later.

He had full confidence in this.

Though White Tiger had gone mad, its mind remained clear. He knew the risks of a direct confrontation.

Breaking through the encirclement wouldn’t be easy; he might die here.

He wanted to escape but found it difficult. The Scroll of Immortal Sword was formidable, and the other three also used their treasures to attack fiercely. Escaping wasn't straightforward.
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Hawk falls to the plain and is bullied by dogs; dragon swims in shallow waters and is teased by shrimp.

White Tiger's current situation could be described as extremely unfavorable. But it naturally would not sit idly and await death.

"Aaaah!"

The deafening roar entered his ears, and suddenly, his eyes turned red with intense light, while his figure became blurry, shrinking to a hundred times smaller in an instant.

It transformed into a tiny white tiger no more than a foot long.

Though its body size had shrunk, the aura it emitted did not weaken at all; rather, it seemed even stronger.

Roar!

The white tiger let out a roar as two different colored spiritual lights—milky white and golden—emerged from its body surface.

These lights coalesced into a light ball that enveloped its entire body. Vast amounts ofthe power of laws (lawful power) mixed with chaotic demon energy surrounded it, creating a piercing sound as rays of light shot out from its body.

This was no ordinary elemental spell; the power was astonishing. It managed to block all the sword rain, and Moon and Cloud Pavilion's attacks were equally helpless against it.

"Hmm, you really are willing to use your primordial force," Lin Xuan thought with disdain on his face but extreme caution in his heart.

The tiger must be fighting for its life!

With this realization, Lin Xuan would not ignore the situation. He acted first; better to strike first and suffer no harm later. Lin Xuan had already summoned the Immortal Sword Diagram, but he still had other treasures at his disposal.

Nine Palaces Momentary Sword naturally was the most convenient choice. Silver light shone as nine radiant lotuses appeared in mid-air, slowly rotating before blossoming one by one. Soon, a chill emanated from them, and countless sword threads shot out.

Instantly, piercing sounds filled the air as those sword threads weaved through the sky, quickly forming nets that blocked all possible escape routes for the white tiger. The web of heaven was no different.

Transforming swords into threads, Lin Xuan had considerable experience. After befriending Immortal Fairy Peach Blossom, he received much guidance from her.

Now, his performance truly amazed everyone; even Moon did not say anything, but she widened her eyes in amazement.

"Master really is remarkable!"

In her mind, the scene before her was unbelievable. She shook her shoulder slightly, and a miraculous sight unfolded.

Several identical young women appeared in mid-air, their appearances and figures indistinguishable from hers. The spiritual pressure they emitted was exactly the same as well.

Even more astonishingly, each of them held aMystic Yin Treasure Box (True Scripture of Profound Yin).

Was this not an illusion?

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in astonishment. Even if his divine consciousness could not discern truth and falsehood, using Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes would be futile.

The Shakra King’s power truly was impressive; he had underestimated Moon far too much earlier.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but saw the seven or eight young women transformed from Moon simultaneously take action.

The True Scripture of Profound Yin emitted light as it transformed into various treasures—daggers, long spears, short swords, and flying swords. Each radiated with an exceptionally thick layer ofthe power of laws (lawful power).

Could all these be real?

Lin Xuan was truly stunned. Although he had broad experience, he did not believe anyone could deceive him to such a degree.

But transforming into seven or eight people at once was too incredible; this wasn’t just any kind of spirit division or incarnation technique. Could each one really be Moon?

The Shakra King’s power was indeed astonishingly refined.

Lin Xuan marveled but did not waste his efforts trying to understand the truth behind it. He could ask Moon about it directly, so why bother? The pressing matter now was to exhaust all his strength and kill the white tiger here.

With this thought, Lin Xuan focused entirely on the task at hand, using both the Immortal Sword Diagram and his innate treasures. Although he couldn’t harm the white tiger, he could at least contain it.

Breaking through would be a futile dream.

The two from Cloud Pavilion naturally were not idle either. Their strength was slightly inferior but still formidable; they hated the white tiger to the core and did not hold back in their attacks. Their efforts significantly strained the tiger’s energy.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only an instant.

Seeing Moon transform into seven, the white tiger was equally shocked. However, Lin Xuan's trio of attacks were too tight for it to think about anything else.

Desperate, it could only ignore the consumption of its primordial force and create layer upon layer of light screens as protection.

Though these screens appeared thin, they were formed by using its primordial force, making their power formidable indeed.

At this moment, those seven or eight young women rushed forward. The beauties moved swiftly, holding the treasures transformed from the True Scripture of Profound Yin and forcefully smashing them against the light screen in front.

These weapons, though heavy, seemed effortless to hold.

Light flashed as countless runes emerged from these magical artifacts.

Sizzle...

The thick light screen emitted a dazzling glow but could not withstand it, dissipating instantly.

"Impossible..."

Though the white tiger did not speak, its eyes widened as if witnessing something inconceivable. These defenses were formed using its own primordial force; their strength was formidable, even comparable toPrimordial Object (primordial objects), so how could they be easily breached?

Even a late-stageLate Stage of Tribulation Transcendence cultivator might struggle.

But now, pondering this was meaningless.

Sizzle...

The first layer of defense broke, just the beginning. The next few layers were torn apart like withering grass and trees, effortlessly.

And those leading young women dispersed as well. The last one holding a long sword emerged.

Then, the other young women's figures blurred as they rushed towards her direction.

The figures became increasingly indistinct until seven turned into one. Astonishingly, this final Moon’s aura surged dramatically—more than doubled... no, it was several times more, nearly reaching late-stageLate Stage of Tribulation Transcendence.

"How is this possible?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. He saw the transformed Moon like a celestial being strike the white tiger's head with a sword.
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Harmony between Man and Sword!

Like a celestial immortal flying from the heavens, Lin Xuan's sword arrived before Bai Hu. The风采 of that single strike was indescribable; it even had elements that Lin Xuan found hard to comprehend.

"Whoosh..."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but take in a sharp breath as he marveled at it. After all, he was no longer the same as before; he had advanced to mid-transcendence stage and could now dominate the Three Realms across time and space! What kind of experts hadn’t he seen? Even Huangquan Ghost Mother fell to his hands.

The promotion from demon essence and second yuan婴 further enhanced his strength, making him a formidable force in the cultivation world. This was no exaggeration; while he still couldn't match the top tier in the Three Realms, compared to scattered immortals or true demons, there was still a gap. But here, in the cultivation world, he could be considered a ruler.

Yet, something beyond his understanding had appeared before him—a phenomenon that left Lin Xuan speechless and amazed.

The former Asura King had truly been extraordinary, as evident from Moon’s performance. She hadn’t relied on any source of power or divine artifacts; how did she manage to boost her strength so dramatically in such a short time?

It was almost beyond reason, but the technique was indeed too powerful. If Lin Xuan were in Bai Hu's position, he might not have been able to withstand it either.

This wasn't mere boasting. The power of this move was overwhelming and incomprehensible, akin to the True Spirit Sword Art. Even deities couldn’t resist; what could a true spirit do?

Lin Xuan paused his actions, no longer using the Nine Palace Momentary Technique or the Immortal Sword Diagram. It wasn’t arrogance but rather a concern that his attack might interfere with Moon’s strategy.

This strike was indeed a decisive blow. If Bai Hu hadn't fallen into madness and focused all his energy on defending, there might have been a slim chance to dodge it. But now...

Lin Xuan was certain; Bai Hu's fate was sealed.

With Lin Xuan's character, he had the confidence to make such a prediction. He simply put away his treasures, resting his hand on his forehead in a relaxed manner, waiting for the outcome.

Sizzle…

The dark sky, like spilled ink, grew pitch-black despite the sun still shining. The weather was gloomy and foreboding, as if a storm was brewing.

As expected in such conditions at sea, but now it felt different.

Suddenly, a lightning bolt split the sky, silver snakes dancing. At the same time, a sword light shone even more brightly than the lightning.

Moon’s sword aimed directly for Bai Hu's head. Her beauty like jade, her sword like snow.

The angle of this strike was incredibly sharp, seemingly imbued with cosmic laws yet ordinary in appearance. In any case, its intent was beyond Lin Xuan's comprehension, reaching a state of simplicity and purity.

Roar!

Bai Hu’s fur stood on end as his body bristled. It had indeed fallen into madness, but instinctively knew it was a matter of life and death. It couldn’t sit idly by.

Opening its blood-filled maw, a golden light shot out like an arrow from a powerful bow, streaking towards Moon at incredible speed.

This wasn't just any spell; it was the essence of his true spirit, infused with his understanding of cosmic laws, making it incredibly potent. Even late-stage cultivators would hesitate to face such power head-on.

This was Bai Hu's secret technique, rarely used due to its immense cost. Defeating a formidable opponent might come at the expense of significant energy depletion, akin to cutting off one’s own arm to kill an enemy.

Now pushed to the brink, it had no choice but to use it. The golden light streaked like lightning, reaching Moon in an instant.

But Moon didn’t dodge; her face showed no signs of fear or pain. It was as if she hadn't noticed the attack at all.

This composure was truly remarkable.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows, ready to summon the Azure Turtle Dragon Armor Shield but paused. The two Cloudy Peak disciples were already bowing in reverence.

Indeed, they bowed down; Moon clearly wasn’t reacting out of lack of time but disdain for such an attack.

Was she being too overconfident?

A true spirit’s strike was no trivial matter, let alone a secret technique.

The answer soon came. The golden light didn't block or deflect; it easily pierced through Moon's body, leaving a large wound on her chest.

Such injuries would have been fatal to any cultivator—meat and essence alike—but Moon showed no signs of pain, her hand holding the sword steady as if nothing had happened.

Bai Hu was momentarily stunned. Was this woman just an illusion?

No, the terrifying intent of the sword couldn’t be fake.

How could she survive such a severe injury unscathed?

Bai Hu’s mind reeled; there was no time to think further.

Failing once, it tried again, raising its paws and striking Moon with all its might. At this close range, even breaking through space was within its reach. The opponent's power couldn’t be underestimated in such a melee.

It aimed to shatter Moon’s soul.

But a gust of cold wind blew away Bai Hu’s paws before they could make contact. The sword’s intent had already cut them off.

Bai Hu was shocked, but it was too late to dodge. Moon moved like a ghost, her sword piercing its head as it froze mid-air.

Moon withdrew immediately after the strike, not lingering in battle. She vanished into the distance, leaving Bai Hu's aura weakening rapidly.

In fact, it wasn’t weakening; it had returned to normal, early-transcendence stage. Unlike igniting one’s source of power and forcefully boosting their energy, Moon showed no signs of discomfort.

Her vitality was restored, a feat beyond comprehension.

Looking at the distant Bai Hu, he seemed like a stone statue. A drop of blood emerged from his head as all its pressure dissipated. Then, a streak of light flew out of his body—no, it wasn’t an essence; true spirits didn't have such things. It was the spirit fire.

The White Tiger had fallen!
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The Way of Heaven operated according to its own rules.

Even true immortals could fall, let alone ordinary cultivators.

As for true spirits, they were equally powerful beings, but in the end, they still fell short compared to true immortals.

Of course, there were exceptions. For instance, true dragons and colorful phoenixes had strength that rivaled true immortals. But apart from these two, most other true spirits could not match a common immortal.

Unlike demons, whose inheritance depended on spirit flames.

When an immortal fell, they turned to dust, and their cultivation methods and treasures might be lost forever.

However, true spirits were different.

With the spirit flame, even if they fell, their legacy would not be broken.

For short periods of time, perhaps a century or more, new true spirits would emerge by inheriting their memories and abilities.

Take this white tiger before them as an example; although it had fallen, its spirit flame did not extinguish but returned to the realm of true spirits, waiting for a new successor.

Lin Xuan's strength might still fall short compared to the top-tier existences in the Three Realms, his experience was limited. But when it came to understanding true spirits, he was on par with most cultivators.

In the lost plane, within the palace of the Asura King, he had once gained recognition from the nine-headed bird's legacy through sheer luck.

Though fate played a role, Lin Xuan did know more about the origins of true spirits than ordinary cultivators.

The spirit flame could not be taken away. Even if a true immortal descended to the mortal realm, they would have no power to stop the current spirit flame before them. So although he found it tempting, Lin Xuan did not act rashly and let it fly until it vanished without a trace.

...

Though the spirit flame was gone, this white tiger remained a genuine true spirit.

Even though it had fallen, its fur, bones, and internal organs were priceless treasures.

Even lesser immortals or demon kings would covet them.

This statement held no exaggeration.

As for Lin Xuan, he certainly wouldn't let such an opportunity pass by.

Entering a treasure mountain, how could one return empty-handed?

Moreover, his original intention was to obtain the tiger's spirit blood. He hadn't planned on killing it here; that would have been too difficult. Just causing it some harm and obtaining a little blood would suffice.

However, things in the cultivation world were unpredictable. Changes often happened faster than plans could be made.

Before this, Lin Xuan had never imagined Moonling's strength would reach such heights. With just one sword stroke, she decapitated the white tiger that had caused shockwaves across the Three Realms.

...

Such a change was unforeseen but beneficial for Lin Xuan.

He waved his sleeves and a green aura shot out, wrapping around the tiger's corpse in mid-air, leaving not even a drop of spirit blood behind. Wasting resources was never a smart choice.

The battle had ended, and before him lay only ruins. Thejade pavilions and jade palaces (jade pavilions) and city structures on Cloud Mist Island were reduced to rubble; even some majestic mountains had crumbled.

While it might be an exaggeration to say the land had changed hands, Cloud Mist Sect's foundation was indeed irreversibly altered by this conflict.

After killing the white tiger, Lin Xuan's face brightened. However, the two senior elders of Cloud Mist Sect wore tight expressions, showing no trace of joy.

Indeed, they had avenged their humiliation, but what did that matter? The sect had been uprooted entirely.

They were not late-stage cultivators with infinite lifespans; one day, they would face the underworld. How could they meet their ancestors with such a grim countenance?

Though the revenge was taken, they felt no joy. Only confusion and emptiness remained.

...

Suspended in mid-air, Lin Xuan suddenly appeared before them as if he had traveled through space effortlessly.

Despite their dazed state, the two senior cultivators showed signs of caution on their faces.

But this expression quickly faded.

Even if his wife and he owed him a favor, or even if they held grudges, what courage did they have to challenge such formidable opponents?

Their power levels were worlds apart.

The robed elder composed himself and bowed. "Thank you for your assistance. Rest assured, my fellow disciples and I understand the value of a promise."

"Friend, that's too much praise."

Lin Xuan smiled bitterly. "I don't doubt your integrity. I came here not to discuss this matter."

"Oh? Then what is it?"

The robed elder's expression turned curious.

"I came to advise you two friends to let go and accept the natural course of events. As they say, old things must pass before new ones can come in. Your sect has suffered a great calamity, but its losses are not irreparable. With time, you could rise again from the ashes. Why mourn like this as if the world is ending..."

Lin Xuan's words resonated with the two powerful cultivators, lifting their gloomy moods.

Indeed, although Cloud Mist Sect had suffered severe losses, they still had their senior elders here, so they were far from destitute.

With time, they could certainly rise again.

Moping would not solve anything.

A single word woke them up from their slumber!

Turning to face each other, the two cultivators released their vast mental energies.

Almost immediately, they found something.

Cloud Mist Sect had indeed been reduced to ruins, but there were still survivors among its members.

With the battle over, those who survived emerged one by one. Most were at the realm of spirit or profound knowledge, which was not surprising; while luck played a significant role in survival, cultivation strength was also crucial.

At the same time, high-ranking cultivators naturally had an easier chance of surviving than novices just entering the immortal path.

Of course, there were exceptions, but most survivors were elite members of Cloud Mist Sect.

The number wasn't large—less than ten percent—and even then, they numbered no more than a thousand.

But with their presence, Cloud Mist Sect's lineage would not decline. Over time, it had a good chance to rise again.

The robed elder and the middle-aged man from the surname Lu exchanged glances.

Their previously gloomy expressions brightened. Lin Xuan was right; although Cloud Mist Sect faced significant changes, they were far from destitute.

"Thank you for your advice," they both bowed deeply to Lin Xuan with sincerity.

"Not at all."

Lin Xuan smiled and returned the bow. After apologizing, they flew towards Cloud Mist Island.
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".Youth Lion Book Alliance"

Moon came to stand beside him without his noticing.

"Did you figure it out?"

Lin Xuan turned his head with a smile. He had no intention of hiding anything from Moon.

"Yes, Master did this for mutual benefit. Although we once agreed that if the White Tiger was destroyed, we could command them, but for them, it's an unavoidable choice. Now, with your guidance to preserve our sect's legacy, they will be more motivated to serve us."

Moon's soft voice entered his ears.

A thousand years had passed since their last meeting, and Moon had indeed changed compared to before. In the Human World, her strength was commendable, but she didn't like using her brain; everything was left to Master. However, over these millennia apart, Moon often relied on herself in Yinshi Realm. With the integration of Asura's memories, Moon's wisdom was no less than that of a typical warlord.

Otherwise, how could she have competed with Jin Yue Corpse King and others?

People say one should look at someone differently after three days; Moon now had the ability to stand on her own.

This was evident in their casual conversation.

But Moon never flaunted anything. She always put Master first, offering only guidance as needed. Such a woman was gentle yet wise, knowing when to advance and retreat—she could be every man's perfect match.

A deep affection filled Lin Xuan’s eyes as he nodded with a smile: "You're right. Meeting each other is fate. Preserving the Cloud and Mist Sect's legacy will benefit us."

"How so?"

Moon had already guessed some of it, but now that Master mentioned it, she felt somewhat confused.

"If the Cloud and Mist Sect were to decline, our allies would have no worries, and they might not honor their promises as strongly. But if the sect could rise from the ashes, we'd find them more willing to assist us."

"Yutong Realm is vast with countless sects. This Cloud and Mist Sect isn't prominent. Why are you putting so much effort into it?" Moon's face showed a hint of confusion.

"I'm not sure either."

"You're also unsure?"

Moon was stunned, almost thinking Master had hidden something from her.

Wasn't Master the most shrewd cultivator? He always planned meticulously before acting. This time, he did nothing for a reason—this was absurd.

"I really am unsure."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of bitterness: "This mission is truly vexing. Like riding a blind horse in the dark. Even after all these trials and tribulations, I have no idea what to do—it’s completely out of my reach."

"Oh, so Master intends to use the Cloud and Mist Sect?" Moon’s expression turned thoughtful.

"Not exactly. The sect is too weak. Even at its peak, it couldn't help us much in finding the Asura Seven Treasures. The top sects are better, but we can’t afford to offend them."

Lin Xuan sighed.

He wasn’t being modest; those sects undoubtedly had late-stage Golden Elder Immortals, and there were likely more than one. Even a Loose Immortal or Demon King might be present. Lin Xuan wouldn't dare provoke such forces with his currentcourage.

Moon was speechless. Master’s rescue of the Cloud and Mist Sect and his guidance seemed to come from the heart without any ulterior motives.

But she soon realized that if it were her, she would also be at a loss. So why should she expect anything more from Master?

The thought made her shrug off her concerns with a nonchalant expression.

Indeed, it didn’t matter.

As they say, contentment is the key. Being reunited with Master was enough for Moon to be happy. She wasn't overly concerned about finding the Asura Seven Treasures or restoring the former Asura King’s appearance.

She just cared because Lin Xuan did.

Moon wouldn’t blame him now that he appeared resigned to fate. Some things were beyond force, and going with the flow might be better.

Besides, they had only just arrived in Yutong Realm; time was on their side. They couldn't rush into anything significant too quickly.

A smile played at Moon's lips. As long as she could stay by Master’s side, whether it was treasure hunting, adventure, or a peaceful life, she would be content.

...

Moon was satisfied with her current life. Whether they found the Asura Seven Treasures or not was secondary; however, the cultivation world never lacked storms. Not every cultivator's mindset remained as calm as hers.

For instance, Yinyu Dark King now had a sardonic smile on his face. His expression seemed pleased, but it couldn’t hide the anger in his eyes.

A single misstep could ruin everything. As one of the Six Kings of Yinshi Realm, he had seen many storms, yet this time, he was thoroughly outmaneuvered.

After being tricked by Tian Xiaojian and falling into a spatial storm, he narrowly avoided death several times.

But the Six Kings were formidable. After much hardship, he finally made it through.

Emerging from the spatial storm, he arrived at this plane.

"Such dense qi!"

Yinyu Dark King looked around.

The scenery was pleasant, but there were no cultivators in sight. It was just a common place, yet the qi was so thick that such environments were rare even among small realms of the Spirit World.

"Yutong Realm?"

This thought flashed through his mind; it was the most likely candidate.

"Hmph, that Tian brat managed to escape here by sheer luck?" Yinyu Dark King's face still wore a sardonic smile. Don't be surprised why he knew so much about Tian Xiaojian’s whereabouts. Though he had been deceived, Yinyu Dark King wasn’t ordinary. At the critical moment, he left a trace on Tian Xiaojian.

Of course, there was tracking capability. Although it was too far now, Yinyu Dark King could sense that the hateful Tian brat was indeed in this plane—Yutong Realm.
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Stupid little fellow, did he think that he had perished in the spatial storm?

Did he believe things were over and he could now sleep soundly without worry?

Too naive!

Darkness flickered across the eyes of the Dark King of the Netherworld.

You won't escape this time. Although the Rain桐 Realm is vast, there's no place for you to hide. One day, when you owe me a debt, I will repay it tenfold.

...

None of this was known to Tian Xiaojian.

And the顶级 powerhouses arriving in the Rain桐 Realm weren't just the Dark King of the Netherworld.

The sky was overcast, and this was an uninhabited primeval swamp. Venomous creatures and fierce beasts were plentiful here, but even flying birds couldn't cross it, let alone ordinary mortals.

Suddenly, a streak of red light appeared on the horizon, racing towards them at breakneck speed.

In the red light, a shrewd old man could be vaguely seen, his face filled with panic. Behind him, several black clouds, resembling ink, chased after him viciously.

The old man's cultivation was no less than the Void Profound realm; otherwise, he wouldn't dare to venture into this snake-infested and beast-filled wilderness.

He had originally sought a spirit object, but instead, he ended up losing more than he gained. He encountered several powerful beasts that nearly cost him his life.

Although he managed to escape by fleeing, those beasts showed no signs of giving up; they continued to chase after him relentlessly.

Fighting wasn't an option, and running was equally impossible for the time being.

The old man's regret was palpable as he thought about how foolish it had been to come here. He should have brought some trusted friends with him if he wanted to seek out treasures. With their help, he wouldn’t be in such a predicament now.

But there were no "ifs" in the real world or in the cultivation realm.

With his current strength, he was no match for those beasts. If they engaged in combat, it would be like throwing a rock at a mountain; but fleeing still offered some hope.

Understanding this, the old man made no hesitation and waved his hands, driving his遁光 to its utmost limit.

However, even with this, he only had a fifty percent chance of escaping. In other words, whether or not he could escape was purely down to luck.

Now, there was nothing more he could do but rely on his efforts while leaving the rest to fate.

This scene in the cultivation realm was quite common and occurred at every moment across different realms.

The old man might escape or become a meal for those beasts.

But today, something unexpected happened. The sky suddenly became pitch black, despite the sun still shining.

A howling wind rose, and the primordial energy in the world seemed to become chaotic all of a sudden. Lightning flashed across the clear sky without any clouds.

The old man was so startled that he forgot about his pursuers and stopped his遁光.

Fortunately, the beasts chasing him also stopped. The black clouds inside were still visible, but their eyes showed signs of surprise.

Sizzle...

A crack appeared in the sky, stretching several dozen feet long, deep beyond measure.

Then a black light ball emerged from it, emitting blue electric arcs.

"Shattering the void!"

The old man's eyes widened as he recognized this technique. While rare, breaking the void wasn't unheard of in the Rain桐 Realm.

Those with such power were invariably high-ranking cultivators who had passed their trials.

Could there be a powerful being from another realm here?

This thought made the old man uneasy, unsure if it was good or bad luck.

The beasts also showed no signs of aggression; they stood still, looking harmless.

"Big sister, is this the Rain桐 Realm?"

A melodious voice sounded in his ears.

"How so? Have you never been here before?" another voice responded with surprise.

"Yes, during the last inter-realm war. But there are countless spirit realms, and I haven't visited the Rain桐 Realm," the first voice sighed.

Both voices were enchanting, but the old man was shocked by their tone. Could these be senior cultivators from the Spirit Realm?

He couldn’t help trembling as he raised his head. It was too late to run now.

The black light ball had already dispersed into two graceful young women.

One on the left was slender, wearing a white dress with bare feet, her silver hair cascading like a waterfall, stunningly beautiful and breathtakingly gorgeous.

The other woman, though less attractive, was still striking in her colorful attire. Her hair danced in the wind, giving an impression of a venomous snake uncoiling its head.

Their identities were clear: Ice Soul Ancestor and Treasure Snake Ancestor had finally arrived at the Rain桐 Realm after careful preparation.

At this moment, despite their efforts to release spiritual pressure, the aura of evil was evident on both of them.

The old man's eyes widened in fear as he realized they were ancient demons, possibly even Ancestors.

No wonder he was scared. Ancient demons and Spirit Realm cultivators weren’t mortal enemies, but they certainly didn't get along well either.

While it wasn’t a matter of life or death for them to avoid each other, an ancient demon entering the Spirit Realm had its own motives.

And this secret just happened to be discovered by him. Would he be killed to silence him?

The answer was obvious.

With this thought, the old man no longer hesitated and flicked out a talisman from his sleeve. His movements were fluid as he attached it to his body.

This talisman had been hard-won after much effort; he hadn’t used it earlier because of its importance. But now facing two ancient demons, he dared not hide anything.

The talisman glowed briefly before igniting on its own. The old man vanished like a void shattering, reappearing at the horizon.

But neither Ancestor noticed him.

They made no move as if they hadn’t seen him escape. However, just when the old man thought his luck was good, an inexplicable force struck him without any warning.

"Bang!"

His body exploded into a bloody mist, and even his essence didn't escape; he was completely obliterated.
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As for the妖族, their fates were similar. To be fair, a Core Formation existence was already considered a formidable power in its own right. Unfortunately, they encountered the Treasure Snake Ice Soul.

In the eyes of the Primordial True Demon Ancestor, even ordinary Transcendence Period elders were mere clay figures and paper puppets. A Core Formation existence was even less worth mentioning.

The Treasure Snake wanted to eliminate them; it didn't need any special techniques for that. It could be done with a single thought or glance.

Speaking of which, the old man and the妖族 were indeed unlucky. The Treasure Snake Ice Soul had arrived here despite having an invitation from the Ten Thousand Serpent King. However, revealing their true identities would cause a commotion. They had seen things they shouldn't have seen, so it was only fitting that they met with such a fate.

"Big Sister!"

For the Treasure Snake, what happened earlier was merely a trivial matter and not worth mentioning. What concerned her were other difficulties: "We've arrived here. Although my cultivation technique is powerful, we can't eliminate everyone's mouths. Big Sister once said there would be a solution. Please don't keep us waiting any longer."

It wasn't surprising that the Treasure Snake said this. As Primordial True Demons, even if they were skilled in concealment techniques, it was hard to achieve perfection.

The Rain桐 Realm had many experts, and their identities could easily be uncovered. Although they had an invitation from the Ten Thousand Serpent King, they would still face significant trouble.

This was a problem that had troubled her for a long time, but Ice Soul claimed she had a solution.

Unfortunately, she kept it to herself until now.

Now that they were in Rain桐, there was no reason to continue hiding things.

Facing the Treasure Snake's doubts, Ice Soul wore a faint smile on her face: "As Primordial True Demons, our power is boundless. But because of this, we can't fully conceal ourselves. I know this well. However, if we take the 'Green Spirit Pearl,' we can temporarily pass as cultivators from the Spirit Realm."

"Green Spirit Pearl? What kind of treasure is that? Can it make us look like ordinary cultivators and hide our demonic aura?" The Treasure Snake was surprised. She had never heard of such a treasure before.

Ice Soul smiled without replying.

Explaining now would be meaningless. It was better to demonstrate it herself.

She waved her jade hand, and a round bead the size of a dragon's eye appeared in her palm.

It was light green, emitting a misty aura from its surface. Apart from that, there was nothing extraordinary about it.

"This can conceal our demonic aura completely, but we can only use ten percent of our strength. This is why I waited until now to take it. If we were to suffer significant losses in power, we wouldn't be able to tear through space and arrive here so easily."

Ice Soul's voice sounded like a sigh as she swallowed the Green Spirit Pearl.

Then, with her jade hand raised, she drew an intricate pattern in mid-air. Several mysterious纹阵 appeared faintly in the air.

As she moved, the milky white demonic aura surrounding her body surged and then disappeared into her body like a whale drinking water.

A faint red color flashed across Ice Soul's face as all traces of demonic aura vanished from her surface. Even with her expertise in concealment techniques, nothing could match this effect.

There was still more to come.

She raised both hands, and an extremely pure essence qi suddenly burst forth from her body.

The essence qi was so pure that it contained no impurities at all.

The Treasure Snake stared in amazement as she had never seen such a scene before with her own eyes.

Ice Soul now looked spotless, far removed from the appearance of a Demon Ancestor. She seemed like a celestial maiden descending to earth.

Of course, the oppressive aura was much weaker, almost that of an early-stage Transcendence cultivator.

But this was enough. Even if they maintained their strength at the early stage of Transcendence, their experience, treasures, and secret techniques remained unchanged. Ordinary early-stage cultivators couldn't compare to them.

Moreover, in times of crisis, the seal could be broken, so there were no weaknesses or flaws that would be revealed.

The Treasure Snake was speechless with admiration.

Then Ice Soul threw a Green Spirit Pearl at her.

---

Setting aside the matters of the two Primordial True Demons, let's return to Lin Xuan. With Mo'er by his side, they managed to eliminate the White Tiger, but how to find the whereabouts of the Seven Treasures of Naraka remained unclear.

Now that he was a formidable power, finding treasures wasn't easy for him at this stage.

Because... there were no clues.

A skilled cook couldn't make a meal out of thin air. That's what it meant.

Since they couldn't force a solution, it would be better to focus on their current tasks rather than wander aimlessly like headless flies.

The White Tiger was gone, and the true essence fire had returned to its place of origin. But all that remained were its fur and bones, which Lin Xuan had obtained.

Their value was immeasurable.

Even Immortal Wandering Demons would drool over them.

And the White Tiger's demonic blood was particularly useful for Lin Xuan.

Since there were no clues about the Seven Treasures of Naraka, he decided to refine the demonic blood first.

Although he had already tested the True Essence Sword Formation against the Yellow Springs Demon Mother, calling it his greatest weapon might be a slight exaggeration. However, using the Five Dragon Seal was risky.

The True Essence Sword Formation was different. Lin Xuan would do everything possible to enhance its power.

---

The pagodas and pavilions on Cloud Mist Island had been reduced to rubble, leaving the entire island in ruins.

But this was just superficial damage.

Perhaps they were lucky; despite the destruction of buildings, the Spirit Vein here remained intact.

With the foundation of the Spirit Vein unharmed, clearing out the debris and transplanting mountains and trees would soon restore life to the place. It would once again become a paradise.

Though it sounded exaggerated, cultivators could create miracles that ordinary people couldn't achieve.

During this process, Lin Xuan even lent a hand by moving a mountain from the seabed to where Cloud Mist Sect's original headquarters stood.

He did this with a purpose—to establish his abode on this mountain and live there with Mo'er.

One reason was for rest, but another was to deal with the various treasures left behind by the White Tiger.

Refining the true essence blood here might be hasty, but he was already familiar with the process, so he wasn't afraid of making mistakes. Better late than never; let's refine the White Tiger's demonic blood right here.

The two senior elders of Cloud Mist Sect had no objections to this. With a powerful cultivator present, they felt more at ease. (To be continued)
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The cave dwelling, though hastily created, was surprisingly elegant inside.

Lin Xuan and Yue'er sat cross-legged. Threads of spiritual energy emitted from their bodies.

After battling the White Tiger, it seemed like not much time had passed, but both of them had expended a tremendous amount of essence, spirit, and vitality.

Now, they needed to meditate to recover their strength as quickly as possible.

Although Lin Xuan had some miraculous medicinal pills on him, swallowing them was only an option during battle. Meditating to restore his spiritual energy and vital force was the right path, something he and Yue'er were well aware of.

There was nothing to describe; they both knew what to do.

A few days passed in a blink, and they slowly opened their eyes at the same time.

They exchanged a smile, filled with warmth and sweetness.

"Yue'er."

"Mister!"

"You go first."

Both spoke simultaneously, without any hesitation. They savored the feeling of telepathic connection.

"Alright!"

Lin Xuan didn't put on an act; in front of Yue'er, there was no need to hide anything. He asked what he thought of.

"Yue'er, you killed the White Tiger with one sword. What technique did you use?"

Lin Xuan's voice carried a sense of wonder. That single strike had left him deeply impressed.

If they were in each other’s places, it would be nearly impossible to block such a powerful move.

Splitting into seven, each person possessed the strength to contend with the original body. Finally merging back together, their cultivation level skyrocketed by several times, reaching late-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

Frankly speaking, there were countless wonders and techniques in the cultivation world; it wasn't impossible that some other methods could achieve this step.

For example, igniting the root fire and combining it with other energy-draining secret arts.

But doing so would have a clear outcome. Even if one was at Tribulation Transcendence stage, their cultivation level would be wasted.

There were no free lunches in the cultivation world; using someone else's abilities came with a heavy price.

This was almost an iron law of the cultivation realm, yet it was strange that Yue'er used such a powerful secret technique without any repercussions.

"This is the Flying Immortal Sword technique from the True Scriptures of Māra," Yue'er said with a smile. "While not the most powerful, it ranks among the top three."

"It's still not the best..."

Lin Xuan remained speechless but wasn't jealous; after all, Yue'er was his wife. The more extraordinary her strength, the happier he would be.

"Want to see its secrets?"

Yue'er tossed an jade pupil at him as she spoke.

Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate and caught it with a hand. He released his divine sense.

The words "True Scriptures of Māra" appeared before his eyes.

This set of techniques was originally hidden in the Profound Yin Treasure Box, but Yue'er had carved a copy into her jade pupil for convenience.

The value of what Māra King learned was beyond measure. And Yue'er handed it over so freely to him; their trust was almost indescribable.

Lin Xuan read through with his divine sense, much faster than reading with his eyes.

After half an hour, he raised his head and sighed slightly.

There were techniques for cultivating the True Spirit Blood, but knowing them wouldn’t help. This secret technique required a foundation in the True Scriptures of Māra; there was no substitute.

The conditions to practice the True Scriptures of Māra were extremely stringent, so few people met the criteria even across the three realms.

Even if he could learn it, Lin Xuan was already at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. Why would he abandon his main cultivation technique and start from scratch?

That was simply unimaginable.

In other words, no matter how powerful the Flying Immortal Sword might be, it was beyond his reach in this life. He could only envy its power.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t discouraged. Greed was a vice; while the Flying Immortal Sword was impressive, the True Spirit Sword Technique from his Black Moon Heaven Witch Art was also formidable. He hadn't mastered all of that yet; why should he be envious?

Contentment was key. Mastering the Black Moon Heaven Witch Art to its peak would allow him to rival true immortals and might not be inferior to the True Scriptures of Māra.

Lin Xuan asked this question mainly out of curiosity. Now that his curiosity was satisfied, whether he could practice it mattered less.

After all, Yue'er was his wife; she knew what he did, so there wasn’t much difference.

The matter was settled for now. Lin Xuan then took the White Tiger’s corpse out. This was a treasure that even top-tier existences in the three realms would envy.

"Yue'er, pick anything you need."

Yue'er didn't hesitate and chose what she wanted. Then, Lin Xuan went to his secluded chamber with the White Tiger's spiritual blood.

Cross-legged, he looked at the jade bottle before him, a thoughtful expression on his face.

Converting true spirit blood was already familiar to him; it was like second nature.

However, this time, the situation was different. Previously, the amount of true spirit blood from either the original or offspring was limited, so Lin Xuan had only followed the True Spirit Jade Technique method without further thoughts.

This time, he had the entire White Tiger’s body. While the precious spiritual blood wasn’t flowing in rivers, it was still abundant enough to waste a little.

In other words, he had more choices.

So, why rush and use the True Spirit Jade Technique right away?

Why not purify it first?

Frankly speaking, this idea was bold. The blood was pure White Tiger spirit blood; could there be anything else to extract from it?

But trying wouldn’t cost much.

The key point was that he had a lot of resources, so losing some spiritual blood didn’t matter.

And if luck favored him and he succeeded in extracting even more valuable blood, the benefits would be immense.

After weighing the pros and cons, this seemed like a surefire profit.

With no hesitation, Lin Xuan picked up the jade bottle. He took a deep breath and began to mobilize his spiritual energy... or rather, silver light points. There was nothing to describe; he knew what to do.

The Star Sea slowly rotated as silver light points formed into a stream that flowed into his palm.

Drops of sweat appeared on Lin Xuan's forehead, which he carefully guided into the bottle in his hand.

Merry Christmas! (To be continued...)
第三千四百五十五章 意外的结果

The purification process was not described.

Lin Xuan, since he had embarked on the path of cultivation, had undergone countless arduous trials. It could be said that his journey was one of life and death. Reaching this stage was due to both his efforts and the effect of the Blue Star Sea. Otherwise, without a spirit root, no matter how hard he worked, he would not have become an immortal cultivator capable of withstanding tribulation.

For Lin Xuan, purification was already second nature; there would be no mistakes during the process.

However, even so, he had little confidence in this particular purification. After all, White Tiger Spirit Blood was far beyond ordinary pills.

He did it because he had enough spirit blood to back his attempt and gain some assurance. If it failed, it wouldn't matter much. But if luck favored him, the benefits would be indescribable.

Lin Xuan always planned meticulously before acting, considering all aspects of a situation. However, the bizarre nature of the cultivation world made everything unpredictable. The result of this purification greatly surprised Lin Xuan.

...

It was a peaceful morning. Sunlight filtered through the clouds and warmed the earth. On Cloud霞光 (light) dawn/sunrise glow/radiance Island, various colors of lightning-like streaks darted across the sky.

The battle several days ago had reduced the pavilions and towers to ruins, but the underground spirit veins remained intact. With this area cleaned up, it could be transformed back into a heavenly paradise.

Two senior elders had already issued decrees to reopen their doors and accept disciples. The surviving Cloud霞光 (light) dawn/sunrise glow/radiance sect members were clearing the rubble of their main hall.

Everything seemed serene until a loud explosion echoed in the air.

The cultivators were startled and looked towards the source. A mountain peak over a hundred miles away suddenly collapsed, sending dust clouds into the sky.

Was there another enemy?

The cultivators, already on edge, released their divine senses but found nothing amiss. Even the robed elder and the middle-aged man with the surname Lu exchanged puzzled looks.

There were no enemies here; what had caused that explosion?

...

The mountain peak was now a void, and Lin Xuan's and Moon's abode could not be spared either. At this moment, it had turned to rubble.

Moon's face was filled with confusion, while Lin Xuan looked particularly unlucky. He had never expected the White Tiger Spirit Blood to explode during purification.

He had purified countless pills and artifacts over his journey, but this situation was unprecedented.

Thinking back on that scene, Lin Xuan still felt a chill. Fortunately, he hadn't wasted much of the spirit blood; only one drop remained in the jade bottle.

If it had been an entire vial, he wouldn't have survived intact.

"Too close! Too close!"

"Master, what happened?"

Moon flew to his side. Her large eyes were filled with questions. He said he wanted to refine White Tiger Spirit Blood, but how could there be an explosion? The little girl's confusion was evident in her expression.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan stammered, not intentionally hiding anything from Moon. This situation was too bizarre; he didn't know where to begin explaining it.

After a moment of hesitation, Lin Xuan narrated the events in a dejected tone.

White Tiger Spirit Blood purifying and exploding—how could he continue trying?

Wait...

A thought suddenly flashed through his mind. It felt like he had grasped something important, but his thoughts were still unclear.

Seeing Lin Xuan's thoughtful expression, Moon understood and obediently stopped questioning him, not wanting to disturb his train of thought.

"Haha! Misfortune can turn into good fortune, and good fortune can turn into misfortune. White Tiger Spirit Blood exploding might be useful for me."

"Master, what did you figure out?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's face was now clear of its gloom, replaced by excitement: "But as the Buddha said, it cannot be spoken. Now, let me keep this a secret and tell you later."

"Moon, stay here. I have something to attend to and will return in a few days or perhaps over a month. Then I'll reveal the mystery."

"Master."

Moon stamped her foot. She was already an adult; why did she still act like a child, keeping secrets?

"Haha!"

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. Disregarding Moon's pout, he leaned in and kissed her forehead before vanishing into the clouds.

How swiftly Lin Xuan moved! After several turns, he disappeared into the depths of the cloud sea.

Moon blushed as she watched his back. Despite confusion on her face, there was a thoughtful expression.

...

"Uncle, where is the immortal peach fruit you mentioned?"

A few thousand miles away, another figure darted through the clouds, communicating with the demon lord using divine senses. In the Netherworld Realm, he had faced numerous challenges but ultimately turned things around.

As they say, misfortune can turn into good fortune; after emerging from the spatial storm, he found himself in Rain桐 World.

This was an unexpected stroke of luck since Rain桐 World was his destination. This outcome meant fewer obstacles and a better situation than what he initially expected.

But Xiao Jian was not satisfied. His purpose for coming to Rain桐 World was to find the immortal peach fruit. Although he had yet to reach late-stage tribulation, in Xiao Jian's view, it was only a matter of time. Now, his main concern was his domain.

"Jian'er, the immortal peach fruit is still unripe. With your current strength, you are slightly insufficient for retrieval. You must know that Rain桐 World is known as the first spirit realm due to its abundance of great talents and treasures. We seek the immortal peach fruit, but we cannot overlook other treasures..."

...

Meanwhile, more than three months had passed since Lin Xuan's departure.

This was a desolate island with no inhabitants. On this day, laughter rang out in joy.

"Haha, finally, it's all done."

A rumbling voice echoed as the door of a cave opened. A plain-looking youth stepped out—Lin Xuan. His face was filled with joy despite taking longer than expected; he had completed his task at last. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's face was filled with unrestrained joy after all his hard work.

Misfortune and fortune are intertwined, as the ancients said. Indeed, their words were not wrong.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had refined countless pills and treasures, but none had ever exploded like the White Tiger Spirit Blood did—after refinement, it would self-destruct.

This unexpected change left him utterly stunned, with no idea how to proceed further. He was at a loss for what to do.

But just as he was struggling, a flash of insight appeared in his mind. The refined White Tiger Spirit Blood had exploded, causing him great distress, but its power was unparalleled; even one drop nearly left him injured here. If it could be refined into Thunder Beads, how powerful would they become...

Of course, this was merely an idea that flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. Whether he could achieve it remained to be seen.

But not trying was no guarantee of failure.

Thus, over these months, Lin Xuan had been refining Thunder Beads in a desolate place. The process was arduous, and he failed several times. However, his character was incredibly resilient; he would not give up due to minor setbacks. After much contemplation and calculation, he finally succeeded in creating the desired White Tiger Thunder Beads.

The quantity was limited since true spirit blood was extremely rare. Lin Xuan had no reason to use it all for crafting items. One or two could serve as self-defense tools, but too many would be a waste of such precious resources.

As for their power...

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile, his face showing an unmistakable gleam.

Not in vain did he endure so much hardship; the power of White Tiger Thunder was far beyond expectations.

If used properly, one could kill a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage. A few more together would deter even late-stage monsters.

Such talk sounded absurd, but it was no exaggeration. With enough quantity, even Immortal Daoists and Demon Kings might feel some intimidation.

His luck truly ran in his favor.

By chance, he had obtained another formidable treasure.

Satisfied with this, Lin Xuan did not linger any longer on that desolate island. He shot off into the sky like a cloud of green light, heading back to the Cloudy Mist Sect's main headquarters.

In just a few months, the ruins were cleaned up, and Cloudy Mist Sect cultivators had transplanted stones and trees from other places. Although they did not fully restore the island, it now resembled a heavenly paradise once more.

A day without seeing each other felt like three autumns apart. Though only a few months had passed for a cultivator, Moonlight's heart was already yearning.

Reunited with her master, she naturally felt joy.

...

A day in the mountains equaled a thousand years on Earth. For cultivators, time passed swiftly. In just an instant, two years had passed since Lin Xuan and Moonlight arrived at Rain桐 Realm.

Over seven hundred days, though not short, they had gained many benefits from killing the White Tiger but still had no clue about the whereabouts of the Seven Treasures of Māra.

It was not that Lin Xuan was incompetent; it was just that Rain桐 Realm was vast. Without any leads, finding them would be more challenging than searching for a needle in a haystack. As the saying goes, good things take time to come together.

It was an ordinary morning. The sun broke through the clouds, casting warm light over everything. Early birds sang on branches, seeking out delicious food. All was peaceful and serene.

Suddenly, two streaks of lightning appeared in the distance, racing swiftly.

At first, they were far away but soon became clearer.

"Master, do you think we might find a clue to the Seven Treasures of Māra on this trip?" Moonlight turned around with a radiant smile.

In these two years, she had made no progress in finding any treasures. Yet, she was not anxious at all.

Haste makes waste.

If the Seven Treasures were so easy to gather, he would not have spent so much effort looking for them back in the Netherworld. As the saying goes, good things take time, and with Master by his side now, Moonlight did not find waiting unbearable.

Finding a clue was fine; spending more effort wouldn't be detrimental.

Actually, she felt quite content on Cloudy Mist Island, peaceful and harmonious. Still, when Master said they were going out to look for clues, Moonlight had no objections.

After all, as long as she was with the one she loved, the glory of Māra King mattered little to her.

"Whether we can find a clue about the Seven Treasures of Māra is uncertain."

"Master doesn't know either?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded. "But I do know that if we stay on Cloudy Mist Island, treasures won't just fall into our laps. Going out to look might be hopeless, but fortune is unpredictable. The more times we venture out, the greater the chance of finding a clue."

"Mmm."

Moonlight's face showed agreement. Master's words were reasonable: "Then where should we go first? Master has an idea in mind."

"Of course I do."

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and an emerald pupil scroll flew out.

Inside was not a map of any treasures or artifacts but a map.

A map of the Boundless Sea.

Rain桐 Realm was vast; no one knew its exact size. The map in this scroll did not cover the entire Rain桐 Realm but only parts related to the Boundless Sea.

The Rain桐 Realm was vast, with numerous sects and families. Although they had never counted them, a rough estimate suggested there were at least hundreds of thousands of them.

While the Boundless Sea was extensive, it was insignificant compared to the entire Rain桐 Realm. Although powerful figures did exist in the sea, most late-stage monsters resided on land.

With so many experts, resources would be richer.

Strange and unusual events were countless.

Although Lin Xuan had no idea where the Seven Treasures of Māra were, he knew that going to these places for information was more likely to yield results.

"Oh, Master means we are going to cross the entire Boundless Sea?"

Moonlight's face showed a thoughtful expression.

"Not necessarily."

Lin Xuan shook his head. "The Boundless Sea is vast. Even with our excellent concealment techniques, it would still take months without rest. Besides, wasting so much time traveling, a teleportation array would be more suitable for us."

"Oh, does Master know where the teleportation arrays are?"

"Of course, they're marked on the map."

As Lin Xuan spoke, he sighed inwardly. In fact, his prolonged stay of over two years on Cloudy Mist Island was not just to refine White Tiger Spirit Blood; there was another purpose.

The matter with Fairy in the Clouds had been lingering in his mind for a long time.

He and Qin Yan had known each other for a long time. They had studied together under the White Cloud Valley Sect, fought enemies side by side, and even that strange sound transmission talisman was still a mystery to him now.
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Lin Xuan was originally a carefree person, but when it came to Yun Zhong Fairy, he found it hard to ignore her.

The two met rarely and their interactions were few and far between. Yet, as if by some inexplicable fate, there always seemed to be something that tied them together.

To begin with, after ascending to the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan had no news of Yun Zhong Fairy. He had thought they would be forever separated, given the numerous small interfaces in the Spirit Realm. Even if she managed to ascend here, it was unlikely they would ever meet again.

It seemed their fate had run its course.

However, in Rain桐 World, he heard about her through some clues.

But instead of that ethereal and otherworldly Yun Zhong Fairy, she had become a destructive female demon who destroyed sects.

What happened to Qin Yan? Why did she change so drastically?

From the descriptions by the two senior elders from Cloud霞 Sect, her power was extraordinary. Even he could not be sure who would emerge victorious in a confrontation with her.

This wasn't arrogance; Qin Yan had truly changed.

But was she still the same person as before? Was it just that rumors were incorrect, or was there some unknown twist to this story?

Lin Xuan did not know. That's why he lingered on Cloud霞 Island for so long.

Firstly, he needed to refine the White Tiger True Blood to further strengthen his power. Secondly, he also wanted to see Yun Zhong Fairy.

Unfortunately, her whereabouts remained a mystery after two years of waiting. He had yet to find any satisfactory clues about Qin Yan from what the senior elders said.

By now, the White Tiger True Blood was fully refined, and Lin Xuan could not afford to waste time here. After all, he had come to Rain桐 World to seek out the Seven Treasures of Māra.

There were priorities, and he would not let trivial matters overshadow his main goal.

Two years of waiting was enough; if there were no clues about Qin Yan, he couldn't keep waiting indefinitely. Whether they could meet again depended on fate.

He did not need to tell Moonlet about this decision. He wasn't hiding anything, but he feared she might be jealous.

In truth, Lin Xuan didn't know why he felt a bit guilty. His relationship with Qin Yan was clean and clear, though some small hints of affection were inevitable. But he still worried that Moonlet might be upset.

No matter what, the matter had reached an end. After two years without finding Qin Yan, he should focus on seeking out clues about the Seven Treasures of Māra.

As he said to Moonlet, opportunities needed to be seized. Sitting idly on Cloud霞 Island wouldn't bring any treasures to him.

Even though this journey didn't yield any new clues, Lin Xuan had a plan. He wasn’t rash by nature; he had thought through his next steps.

In short, it was about making friends and expanding his network.

Indeed, he needed more acquaintances.

While his strength was already formidable, in Rain桐 World, he remained isolated. Being a newcomer to this land, he knew little of the area’s secrets or news.

So what could he do?

Make more friends!

He wasn't a novice anymore but an intermediate cultivator. If he were willing to lower himself and make connections, he would soon integrate into Rain桐 World's cultivation community.

With many friends, information wouldn’t be scarce. Perhaps, he might even find clues about the Seven Treasures of Māra.

Of course, this method was like fishing with a net; it couldn't produce immediate results. But apart from this, there seemed to be no better solution.

"Master is saying that our goal on this journey is to make friends and build connections."

Moonlet covered her mouth with her hand, looking surprised.

After getting used to the harsh realities of the cultivation world, suddenly being told to travel and make friends felt a bit strange.

"Yes,"

Lin Xuan's expression was resolute. Once he made up his mind, there was no hesitation.

...

Changfeng City was an unremarkable immortal city on the coast of the Boundless Sea. Though it was a gathering place for cultivators, its scale wasn't particularly large.

The cultivators who came and went here mostly had mediocre cultivation levels.

However, due to the abundant resources in the nearby sea, this immortal city remained bustling.

It was an ordinary morning when the sun just rose over the sea. Most of the creatures in the city were still in their sweet dreams, except for those few early risers like Zhou Fan.

Zhou Fan's name reflected his humble origins; both his parents were insignificant merchants in the mundane world.

When he was six years old, a cultivator who could ride on clouds and mist offered to take him under his wing, saying that he had a spiritual root and should follow him for cultivation.

Although his parents were reluctant, they hoped their son would become a celestial being one day.

A few hundred years later, Zhou Fan's parents had passed away, and he had advanced to the late Condensation Core stage.

However, as an independent cultivator without a sect’s backing, condensing his essence core was no easy task. He needed to work hard and not slack off at all.

Fortunately, Zhou Fan was lucky; by hunting sea beasts day and night, he gathered various cultivation resources. His efforts paid off, and the ingredients for refining his essence core were almost ready.

Today, he got up early again, planning to hunt sea beasts far away. The weather seemed favorable, and he expected a good harvest today.

Just as these thoughts crossed his mind, a white line suddenly appeared on the horizon.

"Is that..."

Zhou Fan was surprised but didn't take it seriously. He released his divine sense.

Other early risers in the city reacted similarly.

But soon, someone shouted from an unknown direction: "Bad luck, it's a Heavenly Wind. Quickly notify the city lord to activate the city’s protective禁制."

A Heavenly Wind was one of the most terrifying disasters in the Boundless Sea, similar to a tornado but with much greater power.

Technically speaking, it was incomparable; not only could it destroy ordinary cities, but even immortal sects’ dwellings could be leveled.

Of course, protective禁制 could block them, but that depended on how powerful the Heavenly Wind was.

Ordinary Heavenly Winds might be stopped by a sect’s protective禁制, but if they contained enough primordial energy, nothing would stand in their way.

Such a Heavenly Wind was rare. However, their luck had truly been terrible today.

The distance to the Heavenly Wind was still far, but the primordial energy it contained made people shiver with fear. (To be continued.)
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Zhou Fan's face was pale with extreme dread. Although he was only at the Condensation Core stage, his hundreds of years of cultivation experience were anything but meager.

The life of an independent cultivator was already quite arduous. When he went out to gather herbs, he had once encountered Tian Feng.

That encounter left a deep impression!

It could be said that it was almost a matter of life and death.

However, the Tian Feng from his memory seemed incomparable to the one before him.

While the禁制 of Longfeng City did have some reputation, whether they could turn danger into safety was still uncertain.

With this thought, his face turned even paler. He knew that if he really wanted to turn danger into safety, he had to leave as quickly as possible.

But while the logic was clear, Tian Feng's approach was incredibly swift.

As a mere Condensation Core cultivator, he lacked the ability to avoid disaster by going out. Once he left, he might not be able to escape a hundred miles before being caught by Tian Feng.

Such an outcome would truly be irreversible.

After weighing the pros and cons, he decided to stay here.

Zhou Fan's face was grayish-white with extreme anxiety.

Other cultivators in the Immortal City were no different.

The sun had just risen, and most people were still in their dreams. But Tian Feng's ferocity woke everyone up.

Instantly, cries of alarm filled the air, and chaos ensued. Regardless of whether they were ordinary people or cultivators, all were trembling with fear beyond words.

The禁制 was already activated, and most did not dare to leave擅自. However, a few old monsters at the Union stage could not bear to sit idly by and took off as several streaks of light toward the sky.

No one knew if they would escape, for Tian Feng had already arrived nearby.

Boom!

It sounded like thunder in the sky, shaking everyone's hearts.

The entire city was now enveloped by a thick layer of light.

Though not large, this Immortal City had been passed down for so many years that its禁制 was indeed formidable.

Many cultivators' faces lit up with hope.

But upon contact, their expressions changed dramatically.

As the saying goes, "Seeing is believing." The power of Tian Feng far exceeded expectations.

In just a moment, even the protective禁制 showed signs of strain.

The sound was so grating that cracks spread across the light barrier, seemingly about to shatter at any moment.

Such an outcome left both cultivators and ordinary people pale with fear. Knowing that once the禁制 was broken, they would have no chance of survival, but by then, it was too late even if they wanted to escape.

Cries of "Father" and "Mother" echoed everywhere.

Zhou Fan's face was also extremely grim. Would he really perish here today?

He was deeply reluctant, yet there was nothing he could do!

The cracks on the protective barrier multiplied, and the situation seemed dire.

Woo...

A gentle breeze blew as two light points appeared in the distance beyond the horizon.

Though their figures were unclear from this distance, their speed was breathtaking.

Sure enough, it was Mo'er and Lin Xuan.

Seeing the fierce Tian Feng ahead, both were momentarily stunned. They exchanged a glance.

"Master!"

Mo'er's face showed reluctance. Though she was reborn as the Arhat King, her nature was inherently kind.

Though the little girl said nothing, Lin Xuan understood her intentions well enough.

This aligned with his plan, and even if Mo'er didn't say anything, he intended to do so.

On one hand, while Lin Xuan would not hesitate in battle, he would never refuse help to those who had no grudge against him when possible.

Given the situation, it was only right for him to intervene here.

Saving a life is better than building seven levels of pagodas; let alone that he was saving hundreds of thousands of lives with this action.

Lin Xuan hesitated no longer and raised his right hand, pointing forward.

Although Tian Feng was ferocious, those with slightly lower cultivation would perish instantly. But Lin Xuan, at the Tribulation Transcending stage, was not affected by a mere storm.

A soft "tsk" sound entered his ears as a spiritual light flashed past. The already cracked light barrier seemed to solidify again.

However, this alone was insufficient to remove the danger.

Lin Xuan then retrieved a long spear.

The design was ancient and clearly no ordinary item.

He grasped it tightly, took a deep breath, and the surface of the spear emitted a spiritual glow as countless profound and ancient runes appeared, forming layers upon layers of纹阵.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and suddenly swung forward.

A crescent-shaped light blade emerged with a resounding force. It pierced through space to an empty spot.

Then, a massive spatial rift appeared before their eyes.

Several dozen feet long and bottomless, it emitted a heart-stirring spatial force.

Lin Xuan flipped his palm, the spear vanished, and he rapidly tapped his fingers. With each movement, spatial ripples surged, and from the rift, an extremely powerful suction force emanated.

The fierce Tian Feng met its match for the first time. It barely resisted before being sucked in.

The wailing sound grew weaker with time as Tian Feng's power diminished.

Lin Xuan repeatedly used his skills to mend the spatial rift.

The sky was clear and blue, a great calamity had been eliminated by Lin Xuan without a trace.

Though the process seemed complex, it did not take long. The cultivators of Longfeng City were overjoyed.

Plops of gratitude could be heard as they paid homage to Lin Xuan for his life-saving efforts.

Lin Xuan smiled but said nothing, leaving behind his name before departing with Mo'er.

Lin Xuan acted this way because he had his own considerations. In the Rain桐 Realm, there were countless powerful experts, and some reputation was necessary to establish himself here.

Thus, he abandoned his usual low-profile approach and needed his fame to spread far and wide at this time.

However, things did not end here.

Over the next few months, Lin Xuan roamed the boundless sea, doing good deeds innumerable times.

At one sect or family, sea beasts besieged them, leaving them on the brink of destruction. As he passed by, Lin Xuan came to their aid and saved countless lives.

In another Immortal City,魔虫infested it, threatening its destruction. From the sky, Lin Xuan descended, displaying his full power to exterminate the魔虫and save countless lives.

Starting from Longfeng City, in just a few months, Lin Xuan had performed dozens of good deeds while upholding justice and helping the weak.

It was rare for cultivators to be so kind-hearted every day. Moreover, he was at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Thus, within just a few months, Lin Xuan became renowned throughout the land.
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They say that good deeds don't leave the door, but bad ones travel a thousand miles. This saying is somewhat one-sided.

Indeed, if one does many good deeds and helps those in need, they can gain significant fame within a short time.

Lin Xuan's situation was no exception. Over these few months, he had saved countless lives. While some of the people he helped repaid his kindness with malice, most of the cultivators were grateful for his aid.

The cultivation world might be full of danger and strife, but most people still knew how to repay a favor.

For Lin Xuan, doing good deeds was not about seeking any return; it was simply something he did. And this large fame had its benefits too. He needed friends to help him find clues for the Seven Treasures of Naraka. His recent journey was aimed at broadening his social circle.

...

The boundless sea stretched vast and wide, even with Lin Xuan and Mo'er's extraordinary concealment techniques, it would still take several years to cross. Though this time wasn't significant for them as cultivators, Lin Xuan didn’t have much interest in lingering here any longer.

After more than three months since he left Cloud Mist Island, a piece of land appeared ahead. However, upon closer inspection, they found that it was just another larger island rather than the edge of the boundless sea.

The area was enormous, and even with Lin Xuan’s divine sense rivaling that of late-stage cultivators, his perception still couldn't encompass everything.

"Good, good, this is where we should be."

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a jade cylinder engraved with a map of the sea flew out. He grasped it and injected his divine sense into it. After a moment, he looked up with a delighted expression on his face.

"Master, what's wrong?"

"This is Sea Ape Island. The teleportation array to leave the boundless sea is right here."

"Is that so?"

Moon’s delicate face lifted slightly as she revealed a hint of joy in her eyes. Although she had Master by her side and no regrets in this life, flying over the sea for months had made even the scenery tiresome. Knowing they could leave brought her immense happiness.

Thus, their speed increased further, adding an extra layer of green light to their flight.

"Look! It's a late-stage Immortal Ancestor!"

Sea Ape Island was vast, and not far from the shore stood magnificent buildings. These weren’t owned by any sect or family; yet, many cultivators came and went here, making it one of the most bustling places in the sea.

However, late-stage Immortal Ancients were rare, which is why the guards on patrol were surprised but didn't dare to speak much. After all, late-stage Immortal Ancients often had personalities as peculiar as their names; a single misstep could lead to dire consequences.

The two cultivators’ flight soon brought them close. Once the guard recognized their faces, his fear quickly dissipated, replaced by joy and respect: "It’s Lin Senior and Fairy Mo! It's such good fortune for me to meet you both."

"Oh, do I know you?"

Lin Xuan showed curiosity on his face.

All five elements had memory-enhancing effects. Lin Xuan was certain he had never met this person before; how could he recognize him?

"Senior jests. Your benevolent heart has saved countless lives in the boundless sea. Many cultivators and ordinary people here remember your great kindness. Although it's my first meeting with you, I've seen your portraits."

The guard’s expression was filled with respect but showed no fear.

In recent months, Lin Xuan had acted bravely and helped many, earning a reputation for his kind heart and gentle nature. There was no need to worry about offending him.

"Such fame is unexpected."

This was an unforeseen delight for Lin Xuan. He conversed briefly before walking towards the magnificent buildings.

Upon closer inspection, he saw numerous pavilions and towers of various designs. The place was bustling with activity, almost like a city.

Lin Xuan and Mo'er had neither hidden their presence nor concealed their cultivation; two late-stage Immortal Ancients arriving here naturally drew many gazes. The cultivators’ eyes were filled with awe, and some even showed envy.

Rainbow World indeed had countless experts, but the number of late-stage existences was still scarce in comparison. Thus, Lin Xuan and Mo'er attracted much attention. Even though Mo'er hadn’t returned to her Naraka form, she remained strikingly beautiful. While there were many beautiful cultivator fairies, few could match Mo'er.

Soon, someone recognized them.

"Is it Senior Lin!"

"Yes, indeed! A great benefactor has arrived."

"I have long admired Senior’s benevolence. May I be your disciple?"

...

Various voices echoed in his ears as the fame of Lin Xuan and Mo'er was no small matter. Some bowed respectfully, others came to pay their respects out of admiration, and even some had the audacity to ask if they could become disciples.

Lin Xuan, despite having experienced countless situations on his path to cultivation, couldn’t help but gape in surprise at how to respond.

The ancients said that empty fame can weigh one down. This saying proved true.

As for being called a great benefactor, Lin Xuan was embarrassed beyond measure.

Mo'er covered her mouth with her hand and smiled mischievously.

This girl wasn't as obedient as she used to be in the mortal world; she even dared to mock him.

But now that it had come to this, there was nothing Lin Xuan could do. He didn’t want to linger here and argue with everyone. Using his divine sense, he quickly located the teleportation array’s location.

With a burst of green light, he enveloped Mo'er and flew towards the building containing the teleportation array.

The disappointed cultivators behind them couldn't chase after them, knowing that dealing with a late-stage Immortal Ancestor could be dangerous. They watched as they disappeared into the distance.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan’s flight was swift; in no time, he arrived at a hundred miles away and stopped before an imposing building.

There were fewer people here, but those entering and exiting had formidable strength. This wasn’t unusual—low-level cultivators wouldn’t have enough crystals to use teleportation arrays.

Lin Xuan and Mo'er's arrival caused another commotion. His fame in the boundless sea was indeed significant. Lin Xuan found it tiresome and took Mo'er to the teleportation array, where he handed over some crystals. Soon, both of them vanished within a layer of spiritual light. (To be continued.)
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The Rain桐 Realm was vast, with countless sects and clans numbering in the millions. As for the cities where cultivators gathered, the number was beyond count.

No one had ever attempted to tally them up; the exact numbers were a mystery.

One of these cities was Lost Star City.

How long this Immortal City had existed was anyone's guess. It lacked any outstanding features but its transportation was extremely convenient. The city boasted teleportation arrays that could instantly transport someone a thousand miles away.

Of course, using such an array over vast distances cost astronomical amounts of crystal stones, which ordinary cultivators couldn't afford to waste on such luxuries.

Given the importance of these teleportation arrays, their guards were naturally very strict.

It was a tranquil morning. In one of the Teleportation Hall deep within Lost Star City, several armored guards stood idly chatting outside.

Suddenly, without any warning, one of the parallel teleportation arrays began to activate. A burst of spiritual light filled the air, and a continuous rumbling sound echoed in their ears.

The guards' expressions turned solemn as they realized that whoever was using the array was no ordinary cultivator. They should show reverence.

Otherwise, angering a high-ranking old monster could be fatal.

Though the teleportation process seemed complex, it lasted only an instant.

Soon, the light spread outwards.

As people appeared on the array, two figures became clearer: one male and one female who looked very intimate. If his guess was correct, they were likely a couple practicing dual cultivation.

Both looked no more than twenty years old, incredibly youthful.

However, in the world of cultivation, judging someone's age by appearance alone was unreliable.

The guards' faces showed no signs of negligence.

One had already summoned a round talisman-shaped treasure.

Of course, he wasn't being disrespectful. This talisman served only to determine their cultivator's realm.

Soon, two golden light points appeared on the talisman: "It’s... an old ancestor at the Tribulation Transcending stage!"

Rain桐 Realm was home to many experts, and the number of Tribulation Transcending elders far exceeded that of other realms. However, for ordinary cultivators, such beings were still rare.

The guards' expressions turned respectful in awe.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he shook his head, dispelling any lingering dizziness. Moon was snuggled beside him, looking like a little bird.

"Where are we?"

"The senior, this is Lost Star City."

The leading guard replied respectfully.

"Lost Star City? This shouldn't be part of the Boundless Sea anymore!"

"You're correct, Senior. We are no longer in the Boundless Sea."

"Good!"

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he said no more. He emitted a faint green glow and left the building with Moon. They stepped out onto the street.

Of course, both slightly suppressed their aura, keeping their cultivation at the Spirit Gathering stage.

Though his purpose was to make friends, he knew better than to stand out too much in this city, attracting unwanted attention from other cultivators.

Strike when the iron is hot and retreat when necessary. That was the wisdom of adaptability.

...

Lin Xuan first visited a bookstore, buying several jade cylinder scrolls.

In an unfamiliar place, reading books was the smartest choice to understand local customs.

He always did so in every realm he visited.

After returning with his purchases, he took Moon to a fine restaurant.

The best restaurant in Lost Star City!

Though cultivators could practice alchemy and survive without food, many still enjoyed delicious dishes.

Compared to mortal cuisine, the food in Immortal cities was incomparably exquisite. The age of their wine was often measured in centuries.

If you had enough crystal stones, you could even drink a thousand-year-old spirit wine.

Of course, wines over ten thousand years old were rare treasures!

Lin Xuan brought Moon to this restaurant not just for the food but also to gather information. In teahouses and taverns, people liked to talk freely after drinking their fill.

Though most of what they said was empty boasting, occasionally, useful tidbits could be heard.

...

His main goal, however, was rest. If he could hear any news about the Seven Treasures of Mordred, that would be a bonus.

This thought flashed through his mind but Lin Xuan didn't believe in such good fortune. He doubted he'd easily uncover clues related to the Seven Treasures of Mordred.

Even without luck, it was still enjoyable to taste fine food and rest.

Lin Xuan and Moon went upstairs to a window seat where they ordered a full table of dishes and a pot of wine. They enjoyed their meal.

Indeed, this restaurant had good business. Everywhere he looked, tables were filled with cultivators drinking and eating heartily.

Without deliberately releasing his divine sense, Lin Xuan could hear every conversation clearly.

"Say, isn't the View Tower Pavilion being too stubborn?"

A rough voice suddenly caught his attention. The topic was unrelated to the Seven Treasures of Mordred, but it drew his interest.

View Tower Pavilion!

Only a few beings had ascended from the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud to the Spirit Realm: Moon and himself, and their sworn sister, Dream Like Safflower.

Safflower Immortal had been absent for years. Lin Xuan had searched far and wide without finding any trace of her, making him quite concerned.

As for the First Mortal World's top cultivator, View Tower Pavilion, he lived well in the Spirit Realm.

For some reason, his relationship with Master Dragon was surprisingly good. Thanks to Master Dragon’s protection, he led a comfortable life in the Spirit Realm.

Lin Xuan had met View Tower Pavilion several times: once when searching for a spirit gathering pill in the Demon Realm and another time at Master Dragon's wedding.

At that time, during Master Dragon and Immortal Lady Qianqian's dual cultivation ceremony, View Tower Pavilion’s realm was already at the late Spirit Gathering stage. His progress over the years was truly remarkable, though it made sense given his connection to Master Dragon.

But why would he be living here? Was it just a coincidence or were there other cultivators with the same name and surname?
第三千四百六十一章 万蛟公主

Lin Xuan didn't know the reason either, but his curiosity was indeed piqued.

The moon's face also flashed with a hint of curiosity. The couple both perked up their ears.

Of course, on the surface, they continued to drink and savor delicious dishes without any change in expression.

Behind them, the voices of another group of cultivators reached their ears.

"Indeed, this Pavilion of Hope truly doesn't know when its time has come. What should be a great opportunity, it's trying to escape with all its might. It's simply a waste of resources and too foolish," Lin Xuan didn't need to turn around to see that the speaker was a cultivator with a stern expression. His face was filled with envy.

"Friend Mast can't say so. Everyone has their own aspirations. In your view, it is indeed a great opportunity, but who knows what Pavilion of Hope thinks? Maybe others feel they are not worthy," said a burly middle-aged man, his face showing a hint of disagreement.

"Sister Daoist Xue's words may be somewhat insincere. Although the princess of the Ten Thousand Serpent King has... cough, her appearance is a bit off-putting, but her status is extremely noble. In all three realms, few women can compare to her. To receive such favor is Pavilion of Hope's good fortune for eight lifetimes. If it were me, I don't believe I would be as foolish as Pavilion of Hope," the previous man clearly felt somewhat aggrieved.

"Really..."

The burly man hesitated, pondering if he had such luck, he probably wouldn’t refuse either. The princess of the Ten Thousand Serpent King was said to be a bit overweight and her temper reportedly explosive, but she still held an exalted status. If he were to marry her and join the Ten Thousand Serpent King's family, it would be like a crow turning into a phoenix. As long as his cultivation wasn’t too poor, he could advance beyond the Tribulation stage.

Even possibly further, onto that path of immortality.

For every cultivator, this was something they dreamt of. In all three realms and throughout history, how many people refused such temptation?

At least, this burly man would not be able to do so.

Thus, Pavilion of Hope truly seemed like a rare case.

Of course, he merely thought these things in his mind. Even if he didn't want to admit it verbally, his stammering reaction exposed his inner thoughts.

Laughter erupted as the other cultivators at their table began mocking him.

Chinking glasses and swapping cups filled the ears. Lin Xuan and the moon exchanged puzzled looks.

Because the previous thoughts had only been in his mind and not spoken out loud, they didn't know the full story.

In a fog of confusion, Pavilion of Hope first, then how did it connect to the princess of the Ten Thousand Serpent King?

Lin Xuan was unaware of who this princess was, but the reputation of the Ten Thousand Serpent King was well-known throughout the three realms.

The vast expanse of the three realms saw many races using that title. However, in the eyes of true cultivators, it was merely a joke.

A mere small worm dared to call itself the Ten Thousand Serpent King? Only one being in all the three realms deserved such a title—the existence residing in Rain Pine World, the true king of serpents. Even facing a True Dragon, he wouldn't change color.

That was the actual king among kings, one of the top three demon kings in the spirit realm.

How did Pavilion of Hope get involved with him?

However, it didn’t seem like there would be any danger for him.

Lin Xuan had few friends, and Pavilion of Hope could be counted as one. Given his character, if he knew there was danger, he wouldn't hesitate to help.

As for the Ten Thousand Serpent King?

He had offended many people, so adding another wasn’t a concern.

But right now, it didn’t seem necessary. The princess of the Ten Thousand Serpent King was searching for Pavilion of Hope everywhere, but clearly, there were deeper reasons involved.

Though Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear on the specifics, as a highly intelligent person, he could deduce some of them from subtle clues.

The moon's reaction was similar. They exchanged glances and both wore amused expressions.

Since Pavilion of Hope only brought trouble without danger, they didn’t need to intervene. Watching the commotion from the side would be fine too.

Before that thought fully formed, a sudden shout came from outside.

"Found Pavilion of Hope."

The voice seemed abrupt and unclear, but it instantly drew everyone's attention.

"What? Found Pavilion of Hope, is it true?"

"Don't care if it’s true or not. Let's go check."

"Right, the princess of the fat serpent promised that whoever captures Pavilion of Hope alive will receive endless benefits."

"What does 'endless benefits' mean?"

"Why should you care so much? The princess of the fat serpent is the daughter of the Ten Thousand Serpent King. Her promises always come with great rewards. Let's capture Pavilion of Hope first."

"Easy to say, but Pavilion of Hope is a late-stage Spirit Formation cultivator. He’s easily within reach."

"How can that be an issue? A hero still falls to many. Maybe our luck will shine on us?"

"Mm, that makes sense."

Various discussions filled their ears. The crowd in the city had thinned out as the princess of the fat serpent's promise proved significant. Countless cultivators from Lantan City rushed to find Pavilion of Hope.

High-ranking cultivators aside, Lin Xuan couldn't understand why those at the early stages—condensation core and even some with vitality period—were so eager.

Though a hero falls to many, there was a prerequisite: their cultivation levels had to be close. With their current abilities, even if a million people rushed in, what would they achieve? They thought they could capture Pavilion of Hope alive, which showed a lack of understanding of the situation.

Lin Xuan shook his head inwardly, finding them utterly foolish.

Moreover, that sudden shout was likely a feint. Imagine capturing Pavilion of Hope; with such great benefits, who would announce it so loudly?

Even if their location was discovered, they would surely move quietly. A fool would make everyone aware of the situation.

This logic was simple, and many wise cultivators existed in the realm. Stupid people rarely made it onto this path.

Yet, when faced with reality, few could remain calm to think clearly. The fear of being outdone by others led them to chase after the news without verifying its truth.

Lin Xuan was an exception; he continued to eat and drink leisurely. However, the moon couldn't sit still: "Young Master, aren’t you going to see the commotion?"

Girls always have a stronger sense of curiosity. If Lin Xuan wasn't there, she would likely have followed already.

"Not in a hurry."

Lin Xuan's expression was calm as he spoke.
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However, he could not afford to waste any more time in contemplation.

The few immortal cranes were moving incredibly fast. Despite his best efforts, he was unable to escape them. They seemed about to catch up here.

As the saying goes: "When faced with a decision, do not hesitate; otherwise, you will suffer."

Given that his divine consciousness had yielded no results and the teleportation array had been destroyed, perhaps it was just coincidence.

Tinglou looked on with hope as he landed by the intact teleportation array. Then, he waved his hands, sending several spells out from his sleeves.

With each movement, a "wuhu" sound echoed, and a milky white light surged from the surface of the teleportation array.

Seeing this, Tinglou's face lit up with joy. However, in the next moment, his expression suddenly froze.

The milky white light on the surface emitted sparks of electricity, giving off an imposing appearance. But upon closer inspection, it was clear that this was not a teleportation array being activated; instead, there were traps set around him, and he had unwittingly fallen into them.

Frustrated, Tinglou's face turned pale. He knew full well that he had stepped into the trap laid by his opponents.

Anxiously, he waved his sleeves to release a one-foot-long magical artifact. Its surface was adorned with intricate patterns, emitting an aura of mystery.

The Golden Rhythm Pen!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as this was indeed Tinglou's life-bound treasure, something he had seen in the mortal world.

However, times and circumstances had changed significantly. Tinglou was no longer what he used to be. Although the Golden Rhythm Pen remained the same, it had been refined countless times with numerous rare treasures added, making its power far beyond that of his former possession.

Nodding, Lin Xuan saw Tinglou grasp the Golden Rhythm Pen. A surge of righteous energy erupted from his body.

Righteous Energy!

As a Confucian cultivator, Tinglou had many insights into the cultivation of righteous energy. His body was now enveloped in golden flames, looking incredibly impressive.

But for a cultivator, appearance held no real value. Tinglou's face showed only anxiety as he raised his right hand and flicked his sleeve to grasp the Golden Rhythm Pen with his palm.

His left hand was not idle either, sending spell after spell from his fingertips.

The golden light on the surface of the pen intensified, forming snake-like electric arcs that struck the light screen in front with great force.

Lin Xuan, hiding in the shadows, nodded. With a spirit fragment cultivator's strength, this move was indeed formidable.

Unfortunately, it was useless.

Tinglou's vengeful strike had impressive power but could not shatter the light screen. He remained trapped!

Sudden whirring sounds reached his ears as several eagles descended from the void. A flash of spirit light revealed several young women in fiery red attire.

These were none other than the transformed eagles from earlier. They had set up this ambush, waiting for Tinglou to fall into their trap.

Witnessing all this firsthand, Tinglou's face was a picture of despair.

But what use was it to complain now? As one of the Twelve States' top experts in his past life, Tinglou's nature was incredibly resilient.

Despite the dire situation, he did not give up. He frantically tapped his Golden Rhythm Pen, attempting to break free from the cage. However, all his efforts were futile.

Given that they had planned this in advance, how could there be any opportunity for him?

The妖族 girl stood there with a smug smile, showing no urgency. One of them even taunted: "Lord, even a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage would struggle to break through this Purple Bamboo Cloud Confinement Array within three moments. You might as well save your breath."

This comment only made Tinglou angrier. Righteous energy poured out from his body.

But the young woman was clearly not speaking nonsense. The prohibition had formidable power, and despite his best efforts, Tinglou could not escape.

The process seemed complex but actually took mere moments.

Then, the immortal cranes arrived, transforming into several graceful women in white robes.

They exuded a refined aura, fitting for transformed immortals.

But Tinglou did not have time to admire their beauty. His expression was one of despair.

After a lifetime of heroism, would he really fall here today?

He made no plea for mercy; knowing it was futile, why waste his breath on something that would only make him look foolish?

Lin Xuan had already seen clearly: the leading young woman wore more luxurious attire and was at the late spirit fragment stage. Her aura far surpassed ordinary late-stage cultivators, matching Tinglou's.

This explained why he kept running; with such formidable opponents and allies, fighting back would be sheer folly.

Running was the right choice, but it led him to this predicament.

Tinglou's face turned pale as he refused to give up. He used his Golden Rhythm Pen like a meteor, striking the light screen relentlessly.

The leading young woman sighed and bowed before Tinglou: "Lord, please do not waste your efforts. I apologize for our predicament and beg you to understand. Please come with me to see the princess."

"No way, I'll die first!"

Tinglou's expression was one of desperation.

Watching from the shadows, Lin Xuan found this amusing yet perplexed. Could it be that Princess Fat Dragon was truly so terrifying that Tinglou feared her like a tiger? Why had he left Nael Dragon Realm for RainTongRealm?

Too many questions swirled in his mind, but Lin Xuan did not act immediately; it was not out of fear but because the time was not right.

He would wait and see how things unfolded before making any decisions.

Thus, Lin Xuan patiently waited, doing nothing.

"Lord, I apologize!"

The young woman waved her sleeves again, a small circular disk appearing in her hand. Spell after spell was cast, and an incredible scene unfolded.

The thick light screen twisted and transformed into countless ropes that wrapped around Tinglou.

Tinglou tried to dodge but to no avail; he soon resembled a mummified corpse.

His face showed anger and frustration, but it was all in vain.

"Let's go!"

The leading young woman waved her sleeves again, releasing a tower-shaped artifact. A green glow enveloped it as it seemed ready to capture Tinglou. But just then, a long laugh echoed, followed by an oppressive spiritual pressure from the sky. The tower fell to the ground with a "thud." (To be continued)
第三千四百六十四章 横生变故

The situation arose suddenly, with no prior signs. The妖族 women were taken aback, their expressions turning to shock as they heard the sharp cries and saw the flickering of spiritual light. Several had already summoned their talismans.

Looking around, however, all that could be seen was a faint aura of spiritual pressure lingering in mid-air; there were no other signs of anything amiss within the building.

This strange scene left the women exchanging glances, their faces showing extreme surprise.

"Who dares to intrude here and disrupt our spell? Why hide your face when you come to visit us? Acting like a god or demon is not the way of heroes!"

The young woman in court attire stepped forward, her cold voice echoing. She was not only skilled but also remained calm under pressure, unlike the others.

"Alas!"

A sigh echoed as Lin Xuan could no longer ignore the situation and spoke softly: "This Pavilion Brother is an old acquaintance of mine; please, let my fellow daoists not push too hard."

Before his words were finished, a flash of light appeared, revealing Lin Xuan and Moon in mid-air.

They had been hiding nearby, but their concealment technique was so powerful that the others hadn't noticed anything beforehand.

"An old monster of the劫期!"

Several妖族 women exclaimed simultaneously, their voices tinged with fear.

Despite the faint spiritual pressure earlier, they still harbored a bit of侥幸. However, seeing Lin Xuan and Moon emerge, all hopes were dashed.

Moreover, things seemed much worse than expected; there were two old monsters of the劫期.

After all, the difference in power between a分神and a渡劫 was vast, even though their cultivation stages differed by only one level.

This unexpected arrival was beyond what they could handle.

The faces of the women showed signs of panic as they wondered whether to retreat or make other plans.

Only the leading woman in court attire remained composed. She bowed gracefully towards Lin Xuan and Moon: "I am Muxu, a servant of Princess Wanjiao. I come to greet you, esteemed seniors."

"This Pavilion Daoist is engaged to be married with our princess," she continued. "We have been sent by the princess to bring you back to our Drifting Cloud Valley for a celebration. If you do not mind, please join us and enjoy some wine together."

Her words were courteous, leaving no obvious flaws, but they contained subtle implications.

Inviting them to a wedding was meant to remind them not to save Pavilion Brother.

Although they couldn't defeat these women, those who dared offend Princess Wanjiao were few in the Three Realms. If it had been another old monster of the劫期, their words might have caused some hesitation.

After all, while an old monster of the劫期 was formidable, it still depended on whom you compared them to. Ordinary cultivators would be at their mercy.

Princess Wanjiao was a formidable figure—one of the Three Great Demon Kings and equal in status to Loose Immortals. An ordinary old monster of the劫期 was but an ant to her.

Everyone's life was precious, so caution was warranted.

The woman remained calm under pressure; truly remarkable. Her words were not wrong, but Lin Xuan wasn't a conventional player.

No one dared provoke Princess Wanjiao, but he had offended many top-tier existences. The venomous snake Ice Soul, the Golden Yue Corpse King—none of them liked him. With debts piling up, it was easy for Lin Xuan to shrug off another.

It didn't matter if he offended yet another; what could Wanjiao do?

The entire exchange took mere moments, but Pavilion Brother remained bound and immobile on the ground, his face contorted with distress.

He couldn't help but seek assistance from Lin Xuan. The principle of prioritizing lesser harm over greater was clear to him.

"Brother Lin, help me!"

"Don't worry, I wouldn't abandon you."

As he spoke, Lin Xuan turned and said: "Fair ladies, this Pavilion Brother is a dear friend of mine; please have mercy on him."

Lin Xuan's words carried no anger, but the women's expressions darkened as they exchanged glances.

"Sir, do you not care about Princess Wanjiao? She is the only daughter of the Wanjiao King. Offending her could bring you nothing but trouble," the woman in court attire said doubtfully. Such brazenness was unprecedented; even an old monster of the劫期 should have some respect for a princess.

Lin Xuan sighed, knowing further words would be useless.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light emerged from his robe. At first glance, there seemed to be no issue, but the green light twisted and enveloped Wang Tinglou.

A series of crackling sounds filled their ears as Wang Tinglou, who had been tightly bound like a粽子, suddenly stood up.

"Impossible!"

The woman in court attire's expression changed dramatically. She knew the Purple Bamboo Cloud Sealing Array well; even an old monster of the劫期 would not easily break free from such constraints.

Looking closer, both their presences were impressive. Moon was still partially sealed but her beauty was undeniable—she could captivate anyone with her charm. As for Lin Xuan, he might be plain-looking, but his rich cultivation experience had given him an air of uniqueness that left a lasting impression.

Despite the woman's late-stage 分神, she couldn't determine Lin Xuan's true power level in a short while.

She wondered if this person was indeed an old monster of the后期劫期. However, even such beings would not dare offend Wanjiao King; it truly was a strange situation.

As the saying goes, distant water cannot quench immediate thirst. Despite Wanjiao King's fame, Lin Xuan showed no concern, leaving her helpless given their current power disparity.

But the princess had strict orders to bring Wang Tinglou back. What could she do?

The woman in court attire grew anxious as a cold voice suddenly echoed: "A disrespectful brat! Daring to meddle with Wanjiao King's affairs; don't you know that trouble comes from too much talk and烦恼from overstepping? Fenhong wants to see who dares to defy our princess."

The voice appeared out of nowhere, followed by a streak of light.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he raised his head with a cool expression. The light before him was almost at its peak.

At first, the light was far away, but after several leaps and bounds, it approached until it was right in front of them.

Then, the light dimmed, revealing a powerful-looking celestial bird.

This strange bird had feathers of a grayish-green color, four wings, six legs, and an intimidating appearance. Its flight speed was astonishing, leaving Lin Xuan momentarily speechless as he recognized none of the species it belonged to.

However, the aura emanating from this creature was unmistakably that of a post-cultivation realm, 100% at the critical stage.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened slightly.

The妖族 women present all showed signs of great joy and anticipation.

"Wind Brother, why have you come?" The leading palace-dressed woman stepped forward; clearly, she was familiar with this new post-cultivation veteran.

"Haha, I came here because of the princess," he said with a smile.

With a flap of its wings, an eerie妖风surrounded his body. After a moment, the wind dissipated, revealing a tall and slender man.

He wore a green robe, had a high crown on his head, and his appearance was utterly ordinary. However, his aura indicated that he was at the mid-cultivation realm stage.

Standing there like a mountain, he naturally exuded the air of a master cultivator. His strength could not be underestimated by Lin Xuan.

After all, in the妖族 world, cultivation was difficult, making high-ranking beings rarer than in human society. But their strength was formidable and should not be trifled with. A fellow at the same stage would often be stronger than a human cultivator.

If one had the bloodline of a celestial beast, it would be even more powerful.

Although Lin Xuan did not recognize this creature's true form, its appearance suggested that it was no ordinary being.

Lin Xuan’s character ensured he held no contempt for any opponent. He knew all too well what kind of talent and power this post-cultivation veteran possessed.

"Princess called you here because she believes you can handle the situation," the old monster said with a nod, "Our new groom is slippery, having escaped from the princess's residence. His abilities are not to be underestimated."

"Haha, the princess is indeed wise and perceptive. Her concerns were well-founded. I arrived just in time." He turned his head and scanned Lin Xuan and another person.

"Why don't you leave? Do you want me to force you out?"

"Your words are bold, but unfortunately, I am an old acquaintance of this pavilion friend. With him facing a crisis, I cannot stand idly by."

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as always. He did not underestimate the cultivator in front of him nor undervalue himself.

The妖族 had formidable strength compared to human cultivators, but he had killed post-cultivation late-stage beings before. What could this opponent do?

In any case, Lin Xuan was not a man who would abandon his friends. He could not turn away from the pavilion friend's predicament.

Before he could finish speaking, a cry rang out. A妖族 woman in white clothes approached with an odd expression, mixed with excitement.

"I know who you are," she said, "You're Lin Xuan. You saved countless people in the Endless Sea and gained quite a reputation."

Lin Xuan had gone out to make more friends and do good deeds. His侠义and quick actions in the Endless Sea had earned him a great name among cultivators. He never expected his fame to reach here.

She had always felt familiar with Lin Xuan but could not recall why until now, when her mind suddenly lit up.

Lin Xuan sighed; recognizing him meant he would have to deal with the Wannv King again.

If he turned and left now, there might still be a chance. But being weak in front of the weak was beneath him.

In his previous life on Earth, the pavilion friend had helped him many times. A thousand years ago, it was his intervention that saved Lin Xuan from certain doom. He could not ignore such kindness.

A true man should repay favors and seek revenge for wrongs. Dealing with the Wannv King would be no issue; too many lice do not itch, and too much debt does not cause worry.

The immediate priority was to resolve this crisis.

With a smile on his lips, Lin Xuan said, "I will never abandon an old friend. How about you let us go if it's convenient for your friend?"

"Daydreaming!" the old monster roared in anger, knowing that today would not end well.

"You have no regard for life; I won't spare your life."

Before he could finish speaking, a green glow enveloped his body as he lunged at Lin Xuan with forceful speed.

Although both were post-cultivation realm cultivators, there were differences between the妖族 and humans. While humans had cultivation techniques like炼体, their main focus was on magical treasures. A cultivator's strength depended not only on their mana but also on their treasure.

Lin Xuan could not avoid this either. Without his Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, a先天宝物, he would have to rely more on his own strength, making the fight much harder.

However, for the妖族, even without magical treasures, they could refine their bodies to an extreme degree. While they did use treasures, their physical resilience and innate abilities far surpassed those of human cultivators.

This creature's attack was particularly formidable. Before Lin Xuan could react, it had already reached his chest with a mocking tone in its voice.

"You know your own death is inevitable; I've given you a chance to leave. Since you won't go, you'll stay here and die."

Before he could finish speaking, the old monster raised his right hand, fingers curled into claws, and struck Lin Xuan's chest.

The move was swift and urgent. As it approached, a black aura transformed into an iron claw that gleamed like metal, not inferior to any magical treasure. (To be continued)
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The妖族's cultivation of physical refinement was indeed no small matter. If a regular cultivator were to switch places with the opponent, and be pushed into close range, even Moonling would be greatly alarmed, never expecting such swift actions from the other party.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted slightly.

While the power of this technique was impressive enough on its own, the speed at which the opponent approached was truly astonishing. Despite his shock, Lin Xuan wasn’t about to sit idly by and wait for death. As he saw the swift approach, he raised his right hand, fingers curled into claws, ready to strike.

This claw attack had considerable power but did not belong to any of the immortal techniques that Lin Xuan knew; it was a martial art from the secular world.

Martial arts qi for cultivators was trivial. However, in the Dragon’s Pillar Realm, there were some who practiced martial arts and could also integrate the cores of妖兽 crystals, known as妖化 beings. Their abilities were extraordinary, able to compete with cultivators on equal terms.

By chance, Lin Xuan had obtained numerous martial arts techniques that were highly valued by妖化 beings. Most cultivators would have scoffed at them, but Lin Xuan saw their potential. As the saying goes, a stone from another mountain can polish jade; learning more martial arts might come in handy someday.

Lin Xuan was already proficient in physical refinement techniques and had plenty of spiritual pills to aid his cultivation. Learning martial arts came naturally, and he quickly mastered the divine skills described in the Hundred Spirit True Explanation.

With the opponent now close enough, Lin Xuan didn’t have time to summon his treasures but instead used the martial arts from the Hundred Spirit True Explanation.

The Dragon Claw technique was powerful and precise in its strikes. However, it alone couldn’t stop the opponent. Adding force laws would make the difference.

Though the process seemed complex, it happened in an instant. Lightning-fast, their palms touched mid-air with a loud bang.

A burst of light illuminated the scene as fierce energy winds spread outwards. The two figures separated and recombined, but who emerged victorious was unclear until they stood still.

Lin Xuan remained standing, his face showing a faint smile. But the Wind Ancestor retreated to dozens of feet away.

An expert’s first move reveals their skill. He had expected this to be an easy victory, yet he ended up taking a heavy hit. He marveled at Lin Xuan's quick reflexes and wondered how his physical body could be so resilient.

The strike was pure finger strength against finger strength, breaking through the Wind Ancestor’s secret technique. He knew his abilities well; this claw’s power didn’t fall short of that of any same-level cultivator’s treasure. How could a mere human cultivator have such powerful finger strength?

But there was no time to ponder further. If he delayed, the opponent might use their treasures, making things even more difficult.

He flashed through countless shadows, like a whirlwind, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

"Speed Law!"

A look of surprise crossed Lin Xuan’s face as he recognized his opponent's abilities but still couldn’t evade them. This speed law was indeed formidable.

Lin Xuan sighed and raised his right hand. A flicker of light appeared as the Nine Palaces Sword emerged from the void. However, there wasn't enough time to summon it fully; instead, he grabbed with his fist and swiftly stabbed out.

Sizzz…

The sword hadn’t even reached its target when a wave of energy had already sliced through the air. The power was immense.

But this sword technique wasn’t any immortal cultivation method but a martial art from the Hundred Spirit True Explanation.

Of course, not using immortal techniques wasn’t to hide his weakness; it was because in close combat, martial arts were more useful than cultivation methods.

Every tool has its limitations, and every skill has its strengths.

...

The sword’s momentum was fierce, and the Wind Ancestor couldn't directly confront it, retreating immediately after contact. He used his claws and feet, moving with such precision that it seemed like a strict martial art form.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he showed an odd expression. The opponent's fist and foot techniques were clearly from the secular world, likely from masters of martial arts.

Martial Arts!

After several more exchanges, Lin Xuan was almost certain his guess was correct.

The old妖族 monster also excelled in secular martial arts. His skills were extremely high; even without using法力, this martial art far surpassed ordinary天道 experts.

Lin Xuan was amazed, and the Wind Ancestor shared similar thoughts. He had a natural talent and after passing through the劫stage, he understood speed laws, further enhancing his abilities. But compared to other妖族 of the same level, he didn’t have any remarkable advantages.

By chance, while traveling, he witnessed two masters from the secular world sparring. These were both masters with swift movements and impressive techniques.

To a妖族 at the劫stage, they were laughable.

That day, bored, the Wind Ancestor watched these two ordinary humans spar from afar. But as he observed, an inner light flashed. He thought, because of my natural talent, I was already incredibly fast. With speed laws now, my movements are like lightning.

But other old monsters at the same stage also mastered world laws; achieving excellence would be difficult.

However, the benefits of speed laws were clear—by merely thinking, he could rush to an enemy’s side before they could even use their treasures. If he learned a set of these techniques, how could anyone withstand his punches and kicks?

Realizing this, he felt elated.

Acting on it, with his power as an old monster at the劫stage, finding martial arts texts in the secular world was like picking fruit from a tree.

He didn’t spend much time and found several secret manuals, quickly becoming a formidable expert.

Of course, how powerful he was compared to other cultivators of the same level was uncertain. His earlier speculations were just that—speculations.

Soon, he had an opportunity to face others at his level. Combining speed laws with martial arts, he easily defeated them in one exchange, much more than expected. The Wind Ancestor was so elated it shook him up.

He repeatedly faced formidable opponents but always emerged victorious, almost invincible against peers. Meeting Lin Xuan wasn’t on his radar; humans were easy prey once pushed into close range. Today, however, he found himself in a tough spot.

P.S.: Happy New Year to all my fellow daoists! May your wishes come true and may you stay healthy and happy with your family!
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Cleverness backfires.

Old Monster Wind never expected his divine powers to be useless against this guy. Now, he was in a bind and couldn't use any other techniques.

He could only dance with both hands, punching and kicking, hoping to kill Lin Xuan right here.

But it wasn’t that easy. The true essence of the Thousand-Swallow Art that Lin Xuan wielded was also an unparalleled secret text. The martial arts described within were incredibly ingenious. Instead of using the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Technique, Lin Xuan held it like a regular sword.

If other cultivators saw this, they would burst out laughing.

However, in this situation, it was perfect. Sword energy and fist strikes flew everywhere, making it seem as if two martial artists were fighting to the death.

But that was just on the surface. Their speed and ferocity far exceeded what ordinary people could match. Even Mo Er couldn’t intervene.

This wasn't idle chatter. Lin Xuan and Old Monster Wind were in close combat. Their strikes were blind, mixed with cosmic laws, each move containing hidden power, their movements swift to an extreme degree.

Mo Er wanted to help but the distance between them was too close, and his speed too fast. A misstep could accidentally injure Young Master.

As for Pavilion Tower, he could only envy from afar. This Lin boy truly wasn’t ordinary; compared to him, the former Number One Cultivator in the world felt ashamed.

Actually, Pavilion Tower didn't need to be so self-deprecating. His speed was already off the charts. With Nai Long Immortal looking after him, his innate talents were exceptional.

However, Lin Xuan had countless good fortune, making him seem inferior compared to him. Even the former Asura might not have matched this cultivation speed. Looking at the Three Realms and throughout history, perhaps only Field Sword could match Lin Xuan.

Pavilion Tower fell into a gloomy mood, while the female demons were even more helpless.

Old Monster Wind’s divine powers they always admired. They heard that even the Ten Thousand Serpent King had praised him before. A mere peer cultivator should be easily captured, so why couldn’t he control him?

Wasn't it wrong? Human cultivators were known for controlling magical treasures, when did close combat become this formidable?

The female demons muttered to themselves but could only watch helplessly.

There were many extraordinary people in the cultivation world, but few had seen such a battle between Old Monster Wind and Lin Xuan.

---

They relied solely on martial arts, discarding all divine powers and magical treasures. They fought it out with their martial skills alone.

The palm strikes and sword energy were incredibly fierce. Ordinary cultivators would die from mere contact. Everyone couldn’t help retreating.

Lin Xuan’s Thousand-Swallow Art was obtained from the Heavenly Wind City, a precious secret technique hidden in the treasure vaults of those who had been corrupted by demons. Naturally, it was an outstanding martial art.

The Thousand-Swallow Sword Technique he used now was complex and ingenious. Despite Old Monster Wind’s extensive knowledge, he couldn’t find a way to counter it.

Seeing his sword technique helpless against him, Lin Xuan added his left hand to the attack.

His martial arts were even more intricate. Sometimes his fingers formed claws, sometimes they resembled swords. He alternated between palm strikes and punches, occasionally using devastating finger power to strike at the opponent.

Every move tore through the air, creating gaps in space, causing nearby areas to collapse and distort with terrifying force.

With one hand wielding a sword and the other punching, this dual focus was truly remarkable. Old Monster Wind gradually found it hard to defend.

He wanted to imitate but ended up like a parrot mimicking speech, his situation worsening.

After all, focusing on one thing could get things done right. Lin Xuan’s ability to multitask came from having two元婴s. The main元婴 controlled the right hand while the second元婴 manipulated the left, striking and kicking in unison.

Lin Xuan wouldn’t reveal this secret to his enemy. Old Monster Wind, though skilled, couldn't grasp the complexity of it in a rush.

Imitating him only made things worse for himself. Seizing such an opportunity, Lin Xuan’s palm strikes grew even more powerful!

"Got you!"

Suddenly, he roared and slashed with his sword like snowflakes. Blood splattered as Old Monster Wind's left hand was severed by the blade.

If it were a martial arts competition among human cultivators, this would have decided the outcome. But for a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage, losing an arm wasn’t considered serious injury.

Lin Xuan knew this and didn’t slack off. He pushed another palm forward.

Mystic energy and true qi mixed together, causing space to collapse. This strike contained force laws.

Old Monster Wind tried to dodge but understood that taking the hit was his worst option.

However, the incoming palm was incredibly bizarre. It seemed like a simple push, yet it blocked all directions he wanted to avoid. A single palm contained profound martial arts.

In a hurry, how could he dodge? Reluctantly, he gritted his teeth and countered with a palm strike towards Lin Xuan.

"Idiot!"

A mocking smile appeared on the corner of Lin Xuan’s mouth. This guy had lost his mind. The fist strikes were out of necessity after being caught up close.

Cultivators wouldn’t rely solely on martial arts to decide a fight. Lin Xuan's palm strike was merely a decoy.

As he moved, a thin sword like a cicada’s wing flew from his sleeve.

Deception is a weapon in war.

This outcome clearly surprised Old Monster Wind. He tried to duck but still had blood splattering as his chest was pierced through.

Lin Xuan’s palm didn’t miss either, breaking bones and dislocating joints.

Even an old monster at the Tribulation Transcending stage couldn’t ignore such injuries. However, this Old Monster was truly formidable.

His eyes glowed with green light, and he spun around, a demon wind rising as he transformed into a four-winged, six-legged bird.

But his chest bled profusely, one wing broken off.

Despite his severe injuries, his movements remained swift. He first flapped his wings, sending out countless feathers like falling flowers before vanishing in a puff of green smoke towards the horizon.

Lin Xuan saw that these feather light showed considerable power and couldn’t ignore them. He quickly used divine powers to block it, then looked up as the opponent had vanished.

Lin Xuan frowned, closed his eyes, and released his spirit sense. In an instant, the opponent was a million miles away.

Lin Xuan asked himself if his speed was fast enough but knew he couldn’t compare. The opponent’s escape speed was astonishingly swift; there was no way he could catch up.

Though unwilling, Lin Xuan had to give up. (To be continued.)
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This battle ended with Lin Xuan's victory, but his expression was anything but pleased.

The opponent’s escape meant that his identity had been revealed, and the grudge between him and the Sea Serpent King was sealed.

Though he had long ago offended the Treasure Snake Ice Soul and the Golden Jade Corpse King, Lin Xuan wasn’t worried about gaining another enemy. However, it would be better to avoid as many troubles as possible.

Now, this outcome left him feeling extremely depressed.

But he was no ordinary cultivator; with a deep breath, his expression turned calm once more.

Turning his head, he looked at the妖族 woman beside him. "You still linger here, do you really want to fight me?"

A mere few spirit beasts of the distraction level could be easily wiped out by Lin Xuan, but since the old monster had escaped, killing these female beasts would not help much. Lin Xuan wasn’t a cruel killer and decided to let them go.

The women were already nervous, fearing that Lin Xuan would cause trouble for them. If they couldn't even escape from the Sea Serpent Princess, how could they? When they heard that their opponent was willing to spare them, their joy was evident. They quickly bowed towards him before fleeing into the distance under the guise of妖风.

The large building was now reduced to just Lin Xuan, Yue'er, and Pavilion Lady.

Just then, a cacophony of voices reached his ears.

Lin Xuan frowned; he knew that those cultivators who had been led away to search for Pavilion Lady would be returning soon. Although Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, if they discovered his whereabouts, it would cause trouble. The most pressing matter was to leave this place quickly.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan moved swiftly and arrived at the last teleportation array.

Yue'er and Pavilion Lady reacted just as quickly, arriving beside him.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell towards them. A howling sound filled the air as multicolored spiritual light enveloped their bodies. The light dispersed, and they vanished from sight.

...

A million miles away,

a solitary teleportation array stood on the peak of a mountain.

Light flashed rapidly, and soon Lin Xuan, Pavilion Lady, and Yue'er appeared. Lin Xuan released his divine sense; his expression turned strange as he realized that there was no sign of cultivation or human presence within a ten-thousand-mile radius.

How could this side of the teleportation array be so desolate?

Despite his curiosity, Lin Xuan didn’t delve deeper. He cast aside his sleeves and produced a sword energy. First things first; he would destroy this teleportation array.

Better safe than sorry!

Pavilion Lady naturally had no objections. Though their interactions were few, they had once joined forces to repel enemies, making them good friends. His rescue during the crisis made him grateful.

However, seeing Lin Xuan and Yue'er advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage, he felt a twinge of envy.

Back in his prime, he was the top cultivator on Earth.

Pavilion Lady’s cultivation had been swift, but advancing from the Spirit Concentration realm to the Tribulation Transcending realm was incredibly difficult. Even though the Daoist Nael Dragon could offer guidance, it ultimately depended on his own opportunities.

A teacher can only lead you in; cultivation is up to oneself.

Nevertheless, Pavilion Lady’s demeanor was commendable. After a brief moment of admiration, he regained his composure and thanked Lin Xuan sincerely.

"Brother Pavilion, no need for such courtesy. Our friendship runs deep, how could I not help? But why are you here in the Rain桐 Realm instead of staying in Nael Dragon's realm?"

"A sigh!"

Pavilion Lady sighed, his expression showing a hint of awkwardness, which made Lin Xuan wonder.

Fortunately, he didn’t need to ask further as Pavilion Lady continued: "I came for a reason. Brother Lin, do you recall that Fairy Ruyan flew up with you to the Spirit Realm?"

"How could I forget?"

Lin Xuan’s expression grew serious. During his time on Earth, Fairy Ruyan had taken care of him, and they had formed a deep bond. He was grateful for her assistance in ascending.

Back then, he and she had entered Penglai Mountain together to find the teleportation array. They ascended simultaneously, but upon reaching the Spirit Realm, Yue'er and Ruyan were nowhere to be found.

Lin Xuan pondered this for days, deeply concerned. He tried his best to search but without success. The vastness of the Spirit Realm made it akin to searching for a needle in a haystack.

Though he understood that seeking her was futile, he couldn’t help but hope that today’s news would lead him to her.

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan’s expression turned attentive: "Where is Sister Ruyan? Did Brother Pavilion really find out?"

"Finding Fairy Ruyan's whereabouts isn't easy."

Pavilion Lady sighed, his face showing a sense of loneliness and desolation.

"Oh, then why did you come here?" Lin Xuan asked with confusion.

"This was due to chance," Pavilion Lady revealed. "Over a hundred years ago, after I advanced to the late Spirit Concentration realm, my cultivation stagnated. Knowing that sheer hard work wouldn’t suffice, I went out in search of opportunities."

Lin Xuan nodded; this was common for cultivators and didn’t need much explanation.

"Then one day, I heard about Fairy Ruyan's whereabouts. Someone claimed to have seen her in the Rain桐 Realm," Pavilion Lady continued.

"Oh, is that information accurate?"

"It’s true. The person I questioned described her appearance precisely, so there’s no doubt."

"Where is Sister Ruyan? Have you found out anything?"

"If it were easy, I would have found her long ago. This was a chance encounter; the person only met Fairy Ruyan and doesn’t know her current identity or whereabouts. If I knew, I wouldn’t be here," Pavilion Lady said with frustration.

Hearing about Sister Ruyan’s whereabouts after so much effort to find her, yet failing to locate her despite his efforts, he couldn’t ignore this news.

With a concerned look, Lin Xuan asked, "Where is Sister Ruyan? Did you really find out?"

"Finding Fairy Ruyan's exact location isn't easy," Pavilion Lady sighed, his expression showing loneliness.

"Oh, then why did you come here?" Lin Xuan asked with confusion.
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Time passed quickly, but for cultivators at this stage, it was nothing to worry about.

The pavilion did not rush; he treated his travels as a way to explore the world. Originally, he had intended to seek out opportunities and break through to a higher realm of cultivation.

Yutong Realm was vast with numerous high-level experts. Countless treasures and magical artifacts could be found here, making it an excellent choice for exploration. He could also look into Dream Ruyan’s whereabouts, achieving two goals in one.

While it might seem excessive to say he was so engrossed that he forgot his homeland, the hundred years of time were indeed not a hardship for Wating Pavilion.

However, the cultivation world was full of dangers. As Wating Pavilion roamed through Yutong Realm, he inevitably encountered setbacks.

As a cultivator at the late Spirit Splitting stage, his strength was already considerable. But there were always those who surpassed him, and this principle held true in both secular society and the cultivation world.

...

The story began half a year ago when Wating Pavilion went out to seek treasures and inadvertently got caught in a whirlpool.

Despite it being an accident, the situation at that time was indeed perilous. No matter how hard Wating Pavilion tried, he could not escape his predicament.

Just as he was about to perish, a chance encounter with Princess Ten Thousand Serpents saved him.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents was the beloved daughter of the Three Demon Kings and had a noble status. She possessed initial-stage Transcendence power.

Legend had it that she was extremely spoiled and loved traveling. By coincidence, she met Wating Pavilion and his companions.

The conflict between several Spirit Splitting cultivators and Princess Ten Thousand Serpents was irrelevant. The cultivation world was full of strife, so she did not intend to get involved.

However, she saw Wating Pavilion.

They had never met before, but perhaps there truly was a case of love at first sight. Just one glance, and the princess’s heart was captured, leaving no room for anyone else.

The result was obvious. Since Princess Ten Thousand Serpents fell in love with him, it was only natural that she would help him.

Originally a Transcendence cultivator, her noble status made her invincible to several Spirit Splitting cultivators. They fled at the sight of her.

Thus, Wating Pavilion’s luck was good; he had a benefactor who saved his life due to unforeseen circumstances. He was naturally grateful but found Princess Ten Thousand Serpents’ affection unsettling.

The result was that she accompanied him on his travels, claiming she too was exploring and suggested they travel together for mutual protection.

While Wating Pavilion felt it inappropriate, he could not refuse the kindness of saving his life. They traveled together, and indeed, she did offer many aids and protections.

Wating Pavilion genuinely appreciated her, but soon after, she revealed her admiration, suggesting a dual cultivation partnership.

"Ha ha, if you are so affectionate, Brother Wating, why don't you repay my life-saving kindness with your body?"

Lin Xuan found this amusing. He had not expected such an incident to befall Wating Pavilion; it was indeed interesting.

"Why would I mock you?" Wating Pavilion’s face showed signs of anger.

"It's not mockery. A man should marry, a woman should get married. There is nothing wrong with that, and considering her noble status, if Brother Wating can become the son-in-law of Ten Thousand Serpents King, he might achieve immortality," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

Moon did not comment, only smiling sweetly.

"You are still mocking me. What about Ten Thousand Serpents King? Even if I wanted to seek immortality, I wouldn’t rely on such means."

"Indeed, you have spirit. But is it because the princess is too ugly?"

Lin Xuan knew little about Princess Ten Thousand Serpents but had briefly consulted a book earlier.

Her appearance was not discussed much, but she was said to be extremely fat. While demons often transformed into human form with good looks and well-proportioned bodies, this princess was an exception, being abnormally overweight. Her arms were reportedly thicker than most people’s thighs, leading her to be called the Fat Serpent Princess.

While she was just a bit overweight, her temper was notoriously bad. She frequently angered many cultivators during her travels but could not truly offend them due to her status as Ten Thousand Serpents King's daughter.

Wating Pavilion shook his head: "I know that her temperament is not good, but she has been kind to me. I am not repulsed by her appearance; it’s just that since Lady Ruyan passed away, I have no interest in marriage."

Lin Xuan and Moon exchanged glances. They remembered Wating Pavilion taking multiple concubines in the human world, so how could he now be uninterested in marriage?

Was this true or false?

They looked at each other, half-believing and half-doubting, but Wating Pavilion’s expression was sincere, not like he was lying.

For a moment, Lin Xuan was confused.

But he did not delve deeper.

In essence, his curiosity about Moon and the other party's willingness to marry had nothing to do with him.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt relieved and waited for Wating Pavilion to continue.

"How did it end?"

"Later on?"

Wating Pavilion’s face showed a bitter smile: "Of course, I was unwilling. I tried to be tactful but she became furious, saying I didn’t appreciate her kindness. We couldn't agree, and in her fury, she captured me, insisting that no matter what, she would marry me."

Lin Xuan found this amusing; the princess truly was formidable.

"How did you escape?"

Admitting it, Lin Xuan had a curious side. Such an incident was indeed rare in the cultivation world.

"Afterward, sigh, hard to explain. In short, I used all my strength and managed to escape."

Wating Pavilion’s face showed lingering fear at the memory of his narrow escape.

Fortunately, he escaped quickly; otherwise, if they had consummated their relationship, it would have been too late for regrets.

...

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away,

Ten Thousand Serpent Valley!

Though called a valley, it was actually a vast expanse of mountains that stretched to the horizon. The demon aura in the mountain was abundant, with countless rare flowers and magical plants everywhere. Immortal birds and cranes were also numerous, making this place akin to a paradise.

The lair of Ten Thousand Serpent King, one of the Three Demon Kings, had an environment beyond compare.

However, at the heart of the valley where the demon aura was thickest, there was a deafening roar.

"Waste, all waste. With so many of you, how did you let Wating escape alone? And the nerve to come back and see me?"
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"Princess, calm down. A mere lookout tower is nothing to worry about, but that old monster from the Tribulation Period who caused trouble in the middle of our journey... his strength was truly formidable. Even without mentioning his other divine techniques and spells, his close combat prowess surpassed even mine. How could he have escaped otherwise?"

The voice of the Wind Elder entered his ears, yet a hint of shame colored his face. As a demon, being unable to defeat an ordinary human cultivator in hand-to-hand combat was a matter of great disgrace.

"Uncle Wind..."

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents had a fiery temper but wasn't entirely unreasonable. The Wind Elder was one of her father's top generals, skilled in the speed technique and praised by her father for his close combat prowess. He certainly couldn't be considered a weakling.

However, even he was severely injured upon returning, indicating that it wasn't due to poor fighting skills.

Thinking this over, Princess Ten Thousand Serpents frowned: "Is that boy Lin really as troublesome as you say?"

"Indeed, the other's divine techniques are incredibly difficult. While not on par with later-stage cultivators, in his peer group, he truly stands out."

The Wind Elder spoke decisively. This evaluation might sound impressive, but it was still a gross underestimation of Lin Xuan's strength.

Lin Xuan's abilities went beyond mere excellence; even the Ghost Mother from the Netherworld had been eradicated by him during his earlier stages. Now that both his second spirit embryo and demon core had advanced to the Tribulation Period, his power far surpassed what it was before.

To be blunt, he wouldn't fall short in a confrontation with later-stage cultivators. If he were to use True Spirit Sword Art, the odds would likely favor him.

The battle against the Wind Elder was sudden, leaving Lin Xuan little time to unleash all of his divine techniques. It had been merely a taste test for the other party, leading to an inaccurate assessment of his strength. He thought he had already gauged it well, but in reality, he didn't know just how formidable he truly was.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents wasn't aware of this.

As her father's beloved daughter, she couldn't possibly be intimidated by a mere mid-Tribulation cultivator.

She hated Lin Xuan to the core for helping the lookout tower escape. She would send someone after it and wouldn't let that annoying little boy off either.

Turning her head, she said: "Uncle Wind, don't say so much. Have you found out who that troublesome little guy is?"

"The Fireling Lady knows, your highness. Just ask her, and everything will be clear."

"Oh?"

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents looked ahead; a dozen or so demon maidens were kneeling before her.

They must have been the ones sent to capture the lookout tower.

Her gaze fell on a petite maiden: "Fireling, Uncle Wind said you know. Don't you recognize that guy who ruined your plans?"

"Princess, please calm down. Your servant has never met him. How could I possibly know him? It was just by chance that I heard of his name."

The Fireling maiden was alarmed and quickly tried to explain.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents clearly hated Lin Xuan deeply; she didn't want to be unjustly blamed.

"Oh, so this Lin boy has quite a reputation?"

"Not necessarily," the Fireling's face still showed some anxiety as she carefully chose her words: "This Lin... that Lin boy..."

She wanted to call him 'predecessor,' but reconsidered and called him 'boy' instead.

"How is he?" Princess Ten Thousand Serpents wore an impatient expression.

The Fireling didn't dare hesitate any longer. She continued: "This Lin boy was originally unknown, gaining fame only in the past two or three months."

"Oh?"

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents showed some interest at this point. In the Rain桐 Realm, there were many powerful cultivators, but even a Tribulation Period old monster couldn't be considered obscure.

This was too bizarre; could he be one of those legendary recluses who had been secluded in the Great Wilderness for years before recently breaking through?

Hmm, that theory seemed reasonable. If not an unknown recluse, how could he have dared to offend her father without knowing his fame?

In any case, she couldn't blame him too much; after all, ignorance was no sin.

With this thought, although she didn't plan to let Lin Xuan off the hook, her dislike for him had diminished significantly.

"Your servant doesn't know."

The Fireling spoke honestly.

"Very well. Tell me what you do know."

"Yes, Princess."

The Fireling lowered her head and organized her thoughts before recounting every detail of Lin Xuan's actions in the Boundless Sea as if pouring out a stream of beans from a bamboo tube.

Of course, she had only heard these details secondhand; some specifics were unclear to her. But the general direction was correct.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents wore a strange expression: "So this person is actually quite good."

"I am foolish, please let Princess decide," the Fireling hesitated to interject further.

Although in her heart, she believed Lin Xuan's actions were indeed commendable, he had overstepped by meddling and offending the princess. Whether or not he was a good person was irrelevant; she didn't want to be unjustly blamed by the princess.

"Hmph, this Lin boy is侠义，确实是个热心肠。但管闲事管到本公主身上，就有些过分了。罢了，这小子死罪可免，活罪难逃。传下法谕，一定要将他抓到。”

“还有，寻找望亭楼的悬赏可以再增加一些，总之不会让这两个家伙从我的掌心里溜走。”

……

这一切林轩并不知情，此时他已经从望亭楼口中得知事情始末。

嫣姐姐也在雨桐界，这真是意外之喜。只是大海捞针般想要找到她的踪迹，实在不易。

这需要机缘巧合，刻意寻找多半无用。

“望亭楼，你接下来有什么打算？”

“这个……”

望亭楼脸上露出一丝难色。原本他计划在这雨桐界游玩，寻找机会，同时探查嫣姐姐的线索，但如今公主看上了自己，要招赘为婿，并且不达目的誓不罢休。

三大妖王之一的十万蛇王之女自然惹不起，此时与自己有关的悬赏恐怕已经传遍了整个雨桐界的宗门家族和各处仙山洞府。留在这里步步艰难。

虽然他也会一些易容敛形之术，但任何秘术都有破绽，自己只是分神期，说不定什么时候就会被识破。
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The next time he fell into danger, there wouldn't be such good luck. Just when Lin Xuan happened to come and save him.

Moreover, as a man of his word, relying on himself for everything was essential. How could he always hope that someone would help him?

Rain桐 Realm couldn't stay any longer, but leaving here wasn’t easy either. Although it was the top small interface in the Spirit Realm, with a boundary-breaking array surely present, it was located in the largest immortal city and heavily guarded. Going there now would be like walking into a trap.

This approach was foolish, yet where else could he go if not leave Rain桐 Realm?

The pavilion陷入了 a dilemma of advancing or retreating.

Lin Xuan was an exceptionally clever cultivator. From his expression, it was clear what troubled him. Seeing that Lin Xuan understood, he opened the topic: "Brother Pavilion, are you planning to leave?"

"Indeed, I am going back to Naelong Realm."

With Lin Xuan's words, there was no point in dodging; he admitted openly, "Princess Ten Thousand Serpent won't spare me. In Rain桐 Realm, Brother is at a loss for what to do. However, as a cultivator not at the Tribulation Transcending stage, I can’t tear through space and travel between small interfaces."

"You are saying you cannot return to Naelong Realm? This isn't an issue; I can help," Lin Xuan said with a faint smile.

"Help me?"

"Yes." As soon as his voice fell silent, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves. A round bead the size of a dragon’s eye flew out from within them, its surface covered in talisman inscriptions, unmistakably not an ordinary item.

Wang Tinglou's discernment wasn't bad; he narrowed his eyes, "This... this is a Boundary-Breaking Orb. You have such a treasure."

"Correct, it is the Boundary-Breaking Orb."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a faint smile. This was from when he went to the Demon Realm for trials back then, obtained from Snowflake Saint Ancestor.

He had several of them; over these years, he used some but still had two or three left. With his current strength, opportunities to use it were few and far between, yet its value remained significant.

Lin Xuan was never stingy with friends. Since Wang Tinglou needed it, Lin Xuan took out the item without hesitation.

"Thank you."

Wang Tinglou’s face lit up with joy.

---

He wasn't overly pretentious. With the Boundary-Breaking Orb in hand, he could set up a simple array and directly tear through space to return to Naelong Realm.

"Rest assured, I will send you a message if I hear from Sister Ruyan. Also, greet Brother Naelong and Lady Qianqian on my behalf," Lin Xuan earnestly advised.

"Alright."

Wang Tinglou had no objections.

Lin Xuan didn't leave immediately but helped set up the array. In no time, a complex teleportation array appeared before their eyes. After installing crystal stones and testing it, everything was in order.

"Brother Pavilion, take care!"

"You must be careful in Naelong Realm; Princess Ten Thousand Serpent might blame you."

"I will be fine. The enemies I offend are countless; this insignificant Princess Ten Thousand Serpent can do nothing to me."

"Alas, your temperament!"

Wang Tinglou was worried but also envious. Although they hadn't met often, he knew Lin Xuan's character well and wouldn’t act rashly.

Back then in the human realm, Moon needed to look up to him; now both had advanced into Tribulation Transcending stage, ignoring even the threat of Ten Thousand Serpent King. It was truly enviable.

A man should be like that.

When would he have such strength?

This encounter deeply affected Wang Tinglou, making his previously dull meditation sessions suddenly filled with motivation.

Even without pursuing immortality, how could he lag behind Lin Xuan?

No, he must strive to enter Tribulation Transcending stage as soon as possible.

Wang Tinglou raised his head, his eyes gleaming, and looked energetic.

He bowed to Lin Xuan and Moon, "We will meet again."

"We will meet again,"

"Safe journey, advance quickly,"

Wang Tinglou smiled, flicking his sleeves to summon the Boundary-Breaking Orb. He waved his hands, casting several spells from his sleeves.

With his movements, a howling sound arose as the array activated.

A burst of light appeared, and a hurricane formed, enveloping the Boundary-Breaking Orb.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan and Moon retreated quickly. Simultaneously, a thunderous explosion echoed in their ears. Lin Xuan looked up to see a colorful light burst from above the array, then space ripples grew intense.

A vast expanse of space collapsed, followed by a narrow spatial rift appearing.

"Xian弟, Fairy Moon, take care," Wang Tinglou shouted from within the array. A fiery light shot up and disappeared into the space rift.

After some time, the celestial phenomena gradually dissipated, energy from the space ripples diminishing until they vanished completely.

The sky was calm; only a destroyed teleportation array remained on the ground, no trace of tearing through space visible.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. If Wang Tinglou wasn't overly unlucky and didn’t collide with a spatial storm, he should be able to return to Naelong Realm safely.

This was luck, something Lin Xuan couldn’t predict or help with.

Wang Tinglou likely wouldn't have such bad luck; Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves again, sending out a green aura that swept the remnants of the array into powder, leaving no trace. Even a Great Sage would find it hard to detect anyone had torn through space here.

The process seemed complex but didn’t take much effort.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and checked thoroughly; everything was fine.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan nodded at Moon.

"Master, where should we head now," Moon asked, tilting her head slightly.

"I don't know either."

Lin Xuan wore a bitter smile. His intention for this outing was to find clues about the Seven Treasures of Yama.

Due to unfamiliarity with the realm, his plan was to cultivate good relationships and make friends widely. This approach wasn’t wrong, but who could predict the changes in the cultivation world?

Meeting Wang Tinglou by chance and offending Princess Ten Thousand Serpent was something Lin Xuan never expected.

Yet, he had no regrets; he valued loyalty to friends. Since Wang Tinglou had helped him, how could he not save him when he faced danger?
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This was a new beginning, and Lin Xuan would have no regrets about it.

Treating friends should be with honesty; how could one be so petty to weigh the pros and cons?

Honesty is what matters between friends.

Lin Xuan didn't have many friends, but once he recognized them, he wouldn’t hesitate to help.

What did offending the Ten Thousand Serpent King matter?

Only that his original plan had to make some adjustments.

How rich Lin Xuan's cultivation experience was! He knew that Princess Ten Thousand Serpents would not easily give up.

Especially now, once she couldn't find Wangting Tower, he would be 100% targeted for her anger.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King’s strength was formidable; at this point, there was a high chance he would become the target of everyone's arrows.

To go out and make more friends to seek blessings now would only be like moths to a flame—throwing himself into a trap.

Such foolishness, Lin Xuan would never do.

Naturally, his original plan had to change.

Thus, he couldn't openly search for the Seven Treasures of Nirvana anymore; instead, he could only conduct a discreet investigation.

It was almost like hiding one's identity. Fortunately, keeping a low profile was already Lin Xuan’s principle, and it wasn’t difficult for him at all—almost second nature.

Of course, searching for the Seven Treasures of Nirvana would be much harder this way, but given their current situation, there was no other choice.

He could only hope that his luck held out and he found a clue to the Seven Treasures of Nirvana sooner rather than later.

Lin Xuan sighed. His face showed little disappointment; since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless hardships had been his norm, and this small difficulty was nothing compared to them.

When the enemy came, one fought back; when water came, one blocked it. Could offending a Princess Ten Thousand Serpents really make him unable to move an inch?

That seemed unlikely.

With that thought, Lin Xuan felt a surge of courage.

"Moon, let's go!"

"Okay."

Moon nodded and smiled gently.

Although she hadn't recovered the power of her former Arrogant Deity King, she had inherited most of its memories; naturally, she wouldn’t take the Ten Thousand Serpent King seriously either.

Besides, with Young Master by her side, she was not afraid of danger. Even facing the Eighteen Layers of Hell, Moon would be content.

As long as they were together, where did it matter to her?

...

Three days passed in a blink. This place indeed had no trace of human activity; Lin Xuan and Moon were both surprised. Why was this teleportation array built in such a remote location?

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on it much. The cultivation world was full of oddities, and if he wanted to understand every mystery, he might as well do nothing.

He knew that well.

Three days were neither long nor short for them; they passed by in the blink of an eye.

That day, Lin Xuan chatted with Moon when suddenly his expression changed. He stopped their flight.

"Young Master, what's wrong?"

Moon asked while releasing her divine sense. In just a moment, she found something significant—intense fluctuations of qi were emanating from the left front about a thousand miles away.

Clearly, there was an altercation among cultivators.

Whether it was a fight between several cultivators or encountering some beast, he couldn’t tell for sure due to the intensity of the qi fluctuations.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan enveloped Moon in a green glow and flew towards that location.

A thousand miles seemed unattainable to ordinary people but took only an instant for Lin Xuan with his divine speed.

Soon, they arrived.

Before them, light flickered, swords clashed, and法宝飞舞，剧烈异常的爆裂声如同炒豆子般不断传入耳中。

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted.

The scene before him was far larger than he had imagined—dozens of cultivators were fighting fiercely, with hundreds of corpses lying on the ground.

Such a large scale, could it be that some sect or family was having an internal conflict here?

Lin Xuan and Moon exchanged surprised glances.

But soon, they dismissed this idea.

There was no way these cultivators came from the same sect; their appearances and cultivation methods were vastly different.

They couldn’t possibly belong to the same group.

The scene was chaotic beyond measure—cultivators fought in pairs, making it impossible to discern who belonged to whom or what they were fighting for.

What was going on?

Lin Xuan and Moon looked at each other.

Since they embarked on their cultivation journey, countless coincidences had occurred, but such chaos was unprecedented.

After all, the cultivation world was full of bloodshed, but every conflict had its reason; otherwise, who would risk their lives for meaningless fights?

What were these cultivators fighting over now?

They were indeed powerful.

Half of them were at the Profound and Mysterious stage, some at the Spirit Transformation level, with a dozen more at the Union Separation stage.

The Rain Pine World was truly formidable; in other places, one wouldn’t easily encounter so many high-level cultivators.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

He still couldn’t figure out what was happening.

Since he didn't know the details, he decided not to act rashly.

Watching from a distance was the wisest choice.

Thus, Lin Xuan remained hidden in the shadows without intervening.

In no time, an hour had passed, and the fight gradually came to an end. Lin Xuan observed coldly and finally began to understand what was happening.

From the sounds of their calls, these cultivators were from different places; they didn’t know each other, fighting for a treasure.

Lin Xuan felt a bit tempted.

Although there weren't any cultivators at the Tribulation Transcendence stage here, the number of high-level cultivators was impressive. The battle was intense, and the treasure in contention was worth fighting for.

As they say, it’s better to meet by chance than be invited; if he hadn’t known about this, he wouldn’t have missed such a good opportunity.

Lin Xuan intended to act but then hesitated when something else caught his attention.

The object of their struggle wasn't a divine pill or treasure from the earth and sky, but an Jade Pupil Scroll.

Yes, it was the Jade Pupil!

As everyone knew, this item functioned like a book in the secular world, used to record things, most commonly cultivation techniques.

A good technique was indeed invaluable for cultivators. Major sects or experts cherished them fiercely.

Techniques were foundational; they had an even greater impact than treasures.

Such statements might seem exaggerated but held no truth at all.

If it were a supreme technique, that would explain the many struggles.

But Lin Xuan showed little interest.

He was interested in heavenly materials and earth treasures, but techniques held no appeal for him.
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Lin Xuan already had the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique.

This was a secret art of the Mo Yue Clan, and its power was naturally beyond measure.

Moreover, as he practiced it, Lin Xuan could increasingly feel its extraordinary nature.

Other than its ability to transform true spirit into a sword, the True Spirit Formation Art was incredibly powerful. If the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire reached its peak, it was said that it could even slay immortals.

To be frank, the techniques immortal cultivators practiced might not necessarily surpass this one.

Considering Lin Xuan had already advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence stage, changing his main cultivation technique would be foolish.

Therefore, regardless of how miraculous the techniques recorded in the jade pupil were, they held no attraction for him.

The same was true for Mo'er. She was a reincarnation of the Arhat King. The power of the True Arhat Explanation needed only to look back at the battle between the Arhat King and the True Immortal at the North Pole to see its might. As an Arhat King's reincarnation, Mo'er’s cultivation techniques were identical to her previous life, making it even less likely for her to be swayed by other techniques.

Seeing that the jade pupil was on the ground, Lin Xuan and his wife both felt a lack of interest. Since there was no attraction, they decided not to linger any longer.

However, at this moment, the situation in the arena changed abruptly. Two Spirit Separation cultivators were fighting when one of them dropped the jade pupil. Everyone's attention was immediately drawn towards it, but no one dared to pick it up.

Everyone understood that whoever obtained the jade pupil would become a target for everyone’s attention and even sudden attacks.

Given this, they wisely decided not to rush into the fray. It was better to wait and see who could outmaneuver the others.

Despite their wisdom, an unremarkable old man in a black robe suddenly stepped forward, his sleeve flapping as a beam of light emerged from it, snatching up the jade pupil.

The sudden change caused those wary cultivators to become enraged: "Dare you! Put down the treasure!"

"Such audacity! Are you trying to live longer than an old man? You must be feeling lucky."

...

Shouts filled the air. It was understandable why they were shocked and angry, as this black-robed elder was only at the Separation Formation stage, a lowly cultivator among them.

No one would have paid attention to such a minor figure, but he had just performed an astonishing feat.

Despite their shock, the other cultivators did not let him get away with it.

But before they could react, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. His gaze was far more perceptive than most, and he noticed something unusual.

Indeed, a long laugh echoed as an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Boom!

With a burst of runes, the black-robed elder suddenly emitted a brilliant light, his aura expanding tenfold or more.

This wasn't just a Separation Formation cultivator; it was clearly a late Spirit Separation cultivator.

He had not usedqi collection techniqueto conceal himself but a special talisman to seal his power, which is why he managed to deceive so many people.

If not for Lin Xuan's superior divine consciousness, he might have missed this trick entirely.

But the man’s audacity was too great.

While sealing one's power with such a talisman had excellent effects, unsealing it required complex steps. Did he not fear dying before completing the unseal?

He was essentially gambling his life, but regardless of the risk, he succeeded.

As a late Spirit Separation cultivator, dealing with these attacks was easy for him.

With a long laugh, he summoned an odd-shaped treasure.

It wasn't clear if it was a sword or a knife, but its power was undeniable.

In an instant, it blocked incoming attacks. Then, with a wave of his right hand, he affixed a spirit talisman to his body. The small spirit talisman flashed and disappeared into his body. Soon after, light flames erupted from behind him, forming a pair of wings over two meters long.

These wings were entirely composed of light flames, dazzlingly bright.

With a gentle flap, the man turned into a streak of light that vanished.

No, he didn't disappear; it was just that his speed was too incredible. It surpassed even those at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, and no one could catch up to him despite their shock.

The entire process seemed complicated but took only an instant.

The black-robed elder’s success in obtaining the treasure not only stemmed from his formidable strength but also from his meticulous preparation.

With that spirit talisman, he had moved so quickly that others couldn't follow. Thus, the matter was settled.

...

"Master, are we leaving?"

"No, I want to see what kind of treasure it is."

The many cultivators fighting over the jade pupil, even risking such dangers, piqued Lin Xuan's interest. He decided to satisfy his curiosity.

In their eyes, the other man’s speed was unattainable, but in Lin Xuan's eyes, it wasn't extraordinary.

Determined to find out what lay beyond, Lin Xuan didn’t delay further. He enveloped Mo'er with a green glow and flew off.

...

Indeed, that person's speed was impressive. Lin Xuan flew for nearly an hour before he saw the other man far in the distance on the horizon.

The man turned his head, realizing someone had caught up to him.

Surprised, he grew anxious. His current speed relied on a spirit talisman and couldn't be increased further no matter how hard he tried.

What should he do?

Before he could think of a solution, Lin Xuan arrived with a gust of wind.

"Hand it over."

Lin Xuan didn’t waste words.

The other man released his divine consciousness, but the response was deep and unfathomable. Both Lin Xuan and Mo'er felt this way.

Two Tribulation Transcendence cultivators.

The black-robed elder’s heart sank. He had worked hard to obtain the treasure, but he never expected such a result. Human plans are no match for heaven's will, as they say.

He hesitated, but two Tribulation Transcendence existences were beyond his match. To hand it over would be humiliating, yet giving up was equally unacceptable. He was in a dilemma.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who bullied the weak. With a wave of his sleeve, an jade bottle flew out: "Friend, since you are reluctant to give it up, I will exchange this bottle of medicinal pills for it."

The other man hesitated but took the bottle. After uncorking and sniffing it, he burst into joy. The value of these medicinal pills far exceeded that of the jade pupil to him.
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"Many thanks for your benevolence, Senior! Here are the treasures you've bestowed upon me!"

The fear on his face vanished completely as he replaced it with a look of respect and handed over an jade cylinder.

While the contents within were indeed significant, whether or not one could obtain them was still uncertain. However, the spirit medicines before him were easily accessible. Comparing the two, exchanging for Lin Xuan's spirit pills seemed more practical and beneficial.

This result came as quite a pleasant surprise. He had no hesitation in this exchange, his heart filled with gratitude towards Lin Xuan.

"Very well, you have obtained what you desired; let us part ways." A faint smile appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth.

"Yes, I will leave now."

As natural-born cultivators, they were all people of importance. Seeing that Lin Xuan was trying to send him away, why would he continue to stay here?

The robed elder bowed to Lin Xuan and his entire body emitted a black glow, transforming into a streak of light that flew towards the horizon.

Soon, he disappeared from sight.

Lin Xuan lowered his head, placed the jade cylinder against his forehead, and sank his divine consciousness into it. After a moment, he raised his head with an odd expression on his face.

"Why, young master? The contents within are not what I expected."

Moon knew Lin Xuan's thoughts and could easily understand his surprise.

"Indeed, this is a treasure map," Lin Xuan said, his expression becoming even more peculiar.

It was well-known that in the cultivation world, although there were countless heavenly treasures and earthly rarities, cultivators numbered far more. Describing it as "many monks, little porridge" was not an exaggeration at all. Therefore, if a cultivator accidentally discovered some treasure or an ancient cultivator's lair, they would never make a big fuss about it; instead, they would secretly seek the treasures.

No one wanted to have too many heavenly treasures, even those close to them rarely shared their finds.

As for treasure maps, they were merely jokes. Although several had appeared in the cultivation world, they were later proven to be pranks or traps set intentionally.

Lin Xuan hadn't encountered such a situation before, but as the saying went, "If you've never eaten pork, you've at least seen pigs run." Over these many years, he had heard of numerous such occurrences.

"I didn't expect it to be a treasure map."

Moon wrinkled her nose. "It's truly a waste of time."

"Time wasted? That may not necessarily be the case," Lin Xuan said with a more composed expression.

"Oh, how so?"

Moon was somewhat surprised.

"Most treasure maps are likely fake, but this one has caused many cultivators to vie for it; perhaps we will find an unexpected surprise!" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and mused. "Young master, do you mean that it might be genuine?"

"I don't know if it's true or false, but since there was no progress on our search for the Seven Treasures of Naraka, this map gives us a chance to try our luck."

"Since young master says so, let's go and see," Moon said with a smile. She had always unconditionally supported Lin Xuan's choices.

With their decision made, they did not linger any longer. Lin Xuan examined the treasure map, then emitted a green glow from his body, wrapped Moon in it, and vanished.

...

At the same time, several thousand miles away, Tian Xiaojian held an identical jade cylinder in his hand, while corpses piled up beside him like mountains.

"Turns out it's a treasure map. Uncle, do you think this is real?" Tian Xiaojian played with the jade cylinder, speaking softly.

"I don't know where to ask."

The tone of the Demon Lord was tinged with sighs.

In the cultivation world, most treasure maps were fake, but there was no absolute certainty; occasionally, something extraordinary would indeed appear. Judging the authenticity of a map based on just one piece of paper was quite challenging.

"Uncle also doesn't know. Fine, since the sacred peaches have not yet ripened, let's treat this as an adventure."

Tian Xiaojian smiled and made his decision.

...

Meanwhile, in Rain桐 World, there were far more than two treasure maps appearing. Hundreds of jade cylinders scattered everywhere, each containing identical treasure maps.

No one knew where they came from or why they inexplicably spread across the world, but these things had already stirred up countless waves of conflict and bloodshed in the cultivation world. Even many渡劫级别的 great cultivators were alarmed because various legends surrounded these treasure maps.

Some said that the contents of the map recorded the ancient tomb of a true cultivator, containing the legacy of a fallen immortal. If one could inherit this legacy, they would gain countless benefits.

Others claimed it was a lair of an ancient powerhouse, filled with all sorts of treasures; not only precious medicines but also a先天灵宝buried there.

...

Most cultivators scoffed at such claims, yet many still tried their luck. After all, if these maps suddenly appeared and were so specific, how could they remain unmoved?

The storm was brewing, and Rain桐 World was already turbulent. However, Princess Ten Thousand Serpents did not care about any of this. Her face displayed a look of impatience.

"How come there's still no news from Brother Lingliu after all this time?"

If Lingliu were here, he would have spat out a mouthful of old blood; his speed was indeed swift. Although older than Lin Xuan, compared to the long-lived demons, he was like a small witch seeing a great wizard.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents calling him "Uncle" truly meant she had no intention of letting him go free.

"Your Highness, your servants have made every effort to find him. However, there is still no news about Lord Lingliu."

The demoness before her was filled with fear; the princess's temper was well-known. After such a long time with no progress, their lives would certainly not be easy.

But failing to find Lingliu wasn't their fault; they had already sent out all their people and increased the bounty several times over. Yet, there were still no clues, as if Lingliu had vanished into thin air.

What could they do without any leads?

"Trash." Princess Ten Thousand Serpents was not bothered by this and became enraged.

"Princess, please calm down."

A servant bowed respectfully but hesitated: "However..."

"What is it? Speak quickly."

"Recently, many jade cylinders have inexplicably appeared in the cultivation world. The contents within are treasure maps."

"So what?"

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents still wore an impatient expression.

Even if most treasure maps were fake in the cultivation world, who was she? Princess Ten Thousand Serpents; did she really care about treasures? Her father was one of the top cultivators in the Spirit Realm, with countless treasures beyond imagination.

"I beg your pardon, Your Highness. My meaning is that Lord Lingliu might also have obtained a treasure map and gone to that place."

[End of Chapter]
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To be honest, such speculation was not without foundation, but since he could find no sign of the Pavilion or Hall, this was his only option.

Regardless, it was better than sitting idly and waiting.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpent did not refute him. After a moment's thought, her face showed interest instead.

"Since that is so, show me the treasure map."

"Yes, Princess."

Several demonesses revealed expressions of great joy. If their suggestion were adopted by the princess, they would likely be spared punishment this time.

Opportunity knocked; the woman in front stepped forward eagerly. With a flick of her jade hand, a flash of light appeared before she respectfully handed over the jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

Although he excelled in concealment techniques and had considerable experience with disguise, there were countless extraordinary figures in the cultivation world. Rain桐 Realm, as the top small interface in the Spirit World, boasted numerous experts.

If he were too conspicuous, his identity might be revealed. Princess Ten Thousand Serpent was not someone to trifle with. Although Lin Xuan was not afraid of conflict, he did not wish to provoke her. As the saying went, better to avoid trouble if possible.

Thus, Lin Xuan followed the principle of being cautious and chose remote areas for his journey whenever possible.

Indeed, this proved effective.

Throughout his travels, his concealment techniques remained undetected. However, due to their isolation from human contact, he was unaware of events in the cultivation world.

He had no idea that there were hundreds of copies of the treasure map, with many other cultivators obtaining them as well. Tian Xiao Princess also intended to delve into this mess. As they say, enemies meet on narrow roads; some troubles could not be avoided even if one tried.

Lin Xuan's abilities were formidable, but even a true immortal could not predict the future.

Meanwhile,

In an unknown realm, dark magic energy surged and exploded like living creatures.

This magic energy was extremely pure yet different from genuine demon energy. The exact difference was unclear, but for cultivators, this magic energy was far more detestable than real demon energy.

Deep within the magic energy, a magnificent palace stood.

Suddenly, a streak of black lightning flashed in, entering the palace.

A moment later, the light dissipated, revealing a wisp of black smoke.

Then it flickered and transformed into the face of a cultivator.

Clearly, it was just a fragment of demon consciousness, not human or demon. It differed significantly from ancient demons, to the point of being bizarre.

An external realm demon; his identity was becoming clear.

The demon then knelt, its ugly face now filled with respect: "Greetings, Palace Lord. I have discovered the node."

"This, my lady, I already knew,"

Before this wisp of consciousness stood a deep vortex. Just looking at it seemed to draw one's soul.

However, from within the vortex, a clear and melodious voice sounded out, each syllable pleasant and lively, like celestial music.

"Lord, you already knew."

The wisp of consciousness showed surprise on its face.

"Yes, not only did I know, but I had someone create a treasure map indicating the location of the node, scattered throughout Rain桐 Realm," the melodious voice said.

"Why would Lord do this?"

The wisp's expression was one of shock.

After all, in their realm, the environment was peculiar, making it extremely difficult to reach other realms. Even the Heavenly Demon Sovereign had to severely injure himself to break through the barrier and cross into the Spirit Realm to snatch the Blue Star Sea, only to fail and vanish without a trace.

The impact of this did not end there. Worried about external demons, top cultivators in the Spirit Realm, led by immortals and demon kings, joined forces for the first time.

They expended countless divine treasures to strengthen the barrier between their realm and the external demon realm, making it impossible for even the most powerful Heavenly Demon Sovereigns to break through.

However, external demons did not disappear from the Spirit Realm. In ancient times, many high-ranking demons had crossed over here, some perishing while others were sealed away.

Time passed, and eventually, all seals would be broken.

Now these external demons had resurfaced, their primary task being to reconnect with the demon realm.

This was no easy feat. Many powerful figures in the Spirit Realm had worked together back then.

Although their efforts weakened over time, immortals and demon kings were well aware of this. They periodically reinforced the barrier.

Thus, even now, the Heavenly Demon Sovereigns could not break through to enter the Spirit Realm.

The efforts of immortals and demon kings were invaluable.

The external demons in the Spirit Realm seethed with anger but dared not provoke such powerful beings. Instead, they sought other paths.

The hardships involved were immense, but their efforts did not go unrewarded. After much struggle, they finally found a spatial node.

Even geniuses could make mistakes; there must have been some oversight in the seals by immortals and demon kings.

Using this node as a base, they could re-establish a path to the demon realm.

This was their hard-won result. If top cultivators from the Spirit Realm knew about it, they would not stand idly by. Thus, they kept it secret; how could they make such knowledge public?

The wisp of consciousness was left with many questions regarding this person's intentions.

However, it was certain that his actions had a profound purpose and were not without reason.

He inquired further, but the vortex remained silent. The wisp of consciousness waited for a moment before reluctantly retreating.

The magnificent palace fell into silence once more.

But just a few moments later, a sigh came from within the vortex.

Although it was a sigh, the voice was still melodious. For some reason, it sent a chill down one's spine.

Then the vortex became hazy as a slender figure emerged slowly.

At first, her face was indistinct, hidden behind the magic energy.

But even in silhouette, she was breathtakingly beautiful, to the point of being considered倾国倾城 (capable of making a nation fall).

If Lin Xuan were here, he would likely notice that this blurry figure resembled the Cloud Fairy from long ago. Though not identical, her shape and facial features hidden by the magic energy bore an 80% resemblance to Qin Yan.

Was this a coincidence, or was she truly Qin Yan? (To be continued)
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Lin Xuan was unclear about the twists and turns hidden behind the treasure map.

Treasures, treasures—ultimately just a trap to lure people into it!

If he had known all these twists and turns, Lin Xuan would have definitely not waded into the muddied waters. But there are no "ifs" in this world.

Even as someone like Lin Xuan, he could never predict the future.

Although the cultivation realm had divination techniques, such practices were inherently elusive, sometimes working and sometimes not, making it hard to fathom their mysteries.

Moreover, although Lin Xuan was well-versed, he had never practiced these divination techniques.

Man has his limits. Even with the Blue Star Sea assisting him, Lin Xuan couldn't possibly spare too much time for such pursuits.

The principle that one can't chew too much at once was something Lin Xuan understood all too well.

Thus, regarding the dangers ahead, this time Lin Xuan knew nothing about them.

...

Living incognito, after ten days of travel, Lin Xuan finally arrived at his destination.

Ten Thousand Mountains—a place he had heard of more than a few times. Not just in the Spirit Realm, but even during his time in the Human World, there were perilous places named Ten Thousand Mountains.

Names could be repeated, much like how many dragon-like creatures called themselves Ten Thousand Dragon Kings.

But this Ten Thousand Dragon King was not that one, and so it went for the vastness of the Ten Thousand Mountains.

The terrain's perilous nature was beyond description with words.

Looking out, one saw a range of mountains stretching endlessly, shrouded in a faint mist. The number of mountain ranges could not be clearly counted, but one thing was certain: there were far more than ten thousand!

In terms of land area, it surpassed millions of acres.

Yantong World was vast and full of perilous places, but the Ten Thousand Mountains could easily rank among the top ten in terms of danger.

This alone showed how significant this place was.

As they say, misfortune may be a blessing in disguise. This saying applied perfectly to the Vast Wilderness.

Dangerous places often harbored opportunities.

Due to their remote locations, these areas were rich with rare and magical herbs.

If cultivators ventured into such peril and returned safely, they would likely have significant rewards.

However, not everything had exceptions.

The Ten Thousand Mountains was different from other dangerous regions.

Although there were vast wildernesses within, no unusual herbs or fruits could be found; instead, toxic substances and miasmas predominated.

Thus, this place saw few visitors, let alone ordinary cultivators.

Of course, it wasn't that the Ten Thousand Mountains had no traces of human activity at all. For ordinary cultivators, the mountains were a perilous path. But for certain sects skilled in poisons, they considered these places as rare treasures.

One such sect was Hundred Poison Sect.

While not a top-tier power in Yantong World, it did have its unique strengths. The Supreme Elder, Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons, possessed strange and formidable abilities that were hard to match even by peers.

Now, this old monster had reached the peak stage of middle cultivation period.

Hundred Poison Sect was the first sect within the Ten Thousand Mountains, with a history spanning over a million years.

Despite its odd nature, it lived in relative peace due to minimal interactions with other sects.

However, not long ago, this peaceful life was disrupted.

The Hundred Poison Sect's cultivators were surprised to find unfamiliar faces entering the Ten Thousand Mountains.

They weren't ordinary people; they were all cultivators of considerable strength, mostly at the Spirit Transformation stage or higher. Some even belonged to old monsters who had already passed through tribulation.

What did these people want? When had the Ten Thousand Mountains become so desirable?

Unlike other secret realms, the Ten Thousand Mountains didn't have any divine herbs or fruits.

The Hundred Poison Sect's cultivators were puzzled and hesitant but dared not act rashly.

These cultivators' strength was formidable; they feared alerting them too early.

But things didn't end there. Soon, a new development occurred.

It began one morning, with no prior signs. Suddenly, brilliant light emerged from the depths of the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Followed by sounds like thunderous gongs echoing through the mountains.

The light was dazzling, and so were the sounds.

The entire Hundred Poison Sect was roused. Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons directly left his seclusion, stepping on poisonous clouds into the sky.

He extended his divine sense to see where the sound and light originated from.

But it was too far away.

Though he had already passed through tribulation and possessed a powerful divine sense, he still couldn't extend his senses to the location of the anomaly.

But Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons wasn't an ordinary figure.

With such long life experience, his wisdom was vast.

He immediately realized that something extraordinary was about to emerge.

Considering recent events, with so many high-ranking cultivators arriving and making the Ten Thousand Mountains desirable, it confirmed his suspicions.

Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons was overjoyed but also wary.

If treasures emerged in the Ten Thousand Mountains, why didn't he know?

His guesses were just that—guesses. He couldn't afford to alert them prematurely, so he immediately issued orders to capture several outsiders to verify this news.

Although Hundred Poison Sect wasn't a top-tier power, they were local experts. While the outsiders had formidable strength, as long as they didn't provoke those old monsters who had already passed through tribulation or Spirit Transformation cultivators, they could still be captured.

This move indeed yielded results, including the treasure map itself.

His guesses were correct.

But why did this anomaly occur so recently, yet there was a treasure map from much earlier?

It was understandable to feel perplexed.

Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons harbored doubts.

But cultivation was all about seizing opportunities.

A great opportunity couldn't be let go.

Thus, those outsiders became Old Immortal's enemies—threats in his bed.

Others wouldn't dare sleep while others were awake, but creating unnecessary enemies wasn't a good strategy either. At least he didn't target the old monsters who had already passed through tribulation.

It wasn't out of fear; it was simply that one couldn't defeat an enemy with many allies.

Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons chose to deal with Spirit Transformation cultivators instead.

After all, treasure hunting required both strength and luck. By eliminating opponents first, his chances of finding the treasure would increase significantly.

This principle wasn't just understood by Old Immortal of Ten Thousand Poisons; other old monsters at the tribulation stage who arrived here were well aware too.

Originally, they had doubts about the authenticity of the treasure map. But seeing the brilliant light and the thunderous sounds that echoed through the mountains, their doubts vanished.

Their plans aligned with Old Immortal's, and they began to eliminate Spirit Transformation cultivators.

In a short time, bloodshed and carnage ensued. Many Spirit Transformation cultivators perished without even laying eyes on the treasure. Naturally, these cultivators wouldn't sit idly by either.

Some left while others, determined, entered the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Postscript: I truly apologize for this chapter being late. I'll make sure to return to my regular update schedule tomorrow.
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Money and treasures can stir the heart!

The strength of a Spirit Dividing Realm cultivator was naturally far from being able to compare with those who had passed through tribulation.

But those who could reach this level were not easily dismissed either.

When faced with stronger opponents, it's the wisest choice to avoid them if possible. The Ten Thousand Mountains covered vast areas and there were many paths into the mountains. Although the Poison Clan was a local power, even their formidable abilities couldn't block all the mountain entrances.

Once inside the rugged terrain, the complex geography would further weaken one’s spirit sense, making it difficult to locate them again.

The most important thing in cultivation was opportunity. While strength was crucial, luck played an equally significant role.

That's why, despite the perilous situation, few Spirit Dividing Realm cultivators were willing to give up.

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. When he arrived at the Ten Thousand Mountains, what met him was a chaotic scene.

Almost without warning, as Lin Xuan saw the outline of the mountains, an ambush and sneak attack came just as expected.

The attack was so sudden that Lin Xuan had no time to prepare. The attacker was someone skilled in concealment.

Sizzle...

As if a piece of silk had been torn, before the sharp sound of breaking air could reach his ears, a brilliant blade light slashed through the sky and aimed directly at Lin Xuan.

The situation had changed suddenly!

For an ordinary cultivator, it might have been possible to fall victim to this attack.

But Lin Xuan's reaction was swift. Without hesitation, he waved his sleeves against the blade light.

Instantly, silver light flowed out like mercury spilling from a container, colliding with the dazzling blade light.

Boom!

Despite the suddenness of the confrontation, the power was shocking.

A mysterious aura filled with five-colored runes suddenly appeared in mid-air, not particularly bright but its spiritual pressure left people awestruck.

An old monster at the tribulation stage!

Lin Xuan immediately made his prediction. He had a hundred percent certainty about it.

Encountering an ambush here was truly unexpected.

Had he been so careful on his journey that his identity was still exposed?

Lin Xuan was both surprised and angry, his expression of astonishment clearly visible. But with his personality, he wouldn't panic.

A terrifying spiritual pressure burst forth.

Moon's jade hand turned, and she also grasped the Profound Yin Treasure Box.

The opponent had set up an ambush here, so there must be more than one person. There was a high likelihood that they would use terrain advantages to set up restrictions as auxiliary measures.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan released his powerful spirit sense.

Regardless of what happened, he needed to determine the enemy before making any decisions.

Lin Xuan had such thoughts.

However, his spiritual sense hadn't yet yielded results when a sharp rebuke rang out: "What? You two are also at the tribulation stage. Why hide your strength? Are you crazy or have mental issues?"

This rebuke was so sudden that even with his rich combat experience, Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned.

His combat experience was indeed rich, but he had never faced such criticism from an enemy before.

Crazy?

How to explain it!

Cultivators are usually low-key and hiding their strength is normal.

Lin Xuan was confused for a moment; he didn't know the current situation in the Ten Thousand Mountains—Spirit Dividing Realm cultivators were already being cleared, and major tribulation stage cultivators wanted no conflict until the treasure appeared.

Hiding his strength now would only cause misunderstandings.

Following the sound, Lin Xuan turned to see a female cultivator. She wore a fiery red robe that stood out even in the darkness.

No, this wasn't ordinary clothing; flames danced on its surface, making it an expensive treasure all by itself.

The woman was petite and seemed no more than seventeen or eighteen years old. However, appearances can be deceiving; there wouldn't be any tribulation stage cultivators so young across the entire Three Realms.

Lin Xuan had already achieved such a level in just a few thousand years, which was already quite extraordinary. Other great cultivators were all at least several tens of thousands of years old.

This woman wasn't an exception either; her youthfulness was merely due to anti-aging techniques.

She was a tribulation stage cultivator at the peak of her abilities. Her expression was a mix of surprise and anger, looking at Lin Xuan and Moon. One was on par with her level while the other was even higher.

If she had known their cultivation levels earlier, she wouldn't have tried to ambush them...

"Insane!"

The Fire Cloud Fairy stomped her jade foot, displaying an expression of resentment as she spat fiercely. Her body was enveloped in a red glow before she transformed into a streak of lightning and flew away.

"What's going on?"

Lin Xuan and Moon exchanged glances, bewildered but not pursuing the matter further. It seemed like they had been misjudged.

Following the principle that it’s better to avoid trouble, Lin Xuan didn't want to engage in combat with an equal opponent.

"Let's go!"

Although he was unclear about the situation, he guessed it might be related to his hidden strength. Given how remote and secluded the Ten Thousand Mountains were, there was no need to worry about being discovered by Princess Serpent’s subordinates.

So Lin Xuan stopped hiding his aura. Indeed, things went smoothly from then on.

The gloomy mood of being ambushed dissipated, leaving him in high spirits.

...

On one side, he felt good, but on the other, Fire Cloud Fairy was furious. She had come here for treasures and clearing out Spirit Dividing Realm cultivators was a common choice among tribulation stage cultivators.

She couldn't avoid this either; she made the same move.

But unexpectedly, her mission didn’t go well as she encountered two mysterious figures.

Hiding strength in such circumstances was truly insane.

Fire Cloud Fairy wasn't weak. Her cultivation method had immense power, but it also made her extremely irritable.

This small incident had filled her with a lot of resentment.

Suddenly, another streak of light entered his vision.

The Fire Cloud Fairy released her spirit sense.

Spirit Dividing Realm!

She couldn’t have someone else hiding their strength too; she was delighted and didn't think twice before rushing forward.

It was the most normal choice for her. It would help alleviate her mood.

This time, she didn’t use an ambush but faced him openly in broad daylight.

The cultivator hidden within the streak of light was also very young, around twenty years old, similar to Lin Xuan's age and build. However, his appearance was much more handsome than Lin Xuan’s; he could be considered a graceful gentleman.

There might indeed be coincidences in this world. Tian Xiaojian had arrived here at just the right moment.
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Tian Xiaojian!

He had originally come to the Rain桐World to search for the Immortal Peach Sacred Fruit.

However, since the time was not right, he decided to look for other treasures here first.

Treasure Map!

Tian Xiaojian initially harbored doubts but, with nothing else to do, he decided to believe in it for now.

This guy's strength wasn't inferior to Lin Xuan's, and their cultivation experiences were similar as well.

Even their personalities overlapped quite a bit.

Better safe than sorry!

That was Lin Xuan's principle.

Tian Xiaojian was pretty much the same way.

So when he arrived at the Ten Thousand Mountains, he chose to keep a low profile and concealed his cultivation level to the Spirit Formation Stage.

His approach could be said to mirror Lin Xuan's exactly.

This worked well in normal circumstances!

However, fate had it that he encountered an irritable Fire Cloud Fairy at this moment.

Needless to say, the Fire Cloud Fairy immediately charged forward without a second thought.

As they say, the virtuous do not come when trouble arises; those who come are not virtuous. This woman's aura was intimidating as she rushed towards Tian Xiaojian.

How could Tian Xiaojian remain indifferent?

Confused!

She had never seen this woman before, so why such an aggressive stance from her?

Before he could fully process these thoughts, a fiery red blade appeared in the void, its brilliance piercing through everything.

It sliced directly at Tian Xiaojian's head with immense force.

A strike that would result in his soul being scattered if hit.

Tian Xiaojian was furious and couldn't just ignore it. With a wave of his sleeve, another blade emerged.

Not as glaring or noticeable; rather, it seemed somewhat dim.

But it sliced through the bright blade effortlessly.

True Devil Shatter Void Blade!

A precious item that Lin Xuan didn't dare underestimate.

Its power was formidable indeed.

After this attack, Tian Xiaojian's cultivation level couldn't remain hidden and naturally revealed itself.

The Fire Cloud Fairy was taken aback before her anger boiled over.

What’s going on today?

Everyone knew the Ten Thousand Mountains were clearing out disrespectful Spirit Formation Stage cultivators. Yet, someone had the audacity to play the role of the weakling who would turn into a tiger.

One thing was bad enough; he encountered another one.

Was this an intentional provocation or was there a trap waiting for her?

The Fire Cloud Fairy no longer had time to ponder.

Her Fire Cloud Art was powerful but significantly affected personality.

Since she became proficient in it, the Fire Cloud Fairy had always been quick-tempered and easily angered.

Other Golden Stage experts would avoid conflict unless absolutely necessary, but when the Fire Cloud Fairy's temper flared up, she paid no heed at all.

This was well-known throughout the Rain桐World...

If Tian Xiaojian knew this, he might have chosen to retreat.

But Tian Xiaojian didn't know.

He was already agitated from a sudden attack.

Originally, like Lin Xuan, he was a very steady cultivator.

However, recent experiences had been different.

Lin Xuan's journey through the Netherworld Realm was extremely smooth; despite some dangers, he eventually reunited with his beloved and lived happily ever after.

But what about Tian Xiaojian?

He had traveled to the Netherworld Realm with great effort, hoping to find the River of Hell Sacred Fruit. However, its opening time inexplicably delayed.

If it were just a wasted trip, that would have been fine. But he got into a minor conflict with the Golden Jade Corpse King over something trivial and ended up making an enemy out of him.

The grudge wasn't significant, but the Golden Jade Corpse King relentlessly pursued him with countless generals.

Facing Tian Xiaojian alone was no issue, but the sheer number of opponents proved overwhelming.

Tian Xiaojian was battered and bruised, nearly perishing several times, and his struggle to survive was evident.

Finally, he managed to escape from the Golden Jade Corpse King's territory.

Shouldn't this be safe now?

But for healing, he stole a spirit herb, which turned out to be something cherished by the Heavenly Tyrant Bright King.

Thus, another top-tier Netherworld expert became his enemy, and the Heavenly Tyrant Bright King directly dispatched an avatar to hunt him down.

Tian Xiaojian's situation was dire; there was no escape.

Desperate, he chose to tear through space and risk everything.

But fate dealt a storm of spatial storms.

He nearly perished but was saved by the Dark King of the Netherworld, who had suffered a similar fate. However, the other party wasn't benevolent either, merely using him for their own purposes.

But Tian Xiaojian wouldn't be easily subdued; he outsmarted the Dark King of the Netherworld and finally escaped to the Rain桐World.

However, this journey was filled with misfortunes that left a bitter taste in his mouth.

He couldn't recall these events without pain, but for Tian Xiaojian, there was no choice; he had to prioritize survival above all else.

Now that danger was over, why did this mysterious woman come looking for trouble?

The accumulated resentment in Tian Xiaojian's heart made him furious.

How dare she treat him as a soft target!

And the Fire Cloud Fairy, being quick-tempered herself, was enraged by repeated encounters with hidden opponents.

Although Tian Xiaojian's strength slightly exceeded hers, he didn't fear her. He unleashed a barrage of powerful attacks, striking back at his opponent.

"Such insolence!"

Tian Xiaojian was furious and immediately retaliated. With a wave of his sleeve, blade energy and demonic winds surged forth to counterattack.

His cultivation level being higher by one stage, his strength far surpassed that of other Golden Stage cultivators.

Though the Fire Cloud Fairy had exceptional abilities, she couldn't withstand this onslaught.

The battle became chaotic as they exchanged relentless attacks. Despite her reluctance to retreat, her inferiority in power meant she could only continue fighting until death.

This woman wasn't foolish; knowing it was a dead end, she decided to leave.

But by then, it was too late.

A chilling roar echoed through the air: "Dare you hurt my wife? I will tear your soul and refine your essence!"

The sound came suddenly with no warning.

Then, the sky above split open, forming a vortex that collapsed into a massive hand extending from within, over a hundred feet long, pressing down on Tian Xiaojian as if to crush him into powder.
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No matter how, the origin of this treasure map was too mysterious. The obvious anomaly in front of them also made it seem a bit too suspicious. Although they couldn't say for certain that it was definitely a trap, being cautious was still necessary.

Moon always trusted her lord's judgment and naturally didn’t object to his suggestion.

Thus, the two moved stealthily, hiding their tracks as they flew towards the anomaly in front of them at a steady pace.

...

Lin Xuan remained calm, but not everyone had such composure. In the face of treasure, few could remain indifferent.

Nurtured by heaven and earth, those who could seize it would do so. However, strength was just one significant advantage; it wasn't an absolute factor. Many other elements influenced the finalbelong to.

For instance, seizing the initiative was crucial. A single step ahead could bring considerable benefits.

At this moment, these cultivators with discovered anomalies thought like that. With such a mindset, how could they wait as Lin Xuan did? They were eager to compete and ignored potential dangers.

The cultivation world was inherently filled with bloodshed; if one didn't dare take risks, why come for the treasure at all?

Not only the old monsters of the Tribulation Period, but even those scattered Spirit Cultivators who had been hiding now showed great courage.

If they chose to stay here, it wasn’t because they wanted to hide forever. If they wished to leave safely, leaving the Ten Thousand Mountains would be the best choice.

Their decision to remain indicated their resolve. This treasure hunt was fraught with difficulties; seizing treasures from tigers' mouths was no exaggeration.

But what did that matter? Not taking a risk meant one wouldn’t know the outcome.

While the power of Spirit Cultivators at the Scattering Essence stage was far inferior to those of the Tribulation Period, reaching this level required great effort.

Spirit Cultivators at the Scattering Essence stage were undoubtedly resilient individuals. Facing treasures now, they made up their minds and would fight with all their might.

Of course, having determination was good, but in terms of strength, compared to the Great Beings of the Tribulation Period, they still fell short.

Thus, many had not even reached the treasure site before being eliminated by nearby old Tribulation Period monsters due to revealing their tracks.

Blood and gore once again descended upon the Ten Thousand Mountains.

This was not surprising; these Spirit Cultivators dared to come out at this risk. After all, wealth is sought in peril!

Of course, it wasn’t necessarily a dead end. Some managed to escape the net.

There were factors of luck involved, as some had formidable abilities and excelled in escaping techniques. Even facing old Tribulation Period monsters, they could still find ways out.

In any case, many Spirit Cultivators ultimately escaped the kill and prepared to seize treasures from these powerful old monsters.

...

It was undeniable that they showed great courage. One of them was Zhang Qi, a middle-stage Scattering Essence cultivator.

His name had a "Qi" character, but his cultivation experience was unremarkable. Born into an average cultivation family with outstandingqualifications, he was groomed as a prodigy from a young age.

Foundation Establishment, Core Condensation,infant Formation...

He advanced step by step until breaking through the Scattering Essence barrier, transforming from a prodigy to the pillar of the family. Now, he was one of the two senior elders.

From starting his cultivation journey to becoming a middle-stage Scattering Essence cultivator, Zhang Qi spent five ten-thousand years.

Looking at the entire Three Realms and throughout history, this speed wasn’t particularly remarkable. However, it certainly wasn’t slow either.

But in retrospect, his journey was extraordinarilymundane.

At least that’s how Zhang Qi perceived it. Therefore, he ventured out to seek opportunities, hoping for a breakthrough into the Tribulation realm.

As fate would have it, he encountered the treasure map.

Fortunately, his luck was good; with minimal effort, he managed to grab one of them despite lingering doubts.

Despite his skepticism, as an adventurer seeking opportunities, Zhang Qi decided to believe in it and came here.

The Ten Thousand Mountains were a notorious dangerous place in the Rain Pine World. But what shocked him even more was that he wasn’t alone.

Was there a conspiracy?

Zhang Qi had also suspected this. However, the dazzling anomaly dispelled his doubts.

Subsequently, the Great Beings of the Tribulation Period began to eliminate weaker cultivators.

Unfortunately, Zhang Qi was on their list.

The danger was obvious, but he didn’t leave.

With so many Great Beings here, it actually increased his interest in the treasure map. After all, these Great Beings weren’t fools; they must have a purpose for doing this.

There were indeed powerful treasures hidden within the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Zhang Qi ventured inside.

...

His actions were swift. The Ten Thousand Mountains were rugged with miasma as cover. Inside, he successfully evaded his pursuers.

Then Zhang Qi wandered around, looking for opportunities to find the treasure. However, he found nothing, which was strange. Despite clearly remembering the location of the anomaly and entering the mountains, he inexplicably became disoriented.

He couldn’t even distinguish directions, let alone search for treasures.

And that anomaly never appeared again.

Zhang Qi’s frustration was evident, but as a Scattering Essence cultivator, at least he remained calm.

So he waited patiently for his chance.

A day, two days, and it turned into half a month...

Then the opportunity arose.

The long-lasting anomaly reappeared in mid-air, dazzlingly bright. Zhang Qi immediately rushed forward.

He hadn’t thought that appearing now would be dangerous, but the opportunity was there. Whether he could seize it depended on his reaction—simply put, how quick he was willing to act. Taking a risk was fully justified.

Zhang Qi’s luck was good. Many stronger late-stage Scattering Essence cultivators encountered obstacles and even perished, while he moved unimpeded straight to the location of the anomaly.

Such smooth sailing?

Zhang Qi’s first thought was whether there were any ambushes. He didn’t believe his luck could be so extraordinary.

He released his divine sense to carefully search within a thousand miles but found nothing out of the ordinary.

Was it really just good fortune?

Pacing his hand across his forehead, Zhang Qi quickly became engrossed in what lay before him—treasure!

Just ahead, only a few hundred feet away, a treasure lay hidden beneath the soil. The dazzling light emanated from its surface.

Simultaneously, a voice as resonant as a bell echoed out, confirming beyond doubt that this was indeed the anomaly.

But could one find such simple treasures so easily?
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Zhang Qi began to doubt, but soon the thought of not missing this opportunity flashed through his mind.

Might I really be so lucky?

He had come here specifically to seek treasures. The chance was right in front of him; how could he afford to miss it?

After all, although he held the upper hand now, he wasn't far ahead. A Great Transformation Realm powerhouse could appear at any moment.

Fortune favors the bold!

This thought resurfaced in his mind. Zhang Qi took a deep breath and his eyes shone with determination. Without hesitation, he moved forward, his body emitting a faint blue light as if drawn to the treasure before him.

Hundreds of feet away, it was but an instant.

Upon closer inspection, the light no longer hid anything, revealing its true form. It was a peculiarly shaped artifact.

Not quite a sword and not entirely a blade, it had one edge curved into a narrow length with blood-red runes constantly flowing across its surface. The malevolent energy emanating from the artifact was palpable, and the blood-colored runes seemed to burst forth intermittently.

Suddenly, Zhang Qi felt a familiar sense of déjà vu. He seemed to have seen this item before… or rather, heard about it in some tale.

But he couldn't recall exactly.

Before he could think further, a voice echoed from behind him.

"Primordial treasure!"

The voice was filled with both joy and greed.

Zhang Qi didn’t need to turn around. His divine sense had already revealed the newcomer’s identity.

It was an old man with a black face. He wasn't familiar, but his cultivation level was not something to be ignored.

Fortunately, he wasn’t a Great Transformation Realm powerhouse; this was just a late-stage One Spirit Realm cultivator.

He too saw the artifact and his expression turned both surprised and delighted.

This aura, this light… it was undoubtedly a primordial treasure.

As they say, one doesn't have to eat pork to know about pigs.

The black-faced old man had some confidence in that. His experience of seeking treasures mirrored Zhang Qi's. He had come with the hope of luck, but fate had indeed smiled upon him.

Overjoyed, he flew forward at full speed and flicked his sleeves, sending two streaks of dark light towards Zhang Qi.

A diversion!

His goal was clear: to distract the other so that he could get the treasure first.

Unfortunately for him, Zhang Qi had already spotted his movement. He rushed ahead, leaving no room for retreat.

The two streaks of black light landed in empty space and failed to achieve their purpose.

Though the old man’s strength had increased, such a short distance was too little to showcase any advantage.

In the end, Zhang Qi reached first. His right hand extended, fingertips touching the artifact.

"Who dares!"

The old man roared with anger, his anxiety reaching its peak. But he didn’t give up. He just needed to stay ahead by one step. Even if the other obtained a primordial treasure, it wouldn't be usable immediately.

A mere mid-One Spirit Realm cultivator daring to covet such a treasure was too naive.

With effort, he still had a chance to change hands.

He lifted both hands and pointed towards the artifact without hesitation.

Sizzle…

The void tore apart as a black thread of essence emerged from his sleeve. This was his life-bound treasure; its power was formidable.

Puff…

A dull sound filled the air.

Zhang Qi didn’t dodge, but was pierced through the chest.

The old man was stunned. This was too easy. Despite being inferior in strength, even a mid-One Spirit Realm cultivator should have some defense.

Was it because of excitement over obtaining the treasure that he lost his concentration and met with misfortune?

Indeed, this must be the case.

He couldn’t think of any other reasonable explanation.

Overjoyed, the old man’s face showed great relief. It was like finding a needle in a haystack without effort.

But could things really be so simple?

Zhang Qi was pierced through but no blood came out. He had already firmly grasped the artifact with his right hand. An unbelievable scene unfolded as countless red tendrils extended from the hilt, tightly binding Zhang Qi’s hand.

His expression changed; he was no longer a mid-One Spirit Realm cultivator but someone else entirely.

Was this… soul possession?

No, there were many differences.

The old man felt inexplicably afraid.

He couldn’t believe it. Just an injured individual, what could he do even if something unexpected happened with such injuries?

But could things really be so simple?

A doubt gnawed at the old man’s heart.

Time didn't allow for hesitation. The old man transformed into a streak of light and rushed forward.

Over a hundred feet away, it was but an instant. But in that moment, Zhang Qi's transformation was nothing short of miraculous.

He remained the same person, yet his face was shrouded with demonic energy. His features were blurred, making him hard to discern, but he emitted a chilling aura.

The old man’s pupils constricted and his eyes twitched involuntarily.

But there was no turning back.

Once an arrow is shot, there's no going back.

"Humph!"

The old man roared, his hands moving so fast they were almost indistinguishable. Auras of divine light flickered before him as a dozen weapons appeared in an instant—swords, spears, and more.

Feeling the danger, he acted without hesitation, pouring all his strength into this attack.

A tenfold ambush to kill the enemy here!

But Zhang Qi’s figure vanished.

Impossible! He had locked onto his aura; how could he dodge?

The old man was bewildered but couldn’t react in time. A bloody light suddenly emerged from the void, aimed directly at his head.

An ambush, and so unexpected.

With shock, the old man couldn’t evade. In a desperate move, he gathered all the weapons he had just summoned to block them.

Originally, he hoped that even if they couldn't stop him, it would slow him down enough for an escape.

But now, he dared not think of the treasure; this was too strange.

Fortunately, fleeing still seemed possible.

However, reality proved his hope naïve. As the path ahead was blocked, the blood light didn’t break through like a wave but twisted like a venomous snake, bypassing the dozen weapons and slashing down with force.
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The situation arose suddenly!

The angle was extremely sharp, and the blood ray came like a sudden gust of wind.

The old man with a black face was greatly alarmed.

There was no time to dodge now; he couldn't even turn his body slightly.

"Puff..."

Blood splattered out as his head was taken off.

However, this wasn’t the end.

That strand of blood ray adhered to him like a parasitic worm.

His body rapidly shriveled before their eyes in just these few moments. His entire body's essence and blood seemed to have been absorbed by that strand of blood ray.

Even his yuan shen did not escape, still showing signs of terror on its face.

Then the blood ray appeared again, precisely the item suspected to be a先天灵宝 (Primordial Treasure).

At this moment, the evil aura it emitted was even stronger.

This wasn’t possession.

It resembled an attack by heart demons invading the body somewhat.

In simpler terms, it was walking into madness.

Such things were actually many vague legends in the cultivation world.

Legend had it that in ancient times, there were some weapons of astonishing power.

They could be called magical treasures.

These treasures each possessed abilities that left people speechless.

However, precisely because they were too powerful, such weapons weren’t something ordinary cultivators could control.

The saying goes, "A guest cannot overpower the host," but these treasures could go against this logic.

If a cultivator’s strength was insufficient and they obtained such treasures, it would be more of a curse than a blessing. They would fall victim to heart demons and become slaves to the treasure.

For example, Zhang Qi before his eyes.

At this moment, he was merely a puppet controlled by that treasure.

Soon, several beams of light entered their field of vision.

Although the strange phenomenon had disappeared, cultivators with good memories quickly found the location.

In the Ten Thousand Mountains, it was easy to get lost. But for some reason, the direction became extremely clear at this moment.

It seemed as if someone was setting a trap behind them, playing a game that lured people like moths to a flame. However, few cultivators noticed the details and twists in between.

"Ahh!"

A cry of pain echoed. It wasn't coincidental; the first to arrive were still several Spirit Formation cultivators.

Members from Hundred Poison Sect!

The sect, as local experts, acted swiftly.

Not only was Old Patriarch Hundred Poison here, but there were also many Spirit Formation cultivators who entered the Ten Thousand Mountains in search of treasures earlier than him.

Relying on their familiarity with the terrain, they quickly arrived. They weren’t the first to arrive, but they didn’t lag far behind.

However, what awaited them was a very tragic outcome.

The strange blood ray reappeared.

Cries of pain filled the air as this demonic sword grew even more powerful after drinking its fill of blood.

A Transcendence cultivator couldn't say much, but facing several Spirit Formation cultivators at this moment was like cutting through butter. It was truly势如破竹 (like a bamboo shoot splitting open).

Soon, the heads and bodies of several members from Hundred Poison Sect were separated, their fates similar to that of the old man with the black face.

This scene just so happened to fall into the eyes of a Transcendence cultivator.

He was a thin man whose appearance was unremarkable, but his cultivation level was genuinely at the Transcendence stage.

His face showed surprise, then turned serious.

It wasn’t a先天灵宝 (Primordial Treasure), but an ancient传承下来的魔器 (Inherited Magical Artifact).

Even if he obtained it, there would be no use for him.

The thin man’s expression showed hesitation before he turned to leave.

But it was too late!

Zhang Qi’s face suddenly hardened as the strange blood ray pierced through the air once again, like a gust of wind, aiming at his neck.

"Die!"

The thin man was enraged.

He had already chosen to retreat. The other party dared to provoke him, but he was merely a puppet controlled by that magical artifact. Although its strength might be slightly greater than before, it ultimately only reached the Spirit Formation stage.

Wasn’t he just unwilling to take risks? Could he really be considered soft?

The thin man reacted quickly despite his shock and anger.

He turned his body and stretched out his right hand.

As he moved, a red glow appeared. After condensing slightly, it transformed into a large hand with sharp fingertips, reaching down fiercely.

Although this was just an ordinary strike, it carried the profound power of a Transcendence cultivator. How could it be compared to a normal one?

Then, it collided with that streak of blood light.

There was no suspense; the large hand was cut in half and fell.

The thin man was stunned by such results, far beyond his expectations. He shook out his sleeves and released a blue flying sword.

A sharp flash appeared as it blocked the way.

However, the blood ray still struck without hesitation.

Sighs of pain filled their ears as the blue flying sword was almost completely destroyed, turning into ordinary iron that fell from the sky.

"Impossible!"

The thin man’s face showed disbelief. He couldn’t believe what he saw before his eyes. Although this immortal sword wasn’t his own main treasure, its power was formidable. It had never been destroyed in battles with peers, but now...

Wasn’t this too exaggerated?

Even among the ten most powerful ancient magical artifacts, none had such power.

Could it be that he misjudged and this wasn’t one of the ten ancient magical artifacts? Was it something even more terrifying?

The thin man’s expression was extremely unpleasant. There was no time to ponder now.

That bright strand of blood ray was only a few dozen feet away from him.

Dodge was already too late, but fortunately, he had a defensive treasure that had been refined and could be summoned at critical moments without needing to be activated.

Sure enough, whizzing sounds filled the air as twelve shields flew out from his body surface.

They converged in the middle, forming layers of defense before him.

It might even block the风雨 (rain and wind).

This was his main treasure.

Right, a shield.

Among cultivators, those who used flying swords as their main treasures were the most numerous.

Other weapons like throwing knives and long spears weren’t rare either. Some cultivators’ main treasures had shapes that could be considered extremely bizarre.

However, one thing was consistent: they were all offensive treasures.

Throughout the three realms, spanning ancient times to the present, there wasn’t a single person who had refined shields into their main treasure. It was truly凤毛麟角 (rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns).

This thin man was one of them.

And he had an entire set of treasures; there were twelve shields in total.

His strength aside, his defensive power was unparalleled among peers at the same stage.

So although that blood ray looked formidable, there wasn’t much fear on his face.

It was a confidence.

His treasure would definitely block it.

However, soon, that confident expression froze.

Sizzle...

The blood ray struck. Accompanied by breaking sounds, the sturdy shields were torn apart like tofu one after another.

"Impossible..."

The thin man’s eyes showed shock and anger, but he couldn’t change the outcome. His fate was the same as those Spirit Formation cultivators.
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Zhang Qi's face remained expressionless as he killed the powerful enemy. The blood aura on that demonic sword flickered continuously, exuding an eerie presence.

Then Zhang Qi raised his head, and his pupils turned silver-white.

His aura became faint and indistinct throughout his body.

From a glance, he didn't seem like a Divination Realm cultivator; instead, he resembled ordinary mortals in some ways.

But this wasn't because he had weakened. Instead, all the spiritual energy in his body was now retracted inwardly.

In this way, he appeared more like an assassin.

It was as if he were a venomous snake lurking in the shadows, and any cultivators entering the Ten Thousand Great Mountains would be its prey.

...

At the same time, Old Patriarch Wan Du entered the deeper parts of the Ten Thousand Great Mountains.

As a cultivator at the Transcending Tribulation level, he was the last to set out, so he ended up trailing behind his disciples and apprentices.

Old Patriarch Wan Du wasn't in a hurry. Compared to those outsiders, how could they match the Hundred Poison Sect? As the saying goes, "A dragon cannot suppress the local snake."

This precious treasure appearing in the Ten Thousand Great Mountains was something he had to obtain. He was confident that he would succeed with an 80% chance.

Old Patriarch Wan Du flew leisurely.

The disciples naturally investigated the situation ahead. All he needed to do was conserve his strength and wait for intelligence.

He could count on it; the old monster's plan was well thought out.

However, at this moment, a sharp cry entered his ears. The sound was so mournful that it seemed like someone was screaming in their last moments of life.

Old Patriarch Wan Du's expression changed dramatically as he suddenly stopped and spun around. A banner flag flew before him, only to explode with a "bang," revealing a colorful cloud.

It made one want to vomit; clearly, this cloud contained剧毒.

Then, some vague figures began to appear inside the cloud.

They were indistinct.

But Old Patriarch Wan Du knew what was happening. These were his sect's disciples'元神 and souls, of course, not for imprisonment. This artifact's function was similar to an元神 lamp.

At this moment, one by one, those vague figures vanished.

"Who killed my disciples!"

Old Patriarch Wan Du roared with anger. His face showed such fury that he could have been described as jumping like a madman.

However, amidst his rage, his expression also revealed fear.

He knew the situation clearly. The disciples entering the Ten Thousand Great Mountains this time were carefully selected.

All of them were at the Divination Realm stage.

Their strength was not to be trifled with.

Indeed, they might not match old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending level, but as local snakes, their familiarity with the terrain far surpassed that of outsiders.

Moreover, the Hundred Poison Sect's techniques were quite peculiar, mainly involving poisons. In other places, it might have been difficult to deal with them, but in the Ten Thousand Great Mountains' complex terrain, they could at least escape successfully.

Of course, there was no guarantee they wouldn't die.

After all, who could predict what would happen?

But regardless of how many died, there shouldn't be more than one or two. How could it be that everyone was caught in a single net?

This was too strange and didn't make sense.

Old Patriarch Wan Du had prepared thoroughly for various crises this time. He had anticipated all kinds of dangers, but the scene before him was something he never expected to see.

"I will extract your soul and refine your essence!"

Old Patriarch Wan Du's voice was full of malice.

How long had it been since he suffered such a loss? And now, all his sect's elite were lost. The sect's strength would surely be greatly affected by this battle. How could he not feel the pain?

This transformed into pure anger on Old Patriarch Wan Du's face as he flew towards the location where his disciples once appeared.

...

Boom!

On the other side, an explosion echoed, turning nearby mountain peaks to powder. The power of that strike was unimaginable.

In the light, two figures emerged.

Tian Xiaojian's face was filled with anger as he glared at the fat cultivator in front. He had been pushed too far.

He had already tolerated much, but this opponent kept pressing him. If a tiger doesn't show its claws, it becomes a cat to be bullied?

But knowing when to hold back is important... yet, getting into conflict with an advanced Tribulation Transcending cultivator was not what Tian Xiaojian wanted.

He was originally a very rational person, but this fight...

Tian Xiaojian's face showed helplessness as he took a deep breath and tried to suppress his anger: "I am not afraid of you. I just don't understand why you are relentlessly pursuing me..."

"Humph! You offended my Fire Cloud Sister."

The face of Old Patriarch Leiyun was full of malice.

If it weren't for this little brat, he wouldn't have made a fool of himself trying to please the Fire Cloud Immortal Lady.

How infuriating; all his fault. So, no matter how many deaths he deserved!

Speaking of which, Old Patriarch Leiyun was indeed unreasonable. He was clumsy and had made a mistake, angering the Fire Cloud Immortal Lady, but this had nothing to do with Tian Xiaojian. Why should it be his fault?

But that didn't matter; as an advanced Tribulation Transcending cultivator, Old Patriarch Leiyun spoke with authority. It wasn't much of a stretch for him to blame and wrongfully accuse the little brat.

Poor Tian Xiaojian had no idea about the background. Otherwise, he would have been furious enough to spit blood.

Hearing his opponent's words now, a hint of confusion appeared on his face: "Fire Cloud Immortal Lady, you mean that red-robed cultivator?"

"Correct. You offended my Fire Cloud Sister, and your punishment is inevitable. However, as an old patriarch, I am magnanimous. If you surrender now and follow me back to beg for mercy from the Fire Cloud Sister, I might spare your life."

Old Patriarch Leiyun gloated, as if he was genuinely generous.

"You... die!"

Tian Xiaojian's face twisted in anger, his chest almost bursting with rage.

He didn't want an unnecessary conflict, but this opponent had gone too far.

Offending the Fire Cloud Immortal Lady?

Heaven be merciful. He and that woman were strangers, with no grudges between them.

The incident on that day was clear: he was just passing by when she inexplicably attacked him.

It was her who came looking for trouble, not him.

In the end, he was the victim, yet now he had to kneel and confess. This was intolerable.

Even a clay figure had its three parts of earth; how much more so a cultivator?

Tian Xiaojian was a rational person, but this scene made it impossible for him to swallow his pride.

He would fight!

And he might not lose!

Anger surged through Tian Xiaojian's face as rarely seen: "A kind man is bullied, and a horse is ridden. Do you really think I am soft? Go to hell!"

Fierce demonic energy surged out. Although Tian Xiaojian didn't transform into an ancient demon, he no longer concealed his strength. On one hand, he was furious; on the other, facing a late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivator, he unleashed True Demon Shatter Sky Blade.
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Meanwhile, on the other side of the十万大山.

Lin Xuan was currently inside the Ten Thousand Mountains.

The strange phenomenon that had just appeared did not escape his notice. However, unlike those who rushed to the scene immediately, Lin Xuan chose to arrive later.

Strike while the iron is hot; first observe the situation and then decide.

Firstly, Lin Xuan felt that this treasure hunt was somewhat inappropriate. Whether it was the treasure map or the strange phenomenon, there were many suspicious aspects.

Secondly, he himself did not lack treasures. Apart from the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, he also had several先天treasures. His wealth and status were so impressive that they drew attention throughout the Three Realms and across history.

Given this, there was no need to rush too much.

In any case, safety came first.

As for the treasures, they were merely optional...

Well, saying it like that wasn't quite right; Lin Xuan wasn't indifferent to the treasures. He just didn't feel the need to risk his life for them.

Of course, the Seven Treasures of Hell were a different matter, but these items in front of him did not seem to fit the description at all.

Lin Xuan slowly made his way there.

Along the journey, occasional explosions could be heard.

At this moment, the Ten Thousand Mountains was in utter chaos.

Old monsters at the Transcendence stage met cultivators at the Spirit Concentration stage. Regardless of whether they were enemies or not, they would engage in combat to eliminate rivals and reduce competition.

If two Spirit Concentration cultivators encountered each other and their strength was comparable, they would pass by with a mutual nod. However, if there was a significant disparity in power, the stronger party would become the hunter.

Zhang Qi had already been controlled by that strange treasure. His spiritual pressure was completely gone; he lay hidden like a venomous snake.

And every cultivator he killed, the demon blade would consume their essence blood, making its power increasingly terrifying.

From this point of view, it truly resembled one of the Ten Demon Treasures from legends, but there seemed to be some subtle differences.

So far, it had not failed in any attempt.

In other words, all the cultivators who had seen it were now dead.

The living ones continued their struggle, vying for the treasure. They never imagined that the treasure would transform into a hunter and remain hidden until this moment.

Who was the hunter? Who was the prey?

At this point, it was hard to tell.

Lin Xuan did not know any of this but deliberately lagged behind, so he had yet to encounter any danger.

Suddenly, drum beats reached his ears.

Wait, drums and gongs?

Lin Xuan perked up his ears.

How could there be such a sound in the Ten Thousand Mountains? This place was full of dangers; even old monsters at the Transcendence stage would never act so openly. They had to hide and wait for an opportunity.

Everyone knew this logic, but who was acting foolishly?

Not just Lin Xuan was surprised; many others also thought the same when they heard the drum beats.

They all released their divine senses simultaneously.

Lin Xuan's expression turned peculiar as he revealed a strange look on his face.

Although the effects of the miasma weakened his divine sense, his range was already extraordinary. He could still clearly see what he wanted to detect.

Amidst the loud and lively drum beats, a bright light appeared in the far distance on the horizon.

Initially far away, it approached at an astonishing speed.

The sound of firecrackers mixed with the drums became clearer as well.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed. His expression turned comical.

It was actually firecrackers.

This item definitely did not exist in the cultivation world; it must have been sent by someone to the mundane realm for purchase. Who could be so ostentatious? Was he here just for a joke, rather than to seek treasures?

Lin Xuan's experience with cultivation was rich, but encountering such a scene during his treasure hunt was something he never expected in his wildest dreams.

It was too outrageous!

Amidst the surprise, Lin Xuan became more curious. He used his divine sense to scan carefully.

The first thing that caught his eye were a group of maids carrying palace lanterns.

They moved gracefully through the air, seemingly unhurried but actually moving at incredible speed.

These maids' cultivation was not extraordinary; it was their bodies enveloped in a faint spiritual light that made them move so swiftly.

Winged Scroll!

Lin Xuan recognized this as the effect of a talisman.

But such extravagance was truly excessive. Using such precious talismans for travel was more than just a grand gesture.

Following the maids, some rare and exotic beasts appeared—peacocks, immortal cranes, dancing gracefully...

Then a carriage emerged.

Actually, it would be better to call it a pavilion on wheels; towering over ten zhang in height but constructed from extremely precious wood. It was not only sturdy but also emitted an intoxicating fragrance.

At the top of the pavilion hung a plaque inscribed with four elegant characters: "Princess Ten Thousand Jia."

"Sure enough, she is here. This truly calls for a narrow escape!"

Lin Xuan's muttering reached his ears. He did not expect to encounter the main character here.

Fortunately, judging by her demeanor, he could be certain that it was not due to his actions being exposed but rather sheer coincidence; she had also come in search of treasures.

Given this, there was no need for fear or trepidation. As long as she did not discover him, everything would be fine.

Lin Xuan was curious about the daughter of Princess Ten Thousand Jia, but after a moment's hesitation, he refrained from probing inside the pavilion with his divine sense.

Not only because it might reveal his identity.

With Lin Xuan's depth and wisdom, he would not risk exposing himself for a mere curiosity.

Moreover, deep down, he did not take this Princess Ten Thousand Jia seriously.

Indeed, her father was impressive; he was one of the top figures in the Three Realms across history.

But so what?

The might of the Dragon Tyrant did not mean he was invincible.

Although the strength of Immortal Demons and Demon Kings differed only slightly, there were still distinctions.

Fairy Rain桐was the supreme ruler of the spiritual realm.

And she resided in the Rain桐 Realm.

This princess's behavior was so arrogant that it made people dislike her temperament. It was no wonder Wang Ting Tower did not wish to marry her.

Lin Xuan curled his lips.

Other cultivators with similar thoughts were far from a single individual.

Princess Ten Thousand Jia was renowned throughout the Rain桐 Realm, but seeking treasures in such an ostentatious manner inevitably drew resentment.

Due to her father's influence, she could go anywhere without fear. But rare materials belonged to those who could seize them; it mattered not whether it was just Princess Ten Thousand Jia or even the Dragon Tyrant himself arriving here—everyone had no reason to retreat.

The key lay in strength and luck, not reputation. (To be continued.)
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This logic was clear to Lin Xuan, so he quickly made a decision.

Follow the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos!

In simple terms, it's about muddling the waters and catching fish.

The Ten Thousand Mountains were vast in area. This time, there were many people searching for treasures. Even if someone had good luck and became the owner of a treasure first, they would surely face great difficulty leaving with it.

A bloody struggle was inevitable. The Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos had so many attendants that it couldn't just be mere decorations. Besides the companions she traveled with, there were likely other cultivators who had spread out like nets throughout the Ten Thousand Mountains. If anything happened, they would certainly send back intelligence.

Why bother making things difficult for himself?

Under a big tree, one could find shade!

Following behind the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos, he could discover treasures and wait to act opportunistically.

Two frogs fighting, a fish reaps the benefits.

Though this tactic was old-fashioned, as long as it worked, it would be the most convenient choice.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan made no hesitation about doing so.

Other cultivators who had discovered the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos were not so bold.

Indeed, bold!

While the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos was ostentatious and domineering, as the beloved daughter of the Ten Thousand Jiao King, her status was indeed awe-inspiring.

She herself was at the Tribulation Transcending stage. The attendants carrying lanterns in front were also spirit beasts at the Spirit Cultivation realm.

At the back of the group, there were some heavily armored warriors on magnificent mounts, far more majestic than ordinary savage beasts.

Lin Xuan vaguely sensed something familiar. These half-horse, half-dragon savages had a trace of Qilin bloodline in them.

Though very thin, his True Spirit Art of Black Jade Dragon's sense was undoubtedly correct!

Murdock Guards?

Lin Xuan had only heard tales about these from ancient texts. They were said to be far more powerful than their peers and skilled in coordinated attacks. There were over a hundred of them before him.

So even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage wouldn't dare directly confront such formidable foes.

This was just the surface strength.

In the绣楼, Lin Xuan believed that the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos must have brought powerful guards with her. Most likely they were also at the Tribulation Transcending stage. The combined strength of this group was indeed terrifying.

This wasn't idle talk!

Following so many high-ranking cultivators would be even harder.

Because such actions clearly had ulterior motives, and once discovered, the Princess's temper wouldn't allow anyone to walk away unscathed.

Absolutely, she would want to crush them to pieces.

With so many powerful opponents, it was extremely difficult not to be detected.

Thus, other cultivators, though having similar thoughts as Lin Xuan, dared not take such risks.

This reasoning was clear in Lin Xuan's mind. Moreover, if the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos discovered him, his situation would be worse than most.

But what did it matter?

Into the lion's den to catch its cub.

More accurately, skillful people are bold. The other party wanted to discover his敛气隐匿术 wouldn't be easy.

As Lin Xuan had predicted, he and Yue'er followed about a hundred feet behind the group without being noticed.

Despite occasional sweeps of divine sense, they were deceived by high-level concealment techniques.

"Good."

Lin Xuan nodded in satisfaction. Perhaps this would indeed provide an opportunity to muddle the waters and snatch the treasure.

However, before his thoughts could fully form, a loud explosion caught his ear from afar. It was too far away, but the sound was so great that it reached here.

"What is this..."

Almost instinctively, Lin Xuan turned his head and prepared to release divine sense.

"Go check out."

Just then, a voice came from inside the绣楼.

"Yes, Princess!"

The leading attendant showed no hesitation. She respectfully agreed and turned to fly elsewhere.

Lin Xuan continued following at a steady pace.

Simultaneously, he pondered whether someone had indeed obtained the treasure but couldn't escape, leading to conflicts with other cultivators?

Of course, this was just speculation.

But Lin Xuan didn't need to overthink it. At their flight speed, the answer would soon be revealed.

Boom!

Another explosion sounded in his ears.

This time, it was much closer than before.

Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and immediately released divine sense.

However, what he saw left him speechless.

Three cultivators were fighting fiercely, beams of light piercing through the air, flying法宝, all too intense to describe with words.

It wasn't unusual for such a scene. The Ten Thousand Mountains were never short of bloody struggles.

What shocked Lin Xuan was that two of these three cultivators he actually recognized.

Tian Xiaojian didn't need mentioning; they had known each other since the human world.

But why would this young man be in Rain桐界 when last seen, he was at the Netherworld, and Lin Xuan had ruined his good fortune. How did he end up here?

Lin Xuan couldn't figure it out.

He didn't dare take Tian Xiaojian lightly; his brows were tightly furrowed.

However, Tian Xiaojian's situation was indeed dire.

This wasn't surprising. If placed in the same position as him, being attacked by an early Tribulation Transcending and a late-stage one, he wouldn't fare much better.

What surprised Lin Xuan was that the woman at the middle Tribulation stage he also recognized. She seemed to be called Firecloud Fairy. She had caused trouble for himself and Yue'er not long ago but retreated after a single strike due to some misunderstanding.

It appeared she had withdrawn because of his concealment.

Could Tian Xiaojian's situation be similar?

What about that late-stage cultivator?

Wasn't he the co-cultivator of Firecloud Fairy!

Tian Xiaojian was indeed so unlucky?

Lin Xuan's analytical skills were truly exceptional. His speculations had almost no errors, hitting the mark nearly every time.

Poor Tian Xiaojian always seemed to meet with misfortune whenever he encountered Lin Xuan.

As Lin Xuan said this to Yue'er, a smile couldn't help but spread across his face, threatening to split his cheeks open.

Of course, no sound of laughter escaped him; otherwise, the Princess of Ten Thousand Jiaos would have discovered him.

He wouldn't do such foolish things as causing his own misfortune for joy.

Just watching from the sidelines was enough.

But Tian Xiaojian truly was impressive. Despite being outmatched by Firecloud Fairy and Thundercloud Ancestor, he showed no signs of defeat.

Lin Xuan marveled at this. With countless lucky breaks and the aid of Blue Star Sea, how could Tian Xiaojian have such formidable skills to match his own?

Lin Xuan couldn't figure it out.

Looking across the Three Realms, there were many powerful figures, but Tian Xiaojian was the one who most intimidated him.

But at this moment, a sense of impending danger arose. Something dangerous seemed to be approaching here.
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The sensation came so abruptly, with no prior warning.

However, Lin Xuan's hair stood on end.

The feeling of impending danger could manifest in many ways, but for someone like Lin Xuan, there were only a few that would send shivers down his spine—so few that it was almost as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

It felt as if a venomous snake lurked behind him, its head raised, ready to strike at any moment.

Would he become the target?

How long had it been since he last felt such a sensation?

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubt and suspicion, but his expression remained calm. He did not move.

His body exuded no trace of energy, yet his essence qi quietly circulated through his meridians.

He was ready to strike at any moment.

Panicking would only reveal his weaknesses.

In the shadows, Lin Xuan had already prepared for every contingency.

But as suddenly as it had come, that sense of danger dissipated like a wave retreating from the shore.

Had the enemy disappeared?

No, he had merely shifted his target.

So, this was not aimed at him after all.

A faint smile played on Lin Xuan's lips. He did not relax his vigilance but also had no intention of revealing himself. For now, he would simply observe.

The wisest choice in such a situation was to remain calm and watch the unfolding events.

Though it seemed complex, the entire process unfolded in an instant.

Lin Xuan lay in wait silently.

Suddenly, his brow twitched.

A streak of crimson light shot out from among the leaves, silent and swift.

Its speed was astonishing, slicing through everything like a guillotine.

Until this moment, Lin Xuan had no idea where the enemy was hiding. He had been passively waiting for something to happen.

But as his spiritual sense swept over the area, he found it empty.

This mysterious foe was far more formidable than he had imagined.

Lin Xuan did not have time to search again; that would be a waste of effort. His focus was entirely on the crimson blade.

Narrow but deadly, it cut through the ranks with ease.

The attack was relentless, and soon several Black Dragon Guards lay dead, their heads severed from their bodies, their essence drained dry.

"Damn!"

The remaining guards were both terrified and enraged.

Though they had not reached the realm of Transcendence, these guards were trained by the Jiaoshen King himself, making them formidable opponents.

Overwhelmed with shock, they quickly dispersed.

Various lights flickered as妖气 rolled out, revealing their treasures.

"Truly well-trained!"

Lin Xuan's face showed admiration.

But it was useless. The enemy was far more tenacious than expected. That crimson blade moved like a snake, twisting and turning to intercept any incoming attacks.

The strikes fell short, blood splattering everywhere.

More guards lost their heads, their essence drained dry—this wasn't an ambush; it was a direct attack.

There were a hundred Black Dragon Guards, and such power would not have been intimidating even against Transcendence Realm opponents. However, now they were being cut down by an unknown blade with ease.

This had never happened before, and the guards could not help but be furious. They charged forward, surrounding the source of the light.

It was a poor strategy, as others might fall victim to this, but it was also the best way to narrow the enemy's space and reveal their position.

The Black Dragon Guards were indeed formidable.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but silently commend them.

But just when things seemed to be going his way, that crimson light vanished.

It appeared without warning and disappeared as quickly. This blade was truly elusive.

The guards had prepared for a bloody confrontation, but this strike fell short, leaving them disheartened.

Lin Xuan's heart raced. The timing of the attack was perfect, and it could be controlled with ease. He did not see how the light vanished either—because he wasn't in the center of the action.

It is said that those involved are often blind, while those observing clearly see things.

Being in the thick of it gave him a clearer sense of his opponent's movements. If faced with such an attack, Lin Xuan would have pinpointed its trajectory with certainty.

But the guards were clearly outmatched. They exchanged puzzled glances.

Had the enemy truly vanished?

No, he must still have hidden reserves.

Before they could fully process this thought, a cry rang out: "No!"

The enemy had circled around and was now in front of them.

Another streak of crimson light appeared, decapitating those holding lanterns.

In an instant, several more guards fell, their essence drained dry. These妖族servants were formidable but lacked the quick thinking of well-trained guards.

It was chaos. Everyone ran for cover, too busy trying to escape than to fight back.

With no fear left, the blade attacked with abandon, slicing through any who stood in its path.

A ghostly face appeared amidst the light, decapitating a servant as it passed by.

"Filthy beast!"

Just then, a loud cry echoed. A streak of green light emerged from the embroidered tower.
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That Qingxiao was so swift; it transformed into a hand a dozen feet long while still in mid-air.

The surface emitted green light, hinting at the release of some法则 power.

A Senior Beast!

Though uncertain if it was Princess Wanjia who struck, the impact indeed demonstrated formidable strength.

Lin Xuan widened his eyes, wondering if that demon blade’s attack could be halted by this move.

That green-lighted hand moved with great force and precision, regardless of timing or angle.

The woman from the embroidery room, though only using one technique, displayed the expertise of a master.

Though not breathtaking, Lin Xuan nodded in approval.

As the blood-red blade light seemed to have no escape, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The light flickered slightly, and the red blade split into three.

One remained unchanged while the other two moved like venomous snakes, splitting apart, circling around, and landing behind the green hand.

Such a change was not shocking but certainly unexpected.

The three blade lights were identical in terms of spiritual pressure, size, and even their bloody scent.

Which one was real, which fake, or all illusions?

In高手 battles, every millimeter counts.

Lin Xuan stood far away, unable to discern at the moment.

With such sudden changes, the embroidery room woman had little time left.

The green hand flickered before grabbing the red blade light with force.

As they say, when one is weak, they become strong; and vice versa.

He gambled on his luck.

Judgment was wrong.

"Ahh!"

Two cries of pain entered his ears as two maids met their end in the underworld.

The captured red blade light then turned into nothingness, shattering like a mirage.

"Damnit!"

A gust of wind flew from the embroidery room and transformed into an elegantly dressed woman.

At first glance, she seemed attractive, but upon closer inspection, her appearance chilled one to the bone.

Her cheeks bore countless fine scales, and her mouth extended to both sides of her face, revealing a snake tongue that flickered.

Snake demon!

This woman’s cultivation level was roughly at the渡劫初期 stage. However, by her appearance, she seemed to have far greater strength than her peers.

Lin Xuan guessed correctly; this Green Snake Fairy was one of Princess Wanjia's bodyguards.

A failed attack cost her face in front of the princess.

The Green Snake Fairy’s face showed anger and resentment.

Raising her right hand with a slightly curved index finger, she shot out a spiritual light.

Ping!

A sharp sound echoed as the speed was incredible. Without effort, it struck the red blade light.

Such ease stunned the snake demon, but soon, she became elated.

The surface of the red light began to crack and shattered into pieces.

"Hmph! Just an illusion with some odd attack and speed."

Green Snake Fairy’s face was stern, yet her satisfaction was evident. This strike had clearly satisfied her, salvaging lost face.

However, Lin Xuan sighed.

She was too overconfident.

That red blade light had left him in awe; dealing with it wouldn’t be as easy as imagined.

Before he could think further, a sudden cry echoed around him.

A red light appeared before Green Snake Fairy and transformed into more than ten, raining down on her.

Green Snake Fairy was both shocked and angry.

She didn’t know how this happened but found herself in dire straits.

The change occurred too swiftly for her to summon any treasures.

If she were a human cultivator, she might have been helpless here.

Fortunately, demons had some differences.

Terrified, her eyes turned blood-red, emitting an eerie light as her long hair transformed into venomous snakes.

Sss...

An ear-piercing sound echoed as the snakes lunged at the surrounding red blade lights.

This was her innate divine power; its strength was considerable, akin to a human cultivator’s life essence treasure.

Green Snake Fairy was confident.

However, she miscalculated again.

The venomous snakes indeed had formidable power, but those eerie blade lights were all illusions.

They crumbled upon contact!

Damn, did the opponent do this to draw her attention?

Green Snake Fairy was alarmed and quickly flew away without thinking. Her reaction was swift, yet still too late.

A shadow flashed.

A figure stood in front of her.

Zhang Qi, the first cultivator to encounter that strange weapon, now controlled by a treasure.

His pupils turned silver-white; his face showed no expression. With his fingers curled into claws, he lunged at Green Snake Fairy.

"Idiot, do you want to die?"

Green Snake Fairy was furious. She had already identified him as just a分神中期 cultivator.

Perhaps he was mentally unstable, challenging her.

Her reaction was slow; she hadn’t linked Zhang Qi with the eerie red blade light yet, possibly due to his low cultivation level.

Green Snake Fairy’s mood was terrible. Without hesitation, she grabbed Zhang Qi.

"Fair Lady, no! Quickly leave!"

An alarm echoed from the embroidery room as another Senior Beast flew out.

Lin Xuan recognized it; a powerful Heavenly Bird with green-gray feathers, four wings and six legs, flying at an incredible speed but still too late.

Zhang Qi didn’t dodge. His move was almost identical to his opponent’s, extending a claw.

Cultivators versus demons—near combat strength was clear.

However, Green Snake Fairy's cultivation level was much higher, making the outcome uncertain.

Their arms touched; Green Snake Fairy screamed as she broke bones and suffered severe injuries.

Zhang Qi’s performance wasn’t human. In fact, he seemed more ferocious than a demon.

Surrounded by rolling demonic energy, his movements were incredibly agile.

With bare hands, he overpowered Green Snake Fairy.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as Green Snake Fairy crashed into the mountain side, spitting blood and losing her power.

Red light flashed; the demon blade appeared just in time to decapitate her.
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The Immortal Lady Green Snake perished!

A formidable old monster at the Transcending Tribulation stage died in a most untimely manner. She probably didn't even realize how she had ended up losing her life here.

But there are no "ifs" in the cultivation world.

Even with all their reluctance, it was impossible for the Immortal Lady Green Snake to survive.

"Damn!"

A roar echoed into his ears as demonic energy surged. The mighty Heavenly Bird immediately pounced forward. Its claws snapped shut.

Crackling sounds filled the air as an eerie ripple spread through the void. A huge greenish-gray claw hovered in mid-air, swiftly reaching out...

Bang!

An explosion rang out, revealing a bizarre scene. Zhang Qi had been hit but showed no pain on his face; instead, he exploded into a cloud of blood.

Instantly, countless threads of blood scattered like lightning toward the horizon.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized the demonic technique. Only ancient demons could wield such power, and yet this guy was clearly a human cultivator.

Before his thoughts were fully formed, those blood threads had already traveled far.

Coincidentally or not, they headed straight for Tian Xiao Jian’s location.

"There's going to be some good entertainment!"

Lin Xuan remained silent. The battle on the other side was in full swing. Tian Xiao Jian and company couldn't ignore it either.

Though they didn’t have any deep grudges, this was just a matter of pride. Now that danger had arrived, they wouldn’t fight each other anymore.

After all, there were more pressing matters at hand.

They stood their ground!

Almost instantly, the blood threads flew before them, no more than thousands of feet away.

Though it didn't seem close, they were all Transcending Tribulation cultivators. Such a distance was negligible to them.

The blood threads spiraled and converged into Zhang Qi's form once again. He showed no signs of injury; this demonic technique’s power was truly awe-inspiring.

Tian Xiao Jian hovered in mid-air, his expression showing no obvious change, but his brows were slightly furrowed.

He was a true demon body and had collaborated with the Demon Lord, making him far more familiar with the demon world than most cultivators. He recognized this technique as well.

While not particularly unusual, Tian Xiao Jia felt something different about it.

Just as he pondered further, the voice of the Demon Lord suddenly sounded in his ears: "Jian'er, our search for treasure was a mistake this time. According to my judgment, we should leave here quickly."

"Why? Did Patriarch find anything suspicious? Is this guy not an ancient demon from our Holy Realm?"

"Ha! Most cultivators would think so, but I didn't expect you to be fooled as well," the Demon Lord said dismissively.

"Yes, his demonic aura does seem a bit suspicious!"

Tian Xiao Jia's expression was thoughtful. But he had no time for further contemplation; their mental communication couldn’t take long, and the other party acted swiftly.

Almost immediately after reappearing, Zhang Qi dashed toward the left front.

The Immortal Lady Fire Cloud was there. Was this a strategic choice to target her?

Indeed, it wasn't wrong given that she appeared weaker among the three of them.

"Bold ruffian!"

But beside her stood a protector, Elder Thundercloud. With a flash, he blocked her path.

A Transcending Tribulation old monster indeed reacted quickly.

However, Zhang Qi had anticipated this.

He flashed and ten identical red rays emerged, scattering in different directions to bypass the blocking Elder Thundercloud and continue toward his target.

Each figure was indistinguishable from one another—highly skilled misdirection.

"Playing tricks on a master!"

Elder Thundercloud showed no hesitation. A bead of eye appeared on his forehead, instantly locking onto Zhang Qi's true form.

With a wave of his sleeve, two black rays emerged.

They were bright black short spears, wrapped in blue lightning arcs.

Whether it was an ancient demon or not, the electric power had a counteracting effect on demonic techniques.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed as Zhang Qi was pierced through. His left arm was also severed.

Immortal Lady Fire Cloud rejoiced but remembered the previous warning and didn't relax her vigilance. With a wave of her hand, an emerald bottle flew out.

Its mouth turned inward, releasing rolling flames that soon filled the entire sky.

In moments, Zhang Qi was engulfed in flames. Immortal Lady Fire Cloud raised both hands, unfazed, casting spells nonstop.

Heavenly Inferno!

In just a few moments, Zhang Qi turned to ashes.

"Phew!"

Immortal Lady Fire Cloud exhaled with relief. No matter how bizarre the other party's techniques were, they couldn't survive in such circumstances; it was over.

But before his thoughts could fully form, another red ray appeared, striking Immortal Lady Fire Cloud’s heart from an impossible angle without any warning.

"Impossible!"

Immortal Lady Fire Cloud widened her eyes with disbelief. She had already turned to ashes—how could she still be alive?

"Fool! The guy who was burned into ash was just a puppet controlled by someone else. What truly matters is that demon blade—it's the master, not the servant. You failed to identify your enemy and fell; what’s surprising?" The Demon Lord sighed, but only Tian Xiao Jian could hear him.

"The treasure is the master, while cultivators are mere puppets. Such a terrifying weapon—did you see its origin, Patriarch? Could it be one of the legendary Ten Great Demonic Treasures?" Tian Xiao Jian's face showed excitement.

"Hmph! What Ten Great Demonic Treasures? Those are just fanciful tales. You truly believe in our Holy Realm’s artifacts; wrong, wrong. That was merely a creation by common folk," the Demon Lord's expression showed disdain.

"False rumors—so what about those Ten Great Demonic Treasures..."

"How could we have such bizarre things in our demon realm? The Ten Great Demonic Treasures all come from the域外天魔."

"域外天魔?" Tian Xiao Jian was shocked, his face turning pale.

"Indeed. I wonder which of these demonic treasures it is. Fingers crossed that it isn’t..."

Before the Demon Lord could finish, another anomaly occurred. Immortal Lady Fire Cloud's heart was pierced but she didn't fall; no blood flowed from her wound, and her eyes turned silver-white.
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Subsequently, a blood-red light spread out, revealing an object that was neither a knife nor a sword.

Fire Cloud Fairy stretched her hand to grasp it, and the aura around her suddenly surged wildly.

"Bad news, this time she has become a puppet controlled by the demon blade... This demon blade is... Heavenly Demon Sword!"

"Is it the Heavenly Demon Sword? Father, you recognized it?" Tiao Xiaojian's voice was tinged with curiosity; he seemed unaware of the impending danger.

"Feng, don't ask so many questions. Quickly leave this place. This guy isn't someone you can handle," the leader of the demon tribe's face showed a sense of urgency.

"Father, why?"

"Just go."

Tiao Xiaojian's expression changed. Even in dire situations before, his father had never shown such panic. He knew that as a fragment soul of the demon lord, he was well-versed and wouldn't act without reason...

With this thought, Tiao Xiaojian no longer hesitated. His entire body was enveloped by black light as he tried to fly away.

However, at this moment, Fire Cloud Fairy raised the Heavenly Demon Sword in her hand and swung it fiercely downward.

It wasn't aimed at Tiao Xiaojian or any of the other cultivators present; yet an eerie wave emerged.

Lin Xuan could sense it clearly, feeling extremely uncomfortable.

That feeling was indescribable—something bad had already happened.

"Trying to run? Hmph, too late. Within a ten-thousand li radius, I've sealed everything with my divine power. Unless you kill me, none of you can escape."

"What? Did that one strike seal such a vast area? Isn't this too exaggerated?"

Lin Xuan, though well-traveled, found the claim absurd. He released his spirit sense and indeed felt it rebound at ten thousand li away. Every direction was sealed tightly with no gaps. The seal was bizarre to an extreme; although he didn’t know if it was as extraordinary as claimed by Fire Cloud Fairy, breaking through it would be extremely difficult.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim.

Fire Cloud Fairy’s voice echoed again: "Stop holding on to any侥幸 is typically translated as "lucky" or "by chance" depending on the context.. You are destined to perish. And those three who hid their heads and showed their tails—stop playing your silly games. All of you, get out."

Before the words were fully spoken, she swung her Heavenly Demon Sword, and two blood-red sword qi appeared in mid-air.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

Without further thought, he flicked his sleeves, andlaw power naturally emerged to strike an empty space before him. A white misty spatial rift appeared instantly.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate; his entire body was enveloped by green light as he vanished into the rift with Moon.

The spatial rift disappeared.

Another eerie wave appeared almost simultaneously, caused by the blood-red sword qi. It left a trail of destruction wherever it passed. The place where Lin Xuan and Moon had hidden was completely encompassed in ruins.

How close!

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of relief.

On the other side, another cultivator who had taken cover didn't have such good luck.

"Ahh!"

A loud scream echoed as a dark green cloud emerged from among the branches.

The cloud dispersed, revealing a tall, green-haired old man standing before them.

His aura was formidable; he was an advanced-stage cultivator. His left hand was missing, and his face was filled with a grim expression.

Grandfather of Venom!

The supreme elder of Hundred Poison Sect had arrived here as well, hiding like Lin Xuan. Unfortunately, his earlier ambush wasn't quick enough compared to Lin Xuan's. Although he managed to escape with his life, his left arm was gone.

"Lin Xuan!"

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Tiao Xiaojian immediately recognized him.

"He has become a middle-stage cultivator! " Tiao Xiaojian's face showed fear and respect.

They had already met in the Underworld, though Lin Xuan had been hidden at that time. Even during the auction scene, his identity hadn't been revealed.

This was their first meeting after a thousand years.

Tiao Xiaojian was speechless with admiration for Lin Xuan's rapid advancement but quickly turned to joy.

Indeed, joy; it seemed like an old friend had returned. Regardless of other circumstances, Tiao Xiaojian’s acting skills were top-notch.

"Brother, why are you here?"

Tiao Xiaojian spoke in a surprised tone, as if he wanted to rush over and grab Lin Xuan's hand.

"Haha, I happened to be here. Meeting my dear brother is truly delightful!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. He was adept at faking camaraderie with Tiao Xiaojian.

"Is that so," Tiao Xiaojian's expression was warm, but his mind was already cursing. His spirit sense was just as formidable and non-trivial; he had secretly probed the area earlier. This ten-thousand li radius was indeed sealed by a mysterious force.

While escape might not be impossible, it would certainly require much effort. With powerful enemies surrounding them, if they scattered now, they would surely be picked off one by one.

Tiao Xiaojian wouldn't do such foolish things.

"Brother, the demon's strength is formidable. We can't leave here without eliminating him. How about we work together?" Tiao Xiaojian said with a sinister smile, clearly wanting to drag Lin Xuan into his scheme.

"Very well!"

Lin Xuan agreed quickly. He knew Tiao Xiaojian’s intentions.

But what did it matter? Given the situation, he couldn't stay out of it anyway. Whether they were using each other or not was still up for debate.

Tiao Xiaojian wasn’t trivial, but Lin Xuan didn’t need to underestimate himself. They had worked together before and rarely lost.

"However, there's one thing you got wrong."

"What?"

"You must all share the responsibility of eliminating demons; it’s not just us two working together, but with all present dao friends."

"Brother is right," Tiao Xiaojian was a snake that followed the stick. The more people involved, the easier it would be to blend in. Working only with Lin Xuan made him uneasy, so having more scapegoats would make things much better.

The two agreed instantly, and no one around them objected.

Fire Cloud Fairy had returned to the Underworld as a puppet, making the angry Thunder Cloud Grandfather even angrier. Their small grudge was long forgotten.

As for Grandfather of Venom, his face was grim; he neither approved nor disapproved, leaving it ambiguous or tacitly agreeing.

Now they were all like fish on a chopping board, or more accurately, ants on the same rope.

Regardless of the metaphor, Grandfather of Venom had no choice. His eye for the advanced stage was formidable, and even without knowing what exactly happened, teaming up to defeat the current enemy was their only option.
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He couldn't be unaware of such a simple truth. Thus, the Grandmaster Thousand Poison remained silent, which was quite understandable.

As a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage, he naturally had his own advantages. Although his quick dodge during the ambush wasn’t swift enough, he managed to save himself in the end.

At this moment, no blood flowed from his wounds; instead, strange bubbles appeared. A short while later, a new arm emerged.

Rebirth of a severed limb!

Of course, such a feat came with a heavy price. The Grandmaster Thousand Poison’s face was much paler than before.

Reattaching the severed limb clearly required expending one's primordial essence energy. This fact was well known to the Grandmaster Thousand Poison, but in the face of a formidable opponent, he couldn’t afford to be overly cautious.

His decisiveness was admirable; both Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian showed signs of relief on their faces.

The next enemy they would have to deal with was no ordinary foe. They certainly needed allies rather than hindrances.

More voices echoed as the embroidered pavilion was drawn here by a powerful force, far away.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpent!

Lin Xuan’s face couldn’t help but show a look of exasperation, and Tian Xiaojian’s expression mirrored his.

At this point, such arrogance… could she not understand the importance of timing?

As for the Black Dragon Guard, they were in shambles; more than half had been lost. But those remaining showed no fear as they followed to one side of the embroidered pavilion.

To be honest, their training was impeccable.

Unfortunately, this enemy couldn’t be judged by ordinary standards. They would likely prove useless.

Lin Xuan sighed as a shocking demonic aura emanated from the embroidered pavilion.

“Who dares to kill my men? You must really be getting bored of living.”

With a loud “bang,” the embroidered pavilion exploded, and a serpent dragon shot out.

In theory, this should have been impressive. But Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle as he looked up at this tense moment.

No wonder they called her the Fat Serpent Princess behind his back.

The daughter of the Ten Thousand Serpent King was indeed fat.

And not just in her transformed form; even now, in the shape of a serpent dragon, one could see plenty of flesh. The feeling of such a plump serpent dragon was truly unique.

Tian Xiaojian’s eyes widened in astonishment. Such a serpent dragon had never been seen by them before.

Nearby, there was another beast with the appearance of a celestial bird, fierce and feathered in a grayish hue, four wings and six legs. Lin Xuan recognized it from somewhere.

Upon closer inspection, he realized that they had met this strange creature not long ago. It excelled at speed laws and favored using world-shattering martial arts.

Bisnixiaoshenzi was already dead; could she be the other guard for Princess Ten Thousand Serpent?

Lin Xuan pondered as his opponent noticed him from such a close distance.

While Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, he worried about the princess’s lack of judgment. If she decided to cause trouble now, things would get complicated.

Fortunately, this was unnecessary.

Although the demon elder discovered Lin Xuan and showed signs of hatred, he quickly turned away, his hostility minimal.

Clearly, he understood that the demon wielding the Heavenly Demon Sword was their greatest enemy.

As for Princess Ten Thousand Serpent, when Lin Xuan turned to face her, he couldn’t help but be stunned.

He didn’t believe she would fail to recognize him.

But Princess Ten Thousand Serpent showed no attention in his direction. Her gaze seemed to be on Tian Xiaojian.

Tian Xiaojian also noticed this and felt uncomfortable under the princess’s scrutiny.

Could it be that the princess had developed feelings for Tian Xiaojian?

The thought flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind.

While it sounded absurd, upon closer consideration, there was a possibility. Tian Xiaojian was undoubtedly handsome; his charm far surpassed anything Lin Xuan could offer.

Cultivators generally didn’t fall in love based on appearance alone, but Princess Ten Thousand Serpent was an exception.

Liking Tian Xiaojian wouldn’t be out of the ordinary.

This discovery thrilled Lin Xuan. If Princess Ten Thousand Serpent no longer favored Wangting Pavilion and instead developed feelings for Tian Xiaojian, she would likely leave him alone.

Whether or not this helped Tian Xiaojian establish himself in Yutong World was irrelevant to Lin Xuan.

While they pretended brotherhood, their mutual respect was merely a facade. Lin Xuan was glad if Tian Xiaojian suffered misfortune.

Of course, this was just speculation.

The entire process seemed complex but only took an instant. During this time, the Firecloud Immortal controlled by the Heavenly Demon Sword didn’t attack, but her gaze was icy cold.

She seemed to regard the tribulation-transcending elders as insignificant ants. Such a bold attitude was truly remarkable.

But Lin Xuan remained unperturbed; the enemy’s strength was formidable. With just a few spirit realm cultivators acting as puppets, they were already so powerful. Now, controlling a tribulation-transcending existence would be even more so.

So what if he was slighted?

Lin Xuan wasn’t angry about such matters.

In battle, he preferred his opponents to underestimate him; it gave him an advantage.

Before this thought could fully form, Firecloud Immortal suddenly moved. She shook her shoulder, and her figure instantly blurred before dozens of identical illusions emerged.

These illusions were indistinguishable in appearance and movement, acting with perfect precision.

They then scattered, rushing towards the cultivators ahead.

Which illusion was real?

The Old Man of Thunder’s face showed a sinister expression as his third eye appeared on his forehead.

It was too naive to flaunt such minor illusions before him.

But this time, he could distinguish the truth. The power of the Heavenly Demon Sword had increased significantly; its shadow clones were now so convincing that they could be mistaken for real.

Furious!

The Old Man of Thunder’s anger flared up, but as a late-stage tribulation-transcending cultivator, such an unexpected turn didn’t leave him in panic.

Thunderous sounds filled the air as rings of lightning vanished from his surroundings. He used the technique of Thunder遁.

Others might not be so fortunate; each faced the same attack.

Lin Xuan and Yue’er stood together, and soon several figures rushed towards them.
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The movements of those figures were almost identical, their speed so swift that they seemed to be playing a fast-forward movie. It was hard for anyone to tell the difference between reality and illusion.

Lin Xuan sighed, showing no excessive fear on his face.

Such supernatural abilities were impressive, but in front of him, it amounted to nothing more than trying to show off before a master.

With thoughts swirling through his mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. A silver light flashed in his eyes as the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye naturally manifested.

Following that, he swung his arm, and a sword energy shot out from his sleeve.

It vanished almost instantly, disappearing into an empty spot in the void.

Then, a burst of light appeared, followed by a roar of shock and anger. A faint blood shadow emerged, with features so lifelike as to be indistinguishable from Fairy Flame Cloud's. However, it was not实体, giving off an eerie resemblance to a yin spirit.

Lin Xuan’s sword strike hit the mark perfectly, piercing through her.

The few phantom shadows were extinguished upon contact, all mere illusions without substance.

Old Patriarch Thundercloud also had spiritual eyes, but once the opponent possessed a body for transmigration and tribulation, his abilities became useless. The Phoenix was indeed capable of seeing through all worldly illusions, as the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye still broke down her tactics.

Lin Xuan and Mo'er turned from danger to safety, with Old Patriarch Thundercloud unharmed. However, other cultivators did not have such luck.

Those at the tribulation stage were relatively safe; even if they couldn’t see through this illusionary trick, they had some countermeasures. They might take a small loss but wouldn’t suffer significant harm.

But remember, besides those tribulation-stage old monsters, the Black Dragon Guard had also followed here.

Many of these phantom shadows were heading towards them.

As spirit division cultivators, their strength was formidable, and they excelled in coordinated attacks.

However, now there was no use for this.

Several blood shadows rushed close before scattering suddenly.

Then came a buzzing sound as the void twisted and collapsed. A small vortex appeared within sight, seemingly bottomless.

The vortex seemed to hold infinite magical power.

Piercing sounds filled his ears as countless blood threads shot out from it.

Caught off guard, the Black Dragon Guards could only unleash their treasures. Unfortunately, these blood threads were like magical serpents, twisting and weaving through the gaps in their defenses.

They then transformed into fine blades.

Blood and gore rained down; not a single Black Dragon Guard escaped this lethal attack. All of them perished here.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as all the blood threads converged towards one direction.

Together with the phantom shadow before him, which resembled a yin spirit, it coalesced into Fairy Flame Cloud's form.

Her Heaven-Demon Sword became even more radiant.

"Master, I remember now. This is an item from the Outer Demonic Realm."

Mo'er’s voice entered his ears; she had been recalling this for some time but was too vague. Now, a long-forgotten memory resurfaced.

"The Outer Demonic Realm!"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as well.

The higher the cultivator, the more profound their impression of such beings. In Lin Xuan's known secrets, even the most powerful beings in the Three Realms were unwilling to conflict with the Outer Demonic Realm.

Heavenly Demon Lord could potentially confuse True Immortals; of course, that required a favorable chance. Regardless, this showed her terrifying power.

Was Heaven-Demon Sword actually from the Outer Demonic Realm?

No wonder it was so bizarre and difficult to handle.

Before his thoughts could settle, another unbelievable scene unfolded.

Fairy Flame Cloud's shoulder twitched, and she suddenly transformed into seven figures.

Another illusionary trick?

Lin Xuan froze as he naturally activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

But soon, he realized that he had underestimated her. This was not an illusion; all seven Fairy Flame Clouds were real, including their treasures. More astonishingly, their aura did not weaken much compared to before.

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan was taken aback.

Such supernatural abilities were too incredible.

Lin Xuan had seen the Split Soul Decapitation Technique, but the avatar it created would definitely be weaker than its original form.

How could she achieve this? Even using Primordial Essence might have been too overpowered.

Lin Xuan’s expression was one of shock. Now, he didn’t have time to ponder further.

The seven Fairy Flame Clouds charged towards the remaining prey with overwhelming momentum.

Right, prey!

At this moment, besides Lin Xuan and Mo'er, there were still seven tribulation-stage cultivators, but in her eyes, they might as well be prey.

Two of them were heading straight for Lin Xuan and Mo'er.

Their appearances were identical. The only difference was that one wore a fiery red robe while the other had pure black clothes.

But Lin Xuan didn’t have time to dwell on such minor details.

He raised his right hand, and a sword technique shot out.

As he moved, piercing sounds filled the air. Facing this mysterious Outer Demonic Realm entity, Lin Xuan dared not hold back; he immediately unleashed his most powerful treasure.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword brought forth a shower of silver light, like a tidal wave, sweeping towards her.

The momentum was formidable, enveloping both Fairy Flame Clouds with no place to hide.

In fact, they didn’t even try to dodge.

Both women simultaneously released their Heaven-Demon Swords.

Blood reeked as the two swords merged into three, then nine. Instantly, thousands of sword energies clashed with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The impact sounded like a million galloping horses above his head, dense and complex.

Two-colored sword lights chased each other in mid-air, like waves of different colors colliding violently.

The power was so overwhelming that Lin Xuan sucked in a breath.

More astonishingly, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword showed no advantage. Knowing its true strength, Lin Xuan was taken aback.

Was this Heaven-Demon Sword too powerful?

Lin Xuan’s face showed shock as well. Fairy Flame Cloud's expression mirrored his own.

Both wore grim expressions.

Suddenly, both women raised their hands and pointed forward simultaneously, shouting a short incantation: "Duo!"

The roar of thunder filled the air as the blood-red swords exploded in power, destroying even the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

A murderous intent flashed across their faces. They raised their right hands high before fiercely swinging them down.
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His movements were swift, like flowing clouds and water.

Then the demon sword reappeared in their hands once again.

Sharp sword energy flowed down from the void, directly targeting Lin Xuan.

"Bad luck!"

Moon's expression changed dramatically.

Her hand flipped, and a dark yin treasure box appeared. The light radiated as it transformed into an ancient short sword. It was slashed forward.

The sword light was faint, like moonlight at night, flowing from Moon’s hands.

Indeed, Moon had made significant progress over the past millennium. Even Lin Xuan nodded in approval of her sword technique's power. He estimated that he could block this attack.

However, things were not as simple as imagined.

Moon’s strike was timed and forceful, perfectly blocking the opponent's attack. But at that moment, two Fire Cloud Immortal Fairies simultaneously pointed their fingers forward.

Sizzle…

As if a piece of silk had been torn, the continuous stream of sword energy suddenly shattered.

It transformed back into myriad sword energies, sweeping towards Lin Xuan and Moon.

Moon’s face changed color, caught off guard by this unexpected move from her opponent. She had many secret techniques but could not quickly deploy them in such haste.

Fortunately, there was still Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he raised both hands, tracing a strange path through the air.

A loud crack echoed as the Nine Palaces Musty Sword fragments reappeared and rearranged themselves to block the surging blood-colored sword energy.

The sword spirit materialized!

Every cultivator present recognized this treasure technique. Their eyes widened in surprise. This was not the signature secret technique of the Hundred Flowers Immortal Fairy, so how could this guy be able to use it?

Lin Xuan blocked his opponent's attack.

But he was a man who would not let go when he had an advantage. He did not stop here.

He clapped his hands, and crackling sounds filled their ears as electric arcs appeared on the surface of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword.

The Profane Yin Divine Thunder, a treasure designed to defile enemies, could also use poison against poison with this demon sword.

Electric sparks flickered, dimming the blood-colored sword energy significantly.

This was not over yet.

"Let's see how effective Lin’s Hundred Dragon Fang is," Lin Xuan raised his hands and shot out a series of hand seals.

The sharp sword light instantly grew in size.

It quickly transformed into a head of a dragon with visible speed.

Crimson, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—dragon roars echoed as each dragon had unique attributes.

With their fierce claws and mouths agape, they tore apart the blood-colored sword energy and surrounded the two Fire Cloud Immortal Fairies.

The two women were alarmed, frantically swinging their demon swords.

Unfortunately, even though these swords were incredibly sharp, Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Musty Sword was far from ordinary. The Hundred Dragon Fang’s ultimate technique greatly enhanced its power.

Moon saw an opportunity and her hand seals changed rapidly.

The dark yin treasure box emitted a bright light, transforming into a vortex.

Inside, thick black energy spewed out, deep to the point of being indescribable.

Sounds of breaking bones echoed as one by one, skeletal figures flew out from the vortex, spewing demonic flames and glaring with red eyes, joining in the attack.

This was... the Six Word Evil Ghost Spell, based on the dark yin treasure box. Its power was naturally more formidable.

The opponent had no way to escape!

Lin Xuan and Moon worked together, complementing each other’s weaknesses while covering for each other's vulnerabilities.

Lightning-fast, light radiated from their bodies as runes burst forth, spreading法则之力不断弥漫而出，火云仙子的两个分身被彻底湮灭。

不甘的惨叫声传来，最终还是改变不了结果——陨落！

林轩出手干净利索！

当然，这得益于他在旁边观察了良久。知道被天魔剑控制的傀儡不好对付，若是一招一式地与对方打下去，非变成旷日持久的苦战不可。

就算最后能够获胜，十有八九也会付出不菲代价。

而这所谓的藏宝图明显是有人精心布置下的陷阱，拖久了，谁知道会发生什么变故。

所以，必须快刀斩乱麻！

没有试探，一出手就是致命的一击。还好成功了。

干净利索地将自己身前的两个家伙灭除。

随后林轩也不耽搁，浑身青光大作，裹住Moon，风驰电掣般向远处飞掠而去。

能够消灭傀儡分身，是自己的运气不错。真要打败这妖刀可没这么简单。

域外天魔的宝物就算拿到手里也没有用处，既然如此，何必冒险呢？

离开这里是最聪明的选择，至于封印，林轩相信总有办法打破。

整个过程兔起鹘落，其他人还没有反应过来，林轩已经远去。

至于田小剑，他的反应与林轩相差无几。

面对扑来的火云仙子，他也是神通齐出，真魔碎空刀威力不小。

虽然没有干净利索地斩除那个分身，但对方狼狈到了极点。于是田小剑瞅准时机，鞋底抹油……

他和林轩逃的方向相反，但速度却一点也不慢。

转眼间，两人消失在天际尽头。

剩下的几名老怪物面面相觑，刚才他们言之凿凿要联手灭魔。

话音刚落，两个人立刻背信弃义。在修仙界食言而肥不算什么，但这么迅速就毁诺，大家都有些无语了。

林轩和田小剑鞋底抹油，剩下的几个人处境堪忧。

他们虽然无语，但也来不及感慨下去。

其中，万毒老祖的处境最为不利。

他是渡劫中期的修仙者，一身毒功诡异莫测。原本是难缠之极的，但被天魔剑操控的火云仙子却不怕毒。

这样一来，他的一身神通等于废去了一大半。别说还手之力了，处境确实糟糕到了极点。

至于万蛟公主虽然嚣张跋扈，但家学渊博，与擅长武功的妖族联手，取胜或许有难度，但自保还是勉强能做到的。

还有一个是雷云老祖，好说他也是渡劫后期的老怪物。就算在同阶中并无出众之处，应付这种场面还是游刃有余的。

面对火云仙子，他的眼中满是恨意，因为他知道真正的火云仙子已死，眼前的不过是一傀儡而已。

如果他想走，对方也拦不住。但雷云老祖没有离开的意思，一定要为心爱的人报仇雪恨。
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The path of cultivation was arduous, with every step requiring great effort. Advancing to the late-stage Tribulation Transcender stage not only required exceptional luck and talent but also a remarkable mental fortitude.

Elder Thunder Cloud, while not outstanding among his peers, had reached an exalted realm that could not be overlooked. In the Three Realms, throughout history and legend, he was indeed rare as phoenix feathers or unicorn horns.

A late-stage Tribulation Transcender's outburst should never be underestimated. Even the puppet controlled by the Heavenly Demon Sword struggled to withstand his assault for a moment.

Surrounding Elder Thunder Cloud were dazzling electric arcs, flickering and crackling incessantly. He appeared like the thunder god descending upon the world.

His moves were grand and sweeping. The wolf's fang club he wielded was an extraordinary treasure, turning a thousand-mile radius into a barren wasteland with each strike.

The Heavenly Demon Sword could not withstand his direct assault either.

Electricity danced through the air as the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic.

The blood beam struck Elder Thunder Cloud at an impossible angle but was deflected by sheer force.

"Evil beast, I will avenge Firecloud Immortal!"

A thunderous cry echoed in the ears. Elder Thunder Cloud's wolf's fang club swung wildly, its speed as swift as lightning, scattering the blood light before vanishing into the electric glow.

Thunderevasion technique!

The red-robed woman was right there, her appearance unchanged but now a mere shell controlled by the Heavenly Demon Sword.

Elder Thunder Cloud hesitated for an instant, then his eyes hardened. Tears welled up in his eyes as he swung his wolf's fang club with unhesitating force.

Boom!

Blood splattered as this woman turned to dust under the power of the treasure.

But the matter was not over. The Heavenly Demon Sword tried to dodge, moving left and right.

Elder Thunder Cloud would not let it escape; after all, that peculiar weapon was the culprit.

"Firecloud sister, I have avenged you."

With a mighty shout, Elder Thunder Cloud cast his hand seals, restraining space. Though he may not be adept at spatial laws, as an advanced Tribulation Transcender, he could still use them if he expended his true essence.

And now, how could he afford to hold back?

"Solidify the heavens and earth!"

With a loud cry from Elder Thunder Cloud, the air became thick and dense. It solidified like steel, slowing down the Heavenly Demon Sword's movements.

Elder Thunder Cloud was unaffected by this. His wolf's fang club rained down with relentless force.

Peng peng peng...

It struck the Heavenly Demon Sword repeatedly.

The blood beam flickered constantly. While the sword might be strange, its durability could not match heavy weaponry.

The ethereal light that had once been so brilliant dimmed visibly until it vanished entirely.

Without the ethereal light, the Heavenly Demon Sword revealed its true form—a peculiar shape but now resembling ordinary iron.

Elder Thunder Cloud did not stop. His wolf's fang club continued to strike relentlessly.

Bang bang...

Cracks appeared on the sword's surface before shattering into nothingness.

This treasure was utterly destroyed.

At the moment of the Heavenly Demon Sword's destruction, a scream echoed. It was Firecloud Immortal's spirit clone, along with Wanpo and Princess Wanjiao, all exploding simultaneously.

...

Huffing and puffing, Elder Poisonous sighed in relief. He had almost fallen here.

His gaze towards Elder Thunder Cloud now held more respect. Late-stage monsters were indeed formidable.

Princess Wanjiao also heaved a sigh of relief.

But at this moment, something unexpected happened.

Sigh!

A soft sigh resonated from the void. It was so sudden that everyone could hear it but no one knew its source.

Was it an illusion or real?

Several late-stage monsters, powerful dominators in their domains, exchanged glances.

How could such a thing happen to them?

"Who is playing tricks here? Show yourself!"

Elder Thunder Cloud roared. Though he had avenged Firecloud Immortal, the loss of his beloved still weighed heavily on him. His mood was foul as he pondered the situation.

That peculiar weapon had been destroyed; how could a new enemy appear?

Wait, weapon...

Thinking about that strange Heavenly Demon Sword, his expression turned serious. He looked around.

The Heavenly Demon Sword indeed shattered, leaving only its hilt lying on the ground.

A breeze blew, but no unusual phenomena were observed.

Was he overthinking it?

Elder Thunder Cloud scratched his head, puzzled.

But just then, the soft sigh sounded again. He could not have heard wrong; the direction was the same as the sword's hilt.

An ominous feeling arose in his heart. Elder Thunder Cloud turned around.

Space moved.

There was no spatial fluctuation, yet someone had crossed through the boundary and appeared here.

First a hand extended from the void, then a beautiful foot appeared in sight.

A woman emerged, her hair cascading like a waterfall.

What a stunning beauty! Her appearance was breathtaking, as if she walked with ease. She had crossed through space from another realm.

She exuded no vulgarity; she seemed like a celestial maiden descending to the mortal world.

Was this a heavenly immortal?

The late-stage monsters were momentarily stunned by her beauty and the god-like power that shattered space for them.

To wield such power so effortlessly was beyond their comprehension. Could she truly control spatial laws, second only to time?

"Who are you?"

Elder Thunder Cloud's mouth felt dry. He had experienced this tension before, when facing a scattered immortal or demon king.

Could her strength match the top existence in the Spirit Realm?

"I? I forgot who I am," the woman said as she combed her hair. "But I feel that someone here might recognize me."

She looked towards the distance where Lin Xuan had vanished.

If he were there, he would indeed recognize this woman—the former Cloud Immortal.

Qin Yan!
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The woman appeared suddenly, bringing a sense of shock to the present cultivators.

Even Lei Yun Laozu, who was formidable, had an air of vigilance on his face at this moment. The arrogant Princess Wanjiao could not say much either.

The atmosphere seemed to freeze as Qin Yan moved.

She walked past them with ease and bent down to pick up the Heaven Demon Sword that had been discarded earlier.

"What are you doing?"

Lei Yun Laozu suddenly understood, though he had already destroyed the Heaven Demon Sword, a strong sense of unease still lingered in his heart.

A roar echoed as lightning flashed across his body. He was about to summon a treasure when something unbelievable happened.

"Bang!"

Blood splattered out.

Lei Yun Laozu turned his head with difficulty, his face filled with disbelief: "Wandu, are you mad..."

Behind him stood the Elder Wandu, who had pierced Lei Yun's heart with a blade.

As an advanced cultivator, it was not easy to be ambushed. He did not know Wandu and should have been more cautious.

However, in this peculiar situation, everyone faced strange demons and monsters; they were like comrades-in-arms.

How could Wandu act against him?

But the unexpected happened. Lei Yun Laozu's grief and anger turned to shock when he saw that Wandu's eyes had turned a silver-white color.

"You... You have been possessed."

Lei Yun finally understood what was happening. The mysterious woman who had appeared from another realm was not just an attention-grabber; she had been the real target all along.

Unbeknownst to him, Wandu had already been possessed in this short time. Such a swift takeover of a mid-stage breakthrough cultivator's body was rare even among the three realms.

"You... You are a demon from beyond the heavens!"

"Correct."

Qin Yan wore a gentle smile on her face as she waved her hand. The Heaven Demon Sword, which had been broken earlier, seemed to have recovered completely in her hands.

There were no cracks and the blood glow was even more vivid than before. The Heaven Demon Sword seemed to be rejoicing at its return to its master.

Now that the wielder was no longer a puppet, the sword showed absolute submission.

"For so many years, I lost my treasure in the spirit realm, but now I have found it."

With her jade hand, she sent out a wave of blood. Wandu Laozu's head was severed as he died with his eyes open.

All this happened quickly, and Princess Wanjiao witnessed it all, leaving her terrified beyond measure.

Because of Wan蛟王, the princess had developed an arrogant personality. Anyone who met her would show respect regardless of their strength.

But now, there seemed to be an exception.

Even if Wan蛟王 was famous far and wide, he could not affect a demon from another realm.

"Princess, run!"

At this critical moment, one of the remaining guards pushed Princess Wanjiao away. He himself did not retreat but blocked Qin Yan and Wandu Laozu who had been possessed by demonic influence.

The courage required for such an action was immense. The guards chosen by Wan蛟王 were indeed loyal.

"Idiot!"

Wandu Laozu's face showed disdain: "Do you think you can stop me? You are too naive."

"Princess, run!"

The demon guard shouted loudly. While a first-stage breakthrough cultivator might not be worth mentioning in such circumstances, he would never forget the kindness Wan蛟王 had shown him.

Without the king, he would have perished long ago and could not even dream of reaching the breakthrough stage.

Although the princess was somewhat capricious, she was the only child of the king. He could not let her die here, no matter what it took.

Knowing he couldn't win, he did not summon a treasure but used his full strength to activate the Rapid Technique.

At the same time, he ignited the Primordial Flame.

The cost was immense, but in this moment, life and death meant nothing. A little sacrifice was insignificant compared to such courage.

He would burn with his soul!

Even a demon from beyond the heavens could not scare him now. The most powerful heavenly demon lord would not intimidate him either.

A渡劫级别的妖族燃烧生命是可怕的. Rapid Technique seemed to have broken through, moving so fast that no technique could catch up. In an instant, he arrived beside Qin Yan and Wandu Laozu.

They were only a few dozen feet apart when his body was engulfed by a brilliant light...

The brilliance was so intense that it dimmed the sun momentarily. The primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic to the extreme, even the laws of nature were disrupted.

It was hard to describe what happened in words.

After a long time, the rumbling sounds gradually spread out.

But not much could be heard as if the brilliant light had swallowed them all.

The void collapsed, melting into nothingness...

---

Several miles away, a streak of light moved swiftly. Suddenly, it stopped as if sensing something.

Lin Xuan turned his head to look far off, his eyes filled with thought.

"Master, such power has even dispersed the primordial energy of heaven and earth. Could someone have self-destructed?" Yue'er's figure appeared, her delicate face showing a serious expression.

"It is likely."

Lin Xuan sighed. Finding treasures led to such an unexpected outcome; it was truly beyond his expectations.

The most pressing matter now was to leave quickly.

---

On the other side, Tiao Xiaojian reacted similarly.

The enemy seemed more formidable than expected. Running away was indeed the right choice.

---

After a long time, the brilliant light finally dissipated.

In a radius of dozens of miles, everything in sight had been reduced to flat land.

There were no broken stones or debris; all that remained was vaporized into nothingness.

A breakthrough cultivator's self-destruction would have affected a much larger area. However, it was intentionally limited, making the destruction within this smaller range even more terrifying.

Princess Wanjiao had already left earlier. What about Qin Yan and Wandu Laozu now?

By common sense, they should be dead; such terrifying power could not leave any living beings alive.

Even a scattered immortal or demon king would struggle to survive.

Soon, the light completely dissipated, and neither Qin Yan nor Wandu Laozu were seen.

If Princess Wanjiao had been there, she might have breathed a sigh of relief. But at this moment, the void seemed to distort.

A white hole appeared in their line of sight.

"Bang..."

A light ball flew out from that hole.

The ball was pitch black on the outside, but inside, two figures could be clearly seen: Qin Yan and Wandu Laozu.

In that critical moment, they had broken through the void and avoided it.
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In this situation, breaking through the void was like walking into a trap.

One could say it was a matter of being forced to fight from a desperate position and emerging victorious.

The chaotic spatial laws made any misstep potentially fatal. Yet these two managed to turn danger into safety!

They rendered the demon's life-or-death strike meaningless.

No, that wasn't quite right; at least Princess Wanjiao escaped.

But their escape was still far from secure.

Qinyan frowned slightly: "You go after Princess Wanjiao..."

"Sir, what about you?"

Wanduzao turned his head.

"I... have other matters to attend to. You needn't worry about it."

Qinyan's voice instantly became icy cold, as if she was impatient with the question.

"I'm sorry, Sir. I overstepped my bounds."

The demon念附着在Wanduzao's body shivered involuntarily and dared not speak further, its entire form glowing green before vanishing into a dark green cloud.

Of course, he wouldn't be mistaken; he clearly saw the path Princess Wanjiao took to escape.

While others feared the might of the Wanjiao King, as an outsider from beyond the heavens, he didn't care at all.

Qinyan turned her head and frowned thoughtfully. But soon, she vanished in a blur of movement, seemingly never having been there at all.

A ripple appeared in the void, carried by the wind, indicating that Qinyan's escape techniques had reached an almost supernatural level.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of this; since leaving, he hadn't used his spirit sense to probe the area. Such a move would easily alert the enemy.

Lin Xuan never did foolish things.

But why bother? He could guess the situation was dire.

Finding treasure and ending up with such results was unexpected. In the immortal world, there were no regrets; the pressing matter was to leave quickly, for Lin Xuan didn't want to get entangled in this mess any longer.

With that thought, his escape light zipped through the air at incredible speed.

But as he flew, Lin Xuan suddenly stopped his flight.

"Master, what's wrong?"

Moon's eyes were filled with anxiety. The situation was dire; delaying would only make their predicament more perilous.

"Moon, don't you think we've been taking a roundabout route?"

"Around the route?" Moon was puzzled, but she hadn’t noticed anything amiss.

The Ten Thousand Mountains covered vast areas, and the scenery varied along the way. What part of that seemed like a detour?

But she knew Lin Xuan's character well; he wouldn't say such a thing without being certain.

"I feel we've been taking a roundabout route. In just one cup of tea, it feels like I'm going in circles."

Lin Xuan recalled the Firecloud Fairy controlled by the Heaven Demon Sword saying that this area within ten thousand miles was sealed off.

Frankly, he didn't believe her.

Ten thousand miles?

That was exaggeration.

Even if she were a true immortal and Moon regained her Arhath's strength, it wasn’t clear whether she could do such a thing.

Perhaps there would be some obstacles, but the enemy wouldn't seal off such a vast area. With some effort, they should be able to escape.

Lin Xuan initially thought so.

But now he realized his mistake was severe.

The enemy hadn't lied; she had used a clever trick instead.

An illusion or a spell.

Certainly, it was the highest level of such magic.

Trying to fly out would result in an unintended detour.

Such a method was indeed ingenious and less strenuous. But Lin Xuan still didn’t believe he could be truly trapped.

First, he released his spirit sense; unsurprisingly, there was no effect. This was expected.

Regardless of whether she exaggerated, her spell wouldn't be easily broken.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, silver light flashing in his eyes as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

The scene before him briefly blurred but quickly returned to normal.

Even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye proved useless; Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face.

Of course, it was due to his insufficient power. If a true phoenix were here, it would easily discern all illusions in this world.

A dark cloud passed across Lin Xuan's face before he snorted coldly.

He flicked his sleeve and a clear ringing sound echoed as the Nine Palaces Swift Sword emerged from his sleeves.

Nine Palaces Swift had nine attributes: metal, wood, water, fire, earth, ice, wind, lightning, and illusion.

The illusory sword could break through all illusions. Combined with the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, it would have excellent results.

Lin Xuan's hands moved rapidly as spell after spell shot out from his fingertips.

The immortal sword emitted a sharp light,the power of the law manifested。

"Break!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward.

The Nine Palaces Swift Sword almost became translucent before slicing through the void.

There was no grand display; just a slash of light in the void.

嗤……

尖锐的破空声传入耳中，眼前的景象模糊了一下，随后如镜花水月般随风消散。

the void was torn apart，新的景象浮现出来。这并不是破碎虚空之术，只是破除了对方的障眼法。

九宫须臾剑果然非同小可，ultimately did not let Lin Xuan down。

林 Xuan 非常高兴，良机不容错过。

身形一闪，耀眼的青芒再次出现，将 Moon 一裹，about to fly forward。

然而就在千钧一发之际，without any forewarning，a chilling sensation emerged from behind him。

这种感觉如此突然，林 Xuan 几乎本能地放缓了遁光。

一道血色匹练无声无息地飞卷而来，快如闪电！

Heavenly Demon Sword！

林 Xuan 心中一凛，还好遁光停得迅速，否则非被这妖刀斩到不可。

the other party had caught up？

not having time to think much，林 Xuan 几乎是条件反射般地挥了袖袍，一个巴掌大小的黑乎乎宝物浮现而出。

玄龟龙甲盾！

this treasure is a primordial object，but since Lin Xuan 得到后，the chances of using it are few and far between。feeling the danger at this moment was no trivial matter，他毫不犹豫地祭出了它。

林 Xuan his reaction could be considered swift。

然而血芒落空之后，丝毫没有停顿，如毒蛇反噬般从不可思议的角度狠狠斩了过来。

“bang！”

可惜林 Xuan 料敌迅速，这一击注定徒劳无功。

the玄龟龙甲 shield transformed into a light screen，将血芒挡住。

一时之间光芒大起，林 Xuan 迅速向后退去。

“oh？”

a sigh echoed through the void，带着几分意外和好奇。似乎对这一击落空感到不可思议。

林 Xuan turned around to look，便见一个熟悉的面容出现在视线中。
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"Is it you?"

The familiar features, the delicate appearance.

A thousand years had passed in a blink of an eye, yet Qin Yan seemed unchanged. She was still as graceful and beautiful as ever, exuding an ethereal aura that made her seem like a celestial maiden fallen to this mortal world.

Not long after arriving at Rain桐 Valley, Lin Xuan heard about Qin Yan. It was such an unbelievable story, leaving him confused and unsure of how much of it could be trusted.

Lin Xuan had stayed in the Boundless Sea primarily to find Qin Yan. However, he couldn't afford to linger indefinitely. Thus, he ventured out to seek clues about the Seven Treasures of Naraka.

Due to various coincidences, he arrived at this Ten Thousand Mountains with a mysterious treasure map. The distance between the Boundless Sea and these mountains was immeasurable, yet here he was meeting Qin Yan again.

Such an occasion, such an eerie atmosphere...

Could it be that just now she had ambushed him?

In a flash of thought, Lin Xuan's mind raced with countless questions. Back in Drifting Cloud Valley, so many memories were still vividly clear. What could the mysterious transmission talisman from Stream Leaping Ravine have been used for?

A thousand years had passed, and people changed, but his curiosity remained unquenched.

But... why would Qin Yan ambush him?

Though they hadn't sworn eternal vows, their connection was significant. They had fought enemies together and shared romantic memories. How could she possibly attack him?

This didn't make sense.

Before he could fully process these thoughts, blood-red blade light emerged from the young woman's sleeves once more.

Luminous and dazzling, it streaked across before reaching Lin Xuan.

Boom!

A glow appeared as the sharp attack was blocked by the Azure Turtle Dragon Armor Shield.

先天灵宝 was no trivial matter; even the Celestial Demon Sword couldn't break its defenses. But should Lin Xuan be complacent?

No!

It was too early to feel secure. Defense was passive, whereas attacks required more energy and effort. A brief skirmish seemed fine, but prolonged消耗 would surely result in a disadvantage.

Lin Xuan was no fool; he understood the obvious truth clearly. The sudden encounter with an old acquaintance had caused him to be momentarily distracted. Now that he had regained his senses, he knew how to handle it.

With a wave of his sleeve, silver light flowed out. In the bright aura, a flying sword zipped through the air and flew over a dozen feet in front of him.

Meanwhile, the先天灵宝 worked in perfect harmony. As the light condensed, the Azure Turtle Dragon Armor Shield retracted into Lin Xuan's sleeves.

Without any obstruction, bloodlight rushed forward but was blocked by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword just as it was summoned. The resulting explosion echoed loudly, like a continuous rain of beans, filling his ears with the sound.

The aura flickered incessantly.

Seeing that her Celestial Demon Sword attack had been futile, a hint of gloom appeared in Qin Yan's eyes.

She raised both hands and drew out a spell from between them. The bloodlight trembled and split into several rays, scattering to different directions as they rushed towards Lin Xuan.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed.

The speed of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword suddenly increased.

Similarly, a dozen identical small swords appeared in his vision. The light danced around the several strands of bloodlight, leaving no gaps before the aura exploded with dense collisions.

The bloodlight dimmed visibly and eventually vanished into nothingness.

"Are you really Qin Yan?"

Lin Xuan had taken the initiative but didn't attack immediately.

"A thousand years have passed, and your Daoist friend still shines. No, even surpasses his former self. I never thought you would advance to the Tribulation Transcending stage; it's truly cause for celebration."

Qin Yan combed her hair and smiled as she spoke.

She then turned her head: "And Little Moon, yes, she seems more beautiful than before. Your cultivation has also reached the Tribulation Transcending realm. Both of you are extraordinary indeed. A divine couple wouldn't be too much to ask for."

Qin Yan's voice was like a yellow thrush singing from the valley, her tone calm and her words coherent, as if they were old friends catching up.

She recognized him, and her thoughts were clear. However, Lin Xuan inexplicably felt a chill down his spine.

The feeling was indescribable but unsettling.

Was this really Qin Yan?

For a moment, Lin Xuan was lost in thought. What had happened to her?

When he first arrived at the Rain桐 Realm, he heard stories about her. Lin Xuan was half-believing and half-doubting.

Now facing Qin Yan, everything seemed clear. Yet, despite his usual sharpness, Lin Xuan felt no clarity but a fog that only grew thicker.

The Cloud Fairy... what had happened to her in the past thousand years?

...

Facing this enigma, Tian Xiaojian's thoughts were crystal clear: leave here.

From the Demon Lord Leader, Tian Xiaojian heard many secrets.

"Father, you said she is an Exiled Heaven Demon. Are you sure?" Tian Xiaojian wore a serious expression. He had never encountered an Exiled Heaven Demon, but at his level, he couldn't have missed hearing about such legends.

"Hmph, I never said she was an Exiled Heaven Demon; that Fire Cloud Fairy was merely controlled by the Celestial Demon Sword." The Demon Lord Leader's voice also carried a sense of gravity.

"The Celestial Demon Sword is a puppet. What exactly is this Celestial Demon Sword? And what connection does it have with the Ten Ancient Great Weapons?" Tian Xiaojian pressed for answers, and his questions hit the nail on the head.

"From ancient times to now, these are great weapons. Hmph, people know little about them. Over centuries of oral tradition, they were eventually said to be our demon realm's treasures. It is truly laughable. In reality, these ten great weapons belonged to the ten celestial demons from beyond."

"Celestial Demons, the mightiest Exiled Heaven Demons?" Tian Xiaojian's expression changed dramatically: "Is that true of the Celestial Demon Sword as well?"

"Hmph, don't be scared. However, this matter is indeed significant. The fall of the Naraka King and the appearance of a True Immortal were both triggered by it. If not for those ten celestial demons coming to the Spirit Realm, there wouldn't have been so much bloodshed. At that time, I was also careless; I didn't expect the Exiled Heaven Demons' plot to be so extensive. And Naraka... if she discovers the truth after reincarnation and learns of all this, will she regret it?"

The Demon Lord Leader's voice carried a sense of regret as he spoke, no longer answering Tian Xiaojian but rather reminiscing about past events.
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...

Field Junior Sword listened intently but remained confused. The secrets contained in this conversation were too profound for him to fathom. Although he felt some curiosity, these matters had nothing to do with him directly. His immediate concern was to leave as soon as possible, so there wasn't time to delve deeper.

Moreover, even if he asked, the other party might not be willing to reveal anything.

Though he got along well with the Demon Lord Commander, at root, they were merely using each other. In times of crisis, they could cooperate, but for them to truly open their hearts was impossible. This principle was clear in Field Junior Sword's mind, so he wouldn't ask about what didn’t concern him.

"Father, tell me—what is the Heavenly Demon Sword we face this time?"

"The Heavenly Demon Sword naturally belongs among the Ten Great Demon Artifacts. Its user is also renowned even among the Heavenly Outer Demon Lords. According to legend, many域外天魔 once invaded the Spirit Realm, but although they were ultimately eradicated by the Spirit Realm, their loss was significant. The users of the Heavenly Demon Swords among those域外天魔 were undoubtedly among the strongest," said the Demon Lord Commander with a serious expression. Clearly, such an enemy wouldn't be taken lightly.

"Oh? What is her name then, Father?" Field Junior Sword's face showed concern as he asked this.

"I have never faced her in battle, but I’ve heard of her reputation. She seems to be..." Cloud Fairy, perhaps?

"Correct, it’s Cloud Fairy."

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was not privy to this conversation.

Even if he had been able to hear, the added confusion would only have worsened his situation.

Was Qin Yan truly she?

Back in Drifting Cloud Valley, she had already earned that reputation. At that time, she hadn’t even established her foundation, and there was no way she could be involved with the域外天魔 ravaging the Spirit Realm. No one would have such a vivid imagination.

So, was this all just coincidence or was it fate?

No one knew for sure. At least to Lin Xuan, everything remained unclear.

"Why do you do this even though you remember me?" Lin Xuan's voice showed no emotion, but his heart was anything but calm.

...

Meeting an old acquaintance in such a way was truly unpleasant.

"Why?"

Kuin Yan smiled: "The moment I regained my memories, it was destined that I must do so. However, involving Daoist Lin in this is purely by chance. I never expected the layout of this would bring you to the Ten Thousand Mountains."

"Layout?"

"Yes, Daoist Lin, don’t you find something peculiar about this space?"

"Special, are you referring to spatial nodes?"

To be honest, Lin Xuan didn't feel any discomfort, but given what the other party had done, it was easy to guess.

"Brother Lin's intelligence hasn't changed. It will make our conversation much more straightforward. Let’s say this is a reunion of old friends. If you two can do one thing for me, we’ll call it quits," Kuin Yan said after some thought.

Lin Xuan was curious about what the other party intended.

Kuin Yan's thoughts were clear and her consciousness was obviously alert. Her appearance didn’t suggest she had been possessed or taken over by someone else. So, how could recovering her memories hide such a secret? Could this woman be like Moon, reborn as some great figure?

Despite the current crisis, Lin Xuan wasn't bothered by listening to more of what she had to say. He wanted to uncover the truth. There was something between him and Kuin Yan that couldn’t be easily let go, though it remained vague. Otherwise, he would have acted immediately without hesitation.

Kuin Yan’s face showed satisfaction as she spoke: "Brother Lin, don't worry about this. These two Heavenly Demon Pills are sacred treasures of our clan. After consuming them, you can become a域外天魔, but unlike possession, your memories and personality won’t change."

"What? You’re a域外天魔?"

Although he had guessed as much, hearing it from the other party still struck him hard.

"Correct."

Kuin Yan nodded and extended her hand towards Lin Xuan: "How about it, can you two join me? We are best friends." She smiled faintly, her demeanor elegant and aloof, like a celestial fairy descending here. Saying she was a demoness was truly hard to believe.

"I’m sorry, but I have no interest in becoming a域外天魔."

...

After the shock subsided, Lin Xuan’s face returned to its calm expression.

Moon remained silent, standing by his side. The master's decision was her choice.

"Is that so?"

Kuin Yan sighed and combed her hair: "That is too regrettable. Since Brother Lin has declined my offer, you’ll join the other cultivators who entered the Ten Thousand Mountains to hell."

Before she could finish speaking, her long hair suddenly flew, still beautiful but exuding an ominous aura.

Without any warning, countless bloodstains shot from her body. The sheer number was astonishing, and each beam of blood had immense power. Such an attack could kill a cultivator at the Transcendence stage in seconds. But Lin Xuan seemed prepared. He shook his sleeves, and the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword emitted a chilling glow as it met the incoming attacks.

Moon wasn’t idle either.

She flipped her hand, and the玄阴宝盒 appeared in her palm.

The light flickered, transforming into a short sword. Moon then released it. The short sword’s aura flashed wildly, multiplying into three, nine, and so on until hundreds of swords appeared instantly.

先天灵宝 was nothing special, but Moon's玄阴宝盒 was a treasure from a celestial dwelling. Its power was beyond mention, and the key was its flexibility. Whatever weapon she wished to change into could be summoned at will—attack or defense, as desired. Even Lin Xuan’s Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword couldn’t match this.

Moreover, the treasures created by the玄阴宝盒 were not just similar in appearance; their power was formidable too. It was unclear if it was intentional or coincidental, but Moon's celestial swords at that moment were slightly shorter and resembled the Nine Palaces Must-Instant Sword in shape and had nine attributes.
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The imitation of divine techniques had reached such a level that it was truly shocking. It could even be said to have fooled the eye.

In an instant, sword energy surged everywhere and spiritual light danced in the air, with explosive sounds echoing non-stop in his ears.

Lin Xuan and Yue'er worked together, their combined power leaving one speechless. Their strength rivaled that of a late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivator, yet the opponent seemed to handle it effortlessly. Qin Yan's progress over these years was truly remarkable.

Despite his admiration for her, Lin Xuan did not hold back in his attacks. Although he and Qin Yan had a deep connection, being lenient now would be irresponsible towards both himself and his beloved.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't do such foolish things. Qin Yan wasn't worth it for him to act on impulse.

"Ah!"

A sigh carried by the wind reached Lin Xuan's ears as Qin Yan was enveloped in a sea of sword energy, yet her expression remained calm.

Suddenly, she shuddered and her figure blurred before vanishing from his sight.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan was startled. With his extensive knowledge, he couldn't discern how she managed to do this.

Was it spatial law?

The thought flashed through his mind like lightning but there wasn't time for further contemplation.

After escaping the encirclement, Qin Yan appeared beside him, only a dozen meters away. She raised her jade hand and lightly tapped the void.

Spatial distortions occurred as her hand seemed to vanish into thin air.

"Hey?"

Lin Xuan was surprised. A sense of danger arose in his heart.

Without time for further thought, Lin Xuan emitted a green glow and flew off at an angle.

His reaction was swift but still too late.

Spatial distortions occurred again, just half a foot before him. A pristine white hand extended out. The fingers were delicate and graceful, like spring onions, exquisitely beautiful.

The action was smooth without any hint of force as it tapped lightly.

Lin Xuan tried to dodge.

Avoiding the blow wasn't smart. Although that palm didn’t seem particularly swift, he couldn’t avoid it for some reason. He ended up taking a solid hit on his chest.

"Phew…"

A mouthful of blood spewed out from Lin Xuan. The palm appeared gentle but struck him like lightning, its power indescribable.

Thanks to his unique body and extraordinary resilience, he was still alive. Otherwise, any other cultivator would have been reduced to a spirit long ago.

"Master!"

Moon's expression changed as she rushed over to Lin Xuan.

Their bond ran deep; their mutual concern for each other surpassed self-care. Seeing him injured and bleeding, how could Moon not be worried?

"Move aside."

Lin Xuan was alarmed and pushed Moon away. He then positioned himself in front of her.

Almost a repeat of the previous scene, another delicate hand extended from the void. Intended to hit Moon, it instead landed on Lin Xuan's back, spattering his blood all over Moon.

Severely injured!

In just a few rounds, Lin Xuan was already in such a state.

---

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian finally noticed something amiss. Ten million miles should have taken him long ago, but he felt as if he had been circling around aimlessly.

Was it an illusion?

Tian Xiaojian’s knowledge was no less profound. After some thought, he realized the reason.

"Uncle, are we trapped by a blindfold spell?"

"A blindfold spell? You underestimate that demon sword's master," said the leader of the Demon Clan with disdain. "Jiexiao, my advice is to reveal your true strength and leave as soon as possible."

"Alright, Uncle, if you say so…"

Tian Xiaojian’s face showed resolve. He flicked his left hand, summoning a small flame the size of an egg.

The outer layer was dark black like thick ink, while the inner layers were deep blue, beautiful like ancient ice.

Deeper inside, the color changed again, creating a mesmerizing five-color crystal effect.

Seven-colored Ice Fire!

Subtle法则力量 emerged.

The sensation was no less impressive than that of Illusory Heavenly Flame.

Orchid and chrysanthemum each had their strengths. How could an illusion work against his hard-earned demon flames that could melt and freeze the void?

Tian Xiaojian was confident.

---

At this moment, a sharp sound pierced through the air.

Tian Xiaojian frowned and stopped. A streak of light appeared in the distance on the horizon.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents!

Indeed, it was her. However, she looked extremely disheveled with blood stains all over. Behind her, a green cloud rushed relentlessly.

A figure could be vaguely seen within the green cloud.

Grandfather of Ten Thousand Poisons!

Why would he conflict with Princess Ten Thousand Serpents?

Could it be that his soul had been stolen by an outsider demon?

Thoughts raced through Tian Xiaojian’s mind as his expression turned gloomy. He was far from pleased.

Although he had summoned Seven-colored Ice Fire, it was too late to escape now.

How unlucky! Why did this Princess Ten Thousand Serpents end up here?

Tian Xiaojian cursed his bad luck but made a firm decision. Although unwilling, since he was being targeted, escaping would be useless; he must defeat the current opponent.

He flicked his sleeves, and the Seven-colored Ice Fire shimmered before transforming into a three-headed qilin.

Breathing out cold air that froze the void, Tian Xiaojian’s demon flames were indeed terrifying. The cold air bypassed Princess Ten Thousand Serpents and headed towards the green cloud.

Thunderous sounds echoed as the green cloud churned. Grandfather of Ten Thousand Poisons couldn’t ignore such an attack. Countless pale green flames shot out from the cloud, rushing to meet the cold air.

Explosions sounded as Tian Xiaojian’s expression hardened. He pointed a finger forward.

Three beams of light, as thick as bowls, emerged from the qilin's mouth and passed through the thunder and fire, piercing the cloud.

"Good, good, little guy. You’re so reckless that you dared to attack me. Enjoy your stay in hell."

The cloud parted, revealing Grandfather of Ten Thousand Poisons’ form. His face bore strange demonic markings, and his demon energy was faint but distinct. Tian Xiaojian sensed a significant difference from ancient demons, confirming he was an outsider demon.
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Just now, although there had been some guesses, the sight was still enough to make Tian Xiaojian's face turn pale. Without hesitation, he cast a spell.

Suddenly, the howls grew louder as the three-headed qilin's figures suddenly enlarged.

Roaring and dancing through the air, they fiercely lunged at the Old Patriarch of Ten Thousand Poisons.

Although Tian Xiaojian didn't know the域外天魔as well as Lin Xuan did, he knew that such an existence was extremely difficult to deal with. After possessing the Old Patriarch of Ten Thousand Poisons, his strength would increase significantly from its original base. Therefore, he had no hesitation and acted decisively.

"Damn old monster! Try out the power of my True Demon Shatter-Sky Saber!"

In a single exchange, Tian Xiaojian revealed his life essence treasure.

Before the words were even finished, a crystalline light suddenly appeared on his body. Accompanied by the "zhi zhi" sound of breaking through space, countless bright rays shot out from his body surface.

The crystalline light was so brilliant and the momentum so fierce that even the域外天魔, who was indifferent to everything, couldn't help but change color.

He tried to dodge, but it was too late. Tian Xiaojian's timing and angle were just right. The two attacks connected seamlessly; the Old Patriarch of Ten Thousand Poisons realized something was wrong but had no time to make any changes.

"Y-You..."

In his shock and anger, he flared up his sleeves, and a whistling sound filled the air as centipedes, frogs, venomous snakes, spiders, and scorpions appeared. There were also various other poisonous insects vying for position in an instant, filling the entire sky.

The Old Patriarch of Ten Thousand Poisons was naturally skilled at controlling insects, but his insects were primarily toxic. These before him were unknown to Tian Xiaojian; however, how could he rely on such a small amount of power to block his True Demon Shatter-Sky Saber?

That would be too naive!

A smile appeared on the corner of his mouth as the saber light became even more ghastly. In an instant, it seemed like the void was being cut open. What did some poisonous insects matter?

The Old Patriarch of Ten Thousand Poisons had no choice but to dodge, but a hint of mockery appeared on his face.

"Break!"

With a fierce shout, all the poisonous insects exploded in mid-air.

Their power aside, an unpleasant odor soon filled several miles around.

Tian Xiaojian was both shocked and angry. He admitted that he underestimated his opponent. The explosion's residual effects scattered the True Demon Shatter-Sky Saber everywhere. Seizing this opportunity, the Old Patriarch of Ten Thousand Poisons lunged forward.

A black mist emerged from his cheek, still filled with poison.

Tian Xiaojian continuously waved his hands and consecutively summoned several treasures, but they quickly corroded into ordinary iron and fell to the sky.

On the other side, Princess Million Serpents was also alarmed. Fortunately, she wasn't targeted; she was just caught in the crossfire and hurriedly fled towards the distance.

...

Lin Xuan's situation was equally unfavorable.

They say a man changes after three days, but Qin Yan’s progress seemed too remarkable. In one exchange, he had been beaten to the point of spitting blood—something that hadn't happened for many years.

This guy was more troublesome than Yellow River Ghost Mother.

In an instant, Lin Xuan understood what needed to be done: not brute force, but cunning.

Of course, it didn't mean that brute force wouldn’t work. But even if he won, the cost would be too high.

Without enough benefits, Lin Xuan had no intention of risking his life.

Moreover, deep down, he was unwilling to engage Qin Yan in battle.

So, the Thirty-Six Stratagems—fleeing—remained his first choice.

However, the opponent's movements were like ghosts and spirits, excelling at spatial laws. How easy would it be to escape?

In an instant, Lin Xuan had a thousand thoughts swirling around him.

Soon, he had a plan.

With a wave of his sleeve, a golden talisman appeared before him.

Indeed, a spirit talisman; while similar to those circulating in the cultivation world, there were subtle differences. It was hard to describe exactly what it was, but it contained remnants of true essence primordial power.

True essence primordial power—this talisman should be related to true essence.

Moreover, the intricate and mysterious纹阵on its surface added to its complexity. Each character held profound meanings, filled with ancient and primitive vibes. Together, they possessed astonishing power.

Such a treasure wasn't something a spirit realm cultivator could forge; only legendary immortals had such abilities.

Celestial Realm Spirit Talisman!

If not for the Five Dragon Seal, this was almost Lin Xuan's trump card.

Unfortunately, it was an expendable item. If he hadn’t faced this situation, he would have hesitated greatly. But now, there was no time to be hesitant; Lin Xuan cast the spirit talisman.

His movements were incredibly gentle and without any fiery energy.

However, with his actions, a "puchi" sound filled the air as the mysterious spirit talisman emitted golden light, igniting on its own.

Almost immediately, a golden cloud about an arm's length in diameter appeared.

Accompanying this was a terrifying spiritual pressure that descended from above. The golden cloud churned and transformed into a shimmering vortex.

"This... Celestial Realm Spirit Talisman?"

Qin Yan's eyebrows shot up as she recognized it instantly.

But what use could she make of it? A Celestial Realm Spirit Talisman was no trivial matter; merely recognizing it wouldn't suffice to break its power.

Lin Xuan raised his hands and cast several spells. The vortex emitted more golden light, spinning faster than ever before. Infinite suction force emerged from within, quickly enveloping Qin Yan.

Blood-colored symbols flickered on her body's surface as layers of thin protective barriers appeared.

Unfortunately, they were useless; after a few breaths, they broke like bubbles.

Facing the Celestial Realm Spirit Talisman, spatial laws were also ineffective. Qin Yan was sucked into the vortex.

The entire process was swift. Lin Xuan had been spitting blood just now but reversed his fortunes in an instant.

"Master, are you alright?"

Moon's face showed concern.

"Just fine."

Lin Xuan's expression returned to calmness. The injuries he sustained were severe, but with his body’s resilience, they weren't a significant issue.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan glanced at the golden vortex and emitted intense green light, wrapping Moon as he flew towards the left front.

"Master, shouldn’t we break through this array and leave now?"

"Leaving isn't that easy."

Lin Xuan sighed. "This Celestial Realm Spirit Talisman can only temporarily hold off our opponent. Even if we break through the array, we won't go far in such a short time."

"What does Master plan to do then?" Moon was somewhat anxious.
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"What could I possibly plan? Let's just take it one step at a time."

Though Lin Xuan said this, his expression showed no trace of anxiety. "Don't worry. From the mortal realm to the Netherworld, we've faced countless storms and waves. How could we fall here in the Ten Thousand Mountains? Even if it were an outsider demon, there's nothing to be afraid of."

"Agreed."

As Lin Xuan spoke, a natural air of confidence appeared on his face. Mo'er nodded obediently, snuggling up behind him.

Then, Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped in a green glow as he wrapped the young girl and flew off towards the distance.

The direction they chose wasn't random. It just so happened to be the same path that Tian Xiaojian had taken earlier when fleeing.

As the saying goes: "Share the joy, share the burden."

After a thousand years, Tian Xiaojian and Lin Xuan met again in the Ten Thousand Mountains by sheer coincidence. Emotionally and logically, Lin Xuan wouldn't let him escape smoothly. First things first, he would use a diversionary tactic.

Lin Xuan wasn't being petty; the cultivation world was full of deceit and trickery. Besides, Tian Xiaojian wasn't someone to be trusted. Lin Xuan had no qualms about taking advantage of his situation from behind.

...

Meanwhile, on the other side, Tian Xiaojian's situation had greatly improved.

Indeed, Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins was formidable. But what he possessed was merely a boundary-crossing demonic consciousness.

While the owner of this consciousness might be powerful, weakened by the interdimensional force, it was no more than a fragmentary soul. How much power and skill could such a being possess?

Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins had underestimated Tian Xiaojian when he was taken over. With his current abilities, facing him in battle would be somewhat arrogant.

Moreover, there was Princess Ten Thousand Jiao by his side. Although her personality was somewhat domineering, she was still at the Tribulation Transcending stage. As the daughter of King Ten Thousand Jiao, she had seen enough to be well-versed in the ways of power. Emotionally and logically, her strength wouldn't be weak.

Tian Xiaojian himself didn't need to be mentioned; even Lin Xuan was wary of him. At the Tribulation Middle stage, his realm matched that of Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins.

In such a situation, with two against one, it would be unreasonable not to gain an upper hand.

Initially, due to his剧毒 and some peculiar cultivation techniques, Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins caused Tian Xiaojian some trouble. But as time passed, Tian Xiaojian saw through his tricks, leaving Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxin in a desperate situation.

Princess Ten Thousand Jiao originally planned to escape but saw an opportunity and decided to join the attack instead. With two against one, Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins' position became even more precarious. Just as fate seemed to be conspiring against him, Lin Xuan arrived on the scene.

Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let this opportunity pass; he was eager to pounce on a fallen foe. With a flick of his sleeve, silver light erupted as Nine Palace Needle emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

There was no time for subtlety now. Silver light surged like a gust of wind and rain towards Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins.

Hiding in a green cloud, Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxin was terrified by the sight. He couldn't hide; he wouldn't sit idly by either. With a fierce look in his eyes, his right hand suddenly swung forward.

A green light pierced through the air as a palm-sized artifact appeared. Though initially blurry due to the aura around it, it quickly became clear. It resembled a flat object but grew to be more than a hundred times larger, transforming into a massive object that crashed towards Lin Xuan.

The sheer size and power of this object were formidable. Best of all, it had the effect of a shield, perfectly blocking the sword light.

Then, several venomous snakes emerged from the surface of the giant brick.

With their fangs bared and fierce demeanor, they charged at Lin Xuan.

"Hmph, trying to stop a fly with an elephant's trunk!" Lin Xuan sneered. With his right hand raised, he casually pointed forward.

As he did so, the myriad sharp sword lights converged into one. A giant sword over ten feet in diameter materialized and slashed forward without hesitation.

Tian Xiaojian watched this clearly. Though suspicious of how Lin Xuan had arrived here, deep down, he felt a bad omen. But with the situation changing rapidly, there was no time for hesitation. The immediate task was to eliminate the outsider demon before him.

With his resolve, Tian Xiaojian flicked his sleeve and summoned True Demon Shatter Void Saber, which transformed into a massive object over ten feet in diameter, joining Lin Xuan's assault from both sides.

As for Princess Ten Thousand Jiao, seeing an opportunity, she didn't hesitate. She tapped her forehead and spat out a red gem.

Lin Xuan couldn't make out what it was, but given the princess's status, it must be powerful. Holding this dragon eye-sized gem in his palm, he blew on it.

A fierce light erupted as the round gem split into seven pieces. Each was enveloped by intense flames and transformed into a massive object over ten feet in diameter, falling like meteors towards their opponent.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian's cooperation was seamless. Princess Ten Thousand Jiao's assistance, though not as precise, effectively tied down the enemy.

Even if it were just Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins, let alone a late-stage tribulation transcender in his place, he would likely be unable to withstand such an overwhelming force.

With the disparity in strength so great, no tactics could help. There was nowhere to hide; only death awaited.

"Ah..."

A mournful cry echoed as Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins was devoured by a terrifying light. The void collapsed around them, and the earth's primordial energy became chaotic. Gale-force winds flattened everything within a hundred miles.

Old Immortal Ten Thousand Toxins didn't even manage to escape his yuanqi core, nor did the demonic consciousness that had possessed him; both were consumed by this terrifying power, vanishing in an instant.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he had finally eliminated another outsider demon. Tian Xiaojian smiled, feeling elated at defeating a formidable enemy.

But soon, his brow furrowed slightly. Lin Xuan had clearly escaped earlier and gone in the opposite direction. How could he suddenly appear here? Had he run into trouble?

Just like how Lin Xuan knew Tian Xiaojian well, Tian Xiaojian understood Lin Xuan equally well. After a moment's thought, he had an uneasy hunch.

But this was just speculation; the cultivation world was unpredictable. Who knew what might happen? At least for now, he didn't want to offend Lin Xuan.

With a smile, he showed unusual warmth: "Brother, we meet again."
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"Indeed, Brother Little Sword, it's truly a case of meeting old friends in unexpected places. To reunite with you is indeed delightful for this elder brother."

Lin Xuan wore a smile as he looked at Tian Xiaojian, his expression genuinely surprised, almost like they were long-lost friends.

"But didn't you leave already? How could you be here?"

Tian Xiaojian's eyes revealed a trace of suspicion that quickly vanished.

"This... I happened to stumble upon this place. The path around here seems to have been altered by some trickery, and before I knew it, I found myself here."

Lin Xuan spoke half-truthfully.

Tian Xiaojian indeed seemed doubtful after hearing this. Could Lin Xuan really have stumbled into this place by chance?

After all, his own situation was similar, but he didn't know that Lin Xuan had discreetly concealed the most critical details.

Lin Xuan would not mention meeting Qin Yan.

The Cloud Fairy had already become a Transcendent Demon from Beyond the Realm. And she wasn't just any ordinary demon; if his guess was correct, she could be considered a formidable figure among the Demons of the Outer Heaven.

"Oh, then what are your plans now, Brother?" Tian Xiaojian continued to feign politeness.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of contemplation. His original intention was to leave as quickly as possible, but that wasn't so easy. Even the Immortal Talisman could only temporarily restrain Qin Yan.

It was too late to leave now.

As they say, share the joy and bear the hardship together.

Lin Xuan had chosen this direction with the intention of luring Tian Xiaojian into the same trouble. However, he couldn’t reveal his true intentions; otherwise, the other party would surely turn against him. Even if Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, it was better to maintain a facade than to break their face-to-face agreement.

Lin Xuan deliberately showed signs of contemplation on his face.

But just then, a sigh entered his ears.

"Brother Lin, do you think you can escape like this?"

The voice was as melodious as the heavens. Qin Yan had arrived here much faster than Lin Xuan had anticipated.

Tian Xiaojian's expression changed instantly. His gaze towards Lin Xuan turned with venomous hatred, but quickly returned to warmth.

At this moment, he understood that Lin Xuan was using a strategy of diverting disaster.

But what if? It would be extremely unwise to turn against him now.

In other words, whether he liked it or not, the silent loss had to be swallowed.

Tian Xiaojian felt extremely frustrated inside. But he wasn't an ordinary cultivator; despite his anger, he maintained a calm expression on his face.

"Brother, what's going on here?"

"Poor brother, don’t listen to this woman’s slander. I have never met her before. Demons of the Outer Realm are most skilled at misleading people. Don’t believe anything she says," Lin Xuan said with righteous indignation.

Tian Xiaojian rolled his eyes and managed not to curse out loud.

It was true that demons were good at misleading, but did you think he was a virtuous man?

He sounded so innocent.

This demon had been lured here by him.

But despite his anger, the situation demanded cooperation. Tian Xiaojian felt extremely frustrated.

Perhaps because of his frustration, he flicked his sleeves and a beam of light shot forward directly towards Qin Yan.

All his pent-up resentment was directed at the demon.

"Little Sword, no."

The demon leader remained calm. Although he thought Lin Xuan's actions were despicable, acting now would be too foolish.

Old hands know best. Tian Xiaojian couldn't suppress his anger any longer, but the demon leader’s reaction was much more rational.

But by then, it was too late to stop him.

The blade of light streaked across the sky and instantly crossed a hundred meters, reaching Qin Yan's body.

It wasn’t one of Tian Xiaojian’s life-bound treasures, but the demonic sword had an ancient appearance. A demon head carved into its handle looked lifelike, clearly not a common item.

Demonic energy poured down, almost enveloping Qin Yan's delicate figure.

But Qin Yan smiled.

She raised her jade hand and gently pointed forward.

The action was slow yet urgent,蕴藏着难以言喻的law or principle之力。

"Bang!"

The black light shattered. The demonic sword instantly turned into a shower of fragments, breaking apart and falling from the sky.

"What...?"

An expert could tell at a glance. Tian Xiaojian's face showed shock and anger as he finally understood why Lin Xuan had also fled in panic.

Her strength was indeed formidable, no, extremely difficult to deal with.

If it were him, he would have made the same choice—use the strategy of diverting disaster.

This thought softened his resentment towards Lin Xuan.

They still needed to cooperate. Any grudges could wait until later; undermining each other now wouldn't benefit anyone.

Tian Xiaojian understood this clearly.

But Qin Yan wasn’t about to let him off easily.

She flicked her hand, and the demonic energy condensed into two talismans that floated towards Tian Xiaojian.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Tian Xiaojian was stunned. It wasn't a smart choice to hard-engage without knowing what it was.

He quickly retreated as he moved.

But the two talismans flickered and disappeared from their original positions.

In an instant, space became blurry, appearing beside Tian Xiaojian.

Spatiallaw or principle!

Tian Xiaojian was alarmed.

It was too late to dodge.

A "bang" sounded as the talisman exploded, revealing bloody blade light...

The situation had changed suddenly. A cultivator would likely have perished under such circumstances. But Tian Xiaojian's position wasn't dire. He didn’t panic.

A fierce expression appeared on his face as dark demonic energy surged from his body. Therunes burst forth and transformed into a pitch-black demonic armor.

Although the appearance of the armor was ancient, it emitted traces oflaw or principle之力.

Was it an innate object?

As he thought this, bloody blade light struck fiercely.

"Bang!"

The light exploded, sending Tian Xiaojian flying backward. But his body showed no injuries; the defense of that armor was indeed formidable.

But the situation wasn't over. The blade light didn’t work and instead twisted into two demonic snakes, wrapping around Tian Xiaojian.

Then Qin Yan summoned her Demon Sword.

With ten fingers flicking, various spells shot out, rapidly enlarging the Demon Sword.

Surrounding primordial energy was sucked in, making it extremely sharp.

The sword then descended heavily towards Tian Xiaojian.

"Bad move!"

Tian Xiaojian tried to dodge but found himself tightly bound. He also discovered that his extremely refined magical power couldn't be summoned up.
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The strength of a cultivator was largely dependent on their cultivation power. Otherwise, even treasures and secret techniques could not be utilized.

Field Xiao Jian found himself in an awkward and vexing situation at this moment due to his lack of cultivation power as the foundation.

It was all because he had been careless for a moment.

Rage filled Field Xiao Jian's heart.

Otherwise, no matter how powerful the Fairy of Drifting Clouds before him might be, it would not have been possible for her to force him into such a dire situation in just one exchange.

But now that things had come to this point, what use was there in complaining?

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest prevailed. There was no room for regrets.

Field Xiao Jian's predicament was extremely perilous, but he did not intend to give up.

He had faced countless trials and tribulations; how could he fall here?

Even if the Heaven-Defying King and Golden Jade Corpse King wanted his life in the Underworld, it was still nothing compared to a mere demon from beyond the heavens.

Field Xiao Jian's eyes turned bloodshot.

However, time was running out for him.

As the Demon Sword sliced towards him, even if he managed to break free, there would be no time to dodge.

Was this really his end? Was there nothing he could do?

The thought flashed through his mind as a sudden blurring appeared before his eyes.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan stood in front of him.

"Big Brother!"

"Poor brother, I'll help you."

Lin Xuan's demeanor showed his loyalty and sense of duty, despite the two of them playing a game at this critical moment.

Of course, he did not genuinely want Field Xiao Jian to perish; there was no attachment or reluctance. He understood that if Field Xiao Jian were to lose his soul and essence, his own situation would be just as dire.

As they say, when lips are gone, teeth feel the cold. Qin Yan's true strength, whether she was a demon from beyond the heavens or not, was formidable.

If it had been any other place, he could have fled or hidden, but here in the Ten Thousand Mountains, the illusory techniques were too intricate to easily break through with his maximum effort.

In short, the only way out was to defeat this woman.

With that thought, how could Lin Xuan bear to see Field Xiao Jian perish? An extra ally would always be beneficial.

The Demon Sword's power was formidable, but Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no ordinary treasure either.

A fierce gale arose as the two clashed violently, sending both of them flying backward.

"Boom!"

A muffled thunderous sound echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan crashed into the mountain interior.

Only his body strength, comparable to that of a peer-level monster, saved him from certain death. Otherwise, he would have suffered severe injuries or even perished.

Qin Yan's situation was much better; she only flew several feet before stopping.

But before he could act, a loud crackle filled the air as thick black lightning bolts suddenly shot down from above.

And that was not all.

Following this, another sound of something piercing the air reached his ears. Field Xiao Jian had taken out histreasure of life (life treasure), but did not summon it forth.

Instead, he held two knives in both hands and crouched into a horse stance, chopping forward with each strike, heavy as mountains.

Sharp blade energy erupted from his actions, causing the void to crumble under such an assault.

Field Xiao Jian had nearly perished at her hands; how could he bear it? Now that he had freed himself from the demon snake, his cultivation power recovered, and he began his retaliation without hesitation.

Even a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator would have retreated three steps.

However, Qin Yan's expression remained unchanged.

Whether indifferent or calm, she casually raised her hand, and a green light shot out, turning into an enormous jade umbrella in mid-air to intercept the lightning bolts.

The umbrella-like shield deflected the black lightning without causing any ripples.

Field Xiao Jian's expression changed drastically; he knew his own abilities well. This was not ordinary lightning; although it wasn't his ultimate technique, its power was formidable, and it had been easily blocked.

Damn it, I can't hide my weaknesses anymore; I must use some of the most powerful secret techniques.

But before this thought could fully form, Qin Yan began to counterattack.

Her expression remained calm as she watched the True Demon Shattered Void Blade's energy approach her.

Suddenly, she extended her hand and drew a circle in mid-air.

Then, something appeared before her—a mirror-like object.

Not a real treasure; it was conjured from her cultivation power.

What could it be used for?

Field Xiao Jian was still puzzled when Qin Yan's lips moved, uttering a short but obscure incantation.

For some reason, an ominous feeling arose in his heart.

Sure enough, several consecutive lightning bolts collided with the mirror. The surface blurred momentarily before reflecting them back.

"Impossible!"

Field Xiao Jian widened his eyes; he had not held anything back when he attacked. These bolt's power was unparalleled. Even late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators would hesitate to face it head-on, but she reflected it.

Even a demon from beyond the heavens would find this too outrageous. When did Qin Yan become so formidable?

There was no time for contemplation; she was now using his own technique against him. Field Xiao Jian knew the power of this technique well and dodged frantically to avoid being hit.

Qin Yan stood still, her expression as calm as ever.

Suddenly, a faint lotus flower drifted down with the wind, quietly appearing above Qin Yan's head.

This woman was so unaware that it highlighted how advanced her concealment techniques were.

Whirr...

A silver lotus suddenly appeared and bloomed silently.

Bang...

Silver threads burst out from the lotus, like a storm of arrows, lightning, and needles piercing through the air, showering down on the Fairy of Drifting Clouds.

Above the lotus, Mo Er's hands moved rapidly with magical techniques. Clearly, this was her driving force, making it non-trivial.

In just one exchange, she completely enveloped Qin Yan, leaving no place to hide.

Then, she was pierced through entirely.

Princess Ten Thousand Serpents rejoiced and charged forward without hesitation; among the four of them, she was the weakest but still had the courage to beat a fallen foe.

Reap what you sow. This time, I will get my revenge.

But before this thought could fully form, Qin Yan's figure blurred and vanished.

The one just pierced through was an illusion; her true body emerged from the demon energy, enveloped by dense demonic aura, and rushed forward without pause. (To be continued)
第三千五百零三章 兄弟同心

Princess Wanjiao's eyes widened in shock. She had originally intended to take advantage of the situation, rushing forward more than anyone else. Now, this was her result—what should she do?

There was no time for hesitation; she couldn't afford it.

With a determined grit of her teeth, she consecutively deployed several defensive treasures.

Instantly, demon energy began to surface and attach itself to these treasures, enveloping her.

But Qin Yan showed no signs of hesitation. She simply charged forward.

Ssssh—

The sound of torn fabric filled her ears as the powerful magical artifacts seemed to crumble like paper, turning into ordinary metal and falling from the sky.

"No..."

Princess Wanjiao was in a state of shock, unable to dodge even as she bit down on her lip. She transformed into her true form—a huge dragon.

Her body stretched to dozens of feet long; it was indeed a massive creature. However, due to its excessive weight and bloated figure, it lacked any real intimidation.

But regardless, she was still an existence at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

With a flick of both front claws,

A loud crack echoed as countless claw beams appeared in the void, densely covering the entire sky.

However, Qin Yan's face remained expressionless. She extended her arm and lightly parted it, revealing an unbelievable scene.

Those bright claw beams were torn apart. Following that, she pointed again.

Bang!

Right before her, demonic energy surged forth, instantly transforming into a tiger.

Though its appearance was still somewhat hazy, the tiger opened its blood-red maw eagerly.

A column of light, about ten feet wide, burst out. Though not particularly eye-catching, it crossed through time and space to strike the dragon in front.

"Aaah!"

Princess Wanjiao let out a loud cry as her massive body fell from the sky. At least she was severely injured, if not dead.

Qin Yan wasted no time; her aura flared as she rushed towards Yue'er with all her might.

Tieliao's situation was also dire. He was still dealing with the previous attack and couldn't be sure whether he would help Yue'er or not. In any case, Yue'er's position was extremely precarious.

She was in grave danger.

Just when it seemed critical,

Roar!

A heart-stirring roar echoed through the air.

Hundred dragons howled!

The mountain peak ahead collapsed under the power of Hundred Dragon Fangs.

This was the same peak Lin Xuan had crashed into earlier. Now, under the influence of Hundred Dragon Fangs' might, it turned to powder as colorful giant dragons roared and rushed forward, blocking Yue'er in an instant.

Qin Yan was surrounded.

The danger was averted!

Yue'er couldn't help but be overjoyed.

Turning around, she saw Lin Xuan standing before her.

"Master!"

At the crucial moment, Master was indeed reliable.

Lin Xuan nodded. His hand gestures changed rapidly as Hundred Dragon Fangs' power surged.

Although this wasn't one of Lin Xuan's top-secret techniques, it was still a powerful move.

Lin Xuan and Qin Yan had some history, but now there was no room for mercy.

Mana poured into his hands.

Hundred dragons roared and danced.

Their power was immense; even a Tribulation Transcending cultivator would be severely injured if they were in Lin Xuan's position.

Lin Xuan felt confident. Tieliao had also freed his hand.

Seeing an opportunity, this young man didn't hesitate either.

With a wave of his sleeve, he revealed a black jade bottle-shaped magical artifact.

The bottle opened, and waves of demonic winds surged out.

Each wave seemed to hide something formidable.

"Break!"

Following Tieliao's roar, the demonic winds dispersed as hundreds of魔兽 emerged from them.

Ordinary ones were lions and tigers. The rest were various strange creatures, most of which Lin Xuan had never seen before.

"These are... the souls of demons?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he looked at the jade bottle in Tieliao's hand.

Could it be a先天之物?

No, it should just be a玄天灵宝.

But its power was astonishing.

Never mind; for him now, this was a significant aid.

United in purpose, Lin Xuan welcomed Tieliao's participation with joy.

The entire process, though complex, took only an instant. The souls of the demons were driven by Tieliao to follow Hundred Dragon Fangs and envelop Qin Yan.

Screams echoed as their power grew. Lin Xuan watched, impressed.

Tieliao was indeed formidable. With both of them working together, they faced a Tribulation Transcending existence without any pressure. Now he would see how Qin Yan handled it.

Lin Xuan felt optimistic; this should allow him to escape.

However, before his thoughts could fully form, a sigh reached his ears.

"Ah!"

The voice was extremely gentle and carried an air of profound melancholy. Yet, it was clear and distinct, lacking any signs of panic.

"Not good!"

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in alarm. Qin Yan proved to be exceptionally difficult to deal with.

To be honest, if he were in her position at this moment, facing such a fierce attack, he would have been flustered as well.

While his fall might not be inevitable, severe injuries were very likely.

Was Qin Yan really so strong?

Without further thought, the bright red ball of blood appeared around Qin Yan.

All attacks were blocked.

But that wasn't all; the ball then became hazy and transformed into a flower.

The petals were vividly colored as they slowly bloomed.

A malevolent aura spread, yet a pleasant fragrance wafted along with it.

"Since you don't want to be demons from beyond the heavens, you can all go to hell."

Cloud Fairy's voice carried boundless indifference.

Then, blood-red threads burst forth from the flower. Like fine rain, they quickly pierced through the souls of the dragons and demons, leaving them scattered everywhere.

The remaining threads continued to spray around.

"Not good!"

Lin Xuan was alarmed; he immediately raised his玄龟龙甲盾.

His entire body flared with green light as he retreated beside Yue'er, enveloping her in the protective membrane created by the shield.

Tieliao's reaction was similar. He didn't raise any defensive artifacts but instead summoned that mysterious demonic armor again.

This time, it completely enveloped him, covering even his eyes.

"An arm trying to stop a car!"

Cloud Fairy's face showed a sneer as she changed her hand gestures. With her actions, countless blood-red sword lights appeared and slashed towards the group.
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The attack was swift and intense, leaving no choice but to defend.

Lin Xuan was confident he could block it. After all, a先天灵宝was no small matter; although the消耗 of his spiritual energy was outrageous, its defensive power was unparalleled.

No matter what the opponent's attack might be, they should still be able to turn danger into safety.

Ting Xiao Jian likely wouldn't have any issues either.

That magical armor was too mysterious. Lin Xuan guessed it was most likely a先天之物.

Even if it wasn’t, it would probably be of similar quality, so he believed it could still protect their lives.

However, while these two were unharmed and Ling Er had his protection, what about Princess Wanjiao?

The previous strike had left her severely injured. Although she was not completely immobile, her situation was dire.

Being the weakest among them, she had no self-defense capabilities under such circumstances, making it extremely difficult to turn danger into safety.

Of course, even in the most perilous situations, Princess Wanjiao would not sit idly by.

Even ants seek survival. She was a proud daughter of heaven.

A determined look flashed across her face as she flicked her sleeves and released a burst of green light that spiraled before settling above Princess Wanjiao’s head.

It was an ancient scroll, emitting a vibrant glow with an air of antiquity, clearly not something ordinary.

Princess Wanjiao gritted her teeth and suddenly formed hand seals, reciting a complex incantation. Then, she exhaled a breath of refined energy from her mouth.

As she moved, a clear ringing filled the air as the ancient scroll slowly unfurled.

It was a landscape painting—detailed brushstrokes brought a mountain into sharp relief, and atop it, a dragon was prominently displayed.

This dragon was lightly sketched but exuded an imposing presence. Lin Xuan watched intently from afar, his gaze drawn to it.

Could this be…

He had a vague idea.

But he couldn’t afford to dwell on it as the sound of clashing echoed in his ears—Cloud Fairy’s attack arrived like a storm. The light shield transformed into a green curtain began to tremble.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but dared not divert his attention. He took deep breaths and poured all his spiritual energy into it.

The trembling light shield finally stabilized.

Ting Xiao Jian's situation mirrored Lin Xuan’s, so how would Princess Wanjiao fare?

With a roar!

No warning, a shocking aura burst from the scroll, shrouding half of the sky in mist.

In response to the roar, the air blurred, and Cloud Fairy’s sharp attack was momentarily halted.

Impossible!

But it merely delayed the inevitable.

A hundred-foot-long dragon appeared before their eyes, its posture arrogant, exuding an aura of dominance.

Facing this formidable assault, the dragon showed no hesitation or fear. It raised a paw, emitting dark light.

Then, a massive claw descended from above, ten feet long, reaching out.

Clang! Clang!

The bloodlight was seized by it.

Such power was truly astonishing.

This dragon’s identity was revealed… King Wanjiao!

No, just a fragment of King Wanjiao's soul.

But that was no small matter!

As the saying goes: beneath a great name lies a true hero.

One of the three great demon kings in the spirit realm—how could he be easily defeated? Even with only a fragment of his essence here, it was still formidable.

This should have been King Wanjiao’s protective talisman for his daughter, but its efficacy remained uncertain. Cloud Fairy had transformed significantly since then.

If the true form of King Wanjiao were to arrive, Qin Yan would be no match. But with just a fragment, could he subdue such a powerful opponent? It was still up in the air.

But regardless, it was a strong support for them.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of joy as he prepared his counterattack.

Ting Xiao Jian shared similar emotions.

Though they feigned cooperation, their teamwork was impeccable. Their bond was like that of best partners.

"Who dares to harm my beloved daughter?"

King Wanjiao's fragment displayed its power, blocking the attack with great effort.

Rumbling roars filled the air as he looked surprised, almost incredulous.

His daughter’s character was indeed overbearing, but who in this spirit realm would dare not give her a face?

Even if she had caused trouble, it wouldn’t endanger her life.

Who dared to be so bold?

Only astonishment remained.

But soon, everything came into view. A beautiful girl entered his line of sight.

"Is… is that you?"

King Wanjiao’s voice was filled with surprise and even a hint of fear.

No, not exactly fear, but certainly some trepidation.

"Cloud Fairy, you’re still alive? This can’t be… You should have disintegrated in the battle at the Arctic Yuan Guang Hall. How could you possibly survive?"

King Wanjiao’s expression was one of disbelief, as if he had seen something impossible.

Lin Xuan was equally stunned, almost unable to believe his ears.

He just said Arctic Yuan Guang Hall?

To Lin Xuan, it felt like a bolt from the blue.

Others might not know, but Lin Xuan did. A million years ago, the Asura King led阴魂鬼物to massacre the spirit realm, even shocking the Immortal Realm with three True Immortals descending to confront him.

But the Asura King was not one to back down. Even without his命宝, he faced off against the three True Immortals in a battle at the Arctic Yuan Guang Hall.

Yes, it was the Arctic Yuan Guang Hall.

That final battle only involved the Asura King and the three True Immortals.

The Asura King didn’t perish but reincarnated instead.

As for the three True Immortals, their fates were even more tragic—two dead, one injured.

No one else should have been at the Arctic Yuan Guang Hall. So where did King Wanjiao get this information?

Why say that Cloud Fairy had perished in that battle?

Given his status, he wouldn’t make such a mistake or speak nonsense. What secrets lay hidden between them?

Only astonishment remained. Then, Qin Yan’s soft sigh echoed.

"Ah, it's the Wanjiao Daoist friend. We haven't seen each other for millions of years. How is this girl your beloved daughter? You didn't think she could handle herself, did you?"

"You… what do you want?"

King Wanjiao’s voice carried a trace of trepidation.
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Clearly, Lin Xuan and the Fairy of Drifting Cloud Valley were old acquaintances, but their relationship was far from harmonious or well-coordinated.

Now that he could only have his spirit fragment here, his own demise was not a matter to be regretted. However, the safety of his beloved daughter had become a major issue.

As they say, blood is thicker than water. Although this daughter might not be very competent, she was still his own flesh and blood. How could the Tyrant Demon King Wanjiao possibly watch helplessly as she perished here?

Yet, no matter how unwilling he was to accept it, his true self was far too distant for him to reach out. With just a spirit fragment, saving his daughter would be extremely difficult.

Despite the myriad thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan could not afford to show any weakness on the surface.

The Tyrant Demon King's face was clouded with a gloomy expression: "Fairy of Drifting Clouds, what do you truly want?"

"How should I?"

Qin Yan smiled. "Do you remember from ancient times, that sword gift? If it weren't for my injuries, how could I have lost to the Asura and been forced into reincarnation..."

From afar, Lin Xuan was increasingly confused.

Qin Yan indeed appeared to be a demon from beyond the heavens, leaving no doubt in his mind.

But what were the grievances between them during ancient times?

The Asura King led ghostly spirits to massacre the Spirit Realm. Shouldn't she and the Tyrant Demon King Wanjiao have been enemies?

Yet Qin Yan had even fought with Moonling, making her an ally according to the principle that "the enemy of my enemy is my friend." But Qin Yan claimed that she had been ambushed by Wanjiao in ancient times, and there was a grudge.

This truly baffled Lin Xuan. What were the actual grievances between them?

Even with his astuteness, Lin Xuan couldn't help showing signs of confusion.

The ancient grievances were indeed shocking. The more he learned, the more it felt like being lost in a thick fog.

But Lin Xuan was not an ordinary cultivator.

He quickly freed himself from his confusion. As they say, there are priorities. The pressing matter now was to leave this place, rather than trying to understand what had happened in ancient times.

Lin Xuan didn't want to continue muddling through the situation. He raised his head and saw that Tian Xiaojian's eyes were also gleaming—clearly, he too was preparing to make a quick exit if given an opportunity.

Lin Xuan sighed.

Though they outnumbered him, each of them harbored hidden intentions. In times of shared danger, they might cooperate, but in real adversity, they would likely be broken down one by one.

He had to prepare for this.

Seizing the moment when the Fairy of Drifting Clouds was distracted by Wanjiao, he needed to leave as quickly as possible.

...

The entire process, though complex, took only an instant.

Wanjiao's face was filled with a gloomy expression. "Do you truly intend to bully me and show no mercy?"

"Ha! In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest. I am merely acting according to my strength; there is nothing about bullying."

Qin Yan's face was indifferent. "Besides, if I don't show any mercy, what can you do to me?"

As she spoke, a disdainful aura emanated from her body.

"Fine, fine!"

Wanjiao laughed in anger and frustration. "Since you have said it this way, I have no choice but to accept your terms. But I hope the Fairy does not regret today's decision. One day, I will seek justice from you."

"Why scare me?"

The Fairy of Drifting Clouds smiled. "Even the Asura from long ago did not intimidate me. You... what are you? My strength may still be recovering, but a mere dragon cannot frighten me."

Before her words were fully spoken, she was surrounded by dark winds and lunged at Wanjiao.

"Ridiculous!"

Wanjiao's face turned red with anger as he let out an ear-piercing roar. Then, in a flash of light, his tail whipped forward, closing the distance between them.

"You want to stop me with just a spirit fragment? You are truly reckless."

Qin Yan's expression was one of disdain. She raised her hand and brought out the Demon Sword.

With a slight flick, countless sharp beams of energy shot forth, forming crescent-shaped blades that pierced through the air.

Wanjiao did not dodge; he seemed to ignore them entirely as he continued his fierce charge.

Qin Yan was taken aback. Such an outcome was far from what she had expected.

As they say, a man's reputation is like a tree's shadow. As one of the three demon kings in the Spirit Realm, Wanjiao's strength could not be underestimated. Though she said this, her heart did not truly underrate him.

If his true self were here, with her powers still recovering, she would surely lose to him.

But before her was merely a manifestation. His audacity to not dodge her attacks suggested he had something in mind.

Before the thought could fully form, "puff puff puff" sounds echoed as those sharp beams hit their target without missing, striking Wanjiao.

Wanjiao's body was drenched in blood, clearly suffering severe injuries. Yet he did not pause; he continued to charge forward.

"What are you trying to do?"

Qin Yan finally realized something was amiss and retreated. But by then, it was too late.

Like a python, Wanjiao wrapped himself around her.

Attacking this way left Qin Yan with no choice but to be enveloped in a blood-red protective barrier.

Wanjiao ignored the barrier and clung to it.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's mind had an inkling of what was happening. As if to confirm his guess, Wanjiao roared loudly: "Shan'er, run quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, Wanjiao's inner energy suddenly became extremely violent.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed, enveloping a dozen feet in a dazzling light that was blindingly bright.

Though it was merely a spirit fragment of Wanjiao, his energy was as dense as that of an ordinary Golden Transformation cultivator. The destructive power was unimaginable; logically, the area for miles around would be flattened.

However, the affected range was only about ten feet, showing how masterfully Wanjiao controlled his energy.

He did this to maximize the impact and ensure his daughter's safety. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan's green aura flared as he flew towards the explosion site.

His reaction was swift; even Tian Xiaojian and Princess Wanjiao were a step behind him. Especially Princess Wanjiao, who had received her father's warning but still lost to Lin Xuan.

P.S.: Fellow cultivators, after reading this chapter, please give a thumbs up for Bai Lian if you enjoyed it! Thank you!
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The old saying goes, "A miss is as good as a mile," and in the cultivation world, opportunities are fleeting.

Lin Xuan reacted swiftly. Although it seemed he had only gained a slight advantage, this small edge might be enough to seize the initiative and escape from Ten Thousand Mountains.

Though the statement sounded absurd, it was entirely appropriate for their current situation.

Tian Xiaojian knew what needed to be done, just as Empress Wanjiao did. They couldn't afford to fall behind any further.

The two of them moved forward almost in unison, their steps synchronized. Time was running out.

Kaiyan's previous attack wasn't enough to kill her, and the illusionary technique was no small matter either. After being torn apart, it was rapidly healing itself at an astonishing rate.

Opportunity knocked but once; if missed, it would never come again. Tian Xiaojian and Empress Wanjiao charged forward together.

However, the entrance of that passage had shrunk significantly. They couldn't squeeze through simultaneously.

"Move aside! I am Empress Wanjiao!"

The plump princess shouted loudly, her good feelings toward Tian Xiaojian forgotten in this moment.

"Empress Wanjiao?"

Tian Xiaojian found it amusing. At a time like this, he didn’t care about titles or ranks. Even if the Wanjiao King himself were here, what difference would that make?

His life was his top priority.

Tian Xiaojian remained unmoved.

"Evil! This opportunity was created by my father at great cost, and you dare to compete with me for it. If you leave this place, my father won’t let you go easy on you. But if you play smart, he will reward you generously."

Was this a threat or an offer? While it might work on other cultivators, Tian Xiaojian found the whole thing laughable.

Whether they could escape here was still uncertain; using future benefits to threaten him now was just plain silly.

Even if such a situation arose, what then?

In the Netherworld, he had already been hunted by the Golden Jade Corpse King and the Heaven's Malevolent Tyrant King. During his dimensional rift, he had also made enemies with the Dark Netherworld Tyrant King.

As the saying went, "The more lice, the less itches; the more debts, the less worries." Wanjiao King was formidable, but weren’t the Six Kings of the Netherworld top-tier great cultivators as well?

He had already offended three of them. He was still alive and kicking.

Now offending another one wasn't a good choice, but it was a necessary evil.

In any case, he couldn’t back down or let this opportunity slip away.

Moreover, he needed to ensure that he could seize it with certainty.

Since he had already offended the Wanjiao King, he might as well push things further.

Better to do nothing than halfheartedly.

Tian Xiaojian was not a hesitant cultivator. A look of ruthlessness flashed across his face: "Princess Empress, I apologize for my indiscretion."

Before he could finish speaking, Tian Xiaojian flicked his sleeves and revealed hissoul-bound treasure.

The True Demon Shatter-Space Blade whirled and slashed forward, aimed directly at the Empress Wanjiao!

Empress Wanjiao was shocked. She had seen Tian Xiaojian’s power earlier; it far exceeded her own. But she hadn’t expected him to be so bold—instead of moving aside, he attacked with a single blade.

She needed to dodge!

Empress Wanjiao emitted a burst of demonic radiance and darted to the side.

A miss is as good as a mile. Tian Xiaojian immediately seized the initiative.

His eyes flashed with cunning as his right hand suddenly pushed forward, aiming a palm at Empress Wanjiao.

The previous slash was merely a feint; this palm was his true intention.

He had missed the timing slightly but might still grasp it if he acted quickly enough. Unless someone delayed them, the opportunity would increase.

Since he had already offended the Wanjiao King, he might as well make things worse for him. Tian Xiaojian pushed Empress Wanjiao toward Kaiyan.

Meanwhile, his body was enveloped in black radiance, and he flew swiftly away.

"No..."

Empress Wanjiao's eyes widened with terror. She never imagined that the situation would turn out this way. What could she do now?

The entire sequence happened so quickly it seemed like a blur. Then came a roar of anger from behind.

Even though the Wanjiao King was just a fragment of his soul, he still couldn’t be slighted. In such circumstances, he might not defeat Cloud Fairy, but that didn't mean he had no options.

Courage is important.

By sacrificing this fragment of his soul, he inflicted significant harm on Kaiyan as well. This outcome was clearly unexpected for Kaiyan herself.

Caught off guard, she had been tricked by the Wanjiao King’s self-destructive attack. The damage was severe enough to infuriate her.

Just then, Empress Wanjiao flew toward her.

Was this father and daughter teaming up?

The old one had already tried once; now the younger one dared to take advantage.

Cloud Fairy's anger flared! She wasn’t just any outsider demon—she ranked among the top three in the Outer World Demons. Even true immortals had suffered at her hands before.

Though circumstances had changed, and she was far from her peak, losing this battle was still a disgrace.

She harbored a grudge against Wanjiao King, and seeing Empress Wanjiao only intensified her rage. She didn’t care if it was an ambush; old and new grievances surged within her.

A terrifying aura erupted from her body as she raised her hand, the Heaven Demon Sword emitting fierce light. With a swift motion, she swung downward.

The action was incredibly fast, followed by a massive sword energy that obscured the sky, its power immense. In an instant, all the sword energy seemed compressed into a thin, blood-red crystal filament that vanished in the clouds.

"No..."

Empress Wanjiao's face was filled with fear as she shouted loudly. However, it was futile. The void before her turned blurry, and then the bright crystal filament reappeared, expanding rapidly to envelop Empress Wanjiao. Her cries abruptly ceased.

The storm area was smaller but still formidable, likely no less powerful than a spatial storm. A mere Empress Wanjiao couldn’t possibly survive; she would disintegrate into nothingness.

"Run, can you really escape?"

Kaiyan’s face remained as cold as ice, unaffected by the death of Empress Wanjiao. With her body radiating with energy, she chased forward.
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Simultaneously, several million miles away...

Ten Thousand Serpent Valley!

Though it was called a valley, the area was actually dotted with numerous mountains that stretched endlessly into the distance.

The aura of beasts in the mountain was abundant to an extreme. Strange flowers and exotic plants were scattered everywhere.

Numerous rare birds and immortal cranes could be seen, making this place seem like a paradise for immortals.

The lair of the Ten Thousand Serpent King, one of the Three Great Beast Kings, naturally had a magnificent environment. However, at that spot where the aura was thickest, a shocking roar echoed out.

"Cloud-Dwelling Demoness, you dare hurt my daughter! I will never stop pursuing you!"

With an ear-piercing scream, terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky. A golden light shot up into the air within the valley.

It was so bright that it dimmed even the sun's rays for a moment.

After a short while, the light dispersed and revealed a massive thousand-foot-long dragon with immense divine consciousness accompanying it. It seemed as if an immortal had descended upon this world.

Its power was indescribable; all creatures bowed down before it.

In ancient times, the Three Great Beast Kings were only one step behind immortals in terms of strength. Even after so many years, though they hadn't ascended to the heavens like the immortals, it would be hard to believe that their power had not improved at all.

How long had it been since they last acted? Their current strength was anyone's guess.

Driven by his daughter's death, the Ten Thousand Serpent King was thoroughly enraged.

The ancient saying went: "A dragon has its vulnerable spot; touch it and you will surely anger it." Though he was a serpent king, he never felt inferior to true dragons.

Flames flickered from every scale of the Ten Thousand Serpent King's eyes as his body emitted faint rule powers.

He raised his golden claws, tearing through space and diving into the spatial vortex.

Breaking the void was akin to ultra-long-distance teleportation but required a mastery of spatial forces that few could achieve. Most cultivators would hesitate to attempt it for fear of death.

This only highlighted how formidable the Ten Thousand Serpent King truly was, his might shaking all three realms.

...

However, Ten Thousand Serpent Valley was too far from the Hundred Thousand Mountains. Even with the ability to tear through space, he couldn't guarantee catching Qin Yan.

Far water cannot quench near fire; the Ten Thousand Serpent King's actions were merely a last-ditch effort.

Speaking of Lin Xuan, he acted quickly and fled first.

But seizing the initiative did not mean safety.

Qin Yan's strength was something Lin Xuan had witnessed firsthand. She far surpassed most late-stage渡劫 cultivators. Thus, Lin Xuan dared not hold back, racing alongside Yue'er at breakneck speed.

If only he could tear through space now!

Unfortunately, such an action required conditions that were too stringent. Without a hundred percent certainty, Lin Xuan was unwilling to take the risk.

Since entering the cultivation world, Lin Xuan had faced countless trials and tribulations. He believed this time would also be no exception.

Lin Xuan's expression was resolute.

In just a few seconds, he had flown several miles away.

His speed was truly impressive.

The farther they went, the safer it became.

This reasoning was clear in Lin Xuan's mind.

However, things were not over. He suddenly slowed his flight and stopped.

"Friend, you relentlessly pursue me without any regard for old acquaintanceship?"

Lin Xuan raised his head to look into a seemingly empty space, his face filled with sighs. If he could choose, he would rather not fight Qin Yan to the death.

"I have already given you an opportunity. If you become a Heavenly Demon from beyond the world, we wouldn't need to engage in battle. It's your refusal of my offer that has brought us here. What meaning does it hold now?"

Soft words echoed through his ears like a yellowthroat bird emerging from its nest. Qin Yan suddenly appeared before them.

Lin Xuan had left first, but Qin Yan did not chase Tian Xiaojian; instead, she pursued him. Lin Xuan was utterly helpless with this situation.

"Friend, do you truly wish to push me to the brink?"

A flicker of strange light danced in Lin Xuan's eyes as he spoke, his tone tinged with a hint of anger.

It is said that even clay figures have three parts of their nature. Qin Yan had achieved much, but if pushed too hard, she might unleash her strongest secret techniques, making the outcome uncertain.

However, he was unwilling to do so unless absolutely necessary.

But now, the other party seemed to be overstepping his bounds.

He wouldn't be easily provoked; he wasn't a soft target that could be manipulated at will.

"Why get angry, Lin Brother? You still have time to change your mind."

Qin Yan continued speaking while taking out more medicinal pills. But how could Lin Xuan agree under such terms?

No need for further discussion; their expressions conveyed their intentions clearly.

A great battle was about to erupt.

But just then, something unexpected happened.

Without any warning, a terrifying rule power descended from the sky.

The rule power was so immense that both Lin Xuan and Yue'er were shocked. Even Qin Yan raised her head, showing signs of fear for the first time.

What could it be?

Was the Ten Thousand Serpent King angry about his daughter's death and had come here himself?

Impossible; this place was too far from Ten Thousand Serpent Valley. The other party couldn't possibly have such speed, not even a true immortal.

No time to think further.

The sky suddenly tore open.

Not just a crack but the entire sky was torn apart.

Then, a vague figure appeared.

Elegant in form, her face was indistinct.

Though it was only an illusion, the pressure she exerted was beyond measure.

Was this a fragment of some great being?

No, not a fragment.

It should be a top-tier existence, crossing thousands of miles to transmit power here.

Transmitting force over vast distances wasn't uncommon in the cultivation world. But such a feat seemed extraordinary given the distance involved.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King would likely find it impossible.

Who was this woman...

Lin Xuan's heart had already formed an inkling of suspicion, or rather, her identity became clear with such power.

The reputation of the Dispersed Immortal Beast Kings spread far and wide. However, their strength varied. Only the top expert in the spiritual realm, the legendary Rain桐 Fairy, could achieve this level.

Yes, it was Li Yutong. How did she end up getting involved?

Lin Xuan was surprised but more delighted. Regardless of anything else, this Rain桐 Fairy wouldn't be targeting him.

An opportunity!

Lin Xuan immediately enveloped his body in a green glow and flew away with Yue'er towards the distance.

Sure enough, Qin Yan didn't stop her; she was preoccupied elsewhere.

Lin Xuan didn't turn back but his divine consciousness could clearly see. Rain桐 Fairy's jade hand descended.

A sword light illuminated the entire sky, its momentum indescribable in words. In an instant, it engulfed Qin Yan completely. (To be continued.)
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Lin Xuan did not turn around, but the corner of his eye saw everything clearly.

That sword strike was beyond description in its power.

Within a hundred miles, the entire realm of essence energy was thrown into chaos.

A true master could tell at first glance. The attack from afar, despite being a million miles away, displayed such formidable strength; it was truly commendable.

Lady Rain桐 was known as the top expert in the Spirit Realm, and indeed her reputation held up to its name.

Would Qin Yan be able to escape danger or would she meet her end here?

...

It couldn't be denied that despite knowing the other party was a demon from beyond the realm, Lin Xuan still harbored a tinge of attachment towards her.

But at this moment, he could not linger to see the outcome. The immediate priority was to leave the Ten Thousand Mountains as quickly as possible.

As for Qin Yan's fate—whether she lived or died—it all depended on her luck and destiny.

Lin Xuan couldn't delve into the matter; his top priority was to get out of this dangerous place as soon as possible.

...

A month later,

this was a plain with ordinary scenery.

Yet at its end, there were several small hills.

The peaks stretched and rose like they reached far into the horizon.

Essence energy was still dense here, but such quality veins were not uncommon in Rain桐's realm; within a million miles, one could hardly spot any traces of cultivators.

Suddenly, a loud "boom" echoed through his ears as one of the mountains split open.

A streak of green light shot up into the sky, and the figure inside was somewhat blurry. The essence pressure it emitted was faint, showing no extraordinary signs.

But upon closer inspection, this was a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

"Master, are you well?" Yue'er appeared beside him.

"I'm already fine," Lin Xuan smiled slightly.

It had been a month since they escaped the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Lin Xuan had been living in seclusion here.

This treasure hunt was more out of curiosity than anything else; he returned empty-handed.

Though there were no significant gains, reuniting with Qin Yan brought him closer to uncovering ancient secrets. Although still shrouded in mystery, Lin Xuan believed that one day, he would understand what happened in the ancient times.

For the past month, Lin Xuan had been recuperating, so he didn't know that within just a few dozen days, Rain桐's realm was stirred up by a massive commotion.

The reason was the Ten Thousand Mountains. As the top-ranked interface in the Spirit Realm, Rain桐's vast expanse and countless talented individuals made it no stranger to tribulation experts. Even though these old monsters were mostly elusive, they weren't entirely out of sight.

In the competitive world of cultivation, news of tribulation experts' deaths was not uncommon. But such occurrences were rare; in tens of thousands of years, only a few cases might be recorded.

However, this time, due to that treasure map, more than ten old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage perished in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Among them were mid-stage tribulation experts and even some late-stage old monsters. This was truly shocking.

Late-stage cultivators were considered rulers of their domains; they had transcended the constraints of lifespan. Although their strength varied, their realms kept them from falling too far behind.

How long had it been since a late-stage cultivator's death?

Such an event couldn't help but cause a significant stir.

Soon, even more astonishing news emerged.

Not only did Old Patriarch Thunder Cloud fall, but the beloved daughter of Ten Thousand Jiao King also perished in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

This news caused a sensation throughout the cultivation world.

Indeed, Princess Ten Thousand Jiao was merely an ordinary tribulation cultivator at the early stage. Due to her surname Ren, her strength was even weaker than that of other peers.

But what did it matter? She was the only daughter of Ten Thousand Jiao King. That was enough.

It was well-known that both cultivators and demons found it increasingly difficult to bear offspring as their realms rose. Hence, despite her arrogance, Ten Thousand Jiao King regarded her as his precious gem.

Who didn't know Princess Ten Thousand Jiao in Rain桐's realm?

Even though she was arrogant and unreliable, no one dared to show disrespect because of her father's influence.

But now, this princess had been killed; even her soul hadn't escaped.

One could imagine how furious Ten Thousand Jiao King would be.

As the saying goes: "When a king is angry, rivers flow with blood." Although not the ruler of the Spirit Realm, as one of the three great demon kings, his status was no less significant.

To boldly claim that even Primordial True Demon or several old monsters from the Netherworld wouldn't dare do such a thing.

Killing Princess Ten Thousand Jiao meant declaring war on Ten Thousand Jiao King.

Such an outcome drew attention from those who had previously shown little interest in what happened in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

It could be expected that the entire cultivation world would soon be engulfed by a storm of bloodshed.

If it was indeed demons or Netherworld people, leading to a war between the two realms, it wasn't impossible either.

Thinking about this, everyone grew tense. After all, when the nest is destroyed, no one can remain unscathed. If a war broke out between the two realms, regardless of their strength, none could guarantee safety.

This not only concerned ordinary cultivators but also some long-since retired old monsters who were roused from their slumber.

After all, if things reached this point, it would affect them too; no one could remain indifferent.

Thus, they began to inquire among friends and relatives.

These old monsters had astonishing power, mostly late-stage cultivators, with vast networks of connections.

Despite the secrecy involved, these old monsters soon found out about the matter.

As the saying goes: "There is no wall that doesn't leak." After understanding the entire story, although they wanted to keep it confidential, they inevitably leaked some information in casual moments.

Though incomplete, this allowed everyone to piece together the full picture of the incident, which shocked the cultivation world once again.

The Ten Thousand Mountains' events turned out to be a plot by demons from beyond the realm. The demons used fake treasure maps to lure cultivators and intended to sacrifice them to open an interface portal, allowing more demon heads to enter the Spirit Realm.

This outcome naturally left everyone speechless.

Although few had seen these demons in ancient times, their terrifying nature was well-known.

It was said that during the ancient era, not only the Spirit Realm but also the Ancient Demon Realm and Netherworld were corrupted by these demonic entities. It took great efforts for the Three Realms' great cultivators to reinforce the spatial nodes.

Who would have thought that there were still demons from beyond the realm who aimed to reopen interface portals?

It was said that Lady Rain桐 had thwarted their plot, but the matter didn't end there.

Storms before a storm!
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In a short while, the entire Spirit Realm was in an uproar, as if the sound of wind and cries of cranes could be heard everywhere.

Not only Yu Tong, but other minor realms also felt on edge.

It sounded absurd, yet there were reasons behind it. In ancient times,域外天魔 left countless tragic tales for the Three Realms. To defeat these celestial demons, not just ordinary cultivators, even those who had passed through tribulation perished in their thousands.

Although much had changed with the passage of time, records still contained many references to them. The reappearance of these celestial demons in the Spirit Realm naturally struck fear into the hearts of cultivators.

Large and small sects and families were on high alert, while independent cultivators reduced their outings as well. What was once a bustling cultivation world now seemed strangely desolate due to the upheaval in Ten Thousand Mountains.

At this moment, somewhere within Yu Tong's realm, two figures were engaged in mysterious conversation.

"Didn't even your full power strike leave that Cloudy Lady Demon?" A cold voice sounded, with an underlying hint of surprise.

"Eh, it was my oversight. Although her strength has not fully recovered, she is still formidable and should not be underestimated. With the recovery of her命宝天魔剑, which actively protected her in critical moments, she managed to escape from my strike."

The second voice sounded like a yellow oriole emerging from its cage, tinged with regret as it spoke.

Though their conversation seemed harmless on the surface, the content left one speechless. The owner of the first voice was none other than the Vast Serpent King, who had lost his beloved daughter and gone berserk for a month without returning.

Now he had taken on human form, but still retained the appearance of a serpent head with a human body. His spiritual pressure was faintly perceptible, yet the妖气 emitted inadvertently was overwhelmingly powerful. His expression was particularly grim, even showing some suspicion and dissatisfaction.

"Your words are correct, but is it really that simple? Although we are separated by thousands of miles from Ten Thousand Mountains, your power has far surpassed what it once was. I'm not sure how strong you are, but I doubt it's inferior to a true cultivator. A strike from afar should have at least seven-tenths of its full power. How could the Cloudy Lady Demon easily dodge with her strength still recovering?"

"Is that so? Vast Serpent Friend is doubting my leniency?" The owner of the melodious voice was a slender and graceful young girl, though her body was shrouded in a thin layer of mist, obscuring her features.

Even though she was barely visible, one could still discern that she was an incomparably beautiful woman.

Lady Yu Tong!

Though Vast Serpent King did not reveal her identity, it was easy to guess who she was. The top cultivator of the Spirit Realm wore a displeased expression: "Friend's suspicions are too heavy-handed. She is a celestial demon from beyond our realm; how could I let her go? It was indeed difficult for that Cloudy Lady Demon to deal with. As for my strength, your guess is even more off the mark. Over these years, I have been stuck at a bottleneck and made minimal progress. Compared to true cultivators or you, I am likely weaker."

"Humph! Why should a cultivator humble herself so much?"

Vast Serpent King was not stupid; he could not believe her words.

Lady Yu Tong, perhaps due to her nature, had always been the most inconspicuous among the ancient cultivators. People once thought she was the weakest of the three scattered immortals, but in reality, she was far stronger than others. Even the demon lord, who led the demon realm, did not fare well against her.

In a one-on-one battle, they ended up evenly matched.

Thus, Lady Yu Tong earned recognition as the top cultivator of the Spirit Realm.

However, she still adhered to the principle of humility and was less known than other scattered immortals or demon kings. Of course, high-ranking beings knew the truth and revered her greatly.

"Regardless, that Cloudy Lady Demon did manage to escape despite our efforts. However, her attempt to break through a spatial node using blood sacrifice to open another path to the demon realm has been thwarted. Your contribution in this matter is significant; why does Vast Serpent Friend insist on criticizing me?"

Without any hint of it, a soft voice spoke again.

"Solitary Wild Goose, how did you, this sour scholar, dare join us in this discussion?"

Vast Serpent King's expression turned stern: "Not content with your blessings, you used the technique to transmit sound over vast distances. It seems your progress has been considerable."

"Haha, compared to you, I am always a bit behind. Your praise is undeserved."

Solitary Wild Goose's voice carried an element of mockery, indicating that his relationship with Vast Serpent King was not harmonious.

Though there was no enmity, there were some grievances between them.

"Enough! A hundred years' worth of grudges, why bring it up now? You two are both important figures; how can you have such little patience?"

Lady Yu Tong spoke unhappily: "Solitary Wild Goose, I came personally. Although that Cloudy Lady Demon has retreated, she will not give up easily. We should discuss how to handle the aftermath."

"Humph! It's inappropriate for just us to decide. When will the other scattered immortals and demon kings arrive?"

Vast Serpent King grunted, barely suppressing his anger: "I have found a boundary-crossing sound transmission talisman; they should arrive in a few days based on their speed."

"Good. With time still available, I have one matter to ask Vast Serpent Friend," Solitary Wild Goose persisted.

"What is it?"

Vast Serpent King's eyebrows rose as his daughter's death made him extremely unhappy. Now someone dared to provoke him, even if it was from one of the three scattered immortals. Did this sour scholar really think he feared him?

But Solitary Wild Goose ignored him: "Vast Serpent Friend need not be angry; I just want to ask you about the precious snake and its ice soul. Were the two true demon ancestors invited by you to our realm?"

"What, the precious snake with its ice soul?"

Li Yu Tong turned her head in surprise as well. At her level of strength, only a few beings would capture her attention, and the ice soul was definitely one of them. The precious snake, being a true demon ancestor, could not be underestimated.

Why had they come to our realm? And Vast Serpent King invited them?

Though Solitary Wild Goose had some grievances with Vast Serpent King, it made sense that he would not casually make such claims without reason.

His direct questioning meant there was a 100% chance of hidden issues.
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"Friend Wastetoad, please clarify this matter. Did you truly invite the Jade Ice Serpent to our Spirit Realm?"

Although Ruitong Fairy's expression was somewhat blurred by the thin mist around her face, it was clear from her tone that she was genuinely angry.

How could Wastetoad, the True Demon Ancestor and King of Ten Thousand Serpents, act on his own initiative? Inviting them to the Spirit Realm was akin to playing with fire. Although he was one of the Three Demon Kings, such an action seemed too unreasonable.

"Hmph, your information is indeed as thorough as you claim."

Wastetoad turned his head and gave a disapproving glance at Huo Hongzi, even though the other party wasn't actually present. Despite the vast distance between them, Ruitong Fairy could likely sense the hostility in that gaze.

"I have my reasons for doing this. Don’t I know about the agreement made by the True Demon Ancestor a million years ago? I invited the Jade Ice Serpent because..."

At these words, his voice grew softer until it was almost indiscernible, as if he had used a technique to transmit sound secretly.

Ruitong Fairy's expression softened after hearing this.

"Is that really so?"

"I assure you, we need the assistance of the Jade Ice Serpent for this matter. Once accomplished, both of us will benefit greatly. Otherwise, why would I take such a risk given my character?"

"Then it makes sense. If what you say is true, inviting these two to the Spirit Realm isn't so unreasonable. However, one must always be cautious. You should keep an eye on them," Ruitong Fairy urged.

"I won’t need your instruction, for I am well aware of the risks involved. The True Demon Ancestor is cunning and shrewd. Collaborating with her would be like courting danger. How could I not pay extra attention?"

Wastetoad's face showed confidence as he spoke. Then, after a brief silence, his expression turned gloomy.

"Moreover, the域外天魔 has tainted all three realms. The fate of our Spirit Realm is no better than that of theirs. With Cloud Fairy entering the scene, the Jade Ice Serpent will surely be wary. This enmity would not serve their interests. Although the Jade Ice Serpent is cunning and shrewd, she also has a long-term perspective. As common enemies, we shouldn’t expect her to act so shortsightedly."

"That’s true!"

Ruitong Fairy nodded in agreement, clearly recognizing Wastetoad's analysis. She had more dealings with the Jade Ice Serpent, knowing that the True Demon Ancestor would not act impulsively but pragmatically.

"Friends, why are you playing dumb?"

Huo Hongzi's voice carried a hint of bitterness. He thought he had found Wastetoad’s weak point, only to find it was something else entirely. The frustration was palpable.

Wastetoad invited the Jade Ice Serpent here despite its impropriety, but with Ruitong Fairy's support, trying to make things difficult for the dragon would be futile.

"Playing dumb, I suppose."

Wastetoad raised his head, his tone and voice exuding a sense of triumph.

"You..."

This time, it was Huo Hongzi who erupted in anger. However, Ruitong Fairy quickly stopped him:

"Enough! Both of you are beings that have lived for millions of years. Even as Immortal Demigods and Demon Kings, why do you act like children over trivial matters from the past? Let’s discuss how to handle this matter concerning Ten Thousand Mountains."

Despite their lingering resentment, Wastetoad and Huo Hongzi didn’t want Ruitong Fairy to continue arguing.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He had just left his place for healing.

Reflecting on this experience, it truly felt like the most perilous journey since he started his cultivation path. The power of the域外天魔 was astonishing.

How could Qin Yan be reborn as the Heavenly Demon Sovereign?

What happened in ancient times?

And that mysterious transmission talisman outside Creek Leaping Ravine—was there a connection to all this?

Lin Xuan didn’t know.

The experience in Ten Thousand Mountains was like an abnormal dream. He even wondered what the final outcome had been.

Ruitong Fairy’s strength was formidable, and her sword strike left a deep impression on Lin Xuan.

But he felt that Qin Yan hadn’t perished; she would surely meet him again someday.

Would they still clash then?

When would the ancient secrets be revealed?

Lin Xuan sighed. This treasure hunt in Ten Thousand Mountains had severely shaken his confidence.

He originally believed his strength far surpassed others of the same rank, and thought reaching mid-transcendence phase would ensure invincibility. Now he realized such thoughts were overly naive or too highly regarded.

Defeating the Netherworld Demon Mother was nothing to boast about yet.

Failing to defeat even Qin Yan was a blow to Lin Xuan’s pride.

But enhancing his strength in a short time wasn’t easy.

At this level, every step forward was incredibly difficult.

Forget it, he decided. Let things take their course.

Lin Xuan sighed as he transformed into a streak of lightning and flew off towards the distance.

...

In just a few days, Lin Xuan’s speed of travel was remarkable. He could have flown over countless mountains and rivers in that time. However, the number of cultivators he encountered on his journey was scarce—almost like finding a needle in a haystack.

The cultivation world seemed to be in decline, but the towns and villages passed through were bustling as usual.

Why?

Lin Xuan felt alarmed and carefully gathered information.

Hard work pays off.

Although few cultivators were met, there were ways to gather news. Soon, Lin Xuan encountered an Immortal City.

Though small, the city’s streets were less lively. However, shops in the market district remained open. So, he went into a still-operating tea house.

From here, he could likely find some clues. Tea houses and taverns are always well-informed places, as Lin Xuan knew from experience.

He ordered a pot of tea and some snacks, sipping while his spirit sense spread out.

Sure enough, it wasn’t long before he found something interesting—the lingering effects of the treasure hunt in Ten Thousand Mountains.

This surprised Lin Xuan but made sense when he thought about it. He had already suspected this outcome, just not to such an extent that it would shake the entire cultivation world.

PS: Please give me more recommendation votes! Thank you!
第三千五百一十一章 拜轩阁

Qin Yan did not perish. The sword strike from Fairy Yutong merely sent her retreating in shock.

---

The winds of change swept through the realm once again as the machinations of the域外天魔 had already caused a state of high alert throughout the entire spirit world. Major and minor sects and families were all on their guard, like they faced an immense enemy. Loose cultivators also reduced their outings unless absolutely necessary.

This was why Lin Xuan encountered few cultivators along his journey; even the fairy city's market district seemed somewhat desolate. After learning the full story, Lin Xuan sighed but felt relieved for some reason. He couldn’t explain it himself and would likely deny it if asked.

Even though Qin Yan had become a域外天魔, deep down, Lin Xuan still didn't want to see her fall.

Such thoughts might seem absurd to others, but Lin Xuan was inherently sentimental.

---

A day later, Lin Xuan left. He had already cleared up his doubts and found that the fairy city's scale was too small; there were no clues related to the Seven Treasures of Naraka here.

Since staying wouldn't be helpful, why waste time?

The impression of the Ten Thousand Mountains on Lin Xuan was profound, ultimately due to his insufficient strength. Although he understood that advancing in cultivation at this stage was extremely difficult, he couldn’t afford any slackness; perseverance was a necessity for cultivators.

Encountering difficulties should be met with determination rather than retreat. Even though there were no leads now, Lin Xuan believed that effort would eventually yield results.

---

In the end, it was up to him. He wandered aimlessly.

Time passed like water. Before he knew it, a month had gone by.

One evening, Lin Xuan arrived at an open plain with distant mountains stretching endlessly in the distance. The sun set behind the hills, and darkness began to fall. For miles around, there were no signs of life, let alone any towns where he could rest.

He would have to spend another night under the stars. For mortals, this was undoubtedly tiring, but for cultivators, it was nothing compared to their strong and resilient bodies.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan changed direction and landed on a desolate mountain. Although it appeared uninhabited, the scenery was still beautiful. With a wave of his sleeve, a dazzling swordlight emerged, swiftly carving out a simple abode in the mountain’s depths.

An abode? Just a cave carved into the mountain where he could rest. As a cultivator, did he still crave comfort?

Lin Xuan reached for his waist and a flash of light revealed a bed made of cold jade. This was beneficial to cultivators practicing寒属性功法 or those seeking physical refinement. Even standing several dozen feet away from it would freeze a mortal, but Lin Xuan ignored it, lying down directly.

Since he was resting, Lin Xuan didn’t activate his cultivation and soon fell into a deep sleep.

Unbeknownst to him, it was late at night when Lin Xuan suddenly stirred, his eyes opening. Although asleep, his divine sense naturally extended outward.

Thus, he gained insight. Sitting up, Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise as he realized that the spirit world had become rather desolate due to the域外天魔. Most cultivators of various ranks were not venturing out easily. He hadn’t expected to encounter other cultivators traveling at night in such a remote place.

This was interesting.

Lin Xuan quietly extended his divine sense, wanting to see more clearly.

However, what he saw disappointed him. They were just some元婴 and 离合级别的 cultivators—barely high-ranking enough to be considered noteworthy. From them, there would be no significant fortune or opportunity.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan prepared to retract his divine sense and continue sleeping.

But then, a sentence caught his attention.

The sentence wasn’t extraordinary, but the mention of "Bai Xuan Pavilion" was incredibly familiar to him.

Indeed, it was 100% Bai Xuan Pavilion. Given his current strength, he couldn’t possibly have hearing problems.

Bai Xuan Pavilion?

Lin Xuan immediately perked up.

Was this a coincidence or a repeated name? Could it be the same as the human world’s Bai Xuan Pavilion?

The former was highly likely since Yu Tong World was vast with millions of sects and families. If one among them called itself Bai Xuan Pavilion, that would be normal.

But what if not?

Lin Xuan's thoughts drifted to the human world.

Bai Xuan Pavilion was a memory from a thousand years ago. Lin Xuan had thought he wouldn’t have any further connection with it.

After all, even cultivators couldn't resist time’s passage; if they didn’t advance, their former friends would grow old.

The girls at Bai Xuan Pavilion weren’t particularly talented and ascending to the spirit realm was extremely difficult for them.

While that made sense, considering the unpredictable nature of the cultivation world, it was too early to make a decision.

Lin Xuan recalled meeting Lu Ying'er in the lost plane. In the human world, she had already perished, but her soul reincarnated into a higher plane.

Such experiences were remarkable for cultivators, and they did happen. Thus, Lin Xuan could take Lu Ying'er as his disciple to reconnect with their past.

Lu Ying'er's experience was so extraordinary; why couldn’t Bai Xuan Pavilion have made it to the spirit realm?

While this possibility was small, since he had encountered it, he would investigate thoroughly to avoid missing out and feeling regretful.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan didn’t rush to retract his divine sense but instead carefully observed the cultivators.

Leading them was a graceful woman in court attire with an air of maturity and beauty. Her cultivation level was the highest among them—中期离合!

The rest numbered over ten, including men, women, young and old, all dressed differently.

Most were元婴, while those below that rank were at the 炼丹 stage.

Although Bai Xuan Pavilion was a memory from a thousand years ago, cultivators had remarkable memories. Lin Xuan was certain he hadn’t met these people before; they were strangers to him.

Was this the Bai Xuan Pavilion in his heart? He needed to verify.

Though Lin Xuan felt excited, he remained calm since he had experienced countless opportunities on his cultivation path.

Lin Xuan didn't rush out but instead listened quietly as his divine sense was fully open.

"Uncle, our branch of Bai Xuan Pavilion has been picked off by them. How will we face the two pavilion masters if we return like this?"

A hoarse voice entered his ears; the man speaking had a mature and serious expression on his face.
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Other cultivators listened and raised their heads, their expressions varied but all contained worry and anger.

"Junior Disciple Fu, you needn't be overly concerned. The enemy is strong while we are weak; even the mountain protection array has been broken. Staying here will only result in our deaths for naught. Our two Pavilion Masters are not unreasonable people. Emotionally and logically, they won't blame us."

The woman in the palace attire sighed and said some comforting words.

"Now that I have taken my oath to Linxuan Pavilion, we need everyone's rest so as to contribute more to our sect. Things have reached this point; worrying about it will be of no use. Once we return to the main pavilion, our Pavilion Masters will naturally take care of us."

Hearing his uncle's words, the other cultivators, though still worried, dared not speak again and obediently closed their eyes to rest.

Far away, Lin Xuan frowned slightly. Although he had broad experience, these few words were insufficient for him to discern anything.

If it were a less skilled cultivator in maintaining qi, they would have already been unable to contain themselves, eager to find out the truth.

But after so many experiences, Lin Xuan was calm as a mountain before an avalanche; whether or not this was what he had imagined about Linxuan Pavilion, though he cared deeply, he wouldn't rashly go out. Why alert them by making noise? He would naturally uncover the truth quietly.

Could an ordinary Core Formation cultivator really vanish from his sight?

Thus, Lin Xuan did nothing and closed his eyes to sleep again.

Of course, with his spiritual sense, any slight movement would immediately awaken him.

...

Nothing happened overnight.

The next day, these self-proclaimed disciples of Linxuan Pavilion set out early. Lin Xuan followed along the way.

With his strength, they naturally couldn't detect anything.

Lin Xuan hid in the shadows, originally intending to find some clues from their conversations.

But human plans often fall short of heaven's will.

These cultivators spoke little; often, they remained silent for an entire day as they silently journeyed on.

Even a skilled cook finds it hard to prepare a meal with no ingredients. Lin Xuan's attempt to gather information was in vain.

Yet he wasn't entirely without收获.

He noticed that when they traveled, they chose remote and desolate places, sometimes even deliberately taking detours for reasons not difficult to guess.

They were likely being pursued by their enemies.

Indeed, it seemed Linxuan Pavilion had run into trouble!

However, this Linxuan Pavilion might not be the same as the one he knew. Hence, he didn't dare offer help.

Time passed slowly.

...

After over a month, Lin Xuan hadn't made any appearance. Thanks to these cultivators' caution, their enemies never appeared either.

...

With so much time passing and no results, Lin Xuan began to grow impatient.

Although this time wasn't long for him, it was still somewhat wasteful.

Deciding that he should make an appearance, he thought that as soon as he showed some capability, they wouldn't dare refuse and would reveal their true identities.

Lin Xuan pondered thus when suddenly his brow furrowed.

A startling light appeared not far away after just a moment.

Though it was called a startling light, it was much larger than ordinary flight lights.

Indeed, it couldn't be compared to the others at all.

Although he was still some distance away, Lin Xuan's spiritual sense was so sharp that he recognized it as a spirit boat.

This unexpected change made him hesitate; he decided to observe first before making any decision.

The spirit boat flew very quickly and soon the group of Linxuan Pavilion cultivators noticed something amiss.

Everyone turned pale but it was too late to avoid it; they had no choice but to land their flight lights near a nearby desolate mountain.

After about a cup of tea's time, the spirit boat arrived as well.

Now closer, the flying device appeared even more extraordinary, over a thousand feet long and made primarily from extremely rare cold iron.

The carvings were intricate and the array designs on it were exquisite.

Of course, this was relative; Lin Xuan had already passed through the Tribulation Stage and seen countless treasures. This spirit boat wasn't much to him.

"Ah!"

However, as his gaze swept over, Lin Xuan was greatly surprised to see a familiar pattern on the spirit boat.

Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring!

Indeed, it was this item; he recognized it as his former talisman.

If Nine Heavens Bright Moon Ring was used as decoration, then it must be Linxuan Pavilion.

Lin Xuan's composure couldn't help but show a hint of joy on his face.

Others rejoiced just as much: "It’s our sect's spirit boat."

"Great! It really is Linxuan Pavilion!"

"It's fellow cultivators coming to rescue us."

...

In an instant, cheers erupted. Lin Xuan's guess was correct; they had indeed been detouring all along, trying to avoid their enemies' search.

Because they were carrying a very important treasure.

It could be said that they were living in constant fear and anxiety. Now finally rescued by fellow cultivators, how could they not be greatly relieved?

Rumble...

A primitive voice entered his ears as the spirit boat stopped. The light screen on its surface dispersed, followed by colorful flight lights emerging from within.

There were hundreds of cultivators, nearly a thousand in total.

Their cultivation levels varied but at least most were Core Formation and Separation Stage.

If he wasn't mistaken, these were likely the elite forces of Linxuan Pavilion.

Leading them were two young women, both in their twenties.

The one on the left was slender with beautiful features; her eyes sparkled as if they could speak.

The one on the right was slightly shorter but equally graceful and pretty, though she had a round face that looked like an infant's.

Wu Yun'er, Liu Xin.

Lin Xuan recognized them instantly.

A thousand years apart, yet these two women seemed unchanged.

"Greetings, Pavilion Masters."

The dozen cultivators led by the woman in palace attire bowed.

"No need for formalities. We already know about the branch pavilion; it's not your fault. But did you bring back that treasure?" Liu Xin's voice was calm and composed as a sect leader would be.

Now she was at the Dao Profound Stage, handling matters more calmly than before.

"Rest assured, although the branch pavilion was broken by our enemies, I can carry this treasure with me; it hasn't been lost," the woman in palace attire quickly replied.

Liu Xin heaved a sigh of relief and her expression brightened considerably.

But Wu Yun'er frowned and turned to someone beside her: "Fellow cultivator, since you've arrived here, why hide? Why not show yourself?"

As soon as she spoke, everyone was startled.

Even Lin Xuan showed surprise; his abilities were well-known to him, and his concealment techniques had even earned the admiration of peers. How did Wu Yun'er discover this?
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This girl is Qinxin's disciple, and she’s somewhat familiar to me. However, during my time in the mortal world, what left a deep impression on me was merely her sharp tongue; she had no other special talents in cultivation. Her current cultivation level is only at the Profound Abyss stage—how could it be possible for her to discern my movements?

The astonishment continued.

They say that one should look at people anew after three days apart, and the ancients did not deceive me. If I hadn't guessed wrongly, Wu Yun'er must have had some extraordinary experiences over these years.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan found it hard to continue hiding his presence. He had already confirmed his suspicions; a long-lost friend was here, so he intended to meet them anyway. Even if Wu Yun'er revealed his whereabouts, it would just be an unexpected surprise, nothing to feel regretful about.

On the other side, Wu Yun'er's words drew everyone's attention.

Someone was surveying around?

Whizzing sounds entered his ears as several people raised their treasures.

The current Baxuan Pavilion was in conflict with other sects, and they were at a disadvantage. It was no wonder they were on high alert.

In an instant, the air seemed to freeze.

Just when everyone hesitated, a sigh filled the air, carrying an indescribable joy. Then, a flash of green light appeared before their eyes—a cultivator materialized.

He was in his early twenties, extremely young with no remarkable features; he looked like just another person thrown into a crowd and would be quickly forgotten.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

Wu Yun'er and Liu Xin were struck by lightning, their faces filled with disbelief.

After thousands of years apart, how could they not miss Lin Xuan?

Back then, the two girls had unexpected good fortune; they ascended to the Spirit Realm. However, Baxuan Pavilion couldn't go with them. The current Baxuan Pavilion was what they had rebuilt, using the same name out of profound nostalgia for Lin Xuan.

At night, they often dreamed of reuniting with him.

Unfortunately, it was just a dream.

The Spirit Realm was vast, with hundreds of small interfaces. Most of these small interfaces were much larger than the mortal world.

Finding each other here would be like searching for a needle in a haystack.

Both girls knew that they would never see Lin Xuan again in this life.

Yet, they continued to build Baxuan Pavilion, even though it was across the vast expanse of the heavens. It was a form ofentrust (reliance).

However, now, had heaven opened its eyes?

Heaven be praised! The master was sent here!

The overwhelming joy left them speechless. They couldn't believe their own eyes and feared that they might have seen wrong or it was just a dream.

Only when Lin Xuan's intoxicating smile appeared did he say, "How is it, two girls? Just a thousand years apart, you can’t recognize me?"

"Master."

The two finally confirmed that they hadn't mistaken him for someone else and weren't in a dream.

Liu Xin stepped forward, her trembling body unable to control itself. Tears slid down her fair face.

"Is it really you, Master?"

She softly called out, afraid of making a mistake and shattering the beautiful illusion.

"It's me," Lin Xuan said with a smile: "Xin'er, I didn’t expect to meet you again. I’m truly... delighted."

The word "delighted" seemed to ignite all of Liu Xin’s sorrows and emotions. Her centuries-long yearning was realized in this moment; she couldn't hold back any longer and burst into tears, throwing herself into Lin Xuan's arms.

"Master, it is you, really you."

"Yes, it's me."

The girl's excitement left Lin Xuan somewhat startled, but he was touched by Xin'er’s genuine emotions. It was just a hug, yet Lin Xuan wrapped his arms around the young woman: "Silly girl, don't cry. With me here, there's no need to worry about Baxuan Pavilion."

"Senior."

...

Compared to Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er appeared more reserved, but her joy and excitement were evident. Her true feelings were not exaggerated at all.

The other cultivators of Baxuan Pavilion were dumbfounded.

This Baxuan Pavilion was different from the previous one; it had been established after their ascension to the Spirit Realm.

As for Lin Xuan, they hadn't seen him before.

But saying that they didn’t know each other would be inaccurate. His portrait hung in the pavilion, and two of its leaders had a deep connection with him—one was once his maidservant, while the other called him senior.

These secrets were unknown to low-ranking disciples, but this time, all the reinforcements accompanying the two leaders were elite warriors without doubt.

The reason behind it was well-known.

Seeing Lin Xuan's gaze, one cultivator suddenly had a sudden realization and knelt before him, performing a grand bow: "Subordinate pays respects to the Young Master. Congratulations on reuniting with the two leaders; this is a joyous occasion."

Other cultivators were stunned, then followed suit, their heads bowing like garlic cloves. Although it was somewhat exaggerated, such courtesy was not frowned upon.

Some even secretly released their divine sense to check Lin Xuan's cultivation level but were shocked upon seeing his profound and unfathomable presence; they couldn't discern his cultivation stage at all—could he be a spirit realm cultivator?

Before this thought could fully form, someone suddenly exclaimed in shock: "Senior, did I see wrong? You’ve already become an existence of great power who has passed the Tribulation?"

Wu Yun'er's face was filled with astonishment and disbelief.

Her cultivation level was only at the Profound Abyss stage, but she had extraordinary good fortune; she cultivated a special talent that allowed her to discern others' movements and their cultivation levels without being bound by their realm.

"Really? Master, you’ve truly passed the Tribulation?" Liu Xin asked with shock on her face. This was impossible—Master’s progress in such a short time was unprecedented, too fast for words.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan didn't need to hide anything from these two girls: "Over these years, I haven’t wasted my time; now, I’m at the middle stage of Tribulation Passer."

Lin Xuan's words brought thunderous applause. The Baxuan Pavilion’s cultivators were surprised and delighted. Heaven had indeed been kind to them by sending such a powerful ally.

With his help, their minor crisis was trivial.

"Pay respects to the senior!"

The Cloud Concealment Sect was vast with many powerful sects. Baxuan Pavilion was insignificant in comparison. The two leaders were only at the Profound Abyss stage; the rest of the disciples had even lower cultivation levels—Tribulation Passers were legendary figures for them, and they could hardly believe their eyes.

In their ecstasy, they naturally revered Lin Xuan to the utmost!
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A flurry of activity was unnecessary. Soon, the cultivators respectfully escorted Lin Xuan into the Spirit Boat.

"Young Master, please take a seat!"

All the cultivators were chased out by the two women. Liu Xin offered tea, while Wu Yun'er personally prepared fine wine and fruits for Lin Xuan.

Although both now had the demeanor of a sect leader, they still showed utmost respect to Lin Xuan.

This wasn't due to any difference in cultivation levels; their reverence stemmed from their hearts. As the saying goes, "Like brine coagulates tofu," one thing can subdue another—exactly what was happening here.

Worshipping Xuexian Pavilion Master wasn't anything special. If possible, they would rather serve as maids and bedwarmers for Young Master Lin Xuan.

As long as he didn’t mind.

Of course, such aspirations couldn’t be openly expressed.

"Enough of that formality. It’s been millennia since we last met. I’m delighted to reunite with you in the Spirit Realm," Lin Xuan smiled, his expression extremely amiable.

"Young Master, where is Miss Yue'er? After all these years, have you heard anything about her?" Liu Xin's voice was filled with concern and curiosity.

"No, she’s right here."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he waved his sleeves, and a simple yet ancient scroll flew out.

Slowly unfurling, it revealed a beautiful landscape. There were mountains, rivers, pavilions, terraces, artificial hills, and waterfalls, all perfectly integrated, almost like an earthly paradise.

"What is this..."

Liu Xin’s face showed curiosity, while Wu Yun'er gasped in surprise: "A Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll."

"You actually recognize it?"

Lin Xuan’s expression also revealed a hint of astonishment. A Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll was indeed a spatial treasure. While some might have heard about it, recognizing one was truly rare.

Wu Yun'er had already figured out their whereabouts; now she recognized the Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll. This wasn’t by chance; clearly, she had extraordinary experiences.

"Disciple-niece just guessed, I’m not sure. Please forgive me, Uncle."

Seeing Lin Xuan raise his head, Wu Yun'er blushed and stammered.

"Haha, guessing correctly is quite impressive," said Lin Xuan nonchalantly, nodding in approval.

This wasn’t mere speculation; without any certainty, it would be impossible to guess correctly.

Even if it was a guess, recognizing the Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll was still remarkable.

"Indeed, Young Master’s words are correct."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, a flash of light appeared. A streak of dazzling light shot out from the scroll.

Soon, the light dispersed, revealing a breathtaking beauty: Yue'er!

Lin Xuan had left his beloved wife behind in the Momentary Heavenly Realm to enjoy a better environment than Tianji Manor. Despite Yue'er’s objections, he placed her there.

The inside was far superior to Tianji Manor.

Since it involved spatial laws, Wu Yun'er's extraordinary talent hadn’t allowed her to detect Yue'er beside Lin Xuan.

Their old friends had reunited, naturally filled with joy.

"By the way, how did you two arrive in the Spirit Realm?"

Lin Xuan was curious. While Wu Yun'er’s talent was slightly better, it wasn’t outstanding. As for Liu Xin, she had worked hard but her natural talent left much to be desired.

When Lin Xuan returned to the mortal realm by accident, he had given them some assistance. But flying to the Spirit Realm solely based on that help seemed too easy.

It was just a slim hope—less than one percent.

Back then, while Lin Xuan didn’t say anything, he knew that among the girls, only one would ascend to the Spirit Realm, and he would be content with that.

He never imagined that after a thousand years, Lu Ying'er, Liu Xin, and Wu Yun'er all arrived.

Although Lu Ying'er reincarnated, this method was special. Regardless, they had reunited.

What kind of adventures did Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er have?

Hearing Young Master’s inquiry, the two girls didn’t hide anything and began to narrate.

"It's a matter of chance. With your help, our cultivation greatly improved. However, over hundreds of years, only Sister Ying'er managed to break through the Separation stage."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was somewhat surprised.

Among the four girls, Ye Bin’er had the best natural talent, but it turned out that the one who broke through to the Separation stage first was Lu Ying'er, with less impressive资质.

The path of immortality indeed had many unpredictable factors; even geniuses couldn’t guarantee success.

Lin Xuan thought as he listened to the girls continue their narrative:

"But Sister Ying'er remained stuck at the early Separation stage. Such strength is too difficult to ascend to the Spirit Realm."

"Sister Ying'er then went out to travel, but for some reason, we lost contact and haven't heard from her since," said Liu Xin with a touch of sadness.

Lin Xuan smiled: "Stupid girls, don’t worry. I’ve seen Sister Ying'er; she’s fine."

"What? !" Liu Xin was overjoyed, tears streaming down her face as she eagerly asked more details.

Lin Xuan briefly explained, leaving the two girls speechless. Reincarnation and lost realms were already astonishing enough; meeting Young Master again after such experiences was sheer luck.

But being together was good. Thinking about someday reuniting with their sisters filled them with immense joy.

"How about you? How did you both arrive in the Spirit Realm, and where is Bin’er? Did she have any chance or fortune to ascend?" Lin Xuan’s expression showed a touch of sighing.

Knowing they couldn’t ask for too much, but Ye Bin’er’s absence was still a regret.

"We..." Liu Xin took a sip of tea before continuing: "Our cultivation didn't progress. With our lifespans nearing a century, we had to give up everything and seek opportunities."

"Ah, how did it go?"

"The outcome is as you might have guessed; our luck was truly good. We accidentally discovered an ancient altar and found the place where ancient Spirit Realm cultivators passed away," said Lin Xuan thoughtfully.
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"Master, what you said is correct. These seniors are all cultivators who have passed through the Tribulation."

"What?!"

Even with Lin Xuan's composure, he couldn't help but be shocked.

This was no surprise. In ancient times, Spirit Realm cultivators occasionally ventured to lower planes, but they were never notable figures.

Tribulation Stage? Are you kidding me?

In the Spirit Realm, they were elusive and hard to encounter. Why would they come to the human world where resources were scarce and thin in essence energy?

His mind was filled with astonishment. Such a high-ranking cultivator acting this way couldn't be without purpose. What secret did this entail? Unfortunately, despite his intelligence, Lin Xuan had too few pieces of information at hand.

He was at a loss.

However, soon, he recalled something. Before ascending to the Spirit Realm, he had discovered some secrets in the human world. Not far from Drifting Cloud Valley, there was an ancient city's ruins beneath the stream Leap Creek. It was also where he met Qin Yan for the first time.

She used an ancient teleportation array and disappeared somewhere unknown.

That was their last meeting before the Ten Thousand Mountains. When they met again, she had transformed into a Heavenly Demon.

These were scattered pieces of information, but when combined, it wasn't hard to deduce that demons from other worlds had appeared in the human world, and these Tribulation Stage seniors likely came here for extermination.

Unfortunately, their efforts ended in failure, and the human world became their final resting place.

Indeed, this was his guess. He doubted he would be wrong.

"Xin'er, did none of these seniors leave any last wishes?" Lin Xuan wanted to know more about the origins of what happened.

"No."

Liu Xin shook her head.

Lin Xuan sighed and decided not to mention it for now. The clues ended here.

---

"How did things proceed?"

"Afterward, we received the inheritance from Spirit Realm cultivators. Their techniques were incredibly divine, and some pills aided us. In just over a hundred years, we advanced to the Separation Stage."

Such rapid progress was astonishing, but it made sense that several high-ranking cultivators helped junior disciples at the Core Formation stage. There was no difficulty in making such progress.

Barriers meant nothing; advancement was inevitable.

Lin Xuan thought as he listened to the young woman's narration:

"We were overjoyed with this result and decided to break through the void, planning to ascend to the Spirit Realm."

"Mm."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Your luck is indeed good. You actually ascended directly to Rain Pine World."

He couldn't help but show a touch of envy on his face. The environment and resources in the small interface he visited were far inferior.

"We jest, Master. Although we had some luck, our perseverance can hardly compare to yours. In just a thousand years, you've advanced to the middle stage of Tribulation. Such speed has no precedent before or after. I couldn't even hope to catch up with your back."

Liu Xin spoke with admiration.

This wasn't flattery but from her heart.

"Stupid girl, don't be too modest. You and the others have also achieved great things."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly. Then his expression turned curious: "Peng'er? Where did she go? Why didn't she join you?"

"This...,"

The two women looked downcast. Wu Yun'er hesitated before speaking: "Uncle, we all ascended together with Sister Peng'er. But after arriving in the Spirit Realm, we couldn't find any trace of her. We don't know where she went."

"Yes, over these years, we've searched everywhere for Sister Peng'er's clues but found nothing," Liu Xin sighed.

"Then it is as you say, Peng'er must have gone to another interface."

Lin Xuan smiled gently. He didn't believe Peng'er had perished.

He'd seen such cases before; Moon had been even more extreme, ascending directly to the Netherworld.

"Do you think so?" The two women sighed in relief despite still being skeptical about what Master said.

"By the way, why did you conflict with others this time?"

After reminiscing, Lin Xuan began asking about their current trouble.

"It's all because of a treasure map."

"Pfft..."

Before Liu Xin could finish, Lin Xuan almost spat out his tea.

In saying that, one is often haunted by a snake for ten years. Despite Lin Xuan's composure and intelligence, the experience in the Ten Thousand Mountains left an indelible impression on him. He had encountered a Heavenly Demon there. Without Rain Pine Fairy's sword, he might not have escaped.

A treasure map was just a trap.

Lin Xuan had faced countless dangers since starting his cultivation journey, but this was one of them. To call it life-threatening would be accurate.

The mere mention of the word "treasure" made Lin Xuan uneasy.

Could there be another trap waiting for him?

He thought to himself as he saw the two girls' worried expressions.

Seeing Lin Xuan's pained expression, they were confused. Wu Yun'er quickly asked: "Uncle, what happened? Have you been in the Ten Thousand Mountains?"

"Ha ha, if I hadn't gone there, how could I be so wary?"

Lin Xuan sighed.

"Oh, that makes sense."

The two women understood and admired him. Over a dozen Tribulation Stage cultivators had perished in the Ten Thousand Mountains, including late-stage figures like Thunder Cloud Venerable and Princess Ten Thousand Jiaos, causing shockwaves across the three worlds.

They hadn't expected Master to escape such a perilous place alive. Indeed, his reaction was understandable.

"Master, you don't need to worry. This treasure map is real; it's not some Heavenly Demon's plot."

Liu Xin said firmly.

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan remained uninterested.

Even if it wasn't a trap, what difference did it make? Despite their rapid progress over the years, compared to him, they were still insignificant.

To be blunt, for them, treasures were precious; for him, they might not even be worth mentioning.

Despite his thoughts, Lin Xuan asked: "Do you know what the treasure is?"

"This..."

The two women hesitated. Liu Xin finally spoke up: "We're not entirely sure, but it seems to be something called the Seven Treasures of Māra."
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"What?"

Lin Xuan turned his head sharply, looking utterly surprised. "Xin'er, what do you think that treasure might be?"

As the saying goes, no coincidence is a coincidence. However, the girls' words still left Lin Xuan in shock... There was actually such an extraordinary coincidence in the world.

Just as he wanted to search for the Seven Treasures of Mordred, he had been struggling with lack of clues. Now, his chance came knocking on his door.

A treasure map?

Even if it might be a trap, he couldn't afford to miss this opportunity.

Prosperity lies in danger!

To Lin Xuan, the Seven Treasures of Mordred meant everything to Yue'er. After so much searching and failing to find them, this rare chance was something he had to seize firmly.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed, but the girls didn't know the significance of such a thing to their young master. They were momentarily stunned by his intense reaction.

"Young Master, what's wrong? Do you know what those Seven Treasures of Mordred are?" Liu Xin asked curiously.

"I naturally have an idea," Lin Xuan said resolutely with a smile. "This is extremely valuable to me and I must obtain it." "Do you girls already have the treasure map?"

"Yes, but only half of it."

Wu Yun'er sighed.

"How can that be just half?"

"This matter came about by chance...,"

Since Lin Xuan wanted to know the whole story, the two girls wouldn't hide anything. They were ready to speak their minds freely.

But at this moment, a light show appeared outside the cabin as a long-tailed fire dragon flew in from the outside.

The expressions of everyone present were somewhat startled.

Liu Xin's face was particularly grim. After reuniting with her young master, she had instructed them not to disturb him unless necessary. But now, despite their indifference, it seemed something major required her attention.

With a flick of her jade hand, Liu Xin suppressed the light from the transmission talisman and placed it in her palm.

She lowered her head slightly and delved into her mental awareness.

Her face turned even more grim.

"What's wrong?"

Lin Xuan wasn't concerned. Even if there were troubles, he was confident that his current strength would be enough to handle them.

"The main hall of the Mordred Sect is under attack by enemies and can no longer hold out."

"What?"

Wu Yun'er was equally alarmed. They had almost taken half of their sect's elite with them on this outing, but they hadn't expected an enemy to take advantage of their absence.

The mix of shock and anger!

"Young Master, look..."

Although they were the leaders of Mordred Sect, Lin Xuan was here now, so he would make the decision.

"How far is it from the main hall?"

"If we use the fastest speed of the spirit boat, it will take about a day."

"A day? That's not too far."

Lin Xuan smiled. He had already seen that the speed of this spirit boat was comparable to that of an early-stage Profound Daoist—quite fast.

But compared to him, it was nothing.

A day for the spirit boat wasn't short, but he could cover the distance in a mere cup of tea.

"Saving people is like extinguishing a fire. Let's go and relieve Mordred Sect."

Lin Xuan said this as the wisest choice at the moment. But Liu Xin shook her head. "Young Master, other disciples of our sect do not recognize you. If possible, bring me and Sister Yun along with you."

That made sense.

Adding two more people might seem troublesome, but Lin Xuan's current strength was negligible.

"Alright!"

So without hesitation, he agreed immediately.

"Thank you, Young Master."

"Thank you, Senior Uncle!"

Both girls' faces lit up with joy.

With the situation so urgent, Lin Xuan wouldn't waste any time. After exiting the spirit boat, he enveloped them in a green glow and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying off towards Mordred Sect.

His speed was astonishing, almost like teleportation to low-level cultivators—disappearing from one moment and reappearing far away in another.

The journey didn't require much description. They encountered no obstacles, and Lin Xuan's speed was indeed impressive.

In a short while, he approached the main hall of Mordred Sect.

Boom!

About a hundred miles away, he saw towering flames and heard thunderous explosions. Multicolored spiritual lights flickered everywhere, with some calls and curses reaching his ears.

Lin Xuan released his mental awareness and saw a mountain covered in pavilions and terraces—clearly the main hall of Cloud Concealing Sect.

However, the protective array had been breached. Countless cultivators were using their own life-bound treasures or secret talismans to fiercely attack each other.

The battle was intense, with Mordred Sect clearly at a disadvantage.

This wasn't hard to understand. The enemy was stronger, and Mordred Sect lacked leadership as both hall masters were out on this mission. Their remaining elite forces were far less than half of what they usually had.

Initially, the protective array provided some defense.

Now that the array had been broken, it was like a floodgate opening—defeat was inevitable.

If he arrived any later, Mordred Sect's cultivators might have scattered like birds and beasts.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan dared not waste any more time.

He enveloped himself in green light and flew directly towards the most intense battle area.

Before that, he had let Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er down.

Seeing their hall master return, Mordred Sect's cultivators' morale soared. While they couldn't turn defeat into victory, it did improve the situation on the battlefield.

Lin Xuan had his own plans.

He didn't know the details as he hadn't had time to fully investigate with the girls. Facing some low-level Spirit Formation cultivators, Lin Xuan wasn't interested in a massacre.

That would be too one-sided.

Instead of killing, capturing the leader was the most straightforward choice.

Lin Xuan released his mental awareness and quickly found an early-stage Profound Daoist nearby.

The chaos made it hard to see clearly at first. But this didn't matter.

With his opponent's cultivation at that level, he could be sure they were one of the leaders.

Regardless, he would capture him first.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan flew over.

Along the way, some foolish opponents tried to stop him, but their efforts had no effect on Lin Xuan.

Almost instantly, he was right in front of his target.

He raised his right hand and prepared to slash with a sword energy.

But then, his eyes widened as if he had seen something wrong.
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That Core Profound period cultivator was much younger than Lin Xuan had imagined, actually a seventeen or eighteen-year-old maiden.

Her hair cascaded like a waterfall of black silk, her oval face and small nose stood out. But it was particularly the pair of eyes that caught everyone's attention; they seemed to speak when she looked around.

What a charming young beauty.

Lin Xuan stared at her with wide eyes.

However, don't misunderstand—Lin Xuan wasn’t staring because of her beauty. Rather… he recognized her.

To be precise, not only did he recognize her, but he knew them well.

Lin Xuan was stunned for several seconds before exclaiming in surprise, "Yan'er, why are you here?"

"Master... Master?"

The beautiful maiden beside him was equally shocked, unable to believe what she saw.

Such a coincidence was beyond imagination. Lin Xuan had never expected to meet his beloved disciple under such circumstances. He hadn't even prepared for it.

Before he could fully process this thought, another familiar voice rang out: "Sister, the two leaders have returned. Why are you still here? Did you encounter an enemy? I'll help."

A brilliant light appeared before her words were finished, revealing a beautiful maiden slightly younger than Shangguan Yan, with a face that bore some resemblance but was more rounded and infant-like.

Without turning around, Lin Xuan knew who it was. The Shangguan sisters were his first disciples; though they had been apart for thousands of years, he couldn't forget their appearance and demeanor.

When Lin Xuan went to the Netherworld to find Yue'er, he had asked his senior brothers and sisters to bring them back from a small interface, but various coincidences prevented it. His elder brother Long had mentioned this matter, and although Lin Xuan felt regret, he didn't say much. With so many matters on his plate, he could only put off the matter for now.

Lin Xuan planned to personally go to retrieve them after finding the Seven Treasures of Naraka.

After all, they were his beloved disciples; how could he ignore them?

But before he could even leave, he met them here.

And in such circumstances.

Apart from being surprised, Lin Xuan was overjoyed. Whether this experience was extraordinary or not, meeting with two of his disciples brought him immense joy.

"Ying'er, why... you want to team up with Yan'er and defeat me, your master?"

Lin Xuan's mood was excellent as he joked around.

Shangguan Ying stood there in shock, her large eyes wide open. She rubbed her eyes: "M-Master?"

"It's me, I am. Why are the two of you here?" Lin Xuan laughed heartily.

"Master!"

Shangguan Xiang followed suit, confirming that she hadn't mistaken him. With a lively personality, she had forgotten the setting and hugged Lin Xuan, sobbing like a weeping willow.

"Master, this is wonderful! I thought I would never see you again."

The little girl cried as she spoke.

Such an outcome left the surrounding cultivators speechless. Especially those from the Hundred Grass Sect who had come to support their two ladies, all of them staring wide-eyed in disbelief.

This boy isn't an enemy; why did Second Miss embrace him? And call him... master?

Was something wrong with their minds? Although the cultivation world was full of wonders, this was too unbelievable. Perhaps they were under some powerful illusion.

Before he could process this thought, another astonishing scene unfolded: "Master!"

Shangguan Yan also sobbed and hugged Lin Xuan, just like her sister.

While Shangguan Ying's personality was more reserved, she still held deep respect for her master. Seeing him now filled her with such joy that words failed her; all she could do was cry into his embrace as tears streamed down her porcelain face.

Lin Xuan's expression turned awkward but joyful. He had come here to help the Vexing Pavilion, but this unexpected turn of events left him flabbergasted.

Wait... wouldn't the sect with half the treasure map and currently clashing with the Vexing Pavilion be the Hundred Grass Sect?

This thought emerged in Lin Xuan's mind. Although it was just a guess, he found it increasingly plausible.

Otherwise, how could Shangguan sisters end up here?

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt both amused and surprised.

It really was like the gods were playing a joke on him—strangers not recognizing each other in their own family.

Fortunately, fate had been kind to him. At this critical moment, he reunited with them.

Otherwise, if the Vexing Pavilion clashed with the Hundred Grass Sect, it would be a dilemma regardless of who won or lost. Lin Xuan would have been deeply disappointed.

Thankfully, they hadn't reached that point yet.

Withdrawing now was still possible.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief.

...

The entire process seemed complicated, but the meeting and recognition between Lin Xuan and his two disciples didn’t take long. However, as their leaders, this battle’s outcome had already garnered attention from many cultivators.

Everyone wanted to see who would win. But what they got was an unexpected result that left them speechless.

All were stunned.

The nearby cultivators paused first; although they hadn't fully understood the situation, most cultivators were smart enough to realize there must be a misunderstanding between their own people. Why continue fighting when both leaders shook hands?

Thus, the sounds of combat gradually diminished as many retracted their treasures and the bright light began to fade.

From afar, Wu Yun'er and Liu Xin noticed something amiss. The two women flew over in a flash.

No one stopped them; whether from the Vexing Pavilion or the Hundred Grass Sect, everyone was confused and eager for someone to clarify the situation quickly.

Under such circumstances, they arrived almost instantly. Shangguan Ying and Shangguan Yan still clung to Lin Xuan, sobbing uncontrollably.

Such a result left them speechless, as if they had seen things wrong.

After a long while, one of them finally spoke: "Young Master, what... is happening?"

"Young Master?"

Shangguan Yan turned around and saw the two Pavilion Masters. Her face showed surprise as well: "Master, you... recognize these two."
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"Ah."

Lin Xuan nodded. Then, his frown deepened as if he had just remembered something important. "You girls, quickly get everyone to stop fighting. No more fighting."

"Yes, Master."

The Shangguan sisters complied without hesitation. As for Wu Yun'er and Liu Xin, although they still didn't fully understand the situation, their respect for Lin Xuan was unparalleled.

As the young master said, that's how it would be done.

Since he had given such instructions, there must have been a reason.

Thus, the girls hurriedly took out command talismans, issuing orders one after another. The nearby cultivators who had already noticed something amiss quickly received these commands due to Lin Xuan's presence. A major disaster was thus concealed without anyone realizing it.

With this matter concluded for now, the girls' doubts remained unresolved. Forcing enemies into allies would leave any reasonable person with lingering questions.

"Master, what exactly happened?"

Shangguan Ling spoke in a playful manner, despite not having seen each other for a thousand years. She snuggled close to Lin Xuan's side as if they had just met.

"How did this happen? I'm also curious—how could the Baxuan Sect end up fighting with the Baicao Sect?"

Lin Xuan said irritably.

Even thinking about it was bewildering, let alone trying to explain how fate had brought them together in such a way.

"Um..."

The four girls blushed as they listened. However, explaining why two major sects were at odds wasn't simple. Even Wu Yun'er, known for her eloquence, found herself speechless.

"Alright, this isn't the place to talk. Let's first order everyone to rest and recover from their injuries. I don't care about anything else, but Baxuan Sect must not conflict with Baicao Sect anymore."

"Yes!"

Although the girls were still unclear on what had happened, they could guess a bit from how Lin Xuan was addressed. Since they were now part of his family, there would be no more disputes over treasure maps.

Following Lin Xuan's instructions, they went down to convey these orders again.

Soon everything was settled. As Baxuan Sect’s main base, Liu Xin took charge and provided accommodations for the Baicao Sect cultivators.

Those who needed healing were treated, while those needing rest could recuperate.

The girls continued to surround Lin Xuan as they flew towards the mountains' depths. Soon, a magnificent building appeared before them, with a particularly eye-catching tower that stood out among the structures.

This scene was familiar.

Lin Xuan's mind drifted back a thousand years. When he returned to the mortal realm, Baxuan Sect’s main base, Lingyun Valley, had looked just like this.

With time and circumstances changing, memories overlapped with what they saw now.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he observed these two girls' nostalgia. The layout of the main base was exactly the same as it had been in the past.

"Young Master, please."

Liu Xin blushed and waved her hand to open the gates of the tower.

Soon, they arrived at the seventh floor hall.

"Please, Young Master, take your seat."

All cultivators were chased out by the girls. Liu Xin served tea while Wu Yun'er prepared wine and fruit for Lin Xuan. The Shangguan sisters stood respectfully on one side.

"Alright, tell me, what exactly happened?"

"Master, we wanted to ask you as well—how did you end up here? And how could Baxuan Sect be related to us?"

Shangguan Ling, lively and impulsive, began questioning Lin Xuan before he had a chance to answer his own question.

Lin Xuan was speechless. This girl showed no respect for her master.

Well, that wasn't entirely true—her personality and the casual way he treated them played a part in this.

He smiled but didn’t take offense. Seeing the other girls' curious expressions, he decided not to keep secrets any longer. He explained their connection with Yue'er.

"Ah! That makes sense!"

The girls sighed in relief as they exchanged looks without hostility.

They were also amazed by how strange fate could be. It was no exaggeration to say that this situation mirrored the old saying about a flood washing away one's own temple.

"Both young masters,芯儿 didn't know you were Young Master's disciples before. Please forgive us."

Liu Xin bowed gracefully and apologized sincerely.

"Don't worry, Sister Core. This conflict between two major sects was our fault for being too rash. As for calling you 'young master,' we can never bear that title. You have been by Master's side since the mortal realm. We are merely junior disciples. Please take care of us in the future."

Shangguan Yan quickly returned her bow, and her response was quite proper. Lin Xuan’s expression showed satisfaction.

"Though it may seem so, there must be a hierarchy..."

"Why do you say that too, Yun'er sister? If Young Master is my senior, then I am your senior as well. Please accept this small girl's bow."

"Ying'er sister, please get up. I can't bear such honor."

People say three women make a play. This was true in the mortal realm and even more so in the cultivation world.

Just moments ago, they had been acting like children, but now each one was more polite than the last.

Hearing them argue politely, Lin Xuan’s head throbbed as he coughed lightly. "Alright, we cultivators don't need to be so formal. Just call each other sisters from now on."

"Yes, Senior Master."

"Yes, Master."

"Master, I understand."

...

With this matter settled, everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Lin Xuan asked the main question: "Yan'er, Ying'er, how did you two end up in the Rain桐 Realm?"

After all, the Spirit Realm was vast with hundreds of small realms. Cultivators at the Transcendence stage had mastered the laws of the universe and could traverse these realms.

This wasn't unusual.

However, despite their rapid progress, the Shangguan sisters were still far from reaching the Transcendence stage. How did they end up here?

Lin Xuan was left bewildered by this.

"We came to Rain桐 Realm through a chance encounter. Do you remember the ruins sea?"

"The ruins sea in the chaotic sea?"

"Exactly that," Shangguan Ying nodded and smiled.

"Were we brought here because of the ruins sea?"

Lin Xuan pondered, lowering his head.

Indeed, when he first arrived in the Spirit Realm, the small realm where he ascended was resource-poor compared to Rain桐 Realm. The air was thin with little spirit energy. But it wasn't entirely useless.

Besides, the ruins sea was well-known throughout the entire Spirit Realm.
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The Sea of Ruins, as the name suggests, naturally comes with its share of stories and legends.

In ancient times, it is said that King Asura led阴司鬼物 to massacre the Spirit Realm, causing rivers of blood to flow.

Later, True Immortals descended. In a battle at the Polar Yuan Guang Pavilion, King Asura did not survive.

Although the cost to the True Immortals was also immense, the阴司界's army lost its leader. The Spirit Realm seized this opportunity and launched a counterattack. The ghostly armies were defeated, and Heavenly Saber Bright King led his remnants here. However, the top-notch cultivators of the Spirit Realm did not give up easily; the Ten Thousand Serpent King followed closely.

In the ensuing battle, blood flowed like rivers once more. Heavenly Saber Bright King retreated to the阴司界, but many of his subordinates perished. The Sea of Ruins was thus the remains of this ancient battlefield.

Originally, it wasn't a sea at all; only the terrifying powers of two top-notch cultivators could transform it into its current form over time.

The Sea of Ruins, as an ancient battlefield, naturally left behind many treasures. However, the residual禁制 were formidable, and for Lin Xuan, they posed no significant challenge. But in those days, even he was hesitant to venture there.

"Is it true that you two went to the Sea of Ruins after mastering your techniques?" Lin Xuan said with some surprise.

"Yes."

Shangguan Yan nodded: "It was Ling'er's idea. Back then, we were just curious."

"Curious?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless; it could be considered sheer recklessness. Even he hesitated to go there back then after much thought.

"Later on, did you have any good收获s in the Sea of Ruins?"

"The Master is right. However, our decision was too hasty. The Sea of Ruins still harbors countless禁制. Back then, we almost perished inside," Shangguan Ling said, patting her chest with a look of lingering fear.

"How so? Are you now afraid?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and cry.

"Don't mock me, Ling'er knows she was wrong. But back then, our luck was indeed good. We managed to navigate through the dangers in the Sea of Ruins and obtained many treasures as a result. Otherwise, our cultivation speed wouldn't have improved so dramatically."

"Improved so dramatically?"

Lin Xuan looked at the two girls; they were now at the Cave Profound stage, whereas he left them as Spirit婴s. Such an improvement was indeed commendable, and saying "improved so dramatically" wasn't far off.

"By the way, Master, what cultivation realm are you in now? Have you already reached the Separation of Consciousness stage?" Shangguan Ling said with a bit of coquetry.

She had secretly scanned them using her divine sense but found no effect. The conclusion was that it was beyond comprehension; she still didn't know what cultivation realm Master was at.

"I am not in the Separation of Consciousness stage anymore."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smug smile, and the girls around him smiled coyly.

"What? You are not a Separation of Consciousness cultivator anymore?"

The Shangguan sisters were speechless; they were stunned for a moment.

They had been apart from Master for only a few thousand years. Using this time, she progressed to the Cave Profound stage, which was already impressive. But what about Master...

If he wasn't in the Separation of Consciousness stage, then there could only be one possibility: had Master reached the Transcendence realm?

But how likely was that?

Their current knowledge was considerable; they knew from experience how difficult it was to progress from the Cave Profound stage to the Transcendence realm.

It was simply too unbelievable!

However, despite their shock, they also knew that Master's character would never lie.

If he said he was in the Transcendence realm, then he truly was.

"Master, you are truly impressive!"

The two girls had nothing left to say but admiration. The expression on their faces was full of reverence; it was a blessing from the heavens to have such a great being as their master.

Lin Xuan smiled. To reach this stage, he too had endured much hardship.

But compared to his achievements, the sweat and effort were insignificant.

"Enough about me. What did you two encounter in the Sea of Ruins?" Lin Xuan said with some curiosity.

"We report to Master. Ling'er was bold but not reckless; we didn't initially plan on going to the fifth layer. We only wanted to explore the earlier layers, hoping to find useful treasures," Shangguan Ling interjected: "But..."

"How so?"

"Unexpectedly, there were more禁制 than we imagined." Shangguan Ling said: "We got lost in the maze and ended up at the fifth layer."

"Oh, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. He knew Ling'er's character; she was bold but not reckless. This explanation made sense—they stumbled upon the fifth layer by chance rather than intention.

Speaking of which, it seemed both girls were indeed fortunate. The fifth layer of the Sea of Ruins could be perilous even for Separation of Consciousness cultivators!

Thinking about this, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. Fortunately, everything was over now.

"What happened next?" Lin Xuan asked.

"We accidentally ended up in the fifth layer and were both frightened and surprised. We didn't dare to move at first but staying there wouldn't have helped us. So we had no choice but to muster our courage and slowly look for a way out," Shangguan Ling said, looking pitifully.

"Little girl, do you know fear?"

"Don't mock me, Master." Shangguan Ling said pitifully: "Disciple knows she was wrong, but luck was on my side. Not only did I not perish, but I also obtained the legacy of an ancient cultivator."

"The legacy of an ancient cultivator?" Lin Xuan was moved and yet speechless; this experience seemed similar to Wu Yun'er's and Liu Xin's.

Indeed, these girls had been incredibly lucky, having survived many dangerous situations and ended up with numerous benefits.

Lin Xuan thought as much while the girl continued: "Master said that Ling'er and I have the雷魂冰魄constitution. Ordinary techniques wouldn't show any benefits; we need to pair them with ancient cultivators' techniques for full effect."

"Correct, I did say that. Did you find a corresponding technique?" This result was somewhat unexpected.

Though thousands of years had passed since their separation, Lin Xuan never forgot his quest for suitable cultivation techniques for the two girls. Thanks to diligence, he found what he needed in the ruins of the lost world, among the remains of the Mo Yue Clan.

Lin Xuan felt pleased; it turned out that Shangguan had her own experiences and found a fitting technique on her own without relying on him.
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The two girls' good fortune was truly profound. Lin Xuan felt joy for his apprentices, though he still harbored some doubts.

"Your luck has been quite good this time. But why did you end up in the Rain桐 Realm?"

Lin Xuan genuinely wondered about this point. Although the Ruins Sea was mysterious, it ultimately consisted of ancient battlefields, and there should be no inter-realm teleportation arrays based on reason or emotion.

"We encountered a spatial vortex."

"What? A spatial vortex?" Lin Xuan was dumbfounded, unable to believe his ears for a moment.

These two girls not only had such deep good fortune but were also incredibly lucky. Even entering a spatial vortex didn't guarantee survival; they had managed to make it safely to the Rain桐 Realm without any casualties.

This must be their great luck and good fortune!

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a touch of sympathy on his face.

Although these two girls had narrowly escaped with their lives, they must have endured much hardship in that vortex.

Fortunately, surviving such a calamity brought good fortune. Everything was now behind them.

He would take care of his apprentices; he wouldn't let them endure such hardships again.

"Fei'er, Yan'er, you shouldn't be so impulsive from now on. With me as your master, no one will bully you."

"Thank you, Master."

The two girls smiled warmly and bowed slightly. Meeting their master again was truly wonderful.

"By the way, did your conflict with the Fluttering Cloud Pavilion have anything to do with a treasure map?"

"Master, how could you know?" Shangguan Fei blurted out, then turned red: "Disciple is so foolish; it must be Sister Liu Xin who told you."

"Indeed. The Seven Treasures of Nirvana are very useful to me. Hand over the treasure map."

"Yes, Master."

Shangguan Yan did not hesitate and reached into her waistband, retrieving a jade cylinder that was in tatters, barely half remaining.

"This is the treasure map?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise.

"Correct!"

Liu Xin confidently confirmed this.

She then performed the same action, taking out the jade cylinder from her storage bracelet with a flick of her hand. The surface shimmered as she extracted it.

The girls were all intelligent and guessed that the Seven Treasures of Nirvana were extraordinary treasures. However, they did not hesitate to comply when Lin Xuan desired them.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He examined the two halves of the jade cylinder, which were both in poor condition but radiated an ancient aura from their surfaces.

Clearly, these were no ordinary items.

Lin Xuan took them and played with them for a moment before inhaling deeply. Auras of five colors gathered around his body as he focused on his palm.

Suddenly, something incredible happened. The two halves of the jade cylinder began to merge in the dazzling light. This process lasted about the time it takes to drink tea.

The light dissipated, revealing a new and intact jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan's magical techniques were truly astonishing; no one could match his effortless mastery.

The girls' expressions showed admiration. If they had obtained the treasure map, they would have spent much effort to restore it, but none of them could achieve such ease as Lin Xuan did.

However, Lin Xuan showed no pride and lowered his head slightly, sinking his consciousness into the jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan's expression was so focused that his face changed with the passage of time. The girls remained silent, carefully observing him.

Seeing this, they felt a bit surprised.

Just a treasure map, yet their master's expression was so serious—could there be something more?

Moon's face showed some tension as well. Although she was content to stay by her young master's side, as a cultivator, she couldn't help but hope for power. If she could recover the power of the Nirvana King, Moon would be very happy.

In any case, this was an opportunity not to be missed. Given their master's expression, it seemed there might be significant difficulties.

"Master, what is wrong?"

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan sighed and handed Rain桐 Realm to Moon.

Moon was taken aback as she accepted the realm and delved into her consciousness.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan inwardly scoffed. Despite his preparations, he realized that this quest for the Seven Treasures of Nirvana had been more challenging than expected.

A small mistake could lead to a huge error.

The ear ring of the Seven Treasures of Nirvana was not in Rain桐 Realm; it was merely an entrance.

Indeed, an entrance!

When Lin Xuan first saw the treasure map, he was confused. Only after reading it did he understand its true meaning.

It turned out that the ear ring of the Seven Treasures of Nirvana was hidden in the True Spirit Realm.

The True Spirit Realm was also known as the True Spirit Space, a habitat for true spirits.

True spirits were unique entities distinct from cultivators and ordinary beasts. They had the ability to shatter space and could be seen within the Three Realms.

However, seeing true spirits was rare; they mostly resided in their own territories—the True Spirit Realm.

What exactly is the True Spirit Realm?

It's difficult to explain with words. In essence, it lies between the Spirit Realm and the Immortal Realm, a collection of interfaces.

The term "collection" means that each True Spirit Realm could only accommodate one true spirit.

For example, the Phoenix Realm housed the phoenix, while the Black Tortoise Realm hosted the black tortoise.

Even advanced cultivators like those who had passed their tribulation were unlikely to enter these realms.

This was because the location of the True Spirit Space was extremely elusive. Even if a tribulation-stage cultivator could shatter space, accurately reaching it would be challenging.

A moment's inattention could lead one into a spatial vortex.

Thus, advanced beings generally avoided such risks unless necessary.

The treasure map clearly indicated that by accessing a specific spatial node within Rain桐 Realm, one could reach the True Spirit Space.

To be honest, if Lin Xuan knew the location of the spatial nodes, he would not fear most True Spirit Realms. With his current strength, he had the power to challenge ordinary true spirits and likely win.

However, this particular destination made him wary: it was called the Burial Grounds of True Spirits.

As its name suggests, it was the resting place of true spirits.

Just hearing this name sent a chill down one's spine.

Lin Xuan was speechless. How could the ear ring of the Seven Treasures of Nirvana be buried there?

PS: It's Monday; please vote for recommendation tickets. I've been busy visiting relatives during the holiday, so it has been quite hectic.
第三千五百二十一章 真灵秘境

Lin Xuan lowered his head in thought, feeling the heavy atmosphere. Naturally, he did not dare to speak much and stood quietly by the side.

For a moment, the air seemed to have frozen.

In this silence, a short while passed. The moon looked up: "Young Master, could this teleportation array be another trap set by someone?"

As they say, once bitten by a snake, one fears even ropes for ten years.

During their treasure hunt in the Ten Thousand Mountains last time, they almost fell into an irreversible situation. Emotionally and logically, how could Mo'er not have any reservations?

After all, just from its name alone, the place where true spirits are buried was much more terrifying than the Ten Thousand Mountains.

Although Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed that of his peers, such a place would be impossible to tread lightly upon. Even late-stage cultivators had to proceed with caution; one misstep could lead to their downfall.

Thus, Mo'er's face was filled with worry.

"Based on the description in this jade cylinder, it should not be false!"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and said after a moment of contemplation. After all, whether it was the Buxian Pavilion or the Hundred Grass Sect, they had obtained treasure maps through sheer luck. Even true immortals could not have anticipated their presence here and obtaining a complete treasure map.

Since everything was unpredictable, how could he calculate his own fate?

Therefore, it could be inferred that this treasure map should not be fake.

Lin Xuan's analysis was simple and logical. The girls nodded in agreement, feeling that Young Master's guess had no deviation; the situation would indeed be as such.

...

"Indeed, but what is a place where true spirits are buried?"

Mo'er's face showed concern. Just the name alone was terrifying, let alone its actual nature.

"This..."

Lin Xuan's expression was equally stunned. To be honest, among his peers in cultivation, he had detailed knowledge of true spirits due to sheer luck.

But that was relative. Lin Xuan had only been on the path of cultivation for a short time; this place where true spirits were buried was something new to him. Of course, he could not answer Mo'er's doubts.

"Young Master, perhaps we should not go."

Mo'er bit her lip and softly said.

"Not going?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Yes, too dangerous. I am already very satisfied just being with Young Master; let us not seek out the Seven Treasures of Māra."

Frankly speaking, Mo'er's decision made her feel不舍 (unwilling to part), but she truly did not want to see Young Master risk himself for her sake. Safety was bliss, and the glory of the King of Māra, or supreme power in the world, were just fleeting.

To say that Mo'er had no desire at all would be a lie, but compared to Young Master's safety, it was insignificant.

There were priorities; survival in the cultivation realm required choices. Mo'er preferred to live with Lin Xuan in blissful seclusion.

Such a decision was good, but could things really be so simple?

As they say, one is bound by circumstances in this world and beyond.

Secular life was like that, and so was the cultivation realm.

Did Lin Xuan want to take risks? He certainly did not wish to be involved with what happened in ancient times. But some things were not something you could avoid just by wanting to.

Mo'er did not want to be the King of Māra, but her enemies from a past life would not let her go easy. Troubles would eventually come knocking on their door.

The idea of living like recluses was too naive.

As fish meat and people as knives and cutting boards, the only way to avoid that fate was to enhance one's strength.

To retreat in face of danger?

Lin Xuan never did so.

Prosperity comes from taking risks!

One must not fear difficulties if seeking eternal life.

Indeed, a place where true spirits are buried was extremely dangerous. But his own strength had changed significantly.

Facing ordinary late-stage cultivators would not be daunting; finding treasures there was not impossible.

Mo'er was his wife, and he naturally took responsibility for her matters.

Moreover, misfortune may turn into good fortune, and the place of true spirit burial, while perilous, might offer unexpected rewards besides the Seven Treasures of Māra.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were not baseless. Just thinking about it, there would surely be many relics related to true spirits in such a place.

True spirits, one of the most powerful beings across the three realms, even the weakest could match late-stage cultivators. And stronger true spirits, like true dragons and phoenixes, even true immortals did not dare claim they had a chance to defeat them.

Their remains were priceless treasures; there was no mistake about that.

Moreover, his cultivation techniques were closely related to true spirits. If he found the blood of one or two powerful true spirits there, this journey would not be in vain.

The jade cylinder indeed contained treasure maps, marking spatial nodes for entering the place where true spirits are buried.

Lin Xuan believed that other late-stage cultivators who obtained such treasures would certainly not miss out on the opportunity and would head to seek them.

Without the Seven Treasures of Māra, just the items related to true spirits were enough to drive cultivators mad.

...

Lin Xuan's eyes showed determination. Clearly, his mind was made up.

Seeing this, Mo'er sighed but no longer tried to persuade him further. The other girls, although also worried, had no room to speak their minds due to their lower cultivation levels.

Cave Profound Stage was considered high-level cultivators, but compared to true spirits, the gap was too great.

Since they could not understand the strength of that realm, there was no point in trying to persuade him.

In silence for a moment, Wu Yun'er spoke first: "Senior Uncle, when do you plan to set off?"

The other girls also showed concern.

Meeting Young Master was so hard; having to part ways again made them very reluctant.

Of course, the girls were all mature cultivators and did not fuss or whine. They respected Lin Xuan's decision.

"Let's not rush."

Lin Xuan sighed.

As they say, impatience eats hot tofu. Knowing this journey was extremely dangerous, he would not blindly set off; preparations needed to be made for unforeseen circumstances.

Without mentioning else, first and foremost, Lin Xuan had to clarify what the place where true spirits are buried entailed.

After all, it was a new term to him, though one could make some guesses from its meaning.

But guessing was just that—guessing. Who knew if it would be off by a hair?

Given his nature, he certainly would not make such a careless mistake.

Thus, he had to clarify this point.

That was the first reason.

The second reason was that they had finally met; Lin Xuan could not simply take their treasure maps and leave without looking back. That would be bullying the weak, which he definitely would not do.

The Shangguan sisters were his beloved disciples, and Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er treated him with deep affection.

Therefore, Lin Xuan planned to stay for a while to guide them in cultivation.
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Lin Xuan shared his plans, and the four women were overjoyed upon hearing them.

After such a long time apart from Master Shi, they naturally didn't want to part ways so soon. Although there was no such thing as a banquet that never ends in this world, every moment of reunion was precious.

Looking at the genuine joy on their faces, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment. Who said the cultivation realm was all about cunning and deceit? These girls were incredibly considerate towards him.

...

With matters settled for now, Lin Xuan went down with Yue'er to rest. As for the four girls, there were still many sect affairs that awaited their attention.

Though these women appeared submissive before Lin Xuan, they were actually the heads of their respective sects—Cultivators of the Profound Dao—and even in Yu Tong World, they could be considered quite powerful.

As the saying goes, "No fighting, no friendship." Initially, Hundred Grass Sect and Drifting Cloud Pavilion had clashed over a treasure map. Now, because of Lin Xuan, their enmity turned into friendship.

Upon hearing about the true intentions behind Drifting Cloud Pavilion's establishment, Shangguan Ling said, "Sister, why don't we merge our Hundred Grass Sect with Drifting Cloud Pavilion?"

"Merging with Drifting Cloud Pavilion?"

Shangguan Yan was taken aback and frowned slightly. "Why, sister? Are you unwilling?"

"Stupid girl, I didn’t forbid it; I just never expected you to come up with such a good idea."

A hint of smile played on Shangguan Yan's lips.

Indeed, they were born into Hundred Grass Sect, but merging wouldn't be considered betraying their ancestors. After all, the founder of Hundred Grass Sect, Fairy Hundred Grass, lived millions of years ago.

If she hadn’t advanced to the Transcendation Stage, she would likely have perished long ago. She had never done much for Shangguan sisters in her lifetime.

However, Lin Xuan was different. If it weren't for meeting his master, Hundred Grass Sect would have been completely wiped out by someone else.

Lin Xuan not only saved their lives but also taught them; back then, when he took both Shangguan and Ling as disciples, they were still far from the Foundation Establishment stage.

Without his master's meticulous guidance and generous provision of various medicinal pills, it was hard to imagine how they could have achieved what they had today. They might not even have reached the Condensation Core Stage or perished long ago.

Though this sounded absurd, Shangguan Yan felt that she hadn’t exaggerated. Their greatest wish over these years had been to reunite with their master.

Now that heaven had granted them this reunion, Shangguan Yan’s joy was indescribable. Merging Hundred Grass Sect with Drifting Cloud Pavilion seemed perfectly reasonable and even met everyone's expectations.

...

To her surprise, her sister had thought of the same thing.

With identical opinions, both sisters were in high spirits. Next, they went to find Wu Yun'er and Liu Xin to discuss it further. Such good news couldn’t be refused by reason or emotion alike.

The outcome was naturally a happy one for all.

Thus, Hundred Grass Sect merged with Drifting Cloud Pavilion, the two sects becoming one. Past grievances were put aside as if forgotten in the wind.

Drifting Cloud Pavilion now had four new Pavilion Masters, and Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling speechless when he found out that the girls had sworn brotherhood.

When Lin Xuan learned this, he was genuinely surprised. Turning enemies into friends to such an extent was truly astonishing.

But regardless of how it happened, Lin Xuan was more than happy with the result and let them do as they pleased.

The merger went smoothly since the cultivation world valued strength above all else. With Lin Xuan, a Transcendation Stage veteran, as their Pavilion Master, the new Drifting Cloud Pavilion saw eager cultivators flocking in, rejoicing at the opportunity to join. There was no opposition from anyone.

In short, everything proceeded smoothly.

The girls worked efficiently and cooperatively, handling things with ease.

Next came the reconstruction of Drifting Cloud Pavilion’s main hall. No need to choose a new location; this place had an excellent environment.

Although the new Drifting Cloud Pavilion would have more members than before, the area's Spirit Veins were vast enough. They just needed to build more pavilions and terraces.

Each cultivator could then select their own location to establish a cave dwelling based on their strength.

These tasks were familiar to the girls as each sect required that the location of one’s cave dwelling corresponded with their cultivation level.

They didn’t need to worry too much about these matters. As cultivators, building some pavilions and terraces was easy with earth-based spells.

Soon, Drifting Cloud Pavilion's new main hall took shape. Next came setting up traps and prohibitions.

The sect’s protective array was a top priority.

A sect’s defensive capabilities were closely tied to the strength of its members and the quality of its arrays and prohibitions.

Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore this; as a Transcendation Stage veteran, his array tools far surpassed those of other cultivators at the same level. He had plenty of them that he didn't need, finding their power unremarkable.

But for Drifting Cloud Pavilion, these array tools would make it virtually impenetrable.

Even against Transcendation Stage cultivators, they could withstand a few moments. With hundreds or even thousands of Spirit Transformation Stage cultivators, breaking through the sect was nearly impossible.

The result far exceeded the girls' expectations, and their joy knew no bounds.

However, there was no need to express gratitude to the young master; that would be too formal.

With this matter settled, Lin Xuan began guiding the girls in their cultivation.

First, he asked them to hand over the cultivation methods they were currently practicing for him to study. Indeed, these techniques were challenging and far more complex than expected—truly worthy of ancient cultivators.

Lin Xuan hadn’t practiced any of these techniques before, making his understanding vastly superior to theirs.

With Lin Xuan’s guidance, it was like listening to a lecture that made all the difficult parts clear. Their cultivation speed improved dramatically.

And Lin Xuan's help didn't end there. He gave them numerous medicinal pills, which would greatly assist their advancement. Obtaining Danjing Pills at the Profound Dao stage was extremely difficult for other cultivators, but as a Transcendation Stage veteran, he could easily obtain such high-grade pills without much effort.

His storage bag contained many of these, and now he generously distributed them to the girls.
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Cultivation, cultivation—effort and opportunity are what it's all about.

Effort is something that almost every cultivator on the path to immortality lacks. However, opportunities often defy clear explanation; their scope can be vast.

A master’s guidance, the concentration of a spirit vein—yet the most crucial factors are elixirs and various treasures from heaven and earth.

Spirit herbs are hard to come by. Even in the Spirit Realm, relative to the number of cultivators, they are few and far between. Especially those that enhance one's cultivation power or help break through bottlenecks; these are what dream cultivators seek but rarely obtain.

Yet Lin Xuan was distributing them like cabbage to his four young ladies.

With his assistance, their cultivation speed had soared beyond measure. In just a month, the Shangguan sisters had both advanced to the Intermediate Stage of Profound Knowledge!

Of course, it wasn't solely due to Lin Xuan’s help; the two girls’ innate talents were already impressive. Coupled with ancient techniques, they truly excelled, achieving their advancement through accumulation and release.

Intermediate Stage of Profound Knowledge!

This left Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er in awe.

Even if their progress was swift, it couldn’t compare to that of legendary bodies.

However, envy aside, the two girls were not jealous.

Everyone has their own destiny; one cannot force things.

Satisfied with his master’s guidance, Lin Xuan had indeed not wasted his efforts. And in return, the Eagle Nest Pavilion had given him something back.

Though the strength of the sect’s cultivators meant little to Lin Xuan, gathering information was still feasible.

Six months passed like water; swiftly. In this newly built main hall of the Eagle Nest Pavilion, Lin Xuan stayed for about half a year, providing as much help as possible to his young ladies and the pavilion.

For a cultivator, six months wasn’t long, but the progress of the girls was rapid.

Lin Xuan felt gratified that he hadn’t wasted his efforts.

The Eagle Nest Pavilion had also rewarded him.

Though the strength of the sect’s cultivators meant little to Lin Xuan, gathering information was still feasible. Six months, though not too long, saw countless cultivators dispatched by the Eagle Nest Pavilion in search of ancient texts related to the burial grounds of true spirits.

Their goal was to find clues about these burial sites.

The process proved far more challenging than anticipated. The records in the ancient texts were scanty. Even very old ones only offered fragmented descriptions.

But hard work pays off. Through piecing together information, Lin Xuan finally had a clear picture of where the true spirit burial grounds were located.

True spirits’ burial grounds—by their name, these are the graves of true spirits. It’s well known that true spirits are immensely powerful; even the weakest can match old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Stronger ones, like true dragons, rainbow phoenixes, and nine-headed serpents, dare not claim they could defeat them.

True spirits’ power is widely recognized. But what if? Even the mightiest can fall. True spirits have weaknesses; their vitality is formidable, but once injured, recovery becomes difficult.

How does this work?

Once severely wounded, over time, injuries worsen instead of heal until death.

This sounds unbelievable, but true spirits are like that. The laws of heaven dictate it. Their weakness makes them more likely to die after severe injury.

Of course, such powerful beings rarely get injured. But once seriously hurt and not dying on the spot, they would head to their burial grounds, where they would sleep forever.

No one knows why.

The location of these burial grounds is also extremely mysterious; ancient texts don’t mention it. But that’s fine because Lin Xuan already knew its whereabouts from a treasure map.

Everything was in place.

Thus, Lin Xuan bid farewell to his young ladies and set off with Yue'er for the true spirit burial grounds, located on another plane. He knew the spatial node leading there from Rain桐界.

The Shangguan sisters and Liu Xin were naturally reluctant but understood that all good things must come to an end. They tearfully saw Lin Xuan off.

...

Parting ways with old friends, Lin Xuan embarked on a new journey, enduring hardship and fatigue along the way. Fortunately, he encountered no major troubles.

After all, as a Tribulation Transcending cultivator, danger was unlikely.

But Rain桐界’s vastness was truly overwhelming; it took him nearly half a year to reach his destination by flying swiftly.

If not for his speed, lesser cultivators might never find the spatial node in their lifetimes.

In the midst of these mountains, Xiyong Mountain was obscure. Who would have thought that it led to true spirit space?

The records in the Jade Cylinder were likely correct; after all, this item was left behind by the Arhats.

As for why it happened in her past life, Yue'er couldn’t remember. Her memories hadn't fully returned.

In any case, caution was needed on this trip.

After so much travel, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a sense of accomplishment as he looked at the mountains before him.

His spiritual awareness naturally expanded.

But soon, his brows furrowed in surprise; a look of unexpectedness appeared on his face.

Amidst the continuous mountain range, faint spirit lights flickered—seals, and not ordinary ones.

A sect had established its main hall here, Lin Xuan concluded immediately.

This outcome was far from what Lin Xuan expected. He shattered through space here, which couldn’t go unnoticed. What should he do?

Lin Xuan was momentarily at a loss.

What to do?

He hadn’t anticipated such unexpected trouble despite knowing the dangers of this journey.

He could only wait and see.

Lin Xuan quietly descended his遁光, deciding to observe first before making any decisions.

He found a secluded spot to meditate.

One for observation, and two, he needed to recover from the long journey’s expended cultivation power.

Nothing happened overnight.

The next morning, Lin Xuan was in peak condition. Just as he was about to release his spiritual awareness, a commotion caught his ear from afar.

Lin Xuan froze, listening intently.

After a moment, his expression turned strange. The noise came from deep within the mountains—seemed like the sect’s main hall. Could this be such a coincidence that something unexpected happened at just this moment?
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Lin Xuan was still in shock, but there was no time for hesitation. He immediately extended his divine consciousness outwards.

A moment later, Lin Xuan raised his head, a strange expression on his face.

His guess had been correct; the chaos originated from deep within the mountains. It seemed that this sect had encountered unexpected changes.

Lin Xuan did not act rashly but decided to observe the situation first before making any decisions.

---

At the same time, deep within the Fading Spirit Sect,

The Fading Spirit Sect was a legacy from ancient times. Moving its main headquarters to Sunset Pine Mountain was only about ten thousand years ago.

No one knew why, but it had all been orchestrated by the Supreme Elder Fading Spirit.

Speaking of this Fading Spirit Supreme Elder, he was truly a legendary figure. According to legend, he wasn't originally a cultivator from the spirit realm; instead, he ascended from a lower plane.

Yes, an ascended cultivator.

Of course, "this world" and "that world" were different realms corresponding to each other. He and Lin Xuan did not come from the same place.

After arriving in the spirit realm, his initial situation was similar to Lin Xuan's—stranger in a strange land—but he still persisted with rigorous cultivation.

Over time, he reached the Profound Void Stage. One day, through sheer luck, he joined the Fading Spirit Sect as an honored guest elder.

At that time, the Fading Spirit Sect was just a minor sect, barely known to anyone. While it wasn't at the bottom of the rankings among the millions of families in Rain Pine World, it certainly didn’t rank high either.

This situation resembled that of the Cloud Concealment Sect from years ago.

Since the addition of Supreme Elder Fading Spirit, the sect's strength had soared tenfold or more.

Although not one of the top-ranked sects, their power was considerable. Especially after his promotion to the Transcendence Stage, the sect’s strength saw a qualitative leap.

Now, circumstances had changed. Supreme Elder Fading Spirit was in the middle stage of Transcendence and nearing the final stage; he was just one step away from becoming an immensely powerful being. He could ascend at any moment.

Such a good opportunity—how could anyone let it slip?

He began his seclusion, having been closed off for over a hundred years.

---

The sect's cultivators were somewhat surprised by Supreme Elder Fading Spirit’s insistence on moving the main headquarters here, but they still revered him like a deity, fervently praying that he would succeed in his ascension.

However, haste makes waste. Ascending to the late-stage Transcendence was no small feat and required significant time and effort. A hundred years of seclusion was nothing; for cultivators at this stage, it was merely a blink of an eye.

---

It was a tranquil morning. Sunlight filtered through the clouds, casting warmth upon the earth. Early birds chirped among the branches in search of their breakfast as another day began.

The main headquarters of the Fading Spirit Sect was quiet, showing no signs of anything amiss compared to usual. Shen Yuan was an ordinary cultivator from the sect, nearing the Condensation Core Stage and just a step away from forming an infant spirit. At his age, such rapid progress was remarkable even in the resource-rich spirit realm.

He was one of the core disciples highly valued by the sect, receiving more resources and support than other cultivators at his stage. Some even speculated that if he maintained this pace, he might eventually reach the Transcendence Stage someday.

Of course, such talk was overly optimistic; the path to immortality was fraught with difficulties. One couldn't predict what lay ahead after forming a condensation core. The gap between condensation and transcendence was not something one could deduce from his current pace.

But Shen Yuan himself felt elated and excited by these speculations.

However, considering his current situation, worrying about Transcendence was premature. His immediate goal was to successfully form an infant spirit. So he went to the Spirit Herb Garden early that morning.

Forming an infant spirit required preparation with medicinal pills, which he had already arranged with the senior in charge of the garden. All he needed to do was show up and receive them.

He felt quite pleased at the prospect of becoming an Infant Spirit Stage cultivator soon as he flew through the air.

Suddenly, without any warning, a terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

This pressure was so formidable that Shen Yuan appeared insignificant in its presence, like a tiny ant. With a thud, he fell to the ground, disoriented and bruised. His face showed confusion and disappointment.

Then, a loud explosion echoed through his ears.

It came from deep within the main headquarters—probably where Supreme Elder Fading Spirit was secluding himself.

What could this be?

Had the old master succeeded in his ascension?

This thought brought immense joy to Shen Yuan's face, as did the thoughts of the sect’s cultivators. But when they saw the brilliance in the sky, it turned out that the sect's cultivators were going to welcome Supreme Elder Fading Spirit back from seclusion.

Standing at the forefront was a refined-looking man around forty years old with three long beards, clearly a scholar.

---

Scholar Tianya, another Supreme Elder of the Fading Spirit Sect. His power far surpassed that of the old master and he had only just entered the Transcendence Stage a thousand years ago. He looked envious at this moment.

Who wouldn’t want to advance to the late stage? That would truly be the path to immortality.

But advancement was no easy feat; most cultivators spent their early years in the Transcendence Stage, and only a few managed to reach the middle stage, let alone the late stage.

He felt particularly envious of his senior brother.

Boom!

Another loud explosion echoed through his ears. The mountain peak ahead had split open, and a beam of light shot out.

This light was dazzling, clearly indicating that it came from someone at the late Transcendence Stage.

Seeing this, Scholar Tianya heaved a sigh of relief but was about to step forward when a streak of light zipped past him.

"Congratulations on your master’s ascension to late-stage Transcendence. From now on, his power will be unparalleled and he will command the spirit realm."

The young man in fine robes and jade belt was Fading Spirit's favored disciple. His face was flushed with joy; his master's successful ascension would greatly benefit him.

But before this thought could fully form, a look of shock froze on his face.

A beam as thick as an arm shot down from the sky, piercing through his dantian and even his infant spirit, causing his death instantly.

The young man died with his eyes wide open, never knowing how he had met his end. The other cultivators nearby were equally shocked.

They clearly saw that the culprit was the old monster in the sky—Fading Spirit Supreme Elder.

Why would Fading Spirit attack his own disciple?

This thought barely formed when Fading Spirit's robe sleeve fluttered, and a colorful light scattered out. As the senior elder of the sect, he was now indiscriminately killing his own disciples who had come to greet him from seclusion.

Such talk wouldn’t be believed by anyone, but the scene before them was clear. People began crying out in despair as they fled in all directions.
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The situation arose suddenly, leaving the sect's cultivators unprepared. It was no wonder someone might say that joy brought misfortune.

No one knew exactly what had happened.

Even the other Supreme Elder, Tianya Scholar, looked bewildered and almost couldn't believe his eyes.

He well understood the personality of the Grand Elder; although a bit reclusive, he was always kind to the sect's disciples. How could he possibly do something like indiscriminately killing innocents? And even his own direct disciple wasn’t spared. Unless he witnessed it with his own eyes, no one would believe such a thing.

However, reality was staring him in the face. There was no time for hesitation; the cries of agony continued to reach his ears. Even if things were unclear, this place was where the sect's elite gathered. A moment’s delay could mean being slaughtered by the Grand Elder.

The loss would be too great.

He wouldn’t allow such a situation to arise under any circumstances.

First, he would stop the eldest senior and make a decision later.

But as he said it, he felt some doubt in his heart.

Although he was an old ancestor at the Tribulation Transcending stage, his strength compared to the Fallen Spirit Ancestor was beyond measure.

The eldest senior must have experienced something during his seclusion. But right now, the spiritual pressure emanating from him was undoubtedly late-stage Tribulation Transcending.

Stopping such a formidable opponent would be like trying to stop a car with an arm.

He wasn’t afraid, but he couldn’t retreat; otherwise, the sect would be destroyed for no reason. So, despite his hesitation, he had to give it a try.

Thoughts raced through his mind as Tianya Scholar rushed forward.

His movements were lightning-fast, fingers firing off in rapid succession. A series of treasures—brushes, inkstones, paper, and an jade fan—were revealed. These items shimmered with spiritual light or had intricate talisman inscriptions, swirling around him like streaks of lightning, clearly not ordinary objects.

Especially the Golden Ripples Brush and the Jade Fan. When they were released, they emitted a dazzling glow, subtly shaking the nearby primordial energy. If his guess was correct, these were likely imitations of先天灵宝 (Primordial Treasure).

Tianya Scholar had no choice but to act; after all, his life was precious too, so he needed to be cautious.

He now had several theories in mind. The one that sent shivers down his spine was the Foreign Heavenly Demon.

After all, the风波 (trouble) in Ten Thousand Mountains hadn’t been resolved yet.

More than a dozen Tribulation Transcending cultivators had fallen during that battle, including the beloved daughter of the Ten Thousand Jiaoshou King. Could it be that the sect’s luck was so bad as to attract Foreign Heavenly Demons?

That didn’t make sense. Although the Fallen Spirit Sect had developed rapidly over these years, in the entire Rainy Pine World, they were still unknown and hadn’t offended any Foreign Heavenly Demons. How could such a disaster strike them now?

With his mind racing, he bravely rushed forward.

The process seemed complicated but took only an instant.

---

The Fallen Spirit Ancestor turned his head, his fierce gaze sweeping across Tianya Scholar’s face, giving him a chill.

But it was too late to retreat.

His opponent raised his right hand, fingers like swords, and pointed at him with malice.

Sizzle…

A sound as if silk were being torn filled the air.

Tianya Scholar was shocked, his face changing. He waved his hands frantically while a green aura spewed from his mouth.

As he moved, several treasures emitted bright light, forming a dense protective barrier of extraordinary defensive power.

But it was useless; a beam of light as thick as an arm appeared out of thin air, transforming into unparalleled sword energy and easily pierced the barrier.

Tianya Scholar had nowhere to hide. A large hole appeared in his chest.

Blood gushed profusely!

As a Tribulation Transcending cultivator, he suffered severe injuries with just one move.

Fortunately, he hadn’t fallen. However, he realized that his elder brother wasn’t encountering Foreign Heavenly Demons but was possessed by the demon.

Indeed, during practice, something went wrong, and although he successfully advanced, his mind had gone awry. Simply put, he had lost his sanity.

A Tribulation Transcending late-stage cultivator losing his mind sounded absurd, but it was a fact.

How could such an event happen to the sect? Although not Foreign Heavenly Demons, their situation wouldn’t improve because of this.

They must quickly leave; the Grand Elder wouldn’t be reasonable now.

Tianya Scholar took a deep breath and pulled out a spirit talisman from his pocket, pressing it against his chest.

A golden light flashed, slowing the bleeding, and the wound vanished. However, his face turned pale, indicating that such healing came at a great cost. But he couldn’t afford to hesitate now.

"Quickly leave!"

Tianya Scholar shouted, hoping many of the sect’s disciples could escape this disaster.

But before he could finish, he suddenly felt immobilized and realized that the Grand Elder had locked his mind.

Tianya Scholar was both terrified and angry, feeling like a prey being hunted by a tiger.

The gap between them was too great. He didn’t know what to do.

Then, the Fallen Spirit Ancestor roared, raising his right hand and grabbing towards him.

---

A blur appeared in the air as a monster with the head of a dragon and the body of a lion emerged. It opened its mouth and spat out three different colored flames.

In an instant, Tianya Scholar was engulfed by these flames.

"Brother Senior, please stop!"

Tianya Scholar released his defensive talisman at the last moment but to no avail; the protective barrier was about to dissolve.

He could only hope that his elder brother recognized him.

And perhaps, heaven heard his plea. A hint of hesitation appeared on the Fallen Spirit Ancestor’s face.

After all, it wasn’t a possession, just a case of practice-induced madness. If he was lucky, he might recover.

The power of the demon flames weakened.

"Brother Senior, I am you… Did you recognize me?"

Tianya Scholar was overjoyed; at this critical moment, he couldn’t afford any distractions.

"You…"

The Fallen Spirit Ancestor turned his head slightly, his eyes flickering with strange light. But soon, fierce anger replaced it. He clenched his hand, and the weakened flames burst into a raging inferno again.

"Brother Senior, no…"

Tianya Scholar screamed loudly but was quickly devoured by the flames.

"Who am I?"

The Fallen Spirit Ancestor held his head in pain, then stomped his foot, breaking through the air. A visible wave rippled out, leaving no cultivator unscathed; all who remained were killed.

"Foolish, the Grand Elder is mad."

"Quickly leave! Staying here means certain death!"

...

Cries echoed as the remaining cultivators fled in panic.

But escaping wasn’t easy. Their strength was too weak compared to late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators; they couldn’t even withstand a single move. Soon, more souls returned to the underworld.

---
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Describing the situation as a case of extreme joy leading to sorrow would be accurate. I had expected that with the Great Elder advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, our sect could finally hold its head high and feel proud. Yet, this unexpected outcome brought nothing but despair.

The Scholar of Heavenly Elegance had fallen, and now the Great Elder was acting like a mad tiger. Who would dare attempt to wake him up when their own lives were at stake?

The best choice was to scatter and flee.

Surviving cultivators acted in unison, choosing to escape.

However, escaping wasn't as easy as it seemed. The Fallen Spirit Patriarch had lost his mind, but he was indeed at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. Escaping from such an existence would be incredibly difficult—requiring a series of fortunate coincidences.

Given the current situation, only about one in ten cultivators might survive.

---

Everyone's future seemed uncertain.

From afar, Lin Xuan sighed. The unexpected appearance of this sect had added to his difficulty in breaking through the void. However, he never imagined encountering such a scene head-on.

The Great Senior of the other side was practicing and had gone mad. He was massacring our sect disciples without mercy. While the cultivation world was full of wonders, such an incident was rare indeed.

This matter didn't concern Lin Xuan directly, so staying out of it would be best. Yet, with Heaven's benevolence, he couldn’t ignore the continuous cries for help from afar. He felt a pang in his heart.

Well, saving one life is better than building seven levels of merit pagodas. He couldn't just turn a blind eye.

After a moment’s hesitation, Lin Xuan flew forward in a flash of light. Due to the suddenness, the sect's protective array hadn’t been activated, and he paid no heed to ordinary restrictions. In just a few breaths, he arrived at the scene.

The sky was filled with beams of light, flying法宝, and dazzling spiritual lights. Late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators were terrifying, but remember—rabbits can bite when cornered.

How about the Great Elder?

While the disciples of the Fallen Spirit Sect revered him, they wouldn’t just surrender. Even if they knew they couldn't win, they would still fight to the death.

Desperate cultivators' eyes were bloodshot as they unleashed their most powerful treasures and techniques without hesitation.

Unfortunately, it was in vain. The gap between them was too great; their counterattacks seemed futile, like trying to shake a tree with an ant.

In the end, it was all for naught.

Several more cultivators fell within the blink of an eye. Even the sect’s patriarch met his demise.

Everyone was now trembling with fear.

---

They couldn't fight and escape wasn’t possible.

Was today their day to die here, in this place?

---

Shen Yuan's face was filled with terror. He had not yet perished only by chance. In such a situation, a cultivator who hadn’t even formed an婴had no means of self-preservation.

Just moments ago, he was full of confidence; now, his future was uncertain. Life in the cultivation world was like a play, and its changes were bizarre.

But what did it matter now? He only hoped that the Great Elder wouldn't notice him.

When one's strength couldn’t protect them, all they could rely on was luck.

However, luck was elusive; it wasn’t easily explained.

Just as he finished praying, his hair stood on end. The gaze of the Fallen Spirit Patriarch had turned to this spot.

"Ah!"

Shen Yuan screamed in terror, but he felt powerless, unable to move. His dantian’s qi seemed to have stopped flowing.

This sounded absurd, but a condensation core cultivator facing a Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse wouldn’t dare run away either; it wasn't about courage. Any condensation core cultivator in his position would behave similarly.

The disparity in their strength was too great.

At that moment, thought ceased. Their downfall seemed inevitable.

However, just as this realization struck, the terrifying pressure suddenly vanished.

"Phew!"

Shen Yuan felt all his strength drained and collapsed to the ground.

He had almost entered the realm of ghosts. But why did he escape such a peril?

Could it be someone saved him?

This explanation made sense, but with everyone struggling for their own survival, who would have the energy to help?

Only astonishment remained.

But curiosity couldn’t solve his problem. The immediate priority was to leave this place as quickly as possible.

Shen Yuan took a deep breath and felt he could control his qi again. He immediately pulled out a spirit talisman and turned it into a streak of light, flying away.

Many cultivators from the Fallen Spirit Sect made similar choices at that moment, feeling a lighter pressure.

Although they didn’t know why, quickly leaving this dangerous place was always wise.

---

However, the Fallen Spirit Patriarch seemed to ignore everything. His entire focus was on one person.

Yes, he had gone mad while practicing, but his instincts as a late-stage Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse were still sharp.

The ones fleeing in all directions were insignificant; the real threat came from far away.

Though it sounded distant, its speed made it seem closer.

Soon, a streak of light like a meteor entered his field of vision. The figure within was barely visible.

Lin Xuan!

As a mid-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivator, Lin Xuan naturally exerted more pressure than ordinary ones. Thus, he became the primary target.

Without hesitation, his divine sense locked onto Lin Xuan. He then clapped his hands and let out an inaudible roar. Black qi began to spread from his body, enveloping him like snakes writhing and dancing.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted!

Darkness!

This was a Dao of Darkness technique.

While common in the human world, it was rare for spirit realm cultivators to choose such paths due to the eternal conflict between the spirit realm and ancient demon realms. Such choices were indeed rare, often made by cultivators far more powerful than their peers.

They wouldn’t be easily defeated!

This thought flashed through his mind as he acted without hesitation. He flicked his sleeves, producing a clear ringing sound. Dozens of flying swords emerged from his sleeves, forming long sword lights that circled and danced before him.

Then, with a swift yet deliberate gesture, Lin Xuan pointed forward.

As he moved, the clear ringing grew louder, and all the sword lights split into seven, like a storm, sweeping toward the target.

Although the other party had gone mad, they were still a formidable late-stage Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse. Lin Xuan didn’t hide his strength; he unleashed his full power to quickly eliminate him here.
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However, where is it that things are so easy?

Indeed, although the Fallen Spirit Ancestor's mind was deranged, his strength was undeniably at the Tribulation Transcending Stage.

Setting aside the various divine powers he possessed, just by considering his realm, his strength compared to Lin Xuan was only slightly superior. A Tribulation Transcending cultivator wasn't something that could be easily killed with a single move.

The Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword's momentum surged forth powerfully, but there was no trace of fear on the opponent's face.

Roar!

He raised his head, and thunderous roars echoed from his mouth. Suddenly, he lifted his hand.

As his actions began, winds stirred and clouds gathered; the primordial qi of heaven and earth became chaotic, blending with the demonic aura surrounding his body.

Then, numerous light balls the size of fists appeared in Lin Xuan's vision.

Pitch-black like ink!

Their surfaces flickered with crackling lightning arcs.

The number was staggering, densely covering half the sky. A rough count revealed at least a thousand or more.

What kind of divine technique is this?

What did the opponent intend to do?

Two questions flashed through Lin Xuan's mind in an instant.

Then, without further ado, the Fallen Spirit Ancestor acted. His movements were expansive and complex; countless intricate hand seals were completed in an instant.

With a fierce expression on his face, he clapped his hands together and roared at Lin Xuan: "Break!"

Instantly, the black light balls scattered across the sky suddenly swelled to head-sized proportions, surrounded by rings of lightning. They trailed long flames as they fell like meteors, crashing down fiercely towards the ground.

Lin Xuan's expression changed; he was both surprised and curious. Facing his attack, the opponent didn't summon any treasure artifacts. Was it because he was overconfident?

No, something about the technique he used seemed inappropriate...

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but it was too late to change course.

Boom!

The Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword collided with those light balls in mid-air; there was no suspense. The opponent exploded instantly, leaving the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword in shambles. Only Lin Xuan's命宝, enhanced by countless treasures and refined through myriad trials, remained intact. For a cultivator of his level, ten out of ten would have had their命宝 destroyed, even if they were lucky, the treasure artifacts' essence would still be severely damaged due to that explosion.

Lin Xuan was surprised. The Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword wasn't an ordinary treasure; even with surprise, it merely blocked his offensive and was carried away by the shockwave.

Lin Xuan extended his hand, and the sword light spun around, circling from another direction.

The Fallen Spirit Ancestor seemed to be in a daze due to his derangement or something. He didn't have time to dodge; he was surrounded by sharp swordlight.

"Fall!"

How could Lin Xuan miss such an opportunity? Without hesitation, he swung his hand down.

Instantly, the sword light fell like snow from all sides towards the old demon, seemingly destined for a dismembering result. However, just as this happened, the Fallen Spirit Ancestor let out a long howl.

The howl was hoarse and ear-piercing, akin to a wail of a ghost.

More astonishingly, his body rapidly expanded like a balloon.

"Bang!"

A muffled explosion echoed, turning into a cloud of blood. The sword light fell on empty air while the blood mist reassembled, transforming back into the Fallen Spirit Ancestor.

Such an eerie magical technique indeed wasn't easy to deal with.

Lin Xuan sighed.

He flicked his sleeves and summoned the Immortal Sword Diagram.

Slowly unfurled, countless sword qi filled his vision. Knowing how formidable the opponent was, Lin Xuan wouldn't hide his strength; he would unleash the先天灵宝 and see if he could quickly end this battle here.

However, a scene that left Lin Xuan speechless appeared.

He had already summoned an innate treasure, but the opponent still dealt with it bare-handed.

Could his strength be so formidable?

The answer was no.

Indeed, the Fallen Spirit Ancestor's strength wasn't trivial; however, he wouldn't dare to face Lin Xuan without even summoning a treasure artifact. Even if he was deranged and his mind wasn't clear, his instincts would tell him not to do that.

So why did he still deal with it bare-handed?

The truth was, he had no treasures at all.

No, he didn't have any.

Wasn't this statement absurd?

A chief of a sect, an old demon from the Tribulation Transcending Stage, how could he possibly lack treasure artifacts?

To ordinary cultivators, this sounded like something out of a fairy tale. However, Lin Xuan's expression was filled with solemnity.

In the vast world, nothing is impossible. The wonders and strangeness in the cultivation realm were unimaginable. Cultivation sects had a long history; in ancient times, there appeared a batch of cultivators who didn't focus on treasure artifacts but instead delved deeply into the Five Elements divine techniques, forging a unique path.

The difficulty was obvious.

But it was said that the strength of those who chose this path surpassed their peers. They were called "no treasures better than treasures."

Their divine techniques weren't inferior to treasures and could be endlessly varied, making them hard to predict.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as the thunderous explosions continued. The sword qi emanating from the Immortal Sword Diagram was blocked by bare hands.

With his extensive experience, Lin Xuan was greatly shocked.

How formidable!

They say that seeing is believing; what he saw before him was truly breathtaking.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but admire. He had never seen so many powerful divine techniques in one go.

But now wasn't the time for admiration. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and an ancient scroll emerged.

Must臾 Cavern Heaven Diagram!

A flash of light revealed a beautiful young woman emerging from within.

"Master, you called me."

When alone couldn't handle it, Lin Xuan began calling for help.

There was nothing to be ashamed about; the cultivation world had its fair share of blood and gore. Relying on sheer numbers wasn't extraordinary; winning in combat was what mattered most.

"Hmm, this guy is formidable; using ordinary techniques would lead to a tough battle. How about we use our ultimate moves together against him?"

After that fierce battle, Lin Xuan had already gauged the Fallen Spirit Ancestor's strength. If they continued exchanging blows, it would definitely be a grueling fight.

Although his defeat was unlikely, he couldn't afford to delay too long. So, using his secret technique, he aimed for a clean and decisive kill.

"Alright!"

Moon hadn't even fully materialized from the Must臾 Cavern Heaven Diagram; she didn't know her state well, but she always supported her master's decisions unconditionally.

She nodded obediently and retrieved her命宝.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't slack off. He took a deep breath, and his body's primordial energy surged. The power flowed through his meridians like a tidal wave.

The spiritual pressure Lin Xuan emitted doubled from its original level.

Indeed, Lin Xuan intended to use the True Spirit Sword Technique!

He had used it in the Netherworld before, facing the Yellow Springs Demon Mother. Back then, he had no choice but to ignite the source fire. Now that his second元婴 and demon nucleus had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending Stage, what kind of power would this technique wield?
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Lin Xuan had never tried this before, nor did he know the true power of True Spirit Sword Art. But just thinking about it made him extremely eager to try.

True Spirit Sword Art was incredibly powerful; with just one move, it could have been enough to secure a victory. However, since his opponent was late-stage Transcendence, Lin Xuan had Moon launch an assist to prevent any unforeseen dangers.

The young girl’s ultimate technique impressed him as well. Combined with True Spirit Sword Art, it should be able to achieve a decisive effect.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan's hands moved like butterflies, and in the blink of an eye, the nine swords that had been floating in mid-air vanished completely.

There was no trace left!

Then, from Lin Xuan’s body, nine different colored lights shot out. Each one was dazzling and emitted a pressure comparable to that of early-stage cultivators!

This was due to his limited strength; otherwise, if he could fully master True Spirit Sword Art, each light would have released the power of late-stage Transcendence.

Still, it was impressive enough.

Old Ancestor Fallen Spirit’s movements slowed down as fear appeared on his face. Even though his mental clarity was fading, his instincts felt a significant threat.

The fear came from deep within, and he looked like he was facing an enemy in battle.

Then, a clear phoenix cry echoed through the air.

From where the voice came, brilliant red light shone, followed by a flurry of flames. Amidst the fire, a lifelike phoenix emerged, soaring into the heavens.

King of Birds... True Spirit Phoenix!

This was just the beginning. In quick succession, various colored lights appeared, and one after another, different True Spirits materialized.

True Dragon, Qilin, Great Peng...

The list went on.

Nine Palaces Instantly referred to a weapon with nine attributes. In other words, this treasure could simultaneously manifest nine different True Spirits at the same time.

As for which True Spirit to use, it was up to the caster’s choice.

Lin Xuan had only a small amount of True Spirit Blood, so there was no need to make choices; he simply released everything.

Without making unnecessary choices, but the power of these nine True Spirits already made the heavens tremble.

There were no fancy maneuvers. The goal was to subdue the opponent with sheer force. All those in front would be torn apart.

Lin Xuan unleashed his full might, and at the forefront was the fierce White Tiger.

The White Tiger’s spirit blood had been obtained by Lin Xuan after arriving in Rain桐World. He was known for his bravery and combat skills among the Four Spirits.

The Nine-headed Bird did not lag behind either. With its wings spread, it approached with flames and lightning.

Young Master has already acted; how could Moon not cooperate?

She didn’t make any extra moves but merely shook her shoulders, revealing an unbelievable scene: several identical girls appeared in mid-air, their appearances and figures indistinguishable from Moon’s. They emitted the same spiritual pressure as well. More astonishingly, each girl held a玄阴 Treasure Box.

Despite seeing this trick for the second time, Lin Xuan still couldn’t help but marvel at it.

The power of the Asura King’s abilities was truly unfathomable!

Lin Xuan thought to himself.

Then, the seven or eight girls transformed by Moon simultaneously took action. The玄阴 Treasure Boxes emitted bright light and manifested different treasures: daggers, spears, short swords, flying swords—various items shone with profound法则power.

The girls then charged towards Old Ancestor Fallen Spirit from different angles in their flowing garments.

With fear evident on his face, the old monster had nowhere to hide. Even a late-stage Transcendence could not dodge nine True Spirits encircling him, leaving him flustered and struggling to defend.

With all defenses crumbling under Moon’s assault, she closed the distance to within three feet of him in an instant.

The seven or eight girls’ figures blurred as they pounced on the woman holding a sword. As their movements intensified, the figure became more indistinct. Seven girls merged into one, and Moon’s final breath suddenly surged, increasing by several times—no, it was even more than that, reaching late-stage Transcendence.

It was astonishing!

Body and sword fused as she descended like an immortal from the heavens toward Old Ancestor Fallen Spirit.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. It was now his turn to cooperate; he poured in his mana, and the attack of the nine True Spirits intensified dramatically.

The scene was a dazzling display of spiritual light and thunderous explosions that never ceased.

Old Ancestor Fallen Spirit tried to dodge but found himself bound by layers of法则power. There was no escape. As he felt a massive spiritual pressure engulf him, he lost all consciousness...

The entire process, though complex, saw Lin Xuan and Moon employing their most powerful techniques. The space was torn apart, collapsing and distorting.

Everything in sight turned pale as everything within the area’s reach was reduced to dust.

They won!

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. From his appearance until he eliminated Old Ancestor Fallen Spirit, it took no more than a cup of tea. While the time was indeed minimal, one mustn’t judge by appearances alone.

Old Ancestor Fallen Spirit was not easy to deal with. The clean victory came from Lin Xuan’s decisive use of his trump cards and Moon’s cooperation; otherwise, he would have been in for a tough battle.

A moment's hesitation could lead to disaster. He had made the right decision without any doubts, using his ultimate move here.

"Are you alright, Moon?"

Lin Xuan looked at the girl beside him, who was drenched in sweat.

"I’m fine, just a bit tired."

Though the Asura King’s technique was miraculous, it also consumed a tremendous amount of mana.

"Mm,"

Nodding, Lin Xuan said, "Then you should rest for now."

"Young Master, how do you feel?"

Moon’s voice was filled with concern. During their last encounter in the Netherworld, facing Yellow Springs Mother, Lin Xuan had used the same technique and won, but the aftermath cost him dearly. Although he knew Young Master had improved significantly—his second婴and demon nucleus having advanced smoothly—he couldn’t help but worry.

"I’m fine,"

Lin Xuan knew what she was worried about. He smiled reassuringly at her. Seeing his expression, Moon’s heart settled.
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Lin Xuan raised his head and released his spirit sense. After the recent events, the area for a radius of ten thousand miles was deserted.

Many cultivators from the Fall Spirit Sect had already perished. A few survivors were like frightened birds, scattering in all directions.

A grand hall that once stood as the main headquarters had been destroyed due to the Senior Elder's descent into madness. Lin Xuan sighed. The cultivation world was indeed unpredictable, but for him, this upheaval would not cause any trouble.

In fact, with no other cultivators around, he could quietly shatter the void here. With that thought, a smile appeared on his lips.

But quickly, it seemed as though something reminded him, and he emitted a faint green glow before flying forward.

"Master, where are you going?"

Moon's expression was bewildered by Lin Xuan's actions.

"To search for treasures."

Lin Xuan replied succinctly.

"Treasures?"

Moon raised her head slightly, still looking confused.

"Foolish girl, how could you not think of this? After this battle, the Fall Spirit Sect's legacy is finished. The few survivors who escaped are unlikely to return. But remember, this was once a major sect's main hall, and it must have left behind some treasures. It would be better for me to collect them rather than let them remain unused," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Oh!"

Moon nodded. Even though they didn't lack treasures now, she wouldn't mind having more treasures. Wasting resources was not the choice of wise people.

Thus, Lin Xuan spent another day collecting the Fall Spirit Sect's treasures. Although there weren't any extraordinary items, some ancient texts piqued his interest.

These were clearly very old texts, and it was unclear where the Old Master of Fall Spirit had obtained them. They contained vague descriptions about the true spirit burial grounds and even speculated on the location of the entrance.

The Old Master of Fall Spirit likely moved here due to these speculations. He was indeed a genius, finding most of the spatial nodes through deduction and inference.

However, without any practical use, the Arhats' Seven Treasures appeared here not by chance but as part of Asura King's meticulous planning. Even if Lin Xuan found the spatial nodes, he would struggle to open the interface passage.

The space laws in this area had long been altered by the Asura King. Even cultivators at the tribulation realm level could not shatter the void without array assistance.

Fortunately, these details were already explained in the treasure map, which was originally left behind by Moon's previous life.

...

Time passed as Lin Xuan rested briefly before setting up the array based on the map. The array itself wasn't large but required many rare materials. Fortunately, he had prepared them beforehand, so all that remained was to be cautious.

Seeing her master busy, Moon didn't idle either. Together, they set up the array in just two hours. Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he wiped sweat from his little girl's forehead: "Tired?"

"Not at all."

Moon shook her head with a gentle expression.

After a brief moment of companionship, Lin Xuan took out several pieces of immortal stones and installed them into the array slots. Then, he raised his right hand and cast a spell.

Wu...

A buzzing sound filled his ears as if mercury was pouring down. The light on the surface of the teleportation array brightened.

As time passed, the light became increasingly dazzling.

In about an hour, the entire array was enveloped by a series of light halos, resembling a giant light ball.

Boom!

Suddenly, the ground began to tremble. A beam as thick as an arm shot up from the center of the array into the sky.

The beam was a vibrant rainbow color, like a sword piercing through the void.

Clouds and winds surged, emitting a heart-stirring force of law.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed in his ears shortly after, with gales spreading everywhere. Lin Xuan had already prepared to wrap Moon and fly away.

When the residual shockwave dissipated, the scene was in ruins, even the array itself destroyed. However, Lin Xuan's expression showed no regret.

He looked up at the distant gray light ball.

"This is the spatial node leading to the true spirit burial grounds."

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, taking a deep breath. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, he had experienced countless interdimensional transmissions, but this time was different. Even with Lin Xuan's composure, it was difficult to maintain his calm.

What lay ahead was unknown.

But Lin Xuan would not retreat.

"Moon, are you ready?"

"Hmm."

The girl nodded, showing no fear as long as she was with her master.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan didn't say more. He held Moon's hand and transformed into a streak of light, flying towards the cloud-like mass above.

Opportunity knocks but once; this spatial node wouldn't last long.

...

Lin Xuan shook his head to clear the dizziness from his mind. Even in the spatial node, he did not release Moon's small hand.

Hand in hand, they arrived at a new realm.

"Moon, how do you feel?"

"I'm fine, Master."

They smiled and stood up before releasing their spirit senses.

After a moment, both of their faces showed bewilderment.

"Master, we truly arrived at the true spirit burial grounds. Are you sure you didn't make a mistake?"

Moon tilted her head, full of curiosity.

It was understandable for the girl to be curious; according to her imagination, the true spirit burial grounds should resemble the Netherworld—dark and eerie.

But in front of them, green mountains and clear waters with abundant spiritual energy.

Looking around, it appeared like a divine dwelling. How could this be a place where spirits were buried?

The discrepancy between reality and expectations was too great, making Moon doubt whether they had chosen the wrong spatial node.

"Probably not."

Lin Xuan's tone also carried some uncertainty. But soon, his expression became firm: "It can't be wrong; this is the true spirit burial grounds."

"But it looks too beautiful," Moon muttered.

"What's wrong with a beautiful environment? After all, spirits choose unique places for their burials."

Lin Xuan smiled.

"Hmm."

Moon nodded, thinking about it. Indeed, her expectations were too grim: "Master, what should we do now?"

"Since the treasure map doesn't specify where the earrings are located, let's familiarize ourselves with the environment before making a decision," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.
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Moon naturally had no objections. Lin Xuan, on the other hand, looked around carefully, scrutinizing his surroundings.

The sky was a pristine blue, clear and beautiful to behold. He and Moon were in a small valley.

To either side, green mountains rose high into the clouds, showcasing a unique beauty amidst their ruggedness.

The air within the valley was thick with qi, flowers blooming everywhere, their fragrance wafting through the air.

It was like a fairyland.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but praise it silently. Who would believe that true spirits were buried here? But the records in the classics could not be wrong.

Considering the matter objectively, this place was indeed an excellent location for cultivation.

As someone who had seen much of the world, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. A layer of green light enveloped him as he and Moon flew forward together.

The scenery along their path was breathtakingly beautiful; even the Netherworld or the Spirit Realm would not boast such sights so easily.

Perhaps the True Immortal Realm described in legends was no different.

Moon's face showed a look of intoxication.

Girls, after all, loved beautiful things. Even if she were reborn as the King of Asuras, she couldn't escape this.

But just then, a faint sound of breaking air entered their ears.

So subtle it sounded like a mosquito buzzing.

Moon didn't notice anything amiss, but Lin Xuan's face suddenly showed shock.

Without hesitation, he pushed Moon away forcefully with his hand.

As for himself, there was no time to dodge; he could only try to sidestep the attack.

The air blurred momentarily as a crescent-shaped light blade shot down from below.

Blood splattered.

Lin Xuan's shoulder had been cut open, blood raining down like raindrops.

Fortunately, he had moved quickly enough. Otherwise, his entire arm would have been severed.

"Master, are you alright?"

Moon rushed over, her face filled with concern and a hint of guilt. If she hadn't been so entranced by the beautiful scenery, Master wouldn't have gotten injured to save her.

It's all my fault!

"Don't worry about it, dear. It's just a minor injury."

Lin Xuan comforted her gently as he stopped the bleeding. As a cultivator, getting hurt wasn't something to fret over.

But while reassuring his wife, Lin Xuan kept his guard up. He released his divine sense and quickly found what he was looking for.

Several stone statues stood tall in the valley below, clad in iron armor, their long spears emitting an ancient aura.

With a wave of their hands, golden light blades sliced through the air.

Those were the ones who had attacked him just now.

"Mechanical puppets?"

Lin Xuan released his divine sense to confirm that these statues were lifeless. He was momentarily stunned.

He felt as if he had fallen into a thick fog.

As one of the hundred arts in cultivation, mechanical puppets weren't uncommon in the Spirit Realm, and Lin Xuan wasn't unfamiliar with them either. But how could they be here?

This place was where true spirits were buried; no other cultivators appeared here. Could it be that these stone puppets had been brought by severely injured true spirits?

Was this even possible?

Lin Xuan shook his head, finding the idea absurd.

Before he could fully process his thoughts, another golden light blade appeared before his eyes.

This time, Lin Xuan and Moon were more composed.

Their figures blurred slightly as they dodged the sharp attack.

Then, Lin Xuan released a sword energy, which effortlessly reduced the first statue to dust. With his current strength, not even these mechanical puppets could stand against him if he wasn't caught off guard.

The remaining statues soon fell under control.

The couple landed their light and examined the area carefully.

After some time.

Lin Xuan remained silent, his expression strange.

"Master, did you find anything?"

Moon turned her head. Though she was in tune with Lin Xuan's thoughts, there were still things she couldn't guess.

"These mechanical puppets' crafting techniques are completely different from what I've seen in the Spirit Realm," Lin Xuan said, looking up to the sky.

"Master means that these puppets must have been here all along. Could it be that true spirits created them..."

"No, not like that."

Lin Xuan shook his head. "True spirits and demons are different. True spirits may be incredibly powerful, but they rarely take on human forms or learn human techniques to create mechanical puppets. There must be another reason."

"Could someone have come here before us?" Moon suggested.

"I'm not sure. We don't have much information. Let's explore more first before making any decisions," Lin Xuan said.

"Alright."

Moon had no objections.

The two then transformed into a streak of green light and flew away.

...

Meanwhile, on an unknown peak far away, an old man with a youthful appearance and white hair sighed.

He held an jade talisman in his hand, shimmering with divine light, clearly not something ordinary. But now, the talisman was cracked and broken.

The old man muttered to himself: "I thought I had avoided this fate, but trouble still found its way here."

"Can our spirit lineage escape the ancient prophecy?"

"Let it be. Fortune or misfortune, we cannot avoid what is destined to come."

His face hardened as he regained his composure and clapped his hands.

"Senior, any orders?"

Two beams of light flew in from outside.

"Fangya, Liji, you two go out and scout the area for any unfamiliar presence that might have entered this realm," the old man said.

"A stranger? Senior, it's impossible. This is where true spirits are buried; only true spirits can enter this realm."

Fangya looked up. She was a young and beautiful woman, but her entire body shimmered with an ethereal glow, making her mysterious to the core.

Liji, on the other hand, remained hidden in the darkness, his features indistinct yet giving off a sense of extreme danger.

For years, no other beings had appeared here except for their lineage and true spirits.

"The jade talisman warned us; I couldn't ignore it. There are great powers across the Three Realms who might stumble upon this place by chance," the old man said with a sigh.

"Understood, Senior. We'll go out."

The two bowed and transformed into streaks of black and white light before flying off.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this as he led Moon to familiarize themselves with their surroundings.

The true spirit burial ground turned out to be much larger than expected, causing Lin Xuan some concern. Searching for treasures here felt like looking for a needle in a haystack.
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But then, Mo'er's words reassured Lin Xuan significantly.

"Young Master, you're overthinking it. The Seven Treasures of Nirvana are from my past life and scattered everywhere. But how could there be no trace of their presence? It's just that the connection is usually faint due to the distance."

"Do you mean that once we get closer, I can sense them clearly?"

Lin Xuan turned his head with a dawning realization, his face filled with excitement.

"Exactly," Mo'er nodded.

"That's great!"

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan hugged Mo'er and kissed her. "You little girl, why didn't you say this earlier?"

"You never asked me."

Mo'er blushed.

"Well then, it’s my mistake."

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn’t really argue with a girl over such matters. He was in high spirits now. With the heart connection between Mo'er and the treasures, finding them would be much easier. At least, he wouldn't feel like a headless fly anymore.

"Good Mo'er, can you sense where these treasures are roughly located?"

"It...,"

Mo'er hesitated slightly; it was quite a challenge. But she always agreed to her young master's suggestions. So she decided to give it a try no matter how difficult it might be.

The little girl closed her eyes and extended her divine sense outward, while waving her hands and mumbling some mysterious incantations.

...

This wasn't ordinary divine sensing; it also required the cooperation of her bloodline power within her body. Only then would she have a chance to connect with the desired treasures.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help much but stay by her side, waiting without disturbing her.

After nearly an hour, Mo'er slowly raised her head.

Her forehead was covered in sweat. Don't underestimate that search; it was quite draining.

Lin Xuan gently wiped away her sweat and asked, "Tired? Any discoveries?"

"Not too bad."

Mo'er leaned into Lin Xuan's embrace, feeling very happy. "Too far away to pinpoint exactly, but if I'm not mistaken, the treasures should be in the southeast direction."

"Southeast...,"

Lin Xuan was already satisfied with this result. Knowing the general location would save him a lot of trouble. Contentment is precious; Lin Xuan didn’t expect to find the treasure right away.

This treasure hunt might have some twists and turns, but it would be fine as long as they took their time.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan enveloped Mo'er in a burst of green light and flew towards the southeast horizon. His speed was incredible; soon he vanished without a trace.

On the ground, only some powder from the stone puppets remained.

About half an hour later, two streaks of black and white lights suddenly appeared out of nowhere.

The lights dimmed, revealing two figures.

The woman on the left wore a white robe and had a handsome, beautiful face. The man on the right was hidden in shadows; his features were somewhat blurry, giving off a sense of lifelessness.

Both their gazes were drawn to the powder from the stone puppets on the ground.

The man even bent down and picked up a handful, sniffing it.

"How is it? Fangzhui, did you find anything?"

"Grandfather was right; there are intruders."

"Of course," said the woman impatiently. "If they weren’t intruders, why would they have destroyed our stone puppet?"

"I’m asking about their strength. Can we identify them?" the man replied.

"I don’t know their identity, but without a doubt, it’s someone at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Only those at that stage can reduce these stone puppets to powder in one strike. But I can't determine their exact level just from this," he said slowly.

Turning his head, he continued, "Now that we know the situation, let's go back and report to Grandfather."

"Why do we need you two for that?" Fangzhui’s voice sounded dismissive.

"Are you saying..."

"Just a few intruders. With us two, why should we retreat? We can kill them and our grandfather will surely reward us generously," Fangzhui said confidently.

"Hmph, this is where the true spirits are buried. Ordinary cultivators don't easily enter here; there can’t be many of them. And you haven’t clarified their exact level yet. How do you plan to report back to Grandfather? If they’re at a later stage, we’ll handle it as circumstances dictate."

"Alright!"

The black-robed man frowned but eventually nodded.

He waved his sleeve and produced a sound transmission talisman that transformed into a fiery dragon flying towards the horizon.

Regardless of what happens, reporting this situation to our grandfather is the best choice. Then he flashed away, merging with the air.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He and Mo'er were happily traveling in the direction they had determined. Knowing the general location boosted Lin Xuan's confidence for this treasure hunt.

He also wanted to explore what made the true spirit burial grounds unique and see if there were any benefits to be gained.

But his journey proved fruitless. With their considerable strength, Lin Xuan and Mo'er had already traversed countless mountains and rivers. However, they didn’t find even a trace of the true spirits or their remains.

If not for repeatedly comparing the treasure map, Lin Xuan would have seriously doubted if he was on the right path.

But apart from that, the scenery here was breathtakingly beautiful, with abundant spiritual energy and rare medicinal herbs. Along the way, Lin Xuan made many guesses about what treasures might be found.

Additionally, he noticed something unusual: ordinary demons were common in this mysterious space.

However, it was strange that no matter their strength, none of these demons could transform into human form. This wasn’t too surprising since Lin Xuan had encountered similar situations in the Spirit Realm.

But being unable to even open their minds was puzzling.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan had just met several Core Profound-level demons; they were already quite powerful, but their behavior remained that of ordinary low-grade beasts.

Why?

Lin Xuan was utterly perplexed.

Suddenly, a deafening roar echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan turned his head and showed concern on his face.

There’s a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage here; is it a true spirit, a demon, or something else...

He didn’t know, but he wouldn’t hesitate to investigate.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan changed course with Mo'er, flying towards the left side.
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With their divine movement speed, the few hundred miles were easily covered in an instant.

Before them, the scene suddenly opened up. A wave of heat hit their faces as they saw a vast lake of lava before their eyes.

On the surface of the lake, flashes of spiritual light appeared, with various colors of light shooting up into the air. Two enormous creatures were fiercely battling each other.

One was towering hundreds of feet high, and it was an immense ape with disproportionately long limbs. It had three strange horns protruding from its forehead that pointed upwards.

Its body surface also bore some intricate patterns that seemed like ancient runes, filled with mysterious and profound meanings.

"Mountain Giant Ape!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he immediately recognized this legendary true spirit.

True spirits were numerous, each with unique abilities. While the Mountain Giant Ape wasn't among the strongest, its bravery placed it in the top three without any doubt.

Moreover, considering its boundless strength, its overall combat power was formidable within the realm of true spirits.

Lin Xuan never imagined he would encounter a Mountain Giant Ape here.

However, the creature seemed vigorous and showed no signs of impending death. This place wasn't where true spirits were buried; why had the Mountain Giant Ape come here?

All that remained was astonishment.

Lin Xuan slowly turned his head to see another enormous creature standing nearby, facing off with the Mountain Giant Ape.

Both were towering hundreds of feet high, causing Lin Xuan to feel a sense of shock. Even with his composure, he couldn't help but take in a deep breath.

The vast world truly had no limits; it was a flame giant.

Not an ordinary giant, this creature's entire body was formed from extremely pure flames, without any flesh or bones. Its entire body was engulfed by intense heat.

Lin Xuan, with his extensive knowledge, had never seen such a spectacle before.

A naturally born fire spirit?

Even if the flames were highly intelligent, how could they form such a massive creature?

Today, Lin Xuan felt like he was broadening his horizons significantly.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan sensed the Phantom Heavenly Fire within him jumping with excitement. If not for his willpower suppressing it, it might have flown out on its own to attack that enormous flame.

It's no wonder this is a fire spirit; can the Phantom Heavenly Fire continue to advance by utilizing it?

Lin Xuan had insights as he realized both these massive creatures could be of great use—whether they were the Flame Giant or the Mountain Giant Ape. The former would help perfect the Phantom Heavenly Fire, while the latter would greatly benefit his True Spirit Sword Art.

But Lin Xuan didn't act rashly.

After all, though he was a mid-stage Golden Immortal cultivator with Mo'er's assistance, facing the Mountain Giant Ape wasn't something he could handle. He had no confidence in winning against it and might not even be able to escape if defeated.

Treasures were tempting, but one needed to have the means to use them.

Without any certainty, Lin Xuan wouldn’t act impulsively; waiting for an opportunity was a smarter choice.

Both of these massive creatures stood on the lava lake, yet they didn't seem bothered by its heat. The Flame Giant was understandable since it was already a fire spirit. However, the Mountain Giant Ape's defensive capabilities were impressive, and it was indeed one of the strongest true spirits.

Facing either would be challenging for Lin Xuan, so he remained hidden, waiting for an opportunity to act.

Wait, why are these two creatures facing each other?

Given their strength, they should have comparable intelligence. Without any conflict of interest, how could they possibly start fighting?

Lin Xuan quietly extended his divine sense, being extremely cautious not to be detected.

A roar echoed in his ears.

The Mountain Giant Ape was naturally a temperamental creature, and even as a true spirit, its temperament hadn't changed.

After prolonged confrontation, it seemed impatient. Raising its head, it pounded its fists together like drums, causing the ground to tremble with each movement.

Then, fierce light flashed from its eyes, and it opened its blood-red mouth.

A beam of light, about ten feet in diameter, shot out, surrounded by blue lightning. The impact was overwhelming.

This single strike could kill a cultivator at the early Golden Immortal stage.

As they say, a true name brings true strength; this saying applied to true spirits as well.

But the Flame Giant showed no fear and similarly opened its mouth, spewing a fireball the size of a small house. The heat was intense, trailing long flames like a meteorite, creating an astonishing spectacle.

Boom!

The two massive creatures were not far apart. Almost instantly, the beam of light collided with the fireball in mid-air.

Silent and invisible!

Then, the space ripples like water waves.

Tsunami of Flames!

It was impossible to describe the scene; black light, red glow, blue lightning intertwined, exploding loudly.

Everything in its path was shattered. Nearby mountain peaks were the biggest victims, seemingly evaporated rather than collapsing.

But Lin Xuan remained unaffected as he had left early enough.

No winner or loser!

The Flame Giant managed to block the Mountain Giant Ape's attack without any injuries.

Anger surged through the Mountain Giant Ape.

With a roar, it charged forward. As true spirits, they possessed immense strength, comparable to true dragons. Thus, their innate abilities weren't flashy spells but close combat.

Relying on its divine power alone was enough to win.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched. He excelled in physical cultivation, his body far more resilient than those of his peers at the same stage, and he had even grasped the laws of strength.

But he dared not engage in close combat with the Mountain Giant Ape. As the other raised its fist, it wasn't just the law of strength; it was using this power to its utmost extent.

The void was pierced, and the force of this punch was... almost on par with aprimordial spirit treasure.

However, the Flame Giant didn't dodge but instead stood resolutely in front of it. Lin Xuan couldn’t help his pupils dilating. This… was too formidable.

There were creatures daring to engage in close combat with the Mountain Giant Ape. Even true dragons wouldn't do so unless absolutely necessary.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as this punch hit hard, piercing through the Flame Giant's chest.

But the other showed no signs of pain, acting like nothing had happened. Instead, it advanced another step and raised its hands high, raining down fist after fist on the ape.

Boom… Boom… Boom…

Each punch sent up a shower of flames.

The giant ape was forced to retreat a step. Lin Xuan could see that while the Flame Giant's punches weren't as powerful as the other’s, they had an added effect of fire.
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That wasn't ordinary mundane fire; it was no less impressive than the primordial spirit fire of a veteran cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Even the Mountain Giant Ape didn't dare to ignore it, and instantly, a smell of burnt flesh filled the air as the area around its chest where it had been hit was completely charred.

**Roar!**

The Mountain Giant Ape erupted in anger. In its true spirit form, it was renowned for its bravery and combat prowess.

Despite the excruciating pain from its wounds, it didn't retreat; instead, a fierce light appeared in its eyes as it opened its mouth, spewing out a streak of greenish light.

The green light shimmered and transformed into a group of ghost-faced scorpions with wings on their backs. They exhaled cold air, instantly freezing everything within a thousand miles.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly, his expression showing surprise.

Known for its immense strength, the Mountain Giant Ape had also mastered the rule of extreme cold, something not mentioned in any ancient texts. These creatures that lived for countless years truly defied common sense.

Lin Xuan felt even more wary.

But the enraged ape didn't stop there; it waved its arms and suddenly transformed into a figure with three heads and six arms.

The ferocity was palpable as its spiritual pressure increased significantly. With each punch, a flurry of fist shadows appeared, and in an instant, countless punches were thrown, covering the Flame Giant from head to toe.

This fierce attack left the Flame Giant struggling to keep up. Its face showed a heavy expression as it lifted its right hand, rapidly growing hair on its head at an incredible speed.

Next, it swung its head, causing the flame-like hair to scatter and disappear into thin air.

Suddenly, the sky lit up, and thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as hundreds of massive fire serpents appeared, rushing towards the punches and ghost-faced scorpions.

Even before they reached their target, they opened their mouths wide, spewing out countless flames mixed with rolling thunder, creating an astonishing spectacle.

Unfortunately... it was just a facade.

Indeed, while the Flame Giant's powers were formidable, compared to the true spirit's might, they paled in comparison. The ghost-faced scorpions barely managed to hold them off, but the punches raining down on them left the Flame Giant helpless. A series of thuds echoed as its body surface became dimmer and smaller, clearly suffering significant damage.

Though this creature was a naturally born spirit entity, it still fell short compared to true spirits like the Mountain Giant Ape.

But to say that there was no suspense in their battle would be an exaggeration. While he couldn't match the Flame Giant in strength, Lin Xuan had an advantage: terrain.

This lava lake was rare in the Three Realms, directly connected to the core fire, and its nature complemented the Flame Giant's. It could replenish its injuries and spiritual energy here.

In contrast, the Mountain Giant Ape, while seemingly indifferent, had to expend some of its energy to resist the lava's erosion. This dynamic made the outcome unpredictable.

Still, Lin Xuan was more inclined towards the Mountain Giant Ape; from any angle, it had a better chance of winning.

The entire process seemed complex but only took an instant. While he remained hidden, Lin Xuan wasn't just watching; he carefully released his divine sense to detect anything unusual. Luckily, both combatants had used true fire and hadn't noticed him.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he discovered something. Beneath the lava lake, there was a secret chamber.

He found a stone cave with no signs of excavation, clearly naturally formed.

However, it was peculiar that there was no trace of lava inside; some strange force must be protecting it.

Lin Xuan cautiously used his divine sense to scan but was immediately repelled by a gentle force. There were no discoveries.

Curiosity piqued, Lin Xuan knew he had found something crucial. He took a deep breath and released an incredibly powerful divine sense, attempting to break through the protective barrier.

But what happened next was beyond belief. The strange force became a vortex, pulling his divine essence into it.

Lin Xuan was alarmed; if his divine essence were completely consumed, he would suffer severe injuries or even drop in cultivation stage.

He struggled to reclaim it but found himself firmly held by the spiritual force, unable to break free.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. But now wasn't the time for contemplation.

A flash of thought appeared as a white light emerged from the void, transforming into a divine sword that fell downward with great force.

Sizzle...

The crisp sound reached his ears as his divine essence, intangible yet tangible, was easily severed by the sword.

Lin Xuan's mind went fuzzy, and an overwhelming sense of dizziness washed over him. But this was the right choice; in such peril, he had to make a decisive cut.

While losing some of his divine essence was regrettable, it could be recovered. The risk of losing everything was far worse.

How to choose became clear to Lin Xuan.

"Master, what's wrong?"

Moon though hidden within the Musty Cavern Diagram, remained aware of external events and showed concern on her face.

"Don't worry; just a minor incident. Nothing serious."

Lin Xuan smiled reassuringly. The small loss was insignificant compared to his discovery of the stone cave, which likely contained valuable treasures. The battle between the Mountain Giant Ape and Flame Giant was for these very reasons.

While Lin Xuan was undoubtedly tempted by rare resources, he knew it wasn't a smart move. Even with the Mountain Giant Ape, he had no guarantee against the Flame Giant.

The key was that he didn't know what those treasures were; taking such risks wasn't worthwhile.

On one hand, this logic held true, but Lin Xuan still sought spirit blood and flame essence. From this perspective, the treasure in the stone cave could be a valuable find.
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Entering the tiger's den to catch its cub, Lin Xuan had decided to take a risky attempt.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but he did not act rashly. The Mountain Giant Ape and the Flame Giant were no trifles; brute strength was not the smart choice in this situation. He needed to wait for an opportune moment to increase his chances of success.

With the enemy's position clear while his remained hidden, Lin Xuan was not anxious. Time passed slowly as deafening roars echoed continuously in his ears. Both sides had unleashed their true flames, each move imbued with cosmic laws.

Despite its advantage in terrain, the Flame Giant's strength paled in comparison to the Mountain Giant Ape’s. As time wore on, the situation grew increasingly unfavorable for it. It was only a matter of time before it would fall.

Roar!

The earth-shaking roar reverberated through his ears as the Mountain Giant Ape shook its shoulder, its form blurring momentarily. It retracted its three-headed six-armed avatar. However, its size doubled, and its fur stood on end. Golden runes floated from its body.

With a swift motion, these runes flew back into its surface, enveloped by golden light. Soon, the Mountain Giant Ape was wrapped in a layer of golden flames. At first glance, it resembled the righteous energy of Confucianism, but with far greater potency.

What spell is this?

Lin Xuan watched in shock as the pressure on the Flame Giant intensified. Its face finally showed genuine fear. It raised its hands and thrust them forward...

Boom!

As it moved, the entire lava lake began to boil violently. Waves crashed furiously, revealing burning flames that morphed into countless ghost-faced bees.

Buzzing loudly, they lunged at their opponent with ferocity. Though impressive, this was merely a last-ditch effort. Effective against ordinary cultivators, it would be laughable against the Mountain Giant Ape in full strength.

Lin Xuan's nerves tightened as he anticipated the critical moment.

---

Facing the overwhelming waves and ghost-faced bees, the Mountain Giant Ape remained unperturbed. It only slightly shifted its body, retracting its right fist before forcefully thrusting it out again.

Instantly, a golden vortex appeared in the void. Though no more than a yard wide, it emitted an immense suction force. The power was indescribable; even cosmic laws seemed to fragment under its influence.

"This... is a domain? No, it's not like those legends speak of. It’s more like a mimicry. Could this be because the Mountain Giant Ape has injuries?"

This explained why the Mountain Giant Ape had come to the True Spirit's burial ground.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine. Injured and still so formidable, if it were unharmed, he would not dare think of attacking it. The Mountain Giant Ape was one of the top True Spirits.

His thoughts raced as the outcome became clear. Despite not being a true domain, the vortex could disrupt cosmic laws; mere ghost-faced bees made of flames were useless and vanished instantly.

Then the vortex split open, emitting countless golden spears.

Snap!

The piercing sound echoed as these spears pierced the Flame Giant with numerous holes. The surface of the spears released threads of cosmic power, but even in the lava lake, its wounds could not heal.

Its face showed a despairing expression.

Ahhh!

It raised its head and let out anunwillingly roared with indignation (unwilling roar). Its body shook before it fell into the lava with a crash, never to rise again.

The battle was over!

The Mountain Giant Ape pounded his chest in joyous praise. However, he was too early for his celebration.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air as the Flame Giant's remains exploded. Then, a flash of light revealed a fist-sized golden flame that flew towards the horizon at incredible speed.

---

Similar to an incipient spirit leaving its body, this was the essence of fire spirit. The Mountain Giant Ape would not let it go, but something unexpected happened.

A green glow flashed as a sword appeared like a celestial dragon and sliced in front of him.

The blade shone like snow, invoking cosmic laws with shocking force, aiming for the Flame Giant's head.

Caught off guard, the Mountain Giant Ape retreated several steps, avoiding the direct assault. This delay allowed the sword to change direction, transforming into a green glass hand that grabbed the escaping golden flame and flew away.

The entire process was swift; what seemed complex took only an instant.

Lin Xuan seized his opportunity perfectly, capturing the innate fire spirit.

However, with benefits came risks. By doing so, he had thoroughly angered the Mountain Giant Ape.

Roar!

Another earth-shaking roar filled the air as the Mountain Giant Ape enveloped itself in golden light, chasing Lin Xuan with ferocity.

Lin Xuan smiled and sped away using his full speed.

True Spirits also have weaknesses; though powerful, the Mountain Giant Ape was too impulsive. Other True Spirits might not be so easily lured away.

Soon, they were far apart, and the lava lake quieted down. But this was only the beginning. Suddenly, a dark cloud appeared without warning.

The cloud dispersed to reveal another Lin Xuan.

His appearance and physique identical to his original self, but with slightly darker skin—this was undoubtedly his body manifestation.

By doing that, he had lured the opponent away so he could search for the treasure mentioned in the phrase. Of course, this came with significant risks.

But compared to the potential gains, it was worth it. He knew his own powers well; while he couldn't defeat the Mountain Giant Ape, fleeing would leave him unscathed.

Lin Xuan had confidence in that. However, he needed to act quickly on his manifestation side, as unpredictable events could occur at any moment.

PS: Please give me a recommendation vote, thank you!
第三千五百三十五章 强大的灵族

In his mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. Magic winds surged throughout his body as he prepared to cast a spell to break through the lava lake and investigate the mysterious stone cave.

Lin Xuan was about to act when suddenly, his brows furrowed, and his expression turned grim: "Two fellow daoists hiding nearby—what is your intention?"

As he spoke, he slowly turned his head to look behind him at an empty space, his eyes flashing with cold light as a chill emanated from his body.

"Truly remarkable. A mere manifestation body can actually discern our presence. If it were the real you here, we would not be your match even if we teamed up."

A sweet giggle entered his ears, but the tone was unsettling. Then, a flash of light appeared in that direction, and two figures slowly came into view.

Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless as he silently sized up these unexpected guests.

On the left stood a woman dressed in white, her features strikingly beautiful. On the right, a man was hidden in shadow, his facial features indistinct, giving off an aura of desolation.

Their spiritual pressure was faint but unmistakable; both were at the stage of spirit division cultivation.

Having clearly assessed their strength, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. Suddenly, he made another discovery.

Wait, they don't seem to be human or beastfolk, nor do they resemble ancient demons.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted: "You are not cultivators from the Three Realms?"

"Hmph. You may be young, but you have good discernment. Recognizing us as ancient spirit beings is rare these days."

The woman said with a cold smile.

Ancient spirit beings?

A strange term.

But Lin Xuan felt a familiar tinge in his mind, as if he had read about them in some ancient text.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, but his thoughts raced. Finally, the answer came to him:

Ancient spirit beings—this refers to those with long-standing traditions of cultivation.

This realization made Lin Xuan draw a sharp breath. His initial disdain for their mere spirit division stage vanished entirely.

The laws of heaven are just, and so is fate. Cultivating as a spirit being is no easy task, but once they reach the path of immortality, their strength far surpasses that of their peers at the same level.

For spirit beings to challenge those above them in rank is nothing unusual.

Despite their lowly cultivation stage, these two were not to be underestimated.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's face showed a mix of caution: "Ancient spirit beings—why are you here at the true spirit burial grounds?"

"Hmph. That question should come from you. This place has never been visited in a million years. How did you get here?" The woman's sweet voice carried with an air of accusation.

Lin Xuan remained silent, naturally not answering such questions.

"Silence? Then it seems we will have to extract your soul and spirit for thorough questioning."

"You talk big, but don't worry about losing your tongue in the wind." Seeing his dismissal, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh in anger.

"If you are so confident, let's see if that holds true. Your manifestation body might be formidable, but can we not handle a mere one?" The woman boasted.

"Very well, then I will test your abilities."

Words were meaningless; the truth would come from their actions.

Knowing he was being pursued by a mountain gorilla and needed to act quickly, Lin Xuan acted swiftly.

With a flick of his sleeves, thick dark energy surged out. His second spirit embryo had reached the early stage of tribulation, and the Snow Shadow True Demon Art had advanced to an unparalleled level.

He clutched his hands together, causing the dark energy to expand and contract.

Suddenly, several grotesque demonic serpents appeared, writhing and spitting lightning fire as they charged at the two figures.

"Ridiculous tricks—dare to show off in front of a master."

The woman's smile faded. Her icy hands swept through the air, and a flower bloomed slowly above them.

But soon, petals shot out, turning into dazzling threads that encircled the demonic serpents, severing their heads.

The threads continued their assault on Lin Xuan.

It seemed they aimed to take his head in one fell swoop.

Lin Xuan's lips curved into a smile; he was not anxious.

As those threads approached, Lin Xuan spat out a puff of green energy from the corner of his mouth.

"Whoosh!"

Suddenly, strong winds blew as the green energy transformed into ropes that quickly bound the white threads.

Simultaneously, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

With a loud "bang," the demonic serpents exploded, reverting to pure dark energy.

Those energies coalesced into a cloud about an acre in size before more tigers flew out, roaring as they pounced.

The woman's face remained unchanged. With a slight lift of her hand, she extended a finger and shot out a black-red beam.

"Pfft! Pfft! Pfft!"

The beam sliced through the leading tigers, turning them into a string of targets.

The dark-clothed man beside her had not moved, as if he was merely observing.

"Enough of these trivial tricks—they have no effect. If you are only this weak, I am disappointed."

The woman said with a cold smile.

"Indeed impressive."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself. Her words were correct; he had indeed been testing their strength.

As the saying goes, "hearing is deceiving, seeing is believing."

Texts claimed that spirit beings far surpassed those of equal rank and could easily challenge higher ranks, but Lin Xuan needed to test this for himself before making a judgment.

The techniques he used were effortless, yet they decapitated spirit division cultivators with ease. However, the woman handled them as if it was no big deal.

The texts did not lie; this guy's strength far surpassed his peers and even rivaled those at the tribulation stage.
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To be considered a formidable opponent was no exaggeration.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely serious. He wasn't worried about the possibility of defeat; his second spirit embryo had already advanced, and self-preservation wouldn’t be an issue even if he couldn’t win. The problem lay in prolonging the battle; the pressure on his true body would become unbearable.

Even with his current strength, the Mountain Tyrant Great Ape was still too powerful to handle.

Lin Xuan hadn't planned to engage in direct combat; everything had been meticulously calculated. His goal was for the opponent to be hesitant and use their intelligence to achieve his ultimate objective.

However, even though this plan sounded good, who would have thought that at a critical moment, a程咬金 (Cheng Siba) would appear, disrupting all of his calculations.

It could be said that it was like the cicada being caught by the mantis while another bird awaits its turn. His carefully laid plans were completely thrown off course.

The ancient spirit race seemed to act as if they were native cultivators in this true spirit burial ground. Would they know where the Seven Treasures of Nirvana were?

These thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind, making his gaze sharper.

Misfortune may be an omen of fortune, and vice versa.

The arrival of these two unexpected guests might not necessarily be a bad thing for him; perhaps the treasure he was seeking on this journey could be found with them.

However, achieving his goal required one prerequisite: he needed to defeat both of them as quickly as possible. Otherwise, he wouldn’t just fail in finding the treasure; his situation would become extremely unfavorable.

The shorter the battle here, the more secure and relaxed his true body would be on the other side.

With these thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan wasted no time. He flicked his sleeves and immediately summoned his treasures.

Dozens of leaf-shaped flying knives appeared, covering half of the sky. Their number was comparable to the Nine Palace Momentary Sword.

These were none other than the Black Water Deva Blades.

Lin Xuan had obtained these from an enemy; its original owner was a mere spirit realm魔族 (Spirits). But the Black Water Deva Blade indeed possessed extraordinary charm that Lin Xuan admired greatly.

After passing it on to his avatar, Lin Xuan spent much effort adding various rare and precious materials to reforge it. It had undergone a complete transformation from its original form, now far more powerful than before. Even compared to other old monsters' life essence treasures at the Tribulation Transcending stage, it was no less formidable.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, and the Black Water Deva Blades transformed into streaks of sharp light, piercing through the air.

This wasn’t just a probing attack; both spirit race cultivators’ expressions turned serious.

"Kokoko!"

A soft giggle echoed as the white-robed woman raised her hand. A talisman resembling a handkerchief shot out from her sleeve and spun to grow several dozen feet in size.

The embroidered mountain on the handkerchief was vividly depicted, towering and majestic.

"Fall!"

With a casual gesture, she pointed at something.

As she did so, thunderous sounds filled the air, and the void blurred. A thousand-foot-high mountain materialized, instantly blocking both spirit race cultivators' figures.

"Playing with the master's tools!"

Despite the massive object, Lin Xuan’s face showed no change; his hands didn’t move as he merely sent out a mental command.

Wu…

A dull sound entered his ears.

The thousands of Black Water Deva Blades converged in the middle. A sharp blade flashed into existence.

"Great Sword Technique!"

Even low-ranking cultivators could master this technique, but when Lin Xuan used it, it seemed almost divine and ethereal. The fewer but more refined techniques were always the best choice at such moments.

The spirit race woman waved her hands.

Instantly, the mountain in front of her grew ten times its size, and even more astonishingly, a metallic sheen flickered on its surface. Its defensive capabilities were formidable indeed.

A mere Great Sword Technique couldn’t possibly break through his treasures.

She was confident.

But then, her expression changed.

The Black Water Deva Blades blurred slightly, tearing the space apart. The fragmented space turned into spatial rifts… if this wasn’t remarkable enough, the spatial rifts shooting out seemed even more unbelievable.

"Think your defenses are solid? Try out the power of my裂空斩 (Split Sky Slash)!"

Lin Xuan’s cold laughter echoed in his ears as he spoke. Before she could finish, several long spatial rifts had already touched the mountain peak.

Ssssh…

An ear-piercing sound filled the air, and dazzling spiritual light flickered madly.

Boom!

A heart-stirring scene unfolded.

The massive mountain was split down the middle and fell from the sky.

With the mountain destroyed, the handkerchief’s light dimmed.

But the Black Water Deva Blades continued their momentum, mixed with spatial rifts, and fiercely shot towards the spirit race woman.

"No…"

She was shocked. Her power wouldn’t stop here; a moment of carelessness had placed her in an irredeemable situation.

Her face showed fear, but it was too late to regret.

Of course, she didn’t sit idly by. In a hurry, she flicked her sleeves, and several defensive talismans flashed out.

Puff! Puff! Puff!

The dull sounds continued as this hasty defense proved ineffective. The power of the Split Sky Slash far exceeded her expectations; almost upon contact, those talismans were easily cut in half.

"Who dares!"

Seeing that the woman was about to perish, the black-robed man couldn’t maintain his composure any longer and struck Lin Xuan with a roar.

Facing the sharp Split Sky Slash, he didn’t have the confidence to block it. So, he chose to use围魏救赵 (Encircle Wei to Rescue Zhao), drawing Lin Xuan’s attention away.

He flicked his sleeves, and two ancient-looking long spears flew out.

Black light surged as they transformed into two ancient-looking black dragons, which rushed towards Lin Xuan with their heads and tails swaying.

But Lin Xuan ignored them, treating them like air.

As the black dragon approached, a beautiful woman materialized.

It was Mo'er; she had been hiding all along, waiting for an opportune moment to ambush the two. Now that her time had come, she appeared.

She raised her jade hand and pointed at something.

The玄阴宝盒 (Yin-Yang Treasure Box) transformed into two ropes, binding the approaching black dragon.

Lin Xuan’s crisis was over, but a惨叫声 (horrible scream) echoed from the other side.

Despite her best efforts, the spirit race woman couldn’t block the Split Sky Slash and lost her head.

Her face showed不甘之色 (reluctance). If she hadn’t been too complacent, she wouldn’t have died so easily. But in this world of cultivation, there were no ifs; losing was just losing.

A vase appeared, its surface cracked, and it exploded into powder. This vase was undoubtedly the spirit race woman’s true body.
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One misstep and a thousand years of regret; once you look back, it's already been a hundred years.

The strength of that Spirit Race woman had originally matched those who had transcended tribulation, but due to carelessness, she was instantly killed here by Lin Xuan.

Although Yue'er's figure was exposed, the situation was now very favorable for Lin Xuan. With his deep scheming mind, he wouldn't let such a good opportunity pass. He flicked his sleeve and the Black Water Deva Saber emitted a fierce light, changing direction to stab towards the black-clothed man.

Seeing this scene, Yue'er wasn't idle either. She raised her jade hand and pointed it forward.

A muffled sound echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the Mystic Yin Treasure Box exploded mid-air, causing spatial ripples to surge forth. Countless silver threads pierced through space, seemingly teleporting right before their opponent's face.

The situation was sudden; there was no way to dodge!

The black-clothed man was shocked and without further thought, spat out a mouthful of blood that flashed past the wind, transforming into a black shield in front of him.

In the next moment, those silver threads rushed forward like raindrops hitting banana leaves. The black shield shook violently; after just a few breaths, it was pockmarked and completely penetrated.

No more barriers!

A look of determination flashed across the man's face as he clutched his hands together. His body surface emitted spiritual light, and his figure rapidly expanded.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan was shocked, and Yue'er's expression mirrored his. Both of them reacted simultaneously by shooting backward.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed in their ears; the black-clothed man had self-destructed.

Although he was a spirit-stage cultivator, as a member of the Spirit Race, his strength wasn't inferior to that of ordinary tribulation-transcenders. The destructive power of such an explosion was beyond imagination.

A blazing sun bloomed mid-air, and fierce gales swept from all directions. Despite their quick reactions, Lin Xuan and Yue'er couldn't escape the aftereffects within this short time.

Forced to stop, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, releasing a black light that transformed into a small flag.

The banner unfurled in the wind, revealing a dark cloud of demonic energy that enveloped Lin Xuan. Yue'er reacted similarly; countless runes appeared on the surface of the Mystic Yin Treasure Box, quickly transforming into dozens of shields.

These shields surrounded Yue'er.

Fierce gales assailed them but were blocked by their defenses.

But was this the end?

No!

Just as they thought it had concluded, something unexpected happened. A black light shot out from the center of the explosion.

Lin Xuan could see that it was a copper bell about a foot in size, with an ancient and imposing appearance. It emitted a heart-stirring aura, clearly the true form of the Spirit Race man. The self-destruction had been just a trivial shell.

Like lightning, this thought flashed through Lin Xuan's mind; he wouldn't let his opponent succeed. However, by the time he wanted to stop it, it was already too late.

In a rush, Lin Xuan cast a spell.

The dark cloud turned and transformed into a black hand as if实体 existed. It reached down with great speed but was still too slow. The copper bell blurred and vanished into the sky first.

Accursed! Lin Xuan's expression was extremely displeased; he had unexpectedly failed to catch his opponent, allowing him to escape.

Not only could they no longer trace the Seven Treasures of the Deva, but their location had also been exposed. This was about as bad a result as it got. If he wasn't disappointed, that would be a lie.

"Master, what should we do now?"

Yue'er flew over and asked.

"We'll look for the treasure first."

Lin Xuan sighed.

Worrying wouldn't solve the problem; the urgent task was to retrieve the treasure. They had already experienced one change of events; Lin Xuan didn't want a second.

After all his efforts, he certainly wouldn't make such a foolish mistake as carrying water in a bamboo basket.

"Yue'er, stay here and watch while I look for the treasure."

"Alright."

Yue'er nodded without any objections.

To prevent unforeseen events, Lin Xuan didn't delay; enveloped by thick demonic energy, he潜入了岩浆湖.

As the name suggests, this lake was made of lava that reached the inner fire. Even ordinary mortals would have no chance if they fell in, but as a tribulation-transcender, the flames posed no threat to Lin Xuan. His protective demonic energy alone provided sufficient self-preservation.

However, the depth of the lava lake far exceeded expectations.

In just a few breaths, Lin Xuan had descended over a thousand feet and still couldn't see the bottom. The temperature increased dramatically with each descent, and his mana consumption accelerated rapidly.

Unable to bear it any longer, Lin Xuan summoned a defensive treasure. This alleviated some of the pressure.

He cautiously released his spirit sense; the lava fire weakened and corroded his spirit sense. Thankfully, given the strength of his spirit sense, he could endure it勉强.

Finally, Lin Xuan discovered a stone cave.

This is where we are!

His face lit up with joy.

Without delay, he sped up and swam over.

After approaching, Lin Xuan didn't rashly enter; instead, he cautiously released his spirit sense. As expected, he was pushed out again, but fortunately, no traps were found.

There wasn't time to explore in detail now.

One must enter the tiger's den to catch a tiger. Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and bravely entered the cave.

Despite seeing nothing ahead, an immense force stopped him from entering the stone cave. However, it was futile; this was only a manifestation of himself, not the true form. His manifested self had reached the tribulation-transcender stage; how could he fail to enter a mere stone cave?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and emitted black light all over his body as he fully activated the Snow Shadow True Devil Technique.

Finally, he broke through that strange force and entered the stone cave.

The scene before him was clear. A large hall appeared, though it wasn't spacious—only about ten feet in each direction.

However, at the front of the hall, there was a rough and ancient water pool, seemingly formed naturally.

A pleasant fragrance wafted as Lin Xuan focused his gaze; he widened his eyes in surprise. In that water pool lay a milky white substance.

Ten-thousand-year-old Spirit Milk!

Indeed, drinking just one drop could restore a cultivator's mana.

Of course, at Lin Xuan's level, ordinary ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was ineffective. However, the current ones weren't ordinary; judging by their color, these ten-thousand-year-old spirit milks had been around for tens of thousands of years.

Though not as powerful as heavenly spirit milk, they were still extraordinary treasures.
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Lin Xuan's face showed admiration.

He hadn't expected to find a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk in this stone cave.

Indeed, it was something that would make cultivators drool.

For Lin Xuan himself, it also had significant uses.

However, while the situation made sense, the giant ape and the flame giant were clearly not fighting for this item.

Though the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk was rare, to true spirits, it wasn't particularly remarkable.

The giant ape wouldn't have gone through all that trouble just for it. Could there be other treasures in this water pool?

Lin Xuan cautiously released his divine sense.

Surprisingly, this time, he encountered no hindrance and quickly extended his divine sense to the bottom of the water pool.

A gourd-like object entered his sight.

On top of the gourd was a night pearl.

It had the size of a dragon's eye but was fire red in color. Astonishing amounts of spirit energy emanated from its surface.

"What is this treasure?"

Lin Xuan, relying on intuition, knew that it wasn't ordinary, but he couldn't identify what it was after much contemplation.

The cultivation world was vast, and there were numerous heavenly treasures. Although Lin Xuan had good experience, he couldn't recognize everything either.

Even if his guess was correct, the giant ape had fought fiercely for this treasure, but to be safe, he still released his divine sense to thoroughly search the entire stone chamber. After a long while of searching, he didn't find anything else.

Time was pressing, so Lin Xuan returned along his original path.

"Master!"

Moon's voice entered his ears. The little girl had been hovering beside him and now hurried over upon seeing him come out.

"How did it go? Did you find any treasure?"

"We found one, but I can't identify it."

Lin Xuan scratched his head and said helplessly.

"Oh, show me," Moon said with curiosity.

"Sure!"

Hearing his wife's words, Lin Xuan had no objections. He extended his hand to pass the night pearl-like treasure over.

Moon took it, examining it closely.

"This is..."

The little girl suddenly raised her eyebrows, a beautiful expression showing surprise on her face.

"Oh, Master, do you recognize this treasure?"

"Yes, this item is called Fire Dragon Fruit. For cultivators, it's an extremely unfamiliar object, but for true spirits, it has significant uses. It can even be said to be something that dreams of possessing."

"Really? How so?"

"The master knows well. True spirits are incredibly powerful, but once injured, they find it difficult to recover. However, there are some rare heavenly treasures in the three realms that greatly help with their injuries. Consuming them might even bring back the dead. This Fire Dragon Fruit is included among them."

Moon's voice like a golden oriole entered his ears. Having advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage, although her past memories hadn't fully returned, she had about 70% of them. Her knowledge of heavenly treasures was far beyond Lin Xuan.

"Then I see."

Lin Xuan nodded in understanding.

This Fire Dragon Fruit could help true spirits recover from injuries, which explained why the giant ape fought so fiercely for it.

It was indeed a treasure that could be relied upon.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, and a smug smile appeared on his lips.

---

At the same time, tens of thousands of miles away from Lin Xuan's avatar,

a flash of spirit light stopped a small bell in mid-flight.

Following this, an ancient and rustic chime echoed into his ears. The item's surface emitted runes that eventually transformed into a man wearing black robes.

His face was pale, with a look of lingering fear. He muttered to himself, "Fortunately, I was quick enough to discard my body bag and cut off the avatar. Otherwise, this time, I might have really perished there."

"An avatar of an ordinary cultivator could sever my fangs, so what about the main body? Its strength is beyond imagination. In the three realms, it's one of the few powerful beings. What could such a being want in the true spirit burial grounds?"

"A saying goes: the virtuous do not come, and those who come are not virtuous. Could our spirit race really be unable to escape this calamity?"

With these thoughts, the man's expression turned extremely ugly. He sighed, "Forget it. I can't make a decision on this matter. If there is any disaster, let the old patriarch worry about it."

He then reached out and patted his waist. A flash of light appeared, revealing a palm-sized jade talisman.

The man lowered his head and sank into his divine sense.

Silver lines appeared on the surface of the jade talisman.

After a long while, he raised his head, his face showing extreme distress.

"Uncle, what happened? Is it really the ancient prophecy coming true?" The girl was alarmed and quickly asked.

"It's both yes and no. I don't know either. Let Han'er figure it out on your own," the spirit race patriarch sighed and casually passed the jade talisman over.

The girl took it, lowered her head slightly, and did the same as before, sinking into her divine sense.

Soon, her expression turned extremely ugly. After a long while, she raised her head.

"Uncle Han'er, is that person really him?"

The spirit race patriarch's voice was filled with concern as he asked.

"If I'm not mistaken, that woman is indeed the reincarnation of the King of Asuras," a strange light flashed in the girl's eyes, but her expression remained surprisingly calm.

"Are you sure? You won't make a mistake?"

The old man said worriedly.

"Uncle, although I am the spirit race's holy maiden, my true form is one of the Seven Treasures of the Asuras. This King of Asuras was my former master; how could I possibly make a mistake," the girl sighed.

"The prophecy has indeed come true. After millions of years, the reincarnation of the King of Asuras really found this place. Even hiding in the spirit burial grounds couldn't escape it?" The spirit race patriarch seemed to age significantly, his face showing many wrinkles.

He then raised his head and said, "Han'er, what do you plan to do?"
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"What plans do you have? Hmph, I'll deal with it as it comes. Don't tell me you're going to surrender without a fight."

Compared to the Spirit Clan's ancestral elder, the young woman appeared much more composed. Her voice was unusually cold and clear.

"Do you plan on fighting?" The old man frowned.

"Father, you worry too much," replied the girl.

"Worry? Why?"

"Yes, the one who came is not my former master but just the reincarnation of the Asura King."

"Is there a difference?"

"Certainly," she said with a smile that was even colder and more composed. "The Asuras of old were prodigies, unmatched by true immortals. If she were to appear here, I would have no strength to resist her. But just an reincarnation may not be as formidable."

"Father, haven't you noticed? The clues sent back by the Claw indicate that the girl who resembles the Asura King has only初级渡劫 cultivation," said the young woman.

"Hmm, what Huan says makes sense."

The Spirit Clan's ancestral elder nodded. It was often said that an outside observer sees more clearly than one involved in a situation. But his insights on this matter were far less profound than Huan's.

Unlike the Asuras, today she had no power to make the Three Realms surrender.

"But what about the prophecy..."

"Prophecies are always vague and uncertain. Moreover, so much time has passed that it is not something to fear. What we should be concerned about is the man accompanying the reincarnation. His true form is at the渡劫 stage, making his real body even more formidable," sighed the Spirit Clan's holy maiden.

"Don't worry about Huan. As long as it isn't the Asura King himself, I have no reason to fear other cultivators. I will take on this powerful enemy for you." The ancestral elder's proud voice echoed in her ears.

"Thank you, Father."

The girl quickly bowed gracefully.

"As a member of our clan, it is my duty to help, so there's no need to thank me," said the ancestral elder, stroking his beard with a smile on his face.

"You're right. Huan will remember your aid. However, although she isn't truly an Asura, her companions are formidable. We can't be too careless and must prepare in advance."

"I understand. I had already prepared before sending out Fei Ya and the Claw. All our skilled cultivators have been recalled, and some restrictions have been activated. In short, I will not make the same mistake of being overly cautious," said the ancestral elder confidently.

"Father has made thorough preparations; I can rest easy."

...

Meanwhile, back with Lin Xuan, although he had obtained the treasure through his avatar, his true form was still pursued by the Mountain Giant Ape.

Lin Xuan used all his skills but could not escape.

He was frustrated. Ancient texts were indeed unreliable.

The text said that the Mountain Giant Ape was incredibly strong and fierce, yet its speed in flight was unremarkable. In fact, among True Spirits, it ranked quite low.

This was sheer nonsense!

If his flight speed had been so poor, he wouldn't have failed to escape.

Lin Xuan's frustration reached its peak.

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed as the Mountain Giant Ape emitted electric sparks and vanished from sight.

Thunder遁术?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. Without hesitation, he stepped to the left.

As he moved, Lin Xuan also disappeared.

Almost simultaneously, a thunderclap resounded overhead. A furry fist broke through the void and struck where Lin Xuan had been standing.

Fortunately, his reaction was swift; otherwise, a blow from the Mountain Giant Ape would have severely injured him.

"Ao!"

The roar echoed as the ape grew angrier after missing its first strike. It caught up to Lin Xuan and punched again.

With each punch, the entire area within several miles collapsed under the force of the法则.

The Law of Force had reached a level of mastery.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He too knew this law but would not dare use it in combat here. Employing such power before True Spirits was sheer folly.

He wouldn't make that mistake.

Defense alone wasn't a wise choice, especially with the dire situation at hand. With a wave of his sleeves, Lin Xuan activated his命宝.

Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's light grew intense as it emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

It transformed into three, then nine, forming a silver sword curtain before him.

Sharp and formidable, capable of destroying anything that entered. However, the Mountain Giant Ape showed no fear; its expression remained unchanged as its fist continued to advance.

Boom!

The explosion echoed as powerful winds surged.

But golden light interwove with silver, neither yielding. The Mountain Giant Ape's strength was indeed formidable, but Lin Xuan’s命宝was not easily defeated.

Countless divine swords fell like rain, slicing into the ape's arm.

True Spirits were strong, but flesh and blood could they really be more durable than his命宝?

Lin Xuan was confident.

But in the next moment, he widened his eyes.

The divine swords collided with the ape’s arm, producing a metallic sound despite the light. The other party showed no signs of injury.

If not for seeing it with his own eyes, Lin Xuan would have found it hard to believe that flesh and blood could be so resilient.

Had he underestimated the heroes of the world? Was this Mountain Giant Ape truly injured?

But there was no time for further thought. His current situation was dire.

With a gritted jaw, Lin Xuan’s hands moved rapidly, emitting spell after spell from his fingertips.

Dragon roars echoed as Nine Palaces Momentary Sword vanished in place, replaced by silver threads emerging.

Transforming the sword into threads!

Lin Xuan had learned this secret technique from Fairy Blossom. Though not surpassing her, he had mastered it to perfection.

Countless sword threads emerged like ropes, binding the ape's arm tightly.

More threads continued to emerge, wrapping around and cutting at the ape’s body.

Turning defense into offense!

As a seasoned cultivator, Lin Xuan quickly turned the tide of battle.

The Mountain Giant Ape was in peril. Each thread was extremely sharp; even with its indestructible body, it would need to expend much energy to block such attacks.

Over time, the situation favored Lin Xuan as the ape's limbs were tightly bound by thousands of sword threads.

But then, a deafening roar echoed. The Mountain Giant Ape struggled and emitted golden light, breaking the threads inch by inch.
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Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his face showing an expression of incredulity. He knew his own abilities best; the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had undergone countless refinements. The effort and resources spent on crafting this treasure were beyond count.

The resilience of the sword was no less than that of a late-stage cultivation expert’s life essence weapon.

After mastering the technique to transform swords into threads, its power had grown even more formidable. But now, it seemed utterly destroyed before his eyes.

The sword threads gradually vanished into nothingness, and Lin Xuan would not have believed this scene if he hadn't witnessed it with his own eyes. His face turned a deep shade of green as he realized the dire situation he was in. Any other cultivator would surely suffer severe injuries if they were in his position—losing their life essence weapon was no laughing matter.

The giant ape mountain understood this well, despite its true spirit being rare among true spirits. It possessed intelligence comparable to human cultivators and had inherited knowledge from ancient times, making it far more knowledgeable than ordinary humans.

Seizing such an opportunity, the giant ape let out a deafening roar. Its hands raised high, an unbelievable spiritual pressure surged from its body, piercing the sky. The void seemed to blur as a small mountain-like figure materialized behind it.

Mystic Form Technique!

The figure's appearance was identical to that of the giant ape, but it was more imposing, resembling a towering mountain.

The giant ape’s roar grew even more mournful. It suddenly raised its right arm and struck Lin Xuan from afar. A thunderous sound echoed in his ears as the figure behind him mimicked the action, lunging forward with ferocity towards Lin Xuan.

In an instant, the situation became perilous for Lin Xuan.

But fear did not show on his face.

"Ha!"

Lin Xuan's hands moved swiftly, and a finger shot out like lightning. As he moved, a clear ringing sound filled the air. An unbelievable scene unfolded before him.

Points of light appeared in the void, resembling falling stars. The broken sword threads converged towards the center, emitting brilliant light as a radiant silver sun suddenly rose into existence.

The light then dimmed, and a thousand-foot-long silver giant sword materialized.

Lin Xuan had mastered the Giant Sword Technique to an unparalleled degree.

"How is this possible?"

The giant ape widened its eyes in disbelief. How could his life essence weapon, which he had just destroyed, reappear? Was it some kind of illusion?

But that thought only flashed through its mind before being dismissed. The spiritual pressure emanating from the silver sword was real and accompanied by a surging force of法则.

Sword Law!

It was too late to change tactics now. A fierce look appeared in the giant ape’s eyes as it advanced, not retreating but stepping forward. The figure behind it lunged even more aggressively.

Lin Xuan's eyes also showed a resolve. He recited a short incantation and spat out a mouthful of green mist. A sharp crackling sound filled the air as the surface of the giant sword flashed with silver light, followed by a layer of five-colored crystal flames.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

But this was not all; a series of hissing electric sounds filled his ears as lightning surged across the blade’s surface.

Experience is the best teacher. After witnessing the giant ape's abilities earlier, Lin Xuan did not underestimate it. This display of power represented his last resort to win against its formidable opponent.

Aaah!

The giant ape’s roar grew even more piercing. As quickly as it could, the giant sword and the figure clashed in mid-air.

The scene was indescribable. The entire sky transformed into a chaotic void. Spiritual light flared up, and the intangible forces of法则 became visible, colliding and chasing each other in the air.

Sword Law, Force Law, Extreme Cold Law, and Lightning Law.

Simultaneously driving three laws of force, even for Lin Xuan, was unprecedented. The pressure was immense, but he had no choice.

The giant ape’s understanding of Force Law had reached a height that Lin Xuan could not match. Engaging in a single law would surely result in his defeat. Thus, he resorted to sheer quantity to make up for the quality deficit.

Three laws against one, yet they were evenly matched.

Lin Xuan's face contorted with increasing pressure as the three laws still failed to overpower their opponent.

Frustrated, his eyes turned bloodshot. He struck a fierce punch forward.

Force Law!

Though inferior compared to the giant ape’s power, it could still turn the tide at this moment.

With Force Law added, the giant ape finally faltered. The silver light overshadowed the golden glow emitted by the giant ape. A thunderous sound echoed as the giant figure split into two halves and faded away.

The giant ape’s body staggered; if not for a quick recovery, it would have fallen to the ground.

Though Lin Xuan had gained the upper hand, he was now on his last legs and couldn’t follow up. As he recharged his spiritual energy, the giant ape stood back up with an even more terrifying aura in its eyes.

It lunged forward again, its aggressive stance unmistakable.

"Wait! Do you still want that Fire Dragon Fruit?"

Lin Xuan’s loud voice halted the giant ape's swift advance.

"What did you say? Fire Dragon Fruit?" The giant ape’s eyes glowed with ferocity. But Lin Xuan was a shrewd cultivator; beneath the rage, there was evident suspicion.

"Friend, your abilities are impressive. However, you must be severely injured to have come here. Fortunately for you, you unexpectedly discovered the Fire Dragon Fruit. Am I mistaken?" Lin Xuan’s clear voice echoed. His confidence stemmed from the successful retrieval of the treasure as reported by his avatar.

The giant ape was unsure how it had been injured but knew it had no choice but to stay alive. With a flicker of life, it would not hesitate to use any means necessary.

"How do you know about this?" The giant ape hesitated and asked with suspicion.

"Do not concern yourself with how I came to know; just tell me if you want the Fire Dragon Fruit." Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke.
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"Are you threatening me?"

The mountain gorilla was suddenly enraged, its eyes flashing with a fierce light. It seemed that if it didn't like what Lin Xuan said, he would be crushed into powder.

Its presence was so intimidating that any other cultivator might have struggled to stand their ground.

However, Lin Xuan's expression remained extremely calm. He completely ignored the true spirit's fury and saw this situation as advantageous for him; his opponent was just posturing.

"Friend, you speak too harshly. In the True Spirit realm, you are a formidable figure. How could I dare to threaten you? I am merely compelled by circumstances to make an offer with you."

Lin Xuan adopted a very humble posture.

"An offer?"

"Yes, the Fire Dragon Fruit has already been gathered by my companions. If you desire it, I will gladly present it to you."

"So what do you want in return?"

The mountain gorilla was indeed irritable but not stupid. When someone extends an olive branch, there must be something in it for them. This young man wasn't weak, yet he went through so much trouble—wasn't there a purpose behind his actions?

"Don't worry about it. I would never harm you. My first intention is to make friends with you."

"Make friends?"

The mountain gorilla couldn't help but laugh and cry at the same time. A moment ago, they were fighting for their lives, yet now he was talking about friendship.

How foolish must one be to believe such nonsense!

However, while this logic made sense, it couldn't afford to break its face with Lin Xuan.

After all, the Fire Dragon Fruit was in his hands; how could he not hesitate? Even if he knew that he had to pretend, he still needed to deal with the situation.

"Alright, I'll be your friend."

The mountain gorilla said this and even found it absurd. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

He had gone through great lengths to turn an enemy into a friend for a reason. Although their friendship was absurd, the mountain gorilla was proud of its nature. Once it acknowledged him as a friend, he wouldn't offend it again; any previous discomfort would be forgotten.

In other words, once Lin Xuan put his hands on that Fire Spirit Essence, the mountain gorilla could only accept the situation with a grudging nod.

The mountain gorilla might not have fully understood all the intricacies of this arrangement at the moment. But since he had acknowledged him as a friend, he couldn't back out later.

Wisdom over brute force!

Facing such a formidable true spirit, it was best to avoid direct confrontation. While the Fire Spirit Essence was useful, Lin Xuan didn't want to risk attracting an enemy because of it.

This situation was exactly what he wanted.

"Thank you for your kindness. To be recognized by the mountain gorilla is truly an honor."

Lin Xuan bowed and spoke with utmost sincerity. The mountain gorilla scratched its head, feeling a bit lost about Lin Xuan's intentions.

As they say, one doesn't strike a smiling face. In front of Lin Xuan's courteous behavior, he was at a loss for how to respond.

Even the idea flashed through his mind—this little guy might actually be trying to make friends?

The misunderstanding earlier had just been to show off his strength.

After all, if he didn't demonstrate enough power, how could he be worthy of making friends with him?

With this thought, the mountain gorilla's expression softened considerably. It was one of the few powerful true spirits, but its nature was too straightforward.

Seeing Lin Xuan's changing expressions, a smile played on Lin Xuan's lips. He felt more confident about his chances.

"Thank you for your kindness and humility. I am honored to offer you the Fire Dragon Fruit. Additionally, I have one favor to ask of you."

"What is it?"

The mountain gorilla tensed, knowing that Lin Xuan was going to make a demand. However, he remained polite and didn't say anything rude, but silently resolved to deal with whatever came.

"Here's what: my friend accidentally fell into the魔境 during cultivation. He sought out many famous doctors and finally found a recipe that could save him. However, to refine this spirit pill, nine true spirits' blood is needed as an ingredient, including yours. I humbly request you to give me some of your blood. I would be immensely grateful."

Lin Xuan bowed deeply with a sincere expression.

This was all lies, but it was a kind lie. The mountain gorilla sighed in relief and showed a generous smile: "What difficulty could this be? Just a bit of blood. Fine, don't cry about it; I'll give you my friend's gift."

For ordinary cultivators, true spirit blood was a priceless treasure, almost invaluable. But for the true spirits themselves, it was just ordinary blood.

"Thank you for your generosity!"

Lin Xuan bowed again and thanked the mountain gorilla with a deep bow. He was naturally delighted at how smoothly things went. With a wave of his sleeve, he revealed an inch-sized jade bottle glowing with spirit light.

"Just one bottle will do."

"So little!"

The mountain gorilla, towering over a hundred feet tall, found this amount of blood insignificant—like being bitten by a mosquito.

"Indeed, that's enough,"

Lin Xuan smiled. He was content with what he had; the true spirit blood from refining the True Spirit Sword Art was more than sufficient for him. There was no need to ask for more.

The mountain gorilla looked satisfied. Lin Xuan's request was much simpler than expected—a mere gesture.

Of course, it did this because Lin Xuan had earned its recognition.

Otherwise, such a valuable blood would not be casually handed over to others.

It extended one of its furry arms and gently drew out a drop of blood with its fingernail. The blood filled the small jade bottle in an instant.

Then, its arm glowed with spirit light, and the wound vanished before his eyes.

True spirits found it difficult to recover from injuries; this was just a minor cut.

"Thank you for your kindness."

Lin Xuan bowed respectfully as he happily put the jade bottle away.

"What about the Fire Dragon Fruit?"

"I will bring my avatar shortly. Rest assured, I am a man of my word. Once I make a promise to a friend, I will keep it," Lin Xuan smiled.

The Fire Dragon Fruit had no use for him, so he wouldn't offend his opponent over this fruit.

Hearing these words, the mountain gorilla's expression eased as he waited patiently by the side.
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During this time, nothing out of the ordinary happened. After about a cup of tea's worth of waiting, a startling rainbow appeared on the horizon.

The rainbow moved incredibly fast; initially far away, it suddenly arrived before their eyes, its light dimming as a plain-looking young man emerged from it.

His features were identical to Lin Xuan’s, with the only difference being that his skin was slightly darker.

Seeing this scene, the Mountain Giant Ape's eyes flickered with surprise. Just one incarnation and yet he had managed to pass through the Tribulation Stage—this was quite remarkable indeed.

Lin Xuan wore a faint smile on his lips as his incarnation spun around before vanishing into his sleeve. Following that, Lin Xuan’s aura began to visibly strengthen.

This wasn't strange; with the second Yuan Yin returning to his body, it naturally enhanced his strength from its original base.

The Mountain Giant Ape's pupils constricted slightly, a hint of fear flickering in their depths. It didn’t worry about defeating Lin Xuan but was concerned that he might not keep his word. If Lin Xuan wanted to leave now, the giant ape wasn't sure it could stop him with absolute certainty.

It had been too careless; it shouldn’t have given away its True Spirit Blood so easily.

However, regret came too late. He could only stare intently at Lin Xuan.

Actually, this worry was unnecessary.

While the cultivation world was indeed full of deceit and cunning, Lin Xuan was a cultivator who valued his word. Unless absolutely necessary, he would not break his promise for personal gain.

The Mountain Giant Ape wasn’t easy to provoke, so Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't take advantage of such a formidable opponent. It wouldn’t be worth it.

Lin Xuan extended his hand and patted his waist, causing a flash of light as an jade box the size of a palm appeared before him.

He gently tapped on it, enveloping it in a layer of spiritual light that floated towards the other party.

"The Fire Dragon Fruit is inside."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed into their ears.

The Mountain Giant Ape exhaled with relief but still held some suspicion. Without further ado, he sent out a mental command.

"Bang" came the sound as the lid of the box opened on its own.

Red light shone brightly and an exotic fragrance wafted towards them.

Fire Dragon Fruit was somewhat similar to a night pearl, though it was fire red and radiated a crystal-clear glow from its surface.

The Mountain Giant Ape's pupils constricted, his face lighting up with joy.

"Friend, do you see this?"

"Not at all. Lin Daoist is truly a man of his word; I haven't made the wrong choice in befriending you."

The Mountain Giant Ape laughed heartily.

"Daoist, your words are too kind. Honesty and keeping one's promises are what we should strive for. I wish you a speedy recovery from your injuries. I have other matters to attend to, so I must take my leave now."

"Take care."

The Mountain Giant Ape’s straightforward nature had dispelled the previous misunderstandings, leaving him feeling no need to hold onto them. He bid Lin Xuan farewell amicably.

Lin Xuan returned a bow and then transformed into a streak of lightning, flying off towards the distance.

...

After about a cup of tea's worth of time, Lin Xuan landed on an unremarkable small hill.

As his concealment light faded, a radiant young woman approached him.

"Master, are you alright? Everything went smoothly?"

Moon had been worried despite her usual composure; dealing with the Mountain Giant Ape was far more dangerous than trying to outwit a tiger.

"It’s fine."

Lin Xuan laughed heartily.

"Why are you laughing, Master?" Moon asked in confusion.

Though husband and wife shared a telepathic connection, they couldn’t always guess each other's intentions.

Facing his beloved, Lin Xuan didn't keep her waiting. He explained the situation, and Moon marveled at how it could work out so smoothly. She was deeply impressed by his quick thinking.

With that matter settled, he suggested finding a place to retreat for some time.

"Retreat?"

Moon was taken aback.

She never expected Lin Xuan to suggest such a thing at this moment.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement.

"If my guess is correct, the Seven Treasures of Netherworld are likely to be found by tracing back to the ancient spiritual race. You saw how formidable their power is; even a Spirit Transformation cultivator's strength rivals that of Tribulation Passers," he said, referring to the two opponents they had faced earlier.

"If we conflict with them, our strength might be too thin."

"Master has a point. But what’s the significance of retreating now?" Moon asked, puzzled.

"Girl, you’re right, but this is under normal circumstances. With these two treasures, whether it's refining the Giant Ape True Blood or fusing the Fire Spirit Essence, we can expect some strength gains."

"Of course, how much improvement remains to be seen, but even a fraction would give us an edge when facing the spiritual race," Lin Xuan explained.

"Mmm, Master has a point. Let’s find a secluded place then."

Moon nodded in approval.

With their opinions aligned, things became easier from there.

Lin Xuan enveloped Moon with a greenish glow and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying off towards the horizon.

Half an hour later, his concealment light landed on a small valley.

The area was rich in spiritual energy and well-concealed. As long as their luck wasn’t abysmally bad, they shouldn't be discovered here.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a sword of snow-white light flew out from his sleeves.

He quickly set up a simple cave dwelling.

Then he took out several sets of array tools to settle down.

"Let’s go!"

"Master, I won’t enter."

Moon smiled.

"Why?" Lin Xuan was surprised as he turned around.

"This time, Master will retreat for a short while. In such a brief period, Lady can't expect any breakthroughs. It would be better if I stay here to guard you," Moon said thoughtfully.

"Alright!"

The girl had a valid point; Lin Xuan had no reason to object.

"Thank you."

"Why the formalities? This is what a servant should do." Moon pouted at him.

"Mmm, it’s my fault."

Lin Xuan laughed as he embraced Moon's slender waist and kissed her lightly. Then his figure flashed into the cave dwelling.

He sat cross-legged and began to regulate his breath, quickly restoring his energy to its peak state.
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Cultivation knows no time.

The days passed quickly for cultivators in seclusion. Six months had already slipped by, and it was a tranquil morning. Sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting warmth upon the earth.

The valley seemed serene and peaceful when suddenly, a loud rumble echoed, and after six months of silence, the stone door creaked open.

A flash of light emerged from the cave, followed by a figure that looked unremarkable but for its calm demeanor.

Lin Xuan!

His appearance had not changed since his seclusion, yet there was an air of maturity about him. The faint aura around him remained barely perceptible, and at first glance, he seemed to have made little progress. But upon closer inspection, the changes were significant.

Exactly what those changes entailed, however, remained a mystery. In any case, despite not advancing in rank, Lin Xuan had gained much from his six months of seclusion.

"Master!"

A familiar cry caught his attention as a beam of white light flew towards him like a returning swallow to its nest.

Lin Xuan didn't flinch but smiled with genuine joy as he opened his arms. "Moon, you've worked hard."

"Not at all," she replied gently, her eyes filled with concern and affection. "How did your cultivation go? Have the two treasures fused successfully?"

"Thankfully, it wasn't in vain."

Lin Xuan embraced her slender waist as he spoke.

"That's good to hear.

...

With such a smooth outcome, both Lin Xuan and Moon were elated. Their next step was to find the ancient spirit race. They would surely gain valuable clues about the Seven Treasures of Naraka.

"But Master," Moon's voice held some worry, "this area is vast. How can we possibly locate their dwelling?"

"Relax."

Lin Xuan sounded confident. "As they say, there's no difficulty in this world that a determined person cannot overcome. The ear ring is tiny, and finding its whereabouts would be like searching for a needle in a haystack. But the spirit race is different; even if their numbers are few, locating them will be much easier than a small ear ring, just with more time."

Moon trusted Lin Xuan's judgment, so they set off once again.

However, the journey was not as smooth as expected. Months passed without any sign of the spirit race.

For cultivators at this level, even a hundred days wasn't long, but the lack of progress still left them feeling disheartened.

Lin Xuan had boasted to Moon about his plans and now felt somewhat embarrassed.

"Damn it," he muttered, slapping his forehead. "I've forgotten such an obvious solution."

"Master, you have another idea?"

Moon didn't scold him; she asked gently.

"I almost forgot that I can use the technique of spirit essence attachment. It's much more efficient than us searching separately."

"Spirit essence attachment?"

"That’s right, Moon. You guard me while I perform the technique."

Lin Xuan didn’t elaborate further as he waved his sleeves and sat cross-legged. A simple-looking tower appeared.

"Quickly!"

He pointed a finger forward.

A creaking sound filled the air as the first floor of the tower opened up with a burst of light, blinding him momentarily.

A huge swarm of insects emerged from within—bloodfire ants numbering in the billions.

At this level, such magical insects were negligible in combat. However, their utility wasn’t limited to battle; they could be used for other purposes, like searching for clues about the spirit race.

With a large number of these insects, it would be much easier than two people searching separately. This was all due to Lin Xuan’s powerful spirit essence, as even a cultivator at his level couldn't split their consciousness into such vast numbers otherwise.

The pressure on him was immense, and he needed Moon's protection in case any external interference caused him to go astray.

"Alright."

Moon hesitated for a moment before understanding what Lin Xuan intended. She took out the Yin Essence Treasure Box and reminded him sternly, "Master, I will protect you. Just be careful with your spellwork; don't push yourself too hard."

Her tone was serious, filled with concern but without discouragement. She knew he wouldn’t act rashly.

He had the confidence to do this for a reason. Her reminder was enough; any further advice would have been superfluous.

"Don't worry," Lin Xuan smiled reassuringly as he closed his eyes and placed his hands on his knees, seemingly in meditation.

The surroundings were eerily quiet. A full tea time passed before a light flickered above Lin Xuan’s forehead.

His expression turned grave as he raised his right hand to his brow.

With a gentle movement, a bright crystal thread emerged from his forehead.

Moon watched with both tension and admiration. The spirit essence crystallization was truly impressive; even when she had helped Arur in this realm, her spirit essence intensity didn’t surpass it.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pulled outward forcefully.

A brilliant crystal beam shot out of his brow as he willed it to do so.

The crystal beam was dazzling and mysterious. Lin Xuan exhaled a few short incantations.

"Quickly!"

Before the words were fully spoken, symbols on the crystal beam burst forth, rapidly expanding into a white light column that rose skyward before dispersing into countless crystals in front of them.

A sizzling sound filled the air as each crystal thread fused with a magical insect. This was what Lin Xuan called spirit essence attachment; it allowed him to transform into trillions at once, making both treasure hunting and searching for the spirit race much easier.

However, this technique also consumed his spirit essence greatly. Neither Lin Xuan nor Moon could afford to be careless as time passed slowly.

Before long, the sun had set behind the hills. A few hours that seemed insignificant now left Moon feeling restless.

Finally, after a long while, Lin Xuan opened his eyes and sighed, "I found them!"
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This ancient spirit race seemed to be at odds with their grand reputation. If they were merely this powerful, probing for the Seven Treasures of Naraka would be as simple as picking fruit from a tree.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile, feeling an immense sense of relief wash over him. However, this pleasant feeling did not last long; soon, spatial ripples surged.

Two figures appeared in his line of sight—a man and a woman.

The man was an elderly figure with the face of a child but white hair, kind eyes that exuded a divine aura. He looked like someone with great abilities.

A mid-stage cultivation expert!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he felt his expression turn to extreme unease. After all, they were from the ancient spirit race, whose power far surpassed that of their peers by much. Moreover, based on the thickness of his mana, he was likely at the peak of the middle stage.

In terms of cultivation realm, they seemed evenly matched. However, in reality, they might be far more powerful than ordinary late-stage mid-stage cultivators. Although not as formidable as Grand Master Nal Long, they were still terrifying.

A formidable opponent!

This guy was undoubtedly stronger than the Yellow Springs Demon Mother he had once slain. Lin Xuan, though vastly different from his past self, could not claim absolute confidence in facing him. There must be such a powerful figure hidden within the spirit race; he had been too optimistic just now.

Lin Xuan swallowed hard as he maintained an expression of calm despite his shock. He slowly turned his head to look at another person beside them.

The other was a young woman with a delicate appearance, no more than seventeen or eighteen years old. She was slender and beautiful, exuding an elegant aura that seemed icy cold.

A late-stage mid-stage cultivator!

Her cultivation level was formidable indeed. The spirit race had two powerful figures from the tribulation stage.

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious.

Just then, a voice startled him: "You?"

"Little Moon, do you recognize this woman?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and openly showed his surprise on his face.

"She is the treasure we're looking for."

"What?!"

Lin Xuan almost thought he had misheard. He turned back with astonishment: "Are you saying that this girl is one of the Seven Treasures of Naraka, transformed into an ear ring?"

"Indeed," Little Moon said resolutely.

Though this sounded outrageous to them, it was entirely consistent with reality.

"Little Moon, are you sure about this?"

"My lord, the Seven Treasures of Naraka were originally scattered in the Three Realms by me in my past life; how could I not recognize her."

Lin Xuan remained silent, trusting his wife's judgment. However, the story was too convoluted. The ear ring from the Seven Treasures of Naraka had become sentient and transformed into a beautiful girl. While all things can cultivate, such an encounter was too extraordinary.

Nevertheless, despite his curiosity, Lin Xuan felt it would be difficult to handle. He no longer needed to probe the spirit race for clues; now that the ear ring was right in front of him and had successfully awakened its intelligence, he could see their hostile stance clearly. This did not look like a peaceful outcome.

Meanwhile, while Lin Xuan sized up his opponents, the spirit race members were equally busy observing him and Little Moon.

This place was where true spirits were entombed; they hadn't seen any uninvited guests in centuries.

Lower-ranked spirit races even began whispering to each other. Most used mental communication instead of speaking aloud.

After a cup of tea's time, both sides silently assessed their strength.

The spirit race had a far-reaching reputation, and they were wary of these unexpected visitors as well. Especially the spirit race’s holy maiden, who was very aware of the former King Naraka's power. Although times had changed, as the reincarnation of King Naraka, he could not be ordinary cultivators.

This was obvious without much thought.

The man beside her, though unremarkable in appearance, was a mid-stage tribulation cultivator. This aside, what was most unbelievable was how the King Naraka addressed him.

Young master?

Wasn't this boy from a noble family? The proud and haughty King Naraka didn’t even regard true immortals; yet, he now treated them as servants. It would be hard to believe unless one saw it with their own eyes.

Who was this young man?

Even the reincarnation of the King Naraka showed him great respect.

Although there were no clues, Lin Xuan could be certain that this boy was not an ordinary cultivator. He was a formidable opponent!

Both sides came to similar conclusions and were wary of each other to the extreme.

After mutual probing, they decided to settle for now.

The elderly figure with the face of a child coughed lightly: "Dear friends have traveled far, what is your purpose? Why did you break our protective barrier? Our clan has never wronged you."

Clearly, this spirit race elder was feigning ignorance. He pretended not to know their true intentions and hoped to deceive them. However, Lin Xuan wasn't easily fooled; he had finally found the right place after much effort. He didn’t want to waste time with pretenses.

"Lin came here through great hardship for a reason. The Seven Treasures of Naraka are well-known to you. I only expected her intelligence to be awakened. If she returns with us, we can resolve this peacefully. Even if it means damaging your clan’s array, I will compensate."

Lin Xuan said with a smile.

While his words were courteous, the other's expression turned grim: "You want to take our holy maiden? This is impossible; you are delusional."

"Why not listen to me? The Seven Treasures of Naraka originally belonged to Little Moon. My request is merely for her return. With her intelligence awakened, my wife and I are reasonable people who can assure you no harm will come to her. Once Little Moon's strength recovers, she will be rewarded generously."

Lin Xuan said sincerely.

Since the Seven Treasures of Naraka were involved, there was no need to hide. Lin Xuan wanted to use sincerity to win over the other party; it would be best if they didn’t have to fight. In his view, having Little Moon as their leader was a mutually beneficial choice.

However, the other shook their head and firmly rejected: "No, Ring is our holy maiden; she cannot leave with you so easily. The former King Naraka might have been formidable, but he’s no longer from ancient times. You shouldn’t harbor such delusions. If you act wisely, just go away. I can forget about the grudge of your destroying my array and killing my clan members. Otherwise..."

"Otherwise what?"

Lin Xuan laughed bitterly in anger. He hadn't expected such a cold response despite his sincerity: "Do you want to threaten me?"
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"Threatening you, friend, that's too much. I know you're not easily provoked, but my spirit clan is not one to be trifled with either. What I mean is, turning swords into plowshares would benefit both of us. Once we start fighting, it will be hard to stop."

The old man with a youthful face and white hair spoke slowly.

"Friend, your words resonate with me. Lin Xuan doesn't wish to make enemies with the noble family either. Just follow me back, and everything can be negotiated."

"That's impossible," the spirit clan patriarch frowned, his displeasure evident as he spoke. "The Holy Lady of my spirit clan will never again serve another. Even if Asura King were reborn, there would still be no room for negotiation."

Lin Xuan sighed and stopped trying to persuade him further. With matters at this point, more talk was futile. The cultivation world was filled with bloodshed; words alone could not win.

...

Neither side said much more. The atmosphere seemed to freeze in the air.

Suddenly, those low-rank spirit clan members vanished from sight. They were only at the level of Cave Profound Separation, and their help would be minimal in such a battle.

Lin Xuan watched but remained indifferent, making no extra moves. His nature didn't enjoy harming innocents, so facing this opponent one-on-one suited his intentions.

Lin Xuan sighed as he raised his right hand, flicking his sleeve. A crimson thread-like sword emerged from his sleeve and transformed into several sword lights a foot long, slicing at the enemy with the force of thunderbolts.

This wasn't the Nine Palaces Instantaneous Technique; it was another ancient treasure. Lin Xuan's move wasn't to hide his strength but to test the other party's true capabilities.

After all, while the spirit clan had a great reputation, each individual's situation varied greatly. A thorough probe was necessary.

The old man with a youthful face and white hair raised both eyebrows as he touched his head. Several red lines rose from behind his head.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes to see several treasures shaped like flying needles wrapped in the red light. Each was an inch long, shimmering brilliantly. They soon clashed with his sword lights.

The two different red lights chased each other, but neither gained the upper hand!

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. Although he hadn't fully probed the other party's true strength, one thing was certain: their magical power was no less than his and might even surpass it.

This was truly incredible.

...

His situation was clear to him. Lin Xuan had unique circumstances that allowed his magical power to be denser than most of his peers. He also cultivated a second Yuan婴 and a demon nucleus, making his magical power far superior to others at the same stage.

To put it bluntly, in terms of magical power alone, he was already no worse than an ordinary late-stage cultivator and might even surpass them.

Yet this old man was only mid-stage, yet his magical power was greater. This was truly incredible.

The ancient spirit clan indeed proved formidable.

Lin Xuan sighed but showed no contempt anymore. Without the advantage in magical power, he had to seek other means for victory.

As thoughts raced through his mind, a sound of breaking air reached his ears. Lin Xuan looked up and saw that the spirit clan patriarch was using another technique.

He waved his large sleeves, and several points of starlight appeared, twinkling like stars, incredibly beautiful.

But Lin Xuan could see clearly; these so-called stars were actually small round beads about an inch in diameter.

The surface of each bead had countless sharp spikes, making them extremely sharp. They resembled miniature cacti.

What was this treasure?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he heard the other party's light cry. The tiny round beads, like arrows from a powerful bow, streaked towards him with long trails of flame.

From afar, they looked like falling meteors, incredibly beautiful. But Lin Xuan didn't dare be careless. He turned quickly and emitted a small mountain-like mass of greenish霞light in front of him.

The next moment, a loud rumble filled his ears as the round beads hit with the force of meteorites. Despite their vastly different sizes, the power of these beads was immense; the greenish霞light transformed into a small mountain dissolved and vanished.

Lin Xuan frowned but remained calm, retreating quickly to one side.

Given the massive destructive power of this treasure, he decided to temporarily avoid it.

Lin Xuan retreated swiftly, but those peculiar round beads were more agile than expected. They turned and chased after him with incredible speed, reaching his vicinity in an instant.

...

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he prepared to deploy defensive treasures. But they scattered instantly.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. Such a change was unexpected even by his rich combat experience. He soon realized the round beads surrounded him from all sides, each transforming into maces with runes and emitting different types of spiritual light.

Gold, wood, water, fire, earth—these maces encompassed all five elements.

Ancient treasures, in such large numbers, similar to his Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword but not a complete set. Lin Xuan was surprised as these maces emitted intense light, smashing down on him.

"Duot!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with one finger and heard the clear ringing sound of the Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword being summoned. Sword energy and the maces' aggressive energy clashed fiercely.

Their techniques wouldn't stop there.

Revenge is sweet; Lin Xuan shook his shoulder, causing a blur in the air as a monster with a dragon head and lion body appeared. It opened its blood-red mouth to shoot out a light wave at the other party.

The surface of the light wave was wrapped in blue lightning, indicating immense power.

The spirit clan patriarch hummed, flicking his sleeve to release a bright blade of light that blocked the light wave and continued towards the monster.

Lin Xuan smirked as he secretly cast a spell. The monster's form blurred, vanishing into thin air. Thus, the blade of light fell on empty space. But soon, a loud rumble echoed, and an enormous claw several feet long appeared above the spirit clan patriarch's head, its fingers flashing with sharp glints, grabbing at him fiercely.
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The battle was proceeding with great momentum, but the old patriarch of the Spirit Clan wore a sneer on his face. He raised his right hand and struck at the void.

A glow erupted, enveloping his entire arm. As he moved,law or rule power began to manifest. With a loud “bang,” the giant claws instantly turned into nothingness.

"Force Law!"

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more grim. The opponent was not only proficient in Body Cultivation Techniques but also excelled in Force Laws. Such a formidable foe would be difficult to deal with.

If he had a choice, Lin Xuan wouldn’t want to fight this enemy to the death, but the Seven Treasures of Mephistopheles were his goal, and he couldn't afford to retreat.

Despite the formidable opponent, he was determined. His mind made up, Lin Xuan's expression turned resolute as he raised his right hand and cast several spells forward. The air around him resonated with a clear ringing sound, followed by a sharp crackling noise.

Electric arcs of dark blackness appeared on the surface of the Nine Palace Mustard Sword.

It leaped and flickered!

The entire void seemed to darken significantly.

The wolf tooth club that had been clashing with it was shattered. A layer of gloomy energy enveloped its surface, greatly reducing its power.

"What is this..."

The old patriarch's pupils constricted. He had lived for millions of years and had seen much. How could he not recognize the illusory Yin Lightning from the ancient Asura King that once shook the three worlds?

This divine lightning could defile an opponent’s treasures; countless powerful beings fell to it.

But recognition was useless in this situation.

While Lin Xuan's Illusory Yin Lightning might not match the ancient Asura, it more than sufficed for dealing with the wolf tooth club. Seizing the opportunity when its power had diminished, Lin Xuan secretly cast a sword spell. The Nine Palace Mustard Sword immediately emitted intense light. Silver light burst forth and circled around the wolf tooth club.

A crackling sound echoed as all the wolf tooth clubs were sliced in half and fell to the ground as ordinary iron.

The old patriarch's face turned pale. Although these round pearls weren't his primary treasures, he still cherished them greatly. The sight of them being destroyed was heart-wrenching.

But Lin Xuan didn’t give him time to recover. He raised his right hand again and pointed it forward.

One by one, the Nine Palace Mustard Swords vanished. Then, huge lotus flowers appeared in his vision.

They spun slowly before opening up, releasing countless silver threads. Transforming swords into threads, Lin Xuan’s technique was highly refined, almost reaching perfection.

A loud breaking sound filled the air as these sword threads shot forward like needles.

But this wasn’t over yet. A burst of five-colored glass fireballs emerged from his palm and rapidly burned to a roaring blaze, becoming a massive object about the size of a house before plummeting towards the old patriarch.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed, and he rushed close. The distance between them was only ten or so meters. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward.

Force Law!

The void was torn apart as a white cloud-like aura accompanied the punch, rushing at the opponent like a storm.

Lin Xuan's attacks were relentless, and their pace suddenly accelerated. The old patriarch’s expression turned extremely grim.

Beside him, the Asura Seven Treasures transformed into a Spirit Clan saintess who couldn’t ignore this any longer. She flashed forward to assist in the battle, but Moon wasn't about to let her have an easy time of it. A fierce aura appeared on her brow as she vanished without a sound.

Then, space rumbled as she intercepted the Spirit Clan saintess.

With no need for idle words, Moon flicked her jade hand, and a森然 sword aura emerged from her sleeve, slicing through everything with ease.

The Spirit Clan saintess wasn't easily intimidated. She raised her head slightly and spat out a handkerchief-like treasure that expanded to several meters in diameter when it was unfurled. A large bowl-sized peony was embroidered on its surface, exuding an alluring fragrance.

Moon was surprised but didn’t have time to figure out the use of this treasure as petals began to fly around her head and spread out, forming a colorful flower rain that fell beautifully.

The Spirit Clan saintess’s form was soon swallowed by it.

Moon's expression turned puzzled. Changing tactics now seemed pointless; she could only take deep breaths and let the sharp sword energy cut through the petals.

However, this wasn't like raindrops anymore. Over time, more and more petals accumulated, forming a large cloud.

Moon's face showed surprise. Was this a treasure or a secret technique? It was too strange to be real.

Roar!

Several dragons emerged from the petal cloud, their bodies shimmering with spirit light, composed of petals but viciously attacking Moon.

Moon’s expression turned wary as she no longer hesitated. She raised her jade hand and released the Yin-Yang Treasure Box.

On the other side, Lin Xuan was also engaged in fierce combat with the old patriarch. They had moved past the probing stage, each trying their utmost to eliminate the opponent.

Faced with Lin Xuan’s rapid attacks, the old patriarch didn’t back down. He sneered and summoned a censer. Extending his hand, he tapped it on the censer.

The treasure inverted, black water gushed out, reeking of poison. Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded as this black magic water transformed into a small river, releasing countless strange treasures—swords, spears, and axes—that blocked the incoming sword threads.

Lin Xuan frowned and raised his right hand, pointing it forward.

Boom!

The illusory heavenly fire became even more imposing, its light flickering to turn blue. The void seemed frozen.

Extreme Cold Law!

The illusory heavenly fire plunged into the black river.

Sizzling...

The black river was instantly frozen as visible ice formed.

Lin Xuan punched out.

Bang!

The frozen ice shattered.

He flashed forward and rushed close to the old patriarch. With five fingers forming claws, he aimed to grab ahead, but two points of light appeared—two arrows that shot out like dragons emerging from the sea, viciously attacking Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan raised his hand and struck, sending two sword beams from his sleeve to block the arrows.
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However, this naturally slowed his movement. The Spirit Clan elder waved his sleeve and took out a treasure.

It was an ancient-looking bronze bell, exuding a primitive aura from its surface.

A wave of black sound waves spread across the sky, covering everything in their path as if a gust of wind had ruffled a small lake, creating ripples everywhere. In that moment, the primordial essence energy of heaven and earth seemed to be in chaos, as if filled with impending danger.

This was not just an ordinary sound wave attack; something else was mixed within it.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely unpleasant, but there wasn't time for detailed argument at this moment. He raised his right hand and pointed forward.

The space before him blurred momentarily, as if a force of invisible power had collapsed. In the next instant, it collided with the black sound waves.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The two strange forces tore through the void; the sky darkened for an instant, making it hard to tell who was winning.

The elder then revealed another spirit talisman. This one was a pale green color and emitted eerie light. With a slight shake, it vanished from sight. Suddenly, thunderous roars filled the air as layers of lightning appeared from the void.

Surrounded by these layers of electric light was a round bead about the size of a fist. The surface of this bead was dark in hue but the talisman inscriptions glowed with sharp brilliance, creating an eerie contrast.

The crackling sound of electricity entered his ears as a法则 power began to emanate from its surface.

Thunder Law!

It fell like a meteor and viciously aimed at Lin Xuan.

"Good move!"

Lin Xuan did not retreat. He let out a sharp cry, and countless sword threads appeared before him, weaving together into a net.

He rolled the net forward, blocking that strange lightning bead.

"Achilles' heel!"

A sneer appeared on the elder's lips. Without further action, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The lightning bead spun around and transformed into a large eagle.

Its eyes were like lightning, its claws sharp as hooks!

It spread its wings and probed downward with its talons.

Zzzzzip!

The sky split open, revealing a huge green-gray claw that reached out.

The claw moved swiftly, tearing through the net woven by the sword threads. It continued its descent until it was just three feet above Lin Xuan's head.

Lin Xuan had no time to dodge. In that critical moment, he raised his head and exhaled a mouthful of green energy.

As this green energy emerged, a bright red light shone as an ancient-looking ring appeared in the air. It then emitted a sound like a phoenix singing nine times, and flames began to burn on its surface.

The entire treasure was enveloped by these flames, emerging like a fledgling bird from its shell—a divine bird with long feathers.

It stretched its neck and sang, and the flames turned into vermilion and purple.

Red Lotus Fire.

The origin of this divine bird became clear: Phoenix Soul!

With a spread of wings, the sky was filled with flames. The green-gray claw had not yet reached Lin Xuan when it was enveloped by these flames, vanishing into nothingness.

Red Lotus Fire is said to be able to burn everything in its path according to legend.

The phoenix soul did not stop there; with a brilliant light, it fiercely attacked the opponent.

With each meter of flight, its size increased by more than half. In just a hundred meters, it had transformed into a massive object like a small mountain, emitting terrifying spiritual pressure that would have frightened even ordinary Golden Transformation cultivators.

The eagle was not to be outdone; covered in layers of lightning, it grew larger and larger, transforming into a huge creature comparable to the phoenix soul.

They clashed fiercely, claws tearing at each other. Lightning and flames danced through the void as different laws collided ceaselessly.

It was hard to determine who was winning!

Lin Xuan was somewhat surprised. This Spirit Clan elder truly was formidable; he could easily block even the Phoenix Soul Ring.

As they say, a name for nothing is no good name. The ancient Spirit Clan's great reputation was not gained by chance.

Lin Xuan sighed and waved his sleeve, revealing an ancient scroll from within.

Slowly unfurling it, green peaks appeared before him.

仙剑图!

Using this treasure was a last resort.

After all, the power of先天灵宝was formidable, but its consumption of spiritual energy was equally astonishing. Using his innate treasure alongside the Phoenix Soul Ring and now the仙剑图, even with his deep reserves, Lin Xuan's burden was considerable.

But at this moment, he could not afford to think much; victory was paramount.

He focused intently as spell after spell shot from his fingertips.

As he moved, a翠绿 glow emanated from the surface of the scroll. Mountains appeared in the air, full of greenery. Then, countless sword threads shot out from between the mountains.

The colors were vivid—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and purple. Each type of sword thread had different properties.

The sword light shone brightly as it swept towards the opponent.

The Spirit Clan elder's expression changed; his knowledge was not shallow either. Although he couldn't immediately recognize this as a先天之物, he could see that its power was formidable.

With a sharp cry, several shields flew out from his sleeves. They were of different sizes and shapes but each emitted a flickering light, clearly not ordinary objects.

Almost instantly, they appeared in front of him.

But Lin Xuan ignored them. Sword threads fell like arrows through cloth, slicing through the shields with ease, splitting them into halves almost immediately.

They barely provided any resistance.

先天之物!

The Spirit Clan elder was greatly alarmed, realizing he had underestimated his opponent.

Fortunately, he was only at the middle stage of Golden Transformation; this先天之物could not fully unleash its power in his hands but was still extremely troublesome.

The elder retreated. He waved his large sleeves, but despite the apparent slowness of his retreat, sword threads couldn't catch up to him, always falling short by a hair's breadth.

"Space Law!"

Lin Xuan was shocked. This was one of the top laws in the universe; even late-stage Golden Transformation monsters found it difficult to master. The Spirit Clan truly was formidable.

With this ability to reverse space forces, even the fastest speed became useless.

But what difference did that make?

The consumption of spiritual energy from using such power was immense. How long could you sustain it?

Lin Xuan sneered as he urged his sword spells, making the sword light more sharp and precise.
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Step by step, the pressure was tightening. The goal was to leave no breathing room for the opponent.

However, the Patriarch of the Spirit Clan did not show any fear on his face; instead, he sighed and recited a short and obscure incantation. His left sleeve moved gracefully at just the right moment.

As his movements unfolded, a cluster of light points appeared before their eyes.

They shimmered like stars, dazzlingly bright, exuding a striking beauty.

"What could this be? Another treasure?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he hesitated not to activate Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. He wanted to see more clearly. However, what met his gaze was shocking.

It turned out to be tiny green peas, but the surface of these peas was covered in runes, making them look quite different from ordinary ones.

What were they doing? Playing a game of casting beans into soldiers?

Lin Xuan pondered this as he realized that he had unwittingly spoken the truth. With a crackle, golden peas spun and danced before transforming into golden figures roughly the size of real humans.

These figures were not实体; their bodies shimmered with golden light, each holding an ancient-looking long spear. There were hundreds of them.

Facing the flying sword energy, these golden figures showed no fear. They raised their spears and swung them casually towards the front.

With a crackle...

Their movements produced streaks of golden light that tore through the air, clashing with the sword energy in mid-air.

Defending against overwhelming numbers, they did not fall behind at all.

No, rather, they seemed to be slightly superior.

Although the Immortal Sword Diagram was a先天 artifact, Lin Xuan could only tap into part of its power.

With so many sword energies, while the number was staggering, each one's strength was diluted. Most were on par with the power of late-stage spirit practitioners' core treasures and easily blocked. But having so many continuously pouring in, the opponent actually managed to withstand them all, which seemed almost impossible.

Could the Spirit Clan be this powerful?

A mere peer-level cultivator had fought for so long yet failed to gain an advantage over him?

Lin Xuan's face was filled with shock. How long since he faced such a situation?

He couldn't remember!

Since embarking on his cultivation path, challenging higher ranks was as common as everyday meals. He often found himself evenly matched with peers. The details were hazy, except for the initial stages of his journey.

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt both anger and embarrassment.

His hands moved swiftly, and the Nine Palaces Sword reappeared briefly before vanishing again in mid-air.

The figures came quickly but left just as fast, leaving behind a strange and heavy atmosphere.

Then roars filled the air as massive spirit pressure surged. A series of golden dragons appeared in the void.

Crimson, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet...

Their scales shimmered under the sunlight, encompassing all five elements. There were nearly a hundred of them.

Lin Xuan then let out a loud shout, and these dragons transformed into seven figures each. The pressure they exuded did not diminish; it covered half the sky.

The Patriarch of the Spirit Clan's pupils constricted as well, his face showing signs of seriousness for the first time.

"Very impressive. Try my Hundred Dragon Fang!"

Lin Xuan shouted, his hand gestures resembling a butterfly darting through flowers. Countless evil dragons roared and lunged towards their target with fangs bared.

Drops of sweat trickled down Lin Xuan's forehead despite his deep cultivation comparable to late-stage cultivators. Controlling both treasures was still a strain.

The cost was significant, but the power gained was immense.

Before the dragons could reach close range, they opened their mouths and spat out waves of light, fireballs, lightning, ice shards, and icy winds.

A barrage of attacks from all directions, combined with thousands of sword energies. The golden soldiers, though formidable, were clearly overwhelmed. Despite their desperate efforts to counterattack, they gradually disappeared.

Lin Xuan's face lit up in joy as the remaining attacks continued unabated, covering the Spirit Clan Patriarch once more.

With his trump cards out, the Spirit Clan Patriarch was now in a dire situation.

A determined look flashed across his eyes.

"Good, good. I didn't expect to be forced into such a predicament."

Then he emitted a burst of light from all over his body, and the dazzling spirit light grew even brighter as he summoned another treasure. The Spirit Clan Patriarch himself vanished.

No, he did not summon a treasure; instead, he transformed into one, meaning he revealed his true form.

This sounded incredible, but the Spirit Clan was originally composed of various things cultivated by different beings.

His true form was indeed a treasure to them, making it entirely normal.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw an jade如意 before him.

It was greenish-blue and emitted a warm glow.

There were also faint rays of cold light.

Was this the true form of the Spirit Clan Patriarch?

Lin Xuan's face showed astonishment. This item gave him a feeling akin to that of a先天 treasure.

Indeed, it did not fall short of one.

This statement sounded absurd.

It was well-known that先天 treasures originated from the Immortal Realm and were passed down through generations.

In ancient times, Spirit Realm cultivators attempted to replicate them but ultimately failed.

Thus, lower realm cultivators could never forge true先天treasures.

But this jade如意 seemed to match one, making it seem contradictory.

However, upon deeper consideration, it made sense. The jade如意 was not crafted by a great being; rather, it was the Patriarch's true form after millions of years of cultivation, absorbing celestial essence and exhaling primordial energy.

With his true form upgraded, he could rival a先天treasure. This was no surprise.

Hard work paid off. Knowing that great beings took centuries to craft a treasure, this jade如意 being comparable to a先天treasure was not out of the ordinary.

The entire process seemed complex but only took an instant.

As countless sword energies and Hundred Dragon Fangs nearly engulfed the jade如意, a light halo rose from its surface.

It spread outward, enveloping him before transforming into a mirror-like treasure.

However, this mirror had peculiar shapes yet clearly reflected everything in front of it.

Then came the unbelievable scene.

The image within the mirror transformed into reality as countless sword energies and numerous evil dragons dispersed.
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The sword light fell like rain, but the emitted glow was a bluish-gray, mirroring the ferocity of the vicious jiao. It then collided with Lin Xuan's attack.

The scene was indescribable; the void was torn apart, and chaos reigned within a radius of several miles as the laws of heaven and earth were disrupted.

Whistling sounds filled his ears, but soon they were drowned out by the vicious jiao’s roars.

The bluish-gray dragon, exuding an aura of death, clashed with the colorful spirit jiao. They spiraled and danced, tearing at each other with their teeth and claws.

Under such power, the sky was also shaken; one after another, sections of it crumbled.

Equal in strength!

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise as this mirror-like treasure reflected his attack back to him.

No... not exactly.

More accurately, it had simulated the attacks from Hundred Dragon Fang and Immortal Sword Diagram. But that was too incredible.

If he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, Lin Xuan would have found it hard to believe what happened before his eyes.

This guy was too formidable.

A spirit race elder, so powerful.

But Lin Xuan's competitive spirit was also ignited.

I don’t believe this; a mere peer-level cultivator today will not defeat me.

The sighs reached his ears as Lin Xuan decided to retract the treasure.

Attack over!

With that action, the bluish-gray sword light and dragon vanished from sight.

Lin Xuan did not show any surprise on his face. Although he didn't understand how the opponent had mimicked his attack, it was undoubtedly related to the artifact he used. If he stopped, the other party would surely be unable to continue.

From afar, thunderous sounds continued to reach his ears; Mo'er’s battle against the spirit race's holy maiden seemed no less smooth. By now, they were evenly matched, with neither clearly winning or losing.

Fortunately, although the young girl was not on top, she wasn’t in a disadvantageous position either. The two women gave off an impression of being evenly matched.

Lin Xuan sighed; he didn't have time to dally any longer. After all, there were many spirit race members, and even if most were low-level cultivators, who knew if there were hidden experts?

If another Transcendence Realm powerhouse emerged, the situation on his side would be unfavorable.

Although it was unlikely based on current circumstances, it wasn't impossible either. In any case... better safe than sorry. For him, a quick resolution was the best choice.

However, the spirit race elder's abilities were truly terrifying; it wouldn’t be easy to easily defeat him.

He couldn’t hide his weaknesses and must use his hidden skills.

Lin Xuan’s gaze became resolute.

He had no other choice but to either use the Five Dragon Seal or unleash True Spirit Sword Formation.

The former was undoubtedly more terrifying in terms of power, but for Lin Xuan, it was a last resort. He now had some vague understanding of the origin of the Five Dragon Seal; since he couldn’t be sure, he would avoid using it if possible.

"True Spirit Sword Formation, I don't believe you can even mimic my divine technique."

Lin Xuan's muttering voice echoed in his ears as a cold smile appeared on his lips. He dared to say this because he was certain of his ability.

Firstly, True Spirit Sword Formation was based on the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword; secondly, it required the refinement of true spirit blood to be unleashed.

With these conditions acting as barriers, if the other party could perform such a feat, it would truly be astonishing.

Thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He flicked his sleeves, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword reappeared from within them like a fish swimming out of water.

Following that, Lin Xuan's hands moved like butterflies, casting spell after spell from his fingertips.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emitted a dazzling glow, disappearing one by one.

Traces vanished!

Then, nine different colored lights shot forth from Lin Xuan’s body. Each light was blinding and the pressure they exuded was no less than that of an early-stage Transcendence Realm cultivator!

This was due to his current lack of strength; otherwise, if he had truly mastered True Spirit Sword Formation, each light would have emitted a pressure equivalent to late-stage Transcendence Realm.

Nevertheless, it was still impressive.

A wave rippled through the air above the Jadeas desired. Then, like ripples in a lake stirred by the wind, a face appeared.

Initially blurry, but soon its features became clear.

Spirit Race Elder!

This was somewhat similar to the Dharmic Form secret technique, yet there were significant differences. Lin Xuan couldn’t explain the exact subtleties.

His face showed a serious expression.

As they say, an expert can tell by just one move whether something is genuine or not. Although he didn't know what secret technique Lin Xuan would use, he felt an inexplicable fear.

It was as if a great calamity was about to befall him!

The feeling came without reason.

But at his level of strength, the omens in his heart could not be baseless; instead, they must be taken seriously.

He couldn’t let the other party cast spells freely!

In an instant, the spirit race elder made up his mind. The Jadeas desired trembled as its surface emitted a burst of light. Accompanying this was a terrifying spiritual pressure descending from the heavens.

Then, the void was torn apart, and several beams of golden light appeared beside it.

Soon, those beams transformed into vortexes, initially no bigger than fists but rapidly expanding to a dozen feet in diameter.

From within these vortexes, countless red threads emerged.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed; he could see that these threads were like flying needles, precious treasures. Their number was vast, and their momentum rivaled thousands of sword lights.

But what did it matter?

Facing such an attack, Lin Xuan's lips curled in mockery.

He clutched his hands, and a surge of powerful magical energy surged forth like a tidal wave.

Accompanying this was the sound of a clear phoenix call, its source emitting blinding red light.

Then, he saw a sea of flames. In the midst of these flames, a lifelike phoenix emerged, soaring towards the heavens.

The phoenix’s cry echoed across the sky as it spread its wings, each wing spanning over a hundred feet. Its form was that of the true king among all birds.

A regal aura emanated from it, making all creatures bow in submission.

With one flap of its wings, the flames transformed into countless red divine arrows, launched like from powerful bows and crossbows towards those suspected flying needle treasures.

Clanging sounds filled his ears as spiritual light and flames clashed. The momentum was astonishing, but this was just the beginning.

Beside it, Zhu Que controlled purple-red flames, Red Lotus Fire capable of burning everything to ashes, even melting the void itself into a blaze.

Roar!

A mighty roar echoed, another colossal figure emerging. Its robust body was no less than that of a small mountain, exuding fierce energy.

"Mountain Ape!"

The spirit race elder's face had turned an extreme shade of gray.

"Not bad, friend; your knowledge is indeed broad."

Lin Xuan’s mood improved significantly as he casually watched the Mountain Ape take large strides towards the front.
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With each step, cracks appeared in the void.

The Mountain Giant Ape raised his hand, and threads of power法则: law; principle began to appear between his fingers.

Following this, he clenched his five fingers tightly and struck forward.

His fist surface was covered with silver lines that shone brightly. Layer upon layer of纹阵: pattern array; design formation emerged and overlapped.

Then, his arms shook violently, and a fierce aura filled the air. The silver纹阵: pattern array; design formation became blurry but transformed into hundreds of fist shadows striking forward.

Wherever they went, white traces appeared in the void, indicating how terrifying their power was.

Boom!

The loud sound echoed as the sword lights, resembling red lines, almost instantly shattered upon contact. The remaining force of the fist shadows continued to move and arrived more than a hundred feet away from the Spirit Clan Ancestor.

At this moment, the old monster still hovered in mid-air in the form of an jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction. Lin Xuan's attack had not yet ended.

Sizzle…

Thunderous sounds filled his ears as the Phoenix Bird’s body was enveloped by flames and lightning arcs. Nine identical heads were all fierce to the extreme. As they glanced around, a rebellious aura emanated from them.

Despite being a true spirit of the Celestial Birds, the nine-headed bird did not fall short in气势: momentum; imposing presence when facing the phoenix. In the past, it had even dared to offend the Arrogant King.

It raised its head high and spat out countless lightning bolts and thunder flames.

Red fireballs, enveloped by dazzling electric light, trailed long tail flames as they descended from above.

Following this, colorful lights appeared in great abundance. One true spirit after another emerged continuously.

True dragons, qilins, phoenixes, and other mythical creatures…

There were many of them.

The Nine Palaces, as the name suggested, had nine different attributes. In other words, at any given time, this treasure could manifest nine different true spirits.

As for which types of true spirits to choose, it depended on the caster's preference.

Although Lin Xuan had not yet refined much spirit blood, he still far exceeded nine kinds. Thus, compared to his first attempt, there were more options available.

The Spirit Clan Ancestor was undoubtedly a formidable opponent, so Lin Xuan made no reservations and directly chose the nine strongest true spirits to face him.

They were phoenixes, true dragons, qilins, great birds, Zhuque, white tigers, nine-headed birds, mountain giant apes, and golden sunbirds.

Among them, five of these were true spirits from the Celestial Birds category.

---

The Phoenix, Zhuque, and Golden Sunbird all excelled in fire manipulation. Although they controlled different flame attributes, their power was equally terrifying.

Gigantic flames engulfed the entire void, enveloping the Spirit Clan Ancestor from all directions.

As for the other true spirits, they were on alert, waiting to see how he would respond.

A森然杀气: fierce and deadly aura flashed across Lin Xuan’s eyes. At this stage of combat, it was either you or me. There was little room for maneuver.

A hint of madness appeared in the Spirit Clan Ancestor's eyes as his jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction began to tremble.

Spirit light shone brightly!

Layer upon layer of spiritual light emerged from its surface, with countless golden and silver符文: magical runes or symbols flickering, stacking up one after another.

Snap…

A crack appeared on the surface of the jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction. Although not obvious, it was indeed a crack.

Was the Spirit Clan Ancestor really willing to risk his body to cast some secret technique?

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise, but he had no time for further thought at this moment.

Among all the true spirits, the Golden Sunbird acted the fastest. It shook its tail, and golden flames transformed into thousands of arrows, radiating golden light as they pierced forward.

In an instant, it reached the jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction.

At a critical moment, the spiritual light on the surface of the jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction suddenly increased tenfold or more and turned dark black.

No, not just the spiritual light; even the jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction itself became pitch-black like ink.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he felt a familiar sensation. Before he could think further, a fierce aura filled the air.

The dark spiritual light exploded.

A gigantic demonic claw appeared before him, over a hundred feet long and terrifying in appearance. At that moment, Lin Xuan had an eerie feeling, akin to being targeted by a tiger. This was something he hadn’t experienced even when facing the Mountain Giant Ape.

Strong enemy!

This thought flashed through his mind as the surface of the claw released overwhelming demonic energy.

With a sizzling sound, countless black spears appeared, like arrows launched from powerful bows and crossbows, rushing forward.

Boom!

The Golden Sunbird’s flames collided with it. The Golden Sunbird stumbled backward, clearly outmatched. However, this was not all the power of the True Spirit Sword Technique.

The Nine Palaces, as the name suggested, had nine true spirits manifesting with highly默契: understanding or harmony in action or feeling; tacit understanding cooperation.

Roar!

A roar echoed as the Mountain Giant Ape pounded its chest and rushed forward, its face filled with anger. Its size doubled from its original form.

Then it raised its right hand and struck out a punch toward the front.

As it moved, the void collapsed, and the force was even greater than the power法则: law; principle. Direct confrontation was not wise.

But the Spirit Clan Ancestor did not retreat. The dark claw became blurry but advanced instead, striking hard.

In an instant, there was no suspense as their fists collided with a resounding impact.

Hardly any trickery, strong winds surged forth, and at the point of contact, blinding light waves erupted.

Bang-bang-bang…

The Mountain Giant Ape actually retreated several steps. The hard clash left him on the defensive.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he found it hard to believe what he was seeing with his own eyes.

Fortunately, although the opponent had won slightly, he wasn’t in good shape either. The giant claw had vanished.

Simultaneously, another crack appeared on the surface of the jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction, more distinct than before. A clear snap echoed in his ears.

The jade如意: as one wishes; to one's satisfaction became blurry as a fierce aura surged out, transforming into a monstrous figure over a hundred feet tall.

With two heads and four arms, its body was pitch-black like ink, encased in tough scales. At first glance, it resembled the transformation of an ancient demon.

However, this was just superficial. The spiritual light emitted was black but different from demonic energy; saying they were fundamentally different would be accurate.

The two heads looked similar to a dragon and a ghost respectively. Its four arms were also distinct—some were robust while others thin, all with sharp fingertips radiating danger.

What kind of monster was this? Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan was left speechless at the moment.
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This wasn't the Jade如意 Rod of the Spirit Clan's patriarch. How could he transform into such an ugly monster?

Despite his astonishment, Lin Xuan had no time to ponder. No matter what the opponent was, his immediate priority was to exhaust all efforts and eliminate him.

The situation had reached a point where there was no room for maneuver between both parties.

A dragon's roar echoed in his ears as golden light flashed. The true dragon's tail swished, already charging forward with great ferocity.

Did it matter that the monster now had two heads and four arms?

Let this true dragon test whether this fellow was just a superficially fierce beast.

After all, among true spirits, dragons were undoubtedly among the top contenders for power. Although this one was transformed from true spirit essence into a sword technique, it wasn't merely showy. From any angle, its movements exuded the aura of a true dragon.

As the dragon's tail swung, it opened its gaping maw. However, no lightning or thunder flames were spat out; instead, a hazy ball of qi emerged.

At first glance, simple, but within lay something extraordinary.

Dragon Breath!

A天赋 ability that only true dragons could unleash according to legends.

Its power was unclear to Lin Xuan, as the典籍only vaguely described it. Legends said it could tear through the void and even reverse the laws of heaven and earth, making domains powerless before it.

Whether there were exaggerations, Lin Xuan didn't know. But he couldn't afford to be careless with a true dragon's innate abilities.

Dragons were beings that could rival true immortals.

Of course, this wasn't a real dragon; its breath was weaker compared to the genuine article. Nevertheless, it wasn't something ordinary entities could easily handle.

The monster with two heads and four arms looked extremely grave as it stretched out its powerful arms in front, moving them wildly.

At first glance, the movements seemed chaotic, but upon closer inspection, they had an ancient, primitive quality. Then, a blur appeared on its neck, and suddenly, its head switched places.

The dragon's head moved to the back while the head resembling an evil ghost came forward.

Its eyes were grayish-white with no discernible pupils. It opened its blood-red maw, revealing teeth that were razor-sharp.

Rumble!

An inaudible roar echoed in his ears, deafening yet silent, bizarre beyond words.

Accompanying it was a series of black sound waves that collided with the dragon's breath.

The sound waves entered the ball of qi.

Time seemed to stand still for an instant. Then, like pouring boiling water into a hot pot, a large amount of chaotic法则力量 intertwined and burst out from the ball of qi.

The void dissolved, and wherever it passed, even heaven and earth qi were consumed.

Both the true dragon and the Spirit Clan patriarch's transformed monster were at the forefront.

They both simultaneously deployed protective membranes.

However, these barriers proved useless. Like clay figurines and paper mache, they quickly melted away in an instant.

Then, both were enveloped.

Pained roars filled his ears as the scales on the true dragon's body actually melted.

Lin Xuan widened his eyes, almost disbelieving this incredible scene.

It was well known that dragons' strength lay in their formidable defense and attack. While the offensive techniques weren't mentioned, its scales were reputed to be impenetrable. The true spirit essence sword technique wasn't just a mere simulation; it also activated the power of the spirit blood, imbuing it with dragon-like characteristics.

Adding Nine Palace Moment Sword as the foundation further enhanced its defensive capabilities. He never expected that such a single move would leave him severely injured.

Fortunately, the Spirit Clan patriarch was no better off. The monster with two heads and four arms fared similarly to the true dragon.

Pained roars continued to echo in his ears.

Lin Xuan wouldn't let this opportunity slip away. While the true dragon was wounded, he still had eight other controllable true spirits at his disposal.

Lin Xuan cast a spell.

The mountain gorilla rushed forward again, its two arms swinging, creating dense fist shadows that pierced through space and vanished on the spot.

In an instant, it appeared before the monster with two heads and four arms.

Pang! Pang! Pang!

There was no way to dodge. These fist shadows hit their marks, causing his body to stagger. Then, he disappeared in a blur.

Spatial Technique!

Lin Xuan watched clearly but couldn't help sneering.

Spatial techniques were indeed hard to match, but it all depended on the opponent at hand.

To show off spatial techniques before a phoenix was like a master carpenter showing off his skills in front of a carpenter—stupid beyond words.

A clear cry sounded as red light flashed. The phoenix flapped its wings, causing the void to twist and collapse into a large hole.

The diameter was over ten zhang!

After the phoenix's body blurred, it disappeared into the white hole.

In an instant, a roar of anger came from more than a hundred zhang away. A terrifying波动 erupted.

Space twisted as chaotic法则力量 churned, but soon, red符文 devoured them. The monster with two heads and four arms tumbled out of the void.

Next, a flash of red light appeared, and the phoenix reappeared, its feathers torn off. Clearly, it had suffered significant damage in their battle.

But that mattered little. Even if the true dragon and phoenix were incapacitated, the remaining true spirits could still deliver a fatal blow.

Rumble!

The white tiger's form blurred as it rushed forward like a flowing light movie.

First, both of its front paws struck, releasing countless claw rays.

But the monster with two heads and four arms was no pushover. At such a critical moment, it didn't give up. Behind it, a massive spiritual manifestation appeared.

This manifestation looked like a giant spider.

Its front claws moved wildly as fine threads shot out, blocking the claw rays.

The white tiger's attack was obstructed, angering it. It was about to pounce on the spider when suddenly, countless lightning and thunder flames emerged from the void. The nine-headed bird rushed forward first, engaging in combat with the spider manifestation.

It was a stalemate.

The white tiger paused, not rushing into the fray but circling around the spider before approaching the monster with two heads and four arms.

This time, it didn't use any other attacks; instead, it opened its blood-red maw to bite the opponent's shoulder, tearing at it.

Simple, direct, yet effective. The monster couldn't break free for a moment, suffering pain as both of its arms raised, their nails becoming abnormally sharp, stabbing towards the white tiger.

Unfortunately, halfway through, two greenish-gray giant claws appeared from the void, grabbing his arms.
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Golden-winged Great Peng!

Its eyes flashed with cold light, emitting a chilling aura of killing intent.

Then it flapped its wings, and countless feathers transformed into golden feather swords that rained down from the sky towards the opponent below.

The other party had no way to dodge; he was already being held by the White Tiger's shoulder.

With dire straits, but not willing to sit idly by, a hint of viciousness appeared on his face as the two heads exchanged positions again.

Then that demon-like head flipped its eyes and opened its blood-filled mouth, emitting wave after wave of black sound waves at an alarming speed.

It then formed shield after shield, their number shocking, enveloping it from all sides.

However, in the next moment, a sizzling sound entered his ears. Those shields, which seemed formidable, turned as fragile as tofu and disintegrated instantly.

The Golden-winged Great Peng's attacks had a breaking-through effect; ordinary treasures couldn't withstand them—onlyprimordial spirit treasurecould do so.

The immortal sword was now close enough with no obstructions, hacking and slashing horizontally and vertically.

Bloody flowers appeared in his vision.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. How could he let such an opportunity slip?

He continuously cast spells, sending another true spirit towards the opponent.

No, not one but two, attacking from both sides!

The left side was the Golden Sun, emitting golden flames, while the right side had crimson-red flames.

True Golden Suns and Vermilion Birds wouldn't normally team up to fight. However, as these were illusions created by the True Spirit Sword Art, they could cooperate seamlessly under Lin Xuan's command.

There was no way for the opponent to dodge; he was enveloped in different types of flames almost instantly. Soon after, the Qilin and Mountain Giant Ape also viciously pounced on him.

The other party had no more strength left to fight back.

Indeed, it was a technique recorded in the Black Moon Heaven Witch Art. Even the spirit race's patriarchs were now showing signs of defeat; there was no longer any suspense about who would win or lose.

Lin Xuan secretly exhaled with relief but his spells continued to change rapidly. Seizing this opportunity, he wouldn't hold back against such a formidable enemy.

Various attacks like waves and storms poured towards the opponent.

Spirit light enveloped the two-headed four-armed monster, making him hard to see. However, his cries of pain echoed far away.

His fall was inevitable; the outcome of this battle would not just be a simple defeat.

Suddenly, a harsh voice rang out: "Stop!"

Lin Xuan turned around and saw something that surprised him greatly.

The spirit race's holy maiden, like a mad tiger, struggled to free Moon from her grasp and flew towards Lin Xuan.

What did she want? To save the spirit race's patriarch?

That was a good idea, but it was too naive. She might be overestimating herself.

Lin Xuan had already struggled against the spirit race's patriarch; a mere holy maiden wasn't worth his time. Moreover, Moon was only temporarily separated and quickly caught up with her.

The outcome of the battle couldn't change anymore.

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's face but just then, a transmission entered his ears.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he raised his head to see colorful spirit light emanating from the holy maiden. Her inner power became chaotic and filled with wild energy.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim as he paused mid-action; the true spirits' attacks also stopped but remained around the two-headed four-armed monster.

After a moment, the smoke cleared, and the spirit light dimmed.

The two-headed four-armed monster reappeared, no longer fierce. It looked utterly defeated with injuries everywhere, even missing two arms, its aura weakened to less than half of its original strength—essentially at its last breath.

It raised its head to look at the holy maiden who was rushing over and suddenly shrank in size.

The spirit race's patriarch reappeared, looking worried and pale.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he had a vague understanding. But he didn't lower his guard; turning around, he looked at the holy maiden: "Friend, what do you want to threaten me with? What is your intention?"

Moon had flown beside him. Seeing Young Master speak, she stopped her actions and joined Lin Xuan's vigilant expression.

"Threaten you? That's too much of a claim, Your Excellency. Your Dao techniques are supreme; even my adoptive father couldn't match you. Now I'm the fish, and you're the butcher. What capital do I have to threaten you with?" the holy maiden sighed, looking pitiful.

"Humph."

Lin Xuan was unmoved: "Now that we've reached this point, what purpose does pretending to be pitiful serve? You said earlier that if I didn't stop, you would self-destruct and split us apart forever. Isn't that a threat?"

"I spoke under duress; please don't take it to heart," the holy maiden replied sincerely.

"Very well."

Lin Xuan's voice was sincere: "Two friends, what proposal do you have? You are the earring spirit of the Seven Treasures of Mordor. For my wife and me, these treasures must be useful. I know their value. After enduring countless hardships to bring Moon here, I won't give up until I get the Seven Treasures."

"Your purpose is clear to me; indeed, I am the spirit of the earring from the Seven Treasures. According to reason, this Asura King's reincarnation should be my former master. But as a true spirit, I'm not just an ordinary treasure," the holy maiden said.

"I understand. I won't treat you like an ordinary treasure. If you accompany us back, we will surely treat you with great respect. Once Moon regains her strength, we'll give you many compensations," Lin Xuan's sincere voice echoed. A peaceful resolution would be best if they could negotiate.
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"Madam, I believe your sincerity..."

Lin Xuan and Yue'er both felt a surge of joy upon hearing these words. However, the rest of what the other said caused them to frown.

"But I still cannot agree."

"Why not?"

Lin Xuan did not lose his temper. While the other had refused, she was here for a reason, and there might be room for negotiation.

Let's hear how she plans to proceed. If things truly break down, we can act later.

"Since this matter has come to this point, I will not hide anything from you. My true form is one of the Seven Treasures of Naraka, the ear ring that has become sentient. Naturally, I know why you two came looking for me. If possible, I would be very willing to return with you, but..."

"Madam, could there possibly be some difficulty? Why not just say it outright? My wife and I are not unreasonable people; we can discuss a solution together," Lin Xuan said with a hint of displeasure.

"Thank you for your kind offer, but this problem is difficult to resolve." The Fairy of the Spirit Clan sighed. "Do you know why I do not wish to return with you? Once all seven treasures are gathered, they will aid King Naraka in restoring his past strength and memories. As for other treasures, I am not sure about their fate. But as a sentient object, I am likely to face the outcome of my soul dispersing."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan and Yue'er exchanged glances, both looking suspicious.

"How can that be? The Seven Treasures merely help Yue'er recover; they should not suffer any harm during this process. Why would you end up with a soul dispersal?" Lin Xuan clearly showed his disbelief: "Are you trying to deceive us by lying?"

"Indeed."

Yue'er shared the same opinion as Lin Xuan: "The Fairy speaks too much. What evidence do you have?"

"Evidence?"

The Fairy of the Spirit Clan was taken aback, her face showing a bitter smile. "This is merely something I gained from my cultivation. In simple terms, it's like an inner sign or omen; what evidence can there be?"

"However, I can assure you that I am not being overly cautious. If all seven treasures are gathered together, there is a high likelihood of the outcome I described," the Fairy of the Spirit Clan said pitifully.

"Hmph, mere speculation cannot convince me."

Lin Xuan was not so easily swayed. Without evidence, the other wanted to dismiss him with empty words—such things did not exist in this world!

"Friend, do not be too hasty. I never expected such pitiful words to make you abandon your purpose for this journey. Actually, I have another suggestion, though it is difficult. But if successful, it could bring us all joy," the Fairy of the Spirit Clan raised her head and suddenly changed the subject.

"What? Huan'er, do you plan to seek out that treasure? No way, too dangerous." Far away, the Elder of the Spirit Clan was shocked, his face changing as he transmitted his voice.

"Uncle, if possible, I also do not wish to take risks. But with the current situation so perilous and these two having such formidable strength, what choice do I have?" The Fairy of the Spirit Clan sighed, speaking in a transmission: "Fortunately, although this journey is dangerous, their strength is truly remarkable. With their help, we might still have some chance of success. There's no other choice but to try our luck."

Hearing the Fairy speak thus, the Elder of the Spirit Clan showed a hint of surprise on his face, his expression fluctuating. After a long while, he sighed: "But how do you know they will help? Huan'er, your actions are akin to trying to make a tiger swallow a sheepskin."

"Uncle, we have no better choice. I believe in my judgment; these two are not vicious criminals but people who value integrity."

"Do you have confidence?"

"I cannot say with 100% certainty, but it's worth a try."

"All right, I can't help much with this matter. You decide for yourself."

The Elder of the Spirit Clan sighed, seeming to age slightly in an instant. The two continued their private conversation, and Lin Xuan and Yue'er, though unable to hear them directly, knew they had differing opinions. So they waited calmly.

They still had some cultivation skills.

Fortunately, the two did not spend much time discussing; after a few words, the old man seemed convinced and left it up to the Fairy of the Spirit Clan to decide.

"All right, friend, tell me what your plan is for a win-win situation," Lin Xuan's calm voice entered their ears. He was unperturbed even if Mount Tai were to collapse before him; his inner self was actually very curious.

"Transmigration technique, have you heard of it?" The Fairy of the Spirit Clan's pleasant voice entered his ears.

"Transmigration technique?" Lin Xuan frowned, feeling familiar with the term but not quite clear on its specifics.

"To put it simply, it's possession," seeing Lin Xuan's confused expression, the Fairy of the Spirit Clan further explained.

"Go on."

While transmigration and possession are related,纠缠这些没有意义 now. Lin Xuan wanted to hear what was important.

"I have already said that gathering all seven treasures would be a disaster for me. But I do not want to perish so easily. If you cannot obtain the ear ring on this journey, you will surely continue your search. What should we do then?"

"Find a substitute and use the transmigration technique. It's similar to what human cultivators call possession; I would transfer my soul essence into its body, allowing you to take the ear ring with you," the Fairy of the Spirit Clan combed her hair, her expression remarkably calm despite discussing something so closely related to herself.

"Ah."

Lin Xuan nodded. This was indeed a good solution, but it seemed simple only on the surface; many challenges would arise in between.

With this thought, he spoke: "If I am not mistaken, Madam, you wish to perform the transmigration technique, which requires an extraordinary treasure that can bear such a burden. The requirements should be extremely high, almost absurd. Is that correct?"

"You are indeed clever, guessing it right away."

The Fairy of the Spirit Clan nodded without any pretense.

"Is it a先天灵宝?" Lin Xuan sighed. For ordinary cultivators and even Immortal Kings, a先天之宝 was precious; but due to his unique circumstances, Lin Xuan had several such treasures in his possession.

Though he hesitated to part with one, the chance of recovering the ear ring from the Seven Treasures was worth it for him—a carefree cultivator.

After all, he could risk his life for Yue'er, so a mere先天灵宝was nothing.

Lin Xuan had already made his decision. However, the other's response left Lin Xuan in shock: "Thank you for your kind offer, but even a先天灵宝is useless; it cannot bear my possession."
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"What?"

Lin Xuan almost didn't believe what he heard, momentarily thinking he had misheard.

Even a先天灵宝 (Primordial Treasure) couldn't serve as her dwelling place, and this brat still wanted precious treasures.

Was he such an idiot to think she would play the big spender's game?

With that thought, Lin Xuan's expression turned cold. It was no wonder his reaction was so intense; it was common knowledge that primordial objects were among the most treasured in all three realms, cherished by even顶级大能 (Top-tier Great Abilities). In this world, finding a treasure surpassing a Primordial Treasure was nearly impossible.

Yet, despite her willingness to part with such a precious item, she still wasn't satisfied. Wasn’t that playing the big spender's game?

Lin Xuan was a reasonable person, but if he thought he could deceive her easily, he would be gravely mistaken. Just as he was about to lose his temper, the voice of the Spirit Clan Saintess entered his ears, filled with an apology and apprehension:

"Friend, please don't get angry. I am not deceiving you; there are genuine reasons behind this."

"What do you mean?"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and suppressed his anger.

The matter had come to this point, so getting angry would be futile. He should first hear her explanation before making any decisions. In any case, she wouldn't succeed in fooling him like he was an idiot.

Lin Xuan calmed down, and the Spirit Clan Saintess's expression relaxed as well. She truly feared Lin Xuan might lose his temper and start a fight, which would put her in a very unfavorable position.

Fortunately, her cultivation of breath control was commendable. But she couldn't afford to delay any longer; she quickly said with a hint of flattery:

"I didn't intend to make things difficult for you. The Seven Treasures of Naraka are extremely precious to the King of Naraka. They are of high quality and can be used for this task, otherwise they wouldn't have been chosen."

She swallowed hard before continuing in a soft voice: "Although these treasures cannot be used against enemies, their grade is no less than that of Primordial Treasures. In fact, some might even surpass them. Therefore, even if it's a Primordial Treasure, I can't use it for possession."

"Mei-er, is this true?"

Lin Xuan observed her carefully and found her words convincing. However, the matter was significant, so he couldn't fully trust just one side of the story.

He had to ask Mei-er.

"Yes,"

Mei-er nodded. "That's not a random claim."

Her memory hadn't fully returned, but she remembered most of what happened, including the origin and grade of the Seven Treasures of Naraka. Their quality indeed matched that of Primordial Treasures.

"Then, what do you intend to do? Do you expect Lin Xuan to produce even more precious treasures?"

Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly, though his face still showed displeasure. After all this effort, he couldn't return empty-handed.

"You're overthinking it," the Spirit Clan Saintess sighed. "I said I have a plan that can make both of us happy. However, there will be some risks involved."

"Ah, so you think you can find something more precious than a Primordial Treasure?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and showed interest as he asked.

"You're indeed clever. There is a place where treasures even more precious than Primordial Treasures exist. If we could obtain such a treasure, it would be a win-win situation." The Spirit Clan Saintess combed her hair, as if stating an obvious fact.

Most cultivators would be overjoyed at this point.

But Lin Xuan was no ordinary person; he wasn't easily fooled.

He didn't respond immediately but pondered for a moment before saying slowly:

"The treasure you mentioned must be very difficult to obtain?"

His words had a basis. Something more precious than Primordial Treasures, aside from soul transference, might have other uses. Just the mention of such rarity was enough to make one's heart race.

The two oldsters of the Spirit Clan weren't weaklings; if possible, they would have already obtained that treasure.

Seeking his help was a last resort, but he wasn't sure if there were ulterior motives.

In any case, one could never be too careful. But given no other choice, he had to cooperate with her.

If she decided to self-destruct, he might lose everything. Splitting up would not be what he wanted.

Cooperation, with due caution, might indeed result in a win-win situation.

After weighing the pros and cons, Lin Xuan made his decision.

"Where is that treasure?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"That means you two agree," the Spirit Clan Saintess's face lit up with joy.

"Not until we discuss it. Please give us an overview of your plan first. We will decide after discussing it as a couple."

Lin Xuan replied, not willing to make any promises without knowing more details.

"You are indeed a shrewd cultivator. Fine, this matter isn't simple. Let's go back and talk about it in detail," the Spirit Clan Saintess winked.

"Agreed."

If another cultivator heard such an invitation, they would hesitate. After all, while they wouldn't fight, they were still enemies, and venturing into a dangerous place required great courage.

Who knew what traps or sudden changes of heart she might have?

The Spirit Clan Saintess had expected Lin Xuan to decline but was surprised by his quick agreement, leaving her momentarily stunned.

Lin Xuan had nothing to fear. At his level, ordinary array formations were useless, and the injuries inflicted on the old patriarch of the Spirit Clan were severe, requiring hundreds of years to recover. Therefore, he wasn't afraid of delays.

Showing hesitation might make her underestimate him, leading to unforeseen consequences. A more generous approach would keep her wary.

Seeing the Spirit Clan Saintess stunned, Lin Xuan smiled: "You invited me back to discuss things; why aren't you showing me the way? Have you changed your mind?"

"Oh, please, please."

The Spirit Clan Saintess snapped out of her shock. She had intended this as a test, but Lin Xuan's reaction was unexpected and decisive. This young man must have some backing. Her surprise made her retract any further tests.

Lin Xuan had nothing to lose; at his level, ordinary restrictions were meaningless. The old patriarch's injuries were severe, requiring hundreds of years to recover, so he wasn't afraid of delays or tricks.

Showing confidence might make her more cautious.

Seeing the Spirit Clan Saintess stunned, Lin Xuan said: "You invited me back for discussions, but you're not showing the way. Have you changed your mind?"
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She didn't want to be聪明反被聪明误. This Lin Xuan was no easy opponent, and if she truly broke with him, it would only bring harm without any benefit.

Thus, this woman lowered her gaze and followed obediently in front of them as a guide.

Lin Xuan exchanged glances with Yue'er, who immediately followed behind without hesitation.

As for the Spirit Clan's High Elder, he appeared very silent, as if everything was left to the High Priestess’s decision.

Setting aside their hidden agendas, the group's flight speed was swift. Soon, the towering mountains and steep ridges were left far behind. They turned around a valley, and before them lay an open landscape that seemed like a fairyland from another world.

Flowers bloomed in abundance, and immortal cranes danced gracefully. The aura of spiritual energy was so thick it almost suffocated one's senses.

Looking out, the scene revealed magnificent palaces made of jade and crystal. Lin Xuan smiled slightly: "The nobleman’s secluded abode is truly impressive. It looks like a paradise."

"Allow me to say that you are too kind. Please proceed."

The High Priestess smiled warmly as if they had not just fought for their lives moments ago, treating him as an old friend visiting.

This woman has deep cunning.

Lin Xuan remained vigilant on the surface but still wore a warm smile: "Lady, there is no need to be so polite. My wife and I are merely making an unannounced visit, hoping you won't find it intrusive."

"Of course not, of course not. Your presence here has brought glory to my humble abode."

The High Priestess's lips curled into a smile, showing great enthusiasm.

Without further ado, the group quickly arrived at a pavilion halfway up the mountain.

This pavilion was perched on a sheer cliff, with an extremely perilous location. However, nearby were clouds that drifted lazily, and the abundant spiritual energy gave off a heavenly aura.

They took their seats according to rank, and attendants promptly served them fine wine, fruits, and fragrant tea.

At Lin Xuan's level of strength, he naturally wasn't afraid of anything in the pastries. He ate and drank heartily without any worries.

After about a cup of tea had passed, Lin Xuan put down his teacup with a slight smile: "Friend, may I ask for more detailed information? My wife and I need to consider it."

"Since you say so, I dare not refuse. As you know, this place is where true spirits are buried. But do you know the origins of this place?"

"Origins?" Lin Xuan frowned, and Yue'er's expression mirrored his. This question truly stumped them. After all, the true spirit burial ground was no longer within the Three Realms, and ancient texts rarely described its history. To ask about its origin seemed a bit too much.

"I do not know. Please enlighten me."

Lin Xuan did not speak out of turn; he knew that pretending to know something he didn't would only lead to embarrassment. He admitted his ignorance straightforwardly.

He believed that the High Priestess had her reasons for asking this question, and there was a deeper purpose behind it, though he couldn’t grasp it yet.

"The true spirit burial ground originally served as the holy land of the True Spirit Clan. It housed treasures revered by all true spirits together. However, a commoner with wealth invites trouble. That treasure was too precious, drawing the envy of powerful beings from another realm."

The High Priestess's soft voice echoed in his ears.

"Oh?"

With Lin Xuan’s depth of understanding, he couldn't help but show great interest.

He also found it astonishing who dared to tamper with a true spirit’s holy object. Even True Immortals wouldn’t dare to openly snatch such a treasure.

Most true spirits had power comparable to those who had passed the Tribulation, but among them were undoubtedly top-tier experts—true dragons and colorful phoenixes, as well as ancient true spirits whose strength rivaled that of True Immortals.

Someone actually dared to plot for a true spirit’s holy object. That was quite audacious.

Yue'er's expression mirrored his, and the couple exchanged concerned glances.

"It was the域外魔主!"

"The域外魔主?" Lin Xuan showed surprise on his face; he had never heard this title before.

"The strongest of the celestial demons, known as the Demon Lord," the High Priestess explained.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. Another demon from beyond the realm—these fellows stirred up trouble everywhere and didn’t spare even powerful true spirits.

"That treasure was too precious, which is why it attracted so many strong beings. But the true spirits are not easily provoked. Only the Skyward Demon Lord dared to make a move."

"And the true spirits seemed to have sensed his plot. The ancient true spirits, including true dragons and colorful phoenixes, joined forces. With overwhelming power, they reversed the laws of heaven and earth, sealing off all pathways leading to this holy land."

"Unfortunately, even with such efforts, it was not enough for them to rest easy. They underestimated the Skyward Demon Lord. No matter how strong the seals were, he still broke through the barriers and arrived here, intent on seizing the true spirit’s holy object."

"Faced with a formidable enemy, the proud true spirits chose to unite for the first time. True dragons, colorful phoenixes, and peacocks gathered here, along with hundreds of other true spirits from various ranks."

Lin Xuan exchanged glances with Yue'er as he heard this. The Skyward Demon Lord’s strength was truly impressive. Even a True Immortal would dare not face so many true spirits simultaneously.

"Did he bring many followers?"

Yue'er couldn’t help but ask out of surprise.

"No, due to the seals, the Skyward Demon Lord came alone," the High Priestess said calmly after taking a sip of tea.

"How did it end?"

"After that, a shocking battle ensued. The true spirits fought valiantly against the Skyward Demon Lord. Nearly one hundred true spirits fell in this struggle but still couldn’t turn the tide. Desperate, the most ancient true spirit, Peacock Dharma King, used a fearsome secret technique to perish alongside his opponent."

Lin Xuan’s heart stirred as he heard this. He thought of Yuan Yuan, taken by the phoenix and unsure of her current state. Yuan Yuan also carried the bloodline of an ancient spirit—peacock.

Thankfully, the Skyward Demon Lord perished, but if he faced off against Asura, it was hard to predict who would emerge victorious.

"Many true spirits fell in this battle, yet they still couldn’t protect their holy object. That treasure was lost during the great conflict and vanished without a trace. Now we don’t know where it is, but here has become the burial ground for true spirits. Any severely injured true spirit now comes here."

"So, what are we looking for exactly? The true spirit’s holy object?" Lin Xuan said with a hint of mockery.

"Of course not. Even the Skyward Demon Lord couldn't obtain the true spirit's holy object back then. How could I dare to have such thoughts? Besides, that treasure has already been lost. I wish to find the treasures left behind by the Skyward Demon Lord in this burial ground. Their quality surpasses even先天灵宝, enough for me to use Soul Transference."

"By the way, after all this talk, what exactly is the true spirit’s holy object?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"It's the Five Dragon Seal!"
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"What?"

Lin Xuan was originally just curious and casually asked. However, the response from the other party was more than unexpected, even his composure couldn't help but turn pale.

This change in expression naturally fell into the eyes of the two Spirit Clan members.

"Is something wrong? Could this Five Dragon Seal have any connection with you?" The surprised voice of the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden entered his ears. Even though she guessed it, she still found it hard to believe.

"I jest, how could I possibly have seen the Five Dragon Seal? I've only heard some legends about this treasure," Lin Xuan's dry laugh echoed in her ears, and his expression was flawless now.

"Legends related to this?"

"Yes, when the Five Dragons appeared, blood flowed like rivers. Innumerable years ago, this treasure caused countless bloodshed in the Spirit Realm. Later on, no one knew where it disappeared," Lin Xuan said dryly.

He had already reached the Transcendence stage as a cultivator and naturally came into contact with many ancient secrets. Besides clues related to Mo'er, the Blue Star Sea and the Five Dragon Seal were also his focus of inquiry.

Hard work pays off; indeed, Lin Xuan managed to gather some useful information, such as the Five Dragon Seal.

Legend had it that this was something passed down from the Immortal Realm, far surpassingprimordial spirit treasure. Regardless of its origin, it caused countless bloodshed in the Spirit Realm millions of years ago.

It could be said to have brought suffering upon all living beings because so many cultivators perished due to this treasure, including nearly a hundred at the Transcendence stage.

Though he didn't know the exact details, Lin Xuan knew that the Five Dragon Seal was no trivial matter. It was something that even Loose Immortals and Demon Kings coveted, so he wouldn't use it unless absolutely necessary.

He well understood the saying: "A man with a precious gem is in danger."

Although his strength wasn't insignificant, he still hadn't reached the point where he could walk freely across the Three Realms.

Originally, he thought the Five Dragon Seal was an Immortal Realm treasure. He didn't expect it to be a rumor after all.

As they say, when you least expect something, it comes unexpectedly. Lin Xuan never expected that fate would lead him to get such useful information from the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden.

The Five Dragon Seal is indeed a true spirit relic and originates from here.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan made up his mind to accompany this woman for one day. Although he was taking on significant risks, who knew what unexpected rewards might come from it?

Though he had already decided internally, Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't agree so easily on the surface.

He deliberately showed hesitation, making the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden uneasy. If she refused, their situation with the Spirit Clan would be less favorable.

Although she wasn't without reservations, in the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words.

Fortunately, even though Lin Xuan was hesitant, he didn't show any signs of refusal. His attitude was ambiguous, and the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden quickly promised many benefits. As they say, where there's a will, there's a way; after paying a sum that would make even Transcendence cultivators envious, Lin Xuan finally agreed to accompany her on this risky journey.

The Spirit Clan Saint Maiden was overjoyed and became even more attentive. Since it was late, the best time had passed for departure, so she summoned a servant to escort Lin Xuan and Mo'er to the guest hall for rest, planning to leave early the next day.

...

Watching Lin Xuan and Mo'er depart, the Spirit Clan Patriarch, who had remained silent until now, flicked his sleeves. A faint blue light screen appeared.

It was obvious that it had soundproofing capabilities.

"Ring, are you truly confident about this journey? You should know what lies in the True Spirit Tomb," the Spirit Clan Patriarch sighed, his voice filled with concern.

"I naturally know, but where else can we turn to? Taking a chance might still give us a way out. If we're as timid as mice, Ring and the Spirit Clan will truly be in grave danger," the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden said helplessly.

The old man fell silent for a long time before frowning and whispering something.

After about a cup of tea's worth of time, the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden's face showed both surprise and joy. "Uncle, you're serious? There really is..."

"This matter is indeed true; I wouldn't make such idle talk. However, while this might help us avoid danger, the risks you take are significant. If things go wrong, it could be a disaster. So, even though I've told you about this, how to proceed still depends on your own judgment. Don't act impulsively," the Spirit Clan Patriarch said with a serious expression.

"Thank Uncle; Ring understands."

...

As for Lin Xuan, he and Mo'er had arrived at the guest hall.

Though the Spirit Clan rarely received guests, this guest hall was built exceptionally well, with a tranquil and ancient atmosphere.

Upon entering the guest hall, Lin Xuan didn't waste any time, flicking his sleeves to summon an array of flags. As they say, one shouldn't have thoughts of harming others but must always be wary.

They were in a den of tigers and dragons; even though he was bold, Lin Xuan wouldn't be reckless. He couldn't afford to ignore caution!

"Master, why did you agree so easily? The True Spirit Tomb is where even the Flying Heavenly Demon Lord perished. Our journey there is too dangerous," Mo'er's opinion never deviated from Lin Xuan's when in public, but that didn't mean she had no thoughts of her own.

Mo'er was different now; she had recovered some memories from her past life. However, her love for Lin Xuan was so deep that she never let it affect how she presented herself to others.

Now that they were alone, Mo'er naturally wanted to give a friendly reminder.

"What if we disagree? If we force the issue, the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden might resort to self-destruction; I can't take such risks," Lin Xuan sighed.

"While you're right, agreeing so quickly is still too hasty," Mo'er knew that Lin Xuan was doing this for her. However, she felt something wasn't quite right about his decision. She didn't know the reason but understood that at their current strength, one mustn't ignore any omens in their heart.

"Stupid girl, I understand how dangerous this journey is. But we have no other choices; besides, I can't let go of the secrets of the Five Dragon Seal. If there's an opportunity, we need to find out," Lin Xuan nodded.

"The secrets of the Five Dragon Seal..."

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded: "Mo'er, do you remember the description of the Hundred Spirit Seal in that ancient text?"

"Master means..."

Mo'er recalled it; though the text only had a vague and incomplete description, if it was true...

"Now you understand why I took such risks. The potential rewards are worth it."

Lin Xuan smiled: "Alright Mo'er, I've made up my mind on this matter. You don't need to persuade me anymore. Get some rest; tomorrow we'll go together into that den of tigers and dragons."
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Chapter 3558 - The Fallen True Spirit

"Good!"

Moon did not object. The two of them separated to rest.

Replenishing their energy and spirits, they prepared for the impending crisis tomorrow.

The night passed uneventfully.

At dawn, as the sky began to lighten, the Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden arrived at the guest pavilion.

"Why is it that the other daoist friend is not with us?" Lin Xuan's expression was tinged with surprise.

"Uncle has sustained significant injuries this time. Therefore, I will lead the way for him; Uncle will remain behind."

The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden sighed, her expression as calm as a stone.

However, in her heart, she felt an inexplicable sensation. She knew Uncle's abilities well—winning against late-stage Golden Transformation veterans was almost certain. For an ancient spirit race to lose to a peer-level cultivator was unimaginable.

Yet, this time, not only did Uncle lose, but he lost terribly. It would take hundreds of years of seclusion for him to recover from his injuries.

This increased her fear of Lin Xuan, though she wouldn't show it on the surface. As a Golden Transformation cultivator, she had some depth.

"Oh, so that daoist friend cannot come? That's too bad," Lin Xuan said indifferently, showing no emotion.

"Are you and your daoist friend ready to depart? Shall we go?"

"No problem."

Lin Xuan did not object. The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden smiled slightly as she waved her jade hand, emitting a streak of red light that transformed into an ancient-looking chariot.

"Please!"

She gestured for them to enter. Lin Xuan didn't hesitate and flashed with spiritual light, arriving on the chariot. Moon followed closely behind, not wanting to lag behind.

The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden climbed aboard last, lightly tapping her jade foot, causing the chariot to tremble. It was enveloped in a dazzling red glow as it broke through the sky, flying far away.

The speed was astonishing, and before long, they vanished from sight.

...

After half a day:

A streak of lightning raced across the horizon, cutting through the sea surface.

Waves sparkled, and the ocean never lacked powerful spirit beasts. They preferred to hunt on land but sensed the formidable presence within the streak, causing even the most daring of them to retreat.

They all kept their distance.

Thus, they traveled uneventfully until a vast forest appeared before them, stretching endlessly.

The streak slowed down, finally coming to a stop.

"Why is it that this True Spirit Cemetery lies inside?"

Lin Xuan released his divine sense but found nothing amiss. He looked puzzled.

What was the other party playing at? If she had bad intentions, her sudden change of face seemed too early.

Lin Xuan felt increasingly perplexed as he stared at the Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden, waiting for a reasonable explanation.

"Beyond this mountain and through that forest, the True Spirit Cemetery is not far," the Holy Maiden said calmly under their gaze. "Why have we stopped here?"

"Why stop now when it’s still so far away?"

According to her description, the cemetery wasn't actually close; Lin Xuan estimated at least tens of thousands of miles remained.

"Because danger lies ahead."

"Danger?" Lin Xuan frowned. "What exactly is in the True Spirit Cemetery? You haven’t explained that clearly. Now that we're here, can you elaborate?"

"The souls of true spirits," the Holy Maiden said softly.

"The souls of true spirits?"

Lin Xuan repeated it, still confused.

"Indeed, I mentioned the origins of this place. Initially, hundreds of true spirits sacrificed themselves to defeat the Flying Heavenly Demon Lord. However, their sacred treasures were lost mysteriously."

"This result left the true spirits deeply aggrieved. The living ones searched tirelessly for the lost treasure, while those who perished in that battle remained as restless spirits due to their unfulfilled desires."

"Restless spirits?"

Lin Xuan turned to look at Moon. Even if he didn't mention it, she had lived in the Netherworld for thousands of years and had countless ghostly creatures under her command. She should be familiar with such things.

The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden seemed to read his thoughts and sighed: "These spirits formed as restless souls are different from those in the Netherworld. They exist due to their unfulfilled desires, lacking any true intelligence. Their sole purpose is to seek out the lost treasures."

However, because their minds were lost, they wouldn't venture far, roaming within a radius of tens of thousands of miles.

"So, our greatest danger lies with these fallen true spirits?"

"Essentially, yes."

"How powerful are these fellows?" Moon interjected curiously.

"It depends on who you ask," the Holy Maiden sighed. "These true spirits have lost their intelligence and True Spirit Fire after death, so their strength is much diminished compared to when they were alive. But that's relative; even a thin camel is still bigger than a horse."

"Some of them are as powerful as late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators, like the fallen peacock," Lin Xuan and Moon said in unison.

Their faces turned grim at this revelation. It was no wonder the Spirit Clan dared not venture into the True Spirit Cemetery; it would be suicidal for even a hundred Golden Transformation cultivators unless the Arhats returned here.

"How dangerous! Why didn't you tell me earlier?"

Lin Xuan was furious. He might have formidable strength, but he certainly wasn’t arrogant enough to take such risks.

Venturing into the True Spirit Cemetery was a one-way ticket to certain death.

"Brother Lin, please calm down; I did not intentionally hide anything," the Holy Maiden said with a smile, trying to soothe him. "Let me explain fully."

"What is it?"

Lin Xuan's eyes glowed with anger. If she couldn't provide a reasonable explanation, he would have no choice but to confront her.

"It’s like this: although these dead true spirits' strength remains formidable, one thing has changed significantly," the Holy Maiden said with a smile.

"What? What else?"

"Divine sense."

"Divine sense?" Lin Xuan repeated.

"Yes, it's the divine sense. For some reason, their divine senses have become extremely weak, even weaker than condensation core cultivators, only slightly better than Golden Transformation level," the Holy Maiden explained.

"So you mean to say that—"

"This is what I meant. I must accompany you on this journey; how could I speak without knowing?" [This text was provided by the Qihang Update Team with the support of Water Cargo suppliers.]
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Lin Xuan listened to the explanation and his expression softened slightly. If what the other party said was true, the danger would indeed be reduced significantly.

But that was relative; they still couldn't afford any carelessness on this journey.

"Moon, what do you think?" Lin Xuan turned his head and sought his beloved wife's opinion.

"Everything is up to Master."

Moon lowered her gaze, presenting a demeanor of obedience, showing complete loyalty to Lin Xuan.

"Good!"

Lin Xuan did not hesitate. His expression towards the Fairy of the Spirit Clan was icy cold: "For the rest of our journey, we need to cooperate wholeheartedly. The fairy had better not play any tricks again; otherwise..."

Lin Xuan's sentence was left unfinished, but the threat was obvious. He wasn't someone who could be easily bullied or deceived.

"The Master has too much concern. This quest for treasures benefits both us and you. How could I possibly have any ulterior motives?" The Fairy of the Spirit Clan said with a dry laugh.

"Indeed, that's the best outcome."

Lin Xuan said coldly, making the atmosphere tense. After a few breaths, the Fairy of the Spirit Clan swallowed her saliva: "Master, shall we set off now?"

"Fine."

With matters at hand, Lin Xuan had no room for regret.

"Thank you for your company. To avoid being seen, let's all use concealment techniques," the Fairy of the Spirit Clan said as she raised a jade hand. A pearl the size of a dragon's eye appeared in her palm and emitted a faint glow.

A silver light surged from the surface of the pearl, enveloping the woman's figure completely.

With a soft laugh, she vanished without a trace.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan smiled slightly and clasped his hands. He made no other movements, but his figure became hazy before vanishing silently.

Since Master had already acted, Moon wouldn't be idle either.

She formed hand seals and emitted a large amount of阴气 around her body, enveloping herself completely. She then vanished without a trace as well.

At their current level, concealment techniques were all mastered to perfection.

They moved forward silently, three figures vanishing into the distance.

...

Passing through mountains, crossing plains, they soon left the forest behind and found themselves close to their destination.

Despite no dangers encountered along the way, the trio remained vigilant. Their speed slowed down even more as they approached.

Finally, a vast valley came into view.

Lin Xuan sensed danger before entering. The True Spirit Burial Ground was also an ancient battlefield where countless true spirits had perished. Some ancient prohibitions lingered here, though mostly broken, still not to be underestimated; touching them could bring unforeseen dangers.

Roar!

Suddenly, a roar echoed in their ears.

The three were alarmed and hid behind a large rock simultaneously.

Then, a massive creature emerged before their eyes.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. It resembled a lion but was different upon closer inspection; it emitted a heavy aura of death, clearly a dead entity, with only its spirit lingering here.

"Xuan Ni!"

Lin Xuan murmured. According to legend, the dragon had nine sons, and this one ranked fifth. Although not as formidable as a true dragon, it was still an extremely powerful true spirit.

He hadn't expected it to fall here.

Despite emitting a heavy aura of death, its spiritual pressure was undoubtedly that of a Golden Transformation stage cultivator.

Lin Xuan wasn't afraid in a one-on-one fight but would attract other true spirits if he fought here.

His mind racing, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and performed the utmost concealment technique. He hoped as the Fairy of the Spirit Clan said, her spiritual sense was not up to condensation core stage; this way, they might escape.

The opponent was approaching.

In just a few seconds, it was nearly here. The massive spiritual pressure was intimidating, and Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling tense.

Fortunately, there were no risks. As expected, the opponent's spiritual sense didn't match its strength; it failed to detect their presence and walked past them as if nothing happened.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief.

He glanced at the Fairy of the Spirit Clan, who also looked shaken. Despite her words, she wasn't entirely confident either.

Fortunately, there were no risks!

"Let's go!"

The three were resilient individuals; despite the initial setbacks, they wouldn't back down. Lin Xuan moved forward and entered the valley.

"What...?"

Before them, a vast desert unfolded, completely different from what was outside.

Was it due to the prohibitions or did this place originally form its own small world?

Lin Xuan didn't know and couldn't speculate.

The true spirits' burial ground was always mysterious. He looked around; his current location seemed an endless desert.

Lin Xuan released his spiritual sense, but he had no idea where the boundaries were.

So, this desert must be vast, covering tens of thousands of miles.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows furrowed with concern. Since they had entered a small world, there might be other laws here; could Moon and that Fairy of the Spirit Clan be transported elsewhere?

If they separated in such a place, reuniting would be extremely difficult.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

Fortunately, his worries were unnecessary. Before he could fully think about it, distant light flickered, and both Moon and the Fairy of the Spirit Clan appeared in sight.

This was indeed unexpected good fortune.

Moon was also surprised by the scene before her, while the Fairy of the Spirit Clan remained calm.

"Oh, have you been here before?"

"Yes, I came with my adoptive father to search for treasures nearby. Unfortunately, we found nothing and quickly left," the Fairy of the Spirit Clan sighed.

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan didn't ask about their treasure-hunting experience; even if he did, they might not reveal it. As long as he kept an eye on them and prevented any tricks, that was enough.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan didn't let the Fairy of the Spirit Clan lead but flew forward on his own.

This casual attitude made the Fairy of the Spirit Clan slightly uncertain, but she couldn't show it; she obediently followed behind.

The three moved slowly.

Whether by luck or not, they encountered no obstacles along the way. Perhaps because the desert was so vast, this initial journey went smoothly.

Lin Xuan didn't release his spiritual sense to avoid alarming anything in the desert and relied on his sharp eyesight, which could see for miles.

"Eh..."

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's face showed surprise and a hint of disbelief.
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Following the slowing of the light trail, it descended towards the ground.

"Young Master, have you found anything amiss?"

Moon immediately came to his side. The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden did not hesitate and followed suit, descending with the light trail.

The two women looked around but could find nothing out of place, their delicate faces showing signs of suspicion.

Lin Xuan did not explain anything further.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot forth.

It transformed into swordlight and descended!

After a moment, the light dispersed, revealing a large pit over ten feet in diameter.

"What is this..."

Moon's pupils constricted as she gazed at the object within the pit. The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden also turned pale.

It was a massive skeleton.

Beside it were fragments of broken magical artifacts, their translucent quality indicating that they retained their spiritual essence even after countless years.

This was no ordinary item.

Initially, this alone would not have moved them, but the peculiar shape and size of the skeleton suggested something more significant.

"An ancient demon!"

All three had extensive knowledge; it was clear to them at first glance. However, how could there be an ancient demon in a place where true spirits were buried?

Moreover, its power seemed formidable, having likely perished tens of thousands of years ago.

"What is going on?"

Lin Xuan raised his head, and Moon's expression mirrored his own.

"Dear friends, do not look at me. I have no idea."

The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden said with a bitter smile.

She was not shirking responsibility; although the ancient Spirit Clan had long resided in the true spirit burial ground, they rarely ventured there. She was equally clueless about when an ancient demon appeared here.

"Is that so?"

"I would never dare to deceive my friend," she quickly explained with a forced smile.

Lin Xuan nodded. The other's expression did not seem like a lie.

With a flash of his body, he approached the ancient demon's skeleton.

Standing over ten feet tall, it was clear this demon had been incredibly strong in life.

Despite the passage of so many years, the aura emanating from the skeleton still sent shivers down one's spine. Clearly, its owner had been formidable.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's eyes lit up as a storage bag lay at the base of the skeleton.

Such an easy windfall was not something he would pass up.

With his right hand raised, he grabbed the air.

The storage bag shimmered with a spiritual light, drawn by some invisible force to his palm.

Lin Xuan weighed it in his hand, turned it over, and let the bag open. A flash of light revealed several items falling at his feet.

Ancient treasures, flying swords, pills... even an jade cylinder...

His gaze fell upon a short sword.

No more than a foot long, it emitted a dark sheen. At first glance, there was nothing remarkable about it.

But Lin Xuan's discernment was sharp; he immediately recognized its value.

With his spirit sense slightly extended, he made a guess.

A fragment of a先天 relic!

This item had been crafted from remnants of primordial materials.

Its power was formidable and far surpassed that of ordinary heavenly treasures.

Lin Xuan's expression grew serious. After all, primordial materials were so rare that even cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage found it difficult to come across them.

A cultivator with a fragment of such a relic would certainly not be an unknown figure.

Lin Xuan's gaze landed on the jade cylinder.

It was well known that the jade cylinder functioned like a book, potentially providing useful information.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pressed it against his forehead.

His expression became extremely odd for a long time before he finally lifted his head.

"Young Master, did you find anything?"

Moon asked curiously.

"Tian妖 Ancestor."

Lin Xuan sighed.

"What? This person is the Tian妖 Ancestor?"

Moon's eyes widened in shock. The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden shared her astonishment.

It was no wonder they were surprised.

The Tian妖 Ancestor was famous even in ancient times, with many legends still circulating today.

As his name suggested, he had originally been a demon from the lower realms but possessed extraordinary talent. For some reason, through chance and opportunity, he began to practice demonic arts.

After ascending to the Separation stage, it was only natural for him to ascend to the Ancient Demon realm.

Originally, demons lived longer than humans, yet their cultivation was extremely slow. The Heavenly Dao had its own laws, but there were always exceptions—geniuses.

This Tian妖 Ancestor was a genius beyond comprehension.

In less than ten thousand years, he ascended from Separation stage to Tribulation Transcending late-stage.

Such rapid progression could not compare to the Asura King, but it far outpaced ordinary cultivators. Not just humans, even demons would be hard-pressed.

Moreover, his power and abilities were far superior to those of his peers.

Legends spoke of him as a potential challenger for the True Demon Primordial Ancestor, perhaps even replacing him.

Facts confirmed!

Unfortunately, this genius's appearance was brief.

Just when he reached late-stage Tribulation Transcending, his power at its peak, he suddenly vanished without a trace.

Initially, everyone thought he was in seclusion. However, his disappearance was permanent; the Tian妖 Ancestor never appeared again.

Some said he had overexerted himself and perished.

Others claimed that a True Demon Primordial Ancestor feared him and eliminated him at an early stage.

Regardless of the reason, it was certain that the Tian妖 Ancestor's demise was confirmed.

Who could have thought that he was buried here in the true spirit burial ground?

The world is unpredictable; no one knew what had happened between then and now.

However, obtaining the storage bag from the Tian妖 Ancestor was a significant gain. Yet Lin Xuan's expression remained extremely serious.

Legends spoke of this demon genius as far surpassing ordinary cultivators at his level. He was already late-stage Tribulation Transcending before his fall, suggesting he might still not be far behind realm masters.

Such a formidable figure buried here meant the danger of their journey would be even greater than they had imagined.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan's expression changed to one of great unease.

Moon understood and came close to him.

"Young Master, maybe we should return. I don't want these Asura Seven Treasures."

"Return?"

Lin Xuan smiled slightly: "Stupid girl, once you start a journey, you can't turn back. Even in danger, I won't retreat."

"Alright, I'll stay with you."

Seeing Lin Xuan's resolute expression, Moon did not continue to persuade but firmly pledged her life and death.

However, before she could finish speaking, a rumbling sound echoed through the air as a massive cloud flew overhead from the horizon.
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The sky suddenly darkened, and Lin Xuan and the two women instinctively raised their heads. The horizon was already shrouded in thick clouds.

Their vision began to blur as a faint, ominous mist spread over several miles around them. Lin Xuan frowned and released his divine sense, but found it useless against the mist. This ghostly fog was common in the Netherworld, but what they faced now seemed different; not only did it weaken their divine senses, but it appeared almost alive. Both Lin Xuan and the two women had to release their protective spirit light, or risk being injured without cause.

For better or worse, danger had come as soon as they entered the True Spirit Burial Grounds.

Lin Xuan exchanged a glance with the two women; their expressions turned resolute. There was no choice but to fight quickly and decisively.

Fortunately, this desert was vast enough that they could delay for some time without alerting other monsters.

"Let's make our move together!"

Before Lin Xuan’s words were fully spoken, he emitted a faint green glow and flew towards the center of the ghostly fog. Although it wasn't clear from afar, there seemed to be a massive creature there.

Acting first was always wise.

With his divine movement technique, he reached the target in an instant.

Soon, the massive creature came into view. However, Lin Xuan's expression changed when he saw it more clearly.

Was this a true spirit?

It was a bizarre-looking creature, actually a demon insect. Its appearance was truly grotesque. At first glance, it resembled a giant scorpion, but upon closer inspection, there were notable differences. It had two wings on its back and six tails. The strangest part was the ghostly face pattern behind it.

Lin Xuan had never seen such a demon insect before, and clearly, it had nothing to do with true spirits.

There were other creatures here?

This was something he hadn't anticipated.

Despite his grim expression, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to retreat. He hesitated for a moment before swiftly waving his sleeves downward.

A silver glow erupted.

No clear ringing sound reached their ears, but several dozen Nine Palaces Needles appeared in their line of sight, like fish swimming towards the target.

Each needle was dazzlingly bright and emitted electric arcs as they shot toward the same direction.

Following them, a large silver ball materialized before their eyes. It was about ten meters in diameter, with a swirling light that exuded a cold aura. Countless silver lines burst forth from it, revealing dozens of sword lights like dragons swimming and chasing each other inside. The essence of the Sword Law permeated the area.

Indeed, it was the Sword Law, almost reaching its peak. This technique wasn't recorded in the Moonlight Sky Witch Art, but rather a creation by Lin Xuan himself. It resembled the Great Sword Technique to some extent but with even greater power.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward with a serious expression. Before he could finish speaking, the silver ball blurred and appeared about a hundred meters in front of the ghost-faced scorpion.

Spatial teleportation?

No, it was far more advanced. It seemed to contain a hint of spatial law!

Lin Xuan's current strength was formidable; this single move contained two different cosmic laws, making its power far greater than simply stacking them together. However, executing such a technique required immense skill and practice.

He hadn't used it against the Spirit Race Ancestor before, considering it his hidden treasure. But now, with no time to spare, he couldn’t hide his true strength. The move was one of his well-guarded techniques.

What would be its effect?

Lin Xuan didn't know for sure but decided to wait and see.

However, this wasn't a martial arts contest.

Moon and the Spirit Race High Priestess quickly moved beside him. Knowing the situation was urgent, they showed no hesitation.

Moon raised her hand, and amystic yin treasure box (Dark Yin Treasure Box) appeared from between her fingers. A brilliant sword light followed, slicing towards the target with perfect timing and coordination.

Beside them, the Spirit Race High Priestess wasn't idle either. Although Lin Xuan had reluctantly agreed to cooperate, he harbored some reservations about it. Hiding his true strength now would only make him more dissatisfied. Plus, if they delayed too long, it could be detrimental to himself.

With this in mind, the Spirit Race High Priestess moved her hands like butterflies, and a massive figure materialized behind her. It was ten meters tall with a fearsome appearance, holding a giant axe in its hands.

Electric sparks flashed as the monster swung its axe downward, aiming for the enemy.

A black blade of the axe emerged from the wind, quickly growing to over ten meters long. The sheer power and destructive force were indescribable; even the void seemed fragmented.

The demon scorpion saw the ghostly face expression of fear and tried to retreat, but it was too late. There was no turning back once an arrow is shot. Allowing it to escape would bring immense trouble.

"Want to run?"

Lin Xuan sneered. He raised his right hand, firing several magical seals from his fingertips.

A loud crack echoed as silver threads burst forth from the surface of the silver ball. The number was beyond counting; this technique resembled transforming swords into threads but had subtle differences.

The demon scorpion was shocked and terrified by these rapidly approaching silver threads. They reached its side in an instant, then something incredible happened.

The leading threads flashed and transformed back into sword lights. The demon scorpion couldn’t dodge them as the ghostly face showed a fierce expression. Its six tails moved frantically, fighting off the incoming sword lights.

But this delay allowed more sword threads to surround it from behind, forming a web-like structure that left no escape. Desperate, the demon scorpion had to use another secret technique.

This creature was formidable, but its opponent wasn’t just Lin Xuan.

With their attention fully occupied, an opening appeared.

"Flawed!"

Moon's sharp cry echoed as her brilliant sword light struck the demon scorpion’s head. The force of this attack was immense; it enveloped the entire creature. Simultaneously, the Spirit Race High Priestess’s attacks came too.

The demon scorpion had nowhere to hide, and such a good opportunity wasn’t one Lin Xuan would miss. Sword threads fell like rain, slicing through its defenses as well.

(To be continued)
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A moment later, the light flickered, and colorful lights kept appearing in mid-air.

Finally, they coalesced into a bright halo that enveloped the demon scorpion. Despite its desperate struggle, it was futile.

It took nearly half an hour for the light to gradually dim down.

The sky remained calm, but the grotesque demon scorpion had vanished without a trace. It seemed as if everything that happened just now was merely a fleeting illusion.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and expelled the stale air from his lungs. He looked around; the desert had returned to its peaceful state. The battle had been swift, both in coming and going, and no other adventurers were drawn by it. It seemed that the spirit maiden of the Spirit Clan was not lying when she said that these buried spirits, though formidable, only possessed mental powers equivalent to Foundation Establishment stage cultivators.

"Let's go!"

This place was a dangerous one; they shouldn't linger here for too long. Lin Xuan didn’t know what had happened in ancient times, but even the Saint Ancestor of the Heavenly Demon had perished there, proving that their journey would be fraught with challenges. But he wouldn’t back down.

Even if every step was filled with obstacles, this was the path of cultivation—full of trials and tribulations. No matter what, his mission wouldn't end in vain.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan's figure blurred as he transformed into a faint streak of light that flew ahead.

Moon naturally didn’t hesitate.

Her lord had made his decision; she would follow through without any reservations. She combed her hair and stepped forward to join him by his side.

As for the spirit maiden, she had her own plans but needed to maintain their partnership for now. Thus, she showed no signs of dissatisfaction as she followed closely behind, using the Wind Control Technique.

"Fair Lady, do you have any leads on the treasures left behind by the Sky-Flying Demon Lord?" Lin Xuan asked calmly while flying, his expression showing neither joy nor anger.

"Not many clues," the spirit maiden said cautiously. "The Sky-Flying Demon Lord fought against hundreds of spirits alone and ultimately perished. His treasures were scattered, but no one knows their exact locations. However, based on my estimation, they are most likely to be found at the site of our previous battle."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan didn’t respond further but his expression turned serious.

Ancient battlefield ruins?

The number of spirit souls there would undoubtedly be the highest.

The dangers of this journey were evident.

Indeed, as if to confirm Lin Xuan's suspicions, they encountered many obstacles along the way. Fortunately, none of them posed a significant threat; the spirits that appeared weren’t yet in their ghostly form but other creatures with formidable strength. With the two women by his side, he was able to handle them easily.

All three quickly dispatched these foes without drawing any attention from others.

The dangers they faced were varied. There were spirit insects, magical beasts, and even plants resembling cacti. Some of these creatures had forms so indistinct that it was hard to make out their true nature.

Lin Xuan’s surprise deepened as he gained a clearer understanding of the place where the spirits were buried. He realized that this ancient battlefield wasn’t just a place for wandering spirit souls; there were other living beings here too.

He must remain vigilant, or he might suffer a setback at any moment.

...

The specific details didn't need to be elaborated on. After several hours, they finally reached the edge of the desert. In the distance, towering mountains loomed, their lush greenery making the air feel invigorating.

Lin Xuan turned his head and smiled, intending to say something to Moon.

But at that moment, a buzzing sound entered his ears.

His brows furrowed as he followed the sound and saw a swarm of giant moths. There were hundreds, perhaps even thousands, their numbers astonishing.

Each moth was larger than an ordinary human hand, with vibrant, shimmering wings casting colorful light.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; while each moth wasn’t particularly formidable individually, their sheer number was intimidating. They would need a powerful approach to deal with them.

Just as he thought this, a hissing sound reached his ears from the side.

Lin Xuan was taken aback and saw red light radiating—his companion, the spirit maiden, had acted.

She moved swiftly, using her flying needle artifact. Countless red threads streaked across the sky like fine rain, piercing towards the moths.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief; this response was appropriate. He might not have needed to intervene at all.

Despite their numbers, these moths were no match for old monsters who had passed through the Tribulation stage in terms of strength.

But before his thoughts could fully form, an unbelievable scene unfolded above the swarm.

The void suddenly collapsed and a green flame appeared. It was roughly the size of a human head, with threads ofpower of the law弥漫开来。

true spirit's fire！

Lin Xuan recognized it immediately from his vast knowledge, but his expression was one of disbelief.

It was well known that true spirits differed greatly from demons; the primary reason being their true spirit flames. Once a true spirit perished, its flame would return to the realm of true spirits, waiting for a new successor.

Even True Immortals couldn’t intercept these true spirit flames, at least according to the records Lin Xuan had read.

But this flame before him was undoubtedly a true spirit flame.

Though he didn't know which true spirit’s it was, he was one hundred percent certain that his identification was correct. Why would its owner be here if it had perished?

His mind raced with confusion as he didn’t have time to ponder further.

The moths suddenly rushed towards the true spirit flame, like moths to a flame.

This scene was an apt description of the idiom "moths to a flame."

What were they trying to do? Lin Xuan didn't know, but a bad feeling emerged in his heart.

He couldn’t ignore this; otherwise, he would face significant danger.

With that thought, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer. He raised his right hand and cast a spell towards the swarm.

As he did so, Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared, its light flickering like a comet streaking through the sky, heading straight for the swarm.

Moths to a flame?

This young master would add some extra fire power to that!

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in a mocking smile. But soon, his expression froze as those moths didn’t perish upon contacting the true spirit flame; instead, they were engulfed by it. The true spirit flame then rapidly grew larger.

The flames vanished, and the swarm disappeared. In their place was a massive moth that appeared in his line of sight.

This moth was enormous, with a body length of over a hundred feet. Its spiritual pressure was terrifying, and its aura was peculiar, neither entirely that of a true spirit nor something else, leaving him puzzled.
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Elder Mo!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he instantly recalled this legendary demon creature.

By its very name, it was the ancestor of moth-type demonic insects, and its own abilities were already on par with old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Its powers were bizarre and extremely troublesome to deal with!

If they had met elsewhere, Lin Xuan wouldn't have been afraid. But appearing here made him dreadfully anxious.

To swiftly eliminate it without alarming other powerful creatures around was a Herculean task indeed.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as his eyes flashed with an unusual light. Despite his vast experience in combat, he had no idea how to proceed at this moment.

But there was no time for hesitation. The Elder Mo flapped its wings, moving clumsily yet swiftly like lightning.

Before Lin Xuan could dodge, it was already before him.

With nowhere to hide, Lin Xuan had no choice but to meet the challenge head-on. But just as he did so, an unexpected scene unfolded.

The Spirit Clan's Holy Maiden appeared, her figure momentarily blurring as she used Instant Teleportation to block Lin Xuan's path.

What was this maiden planning?

Surprised, Lin Xuan paused his actions and observed the situation before deciding.

She reached into her waistband, revealing a simple scroll.

With a flick of her fingers, the scroll unfurled slowly in mid-air, transforming into an exquisite ink painting of mountains and rivers.

"Must臾 Cave Heaven Scroll!"

Lin Xuan recognized this treasure at once. He guessed what the Holy Maiden intended to do.

She chanted incantations as she waved her hands. The Elder Mo was already close by.

"Break!"

The Holy Maiden's expression grave, she pointed forward. An incredible scene unfolded:

The Must臾 Cave Heaven Scroll blurred and transformed into a vortex. Reality was torn apart, and the spatial laws of that vortex sent shivers down one's spine...

The moaning of insects echoed as the Elder Mo couldn't dodge in time; it was absorbed.

Victory?

Moon's face showed astonishment. Was it really so easy?

But she quickly realized this wasn't simple when her master's expression remained grim, and the Holy Maiden's face was drenched with sweat.

"Quickly, Fellow Daoists! I can't hold on much longer."

The Holy Maiden's urgent voice reached Lin Xuan's ears. Without further thought, he enveloped Moon in a burst of green light and entered the spatial vortex.

His vision blurred momentarily before clearing up.

They found themselves in a new realm or space within the Must臾 Cave Heaven Scroll. The Elder Mo was raging inside, smashing around recklessly.

Seeing Lin Xuan and Moon appear, it charged without hesitation.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he wore an extremely serious expression. "Moon, don't delay! Act quickly and eliminate this guy with the fastest method."

"My lord, I understand," Moon replied, no longer confused. They couldn't afford any delays. The Holy Maiden had prepared extensively; she had the Must臾 Cave Heaven Scroll to ensure their actions wouldn't disturb anything outside or attract troublesome true spirits.

However, there was a downside. While the Must臾 Cave Heaven Scroll offered excellent concealment, it required immense magical energy to summon and control such a formidable creature like the Elder Mo.

The Holy Maiden's strength was impressive but couldn't last long.

Speed was their only choice.

Lin Xuan immediately summoned his primary treasure. Countless sword energies fell like rain under full power, each as powerful as a minor Tribulation Transcending's own weapon.

With thousands of them, the Elder Mo, though an ancient demon, struggled to keep up. Its wings flapped, releasing countless colorful light points, but it was merely defending.

Lin Xuan's attacks continued.

Seeing his rhythm disrupted, Lin Xuan was elated. He dashed forward, leaving a clear trail in the air.

In an instant, he was only a hundred feet away from the Elder Mo.

Close up, this creature looked even more terrifying. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward.

The force of law emerged.

Force of Law!

Even the Elder Mo couldn't ignore it. The sharp moaning echoed as visible black shockwaves appeared in mid-air.

Layer by layer, they weakened Lin Xuan's force of law.

Though only a hundred feet apart, every inch closer made his force of law visibly weaker.

The Elder Mo truly lived up to its reputation.

But he had no time for such a confrontation.

Lin Xuan sighed.

He opened his mouth and spat out Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Five-colored glass transformed into a colorful peacock that flew towards the Elder Mo.

With a flick of its tail, flames rose, forming arrows that rained down on the creature.

Facing such an attack, the Elder Mo's situation worsened. But it wouldn't sit idly by.

Black light surged, shields appearing around its body, leaving no gaps.

Lin Xuan's ultimate strike was deflected.

Of course, it wasn't easy for him either; all his energy was focused on this battle.

Moon, ignored as if she were invisible, remained focused.

A smile played at the corner of her lips; no spiritual pressure emanated from her body.

She waited for an opening.

The couple worked in perfect harmony: one lured the enemy while the other prepared a fatal blow.

Coordinated efforts were necessary to swiftly eliminate a Tribulation Transcending creature like the Elder Mo.

Though Moon hadn't acted, she was intensely focused.

Suddenly, her delicate brows raised as she spotted a weakness. Without hesitation, she raised her hand and formed a sword in mid-air with her fingers. Thin as蝉翼, it seemed almost translucent.

Despite its fragile appearance, this sword contained awe-inspiring force of law.

Moon's slender hand moved, swinging the sword downward.
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The movements were nimble and silent, yet a grand sword aura suddenly appeared before Lin Xuan's face. The momentum was so powerful that it seemed to shake the very air.

But just as quickly, this aura vanished, compressing into an extremely thin crystal thread.

Lin Xuan would not hide his prowess when it came to his beloved wife. He imparted the secret technique of transforming swords into threads without reservation.

Although Mo'er had never used such a technique before, her skills were already refined and powerful. The招式 was executed with great force, and she perfectly judged the timing and angles.

The ancestor moth's face showed a fearful expression as if it could understand what was happening.

However, it was too late for fear now. All its attention had been focused on Lin Xuan, leaving no room to dodge or counterattack.

That thin crystal thread, though delicate, contained an awe-inspiring法则 power that struck the ancestor moth with great force.

The thread collided with the moth, slicing it in half.

There was little doubt about the outcome; black blood splattered everywhere. The ancestor moth's protective aura crumbled like paper. Despite its formidable nature, it was only a single exchange before the moth was split into two halves.

Though severely injured, this creature had an extraordinary vitality and did not immediately perish from such wounds.

From the wound, countless tentacle-like light rays extended and intertwined, attempting to seal the injury.

"Unbreakable Body!"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed in surprise. However, the unbreakability was merely relative. While this moth's body was incredibly resilient, it could still be destroyed under certain conditions.

Reviving from such an attack would be sheer folly!

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan did not hesitate to act. His right hand shot out, releasing a series of sword techniques.

A sharp cracking sound filled the air as he unleashed a barrage of colorful sword lights, like a storm of rain. The myriad sword rays swept towards the moth with overwhelming force.

While such attacks might have been manageable in its prime, the ancestor moth was now severely injured and had to face these strikes. It struggled to expel some black light threads that formed into a shower, but it was all in vain.

Pfft... pfft...

The sound of countless sword rays hitting the moth echoed. The creature's body disintegrated like a honeycomb.

Lin Xuan then waved his sleeve and a primitive-looking treasure flew out.

A clear voice sounded as the Vermilion Bird's shadow appeared, emitting fiery lotus flames that could burn anything to ashes.

With ease, it enveloped the corpse of the ancestor moth, reducing it to ash in an instant.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed with relief. A green flame emerged from the void, carrying an air of mystery.

His eyes widened as he recognized True Spirit Fire. The flying moths had been transformed by this fire into the ancestor moth.

Even though Lin Xuan did not know which true spirit's legacy this was, it was undoubtedly useful to him. His expression betrayed a hint of covetousness; such an opportunity should not be missed.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve again, and a green glow emerged from his sleeve, transforming into a glowing hand that reached for the flame.

His movement was swift, almost like teleportation. However, just as he seemed to grasp it, the fire shimmered and escaped.

Lin Xuan was not about to give up easily. He used several secret techniques but found them ineffective. The fire was slippery, escaping his grasp in mere moments, vanishing into the distance beyond the momentary heaven scroll.

Lin Xuan sighed.

True Spirit Fire could even challenge True Immortals; this ancient legend was indeed true.

Though Lin Xuan was usually carefree, he did not sink into despair over this. With a smile, he turned to call Mo'er away when the scene before him blurred.

The momentary heaven scroll had vanished on its own.

"Phew!"

Outside, the Spirit Clan's High Priestess was drenched in sweat and visibly exhausted from the battle. Although it appeared that Lin Xuan and Mo'er were fighting, she had done most of the work.

If not for her control over the momentary heaven scroll, they might have attracted more true spirits earlier, leading to a disadvantageous situation with overwhelming odds against them.

The High Priestess's efforts in this battle were significant.

"Highness, you've worked hard."

Lin Xuan's expression softened slightly.

"No need to be so formal. This is what I should do," the High Priestess smiled, but her face then stiffened: "However..."

"Go ahead and say it."

"This journey was dangerous, as you must have guessed. Our greatest fear is being surrounded by the enemy. That’s why I prepared this momentary heaven scroll. While its powers are formidable, it consumes a great deal of mana. If we encounter such situations again, I won’t be able to use it many more times," she sighed.

"I understand... In any case, let's try our best to stay cautious."

Lin Xuan sighed; he understood the truth but had few good ideas. They could only proceed step by step and try to avoid drawing attention.

After thorough discussion, they continued their journey. A brief rest would have been ideal for restoring mana, but it was unwise to linger in such a dangerous area.

They cautiously moved forward, avoiding using their spiritual senses to prevent awakening any long-slept monsters. As divine cultivators of the Transcendence stage, their vision was sharp, and Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes were particularly useful now.

Their careful approach paid off; they managed to avoid many dangers along the way, including some remnants of ancient prohibitions that they successfully bypassed.

After two days of travel through a dense forest, they emerged safely. The journey had been mostly uneventful, and they had avoided significant threats.

Finally, after traversing this vast forest, they stepped into an area where forests met mountains, making the terrain much more complex. The twilight shrouded everything, concealing unknown dangers.

They moved cautiously, refraining from using their spiritual senses to avoid awakening any dormant monsters. Their sharp eyesight and Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes helped them navigate safely.
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Smooth sailing brought good fortune, but the main reason for their success was their extreme caution throughout the journey. However, Lin Xuan felt uneasy, as if a great danger awaited them ahead.

This feeling was vague and different from his usual sense of foreboding.

Was it just overthinking, or something else?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure.

But they had come so far that giving up now would be foolish. Even if the dangers were immense, they could only take things as they came.

The spirit maiden's expression was also serious; she rarely spoke much during the day.

After about half a month, this true spirit tomb turned out to be much larger than Lin Xuan had imagined. As time passed, their journey became less peaceful.

They encountered various creatures and strange beings—some weak enough for them to easily dispose of, causing only minor troubles. But occasionally, they would face formidable monsters on par with cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Such beings were difficult to handle even when working together. The spirit maiden had no choice but to use the Momentary Heaven and Earth Scroll again.

However, using this scroll required a significant amount of spiritual energy. After a few uses, she reached her limit and could no longer rely on it due to overexertion.

With this option exhausted, their situation would become dire if they encountered any more dangers.

Moon's worried expression reflected the poor state: "Young Master, maybe we should return."

"Ridiculous talk. Why bring up such a thought? Even if things get worse, I won't retreat," Lin Xuan said firmly.

Moon sighed and stopped trying to persuade him further. She knew that they had no choice but to face whatever lay ahead.

After another half day of travel, they flew over a valley and crossed a vast river as wide as an ocean. Before them was a vast expanse of desert.

"This is..."

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed in disbelief. The two women beside him shared his astonishment.

The sun had set, casting golden light through the clouds, turning the sand into a golden hue.

Another desert, but this one was different—there stood an impressive city amidst the sands.

A ruined ancient city stood there, its walls and structures reduced to mere remnants. The dilapidated buildings spoke of the passage of time.

The city was enormous, but what shocked them most was that it was in a true spirit tomb. True spirits, despite their immense power and longevity, could not take on human form.

So why did this ancient city exist here? If not built by true spirits, who had thecourage to construct such an imposing city in this place?

The mystery only deepened.

"Young Master, should we go inside?"

Moon's weak voice reached his ears.

"What do you think?"

Lin Xuan sighed; there was no turning back now. "Let's go and see what it is."

With a flash of his figure, Lin Xuan led the way towards the strange ancient city. Moon and the spirit maiden followed without hesitation.

Upon closer inspection, the city seemed even more magnificent, with vast areas showing signs of magical battles. For instance, there was a deep trench stretching for over a hundred feet, its bottom unseen.

It appeared to have been cut by a single sword strike. At first glance, it looked fine, but Lin Xuan's keen eyes revealed something alarming.

"Young Master, what is it?"

Moon's puzzled voice echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan didn't speak. Instead, he swept his sleeves and released a silver sword beam from his sleeve.

The blade grew to over ten feet long as it slashed towards the ground, mere inches away from the trench.

Silent and invisible!

Even with Moon and the spirit maiden's keen eyes, they could estimate the power of this strike. A blow from a Tribulation Transcending cultivator was no small matter.

But what followed was even more astonishing.

The sword barely made a crack in the ground, only a few feet deep. Lin Xuan himself looked bewildered.

His own abilities were well known to him. Although he had casually cast this sword strike, it should have easily split stone and metal. Splitting a mountain would be trivial.

Yet, it only created a tiny crack.

This wasn't ordinary soil; either it was trapped by some massive array or something else entirely.

Lin Xuan made his judgment instantly: if his guess was correct, this place in the true spirit tomb might hold significant importance. It could even have been where the Sky-Flying Demon Lord clashed with hundreds of true spirits during an ancient battle.

With this theory, Lin Xuan carefully examined the ruins and found numerous clues. Many marks on the walls weren't from time's erosion but from magical battles.

This discovery surprised them, but more importantly, it brought hope. They had stumbled upon something valuable indeed—perhaps the Sky-Flying Demon Lord's treasures lay scattered here.

Finding a needle in a haystack turned out to be effortless.

Of course, they couldn't celebrate yet. While there was a chance of finding treasure, encountering true spirit ghosts was also likely.

They proceeded cautiously and simultaneously released their divine senses to search.

Sure enough, they found some fragments—a black crystal from an unknown weapon. Despite being broken, it still radiated intense demonic energy, dancing in the air.

"Indeed, this is where the Sky-Flying Demon Clan clashed with countless true spirits back then," Lin Xuan muttered, his tone now very certain.

Before he could finish speaking, a figure suddenly appeared ahead.

"Who's there?"

Lin Xuan turned sharply and saw a slender silhouette. Although she was faceless, Lin Xuan felt an intense familiarity.
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However, this familiarity made Lin Xuan's expression extremely strange.

"Who... could it be?"

Moon turned her head around, but all she saw was a fleeting glimpse of someone turning the corner and then disappearing from sight. Though brief, Moon felt somewhat familiar about it.

As for the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden, she wore an expression of doubt and uncertainty. How could there be other cultivators here?

"Young Master, have you recognized her?"

Moon's expression clearly indicated that he knew something, so she directly asked him.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with his hand and furrowed his brows. After a long sigh, his voice was uncertain:

"I'm not sure if I'm right, but the person... looks like Sister Ruyan."

Ruyan Immortal?

Moon immediately matched the fleeting figure to her memory. She easily came to the same conclusion as Lin Xuan.

Wasn't that true? The back of the figure looked just like Ruyan Immortal's.

But no matter which possibility one considered, Dream Ruyan was highly unlikely to be here. If it were a case of mistaken identity, his wife and he being cultivators made such an error impossible.

Despite Lin Xuan's extensive experience, he couldn't come up with any explanation at the moment. Not wanting to overthink it, he focused his divine sense on her and blurred his form as he broke through the void, chasing after her.

"Young Master, wait for me."

Moon didn’t stay in place either; she cast a secret technique and followed Lin Xuan closely.

The Spirit Clan Saint Maiden was left standing alone, feeling helpless. This wasn't a safe place, being alone here was very dangerous. After some hesitation, she gritted her teeth and followed.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan, knowing the danger but still curious, boldly pursued despite his reservations. He didn’t encounter any dangers along the way. The ruins slowed him down significantly, and after about a cup of tea’s time, he finally caught up with her.

The slender figure came into view.

In front of them was an open square covering over a hundred acres. There were several piles of unevenly sized rocks scattered around. The mysterious woman stood facing away from Lin Xuan on the square.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his spiritual aura condensed, and he descended his遁光 (a type of divine light).

From close range, this woman’s back looked even more familiar, almost identical to Ruyan Immortal in her memory. But was she really his sworn sister?

Lin Xuan remained uncertain.

Why didn't she turn around?

Feeling a sense of danger while recognizing the back of the figure, Lin Xuan hesitated but didn’t act immediately. He needed to confirm who she was before making any moves.

Suddenly, an unexpected change occurred.

Whirr...

A primitive voice entered his ears as the ground beneath him suddenly glowed with divine light. A series of purplish-golden beams emerged like water pouring down a waterfall, rapidly flowing across the area.

"Bad luck, it's an array, I've fallen into her trap."

Lin Xuan’s mind raced. He raised his right hand and the Nine Palaces Needle Sword appeared from his sleeve. Instantly, swordlight rained down on the ground beneath him.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as Lin Xuan didn’t hold back in this critical moment. Dust rose up, and he reacted swiftly. The array hadn't fully activated yet but was shattered into pieces by his attack.

Was the danger over?

No, there was still someone behind her. Dream Ruyan finally turned around, revealing a breathtakingly beautiful face.

Ruyan Immortal?

Her appearance matched what he remembered. Even her figure and demeanor were identical, as if unchanged for thousands of years.

But if she truly was Ruyan Immortal, then why the trap earlier?

Lin Xuan’s eyes showed confusion while his expression remained wary. He took a deep breath, and silver light flashed in his eyes.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

If this woman had transformed into Ruyan's appearance to deceive him, it would be for nothing.

In front of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, any illusion, no matter how skilled, was just showing off in front of a master. Lin Xuan was confident about this.

But his expression changed suddenly.

He had already activated his divine eye, but saw no changes at all.

Could Dream Ruyan not be real?

Or perhaps like Qin Yan, she lost her memory or was possessed by something?

Before he could think further, another unexpected scene unfolded.

Dream Ruyan turned around and looked at Lin Xuan's face before freezing in shock, then bursting into joy: "Lin Xuan, are you my sworn brother Lin Xuan?"

"You..."

Lin Xuan was speechless; such a change caught him off guard.

The situation had changed too quickly.

"Sorry, Brother. I didn't recognize you just now."

Dream Ruyan approached with a delighted expression as she moved gracefully toward Lin Xuan.

Her movements were flawless, leaving no trace of danger or hostility.

"Ruyan Immortal, it's really you."

Lin Xuan lowered his guard and opened his arms to embrace her.

Just as they were about to hug, Dream Ruyan’s lips curled into a malicious smile. She raised her right hand, which glowed with a bluish-gray light, aiming for Lin Xuan's heart.

The strike was both vicious and precise. If it hit, Lin Xuan would not only be incapacitated but his body would be severely damaged.

Her timing and angle were perfect; there was no way to dodge.

Moreover, she opened her mouth and spat out a pink mist toward him.

Lin Xuan's smile froze as blood splattered from the impact.

Hiss...

Dream Ruyan was overjoyed, but noticed that Lin Xuan showed no pain despite his severe injuries.

Could it be...

She was shocked. At this moment, space around her began to ripple.

Another Lin Xuan appeared behind her, and with a swing of his sword, he sliced down on top of her head.

There was no way to dodge.

The swordlight like snow enveloped her, but instead of blood, countless butterflies entered her vision.

Yes, it was indeed butterflies; this woman transformed into them trying to escape!

" Dream on!"

Lin Xuan coldly shouted as crackling sounds erupted. Black light arcs appeared on his sword, engulfing the butterflies and exterminating every single one.

The battle ended swiftly, taking no time at all. Soon after, Moon's voice sounded in his ears: "Young Master, are you alright?"
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The dueling ended too quickly, and Moon came a bit late, only seeing the final moments.

"Thankfully."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile, his expression as calm as could be.

But that was just on the surface. Thinking back to the swift movements of the battle, Lin Xuan still had some unease in his heart. The opponent’s illusionary techniques were too powerful; even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye couldn’t discern them.

But how much like it could they have been?

They were still easily spotted by his alert senses. At that moment, there was no time to dodge, so Lin Xuan had to use the technique of shifting positions, using his external manifestation to block the fatal blow.

The main body remained unharmed, but the manifestation suffered significant injuries.

However, he was originally formed from a spirit herb, unlike flesh and blood. His recovery ability compared favorably with that of an imperishable entity.

As long as his core soul wasn’t destroyed, any physical injury could be easily recovered.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a streak of green light shot out, enveloping the manifestation before retracting it back into his sleeve.

"Young Master, what was that guy just now? How did he transform into Fairy Ruyi so flawlessly?" Despite the danger being over, Moon still wanted to understand this mystery.

"That..."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead in thought and didn’t answer immediately.

Just then, a voice came from behind them.

"If I’m not mistaken, that guy was probably the Illusion Moth."

The space around them rippled as the beautiful face of the Spirit Clan’s Holy Maiden appeared before their eyes.

"How is that possible?" Moon exclaimed in shock.

As its name suggests, the Illusion Moth is a famous spirit insect known for its powerful illusionary techniques. Lesser cultivators with weaker cultivation could easily fall into its trap.

But even so, an adult Illusion Moth’s strength was only comparable to that of a Profound Concealment Realm existence. How could it possibly perform such seamless illusions in front of them?

That was one thing.

The second issue was that the Illusion Moth should be a moth, but the final image before their eyes was a beautiful butterfly. How could this be explained?

However, as the Holy Maiden of the Spirit Clan had great experience and insight, her words must have some basis; she wouldn’t speak without reason.

"I also think it’s an Illusion Moth."

Lin Xuan finally spoke, his face still showing deep thought.

"Young Master, do you agree with this?"

"Yes,"

Lin Xuan nodded. "Moon, I know you are curious, but this is the True Spirit Burial Ground. The creatures that live here cannot be understood by ordinary means. A common Illusion Moth at the Profound Concealment Realm might not advance to the Tribulation Transcendence Realm, but here, it’s possible."

"And there's no absolute difference between a moth and a butterfly. If there is an Illusion Moth of the Tribulation Transcendence Realm, transforming into a butterfly isn’t hard to explain."

"Is that so?"

Moon had always trusted Lin Xuan, but such an explanation could only make her half-believe it. No matter how they analyzed it, it seemed too far-fetched.

"What Young Master said makes sense, but why would a Tribulation Transcendence Realm Illusion Moth be so easily killed by you?"

Moon raised new doubts.

"This isn’t unusual because the one I just killed wasn’t its true body; it was merely an incarnation," Lin Xuan sighed.

"An incarnation. I see."

With Young Master’s certainty, Moon finally believed this hypothesis. But thinking about it made her shiver. A renowned expert could be fooled by a mere incarnation. If the real entity appeared before them, how formidable would its power be?

The three remained silent. Even Lin Xuan had to admit that there were indeed many talented and extraordinary people in the world.

At least he now had to respect this Illusion Moth.

But he couldn’t retreat.

After so much effort, how could he give up halfway?

...

Meanwhile, far away in a forest,

This forest was vast. Notably, there was an enormous tree towering high into the clouds. Its size was beyond description; it seemed more like a mountain than a tree. Even if one were to build walls and construct buildings on its trunk, it would be easy.

On the canopy of this tree, there was a large cocoon.

The cocoon was oval-shaped, over a hundred meters in diameter, with a fiery red hue. However, five-colored spiritual light emanated from its surface, making it mysterious beyond measure.

If someone entered the interior of this giant cocoon, they would find an exquisite cave inside, resplendent to behold.

A butterfly was dancing within.

This butterfly was enormous, resembling that of an adult human.

Its wings were colorful and intricate, exuding a mysterious aura. Its spiritual pressure was faint but unmistakable if Lin Xuan were present.

This creature was undoubtedly a Tribulation Transcendence Realm cultivator. If his guess was correct, it was the Illusion Moth he had been wary of.

It had truly transformed into a beautiful butterfly.

However, it still wasn’t satisfied and was just one step away from complete transformation.

Ordinary beasts could shed their animal forms to become human after entering the Spirit Herb Stage, but for her, things were far more complicated.

Transforming into a humanoid form as a spirit insect was much harder. Especially for an Illusion Moth, it needed to reach late Tribulation Transcendence Realm before such a possibility arose.

This requirement was absurd.

Over millions of years, no Illusion Moth had ever reached this stage.

For them, advancing to the Profound Concealment Realm was already remarkable.

She was an exception, due to good fortune, arriving at the True Spirit Burial Ground.

There were great dangers lurking here, but the spirits and true souls weren’t interested in a tiny spirit insect like her.

So she lived happily here by chance and eventually advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence Realm.

Now, she was an existence near its peak.

Her illusionary techniques were unparalleled, transforming from a moth into a butterfly.

But what use did that serve? She wanted to transform but always fell short of the final step.

It seemed simple yet unattainable; no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t cross this barrier.

Unless she could obtain the Illusion Demon Fruit.

But it was a legendary spirit object, where would such an opportunity arise?

Hard work pays off, and opportunities are always present. By chance, she learned that the fallen Sky Demon Sovereign in the True Spirit Burial Ground carried such a treasure.

However, how to retrieve it troubled her.

The saying goes, "A big tree attracts wind." Now, she was no longer just a tiny spirit insect but an old monster of Tribulation Transcendence Realm.

If she entered the True Spirit Burial Ground again, it would surely attract the attention and attack of those spirits.

She had tried but failed, nearly losing her life in the process.
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Only智取,不可力敌。

This was the only lesson the Moth of Illusory Moon had gained after failing multiple times.

The logic was simple, yet it proved incredibly difficult to implement.

How could he use intelligence to outwit them?

Though those true spirits were no longer, their strength remained formidable. They became ghosts due to their stubbornness, guarding the cemetery and refusing any desecration. Trying to enter for treasure would be like pulling teeth from a tiger's mouth.

In short, relying solely on his own power was impossible. Attempting again would only alert them.

Thus, he had constructed a den tens of thousands of miles away while sending out a part of himself to wander around the spirit graves, searching for opportunities and clues.

Time passed like a breeze; over ten thousand years had gone by without any significant events. He hadn't broken through or found an appropriate opportunity.

The Moth of Illusory Moon was not in a rush. As a spirit insect that had achieved immortality, its lifespan far exceeded ordinary cultivators'. Though it wasn’t immortal, tens of thousands of years were nothing to worry about.

With patience, he believed he would eventually have the chance to fulfill his desires.

However, today brought an unexpected twist. Three Golden Transcendence existence had entered and seemed intent on finding treasure here. Truly reckless!

The Moth of Illusory Moon already considered the treasures left by the Heavenly Demon Overlord as its own. How could it allow others to touch them? Thus, it employed boundless illusions to eliminate these intruders.

At first glance, this might seem unbelievable. After all, he was merely a single incarnation wandering outside, yet daring to challenge three Golden Transcendence beings—too presumptuous, one might think.

But appearances were deceiving. The Moth of Illusory Moon excelled in illusions. It never engaged in direct confrontation; its illusions reached legendary levels. Even a single incarnation could not be underestimated.

Since the battle was not about brute strength but cleverness, even an incarnation had the potential to defeat Golden Transcendence beings.

The Moth of Illusory Moon was indeed bold and skilled. Everything seemed to go smoothly at first, but Lin Xuan wasn’t easily fooled.

Despite the incredible illusions that deceived even the Divine Phoenix’s eyes, attempting a sneak attack was still a misstep.

Lin Xuan turned the tables, countering in danger and killing one of its incarnations there.

This naturally alerted its main body.

However, it did not react with fury; instead, it thought for a moment: "Haha, this guy's strength isn't bad. If we come here to find treasure, maybe we can use him or collaborate."

"Indeed, let’s see the situation first before deciding. In any case, such an opportunity shouldn’t be missed."

The Moth of Illusory Moon’s voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, and it was indeed hard not to listen.

Then, with a flap of its wings, five-colored spiritual light appeared.

A myriad of beautiful lights like stars enveloped her body. The space around her fluctuated, and the Moth of Illusory Moon vanished.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of this development. After defeating his enemies, he resumed his journey with the two women. Initially, they had been on high alert for potential threats, but nothing happened along the way.

The entire ancient city was eerily quiet, save for the scattered ruins and no signs of danger. It was unnaturally peaceful.

However, Lin Xuan and the two women did not relax their vigilance. As the saying goes, a storm is brewing when it’s calm before the wind. Before a tempest strikes, there's always an unusual silence. Remember, this was a place where true spirits were buried; avoiding danger entirely was wishful thinking.

Despite the smooth journey so far, who knew what challenges lay ahead?

Several hours passed in a blink.

This city was indeed vast. After spending so much time, they still hadn’t crossed it. The sky had grown dark.

Passing through more ruins, suddenly, a staircase appeared before them.

Lin Xuan looked up and saw the staircase stretching into the clouds, with thousands of steps leading upward.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed a strange expression as he looked up.

"Is something wrong, Brother Lin? Did you find something?" The Spirit Clan’s Maiden followed closely behind, curious about his reaction.

"No, but I feel that the treasure we seek is on this staircase," Lin Xuan said slowly.

"What?"

The Spirit Clan’s Maiden was taken aback and laughed. "A vague feeling, Brother Lin, are you joking?"

Indeed, it was strange to rely solely on intuition to judge where the treasure might be found.

"Even if you don’t believe me, I have my reasons."

Before he could finish speaking, a green light enveloped him as he flew towards the staircase.

Moon remained silent but supported Lin Xuan unconditionally. She followed closely behind.

"You..."

The Spirit Clan’s Maiden was left standing there, frustrated and anxious. But with no other choice, she had to follow them.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan quickly approached the staircase.

A powerful force struck him without warning, as if a mountain had fallen on his head.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Without reaction time, his flight was forcibly halted and fell to the ground.

It was an anti-air禁制!

Realizing immediately, Lin Xuan understood the nature of the restriction.

However, its strength was too formidable. Even with his current power, he barely managed to withstand it; for Golden Transcendence beings, such a powerful restraint would be terrifying.

Moon and the Spirit Clan’s Maiden also looked disheveled after being caught off guard by this anti-air禁制's might.

Fortunately, they weren’t injured.

"Let’s go!"

Unable to fly, he had no choice but to climb the stairs using his feet.

Clearly, it would be arduous, but as a cultivator, he didn’t mind. Holding Moon’s hand, Lin Xuan’s expression was calm, almost like sightseeing. He climbed step by step.

"I hope your intuition is correct."

The Spirit Clan’s Maiden sighed and muttered to herself before following behind.

Though they were walking, their bodies had been repeatedly refined through the washing of spirit essence, so they didn’t find it tiring. Soon, they became tiny black dots in the distance.

At that moment, a flash of light appeared, revealing a butterfly at the bottom of the staircase.
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The butterfly's wings, a vibrant array of colors, were breathtakingly beautiful. As it fluttered its wings against the breeze, numerous shimmering light points appeared around its body.

Phantom Moon Moth's identity was becoming clear. Surprisingly, thisprohibition of airspace restrictions had no effect on it at all.

"Ha ha, these people are quite swift; they've already found the true entrance to that ancient battlefield. Well then, let them scout ahead and see if I can really get my hands on that magical fruit."

Phantom Moon Moth's voice entered his ears, each syllable resonating deeply before it vanished in a flash.

...

At this moment, Lin Xuan stopped abruptly, turning around with a deep gaze towards the rear.

"Master, did you find anything? How about you?"

Moonling and he shared a telepathic connection, but she was just as curious about his actions.

"There's nothing. I might have been overthinking it."

His spiritual sense was weakened here too. Honestly, Lin Xuan hadn't noticed any anomalies, yet he had that nagging feeling of being watched.

Was there a powerful entity lurking nearby?

But upon careful inspection, everything seemed normal.

Could it really just be my imagination?

Lin Xuan scratched his head, a hint of gloom passing over his face.

Since nothing was amiss, there was no point lingering here. Lin Xuan decided to put aside his doubts and continue forward.

However, a thin silver light inadvertently flew out from his sleeve and lingered on the steps without anyone noticing.

...

After a day and night, the trio finally reached the end of the stone steps.

Before their eyes lay a vast square floating in mid-air at the end of the steps. The area was about a hundred acres wide, made entirely of thick black rock that seemed incredibly sturdy. At the far end stood an isolated altar, its shape bizarre and ancient, exuding an aura of primordial antiquity.

Around the altar were hundreds of stone pillars scattered everywhere. Each pillar bore intricate runes etched into their surfaces, ancient and obscure in appearance. But what caught everyone's attention were the various strange beasts perched atop the pillars—more accurately, true spirits.

Phoenixes, true dragons, qilins, giant phoenixes...

A myriad of true spirits could be seen. Lin Xuan's gaze grew deep as he pondered aloud: "Could it be that these sacred artifacts of true spirits are actually housed here?"

He looked up at the altar where a bare table stood. It was empty, leaving him uncertain if there had ever been any true spirit artifacts on it in ancient times.

Apart from this, nothing else caught their attention. Lin Xuan and the two girls exchanged glances, their expressions turning grave.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he seemed deep in thought. They should have found the right place, but why had they come up empty-handed? What was the mystery behind it?

The three of them mulled over this while discussing among themselves.

...

Meanwhile, Phantom Moon Moth's form flickered on the steps. Theprohibition of airspace restrictions did affect her somewhat, making flight more difficult. However, compared to Lin Xuan and his companions walking up the stairs, it was still much easier for her.

She slowed down deliberately because she had noticed that the young man who killed her clone had extremely sharp spiritual awareness. If they got too close, he might spot them.

So she lagged behind a bit. After all, waiting for several hundred thousand years wasn't a problem.

Suddenly, Phantom Moon Moth's light slowed as it appeared in mid-air.

"Hmm, what is this?"

Her voice was pleasant and curious as it echoed.

"Zhum... " A silver light shot out, flying into the air with great effort, breaking free from theprohibition of airspace restrictions.

But trying to escape from Phantom Moon Moth's grasp with just that was akin to chasing a mirage.

"Duoh!"

Phantom Moon Moth snarled, and a hand of green energy appeared in mid-air. It grabbed at the light point.

The light point struggled but ultimately fell into its grasp.

When the hand opened, a tiny insect the size of an infant's fist was revealed. At first glance, it resembled a bee, but its entire body shimmered silver with faintpower of the law emanating from it.

Though weak, this was undeniably the Time Law.

Phantom Moon Moth froze, then her face lit up with genuine joy.

"Jade Lotus Bee, still in its near-mature form."

A stroke of luck! This woman's expression was filled with elation.

To advance to late-stage Immortal Tribulation required assistance from celestial treasures and earthly rarities.

The Jade Lotus Bee would be far more effective than the magical fruit.

If she could consume and integrate it, not only would she smoothly ascend but also gain a new understanding of the Time Law!

Time Law!

While using the Time Law was common for late-stage Tribulation Immortals, its power defied normal logic. Among all the laws of nature, the Time Law stood at the top, with immense power that could challenge domains.

But obtaining such a rare spirit insect had always been beyond her wildest dreams.

She couldn't pass up this opportunity.

With a mouthful, she exhaled a demon wind, enveloping the Jade Lotus Bee before swallowing it whole.

Satisfied, she savored the moment.

After a long while, she sighed: "A pity, only one for now. If there were more, I might evolve into the legendary Phantom Moon Fairy."

Before her words could fully leave her lips, her face took on an thoughtful expression. She had lived here for hundreds of thousands of years and knew well that true spirits wouldn't be buried in this place without reason. Otherwise, she would have found it long ago.

The absence turned to presence—what else could explain it?

It must be those three old monsters who brought it.

What good fortune! Such a stroke of luck had come right before her eyes. Her long-held wish might finally be realized, and even better than expected. How could Phantom Moon Moth not be thrilled?

Taking deep breaths to calm down, she knew she couldn't afford to be careless. The opportunity was promising, so it needed to be seized with both hands.

With a flap of her wings, countless multicolored light points appeared before she vanished into the air again. (To be continued...)
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On the other side.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he sized up the altar before him. The empty offering table, which had once held something of great significance to the True Spirit Clan, was now hard to verify. But having finally arrived here, Lin Xuan wouldn't give up looking for clues.

He released his divine sense and meticulously searched the area inch by inch, leaving no stone unturned. However, things didn’t go as smoothly as he hoped. After a long while, there were still no signs of anything out of the ordinary.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a touch of anxiety. He knew that haste made waste, but this place was too quiet for comfort. Where could those powerful ghost souls be? Why hadn’t he seen any so far?

If he had encountered some dangers, it might have been reassuring. But since stepping onto the strange staircase, everything seemed eerily silent. Despite the apparent smoothness of his journey, Lin Xuan couldn't shake off his doubts.

Suddenly, without any warning, Lin Xuan took a step back, his face turning pale as if he had just suffered a significant setback.

"Young Master, what's wrong?"

Moon immediately noticed something amiss and flew to his side with concern. The True Spirit Clan’s holy maiden also turned her head in surprise.

She raised her jade hand and summoned a talisman-like artifact.

She knew Lin Xuan’s strength well; he couldn’t have been ambushed so easily. There must be powerful enemies lurking nearby.

"It's nothing, I just felt a bit unwell for a moment, but it's fine now."

Lin Xuan smiled reassuringly as his face returned to its normal color. Indeed, he had faced some discomfort due to the devouring of the spirit wasp linked to his heart. But everything happened too quickly, and he didn’t know why.

So, he kept quiet; making a fuss wouldn't help the situation. He just needed to remain vigilant.

Was there indeed an enemy watching him from the shadows?

Lin Xuan fully released his divine sense and used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, but still, no one was in sight.

The other possibility—that the enemy had hidden themselves too well—was unlikely given Lin Xuan’s own strength.

Well, let it be. He didn’t need to overthink it; he would deal with whatever came his way.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan's expression returned to normal. However, just as he thought this, another surprise awaited him.

He noticed several faint light points above the altar. They were so dim that they could only be detected if he used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of understanding.

"Brother Lin, what else did you find?"

The holy maiden's expression turned concerned.

This time, however, Lin Xuan didn't speak. Instead, he took a deep breath and suddenly, the air around him shimmered with intense light. He raised his right hand, pointing towards the sky above the altar in a grave manner.

"Quickly!"

Before anyone could react, ripples appeared in the air as if small stones had been thrown into a lake. Several bright light points then came into view, each about the size of a fist but with different colors.

Moon and the holy maiden's faces showed shock and surprise, quickly turning to Lin Xuan for protection.

Lin Xuan’s incantations grew more urgent, and his fingers shot out numerous spells like a storm, all merging into the colorful light balls.

"Combine!"

With a loud shout, he pulled his hands together. The light balls merged into one, creating an intense display of colors that blinded everyone.

Lin Xuan instinctively turned his head. After about ten breaths, the dazzling light gradually faded, replaced by a strange arc of light. It was more like a crack in space but connected two different realms.

Inside, it was dark and deep; his divine sense couldn’t penetrate it. However, a heavy aura of death emanated from within—this was where the True Spirits slept eternally. The ancient battlefield likely lay here too.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief, but his expression turned grave.

The holy maiden and Moon exchanged glances.

"Should we go in?"

"Hmph, if we’ve come this far, there’s no turning back."

A hint of mockery appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth. He had faced few dangers on their journey, yet here was the worst outcome.

If his assumptions were correct, entering this portal would mean facing the attack of the deceased True Spirits—nowhere to hide!

Ordinary cultivators wouldn’t dare risk such a move. The risks were too great; even late-stage cultivators might not be able to guarantee their safety.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't back down.

With a simple response, he flew into the portal surrounded by green light.

"You..."

Lin Xuan's decisiveness left the holy maiden in shock. In such perilous situations, most people would hesitate for a moment. He showed no hesitation at all.

Was he brave or foolish?

Regardless, she admired his courage deeply.

Moon’s voice then echoed: "We don’t have time to think anymore. If you’re not willing to take this risk, we will. The outcome is in our hands; hesitation only means missing the opportunity."

Before her words could fully settle, Moon was enveloped by heavy阴气and transformed into a dark cloud, vanishing into the portal.

The holy maiden's face turned grim but she sighed and followed suit, turning into a streak of lightning that disappeared within the light arc.

The altar returned to its peaceful state. After about a cup of tea’s time, spatial ripples appeared, and a beautiful butterfly emerged.

Phantom Moon Moth?

Its face was filled with excitement, but it turned slightly surprised: "These guys are quite formidable. This portal is so well hidden; even I took countless efforts to discover it back then. They managed to find it in such a short time and opened it."

"Hmph, originally, I wanted to help them, but now, there’s no need for that."

"Nevertheless, the stronger they become, the more useful they are to me. How to get the spirit wasp from them will require some thought."
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Lin Xuan and his two companions vanished into the light arc, disappearing from sight within that interface channel.

The process seemed simple, but it harbored immense danger. Lin Xuan walked at the forefront; any unforeseen events would naturally fall on him first.

He was well aware of this risk.

But things had come to this point, and he couldn't afford hesitation or retreat.

Seeing the treasure so close, how could he abandon his only hope?

Noticing the two women's hesitations, Lin Xuan took action to boost their morale. Men should be more resolute.

Though it seemed rash, Lin Xuan’s actions were actually well-calculated. The danger was significant, but his character wouldn’t allow him to go unprepared.

As he led the way, Lin Xuan fully extended his divine sense. Though weakened by the spatial force within the interface channel, his divine sense far surpassed that of others, enabling it to still serve a considerable purpose.

While on high alert, Lin Xuan also prepared several treasures secretly. He even concealed an immortal realm spirit talisman in his sleeve; should anything unexpected happen, he was confident such means would suffice.

Bold yet meticulous, Lin Xuan’s approach was always to plan before acting.

However, another surprise occurred. The interface channel seemed uneventful, rendering all preparations futile. Soon, a bright light appeared before them.

...

"What's this?"

Upon clearly seeing the scenery, Lin Xuan’s expression turned gloomy. This was an unusual space; the sky was unusually dim.

Though the aura of essence qi was thin, the oppressive atmosphere was much denser than in ordinary places.

This alone wouldn’t have surprised Lin Xuan; after all, a true spirit's burial ground should be a place of extreme cold and darkness.

What alarmed him was that his divine sense inexplicably lost its effect upon arriving here. It had no effect at all.

Unlike being suppressed, the divine sense completely failed to function in this place.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim as he realized the severity of the situation.

The importance of a divine sense for cultivators didn’t need elaboration; losing it was akin to an ordinary person going blind.

But Lin Xuan wasn't just any cultivator. In such perilous situations, his mind remained calm, ready to make decisions.

Panicking wouldn’t solve anything.

Fortunately, he could still use the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Lin Xuan scanned around and confirmed there were no ambushes before speaking.

"Something’s wrong; my divine sense has lost its effect."

"My too. This place is really strange."

The girls’ voices echoed in his ears. He didn’t need to turn around to know that Moer and the Spirit Clan Saint Lady had arrived beside him. Their experiences mirrored his, confirming the strangeness of this space.

"Stay calm; losing our divine sense doesn't mean disaster. We still have other means to handle the current crisis."

Lin Xuan spoke calmly, his tone almost casual as if chatting.

Staying composed was the best approach.

His demeanor clearly affected the two girls, who quickly fell silent.

After all, they were at least at the劫渡 stage; panicking wouldn’t do them any good.

The Spirit Clan Saint Lady took a deep breath and felt a tinge of shame: "Brother Lin, this mission is led by you. In such circumstances, what should we do?"

Her tone was much more sincere than before, indicating she genuinely sought advice.

"Now..."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing signs of contemplation.

To be honest, he hadn’t anticipated such a turn of events; how could he have prepared well?

But he couldn't just remain silent. Otherwise, the two girls would only become more anxious.

Panicking in danger was foolish.

"Let’s not rush. We should first explore this place to determine if it's indeed a true spirit's burial ground and whether the flying demon lord's treasures are scattered here."

Lin Xuan said this with no hint of unease on his face.

"Agreed."

The Spirit Clan Saint Lady had no objections, and Moer was even more so.

Thus, the three soared forward towards the front.

"Eh, what’s that?"

Due to the grayish fog permeating the entire space, their vision was limited. After a short while, Lin Xuan suddenly noticed something terrifying, halting his flight in alarm.

The two girls shared similar expressions, lifting their heads in surprise at the same time.

In the distance about a hundred feet ahead, hidden within the swirling mist, lay an enormous object.

It was a crystal, pure black yet transparent and luminous with star-like light on its surface.

This crystal was abnormally large but floated suspended in mid-air due to some mysterious force.

Remarkably, it contained a terrifying monster. Over ten dozen feet long, its appearance was grotesque; human-faced, tiger-footed, covered from head to toe in long fur, and with fangs resembling those of a wild boar, more menacing and sharp. Its tail was exceptionally long, like a whip.

Toumu!

Lin Xuan immediately recognized this legendary monster.

Since embarking on his cultivation path, he had dealt with it countless times.

Toumu was one of the Four Fiends, known for its ferocity. But in the end, it perished at his hands.

However, that one didn’t have true spirit fire.

This creature, now dormant here, could it be an ancient true spirit?

Lin Xuan’s mind raced with thoughts, and his expression naturally turned grim.

The dry corpse of Toumu was sealed within the black crystal.

Fortunately, it remained motionless, still in a deep slumber. This made Lin Xuan sigh in relief.

"Move slowly away from here; be quiet to avoid waking it."

Lin Xuan spoke softly using the technique of transmitting sound through dense mediums.

The two women understood and nodded obediently as they moved quietly with him.

After flying about ten miles, another crystal appeared in their sight.

Unlike the previous one, this was greenish-blue, emitting a gentle glow. It too contained a monster... though calling it a monster was an insult.

It was the true spirit of a celestial bird, resembling a phoenix to some extent, with a long tail and all its feathers green.

Though unknown how many millennia had passed since its fall, it still exuded an air of nobility and elegance.

Qingluan!

Lin Xuan’s knowledge was vast; he instantly recognized this creature. It too was an ancient true spirit, one of the five phoenixes in legend.

He hadn’t expected to find it here either.

Lin Xuan sighed, relieved that this divine bird remained unconscious. (To be continued...)
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The strength of the Azure Phoenix, though inferior to a true phoenix, was still formidable and not to be underestimated. Once it awakened, they would surely face significant trouble. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't do such foolish things; Moon and the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden both looked with lingering fear.

"Master..."

"Hush, be quiet," Lin Xuan hurriedly transmitted his voice to Moon to stop her from speaking further.

The three continued their search forward.

With their divine sense no longer useful, they moved much slower than usual.

But none of them showed any signs of impatience. Safety was the top priority at such a moment.

...

Half an hour passed quickly.

Though not long, it wasn't short either. Yet, there were over a dozen crystal formations they encountered. Each one floated in mid-air and contained the bodies of ancient true spirits. Some were relatively intact while others had only skeletons left.

Despite his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan could only marvel at this sight; however, he was more fearful than excited. The rumors proved true—numerous true spirits were buried here. If they all revived, even Arrogant Deva would have a headache.

Lin Xuan, a resolute cultivator, wasn't easily scared. However, his heart pounded with anxiety. Moon and the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden were no less nervous, barely daring to breathe.

Fortunately, despite their fear, this journey was remarkably peaceful. It seemed fate favored them as they encountered no danger along the way.

Lin Xuan's face remained gloomy, however.

After flying for a while, Lin Xuan suddenly narrowed his eyes, seemingly excited by something he discovered. His body’s light sped up as he flew towards it.

Though the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden had excellent vision, she was still slightly inferior to Lin Xuan and didn't notice anything amiss.

However, she had already gotten to know Lin Xuan's temperament well enough to suspect that his sudden urgency likely meant he found something significant.

With this thought, she hurriedly followed after him, her jade foot stomping faster as the speed of her light increased.

...

Soon, they came upon a small lake surrounded by green trees. Wildflowers dotted the grassy shore.

Such scenery would have been unremarkable elsewhere. However, in this strange space where true spirits were buried, it felt eerie and heavy with death.

Lin Xuan and the two girls exchanged glances, their vigilance heightened. Lin Xuan hesitated briefly before flying towards the lake.

"Master, be careful."

Moon hesitated, her face filled with worry.

"I understand," Lin Xuan replied.

He didn't approach the lake closely but landed his light about ten feet away.

As he stepped onto the grassy ground, nothing unusual happened, which relieved him. He found that here, his divine sense could extend a bit more, though not as freely as before. This pleased him greatly.

Without further thought, Lin Xuan focused his divine sense into a single beam and sent it towards the lake.

The lake wasn't large, and the water was shallow. Soon, he found what he sought—a skeleton scattered in the water. Larger than human bones but far less imposing than true spirits, its height could be no more than several dozen feet.

Nine heads and eighteen arms, the bones were grotesque. Though dead for ages, they exuded a sense of沧桑 (sorrow).

Wait, nine heads and eighteen arms?

Wasn't this similar to the minor heaven technique he practiced... No, it was extremely similar to the Nine Heavens Divine Net Technique?

Was this just coincidence or something hidden behind the scenes?

Lin Xuan was surprised.

But there wasn’t time for further thought. His attention was immediately drawn to a black storage bag hanging from the giant skeleton's waist.

True spirits wouldn't use such items.

The identity of its owner was clear—Heavenly Demon Overlord!

He didn’t expect to find his treasure so easily.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed, as taking this storage bag would complete his mission. Although it seemed too easy, he couldn’t let such a good opportunity slip away.

Indeed, though his divine sense had weakened, he could still use it to take the object.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan sent out a mental projection.

His divine light in the water transformed into a green hand that lunged at the storage bag.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of joy.

After all his efforts, the treasure was finally within reach.

But just as he reached for it,

"Qua!"

A voice amplified to an unimaginable volume echoed through his ears. Suddenly, the air in front of him darkened. A long, rope-like object slashed across the sky and lunged at him.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened. He recognized this scene well; what was coming wasn’t a rope but a giant tongue from a toad.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's face showed both surprise and gravity as he dodged the attack effortlessly.

He grabbed the object, his nails sharpening with divine light, resembling phoenix claws.

Lin Xuan, already skilled in physical cultivation, had gained more than just the true spirit sword technique after absorbing its blood. Unfortunately, it was too fast, retreating just as quickly and retracting into itself.

Before him appeared a massive creature.

Sure enough, it was a toad!

Was this the Golden Jade True Toad that fell here?

This was Lin Xuan's first encounter with a true spirit in person.

Compared to his memory of the Golden Jade True Toad, this one looked much uglier. It resembled a desiccated corpse, its skin long gone.

Its body had lost its golden hue, becoming dark and gloomy. Instead of chaotic demon energy, it emitted a heavy death aura.

Lin Xuan had been to the Underworld, and Moon was more familiar with spirits. However, this giant toad gave them an entirely different feeling compared to other monsters and ghosts.

True spirits truly were formidable; even in death, they remained powerful.
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Of course, times change. With Lin Xuan's current strength, he needn't fear even if the True Spirit before him had already perished.

The Golden Jade True Toad was originally one of the lower-ranked True Spirits.

However, this situation wasn’t as simple as just defeating it and being done with everything.

One must not forget that they were in a place where True Spirits lay their bones.

If other long-slept ancient monsters were to be awakened, he would surely find himself in deep trouble.

This was something Lin Xuan had fully understood.

Now, it seemed highly likely that this situation would unfold.

As the storm clouds gathered, I told you so; how could such a treasure be easily obtained?

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but his actions were swift.

Raising his right hand like lightning, he pointed towards the front.

Instantly, silver light flashed, and sharp sword energy, infused withpower of the law, struck like a tempest toward the opponent.

Though Lin Xuan did not summon any treasures, it was no sign of carelessness.

Using outward-projected sword energy allowed for faster attacks and easier control.

Not only did he need to eliminate the powerful enemy but also keep the scale of their confrontation under control.

Even though Lin Xuan knew that startling other monsters at this stage would be extremely unlikely, he didn't give up. He held onto any chance, no matter how slim.

"Master, let me help."

Moon and Lin Xuan shared a telepathic connection; almost instantly, she understood his intent and moved gracefully to follow him through the void.

Her delicate fingers extended, forming claws as they lightly grabbed forward.

Moon's unparalleled beauty made her every move akin to dancing.

Graceful and enchanting!

However, in the void, sharp cries echoed.

Grayish-black凝聚 Yin energy into long bone spears, slicing through the air like a tempest, piercing the ugly toad.

The True Spirit Saint Maiden, while not as closely attuned with Lin Xuan as Moon, had worked alongside them several times.

Facing this crisis, she knew how to handle it.

She did not summon the Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll; though her power was mostly recovered, this treasure's consumption was enormous. If she used too much now, she might lack self-defense later.

This foolishness was beyond her, and time didn't allow for such a waste.

Thus, she chose an offensive strategy, coordinating with Lin Xuan and Moon.

Her jade hand swept, creating a white hurricane that appeared out of nowhere.

Though not reaching the heavens or grounding to earth, its impact was astonishing.

With eerie whistling sounds, it swept across the Golden Jade True Toad.

The three-sided attack left the toad in an extremely perilous situation.

This wasn't surprising!

In the ranks of True Spirits, it was already lowly. Its strength was unremarkable compared to others.

After its demise and losing the True Spirit Fire, it had transformed into a demon-like creature but with lesser power than before.

Facing this alone, it couldn’t hope to defeat Lin Xuan and his companions.

Especially now, outnumbered!

Despite not using any weapons, Lin Xuan and the two women launched their attacks with incredible ferocity, leaving no room for mercy.

It could be considered a decisive strike.

The Golden Jade True Toad tried to dodge but found all angles blocked.

Its face showed no fear; its expression remained wooden.

As a monster born from執着 thought, it was inherently different from the yin realm's demons—lifeless, only执着, seeking lost relics and guarding this graveyard.

What is fear?

It had long since vanished.

Since it couldn’t avoid, it would confront head-on!

"Kwa!"

The Golden Jade True Toad’s roar echoed loudly, seemingly infused with boundless magical power.

The originally grayish-black sky darkened further.

The void seemed like a small lake disturbed by the wind, rippling with waves of light.

One by one, mirrors appeared in their vision.

Though thin as cicada wings, they were incredibly sturdy.

All formed from sound waves.

To use such refined magical power was truly awe-inspiring.

True Spirits were True Spirits; even if lowly ranked, their strength shouldn’t be underestimated.

But what purpose did it serve? Lin Xuan and the two women were cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

Popping sounds filled his ears as the majestic sword energy struck.

The toad's lifeless eyes emitted gray light.

One after another, runes drifted out of its massive body.

At the same time, the mirrors in the sky began to respond, emitting a layer of grayish light from their surfaces.

Seemingly mysterious.

But it was all for naught.

Sword energy rained down like silver rain, colliding with the mirror-like treasures.

Without any suspense, those mirrors shattered like dust.

Though the sword energy was weakened, its impact remained formidable. Pops filled his ears as the toad could no longer dodge; every strike landed on it.

Wounds appeared but its resilience was remarkable; it didn’t perish.

Fortunately, the attack hadn't ended. The sound of breaking air followed by bone spears pierced through.

Then came the white hurricane, enveloping the injured Golden Jade True Toad.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as this demon True Spirit fell to the ground.

The entire process seemed complex but took mere moments.

Lin Xuan was relieved yet still vigilant; whether the crisis had ended or not remained uncertain.

The immediate priority was to obtain the treasure.

"Help me," Lin Xuan said, releasing his divine sense which turned into a dazzling hand.

His actions were swift as he reached for the small lake.

However, at this moment, the void rumbled, and several large crystals appeared in his vision.

"Space displacement!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; his face turned pale.

There were three crystals, each containing Tiaomu, Qingluan, and Baihu.

How did they end up here?

This thought flashed through Lin Xuan’s mind but he didn’t dwell on it. Instead, his resolve hardened as the divine sense transformed into a hand moved even faster towards the lake.

Sizzle…

The water was split, and the black storage bag was grabbed in his palm.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy; the treasure was within reach—half the battle won.

But just then, an unexpected change occurred.

The once calm lake suddenly churned, a black ray emerging to slash at the divine sense-transformed hand.
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Sizzle...

The sudden turn of events left Lin Xuan no time to dodge. The black light flickered, and the divine consciousness-shaped hand instantly shattered.

Plop! A sound echoed as the black storage bag just barely cleared the lake surface before dropping back into the water.

Lin Xuan's face darkened immensely; he was so close but ultimately fell short of his goal.

He couldn't help feeling frustrated, yet Lin Xuan forcefully restrained himself from losing his temper and ignored the precious item that had fallen into the lake.

With formidable enemies surrounding him, self-preservation was now the top priority.

Lin Xuan raised his head to survey the enormous object before him. Three differently colored crystals emitted a dim glow, each containing the Yama, Azure Phoenix, and White Tiger respectively.

Though their power had diminished from their previous state, they were still no easy adversaries. The demonic toad that Lin Xuan had faced earlier would not have been so easily defeated if he hadn't teamed up with his two companions.

But this was far from the worst of it. As a true spirit's resting place, there were many powerful beings slumbering here beyond just these few.

Lin Xuan had encountered dozens more crystals on his journey, some yet to be discovered. The thought of facing so many formidable opponents made Lin Xuan break out in cold sweat. But with the situation as it was, fear would not help; what comes must come.

Snap!

The sound of shattering echoed as Lin Xuan looked ahead and saw cracks forming on the surfaces of the three large crystals a hundred feet away. Initially inconspicuous, they quickly spread like spider webs across the entire crystal surface.

Rancid energy surged out, enveloping the crystals, but Lin Xuan's top-grade spirit eye technique allowed him to see clearly through it all.

The first crystal, Yama, stirred and opened its eyes with a red glow.

A terrifying spiritual pressure emerged from the void.

"Ahh!"

Yama roared loudly, like thunder, reverberating in the air. It had awakened from its long slumber!

The entire process was swift; Lin Xuan could not even act first.

Yama's large, coppery eyes glared fiercely at Lin Xuan.

Battle intent radiated as it roared and struck out with a claw.

Sizzle...

The void shattered, forming cracks that spread rapidly towards Lin Xuan.

Force of Will!

Yama's attack was formidable indeed; this one was far more terrifying than the previous ones he had faced.

Was this the true power of Yama?

The one he had slain was merely a failure.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his mind raced with thoughts, but there was no time for further contemplation. He raised his right hand and punched forward.

Force of Will!

Hard against hard—Lin Xuan never backed down.

Roar!

The same source of power tore the void in different directions until it collapsed. Two massive vortexes of black and golden energy emerged and collided at the point of collapse.

No clear winner.

But then, a White Tiger appeared above Lin Xuan's head.

Its eyes flashed with grayish-white light as it opened its mouth to gather heavy corpse qi, which transformed into a beam of light that shot towards Lin Xuan.

Unlike Yama, this true spirit—White Tiger—had lost the true spirit fire but had instead become a zombie-like existence.

Though their forms differed, their power was equally formidable. Both were at thetranscend the tribulationstage.

The corpse qi condensed into a powerful beam of light. Fortunately for Lin Xuan, he wasn't alone; he had reliable companions here.

"Master, be careful."

Moon's graceful form moved as she called out, positioning herself beside Lin Xuan.

Her hand raised, and without further ado, an ominous skull appeared.

With its jaws clattering, it opened its mouth in a grotesque laugh.

The sound was like demonic music, creating ripples that spread rapidly through the void.

Perfectly positioned, Moon's spell met the corpse qi beam head-on, shattering it. Following her change of hand signs, the wave converged into a ghastly white claw.

Slow but quick, it lunged at Lin Xuan.

Demonic Claw!

Moon had indeed progressed significantly in recent years; she had turned defense into offense with just one move.

On the other side, sharp explosions echoed as Lin Xuan looked up and saw swirling green flames. Azure Phoenix was no ordinary phoenix; its power was immense even after death, controlling the azure celestial fire that left the spirit maiden struggling to handle it.

Of course, this was because of her overconfidence.

A single misstep could ruin everything, making her situation dire due to a momentary lapse in vigilance.

Lin Xuan sighed.

While engaged with Yama, he couldn't afford to focus solely on his opponent; he had to keep an eye out for any threats. Seeing the spirit maiden's peril, Lin Xuan couldn't stand by idly, even if she harbored ill intentions. Her survival was crucial now.

A sword of light sliced through the air.

Yama retreated three steps as the fierce energy forced it back. Seizing the opportunity, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a multicolored flame shot out from his sleeve.

Starting small like an egg, it rapidly grew larger.

Clearing sounds echoed as the flames flickered, revealing the silhouettes of phoenixes, golden sunbirds, peacocks, and great eagles. The True Spirit Jade Technique offered unique benefits to Illusory Celestial Fire.

In the end, it transformed into a phoenix.

Its body engulfed in fiery feathers; true king of all birds!

Though Azure Phoenix was one of the five phoenixes, its power paled in comparison to the true king of all birds.

Red and green flames collided. The azure phoenix and the Illusory Celestial Fire phoenix chased each other, claws and beaks clashing as different flames consumed each other.

No clear victor.

This reduced the spirit maiden's pressure significantly. Overjoyed, she cast several spells in quick succession.

The void blurred before a massive spider materialized.

Secret Technique of Manifestation!

The spider opened its mouth to release countless silver threads.
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Like fine rain, the attack was swift and relentless. The void echoed as Qingluan rushed forward.

What a fierce assault!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly, silently praising the strength of this Spirit Clan Saint Maiden. His earlier defeat had been due to carelessness; now that he seized the moment, he quickly turned the tide.

Relieved but focused, Lin Xuan did not waste time sparring with Tougou. A swift and decisive move was his best choice.

Tougou's power was formidable. If it were alive, its battle against Lin Xuan would have been unpredictable. However, circumstances had changed, leaving this monster merely a revenant driven by obsession. Its magical energy was far weaker than before, and its techniques were limited. After several rounds, Lin Xuan began to discern the patterns of Tougou's movements.

There was no need for politeness; he would bait it like a trap.

As predicted, Tougou, now devoid of intelligence, charged recklessly into the fray.

Lin Xuan rejoiced; this was easier than expected. He focused on strategy rather than brute force.

Raising his right hand, he unleashed a sharp sword energy that sliced through the air with the speed of a storm.

The attack struck its target at just the right moment, as if Tougou had offered itself up willingly.

Even without dodging, from an observer's perspective, it seemed Lin Xuan was holding Tougou's head to meet the deadly sword energy.

Boom!

Though Tougou's head was taken, Lin Xuan did not smile. Distant light flared, and over a dozen crystal stones appeared in his vision.

The true spirits awakened from their long slumber were now stirring.

Only a fraction of their reinforcements had arrived. Yet, even these few were enough to make Lin Xuan's scalp tingle with fear.

With so many opponents, how should he proceed?

His strength far exceeded that of any peer, but the disparity was daunting. Lin Xuan was never one to overestimate himself, and this situation seemed to be slipping from his control.

No more delays. He must quickly retrieve the treasure and leave.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan ignored the newly awakened true spirits and moved swiftly beside Moer.

With a wave of his sleeve, he unleashed a sharp sword energy that intercepted the tiger's assault.

"Moer, go get the treasure."

"Alright!"

Without hesitation, Moer, who had regained some memories of the Arhat King, acted decisively. "Young Master, be careful!"

As she spoke, her body was enveloped in green light, transforming into a streak of lightning that flew towards the lake.

Lin Xuan breathed a sigh of relief; it was fortunate that Moer did not need much persuasion.

The process was straightforward. With Lin Xuan blocking Tiger's attacks, Moer easily broke through the surface of the lake.

...

However, this action enraged the awakened true spirits.

Roar!

Tiger, now a zombie, attacked with renewed ferocity. Even Qingluan, who had been focused on the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden, turned its attention to Moer.

These creatures clearly did not want their treasure taken.

But what use would that be?

Lin Xuan's strength far surpassed Tiger's zombie form. Under his relentless assault, it struggled to fend off attacks from all sides.

Qingluan was similarly engaged by the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden, who showed no mercy.

Regardless of her intentions, she fought with full vigor; otherwise, Lin Xuan would not hesitate to eliminate her. Escaping this perilous situation required their cooperation.

Satisfied with Moer's performance, Lin Xuan faced an unexpected turn of events.

Cracking sounds filled the air as several true spirits emerged from the crystals.

Some transformed into demonic ghosts, others into zombies, and a few were mere skeletons.

Their appearance was comical, but the aura they emitted was terrifying. All were at the peak of their cultivation stages.

Lin Xuan's face darkened.

Suddenly, five awakened true spirits, already fierce, lunged towards Moer.

Their target was not Lin Xuan or the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden; their sole purpose was to block Moer from retrieving the treasure.

Lin Xuan could not ignore this.

With wide gestures, he declared, "If you wish to enter the lake, you must step over my corpse."

The situation was dire, but fear did not show on Lin Xuan's face. He had anticipated such a scenario.

To protect Moer, he needed to buy time. With many enemies, he could stall for just a few moments.

Wide gestures revealed silver light from his sleeves.

Nine Palaces Instant Sword emitted a sharp glow as it hovered beside him.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan spat out a drop of blood.

With a "Pang," the blood turned into a mist that was quickly absorbed by a nearby immortal sword.

"嗡……"

A clear ringing echoed in his ears, reminiscent of the凤鸣九天. Soon, it transformed into a high-pitched dragon's roar.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan's hands moved rapidly, and the Nine Palaces Instant Sword emitted a sharp glow that split into three, then nine.

Each sword grew longer as they danced around him, forming dragons that circled and flew, their roars filling his ears. The colors of these dragons—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—varied, each representing different attributes.

But this was not the end. As Lin Xuan's hands moved, the dragons split into seven, with no reduction in their power, instantly covering half the sky.

Though complex, the entire process took only an instant.

The five true spirits, now close, ignored Lin Xuan and charged towards Moer.

Lin Xuan could not let them pass.

With a roar: "You dare-faced fellows, try my Hundred Dragon Fang!"

Before his words were fully spoken, he cast a spell forward.

A hundred dragons roared in unison, blocking the true spirits' path as they attacked those five.

Confident of victory, while Hundred Dragon Fang was not Lin Xuan's most powerful technique, it still had significant power and scale. This would buy Moer enough time to retrieve the treasure safely.
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Faced with a formidable opponent, Lin Xuan remained remarkably calm. His calculations were precise to the extreme, but the wondrous and unpredictable nature of the cultivation world meant that unexpected events could easily occur.

---

On this side, the Hundred Dragon Fang's power surged mightily, temporarily blocking the five monsters despite their reluctance. Moonlight was now unobstructed; she should be able to retrieve the treasure without any issues.

However, things were not as straightforward as they seemed.

---

With the young master's protection, Moonlight successfully infiltrated the small lake. She knew that time was of the essence and wasted no time. She released her divine sense to search for the treasure.

Fortunately, although this area weakened her divine sense somewhat, the lake wasn't vast. As a cultivation expert who had passed through tribulation, Moonlight quickly located her target—a black storage bag hidden behind a large stone not far from her.

Moonlight was overjoyed and swam towards it. Just as she thought the treasure was within reach, an unexpected change occurred. The previously calm lake water began to ripple, followed by a blur of surroundings. Moonlight realized that she had somehow ended up in a desolate place.

This vast plain stretched out before her, but everything around was eerie and gloomy. A grayish mist hung in the sky, and the rocks were dark. There were hardly any tall green plants; only some low shrubs could be seen on distant hills.

"Where am I?"

Moonlight felt disoriented. Had she somehow ended up in the Netherworld?

She and the young master should have been together, right? Could it be that there was a mistake with the teleportation array on Penglai Mountain, causing them to ascend to the spirit world but end up in the Netherworld instead?

Where was the young master now?

Moonlight felt incredibly helpless and lonely. She looked around but saw no one.

She released her divine sense again but found nothing.

This sudden panic was understandable. In the mortal world, although cultivation could be perilous, she always had the young master to protect her from any dangers. With his protection, she never feared anything, feeling like she had a peaceful haven wherever she went.

But now that he was suddenly gone, how could she not feel anxious?

Her six senses were in turmoil.

---

It was as if she was a ant on a hot pan.

---

"Turns out these two are from the mortal world. No wonder their cultivation strength far exceeds that of ordinary cultivators at the same level; they truly are extraordinary."

From beneath the lake, another figure emerged—a beautiful and delicate butterfly, stunning to behold.

Phantom Moon Moth!

No one knew how it had arrived here.

It had managed to deceive everyone's divine senses, including Lin Xuan and the two women. Even the true spirits guarding this place were unaware of its presence.

With a flick of its wings, a streak of green light shot out, transforming into a slender hand that picked up the storage bag.

In the end, it was like the saying: "When two rivals fight over a pearl, a fisherman reaps the benefit." Lin Xuan loved playing such tricks, but this time, he had been caught off guard by the Phantom Moon Moth's swift action.

The moth lowered its head and released its divine sense. It then showed a disappointed expression on its face: "Too bad; there’s no Phantasmal Fruit here."

"But the other treasures are quite impressive. They must be what those outsiders have long desired."

As it spoke, it raised its head. A light ball hovered about a dozen feet away in mid-air.

The ball was roughly a foot wide and pure black, yet shimmered with starlight-like radiance.

It appeared mysterious beyond words.

Gold and silver inscriptions burst forth from the surface, adding to its enigmatic aura.

A smile played on the Phantom Moon Moth's lips.

"Such a small girl; she couldn't possibly escape her own illusory space. But I didn’t expect them to be cultivators who ascended from the mortal world."

"They made a mistake during their ascent and ended up in the Netherworld. How strange."

The moth looked bewildered. At its level, its illusions could already penetrate people's minds.

Everything was visible to it.

However, that was theoretically true.

---

Moonlight was also at the tribulation stage; even if she were to perform a soul probing technique, it might not be effective on her. Illusions would naturally have much less impact.

For instance, the secrets of the Asura King remained intact.

But by chance, the Phantom Moon Moth discovered their secret as ascended cultivators.

Based on this foundation, it performed an unparalleled illusion. Otherwise, with Moonlight's current strength, she wouldn't have been so easily ambushed and sealed in its illusory space.

---

Moonlight had a poor start; retrieving the treasure was fraught with difficulties. However, Lin Xuan was unaware of her predicament.

The Hundred Dragon Fang's power was formidable, but against five true spirits that were comparable to tribulation cultivators, it could only barely hold them off for a while. How long exactly was uncertain.

According to his calculations, Moonlight should have retrieved the treasure within moments—no more than the time it took to drink a cup of tea. With few true spirits around, he could use secret techniques to escape elsewhere.

The idea seemed good, but things changed too suddenly.

Lin Xuan used all his strength to hold back the monsters, but as time passed, Moonlight still hadn't been found.

What was going on? The lake was empty and not large; why had she failed to find the treasure after a cup of tea?

Lin Xuan was perplexed. If there were any dangers or strong opponents, it should have been evident from the intense combat. But everything seemed unremarkable now.

With his divine sense probing the small lake, he found nothing amiss, but Moonlight had vanished into thin air.

This sounded impossible, yet upon reflection, it wasn't unusual. While other techniques might not be mentioned, the Phantom Moon Moth's illusions were unparalleled, and Lin Xuan’s divine sense was deceived without any issues.

But this only made Lin Xuan more panicked. How could Moonlight have disappeared so suddenly? Where had she gone?

Lin Xuan wanted to search for her but found himself unable to do so. The Hundred Dragon Fang not only blocked the monsters but also enraged them, now turning on him.

Laughing and crying, he wondered if this was self-inflicted. But it was too late; no one dared treat these true spirits lightly. Despite his concern for Moonlight, he couldn't be careless. He had to remain calm and deal with the current attack first.

In a moment, sword energy surged,法宝飞舞，天空中闪烁着五颜六色的灵光与声波。林轩和五头真灵打得不亦乐乎。
第三千五百七十七章 险象环生

His strength far surpassed that of his peers, and if he were to face another Transcendence Realm cultivator, he would likely have already perished.

But Lin Xuan's life was not easy either. The five True Spirit Beings were formidable indeed. Although weakened compared to their former selves, they still left him struggling to keep up with their various divine techniques.

However, this was far from the worst part. There were more than just these five True Spirits resting here; the other crystal shards had also shattered open.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim. As the saying goes, a hero cannot withstand too many opponents. If he continued to delay, he would surely perish here. The wisest choice was to flee as soon as possible.

But how easy could that be? Yue'er’s fate remained uncertain. How could Lin Xuan ignore her safety and escape elsewhere?

Such matters were ones Lin Xuan would rather face a thousand calamities than choose such an option.

With no other choice, he gritted his teeth and endured the struggle.

Yet, it was easier said than done. With vastly more enemies than allies, Lin Xuan was struggling to keep up. The perilous situation was undeniable.

Boom!

Lin Xuan punched out, blocking the fierce attack of a monstrous bird. He had barely caught his breath when another ominous sign appeared behind him. A creature resembling a sea horse emerged into view.

Standing over several dozen feet tall, it exuded an overwhelming aura of death, its entire body encased in pitch-black scales. Its roar was reminiscent of a sky dog.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This wasn't the legendary evil beast, the Xi, was it?

Ancient texts recorded that this was a divine creature from the sea, extremely ferocious and fond of hunting dragons.

Although dragons were not as formidable as true dragons, they still belonged to the dragon family. Yet, facing such an anomaly, they became its delectable prey, indicating how outstanding the Xi's strength truly was.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate. The Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared in his palm and rapidly transformed into a burning arrow.

He then shot three arrows with fire essence toward the creature.

Poisonous, corrosive, and devouring—three different attributes of arrows were fired in rapid succession.

The timing and angle were perfect; although fierce, the Xi was still struggling to keep up. Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smug smile, but this expression quickly froze on his face.

Without any warning, a tear-shaped hole appeared in the void. A pale green talon emerged, its five hooked fingers already hovering over Lin Xuan's forehead.

Spatial technique!

Lin Xuan's face was filled with shock as he had no time to dodge. He managed to sidestep, avoiding the vital areas but still taking damage.

"Bang!"

Lin Xuan's chest was struck hard, and he was sent flying.

Thanks to his unique circumstances, his physical body had been refined to surpass that of most beasts at his level. No... more accurately, it far surpassed them. Otherwise, for a regular cultivator—especially an advanced one—the impact would have been fatal.

Even Lin Xuan found himself in dire straits, spitting out blood as he struggled to maintain his composure. The physical toll was immense; despite the wonders of Body Cultivation techniques, he was still just flesh and blood. And that strike had shattered even top-grade ancient treasures.

Lin Xuan's pain nearly overwhelmed him, but he took deep breaths, forcing himself to remain calm and rational.

Throughout his journey as a cultivator, Lin Xuan faced countless perils, but few matched the danger he now faced. Surrounded by formidable enemies, any misstep could lead to his demise.

What should he do?

Just when he had not yet devised a plan, several dark shadows appeared in his vision—new True Spirits arriving as reinforcements for the guardian of this tomb.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with bitterness. Could he survive and escape from the tomb where these True Spirits lay buried?

He no longer held any hope.

Moon, where are you?

Without seeing Yue'er, Lin Xuan would not leave alone.

There is always a way out; Lin Xuan understood this well enough.

But what meaning did his cultivation have if he could not be with the one he loved?

Lin Xuan was a clever cultivator but stubborn to an extreme. He faced the crisis head-on rather than retreating.

...

In such dire straits, Lin Xuan's situation was indeed unfavorable. Meanwhile, Yue'er remained sealed in the illusory realm.

The Phantom Moon Moth, as the instigator of all this, wore a playful expression.

Her demeanor was akin to watching a play: "Tsk tsk, what a remarkable young man. He truly holds his own against several dozen ghostly True Spirits."

"Too formidable. Is he really an intermediate cultivator? Even advanced Transcendence Realm experts, aside from the top-tier great sages, rarely display such prowess."

The Phantom Moon Moth continued to comment with relish as she watched.

If Lin Xuan heard this, he would have fainted out of anger.

Had it not been for her, Yue'er would already have retrieved the treasure. The three of them might have escaped long ago; how had they ended up in such a perilous situation?

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan did not know.

And even if he knew now, it would be useless.

Could he seek revenge against the Phantom Moon Moth? He was too busy to spare any attention!

Even if Lin Xuan arrived here, dealing with this spirit insect's powers would still be challenging. Despite her rapid progress over a millennium, Yue'er remained helpless once ensnared in an illusionary trap.

The danger of illusions lies in the fact that those caught within them are unaware while observers can see through them. At this moment, Yue'er was as if she had forgotten everything, returning to the time when she first arrived at the Netherworld.

A transmission error meant her master was not by her side. Yue'er felt helpless and frantic, searching everywhere for Lin Xuan's whereabouts.

But there were no clues; all her efforts were in vain.

What could she do?

Just as Yue'er was lost in thought, a streak of light appeared in her vision.

The light faded to reveal a grotesque demon with a menacing expression.

Seeing Yue'er, it said: "Pretty little girl, follow me willingly."

"What do you want?"

Yue'er's face showed suspicion. This unexpected visitor was at the late-stage Consolidation Realm, clearly more powerful than herself.

"My name is Rock Demon; I am the寨主of Black Wind Village. Since you have such a fine figure, why not come back with me as my consort?"

"Ha ha."

Before she could finish speaking, a tinkling laughter echoed in her ears, emanating from Yue'er's body but not coming from her.

"Phantom Moon Moth, it’s truly no easy feat to reach this level. This illusionary realm is indeed miraculous, but can you add some new elements? A寨主of Black Wind Village? I almost lost a tooth laughing."

The sudden change caught the Phantom Moon Moth off guard as well. Suddenly, Yue'er's body was bathed in light, and an object flew out before transforming into a tiny figure about a foot tall.
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That was a young maiden with an exquisite appearance, her features like paintings. However, she was only one foot tall.

She smiled prettily, but there was a hint of mockery in the corners of her eyes.

"Little Peach, why are you here?"

Moon's expression was filled with surprise. At this moment, she was at a loss, and Little Peach's appearance was an unexpected joy.

"Miss, don't worry. You're just caught in the opponent's illusion."

Little Peach sighed. When addressing Moon, her tone was incredibly gentle.

"What kind of illusion? Didn’t I lose contact with Young Master when ascending to the Spirit Realm?"

Moon was lost in a fog and didn't understand what Little Peach was talking about. This was the terrifying aspect of the Illusory Moon Moth's power; its constructed illusory space had reached such a level of realism that once one fell into it, they were at the mercy of the illusionist.

In this case, with the weak overcoming the strong, for the Illusory Moon Moth, it was nothing. Her realm was already superior to Moon’s, and she held the advantage in timing and location. With a sudden ambush, even though Moon was reborn as the Arhat King, her fate was sealed.

This battle had no suspense at all. The Illusory Moon Moth didn’t intend to kill Moon here; it just wanted to trap her.

Though it hadn't found the Magic Fruit, the appearance of the Jade Silk Bee was an unexpected delight. It had already consumed one, and if it could obtain more such spirit insects, not only would it be able to advance beyond the late-stage Tribulation Transcender, but it might even comprehend temporal power.

The Law of Time!

Even for True Immortals, this held infinite appeal.

If she could master it, she could travel anywhere in the Three Realms and wouldn’t be confined to this tiny place where her spirit was buried.

The Illusory Moon Moth’s plan had been good at first.鹬蚌相争，渔翁得利。

By trapping Moon here, waiting for Lin Xuan to exhaust himself, everything would fall into its hands. Then, they would be like fish on a chopping board and would have no choice but to offer the Jade Silk Bee.

The plan seemed sound, but matters in the cultivation world were never so easily calculated.

Moon was ensnared by its trap, but this wondrous illusion had no effect on Little Peach.

At first glance, it seemed unbelievable. But remember, Little Peach wasn’t a cultivator; her true form was the Profound Yin Treasure Box. How could one use common sense to understand such things?

This illusion had no effect on her at all.

The Illusory Moon Moth didn't know the cause and effect of this sudden change, and its face showed confusion. For a moment, it almost thought its eyes were playing tricks on it.

But an ominous feeling arose in its heart.

No, this unexpected situation must be eliminated.

With that thought, the Illusory Moon Moth acted.

However, Little Peach’s reaction was even quicker.

She opened her mouth and emitted a golden light. It transformed into golden sword energy, slicing at the evil ghost ahead.

The opponent naturally wouldn’t surrender. But there was no use in dodging or blocking; with a flash of gold, the sword energy circled around its head and took off the evil ghost’s head.

Then it vanished like a bubble.

"What..."

Moon's face showed contemplation. If a true evil ghost had been eliminated, it wouldn't be this way.

Could all these scenes before her eyes truly be mirages?

"Miss, let's work together to break this illusion."

"Agreed."

Though Moon was still trapped, she knew that Little Peach wouldn’t harm her no matter what.

Why not give it a try?

...

On the other side, Lin Xuan’s situation grew more perilous.

His strength far surpassed those of his peers, and he had a wide array of techniques at his disposal.

But so what?

As the saying goes, a hero can't defeat many enemies. Each fallen spirit wasn’t weak; when they awakened from their slumber, they became formidable monsters. Lin Xuan was exhausted just trying to fend them off.

At this moment, more than ten spirits surrounded him.

Various techniques pierced through the air.

Such attacks could easily kill ordinary late-stage Tribulation Transcenders.

But now, Lin Xuan had no room for evasion.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan sighed and, with no other choice, raised his right hand and struck at his waist pouch.

As he moved, black light flashed, and a shield the size of a palm flew out from the pouch.

It was a shield!

But its shape was peculiar. It resembled a turtle’s back shell but shimmered like dragon scales.

The surface was covered with runes, exuding an ancient and desolate aura as if recounting an old legend.

玄龟龙甲盾！

Lin Xuan's strongest defensive treasure.

"Primordial Treasure!"

From afar, the Spirit Clan Saint couldn't help but gasp. This was her second Primordial Treasure that Lin Xuan had taken out.

While a group of immortal swords was understandable, this was a defensive Primordial Treasure.

It was well known that defensive ancient treasures were rarer than offensive ones, and their scarcity reflected in their rarity.

This Primordial Treasure was the same way; defensive Primordial Spirit Treasures almost only existed in legends. During the Ancient War, they rarely appeared. What kind of merit did this young man have to possess one?

Jealousy filled her heart.

But soon, she couldn't focus on Lin Xuan anymore.

She too was under attack by several spirits, though fewer than those surrounding Lin Xuan.

The pressure was immense; a misstep could mean death. She had no time for Lin Xuan.

"Bang!"

A muffled sound echoed as the Spirit Clan Saint paid the price of her distraction, receiving a claw strike from one of the monsters.

This creature only had a huge skeleton left; its true form was unknown, but its strength was formidable. One swipe sent the Spirit Clan Saint flying.

As an ancient spirit race, she was incredibly powerful. Even without cultivating Body Cultivation techniques, her physical body far surpassed that of ordinary humans.

But this strike wasn’t pleasant.

Blood spewed from her mouth.

This wasn't the worst part.

The other spirits surrounding her also closed in to finish her off with various attacks.

The Spirit Clan Saint's face turned deathly pale. This way, there was no suspense; she would surely die.

Must I use that move?

A moment of hesitation flashed across her face but was quickly replaced by determination.

There was no time for further thought. When indecision leads to disaster, it might be better to take a chance.

She leaped into the air and waved her hands, casting spell after spell. As she moved, an incredible scene unfolded.
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She was enveloped in a colorful aura, but soon that dazzling light began to fade.

After another moment, the shimmering light vanished completely. The Spirit Clan Saint Maiden had also mysteriously disappeared. In her place appeared an ancient-looking ear ring, clearly a remarkable treasure.

The Spirit Clan Saint Maiden actually revealed her true form. What was her purpose in doing so?

In the distance, Lin Xuan's situation was very unfavorable, but he could see this scene clearly. He was surprised and suddenly felt a sense of danger.

However, where exactly this danger would come from remained unclear.

Fortunately, there was no need to guess any further because the mystery quickly revealed itself.

The Spirit Clan Saint Maiden had shown her true form, unlike when the old ancestor of the Spirit Clan manifested as an jade如意. This ear ring did not emit even a trace of spiritual energy; it seemed like just a common trinket.

Then came an unbelievable scene.

The genuine spirits surrounding her stopped their attacks and showed signs of confusion before turning to Lin Xuan with fierce intent, ignoring her completely.

Was this a strategy to divert the blame?

No, that wasn't quite right.

What was happening in front of him seemed bizarre, but upon closer inspection, it could be analyzed. He had been outmaneuvered, but Lin Xuan admired the woman's courage. By revealing her true form and using the turtle breathing technique, she put herself into a state of apparent death, making her indistinguishable from an ordinary ear ring.

This method was so convincing that it would not be easily detected, but at what cost. In this state, she had no means to resist; she could be treated as a mere object.

Most opponents would never dare do such a thing, but these genuine spirit souls were reborn due to their执念 (obsession). Though powerful, they lacked intelligence.

Thus, this seemingly risky tactic was easily fooling them.

Instead of focusing on the Spirit Clan Saint Maiden, she lunged at Lin Xuan.

The complexity behind this situation was considerable, but Lin Xuan's intellect was sharp. He quickly understood the sequence of events. Knowing that didn't matter; what mattered now was how to handle his current predicament.

It was akin to adding insult to injury. Originally outnumbered, he faced an even more difficult challenge.

Indeed, it wasn't just pressure from two people but all on Lin Xuan's shoulders.

Despite his extraordinary abilities and the先天之物 (primordial treasures), he still found himself struggling.

What could he do? The Spirit Clan Saint Maiden could do this because her true form was an ear ring. Lin Xuan admired her, but he couldn't replicate it.

The wisest course of action would be to flee, but Lin Xuan didn't want to do that. He gritted his teeth and fought on.

He waved his hands wildly, emitting dazzling spells from his fingers and palms.

As Lin Xuan moved, the玄龟龙甲盾 (turtle shell dragon armor) emitted a burst of light, forming an unusually thick layer of light that enveloped him.

This light was obscure and ancient-looking. At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but its defense was extraordinary. Despite the attacks from several dozen spirit souls, they could do nothing to it.

Of course, there were downsides. Lin Xuan appeared safe for now, but the rapid consumption of his法力 (magical power) made it unsustainable even for a cultivator at the渡劫 stage.

In just a few breaths, half of his magical energy had already dissipated.

Damn it! At this rate, he wouldn't last long.

Once a cultivator ran out of magical energy, they would be like fish on a chopping board, completely at the mercy of their opponent.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim.

The outcome wasn't hard to predict, but he wouldn't give up so easily.

But in such circumstances, there was no way to break free.

He had to wait for an opportunity!

While this made sense, it was a difficult task.

Wait?

Don’t forget that he was constantly expending huge amounts of magical energy. How could he afford to wait?

If anyone else were in Lin Xuan's position, they might face an unsolvable problem.

But Lin Xuan wasn't just any cultivator; his expression changed rapidly as he flicked his sleeves and retrieved another treasure.

Ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk!

Of course, it had been purified by the blue star sea. While not as powerful as the legendary celestial dew, it could rival the void spirit milk.

With this, Lin Xuan could hold on for a bit longer.

No matter what, he would wait for an outcome. Moon wouldn't leave until she returned here.

With that thought in mind, he sat cross-legged and dripped a drop of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk into his mouth. Threads of magical energy emerged from his dantian, flowing through his body to the light shield before him.

This allowed Lin Xuan to withstand the spirits' attacks for a while longer.

The two sides entered a stalemate.

But how long could this stalemate last?

No one knew.

---

Meanwhile, on the other side,

Moon's situation had drastically changed. With Xiao Tao’s help, they managed to break through the illusionary space after some effort.

The moon moth's face was filled with shock and anger. Human plans often fall short of divine ones; she confidently planned this but never expected such a twist.

If that girl escaped from the illusionary space, capturing her again would be much harder.

Damn it!

Though angry, she couldn't help feeling disappointed at losing this opportunity.

The moon moth flapped its wings, and colorful light points appeared. They seemed to have life as they merged into the void.

The scene blurred, and the water disappeared, turning into a desert. Thunderous sounds echoed in her ears, and sand dunes trembled as several giants emerged from the grains of sand.

They were all yellowish-brown, towering over dozens of feet tall, holding different weapons, appearing incredibly strong.

They pounded their chests and roared loudly, chasing after Moon.

"Is this another illusion?" Moon raised an eyebrow, showing disdain. She had learned her lesson and wouldn't fall for the same trap again.

"Miss, be careful; it's not just an illusion. It should be a combination of reality and illusion, hiding danger within," Xiao Tao’s face showed concern. The objects before them were far more troublesome than mere illusions.
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True is false, and false can be true.

The concept of combining reality with illusion means that within an illusory technique lies the true peril.

The boundaries between what's real and what's not blur, making it hard to discern. But a slip-up could mean real consequences.

Hearing Xiao Tao’s warning, Yue'er's face showed a hint of seriousness. With a wave of her jade hand, dense阴气surrounded her body, swirling into dozens of skeletal figures that were roughly the size of houses.

Red light shone from their eyes as they emitted greenish-blue ghost flames, rushing forward like two giant giants.

The two giants did not back down either, raising their wolf-tusk clubs and charging with ferocity.

A fierce battle was about to ensue.

However, what followed next left everyone's eyes wide open.

Flames passed through the bodies of the giants without any hindrance. They seemed menacing but were merely mirages.

An illusion!

Yue'er heaved a sigh of relief; it turned out that they were just paper tigers designed to scare. But before she could fully process this, an extremely faint sound of breaking air reached her ears.

The sound was so subtle that without Yue'er's acute spiritual perception and focused attention, it would have gone unnoticed.

"Bad luck!"

A cold glint appeared in Yue'er’s eyes as she sidestepped without hesitation. Her body was enveloped by a sudden burst of spiritual light, flying diagonally away.

Though her movements were swift, they were still too late; blood splattered from the wound. Yue'er clutched her shoulder where a small hole had been pierced.

The culprit was a needle-like artifact.

How vexing! Despite Xiao Tao’s warning, she had still fallen for the trap.

Yue'er was both shocked and angry. Thankfully, her injuries were not severe.

She took a deep breath and pulled out a spirit talisman from her pocket, acting quickly despite the slowness in appearance. She pressed it against the wound.

However, at this moment, an unexpected change occurred. Numerous white, translucent threads erupted from the wound, instantly binding Yue'er.

The situation was too sudden for Yue'er to dodge. Xiao Tao, standing nearby, was equally alarmed and immediately transformed back into a玄阴宝盒.

A森然剑气emerged, slicing forward.

It seemed she would cut through the web. But before she could do so, the void in front became hazy as the moonlight moth appeared.

Without any additional movements, mirror-like shields materialized, stacking on top of each other to block the sword light.

Xiao Tao was enraged, but the moonlight moth’s cold laughter echoed: "A mere piece of treasure; even if it's sentient, what are you? Do you think you can reverse fate? How naive. Quiet down and don't show off here."

Before she could finish speaking, ripples appeared in the air as countless threads wrapped around Xiao Tao.

Xiao Tao was unwilling to be bound and struggled left and right but to no avail.

She was indeed a treasure of the immortal abode and had become sentient, but ultimately, she was just a piece of treasure. Her strength alone could not fully manifest its power.

Meanwhile, Yue'er's situation was even more perilous. A single mistake could spell disaster. She was now tightly bound by threads, unable to escape, quickly turning into a giant cocoon.

...

As for Lin Xuan, his position was no better.

The Spirit Clan’s holy maiden had used the technique of feigning death, a risky move that proved successful. Now she lay quietly in the soil as an earring, while Lin Xuan alone bore the endless attacks from countless true spirits.

Indeed, the turtle dragon armor shield provided formidable defense, and with ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, he could recover his power. However, the current situation was still highly unfavorable for him.

After all, he couldn't retaliate; how long would this stand-off continue?

Remember, this was a true spirit burial ground. As time passed, more true spirits would awaken from their slumber.

For now, he could hold on, but as the number of monsters grew increasingly absurd, Lin Xuan had no confidence in maintaining his defenses indefinitely.

He couldn't keep waiting passively; he needed to actively search for Yue'er at the bottom of the lake.

The idea was good, but implementing it was incredibly difficult.

How to break through these true spirits' encirclement alone was a headache.

Lin Xuan estimated that even techniques like the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword would be useless in this situation. The nine true spirits could transform into various forms, but he faced more than ten ghostly monsters.

With fewer forces on his side compared to the enemy, breaking through seemed impossible!

Was there no other option? Would he have to wait until he was trapped here?

Not necessarily; Lin Xuan still had a trump card: the Five Dragon Seal.

This secret was second only to the Blue Star Sea for him. In previous crises, using this artifact always turned danger into safety.

However, this time, Lin Xuan hesitated. He was in a true spirit burial ground, and the Five Dragon Seal was also known as the Hundred Spirit Seal, a holy relic of the true spirits.

It had been enshrined here until it was lost during a battle with the Flying Heavenly Demon Lord. Centuries later, by chance, it ended up in Lin Xuan's hands.

Using the Five Dragon Seal elsewhere posed no issue, but here, might there be an adverse effect? Instead of killing enemies, could it backfire and harm him?

While this seemed far-fetched, considering the possibilities was indeed plausible.

Lin Xuan did not want to risk losing more than he gained.

But now, with no other choice, using the Five Dragon Seal or staying here meant certain death either way.

Given these circumstances, Lin Xuan decided to take a chance.

As they say, too many lice don't itch, and too much debt doesn't cause worry.

The Five Dragon Seal might bring adverse effects or other consequences, but it could also turn danger into safety.

With no other options, Lin Xuan was not the timid cultivator; he would try his luck regardless of the outcome.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and used inner vision to focus his consciousness within his dantian.

Inside his dantian, two元婴sat cross-legged while true spirit essence floated slowly. The area of the spiritual sea was significantly smaller than usual.

Though he had ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk, his recovery rate could not keep up with his consumption, which is why he decided to risk using the Five Dragon Seal. Otherwise, this would lead to a dire outcome.

The Blue Star Sea remained unchanged, continuing its slow rotation like true star clouds.

At its center floated the Five Dragon Seal.
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Since Lin Xuan had decided to use this item, he wouldn't dawdle. Taking a deep breath, the beautiful light points slowly absorbed into the Five Dragon Seal.

At first, it was slow, but soon the speed became astonishing.

In just a few breaths, the volume of the Blue Star Sea halved.

Outside, more than a dozen true spirits surrounded Lin Xuan in a circle.

Though they had long since perished, their strength still left one speechless. Various attacks like a gust of wind and sudden rain poured down relentlessly on him.

Of course, all were blocked by the Golden Tortoise Dragon Scale Shield, but its light curtain trembled continuously.

Aprimordial spirit treasure, though formidable, wasn't without limits. If this continued, Lin Xuan would eventually meet his end.

Worse still, more massive crystal formations kept appearing from afar.

Various colored spiritual lights surged forward at an unbelievable speed towards him.

Clearly, the intense battle had awakened other long-sleeping true spirits.

Since they were disturbed from their slumber, there was no way they would let Lin Xuan go. They would tear him apart with all their might.

In short, his situation grew increasingly dire. His soul and body could disintegrate at any moment.

However, Lin Xuan remained motionless, sitting quietly as if nothing mattered.

What fear?

He had long anticipated this scenario. All of his focus was on the Five Dragon Seal—whether he could turn danger into safety rested on this.

...

More true spirits joined in the attack.

Crack!

A crack appeared on the light curtain's surface.

Though not noticeable, it marked the beginning.

Soon, more cracks sounded as large and small ones spread across the entire screen like a spider web.

How formidable anprimordial spirit treasure was. It was now perilously close to collapse. Once its defenses were breached, Lin Xuan’s fate would be clear.

The situation had reached a critical point.

No one knew if it was mere coincidence, but despite the grave danger, Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear, his composure incredible.

He inhaled and raised his right hand, pointing forward.

Sizzling sound entered his ears. Lin Xuan didn't try to save the light curtain that was about to shatter; such efforts were futile.

Instead, as he pointed, the light curtain flickered with spiritual light before breaking apart into nothingness. This exposed him directly to the terrifying attacks of more than a dozen true spirits.

The danger was immense. Even an Immortal Demon King in his place would be left severely injured or worse.

But a brilliant spiritual light suddenly flared up on Lin Xuan's body.

The light was so bright that he couldn't see clearly, and faintly, five golden dragons seemed to emerge around him.

But there was no time for further observation.

Various attacks like gusts of wind and sudden rain engulfed him instantly. His downfall seemed inevitable.

True spirits continued their relentless assault, seemingly determined to kill Lin Xuan.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as if eons had passed in mere moments.

Even without the Five Dragon Seal, he would have been torn apart.

But could it still be turned around?

Not necessarily!

Suddenly, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed. The spiritual light on Lin Xuan's body suddenly transformed into a kaleidoscope of colors.

All attacks were repelled. This seemed impossible, but as his eyes met the scene, clawed beams and spiritual flames exploded, reducing the surrounding true spirits to chaos.

The danger was over, but this wasn't the end of it.

Lin Xuan hovered in mid-air.

Now, the spiritual light had transformed into a fiery aura that surrounded him.

Seven different colors of flames—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet—spewed out continuously from his body.

Various mystical runes appeared. Five golden dragons swam on the surface of this aura.

Lin Xuan's face showed shock and confusion.

The Five Dragon Seal had been used to turn danger into safety, but what he saw now was beyond expectations. He wasn't using it for the first time.

Could it be because of the true spirit burial ground? The former true spirit holy site?

His guess seemed correct. What other surprises awaited him next?

Lin Xuan felt a mix of anticipation and excitement.

After all, human desires knew no bounds.

---

Having finally resolved the crisis, Lin Xuan was still dreaming of good fortune.

Aaah!

From afar, an ear-piercing roar echoed.

Then, multicolored light flared up like meteors, rising into the air.

Regardless of distance, they all flew towards him.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he realized what they were—numerous crystal-like objects. He roughly counted over a hundred.

Sure enough, each contained a monster.

Though at different distances, their speed was astonishing. Soon, they reached Lin Xuan’s side.

Crack!

The crystals turned to nothingness, revealing countless true spirits.

Their forms varied, but Lin Xuan felt his scalp prickle with fear.

Was he not brave?

No, many of these were spirit beasts that had undergone tribulation. Even an Immortal Demon King would be terrified in their presence.

Lin Xuan was naturally nervous and prepared his treasures. If anything unexpected happened, he wouldn't sit idly by knowing he couldn’t match them.

Fortunately, such concerns were unnecessary.

Though the true spirits surrounded him, they didn't attack or show much hostility. Instead, they raised their heads, all eyes converging on the Five Dragon Seal above Lin Xuan's head.

His guess was correct; this was indeed the Hundred Spirit Seal, a holy relic of the true spirit clan that had been lost for millions of years.

For some reason, his fear vanished, replaced by calm and peace.

Time passed slowly.

A clear call echoed. Lin Xuan looked up to see a magnificent creature in the distance.

"What is that?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted again.

The creature soon approached, beautiful beyond words, even surpassing the phoenix, the king of all birds.

It was a peacock!

Legend said it was from this bird that the phoenix emerged.

Though uncertain, its strength was undeniable.
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Perhaps due to Yuanyuan, Lin Xuan had an inexplicable sense of familiarity towards the peacock.

Of course, he was a rational cultivator. Although his feelings were indeed such, Lin Xuan did not slacken his vigilance.

The phoenix spread its wings, instantly crossing vast distances in time and space. The peacock was no less formidable.

Soon, it was only about a hundred miles away from Lin Xuan.

Its body vanished in a flash of light, landing down.

Elegant and beautiful!

The peacock truly deserved to be one of the most powerful true spirits from ancient times.

Had it not been for the faint trace of death energy emanating from its body, Lin Xuan would have struggled to connect it with any fallen creature.

Other true spirits also made way, lowering their heads in respect towards the peacock.

The admiration was mutual. The ancient peacock indeed deserved respect.

However, whether this visit brought fortune or misfortune for him remained uncertain. Lin Xuan's heart still harbored some doubts.

There was nothing he could do but wait, which was the most agonizing thing to endure.

Fortunately, it didn't take long.

The peacock suddenly nodded at Lin Xuan.

It raised its head high, emitting a strange sound from its mouth.

The voice was grand and ancient, seemingly蕴含着极为深奥的法则. Unfortunately, despite his impressive knowledge, Lin Xuan could not understand any of the words.

His frustration was palpable.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Sizzle...

Without any warning, the aura around Lin Xuan's body dissipated, replaced by a surge of spiritual light.

The beautiful light then transformed into a rainbow hue.

A shadow of a peacock appeared behind him.

This wasn't a spell he had cast; rather, it was due to his body resonating with the peacock's innate spirit light.

Lin Xuan was surprised but showed signs of joy on his face.

Though he didn't know why this change occurred, Lin Xuan was confident that such changes were beneficial for him.

Indeed, Lin Xuan could feel a gentler aura emanating from the peacock. The slight hostility and suspicion towards him had vanished.

But this was just the beginning.

The subsequent changes left Lin Xuan unprepared.

The peacock let out a high-pitched song, its body enveloped in brilliant spiritual light.

Rainbow hues!

According to legend, this was the peacock's innate spell. Its power was beyond description.

Lin Xuan had only seen it in ancient texts before; now, he witnessed it firsthand with his own eyes.

Sure enough, the peacock's form rapidly shrank within the rainbow light.

Originally towering several dozen feet high, it soon shrunk to an inch or so. Despite its diminutive size, the peacock remained breathtakingly beautiful, exuding a sense of nobility.

It then spread its wings and flew towards Lin Xuan with a body enveloped in five-colored spiritual light.

On a cautious note, Lin Xuan should have dodged, but for some reason, he felt safe. A voice deep within him told him not to retreat.

So, Lin Xuan did nothing.

Soon, the peacock was very close. Only then did he realize that its target was the Five Dragon Seal.

The tiny peacock dove into it and vanished.

Such a scene was hard to describe; witnessing it firsthand was truly awe-inspiring.

Was the peacock integrating her soul with the Five Dragon Seal?

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's guess.

The spiritual light on the surface of the seal became even more brilliant. What Lin Xuan did not expect was that what had just happened was merely a prelude. It seemed as if it received some revelation.

The surrounding true spirits began to roar, their voices echoing in a profound and ancient tone, yet filled with joy.

It felt like after long years of waiting, they finally saw the result.

Subsequently, different colored spiritual lights appeared on the bodies of these true spirits, and their forms rapidly shrunk, just as the peacock had done earlier.

In an instant, these formidable and powerful true spirits shrank to an inch in size.

Almost simultaneously, they flew towards Lin Xuan... no, toward the Five Dragon Seal.

The scene was indescribable.

Toumu, Baihu, Jingu...

Various kinds of true spirits converged into the Five Dragon Seal one after another.

Like a hundred rivers flowing into the sea, like myriad streams returning to their source, the entire process lasted for about a cup of tea's time.

Finally, all the true spirits merged with the Five Dragon Seal. The world fell silent.

Lin Xuan sighed, his face showing a mix of melancholy and joy.

Earlier, although he did nothing, he understood the emotions of these true spirits.

Originally, after everything had withered and died, they should have reincarnated into the cycle of life. Even true spirits were not exempt from this rule.

But there was always an exception.

Millions of years ago, the Sky-Flying Demon Lord tore through space and time to seize their holy artifact. Countless true spirits fought to the death with him.

In the end, the Sky-Flying Demon Lord perished, but so did many true spirits.

During that terrifying battle, the artifact was not taken away; it simply went missing.

In other words, despite sacrificing themselves, the true spirits could not protect their holy artifact.

Their hearts were filled with resentment.

Due to this执念, these fallen true spirits chose to remain as wraiths here, seeking to reclaim their lost treasure. This place became a burial ground for true spirits.

The power of执念was immense.

But after millions of years of effort, the artifact remained hidden.

Without finding the treasure, these deceased true spirits could not be released from their suffering.

Until Lin Xuan arrived and activated the Five Dragon Seal. With his body containing true spirit bloodlines, he was recognized by them. At this moment, their执念was resolved, and their resentment dissipated into nothingness.

The true spirits finally agreed to reincarnate.

Before that, they had poured all their remaining strength into the Five Dragon Seal.

That was roughly how it went.

Now, he was finally safe.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

Then, another unbelievable scene unfolded before his eyes.

Originally, this space was filled with heavy阴气, covered in dark rocks and soil, giving a grayish hue. But suddenly, spiritual light spread out from him.

Wherever the light touched, flowers and green grass sprouted visibly.

Mountains turned green, waters clear; the oppressive阴气disappeared, replaced by dense spiritual energy. The scenery was breathtakingly beautiful.

In less than a cup of tea's time, this place transformed into a paradise.
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The cultivation world was bizarre and unpredictable, yet Lin Xuan's knowledge was vast. Nevertheless, such a sudden change still left him speechless. It could be described as nothing short of a divine miracle.

"Wow, it’s so beautiful!"

It was hard to imagine how a desolate space had transformed into a paradise in an instant.

No, that wasn’t quite fitting enough. The scenery before his eyes was not only breathtakingly beautiful; the abundance of spiritual energy was also astonishing. It was no less impressive than the place where Elder Naleng Dragon lived.

True Spirit Holy Land!

The ancient legends were indeed true.

Lin Xuan sighed with relief as he had managed to escape danger, but for some reason, he felt a profound sense of desolation rather than excitement.

Why did this feeling arise? Lin Xuan himself was unsure. Perhaps it was due to the influence of the True Spirits.

However, there wasn't much time for contemplation; his primary task now was to find Yue'er.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan’s body emitted a layer of green light and he flew towards the nearby small lake.

But just as he did so, something unexpected happened. A loud "bang" echoed in his ears, as if something had shattered.

While the sound wasn’t out of place, it seemed to strike directly at his heart. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan raised his head.

Then, he saw a burst of spiritual light, and the five dragon seal had indeed shattered.

This change was far beyond what he could have anticipated.

Lin Xuan’s composure was known for remaining unchanged even in the face of great peril, yet now he was stunned. The five dragon seal was a holy artifact among the spirit race, more refined thanprimordial spirit treasure (Primordial Spirit Treasure). It was impossible to imagine it shattering here.

If not for his own eyes witnessing this scene, he would never have believed what had just happened.

Lin Xuan widened his eyes in astonishment. However, little did he know that this was only the beginning.

The fragments of the five dragon seal were indeed different sizes, but even the largest one was no bigger than a grain of sand.

Despite their size, the surface of these fragments still emitted spiritual light, and not just any kind; it seemed to have grown stronger compared to before…

This was truly unbelievable.

But after experiencing such a miracle earlier, this change wasn’t as astonishing anymore.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. His primary task now was to find Yue'er’s whereabouts. Although the five dragon seal was precious, its significance to him paled in comparison to Yue'er.

Priorities mattered; it would be foolish to worry about treasures at such a time.

With green light enveloping his body, Lin Xuan was about to fly forward when another unexpected change occurred. The fragments of the five dragon seal suddenly emitted intense spiritual light and surrounded Lin Xuan like arrows from a powerful bow, shooting towards him.

This sudden development left Lin Xuan speechless. There was no time for evasion; he was hit by these fragments almost instantly, which penetrated his body.

Boom!

The sensation was indescribable. For a moment, Lin Xuan thought he might perish right there.

But he didn’t die. The fragments flowed through his meridians and entered his dantian (energy core).

Then they converged to form a new five dragon seal.

No, it wasn’t the same; this had evolved into a brand-new treasure with a completely different design. While its appearance was still similar to an jade stream, the five golden dragons that used to be there were gone, replaced by countless true spirit shadows on its surface.

Peacock, Tiaowu, White Tiger…

Some Lin Xuan recognized, others he didn’t. There were nearly a hundred of them in total.

Hundred Spirit Seal!

Indeed, it had evolved into a living being from the true spirits, fittingly named Hundred Spirit Seal.

...

With his treasure recovered, Lin Xuan naturally showed signs of joy on his face.

However, he still remembered that finding Yue'er was his top priority. But just then, Lin Xuan found himself unable to move.

Indeed, he couldn’t move; it felt as if a powerful restriction had bound him.

How did this happen?

This unexpected turn left Lin Xuan in shock, but with his composure, he didn’t panic. Panicking wouldn’t solve the problem.

Lin Xuan quickly used inner vision to find out what was happening. What had happened to him?

The reason wasn’t hard to find; it was due to the Hundred Spirit Seal. A series of colorful light rings emanated from its surface, accompanied by the essence power of true spirits.

Yes, that was the essence power of true spirits.

Lin Xuan had once encountered this before and wouldn’t make a mistake now.

At this moment, the essence power of true spirits was incredibly abundant—about a hundred kinds in total. After some thought, Lin Xuan understood the reason behind it.

Of course, these were the true spirits that had just reincarnated.

Although they had been dead for a million years and had become undead creatures, losing their true spirit flames, some essence power of true spirits still remained.

Now that he had found this holy artifact, his efforts over a million years would finally yield perfect results. The lingering desires were gone; the true spirits had reincarnated into the six paths of existence.

Before their rebirth, they poured all their strength into the five dragon seal, transforming it back into its former glory as a holy artifact.

As for why the Hundred Spirit Seal later shattered and reassembled in his dantian, Lin Xuan didn’t know. He only knew that the remaining essence power of true spirits was flowing into him now.

This could be considered an unparalleled divine destiny; even true immortals would envy it to the point of drooling.

After all, although each type of residual essence power from a true spirit wasn’t much, with over a hundred types combined, it amounted to a massive quantity. If he could absorb them all, the benefits would be unimaginable.

However, Lin Xuan was only elated for an instant before his expression turned grim. The situation earlier had been theoretical; absorbing so many essence powers from true spirits was far more complex and challenging than expected.

As the saying went, "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise," but there wasn’t much time to deliberate now. He must face this crisis regardless of his willingness or reluctance.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan found that while he couldn’t move freely, his dantian’s energy could still be utilized.

A determined look appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes as he began guiding the essence power of true spirits, trying to refine and absorb them.

The essence power of true spirits had been something Lin Xuan encountered even when he was at the spirit division stage. The power from the Golden Jade True Toad had benefited him greatly. Logically speaking, as a cultivation practitioner who had already transcended the tribulation realm, refining these essence powers shouldn’t be difficult.

However, there were too many types and quantities of essence power, and it happened so suddenly that Lin Xuan hadn’t prepared for it at all.

Although he had made up his mind, he was still uncertain. Could he really succeed?
第三千五百八十四章 月儿的领域

Lin Xuan was filled with doubts.

Confusion wasn't his fault. Even the strongest person would inevitably have some weaknesses when faced with such a crisis.

The key was how to respond and overcome it. Lin Xuan was undoubtedly an outstanding cultivator. His moment of confusion and weakness lasted only a fleeting instant, quickly replaced by firm resolve.

Knowing that there were tigers in the mountain, he still chose to go forward. At this point, there were no more choices; retreating would only lead to his downfall. It might as well be a last-ditch effort.

With his choice made, Lin Xuan's panic disappeared from his face. He closed his eyes.

Although he couldn't move, the flow of his qi was unobstructed. Lin Xuan took deep breaths and began examining his internal qi.

Compared to its peak state, it was only about seven-tenths full. This was due to drinking the essence milk from a ten-thousand-year-old spirit herb; otherwise, he would have been at his last breath by now.

The Hundred Birds Seal reappeared in the center of the blue Star Sea, shining alongside beautiful light points, creating an incredibly vibrant scene.

Two元婴s sat cross-legged, with true soul inner cores slowly floating above their heads.

Lin Xuan's expression became more serious. All his attention was focused on the true soul inner core. To resolve this crisis, it seemed to be crucial.

Lin Xuan had experienced similar situations before, but now, facing such a vast and diverse source of true souls, he knew how to proceed.

A divine thought was emitted, causing the true soul inner core's rotation to speed up instantly.

In harmony with this, the silhouettes of nine spirit beasts appeared in his dantian. They surrounded the true soul inner core, exuding an air of mystery.

Phoenixes, true dragons, peacocks, and great birds...

Lin Xuan had refined their spiritual blood before; absorbing the corresponding essence forces was much easier now.

Lin Xuan carefully absorbed the true souls' essence.

---

Misfortune often brings good fortune, and vice versa. This time, Lin Xuan faced a significant challenge, while Moon's situation wasn't any better on the other side.

A single mistake could spell disaster. The moon moth was too cunning. It seemed that Moon would be tightly bound by those strange threads soon.

If she truly fell into their trap, though not certain to die, her situation would certainly worsen. Moon wouldn’t sit idly by; a determined look flashed across her face. Despite being restrained in all four limbs, she still had ways to resolve the crisis.

Taking a deep breath, Moon suddenly opened her mouth, and a golden flame burst out from it. About the size of a pigeon's egg, it seemed unremarkable at first glance.

However, an odd法则force spread out, enveloping Moon’s body... no, that wasn’t a rule; it was domain power.

Holy Fiery Phoenix!

Moon had been an Aru in her past life, but her current realm couldn't possibly manifest such domains.

Still, this was usually the case. The Aru King's genius and secret techniques were revered by even true immortals. While realm constraints could be challenging, they weren’t insurmountable.

For instance, using Holy Fiery Phoenix to pay a price might allow her to briefly manifest a domain.

Time was fleeting.

But if used properly, it could help her turn danger into safety. The golden flames enveloped Moon’s delicate body, and the tough threads melted like snow in a fire. Miraculously, even the wound on her shoulder began to heal as if time had reversed itself; the bone needle flew out of the wound, blood flowed back, and the injury seemed never to have existed.

Time Domain!

The power of the Aru King was indeed formidable. Even ordinary domain masters found it difficult to manipulate the time domain. But Moon managed to do so.

Next, she raised her hand, and a flicker of light appeared as a delicate sword materialized from the inner core.

"You will be punished."

Moon raised her hand and slashed forward with the sword.

The action was devoid of any flamboyance, but it unleashed shocking剑气that enveloped the moon moth almost instantly.

The illusory realm vanished, and Moon returned to the small lake.

"Phew!"

The young woman heaved a sigh of relief, her face exhausted. The situation had been perilous; if not for her timely use of Holy Fiery Phoenix and secret techniques to manifest a domain, she would have been a mere sacrificial lamb. Fortunately, everything was over now.

She wondered about the master's condition after such a delay. A look of concern appeared on her face as she extended her divine sense. The top priority was to find that treasure.

Quickly, she found it: a black storage bag lying quietly at the bottom of the lake.

Moon was elated and swam over. With the enemy defeated, she didn’t hesitate; she reached out to pick it up.

Everything went smoothly until the last moment. Suddenly, the storage bag became blurry and transformed into a web that tightly bound Moon.

"Kukuku..."

A silver bell-like laughter echoed as the moon moth appeared beside her: "What an impressive little girl! You managed to manifest a domain; too bad you pushed yourself too hard. This power can only be used once. If not for my替身箓, I would have already perished. Unfortunately, it seems your efforts were in vain. Don’t struggle anymore; this time, you won't escape."

The web tightened, more spider threads appearing until a white cocoon was formed.

As the moon moth said, Moon couldn’t use Holy Fiery Phoenix again, and domains were out of the question. Escape seemed impossible.

---

Moon found herself in another crisis. Lin Xuan’s situation was even more dire. Initially, he wanted to absorb some familiar true soul essences but found it far from easy. Once started, there was no stopping it.

All the true souls rushed into his inner core like finding a release valve.

Lin Xuan was alarmed; such an influx would surely cause his inner core to explode. He would be completely disintegrated.

He tried to stop it, but everything was beyond his control. The powerful true soul essences broke through his attempts and entered the inner core eagerly.

This outcome was unforeseen by Lin Xuan; he felt like crying out of frustration.
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Initially, he could only move his body but not his mind. However, the circulation of his inner alchemy force was unimpeded.

This time, however, he had a major setback. When his alchemy force was utterly scattered, it began to lose control over him as well.

What should he do?

Even with Lin Xuan's exceptionally resilient mind, this crisis made his face look terrible.

The situation was completely out of his hands.

At this moment, there was nothing he could do but watch helplessly as the true spirit essence poured into his inner core.

The feeling was indescribable. Lin Xuan felt like a deflated balloon, with every part of him in pain.

Compared to the past Heart Refinement Path, the current pain seemed insignificant.

Originally, the true spirit essence had been roughly the size of a dragon's eye. In an instant, it grew ten times larger or more.

Different types of true spirit essences couldn't be refined fast enough and mixed together, causing conflicts with each other.

Lin Xuan was in such excruciating pain that he wanted to cry but could do nothing about it.

If not for the clarity in his mind, the terrifying agony almost made him want to self-destruct his soul core to seek relief.

Of course, this thought flashed by and Lin Xuan would never make such a futile move.

But now, how to resolve this crisis was beyond his reach.

Not that he wasn't trying; he couldn’t even move or control his alchemy force. What could he do?

A skilled cook can't make a meal with no ingredients. At this moment, all Lin Xuan could do was leave it to fate.

How long had he not experienced such helplessness? The physical pain was one thing, but the frustration and despair in his heart left him at a loss.

What should he do?

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless hardships. But this situation was undoubtedly the most dangerous.

All he could do now was not give up. Efforts seemed like a luxury.

Meanwhile, the true spirit essence continued to pour into his inner core with no end in sight.

Once this process began, it couldn't be stopped.

Fortunately, the dantian was the source of the qi sea and akin to a momentary space, offering vast room for容纳 so much external force. Otherwise, there wouldn’t have been enough space.

But now, the inner core faced a major setback.

The true spirit essences poured in regardless of whether they could bear it or not.

Lin Xuan's forehead was covered with large beads of sweat; his situation was truly helpless.

As time passed, the true spirit essence finally couldn't withstand the pressure.

Sizzle…

Cracks appeared on its surface.

This was just the beginning. Over time, more and more cracks formed like a spider web, covering the inner core.

Then, the true spirit essence shattered.

If it were any other time, Lin Xuan would have been furious, but now he let out a sigh of relief.

The demon core's destruction would significantly weaken his power, but at least he managed to save his life.

Just now, what he feared most was that the true spirit essence couldn't be replenished and exploded after absorbing too much. That would have been the end for him.

Fortunately, this didn’t happen, so there was no need to dwell on it.

Lin Xuan remained optimistic.

But then, his eyes widened in shock.

Because things weren't over yet.

The demon core had shattered, but now that it did, the true spirit essence lacked a place to vent. It began to collide wildly within the dantian.

The two soul cores were hit first.

Lin Xuan almost cried.

A shattered demon core meant his power would drop significantly, which was nothing to worry about.

But if both soul cores faced issues, he would face disintegration here and now.

After all his efforts, had this finally led him to a fatal end?

Before the thought could fully form, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Without any warning, a spatial rift appeared where the demon core shattered.

Correctly, it was a spatial rift appearing in the qi sea.

Wasn't that absurd?

But right before his eyes, this bizarre scene truly happened.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened.

The surrounding void had collapsed and transformed into a vortex… or rather, a black hole would be more fitting.

With a diameter of just a foot, it emitted infinite suction force.

The demon core fragments were the first to be absorbed. Then came the true spirit essence—these were extremely precious, but their reckless movement could have destroyed Lin Xuan's life. Now they too were sucked in.

However, he still couldn't move. But at least the crisis was temporarily resolved.

He had saved his life, but whether this would end here remained unclear. He could only wait anxiously.

Time slowly passed; after about a cup of tea’s worth of time.

Lin Xuan suddenly felt something different from before, though he couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it was.

Despite still being unable to move, Lin Xuan sensed that his strength hadn't diminished but seemed to have increased on top of the original level—significantly so.

But how could this be?

The true spirit essence had already shattered. Logically and emotionally, his power should have been greatly reduced, not increased. This was too strange.

Before he could fully process it, a burst of spiritual light emerged from the vortex.

After a moment, the light dimmed, revealing a round pearl about the size of a dragon's eye.

It rotated slowly, breathtakingly beautiful.

Was this… the true spirit essence?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he showed disbelief on his face.

This core had shattered just now; how could it have recovered?

Apart from astonishment, there was also immense joy. Regardless, regaining such a core would be beneficial to him.

Wait, this true spirit essence seemed different from before.

Although still unable to move, Lin Xuan regained control over his alchemy force and immediately used Inner Vision to examine the inner core more closely.

Sure enough, he noticed several differences.

Firstly, it was smoother and more glossy. More importantly, every time it rotated, nine true spirit shadows appeared around it, as if in a ritual of worship.

Each rotation revealed different spirits; Lin Xuan roughly counted over one hundred types.

Could this mean that the true spirit essence from just now had been completely absorbed by this bizarre incident?

Apart from shock, even greater joy awaited Lin Xuan.
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The saying goes that those who survive great calamities are destined for good fortune. This phrase perfectly described Lin Xuan's current situation.

This treasure hunt had been dangerous, but the bizarre turn of events far exceeded his expectations. Just moments ago, Lin Xuan almost thought he was going to perish. His true spirit core and inner essence had shattered as well. Yet, inexplicably, he managed to escape danger. The true spirit core returned, even better than before, with a source of true spirit seemingly integrated into it.

But how could this be? Faced with such sudden good fortune, Lin Xuan was bewildered. He decided to use Inner Vision to investigate the situation thoroughly.

With his full consciousness entering his dantian, he enveloped the true spirit core. Normally, there would be no issues, but upon contact, it inexplicably repelled him.

How could this happen? The true spirit core was his own; how could it reject his essence? This defied common sense in the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan was shocked. However, he quickly lost interest in pondering this issue as the true spirit core suddenly glowed, emitting vibrant spiritual light that reflected its rapid advancement to a higher stage.

Indeed, the true spirit core began to evolve; it had been at the initial stage of tribulation passage but now surged past its bottleneck to reach the middle stage within just a short time. Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted—essentially, he had gained an unexpected advantage.

He surmised that this might be due to the true spirit essence he had absorbed earlier. However, little did he know, this was only the beginning. The core's rotation intensified, its power rising at an almost unbelievable rate. After another cup of tea’s time, it approached the top tier of middle stage tribulation passage.

Compared to his main spirit core, they were on par, meaning that a few more steps would break through the bottleneck and enter late-stage tribulation passage. Lin Xuan's face first showed excitement but then turned grim as he realized how difficult it was to become a late-stage tribulation cultivator.

Looking across the three realms, such top-tier existences were rare. Each had faced countless hardships. Even if his current situation was special and exceptionally lucky, advancing so easily would still be challenging. To pass through late-stage tribulation required enduring heavenly trials, which Lin Xuan knew well.

However, this trial could not be anticipated with common sense; using past experiences to handle it would surely result in failure. He did not want to die. Originally, he had planned that even if he ever reached late-stage tribulation, he wouldn't attempt it lightly. Adequate preparation was necessary before choosing a spiritual land to challenge the bottleneck.

Unfortunately, no matter how well-intentioned his plans were, things in the cultivation world often deviated from expectations. Unexpected events were common; Lin Xuan had not anticipated this turn of events at all.

The true spirit core’s power continued to surge. At this rate, breaking through the bottleneck was certain. But would he survive the heavenly trial? Lin Xuan was uncertain. Although his strength far exceeded that of his peers, it might be useless now since heavenly trials intensified with greater resistance.

His heart began to race, but fear was futile. No matter how many challenges lay ahead, he had no choice but to face them head-on. However, before this thought could fully form, Lin Xuan suddenly remembered something and nearly choked on his spit.

Damn it! He had been so focused on the suddenness of the heavenly trial that he forgot his body was still immobile, unable to cast spells or summon treasures. In such a state, even facing a minor enemy would be impossible.

Was this heaven's way of tormenting him? How could one pass through tribulation if they couldn't move?

Lin Xuan, though strong-willed, felt like crying at his misfortune. Who was so unlucky as to face such adversity?

Despite the frustration and disappointment, Lin Xuan knew he had to act. Instead of lingering in indecision, he must try everything possible for a favorable turn.

With all his might, Lin Xuan began to move. He couldn't afford to lose.

Biting his teeth, Lin Xuan tried desperately. To his surprise, the effort paid off. Initially difficult, over time, he regained control. His fingers and arms moved freely again.

"Phew!"

He exhaled in relief. Confidence grew as well. The power of the heavenly trial was formidable, but with movement, there was hope. Lin Xuan believed he could turn danger into safety.

Moon hadn't been found; how could he die here?

Looking up at the sky, he noticed that spiritual energy began to gather around him, forming countless light points. Though varying in size, they were all extremely pure. A bitter smile played on his face.

Tribulation passage wasn’t about having more concentrated spiritual energy; as the saying went, excess was counterproductive. To make it easier, one should seek a good spiritual land, but overly dense energy could backfire.

Here was the true spirit holy land, where spiritual energy was unparalleled in the three realms. Due to its excessive density, the heavenly trial’s power increased correspondingly.

Lin Xuan sighed but no longer showed any signs of disappointment. He faced challenges as they came; worrying wouldn't change anything. Instead, he focused on what needed to be done. Using Inner Vision, he quickly checked his dantian.

The true spirit core's power continued to rise, soon breaking through the bottleneck. In about a cup of tea’s time, the heavenly trial would descend. Lin Xuan knew this was urgent; little could be done in that time, but he wouldn’t waste it. If properly utilized, some preparations might ease his passage.

Even if the help was minimal, it was better than nothing. Heavenly trials were difficult to pass, so any increase in chances was worth pursuing. With renewed determination, Lin Xuan’s eyes hardened.
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Lin Xuan pondered for a moment, then his wide sleeves fluttered to his waist. A few jade bottles of varying sizes flew out from his belt.

Inside these bottles were rare and precious medicinal pills and treasures, ones Lin Xuan usually wouldn't dare consume even in normal times. But now was not the time to be stingy.

After the recent changes, he wasn’t at full strength; his magical power had only reached seventy percent of its peak.

Thus, Lin Xuan swallowed various spirit pills without hesitation, even if it meant some wastage. After all, every bit of recovered magical power increased his chances of surviving this ordeal.

With his keen judgment, the importance was clear to him. He didn't need to elaborate on this process; quickly, he gulped down the contents of several jade bottles.

He took a deep breath and felt his magical power recover significantly, though it still wasn’t enough for absolute safety.

Above him, the celestial phenomena became more prominent. This place being a true spirit sanctuary, the aura was already dense. Now, most of the area's qi had converged here.

Clouds appeared above Lin Xuan, some extending far into the distance, others with diameters as large as an acre, colorful and strikingly beautiful.

Beautiful indeed!

But Lin Xuan’s expression was grim. Behind this beauty lay the power of heavenly retribution and thunderous force.

Whether he could safely endure it remained uncertain.

He didn’t dare delay; his wide sleeves fluttered again, releasing several sets of array flags. Each one shimmered with magical energy, clearly not ordinary items.

Lin Xuan’s eyes were sharp—he had meticulously collected these array flags over the years. Each possessed unique power, and he now deployed them all around him.

With swift hand movements, incantations shot from his fingertips as he skillfully arranged every flag at his sides. Some sank into the ground, others merged with the void.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as numerous stone pillars emerged from the earth, numbering over a hundred.

They spread out in a star-like pattern around Lin Xuan.

Satisfied, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, and a colorful light appeared.

Afterward, it condensed into various weapons—swords, spears, and more. Each sparkled with magical energy, clearly valuable items obtained from his previous adventures.

Indeed, Lin Xuan possessed many more treasures than those visible here, each carefully selected for their potency.

Several were even comparable to divine artifacts, emitting dazzling light as they activated, subtly agitating the surrounding primordial qi.

They formed streaks of lightning and swirls of luminous energy, dancing around Lin Xuan.

His preparations concluded. If time had been ample, he could have done more. But with limited time, this was all he could manage.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed as the heavenly retribution clouds fully formed above him, resembling a funnel vortex. The surrounding qi rushed in like moths to flame.

Then, a massive fireball emerged from the vortex, ten zhang (about 30 feet) wide, hurtling towards Lin Xuan with tremendous force.

The impact was astonishing.

But Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm. This was merely the prelude of heavenly retribution or a probing attack—nothing to be alarmed about.

He took a deep breath and raised his right hand. A sword energy shot out from his fingertips, expanding into dozens of zhang as it collided with the fireball.

There was no suspense; a loud boom echoed as the sword energy and fireball almost annihilated each other.

This result surprised Lin Xuan slightly. Although this attack was merely probing, it seemed too easy.

Could it be…

Before he could finish his thought, an unbelievable scene unfolded. Red light flared above him as the giant fireball was sliced into pieces by a single sword strike.

Now, the scattered sparks transformed into demonic insects, each no more than an inch long and shaped like mantises, swarming towards Lin Xuan.

"This…"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he didn’t have time to think. He raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

Instantly, spatial ripples surged as magical energy gathered from all directions. Silver threads appeared in his vision, weaving together into a net that blocked the swarm of mantises.

At Lin Xuan's level, familiarity with the Five Elements spells was almost instinctual. The process was smooth without any fuss.

However, things weren’t over; not only were there an overwhelming number of mantises, but each one possessed spirit essence.

They raised their forelimbs and slashed downwards. As they moved, crescent-shaped light blades appeared.

Individually, these light blades were unremarkable, similar in size to a hair strand. But in quantity, they were astonishing.

Lin Xuan’s net was quickly torn apart by the mantises, which continued to swarm forward.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. The first probing attack alone was this difficult; this heavenly retribution truly was extraordinary.

Though he wasn’t entirely fearless, fear had its uses.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and summoned a tower-shaped artifact.

The tower door opened, releasing countless blood fire ants.

Using poison to counter poison.

The blood fire ants didn’t know fear as they rushed towards the mantises. Their numbers were overwhelming, quickly engulfing them.

Relieved, Lin Xuan exhaled. He had faced many heavenly repressions but never one so challenging from the start.

He slowly raised his head; above him, the funnel-shaped vortex seemed even deeper.

The surrounding qi continued to converge here. Suddenly, a thunderous sound echoed, followed by a massive surge of magical pressure descending from the heavens.

Despite Lin Xuan’s formidable strength, he felt a shiver down his spine under this pressure.

The real test was about to begin; determination etched on his face, he would not fall here.
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第三千五百八十八章 玄武真灵阵

Lin Xuan's expression was resolute, but confidence alone wouldn't get him through the current crisis.

In the cultivation world, facing hardships and obstacles, confidence is certainly important. However, compared to that, strength is paramount.

Lin Xuan knew this well.

Thus, he didn’t act rashly but instead slowly regulated his breathing, conserving as much of his strength as possible.

Boom!

A thunderous sound entered his ears.

The劫云 above him began to churn, spewing out numerous colorful light balls from the funnel-shaped vortex.

Each light ball was dazzling, with a diameter of over ten zhang. The colors were vibrant and eye-catching—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—all shimmering in the void with sharp luster.

Lin Xuan's heart began to race as an ominous feeling surfaced. He wasn't exaggerating; just one fireball had already left him floundering.

The situation now was much more complex, naturally making it even harder to handle.

Before he could fully process this thought, those colorful light balls were hurtling towards him.

Each one carried immense power and different elemental attributes.

Facing such attacks, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. He summoned the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The sword's blade rained down with the supreme might of his命魂宝物, countering the sharp attacks.

In an instant, thunderous explosions resounded.

Those light balls were no trifles; they occasionally displayed peculiar changes, making it clear that only Lin Xuan’s命魂宝物 could handle this wave of attacks. For a fellow cultivator at the same stage, such an assault would have been overwhelming.

Lin Xuan managed to withstand the attack without much difficulty. After all, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was formidable, easing his pressure significantly through mutual balance.

This wave of attacks lasted about a cup of tea's time before finally subsiding.

Relieved, Lin Xuan exhaled but didn’t have time to catch his breath as new dangers appeared in his sight.

Sizzle…

A sound akin to something breaking entered his ears. From the vortex above, more strange objects emerged.

No, they weren't strange; they were streaks of light霞, floating above him.

The air was thick with 灵气, and a palpable force of法则 seemed to emanate from them.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although he didn’t know the origin of these light霞, their presence felt far more terrifying than the colorful light balls just now.

Woo…

An ancient and melancholic voice echoed.

Then, the light霞 dispersed, revealing intricate and archaic符文 that entered his vision.

Lin Xuan was well-traveled, but none of these symbols were familiar to him.

Even more bizarrely, these symbols were enormous, like towering houses.

Lin Xuan felt a hint of unease as the light霞 suddenly began to distort and change.

Birds, beasts, insects, and fish materialized into various creatures.

They looked lifelike but weren't menacing. However, the spiritual pressure they emitted was formidable. They all lunged towards Lin Xuan.

Midway through their flight, they spat out various wind blades and light waves.

In terms of power, these were far more terrifying than the colorful light balls just now.

Lin Xuan had nowhere to hide; facing a heavenly tribulation, he could only endure it.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan’s face showed no signs of panic. He raised his right hand and cast a spell.

His movements were casual yet skilled. As soon as his hand fell, an incredible scene unfolded.

Woo…

Like the sound of a horn, a series of splendid spiritual lights began to flicker beneath his feet.

These were the阵旗 he had set up earlier. At this moment, several arrays started operating simultaneously.

The treasures floating beside him suddenly flew, targeting the stone columns that emerged from the ground.

Each treasure entered a stone column.

Then, thunderous sounds filled the air.

Beneath Lin Xuan's feet, a massive turtle shell appeared with intricate patterns covering its surface—this was Xuánwǔ (Black Tortoise).

Of course, it wasn't the true spirit of Xuánwǔ; only its appearance matched to an extreme degree.

Several sets of array flags combined into the True Spirit of Xuánwǔ Array. As the name suggested, this formation was renowned for its formidable defensive capabilities.

Lin Xuan stood atop the turtle's back. After merging with the stone columns, these treasures transformed into armored stone figures.

Their size and appearance were similar to real humans, emitting powerful auras. They held long swords and spears, slicing through the void as they advanced towards the birds, beasts, insects, and fish.

---

On the other side, in front of the Moon Illusion Moth, a giant cocoon appeared.

"Phew, finally sealed her up. That girl is really hard to deal with."

A human-like expression of relief flashed across the Moon Illusion Moth's face.

With its strength, it had thought that ambushing a first-stage tribulation cultivator would be easy, but reality proved otherwise. The actual battle was much more difficult than anticipated, and several times, the girl almost escaped.

Fortunately, it emerged victorious. With this girl in hand, Lin Xuan wouldn't dare to refuse when asked for the Jade Net Bee.

Once possessing this item, its advancement to a late-stage tribulation would be certain.

At late-stage tribulation, one could break free from the constraints of lifespan and even shed their beast form, transforming into human shape.

With that thought, it narrowed its eyes with an expression of eager anticipation and joy.

However, at this moment, thunderous sounds continued to reverberate. The scale and power of these sounds were shocking, causing the Moon Illusion Moth to hastily release its divine sense.

This detection revealed a startling sight.

Impossible, such a display and scale could only indicate that Lin Xuan was undergoing late-stage tribulation here. Was he crazy or had a problem, choosing this place for his tribulation?

The Moon Illusion Moth found it hard to believe.

It wasn't entirely unaware; the battle with Yue'er took place in an illusionary space, and the lake water's uniqueness prevented it from noticing anything amiss until now when the heavenly tribulation descended.

There was no time to ponder why. The Moon Illusion Moth didn’t want to be caught in this mess and quickly retreated into the illusionary space.

---

Back with Lin Xuan, he did not blindly attack for the second wave of heavenly tribulation but instead tried to leverage the power of the arrays.

The True Spirit of Xuánwǔ Array was formidable both defensively and offensively.

Of course, setting up such an array was extremely costly, requiring several precious array flags and over a hundred high-quality treasures. Only major sects with deep foundations could use it as a protective barrier.

For a single cultivator to set up this array against heavenly tribulation would make even a free-floating immortal or demon king wince.

But Lin Xuan didn’t care at the moment, and indeed, the True Spirit of Xuánwǔ Array proved effective. The second wave of heavenly tribulation was fierce but was halted by this array.

Postscript: Fellow Daoists who have read this, please give a thumbs up if you enjoyed it! Thank you!
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Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless, devoid of any hint of amusement.

Theadvance advancement was too sudden this time, leaving Lin Xuan with no prior preparation. It could be said that he was scrambling to keep up.

However, this did not mean that Lin Xuan had no understanding of the difficulties involved in advancing to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

The bottleneck alone was one thing, but the tribulation itself was the most grueling part. Throughout history and across the three realms, countless prodigies had struggled for years before finally reaching this point. Unfortunately, many of them failed to become late-stage Tribulation Transcenders; they were consumed by the tribulations.

While it sounded absurd, ancient texts provided no exaggeration on the matter. Once humans embarked on the path of cultivation, they often faced countless hardships. The grand tribulation at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence was the final of the eighty-one trials. Crossing this hurdle not only brought significant strength gains but also allowed one to break free from the constraints of lifespan, achieving a life as long as heaven and earth.

The world had its own laws; immortality was something that all living beings yearned for. Yet, how many truly achieved it?

The terror of the tribulation was beyond description. Despite temporarily resolving the danger, such an achievement did not warrant celebration. More trials lay ahead before he could truly laugh in triumph.

With a loud rumble, myriad tribulation bolts descended from the void. These bolts were all greenish-blue, emitting threads of wind-elemental energy from their surfaces. They moved incredibly fast, encompassing all one hundred stone figures within an instant.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he waved his hands frantically. However, before his spells could be unleashed, the stone figures had already been bathed in the lightning. Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, his expression turning incredulous when he realized that his mental link with these stone figures was severed.

How was this possible?

Lin Xuan had faced countless tribulations, but such a bizarre scene had never occurred before. The stone figures hadn't been destroyed; why would their connection be cut off? This tribulation seemed almost sentient, bordering on intelligent.

An intelligent tribulation—such a concept wasn't mentioned in any ancient texts. Was he truly so unlucky?

However, dwelling on his frustration was useless now. These stone figures were no longer just out of control. Under the greenish-blue tribulations, they didn’t disintegrate; instead, their aura surged dramatically. They then turned their heads simultaneously.

A fierce aura emanated from them as they raised their long swords and large axes.

Sizzle…

The sound of tearing fabric filled his ears, followed by a series of sharp, piercing bolts of green light that shot towards Lin Xuan in dense clusters.

Using the enemy’s weapon against him. These stone figures, originally an aid to Lin Xuan, were now inexplicably controlled by the tribulation and turned on him.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression soured. His spirit sank as he sighed and stomped his foot. The mana in his body surged visibly into a tortoise carved from the void.

Roar!

The mud-formed tortoise, despite its appearance, emitted a dazzling glow, seemingly coming to life. It carried Lin Xuan upward into the void.

Opening its mouth, it spat out a wave of light. This light was blinding and spread for several feet before dispersing into a pattern resembling Taiji and Bagua. It extended outward like a massive shield, protecting Lin Xuan within.

The Taiji light burst forth, exuding an enigmatic aura. In the next moment, the green bolts tore through the void, striking its surface with great force.

Though powerful, it was as if they had hit a stone wall, causing no ripples.

However, the tribulation’s attack wasn’t so simple. Seeing that ordinary attacks were ineffective, the stone figures suddenly lunged forward viciously.

They converged to form an enormous monster, still composed of stone but now at least ten times larger, towering over a hundred feet high. Its appearance was terrifying.

Even more astonishingly, it had nine heads and eighteen arms in the back. Each arm held a shimmering treasure that struck down towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan gaped in astonishment; this was eerily similar to his Nine Heavens Divine Net.

Was there some connection between them?

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan didn’t have time to ponder further. Although only one stone figure had grown larger, its combat power far exceeded the sum of its parts.

Especially now, each weapon it wielded was abnormally heavy. The force was immense; as they approached, they slammed down on the Taiji pattern with great ferocity.

Sizzle…

The sound made his teeth ache as the Taiji light flickered but soon reached its limit, shattering into nothingness.

The opponent, clearly not one to give up an advantage, continued to press forward. The enormous treasures were sent crashing towards Lin Xuan’s head.

Reacting swiftly, Lin Xuan leaped aside.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the giant tortoise couldn’t dodge and was smashed to pieces.

Simultaneously, "puff puff puff" sounds filled the air as several array flags flew out from the void. Unlike before, these flags now emitted no light but were dimmed to a near-extinction point. The Xuanwu True Spirit Formation had been completely broken.

Lin Xuan’s peril didn’t end there. After smashing the tortoise, the stone figure lunged at him again.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh and frown. This tribulation was truly interesting; did it really want to use his own spells to defeat him?

How often did such a thing happen in this world?

Before he could fully contemplate this, another rumble filled the air.

From the funnel-shaped vortex, countless red bolts descended. Unlike before, these bolts were all crimson.

Midway through their descent, they transformed into numerous crimson serpents. These creatures lunged after the stone figures and towards Lin Xuan.

"Hisss..."

Lin Xuan sucked in a cold breath. He couldn’t afford any complacency with such an attack. Raising his right hand, he rapidly changed his spells. As he moved, golden light erupted from behind him, brighter than the sun.

The Lesser Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form emerged.
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That was a towering figure, over ten zhang tall.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, each arm posed in a different shape. The expressions on the nine heads were also varied.

However, one thing was certain: this Dharmic manifestation was incredibly powerful, far exceeding the expectations of ordinary cultivators.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger upward. As he did so, the golden-bodied Dharmic manifestation emitted intense light. Its eighteen arms swung nonstop, and each palm held a precious item.

Swords, spears, halberds—every weapon under the sky was included.

A heavenly treasure!

If there were other cultivators present in this place, they would surely widen their eyes at this scene. Heavenly treasures for old monsters of the Tribulation Transcending level were not rare but also not easily obtainable. Having a few pieces might be fine, but having dozens was truly shocking. Entrusting such items to the Dharmic manifestation made it even more extravagant.

However, as with everything, there is a downside. This approach, while seemingly wasteful, could maximize the Dharmic manifestation's strength.

Roar!

The roar echoed in his ears. The Dharmic manifestation raised its nine heads high, emitting golden light. Its body grew by more than double in size and height. From its mouth, it shot out beams of light that tore through the void. It fiercely lunged at the stone figure.

Rumble!

A thunderous sound reverberated as the two colossal figures collided. Roars filled the air. Various spiritual lights shone brightly as arms swung wildly. Despite the stone fragments flying everywhere, the Dharmic manifestation was clearly superior in strength. After just a few rounds of combat, it gained the upper hand.

But soon, the eighty-one fiery dragons joined the battle.

As they say, two fists can't match four hands. These dragons were transformations of fire属性 lightning, their power formidable indeed. Although the Nine Heavens Divine Net was brave, facing a double attack left it somewhat outmatched.

Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore this. With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Palaces Swift Sword Fish emerged.

Clear sounds echoed as they circled Lin Xuan in flight.

In such moments, using the Secret Art of the Hundred Dragons Fang was most suitable.

But at that moment, more lightning strikes descended from the sky.

Thunderbolts pierced the heavens, turning the originally dim sky into a golden and splendid one. This batch of lightning was golden.

Was this the fifth element—metal?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he paused his actions unconsciously. Golden lightning represented killing intent; this wave wouldn’t be easy to handle.

But he didn't retreat; there was no room for it. He had little time to think, and the golden lightning transformed into electric snakes mid-air, becoming long swords, axes, and other eighteen weapons.

Each one shone with golden light, though they were gathered from lightning power, seeming solid and incredibly powerful. With their forceful winds, they slashed at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he didn’t care about the Dharmic manifestation's disadvantageous position. He pointed his finger forward.

As he did so, clear sounds echoed in his ears. The Nine Palaces Swift Sword Fish emitted silver light, multiplying into three and then nine, filling half of the sky.

They met the golden lightning transformations head-on.

Boom!

Explosive sounds filled the air as celestial swords chased precious items in the void. Despite their formidable power, the Nine Palaces Swift Swords soon gained the upper hand.

But things weren’t over yet. More golden lightning emerged from the vortex.

Unable to handle one opponent alone, was the other relying on sheer numbers?

Although there were many Nine Palaces Swift Swords, they had limits. The current lightning could easily transform into thousands of precious items.

If this continued, even with their divine might, the Nine Palaces Swift Swords would be overwhelmed.

No, he couldn’t let himself get exhausted. He needed to turn the tide from passive to active.

But it was easier said than done. While dealing with the golden lightning, new lightning strikes fell on his head.

Vibrant blue, representing water power.

Mid-flight, these lightning bolts merged into a vast sea of waves.

"An illusion?"

Lin Xuan felt momentarily disoriented but quickly regained his senses. The sea before him was no illusion; it was a manifestation of the heavenly tribulation. It blended with the sky, creating a breathtaking scene. However, beneath the surface lay terrifying power.

Rumble!

The sound of waves reached his ears as crashing waves approached. At the top of these waves stood a row of terrifying monsters.

Over a zhang tall, their heads resembled dragons, bodies like horses, and tails like cows. Their backs were adorned with multicolored fur patterns, but they were predominantly blue.

Water Qilin!

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. The Qilin was both a true spirit and a auspicious beast, divided into water and fire types. While the latter was common, people usually referred to the Qilin as the fiery type.

However, this didn’t mean that the water Qilin was weak. In fact, among true spirits, the water Qilin was one of the few powerful ones, though they were elusive.

Fortunately, these water Qilins weren't true spirits but illusions imbued with lightning power, making their abilities formidable as well.

They began to sing, and suddenly, the already tumultuous sea surged even more. The waves crashed fiercely towards Lin Xuan.

If swallowed by this water, there would be no good outcome.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts raced. He didn’t dare delay. Reaching into his waistband, he activated the Vermilion Bird Ring.

The situation was critical. Without time to infuse his法宝with Su Ru's power, he simply opened his mouth and spat out a drop of blood.

"Bang," echoed in his ears as the blood exploded into a cloud that quickly entered the Vermilion Bird Ring.

Clear sounds filled the air as a slender-winged spirit bird flew out. With one flap of its wings, it unleashed an endless sea of purple-red flames.

Flames from the Red Lotus, legendary for burning everything to ashes.

In just a few breaths, half the sky turned purple-red. The scale was comparable to the other side's vast ocean.

The flames clashed with the waves, while the Vermilion Bird’s essence faced the water Qilin's attack. For a moment, neither gained an advantage, but Lin Xuan faced immense pressure.

As they say, one cannot focus on everything at once. While he had managed to block the water attribute heavenly tribulation, the Nine Palaces Swift Swords were struggling against increasing amounts of golden lightning.

Worse yet, the Nine Heavens Divine Net's situation was dire.
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They say that a hero can't stand up to too many people. Lin Xuan's Golden Body Dharmic Form originally had formidable power, complemented by over ten divine treasures. Not only could it handle ordinary heavenly tribulations, but even facing a late-stage heavenly tribulation cultivator would not be at a disadvantage.

The stone man was initially unable to defeat it, yet the Nine-Nine Eighty-One Fire Dragons' abilities were truly extraordinary. Together, they made the Lesser Heaven Dharmic Form seem somewhat inadequate.

It's important to remember that the strength of a Dharmic Form is closely tied to its creator. In this situation, Lin Xuan was already struggling to keep up with his own survival, so the support he could provide for it was extremely limited.

The Golden Body Dharmic Form moved left and right, but the difficult situation remained unchanged. Its size had significantly shrunk compared to before.

Defeat seemed inevitable without any doubt.

On one side, the Nine Palace Musty Sword was also surrounded by ten times its number of golden treasures, clearly illustrating that a hero can't stand up to too many people.

As for the Vermilion Bird Ring, while water and fire complement each other, there was only one Vermilion Bird essence. However, the heavenly tribulation transformed into hundreds of Water Qilins.

Although they could temporarily balance each other out, their situation would definitely become increasingly difficult over time.

Just then, another wave of heavenly tribulations descended.

Lin Xuan's face turned gloomy; it seemed that misfortunes never came singly. This new wave of heavenly tribulation was extremely dim in color but carried a heavy aura—earth属性的天劫。

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The speed at which this heavenly tribulation fell was too fast. His current situation was already dire, and now he would be even more plunged into a worse state.

But he wouldn't sit idly by.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as his spiritual energy circulated through his meridians. He raised his vigilance to the utmost; it was necessary to strike back after the fact.

Facing such a formidable opponent, dealing with heavenly tribulations required the same level of caution.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed in his ears. The heavenly tribulation seemed to blur as it gathered at the center before a towering mountain appeared in his vision.

The sky darkened considerably.

Lin Xuan raised his head, his face showing disbelief.

This mountain was extraordinarily high.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had seen countless steep mountains, but none could compare to this one.

Was this still a mountain?

It was a hundred million zhang tall. Under its pressure, the air seemed to solidify, and Lin Xuan couldn't move at all.

No, it wasn't just due to the pressure; there were spatial laws involved as well.

Lin Xuan felt helpless.

The previous heavenly tribulations had already left him exhausted, but he hadn't expected this earth属性天劫 to be even more terrifying. Was he really going to perish here?

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt discouraged. But such despair lasted only an instant.

He couldn’t die here.

He still didn't know Mo'er's whereabouts, and the Peacock Heartstring was waiting for him far away. How could he give up because of some difficulties?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as his surging spiritual energy circulated within him. Due to the spatial laws, even moving a single finger was nearly impossible at this moment—or it would require an enormous cost.

But once he made up his mind, what obstacle could not be crossed?

Lin Xuan ignited the primordial fire of origin.

Although doing so meant incurring significant costs later, Lin Xuan didn't have time to consider much now. The immediate priority was to deal with this crisis.

A terrifying aura rose from Lin Xuan's body.

Boom!

The spatial laws were dispelled.

But countless fine wounds appeared on Lin Xuan's body, his blood streaming freely—caused by the chaotic spatial forces.

Fortunately, his physical body was far more resilient than that of ordinary beasts. Another person would have been dismembered long ago.

Lin Xuan ignored these injuries and slowly extended his right hand towards his waist.

As he moved, a golden talisman appeared before him.

It was indeed a spirit talisman—similar to those circulating in the cultivation world, but upon closer inspection, they were different. It was hard to say exactly what it was, but there remained traces of true essence's primordial power on its surface.

Correctly, true essence primordial power; in other words, this paper should be related to a true essence.

It is well known that many spirit talismans in the cultivation world require the fur and bones of beasts, using their spiritual blood as cinnabar. The principle here was similar, but instead of ordinary beasts, it used true essences.

Talismans made from true essences had even more mysterious inscriptions.

Each character contained profound meanings, extremely deep and ancient in nature, filled with the primordial aura of prehistoric times. Together, they possessed astonishing power.

Such treasures were not something a spirit realm cultivator could forge; only legendary immortals would have such abilities and resources.

Celestial Realm Spirit Talismans!

This was Lin Xuan's bottom-of-the-barrel treasure, and it was consumable. He rarely used it unless absolutely necessary, but now he had no choice.

The spirit talisman was immediately summoned. Lin Xuan wasted no time.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward: "Quickly!"

As he moved, the spirit talisman emitted a bright light that spread outwards, quickly forming an acre-sized lake.

Countless head-sized characters then floated from within it.

These characters were obscure and ancient, breaking apart almost simultaneously.

At the same time, a terrifying force of law emerged like a storm, sweeping across the entire sky. An unbelievable scene unfolded.

All things stopped moving; even the heavenly tribulations paused their attacks.

Time Law!

The preciousness of this celestial realm spirit talisman was evident—the power it contained was time energy.

Lin Xuan temporarily escaped danger but only for now.

The Time Law's power was formidable, and so too was its duration. This was a golden opportunity that must be seized.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly. He didn't use the spirit talisman to merely survive; he truly wanted to turn danger into safety and pass through this heavenly tribulation.

He had already decided on his course of action—there was some risk, but fortune lies in perilous endeavors. This principle, Lin Xuan understood from the start.

He did not act rashly instead, sitting cross-legged.

Then, a one-inch-sized primordial infant appeared above his head.

Though its size remained similar to before, it was incredibly dense, indicating that Lin Xuan's main primordial infant cultivation had nearly reached its peak.

The small face of the primordial infant was filled with determination. Its tiny hands moved wildly as incantations emerged from its mouth.

As he acted, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Spiritual characters burst forth on Lin Xuan's body, emitting five-colored spiritual light.

Despite his closed eyes, Lin Xuan's aura began to rise.

Roar!

A roar echoed in the air as the Lesser Heaven Dharmic Form returned. Originally a hundred zhang tall, it quickly shrank to human size and pounced onto Lin Xuan.
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Instantly, golden light surged forth, perfectly merging the two. Lin Xuan's skin turned pure gold, and his aura increased by nearly half.

The heavenly tribulation had not yet been passed, but at this moment, his displayed combat power far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators in the late Tribulation Transcending stage.

Unfortunately, his situation was still fraught with danger.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, sending out wave after wave of incantations from his fingertips.

As he moved, clear sounds filled his ears as Nine Palaces Mustard Sword returned to him. "Break!"

With one finger pointing forward, the eighty-one immortal swords gathered in different directions.

Simplifying complexity into simplicity, only nine swords remained.

Their lengths varied, and their appearances were distinct. The spiritual energy attributes they emitted also differed greatly.

Nine Palaces Mustard Sword, as its name implied, originally represented metal, wood, water, fire, earth, wind, lightning, and illusion techniques.

At this moment, it merely reverted to its most basic form.

With his deep scheming, Lin Xuan certainly would not act aimlessly.

In his dantian, two元婴s floated with serious expressions, while the true spirit core spun wildly.

Multicolored and vibrant, nearly a hundred shadows of true spirits appeared one after another.

Although Lin Xuan had yet to pass through the heavenly tribulation, he had perfectly integrated the essence of nearly a hundred true spirits. As a result, he gained countless benefits, surpassing the effects of refining true spirit blood.

In other words, he had obtained the inheritance of nearly a hundred true spirits.

Unfortunately, though Nine Palaces Mustard Sword was a rare treasure, it could not carry so much at once. Transforming into nine true spirits was already its limit.

This left Lin Xuan to choose.

The shadows of one hundred true spirits flashed by, most vanishing like flowers in the night. But among them were nine that did not fade but became clearer instead.

Phoenix, True Dragon, Peacock, Great Peng, Vermilion Bird, Golden Crow, and White Tiger. The Nine-Headed Bird was also indispensable.

Except for the golden jade true toad which switched to a white tiger, all other true spirits were those Lin Xuan had first obtained and refined.

Choosing this way, it seemed clear that Lin Xuan's strategy was to avoid failure rather than seek success.

After all, though he had received many true spirit inheritances, these few were the most proficient. Using them came naturally to him.

Lin Xuan raised his head, emitting a clear roar toward the heavens as he waved his right hand over the Heavenly Cover.

As Lin Xuan moved, those true spirit shadows vanished from his dantian.

Next moment, they appeared above his head.

Nine powerful auras spread out.

The Nine Palaces Mustard Sword began to respond. Golden light shone forth, and then the nine true spirit shadows rushed toward different styles of immortal swords.

They fused together, transforming into实体like objects.

True Spirit Sword Technique!

Lin Xuan's divine technique was about to be unleashed.

But this was not yet over.

Lingering in his eyes were sharp glances as he uttered obscure ancient incantations. Then with a snap, the true spirits that seemed solid shattered into illusory shadows.

If one had not witnessed it firsthand, they would find it hard to believe what happened next.

Lin Xuan's efforts seemed to have brought him back to square one.

What was his purpose?

The answer soon became clear.

As the light dimmed, a magnificent sight appeared. The fragmented shadows transformed into countless talismans the size of fists.

Each glimmered with profound mystery.

"Fall!"

With a low shout, those divine talismons seemed alive and rushed toward Lin Xuan, enveloping him.

Like a storm, they entered his body's surface unseen.

Then, multicolored glass-like light like flames burst from Lin Xuan’s body.

The flame was dazzling. More astonishingly, it seemed to have spirit-like movement, condensing into armor in moments.

True Spirit Armor!

Lin Xuan’s aura grew significantly. This was natural; the fusion of True Spirit Sword Technique and Nine Heavens Divine Net had brought out his strongest state.

Even the Nine Palaces Mustard Sword was integrated into the armor, another form of person-sword unity.

...

The process seemed complex but took only an instant.

The consumption of time laws was immense.

Above him, the golden lake rapidly shrunk until it vanished. The immortal talismans also dimmed to a point where they self-ignited and turned to ashes.

Liberated from the constraints of time power, thunderous sounds echoed as the Five Elements Tribulation descended like Mount Tai. It seemed that Lin Xuan would be crushed into dust.

This sounded absurd but was not exaggerated at all.

The power of the Five Elements Tribulations was immense. Even a late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivator in another's position would likely face death.

The path to immortality was full of hardships, and sometimes effort did not guarantee safety.

Lin Xuan understood this, yet his expression showed no fear or despair.

Roaring, the stone man approached. It stood over a hundred feet tall, making Lin Xuan seem like an insignificant ant in comparison.

Holding eighteen weapons, it glared coldly at Lin Xuan and struck.

Lin Xuan’s face remained unchanged; he did not dodge but merely raised his right hand, emitting a beam from his palm as thick as his forearm.

It flashed and vanished.

Had one been slower, they might not have noticed its appearance.

But then, a light beam appeared on the stone man's forehead.

Flickering slightly, it transformed into an extremely sharp short spear.

Like an arrow, it pierced the stone man’s forehead.

Boom!

Golden light enveloped the stone man’s head. Cracks appeared like spider webs, rapidly covering the giant’s surface.

Then, the stone man collapsed entirely, turning into ordinary stones that fell to the ground. Lin Xuan's crisis was resolved with a single strike.

The entire process was swift and easy. With one hit, he defeated an opponent.

How effortless it seemed, even to himself, was beyond belief.

This secret technique recorded in the Black Moon Heaven Witch Technique truly was formidable. Fusing Golden Body Incarnation with True Spirit Sword Technique could produce such powerful combat power?

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded or overjoyed, perhaps both.

But danger did not end. Red light surged as hundreds of fire serpents approached.

The heavenly tribulation knew no fear and would not retreat even if the enemy's strength was formidable.
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The fire dragons were in such overwhelming numbers that, before you could blink, they had closed the distance to Lin Xuan.

Instantly, a red glow enveloped Lin Xuan. The flames distorted and blurred the air as if they could melt through the void itself.

Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of pain; it was as if the intense heat was merely a gentle breeze. His expression remained utterly calm as he pointed one finger towards the sky, and with a "puchi" sound, a fireball the size of an egg appeared at his fingertips.

The flames danced in the air, producing a clear ringing sound. A colorful phoenix materialized from the flames, its body entirely red. It grew rapidly upon appearing, transforming into a massive creature over a hundred feet long.

However, it was on par with the fire dragons in terms of numbers, making it seem like an underdog. Yet, it did not fall short inmomentum. With a flick of its feathered wings, numerous fiery arrows shot towards the opposing side.

The sheer number of them completely enveloped all the fire dragons. The opponents were far from sitting idly by; they roared and emitted beams of light.

A clash!

"Puchi, puchi, puchi..."

Following this, dull thuds echoed. Every single fire dragon was pierced through like an arrow by the feathers. The fiery glow on their surfaces dimmed significantly, as if they had suffered severe injuries.

Meanwhile, the beams of light reached the phoenix's side. The phoenix, transformed from the celestial fire, showed no fear and swallowed all the beams whole with a single mouthful. Not only did it not suffer any harm, but its flames burned even more fiercely.

These attacks were actually beneficial to it.

The matter was far from over; the phoenix's size continued to swell before charging towards the severely injured fire dragons like an eagle hunting rabbits.

Despite their overwhelming numbers, the fire dragons offered no resistance and were picked off one by one until they were devoured.

With a spread of its wings, the phoenix flew in front of Lin Xuan, quickly shrinking back into a small flame at his fingertips before vanishing entirely.

Thus, the fire attribute heavenly tribulation was overcome once again with ease.

However, this was far from the end. A piercing sound filled the air as golden light surged forth, and various magical treasures were hurled towards Lin Xuan.

The sheer number of them was astonishing; they nearly blocked half the sky. There was no way to avoid them.

Yet, Lin Xuan showed no sign of fear on his face. He did not even summon any treasure. Instead, he raised his right hand and punched forward.

A powerful force surged out with his movement. The void before him was torn apart almost instantly, forming spatial rifts in front of him.

For him, these were the best barriers.

No matter how sharp or numerous the magical treasures might be, they would pale in comparison to the spatial rifts.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan bellowed.

Before his words could fully leave his mouth, the spatial rifts began moving swiftly. As if controlled by Lin Xuan's treasure.

The movement of these gaps involved not just force but also spatial secrets. The entire process seemed complex, yet it took only an instant.

Sizzle...

In the next moment, golden magical treasures clashed with the spatial rifts, producing a scene that was hard to describe. It was like moths rushing towards flames; the void twisted and blurred before both were destroyed in unison.

The danger had been averted!

Even the metallic tribulation lightning was easily dispelled by Lin Xuan.

Its strongest form was indeed formidable, but it was no exaggeration to say that the process was handled with ease.

However, the heavenly tribulations did not give up. Waves of sound echoed in his ears as he saw the sea before him turn into a vast expanse of water.

The azure waters were so extensive that even Lin Xuan's powerful divine sense could not determine their boundaries. This wave of water attribute heavenly tribulation was truly formidable to deal with.

Among them, the water qilins were the most prominent. They roared and rushed towards Lin Xuan.

Do not underestimate these illusions; they emitted a spiritual pressure comparable to that of a cultivator at the early tribulation stage.

At this moment, there were more than enough of them to overwhelm Lin Xuan. He sprayed blue beams of water from his mouth as he dashed through the interwoven streams towards the opponents.

Just an arm's length away, he saw a human-like expression of shock on their faces. Seizing the opportunity, he charged forward without hesitation.

The water qilins were furious and moved like wind. They flailed their front claws wildly, surrounding Lin Xuan with countless clawed attacks.

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he ignored these sharp attacks. He raised his right hand and formed a sword with his palm, making several empty strikes in front of him.

Puchi...

A dull sound echoed as the fierce light surged forth, revealing several sharp sword lights.

At such close range, the water qilins had no place to hide; some lost their heads, while others were decapitated entirely.

Of course, Lin Xuan was not spared either. The delay allowed those clawed attacks to follow closely and strike him from the sides.

His protective spiritual light was as fragile as paper, and his defenses were breached almost instantly.

The sharp claws rained down like rain, striking Lin Xuan without causing any ripples. His body's armor was truly formidable; such powerful attacks seemed meaningless.

Indeed, the true spirit armor lived up to its name. It was nothing but impressive.

In just a few exchanges, the water qilins were easily eliminated. Lin Xuan's methods were efficient and straightforward, but the danger had not ended yet.

A roar echoed as waves surged forward, revealing more water qilins.

Wretched! With the support of tribulation lightning, these creatures were essentially immortal; even if they were destroyed, they could quickly reform.

Confronting this disheartening scene, Lin Xuan felt no joy. How should he deal with it?

He was starting to feel headache-inducing. This delay caused the blue waters to almost engulf him. The corrosive and devouring effects of these azure waters were non-trivial even for his true spirit armor, which still consumed a significant amount of his mana.

Lin Xuan sighed and raised his right hand. As he did so, a green glow appeared in his palm, forming an ancient-looking spear.

This was a treasure obtained by Lin Xuan during his time in the mortal world, but its quality was impressive. Although not a primordial artifact, it was no weaker than treasures from the Celestial Heavens.
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Down the Sea!

This name was fitting for its use here.

As Lin Xuan moved, a thread of法则之力emerged from the surface of the artifact.

Lin Xuan hesitated not and infused his mana into it. The intricate patterns on the surface seemed to activate as countless ancient runes appeared, different from what he had seen before because they were the script of the妖族.

Inherited from the primordial era, these runes are said to have been created by several powerful妖族 beings at the dawn of creation.

Lin Xuan's face was grave. His mana surged within him as more and more ancient runes emerged with each movement, forming a peculiar and intricate array before his eyes.

Each flicker brought about changes in the rules, making them mysterious beyond measure.

With various rule forces intertwined, Lin Xuan finally unleashed the full 100% power of the Down the Sea Spear.

The sound of waves reached his ears as the蔚蓝色seas approached him, now only a hundred paces away. The next wave seemed ready to engulf him.

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and composed.

He raised the long spear high above his head without hesitation.

Without any second thoughts, he swung it downward.

A crescent-shaped light blade appeared.

However, compared to before, this was clearly different. This massive light blade was composed of countless intricate arrays arranged in a precise pattern.

The rule forces were hidden within these arrays.

Though the blade stretched over a hundred paces, it was but a drop in the vast ocean.

Then, they collided.

Logically speaking, it should have been like a mud cow entering the sea—no matter how much disturbance it caused, it would soon be swallowed up. Indeed, this is what appeared to happen.

The bright light blade plunged into the sea, making the waves more turbulent but not changing anything else.

If another cultivator had witnessed this scene, they might have laughed at Lin Xuan for his蚍蜉撼树—overestimating himself too much.

However, was it really like that?

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as the sea seemed about to engulf him. Suddenly, an incredible sight appeared.

Plop!

Without any warning, the surging waves parted to reveal a ten-paces-wide passage in the center. The water on both sides resembled thick walls, their presence awe-inspiring beyond measure.

The Down the Sea Spear truly was no ordinary weapon.

But Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled as he fully unleashed his天凤神目—his divine vision.

"Got it."

Suddenly, a look of joy spread across Lin Xuan's face. His right hand swung forward, and a crescent-shaped light blade reappeared with a burst of灵光.

Of course, the display was not as spectacular as before, but its power was still formidable.

Sizzle…

The sound of tearing fabric filled his ears. A blue light ball the size of a head appeared in front of him over a hundred paces away. Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be a water sphere.

Auras burst from the surface, and countless lightning bolts like small snakes continuously swirled around it.

A劫雷之珠!

And it was formed by the Water Attribute Heavenly Tribulation. If he could destroy this, the current danger would be resolved.

With that thought, Lin Xuan infused more mana into the artifact, making the crescent-shaped light blade even brighter.

Boom!

A loud sound echoed as the blue water sphere was shattered, and points of starlight emerged, clearly trying to reassemble themselves.

Lin Xuan could not afford to let this happen.

He took a deep breath and spat out a streak of greenish light. It moved so fast that it enveloped all the tribulation lightning essence, then Lin Xuan inhaled, swallowing it whole and belching contentedly.

The taste was good.

Though the process seemed complex, it only took an instant. As the tribulation lightning essence entered his body, the vast ocean vanished without a trace.

He had turned danger into safety, breaking through the Water Attribute Heavenly Tribulation.

While this marked a temporary end to the ordeal, Lin Xuan still faced numerous threats.

...

The five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—interact in complex ways. The first four tribulations he had successfully passed, but the Earth Attribute Heavenly Tribulation loomed over him.

If the ocean was vast, the mountains it created were even more absurd.

Lin Xuan had seen countless majestic mountains and rivers, but a mountain that was hundreds of times larger than any ordinary one would be considered impressive. Compared to this behemoth, Lin Xuan was like a 蚍蜉撼树—a tiny ant trying to move a tree.

It was unimaginable how much power or what kind of treasure could block such a massive mountain falling from the sky.

One force can overcome ten, but Lin Xuan had no choice but to face it head-on.

The inevitable seemed to be his fate as he became serious. Metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—how did the Earth Attribute Heavenly Tribulation become the most dangerous threat?

Without time for further thought, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and an ancient scroll flew out.

A green glow emanated from it as he revealed his primary treasure, the仙剑图.

He slowly unfurled it, revealing nine mountains of varying sizes. All were lush and verdant with vibrant life, their scenery breathtaking.

The positions of these mountains seemed random but formed a subtle array. Endless sword intent spread out, encompassing the heavens and earth.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward.

A divine light burst forth as the nine divine mountains emitted auras, rule forces surging with power, collapsing the void. A true先天灵宝indeed was formidable.

However, this was not the scariest part.

Mysterious heavenly sounds emerged like the sound of a great bell, making even the primordial energy bow down. Light beams shot out from the tops of these mountains in various colors—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and purple.

These light beams swirled slowly, forming colorful light clouds filled with auspiciousness. Each light cloud transformed into several divine swords.

Their shapes varied, their sizes different, but each sword was terrifying, carrying the essence of Dao and flowing with rule forces that made one's heart race.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger again, sending a sound that made the heart tremble as countless sword rays tore through the void, forcefully rushing towards the opponent.

Instantly, shattered rocks flew everywhere. The sharpness of these sword rays was beyond description.

If it were an ordinary mountain, one strike would reduce it to nothing, leveling it completely.

But this mountain was a tribulation manifestation, its size absurdly large. Despite the myriad sword beams intersecting and slicing through, they only managed to damage its surface slightly.

To turn danger into safety, such attacks were far from sufficient.

Of course, they did provide some delay, but that wasn't much help. How could he pass this Earth Attribute Heavenly Tribulation?
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Lin Xuan's face was clouded with a dark hue. This hurdle couldn't be crossed, and all his efforts earlier would have been in vain.

The Five Elements Heavenly Tribulation had been a struggle, yet he managed to pass the first four. With only one step left, how could he fail now?

There must be a way.

Lin Xuan's hands moved ceaselessly as his mind raced with thoughts.

Finally, he no longer hesitated. A determined look flashed in his eyes.

Though this was risky, there were no other options at hand.

Prosperity comes from danger!

At this point, the only choice was to take a desperate gamble. Waffling would be self-defeating.

With Lin Xuan's composure, he knew better than to hesitate.

He took a chance!

His mind made up, Lin Xuan summoned his second avatar. Suddenly, a streak of green light shot out from his sleeve.

The entire process was swift and fluid, like flowing water. The green light dispersed rapidly with his eyes on the second avatar.

This new avatar looked identical in features to the original, save for slightly darker skin.

Second Avatar.

But why had Lin Xuan summoned it now?

If any cultivator were watching, they would be astounded.

Though this sounded outrageous, it was not an exaggeration. The Five Elements Heavenly Tribulation was formidable; to successfully pass through it required all one's strength.

Summoning the avatar would dilute his own power, a cardinal sin in tribulation passage. Lin Xuan’s mistake was laughable.

He couldn’t be unaware of this simple truth.

Knowing he was making a mistake, why summon the avatar?

Lin Xuan didn't seem to lack clarity.

He raised his right hand and swept it over his head. As he did so, an ink-blackyuan embryo emerged.

Immediately after the secondyuan embryo appeared, Lin Xuan used spatial displacement techniques to enter it.

The avatar's eyes opened wide.

A powerful spiritual pressure emanated from its body.

At the initial stage of tribulation passage.

Though not as formidable as his main body, this avatar still displayed considerable strength.

Facing a strong opponent, it could unleash significant combat power. But against such a mighty heavenly tribulation, it seemed inadequate.

Lin Xuan’s actions would make him vulnerable to being picked off one by one. What was his goal?

The answer soon became clear.

With the external avatar summoned, Lin Xuan stopped his actions and had the avatar control the Immortal Sword Diagram.

This wasn’t difficult as they were connected.

But the avatar was only at the initial stage of tribulation passage. Although it could command primordial objects, this burden was heavy for him.

Its power weakened significantly.

Thus, the avatar ignited its source fire to delay the massive mountain’s descent.

Was Lin Xuan trying to buy time with his avatar?

Even if he succeeded, how could he be certain of breaking through the Earth Tribulation?

If any cultivator were watching, they would doubt his actions. But Lin Xuan dared because he had a plan.

On one side, the external avatar struggled to delay the mountain’s descent.

On the other, Lin Xuan wasn’t idle. He flicked his sleeves and spiritual light flashed as several jade bottles flew out.

Lin Xuan uncorked them and swallowed down millennia-old spirit roots and various pills. His hands waved repeatedly while he muttered a complex incantation. A glowing ball about the size of a fist appeared, with a faint light point within, shrouded in mystery.

The Black Moon Sky Witch Temple!

This was also a primordial treasure, with formidable power,蕴含着 space magic.

But Lin Xuan rarely used it. Summoning this treasure now, what did he intend?

Rumble!

Explosive sounds filled his ears as the massive mountain descended inch by inch.

Despite the avatar’s desperate efforts, it could only buy time. At this rate, it wouldn’t last long.

Lin Xuan knew this well.

After summoning the Black Moon Sky Witch Temple, he suddenly pounded his chest hard.

"Spit!"

A mouthful of essence blood spewed from Lin Xuan's mouth, turning into a blood mist absorbed by the treasure.

His face turned pale. This essence blood contained abundant primordial true energy.

The Black Moon Sky Witch Temple’s light intensified, growing to over a hundred times its original size.

An ancient and majestic palace appeared in his sight.

Whirr…

The temple door opened, releasing threads ofpower of the law into the void.

These transformed into arrows scattered throughout the space.

Turning natural laws into tangible objects was rare even in ancient texts. Lin Xuan’s current strength allowed him to do this, but using a primordial object for it felt too strenuous.

Drops of sweat formed on his forehead as he struggled.

But he succeeded.

Snap!

Cracking sounds filled his ears as the arrows distorted and blurred space. Cracks spread out fearfully.

Space rifts!

At their level, such a scene wasn’t uncommon.

Yet these cracks were vast in number and range, nearly obscuring the entire sky. Even True Immortals descending here would likely gasp in awe.

Lin Xuan’s expression was strained but showed relief.

"Break!"

He traced an intricate path through the air with his hands. His right hand pointed forward as if tearing a cloth.

As he moved, the dense space rifts connected like a torn fabric. The void collapsed!

The entire visible space collapsed into one giant space vortex... or rather, a black hole, bottomless and emitting terrifying spatial power.

Whirr…

Ear-piercing sounds echoed as chaotic spatial laws quickly transformed into powerful suction.

Lin Xuan was prepared for this.

Before the black hole fully formed, his external avatar fled back to him.

They merged.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan retracted two primordial treasures. He then flicked his sleeves and another treasure appeared.

It shone with a brilliant light, his strongest defensive item.

The Black Tortoise Dragon Shield!

Lin Xuan cast spell after spell as the shield transformed into a light curtain enveloping him. His sole task now was to...!
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This wasn't just idle chatter. His concerns were not unfounded.

The spatial vortex appeared here, and although Lin Xuan was the instigator, this terrifying technique had now escaped his control.

It was like playing with fire. Using this method, Lin Xuan might survive the formidable heavenly tribulation, but he could also be caught in its destructive force.

Tribulations of the Five Elements were incredibly fearsome; there was no surefire way to overcome them permanently.

Prosperity lies in danger, and one must venture into a tiger's den to catch a tiger. Lin Xuan had undertaken this gamble, trying to determine which would be devoured first: his peak foundation stage peak or the mountain formed by earth tribulation.

In his view, although dangerous, his chances of winning were much greater than those of the heavenly tribulation.

The mountain was so vast that it could withstand immense suction. With defensive先天之物 at his disposal, he should be able to survive as long as his luck held out.

Of course, these were theoretical considerations. The ways of cultivation often defied common sense.

Thus, the risks he took were still considerable.

But what did knowing this matter? Lin Xuan had no better options.

Now that he had made a choice, all that remained was to wait quietly.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan poured his magical energy into the light screen before him.

Despite this, he felt the terrifying suction. Even true immortals could be swallowed whole by these chaotic spatial laws.

This wasn't idle chatter. The power of heaven and earth was inherently awe-inspiring, especially spatial laws which were complex and mysterious.

Among all the laws, only time force might surpass them.

So Lin Xuan's choice truly amounted to playing with fire.

Fortunately, although he faced immense pressure, the unfortunate earth tribulation had it worse.

Woo...

A fierce wind howled as the heavy mountain collapsed, countless rocks dancing in the air before being sucked into the deep black hole.

No matter how terrifying the heavenly tribulation might be, it was powerless against these chaotic laws.

The momentum was unstoppable!

To be fair, Lin Xuan faced an incredibly formidable Five Elements Heavenly Tribulation. The first four were manageable, especially the last one.

Even a scattered immortal or demon king would find it troublesome to deal with.

However, Lin Xuan successfully broke through this tribulation.

Of course, his method involved some risky and clever tactics.

But he had won.

Boldest yet most meticulous described Lin Xuan's performance best.

He had transformed danger into safety!

No... It was still too early to say so. The mountain peak was enormous; though it had collapsed, not all of it had been sucked in. In other words, the heavenly tribulation wasn't over.

He needed to continue supporting himself.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and continued pouring magical energy into the light screen.

Time passed slowly. A mere cup of tea seemed like a millennium of effort.

The hardships were indescribable.

Fortunately, his efforts hadn't been in vain. The earth tribulation mountain had finally been swallowed by the vortex.

And at this moment, the size of the vortex had shrunk significantly.

This was unsurprising. The terrifying vortex had appeared because Lin Xuan had disrupted the spatial laws of this plane, causing chaos. As time passed, these spatial laws would naturally return to normal.

In other words, this terrifying vortex would gradually subside and eventually vanish.

The heavenly tribulation was now over, but Lin Xuan couldn't afford any complacency.

Since the vortex hadn't disappeared, he still had to resist the intense suction.

Though it had weakened compared to before, it remained formidable. If he were careless and sucked in, he would be irreversibly lost.

With his deep-seated resolve, Lin Xuan wouldn't make such a foolish mistake.

...

He continued waiting where he was.

Each passing moment consumed immense magical energy. For any other cultivator of the same level, they would have long collapsed under this strain. Lin Xuan hadn't drunk the ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk again; after all, the recovery from elixirs and medicines wasn't free. He had likely overdrawn his reserves to quickly replenish his magical energy.

Drinking too much of it today wouldn't be wise. Both his main body and avatar still had their primordial flames burning.

If he drank ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk again, even if he survived this crisis, he would fall into an irrecoverable state.

Lin Xuan was not one to indulge in such foolishness. Thankfully, with his current magical energy reserves, he could勉强支撑下去。

He could grit his teeth and endure it.

Though it was painful, Lin Xuan's temperament wouldn't let him care.

The major crisis had passed; this minor tribulation meant nothing.

Soon, he would become a late-stage heavenly tribulation cultivator, breaking free from the constraints of lifespan. How could Lin Xuan not be elated?

This tribulation served as a test for his mind and spirit.

Eh? Speaking of mental fortitude, Lin Xuan suddenly remembered something. Advancing to late-stage heavenly tribulation meant facing heart demons too. They often caused trouble during the most intense moments of the heavenly tribulation. Why hadn't he encountered any heart demons by now?

He pondered this question endlessly but didn't dwell on it much. This was beneficial for him.

Why think about it? Even without going through the refining process, he could still advance smoothly.

As time passed, another cup of tea's worth of time had gone by.

Finally, the suction vanished, and the vortex disappeared. The heavenly tribulation was over, and Lin Xuan was now at late-stage heavenly tribulation.

He looked up; no longer were there lightning bolts raining from the sky. However, the colorful spirit clouds still hovered above.

Lin Xuan's face relaxed as he shot upwards, his body growing to a hundred feet in height with a loud crackling sound as his bones stretched.

In just a few breaths, he had grown a hundred times larger.

Transforming into a giant one hundred feet tall.

Then Lin Xuan opened his mouth and sucked in the spirit clouds like a whale drinking water, swallowing them whole.

The taste was good; Lin Xuan satisfied himself with a belch before moving on to another cloud.

These tribulation clouds contained extremely pure spiritual energy. Swallowing them had an effect similar to spirit washing. Lin Xuan had read about this in ancient texts and found it straightforward to implement now. (To be continued)
第三千五百九十七章 晋级渡劫后期（下）

The entire process, though complex to describe, did not take much effort. Soon, Lin Xuan swallowed a large patch of spirit cloud, and the sky cleared up.

The sky was a clear blue with no clouds in sight, except for some thinning qi. It seemed almost identical to how it had been before he faced his tribulation.

Lin Xuan's expression was calm.

After all his efforts, he hadn't wasted them. Now, he had transcended the constraints of life span and successfully advanced to a later stage of tribulation. The only downside was that this time, the demon core had advanced first while the main essence infant lagged behind slightly.

But it didn’t matter.

The delay was temporary. With the demon core leading the way, advancing the main essence infant would be much easier.

Now that he faced a bottleneck, there wouldn't be any heavenly tribulation to descend. Regardless of how things unfolded, this could still be considered fortunate. He had managed to advance successfully, and even with his composure, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel a mix of relief and joy.

A thousand years ago, when he first embarked on the path of cultivation, he hadn't imagined reaching such an achievement one day.

Looking around the Three Realms, how many people had advanced to this late stage of tribulation?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, calming his excitement.

He didn’t hesitate much longer.

Although he had successfully advanced, the risks were significant. Normally, it would require at least half a year to stabilize his realm and meditate. Most cultivators who reached this late stage of tribulation would immediately retreat into seclusion for several hundred years.

After all, they no longer had the constraints of life span, so stabilizing their realm was crucial.

While Lin Xuan wanted to do just that now, the current conditions didn’t allow it. Mo’s whereabouts were unknown; finding his beloved wife was the top priority. Even though stabilizing his realm would benefit him, how could he compare it to Mo?

How could she have disappeared so suddenly from the lake where he had merely gone to retrieve a treasure? Lin Xuan couldn't figure out why.

Mo's abilities weren’t ordinary. Even if she faced strong enemies, she shouldn’t be defenseless. This matter was beyond comprehension, which made Lin Xuan feel anxious and uncertain.

Indeed, concern can cloud judgment.

Facing the heavenly tribulation earlier had left no choice. Now, with Mo missing, there was no time for him to stabilize his realm.

Despite knowing that leaving such a隐患would be dangerous, he couldn’t afford to delay.

There were priorities. Lin Xuan extended his vast divine consciousness towards the small lake in front of him but found nothing.

Not only did he fail to locate Mo, but even the flying demon patriarch's storage bag had vanished mysteriously.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious as he realized the situation was more complicated than he thought. Mo was a tribulation-stage cultivator; how could she disappear without a trace?

Unless it was an extremely powerful entity like a scattered immortal or demon king, such a capture would be unlikely.

But if it were such a formidable figure, why take such precautions? Even with great fanfare, Lin Xuan wouldn’t stand a chance.

The more he thought about it, the more doubts arose. However, Lin Xuan didn't give up searching; instead, his vigilance increased.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan suddenly turned his head and looked at a spot several dozen feet to his left. He called out, "Friend, if you’ve come here, why hide? What do you seek? Why not show yourself for me to meet?"

"Kokoko, Lin Daoist truly is remarkable. You just advanced, yet you managed to find my traces. Your divine consciousness is formidable; it rivals the most powerful beings in the Three Realms. It’s hard to believe that you just overcame such a terrifying heavenly tribulation."

A soft laugh echoed as a colorful butterfly materialized about a hundred feet away from Lin Xuan's left side, emitting faint spirit light.

"Phantom Moon Moth"

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he recognized the creature immediately. "Impossible. Didn’t I just kill you?"

"I underestimated you Daoist," Phantom Moon Moth replied calmly.

"That was merely one of my incarnations. Your abilities are indeed formidable; even my incarnation's strength shouldn't be taken lightly. Ordinary tribulation-stage cultivators can do nothing against it."

"Oh, then what brings you here? Are you seeking revenge?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Revenge is too strong a word. You and my incarnation clashed by mistake. Since there was no intent, we have no unresolved grievances," the moth explained.

"Oh, then what are your intentions?"

Despite her assurances, Lin Xuan wasn’t naive. He had navigated the treacherous world of cultivation for years and wouldn't easily believe her words.

If his own incarnation were destroyed by another cultivator, even if it was a misunderstanding, would he not seek revenge?

Clearly, that was impossible.

Even though she feared his strength, Phantom Moon Moth wasn’t easy to deal with. It had used concealment techniques to lurk nearby, making its intentions obvious.

Was Mo’s disappearance related to this moth?

A thought struck Lin Xuan. The more he considered it, the more plausible it seemed. This moth was a manifestation of illusion.

If she had attacked stealthily, Mo would have had no chance to defend herself and ended up in her hands without any noise.

Thinking about it, Lin Xuan felt anxious but remained calm on the surface. As they say, one fights with strategy, not brute force. The more he worried, the less he could show his true emotions; otherwise, he might fall into the trap she had set.

Still, Lin Xuan’s composure came from his belief that Mo was safe despite being captured temporarily. If she were truly in danger, he would have sensed it. He had enough confidence in this to not waste time talking with Phantom Moon Moth.

But while he maintained a calm exterior, the worry for Mo weighed heavily on him. In short, he could fool himself for now but wouldn’t last long before his true feelings were discovered, which would be disadvantageous. So,
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Quickly cut through the tangled threads!

With the clues gathered, Lin Xuan had made his decision.

A hint of resilience flashed in his eyes as he spoke coldly: "Friend, you've been hiding and lurking. I believe you're not here just to chat with me. What is your true intent? Please be clear about it. I have much to attend to and don't want to stand here playing guessing games."

Lin Xuan's words were rude, but the other party did not seem offended; instead, a playful smile appeared on their face: "Friend, why keep such a distance? My coming is without ill intent. First, I wish to congratulate you..."

"Congratulate me?"

A strange expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

"Yes, celebrating your promotion and breaking free from the constraints of lifespan, making you one of the top cultivators in the Three Realms."

"You speak too highly of yourself. My survival through the heavenly tribulation was merely a stroke of luck. I have no outstanding abilities; how can I be considered among the top three realms?"

Lin Xuan was modest by nature and knew that this moon moth wasn't someone to easily trust. He would not accept any flattering words.

"Friend, you should not belittle yourself. Your strength surpasses that of your peers. Now at the late-stage tribulation, even if you can’t compare with Immortal Wraiths, you are undoubtedly one of the top in the Three Realms..."

"Enough with the flattery. Let’s get to your other purpose."

Lin Xuan was not easily swayed by compliments and knew that this moon moth had ulterior motives.

He would not let it manipulate him.

Despite his indifference towards the praise, Lin Xuan's eyes revealed a hint of murderous intent.

"Friend, why keep such distance?"

"Just spit out what you need to say. Otherwise, I won’t be so polite."

Seeing the other continue to ramble, Lin Xuan’s expression showed impatience.

Although he believed Moonling was safe for now, prolonged delays could bring unforeseen dangers in this unpredictable world of cultivation.

With no time to waste, Lin Xuan listened intently.

"Indeed, I have a matter that requires your assistance."

Lin Xuan remained silent, waiting for the other to continue.

"Do you raise any spirit insects called Jade Net Bees?"

The voice was still smiling, but at this moment, it was extremely sharp.

"Oh, how did you know about them?"

Lin Xuan smiled as well.

He should deny it logically, but given that the other party had such confidence in their claim, denying would only make him seem petty:

"Indeed, I once sent a spirit insect which suddenly lost contact with me. This change of events must be due to the Jade Net Bee falling into your hands?"

Lin Xuan responded quickly and understood the situation.

"Yes, you are correct. The Jade Net Bee did meet me," the moon moth's face still held a smile, but Lin Xuan sensed some tension in its tone.

This meant that the Jade Net Bee was of great use to it, making his conclusion easy.

On the surface, Lin Xuan remained calm: "Even though I am poor, as a tribulation period cultivator, I have some treasures. How can I exchange them for you?"

"Why not? There is no treasure in this world that cannot be exchanged; only if one pays enough price," the other party's face was filled with sincerity.

But Lin Xuan ignored it: "Though I am poor, as a tribulation period cultivator, I have some treasures. How can I exchange such effort for you?"

"Friend, why speak so? There is no treasure in this world that cannot be exchanged; only if one pays enough price," the other party said with sincerity.

"But what about the Flying Demon Ancestor's treasures? Moonling is in your hands?"

Lin Xuan’s expression changed dramatically. He was sure of it now.

The moon moth, already stronger than most cultivators and skilled in illusions, could indeed pose a threat if she were to attack. Capturing her alive would be no surprise.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's eyes glowed with bloodlust. If the other dared harm Moonling, he would make them regret their birth.

"Moonling, you mean that little girl?"

The moon moth smiled and spread its wings, creating a large cocoon in front of it.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he looked surprised.

Using his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, he saw clearly:

Moonling was trapped inside the cocoon, her eyes closed, seemingly asleep.

"How do you intend to proceed?"

Lin Xuan did not get angry; now was not the time for anger. Moonling was in the other’s hands, and no matter how powerful Lin Xuan was, he had to be cautious.

"Of course, I want your Jade Net Bees. This spirit insect is of great use to me. If you exchange it with me, this girl will be safe. Otherwise..."

"You dare threaten me?"

Lin Xuan roared in anger.

"What’s the harm? Your strength is indeed formidable, and now at late-stage tribulation, I know my limits. But can’t you care for that little girl?"

"I won't let her go from my hands. Even a True Immortal cannot do so. Knowing your own powers best, she's bound by mylifeline (life thread). With just a thought, I can scatter her soul and body. Do you dare risk it?"
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Facing Lin Xuan's anger, the Moon Illusion Moth showed no fear.

"Even if it’s a late-stage Transcendence cultivator, what of it?" she said with an air of unwavering confidence. "This young fellow seems to have a heart and won’t abandon his beloved wife. Now that I hold his Achilles' heel in my hands, what else do I need to fear?"

The Moon Illusion Moth was confident. While the Jade Net Bee was precious, it would surely hand it over willingly.

Its innate divine power wasn’t just about illusion; it could also see through people's hearts.

Of course, it couldn't know every detail of someone’s thoughts, but at least deception wouldn’t work on her.

No matter how much Lin Xuan tried to hide his concern for Mo Er, the Moon Illusion Moth was well aware. His worry and affection far exceeded that of an ordinary couple in cultivation.

Therefore, she was certain that Lin Xuan would eventually comply.

"Friend, don't be angry. I did this out of necessity. This isn’t about fear; you’re unwilling to exchange it, so I had no choice but to take such a drastic measure. Rest assured, Mo Er is safe and hasn’t been harmed in the slightest. You just hand over the Jade Net Bee, and I’ll return her unharmed. Moreover, the treasure of the Flying Heaven Demon Ancestor will serve as an apology gift."

The Moon Illusion Moth’s sweet voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. Her words had a hint of submission, knowing that Lin Xuan was not easily provoked.

However, the Moon Illusion Moth needed the Jade Net Bee, so it had no choice but to take such a drastic measure.

Even so, she tried her best to ease their relationship. She didn’t want to turn an enemy into a friend, but at least avoid unnecessary enmity.

As the saying goes: "One doesn't strike a smiling face." Lin Xuan couldn’t blame her for this and wouldn’t speak harshly either, given that Mo Er was still in the other’s hands.

Though the Jade Net Bee was precious, it paled in comparison to his wife's safety.

"Alright, how do you want to exchange? How many Spirit Insects will it take before you release me?" Lin Xuan sighed, his voice tinged with melancholy.

This experience of being led by the nose had been a long time coming, which was why he felt so frustrated.

"It’s hard to say; it depends on how well the Jade Net Bee has grown. If it were those earlier demonic insects, I’d need five hundred thousand." The Moon Illusion Moth's somber voice echoed in his ears.

"Five hundred thousand? You really dare to ask for such a large sum."

Lin Xuan frowned deeply and sneered.

The breeding of the Jade Net Bee was no easy task, and its growth rate was extremely slow. Over these years, he had invested little effort into it. He only had five hundred thousand Spirit Insects in total. The Moon Illusion Moth, on the other hand, wanted them all.

All this time, his efforts would have been for naught if he gave away so many Spirit Insects to others.

This wasn’t just about the loss; the potential of the Jade Net Bee was terrifying. Even True Immortals wouldn’t dare be careless with it. To give it all away, Lin Xuan couldn’t help feeling depressed.

It was natural not to want to part with such a valuable treasure.

The Moon Illusion Moth’s demands were too unreasonable.

"Five hundred thousand is too much; I don’t have that many." Lin Xuan replied coldly.

"Do you really not have it? Little Sister doesn’t believe you. Why don’t you show me the treasures used to breed Spirit Insects?" The Moon Illusion Moth said with a smile.

"What are you talking about?" Lin Xuan roared in anger, "Friend, don’t be too presumptuous; do you think I’m easy to bully?"

"You’re mistaken, Little Sister holds you in high regard and doesn’t want to make an enemy. However, the Jade Net Bee is incredibly important to me. I must have it no matter what. The five hundred thousand isn’t just a random number; I believe you can come up with that amount. If you refuse, Little Sister will have no choice but to harm Miss Mo Er."

"You’re threatening me?"

"If you say so, there’s nothing I can do. In any case, Little Sister has already made her stance clear. The final decision is yours."

The Moon Illusion Moth's voice grew cold as well. She didn’t want to be enemies with Lin Xuan but this matter had no room for negotiation.

Her million-year efforts were finally paying off. As long as she could devour and integrate the Jade Net Bee, not only would she break through her bottleneck and enter late-stage Transcendence, but she might also gain control over time’s power. With that, she could go anywhere in the world. What did a mere Lin Xuan matter?

More importantly, if successful, she could shed her insect form and transform into human shape—a dream she had longed for.

After a million years of anticipation, today was finally within reach. How could she give up? Even if Lin Xuan remained here, or even if a True Immortal descended to the mortal realm, it wouldn’t stop her. She would make sure that the Jade Net Bee became her own possession no matter what.

Though she didn’t want to be enemies with Lin Xuan, she wasn’t going to back down either. Five hundred thousand Jade Net Bees were enough to ensure her advancement; there was no room for negotiation.

If the other party refused, it wouldn’t mind breaking their promise.

The two stared at each other from afar, the air thick with tension. After about a cup of tea’s time, Lin Xuan finally sighed deeply.

He had faced many hardships but this choice before him was undoubtedly the most difficult.

After weighing his options, he dared not take any risks.

Mo Er's safety hung in the balance; how could he risk it? Even if the Jade Net Bee were precious, it couldn’t compare to Mo Er’s safety. He might as well accept defeat gracefully.

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded, but didn’t ask for any guarantees. At their level of cultivation, any promises would be meaningless and only add to suspicion.

As she said, they had no grudges; once the goal was achieved, there was no reason not to return Mo Er safely.
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With a decision made in his heart, Lin Xuan did not waste much time. His bond with Moon was no trivial matter; how could he bear to see her suffer?

He swept his sleeves and a brilliant aura emerged as an ancient treasure tower flew out. The design was simple yet ancient, clearly not something ordinary.

The Tower of Ten Thousand Souls!

This could be considered a divine treasure that reached the heavens.

Of course, with Lin Xuan's current strength, mere Post-Natural Spirit Realm treasures were nothing to him. He merely used it for storing and nurturing spirit insects.

Next, his right hand rose, moving swiftly despite its apparent slowness, pointing forward.

"Zhi..."

A crackling sound filled the air as a spell flashed before his eyes. The door of the treasure tower creaked open with a loud noise.

Before him appeared a vortex, glowing in a milky white color, with streams of spiritual light swirling within it.

Then, the chirping sounds grew louder and closer. A three-colored insect cloud emerged from the vortex, but upon closer inspection, it shone silver.

The Jade Silk Bee. Although its growth was slow, Lin Xuan had nurtured them for so many years that their bodies almost glowed silver, though some patterns still appeared.

Lin Xuan did not hide his intentions and brought out all fifty thousand Jade Silk Bees. The other party was no fool; this matter involved Moon's safety, so he could not afford to be clever.

Regardless, they would first get the little girl back.

The only regret Lin Xuan had at that moment was that the queen bee of the Jade Silk Bees had already met an unexpected demise. Otherwise, with a few thousand years, he could have bred them anew.

Now, such a possibility no longer existed.

What a pity. Other than time power, which was his sole regret, everything else seemed fine.

Nevertheless, reflecting on these matters now would be premature. He sighed and cleared his mind of杂念.

Lin Xuan was not an ordinary cultivator; he would not let setbacks bring him down. He could pick up what he put down, as the saying went: "The man who loses a horse may find it a blessing in disguise."

It was too early to draw conclusions about how this matter would develop.

...

Lin Xuan's thoughts aside, the Moon Moth was overjoyed upon seeing the insect clouds. After taking deep breaths to calm her excitement, she spread her wings and a few streaks of greenish light appeared. A simple storage bag—no, it should be called a spirit beast pouch—appeared before her.

"Quickly!"

The Moon Moth's voice rang in Lin Xuan’s ears as spiritual light surged out from the treasure. The insects were wrapped up and confined into the spirit beast pouch.

Extremely smooth!

Of course, this was due to Lin Xuan's cooperation. Otherwise, the Jade Silk Bees would not have sat idly by; they would have been captured.

The entire process took about a stick of incense time. The insect clouds vanished as the sky turned clear and blue.

The Moon Moth looked very satisfied until she had captured the last Jade Silk Bee.

"Friend, you have fulfilled your promise. Should I release my friend now?"

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears, naturally with no good expression.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless hardships but such a situation where he was at a disadvantage was rare indeed. He felt quite unsatisfied.

"Friend, you can rest assured. I will honor my promise."

The Moon Moth's mood was excellent; she paid no mind to it and spread her wings as the huge cocoon started glowing intensely, slowly flying towards Lin Xuan.

Alongside the black storage bag came, which contained treasures left behind by the Sky-Flying Demon Ancestor.

The Moon Moth did not intend to break her word.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. He looked pleased but remained vigilant; in the world of cultivation, it was common for people to turn on each other at the last moment.

Lin Xuan was no easy fool; he naturally needed to be cautious.

However, his worries proved unnecessary.

The Moon Moth did not intend to break their agreement. Her only action was taking out a spirit talisman that ignited without wind and enveloping her in a complex teleportation array.

This array was intricate and non-trivial, seemingly containing spatial laws within it.

Then, the light grew bright as her body blurred and she teleported away.

"This fellow is truly meticulous; he even planned his escape."

Lin Xuan sighed but did not chase after. With such thorough preparations, Lin Xuan, even at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, was certain he could not catch up now.

Rather than waste effort, it would be better to focus on Moon's condition first.

Although he speculated that Moon should be fine, Lin Xuan remained uneasy without seeing her awake.

With a thought, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves and a sword energy darted out.

Without hesitation, it slashed fiercely at the huge cocoon.

On the surface, Lin Xuan’s action seemed rash, but with his strength, he could control precisely. He would not accidentally injure Moon.

Sizzle...

The sound of silk being torn filled his ears as the white threads were cut. Although the threads had extraordinary toughness, Lin Xuan was now a late-stage Tribulation Transcendence顶级大能.

Then, following suit, sword light intersected and soon the cocoon was in shambles, revealing Moon's face, as if she was sleeping soundly.

Although it seemed fine from the outside, how could he wake her up?

Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before taking out a vial of spirit pill. The fragrance wafted as he fed it to Moon.

He waited beside her.

After about a cup of tea’s time, Moon's eyelashes moved and she slowly opened her eyes.

The first thing she saw was Lin Xuan's smile.

"Master, how did you end up here? That Moon Moth..."

"The Moon Moth has been sent away."

A smile played on the corner of Lin Xuan's lips.

"What happened? I..."

Hearing that from the master, Moon was still confused. Suddenly, she noticed a difference in Master.

She released her divine sense and widened her eyes in surprise: "Master, when did you successfully advance to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence?"

The little girl looked incredulous; had she been unconscious for so long? And where was the Spirit Clan Saintess? What happened during this time?

"Stupid girl, if you want to know, I’ll tell you one by one," Lin Xuan's face was full of warm smiles as he began narrating.

After a while:

"So that’s how it is. Master, it’s all my fault; the Jade Silk Bees were also deceived," Moon’s face was filled with self-blame.
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"Stupid girl, how can this be your fault?"

Lin Xuan's expression was unperturbed. "It's all just a matter of chance. That moon illusion moth is too cunning; even I fell for its tricks beforehand. There's no blame on you."

"Moreover..."

At that point, Lin Xuan's face revealed a sly smile: "A horse may stumble and find fortune in misfortune. The scheming of the moon illusion moth has indeed been extremely clever, but what happens in the cultivation world can never be entirely as one wishes. Whether this is good or bad luck remains to be seen; we won't know who will emerge victorious until the final moment."

"Master, how so?"

Moon's face was full of confusion. Clearly, the jade bee had already been captured and its whereabouts unknown, making it impossible to seek revenge.

Rationally speaking, they were clearly at a disadvantage, yet why did Master say this outcome is still uncertain?

Wasn't that just plain nonsense?

Yet she knew deep down that Master would never speak without reason.

Could there be some hidden secret in all of this?

Moon's eyes sparkled with curiosity.

Lin Xuan seemed to know what she was thinking and smiled. "Stupid girl, don't worry about it for now; focus on healing your body first. I just passed through a heavenly tribulation and need time to stabilize my realm. During this period, we won't do anything else. When the right moment comes, things will naturally become clear."

Lin Xuan's face maintained an air of mystery as he pretended to be mysterious. Moon obediently did not press further but turned her head to gaze at a distant spot.

A pair of earrings lay quietly on the ground. The design was ancient and clearly no ordinary item.

"Master, is this what the spirit race's holy maiden looks like?"

"Indeed, after much effort, I finally obtained one of the Seven Treasures of Nirvana—the earrings."

Lin Xuan smiled.

As they say, cleverness can backfire. At this moment, the spirit race's holy maiden had indeed trapped herself in a web of her own making.

Correctly, she revealed her true form and used the technique to feign death, fooling those spirits into thinking there was no life left. But like everything else, it came with its drawbacks; once using such a technique, she lost her ability to protect herself for a long time.

Right now, she had no strength to resist. Such an opportunity was too good to pass up. Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't miss it.

With a wave of his sleeves, a streak of green light shot out and snatched the earrings. He then took out an jade box.

A "thud" echoed as he placed the earrings inside.

The matter wasn't over yet. Lin Xuan subsequently retrieved several spirit talismans from his body—carefully selected treasures that he affixed to the jade box.

One by one, intricate arrays appeared, spreading their power like a burst of法则force.

Even if the opponent was a tribulation-stage cultivator trapped here, they wouldn't be able to escape easily.

Lin Xuan then swept his sleeves and carefully tucked away the jade box.

At this point, it was done for now.

"Master, what do we plan to do next?"

"We'll find a place to establish our abode, close ourselves off in meditation, and stabilize our realm," Lin Xuan said. "We don't need to look elsewhere; this spot is fine."

"Do you mean to say you're going to meditate here?"

Moon's eyes widened.

"Are you afraid of danger?"

"Not at all. This place was originally a圣地of true spirits with abundant qi. After the incident, the long-dormant true spirits have reincarnated. There are no other creatures here; there's nothing dangerous."

Moon frowned and thought for a moment—indeed, that made sense.

"But what about the moon illusion moth?"

"Moonglow Moth?"

Lin Xuan laughed. "She barely escaped with her life. If she really wants to come after me now, I'd be more than happy."

Lin Xuan was no longer the same as before; he had advanced to a late tribulation stage and his strength had naturally increased.

If the moon illusion moth tried to take advantage of him, it would only be foolishness.

Moon nodded in agreement. Without further words, they decided on this course of action.

Soon, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he flew away. A towering mountain soon appeared before his eyes.

Over a thousand feet high, the entire mountain was lush and verdant; everywhere one looked, there was abundant qi.

This place is good.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction.

With a wave of his sleeves, sharp sword energy emerged like fish swimming out. He quickly established a cave abode in familiar fashion.

Next, Lin Xuan took out several array flags.

Although he had already analyzed the situation and believed there would be no danger here,

better safe than sorry. These array flags provided some defensive effects, giving him more time to respond if enemies came.

Lin Xuan always acted cautiously; Moon watched with a smile as he worked alone.

Establishing such a small cave didn't take much effort, so she didn't rush to help but found it amusing watching Master work by himself.

Soon, the setup was complete. Lin Xuan and Moon entered the cave together.

...

Meanwhile, far away from where Lin Xuan had secluded himself, in a desolate plain under somewhat dim skies, a flash of light appeared, and a beautiful butterfly materialized in mid-air.

Moonglow Moth!

Her face showed signs of exhaustion but was also filled with joy and pride.

It wasn't hard to see why. Successfully outsmarting a late tribulation cultivator and forcing him to hand over the jade bee was an impressive achievement.

With this item, her million-year dream could finally come true—ascending in rank, breaking free from lifespan constraints, shedding her insect form, and transforming into human shape. The thought alone excited her to no end.

Moreover, time power was a pleasant surprise; if she truly consumed and integrated the jade bee, there was a real possibility of mastering time power.

This wasn't idle speculation but a genuine possibility.

With that, she could travel anywhere in the world and live freely forever.

The place was desolate but an excellent hiding spot. As they say, a cunning rabbit has three dens; this was where she had painstakingly sought out for her secret abode.

Even if Lin Xuan had divine abilities, he would never find it. In other words, she could slowly consume and integrate the jade bee before facing heavenly tribulation and advancing in rank.

With that thought, a smile appeared on her face as she flapped her wings. A talisman-like treasure emerged from them, and a red light shot out into the void.

A large hole appeared, revealing several magnificent pavilions inside—the secret abode she had prepared for herself.
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Unprepared for the future, it had long since prepared everything in advance over a hundred thousand years ago. Now, indeed, it was proving useful.

The Moon Illusion Moth was in high spirits as its wings fluttered, transforming into a streak of green smoke that flew into the cave before it.

This time, snatching food from the jaws of death had involved considerable risk.

But compared to the rewards, the effort seemed well worth it. His long-held wish would eventually come true.

Advancing to the late Transcendation stage was something many cultivators aspired for. For a spirit insect like him, this was unattainable. His luck was simply unparalleled.

With so many Jade Silk Bees at his disposal, even if he couldn't say with absolute certainty that he would succeed, there was an 80% chance of advancing with no unforeseen accidents.

Was an 80% chance audacious?

Even the ancient Asura had not dared to claim such a high probability when challenging the late Transcendation bottleneck.

A first in history and last in future generations.

With a flap of its wings, a flash of spiritual light revealed an old leather bag. It then cast a spell, causing a loud buzzing sound as three-colored insect clouds appeared before vanishing into silver light—clearly the Jade Silk Bees it had been longing for.

Taking a cautious approach, it did not release too many spirit insects at once. The insect cloud was only about ten feet in size and contained no more than a hundred or so.

Haste makes waste; first, consume these delicacies to see how much his spiritual power could grow.

With that thought in mind, green mist emerged from the Moon Illusion Moth's mouth, flickering into a massive green aura that enveloped the insect cloud.

The timing and angle were perfect. The Jade Silk Bees had no choice but to dodge, but even without Lin Xuan's divine consciousness driving them, they fiercely attacked the green aura.

They wanted to tear it apart.

Yet, their plan was too ambitious. As a mid-stage Transcendation peak existence, the Moon Illusion Moth was far beyond what a few thousand Jade Silk Bees could challenge. With such a disparity in strength, they had no chance at all.

Soon, the green aura enveloped them, and the Moon Illusion Moth swallowed them whole.

Its face showed intense concentration as it closed its eyes, floating silently in mid-air.

To the Moon Illusion Moth, Jade Silk Bees were akin to precious medicinal pills. At this moment, it was clearly fusing and refining them.

The success of his advancement depended on this.

---

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged inside the cave.

This true spirit圣地 journey had been far more convoluted than he initially anticipated. The bountiful rewards matched its complexity.

He successfully obtained the Asura Seven Treasures' ring and even advanced to late Transcendation stage.

The true spirit inheritance was invaluable, and the Five Dragon Seal, after this battle, had transformed into a significant treasure.

The Hundred Spirit Seal, though he hadn't yet mastered it, was a true spirit artifact. Its name alone spoke volumes of its importance.

There were also treasures from the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor.

Though his gains were substantial, Lin Xuan wasn't without costs.

Facing formidable enemies nearly led to his demise several times, and now the Jade Silk Bees had fallen into others' hands.

He couldn't help feeling a bit disappointed. But as someone who could pick up or put down things easily, he knew that disappointment was useless.

After all, misfortunes may turn out to be blessings in disguise.

But only time would tell who would emerge victorious.

Holding the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor's storage bracelet, Lin Xuan pondered for a moment before deciding not to immediately inspect its contents.

There were always priorities. Checking treasures could wait.

Stabilizing his cultivation was now urgent.

With that thought, he sat cross-legged and took deep breaths, using Inner Vision to sink his divine consciousness into his dantian.

Externally, everything appeared calm.

But the sea of spiritual power had become boundless.

The water represented pure spiritual energy filled with Daoist essence.

On the surface, two infants and a pill quietly hovered. While the inner infant was normal, the true spirit inner pill's transformation was significant.

It wasn't that it grew larger; its size and shape remained similar to before, appearing like a golden dragon's eye from afar.

Slowly rotating, different runes appeared at each angle, forming intricate patterns that enveloped it.

These patterns were complex and ever-changing, exuding an aura of mystery.

Even more astonishing was the presence of eight shadowy beasts around the inner pill with every rotation.

Phoenix True Dragon, Peacock Great Peng, among others...

They seemed to guard the true spirit inner pill as they looked up at it.

Late Transcendation stage meant the inner pill's aura was unmistakable. What remained now was solidifying its foundation further.

Across the sea, a silver starry sky was breathtakingly beautiful.

At the center of this sky, a vague mass of energy.

It was the fragment of the Hundred Spirit Seal.

After upgrading to the Five Dragon Seal, it had shattered and returned to Lin Xuan's dantian through the extraordinary meridians. Now, it was rearranging itself in hopes of complete recovery.

Lin Xuan showed no concern; he knew without a doubt that the Hundred Spirit Seal would recover smoothly. There were no uncertainties here—only time was needed.

Lin Xuan wasn't anxious.

First, stabilize his cultivation.

This was effortless for him, requiring only patience.

Who among late Transcendation cultivators lacked patience?

Thus, time passed slowly...

---

Meanwhile, the Moon Illusion Moth was also busy. Having such a rare opportunity to advance, she couldn't afford to be careless and had to seize it firmly.

She had mastered how to consume and integrate Jade Silk Bees.

As her spiritual power grew smoothly over time, she didn't rush to challenge the bottleneck.

Only after fully integrating all the Jade Silk Bees would her chances increase significantly.

Though this time, her confidence was high, she couldn't afford to be complacent.

In a blink of an eye, over ten years passed.

Finally, the Moon Illusion Moth consumed and refined all the Jade Silk Bees. It then began challenging the bottleneck, as expected, without any setbacks, easily advancing to late Transcendation stage.

But the terrifying heavenly calamity was already looming overhead.
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After the late-stage Tribulation, one could break free from the constraints of lifespan. To pass through it naturally required going through a heavenly tribulation.

In this vast world and ancient times, no person had ever been exempted from such trials.

Phantom Moon Moth was well aware of this; it showed no signs of fear... since it knew that the heavenly tribulation could not be avoided, it had long made meticulous arrangements.

With proper preparation, it naturally remained calm under any circumstances. The difficulty of passing through a tribulation compared to Lin Xuan's hasty attempt on that day was incomparable.

She believed she could turn danger into safety and successfully advance to late-stage Tribulation.

Finally, the first wave of heavenly tribulation descended.

---

On the other side, countless miles away, there was an unknown cave where Lin Xuan sat cross-legged.

After over a decade of meditation, it wasn't much compared to other cultivators who were advancing to late-stage Tribulation. At their level, time had become merely a concept; stabilizing one's realm required no less effort.

Seclusion usually lasted for centuries or even millennia.

A mere dozen years was but a fleeting moment in the grand scheme of things.

For Lin Xuan, it was still precious, though perhaps slightly short, he had managed to stabilize his realm.

However, Lin Xuan did not have any immediate intention to emerge from seclusion.

Haste makes waste.

Given the current situation, another dozen years would be more prudent.

Yet, the wondrous and bizarre nature of the cultivation world meant that all was not as one wished.

In the cave, Lin Xuan sat like a stone statue, motionless. Suddenly, without any warning, he moved, his eyes slowly opening.

A look of shock flashed across his eyes.

Without hesitation, he rose to his feet, transforming into a beam of white light and flying out of the cave.

Shortly after, Lin Xuan arrived at the peak of the mountain, standing on a large stone. He seemed to be gazing into the distance with a somber expression but also a hint of joy, appearing extremely odd.

At this moment, another streak of lightning flashed by. Soon, the glow faded, revealing Mo'er's flower-like face.

"Master, what happened? You weren't supposed to stabilize your realm; why did you suddenly come out? Did something go wrong?" Mo'er's concerned voice echoed in his ears, her expression filled with不解 and curiosity.

"There is someone advancing to late-stage Tribulation."

"What?"

Mo'er almost thought she had heard incorrectly. Breaking free from the constraints of lifespan was not easy. Master had only just passed through a tribulation; how could another person be on the verge of doing so?

"Master, did you make a mistake? Who is it? The Spirit Clan's Patriarch?"

"I am not sure who it is, but I believe I am correct. As for the Spirit Clan's Patriarch, his chances are slim," Lin Xuan said slowly with his hands behind his back.

"Then who could it be?"

Mo'er became even more puzzled.

"It must be Phantom Moon Moth."

Lin Xuan's answer shocked the little girl.

Before she could protest, Lin Xuan spoke again: "How about we go and see? The hidden move I set up earlier should now have some effect. Let’s hope for the best."

"Alright!"

Seeing Master's confidence, Mo'er no longer expressed any objections; all that was left was curiosity.

Lin Xuan then enveloped Mo'er in a green glow and flew off in the direction of the energy fluctuations.

---

Rumbling!

The sound of explosions filled his ears. Lightning pierced the sky, and chaotic rule forces permeated the void.

Indeed, advancing to late-stage Tribulation was no trivial matter. Phantom Moon Moth was now in an extremely desperate state.

Her entire body was covered in blood, with countless wounds that were shocking to behold.

It could be said she was grievously injured.

Boom!

Another bolt of lightning descended.

Phantom Moon Moth struggled to rise and escape but was bound by another strange rule force.

Though she couldn't move freely, it was too late for her to retreat.

Popping sounds echoed as the brilliant electric light engulfed her entire body.

---

"Master, you were right; it is indeed Phantom Moon Moth. I didn’t expect her growth to be so rapid. So soon, she has faced the late-stage tribulation. Could it be due to the Jade Net Bee?"

Mo'er's melodious voice echoed as Lin Xuan and Mo'er approached within a thousand miles. They dared not get any closer; otherwise, they would be caught in that terrifying heavenly tribulation.

For ordinary people, a thousand miles was a great distance, but for cultivators at their level, it meant nothing.

The couple chose a hidden location to land and then quietly watched Phantom Moon Moth pass through the tribulation.

Of course, while watching, they also offered commentary. As the saying goes, one can learn from others' stones to polish his own jade. Although Lin Xuan had already advanced to late-stage Tribulation, the other's experience still provided him with some assistance.

Hearing Mo'er’s words, a smile crept onto Lin Xuan's lips: "It must be due to the Jade Net Bee. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have risked so much and torn things apart with me. Regardless, I must get my hands on that Jade Net Bee."

"Agreed, I think the same. But cleverness can backfire; this tribulation is no small matter. I don't think Phantom Moon Moth has the ability to pass through it," Mo'er's smiling voice echoed, filled with a hint of schadenfreude. After all, Phantom Moon Moth had offended her severely.

Women, even those like Arhats, could be quite vengeful sometimes.

"Stupid girl, do you think so? I don't agree. If my judgment is correct, she has an 80% chance of passing through this tribulation," Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he spoke with a completely different assessment from Mo'er.

"Really? Master, how can you be so confident about it?"

Mo'er’s eyes sparkled with curiosity.

"Why not trust me? Want to make a bet?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"No need. Since Master is so confident, I have no reason not to believe in you,"

Mo'er had changed much since then but still held onto her attachment to Lin Xuan. Given his words, there must be a reason.

The little girl naturally believed without question.

Indeed, as Lin Xuan said, the power of this tribulation was formidable, yet Phantom Moon Moth managed to survive through it with numerous close calls.

She seemed on the verge of destruction several times but somehow always turned danger into safety.

Mo'er watched from the side and felt the danger. She couldn’t fathom how that creature had survived such a terrifying tribulation.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as another bolt of lightning descended, its magnitude difficult to describe; it looked like a mountain from afar.

Phantom Moon Moth still had nowhere to hide. With sparks flying everywhere, her entire body was enveloped by the lightning.

---

"Master, you were right. It is indeed Phantom Moon Moth. I didn’t expect her growth to be so rapid. So soon, she has faced the late-stage tribulation. Could it be due to the Jade Net Bee?"

Mo'er's melodious voice echoed as Lin Xuan and Mo'er approached within a thousand miles. They dared not get any closer; otherwise, they would be caught in that terrifying heavenly tribulation.

For ordinary people, a thousand miles was a great distance, but for cultivators at their level, it meant nothing.

The couple chose a hidden location to land and then quietly watched Phantom Moon Moth pass through the tribulation.

Of course, while watching, they also offered commentary. As the saying goes, one can learn from others' stones to polish his own jade. Although Lin Xuan had already advanced to late-stage Tribulation, the other's experience still provided him with some assistance.

Hearing Mo'er’s words, a smile crept onto Lin Xuan's lips: "It must be due to the Jade Net Bee. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have risked so much and torn things apart with me. Regardless, I must get my hands on that Jade Net Bee."

"Agreed, I think the same. But cleverness can backfire; this tribulation is no small matter. I don't think Phantom Moon Moth has the ability to pass through it,"

Mo'er's smiling voice echoed, filled with a hint of schadenfreude. After all, Phantom Moon Moth had offended her severely.

Women, even those like Arhats, could be quite vengeful sometimes.

"Stupid girl, do you think so? I don't agree. If my judgment is correct, she has an 80% chance of passing through this tribulation,"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he spoke with a completely different assessment from Mo'er.

"Really? Master, how can you be so confident about it?"

Mo'er’s eyes sparkled with curiosity.

"Why not trust me? Want to make a bet?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"No need. Since Master is so confident, I have no reason not to believe in you,"

Mo'er had changed much since then but still held onto her attachment to Lin Xuan. Given his words, there must be a reason.

The little girl naturally believed without question.

Indeed, as Lin Xuan said, the power of this tribulation was formidable, yet Phantom Moon Moth managed to survive through it with numerous close calls.

She seemed on the verge of destruction several times but somehow always turned danger into safety.

Mo'er watched from the side and felt the danger. She couldn’t fathom how that creature had survived such a terrifying tribulation.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as another bolt of lightning descended, its magnitude difficult to describe; it looked like a mountain from afar.

Phantom Moon Moth still had nowhere to hide. With sparks flying everywhere, her entire body was enveloped by the lightning.

---

Lin Xuan: "Master, you were right. It is indeed Phantom Moon Moth. I didn’t expect her growth to be so rapid. So soon, she has faced the late-stage tribulation. Could it be due to the Jade Net Bee?"

Mo'er's melodious voice echoed as Lin Xuan and Mo'er approached within a thousand miles. They dared not get any closer; otherwise, they would be caught in that terrifying heavenly tribulation.

For ordinary people, a thousand miles was a great distance, but for cultivators at their level, it meant nothing.

The couple chose a hidden location to land and then quietly watched Phantom Moon Moth pass through the tribulation.

Of course, while watching, they also offered commentary. As the saying goes, one can learn from others' stones to polish his own jade. Although Lin Xuan had already advanced to late-stage Tribulation, the other's experience still provided him with some assistance.

Hearing Mo'er’s words, a smile crept onto Lin Xuan's lips: "It must be due to the Jade Net Bee. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have risked so much and torn things apart with me. Regardless, I must get my hands on that Jade Net Bee."

"Agreed, I think the same. But cleverness can backfire; this tribulation is no small matter. I don't think Phantom Moon Moth has the ability to pass through it,"

Mo'er's smiling voice echoed, filled with a hint of schadenfreude. After all, Phantom Moon Moth had offended her severely.

Women, even those like Arhats, could be quite vengeful sometimes.

"Stupid girl, do you think so? I don't agree. If my judgment is correct, she has an 80% chance of passing through this tribulation,"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he spoke with a completely different assessment from Mo'er.

"Really? Master, how can you be so confident about it?"

Mo'er’s eyes sparkled with curiosity.

"Why not trust me? Want to make a bet?" Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"No need. Since Master is so confident, I have no reason not to believe in you,"

Mo'er had changed much since then but still held onto her attachment to Lin Xuan. Given his words, there must be a reason.

The little girl naturally believed without question.

Indeed, as Lin Xuan said, the power of this tribulation was formidable, yet Phantom Moon Moth managed to survive through it with numerous close calls.

She seemed on the verge of destruction several times but somehow always turned danger into safety.

Mo'er watched from the side and felt the danger. She couldn’t fathom how that creature had survived such a terrifying tribulation.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as another bolt of lightning descended, its magnitude difficult to describe; it looked like a mountain from afar.

Phantom Moon Moth still had nowhere to hide. With sparks flying everywhere, her entire body was enveloped by the lightning.
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The thunderous roar echoed, and the originally dim sky was illuminated by lightning, turning a ghastly white. From afar, it looked almost like midday.

The primordial energy of heaven and earth had become incredibly chaotic, with fierce gales sweeping everywhere, and scattered rule powers permeating the surroundings.

The power of this final wave of heavenly tribulation was beyond description in words. And now, they were at the most critical moment.

If he could survive it, he would step into the后期 stage of tribulation passage, free from the constraints of lifespan, able to soar among the clouds and swim across the seas, living as long as heaven itself.

Should he falter even slightly, all his efforts would be in vain; his soul would descend into the netherworld with no chance of reincarnation.

Heaven and hell were just a hair's breadth apart. The greater the reward, the greater the risk one had to take.

Immortality!

This was an irresistible temptation for all living beings, but across the Three Realms, countless entities had embarked on the path of cultivation throughout history, yet only a few could truly reach this stage.

Would the Moon Illusion Moth become another lucky one?

After so many years of effort, would it bring about rich rewards or lead to its soul's destruction?

No one knew for sure.

Although Lin Xuan was optimistic about its tribulation passage, he couldn't say with certainty that he had full confidence.

Passing this final hurdle required not only strength but also a certain amount of luck—essentially, the right combination of timing and favorable circumstances.

Boom!

The crackling sound of lightning continued to bombard his ears, and under the raging electric light, the tiny Moon Illusion Moth appeared helpless.

Yet, no matter how fierce the heavenly tribulation was, it always managed to find a way out. Slowly but surely, time passed, and finally, after enduring this last, most terrifying wave of the tribulation, it succeeded.

Primordial energy surged into its body, forming a radiant light ball that enveloped the Moon Illusion Moth, creating an aura that seemed to block divine sense. The moment contact was made with the light, it was bounced back.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised and immediately summoned his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye without hesitation.

But even this didn't work.

This time, Lin Xuan was genuinely astonished. He knew his own abilities well, especially now that he had advanced to后期 stage of tribulation passage.

The power of the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye had naturally increased as well.

Even compared to a real phoenix, the difference was minimal. A mere layer of light blocked him from seeing through it. Could this be...

Lin Xuan's mind began to form some guesses. He was well-traveled and remembered reading in an ancient text that spirit insects' cultivation path was exceptionally difficult. Ordinary beasts could open their spiritual intelligence at the婴 stage, even shedding their beastly forms.

However, for a spirit insect like the Moon Illusion Moth, it would need to reach the分神 stage before opening its spiritual intelligence and transforming into human form.

Such conditions were almost unattainable.

Across the Three Realms, throughout history, this Moon Illusion Moth was undoubtedly the first.

Was it now reshaping its body?

Lin Xuan pondered. There was nothing he could do but wait quietly.

Time slowly passed.

Though the process of重塑 one's physical form seemed complex, it didn't require much time.

In a short while, just as a tea cup would last, it was sufficient.

...

At this moment, the primordial energy had gradually calmed down, yet the scene before his eyes was still in ruins, with hundreds of miles flattened by that terrifying heavenly tribulation.

Suddenly, a clear sound entered his ears.

Crisp and serene, accompanied by a powerful spiritual pressure descending from the heavens.

Even Mo'er's face turned pale at this pressure; it was beyond description how strong it was. Indeed, it was 100%后期 stage of tribulation passage without doubt.

Then, a gentle breeze blew, and the dazzling light gradually faded away. The Moon Illusion Moth vanished, replaced by an exceptionally beautiful young woman.

She had flawless skin like jade. Lin Xuan had seen many beauties on his path to cultivation, but few could match her beauty.

Mo'er was naturally beyond comparison, as was Fragrant Girl. As for the others, Cloud Fairy or Yuan Yu were slightly less striking in comparison.

Indeed, their beauty and demeanor were incomparable. Mo'er was graceful, Fragrant Girl lively, and Cloud Fairy ethereal.

The Moon Illusion Moth before him somewhat resembled a nine-tailed fox spirit, giving off an aura of mystery but also a sense of emptiness.

"Congratulations on your successful advancement; you have now entered the后期 stage of tribulation passage."

If another cultivator had heard this, they would be left speechless. But Lin Xuan was no ordinary person.

A smile played on his lips as he regained composure in an instant.

"You?"

The Moon Illusion Moth turned her gaze and realized there were two cultivators beside her.

She couldn't hide the surprise on her beautiful face: "How did you find me here?"

It wasn't surprising she was shocked. As they say, a cunning rabbit has three holes; choosing such a secret lair required much effort.

She never imagined that formidable enemies surrounded her.

Thinking of how she had just passed through the tribulation, if they had harbored ill intentions...

This thought made her break out in cold sweat and sigh with relief after patting her chest. But she also felt reassured; since they hadn't taken advantage of her vulnerable state earlier, it was unlikely they would harm her.

Her expression softened: "Why have the two of you come to seek me?"

"Seeking you for a reason?"

Lin Xuan smiled: "I came here with a purpose indeed. First, I congratulate you on your successful advancement; secondly, I want to settle accounts."

"Settle accounts with me?"

The Moon Illusion Moth was stunned, her expression filled with surprise.

"Yes, cultivating the Jade Net Bees took great effort from me, and now not even one is left after being taken by you. The outcome was a futile endeavor. Emotionally and rationally, I should seek compensation from you; who else?"

"What do you want then?"

Curiosity shone in her eyes. Although she didn't have Mo'er to deter Lin Xuan's actions, she had advanced to后期 stage of tribulation passage.

This young man wasn't weak, but she was no pushover either.

Even if they became enemies and she lost, he wouldn't be able to stop her from leaving.
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Lin Xuan was looking for trouble, so he should have taken the opportunity during his recent tribulation. At that time, he would be at his weakest and unable to resist even a little. At least, he wouldn't stand a chance in a fight.

Now that the tribulation was over and Lin Xuan had successfully advanced, it was only now that this fellow came looking for him. Wasn’t there something wrong with his head?

Could it be that he didn’t want to take advantage of someone’s misfortune?

Impossible. As an advanced-stage cultivator, he wouldn't be so petty. The eldritch and deceitful world of cultivation had countless schemes and tricks. If he were this foolish, he would have been lucky even just to escape the constraints of his lifespan.

Thoughts raced through the mind of the Moon Illusion Moth in a flash, but the more she pondered, the more confused she became. She couldn't understand what Lin Xuan had in mind.

"Friend, what do you want?"

She repeated the question out of surprise and confusion.

Despite her doubts, the Moon Illusion Moth showed no fear. Her strength far surpassed that of other cultivators at their level, especially after advancing to the late tribulation stage. Although she was still a step behind the Immortal Wandering Demons, Lin Xuan had just ascended, so he couldn't do anything about it.

She held her chest out and appeared confident. If a man were doing this, it would seem overly dramatic, but for such an exquisite beauty, it added a unique charm.

"Friend, don’t you think I can’t harm you?"

Seeing that Lin Xuan was not intimidated, he couldn't help but laugh.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's question was straightforward. The Moon Illusion Moth replied just as directly: "If it were during the tribulation, little sister would have no chance against you. Now that we are both late-stage tribulation cultivators, even if Lady Yue joins forces with you, what can she do?"

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he suddenly raised his hands and formed two strange mudras. His eyes glowed with an eerie light, and a terrifying mental projection shot out from between his eyebrows.

They were only a few feet apart, and the power of the mental projection was formless yet substantial. There was no time to dodge it. However, the Moon Illusion Moth didn't show much fear on her face.

She couldn’t avoid it now.

Why should she?

It was just a mental confrontation; she would deal with it.

With her recent ascension, all her hopes had come true in one fell swoop. She felt elated and confident about her mental strength. Facing Lin Xuan's challenge, she released her mental projection without hesitation.

This response was standard and flawless. However, the mocking smile on Lin Xuan’s face grew even wider.

"Please, step right into my trap!"

Sure enough, this girl was incredibly impulsive.

Although her strength wasn’t weak, her character had clearly not been refined much.

She didn't think that by doing so from the start, she must have a premeditated plan. Who would want to engage in a mental confrontation?

"Break!"

Lin Xuan suddenly bellowed.

There were no signs of warning as he glared fiercely and roared like a lion.

Visible sound waves swept over them like a tidal wave, enveloping the Moon Illusion Moth. The air shattered into dust, the attack’s power shocking to behold. However, her opponent reacted well, emitting a burst of spiritual light that blocked the sharp assault.

"You want to sneak an attack on this fairy? Too naive."

A smug smile appeared on the Moon Illusion Moth's face, but it quickly froze as she felt the world spinning around her. Suddenly, she couldn't move at all.

Her face was filled with fear and disbelief.

How could this be?

She didn’t even know what had happened; how did she get subdued so easily?

"What have you done to me?"

The Moon Illusion Moth was on the verge of losing it.

Just having ascended and thinking about going anywhere, suddenly encountering such a scene felt like being doused with cold water. How could she not be terrified and depressed?

"Do you want to know?"

Lin Xuan seemed completely at ease.

On the surface, he had everything under control, but Lin Xuan himself was secretly relieved. Fortunately, his calculations were correct; that hidden move really worked.

Originally, Lin Xuan only had a fifty percent chance of success, so he was overjoyed when it did work.

"What have you done to me?"

"Do you remember the Jade Net Bee?"

"Jade Net Bee?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan laughed with satisfaction. "Friend, after all your efforts, you still want this object from Lin. Is it for breaking through the late-stage tribulation bottleneck?"

"How do you know?"

The Moon Illusion Moth was shocked.

Even if her opponent had extensive knowledge, this information wasn’t mentioned in ancient texts. After all, advancing a spirit insect was incredibly difficult; she might be the first to reach this stage.

In short, it was unprecedented and unparalleled.

Devouring the Jade Net Bee could help break through the bottleneck, something she discovered on her own during her attempts.

How did he know?

"Guess."

The answer from Lin Xuan made the Moon Illusion Moth want to vomit.

"Guess? Guess?"

"Yes."

Lin Xuan smiled. The answer seemed absurd but had its logic. He first met the Moon Illusion Moth as a mid-stage tribulation spirit insect. At this level, there was little she could see. Yet her interest in the Jade Net Bee was indescribable; she even risked offending him, an advanced-stage cultivator.

For most treasures, such behavior would be unthinkable. What was so special about the Jade Net Bee that she acted recklessly?

Thinking through it, the answer became clear.

Still, Lin Xuan wasn’t one hundred percent sure and didn't reveal this to Yue. Instead, he chose to wait here for the results. And indeed, his guess turned out to be correct.

However, the Moon Illusion Moth still looked puzzled: "Even if you know its use, what good is that? Did you tamper with it when I was a spirit insect?"

"Tampering, hmpf. Do you think Lin Xuan is someone you can fool? Why would I go to such lengths? You should remember that the Jade Net Bee was originally my pet, and I invested countless efforts in it. Now you devour and fuse it; do you really think there won’t be any side effects?" Lin Xuan sneered.
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"Are you saying..."

The light and casual words entered her ears, but the expression on Moon Illusion Moth's face showed a level of shock that was almost incomprehensible.

She had been too careless!

How could she have made such a foolish mistake?

As the saying goes: "Cleverness can sometimes lead to one’s downfall."

Indeed, Jade Net Bee had greatly assisted her in advancing and passing through the tribulation. However, as a spirit insect raised by Lin Xuan, there was certainly some mental connection between them.

And this connection was no trivial matter. If she hadn't guessed wrong, that little Lin likely placed restraints on Moon Illusion Moth's body.

Actually, this wasn't unusual at all.

Among the hundred arts of cultivation, the art of controlling insects was one of the more commonly applied techniques.

Since spirit insects had lower intelligence, to make them follow orders like a puppet, it was common practice to implant powerful restraints on their bodies.

Moon Illusion Moth herself knew this fact well. But even wise people can make mistakes. In her excitement, she forgot about it.

Doesn't that sound absurd?

But everyone makes mistakes. Especially after waiting for nearly a million years just to advance, her patience had been worn down to the point of exhaustion. After all her efforts and triumphs, some pride was understandable.

Thus, she made such a basic mistake—she didn’t remove the restraints Lin Xuan placed before fusing with Moon Illusion Bee.

If it were only one or two insects, that would be fine. But to break through the bottleneck, she had consumed tens of thousands of Jade Net Bees.

As a result, those restraints naturally transferred to her body.

A self-inflicted trap!

But by the time she realized this, it was too late.

Otherwise, even if her divine consciousness wasn’t as strong as Lin Xuan’s, how could he easily subdue her?

Tears were already useless. Moon Illusion Moth's face was unusually gloomy.

She couldn't help but laugh and cry at the same time. Her situation truly fit the saying "joy to the max leads to sorrow."

---

Originally, she had thought that advancing would open up a vast world for her, allowing her to freely explore it.

But now, this was the result.

"Exactly what do you want?"

Moon Illusion Moth spoke coldly.

She had tasted the feeling of going from heaven to hell. But even though she was in someone else's house, she still had to bow down.

Even if her life was in their hands, she couldn't afford to be complacent. Therefore, there would never be a good face for Lin Xuan.

"Friend, you need not be angry. I have no grudge with you and no recent enmity. Naturally, I won’t make things overly difficult for you. However, the spirit insect that I carefully raised was destroyed by your hands. Emotionally and logically, I can't bear to swallow this. That's why I've come here to discuss compensation matters," Lin Xuan said with a pleasant tone.

"Compensation?" Moon Illusion Moth widened her eyes in disbelief. "You know the value of Jade Net Bee, so you should understand that all spirit insects have already been consumed and fused by me. How can I give you anything as compensation? Would it be asking you to become my pet?"

"You are truly a genius, Friend," Lin Xuan boasted.

"What?" Moon Illusion Moth nearly had her nose crooked from anger.

Wasn't it true... that she had said something insulting, and he accepted it like water?

To make her his spirit pet was such an audacious claim. Wasn't he afraid of speaking too big and saying something foolish?

A True Immortal descending to the mortal world?

Hmph, even if a True Immortal did descend here, they wouldn't dare speak so arrogantly.

She herself had advanced to late-stage tribulation.

As a Moon Illusion Moth, she had advanced to this level—unprecedented before and unlikely in the future. Her strength far surpassed ordinary cultivators.

Although that little Lin was quite powerful, he too was at late-stage tribulation. Yet he said she should become his pet. Wasn't this an overreach?

Beside her, Mo'er also widened her eyes.

The young master truly was a character who only took advantage and never lost out. Although Jade Net Bee was incredibly valuable, how could it compare to advancing to late-stage tribulation as Moon Illusion Moth?

He had calculated too shrewdly.

But while the idea was good, the conditions he proposed were too harsh. Unless the other party was crazy, they wouldn't agree.

Yet from his expression, he seemed confident. Could he have some secret weapon?

Mo'er's face was filled with curiosity as she heard Lin Xuan's voice slowly enter her ears:

"Is there something wrong with your tone? Do you have any objections?"

"Nonsense! A man can be killed but not humiliated. Little Lin, don't push me too far."

Moon Illusion Moth's fierce voice entered her ears. How had she ever been treated to such humiliation?

"I don’t think I'm being overbearing," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

"I cultivated spirit insects for thousands of years, and they became nothing but water through the air because of you. Friend, it is only right that you compensate me. What's wrong with that? Moreover, as my pet, there’s no loss to you; on the contrary, it offers you great opportunities..."

"You... you..."

Moon Illusion Moth was speechless in shock. In the cultivation world, thick skin wasn't uncommon, but Lin Xuan felt so good about himself.

What did he mean by saying that becoming his pet wouldn’t be a loss and would offer great opportunities? Wasn’t this just plain lying?

"Think you're something special—reincarnation of the Arrogant King or a True Emperor descending to the mortal world?"

"Not at all."

The mocking voice entered her ears, but Lin Xuan ignored it. His expression remained calm.

"Do you know how long I spent on my cultivation path until today?" Lin Xuan continued.

"Does that matter to me?"

Moon Illusion Moth said coldly.

Lin Xuan didn't take offense and continued speaking: "I can’t remember exactly, but roughly three thousand years."

"What?"

Moon Illusion Moth's mouth opened wide in surprise. The irony on her face was replaced by shock.

Three thousand years—how could that be possible?

While human cultivation wasn't as difficult as for spirit insects, it still couldn't be achieved overnight.

With mere thousands of years, reaching the Profound Knowledge Realm was already a remarkable achievement; calling him a genius wouldn’t have been inappropriate. Yet he had become a late-stage tribulation cultivator?

Was that possible?

It must be nonsense. That little Lin was too good at making things up.

"How can you not believe me? Although I've subdued you, some of your innate abilities should still work. If my memory serves correctly, Moon Illusion Moth's innate ability should allow one to see through others' hearts. Even if its power is weakened in this situation, it shouldn't be hard for you to determine whether what I'm saying is true or false. Why don’t you use your ability?"

Lin Xuan’s calm voice entered her ears with confidence.
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Hearing Lin Xuan's words, the eyes of the Moon Illusion Moth flashed with a hint of surprise. She was starting to doubt his certainty.

This kid really had extensive knowledge; he knew all about his innate divine power.

But what truly shocked her wasn't this fact. What puzzled her was how confident he seemed in his own abilities.

Was it possible that he hadn’t been speaking nonsense just now, but rather recounting a factual account?

Could it be that he actually managed to reach the late-stage Transcendation Realm in just three thousand years?

That was impossible!

The Moon Illusion Moth shook her head. Just thinking about it made one feel incredulous.

The path of cultivation was fraught with difficulties and hardships; how could there possibly be such a ridiculous speed?

Even if she considered this guy, who looked down on everything, or the former Asura, who was a prodigy, they would never have been able to achieve such an exaggerated level.

He must have been speaking nonsense. But if he really had been, why did his expression of confidence remain so firm?

As her mind raced with these thoughts, she felt somewhat bewildered.

Clearly, just thinking about it wouldn't yield a satisfactory result. So, she decided to follow the other party's suggestion.

Regarding her innate divine power, she still had some degree of confidence.

Just as Lin Xuan said, even though she was currently immobile, simply determining if what he said was true or false wasn’t too difficult.

With this thought in mind, she no longer hesitated. She took a deep breath and the light in her beautiful eyes intensified.

The five-colored glass seemed to be incredibly deep.

Then, an exceptionally clear voice came from her small mouth: "Friend, did you truly only spend three thousand years on the path of cultivation?"

"Absolutely."

Lin Xuan's eyes also flashed with surprise before he spoke calmly. "Moreover, I am a cultivator who ascended from the lower realm."

"What?"

The Moon Illusion Moth widened her eyes.

If not for her confidence in her innate divine power, she would have truly thought she was dreaming.

This guy was actually a cultivator who ascended from the mortal world.

Hadn't they heard that the resources of the mortal world were extremely scarce?

The essence energy there was also very thin. Cultivating there was simply a waste of time and effort.

In other words, the speed of cultivation was extremely slow. It was incredibly time-consuming.

Despite such unfavorable conditions, he managed to reach this stage in just three thousand years.

Hadn't they heard that even the former Asura didn’t have such a prodigious talent?

And this guy before her seemed far from being a prodigy no matter which angle one considered him from.

The Moon Illusion Moth was speechless. Her face showed complete bewilderment, and she couldn’t think of how to describe her current state of mind.

But there was something certain.

This kid indeed had remarkable abilities. Losing to him wouldn't be unfair at all.

"Why are you saying these things?" The Moon Illusion Moth finally spoke after a moment's pause.

Thinking about herself, from the middle stage of Transcendation Realm to the late-stage, from preparation to arduous cultivation, spending tens of thousands of years in all. Originally, she felt quite satisfied with herself. But compared to this kid before her, she was as stupid as a pig.

To say that she had nowhere to stand would be an understatement.

The Moon Illusion Moth's face showed obvious disappointment, clearly shaken by her self-confidence and feeling dejected.

"I have no ulterior motives," Lin Xuan said with satisfaction. "I just want to tell you friend that I've made great progress in cultivation, and there’s absolutely nothing exaggerated about it."

Lin Xuan's words were essentially boasting. However, the Moon Illusion Moth didn't show any signs of dissatisfaction.

He had the right to be arrogant.

A mere mortal who managed to reach late-stage Transcendation Realm after just three thousand years, regardless of any coincidental factors, was already impressive enough.

Even if he wasn’t a prodigy, it wouldn’t matter even if he eventually ascended to become an immortal. After all, reaching the boundless realms and becoming a true immortal was indeed a promising future.

This kid was truly remarkable, but wanting her to be his spirit pet just because of that was still too presumptuous.

After all, although late-stage Transcendation Realm cultivators couldn’t compare in strength with true immortals, their lifespans were the same. Who would want to be driven by someone and treated like a deity?

With this thought, the Moon Illusion Moth’s face showed renewed vigilance.

Seeming to guess her thoughts, Lin Xuan smiled calmly and said, "Friend, don't rush to reject my suggestion. Listen first to what I have to say before making any decisions."

"Alright!"

As they say, when you're under someone's roof, you can’t help but bow your head. Besides, it was just a matter of listening for now; both emotionally and logically, the Moon Illusion Moth had no reason to refuse.

"The Jade Net Bee was indeed destroyed by you, so I am asking for compensation from you. However, your strength is vastly different now, having reached late-stage Transcendation Realm. Even if I’m arrogant, I can’t always demand that you be my spirit beast. Let’s say we agree on a period of ten thousand years. During this time, you follow me. If I manage to ascend and become an immortal in the upper realm, then you are free to leave or stay as you wish."

"What if you fail?"

"If I don’t succeed, it means that my luck is shallow, so there’s no reason for me to keep you. At that point, your choice will be entirely up to you," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Are you serious?"

A hint of surprise flashed in the Moon Illusion Moth's eyes.

If this were any other cultivator, such terms would have been quite harsh. But now she was at late-stage Transcendation Realm and had no lifespan constraints. Ten thousand years might seem like a long time, but it wasn’t insurmountable either.

If he truly kept his promise, these terms could be considered fair.

"Lin Xuan’s words are naturally without falsehood," Lin Xuan said seeing her interest. "And if you follow me, there will be great benefits."

"Benefits?"

"Yes, by devouring the Jade Net Bee, although you successfully broke through your bottleneck, it would still be difficult to fully refine its time energy. If you follow me, I won’t hesitate to help. As a spirit insect originally raised by me, with my original master’s assistance, your success rate can at least increase by more than fifty percent."

"Really?"

If the terms Lin Xuan initially proposed were reasonable, then what he was offering now was like throwing in a powerful weapon.

The Moon Illusion Moth's face lit up. She knew that refining time energy was extremely arduous and had few chances of success. If she could achieve her goal, being driven for ten thousand years wouldn’t matter much.

After careful consideration, it seemed she still had the upper hand.

Hmm, one couldn’t say that either; it should be considered a mutual benefit.

The Moon Illusion Moth was pleased but didn't immediately agree to Lin Xuan's proposal. At her level of strength, her thoughts were naturally very meticulous.

Moreover, having learned from past experiences, she wouldn’t take unnecessary risks now.

Her expression had become calm, and even a hint of cunning could be seen in her eyes: "Your suggestion is not unreasonable, but unless you first agree to one of my requests."
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"Speak!"

Lin Xuan did not take offense; his expression was sincere.

The Moon Illusion Moth saw this and also displayed a satisfied look on her face. Due to her innate talent, she had always been good at recognizing people. This young Lin, although somewhat cunning, appeared to be someone who kept their word, definitely not the type of person who liked to break promises for personal gain.

"Since you are generous, little sister will not be so polite. My request is not unreasonable; I can follow you and serve under your command within certain limits. However, you must not overstep your bounds and make unreasonable demands, such as dangerous tasks that could endanger my life. Little sister has the right to refuse." The Moon Illusion Moth's voice was clear and deliberate.

"This is natural. You are a late-stage劫渡 cultivator; how can I truly treat you like a spirit pet? Although you follow me, we will just consider each other as equals in daily interactions. As for dangerous tasks, of course, I would not let you do them." Lin Xuan smiled.

"You are indeed reasonable. Then, shall we use our soul power to sign a contract?" The Moon Illusion Moth pressed her point.

"Agreed."

Lin Xuan had no objections. He waved his sleeve and the light flickered as a talisman paper shaped like an animal hide flew out.

"What is this?"

The Moon Illusion Moth felt familiar with that talisman paper, but upon closer inspection, she couldn't help showing surprise: "Is it made from the skin of a Tāomù?"

It was no wonder she was surprised. The fame of Tāomù spread far and wide; even if not genuine, its strength did not fall short of late-stage劫渡 cultivators. Killing it was difficult enough, let alone transforming its hide into talisman paper.

The other party's background was truly impressive. With this in mind, she looked up to Lin Xuan even more.

Lin Xuan naturally knew what the woman was thinking but ignored her expression. His eyes narrowed as a golden pen appeared before him.

Without further ado, he wrote with flowing strokes, golden characters appearing on the surface of the talisman paper.

After about a cup of tea's time, the mysterious talisman paper was filled to the brim. A rough count showed that there were over ten clauses listed.

Lin Xuan scanned his eyes over them and displayed an extremely satisfied look.

He then waved his sleeve again.

The talisman paper flickered with light as it slowly flew towards the Moon Illusion Moth: "Lady, please take a look at this contract. If you find anything inappropriate or need to make any changes, feel free to say so. This soul oath is no trivial matter; of course, we both should be satisfied."

"Good!"

Considering her own future, the Moon Illusion Moth would not put on an act.

She raised her jade hand and pointed slowly but quickly towards the front. As she moved, a beam of light shot out from her fingertip, stopping the talisman paper in mid-air. Her face was full of concentration as she carefully pondered over it.

She read each word meticulously, taking time to understand them. It did not take long before she lifted her head with a radiant smile: "There's nothing wrong. Master Lin is indeed someone who keeps their promises."

It was no wonder the woman was happy. In the world of cultivation, deceit and cunning were common. Initially, she had worried that Lin Xuan would just talk big but have other plans. Now it seemed like her suspicions about his true intentions were unfounded.

The soul oath he wrote was in line with their previous discussions. There was no need to haggle over it.

Even though she was offering herself as a spirit pet, her late-stage劫渡 realm was somewhat embarrassing. But compared to the potential benefits, it was negligible.

In the agreement, he promised to do his utmost to help her master time power. When she had transformed the Jade Net Bee, she realized that these spirit insects, although not fully matured, had a profound grasp of the laws of time.

With the aid of its original owner, she indeed stood a good chance of mastering time power.

Compared to this, a mere ten-thousand-year commitment was nothing. Her thoughts turned as her smile grew warmer.

"How about it, Lady? Do you have any objections?"

Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered her ears.

"No."

"Since that is the case, let us establish this soul oath then?" Lin Xuan pressed his suggestion.

At their level of strength, even a heart demon vow was useless. Other prohibitions were mere formalities; only the soul oath could serve as an effective constraint.

However, the soul oath had some special requirements, needing both parties to be willing. This explained why he treated Moon Illusion Moth kindly.

In his view, this was a mutually beneficial choice. If they broke their word out of pique and parted ways, it would be a grave mistake.

Fortunately, although this trip took some time, it went as expected, achieving the desired goal.

All that remained now was to sign the soul oath.

For two late-stage劫渡 cultivators, this was not particularly difficult. Although they were not familiar with the process, they completed it smoothly.

With the establishment of the oath, the talisman paper suddenly ignited without any signs and transformed into two streaks of green energy, entering Lin Xuan's and Moon Illusion Moth's bodies.

These streaks of green energy were the power of the oath, containing their soul marks. Even if they became true immortals, they could not be erased. If they broke their word, they would suffer backlash effects.

The severity of this backlash was such that it would result in the destruction of both their souls, leaving no chance for rebirth.

The seriousness of the soul oath was evident.

Across all three realms and throughout history, high-ranking cultivators willing to sign a soul oath were few. Once signed, they remained steadfast until death, as they knew breaking a soul oath meant eternal damnation. It would be foolish to make such a mistake.

With the oath established, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. How could he not be happy? The strength of the Jade Net Bee was formidable, but how could it compare to this girl?

A late-stage劫渡 Moon Illusion Moth had far greater power than her peers.

And with such an ally, even though they were still no match for true immortals or demon kings, perhaps they might have a chance against someone like Real Immortal Nàilóng.

Of course, these were just Lin Xuan's speculations since he had never faced true top-tier power before.

But at worst, if they couldn't win, running away was always an option.

In other words, even facing the Treasure Snake Ice Soul now, he could勉强 defend himself.

The cultivation world was full of danger, but with this, he could freely roam all three realms.
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Thinking through this, even Lin Xuan's composure couldn't help but show a hint of satisfaction on his face. It was not an exaggeration to say he felt invigorated.

After much hardship, he had finally achieved what he desired—his wife had become the mother. From now on, even if the Three Realms were treacherous, he could freely navigate them as he pleased.

Of course, he wasn't completely without reservations. After all, even a true immortal could fall.

But at least, there weren't many threats to his existence anymore. As long as he didn’t suffer an excessively unlucky fate, he should be safe from falling.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a look of contentment on his face.

But soon, the smile faded.

While his achievements were significant, it was still too early to say he had fulfilled his lifelong aspirations and goals. He wasn't just any cultivator; there were too many secrets intertwined with his journey.

Aside from the Blue Star Sea, Mo'er's previous life was that of an Arhat. As the ruler of the Netherworld, why would she massacre the Spirit Realm so mercilessly?

And what was the true purpose behind the arrival of a true immortal? What was the truth of their battle at the Polar Yuan Guang Hall?

Mo'er had her own unspoken sorrows.

Then there were the域外天魔...

What urgent desires and entanglements did Qin Yan have with him?

All these secrets awaited his revelation. The path ahead was long, but he now had enough strength to pursue them.

The only thing that troubled Lin Xuan was that he could match a top-tier powerhouse in battle, but it was just an estimate. Without direct confrontation, some things were hard to say.

For instance, even the likes of Daoist Nai Long and Fairy Hundred Flowers possessed domains. Cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage could command heaven and earth's laws. Domain masters could create their own laws. He had his own domain, but he still felt a bit apprehensive facing such beings despite having several先天 treasures.

Although the Five-Phoenix Seal had successfully advanced, it shattered after transforming into the Hundred Birds Seal. Although it was slowly being repaired, it would take too long to use against an opponent in the short term.

Lin Xuan sighed.

Suddenly, he felt his previous optimism might have been a bit overestimating. Even against the Treasure Snake Ice Soul, he still had more chances of losing, but as long as it wasn't due to extremely bad luck, escaping should be fine.

Enough talk; contentment is what matters.

Regardless, this time's收获 far exceeded expectations. To truly match a domain master was no easy feat.

These top-tier powerhouses were all beings that lived for millions of years. Even if they had countless opportunities, their cultivation base still outstripped his in many ways.

If two元婴 could advance to the Tribulation Transcending后期 stage, he might have some fighting chance, but it wasn't so simple.

Although晋级妖丹 made cultivating an元婴 easier by removing the bottleneck and avoiding heavenly tribulations, accumulating enough法力 was a long process. At their level, pills had little effect.

Even after Lin Xuan's Blue Star Sea purification, the difference remained significant.

Of course, there were exceptions, such as the treasures of the Immortal Mansion still having great utility.

But these treasures were hard to come by. The Three Realms might be vast, but resources and environments couldn't compare to those in the Immortal Realm. The odds of cultivating a treasure from the Immortal Mansion were abysmally low—such opportunities were rare indeed.

To rely on arduous cultivation for two元婴 to advance would take at least hundreds of thousands of years.

Forget it, let's not dwell on this headache-inducing problem. When the time comes, everything will be clear.

Contentment is what matters. After spending three thousand years advancing to the Tribulation Transcending后期 stage, he was the first and last in history, even surpassing his former Arhat self—there was no need for more.

"How so? Daoist friend, what are you thinking about?"

The melodious voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan turned around. Before him stood a beautiful face—none other than the Moth of Illusions. Her expression was full of curiosity.

"Nothing." Lin Xuan shook his head. "By the way, I haven't asked your name."

"Haha, there's no need for formalities; just call me Xiao Die from now on."

"A nice name, Xiao Die. Please look after me in the future."

"You're too polite. Regardless, you are my spirit beast, so we can treat each other as equals and you shouldn't be so formal."

With their soul vows signed, they were now one荣俱荣,一损俱损, making their relationship harmonious.

"By the way, Lady Mo'er's abilities aren't ordinary; she must have a significant background."

The conversation shifted to Mo'er. Lin Xuan's abilities had left an impression on her, but this young lady was no pushover either. He had struggled greatly during his ambush and she was even lower in cultivation level—something that would be impossible for an ordinary cultivator.

"Your Highness Fairy has excellent eyesight; Mo'er is indeed of great importance. She is the reincarnation of the Arhat King."

Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed, making this secret less significant given their soul vows.

"What?!"

Moth of Illusions was shocked, almost disbelieving her ears: "Daoist friend, are you joking? The Arhat..."

She had lived for millions of years and heard many tales about the Arhat King. This young lady... an Arhat?

What a joke!

"Brother Lin is quite humorous."

"Haha, I have no intention of deceiving your Highness Fairy; over time, you will understand."

Lin Xuan didn't elaborate further. As the saying goes, distance reveals true strength and time shows character—there was no need for excessive explanation.

Seeing his expression, she couldn't help but be a bit doubtful despite her surprise.

"Alright, let's not talk about this anymore; we should leave here first."

"Brother Lin is in no rush. I still need to retrieve an item of treasure."

"What?!"

Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Now isn't the time to explain; when we reach our destination, Brother Lin will understand."

Xiao Die smiled and started teasing him with a hint of mystery.

Lin Xuan and Mo'er exchanged glances, slightly surprised but not worried about any harm. They followed her in silence as she led them through the valley.

With Xiao Die leading the way, they navigated without any hindrance. After a day or two, they arrived at a valley.

"Here..."

Lin Xuan looked around, his face showing great surprise.
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At first glance, this valley appeared to be just an ordinary one.

The environment was serene and picturesque with a myriad of flowers in full bloom, making the scenery quite remarkable.

However, across the vast Three Realms, there were countless green mountains and clear waters. Such a ravine would not stand out no matter which angle you looked at it from.

Cave heavens and blessed lands were not rare in the Spirit Realm.

So, what was the other party's purpose for bringing her here?

Their relationship had changed significantly since then. Regardless of anything else, she couldn't possibly be harmful to him. Could it be that this girl had some treasure hidden here?

Lin Xuan pondered inwardly as Little Butterfly's voice entered his ears at this moment: "Brother Lin, what do you think of the environment here?"

Brother?

This girl really changed her tune quickly.

But Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't refute. After all, close relationships were beneficial to both parties. Emotionally and logically, he was more than willing for it to happen.

"Not bad."

Lin Xuan smiled as he spoke.

"This is my little sister's secret cave dwelling, the most important one among all of mine. I came here with the intention of taking it away."

"What? Taking it away, Little Butterfly, are you joking!"

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised upon hearing this.

At their current level, they naturally had the power to move mountains and overturn seas. However, moving an entire cave dwelling to another plane wasn't easy either.

The valley before them didn’t seem to have any value worth such effort. Yet, by looking at the other party's expression, it didn’t appear like a joke.

What was hidden between these two?

Lin Xuan pondered in his mind as Little Butterfly’s face revealed a playful look. From her expression, she seemed to be testing him intentionally.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel amused and unwilling to show weakness; otherwise, he would have been looked down upon by this girl.

With thoughts swirling in his head, Lin Xuan raised his head. A sudden burst of strange light appeared in his eyes, turning them pure silver.

At their current level, even the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was not far from a true phoenix's vision. It could be considered a great accomplishment to have reached such a state.

Under the power of this divine eye, Lin Xuan indeed discovered something different.

The celestial and primordial energy in this place was extremely peculiar, aside from ordinary spiritual qi, there were also some strange golden energies.

However, each grain was too small.

Only one ten-thousandth the size of an ordinary rice grain.

There seemed to be hints of mysterious celestial laws within them.

And these laws were vastly different from those he had encountered before, clearly more profound.

"This... is Immortal Spirit Qi!"

Lin Xuan finally couldn't help showing a look of astonishment.

It was actually the legendary Immortal Spirit Qi, albeit in smaller quantities. Its concentration was only one-tenth that of ordinary spiritual qi, but it was still extremely precious.

How could there be Immortal Spirit Qi here?

After all, that was something only true immortals would have in their realm.

Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted, though he had some doubts as well.

Moon also widened her eyes, clearly having some knowledge of Immortal Spirit Qi.

"Little Butterfly, what's going on?"

"Ha ha, this is just a matter of good fortune. Little Sister can only say she has been fortunate."

At this point, the Moon Moth no longer played coy and raised her delicate eyebrows as an enchanting voice came from her mouth: "I discovered a precious treasure in this true spirit burial ground."

"A precious treasure, what is it?"

"Brother Lin and Sister Moon should go see for yourselves. It's hard to explain with words."

As Little Butterfly spoke, she flicked her jade hand, sending out a beam of light as thick as an arm that flashed into the valley.

Subsequently, milky white mist surged, revealing a path wide enough for two people to walk side by side.

"Please!"

Leading the way was Little Butterfly. Lin Xuan and Moon didn't hesitate and followed her inside.

Soon they entered the cave dwelling, which was adorned with flowers in clusters. However, all three ignored it as the Moon Moth led them through the cave dwelling to the innermost secret room.

"Eh?" Upon approaching the secret room, Lin Xuan felt a sense of surprise because the Immortal Spirit Qi here was much denser than outside.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had a vague guess in his mind.

But at this moment, there was no need to overthink it as the answer would soon reveal itself.

Entering the secret room, dense Immortal Spirit Qi rushed towards him, far more concentrated than when he was outside.

Scanning with his eyes, Lin Xuan found that the entire room was empty except for a well in the center, which stood out starkly.

Around the well, the Immortal Spirit Qi was even denser.

"Immortal Spirit Treasure!"

Despite his earlier guesses, Lin Xuan couldn't help showing an extremely surprised expression.

This legendary item had truly been encountered by him.

An Immortal Spirit Treasure was more precious than a rare treasure in a divine dwelling and could be of greater use to cultivators at their current level.

Of course, most cultivators would never hear about it even in a lifetime.

But the Spirit Eye Treasure was something everyone knew well.

So-called Immortal Spirit Treasures sounded incredibly mysterious but were closely linked with Spirit Eye Treasures. Many had evolved from them.

However, such an evolution was extremely unlikely, with less than one-in-a-billion chances.

The entire Spirit Realm only possessed two or three such treasures.

One of the most famous was the Peaches of Immortality.

Legend said that in ancient times, it was a superior Spirit Eye Tree. Later, through some fortunate coincidence, it evolved into an Immortal Spirit Tree.

Its peaches were invaluable for late-stage cultivators to comprehend their domains.

As for the other two Immortal Spirit Treasures, no one knew what they looked like as they rarely appeared in the world. It was said that the owner of such a treasure had power comparable to scattered immortals and demon kings.

Although it was just legend, the truth was mostly so. Ordinary people wouldn't dare possess such treasures except for those formidable old monsters.

The saying "a common man without sin is still guilty if he carries jade" was known by everyone.

Lin Xuan had only seen Immortal Spirit Treasures in ancient texts before but now had a chance to see one with his own eyes, making the opportunity truly remarkable.

If his guess was correct, this well should have evolved from a Spirit Eye.

If it were such a treasure, taking some effort to carry it away would be necessary.

Seeing Lin Xuan's calm expression return quickly, Little Butterfly couldn't help but feel admiration. An Immortal Spirit Treasure wasn’t something ordinary late-stage cultivators could remain so composed about.

This boy Lin was indeed not an ordinary cultivator. Her decision to partner with him seemed very correct.

"Little Butterfly, do you need Brother Lin’s help to take this treasure?"

Lin Xuan smiled as he asked.

"If Brother Lin is willing to lend a hand, that would be the best. Otherwise, relying solely on Little Sister's strength, it might be difficult to retrieve this Immortal Spirit Treasure intact," Moon Moth said happily.
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"An easy task, Little Butterfly, why be so polite?"

Lin Xuan did not take offense. While a single person's effort might seem insufficient to fully retrieve this treasure, with two working together, the difficulty was negligible.

Since he was borrowing something to give back, how could he be stingy about his efforts?

Thus, Lin Xuan clasped his hands, and a burst of spiritual light emanated from his body. Accompanying it was an oppressive spiritual pressure descending from the heavens.

The Moon Illusion Moth smiled at this sight. With both her hands raised, a series of techniques shot out from her fingertips.

Rumble!

About an hour later, a thunderous sound echoed in their ears. Without any warning, several mountain peaks suddenly collapsed inexplicably. One of them was that valley, which turned into nothingness amidst a cloud of dust.

The area had been flattened to the ground, but three streaks of bright light leaped out from the smoke and sped away rapidly.

---

After one day and night:

The sky grew dim as they found themselves in an endless wilderness. There were no signs of life except for a bare rock mountain towering high into the distance.

Standing atop this mountain were two men and a woman. The man appeared to be around twenty years old, looking exceptionally young. He wore a green robe and had an unremarkable appearance. In contrast, the two women, though slightly younger, were stunningly beautiful, true beauties of the highest order.

"Little Butterfly, you didn't make a mistake; this is indeed the spatial node of the True Spirit Burial Ground, right?"

Lin Xuan raised his head and spoke with a serious expression.

"Brother Lin, don't worry. I've lived here for nearly a million years. Although I can't claim to know every blade of grass or tree in this vicinity, how could I possibly be wrong about the location of the spatial node?"

"I stayed at the True Spirit Burial Ground originally to search for treasures. Once I found them, I planned to leave."

"Hmm."

Hearing her words, Lin Xuan no longer had any doubts. If Little Butterfly was certain, then this must indeed be the spatial node.

A satisfied smile appeared on his face. There was nothing left to do but wait quietly.

After all, the changes in a spatial node followed a certain pattern, and he needed to wait for the moment when the spatial force weakened most before breaking through the void.

---

Time passed quickly, and half a month later:

Lin Xuan suddenly raised an eyebrow as he opened his eyes while sitting cross-legged. He then stood up and looked toward a spot more than a thousand feet above him.

There, a hazy energy cloud appeared, covering several acres in size. A faint rumbling could be heard, and the chaotic flow of primordial qi was intense.

"Spatial node."

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy.

"How about that, Brother Lin? Didn't I tell you the truth!"

Little Butterfly and Yue'er also approached him, the former smirking as she said this.

Lin Xuan smiled but did not respond. His full attention was on the spatial node ahead.

Rumble!

A thunderous sound echoed overhead as the shape of the energy cloud changed continuously.

After about a quarter hour, Lin Xuan suddenly moved his brow. He then raised his right hand and slashed forward with his palm as if it were a sword.

Zzzzzip!

As he moved, a dazzling sword energy appeared out of nowhere.

Several dozen feet long, like a sudden gust of wind, it flashed past the hazy cloud and struck at it.

Though this attack seemed unremarkable, it contained a hint of法则力量 (law of space) that Lin Xuan had grasped.

Space Law!

Used to break through the void, it was perfectly suited for the task.

The entire process, though complex in description, took only an instant.

That sword light flashed and entered the energy cloud but disappeared without making any waves.

But soon, a thunderous sound filled their ears as the energy cloud rapidly churned.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. But quickly, he frowned and sighed: "Little Butterfly, you came here not just to watch; help me out."

After all, the interface force of the True Spirit Burial Ground was vastly different from that of the spirit realm. Even though Lin Xuan had advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcender, without a magical array's aid, breaking through the interface would be extremely difficult.

Of course, with some sacrifice, it could still be done, but in this situation, there was no need for such effort.

"Ha ha, I just wanted to see how strong Brother Lin is."

Little Butterfly's light laughter reached his ears. She raised her hand and pointed forward.

Pfft!

A red light shot out from her fingertips. Upon closer inspection, the red light was composed of many strange symbols.

---

The speed was fast, and it flashed into that peculiar cloud.

Then, a hurricane arose, making the thunderous sound even more piercing.

After about half an hour, the energy cloud split open, revealing a large passage several feet in diameter.

Though deep beyond sight, Lin Xuan's face showed joy.

"Let's go!"

Before his words were finished, he flew into the passage first. The two women naturally followed without hesitation, their lotus steps moving gracefully as they trailed after him.

---

"At last, I didn't make a mistake; we're back in Rain桐界."

Lin Xuan looked around at the beautiful scenery and spoke with some emotion.

After all, the spirit realm was vast, with nearly a thousand small interfaces. Breaking through the void required meticulous work, and even a slight error could lead to significant differences.

Although Lin Xuan had carefully calculated and pinpointed his destination before teleporting, there was still a high chance of making mistakes.

Fortunately, such worries were unnecessary as he ultimately succeeded in returning to Rain桐界.

"Is this what they say about the top-ranked interface in the spirit realm?"

Compared to Lin Xuan's relief, Little Butterfly's face was filled with curiosity.

She had long admired the name of Rain桐界. She had even thought about living there one day if she advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcender.

Unfortunately, such thoughts were merely wishful thinking over the years.

Now that it had finally come true, her face was full of wonder as she took a deep breath of fresh air.

The spiritual energy here was abundant. Although not as rich as in the True Spirit Burial Ground, the reputation of Rain桐界 as the top-ranked interface was well-deserved.

The scenery was also impressive; looking around, it was like a painting with beautiful mountains and rivers.

Just then, a loud explosion sounded. Lin Xuan and the two women exchanged glances but showed no surprise on their faces.

In the cultivation world, survival of the fittest was common, and conflicts were not uncommon.

Encountering cultivators so quickly could be considered good luck. They might as well ask for directions; Rain桐界 was vast, and Lin Xuan still didn't know where he was.

Finding someone to ask would be best.
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Lin Xuan's proposal was reasonable, and the two women naturally had no objections. However, for three people to travel together in such a manner might be considered somewhat shocking by the world.

Indeed, Rain桐 Realm was home to many powerful cultivators; even those at the Tribulation Transcendence stage were not elusive figures. If one's luck was good, it was still possible to encounter such great talents.

However, three people at the Tribulation Transcendence stage traveling together was still somewhat unbelievable.

Although Lin Xuan had sufficient strength with Little Butterfly Mo'er’s assistance, he preferred to remain low-key. After returning to Rain桐, he did not want to cause unnecessary attention, which would not be a wise choice from any angle. Thus, Lin Xuan naturally did not do so.

When he expressed his concerns, the two women agreed. Lin Xuan then took out the Momentary Heavenly Realm Diagram.

Yes, the Momentary Treasure.

To ordinary cultivators, this item was priceless, but to Lin Xuan, it was merely a temporary dwelling place.

"Little Butterfly, what do you think of the environment here?"

"Mm, the scenery is picturesque. It's not much worse than my previous valley. As long as we move that immortal spirit well in, it will be an excellent place for cultivation."

Phantom Moon Mo'er scanned the surroundings and spoke with satisfaction.

"Since that’s the case, you two can go cultivate inside first. I’ll call you when there’s something important."

"Alright."

Mo'er had no objections, and Little Butterfly nodded as well. The two women transformed into a fragrant breeze and flew into the Momentary Heavenly Realm Diagram.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. He waved his sleeve to store the treasure, then shot forward towards the direction of the bright light.

The distance between them was over a thousand miles, but with Lin Xuan’s current speed, it was just an instant.

Soon, the sound became clearer. A scene of battle unfolded before his eyes.

"Hey, what's this?"

Lin Xuan originally thought that it was merely a clash between low-grade cultivators.

But as he looked around, his expression turned extremely surprised.

Two cultivators appeared in front of him—a man and a woman. The man on the left seemed to be about forty years old, with a rugged appearance.

The woman was younger, dressed like a middle-aged woman, with a curvy figure.

Their expressions were intimate, suggesting they were a couple.

The man’s cultivation level was slightly higher, at late Core Formation stage, while the woman was merely mid-stage.

For cultivators of this level, Lin Xuan considered them insignificant, small as ants. Therefore, they could not possibly notice his presence.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over both of them before landing on the beast chasing after them.

This was a very ugly bird-like creature.

It stood over ten feet tall, with sharp claws and beak. It had three magical eyes, with faint green light emanating from its pupils, indicating it was no ordinary creature.

Of course, to Lin Xuan’s eyes, such a beast equivalent to Core Formation stage was trivial. However, compared to this bird, which was weaker than words could describe for the Core Formation couple in front of him, it was an insurmountable enemy.

Yet, there was something peculiar about this bird. Its cultivation level should have been mid-stage Core Formation at most. Even if beast races were slightly stronger than humans of the same stage, their strength usually had limits and couldn’t challenge across stages.

Logically speaking, a late-stage Core Formation man alone could easily handle this beast. With his wife’s help, they should be able to defeat it together. But now that he was fighting with her, they still couldn't overcome it—wasn't that too strange?

Although Lin Xuan did not recognize the bird, he was one hundred percent certain that there was no trace of ancient spirit birds in its bloodline. It defied logic and reason.

There must be another explanation.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, quickly finding a clue.

The bird carried a faint trace of demonic energy on it.

Very subtle, almost undetectable.

If not for Lin Xuan’s extraordinary divine sense, he might have missed this secret entirely.

This demonic energy was different from that emitted by ancient demons but somewhat similar to Qin Yan's aura.

Outerworld Demons!

Lin Xuan recognized them immediately.

But how could such a weak bird be associated with an outerworld demon?

That defied common sense!

Was it just coincidence, or was there something he didn’t know?

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised.

However, mere contemplation couldn't solve this issue.

So Lin Xuan stopped thinking and waved his sleeve to release a streak of green light.

It moved slowly but quickly ensnared the bird.

After a moment, the green light dispersed, leaving the bird lifeless on the ground. The entire process took only an instant. When the Core Formation couple first saw this, they had some cautionary expressions, but upon realizing that the beast was dead, their joy was overwhelming. They hurriedly prostrated before Lin Xuan: "Senior, thank you for your assistance. Your grace will be forever remembered by us. We will definitely build a shrine to honor you when we return home."

"Are you cultivators from nearby?"

Lin Xuan spoke calmly but the faint spiritual pressure around him made it hard for the two Core Formation cultivators to catch their breath. They didn’t know Lin Xuan’s exact cultivation stage, but this strange phenomenon indicated that the senior before them was no ordinary figure.

"Yes, we are indeed cultivators from Giant Wood City," the late-stage man replied honestly.

"Giant Wood City? I haven't heard of it."

Lin Xuan shook his head. Although he had extensive knowledge, there were countless cities in Rain桐 where cultivators resided, numbering in the billions. Lin Xuan couldn’t possibly have heard them all.

"What’s with this beast? It's only mid-stage Core Formation, yet you and your wife can't even defeat it together?"

Although Lin Xuan already knew the reason, he wanted to hear their perspective as ordinary cultivators. After all, a man could learn from others' experiences. Although these two were insignificant, they were natives of this area, and perhaps some useful information could be gleaned from them.

"We don’t know either. The beasts in this vicinity used to be unremarkable, but about seven or eight years ago, for unknown reasons, they suddenly became extremely fierce and even dared to challenge us humans," the man rubbed his head, looking confused.

"What? From seven or eight years ago?"

A glint of surprise flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes. If he remembered correctly, it was around that time when he encountered Fairy Cloudy Mountain in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

This woman transformed into an Outerworld Demon and her power became terrifying, killing several Tribulation Transcendence cultivators consecutively.
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Among the participants were even Wan Jiao Wang's beloved daughter and the venerable Rain桐 Immortal, causing a great commotion throughout the cultivation world.

Wan Jiao Wang was furious. Even Rain桐 Immortal, one of the most mysterious and powerful spirit beasts in the scattered immortals, couldn't help but intervene.

However, Qin Yan did not perish; she simply vanished without a trace, as if she had disappeared from thin air into the Spirit Realm.

Unable to seek revenge against someone who was nowhere to be found, Wan Jiao Wang could only sigh and do nothing despite his immense strength.

As time passed, this incident eventually faded away. However, now that the spirit beasts were inexplicably becoming much stronger, their bodies contained a trace of demonic energy, coinciding with Qin Yan's appearance. It seemed logical that these two events were related.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan had no more evidence at his disposal. The couple in front of him were only minor condensation core cultivators and could not keep many secrets.

With a sigh, Lin Xuan pondered the matter. Deciphering it would take time; he couldn't accomplish it overnight.

Lin Xuan frowned as he thought, while the couple remained silent, their breaths barely audible.

While they owed him their lives, many high-ranking cultivators were unpredictable and could easily be angered by a single misstep.

They wouldn’t make such a foolish mistake.

"By the way, do you two have any maps of this area?" Lin Xuan asked after some thought, still without any leads.

"Of course, we have a map," the large man quickly bowed and said, then reached into his waistband to pull out an jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan took it and released his divine sense. His face showed great satisfaction; the map was far more complete than he had imagined.

With this item, he now knew where to go next.

Lin Xuan accepted the map. For a condensation core cultivator, it wasn't a valuable thing. He saved their lives and took away such a map—emotionally and logically, they shouldn’t have any complaints.

However, as Lin Xuan thought thus, the middle-aged man looked hesitant.

"Why do you think there's something wrong with me taking this map?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow.

"Senior, it’s just a joke. You saved us from death, how could I harbor such disrespectful thoughts? But..." The large man changed his expression and quickly explained.

"Only that the beasts in the area around Giant Tree City have become more ferocious, but the conditions of other cities on this map are similar to ours. Senior, although you possess formidable abilities, there are a few spirit beasts nearby whose strength is no trivial matter; they've reached the realm of spirit projection. Therefore, even for senior, please be cautious."

"Ah, I see. You don't need to worry about that."

Lin Xuan's expression softened. The man was indeed a kind-hearted person who knew how to repay kindness, or he wouldn’t have gone through such trouble.

"This medicinal pill is a reward for you."

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a red light shot out. His figure flashed, transforming into a sharp beam that vanished.

His遁术 was so swift it was almost indescribable, frightening the two condensation core cultivators to speechlessness. Fortunately, the large man reacted quickly and caught the red light.

It was an immortal pill, though only as small as a bean. It emitted a faint glow and had a strange fragrance emanating from its surface.

"Phantom Heart Pill!"

The large man's eyes narrowed with excitement.

"What? Husband, you say Senior gave you that legendary treasure?"

The woman beside him rushed over, her face showing both surprise and joy.

"Yes, I've seen this Phantom Heart Pill in ancient texts. It can't be mistaken. Although it has no use for high-ranking cultivators, it's a holy object for us condensation core cultivators to form an essence core. With its help, my chances of advancing to the essence core stage are at least fifty percent," the large man said with trembling excitement.

"This is great! No wonder ancient people say that those who survive great calamities will have good fortune in the future; this saying is indeed true. However, there are many mutated spirit beasts here, so we should leave as soon as possible."

"Spouse, you're right. We'll leave immediately," the large man said and quickly put away the pill, looking around cautiously before the two of them transformed into a streak of light and flew towards Giant Tree City.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was already tens of thousands of miles away, playing with an jade cylinder in his hand, his face showing deep contemplation.

It was indeed a stroke of luck. Lin Xuan hadn't expected to encounter such events just after arriving in the Rain桐 Realm.

Although these mutated spirit beasts were more troublesome, they posed no threat to him now. However, considering their connection to Qin Yan, Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore it.

What sinister plot did these域外demons have?

During ancient times, when the Three Realms War began, could this also be a result of their efforts?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he had some vague guesses.

Of course, finding out the truth wouldn't be easy. The immediate priority was to return to the Baxuan Pavilion.

Yes, back to the Baxuan Pavilion.

Originally, Lin Xuan planned to travel around after returning to the Rain桐 Realm. First, the Seven Treasures of Mephisto were still incomplete; he needed to investigate other treasures' whereabouts.

Secondly, although he had transcended the constraints of lifespan, his two essence cores hadn't advanced beyond the realm of spirit projection.

Even if it took tens of thousands of years for him to advance gradually, it would be too time-consuming. Therefore, Lin Xuan wanted to travel around and see if he could find anything that might speed up their cultivation.

The idea was good, but now he had to change his plans due to the mutated spirit beasts he just encountered.

These demon-possessed creatures hadn't caused a commotion in the Spirit Realm yet, and few high-ranking cultivators paid attention. However, Lin Xuan sensed a sinister plot from them.

For higher-ranking cultivators, it might be harmless, but for weaker cultivators, it could be a disaster.

Lin Xuan wanted to ensure that Baxuan Pavilion was safe at this moment.

After all, many people he cared about were inside—whether they were the Shangguan sisters or Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er. Lin Xuan didn't want any of them to meet with misfortune.

He was a cultivator who valued old bonds.

If nothing happened in Baxuan Pavilion, that would be best. Even if he encountered danger, his strength could easily handle it once he arrived there.
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Since he had already made his decision, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. He carefully examined the map and soon emitted a bright green glow all over his body before vanishing into the distance on the horizon.

The Rain桐 Realm was vast, and even with Lin Xuan's swift movement techniques, it took nearly a month to finally arrive at the Baxuan Pavilion.

However, what met his eyes was far from reassuring. The once beautiful and serene place had been completely transformed. The ground was littered with debris, and the mountain that used to serve as the main base of the Baxuan Pavilion had been cut in half by some powerful force.

There were signs of a struggle scattered here and there, and even pieces of broken magical artifacts could be seen.

"Ah, what is this..."

Lin Xuan suddenly narrowed his eyes, an ominous light flashing deep within. He then swooped down like an eagle after its prey.

But there was nothing to see at the spot. After he pushed aside a pile of rocks, a delicate bracelet appeared.

It was a magical artifact of decent quality, but the intricate patterns on it were now stained with eerie black energy. The bracelet seemed devoid of any spiritual essence.

"Master, isn't this Ling'er's bracelet?"

Moon arrived beside him, along with the Phantasmal Moth.

"Yes, it is the treasure I gave to Ling'er. It has a decent defensive power, but how could it end up like this..."

Lin Xuan's voice was calm on the surface, but his eyes betrayed a raging fury. He had come too late; Ling'er’s personal treasure remained here. What about her and the others? Had they already perished?

Although only speculation, seeing this scene forced Lin Xuan to consider the worst.

His mood was extremely gloomy. Who could have done this?

The mutated beast tribes?

No, that couldn't be it. The Baxuan Pavilion’s main defense array was formidable, something he had personally set up. Even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage could hold their ground for a while. Ordinary beasts, no matter how many, would never have been able to breach it.

Lin Xuan frowned in thought as his divine sense spread out. Suddenly, his brow twitched, and he darted to the left side of the mountain.

Moon and Little Butterfly exchanged glances before following without hesitation.

Despite the unknown dangers lurking here, their strength made them fearless.

Soon, Lin Xuan flew for a hundred miles until a small mountain over a thousand feet high appeared in his sight. It was close enough to the Baxuan Pavilion but only part of its outer defenses, so it had not suffered much damage.

At the base of the mountain, there was a small spirit vein that still emitted abundant spiritual energy. Perhaps because of this, some cultivators had taken up residence here.

Lin Xuan was at a loss as he didn't know what kind of trouble Baxuan Pavilion faced during his absence. He hoped to glean useful information from their mouths, which was why he came here.

The entire mountain was now shrouded in thick fog, clearly a protective禁制 set by the cultivators.

Such protection might be effective against ordinary cultivators but seemed laughable to Lin Xuan's eyes. He did not even need to raise his hand; a single divine thought sufficed.

A sudden spatial ripple erupted, and a whirlwind appeared out of nowhere.

Then, with a loud boom, the fog was stirred up, revealing the entire mountain in full view.

Lin Xuan’s actions immediately alarmed all cultivators present. A series of angry exclamations filled the air as colorful streaks of light shot towards him.

"Who dares to intrude into our Li Family's main base?"

An old voice echoed. The gray-white streak of light was the fastest, arriving before Lin Xuan in just a few moments.

"This is the Li Family. So this mountain is occupied by a cultivator clan."

"Yes, who are you?"

The gray-white streak dispersed to reveal an elderly man with a stern appearance. He was at the late Condensation Core stage; if his assessment was correct, he was likely the head of this small family.

Seeing that Lin Xuan had broken through their protective array, the old man's face showed both shock and fear when he scanned him with divine sense. The opponent’s power was beyond comprehension; it was not something he could afford to offend.

"Oh, it is a senior. I am the head of the Li Family. Please tell me why you are here," the old man said with a smile.

"I have never heard of your Li Family. Tell me, this place used to be the main base of Baxuan Pavilion. How did so many cultivators vanish without a trace?"

Lin Xuan's spiritual pressure was faint but his expression was icy cold. The fate of Baxuan Pavilion weighed heavily on him.

"The senior is asking about Baxuan Pavilion. I... do not know."

"What, you don't even know what happened here?"

Lin Xuan could not help but rage: "How can you move to this place and still be unaware of the changes at Baxuan Pavilion? Are you deliberately concealing something from me?"

"Please calm down, senior. Even if I had a胆, I would never hide anything. The Li Family moved here three years ago..."

"Three years ago?" Lin Xuan's brows rose, his expression growing even more grim. So much time had passed; how dangerous must the girls' situation be now?

"Why do you not know what happened here?"

"I report to senior, our Li Family is just a small and insignificant cultivator clan. The spirit vein we originally occupied was of such poor quality that it did little good for our disciples."

"Three years ago, I went out. By chance, I arrived here and found many spirit veins had been leveled. Clearly, they were abandoned after intense battles by major sects. After a fruitless search, I discovered this small mountain with a minor spirit vein."

"This spirit vein stretches only a few miles. Larger sects would not have cared, but our Li Family has just over a hundred cultivators. With more concentrated lairs, it was enough for us to move here. As for what happened before we arrived, I truly do not know," the old man said with extreme fear in his voice.

He regretted his decision bitterly; if he had known this would happen, he would never have moved here. However, there were no regrets in either the mundane world or the cultivation realm. So, the most pressing thing was to answer the question honestly, hoping that this old monster would be satisfied and not vent his anger on him.
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Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a cold light as he spoke, showing some disbelief. "You've been here for three years now. Haven't you searched other mountains for treasures? After all, the abandoned main halls of major sects often yield significant rewards to lesser cultivators."

The old man smiled bitterly and replied, "Senior, I have indeed gone to other mountains in search of treasures. Although I couldn't say that I gained nothing, at least the benefits outweighed the drawbacks."

Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched with curiosity as he asked, "Oh? How so?"

"The place was once a major sect's main hall and had experienced intense battles before its abandonment," the old man explained. "There are countless fragments of lost treasures scattered around here."

"Indeed, in my opinion, these fragments have no use now. But your eyesight shouldn't be that off-the-mark." Lin Xuan said coolly.

"The senior is correct. In front of you, I dare not hide anything. I did visit the main hall of the Baxuan Pavilion and hoped to find some treasures. Initially, I found a few items, but these items were tainted with an odd aura."

"An odd aura? You mean..."

"Yes, the origins of this aura are unclear to me. At first, I didn't even notice their existence until after acquiring these treasures, when I inexplicably felt agitated," the old man said.

"This was because I had already succeeded in condensing my essence. Some low-ranking disciples of our sect went mad due to these treasure fragments."

The old man sighed with regret. "A blessing in disguise—gaining treasures doesn't necessarily mean good luck. Since then, I've strictly restrained my disciples from approaching the main hall of Baxuan Pavilion or searching for treasures there."

"Ah, so you have some peculiar treasure fragments? Bring one here for me to see."

"There's no problem; these fragments are sealed with an array. I'll send someone to fetch them right away," the old man said as he quickly produced a sound transmission talisman.

About half an hour later, a beautiful woman arrived with a tray holding a fragment about an inch long.

Lin Xuan took it over and found that this was a piece of a flying sword. Although its surface appeared normal, Lin Xuan's divine sense detected a faint trace of demonic energy—similar to the situation he had encountered upon returning to Rain Pine World.

However, this demonic energy seemed even more subtle, likely picked up accidentally during a battle.

Exterior Demonic!

Indeed, these were the ones who attacked Baxuan Pavilion. Lin Xuan finally found some leads and felt a mix of anger and determination.

He would not let these celestial demons off easily if anything happened to his apprentices.

His expression turned resentful as he said, "Senior, I have one more thing to say. Should I speak?"

"Go on."

Lin Xuan was in a foul mood, so his face showed some impatience.

"Yes," the old man hesitated before biting his lip and speaking, "Before this place became abandoned, what exactly happened here? I don't know, but during my treasure hunt, I discovered a secret room at the site of the main hall. However, it was heavily guarded by powerful restrictions, making it impossible for me to enter without risking my life."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan's face showed interest as he turned his head and asked, "Where is this secret room located?"

"This is a map," the old man said as he flicked his hand, producing a jade cylinder.

Lin Xuan took the cylinder and released his divine sense. A crude map formed in his mind, clearly marking the location of the secret room.

Satisfied with what he saw, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and threw a leather bag at the old man.

The old man was taken aback but accepted it hesitantly.

"This contains resources needed for cultivation as a reward for your information. This isn't a safe place; I advise you to leave quickly," Lin Xuan said, a cultivator who valued both grudges and favors. He reminded the old man that staying here would only lead to trouble.

"Thank you, senior for leaving these treasures behind. I'll have someone clean up our cave and leave as soon as possible."

The old man was already planning to leave due to the incident, so he had no objections to Lin Xuan's suggestion.

"Hmm, take care of yourself."

Lin Xuan's words faded into a green light as he disappeared. The old man's expression turned cold as he watched Lin Xuan depart. He felt reluctant to leave after finding this place, but Rain Pine World was rich in spirit veins, and his small family had difficulty finding suitable ones.

He released his divine sense and scanned the storage bag. His face lit up with joy at the abundance of cultivation resources inside. With these treasures, even without a good place for cultivation, he could significantly boost his family's disciples' strength within a century or two. Finding a new spirit vein would be much easier then.

This misfortune turned into fortune; now, how could he not realize that Lin Xuan was far beyond his expectations? Only great cultivators would casually give away such valuable resources.

He dared not defy Lin Xuan and quickly sent someone to clean up the cave.

---

All of this was already irrelevant to Lin Xuan. With leads in hand, he easily located the secret room using the map. This was a hidden cave buried under a collapsed mountain peak, chosen with great care, surrounded by strange restrictions that blocked divine sense detection—no wonder he hadn't noticed anything earlier.

With the map in his possession, finding the secret room wasn't difficult. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a strong wind cleared away the debris before him. A cave appeared, seemingly unremarkable from the outside. But as soon as Lin Xuan stepped forward, countless black demonic energies surged out of the cave's surface.

They writhed menacingly, accompanied by an oppressive spiritual pressure that would have driven any low-ranking cultivator to flee in terror. However, Lin Xuan was now a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator. Such spells were mere child’s play to him.
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Lin Xuan's face showed no trace of fear. He raised his right hand and pointed it forward.

As he moved, a faint light shone from the tip of his finger, and a tiny spark about the size of a bean appeared.

Following this, like a shooting star, it plunged into the black mist.

Sizzle...

It was as if a piece of brocade had been torn. Suddenly, an unbelievable scene unfolded: the dark energy, despite its apparent power, melted away almost instantly upon contact with the strange light in Lin Xuan's hand. Theprohibition was broken, and the true form of the cave naturally revealed itself.

Lin Xuan flicked his finger slightly, sending a sword energy streaking out from his fingertips. The door of the cave shattered into pieces as he flashed forward and entered.

A hall about an acre in size came into view, devoid of anything but a table and a chair.

On the table lay a round pearl-sized gemstone, translucent with a dense layer of dark energy surrounding it.

"Turns out this is a communication device!"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise as he looked at the gemstone. Without hesitation, he cast a spell towards it.

"Gurg, gurg, gurg..."

The dark energy seemed to dance wildly as it came into contact with his spell, rapidly intensifying.

Then, the gemstone emitted a flash of light and floated in mid-air.

The dark energy grew even denser.

After some time, the dark energy turned milky white and coalesced into a figure.

Initially blurry, the figure gradually became clearer.

Slender and graceful, with delicate eyebrows and eyes, she was undoubtedly a stunning beauty.

And to Lin Xuan, her appearance was incredibly familiar.

Qin Yan!

Seeing the Fairy of Clouds again, Lin Xuan's expression turned unusually gloomy. Although he had suspected this before, discovering that Qin Yan had orchestrated the attack on the Drifting Cloud Pavilion left him feeling disappointed.

But soon, anger replaced his disappointment.

He had treated Qin Yan well in the mortal realm and there was a faint connection between them. Yet she showed no regard for their past, even as an avatar of a demon from beyond the heavens. Such a cold-hearted betrayal seemed excessive.

Lin Xuan did not forget his experiences in the Ten Thousand Mountains; it was close to a death-defying ordeal. Qin Yan had been the instigator. If this were just about him, he would not have cared much. But now that she had harmed people he cared for, Lin Xuan could no longer tolerate such behavior.

This is too much!

With this woman daring to do so, any lingering connection from their past was now gone.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his gaze towards Qin Yan hardened with a hint of ruthlessness.

At this moment, the Fairy of Clouds lowered her head, and their gazes met in mid-air.

"Ah, you've advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcender?"

The Fairy of Clouds' eyes were sharp; she instantly recognized Lin Xuan's current realm. Her beautiful face showed a trace of shock.

Only a few years had passed since they last met, yet Lin Xuan had once again advanced. Such rapid cultivation was almost beyond comprehension— even the former Asura King could not match it.

"Did you send people to attack the Drifting Cloud Pavilion?"

Lin Xuan did not have time for idle chatter. Although he still harbored some feelings towards Qin Yan, who would blame her for acting so recklessly?

Thus, Lin Xuan's expression was now filled with anger.

"Yes, indeed I sent someone to attack the Drifting Cloud Pavilion."

Qin Yan's face turned cold as she spoke without any emotion.

"Why did you do this? They have no grudge against you. As for the Drifting Cloud Pavilion, there are no powerful figures worth your attention," Lin Xuan frowned, his voice icy.

"The Drifting Cloud Pavilion is indeed unworthy of mention, but I find you very interesting."

"Because of me?"

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further. However, he did not seem too surprised; clearly, this was a possibility he had anticipated.

"How are my few disciples and the two Pavilion Masters at the Drifting Cloud Pavilion?"

"Brother Lin, do you mean those little girls? Rest assured, they were merely captured by me. Their lives are safe for now."

"Why have you taken them? Are you threatening me?" Lin Xuan's expression showed a hint of suspicion.

"You can say that, but it is not entirely true," Qin Yan replied.

"Oh, how so?"

"When we met in the Ten Thousand Mountains, I mentioned that even though I had transformed into an avatar of a demon from beyond the heavens, I still retained some feelings. If you were willing to undergo the dark energy toppling ritual and become my kin, it would have been possible to resolve this peacefully. But you rejected me."

"Now, I can give you another chance. If Brother Lin is willing to become a demon from beyond the heavens, I will release those little girls immediately..."

"Do not bother," Lin Xuan said coldly. "Such terms are unacceptable to me."

"Alas!"

The Fairy of Clouds sighed, her beautiful face showing disappointment and even a hint of pain as she muttered softly.

But her voice was so low that it could barely be heard by Lin Xuan's keen senses.

Qin Yan's softness quickly turned back into coldness. "Do you really want to refuse?"

"Yes."

"Regardless of the fate of those little girls?"

"I naturally do not wish for my disciples to perish, but I hate being threatened. If you truly try this, Brother Lin will make you regret it," Lin Xuan said icily.

"Well, I can give you another chance. If you really care about their lives, come to the Fallen Demons Valley a month later to save them."

Qin Yan's voice was heard as she waved her sleeve, sending out a stream of milky white dark energy that transformed into a map.

Fallen Demons Valley?

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. He quickly released his divine sense to memorize the map.

"Your intentions?"

"I've already said it: if you truly care about those little girls, come to the Fallen Demons Valley a month later to save them. Within this month, I will ensure their safety. Whether or not they can be saved depends on your abilities."

"Of course, if you dare not come, that's fine. I believe Brother Lin is not such an unfeeling and heartless cultivator," the Fairy of Clouds' seductive laughter echoed.

The dark energy before her suddenly blurred and vanished.
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The sound of shattering echoed loudly, and the black round bead disintegrated into nothingness.

Frustrating!

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely gloomy. He had never been so manipulated in his entire journey to cultivate. The other party actually used a few girls' lives as leverage over him.

Lin Xuan was extremely displeased but also had to admit that he was somewhat hesitant. The cultivation world was full of danger, and most people were cold-hearted. However, there were always exceptions. While others might not dare say it, Lin Xuan himself was someone who cherished old friendships deeply.

The Shangguan sisters were his beloved disciples; as a master, how could he abandon them? As for Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er's relationship with him was no small matter either. Even in the mortal world, they had been his trusted aides. They had given him much help in the past, so how could Lin Xuan possibly treat their troubles lightly?

He simply couldn't do such a heartless thing.

However, Qin Yan was not easy to deal with; clearly, she used Baixu Pavilion as bait. There was no wine without dregs!

Her goal was to lure him into a trap.

If he really went to the Demon Abyss Valley obediently, it would undoubtedly fall into her trap.

But what if he knew this?

Unless Lin Xuan could truly harden his heart and ignore the girls' fates, he would have to jump into the trap even though he knew it was a trap.

"Master, you don't need to worry. If we're going to the Demon Abyss Valley, Xiao Di and I will accompany you."

A melodious voice entered Lin Xuan's ears as Yue'er appeared beside him. Her beautiful face was full of gentleness; she knew that at this moment, Master needed her support and comfort most.

"Against a demon from beyond the heavens, we shouldn't be too careless, but there's no need to worry excessively either. With our combined efforts, we can go anywhere in the world. Even if we don't have full confidence to rescue them, self-preservation should pose no problem."

Xiao Di also spoke up.

To be honest, she didn't want to provoke such danger, but where could one find a free lunch? Since she wanted Lin Xuan's help with understanding time power, she couldn't retreat now.

Fortunately, she was already an advanced-stage Phantasmal Moon Moth and wouldn't truly fear the demons from beyond the heavens.

---

Meanwhile, thousands of miles away,

The sky was somewhat dim. The vast, rugged mountains stretched endlessly into the distance.

Yutong World was expansive with countless perilous places; the Demon Abyss Valley was one of them. Legend had it that in ancient times, demons from beyond the heavens ravaged the mortal world, and Yutong World could not escape their wrath. Wars raged on as ancient cultivators fought tirelessly to drive these celestial fiends away.

The Demon Abyss Valley was among the most important battlefields at that time. It is said that thousands of demons fell here.

Originally a paradise, it became a desolate place due to too many demon corpses, shrouded in thick demonic energy year-round.

Initially, some cultivators explored this area but rarely found anything valuable; instead, they met their end more often than not.

Over time, the Demon Abyss Valley turned into a useless piece of land. Apart from marking it as dangerous on maps, few paid attention to it.

However, deep within the valley, someone had established a cave dwelling.

This cave was spacious and bright, decorated like a woman's boudoir.

Inside the hall sat a man and a woman, whispering mysteriously to each other.

"Merely a late-stage渡劫 cultivator, why should you pay such attention to him? Sending people to attack Baixu Pavilion for his sake is unnecessary. Such a minor sect doesn't deserve our concern or effort."

A cold voice entered their ears; the speaker was a妖族 in golden armor and helmet.

Jiaoshou man with a dragon head, his aura was faint but would leave anyone who saw him in awe if they were top-tier cultivators.

Wan Jiao Wang!

One of the Three Demon Kings! How could he be here?

Especially next to him sat an absolutely beautiful woman.

Qin Yan!

Unless one witnessed it firsthand, seeing them calmly conversing would be considered absurd.

Everyone knew that Qin Yan was a demon from beyond the heavens. The entire spirit realm was well aware of this.

Wan Jiao Princess had perished at her hands.

Their enmity was as deep as the ocean; how could they possibly conspire here?

"Hmph, I have my reasons," Qin Yan spoke calmly beside him.

"Reasons? Hmph, such a statement is hard to convince others. Everyone knows that you and that Lin boy share an old history. As demons from beyond the heavens, we can't act on impulse," Wan Jiao Wang's voice carried a hint of dissatisfaction.

"Hmph, I know what to do; I don't need your interference."

"You shouldn't say such things. You are Cloud Fairy, sister of the former Heavenly Demon Ancestor. Since the Demon Ancestor disappeared, demons from beyond the heavens have looked up to you as their leader. Even me is just your subordinate. But for actions to be convincing, they must gain support; otherwise..."

"What? Are you threatening me?"

A cold glint flashed in Qin Yan's eyes.

"Hmph, I didn't say that. I only wanted to know why you place such importance on that Lin boy. Our current efforts should focus on several old fellows, not this newly promoted Lin boy," Wan Jiao Wang's expression was stubborn.

"Alright."

Qin Yan sighed: "This Lin boy is no ordinary figure. Do you know how long it took him to reach late-stage渡劫 from the start of his cultivation journey?"

"How long?"

Wan Jiao Wang was taken aback, not understanding what she meant by asking this question.

"Three thousand years."

"What? Impossible!"

Wan Jiao Wang was shocked, jumping up like a cat that had its tail stepped on. "Even the former Arhats didn't progress so quickly in their cultivation; you must have made a mistake somewhere."

"Hmph, you once said we knew each other in the mortal world. Calculate the time; has it really only been three thousand years?"

"..."

Wan Jiao Wang was speechless, his expression gradually becoming serious: "If what you say is true, this Lin boy is no ordinary figure and indeed deserves our attention."

"But I still find it hard to believe," Wan Jiao Wang's face showed some confusion. "How could he progress so quickly?"

"Under normal circumstances, that would be impossible, but if he obtained a certain treasure, reaching late-stage渡劫 in three thousand years wouldn't be strange."

Qin Yan's voice was clear and deliberate.

"What? You mean the blue Star Sea?" Wan Jiao Wang's expression was a mix of shock and joy, with a hint of disbelief.

"Hmph, what else could it be but the blue Star Sea that once caused a commotion across the three realms?"
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Blue Star Sea!

The Fairy in the Clouds actually mentioned this item.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would definitely be greatly surprised, even feeling anxious!

Since setting foot on the path of cultivation, he had experienced countless twists and turns.

His success to this point was undoubtedly due to his efforts, but the Blue Star Sea also played a significant role!

Otherwise, how could such an insignificant creature without even a spirit root achieve today's accomplishments?

Effort, opportunities, luck—none of these were missing. The aid from the Blue Star Sea did not need to be mentioned; this treasure was originally his greatest mystery.

He had shared it only with Mo'er and no one else!

However, today, he inadvertently exposed it.

Although Qin Yan was probably just guessing, since she dared to tell King Wujiao about it, she must have been quite confident.

"What are you saying? Is it really the Blue Star Sea? That's impossible. You said that this boy ascended from the lower realm like you did; how could a mere creature of the lower realm possibly obtain the Blue Star Sea?" King Wujiao roared in disbelief.

"Humph, why can't a creature of the lower realm obtain the Blue Star Sea? You shouldn’t forget how our clan, after much hardship, finally obtained this treasure and then lost it," Qin Yan sighed, her voice calm to the extreme.

King Wujiao was stunned, his face showing signs of deep thought.

The origin of the Blue Star Sea was shrouded in mystery. It was said that it came from the Immortal Realm, but no one could verify its authenticity.

It was known that during a time when Mo Yue Clan’s celestial witch goddess was traveling abroad and by chance obtained this treasure.

However, it turned out to be a curse rather than a blessing!

A commoner with wealth invites trouble. The powerful Mo Yue Clan, because of this treasure, attracted countless enemies, leading to their downfall.

After much struggle, the Blue Star Sea was eventually acquired by the Heavenly Demon Lord from beyond the heavens.

The域外天魔 were not easily provoked, but there were still many of them.

But this matter did not end here.

True Immortals actually got involved as well.

There were a total of three True Immortals descending to the mortal realm.

While others feared the域外天魔, True Immortals would not be overly intimidated.

Although the Heavenly Demon Lord was formidable, he posed a certain level of threat to their existence. But retreating at this point seemed too extreme. After all, the Blue Star Sea was no small matter; risking everything for it was absolutely worth it.

Thus, the three True Immortals decided to venture into the realm of the域外天魔.

The result did not need to be said; naturally, it caused a great commotion in the demon realm.

After countless trials and tribulations, the three True Immortals finally found the Blue Star Sea.

But such a precious item, how could the域外天魔 let go? The strongest of them all emerged, with hundreds of Heavenly Demons blocking their path. A fierce battle ensued, leaving the scene in utter chaos.

The惨烈ness was hard to describe in words.

Hundreds of Heavenly Demons perished, and two True Immortals' souls returned to the underworld. Only the strongest one managed to escape barely.

Such a result could be considered mutual destruction.

What was even more unbelievable was that after this battle, the Blue Star Sea disappeared without a trace, seemingly lost in space.

It had fallen into a spatial rift and no one knew where it ended up.

The域外天魔 were extremely不甘心.

However, retrieving such a lost item from a spatial rift was much harder than searching for a needle in a haystack.

Despite their countless efforts, they still found no trace of the treasure.

But now Qin Yan said that an ordinary cultivator from the lower realm had obtained this precious item. Was it possible?

King Wujiao's face showed a mix of emotions; this news was too shocking.

Words alone were not enough to prove anything, so he shouldn't believe her.

However, Fairy in the Clouds spoke with conviction, making him feel that she might be right.

Moreover, considering how quickly Lin Xuan had progressed, obtaining the Blue Star Sea was his only explanation.

In short, given its significance as a great treasure, it was better to assume it existed rather than not.

"Then according to Fairy in the Clouds' opinion, would this boy come to the Fallen Demon Valley?"

"It's hard to say. However, this boy is not someone who lacks emotion or loyalty. If I'm not mistaken, there should be a more than 70% chance," Qin Yan replied after some thought.

"A 70% chance isn't small. But since he has already reached the late stage of Tribulation Transcendence, he must have mastered one or two survival techniques. Although you received true teachings from Heavenly Demon Lord, your current strength is still shallow; it's uncertain whether you can keep this boy here."

"Why do you think I should help?" Qin Yan showed a trace of dissatisfaction on her face.

"Hey, if I could act, I wouldn't mind providing some assistance. But don’t forget, originally, I was one of the Heavenly Demons from ancient times who infiltrated the Spirit Realm. After all these years, our hidden pawns in the Spirit Realm are few and far between. My current identity cannot be revealed, so I can't intervene now."

"Hmm, you have a point. Who would have thought that the Wujiao King, one of the three demon kings, was already possessed by the域外天魔 millions of years ago, becoming our greatest hidden pawn in the Spirit Realm?"

"Hey, my success at possession back then was also due to good luck. If I were given another chance, I wouldn't have any confidence. But precisely because it was hard-won, my identity must be kept secret. With time, all three True Immortals and demon kings will fall into my trap," King Wujiao's voice was extremely low, but his tone carried a hint of pride.

"I know you spent great effort to outmaneuver the old fellows in the Spirit Realm; otherwise, you wouldn't have allowed that fat dragon princess to enter the Ten Thousand Mountains, intentionally letting her die so we would be at odds? That’s why?"

"You're right. Despite my efforts over these years, I was still caught by Rain桐 Fairy's attention. Although she had no evidence, she already suspected me,"

"So you came up with this ruse?"

"Yes."

"Even your own daughter could be sacrificed?"

"My words are incorrect; as a Heavenly Demon from beyond the heavens, how can I have any love for my daughter? That Wujiao princess was just a small dragon that I had adopted after her parents abandoned her. If not for me saving her, she would already be gone. Over these years, I treated her well, and she always wanted to go to the Ten Thousand Mountains; now that she's dead, it’s not my fault."

"Comrade, you really know how to evade responsibility."

Qin Yan showed a look of disapproval: "Regardless, you have achieved your goal. The Wujiao princess died at the hands of the Heavenly Demon from beyond the heavens, and Rain桐 Fairy will no longer suspect me."

"Humph, I did this out of necessity; if not for the great plans of my Heavenly Demons, would I have gone to such lengths?" King Wujiao sighed.
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For a moment, his expression seemed somewhat desolate.

Kuinian clearly didn't want to delve into this topic either and sighed: "Lin Xiaozi advancing so quickly to the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence is indeed beyond my expectations. Fellow Daoist, you can't directly intervene, but do you have any good suggestions?"

"Ha, what's the deal with late-stage Tribulation Transcendence? In the end, it’s just a little guy who has just advanced. Fairy, there's no need to worry too much. Since this child might be related to the Azure Sea of Stars, both emotionally and logically, I can't possibly sit idly by," the Proud Tyrant Dragon King's voice echoed in his ears.

"Oh? What are your plans?"

Kuinian was curious. Although the Tyrant Dragon King had many powerful subordinates, she didn’t know his true identity. Emotionally and logically, it wouldn’t make sense for them to team up. A clever woman can't cook without rice; what could he do?

It seemed as if Kuinian was thinking about something, and the Tyrant Dragon King's face showed a hint of pride. He laughed confidently: "How do you underestimate me? My subordinates may not be useful, but that doesn’t mean I’m out of tricks. At my level, cultivating an external body is perfectly reasonable."

"External Body?"

Kuinian was taken aback and looked surprised. "What use could it have? Although your external body must be powerful, don't forget that Lin Xiaozi has already advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. It’s not something ordinary can handle."

"When did I say I’m cultivating a regular external body?"

"Then..."

Kuinian was taken aback at first but then laughed: "Fellow Daoist, if you’re so confident, why keep it a secret? Tell me about the unique aspects of your external body."

"Fairy, you're too polite. The external body I cultivate is actually not problematic. It’s just that I’m cultivating the demonic arts I practiced before possession."

"What, the demonic arts you learned as an Exiled Heavenly Demon?"

"Correct."

The Tyrant Dragon King's expression became even more smug: "So this external body differs from ordinary ones and can have about a third of my full strength."

"With your third of the strength, it should be enough to deal with ordinary late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators. Although Lin Xiaozi is formidable, he’s just advanced. With your external body's help, he won’t escape the Fallen Demon Valley."

"Then I wish you good luck. Given my current status, I shouldn't linger here for long. Farewell, Fairy, and take care..."

...

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. The other party gave him little time to think. If he couldn't reach the Fallen Demon Valley within a month, his girls would be in danger.

Lin Xuan was a man who valued old bonds; even if he knew it was dangerous, he couldn't let such things happen.

He had no choice but to go on this mission.

Without spending much time making choices, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves and summoned a spirit boat.

After all, traveling himself might not be too bad for short distances, but over long periods, the consumption of essence qi would be significant. Knowing that there were Exiled Heavenly Demons hidden there, Lin Xuan wouldn't let them have an easy time.

Inside the cabin, Lin Xuan sat in a cross-legged position.

Little Butterfly and Yue'er returned to the Momentary Cavern Picture; after all, the concentration of spiritual energy inside was much better for cultivators than outside.

Lin Xuan sat for a moment before slowly opening his eyes.

To be honest, he had no confidence in saving them this time. It wasn't out of self-deprecation but because Kuinian's current state couldn't be judged by ordinary standards.

The saying goes that one should look at people with new eyes after three days apart; it applied to him and Kuinian alike.

Lin Xuan never imagined she would be an Exiled Heavenly Demon, and her status in the Outer Heaven Demon Lord was significant.

Although Kuinian's strength had not fully recovered, she already posed a challenge in the Ten Thousand Mountains.

His only hope was that he had advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, hoping to catch her off guard. But whether he could successfully save them remained uncertain.

With a sigh, Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure. As they say, when the wind comes, use a shield; there was no need to worry too much. The Fallen Demon Valley? Since he had embarked on this path, he had faced countless challenges and wouldn't believe that he would falter here.

Time was short, so it wasn’t possible to significantly boost his strength in a month. Fortunately, he had another treasure at hand; perhaps it could bring unexpected benefits.

He couldn't forget the flying demon lord's lost treasures he had searched for in the True Soul Burial Ground. Although he failed in the end, one of those treasures ended up with Little Butterfly and became part of her exchange for the Jade Bee. So, it eventually returned to his possession.

For various reasons, he hadn’t checked what was inside his storage bag before.

Now facing an Exiled Heavenly Demon, these treasures might be useful. With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated; he raised his right hand and flicked his sleeves. A flash of spiritual light appeared, revealing a black storage bag before him.

This was the treasure left by the Flying Demon Lord.

Even with his composure, Lin Xuan’s face showed curiosity.

He picked it up, turned the opening upside down, and gently shook it. A black light flashed, producing a series of clinking sounds as several treasures appeared on the ground.

The most noticeable were some spirit talismans.

Lin Xuan picked them up and examined them with his divine sense.

After a moment, he raised his head, looking extremely satisfied.

"Not bad, not bad. Although these spirit talismans can't be identified, their power is no less than that of the heavenly spirit talismans I once obtained. The Flying Demon Ancestor truly isn’t ordinary."

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan carefully stored them away.

Although he hadn’t practiced demonic arts, activating a few talismans shouldn’t be an issue.

These spirit talismans should greatly assist him in the Fallen Demon Valley.

Next, his gaze fell on several bottles. He summoned one with his hand and uncapped it, releasing a pungent smell.

From inside, Lin Xuan poured out several black pills similar to dragon eyes. They were covered with countless runes, clearly not ordinary items.

But he didn’t recognize them.

Indeed, although he was well-traveled, he was still unfamiliar with Exiled Heavenly Demons.

The medicinal pills before him were valuable but unlikely to be useful for him. After some thought, Lin Xuan carefully stored them away.

Next, his gaze fell on another treasure—a black jade eye.
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The Jade Pupil Scroll was a common item in the cultivation world, but it was treasured so much by Heavenly Ascending Demon Lord that he had stored it in his storage bracelet. Its value must be considerable.

Lin Xuan's face also showed a serious expression. He raised his right hand, and the Jade Pupil Scroll seemed to be drawn by an invisible force, flashing with spiritual light before landing in his palm.

Lin Xuan lowered his head slightly as he sank his divine sense into it. Black characters appeared in his mind one by one.

This turned out to be a cultivation technique.

A look of surprise appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he decided to comprehend it thoroughly.

Three days and three nights later, Lin Xuan raised his head again. His expression was full of uncertainty.

This cultivation technique proved far more complex than he had imagined.

After all, Lin Xuan had an extensive knowledge base and was a late-stage cultivator who had mastered the Mystic Moon Heaven Witch Technique, which was intricate and obscure.

Logically speaking, even if the technique itself was somewhat obscure, it should have taken him at least one or two days to comprehend it. However, after three days, Lin Xuan still had no clue.

This situation seemed incredible just by thinking about it.

The Nine Holy Heavenly Demon Technique truly was non-trivial!

If his guess was correct, this was likely the main cultivation technique of that Heavenly Ascending Demon Lord himself.

Would his second元婴 be able to practice it?

Lin Xuan wasn't greedy. His second元婴 had already been practicing demon techniques. However, with his current strength, the power of Snow Shadow True Devil Technique seemed slightly weaker. Over time, this gap would continue to widen between him and his main元婴.

This was a situation Lin Xuan didn't want to see. The Nine Holy Heavenly Demon Technique could be used as an emergency measure.

Of course, it wouldn't be useful on the way to the Fallen Demon Valley; after all, changing cultivation techniques wasn't something that happened overnight.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan put the Jade Pupil Scroll into his pocket.

There was nothing else on the ground. The Heavenly Ascending Demon Ancestor had left few treasures behind.

Lin Xuan didn’t show any disappointment on his face. A person should be content with what they have; apart from the pills whose uses he did not know, the other talismans and the Jade Pupil Scroll were priceless treasures.

Lin Xuan resumed his seated position to nourish his spirit and energy.

...

Twenty days passed in a blink.

The Spirit Boat flew swiftly, bringing Lin Xuan close to the Fallen Demon Valley.

By "close," it was relative. In actual distance, there were still nearly a million miles away.

Lin Xuan stopped the Spirit Boat.

A million miles might be unattainable for ordinary people, but for cultivators at this level, it was within their divine sense's range.

In other words, if he continued to approach, his figure could potentially become visible.

Thus, Lin Xuan chose to stop. He had come here to save someone and knew that the opponent had set numerous traps. Lin Xuan wouldn't foolishly rush in.

As the saying went: "Outwit rather than outmuscle." Although Lin Xuan had advanced to late-stage cultivation, he still believed that brute force couldn’t solve problems; using wisdom was more efficient.

The opponent had given him a month’s time.

According to Qin Yan's plan, Lin Xuan would likely have several days to consider things carefully before setting off again. Ten days should be enough for this journey.

Qin Yan's calculations were correct, but Lin Xuan was much more resolute than she anticipated. He didn't hesitate; after receiving the news, he set out immediately, saving him a lot of time.

Arriving ten days early, even if Fairy Cloudy Lady had planned everything meticulously, it would still be unforeseen.

In other words, Lin Xuan had gained an advantage. With his deep scheming, he naturally intended to make full use of it.

If he could sneak into the Fallen Demon Valley without anyone noticing and rescue a few girls, that would be perfect.

Even if he couldn't do so, quietly sneaking in was much better than foolishly rushing in.

With this thought, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. His body emitted a sudden burst of spiritual light, but as time passed, his aura grew weaker until it was barely perceptible.

The Mystic Moon Heaven Witch Technique had an effect of returning to its most fundamental form. With his current strength, Lin Xuan had mastered the art of concealing his presence to such a degree that it seemed almost ethereal.

He transformed into a faint streak of light and flew towards the Fallen Demon Valley.

Half an hour later, a range of undulating mountains came into view.

Deep within these mountains lay the Fallen Demon Valley, a place feared even by high-stage cultivators.

A thick fog enveloped the area, but from far away, Lin Xuan could feel terrifying demonic energy emanating from it.

Legends said that countless域外demons and ancient cultivators had fallen in battle here. It seemed these stories were true.

Lin Xuan had visited the Ancient Demon Realm before...

But the demon energy here was vastly different from that of the Ancient Demon Realm, much more intimidating.

Lin Xuan did not rashly enter the Fallen Demon Valley but landed at its periphery instead. He chose a hidden location and took out his flying sword to create a crude cave dwelling.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged and released an extremely powerful divine sense, carefully searching.

The Fallen Demon Valley was vast with countless dangers. Lin Xuan wouldn't recklessly rush in; he would first use his divine sense to search, although he didn’t expect to find the girls' whereabouts, at least he could gather some clues, making his efforts more targeted and easier.

Of course, this idea was easy to think of but difficult to implement. Since Fairy Cloudy Lady had chosen the Fallen Demon Valley, she would undoubtedly set countless traps here out of both reason and emotion.

Lin Xuan’s divine sense search might accidentally trigger a禁制, alerting her.

That would be counterproductive.

Lin Xuan knew this; he dared to do so because he believed he had some leverage.

While other abilities were not mentioned, in terms of divine sense, Lin Xuan was confident that his was at least as strong as that of the Loose Immortal Demon King.

How could a Loose Immortal Demon King compare? His divine sense likely wasn’t inferior to legendary True Immortals.

Play to his strengths!

Thus, while this search was complex, Lin Xuan still had confidence in not alerting Fairy Cloudy Lady.

Time passed slowly. An hour later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

"Master, any clues?"

Moon's voice entered his ears; she and Little Butterfly had come to stand beside him.

Lin Xuan didn't speak but reached into the storage bracelet on his waist, taking out a Jade Pupil Scroll.

This was an empty scroll. He placed it on his forehead and injected his divine sense, drawing a map based on memory.

A map of the Fallen Demon Valley.

In just a short while, it wouldn’t be detailed, but with this map, finding the girls’ whereabouts would be much easier.

Lin Xuan’s plan was to find their hiding place directly if luck favored him. With one swift move, he could rescue them all. That would be ideal.
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Of course, Lin Xuan was also acutely aware that such an opportunity would not come easily.

So he had to prepare for the worst-case scenario. If his form was exposed and he couldn't save the few girls, then he could only rely on his strength to subdue Qin Yan, making her hesitate before releasing them.

But implementing this plan was easier said than done; it still posed significant challenges.

The Fairy of the Clouds had changed significantly since their last encounter in the Ten Thousand Mountains. Lin Xuan had already experienced her formidable power there, even though he had advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. Qin Yan was aware of his advancement, so she must have some form of support that allowed her to be so bold.

Lin Xuan sighed; this mission was indeed extremely dangerous. From any angle, the chances of him successfully rescuing everyone were slim.

But dwelling on one's worries didn't solve problems. He couldn't just ignore the girls' peril and hope for the best. Better to face it head-on.

With his mind made up, Little Butterfly's voice entered his ears: "Young Master, the Foe Demon Valley is vast. Why don’t we split into two teams? This way, we can search more quickly and also confuse our enemies."

"Splitting into two teams—do you want to go alone? That might be too dangerous," Lin Xuan said, a hint of contemplation on his face.

"Don't worry, Lin Brother; I am the Phantasmal Moon Moth. My specialty is concealment and illusion. The Foe Demon Valley may be full of dangers, but it won’t trap me. There will be no danger," Little Butterfly said with confidence.

"Alright, then let’s rely on you."

Lin Xuan nodded without much thought, agreeing to the plan.

Little Butterfly's face lit up as she laughed and emitted a colorful light from her body. The girl had disappeared, replaced by a beautiful Phantasmal Moon Moth. She fluttered her wings and shrunk in size, resembling an ordinary butterfly before flying out of the valley on aevil wind.

Lin Xuan was speechless; this girl's abilities were truly unparalleled. This would significantly reduce the chances of being discovered.

With her help, rescuing the girls wasn’t entirely hopeless. Lin Xuan then took Moon with him and flew out of his cave.

This time, he didn't delay but headed straight for the Foe Demon Valley.

...

An hour later, Lin Xuan had arrived in the heart of the valley.

Although this was his first visit to the Foe Demon Valley, after a mental scan, he knew exactly where to look. He had pinpointed several locations where the girls might be held captive.

Now, all he needed to do was avoid alarming them and carefully search each location one by one.

There were seven suspicious areas in total; he only needed to check half of them. The rest would be Little Butterfly's responsibility.

Having advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, Lin Xuan’s concealment techniques were formidable indeed. Despite the numerous dangers within the valley, he managed to avoid them for an entire hour without being detected by Qin Yan, who had already infiltrated his inner sanctum.

Of course, this didn’t come without a cost; during that hour, Lin Xuan moved at an excruciatingly slow pace.

But impatience wouldn't get him anywhere. With such composure, how could he lack patience?

The Foe Demon Valley sounded like just a valley from its name, but once inside, the terrain was incredibly complex—mountains, rivers, lakes, swamps, and more.

Before his eyes lay an endless desert. The sky above was unusually dark, and everywhere was shrouded in a grayish demonic aura that added to the eerie atmosphere of the wasteland.

Most cultivators would be deeply intimidated by such a vast desert, but Lin Xuan paid no heed. His cloak fluttered as he flew into it.

"Kraa!"

Suddenly, an irritating sound reached his ears.

Lin Xuan looked up and saw a flock of enormous crows. Unlike ordinary crows, these were much larger, with wingspans exceeding ten feet. They exuded a heart-stopping demonic aura.

Each had four eyes and three legs, with terrifying rays of light emanating from their depths.

Demonic creatures!

Lin Xuan didn't recognize the appearance of these crows but knew they were likely some kind of beast that had been corrupted by demonic energy.

However, his trail hadn’t been uncovered until now. Could these crows possess any innate abilities?

For instance, could they have a powerful spiritual eye technique?

Lin Xuan frowned in thought.

But there was no time for further contemplation; the crows were closing in on him from within a hundred feet.

With a wave of his sleeve, numerous bright sword lights shot out like a storm.

They enveloped nearly a hundred demonic crows before them. These demonized creatures were formidable; each one was equivalent to an advanced-stage Core Formation cultivator.

Their numbers made it difficult for even low-grade Foundation Establishment cultivators to face them without concern.

But against Lin Xuan, they posed no challenge at all. The sword lights flashed, and the demonic crows fell like rain from the sky.

The danger had passed, but a shadow of worry crossed Lin Xuan’s face.

Remember that he was in the Foe Demon Valley now. Any demonized creatures here could be under the control of the Fairy of the Clouds.

In other words, his form might already have been exposed.

Of course, this was just speculation.

Even if it were true, worrying about it wouldn’t help.

Well, things had come to this; dwelling on worries would serve no purpose.

Lin Xuan’s entire body emitted a green glow as he transformed into a streak of lightning and continued flying deeper into the desert.

...

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan's concerns weren't unfounded. As the demonic crows were destroyed, in a secluded cave deep within the valley where the demonic aura was thickest, the Fairy of the Clouds opened her eyes.

Even as an Exiled Heaven Demon, she still looked as if she had never tasted human food. A hint of surprise flashed across her eyes: "You’re here so quickly, Lin Brother. You’ve never let me down; you're always so bold and courageous. But this time, I won’t let you leave the Foe Demon Valley easily."

"Want to rescue them? Fine, I’ll do as you wish. This web of traps—see if you can get out safely," she said almost to herself.

Without moving a finger, Qin Yan was enveloped in milky-white demonic energy. A strong demonic wind blew, and her figure vanished from sight.

...

This was a natural underground cave with an enormous area, covering several thousand acres. At first glance, there seemed to be nothing amiss except for the denser demonic aura that was sealed by some strange array.
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In the cavern, scattered pieces of stone could be seen. A figure in a black robe was also present, though his face was indistinct and his cultivation level couldn't be sensed clearly.

Suddenly, the old man raised his head, and from about ten feet away, a faint spiritual light appeared, revealing a person's silhouette.

The entire body was enveloped by milky-white demonic energy, so it was clear that this was none other than Fairy Cloudy Heaven.

"Old servant prostrates before Miss."

"Patriarch Zhang doesn't need to be so formal. You were once one of my brother’s capable generals. Why should I treat you with such respect?"

"You are mistaken, Miss. Although your cultivation has not fully recovered, your status is far beyond what it was in the past. Since Sovereign Heavenly Demon fell, you have become the Lord of Demons Beyond the Heavens. How could an old servant dare show any disrespect?"

"Moreover, I was sealed in the Fallen Demon Valley. If Miss hadn't rescued me, I would still be suffering. Even if you are not my former master's sister, out of gratitude and repayment, I should obey your commands."

The hoarse voice of the old man resonated through the air. Although his face couldn’t be seen clearly, the tone of respect was unmistakable.

Hearing this, Qin Yan smiled. "Right, Patriarch Zhang, how is the array you set up here?"

"Miss, rest assured. Although my cultivation has dropped significantly due to being sealed in the Fallen Demon Valley, I will not make any mistakes setting up such a minor array. However…"

"What's the problem?"

"This place isn't our Demon World. Many materials are incomplete. Despite my efforts, I found some substitutes, but their power is naturally much less than before."

The old man revealed a hint of difficulty on his face.

"Never mind. I have anticipated this situation. How powerful will the array be compared to its original strength?"

"It should only be about thirty percent," the old man sighed.

"Thirty percent? That's too little. But if you personally oversee it, it might suffice. When the time comes, I'll assist from the side and believe me, a young prodigy who just advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence won't escape."

"A common late-stage Tribulation Transcender wouldn’t be an issue, but Miss once mentioned that Lin Xuan is not ordinary. His strength can't be gauged by conventional means."

"Indeed, Lin Xuan's strength isn't ordinary, but he just advanced. How much could he possibly grow? Besides the array and you, I have some other backup plans."

"The King of Ten Thousand Serpents also agreed to help us."

"Oh, with the assistance of the King of Ten Thousand Serpents, there’s no doubt about it. It seems that old servant overestimated things. Rest assured, I will do my utmost to capture that Lin Xuan for you."

"Thank you, Patriarch Zhang. However..."

Qin Yan's expression showed a hint of difficulty.

"What else is troubling you, Miss?"

"This Primordial Heaven Demon Array has unparalleled power. Even at thirty percent, it should be enough to defeat the enemy. But luring Lin Xuan here won't be easy. According to what I know, that young man cultivates with a secret technique called Spirit Eye, which is extremely profound. Any change techniques in front of him would be useless," Qin Yan said hesitantly.

"Don’t worry, Miss. You forgot that old man and the Illusory Demon were once drinking buddies. Our friendship was quite good. I used Red Silk Immortal Wine to exchange for a bottle of Illusory Demon Pills from him. Although I was sealed in the Fallen Demon Valley, this pill hasn't been lost."

"What? This is great."

Qin Yan's expression turned from anger to joy. She knew very well what the Illusory Demon Pill could do. After consuming it, she could transform into any form at will, with no flaws and fear of any Spirit Eye techniques in the world, unless a Phoenix descended.

She could easily have several people take this spirit item and pretend to be some young maids from the Flying Cloud Pavilion, imprisoning them here. Would Lin Xuan not fall for it?

Cleverness can backfire; trying to forcefully enter the Fallen Demon Valley thinking you’re formidable at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence will only result in a head injury.

Qin Yan thought with a slight pout.

It was understandable why she was angry. She had invited Lin Xuan multiple times to become Lord of Demons Beyond the Heavens, but he always rejected her without hesitation.

Thinking you’re so great, but you’ll never escape my grasp.

...

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. He was now flying through the desert at high speed, and before him lay a swamp.

The deep demonic energy was endless, exuding danger. However, Lin Xuan wasn’t overly fearful.

In the desert, apart from the demon crows, he had faced several attacks but hadn’t encountered anything too formidable. The only demons he saw were those that had been corrupted by demonic energy; no signs of Demons Beyond the Heavens.

This made him feel more at ease.

It seemed his earlier concerns were unnecessary. These corrupted creatures weren't Qin Yan's spies, and his identity hadn't been revealed yet.

Little did Lin Xuan know, he was falling into Qin Yan’s trap. She knew that ordinary dangers wouldn’t affect him, so it would be better to lure him into a trap with all her efforts.

...

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and scanned the surroundings before flying deeper into the swamp.

...

"Zzzz!"

A silver sword energy sliced through the air, cutting down a demon snake.

This was the fifth attack Lin Xuan had faced since entering the swamp. The strange swamp had more demonic creatures in both number and quality than he had encountered earlier. Although he wasn’t overwhelmed, his progress slowed significantly.

Fortunately, no Demons Beyond the Heavens were present. It seemed that arriving ten days early was a wise choice.

Lin Xuan continued flying forward, clearing obstacles as he went. According to his divine sense, there was a suspicious location ahead.

Although he had no certainty, it was possible that some of the Flying Cloud Pavilion’s cultivators might be imprisoned there.

...

Meanwhile, Little Butterfly was wandering in the Fallen Demon Valley.

Unlike Lin Xuan, her movements hadn’t been exposed yet.

It seemed strange, but upon reflection, it made sense. Her cultivation level was similar to Lin Xuan's, and her innate abilities were rooted in concealment and illusion techniques. In such a situation, she would be more at ease.

Without any hindrances, her search efficiency was much higher. While Lin Xuan was still battling the demons and mists, she had already finished searching two designated locations.

Unfortunately, her efforts were in vain; she found no线索 of Flying Cloud Pavilion’s cultivators.
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Xiao Die was not discouraged. She changed direction and continued her search, but for some reason, a bad feeling began to surface in her heart.

At her current level of power, she couldn't ignore the spiritual omens that appeared in her mind.

Was it danger ahead or something happening with Lin Xuan?

She wasn’t sure, but she certainly wouldn’t let a hunch hold her back.

After a moment’s hesitation, she continued flying forward.

Soon, a flower came into view. It was blooming on a patch of grassland.

This scene would have been ordinary, and Xiao Die naturally wouldn't pay much attention to it. However, the surface of the flower emitted a faint trace of demonic energy.

Just as Huan Yue Mo had flown by, the flower became blurry, and dark demonic energy seemed to flash across its surface. Then, tiny skulls appeared on the petals.

It looked extremely eerie.

But this was only the beginning. The flower bloomed further, and an abnormally fierce demon snake emerged from it. It opened its mouth wide and bit down on Huan Yue Mo, swallowing her whole. With a satisfied burp, the demon snake seemed content.

However, something incredible happened next. A second Huan Yue Mo appeared in mid-air. The demon snake's face showed a human-like expression of surprise. Was he hallucinating? He had just eaten this small butterfly, hadn't he?

Then, without any warning, another Huan Yue Mo emerged. Then a third, fourth... Soon, thousands upon thousands of Huan Yue Mo butterflies filled the void, buzzing and flying down in overwhelming numbers.

They buried the demon flower completely.

After a moment, the Huan Yue Mo butterflies dispersed and vanished, leaving only one suspended in mid-air.

The demon flower had lost all its power and withered away.

"Hmph. Such puny powers, daring to ambush me. You really know no fear."

A look of disdain appeared on Xiao Die's face. A mere demon flower dared to tamper with her territory—such a fate was entirely justified.

But before she could fully process this thought, an angry roar echoed in her ears: "Who dares to kill my pet? If you must die, then so be it."

Before the words were finished, ripples of energy appeared in the void, but no monster emerged. Instead, a visible demonic aura materialized over a hundred feet away.

"Exterior Realm Demonic Aura!"

Xiao Die's pupils constricted, and a trace of alertness appeared on her face.

The cultivation world was full of wonders, and exterior realm demons were unpredictable. But the most bizarre of all was the demonic aura, an intangible entity that excelled in possession.

With its ability to possess, it was a formidable opponent for any cultivator.

Fortunately, Xiao Die was a Huan Yue Mo. Her innate abilities allowed her to counter such creatures effectively.

Of course, while the five elements interacted with each other, this was relative. So she couldn't afford to be careless.

With these thoughts in mind, Xiao Die flapped her wings and transformed into human form. Her body also grew larger.

Transforming into a humanoid form to face a powerful enemy, but the wings at her back remained, enhancing the effectiveness of her illusions.

Xiao Die pointed her finger at her forehead.

A crystalline light appeared in her eyes.

Who was stronger between possession and illusion?

No法宝 flew or dazzling lights shone. However, the space within a few acres around them suddenly boiled like boiling water. Spatial ripples surged, and powerful gusts of wind formed, oscillating between Huan Yue Mo and the exterior realm demon aura.

Illusions were essentially mental attacks using divine consciousness. Possession had different attributes but followed similar principles. Success depended on the strength of one's divine awareness.

Thus, ordinary cultivators feared exterior realm demons, but Xiao Die was unconcerned. She trusted her divine consciousness fully; otherwise, how could she perform such world-shaking illusions?

However, exterior realm demons were not easily provoked. Their divine awareness far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators.

In this moment, both sides were evenly matched, unable to determine a clear winner or loser.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan finally made it through the troublesome swamp. He was now close to his destination.

Along the way, he encountered many demonized beasts, but fortunately, no true exterior realm demons appeared. So his form had not been exposed yet.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with an odd light. Such a good opportunity must be seized without delay.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of lightning and continued flying forward.

The journey was uneventful, and after half an hour, Lin Xuan landed his遁光.

This was a desolate area, but it was vastly different from the previous one.

While both were deserts, this place had no visible soil; the surface was entirely composed of hard rock. The rocks were grayish in color.

Looking around, there wasn't a single plant in sight, far more barren than expected.

The demonic energy here was also much denser than elsewhere.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation before he released his divine awareness. After a moment, he raised his head with a smile: "Good, this is the place."

"Finding it after so much effort, and without any trouble. The girls are truly imprisoned here."

Lin Xuan was indeed elated. He had identified several suspicious locations through his divine awareness, but luck seemed to be on his side; he found the right one on his first try.

This made things much easier than he had anticipated. Now, with a surprise attack, he should have a good chance of rescuing the girls safely.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. He raised his right hand and shot out a sword energy from his sleeve.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as the ground split open into a large crack that seemed bottomless. But without hesitation, Lin Xuan leaped down.

Soon, he reached the stone pit where he found himself in an enormous natural cave. The view was expansive, covering several thousand acres, with scattered rocks. There was nothing else.

The girls were nowhere to be seen, but Xiao Die didn't show any disappointment. Instead, she moved swiftly and landed on the left side of the cavern.

Soon, a thick rock wall appeared before her. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pressed it against the stone. The rock was much harder than steel, but it wouldn't stand a chance against a cultivator at the Transcendence stage. With a slight effort, countless cracks appeared on the surface of the rock wall.
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The walls of the mountain were covered like a spider’s web, with cracks spreading across its surface.

Then, a "whirring" sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. The stone wall shattered and vanished into nothingness, revealing a small stone chamber in front of him.

This stone room was not spacious; it only spanned several acres.

Inside, everything was clearly visible.

A young girl was curled up in the corner. She had no visible injuries on her body but her magical power seemed to be sealed.

What a cunning demon from beyond the mortal world! By separating us and trapping each of us individually, the difficulty of rescuing you without alerting them has increased significantly.

Lin Xuan's face darkened slightly.

However, at this point, sulking was useless.

Regardless, he would first bring Liu Xin to safety.

With his thoughts set, Lin Xuan took a step forward.

"Master!"

Liu Xin lifted her head just then, revealing a mix of shock and joy on her delicate features.

"How did you find me here?"

"I came to rescue you,芯儿. How do you feel? Have you been injured at all?"

"No, but my magical power has been sealed by the other party."

Liu Xin shook her head.

Her expression was consistent with Lin Xuan’s memories, but for some reason, a faint warning began to spread in his mind.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan slowed down and used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, but found nothing amiss.

Was he just overthinking?

In this dangerous situation, Lin Xuan could not afford to dwell on thoughts. Besides, he was no longer the same as before; he had advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcender, and even if his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes were slightly inferior compared to a phoenix, they would still be formidable.

Therefore, it must be Liu Xin in front of him.

Lin Xuan continued walking forward.

"芯儿. Don't move. I'll help you break free from the seal."

"Thank you, Master."

Liu Xin lowered her head obediently.

Soon, they were only a few feet apart.

Everything seemed normal, but there was no sign of any danger. Suddenly, a crimson thread shot out silently from the darkness and aimed straight for Lin Xuan's head.

Its speed was incredible, like lightning, yet Lin Xuan remained calm. He seemed to have eyes in the back of his head as he flicked his sleeves, sending out a shield that spun around him.

The next moment, a heart-stopping impact echoed. The crimson light engulfed the shield, revealing the power of this sneak attack.

But what did it matter? Once Lin Xuan had seen through it, such an attack would be ineffective.

Lin Xuan moved swiftly to one side.

"Haha, worthy of being Brother Lin. You can easily dodge such a sudden attack. Could there be any flaws in my disguise?"

A silvery bell-like laugh echoed as Lin Xuan looked up and saw Liu Xin's figure becoming hazy before growing taller by several inches. Her appearance changed dramatically, yet her familiar face remained.

Her expression was cold, like an immortal from the heavens untouched by mortal affairs.

Qin Yan!

The Liu Xin who had just been there was actually disguised as the Cloud Fairy.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted with a mix of guilt and anger.

Throughout his journey, he thought his disguise hadn’t been exposed. Had he already fallen into the trap set by the demon from beyond the mortal world?

How close I came!

If not for that inexplicable warning, if my reaction had been just slightly slower, I might have lost my head.

The aftertaste of narrowly escaping death filled Lin Xuan with anger.

But as a cultivator, he quickly regained his composure: "Cloud Fairy, is this how you welcome guests?"

"Why should I say anything? If you were to become a demon from beyond the mortal world, I would have no disrespect. But since you rejected my good intentions, why should I hesitate to strike first?"

"Since we are destined to be enemies, it’s only right for me to act first."

"Will you surrender peacefully or will I take you down by force?"

"The Cloud Fairy, your arrogance is immense. Do you think this is still the time of Ten Thousand Mountains? Even if it was, I did not use all my strength."

Entering a trap set by the other party, Lin Xuan couldn’t claim he wasn't cautious.

But fear was useless; now more than ever, he needed to muster courage.

Before his words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his head.

A divine consciousness, intangible yet tangible, shot out from between his brows.

Sneak attack!

Since we’ve broken the facade of civility, why should we still adhere to propriety with a demon from beyond the mortal world?

If I could subdue this woman quickly, it would be safer and smoother for exchanging our fellow cultivators from the Baxuan Pavilion.

This was the best strategy!

Lin Xuan wouldn’t hesitate...

While other abilities were not mentioned, Lin Xuan had full confidence in his divine consciousness. Even a Cloud Fairy, let alone facing the Heavenly Flying Demon Lord, he could face with courage and confidence.

If he could severely injure her without anyone noticing, that would be ideal.

The entire process seemed complex but was actually swift.

In an instant, Lin Xuan’s vast divine consciousness encompassed Qin Yan.

She had no time to dodge!

However, something unexpected happened.

Qin Yan's figure became hazy and disappeared from the spot.

It was inexplicable!

With his extensive combat experience, Lin Xuan could not determine how she evaded his attack.

Lin Xuan widened his eyes in shock.

But his surprise lasted only a moment.

Soon, he reacted, his face changing dramatically: "Not good!"

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan’s body emitted a bright green light and transformed into a streak of lightning that shot towards the sky.

When encountering rocks, he sliced through them with swordlight, almost reaching the ground.

But at this critical moment, something unexpected occurred.

A myriad of golden lights appeared without any warning, and the scenery around him suddenly changed drastically.

Lin Xuan felt his vision blur as he found himself in a dimly lit space.

The sky was dark, and all around were dense demonic energies.

He could see a black forest and a massive lava lake, steaming with heat.

Illusion?

No, his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes showed no effect, and his intuition told him this wasn’t an illusion but a trap set by the other party.

"Master, what should we do?"

A flash of light appeared beside Lin Xuan as Yue'er emerged. The little girl, who had been meditating in the Pocket Universe Scroll, couldn’t ignore her master’s trouble.

She joined forces with Lin Xuan.

"What else can we do? We must face it head-on. This array may seem formidable, but trapping me won't be easy." A cold smile played on Lin Xuan's lips.
第三千六百二十五章 水麒麟

The moment the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, sending a spell out from his fingertips.

As he moved, the air around him became hazy. A brilliant aura began to radiate in concentric circles.

In the midst of this light, a fierce white tiger with a white forehead and piercing eyes appeared.

The tiger was over several meters long, its appearance incredibly imposing.

It then raised its head and let out a roar. A thick, bowl-sized white light beam shot out from its gaping mouth.

With the force of a bamboo shoot breaking through earth, it flashed past before hitting the front lava lake.

A loud rumbling echoed as the already scorching lava began to boil even more fiercely. One by one, giant figures emerged from within.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. Could his previous attack have backfired? Instead of finding clues about Fairy Cloudy Fairy, he might have triggered a counterattack from this array?

These giants were clearly formidable in power and number. They continuously appeared from the lava lake without end.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim, but fear was not an option. Given that his opponent had set up such a trap, breaking through it would require significant effort.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan prepared to use another spell. However, before he could act, Mo'er raised her delicate eyebrows and acted first.

She lifted her jade hand, and a streak of strange light burst from her palm. A finely crafted treasure box appeared in the air.

Mo'er had summoned her命定宝物.

The aura shifted, transforming the treasure box into a banana fan.

With a gentle wave of her single hand, Mo'er's voice echoed: "Wu..."

A piercing cold wind blew as the temperature dropped sharply. A brilliant blue light enveloped the surface of the fan, dazzling to behold.

It was the Profound Yin Fire!

This fire condensed and transformed into a large azure qilin several meters long.

The creature emitted an astonishing chill before leaping forward with its hooves, charging at the giants with ferocity.

Mo'er's actions were swift and fluid, achieving perfect harmony in her spellcasting.

Lin Xuan, as an observer, couldn't help but express his approval. The Profound Yin Treasure Box was indeed a wonder of the Immortal Mansion, even if its power had yet to fully recover. Its versatile abilities left one speechless.

The qilin's transformation was almost perfect, making those giants seem insignificant.

Sure enough, upon contact, the giants showed no resistance and were quickly frozen into large ice blocks.

Unsatisfied, the qilin dove into the lava lake.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as it was engulfed by the lava. It wasn't surprising; Mo'er's attack, though formidable, was too small compared to the vastness of the lava lake.

Such a futile attempt was not wise.

Even Lin Xuan thought so.

But in that moment, his eyes widened. The previously calm lava lake suddenly emitted a burst of blue light from its depths.

The boiling stopped as this terrifying Profound Lake was frozen over.

Lin Xuan's expression first turned shocked before filling with joy. Mo'er truly excelled; he wouldn't miss such an opportunity.

He raised his right hand, forming a sword shape and slashing downward in the air.

Although Lin Xuan didn't summon any treasure, a chilling sword energy shot out from his sleeve, transforming into a massive sword aimed at the lava lake.

While this attack might not completely destroy the array, it would surely deal significant damage.

However, just as he was about to strike, a sharp cry echoed above him. A black light beam pierced through the air without warning and clashed with the chilling sword energy in mid-air.

Boom!

The two energies collided mid-air, like two supreme martial artists chasing each other in empty space until they both perished.

Though his attack was blocked, Lin Xuan's face showed no anger; instead, a sneer appeared. "Hmph! Do you think this is enough to stop me from breaking through the array?"

"Earlier, I just used my bare hands. Now, try out the power of my命定法宝."

With a cold laugh, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and the Nine Palaces Mustache Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

Silver light flashed as it transformed into ethereal,蝉翼-like immortal swords.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, forming five fingers in a fist. An incredible scene unfolded: just moments ago, those swords were circling him; now, they had vanished.

Simultaneously, another finely crafted sword appeared from between her fingers, thin as蝉翼 and semi-transparent upon inspection.

The sword seemed fragile but contained awe-inspiring法则之力.

Lin Xuan flicked his hand, sending it downward with great dexterity. The entire process was silent, yet a magnificent sword energy emerged, overshadowing the clouds, and its presence was grandiose.

But in an instant, all the sword energies condensed into a slender crystal thread that flashed past and cut through the lava lake.

Though this thread seemed insignificant, the法则之力it contained left one speechless.

Lin Xuan's current use of the Secret Art to Transform Swords into Threads was no less impressive than that of Fairy Hundred Flowers.

"Bad luck!"

In a corner of the cave, an old man in black robes was shocked. The array's core lay within the lava lake, hidden well enough not to be easily discovered. Who would bother with such a tough nut?

This young Lin had such poor judgment; he actually saw through the Primordial Essence Heaven Demon Array's core so quickly?

The old man felt extremely frustrated but didn't know that Lin Xuan was just lucky.

Breaking the array?

Lin Xuan considered it, but he knew nothing of where the core lay. Attacking the lava lake was merely a顺势而为.

But why? This detail no longer mattered.

He had spent countless efforts setting up this array to aid his lady's needs; how could he let it be easily broken?

A fierce look flashed in the old man's eyes as spell after spell shot towards the array. As he moved, space ripples appeared like a small lake disturbed by wind.

Above the Profound Lake, mirror-like treasures kept appearing one after another.
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These treasures, though as thin as cicada wings, were incredibly sturdy. The intricate patterns on their surfaces exuded an ancient and obscure aura, subtly stirring the surrounding primordial energy to dance. Clearly, they possessed extraordinary defensive capabilities.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but he was not angry; instead, he was pleased. His opponent seemed to be treating him like a formidable enemy, indicating that there must be a reason for this.

Could it be that this Needle Lake is the weak point of the current array?

What luck did I have today?

Though his thoughts raced, he had no time to dwell on them further. With a loud shout, Lin Xuan shook his arm, and the primordial energy within surged like a tidal wave into thetreasure法器 (more commonly used)before him.

Instantly, the sword aura became even more brilliant, with thick layers oflawpower suffocating from the core.

In the next moment, it collided with layer upon layer of defensive treasures.

The clinking sounds filled his ears as the process proceeded swiftly. Although these defensive treasures were formidable, they paled in comparison to the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. However, they did manage to slightly slow down the sword light's advance.

But this was still not enough.

Next, a fine crystal thread emitted an intense glow before reverting into a majestic sword beam.

Sword into thread!

At first glance, Lin Xuan's actions seemed superfluous. But the subtlety lay in his heart.

With Lin Xuan’s composure, he wouldn’t have done this aimlessly.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as the sharp sword light plunged into the lava lake.

The calm surface turned into a tempest of waves.

Innumerable cracks appeared in the endless void.

The array was on the brink of breaking.

Lin Xuan's heart leapt with joy. He never expected to have such good luck.

But just then, a furious cry echoed: "You dare!"

Before him, more than a hundred feet away, Fairy Cloudy's figure emerged from the clouds. Her beautiful face was filled with rage as she was enveloped by milky-white demonic energy.

The Heavenly Demon Sword appeared in her palms.

Then it blurred and transformed into an object resembling a mirror.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The transformation of this item echoed the effects of Moon’s Yin Treasure Box.

Could it be that this is also a treasure from a fairy abode?

No, even ordinary treasures couldn't achieve such transformations at will.

His thoughts raced as Lin Xuan's face showed signs of alertness.

Kun Yan's hands moved like butterflies, sending out spell after spell from her palms.

A clear ringing filled the air as countless ancient and obscure texts flew off the mirror’s surface. With a gust of wind, they transformed into various strange and bizarre beasts before him.

Roar!

The beasts roared fiercely, lunging at Lin Xuan.

Before reaching him, their gaping mouths opened wide, enveloping him in beams of light, demonic flames, lightning, and thunder.

Like a sudden downpour, everything converged on him. The void became hazy as it collapsed at an alarming rate.

Kun Yan's lips curled up slightly, indicating relief.

A late-stage Immortal Tribulation cultivator? Facing such intense firepower, even if he didn't die, he would surely be severely injured.

But before she could fully process this thought, something astonishing happened.

Sss...

The sound of a torn silk cloth filled his ears. A dazzling sword beam emerged from the most explosive area.

It devoured everything in its path, extinguishing all beams of light and demonic flames with a single sweep.

Kun Yan's expression changed dramatically!

When had Lin Xuan become so powerful? His sheer strength alone could shatter her carefully crafted spells?

He had just advanced to late-stage Immortal Tribulation, right? Judging from the time, his realm hadn't stabilized yet. Too many questions.

But it was too late for regrets now.

The sword beam not only struck with immense force but also moved swiftly.

It swept across, reducing hundreds of beasts into nothingness.

Lin Xuan reappeared unscathed.

He sighed and pointed at the woman in front with his right hand, the gesture gentle yet without any hint of anger.

Kun Yan's face paled as she transformed into a streak of light, retreating to the side.

Boom!

Almost simultaneously, where Kun Yan had stood, the void exploded without warning, forming a spatial vortex several feet wide.

Though it quickly dissipated, Kun Yan's expression was filled with disbelief: "Spatiallaw. Not just any understanding; you can actually tear through space with your bare hands. Did you just advance to late-stage Immortal Tribulation?"

"Whatever you say, friend. If you want to shake hands and make peace now, release the person and I won't hold it against you."

"Hmph, what arrogance! Don’t you fear that the wind might blow your tongue away? Do you really think you have a sure victory?"

Kun Yan's face returned to its calm expression as she spoke.

Though her strength had yet to recover, why should a mere late-stage Immortal Tribulation cultivator command such authority over her?

Wasn't she invincible in the world?

It was sheer hubris!

Rolls of demonic energy emanated from Kun Yan’s body. A towering demonic figure materialized behind her.

A secret technique for manifesting a divine form?

No, Lin Xuan had seen many divine forms before, but this one seemed entirely different.

Initially, it was just an illusion, but with a burst of light, it transformed into a real demonic creature at a visible rate.

It was a towering figure ten feet tall, covered in thick scales. Its hands extended past its knees, and its back bore sharp red bone spines.

Its eyes were long and narrow, seemingly without pupils, with a grayish-white iris. A long tail swayed behind it.

Ancient Demon!

No, but the aura emanating from this creature was pure demonic essence, extremely refined compared to the Treasure Snake Ice Soul or ordinary Ancestor Deities.

What’s going on? Although both external demons and ancient demons share the word "demon" in their names, they are fundamentally different.

Who is this creature Kun Yan summoned?

Lin Xuan stared in amazement but decided not to dwell on it. Regardless of its origin, defeating it was enough.

Lin Xuan had no time for such delays. On the other side, Moon was already attempting to break the restrictions.

After all, engaging an enemy within a formation would come with many traps and limitations from any angle.

Knowing where the array’s core was, he wouldn’t spend much effort.

But after several attempts, he realized that things weren't as simple as they seemed. Despite exposing the array's core, there were still experts controlling the entire formation, making it difficult to break through.
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Moon'er encountered some setbacks, how was Lin Xuan's situation at this moment?

Looking at the demon before him, a trace of gloom appeared on his face, but he showed no fear. After all, it was just a mysterious demon.

He had already advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, and his confidence far exceeded what it used to be.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand slightly, pointing forward with one finger.

His movement was extremely gentle, yet the space in front collapsed instantly.

Spatial Law!

A vicious expression appeared on the demon's face. It opened its mouth wide, its form becoming hazy before vanishing from sight.

In the next moment, a flash of demonic light appeared beside Lin Xuan.

The distance between them was only several dozen feet.

Then he lowered his head slightly and performed a squatting motion. His shoulder moved, creating a loud breaking sound as countless blood-red bone spines shot towards him.

At the same time, from its huge maw, a beam of light about the size of an arm emerged, wrapped in dark electric arcs.

Almost instantly, Lin Xuan was encompassed by this attack.

Qin Yan wasn't idle either. She flipped her jade hand and the Heavenly Demon Sword appeared in her palm.

She swung it downward, producing countless black-red sword lights that transformed into snakes about a foot long, enveloping Lin Xuan from all sides.

"Master!"

The situation changed suddenly, and within an instant, Lin Xuan found himself surrounded by danger.

Moon'er was alarmed. She wanted to help but suddenly saw over ten giant serpents with bodies a hundred feet long emerging beside her, viciously lunging at her.

Despite her efforts, she couldn't escape them in such a short time.

In other words, Lin Xuan could only fight alone.

Qin Yan's face showed a trace of satisfaction.

Late-stage Tribulation Transcendence cultivators? How can this brat be so overconfident?

Her earlier concerns seemed unnecessary. Without the help of Wannv Wang, she could subdue him with her own strength.

However, before she could fully process these thoughts, a clear cry sounded from ahead.

Suddenly, the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic, and the space collapsed one after another without any warning.

It was impossible!

She didn't know why this collapse occurred.

Qin Yan's smile froze on her face. Before she could react, a loud noise echoed in her ears. A lightning bolt pierced through the sky and struck Lin Xuan with force.

The snakes surrounding him were hit by this sharp electric light; there were thousands of them. They disintegrated into fragments of sword lights before vanishing.

Lin Xuan's figure appeared, unscathed from any injuries.

More astonishingly, he didn't use any defensive treasures. He relied solely on a layer of protective spirit light to support himself.

Of course, this spirit light was unique; it was thick and solid with countless true spirits' shadows flickering faintly on its surface.

Phoenixes, true dragons, peacocks, great phoenixes—there were many kinds, numbering nearly a hundred.

"What is this?"

Qin Yan had broad experience. Her past memories fully restored, she stared wide-eyed at the astonishing scene before her.

Without any treasures, he could block her attacks just by relying on his protective spirit light.

This was too absurd!

If not for seeing it with her own eyes, no one would believe such a bizarre sight.

Lin Xuan had just advanced; how could he be this powerful? Did he not use his true techniques earlier?

These thoughts flashed through her mind as Qin Yan's face showed signs of fear. Regardless of the reason, she underestimated Lin Xuan.

His strength far exceeded expectations. Even with an array to aid him, she would have no chance.

With this thought in mind, she no longer hesitated and rolled her body with white demonic energy, trying to retreat.

However, it wasn't that easy.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand again, pointing forward as he uttered a sharp command: "Break!"

Before the words left his mouth, an unbelievable scene unfolded. Qin Yan couldn't move!

The air around her turned into shackles, binding her tightly.

"This is impossible!"

Qin Yan's expression was one of both shock and anger. She knew her own abilities well; how could someone with spatial laws hold her so easily?

"Master Lin said he would be willing to shake hands for peace. Fairy, you insist on going your own way. Do you feel regret now?" Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Regret? You think you have a sure victory, hmpf, dreaming."

A trace of anger flashed across Qin Yan's face before she quickly regained her composure. She took deep breaths and exhaled dark demonic energy, creating cracks in the surrounding space.

This fairy wasn't weak either; she tried to break free using brute force.

However, how could Lin Xuan allow this?

"Ah!"

A sigh sounded as Lin Xuan sent out a divine thought. With his action, fierce light surged, and the Nine Palaces Needles transformed into fine crystal threads.

The air broke with loud sounds as these threads interwove in mid-air, quickly forming a giant net that descended towards Qin Yan!

She had no place to hide!

After all, she couldn't break free of the spatial laws within such a short time.

The situation reversed. Moon'er's face showed signs of joy, while the black-robed elder who controlled the array turned pale and several giant serpents lunged at Lin Xuan viciously.

Unfortunately, it was too late. The mere changes in the array couldn't help much; these demons were merely a distraction for Lin Xuan.

Qin Yan had nowhere to go, and Lin Xuan wanted to capture her alive.

Only then could he exchange the cultivators of Baxuan Pavilion.

However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

As that net was about to ensnare Qin Yan, a trace of demonic energy appeared silently. At first, it wasn't noticeable, but soon, an astonishing spiritual pressure emanated from its surface.

This pressure was so formidable that even Lin Xuan's face turned pale.

The demonic energy became denser, and faintly, a black dragon emerged from within.

Roar!

The dragon raised its head, yet no sound came from its throat.

Lin Xuan's face paled as his gaze sharpened: "A formidable enemy; we can't give him any breathing space or hesitate."

Lin Xuan sent out a divine thought.

Suddenly, the net vanished, replaced by countless crystal threads...

These threads then transformed back into sword lights, raining down towards the demonic energy in the shape of a dragon.
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The air was filled with the sound of breaking void as Lin Xuan made no attempt to hold back this time. His strength had reached such a level that he could sense threats with incredible sharpness. He did not want any unexpected changes during his critical moment.

Since advancing to the Tribulation Transcending stage, his growth in power was beyond measure. Originally, he was confident about this move, but the bizarre and unpredictable nature of the cultivation world defied common logic. The sword light was swift, yet the dragon showed no fear. It opened its mouth and exhaled, meeting the sword light head-on.

On the surface, it seemed laughable—like an ant trying to shake a tree. However, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as his bad feeling intensified. In the next moment, the exhaled breath expanded thousands of times, creating a black hurricane that swept across the entire realm.

The sharp sword light was scattered like leaves in a storm, and what seemed like a swift attack was easily neutralized. How could this be?

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. He had anticipated a formidable opponent but never imagined it would be so powerful. However, he remained calm despite his astonishment, quickly regaining composure after just a few minutes.

His eyes glinted as he began to seriously assess the formidable enemy before him.

Roar!

The dragon's roar echoed, and the demonic aura grew even more astonishing. It rose into the sky, coiled around itself once, and finally revealed its form—a black dragon over ten meters long, exuding a heart-stopping demonic aura from every scale. Each scale was glossy, like stars in the night sky.

Despite being over a hundred meters away, Lin Xuan felt the terrifying pressure pressing down on him. It was unlike any spiritual pressure he had experienced before.

Late Tribulation Period!

And it wasn't just an ordinary late-stage monster. Although they had only met once, Lin Xuan knew this was a formidable and tricky opponent.

His expression darkened as he spoke with a hint of sarcasm: "This is the Fairy's backup? No wonder you never showed any signs of panic. Do you really think a mere dragon can stop me?"

"Test it if you must."

Qin Yan smiled: "Brother Lin, let’s be frank. You don’t need to test anything further. Your keen eye wouldn't mistake this for an ordinary dragon, right? Sister asks again—do you truly wish to become a Heavenly Demon from beyond the world?"

"As long as you cooperate with me, I won’t make life difficult for the cultivators of the Eagle Nest Pavilion."

Qin Yan's voice was filled with sincerity.

"I naturally agree to turn swords into plowshares, but on one condition: no connection whatsoever with the Heavenly Demons," Lin Xuan replied calmly.

"Is that so? What a pity."

Qin Yan lowered her head, a hint of desolation flashing in her eyes. There was no point in continuing this conversation; it would only be self-defeating and futile.

At that moment, the black dragon roared: "Fairy, you don’t need to waste your words on this brat. Since he’s spurning my offer, let him see the might of the Demon Dragon King."

"Dragon King? What arrogance! Do you think I’m unaware of the relationship between the Three Demonic Kings and the Ten Thousand Dragon King?"

"What did you say?" Lin Xuan's casual remark had caused the black dragon to leap up like a cat with its tail stepped on. Qin Yan’s face also turned pale.

Although the strange expression was fleeting, Lin Xuan, a highly perceptive cultivator, immediately suspected something. Could this guy really be related to one of the Three Demonic Kings, the Ten Thousand Dragon King?

Confused, but time was running out. The black dragon's claws swung down towards him, and the sound of breaking glass filled his ears as cracks appeared in the space before it.

As its claws struck again, those cracks shot forward like arrows through space.

Spatial techniques!

Using spatial rifts as weapons? Lin Xuan’s face turned pale. This was no ordinary attack; it was far more terrifying than any claw or blade.

A common cultivator would likely be unable to withstand such an assault, but Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to use common sense here.

Facing the approaching spatial rifts, he didn't dodge and didn't release his protective qi shield. Instead, he walked towards them with a boldness that left onlookers in shock.

This was not just reckless; it was risking his life. But was Lin Xuan really so foolish?

The answer was no.

Seeing this, the Demon Dragon King’s face showed genuine concern as its claws slowed down. The spatial rifts became more vivid and soon surrounded Lin Xuan.

Snap!

A crack sliced towards him, far more terrifying than any blade. However, an unbelievable scene unfolded: the crack effortlessly pierced through Lin Xuan's body without a drop of blood. He seemed to become a phantom.

"Your sword spirit has transformed into nothingness—this is the secret technique of the Hundred Flowers Fairy. You have achieved true unity with your sword, even making your body intangible."

The Demon Dragon King’s face showed disbelief as other cracks failed to hit their mark. At this moment, Lin Xuan was within arm's reach.

"You recognize my opponent’s ultimate skill; you truly are impressive. Now try the power of Brother Lin!"

With a sharp cry, countless dazzling rays shot out from his body, each one more intense than the last. Even the Demon Dragon King couldn’t help but turn pale at their intensity.

Trying to dodge, but too late. With a roar, light flared as numerous magical runes burst forth from its massive form.

Sharp light flashed, and an unbelievable scene unfolded: those rays were reflected back.

A flash of light revealed thin, ethereal swords like dragonfly wings.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no sign of defeat as he cast out countless spells. The sharp swords converged into a single giant sword, emitting terrifying spiritual pressure.
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Subsequently, Lin Xuan clutched his hands together, and the sharp crackling sounds echoed into his ears. His body grew larger in the dazzling spiritual light.

The wind rushed fiercely around him, transforming instantly into a towering figure over a hundred feet tall.

Lin Xuan then extended his palm, as large as a fan, and grabbed the enlarged Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. He lowered his head to look at the nearby dragon-like creature, held the sword in both hands, and slowly sliced forward.

Sizzle…

The sword's sharp energy sliced through the air like tearing silk, leaving a long gap where it passed, making the void resemble mud and paper.

However, this was not some spatial secret technique. The space here could no longer bear the overwhelming swordlight.

Seeing this, the Demon Dragon King's expression turned grim.

Indeed, its body was incredibly strong, but it had no confidence that it could withstand such an attack. At this moment, dodging was already too late.

A determined look flashed across the Demon Dragon King’s face as he swung his claws, creating a loud breaking sound in the air. Clusters of claw rays appeared in the void like a storm, aiming to crush the swordlight.

But that wasn't enough.

He then raised his head and opened his blood-filled mouth.

Dragon Breath!

A black demonic aura was expelled from its mouth, gathering in the middle to form a huge black light ball.

Like a meteorite falling to earth, it crashed down on the swordlight.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the void collapsed. A mysterious light halo with continuously emerging five-colored runes appeared, not dazzling but emitting an overwhelming spiritual pressure.

In front of this light halo, the demonic aura transformed into a vortex, surrounded by countless writhing tentacles trying to block it.

Unfortunately, these efforts were in vain.

Or rather, such attempts were like a cicada trying to stop a cart!

That black vortex seemed formidable but disintegrated instantly.

With no hindrance, the five-colored light halo continued to crash down on the Demon Dragon King.

Lin Xuan then spat out Illusory Heavenly Fire. The five-colored glass-like substance emitted an intoxicating aura as a phoenix cry sounded, and a huge firebird rushed towards its target.

Lin Xuan's intent was clear—hoping to end this battle in one fell swoop.

But the Demon Dragon King would not sit idly by.

Although its earlier defense seemed like trying to stop a fly with an elephant, it had still bought some time.

Perhaps not much, but in high-level combat, every millisecond counts. This gap gave the Demon Dragon King enough room to maneuver.

The Demon Dragon King retreated while astonishing amounts of demonic aura rose from his body. A strange妖气 mixed within this aura.

Though hidden, Lin Xuan's divine sense quickly detected this opponent’s uniqueness.

Could it really be connected to the Ten Thousand Dragons King?

Lin Xuan had already harbored doubts, and these suspicions deepened at this moment.

However, there was no time for such investigations. With a low shout, he poured more magical power into his immortal sword, hoping to kill the Demon Dragon King here.

But that wasn't easy. A black light flame shot up from the demonic aura, terrifying in its strength.

Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and used the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to look at it clearly.

That was a monster with a dragon's head and a human body.

At first glance, it seemed no different from ordinary demon cultivators. But the deep and powerful demonic aura emanating from him was beyond measure.

Over a hundred feet tall, he held a black battle axe in one hand.

The axe was razor-sharp, with electric arcs flickering across its surface. Numerous strange demonic runes emerged from the blade, indicating it wasn't just an ordinary treasure.

Primordial Spirit Treasure!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

His knowledge was extensive; he possessed several treasures of similar grade. Although this judgment lacked absolute certainty, it should be correct.

With a shake of his wrist, the Demon Dragon King raised the axe into the air. He recited obscure incantations and pointed forward.

"Fall!"

Before the words were fully spoken, a bright axe beam emerged from the blade's surface, quickly turning black.

The axe beam rushed towards the swordlight with great force.

Though the process seemed complex, it didn't take long. The Fairy of the Clouds had already recovered from her shock and shook her shoulder to release the Heavenly Demon Sword’s fierce light, slashing at Lin Xuan.

"Master!"

Moon saw this and became anxious. She couldn’t ignore her master's dire situation. She desperately wanted to help but was tightly bound by several demon serpents.

While those snakes weren't particularly powerful individually, their cooperation was seamless. Moon struggled left and right but couldn’t break free. In the end, it was still up to Lin Xuan himself.

---

On the other side,

Butterfly’s face showed intense concentration as a late-stage Illusion Moth. She didn’t take lightly that minor demonic influence from beyond the domain.

However, after starting the battle, she realized her underestimation of the world's heroes. The origin of this opponent was unknown, but it far exceeded ordinary demonic influences. After half an hour of combat, they were still evenly matched.

Butterfly was shocked and angry, unaware that the demonic influence was even more alarmed at this moment.

Don’t assume a formless demonic influence is always low-grade.

This opponent’s grade was off the charts; among celestial demons from beyond the heavens, it counted as one of the strongest. Even a late-stage cultivator or true immortal, he had some chance to possess their soul. His mental strength was outstanding among peers.

Initially thinking this late-stage妖族 would be easy prey, she ended up in an unexpected struggle.

The frustration was obvious, but now that she was on the horns of a dilemma, what use did it serve?

Though they didn’t display any powerful treasures or dazzling spiritual lights, the danger here far exceeded such scenarios.

It was like two martial artists competing for inner strength; a wrong move could lead to a life-threatening situation.

As time passed, both continued to strengthen their mental power, and explosive sounds echoed in their ears. The surrounding void resembled a small lake with continuous ripples spreading out.

After another tea’s worth of time, Butterfly's expression finally showed impatience: "A true demon from beyond the heavens! Let you see the power of my ultimate technique!"
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The girl raised her jade hand, pointing at his brow with a single finger.

Instantly, her eyes shone with crystalline light, and the surroundings seemed to ripple like the surface of a small lake disturbed by the wind.

Space rumbled as waves of powerful gales shot out in all directions.

The scenery blurred before a vast forest emerged into view.

Butterfly still hovered in mid-air. A faint shadow materialized about a hundred feet ahead of her, taking on an odd appearance with three heads and six arms.

At first glance, it resembled ancient demons, but upon closer inspection, there were significant differences.

The aura emanating from the demon was also peculiar; each face displayed shock. He turned to survey his surroundings: "Where am I? Illusion... how could you make me appear?"

Foreign Demonic Heads were numerous and mysterious. Legends said they were formless entities that could only take possession of others.

But was this really true?

Few had ever seen a Foreign Heavenly Demon, and the power of interdimensional demon thoughts was beyond comprehension for most.

Indeed, they excelled at possession, but there were other strengths as well.

Even advanced cultivators found it difficult to make them manifest.

But Butterfly managed to do so effortlessly.

A sneer curled her lips: "You needn't worry about where you are. Will you submit quietly or face some pain?"

"Such audacity! A mere late-stage渡劫妖族 dares to be disrespectful. Such boasts will cost you."

The Foreign Heavenly Demon was both enraged and alarmed.

No one had dared to act so brazenly in front of him for centuries—truly, a greenhorn.

Back then, he had even faced Loose Immortals and Demon Kings. If tigers didn't roar, they were seen as weak cats.

With a thought, the Foreign Heavenly Demon raised his head.

A wave rippled through the air as he opened his mouth, charging towards Butterfly's position with unstoppable force.

Boom!

Butterfly did not dodge; she was swallowed by terrifying demonic patterns and disintegrated!

The ease of it left the Foreign Heavenly Demon utterly stunned.

He felt a hint that something was amiss but couldn't pinpoint the issue until a butterfly materialized before him.

Then, it transformed into myriad forms!

A swarm of Moonsilk Moths enveloped him, signaling trouble.

After their prolonged battle, he knew this mysterious demon race's mental prowess could not be gauged by ordinary means. It was incredibly powerful.

Now, with his many incarnations, the power had increased exponentially.

But Butterfly’s move left him extremely frustrated—possession!

Repaying the favor in kind?

The Foreign Heavenly Demon was both enraged and alarmed. He would not sit idly by. His form blurred as he transformed into a deep vortex.

Woo...

A buzzing sound filled his ears, and endless mental power burst forth from within.

In an instant, clashing sounds echoed, and the surrounding space bubbled like boiling water.

On another side, the intensity of their battle was beyond words.

Lin Xuan had successfully advanced. Though Cloud Fairy was formidable, she could no longer match him. However, the involvement of Demon Serpent King made the situation more complex than expected.

Boom!

The explosion was loud as Lin Xuan and Demon Serpent King exchanged a fierce blow, leaving them evenly matched.

As for Qin Yan's ambush, Lin Xuan did not take it seriously.

A flicker on his shoulder revealed golden light, and Nine Heavens Net emerged.

With eighteen arms, it appeared majestic.

Arms extended, various treasures materialized in its palm—swords, spears, halberds, and more.

Transforming into a golden beam, it struck Qin Yan.

Though not as familiar with the secret technique, Lin Xuan's power was formidable enough to delay Cloud Fairy.

Facing two opponents, he managed an even outcome, which annoyed Demon Serpent King.

His face darkened as he waved his sleeve, summoning a small green banner.

Holding the banner, he gently shook it.

Woo...

A buzzing sound filled his ears as countless demonic mists poured out, interspersed with crackling lightning. They surged like waves, threatening to engulf Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed.

His keen eyesight revealed the danger of this move; he would not sit idly by.

Raising his right hand, Red Phoenix Ring appeared and transformed into a fiery shower.

Red Lotus flames could burn anything in existence and had an especially suppressive effect on demonic arts. Demon Serpent King’s attack was easily blocked.

Pointing with his finger, Nine Palaces Sharp Sword reappeared before him. A thousand sword lights fell like rain, slashing at the opponent.

"Trivial tricks!"

Demon Serpent King did not take offense as he wielded his battle axe, creating countless axe shadows to block Lin Xuan’s attack.

Suddenly, he shook his shoulder and appeared beside Lin Xuan without warning.

"You foolish boy, you were too careless."

A cruel smile played on his lips.

Though Lin Xuan was powerful, he could not match him up close.

Before he could speak, he grabbed Lin Xuan's hand with a claw that seemed like a sharp blade.

If any cultivator had seen this, they would have been alarmed, but Lin Xuan remained calm: "Do you think you've gained the upper hand? You're wrong!"

As he spoke, a dazzling sword beam shot out from his sleeve.

Slowly at first, it circled around him, pinning Demon Serpent King down.

Enraged and alarmed, Demon Serpent King could not dodge in time. Blood splattered as an arm silently fell.

Deception was not uncommon; who said he couldn't use treasures when close?

As Lin Xuan summoned Nine Palaces Sharp Sword, he had already set a trap.

Demon Serpent King roared in pain. Seizing this opportunity, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward.

Law of Force!

A burst of spiritual light formed a vortex, pulling Demon Serpent King inside.

Not willing to sit idly by, Demon Serpent King's demonic aura surged as he tried to escape.

But his luck worsened; Lin Xuan opened his mouth, and ancient scrolls appeared, glowing with spiritual light.
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The scroll was about a foot long, its surface shimmering with emerald light, exuding an aura of mystery.

Lin Xuan flicked his hand and unfolded the scroll. Instantly, boundless sword intent radiated from within.

The face of the Demon Serpent King turned ugly. His experience was no joke; he could easily recognize this primordial object before him.

This damned brat was far more troublesome than expected.

He had been too careless!

The corners of the Demon Serpent King's mouth quivered with bitterness, yet his body was trapped in a vortex formed by force laws. Even if he possessed formidable strength, it wouldn’t be easy to break free. In高手过招，只争毫厘。 This brief delay could spell doom for him.

This sounded exaggerated, but there was no exaggeration involved.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward. As he did so, the immortal sword diagram above his head flickered with ethereal light. Nine mountains of varying sizes appeared before his eyes. These mountains were emerald green and full of vitality, their scenery breathtaking.

The Three-Headed Golden Sun vanished; in its place was an endless sea of sword intent, as if it sought to encompass the entire universe.

In the next moment, divine light surged forth from the surface of these nine mountains, surging with boundless force laws. The void collapsed and crumbled. Primordial treasures truly weren’t ordinary.

However, this wasn’t the scariest part.

Mysterious heavenly sounds emerged, like a grand chime resonating through the heavens. Wherever they passed, even primordial energy bowed down. Columns of light shot out from the peaks, each one in a different color—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet.

These columns drifted, giving rise to colorful light halos that radiated auspiciousness. Each light halo transformed into several immortal swords.

Their shapes varied, their sizes diverse, but every sword was terrifying, imbued with the essence of Dao and surging with force laws.

Suddenly, a deafening sound echoed as these swords descended upon the Demon Serpent King from all directions.

Lin Xuan had already realized that this old monster’s strength was formidable. Such an opportunity must be seized at all costs; if he could achieve victory in one fell swoop, it would be perfect.

But is anything in this world so easy?

Roar!

The Demon Serpent King raised his head, and dark demonic energy surged from his body like a torrent.

Crack!

The void was torn apart. The vortex of force laws also vanished into nothingness.

Of course, he paid a heavy price for this. Numerous cracks appeared on his body surface, blood spewed out, and his face turned pale.

But the Demon Serpent King ignored it all, gritting his teeth with a sinister look on his face.

He opened his hands wide, reciting obscure incantations from his mouth.

Around him, within an area of several acres, space collapsed into swirling vortices.

Their sizes varied, and their number was staggering—hundreds of them.

Woo…

Each vortex seemed bottomless as they spun rapidly, spewing out black crystal threads like a swarm of bees.

Spatial laws!

Every black crystal thread was actually miniature versions of spatial rifts.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. This fellow had such profound understanding of spatial laws.

No wonder he dared to confront his immortal sword diagram without any treasures, bare-handed.

Lin Xuan felt a great sense of caution but his actions remained fluid and graceful as he drew more power into the immortal sword diagram.

Suddenly, buzzing sounds filled the air.

Then, countless sword qi clashed with the endless black crystal threads.

The clash echoed in his ears. Though there were only two people fighting, it felt like thousands of cultivators clashing.

Equal match!

No, Lin Xuan seemed to be slightly inferior!

His expression turned grim.

Knowing that he had advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, driving his treasures should have been effortless against a bare-handed opponent.

This was too demoralizing.

But with Lin Xuan’s composure, he wouldn’t let this discourage him.

If the immortal sword diagram couldn’t defeat you, how about trying another treasure?

He raised his right hand and made a gesture of grabbing something. Instantly, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword reappeared.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan traced an arcane pattern in mid-air with both hands as if shooting stars. A loud phoenix call filled his ears.

The sound came from the dazzling red light.

Then, a sea of flames erupted. Amidst the flames, a lifelike phoenix was born and soared towards the heavens.

Phoenix calls echoed across the nine skies, its wings stretching over a hundred zhang. Its form was that of a true king among birds.

Kingly aura radiated out, subduing all.

But there were more dazzling true spirits than just this one.

Crimson Phoenix, Great Peng, and countless others emerged in succession.

There were nine in total.

The enemy’s strength couldn’t be underestimated. Lin Xuan decided to summon his命魂宝物.

True Spirit Sword Formation!

He knew the power of this move well enough. Having advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, it was even more formidable.

It was like adding wings to a tiger. The Demon Serpent King might be tenacious, but Lin Xuan had full confidence in defeating him.

Of course, controlling both the immortal sword diagram and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword simultaneously was no easy feat; they consumed vast amounts of power.

Thus, quick victory was his only choice. The longer he delayed, the more headaches it could cause.

With these thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward.

"Chirp!"

Before the words left his mouth, nine true spirits roared and fiercely charged at their opponent.

Their momentum was indescribable; clouds and winds surged as if the heavens themselves were changing. The Demon Serpent King’s face also turned serious.

But he didn’t retreat.

What of a formidable enemy?

After all these years, he had faced many.

Though this avatar’s strength was only one-third of his original form, it couldn’t handle an opponent who had just advanced.

He was a demon from beyond the heavens, and among the Heavenly Demons, he counted as one of the strongest.

A sinister look flashed across the Demon Serpent King's face.

Complex incantations emerged from his mouth.

Dark black demonic energy surged, enveloping an area several acres wide.

Roar!

Then, a black dragon appeared with a mighty roar.

This fellow revealed its true form.

Over a hundred zhang long, it exuded immense primordial pressure. Its head had three, and its scales glimmered like stars.

Nine true spirits—how could they win by sheer numbers?

If real true spirits were here, he might have hesitated, but these...

His keen eyesight easily discerned that these true spirits were merely superficial pretenses.

Well, perhaps this was a bit harsh, but the true spirits conjured up indeed weren’t anything special. (To be continued. Your support through recommendations and monthly votes is my greatest motivation.)
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The Demon Serpent King's face showed no fear as he swung his tail, fiercely lunging forward.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a cold killing intent.

With both hands clenching together, a burst of five-colored spiritual light and crystal radiance erupted from him, accompanied by the sounds of phoenix and dragon calls. The oppressive aura was released instantly, with Tiaomu leading the charge.

Regardless of his strength, in all true spirits, Tiaomu was known for its bravery.

Similarly, the Nine Palaces Sword that had materialized also displayed such courage.

Almost in a blink, it arrived before the Demon Serpent King.

"Unaware of death!"

The roar of three-headed dragons echoed into his ears as he raised his front claws and lunged downward.

Though this was an ordinary strike, its momentum was indescribable. It seemed to contain the power to uproot mountains and level seas; anything in its path would be obliterated effortlessly.

Tiaomu felt a sense of danger too.

The wisest choice at this moment was to retreat.

To charge headlong into battle was sheer foolishness.

But Tiaomu showed no fear.

Retreat?

Ha, it had always known nothing but advancement since birth.

Face-to-face combat?

Tiaomu's eyes flashed with a cold killing intent as he advanced instead of retreating. A roar and dragon call echoed into his ears before he raised his head, spewing out a blazing white light column from its blood-filled maw.

Boom!

A blast sounded, and gale-force winds scattered everywhere. The entire void seemed to transform into a stormy sea. Tiaomu's and the Demon Serpent King's figures blurred, making it impossible to discern anything but their continuous roar of tiger and dragon.

Though the process was complex, the battle only lasted an instant.

Tiaomu was indeed brave, but after all, it was just materialized.

Its strength fell far short compared to true spirits; at most, it could only unleash a fraction of its power.

Against ordinary foes, it was sufficient, but in front of the Demon Serpent King, it appeared inadequate.

After several exchanges, Tiaomu had already been battered and bruised.

It struggled to move, yet it still tenaciously refused to retreat.

"Idiot!"

The Demon Serpent King's eyes flashed with impatience as he opened his mouth, spewing out a black dragon breath that instantly engulfed Tiaomu.

Tiaomu vanished in an instant!

With Tiaomu's figure disappearing, a thin-as-chicken-wing immortal sword appeared in the void.

However, cracks began to appear on its surface, and the spiritual radiance became fainter, clearly damaged due to the materialization of Tiaomu's demise.

If another cultivator were in Lin Xuan's position, their own life essence weapon would have been affected too. While not certain to die, they would surely be grievously injured.

But a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as his complexion remained rosy; he showed no signs of injury.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward: "Quickly!"

Before the words left his mouth, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

A loud 'bang' echoed in the ears. The damaged spiritual sword actually exploded on its own, turning into fragments of varying sizes that sparkled like stars in the void.

This outcome left the Demon Serpent King dumbfounded. But then, another unbelievable sight occurred.

Woo...

Without any warning, a gust of wind swept out, enveloping the fragments of the immortal sword.

They converged towards the center, and before long, a thin-as-chicken-wing immortal sword reappeared in his vision.

"What...?"

The Demon Serpent King was speechless, almost disbelieving this bizarre scene. The transformation of the sword spirit into nothingness wasn't a secret technique of the Hundred Flowers Immortal; it wouldn't be passed on to outsiders. Where did this young Lin learn such a skill?

But now, there was no time for further investigation.

Not only had the damaged immortal sword been restored, but other true spirits also fiercely lunged forward.

This time, Phoenix led the charge.

Phoenix calls resounded as it spread its wings and soared into the sky, with a wingspan of over a hundred feet. A flurry of crescent-shaped light blades appeared, creating a barrage like a storm of arrows towards the Demon Serpent King.

Its speed was incredible; the Demon Serpent King had no time to dodge.

In an instant, it was engulfed by the countless wind blades.

Pfft... sounds echoed as its protective spiritual aura, formidable though it was, was easily torn apart by the wind blades. Blood splattered out.

Though the scales provided some resistance, it couldn't avoid injury.

Damn!

The Demon Serpent King roared in anger. If he were the true king of a hundred birds, his single incarnation wouldn't stand a chance. But this transformed Phoenix dared to be so arrogant.

A tiger that doesn't roar is mistaken for a sick cat?

Anger flashed across his face as he vanished from sight.

Spatial法则!

An incomprehensible secret technique!

But it depended on who the enemy was at the moment.

Using spatial techniques before Phoenix would be like showcasing one's skills in front of Lu Ban, utterly foolish.

The Demon Serpent King intended to retreat to Phoenix's side but heard a clear call.

Red light flashed as Phoenix flapped its wings, causing the void to distort and collapse. A large, white hole appeared without warning.

Over ten feet wide!

The void twisted, filled with grayish-black demonic energy, and three-headed dragons' figures became indistinct before they tumbled out of the void.

Its face was full of rage and embarrassment; no matter how hard it tried to hide, its spatial displacement technique had been forcibly interrupted.

In other words, its understanding of spatial techniques was clearly inferior to that of Phoenix.

The Demon Serpent King was extremely frustrated but then another clear call echoed in his ears.

He turned around just as a sea of flames engulfed him.

Amidst the flames, a slender-bodied true spirit materialized, resembling Phoenix in appearance but slightly thinner.

Its identity was clear...

Red-crowned Crane, controlling purple-red flames, capable of burning everything in existence, even melting and igniting the void itself.

The three-headed dragons had no place to hide; they were instantly swallowed by terrifying flames.

Sizzle...

A crackle of lightning sounded as Nine-headed Bird's body was enveloped in flames and electric arcs. Its nine identical heads were all fierce beyond measure.

With a mouthful, the sky was pierced by a barrage of lightning like swords, covering the Demon Serpent King from head to toe.

The Demon Serpent King struggled left and right but found it useless. His strength wasn't weak, but one could not stand against overwhelming numbers.

Surrounded by true spirits, various attacks rained down, leaving him in a precarious position. (To be continued...)
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Could it be that he would perish here? The Wasteland King's heart was filled with shock and anger.

Although before him was merely his own avatar, its strength was still far less than a third of the original. Yet, it was not something ordinary late-stage cultivators could match. Logically speaking, he should have had a firm grasp on the victory.

However, cultivation worlds were unpredictable. The small fellow he thought would be easily captured had transformed into an opponent that couldn't be parried.

The Wasteland King felt his mouth turn bitter. But what use was it to feel frustrated now?

He could not be defeated by this enemy, but give up and submit? Of course not.

At his level of strength, he understood the principle of facing challenges head-on.

This Lin youngster was indeed extremely tenacious, but it was too early to declare defeat.

The outcome of a cultivation battle wasn't solely determined by their power. There were many other factors at play. With patience, there would always be an opportunity.

Moreover, he wasn't alone.

The Cloud Fairy was watching from the side and wouldn’t sit idly by if this Lin youngster defeated him.

With these thoughts, the Wasteland King turned his head, releasing a powerful divine sense.

A few hundred feet away, Qin Yan and Lin Xuan's astral forms were engaged in fierce combat.

Ordinary astral form secret techniques couldn't withstand the域外天魔, but the Nine Heavens Divine Net Astral Form that Lin Xuan cultivated was incredibly powerful.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, each arm wielded a precious artifact, and every head could cast different laws of nature. As Lin Xuan advanced to late-stage Transcendation, his Nine Heavens Divine Net Astral Form's strength naturally increased.

The Cloud Fairy raised her hand, the Heaven Demon Sword emitting fierce light, slicing through the sky like meteors, rushing forward.

Most cultivators would choose to dodge such an attack. Directly facing it was not a wise choice for a smart person.

But the astral form didn't do that. It was a secret technique Lin Xuan cultivated and thus had no fear.

With a wave of his hand, various weapons like swords, spears, and halberds emitted dazzling light.

The spiritual lights clashed with the sword beams, tearing through the void.

Sizzle…

A sword beam, like a spirit snake, bypassed all attacks and fiercely slashed at the astral form's body.

There was no cry of pain. Two heads were severed from its left shoulder, and a huge wound appeared, shocking to behold.

If it were a human cultivator, such severe injuries would make it hard to fight back even if they didn't die.

However, the Nine Heavens Divine Net Astral Form showed no signs of distress.

Golden light erupted at the wounds, healing them at an alarming rate. The severed heads re-grew as if by magic.

Qin Yan's pupils constricted, and a fierce expression flashed in her eyes, but she couldn't hide her disappointment.

Wasn’t this astral form too tenacious?

Not only were its divine techniques off the charts, but its recovery speed was also astonishing. Even demons with unbreakable bodies would be envious if they were in his position.

With it blocking him, Qin Yan found it almost impossible to help the Wasteland King.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't without cost either. His mana consumption was much higher than usual.

Most late-stage Transcendation cultivators couldn’t sustain such a battle.

But Lin Xuan was an exception. He not only had the power of his second Yin婴 but also experienced a bizarre encounter with a true spirit inner core, making him far superior to peers in terms of mana quantity and purity.

Thus, even though he was using the Nine Heavens Divine Net Astral Form to block the Cloud Fairy, Lin Xuan remained unscathed.

The Wasteland King didn't know about Lin Xuan's exact condition but saw that his mana wasn’t close to depletion.

Far water can't quench near fire. He couldn’t expect the Cloud Fairy to provide much help in a short time.

Frustrating!

This was the Wasteful Demon Valley, where ancient demons were still sealed away, though most had perished due to time.

But there were still powerful survivors.

For example, one域外魔念.

That fellow attempted to possess a True Immortal but failed. This showed his formidable strength; ordinary late-stage Transcendation cultivators wouldn’t stand a chance against him.

This guy was also the Cloud Fairy’s backup plan.

Thus, they felt confident that Lin Xuan couldn't escape the trap no matter what.

The situation was already dire, yet this fellow remained invisible. The Wasteland King's anger surged as he thought of it.

Qin Yan had acted too rashly, choosing unreliable allies.

But was this really the case?

As the saying goes, every family has its own hard-to-solve problems. The域外天魔 that the Wasteland King considered a strong support was already struggling to keep up.

Indeed, he excelled at possession.

Against ordinary late-stage Transcendation cultivators, there was a chance of victory.

Unfortunately, his opponent was the Moon Illusion Moth.

Its strength had Lin Xuan feeling headache.

Though its illusions and possession techniques were different in nature, they shared the same principle—spiritual attacks using divine consciousness.

The two were evenly matched, and as time passed, the situation began to turn against him.

...

On the other side of the Wasteful Demon Valley:

A voice filled with shock and anger echoed through the void: "No... impossible. I am just a demon念. Even past Immortal Demons found me helpless. How can you possibly hurt me?"

"Hmph, who said all Immortal Demons found me helpless? Can’t I do the same?"

The corners of Xiao Die's mouth curled with derision. "Do you really think a demon念’s formless nature gives it impunity? You’re too foolish. Try my Mind Sword Technique and see its power."

Before she could finish, the girl raised her hand and pointed at her brow.

A crystalline light appeared in her eyes.

The light flashed, transforming into a grayish sword.

Though unremarkable, there was something inexplicably extraordinary about it.

The域外天魔 felt uneasy.

The girl then shouted: "Fall!"

Before she could finish, the Heaven Demon Sword slashed through the air.

It vanished almost instantly, yet despite being hundreds of feet apart, the sword seemed to cross time and space, slicing down forcefully.

A loud cry of pain echoed as he realized how formidable his opponent was. He might be her nemesis after all.
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Now that Lin Xuan has realized this, it's too late. Neither the cultivation world nor the secular realm would offer a chance for regret.

Little Butterfly’s strength had indeed surpassed what it was before, but to gain an upper hand wasn't easy. Such a good opportunity wouldn’t be abandoned so easily.

The jade hand raised again, pointing forward with another finger.

That域外天魔 naturally wouldn’t surrender. Although he was severely injured at the moment, that didn’t mean he had no resistance left.

A streak of dark black demonic wind appeared out of nowhere, changing the color of the sky and earth.

"Fall!"

With a loud shout, the demonic wind began to spin rapidly. In just a few breaths, it transformed into a terrifying tornado.

It swept towards Little Butterfly.

This guy was incredibly fierce; even after being severely injured, he still didn’t forget to attack desperately.

However, in that terrifying demonic wind, a faint cloud-like aura appeared and flashed away in the opposite direction.

Shell Escape!

This guy wasn’t stupid. Seeing his situation worsening, he was preparing to flee.

Moreover, his method was extremely clever. He first used fierce attacks to attract attention; if another cultivator had been here, they might have fallen for it.

But Little Butterfly was a Moon Illusion Moth, with its innate divine power being illusion techniques. Its basic requirement was an incredibly powerful spirit consciousness.

Trying to pull off some tricks in front of her would be futile. His little ruse was nothing but showing his ignorance and foolishness.

Facing the terrifying demonic wind attack, a sneer appeared on Little Butterfly’s lips. Her wings flashed behind her as points of starlight emerged. Her figure blurred before vanishing from sight, appearing a hundred feet ahead.

The demonic wind fell onto empty air.

紧接着, spatial fluctuations surged, and Little Butterfly reappeared one hundred feet in front. The jade hand raised again, reaching forward.

As she moved, a crystalline light appeared.

It briefly blurred before transforming into a grayish-cast divine sword.

And there were several of them.

They fell like a storm, slicing towards the target.

"Ah..."

A terrified scream echoed as the void seemed to ripple. The域外魔念 appeared, its form more hazy than before, with an expression of extreme fear on its face.

Could it really end here?

Before this thought could fully take shape, several divine swords had already flown past.

There was no escape!

The domain foreign demon’s face showed a look of despair as his lips moved, seemingly trying to beg for mercy. But it was too late. A grayish light flashed, and he was completely erased from existence.

"Phew!"

Little Butterfly let out a sigh of relief. The battle had been extremely tense for her, like dancing on a tightrope; one misstep could have led to her downfall.

Fortunately, she emerged victorious. Now, she could finally rest easy.

But how was Lin Xuan faring?

She tried to release her spirit consciousness but received no response.

Little Butterfly’s expression turned somewhat grim.

Before they left, she and Lin Xuan had agreed on a method of communication.

With no response now, it was clear that he had encountered trouble.

Though Lin Xuan wasn’t trivial, the dangers in Drifting Cloud Valley were numerous. A single misstep could lead to his soul being scattered.

Since she had promised to follow him for ten thousand years and be at his command, their relationship was one of shared fate.

She couldn’t bear to see Lin Xuan fall.

She must hurry to meet up with him and do her best to rescue the cultivators from Eagle Nest Pavilion.

With these thoughts in mind, Little Butterfly no longer hesitated. She transformed into a streak of light and flew towards the distant horizon.

---

On the other side, the situation for the Demon Dragon King was dire.

As they say, a good man can’t stand up to many people.

Indeed, his strength was formidable, but facing Lin Xuan’s True Spirit Sword Technique, he appeared inferior. Although he held on without falling, the danger was increasing by the second.

By now, the outcome of this battle was almost certain; defeat was just a matter of time. But he wasn’t willing to accept it.

Damn it! This Lin kid didn’t seem like an ordinary cultivator who had just advanced to late-stage Transcendence Realm. His power was far purer than that of his peers, even those ancient monsters that lived for millions of years were no match.

Moreover, the treasures he possessed were beyond imagination; the power of this secret technique was astonishing.

Was there really no way to win?

No, even if the odds were slim, he would take a chance.

After all, it wouldn’t matter if he died. Why be so cautious?

The Demon Dragon King had made up his mind.

Of course, his quick decision was largely due to the fact that what he saw before him was merely an outer manifestation of his cultivation.

Though he had invested countless efforts, even dying here would not harm his essence.

So, he had the courage to fight.

Otherwise, if it were his original body, fleeing would be the wisest choice.

Of course, this reasoning held true. But how could the original body look so disheveled?

Regardless of whether the Three Demon Kings had been possessed for years, their fame was no accident; they truly possessed real skills.

If Lin Xuan were here now, he should be the one fleeing.

But these were just assumptions. Regardless, he had made up his mind.

Taking a chance, could he turn defeat into victory?

Time was of the essence. He acted without hesitation.

Roar!

The Demon Dragon King raised his head.

His deafening roar echoed through the air, shaking the clouds to pieces.

Then, pain flashed across his eyes as electric arcs danced all over his body.

Frightening demonic energy surged from his surface.

Meanwhile, the spiritual pressure increased at an alarming rate.

"This guy..."

Lin Xuan’s knowledge was vast; he could easily recognize that this was a sign of the Demon Dragon King trying to fight desperately.

Clearly, he was using some secret technique to boost his power in a short time.

How Lin Xuan did it, he didn’t know. But as an advanced-stage Transcendence Realm cultivator, such techniques were not uncommon.

Lin Xuan knew over ten similar techniques.

For instance, igniting the source fire or tapping into the potential within his bloodline.

But no matter which method, the consequences were severe. Lin Xuan wouldn’t use them unless absolutely necessary.

The Demon Dragon King understood this but still chose to fight desperately. He was determined to fight to the death.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; he had no interest in dying here. So, he would be more cautious. If he could eliminate him before his secret technique completed, it would be ideal.
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Indeed, it might be difficult to achieve, but who knows for sure without trying?

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a tenacious glint as he swept his sleeves and acted decisively. As he moved, five-colored spiritual light surged forth, and the true spirit in front began to emit an ominous aura that sent shivers down one’s spine.

"Kwa!"

A harsh sound echoed, and this time, the nine-headed bird charged forward viciously.

In the realm of true spirits, it was known for its boldness, with a character as arrogant as could be. Otherwise, how could it have dared to challenge Ahriman in the first place?

To the nine-headed bird, this insignificant dragon wasn't worth much attention.

With a flap of its wings, it unleashed a torrent of thunder and fire.

Lightning and flames intertwined, striking at each other with terrifying force.

The power contained within was awe-inspiring; both lightning and fire were renowned for their immense destructive capabilities.

In an instant, the Demon Dragon King was engulfed by these attacks. His massive form was completely obscured by the lightning and thunder.

"Kwa!"

With a human-like expression of satisfaction in its eyes, the nine-headed bird extended its talons, closing them with surprising speed in mid-air.

As it moved, spatial ripples surged forth.

A large green claw appeared in the air, swooping down like a bolt of lightning. Its target was the Demon Dragon King's head; if this strike hit, it would severely injure him even if it couldn't kill him.

The nine-headed bird was confident.

However, at that moment, a long dragon roar echoed through the air.

Facing such overwhelming attacks, the Demon Dragon King had no room to dodge. Or perhaps he didn’t want to.

Despite the lightning, his form slowly emerged from within.

Originally with three heads, now there was only one left.

His body had grown even more imposing.

More astonishingly, the injuries he had sustained seemed to have miraculously healed.

His scales shimmered with star-like luster.

It looked as if he had been reborn anew.

"This guy..."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be awestruck.

In a short period of time, there were over ten secret techniques that could rapidly boost his magical power. However, each one was like drinking poison to quench thirst and placed an immense burden on his body. Moreover, the fact that he could heal injuries while boosting his power was unheard of even for Lin Xuan, who had seen much.

No wonder it was a demon from beyond the heavens; it could perform such incredible secret techniques. But how powerful they were would have to be tested.

Before Lin Xuan's thoughts fully formed, the Demon Dragon King raised its head high.

"You little brat, you're too arrogant."

Before he finished speaking, a stream of dragon breath emerged from his blood-red mouth.

Boom!

Without any warning and at just the right moment,

The green claw collided with the dragon breath.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

Despite its apparent power, the claw seemed to meet fire with ice, sizzling loudly as it instantly melted away.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in disbelief at what he was witnessing.

On the nine-headed bird’s face, a human-like expression of surprise and anger appeared. It enveloped itself in flames and electric arcs, falling like a meteor and fiercely attacking its opponent.

The entire process was swift and decisive.

However, the Demon Dragon King's response was astonishing. Facing the nine-headed bird's relentless attacks, he didn’t dodge; instead, his face showed a hint of laziness.

He slightly shifted his body to one side and swiped his tail.

Snap!

A crisp sound echoed as the proud nine-headed bird was forcefully flung away like a kite with its strings cut.

Boom!

It fell far into the distance until it finally collided with a towering mountain peak.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as the entire mountain crumbled, vanishing in an instant.

How formidable!

Lin Xuan was left speechless. This was his first time encountering such a situation.

He truly felt stunned.

After all, his True Spirit Sword Art had never failed him so miserably since he mastered it.

This wasn't idle talk; there were previous battle experiences that served as evidence.

The True Spirit Sword Art was one of Lin Xuan's most treasured secret techniques and also the greatest mystery in his cultivation methods.

Though the true spirits created couldn’t match real ones, they still possessed considerable strength and could be chosen based on the opponent’s situation.

Moreover, since these true spirits were created by him alone, their cooperation was seamless, almost telepathic.

With all these advantages combined, Lin Xuan had been invincible in many battles.

However, now he faced such a setback.

Though it wasn't certain that he had lost, his sense of crisis was profound.

This Demon Dragon King proved to be extremely difficult to handle. What secret technique did he use that could suddenly boost his power so much?

Lin Xuan's heart raced with worry, but at this point, dwelling on these thoughts was meaningless.

What mattered now was how to defeat the enemy. Tracing back the origin of the problem had no meaning.

With a mental shift, Lin Xuan cast another spell.

As he did, dragon roars echoed, and even the nine-headed bird suffered significantly. This time, Lin Xuan decided to let the true dragon take the lead.

The true dragon was a legendary divine creature.

Among the myriad of true spirits in the three realms, the true dragons were undoubtedly among the top.

Legends said that their power could match that of immortals.

Though the true dragon created by Lin Xuan was greatly diminished, it still couldn’t be underestimated. Accompanied by the dragon's roar, a fierce glare flashed from its eyes as it lifted its front claw and struck forward.

The action seemed slow but was actually swift. As he moved, nearby space collapsed, the force surpassing even that of the power law.

It sounded absurd, but in the three realms, there was nothing else with such formidable strength to compare with dragons.

One force could defeat ten. Let's see how the Demon Dragon King would handle this.

Lin Xuan intended to use straightforward techniques here and now to defeat his opponent.

The idea was good, but could it be realized?

Faced with the true dragon’s strike, the Demon Dragon King had no room to dodge. But his face showed no fear; he too lifted his front claw and pressed it down.

The same action brought forth the power law again.

Did he dare to confront the true dragon head-on?

Lin Xuan's eyes revealed a hint of surprise, but by now, changing tactics was too late. How could one be afraid of such strength?
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第三千六百三十七章 奇妙神通

黑袍老者目瞪口呆，他虽见识广博，却从未听说过有如此神奇的秘术。月儿的实力突飞猛进，原本渡劫初期的修为，在瞬间似乎达到了渡劫后期的程度。

“这怎么可能？”黑袍老者的惊呼声中透露出难以置信的情绪。他心中暗自思量：难道是某种特殊的法阵或者秘术？但即便是如此，也绝非人力所能为。

月儿手中的玄阴宝盒再次灵光大做，化作数件不同的法宝，刀剑戈矛应有尽有，每一件都散发出浑厚的法则之力。黑袍老者心中一凛，他深知这些法宝并非虚幻，而是实实在在的存在。

“难道这真的是月儿？”他心中暗自思量，“但若是如此，她为何会突然展现出这样的实力？”

月儿显然并不打算给他思考的时间，身形再次模糊，化为数道身影向黑袍老者扑去。每一击都带着强大的力量和灵压，令黑袍老者的防御光幕一次次被撕裂。

黑袍老者心中焦急，他试图寻找机会反击，但月儿的攻击如同连珠炮一般密集，让他几乎无法喘息。最终，在一次猛烈的撞击后，他的身体被震得倒飞出去，落在不远处的一块巨石上。

“这……这是怎么回事？”黑袍老者的脸上满是惊恐，他从未见过如此诡异的情景。月儿的实力突变，以及她手中的玄阴宝盒所化法宝，让他感到前所未有的压力。

与此同时，林轩与魔蛟王的战斗也在进行着。真龙和巨猿等真灵虽然暂时未能击退对方，但它们的力量依然强大，每一次攻击都让魔蛟王不得不全力以赴应对。

“这魔蛟王的实力果然非同小可。”林轩心中暗自感叹，“看来我需要更加谨慎一些。”

月儿的战斗已经进入白热化阶段。黑袍老者虽然竭尽全力防守，但面对月儿的变化莫测和强大的力量，他渐渐感到力不从心。

最终，在一次激烈的交锋中，黑袍老者的防御终于被彻底击破，他的身体被月儿的一剑贯穿，发出一声凄厉的惨叫后，化为一缕青烟消散在空气中。

月儿站在原地，脸上露出一丝冷笑。她知道，虽然暂时解决了眼前的敌人，但真正的挑战还在后面。林轩的实力同样不容小觑，她必须全力以赴，才能确保自己的安全。

“少爷，接下来就交给我吧。”月儿心中暗自说道，“我会为你扫除所有障碍。”

月儿的身影渐渐消失在原地，留下一片寂静的战场。林轩则继续与魔蛟王激战，双方的力量碰撞出耀眼的光芒，整个洞窟仿佛都在颤抖。

“这真是一个充满奇迹的世界。”林轩心中暗自感慨，“无论是月儿的秘术，还是我的真灵力量，都让我见识到了修仙界的无限可能。”

战斗仍在继续，但月儿已经做好了准备，她相信自己能够战胜眼前的敌人。而林轩也深知，只有不断挑战自我，才能在修仙之路上走得更远。

---

以上是根据原文内容进行的扩展和补充，保持原故事的连贯性和完整性。
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In his mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and infused more magical power into the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword. The dragon's roar grew even more intense, with an air of supreme arrogance in the true dragon’s eyes. The scales on its claws shimmered with spiritual light as layer upon layer of intricate patterns emerged.

The Law of Strength had been mastered to a near perfect degree by Lin Xuan.

That overwhelming force was beyond description.

Force, originally formless and intangible, now manifested as a white cloud of mist.

To control such power, whether it be the first or last in history, few could match him.

Confident, Lin Xuan looked up only to find that the Demon King’s eyes showed no fear at all. Its claws continued their assault, pressing down with relentless force.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed through his ears, causing dizziness and disorientation. A visible wave of energy surged outward, tearing holes in the clouds.

Following this, a fierce gale swept across the area, leaving deep gouges wherever it passed. The peaks and ground were pockmarked by countless blows.

A dazzling light erupted between them, blinding to the eyes.

Pain flashed across the true dragon’s eyes as it stumbled back several steps. Its previous hard-fought battle had ended in failure.

Of course, the Demon King wasn’t faring much better. It reacted faster than the true dragon, opening its mouth and releasing a jet of dragon breath.

The black exhalation carried an aura of brutality that engulfed the true dragon. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel speechless.

The True Spirit Sword Art had encountered repeated setbacks, something unprecedented for him.

This opponent was clearly not just any域外天魔, perhaps he truly had a connection to the Ten Thousand Serpent King.

But what did it matter now?

With powerful enemies surrounding him, his priority was to defeat this one first.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grave. He felt somewhat uneasy but wasn’t yet discouraged.

His hands moved like butterflies as the True Spirits rearranged themselves and charged forward with renewed ferocity.

If one couldn't defeat you, then perhaps a swarm could?

This time, Lin Xuan was determined.

Not only did the phoenix and true dragon rally their strength, even the法宝 that had been killed and resurrected as a divine sword glowed brightly.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward.

The sword’s light surged, and a giant ape of mountainous proportions materialized before him.

Mountain Ape!

With fangs bared, it slammed its fists into its chest, surrounded by spiritual light. It opened its mouth to release a beam of light about ten meters wide.

This beam was white-hot, with arcs of electricity swirling around it.

It flashed past as the giant ape stepped forward and joined the other True Spirits in their assault on the Demon King.

---

Meanwhile, Moon’s situation was turning more favorable.

Although the array was formidable, it had been hastily set up. Its power was somewhat lacking, and Moon wasn’t an ordinary cultivator.

Most importantly, the array's central point had been revealed from the start due to a stroke of luck.

Thus, Moon only needed to attack this central point without much effort.

How effective such an array would be in this situation was hard to say. Initially, it held its own but as time passed, more flaws emerged until Lin Xuan seized his chance. A bright light appeared, as if tearing through the void.

Boom!

This time, the array couldn’t stop anything; the blade plunged into the lava lake and disappeared.

It seemed like a stone thrown into the sea.

But moments later, thunderous sounds began to reverberate from the lava lake, shooting out countless beams of light.

These beams were as sharp as swords piercing the sky.

Cracks began to appear in the void, growing more numerous until the entire array was torn apart and vanished.

A black-robed elder appeared, his face filled with shock and anger.

His gaze fell on Moon’s treasure. He recognized it immediately and widened his eyes: "This is the Yin Darkness Treasure Box, a treasure only the Arrogant King could wield. Where did you get it?"

The voice startled Lin Xuan and the Demon King, who were still engaged in battle, causing them to look surprised.

This black-robed elder was merely at the beginning of the Tribulation stage, yet his knowledge was impressive. Could he have fought the Arrogant King before?

Lin Xuan didn’t know that this guess seemed absurd but was actually quite close to the truth.

As they say, one cannot judge a book by its cover; the ocean can't be measured either.

Though this black-robed elder was only at the beginning of the Tribulation stage now, it didn’t mean he had been weak in ancient times. Back then, he was a right-hand man of the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor and among the strongest in the域外天魔 realm. Meeting the Arrogant King wasn't particularly remarkable.

However, circumstances change over time. Due to severe injuries and being sealed for millions of years, his strength had plummeted dramatically.

But his knowledge remained unchanged; he immediately recognized the Yin Darkness Treasure Box.

"What nonsense are you saying?"

Moon's face showed shock as her identity was revealed. It was no wonder she felt at a loss.

After all, she was the reincarnation of the Arrogant King and couldn’t reveal this to others. Even with the vast expanse of the Three Realms, there would be nowhere for her and her master to stand.

Panicked, Moon’s face showed unmasked murderous intent.

She then shook her shoulder slightly, and several identical maidens appeared in the void.

They looked exactly like Moon, emitting the same spiritual pressure.

Even more astonishingly, each of them held a Yin Darkness Treasure Box.

Was this not an illusion?

The black-robed elder widened his eyes in disbelief.

Releasing his divine sense showed no effect; Moon’s secret technique had reached such a level that it was indistinguishable to the naked eye.

The elder's face showed shock as the Yin Darkness Treasure Box glowed brightly, transforming into various different treasures.

Knife, spear, short sword, flying sword—each emitted dazzling light with profound法则 power emanating from them.

Could they all be real?

The black-robed elder was truly stunned. Despite his vast knowledge, he couldn’t believe anyone could deceive him to such an extent.
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However, whether to believe or not at this moment made no difference. [Latest update from Literature Club]

This technique was a secret art that Moon kept hidden in her chest; she would not have used it casually if her identity had not been revealed.

Once employed, there was no holding back, and the idea of giving up halfway was out of the question. The young girl's figure blurred momentarily before the illusory forms she created suddenly scattered. Each action seemed identical, making it impossible to discern any differences.

Almost instantaneously, she closed in on her enemy. The elder with the black robe had an extremely difficult expression; however, he could not sit idly by.

Dark demonic energy surged from his body as he struck a pose and released several differently shaped magical treasures at his waist. Light glowed, forming layers of light screens. He did not seek to achieve anything but hoped to avoid failure. Regardless of the outcome, he needed to defend against the enemy's attacks first.

This thought was correct, yet it appeared somewhat inadequate when facing Moon's secret technique. Almost instantaneously, several young girls rushed forward.

Holding magical treasures transformed from a Yin Treasure Box, they fiercely hurled them at the light screens before their eyes. These weapons were incredibly heavy, but in their hands, they wielded them effortlessly. Numerous talisman inscriptions drifted out of these magical treasures.

Sizzle…

The dense light screen was as fragile as paper and instantly shattered.

The elder with the black robe was greatly alarmed, but an even more unbelievable scene followed. The leading girls dispersed, revealing a girl holding a long sword. The other girls' figures blurred as they lunged towards her.

The figures became increasingly indistinct until seven girls merged into one. More astonishingly, Moon's final breath suddenly surged, increasing by several times—no, it was more than doubled, reaching the late-stage Transcendence Realm.

"How is this possible?"

The elder with the black robe was greatly alarmed; while the cultivation world was bizarre and unpredictable, what secret technique could instantly elevate one's strength by two realms?

He was filled with astonishment but had no time to explore this issue. Almost instantaneously, he felt a chilling sword energy.

How to turn danger into safety was now his top priority. He considered dodging but found himself unable to move as soon as he tried.

The originally soft air suddenly turned into something like a copper wall and iron fortress.

Had he fallen here?

Before he could think this through, bright sword light emerged.

The elder with the black robe felt his vision blur before everything went dark.

His fall.

The entire process was swift; though described in detail, it took less than an instant. Moon's secret technique indeed proved formidable, resolving a strong enemy at once.

Lin Xuan was elated. The Fairy of Clouds and the Demon Tyrant King showed no掩饰的戒备之意.

They had not taken Moon seriously before, but her performance just now left them in awe. Defeating the elder with the black robe, though only at the early Transcendence Realm stage, was beyond their capabilities.

"Master, let me help you!"

Moon transformed into a streak of light and flew forward.

"Not on your life!"

Qin Yan's expression was extremely grim as she swung her jade hand. Several sharp sword lights appeared. Despite his formidable Nine Heaven Divine Net technique, Lin Xuan had to temporarily retreat to avoid the attack.

The Fairy of Clouds' figure blurred again, revealing an unbelievable scene: two identical Qin Yans appeared. Their expressions and actions were indistinguishable from each other.

One stayed in place, continuing to face off with Lin Xuan's techniques. The other used spatial displacement to block Moon and Lin Xuan's path to converge.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. The two Qin Yans remained identical.

They were all real!

However, the spiritual pressure they emitted was significantly lower than before but still at the Transcendence Realm level.

Lin Xuan's face showed admiration; although he did not know what secret technique Qin Yan used, it resembled the One Breath to Three Clarity supreme divine power.

While these thoughts swirled in his mind, Lin Xuan's situation grew increasingly unfavorable. The True Spirit split and attacked in unison but could not defeat the Demon Tyrant King alone.

The True Spirit Sword Technique was not invincible either.

Facing a formidable enemy for the first time, he had tasted defeat.

However, despair did not show on his face. After so many years to reach the Transcendence Realm, he would not fall here.

While Nine Palace Swift Sword could not kill strong enemies, he still had other techniques.

Moon could create a false impression and hold Qin Yan back, giving him no worries.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. His hands moved like butterflies as he cast spell after spell.

As his actions continued, the Nine Heaven Divine Net returned with a buzzing sound. Originally towering ten zhang (about 30 feet), it quickly shrank to human size and pounced on Lin Xuan.

Instantly, golden light filled the air as they merged perfectly. Lin Xuan's skin turned pure gold, and his aura increased by nearly half.

Lin Xuan was not satisfied; he took deep breaths, casting more spells from his fingertips. As his actions continued, a clear ringing sound emerged. The fierce True Spirits on his body vanished, replaced by 81 divine swords floating in the air.

Each sword's surface had dazzling light fluctuations.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with one finger. The 81 divine swords converged into nine, each of different lengths and styles, emitting vastly different spiritual energies.

Nine Palace Swift Sword was named for its representation of the five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, earth, wind, lightning, and illusion.

At this moment, they simply reverted to their most basic forms. With Lin Xuan's profound understanding, he did not act aimlessly. In his dantian, two元婴悬浮，真灵丹田疯狂旋转。

五彩斑斓，近百种真灵虚影一一浮现。林轩踏上修仙之路虽只有数千年，但奇遇前无古人后无来者。

在真灵埋骨之地，他找回了失落的真灵圣物，并融合了近百种真灵本源。

换句话说，他也得到了这近百种真灵的传承。

可惜九宫须臾剑虽是稀世宝物，却无法同时承载这么多。幻化出九种真灵已是极限了。
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A hundred true spirits' illusory shadows flashed by, most of them vanishing like a fleeting flower. But nine of them remained vivid and clear instead.

The phoenix, the true dragon, the peacock, the great bird phoenix, Zhu Que, the golden sunbird, the qilin, the mountain giant ape, and naturally, the nine-headed bird—each was indispensable.

This choice mirrored his earlier use of the True Spirit Sword Technique but now, Lin Xuan prepared to use a secret technique recorded in the Black Moon Heavenspirit Art. It was his true hidden skill.

The strongest form!

Indeed, the Demon Tyrant King's strength was impressive, but after donning the True Spirit Armor, he might not be at a disadvantage either. The outcome remained uncertain.

Lin Xuan raised his head and let out a clear roar that pierced the heavens. Simultaneously, his right hand swept over his crown. As Lin Xuan moved, those true spirit shadows vanished from his dantian and appeared above him instead.

Nine powerful auras spread out, and the Nine Palaces Instant Sword began to resonate with them. The spiritual light shone brightly as the nine illusory spirits merged into实体 objects.

At first glance, it resembled the True Spirit Sword Technique but things did not end there. Lin Xuan's eyes glinted with fierce intent, and he muttered an obscure ancient incantation. With a snap of his fingers, the true spirit shadows reappeared as illusions, shattering into fragments.

In their place, countless talisman symbols, each radiating with mystic light, appeared before him. They seemed to have life as they rushed towards Lin Xuan, enveloping him in a whirlwind of energy.

Like a storm, they vanished into his body's surface. A multicolored glow erupted from Lin Xuan's body, and the flames were so dazzling that they seemed almost sentient. In moments, a set of armor materialized.

True Spirit Armor!

Lin Xuan's aura grew significantly larger. This was natural; the True Spirit Sword Technique combined with the Nine Heavens Divine Net had revealed his full strength. Even the Nine Palaces Instant Sword was now integrated into the armor, another form of person-sword unity.

Lin Xuan exuded an air of superiority. The Demon Tyrant King's expression turned grave as he sensed a massive threat. This was unlike anything he faced when surrounded by nine true spirits earlier. Could he really perish here?

But such thoughts were meaningless now. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and made a mock strike at the Demon Tyrant King.

Though it appeared empty-handed, a brilliant sword energy flickered from the edge of his palm.

Like falling stars, its sharpness was indescribable—far surpassing the Nine Palaces Instant Sword's attack. It seemed even more formidable.

In an instant, it arrived above the Demon Tyrant King, too sudden and unexpected. Even with his composure, the Demon Tyrant King widened his eyes in astonishment, unable to fathom how Lin Xuan had moved so swiftly.

Aaah!

An angry roar echoed as he raised his head, emitting a light wave from his mouth.

The light wave transformed into a crescent-shaped blade.

Just like before, it was incredibly fast.

Boom!

It collided with the sword energy, shaking the entire space. A gale of force erupted, but Lin Xuan vanished in an instant.

The Demon Tyrant King's eyes widened as he failed to catch how Lin Xuan moved.

How could this be possible?

Even spatial laws should leave traces.

But before his thoughts were fully formed, something felt off.

He turned around and found Lin Xuan standing behind him. "No good!"

The Demon Tyrant King's heart cried out in alarm. But Lin Xuan's reaction was even faster. He grabbed the Demon Tyrant King's tail, or rather, held it like a child would hold a toy.

This wasn't unusual; despite wearing True Spirit Armor, Lin Xuan was only about ten feet tall and couldn't compare to the Demon Tyrant King in size.

With a flick of his hands, the Demon Tyrant King let out a roar of shock and anger. He was lifted into the air like a kite, slammed hard towards the distance.

White clouds swirled around him as fierce winds rushed past his ears. The Demon Tyrant King was both shocked and angry, his demonic energy surging forth in an attempt to stop himself but failing miserably.

The force was too great.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as the Demon Tyrant King flew far before crashing into a mountain peak.

The entire mountain crumbled, not just collapsing but turning into powder. The momentum continued, and when he landed on the ground, explosions sounded continuously, creating a deep crater that seemed bottomless.

After several moments, an angry dragon's roar filled the air. Suddenly, the air grew hot as a fiery pit emerged from the depths. It wasn't fire; it was lava erupting from within.

The lava formed a massive pillar, a hundred feet in diameter. More terrifyingly, atop this pillar lay a monstrous creature.

A vast shadow fell upon them.

The Demon Tyrant King's aura was dark and menacing as he hated Lin Xuan to the core.

He raised his head high, only to see a black dot falling rapidly.

Then, Lin Xuan appeared before him at a distance of several feet. The Demon Tyrant King was taken aback; Lin Xuan had not dodged but stood boldly in front of him.

The Demon Tyrant King's eyes widened as he realized how daring the other man was—treating him like nothing. He would pay for this arrogance.

Aaah!

The great bird dragon opened its blood-red maw, and a terrifying light flickered in its eyes. A black dragon breath erupted from its mouth, a torrent of wind and fire that swept over Lin Xuan with the force of a hurricane.

In an instant, it engulfed him. The Demon Tyrant King continued to spew this deadly breath for half a cup of tea's time before gradually weakening. Exhaustion showed in his eyes; after so long, the consumption of magical energy was significant.

But the enemy should be dead by now. He knew his own strength well—the power of his life-breath was no joke.

The Demon Tyrant King smirked with satisfaction but couldn't believe his eyes when he saw Lin Xuan standing before him again, unharmed.
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After the exhalation weakened, Lin Xuan's figure emerged, enveloped in a five-colored glass flame. Not even a single scar marred his body.

Impossible!

Majestic Demon Serpent King’s face showed disbelief.

His own strength was well known to him; how could anyone disregard his exhalation? He must have been mistaken.

A wild look appeared on his face as he opened his mouth and spat out another black light wave.

This time, Lin Xuan did not dodge but did not stand still either. He raised his right hand and punched forward.

There was no flicker of spiritual light or loud noise; this punch seemed ordinary, even somewhat ethereal.

However, it easily broke through the void, shattering that black light wave inch by inch.

Next, Lin Xuan’s fist met the Demon Serpent King's cheek with a close-range impact. The intense pain was hard to describe in words.

"Whoosh!"

The opponent flew off like a distant bird.

Boom!

This time, countless mountain peaks were flattened.

Lin Xuan would not stop here either. He clenched his hands and emitted numerous bright light rays from his body surface, accompanied by the sound of air being torn apart.

These crystalline rays were so brilliant and their momentum was incredibly fierce, containing endless sword intent within them.

Nine Palaces Instantly!

Wearing the True Spirit Armor after putting on it, Lin Xuan had already achieved a state where man and sword became one.

Though no divine sword was summoned, the released sword energy was no less powerful than before.

The sharp sword energy swept across the Demon Serpent King like a demon. Naturally, he did not sit idly by. His figure blurred as he transformed back into his serpent-headed human form.

Enveloped in thick demonic aura, he even manifested three heads and six arms.

He rubbed his palms together, and various shapes of treasures—swords, spears, halberds, and more—appeared in his palm.

Without hesitation, he fiercely struck those bright crystalline rays.

Sizzle…

The piercing sound filled the air as countless crescent-shaped light blades appeared.

Though their sizes varied, their number was astonishing, almost covering half the sky.

Then came a buzzing sound. These light blades, like a storm of arrows or meteors, fiercely slashed towards him.

Clang!

The sword energy and Lin Xuan’s sword intent crossed in mid-air, creating a scene that defied description. Small spatial storms occasionally appeared, leaving desolation wherever they passed.

Even the Golden Tribulation realm would not dare to intervene in this fight between them.

Moon and Qin Yan both showed shock in their eyes.

Majestic Demon Serpent King had already bet everything on this gamble, and Lin Xuan was no less so. By manifesting his True Spirit Armor and showing his strongest form, he could temporarily boost his strength significantly but at a great cost.

If not for the fact that Lin Xuan’s physical body far surpassed that of his peers in terms of strength, and his divine consciousness had reached a level comparable to a true immortal, he would never have dared to use this technique.

Indeed, killing one thousand while injuring oneself by eight hundred was no exaggeration. The consequences of prolonged use were unpredictable.

Thus, Lin Xuan did not hesitate. Seeing that his sword intent was blocked, he immediately punched forward again, with the illusory heavenly fire attached to it. The sounds of phoenix and dragon cries filled his ears.

Majestic Demon Serpent King’s pupils constricted, a bitter smile appearing on his lips.

Initially thinking to turn danger into safety, now he realized that victory could only be achieved by completely sacrificing this incarnation.

Forget it; one incarnation was worth the effort, but now there was no choice.

He recited an obscure incantation, surrounded by layers of demonic mist. His aura surged again.

Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise.

This guy really had guts.

It was well known that many secret techniques in the cultivation world could boost strength temporarily, but there was no such thing as a free lunch. The aftereffects of these techniques were severe, so their use required extreme caution.

Otherwise, one might suffer severe damage or even fall into demonic possession.

Majestic Demon Serpent King understood this, yet he disregarded danger and repeatedly used other secret techniques after boosting his strength.

It was sheer recklessness.

Wasn’t he afraid that the backlash of these spells would disintegrate him?

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had never encountered such a formidable opponent before.

The entire process, though complex, did not take long. Majestic Demon Serpent King’s demonic aura doubled in an instant, making him incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. This formidable magical power rivaled that of True Immortal Nai Long.

However, the quantity was impressive but its purity was far inferior; they were on completely different levels.

After all, his current overwhelming magical energy came from risky secret techniques, placing a heavy burden on both body and spirit, making it impossible to be pure.

But regardless, such concentrated magical power was still formidable.

Facing Lin Xuan’s punch, he also displayed a human-like expression of seriousness.

He raised his right hand, the claws flashing with cold light.

He danced in front before swinging downward.

Silent and invisible!

It seemed like just a gentle breeze.

But suddenly, their space fragmented. All laws of nature were torn apart at this moment.

Majestic Demon Serpent King spat out blood from his mouth. Lin Xuan’s condition was similar, but both ignored the injuries. Their figures blurred as they roared like tigers and dragons, sword and blade energy scattering everywhere.

No clear winner!

In a short time, neither could gain an upper hand over the other. A slight look of impatience appeared on Lin Xuan’s face.

This fight would likely end in mutual destruction, which was not what he wanted to see.

Accursed! He had thought that advancing to Golden Tribulation后期 wouldn’t mean facing threats everywhere. Unexpectedly, he met such a tenacious opponent.

Lin Xuan couldn’t deny feeling downcast. His strongest state could only last for a short while, but now he was in a bind and had no choice but to grit his teeth and persevere.

Continuous rumbling sounds filled the air as both continued their displays of power. Although Lin Xuan did not show any signs of weakness, he struggled to gain an advantage.

Suddenly, he waved his sleeve, and another sword intent appeared, hovering about a dozen feet above the Demon Serpent King’s head.

This already included spatial law, but given his strength earlier, it could be easily avoided.

However, something unexpected happened. He did not dodge; instead, he was struck by that sword intent with a loud boom. (To be continued…)
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"Hey?"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly, and a hint of surprise appeared on his face. This scene was far beyond what he had anticipated.

Why didn't the opponent dodge? Could there be any hidden tricks?

But such thoughts flashed through his mind for only an instant before Lin Xuan dismissed them.

Opportunities should not be missed. In expert combat, every millimeter counted; there was no time to ponder deeply. A moment's delay could let this chance slip away.

With a swift thought, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer. He raised his right hand and made a circular motion above his head.

The loud sound of phoenix cries filled his ears.

A virtual image of a phoenix appeared over his head, its wings flapping, sending a shower of dazzling flames across the sky.

Following this, a loud breaking sound echoed as countless red arrows shot towards the opponent with great force.

The face of the Black Dragon King turned extremely gloomy. His six arms moved ceaselessly, tracing strange trajectories in mid-air.

Deep dark magic energy rose from nowhere, swirling to form a protective barrier that enveloped his figure. In the next moment, crackling sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears as the red arrows rushed towards him with overwhelming force.

The barrier seemed formidable at first glance, but cracks began to appear on its surface almost immediately, showing signs of imminent collapse.

Such a result left Lin Xuan with a look of surprise on his face.

The opponent’s performance was far worse than before.

Recalling earlier, he realized that the previous sword strike had been so easy...

A single incident could be coincidental, but repeated occurrences made it impossible to be deliberate.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's thoughts began to take shape as he lifted his head and emitted a piercing gaze. The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes were fully unleashed.

Indeed, upon observation, the dark magic energy on the opponent’s body fluctuated wildly, clearly indicating that they had fallen into a state of魔境...

Despite their desperate efforts to suppress it, over time, they could no longer control it.

That explained why his strength had suddenly dropped so much.

Lin Xuan's face showed great joy.

Reaping what one sows; he should not have used multiple techniques that temporarily boosted his power at the expense of long-term stability. Although he gained significant benefits in a short time, hidden dangers were now present.

The Black Dragon King was in a dire situation, but for Lin Xuan, this was an excellent opportunity. Emotionally and logically, there was no reason to miss it.

He took a deep breath, his hands forming intricate hand seals.

Instantly, colorful spiritual light flowed, and sharp attacks rained down like a storm.

Blazing sword and blade lights shone brightly in the air as lightning and fire streaked across countless trajectories, engulfing the Black Dragon King almost instantly.

With victory hanging by a thread, Lin Xuan did not hold back.

The Black Dragon King's angry roars filled his ears, his body pulsating with deep dark magic energy. But it seemed like he was merely struggling for survival.

Just then, a brilliant streak of light appeared from the horizon.

This streak moved incredibly fast and soon became clearly visible as a young maiden with butterfly-like wings.

"Little Butterfly!"

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief.

In the distance, Fairy Cloud's face was darkened.

Late-stage Transcendence!

And this girl did not know her. Clearly, she was an enemy.

Her gaze involuntarily turned to Lin Xuan.

After all her efforts, she had still ended up in such a situation.

Ultimately, it was due to underestimating the young man too much.

Qin Yan's heart filled with hatred, but determination flashed across her eyes as she waved her hand and sent out a talisman the size of a palm.

The talisman was black, with dark magic runes erupting from its surface. Various rune arrays continuously changed.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This jade talisman felt no less impressive than one obtained directly from a True Immortal.

Could it be...

His bad premonition grew stronger.

But at that moment, Qin Yan's voice rang out: "Black Dragon King, this is left to you. I hope you won't disappoint me too much."

Before the words were fully uttered, Qin Yan pointed her finger without hesitation.

A black light flashed as the talisman ignited on its own.

Following this, dense dark runes appeared and rearranged themselves, forming a small light array.

Qin Yan stepped onto it gracefully.

Moon saw this and felt great anxiety. She clearly understood the other's intentions; she was trying to escape when the situation turned unfavorable.

Of course, Moon would not agree.

If Qin Yan left, where could they find cultivators from the Baxuan Pavilion?

Her thoughts raced.

Moon raised her jade hand, and a dazzling spiritual light flowed from it.

The dark magic box transformed into a crescent-shaped treasure.

Not only was its shape unique, but it also trembled slightly. Cracks appeared in mid-air.

Clearly, this was a magical item with spatial abilities.

Divine Mansion treasures were indeed extraordinary.

Lin Xuan's face showed admiration and relief. Qin Yan should not be able to escape now.

Sure enough, the next moment, a loud breaking sound echoed as sharp light beams shot out from Moon’s magical treasure.

They flashed past and entered the light array about an arm’s length away from Qin Yan.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

It was like a stone thrown into still water; no ripples were created.

How could this be!

Moon's beautiful face showed surprise.

Everyone knew that a teleportation array relied on spatial abilities.

Using spatial laws to disrupt it would be easy.

This experience had been proven across the three realms and throughout history, always working flawlessly. Why wasn't it effective now?

But there was no time for contemplation. Moon hurriedly used other secret techniques, but it was too late. A black light flashed, and Qin Yan vanished without a trace.

Damn it, she still managed to escape.

Moon's face turned extremely unpleasant, and Lin Xuan sighed. But he certainly would not give up.

Although the teleportation array was incredibly powerful, its scale was too small, making long-distance travel unlikely.

If they chased now, there might still be time.

His thoughts raced, but it was no easy task.

For one thing, the Black Dragon King would not let him go easily. Despite facing魔境, his face showed no fear; instead, a murderous aura spread around him.

Wait... Murderous aura?

Lin Xuan turned his head and realized he had underestimated his opponent too much.

He saw a determined look on the other's face as he sneered: "Little guy, do you think you're safe now? Want to defeat me? Ha, don't even dream of it. I admit your strength is formidable, but what good does that do? Come, let’s see who disintegrates first."

Before his words were fully spoken, his six arms spread wide as dark magic energy surged wildly from his body.
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As he moved, the surrounding heaven and earth's essence energy became extremely chaotic.

A hundred miles around, patches of void space began to collapse.

Wu...

Howling winds surged, as if the essence energy from all directions was rushing towards this place like a hundred rivers flowing into the sea.

Following that, countless light points of varying sizes appeared.

Multicolored spiritual rays emerged and entered the body of the Demon Serpent King.

Roar!

The old monster raised its head, emitting a terrifying roar from its throat.

The demon energy around his body became increasingly dense. A dazzling black aura rose from his surface.

While the light wasn't particularly eye-catching, the spiritual pressure it emitted made one's breath catch in their throat.

On the surface of this aura, layer upon layer of纹阵patterns could be seen. Astonishingly, every time the spiritual light flickered, the talismans that composed these arrays also changed. Upon closer inspection, one felt as if they were being drawn into it, its profundity and mystery reaching an extreme.

However, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, his expression filled with shock.

With his extensive experience in combat, how could he not know what he was facing now?

This guy clearly couldn't defeat him but was resorting to a mutual destruction tactic.

Damn!

He was a late-stage cultivation cultivator who had transcended the constraints of lifespan. How could he disregard his own life?

Lin Xuan's expression was one of shock.

In all three realms, throughout history and time, no cultivator would ever be indifferent towards their life.

Especially not an advanced stage existence.

This didn't make sense.

Lin Xuan hadn't anticipated this situation beforehand. While it might seem overly panicked to say so, he certainly wasn't without fear.

After all, facing a late-stage cultivation cultivator with overwhelming power, such a powerful old monster's self-destruction was no laughing matter.

Even if Lin Xuan considered himself highly confident as a cultivator, he had little confidence in surviving under such terrifying power. But it was too late to retreat now.

In this crisis, Lin Xuan's expression was grim.

But he didn't hesitate. A determined look flashed in his eyes.

Attack!

Lin Xuan raised both hands, and sword lights shot out from the edges of his palms.

Like shooting stars, like falling stars, they vanished as soon as they appeared, nearly reaching the Demon Serpent King.

紧接着，一声娇叱声传入耳朵。Moon didn't have Lin Xuan's strong mental fortitude, so her reaction was naturally slower.

But she wasn't far behind. Following closely on Lin Xuan’s footsteps, she also initiated an attack.

However, it was futile.

Before their eyes, a miraculous scene unfolded. No matter how磅礴powerful Lin Xuan and Moon's techniques were, at this moment, they seemed to be like mud sinking into the sea.

"Little fellow, struggling is useless. Come with me to the netherworld."

The Demon Serpent King’s cold laughter echoed in their ears, his face filled with mockery.

Despite losing this battle, the opponent couldn't escape the fate of soul and body dispersing. With a mere avatar destroying a powerful enemy, he was sure to come out ahead.

Lin Xuan's expression turned dark.

With a wave of his sleeves, a dazzling light appeared as the divine turtle dragon armor shield flew out.

This was another先天treasure Lin Xuan possessed, defensive in nature.

There was no time to dodge or stop the opponent. Defense became their only choice.

But whether it would work, Lin Xuan had little confidence.

The power of a late-stage cultivation cultivator's last-ditch effort was too great.

Facing this, Lin Xuan had no other choice but to rely on fate.

"Moon, Little Butterfly, come over quickly."

Lin Xuan called out.

Moon didn't hesitate and flew towards him with a burst of green light.

At the same time, her hands glowed as the玄阴宝盒transformed into a shield.

Even if its power wasn't fully recovered, this shield's defensive capabilities should still be formidable.

With Moon’s help, Lin Xuan felt more confident.

There was no time to waste. Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward with one finger. His left hand didn’t idle; it struck his chest.

As he moved, spiritual light flickered as a heart refinement method shot out from his fingertips. Simultaneously, he opened his mouth and spat out a blood mist.

Both were quickly absorbed by the divine turtle dragon armor shield.

The originally unremarkable shield suddenly emitted golden light.

That light grew increasingly dazzling until it covered the entire surface of the shield.

Pattern after pattern lit up.

Wu...

A somewhat ancient voice echoed in their ears, reminiscent of the true spirit tortoise’s call.

However, as time passed, that sound became more noble, sounding like a dragon's roar.

True dragons and divine tortoises’ virtual shadows appeared on the surface of the shield.

Lin Xuan continued to chant incantations, driving this rare先天treasure with his Treasure Heart Art.

"Little Butterfly, why are you standing there?"

While operating the treasure, Lin Xuan also released a spiritual sense.

Moon had already arrived by his side, but Little Butterfly was still dazed.

What was she doing? She was a late-stage cultivation cultivator too. By all rights, her combat experience should be rich, yet before this scene, she seemed to have been petrified with fear.

Lin Xuan was speechless. While Little Butterfly's strength couldn't be doubted, the Demon Serpent King was now playing a mutual destruction tactic. If Little Butterfly didn’t quickly come over, she might fall victim to it.

Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore this, but at the same time, he could do nothing. The frustration in his heart was evident.

Was Little Butterfly really dazed?

Of course not.

Concern can cloud judgment. Honestly speaking, Lin Xuan had underestimated the Moon Moth too much.

As a late-stage cultivation cultivator, how could Little Butterfly not know what she faced now?

Avoid!

She considered it but time was running out.

Defending with Lin Xuan and Moon together seemed like a good idea, but in reality, it was too passive.

A late-stage existence's last-ditch effort had power that couldn't be described. Even if Lin Xuan’s strength was formidable, driving this先天treasure to its limits for full defense, whether he could withstand the impact wasn’t certain.

Weighing the pros and cons, Little Butterfly decided to take the initiative.

At first glance, her choice seemed inexplicable, but remember, her true form was a Moon Moth. Her innate ability was illusion and mental attacks were just a step away.

If used properly, it could turn danger into safety, even ensnaring the opponent.

Of course, there wasn’t 100% certainty, but the chances of success were significant.

Little Butterfly made her choice.

It required courage, but she didn't hesitate. While she seemed dazed, in reality, she had a plan. Lin Xuan, unaware of this, was still anxiously waiting for developments. (To be continued. Your support through recommendations and monthly votes is my greatest motivation.)
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The process was complex, but it had only taken an instant.

A fierce wind swept through the area for miles around. The primordial qi of heaven and earth continued to converge towards this spot.

Inside the body of the Demon Serpent King, his power had become chaotic beyond measure. At this point, there was no chance of stopping him; the difficulty was already at a level that seemed hopeless.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with an ominous expression. He dared not hide his true strength anymore and repeatedly waved his hands, injecting all his power into the precious items in front of him.

To be honest, he had done everything he could. But whether this would turn out to be successful or not was hard to say.

Lin Xuan did not underestimate himself, but he indeed lacked full confidence.

Moon's expression mirrored his.

Both spouses' corners of their mouths twitched into a faint smile.

The Dismal Demon Valley posed many dangers, and Lin Xuan knew this. But he never dreamed that he would encounter such trouble here.

Lin Xuan raised his head to see Little Butterfly still hovering not far from the Demon Serpent King.

What was she thinking?

Lin Xuan felt anxious but could do nothing about it.

Before he could think further, Little Butterfly suddenly moved.

She raised her right hand and pointed at her brow with a finger.

The action was simple, yet no strong aura emanated from her body.

However, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he sensed the presence of the laws of nature.

But they were completely different from what he had understood.

These laws naturally seemed peaceful, devoid of any earthly influence.

Was it returning to simplicity?

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of surprise.

A master can tell by just one move.

As an advanced cultivator who had already passed through his tribulation, Lin Xuan could feel the subtlety of Little Butterfly's technique. If he were in her position, he might not have been able to handle it either.

Lin Xuan's face showed a glimmer of hope. He was both eager and apprehensive about whether Little Butterfly’s divine power would turn things around.

He did not know.

But he greatly admired Little Butterfly's courage.

At this point, Lin Xuan could no longer ignore the situation. Emotionally and logically, he should help her in some way.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan调动体内法力，随后只见他的眼中银光大盛，双眼仿佛变成了深邃的漩涡。他将天凤神目施展到了出神入化的地步。

灵目神通不仅能够看穿幻术，对于神识同样有攻击效果。

此时林轩的目的也呼之欲出，就是为小蝶提供一些辅助。

他不清楚能提供多大的帮助，但多一份力量总是好的。

随着二人动作的展开，魔蛟王的脸色露出痛苦之色。他的魔气逐渐平复，但要说化险为夷还言之过早。

“幻月蛾，渡劫后期，这怎么可能。”

他的脸上满是惊骇与愤怒，竟然一眼认出了小蝶本体：“林小子，你的本事确实了得，这样的帮手也不知道在哪儿找的。本尊佩服，不过你以为今天能活着离开坠魔谷，那可就大错特错了。”

魔蛟王嘴角露出一丝嘲讽之色。

他双手一握，原本平静下来的魔气再次躁动起来。随后他一张口，一团黑血喷出体外，迎风一闪化为拳头大小的黑色魔纹，看上去诡异至极。

随后轻响声传来，那魔纹一闪即逝地倒飞回来。

不巧的是正好落在魔蛟王的额头之上。

“呜……”

他的脸上满是痛苦。

浑身上下密密麻麻的魔纹浮现而出，带动附近的天地元气翻涌不已。林轩脸上不由得露出一丝阴霾之色。

难道刚才的努力全都是白忙活？事到如今还是无法阻止这老怪物？

脑海中念头转过，轻叱的声音飒然传入耳朵。只见小蝶脸上却是一派淡然，仿佛不知道即将面对的危险似的。

她挥手间，一层层灵光透体而出。

随后小蝶手一抬，祭出了一巴掌大小的宝物来。

此宝形状奇特，乍一看就与水晶相差无几，而且也是半透明的。以林轩见多识广，竟不知道它究竟是用什么材料炼制而成的。

“破！”

随后小蝶玉手抬起，一指冲着那宝物点了过去。

那水晶滴溜溜一转，迅速变大起来，形状也在不停改变，随后化为月牙状的宝物，一闪即逝地向前斩出。

时间与空间似乎没有了阻隔，其速度难以用言语形容。

魔蛟王来不及躲闪，被它斩了个正着。然而不可思议的一幕出现了——没有血花迸溅而出，仿佛刚才那一击只是幻觉而已。

魔蛟王的身体周围依旧翻涌着魔气，但他的表情变得古怪之极，怎么说呢？呆滞！

对，就是呆滞。

与元婴出窍后的情景相差无几，整个人显得没有灵性了。

“呼！”

小蝶松了一口气。林轩的表情也一下子轻松起来，二话不说便撤去了防御，危险已经解除。

魔蛟王还悬浮在半空，但他其实已经陨落。小蝶刚才那一击并不是针对肉身的，而是直接斩除了他的魂魄。

换句话说，此时的魔蛟王就是一具躯壳，与白痴差不多。

“小蝶，多亏了你，你实在厉害。”

“林兄太客气了，小妹能成功也只是机缘巧合而已。要知道这一招虽然拥有绝杀的效果，在斗法中其实并不适用。”小蝶叹了口气，并不居功。

不管如何，危险已经解除。林轩和两女打了一声招呼，便来到魔蛟王的身侧。

此时对方已经陨落，剩下的只是一个躯壳。

林轩袖袍一拂，将他腰间的储物袋取到手中，随后屈指一弹，幻灵天火熊熊浮现，将魔蛟王包裹在里面。

此时魔蛟王已经没有了魂魄，在施展数次秘术后肉身也已油尽灯枯，自然不可能再玩出花样来。丝毫悬念也没有，直接化为灰烬掉落在地。

“呼。”

林轩松了一口气，终于战胜了强敌。然而这并未达到他来此的目的——拜轩阁的修士尚未救出。

想到这里，他的脸上又闪过一丝阴霾之色。

秦妍太狡猾，见势不妙就溜走了。

“少爷，我们应该怎么办呢？”

月儿来到林轩身边，她与林轩心有灵犀，此时同样一脸忧虑。
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After all his efforts, the result was nothing but a waste. Such an outcome was hard to accept under any circumstances, which explained why Yue'er wore such a dejected expression.

"Relax, although Qin Yan has left, I believe that the cultivators of the Buxuan Pavilion are still in the Demonic Fall Valley. Therefore, we still have ample opportunities to save them."

Lin Xuan thought for a moment and then spoke as if he were certain: "Such an assessment is not just idle talk; there's solid reasoning behind it."

Indeed, Cloud Fairy had prepared meticulously. She must be confident of capturing him alive. With such confidence, there was no need to play the three dens of a rabbit. The cultivators of Buxuan Pavilion are surely imprisoned in the Demonic Fall Valley.

Qin Yan fled quickly and didn't have time for any other tricks when she left.

Thus, Lin Xuan judged that Lu Ying'er and her companions were still here.

Yue'er and Xiao Die found his analysis reasonable. They no longer needed to deliberate on what to do next; they would continue searching the Demonic Fall Valley until all the Buxuan Pavilion cultivators were rescued.

They split into three groups. With Cloud Fairy having left, there wouldn't be any danger for now, so splitting up would make their search faster.

...

Lin Xuan's situation was not discussed here. Meanwhile, several thousand miles away:

In the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley!

Though it was called a valley, the place was surrounded by towering mountains that stretched endlessly into the distance. The妖气in the mountain was so abundant that rare and exotic flowers and plants were everywhere.

The environment in the den of the Ten Thousand Serpent King, one of the Three Great Demons, was undoubtedly beautiful. However, at this moment, a terrifying roar echoed from where the妖气was thickest.

"Little Lin, I'll remember your insolence. You think you're so clever? One day, I will rip out your soul and spirit, making you regret coming into this world."

Before he could finish speaking, a golden light shot up, followed by an intense spiritual pressure that spread throughout the Ten Thousand Serpent Valley, causing all creatures to bow down.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King was one of the Three Great Demons; his strength was unquestionable. At this moment, however, a faint laughter entered his ears: "It's just the loss of a single avatar—why are you so angry? Your behavior is far too immature."

This enraged the Ten Thousand Serpent King to the point where he almost spat out blood and turned around. "Cloud Fairy, don't you think this is overstepping? If it weren't for helping you, my avatar wouldn't have perished. This avatar was different; I spent countless efforts to help him advance to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence..."

"Enough. I know you're aggrieved about this matter, but what's done is done. Vowing vengeance won't change anything. That young cultivator Lin has grown too powerful for anyone to manipulate. You need a long-term plan if you want revenge."

"Hmph, why should I boost the other guy's confidence? This little Lin has formidable strength, but it means nothing to me. If my true form were to intervene..."

"Wouldn't that alert Rain桐 Fairy?"

Qin Yan's face turned gloomy: "Although we suffered a crushing defeat in the Demonic Fall Valley this time, our overall situation remains intact. But if Rain桐 Fairy suspects us, then all is lost."

"Enough, I won't be rash and seek trouble with Lin so soon." The Ten Thousand Serpent King showed signs of impatience. "As for your plan, how's it coming along? In ancient times, it took the combined efforts of all top-tier cultivators from the Three Realms to seal off our path to the Three Worlds, even at the cost of destroying several先天 treasures."

"I've also been working hard over these years to undo that seal. Even without those old monsters guarding it, we still wouldn't be able to destroy it with just our strength. You haven't recovered your power yet; do you really think you can remove the seal?"

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's face revealed a hint of doubt.

"Cloud Fairy dares to say this because I have some confidence. As for not having regained my power, that's merely a matter of time. Besides, removing such a seal isn't something brute force alone can accomplish," Cloud Fairy said lightly.

"Very well, if you're confident, then I won't say more. I'll cooperate as much as possible, but I hope you don't disappoint me."

The Ten Thousand Serpent King thought for a moment and decided not to probe further.

"By the way, what do you think of the Yin Dark Treasure Box?" Qin Yan pondered for a while before unexpectedly speaking up.

"Hmph, the Yin Dark Treasure Box. You're referring to that little girl's item. That's impossible; it must be some old fool's delusion," the Ten Thousand Serpent King scoffed.

"You mean Zhang Bo made a mistake? How could he have? He was once one of the most trusted generals under Heavenly Demon Ancestor, and his strength is comparable to yours and mine. Although his cultivation has declined significantly since then, his judgment remains as sharp as ever—how could he be mistaken?" Cloud Fairy said dismissively.

"Hmph, whatever you say, I won't believe that girl had any connection with the old Arurah. The reason she fell out with the Spirit Realm was because of our trap. She clearly died in the battle at the North Pole Yuan Guang Hall; this can't be a lie."

"Are you sure she didn't use the Golden Cicada Metamorphosis and reincarnated?" Cloud Fairy pressed.

"The Golden Cicada Metamorphosis would have been impossible to pull off under the watchful eyes of three True Immortals."

"Really?" Cloud Fairy mumbled, but stopped probing further.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He never imagined that in a moment's time, Cloud Fairy had fled several thousand miles away. Nor did he expect Qin Yan to suspect Yue'er's identity due to the Yin Dark Treasure Box; fortunately, the Ten Thousand Serpent King dispelled her doubts.

Although Lin Xuan and his wife were now much stronger with Xiao Die's help, Yue'er's exposure would still bring significant trouble. Fortunately, the Ten Thousand Serpent King was overly confident, repeatedly denying anything suspicious, which finally put Qin Yan at ease.

Lin Xuan's luck was indeed good; he continued searching for Buxuan Pavilion cultivators in the Demonic Fall Valley. An entire afternoon passed without any results. (To be continued. Your support through recommendations and monthly votes is my greatest motivation.)
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After such a long search, Lin Xuan found no trace of the missing cultivators. His expression turned gloomy.

Could it be that his estimation was wrong? The cultivators from Bai Xuan Pavilion had already been relocated away?

If so, rescuing them would be fraught with difficulties and unpredictable risks.

His recent adventures seemed to have been in vain.

With a grim look on his face, Lin Xuan sighed and transformed into a streak of light, heading towards the next location.

Soon, he disappeared among the towering mountains.

After half a day, still nothing was found.

Considering that only small areas remained unsearched in Zuo Mo Valley, Lin Xuan felt extremely heavy-hearted.

It seemed like the worst outcome might indeed come true.

Just as this thought flashed through his mind, a piercing sound reached his ears. Lin Xuan turned around and saw a red light suddenly flicker in the distance sky before a fiery beam shot towards him.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned but quickly showed signs of extreme joy on his face.

Without hesitation, he raised his hand.

The red light circled briefly before landing in his palm.

It was a sound transmission talisman.

Lowering his head slightly, Lin Xuan sank into his divine sense and heard Yue'er's excited voice: "Young Master, come quickly! I've found Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er."

Golden light flashed as a map appeared in his mind.

Although he had some hunches upon seeing the sound transmission talisman, Lin Xuan couldn't hide his joy when the news was confirmed.

This was truly like hitting a dead end only to find a new path. Liu Xin and Wu Yun'er finally had leads—how could this not make Lin Xuan ecstatic?

Without delay, he immediately emitted a green glow and followed the map left by Yue'er.

...

No further difficulties were encountered as they located the whereabouts of Bai Xuan Pavilion's cultivators.

Liu Xin, Wu Yun'er, Shangguan sisters, and some high-ranking members from Bai Xuan Pavilion were all here.

Their reunion was naturally filled with joy, but no further description is needed.

Lin Xuan didn't need to worry about Qin Yan returning as he had enough confidence in his strength. However, Zuo Mo Valley was inherently dangerous, offering no benefits by staying there.

Thus, Lin Xuan summoned a spirit boat and transported the rescued cultivators from Bai Xuan Pavilion towards the distance.

After everyone rested sufficiently, Lin Xuan called for several maids to inquire about the details of Bai Xuan Pavilion's destruction in great detail.

Sure enough, it matched his speculation. Qin Yan had sent her subordinate generals with demonized beasts to capture them and lure him into a trap over three days.

However, Lin Xuan’s rapid growth far exceeded the expectations of Fairy Cloudy Sky, and he even subdued a late-stage transformation butterfly.

Thus, Qin Yan's plan failed, making Lin Xuan the ultimate victor.

Nevertheless, this was not the end of the matter.

While the people were successfully rescued, Bai Xuan Pavilion had been completely destroyed.

The girls felt guilty in their hearts and remained gloomy for several days.

Lin Xuan sighed. Persuasion wouldn't be effective under these circumstances. The only way to lift their spirits was to rebuild Bai Xuan Pavilion.

With few remaining disciples from Bai Xuan Pavilion, rebuilding it would be as challenging as founding a new sect.

For most cultivators, this would be quite troublesome.

But with Lin Xuan's current strength, it wasn't an issue at all.

Firstly, they needed to choose a new headquarters location for Bai Xuan Pavilion.

The previous headquarters had been destroyed in the battle and was tainted by demonic energy. Rebuilding there wouldn't make sense; choosing another area would be easier.

Rain桐 Realm was vast, known as the first spiritual realm, with numerous excellent spirit veins. Although most were controlled by various sects and families, some unclaimed and superior spirit veins could still be found in remote areas like desolate mountains and primeval swamps.

Qian Ying Mountain was one such famous location.

The spirit vein here was so superior that even major sects coveted it.

However, no one had ever chosen to establish a new sect there over the years. The reason was simple: although Qian Ying Mountain's spirit vein was extremely good, its surroundings were filled with dangerous primeval swamps and high-level beasts.

Many ancient beasts resided here, often formidable even for late-stage transformation experts.

While the spirit vein was excellent, establishing a new sect there would be too risky.

In short, it was a complete waste of resources.

Thus, Qian Ying Mountain remained deserted from ancient times to now.

True powerhouses preferred superior spiritual lands as their cultivation grounds and wouldn't bother with such barren areas.

This logic held true, but the world had its exceptions.

For example, Lin Xuan.

Having advanced to late-stage transformation, he was undoubtedly a powerhouse.

However, rebuilding Bai Xuan Pavilion required an excellent spirit vein, which Lin Xuan currently lacked.

After careful consideration, Qian Ying Mountain caught his eye. The spirit vein here was vast and rich in energy, making it ideal for establishing Bai Xuan Pavilion.

Lin Xuan was confident that the dangers around would be no obstacle.

With his strength far exceeding ordinary late-stage transformations, he could easily clear out some beasts.

Qian Ying Mountain had its perils, but Lin Xuan would remove them to help rebuild Bai Xuan Pavilion's headquarters.

Lin Xuan was always generous towards his people. The effort wouldn't matter.

Without delay, Yue'er and Xiaodie joined in. Working together, Yue'er’s strength being slightly weaker, while Lin Xuan and Xiaodie far outmatched their peers.

Despite the vastness of Qian Ying Mountain, with three late-stage transformations working together, they quickly transformed the primeval swamp into a paradise within half a month.
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Thus, the spirit vein now had a place to settle. The first step in rebuilding the Pavilion of Revered Xuan was completed smoothly.

Lin Xuan's grand gesture naturally caused quite a stir in the vicinity.

In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme. The dangers at Thousand Shadow Mountain were well-known among all the major and minor sects nearby. Otherwise, they wouldn't have allowed such an excellent spirit vein to remain idle there.

Now, someone of high standing had arrived here and swept away the dangers around the spirit vein with ease. The various forces, taken aback by this development, inevitably sent people to gather information.

Lin Xuan naturally didn’t hide anything, openly informing them that he intended to stay permanently and establish the Pavilion of Revered Xuan. This news caused a commotion among these cultivators as they scrambled to discuss strategies for应对.

After all, founding a sect was no small matter. If a powerful new sect suddenly appeared in this area, it would be more trouble than benefit for them.

With the news confirmed, dozens of major and minor sects in the vicinity became restless. How to deal with the situation sparked many differing opinions.

Some older and more cautious ones believed they should observe the situation first before making any decisions.

After all, while the cultivation world was full of danger, no faction would deliberately create an enemy without gaining anything from it. So, they decided to wait and see.

However, many other cultivators thought this approach was too complacent. The other party had clearly shown their intention to establish a main base here. If they really founded a sect, everyone would be competitors in the future.

Although the resources on Ruyong World were relatively abundant, there were far more cultivators, so various cultivation resources remained scarce. Adding another sect to this area would certainly reduce available resources and minerals. If it was an insignificant sect, they could turn a blind eye to it. But with such a strong showing from the other party, they would inevitably compete for cultivation resources.

Rather than wait until then to conflict, it was better to strike first while the other party wasn't yet established. Acting quickly could secure an advantage.

After weighing the pros and cons, dozens of cultivation forces decided to give this uninvited guest a taste of their power, making them realize that the cultivation forces in this area were not to be trifled with. If they could drive the other party away in one fell swoop, it would be the best outcome.

One fell swoop, and since the dangers at Thousand Shadow Mountain had been eliminated, the newly opened spirit land could now be divided among them.

With that thought in mind, these major and minor sects feared that time might work against them. Soon, all their top experts were dispatched to the main base of the Pavilion of Revered Xuan.

Although called a main base, at this point, the Pavilion of Revered Xuan had few disciples. A second-rate cultivation family might even have more cultivators within its ranks.

The newly opened spirit land was still barren when viewed from afar.

This outcome left the dozen or so high-ranking cultivators who arrived somewhat dumbfounded. They even began to doubt whether they had overreacted.

They suspected that the beasts in this area hadn't been cleared by these people, but rather through sheer luck.

Just as the experts felt a bit bewildered, Lin Xuan appeared with a smile and welcomed the dozen or so high-ranking cultivators who came to demand an explanation into the main hall.

After half an hour, when these old monsters emerged from the grand hall, their faces were pale, and fear was evident in their eyes.

An expert knows at first glance. The news quickly spread among the various major forces nearby.

Upon entering the hall, Lin Xuan engaged in a one-on-one struggle with the top elders of the major and minor sects. In Ruyong World, while high-ranking cultivators were still rare, many larger sects had at least one or two who reached the Tribulation Transcending stage due to their long-standing traditions.

The cultivators who came to trouble Lin Xuan were naturally the top elders from various sects, numbering over thirty in total. Most of these people practiced techniques that allowed for easy advancement but lacked significant power, often lacking bottlenecks.

Although they had reached the Tribulation Transcending stage, their strength was relatively weak compared to peers. However, if faced with a Spirit Formation cultivator, they were still formidable and could overwhelm them.

Unlike true great powers, these people’s strength was not as robust. But in numbers, it was said that ants can kill an elephant. With thirty or so working together, even the top elders of famous sects would only flee in fear.

As for this Lin boy, he was unknown and unremarkable, so his abilities were unlikely to be significant.

With confidence, these dozen high-ranking cultivators entered the hall without being overly polite. They didn’t come to fight but to overwhelm him with sheer numbers.

Their numerous attacks caused various colorful lights to flare up. Some used their treasures while others cast spells. Initially, they thought Lin Xuan would flee in panic.

However, what followed left them eternally unforgettable. Facing dozens of Tribulation Transcending cultivators, Lin Xuan didn’t retreat or fear; instead, he fought with one person against all… no, not just fight but overpower them.

Within half an hour, these high-ranking cultivators who came to demand an explanation were all disheveled and bruised. If Lin Xuan hadn't been lenient, they would have all perished.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn’t a cruel or bloodthirsty person. Although these people had ill intentions toward him, their crimes weren’t severe enough for death. He let them go.

After this incident, the major and minor sects in the vicinity became extremely obedient. In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme, and Lin Xuan’s power far exceeded their expectations. Such a formidable figure was beyond their ability to provoke.

Lin Xuan also showed great magnanimity, having no intention of seeking revenge. With this matter settled, he could finally breathe a sigh of relief. Rebuilding the Pavilion of Revered Xuan had been easier than expected. From now on, he could focus on doing what he wanted without worrying about it anymore. (To be continued...)
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Time passed like water, and years flew by. In just a blink of an eye, a hundred years had already slipped away.

For ordinary people, this would be the span of their entire lives, but for Lin Xuan, a cultivator at his current stage, a century was merely a fleeting moment.

A nap or a seclusion might take much longer than that.

It sounded absurd, but one must not forget that Lin Xuan had long broken free from the constraints of lifespan. For him, time held no real meaning as long as he did not fall.

So what if it was just a hundred years?

He had plenty of time to waste. After all, cultivators at his stage could achieve immortality.

Lin Xuan always took care of his own, so during these past hundred years, he stayed within the Bai Xuan Pavilion without venturing out.

With his protection, the development of the Bai Xuan Pavilion proceeded smoothly. Lesser villains dared not covet it. In just a century, the pavilion had taken shape and its strength far surpassed what it once was.

---

Of course, Lin Xuan did not truly waste these hundred years.

Though his power was formidable, the path of cultivation never ended.

He had advanced to the late Transcendation stage with his demon core, but both his main and secondary cores still needed to advance. The main core was easier; its practice of the Ink Moon Celestial Witch Art was already a top-grade technique. While he couldn't say how powerful it was, it wouldn’t be far behind the True Deva Scripture practiced by Yue'er.

So the main core just had to follow the usual path of cultivation. Gradually accumulating power, one day, it would naturally advance.

But the secondary core was more troublesome.

The Snow Shadow True Demon Art he practiced originated from the Holy Snow Ancestor. While it could be considered a decent treasure, Lin Xuan's current stage as late Transcendation made his standards much higher. The Holy Snow Ancestor himself was only an early Transcendation ancient demon; in Lin Xuan’s eyes, this technique seemed somewhat lacking.

Even if he continued to practice and eventually advanced after millions of years, the strength would be worlds apart from that of the main core.

This wasn't idle speculation. The opportunities for a demon core were extraordinary, far outpacing the secondary core.

Thus, the cultivation of the secondary core felt like a waste of time.

Although ancient secrets were still unclear to Lin Xuan, he could infer from some hints that the formidable enemies Yue'er faced were likely much stronger than ordinary True Immortals.

So he couldn't afford any slack.

Changing his technique became the only option.

By chance, in the True Spirit Burial Ground, Lin Xuan had obtained a treasure left behind by the Sky-Flying Demon Ancestor. Among them was the Nine Holy Celestial Demon Art, which was no small matter. If he hadn’t guessed wrong, it was the very technique the Sky-Flying Demon Ancestor practiced.

Its power was beyond question. Although Lin Xuan hadn't practiced it yet, he had full confidence in it.

He knew that mastering this technique would surely be extremely difficult.

But with his character, there was no question of giving up.

Moreover, without the constraints of lifespan, he could slowly cultivate and gradually understand it. One day, he would master it completely.

The idea wasn't wrong, but when he truly delved into the Nine Holy Celestial Demon Art, Lin Xuan realized that he had underestimated its difficulty.

Lin Xuan was well-versed in various cultivation techniques from different schools. However, he never imagined a technique could be so difficult and obscure. It took him a century to barely understand it.

In despair, Lin Xuan gave up.

Perhaps the techniques of域外天魔were unsuitable for human practice.

What about the secondary core?

Lin Xuan found himself in a predicament with no suitable technique to cultivate.

Thus, he didn’t want to waste time in his seclusion chamber. Thanks to the development over these hundred years, the Bai Xuan Pavilion had taken shape. The smaller factions nearby, having learned their lesson, dared not provoke it anymore.

A few kept their distance out of respect, while others maintained a good relationship with the pavilion.

So he needn’t worry about the safety of the Bai Xuan Pavilion if he left.

The only concern was the域外天魔.

However, Qin Yan had never appeared in these hundred years. Lin Xuan was puzzled but reasoned that Cloud Fairy’s intelligence wouldn't allow her to use the same trick twice.

She probably wouldn’t cause trouble for the Bai Xuan Pavilion.

Of course, this was just his guess. In the cultivation world, there were no absolutes. Lin Xuan couldn’t stay here forever for the sake of the Bai Xuan Pavilion.

His disciples or Liu Xinwu and Yun'er needed to grow through their own efforts.

Moreover, leaving wasn't merely about finding a new technique.

The Seven Treasures of the Deva hadn't been gathered yet. Yue'er's cultivation was arduous; it would take tens of thousands of years to recover her past strength. Cultivating too slowly, who knew what might happen in between? It made more sense for him to seek out the Seven Treasures.

Additionally, Xiao Die’s cultivation hit a bottleneck.

Yes, she had advanced to late Transcendation, becoming the first and last in the Illusory Moon Moth realm. But was it truly safe from then on?

Of course not. Cultivation knew no bounds.

Xiao Die successfully advanced, breaking free of lifespan constraints, and her wish to transform into a human form came true.

But she wasn’t satisfied; she had achieved this by devouring Jade Luo Bees, ancient insects rumored to grasp time’s power. The Law of Time was something even True Immortals would envy.

Although the Jade Luo Bee he consumed hadn't evolved fully, it still understood some aspects of time's power. With many bees, he should have gained significant benefits; ideally, mastering the Law of Time.

With that mastery, he could travel anywhere in the world.

Even if he perfected the Law of Time, facing a descending True Immortal would be possible.

These ideas sounded absurd, but they were entirely true. Xiao Die herself was very eager for this.

During these hundred years, Xiao Die didn't waste her time; she spent almost all of it in seclusion.

Mastering the Law of Time!

Initially, she guessed there would be many twists and turns, but the actual process proved far more challenging than she imagined.

In a century's effort, he made no significant progress, but the true gains were few and far between. Even how to begin mastering time’s power was still unclear to him. (To be continued...)
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Initially, there was an agreement. In the next hundred thousand years, she would follow Lin Xuan and provide him with assistance. As a reward, he would cultivate to comprehend time laws while Lin Xuan should make his best efforts to assist her.

A century passed quickly.

Lin Xuan did not break his word. He was originally a man of his word as an cultivator. Moreover, Butterfly's strength had improved, which benefited him in every way.

Unfortunately, both the master and servant underestimated the Time Law.

Even with Lin Xuan's full support, there were only a few things he could help Butterfly achieve. Without any leads to speak of, comprehending time power required more than just seclusion.

It was time to leave.

Traveling would be necessary to find opportunities that might break through this predicament.

Lin Xuan and Butterfly agreed without hesitation. Moonling would have no objections either.

Of course, Lin Xuan did not plan to leave immediately. Although the Vexing Pavilion had taken shape, it could face various difficulties with him absent from its headquarters.

Thus, over the next month, Lin Xuan began his preparations. Various arrays were necessary.

Additionally, he prepared some backup plans for the Vexing Pavilion. As long as they did not encounter overly formidable enemies, self-preservation should be manageable.

...

In this manner, a month passed quickly.

One morning, a green light emerged from Thousand Shadow Mountain and flew southward.

Lin Xuan had not made much of his departure. He claimed he was secluding to cultivate secret techniques. This was normal in the cultivation world.

Given Lin Xuan's current strength, seclusion could last for millions of years. So, his absence would not raise any suspicions.

...

Over the following days, Lin Xuan traveled extensively, probing for clues about the Seven Treasures of Naraka and seeking suitable demonic cultivation techniques.

A decade passed, but he found nothing.

This sounded absurd, yet it made perfect sense when considered carefully.

The Seven Treasures of Naraka aside, finding them was akin to searching for a needle in a haystack.

With only ten years, no收获 was entirely normal.

As for the second Yin婴's cultivation technique, while easier to find on the surface, Lin Xuan's standards were so high that ordinary demonic techniques would not even catch his eye.

However, top-grade techniques were as rare as灵宝.

Regardless of sects or powerful individuals, they would not casually reveal such treasures.

Lin Xuan understood this well. With no time constraints, he was not in a hurry. Cultivation relied on opportunities, and patience was key.

...

It was an ordinary morning when a green light streaked across the sky.

Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be a long spirit boat. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged on it.

Since there were no immediate opportunities, Lin Xuan did not need to rush his journey. He might as well enjoy the scenery and food.

On the spirit boat, he was seated cross-legged with a small table in front of him. The table held fine wine, fruits, and various dishes like sweet and sour meat, braised pig's trotters, among others, all emitting an enticing aroma. Lin Xuan was feasting happily.

Although cultivators could survive without food, delicious meals improved one's mood. During seclusion, he had no choice but to endure it, but on his travels, he would not deprive himself of good food.

Three meals a day were never missed, and snacks were consumed daily. Traveling allowed him to enjoy beautiful scenery and fine cuisine, making every moment seem like paradise.

Just as Lin Xuan was enjoying his meal, a red light suddenly flew from the distance, followed by several clouds of grayish-white energy pursuing relentlessly...

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan sighed involuntarily.

He was having a good time when such an incident occurred; it truly ruined the mood.

Lin Xuan pondered whether he should intervene. A loud shout echoed in his ears: "Senior Lin, who once displayed great prowess in Leaffall City, is this you? I am here on orders to seek you out. Unfortunately, we encountered a demon beast. Please assist me, as I have urgent matters to convey."

"Ah?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

The other party actually recognized him?

And he claimed there was an urgent matter?

Lin Xuan's expression turned contemplative.

After some thought, Lin Xuan cast a spell towards the spirit boat and changed direction. He wanted to see what this person had to say.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan slightly extended his divine sense.

The scene in front became clear.

Inside the green light was a slender man.

His appearance was unremarkable, but his strength should not be underestimated; he was an Inner Profound cultivator.

Behind him were several bizarre-looking demon creatures. Lin Xuan's gaze turned grim as these demons exhibited intense madness and emitted faint traces of demonic energy.

Exiles from the Outer World!

These demons had clearly lost their nature due to the influence of demonic energy.

Lin Xuan sighed. Over the years, he had found no trace of Qian Yan; what was she secretly scheming?

This thought flashed through his mind but quickly faded as irrelevant.

There were priorities. Thinking about this now would be meaningless.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and cast a spell forward. A fierce wind arose as several sword lights appeared mysteriously.

In the blink of an eye, he eliminated the demon creatures in the grayish-white clouds.

The slender man's face lit up with joy. Although he knew Senior Lin possessed formidable abilities, seeing was better than hearing about it.

"Thank you for your assistance; otherwise, I would have fallen prey to these demon beasts." He stopped his flight and bowed respectfully towards Lin Xuan, showing utmost respect.

"Who are you? Why do you recognize me, and what urgent matter do you wish to convey? Is this true?" Lin Xuan asked coldly.

"Do not worry, Senior. I dare not deceive you; my surname is Yu, and I am a disciple of the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance." The slender man panted as he spoke.

"What, Rain Mist Commerce Alliance?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

He had heard this name before. When he went to the Netherworld to look for Moonling, they had interacted with them.

In the Netherworld, their strength was formidable, and in the Spirit Realm, there existed a Rain Mist Commerce Alliance. Although not a sect or family, its power rivaled any renowned sect.
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Lin Xuan had also consulted ancient texts, finding numerous records related to the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance. However, no one knew its exact origins.

To say he wasn't curious would be a lie.

But since he had no grudges against the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance, Lin Xuan didn’t bother wasting energy on such trivial matters.

As they say, there's nothing in this world that isn't peaceful; it’s just that ordinary people create trouble for themselves.

If he continued to investigate further, he might get a result. But there was also a high chance of offending the vast organization.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to attract powerful enemies due to mere curiosity.

That would be foolish.

...

A century had passed since then. Lin Xuan had successfully met Moon’s daughter, and his past encounters with the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance were long forgotten.

Unexpectedly, he now found himself meeting a disciple of that sect, who claimed to have come looking for him. Lin Xuan was surprised and couldn’t help but show some caution on his face.

"Indeed, the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance has quite a reputation. However, I've had no dealings with your sect before. Might you tell me why you seek out this humble one?"

The thin man smiled warmly, "I have been tasked to find you, so there must be important matters we need to discuss."

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression blank as he recalled the events of three months ago.

...

Three months ago, Lin Xuan was traveling around. He enjoyed exploring and searching for the Seven Treasures of Deva and various cultivation techniques.

He eventually arrived in Fallen Leaf City.

The Rain Pine Realm was vast, with countless cities. Fallen Leaf City was just one insignificant one among them—larger in size but not much more.

It wasn’t a purely immortal city; many ordinary people lived there alongside cultivators.

This wasn't unusual to Lin Xuan, as he had seen such cohabitation before. After long travels, he felt weary and decided to stay for a while in Fallen Leaf City.

He enjoyed the local cuisine and strolled through the bustling markets, enjoying a comfortable life.

Of course, he couldn’t stay indefinitely. After ten days, he prepared to leave.

But just as he was about to depart, something unexpected happened.

The sky suddenly darkened with fierce winds. Chaotic demonic energy spread out ominously.

Sure enough, chaotic demonic energy could only be wielded by true spirits or late-stage demons.

Lin Xuan was shocked. Then, a nine-eyed blood toad appeared in the distance.

Yes, the nine-eyed blood toad, one of the ancient true spirits. Though its strength couldn’t match that of a true dragon or phoenix, it was undoubtedly much more powerful than the Golden Jade True Toad.

The sudden appearance left everyone stunned.

It was well-known that true spirits could roam between the three realms, but most of their time was spent in their own spirit spaces.

Why had they come here? And the ferocious aura emanating from this toad clearly indicated ill intentions. With such power, a small city wouldn’t stand a chance.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised, as such an unexpected event was far beyond his expectations.

All the cultivators of Fallen Leaf City were speechless.

Fortunately, Rain Pine Realm was known as the first spiritual realm, and even a small city had its hidden talents. Lin Xuan’s arrival coincided with the emergence of another late-stage cultivator—just at the right moment to save the city from disaster.

Though only in the early stages of transformation, his presence brought great joy to all the cultivators. The old monster didn’t retreat when he saw the nine-eyed blood toad and bravely stepped forward.

Several spirit realm cultivators joined him, and the entire city rallied to support them.

The Cold Heaven Immortal had his own plans. While the nine-eyed blood toad was weaker among true spirits, with the help of all the city’s cultivators, he might be able to defeat it.

After all, a true spirit was a treasure trove; such an opportunity was hard to come by.

Secondly, taking down a true spirit alone would boost his reputation and save the city. He couldn’t afford to back down for public or personal reasons.

Though the risks were significant, the potential rewards justified them.

However, when he actually engaged in battle, Cold Heaven Immortal realized how naive he had been.

The nine-eyed blood toad was far more terrifying than described in ancient texts. As a late-stage cultivator, he couldn’t even defend himself and was quickly defeated.

Seeing his life in danger, he fled the scene.

Late-stage cultivators, regardless of their cultivation techniques, always had some survival skills. Cold Heaven Immortal managed to escape but Fallen Leaf City suffered greatly.

Lin Xuan watched from the sidelines, having long noticed something amiss with the nine-eyed blood toad. True spirits weren’t demons, yet this one seemed more like a beast.

Lin Xuan confirmed his suspicions—had it been corrupted by demonic energy?

Could ordinary demons be transformed into true spirits by demonic energy!

If that was true, Cloud Fairy’s plot would be terrifying.

Emotionally and logically, Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore the situation. Regardless of the specifics, saving the lives in Fallen Leaf City was the right thing to do.

So, Lin Xuan acted.

The details weren’t necessary; with his current strength, he could easily handle a phoenix true dragon but the nine-eyed blood toad posed no challenge. Even if it had been corrupted by demonic energy, its power was still insufficient compared to his.

There was no suspense as the nine-eyed blood toad was defeated and the lives of Fallen Leaf City were saved.

Afterward, Lin Xuan didn’t linger in Fallen Leaf City; winning a battle against such a creature was trivial. He continued his travels.

Three months passed, and he almost forgot about it, but today, this matter had been brought up, involving the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance—a significant entity. Even after countless oddities, how could Lin Xuan remain unmoved? (To be continued...)
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What could possibly be the purpose of them coming to find me?

Lin Xuan's mind raced, but he couldn't come up with any clear idea. He then laughed hollowly: "Why waste my brainpower here? I should just ask directly."

To begin with, there was no grudge between him and Rain Mist Commerce Alliance in the past, nor did they have any recent conflicts.

Even if there were some disputes, as a cultivator who had already reached the Transcending Tribulation stage, he wouldn't be afraid of someone at the Profound Abyss level, right?

When the enemy comes, one meets them; when water comes, one uses earth to stop it!

Rain Mist Commerce Alliance was a huge entity, but he wasn’t an easily manipulated cultivator now.

Why be so cautious?

With that thought, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile: "I don't like beating around the bush. Fellow Daoist, you traveled such a long distance just to find me. What is your purpose?"

"Haha, Senior needn't worry. I was sent here with a specific mission, and it certainly isn’t for your benefit. There’s a grand event that will take place, and I’m here to invite you."

"Grand event?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing some contemplative expression: "Fellow Daoist is jesting. Although I’ve heard of the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance's reputation, we have no dealings with each other. If there’s any benefit, why would it be given freely? I’m not a greedy cultivator; I understand that good things don’t fall from the sky."

"I assure you, Senior, my intentions are genuine. The Peach Blossom Festival is coming up every three thousand years, and as an envoy, I’ve come to invite you," said the slender man with a smile.

"Peach Blossom Festival?"

Lin Xuan was bewildered. He turned his head to think deeply; he had never heard of such a festival before.

"Do you really not know about the Peach Blossom Festival, Senior?" asked the slender man, looking incredulous.

The fame of the Peach Blossom Festival was well-known among cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage. It wasn’t unusual for ordinary cultivators to have no knowledge of it, but in the eyes of old monsters who had already transcended tribulations, its name was legendary and widely known.

This Lin Senior before him might be a high-level cultivator, as he easily defeated the Nine-Eyed Blood Toad, making him an exceptional expert. How could such an old monster not know about the Peach Blossom Festival?

Seeing his stunned expression, Lin Xuan only smiled bitterly.

He knew his situation well.

Indeed, his strength was formidable; he had transcended the lifespan limit and entered the late Tribulation Transcending stage due to various fortunate coincidences. He had only been on the path of cultivation for less than four thousand years, making him unparalleled in the Three Realms throughout history. His achievements might even surpass those of the ancient Asura King.

Moreover, he often traveled between different planes, so while his strength was considerable, his knowledge in certain areas was lacking. Not knowing about the Peach Blossom Festival wasn’t surprising.

Of course, Lin Xuan only thought this to himself; he wouldn’t explain it to a mere Profound Abyss cultivator.

"Senior, I indeed don't know about the Peach Blossom Festival. Could you enlighten me?" Lin Xuan asked humbly.

"I jest, Senior. As an envoy sent by the commerce alliance, my duty is to answer any questions for our seniors. If you wish to know, I will speak without reservation."

The slender man spoke respectfully, his face showing a barely noticeable hint of joy. Tribulation Transcending cultivators were not within his reach; he could only approach them occasionally.

Originally, he was just an envoy tasked with delivering invitations. Now, by helping this old monster, he could gain benefits that would last him a lifetime.

With that thought, he felt elated and began to explain: "The Peach Blossom Festival is hosted by our commerce alliance every three thousand years, inviting top-tier experts from the Spirit Realm. It consists of two steps: an auction and an exchange."

"Top-tier experts?"

"Yes, those qualified for the Peach Blossom Festival are the elite among all planes in the Spirit Realm—advanced Tribulation Transcending cultivators and outstanding middle-stage ones. Even newly promoted Tribulation Transcenders don’t have the qualifications to participate."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan became interested when he heard this.

Even a late-stage Tribulation Transcender wasn't qualified, making the requirements for the Peach Blossom Festival extremely stringent and exciting.

Sure enough, there would be many unexpected treasures at the auction.

The exchange session might bring together middle-advanced Tribulation Transcenders to trade, which could lead to finding what he wanted.

Lin Xuan started to take interest.

But on the surface, his expression remained unchanged: "Peach Blossom Festival—does it include peaches as its name suggests?"

He asked this because of a reason. In the cultivation world, there were countless treasures and wonders, but at Lin Xuan's level, what truly caught his attention were the legendary three divine fruits.

According to legend, these trees were among the earliest creations after the混沌opened. Their fruits contained the most primitive laws of the universe. For late-stage Tribulation Transcenders, they could aid in understanding domains.

Domains were the ultimate power for later-stage cultivators, and whether one mastered a domain had profound implications that couldn’t be easily explained.

While it wasn't an exaggeration to say there was a world of difference between them, a late-stage cultivator with a domain could easily defeat several without one.

Although he most desired advancing from two Baby Souls, finding the three divine fruits and mastering domains would also be his dream come true.

That's why he asked.

However, the slender man sighed: "Senior, this is truly difficult for me."

"Why?"

"I'm just an envoy; what treasures are on sale at the auction? I can't know as a cultivator like myself. But..."

"But what?"

"According to my knowledge, peaches only mature once every million years or so. So the chances of them appearing in the auction are slim. Of course, anything is possible with good luck."

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded. This answer was satisfactory: "Other than top-tier experts from the Spirit Realm, will cultivators from other planes also be invited?"

"I’m not sure, but usually, apart from the great experts of the Spirit Realm, some invitations are extended to powerful figures from other planes as well. However, their numbers are much fewer compared to those of the Spirit Realm," said the slender man.
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"Ah."

Lin Xuan heard this and placed his hand on his forehead, a look of contemplation appearing on his face.

This time going out, he originally intended to find clues about the Seven Treasures of Naraka. However, over the past ten years or so, there had been no收获.

Although Lin Xuan was not in a hurry, such an endless search like searching for a needle in a haystack certainly wasn't a good idea either.

The Peach Blossom Banquet was undoubtedly a great opportunity.

Strong cultivators from all three realms gathered here. Countless treasures and rarities were present. Not only might he learn about the whereabouts of the Seven Treasures of Naraka, but there was also a chance to compensate for the shortcomings in his second essence core cultivation technique.

...

Such good fortune was like having a pie fall from the sky. Lin Xuan naturally could not refuse it. A smile appeared on the corner of his lips as he said, "Thank you for your kindness. I will certainly attend the banquet on time."

Before his words were finished, Lin Xuan's sleeve fluttered, and a flying knife-shaped treasure flew out. The surface emitted flashes of spiritual light, with beautiful rays of light appearing, clearly not an ordinary item.

"Friend, you've traveled far. This flying knife is my token of gratitude for your journey."

"Thank you, senior!"

The thin man's face showed great joy.

Lin Xuan's wealth was beyond measure.随意 taking out a treasure in his possession could be considered a rare treasure to the eyes of Core Formation period cultivators. Moreover, Lin Xuan had already erased the spiritual mark on this treasure's surface. After he returned, he only needed to refine it slightly and could immediately use it. With this treasure, his strength would instantly increase by half.

How could the thin man not be delighted at such a generous offer?

Grateful as he was, his expression became even more respectful. He hurriedly reached out and took out an jade token from his waist.

This was an invitation for all powerful cultivators to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet. It was also a non-trivial treasure in itself, with tiny golden characters constantly appearing on its surface.

Lin Xuan slightly sank his spiritual sense into it, and information about the Peach Blossom Banquet immediately flooded him.

"Is it scheduled for one hundred years later?"

A look of surprise appeared on Lin Xuan's face. "It turns out we have to wait so long?"

"Do not worry, senior."

The respectful voice of the surname Yu cultivator entered his ears: "The Peach Blossom Banquet is a rare gathering across all three realms. Therefore, preparations must be thorough to ensure nothing goes wrong. Most top-tier cultivators in the three realms are elusive figures. Contacting them requires significant effort even for our sect. Thus, invitations start being distributed one hundred years before."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded. He accepted the explanation without showing any impatience.

A hundred years was indeed a long time for ordinary mortals, but to him, it was just a blink of an eye.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't care and waved his hand, indicating he fully understood the situation.

"Given that, I will bid farewell. Wishing you great success at the Peach Blossom Banquet and greater strength than before."

The thin man respectfully bowed and transformed into a streak of light as it flew away.

Watching him disappear, Lin Xuan placed his hand on his forehead, showing a look of contemplation.

The Peach Blossom Banquet was indeed a great opportunity for him. Of course, there were also dangers involved.

After all, since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless opportunities had presented themselves, and his progress in cultivation had been extremely rapid. But correspondingly, he had offended many top-tier cultivators.

For example, the precious snake Ice Soul was always eager to eliminate him as soon as possible.

Would both True Demon Ancestors be invited to this Peach Blossom Banquet?

And that Ten Thousand Serpent King? Although Lin Xuan hadn't truly seen him,

after the Battle of Demonic Valley, he had a vague feeling that there was some connection between him and the Demon Serpent King. Unfortunately, no evidence could prove it.

However, Lin Xuan felt his guess wasn't entirely off base.

As one of the three demon kings, it made no sense not to invite him to the Peach Blossom Banquet.

Would he be a threat?

Various thoughts kept popping up in his mind.

Lin Xuan couldn't say he was completely at ease. But regardless, he had to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet.

Whether it was the Ten Thousand Serpent King or the True Demon Ancestor, Lin Xuan wouldn't back down.

After all, he was now a late-stage Tribulation Transcender cultivator. Even if facing the top-tier cultivators of the three realms, even if he couldn't defeat them, escaping would still be within his grasp.

Riches come from danger!

Besides, this was just his guess.

The Peach Blossom Banquet was held in the Spirit Realm, and it was possible that the precious snake Ice Soul wouldn't show up. Even if he did, he wouldn't care much about anything.

After all, those gathered at the Peach Blossom Banquet were the top-tier cultivators of the three realms. Facing a True Demon Ancestor, they couldn't be submissive; there would always be some pressure on both sides.

As for the Ten Thousand Serpent King, although Lin Xuan had doubts, it was still just speculation in the end.

After all, he had personally witnessed the death of Princess Ten Thousand Serpents at Qin Yan's hands. Logically speaking, he couldn't have any connection with the Demonic Heavenly Beings...

Perhaps his guess was wrong.

But regardless, being cautious never hurt.

Forget about it, why think so much? When in Rome, do as the Romans do.

In short, Lin Xuan decided to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet.

And there were still a hundred years until the banquet began. With nothing to do, he would continue traveling and see if any opportunities arose for finding some defensive treasures.

This way, even if something unexpected happened at the Peach Blossom Banquet, his chances of escaping would be greater than usual.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan had already made up his mind. Then, a layer of green light enveloped him as he flew forward and soon disappeared on the horizon.

...

At the same time, a million miles away from here,

Boom!

A loud noise echoed.

Spiritual lights flashed in the sky, with various treasures flying around.

Looking out, within a hundred miles, everything had been reduced to flat ground. The primordial energy of heaven and earth was chaotic.

The terrifying spiritual pressure left people speechless. Such a scale of battle was no small matter.

Late-stage Tribulation Transcender!

Two old monsters were fighting here.

And the scene was not ordinary; it seemed they weren't just competing for superiority but were engaged in a fight to the death.

"Ahhh!"

A scream filled the air, and after three days and nights of combat, this battle finally had an outcome.

Blood splattered as one old monster's head was severed. The essence core tried to escape, but unfortunately, it was too late; it was pierced by a light wave and ended up disintegrating completely.

Then, deep demonic energy spread out, revealing a handsome young man.

Tian Xiaojian!

Yes, that was him.

He had indeed come to Rain桐World. However, over these years, he remained silent. This time, he had killed a late-stage Tribulation Transcender, for what reason? (To be continued)
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No, it was late-stage Tribulation!

This time, Tian Xiaojian had defeated a formidable opponent.

Of course, the price he paid was substantial. At this moment, Tian Xiaojian's face was covered in bruises and wounds, with more than a hundred of them scattered across his body. After all, advancing to late-stage Tribulation required extraordinary strength, but even with his ability to challenge opponents beyond his level, it wasn't possible to win without any cost.

"Ha ha."

He panted heavily as the residual mana in his body was nearly depleted. Although he had defeated a powerful enemy, he still felt lucky. Even moving caused him intense pain.

But regardless of that, he had won.

With this thought, a hint of amusement appeared on Tian Xiaojian's face.

Reaching out, he patted his waist and took out several jade bottles. Without looking at them, he tipped his head back and swallowed all the pills inside.

After sitting in meditation for half an hour, his complexion finally regained some color.

"Ha."

Tian Xiaojian exhaled with relief as he scanned the scene before him. The battlefield was still a mess, having been reduced to ruins over a ten-thousand-mile radius. Fortunately, no one had disturbed him; otherwise, encountering another powerful cultivator might have led to his downfall.

With his mana slightly recovered, Tian Xiaojian slowly stood up. Despite his tired appearance, his eyes had regained some vitality.

Next, he brushed his sleeves and released a black aura of demonic energy that swept towards the fallen late-stage Tribulation entity. Soon, he retrieved a storage bag.

Tian Xiaojian turned it over, causing a series of clinking sounds as spiritual light emerged, revealing numerous treasures before him.

The late-stage Tribulation entity indeed had considerable assets.

However, Tian Xiaojian ignored most of these items and picked up a small black jade box. Although the size was only slightly larger than his palm, its unremarkable appearance didn't deter him; instead, he showed signs of excitement on his face.

No… not just excitement but a hint of anxiety as well.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be equally surprised. What kind of treasure could have made Tian Xiaojian so concerned?

A talisman was affixed to the surface of the jade box, with golden script that stood out prominently. Legend had it that this was celestial script, which somehow found its way into the spirit realm.

The power and rarity of such a talisman were undeniable.

Tian Xiaojian recognized the value; his face lit up even more upon seeing the golden inscribed spiritual talismans.

Taking a deep breath to calm himself down, he carefully removed the spiritual talisman and opened the box.

However, in the next moment, his expression froze. His excitement turned into disappointment.

His face grew increasingly dejected as he angrily exclaimed, "Uncle, you said this Celestial Crystal Immortal must have peaches of immortality. Why did I end up doing all this for nothing?"

It was no wonder Tian Xiaojian felt frustrated.

Back then, to find the Yinyu Divine Fruit, he had risked going to the Netherworld.

But it was a futile effort; instead, he inadvertently offended the Golden Jade Corpse King and the Heavenly Fiend Bright King. He was chased relentlessly, nearly perishing several times.

On his journey to Rain桐 World, he encountered spatial storms and narrowly avoided the Dark Netherworld King, surviving by the skin of his teeth each time.

Despite all the hardships, he had nothing to show for it.

He had been unlucky enough.

Tian Xiaojian's frustration was evident. He harbored resentment towards the Demon Lord's fragment soul.

However, since they were now in a cooperative arrangement, he refrained from lashing out.

After all, Tian Xiaojian was quite deep in his composure and very patient as a cultivator.

Upon arriving at Rain桐 World, Tian Xiaojian continued to train while searching for the peach of immortality. He prepared for the future!

He had full confidence that one day he would advance to late-stage Tribulation.

With the legendary Three Divine Fruits of the cultivation world, his chances of comprehending his domain would be greatly increased.

He had been keeping a close eye on it.

But such treasures were not easily found; they were like searching for a needle in a haystack.

However, hard work paid off. Recently, Tian Xiaojian's luck led him to encounter the Celestial Crystal Immortal.

The Demon Lord's fragment soul had correctly identified that he possessed the peach of immortality.

Tian Xiaojian was naturally delighted by this news.

The only source of frustration was that the Celestial Crystal Immortal was late-stage Tribulation. Most cultivators would have given up, as provoking a powerful elder was akin to suicide.

But Tian Xiaojian wouldn't easily give in.

Peaches of immortality were his dream; what did it matter if he faced a late-stage Tribulation entity?

After meticulous preparation, he approached the Celestial Crystal Immortal. The ensuing battle saw Tian Xiaojian using all his skills and finally slaying the Celestial Crystal Immortal.

The risks involved were immense, nearly leading to his downfall.

He couldn't believe that after all this effort, there was no peach of immortality on the other side.

How could he not be angry?

Not immediately breaking ties with the Demon Lord showed good涵养 (temperament) and emotional control.

"Uncle, you said this Celestial Crystal Immortal must have peaches of immortality?"

Tian Xiaojian almost gritted his teeth as he spoke these words.

"That… back then, I was just saying that. Cultivation world matters can't be guaranteed; but Xiao Jian, believe me, I didn't mean to deceive you. This is merely an accident…"

"Accident? Because of this so-called accident, you made me deal with a late-stage Tribulation entity and nearly lost everything."

Such an explanation was unacceptable to Tian Xiaojian.

"But what do you propose? I wasn't deceiving you; lying to me would be pointless. Although we didn't find the peach of immortality, the treasure in this Celestial Crystal Immortal's possession is no less valuable than a peach of immortality."

The Demon Lord was somewhat angry and embarrassed. He hadn't intended it, but even true immortals could make mistakes, especially as just a fragment soul now.

Tian Xiaojian was too impolite; did he think his wings had grown so strong that he could command him at will?

Although he didn't want to part ways, Tian Xiaojian wasn't foolish enough to be so submissive. He hoped this would make the young man realize his place.

Indeed, upon hearing these words, a hint of surprise appeared on Tian Xiaojian's face: "Uncle, you say this treasure is as valuable as a peach of immortality? Is that true?"
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"Hmph, you and me share a common fate. We've cooperated for thousands of years; when have I ever deceived you? If you don't trust me, why do you need to pry into my affairs?"

The angry voice of the Demon Lord's Grand Commander echoed in his ears.

"Father, please calm down. I just spoke out of disappointment. You are a magnanimous person who doesn’t hold grudges against petty mistakes; there’s no need for us to quarrel."

Field Sword bowed and performed a respectful gesture, his face filled with regret as he spoke sincerely.

Of course, all this was merely acting.

It couldn't be denied that his rapid advancement owed much to the Demon Lord's Grand Commander. With significant value still in store, it wouldn’t do to break ties over such trivial matters.

Small-mindedness can ruin great plans!

Field Sword wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; he had a mature mind, both in terms of strength and intellect, rivaling Lin Xuan.

A true man can adapt and bend—lowering his head now was nothing to be ashamed of.

Seeing Field Sword submit, the Demon Lord's Grand Commander’s expression softened. He wasn't truly angry but merely needed to remind Field Sword of his place.

Mutual benefit is key; breaking ties with Field Sword wouldn’t serve him well. This old monster knew very well that it would be wise to accept the situation.

"If you know your mistake, don’t repeat it."

"Yes, thank you, Father. What exactly is this treasure?"

Field Sword picked up the jade box in front of him, revealing a fruit-sized object inside. At first glance, it resembled a jujube, but upon closer inspection, colorful light radiated from countless tiny符文 arranged like grains of rice, truly mysterious.

Disappointed earlier, he had overlooked its significance. Now, after careful examination, he could see its extraordinary nature.

Still, what exactly this treasure was remained unclear to him, so he waited eagerly for the Demon Lord's Grand Commander to explain.

"This treasure is called Xuan Tian Jujube. While it doesn’t aid in domain comprehension, its value rivals that of peaches," the Demon Lord's Grand Commander said without much hesitation.

"Oh, please elaborate."

"The origin of this Xuan Tian Jujube is unknown; legend has it that it’s a divine artifact. Consuming it can transform one into an advanced cultivator capable of withstanding a heavenly tribulation."

"What? Transform into someone who can withstand a heavenly tribulation after consuming it? Are you sure? That would make it even more precious than peaches!"

Field Sword's face showed disbelief.

"Of course, it’s not actual advancement; just temporary access to the power of an advanced cultivator. There are conditions—only a mid-stage tribulation cultivator like you can benefit from it."

"Temporary entry into an advanced stage?"

Field Sword pondered this.

"Exactly," the Demon Lord's Grand Commander nodded. "Though temporary, don’t underestimate its value; staying at that stage for a year is possible after consumption."

"What? A whole year?" Field Sword was surprised.

"Ha, you must be thinking of the benefits. With a year to refine your cultivation, given your talent, it will be effortless. This saves countless hardships," Field Sword’s face showed excitement.

Gains and losses—this Xuan Tian Jujube was worth all his efforts.

He began counting other treasures, finding more than he had expected.

Though thrilled, this was no surprise.

"Ah, what is this?"

Suddenly, Field Sword's gaze sharpened. His expression turned curious as he held an object resembling a jade pendant in his hand—slightly smaller than a palm with tiny golden inscriptions appearing on its surface.

"What…?"

Field Sword lowered his head and delved into his divine sense. Information about the Peach Banquet flooded him, causing his face to change: "This is actually an invitation."

"What? An invitation?"

"Correct, an invitation for the Peach Banquet."

"You’re saying this is a real invitation for the Peach Banquet?"

The Demon Lord's Grand Commander was stunned, his expression turning both surprised and delighted. "Cub, your luck truly shines; you might really get to taste peaches!"

"What? Peaches, Father, are you trying to fool me again?" Field Sword had been disappointed too many times; he didn’t immediately show excitement.

"Stupid boy, why would I deceive you? The Peach Banquet happens only once every thirty thousand years. Those invited are the most powerful figures in the Three Realms—countless great beings exchange information and treasures. Even the three divine fruits of cultivation might appear at the final auction."

"Really?"

Seeing his earnest tone, Field Sword couldn’t help but be skeptical.

"I wouldn't deceive you; while not every Peach Banquet has it, there’s still a significant chance…"

The Demon Lord's Grand Commander elaborated on the Peach Banquet in great detail.

"So this Rain Mist Business Alliance is truly formidable. Its business spans across the Three Realms and can gather so many top-tier cultivators to host such an event. The owner must be an outstanding cultivator, Father—do you know who he is?" Field Sword pondered aloud.

"Ha, of course I do. The founder of Rain Mist Business Alliance was no ordinary figure; have you heard of Fairy Rain Tung?"

"What? Li Yutong, the top cultivator in the Spirit Realm?"

Field Sword’s face showed shock as he realized this.

Rain Tung Fairy wasn’t exactly a household name, despite her prowess.

Indeed, the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings were renowned across the Spirit Realm. However, which six powerful figures they referred to was unclear.

Figures like Ten Thousand Serpent King, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, and Guang Han True Man were well-known, but Rain Tung Fairy’s name was less familiar.

Her strength far exceeded the other five, making her title as the top cultivator of the Spirit Realm justified. Yet, ordinary cultivators rarely heard of her name; only those at the tribulation stage knew something about her.

Field Sword had heard of her.

But Rain Tung Fairy didn’t live a reclusive life—she was actually the owner of Rain Mist Business Alliance?

It wasn’t surprising given that such a top-tier powerhouse would be necessary for the swift growth and hosting privileges of Rain Mist Business Alliance.
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"Rainbow Pine Fairy, that explains a lot. So, it's really possible that the Three Divine Fruits of the Immortal World might appear at the Peach Blossom Banquet."

Field Sword Xiao's face showed a thoughtful expression.

"Who would say no? A one hundred percent chance certainly exists, but no one dares to guarantee anything. However, according to my estimation, there is probably a small chance."

"A small chance? That's already quite extraordinary. Regardless, it’s worth trying."

"Hmm, such good fortune; Jian'ér, you must not miss this opportunity. The Peach Blossom Banquet offers countless chances. Besides the Three Divine Fruits of the Immortal World, who knows what other treasures might be there," said the Demon Lord斩钉截铁.

"Father, that's true, but with the three realms' top experts gathered here, it will be hard for me to get such a treasure even if the Three Divine Fruits appear. It’s like climbing a mountain without a ladder." Field Sword Xiao said with a worried expression.

"Humph! Difficulties? Who knows what can’t be achieved by trying. Besides, don't forget about that Xuan Tian Zhu Fruit in your hand."

"Xuan Tian Zhu Fruit?"

"Yes."

The Demon Lord's lips curled into a smug smile: "I've already told you; the Xuan Tian Pill made from this fruit has incredible effects. After consuming it, you can advance to the late-stage Transcendence Realm and maintain that state for an entire year."

"That long is enough time for me to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet."

"I know your strength well, Jian'ér. Overcoming a higher-level challenge isn't too difficult. Now, just slightly weaker in realm, becoming a late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivator would give you a fighting chance against top-tier experts from the three realms. What are you afraid of? If such good conditions aren’t enough to seek your desired treasure, Jian'ér, you disappoint me."

"Father, please calm down; I never said I was afraid. It's just that with so many powerful cultivators at the Peach Blossom Banquet, I’m a bit nervous and need some time to plan," Field Sword Xiao said.

"Hmm, that makes sense. Better safe than sorry. With one hundred years until the Peach Blossom Banquet starts, you can prepare now. If there’s anything you need from me, just ask without hesitation."

"Thank you, Father."

Field Sword Xiao was overjoyed.

...

However, Lin Xuan was unaware of this. At this moment, cultivators from the three realms were also receiving invitations from the Rainfall Alliance.

Jade Stream Valley!

Though called a valley, it was actually surrounded by towering mountains that stretched endlessly into the distance.

The妖气 in the mountain was incredibly abundant, with countless rare flowers and strange plants everywhere.

It could be considered a paradise for immortals.

Wan Jiao Wang's abode was naturally beautiful. At this moment, he was holding an jade talisman in his hands, looking at the black-robed cultivator standing respectfully before him: "The new Peach Blossom Banquet is about to start. Time flies so quickly. However, I have a lot of things going on recently; it’s hard to say if I’ll participate or not. Just tell Rainbow Pine Fairy that."

"Um..."

After hearing this, the black-robed cultivator showed a hesitant expression: "Our Fairy said that your Majesty is highly esteemed, and if you are free, please attend."

"Oh, Li Yutong says so; fine, I'll make sure to find time," Wan Jiao Wang replied.

"Thank Your Majesty. Now, let me go then."

Although he didn't get a definite commitment, such an answer was enough to report back. The black-robed cultivator bowed to Wan Jiao Wang and left the abode.

The vast hall fell silent again.

After a moment, an unexpected voice echoed: "Why, you’ve lost interest in the Peach Blossom Banquet?"

Before he could finish speaking, a beautiful young woman materialized before them.

Slim figure, exquisite features, with a faint aura of demonic energy surrounding her.

No doubt, it was Fairy Cloudy Sky, who had come to Wan Jiao Valley again.

"Humph! What’s so surprising about that? For ordinary great cultivators, the Peach Blossom Banquet is rare. But my identity is unique; I’ve attended dozens of times already. How could such a gathering interest me?"

"Then are you going or not?"

"At the time."

"If you don’t want to go, give me your invitation. With your status, even without this item, you can attend the Peach Blossom Banquet without anyone daring to stop you," Fairy Cloudy Sky said.

"Oh, Fairy, if you wish to seek a treasure at the Peach Blossom Banquet, are you not afraid of revealing yourself and becoming a target?" Wan Jiao Wang turned his head.

"You needn’t worry about that. Although my strength hasn't fully recovered, simple disguise techniques won’t be difficult for me. Even you might find it hard to recognize," Qin Yan's confident voice echoed.

"Fine, if Fairy needs this invitation, take it."

Wan Jiao Wang waved his sleeves, and the jade talisman was enveloped in a ball of spiritual light, flying towards Fairy Cloudy Sky.

...

In Rainbow Pine Realm, an unnamed mountain peak.

The scenery was picturesque. However, unlike other spirit lands, there were dense demonic energies emanating from here.

Snowflakes fell like feathers, covering everything nearby in white. Two stunningly beautiful women stood at the summit.

Ice Spirit Snake!

After all these years, two Primordial Demons still lingered here. In Ice Spirit's hand, she was playing with two jade talismans.

"Sister, Li Yutong is truly extraordinary; even with our movements hidden, she managed to send us an invitation. Should we go or not?" Ice Spirit Snake murmured.

"Go, why not? Since Li Yutong sent the invitation, if we don’t attend, it would seem weak. Plus, the Peach Blossom Banquet hasn't been held for three million years; I want to see if there are any new faces among the top experts from the three realms."

...

In the Netherworld of the Underworld.

Jade Yue's Corpse King toyed with an jade talisman in his hand. He hadn’t attended the Peach Blossom Banquet for a million years, but this time, he had some interest.

Arishura hasn't been seen; could that brat have gone to the Spirit Realm?

Prevent danger before it arises. This girl’s cultivation is swift. If she truly becomes Arishura one day, I’ll be in trouble.

...

In Nailed Dragon Realm, Penglai Immortal Island.

"Lord, why are you planning to attend this Peach Blossom Banquet?" Qianqian Fairy's face showed some hesitation. Despite his reformed nature, the affectionate Nailed Dragon True Man was famous throughout the world. Who knew if he would revert without her restraining him?

"I’m going to the Peach Blossom Banquet for an important matter, my lady," Nailed Dragon True Man said.
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"Any urgent matters to attend to?"

Qianqian Fairy Lady was not easily fooled. Although Daoist True Sage Nael Dragon's expression was serious, her eyes still held a hint of doubt.

"Do you really have such little trust in me? In your heart, am I truly so unworthy?" Nael Dragon Daoist True Sage said with a bitter smile upon seeing the scene.

"I went out this time to avoid missing the Peach Blossom Banquet. The main reason is for you."

"For you?"

"Indeed."

Nael Dragon Daoist True Sage nodded: "My lady, your talent is commendable. You are already an advanced cultivator who has passed through mid-stage Tribulation. However, when you will break through to late-stage Tribulation remains uncertain. Although advancing to late-stage mainly depends on the accumulation of power and understanding of cultivation, some divine treasures still have significant uses..."

"Such divine treasures are rare and hard to come by. Even I don't have suitable items in my possession. Considering that there won't be a better gathering than the Peach Blossom Banquet for great cultivators, with countless treasures available at auctions, you can exchange with other great cultivators during the exchange session. That's why I want to go and see it myself. If you are not comfortable, you can come along with me."

"Then that makes sense."

Qianqian Fairy Lady smiled apologetically: "It was my fault for being too petty. I misunderstood my husband. Please don't take offense."

"It doesn't matter. Family members shouldn't say such awkward words."

Nael Dragon Daoist True Sage's expression showed no concern: "You can't blame me entirely. In the end, it is because of my past indiscretions. But that was in the past. Now I only hope to stay by your side forever. As long as you haven't broken through to late-stage Tribulation, you are still bound by lifespan constraints. How could I rest easy? That's why I must attend the Peach Blossom Banquet."

...

Meanwhile, similar scenes were unfolding across the Three Realms. Invitations from Rain Mist Commerce League were distributed among various top-tier cultivators by their messengers.

It was safe to imagine that the next century’s Peach Blossom Banquet would be a gathering of great talents and powerful beings, making it highly anticipated.

However, this had little to do with Lin Xuan for now. He continued his travels. A hundred years might not seem long, but who knew what opportunities or changes lay ahead.

If he could find the treasures he needed here, he wouldn't have to compete with other great cultivators at the Peach Blossom Banquet.

Although Lin Xuan was confident in his strength, there were countless powerful cultivators at the Peach Blossom Banquet. Even if suitable treasures appeared, it would be extremely difficult for him to obtain them.

Nevertheless, Lin Xuan did not back down. While traveling, he began preparing for the Peach Blossom Banquet.

Firstly, exchanging crystal stones.

The Peach Blossom Banquet had two parts: an auction hosted by Rain Mist Commerce League and exchanges among great cultivators.

While the latter was straightforward barter, the former required a massive amount of crystal stones.

Participants were mid-to-late-stage Tribulation Passers. Ordinary crystal stones would be useless to them. Only top-grade crystal stones were suitable.

Despite the vastness of the Spirit Realm and the abundant resources in Rain Pine World, exchanging top-grade crystal stones was not easy.

Lin Xuan traveled through countless markets, auctioning off items he didn't need to gather many top-grade crystal stones.

However, money attracts attention. Lin Xuan's frequent visits to major markets and his large-scale exchanges of crystal stones naturally caught the interest of some people.

This was partly due to the cultivation technique he practiced. The Black Moon Celestial Witch Art had a return-to-nature effect, making it hard for ordinary people to determine his true cultivation stage.

Those with ill intentions felt Lin Xuan might be troublesome but dismissed their concerns because of his vast wealth.

Money talks and so does power.

...

One afternoon ten years later, the sky was darkening as if it would rain soon. It was an unremarkable wilderness mountain, surrounded by desolate scenery.

Suddenly, a streak of light pierced through the sky, crossing over a hundred miles in an instant. Behind this light, two beams—gray and black—raced after it.

Without warning, the leading beam stopped abruptly.

The light faded to reveal a plain-looking young man.

Lin Xuan!

The situation was sudden. The trailing gray and black lights made no preparations before hesitating slightly as they descended.

Two cultivators emerged: one tall and bald with bare feet, clearly someone of great power; the other an old woman with white hair, bent over and frail, looking like a gust could blow her away. She held a cane, giving off an aged appearance.

However, her eyes were clear, and the spiritual pressure she emitted was formidable. Both were mid-stage Tribulation Passers.

"Why not run away?" The bald man's cold voice echoed, his lips curling in mockery.

"Hmph, Lin Xuan has no grudge with you two today. Why would I run? Why have you been chasing me for so long?" Lin Xuan said coldly, showing no emotion on his face.

"Want to know why?"

The bald man smiled: "Why bother asking when the answer is obvious? We came here just for wealth. If you are wise, hand over all your treasures. Heaven has a benevolent heart; we will let you go. Otherwise..."

"How else?"

Lin Xuan also laughed: "For these ten years, I have been traveling through markets and exchanging crystal stones at auctions. I always felt someone was secretly watching me. If my guess is correct, it's probably you two. Why do you want to plot against me?"

"Enough talk! Hand over your top-grade crystal stones and treasures. Otherwise, you'll regret it."

The bald man's face showed impatience. Clearly, Lin Xuan's nonchalant attitude had infuriated him.

"Are you just good at empty talk?" Lin Xuan remained unperturbed.

"A shameless fellow. Since you are so reckless, stay here and meet your end."

A sinister look appeared on the bald man's face as he opened his mouth, releasing a red beam that shot towards Lin Xuan’s head.

Without hesitation, it fell upon him with force.

Since they were unwilling to hand over their treasures, there was no choice but to settle this with fists.

The guy acted decisively. However, an incredible scene unfolded next.

Facing the sharp sword light, Lin Xuan did not dodge; instead, he extended a finger.
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Fingering lightly, a thread of green light appeared. The sharp swordlight was struck with such force that it seemed to have been hit by lightning and was easily deflected.

"Impossible!"

The bald man's expression turned pale at this outcome. Although the sword wasn't his primary treasure, its power was considerable. Moreover, he hadn't held back during the ambush; his intention had been to defeat Lin Xuan in one fell swoop. How did he end up with such a result?

This young fellow before him proved far more troublesome than expected.

His face darkened as an ominous feeling arose within him. However, there was no going back once things reached this point. Whether in the cultivation world or the secular realm, there were no regrets to be had.

With thoughts racing, a cruel expression flashed across his face. He flicked his sleeves and summoned another treasure.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as brilliant flames and electric arcs danced into view. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this was a sharp-tipped treasure.

The aura it emitted was formidable indeed.

"Quickly!"

The bald man raised his right hand, pointing at the treasure. A wave of space rumbled before him, accompanied by terrifying spiritual pressure descending from the heavens. The lightning-fire cone-shaped treasure vanished in an instant.

Seeing this familiar scene, Lin Xuan's face showed no hesitation as he clenched his fists. Crackling sounds filled his ears once more.

A brilliant light burst forth from his body, like a flame. It coalesced into a thick layer of light.

The dazzling silver light flickered with countless runes constantly appearing on its surface.

What Lin Xuan was now using wasn't just a simple Qi Shield; its defensive power rivaled the very top-grade treasures.

Boom!

In the next moment, a loud explosion echoed as the lightning-fire cone-shaped treasure collided forcefully with Lin Xuan's protective barrier. Gale-force winds erupted in all directions as the storm-like waves spread wildly.

The destructive force was astonishing.

However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. The attack, though fierce, could not break through his barrier at all. A mere mid-transcendence cultivator was nothing to him now. Even if he wasn't weaker than others of his level, he certainly couldn't be considered a powerhouse; just an ordinary fellow.

Seeing the attack ineffective, the bald man's face turned hideously pale. His eyes flickered with hesitation but quickly hardened. He punched his chest fiercely.

"Bang!"

It sounded like drumming as blood gushed from his mouth and was instantly absorbed by the lightning-fire cone. A chirping sound entered Lin Xuan’s ears as the cone transformed into a giant horned bee. However, its size was beyond comprehension; it was over ten feet long with wings that buzzed so loudly they made one's heart race. It pummeled the silver barrier savagely.

But to no avail; the barrier seemed impossibly hard. Despite the cone's formidable power, even in its transformed form as a horned bee, it could not harm Lin Xuan.

A mocking smile curled at the corners of his lips.

The bald man was furious, and beside him, an elderly woman with white hair had a similarly grim expression. They both knew that Lin Xuan’s strength far exceeded their expectations; they had truly encountered a formidable enemy.

But there was no room for retreat now.

They could only fight to the death.

With thoughts racing, the old woman threw her龙头杖 out without hesitation. A brilliant light burst from her body, and she appeared anything but elderly. She waved her hands rapidly as incantations flew from her fingers. The treasure trembled before transforming into a pitch-black snake thicker than a water bucket, lunging at the barrier.

Opening its blood-stained maw, it bit ferociously. But to no avail; the barrier remained unbreakable.

The old woman and the bald man exchanged glances, seeing the shock in each other's eyes. They had no choice but to fight on.

"Go all out!"

Both reached for their waists, bright lights flashing as they summoned new treasures. Unfortunately, it was too late.

Lin Xuan wasn't a fool; he wouldn't stand there and take hits.

Seeing them so reckless, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a cold smile. Without further ado, he raised his right hand, crackling sounds filling the air. Electric arcs swirled around his arm.

Black light flickered as brilliant spiritual light burst forth.

Of course, it was Lin Xuan’s painstakingly cultivated Yin Phantom Lightning.

Though not yet fully matured, its power was already formidable.

Lin Xuan spread his fingers and a black lightning dragon shot out from his arm. Pouncing on the horned bee and the snake, it fiercely attacked them.

The bald man and the old woman's faces fell as they had to engage in battle despite their surprise. They hastily cast several incantations.

The horned bee and the giant snake abandoned the barrier and lunged at the lightning dragon.

As soon as they touched, an unbelievable scene unfolded. Lin Xuan clutched his hands, and the lightning dragon disintegrated into nothingness. In its place were streaks of dark electric arcs that flickered across a space about ten feet in diameter, enveloping both the snake and the bee.

"Uh-oh, we've been tricked."

The bald man and the old woman's expressions turned to shock as they realized their own treasures had lost their connection with them. The horned bee and giant snake's eyes became dull, and their sizes rapidly diminished.

In just a few breaths, they reverted to the lightning-fire cone and the龙头杖.

However, the brilliance of their treasures dimmed significantly. With a wave of his hand, Lin Xuan released an overwhelming suction force that took both treasures into his palm.

"You..."

They were truly desperate now; losing their primary treasures meant certain doom. In a panic, the bald man shouted as he punched Lin Xuan with all his might.

The sound of breaking air filled the air as his fierce fist collided with Lin Xuan's body. He was no lightweight; this man was actually an expert in physical cultivation techniques.
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This punch was like a thunderbolt, a lightning strike, and the power was truly formidable.

If it were another cultivator, caught off guard, they might struggle to handle it.

However, in front of Lin Xuan, this display was nothing but foolish arrogance before a master.

A sneer appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth as he did not even bother dodging. With his right hand raised, he struck with another light and effortless punch.

Though his movements were devoid of any flamboyance, they contained an awe-inspiring法则.

The Law of Force!

After centuries of refinement, Lin Xuan might not claim to have reached perfection, but his understanding of the power of laws was already quite profound.

Applied here, it naturally had a devastating effect.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in the air as the bald man's mouth spewed blood and he was sent flying.

Such an opportunity was not one Lin Xuan would miss.

With a wave of his sleeve, a buzzing sound emerged as sharp swordlight like a storm surged out. Then, space ripples suddenly appeared before vanishing into thin air.

In the next moment, Nine Palaces Momentary Sword reappeared beside the bald man.

The old monster's face was filled with shock, but Lin Xuan did not hesitate. Swordlight rained down, slicing horizontally and vertically as if attacking from all sides.

Of course, the bald man would not sit idly by.

He no longer cared about his dignity and reached out to snatch a storage pouch from around his waist.

With a flick of his hand, a bright light shone as several magical treasures flew out.

Unfortunately, they were useless.

Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was too numerous in quantity.

The attack's momentum was beyond comprehension.

Most of the magical treasures had not even had time to take effect before being ruthlessly cut down.

"No..."

The bald man's despairing cry echoed as a silver light flashed and his head was taken off.

Amidst the blood, an inch-long primordial soul appeared with a look of hatred. Then, he clutched his hands together, transforming into a streak of lightning that shot away.

"Now do you still want to escape? You are too naive."

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a sneer as he raised his right hand and traced the air before him.

As he moved, the once calm space rippled like waves on a small lake thrown by a stone, creating concentric circles of ripples.

The Law of Space!

With Lin Xuan's movement, the fleeing light suddenly stopped. The surrounding air seemed to solidify.

"Friend Zhang, save me quickly!"

The primordial soul's voice filled with fear and desperation echoed in his ears.

Unfortunately, such pleas were futile.

After witnessing what had just happened, the old woman with white hair was already too frightened to help. She focused solely on escaping herself.

She spun around as countless black mists suddenly emerged, enveloping her form into a cloud of black smoke that fled backward without caring about the fate of the bald man.

The primordial soul was naturally both terrified and angry, but Lin Xuan could not ignore it either. He had already been stretched thin, but this did not faze him at all.

With a wave of his sleeve, an ancient scroll flew out.

Nine Palaces Cavern Heaven Diagram!

A flash of light revealed a young woman stepping out from the painting.

Of course, she was Mo Yan.

"Little Butterfly, let you handle that person," Lin Xuan said casually.

He knew her strength well. Even if the opponent were a late-stage cultivator, he had faith in defeating them.

This mere mid-stage existence, already frightened to death, Little Butterfly's appearance would result in an easy capture.

There was no difficulty involved; Lin Xuan felt extremely at ease about it.

Turning his head, the primordial soul's face was filled with fear. However, it could not sit idly by and struggled against its restraints as spiritual light flickered all over its body.

Unfortunately, all of this was in vain.

Lin Xuan was a seasoned cultivator who would not let such an opportunity pass if he could still handle the situation. If he allowed the opponent to escape under these circumstances, Lin Xuan might as well buy himself a tofu and smash his head against it.

With a flash of movement, Lin Xuan arrived beside the primordial soul.

"Friend, calm down. I did not mean to fight you; everything is just a misunderstanding."

The primordial soul's face was filled with smiles, though he knew such an explanation would likely be useless. But who could know unless he tried?

"Misunderstanding? Do you think Lin某 has a problem?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in a sneer as he did not bother engaging in idle chatter.

With a wave of his sleeve, a green light enveloped the primordial soul as Lin Xuan performed a mind-reading technique.

After a cup of tea’s worth of time, flames erupted from Lin Xuan's hand and the primordial soul turned to ashes, vanishing into thin air.

"Still no收获."

Lin Xuan's face darkened. The mind-reading technique had failed; the opponent was skilled in some secret art that prevented him from reading his memories.

If he guessed correctly, those two were not the ones with ill intentions. They might be mere pawns of a powerful force.

This thought made Lin Xuan's expression even more gloomy.

Just exchanging some top-grade crystals could bring such misfortune; the conflicts in the cultivation world truly left one unprepared for anything.

Before this thought fully formed, another loud explosion echoed as Lin Xuan turned his head to see where it came from. It was the direction of the old woman with white hair who had fled.

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed but he did nothing and waited right there.

Soon, a light point appeared in the sky, initially far away but quickly approaching.

The light dimmed as a beautiful woman revealed her face.

"Little Butterfly, what happened?" Lin Xuan asked, somewhat surprised.

This girl’s strength was formidable. Even if they faced each other, he would not have full confidence in defeating her. Could it be that this mere mid-stage cultivator managed to escape from under her nose?

That seemed impossible.

"The opponent did not escape."

As though guessing what Lin Xuan was thinking, Little Butterfly's face showed a hint of depression as she pouted and said: "The guy saw he couldn't defeat me and self-destructed his primordial soul."

"Then that makes sense."

Lin Xuan had some vague guesses. His strength was considerable, even from afar, he could make out the chaos in the elemental energy to some extent.

"It's all my fault; I was too careless."

Little Butterfly's face was filled with self-blame. If it were another cultivator, they would have no choice but to accept their fate if they held a death resolve. But she was Mo Yan; such an opportunity should not have been given to her.

"Alright, everyone makes mistakes, and this is not your fault."

Lin Xuan's comforting voice echoed in his ears.

"It’s my mistake, but fortunately, I retrieved her storage pouch."

Before Little Butterfly finished speaking, a hand wave revealed a leather bag wrapped in spiritual light that flew towards Lin Xuan.

PS: It had been too long since he last exercised. Today, when he went to the supermarket to buy rice, he bought a 50-pound bag and almost couldn't lift it. He finally managed to carry it home with great effort.
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Lin Xuan reached out and took the items, slightly lowering his head. Young Lion Book Alliance

As expected, the treasures inside were of considerable value. This was also what he had anticipated; a late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivator was already one of the top existences in the cultivation world. No matter how powerful their strength might be, their wealth would certainly be substantial.

Although he hadn't fully understood the identities of the two people, such an outcome was acceptable from any angle.

"Little Butterfly, you've done well."

"There's no need for you to say so, Brother Lin. It’s just a small matter, and it is what I should do," Little Butterfly waved her hand dismissively.

"All right, there's nothing more to it. I'll head back to the Momentary Cavern Scroll first."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded his head.

Little Butterfly flashed away, reappearing inside the ancient scroll.

With matters concluded for now, Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and showed a thoughtful expression on his face.

It seemed that he needed to be more cautious in the future. If his assumptions were correct, those bald man and old woman with white hair were merely cannon fodder. Although Lin Xuan wasn’t a coward, he didn't want to clash with any mysterious forces lurking in the shadows.

With these thoughts in mind, he decided it was best not to linger here for long. He waved his hand to release a spirit boat, then dashed into the cabin.

With a slight stomp of his foot, powerful mana surged in.

Soon after, a buzzing sound filled the air as a ball of spiritual light enveloped the spirit boat, propelling it swiftly away from the scene.

...

At the same time, several thousand miles away, two people were hiding in a secret room, whispering to each other.

"Brother, we've had great success recently. We've killed many high-ranking cultivators and accumulated vast amounts of wealth," said a cold voice with evident joy.

"Humph, short-sighted fellows. What does this meager amount of treasure matter? The Peach Blossom Banquet is about to convene. Compared to the treasures we seek, these few pieces of treasure are far from enough," another voice replied, its tone coarser and tinged with disdain.

"So much treasure still isn't enough. Is that item really so exorbitantly priced?" the first voice said doubtfully.

"Humph, what do you know? At the Peach Blossom Banquet, all three realms' powerful existences will gather. This treasure is highly attractive to those top-tier beings. Those old monsters have lived for millions of years and are as wealthy as nations. Do you think a few pieces of treasure can ensure us victory?" the second voice said indifferently.

Before their words had even finished, a flash of fire entered the room—a telepathic message.

The owner of the second voice was taken aback but still retrieved it.

After slightly injecting his spiritual sense into it, he exploded with rage: "Damned, my left and right arms have actually perished."

"What? You say those two people are only slightly weaker than us. But they're late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivators. How could they easily fall in a joint attack? They didn't even escape their元婴. Could the one who struck be a realm powerhouse?" the first voice said, greatly alarmed.

"I don’t know if it was a realm powerhouse, but I won't suffer this humiliation. This grudge I must settle," the second voice said viciously, his tone filled with malice.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At this moment, he was still traveling through the Rain Pine Realm.

He went to the markets to exchange astronomical amounts of crystal stones, learning from past experiences.

This time, Lin Xuan was more cautious when exchanging crystal stones. Every time he entered a market, he would use disguise techniques, sometimes appearing as a stout old man, other times as a rugged giant, or even as a monk or hermit.

Each time he appeared in public, his image was completely different from the last.

This naturally provided excellent cover and kept him unremarkable. The mysterious force hated Lin Xuan to the core but finding him under such circumstances would be like searching for a needle in a haystack.

Moreover, with Lin Xuan now being a late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivator, breaking through the void was no big deal.

Traveling between minor realms of the Spirit Realm might as well be like eating or drinking. Knowing that he had been noticed by someone intent on finding him, Lin Xuan didn’t limit his crystal stone exchanges to just the Rain Pine Realm.

He often visited nearby minor realms as well. Not only did this make exchanging crystal stones easier and safer, but it was a two-for-one deal.

...

Time passed like a fleeting moment in cultivation; a hundred years flashed by quickly.

In these past hundred years, Lin Xuan hadn’t encountered any major troubles, nor had he found the sought-after opportunities.

Whether it was what he needed or Little Butterfly's current bottleneck, nothing had been resolved.

But this was expected. So neither of them felt disheartened over it.

Regardless, the purpose of exchanging crystal stones had been successfully achieved.

After nearly a century of hard work, Lin Xuan had traveled through various minor realms in the Spirit Realm and entered markets countless times.

He auctioned off his unnecessary treasures, converting them into premium crystal stones.

The exact number was unclear to him, but it was too many to count. However, with so much crystal stone, Lin Xuan felt more confident about the upcoming Peach Blossom Banquet. If he found what he needed at the auction, he had the confidence to compete against those top-tier old monsters.

Besides crystal stones, Lin Xuan also exchanged some items from the market—astronomical numbers of spiritual talismans.

Talismans were one of the most commonly used attack methods by cultivators. However, high-grade talismans were rare, making them ineffective against late-stage Golden Tribulation cultivators. But with enough quantity, these talismans might still have unexpected effects in critical moments.

In any case, Lin Xuan hadn’t wasted his time over the past century; he had done everything possible to prepare thoroughly.

Opportunities always favored those who were well-prepared. Could this Peach Blossom Banquet bring Lin Xuan some surprises and fulfill his wishes?

No one knew for sure, but deep down, Lin Xuan was very eager.

...

One day, while Lin Xuan was meditating on the spirit boat, a dragon-like and phoenix-like voice suddenly sounded in his ears without any warning.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes. His expression remained calm as he sighed, patting his waist.

A flash of light appeared, revealing an inch-wide jade pendant—the invitation to the Peach Blossom Banquet. The dragon-like and phoenix-like voice came from it.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward.

The jade pendant emitted a burst of spiritual light, and clear text appeared on its surface.
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The Rain桐 Realm was vast and filled with countless extraordinary individuals. The fairy cities dotted the landscape, but no one knew how many cultivators lived there. (())

Qingye City was just one of these numerous fairy cities, located in the western part of the Rain桐 Realm, spanning only ten thousand miles.

Only a million or so cultivators resided here on a permanent basis.

Though the number was considerable, most were low-ranking cultivators.

The majority were at the Foundation Establishment and Core Condensation stages. High-ranking existences did exist but were exceedingly rare to see.

Even if they occasionally passed through, most just stopped for rest and continued their journey.

This was because while Qingye City had abundant resources, its unique flowers and minerals were mostly suitable only for low-ranking cultivators. High-ranking existences rarely found anything of value here, so they seldom lingered.

However, this was a blessing in disguise. Qingye City lived in peace, making it one of the oldest fairy cities in the Spirit Realm.

Recently, however, the tranquility of Qingye City was disrupted by an old monster at the middle-stage Tribulation Transcendence realm.

Tribulation Transcendence was the pinnacle that all cultivators aspired to. Even though the Rain桐 Realm defied conventional logic, such existences were still extremely rare in proportion.

For most cultivators, these beings were figures to be admired and revered, much like seeing a dragon only from its head.

Although this old monster likely just passed through, it still excited the local young cultivators who felt they had exceptional talent. Some even wanted to seek him as a teacher.

They knew the chances of being accepted were slim, but what harm was there in trying? What if he took a fancy to them?

Even becoming an unregistered disciple would be a stroke of luck.

While such thoughts weren’t entirely wrong, they were bound to remain mere fantasies.

When they arrived at the inn, they found it empty; the old monster had vanished. Disappointment was inevitable, but only a few held such unrealistic hopes. For Qingye City as a whole, this was just a minor interlude.

Everyone assumed that things would return to normal, but no one expected what followed. Less than three days later, another unexpected guest arrived in Qingye City—this time even more bizarre: an old monster at the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence realm.

Was something wrong? Although the Rain桐 Realm was ranked first in the Spirit Realm for having many Tribulation Transcendence existences, those who reached the late stage were truly rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

Late-stage existences had already broken free from the constraints of lifespan. Each possessed powers that were unfathomable to gods and demons alike.

Their rarity meant their movements remained elusive and mysterious.

Why would such beings come to Qingye City?

Even if they just passed through, this explanation seemed too far-fetched.

The cultivators in Qingye City grew uneasy. No one dared to seek out the late-stage existence as a teacher; the thought was too grand for them.

Everyone watched with interest, knowing that high-ranking cultivators often had unpredictable temperaments. Accidentally offending such an old monster could bring disaster upon Qingye City.

Fortunately, their fears were unfounded. The unknown late-stage monster soon left, and Qingye City returned to its tranquil state.

But the peace was short-lived. In the following months, high-ranking cultivators kept appearing in Qingye City—none below the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

Was something wrong? These old monsters were hard to come by; now they seemed to be gathering here en masse.

The local cultivators of Qingye City were amazed and apprehensive. While a few might have coincidental reasons, so many late-stage existences appearing simultaneously suggested there was a reason.

Could it be that some rare treasure had appeared?

This was the most plausible explanation, but the cultivators in Qingye City could only envy such treasures from afar.

No matter how alluring the treasure was, one needed to live long enough to enjoy it.

With so many late-stage monsters arriving here, hoping to compete with them for a chance at the treasure would be as foolish as trying to pluck feathers from a tiger's head. It was sheer folly.

None dared to act on such thoughts. Even if they somehow managed to obtain something, the dangers of holding onto such wealth were well known.

Fortunately, these late-stage monsters did not bring any disasters to Qingye City; over time, everyone gradually adapted.

...

It was an ordinary morning in Qingye City when a startling flash of light appeared on the horizon. Initially distant, it moved with astonishing speed and soon arrived at the outskirts of the city, where it hovered above the ancient fairy city. Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of relief as he had traveled for two months to reach this place.

According to the invitation, the entrance to the Penglai Peach Blossom Festival was here.

Penglai was located in another space and its entrance constantly shifted. Its current location here explained why so many late-stage monsters were rushing here.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a jade talisman about the size of his palm flew out. He pointed at it with his finger.

A green light appeared and entered the middle of the jade talisman.

Then, this treasure emitted a brilliant glow, transforming into a fiery dragon that flew away.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was not alarmed but rather pleased. This must be the entrance. Without hesitation, he followed after it.

After a short while, Lin Xuan arrived at a valley.

Looking around, the entire mountain was green, but there was no sign of any beastly presence. It was just an ordinary valley.

However, the fiery dragon stopped here and transformed back into the jade talisman, hovering in mid-air.

"Could the entrance be right here?"

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of doubt. On the surface, nothing seemed amiss. Closing his eyes, he released his immensely powerful divine sense.

Yet, there was noharvest！

Lin Xuan’s expression turned slightly surprised.

He believed he had a profound understanding of spatial laws but still couldn’t find Penglai’s entrance. This was truly inconceivable.

"Rainy Mist Commercial Alliance is indeed formidable."

Lin Xuan sighed. Without the invitation, entering Penglai would have been an impossible task.

His anticipation for the Peach Blossom Festival grew even stronger.

Without further ado, he began casting spells with his hands moving like butterflies. Spell after spell was directed at the jade talisman in front of him.

PS: Please give me more recommendation votes!
第三千六百五十九章 时间之力

As he moved, the jade talisman before him emitted a flickering light. Countless fine符文, like grains of rice, burst forth from its surface, and in an instant, the surrounding area within a hundred miles dimmed.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely serious. He raised his right hand again and pointed it forward: "Quickly!"

Before he could finish speaking, a clear sound echoed through the void. The light on the jade talisman suddenly became glaring, burning like flames.

The jade talisman then vanished into nothingness, replaced by several bright light points that rapidly grew in size.

In an instant, these light points transformed into a massive object with a diameter of ten feet, and then they converged to form a strange vortex.

It was bottomless, emitting a palpable force of法则.

"This is the entrance to the Jade Pool, indeed a unique place."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he spoke aloud. If it were another cultivator facing such a situation, they would surely be filled with fear. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and peaceful.

For him, mere spatial forces held no significance.

With no trace of fear on his face, Lin Xuan stepped into the vortex before him.

The scenery in front of him blurred as if he was traversing through time and space.

It was hard to describe that feeling with words. It wasn't like breaking through the void or teleportation over great distances; it felt as though only an instant had passed yet seemed like a century.

"This is... Time Force!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The entrance to the Jade Pool combined time and space forces in a seamless manner, demonstrating a profound understanding of法则.

He was truly at the pinnacle of his comprehension, especially for such a mysterious time force.

"Brother Lin!"

Little Butterfly remained within the Momentary Heavenly Palace Scroll. She couldn't come out under these circumstances as it would be repelled by the powerful force of法则.

However, even in the scroll, Little Butterfly sensed the mystery of this Jade Pool entrance.

As they say, an outsider sees only the spectacle, while an insider sees the details.

Most cultivators might just feel a bit surprised. But Lin Xuan and Little Butterfly's feelings were vastly different—shock!

Only that word could describe it.

Lin Xuan was a highly self-assured cultivator with extensive knowledge and far greater strength than his peers.

He was so confident that he could face any ordinary late-stage existence without fear, except for the top-tier powerhouses.

Little Butterfly’s true form was the Illusory Moon Moth. The晋级 of spirit insects was notoriously difficult compared to humans or even other beasts.

Nature was fair; once a spirit insect succeeded in晋级, its strength far surpassed that of its peers.

So Little Butterfly was also very proud.

Despite the presence of many powerful figures at the Peach Banquet, they had never felt truly threatened. However, their attitudes changed subtly as both sensed a hint of fear from each other.

Their original optimism was misplaced; one could not underestimate heroes from all over the world.

Who had opened this entrance to the Jade Pool?

Lin Xuan was filled with admiration. He had never seen True Immortals and couldn't gauge their strength, but whoever had opened the entrance must have been no less powerful than an Immortal.

His expression fluctuated between confidence and unease as he continued forward.

It felt like walking through time and space.

After what seemed like a long while, a bright light suddenly appeared ahead.

Was this the exit?

Lin Xuan was elated. He took a deep breath but didn't hesitate to step forward. A sense of dizziness arose.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. As a late-stage cultivator who had weathered many trials, such discomfort was rare even when breaking through the void.

However, Lin Xuan remained calm. He clasped his hands and released a surge of法力 from his dantian, flowing through his meridians, dispelling the dizziness instantly.

A sea of clouds stretched before him.

Indeed, it was a cloud sea!

Endless in sight.

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise as he hadn't used御风术. How had he ended up in the sky?

Recalling the Jade Pool, ancient legends spoke of its location above the heavens. Could this not be mere hearsay but have some basis?

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced. His initial shock gradually subsided.

He looked around, taking in his surroundings.

A beam of light caught his eye.

It had been at the horizon just now and suddenly appeared before him.

Soon, a灵舟 materialized a few feet away.

"Welcome, esteemed senior! You have arrived at the Jade Pool. The Peach Banquet will start in a month; shall I take you to the inn for rest?"

The speaker was a beautiful woman standing on the boat. She was about twenty years old and though not stunningly beautiful, she was graceful and elegant.

"Thank you," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

He stepped onto the boat with a flash of his form.

The girl bowed gracefully as her hand shot out, casting a spell that transformed into a dazzling light beam, flying ahead.

Clouds swirled around him, and icy gales brushed past his ears. But with his strength, he was unfazed. He observed the scenery around him: pavilions, terraces, mountains, waterfalls, and even dancing immortal cranes. It was a paradise on earth that left one entranced.

Lin Xuan felt refreshed.

In half an hour, a large building appeared ahead.

The structures were neatly arranged, beautiful in their own right.

Soon, the boat arrived, the light dimmed, and it landed.

The girl bowed gracefully as her voice rang out like pearls falling into a jade dish: "Esteemed senior, this is where you can rest. You may choose any of these buildings."

"Alright," Lin Xuan nodded.

He scanned the surroundings; all the buildings were beautiful but had distinct styles. They were surrounded by colorful light barriers, and when he released his divine sense, it was repelled back.

The prohibition here was far more formidable than expected.
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Lin Xuan's face showed interest, but he didn't delve further into probing.

His gaze swept over the area, and soon a graceful pavilion came into view.

"Such an environment is nice. I'll stay here for now."

"The senior has indeed keen eyesight. Although this Fragrant Pavilion isn't the one with the most dense qi, it's definitely the quietest and most secluded. Since you've chosen to settle here, please rest well. A messenger will come to invite you in a month." The girl’s voice was as smooth as pearls rolling off a jade plate.

"This naturally poses no problem. However, from your tone, this isn't truly Peach Blossom Pool, right?"

"Your words are correct. Strictly speaking, this is just the outer area of Peach Blossom Pool. There's still some distance to the venue where the Peach Banquet will be held," the girl spoke respectfully.

"Are there many such places?"

"Yes, because each senior has a different temperament and personality. We usually only arrange for two or three people to stay in each place to avoid any unpleasant incidents."

"Oh, why is that?"

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise.

"How could you not know?" The girl's face mirrored his own.

"Is there some reason behind this? Could you explain it further?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, his interest deepening.

"If the senior wants to listen, I have no problem. This story begins a million five hundred thousand years ago..."

The corners of the girl’s lips curled into a smile. Lin Xuan's attention was fully engaged as her voice continued softly.

As she narrated, long-forgotten events gradually revealed their secrets.

It turned out that Rain Mist Business Alliance had no choice but to do this due to circumstances.

The Peach Banquet took place every three years, and from ancient times, it had been held a hundred times. Initially, the powerful cultivators who traveled far were housed together before the opening, which not only saved effort but also facilitated their interactions—making everyone happy.

However, there was always a downside. A pair of enemies happened to meet here during the Peach Banquet a million five hundred thousand years ago.

If the Peach Banquet had already opened, Rain Mist Business Alliance would have sent top-tier cultivators to guard this place. With such deep-seated enmity, they wouldn't dare act rashly even if the banquet was open.

But since the Peach Banquet hadn’t opened yet and they were just staying at an inn, a mere temporary lodging point, Rain Mist Business Alliance couldn’t afford to send powerful cultivators there.

Thus, these enemies lost their inhibitions. When enemies meet, they clash fiercely. A few words led to a fight that escalated into a group brawl among the other cultivators present.

Notable were the old monsters of the Transcending Tribulation stage. Nearly two hundred cultivators fought in pairs, creating an unprecedented spectacle where both sides went all out without holding back.

Rain Mist Business Alliance was left dumbfounded. In such circumstances, their elders had no use; they could only watch helplessly as chaos ensued.

After all, although not many, these were late-stage Transcending Tribulation cultivators. A brawl involving nearly two hundred of them would rarely occur even during a world war.

Rain Mist Business Alliance’s elders, though formidable, couldn’t intervene at this point without being reckless. Yet ignoring the situation was also impossible.

They were in a bind.

Finally, saviors appeared—three Loose Immortals and three Demon Kings arrived together.

The six powerful figures didn't need to be mentioned; their reputation in the Spirit Realm was unparalleled. Their presence resolved the crisis, turning it into nothingness.

However, this incident ensured that the Peach Banquet of that year wouldn’t have a good outcome. Although勉强opened, it ended hastily with little gain or fame compared to previous years.

Rain Mist Business Alliance was naturally furious and, after sobering up, decided not to house all the distant cultivators together before the next Peach Banquet.

After all, for Rain Mist Business Alliance’s resources, preparing more lodging points would be a mere formality.

...

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan's face showed understanding. He finally grasped the entire story: "Thank you, Fairy."

"You're too polite. It was just something I should have done," the girl spoke with utmost respect. "If there’s nothing else, I’ll take my leave now."

Lin Xuan nodded.

The girl bowed again and transformed into a streak of light, flying away.

Lin Xuan examined the building before him. The ancient event indeed seemed significant, but it was no longer relevant to him. Given his nature, he preferred quietness, and this place with few cultivators suited him perfectly.

With thoughts racing, Lin Xuan walked past the light screen in front of him.

Although this禁制had an effect on mental awareness, its defensive capabilities were negligible.

Lin Xuan ignored it and stepped inside.

The scene before his eyes was blurry. After entering the light screen, he discovered a hidden world within.

It truly felt like a self-contained realm; clouds dotted the sky above.

From the outside, this looked like just a building. But inside, there were terraces, pavilions, small mountains, waterfalls, and winding corridors—almost like a complete palace.

Even secular palaces seemed inferior in comparison.

The qi was incredibly dense.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction. Rain Mist Business Alliance had made a grand gesture with such an elegant and beautiful temporary lodging point.

But it wasn’t surprising given that these were old monsters of the Transcending Tribulation stage, who naturally had very refined living arrangements.

"Ah, the scenery here is really nice, but most of it seems to be conjured by禁制."

A melodious voice entered his ears. A flash of white light revealed Xiao Di standing beside him, and Yue Er emerged from her Pocket Universe Scroll as well.

"It doesn’t matter. We’re only staying for a short while. Xiao Di, choose which courtyard you like."

Lin Xuan smiled.

"Thank you, Brother Lin. I won't be so polite then."

Xiao Di scanned the area before flying to a courtyard filled with blooming flowers. (To be continued.)
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Lin Xuan smiled slightly and chose a quiet courtyard for himself.

Time passed like water, and moments seemed to fly by in the blink of an eye. In just a short month, it was but a fleeting moment.

One morning, Lin Xuan sat cross-legged on a mat in his room, meditating. Suddenly, a burst of firelight flew into the room without any warning.

"Senior, the Peach Blossom Banquet is about to begin. We have been sent here to welcome you."

A pleasant voice entered his ears as the firelight vanished with a snap.

It was an audio transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan did not show any surprise on his face and replied calmly, "I know."

He then stood up, calling for Moon Butterfly to return to the Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll.

Exiting the light screen, he saw a huge houseboat appear before him. Unlike the spirit boat that had brought him here earlier, this houseboat was clearly not of ordinary quality.

It was over a hundred feet long and built from extremely precious materials. Carvings adorned its exterior with intricate and ancient inscriptions.

A symphony of celestial music emanated from within the houseboat. A hundred or so armored soldiers stood guard on top of it. They were well-armed and formidable, all cultivators at the Profound Void stage.

"This must be Senior Lin, right? I am Xiao Qing, sent here to welcome you," a young woman with an enchanting voice said as she stepped out from the houseboat, bowing gracefully before Lin Xuan.

"Please don't be so formal. Thank you for your trouble."

Although Lin Xuan had advanced to the late Tribulation Transcendence stage, his demeanor remained calm and composed. Even when facing cultivators far weaker than himself, he wore a pleasant smile.

Following Xiao Qing's lead, they entered the houseboat cabin.

To his surprise, there was already someone inside—two people, one man and one woman.

The man appeared to be in his fifties, emaciated with a sickly appearance. His aura was faint and almost non-existent, giving off an impression that he could die at any moment.

He emitted no spiritual pressure, yet it didn't seem like he had used a收敛之术 (敛气 technique).

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recalled a legendary figure.

"Esteemed friend, may I ask if you are the renowned 'Immortal Void居士'?"

"Oh, do you recognize me?" The man's face showed surprise.

"You look unfamiliar. Typically, those eligible for the Peach Blossom Banquet should be powerful figures in their own right. However, I have no recollection of your appearance; could you be a recently emerged cultivator who has undergone rigorous training?"

"Rigorous training, heh, that fits me."

Seeing his mistake was acknowledged, Lin Xuan did not deny it. Humility was one of his principles.

"I am Lin Xuan," he said politely.

Indeed, Immortal Void居士 was an impressive figure.

While his cultivation stage was slightly lower than Lin Xuan's, he had a unique and commendable technique: the Void Profound Art.

This art was well-known in the Spirit Realm. Cultivators who practiced it appeared weak most of the time, as if plagued by serious illnesses.

However, this wasn't true weakness; they simply stored their essence, qi, and spirit within their dantian. Once engaged in battle, they could unleash all that had been accumulated, boosting their strength to rival late Tribulation Transcendence cultivators in a short period.

This was undoubtedly impressive, but it also had significant drawbacks—limited duration. If unable to defeat an opponent quickly, the technique would eventually fail.

While this wasn't particularly remarkable, Lin Xuan was not afraid of such a technique.

However, Immortal Void居士 did have qualities worth admiring. He had created his own cultivation art, which required both creativity and practicality.

This was something Lin Xuan could not help but respect. At their level, creating a cultivation art was easy, but making it stand out and be worthy of praise was far more challenging.

Moreover, Immortal Void居士 had even defeated late Tribulation Transcendence cultivators, regardless of whether it was by chance or luck. Regardless of the circumstances, his victory was undeniable.

From this perspective, he could indeed be considered a master.

Such individuals might not match top-tier cultivators in strength, but their experiences and wisdom were invaluable. Exchanging cultivation insights with them would likely yield significant benefits.

This was why Lin Xuan treated him with such respect.

Seeing Lin Xuan's courteous demeanor, Immortal Void居士 did not want to appear too humble either. After all, those invited by the Rain Mist Business Alliance were no weaklings. Moreover, his spiritual sense could not discern Lin Xuan's exact cultivation stage.

Although he doubted that a young cultivator would be a late Tribulation Transcendence powerhouse, he could not afford to be overly dismissive out of respect and reason.

He returned the bow: "You needn't be so formal. May I ask your esteemed name?"

"I am Lin Xuan."

"Lin Xuan..."

Immortal Void居士 repeated his name several times but still had no recollection.

This was not uncommon; although Lin Xuan had defeated many powerful opponents, the Spirit Realm's vastness made it nearly impossible for him to gain widespread fame in just a few thousand years.

References to such figures were unlikely to appear in ancient texts. Only those who lived for tens of thousands of years could have their names spread across various small realms.

But regardless, being invited to the Peach Blossom Banquet indicated he was not an ordinary figure.

This simple truth was clear to Immortal Void居士, and they conversed amiably as equals.

The entire exchange took only a short while—less than half a cup of tea. Lin Xuan then turned his head towards the woman beside him.

She wore white robes and appeared in her thirties, with a robust yet graceful figure. Her cultivation stage was also at late Tribulation Transcendence.

"I apologize for my earlier rudeness; I have not had the pleasure of knowing your name."

Lin Xuan turned to smile gently.

"Senior Lin needn't be so formal. I am Bai Cao," the woman said with a gentle smile.

"Bai Cao, you are the Fairy Bai Cao?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had felt some familiarity but could not recall her name until now.
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"How could it be, Fellow Daoist, do you know me?"

Lady Herb-Grass's face showed a hint of surprise.

"Of course not. I merely coincidentally heard about your name before."

Lin Xuan smiled slightly and spoke with no trace of surprise on his face.

"Indeed, Lady, it is an honor to meet you."

Lady Herb-Grass did not doubt him, but the other woman was unaware that Lin Xuan had actually lied. In fact, he was concealing part of the truth.

It was true that Lady Herb-Grass had never met Lin Xuan in person. However, her name was far from just a coincidence. If one delved into their history, they were indeed connected by a significant bond.

Both Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan came from the Herb-Grass Sect, while this Lady Herb-Grass was, as the name suggested, the founding ancestor of the sect.

The former Herb-Grass Sect had once been at its peak but had since declined. The passage of time had made it a distant memory for Lin Xuan, who did not bring up these past events to Lady Herb-Grass. It would only cause unnecessary complications.

As they say, better to avoid trouble than seek it out. Lin Xuan's approach was pragmatic.

To be honest, Lady Herb-Grass also harbored some doubts but, despite her intelligence and wit, she could not guess the complex history between them.

Regardless, Lin Xuan had no ill intentions towards her. As a mid-stage Tribulation Transcender, Lady Herb-Grass trusted in her own discernment. Although she was puzzled, it did not trouble her much.

In such a short time, they naturally exchanged no cultivation insights but instead shared some strange tales from the world of cultivation, which left them chatting merrily.

...

Time passed quickly, and the speed of the spirit boat was swift indeed. In an instant, thousands of miles had been traversed. Half an hour later, a vast sea of clouds appeared before their eyes.

Though they had been traveling through cloud layers earlier, this new expanse of clouds was markedly different. White clouds dotted the sky, each composed of extraordinarily pure primordial energy.

As they ventured further, the color of the clouds gradually deepened into a rainbow hue, filled with an aura of mystery.

Lin Xuan's eyes were sharp; he instantly recognized that these clouds were arranged according to the five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth. Although seemingly chaotic, they harmonized perfectly with the laws of nature.

If his assessment was correct, this was none other than the legendary Five Elements Immortal Demons Suppression Array.

The name might seem mundane, but it originated from ancient times and was one of the most renowned prohibitions in history. Its power was unparalleled; even mid-stage Tribulation Transcenders could be at risk if trapped within.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance had truly made a grand gesture.

Lin Xuan felt a chill run down his spine as he gazed upon the clouds. Although the array was not activated, the spirit boat could still pass freely. However, its presence served as a deterrent; even powerful mid-stage Tribulation Transcenders would hesitate to act rashly here.

The expressions of Tianxu Sage and Lady Herb-Grass were similar. Their conversation had noticeably decreased.

After nearly a cup of tea's time, the spirit boat finally emerged from the cloud sea.

Before them, the scene opened up dramatically. A massive mountain peak hovered above the sky.

Since Lin Xuan embarked on his cultivation path, countless coincidences and adventures had occurred. He had visited all three worlds, but he had never seen a mountain of such magnitude before. Even the old Penglai Mountain paled in comparison.

In essence, this mountain was at least over a million zhang high, giving it an ethereal appearance as if it had pierced through the heavens and extended to the ninth heaven.

White clouds enveloped the entire peak, creating a majestic atmosphere. From afar, the view was lush with vibrant greenery and dense vegetation.

The most astonishing part was that the mountain's surface was not covered by ordinary flora but mostly by immortal herbs and fruits, their fragrance captivating.

Although these fruits were of modest quality for mid-stage Tribulation Transcenders, their sheer abundance was impressive.

On the mountain's slopes, there were also numerous pavilions and terraces built into the mountainside. The air was filled with primordial energy, adding a touch of ethereal beauty that left one refreshed.

Occasionally, streaks of lightning could be seen in the distance—spirit boats, flying chariots, and various transport tools lined up everywhere.

And those seated inside were all mid-to-late stage Tribulation Transcenders. In other words, they too had come to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet.

Strangely, there was no guard patrolling. However, Lin Xuan soon realized that this was expected. Anyone who could reach here must have seen the Five Elements Immortal Demons Suppression Array. Who would dare act rashly in such a place?

After half an hour with no hindrance, they finally approached the summit of the mountain.

Technically speaking, it was the top, but its vast area and numerousjade pavilions and jade palaces-like buildings made it seem like an earthly paradise. Primordial energy wafted around, making the scene appear otherworldly.

Boom!

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed in their ears.

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

Since the incident 1.5 million years ago, shouldn't fighting be strictly prohibited at the Peach Blossom Banquet?

Who dared to defy Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's dignity by initiating such a challenge here?

Unlike Lin Xuan's astonishment, Tianxu Sage's expression revealed excitement: "How fascinating! Just as we arrived, someone is holding a life-and-death battle."

"What is a life-and-death battle?" Lin Xuan showed curiosity.

"Excuse me, Fellow Daoist. I forgot you're new to the Peach Blossom Banquet," Tianxu Sage's face first showed surprise before understanding: "Here’s how it works..."

As he narrated, Lin Xuan finally understood the entire situation.

After 1.5 million years of change, Rain Mist Commercial Alliance had indeed taken many measures to prevent such incidents from recurring at future Peach Blossom Banquets.

However, those attending were all top-tier powerhouses in the Three Realms—mid-stage Tribulation Transcenders at minimum. Each was proud and haughty.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance was formidable, but forcing them to submit would be difficult, possibly even counterproductive.

Thus, weighing their options, Rain Mist Commercial Alliance had to make a concession.

If guests truly had grudges and could not wait to settle matters here, they were required to follow the rules of Rain Mist Commercial Alliance.
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"According to the rules of Rain Mist Business Alliance, what is that?" Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

"It's simple. You can't just start fighting; instead, you should invite elders from the business alliance as judges. Both parties sign a life-and-death contract and then fight at a prearranged location."

"Both parties must agree. If one party is unwilling to engage in battle, the other cannot initiate combat... Otherwise, the business alliance will not sit idly by..."

The voice of Fairy Rain Mist entered his ears. It seemed she was well-versed in the rules of the Peach Blossom Assembly.

"So that's how it works."

A look of understanding appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

With Rain Mist Business Alliance supervising, there would be no worries about any unexpected incidents.

"Enemies meeting each other, seeing red?"

Sure, as long as both parties agree, no one will stop them.

But if one party is unwilling to engage in battle, the other cannot start a fight on the territory of Rain Mist Business Alliance.

Once they sign the life-and-death contract, they must face their fates. Neither side's friends and family can interfere.

Such arrangements were beneficial for everyone. However, such battles rarely occurred during the Peach Blossom Assembly.

Firstly, who would be so careless with their lives that they wouldn't spare them when entering the Tribulation Stage?

It was either you or me; there was no room for grudges unless one had a death wish.

Secondly, signing a life-and-death contract meant it was an all-or-nothing battle. There would be no chance to escape. Without full confidence, who would agree to such a fight?

If the two parties were vastly different in strength, the stronger party might be eager to extract and refine their opponent's soul. But for the weaker side, they could simply ignore them. As long as one refused, Rain Mist Business Alliance would have no choice but to respect that.

It was foolish to throw oneself against a rock.

Unless both parties were evenly matched and deeply hated each other, such battles were rare.

Both Fairy Rain Mist and Master Voidy had participated in the Peach Blossom Assembly several times. However, they only heard about life-and-death battles; none of them had ever witnessed one firsthand.

This time was an eye-opener for all.

Both faces showed excitement.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan felt relieved as he understood the situation.

He had advanced rapidly, but along the way, he had offended many powerful cultivators, such as the Ice Soul Serpent.

As a true demon progenitor, Fairy Rain Mist and Master Voidy were unlikely to miss the Peach Blossom Assembly.

A life-and-death battle required both parties' agreement. That condition was too good for words. He just needed to ignore the two girls' taunts, and they would have no choice but to respect him.

Lin Xuan had initially worried about encountering enemies at the Peach Blossom Assembly, but now he felt that worry was unnecessary.

Rain Mist Business Alliance had considered everything meticulously as organizers of the assembly.

With this in mind, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

At that moment, Master Voidy's voice sounded weakly: "Friend Daoist Lin, Fairy Rain Mist. If you don't mind, would you like to watch this battle?"

"Oh, can we go and observe?" Lin Xuan turned around.

"Of course, the business alliance allows all powerful cultivators to come and watch. However, no one is allowed to interfere. Anyone who dares to intervene during the battle will be considered a provocation. Even if you are a hero, it's unlikely you'll leave this place alive," Master Voidy sounded quite alert.

"Haha, I know that much. How could I possibly offend Rain Mist Business Alliance?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"Thank you for reminding me, Daoist Voidy. I have no objections; let's go and watch."

Fairy Rain Mist nodded in agreement.

They weren't just there to watch the spectacle; a battle at this level was rare even for them.

Receiving an invitation from Rain Mist Business Alliance meant their abilities were undoubtedly extraordinary, even if they fell short of his own. Such opportunities should not be missed.

The other two agreed without hesitation, and Master Voidy instructed one of the maids to steer the boat towards the vortex. With a loud noise, the boat entered it.

Soon, they arrived at the exit. The area in front was brightly lit, revealing a vast open space.

In the middle stood grand buildings that looked like an arena.

The boat quickly flew over and landed above the arena. Indeed, there were tiered stands around, with a spacious circular field below, about ten thousand feet in diameter, offering an expansive view.

The rumbling sounds came from within.

"Not bad," the three tribulation realm existences, including Lin Xuan, disembarked, each displaying their abilities and emitting dazzling light as they took their seats on the tiered stands.

There were only a few cultivators sitting sparsely on the stands—about twenty in total. Their presence was insignificant compared to the vastness of the stands.

However, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; all twenty were tribulation realm cultivators.

Two of them had faint but detectable spiritual pressure, likely late-stage tribulation cultivators. A few others exuded peculiar auras, suggesting their abilities were also formidable.

The spirit world was indeed full of hidden talents.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Fortunately, he didn't know any of these people, so there was no need to worry about any past grievances.

Their arrival naturally caught the attention of the cultivators, but they quickly returned their focus to the battle.

Lin Xuan did the same. He noticed several Rain Mist Business Alliance cultivators dressed in service attire around the arena—two men and two women, all exuding an extraordinary aura.

They were peak mid-stage tribulation realm cultivators, no doubt elders from the business alliance stationed here.

Surrounding the arena was a golden and silver light curtain, with numerous large-sized runes erupting on its surface, making it seem incredibly mysterious.

Lin Xuan didn't know what kind of array this was, but it could clearly block attacks from tribulation realm existences. His eyes narrowed as he looked towards the center of the light curtain, only to widen in surprise.

"Senior Sister Ruyan, how did she end up here?"
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In an instant, Lin Xuan felt a bit dazed and almost thought he had mistaken someone.

Dream Ruyan!

Lin Xuan never dreamed that he would meet his old friend here again.

Ruyan Fairy was indeed very formidable in the former Heavenly Cloud Twelve Provinces, known as the first female cultivator in the human world. However, in the Spirit Realm, it was a completely different story. Thousands of years ago, she had only reached the mid-Bound stage and together with him, they ascended to the Spirit Realm via the teleportation array on Penglai Mountain. But unexpectedly, they split up, and for over a thousand years, they never met again.

Ruyan Fairy once swore brotherhood with him. Lin Xuan was not an unfeeling cultivator; he had indeed thought of searching for her whereabouts. However, the Spirit Realm was vast, with hundreds of different planes. Without any clues, it was even harder than fishing for a needle in the sea. Moreover, the Spirit Realm was rife with danger, and Ruyan Fairy did not have the protection of a powerful cultivator like Wangting Tower. A mid-Bound stage cultivator might be extraordinary in the human world but was insignificant in the Spirit Realm.

If his luck had been slightly worse, he would have perished without any surprise. Of course, this was just from the worst-case scenario. Compared to native-born cultivators of the Spirit Realm, those who ascended were naturally more exceptional. Ruyan Fairy probably still lived well, but it was uncertain where she might be.

Finding someone was too daunting a task for Lin Xuan, and he had even thought that one day they would meet by chance again. However, this should not have happened in the current situation.

The Peach Blossom Banquet was no trivial matter; those who received invitations were usually old monsters at mid-Transcendence stage. Lin Xuan did not undervalue Ruyan Fairy, but a mere few thousand years of cultivation to reach this level was too arduous.

Indeed, he had succeeded, but the journey was fraught with countless difficulties and twists. Countless strange events occurred, but crucially, the Blue Star Seatripod cauldronprovided immense assistance.

Little Sword also managed it. But that boy was never one to be judged by ordinary standards. Among the three realms, few could achieve such a stage in mere ten thousand years.

Ruyan's sister's talent was undoubtedly impressive, but to say she could shake the ancient world was perhaps too much. Had he made a mistake? Was this not Ruyan Fairy?

Lin Xuan felt a sense of dizziness. His mind raced as his eyes widened sharply. A strange light flashed in his pupils.

Lin Xuan had actually summoned the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Everything before him became clearer.

Ruyan Fairy was breathtakingly beautiful, with an ethereal and refined appearance. Although a thousand years had passed, her features matched his memories exactly.

Sure enough, it was this woman. Lin Xuan was one hundred percent certain he did not make a mistake. His eyes showed surprise; Ruyan's sister had advanced to mid-Transcendence stage. This was almost miraculous.

After the initial shock, joy took over. Regardless of anything else, reuniting with Ruyan Fairy filled him with genuine happiness.

However, just as this thought flashed through his mind, a loud rumbling sound pulled Lin Xuan back to reality.

Ruyan Fairy's situation was dire. Appearing at the Peach Blossom Banquet was one thing, but why would she be engaged in combat here? Moreover, it wasn't like ordinary contests where either you or your opponent died. The outcome of this fight was destined to have someone perish.

Recognizing this, how could Lin Xuan not care?

Ruyan Fairy's current strength was commendable, but her opponent seemed much stronger.

That was a withered-looking cultivator, his hair as white as grass, reaching down to his waist. Wearing animal skin, he looked hideous with triangular eyes and a puffy nose. However, the spiritual energyfluctuationemanating from him was extraordinary; this was clearly an old monster at the peak of mid-Transcendence stage.

Histreasure法 toolwas peculiar too, looking like a venomous snake at first glance but not truly one, crafted from some unknown material.

Cunning and deadly, its power was formidable.

As for Ruyan Fairy, she had summoned a green sword.

Snowfall Sword Blade, Lin Xuan found it very familiar. When Ruyan Fairy was in the human world, this was herlife treasure.

Of course, times change, and now this divine sword must have been re-cultivated; its power compared to before was incomparable. After all, Ruyan Fairy herself had reached mid-Transcendence stage.

Though their realms were similar, she was still outmatched by the strange man.

Drops of sweat as big as beans covered Ruyan Fairy's forehead, indicating that she had already exerted her utmost effort. However, it was still a struggle to hold back, and with time, she became increasingly unable to resist.

The outcome was clear; defeat seemed inevitable. Lin Xuan felt great anxiety. The voice of Heavenly Void Scholar echoed in his ears: "Who is this girl? How did she offend the Thunder Snake Venerable? This old monster's strength far exceeds that of other peers. Even me, I dare not easily offend him. This girl really has a death wish; daring to engage in life-and-death combat with such an opponent is like playing with one’s own life."

"Thunder Snake Venerable, friend, do you know this person?"

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw no expression on his face despite the intense anxiety inside. After a thousand years of tempering, he could hide his emotions well.

"How so? Lin Brother has never heard of this guy? Well, it’s understandable; Lin Brother is a hardworking cultivator who rarely interacts with the outside world. Although Thunder Snake Venerable's fame is extraordinary, he isn’t from our Rain Pine Realm, and it’s normal for you not to have heard of him."

Healer Void Scholar was taken aback before explaining clearly.

"Oh, not from our Rain Pine Realm? Could this guy be from one of the smaller planes?"

"Friend, your words are correct. This cultivator is from the Ten Thousand Demons Realm."

"The Ten Thousand Demons Realm?"

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as a serious expression appeared on his face. It was well known that in both the human and Spirit Realms, humans and demons coexisted. For instance, the top figures in the Spirit Realm were three scattered immortals from the human race and three demon kings from the demon race.

While their strengths were comparable, overall, humans still had a slight edge.

However, not every small plane was like that. In fact, the Ten Thousand Demons Realm, as its name suggested, was predominantly inhabited by demons with weak human forces. Those who survived there were usually brave and combative, far more powerful than their peers.

Thunder Snake Venerable came from such a place? This was quite troublesome.

Before Lin Xuan could fully process this thought, a loud crackling sound filled his ears. He turned around to see lightning flashing, and Ruyan Fairy's situation had become perilous.
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Lin Xuan's expression was dark, as if Fairy Yan was facing a huge crisis. Emotionally and logically, he had no reason to stand idly by.

To begin with, back when they were in the mortal realm, Dream Yan had helped him many times. Just considering their sworn sisterhood, Lin Xuan couldn't remain indifferent.

Lin Xuan's nature was to be clear about his grudges and favors.

The path of immortality was arduous, never lacking for those who were cold-hearted and unfeeling among cultivators. But Lin Xuan certainly wasn't that kind of person.

They say an older sister is like a mother; how could Lin Xuan ignore the crisis facing Fairy Yan?

If it had been in another situation, he would have hesitated not at all. Sovereign Rensha, even with his fame, was merely a mid-transmigration cultivator. Today's Lin Xuan wasn't what he used to be; such an existence wouldn't be completely indifferent, but they certainly wouldn't take him too seriously.

However, while Sovereign Rensha could disregard it, the Rain Mist Business Alliance couldn't afford to ignore it.

Although it wasn't a sect or family, its power was far beyond ordinary people's imagination. Otherwise, how could such a grand event be held in the Three Realms?

The Peach Banquet, where powerful cultivators gathered like raindrops. The Rain Mist Business Alliance managed to gather so many top-notch experts; this alone proved their strength.

Throughout his journey, he didn't see too many business alliance cultivators, but the Five Elements Vengeful Demons Formation left Lin Xuan uneasy.

Since a million five hundred thousand years ago when the Peach Banquet went awry and private duels were prohibited, it had always been Rain Mist Business Alliance's principle. This is why there was the concept of life-and-death contracts.

Lin Xuan didn't know what Fairy Yan had encountered or why she fought against Sovereign Rensha. But a life-or-death battle required both parties' consent. In other words, their duel was supervised and protected by Rain Mist Business Alliance.

As an observer, he naturally wouldn't face any problems. However, if he offered help, the opponent would no longer be just Sovereign Rensha; it could be said that he was making enemies with the entire Rain Mist Business Alliance.

This wasn't idle talk. Transmigration period experts were all proud and arrogant. Those who participated in the Peach Banquet were among the strongest. If Rain Mist Business Alliance didn't take some severe measures, how could these stubborn old monsters submit?

After all, the cultivation world was one where strength reigned supreme.

A million five hundred thousand years ago, such an incident occurred at the Peach Banquet. After sobering up, Rain Mist Business Alliance established the life-and-death battle rule. But initially, those old monsters didn't follow it.

One shouldn’t think that just because they were in the transmigration period, their words would always count. A promise was worth a thousand pieces of gold based on strength. The cultivation world followed the law of the jungle. Transmigration period experts were all used to giving orders; who doesn't have friends and relatives?

Life-and-death battles allowed for intervention when one party was at a disadvantage. At first, some people did just that. This person was an advanced-stage transmigration cultivator.

Although he knew Rain Mist Business Alliance wasn’t trivial, he didn’t think they would turn against him over such a small matter.

Unfortunately, his thoughts were too naive.

Once the rules were set, they had to be followed. Not only did Rain Mist Business Alliance turn against him but it was an all-or-nothing situation.

This advanced-stage transmigration cultivator paid a terrible price for his actions—his demise!

Of course, Rain Mist Business Alliance wasn’t without any cost either; an advanced-stage transmigration cultivator’s desperate struggle was terrifying. Two elders of the business alliance perished, but this also showed how determined Rain Mist Business Alliance was.

Once they said something, they would do it, and no top-tier powerhouse could ignore the rules of the business alliance. It wasn’t wrong to say that they were using a scarecrow to teach others a lesson.

But regardless, after this incident, Rain Mist Business Alliance received satisfactory results. The Peach Banquet hadn't seen any mishaps in subsequent years. Life-and-death battles followed voluntary principles; if you didn’t want it, no one could force you. Guests were welcome, and the business alliance naturally took responsibility for your safety.

At least, no one dared to bother you at the Peach Banquet. However, once you agreed and signed a life-and-death contract, whether you lived or died was up to your own abilities.

One had to take responsibility for their actions.

Once the duel began, don’t expect external help.

Life and death are predetermined; wealth is in heaven’s hands.

Lin Xuan understood these principles. He had already consulted Immortal Void Sage and Fairy Bai Cao earlier.

But what did knowing matter?

Could he just stand by and watch?

While it was Yan's choice to engage in a life-and-death battle, could his brother just watch her die?

Because of Rain Mist Business Alliance’s retaliation, should he ignore the situation?

Lin Xuan's mind was torn. His fists were almost bleeding.

What should he do?

He didn't know.

He didn’t want to miss out on the Peach Banquet or engage in armed conflict with Rain Mist Business Alliance, but...

Lin Xuan had long been accustomed to not showing his emotions, but at this moment, his eyes were red.

Boom!

A loud noise reached his ears as Dream Yan's Sword of Snowfall was knocked away. Cracks appeared on the sword’s surface.

Sovereign Rensha's strength truly wasn’t trivial; after several rounds, it had actually damaged Yan's life-providing treasure.

Puff...

Dream Yan's face turned pale, and a blood-streaked spurt came from her mouth.

This life-providing treasure she had been cultivating for nearly ten thousand years. Once damaged, the mental strain would inevitably result in severe physical injuries.

Her mana was now frozen; for a while, it couldn't be redirected smoothly.

Heh...

A hoarse and unpleasant laugh entered his ears as Sovereign Rensha's face was filled with ferocity. He wouldn’t let such an opportunity pass.

He had no sympathy or affection; Yan and he had a deep-seated enmity. Although this woman’s strength was far inferior to his, letting her live would always be a potential threat.

Danger must be eradicated at its root. Fairy Yan must die.

With these thoughts in mind, he flipped his hand, and a short, black axe appeared in his palm. The surface of the axe was covered with faded inscriptions, and on the handle, there was a vividly carved ghost face, indicating that it wasn’t an ordinary treasure; its power was undoubtedly formidable.

Sovereign Rensha then swung his right hand without hesitation, summoning this divine artifact.

A black light flashed as the axe swelled in size with the wind, instantly transforming into over ten meters long. The blade surface emitted fierce light, viciously chopping towards Dream Yan's direction.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan’s expression changed drastically. This blow would likely destroy Yan's body even if she didn’t perish.

At this critical moment, Lin Xuan couldn't remain indifferent.

In the end, Lin Xuan was still an emotional person; he could weigh pros and cons when facing crises, but when his family faced danger, Lin Xuan wouldn’t consider any benefits or losses.
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He didn't want to offend the Rain Mist Business Alliance, but at this moment, Lin Xuan had already set aside the consequences of interfering in the life-and-death battle.

No matter what, Lin Xuan couldn’t just watch as Fairy Yuyan fell.

Regardless of the consequences, he decided to save her first.

With his mind made up, a brilliant green light enveloped Lin Xuan's entire body. He flew like a bolt of lightning towards the open ground ahead.

"Stop!"

"What do you want?"

"The life-and-death battle is determined by fate; outsiders are not allowed to interfere."

"Do you think we Rain Mist Business Alliance are so lowly that you can disregard our rules?"

...

Shouts filled his ears as the four elders from the Rain Mist Business Alliance arrived, blocking his path.

Their voices were full of threat.

For how many years had the Rain Mist Business Alliance's rules never been challenged?

This young man with a familiar face thought he could act recklessly just because he was qualified to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet?

How naive!

"Quickly leave. I’ll overlook this as your first offense, but if you don’t repent, you’ll pay for it."

The speaker was an elder dressed in black robes, his gaze sweeping over Lin Xuan with a clear contempt.

Though those who were qualified to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet weren't weak, Lin Xuan's appearance and demeanor were unremarkable. He even wondered if he had received the wrong invitation; thus, he showed no respect for him.

But how Lin Xuan treated him didn’t matter. Yuyan’s situation was perilous, and he couldn’t afford to waste time here.

And right now, that elder blocked his path.

"Get out of my way!"

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve.

"What?"

The elder in black robes was suddenly furious.

This young man really had no sense of danger. Did he think I was being kind by warning him?

It seemed like it was time to teach him a lesson.

But before the thought could fully form, a burst of spiritual light appeared before his eyes. A thin sword, like a cicada's wing, appeared in his vision, carrying an aura of destruction as it slashed towards him.

Nine Palaces Instantly!

Seeing Yuyan’s life hanging by a thread, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to hold back. He immediately used his own divine treasure, unleashing a powerful strike that left everyone speechless.

...

A true expert's first move reveals their skill.

Lin Xuan’s sudden action stunned the Virtuous Sky Hermit and Fairy Herb. The elder in front of him was even more dumbfounded.

His disdain quickly turned to fear as he felt his life hanging by a thread.

This unremarkable young man was actually a top-grade powerhouse.

The poor elder regretted it bitterly, but there was no time to dodge now.

With desperate urgency, he threw out the storage bag on his waist.

A flash of white light and a series of clinking sounds filled the air as several divine treasures flew out from the storage bag. Some turned into streaks of dazzling light while others emitted spiritual light, circling around him in unpredictable patterns.

Among them was an jadeas desiredthat immediately began emitting spiritual light, causing nearby primordial energy to tremble. Clearly, it wasn’t a common treasure.

This old monster’s wealth was indeed impressive.

Next, he moved his hands like butterflies, weaving together the light emitted by these treasures into a thick barrier.

With so many divine treasures at work simultaneously, its defensive power was formidable.

But his face still showed signs of tension.

In the next moment, spiritual light blazed as Nine Palaces Instantly struck.

Sizzle...

Like a piece of cloth being torn, that powerful barrier barely lasted an instant before disintegrating completely.

It wasn’t like it was made of paper, but it didn’t really serve any blocking purpose either.

The elder in black robes’ face showed shock.

"My life is over!"

He even closed his eyes in despair, not out of cowardice, but because he couldn’t believe he lost so quickly. There was no time left to react.

What else could he do besides wait for death?

His reluctance was useless; after all, the cultivation world valued strength above all.

Just that he died too clumsily.

The thought of it was even a bit comical.

But this fleeting thought was quickly dispelled as pain didn’t spread.

No, there were some sensations of pain, but they were much milder than expected.

He felt something glide past his face.

...

A hair's breadth difference. Could the divine sword not have aimed at him?

The elder was both shocked and delighted.

At the same time, he felt a deep fear.

His own abilities were clear to him; one strike could tear through his defenses. This wasn’t just any ordinary powerhouse; it was almost certainly an old monster who had survived a tribulation.

Worse yet, the timing and angle of the attack were perfect. At such close range with such a powerful attack, leaving only a minor wound on his face indicated that he had mastered force to a masterful degree.

Details make the difference.

At their level, mastering details could reveal more about one’s true strength.

...

The entire process seemed complex but took mere moments.

While the elder in black robes rejoiced at surviving, Lin Xuan's divine sword continued its relentless advance.

It soon encountered the barrier.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what kind of restriction this was, but given that it was set here, its defensive power must be formidable. Otherwise, it would have been destroyed by an old monster’s battle long ago.

He knew this much, but at such a moment, he couldn’t afford to think about it. He took a deep breath and poured more magical energy into the divine sword in front of him.

A flash of spiritual light appeared as the divine sword vanished, replaced by a bright sword thread emerging.

Lin Xuan had unleashed his secret technique to transform the sword into a thread.

This ability could greatly enhance the power of the divine sword.

Zing...

The sound of breaking air filled his ears. The next result was exactly what Lin Xuan wanted—the golden and silver light barrier became blurry, and the sword thread passed through unobstructed.

The timing and angle were perfect, splitting that dark axe into two pieces in one fell swoop.

Venerable Thunder Snake was both shocked and angry. Even those observing the battle from a distance were stunned.

Everyone knew the rules of the Rain Mist Business Alliance. They never expected someone so reckless today would dare to interfere with the life-and-death battle.

Didn’t he fear making enemies with the Rain Mist Business Alliance?

After all, it was a formidable entity; no one truly knew its power.

And destroying a life-and-death battle was deeply hated. There was no room for compromise—only death or survival.

This young man had a face that didn’t match his boldness.
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The entire process seemed complex, but in reality, it took Lin Xuan no more than an instant to repel the Robe Elder and break through theprohibition to save Lady Ruyan.

With a swift move, everyone was left speechless by Lin Xuan's formidable prowess. A true master would reveal their mettle with just one move. Although there wasn't any powerful spiritual pressure emanating from Lin Xuan, all present were seasoned cultivators who could easily sense his non-trivial status—likely an advanced-stage Immortal Tribulation survivor.

Amazement, confusion, excitement, admiration… a myriad of emotions flowed through their eyes. But the predominant feeling was mockery.

Daring to disregard the rules of the Rain Mist Business Alliance, there would surely be a show ahead.

The Thunder Serpent Sovereign turned his head as well.

"Who are you? Why do you oppose me? Don't you know the rules of this life-and-death battle?"

His voice was filled with venom. Electric sparks danced around him, but Lin Xuan's previous sword strike had been too shocking for immediate retaliation. The Rain Mist Business Alliance would not ignore such an affront; this formidable opponent didn’t need his effort to deal with.

To save face, the business alliance would step in to resolve the issue without a fight—best of all.

So, he merely needed to watch and wait as the young man was eliminated.

But could things really be that simple?

Indeed, Lin Xuan had now put himself in a difficult position. The situation had escalated beyond his initial intentions. Regret was futile; besides, he hadn’t regretted saving Lady Ruyan from danger.

The Rain Mist Business Alliance was an enemy for sure. Whether or not he could still participate in the Peach Banquet was uncertain.

With no chance of reconciliation, he might as well make a bigger impact.

Lin Xuan was a protective cultivator.

Although he didn't know what grudge Lady Ruyan and the Thunder Serpent Sovereign had against each other, he wouldn’t be lenient with her enemy.

The Rain Mist Business Alliance’s enforcement elder would likely come here soon. This fellow would probably take advantage of the situation to oppose him as well.

Rather than face this later, it was better to settle matters now.

With a sudden surge of murderous intent, Lin Xuan clenched his fists and heard a series of crackling sounds. He then raised his right hand, fingers spread wide, with electric arcs swirling around them. Five differently colored sword qi shot out from the gaps between his fingers.

Earth, Metal, Water, Fire, Wood!

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword originally contained elements of the five elements. With all five elements now released, they complemented and counteracted each other to achieve a decisive effect. After all, he couldn't afford any more delays; this Thunder Serpent Sovereign was no ordinary cultivator.

In an instant, the Thunder Serpent Sovereign's eyes widened in shock. He never imagined someone would dare be so brazen.

Having already offended the Rain Mist Business Alliance, to treat him as if he didn’t exist… could he really not fear his soul and body being scattered here?

Unbelievable!

But this thought only flashed through his mind before a dazzling light enveloped the area. Sharp swordlight was now approaching him, making him feel an immense threat. It seemed like he would fall here at any moment.

The Thunder Serpent Sovereign's expression turned extremely grim.

"You dare!"

An agitated voice echoed as the Thunder Serpent Sovereign spat out a small ball. Dark energy burst forth and expanded with the wind, transforming into a honeycomb-shaped treasure in an instant. It resembled a magnified olive, but its surface was like a beehive, filled with countless tiny holes.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. What kind of treasure was this? Even with his extensive knowledge, he had never seen anything like it before. However, a sense of danger arose within him.

Nevertheless, there was no time to change tactics. Besides, Lin Xuan didn’t intend to change his strategy; regardless of what the other party used, he was confident in his Nine Palaces Instant Sword.

Thus, he poured more magical energy into his innate treasure without hesitation. Meanwhile, the Thunder Serpent Sovereign spat out a mouthful of blood mixed with spells, which was quickly absorbed by the honeycomb-shaped treasure. A loud hissing sound erupted as the treasure grew significantly larger. Countless colorful venomous snakes emerged from the holes on its surface, their fangs gleaming menacingly and lunging at Lin Xuan.

The sight was shocking. More astonishingly, when the five-colored swordlight sliced through the snake swarm, it seemed to pass through air untouched. The colorful venomous snakes continued to charge at him.

"What is this…?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted again. Could it be a legendary Soul Snake?

A Soul Snake, as its name suggests, wasn't a true monster but was created by refining the souls of snake monsters. It was an extremely rare ghost technique that could backfire on the user but had formidable power.

Legend said that Soul Snakes could directly attack a cultivator's three souls and seven spirits, making it a powerful yet unconventional skill to turn the weak into the strong.

But his Nine Palaces Instant Sword wasn’t one to be underestimated. What strategy did the other party have for this imminent crisis?

Lin Xuan was curious.

Before he could fully think through his next move, the other party flicked their sleeves, and countless black swordlights emerged like fish swimming out. Each emitted a glow, and there were so many that they resembled a tidal wave. In an instant, the five-colored swordlight was overwhelmed.

Was this an attempt to rely on sheer numbers?

Lin Xuan sneered. His Nine Palaces Instant Sword wasn't something that could be defeated by mere quantity.

If treated as just another ordinary treasure, it would surely backfire on him.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast a spell.

As he did so, a clear ringing sound echoed, and the five-colored swordlight converged in the middle. The light intensified, transforming into a phoenix-like spirit bird.

Its wings flapped, suddenly turning into countless colorful arrows that shot towards the opponent with ferocity.

The black swordlights were shattered by this attack.

However, the Thunder Serpent Sovereign showed no fear on his face. He extended his hand and revealed a net in his palm. Flipping it over, he activated the treasure almost instantly.

The sky turned dramatically as a stream of black and white strange wind emerged from the net, enveloping the colorful arrows before them.

Lin Xuan's expression changed.

He knew his own power well; this net’s abilities were indeed extraordinary.

But there was no time to ponder further. The phoenix wings flashed, and it fiercely pounced forward.

"Stop like a cicada trying to block an ox!"

The strange man sneered as he clapped his hands together. His figure suddenly grew at an incredible speed, transforming into a towering creature over a hundred feet tall in the blink of an eye.
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Lin Xuan's palm was abnormally large, almost like a small mountain. The surface of his arm was covered in layer upon layer of scales, resembling snake scales.

"Hahaha…"

A strange laugh echoed as his right hand suddenly descended with great force and precision.

The five-colored peacock had nowhere to run; it seemed to have fallen into a trap, being forcefully grabbed and crushed with a loud 'bang'.

"Eh!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Such strength was beyond the capabilities of even late-stage Golden Pillar cultivators.

However, this individual clearly wasn't practicing physical cultivation techniques. Could he be something other than an ordinary human cultivator, perhaps carrying on some bloodline from the妖族 (Yao Clan)?

This seemed to be the only reasonable explanation.

"Hahaha."

Seeing his hand, Venerable Master Thunder Snake's face showed arrogance and joy.

But it was too early for such celebration. Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he swiftly extended a finger forward.

A burst of five-colored spiritual light erupted, and a thin crystal filament emerged from within, transforming into an ethereal sword thinner than a cicada's wing under the wind.

Spatial ripples surged, and this sword vanished from its original position before reappearing at Venerable Master Thunder Snake's heart.

Boom!

The five-colored spiritual light was blinding as it pierced through the old monster’s chest.

Even late-stage cultivators couldn't survive if their hearts were torn to pieces; at least their physical bodies would be completely destroyed, and even if their元婴 (yuan xing) managed to escape, a mere yuan xing body could still be easily dealt with.

Lin Xuan was confident.

Moreover, the Venerable Master Thunder Snake before him was only mid-stage Golden Pillar.

However, his thoughts were interrupted as Lin Xuan suddenly widened his eyes.

The five-colored peacock, whose heart had been pierced, did not succumb to death as expected; its yuan xing also didn't emerge from its crown.

Instead, it became hazy and enveloped in thick妖气 (ya qi).

Thud, thud…

The sound of the heart beating echoed loudly, like a drum.

And this heartbeat was coming from his right chest cavity.

How could that be? Could this guy actually have two hearts?

Lin Xuan confirmed that his previous strike had indeed pierced one of the old monster's hearts. However, it hadn't achieved its intended effect; cultivators in the cultivation world were indeed unpredictable.

With a sigh, Lin Xuan continued his actions without pause, fingers dancing rapidly as spell after spell was cast like butterflies through the air.

Zzzz…

A loud piercing sound echoed, akin to a venomous snake's tongue flick. Soon, sharp red rays shot out from the front.

Clang, clang, clang…

The sounds of collisions were like raindrops hitting banana leaves, dense and numerous as if countless hooves trampled over a plain.

Those silver sword threads had been intercepted mid-air by someone.

Lin Xuan was taken aback, his eyes narrowing. Silver light suddenly flashed at the bottom of his pupils before he could see that these red rays were actually inch-long purple-red snake scales with extremely sharp edges—no less formidable than swords or spears. Wrapped in thick妖气 (ya qi), they could rival his ability to transform swords into threads.

A true master lives up to their reputation; this Venerable Master Thunder Snake was indeed beyond normal reasoning.

But Lin Xuan didn't have time for such a prolonged battle.

Before he could think further, an extremely eerie howl echoed. Turning his head, Lin Xuan saw the Venerable Master Thunder Snake reveal its true form, having transformed into a妖 (ya) creature.

Its eyes turned emerald green, and countless fine red scales grew all over its body. Its mouth expanded to twice its size, enveloping most of its face.

As it opened its mouth, a thin tongue flicked in and out.

The entire body was covered in a faint layer of妖气 (ya qi).

It looked like a transformed snake demon. This guy indeed carried some bloodline from the妖族 (Yao Clan).

Lin Xuan sighed, his expression darkening. Delaying any longer would only be to his detriment; he had to swiftly deal with this monster.

With thoughts racing, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated.

Flinging his sleeves, Nine Palaces Musty Sword appeared.

Although Lin Xuan had used the Nine Palaces Musty Sword earlier, he hadn't truly employed its full power. He wasn't hiding but found that a mere mid-stage Golden Pillar cultivator was more challenging than anticipated.

Time was of the essence; there was no time to hold back. Finally, he unleashed his killing move.

Rain of sword light fell, each blade as thin as a cicada's wing and emitting an intimidating aura. Like celestial flowers scattering, they enveloped the enemy from all sides. Venerable Master Thunder Snake's face showed signs of fear for the first time.

A true expert can tell at a glance; he felt immense danger.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword brought him unimaginable pressure, as if he could fall here at any moment.

Venerable Master Thunder Snake's expression was grim. However, he couldn't sit idly by.

His fiery hair turned into colorful snakes that flailed wildly, emitting light beams in his cries of defiance.

No, these weren't light beams; the snakes were actually spitting out their fangs as weapons.

Clang, clang, clang…

The sounds of collisions had no effect this time.

Lin Xuan had already advanced to late-stage Golden Pillar, and the power of Nine Palaces Musty Sword far surpassed ordinary treasures.

Those fangs seemed formidable but instantly melted away upon contact with the仙剑 (xian jian). The process was so smooth it could be called unstoppable.

The fangs failed to provide any resistance. Thousands of swords now surrounded Venerable Master Thunder Snake, trapping him and sealing his fate.
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One wrong move could cost everything. Lin Xuan's offensive was so fierce and swift that it far exceeded what his opponent had anticipated. The expression on the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes' face turned extremely gloomy, but out of both reason and emotion, he naturally couldn't sit idly by.

Seeing the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword within a moment's distance from him, he inhaled sharply without hesitation and began spinning around his original spot. Immediately, an overwhelming aura emanated from his body surface.

Accompanying this was countless black demonic qi that enveloped his entire figure.

A sharp, eerie howl echoed into his ears, followed by intense light as two long and short bronze ancient halberds emerged from the demonic qi.

After a slight spin, they transformed into two monstrous serpents each about the size of a water bucket.

Blocking the demonic qi, red light flickered in their eyes. A series of beams, thick as an arm, surged out from their gaping mouths.

The scene was impressive.

Taking advantage of these giant snakes for cover, the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes chanted incantations and desperately cast the Lightning遁术. His entire body was wrapped in dazzling electric light, speeding like a black smoke towards the back.

His reaction was indeed swift, but Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator. How could he let this cooked duck fly away?

The monstrous snake-like creature, though terrifying, only had one target for Lin Xuan—the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes himself. A mere piece of treasure couldn't block his path; that was too naive.

Seeing the other party trying to escape, a hint of mockery curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips as he raised his right hand and pointed it forward: "Quickly!"

Before the words were even out of his mouth, the surface of the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword emitted intense light. It split into two paths. Several仙 swords' surfaces flickered with electric arcs, converging in the middle to reveal an image of nine strange birds.

Lin Xuan had unleashed the secret technique of True Spirit Transforming Sword Art.

A few weird snakes were merely food for those nine-headed birds.

With a simple test, he could eliminate them all.

As for the remaining仙 swords, they connected end-to-end, instantly increasing their speed. In an instant, they intercepted the old monster who had cast the Lightning遁术.

"No..."

The Sovereign of Thunder Snakes was terrified but unwilling to sit idly by. But there was no room for maneuver now.

Boom!

A loud explosion rang out as silver light suddenly burst forth, blinding and deafening. The cries of the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes echoed in his ears.

Swordlight rained down, slicing through the void horizontally and vertically.

As they say, one misstep leads to wisdom. Just moments ago, his heart had been pierced, yet he still strangely survived and cast a demonic transformation technique.

Lin Xuan didn't know exactly how he did it, but out of reason and emotion, he wouldn't repeat the same mistake.

He quickly reduced his opponent's physical body to powder, leaving no chance for even his soul essence to escape.

Thus, even if this was a True Sage descending here, they couldn’t resurrect again.

The entire process happened so swiftly that recounting it seemed like it took much time. In reality, the actual fighting lasted only about ten breaths.

A transformation from cultivation stage to tribulation stage was too quick and intricate to describe as dazzling. Ordinary cultivators wouldn't be able to see clearly.

In short, in a single exchange, the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes inexplicably perished. The onlookers, all powerful existences, were left speechless.

They had never seen such a strong cultivator before. This young man not only had an incredibly bold heart but also possessed many commendable abilities.

Though the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes wasn't the strongest among them, he was certainly no weakling and was well-known for his reputation.

Apart from him, few in the room were confident enough to defeat him decisively.

This kid was too formidable.

Who could this mysterious figure be?

Everyone would be curious, even True Sage existences.

According to reason, such a powerful cultivator should have been widely known, but strangely, none of them had ever seen him before.

Could he be a reclusive cultivator?

But recluses rarely excel in combat.

Too many questions.

The confused expressions of the cultivators left everyone speechless, but behind it lay more excitement.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance was a massive entity; if its rules were violated by a weak cultivator, there would be no看点worth looking forward to.

But this mysterious young man, though his exact cultivation stage couldn't be determined, was likely at the late Tribulation stage.

And he wasn’t an ordinary cultivator. That made things interesting.

Many people cast curious glances towards the cultivators of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance here.

The four elders' faces were extremely awkward. Reasonably, they should have teamed up to eliminate Lin Xuan.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's rules forbade any provocations.

However, while they wanted to do so, whether they could actually accomplish it was a big question mark.

In the cultivation world, might makes right. This mysterious young man clearly wasn't an ordinary cultivator.

The Sovereign of Thunder Snakes had been eliminated cleanly; if they dared to go up against him, their fate wouldn’t be much better.

It wasn't self-deprecating, but Lin Xuan's displayed combat power was truly astonishing.

Knowing that a desperate gamble offered no chance of victory, yet still doing it, that wasn't bravery; it was foolishness.

Anyone who had reached the Tribulation stage was a shrewd individual. A moment’s thought revealed the pros and cons.

Unable to match him in strength, they would use strategy instead. During the Sovereign of Thunder Snakes' battle with the young man, they had secretly sent out sound transmission talismans. They must have received reinforcements by now.

Thus, although their faces were extremely grim, they weren’t at all panicked.

That damn kid. You’re so arrogant; you’ll regret it soon enough. A True Sage cultivator could indeed be domineering and unimpeded in other circumstances, but trying to cause trouble on the Peach Blossom Banquet was too foolish.

Lin Xuan understood this situation well.

But a man has his limits. Lin Xuan was someone who knew right from wrong; how could he just stand by as Fairy Yuyan faced danger?

Even if it meant offending the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, since things had come to this point, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid of anything.

There was no use fearing; when the time came, he would face whatever challenges arose. Since he embarked on his cultivation path, Lin Xuan had encountered countless hardships and dangers but managed to turn them into opportunities for survival. He didn’t believe that advancing to late Tribulation stage would result in his downfall here.

The trouble he caused was significant, but there were always ways to resolve it.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance might be a massive entity, but they wouldn't risk any costs just to eliminate him.

No one would do such a thing.

After all, he only broke their rules without truly opposing them.
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What Lin Xuan needed to do now was make the Rain Mist Business Alliance realize that he wasn't easily provoked. If they really pushed him to his limits, it would result in a mutual defeat.

After weighing the pros and cons, he believed they wouldn't actually want to exterminate him.

After all, such an effort would be extremely unwise.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan didn't rush to escape. Even if Yaoshan was vast with numerous restrictions, without someone guiding him, it would only make his situation worse the more he fled.

Even if he could truly escape, Lin Xuan wouldn't leave this place.

It wasn't out of pique; rather, once he did so, Rain Mist Business Alliance's endless pursuit would begin.

Facing a power that spanned three realms, running away wouldn't solve anything. It would only backfire.

Moreover, the Peach Blossom Banquet was something Lin Xuan didn't intend to give up on.

So even though his opponent had already sent out a sound transmission talisman to summon reinforcements, Lin Xuan waited there anyway.

He showed no fear, walking as if he owned the place.

...

Such composure couldn't help but earn admiration from those observing cultivators, despite their disinterest in the matter. They were merely spectators, but Lin Xuan's calmness was still praiseworthy.

Looking around, murmurs filled his ears:

"Where did this young man come from? Is he really a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator? Why can't we see his cultivation realm?"

"Humph, what’s so surprising about that? At our level, hiding one's cultivation realm isn’t difficult. The key is the strength he displays is hard to fathom; he easily killed Lightning Snake Venerable in just three moves. He’s too powerful."

"Powerful as he may be, can you really call him a newborn calf unafraid of tigers? This kid doesn't know what awaits him."

"Disaster, friend, your words are exaggerated. A late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator cannot be described as a newborn calf. He must understand the rules of life and death battles. His actions show he has his reasons."

"Reasons, perhaps because there are close relatives or friends involved in this battle, and the situation is unfavorable for him," another voice said.

"What reason is that? Life and death are predetermined; wealth and honor come from heaven. Participating in a life-and-death battle is a voluntary choice. No third party can interfere regardless of the outcome. This rule was set by Rain Mist Business Alliance, and it has never been broken over countless years."

"Alas, this young man’s specific age may be unclear, but he's definitely very young. Reaching this level proves his talent. With time, even if he doesn't become a top-tier figure like an Immortal or Demon King, he has the potential to become a domain powerhouse. Unfortunately, today is destined for him to wither here."

"Friend, I don’t think he will fall," said another voice disagreeing. His expression was full of admiration as he looked at Lin Xuan.

"Ah, it's Daoist Zhang from Cloud Ascension Mountain. I heard your divination skills are superb, but this time, you might have made a mistake."

"Why so?"

"The Rain Mist Business Alliance hosts the Peach Blossom Banquet; their rules can't be changed to satisfy everyone. This young man’s strength may be extraordinary, but it hasn’t reached the domain level. Do you think such an existence could make Rain Mist Business Alliance hesitate and break their word?"

"..."

"Enough, let's wait for a result. I’m curious why this young man remains so calm. He must know what he has done to deserve his fate. I don't believe he isn’t worried," the first voice said curiously.

...

Various discussions continued, but they didn't use sound transmission techniques, and Lin Xuan’s divine sense could clearly hear every word.

Most people were pessimistic about his future; even if he claimed no worries, that was a lie.

But fear was useless. Fear only made others underestimate him. So Lin Xuan showed remarkable composure as he casually walked towards Fairy Yuanyan.

Dream Yuanyan was stunned.

She had come to the battle with the intention of certain death against Lightning Snake Venerable. She knew their strength gap, but she didn't refuse when offered a life-and-death battle because she needed to avenge her sister’s death.

Her achievements today were inseparable from Sister Yuanying's efforts.

Unfortunately, Sister Yuanying had passed away at an early age due to shallow blessings.

Dream Yuanyan and her sister had a very close relationship. This was one of the greatest regrets in her life.

Originally, it could only be buried deep within her heart, but unexpectedly, she got the chance to reunite with her sister after coming to the Spirit Realm.

No, more accurately, Sister Yuanying had been reborn.

For cultivators, reincarnation was uncertain. Once entering the Six Realms Wheel of Life and Death, everything became unpredictable, severing ties with past lives.

However, there were exceptions. There could be errors during reincarnation.

And how such an error affected things depended on luck.

---

Mostly, it was bad, but occasionally, it made someone lucky.

Due to this error, they gained endless benefits, like retaining memories from their past life.

Dream Yuanying was one of the fortunate ones.

After rebirth, she retained all her past-life memories and had extraordinary talent. With abundant resources in the Spirit Realm, her cultivation progressed rapidly.

When Fairy Yuanyan ascended to the Spirit Realm, Sister Yuanying was already a Profound Knowledge cultivator.

And fate was so coincidental—perhaps there was an unseen force—that when Fairy Yuanyan separated from Lin Xuan during her ascension, she unexpectedly reunited with her sister in an accident.

Their reunion brought immense joy. After all their efforts, both sisters were now in the Spirit Realm.

Though the path of cultivation remained arduous, it was sweet to Dream Yuanyan.

She had thought they would live happily forever.

But misfortune struck soon after.

One day, Sister Yuanying ventured out to find a treasure.

The item wasn’t rare for her strength but required some time. The location wasn't dangerous either, so Dream Yuanyan never worried about her sister and shut herself in her cave.

However, the unpredictable nature of cultivation meant that something inexplicable happened.

Sister Yuanying never imagined this outing would be her final farewell to her sister; she died without understanding what had happened.

---
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第三千六百七十一章 倒霉的如冰仙子

Everything was a matter of chance. According to logic, such a small place should not have produced a powerhouse at the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

But it did.

And this powerhouse happened to be the ruthless and cunning Venerable Thunder Snake.

Originally, Venerable Thunder Snake had a character as cold and calculating as ice, but Ice Fairy Dream's encounter with him was purely coincidental. The disparity in their power made any conflict between them impossible.

In plain terms, in his eyes, Dream Ice was just an insignificant ant.

From both emotion and reason, there should be no intersection between them.

However, Dream Ice's luck had been particularly bad that day. In a simple phrase, it was like the city gate caught fire, burning down the fish pond next to it.

A significant treasure appeared in this obscure place, and Venerable Thunder Snake came looking for it.

Unfortunately, he wasn't alone. A powerful True Spirit arrived as well.

With too many hungry mouths and not enough food, a contest of strength was inevitable.

Venerable Thunder God was an outstanding powerhouse.

But compared to the powerful True Spirit, he was still slightly inferior.

The result of their struggle was that Venerable Thunder Snake suffered a nosebleed and a broken face, his dignity shattered. The treasure he coveted was taken by the other party.

His frustration was palpable; he wanted to vent his anger.

Coincidentally enough, there were some onlookers in the vicinity.

Including Dream Ice, they all came here for treasures. When the old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage and the True Spirit clashed, it nearly drove them mad with fear.

Fortunately, their luck was good; they weren't caught in the aftermath of the battle.

Dream Ice heaved a sigh of relief.

She thought she could leave after surviving this ordeal.

As the saying goes, those who survive great calamities are destined for good fortune. Although Dream Ice didn't fully understand the super-strong combat, she gleaned some insights.

Overall, it was still quite rewarding.

Dream Ice secretly rejoiced at her gains.

However, danger descended just as she thought she could rest easy.

She had believed that the old monster wouldn't hassle ordinary cultivators like them; after all, a master should have the demeanor of one. Even if he didn't get the treasure, it was reasonable to vent his anger on some juniors, right?

That would be too much of a loss of face.

From both emotion and reason, the other party shouldn't do that.

But reality proved Dream Ice's expectations were overly idealistic.

Venerable Thunder Snake was known for his ruthlessness. His personality was so eccentric that he never hesitated to vent his anger. Losing the treasure made him frustrated, and in a fit of rage, Venerable Thunder Snake mercilessly eliminated dozens of cultivators, including Dream Ice.

Facing an old monster at the Tribulation Transcendence stage, a mere Core Formation realm like Dream Ice had no chance to fight back or even run away; she was instantly soulless.

Sisters reunited after so long, only for this outcome. It was impossible for Dream Ruyan, who learned the truth, not to feel heartbreak. Saying it was unbearable would be an understatement.

Seeking vengeance for her sister became Dream Ruyan's greatest obsession.

However, while it sounded easy in theory, actually doing it seemed as difficult as climbing a mountain.

Joking aside, the spiritual realm was vast; finding Venerable Thunder Snake wasn't guaranteed. Even if she did find him, what could she do?

Venerable Thunder Snake was at the middle stage of Tribulation Transcendence, while Dream Ruyan had only just entered Core Formation.

The disparity in their strength was beyond reason. That much was true.

Most would have given up; Venerable Thunder Snake was a powerhouse too formidable to be challenged.

Revenge?

That was like trying to break an egg with a stone. It made no sense.

But Dream Ruyan, the former First Lady Cultivator of the World, had a stubborn and unyielding nature.

Even if she couldn't defeat him now, it didn't mean she would never be his match in the future.

No matter how long she waited—thousands or even millions of years—it was worth it to extract Venerable Thunder Snake's soul and make him regret his actions.

Dream Ruyan began to train frantically, searching for treasures.

Previously, her goal had been immortality. Now, whether she achieved it didn't matter; she hoped one day to avenge her sister.

The hardships were self-evident, but perhaps the heavens were moved by her resolve and persistence.

By chance, Dream Ruyan found the legacy of an ancient cultivator.

More astonishingly, among the treasures left behind by this ancient cultivator was a true treasure from the True Immortal Realm—legendary pills that could potentially elevate one's cultivation stage.

And there were several such pills.

It was hard to understand why such treasures had vanished from the True Immortal Realm and why the ancient cultivator hadn't taken them himself.

No one could return to the past, making this a mystery forever unsolved.

But for Dream Ruyan, it was a great gift from heaven. She was overjoyed.

Although she was determined, few cultivators in history had managed to advance to the Tribulation Transcendence stage.

In a million cultivators, only one or two might be lucky enough to reach that level.

Dream Ruyan understood this well.

But her heart wouldn't let go of her determination.

No matter what, she couldn't allow her sister's killer to live in peace. She would do whatever it took to seek justice for her sister.

The heavens were kind; they bestowed such a treasure upon her.

Although the ancient cultivator’s note warned that there was a risk of soul destruction, the possibility of ascending was still there.

Pros and cons.

While the benefits of this pill were great, the dangers were equally severe.

But what did it matter?

Dream Ruyan would not back down. The chances of finding such opportunities were slim.

Even if she knew the risks, she wouldn't retreat.

If she truly died here, she could accompany her sister in the underworld.

Dream Ruyan ingested the legendary elixirs from the True Immortal Realm one by one over a thousand years of effort.

She ascended without any bottlenecks, her power skyrocketing until she reached middle-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

At this stage, she was on par with Venerable Thunder Snake.

Dream Ruyan couldn't contain her excitement. She set out to seek revenge.

Now, she could tear through the void.

Finally, she found Venerable Thunder Snake's lair in the World of Demons.

However, upon learning about her origins, he showed no remorse but merely curiosity. How could a Core Formation cultivator have the power to seek vengeance for his sister?

But what did it matter? Dream Ruyan looked at him with contempt.

Dream Ruyan was thoroughly enraged.

In the end, she lost the battle.

If not for several powerful survival techniques from the ancient cultivator's legacy, Dream Ruyan might have perished here. After a thousand years of waiting, this outcome left her deeply disappointed.
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However, despite his disappointment, Lin Xuan did not give up.

No matter what, he was already a cultivation practitioner at the Tribulation Transcending stage. This failure would not deter him; one day, he would take down Venerable Thunder Snake's head.

Yet, the gap between them seemed too vast.

Recalling the details of their last confrontation, his opponent had been like a force cutting through bamboo—Lin Xuan could hardly muster any resistance. However, their strength levels clearly belonged to different realms.

How could this be?

They were both at the middle stage of Tribulation Transcending; logically and emotionally, such a significant disparity should not exist.

After all, he inherited the legacy of ancient cultivators, so his power couldn't possibly be weak.

Dream Ruyan found herself perplexed. She racked her brains but could find no answer.

Thus, she embarked on a journey to explore various realms in the Spirit Realm, seeking enlightenment and answers from fellow daoists.

Sure enough, she found what she was looking for.

It turned out that the problem lay with the pills he had ingested. Although the celestial spirits of the Spirit Realm significantly boosted his cultivation level, his essence energy lacked the refinement and purity of a peer at the same stage.

For cultivators, many factors influenced their strength, but ultimately, it came down to their essence energy.

His essence energy was far inferior to Venerable Thunder Snake's, making defeat inevitable.

Despite understanding the reason behind her failure, Dream Ruyan fell into new despair. Refining one’s essence energy wasn't something that could be achieved overnight; it required years of cultivation. Even if there were extraordinary opportunities, spending tens of thousands of years was not out of the question.

Moreover, while she worked on refining her essence energy, her enemy continued to progress. It was uncertain whether their gap would narrow or widen.

She had thought entering the Tribulation stage would allow her to avenge her sister, but it seemed that this goal was still far off.

Dream Ruyan felt extremely frustrated. Without hope, things might have been easier, but with hope in sight, it was even more tormenting.

She was determined and would not let Venerable Thunder Snake go easy. She vowed to take his soul to the netherworld, no matter what cost.

Dream Ruyan had an unwavering resolve. However, her subsequent attempts at revenge ended in defeat after defeat, with several near-fatal encounters.

Her hatred for Venerable Thunder Snake was so intense that it almost turned into a heart demon.

Yet, in the cultivation world, everything hinged on strength, and there were no shortcuts to refining one's power.

Was there really none?

If she could successfully advance to the Tribulation stage within a thousand years, surely there must be ways to catch up with her power. She just didn't know them yet.

Dream Ruyan continued her journey, undaunted by setbacks, striving to solve her problems.

However, progress was excruciatingly slow.

Fortunately, she did gain some benefits; at least, it gave her a chance to attend the Peach Blossom Festival.

With great power and wisdom gathered there, perhaps she could obtain what she desired.

Dream Ruyan remained resolute. As long as she had breath, she would not give up.

She was extremely eager for the Peach Blossom Festival. Soon enough, she arrived here.

Little did she know that this grand event had yet to begin when she encountered Venerable Thunder Snake on her path.

As they say, enemies meet with extra sharp eyes.

Dream Ruyan naturally wished to extract his soul and refine it, but how could Venerable Thunder Snake remain unaffected?

When he first met Dream Ruyan, he did not take her seriously. With his experience, he immediately noticed that her essence energy was fragmented and impure, much thinner than his own. Thus, as a middle-stage Tribulation Transcender, she had no chance against him.

She talked about revenge, completely disregarding the gap between them.

The result of their confrontation confirmed his thoughts: Dream Ruyan was defeated and barely escaped with her life.

After this incident, he assumed that she would understand the disparity and not foolishly seek revenge again.

Given her strength, even if it was minimal, she still had a long lifespan. Logically, she should have learned to cherish her life.

So, Venerable Thunder Snake put this matter out of his mind.

However, subsequent encounters proved him wrong; Dream Ruyan recognized the gap but would not back down.

Just as a sister, she realized that without her sister's protection, she might have perished long ago. She had achieved what she did today only because of her sister’s support.

No matter how formidable an opponent, Dream Ruyan never considered retreating.

With one breath left, she would find an opportunity to take revenge.

Thus, more attempts at vengeance followed, though each ended in defeat for Dream Ruyan. Her determination, however, left Venerable Thunder Snake with a sense of unease.

He could no longer afford to be complacent; after all, even if her essence energy was fragmented, she was still a genuine Tribulation Transcender. Their stages were the same.

From this perspective, he couldn’t afford any carelessness.

Her determination was so extreme that being secretly watched by her must have been an unbearable feeling.

As they say, even wise men can make mistakes; who could guarantee that he wouldn't be careless someday?

If it had been a regular cultivator, a moment of negligence might not matter. But against peers, one slip could lead to fatal errors.

No, he couldn’t afford any more carelessness; the danger must be eliminated before it grew.

Thus, in their subsequent confrontations, Venerable Thunder Snake showed no mercy, determined to eliminate Dream Ruyan here and now.

One strike for all!

While his intentions were noble, achieving this was incredibly difficult.

Dream Ruyan inherited ancient cultivators' techniques, even if her essence energy was fragmented, she possessed several life-saving secrets that made it hard for Venerable Thunder Snake to catch her.

Though he didn't have a strategy to defeat her completely, Dream Ruyan narrowly escaped each time.

Damn!

Venerable Thunder Snake was equally frustrated and indignant.

At the Peach Blossom Festival, they met again. While Dream Ruyan wanted to extract his soul, Venerable Thunder Snake saw this as an opportunity to eliminate a potential threat.

Thus, their life-or-death battle began.

It was Venerable Thunder Snake who proposed it, and he had calculated well.

A life-and-death battle meant only one could survive; there would be no room for surrender. With protective barriers surrounding them, Dream Ruyan couldn't escape. Here, her life-saving techniques would lose their effectiveness, allowing him to resolve this issue once and for all.
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雷蛇尊者 in his mind, calculated how to use his strengths to counter the weaknesses of his opponent.

The only trouble was that Meng Rouyan seemed indifferent to his proposal.

A life-or-death battle required both parties' consent. If Meng Rouyan refused, there was nothing he could do to stop her. Initiating a conflict at the蟠桃会 would mean declaring war on Rain Mist Commerce Alliance. Although雷蛇尊者 was an unruly cultivator, such a foolish act was something he couldn't afford to do.

He had already thought of various ways to provoke her into accepting the battle.

But the subsequent developments left him utterly surprised; all his plans turned out to be unnecessary.

Meng Rouyan agreed with great enthusiasm.

雷蛇尊者 was dumbfounded, almost thinking he had heard wrong. But when Fairy Meng Rouyan signed the life-and-death contract, he knew everything was real. He just couldn't understand why she would do this.

Her strength compared to his was clearly inferior. A life-or-death battle was very disadvantageous for her. After all, she was at the Tribulation Transcending stage; how could she not see such a simple truth?

Was there some plot or trick involved?

But in the face of overwhelming power, any scheme would be as useless as clay figurines and paper puppets. Unless another cultivator intervened, it might change her disadvantageous situation.

However, conducting a life-and-death battle on Rain Mist's territory made such concerns superfluous; if there were ambushes, they wouldn't use this place.

雷蛇尊者 pondered endlessly but couldn’t figure out what the other party’s intentions were.

Since things had reached this point, he could no longer retreat. He would face whatever came his way. Perhaps it was just his overthinking—this woman might have acted impulsively and now regretted her decision.

As雷蛇尊者 thought thus, the subsequent battle largely confirmed his suspicions. Meng Rouyan had improved but still fell far short of him. She had less than one percent chance to defeat him.

雷蛇尊者 felt relieved. It was like spinning a cocoon only to be trapped inside. This time, she wouldn't have another chance to escape.

He needed to eliminate her; the trouble was finally solved. From now on, he wouldn’t need to worry anymore...

However, was the situation really as simple as he imagined?

Why did Fairy Meng Rouyan sign the life-and-death contract? Was it just a momentary impulse?

Of course not. While her strength compared to雷蛇尊者's was slightly inferior, she had once been in charge of the most prestigious sect in the human world.

The first female cultivator in the human realm wouldn't be reckless without strategy.

She clearly understood the rules of a life-and-death battle. Her seemingly foolish decision actually had its own plan.

To refine her power and ultimately defeat the enemy—though it offered no guarantee, it was still worth trying.

She couldn’t wait any longer. Her sister died tragically; how could she let her enemy roam free in this world?

Eliminating雷蛇尊者 was Meng Rouyan's sole obsession.

Yes, he might be too strong for her to defeat, but that didn't mean she had no way out.

There were several powerful techniques from ancient practitioners' legacies. However, limited by her current cultivation and power, it would be extremely difficult to use them now.

But one of them could still be attempted.

And it was the most powerful among all.

After several rounds of combat, Fairy Meng Rouyan had a clear understanding of雷蛇尊者的 strength. If she used this technique, there was a 90% chance of defeating him.

So why didn't she use it?

There were two reasons.

Firstly, her strength wasn’t sufficient to use such a secret technique; though she could harm the enemy, it would expose significant flaws in the middle, leading to mutual destruction with雷蛇尊者.

Secondly, Fairy Meng Rouyan hadn’t given much thought to this. She was willing to pay any price for revenge and wouldn't hesitate even if it meant her own demise.

The key point was that she needed a 90% chance of eliminating 雷蛇尊者.

That required restricting him in a small area where he couldn’t escape, with just enough time—just an instant.

This condition didn’t seem unreasonable. However, they were Tribulation Transcending cultivators; even a blink of an eye was too long for them to escape hundreds of miles away without issue.

Her secret technique would be useless if it missed its target and might result in backlash from her own power.

Though Fairy Meng Rouyan was eager for revenge, using the technique at an inappropriate time would be tantamount to suicide. She wouldn’t do that.

But this life-and-death battle provided a good venue.

Even though she still had no good way to trap him here, the protective light screen nearby did exactly what she needed.

Fairy Meng Rouyan didn't know how the light screen was created, but its strength left Tribulation Transcending cultivators speechless.

Though not unbreakable, breaking it wouldn’t be easy in a short time.

The open space within the light screen wasn’t narrow, but it wasn’t vast either.

Using her secret technique here would give her a 90% chance of sending 雷蛇尊者 to the underworld.

This way, she could fulfill her wish.

Whether he retaliated and destroyed her was irrelevant; as long as she avenged her sister, she had prepared for everything.

You have your strategy, I have mine. The plans between雷蛇尊者 and Fairy Meng Rouyan were well thought out.

If not for Lin Xuan's chance arrival here, it would be hard to say who would achieve their wish.

But one thing was certain: regardless of the outcome, there was a 90% chance Fairy Meng Rouyan would perish.

However, in the world of cultivation, there are no "ifs." Once something happens, there’s no room for speculation. The reality was that Lin Xuan had arrived and decisively defeated this formidable opponent.

Faced with Lin Xuan, Fairy Meng Rouyan showed no resistance; she merely cried as her tears flowed down her fair cheeks.

The joyous tears were a testament to the difficulty of achieving such an outcome.

Years of desire finally came true. The enemy was vanquished, and her sister could rest in peace.
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Until the whispers of those old monsters around her reached her ears, she realized that the new arrival was seen as courting death. Joy faded from Lady Dream's face.

"Of course, how could I have forgotten," she thought to herself. "Though my sister has avenged our great wrong, Lin Xuan has also attracted the attention of a formidable opponent. The rules of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance are not easily broken."

Unlike Lin Xuan, Lady Dream had no initial right to participate in the Peach Blossom Banquet. She had gone through much hardship and turmoil just to obtain an invitation.

She knew all too well about the alliance's strict regulations since the unexpected incident a million five hundred thousand years ago. The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance strictly prohibited any动手 by cultivators during the banquet.

Resolving grievances was possible, but only in the Arena of Life and Death. To maintain public trust, they enforced these rules with great rigor—any breach would be met with severe consequences.

Lin Xuan faced an immense danger, but Lady Dream's words made it unnecessary for him to regret anything. "Brother," she said, appearing beside Lin Xuan with a swift movement, "how did you end up here? I thank you for avenging me, but this has nothing to do with you. Please leave quickly; if the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance blames anyone, let it be me."

Lin Xuan felt warmth in his heart. After all these millennia, she hadn't changed.

He knew he would face great peril, but Lady Dream's words made him feel no regret. "Sister," he said with a smile, "what are you saying? As sworn brothers and sisters, we should share both joys and sorrows. I may not know the exact nature of your grudge against that Thunder Serpent Sovereign, but his enemies will be mine too. Running away is out of the question. What does Rain Mist Commercial Alliance matter?"

His words resonated with those nearby, who were also old cultivators. They couldn't help being moved by Lin Xuan's sincerity.

To reach the Transcendence Stage was a testament to great wisdom and insight. Lin Xuan’s words revealed his genuine feelings without any pretense or exaggeration.

What a bold little fellow! But his courage truly deserved admiration.

The old cultivators felt ashamed of their own inadequacy, but then came a loud laugh: "Such big talk, don't you fear your tongue will get tangled? You think you can challenge the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance? Surrender now and spare yourself much suffering. Otherwise, you'll face annihilation."

Lin Xuan frowned as he turned to see seven light orbs appearing on the horizon, each containing a long-bearded old cultivator.

His spiritual sense was so acute that he could easily discern their identities. Seven Transcendence后期 cultivators!

The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's bold move left Lin Xuan in awe.

Meanwhile, the whispers of nearby cultivators filled his ears: "Did I see right? The True Virtue Seven are here."

"Such a big face this little guy has!"

"Heh, what big face? Your words are too biting. The True Virtue Seven hold great power within the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance and are formidable in their own right—seven Transcendence后期 cultivators from the same lineage, skilled in coordinated attacks. They can challenge domain masters if they unite. It's them who came here; no matter how powerful this guy is, he won't escape."

"True fool! Who would dare offend an alliance that spans three realms? The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance’s resources surpass those of even the most prestigious sects in the Spirit Realm."

"Hmph, it matters not now. You shouldn’t gloat. Anything can happen in cultivation. This boy who killed the Thunder Serpent Sovereign isn't simple; he might still have a chance."

"Friend Zhang, I disagree with your words," said Ye. "His strength is undeniable, but comparing him to the True Virtue Seven is absurd—they are on entirely different levels."

"Heh, what use are these arguments? Just watch and see. We're not related to this boy; his fate doesn't concern us," another cultivator retorted.

Various whispers continued, most expressing joy at others' misfortune, indifferent to Lin Xuan's outcome. Lady Dream's face was filled with regret: "I'm sorry, brother. It’s all my fault."

"Don’t worry about it," he said resolutely. "We still have a chance. The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance may be unreasonable, but they rely on power. We will leave this place alive."

Lin Xuan’s confidence was unwavering. Such minor troubles couldn't possibly lead to his downfall.

He looked up as the distant light points rapidly approached.
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His speed was so swift that it defied description.

In one moment, he was still at the horizon. In an instant after, he had already arrived several hundred feet in front of him.

No need to release his divine consciousness or use Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes; the seven old monsters' figures were now clear to see.

Each one exuded a Taoist demeanor with flowing white beards and an ethereal aura emanating from their bodies.

The spiritual pressure was faint, but Lin Xuan could be one hundred percent certain that they were late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators.

Was it True Refinement Seven Cultivators? They came from the same school of cultivation and excelled in joint operations. This indeed made them difficult to deal with.

But saying he was afraid would be an exaggeration.

Lin Xuan wasn't just any ordinary cultivator; a few peers wouldn't be able to make him surrender. But the situation before him wasn't simply about defeating True Refinement Seven Cultivators.

Their strength in Rain Mist Commercial Alliance was formidable, but they weren't the top-tier figures either. Even if he defeated them, new experts would still emerge.

Endless enmity—this was what made it most vexing.

Moreover, Lin Xuan wasn't good at killing.

He had only disrupted Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's rules; there hadn't been any major grudges between the two sides.

But if he killed True Refinement Seven Cultivators, their enmity would truly deepen.

At that point, not only would there be no chance of reconciliation, but facing such a crisis would be even more daunting than now.

Lin Xuan didn't want to become an enemy with Rain Mist Commercial Alliance.

Although he was arrogant, he lacked the confidence to deal with ancient legacies like this.

The key was unworthy!

So what needed to be done now was to turn danger into safety and think of how to resolve the crisis with Rain Mist Commercial Alliance.

But while it seemed easy to say, doing so proved incredibly difficult.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance had once risked conflict with late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators to uphold their rules. Lin Xuan had to make them hesitate; he needed to show enough strength for them to retreat.

The strength that could deter Rain Mist Commercial Alliance from pursuing him.

And during this process, he couldn't eliminate True Refinement Seven Cultivators. The delicate balance of power was not something an ordinary person could grasp.

Even Lin Xuan found it vexing, but he had no choice. He didn't want to live in endless pursuit after breaking free from the constraints of his lifespan.

Besides, Lin Xuan wasn't going to let this Peach Blossom Banquet pass either.

To achieve that, he needed Rain Mist Commercial Alliance to hesitate and forgive him for inadvertently disrupting their rules.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan remained composed. The True Refinement Seven Cultivators finally arrived before him.

They stood about thirty feet away, forming a half-circle around him, as if preventing him from escaping.

It seemed they were guarding against his attempt to flee.

But in Lin Xuan's eyes, this was merely unnecessary.

If he wanted to escape, he would have long since done so. He stayed put because he intended to resolve the issue.

"Are you Lin Xuan, Fellow Daoist?"

From their positions, Lin Xuan could tell that they weren't all of equal status.

The leader was an elderly man with a long beard and a benevolent expression. His words were devoid of any worldly pretense. The grace and bearing he exuded were almost as if he had descended from the heavens.

Lin Xuan wasn't swayed by this; in fact, his face turned even more displeased at what followed.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's power was indeed formidable. They managed to uncover his identity so quickly.

He had thought that revealing his true self accidentally would keep them unaware of his origins.

Now it seemed he had been too naive.

No wonder they were an ancient legacy; their depth and底蕴 far exceeded his expectations.

This meant the trouble ahead was even more severe, requiring him to be extra cautious.

Lin Xuan's thoughts raced, but his face showed no signs of weakness. At such a moment, one must never show any sign of submission.

"Indeed, it is me."

Lin Xuan spoke calmly and evenly.

"Fellow Daoist, you are our guest from afar, and we were more than welcome to have you join the Peach Blossom Banquet. But why do you destroy the rules set by this alliance? Do you know how difficult that makes things for us?"

The elderly man sighed: "Without trust, one cannot stand. The same applies to sects and families. Although our Rain Mist Commercial Alliance is a loose organization, its rules cannot be casually broken. Now I give you two choices: either surrender and let the elders decide your fate, or fight like a cornered beast, which will increase your guilt."

The elderly man's expression was full of compassion, but Lin Xuan felt particularly irked.

What did it mean to submit to the elders' decision?

Surrendering and submitting?

That was sheer nonsense.

Since he embarked on his path as a cultivator, Lin Xuan had always believed in making his own destiny. While he could bow down if necessary, he would never let others decide his fate.

So, he had no choice but to make the second choice. However, Lin Xuan didn't see it as fighting like a cornered beast.

Indeed, Rain Mist Commercial Alliance was formidable. But that didn't mean all of Lin Xuan's feelings were fear; rather, he found it troublesome.

Lin Xuan wasn't one to shy away from trouble.

Back then, even at the stage of Spirit Cultivation, he had dared to offend the Precious Snake Ice Soul. Now with the passage of time and changes in circumstances, he had advanced to late-stage Golden Transformation. What did Rain Mist Commercial Alliance have that was so impressive?

If they truly broke their faces, it wasn't certain they could defeat him; a mutual destruction outcome was more likely.

"You speak as if Lin Xuan were an easy target. Destroying your alliance's rules, I admit my mistake, but the choices you offer are too harsh. I cannot comply," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Cannot comply? Do you think things will go your way now?"

The elderly man's expression grew more somber.

He was merely using courtesy before force, to avoid giving him an excuse.

This kid really thought he could stand on equal footing and negotiate with him. How naive.

It wasn't even too far off to say that he didn't know the difference between heaven and earth.

Late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators were indeed respected elsewhere, but what did they matter at a Peach Blossom Banquet?

Here, there were countless experts and powerful figures. Did this kid think he had mastered a domain?

Even if he was a domain master, he couldn't disregard Rain Mist Commercial Alliance's rules.

Wanting to cause trouble here, his strength was still insufficient.

With these thoughts in mind, the elderly man's expression grew increasingly grim: "Give you one last chance—surrender and be bound. Otherwise, I guarantee you will regret coming into this world."
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"Oh, the more you say that, the more I'm inclined to give it a try. novelshaha.com (www.shuhaha.com)"

Lin Xuan was not one to act on impulse as an cultivator, yet his opponent's arrogant attitude made him feel intensely repulsed from within.

The other party's cultivation level was only slightly lower than his own. In a one-on-one confrontation, Lin Xuan didn't claim he could kill the other instantly, but in several moves, he would definitely make them look like fools.

Even if all seven of Tai Zhen's cultivators appeared together, who would win and lose remained uncertain.

Lin Xuan was indeed wary of Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, but that didn't mean a mere low-ranking soldier could dictate terms to him with arrogance.

If the other party had shown even a slight courtesy or submitted, Lin Xuan wouldn't have minded talking it out. After all, compared to offending a huge entity, a little face was hardly worth mentioning.

Even if they demanded compensation for his losses, Lin Xuan would have no objections.

In essence, this matter stemmed from his own mistake.

But he hadn't expected the envoy of Rain Mist Commercial Alliance to be so arrogant right from the start. It seemed as though their words could decide whether he lived or died.

It was too presumptuous.

Lin Xuan's eyes were ablaze with anger.

Of course, it wasn't that he couldn't control his emotions, but Tai Zhen's seven cultivators' attitude made him clear that compromising wouldn't solve the problem. It would only make them think he was weak and easily dominated.

To negotiate with them, one had to show sufficient strength.

Given this, what else did he have to lose?

He would teach this old man a lesson well-deserved, making him understand that having Rain Mist Commercial Alliance as his backing didn't give him the right to look down on his peers.

Lin Xuan clutched his hands. A surge of magical energy ran through his body, and an imposing aura spread out from him. His entire being was enveloped in a faint green glow, exuding a vibrant presence.

"How about it, are you still planning to fight us?"

The long-browed elder's face showed a trace of surprise before contempt replaced it: "A fool, truly ignorant of his own mortality."

Though he didn't treat Lin Xuan as nothing, the transmission talisman he had received earlier suggested that this young man had swiftly eliminated Thunder Serpent Sovereign. His strength was commendable.

An eagle hunts rabbits with all its might; even though Tai Zhen's seven cultivators showed extreme disdain for Lin Xuan, they weren't going to hold back when it came to fighting him.

The long-browed elder flicked his sleeve, and a small bronze tripod flew out. The design was ancient, the surface covered in rust, but faint light seemed to emanate from it.

pre-existing things!

No, it should only be a piece of a residual treasure.

But the expressions of nearby Golden Core cultivators became extremely heated.

Tai Zhen's seven cultivators indeed lived up to their reputation. The first item they took out reflected their strength.

This young man actually wanted to challenge seven powerful opponents; he was truly foolish beyond measure.

And this was only the beginning.

Since Tai Zhen's seven cultivators chose to fight Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, they wouldn't adhere to any rules of single combat. Seeing the long-browed elder take out a treasure, the other five old monsters did so as well.

In an instant, magical light flickered everywhere.

Ancient tripod, purple mirror, bronze cauldron, jade staff, and even a small bell...

Plus a hanging token and short halberd.

Seven treasures shone brightly in mid-air.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

Every one of them was a piece of an innate treasure, albeit a residual one. But there existed a very close connection among them that ordinary treasures couldn't match.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had some vague guesses, but he didn't need to ponder further as the surrounding crowd buzzed with commentary:

"This is Tai Zhen's seven treasures! This must be the legendary Tai Zhen's seven treasures. I've heard of their names before, but this is my first time seeing them in person."

"Legend has it that these seven treasures originally came from a single innate treasure. Unfortunately, during the ancient war, this treasure was destroyed, and its fragments fell into the hands of an alchemist who added countless rare treasures, spending nearly ten thousand years to forge Tai Zhen's seven treasures."

"Though only residual treasures, due to their origin from the same item, they have a myriad of connections. When used together, their power far exceeds that of ordinary residual treasures."

"This is indeed interesting, but what a pity for this young man; he will be reduced to a test blade."

"Hmph, there's nothing to feel sorry about. Who would dare challenge Rain Mist Commercial Alliance alone and unbound? It must be someone with a problem in the head."

...

Various discussions continued, making the situation tense.

But just then, something unexpected happened.

"Stop!"

A light voice echoed, followed by a gentle breeze as Meng Ruyan's figure flashed before Lin Xuan. She stood in front of him, her hands open and resolute:

"This matter is my fault; it has nothing to do with Lin Xuan. The consequences are mine to bear—kill or torture, I will submit."

Though he knew Lin Xuan's strength was formidable and far superior to his peers, Meng Ruyan didn't believe he could defeat the seven opponents alone.

Even if he did win, Rain Mist Commercial Alliance would still be too powerful for him to contend with.

If this continued, Lin Xuan would eventually fall due to her involvement.

Meng Ruyan was a cultivator who held grudges and debts. How could she let her brother suffer such an irreversible fate because of her?

Revenge had its price; the debt was hers. Since Thunder Serpent Sovereign's demise, her sister's vengeance was complete.

Her death wasn't worth mourning; from now on, she would shield Lin Xuan as much as possible, even if it meant descending into the netherworld. She just hoped to resolve this crisis facing him.

"Big Sister..."

This scene warmed his heart. Meng Ruyan was more responsible than he had imagined. As a man, how could he hide behind women in times of need?

Helping Meng Ruyan, Lin Xuan never regretted it; what harm did offending Rain Mist Commercial Alliance do?

Lin Xuan stepped forward with excitement: "Big Sister, can I handle this matter?"

He used the transmission technique, so only those nearby could hear. At that moment, the long-browed elder's cheerful laughter echoed in his ears:

"An ignorant little girl, do you think this grudge is something you can take on?"

"You are too reckless; submit and be bound. Otherwise, you will face the same fate as jade and stone being burned to ashes."

As if to prove his words, the magical lights from the seven elders' treasures simultaneously intensified, resonating with each other, creating a strange rhythm that made people feel uncomfortable.

This was undoubtedly the energy released by Tai Zhen's seven treasures.

Source: www.shuhaha.com
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Tension was about to erupt!

Dream Ruyan's face was filled with a dark, angry expression. She never imagined that the other party would be so unreasonable.

Although Lin Xuan had made a mistake, the situation was understandable under the circumstances.

She had already submitted and was willing for them to do as they pleased—kill or torture him—but the other party still refused to let Lin Xuan go.

No… not just refuse. The other party's attitude was akin to leaving no room for mercy, bordering on extermination.

There was no room for maneuver; this was an overreach!

Anger burned in Dream Ruyan's eyes, but she did not lash out.

As the saying goes, small patience can ruin a great plan.

If it were just her, she could at most risk everything. However, her brother had been dragged into this mess because of her. Even for him, she couldn't afford to lose her temper.

Though bearing humiliation was difficult, she had no choice but to endure it now.

Despite hating the other party deeply, she forced a smile and hoped to save Lin Xuan's life: "Revenge is sweet, debts are owed. This matter started because of me, so if you let Lin Xuan go…"

But before she could finish, she was rudely interrupted by the other party: "Fool! Do you think you have any bargaining power? You're overestimating yourself."

The old man with long eyebrows sneered and spat out a green aura from his mouth.

Like a whale sucking in water, it was absorbed into the cauldron.

Following that, the treasure spun around, its mysterious light becoming more brilliant.

The lid of the cauldron opened, and countless green threads shot out, forming a sea of green flames.

At the center of this fiery ocean, the pattern of the Nine Palaces stood out especially bright.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as the surrounding primordial energy surged into the cauldron. Threads of cosmic laws leaked out, resonating with the treasure.

His expression turned serious.

A true expert could tell at a glance.

Originally, it was just an ordinaryprimordial遗物 (fragmented treasure of primordial essence). Lin Xuan didn't care much about it; after all, more advanced treasures weren't rare for him.

But now he realized that his initial assessment had been too naive.

The power of the treasure wasn't solely determined by its quality. The user's condition played a significant role as well. Different people wielded the same treasure with vastly different effects.

Especially considering that these Seven True Trues, despite their eccentric personalities, were formidable in their own right.

Originally, they had their own innate treasures, but after taking control of the Seven Treasures of Truth, they abandoned them and poured all their efforts into refining these seven treasures.

A million years had passed since then. The Seven Treasures of Truth had been thoroughly refined and far more powerful than ordinaryprimordial遗物 (fragmented treasures of primordial essence).

"Quickly!"

The old man pointed a finger forward, and a beam of light shot out from the center of the Nine Palaces in the fiery ocean.

Blinding and about as thick as an arm, it flashed past.

Its direction was similar to where Dream Ruyan and Lin Xuan were standing.

The other cultivators watching didn't show any concern. Although this attack was swift and caught them off guard, there seemed to be nothing special about it.

Perhaps… just a probing attack.

Even Dream Ruyan merely raised her arm, a faint crystal shield appearing in her palm.

But Lin Xuan's face turned deathly pale at that moment.

"Move!"

He nearly dragged Dream Ruyan away and flung her far. At the same time, his figure blurred as if the space around him was distorting.

Boom!

Silently, the beam of light easily passed through Lin Xuan's body—no, it was just a mirage.

It landed on an empty platform nearby. Despite no cultivators being in that direction, something incredible happened.

The entire platform seemed to vanish instantly as the beam of light engulfed it.

It disappeared completely, as if it had never existed.

"This…"

Hardly anyone would believe this scene with their own eyes.

Moving mountains and overturning seas might be trivial for them, but such a strange disappearance was breathtaking.

In an instant, what kind of mysterious force was that?

Would the same effect occur on someone hit by this beam of light?

Too many questions made the other cultivators' hearts tremble.

If they were in his position, could they withstand this mysterious treasure?

With that thought, almost all the present cultivators turned pale.

It's said that a reputation is hard to live up to. The Seven True Trues were even more formidable than imagined.

Opposing them was sheer foolishness; one person alone from the old man would be enough to take down that disrespectful youth without needing the help of the others.

But was it really so?

Lin Xuan's face was icy cold, but he wasn't yet showing fear.

Just a fragmentary treasure. Thinking they could defeat him was absurd.

With a flash, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in green light as he charged at them with incredible speed.

"Stop the car with your arm!"

The old man sneered and raised his right hand, emitting another beam of light from the center of the Nine Palaces.

This time, the timing and angle were perfect. Lin Xuan had no place to hide.

But his face showed no fear as he raised his right hand again.

A silver sword beam shot out from his sleeve, swift as lightning.

Boom!

The green sword beam was dazzling, but it vanished just as quickly.

"Impossible!"

The old man's eyes widened in disbelief. He knew his own power well; the Heaven and Earth Cauldron was a primordial artifact, though merely a fragmentary treasure, its power still struck fear into people.

Especially the silent green light contained the law of annihilation. Even for peers, it would be difficult to withstand such an attack.

But the opponent's casual sword beam matched the power of the Taiji Green Light. How could this be?

If he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, he wouldn't have believed what happened.

He stood there in shock, but Lin Xuan had no intention of letting him ponder.

The Nine Palaces Sword Technique was incredibly powerful.

But for Lin Xuan to merely block the attack with a sword beam wasn't easy. With so many Seven True Trues, he couldn't afford to lose ground. At this moment, he had to act decisively and subdue these seven people quickly.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan's expression turned resolute.
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How impressive is the Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth?

Do they really think that having the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance as their support makes them invincible?

They have the audacity to look down on fellow cultivators at their level.

Lin Xuan detests those who rely on others for strength. Since this is the case, let them see what true power truly means.

With a flick of his sleeve, dozens of thin flying swords emerged from within it, transforming into sword lights that hovered before him.

Following this, Lin Xuan extended a finger and muttered a few words of incantation.

Before he could finish speaking, the sword lights burst forth with a lustrous glow. The number had multiplied by several times.

Looking around, one could see countless sharp sword energies and silvery light, dazzling to behold.

Sss…

The cultivators present all sucked in a cold breath.

Their strength might not match Lin Xuan's, but their eyesight was certainly good enough for them to have reached the Tribulation Transcending stage.

The number of sword lights in the sky was off the charts and mesmerizing. Each one contained immense magical power that made people shudder with fear.

Could this little guy be a realm powerhouse, playing the role of an ordinary person while waiting for his prey? Otherwise, how could his innate treasures be so powerful?

The same doubts flashed through the minds of the other Tribulation Transcending experts. The cultivation world revered strength, and they realized that Lin Xuan was far more complex than they had imagined.

Perhaps he hadn't used all his might when he killed Lightning Serpent Venerable earlier.

Amidst their astonishment, their expressions became increasingly interested.

They originally thought that the Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth's arrival would mean Lin Xuan's death, but now they realized that the good show had just begun.

It was too entertaining.

How many years had it been since such a ridiculous scene appeared at the Peach Banquet? Which corner did this ultimate powerhouse come from?

Too many questions remained unanswered. All they could do was wait and see.

"Brother…"

Dream Ruyan's face was also filled with surprise. She had already achieved an incredible speed of cultivation, purely by taking advantage of circumstances.

She never expected Lin Xuan to be even more extraordinary, not only making rapid progress in his cultivation but also possessing astonishing magical power. How did he achieve all this?

But despite her shock, the current situation couldn't be resolved now.

Brother alone was formidable enough. How could he possibly resist the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance?

Dream Ruyan's eyes were filled with deep concern for her brother.

But she didn't retreat.

Although she didn't want Lin Xuan to get entangled in this mess, the saying "once you draw the bow, there is no turning back" applied here. Dream Ruyan understood this well.

Alright, since they couldn't reconcile, she would face it alongside her brother.

With that thought, Dream Ruyan stepped forward. The Drifting Cloud Snowfall Sword flew out of her sleeve, and a lustrous aura enveloped her body. As a mid-stage Tribulation Transcender, although her strength was far inferior to Lin Xuan's, she couldn't be ignored completely.

"You…"

Lin Xuan didn't need to worry about his situation for the moment. The Nine Palaces Musty Sword had just appeared, and the Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth's expressions all turned pale as they looked at each other.

A formidable opponent!

They originally thought that their easy target was playing a cat-and-mouse game. The Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth's faces showed both anger and embarrassment.

The seven cultivators were from the same lineage, having mastered the same set of treasures for millions of years, making them highly attuned to each other.

After a brief moment of shock, they simultaneously cast their incantations.

Wu…

With their actions, the Seven Treasures of Supreme Truth began to resonate. A strange melody emerged from these treasures and stirred the laws of nature, subtly resonating with the nearby primordial energy.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. It wasn't a time for combat; he wouldn't wait passively for them to attack.

The saying "strike first if you can" applied in both the cultivation world and secular society.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, moving swiftly yet feigning slowness as he pointed forward:

"Hurry!"

Before he could finish speaking, the Nine Palaces Musty Sword trembled.

Though the movement was slight, it sliced through the void. Soon, a series of whizzing sounds filled their ears. Silver light poured down like rain, slicing through the sky with sharp sword lights that fell like meteors, enveloping them in an instant.

The sword lights rained from all directions, leaving no room for evasion.

No one knew how Lin Xuan achieved this.

The entire process was swift and fluid, and the cultivators present all sucked in a cold breath. Such an attack, so sharp and sudden, would be impossible to dodge even if they were in his position.

All the cultivators who reached such conclusions had grim faces. A true expert hides their strength, but this Lin boy's prowess was truly formidable.

Fortunately for them, they were merely spectators, which was the only thing they could be grateful for.

At this moment, things weren't so fortunate for the Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth.

Lin Xuan had offended a powerful enemy. The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance was no trifling matter in the Three Realms.

Defeating the current strong opponent wasn't enough to resolve their crisis; he must demonstrate his strength to make them wary.

The Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth was nothing but test dummies for him, and Lin Xuan had no intention of fighting them in a drawn-out manner.

While it couldn't be called a one-hit kill, if they couldn't determine the outcome within several rounds, Rain Mist's true powerhouses might underestimate him.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn't hold back as he cast the ordinary Sword Shadow Splitting technique with the Nine Palaces Musty Sword. The combined effect of this and the Flowering Heavenly Maidens technique made it a formidable attack.

Almost instantly, the seven were enveloped by layers of sword curtains.

Yes, sword curtains!

Due to the sheer number of swords, they created an optical illusion that made them seem like a continuous light curtain.

Watch how they dodge; watch what abilities they have to break through?

Lin Xuan's first move was a killing blow.

The once arrogant Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth now had a pale face.

Though he didn't know if the opponent was a realm powerhouse, it was clear that he couldn't match them.

Damn! The other six regretted their actions bitterly.

But what use were regrets and anger when facing this crisis? They needed to find a way out.

Lin Xuan was far more terrifying than expected, but they wouldn't surrender easily.

The Seventh Cultivator of Supreme Truth cast incantations, summoning ancient cauldrons, purple mirrors, bronze braziers…

Seven treasures simultaneously emitted dazzling light and transformed into layers of light curtains.

Pfft…

In the next moment, sword lights rained down on these light curtains.

Though it wasn't a decisive breakthrough, the sharpness of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword was not easily deflected by ordinary treasures.

Postscript: The baby has been sick for almost a week now. It's just a common cold, but it won't go away, and Fant Yu is really busy these days. Sigh, I hope the baby gets better soon!
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The先天残宝, how could it matter? The Nine Palaces Musty Sword was now but a step away from the Immortal Mansion's rare treasures.

Pfft...

A series of fine impacts sounded in his ears, like raindrops hitting banana leaves. Despite the seemingly thick light barrier, it shattered as if it were nothing more than soap bubbles.

Yet, on Tai Zhen's face, there was no sign of panic.

The seven elders cooperated seamlessly. As one light barrier broke, another appeared, endlessly renewing and trapping the swordlight in place.

Meanwhile, the long-bearded elder recited ancient incantations, sending spell after spell towards the Cosmic Cauldron before him.

Though Lin Xuan's power far exceeded their expectations, they were all late-stage Immortal Cultivators. How could they be foolish enough to take hits without retaliating?

Attack was the best defense.

A large amount of essence qi gathered on the surface of the Cosmic Cauldron.

As for the other six treasures—Purple Mirror, Bronze Furnace, Jade如意...

Their surfaces also emitted flashes of light, resonating with the Cosmic Cauldron. Not just in harmony, but through a共鸣, temporarily lending their power to it.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

The Tai Zhen Seven Treasures indeed had unique advantages; they were not ordinary先天残宝.

By integrating their powers, this instant seemed to have reached the true level of an innate divine treasure.

The entire process was swift. Dozens upon dozens of Nine Palaces Diagrams appeared around Lin Xuan, nearly a hundred in total, enveloping him.

"Fall!"

The long-bearded elder bellowed. The spellwork in Tai Zhen's hands intensified simultaneously.

...

Their actions then became blurred as the Nine Palaces Diagrams surrounding Lin Xuan emitted beams of light.

Blindingly bright, they sealed off all possible escape routes like a net from heaven and earth.

Cosmic Green Light—vast in number, each beam far more powerful than those just released by the Cosmic Cauldron.

...

Lin Xuan had no room to dodge. They aimed for a decisive victory here.

"Brother!"

Dream Ruyan was shocked, wishing she could take this attack instead of Lin Xuan.

But her efforts were futile.

Even though she was mid-stage Immortal Cultivator, there was nothing she could do in this battle.

Lin Xuan's expression was equally grim.

Too careless.

Though the Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators weren't formidable, their reputation had some merit. Underestimating them would be a mistake, but it wouldn't defeat Lin Xuan.

Taking a deep breath, all his divine swords flew back.

The silver light dimmed as brilliant green light emerged before him.

Originally, the Nine Palaces Musty Sword could freely transform its attributes.

Then, green light exploded and coalesced into a giant lotus. It slowly bloomed in mid-air, with Lin Xuan's figure merging within it, protected by the lotus.

Boom!

The entire process was swift, though complex. The lotus blooming was seamless but soon, beam after beam of arm-thick light enveloped it.

Like raindrops on banana leaves, or stones thrown into a calm lake, breaking its surface.

The lotus's surface shimmered with essence qi like fire, layer upon layer of light waves expanding in place.

The old monsters watching were dumbfounded. Their powers could sense several different法则 intertwining mid-air.

But what those rules were remained unclear. They knew the collision was terrifying.

Using divine swords for defense?

This boy had a very small胆量, but he was too foolish. Didn't he know that defense required far more effort than offense? The same amount of essence qi would likely be doubled or tripled.

And relying on just one treasure couldn't match Tai Zhen's Seven Treasures, right?

It was like trying to stop a car with an arm. The power emitted by the Tai Zhen Seven Treasures was now comparable to true innate treasures.

No one among the watching Immortal Cultivators believed in Lin Xuan's survival.

Even though he had brought them too many surprises earlier.

The Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators' coordination was truly remarkable, almost breathtaking.

Tai Zhen's Seven Treasures were indeed renowned. Lin Xuan's situation was dire and without hope of turning the tide.

Dream Ruyan's expression was already grim. Unable to help, she felt a wave of powerlessness.

Would Lin Xuan really perish here?

Of course not.

As time passed, the old monsters exchanged glances, their expressions shifting from sighs to surprise.

Initially thinking Lin Xuan could only hold out for a few breaths, half a cup's worth of time had passed. The green lotus still bloomed while Tai Zhen's attacks gradually weakened.

The long-bearded elder's face turned ashen. His own abilities were clear; with seven working together, they almost reached the power of an innate divine treasure.

Against one person, there was no way he could escape unscathed.

Logically, he should have been reduced to ashes by now.

But logic couldn't explain the wonders of the Immortal Cultivator world. Lin Xuan wasn't just any ordinary cultivator.

Innate divine treasures? How many had he seen?

And Lin Xuan already possessed several such treasures.

Boasting about these was like a carpenter showing off his axe in front of Lu Ban—self-defeating.

As the Nine Palaces Musty Sword's power grew, the subsequent beams of light became fewer and farther between.

Seven coordinated attacks?

Yes, but maintaining such intensity required immense effort.

The long-bearded elder groaned. The green lotus showed no signs of weakening.

For Lin Xuan, his chance finally arrived.

"Break!"

He pointed a finger forward. The green lotus's surface glowed even more intensely and spun.

As it rotated, countless sharp swordlights shot out from its surface.

The lotus shrank in size before vanishing entirely, reappearing as a torrent of swords aimed at the Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators.

"Bad move!"

The long-bearded elder was alarmed. The other six old monsters stared wide-eyed.

Lin Xuan had seized the perfect moment.

It was their prolonged assault that left them exhausted and struggling to maintain their attacks.

Though there weren't many flaws, Lin Xuan had exploited them well.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword's power was formidable; it almost instantly broke through their protective barriers.

Now, the Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators' expressions turned from shock to fear.
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Could it be that he was about to fall?

The thought had barely formed when the sword lights in the sky were only a few feet away from them.

There was no time left to dodge, and even if they tried to use their treasures for defense, it would still be too late.

Moreover, having witnessed the sharpness of the sword lights, even if they really did summon defensive treasures, there would likely be little use; ten out of ten chances were that they wouldn't survive.

The seven of them had reached a point of utter despair.

Recalling what had just happened.

From the moment they started fighting to being trapped in peril, it was merely an instant's work.

It wasn't quite a one-hit kill, but it seemed like they hadn't lasted more than a few rounds.

Perhaps there were some sudden factors involved, but the disparity in their strength was obvious. This unassuming little fellow turned out to be a peerless powerhouse.

The seven of them regretted it bitterly. Since they had embarked on the path of cultivation, they had endured countless hardships to reach this stage. After finally breaking free from the constraints of lifespan, could it really end here?

They were too unwilling to accept such a fate.

But what could they do?

Their fates were now in someone else's hands. But would he... show mercy?

The seven True Reality cultivators were on the brink of death; even the old monsters watching them were dumbfounded by how quickly the situation had reversed.

They had all thought Lin Xuan was about to fall, but in an instant, it turned out that he was their opponent facing a dire outcome.

He was too strong.

Why hadn't his name ever been heard before?

Although the Three Realms were vast, such peerless powerhouses shouldn’t be unheard of.

Among the cultivators present, only Fairy Ruyan seemed genuinely surprised. The feeling was akin to returning from hell to heaven.

It was simply too wonderful.

How did my brother train?

Even though Dream Ruyan knew that Lin Xuan had always been formidable, killing his peers was as easy as cutting melons and cucumbers.

But he had only advanced from the Separation Realm to the Transcendence Realm in a mere few thousand years!

In such a short time, for him to reach this stage of cultivation was already incredibly unbelievable.

Could his power and abilities still keep up?

No, not just keep up; they were far beyond those of his peers.

This could be called nothing but a miracle... no, it couldn't even be described as one.

Apart from admiration, Dream Ruyan felt like she had to bow down to her sworn brother. Of course, there was more joy than anything else.

With such power, my brother might really be able to resolve the crisis.

After all, they only violated Rain Mist Alliance's rules; if he had enough resources and confidence, the other party wouldn't persist in their demands.

But there was a condition: they mustn’t truly break ties with the Rain Mist Alliance. Therefore, no matter what happened, these seven True Reality cultivators couldn't fall.

Otherwise, the Rain Mist Alliance would have nowhere to retreat even if they wanted to stop.

With this thought, Dream Ruyan felt extremely anxious. She tried to remind Lin Xuan not to be too ruthless, but it was already too late. The Nine Palaces Instant Sword was less than three feet away from their heads.

They were indeed on the verge of death without any exaggeration.

As they saw a certain outcome of death, at this moment, an eerie spatial fluctuation suddenly arose.

The space became blurry, and then the Nine Palaces Instant Sword actually pierced into thin air. The seven people, including the Elder with Long Eyebrows, all disappeared.

"What...?"

The sudden change left everyone dumbfounded. Even Lin Xuan's face was as gloomy as if it were about to rain.

"Teleportation Technique!"

His expression became unprecedentedly serious.

This was spatial law, and it could instantly transfer others elsewhere in an instant. Those who could use such a power wouldn't be the waste like these seven True Reality cultivators; they would definitely be genuine top-grade experts.

Although not necessarily on par with Immortal Wandering Demons or Beast Kings, they were no less than his older brother and sisters.

A formidable enemy!

If his assumptions were correct, this would be the most terrifying existence he had faced since embarking on the path of cultivation.

Previously, although he had once offended the Ice Spirit Constrictor Snake, these two females hated him to the bone. But as the True Demon Ancestor, there were still many considerations in the Spiritual Realm, and he never faced their true forms.

This time was different.

Being able to use the Teleportation Technique meant that the peerless powerhouse who came here wouldn't be a fragment or avatar; it would definitely be the original form itself.

If facing a peer like Dragon Brother Nai, could he have any chance of victory?

Lin Xuan secretly evaluated his chances in his heart.

The result was zero.

Even at late-stage Transcendence Realm, the gap between top-grade experts and ordinary beings was as vast as heaven and earth.

Those who became top-grade experts were all capable of easily defeating their peers.

A level jump challenge?

Other great powers might not know, but for Dragon Brother Nai, it was a common occurrence in his growth process.

Lin Xuan's mouth twitched slightly.

Finally, he had attracted the attention of a peerless figure.

Was he afraid?

Yes, to some extent.

Lin Xuan never concealed his fear; any existence would be scared if they were in his position.

Fear wasn't shameful; what mattered was that Lin Xuan wouldn't retreat.

A formidable enemy? So what?

He had thought about this from the beginning. Only by making such an existence wary could he have a chance to reconcile with the Rain Mist Alliance.

Let them know that if pushed too far, they would be willing to fight to the death.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan's expression became more resolute.

He loudly said: "Since you've come here, why not show yourself? Your Teleportation Technique is truly impressive. Would you like to spar with me?"

Lin Xuan's voice was calm, but his tone was incredibly arrogant.

It seemed as if he was on par with this peerless powerhouse.

The people present were all shocked and secretly admired Lin Xuan's courage.

Buzzing whispers filled the air:

"Teleportation Technique. In the Three Realms, only a few can master it. Could Rain Mist Alliance... be that great person arriving here?"

"I don't know either. The Rain Mist Alliance has been passed down from ancient times; there are countless late-stage Transcendence Realm experts. But even for these seven True Reality cultivators, they're just ordinary high-ranking officials. There are only three true Great Elders, each a peerless powerhouse. We just don’t know which one came."

"I don't know either, but no matter who it is, he can't be matched by little Lin Xuan. If he's smart, he should surrender now."

"Surrender? Ha! I think that kid won't do that."

"Not doing so will only lead to mutual destruction. Don’t think defeating the seven True Reality cultivators makes you anything special; in front of those three great persons, you're just a chicken and dog. Defying them is too foolish."

"I wonder what happens to that Lin youngster, but for us, this is definitely an opportunity."

"Opportunity? What do you mean?"

"You’re too slow. With the identity of those three great persons, they wouldn’t easily intervene. Witnessing it firsthand might bring some enlightenment; isn’t that a blessing?"
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Buzzing whispers filled his ears, and Lin Xuan's expression had sunk to an unprecedentedly gloomy level.

There was no doubt about it; the one who had arrived here must be a peerless powerhouse—Rain Mist Business Alliance’s true upper echelon.

After being repeatedly provoked, this massive entity finally began to reveal its fangs.

However, regardless of what others said, that peerless expert still remained hidden in the shadows. If not for the mind-blowing Teleportation Technique just now, everyone might have thought it was merely an illusion.

Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators had already retreated over a thousand feet away. Although they hated Lin Xuan to the core, their faces betrayed their lingering shock.

"Thank you, Supreme Elder for your assistance!"

The seven people awkwardly bowed, their movements chaotic and disorganized, as none of them knew where that savior was now.

Notice: The cultivators present were all at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Yet, they seemed like deaf and blind; despite knowing a powerful figure had arrived, they couldn’t pinpoint his exact location.

Such a scenario would be hard to believe if mentioned elsewhere.

This wasn't just about simple concealment techniques but genuine spatial laws. Otherwise, it wouldn't have fooled so many Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

After all, regardless of their strength, their spiritual awareness was extraordinary.

For Lin Xuan, the pressure was even greater.

Regardless of why his opponent was hiding, not being able to discern his form meant he had already lost a step.

Without finding any trace, did they still need to take action?

Although that peerless powerhouse hadn't made a move yet, it had posed him an insurmountable challenge—whether or not he could solve this problem.

No one believed in Lin Xuan's chances.

Because the question was before everyone.

Though the cultivators knew Rain Mist Business Alliance’s Supreme Elder was a peerless figure, their competitive nature compelled them to try and solve the riddle themselves—to find that peerless powerhouse's whereabouts.

But all efforts were futile. No one could locate where he was; being at a loss for solutions best described the situation. What could Lin Xuan do in such circumstances?

The principle was simple.

Many looked at him with ridicule and pity.

However, had Lin Xuan given up?

No!

Despite his stern expression, there was no trace of fear.

A mere test question wanted to challenge himself? Too presumptuous.

Spatial laws were indeed difficult to break. But that didn't mean it was unsolvable!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; silver light flashed in his eyes.

Celestial Phoenix Divine Eye!

Though Lin Xuan's current strength couldn’t match the phoenix, he was still at late Tribulation Transcending stage. The Celestial Phoenix Divine Eye had almost ninety percent of the power of the king of all birds.

In his eyes, everything was meaningless.

The Celestial Phoenix Divine Eye could penetrate any illusion and have incredible effects on concealment techniques—no matter how hidden your spatial law might be in the crevices of time and space, it would still be useless.

This peerless powerhouse was indeed formidable. But posing such a test before him was futile.

To be blunt, it was like displaying a large axe at Lu Ban’s door; incredibly foolish.

"Friend, do you wish to continue hiding? Then I’ll have no choice but to offend."

A sigh entered his ears, though he knew the opponent was a peerless powerhouse, Lin Xuan wouldn’t hold back. Bowing down wasn't useful in this world where only the strongest could earn respect.

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it at his brow.

As he did so, golden light erupted from the center of his forehead, transforming into a cool little lake with ripples spreading outwards.

Then came an even more unbelievable scene.

The golden water parted to reveal a miniature仙剑 (immortal sword).

Blinding!

This sword was colored in five hues of glass, emitting a mysterious aura.

"Nine Palaces Instantly—break!"

Lin Xuan’s low voice echoed from his mouth.

Before the words left him, silver light burst forth from the thin blade. A dazzling light pierced through the void and vanished into the sky.

The scene caught everyone off guard; they couldn’t understand why Lin Xuan did this.

They didn't believe he could discern where the peerless powerhouse was hiding. Was attacking aimlessly supposed to be useful?

How foolish!

But before that thought could fully form, a light exclamation entered his ears.

Green light suddenly flared up, and an old man in gray robes appeared about a hundred feet in front of Lin Xuan, his face filled with astonishment.

"Can you see my movements?"

The elder’s expression truly showed some surprise.

Though many cultivation techniques had anti-aging effects, his expertise in aura divination could reveal one's true age.

But before this strange youth, it was useless.

Not entirely; he could tell the young man was exceptionally youthful but couldn't determine his exact age.

Such a young cultivator reaching Tribulation Transcending stage was already astonishing. Yet possessing such formidable strength made him even more remarkable.

He couldn’t help but recall the old Arishura.

Apart from the king, this was the most extraordinary person he had ever seen in his life.

The elder began to appraise Lin Xuan with interest: "Indeed, indeed; you are truly impressive. It’s no wonder you have such audacity—breaking Rain Mist Business Alliance's rules without offering an explanation?"

Though the elder spoke kindly, a rebellious aura emanated from him—a quality born of countless years as a superior, able to life and death at will.

Despite appearing non-hostile, it made his opponent feel uncomfortable. Unwaging war, yet subduing the enemy perfectly illustrated its meaning.

If another cultivator were here, they might have submitted.

But Lin Xuan was no ordinary figure; this elder, however formidable, would not make him bow down.

A true man doesn’t easily submit to others.

Peerless powerhouse?

He had seen such figures before.

Lin Xuan raised his head with a smile: "Friend, you jest. I’m not some audacious cultivator and have no intention of opposing your alliance; breaking the rules was due to unavoidable circumstances."

Lin Xuan’s demeanor was gentle and peaceful, like a cool breeze, yet it defied the other's dominance, akin to a small boat in turbulent waters—seemingly at risk but ultimately turning danger into safety.
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The atmosphere of confrontation remained evenly matched.

The elder's expression toward Lin Xuan grew increasingly serious. He was one of the two Supreme Elders of the Rain Mist Business Alliance, alongside Lady Rain Pong, who claimed to be the foremost figure in the spiritual realm. His identity and strength were nearly on par with those of the lower-ranked Primordial Demons.

His insights were naturally more profound as he had encountered countless powerful individuals over his lifetime. He could tell that Lin Xuan hadn't mastered a domain yet—no, not even advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence just recently.

How could someone possess such formidable strength and demeanor, almost evenly matched with him? It was hard to believe in the real world that such a figure existed without seeing it firsthand. In time, wouldn’t he become another Asura King?

These thoughts crossed his mind as he looked at Lin Xuan with a hint of envy and jealousy.

Of course, such emotions flashed by quickly before he chuckled silently. This boy was indeed impressive, but the path to becoming an Asura King required countless hardships. It was premature to speak about it now.

Moreover, achieving supremacy in the three realms wasn't easy; whether or not he had such good fortune remained uncertain.

"Friend, why are you laughing?"

Lin Xuan found the elder's haughty attitude extremely uncomfortable. He wanted the other party to understand that he didn’t take lightly his position as a soft target for manipulation.

"I am Earth Crystal Disperser. I have yet to learn your esteemed name, young friend."

The gray-robed elder wasn't angry; his expression remained pleasant. However, before he could finish speaking, the surrounding spectators began to stir.

"What? Earth Crystal Disperser! He is one of the legendary Two Elders of Heaven and Earth!"

"Who are these Two Elders?"

"Hey, you must be quite ignorant if you haven’t heard of the famous Heavenly and Earthly Elders. As a Tribulation Transcender, you should know better. The Heavenly and Earthly Elders are well-known figures—Heavenly Spinor Venerable and Earth Crystal Disperser."

"So that's it. I only knew there were three powerful figures in the Rain Mist Business Alliance, but I didn’t know who they were." The previous speaker seemed slightly ashamed. "Is it true that these Two Elders are so formidable?"

"Of course," another person boasted proudly. "They are among the oldest living cultivators, roughly on par with Loose Immortals and Demon Kings from the same era. They emerged at the dawn of creation, their lifespan a mystery to all."

"They chased stars and moons, vying for treasures in the primordial age. They traversed various planes, engaging in battles against unknown powerful entities from other worlds."

"They once fought against Primordial Demons and had conflicts with the Six Kings of the Netherworld. They witnessed the Asura King's unparalleled demeanor and met True Immortals descending to the spiritual realm. While we are Tribulation Transcenders, they are incomparably different. Don’t you think the Two Elders are extraordinary?"

...

The murmurs continued, and as time passed, the spectators' eyes filled with admiration.

Lin Xuan faced immense pressure at this moment.

Despite his surprise and a hint of jealousy, he ultimately believed that Lin Xuan still had much room for growth and was too weak to be feared. The danger could be contained before it grew.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of these thoughts. It was impossible to discern such an old monster's true intentions.

Thus, he answered the elder’s question humbly: "I am Lin Xuan. I apologize deeply for breaking your alliance's rules. But there were compelling reasons behind my actions, and I truly had no intention of opposing your sect."

Lin Xuan lowered his stance.

He wasn’t afraid but pragmatic. If submitting and saying flattering words could pass without conflict, why risk it with such a formidable existence?

However, gaining forgiveness was far from easy.

What Lin Xuan didn't expect was that another opponent emerged at this moment.

"Supreme Elder, don’t believe this boy's nonsense. He showed no respect to our Rain Mist Business Alliance just now. His words were extremely disrespectful, calling us mere merchants and boasting about his power. He said he could easily eliminate all of us with a flick of his finger and urged us not to provoke him or face dire consequences."

"He also claimed that the three elders are merely pretenders, that the position of Supreme Elder in our Rain Mist Business Alliance should have been passed on long ago, and it should be his turn..."

"What?"

Earth Crystal Disperser's originally calm expression soured as he glared at Lin Xuan. "Boy, you really said such things."

"Of course I did; how could a subordinate dare deceive the Supreme Elder? This boy is nothing but a chatterbox who loves to speak nonsense. I only regret not being more effective in defending our Rain Mist Business Alliance from his slander."

The Long Eyebrow Venerable of the Seven True Sages appeared deeply pained, his expression filled with self-blame, almost convincing enough that he had no flaws.

Lin Xuan was speechless. While deceit and cunning were common in the cultivation world, such blatant lies in front of others were rare.

Moreover, while deceit among cultivators often stemmed from greed for treasures, the cultivation world wasn't entirely devoid of honor.

Lower-ranking cultivators might lie more frequently to survive, but higher-ranking ones generally avoided such behavior as it damaged their reputation and status.

A high-ranking Tribulation Transcender like Earth Crystal Disperser lying in front of others was something Lin Xuan had never imagined, even in his wildest dreams. Yet, this situation unfolded before him.

Lin Xuan's expression soured, but the spectators exchanged glances without defending him. Although they disapproved of the Long Eyebrow Venerable’s actions, it didn’t concern them directly.

These onlookers had no kinship with Lin Xuan and were unwilling to defend him, as it would bring unnecessary conflict with the Rain Mist Business Alliance.

The remaining six elders from the Seven True Sages remained silent but couldn't support their fellow elder's position.
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For a moment, Lin Xuan found himself speechless.

"Rubbish!"

Lady Ruyan was so enraged that her body trembled. She had never encountered such an unscrupulous cultivator before; not even the audacity to lie in front of others and not feel ashamed about it.

"You're just making things up! My younger brother has never slandered Rain Mist Business Alliance."

"Hmph, you witch. That Lin boy only allied with us Rain Mist Business Alliance because he wanted to help you. You two are like a pair of rats in the same hole; naturally, you would cover for him."

The long-brow elder said viciously. His ability to turn things around was truly formidable.

He had never seen someone so petty before. Just because Lin Xuan defeated him, he harbored resentment and resorted to making false accusations to try to eliminate Lin Xuan.

The only fitting description of his actions was despicable and shameless.

Yet, these words were quite convincing.

Firstly, although the long-brow elder had character flaws, he was still a late-stage Golden Pillar Realm cultivator. This kind of outburst was unprecedented, so even with Di Ji's cleverness, she never would have imagined that he was just making things up.

Secondly, as one of the elders of Rain Mist Business Alliance, it was reasonable to believe in his own people rather than Lin Xuan’s explanations.

In fact, Lin Xuan did not make any attempts at defense. He wasn't being stubborn by believing in the principle that the clear would clear itself and the turbid would become muddied; instead, he knew that his defense would be futile.

Given the circumstances, Di Ji would never believe him anyway. Why bother expending unnecessary effort when it could only make things worse?

It was merely to let the other party laugh at him.

Seeing Lin Xuan remain silent, a trace of malice flashed across the long-brow elder's face before he continued his tirade against Lin Xuan.

His actions were not just because he had been defeated by Lin Xuan. Since embarking on the path of cultivation and reaching this stage, who hadn't faced countless twists and turns? Who hadn't experienced failure?

Even a former Arrogant Deva, who once dominated three realms, wasn't immune to setbacks during his growth.

Failure was said to be the mother of success. Losing to someone else wasn’t shameful in itself. Why did the long-brow elder react so dramatically then?

The only explanation was envy.

He had witnessed Lin Xuan's might and youth.

This young man’s future prospects were indeed limitless.

But what about him?

He had broken free from the constraints of lifespan, but it took millions of years of hard work to achieve that. The path of cultivation knew no end; even immortality wasn't a guarantee of satisfaction. In late-stage Golden Pillar Realm existence, Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators were insignificant.

His own situation was clear: his cultivation had stagnated for many years, and the possibility of further progress was slim.

Thus, he envied Lin Xuan.

Why should this young man achieve so much at such a young age? Why did his future hold the potential to become an Immortal Demon King?

Why must he forever look up to him in the future?

Envy was like a venomous snake that completely consumed his rationality.

He disregarded propriety and resorted to making false accusations, determined to destroy Lin Xuan's prospects.

A genius? Today, I will make you regret it here.

Driven by envy, the long-brow elder hated Lin Xuan so much that he was willing to slander him to the point of eternal damnation.

"Supreme Elder, you don't know how arrogant this boy was. He said our Rain Mist Business Alliance cultivators are all frauds and charlatans. With just one hand, he could have beaten all three of you into submission."

The long-brow elder's words continued unabated, filled with malice towards Lin Xuan to an extreme degree. Envy had transformed his character so much that he was now unhesitant in lying.

Would his plan succeed?

No one knew for sure, but Di Ji's expression was already at its limit of severity.

Such beings rarely lost their temper, and when they did, it would shake the heavens and earth.

The other cultivators present were not ashamed of the long-brow elder’s behavior, but they also didn’t have any fondness for Lin Xuan. Envy and jealousy were universal; only the degree varied.

If they were in the long-brow elder's position, they wouldn't dare to insult him despite their status. As mere spectators, they had no intention of defending him either.

Instead, they looked forward to his downfall with a mixture of glee and mockery.

The disappearance of a genius always brought joy to them.

Only Lady Ruyan was extremely anxious. Unfortunately, women were not always quick-witted. Despite her best efforts, she found herself in a situation where she couldn't defend herself against the despicable long-brow elder's accusations.

Her anxiety was useless; Lin Xuan remained silent with an icy expression on his face.

This expression could be interpreted as guilt or anger—different people had different interpretations. The long-brow elder secretly rejoiced.

What a foolish little fellow! Not making any attempts to defend himself, this time you will definitely die without a grave.

The long-brow elder became even more eloquent in his insults, and the venom in his words grew increasingly vicious.

Lin Xuan seemed completely indifferent. Suddenly, without warning, Di Ji's voice cut through the air: "Stop! What are you trying to do?"

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand shot up, and spatial laws emanated from it. The Great Transposition Technique was once again unleashed by this顶级大能.

Earlier, it had saved Tai Zhen Seven Cultivators from peril; now, it proved useless.

The long-brow elder, who had been talking non-stop, suddenly fell silent, his expression becoming even more bizarre...

Confusion, surprise, and finally, sheer terror condensed on that ugly face.

"No, impossible..."

His body trembled as his aura weakened.

A sword tip pierced through his chest.

The blade was thin like a cicada's wing but severed his entire energy flow.

Lin Xuan would not tolerate such slander and defamation.

Even if other cultivators felt anger towards Rain Mist Business Alliance, they still had to consider its reputation. But Lin Xuan wouldn't think so much.

A man of valor, born in this world, could not endure the insults of a villain.

He had embarked on the path of cultivation for immortality, but that didn’t mean he would be timid about everything.

A true man should seek vengeance with joy; otherwise, what was the point of longevity?

Even knowing it meant breaking ties with Rain Mist Business Alliance, Lin Xuan did not hesitate.

On the surface, Lin Xuan remained silent, but in reality, he was waiting for the perfect opportunity to strike a fatal blow.
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Dare to slander oneself, one must be prepared to pay with their life.

Even a late-stage cultivator who has the protection of Earth Core Hermit would not dare to think they could live in peace and security.

The old man with long eyebrows was filled with disbelief. He never imagined he would end up like this.

Could the other party really not fear offending the Rain Mist Business Alliance?

Did the other party not care at all about Earth Core Hermit's feelings?

To kill someone right before his eyes, that was sheer face-slapping without any reservations.

From now on, there would be no room for maneuver.

This little fellow must know that doing this will bring him a great calamity, yet he still doesn't consider the consequences. Does he really think he is an Asura and can dominate the Three Realms with impunity?

There were too many "ifs." The old man could not find answers to them. He had imagined Lin Xuan as weak, but in reality, that was far from true.

Never underestimate your opponent; otherwise, you will pay a heavy price or even perish.

When he first stepped onto the path of cultivation, his master had once given him this earnest advice. But with time passing and his own advancement to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, he long ago cast it aside.

He became arrogant and self-centered, believing that everything was within his control. These bad traits, coupled with unwarranted jealousy, led him to offend someone he shouldn't have, ultimately costing him his life here.

This Lin Xuan boy is like a fierce tiger; from the start, he should not have provoked him.

In his final moments, the old man shed tears of regret, but it was too late. There were no regrets in either the cultivation world or the secular realm.

He felt his vitality rapidly ebbing away.

Lin Xuan's resentful strike not only destroyed his physical body but also reduced his essence infant to powder. Even if it were just Earth Core Hermit, a Great Daoist True Immortal could not save him now.

His fall was inevitable, proving thatmisfortune arises from one's words (misfortune comes from one’s mouth). Beside him, Earth Core Hermit was furious.

For so many years, no one had dared to challenge him like this in front of his face.

To kill a Rain Mist Business Alliance elder right before his eyes, treating him as if he were nothing. He had never seen such arrogance.

He used to have some good feelings towards Lin Xuan.

Even though he broke the rules of the Rain Mist Business Alliance and even though the old man's description was extremely harsh, he could understand it as Lin Xuan being too young and impetuous.

Although there was a mistake, there might still be room for redemption.

If Lin Xuan were willing to admit defeat and accept some punishment, he might forgive his rashness.

Everyone once was young.

He still held high hopes for Lin Xuan's talent. Such a young man achieving so much; given time, he would surely become a True Immortal or a Demon King, even rivaling the Asura of old. There were still chances.

Such claims might be exaggerated, but from any angle, they had some feasibility.

Unlike the short-sighted old man, Earth Core Hermit's strength and lifespan were beyond calculation.

He had seen countless powerful figures—True Immortals, Asuras...

These were more extraordinary individuals than him.

Jealousy?

Perhaps he once felt it, but such trivial emotions no longer existed now.

So, he was willing to forgive Lin Xuan's rashness. He also looked forward to seeing his growth, like a senior looking after their juniors.

But Earth Core Hermit had his own limits.

Legends said that dragons have scales that are sensitive; touching them would anger the dragon. And Lin Xuan's actions clearly made Earth Core Hermit unable to tolerate it—daring to kill in front of him.

"Boy, you are impolite!"

Earth Core Hermit's hair and beard stood up as he spoke. Before his words were even finished, a brilliant sword light emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out. The sky turned dark, and the earth trembled as it fiercely slashed towards Lin Xuan.

This was an absolute powerhouse being provoked into anger. This sword contained extremely profound heavenly laws.

For some reason, in this moment, Lin Xuan felt time slow down.

Logically, with time slowing down, he should have had more time to dodge. But instead, the sword was as heavy as a mountain.

No, it really was a mountain.

In that instant, Lin Xuan felt like an ant, a huge mountain pressing down on him.

There was no way to avoid or resist; turning into dust seemed inevitable.

Lin Xuan faced a massive crisis.

This was his first time facing an absolute powerhouse. The other party was far more terrifying than he imagined.

How should he deal with it?

For a moment, Lin Xuan's mind went blank.

Knowing him, his character was incredibly resilient. He had endured countless battles and hardships, but this time, he was overwhelmed by the other party’smomentum (aura).

He seemed to have turned into a fool, unable to think of any defense.

This was the terrifying aspect of an absolute powerhouse—just their aura could crush same-stage cultivators.

The difference between late-stage Tribulation Transcendence and late-stage Tribulation Transcendence was so great.

Another person might truly fall, but Lin Xuan would never easily submit.

Though momentarily dazed, even a small advantage mattered. He would not sit idly by to die.

Lin Xuan's character did not allow him to surrender.

Even if he couldn't win, he had to fight. After all, he never thought he would perish here.

"Nine Palaces Instant Sword, break for me!"

With a loud shout, "tsk tsk" sounds filled his ears as countless bright lights shot out from his body.

The crystalline light was so dazzling and came with incredible force. The Nine Palaces Instant Sword, these rays were formed by Lin Xuan's core treasure. As they converged in the middle, an astonishing aura spread out.

What met his eyes was a magical weapon over a hundred zhang long.

Five-colored crystal glass, filled with profound mysteries. At such a high level of cultivation, even the giant sword technique he performed was different from others.

With its incredible sharpness, it intercepted the other party's sword light at the last moment.

One side was as heavy as a mountain, while the other was incredibly sharp. The outcome would surely be a fierce battle between them.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed in his ears. Its magnitude was indescribable, overshadowing all other sounds. At that moment, it seemed like only this sound existed in the world, and everything else turned to nothingness.

The heavens were collapsing, the void turning into powder, leaving only chaotic laws colliding amidst the shattered heavens.

That terrifying scene was hard to describe. Lin Xuan's first direct experience of an absolute powerhouse's might.
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That was a strange sensation, as if he would be crushed into powder in the next moment.

This experience of straddling life and death had long been forgotten by Lin Xuan. How many years had it been since he last encountered such a situation?

Was this just one move that would erase him from existence?

So-called supreme powerhouses were truly formidable to such an extent.

He originally thought that advancing to the late-stage Tribulation Transcender would allow him to match any existent in the Three Realms. But now, it turned out that these so-called thoughts were nothing but a joke.

There was no point resisting; it was futile.

Put down your sword, Lin Xuan. Challenging the Rain Mist Business Alliance was your mistake. Those who know when to yield should submit and await execution. Perhaps then, the other party might spare his soul.

In the next life, just be an ordinary person.

There are too many dangers and hardships on the path of cultivation; why force yourself through this narrow bridge?

A voice in his mind kept urging him, calm and gentle yet filled with temptation, gradually eroding Lin Xuan's willpower.

The aura he emitted grew weaker. The light of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was already faint, and that massive sword would soon crush him into powder.

Daji Scattered Man stood with his hands behind his back, exuding a demeanor that made cultivators bow. His seemingly unremarkable body radiated an aura that compelled others to kneel.

In his view, the outcome had no悬念.

One strike was enough to kill here and now.

But it wasn't because Lin Xuan was weak; quite the opposite, he was exceptionally strong.

He hadn’t seen such a prodigy in millions of years. Perhaps his talent truly rivaled that of Asura from ancient times.

Unfortunately, what use is that? There's no time for him to grow into an actual Asura.

A genius would fall here today.

Who let him commit this unforgivable mistake?

Daji Scattered Man felt a tinge of regret but made no hesitation in his action. This strike seemed simple, but it contained all his spirit and magical energy.

An eagle hunting rabbits uses its full strength; how much more so for such a little guy who could rival the Asura King.

High-level combatants only need to compete at the millimeter level. A single sword can decide life or death, not without precedent.

Lin Xuan was destined to fall here. In the next moment, he would be splattered with blood. Daji Scattered Man's strike contained unparalleled power and subtle mental attacks.

It could weaken his combat will!

This wasn't a simple illusion; it was an effect of his refined divine consciousness after countless锤炼.

Even tribulation transcendents would have to submit when facing this sword, standing obediently to be executed where they stood.

Lin Xuan's gaze had become utterly unfocused. Clearly, under the pressure of Daji Scattered Man’s divine consciousness, he no longer had the strength to fight back.

This attack contained the true essence of swordsmanship. Lin Xuan's fall would not be regrettable.

Daji Scattered Man was confident in his strategy, but would things really unfold as he imagined?

The situation for Lin Xuan was indeed critical at this moment. But Lin Xuan never knew what it meant to submit and await execution.

Supreme powerhouses? Even facing a true immortal, he wouldn't yield.

Just as the divine sword was about to be within an arm's length of him, Lin Xuan suddenly regained focus in his gaze.

He suddenly raised his head, and a burst of aura erupted from his body. The deep eyes shone with crystalline light.

His immense divine consciousness transformed into a blade, slicing forward with great force.

Boom!

The wind rose, the clouds gathered. The collapsing void once again devolved into chaos, resembling primordial chaos.

Daji Scattered Man's face suddenly paled as he was struck by disbelief. A mouthful of blood spewed from his mouth.

He looked like he had seen a ghost at this moment.

He hadn't thought Lin Xuan could break free from his mental attack, but he never expected it to be so powerful afterward.

His divine consciousness turned into a blade and directly cut through his own divine energy. There was no trickery; they clashed head-on.

And he discovered that he had lost by a hair.

Was this real? This kid couldn't be more than a few years old, yet his divine consciousness rivaled true immortals.

His robustness left Daji Scattered Man's meticulous plans with holes.

Lin Xuan’s desperate counterattack was far from over.

Spiritual light burst forth from his body. Countless intricate symbols flew out and fused with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

A clear ringing sounded, like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. The spiritual light on the surface of the sword expanded and contracted, transforming into a massive ball of light.

The five-colored spiritual glow was so bright that it seemed more dazzling than the sun above.

Then, "swoosh" sounds echoed as the colorful balls of light began to spin rapidly. Accompanying this were streaks of light shooting out from their surfaces, like meteors, crashing onto the mountainous sword light before him.

The scene was indescribable.

Each meteor contained a different law of nature, including the laws of swords, force, extreme cold, and space...

The sheer number left onlookers speechless. The mix was dizzying, making it hard to distinguish or defend against.

Cultivators watching were dumbfounded. No one expected such a dramatic reversal.

Lin Xuan dared to challenge Daji Scattered Man head-on. This direct confrontation resulted in an unexpected turn of events. Now, the situation seemed even more unfavorable for Daji Scattered Man.

He was one of the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth; his status in the Three Realms was truly top-tier, comparable to a true demon ancestor ranked near the bottom.

How did this kid manage such a feat?

No one would believe it unless they witnessed it with their own eyes. It was too outrageous!

Daji Scattered Man was both shocked and angry. He hadn’t underestimated him; his eagle hunting rabbit move should have been enough, yet he still ended up in such a predicament. This was unacceptable.

Could this kid rival top-tier powerhouses? No... impossible.

Before the thought could fully form, another scene unfolded before his eyes.

The shattered void began to recover visibly. In just one breath, the sky cleared again.

The clouds were light, and the wind gentle, as if everything that happened was a dream.

The mountainous pressure vanished, replaced by Daji Scattered Man's chest bleeding profusely.

He had been injured.

All onlookers wore expressions of disbelief. Even after witnessing the entire battle, they couldn't believe that Daji Scattered Man would lose to Lin Xuan.
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No, just a slight disadvantage in that one move. Say, .Com

But this was equally hard to accept.

It couldn't be understood or refuted—how could Lin Xuan possibly defeat a peerless powerhouse? He shouldn't have been crushed like an ant, should he?

Why would such an unbelievable outcome occur?

Everyone felt their minds were inadequate.

Dijishan Ren lowered his head and looked at the blood-stained chest. A trace of bitter smile appeared on his lips. However, compared to those spectators, his expression was relatively calm.

For how many years had he not been injured? He almost forgot what pain felt like.

This unknown young man stirred up memories within him.

As a reward, let this boy experience his domain.

Yes, a domain.

Why would there be such a disparity in strength between them as late-stage cultivators? This was the dividing line—domains.

It was said that the laws of nature were incredibly powerful. However, ordinary late-stage cultivators merely understood and then applied these rules to some extent. While they could still unleash formidable power, it was limited.

Domains, however, were entirely different.

In his domain, he ruled supreme. Even within a domain, new laws could be created according to the user's will. Ice could turn into fire; wind blades could perfectly blend with earth walls. The five elements no longer interacted in their usual ways; everything had its own new set of rules.

Compared to simply applying rules, the power was incomparable.

He hadn't expected this young man to be able to trigger his domain.

Impressive!

But once his domain was activated, he would surely fall here. Dijishan Ren's face showed a grim determination.

The sky remained clear and bright, but Lin Xuan felt an inexplicable panic in his heart. It was as if a great calamity was about to befall him.

Specifically, it was hard to put into words.

Lin Xuan's face also showed a determined expression. At his level of strength, he couldn't afford to ignore omens that appeared during combat. They wouldn't be unfounded.

There must be some forewarning.

After all, although he had defeated the peerless powerhouse with that sword strike, it was mostly by chance. Perhaps the opponent hadn't held back, but it certainly wasn't his full strength either.

Lin Xuan knew this well; he wouldn't foolishly believe he was stronger than Dijishan Ren. The real test had just begun.

Could he withstand the opponent's relentless attacks? Lin Xuan himself didn't have much confidence.

But there was no room for retreat now.

He would fight even if it meant defeat.

To die without a struggle wasn't his style. He could only fight to the death, carving out a path through blood.

Lin Xuan's gaze became resolute.

Or rather, determined beyond measure.

Dijishan Ren couldn't help but show some approval. Setting aside good and bad, this Lin boy was indeed remarkable in both strength and combat skills.

If given more time to grow, he might truly pose a threat.

Danger had to be eliminated at its source.

This time, he wouldn't allow him to leave alive.

"Here's your move—my domain!"

Dijishan Ren suddenly raised his head, spreading his hands. An astonishing aura erupted from his body, as if the void was melting away. The world spun and turned.

All the laws of nature became chaotic at this moment.

Even the primordial energy of heaven and earth seemed unable to be attracted.

No… more than that; it appeared even the Nine Palaces Sword had flown far into the distance, its spiritual connection with him severed by some mysterious force.

"This… how is this possible!"

Lin Xuan's face changed dramatically. This was the power of a domain—leaving him no strength to retaliate. At this moment, Lin Xuan deeply understood its terrifying nature.

In fact, domains weren't unfamiliar to Lin Xuan either.

Although he hadn't yet mastered them, in his view, it was only a matter of time before he did. This was similar to Tiao Xiaojian's confidence. So, Lin Xuan had prepared extensively beforehand.

Ancient texts, legends…

He had almost delved into everything related to domains.

Originally, he thought he understood domains quite well.

But now, he realized it was just self-delusion. As the saying goes, seeing is believing; this was particularly apt here.

No matter how many books he read or stories he heard, his understanding of a domain remained merely an imagination.

The phrase "my domain I control" was already familiar, but exactly how to operate it required firsthand experience.

At this moment, Lin Xuan felt like a small boat in a storm, always on the verge of capsizing.

Impossible. Would he really fall here?

Lin Xuan roared inwardly, his frustration reaching its peak. But trapped within the opponent's domain, he was like a person in a nightmare, knowing danger was near but unable to move an inch.

Unable to do anything, he could only watch helplessly as he fell.

That feeling was too suffocating.

Lin Xuan's anger burned fiercely, yet he couldn't break free from the domain. This time, he finally understood what it meant to be a peerless powerhouse.

Damn it, would he really fall here?

What would happen if he died? What about Yue'er, Qinxin, and Peacock?

Lin Xuan struggled desperately, but the domain was too powerful. The force was unfamiliar; in his urgency, breaking free from the domain seemed impossible.

Everything ended here.

No matter how talented you were—like the former Asura King—without growth, it would only result in bitter regret.

Dijishan Ren sighed. Eliminating a prodigy wasn't what he wanted, but Lin Xuan's recklessness led to this outcome. He had chosen his path and ultimately met his demise.

The matter was settled here, but was the ending truly so?

As Lin Xuan faced imminent death, a bright sword light emerged from the horizon… no, even farther away, seemingly from a thousand miles away.

But it instantly pierced through the void, appearing here in an unbelievable manner.

The sword light was like snow, its brilliance indescribable. It didn't carry any trace of laws but sliced into Dijishan Ren's domain without sound.

Dijishan Ren's face turned pale as if a river had burst its banks. The originally impenetrable domain appeared with cracks.

Cracks caused by the sword light.

Primordial energy rushed in, and the once flawless domain began to crack.

Awakened from his nightmare, Lin Xuan felt a surge of joy, sensing a connection with his innate treasure.
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The path turned and twisted, presenting itself as a divine opportunity from the heavens. How could Lin Xuan possibly let such a good chance slip away?

In an instant, the Nine Palaces transformed into a myriad of sword mountains, beams of dazzling light appearing on his innate treasure.

Following this, the sword lights fell like rain, slicing through a gap in the domain above.

From here, one could communicate with primordial energy from heaven and earth. Even if the flaw was minuscule, it would be enough to make a significant difference. Lin Xuan had confidence that he could escape through this crack.

However, the power of the domain left people speechless. The sword mark quickly healed, and the Nine Palaces failed to stop him as intended.

All the laws here were useless, weakening his innate treasure's potency significantly.

Could such a good opportunity truly slip away?

No...

In Lin Xuan’s dictionary, there was no word for giving up. His hands moved swiftly, casting incantations from his sleeves.

As he acted, a fireball about the size of an egg appeared before him. The five-colored glass-like light emitted a hazy aura of divine presence.

However, on the corner of Daji Immortal’s mouth, there was a hint of disdain. A mere spirit fire technique, what use could it have?

Even if this flame contained some secret technique, here in his domain, it would be utterly useless.

No matter how great you are, within my domain, you must submit.

This principle was so obvious that Lin Xuan’s expression showed no sign of discouragement. He poured all his true energy into the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire and recited incantations. Finally, he raised his right hand slowly but with urgency, pointing at the flames before him.

Wu...

As if a cold wind had swept by.

The surface of the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire became blurry, the five-colored light fading away to be replaced by a deep blue hue.

The Law of Extreme Cold!

It seemed capable of freezing even the void. However, in Daji Immortal’s eyes, such an action was akin to showing off before a master craftsman.

Indeed, it was showing off before a master craftsman.

In this domain, I am the ruler. The law of extreme cold is so fragile that a single thought could erase it.

It was too foolish.

Daji Immortal’s eyes even showed a hint of disappointment. This young man must have known he couldn’t win and had resorted to desperate measures. Was he already making his last stand?

But before this thought could fully form, an unexpected change occurred.

The fireball the size of an egg began to float like snowflakes.

It moved swiftly, arriving at a point three feet in front of the sword mark.

Then it blurred slightly and seemingly merged into the crack, vanishing.

Wu...

A fierce wind blew, changing the sky’s color.

Everything before his eyes disappeared, leaving only a chaotic void.

Daji Immortal was taken aback. But soon, everything returned like a dream or an illusion, clearing up to reveal a clear sky once more.

Could what just happened have been an illusion?

The onlookers were speechless. These old-timers had all gone through the Tribulation Stage and could be considered lords of their domains. Their strength was awe-inspiring, but now they found themselves unable to comprehend this battle.

They exchanged glances.

What one witnessed with their own eyes was hard to believe.

But it happened just like that.

Wait...

Suddenly, a sharp-eyed old monster noticed something hadn’t returned to its original state.

At least the sword mark had been frozen. Even in his domain, it couldn’t self-repair and revert back.

But how could this be?

The Law of Extreme Cold was supposed to be ineffective within his domain. How could there be freezing in a crack?

Everyone was at a loss for words.

Daji Immortal’s expression was far more complex—surprise, confusion, anger...

But the most inexplicable part was the greatest.

This young man had brought too many surprises.

A law that couldn’t be changed by even a domain was rare. From his reaction, one could guess what kind of treasure he possessed...

Chaos Yin Qi!

Daji Immortal’s face showed disbelief.

How could this be? The young man shouldn’t have obtained such a treasure.

He pondered this but had no other explanation. The origin of Chaos Yin Qi appeared in his mind.

Legend said that at the beginning of chaos, before any realms existed, the primordial yin and yang energies gradually gave birth to all things.

Thus, there was the saying: "Dao gives birth to one; one gives birth to two; two give birth to three; and from three come all things."

Therefore, these yin and yang energies were considered the mothers of all things.

Of course, this was merely a legend. No one knew for sure if the primordial yin and yang gave rise to everything. Even true immortals were confused about it.

However, one thing was certain: the primordial yin and yang at the beginning of chaos were extraordinary, representing the most fundamental laws.

The very beginning!

Even his domain couldn’t replicate that level.

That’s why he could freeze the sword mark. Daji Immortal’s domain couldn’t affect Chaos Yin Qi.

Realizing this, Daji Immortal’s expression became even more grim.

Too careless!

No... This was completely unexpected.

No one could have foreseen it.

Such an unexpected turn of events changed the course of battle.

The Nine Palaces transformed into a meteor-like flurry and shot forward.

Though his innate treasure's power was suppressed in the domain, the crack couldn’t be repaired. Thus, the sword light cut through horizontally and vertically, creating a path.

Lin Xuan rejoiced as he escaped with a burst of green light. The entire process was swift, taking only an instant.

Everyone was speechless, their faces showing disbelief.

They had seen powerful cultivators before, but none so formidable. Daji Immortal’s domain had been unleashed, yet this young man still eluded destruction.

What about that sword strike?

Frankly speaking, the young man was no ordinary opponent, but without that aid, he couldn’t have turned danger into safety.

A single sword strike breaking through a domain—such an existence was rare in all three realms.

An absolute powerhouse with his own domain. This judgment wasn’t mere speculation; only domains could destroy other domains, a well-known fact in the cultivation world.

Who had arrived here and why did he intervene to save Lin Xuan?
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Too many doubts clouded the situation, making it seem increasingly complex and confusing.

Originally, it was a simple conflict. A young and inexperienced individual had offended the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance, placing him in an irredeemable position where he had no chance of survival.

A wise person should have submitted to his fate; after all, the disparity in power between both sides was too great for any resistance to be effective. Submitting and admitting guilt might even earn a bit of leniency.

But who would have thought that this young bull wouldn't fear the tiger? This kid actually treated the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance as if it were nothing, choosing to confront them head-on instead of backing down.

Incomprehensible!

From an outsider's perspective, such behavior was utterly foolish. How could a chicken egg possibly withstand a stone? The outcome for this young man would only be utter destruction.

The arrival of Tai Zhen Qixiu further confirmed these suspicions. However, the result was vastly different from what people had anticipated.

Seven powerful late-stage cultivators wielded extraordinary treasures and displayed formidable strength when they attacked together. Yet, one move later, they were defeated by Lin Xuan.

Indeed, in that instant, Lin Xuan's power was a completely different level compared to Tai Zhen Qixiu.

Everyone was sucking in their breaths.

Some even thought this young man was feigning weakness to catch the tiger off guard—actually being some renowned old monster.

The tide had turned.

However, the favorable view for Lin Xuan only lasted a single breath. The Rain Mist Commerce Alliance was a formidable force, but Tai Zhen Qixiu wasn't considered a great power. Dijixin Immortal arrived here.

Tianxuan and Dijixin were renowned from ancient times; they were true绝世强者 (worldly peerless experts). They were not much different from scattered immortals or demon kings.

To provoke such an old monster, Lin Xuan had no chance of survival.

Any other cultivator would have submitted without hesitation, but Lin Xuan did the opposite—right in front of Dijixin Immortal, he killed one of Tai Zhen Qixiu's elders, the long-browed old man.

Although the opponent was guilty and deserved death, Lin Xuan’s actions were too reckless.

Impulsiveness would come with a price; this move sealed any hope for reconciliation with the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance.

Sure enough, Dijixin Immortal was enraged. Facing such an affront in front of him was something he hadn't experienced in years.

He no longer held back or maintained his composure, unleashing all his might to eliminate Lin Xuan.

Facing a world peerless expert, there should be no suspense this time.

However, the next scene that unfolded left everyone utterly surprised.

Lin Xuan did not fall; instead, Dijixin Immortal suffered significant setbacks.

Even an absolute powerhouse couldn't subdue him. In his fury, Dijixin Immortal even unleashed his domain's most powerful technique.

But it was still futile. Lin Xuan seemed as indestructible as a tiny insect.

Domains were supposed to be invincible, but Lin Xuan managed to escape anyway.

Looking at the young man hovering in mid-air, everyone’s expressions were bizarrely twisted. What kind of monster was this?

The Rain Mist Commerce Alliance truly seemed unable to handle him. This matter had completely surpassed everyone's expectations. The final outcome remained uncertain.

Everyone held their breaths as Dijixin Immortal's expression turned grave.

However, his gaze was somewhat wandering, not focused on Lin Xuan who had caused him trouble, but fixed on the far horizon.

"Since our last meeting at the Palace of Eternal Cold, it has been thousands of years. Your grace remains unchanged. Why didn't you reveal yourself when you arrived at the Pool of Jade?"

Dijixin Immortal's voice echoed in their ears, though he did not shout, his words carried for miles. For beings of this realm, such a technique was merely a minor trick.

Regardless of tone and manner, Dijixin Immortal showed great respect to the newcomer.

Clearly, the arrival wasn't from an ordinary cultivator; it was almost certain that she was another old monster like him.

Considering his previous sword strike, which had instantly shattered the domain, such an old monster in this world could be counted on one's fingers.

The observing cultivators, though their power couldn't match Dijixin Immortal’s, were no less discerning.

They began to speculate in their minds.

No one expected a small commotion to turn out like this; it was indeed getting more interesting.

Who was the mysterious powerhouse? Why did she intervene and help Lin Xuan?

Too many doubts left all the old monsters scratching their heads, eager for an answer.

Fortunately, the mystery wasn't hidden forever. A soft, melodious voice entered their ears: "Friend Dijixin, you are too polite; I just arrived here."

Before the words were fully spoken, a dazzling light appeared in front of them, and a robed female cultivator materialized before their eyes.

At first glance, she was no more than twenty years old. However, her eyes held an air of沧桑 (worldly experience).

It seemed as if all the legends from ancient times had been experienced by her.

Her aura was terrifying, capable of standing on equal footing with Dijixin Immortal.

World peerless expert!

The Hundred Flowers Fairy had arrived here.

The observing cultivators showed reverence in their eyes.

The Hundred Flowers Fairy was renowned, though not famous for its antiquity, it was still an extremely ancient figure.

Its strength could match the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth, and its secret technique, Sword Spirit Incarnation, was praised by true immortals.

Legend had it that she was quite friendly with the Broad Moon True Immortal from among the three scattered immortals. New Moon Princess, the beloved daughter of Broad Moon True Immortal, once studied under the Hundred Flowers Fairy as a disciple.

New Moon Princess's family background was profound, but her choice to study under the Hundred Flowers Fairy indicated that her strength was formidable. Otherwise, why would Broad Moon True Immortal make such a decision?

The Rain Mist Commerce Alliance was a formidable force, but the Hundred Flowers Fairy wasn't easily provoked. She had actually gotten involved in this situation; what could be the reason?

Despite his many speculations, Dijixin Immortal's expression showed surprise.

He and the Hundred Flowers Fairy had known each other for a long time, though their relationship wasn’t deep, they certainly hadn’t had any grudges. At such high levels of power, actions were always smooth. Unless there was a great enmity, no one would easily start a fight.

Why did the Hundred Flowers Fairy take this action?

Others might not know how deep the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance's strength was, but she couldn’t be unaware.

But precisely because the Hundred Flowers Fairy knew, she shouldn't have provoked the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance. While she could disregard her brother, the Hundred Flowers Fairy couldn’t ignore the fact that Rain Pond Immortal, known as the first person in the spirit world, had to be cautious.

Unless there was a compelling reason, such as Lin Xuan being someone close to her.

But this was clearly impossible; how could an unknown young man possibly have any connection with the Hundred Flowers Fairy?

Before Dijixin Immortal’s thoughts could fully form, Lin Xuan's voice shattered all his speculations: "Sister, you're here."
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"Third Brother."

Flower Fairy smiled at Lin Xuan as she approached, her eyes filled with surprise.

Just a few years had passed since their last parting in the Dragon Realm. Lin Xuan had already advanced to the late Stage of Tribulation Transcendence. Such a rapid pace of cultivation was truly astonishing.

Thinking back to their first meeting, Flower Fairy's heart felt a mix of emotions. The little boy she once knew had grown into a formidable powerhouse to be revered. Perhaps it wouldn't take long for him to surpass her completely.

Flower Fairy witnessed Lin Xuan's growth from the moment he reached the Spirit Concentration Realm to his current stage. While feeling a sense of regret, there was also much joy in her heart.

However, such a term from Flower Fairy sounded rather unbelievable to others. It was well-known that she had no sisters or brothers. Therefore, the only possible explanation for Lin Xuan's relationship with her was sworn brotherhood.

What merit did this young man have to be able to swear brotherhood with Flower Fairy?

Dream Ruyan stared wide-eyed in disbelief as the other cultivators were equally stunned. Almost everyone felt a mix of envy and jealousy. It would be hard to believe if they hadn't witnessed it themselves, but since Flower Fairy herself admitted it, it was impossible for it to be false.

Daji Sanren's face turned an ugly shade. He found this matter more troublesome than he initially thought. If Lin Xuan merely broke the rules of the Rain Mist Business Alliance and apologized, there would be no room for negotiation. However, his public act of killing Tai Zhen's leader was too arrogant. Even if Daji Sanren was willing to bear it, the Rain Mist Business Alliance could not afford to lose face over this matter.

Even if it meant making enemies with Flower Fairy.

...

After weighing the pros and cons, a hint of ruthlessness flashed in Daji Sanren's eyes as he had clearly made his decision. But just then, Flower Fairy's voice echoed: "I am a guest far from home, but I didn't expect my third brother to be sparring here with Fellow Daoist Daji. It seems I've disrupted your good time. Why don't you two postpone this for another day?"

Lin Xuan was more than willing to agree.

His elder sister's words were clearly an attempt at feigned ignorance. Otherwise, her sharp eyes would have easily seen through the deadly struggle between them.

By deflecting attention away from the issue, she hoped to avoid any disadvantage and let both parties make peace.

Lin Xuan understood but now he was not in control of the situation. He raised his head and looked at the old monster ahead.

Daji Sanren sighed, his expression sincere: "Fellow Daoist Flower Fairy, you've made your point. According to propriety, I shouldn't refuse you. But this young man has gone too far. Whether or not to spare him is beyond my authority. Otherwise, Rain Mist Business Alliance would have no face in the Three Realms."

Flower Fairy's delicate brows rose sharply. Despite his courteous words, there was no room for negotiation.

What had Lin Xuan done that made Daji Sanren so angry?

She felt both anxious and surprised. Her third brother always acted with great caution; how could he have provoked the Rain Mist Business Alliance and Daji Sanren?

Flower Fairy transmitted her thoughts to him.

Lin Xuan was not secretive, explaining the situation in detail through his mental communication.

Flower Fairy found it extremely difficult. Her third brother seemed so wise and patient, but now he had made such a mistake.

Wasn't it clear that impulsive actions could be disastrous?

This time, Rain Mist Business Alliance would definitely consider Lin Xuan their enemy.

Of course, Daji Sanren wouldn't say this, but Flower Fairy understood the implications.

After weighing the pros and cons, Flower Fairy stepped aside. She was a顶级大能, but offending the Rain Mist Business Alliance was not something she would do.

The logic was sound, but could people act as Daji Sanren planned?

"Deciding by strength is fair, Fellow Daoist. Don't you feel ashamed? How many years have you cultivated compared to my third brother's age? Your proposal has a hint of bullying the weak."

Flower Fairy's voice was gentle and pleasant, yet her words left all cultivators speechless.

Even Lin Xuan felt somewhat surprised.

Because his elder sister's stance now meant she stood firmly on his side. No longer neutral, she had made it clear that she would support him.

"Y-You..."

Daji Sanren turned red with anger, unable to believe Flower Fairy was so out of line.

Shocked and angered, he retorted: "Fine, fine, if you insist on this, I will show you my true strength."

"It is what I wish for; I did not ask for it."

Unexpectedly, Flower Fairy's response was firm. Even Lin Xuan felt she acted too hastily. But upon reflection, it made sense.

Before making a decision, Flower Fairy had weighed her options and concluded that she couldn't abandon her third brother, even if he had caused a major disaster or offended the Rain Mist Business Alliance.

This depended on Lin Xuan's character.

Even though they swore brotherhood voluntarily, the idea of sharing the same fate was a basic principle for siblings.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had saved Flower Fairy before. She couldn't just leave him in danger.

Her third brother must be rescued.

Once she made this decision, it meant inevitable conflict with the Rain Mist Business Alliance.

Though she didn't want to see this, she had no choice.

Since she was going to act anyway, Daji Sanren's straightforward approach aligned with Flower Fairy's character. Hence her firm stance.

Daji Sanren might not fully understand the situation but he was thoroughly angered by Flower Fairy: "Fine, fine, if that is your wish, then I will show you my true strength. May it be a wise decision and don't regret this in the future."...
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Daji Sanren was suddenly furious. He never imagined that Fairy Hundred Flowers would make such a choice, to the point where it could be described as acting on impulse.

For an insignificant little fellow, she actually risked going against the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance.

Incomprehensible!

However, now talking about these things had no meaning at all.

Fairy Hundred Flowers had made her decision. The next step was for him to find a way to uphold the dignity of the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance.

If it were only Lin Xuan, although this little fellow's performance was extraordinary, he still had a hundred percent confidence in eliminating him.

But if it were Fairy Hundred Flowers, everything would be different.

Both being top-tier powerhouses, Fairy Hundred Flowers also possessed her own domain.

Although they hadn't fought each other before, Daji Sanren knew well the reputation of Fairy Hundred Flowers. He didn't have any certainty of victory.

Strictly speaking, at their level, unless it was a war between the three realms, they generally wouldn't engage in combat. After all, no one could afford to lose.

And there would be no point either.

But now talking about these things made everything even more hollow.

Things had progressed to this stage; regardless of what Daji and Fairy Hundred Flowers were thinking, they had no choice but to act.

...

The two knew that the atmosphere in the area almost froze for a moment. The spectators, seeing the situation, quietly retreated, with many even summoning their treasures.

Of course, they weren't trying to intervene—who would dare get involved in a conflict between domain powerhouses? They were just being cautious.

Fairy Hundred Flowers and Daji Sanren battling each other would likely be an unimaginably grand spectacle. Even ordinary cultivators might scatter or have their souls scattered if they got caught up in it.

That was why they had prepared early for protection.

Of course, no one thought of backing out; after all, such a level of battle was not something that could be seen every day!

Being able to observe from this close distance would greatly benefit their growth. They couldn't say that they fully understood domains, but there were certainly some insights and understandings gained.

"Little sister..."

Lin Xuan's face showed gratitude. Fairy Hundred Flowers truly was a cultivator who kept her promises.

They were sworn sisters without a doubt, but Lin Xuan never thought she would risk the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance just for him.

"Third brother, don't worry; with me here, that old fool can't hurt you."

Since they had already broken their facade, Fairy Hundred Flowers' words weren't as polite anymore.

Rain Mist Commerce Alliance was indeed formidable. Li Yutong was undoubtedly the number one cultivator in the Spirit Realm. But so what? Apart from Arishura, he hadn't truly been impressed by anyone else.

Just some empty titles couldn't scare him.

No matter what, Lin Xuan would be protected.

"Good, good."

Daji Sanren laughed maniacally out of anger.

Without saying much more, he waved his sleeve. Instantly, a beam of light shot out from the sleeves of his robe.

It circled and danced before revealing its true form—a peculiar artifact.

At first glance, it resembled a sword, but upon closer inspection, there were many differences.

It shimmered with a deep blue hue, and fine patterns appeared on its surface, giving off a vibrant vitality as if it were alive.

Of course, this was just an illusion. Ultimately, the Daji Divine Sword was merely a treasure item. The time he had spent with Daji Sanren was beyond words to describe.

Legend said that shortly after entering the cultivation world, this was his first treasure.

Certainly, its quality was different from now.

Most cultivators would continuously replace their treasures as they grew in strength. However, over countless millennia from ancient times to the present, Daji Sanren had only used this divine sword.

Initially, it was just a mediocre spiritual artifact, then gradually improved in grade, becoming a magical treasure, and even something more powerful...

Spiritual treasures were nothing special.

Even先天materials before this divine sword wouldn't be worth mentioning.

Perhaps slightly exaggerated, but indeed not an ordinary treasure that could withstand his attacks.

There was certainly a weakness. Ordinary innate treasures merely connected with the owner's mind, while this Daji Divine Sword had been refined to feel like part of his body. It allowed him to act as he pleased, but once the treasure was destroyed, it would be a case of sword broken and life ended.

Of course, in actual operation, this weakness could be ignored.

Unless Arishura the King returned or true immortals appeared, who had the ability to destroy his innate magical treasure?

With one sword in hand, Daji Sanren's aura was vastly different from before, blending seamlessly with heaven and earth.

Earlier, he had suffered some setbacks at Lin Xuan’s hands but hadn't even summoned his innate treasure. Now facing Fairy Hundred Flowers, he dared not hide any weaknesses.

His aura continued to rise.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

Originally, although the other party used their domain earlier, they didn't exert full force. Otherwise, in this state, a single slash would likely be unstoppable.

"Third brother, step back."

A pleasant voice entered his ears. Fairy Hundred Flowers' eyes were equally sharp. She raised her jade hand, and fragrant breezes wafted into his nose. In her hand was a flower basket.

Flowers bloomed inside, vying for beauty, emitting heartwarming floral scents.

Fairy Hundred Flowers!

Legend said that this was the Fragrant Sword born from flowers cultivated in the flower basket.

It could decapitate anyone from miles away and its power shook heaven and earth.

Both had summoned their treasures. This wasn't a battle of skill but one to decide life or death, victory or defeat.

A single misstep would mean everything was lost. Therefore, neither Fairy Hundred Flowers nor Daji Sanren dared to act rashly.

They floated in the air, with one sleeve fluttering and the other garment dancing.

Their aura continued to rise in the sky.

Though no domains were summoned, the surrounding primordial energy had become chaotic.

Strong winds cut like knives, while clear skies turned into snowflakes falling. Voids also showed countless fine cracks.

Everyone's faces showed disbelief.

These were supreme powerhouses.

Just their aura could make the void collapse.

A worried expression appeared on Lin Xuan’s face.

At this level of battle, it was hard to determine who would win or lose.

He couldn't help worrying about Fairy Hundred Flowers.

Of course, Lin Xuan wouldn’t stand idly by. Things had progressed to this point; there was no longer any talk of a duel not allowing others to intervene.

His second sister was involved because of him, so he couldn't let her be in danger either.

Thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan waved his sleeve. Silver light shone brightly, and the Nine Palaces Sword emerged from his sleeves like a fish swimming out.

Blindingly bright!

"What do you want?"

Daji Sanren's expression turned gloomy. Although he was facing Fairy Hundred Flowers, he didn't completely ignore Lin Xuan either.
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"Friend, how about it? You decide."

Lin Xuan wore a look of righteous certainty.

You're allowed to bully the weak, but not help your second sister. Where in the world is that fair?

"This isn't a martial arts contest; if you think this is inappropriate, why don’t you have True Refinement Seven Cultivators join as well? Rest assured, I won’t say anything about bullying the few with many."

A sneer curled at the corner of Lin Xuan's lips.

While his strength might not match that of a world-class powerhouse like Earth Crystal Scatterer now, in mere verbal sparring, it was anyone’s guess who would come out on top. After all, sharp tongues had nothing to do with one's lifespan.

"You..."

Earth Crystal Scatterer roared in anger but was left speechless by his own words.

Indeed, this wasn’t a martial arts contest.

Since their lives were at stake and the outcome decided, there was no need for fair play. Lin Xuan’s move was expected.

There was nothing to criticize.

Moreover, strictly speaking, they still had more people on their side now.

Lin Xuan made his point clearly; he didn’t mind if True Refinement Seven Cultivators joined in.

The problem was... what good would those seven idiots do?

The leading long-brow elder had been dispatched by Lin Xuan with a single move. The remaining six were no match for the elder’s strength, let alone Lin Xuan himself.

Even if they combined their efforts, it wouldn’t withstand one of Lin Xuan's strikes and would only add to the ridicule.

Earth Crystal Scatterer was in a panic.

With just Fairy Hundred Flowers, he had little chance of winning. With Lin Xuan added to the mix, defeat seemed inevitable.

While he wasn’t going to lose face here, a humiliating defeat was almost certain.

This outcome was far from what Earth Crystal Scatterer wanted, yet he found himself at a loss for solutions.

His frustration was palpable.

Who could blame him when his fellow cultivators were so unhelpful?

In the distance, True Refinement Seven Cultivators showed signs of shame but had no intention of intervening. Their strength was their own business; they would only risk their lives by throwing themselves into this fight.

The spectators, meanwhile, were dumbfounded. The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance seemed like a formidable opponent, yet the situation had completely reversed.

No matter how one looked at it, Earth Crystal Scatterer was in a disadvantageous position.

...

The spectators’ emotions aside, Lin Xuan now raised Nine Palaces Momentary Sword to face two opponents with just one. There was no need for much caution.

Strike first!

A glint of sharpness flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes: "Friend, since you’re unwilling to attack first, let me throw a brick and invite you to follow."

Before the words were fully spoken, his right hand shot forward, pointing at the front.

Zzzz...

The sword emitted a dazzling light. Nine Palaces Momentary Sword transformed into multiple sword shadows, slicing towards the target.

Although the speed seemed slow, an overwhelming pressure surged forth.

Earth Crystal Scatterer’s expression changed drastically.

This sword contained profound meaning and unmatched power. It concealed several laws of nature within its turn. Ordinary Transcendence Realm cultivators would surely regret it if they faced this.

Of course, he wasn’t in danger.

However, Fairy Hundred Flowers was watching closely. If he focused on the sword, a significant flaw would be exposed.

Emotionally and logically, Fairy Hundred Flowers wouldn’t let him off easily.

But how could Earth Crystal Scatterer ignore such an attack?

He was caught between a rock and a hard place.

Suddenly, an old familiar voice echoed in his ears: "Guest from afar, this young friend has quite the temper. If you really want to fight, why not make me your opponent?"

Before he could finish speaking, a powerful aura descended from the sky.

The air grew hazy as a massive hand emerged from above him.

Electric arcs wrapped around its surface as it grabbed at the heavy sword mountain.

"Brother!"

Earth Crystal Scatterer’s face lit up with joy.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim. Could this be Elder Heavenly璇?

Before he could fully consider, crackling sounds filled his ears. The massive hand actually caught the sharp sword light, and the intricate shadows vanished into nothingness. It seemed like mere illusion.

"A螳臂挡车!"

A loud roar echoed in the void as the giant hand’s surface emitted a burst of light. Its fingers tightened. As it moved, fine cracks appeared on Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

While others might not notice, Lin Xuan was genuinely alarmed.

He knew his own abilities and the nature of his treasures well. Although Nine Palaces Momentary Sword hadn’t reached the level of divine treasures yet, its durability was undeniable.

It couldn’t be broken completely, but under normal circumstances, breaking it would be impossible.

This wasn’t exaggeration; he had full confidence in his treasure. But now, that confidence shattered before him.

In front of that giant hand, Nine Palaces Momentary Sword seemed as fragile as paper.

What kind of world-class powerhouse was this!

Lin Xuan’s heart trembled with fear, but he couldn’t afford to retreat no matter how frightened he was.

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan pointed: "Break it!"

Before the words were fully spoken, crackling sounds filled his ears. A series of electric arcs erupted from Nine Palaces Momentary Sword’s surface.

The black arcs enveloped the giant hand with dense阴气, rapidly dissolving its grip.

Incredibly, the hand couldn’t break through Nine Palaces Momentary Sword but crumbled before the unremarkable arcs like paper.

Like water meeting tofu; one element counters another!

Other cultivators were amazed, but their expressions weren’t overly shocked.

However, the newly appeared mysterious cultivator was dumbfounded: "Phantom Yin Thunder - isn't this a secret technique of the ancient Asura King? Where did you learn it?"

More astonishingly, Nine Palaces Momentary Sword suddenly seemed reborn from fire. The fine cracks vanished, and it looked as if it had never been damaged.

Soul of the Sword Transformed!

This was Fairy Hundred Flowers’ secret technique to dominate all rivals. Now that the master was here, Lin Xuan performed it with ease, not falling short of her in any way. Everyone’s eyes widened.

His situation had already been dire, but he turned the tide within an instant.

"Good, good! Friend, you truly are a hero. I underestimated you earlier. However, your many secret techniques come from the ancient Mo Yue Clan. How do you address the Heavenly Witch Goddess of old?"
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Like a bolt of lightning slicing through the sky, this old monster managed to reveal the truth with just one word. Lin Xuan was surprised but couldn't help feeling gloomy.

What an erudite cultivator! He had seen countless top-tier powerhouses before, but such experiences were unprecedented.
    
    Although knowledge and strength aren't always directly proportional,
    a well-versed cultivator's strength is unlikely to be weak. Knowing one’s enemy can lead to victory in battle; this isn’t just empty talk. In combat, it could yield unexpected results.

Anticipate your opponent!

If there was too much of a disparity in strength, such an approach would be unnecessary. However, for cultivators at the same stage, even minor details could determine the outcome.

More importantly, the person before him was undoubtedly a top-tier powerhouse. Lin Xuan had firsthand experience with his abilities.

While he couldn't make a simple assessment of the other's strength, one thing was certain: this opponent wasn’t weaker than Dijixin Immortal Hermit. How many top-tier powerhouses did Rain Mist Commercial Alliance have?

His identity was becoming clear.

"Are you Heavenly Xuan Sovereign? Your reputation is well-known; I doubt you are a coward. Since we’ve already clashed, why not reveal yourself?"

Lin Xuan’s tone was outrageous. In his words, he seemed to be on equal footing with two top-tier powerhouses. He wasn’t exaggerating; it was imperative for him not to show weakness.

Otherwise, if the other party dominated in气势, the outcome of their battle would be obvious.

The old monsters understood this, but they wouldn't dare act as boldly as Lin Xuan did.

Challenging a domain powerhouse isn’t just about being verbally sharp; one misstep could lead to death. Ultimately, it still required strength as support.

"Hmph! A bold young fellow indeed. Your abilities are commendable, but you truly think you can stand on equal footing with me and face me head-on?"

A cold snort echoed in his ears. The voice’s origin was even more peculiar. It was several thousand miles away when he spoke the first word, yet it seemed to be right before him by the time the last sound entered his ear.

Instantaneous千里! The other had crossed such a vast distance in an instant.

An old man with a youthful face and white hair appeared before his eyes.

His appearance wasn’t extraordinary, but his gaze was incredibly wise. It felt as if he could see through one’s heart with just a glance.

"Heavenly Xuan, you’ve indeed come here."

Fairy Hundred Flowers sighed.

"Why go to such lengths? You can still back down now. Fighting over this young fellow against Rain Mist Commercial Alliance is foolish."

Heavenly Xuan Sovereign's voice was sincere. Ultimately, they valued Fairy Hundred Flowers more.

Lin Xuan’s future might be dazzling, but he and them were not on the same level for now.

However, with Fairy Hundred Flowers, it would create significant trouble if she were killed here. So, Heavenly Xuan came to advise her, hoping she could see reason and avoid this predicament.

As long as Fairy Hundred Flowers didn’t interfere, Lin Xuan was like a tiger without claws—no matter what, he wouldn't cause much trouble.

However, his thoughts were good, but his judgment of people was off. Fairy Hundred Flowers wasn’t someone who would back down once she made up her mind.

Once she decided to protect Lin Xuan, her resolve wouldn’t change halfway through any danger.

"Friend, no need for further words. I won't abandon my third brother under any circumstances. If you truly want a peaceful resolution, don't cause trouble for me; let’s call it quits," Fairy Hundred Flowers said with seriousness in her voice.

"Ungrateful!"

Heavenly Xuan Sovereign was furious. He believed he had given her enough face, yet she couldn’t even distinguish between right and wrong.

"Do you really think we wouldn't dare kill you?"

Without further ado, Heavenly Xuan Sovereign’s expression changed: "Fairy Hundred Flowers, how do you think you are so formidable? I advise you to stop playing with fire."

"Give you one last chance. If you don’t retreat now, you’ll surely perish here!"

Lin Xuan was speechless. Was this guy’s personality flawed? He flipped his face like a book; what good could a few harsh words do?

In the end, it all came down to strength.

Although he was currently at a disadvantage, claiming absolute certainty of victory over both him and Fairy Hundred Flowers would be sheer nonsense.

Lin Xuan intended to retort but saw that Fairy Hundred Flowers’ expression was extremely serious. Her eyes even showed some fear.

"What’s going on?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He knew his sister well; she was tough on the outside, gentle on the inside, and highly proud except for her respect towards Arhats. What could be causing this?

"Sister, is Heavenly Xuan Sovereign really much stronger than Dijixin Immortal Hermit?"

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but ask telepathically.

"It’s not that simple; Heavenly Xuan and Dijixin are complementary. While Heavenly Xuan is indeed stronger, it isn’t enough to make me fear. But according to legend, their domains can merge into one. So, third brother, you must be extra cautious," Fairy Hundred Flowers’ voice entered his ears.

"What? Domains merging?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise as well.

He had never heard of such a thing before. In truth, his understanding of domains was superficial at best; despite reading many texts, he lacked practical experience. Before facing Dijixin Immortal Hermit, his knowledge of domains was shallow and unclear.

The idea of two domains merging was unheard of to him.

But from his sister’s expression, this trouble was no small matter.

"Fairy Hundred Flowers, one last question: will you retreat or die with this guy?"

Heavenly Xuan Sovereign's voice was icy. It carried a clear threat.

"What do you think?"

In the face of such an enemy, Fairy Hundred Flowers’ composure still left a lasting impression; even knowing how formidable the other party was, she wouldn’t back down: "Unless you spare my third brother..."

"Stubborn! Since that’s your stance, both of you will die here."

Heavenly Xuan Sovereign was furious. A sinister laugh echoed in his ears as his aura doubled and perfectly merged with Dijixin Immortal Hermit's. A hurricane appeared, tearing the void apart as it charged towards Lin Xuan and Fairy Hundred Flowers.
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A moment later, the风云 was transformed; the void twisted and blurred. The shattered temporal power spread outward from the center of the hurricane.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

In百花仙子' eyes, a flicker of cold light flashed as well. The siblings almost moved in unison.

Raising her right hand, a streak of swordlight emerged from between her fingers and palm.

Dots of starlight twinkled, and the aura of the Nine Palaces Needle剑法 left one breathless. Wherever the swordlight passed, even spatial rifts were torn apart.

Be it heaven or earth's laws—everything was slashed through by the swordlight.

But around百花仙子, a fragrant breeze enveloped her.

Petals danced in vibrant hues of purple, red, and yellow, stunningly beautiful.

However, at this moment, these flowers became deadly weapons. Like meteors streaking across the sky or falling stars, they turned into dazzling rays of light, shooting towards the hurricane.

Brothers together, their strength is like a golden sword; sisters united can also triumph over their enemies.

Lin Xuan's eyes were resolute.

But in the next moment, he realized his confidence was too illusory.

The Two Heavens and Earth Elders had formidable reputations. They weren't so easily dismissed!

When the swordlight collided with the hurricane, it seemed to vanish without a trace, as if swallowed up...

Lin Xuan's face showed disbelief. His own abilities were clear; he hadn't held back in that strike. Even the void could be slashed through—how was this hurricane completely impervious?

Wasn't this a mistake?!

Anger and shock surged within Lin Xuan. Time to change tactics was running out... no, there was none left.

He could only watch helplessly as the hurricane crashed into him.

Fear flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes. If he were sucked into that hurricane, it would likely result in severe injuries.

Such a result was something Lin Xuan desperately wanted to avoid.

In the nick of time, countless flowers appeared before him.

The fragrant breeze turned into a light curtain.

Within this light curtain, the silhouette of 百花仙子 blossomed, stunningly beautiful. It then collided with the hurricane.

Wu...

A mournful sound echoed.

Almost as soon as they touched, the light curtain dimmed and flickered wildly, as if about to shatter at any moment.

"Idiot, do you think you can single-handedly block us two brothers? Overestimate yourself; since you want to perish here, I'll send you to hell."

The voice of 天璇尊者 was filled with despair. The hurricane's power surged even more.

Sigh...

A light sigh reached his ears.

On 百花仙子' face was a look of desolation. Countless flowers entered his vision—peonies, paeonias, osmanthus...

Cherry blossoms, pear blossoms, chrysanthemums...

Datura, saffron, hyacinth...

The varieties were too numerous to count.

Fragrance filled the air as if he had stepped into a sea of flowers. It was exhilarating.

This was 百花仙子' domain—the Flower Sea!

With her domain activated, the situation immediately reversed. The hurricane vanished.

Normally, this would have signaled danger's end. Unfortunately, the Two Heavens and Earth Elders were also domain experts.

Witnessing the power of 百花's domain, they showed no fear as each raised a hand, casting mystical techniques from their fingers:

A strange wave spread out from them, causing the void to blur before turning pitch black. Despite the bright stars, it looked like a cosmic space.

"百花, you remain obstinate; let my brothers' web of heaven and earth send you to hell."

The voice of 天璇 echoed: "It's too late for regrets now. Today, you will surely perish!"

Before he could finish speaking, darkness spread out, and the flowers began withering visibly.

Lin Xuan had never witnessed a domain clash firsthand before. As an observer, this level of combat was beneficial to his growth. However, there was no time for him to appreciate it now.

Because 百花仙子 couldn't withstand them.

This wasn't because her sister was weak; rather, the Two Heavens and Earth Elders could merge their domains, creating a combined effect greater than the sum of its parts.

Thus, 百花仙子' efforts were futile in comparison.

Although he hadn't become a hindrance, he couldn't intervene either. The feeling of powerlessness made Lin Xuan feel deeply guilty.

Especially since his sister came to help him, yet their situation was so unfavorable. Watching from the sidelines, it left Lin Xuan extremely frustrated.

The problem was, facing such a domain clash, Lin Xuan had no idea what to do.

Nine Palaces Needle didn't work, and neither did his先天灵宝.

The only thing that could turn the tide was the Five Dragons Seal... now called the Hundred Spirit Seal.

However, using inner vision, the Hundred Spirit Seal still existed in fragmented form. Although it was slowly recovering, it couldn't be used right now.

A clever woman cannot cook without rice!

Lin Xuan never imagined he would end up in such a situation.

At this moment, 百花's domain grew weaker. The beautiful sea of flowers withered.

Drops of sweat rolled down 百花仙子' forehead as she struggled to hold on. Although her efforts were significant, they wouldn't be much use. While not quite at the brink of death, defeat was inevitable...

A smug look appeared on 天璇's face: "百花, do you regret your choice? If you kneel and beg now, I might spare you."

This man's personality was clearly extremely stubborn; he even mocked her.

"Regret, what do you think? Whether alive or dead, I have never regretted my decision."

百花仙子 said coldly.

"Fine. When I kill you later, see if you can still be so defiant," 天璇尊者 became slightly enraged after his mockery was rejected.

But before he could finish speaking, a lazy voice echoed: "Old fool, which one did you say you wanted to kill?"

This voice came suddenly and unexpectedly.

Logically, within a domain, outsiders couldn't interfere with sounds or actions.

However, this rule was easily broken at this moment.

The terrifying web of heaven and earth devoured the sea of flowers. Yet, whoever owned that voice ignored it as if nothing.

So there could only be one possibility.

This newcomer was also a domain expert, far more powerful than the combined might of the Two Heavens and Earth Elders.

The Two Heavens and Earth Elders' faces turned pale.

But before they could react, an amber fist with unimaginable pressure broke through their domain's rules.

With a thunderous sound, it shattered the web of heaven and earth.
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Strong within the strong, evil needs to be ground by evil. This punch's power is so formidable that even breaking heaven and earth cannot describe it.

Everyone was left speechless.

The Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were renowned throughout the Three Realms, but their联手 exerted a domain that was even more astonishing.

No one ever imagined that such a powerful domain could be shattered with just one punch.

If not for witnessing this firsthand, it would have been hard to believe there existed such a formidable figure. Could it be that Sovereign Demon Tyrant King had arrived?

Everyone began speculating.

The Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were both shocked and angry. However, compared to the shock, their humiliation was more pronounced. After all, being publicly humiliated in front of so many people with your domain shattered—how could they face it?

If some nosy individuals spoke about this, the two would surely become laughingstocks across the Three Realms.

This was intolerable.

At their level, face meant everything to them.

Although the first punch was impressive due to its sneak attack, the slap just now completely shattered their confidence.

Strong within the strong; one mountain is always higher than another.

If not for a more formidable opponent, how could they have considered these two mere chickens and dogs?

Despite their anger, they were already reconsidering their options.

But with so many pairs of eyes watching, how could they back down?

The burden of a false reputation was indeed heavy.

…

Lin Xuan observed from the sidelines, his heart filled with shock.

Today he realized that he had been looking at things from a confined perspective. He originally thought that advancing to late Transcendence Stage would allow him to dominate the Three Realms without fear. Even if he couldn't match a Loose Immortal or Demon King, facing the Ice-Spirit Serpent should still be within his capabilities. If not, he could always escape.

But now he realized how naive this idea was.

It was almost arrogant.

Not just Loose Immortals and Demon Kings; even ordinary domain masters were too much for him to handle.

The trouble he had caused was severe. Although Lin Xuan never regretted it, if not for Fairy Hundred Flowers arriving in time, he would have met his end at the hands of Earth Core Loose Immortal.

This was no exaggeration but a result of careful assessment.

He could indeed challenge opponents from higher levels.

But among those who had mastered domains, few were weaker than him. His advantage in facing them was insignificant and insufficient as a basis for confidence.

Anyone can challenge an opponent from a lower level; what's the big deal?

As domain masters themselves, there were clear differences in strength. Fairy Hundred Flowers and the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were formidable, but against True Dragon Real Master, who could name a realm after himself, the gap was evident.

In front of him, True Dragon Real Master was actually toying with Elder Heavenly璇. If not for the difference in their levels, how could he have done so?

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with desire; he wished to become stronger.

But this trouble had far from ended.

The Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were in a precarious situation. They couldn't advance or retreat, standing there awkwardly.

After a moment of silence, Elder Heavenly璇 finally spoke again:

"Which friend is it who opposes our Rain Mist Business Alliance? You can look down on my brother and me, but what about Fairy Rain桐? Do you not respect her?"

This was a strategic move; it neither lowered their status nor invoked the power of Rain桐.

Fairy Rain桐's name was one that no one in the Three Realms could ignore. Even Loose Immortals would give her some face.

Li Yutong, one of the three Loose Immortals.

Among Loose Immortals and Demon Kings, her reputation was the smallest; perhaps she couldn't compare to Frosty Moon Real Master or Nine-Tailed Sky Fox…

But sometimes, fame didn't necessarily correlate with strength.

In ancient times, during the Three Realms War, she single-handedly faced the Demon Lord's chief commander. Although she didn't gain an advantage, he also didn't get one either. It was a close match!

After millions of years, who knew how far she had advanced?

She might even rival Arrogant Deva from those days.

Of course, this was all speculation.

Li Yutong wasn't well-known among ordinary cultivators; unless they were truly ignorant, everyone knew that she was the foremost figure in Spirit Realm. The Rain Mist Business Alliance's leader!

Otherwise, if not for Li Yutong's fame intimidating the other heroes, who would give her any face? How could the business of the Rain Mist Business Alliance grow to such an extent and be unimpeded across the Three Realms?

Even the Six Kings of阴司 didn't want to offend such a formidable opponent.

Although the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth held great power within the Rain Mist Business Alliance, the true decision-makers were Li Yutong.

Elder Heavenly璇 was truly cunning. By bringing out this trump card, he could make even rebellious strongholds submit.

Sure enough, the area around them became eerily silent. Elder Heavenly璇 thought he had succeeded and was preparing to say something to save face, but just then, that lazy voice spoke again: "Fairy Rain桐, pfft, I've teased her before too. Do you think threatening me with her will work?"

Silence, dead silence; the room was so quiet that a needle could be heard falling…

Everyone thought they had misheard.

What did that guy just say? It seemed… he had offended Fairy Rain桐 badly in the past and still lived to tell about it. Now, daring to attend the Peach Banquet?

Such audacity, such brazenness—across the Three Realms, throughout history, only one person came to mind.

Many hadn't met him face-to-face, but his name was well-known; his identity was clear…
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Nailong True Man!

Indeed, among the many powerful experts in the Three Realms, only Nailong True Man dared to act so brazenly.

Teasing the top expert of the Spirit Realm was enough to make one shiver just by imagining it. Yet he could treat it as if it were nothing, narrating it like a mundane matter. What kind of courage does that require?

Moreover, he truly withstood Fairy Yutong's fury over all these years and still lived vibrantly. This indirectly highlighted how formidable Nailong True Man was.

His strength had reached the level comparable to Loose Immortals and Demon Kings.

A true top-tier powerhouse.

Compared to him, figures like Heavenlyspin or whirlVenerable or Earth Jī Disperser were pale in comparison.

The arrogance was evident.

Even Lin Xuan was moved by it.

Though Nailong Brother often appeared lighthearted and jovial,

he proved reliable when it mattered.

As the matter progressed, Nailong True Man could no longer hide his form. A figure gradually emerged from the void before them, becoming clearer with each passing moment.

He was a human cultivator in his thirties, dressed simply but with an exceptionally handsome appearance.

Of course, Nailong True Man looked good, but compared to Little Sword Tian, he fell slightly short.

However, his charm extended beyond mere looks. His aura radiating from him far surpassed Little Sword Tian's, almost unattainable by comparison.

It was a unique aura that seemed to have been refined over countless years and experiences—playful yet composed, unmatched in the Three Realms throughout history, only Nailong could achieve such a balance.

A casual glance or action exuded an extraordinary grace, as if possessing boundless charm.

"Brother!"

Lin Xuan and Little Flower's faces lit up with joy. They bowed to Nailong True Man.

This greeting also explained why he had gotten involved in the matter.

There was indeed a connection among them.

The two elders of Heaven and Earth began to feel uneasy.

Nailong turned out to be their elder brother. Sigh, it should have been obvious from the start. Lin Xuan called Little Flower his second sister; so there must be someone more formidable above them.

This logic was simple but had been overlooked by both of them.

They felt incredibly frustrated, yet they still faced a problem that needed solving.

Lin Xuan continued to live vibrantly. If he wasn't eliminated, Rain Mist Business Alliance would lose face.

But the question remained: how could they eliminate him?

Nailong True Man's strength was unknown to others but clear to them two. Even if they joined forces, their chances of victory were negligible.

In the cultivation world, strength spoke louder than words. Losing a fight meant nothing without action.

Thus, Fairy Yutong seemed to be the only hope.

However, her title as the top expert in the Spirit Realm might intimidate others but wouldn't faze Nailong True Man.

Otherwise, he would not have publicly admitted to teasing her before.

Given his character, this statement was likely true.

Eyesight and strength were unparalleled. But eliminating Nailong True Man wasn't easy for Fairy Yutong.

As they say, killing a thousand enemies could result in self-inflicted harm. For some empty glory, Fairy Yutong might not be willing to do it.

Thoughts raced through their minds as the elders of Heaven and Earth showed signs of hesitation.

The situation had already slipped out of their control.

A mere little guy had somehow attracted such a formidable figure like Nailong True Man.

They pondered what to do but found themselves at a loss.

It was indeed the best description of their predicament.

Meanwhile, other cultivators watching from afar wore amused expressions.

This spectacle was becoming increasingly entertaining.

After so many years, Rain Mist Business Alliance likely hadn't encountered such a problem. What would be the final outcome?

All hearts were filled with curiosity.

And this anticipation felt quite good.

...

Before these thoughts could fully form, a melodious celestial melody drifted from afar.

The sound was enchanting and pleasing to the ears, as if it came directly from the heavens.

It left one feeling refreshed and invigorated. It was so delightful that it seemed to linger for days.

Everyone's attention was drawn towards this direction.

In the distance, colorful spiritual lights shone brightly, revealing countless warriors.

These were numerous demonoids clad in heavy armor, emitting terrifying malevolence from their bodies. The beasts they rode were massive and formidable.

They resembled bulls but weren't; tigers yet didn't quite fit that description either!

Next came numerous strange-shaped warships.

Some were no more than a few feet long, barely accommodating one or two demonoids, while others were as large as mountains, like legendary fortresses floating in the void, slowly approaching.

Each could house tens of thousands of warriors.

The scene was overwhelming, reminiscent of a great battle about to begin.

All present cultivators drew a cold breath.

At the Peach Blossom Banquet, participants were mostly powerful beings who had successfully passed their trials. Most went alone but those with one or two disciples were considered fortunate. But now...

Comparison is the thief of joy; ancient wisdom rings true here.

And things didn't end there. More colorful carriages appeared in succession.

These carriages varied greatly in design, all lavishly decorated and exquisitely adorned.

Each carriage held several beautiful women.

All these women were demonoids, with unmatched beauty and at least reaching the Spirit Transformation stage.

There were nearly a hundred such carriages, but this wasn't the most striking aspect.

Then came resounding clear sounds followed by an extremely strange and piercing sound.

Behind those beautiful carriages, a bright light emerged.

Initially distant, it approached astonishingly fast. It flashed several times before stopping right in front of them. The piercing sound ceased as the light faded into view, revealing an exceptionally luxurious carriage.

Described as a carriage but more akin to a pavilion, divided into three levels, unknown precious spiritual wood had been used for its construction. Its golden hue and the intoxicating fragrance it emitted made it appear extraordinarily noble.

Around the pavilion were numerous intricate talisman inscriptions as decorations.

Elegant and splendid, upon closer inspection, it exuded an aura of mystery, seemingly an ancient array formation with extremely mystical protective effects.

The pulling beasts resembled dragons or tigers but had wings on their backs, four legs, and six eyes. Their presence was formidable indeed.
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Strangely, he was not weaker than the powerful cultivators at the Transcending Tribulation stage.

The identity of this carriage owner could be easily guessed from his ability to command such spirit beasts for transportation.

Domain powerhouse!

No, it might go even further.

If my guess is correct, he's most likely one of the Three Loose Immortals or the Three Demon Kings.

The Spirit Realm is vast, and countless powerful figures have emerged over millions of years.

But the Three Loose Immortals and the Three Demon Kings are universally acknowledged as the top-tier individuals.

Each possesses divine power that can reach heaven and earth.

Over these years, they might even be able to match True Immortals.

Of course, all speculations about them are just conjectures. Since the fall of the Arrogant Demon King, there have been almost no chances to witness Loose Immortals or Demon Kings in action.

They all remain secluded in their own domains, like dragons seen only by their tails!

Unless it's a grand gathering like the Peculiar Peach Banquet, seeing them is extremely difficult.

This is not idle talk. Loose Immortals and Demon Kings can rule over the Three Realms with ease; few can match their beauty or power, such as the True Demon Ancestor and those old monsters from the Netherworld Realm...

"Queen of Azure Fox!"

Suddenly, a delighted voice entered his ears.

"Right, it's indeed the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox."

Soon enough, the news was confirmed. It wasn't hard; the divine sense of most cultivators here could reach far.

Despite the array protecting the carriage, its general outline could still be discerned.

In front of the beast-drawn carriage, a large banner fluttered in the wind.

This banner emitted flickering spiritual light and released waves of restraints that were particularly noticeable.

But what truly caught everyone's attention was the embroidered nine-tailed fox on it.

It was lifelike, exuding an aura of arrogance.

Seeing this, his identity didn't need to be guessed; he was indeed one of the Three Demon Kings, the Queen of Azure Fox.

The faces of the cultivators present showed excitement.

They had long heard that not only did she possess formidable strength but also unmatched beauty, described as breathtakingly beautiful in all three realms.

Only the Arrogant Demon King could match her.

But now, the Arrogant Demon King was gone, and the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was the most beautiful woman in the Three Realms.

Unfortunately, few had actually seen her true form.

Today, their luck seemed to be unusually good. They not only witnessed a grand spectacle but also got an opportunity for close contact with the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

One of the Three Demon Kings, normally hard to approach...

The Two Heavens and Earths finally relaxed.

The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was indeed timely rain.

She saved them from an awkward situation.

With the Queen of Azure Fox's presence here, both of them couldn't ignore it. They exchanged glances before flying over.

"Greetings, Queen!"

They were surprised to see a beautiful young woman with a tall and elegant figure... No, not just elegant; she was breathtakingly beautiful beyond words.

It was impossible to describe her beauty in mere words.

She was radiant!

Without seeing this with their own eyes, it would be hard to believe that someone could be so stunning.

Even the Two Heavens and Earths, with their cultivation levels, momentarily lost their focus.

Hard to imagine; if a common person were to face such a woman, they might hesitate out of compassion, unwilling to harm her.

Moreover, this wasn't some spell but sheer beauty that was overwhelming.

The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox had unparalleled power, yet the transmission in her lineage was strictly demanding.

Human cultivators didn't need to be said; even those with pure fox bloodline found it extremely difficult to learn. Without proper资质, one would struggle immensely.

It's said that the Queen of Azure Fox has been searching for suitable disciples across the Three Realms to ensure the continuation of her legacy but had few successes until a thousand years ago when she finally found a satisfactory disciple.

Could this be the girl?

This thought made the Two Heavens and Earths not dare neglect her.

Now, she might seem insignificant.

But a Tailed Fox successor couldn't be underestimated. With time, she could become another Queen of Azure Fox.

If they wronged her now, it would be foolish.

With these thoughts, both the Venerable Heaven璇 and the Loose Immortal Earth Jī nodded to her as a sign of respect.

Being domain powerhouses, such courtesy should have made them feel honored.

But Fairy Xiang ignored them completely!

Not that she was rude; there were more pressing matters at hand. Their Snow Fox Princess hadn't even noticed them.

After a thousand years apart, Xiang had long missed Lin Xuan.

Seeing her beloved here, Xiang's heart was full of joy, and her big eyes couldn't hold anyone else.

The two old men were completely ignored by her.

It wasn't that she didn't understand manners; it was just that there were more important matters at hand. Snow Fox Princess hadn't seen them.

With a thousand years apart, Xiang had long missed Lin Xuan.

Seeing him here, her heart was full of joy, and her big eyes couldn't hold anyone else.

The two old men were completely ignored by her.

Not that she didn't understand manners; it was just that Snow Fox Princess hadn't seen them.

The expressions on the Two Heavens and Earths froze.

They wanted to scold her but thought better of it... The great demon queen had gone through countless hardships to find a precious disciple. Treating her like her own daughter, she couldn't be more affectionate.

In short, Xiang was now the princess of Azure Fox Kingdom.

Scolding her seemed too daring!

The Two Heavens and Earths deserved their misfortune. They already lost face with Lin Xuan; at Fairy Xiang's place, they got a harsh reminder.

If this trend continued without a twist, they would become laughingstocks in the cultivation world.

Whether to scold or not, both faced a difficult choice as Xiang's gentle breeze carried her toward Lin Xuan.

Their hands clasped, both smiled with joy: "Brother!"

Xiang's pretty face showed some shyness.

"You've grown up."

Lin Xuan's expression was relaxed and easygoing. The little girl had grown into a beautiful young woman, surpassing all in beauty and possessing significant strength, nearing the threshold of transcending tribulation.

If my guess is correct, she might break through within these few years.

Everyone stared in astonishment. Many at the Transcending Tribulation stage knew about her having an accomplished disciple.

But... how did she know Lin Xuan?

Not just knowing; from their expressions, it was more than ordinary friendship. The affectionate look of the Heavenly Fox Princess spoke volumes to anyone who wasn't blind.

And in front of the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, this meant she had received a promise from the Queen of Azure Fox.

...

Everyone's astonishment came with envy and jealousy.

Who is this boy?

With Demon King Nai Long as his older brother, Fairy Xiang's princess showed such favor towards him.

Though the Rain Mist Business Alliance was powerful, it was highly unlikely they would continue pursuing it further.

Not because Fairy Yu Tong truly feared anything; the problem was that it wasn't worth it!

The Elder with the Long Eyebrows from the Seven True Cultivators was essentially digging his own grave. Forcing a conflict with two peers, no matter the angle, was too foolish.

They say stepping back opens up vast skies. In this situation, everyone knew that stepping back didn't necessarily mean losing face.

Postscript:

The update is here. It's been hot these days, but it finally rained today, making things cooler.
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The situation had escalated to such an extent that the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth never expected. Regardless of their inner reluctance, a peaceful resolution was undoubtedly the most suitable outcome.

In the cultivation world, it ultimately came down to strength.

Lin Xuan had violated the rules of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, tarnishing its reputation. If any other cultivator were involved, they would surely face irreparable consequences. However, Lin Xuan's potential left the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance with no choice but to take notice.

If they pursued this matter further, it would only result in mutual destruction.

Yet achieving a peaceful resolution was not easy either.

At least one step had to be taken.

Face-saving was important; if they returned humbly, Fairy Rain Pine would certainly not spare them. The Two Elders exchanged glances, their expressions showing difficulty.

They were most afraid that this young Lin Xuan would be overly proud and unwilling to admit his mistake verbally. In such a case, their situation would be dire, as they could not allow the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance to concede defeat.

The current situation was beyond their control; only Fairy Rain Pine's reputation as the strongest cultivator in the spiritual realm had the potential to resolve this awkward crisis.

But such a scene was merely a wishful thought. As trusted confidants, the Two Elders rarely had opportunities to interact with Fairy Rain Pine. Known for her reclusive nature and eccentric personality, she would only emerge during times of great conflict among the Three Realms. Hoping for her intervention now was like hoping for rain in a desert.

The Two Elders were at a loss until Lin Xuan's voice suddenly reached their ears:

"Dear fellow cultivators, let me explain. This dispute arose due to my actions, though it was out of necessity. I have broken the rules of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, and I take full responsibility. Regardless of how this unfolds, I apologize to the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance."

Lin Xuan bowed in their direction as he spoke. However, the Two Elders were not actually there.

This did not matter. At least Lin Xuan had shown his willingness to admit fault, regardless of the sincerity behind it. This was exactly what the Two Elders desired.

The specifics of which direction he was bowing towards were irrelevant; a fool would delve into such minutiae.

Both sighed in relief and joy internally but maintained their composure externally. After all, they represented the face of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, so they had to maintain their dignity and demeanor.

With chest puffed out and beard stroked, Elder Tianshen's voice resonated: "To err is human; to correct it is divine. I have investigated this matter thoroughly. Although you were at fault, your actions can be understood given the circumstances. As an old saying goes, a guest from afar should not be wronged. You traveled across vast distances to attend the Peach Blossom Banquet, and how could we Rain Mist Commercial Alliance wrong someone who is alone?"

"Although you are at fault, knowing your mistake and repenting, our alliance will forgive you. I hope you take this lesson to heart and avoid such impulsive actions in the future."

Your words are wise; Lin Xuan would never disobey them. Rest assured, I will conduct myself with humility henceforth and avoid causing any trouble for your alliance.

Elder Tianshen's voice was like celestial music, soothing and serene. His composed demeanor added to his ethereal aura, making him seem almost like a true immortal descending from the heavens.

Compared to their previous confrontation, it seemed as if they were two different people. However, Lin Xuan did not show any strange expression on his face. At their level of cultivation, life was long and filled with various twists and turns. Sycophancy was just another part of the game.

The phrase "performing for an audience" aptly described this situation. Since the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance desired a peaceful resolution, it was indeed what Lin Xuan sought as well.

With everyone in agreement, the rest of the scene became simple. The tense atmosphere dissipated, and the hostile glares turned into soft whispers. Though they did not become close friends, the grudges were certainly resolved.

"Very well. Since you have recognized your mistake, our alliance will no longer pursue this matter. I wish you great success at the Peach Blossom Banquet."

"I thank you for your kind words," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

...

The matter was now concluded. Regardless of how it unfolded, a major disaster had been averted.

"Brother Lin Xuan, what happened?"

Xiang'er turned her head slightly, showing concern. She did not know about the previous dispute between Lin Xuan and the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance.

"It's nothing; just some misunderstandings that have passed."

Lin Xuan smiled, his face filled with tenderness. Xiang'er had indeed contributed significantly to resolving this crisis.

Seeing them whispering closely, other cultivators envied their bond. However, Lin Xuan was not ungrateful.

Though Xiang'er provided some assistance, the affection of Big Brother and Second Sister was even more touching.

Brothers in arms, supporting each other through thick and thin.

Not seeking to be born in the same year or month, but hoping to die together.

These words were easy to say, but acting on them during a crisis was incredibly difficult.

But both Big Brother and Second Sister had done so.

Facing the might of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance and possibly offending the strongest cultivator, they did not back down. They continued to support him wholeheartedly, for who could remain unmoved by such loyalty? Lin Xuan's character always repaid kindness with kindness.

When others were kind to him, he would always return it.

Initially, his bond with Big Brother and Second Sister had been somewhat utilitarian, but after this incident, he genuinely recognized their worth.

True friends are hard to come by; a person could ask for nothing more than two who can share life and death with them!

Lin Xuan brought Xiang'er over to Nai Long and Hundred Flowers.

"Big Brother, Second Sister, this is Xiang'er."

Xiang'er greeted them politely: "I hope you both will see me as your younger sister."

Seeing Lin Xuan introduce her so earnestly, Xiang'er was naturally delighted. With her sweet appearance and the fox's ability to understand human affairs, winning over Nai Long True Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers' favor was effortless.

Nine-tailed Fox followed suit and greeted them.

Nai Long and Hundred Flowers had known each other for a long time, treating each other as equals. However, starting from Xiang'er, their status increased by one level.

Of course, this was just for fun. Determining seniority in the cultivation world was complex, primarily based on strength with some additional principles. In such situations, everyone calculated their own positions.

Xiang'er called Nai Long and Hundred Flowers Big Brother and Second Sister along with Lin Xuan. Meanwhile, Nai Long True Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers continued to treat Nine-tailed Fox as an equal.
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A lively scene ensued, and those observing cultivators around were envious to no end.

The Fairy Hundred Flowers aside, even a single acquaintance with the True Immortal Nai Long or the Queen of Qing Qiu would grant endless benefits when traveling through the Three Realms.

How could this young Lin Xuan, with his meager merits, have such good fortune?

Though envy was useless, it couldn't hide the fact that Lin Xuan himself was indeed remarkable.

At such a young age, he might yet become a figure like an Immortal or Demon King in due time.

With this thought, all present cultivators resolved to avoid offending Lin Xuan and strive for his favor.

It could be foreseen that after this incident, Lin Xuan would surely gain renown throughout the Three Realms.

After brief greetings, Lin Xuan, along with his older brother, second sister, and Fairy Rou Yan, boarded the Queen of Qing Qiu's beast carriage.

Led by the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth, they flew towards the direction of the Jade Pool Palace.

The process was naturally unobstructed, receiving the highest规格的礼遇.

Half an hour later, the Jade Pool Palace finally came into view.

It was impossible to describe its splendor.

Jade pavilions and palaces seemed like a heavenly realm.

Though called a palace of immortals, it more resembled a vast city — an extraordinarily beautiful one that Lin Xuan had never seen before in his extensive experience as a cultivator.

In fact, it was so magnificent that nothing could compare to it.

Even the Immortal Nai Long's abode, Penglai Immortal Isle, seemed somewhat inferior.

Immortal birds danced gracefully, and incense from divine pills occasionally wafted from giant cauldrons.

The winding corridors, small bridges, and cascading waterfalls before them were truly breathtaking.

In this beautiful palace, there were also rolling mountains in the distance.

Normally, such a sight would be quite jarring.

But here, it seamlessly blended with all the structures, causing no discomfort at all.

The highest peak was like a celestial sword piercing the clouds, its rugged terrain exuding an overwhelming aura of vitality.

Several buildings could be faintly seen amidst the mountains.

Other cultivators at the Transcending Tribulation stage were brought to the palace, while Lin Xuan and several top-tier great sages directly ascended the mountain peak.

This was a form of respect.

Not just anyone had the privilege to ascend this mountain.

Only the most powerful figures could do so before the Peach Blossom Banquet began.

The only requirement was having a domain, an extremely stringent one at that.

Even Princess Xiang was temporarily halted here.

All the Nine-Tailed Celestial Fox's retinue stayed in the palace at the foot of the mountain.

Fairy Rou Yan was in the same situation.

Though they were temporarily separated, Lin Xuan didn't worry about his sister's safety.

Rain岚商盟 would not cause trouble for Fairy Rou Yan unless it wanted its reputation ruined.

In other words, only Nai Long True Immortal, Fairy Hundred Flowers, Queen of Qing Qiu, and Lin Xuan were on this mountain with the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth leading them.

Lin Xuan was the only one without a domain.

For millions of years, he had been the sole exception.

Yet no one seemed to find it inappropriate.

Though neither Fairy Hundred Flowers nor Nai Long True Immortal mentioned anything, the Four felt some resentment towards Lin Xuan but could not deny that with his potential, becoming a domain master was almost certain if nothing went wrong.

In other words, all powerful figures recognized Lin Xuan's worth.

The scenery on the mountain peak was beyond description.

However, there weren't many people here; after all, those who had reached the realm stage were few and far between in the Three Realms.

Flying swiftly, they soon arrived at a midsection of the mountain.

Before their eyes lay a sea of clouds, boundless and endless.

The misty vapor churned endlessly, thick and dense, with faint thunderous sounds occasionally heard. The accompanying array was quite impressive.

To Lin Xuan's eyes, this was merely an overreaction. This area was already at the heart of the Jade Pool Palace, where even Fairy Yu Tong resided. Who would dare cause trouble here?

"Open!"

The Venerable Tian Xuan waved his sleeve, and a token flew out from it.

It was roughly the size of a palm, seemingly unremarkable on the surface. However, Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly; if not for his cultivation prowess, he might have shown surprise.

Such an action could trigger another storm.

But what unfolded before him left no room for Lin Xuan to be surprised.

For the jade talisman in Venerable Tian Xuan's hand was all too familiar to him.

One side depicted birds, beasts, insects, and fish, while the other bore ancient, archaic text.

The exact meaning of these inscriptions remained a mystery even to Lin Xuan today.

He had obtained this jade talisman long ago in the mortal realm; there were two pieces in total.

The first was during his time at Xi Yue Jian. At that time, he had just embarked on the path of cultivation.

The second was an order token from the Jade玄宗. Back then, he and Fairy Hong Ling had fallen out over this token. In the forbidden areas of the Jade玄宗, while other treasures were not much of a concern to Hong Ling, she relentlessly pursued this jade talisman.

Lin Xuan naturally did not hand it over; his choice proved correct.

In the mortal realm, Lin Xuan had faced numerous dangers that he had overcome with these two jade talismans.

However, their origins remained unclear.

Later, after reconciling with Fairy Hong Ling, she vaguely mentioned them to him.

The problem was, even Hong Ling herself did not know much; she only knew they were brought down from the ancient times by Immortal Realm cultivators.

This jade talisman had once been a complete treasure but broke into several pieces.

The Jade玄宗 merely happened to obtain one of these fragments through sheer luck.

It is said that during the ancient times, this caused quite a stir; many powerful human and demon immortals descended from the Immortal Realm to seize it, even the White Tiger could not resist its allure...

When Lin Xuan first ascended to the Immortal Realm, he had inquired about the whereabouts of this jade talisman but found nothing. He still did not know its origin.

Over time, Lin Xuan gradually forgot about it, especially after entering the Transcending Tribulation stage; he seldom thought of the Silk Robe Jade Talisman anymore.

For a treasure that once seemed extraordinary, it now held little significance for him.

Lin Xuan's thoughts were quite common.

However, at this moment, he realized that might not be the case.

Venerable Tian Xuan also possessed the same jade talisman, proving its immense value from another angle.

Wait, Venerable Tian Xuan's was not the real thing; although it looked almost identical, Lin Xuan could tell with his keen eyesight that this was merely a replica.

Indeed, it was a copy!

Confirming this, Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement. The Silk Robe Jade Talisman might be worth much more than he had imagined.

PS:

I've been hinting at the existence of this jade talisman for so long; did everyone think I'd forgotten about it?
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Lin Xuan felt his heart racing, but externally, there was no hint of it. He knew that anxiety only made matters worse.

The value of this jade talisman was immense, and he couldn't afford to be hasty.

A common saying went: "A man without sin is guilty for carrying a gem." No matter what, he must not let the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth discern anything amiss.

His thoughts raced as his expression returned to normal. He maintained an air of nonchalance but secretly observed the jade talisman in Tianxuan's hand.

Sure enough, it was a forgery. This much was certain.

He pointed at it with one finger. The surface of the jade talisman emitted a dazzling light, and the carvings of birds, beasts, insects, and fish seemed to come alive.

Then, as he closed his fingers around it, an ancient scroll appeared before their eyes. It exuded mystery but was hard to make out clearly.

Indeed, the scroll was somewhat blurry, likely due to its being a forgery.

A red light then shot from its surface and vanished into the depths of the cloud sea.

The wind began to stir, and the vast expanse of clouds started to move. The scene was grand and majestic, with distant thunder rumbling in his ears. But soon, it fell silent again.

The clouds parted, revealing a magnificent passageway a dozen feet wide.

Its beauty was breathtaking. As the Two Elders led the way, Lin Xuan followed closely behind Daolong Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers.

Soon, they entered another beautiful architectural complex.

Jade pavilions and palaces adorned with intricate carvings stood before them, more refined than the city outside, with a denser aura of spiritual energy. Among them was a magnificent palace gilded in gold, with "Yingxian Palace" inscribed on its plaque in flowing script.

"Yingxian Palace!"

What an audacious claim! Though it wasn't entirely accurate, it wasn't too far off the mark either. After all, any cultivator who reached this level was not much different from a true immortal.

"Brother Three, do you think the palace's claims are exaggerated?"

Lin Xuan pondered silently, but Fairy Hundred Flowers' voice suddenly echoed in his ears.

"It is not an exaggeration. In ancient times, during the Great War of the Three Realms, King Asura led阴司鬼物to massacre the Spirit Realm. Later, three true immortals descended here, and Fairy Yutong was among those who greeted them. The name 'Yingxian Palace' was written by one of these immortals."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's heart skipped a beat as he looked up at the inscription. Indeed, it was unique, with an underlying trace of heavenly laws that were difficult to discern.

Clearly, this law was profound and complex, far beyond his current comprehension. But if he could fathom its meaning, it would be immensely beneficial.

This was indeed a great opportunity, but as he thought further, he realized that Rainlawn Commercial Alliance had openly displayed the plaque here, indicating they were not afraid of anyone deciphering it.

Whether or not someone could truly understand it remained uncertain. He himself couldn't possibly do so in his current state of urgency.

Instead of wasting effort on this, there was something more important to focus on—the ancient enigma.

Why did King Asura turn against the Spirit Realm?

Though Mo'er had advanced to the Tribulation Transcending stage and recovered some memories, she still didn't fully understand. Lin Xuan's inquiries hadn't yielded much success either. Now that all top-tier cultivators from the Three Realms were gathered here, including Daolong Immortal and Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, his second sister had just brought up this topic.

He couldn't help but ask: "Sister, you mentioned true immortals descending due to Asura. But why would the ruler of阴司seek trouble with the Spirit Realm?"

Lin Xuan's question was directed at Fairy Hundred Flowers, but he hoped for answers from all present, especially Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

As one of the Three Great Demons, she should be well-informed about this matter.

Lin Xuan confidently awaited their explanations. To his surprise, it was Fairy Hundred Flowers who sighed: "Brother Three, your question is good, but I'm afraid I don't know."

"What? Sister, you don't know? That's impossible! You were there during the great battle," Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"I was indeed there. Among those present here, only Brother Three didn't experience that calamity."

"But why did Asura start a conflict with the阴司界? The specifics are unclear to most people."

Fairy Hundred Flowers' voice echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan was even more perplexed: "The battle between two realms was chaotic; how could no one know the reason?"

"Indeed," Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox interjected unexpectedly, her tone suggesting she knew more than she let on.

"But Asura is a prodigy of unparalleled talent. Each of us has met her, especially me. She's proud but never arrogant, treating others with kindness. In the past, there were occasional misunderstandings between the阴司界and Spirit Realm, but Asura never acted arrogantly and even occasionally restrained her subordinates..."

"Yet, just before the conflict, she visited my kingdom of青丘, exchanging cultivation insights with me. She then left without any issues. However, in just a decade or so, she led阴司鬼物to attack the Spirit Realm. What could have caused this? I've been pondering it for years and still can't find an answer..."

"Didn't you ask her about this?"

"We did, but Asura refused to reveal anything."

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had hoped to uncover a hidden truth, only to end up with such an unsatisfactory conclusion.

Just then, the Venerable Tianxuan spoke unexpectedly: "Actually, it's not entirely clear that no one knows the reason."

"Oh? Do you know?"

Daolong Immortal's face showed curiosity. He was eager to learn the cause of this mystery.

People, regardless of their strength, always have a sense of curiosity.

"How could I possibly know the specific reasons? It's beyond my abilities," Venerable Tianxuan chuckled. "But remember, three true immortals once descended and agreed to meet Asura at the North Pole Yuan Guang Palace."

"Asura accepted the meeting but saw two people before going."

"Indeed, one was Fairy Yutong, while the other was Primordial Demon Ice Spirit. They had a lengthy discussion for half an hour. If anyone knows about ancient secrets, it must be these two."
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"What, Ice Soul?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. To say that Fairy Rain桐 was unusual would be an understatement; she was one of the three Loose Immortals in the Spirit Realm and the strongest among them.

The Three Demon Kings also expressed their respect, deeming it reasonable to call her the top figure in the Spirit Realm.

It made sense for King Asura to seek her out for a discussion.

But... what about Ice Soul?

Wasn't she the Primordial True Devil?

Back when the ancient devils were at odds with the Spirit Realm, hadn't they been indifferent observers? When had they gotten involved?

"Hey, who said that all the ancient devils were indifferent observers back then?"

Venerable Star璇 looked at Lin Xuan.

"According to ancient texts..."

"Hmph. Ancient texts are things passed down for millions of years; it's understandable if there are some errors. However, the ancient devil realm was not entirely neutral back then. The opinions of the True Devil Primordial were varied. Some supported us in the Spirit Realm, while others backed King Asura. This Ice Soul Primordial stood with the Netherworld."

"What?"

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised to learn that Ice Soul had once been an ally of King Asura.

"Why? Were their personal relations good enough for that?"

"I can't say anything about how close Ice Soul and King Asura were, but there's a complex connection between them. Ice Soul is the cousin of King Asura; third brother, you must not know this."

"What?"

Not only was Lin Xuan shocked, but Moon, hiding in the Momentary Cavern Scroll, was also stunned. The terrifying Ice Soul Primordial was actually her cousin from a past life... How did that even make sense?

Since Lin Xuan embarked on his cultivation path and experienced various twists and turns, this revelation seemed too absurd to be true. One was the ruler of the Netherworld, while the other was an elite figure among ancient devils; how could there possibly be any connection between them?

Not only was Lin Xuan taken aback, but even Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, Fairy Hundred Flowers, and Venerable Star璇 were equally speechless. Clearly, this theory was something they had never heard before.

"Nailelong, is it true that Ice Soul is King Asura's cousin? Are you sure about this? How can that be possible?" Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox's voice was filled with astonishment.

"It might not be entirely accurate, but Ice Soul herself revealed this secret to me during an accidental encounter."

"Ice Soul said it herself; there's a possibility to that..."

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox nodded. Lin Xuan remained in shock.

However, he vaguely guessed why Ice Soul had been collecting the Seven Treasures of Asura.

After all, even if she gathered these seven treasures, it would be extremely difficult to break their seal and gain King Asura's power. One condition was that she must have Asura's bloodline, and her blood ties needed to be very close to King Asura.

When Lin Xuan learned about the secrets of the Seven Treasures of Asura long ago, he had been curious as to why Ice Soul collected them. They were undoubtedly valuable, but they held no significance for him. Now he understood the reason behind it.

If what Nailelong said was true, everything would make sense.

In fact, Ice Soul had such a connection with King Asura...

Lin Xuan sighed.

This unexpected discovery held great significance for him, though he still didn't know why the Netherworld and Spirit Realm were at odds in ancient times.

"Did you not ask Fairy Rain桐 about this?" Lin Xuan calmed down but remained unconvinced.

"She doesn't want to talk about it; who would dare pry?"

Venerable Earth Jī's face showed a bitter smile. It was said that the young and fearless don't fear anything, but this Lin Xuan had no idea of Fairy Rain桐's terrifying nature.

Of course, he didn't need an elaborate explanation from Venerable Earth Jī; after hearing this, Lin Xuan fell silent.

There was no point in pursuing answers here. He couldn't ask Fairy Rain桐 or Ice Soul about it either. It seemed that the only way to solve his doubts was to collect the Seven Treasures of Asura and let Moon regain her strength to break the seal on her memories.

With this discussion concluded, everyone's interest waned as they walked towards the magnificent palace ahead.

A loud boom echoed in their ears. The sound wasn't harsh but incredibly majestic.

Then, golden light shone brightly, and the gate of the Greeting Immortal Palace slowly opened.

Two maids carrying lanterns emerged.

Immortal birds danced, followed by melodious celestial music.

Leading them was a beautiful woman dressed in court attire. She appeared to be around thirty years old, with a curvy figure exuding an aura of nobility.

Her cultivation level was at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

"Salutations, great lords!"

The beautified woman bowed gracefully, her face radiating a pleasant smile.

"This is Fairy Shangguan. She's the chief administrator of the Greeting Immortal Palace. Before the Peach Blossom Banquet begins, you will be staying here. If there's anything you need, just ask her."

Venerable Star璇's voice reached Lin Xuan's ears. This explanation was only useful for him; the others, including Venerable Nailelong, Fairy Hundred Flowers, and King Youqiu, were familiar with its rules.

The process that followed didn't require much elaboration. Although Fairy Shangguan's strength wasn't mentioned, she handled interactions with grace, making everyone feel at ease.

Soon, Lin Xuan was arranged in a resting place for the great cultivators.

After all this, he felt tired and decided not to reunite with his brother or sisters; they had plenty of time. He followed a maid to his prepared cave abode.

Although it was called a cave, it was self-contained like a small world.

The area was vast, over a thousand mu in size. The Greeting Immortal Palace's magic lay in the application of spatial laws; in other words, this palace itself was an extraordinary treasure.

The air inside was thick with spiritual energy. Lin Xuan entered.

"Senior, are you satisfied with your surroundings? If there's anything wrong, please tell me, and we can immediately switch it for you."

The maid was a slender woman with a refined appearance. She respectfully said to Lin Xuan.

"No need; this environment is perfect."

Lin Xuan smiled: "Alright, there's nothing for you here. You can go down now."

"Understood!"

The maid bowed and then retired gracefully.

A flash of light revealed two beautiful girls.

Of course, they were Moon and Illusory Moon Moth.

"Moon, did you hear the discussion just now? Did it help you recall anything useful?"

"I'm sorry, Master. I can't remember anything. If not for Venerable Nailelong saying so, I wouldn't have known that there was such a connection between my past life and Ice Soul," Moon sighed, her face showing regret.

"Alright, no need to apologize; it's fine if you can't recall anything. We'll uncover all the mysteries one day."
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Lin Xuan cooed affectionately, then turned his head. "Alright, we've been traveling for a long time. I'm feeling a bit tired too. You two should rest well here; there are countless experts in this place, so try not to venture out."

"Okay!"

The two women nodded without hesitation. The cave府 was enormous and the environment was exceptionally tranquil, almost like an earthly paradise. They each chose a courtyard they liked, and laughter could be faintly heard, indicating that the two girls were getting along well.

Lin Xuan's face lit up with a warm smile as he watched their figures disappear. He flashed to another pavilion inside.

He sat cross-legged!

Of course, it wasn't for practicing any cultivation techniques or anything like that.

At his current level, sitting in meditation was easier for restoring energy than sleeping.

He slowly regulated his breathing.

As time passed, Lin Xuan felt the fatigue gradually dissipate, and his essence energy began to flow back into his dantian.

Before he knew it, a day had passed.

When the sun rose, Lin Xuan opened his eyes feeling refreshed. After a day and night of rest, both his spirit and essence energy were at their peak.

This trip to the Peach Blossom Banquet hadn't been as smooth as he'd hoped. But now that he was out of danger, it had brought him more than enough benefits.

It wasn't just wishful thinking. This experience made Lin Xuan realize how far behind he still was compared to top-tier experts.

Facing a domain up close gave him some insights too.

Indeed, obtaining a domain was incredibly difficult, but the battle provided him with valuable inspiration.

There was also the Ling Luo Jade Talisman, which even the two elders of Heaven and Earth had copies of. The power of this treasure was beyond measure.

Then there were the ancient mysteries, though they hadn't been fully resolved, some progress had been made. Lin Xuan's anticipation for the upcoming Peach Blossom Banquet was high.

He had prepared thoroughly, hoping to return with satisfying results.

However, he also harbored concerns.

Although he had reconciled with Rain Mist Alliance, it was a humiliation for the two elders of Heaven and Earth. Now that they were in front of Dragon Master Nei Long and Queen Qing Qiu, they couldn't do anything about it, but this wouldn't stop them from seeking trouble later.

If another cultivator were in Lin Xuan's position, he would be greatly alarmed.

But Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned.

It wasn't because he was bold. Rather, the more lice one has, the less they itch; the more debts one owes, the less they worry.

He had offended far more formidable beings, and the two elders weren't particularly significant.

Of course, that didn't mean he ignored these concerns entirely. He remained vigilant but wouldn't let his guard down completely.

...

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan was about to rise and stretch when a spatial fluctuation suddenly occurred. A flash of fire entered his vision.

A sound transmission talisman!

Lin Xuan's expression turned slightly surprised as he raised his hand, and the flame landed on his palm.

He lowered his head slightly, sinking his divine sense into it. Then, like a cat that had its tail stepped on, he leaped up in shock.

His face was full of bewilderment.

No wonder Lin Xuan reacted so unexpectedly. The content of this sound transmission talisman was truly shocking.

The two elders had come together to visit him.

They claimed they were here for a friendly call.

But that seemed too unbelievable.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, pondering as he tried to make sense of their intentions. What game were these old fellows playing?

If it was malicious intent, they wouldn't have openly appeared here. But harboring good intentions also didn't seem likely.

...

For a while, Lin Xuan was left in confusion but decided not to delve deeper. He would handle the situation as it came. After all, he wasn't at a disadvantage on their territory, and these two elders were seasoned cultivators who wouldn't make foolish mistakes.

He first needed to assess the situation before making any decisions.

With his thoughts, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves silently sending out another sound transmission talisman to inform Moon and Little Butterfly to remain inconspicuous. Then he took a deep breath, forcing a smile as he walked towards the door. No matter what the two elders intended, it was unrealistic to keep them at arm's length.

He could just play along for now; they wouldn't dare fight here.

...

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan saw off the two elders with a pleasant expression and joyful laughter filling his voice. It would be hard to tell that he had just reconciled with them from their appearance.

The Heavenly璇 Master and Earth Jī Master were both polite, and Lin Xuan adhered strictly to junior etiquette. Even if Dragon Master Nei Long or Hundred Flowers were here, they would be taken aback by the level of reconciliation. This was a far cry from any previous grudges being resolved.

"Alright, Fellow Daoist Lin, no need for you to see us off. We'll return on our own."

"Senior Elder Tiān Xuán, how can I refuse? The discord with Rain Mist Alliance is my fault. If you two forgive me, I'm already grateful beyond measure. It's a great honor that you came to visit me," Lin Xuan said.

"Fellow Brother Lin, this matter has passed; there's no need to bring it up again. What mistake did you make? It was those foolish Seventh True cultivators who acted recklessly and brought about their own downfall. I should be grateful for your help in clearing the way for us. Don't apologize anymore, we've made friends through this fight. In the future, everyone will be brothers," Heavenly璇 Master said with a silly grin.

"How can I dare to call you seniors when I'm but a junior?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Brother Younger, your words are incorrect. Even Dragon Master Nei Long considers you his sworn brother. How could we still consider ourselves seniors? Stop saying such things and let's just say that Fellow Brother Lin doesn't want to be brothers with us two waste of space," Heavenly璇 Master's face showed a hint of displeasure.

"Brother, this will hurt me deeply. Fine, I'll follow your command... "

The three of them chatted warmly, their words so intimate it was hard to believe they had fought to the death just the day before. Such a dramatic change in relations was too unbelievable for anyone to fathom.

With that, Lin Xuan saw off the two elders and returned to his cave. As he watched Lin Xuan's figure disappear, Earth Jī Master's face showed a hint of gloom. "Brother, this is just a new cultivator. Why do we have to be so humble? Wasn't yesterday's humiliation enough? We were forced into it then, but now that the matter has been resolved, why should we seek revenge and flatter this Lin fellow?"

"Hmph, a new cultivator, younger brother. Your vision needs to be more far-sighted. Losing face now is better than losing our lives in an uncertain future," said Earth Jī Master.
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"Risking your life for this, big brother, you've gone too far. Indeed, Lin Xuan is no ordinary person and has great potential to grow. But his domain isn't something that can be easily grasped; whether he can advance further remains unknown..."

"Even if we consider the worst-case scenario, what if this boy truly becomes a domain powerhouse? After all, you and I are close to Rain桐 Fairy Lady. The saying goes, 'when monks don't look out for each other, they look at Buddha.' Would Lin Xuan really dare to treat us as nothing just because of today's small conflict and come looking for trouble? Big brother, you're overthinking this."

The voice of Earth Core Immortal spread through his ears, with a look of disbelief in his eyebrows and eyes.

"Junior disciple, your words might be reasonable. But they are only one possibility among many. Indeed, Lin Xuan is not to be underestimated now, but who can say he won't grasp the domain after millions of years? And what about Rain桐 Fairy Lady's ability to protect us then?" Heavenly璇 said calmly.

"Big brother, what do you mean by that? Rain桐 Fairy Lady may be somewhat isolated, but she has always been generous with her own people. We've served her for so many years; if we run into trouble, she wouldn't just leave us alone."

"I never said Rain桐 Fairy Lady would sit idly by. The question is: does she have the ability to do so..."

"Big brother, did you hear me correctly? You can't possibly be talking about going mad and saying such absurd things. Rain桐 Fairy Lady is a genius and the strongest in the spirit realm. Even the demon lord back then couldn't handle her. Now that circumstances have changed, her strength far surpasses what it was before. Even if she's not as powerful as the Arhats, she won't be inferior to true immortals. I can hardly believe Lin Xuan could surpass her," Earth Core Immortal said with a look of disbelief.

"Perhaps, but this Lin Xuan isn't an ordinary person. The cultivation world is unpredictable; how do you know he can't surpass Rain桐 Fairy Lady?"

"Senior brother, why would you say such things? Do you have some information?" Earth Core Immortal finally realized something was amiss.

"Yes, precisely. This young Lin Xuan has such a young age but such extraordinary power. More astonishingly, his influence spans far and wide, yet we never noticed him before. Don't you find it too unbelievable? The only explanation is that he rose to prominence too quickly. So after returning yesterday, I instructed my people to investigate the origins of this little guy."

"Oh, so there's already a result?"

"Yes. Although time was limited, my Rain岚 Commercial Alliance has business dealings across the three realms, and we easily collect various information. Within just a few hours, we received the news..."

"How is that?"

The expression on Earth Core Immortal's face showed concern. He guessed the returned message would be shocking, otherwise, why would he have brought him to Lin Xuan with such lowly respect if his senior brother had such power and influence.

"This young Lin Xuan is a cultivator who ascended from the mortal world. His past wasn't clear, but recently, he gained significant fame in the Nai Long realm. Do you remember when Master Nai Long married Fairy Qianqian, and their wedding celebration?"

"I don't recall that. Back then, we received invitations too, but we were busy with other matters at the time, so we sent someone to apologize on his behalf."

"Indeed, during this celebration, Lin Xuan gained significant fame. It's said he was only a Spirit Formation cultivator back then, yet he was on friendly terms with Master Nai Long..."

"Spare me, senior brother! You're saying that young Lin Xuan was only at the Spirit Formation stage when he befriended Master Nai Long?" Earth Core Immortal was shocked and rudely interrupted.

Heavenly璇 did not take offense. He had reacted similarly last night upon hearing this news.

"How is that possible? It's been less than a thousand years since Master Nai Long married Fairy Qianqian, yet he managed to advance from Spirit Formation to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. Even the Arhats didn't have such luck..."

"I know how you feel, but it's true. Now you should understand why I'm wary of Lin Xuan; his rate of cultivation is beyond comprehension. Although he might hit a bottleneck in the future, I still think he could surpass Rain桐 Fairy Lady..."

Earth Core Immortal was silent this time, truly intimidated by Lin Xuan's rate of cultivation. If everything was true, Lin Xuan could indeed replace Rain桐 Fairy Lady at some point.

If Rain桐 Fairy Lady couldn't defeat him, how could she protect her brothers? Although the cultivation world was bizarre, it ultimately came down to strength.

"Now you understand why I'm doing this—preventing potential dangers before they arise. Lowering our stance now can resolve any grudges with Lin Xuan. He might not consider us friends, but past grievances can be forgotten. Even if he becomes the strongest in the spirit realm in the future, he won't come looking for trouble."

"In short, we must nip all threats in the bud—whether by force or cunning, we need to eliminate potential dangers. Without long-term planning, one will inevitably face short-term worries. Only by looking far ahead can you always remain invincible."

"Senior brother's words are wise."

Earth Core Immortal expressed his admiration. Compared to offending such a powerful cultivator, losing some face now was trivial.

"But... Will Lin Xuan really no longer resent us?"

"Don't worry, my senior brother. I may not be the best at everything, but I'm first-rate when it comes to judging people. Lin Xuan is not someone who holds grudges; he will forgive past grievances. And you shouldn't forget that I agreed to help him at the Peach Blossom Banquet. How could he dare seek revenge on me?"

"Ah, so senior brother truly has long-term plans. I'm ashamed of myself," Earth Core Immortal said happily.

"Now then, what's the point in discussing this? This time, more powerful cultivators from across the three realms attended the Peach Blossom Banquet than we imagined—such as the Ice Soul Serpent and two True Monarchs, and even three of the Six Kings of阴司."

"What! Three of the Six Kings of阴司? Besides Shitian Ming Wang and Jinyue Shi Wang, who else is here?" Earth Core Immortal's face showed surprise.

"Last night, the Dark King of the Netherworld also arrived," Heavenly璇 said.

"The Dark King of the Netherworld... I must be hearing wrong. That old monster disappeared after the great war in the three realms; rumors say he had perished."

"Junior disciple, you're truly naive. How could such a powerful existence as the Six Kings of阴司 easily perish? He has returned and is definitely genuine," Heavenly璇 said.
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Meanwhile, back at the Immortal Welcoming Palace, Lin Xuan returned to his cave dwelling and visibly relaxed.

He never expected that the Two Ancients of Heaven and Earth were such cunning cultivators.

Seeing the situation turn unfavorable, they proactively sought him out, mending their broken relationship and reconciling with each other.

A handshake and peace agreement?

Lin Xuan was more than willing to accept this.

After all, no one wanted to create an enemy for nothing.

He still worried that during the Peach Blossom Feast, his opponents might deliberately make things difficult for him.

Now it seemed such concerns were unnecessary; instead, they had offered assistance.

That was great!

With the Two Ancients of Heaven and Earth's support, if he encountered desirable treasures or cultivation techniques at the Peach Blossom Feast, his chances of obtaining them would significantly increase.

He wasn't worried about their insincere behavior; he trusted his judgment on people.

The only regret was that he couldn’t take this opportunity to probe into the Silk Robe Jade Talisman.

Actually, Lin Xuan had considered a roundabout approach, but the Two Ancients of Heaven and Earth were not easily fooled. A wrong move could backfire, so after weighing the pros and cons, he decided against it for now.

He would find another chance later.

Lin Xuan continued to sit cross-legged, this time not to recover his power, but to gain insights from facing a domain powerhouse up close.

Such inspiration shouldn't be wasted; perhaps he could push his strength to the next level.

It wouldn’t be easy, but without trying, how would anyone know?

There was still some time before the Peach Blossom Feast began. With nothing else to do, Lin Xuan decided to seize this opportunity for cultivation.

...

At another secret room in a different cave dwelling of the Immortal Welcoming Palace, two figures were whispering in hushed tones.

"Big Sister, have you heard? That Lin boy also came to the Peach Blossom Feast," a voice with some allure said.

"What! Lin boy is here too. How did he get the qualification for the Peach Blossom Feast? Could this little guy have advanced to the late-stage Transcendation?" another cold voice replied as she slowly turned her head.

It was a tall woman, beautiful and young, with long silver hair reaching down to her waist.

Ice Spirit!

This must be one of the True Demon Primordial Beings. The other voice's owner could only be known as

Precious Snake!

These two had also come to the Peach Blossom Feast. Given their status as True Demon Primordial Beings, they naturally had the right to reside in the Immortal Welcoming Palace.

"Big Sister guessed correctly. This Lin boy has not only advanced to late-stage Transcendation but is incredibly powerful, almost on par with a domain powerhouse."

"What? On par with a domain?"

Ice Spirit was taken aback and then burst into a silent laugh: "Sister Precious Snake, I know you hate Lin Xuan to the core, but there's no need to exaggerate. Ordinary late-stage Transcendation beings cannot match a domain even Arur had that ability."

"Even if their realms are similar, whether they possess domains makes all the difference. Challenging across realms is nothing special; I don't believe that Lin boy can challenge a domain."

"Big Sister, I exaggerated a bit, but this Lin boy is far more extraordinary than you imagine. Facing Jihe Immortal alone with just his sword, he didn’t fall behind at all, and even when the other used a domain, he was helpless," Precious Snake quickly explained.

"Is that so?"

Ice Spirit listened in silence before slowly closing her eyes.

Precious Snake’s face showed a hint of surprise. Could Big Sister be preparing to use a secret technique capable of reversing the laws of heaven and earth?

Indeed, a white mist emerged from Ice Spirit's body.

Another Ice Spirit Primordial Being appeared, resembling but not being an actual entity, formed by her three souls and six spirits.

In the next moment, she transformed into a gentle breeze, leaving the cave dwelling.

Instantly, she arrived at the location where Lin Xuan had clashed with the Two Ancients of Heaven and Earth yesterday.

Ice Spirit raised her hand.

A surge of power flowed throughout her body, and an invisible wave spread out, causing space to ripple.

An incredible scene unfolded.

The originally calm air transformed into a colorful scroll. The events that happened here yesterday were vividly displayed before her eyes.

Time Law!

Ice Spirit was indeed one of the top True Demon Primordial Beings.

She had mastered Time Law to such an extent; she could replay the events from yesterday.

...

On the other side, Ice Spirit opened her eyes in the cave dwelling.

"Big Sister, how is it? You've seen this with your own eyes. Do you believe that little sister didn't lie about Lin boy's strength?"

"Mm."

This time, Ice Spirit nodded: "What you said is right. This Lin boy can no longer be ignored. While his current power isn’t overwhelming, he still poses a significant threat to us. The issue is how fast he’s growing; if left unchecked, he will eventually become an internal enemy."

"Oh, so Big Sister plans to act?"

Precious Snake's face showed excitement. She had hated Lin Xuan for a long time.

"Indeed. This grudge between us needs to be settled sooner or later. Besides, the bracelet from Arur’s Seven Treasures is still in his possession; no matter what, I must reclaim it," Ice Spirit said calmly.

"When will you act?"

"At any moment. Impatience gets one nowhere. The Peach Blossom Feast isn't an option. After this, I won't let that little guy leave the Jade Pool alive."

"Big Sister has already made up your mind? Remember, although Lin boy himself is nothing special, he is True Dragon Immortal's sworn brother and has close ties with Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox and Cold Moon Immortal. We are in the Spirit Realm; don’t you fear retaliation from powerful beings here?"

"What do you mean by that, Precious Snake? Why keep probing me like this?"

Ice Spirit frowned slightly, showing a hint of displeasure.

"Big Sister, please don't misunderstand. I'm just worried because we can't act freely in the Spirit Realm. That's why we need to be cautious," Precious Snake quickly defended herself.

"Humph. What is there to worry about? Fear of wolves and tigers will only cause trouble. How can the Spirit Realm matter when this immortal girl isn’t a waste like the Two Ancients of Heaven and Earth? Even if True Dragon or the Lord of the Azure Qi Kingdom were here, what could they do to me after I extract his soul and refine it?"
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Strong contenders gathered here, making this the highlight of the Peach Blossom Festival, but also harboring potential dangers.

Indeed, a mix of hope and worry!

As people anticipated various treasures, they also feared losing their competitive edge.

With the three realms' strongest warriors converging on Penglai, even if heart-stirring treasures did appear, how could one be certain of securing them?

Self-reflection revealed that such certainty was non-existent.

Anxiety and anticipation!

Despite this anxious state, time continued to pass.

Finally, the Peach Blossom Festival commenced.

With great attention, countless old monsters at the Transcending Tribulation stage eagerly awaited the grand event's opening.

On that day, as dawn broke, an ancient bell sounded in their ears.

Serene, distant...

Though the bell's sound was vast and filled with primordial antiquity, it strangely calmed one's heart, washing away all烦恼and worries.

Feeling incredibly refreshing.

"Ah!"

Lin Xuan shook off his clothes, exhaling a mouthful of stale air.

He had long heard about this bell named "Qifan," which could cleanse three thousand strands of烦恼. If a cultivator's mental cultivation was stagnant, hearing twelve rings might even help break through barriers.

Though somewhat mysterious, there was no exaggeration involved.

The Qifan Bell originated from the ancient past and was a renowned treasure owned by the Rain Mist Commerce Alliance.

It was said that someone had sought it out at Penglai, offering a century-old crystal stone treasure accumulated by a major sect, yet failed to even meet with the leader.

Some treasures couldn't be bought with money alone.

Of course, Fairy Yutong wasn't miserly. Every invited cultivator could hear the Qifan Bell for free during each Peach Blossom Festival.

As they say, seeing is believing.

Lin Xuan had read much about the Qifan Bell in ancient texts and now personally experienced it, feeling its profound effects.

All烦恼seemed truly removed.

It was invigorating.

However, this was merely an illusion.

Just as one could cut through emotional ties with a wise sword, doing so wasn't easy. The same applied to烦恼.

While the Qifan Bell might offer some enlightenment, true removal of烦恼ultimately required personal effort. External aids like the bell could only provide temporary support at best.

Lin Xuan sighed but didn't dwell on it. Regardless, the Qifan Bell's reputation was well-deserved; its effects on his mental cultivation were undeniable.

Content with what he had achieved, Lin Xuan continued to reflect.

The twelve rings of the bell echoed for days after their first sound. When they finally ended at noon, Lin Xuan was surprised by how long it felt like he'd been there. Recalling his time in the bell's presence, he gained some insights. While his mental state hadn't advanced significantly, previously minor flaws seemed to have vanished.

Small differences could make a huge difference; these imperfections were crucial for his main元婴's advancement. Now, with them gone, entering the Transcending Tribulation后期seemed less distant.

Smiling, Lin Xuan felt that he had stumbled upon unexpected benefits before the festival began. Perhaps this boded well for his participation in the Peach Blossom Festival.

Feeling optimistic, Lin Xuan left his cave and headed towards Moon Butterfly. The two women greeted him warmly before retreating into their Pocket Universe.

Lin Xuan then emitted a bright green light, breaking through the space around him as he departed from the mysterious cave.

The surroundings blurred before the massive mountain reappeared in view.

A beautiful young woman stood ten feet away, bowing gracefully: "Greetings, senior. My name is Qing'er and I will guide you to the Peach Blossom Festival venue. Are you ready? We can proceed now."

"Of course."

Lin Xuan smiled.

Qing'er bowed again as she waved her hand, emitting golden light. A small but elegant spirit boat appeared before them.

Though not large, it was well-decorated, crafted by a master. It was an excellent flying artifact.

Lin Xuan stepped onto the boat and Qing'er cast a spell at it.

Instantly, the craft was enveloped in a glow, cutting through clouds as they ascended towards the peak.

Along the way, hidden pavilions and terraces could be seen, with waterfalls and streams providing soothing sounds. The scenery was like an earthly paradise.

In the misty air, various spirit boats zipped by, too numerous to describe.

Clearly, these were all participants in the Peach Blossom Festival.

The spirit boat sped quickly but took nearly half an hour to reach the summit.

This mountain must have been incredibly steep and tall.

"Top of the mountain," Qing'er said, though it was actually a vast area.

A magnificent palace floated above them, drawing attention.

Ignoring any rest, the spirit boat flew directly towards the palace's entrance.

Entering swiftly.

Inside, the decor appeared rugged and ancient, unlike modern architecture, reminiscent of primordial times.

Patrolling cultivators in heavy armor were everywhere. These warriors' aura reached late-stage Divination Realm, posing no threat to Lin Xuan, yet he felt an inexplicable unease.

A sense of danger.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly.

"Senior, have you heard of the Shadow Guards?" Qing'er asked with a smile.

"Aren't they different from ordinary soldiers in your alliance?"

"Yes. The Shadow Guards are selected and specially cultivated cultivators. Each is formidable, and their unique cultivation methods can help them break through barriers temporarily to enter Transcending Tribulation stage."

Lin Xuan's composure was unshaken by the news, but he couldn't hide his surprise at this revelation.

It was known that many secret arts in the cultivation world could temporarily unlock potential, but for a late-stage Divination Realm cultivator to break through the Transcending Tribulation barrier was too shocking.
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Lin Xuan, with his extensive knowledge and experience, had never heard of such a thing before.

"Is this true or false?"

"How could I dare to deceive you, senior?"

Qing'er's face showed humility: "Of course, the price they pay for doing so is enormous. It would cause an earlier descent of the元气劫, and the power of this heavenly tribulation would increase significantly on top of its original strength. Only a few cultivators can survive it; one could say that only ten out of a hundred make it."

"I see. So these shadow guards are sacrificing their lifespan to enter the Tribulation Period at critical moments. But after that, they will likely meet with a fatal outcome."

"Mmm, exactly like that."

Qing'er's face showed a hint of smile.

Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely serious. Although this was just a temporary measure, the power these shadow guards could unleash was truly astonishing, especially for a major sect.

Rainy Mist Commerce Alliance is indeed an immense entity spanning three realms; its profound heritage is impressive.

"May I ask how many shadow guards your alliance has cultivated?"

"Not many, around three thousand."

"What?" Lin Xuan widened his eyes again.

Three thousand? If it were only Spirit Formation stage cultivators, that would be remarkable. But three thousand who could enter the Tribulation Period at any moment is truly astonishing.

As the saying goes, a swarm of ants can kill an elephant; even the weakest Tribulation Period cultivator cannot be underestimated.

With such numbers, if they all attacked together, even True Immortals might find it troublesome.

Of course, this woman might just be bluffing. She's merely a maid, yet she proactively revealed clues about the shadow guards to me. It’s clear that Rainy Mist Commerce Alliance is targeting not just me but all powerful outsiders here.

This is a form of intimidation!

Even without considering the high-level experts within Rainy Mist Commerce Alliance, these shadow guards alone are enough to make any scheming outsider think twice.

With such thoughts, Lin Xuan did not show much intention on his face. He had no intention of opposing Rainy Mist Commerce Alliance and was not going to disrupt their auction rules at the Peach Blossom Banquet.

The shadow guards were irrelevant to him.

Moreover, even if there are three thousand of them, it’s unlikely that all would gather together when they fight. For such an existence as mine, what use do these weak Tribulation Period cultivators have? A single move from me could kill them instantly, and trying to delay the battle wouldn’t be very effective either.

...

The conversation between the two became less frequent after this point. After passing through a long corridor, they arrived at a grand ancient hall. The area was vast, with murals depicting various birds, beasts, insects, and snakes adorning the walls. It looked somewhat similar to Ling Luo Jade Talisman, causing Lin Xuan's pupils to constrict as he began guessing.

Around the square were numerous seating platforms densely packed. Above them floated some stone houses. Compared to the platforms, their number was much smaller, almost like a drop in the ocean. However, each one was meticulously arranged and extremely beautiful, showcasing exquisite craftsmanship.

"This Red Heaven Cave Mansion is prepared for such top-tier great cultivators as you. May I ask which one you would choose?" Qing'er's respectful voice echoed.

"What’s there to choose? Just pick any," Lin Xuan replied without much concern.

"Alright, then let’s pick the nearest one."

The girl cast a spell and led Lin Xuan to a nearby pavilion. The fragrance of flowers wafted in, and the environment inside was excellent. Then she left.

As time passed, the din gradually reached his ears. Lin Xuan pushed open the window of the pavilion and saw that the seating platforms were already filled with powerful cultivators from all three realms.

Great cultivators gathered; experts abounded.

It could be said that in his entire life, he had never seen so many Tribulation Period cultivators, leaving him with a sense of awe.

Other flying cave mansions also housed top-tier great cultivators. Without exception, they were super-strong cultivators with domains.

Lin Xuan slowly closed his eyes. There was still some time before the Peach Blossom Banquet began; taking a rest would not be wrong.

After about an hour, he suddenly heard melodious celestial music in his ears. Lin Xuan lifted his head.

In the sky, flowers danced gracefully. Spirit birds and immortal cranes were dancing in mid-air.

Amidst the flowers, a slender figure gradually emerged.

Initially, it was somewhat indistinct but soon became clearer. Her lips were like jade, her skin like water; her features were exquisite to an extreme degree, though not as beautiful as the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox. But she was undoubtedly a beauty without doubt.

As soon as this woman appeared, everyone's attention was drawn to her. Her identity was also obvious.

Amazed murmurs filled his ears.

"Did I see correctly? Rain Tong Immortal has appeared."

"Could it be that she will host the Peach Blossom Banquet this time?"

"Is there a mistake? This girl is the strongest in the Spirit Realm, and she's known for her reclusive nature. The Peach Blossom Banquet is indeed the biggest event of Rainy Mist Commerce Alliance, but I heard that she hasn't shown up for decades. Why now?"

"Hmph, what’s so surprising about this? In previous Peach Blossom Banquets, have you ever seen Immortal Kings and Demon Sovereigns gather? It's said that even the Six Kings of Yama and True Monarch Primordial were present. If so, why can't the strongest in the Spirit Realm host the Peach Blossom Banquet?"

"Mmm, this makes sense."

...

As time passed, the murmurs gradually subsided.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he seemed to have discovered something, showing a thoughtful expression on his face.

...

At another flying cave mansion elsewhere,

"Senior sister, I didn't expect Li Yutai to personally host it," the precious snake's eyes showed surprise as she looked at the woman enveloped by flowers. She had a hint of fear in her gaze.

"Hmph, do you think this is really Rain Tong Immortal?"

"Could it be? We’ve seen this girl before; how could we mistake her?" the precious snake said in surprise.

"Of course not. This is merely one of Li Yutai's incarnations," Bingpo said coldly.

"Irises, are you joking?"

The precious snake widened her eyes: "This girl’s aura is undoubtedly that of a late-stage Tribulation Period cultivator and a domain master. Even if Li Yutai is not much, could an incarnation reach the realm level?"

"Foolish sister, you said it yourself; this girl's cultivation stage is only late-stage Tribulation Period. Who is Li Yutai? One of the three scattered immortals in the Spirit Realm. After all these years, her strength rivals that of True Immortals. How could she be merely at a late-stage Tribulation Period?" Bingpo sighed.

"Such simple logic; don’t you find it suspicious?"
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"Ah..."

The treasure snake was speechless. Such a simple principle, yet it had overlooked it.

With the passage of time and changes in circumstances, Li Yutong had already reached such an advanced stage of cultivation. A mere avatar could rival top-tier experts across the Three Realms, even capable of understanding domains.

If not for witnessing this with his own eyes, the treasure snake would find it hard to believe what was happening before him. But at that moment, all he felt was admiration and respect for Li Yutong.

Of course, there was more fear than admiration.

But if they truly became enemies, it should be Bingpo who would have a headache.

From his perspective, given their identities, they were unlikely to engage in battle with this top expert of the Spirit Realm.

With that thought, the treasure snake secretly let out a sigh of relief. Meanwhile, other powerful figures from the Three Realms in various flying caves also had different expressions.

At their level, their eyesight was naturally keen and discerning.

Even if they couldn't make precise half-judgments like Bingpo, they still felt that this woman who had arrived might not be the renowned Fairy Yutong after all.

However, the Peach Banquet would not be delayed due to these events. It had officially begun.

"Welcome esteemed fellow cultivators to the Jade Pool for this once-in-30,000-years grand event. Fairy Yutong wishes you well and hopes that each of you can find what you seek."

The voice was like a heavenly melody. Despite her reputation as a tempestuous personality, Fairy Yutong now displayed hospitality and courtesy.

After a simple speech, the figure of Fairy Yutong vanished from sight amidst everyone's gazes.

This spatial secret technique alone was awe-inspiring.

Many people couldn't help but draw in their breaths.

If they knew that this was merely one of Li Yutong’s avatars, what expressions would they have?

Soon after, two more figures appeared in the field of vision. One tall and one short, both were very familiar to Lin Xuan.

The Celestial璇 Monarch and Earth Jī Disperser, top-tier experts across the Three Realms. It was no wonder that their reputations were well-deserved. The Peach Banquet was actually being hosted by these two personally, which clearly showed how much the Rainy Mist Business Alliance valued this event.

After Fairy Yutong's speech, the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth did not plan to continue talking. They made a few casual remarks before announcing the start of the Peach Banquet.

Since it was a once-in-30,000-years grand event, it was certainly different from ordinary auctions.

Firstly, they were asked to enjoy music and dance performances.

Wasn't that a bit off?

Lin Xuan's face showed a mix of amusement and exasperation. Many old monsters who had attended the Peach Banquet before also shared similar expressions.

Despite their shock, no one dared to openly oppose it. As the saying went, "When in Rome, do as the Romans do." Since the Rainy Mist Business Alliance arranged this, they couldn't possibly embarrass them publicly.

Well, let's just waste a bit more time.

This thought flashed through the minds of the old monsters.

However, what followed left them in shock.

The air before them became blurry, and then ancient images appeared.

In the beginning, the universe was混沌 (chaotic), and everything was vague.

Gradually, all manner of life forms began to emerge.

Wood, water, fire, earth—elements intermingled and interacted.

Rain, wind, lightning—various natural phenomena were revealed before their eyes.

What is this?

The dawn of creation, the ancient heavens and earth?

Was he really just here for music and dance? His thoughts quickly changed as his entire mind was captivated by what he saw.

Other old monsters shared similar expressions.

This scene of the universe's initial formation and evolution, while simulated by the Rainy Mist Business Alliance using great powers, could not compare to the real thing. But it contained some of the oldest laws of heaven and earth.

If one could gain insight from this, the benefits would be endless.

Everyone knew this, though they were curious why the Rainy Mist Business Alliance was so generous with such valuable treasures. Shouldn't they keep them for themselves?

Despite their curiosity, there was no time to dwell on it now.

The current opportunity was a once-in-a-century chance.

First, let's contemplate and then decide later.

That thought seemed reasonable, but it was too brief. In less than the time of a cup of tea, everything returned to nothingness.

The old monsters regained their senses, sighing deeply.

Everyone had expressions of unfulfilled desires.

Of course, no one truly complained. After all, the Rainy Mist Business Alliance did not owe them anything; being invited to watch this was already a great favor. Contentment is precious.

But the event wasn't over yet.

A group of maids came forward, each carrying fine wine and fruit.

"These newly matured peaches are delicious. Please enjoy them freely. Don’t be shy."

The voice of Earth Jī Disperser sounded smooth and gentle. If one didn't know better, he could pass for a reclusive sage.

"What? Peaches?"

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but then laughed at the realization that these were not the legendary peaches from fairy tales. Despite their abundant spirit energy, they were merely valuable spiritual fruits, far removed from the famed Peach of Immortality.

He smiled and tasted the wine and fruit without hesitation.

The maids began to dance gracefully, accompanied by melodious singing. The sound was enchanting, like pearls falling on a jade plate. It lingered in one's ears for days.

After eating and drinking their fill, the Peach Banquet finally officially opened.

Next came the crucial auction环节 (section).

The Rainy Mist Business Alliance had extensive operations across the Three Realms, allowing them to obtain all sorts of extraordinary treasures. Any item they brought out would likely be a highlight at any external auction.

However, considering that great experts were gathered here, ordinary goods would naturally fail to impress these top-tier beings.

As one of the most important events in the Three Realms, it was impossible for the business alliance to tarnish its reputation. Everyone was eagerly anticipating what would come next.

Earth Jī Disperser waved his hand.

A maid carrying a silver tray stepped forward and placed it beside him. Earth Jī Disperser lifted the red cloth covering the tray.

Nine exquisite仙 swords (spiritual swords) came into view, each only an inch in size but exquisitely crafted.

He pointed to one of them, and all nine swords flew up, emitting a dazzling light that revealed terrifying power.

It was enough to make one's heart race.

The fire attribute primordial energy in the universe began to dance with it.

A true expert could tell at a glance. Even without activating this treasure, Earth Jī Disperser demonstrated its potential, leaving many old monsters of the Golden Period interested.

Some more experienced individuals started speculating in their minds.

Now they were waiting for Earth Jī Disperser to reveal the truth.

"From the looks on your faces, you've probably guessed what I have. Indeed, these are the Mother and Child Red Cloud Swords used by the once feared Red Cloud Disperser two million years ago."

(To be continued)
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"What, the Mother-Child Red Cloud Sword? I didn't hear wrong, right? It really is that treasure?"

"Zzzz. The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance truly isn't something to be underestimated. If this treasure were auctioned elsewhere, it would almost certainly become a centerpiece."

"In those days, Red Cloud Recluse was renowned far and wide. It's said he was attacked by several late-stage Golden Transcendence cultivators and died in the end, but his innate treasure had no trace left. Who would have thought that it ended up with the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance?"

...

The murmurs continued for a while before gradually subsiding after about a cup of tea.

The two elders didn't rush either. By having them introduce the origin of this treasure themselves, they could better elevate its value.

Of course, both were delighted to see this happen.

Thus, when the noise died down, Dijī Scattered Man resumed speaking: "Fellow Daoists, your eyesight is sharp. The Mother-Child Red Cloud Sword indeed belonged to the former Red Cloud Recluse as his innate treasure. You must be familiar with his reputation. Although he hasn't fully mastered his domain, his strength surpasses that of ordinary Golden Transcendence cultivators. Especially his innate treasure—nine divine swords forming a set. Each sword's power rivals top-grade post-natural spirit treasures. Moreover, the nine swords complement each other in both offense and defense. It can be said to be an all-around weapon. Red Cloud Recluse once dominated the seas and lands with this treasure."

"This person rose like a comet and fell like one too. After many twists and turns, this set of treasures ended up in our alliance's hands after being refined by skilled artisans. The power increased by more than ten percent from its original state, making it even stronger. Of course, the innate mark left by Red Cloud Recluse was erased. If any fellow Daoist secures it, a little ritual will allow them to use it."

"Those invited to my Peach Blossom Gathering are top-notch cultivators. Among you, there are also excellent innate treasures. However, adding one more outstanding ancient treasure for protection is even better. This opportunity shouldn't be missed, especially by fellow Daoists who practice fire attribute techniques. Let's not miss this chance. Alright, I'll stop here. The first auction item, the Mother-Child Red Cloud Sword, starts at fifty thousand crystal stones. Each bid must increase by no less than one thousand..."

...

As Dijī Scattered Man finished speaking, the Golden Transcendence cultivators around began bidding.

After all, fifty thousand crystal stones was still quite cheap compared to other auctions.

Of course, this "cheap" was relative.

One had to know that the Peach Blossom Gathering differed from ordinary auctions. Here, crystal stones referred to top-grade items by convention.

Fifty thousand crystal stones might not seem much, but considering they were all of top quality, the exchange rate was astonishingly high.

If it weren't for the fact that everyone here was a Golden Transcendence cultivator, even slightly lower in cultivation, fifty thousand top-grade crystal stones would be enough to bankrupt them just with this starting price.

However, the old monsters present were among the best of their kind, with few exceptions like Lin Xuan who had lived for over a hundred thousand years and was wealthy beyond measure.

The starting price wasn't unreasonable, so the bidding war was intense. It quickly rose from fifty thousand to seventy-five thousand...

This increase was nearly half.

Finally, it was won by a stern-faced old man in black robes.

He was only at mid-Golden Transcendence, but with his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, one could see that his fire attribute cultivation power was extremely pure. Cultivators invited to the Peach Blossom Gathering truly weren't ordinary; almost everyone had some skill.

With a buyer for the first item, the process wasn't as exciting as it might have been. Although over ten cultivators participated in the bidding, most chose to be mere spectators. It wasn't that they didn't care, but everyone knew that good treasures were usually found later on.

Unless there was true need, few would participate in early bidding.

Of course, the later items were indeed better, but their prices and competitiveness far exceeded those of earlier items. If one didn't know when to stop, going home empty-handed was almost certain.

The choice was up to each cultivator at the Peach Blossom Gathering.

Do as much as you can without being greedy.

While this advice was sound, how many could follow it?

Now, with the second item on auction, the enthusiasm of the present cultivators exploded. Bids came and went in quick succession, doubling the base price within a cup of tea.

Moreover, the bidding didn't end there.

Unlike the Mother-Child Red Cloud Sword, which had only a few bidders, this time over half the cultivators participated in the bidding.

Indeed, more than half.

This ratio was quite unusual. Usually, only top-tier treasures received such enthusiastic bids.

But it was just the second item on auction. This didn't align with common sense.

Even if the Peach Blossom Gathering was extraordinary, such a scene rarely occurred before.

What kind of treasure could attract so many cultivators and cause such a bidding frenzy?

Lin Xuan's face remained indifferent. None of the domain-level old monsters residing in the Flying Sky Cave府also showed any interest.

For them, this current item had no use at all.

But for those slightly lower in cultivation, its appeal was unparalleled.

From this perspective, the type of treasure was already clear.

Potions!

And they were particularly useful for Golden Transcendence cultivators. They could help break through existing bottlenecks.

The Void Marvelous Spirit Pill!

Lin Xuan wasn't unfamiliar with this potion.

Back in the Sound Realm, to save Qinxin, he had clashed with the Sound Palace and was set up by them. He either had to hand over a先天灵宝or a potion of similar quality or effect to the Void Marvelous Spirit Pill.

This was an unreasonable demand, but Lin Xuan managed it.

Moreover, he made the other party backfire. Under the pretext of studying alchemy techniques, he obtained numerous waste pills and raw materials for making the Void Marvelous Spirit Pill from them.

He refined one portion and kept the rest.

If Tiānyīn Fairy knew the full story, she would surely be furious enough to spit blood.

Times had changed, but this Void Marvelous Spirit Pill caught his eye again in an auction.

And there was only one left.

In Lin Xuan's view, it was laughably few and wasn't worth considering. But for other cultivators, it was a rare treasure.

Though the quantity was small, such a seemingly divine item couldn't be expected to have too much.

If used properly, this single Void Marvelous Spirit Pill might help him break through his current bottleneck.
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In short, spirit herbs are hard to come by.

And at any auction, the pills that can help break through a bottleneck usually attract the most attention.

Generally, they serve as the finale of the auction.

Indeed, Rain Mist Business Alliance's grandeur was no exaggeration; only the second item being auctioned had already brought out such rare treasures.

This Peach Blossom Gathering truly left everyone speechless!

The old monsters were both awestruck and grateful for their presence. If they couldn't witness such a grand event in person, they would surely regret it later, and some essential treasures might be lost to them.

When the Mysterious Void Marvelous Pill appeared, it indeed drew all eyes.

Rain Mist Business Alliance, whether with its vast resources or carefully arranged auction sequence, deserved admiration for their tactics.

Even domain experts residing in the Flying Sky Cave Realm were now filled with anticipation for what would follow.

The bidding for this Mysterious Void Marvelous Pill continued to rise.

"Seventy thousand!"

"Eighty thousand!"

...

Higher bids kept climbing.

Remember, Rain Mist Business Alliance had initially set a base price of only fifty thousand crystal stones.

In just the time it took for a meal, the bid had tripled and more.

Though spirit resources were abundant in the Spirit Realm, top-grade crystal stones remained scarce. Such bidding prices made even old monsters withstanding tribulation feel their wallets being emptied.

The bids gradually thinned out.

It wasn't that the Mysterious Void Marvelous Pill lacked allure; rather, its value was too high for such a single pill.

In essence, only a minuscule chance existed of breaking through one's bottleneck by swallowing it.

For such a slim hope, going bankrupt seemed unjustified.

"Two hundred thousand!"

...

A clear voice cut through the air.

This extraordinary auction finally came to an end, won by a red-robed cultivator.

She was overjoyed but also showed signs of worry on her face… she had obtained the desired treasure, but at such a steep price.

While not bankrupting herself, it would leave her with little money for future auctions, making it hard to compete even if more enticing treasures appeared.

...

The Peach Blossom Gathering continued smoothly.

Almost every item auctioned drew countless exclamations of amazement.

Pills, magical artifacts, talismans, and refining materials were sold one after another. Each had unique advantages and purposes.

Though the base prices weren't high, they still attracted fierce bidding from tribulation experts.

The final selling prices were quite eye-catching; there was no item that failed to sell. Rain Mist Business Alliance made a fortune in just two or three hours.

"Alright, next will be a finale item for auction. Fellow cultivators, please pay close attention…"

Though the previous auctions were spectacular, Lin Xuan had not bid on any of them.

It wasn't merely due to his high standards; these items held little use for him. His purpose in attending this Peach Blossom Gathering was clear.

Firstly, he sought a cultivation technique suitable for his second spirit embryo. Secondly, he wanted to see if there were any treasures that could speed up his progress.

With the True Spirit Inner Core already advanced, entering late-stage tribulation with two spirit embryos would significantly boost his strength.

This temptation was too great for Lin Xuan to resist.

Of course, he had heard of the three divine fruits in the cultivation world. If he could obtain one, it would be wonderful. Given the scale of this Peach Blossom Gathering, there was a high chance such an item might appear.

Indeed, while Lin Xuan's wealth was considerable, none of these domain experts could be judged by common standards. He had seen the splendor and demeanor of True Dragon Immortal, so he couldn't claim to match him but certainly didn't have much confidence in doing so.

With his wealth unmatched, he would focus on what mattered most.

He wouldn’t waste crystal stones on items that weren’t necessary. Lin Xuan planned to concentrate all his efforts on obtaining the treasures he needed.

In essence, he was waiting for this finale item, but he didn't expect it to come so quickly.

This was too outrageous; the Peach Blossom Gathering couldn't possibly auction just a few such items.

Lin Xuan began guessing in his mind. He didn’t need much effort as the voice of HeavenlyspinelVenerable (Heavenlyspinel Master) echoed in his ears, revealing the answer: "Some fellow cultivators might be attending their first auction and are unfamiliar with the rules. Unlike ordinary auctions, the finale item at this Peach Blossom Gathering is not presented all at once but distributed throughout different time slots."

Lin Xuan couldn't help but clap in admiration; he wondered which genius had thought of such a setup.

During different time slots, presenting different finale items could attract maximum attention and make the auction atmosphere more lively.

The benefits were obvious.

For the selling prices of the items, there would be an increase.

Thinking this way, the atmosphere at the scene suddenly became much livelier.

Indeed, all present were tribulation experts with high standards. Despite their lofty expectations, they found it hard to find what they needed, making such a grand gathering indispensable.

The previous auction had not disappointed them.

So how would people react to the finale item?

As these thoughts raced through their minds, a beautiful maid stepped forward.

She held a silver tray in her hands.

Heavenlyspinel Master raised his hand and lifted the red cloth covering it, revealing an exquisite jade box.

Without any warning, a layer of white mist appeared in the air.

Ten Thousand Year Cold Jade!

No, it was the essence of cold jade itself, already a rare treasure.

If stored inside spirit materials, there would be no loss of medicinal properties.

Could this be another miraculous pill?

The cultivators began speculating, their expressions growing more focused.

Heavenlyspinel Master looked around and, seeing the scene, showed satisfaction on his face.

Then he lightly flicked his fingers; with a click, the box lid opened. Before anyone could see what was inside, an invigorating fragrance wafted out.

Just one whiff made them feel refreshed, and that scent seemed similar to ordinary peaches.

Wait… peaches? The divine peach fruit?

The cultivators were taken aback, their faces showing disbelief and even a hint of shock.
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The Moon Palace Fruit, the Nether River Divine Fruit, and the Immortal Peach—these three precious treasures are collectively known as the Three Divine Fruits of the Cultivation Realm.

These items are exceedingly rare, offering inexplicable benefits to cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage who seek to understand their domains. Ordinary cultivators might not have heard of them, but for old monsters at this level, they are virtually household names. For powerful cultivators in the late stages of Tribulation Transcending, these fruits are sought after dreams. Unfortunately, due to the rarity of such divine treasures, opportunities to obtain them are few and far between.

The Peach Banquet has a long history dating back to ancient times, but it is rare for such divine fruits to be used as the final treasure. Such items cannot be measured by mere crystal stones. Each time one appears, it usually comes with intense competition, often ending up as the centerpiece of an auction. According to tradition, the first item auctioned off is typically the least valuable.

This rule is well known among experienced cultivators who have participated in the Peach Banquet before. However, this raises a question: if the current final treasure is the Immortal Peach, does that mean all subsequent treasures will be more valuable?

The presence of such items is beyond comprehension for most cultivators. It's hard to imagine any magical artifact being worth more than these three divine fruits. In fact, few can match them in value.

Historical records indicate that the price of the Immortal Peach has always been astronomical. Beyond just top-grade crystal stones, it requires a mountain of other treasures. Each item is extremely rare, and the pile of treasures truly resembles a towering mountain.

How could such a priceless treasure be the first to appear as the final treasure? Everyone was stunned, including the顶级强者 residing in the Flying Sky Caverns… Could their imaginations have been wrong?

However, the scent did indeed resemble that of the Immortal Peach. Some old monsters who had seen this rare treasure thought to themselves.

Observing everyone's shock and doubt, Venerable Heavenly璇 smiled with satisfaction. With their curiosity piqued, they wouldn't worry about the price being too low for a flawed item. He waved his sleeves again, and the five-colored spiritual light flickered before revealing the true form of the fruit from the ten-thousand-year-old cold jade.

Its size was roughly that of a human head, emitting a fragrant aroma from its surface. It truly was the Immortal Peach!

Most people might not have seen it, but ancient texts often described and even included vivid illustrations of this rare treasure. Despite the distance, these old monsters could clearly see every detail on its surface—the pure primordial energy within, so refined that it seemed to contain some mysterious laws… Even the scent was constantly changing, sometimes rich, sometimes subtle, sometimes fragrant, sometimes mellow…

But all who smelled it found themselves comforted.

No, the essence of this fruit seemed not to follow the laws of this world. It had a faint connection with the Nether Realm and Demon World's laws, making it even more profound and complex.

Could it be… Immortal Realm laws!

Sure enough, it was the Immortal Peach!

Someone shouted in delight.

Surprise, greed, desire…

A myriad of emotions surfaced among these top-tier cultivators.

According to logic, at their level, they should remain unperturbed by anything. However, someone couldn't help but cheer out loud with joy.

Clearly, this Immortal Peach was a huge temptation for them.

The clamor continued for a while before an old voice silenced everyone: "No, there are some spots on the peach. The spiritual energy inside is chaotic and mixed; I have seen genuine Immortal Peaches, and they should not have such things."

This challenge sparked a wave of doubt among the cultivators. The enthusiasm was quenched like a bucket of cold water.

Everyone looked closely. Indeed!

At this moment, the Immortal Peach floated in mid-air and slowly rotated. Each rotation revealed some black spots that vanished almost instantly. If one wasn't careful, they might not notice them.

Why?

Everyone's eyes widened in astonishment. Could it be… This is not an Immortal Peach?

But if it isn't, why does it look so much like one? It matches the descriptions in ancient texts. But if it is, these spots make no sense.

In a moment of uncertainty, all cultivators waited for Venerable Heavenly璇 to provide a reasonable explanation. And he didn't keep them waiting long.

After setting the atmosphere, he smiled and said: "As you can see, this first final treasure is indeed the Immortal Peach."

"Why are there black spots?"

"Do not worry, my fellow daoists; I will explain. This peach in my hand is truly an Immortal Peach, but it has flaws."

"Flaws?"

"This situation has never occurred before, but for some reason, this time we have a flawed Immortal Peach." Venerable Heavenly璇 sighed.
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"Can you elaborate on what a flawed holy fruit is, and what specific risks and impacts come with consuming it?" an earnest-faced cultivator eagerly asked.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over the scene. This was a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator, his power thick and robust. No wonder he was so eager to understand the domain.

"Even if you don't ask, I will explain in detail. Although flawed holy fruits have never been seen before, their potential hazards after consumption are not hard to discern."

Venerable Tiexuan spoke with a calm demeanor, confident in his words and actions, as though he was certain of the outcome: "This flawed holy fruit might bring no hidden dangers at all, allowing one to directly comprehend the domain..."

Just as these words fell from his lips, the cultivators were electrified. But before they could celebrate, Venerable Tiexuan made a turn: "Or it might not only fail to break through the domain but also drop your cultivation realm!"

"What? Realm drop?"

The old monsters exchanged glances, speechless. After all, ordinary holy fruits, even if one couldn't understand the domain after consumption, would never cause harm.

This flawed fruit was too outrageous.

Silence fell over the scene as everyone weighed their thoughts and speculations. Moments later, someone asked: "If the realm drops, can it be recovered through cultivation?"

"Of course, but you'll still face all the bottlenecks. In other words, going from mid-stage Golden Transformation to late-stage will be just as challenging."

This statement caused many to reconsider their involvement.

The domain was indeed beautiful, but the cost was too high.

For most cultivators at the Golden Transformation stage, reaching late-stage required not only persistent effort but also a bit of luck. Repeating this process might not guarantee success again.

It was well-known that once one reached late-stage Golden Transformation, they would no longer face the Essence Refinement Tribulation, essentially freeing them from the constraints of life span.

As long as they didn't die in battle, they could live as long as heaven and earth.

If this flawed holy fruit caused a realm drop and couldn't be recovered, wouldn’t that be a huge loss?

Despite everyone wanting to understand the domain, the cost was daunting. Many cultivators hesitated.

People had their choices.

Venerable Tiexuan paid no mind to their reactions as he continued: "The first top-tier treasure is this flawed holy fruit. The starting bid is thirty thousand crystal stones; each increase must be at least two thousand. Auction begins now!"

Before the words were fully spoken...

"Thirty-five!"

A bidding voice entered everyone's ears.

Indeed, the fear of flaws deterred many, but there were always those with firm resolve among hundreds of powerful cultivators.

To retreat at the first sign of danger was laughable!

From the very start of their cultivation journey to this point, they had faced countless trials and tribulations.

If one retreated at every sign of danger, what would be the point of being a cultivator?

For those who dared to break free from the shackles of life span, yet shrank back in fear, such individuals, no matter how powerful, were merely cowards.

Of course, everyone had their own choices.

With fewer competitors for these resolute figures, the bidding was lively. Though not as intense as bidding for a true holy fruit, the numbers rose rapidly.

In just a short while, it climbed to seventy thousand—a shocking sum in itself. Seventy thousand crystal stones were all top-grade. While this price would be trivial for a genuine holy fruit, for a flawed one, it was truly astonishing.

Only seven or eight bidders remained, including both humans and demons, as well as ancient demon sages and figures from the Netherworld Realm.

Although the Peach Blossom Conference took place in the Spirit World, all three realms' powerful beings were treated equally during the auction.

The principle was simple: highest bidder wins.

But among these remaining bidders, their arguments had weakened significantly. It wasn't a lack of resolve but genuine concerns about the risks involved.

Though they dared to risk realm drop, it didn’t mean they would bid everything away for this flawed treasure.

If consumed and the domain could be comprehended, that would be perfect. But there was also the possibility of realm drop.

In such a case, the first priority would be to recover late-stage Golden Transformation.

The problem was, cultivation required many resources—various elixirs and treasures.

To risk it all for this item might leave one penniless, making it impossible to continue their journey.

This concern wasn't unfounded. One must consider both long-term and short-term risks.

Venerable Tiexuan's wise old mind had anticipated such concerns, so the bidding voices slowed as they approached seventy thousand.

However, just as the outcome seemed imminent, another voice echoed: "One million!"

Unlike the previous bidders, this came from the Flying Sky Abode. In other words, a late-stage cultivator who already possessed a domain.

A top-tier powerhouse!

Everyone was stunned. Why would an existing domain cultivator bid on a flawed holy fruit?

And such a bold move.

While top-tier powerhouses were undoubtedly wealthier than ordinary Golden Transformation cultivators, adding one hundred thousand crystal stones in one go seemed too extravagant or unworthy of the effort.

Why bother with this flawed treasure if it was merely a true holy fruit?

Innumerable questions swirled through everyone's minds. But reality was that someone had indeed bid such a high price.

The ordinary late-stage cultivators showed signs of hesitation and struggle on their faces.

They were resolute heroes, unwilling to give up the opportunity.

But now, at this exorbitant price, it would be unwise to continue bidding.

They could only abandon their hopes.

One million crystal stones!

Such a high bid exceeded expectations. Venerable Tiexuan was pleased but paused as another voice echoed: "One hundred and twenty thousand!"

This time, the voice belonged to a woman from the Flying Sky Abode—a generous domain powerhouse.

P.S.: The third chapter is here, and I hope you all are surprised and delighted! (o(∩_∩)o)~
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The bidding process was full of twists and turns. Who would have thought that a mere flawed peach fruit, the Holy Peach Fruit, could cause such intense competition? Even domain-level experts from the Flying Sky Caverns were unwilling to miss out on the spectacle.

The other cultivators were surprised but also curious about the situation.

Predicting the outcome of this fierce bidding was difficult. The sudden increase in bid by twenty million crystal stones demonstrated a remarkablecourage, either because he desperately needed the item or had an extraordinary wealth.

As for the bidders being domain-level experts, the second possibility seemed more likely.

"Previously, it was Fairy Shen from the Flame Cloud Realm who called out the price. This Holy Peach Fruit is of great use to me; please do not compete with me, Fairy. If you are willing to part with it, I will certainly reward you handsomely."

The first voice remained silent for a moment before speaking unexpectedly.

It was reasonable that the prohibitions attached to the Flying Sky Caverns were formidable enough to prevent even domain-level experts from perceiving through them. This would effectively hide their identities.

However, considering the limited number of domain experts in all three realms, it wasn't surprising that they could recognize each other's voices without any disguise.

"Ha! It’s Old Monster Yu. The Holy Peach Fruit is also very useful to me. Although we have a good relationship, this auction follows the rule of highest bidder wins; I can’t let anyone else have it," said the old woman’s voice.

"Very well, very well. Friend, you show no regard for our friendship. Do you think your wealth will surely triumph over mine? One hundred and twenty-five million crystal stones."

The named Old Monster Yu was angered and added another five million crystal stones to the bid.

"Hmph! I never said I am more wealthy than you; I only desire this peach fruit. One hundred thirty-five million crystal stones," replied Fairy Shen coldly, increasing her bid by ten million crystal stones. This not only showed her wealth but also her determination to win the auction.

"Y-You..."

Old Monster Yu was so infuriated that he could barely speak. He had indeed mastered the domain technique, but this peach fruit still held significant value for him.

Because it was flawed, he initially thought it would be easily obtained, only to find a new bidder in the middle of the process. Ignoring any favoritism, the current price far exceeded his expectations. Further competition seemed unwise.

Giving up appeared to be the sensible choice.

However, with his identity already revealed, bowing out now would lose face.

One must maintain dignity, just as trees have bark.

"Four hundred million crystal stones!"

The bid was so high that it surprised everyone present. The voice came from a Flying Sky Cavern in the southern direction.

It seemed incomprehensible; could this bidder be mentally unstable? Adding such a large sum was like treating crystal stones as worthless dirt.

Lin Xuan wasn’t impulsive. He had carefully considered his decision.

While he didn't know if flawed peach fruits and failed pills could be refined, based on his speculation, the probability of success was at least fifty percent. This chance was worth trying.

Four hundred million crystal stones might seem a large sum, but to Lin Xuan, it wasn’t significant. He aimed to secure this Holy Peach Fruit with flaws.

The two old monsters were clearly competing for dominance, which explained why he bid so high. Without decisive action, the final price would likely be much higher.

Lin Xuan had also subtly adjusted his voice to avoid becoming a target of ridicule.

"Four hundred million crystal stones, Fairy Shen and Old Monster Yu, are you still interested in bidding at an even higher price?"

Venerable Tianshen was visibly delighted.

If it were genuine Holy Peach Fruit, such a high bid would be justified. However, as a flawed item with potential risks of dropping one’s cultivation level, the value was hard to determine.

While a failed auction wasn’t likely, he estimated that the highest bid wouldn’t exceed one hundred million crystal stones.

The current price had nearly doubled, making him extremely happy.

"Hmph! Four hundred million crystal stones; although I desire this item, I have no interest in being a fool. Since you are so generous, let this flawed Holy Peach Fruit go to you," said Old Monster Yu coldly.

He was conflicted, relieved that someone offered a compromise but disappointed that his cherished treasure had become another’s possession.

Thus, he spoke rudely and called Lin Xuan a fool.

If he encountered an avaricious cultivator, it might lead to enmity.

Lin Xuan remained calm, waiting for the outcome.

The old woman’s voice also joined: "I have no interest in being so wealthy; I will let this treasure go."

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan was relieved that the matter had been resolved.

He didn’t doubt Old Monster Yu's ability to come up with four hundred million crystal stones. They simply didn't want to spend it, unlike him who possessed the Blue Star Sea. Even if they obtained a flawed Holy Peach Fruit, its outcome remained uncertain.

"Very well, four hundred million crystal stones; this first auction item will go to this mysterious friend. Do you wish to settle now or wait until the end of the auction?"

"I naturally want to settle now."

Lin Xuan responded without hesitation.

Although the reputation of the Peach Festival was excellent, he needed to ensure that the item was in his possession before proceeding. Otherwise, any unforeseen events could leave him in a difficult situation.

"Very well; please pay with your crystal stones!"

Without further ado, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and a faint blue light appeared on the magical platform before him—a storage bag.

The intricate magical array had been studied by Lin Xuan, revealing it to be a teleportation array.

As soon as he placed the crystal stones, a milky white glow emitted, and when the light faded, the crystal stones were gone.

Lin Xuan waited patiently until the array activated again, this time revealing the Holy Peach Fruit before his eyes.
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Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he quickly reached out to take the item and examine it closely. Indeed, it was the immortal peach fruit that had been showcased earlier.

This wasn't because he doubted the Rain Dew Alliance's credibility; rather, such a grade of treasure costing two million crystal stones was not excessive even if one were overly cautious.

Next, Lin Xuan brushed his sleeves to put the item back into an jade box and affixed two restriction talismans. Now, there was no need to worry about essence energy leakage.

Even if he needed to study how to purify this item later, it wasn't a priority now. The Peach Blossom Conference had yet to conclude, so although Lin Xuan had acquired a treasure, his goal for the trip remained unfulfilled.

Thus, after securing the jade box, he raised his head again as the new auction of treasures began.

The next item was a rare refining material called Heavenly Lustrous Iron. While its value couldn't match that of the immortal peach fruit, it was flawless and less expensive than before, attracting many bidders.

It finally sold for twenty thousand crystal stones.

"Next treasure: Heavenly Lustrous Iron. This treasure doesn’t need much introduction; Heavenly Lustrous Iron is a premium type of meteoric iron. Adding this to an item can greatly enhance its sharpness and durability, boosting its power as well."

"Among you are the top cultivators in the Three Realms, but I’m sure none would be unwilling to increase their own primordial treasure’s power,"

"The starting price is twenty thousand crystal stones; each bid must be at least one thousand."

As soon as he finished speaking, bidding sounds erupted. The Peach Blossom Conference proceeded smoothly.

...

In a flash, several more treasures were sold. Some were finished magical artifacts, others ordinary materials, and various types of pills were also included.

The cultivators present were all delighted. Occasionally, whispers could be heard about how the quality of this year's treasures far exceeded previous years'. Even if they didn't gain anything, witnessing such a grand event was worth it.

However, would anyone really leave empty-handed?

At least Lin Xuan did not agree with that.

He also believed most old monsters were insincere.

No bids? That only meant no suitable treasure had been seen.

It could be expected that the next auction would be even more exciting.

...

Before he could fully process this thought, Venerable Heaven璇's voice rang out again, announcing the second and final highlight of the auction.

The atmosphere in the hall instantly became livelier as soon as his words were spoken. The first immortal peach fruit, despite its flaws, had ended with a dramatic conclusion. This second item was bound to be even more precious.

He couldn't help but feel excited about it.

After a brief flurry of activity, the hall fell silent as everyone waited for Venerable Heaven璇 to reveal the mystery.

...

"This second highlight is an item passed down from the Immortal Realm."

"Immortal Realm treasure?"

Everyone was stunned. Even Lin Xuan was taken aback.

This was even more unexpected than he had imagined; even treasures from the Immortal Realm were appearing here. This Peach Blossom Conference truly exceeded expectations.

Even more unbelievable, they were willing to put such a treasure on auction.

"Venerable Heaven璇, it’s really an immortal realm treasure! I didn’t hear wrong, did I?"

"Haha, your alliance is really generous. Since the primordial chaos was created, few Immortal Realm treasures have flowed into the Spirit Realm. Your alliance truly has unparalleled power," another voice of praise echoed.

...

Various whispers filled the air.

While it was great to be one of the top cultivators in the Three Realms, not many had the chance to see an immortal realm treasure, let alone witness its auction.

Even though most cultivators didn't believe they could snatch such a treasure, their excitement was evident. Some powerful figures with substantial wealth couldn't help but rub their hands together in anticipation.

Venerable Heaven玄 surveyed the scene and felt satisfied. The atmosphere was just right for the reveal.

He waved his sleeve, and a rectangular wooden box flew out.

The box was no more than half a foot long, radiating a warm glow that indicated its importance. Lin Xuan didn't know what material it was made of.

Clearly, this Immortal Realm treasure was inside.

Almost a thousand pairs of eyes turned to the box. Whether they were ordinary Golden Transformation cultivators or domain experts, their curiosity was the same.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as well, but he had no intention of bidding for it.

An immortal realm treasure? Unless it truly benefited him, he wouldn't bid even if it was extremely attractive.

One shouldn't be greedy. Lin Xuan had already decided what he wanted before coming to the Peach Blossom Conference.

He would only compete for useful treasures.

Not just because of the crystal stones involved, but also to avoid drawing attention.

Being low-key was his principle; he wasn’t interested in being a target of everyone's gaze.

But watching the spectacle wouldn't hurt.

Before he could fully process this thought, Venerable Heaven璇 pointed his finger forward.

A "thud" echoed as the wooden box shattered. Wood chips flew everywhere, and a light ball several feet wide appeared in mid-air.

Blindingly bright.

Simultaneously, an aura of immortal essence force surged out.

Sure enough, it was an Immortal Realm treasure.

The faces of the cultivators showed intense joy.

It was well-known that true immortals' power differed from ordinary cultivators; they had immortal essence energy. Treasures would carry similar effects.

While ordinary cultivators might not recognize this, top cultivators could easily identify it.

Feeling the overwhelming immortal essence force, any lingering doubts vanished.

The dazzling light didn't last long and soon dimmed. A three-foot-long green sword appeared.

Its radiance was blinding; it was a treasure from an Immortal Mansion, used by immortals.

The cultivators were momentarily stunned before their faces showed intense joy.

It was well-known that treasures from the Spirit Realm were rare, and treasures from Immortal Mansions were even rarer. This was far more precious than先天灵宝 (primordial spirit treasures).

Moreover, late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators could refine it with some effort.

Although they couldn't fully utilize its power, seven or eight-tenths would be enough to dominate the realm.

This wasn’t idle talk; many old monsters showed unmistakable greed on their faces.

As long as they could bid for this treasure, even if it meant selling everything they owned, it was worth it.

Many had such thoughts, making it easy to imagine how intense the bidding would be soon.
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Of course, not everyone was in a state of fevered excitement. At this moment, the gathering included the top cultivators from all three realms, many of whom were seasoned and prudent individuals who asked themselves questions.

Was Rain Mist Business Alliance really short on crystal stones?

The answer was clearly no.

As a super power spanning across the three realms, Rain Mist Business Alliance's wealth far exceeded that of any major sect. It could be said to be rich beyond imagination.

If it didn't lack for crystal stones in the first place, why would it auction off such a rare treasure obtained from immortals?

This was illogical.

Unless the leaders of Rain Mist Business Alliance had some mental issues.

But this was obviously impossible.

Such a decision would even be out of the question for the Two Heavens Elders. It could only be the choice of Fairy Rain Puhua.

But why did this mysterious top figure in the spirit realm make such a move?

It was best described as a riddle that couldn't be solved.

Fortunately, they didn’t need to strain their brains any further because with the passage of time, the mystery naturally unraveled itself.

As the light dispersed, the full appearance of the immortal sword came into view.

"Ah..."

The old experts present involuntarily sucked in a cold breath.

Because the surface of this sword was covered with cracks like spider webs, densely packed and numerous, leaving one speechless at their quantity.

If it were an ordinary treasure, its spirit might have long been lost, turning it into mere iron.

Even if it were a rare treasure from an immortal’s abode, so many cracks would significantly reduce its value.

The strangest part was that Rain Mist Business Alliance had obtained this treasure. Why didn’t they try to repair it?

Buzzing voices continued to enter their ears as everyone waited for the Rain Mist Business Alliance to provide answers.

And then came the voice of Venerable Tianxuan just in time: "Everyone should remember the great battle between the Netherworld Realm and the Spirit Realm several million years ago..."

How could they bring up inter-realm conflicts again? The cultivators were all puzzled, but Lin Xuan suddenly lifted his head. A look of contemplation appeared on his face.

It was like finding a needle in a haystack, only to find it unexpectedly here. He hadn’t expected to hear clues related to Moonling here.

Lin Xuan quickly focused his mind.

Venerable Tianxuan’s voice was calm and continued: "The result of that battle is well known; my Spirit Realm suffered a defeat. No one could stop the Asura until True Immortals descended..."

"Could this immortal sword be one of those three True Immortals' treasures?" A hoarse voice entered their ears, but the speaker's appearance was unclear.

Judging by his aura, he should be from the妖族 (Yao Clan).

"Friend, your words are correct. This Crimson Robe Immortal Sword is indeed a treasure belonging to one of those True Immortals," Venerable Tianxuan nodded.

"So this sword was destroyed by King Asura?"

"Hmm, it's true that the sword did end up like this in King Asura’s hands, but saying it has been completely destroyed would be too early. If this sword truly had no spirit left, how could our alliance make it a centerpiece treasure?"

Venerable Tianxuan sounded confident.

"Is that so? Friend, don’t deceive me. Even if it's a rare treasure from an immortal’s abode, with so many cracks, its power would be greatly reduced. Words alone are not enough."

"Friend Yin is correct. We should test the item to see what its capabilities truly are," said another voice.

"Yes, otherwise, a destroyed treasure from an immortal’s abode has no real value or purpose."

...

The sound of applause continued, clearly indicating that everyone was skeptical about purchasing this treasure. Even though Rain Mist Business Alliance had an impeccable reputation, who could guarantee it wouldn’t be deceitful?

"Friends, don't worry. Even if you don't say anything, I will demonstrate to dispel your doubts," Venerable Tianxuan responded calmly to the accusations without any signs of irritation. He was clearly prepared for this situation.

With his statement, the noise in the crowd gradually quieted down.

Then he clapped his hands, and "thud thud thud" sounds filled their ears as the ground began to tremble, suggesting something massive was approaching.

The cultivators were taken aback but soon turned around to see a team of eighteen strongmen emerging. They were carrying an odd object together.

This thing was dark in color, initially resembling rock, but upon closer inspection, it had some unique features.

All the strongmen were from the妖族 (Yao Clan), with broad shoulders and round waists, exuding immense aura that made them clearly not ordinary cultivators. They possessed incredible strength, yet moving this object seemed impossible for such a large group, piquing everyone's interest.

Finally, they arrived beside the Two Heavens Elders.

With one release of their hands, "boom" sounded as dust flew and a deep pit was created in the ground. The building before them had protective禁制 (jin zhi), indicating just how heavy this object was.

Lin Xuan curled his lips. Regardless of how heavy it was, the other party was deliberately creating a spectacle. He could have easily stored it in his storage bag first and called on these strongmen to carry it out to attract attention.

The reason behind this was clear to Lin Xuan; other old experts might know as well, but knowing didn't matter. Venerable Tianxuan had achieved his goal.

"This is Snow Sea Cold Crystal Iron?"

"What? It really is this item. How could there be so much of it?"

"Is it real or fake?"

...

The buzzing voices continued to enter their ears until Venerable Tianxuan spoke: "It seems some friends have already recognized this treasure. Indeed, it is the Snow Sea Cold Crystal Iron known for its durability and weight in all three realms."

"Treasures made from this material are incredibly hard. In the presence of all you cultivators here, who has the confidence to cut this Snow Sea Cold Crystal Iron with your own life essence weapon within one incense stick time?"

"How is that possible? You must be joking," someone retorted.

"We don't have such confidence. But if Fairy Rain Puhua from our alliance were to do it, she might succeed."

"Perhaps Fairy Ice Soul has some confidence as well. Or perhaps we should let the Ten Thousand Serpent King try?"

"Hmm, you shouldn’t joke about these esteemed figures appearing in public for such trivial matters," someone else interjected.

...

The buzzing voices continued, and while everyone was joking around, they also began to suspect that Venerable Tianxuan wasn't just making things up.

Could it be...

"Venerable Tianxuan, do you have the confidence to use this sword to cut through Snow Sea Cold Crystal Iron," a voice from the妖族 (Yao Clan) couldn’t contain its curiosity.

"I can cut it with the Crimson Robe Immortal Sword. You try."

Venerable Tianxuan handed the sword to one of his attendants.

"Me..."

The attendant was shocked, though she was also at the 分神 (Fen Shen) level, in front of so many渡劫期 (du jie qi) experts, she couldn’t even breathe. Venerable Tianxuan hadn't communicated with her beforehand, which explained why she was flustered.
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"Rest assured, with your cultivation level, you may not be able to command this treasure item, but using it as a regular weapon is still within your reach."

Master Tianxuan smiled pleasantly. Clearly, he understood the pressure a mere maidservant would feel facing him.

"I..."

The maidservant's face showed signs of struggle, but soon determination replaced them. With no point in retreating now, she hesitantly took out the Red Silk Immortal Sword.

Holding it, it felt smooth and elegant like jade, bathed in divine essence energy that made one feel refreshed all over. She then raised her sword and slashed at the massive ice crystal iron.

Initially, there was some nervousness.

If this failed, the Supreme Elder would surely be enraged, and her fate would be clear.

But such worries were unnecessary. With a "sizzle" sound, the Red Silk Immortal Sword sliced through it as easily as cutting tofu, splitting the ice crystal iron into two halves.

"Sss..."

A gasp of cool air filled the room.

The old monsters present all stared in amazement. Although they had guessed from Master Tianxuan's confidence that this treasure item was not a waste, they never expected its power to be so formidable. The once-hard ice crystal iron seemed as soft as tofu before it.

It was hard to imagine how powerful the sword must have been when intact and how the Asura King could destroy such a treasure with his bare hands.

Too many questions remained unanswered, but thinking about them now was pointless. Even though damaged, this treasure item's value was still astonishing. Even if it couldn't be repaired, its refinement would greatly enhance her strength.

The opportunity must not be missed. The cultivators present were eager to bid.

Seeing this, Master Tianxuan smiled satisfactorily and cleared his throat. His calm voice echoed: "Red Silk Immortal Sword, passed down from a true immortal who descended, starting bid two million top-grade crystal stones. Auction begins now; each increase must be at least fifty thousand crystal stones."

...

"Sss..."

Another gasp filled the room as many cultivators swallowed their saliva. Although they had guessed that the item's base price would be exorbitant, it was beyond their expectations.

Two million crystal stones.

A flawed peach of蟠桃 (Pán táo) was not much in comparison.

Note: This is just the base price; the final price could skyrocket after bidding.

Many hearts were already filled with reluctance. However, as the auction began, the calls for bids continued incessantly. After all, this Peach Conference gathered the top figures of the Three Realms, many of whom were wealthy and powerful.

They had not competed against Lin Xuan earlier because they thought the flawed peach was a waste. But now, the treasure item from the Immortal Mansion was different; it was tangible and its power remained formidable despite the damage. It was no less than an innate treasure.

Such a precious item could not be missed. They must do their best to secure it.

"Two hundred fifteen."

"Two hundred twenty..."

...

In just one incense stick's time, the price climbed to three hundred.

Compared to the base price, it had almost doubled. Knowing that its base price was already exorbitant, such a significant increase was astonishing.

More astonishingly, all those bidding were ordinary Transcendence Realm cultivators; none of the realm-level old monsters had spoken yet.

Of course, they weren't uninterested but bidding now would be futile as the final price would surely exceed this amount.

Sure enough, after three million, there was a brief pause. Then a cold voice spoke: "Five million!"

Puff...

This bid immediately silenced most of those who still wanted to bid. They had never seen such an increase; it seemed like crystal stones were worthless to him. A two-million increase could bankrupt a major sect.

As expected, the bidder came from the Flying Immortal Mansion.

Legend had it that in previous Peach Conferences, the last treasure item was often bought by realm-level powerhouses. After all, strength and wealth usually went hand in hand.

Would this treasure item fall into their hands again?

The ordinary Transcendence Realm existences were deeply disappointed.

Originally, they were among the top figures of the Three Realms, revered wherever they went.

Such a setback was long forgotten, but now it hit them hard.

"Humph, realm-level powerhouses are so impressive? I can also offer five million crystal stones; how about adding another million?"

A disgruntled voice echoed as someone impulsively joined the bidding.

This person wasn't a realm powerhouse; just an ordinary middle-stage existence.

Immediately, everyone's attention was drawn to him. Master Tianxuan frowned and then relaxed: "Friend, are you sure you can afford six million crystal stones? Remember, I won't hesitate to punish those who bid recklessly..."

"This..."

The bidder seemed regretful but it was too late; he could only toughen up and speak: "That... the available crystal stones don't amount to that much. But in my possession are some other treasures, if your sect is willing to trade them down, they should suffice..."

His voice had become much softer, but Master Tianxuan's face showed satisfaction: "Treasures can be traded at a reduced price."

"If any of you lack top-grade crystal stones, you can use unused treasures for trading. Alchemical substances, magical artifacts, materials, and talismans are all acceptable. And our offer is fair to everyone..."

This statement rekindled the old monsters' interest. After all, with their status and power accumulated over years, each of them had plenty of useless treasures.

Exchanging for a treasure item from the Immortal Mansion would be worth it.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; the Two Elders were truly cunning. Announcing this rule at such a time was perfect timing; it could be expected that the final price would increase significantly.

"Six million crystal stones and more with treasures? Priceless, nine million."

"Humph, if you've bid so much, why not add another whole number, one million?"

Two voices echoed, nearly doubling the Red Silk Immortal Sword's price. The bidders were all from the Flying Immortal Mansion; realm powerhouses indeed had deep pockets.

At this point, ordinary cultivators had given up.

One million was within reach for late-stage Transcendence Realm cultivators but would still bankrupt them. They might have to sell their life essence artifacts to make it work.

Postscript:

It's hot outside, why am I suddenly sick?
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The treasures of the Immortal Mansion were indeed captivating, but bidding them away at such a cost seemed too steep. Most participants had already begun to lose heart.

After careful consideration, these treasures were not meant for ordinary practitioners. Even if one bid everything they had, it was uncertain whether they could survive the journey out of the Flowing Pear Orchard.

For domain masters who possessed such power, acquiring this treasure would be a boon. However, those lacking in strength might find themselves doomed by what should have been a blessing.

Though these words sounded absurd, upon reflection, they held undeniable logic.

Only the domain masters who had already taken up residence in the Flying Sky Mansion continued to bid. The price had risen to twelve million crystal stones almost instantaneously—high-quality ones at that.

Lin Xuan could not help but marvel; his first encounter with high-grade crystal stones was on Demon Spirit Island, where a single stone had sparked intense competition among cultivators. He nearly lost his life over it, and now he found himself in a position to vie for such treasures.

When did he become one of the top cultivators in the Spirit Realm?

A glimmer of confusion flashed across Lin Xuan's face. Indeed, his achievements were remarkable, and his pride was justified.

While pursuing eternal life, Lin Xuan had succeeded. However, the path to immortality was long and arduous; the pursuit of power knew no bounds. Moreover, there was Asura to consider. Unraveling the mystery surrounding Moon's past was a duty he owed her.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan regained his sharp focus as the bidding for the Red Robe Immortal Sword continued.

The auctioneer, Tianxuan, noticed that few were willing to bid at such a high price. Even domain masters had to carefully consider whether it was worth spending so many crystal stones.

"Friend Tianxuan, since no one else is bidding, shouldn't you declare thebelong toof this Red Robe Immortal Sword?"

A cold voice echoed through the hall, filled with dissatisfaction. The speaker was undoubtedly the highest bidder at that moment.

It made sense for him to want a swift resolution.

"Haha, friend, there's no need to rush. I have no reason to delay. According to the rules, I will ask three more times. If no one bids… " Tianxuan's face darkened as hereluctantlysmiled and spoke.

Before he could finish, a deep, authoritative voice interrupted: "Two million crystal stones! This treasure may be flawed, but at such a price, even the True Immortal in the underworld would weep. I claim this item for two million crystal stones."

"Whoa…"

The cultivators present gasped. They had underestimated the increase in value; it was now clear that they were dealing with something far more valuable than expected.

Two million crystal stones to twelve million—such wealth was beyond mere grandiosity.

And that voice sounded familiar…

Could it be…?

"King of Ten Thousand Serpents!"

Someone swallowed hard, and this guess quickly gained consensus. Although Immortal Kings and Demon Lords were elusive figures, the hall now gathered some of the most powerful cultivators in the Three Realms. Many recognized King of Ten Thousand Serpents by his voice.

One of the three most renowned Demon Kings, his reputation was legendary.

Everyone sucked in their breaths. These were acknowledged top-tier powerhouses, far more formidable than ordinary domain masters.

In the past, Immortal Kings and Demon Lords had participated in the Peach Banquet, but bidding for treasures was rare. The Immortal Mansion's treasures truly warranted such attention; even the rebellious King of Ten Thousand Serpents seemed interested.

The cultivators' surprise reignited their interest in the item. After all, King of Ten Thousand Serpents's discernment was beyond doubt.

However, none dared to bid, for two reasons: the price was exorbitant, and most lacked the funds. Even if they could afford it, competing with King of Ten Thousand Serpents?

The thought alone made them shudder. While auctions favored the highest bidder, in the end, power still spoke louder than wealth.

King of Ten Thousand Serpents might respect his own status but would not hesitate to cause trouble later.

Indeed, bidding for a treasure against such an entity was not worth it. The hopeful cultivators collectively lost their enthusiasm once more.

The matter seemed settled with King of Ten Thousand Serpents's bid. However, just as everyone thought so, a lazy voice interrupted: "Twenty-five million!"

There truly were those who did not fear death…

The cultivators stared in disbelief. Some even laughed and jeered: "Is this person mad? Bidding on an item known to be favored by King of Ten Thousand Serpents."

"Shh, I think you're the one who's living dangerously. A cultivator willing to bid twenty-five million crystal stones is no fool; how do you know they fear King of Ten Thousand Serpents?"

Before anyone could respond, the second bidder was recognized.

Nail Dragon!

Indeed, it was Lin Xuan's sworn brother. One of the top three powerhouses in the Three Realms.

Lin Xuan felt a mix of surprise and curiosity. Could his brother also be interested?

King of Ten Thousand Serpents was both surprised and angry. He had assumed the item would be his but was now faced with an unexpected competitor.

Nail Dragon, who cared about status, would not hesitate to challenge him.

"Thirty million!"

He gritted his teeth and offered a staggering price.

"Forty million!" Nail Dragon, the Immortal, seemed even more wealthy. He spoke without hesitation.

"You… fifty million!" King of Ten Thousand Serpents's voice was filled with rage: "If you bid one more crystal stone, I'll take it."

Postscript:
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"Haha, all Fellow Daoists say so. A gentleman does not take what is dear to another. How could this lowly one possibly refuse to help make someone else happy?"

Nailong's cool and casual voice entered his ears.

Upon hearing this, the King of Ten Thousand Serpents nearly burst with anger.

This guy was deliberately doing it!

Indeed, from the very beginning, Nailong had no intention of competing for this treasure.

He merely raised the price to make me take a loss, that's all!

"You..."

The King of Ten Thousand Serpents was both shocked and furious, but after panting several times, he still couldn't bring himself to say anything harsh.

Because it wouldn't serve any purpose.

While others feared him as one of the Three Demon Kings, Nailong didn't even care.

They had fought before, and Nailong had always been at odds with him; otherwise, he wouldn't have set this trap to harm him.

Feeling depressed was pointless.

Now that he had already paid an exorbitant price, could there be any way to regret it? He could only grit his teeth and accept the deal.

Just thinking about how he could have bought the treasure for two million, but ended up paying more than double, even if the King of Ten Thousand Serpents was rich, his depression couldn't be lifted...

This loss was too outrageous.

"Remember this, Nailong," he harbored deep hatred towards him. Yet, on the surface, he still had to maintain a certain level of decorum.

Small-mindedness can ruin big plans!

Though it cut like a knife, losing three million crystal stones, he couldn't let that affect his original plan.

This matter was now concluded, and the audience had certainly broadened their horizons.

Among the Three Demon Kings, the King of Ten Thousand Serpents was originally the most fiery-tempered.

Making him suffer, apart from the域外天魔 (Outland Celestial Demons, referring to the fate of the Princess of Ten Thousand Serpents), no one else in the three realms had dared to be so bold.

The audience admired Nailong immensely; it seemed that the rumors about his past flirtations with the Holy Ancestor of Frost Spirit weren't unfounded.

This guy was just too formidable.

...

Meanwhile, the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were both surprised and delighted.

Finding what you've been looking for without effort is truly a stroke of luck.

For Rainlan Commercial Alliance, this was undoubtedly unexpected windfall wealth.

The original two million price had already satisfied them, but now with five million, they were ecstatic.

Indeed, the King of Ten Thousand Serpents would likely resent Rainlan Commercial Alliance after this incident.

After all, he had been scammed so badly.

But what did that matter?

As the saying goes, when the sky falls, someone must catch it first.

Though Rainlan Commercial Alliance was mainly run by his brothers, its true master was Li Yutong—the foremost expert in Spirit Realm!

While Immortal Demons and Demon Kings were often mentioned together, would the King of Ten Thousand Serpents dare challenge Fairy Yutong?

Of course not.

Unless he wanted to be beaten up so badly that his nose was broken.

With Yutong around, he and his brothers could rest easy.

...

The second major item had finally been settled.

Though most cultivators didn't get the treasures they desired, they still felt their trip hadn't been in vain, as everyone agreed it was a worthwhile experience.

After this intense bidding, people were even more eager for the next auction.

Venerable Star璇 smiled and stepped forward. "Thank you all for your support. The first half of our auction is over, but our Peach Blossom Festival will continue. Now that we're on break, we'll arrange for everyone to exchange their desired treasures."

"We have one tea time left for preparation. Then I will activate the禁制 to facilitate the transaction..."

Venerable Star璇 stopped speaking and retreated with Earth Core.

"One tea time," Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation.

He had no intention of revealing his true form, but among those present were some of the top figures in the three realms. How much his disguise technique would work was hard to say.

But it was better than doing nothing at all.

With thoughts racing through his mind, Lin Xuan formed hand seals and heard a series of cracking sounds as he transformed into a short, plump old man.

A tea time passed quickly...

Suddenly, the entire grand hall, including the flying cave abode, was enveloped in a milky white light.

Lin Xuan opened his eyes from his meditation.

His face showed no fear.

The light was gentle and peaceful, undoubtedly without any malice.

This sensation was familiar to Lin Xuan—teleportation.

Before his eyes, everything became blurry, then he found himself in a new place.

Water flowed into his ears with a soothing sound. The fragrance was refreshing. Before him were small bridges, flowing water, and waterfalls.

The scenery wasn't particularly beautiful but was extremely ancient.

Even the tables and chairs were carved from huge tree roots.

This valley had ample space to accommodate tens of thousands of cultivators.

With nearly a thousand old monsters here exchanging treasures, it wasn't crowded at all; everyone could take what they needed.

On both sides of the valley, Lin Xuan saw rows of tree houses. They weren't large but were elegantly decorated. The禁制 set up in them were particularly impressive—his divine sense and Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye couldn't penetrate them.

In other words, exchanging treasures in these tree houses was completely worry-free regarding leaks.

Beside the tree houses, there was a huge plaque clearly stating that these houses were provided by Rainlan Commercial Alliance for guests to exchange their treasures one-on-one.

With confidentiality guaranteed, no one needed to fear being punished for having valuable items.

The preparations were indeed thorough.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction as he began wandering among the crowd.

The numerous old monsters at the Transcendence stage started setting up their stalls.

Indeed, it was like participating in the most rudimentary market when first entering the cultivation world. However, here, it felt uniquely interesting.

These old monsters had gradually risen from low-ranking cultivators, and such memories were distant but not unfamiliar—almost nostalgic.

Of course, each item on these stalls far surpassed their memories of long ago.

Pulling out any one thing could stir up a storm in the cultivation world.

It was indeed worth its weight in gold, given the high standards of this exchange event.

Not every item used for exchange would be displayed; everyone understood the principle of匹夫无罪怀璧其罪 (innocent man with valuable items is still guilty).

If something was particularly precious, a note could suffice.

For example, on one stall, there was a note stating that he possessed an ancient treasure with both wind and fire attributes.
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A dual-attribute ancient treasure—quite literally worth a city's worth of treasures. However, placed here, it holds no special significance.

For cultivation experts at the Tribulation Transcending stage, they have seen countless artifacts; what could a mere dual-attribute ancient treasure amount to?

Indeed, from an outsider's perspective, this is true. But with the current stall not even showing its wares, such behavior warrants scrutiny.

Clearly, the owner of this stall possesses no ordinary treasures and might even attract envy or contention from other Tribulation Transcending entities.

Thus, he uses vague statements on paper to avoid drawing attention.

If anyone has genuine interest, they can negotiate privately with him.

Lin Xuan certainly wasn't short of treasures; hence, he had no intention of lingering at this small stall any longer.

Though it was halftime, time was limited. He needed to quickly find what he sought.

...

Thus, Lin Xuan moved through the stalls like a novice participant in an auction, and time seemed to warp around him.

How long had it been since such experiences?

The old monsters likely felt similarly.

Half an hour passed.

Indeed, exchanging goods proved fruitful for Lin Xuan. He gained numerous treasures of great use to him.

There were various medicinal materials and pills.

Given his current strength, he would find it hard to obtain so many useful items in another place.

Returning home fully laden with treasures, Lin Xuan should have been elated.

However, his expression remained gloomy.

Not because he was greedy; these treasures had their uses. But his purpose for this trip still hadn't been fulfilled.

The cultivation technique for the second yuan婴 and the treasure to help Xiao Die enhance her time power.

If there were no gains at the Peach Blossom Banquet, searching elsewhere would be like fishing in a desert.

Damn it!

Lin Xuan couldn’t feign calmness; he was indeed anxious. But what use did anxiety serve? Only hoping for good luck.

He hastened his steps and expanded his divine sense to gather any clues, no matter how insignificant.

Indeed, hard work paid off. Lin Xuan had a breakthrough.

He stopped at a corner stall.

This stall wasn't particularly eye-catching; the vendor was an ancient demon.

More accurately, it was an Ancient Demon Saint Ancestor.

Of course, with his current strength, he didn’t care.

But this ancient demon was different from those he had encountered before. At first glance, he appeared to be a short and plump old man with a pleasant demeanor.

His appearance left Lin Xuan speechless because the disguise technique he used had created an identical image.

At first glance, both their builds were similar, and they even shared some facial features.

If not for the different aura they emitted, people might mistake them for brothers.

Lin Xuan was genuinely speechless. Such coincidences!

But his attention soon shifted to the items on this ancient demon's stall.

There were many medicinal treasures, but more surprisingly, there were numerous ancient books.

No, not jade eyes; these were books made from beast skin.

Such things were almost unseen now.

Only in extremely ancient times, before even jade eyes were invented, did cultivators use such beast-skin books for recording purposes.

Due to the intricate craftsmanship, their contents often held great value—such as cultivation techniques and secret arts passed down through generations.

"Welcome, esteemed friend. My stall is a treasure trove; I wonder what treasures you need. Your bones are clear, so perhaps you will be the next one to ascend in this world. Let me give you an 80% discount…"

The plump demon's enthusiastic introduction left Lin Xuan speechless.

He looked like nothing more than a mercantile merchant, not an Ancient Demon Saint Ancestor at all.

Was there such an ancient demon?

But Lin Xuan quickly regained his composure.

Regardless of the vendor’s personality, finding what he needed was crucial.

"Does your stall have any demonic cultivation techniques suitable for late-stage Tribulation Transcenders?"

"You are a spirit realm cultivator seeking demonic techniques, right?"

"I am indeed from the spirit realm. But I'm willing to purchase demonic techniques; let's see money and goods exchanged."

Lin Xuan spoke with some displeasure.

"Ha ha, don't be angry, friend. I asked multiple times because you want demonic techniques, of course, that’s no problem. However, such a technique is extremely valuable as it can even be practiced by late-stage Tribulation Transcenders. This stall doesn’t have any; you needn’t search further. How about we discuss this over there?"

"Fine."

Lin Xuan had no objections.

Thus, the two walked past each other.

In front of the treehouse, a platform was set up with an elegant magical disk.

The plump demon tossed a small bag of crystal stones onto it.

The disk lit up, and all the crystals vanished. In their place appeared a token.

He took it out and cast a spell.

A beam of light shot from the token, breaking through the禁制of the treehouse. Lin Xuan entered with him.

The exterior of the treehouse was small, but inside, there was ample space. A table and two wooden chairs stood there, along with various fine wines and fruits—clearly prepared by Rain Mist Business Alliance for use.

Lin Xuan had no appetite now.

"Can you show me the cultivation technique I need?"

"Certainly."

The plump demon didn’t hesitate.

He waved his sleeves, and a flash of light revealed an ancient book amidst demonic energy.

True Demon Technique!

Several large characters were obscure and archaic, but Lin Xuan recognized them.

Just that name was so mundane.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling speechless, but names weren’t important.

What mattered was the power of this technique and whether it suited him.

The technique presented wasn’t complete, but with his keen eyesight, a glance would reveal its quality.

Lin Xuan sank his divine sense into it. The first description was obscure and archaic yet profound. Though he couldn't understand it fully, he sensed that this technique was extraordinary and met his needs.

His heart leaped with joy; finally, he had found what he wanted. Just as he was about to ask for the price, something unexpected happened.

The scene before him blurred. Soon, Lin Xuan found himself in an open field. A crackling black lightning bolt streaked from the sky and struck him mercilessly.
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Unexpectedly, Lin Xuan couldn't help showing a hint of surprise on his face.

It wasn’t because he was overly careless. Rather, it was unreasonable to be attacked during the Peach Blossom Banquet.

This ancient demon was simply too bold. If discovered, it would be like slapping Rain Mist Commercial Alliance in the face.

Did he really think he was invincible?

Rain Pine Fairy still resided here after all.

Thoughts raced through his mind, but there wasn’t enough time to delve into them now.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and a sword of light sliced out. The black lightning was cut in half, dissipating as dark energy in the void.

"Friend, what's your intention? You said you do business honestly. So, is this how you treat customers?"

Lin Xuan turned to look at an empty space, his voice icy cold, indicating he had truly angered someone.

It made sense; anyone else would not take such a change lightly if they were in his position.

"Ha ha, those who can enter the Peach Blossom Banquet are indeed no weaklings. I didn’t expect you to easily uncover my hiding place despite your unremarkable appearance. You’re certainly not an unknown figure. If I’m not mistaken, this form of yours is also a disguise. Why, do you dare not show yourself?"

A man’s light laughter entered his ears as spiritual energy flickered, revealing rolling dark energy.

A cloud appeared in the void, with a face emerging from its center. The features resembled an elder he had just seen, but appearing like this was indeed strange.

An Exile Demon!

Lin Xuan recognized it instantly. Even though they were all dark energy, ordinary ancient demons and these exiles were vastly different. It was easy to tell the difference.

If these monsters dared to disrupt the Peach Blossom Banquet, it wouldn’t be surprising.

Lin Xuan looked around. The vast open space before him seemed self-contained, somewhat similar to Momentary Treasure. He didn’t know what secret technique this was.

"Ha ha, no need to look. Unless I allow you, you can't leave here. This spatial sphere completely cuts off contact with the outside world. Even if there’s a heaven and earth upheaval, others won’t know. So don’t expect anyone will save you."

The Exile Demon sounded very smug.

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan showed no fear: "If that's the case, I can rest easy. No need to hold back later."

"Not at all! Do you think you have a chance of winning?" The Exile Demon laughed without restraint: "You’re truly fearless. Do you know who I am? I’m not one of those crude ordinary demons; I’m an Exile Demon Lord."

Exile Demon Lord!

If other cultivators were in Lin Xuan’s position, they would be shocked.

The more powerful the existence, the more they had to worry. After all, the Exile Demon Lord was notorious.

An Exile Demon had already made the four directions tremble, and an Exile Demon Lord was undoubtedly the highest rank among them.

No wonder he dared to disrupt the Peach Blossom Banquet.

But Lin Xuan’s expression remained as calm as ever: "Who you are doesn’t matter. I just want to know if that Chaos True Demon Art you showed me is real?"

"Foolish! At this moment, still thinking of treasures? Alright, I’m merciful. I’ll tell you the truth—the technique is indeed real and was obtained from an ancient demon lord in our Exile Demons' world."

"It’s real, then I can rest easy."

"Rest easy? Did you just wake up or not understand your situation? If you’re wise, surrender and hand over your元婴. Then, I might spare your soul a chance at reincarnation after a thousand years..."

The other's incessant voice filled his ears, but Lin Xuan had no interest in arguing with him.

Regardless of the Exile Demon’s plot to disrupt the Peach Blossom Banquet, eliminating this formidable enemy was always the right move.

Lin Xuan clasped his hands and运转法力, emitting a shocking aura. His body glowed green as spiritual energy surged.

His figure also grew taller, revealing his true form.

Since it was self-contained space, there was no need to hide anymore.

Then Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, producing dozens of silver-colored flying swords from his sleeves, thin like cicada wings and shimmering with colorful light.

Nine Palaces Momentary!

Lin Xuan summoned his命宝. The Exile Demon Lord wasn’t trivial; he didn’t want to be ambushed due to carelessness.

Even if this spatial sphere was isolated, Lin Xuan didn’t want to delay too long.

"Nine Palaces Momentary, are you Lin Xuan?"

"Eh, do you recognize this treasure and have heard of my reputation?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Ha, if it were another cultivator, I might spare his soul. Since you inherited the mantle of Heavenly Witch Goddess, your fate is bad. I’ll extract your soul to ensure eternal damnation."

The Exile Demon’s face was full of malice. Despite being a hundred paces away, Lin Xuan could still feel his intense hatred.

Had this guy once met the Heavenly Witch Goddess and had a grudge with her?

Lin Xuan guessed but knew he wouldn’t get an answer.

In the end, it came down to strength in cultivation circles. Lin Xuan pointed his right hand forward.

Sizzle…

A spell flew out from his finger, merging into his treasure. Sword light rained down, slicing through the sky towards the other.

"Trivial trick!"

The Exile Demon showed no fear as he blew out dark energy from his mouth.

The sky suddenly grew dim.

The dark energy was thick like ink and about the size of an egg. After leaving his mouth, it spun rapidly.

It became a massive black flame.

The boundless primordial energy was ignited effortlessly.

The void seemed to struggle under the intense heat.

In moments, the entire sky was ablaze with endless black flames, resembling an ocean.

Boom!

Flame waves engulfed Lin Xuan, carrying terrifying flames.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he cast another spell.

Instantly, Nine Palaces Momentary split into three, then nine. Skyward sword shadows condensed and thickened, complementing the fiery sea. They collided with each other.

Postscript:
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第三千七百二十章 居心叵测

Silently, flames and sword energy intertwined in mid-air. The scene was beyond description; the void kept collapsing and falling apart, with chaos everywhere.

Sure enough, this域外魔君 was no ordinary opponent. He managed to block Lin Xuan’s full-strength attack, Nine Palaces Musty Sword, leaving them evenly matched.

This guy's strength was something to be reckoned with.

But Lin Xuan had no time to waste here; dragging out the battle would only attract unwanted attention.

With this thought in mind, he flicked his sleeves. However, instead of summoning any treasure, two beautiful maidens appeared in mid-air.

One had a refined appearance, while the other was charming and witty.

No doubt, they were Mo'er and Phantasmal Moon Moth.

In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme; fairness was a concept that didn’t exist. Lin Xuan wouldn’t be foolish enough to engage in a duel with this guy; he called for reinforcements instead.

Mo'er’s strength was weak, but the secret techniques of Apsara Art were incredibly powerful, making self-defense trivially easy.

As for Little Butterfly, she hadn’t yet mastered time control, but as a savage insect from the primeval wilderness, her power far exceeded that of her peers.

One-on-one, Lin Xuan wasn’t sure he could win.

Clearly, having superpowered allies was a great idea.

The域外魔君’s eyes widened in shock. He never expected this outcome; with only one opponent, how did it suddenly turn into three?

"You’re too dishonorable. This is supposed to be a duel, and you called for reinforcements, turning it into a three-on-one fight. Even if we win, there's nothing to boast about."

The celestial demon seemed on the verge of losing his composure.

"Hmph! You initiated an ambush; now you claim this as a fair duel, acting like the innocent victim. Do you think Lin Xuan would fall for such a simple trick? Moreover, any域外天魔 is a target for all. Mo'er and Little Butterfly, don’t waste your time with him—extract his soul and refine it," Lin Xuan said with disdain.

"Agreed."

The two girls didn’t object; they launched their attacks in unison.

Their cooperation was seamless, combining the玄阴宝盒’s power with illusions. The effect was not only dazzling but flawless. Lin Xuan was taken aback by how well-coordinated their actions were—clearly, the two had practiced together and could execute such a perfect plan on their first try.

It was an unexpected surprise, but Lin Xuan reacted swiftly.

He retracted his main treasure and instead pulled out an ancient scroll.

Suddenly, sword energy flowed freely in mid-air. At this level of cultivation, even if he couldn’t fully unleash the power of先天之宝, at least eight-tenths of its might was unleashed.

A master’s first move revealed their true strength; it was a far cry from his usual performance.

"You..."

The域外天魔 was both shocked and enraged. He never expected that one kick would land him in such trouble.

He regretted his decision to provoke this little monster.

But regrets were useless now. The situation had reached its peak, and there was no turning back.

Despite the dire circumstances, he had no choice but to fight Lin Xuan to the end.

Could it be that he would fall here?

His heart was filled with不甘.

...

However, the battle wasn’t over yet. What Lin Xuan didn’t know was that chaos reigned throughout the entire valley.

It was like a pot of boiling porridge—utterly chaotic.

Battle cries echoed everywhere, light and magic flying in all directions. Multicolored beams pierced through the air, and域外天魔’s dark energy spread unchecked.

Who would have thought that at the Peach Blossom Banquet, where the strongest from the three realms gathered, there would be域外天魔 intruding?

No, they didn’t intrude; they simply appeared out of nowhere in great numbers.

Their forms were diverse—some had实体, others were ethereal. Some resembled humans, while others were far more exotic than ancient demons.

Worse still, some participants’ souls were taken over by域外魔念, though such cases were rare. Once ensnared, they faced eternal damnation.

...

In this situation, the Peach Blossom Banquet was in shambles—something that had never happened even in ancient times.

The far-off travelers were bewildered and disoriented, while the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance, as organizers, lost face badly. They could say they had lost their honor.

The Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were furious and unleashed their domains to suppress the demons.

Though unwilling to get involved, the participants couldn’t ignore the域外天魔’s threats.

...

The battle reached its peak. The suddenness of it all was shocking, but with the three realms’ top experts gathered here, they should have easily outmatched the域外天魔 in strength.

However, relations among the three realms were not always harmonious, and there might be grudges or rivalries between these powerful figures.

Though forced to act, many remained wary of each other. Unless they were old friends, no one was willing to lend a hand.

Everyone focused on their own affairs, leaving the域外天魔 an open door.

Even some great powers, with past grievances, attacked each other without regard for the bigger picture...

Despite the presence of wandering immortals and true demons, they didn’t want to intervene. Figures like Jinyue Corpse King and Heaven’s Fiendish Brightness sat back and watched.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in their ears.

Angry as he was, Tiantxuan Senior Immortal unleashed his domain.

The strange demon before him with three heads and six arms was instantly immobilized and split in two by a single sword strike.

But it was useless; there were too many enemies. The outsiders, harboring hidden intentions, fought alone. Unless forced to the brink, few actually contributed their strength.

Worse still, Rain桐仙子 had disappeared.

Li Yutong, the top cultivator of the Spirit Realm and host of this event, vanished in chaos.

Had she encountered danger?

The thought was absurd, but if she hadn’t, why wouldn’t she come out to take charge?

Without Rain桐仙子, the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance seemed to have lost its backbone. Despite their many experts, they struggled to function properly.

"Relay this order: quickly mobilize the Shadow Guards here."

Tiantxuan Senior Immortal was worried but not panicking. Without Rain桐仙子, he had to take charge now.

These outsiders were unreliable—like a pile of sand. Fortunately, Rain Mist Commercial Alliance had three thousand Iron Guards who could stabilize the situation.

No matter what trouble Rain桐仙子 encountered, she would surely come soon.
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Despite the current unfavorable situation, the Two Heavens Elders still had unwavering confidence in Rain桐 Fairy.

This trust was not without reason. It was the result of countless years of accumulated experience.

Rain桐 Fairy might be somewhat reclusive in personality, but her strength was undoubtedly convincing. After so many years, even if she fell short of Arhur's peak, she would certainly not be far behind… In any case, she could never be inferior to a true cultivator.

Moreover, Rain桐 Fairy was no coward; she could even be considered a master strategist with impeccable wisdom that left people in awe. The Two Heavens Elders were well aware of this fact. Therefore, while they felt anxious about the current perilous situation, they had absolutely no reason to worry.

Because there was simply no need for it. What they needed to do now was stall and stabilize the current situation until Rain桐 Fairy returned.

...

Where exactly did Rain桐 Fairy go?

No one knew.

What everyone didn't know was that besides Rain桐 Fairy, two others had also vanished during the chaos.

One was Cloud Fairy.

The other was the ancient monster known as Ten Thousand Serpent King.

At this moment, the two of them were already familiar with their surroundings and arrived at the depths of the Jade Pool.

Jade Pool Holy Land.

One of the most famous secret realms in the Three Realms.

It was well-known that Rain桐 Realm's essence energy was already quite abundant. The Jade Pool far exceeded average levels… No, its essence energy concentration was on a completely different level.

Thus, there were various legends and rumors associated with the Jade Pool.

According to ancient tales, the entire Jade Pool originally wasn't part of the Spirit Realm but rather a part of the Immortal Realm that had fallen here. Otherwise, its essence energy concentration would not be so outrageous,

Otherwise, it wouldn’t have been able to nurture sacred peach trees like the Penglao Peach Tree.

The Penglao Sacred Fruit was astonishingly effective; it could help cultivators gain insights into their domains. It shouldn't have belonged in the Spirit Realm at all.

It seemed a reasonable explanation that it was originally a divine artifact of the Immortal Realm.

...

The entire Jade Pool was highly desirable, but the most important thing was undoubtedly the Penglao Peach Tree.

This was something even foreign cultivators were well aware of. Over the years, there had been many who dared to try and take it by force.

Technically speaking, there had been quite a few.

Indeed, its owner was Rain桐 Fairy, but that mattered little. The allure of the Penglao Sacred Fruit was too great for some old monsters eager to break through their domains. After failing multiple attempts, they naturally turned their attention to the Penglao Peach Tree.

It could be said that they were taking a desperate risk.

However, so far, no one had succeeded.

Not only did the Jade Pool have countless powerful guardians, but even its numerous restrictions made it seem daunting, deterring those with ill intentions.

Even if these obstacles could be bypassed,

Once anyone got close to the Penglao Peach Tree, Rain桐 Fairy would be alerted. The first cultivator in the Spirit Realm wasn't a joke; no matter how formidable one was, she would make them feel like clay figurines or paper puppets. Attempting to steal the Penglao Sacred Fruit was simply an impossible task.

But could it really not be done?

So far, that was true.

But this time, someone had started anew.

Ten Thousand Serpent King and Cloud Fairy.

As one of the Three Great Demons, Ten Thousand Serpent King must have visited the Jade Pool many times before. Although he never got close to the Penglao Peach Tree, he knew its location… After all, with his status, gathering such intelligence was not difficult.

Thus, the two could be considered well-versed in their approach as they passed through layer upon layer of restrictions and soon found themselves in a vast natural cave.

Though it was called a cave, its size was enormous; even ten thousand people could fit inside without any issue. The essence energy within was abundant beyond measure.

"Wait a minute, this isn't ordinary essence energy but pure immortal essence energy," Cloud Fairy raised her delicate eyebrows. "So the Jade Pool did indeed fall from an ancient Immortal Realm, not just a rumor."

"Haha, no one knows for sure, I only know that this place is where Rain桐 Fairy stumbled upon by chance." Ten Thousand Serpent King's cold laughter echoed in their ears.

"Is it true that as one of the Three Great Demons, you don't even know these secrets?" Qin Yan’s eyes showed a hint of surprise.

"Do you think I've forgotten? I was originally an outsider demon. It was merely a chance encounter that allowed me to possess this body. So the Ten Thousand Serpent King you're referring to has long since perished, and only a small portion of his memories have been passed on to me. As for the origin of the Jade Pool, the true Ten Thousand Serpent King might know, but I don't."

"Ah, I see. The Empress had her suspicions all along, but she never imagined that the once valiant Ten Thousand Serpent King would be possessed by another. Your acting skills are indeed impressive; you managed to deceive us for so long," But just then, a melodious voice entered their ears.

...

There was actually a third cultivator here, and the voice was incredibly familiar.

Rain桐 Fairy!

At the beginning of the chaos, this Jade Pool's ruler had already vanished. Who would have thought that she had such foresight to come here first.

"Did you notice my mistake early on?"

Ten Thousand Serpent King’s face showed a hint of surprise.

This old monster was indeed one of the Three Great Demons; his temperament had long been trained to remain calm in any situation, and even this unexpected incident only flashed across his face momentarily.

Turning his head, he looked at an empty space before him: "If you've come here, why hide? A true Rain桐 Fairy, would you really want to play a sneak attack?"

Ten Thousand Serpent King's tone was extremely impolite.

But what met his ears was a sigh.

"Ah!"

Though it sounded like a sigh, the voice was as melodious as celestial music, lingering in their ears.

Then a flash of light appeared, and they saw flowers dancing in the sky. Immortal birds and fairy cranes danced gracefully in mid-air.

Among the flowers, a slender figure gradually emerged.

Initially blurry, but soon became clearer.

Red lips like jade, skin as smooth as water, her features were exquisite beyond compare. Although she fell short of the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, there was no doubt that she was an absolute beauty.

Rain桐 Fairy had indeed arrived here first.

Her expression was filled with melancholy: "The former Ten Thousand Serpent King wasn't just valiant; he was also extremely generous in character. I never thought he would fall to your hands. Although he was possessed, it should have been a chance encounter. Yes, I remember now. The Ten Thousand Serpent King was severely injured back then. If you hadn’t taken advantage of the situation, there's no way you could have subdued him."

"Hmph, what use is talking about this now? Winner takes all; isn't that simple logic?"

"You're right. But I didn't expect you two to be so bold and daring, trying to plot against my Penglao Peach Tree during such a chaotic time. However, speaking of it, did the chaos in the Jade Pool and your antics with these outsiders also come from the two of you?"
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"So what?"

The Ten Thousand Serpent King said coldly.

Even though his figure had been exposed, there was still no trace of fear on his face.

First among the Spiritual Realm?

A laughable notion; regardless of how famous one might be, in the end, they could only scare timid rodents.

But the Ten Thousand Serpent King did not care. Who was stronger and who weaker—only by fighting it out would that become clear.

A sinister expression appeared on his face. At this moment, Fairy Rain桐 turned her face away.

To her, the all-powerful Ten Thousand Serpent King was nothing; she instead sized up the young woman beside him: "Esteemed Daoist friend, if I am not mistaken, you should be the renowned Fairy of the Cloudy Sky."

"Unworthy of such praise. Who would have thought that my little name has even reached the ears of the first among the Spiritual Realm? It truly makes me feel honored," Qin Yan's charming voice echoed in his ears. Although she seemed modest, her aura matched that of Lady Li Rain桐, and this young woman had advanced a level in a short time. While still far behind compared to her previous incarnation, she had entered the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

"Fairy, there is no need for such courtesy. I have only met you once, but your elder brother has long been familiar with me. The Heavenly Flying Demon Lord also once sparred with me. Since you are his sister, you cannot be considered an outsider."

As the saying goes, a gentleman does not break off relations without good reason.

At the Ten Thousand Serpent King's level of strength and identity, every word he spoke carried weight.

What sparring meant was merely a polite term.

The域外天魔 were no ordinary cultivators; their plundering of the Three Realms had caused countless bloodshed. Regardless of humans, demons, ancient fiends, or阴司ghosts, they all suffered greatly.

Fairy Rain桐's so-called sparring with the Heavenly Flying Demon Lord was actually a battle to the death.

No one knew the outcome.

But at least Fairy Rain桐 left alive.

After all, the Heavenly Flying Demon Lord had dared to face hundreds of true spirits in a fierce battle. Fairy Rain桐 could spar against him alone and leave afterward, which demonstrated her formidable strength from another angle.

Moreover, there was an underlying intent: even if she did not fear the Heavenly Flying Demon Lord, what could this mere young girl with yellow hair accomplish?

Most cultivators might not understand the implications behind Fairy Rain桐's words. But Qin Yan, being as sharp as ice, would surely grasp them.

However, her face showed no signs of fear: "There are always new talents emerging in every generation; a hero does not boast about his past deeds. How could you, esteemed Daoist friend, be unaware of such simple道理?"

Qin Yan's voice was incredibly pleasant, but the words she spoke were anything but courteous.

It wasn't surprising given that Lady Li Rain桐's strength was formidable. But since both sides had already turned hostile and a fight was inevitable, there was no need to be overly cautious with their words. Thus, Qin Yan spoke without reservation.

Lady Li Rain桐 raised an eyebrow and smiled instead: "Such arrogance; do you really believe you can defeat me? Very well, let this Fairy test your abilities."

Before the words left her mouth, Lady Rain桐's jade hand rose, and a small light ball about the size of an egg appeared at the tip of her index finger.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable. However, this tiny light ball contained over ten types of cosmic laws.

Lady Li Rain桐 flicked her wrist, sending it flying.

The moment the light ball left her hand, a faint blur appeared in front of the void, and it vanished without a trace.

Qin Yan's expression changed dramatically.

A true master could tell at a glance. Without seeing this with their own eyes, one would find it hard to imagine how a casual flick of the wrist could unleash such terrifying power.

Despite not being caught off guard, she felt an overwhelming sense that she couldn't resist.

Incredible; after all, she had entered late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, while Lady Rain桐 was merely a manifestation of her cultivation.

This was the strength of the first among the Spiritual Realm?

Cloudy Sky Fairy sighed deeply. But there was still no fear on her face.

Another figure appeared beside her, blocking her path.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King!

Although this light ball contained multiple cosmic laws and was terrifying, as one of the Three Great Beast Kings, he wasn't just a name for nothing. With his right hand slightly blurred, he spread his fingers and deflected the light ball with ease.

"Fairy Rain桐, what a fearsome presence! You think you are invincible, even your manifestation dares to be so arrogant. Watch as I extract your soul and refine it…"

"Extract my soul?"

Lady Li Rain桐 laughed: "Are you sure you can do that?"

"Hmph, if you were the real thing, I might hesitate, but a mere manifestation? What's there to fear? You dare to lord it over me here?" The Ten Thousand Serpent King's face was full of disdain.

The two stood facing each other, neither revealing their treasures. But their clash in aura had already pushed the void to the brink of collapse.

It was an indescribable scene; a dragon and tiger battle was inevitable.

A fight was about to break out!

---

Meanwhile, on another side,

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as Lin Xuan's duel with the short, fat ancient fiend neared its conclusion. This fellow, as the Heavenly Lord of the Outside World, had considerable strength. If it came down to a one-on-one battle, Lin Xuan would have to exert himself.

But now, things were different.

Lin Xuan had two allies by his side: Little Butterfly and Yue'er. Together with Lin Xuan, they left the ancient fiend struggling to keep up.

Despite not falling in the duel, he had suffered countless injuries, making his situation dire.

Frustrated, the ancient fiend's mood was no secret.

Seeing Lin Xuan strike a false sword blow, gathering multicolored spiritual light and shaking the primordial energy of heaven and earth, he knew this sword stroke held immense power. Daring to face it head-on would be foolish. He quickly dodged to one side.

In truth, his dodge was well-timed and precise, not only avoiding the attack but also leaving room for a counterattack.

The域外天魔 were indeed formidable!

Attention to detail revealed their strength; if this had been a one-on-one battle, Lin Xuan's position would have been precarious. However, his opponent wasn't just him.

A slight opening appeared, but Yue'er was already waiting there. Her jade hand raised high as dark energy gathered in her palm before she struck virtually.

The玄阴宝盒 transformed into a bright curved blade.

This strike triggered the cosmic laws of the universe.

A slender beam of light materialized, forming a crescent shape and slicing through layer upon layer of void space like moonlight. It arrived within three feet of him in an instant.
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Lu Luo began her search but was then dispatched by the government to serve as the governor of the Western Three Towns under the guise of a promotion.

"Can you teach me the Ryo-on dialect? It's just like how broadcasters speak!" Lei Dong pouted, clearly reluctant.

The Lu family didn't want to suffer such losses. They speculated that during Lady Lu Qi’s time in the secondary position, the Lu family had been quite domineering. Now that she was gone, they would have to pay a price.

Suddenly, they noticed the Orlanda family fighting Earl E尔斯. So, they decided to wait and see from their vantage point.

Her thick, dark hair cascaded down like a black waterfall, wrapping around her body in a captivating manner. The dark strands made her eyes appear even deeper and more enigmatic.

Xu Pan's parents had started arranging marriage prospects for her. Wei Xiao’s mother brought her to meet several elders, planning to send her to the distant family’s traditional Chinese medicine hospital after graduation; Yu Qiu's relatives had arranged two extraordinary events that left everyone in a state of perpetual worry. In short, talking about it was enough to cause headaches.

The car pulled up to my apartment building as the sun began setting, casting its last rays on the horizon. Wu Jiaxin parked the vehicle and helped me out before escorting me upstairs.

We walked down the long corridor, and Gān Zǐ and Tang Yao entered a休息 room next to the screening hall. The hall could accommodate three thousand people but was now completely full, with only a few empty seats in the front row.

The deck had split open, revealing two gaping holes, allowing seawater to flood in. The warship seemed destined to sink into the depths of the ocean.

Order Independent Regiment's Cáo Shanguì’s Second Battalion to be the main force for attacking the Japanese shore fortifications and suppress any enemy counterattacks with maximum firepower.

In comparison, he could accept the overtures from the other three major immortal realms, which had no grudges against him, as they were also showing goodwill towards his realm.

During the previous online competition, Ding Dang was one of the main commentators. However, that was a live-stream event where she couldn't be too specific here due to professional ethics, which far surpassed those of Mēng Mimi's.

Seeing he wasn’t willing to speak more, Jiao Chengren, despite his curiosity, refrained from asking further and put the "snake meat" in his mouth, slowly chewing it. He was a worldly man who knew this piece of flesh was extraordinary. No wonder Jiao Jian had been unharmed after being attacked by Yǐn Cháng.

Suddenly, there was a "whoosh" sound as the rocket projectile flew directly into one of the Japanese soldiers among them.

At that moment, the condition of the wounded worsened; bumps began to appear on their bodies. These bumps were slightly transparent, and something could be vaguely seen moving inside them.

When Luo Luli was about to pounce in front of him, Long Jinyu leaped from above his head into the center of the grand hall. Seeing that he had missed his target, Luo Luli quickly turned around.

The Japanese soldiers saluted with a "Hai!" and immediately left to convey Commander Shi Yě's orders.

"What should we say or do now that brings us the most joy?" asked Ouyang Xiaoli.

Instead, there were powerful beings on Hākras大陆 who were manipulating causal killing forces to seek his demise.

Tian Ci and Tang Yan exchanged glances before nodding and following Zhan Yún directly to the elderly man's presence.
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The blade flashed brightly, and the heavenly laws embedded within were profound beyond comprehension.

Though Mo'er was only at the early stage of Tribulation Transcendence, the secret techniques recorded in Ahriman Art could not be judged by ordinary means.

The eyes of the域外天魔 filled with fear.

He never dreamed this would be his end.

Now, it was hard to say whether he could even escape the current tribulation.

But he certainly wouldn't sit idly and wait for death.

Roar!

A fierce roar echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The form of this creature was already a virtual existence, but now it rapidly transformed into an enormous head.

Its gaping maw opened wide.

A deep, dark magical aura spewed forth.

Ancient Demon Breath!

Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise.

This technique didn't seem like something a域外天魔 would use; rather, it resembled the ancient demon in some way. What was the connection between them?

Thoughts raced through his mind as he acted swiftly without delay.

A sword sliced out from afar, perfectly filling the gap left by Mo'er. Their coordination was perfect—after all, lovers do share a telepathic connection.

"No..."

This time, there was no place for the域外天魔 to escape, as Lin Xuan had caught him at the moment when his old strength was waning and new power hadn't yet formed.

A dull thud echoed in his ears. His head was cut in half by the sword.

If it were a cultivator—human or ancient demon—their best hope would be to survive with their元婴 intact, but not this域外天魔.

Though he screamed in agony, five different-shaped demonic snakes emerged from his remains and slithered off in various directions.

Was this an illusion? Were all five real?

Lin Xuan faced a dilemma. Even among human cultivators' techniques, there were secret methods to split one's元婴 to escape danger.

He didn't have time to activate the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

Thus, he couldn't discern their true nature.

So, let’s eliminate them all at once.

This way, they wouldn’t get a chance to escape.

Lin Xuan’s plan was sound, and his actions were swift.

Raising his right hand, five differently colored sword qi shot out from his fingers.

The sword light rained down, faster than lightning.

It caught up with the five strange snakes almost instantly.

Without hesitation, he cut them down.

Sibilant sounds filled his ears as Lin Xuan’s protective sword qi was formidable. Even more so than ordinary Tribulation Transcendence existences’ innate treasures.

Despite their hard scales, the five demonic snakes were sliced into pieces effortlessly.

Meanwhile, Mo'er wasn’t idle either. With a flick of her jade hand, the玄阴宝盒 transformed into an enormous battle axe.

Ten zhang long, it slashed and chopped, destroying the remaining magical aura of the demon head.

Then, with a slight flick of her fingers, a tiny flame emerged from her palm.

Though unremarkable, it instantly ignited the broken aura. The small flame bloomed like a flower.

The Fiendish Saint Fire was indeed awe-inspiring in its power.

With this, the域外天魔 should be completely eliminated.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief and turned to search for the demon’s lost treasures.

But first, he had to obtain the cultivation method of the混沌真魔功.

After all, as they say, even a wise man can make one mistake in a thousand deliberations.

Lin Xuan was meticulous, but this time, he was overly careless.

He thought he had killed his enemy, unaware that faint magical aura had been lurking nearby.

This aura was no bigger than a strand of hair and could easily be overlooked.

But on this thin thread, five distinct faces appeared—so lifelike they seemed to match the slain demon lord, filled with hatred as it waited for its moment.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s guard down, it silently flew past him.

The battle wasn’t over. No one can declare victory until the very end.

He had few options left but could still use the域外天魔's most擅长的夺舍 technique to turn defeat into victory.

Stupid little fellow, daring to push this demon lord to such a desperate situation will cost you for your arrogance.

He hated Lin Xuan with all his heart. Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was completely unprepared.

No, it wasn’t an ambush; he truly underestimated the situation...

But who could have expected that this terrifying域外天魔 hadn’t died?

No one can predict the future, so Lin Xuan’s carelessness was understandable.

However, here, it mattered not. In a cultivator's battle, winning is winning, losing is losing. The reasons didn't affect the outcome.

In other words, Lin Xuan’s situation was perilous. Would he fall here or manage to turn danger into safety?

No one knew; everything remained uncertain.

...

Lin Xuan’s predicament aside, outside in the valley, chaos reigned supreme.

Rain桐仙子 had disappeared, leaving no one to take charge. Thankfully, the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth weren’t idle; they sent shadow guards to deal with the域外天魔.

Their plan was sound, but it was too late.

Though the shadow guards were elite, their strength ultimately didn’t exceed the Spirit Realm. While their techniques allowed them to temporarily advance to early Tribulation Transcendence by sacrificing lifespan in critical moments, that wasn't enough against a域外天魔.

Solo combat wouldn’t work; only numerical advantage might turn the tide and secure victory.

The problem was, Pao Tao’s vast area meant that all shadow guards were stationed elsewhere. If they were all summoned here, would other areas suffer?

Even if this weren’t considered, gathering them took time.

Without such an advantage, dealing with ancient demons or even common monsters would be like sending food to the hungry.

The Two Elders of Heaven and Earth were both furious and frustrated, feeling a sense of helplessness.

In contrast, Tian Xiaojian was caught in a difficult decision.

Tian Xiaojian had come for the蟠桃盛典 hoping to obtain domain-penetrating treasures. Unlike Lin Xuan, he lacked the Blue Star Sea, so he didn’t participate in the initial flawed peaches.

At this grand exchange meeting, Tian Xiaojian originally hoped to find what he needed or simply give up if it wasn't available.
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In other words, his situation was not much different from Lin Xuan's. [Latest Chapter Reading]

At the beginning of the exchange fair, he had indeed found some urgently needed treasures.

Although the prices were outrageous, it didn't matter to Tian Xiaojian at all. After all, his cultivation experience over these years was rich, and he had also obtained the treasure from the Demon Overlord of the demon tribe. His wealth far exceeded that of ordinary domain experts.

With a bountiful harvest, Tian Xiaojian was still in high spirits. He could advance to the Tribulation Transcending Stage sooner.

The idea sounded good, but reality turned out to be quite fantastical.

In the Immortal Pool Holy Land, domainexternal heavenly demon actually infiltrated, and not just one; they had killed several cultivators attending the Peach Banquet.

Tian Xiaojian was lucky. He didn't encounter any domainexternal heavenly demon in his first few moments there.

Given his personality, he naturally wouldn't go out of his way to provoke trouble.

So Tian Xiaojian chose to observe from a distance.

He quietly retreated to one side.

Of course, he wasn't going to take advantage of the chaos for a small gain and offend the Rain Mist Business Alliance.

In such circumstances, it was wiser to look after himself. He wondered if this unexpected turn would affect the upcoming auction.

Tian Xiaojian still looked forward to the immortal peach fruit.

But now that things had reached this point, he could only wait and see what happened.

He felt a bit resentful and anxious. At this moment, the voice of the Demon Overlord rang in his ears.

"Jiannv, why are you standing there? This is a golden opportunity given by heaven; hurry up and follow me out of here."

"Where to?"

Tian Xiaojian was taken aback and hurriedly used mental communication.

"Of course, to find the immortal peach fruit."

"What. Find the immortal peach fruit? Father, did I hear you correctly? Where can we find it?" Tian Xiaojian was stunned.

The Demon Overlord chuckled.

"Stupid boy. You're so smart in daily life; why are you being foolish now?"

"Please explain further!" Tian Xiaojian adopted a humble and eager-to-learn expression. After all, his relationship with the Demon Overlord was one of shared interests—his gains were his gains, and his losses were his losses.

"All right, let's get to the point. Jiannv, where do you think the immortal peach fruit comes from?"

"It... naturally, it grows on a peach tree."

"Then where is that peach tree?"

"..." Tian Xiaojian fell into thought but quickly added: "Father, if what you say is true, then this peach tree must be in Immortal Pool."

"Not bad. You're teachable."

The Demon Overlord's face showed satisfaction. "You're right; it's in Immortal Pool. Now that things are chaotic here and Li Yutong has disappeared, you might as well take advantage of the chaos instead of waiting for the auction."

"..."

Tian Xiaojian was immediately hesitant. Indeed, the prospect painted by the Demon Overlord was tempting, but he needed to consider how feasible it was before risking everything.

"Father, even if there are domainexternal heavenly demon causing trouble here, this chaos is only temporary. Those who dare to stir up trouble in Immortal Pool are seeking their own death. Am I too rash going out to find the peach tree now?"

"I don't know where the peach tree is, but such a precious treasure wouldn't be left unprotected by Fairy Yutong. There must be countless restrictions and guards. If I can't get the treasure, I might end up trapped there."

"You're overcautious. It's either boldness with careful planning or being overly fearful. Since I told you to find the immortal peach fruit, I wouldn't have overlooked these details."

"Correct. Approaching the peach tree is extremely dangerous under normal circumstances, but now it's the right time. As for where the peach tree is, don't forget that in my previous life, I was the Demon Overlord. This Immortal Pool Holy Land isn't a place I haven't been to; how could I not know?"

"Those restrictions and guards are indeed formidable, but breaking them isn't impossible. Of course, it depends on luck, but if you follow my instructions, you have at least a fifty percent chance of success. Even if you can't get the peach fruit, returning safely without being discovered is always possible."

"..."

The Demon Overlord's persuasive words didn't sway Tian Xiaojian. Given his nature, he liked to make decisions on his own and wasn't easily swayed.

"Why are you still hesitating? I've already assured you that I won't harm you. Besides, if you don't go find the peach tree, do you think you can secure it at the auction?"

"You might not succeed; immortal peaches rarely appear in auctions, even during the Peach Festival. Even if they did appear this time, would you be certain of securing them? Although you've inherited my treasure and are wealthy, these old monsters have lived for millions of years. Ordinary domain experts aside, even Immortal Kings, True Demons, or Primordial Beasts like Naelong could outmatch you in wealth."

"Jiannv, after all this trouble to get here, would you rather miss the immortal peach fruit?"

"All right, I'll go with you."

Tian Xiaojian's eyes flashed with determination. He finally looked resolute.

Firstly, what the Demon Overlord said was correct; secondly, he wasn't a coward. The principle of seeking wealth in danger was something he understood well.

Most importantly, he knew that the Demon Overlord wouldn't betray him.

With this confidence, he decided to take a risk.

"Jiannv, making such a choice is best. Otherwise, I would be utterly disappointed in you," the Demon Overlord's chuckling voice echoed, his face showing extreme satisfaction: "We shouldn't waste time; let's leave here immediately. We can only get the peach fruit from the fire. If we wait until these domainexternal heavenly demon are eliminated, taking advantage of the chaos will become a distant dream."

"Agreed!"

Tian Xiaojian was also a resolute cultivator who wouldn't hesitate after making a decision. He used concealment and energy conservation techniques to quietly leave the valley during the chaos.

...

No one noticed. On the other side,

The battle was intense.

Wujiao Wang and Fairy Yutong both opened their domains, but not continuously. Doing so would consume too much mana; no one would be that foolish.

As the top experts in the spirit realm, they used their domains to perfection—deploying them only when necessary for attack, defense, or movement, maximizing their effectiveness while conserving mana.

Details determined success or failure. This was evident from both of their exceptional abilities. RL
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However, the scene was not evenly matched. The Three Demon Kings lived up to their reputations. Although the current Ten Thousand Serpent King was a fake, his true form was an Outer Realm Devil.

But given that he could possess the genuine Ten Thousand Serpent King, his strength was evident. After years of refinement, he was no less formidable than the other two Demon Kings.

If Rain桐 Fairy were in her true form, she would not fear; victory was almost guaranteed. But with just a manifestation, although she had mastered the domain, dealing with ordinary cultivators was more than enough. Against the Ten Thousand Serpent King, however, it seemed somewhat inadequate.

Qin Yan had already vanished without a trace, clearly taking advantage of the Ten Thousand Serpent King's delay to leave.

Li Yutong, on the other hand, could not stop her. This showed how unfavorable her situation was.

"Haha, the top cultivator in the spirit realm, you were so arrogant and domineering just now, full of confidence. Now what? Originally, a grand Rain桐 Fairy would only use words, but your true strength is merely this much?"

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's face was filled with mockery as he struck without hesitation.

With a wave of his sleeves, the temperature in the cave dropped significantly.

The empty space seemed like a small lake with ripples stirred by the wind.

Then, scales-like treasures appeared before their eyes.

No, these were not treasures; they were formed from void energy.

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's right hand flicked, and his fingers moved in a strange rhythm.

Like playing an instrument, it was beautiful. However, as he moved, the scale-like treasures turned into vortexes.

Not vortexes, but one after another, whirlwinds.

Dense like raindrops, they rushed towards Rain桐 Fairy.

The void was torn apart. Each whirlwind contained time and space energy that was shocking. Just one could shred an old monster at the late Tribulation Transcending stage to pieces. But Rain桐 Fairy faced thousands of them now.

There was no way to dodge. The scene alone made one's scalp tingle with fear.

Li Yutong did not dodge.

Despite the blood trickling from her lips, she still exuded an icy and noble demeanor, as if everything was under control.

She sighed and raised her jade hand,

Five fingersvoid or empty held a ribbon-like treasure materialized before her. Five colors of glassy brilliance made it look like a rainbow in the sky.

Its beauty was hard to describe; its movement contained mysteriouslaw or rule power.

Li Yutong's face showed determination as she raised her hand, shaking the treasure downward.

As she moved, the void became blurry. The primordial energy of heaven and earth turned chaotic, as if returning to the primordial state.

Yet, this chaos seemed to contain some kind of rule. Disordered yet orderly, it combined in a peculiar pattern into a grayish force that struck forward with deceptive slowness but real speed.

One force overcomes ten!

With the chaotic primordiallaw or rule, breaking through the enemy's time and space energy.

The force collided with the whirlwinds. Instantly, like water meeting fire, the void collapsed.

No… it did not collapse; it vanished entirely.

The void disappeared, leaving a scene that was hard to describe in words.

Instead, countless white mists spread between them.

With a wave of his sleeves, the Ten Thousand Serpent King unleashed fierce winds, dispersing the mist.

His eyes fixed on Li Yutong's treasure: "Mystic Heaven Silk. You really are willing to part with it. If I remember correctly, among theprimary or original;先天 can also refer to pre-natal or innate qualities in certain contexts. treasures that flowed from the True Fairy Realm to the three realms, Mystic Heaven Silk should rank in the top three. Having such a treasure is not uncommon, but giving it to just a manifestation—don't you fear losing it?"

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's face showed greed at the mention of Mystic Heaven Silk.

"Then what? Do you think I have no idea how simple this is? Originally, my task was merely to delay you here. But now that you've brought out Mystic Heaven Silk, heh, I changed my mind."

"Do you want to steal the treasure?" Rain桐 Fairy laughed in anger.

"What do you mean, do you think I can't do it? Fine, I have no interest in arguing with you. If you're wise, hand over your treasure. Otherwise…"

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's face showed impatience.

However, Rain桐 Fairy did not respond. Instead, she summoned her treasure again.

A series of terrifying forces shot out from her fingers.

"Idiot, even if you possess Mystic Heaven Silk, thinking you can resist me? You're truly fearless!"

The Ten Thousand Serpent King's expression was horrific.

With a roar, the sound of tearing filled the air. His figure grew hundreds of times larger in an instant, revealing his true form.

Unlike the golden dragon people imagined, this evil serpent had a pitch-black body, enveloped by dense, abnormal dark energy. More astonishingly, it had eight heads, each with slight differences but all equally fierce.

Roar!

The roar pierced through the cave, shattered the clouds, and reached the nine realms, leaving one speechless except for fear.

The terrifying aura was overwhelming, like a tidal wave crashing or a raging torrent. To be blunt, ordinary late Tribulation Transcending cultivators would likely not even stand against this Ten Thousand Serpent King at his current state.

This was no exaggeration; the strength displayed by the revealed form of the Ten Thousand Serpent King truly surpassed common understanding.

Rain桐 Fairy's eyebrows rose slightly but she did not fear. Instead, she showed a mocking expression: "Is this all you can do? Your true strength?"

"Eight-headed evil serpent. If you could grow a ninth head, it would prove your strength is on par with True Fairies. With just eight heads, in the end, you are still at the spirit realm level."

"The former Ten Thousand Serpent friend had far greater talent than this. Had you not been injured and weakened, you would have already cultivated the ninth head long ago."

"You're saying I'm inferior to the old Ten Thousand Serpent King?" The loud roar of the evil serpent echoed in her ears, clearly furious.

"Not just inferior; it's a vast difference. You… are nothing but a petty clown."
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Rain桐 Fairy's cold voice entered his ears.

Her words and actions were all domineering and arrogant.

That demon crocodile was thoroughly enraged.

Indeed, he had managed to possess the Ten Thousand Crocodiles King by taking advantage of an opportunity. But wasn't luck also a part of one’s strength?

Being able to seize such opportunities required immense effort. He never felt it inappropriate; on the contrary, he was always proud of his achievements.

But now, Rain桐 Fairy was humiliating him, making his proudest work seem worthless. How could he not be furious?

This is intolerable! A gritted teeth voice entered his ears as he hated that woman to the bone.

"Accursed, you will pay for your words and actions."

The eight evil crocodiles' claws were flailing wildly, emitting terrifying killing intent.

How could he possibly be inferior to the废物 Ten Thousand Crocodiles King? Over these years, although he had successfully possessed him, his cultivation never slackened.

All the secret techniques of the妖族 and his own demonic powers were all thoroughly mastered. Saying that his achievements surpassed those of the failed Ten Thousand Crocodiles King wasn't an exaggeration.

"You are lying!"

He loudly argued back.

"Is it a lie or not? You know better than anyone, otherwise, why would you be so hysterical?" Cloud Fairy's voice was as firm as ever. The evil crocodile seemed to have impressive momentum, but after this verbal clash, he nearly burst with anger.

Continuing the argument wouldn't lead anywhere, and he himself wouldn't gain anything. Realizing this, the demon crocodile stopped talking. Black demonic energy surged around him, eight heads simultaneously emitting different light beams.

Sharp attacks mixed with dozens of rules, like a downpour. It seemed he had decided to kill Rain桐 Fairy here.

Li Yutong's expression became extremely serious.

Mingtian Silk was cast out freely.

Lightning-like brilliance followed suit.

The domain combined with the chaotic laws hid her figure in an indistinct realm.

She was as light as air, leaving no trace. At this moment, Li Yutong seemed to merge with nature; the laws of heaven and earth became her body.

With a flick of her wrist, she met him head-on.

Rumble!

Continuous thunderous sounds entered his ears. There was no longer any spiritual light or magical treasures flying around. Instead, between them clashed the purest essence qi and elements from the heavens and earth.

At this level, they were already engaged in fierce battle.

The demon crocodile aside, he was one of the three great妖王.

Li Yutong truly impressed; a mere avatar, though at a disadvantage, managed to hold her own against him.

Her true form would be even more formidable. Being comparable to a True Immortal wasn't an exaggeration; she might even rival Arhats from long ago.

No one knew how many years had passed since Li Yutong last showed her true form in action.

But where was this top-tier spiritual cultivator's true body?

With the Peach Blossom Banquet encountering such a setback, her avatar was already in grave danger. Emotionally and logically, she shouldn't ignore it. If she didn’t appear now, could it be that she wasn’t still at the Jade Pool?

No one knew for sure, but the battle continued intensely.

...

On another side,

Qin Yan waved her hand, and the Heavenly Demon Sword followed suit.

Sharp sword light swept over, breaking through a series of faint sounds like raindrops on banana leaves. Finally, it broke through the barrier before them.

"Phew!"

Qin Yan exhaled in relief, wiping away the fine beads of sweat from her forehead.

This was already the thirteenth restriction she had broken.

The Sacred Peach Tree's guardians were indeed extremely strict. It was because countless域外魔族 attracted the attention of the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance cultivators that Li Yutong and the Ten Thousand Crocodiles King were entangled, otherwise, they wouldn't have reached here.

She must quicken her pace.

Otherwise, while Li Yutong's avatar couldn’t defeat the Ten Thousand Crocodiles King, if his true form arrived, it would be a disaster.

Qin Yan flashed forward, her white dress fluttering. She was already several dozen feet away.

If measured by mortal martial arts, such lightness was shocking; but compared to渡劫 cultivators, she moved as slowly as a snail.

But there was no choice. The禁空 restrictions were becoming increasingly evident the closer she got to the Peach Tree.

This restriction was truly terrifying. Under its influence, even with her late-stage渡劫 cultivation, she couldn't use the御风 technique.

Flight was out of the question; perhaps only realm-level power could break free from its constraints.

Qin Yan hacked through several restrictions one after another until a huge cave appeared in her sight. She stepped over and was stunned by what she saw...

Meanwhile,

A wise man makes mistakes, too. Lin Xuan and Moon worked together, originally thinking they had thoroughly annihilated the域外魔族 before them.

Little did they know that a minuscule crystalline soul was hiding in the shadows.

Though unremarkable, it was the decisive factor. He planned to possess Lin Xuan.

If Lin Xuan knew this, he would have no chance at all.

The problem was that Lin Xuan never imagined such a scenario.

With calculated intent against his carelessness, Lin Xuan found himself in grave danger.

As that heavenly demon's magic aura approached within a dozen feet of Lin Xuan's brow, he still couldn't sense it. The Heartless Heavenly Demon King was filled with excitement, thinking he could turn defeat into victory.

But just as this happened, the void blurred, and a cute young girl appeared before Lin Xuan, blocking his path.

Since she was close to him,

The heavenly demon sped up, but it was too late to stop.

"Thud..."

A muffled sound entered his ears as he plunged into the girl's head.

"Little Butterfly!"

This unexpected turn of events came suddenly. But in that moment, Lin Xuan reacted.

He was shocked and grateful at the same time.

He had been too careless.

The域外魔族 hadn't fallen yet.

Lin Xuan couldn’t imagine Little Butterfly sacrificing herself to save him.

What would happen to her if she were possessed?

Lin Xuan's face showed concern but he could do nothing, as frantic as a hot pot ant.

Little Butterfly crouched down; black aura appeared on her face and strange magical patterns emerged.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan shouted, but was helpless. Should he attack Little Butterfly to save himself?

A dilemma!

But soon, Lin Xuan didn't have to worry anymore.

For the black aura and magical patterns seemed formidable at first glance but were just a fleeting moment.

They quickly vanished. Little Butterfly raised her head; her face returned to normal as she smiled reassuringly at Lin Xuan.

"Little Butterfly, are you okay?" Lin Xuan was still shaken.
第三千七百二十七章 陷入绝境的李雨桐

"What do you think?"

Little Butterfly's face was calm and serene. "Big Brother Lin, what are you worried about? Don't forget, my true form is the Illusory Moon Moth. Yes, demons from beyond the realm excel in soul-snatching techniques, which can be a great threat to cultivators across the Three Realms. But for me, it's completely harmless—it would be like a master carpenter trying to hammer a nail."

Little Butterfly was not speaking nonsense.

To understand, one must know that whether it is an illusion or soul-snatching, although their forms differ, they fundamentally target the spiritual realm. As an Illusory Moon Moth, Little Butterfly had nothing to fear from soul-snatching techniques.

In the past, in the Demonic Valley, she had already faced off against demonic thoughts from beyond the realm.

Despite there being many types of demons from beyond the realm, most were skilled at soul-snatching. However, those interdimensional demon thoughts were particularly adept at it.

Even the demonic thoughts from beyond the realm could not do anything to her, so much so that other demons or demon lords attempting such techniques on her would only bring shame upon themselves.

Otherwise, how else could Little Butterfly have risked her life to save him?

After all, although they had been close friends for a thousand years, their time together was still too short. Even if she agreed, there were certain risks that Lin Xuan wouldn't take on, and sacrificing herself would be out of the question.

Her willingness to do so proved that this matter posed no danger to her at all.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan felt relieved but remained deeply grateful: "Thank you."

"No need for gratitude, it was just a simple task," Little Butterfly said with a smile.

"It's easy for you. But for me, it means saving you from peril. Truly, thank you, Little Butterfly."

Lin Xuan's face showed genuine sincerity.

"Enough talk, let's see what this guy left behind. What treasures did he leave?"

Lin Xuan's polite words made Little Butterfly feel somewhat uncomfortable as she began to change the subject. However, her words had merit; Lin Xuan was indeed interested in the treasures left by this demon lord.

The name alone of a Demon Lord from beyond the realm indicated his immense wealth and power.

First and foremost, that Chaos True Devil Technique was something Lin Xuan must obtain.

Thus, both focused their attention on the ring before them.

A dark ring appeared before their eyes.

This should be the storage bag used by demons from beyond the realm.

Lin Xuan reached out with his hand, and it slowly floated up. It spun around in his palm.

It was unremarkable, almost invisible.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense, only to find that he couldn't penetrate it.

This posed a problem; his divine sense had no effect. He couldn't forcibly open the bag without risking damage to its contents.

While powerful artifacts were safe, books and jade scrolls might be destroyed in the process.

Lin Xuan scratched his head, torn between hope and fear.

"Master, let me take a look."

Just then, Moon came over.

When Master was in danger earlier, it had almost frightened her out of her wits. Despite the precautions, she hadn't noticed anything amiss until Little Butterfly saved her at the last moment. Her heart now settled back into her chest.

Seeing Master unable to handle this small storage ring, Moon couldn't just stand by idly.

Lin Xuan naturally didn't hesitate and handed the ring to her.

The small ring lay on Moon's pristine palm, clearly visible.

Moon then took a deep breath and infused her power into it.

An unbelievable thing happened.

Earlier, Lin Xuan had tried with his divine sense and magical energy, but they were ineffective. Now, Moon easily opened the ring.

Rolling black demonic energy flashed past, accompanied by clinking sounds as numerous treasures appeared before them.

Lin Xuan looked around and quickly found the ancient book.

He took it in hand and injected his divine sense into it. Large characters emerged in his mind—indeed, it was the Chaos True Devil Technique.

Although he had already been confident beforehand, actually obtaining this technique filled him with immense joy.

The second Yuan婴 cultivation method was finally secured.

Satisfied, he began searching for other treasures. However, at that moment, a scream echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan turned to see Rain桐 Fairy stunned by the sight before her.

...

Meanwhile, on the other side.

Boom!

A loud noise reverberated through the air as a brilliant light flashed. Rain桐 Fairy was enveloped in this light and fell like a meteor, crashing onto the ground with great force.

The earth cracked, revealing an unfathomably deep hole.

This area was already at the heart of the Jade Pool, guarded by powerful禁制.

Despite these protections, they couldn't withstand the aftermath of two supreme cultivators' battle.

The underground cave was now riddled with holes. It hadn't collapsed, which was fortunate.

A black dragon over a hundred feet long hovered in mid-air, eight heads scanning its surroundings. A domineering aura emanated from it, so powerful that it made one tremble.

Every movement of the dragon could tear through space and time.

In contrast, Rain桐 Fairy looked utterly defeated.

Indeed, Li Yu Tong was formidable, known as the first person in the spirit realm.

But before her was merely a manifestation. For a short while, she might be able to match the Ten Thousand Serpent King, but over time, it would become clear who was stronger. Li Yu Tong was undoubtedly at a disadvantage.

Yet, she didn't give up.

A brilliant light rose as she merged with her sword and charged towards the Ten Thousand Serpent King like a shooting star.

"Unaware of death."

The dragon's loud roar echoed in his ears. Its tail swished, and a black light flashed, striking like a whip.

Boom!

Li Yu Tong's emitted light was white. The brilliant white light clashed with the dark waves of energy, interweaving various laws of nature.

But as soon as it paused, Li Yu Tong was sent flying again.

This time, she collided with the mountain wall.

Crashing sounds echoed as rocks tumbled down.

Li Yu Tong embedded herself into the mountain wall.

Puff!

A blood mist spewed from her mouth, and countless wounds marred her body. Her aura had weakened by nearly half.

Such severe injuries would have killed a normal person long ago. Even Rain桐 Fairy was barely able to move.

But the opponent showed no mercy. Several more breaths were sent towards Li Yu Tong without hesitation.

Unable to dodge or resist, she was hit hard and could only be used as prey.
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Roar!

The roar of the demon crocodile entered his ears.

In an instant, the eight heads displayed their rebellious nature.

Wasn't he the top figure in the spiritual realm? Yet here he was, lying on the ground after being beaten by this very person.

The only downside was that it was just a manifestation.

Regardless, defeating Fairy Rain桐 had made him feel incredibly elated.

"Rain桐, you claim to be untouchable by the mortal world and the most arrogant. How is your arrogance now? Your life and death are in my hands; do you still dare say I am inferior to that dead Demon King Wanyao?"

"Gladly admit defeat and say a few nice words, and perhaps I might consider giving you a swift end. Otherwise, you will be left with no choice but to beg for your life."

"Fool!"

Rain桐 was unable to move but showed no signs of submission. A slight smile curled at the corners of her lips.

"What did you say?"

The demon crocodile erupted in anger, almost thinking he had misunderstood. Was Rain桐 still this arrogant even now?

Although it was just a manifestation before him, reaching such a level of cultivation was incredibly difficult. Could she really be fearless enough to destroy it with her own hands?

"I laugh at your foolishness and self-importance."

This time, Fairy Rain桐's voice was clearer: "After spending so much effort, you've only defeated one of my manifestations. I can't fathom what is worth boasting about; a short-sighted thing, truly foolish."

"You're asking for death."

The Demon King Wanyao was furious. He had expected the opponent to admit defeat when things were going against them, but it turned out completely different from his expectations.

No matter the circumstances, Rain桐 remained arrogant and domineering, as if she were the victor.

"Do you believe I will strip your soul and refine your essence now?"

"Strip my soul and refine me?"

Rain桐 laughed. "A boring threat. Besides, do you think everything is under control? You're too naive; this fairy has already said that you are but a minor puppet who can't touch even one of my fingers."

Enough was enough. She must be bluffing.

But he couldn’t let Rain桐 go just like that.

How could she possibly be bluffing with so many eyes watching?

With this thought, the largest head of Demon King Wanyao slowly turned towards him.

Opening its blood-filled maw, it spat out a dark black breath. Therulepower surged forth, turning everything in its path to dust, even the void was not spared.

Destruction Law!

As the name suggests, it could shatter all things. Among the various laws of nature, its power ranked among the top few.

It was said that this law could destroy anything.

Demon King Wanyao hated Rain桐 deeply but felt something was amiss. He didn’t hold back and attacked directly.

Rain桐 had been rendered immobile almost immediately. But at that moment, an incredible scene unfolded.

Despite being unable to move, a brilliant white light suddenly burst from her body.

The light was so dazzling yet gentle. The destructive breath of the demon crocodile hit it but did nothing. It dissipated like a stone thrown into deep waters.

Elemental interactions; this unassuming white light effortlessly broke through the Destruction Law. How could that be possible?

How had she done it? And how could she, who was supposedly immobile, possess such power?

It was too incredible!

Shock registered on Demon King Wanyao's face as his unease grew stronger.

Frightened, he no longer hesitated. The eight heads simultaneously spat out light waves, but they were useless.

He may be strong; let him be. A gentle breeze would sweep the mountain. He might be fierce; let him be. The bright moon would shine over the river. Even as the black breath engulfed Rain桐's body, the milky white light barrier remained intact, unbreakable.

The wounds on her body were rapidly healing. White light threads emanated from her skin to mend the injuries.

Simultaneously, runes floated and scattered like a celestial dancer’s flowers, breathtakingly beautiful.

A beam of light then shot out from Rain桐's head.

As the light dispersed, an incredibly beautiful woman appeared before his eyes.

Her features were identical to the woman lying on the ground.

Rain桐!

But…

How could there be two?

Demon King Wanyao was so shocked that he almost thought he had misjudged. But with sixteen eyes, how could he possibly see a hallucination?

Could it be…

His bad feeling intensified as he recalled an ancient secret technique.

Using his manifestation as a dwelling place!

The main body cultivated within the manifestation, achieving twice the result with half the effort.

However, this was said to be one of the most advanced secrets in the fairy realm. Rain桐 might be extraordinary, but she was still just a spirit realm existence; how could she learn such an advanced technique?

Impossible!

But if not, what could explain the scene before his eyes?

Demon King Wanyao's mind was in turmoil when Fairy Rain桐 spoke up, her voice more melodious than that of the manifestation. Her appearance and features were even more beautiful.

"This princess has always said you are but a minor puppet; do you still have any objections now?"

"You truly mastered the fairy realm secret technique, using your manifestation as a dwelling place. Since your main body is here, why didn't you appear earlier?" The roar of Demon King Wanyao echoed, filled with both anger and confusion, feeling that he had been deceived by Rain桐.

"During my cultivation, I was at a crucial moment; it wouldn’t have been convenient to come out. Using the manifestation to deal with you was only a temporary measure."

Rain桐's voice was calm and composed as if discussing something trivial.

This legendary woman appeared to be in her twenties but had eyes filled with wisdom and experience.

Her presence was unassuming, almost indistinguishable from an ordinary person if not for the fact that she floated in mid-air.

Return to simplicity!

She had reached a level of cultivation where nothing could hide.

Demon King Wanyao fell silent, his fear evident even to a blind man.

He could be arrogant and domineering against the manifestation but had no right to be proud now that the main body was here.

But there was no time for escape. He had to face her head-on.
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Rain continued to pour down as misfortune struck. Meanwhile, in Fairy Cloud's domain, she also encountered danger.

Though the Ten Thousand Serpent King helped her fend off powerful enemies along the way, the number of restrictions and barriers was countless. For a cultivator with lesser strength, let alone finding the peach tree, they would have long perished under these restraints.

However, Qin Yan's abilities were formidable. She cut through obstacles and finally arrived at a vast underground cavern.

The terrain here was peculiar, but there was no time to hesitate now. Qin Yan stepped forward, and before her eyes lit up in surprise.

"Is this..."

Qin Yan widened her eyes as she entered the large cavern. Numerous sculptures adorned the space—dragon, tiger, phoenix, and turtle.

The statues of the Four Sacred Beasts stood out prominently.

With the Four Spirits gathered, there were also various妖族 creatures.

Their forms varied widely, too numerous to count. But just by their appearance, it was clear that these beings' strength far exceeded ordinary妖族. Even standing still, they exuded a sense of immense danger.

The feeling was indescribable—like an illusion, yet the aura was real.

They were merely sculptures, but everything seemed too incredible.

Qin Yan's delicate brows furrowed.

Legends said that celestial treasures had sacred beasts guarding them. Could these be the guardians of the peach tree?

Otherwise, mere clay and wooden sculptures couldn't have caused such pressure.

Thoughts raced through her mind, but there was no time to hesitate now. Qin Yan raised her jade hand and slashed forward...

As she moved, dark magical energy surged out, transforming into several giant monstrous snakes with exposed fangs. Their ferocity seemed to threaten the Four Spirits' statues.

Roar!

The first to react was the White Tiger. Originally a stone sculpture, it had stood there for ages without moving.

But as the monster snake's fangs were just an inch away from it, the White Tiger suddenly moved. Its eyes glowed, and a terrifying aura burst forth.

What should have been formless matter now shattered the void.

The first monster snake was caught head-on with no place to hide. It was devoured by that formidable aura and reduced to powder.

Puff! Puff! Puff!

Several dull sounds echoed in her ears as the other monster snakes met similar fates.

Apart from the White Tiger, Dragon, Phoenix, and Turtle also came back to life.

The monster snakes were merely Qin Yan's试探招数, easily defeated by them. It was like cutting down withering grass.

But this was only the beginning. Roars echoed continuously as various妖兽 creatures behind the Four Spirits awakened.

Their strength might not match that of the Four Spirits, but their sheer numbers overwhelmed the space, making it unbearable to bear.

Ants can bite an elephant to death—roughly speaking, that's what was happening here.

If Lin Xuan were present, he would be equally alarmed. The White Tiger had been killed by Qin Yan and Mo'er together. Although a new one could always emerge from true spirit fire, the process took time. Only a few hundred years had passed since then. For cultivators at this level, it was merely a blink of an eye, so no new generation of White Tigers would appear in such a short time.

This creature clearly existed for a long time here. What could be going on?

Qin Yan didn't know, and she had no time to ponder. Clearly, these fearsome creatures were the guardians of the peach tree. They must be defeated if her goal was to succeed.

With no room for retreat, Qin Yan's eyes flashed with determination. She fought with all her might.

The Heaven Demon Sword appeared from her fingertips, emitting sword lights like writhing dragons. Each strike contained different cosmic laws.

On one side, dark magical energy surged; on the other,妖气 rolled out.

Instantly, the entire underground cavern was covered in explosions and bursts of sound.

Qin Yan fought with fewer opponents but didn't appear weak. She seemed to be gaining an upper hand.

"Zz-zz, this woman's strength is truly formidable. Her dark magical energy differs from ours. If I'm not mistaken, she should be a demon from beyond the heavens."

A praising voice echoed nearby, tinged with a hint of schadenfreude. Only Tian Xiaojian could hear it clearly; its owner was none other than the former Demon King.

He now had only a fragment of his soul left, but his knowledge and insight remained sharp.

Peach Blossom Pool, he had visited before, knowing exactly where the peach tree grew. Encouraging Tian Xiaojian to cause chaos made sense—his path required fewer restrictions, allowing him to arrive at this place almost simultaneously with Qin Yan.

"Uncle, stop making sarcastic remarks. Whether she's a demon or a monster is irrelevant. The pressing issue is how to get through here. You said it was the必经之路to the peach tree sanctuary. How can I possibly sneak past under these circumstances?"

Tian Xiaojian grumbled. It wasn't hard to understand his anger; before, the Demon King had been confident he could obtain the sacred peach fruit.

Now, reflecting on it, it was nothing but nonsense.

Other difficulties aside, he didn't have a chance of sneaking through unnoticed. With so many妖族 creatures and clear spiritual senses, sneaking in would be impossible.

So there was only one option… charging forward!

But just as this thought flashed through his mind, Tian Xiaojian shook his head to dismiss it.

Not only were the odds of success uncertain, but the time spent would be hard to calculate. Rain Cloud Alliance members might send experts at any moment to guard the peach grove.

At that point, not only would he fail, but he could find himself in a very awkward situation.

While standing by was an option, trying to cause chaos would surely be unacceptable to Rain Cloud Alliance.

He should never have come here. Tian Xiaojian regretted listening to the other party's temptation, but it was too late now. Returning the same way was equally risky of being discovered.

The Demon King was the instigator. Hearing Tian Xiaojian’s complaints, he called out for heaven's injustice: "Jiannian, how can you blame me? I had a chance to pass through without triggering the Hundred Spirit Array, but who would have thought that a woman would beat us to it..."
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The demon leader's mood was extremely depressed. The phrase "the plan lies in human endeavor, the success depends on heaven" unexpectedly surfaced in his mind. He and Tian Xiaojian had been a 'one rises together, one falls together' relationship; this saying held no deceit.

He was also familiar with the Hundred Birds Great Array. With Tian Xiaojian's current strength, breaking through it would be very difficult. But silently passing through it was something he could manage with over an 80% chance of success.

However, there was a condition: the Hundred Birds Great Array had not yet been triggered and activated.

But now, everything had become as ephemeral as a mirage.

That woman's strength was commendable, but she was too reckless. She was among the few powerful beings at the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, but she lacked an aura domain. Such arrogance in trying to pass through this array was simply overestimating herself.

She was utterly foolish; her fate was almost sealed here.

"Uncle, you say that what we see before us is actually a formation? Could Zhu Que, Xuan Wu, Qing Long, and Bai Hu all be fake?"

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a hint of surprise. His current strength was already formidable, having experienced countless battles. He had always been confident in his discernment.

The four spirits appeared lively and real; they did not resemble the clay or wooden figures produced by formations.

Even other demon clans seemed unrelated to this formation.

"Humph, the Hundred Birds Great Array is intricate and complex. It's beyond your reach to easily understand it. Unfortunately, what you see before you is merely a copy with only one-tenth of the power of the real thing. Otherwise, not even True Immortals would have fallen here," the demon leader said with a touch of regret.

"A copy so outrageous; what about the genuine article? Could it be something passed down from the Celestial Realm?" Tian Xiaojian held back his anger and asked curiously.

After all, there was no point in getting angry now. It was better to remain calm and gather more information while looking for other solutions.

"The Hundred Birds Seal is not a treasure of the Celestial Realm."

The demon leader sighed deeply.

"What? Not from the Celestial Realm?"

Tian Xiaojian was stunned: "Uncle, did you make a mistake? Aren't treasures in the Spirit Realm that powerful?"

"When has old man ever said it's a treasure of the Spirit Realm?"

"Then..."

"The Hundred Birds Seal. You've never heard of it before, but its knowledge is limited among all three realms and throughout history."

"It's a holy object of true spirits with power far beyond ordinary divine treasures. Li Yutong once witnessed its might, which left him in awe. That’s why he invited the Spirit Realm's formation masters to combine puppetry techniques with formations, creating this Hundred Birds Great Array."

"Speaking of its power, it is indeed formidable, but compared to the true Hundred Birds Seal, it falls short like a dog trying to imitate a tiger. Nevertheless, ordinary cultivators cannot pass through it, so Li Yutong used it to guard the path leading to the Peach Blossom Tree."

"So that's how it is."

Tian Xiaojian was drawn to the Hundred Birds Seal.

But this thought only flashed by.

Rather than hoping for an unseen treasure, securing the peach fruit was more important.

At this moment, the cloud fairy's light laughter reached his ears: "Friend, you've been watching from the side for so long. Isn't it time to reveal yourself?"

Before he could react, Qin Yan flicked her sleeves and a sword of light shot out towards Tian Xiaojian.

Qin Yan wasn’t trying to create more enemies; she just wanted to drag Tian Xiaojian into this situation to share the burden.

Tian Xiaojian was furious but also puzzled. His concealment technique had been passed down by his uncle, making it difficult for even aura domain cultivators to detect him.

How did this woman manage to spot him with so many powerful enemies surrounding her?

Incredible, but the key question was: how could he resolve this crisis?

Tian Xiaojian didn’t want to be dragged into this, but his form had already been exposed. Concealment was useless now.

Reluctantly, he emerged from hiding.

Tian Xiaojian, a seasoned cultivator, made his decision in an instant.

With a flick of his body, he moved over a hundred feet away.

Roar!

The roar entered his ears as two creatures that resembled dragons and tigers but were neither rushed towards him.

Tian Xiaojian frowned. Without any additional movements, he merely waved his arms, sending countless bright lights from his body.

Sizzle...

It was like tearing through silk; the two seemingly fierce creatures were instantly cut into pieces.

They turned into various-sized fragments that fell like rain, with no blood spilling. Indeed, as the demon leader said, these were just puppets controlled by the formation.

"Damn it! That woman dragged me into this. How did she spot my movements?"

"Xiao Jian, don’t rush; now is not the time to investigate. Follow Uncle’s instructions below; you still have a good chance of escaping the Hundred Birds Great Array and possibly obtaining the sacred peach fruit," the demon leader's voice echoed in his ears.

"Yes, Uncle."

Tian Xiaojian nodded, adopting a respectful demeanor. With no other choice, he followed the instructions.

"Alright, first..."

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan found the cultivation technique he was looking for: True Demon Technique of Chaos. He continued to inventory the other treasures when suddenly he heard a cry. Turning his head, Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in surprise.

A semi-transparent pebble lay there, about the size of a fist and as clear as crystal. At first glance, it seemed unremarkable.

But upon closer inspection, a landscape painting was visible within.

Mountains, rivers, lakes... countless scenes...

Of course, these were all scaled down by millions of times but were incredibly lifelike, captivating to behold.

The stone emitted a warm glow, making it beautiful. However, Lin Xuan wasn’t just drawn in by its appearance; he was captivated by the landscape painting within.

If it had been an ordinary landscape, that would have been fine, but the scenes inside kept changing.

One moment, springtime filled with vitality; the next, scorching summer heat; then autumn’s chilly winds and falling leaves; finally, snowflakes began to fall...

Postscript: Today's third update. Next week, I'll be accompanying my father to the hospital, so updates may be affected. Please bear with me, fellow cultivators!
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The seasons changed in an instant, yet it was just a momentary occurrence.

Though the cultivation world was filled with wonders and strange treasures beyond count, Lin Xuan had never heard of anything like what he saw before. A look of surprise appeared on his face.

With his keen eyesight, though he couldn't be certain about the exact nature of this treasure, he could guess that it was no ordinary item.

"Time Stone."

Just then, a delicate and excited voice rang in his ears. Lin Xuan turned to see Xiaodie's face filled with joy.

"How so? Do you recognize this?"

"Brother Lin, have you never heard of the Three Treasures of Time?"

Xiaodie turned back, surprised. In her mind, Lin Xuan was known for his vast knowledge and talents; how could he not know about such famous treasures?

Hearing this, a hint of red appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He was indeed well-versed, but there were limits to what one could hear. So the Three Treasures of Time were new to him: "Please enlighten me."

"The Three Treasures of Time refer to three items needed to comprehend the laws of time—Time Stone, Time Tree, and Time Scroll. These are all extraordinary creations of nature, ingeniously crafted," Xiaodie explained in a soft voice.

"Of course, one doesn't necessarily need these three treasures to understand the laws of time; any one would suffice. Their effects... well, you know how the Three Divine Fruits of the cultivation world aid domain comprehension. The Law of Time is known for its complexity and subtlety, making it incredibly difficult to comprehend without these aids."

"The power of the Law of Time is formidable. It ranks among the top three in many natural laws. Thus, even though the Three Treasures of Time are not as valuable as the Three Divine Fruits, their worth isn't far off," Xiaodie continued.

Her voice was soothing and clear, explaining everything in detail for her young master's benefit. In a few words, she made it clear why these treasures were so important.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded, understanding. The Heavenly Demon King might be formidable, but he didn't seem to possess the Three Treasures of Time. However, with this treasure, Xiaodie had an eighty percent chance of comprehending the laws of time.

With a flawed peach fruit and a Time Treasure, along with True Demon Art, his goals for attending the Peach Blossom Banquet were almost fully achieved. Lin Xuan hadn't expected such good luck before coming here.

"Xiaodie, what are you thinking? Quickly put away this treasure."

Though the Time Stone was useful to him as well, it wasn't urgent now. Lin Xuan's principle was to keep his promises, so he naturally handed over the treasure to Xiaodie.

"You're welcome, Brother Lin."

Xiaodie curtsied gracefully and gently raised her hand. The Time Stone flew up silently towards her palm with a swift motion.

But just then, something unexpected happened.

BOOM!

A loud noise echoed in their ears as the sky above was suddenly torn apart. A large gap appeared, stretching several meters long. Two dark figures fell like meteorites, crashing into the ground.

Despite the suddenness of it all, Lin Xuan and Xiaodie were still taken aback.

BOOM!

The ground crumbled under the impact, forming two deep pits filled with dust.

Though not bottomless, the dust was thick. Lin Xuan and the two girls exchanged glances as they tried to make sense of what happened.

They could vaguely see two strange-looking demons. Their power was hard to determine, but it was clear that only powerful beings would be invited to the Peach Blossom Banquet—undoubtedly, Immortal Tribulation Stage experts.

"Xiaodie, quickly put away this treasure."

Lin Xuan hurriedly transmitted his thoughts as he felt a wave of regret. He had been too careless; the space was created by an outsider from another realm. Now that he was gone, the spatial laws were slightly lagging, preventing the space from collapsing but leaving it with many flaws.

By chance, powerful beings outside might have entered. Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, but he didn't want to cause any trouble if unnecessary. However, if they saw the Time Stone, things would get complicated.

Xiaodie understood and quickly put away the treasure, but it was too late.

BOOM!

A buzzing sound filled their ears, accompanied by a loud laugh: "Time Stone! Haha, our luck is truly amazing. With this, even if we can't comprehend the laws of time, there's still a chance to trade for the Three Divine Fruits. You youngsters, quickly hand over this treasure and your storage bags; perhaps we might consider sparing you."
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Dust still swirled in the air as two dark figures leaped out of a large pit on the ground. Although they were far apart and the situation was rushed, Lin Xuan could clearly see their appearances.

Sure enough, they were from the妖族 (Yao Clan).

Both had broad shoulders and thick waists, with similar features.

Their hair was messy green, and they wore heavy armor all over their bodies.

Yes, Lin Xuan was certain that what they wore wasn't armor but something naturally grown on them.

Looking at them, one could see the hard shell of a scorpion, yet the patterns were peculiarly intricate, exuding an air of profound mystery from the armor.

Their eyes were blood red, just slightly larger than a bean, without pupils, yet there was a hint of malice.

They had large mouths that stretched to the ends of their cheeks, filled with sharp teeth. Behind them, a tail gently swayed.

The tail was segmented, ending in hooks similar to those of a scorpion but much bigger.

Lin Xuan hadn't seen such a Yao Clan member before, but from their appearance alone, it wasn't hard to recognize them as scorpions.

Scorpions!

However, ordinary scorpions that could reach the洞玄 (Dongxuan) realm were rare, let alone late-stage Immortal Tribulation. This suggested that these two likely had formidable primitive bloodlines.

Celestial Beasts of the Wilds!

Lin Xuan felt a bit棘手 (jieshou - troublesome).

It wasn't because he thought it would be difficult to defeat them; in fact, with Xiao Die and Yue'er by his side, they had at least an 80% chance of victory.

Saying ten out of nine was right wouldn’t be wrong either.

The problem was that a quick resolution would be challenging.

If the time dragged on, this small space might collapse.

Lin Xuan wasn't worried about being sucked into temporal chaos but feared that if they returned to Drifting Cloud Valley and realized he couldn't defeat them, they might reveal the secret of the Time Stone.

Even if the old monsters outside didn’t believe it, it would still add many troubles for him. After all, the Three Treasures of Time were too valuable to ignore.

Ordinary Immortal Tribulation existences wouldn’t be a concern, but field powerhouses like himself couldn't afford to take them lightly.

What he feared most was trouble.

To eliminate this danger, he had to act quickly and kill these two beasts here. But time was running out; this small space was almost collapsing.

Could he do it in such a short time?

Lin Xuan wasn’t entirely confident but knew that just thinking about it wouldn't solve the problem.

With no more delay, Lin Xuan scanned the two scorpions and noticed subtle differences between them.

Both had broad shoulders and thick waists, but one was slightly taller while the other was shorter and fatter. However, their appearances were equally fierce and terrifying.

The two scorpions still threatened Lin Xuan to hand over his treasure quickly. With no mood for idle chatter, he flicked his sleeves, and a dazzling light emerged as the Nine Palaces Needle Sword leaped out of his sleeve.

...

Lin Xuan’s situation was not discussed further; instead, let's talk about what was happening on the other side.

Rumbling sounds filled Lin Xuan’s ears. Blade and sword lights clashed as Tian Xiaojian and Qin Yan fought with the妖兽 (Yao Beast) in the Hundred Birds Formation.

The battle was intense, but they showed no signs of teamwork; each fought alone.

This wasn’t surprising. Tian Xiaojian had been dragged into this by Qin Yan, whom he hated deeply. It was a miracle he hadn’t caused trouble for Fairy Cloudy Heaven yet, so how could he team up with her?

Qin Yan was delighted to see this situation. With Tian Xiaojian helping to relieve the pressure, she felt much more relaxed. She couldn’t miss this opportunity; how could she break through these guards?

How terrible! Just a step away from the peach tree.

Why must it end here!

She had to seize the moment since this was deep within the瑶池 (Yao Pool), and powerful figures of the Rain Mist Merchant Alliance might come to her aid at any time. She couldn’t afford to be careless; she had a great deal of respect for Li Yutong.

One avatar dared to chase Wang Jiale and herself, so she wasn’t stupid. There must be some backing. Where was Fairy Yutong’s true form?

As time passed, Qin Yan felt more and more ominous premonitions.

She couldn’t afford any delay; they had to leave this place quickly.

However, the path ahead seemed too difficult to achieve.

The Hundred Birds Formation before them, though far from matching the holy artifact, the Hundred Birds Seal of True Spirit, was still not something a late-stage Immortal Tribulation could easily pass through.

If it weren’t for her superior strength compared to others in their rank, she would be thinking about how to survive rather than how to get out.

Qin Yan frowned as she made up her mind; there was no other way but to use that move now.

...

On the other side, Tian Xiaojian’s situation was slightly better.

However, he still couldn’t escape. The True Demon Shatter Void Blade cut through everything with ease, yet the numerous and fearless妖兽数量 (Yao Beast numbers) surrounded him tightly.

"Uncle, you said I could pass if I followed your instructions, right? But why is it like this now?"

Tian Xiaojian was understandably angry.

The plan came from the Demon Lord’s suggestion, and he had agreed to it despite the risks.

But in the end, Tian Xiaojian felt that he had been cheated badly.

"Jiexia, don’t be so anxious. I only said we have an 80% chance of success; I didn’t say we would definitely break through."

The Demon Lord’s face turned red as he tried to change the subject.

"An 80% chance is this outcome?"

Tian Xiaojian retorted impatiently.

"Sigh, it was a miscalculation on my part. I’ve seen the Hundred Birds Seal of True Spirit, but this formation imitates its power, with some differences. As they say, a small difference can lead to a big mistake. I never expected things would end up like this."

The Demon Lord admitted his mistake, leaving Tian Xiaojian at a loss. After all, what use was complaining when the situation had already reached this point? The most important thing was how to get out of here.

"Uncle, do you have any ideas?"

Tian Xiaojian was extremely unhappy with him but still sought advice from the Demon Lord. After all, in terms of vision, experience, and阅历 (lvyue - experience), he couldn’t match his opponent.

"There is an idea," the Demon Lord thought for a moment before speaking with a hint of strangeness in his voice.
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The situation on this side was not discussed, but on the other side, Lin Xuan also encountered a tremendous danger.

The trouble came from time. Two妖族 creatures, though both late-stage cultivators passing through tribulations, were still no match for Lin Xuan in his eyes. For him, they weren’t even considered formidable opponents. After all, with his current strength, challenging them one level higher was as certain as a fact, presenting no difficulty at all.

This wasn't just empty talk; even if it was a one-on-two situation, Lin Xuan had great confidence in victory. Let alone the fact that Mo'er and Huan Yue Mo were on his side now. With more people on his side, the outcome was certain.

However, while this was true, these two late-stage cultivators weren't clay figurines or paper puppets. Defeating them might be easy, but killing them instantly would be extremely difficult.

Lin Xuan knew this clearly, but there was no time for hesitation now. The only choice was to face the challenge head-on. Thus, he immediately revealed his most precious treasure.

There was no need to hide; the sword light was sharp and fell like rain, quickly enveloping the two unknown creatures.

"Y-You..."

The two creatures were furious, but their expressions showed more fear than anger. Initially, they had underestimated Lin Xuan due to his youth, thinking that he must have obtained the Time Stone by sheer luck. Now, they realized how naive their thoughts were; this guy wasn't a minor figure at all. He was playing the role of an innocent and eating tiger, with far more profound magical power than both of them combined.

A hint of regret flashed through their minds but quickly vanished. How could they retreat when faced with such formidable enemies? The Time Stone's value almost rivaled that of the Immortal Peach Fruit; even knowing it was a strong opponent, they couldn't afford to let it slip away.

With this thought in mind, the two creatures also attacked. They both flicked their sleeves, and numerous needle-like projectiles flew out from within. Each one had been forged through countless refining processes, radiating with spiritual light.

The sound of clashing echoed as the Nine Palaces Must-Subdue Sword clashed with the two creatures' treasures in mid-air. As low-rank妖族, they focused on physical cultivation. But at this late-stage tribulation level, it was impossible to judge them by their usual standards. The two creatures were undoubtedly skilled in physical cultivation, and they also had innate abilities and similar magical artifacts as human cultivators.

The needles they used came from the extreme north, crafted from a thousand-year-old black ice. Numerous rare materials totaling hundreds of kinds were added before being cultivated for a million years within their bodies.

Not only were these needles extremely sturdy but also naturally possessed anti-defensive properties. Previously, they had never failed to defeat enemies with this set of magical artifacts. Even at the same cultivation level, opponents could be frozen by the chill emitted from them, leading to lapses in concentration and revealing weaknesses.

In previous battles, they had used these needles to defeat many formidable foes unexpectedly. However, now facing one-on-two, their magical artifacts were clearly outmatched right from the start. While it wasn't a complete collapse, their treasures seemed inferior compared to Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Must-Subdue Sword.

Nine Palaces Must-Subdue was far beyond ordinary treasures; mere coldness was like trying to show off in front of a master craftsman. In terms of power and durability, even against先天至宝, Lin Xuan’s Nine Palaces Must-Subdue Sword wouldn't be at a disadvantage.

As the saying goes, water can dissolve mud; each has its counter. Facing the Nine Palaces Must-Subdue, those magical artifacts couldn’t even leverage their numerical advantage.

The two creatures were in a panic but naturally didn't sit idly by. The taller one on the left, with an intense gaze, opened his blood-red mouth and spat out purple-red妖火. Wherever it passed, the void became blurry, and faint images of countless centipedes appeared within the flames.

This was quite an impressive technique.

Meanwhile, the old creature on the right also moved. These two creatures were brothers who had lived together for many years; their cooperation was far beyond mere telepathy.

As the妖族 spat out fierce flames from his left side, the old creature on the right revealed a demon-slaying staff in his hand and flicked it. Countless staff shadows appeared, easily covering the void like a mountain pressing down. This wasn't over yet; he spread his arms, and electric sparks danced around him. With crackling sounds filling the air, he tore through the void.

Thunder遁术!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. While this technique was not rare, even an元婴期 cultivator could potentially use it. However, despite the similar name, its actual power was incomparable to that of a late-stage tribulation cultivator. The short and stout old creature’s thunder technique now carried spatial pressure.

Spatial pressure, also known as gravitational law, used the mutual effects of gravity to compress people into powder invisibly. In just an instant, Lin Xuan felt like a mountain falling on his head, invisible yet tangible, causing immense frustration.

Following this, crackling thunder sounds filled his ears; the short and stout old monster had already appeared before him.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant. Lin Xuan couldn't dodge as he was under attack from all sides. If another cultivator were here, they might have been reduced to powder by such a sharp attack. But Lin Xuan wasn’t so easily defeated; the hardships and trials on his path had made him fearless.

Those sharp attacks seemed to come in waves, making it impossible to discern their sequence with the naked eye. However, using divine awareness, one could still perceive them clearly.

Courage knows no fear.

Lin Xuan looked up at the purple-red妖火, which was now less than three feet away from him, and the centipede images within it were even more terrifying.

But what of it?

Lin Xuan felt no fear. He opened his mouth and spat out a puff of green mist.

Puff...

A muffled sound echoed as colorful light rays emerged from the green mist—Phantom Spirit Heaven Fire! The five-colored crystal radiated an eerie aura, though only about the size of an egg, it boldly faced the妖fire. In just a moment, both clashed head-on.
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From a size perspective, the outcome was clear; there could be no suspense. However, the power of secret techniques in cultivation was never proportional to their physical dimensions.

What if that demonic fire caused such an awe-inspiring spectacle?

Facing the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, it was immediately outmatched and suppressed... No, the word "suppressed" couldn't even describe it; it should be described as all rivers flowing into a sea.

The color of the demonic fire began to change, as if... being devoured by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

"How is this possible?"

The demon elder on the left was both shocked and angry. He had unleashed the Heavenly Sand Demon Fire, renowned even in the spirit realm, especially with the soul essence of the Frost Ice Centipede condensed within it. Even late-stage cultivators couldn't ignore such a fire; they naturally resisted various attribute flames. How could he be so easily defeated by his opponent's flames?

And this was just the beginning.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire absorbed its opponent's demonic flames, becoming even more prominent, with its five-colored crystal rotating rapidly.

Then came an unbelievable scene: the flames transformed into something tangible and instantly absorbed a large amount of primordial energy from the surroundings. A flaming giant sword appeared in his vision.

With a slight turn, it shot towards the right front, perfectly timed to collide with the numerous staff shadows.

Boom!

Sparkles flew everywhere as the staff shadows vanished, seemingly never having existed.

The Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was indeed Lin Xuan's trump card; within an instant, it had broken through two of his opponent’s traps. Both secret techniques and treasures seemed insignificant in its presence, fragile and worthless.

With the secret technique broken, the two demons also suffered a bit. They were naturally alarmed. The demon on the right reacted quickly despite being stunned by Lin Xuan's Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire. Since his opponent was immobilized, this was an opportunity not to be missed.

Even if his opponent’s secret techniques were powerful, could he still win in direct combat?

This thought flashed through his mind as he unleashed a torrent of demonic energy, charging towards Lin Xuan with a sinister grin.

Lin Xuan did not dodge!

Due to their innate abilities, demons indeed had bodies far superior to humans. But there were exceptions; close-range combat was something that even the human cultivator Lin Xuan would not fear.

He wanted to show his opponent just how foolish this move was.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and electric arcs flickered. With a sudden stretch of his fingers, it seemed as if a piece of cloth had been torn apart; the spatial pressure's shackles were instantly broken.

Lin Xuan did not stop there; he forcefully punched forward with immense power. Golden light surged, and the piercing sound of breaking space grew louder.

This punch was powerful, causing the void to collapse visibly before it could be repaired in a short time.

Force Law!

Only other laws could interfere with spatial forces, and this one wasn't weak. The plump demon elder was stunned.

Before him stood an unassuming young man who had mastered both physical and spiritual cultivation?

And he had honed his body refinement to such a degree that ordinary demons couldn’t even unleash such pure force laws. At least not as effectively as himself.

His eyes revealed a hint of fear; he changed direction, intending to flee. This guy was too cowardly—daring to face a human cultivator but unwilling to engage in direct combat. If this were known, it would be considered shameful and laughed at by the three realms.

But what did such trivialities matter? His life was far more important than mere pride.

"Wanting to run? Too naive!"

A cold smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

The battle had been initiated by his opponent; he wouldn’t let them leave so easily.

Compared to peers, although Lin Xuan’s cultivation progress was swift, he was equally adept at refining various secret techniques.

With a wave of his arm, the terrifying force law turned and merged with the lightning on his hand. A roaring electric dragon emerged.

The plump demon elder roared in anger.

Indeed, the rapid change in tactics left him no place to hide; under duress, he unleashed a torrent of demonic energy, revealing his true form.

Screams echoed.

As expected, this guy's original form was a scorpion. It was over ten zhang long with wings on its back and two tails at the rear. Its body was deep black with intricate patterns, but the most striking feature were the facial patterns on its back, eerily similar to those of the plump demon elder.

"Two-tailed Human-faced Scorpion."

Lin Xuan sighed; this creature was well-known in the wild, yet he had never heard of it reaching late-stage cultivation. Clearly, these twin scorpions must have undergone some kind of mutation to be so formidable.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. The electric dragon charged forward.

As it approached, the scorpion's screams grew even more piercing. Its two tails swayed wildly, emitting streaks of light that resembled Field Xiaojian's True Demon Shatter Sky Blade.

The sheer power was astonishing; the combined force law and lightning turned the dragon into pieces.

Lin Xuan frowned but didn't pursue further as he heard a sound from behind. The plump demon elder had come to rescue his brother.

His attack was ruthless, playing the "divide and conquer" strategy flawlessly.

Lin Xuan turned to meet him head-on...

Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn’t pursuing, the plump demon elder breathed a sigh of relief. Lin Xuan's consecutive attacks almost killed him here; he narrowly escaped disaster.

Damn it, could this really be like trying to steal chicken but losing his hand?

Before he could fully process this thought, another sound of breaking space entered his ears.

He turned around in shock and saw a bright blade slicing down with an exceptionally beautiful woman. The blade and the woman moved as one, aiming directly at him.

Damn it, even a late-stage cultivator was daring to mock me!

That boy couldn't defeat me; could this early-stage female cultivator be so powerful?

It was sheer suicide!

His eyes glowed with malice as he charged towards the blade.

In an instant, the woman and the blade vanished.

"Bad move, it's a illusion!"

Realizing his mistake but too late to escape, once trapped in Little Butterfly’s illusionary trap, even Lin Xuan struggled to break free.
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Before the妖族 before him, although also a late-stage劫兽, his strength was clearly inferior to Lin Xuan. Escaping from this illusion would be like a fairy tale.

To understand why, just consider that the moon figure earlier had been transformed by Xiao Di and the two girls worked in perfect harmony, even using some small tricks. Otherwise, the old monster wouldn't have fallen so easily into their trap.

Now, it was too late to regret his actions. He certainly wasn’t going to sit idly by; he struggled desperately but found no use for his efforts. Xiao Di’s illusions had reached a level unparalleled in history.

For domain masters, there might be a chance of breaking through, but this ordinary late-stage劫兽, if not caught, wouldn't have the strength to escape once ensnared.

It was like a mosquito trapped in spider webs; the more it struggled, the tighter the web seemed to bind. All his efforts were futile. He had become Xiao Di’s prey.

There was no suspense left; even with just Xiao Di, he would be irreversibly destroyed. Let alone Yue Er, who stood by.

Yue Er wasn’t here just for entertainment. True, she was only at the initial stage of渡劫, far below her opponents in terms of cultivation realm. But her 阿修罗诀, even among true immortals, was a rare secret technique.

How could one measure the power of an Arrogant Demon King with mere cultivation realms?

Even in a one-on-one fight, Yue Er wouldn’t be at a disadvantage against this late-stage劫兽; she had the capability to give it a good fight. At this moment, she was merely providing support.

Essentially, there was no danger or difficulty. All that was needed was for Xiao Di to use her 玄阴宝盒 and launch an ambush from the side.

With no need for defense, the attacks were even more ruthless. The power of these attacks was nearly doubled compared to usual.

The bright blade light resembled a meteor shower, falling like comets, causing his scalp to tingle with fear. Even so, the late-stage劫兽 could still barely withstand it. However, Xiao Di’s illusions perfectly served their purpose by confusing him.

True and false, real and illusory. Some attacks would be fatal if struck, while others were mere illusions. If he could distinguish them, there was no need to dodge.

But could this old monster distinguish the truth?

The answer was no. He had to dodge all attacks, true or false, making him appear frantic. The sheer number of attacks made it impossible for him to completely avoid them.

In a breath's time, the old monster was covered in wounds.

He was both shocked and angry. His armor was incredibly tough, far surpassing ordinary ancient treasures. According to reason, a late-stage渡劫 existence should be hard to penetrate. But here...

Anger and shock mingled as he felt regret for provoking these terrifying little monsters. Could it really be that he would mysteriously perish here?

Before this thought could fully form, a blood-curdling scream reached his ears.

He turned to see the head of the taller old monster severed by blade light.

"Brother!"

His face paled with sympathy for his fallen brother. He knew his brother’s power well; it was slightly superior to his own. How could he have perished so easily?

Incredible!

But there was no time to delve deeper as his situation was perilous too.

Sizzle...

A sharp sound echoed, and more blade light flew towards him.

Unable to distinguish truth from illusion, he had to dodge with all his might.

Undeniably, this old monster’s strength was formidable. He managed to dodge several consecutive blade attacks despite his best efforts.

Just as he sighed in relief, a huge butterfly appeared before him.

Statured and magnificent, it was the Moon Illusion Moth!

Xiao Di had revealed her true form.

With a flick of its giant wings, wind blades emerged, followed by a massive tornado.

"Sss..."

The twin-tailed scorpion wasn’t intimidated either; she was indeed the Moon Illusion Moth.

Hmph, mere illusions, once seen through, could they scare me?

They would only end up hurting themselves.

His eyes glinted with malice as he flicked his tails, and法则之力flared. Thousands of rays of light entered his vision.

This wasn’t over yet; he opened his mouth to emit purple-red demon fire.

Combining both powers, the tornado was charged towards them.

Boom!

The next moment, a massive impact echoed.

The primordial energy of heaven and earth was pulled in strange ways by this force. The purple-red flames surged forward but seemed to vanish into thin air, instantly dispelled.

Popping sounds filled his ears as the bright rays also shattered. It was like trying to play with a master’s skills. Pain flashed across the twin-tailed scorpion's face; his tails were broken.

But the nightmare wasn’t over yet. He was pulled into that terrifying storm, and his outer shell cracked under the pressure.

In the end, he was reduced to dust, his demon soul unable to escape.

Only a solitary storage bracelet floated in the air.

"Hmph, fool, you think my true form is just for illusions? How powerful is this tornado? It’s no less formidable than small-scale spatial chaos."

Xiao Di's domineering voice echoed. Lin Xuan sighed; it was indeed fitting that such an ignorant old monster would die so miserably.

While the Moon Illusion Moth’s innate power was indeed illusions, what could a late-stage劫兽 do with just that?

There was no reason to blame fate for his death.

As for the other old monster, Lin Xuan had already eliminated it earlier.

It wasn’t surprising; in a one-on-one fight, these two old monsters wouldn’t have stood a chance against Lin Xuan. They were easily dispatched.

Phew, Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. Fortunately, his concerns were unfounded. The process took much less time than described.

The small space hadn’t collapsed either.

This time, Lin Xuan wouldn't make the same mistake; with a wave of his sleeve, he collected both old monsters' storage bracelets.
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This was far from the end. Lin Xuan casually spat out a fierce flame, which swept over like a tidal wave. The flames were dazzling, and in just an instant, all signs of battle vanished.

Whoosh!

Lin Xuan expelled another mouthful of miasma from his chest, ensuring he could rest easy now.

Although the scene earlier was perilous, the收获 was extraordinary. After all, he had gained two more storage pouches.

These fellows were all late-stage Transcendence Passers, having traveled a long distance to attend the Peach Banquet. Their wealth must be considerable. Apart from other treasures, they likely carried plenty of top-grade crystal stones with various attributes.

With this in mind, if he wanted to bid for any treasure during the upcoming auction, his chances would naturally increase, and his confidence would grow.

His luck was truly amazing, almost like a pie falling from the sky into his lap.

Lin Xuan felt quite pleased. Just then, a rumbling sound entered his ears. This time, it wasn't an accident but the collapse of this small space due to the laws of nature.

The gale-force winds shot out!

Various ripples and waves were numerous and powerful; even ordinary Profound Daoists or Spirit Cultivators in the Subtle Realm might fall victim if they were in their place.

Space collapsing was no joke.

Fortunately, the three people before him were all Transcendence Passers. This minor scene posed no threat to them, and they didn't need to use defensive treasures.

Their protective spirit light alone could shield against the collapsing space's ripples.

Soon, the scenery before his eyes blurred as Lin Xuan felt himself back in that stone house.

Whoosh!

Before he could release his divine sense, a massive tremor echoed.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Could it be that not just him but the entire valley had fallen into chaos?

Who dared to cause such a disturbance in the Peach Pool?

Exterior Demons?

This was Lin Xuan's first thought.

But were these really exterior demons? What was their purpose for doing this?

And could all of this have been arranged by Qin Yan? If it indeed was the Cloud Fairy's plot, where was she now?

Too many questions raced through his mind. But all these doubts flashed by like lightning in a blink.

His immediate concern was not to draw attention. With that thought, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and revealed the Momentary Heaven Scroll.

Moon and Little Butterfly naturally understood Lin Xuan's intent and didn't say much. They darted into the scroll, and Lin Xuan stowed it away.

He had two powerful allies at hand; this was his trump card. He wouldn’t reveal them unless absolutely necessary.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, opened the door, and stepped out. Despite having prepared for such a scene, he couldn't help being shocked by what he saw.

The once calm valley now resembled a pot of boiling soup. There were no exaggerations; everywhere, swords and spears clashed, spirit lights danced, and various magical artifacts pierced through the air.

Moreover, some spirit talismans could be seen, and the flames were dazzling, almost turning the sky into a kaleidoscope.

Whoosh!

Explosions echoed loudly.

In contrast to the spirit lights, dark energy surged. Indeed, these were Exterior Demons; his initial guess had been correct.

These exterior demons were too bold, daring to cause trouble in the depths of the Peach Pool.

Though shocked, Lin Xuan didn't panic but looked around carefully and cautiously.

Soon, he noticed that while many cultivators were engaged in combat, a significant number were merely onlookers.

Many powerful figures from the Three Realms adopted an attitude of "better not to get involved." Even though they had Exterior Demons nearby, as long as they didn't provoke them, these powerful beings ignored them completely and showed no intention of intervening.

Most of those fighting against the exterior demons came from the Rain Mist Merchant Alliance, with many being the armored Shadow Guards.

These guards were familiar to Lin Xuan; they were cultivators with special spirit roots. Their cultivation techniques were tailored by the Rain Mist Merchant Alliance. While their power was not discussed, in critical moments, they could sacrifice their lifespan to advance and temporarily enter the Transcendence Realm.

Lin Xuan had initially been skeptical but now realized he had underestimated the Rain Mist Merchant Alliance's intentions. The rumors turned out to be entirely true.

At this moment, these Shadow Guards' cultivation levels had reached early-stage Transcendence Passers.

Of course, just that wasn't enough to counter the exterior demons, but with their numerous numbers and excellent coordination, even if they were vastly stronger, the situation was pressing.

With Senior Heaven and Grandmaster True Refinement assisting from the side, the exterior demons clearly had the upper hand.

However, these exterior demons seemed fearless of death, fighting back despite being at a disadvantage, showing no intention to retreat. As such, while the Rain Mist Merchant Alliance gained an edge, they couldn't eliminate these demons in the short term. The chaos would likely take some time to subside.

Having observed the situation, Lin Xuan had no intention of intervening.

He wasn’t part of the Rain Mist Merchant Alliance; jumping into trouble was not his choice. Watching and waiting was undoubtedly the wisest option at this moment.

Lin Xuan's gaze swept over, and he saw Senior Dragon Immortal and Fairy Hundred Flowers standing on one side of the valley, about a thousand zhang away from him.

Aside from Big Brother and Sister, Fairy Ruyan also stood beside them.

As they say, love begets affection; since Senior Dragon Immortal and Fairy Ruyan knew Lin Xuan's relationship with Fairy Ruyan, they naturally took care of her.

Just now, Fairy Ruyan had been in danger, but Fairy Hundred Flowers saved her. Both were realm cultivators, and Senior Dragon Immortal’s strength was comparable to that of a Loose Cultivator Demon King. After taking such heavy blows, the exterior demons wouldn't approach them again.

This wasn’t unusual; even if these exterior demons were fearless, the disparity in power was too great for anyone to foolishly provoke stronger enemies.

Their mission from Fairy Cloud was merely to create chaos and buy time.

Thus, after a setback, Senior Dragon Immortal and Fairy Cloud were deliberately ignored, ensuring Fairy Ruyan's safety.
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With eyes scanning all around and ears attuned to every sound, Lin Xuan quickly comprehended the situation before him with the aid of his divine consciousness.

Indeed, not just he but others were in trouble as well; at this moment, the entire Drifting Cloud Valley was embroiled in a massive crisis.

The instigators were those mysterious域外天魔 from beyond the heavens.

But what could their true intentions be? If they really wanted to conquer Drifting Cloud Valley, such manpower would clearly be insufficient. They might cause chaos temporarily but ultimately end up sacrificing themselves for naught.

These域外天魔 are not fools; how could they possibly fail to understand this simple truth? Emotionally and logically, it made no sense for them to act thusly. Therefore… they must have some ulterior motive.

The thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind like lightning but he did not dwell on them further. For regardless of the域外天魔’s intentions, the one who would bear the brunt was Rain Orchid Fairy, the reputed top expert in the Spirit Realm.

Since this had nothing to do with him, why should he overthink it? He could simply stay by and watch the unfolding events quietly.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a layer of green light as he flew towards where Nai Long Immortal and Hundred Flowers Fairy stood.

This time, his luck held out; there were no obstructions along the way. Soon enough, he reunited with his elder brother and second sister, and Joyful Fairy’s face lit up with joy.

She had been worried about Lin Xuan earlier, so now her heart was at ease once more.

With them together, encountering any formidable enemies would be less of a concern.

"Brother, Second Sister, what exactly happened here? How could the revered Drifting Cloud Valley and Rain Orchid Commercial Alliance’s main base have so many域外天魔? Where is Rain Orchid Fairy? Why hasn't she made her move?"

"You ask me. I don’t know either."

Nai Long Immortal's face bore a hint of bitter laughter.

With his extensive knowledge, this scene was entirely unforeseen by him.

Though the域外天魔 were always brazen, their actions today were excessive. They treated Rain Orchid Commercial Alliance as if it didn't exist.

This wasn’t just arrogance; it was sheer defiance.

If they couldn’t be completely annihilated here, both Rain Orchid Commercial Alliance and Rain Orchid Fairy would become laughingstocks in the Three Realms.

Would the Peach Blossom Banquet continue under such circumstances?

Lin Xuan did not know!

Though he had already gained a considerable amount on this trip, who wouldn't want more treasures?

Indeed, the Peach Blossom Festival was filled with countless rare and precious items. Lin Xuan still wanted to obtain a few more.

But now everything was uncertain. Since he didn’t wish to be drawn into the fray, his only course of action was to wait.

...

Watching from afar, waiting for events to unfold, Lin Xuan’s situation was not discussed further.

Meanwhile, Qin Yan's predicament grew increasingly perilous.

Qinglong, Baihu, Zhuque, and Xuanyuan surrounded her, with hundreds of strange beasts nearby. Not only were the numbers staggering, but their attack methods were endless.

Don’t underestimate these妖族; although they originated from clay or wood, driven by the Hundred Spirit Array, they were incredibly agile. The Four Spirits, whether Qinglong or Baihu, were no weaker than true spirits. Zhuque and Xuanyuan were similarly formidable.

As the saying goes, a hero can't fight an army. Even if Lin Xuan were in Qin Yan's position now, he would likely be hard-pressed to fend off their attacks.

Though Cloud Fairy’s strength was commendable, she struggled under these circumstances as her previous power had not fully recovered. Although she managed to advance to the late Transcendence stage, it had been too short a time.

To break through in such conditions required someone with a domain; Qin Yan was still far from that level.

"Ha ha, Jian'er, how do you like my plan?"

"She broke your cover and dragged you into this. Her goal was to share the burden of pressure with you, while I ensured she reaped what she sowed."

From over a hundred feet away, the demon leader's triumphant laughter echoed in his ears.

Sure enough, he was the mastermind behind this scene. Around Tian Xiao剑, only a few妖族 were left, and their desperate attacks meant nothing to him; they clearly had no choice but to give up.

"Jian'er, what are you still hesitating for? Seize this opportunity and break out."

The demon leader couldn't help urging him on.

Though he cleverly set the trap, causing her to suffer, such a situation could not last long. If anything happened, all his efforts would be in vain.

"Hmm."

Tian Xiao剑 nodded, snapping out of his reverie.

Shrugging off his doubts, regardless of what happened, his adoptive father was right; they should leave immediately.

With a surge of demonic energy enveloping him, he wielded the True Demon Shatter Void Blade with lethal precision, dismembering several妖族 around him.

After completing these actions, Tian Xiao剑 took a deep breath, visibly relieved. He intended to leave but then an unexpected event occurred.

Sizzle…

It sounded like a piece of cloth tearing or something important shattering.

Tian Xiao剑 turned his head and saw Qin Yan’s face contorted in pain as beads of sweat formed on her forehead. The demonic energy around her surged like a tidal wave.

Then, all the demonic energy flowed back into her body.

Qin Yan raised her head, emitting a pained cry. Her eyes flickered with a hint of multicolored light but soon everything disappeared.

Cloud Fairy hovered in mid-air, regaining her cold composure.

Suddenly, she waved her hands, and a series of bright lights emerged—like sword slashes or blade qi, raining down on all sides.

Tian Xiao剑’s pupils constricted. He sensed that this attack was different from the previous one but couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it was.

Before he could fully process it, cries of pain erupted as dozens of妖兽 were decapitated and fell to the ground.

Impossible!

Even in late Transcendence, such power wasn’t possible.

Unless… unless she had a domain.

Could this woman be a domain powerhouse?

No, if she had that strength, she would have used it earlier; why wait until now to unleash her full potential?

Confusion filled Tian Xiao剑's eyes as he saw streaks of black light emanating from Qin Yan’s hands.

Wherever they struck, the beasts' roars grew fainter. Then, instead of attacking her, they turned towards him with ferocity, like a sudden storm rushing at him.
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"..."

Tian Xiaojian was instantly stunned.

Even though he had faced countless hardships on his cultivation path, this sudden and perilous situation still caught him off guard.

These monsters were not easy to deal with. They all came looking for him at the same time; a single misstep could lead to his downfall.

How did Qin Yan manage to do it?

"Hmph, you can divert disaster, but don't you dare turn the world upside down on me?"

A delicate giggle entered his ears as Qin Yan raised her jade hand and lightly swiped forward. A flicker of light appeared at her fingertips with a soft 'puff' sound. The light was vibrant and dazzling, containing several complex and extraordinary laws of nature.

Tian Xiaojian couldn't discern anything clearly in the moment; everything happened too suddenly and swiftly.

Qin Yan's sharp cry echoed as she raised her jade hand and forcefully pointed forward. Intense spatial fluctuations followed her actions, causing the nearby void to distort like a collapsing hole. A white light appeared, and Qin Yan jumped into it without hesitation. Her figure blurred before vanishing from sight.

Shattering the Void!

This divine technique was indeed incredibly mysterious to low-ranking cultivators, but for those at the Tribulation Transcending stage, it held no surprises. Tian Xiaojian's face showed disbelief.

While shattering the void might not be impossible in other places, here in the depths of Yao Pool, with countless restrictions, even teleportation was nearly impossible. Shattering the void would naturally be much more challenging.

How did Qin Yan manage to do this?

Incredible!

But now, pondering it was unnecessary; regardless of the reason, the fact remained that Qin Yan had left.

Now, only he was the target of the Hundred Birds Great Array.

The immediate priority should be figuring out how to leave here.

---

Tian Xiaojian and Fairy Cloudy were not discussed further.

On the other side, the situation for Demon Dragon King and Rain桐 Fairy was completely reversed.

In most cultivators' eyes, Immortal Wandering and Beast Kings were often considered on par in terms of strength. It was hard to determine who would come out victorious.

However, was this really true?

Of course not.

As they say, there is no first place in literature, but second place in martial arts; the six top-tier powerhouses of the Spirit Realm wouldn't have any equalities either.

Rain桐 Fairy before him was undoubtedly the number one cultivator in the Spirit Realm. This fact might be unknown to ordinary cultivators, but for top-notch experts, it was common knowledge.

But just how powerful Rain桐 Fairy truly was remained a mystery. She had always been reclusive and rarely engaged in combat over the years, so her true strength was always shrouded in mystery. However, this time, Demon Dragon King had the chance to experience it firsthand.

As they say, fortune favors the bold; he had just bullied Rain桐 Fairy's avatar, feeling invincible, only for his situation to completely reverse when she revealed herself. Now, he found himself in a desperate state.

A loud explosion echoed, like a meteor crashing from the sky. This time, it was Demon Dragon King who was forcefully pushed to the ground.

A deep hole appeared instantly, bottomless and unfathomable.

Despite having restrictions protecting this place, everything around the hole turned into dust.

The power of this strike could be imagined.

Roar!

A voice filled with malice echoed, sounding like it came from the depths of hell. The entire void became scorching hot as a deep pit suddenly erupted in flames. No; it wasn't flames but molten rock gushing out.

In other places, this might have been unremarkable, but here, there were numerous restrictions protecting the area. Each layer's power was enough to make ordinary Tribulation Transcenders despair. With dozens of layers stacked together, they formed an impenetrable wall.

It could be considered indestructible, yet it was easily shattered. Not only that; molten rock gushed out.

The power of this strike was beyond comprehension. Any cultivator would have been reduced to ashes by such a blow, but Demon Dragon King wasn't so fragile. Still, the damage caused by this attack was significant.

---

Demon Dragon King's form reappeared, looking utterly disheveled. His impenetrable scales were shattered, revealing shocking cracks. Blood flowed from his wounds, dark and thick like ink. The blood of true monsters was also bright red; without a doubt, he had successfully possessed Demon Dragon King and undergone years of refinement to completely transform him into a demon.

Despite the severe injuries, Demon Dragon King's aura showed no signs of fear. His eyes were filled with malice as his demonic energy surged. Wounds quickly healed before his very eyes.

Roar!

He raised his head, letting out a deafening roar from deep within his throat. Visible sound waves made the void blur and rushed towards Rain桐 Fairy.

A single fierce roar surpassed even the thundering blow of Buddhist enlightenment, its power shocking.

Next, Demon Dragon King swiped his tail, vanishing from his original spot. In the next moment, he broke through space to appear beside Rain桐 Fairy. And there were eight of them, all identical in appearance and movement. Their auras were also indistinguishable.

Was this an illusion or some other divine technique? It was hard to tell quickly.

Eight Demon Dragon Kings used their claws, mouths, and even summoned various weapons like swords, spears, and daggers. Some even opened their domains, gathering layers of power into attacks that overwhelmed the senses like a tidal wave, all rushing towards Rain桐 Fairy.

There were no illusions or tricks; every attack was real.

Transforming into countless forms was a secret technique from the Immortal Realm, which Demon Dragon King couldn't do. But reducing the number to just eight wasn't too difficult either. It could be considered his ultimate effort, showcasing his hidden abilities.

Demon Dragon King hated Rain桐 Fairy to the core and wanted to surprise her, killing her here.
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Surprise attack, catch them off guard.

After a fierce exchange, the Wutong Fairy's strength had left Demon Serpent King with a clear understanding of her capabilities.

To be honest, she was indeed far superior to him.

Even if she didn't match Arishura from years ago, she was no less formidable than a true cultivator.

In a one-on-one battle, he would definitely lose, but did this mean his defeat was inevitable?

Not necessarily!

One must know that the outcome of a magical duel is influenced by many factors.

It's not always the case that the stronger party will win; otherwise, there wouldn't be instances of underdogs triumphing over their opponents.

And with this sudden ambush, he had already exerted his full strength, deploying his most powerful technique. He didn't expect to kill Wutong Fairy on the spot but just needed to severely injure her.

In an instant, a tide of demonic energy surged forth, chaotic laws of heaven and earth rushing towards Wutong Fairy with all their might.

It seemed she would be overwhelmed by it.

Indeed, Demon Serpent King had cleverly seized this opportunity. However, Wutong Fairy's face showed no signs of fear.

Raising her right hand, a thin, ethereal sword materialized from the air.

She grasped it lightly.

Then, Li Yutong's figure blurred slightly, and she conjured dozens more copies of herself.

"Is that so?"

Demon Serpent King was dumbfounded. The opponent had actually used the same technique to multiply themselves like him.

And the number of duplicates far exceeded his own.

Now, each dragon faced at least two or three Wutong Fairsies.

"Wanting to ambush this Fairy? Fine, let you see the power of Ten Thousand Sword Technique!"

Wutong Fairy's sweet voice emerged from her lips. With a wave of her jade hand, sword light rained down like raindrops, filling the sky with sword showers.

Each sword beam was incredibly sharp, tearing through the void and cutting everything in its path. Even the laws of heaven and earth were reduced to dust by these fierce beams.

Wutong Fairy's reaction was too swift, or rather, too shocking.

The initial ambush had instantly turned into a hard-hitting confrontation.

Boom!

The deafening roar echoed as the outcome was one-sided without doubt.

Eight dragons shattered under the sword light, being forcefully hurled away. Dust filled the air and thunderous sounds continued for a moment before Demon Serpent King reappeared in his true form.

He looked utterly miserable!

His scales were broken, and only two of his original eight heads remained; the rest had been decapitated by Wutong Fairy's sword.

Not just grievous, but on the brink of death!

"Hmph. A域外天魔不过如此，现在还有什么可说的？"

Wutong Fairy's cold voice entered his ears as she finally vented her anger after being beaten so badly.

With no suspense left in this magical duel, Demon Serpent King suffered a crushing defeat.

"Li Yutong, don't be too smug. This grudge will one day be repaid tenfold or even a hundred times."

Demon Serpent King's eyes were filled with venom, and he refused to admit defeat.

His body was covered in fierce light as his form rapidly shrunk amidst the surging demonic energy.

In an instant, he transformed back into a serpent-headed human creature, still severely injured and weakened.

"Foolish. Even now, you won't admit defeat. Wanting revenge on this Fairy, do you think... I would give you such an opportunity?"

Indeed, Li Yutong didn’t believe Demon Serpent King could ever surpass her one day. But danger must be eliminated before it grows.

Since she had confirmed he was a域外天魔, there was no way she would let him leave alive.

As the saying goes:斩草不除根，春风吹又生. With Li Yutong’s level of power and experience, she understood this simple truth all too well.

Her eyes now revealed a chilling intent.

Raising her jade hand, the sword's surface emitted a glow before a flame-like light rose up, not exactly fire but intense with terrifying temporal and spatial forces.

By intertwining time and space laws to enhance each other’s effects, only five or so in the entire Three Realms could achieve such power. Li Yutong had mastered it to perfection.

"Time reversal, shatter the void."

Her light voice echoed as she raised her right hand towards the ground.

Silently, this sword strike seemed devoid of any power.

It appeared like mere posturing!

However, Li Yutong’s solemn use was not a feint.

Demon Serpent King's expression turned extremely grim.

Nowhere to think about dignity; his hands moved like butterflies as he summoned dozens of defensive treasures with colorful spiritual light flickering.

Though the true Demon Serpent King had been taken over, he was one of the three great beasts in the spirit realm, far richer than ordinary ancient monsters.

These dozen defensive treasures were all precious items. One shield-like object and a golden ring the size of a fist emitted radiant light and subtly resonated with nearby primordial energy.

Primordial artifacts!

Demon Serpent King even brought out two先天之宝, rare and powerful. It was remarkable that he could still drive so many treasures despite his severe injuries.

Logically, such defenses should be described as unbreakable walls of iron and bronze.

After all, these treasures would likely have叠加 effects.

One strike should suffice to repel an attack.

However, this time, what faced him was Wutong Fairy's ultimate technique, the perfected temporal and spatial forces!

Sizzle...

The silent sword energy had already invaded. The first to be hit was a thick shield-like treasure, an incredible scene unfolded.

That shield instantly turned into dust.

Following suit, other treasures' light screens shattered as well, utterly useless. Finally, two先天之宝 were left.

Demon Serpent King's face lost all color; he had no choice but to spit out his life essence.

The two treasures emitted fierce light and fused together, forming a golden and silver-colored light ball that enveloped Demon Serpent King.

Li Yutong frowned as she shook her hand. A heart-pounding sizzle sounded, and an exceptionally sharp sword beam appeared, slowly yet powerfully colliding with the light ball surrounding Demon Serpent King.

In this instant, the void turned grayish-white, their domains extended and collided.

金木水火土, the five elements no longer interacted; all laws became chaotic and violent... (To be continued)
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My domain, I rule. ※※

Only by personally experiencing it can one truly understand the terrifying nature of a domain.

The two before me are masters who have dominated across the ages and three realms. Their prowess is unmatched.

A clash between domains is particularly perilous; victory or defeat hangs in the balance as the attributes of the法则之力 constantly shift and erupt, being continuously twisted by the power of both domains.

Li Yutong may not be a trivial matter, but at this moment, Sovereign Jiewang had no choice. Despite his severe injuries, he gritted his teeth and managed to unleash 120% of his usual strength.

Facing any master, one cannot appear inferior. Unfortunately, today's Fairy Yutong is far from the ancient times; perhaps she doesn't match Arhats of old, but from every angle, she can rival true immortals now.

A Dispersed Immortal refers to those who failed the飞升 trials yet survived by chance.

Thus, although they did not ascend to the realm of immortals, their essence power's attributes have fundamentally changed compared to before.

It transformed into immortal spirit energy.

Immortal spirit energy is one of the most significant markers of an immortal.

However, the spirit energy of a Dispersed Immortal is often mottled and impure. This is why they cannot compare with true immortals.

But times change, and today's Fairy Yutong wields spirit energy that is incredibly pure. Even compared to those three true immortals who descended long ago, she surpasses them.

Powerful!

Her understanding of domain application has greatly surpassed what it was in the past.

Sovereign Jiewang fought with his back against the wall, but human strength has its limits. The current Fairy Yutong is indeed beyond his reach.

Despite his utmost effort, he could not change the outcome. His defensive treasures faced the sharp sword energy and were reduced to powder one by one.

Only two先天至宝 remained, fusing into a golden and silver light ball that勉强 held on.

"Accept your loss. What purpose does this futile struggle serve?"

Fairy Yutong's face revealed a sneer as her jade hand swept out another white sword energy.

However, this time, the sword energy paused momentarily before condensing into a massive axe with visible speed.

This axe was over a hundred feet long; its handle could be ignored. The blade radiated cold light, and the surface flowed with awe-inspiring cosmic laws.

At the same moment, silver light flowed from within Fairy Yutong's eyes, and her entire body was adorned with silvery patterns. Her originally black hair transformed into dazzling silver.

Her flowing hair and glowing pupils emitted a series of strange lights as she opened her mouth to speak, clearly uttering "斩" (cut), infused with countless magical powers.

A faint "pfft" sound entered the ears.

The axe blade pierced through the light ball, breaking it apart.

The entire process seemed silent, like water flowing naturally. However, Sovereign Jiewang's face showed deep fear and disbelief… This was a先天至宝, combined with his innate essence energy. Even true immortals would struggle to break this barrier in an instant.

Could Fairy Yutong have become so powerful? Was she now surpassing true immortals, approaching the Arhats of old?

No... It's impossible!

After all the effort I've put in, how can I fall because of a minor matter?

"Is it that my years of hard work were just for those guys?"

Sovereign Jiewang's face twisted with不甘, but he could not change his fate.

With a loud破空 sound, the light ball was split open by the massive axe.

Time seemed to stop. The light ball separated into two distinct halves, and Sovereign Jiewang's body followed suit.

However, the wounds were smooth as mirrors; no blood dripped, and he felt no pain. Yet his face showed utter despair.

His injuries healed at a visible rate, but his appearance aged rapidly.

At this level of strength, regardless of whether he was a demon or a monster, he had long transcended the constraints of lifespan. But now, everything seemed to revert to its original state.

In mere moments, he transformed into an old man with a gaunt face and weak breath; it would not be an exaggeration to say he was on his last legs.

This is the terrifying nature of time's laws. Even if you have surpassed late-stage渡劫, breaking free from lifespan constraints, facing time's laws makes everything seem like fleeting moments.

---

One of the three great demon kings in the spirit realm now appeared as a frail old man at the end of his days.

Even more terrifying was that this damage extended beyond just the body; it affected even the soul and元婴.

"Ahh... Ahh..."

Sovereign Jiewang's face was filled with fear and不甘, but he could not even form complete words.

To fall in such a manner is truly humiliating. But what can one do when one's skills are inferior?

It’s like being fish meat while others wield the knife.

...

At an unknown interface far away from here,

The area was hazy, as if it had just emerged from primordial chaos.

A faint black aura flashed out, no more than an inch long. It quickly disappeared into the chaos.

However, shortly after, the chaos churned with mist, accompanied by a mixture of shock and anger, followed by a roar akin to that of a wild beast.

"Void Lord, why are you angry?" A distant voice echoed, sounding both far away and close at hand.

"Sovereign Jiewang has fallen." The voice from within the chaos sounded angry but with more surprise.

"What? Sovereign Jiewang... It's impossible. That guy took over a great demon king of the spirit realm during the last interface channel opening. After so many years, his identity is a mystery; how could he have fallen? Could it be that he accidentally revealed his true self and was attacked by superbeings from all three realms?" A voice as ethereal as music added.

"I don't know why you're angry. Sovereign Jiewang's success in taking over a spirit realm demon king is merely due to chance. Speaking of strength, this guy was originally the weakest among us; such a waste, he should just be left to die," another deep voice said, but for some reason, it felt uncomfortable.

PS: I returned yesterday and my updates have been affected by accompanying my father to the hospital. Today, I'll update three times as an expression of gratitude. My father has undergone many tests; we won't know the results until next Monday, so I will need to go out then. Please understand if he's fine, I will take a brief rest and definitely post three 9000-word chapters. Thank you for your understanding and support. May my father be healthy and safe.
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"Sympathize with that waste of space? Do you think I have a problem with my head? I'm just worried that without the little brat, Wan蛟王's demise might not be enough to reopen the interdimensional portal. " The Void Demon Lord sighed; his worries were hard to shake off.

"Speaking of Cloud Fairy, hmm, she is nothing but a pawn we use. She really thinks she can become the ruler of the demon realm and knows nothing about her place in the world."

"Hmph, your friend's words are right. That Cloud Fairy is too naive. If the ancient Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor were to rise again, we would still have some reservations, but a mere Cloud Fairy, who is still green behind the ears, wants to become the ruler of the demon realm? It’s sheer foolishness."

Another sinister voice laughed coldly: "Enough, why should you be gloating over her misfortune. We did use Qian Yan as a tool and promised to support the Demon King Wan, but we didn't expect him to die first. Now that Qian Yan is alone, how can she open the portal? Remember, this portal was sealed by all the top-tier experts from the Spirit Realm, Ancient Demon Realm, and Netherworld at the same time. Just one Cloud Fairy would find it incredibly difficult to reopen it. And if we cannot reopen the portal, our ambitions will be nothing but empty talk."

"You..."

The Void Demon Lord was furious, but another voice stepped in to smooth things over: "Friend Seven Holes is right. Why should you get angry? The pressing matter now is to help Qian Yan; otherwise, we'll remain trapped here and our grand ambitions will amount to nothing."

"Helping her, easy for you to say. This place is far from the Spirit Realm; how can we possibly reach it with all our might?" The Void Demon Lord sounded rather irritable.

"Hmph, we may not be able to do it, but someone else might have a plan," another eerie voice said.

"Are you talking about..."

"The Heavenly Witch Goddess?"

"That's right. Why ask such an obvious question when the rest of us know it already?"

The eerie voice sounded confident.

"But can we really trust her? Don't forget, if not for that woman’s relentless pursuit to protect the Blue Star Sea and chase us all the way here, we wouldn’t have been so preoccupied with our own affairs. How could three realms’ experts seize the opportunity and seal the portal together?"

"Hmph, times change. Back then, she was indeed a formidable enemy, but now that she has transformed into an Exiled Heavenly Demon, her interests align with ours. She won't seek revenge," the sinister voice said dismissively.

"Hmph, if not for Asura, we would have controlled all three realms and even the True Immortal Realm back then. It’s truly a pity that it failed in her hands; she is indeed hateful."

"Indeed, but now Asura has fallen, and the so-called experts of the three realms are just empty shells. They pose no threat to us. Once we open the portal again, all realms will fall into our hands."

"Enough talk. Let's go to the Dragon King Pool first and release the Heavenly Witch Goddess. With her power, our plans might succeed," the sinister voice reminded.

"Friend Seven Holes, your concerns are somewhat misplaced. Even if she has become an Exiled Heavenly Demon, what if her strength surpasses ours? Wouldn't that make her our leader?" The Void Demon Lord was worried.

"So what? Why not?"

"Why, do you want to be subordinate to someone else?"

"Hmph, being subordinate is too much for a friend. In the cultivation world, might makes right, and in both the Spirit Realm and Exiled Heavenly Demons, it's no different. This Heavenly Witch Goddess has superior intellect and strength; why can't she replace the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor?"

The sinister voice laughed: "The power of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword is still fresh in everyone’s minds. How will this sword fare after its transformation into a demon?"

"Hmph, hearing you say that makes me curious. The Heavenly Witch Goddess's Black Moon Heavenly Witch Art has boundless power, and the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire is also formidable. What kind of wonders can we expect from this divine technique after it transforms into a demon version?"

"Since none of you have objections, let’s go open the Dragon King Pool to welcome our new Exiled Heavenly Demon ruler—the Heavenly Witch Goddess."

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. The fall of Asura and the chaos in the three realms were orchestrated by the Exiled Heavenly Demons.

In fact, very few knew about it within the three realms, apart from Asura, Li Yutong, and Bingpo. Even among great cultivators, most only had vague hearsay knowledge.

The plot of these demon lords was unknown to anyone; Paochi remained in chaos.

...

Now, let's talk about Qian Yan.

Tiao Xiaojian followed the Demon Realm’s Grand Commander’s instructions, intending to divert blame away from himself. Unexpectedly, he ended up causing his own downfall by stirring up trouble.

He couldn't fathom or anticipate that at a critical moment, Qian Yan would unleash her domain, not only saving herself but also putting Tiao Xiaojian in grave danger.

...

Now, let's continue with Qian Yan’s escape. After escaping the Hundred Birds Formation, she didn’t waste any time and eventually found the Penglao Tree.

The Penglao fruit was said to be one of the three divine fruits in the cultivation world. The tree that bore it was even more precious. According to ancient legends, this was originally a Spirit Realm artifact, one of the Heavenly Roots, extremely rare compared to ordinary immortal treasures and far beyond the reach ofPrimordial Divine Treasure.

In the Exiled Heavenly Demon realm, Cloud Fairy held a respectable position, but she had never seen such a treasure as the Penglao Tree. This time, she finally got to see it for herself.
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"Is this the Peaches of Immortality?"

The Fairy in the Clouds raised her delicate head, and a look of surprise flashed across her beautiful face. At the same time, she couldn't help but turn to survey her surroundings.

This was still an underground cavern or a small space with its own system. Everywhere, vibrant colors abounded. Green trees shaded the area, and flowers bloomed in full splendor. The pervasive essence qi filled the void, making one feel refreshed and at ease.

The瑶池was already a Cave of Immortality, but compared to here, the concentration of essence qi was incomparable. Five-colorful hues often appeared in the void.

Qin Yan raised her hand, feeling it was icy cold as several colorful light points landed on her tender palm.

Essence qi crystallization!

Qin Yan's eyes sparkled with admiration, but soon she lifted her head again. Despite all the miracles in this small space, what most caught everyone's attention were clearly the Peaches of Immortality.

After much effort, she finally saw this divine object.

Qin Yan was overjoyed. Her body radiated a faint green light as she prepared to fly towards the target. But just then, her pupils constricted. A sharp whining sound came from something on her waist.

How could it be possible!

Qin Yan's expression changed dramatically, and an incredulous look appeared in her eyes. Without hesitation, she flicked her sleeve, sending a black light flying out with her movement.

It was an amulet about the size of a palm. Carved into its surface was a vivid depiction of a dragon, with eight heads that exuded dominance as they gazed around.

However, a crack appeared on the surface of the amulet and grew more numerous. Soon, it resembled a spider's web, covering the entire piece. A "click" sound echoed in her ears, and the amulet shattered into dust.

"What...?"

Qin Yan's face turned pale: "Impossible. The Ten Thousand Serpent King has actually fallen."

It was no wonder she was panicking. Before leaving, the Ten Thousand Serpent King had clearly been winning against Fairy Rain桐. How could the situation have reversed so drastically in such a short time?

Was it possible that Fairy Rain桐 herself had arrived?

Even if it were her true form, the Ten Thousand Serpent King wasn't made of clay or paper; Immortal Demon Kings were always on par with each other. Even if Li Rain桐 was slightly stronger, the king could still escape.

How could he be killed so quickly here?

Thoughts raced through Qin Yan's mind as she grew increasingly agitated.

However, these thoughts were useless at this moment. Soon, the confusion on her face melted away, replaced by a determined expression.

Of course, she wouldn't forget why she was here.

With the Ten Thousand Serpent King fallen, Fairy Rain桐 would soon arrive, leaving her with little time. She had to make every second count.

...

Qin Yan's body radiated green light as she continued flying towards the Peaches of Immortality.

Soon, she arrived. The震撼of this legendary holy tree was even greater when seen up close. It towered hundreds of feet high, dwarfing ordinary towering trees. More astonishingly, the entire peach tree emitted a faint, shimmering light.

The five-colorful glass seemed dazzling. As she approached, a dense essence qi wafted towards her, making her feel refreshed just by breathing it in.

Peaches!

Qin Yan's eyes suddenly lit up as she saw several giant peaches on the high branches. They were white with a hint of red and emitted a fragrant aroma.

In the presence of such treasures, no cultivator could ignore them, not even Fairy in the Clouds. She flicked her sleeve, sending out a milky-white demonic aura that transformed into a light halo.

Its target was clear: the holy fruit of peaches.

There were no restrictions here and no one guarding it. Logically, she should have a hundred percent chance of plucking the peaches.

But just as she did so, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

A spiritual light burst from the surface of the peach tree, transforming into a sword that quickly cut through the demonic aura she had released.

"Impossible!"

Qin Yan was shocked. She had clearly checked and found no restrictions nearby. Could it be... the Peach Tree had already reached a level where it could manifest spirit?

She wasn't willing to give up. Bringing treasures from the mountain, one cannot return empty-handed. With her hand raised, Heavenly Demon Sword appeared before her eyes.

Qin Yan hesitated not as she swung the sword. This action triggered cosmic laws, and a massive light blade suddenly emerged. The blade was over ten dozen feet long but had edges so thin they resembled silk. It radiated with potent law energy, slicing through the peach tree like a scythe.

To be honest, Qin Yan's approach was rather crude. If she destroyed the peach tree, even if she obtained several holy fruits, it would be a case of sacrificing the greater for the lesser.

It was indeed wasteful.

But logic aside, she had no time to think deeply at this moment. The fall of the Ten Thousand Serpent King made her anxious, and the principle of bringing treasures without returning empty-handed also weighed heavily on her mind.

Even if the peach tree were destroyed, it mattered little to Li Rain桐. She wouldn't leave anything behind for Qin Yan.

With such thoughts, Qin Yan's sword struck with no hesitation. The sharp blade sliced through the void like a storm, leaving everything in its path fragmented and shattered.

Boom!

A loud sound echoed as the essence qi dissipated, revealing an unbelievable scene: the peach tree was undamaged.

At the moment the essence qi approached, a light shield automatically appeared.

This wasn't due to restrictions but because the Peach Tree actively defended itself by manipulating nearby essence qi.

Qin Yan's eyes widened in shock. The ancient tree had reached a level where it could defend instinctively against external attacks.

The defense was formidable beyond measure. It wasn't that it couldn't be broken, but doing so would require immense effort and time.

With the Ten Thousand Serpent King fallen, she didn't have much time left. The risk of trying to pluck the holy fruit was daunting. She might even fall here, and Qin Yan had no confidence in escaping Li Rain桐's clutches.

To gain something, one must give up something.

Qin Yan immediately abandoned her attempt on the peach tree. This wasn't her goal when she came to the瑶池.

Or rather, plucking the holy fruit was merely a cover-up. Given the excessive risk, it made sense to abandon it for now.

She turned her head and released her divine awareness, quickly locating where the essence qi was most concentrated in this small space.

Her heart leaped as she raised her hand and flicked it at her waist, sending out a black light that spiraled around before settling into a piece of talisman.
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This was a palm-sized spiritual talisman. At first glance, it seemed unremarkable.

But when Qinyan flicked her hand, the surrounding primordial qi began to pour into this talisman continuously.

Then an unbelievable scene unfolded: all the essence qi that flowed into the talisman instantly transformed into extremely dark demonic energy. Strange and complex runes drifted out from its surface, causing the laws of nature around them to become chaotic. What was once a peaceful paradise suddenly turned into a demon realm. However, such changes were only momentary; in an instant, everything returned to normal.

The green mountains and clear waters remained intact, with abundant essence qi. It seemed that all the strange phenomena had merely been illusions.

Yet the Cloud Fairy appeared visibly relieved. With a light flick of her jade hand, a whizzing sound filled her ears as the peculiar talisman instantly disappeared into the ground ten feet ahead, vanishing without a trace.

After completing this task, Qinyan's face was full of joy but she dared not linger any longer. Li Yutong might arrive at any moment.

Qinyan tapped her storage belt and took out a precious item. It wasn't particularly dazzling in appearance; its shape was ancient and obscure, with intricate patterns. She opened her mouth slightly and exhaled a core essence. A clear sound echoed as the round plate emitted a bright light.

The Cloud Fairy didn’t idle either. Her hands moved swiftly, casting spell after spell. The clear sounds became more distant, and the spiritual rays emanating from the plate turned into lively lines extending in all directions. Soon, a small teleportation array appeared before their eyes.

While it resembled random teleportation talismans used in the spirit realm, its true effects were incomparable.

This treasure was called the Star Spirit Treasure Plate. It was a spatial holy artifact, seemingly pushing the boundaries of space law to their limits. Its function was simple: ultra-long-distance teleportation. It could instantly transport someone several thousand miles away.

Even the divine consciousness of the former Asura King couldn’t reach such distances, so it would be absolutely safe after teleporting. However, this wasn't its most precious feature. No spell or array could block its transmission power except for the boundary force.

Apart from that, the Star Spirit Treasure Plate was virtually omnipotent.

Compared to random teleportation talismans, while their basic functions were similar, the actual power they could unleash was incomparable.

For instance, if the Ten Thousand Serpent King had such a treasure, he might have escaped from Li Yutong’s hands on that day. Unfortunately, Star Spirit Treasure Plates were rare. The few celestial demon lords who went through great efforts only managed to obtain one each. They gave it to Qinyan as a life-saving item since they needed her to remove the spatial seal.

At the time, the Ten Thousand Serpent King didn’t pay much attention because his strength was sufficient for him not to need such a treasure in the Three Realms. However, overconfidence could be foolish. Who knew what would happen in this world?

Who would have thought that Li Yutong had already reached such a level of cultivation? Due to carelessness, the Ten Thousand Serpent King fell here.

At this moment, the Cloud Fairy’s situation was equally precarious. She had achieved her goal but now had no way out; returning by the same path seemed impossible.

Using the Star Spirit Treasure Plate became the only choice.

Qinyan was a decisive cultivator and didn’t hesitate due to its rarity or one-time use nature.

Soon, the teleportation array appeared in their line of sight. She took a step forward and stepped onto it.

Just then, a flash of light broke through the void, revealing a white hole. With the distortion of space, an electric force filled the surroundings.

Then a beautiful young woman emerged from the arc of lightning. Her lips were like pearls, her skin like water; she was irresistibly attractive in both appearance and figure. However, her demeanor and aura were vastly different from ordinary women, exuding an air of superiority without needing to command respect.

Li Yutong!

She arrived almost simultaneously with Qinyan.

"Star Spirit Treasure Plate!"

Scanning the scene, Li Yutong immediately recognized the item before her. Her delicate brows lifted as a gloomy expression appeared on her face, but she didn’t hesitate to act. With a flick of her jade hand, a whizzing sound filled their ears as over ten sword qi streaked towards Qinyan like a storm.

The attack from the top cultivator in the spirit realm was naturally formidable. Not long ago, the Ten Thousand Serpent King had fallen at Li Yutong’s hands, but now it was one step too late... no, more accurately, she was just slower by an instant.

Snow-white sword light pierced through the void, yet before reaching Qinyan, her figure vanished.

A hair's breadth made a thousand miles. The Cloud Fairy’s decisiveness saved her from falling.

Li Yutong’s face showed a flash of anger but also helplessness. Human power had its limits; even true immortals were no exception. If the former Asura King were in her position, he would only be able to sigh helplessly.

But this didn’t dampen her spirits. She turned her head and looked around. The peach tree was intact, which wasn’t surprising. A spirit-awakened peach tree couldn't easily be destroyed by anyone.

However, apart from that, there were no signs of anything unusual. Had the opponent come through all these efforts just for the peaches? And yet, they left without getting them, making such a decisive departure.

This conclusion seemed flawless because peaches held great allure for late-stage cultivators.

But don’t forget, the Ten Thousand Serpent King was her accomplice; as one of the Three Great Demonic Kings in the spirit realm, he could easily obtain even the three divine fruits without needing to go through such trouble or risk exposing his identity.

There was no need for such elaborate plans unless something was amiss. Therefore, there must be a conspiracy between them.

But what exactly was their goal? Even with her sharp mind, Li Yutong couldn’t fathom it. She released her divine consciousness and used the Spirit Eye secret technique but found nothing.

Li Yutong’s expression grew even more grim. The unknown was always frightening. At this level of strength, there shouldn’t be anything to fear, except for the域外天魔.
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She could not forget the bloodshed and chaos these fellows had caused in the Three Realms during ancient times. If it weren't for King Asura's clever plan, sacrificing himself, they might have taken over not just the Spirit Realm but even the True Immortal Realm.

"Senior Asura, back then you risked your life to defeat the Heavenly Demons from beyond the realm and saved all sentient beings in the Three Realms. Now these fellows are rising again. Sister, you said that you would reincarnate, so where are you now?"

A soft voice echoed through her ears. The usually aloof Rain桐 Fairy actually sounded somewhat weak: "Back then, Ice Soul had joined us, but your cousin has already developed her own ambitions and is no longer the Ice Soul Primordial. I am alone here..."

Rain桐 Fairy lowered her proud head, but quickly a glint of determination flashed in her eyes: "Sister, you can rest assured. No matter what happens, I will protect this Spirit Realm. Even if it's just me, I won't let the Heavenly Demons' schemes succeed."

With that, Rain桐 Fairy waved her jade hand and broke through space again, leaving.

No one knew about this conversation. Unfortunately, Lin Xuan was not there to witness it; otherwise, he would have been shocked beyond words, struggling to understand everything.

Ancient times... what exactly happened?

Several million years ago, wasn't King Asura leading阴司 ghosts to massacre the Spirit Realm? How could Rain桐 Fairy describe it as a well-intentioned effort?

One was the ruler of 阴司, and the other was the first person in the entire Spirit Realm. They had inevitably clashed back then; either one would die. Now they were calling each other sisters. And Ice Soul... she seemed to have been on the same side with King Asura back then but now had different intentions. What secrets did this involve? It was beyond comprehension.

Only those directly involved knew what happened in ancient times, and no one else remembered.

The Seven Treasures of Asura were still scattered, and Moon's memories had not fully returned. Lin Xuan was unaware that his beloved wife was on such good terms with Rain桐 Fairy. He remained deep within the Jade Pool, quietly waiting for an opportunity.

...

As Rain桐 Fairy left, the small space once again fell into silence.

Time slowly passed, and before long, a full cup of tea had gone by.

"Snap," a crisp sound entered his ears, as if something was broken. Then, a flash of light appeared, revealing a hazy figure.

It seemed unsteady, falling down from the spatial rift with great force.

He looked disheveled but was incredibly handsome.

Little Sword!

However, at this moment, his aura was weak. At first glance, he seemed to be on par with a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, looking pale and defeated.

But... how could that be?

After all, Little Sword had suffered severe injuries but no fatal ones. It didn't make sense for his cultivation to regress so drastically.

Could there have been some special reason?

"Father, I followed your advice and used this Demonic Self-Destructive Secret Technique. But can my cultivation truly recover quickly? After all, reaching this stage took me countless efforts; I wouldn't want to start over."

Little Sword's cold voice entered his ears, filled with worry.

"C Little Sword, by now, shouldn't you still trust your father? How could I deceive you? If not for following my advice and using that secret technique, how could you have escaped the Hundred Spirit Array so smoothly? And if not for your cultivation dropping to this level, how could you remain hidden without being discovered by Rain桐 Fairy?"

"As for whether my cultivation can recover quickly, I can tell you that it will take no more than a few years at most, and possibly up to over ten years. Your cultivation will surely return to its original state," the Demon Lord's voice carried with anger, seemingly upset at not being trusted.

"Father, don't be angry. Son, this is because of my worry, so I spoke without thinking. You shouldn't hold grudges against me. But speaking of that, can I really get the Peaches of Immortality? Rain桐 Fairy mentioned that they are sentient and have formidable defenses. With my current strength, similar to a Foundation Establishment stage cultivator, how could I possibly pluck the sacred peaches?"

Little Sword spoke with concern.

"Hmm, what you said makes sense from a logical standpoint. But since your father made you go through so much hardship to reach this place, there must be some assurance. Gathering more peaches is indeed challenging, but just one should still be manageable."

"Please teach me how."

Hearing this, Little Sword's face lit up with joy.

If he couldn't pluck the sacred peaches, all his efforts would have been in vain.

But if he could obtain it, any sacrifice would be worth it.

"Father, what should I do?"

"C Little Sword, you don't need to rush. As your father said, I will ensure that you can pluck a peach and leave safely. Listen carefully..."

Little Sword took a deep breath, truly calming down. A look of anticipation and joy was clearly visible on his face.

...

Meanwhile, in the valley where the exchange meeting was held, the chaotic scene had gradually calmed down.

Even though some outsiders were watching idly, Rain岚 Commercial Alliance's main headquarters had countless experts. The response from the Two Elders was swift; they called for their shadows to attack the Heavenly Demons beyond the realm.

While the shadows were inferior in combat, their numbers gave them an advantage. Three against one, they could defeat the Heavenly Demons.

Of course, these demons were not easily intimidated. Despite being at a disadvantage, they continued to resist tenaciously.

The Two Elders frowned; even if they finally defeated all the Heavenly Demons, Rain岚 Commercial Alliance's reputation would be ruined.

Where was Rain桐 Fairy? If she had been here, how could such an incident have occurred?

A powerful force across the Three Realms now seemed like a laughingstock. The Two Elders were filled with frustration but knew that being upset wouldn't help. The faster they could stabilize the situation, the better it would be for maintaining Rain岚 Commercial Alliance's reputation.

But this was something that couldn't be achieved in a short time.

The Heavenly Demons not only numbered many but were also fearless of death.

Eradicating them quickly was like trying to dream.

Just when he was at a loss, a tearing sound entered his ears. A large amount of spatial energy gathered above him, and the cultivators looked up in alarm.

PS: Today I have another errand to run with my father to get his test results. I hope everything is fine for my father. Since it's an out-of-town trip, updates might be affected these two days. Please understand. If my father is okay, I will burst into gratitude towards everyone. May Father be safe!
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Then they witnessed a breathtaking scene.

In the void, light flared up and flashed by. A white hole appeared, several dozen feet in diameter, filled with space energy that made one's heart palpitate.

The power was so formidable; ordinary Spirit Tribulation survivors might be torn to shreds if caught in it. Yet, an exceptionally beautiful woman emerged from within as if strolling leisurely through a garden.

That chaotic space energy seemed to have no effect on her whatsoever, instead adding a sense of majesty to the scene.

This lady had an elegant figure and delicate eyebrows, but there was a noble air about her that hinted at her high status. Her identity was clear for all to see.

Li Yutong!

As she appeared, she immediately drew everyone's attention. The Two Heavens Elders were overjoyed and quickly flew past their side to greet her.

"Master Alliance..."

Just as Heavenly璇尊者 began to speak, Li Yutong moved. At that moment, time seemed to stand still.

Her movements were crystal clear to every eye, yet they were also incredibly swift. Simply put, one could see them clearly but would be unable to react in time.

She could see it all, but not follow it—clearly, this incredible scene was due to Li Yutong's activation of the Time Law.

So Lin Xuan saw her delicate fingers flip, revealing a divine sword that she swung downward.

The entire action was seamless; as soon as the attack began, it unfolded with perfect fluidity.

The sword light was brilliant!

It shone like a giant flower blooming in their vision, dazzlingly bright. Accompanying this were sharp sword qi.

Like raindrops on banana leaves or petals scattering, despite only one sword being swung, the sword qi spread to all corners, elusive and hard to pin down.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted at that moment.

It was as if he had been spotted by a snake. This single sword strike from Li Yutong posed an immense threat.

Though it wasn't aimed directly at him, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel a sense of impending danger... If this sword were truly meant for me, could I dodge it?

He didn't know. Or rather, Lin Xuan had no confidence in his ability to do so.

In the blink of an eye, the astonishing power of that single strike was revealed before everyone's eyes.

"Ah!"

"Aieyoy!"

...

Cries of pain echoed continuously into their ears.

The域外天魔 who had just been fearless were completely wiped out by this sword strike.

One strike to clear the demons!

Lin Xuan had always thought it merely a legend. But now, this spectacle was happening before his very eyes.

With one move and a single sword swing, hundreds of these powerful域外天魔 fell without a chance to escape.

These creatures were no weaklings; all were at the Spirit Tribulation stage. Otherwise, the Rain Mist Alliance led by the Two Heavens Elders wouldn't have been in such a tough battle.

The 3000 Shadow Guards had spent so much time but failed to clear these域外天魔, yet under Li Yutong's single sword strike, they couldn't even last one round.

If not for seeing it with their own eyes, no one would believe this story.

Was the Rain Mist Alliance severely embarrassed by this turn of events?

Had its prestige been tarnished due to this unexpected incident?

The answer was a resounding yes!

But at that moment, everything seemed to reverse.

The three realms' powerful beings, who had stood by and watched, all showed signs of respect on their faces.

Li Yutong's single sword strike alone could restore the Rain Mist Alliance's prestige.

No matter what it had endured before, as long as she was here, no one would dare treat the Rain Mist Alliance lightly.

Securing the lives of hundreds of域外天魔 with a single sword swing—only true immortals might accomplish such a feat.

Strong, incredibly so!

The first person in the Spirit Realm not only lived up to his reputation but also demonstrated far greater power than his fame suggested.

People were awed and intimidated. At that moment, no one dared oppose Li Yutong.

But then, something even more astonishing happened.

Li Yutong's lips parted slightly, and a pleasant voice echoed in their ears. Though soft-spoken, the content was like a thunderclap: "I apologize for scaring you all. I have indeed failed to properly entertain you. The Ten Thousand Serpent King has conspired with the域外天魔 from outside, plotting the Peach Immortal Fruit, and he has been slain by me..."

"What?"

Before she finished speaking, a cacophony of discussions filled their ears as the cultivators couldn't hide their astonishment.

It was no wonder they were shocked. The news was too outrageous: the Ten Thousand Serpent King conspired with域外天魔?

Are you serious!

The Ten Thousand Serpent King was one of the three great demons in the Spirit Realm.

As a top existence, he had no reason to be associated with域外天魔 unless he was insane.

This defied logic and was hard to believe.

But if it were a joke, Li Yutong's personality was notoriously aloof, and there was no way she would make such a joke.

For a moment, the cultivators were uncertain. The clamor grew louder.

But soon someone noticed that the Ten Thousand Serpent King was indeed not present.

Still, Li Yutong's statement was too shocking to be believed by many. No one dared question her, for her single sword strike had frightened even the strongest in the three realms.

It took half a cup of tea before a voice like a golden thrush emerged from the mists and silenced all doubts: "Sister Yutong, are you saying that the Ten Thousand Serpent King truly conspired with the域外天魔 and was slain by you?"

The cultivators turned to look at this voice. The title was outrageous.

Li Yutong's power was unparalleled, her personality aloof; few had any dealings with her, let alone called her sister.

In all of the three realms throughout history, no more than five people could claim such a title.

The owner of this voice was shrouded in white mist, even the Spirit Eye Technique couldn't discern her. But just from her silhouette and outline, she was breathtakingly beautiful.

Her identity needed no guessing.

Queen of Qingqiu, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

She called Li Yutong 'sister' not because she had surpassed her in power but as a member of the demon race, with a longer lifespan than human immortals. Even though everyone now lived forever, she was older than Li Yutong by sheer age.

Of course, these were minor details that few cared about; what mattered was the question raised by the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

Everyone waited for Li Yutong to explain, and she didn't dilly-dally, answering confidently: "Yes. Strictly speaking, it wasn't a conspiracy because this Ten Thousand Serpent King had already been possessed by an extraterrestrial demon lord millions of years ago."
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"What?"

The answer was even more outrageous. The Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents had already been possessed, and his identity had always been that of an outsider demon.

Could it be that one of the three great demon kings in the Spirit Realm was actually a hidden pawn set up by those demon heads from beyond the heavens?

This answer was simply unbelievable. But Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents was indeed not here at this moment. Moreover, there had been no record of any grudge between Li Yutong and him.

Even if they did have an enmity, it would be impossible for her to frame him in such a way, as such lies were too easily exposed.

When the time came, Li Yutong's reputation would be ruined. Unless she had some mental issues, no one would act so foolishly.

This thought ran through his mind, and already someone believed what Fairy Yutong said. No wonder it was in such a mess earlier; she hadn't even shown up.

Was she fighting Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents?

But the two were equally renowned as Immortal Demons. She had managed to kill him so quickly, which seemed impossible given his strength, even after being possessed.

Li Yutong might be considered the top in the Spirit Realm, but such a feat was too glorious. However, when one thought about her sword strike earlier, it made sense.

Most cultivators didn't know that Li Yutong's actual battle with Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents had lasted much less than they imagined. For most of the time before, Fairy Yutong merely used her avatar to fend off a formidable opponent, while she killed him in just a short while.

A skilled warrior does not boast of his achievements; a good doctor does not seek fame. While Fairy Yutong's reputation was not as well-known, her strength far exceeded everyone's expectations.

Of course, not every cultivator doubted what she said. The merchants from Rainy Mist Alliance revered Li Yutong like a deity. They believed in everything she said without hesitation, and cheers kept echoing:

"Fairy Yutong has unparalleled power, shaking the Spirit Realm."

...

As time passed, most people began to believe Fairy Yutong's words, but doubts still lingered.

Even if Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents was indeed an outsider demon, he had never revealed his identity for so many years. It made no sense for him to risk everything just for a few peaches.

From any angle, it wasn't worth the risk.

This doubt didn't stay hidden in everyone's hearts; Guanghan True Man asked: "Fairy Daoist Yutong, what is the true purpose of these outsider demons? It can't be just about those immortal peaches."

"Indeed..."

Li Yutong showed a hint of hesitation. After some thought, she slowly spoke: "To tell you the truth, I don't know either."

"You are also unsure?"

"Yes," Fairy Yutong nodded. "They were indeed after the peach tree. At that time, there were two outsider demons; Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents held me back while this Cloudy Fairy continued towards the peach tree."

"What? Cloudy Fairy?"

Over the years, Qin Yan had caused much bloodshed in Fairy Yutong's realm, so many old monsters here knew her reputation. Lin Xuan's brows were tightly furrowed.

Qin Yan was indeed involved.

According to this speculation, the old monster he met in Drifting Cloud Valley was almost certainly Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents' avatar.

No wonder his strength was so extraordinary.

Of course, Lin Xuan also cared about whether Qin Yan had perished. Although they had a history, Lin Xuan didn't want to hear news of her demise.

Whether he was being overly sentimental or just nostalgic, the truth was that he cared deeply for her fate.

Thus, Lin Xuan's face showed concern as well.

"Qin Yan, what happened? If I remember correctly, this Cloudy Fairy’s title is similar to Sister Flying Demon Ancestor. Is it a coincidence, or do they have some deeper connection?"

Another authoritative voice entered his ears, filled with power and authority. Looking around, Lin Xuan saw a powerful man with a bald head and bare feet, exuding the aura of a king.

His appearance was not mentioned, but he was incredibly tall, muscles like steel coiled around him.

It was easy to guess who he was; one of the strongest Immortal Demons, the most adept in body cultivation techniques.

Whale King!

"Your words are reasonable. I almost forgot that Cloudy Fairy seemed familiar. She must be Sister Flying Demon Ancestor's sister."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he heard this. Qin Yan’s background was so extraordinary; what about the transmission scroll she used earlier? Was it related?

He cared more about her fate.

"Turns out, it's that wicked woman. No wonder she dared to be so bold. Did you kill her?" Another voice entered his ears, filled with resentment and anger. If he guessed correctly, this person had a grudge against Cloudy Fairy.

"No."

"What? With your power, even Vengeful King of Ten Thousand Serpents was slain, yet Cloudy Fairy managed to escape?"

The voice was shocked, and the tone became incredulous and suspicious.

Lin Xuan turned his head to see who it belonged to. The figure was a graceful and dignified immortal with an air of scholarly elegance. With three long beards, he looked extremely handsome at around forty years old.

His aura was pure and powerful; his identity was clear—Master of the Confucian School among the Three Immortals, Solitary Wild Goose.

"Why should I doubt? If I could eliminate Qin Yan, would I spare her?"

Fairy Yutong's face showed a hint of dissatisfaction. "Her strength has not fully recovered yet. Originally, leaving her alone wouldn't have been difficult, but she had a Starlight Treasure Disk in her possession."

"What? Starlight Treasure Disk?"

Amidst the shocked exclamations, everyone knew about this treasure’s reputation; these were all top-notch old monsters from the Three Realms.

Thus, it made sense that Cloudy Fairy could escape once the Starlight Treasure Disk was activated. The former Asura would have been helpless as well.

"Has she escaped? What is her target then—those immortal peaches?"

Solitary Wild Goose still had some doubts.

"I don't know either. I've already thoroughly examined the location of the peach tree, and there's nothing amiss."

Fairy Yutong showed no concealment; this came from her immense confidence. On another hand, revealing it might also gather collective wisdom.

After all, one person’s plan is short-sighted; two people’s plans are longer. With so many Golden Transformation Realm existences present, if the outsider demons returned, none could escape. Since everyone was involved, leveraging their collective intelligence made sense. Perhaps they could uncover the outsider demons' plot?
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Raindrop Fairy Consort exerted much thought in this matter, but many things did not always go as one wished. Initially, she had hoped to gather everyone's wisdom, but the old monsters present could not provide her with what she desired.

As time passed, the atmosphere gradually cooled down.

No one took up the offer; no one knew exactly what the Demonic Tyrant of the Outer Realm intended.

Against ordinary opponents, one might employ Soul Searching techniques and discover some clues. However, for high-ranking Demons from the Outer Realm, this technique was almost ineffective due to their immunity.

Thus… they could only guess!

However, the clues were too scarce. Even among the present cultivators, who were all shrewd and experienced, they still couldn't fathom why the Demonic Tyrant went through such great trouble, even revealing his identity as the Ten Thousand Serpent King, to achieve something.

Raindrop Fairy Consort sighed inwardly, her face showing a trace of disappointment that quickly vanished. At her level, she naturally controlled her emotions well.

"Alright, this matter has come to an end for now. We will discuss the Demonic Tyrant's intentions later. This time, Raindrop failed to entertain everyone properly; I hope you won't mind. As for the Peach Blossom Festival, it will not be interrupted. The auction will still proceed as scheduled. Of course, if any of you feel uncomfortable and wish to leave, this palace will have no objections. In short, come or go as you please. Now, let's see how everyone chooses."

Raindrop Fairy Consort's voice slowly entered their ears, like a stone dropped into a calm lake, stirring up another wave.

What confidence and demeanor meant was once again demonstrated by the灵界第一人.

Despite such an unexpected turn of events, the Peach Blossom Festival continued without any changes. Any other cultivator would have been terrified to do so, which is why everyone present felt shocked and amazed.

"Raindrop sister truly has great courage. Since it's like this, I naturally won't leave either. Considering how significant this Peach Blossom Festival is, there should be even better treasures ahead. Even if we don't use them, broadening our horizons can never hurt."

A pleasant voice entered their ears, sounding as melodious as a pearl falling into a jade dish.

Nine-tailed Fox Fairy!

This was the first to support and aid Raindrop Fairy Consort.

"Thank you, Your Majesty!"

Raindrop Fairy Consort's face lit up with a smile.

"I naturally won't leave either. What can the Demonic Tyrant do to me? He comes again, what of it?"

Another lazy voice echoed. Nael Dragon True Man's face showed signs of fatigue; he lacked any trace of a master's demeanor.

"Indeed, the Demonic Tyrant's plot is truly formidable. If they dare to come again, I won't sit idly by."

A stern voice entered their ears. This was none other than the Great Whale King making his stance known.

Following him were Solitary Wild Goose, Broad Cold True Man, and several renowned top-tier experts, all expressing support for Raindrop Fairy Consort.

Firstly, they had a close relationship with this灵界第一人; saying one's honor is tied to another’s was an exaggeration. However, the Peach Blossom Festival losing face was something they didn't want to see either.

Secondly, the Demonic Tyrant once stirred up countless bloodbaths in the Three Realms. These top-tier experts had all experienced that fierce battle.

Since it left such a deep impression, they naturally didn’t want to repeat history. For their own sake, they would stand by Raindrop Fairy Consort at this moment.

...

However, matters were far from over because not just the spiritual realm's experts expressed their stance; the Peach Blossom Festival was grand and significant enough that阴司界and the Ancient Demon Realm also sent many top-tier experts through the void to participate.

Their attitudes were crucial.

Raindrop looked around. At a distance, Ice Spirit Fairy Consort just lifted her head.

The two women's gazes met in mid-air, both deep and filled with too much unspoken information.

While Raindrop's gaze was sharp, Ice Spirit's carried a hint of disdain.

However, all the exchanges were brief.

Soon, their gazes became calm. Even on Ice Spirit's face, there was a trace of amusement: "Sister can kill the Ten Thousand Serpent King; that’s impressive. This sister will naturally not miss this Peach Blossom Festival."

On the surface, these words seemed polite, but for some reason, they felt uncomfortable, as if tinged with mockery.

Raindrop Fairy Consort had eradicated the Ten Thousand Serpent King and震慑ed the Three Realms' powerful figures. But Ice Spirit didn't seem to care much about it.

Her words implied that the Ten Thousand Serpent King was a waste.

Of course, not everyone could discern this meaning, but regardless, Ice Spirit had stated her intention to stay here. The Holy Ancestor of the Precious Snake, accompanying her, would naturally have no other plans either.

Two Primordial Ancestors spoke with one voice; how dare any ancient demons do something that would spoil their fun?

All expressed their willingness to continue participating in the Peach Blossom Festival.

"Since everyone intends to stay here, this king won't be leaving."

Just then, a cackling sound entered their ears. Lin Xuan turned his head and saw an oddly shaped figure.

At first glance, it resembled a human emperor but was withered and gray-faced, wearing silk robes and jade belts, with a high crown on its head. A faint stench of death permeated the air around it.

Its realm couldn't be clearly felt; inexplicably, there was a sense of ethereal emptiness.

Surrounding this figure were numerous large ghosts and demons. From this, his identity could be guessed: among the Three Realms, only the Golden Moon Corpse King had a similar appearance.

"How about it, Corpse King decides to stay? Then I'll accompany you to your grave!"

Another voice entered their ears. His master was tall and powerful but like the Nine-tailed Fox Fairy, all one could see was a blurry silhouette with a veil of mist covering his features.

"Hmph, Bright King really likes to joke around. If staying here requires risking life and limb, how about the others?"

A cold voice drifted over.

"Dark King of the Netherworld, have you already escaped? Congratulations."

Heavenly Saber Bright King did not back down; he retorted with a mocking tone.

"With your friend's help, I will repay this great favor someday."

"Oh, is that so? Then I'll wait. But be careful, or you might end up losing more than you gain and face the consequences of being scattered to pieces."

"You…"

Dark King of the Netherworld was furious. Seeing how the situation was escalating, Raindrop Fairy Consort intervened: "If the two of you have personal grievances, resolve them outside. I invited you here to the Peach Blossom Pool; it's not for me to watch you perform."
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Rain桐 Fairy's voice was icy cold, and the words she spoke were even more disrespectful. However, neither the Heavenly Saber Ming Wang nor the Dark King of the Netherworld remained silent.

This woman wasn't easy to provoke.

Moreover, her mood at this moment clearly wasn’t good. Once she lost her temper, it might really lead to a fight between the two of them without any hesitation.

And there was a recent precedent.

The Ten Thousand Serpent Sovereign had fallen because of her.

While others might still have some doubts, as one of the Six Nether Kings, these two guys knew Rain桐 Fairy very well. This woman's character would never indulge in empty boasting.

If she said that the Ten Thousand Serpent Sovereign had perished at her hands, it was a hundred percent true.

Such a formidable enemy wouldn't be provoked by mere words; after all, compared to one’s life, a little face wasn’t worth much.

The two wisely chose silence, and as a result, other powerful figures from the Netherworld Realm dared not leave either.

...

With this matter settled, the Peach Banquet finally resumed. Although there had been many chaotic twists and turns, it was now back on track.

"Is no one else wanting to leave?" Li Yutong's cool voice echoed in their ears.

After asking three times, a response finally came:

"Your Excellency is joking. With you here, any number of Demonic Deities from the Outer Realms would be walking into death. How could we possibly think about leaving?"

"Right, I was foolish before. This time, when more Demonic Deities from the Outer Realms come, this old man will definitely not stand idly by and will fight alongside Your Excellency."

"Exactly, exactly. As long as we work together, a few Demon Heads from beyond the heavens are nothing."

...

The responses were continuous. While the Two Heavens and Earth Elders might not care much about their words, Rain桐 Fairy's face had to be saved.

Of course, while they said this, how sincere their hearts truly were was hard to gauge.

But Li Yutong wouldn’t care either way; every one of these cultivators was a cunning old fox. To get their genuine help would be as difficult as climbing heaven itself.

There was no profit without early rising in the cultivation world—full of deceit and trickery. All she wanted was just some face.

...

The smooth continuation of the Peach Banquet was enough for now.

"Thank you all for your understanding. Now, take a short rest, and the Peach Banquet will continue. Tianxuan, it’s still up to you to handle things from here on out; I won’t leave the venue."

"Aye, Master."

The Two Heavens and Earth Elders’ faces were filled with respect. No matter how big the difficulties, they truly could be resolved at Rain桐 Fairy's hands.

Apart from admiration, he couldn't help but feel a sense of reluctance to be driven by her.

Lin Xuan had witnessed everything firsthand and was deeply impressed by Li Yutong’s handling of the crisis—swift and thorough without a single flaw. Of course, this all relied on her formidable strength as a top-tier Loose Immortal.

The former Asura must have been even more impressive. What kind of风采: demeanor or风采: charm/appearancewould he display?

Curiosity, speculation, and anticipation were more dominant than anything else. No matter how many hardships lay ahead, he had to gather the Seven Treasures of Asura as quickly as possible.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with enlightenment and motivation.

Of course, on the surface, there wasn't a hint of change. Lin Xuan was just as interested in the second half of the Peach Banquet.

Indeed, this journey had already yielded enough treasures. He could say that his goals were all met. If it were another cautious cultivator, they might have left by now, but Lin Xuan didn’t think so.

The first half of the Peach Banquet had left a deep impression on him; he was sure the second half wouldn't disappoint either. As for treasures, who could be too greedy? If anything proved beneficial to him, Lin Xuan would not hesitate to act.

...

There was no need to elaborate on what happened next. The Rain Dawn Commercial Alliance was known for its efficiency. Soon enough, a maid came out and led the great cultivators to specially designated rest pavilions.

After the disturbance by Demonic Deities from the Outer Realms, the Peach Blossom Pool was in disarray. To restart the Peach Banquet, it needed thorough cleaning and tidying up.

Lin Xuan didn't say much; he found a quiet room and sat cross-legged to meditate. Although he had the help of Little Butterfly Moon earlier, the amount of mana consumed was considerable. Now was the perfect time to recover.

A day quickly passed by.

"Knock knock," came the sound from outside: "Senior Lin, are you there? The Peach Banquet is about to resume; would you like to join us?"

A respectful and gentle voice echoed in his ears. It was clear that a maid from Rain Dawn Commercial Alliance had come to invite him for the latter part of the Peach Banquet.

"Of course."

Lin Xuan's slow but firm voice entered their ears, coinciding with the end of his meditation. Although he couldn't say his mana was fully restored, it was close enough to peak performance.

...

With a flick of his sleeve, the door opened automatically, and Lin Xuan stepped out.

A beautiful young maiden stood respectfully outside.

Her head lowered, she wore white robes; her cultivation level wasn’t extraordinary—just at the Condensation Core stage.

"Salute Senior."

Seeing Lin Xuan come out, she curtsied gracefully. A mere Condensation Core cultivator would naturally feel some tension when facing a Transcendence Realm existence.

"Don't be so formal, just lead the way," Lin Xuan said with a gentle smile on his face.

"Aye!"

She didn’t dare disobey and curtsied again before turning to walk ahead.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow but followed silently behind her.

They walked through red pavilions and low windows, following winding corridors, passing by several short-range teleportation arrays. Finally, a heavy stone door came into view.

"Senior, the venue for the Peach Banquet is inside this door. I can only escort you up to here; please enter on your own from now on."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded in agreement. He had no objections.

He glanced at the stone door, which was adorned with ancient patterns and seemed to have a series of interlocking arrays. With Lin Xuan's keen eyesight, he could tell it wasn't an ordinary door; there were layers within.

But without hesitation, he stepped inside. A momentary dizziness appeared as he crossed the threshold, similar to long-distance teleportation.

Afterward, Lin Xuan found himself in another realm.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was certain that he was no longer in Rain桐's Realm. This wasn't a guess; it was because the laws of the spirit world varied slightly among different small realms.

Lower cultivators couldn’t feel these differences, but at his level, they were easy to discern.
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Lin Xuan's first reaction was that he had made a mistake.

After all, it seemed too outlandish for the Peach Blossom Banquet to be relocated to another plane when it was reopening. Although the Rain Mist Commercial Alliance was incredibly deep-rooted, such an action would have been too costly and unnecessary in Lin Xuan’s opinion. The plot of域外天魔 (Sovereign Demon Tyrant) had already been thwarted with significant losses; it wouldn’t be so quick for them to regroup.

Therefore, there was no need for such a move, as it would only result in a loss. This made Lin Xuan doubt his initial impression, but the moment of doubt lasted only an instant. After calming down and carefully perceiving the laws of nature, he confirmed that this indeed was another plane, with clear differences.

This was undoubtedly another plane.

Amazed yet pragmatic, Lin Xuan looked around to observe his surroundings. First, he released his divine sense.

To his surprise, the plane was incredibly small. It seemed more like a legendary Spirit Mysterious Garden than an actual plane. The scenery was filled with countless rare flowers and strange grasses, and the concentration of essence qi in the air was astonishing.

Even more unbelievable were some famous fruits from the cultivation world that grew by the roadside, within reach.

But Lin Xuan wouldn’t be foolish enough to try taking them. There must have been precautions and intentions behind the Rain Mist Fairy’s choice of this location for the Peach Blossom Banquet.

This wasn’t just clear to Lin Xuan; the old monsters who had arrived knew it as well. Despite the abundance of treasures, no one showed any signs of greed. The plane was too wondrous, but its size was a drawback.

The view extended only about a hundred miles in all directions. Building a city would be fine, but for an entire plane, it was far too small, making it more suitable to call it the Spirit Mysterious Garden.

Wasn’t this the Rain Mist Fairy’s Spirit Mysterious Garden?

All the treasures here belonged to her as the top cultivator of the spirit realm.

Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling envious.

After all, there were so many precious items that even he would be tempted. Lin Xuan's thoughts raced as he walked forward without showing any signs of interest. He followed a small path and soon found himself in an open space on the other side of a small hill.

The ground was lush with green grass, and flowers bloomed everywhere, their fragrance wafting through the air. The Two Elders of Heaven and Earth stood under an ancient pine tree to greet the guests. As Lin Xuan approached, they greeted him warmly. Ti Xuan尊者 stepped forward: "Friend Daoist Lin, we apologize for any inconvenience during this sacred gathering. We wish you good fortune in finding treasures that suit your heart and returning full of them."

"Thank you for your kind words," Lin Xuan responded, not showing any sign of disagreement.

The Two Elders chatted casually with him before walking to the front stage. Ti Xuan尊者 began: "This Peach Blossom Festival has encountered some unexpected issues. As hosts, we are deeply saddened and apologize. To show our sincerity, the latter part of this festival will be held in the Spirit Mysterious Plane."

"Wait, is this really the Spirit Mysterious Plane?"

"Is it true? This plane actually exists?"

The moment Ti Xuan尊者 finished speaking, murmurs of astonishment filled the air.

Various discussions echoed as Lin Xuan appeared confused. "Spirit Mysterious Plane, isn’t that famous?"

Lin Xuan turned to his companion for clarification. "How come you haven't heard of it?"

A bearded old man answered him. His face was kind, and his cultivation level was relatively low compared to those around.

"I originally struggled as a cultivator. Recently, I broke through my bottleneck and went on an expedition. By chance, I received an invitation to participate in the Peach Blossom Festival."

Lin Xuan spoke calmly.

"Ah, that explains why you didn't know about it," the old man said without any suspicion, his face showing a hint of pride as he continued: "The Spirit Mysterious Plane did not exist in ancient times. It came from legend..."

"Legend?"

"Yes."

The old man nodded and his eyes grew distant. "In ancient times, there was a change in the仙界 (Celestial Realm). The drug garden fell down, creating this plane with the best environment."

"What? A drug garden of the Celestial Realm?"

Lin Xuan was shocked: "I saw many rare fruits on my journey but didn’t see any celestial treasures."

"Haha, you are too naive. The treasures you saw were just ordinary items. True treasures wouldn't grow by the roadside," he said with a smile.

"Ah, that makes sense," Lin Xuan smiled self-deprecatingly. His initial thoughts had been overly simplistic. This meant Rain Mist Fairy’s wealth was far greater than he imagined.

The Spirit Mysterious Plane wasn’t just a drug garden; it likely had ties to the Sovereign Demon Tyrant as well. The voice continued: "The legend of the Spirit Mysterious Plane has existed for ages, but no one could ever verify its existence. It turns out it’s true."

The old man's amazement surprised Lin Xuan. Why was the Peach Blossom Festival held here?

PS: Dad is sick, and I'm really exhausted trying to figure out what's wrong with him. Despite doing everything possible, we still can't pinpoint the cause. After a bronchoscopy, we hope for an answer soon, but further tests like biopsies may be risky. Considering Dad’s current condition, we decided not to proceed just yet and will continue with conservative treatment via intravenous therapy and traditional Chinese medicine. I'm really stressed out because of Dad's illness; I can't burst into tears now. I'll try my best to update, but the release might have to wait. If Dad improves after a period of treatment, I promise to keep my word. Please bear with me for now.
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Lin Xuan's mind was filled with doubts, but it wasn't urgent to ponder them now. He kept his composure and waited for the Peach Blossom Banquet to resume.

Not long after, the Two Elders of Heaven and Earth weren’t slow in realizing what everyone was waiting for. They briefly explained before declaring the auction to begin.

This time, they themselves would be hosting it.

Tianxuan stepped down while Dijiyi Immortal waved his hand. As he did so, a maid carrying a silver platter gracefully approached him. Dijiyi Immortal lifted the red cloth covering the platter.

Instantly, the aura of spirit energy dazzled and the fragrance was intoxicating. The gasps from the assembled cultivators filled the air.

"Red Silk Fairy Fruit—didn't I see it right? This is said to be a divine fruit that can restore any severe injuries with just one bite. And those purple pineapples, could they possibly be the Primordial Heaven Divine Fruit? It’s rumored that eating them enhances the magical power of cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage. If you manage to eat seven or eight of them, even a late-stage Tribulation Transcender can double their magical power on top of their current foundation. And what about this bamboo shoot-like treasure—could it be something unique from the Heavenly Realm?"

With the red cloth lifted, exclamations echoed across the grassy field.

The Peach Blossom Banquet participants were among the most renowned cultivators in the Three Realms, and they had broad knowledge of such things. Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise as well.

What appeared on the round platter were none other than legendary fruits from the Heavenly Realm—there were seven or eight kinds with various effects, leaving everyone feeling refreshed and exhilarated.

Although all the cultivators guessed that this second half of the Peach Blossom Banquet would be extraordinary, they didn’t expect such a surprising first item. Or rather, something almost unbelievable.

Amidst their astonishment, the cultivators were grateful for not having left. Otherwise, they might have missed out on such a divine opportunity.

Seeing everyone’s greedy expressions, Dijiyi Immortal felt pleased and smiled. "Scholars of Dao, your knowledge is indeed vast. As you can see, this first item up for auction is a divine fruit from the Heavenly Realm."

"These items belong to Fairy Yutong. They shouldn’t have appeared here in the first place, but because of the域外天魔disturbing everyone's peace, Fairy Yutong decided to offer these treasures as an apology and to make this banquet even more exciting."

"Alright, let’s get down to business. The starting bid for this item is a top-grade crystal stone. There are no restrictions on how much you can add."

"One crystal stone?"

Before the words were fully spoken, the atmosphere was charged.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a cold smile. Rainy Mist Commercial Alliance—or Fairy Yutong herself—was truly cunning. Setting such a low threshold would ensure as many cultivators as possible participated, making it easier to drive up prices.

The old monsters present had all experienced hardships, and this small trick was clear to everyone. But knowing it didn’t matter; the opportunity couldn’t be missed.

These divine fruits from the Heavenly Realm were a great temptation for every cultivator here.

Fairy Yutong used straightforward tactics—once you could see through them, there was no choice but to bid.

Because if you didn't, someone else would surely do so.

And indeed, as soon as Dijiyi Immortal finished speaking, bidding voices began to rise.

"Fifty thousand crystal stones."

The first bidder was a nondescript cultivator from the妖族.

Of course, such a price offered no chance of success and merely served as bait. In an instant, it was drowned out by new bids.

"Sixty thousand!"

"Seventy thousand!"

"Eighty thousand!"

"One hundred thousand!"

...

Although Dijiyi Immortal had said there were no limits on the amount added, you couldn’t add one crystal stone at a time; that would only be laughable. Everyone understood this, so they bid freely.

In less than a cup of tea’s time, the price skyrocketed by more than ten thousand times.

Of course, this was due to the low starting bid, but regardless, the auction scene was as expected—extremely lively.

But this was just the beginning.

The price broke through one hundred thousand crystal stones and bidding paused for a brief moment. But it was only a pause, like halftime.

Then came a cold laugh: "Just ten thousand crystal stones to buy divine fruits from the Heavenly Realm? Scholars of Dao, don’t joke around—let old man tell you what they’re worth. Two million crystal stones."

"Ah..."

Before he could finish speaking, gasps filled the air.

Two million crystal stones—a significant amount, instantly twenty times higher than before.

When Lin Xuan bought that imperfect peach, it was roughly the same price.

After all, though this peach had flaws, it was still a finale item. Now, in just the second half of the auction, the reported price already surpassed the top item from the first half, which was quite outrageous and unprecedented at previous auctions.

The key point was that the auction for this item wasn’t over yet.

Almost immediately, another cultivator eagerly bid: "True value—Old Monster, you really have a big mouth. But it’s too presumptuous to think two million crystal stones can measure these divine fruits. You’re truly foolish. I’ll bid five million crystal stones."

Boom!

Another wave of shock hit the crowd as they hadn’t recovered from their initial surprise. Five million crystal stones—most of those who had bid earlier now withdrew, even some late-stage Tribulation Transcenders found it beyond their means.

Though divine fruits were rare, such a price was clearly not worth it.

But would everyone think so?

The answer was no.

As the five million crystal stone bid faded, another ethereal voice rang out: "Why compete here? Remember, even the best treasures require life to enjoy. Don’t you understand the danger of carrying precious stones without the means to use them? I’ll bid seven million crystal stones for these divine fruits."

This voice was familiar to Lin Xuan as he turned his head to see a female cultivator dressed in colorful attire.

Around her, faint traces of demonic energy could be seen.

A Treasure Snake!

As a True Demon Ancestor, she couldn’t resist offering this item at auction.

The two who were mocked by her fell silent despite their angry faces.
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Clearly, they were wary of the Treasure Snake!

This wasn't unusual. As one of the Nine True Demons' Ancestors, regardless of his strength or fame, he was still on par with Loose Immortals and Demon Kings in the Spirit Realm.

Even domain masters generally wouldn't dare offend the Treasure Snake under normal circumstances.

For a moment, the scene froze as everyone waited to see what would happen next.

Of course, this was also due to the exorbitant price of the Treasure Snake. Even if immortal fruits were rare, seven million top-grade crystal stones could easily cover it.

Everything seemed to be settled now.

But just then, a faint voice entered his ears: "Treasure Snake, commoners are innocent until proven guilty. This is true, but for this handsome fellow, that rule doesn't apply. Do I speak correctly? Eight million!"

The voice was all too familiar to Lin Xuan—it was his sworn brother, Nailed Dragon!

Nailed Dragon actually appeared at a critical moment again, and the Treasure Snake fell silent, showing no intention of speaking.

She wasn't afraid of Nailed Dragon; rather, she had learned from past experience. During the first half of the auction, the final piece of treasure, Red Robe Immortal Sword, was originally obtainable for two million crystal stones. But Nailed Dragon caused a commotion, and as a result, the Ten Thousand Serpent King ended up paying five million crystal stones.

The silent suffering of being wronged was more than just frustrating—it was maddening.

Now that the Ten Thousand Serpent King had perished, this incident couldn't be easily forgotten. Seeing Nailed Dragon come to bid for the immortal fruit, something about him made the Treasure Snake feel uneasy… The Ten Thousand Serpent King had been so badly tricked; she didn't want to repeat his fate.

This hesitation allowed Nailed Dragon to seize the initiative. A cold laugh entered Lin Xuan's ears: "Just a few million crystal stones—what is there to hesitate about? A True Demon Ancestor shouldn't be so petty."

Nailed Dragon was truly remarkable. Looking across the three realms, he had dared to speak thusly to the Treasure Snake in front of everyone.

Though this woman obeyed Ice Soul without question, she was still one of the Nine True Demons' Ancestors, and her strength wasn't inferior to Loose Immortals or Demon Kings.

Such a direct insult would have caused other cultivators to spill blood. But Nailed Dragon… The Treasure Snake surprisingly held back.

Of course, his tone and voice were filled with extreme anger: "Just a few million crystal stones. How audacious of you! I won't bother with you. Since you want the immortal fruit, I'll let it go."

The Treasure Snake actually withdrew from the bidding.

Amidst the shock of the other cultivators, no one dared to stir up trouble. Nailed Dragon thus became the final victor, acquiring these immortal fruits for eight million crystal stones.

Everyone envied him.

On Daji Loose Immortal's face, a satisfied expression appeared as well.

After all, though these were immortal fruits, their value of eight million far exceeded their initial expectations and was more than worth it. Thus, everyone could consider themselves pleased with the outcome.

The only strange thing was that while Nailed Dragon's strength was sufficient to use such items, he had no need for them.

Though Lin Xuan was puzzled, he vaguely understood his brother's intentions. He himself wasn't in need of such items, but his wife was a different story.

Qianqian Immortal Maiden was only at the middle stage of Tribulation Transcendence, and Heavenly Essence Fruit would be perfect to refine her cultivation energy.

After all, pure cultivation energy not only significantly boosted one's strength but also had miraculous effects on breaking through bottlenecks.

Regardless, this first item's auction was now over. The atmosphere for the Peach Banquet was already fully charged.

Footsteps sounded as Daji Loose Immortal stepped down and Tianxuan Venerable reappeared.

"Thank you all for your enthusiastic support. Now we will begin the second piece of treasure…"

Tianxuan Venerable's words were still echoing when he waved his sleeves, revealing a colorful light. This time, what appeared was a huge axe.

Electric arcs danced around the blade, and a thin lightning snake seemed to slither along it. A formidable spiritual pressure emanated from its surface, indicating that this wasn't an ordinary treasure.

Heavenly Essence Artifact!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized it instantly with his vast experience.

The other old monsters weren't fools; they easily identified the artifact's grade and the discussion was lively but not too enthusiastic.

A Heavenly Essence Artifact could indeed attract a lot of attention elsewhere, but to these old monsters, it was just another ordinary item.

It was fine if they got it or didn't—it wasn't worth getting upset over.

Thus, when the auction began, though not ignored, most participants were middle-stage Tribulation Transcenders.

The later-stage old monsters weren't interested either. They felt that participating in such a competition for a mere Heavenly Essence Artifact would be unnecessary.

After some bidding, it finally sold for twenty thousand crystal stones.

While this price wasn't cheap, it was also not unreasonable. A Heavenly Essence Artifact's value could roughly be assessed at this amount.

Tianxuan Venerable's expression remained calm as he took out another treasure from his storage bag…

Time passed unnoticed in the ensuing hours.

Over the next half day, dozens of treasures were auctioned off, ranging from magical artifacts to immortal fruits, talismans, and even some more obscure items.

The process varied. Sometimes it was incredibly lively with hundreds competing at once, while other times only a few participants showed interest. Regardless, no item went unsold throughout the entire session, and Lin Xuan participated in several auctions, all of which were successful.

While there were highlights, the auction lacked truly exciting moments.

Lin Xuan almost dozed off.

But just then, Tianxuan Venerable's voice entered his ears: "Dear fellow cultivators, we will now enter the final auction环节. Yes, that is the last piece of treasure."

Almost everyone's attention was immediately drawn to him.

Even the three realms' most powerful beings were included.

Whether Loose Immortals or True Demon Ancestors, at their level, only a few treasures could pique their interest—indeed, they were as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

The final piece of treasure in the Peach Banquet was undoubtedly attractive. Thus, everyone wanted to participate, naturally showing great interest.

This was expected, but Tianxuan Venerable still wore a satisfied expression.

Clearing his throat, he continued: "This auction is different from previous ones. There are three pieces of treasure at the end, each a rare gem among gems. Don't miss this opportunity; all fellow cultivators must seize it."
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"The final auction items, and there are three of them."

The powerful figures from the Three Realms were momentarily stunned as their expressions turned to relief.

A buzzing sound filled the air as whispers continuously reached everyone's ears.

Especially those who had participated in the Peach Blossom Banquet before felt a deep sense of nostalgia. In previous Peach Blossom Banquets, although many treasures did appear, neither in quantity nor quality could they compare to this time.

Moreover, during this Peach Blossom Banquet, domain-wrecking foreign demons actually made an appearance. Now that Fairy Rain桐 was personally overseeing the event, everything indicated how different and significant this Peach Blossom Banquet was.

The winds of change were brewing!

For some reason, everyone felt a sense of urgency in their hearts.

After so many years of peace in the cultivation world, could another disaster be on its way?

Foreign demons had once stirred up countless storms across the Three Realms. After such a long time, these demon heads from beyond the heavens seemed ready to rise again?

There was no concrete evidence, but all signs pointed that way.

Those who were invited to this Peach Blossom Banquet were renowned powerhouses in the Three Realms, with formidable strength. Many had already broken free of their lifespan constraints and roamed freely across the realms.

Normally, they would not easily fall in battle due to their immense power. However, if foreign demons returned, the situation would be entirely different.

At that time, there would be widespread destruction, and even these top-tier powerhouses might not escape unscathed; perhaps half of those present would perish.

This sounded outrageous, but it was absolutely no exaggeration.

The last Peach Blossom Banquet's losses were far greater than expected due to the foreign demons.

To avoid falling in battle, one's strength was paramount. Every additional bit of power increased their chances of survival.

However, at this level, raising one’s strength further was incredibly difficult.

Thus, relying on external objects became the only choice with immediate and obvious effects.

With these thoughts swirling in his mind, almost all cultivators focused on the upcoming final auction.

This wasn't unusual; whatever item served as the finale—be it a pill, a treasure, or anything else—it would undoubtedly significantly boost their strength. Such an opportunity couldn’t be missed, even if it meant going broke.

---

The realization of this inevitability made one wonder how fierce the bidding war would be in the following auction. The urgency to enhance their power due to foreign demons had everyone's eyes wide open.

Of course, many old monsters were deeply cunning and showed no signs of interest on the surface. But a closer look revealed the fire burning within them.

In short, there was going to be a fierce competition like a dragon fighting a tiger.

This scene pleased Heavenly璇 Supreme Master, who wore an approving expression as he spoke: "The first final item is the Holy Peach Fruit. Unlike the previous auctioned item, this peach has no flaws and its effects are self-explanatory. If any of you wish to attain your domain, this is the perfect opportunity."

"Enough talk, let's begin the auction for the Holy Peach Fruit with a starting bid of one million crystal stones."

...

One million crystal stones?

The cultivators exchanged glances, almost thinking their ears had failed them.

This price was too low.

Lin Xuan's face revealed a sneer. The other party was playing such tricks; while it seemed like a low price at first glance, in reality, this would only intensify the bidding war. The effect often proved better than setting a high starting bid from the beginning.

This wasn't mere speculation; they had played similar tricks during the previous fruit auction.

It was merely repeating an old trick.

A阳 scheme worked like the legendary姜太公 fishing—those who wanted to be caught would come forward. Even if this trick were used again, it remained effective.

Lin Xuan understood the logic clearly, and other old monsters weren't fools either. But knowing this didn't stop them from vying for the Holy Peach Fruit en masse.

As Heavenly玄 Supreme Master's voice faded, bidding began to rise incessantly. In a mere half an hour, the price climbed to fifty million crystal stones—fifty times more than the starting bid.

Even Wulong King's purchase of Red Lotus Immortal Sword, which had cost him dearly, didn't reach this amount.

However, the competition for the Holy Peach Fruit was far from over. After all, such treasures were rare, and even in previous Peach Blossom Banquets, it was hard to come by a Holy Peach Fruit.

Who wouldn’t want to advance their domain?

While those who had already transcended lifespan constraints after the Tribulation period could still seek more power, there was no end to the pursuit of strength.

In normal times, this might be unremarkable. But with signs indicating that foreign demons were preparing an assault on the Three Realms, advancing one's domain now would significantly increase their chances of survival in future tribulations.

---

Under such circumstances, it was understandable how fierce the competition would be. Not only late-stage cultivators but also mid-stage ones participated in the bidding.

Their motivation wasn't just for the future; they knew that mid-stage cultivators could already meet the basic requirements to attain a domain. It might be more difficult and less likely compared to later stages, but it was not impossible.

There were precedents within the Three Realms where mid-stage cultivators had successfully attained their domains, far surpassing those in late stages.

If others could do it, why couldn't they? Even if it seemed challenging, they would still take a chance. Thus, this Holy Peach Fruit mustn’t be missed.

After the price climbed to fifty million crystal stones, the bidding voices became less frequent, but the number of participants remained high.

There was only one such opportunity; obtaining the peach through other means was almost impossible, so they didn't want to let it go.

A few minutes later, the price reached seventy million crystal stones. Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he weighed his options throughout the auction process.

He already had a Holy Peach, albeit with flaws. With Blue Star Sea, he believed there wouldn’t be significant issues.

However, whether one peach could lead to domain enlightenment was uncertain. Or rather, Lin Xuan himself wasn't entirely sure.

Even if one peach enabled him to advance into a domain powerhouse, did that mean he no longer needed such treasures and would be safe?

The answer was no!

One couldn't just focus on oneself.

Moon had the Seven Treasures of Mordred; once her past memories and strength returned, she would naturally attain her domain.
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What about Little Butterfly?

Now that she was her own trusted assistant, Xiao Di's abilities could be of great benefit to her.

If this woman could comprehend the domain, it would certainly bring significant advantages to herself as well.

Therefore, considering both her own interests and Little Butterfly's, this Peach Immortal Fruit should not be overlooked.

As for the price being a bit high...

In another time or place, you wouldn't be able to buy such a precious item with even more crystal stones.

Now hesitating would only lead to regret in the future.

Although Lin Xuan adhered to a low-key approach, he also had to consider timing and context.

At an auction, one needed to balance their actions. Being too reserved could mean missing out on desired treasures.

Lin Xuan certainly wouldn't make such a foolish mistake.

After weighing the pros and cons, he decided to bid for this Peach Immortal Fruit.

However, just as he was about to place his bid, another voice called out with an authoritative tone: "One hundred million."

"Firecloud Venerable!"

"This old monster has already comprehended the domain. He shouldn't be competing with us," someone complained.

"How despicable!"

The crowd erupted in outrage. If it were a different situation, no one would dare offend a domain master, but now everyone wanted to obtain this Peach Immortal Fruit and couldn't care less about offending anyone.

Having already comprehended the domain, he still competed for it, which was why these old monsters, all of whom looked furious, showed their indignation.

"Hmph. The Peach Immortal Fruit goes to the highest bidder. Who said those who have mastered the domain can't participate in the auction?"

The Firecloud Venerable's face showed no shame; instead, he wore a defiant expression: "This venerable wants to bid on this item. What can you do about it? Two hundred and fifty million crystal stones."

This stubborn fellow had added more crystal stones even though no one was competing with him yet. His initial ridicule had turned into an actual bid.

Two hundred and fifty million—this was a daunting number, something that could bankrupt many people.

Curses and insults filled the air as many, despite their reluctance, were forced to give up.

This wasn't about resolve but about not being able to afford it.

Of course, the Firecloud Venerable's actions had offended countless cultivators, but his arrogant expression suggested he didn't care much.

Peach Immortal Fruit had appeared before, and on average, it sold for around one hundred million crystal stones. The price the Firecloud Venerable was offering was clearly higher than usual.

There was a hint of combat energy in his bid, which also indicated his determination to win this fruit.

But why would he spend so much money on such an item when he had already mastered the domain and didn't have any offspring? This puzzled many.

"Two hundred and fifty million. No one has offered a higher price."

Tianxuan's face remained expressionless as he followed procedure, asking for another bid.

The cultivators fell silent.

Ordinary late-stage Golden Core cultivators were powerless to compete, while domain masters could certainly offer more.

But Tianxuan had also mentioned that there were three reserve items in total. Spending too many crystal stones here would mean giving up on the next rounds of bidding.

No one was foolish enough to do this. For those who already owned a domain, the Peach Immortal Fruit was merely a side dish; they didn't need to risk everything for it.

Regardless of why the Firecloud Venerable did this, no one intended to be as foolish as him.

It seemed like the matter had reached its conclusion with the Firecloud Venerable's determination. He had timed his bid perfectly—no one could compete against him, and those who could afford it didn't want to waste their crystal stones here.

The outcome was clear, but was this really how things would play out?

Just as Tianxuan was about to announce the winner of the Peach Immortal Fruit, a clear voice rang out: "Two hundred million!"

...

Like throwing a stone into a small lake, ripples began to spread.

All the old monsters looked surprised. No one had expected such a sudden turn of events.

Two hundred million!

The person who dared to bid so high must be someone with deep pockets.

Was another domain master unable to resist and joining the competition?

The cultivators couldn't help but feel delighted at this prospect, especially those ordinary late-stage Golden Core cultivators who didn't like the Firecloud Venerable in the first place. If not for that old monster's interference earlier, they might have had a chance to win the Peach Immortal Fruit.

This was a grudge worth avenging. Seeing the Firecloud Venerable lose out on his love, even if they couldn't benefit from it themselves, their satisfaction was palpable.

Releasing this pent-up anger felt good.

The Firecloud Venerable was naturally furious and shocked.

His initial certainty and careful planning were shattered by this sudden bid.

Damn!

Who could it be?

He turned his head with a fierce expression.

But Lin Xuan's face remained calm.

He hadn't offended any domain masters, so he wasn't worried about them.

Seeing the unfamiliar face of Lin Xuan, the Firecloud Venerable looked puzzled.

Where did this guy come from? He didn't recognize him at all.

It was no wonder the Firecloud Venerable felt confused.

When Lin Xuan first arrived in the Jade Pool, he had clashed with Tianxuan and Dijixi. The leader of the Supreme Truth Seven Cultivators had been killed by a single sword stroke from Lin Xuan, making his reputation known throughout the land.

However, few witnessed this battle, so only about twenty people knew about it.

Rain Mist Commercial Alliance wouldn't say much; they were embarrassed and didn't want to expose their weaknesses.

The outsiders who came for the auction were mostly old monsters of late-stage Golden Core level.

Everyone was accustomed to dealing with such matters, so no one would talk excessively. After all, causing trouble could lead to more problems. Offending Rain Mist Commercial Alliance wasn't a joke.

Therefore, apart from those who happened to be there at the time, Lin Xuan's reputation hadn't spread far.

The Firecloud Venerable didn't recognize him and glared at Lin Xuan with gritted teeth: "Two hundred and fifty million."

"Three hundred million!"

Lin Xuan showed no hesitation. Since he had decided to win this item, he was willing to spend more crystal stones.

Although he was only a late-stage Golden Core cultivator, his wealth far exceeded that of domain masters in some ways.

So Lin Xuan's bid was confident and bold.

The increase in the bid was staggering.

Everyone turned to look at him, whispering among themselves. Lin Xuan had indeed become famous with this high-profile bid.

While it drew attention from everyone, such a showy approach was absolutely worth it for the Peach Immortal Fruit.
第三千七百五十四章 灵天手镯

Three hundred million!

And it was a top-grade crystal stone.

From any angle, this could be considered an astronomical number.

Even the holy peach fruit, considering both reason and emotion, wouldn't fetch such a price.

After the initial commotion died down, all cultivators fell silent, stunned by Lin Xuan's wealth. Even domain experts, with only a ten percent chance of having so many crystal stones on hand, would be hard-pressed to come up with that much.

Envy was useless; what mattered in an auction were strength and wealth.

The expression on the Firecloud Venerable's face was one of intense anger. But what did it matter? This amount had already far exceeded his capacity to bear.

Even if he felt不甘 (reluctant), he could only accept the bitter fruit of failure.

"Very well, very well! I'll remember you!"

He glared at Lin Xuan with such intensity that it seemed like he wanted to devour him alive.

Lin Xuan naturally ignored this. Although they had never fought, his keen eyesight allowed him to make a rough assessment: This guy's strength was inferior even to the Heavenly璇 and Earthly Jī, so what could he do?

After waiting for several more breaths, no one stepped forward to challenge Lin Xuan.

Thus, the first major treasure came to its final resting place. Lin Xuan emerged as the victor, achieving his goal.

Although it was a bit of an overpayment, it was definitely worth it.

After all, in another time and place, such wealth would be unattainable.

...

This auction could be described as full of twists and turns, setting a new record for the final sale amount.

The cultivators were amazed by Lin Xuan's wealth, but their attention was fully engaged.

Energetic!

According to auction rules, this last major treasure had to be more precious than the previous ones.

The first item was the holy peach fruit. The remaining two must be even rarer treasures.

No wonder the cultivators showed such anticipation and hope.

"Let me apologize for keeping everyone waiting. The next piece of treasure is something that I believe every fellow cultivator will find useful. Let me state upfront, its price is high, but it's definitely worth the cost. Who among you can be fortunate enough to bid on it?"

As soon as the Heavenly璇 Venerable finished speaking, he clapped his hands, and colorful auspicious clouds appeared. Accompanied by ethereal celestial music, a flower carriage flew in from afar.

Richly decorated, with soldiers leading the way.

The spirit beast pulling the carriage was clearly a descendant of true spirits, bearing the bloodlines of phoenixes and true dragons.

Its appearance was very imposing, its aura not weak at all.

And it moved incredibly fast, almost matching the speed of those who had transcended their physical bodies. It was still on the horizon one moment, then right in front of them the next.

The spirit light dispersed, revealing a bracelet that floated down from the carriage.

Ancient and simple in design, it was indeed an armlet.

Could this be the Seven Treasures of Nirvana?

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he couldn't help but widen his eyes.

But soon he realized that this item was different from the Seven Treasures of Nirvana he had obtained.

However, this wasn't just any ordinary ornament. There was a faint spiritual pressure emanating from it, causing nearby space to become hazy and indistinct.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan began speculating in his mind.

Whispers continued around him, especially among the top cultivators who felt a familiar presence but couldn't quite place it.

"Hey, this Spirit Heaven Armlet. I doubt any of you have seen one before, though its name shouldn't be unfamiliar to me," said the Heavenly璇 Venerable as he scanned the audience with his gaze.

"What? Did I hear that right? The Spirit Heaven Armlet?"

"This treasure isn't from a true spirit peacock. How could it be here?"

"Wrong. According to ancient legends, this armlet's power was awe-inspiring, comparable to divine treasures. It once killed countless域外天魔 (foreign heavenly demons), but in the battle with the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor, it was lost. Why is it appearing here?"

"Surely it’s not a fake Spirit Heaven Armlet!"

...

Discussion erupted as everyone tried to piece together what they knew. Lin Xuan's initial indifference turned into genuine interest.

He wasn't lacking in treasures, but this armlet seemed to be related to the peacock?

Lin Xuan couldn't help thinking of Yuan Yuan.

They hadn't seen each other for millennia.

According to Yuan Yuan, she was originally a descendant of the peacock, with a pure bloodline.

Back then, they had come to the Dragon Realm together. However, their journey was fraught with obstacles and eventually led them to be taken by the true spirit phoenix.

Over these years, Lin Xuan had searched for her whereabouts but found no leads, which was quite frustrating.

He had heard of the Spirit Heaven Armlet before.

It was a possession of the true spirit peacock, akin to a life-bound treasure. Among true spirits, it was an anomaly.

True spirits, if categorized, could be roughly considered part of the beast race, with their powers primarily focused on body cultivation and rarely relying on external objects.

Magical treasures were rare.

Most true spirits couldn't even transform into human form.

However, the peacock was a unique exception. The Great Peacock Dharma King was said to be the ancestor of bird true spirits.

Indeed, while phoenixes were known as the kings of birds, it was because the peacock had already perished in ancient times and never found a successor.

Otherwise, her strength wouldn't have been inferior to that of the phoenix. It might even rival true immortals.

Respected and feared.

The peacock was one of the few true spirits capable of transforming into human form.

As for using magical treasures, it had set a precedent among true spirits. Even today, very few true spirits relied on external objects in battle.

And more astonishingly, this Spirit Heaven Armlet wasn't like human cultivators who collected rare treasures to forge it. It was an armlet that formed within the peacock's body and grew from her essence.

Not only did she have a spiritual connection with it, but it fused with her as a magical treasure would with a cultivator—when the sword existed, so did the swordsman; when the sword perished, so did the swordsman.

The same applied to this armlet.

When the peacock fell, this magical treasure was said to have shattered and disappeared.

No one had any leads on its whereabouts. It was surprising that after years, it reappeared in the three realms.

Did this mean the Great Peacock Dharma King had been resurrected? The most powerful ancient true spirit finally found a successor?

The old experts, with their vast knowledge, also began to speculate.

"Ah..."

A light cough entered everyone's ears. It was accompanied by an ominous spiritual pressure that immediately caught everyone's attention: "I ask one question: Is this truly the genuine Spirit Heaven Armlet? Don't take it personally; I don’t doubt your business alliance’s credibility. But such a rare and powerful treasure, comparable to divine treasures, shouldn’t be treated as a family heirloom by your alliance? Auctioning it is hard to understand."

"Ah, it's Snow Mountain Person," the Heavenly璇 Venerable recognized his opponent with a glance: "These words must have spoken everyone’s mind." (To be continued...)
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"Haha, in the presence of enlightened people, there's no need for veiled words. The Spirit Heaven Bracelet is as precious as divine treasures and even surpasses先天 artifacts. From both reason and logic, your esteemed alliance has no need to auction it off. Therefore, there must be a reason behind this. If you don't clarify, we dare not rashly participate in the bidding."

Snow Mountain Elder sneered, his words devoid of any courtesy as he directly addressed the core issue.

His remarks drew attention from the other cultivators below, with support echoing through their ears:

"Indeed, indeed. Your esteemed alliance's actions are unreasonable; what is the reason behind this? It should be clarified beforehand."

"A fair transaction—since you've made this a finale item, you can't cheat me. If there's any issue, it should have been mentioned first..."

...

Various voices arose in succession, whether ordinary Golden Transformation Period cultivators or domain masters, all seemed to harbor concerns about the matter.

"Alright, my fellow daoists, let us not speak further on this. Even if you don't ask, I will clarify. As a merchant of Rain Mist Alliance, we have always been honest with both old and young. This finale item won't be secretly manipulated."

"Indeed, the Spirit Heaven Bracelet is an item belonging to Great King Peacock Daming. As the progenitor of true bird spirits, her strength rivals that of a true immortal."

"And this Spirit Heaven Bracelet is an inseparable treasure from her. When the Peacock fell in ancient times, this extraordinary treasure disappeared as well. Now it has reappeared and fallen into our Rain Mist Alliance's hands by chance..."

At these words, Tianxuan Supreme Master's face flashed with a strange expression but he stopped short of speaking further.

The cultivators present were no fools; they understood the implications behind his words.

"Daoist friend, are you saying that Great King Peacock Daming has already been resurrected?"

Snow Mountain Elder hesitated to speak. Others couldn't help but draw in a sharp breath—this would make the Spirit Heaven Bracelet a hot potato.

Obtaining it meant antagonizing Great King Peacock Daming. Many cultivators who had coveted this treasure were now retreating.

"Can't say that, for sure. The old Peacock must have perished long ago; there's no doubt about that. But with the passage of time and a million years, her true spirit flame finally found an heir..."

"A new Great King Peacock Daming?"

The cultivators began to ponder this in their minds.

A newly born peacock would certainly not match the original's strength. At least for now, there was no doubt about that.

And once she inherited the true spirit flame of the first Great King, her powers would manifest, and she would surely seek out the Spirit Heaven Bracelet.

In other words, obtaining this treasure would mean facing a formidable enemy.

From this perspective, it was clearly not worth it.

But while this was true, one had to consider multiple aspects. Antagonizing Peacock Daming was indeed daunting, but how easily could her true spirit flame be integrated?

No one knew for sure how long it might take—could it be just a day, or a year, or even a million years?

Due to the lack of precedent, all these possibilities existed.

In other words, she wouldn't necessarily come seeking this bracelet soon, giving the possessor plenty of time to buffer against her.

If Peacock Daming didn't venture out for some time, the value of the Spirit Heaven Bracelet would skyrocket. The person who obtained it would see a significant boost in their strength.

After all, its quality rivaled divine treasures and surpassed them, with rumors suggesting it could match the Aśvatarā King's Profound Yin Treasure Box.

While ordinary people couldn't refine it, even half of its power would be astonishing, significantly increasing one's survival rate during future great calamities.

Firstly, as a treasure born from Peacock Daming over countless years, it undoubtedly retained some of her spirit essence.

If one could comprehend and understand this, their cultivation progress would greatly benefit.

Considering these angles, the value of this treasure was incalculable. Overall, it was a mixed blessing, leaving it to the cultivators below to decide.

Indeed, such was the reality.

Every cultivator present weighed their options, especially the top-tier powerhouses, as wealth and strength were directly proportional in the cultivation world. They were most likely to bid on this finale treasure.

This logic was clear to Tianxuan Supreme Master, so he didn't urge them but waited quietly. After a full cup of tea had passed, he calmly announced: "The auction for the Spirit Heaven Bracelet begins. Starting price is three billion crystal stones; each increment must be at least one million."

"Ah..."

The initial starting price drew gasps from all quarters.

While they used some tricks when bidding on the first finale item, the Peach Immortal Fruit, this time, the Spirit Heaven Bracelet was auctioned openly without any preliminary steps. This showed Rain Mist Alliance's confidence in its value.

A three-billion crystal stone starting price wasn't far off the final price of the Peach Immortal Fruit, and such a drastic increment rule made it no wonder that cultivators gasped.

This price effectively excluded ordinary Golden Transformation Period beings; this was truly a game for true powerhouses.

Thankfully, so many top-tier figures had gathered at this Peach Immortal Conference. Otherwise, with such a high starting bid, the Spirit Heaven Bracelet might have gone unsold.

Of course, considering its value, three billion crystal stones wasn't excessive. If there were no hidden risks, someone would have bid ten times that amount.

This was not idle talk; after announcing the auction's start, silence still prevailed below.

"Is it so? Do all of you daoists wish to yield to each other? Then I'll lead by example—three billion."

A soft voice entered their ears. Turning around, almost every cultivator was taken aback.

The bidder turned out to be Snow Mountain Elder, who had just pointedly questioned Rain Mist Alliance and now was the first to participate in the bidding, reviving the stagnant atmosphere. This behavior could also be seen as courting favor with Rain Mist Alliance.

His actions were completely opposite from his previous ones, confirming that this old monster's character was indeed as strange as rumored.

Of course, he might have other intentions—scaring off other cultivators to bid at a lower price for the Spirit Heaven Bracelet.

Such thoughts weren't uncommon among others, and soon someone spoke up: "Snow Mountain Daoist, are you not afraid of Peacock Daming finding trouble with you? Three billion one million."

The speaker was an old man with a grotesque appearance, extremely aged and hunched. Such a sight was rare among cultivators.

Tiantuo Supreme Master's fame was also quite prominent.
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They say that a prophecy comes true with one word. The old monster on the snow mountain once joked about throwing a brick to attract jade, and he never expected it would actually develop into such a situation.

At first, the other old monsters were still hesitant.

But as the bidding between the two of them continued, their doubts gradually dissipated.

In an instant, the voices of those participating in the auction rose and fell. The price of this Spirit Sky Bracelet skyrocketed by nearly half to over five billion.

Whispers of shock echoed around.

According to reason, all the old monsters at the Transcendence stage were known for their deep pockets.

But such a high-priced auction had never been seen before. Ordinary Transcendence stage existences had become mere spectators, except for domain powerhouses.

This treasure was so exorbitantly expensive that it wasn't something they could covet.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely complex. Originally, he was content with obtaining the Peaches of Immortality and didn't plan to compete for any other treasures. However, since this Spirit Sky Bracelet had a connection to Yuan Yuan, Lin Xuan couldn't help but consider it carefully.

After all, having been separated from his beloved wife for thousands of years without any leads, Lin Xuan was still very anxious.

He wanted to know where the Fairy Peacock was. Could this Spirit Sky Bracelet be a breakthrough?

Who knows!

But by common sense, there was a high possibility.

In other words, he couldn't afford to miss an opportunity. Lin Xuan's expression became resolute.

Not competing didn't mean not competing; when it came time to compete, one shouldn't retreat. Regardless of how ostentatious they were, the Spirit Sky Bracelet would be his.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan hesitated to bid.

Given the current situation, the auction for the Spirit Sky Bracelet was far from over.

Joining the bidding too early would have been pointless. Instead, it was better to bide his time and let others compete first. This was akin to striking while the iron is hot.

Lin Xuan calmly observed. All those calling out bids were domain powerhouses, but the true top-tier figures of the Three Realms hadn't joined in the bidding.

Did they see something amiss? Were they uninterested in this Spirit Sky Bracelet?

Possibly!

After all, such a high-grade treasure could only be auctioned by Fairy Rain桐. Even Li Yutong didn't want to offend the Peacock and urgently wanted to get rid of this hot potato. Why would others take it on?

Moreover, there was still a huge cost involved. From this perspective, it seemed unwise.

While the logic was sound, thinking from another angle might yield different conclusions. Everyone had their own perspectives.

So while some people were cautious, others were bold and daring.

With so many top-tier powerhouses in the Three Realms, not everyone would retreat from the Peacock. Instead, those one level below them were competing fiercely.

This was abnormal.

Were those old monsters also waiting to see how this played out?

After much contemplation, Lin Xuan made his most reasonable guess.

His expression grew even more somber.

If that was the case, there might be a fierce competition below. The crystal stones on him weren't many, and it wasn't clear if he could secure the Spirit Sky Bracelet.

Lin Xuan didn't belittle himself; he had seen the wealth of these top-tier powerhouses before.

His elder brother, Daoist Nai Long, was far richer than him. Other scattered immortals, demon kings, true demons, and primordial ancestors were likely on par with or even wealthier than him. Moreover, three of the Six Kings of阴司 had also arrived. These fellows were probably much wealthier.

If they joined in the bidding, his troubles would increase significantly.

Of course, he still had a chance.

Even if they were richer, it depended on their resolve. Regardless, this was troublesome.

Lin Xuan pondered and calculated.

Meanwhile, the price continued to rise.

Soon, it reached seven billion.

Lin Xuan's eyelids flickered.

Indeed, since he embarked on his cultivation path, countless coincidences had enriched him far beyond his peers of the same rank. He could even say that they were in different leagues.

But this amount still made his head spin.

Seven billion, and all of it in top-grade crystal stones. The thought was a crushing number. If not for Yuan Yuan, he wouldn't have participated; he didn't lack treasures to begin with.

But the Spirit Sky Bracelet concerned their reunion, so Lin Xuan had no choice but to push forward.

And this amount seemed unreasonable to him and others as well. In an instant, the entire field fell silent.

"Hmph, Fellow Daoists truly have courage! Don’t you fear that the Great Peacock Dharmaraja will come looking for trouble? As they say, a man with a valuable gem is doomed. I advise you to give up the bidding and let me take this treasure. Seven hundred and fifty million."

A hoarse voice entered his ears. The old hunchbacked patriarch, Heavenly Camel Dharmaraja, was indeed rich. He raised the bid by such a large amount, showing that he was determined to secure this treasure.

"Hmph, Old Camel, what arrogance! Advising others not to compete—can you really block the Peacock's wrath with your meager powers? If you're wise, I advise you to stay out of this muddied water."

A sinister voice entered his ears. It made him feel uncomfortable just by listening.

Lin Xuan turned his head and narrowed his eyes. As expected, Great Dharmaraja of the Void had joined in the bidding.

As one of the top-tier powerhouses in the阴司 Realm, he wouldn't be petty about it. With a single bid, he pushed the price of the Spirit Sky Bracelet to eight billion.

These old monsters really didn't treat crystal stones as treasures.

Lin Xuan sighed and felt his heartache.

At this moment, a clear voice entered his ears: "I never expected Fellow Daoist would also take an interest in this treasure. Although your powers are formidable, you might not be able to withstand the Peacock's wrath either. It’s better to advise yourself first before advising others. Given your status and strength, why bother? Let me have this Spirit Sky Bracelet for eight hundred and ten million."

This bidder was more moderate, but his identity wasn't inferior to that of Great Dharmaraja.

Solitary Wild Goose, one of the three scattered immortals, had participated in the bidding. A major cultivator who had mastered Confucian cultivation techniques to their peak was also involved.

The original caller was shocked and stopped involuntarily.

Was this Spirit Sky Bracelet really so alluring that even they were getting involved?

These were genuine top-tier figures of the Three Realms, unsuitable for ordinary people to participate in.

Great Dharmaraja's cold voice echoed: "You sour scholar, are you here to ruin my good fortune after years? I can't withstand the Peacock Dharmaraja's wrath. Can you? Stop flattering yourself; this Spirit Sky Bracelet is mine."

"Mine, hmpf, Fellow Daoist don’t overstate your case."

Solitary Wild Goose said coldly. These two seemed to have a grudge. While Great Dharmaraja was mentioned, it wasn't clear if the third scattered immortal truly desired the Spirit Sky Bracelet.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of bitter laughter. The saying goes that when the city gate catches fire, even the fish in the moat suffer. Letting these two compete like this would greatly hinder his plans.

He couldn't let it continue unchecked.

He had to cut through the chaos quickly and solve this problem right away.

"Nine hundred million!"

The thought flashed through his mind, and Lin Xuan spoke without hesitation.

This bid immediately drew many astonished gazes from the crowd of cultivators. They turned their heads in unison.

They had seen bold cultivators before, but today seemed to have an unusually large number. Even a Taoist Immortal and the Six Kings of Yin Shi were daring to compete for this item.

Upon seeing Lin Xuan's face, their expressions became even more shocked. Wasn't he the one who obtained the sacred peach fruit?

How could he still be unsatisfied with such immense wealth?

This young man's appearance was extremely unfamiliar; when had such a talented person appeared in the three realms?

Could it be that some old monster was playing the role of an ordinary pig to catch a tiger?

With this thought, countless divine senses swept over Lin Xuan. Some ancient monsters were even using secret techniques like spirit eyes.

In the end, they still gained nothing. Lin Xuan had never used disguise techniques, so their efforts were futile.

Instantly, buzzing whispers filled his ears as the old cultivators exchanged glances and whispered to each other.

"Who is this young man?"

"I don't know; I've never seen him before."

"Tsk tsk, late-stage Tribulation Transcender with condensed power. Such a high-level expert couldn't have just appeared out of nowhere."

"Just obtained the sacred peach fruit, now wanting to compete with the Six Kings of Taoist Immortals. This young man is too reckless."

"Haha, Daoist Cloud friend, why are you being so sour? In an auction, it's the highest bidder who wins. But this young man is excessively wealthy. Nine hundred million—most late-stage Tribulation Transcenders couldn't even afford to sell their life talismans for that much crystal stone."

All eyes were on him!

This wasn't what Lin Xuan wanted.

Unfortunately, he had no choice but to proceed as planned.

And his bid not only drew countless whispers but also infuriated Tian Sha Ming Wang.

It was one thing for Guohongzi to seek trouble, but this young man who appeared out of nowhere dared to compete with him for the item. He was beyond reckless!

Since the fall of Asura King, the other Five Kings of Yin Shi had long been accustomed to domineering others. They only had some reservations about their peers but looked down on all other cultivators.

Lin Xuan's bid in the auction was perfectly normal, but Tian Sha Ming Wang's rage made him see it as a provocation.

Turning his head, he glared at Lin Xuan with intense anger.

This wasn't just a simple glare. Accompanying this was a terrifying spiritual pressure that descended like a tidal wave, a sudden storm, and pounced on Lin Xuan.

"Your Majesty Tian Sha cannot!"

Tian Xuan Venerable was shocked beyond words. He never expected Tian Sha Ming Wang to be so brazen, daring enough to act without restraint at the Peach Fruit Meeting.

This could indeed be seen as provocation towards Rain Mist Business Alliance.

However, he secretly rejoiced a bit.

After all, the reconciliation between Tian Xuan and Lin Xuan was only superficial. Deep down, they still harbored deep resentment.

If he could use Tian Sha Ming Wang to eliminate Lin Xuan, it would be music to their ears.

Thus, while verbally stopping him, Tian Xuan remained motionless where he stood.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed through the air, like a thunderbolt descending from heaven. Its power was indescribable; in that moment, time seemed to stand still.

Not only did Tian Xuan and Di Ji secretly rejoice, but most of the cultivators present also wore expressions of amusement. Many were envious and jealous of Lin Xuan's acquisition of the sacred peach fruit. Now seeing him suffer, they rejoiced from all angles.

Was Lin Xuan seriously injured?

It was reasonable to speculate so.

But Lin Xuan couldn't be reasoned with using common sense.

Tian Sha Ming Wang's divine consciousness transformed into a vast ocean, while Lin Xuan stood like an unyielding rock.

No matter how fierce the waves or towering tides, he remained steadfast and unmoving.

Defending was attacking. Lin Xuan didn't lose ground at all.

This sounded absurd, but remember that Lin Xuan possessed the Blue Star Sea treasure. During the purification process, his divine consciousness had been refined as well.

Thus, his divine consciousness was incredibly strong, beyond description.

It wasn't just far superior to those of his peers; it reached an inconceivable level.

To put it simply, even though Lin Xuan had entered late-stage Tribulation Transcender, he still lagged behind Taoist Immortals, True Demons, and Primordial Ancestors in terms of strength. Facing the Six Kings of Yin Shi was similar. Only his divine consciousness was on par with them.

Therefore, this round of attacks, though shocking, left Lin Xuan unscathed.

The divine consciousness transformed into a vast ocean surged fiercely. However, every time the tide receded, the rock that was Lin Xuan remained firmly in place.

"Y-You…"

Unable to land any blows, Tian Sha Ming Wang roared with anger. His figure was enveloped by dense dark energy; his face was indistinct but showed a sinister expression.

"You're asking for death!"

His voice became hoarse from rage as he waved his right hand. A dark aura appeared in the void.

Inside this aura, a skull vaguely emerged. However, it differed greatly from human bones—two long, sharp antler-like horns grew on its head, and two green ghostly flames flickered in its eyes.

The skull then opened its mouth to emit a stream of dark wind. But Lin Xuan saw that the so-called dark wind was actually countless tiny insects smaller than grains of rice.

These insects were grayish-brown, resembling moths, and their sheer number made one's scalp tingle with fear.

Dark Moth!

Lin Xuan recalled an old tale about these creatures. They were unique to the Yin Shi realm, said to be guides for souls in the underworld.

Unlike the previous divine consciousness battle, this was a real attack, making it difficult to handle.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly but wasn't overly fearful. While Tian Xuan and Di Ji might secretly take pleasure at his misfortune, Rain Tong Fairy couldn't ignore him either.

Otherwise, she would be nothing more than a prop, a laughingstock in the three realms.

This was impossible.

Therefore, Lin Xuan wasn't afraid.

Of course, he wasn't entirely unprepared. The Nine Palaces Sword had been refined to the point where he could summon it with a thought.

But such preparation was unnecessary.

Just as Tian Sha Ming Wang made his move, a chilling sword intent emerged.

Sizzle…

The void was sliced through, and all the dark moths were instantly devoured. The sword energy continued its momentum, aiming directly for Tian Sha Ming Wang's head.

Tian Sha Ming Wang couldn't dodge; he reached out to block, "Boom!" and was sent flying.
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Boom!

The Heaven's Malevolent Emperor directly smashed through a mountain peak, leaving the entire process looking like a scene of utter destruction.

Witnesses present couldn't help but show shock on their faces as they watched this unfold. A true craftsman can tell in one move whether someone is skilled or not. After some initial doubt, who could now question Fairy Rain桐's power?

Indeed, it was Fairy Rain桐 who had made the move, the First Immortal of Spirit Realm, who with a single strike sent the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor flying.

Remember that he was one of the Six Kings of阴司.

However, in their recent exchange, there was a clear disparity between him and Fairy Rain桐.

"Here is the Jade Pool; you cannot act so insolently here."

Fairy Rain桐's cold voice echoed. Her beautiful face showed anger. It wasn't hard to understand why she was angry—after all the changes at this Peach Banquet, with so many breaking of rules, someone actually dared to disregard the auction’s rules. This was too much.

How about the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor?

Fairy Rain桐 had truly lost her temper this time; if he didn't show some respect, she wouldn’t mind making an example out of him.

Roar!

The howling of countless ghosts filled the air as a massive mountain peak collapsed into nothingness.

The Heaven's Malevolent Emperor was both shocked and angry. How long since he had been so humiliated?

The sky, which had been clear moments ago, suddenly turned dark with endless wailing spirits in the void.

"Do you not accept this?"

Fairy Rain桐’s eyebrows slightly furrowed as her jade hand pointed a divine sword forward: "Do you wish to settle this dispute and wash away the shame from our last battle?"

Her voice was calm, but the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor felt like he had been doused with cold water. A chill rose from his feet; he could sense Fairy Rain桐’s overwhelming intent to kill.

If he dared to fight here, she would really kill him.

With this realization, the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor quickly calmed down.

Small-mindedness can lead to big mistakes.

The lesson of the Ten Thousand Serpent King was not far. How could he put himself in such a predicament?

At his level, his life was too precious; his anger quickly faded into a smile: "Fairy, there’s no need for you to be angry. I had no intention of making enemies with you. It was just an impulse earlier. Please don’t take it to heart."

Withdrawing is better.

The Heaven's Malevolent Emperor’s response was rational. While he lost some face, life and face were not worth comparing. He knew which was more important.

Fairy Rain桐’s expression remained cold, but she secretly sighed with relief. She had a hundred percent confidence in winning against the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor, but that would involve too many complications. It was better to avoid conflict if possible.

Mercy is always welcome when it can be given. With this thought, she smiled and said: "Emperor, there’s no need for you to blame yourself. I was also a bit overzealous. Please don’t take offense; let's turn swords into plowshares."

"Of course, of course," the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor quickly agreed.

With that, the matter was settled. Though unscathed, the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor had no face to continue bidding and left early.

Fairy Rain桐 sighed but didn’t have a reason to keep him around either.

Thus, only two people remained in the auction: Lin Xuan and the Solitary Crane Immortal.

The Confucian cultivator clearly harbored grudges against the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor. Seeing his humiliation, he was overjoyed and even found Lin Xuan more tolerable.

He had participated to spite the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor; now that he had failed, there was no reason for him to continue.

Though the Spirit Sky Bracelet was a rare treasure, its potential dangers were significant. As one of the Three Loose Immortals, how could he not understand this?

Continuing to muddle through would be foolish.

Thus, the Solitary Crane Immortal smiled but said nothing, his expression indicating that he had no intention of bidding further.

...

Other cultivators present were more complex in their expressions.

Some cautious ones avoided the Peacock and didn’t plan on participating. Others, old monsters who disregarded potential dangers, remained indifferent to them.

Future events are hard to predict; what use is fear? They wanted the Spirit Sky Bracelet but found its price too steep for most. Moreover, with the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor’s failure and the Solitary Crane Immortal’s withdrawal, it was clear that this item brought bad luck. Was it wise for them to join now?

Various concerns weighed on their minds.

In the end, no one else challenged Lin Xuan, making him the ultimate victor.

The Venerable Heaven璇 frowned; the price of nine billion was lower than expected.

Man’s plans are not always as good as heaven's. If it weren’t for the Solitary Crane Immortal and the Heaven's Malevolent Emperor disrupting things, following normal auction procedures would likely have fetched a higher price.

But now that this had happened, there was no way to start over. The Rain Mist Commercial Alliance could only accept their fate.

...

Lin Xuan unwittingly gained an advantage by acquiring the Spirit Sky Bracelet.

The Peach Banquet neared its end, with just one final item left for auction.

Silence fell across the entire venue as everyone turned their attention to this last item.

It was no surprise. It was well-known that this final treasure was invaluable.

After the immortal peach and the Spirit Sky Bracelet, what could it be?

No one could imagine.

This wasn’t idle speculation; in all three realms, there were few treasures more valuable than these two.

Thus, everyone’s anticipation was natural.

They looked up to see a surprising scene: Venerable Heaven璇 had walked down from his seat.

Could it be...

Everyone began to speculate.

As expected, Fairy Rain桐 stepped forward onto the stage.

This caught everyone's breath. It was well-known that Fairy Rain桐 was reclusive and seldom attended such gatherings; her presence here was unprecedented.

Her hosting of the auction was unheard of, indicating the immense value of this final item.

Everyone’s curiosity was piqued, even among the strongest beings in the three realms. This explained why the old monsters present were so focused and interested.

With that, Fairy Rain桐 stepped forward to announce the final item for auction.
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The final treasure was about to reveal something that would shock the world. Everyone's faces showed a mix of anticipation.

"Now, let Lady Rain桐 reveal the answer," the current situation awaited her announcement.

The final auction would also be the most spectacular moment of the Peach Banquet Festival. All the answers would unfold at this moment.

"Deity friends, do you still remember when we first enjoyed the music and dance performance during the Peach Banquet?"

Lady Rain桐's voice entered everyone's ears with a touch of coldness but was as melodious as a yellowthroat warbler, making one feel it lingered for days.

"Music and dance?"

This hint left the old monsters in shock. Lin Xuan was surprised yet contemplative.

How could he forget?

Those performances were merely jests. What they saw back then was the moment of creation when the universe first emerged from chaos, containing incomprehensible laws.

The Laws of Initial Creation!

If one could comprehend and sense these, the benefits would be endless.

Unfortunately, what they witnessed was only superficial appearances; they couldn't delve deeper into it.

Lin Xuan had been curious about such treasures. They should be kept for oneself, so Rain岚's Commercial Alliance shouldn't have brought them out. Now he understood their intent—to set up a trap for the final auction.

What a cunning plan! But it was indeed intriguing.

Lin Xuan guessed that this final treasure might contain the most fundamental laws of creation. The other old monsters knew as much.

Buzzing and murmurs filled the air, with everyone's faces showing excitement.

Of course, all these were speculations; only Lady Rain桐 could make the final decision.

Even deities and demon kings couldn't escape this attention.

Then, Lady Rain桐 opened her lips, her voice like a melody of immortals, entering every cultivator’s ear:

"This last treasure is not to be kept under wraps. It's a fragment of chaos from the beginning of creation, a stone born in the primordial universe."

"What? A fragment of chaos?"

"Is it real or fake?"

"Have they lost their minds? Such treasures are usually too precious for public auction."

"The laws of chaos encompass everything. Even the Asuras only touched them without fully grasping the chaos laws. Once understood, one might surpass all deities. Such a treasure is rare and legendary. How could Rain岚's Commercial Alliance possess it?"

"Even if such an item exists, how can it be measured by mere crystal stones? Is Rain岚's Commercial Alliance being too strange with this move?"

...

Amidst the clamor, voices of shock and excitement echoed from all directions.

The old monsters were agitated, amazed, and doubtful, their expressions a sight to behold.

After all, this was too incredible. A Primordial Treasure, a fragment of chaos, something even true deities would fight for. To auction such a treasure was sheer waste, making it hard to believe.

Was Lady Rain桐 mad?

Many cast suspicious glances at her.

But she ignored these looks, flicking her jade hand. A shimmer of light appeared before her, and a black stone about the size of a foot emerged from the void.

Its shape was irregular, unremarkable at first glance.

Then, a strong aura of laws emanated from its surface.

This wasn't unusual; treasures that emitted such auras were rare but not unheard of by these old monsters. They weren't particularly impressive.

But then, something unbelievable happened.

First to notice the anomaly were the deities and demon kings, the top-tier experts.

"This isn't right. The laws of this universe seem to have changed," Ice Spirit said.

Then came the shock of Cold Moon Immortal: "Indeed, time and space laws are intersecting. Hmm, other laws seem to be shifting as well. Could it be my senses playing tricks on me?"

"Your senses can't be wrong. Such changes must be caused by the fragment of chaos," another cold voice entered everyone's ears, its content stirring hearts.

The Sacred Snake!

This woman sensed something amiss too.

Then, the Queen of Qingqiu, the Heavenly Saber King, Lone Goose, and Jade Pillar Immortal spoke up. Almost every cultivator felt the changes in the laws of this universe.

Changing laws were exclusive to domain experts, but such effects couldn't last without opening a domain.

It was known that domains were powerful but required astronomical amounts of energy, even for top-tier figures.

Thus, these top-tier experts only used their domains at critical moments, making it impossible to continuously alter the laws.

Such a scenario was almost impossible in this case.

Of course, nothing is absolute. Legends said that Primordial Treasures like fragments of chaos could achieve such feats.

Because they contained the most fundamental laws, encompassing everything and being the highest among all laws.

This confirmed Lady Rain桐's honesty.

"Truly a primordial object."

"Heavens, it’s real."

"Have I gone mad? Such treasures are usually too precious for public auction,"

...

Voices of shock echoed once more. In this universe, such a treasure had never been seen in an auction before.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened. Though he didn't want to admit it, his heart stirred with desire.

For a moment, Lin Xuan was filled with excitement but quickly regained composure.

Rare treasures were hard to come by, and one needed the right circumstances to enjoy them.

Such a treasure was beyond his current reach. Even if he gave everything away, he might not outshine those top-tier old monsters.

Moreover, even if he did win, what would it matter? Possessing such wealth could only draw unwanted attention from countless cultivators.

Lin Xuan wouldn't do something so foolish. Rain岚's Commercial Alliance’s cultivators weren’t fools; auctioning such a treasure made no sense from any angle. How could heaven send such a gift?

Thus, there had to be hidden reasons.

Was it a treasure or a trap? It was hard to say now. Only by observing would he avoid making the wrong choice.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a trace of alertness.

The other old monsters, after their initial euphoria wore off, gradually came to their senses.

Selling a Primordial Treasure in the current situation was unreasonable; there must be some significant reason behind it.

Everyone couldn't help but think about the Spirit Sky Bracelet. Could this fragmentary chaos stone also pose a major hazard?

It's possible!

This seemed to be the only reasonable explanation.

But just as that thought flashed through his mind, Rain桐 Fairy's voice erased it.

"Friends, there is no need for doubt; this fragmentary chaos stone is genuine and poses no hazards."

"Why not use it then?"

Tian Sha Ming Wang's face showed a hint of sneer. Just moments ago, he was made to look like a fool by Rain桐 Fairy. Although the grudge had been aired out on the surface, his heart couldn't help but harbor some resentment. He just didn’t have the skill to bear it.

Seizing this opportunity, he naturally wanted to create trouble for the Rain Mist Business Alliance. If he could make Rain桐 Fairy lose credibility in the eyes of all, it would be worth the effort!

However, while the idea was good, actually achieving it was incredibly difficult.

"Me?"

Rain桐 Fairy's face showed a touch of arrogance, with a hint of loneliness beneath: "I no longer need it."

Her voice was as sweet as that of a yellowthroat, but her words were shocking.

What does 'no longer needing' mean?

The information contained in such simple words left everyone stunned.

Could she have mastered the Chaos Law?

All cultivators had this thought pop up simultaneously.

Impossible!

Rain桐 Fairy was indeed the strongest cultivator in the Spirit Sky Realm, but it was impossible for her to reach that level. Even Arishura from ancient times could only touch it; truly mastering the Chaos Law would place her above all deities.

So what did she mean by 'no longer needing'?

Was there a real reason or just an excuse?

No one knew. All cultivators could do was frown and ponder.

"Rain桐 Fairy, can you be sure that this treasure has no hazards?"

The Immortal of the Cold Moon asked, as he was one of the Three Loose Immortals and had a close relationship with Rain桐 Fairy.

"Even if you doubt it, I couldn’t possibly destroy the credibility of the Rain Mist Business Alliance," Rain桐 Fairy sighed. "There are indeed no hazards, but this fragmentary chaos stone can only be used by one person once."

"Just usable once? So this thing is like a spirit talisman—a consumable item?"

The voice of the Talisman Snake sounded surprised.

"Otherwise, why would I bring it out if it could be used multiple times?"

Rain桐 Fairy said coldly.

The old monsters fell into silence.

In truth, this flaw was expected; they just hadn’t thought about it before.

Primordial Treasures couldn't possibly be repeatedly used. If there were no limits on usage, eventually one would understand the Chaos Law.

Usable once only fit with the laws of nature.

But that also explained why Rain桐 Fairy brought out this item for auction.

After all, as a consumable item, using it just once could have some effect; it was hard to say what.

The Chaos Law encompassed everything, and its difficulty was unimaginable.

One might use such an item but gain nothing in return.

That would be a huge loss.

Of course, this was only the worst-case scenario.

Those who bid on it were undoubtedly first-rate cultivators. Emotionally and logically, they could gain some understanding.

Even just touching the surface of it could significantly boost their strength.

This wasn’t idle chatter; thus, each old monster weighed their options in silence.

Rain桐 Fairy didn't give them much time to ponder. Her cold voice echoed: "The auction for the fragmentary chaos stone has begun. The starting bid is fifteen billion crystal stones, with no limit on increments."

...

Fifteen billion crystal stones far exceeded the amount that the Spirit Sky Bracelet had fetched. It was almost a record price. However, this time, none of the cultivators showed any surprise.

Given its Primordial Treasure status, such a sum wasn't much.

But for cultivators below the Realm, it would be impossible to afford. This auction was undoubtedly attracting the top-tier figures.

Who would ultimately win?

No one knew; these old monsters were as deep as the sea in their scheming.

Rain桐 Fairy had announced the start of the auction, but the scene remained unusually silent. No one spoke up.

Time passed, and silence reigned nearby.

"Is it that none of you are interested in this Primordial Treasure?"

Rain桐 Fairy's expression was calm; beside her, Tian Xuan and Di Ji couldn't hold back their impatience.

"This thing is so good, why don’t you take it?" asked an old man with a withered appearance.

"It’s Master Dry Cloud Mountain," said the Venerable Tian Xuan with a smile. "I know my own situation well; even if I waste this treasure, I probably won't gain much. Why not use it to exchange for some crystal stones, which would be more practical."

Though humble, his words were sincere. The old monsters didn’t take offense and smiled kindly.

After a moment of silence, someone finally spoke up:

"None of you are willing to bid? Then let me make the first offer: fifteen billion!"

Lin Xuan turned around at the sound. A black-robed old man was speaking; his face couldn't be seen, enveloped in dense阴气. If he hadn’t guessed wrong, he should be a powerful figure from the Netherworld Realm.

Lin Xuan didn’t recognize him.

The nearby cultivators were almost as clueless. But at this moment, no one truly cared about who made the first bid.

Next, a rough and authoritative voice echoed: "Sixteen billion!"

Silent for so long, then making such a startling offer. The increment was quite outrageous.

And that voice sounded familiar—the most reserved of the Three Demon Kings, a powerful figure from the depths of the sea, the Whale King!

Even he was interested!

All cultivators sighed in their hearts but weren’t overly disappointed. Fifteen billion was already beyond ordinary people’s means.

Since it was destined to be out of reach, there was no need for melancholy or anger; just spectating would do.

Most cultivators remained quite calm.

"Didn't expect even the Whale Friend to show interest. Unfortunately, I don’t plan on letting this treasure go either, so eighteen billion," the Immortal of the Cold Moon’s laughter echoed.

"No need to compete. Auctions are meant for the highest bidder; nineteen billion." A silvery laugh sounded as the Queen of Qing Qiu bid.

"Friends all want this treasure, why not let me join in on the fun? Twenty." This time, it was Nai Long who spoke.
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The bidding sounds echoed through the hall as participants vied for the auctioned items. This time, all the bidders were among the top figures in the Three Realms: Immortal Wraiths, True Demons, and Great Daoists like Master Nai Long and Immortal Fairy Tian Jue.

After a moment, three powerful figures from the Underworld Realm also joined the bidding, with their offers soaring to absurd heights. The Golden Jade Corpse King, Sky-Doomed Bright King, and Dark King of the Underworld outbid each other in a manner that left ordinary cultivators speechless.

Ordinary cultivators had long stopped speaking; even those who were domain masters, usually haughty, now wore expressions of shock. It was known that domains were rare but there were clear differences between them. While Immortal Wraiths and True Demons could be formidable opponents, the best choice at this moment was to observe quietly.

Even in a bidding war, one might not necessarily win.

In just a short while, the price of the Chaos Stone had climbed to thirty billion crystals.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. He had been tempted by the item but hesitated over whether to bid. Now that he was faced with such competition, he no longer needed to make difficult decisions.

Thirty billion crystals were beyond his means even if he sold some treasures; it was clear how insignificant his wealth truly was compared to these top-tier figures.

Lin Xuan's sighs turned into gratitude as he realized that winning the last two items in this auction was a stroke of luck. The top-tier cultivators showed no interest, making the outcome uncertain otherwise.

With his mind at peace, Lin Xuan’s small disappointment vanished. However, the unexpected twist occurred during the auction…

The massive whale king grew impatient. This deep-sea powerhouse, known for his taciturnity, found this formal bidding process irksome. "Enough! I have no interest in playing games with you. If you truly want it, bid a reasonable price and stop adding incrementally."

Before he could finish speaking, the whale king himself set an example: "Fifty billion!"

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as did those of other cultivators. The whale king had increased the bid by twenty billion crystals in one go… It was hard to believe such a figure existed, let alone that crystal stones were freely falling from the sky.

Other participants’ expressions mirrored Lin Xuan's shock. A fifty-billion price tag was indeed outrageous, indicating the whale king’s determination. But could he succeed?

In ordinary auctions, there would be no doubt, but here, almost all top-tier cultivators coveted this treasure. The path to acquisition became more challenging.

At sixty billion crystals, a rare grade of crystal stones, Lin Xuan still couldn't afford it. Yet other top-tier figures remained unperturbed. "Adding incrementally is pointless," said a sinister voice. "The Dark King agrees; let's move on."

"Very well, I'll add ten billion more," the dark king replied.

These fellows were truly monsters, Lin Xuan thought. This auction was lively but its value might not match all the items sold so far combined. At one hundred billion crystals, even top-tier cultivators hesitated, yet they continued bidding.

"Friends, you must be overconfident. Even if it's a primordial treasure, its utility is limited. I doubt anyone could master the chaos laws with just one experience. One hundred and one billion; no more bids from anyone."

The price had soared to an absurd level when someone finally backed out but added another billion before doing so.

"One hundred and one billion," sneered a woman's voice. "Do you think the Chaos Stone is worth this much? Exit if you disagree, no need for empty talk."

Her appearance was striking; her features were beautiful yet combined with an indescribable sharpness that made one shiver.

This must be Immortal Fairy Tian Jue!

In today’s cultivation world, many wielded swords, but the true lineage of Sword Cultivators had long waned. This woman was a rare and formidable sword cultivator.

While her paper strength might not match that of an Immortal Wraith or True Demon, few dared to claim they could defeat her in combat, especially Li Yutong.

Her words were shocking given the reputation of Sword Cultivators as ruthless and decisive fighters who often outperformed their paper strength. She had just jabbed at the dark king before offering a new bid: "One hundred and five billion."

"…!"

The Dark King's face showed anger but quickly returned to normal. "Very well, very well! If you wish so much for this treasure, I will honor my promise and yield it to you. But achieving your goal won't be easy."

"No need for you to worry about that," she replied.

After the minor disruption, the auction continued…

The price kept rising, nearing two hundred billion crystals. Despite the absurdity of the bids, only a few left, while most top-tier cultivators remained in contention.
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Of course, the bidding price had slowed down significantly. The increment between each bid was gradually decreasing as well.

If the Chaos Crystal could be repeatedly pondered over, then any outrageous price would be justified, even a True Immortal might descend to participate in the struggle for it.

But this Primordial Treasure before them was flawed and consumable, meant only for one use.

The Law of Chaos encompassed everything, its profundity incomprehensible. To comprehend it was an arduous task; even if one could grasp it once, there was no guarantee of significant gains or discoveries.

In that case, it would be a huge loss, akin to losing both wife and property.

Even though these old monsters were not short on resources, they had to carefully consider the situation. After all, hundreds of billions of crystal stones were not a small sum for them, so they did not want to throw their money away.

Cautiousness was expected; no one found it strange that the competition would soon come down to a decisive outcome.

Lin Xuan pondered this as he watched. Indeed, with time passing, more and more cultivators withdrew from the bidding.

Only two or three remained: Broad Cold Immortal, Ice Spirit Ancestor, and one of the Six Kings of the Netherworld—Golden Jade Corpse King!

It was unclear if it was a coincidence that the top existences in the Three Realms were left with just one each.

At this moment, the base price for the Chaos Crystal had already been pushed up to 2.5 billion crystal stones.

The bid came from Broad Cold Immortal, but sweat beads could be seen on his forehead, indicating he was finding it increasingly difficult to bear such a high price. However, for some reason, he still refused to give up. Beside him, the expression of Golden Jade Corpse King was equally grim.

It seemed like just an item auction, yet the atmosphere felt incredibly tense.

The air had almost solidified with tension.

Just then, Ice Spirit's light laughter reached their ears: "Two friends, if you continue bidding in this manner, it will only benefit the fisherman. Why don't we make a bet to decide this once and for all?"

"Once and for all? Ice Spirit, do you mean to fight us?" Golden Jade Corpse King's pupils constricted slightly, showing a hint of apprehension on his face.

"I am not suggesting a fight; it is just a jest. At our level, we would never engage in battle so easily. The risks involved are too great for one strike to decide the outcome. Let’s stick to a verbal contest—what do you think?"

"Verbal contest? How does that work?"

Broad Cold Immortal's face showed surprise.

Golden Jade Corpse King's expression was similar, Ice Spirit—the first beauty of the Ancient Demon Realm and with ties to the Arrogant King—was known for her cunning. One must not be careless when dealing with her.

Watching their reactions, Ice Spirit smiled: "Two friends, there is no need to be so vigilant. I have no intention of making enemies with you both. I just don't want this final auction to end in a mutual defeat. Let's get straight to the point. You should recognize this."

Before they could respond, Ice Spirit waved her jade hand, and the air parted like waves. A treasure appeared before their eyes.

It was roughly the size of a washbasin, resembling a miniature landscape with mountains, rivers, deserts, swamps, and all sorts of terrain.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

This was not just some decorative carving; Lin Xuan could sense completely different rules on it compared to the Spirit Mote Realm.

Though faint, they were indeed entirely different.

Could it be...

Not only was Lin Xuan shocked, but all the old monsters present shared his reaction. As cultivators who had passed through the Tribulation Stage, they naturally felt the extraordinary nature of this treasure.

Was this another small realm?

But it seemed too small for a full-fledged realm.

However, viewed from another angle, even a small realm could contain everything—except living beings—and in terms of scale, it was comparable to other small realms in the Spirit Mote Realm.

This was undoubtedly a complete small realm, no doubt about it.

"Miniature realm," Ice Spirit chuckled. "This is very rare, but for us, its utility is limited. Why are you showing this, Fairy?" Golden Jade Corpse King's expression changed as he asked with surprise.

"It has little use now, but it can be used to make a bet with the two of you." Ice Spirit smiled enigmatically.

"A bet?"

"Indeed. You should know that although this miniature realm is minuscule, its essence is the same as our own."

"So what?" Broad Cold Immortal raised an eyebrow.

"It means just that."

Ice Spirit raised her jade hand and swept it towards the miniature realm. As she did so, a hissing sound filled their ears, and法则之力激射而出,随后视线一阵模糊……

待前方的景象重新清晰，出现在眼帘中的，是不可思议的一幕。微型界面本体分毫无损，但上面所有的法则之力却被冰魄强行抹除。

被抹去的不是一种法则，而是所有法则的力量全部消失了。

林轩脸上露出一丝忌惮之色。

甚至可以说是难以置信的。

要知道，小界面的法则力量虽然微弱，但要抹除也不是那么容易。自己肯定做不到。

更不用说冰魄的表现，简直轻而易举，毫无负担。

此女的实力真是深不可测！

"Friend, what do you intend to do?"

Golden Jade Corpse King's expression also showed a hint of fear as he asked.

"Do you not understand? By erasing the laws of this small realm, over time, new laws will regenerate. But they will be entirely different from the original ones. You should know this principle; thus, there is no need to worry about me doing anything." Ice Spirit said calmly.

"Friend, do you want…" Broad Cold Immortal's face showed a glimmer of understanding.

"Indeed, my proposal for the bet is to derive the new laws generated in the small realm. The one who comes closest wins."

"What, deriving laws? Are you not joking!"

Golden Jade Corpse King was shocked. Even domain experts could only alter the laws within their domains; to calculate the laws of a foreign realm, how could that be possible?

Even with a miniature realm, it was already extremely difficult. This was probing divine secrets. When did Ice Spirit gain such formidable power?

Golden Jade Corpse King felt inferior.

Despite being shaken, he considered giving up. But soon, another thought crossed his mind: Could this girl just be posturing?

After all, the Ice Spirit Ancestor was known for her cunning.

If she frightened him with a feigned retreat, it would be embarrassing.

.[,！]此女的实力，真是深不可测！

"Friend, what do you intend to do?"

Golden Jade Corpse King's expression also showed fear as he asked.

"Do you not understand? By erasing the laws of this small realm, over time, new laws will regenerate. But they will be entirely different from the original ones. You should know this principle; thus, there is no need to worry about me doing anything." Ice Spirit said calmly.

"Friend, do you want…" Broad Cold Immortal's face showed a glimmer of understanding.

"Indeed, my proposal for the bet is to derive the new laws generated in the small realm. The one who comes closest wins."

"What, deriving laws? Are you not joking!"

Golden Jade Corpse King was shocked. Even domain experts could only alter the laws within their domains; to calculate the laws of a foreign realm, how could that be possible?

Even with a miniature realm, it was already extremely difficult. This was probing divine secrets. When did Ice Spirit gain such formidable power?
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In his mind, Jin Yue's Corpse King faced a dilemma. Broad Cold True Man also had a similar expression. As top-tier powerhouses in the Three Realms, they naturally knew each other well. The Ice Spirit Ancestor was known for his cunning, so it made sense that they couldn't afford to be overly complacent.

"Alright, let's make a bet."

After weighing their options, Broad Cold True Man finally made a decision.

"I won't give up either."

With a grimace, Jin Yue's Corpse King's voice seeped through. Retreating now would be useless; since both extending and retracting the head would result in the same outcome, it might as well take a chance.

"Alright!"

Ice Spirit's face showed no surprise: "The repair of this miniature interface's laws of the universe should only take about an hour. Let's start deciphering them right now. After an hour, we'll write down our interpretations on the jade pupil scroll and compare them with the laws generated by this small interface. What do you think?"

This rule sounded extremely fair, so Broad Cold True Man and Jin Yue's Corpse King naturally had no objections.

The two then released their divine senses, tightly closing their eyes as they began deciphering the laws of the universe within the miniature interface in their minds.

As the saying goes: a sparrow may be small but has all its organs. Although it was a miniature interface, the complexity of the laws of the universe didn't fall short of ordinary interfaces.

Within just an hour, how difficult would it be to decipher them?

Neither Jin Yue's Corpse King nor Broad Cold True Man had much confidence in their abilities, only that they had no choice but to proceed with the arrow already on the string.

Rain桐 Fairy watched from the sidelines without saying a word. Other cultivators naturally remained silent as well.

...

"Brother, can we really decipher the laws of an entire world within just one hour?"

Lin Xuan asked Nai Long True Man through mental communication.

"What to say about that, and it depends on how far you want to go with your interpretation. If completely derived, I definitely couldn't do it," Nai Long sighed, putting away his playful expression as he spoke seriously.

"Really?"

Lin Xuan's expression became even more gloomy after hearing what Nai Long True Man said.

He had interacted many times with Ice Spirit and didn't think she was just babbling or bluffing. Ice Spirit daring to do this meant that she could indeed decipher the laws of this miniature interface. Her strength was far more terrifying than he originally imagined.

...

The comb case from the Seven Treasures of Hell still remained in her hands. How could he get it back?

Lin Xuan frowned, pondering deeply.

...

An hour quickly passed.

This competition contained extremely advanced skills, but on the surface, there seemed to be nothing special.

In the end, they presented their interpretations. They were mostly similar, but laws of the universe were often a matter of hair's breadth making a difference.

The finer details revealed the true strength.

As expected, Ice Spirit was the ultimate victor. The laws she derived matched those generated by the small interface to an astonishing degree, though not perfectly.

"A sigh!"

A sigh sounded in his ears as Broad Cold True Man showed signs of despondency: "I admit defeat according to our bet. This chaos stone is destined to be out of my reach."

Jin Yue's Corpse King didn't say much but also looked disappointed.

The final treasure was finally claimed, and Ice Spirit emerged victorious. However, the price she paid was enormous—25 billion high-value items, a record that had never been seen since the Three Realms came into existence.

It was shocking, and this was just one-time consumption; whether it was worth it or not was hard to say.

Regardless, with the auction over, the fair concluded successfully. As for the Peach Banquet Festival, it wasn't yet closed. There were still some programs, such as private exchanges and high-level cultivators sharing cultivation insights.

Of course, these weren't fixed; those who wanted to participate could do so, but if they didn't, that was fine too.

In the past, most cultivators wouldn't miss out on such opportunities. After all, gathering top-tier powerhouses from the Three Realms wasn't common. One could gain insights by learning from others' strengths and exchanging cultivation experiences for mutual benefit. It was hard to pass up.

However, this time was different.

Firstly, the scale of this Peach Banquet far exceeded previous ones. Too many unexpected treasures had appeared at the auction.

It left everyone dazzled, making them lose interest in private exchanges.

But that wasn't the most critical issue.

This time, not only were there more top-tier powerhouses from the Three Realms than usual, but域外天魔 also made an appearance.

The Spirit Realm, Ancient Demon Realm, and Netherworld had all suffered at the hands of these celestial demons, leaving countless painful lessons. However, since the interface channels were sealed, they hadn't appeared for many years.

This time, not only did they return with great audacity, disrupting the Peach Banquet, but they also revealed shocking news: one of the three demon kings in the Spirit Realm, Ten Thousand Serpent King, had already been possessed by a域外天魔. They were their hidden move in the Spirit Realm.

Although Rain桐 Fairy had already eliminated the Ten Thousand Serpent King... no, it should be called the Demon Serpent King, the lingering shadow still loomed over everyone's minds. This matter wouldn't end here; the域外天魔 would likely return.

At this level of strength, falling was not easy, but encountering a powerful域外天魔 and guaranteeing one's safety was rare.

In such circumstances, who had the mood to continue participating in the Peach Banquet? The auction was over, so leaving was the best choice.

A storm was brewing; if there were great calamities ahead, it would be wise to prepare beforehand.

Of course, not every cultivator did this. But at least half of them planned to leave.

Lin Xuan was one of them. Just as he stood up, many cultivators noticed him. This wasn't unusual; after all, Lin Xuan had won two high-value items in the final round alone.

Such a wealthy appearance and not being a domain powerhouse naturally attracted the envy of many other cultivators.

The cultivation world was one where strength ruled, so harboring greed wasn't uncommon.

Of course, they wouldn't dare to act in the瑶池, but once outside Rainy Mist Business Alliance, things could be different. Lin Xuan knew this well but ignored it as he walked out calmly.

However, just then, a voice sounded without reservation: "Third Brother, why must you leave so quickly? I have recently acquired some fine wine; let me give it to you later. What do you think?"
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"Thank you, big brother."

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of unrestrained joy. Now that he was the target of many, Lin Xuan knew all too well that several old monsters had already regarded him as an easy meal.

"Hmph, do you really think I can be bullied just because I'm young?" A hint of coldness appeared on Lin Xuan's face. But to say he wasn't worried at all was a lie.

As the saying goes, two fists cannot defeat four hands. Moreover, those unkind old fellows included realm-level powerhouses.

After this series of events, Lin Xuan had a clearer assessment of his own strength. In ordinary late-stage渡劫 existences, he could dominate without hindrance. But against realms, it was somewhat inferior.

Self-preservation might not be an issue, but the chance of victory was as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

And this time, there were more than one realm-level powerhouses who wanted to make a move on him...

Thus, Lin Xuan's situation was far from optimistic. But he had never regretted his actions. In the world of cultivation, where could one avoid danger? The dangers in the cultivation world were countless. Selling off so many treasures at once would surely spark envy and jealousy.

But what if?

These treasures were of great use to him, and even if he had to do it again, Lin Xuan wouldn't change his mind.

Courage knows no fear!

Since big brother主动 offered protection, Lin Xuan naturally didn’t refuse out of vain pride. A true man can adapt; forcing oneself into a fight is not courage but mere recklessness.

Thus, with a smile on his face, Lin Xuan boarded the True Immortal Nai Long's pleasure boat.

This scene naturally caught the attention of many cultivators.

Immediately, many faces showed hesitation. Although Lin Xuan was not well-known, Nai Long True Immortal wasn’t someone to mess with.

If one still tried to make trouble after this, a lamb would turn into a tiger and might even backfire on oneself.

The danger level had increased significantly, which was why most people were now backing out. After all, no one wanted to end up losing more than they gained.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan, upon boarding Nai Long True Immortal's pleasure boat, found it as opulent as ever.

Soft music filled his ears as Nai Long True Immortal was enjoying the performance. His big brother indeed lived a life of utmost leisure.

"Third Brother has arrived. Sit down quickly."

Nai Long True Immortal instructed the maids to add more tea sets. Two familiar faces, Bai Hua and Meng Ruyan, stood by his side.

Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. Big brother's character was never bound by convention.

He sat down and indulged in food and spirit wine. The dishes and spirits were all incredibly delicious.

"Third Brother has reaped a bountiful harvest at this Peach Blossom Festival but is also being targeted by many petty people. Hence, I offer to escort you."

"Thank you for your kindness, big brother, but it's adding trouble to your own."

"It’s family; there's no need to say such things."

The pleasure boat transformed into a dazzling light and vanished instantly.

...

"Ice Soul Sister, are we really letting this Lin boy leave so easily?" The Snake of Treasure turned its head with clear murderous intent on its face.

Lin Xuan had offended her too many times. While she could tolerate it before because he was just a tiny ant back then, would anyone get angry at being wronged by an insect?

The answer was no.

But now was different; Lin Xuan had grown into a late-stage渡劫 cultivator. Although he hadn't mastered the realm yet, he was almost on par with them.

If left unchecked, he would become a major threat.

Thus, her desire to eliminate Lin Xuan became urgent.

How could she miss such an opportunity?

"Be in no hurry," Ice Soul's face remained calm as ever: "This Lin boy made a big splash at the auction. He has become a fat cow now. You think Nai Long True Immortal can protect him? That’s a huge mistake. Although Nai Long is a top-tier powerhouse, he cannot scare off heroes from all three realms. We can follow behind and act as circumstances dictate. Try not to make any moves if possible."

"Alright, little sister will follow your instructions," the rebellious Snake of Treasure bowed submissively in front of Ice Soul. The more she interacted with her, the more she realized how deep Ice Soul's powers were. As a Primordial True Demon, she was far superior to herself. This woman was almost certainly the strongest demon in the first rank.

Although she didn't know how she compared to the former Demon Lord, she felt it wasn't something she could defy.

Moreover, there was still a grudge between Ice Soul and Lin Xuan. She hated him deeply for both reason and emotion; she couldn’t allow him to continue growing.

...

Given this, why worry? Following Ice Soul's instructions would be the smartest choice.

With these thoughts in mind, the Snake of Treasure bid farewell with Ice Soul. As both were Primordial True Demons, even Fairy Rain桐 couldn't afford to be too casual about them. She personally saw them off.

As they approached the exit of the Jade Pool, Fairy Rain桐 unexpectedly spoke up: "Ice Soul, I want to talk to you alone."

The Snake of Treasure was taken aback; such a turn of events was unforeseen. Fairy Rain桐 rarely showed her true colors, and she had never heard that Ice Soul Sister was close with her.

Why...

She raised her head and found the expression on this Spirit Realm's top fairy filled with hope.

Ice Soul seemed surprised as well, showing a hint of hesitation before quickly turning cold: "No need."

"Alright," Fairy Rain桐’s face showed disappointment. "Since you've chosen your path, I won't stop you, but I hope you don’t regret it in the future."

"I don't need Fairy Rain桐's concern."

Ice Soul remained expressionless as a white aura enveloped her body and transformed into a streak of light that shot towards the sky.

The Snake of Treasure was surprised but understood that words could bring trouble. It was better not to ask about such matters, so she followed silently.

Soon after, the three realm-level powerhouses bid farewell, and the once bustling Jade Pool fell silent again.

...

Meanwhile, on Lin Xuan's side, riding Nai Long True Immortal’s pleasure boat, they traveled a thousand miles in an instant. Without any interruptions, Lin Xuan enjoyed his wine while chatting with Nai Long and others, finding it leisurely.

Nai Long True Immortal finished telling a joke before stopping abruptly.

"Big brother, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan showed a look of surprise.

"What comes must come."

Nai Long True Immortal sighed, his expression complex.

"What is it?" Lin Xuan asked, releasing his divine sense. But he found no results and was surprised when Nai Long True Immortal’s voice echoed from afar: "Since you've arrived, why hide? Why not show yourself?"

"Hmph, Nai Long True Immortal, they say you live freely in the world. Your cultivation progress hasn't slowed over these years, but that doesn’t matter. Today, I must see your soul depart for the underworld."
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The sky inexplicably darkened, though not to the point of total darkness. It was extremely gloomy with a chill wind blowing everywhere.

Alongside this, faint cries of ghosts could be heard, eerie and indistinct in their origin.

Boom!

After some time, an unexpected loud noise echoed through the air.

Around them, thick, dark fog suddenly rose from nowhere. Within the mist, lanterns appeared one after another, along with greenish-black ghost flames.

The enemy's identity was clear: they were monsters from the Netherworld Realm.

Despite knowing that Master Dragon was here, their audacity and arrogance indicated that they were not ordinary beings.

One of the Six Kings of the Netherworld!

They had the greatest suspicion. However, Lin Xuan did not know which one specifically, as he rarely interacted with them.

"Brother, I'm sorry for causing you trouble," Lin Xuan said with a hint of apology on his face.

"It's all right, we are brothers. Besides, if anyone should apologize, it should be that person," Master Dragon said.

"Why?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback.

"Third Brother, don't you understand? Golden Jade Corpse King came here not to target you but to trouble our big brother."

The melodious voice belonged to Fairy Hundred Flowers, who explained the situation to Lin Xuan.

"What! Trouble for Big Brother?"

Lin Xuan was startled. So, he was just collateral damage?

He also wondered if there were significant grudges between his big brother and Golden Jade Corpse King that would make the latter seek trouble in the Spirit Realm, a mere million miles away from Yao Pool.

This situation was unexpected for Lin Xuan. He had thought to benefit from his big brother's reputation but ended up being drawn into this mess.

However, there was no regret on Lin Xuan’s face.

Master Dragon treated him well; they were brothers in life and death. How could he only think of personal gain? Now that Big Brother was in trouble, Lin Xuan was willing to take the risk with him.

Master Dragon was a formidable figure, though he played games in this world, his eyes were sharp.

He knew whether his brother’s intentions were genuine or just an act.

"Second Sister, Third Brother, since Golden Jade Corpse King has arrived, we shouldn't be stingy. Let's go out and meet this Netherworld Realm powerhouse. How about it? Do you have any objections?"

"Leave everything to Big Brother."

"Agreed."

Master Dragon didn’t dawdle; with a burst of spiritual light, he flew from the pleasure boat. Lin Xuan, Fairy Hundred Flowers, and Dream Like Safflower exchanged glances before following closely.

Soon they left the pleasure boat.

The surroundings were completely unclear. The fog enveloped everything above, below, to the left, and right.

Ghostly figures roamed everywhere, and ghost flames flickered in the mist.

This scene made Lin Xuan’s hair stand on end.

But Master Dragon, Lin Xuan, and others weren’t ordinary cultivators; they paid no heed. Master Dragon even wore a mocking expression: "Golden Jade Corpse King, after all these years, you’re still so bored to find me troublesome. Come out boldly instead of playing games. This is just embarrassing."

"Sharp-tongued, Master Dragon. Today I’ll break your sharp teeth and see who’s the one causing embarrassment in the Three Realms."

A sinister voice echoed as the ghost flames in the mist suddenly flared up. Dark winds rose, heavy clouds obscured the sun, and low, menacing roars could be heard from all directions.

Something monstrous seemed to hide among them.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand toward his forehead, and silver light flashed in his eyes under the influence of the Divine Phoenix Eye Technique. The mist no longer obstructed anything; everything was revealed clearly.

Corpse Cultivation!

Given that he called himself Golden Jade Corpse King, it wasn’t surprising that he could command corporeal creatures. In fact, it was expected.

Seeing the corporeal creatures in front of him, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but turn pale.

The number was beyond description; there seemed to be hundreds of thousands, if not millions.

Moreover, each corpse had formidable strength, with even the weakest having cultivation at the Core Formation stage.

A saying went: "Even an elephant can be bitten by ants."

With Lin Xuan already in the late Tribulation Transcendence stage, so many high-level corporeal creatures caused him great distress. However, Master Dragon’s face remained calm: "Golden Jade, after all these years, you’re still so bored to find me troublesome. Since you want to play games, let's have a round."

Before Lin Xuan could react, Master Dragon waved his sleeves, and a bag appeared from his sleeve. The opening expanded, and countless red beans tumbled out.

One became ten, ten became a hundred, a hundred became a thousand, and so on, like a magic trick that left everyone dazzled.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he saw the red beans transform into soldiers in golden armor, resembling heavenly troops.

Bean to Soldier!

Lin Xuan sighed; such secret techniques only existed in legends. He had never seen it before.

Was this the power of a top-tier cultivator?

Thoughts raced through his mind as the corporeal creatures fiercely attacked Master Dragon’s transformed soldiers. It was like a grand battle, withmagnificent momentum.

Lin Xuan observed coldly but grew grim-faced.

Big Brother's strength didn’t need to be questioned; he was one of the topmost powerhouses in the Spirit Realm. However, Golden Jade Corpse King was not well-intentioned, and the outcome of this battle was unpredictable. Who would win or lose was unclear.

Before his thoughts could settle, a black lightning bolt swept through the void, clearing everything—both the corporeal creatures and Master Dragon’s transformed soldiers.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan was stunned as a black lightning ball appeared in mid-air. The ball then became a vortex, emitting terrifyinglaw enforcement power.

The strength of that rule force made Lin Xuan shiver from the core.

"What is this thing?"

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan was left speechless. At that moment, a beam of black light shot out from within.

"Move aside!"

At that moment, Master Dragon’s usual smile vanished, replaced by an extremely serious expression. He waved his sleeves, and Lin Xuan felt a powerful force hit him, sending him flying.

Meanwhile, five-colored spiritual lights enveloped Master Dragon as a suffocating aura emanated from him.
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Along with this, the laws of nature in the surrounding area began to change.

A dazzling set of battle armor suddenly appeared before Daoist True Dragon Nai Long.

Domain!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted!

Then, a dragon-like howl echoed as Nai Long's face lost all signs of amusement. He clenched his hands, and golden spiritual patterns burst forth from his body, instantly covering every part of him.

The battle armor began to merge with his body. Multicolored spiritual light flowed over the surface, and a layer of flame-like glow ascended onto it.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan couldn't help but show a look of shock on his face.

How powerful was Big Brother Nai Long? To be honest, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely clear about that. But he had witnessed Nai Long's single sword defeating Heavenly璇 and Earth Jī, displaying formidable combat prowess that struck fear into one’s heart. At the time, Nai Long's actions were effortless, unlike now where he was fully focused, deploying his battle armor and domain without hesitation.

The danger they faced must have been incredibly grave.

Before this thought could fully form in Lin Xuan's mind, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The light beam that had illuminated the area suddenly became hazy and turned into thick black fog. Even Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes couldn't see through it, with powerful and abnormal法则 forces emanating from its surface. More bizarrely, these forces were different from those he had encountered before, more obscure and ancient. In an instant, they enveloped Nai Long Daoist.

"Big Brother!"

Lin Xuan's heart raced in alarm as he sensed something amiss. He flicked his sleeves, and sharp sword energy shot out from his fingertips, slicing through the fog. But it was like a stone hitting water; no effect at all.

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more grim. His right hand raised, and Nine Palaces Momentary Sword directly emerged from his sleeve as if swimming in water. Lin Xuan's hands moved like butterflies, and dozens of immortal swords converged into one giant sword. Spiritual light shone brightly before they vanished, replaced by a massive sword that appeared.

A hundred feet long with electric sparks flashing across its surface.

"Quickly!"

With Lin Xuan's current strength, the giant sword technique he wielded was formidable. Just as he prepared to command it forward, an unbelievable scene occurred.

The eerie black fog disappeared instantly.

Yes, it dissipated in just a moment, seemingly merging into the air.

This was accompanied by a sky filled with lightning and fire. The surrounding dark mist also vanished, leaving everything calm and serene. It felt like all that had happened was just a dream.

Too fantastical, too bizarre. If not for Nai Long Daoist's disappearance as well, Lin Xuan almost thought he was dreaming.

He had faced countless hardships on his path to cultivation, but such an absurd scene was unprecedented.

Nai Long, this living person, had vanished!

Knowing that Big Brother wasn't a weakling but one of the top three in the Three Realms, how could it be possible?

Was it the Golden Jade Corpse King's doing?

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense and found no trace related to the powerful阴司 realm expert. He too had disappeared.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened. At this moment, a sigh reached his ears: "Third Brother, you needn't search; it would be in vain."

"Second Sister, do you know where Big Brother went?"

Lin Xuan turned and saw that Fairy Hundred Flowers' face was filled with worry.

"Yes, what Big Brother encountered just now was Yellow Springs Ghost Fog. He should have been sucked into the Holy Land of the Netherworld," said Fairy Hundred Flowers as she sighed.

"Yellow Springs Ghost Fog, Holy Land of the Netherworld—what are they?"

Lin Xuan was stunned: "Moon, do you know?"

He used his divine sense to communicate with his beloved wife.

Before Moon could respond, Fairy Hundred Flowers' voice continued: "The so-called Holy Land of the Netherworld is unclear. It's said to be one of the gaps between阴司 realm and True Immortal Realm, where the阴气 is extremely dense but ordinary people can't enter."

"What about Yellow Springs Ghost Fog?"

"It’s a holy artifact from the 阴司 realm, extremely rare. Only through this treasure can one enter the Holy Land of the Netherworld."

Fairy Hundred Flowers' face darkened as she spoke: "The Golden Jade Corpse King really went all out this time. The Yellow Springs Ghost Fog is hard to find, even for him. He used it specifically against Nai Long Daoist, aiming for a fight to the death."

Lin Xuan fell into silence upon hearing this.

If what Second Sister said was true, there should be no other ambushes in the Holy Land of the Netherworld. Big Brother and Golden Jade Corpse King would face each other one-on-one, likely determining who emerged victorious. The winner could leave.

Big Brother's strength wasn't weak, but his opponent was one of the Six Kings of the 阴司 realm, setting such a deadly trap with great confidence.

Moreover, the Holy Land of the Netherworld had extremely dense阴气, making it advantageous even without setting up an ambush.

Big Brother is in danger.

After analyzing the situation, Lin Xuan made his calculations and concluded that he could do nothing to help. In this scenario, even if he wanted to assist, he couldn't.

The Golden Jade Corpse King was cunning; using Yellow Springs Ghost Fog had two purposes: one, to take advantage of the terrain. The second… likely out of concern for Li Yutong, given how close they were to the瑶池.

A hundred miles away, with Li Yutong's strength, it would be an instant trip.

But changing the battleground to the Holy Land of the Netherworld meant that even if Fairy Rainy Dream tried to intervene, she couldn't. And Lin Xuan himself was out of the question.

He could only pray for Nai Long Daoist's safety and good fortune.

Lin Xuan sighed in his heart and turned to look at Fairy Hundred Flowers: "Sister, there's nothing we can do now. We should leave quickly."

"Agreed."

Fairy Hundred Flowers, though worried about Nai Long Daoist's safety, understood Lin Xuan's point and nodded in agreement.

"We'll head out then."

"No, I plan to separate from Second Sister for the journey," said Lin Xuan.

"What? Separate? Third Brother…?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers was taken aback, and Dreamy Smile's face showed concern as well.

"Traveling together makes our target too obvious. Separating will be safer. Let’s go; we can't waste time. Sisters, take care on the road. I must leave now."

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, he emitted a green glow and flew forward with near-instantaneous speed, vanishing into the distance.

"Sister Third Brother…?"

Fairy Hundred Flowers couldn't catch up, her expression filled with sighs.

Lin Xuan's actions were deliberate. This time participating in the Peach Blossom Festival, because he had consecutively captured two of the final treasures, he had become a target. While Big Brother Nai Long could still protect him, Second Sister Fairy Hundred Flowers was also a domain expert but far less powerful than Nai Long.

(Youth Lion Alliance.)
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Now, Master Nai Long faced a predicament. His life and death were uncertain. If he continued traveling with the two women, they would also be dragged into danger.

This situation was something Lin Xuan was unwilling to see happen.

A man of valor should take responsibility for his actions. Back then when he purchased those two final-grade treasures, Lin Xuan had already anticipated such a scenario.

Indeed, as expected, the path ahead would be perilous and treacherous.

Lin Xuan did not want Dream Like Saffron or Fairy Hundred Flowers to get involved in trouble. After all, back then, the benefits were his, so now he should have the courage to face any danger that came their way. It was both reasonable and emotional; he shouldn't drag his sisters into this mess.

After much contemplation, Lin Xuan made a decision. While it would increase the risk of encountering danger alone, these challenges were what he had to face.

Lin Xuan was a man of responsibility, never lacking in courage, always taking care of his friends and family.

His遁光 (transcendent light) sped up quickly, covering tens of thousands of miles within just a short time. During this process, he kept changing directions, feeling slightly regretful. A hundred precautions could be taken for one oversight; if he had known this would happen, he should have found a way to purchase some random teleportation talismans. This would easily allow him to turn danger into safety.

Of course, it was too late to regret now. Lin Xuan could only fully accelerate his speed, hoping to escape those scheming old fellows.

In no time, another short while passed. When the遁光 (transcendent light) swept over an unremarkable mountain peak, Lin Xuan suddenly narrowed his eyes and stopped the light without any warning.

He then turned around and looked towards a certain direction where there was nothing: "If you've come here, why hide? If you want to covet my treasures, just come out and fight."

"Friend, you are quite straightforward. I am hiding for no reason," came a deep voice.

A figure of a pig-faced demon appeared in front with a large mace in one hand.

He was over ten feet tall, robustly built, with a pig's head and human body.

Late-stage Transcendation!

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed. The thick aura around the demon indicated that he wasn't just an ordinary late-stage demon.

But he didn’t seem to be a domain powerhouse either.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief but also felt curious. He had never seen this pig-faced demon at the Peach Blossom Banquet, otherwise, he would have remembered him.

Why would such a creature come here to intercept him?

For now, Lin Xuan couldn’t figure it out and didn't want to overthink it. Instead, he spoke up: "I have no grudge with you; I advise you not to risk your life for trivial gains. Let’s shake on it and pretend we’ve never met. What do you think?"

"Shake hands? Sure," the pig-faced demon smiled.

He revealed his sharp fangs as he said, "As long as you hand over the two treasures you obtained at the Peach Blossom Banquet, there will be no problem."

"Oh! Well, if you insist on being stubborn..."

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of impatience. He didn’t have time to dawdle here; otherwise, more powerful enemies would continue chasing him.

The immediate priority was to quickly resolve this matter and eliminate the threat.

A look of ferocity flashed in his eyes as he charged forward with incredible speed. The distance between them was over a hundred feet, but Lin Xuan crossed it in a single step.

Spatial Law!

Lin Xuan didn’t claim deep understanding, but such a short distance posed no difficulty or hindrance to him.

"You..."

Lin Xuan attacked without hesitation and with such an outrageous move that the pig-faced demon was shocked. Without thinking further, he swung his mace at Lin Xuan.

Screams echoed as the void was torn apart, countless shadowy images of the mace appeared, carrying a forceful impact, like a whirlwind sweeping away clouds, covering this land.

Despite the suddenness, his move still carried immense power. He was indeed a late-stage demon. This wasn’t over yet; with a single mouthful, he spat out a purple-red flame.

Burning fiercely, it turned into a wall of fire, shielding Lin Xuan from the attack.

The entire process was swift and fluid. The demon seemed clumsy but moved with incredible agility, combining offense and defense. Lin Xuan suddenly found himself in danger.

First came the countless mace shadows, covering this land, leaving no room for Lin Xuan to dodge.

However, he showed no fear; his figure flickered, vanishing from sight.

"How is that possible?"

The pig-faced demon was shocked as his attack missed its target. Without hesitation, he swept his sleeve and a dagger-like short sword flew out of it.

A burst of demonic wind appeared, transforming into two monstrous snakes.

He coiled his body to protect himself with the snakes around him.

This creature reacted swiftly; Lin Xuan’s figure appeared behind him.

With a slight shake of his shoulder, golden light flashed.

Nine Palace Swift Sword appeared in his vision.

Like a sudden storm, it charged forward.

Clang! Clang!

Sounds echoed as scales appeared on the surface of the giant snake. These scales were thin but adorned with intricate patterns, indicating their non-trivial nature.

As the sword approached, an unbelievable scene unfolded; the scales actually detached from the giant snake’s body.

Each scale transformed into a shield, densely covering the front, creating layers upon layers, like performing magic tricks.

Lin Xuan saw it clearly, showing no surprise. A green aura shot out of his mouth and was quickly absorbed by the immortal sword.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed forward with one finger.

As he moved, a layer of light flames appeared on the surface of Nine Palace Swift Sword, colorful like rainbow glass—of course, they were Illusory Spirit Heaven Flames.

He combined them with Nine Palace Swift Sword.

Sss...

The sound of breaking air was loud. Although the shields were sturdy, how could they withstand Lin Xuan’s own life-imbued treasure combined with Illusory Spirit Heaven Flames? They shattered one by one.

"How is that possible?" The pig-faced demon was shocked. Before he could recover, the snake without scales was cut into pieces by Nine Palace Swift Sword.

The purple-red flames were useless; they couldn’t stop Lin Xuan. Nine Palace Swift Sword passed through them as if nothing happened.

This wasn’t over yet. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and shouted, delivering a punch forward.

Law of Force!

Lin Xuan was not the kind to hesitate or hold back. Once he acted, there would be no holding back.
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Swift as a rabbit, quick as an eagle!

The opponent was indeed a late-stage Realm Transcender from the demon race. His strength was commendable, and if they were to engage in a formal exchange of blows, it would take more than just a moment to determine a winner.

If this had happened at another time or place, Lin Xuan wouldn't mind fully unleashing his abilities to spar with him. But right now, he couldn't afford to waste any time here.

A fool bears no guilt for carrying a jade; he knew very well the situation he was in. The wisest choice was to leave as quickly as possible. He had no patience to dally with this pig demon.

Thus, Lin Xuan's first move was lethal. Nine Palaces Instantly Added Illusory Heavenly Fire, bolstered by the Law of Force, aiming for a one-hit kill if possible. Even if that wasn't achievable, he would at least severely injure his opponent here.

Lin Xuan had no compassion for enemies.

The entire process, though complex to describe, took only an instant. The pig demon's face was filled with terror; he couldn't have anticipated the human cultivator's techniques being so ruthless. His secret arts and treasures seemed as fragile as paper. Where did this nameless youth come from? Was he really not in his own domain?

But it mattered little now. Nine Palaces Instantly Added Sword pierced through multiple layers of defenses, enveloping him from all sides. There was no escape.

Having seen the power of this treasure, he no longer expected anything on his person to stop it. The only choice left was to dodge.

Indeed, that was correct. But how could one do so?

After all, there were too many Nine Palaces Instantly Added Swords, blocking every possible angle. While water couldn't penetrate completely, escaping the encirclement was a daunting task.

With his mind racing, a determined expression flashed across the pig demon's face. There was only one move left to make.

He clasped his hands in mid-air and rapidly cast several magical incantations. A black demonic blood shot out from his mouth.

The blood exploded with a crackling sound as it met the wind, forming a cloud of blood mist. Symbols appeared within. The blood mist expanded and contracted, casting an intense black glow over the pig demon's body. It transformed into a streak of black light, but didn't immediately break through to escape.

Instead, the light intensified and became increasingly indistinct. Intense法则power radiated from the streak, making it so thin that it seemed like a thread, passing through the gaps in Nine Palaces Instantly Added Sword.

Without pausing, it broke through the air and flew away!

This brief exchange gave the pig demon an idea. This Lin youth was far more formidable than he had imagined. In a one-on-one fight, he wouldn't be his match.

A man should know when to retreat. So, retreating temporarily was the smartest choice.

However, a sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

"Come and go as you please. Treat me like what? Since you want to obtain treasures, failure means your life is mine."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan clapped his hands together with a loud crackling sound. Dragon roars and phoenix cries filled the air as colorful phoenixes danced around him. True dragons appeared in his aura alongside green dragons, white tigers, and red phoenixes.

The scene was dazzling.

All these elements surged towards Lin Xuan.

Instantly, celestial music resounded. Brilliant silver threads burst from his body, five-colored light enveloping him completely.

Piercing sounds filled the air as if his body had been ignited by the five-colored light. A set of radiant armor appeared on his surface.

This wasn't over yet. Lin Xuan stretched out both hands and phoenix cries echoed in his ears. Two enormous feathered wings materialized behind him.

These wings were several meters long, incredibly ornate, with multicolored feathers visible everywhere, combining the features of phoenixes, peacocks, and other divine birds.

More astonishingly, a flickering light enveloped the entire wing.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, causing ripples in space. A sword thin as a cicada's wing appeared at his fingertips.

Though thin, the sword was ancient and elegant. Its tip trembled, emitting seven different types of法则power.

True Spirit Transformed Sword Technique!

At this level, Lin Xuan could perform it with ease.

He raised his hand again, flipping his fingers to grasp Nine Palaces Instantly Added Sword in his palm. He shook his shoulder and swung forward.

The movement was so agile that it was almost silent. Yet, a magnificent sword aura emerged, covering the sky and earth, its presence overwhelming.

But in an instant, all the sword auras condensed into a single fine crystal thread, vanishing instantly!

At the horizon where water met the sky, the pig demon used his secret arts to desperately flee. Suddenly, his expression changed as his light slowed down. He swerved and moved aside.

However, it was too late.

A flash of bright sword light appeared in space, following him like a shadow, slicing him into two.

"Ahh!"

The pig demon's blood splattered. His secret arts were impressive but useless against Lin Xuan's True Spirit Transformed Sword Technique. He was easily cut in half.

If he were an ordinary person, his life would be over. But as a late-stage Realm Transcender, such injuries wouldn't lead to his death.

Grimy demon energy spread around him, enveloping the broken parts of his body before he continued flying away.

"Fool!"

In Lin Xuan's eyes, this scene was unremarkable. If he let the opponent escape like this, he would be a fool for being a late-stage Realm Transcender.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed it forward. A loud "bang" echoed as the brilliant sword light exploded in a shower of sparks.

The scene was dazzling, replaced by countless sword threads. These threads pierced through the air like fine rain, targeting the opponent.

Having escaped from one tiger's mouth only to fall into another wolf's, such an attack was beyond the pig demon's capacity to withstand. But he didn't want to die without a fight. He roared and spat out several treasures.

A shield, a long spear—defensive and offensive combined.

They expanded as they met the wind, forming a massive wall of defense. The spear transformed into a black-green dragon, swaying its head and tail, spewing flames in an attempt to block the myriad sword threads.

Despite his efforts, it was futile.

Clanging sounds filled the air as the dragon's fire proved ineffective, being shattered along with the shield. The pig demon lost all protection, but he cried out in pain before silence returned. This time, he truly perished.
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The妖魂 was completely eradicated, leaving only a small, fist-sized demon core spinning wildly in mid-air.

Lin Xuan naturally had no reason to let such a treasure slip through his fingers. With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of green light shot out from the sleeve and transformed into a giant hand several feet long. It tore through the void with the speed of a fierce wind and lightning, viciously grabbing at the demon core.

This time, there was no unexpected incident; Lin Xuan successfully obtained the demon core.

Without hesitation, he stowed it away in his storage belt.

Then, Lin Xuan turned to look back into the empty space behind him. The scene appeared calm and unremarkable on the surface, but with his divine sense reaching tens of thousands of miles beyond the visible range, he could see clearly.

Lin Xuan's divine perception was already comparable to that of a true immortal.

In the cloud sea, several streaks of light had already flickered into existence, rapidly approaching from this direction. Their cultivation levels varied, but they were all undoubtedly about to undergo a tribulation. They seemed to view Lin Xuan as an easy target due to the Peach Blossom Festival.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened to its utmost extent.

It didn't make sense; ordinary tribulation cultivators couldn't reach tens of thousands of miles with their divine senses, and even domain masters found it difficult to do so. He had changed directions several times along his journey, but how could they still find him accurately?

Lin Xuan lowered his head in thought for a moment.

With a clench of his hands, a series of cracking sounds like bones breaking filled his ears as his body was enveloped in flickering light. In the briefest instant, he had performed several secret techniques from head to toe, thoroughly probing every inch of himself.

However, there were no findings; nothing seemed amiss, and no hidden techniques or traps had been planted on him. If so, how could they find him with such precision?

He was at a loss for an explanation!

No matter how he thought about it, he couldn't come up with any reasonable reason.

After exchanging brief words with the Moon and Little Butterfly in the Pocket Cave Map, the two women also failed to provide a logical explanation.

Incredible!

But Lin Xuan had no time to delve into the root of the issue at this moment.

He needed to leave quickly and find a place where spatial barriers were weak. By breaking through the void, he could only escape by going far away from Rain桐World.

Thoughts raced in his mind as Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a bright green glow. He transformed into an exceptionally dazzling streak of light that shot off towards the distance.

His speed was so fast that it defied description; "thousands of miles in an instant" paled in comparison to his current speed. A few blinks later, he vanished from sight amidst the clouds.

...

The scene returned to silence.

Time passed like water and arrows, and half an hour seemed like nothing at all.

Whoo…

Suddenly, a bizarre sound of breaking air entered his ears. Soon after, a bright light appeared on the horizon in the far distance.

Initially distant, it approached with astonishing speed until it was right before him. The sound abruptly stopped as the light dimmed, revealing a long, ancient-looking spirit boat.

The boat was adorned with dazzling arcs of light and though not large in size, it was unmistakably one of the top-grade flying artifacts. Suspended in mid-air, two figures appeared.

On the left was a middle-aged man in his forties, with thick eyebrows and big eyes. His skin was dark, and he had broad hands and feet, resembling an ordinary farmer from the countryside.

To his right stood a woman who exuded irresistible charm; her presence radiated a powerful allure.

Despite their contrasting appearances, they looked perfectly harmonious together.

Late-stage tribulation cultivator!

Both were floating in mid-air, but their faces betrayed signs of surprise.

Although the battle had lasted only a short time and it had been half an hour since then, the air around still retained traces of法则power. Moreover, Lin Xuan had left some battle marks that hadn't been completely erased.

With their late-stage tribulation capabilities, they easily detected these anomalies.

They released their divine senses to search thoroughly, and soon, a look of concern appeared on both faces.

"Brother, such heavy blood scent suggests someone was killed here. Could it be the Lin boy?" The beautiful woman's voice was equally alluring.

"I'm not sure if he did it, but the demon race killed here is quite formidable. Even if they are weaker than us, they might still be at late-stage tribulation," the dark-skinned man said with a serious expression.

"What? Late-stage tribulation beings? That can't be true. Although that Lin boy's strength isn't trivial, he remains unknown to most people. How could he have such power? We chased him so hard, and yet he managed to defeat someone at late-stage tribulation," the woman said with a hint of disbelief.

"Hey, things in the cultivation world can't be judged by common sense. Just because his name isn't famous doesn't mean he lacks hidden strength. Some hermits' abilities are quite extraordinary. Besides, this boy offended Ice Spirit; do you really think it would be that easy?" The dark-skinned man said coldly.

"Brother, what do you mean?"

"The boy's speed is outstanding. Otherwise, we wouldn't have spent so much time chasing him," the dark-skinned man continued.

"That’s right. If not for Ice Spirit guiding us, we might have lost track of him already," the woman hesitated before saying, "Brother, Ice Spirit offered a high price to kill this Lin boy and said that after it's done, all his treasures will be ours. Do you think she would break her word?"

"Ice Spirit definitely has ulterior motives; this is a case of using others' hands," the man said slowly.

"Still, she always keeps her promises."

"So this time working with Ice Spirit was just for mutual benefit. As long as we can eliminate that Lin boy, everything will be fine," the man's eyes flashed with confidence in his words.

Before he could finish speaking, the void suddenly rumbled without any warning. A streak of fire appeared and transformed into a spirit talisman.

Transmitting objects through empty space, even over tens of thousands of miles—such abilities were truly astonishing.

The dark-skinned man's face showed a hint of surprise, but he didn't hesitate to grab the spirit talisman with his hand. (To be continued...)
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He lowered his head slightly and sank his spirit into his mind. Instantly, a line of golden text appeared in his mental sea.

"Big Brother, how's it going?"

The alluring woman’s face showed great concern.

"That Lin boy is indeed as cunning as a fox; he has changed direction again. He is now more than ten million miles away."

"What? So quickly?"

A look of shock flashed across the woman’s face.

"It’s genuine. This transmission talisman was personally sent by Ice Spirit Ancestor. Since this girl wants to use us to eliminate her enemy, she wouldn’t give false information. However, Lin boy’s escape technique is so swift that it might be troublesome."

"Big Brother means..."

"In such a short time, he has run ten million miles further away. Such speed is truly astonishing; even advanced cultivators would find it shocking. The opponent either possesses flying treasures or is far more powerful than his peers..." the dark-skinned man said with concern.

"What do you think, Big Brother? Which situation is it?"

"I don’t know, but being cautious can never be wrong. With Lin boy’s swift escape technique, we might have to use that trick."

"What? Use that treasure?"

The alluring woman’s face showed reluctance.

"Hey, you can't catch a wolf without risking your child. Besides, compared to the rewards promised by Ice Spirit Ancestor, that treasure is insignificant."

Despite his tough expression, the man said, "With a flick of my wrist, a round ball about the size of a dragon eye appeared and began rotating in front of him.

Qi light burst forth, with countless tiny runes appearing.

The man’s face showed reluctance but quickly vanished. He raised his right hand swiftly towards the ball.

"Pfft!"

As he moved, a muffled sound entered his ears, and the ball exploded into a cloud of mist.

It enveloped an area about ten feet in diameter, seemingly hiding some strange treasure within.

The entire process took only an instant. Soon, the mist dispersed, revealing a magnificent pair of wings one yard wide.

Seeing this, the man’s face lit up, and he pointed towards it again without hesitation.

"Zing!"

The wings suddenly unfolded and appeared behind him, fusing with his body as if they were naturally part of him.

More strangely, his hair turned blood red, and his emitted spiritual pressure increased significantly.

He then waved his hand to retrieve the flying boat in front of him. Simultaneously, a fiery red aura enveloped the woman beside him, and he vanished like a streak of lightning.

His speed seemed faster than Lin Xuan’s full-speed escape technique.

...

The matter seemed settled here, but just at this moment, without any warning, spatial fluctuations appeared.

Ice Spirit Ancestor and True Demon Ancestor both made their appearance in this place.

"Big Sister, although that Lin boy has progressed rapidly, he is nothing to you. If you want to eliminate him, do it yourself; why involve others?"

The snake-like woman turned around, showing a look of confusion with a hint of dissatisfaction.

"Do it yourself; it’s clean and efficient. Hmph, don’t you want to as well?"

Ice Spirit Ancestor sighed: "But remember, this isn't the Jade Pool Sacred Land. It's still within Li Yutong’s domain. I might not be overly cautious, but I wouldn’t want to anger her. As my status here, it would be inconvenient for me to act."

"So Big Sister devised a plan to use others?"

"Using others is fine; it saves time and effort."

"Hmph, that may be true, but can this couple really eliminate Lin boy? They might end up losing more than they gain," the snake-like woman said with an icy tone.

"Sister, why are you so impatient? I haven’t paid anything; just made a verbal promise. How could I lose anything? The Yuan couple is well-known and has some chance against that single Lin boy. If they fail, you can still intervene."

"What if they win?"

"Winning would be the best outcome."

"But Big Sister’s promise..."

"Promise..."

Ice Spirit Ancestor smiled: "Although I don’t like being a broken promise cultivator, one who accomplishes great things doesn’t worry about small details. Occasionally breaking my word isn’t harmful. Besides, Lin boy has many secrets; do you think I would let him fall into others' hands?"

"So Big Sister is in control of the situation. Little sister worries too much."

Hearing this, the snake-like woman turned from worried to happy.

"Enough chit-chat. That Lin boy really is formidable. His escape technique is nearly as fast as a domain powerhouse. If it weren’t for the colorless and odorless Lustrous Profound Sky Worm I planted on him, he might have escaped right under our noses."

"This Lin boy’s progress is indeed lacking, but the Lustrous Profound Sky Worm can only track his location; it has no killing power. Otherwise, we wouldn’t need to go through all this trouble," the snake-like woman said with a sigh.

"Hmph, things never go as planned. Even the Lustrous Profound Sky Worm has its limitations. Fortunately, the Yuan couple used secret techniques. Otherwise, whether or not we could catch Lin boy is uncertain."

The two women disappeared into the void without further words.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan’s expression was gloomy to the extreme.

After quickly eliminating the pig demon, he didn’t want any pursuers to follow him.

However, the more he tried to avoid them, the closer they got.

Advanced late-stage cultivators!

Although not domain powerhouses, these two were far from ordinary advanced late-stage cultivators; otherwise, their escape techniques wouldn’t be so swift.

Knowing that Lin Xuan had been making no effort to hide, the distance between him and his pursuers was actually decreasing.

Frustrated!

How did they find me?

Lin Xuan was extremely annoyed but couldn’t figure out how.

Facing two unknown powerful opponents, he felt neither fear nor any desire to纠缠.

So, while using secret techniques to check for anything amiss on himself, he changed direction frequently, hoping to shake them off.

Unfortunately, it was all in vain.

The secret technique yielded no results.

Changing direction did buy some time but couldn’t shake the pursuers. Eventually, they would catch up.

(Youli Shumei.)
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Lin Xuan was not afraid of powerful opponents. However, prolonging this situation would only make it more difficult.

The longer the time dragged on, the worse it would be for him.

Currently, the Jade Pool was gathering all the top-tier experts from the Three Realms. Who knew if those old-timers who had entered their domains might also take an interest in his treasures?

While a regular Tribulation Transcender could still be handled by Lin Xuan, being entangled by a domain made it much harder to escape.

Thus, the immediate priority was to quickly get out of this crisis and find a suitable location to shatter the void and leave this place.

However, breaking through the void wasn't that easy...

Finding a spatial node would be ideal.

Even if he couldn't find one, he needed to seek out areas where spatial power was weaker. The more such areas he found, the less susceptible they were to external intrusions. How could he get rid of those two tails behind him?

"Brother Lin, why not transform into your appearance and lead them away?"

The melodious voice belonged to Little Butterfly. She had been observing from within the Must臾 Cave Heaven Scroll for a long time but couldn't come up with any good ideas. Offering herself as a substitute was her last resort.

"That won't work; if they lock onto you, it will be just as hard to escape," Lin Xuan wasn’t so selfish a cultivator.

"But what else can we do?"

"Humph! When the enemy comes, one meets them head-on; when water flows, earth blocks it. Just two enemies, could they really corner me into a desperate situation."

A sinister look appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he said this. The saying went that even clay figures had some true fire left. The relentless pursuit was wearing down his patience.

How annoying! If tigers didn't show their might, did people think he was just a sick cat?

Since the enemy wanted to die, he would make it happen for them.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan slowed his light and stopped.

"Brother Lin, why?"

Lin Xuan explained his plan. Little Butterfly nodded in agreement; since they couldn't escape, facing their enemies here was a good choice. Moonie, who always followed Lin Xuan's lead, had no objections either.

Lin Xuan’s face showed determination as he turned to look around. After taking a deep breath, he raised his right hand and grabbed a golden spiritual beast bag.

He flipped the bag over, and an overwhelming buzzing sound filled his ears.

A huge insect cloud appeared.

Jade Silk Bee!

After so many years of cultivation, it was finally close to maturity. Its innate ability, Time Poison, was something Lin Xuan himself feared greatly.

Usually, he rarely used it in battle. This time, wanting a clean and decisive kill, he ignored the risk. He glanced at the insect cloud and let out a light whistle. Instantly, the huge insect cloud buzzed apart into silver flowers, blending with the clouds below.

At this height, several steep mountains stood tall around him. These mountains formed a circular valley that went down to an unfathomable depth.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense. After reaching several thousand feet deep, it was like a stone thrown into water, bouncing back.

This valley had something strange about it!

If he were in another situation, Lin Xuan would have explored further, but now there wasn't the mood for冒险.

Fortunately, although this valley was peculiar, its danger level didn’t seem too high. And since it could block his divine sense, hiding the Jade Silk Bee here wouldn’t be a problem.

After preparing everything, Lin Xuan shook his sleeves.

A flicker of light revealed an ancient scroll.

Ten Thousand Swords Scroll!

Looking at this object, a momentary hesitation flashed across Lin Xuan's face before he was replaced by determination. He pounded his chest and spat out two mouthfuls of blood, which exploded and merged into the Immortal Sword Scroll.

The ancient pattern on the scroll, like ink wash painting, became dark red with the blood.

In response, Lin Xuan’s complexion turned pale.

However, compared to his deep foundation, spitting out a bit of life essence wasn’t much. After taking a breath, his face returned to normal.

He then waved his hands like butterflies and shot out spells from his fingertips, which merged into the Immortal Sword Scroll. At the same time, Lin Xuan recited incantations quickly.

As he moved, a light ball appeared on the surface of the scroll, flickering with strange energy, releasing threads of法则 power.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew more serious as the incantation became shorter and faster.

"Quickly!"

Suddenly, he pointed his finger forward.

Sizzle…

An unbelievable scene unfolded. A crack appeared on the surface of the Immortal Sword Scroll, initially shallow but deepening over time until it covered the entire scroll.

Then, a flash of light from this先天灵宝 transformed into countless star points that dissipated in the void.

Incredible!

But immediately after, an astonishing spiritual pressure rose. A dozen feet away from Lin Xuan, a brilliant five-colored light beam appeared out of nowhere and shot up into the clouds like a sword.

Soon, it dispersed, with each light point transforming into a flying sword.

The number was staggering, but they all vanished among the surrounding mountains and valleys without leaving any trace.

Indeed, not a hint of their presence remained. With his strong divine sense, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have noticed if he hadn't known beforehand. A satisfied smile appeared on his face.

This wasn’t over yet. Lin Xuan then reached out to tap the void, revealing an elegant palace floating before him.

Black Moon Heaven Witch Temple!

This先天之物 was rarely used by Lin Xuan, but its power was formidable. He had no idea he would use it now.

He then waved his hands again and summoned a vortex that sucked in this treasure before disappearing.

"Master, isn’t this a bit excessive?"

A surprised voice entered their ears as the light flickered, revealing Moonie and Little Butterfly.

"Yes, Brother Lin, just two late-stage Tribulation Transcenders. They are not domain experts. Even if we need to quickly resolve them, it doesn’t require such an extreme approach," Little Butterfly’s face showed a look of disdain. She knew Lin Xuan's abilities well; facing one against two was no problem for him, especially with Moonie and her support. Why go through all this trouble? If he wanted to save time, it was too much.

Seeing the puzzled expressions on their faces, Lin Xuan smiled: "Do you think I went through so much trouble just to deal with those two?"

(Youth Lion Alliance)
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"What, not so?"

Moon and Little Butterfly were stunned as they exchanged glances.

"From what you just said, a couple of late-stage cultivation practitioners are hardly worth such great effort. Lin Xuan did this to deal with the one behind them."

"The one behind them?"

"Yes, regardless of their other abilities, I have confidence in my own divine consciousness. It's unreasonable that I would escape the pursuit of an equal-level cultivator. Therefore, whoever has been tracking me must be a more formidable figure. These two in front are merely cannon fodder."

Lin Xuan sighed as his voice grew increasingly serious: "Although I don't know how he found me, this endless chase won't solve anything. That's why I devised this strategy to lure the enemy. On the surface, it aims to deal with those late-stage cultivators, but the true purpose is..."

"Ah, now I see."

The two women nodded in understanding. Young Master was like a sword dance by Lord Zhangang, aiming at Pei Gong. The real goal was to draw out the snake from its hole.

What a clever plan!

However, the enemy behind must be incredibly powerful, forcing Lin Xuan to lay so many traps. After all, this hidden figure is most likely a domain powerhouse. Without strategy, winning would be extremely difficult.

"So...?"

"Stay in the Momentary Heaven Scroll and don't come out without my command."

Lin Xuan had an inkling that he was about to face a fierce battle. Moon and Little Butterfly would be his strong support at critical moments.

But this hidden move must be executed skillfully.

As a trump card, it shouldn’t be revealed too early. That's why Lin Xuan instructed the two women to conserve their strength until further notice.

"But..."

Little Butterfly was不服 (unwilling). She had confidence in her abilities and believed she could take on a domain powerhouse with her versatile illusions. Sitting back to watch would not sit well with Little Butterfly.

Lin Xuan frowned, as he didn't have time for explanations. Just when he felt at a loss, Moon gently pulled Little Butterfly's hand: "Young Master made this decision for a reason. We should follow his instructions and avoid causing trouble."

"Agreed!"

Surprisingly, Little Butterfly hesitated but eventually listened to Moon's advice. Lin Xuan was speechless; he had expected more stubbornness from her.

Water turns tofu, one thing subdues another.

It seemed that Moon and Little Butterfly got along well.

Lin Xuan smiled slightly.

---

Meanwhile, on the other side:

The遁光 (flying light) slowed as two cultivators revealed their faces.

Of course, it was the Yuan couple.

"Brother, what's going on? That person's flying light seems to have stopped," said the alluring woman, her face showing a hint of surprise.

The man's expression was similar. But soon, he regained his composure: "Hmph, this brat is interesting. He must have realized he can't escape our pursuit and decided to stop. Interesting. Is he trying to take on both of us?"

"Brother, don’t be careless. If the other party dares to do this, they must have confidence in their own strength."

"Hmm, you didn’t say that, so I wouldn’t know either. This brat offended Ice Soul, so there must be something he relies on. But how strong can he be? He’s just an unknown nobody. Can he really stand up to our combined efforts?"

The dark-skinned man's face showed a hint of pride; he was confident in his abilities: "Moreover, Ling'er knows that I recently obtained a treasure. After so much time of cultivation, it’s now under my command."

"Really, Brother?"

The woman's face lit up with joy: "Brother, why didn’t you say earlier? This has been worrying me for nothing. With that treasure, the young Lin will be at our mercy."

"I wanted to give you a surprise. Let’s not waste time. We should deal with that young Lin first. Otherwise, if he changes his mind and continues running, we’ll have to do more work."

With those words, the man's blood-red aura flared up as he wrapped the woman in it before continuing towards their target.

---

Meanwhile, after setting everything in place, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and floated silently. Although he wasn't sitting in meditation, he restored his energy through breathing exercises.

He didn’t wait long; within a short while, a blood-red light appeared on the horizon. Initially far away, it quickly approached them.

The light faded to reveal two figures: one rugged man and an alluring woman.

The man had thick eyebrows and a straightforward appearance, like a country farmer.

The woman was as beautiful as a flower, stunningly attractive.

Despite their stark differences, they fit together perfectly.

The Yuan couple had indeed caught up.

Lin Xuan raised his head and opened his eyes sharply: "I have no grudge with the two of you. Why chase me relentlessly?"

"Commoners are guilty when they carry precious stones. This simple truth, friend, do you not understand? You should have anticipated your fate after acquiring those auction items," said the dark-skinned man coldly.

"If you wise up, hand over the treasure. Heaven has mercy on living beings. The Yuan couple can consider sparing your life."

"I am also a late-stage cultivator," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"What?"

The Yuan couple were taken aback; Lin Xuan's words seemed out of place.

"I mean that I've experienced many trials to reach this stage, unlike those inexperienced newcomers. Don’t waste my time with such ghost stories."

"Since you’ve followed us here, there’s no escape. Do the wise couple have plans for the afterlife?"

"You..."

Hearing Lin Xuan's teasing words, the middle-aged man was furious. Despite being at a disadvantage, he dared to be so arrogant; it was sheer madness.

"Well, well, if friend wants his soul and essence extracted, I’ll oblige."

As soon as he spoke, he waved his sleeve, preparing to summon some treasure. But an incredible scene unfolded right then.

A red line appeared in the distance, followed by a fiery sky. A shocking spiritual pressure accompanied the flames, rolling towards them from that direction.
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On the brink of disaster!

Seeing that a major battle was about to erupt, and yet such an unexpected turn of events occurred at this critical moment, Lin Xuan and the Yuan couple exchanged looks of astonishment.

The three of them paused their actions, each silently putting away their animosity. They wanted to avoid becoming pawns in someone else's game.

Rumbling explosions continued to reach their ears as a fiery cloud rapidly approached from the horizon. At the top of this fiery cloud, a figure was seated cross-legged.

Three long strands of beard adorned his face, and he had an odd yet clear appearance. He wore Daoist robes and carried a long sword on his back.

Lin Xuan's pupils involuntarily constricted at the sight. It was well-known that cultivators' weapons were stored in storage bags; this person carrying a longsword indicated something significant about the power of this item.

With his mind reeling, Lin Xuan extended his spirit sense towards the figure.

Advanced Tribulation!

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise. He almost thought he had misjudged the situation.

He quickly sent out his spirit sense again and carefully scanned the other person. The result was the same: it was undoubtedly an Advanced Tribulation cultivator.

But how could this be?

The saying goes, "the virtuous do not come uninvited; those who come are not virtuous." This figure had clearly seen three Advanced Tribulation cultivators facing off here and should have known better than to intrude without support.

Despite his close proximity, Lin Xuan's spirit sense would reveal no hidden power. Yet something about this mere Advanced Tribulation cultivator gave him a strange feeling of danger that went beyond what the spirit sense could detect—after countless battles, he had developed an instinctive awareness.

This new Daoist seemed far more terrifying than the Yuan couple.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan began to speculate.

The dark-skinned man's face changed dramatically after looking at the Daoist. "You—you! How did you get here?"

His expression was panicked and tinged with fear, indicating that he recognized this Daoist and felt a certain trepidation.

"Oh, so it is the Yuan couple. Truly, one cannot help but be amazed by such coincidences. If honored couples can come here, why not me?" The Daoist appeared calm and courteous, smiling slightly.

"Unfortunately, our purposes are likely similar. What shall we do about this?"

The Daoist's casual voice echoed in his ears. The dark-skinned man's face turned even more grim.

His eyes flashed with a sinister light. But he did not hesitate long before lifting his head. A look of reluctance flickered across his eyes, quickly vanishing: "Since the True Man has arrived here, my humble couple can only retreat. We shall meet again..."

"Brother..."

The alluring woman's face showed both surprise and dissatisfaction. While this Daoist was indeed peculiar, he was merely an Advanced Tribulation cultivator; what could he do?

"Little Ling, let's go..."

Without waiting for his partner to finish speaking, the dark-skinned man grabbed her hand. His body glowed brightly as he transformed into a streak of light that broke through the air towards the fiery cloud.

His hurried departure seemed to indicate an intense fear of this strange Daoist.

This scene did not escape Lin Xuan's notice; he showed clear signs of contemplation on his face.

"Hmph, that old monster knows when to retreat." The Daoist raised his head and looked at Lin Xuan with a more piercing expression. "So, friend Daoist, will you willingly hand over your treasures or will I have to take them from your corpse?"

"Arrogant talk! You are no more than an Advanced Tribulation cultivator yourself. Although I do not know what abilities you possess that frightened the Yuan couple away, it would be foolish to think everyone is as cowardly as they."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of mockery.

"Oh, so you plan to challenge me instead? Heaven has good intentions; I was planning to give you a chance. But since you have chosen this path, although I am reluctant, I must change my mind."

"Exactly, Lin believes we share the same idea—let us see how powerful your abilities are."

Lin Xuan said calmly.

Since he embarked on his cultivation journey, countless wonders and challenges had become routine. Facing a cultivator of lower rank was nothing to fear.

Even if this opponent was strange, Lin Xuan held more trump cards in his hands.

The atmosphere grew tense as the two sides exuded an undercurrent of killing intent.

...

On the other side, inside a crimson streak of light, a man and woman were conversing.

"Why are you acting like this, brother? The other party is merely an Advanced Tribulation cultivator. You're acting as if you’re afraid of a snake or scorpion, retreating so quickly; it's quite amusing."

The alluring woman spoke, but her face was now filled with a sinister expression, clearly displeased with her partner’s decision.

"My dear Ling, you misunderstand me. We have been married for many years, and I've never seen you as timid. This Daoist is someone we cannot afford to offend," the dark-skinned man sighed, his face full of wryness.

"What? He's only an Advanced Tribulation cultivator; does he have some powerful backing?" The alluring woman was taken aback, asking in surprise.

"No, this Daoist is just a wandering cultivator."

"Why then...?"

"Because he is a domain powerhouse."

"What?"

The alluring woman was shocked. "He’s clearly only an Advanced Tribulation cultivator..."

"Hmph, who said one cannot comprehend domains at the Advanced Tribulation stage?"

The dark-skinned man's face showed fear and envy, his expression bizarre: "Indeed, most domain powerhouses are old monsters of late Tribulation, but don't forget that anyone can start contemplating domains from the Advanced Tribulation stage; it’s just extremely difficult. Throughout the three realms, there are few who have achieved this, and this Qing Ling Daoist is one of them."

"Ah, I see. No wonder brother chose to retreat."

Understanding the situation, the alluring woman's resentment vanished. She knew the power of domains well—this Advanced Tribulation cultivator was not someone she could match.

Retreating was a wise choice; otherwise, they might lose their lives here.

"But, brother, should we just leave like this?"
第三千七百七十四章 宝蛇

A moment of contemplation later, the charming woman's face was once again clouded with worry.

"Are you worried about Ice Spirit?"

"Yes."

The charming woman turned her head, her brows furrowed with unhidden concern. "This True Demon Ancestor isn't a good person to deal with. Since we agreed to help her eliminate that Lin kid, we should see it through from start to finish. If we abandon the mission halfway, will this lady be angry at me?"

"Little Sister Ling, you're overthinking," said the man after a slight hesitation. His expression was noticeably more optimistic. "Although we promised Ice Spirit, in essence, we are each seeking our own benefit. This True Demon Ancestor is paying us for her services, so it's like doing a task rather than serving her blindly."

"Since you're not under her command, there's no reason to risk your lives. Although the reward Ice Spirit offered is generous, one must be alive to enjoy it. I don't see anything wrong with our actions."

"But..."

The charming woman was about to argue further when a cold voice suddenly intruded: "What a sophist! You were entrusted with a task and should fulfill it faithfully. Is this beyond your comprehension?"

"Who is speaking?"

The voice appeared out of nowhere, without any warning.

The Yuan couple was taken aback; their expressions showed great surprise. A “sizzle” sound entered their ears as they stopped their遁光 (flying light).

A flash of spiritual light later, the couple had already summoned their swords.

They circled and danced in the air, their faces filled with vigilance.

However, something strange happened.

No matter how much they released their divine senses, there was no trace of anyone.

The couple exchanged glances, seeing shock in each other's eyes.

They were genuine late-stage cultivators, top-tier figures in the Three Realms. Their divine senses were formidable.

Yet, this voice was right before them, only audible but not visible. What kind of power and secret technique could achieve such a feat?

Could it be...

The couple had an inkling.

"Is Ice Spirit Fairy here? The Yuan couple pays their respects," said the man as he clasped his hands in greeting. His wife bowed respectfully. However, suspicion remained in their eyes.

"I can't fathom why Ice Spirit Sister favors you over others. It's laughable."

A cold voice entered their ears.

The tone was filled with mockery. A flash of spiritual light later, a white line appeared a hundred feet ahead.

It grew more obvious, like the eye of some monstrous creature slowly opening.

Then, a slender figure emerged from within.

She strolled leisurely in colorful attire. Her appearance was striking but lacked charm; instead, she exuded an icy coldness, like a venomous snake.

A venomous snake that chooses its prey!

Just being scanned by her gaze made the two Golden Transformation Realm powerhouses feel extremely uncomfortable, with cold sweat trickling down their backs.

Divine Serpent!

This woman had left Ice Spirit and came here alone for some reason.

Seeing who it was, the Yuan couple's faces turned pale. While Ice Spirit might be reasonable among True Demon Ancestors, this Divine Serpent was clearly acting on her whims.

When she was in a good mood, they could get along; but if she wasn't, she might kill without hesitation.

This statement seemed far-fetched, but it held no exaggeration.

Most True Demon Ancestors were temperamental.

"Divine Serpent. How are you?"

Despite their heightened vigilance, they had to maintain the facade. Otherwise, once angered, they would be in deep trouble.

"Two waste products, do you still want to deceive this palace now?" said the Divine Serpent with contempt on her face.

As a late-stage Golden Transformation Realm cultivator, she was used to commanding others. But being publicly humiliated by the Divine Serpent made the Yuan couple furious. However, they dared not react; as the saying went, "Small patience leads to great plans." They understood this simple truth well.

"Divine Serpent friend, we have no grudges or grievances against you. We've never wronged Fairy Ice Spirit. Why make things difficult for us?" sighed the man. This was clearly a show of diplomacy since the Divine Serpent was both a True Demon Ancestor and Ice Spirit's confidant.

"We are without blame," said the Divine Serpent, her voice softer but with an undercurrent of森然 (ominous) tone. "But who made you promise Ice Spirit? Breaking your word..."

"It wasn't our fault; circumstances changed," interjected the dark-skinned man.

"Stop making excuses. Regardless of the reason, you are waste products and useless fools. You don’t deserve to live in this world."

The Divine Serpent's voice grew more intense. Before her eyes snapped open, she raised her head abruptly.

Her pupils turned deep black with a faint glow emanating from them.

Boom!

A gust of wind stirred as the clear sky darkened. Dark clouds appeared everywhere.

From these clouds emerged countless colorful venomous snakes.

The number was staggering, and their sizes varied; some were only a foot long, resembling chopsticks, while others were thicker than yellow buckets, measuring dozens of feet in length. Their ferocity rivaled that of dragons.

Along with the snakes came an overwhelming stench.

Looking at it all, they felt as if they had entered a snake hell.

"Bad luck!"

The Yuan couple was startled and alarmed. Facing so many venomous snakes charging towards them, they dared not be careless. They quickly extended their hands, summoning their divine swords which glowed brightly, forming a dazzling curtain of light in front of them.

But it was useless; the snakes ignored everything, fiercely rushing towards the sword barrier.

Sizzle...

Blood splattered everywhere as countless snakes were torn to pieces.

Once tainted by those venomous black bloods, their divine swords lost their sharpness. The sword barrier gradually weakened and eventually wavered.

"Bad luck," said the dark-skinned man in shock. It was too late for him to react; his vital energy visibly weakened due to the pollution of his life-bound treasure.

The charming woman's condition mirrored his. The Divine Serpent, a True Demon Ancestor, had left two late-stage Golden Transformation Realm cultivators severely injured after just one exchange.
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The outcome was beyond what the Yuan couple had anticipated. After all, they were late-stage Golden Pill Stage cultivators; even if they couldn't withstand their opponent's attacks, it didn't make sense for them to lose so pitifully.

In essence, they had been too careless!

They underestimated the venomous snake's cunning and treachery, leading her to trap them in a single exchange.

The couple was furious but knew they couldn't just sit back and wait to die. This female venomous snake was known for her ruthless nature. As prey, begging for mercy would be useless; now, their only hope was to sacrifice themselves to carve out a path through the blood.

With thoughts racing in his mind, the dark-skinned man's face was shrouded by black qi. He flicked his sleeves and revealed over ten talismans.

These spirit talismans were different from ordinary ones—larger in size and extremely ancient, crafted from an unknown beast skin. The intricate patterns on them depicted birds, beasts, insects, and fish...

A mouthful of blood spewed forth, turning into a blood mist that was quickly absorbed by the dozen or so talismans.

His hands moved swiftly as spell techniques shot out.

As the man acted, all the talismans ignited spontaneously. The creatures came to life, forming an array.

"Silk Ribbon Talisman Array—hmm, if you can find the genuine Silk Ribbon Jade Talisman and form this array, I might be a bit afraid. But before me is just a fake item; it dares to show itself in front of me, too ignorant."

Upon seeing the talismans clearly, the venomous snake was stunned for a moment, then sneered with contempt.

With a flick of her jade hand, a black line appeared between her brows. As she slowly opened them, it seemed as if she had gained a third eye.

No, that wasn't an eye.

For there were no pupils or any other features; instead, a small snake emerged from within.

This snake was only about a foot long and thinner than a chopstick. Yet the aura it emitted was astonishingly powerful, surpassing even the most顶级灵器.

"Ancestral Spirit Snake—impossible, how...?"

The dark-skinned man's eyes widened in disbelief, his face filled with shock akin to seeing a ghost during broad daylight.

Yet the venomous snake remained cold and indifferent.

Opening her mouth slightly, she recited a short incantation.

This incantation was brief, consisting of only a few syllables. But when the dark-skinned man heard it, he felt as if his ears were being invaded by demonic sounds; his face changed drastically.

Despair and fear were clearly visible in his eyes, and beads of sweat dripped from his forehead. He struggled desperately but couldn't move.

The Ancestral Spirit Snake's body contracted before vanishing into a black line that flew straight into the man's forehead.

"Ah!"

The man cried out in agony as he struggled against the pain. His sword barrier and array did nothing to stop it; they were mere pretenses.

In just a few breaths, his vitality vanished completely, leaving him like an empty shell. The Ancestral Spirit Snake emerged from his dantian, wriggling with delight.

The true demonic energy on its body expanded significantly, and a grotesque growth appeared on its forehead.

"Excellent, excellent. Late-stage Golden Pill Stage essence blood is indeed beneficial to this snake. Fellow cultivator, will you allow it to devour your flesh and blood?"

Turning her head, the venomous snake locked eyes with the beautiful woman. Her expression was calm and composed, as if talking to a friend, but her words were wicked.

"Brother."

With her husband fallen before her, the woman's face was filled with sorrow and anger, but fear was more prevalent. Having just advanced to late-stage Golden Pill Stage, she naturally didn't want to die, but what could she do now?

"You dare practice this cursed secret technique, Ancestral Spirit Snake? Aren't you afraid of eventual retaliation?"

The woman's pale face questioned harshly; there was no trace of her former beauty.

"Hmph. I know my own business, and it doesn't concern you to worry about me. Fellow cultivator, just hand over your true essence blood."

The venomous snake's expression turned fierce as she raised her jade hand, pointing forward.

"Sss..."

A chorus of hissing sounds echoed, terrifyingly loud, making the scalp tingle like being in a hell of snakes.

Clearly enraged, the venomous snake was ready to strike and eliminate this woman once and for all.

The beautiful woman knew her fate was sealed. The disparity in power meant she had no chance of victory. But she couldn't just sit back and wait to die.

A look of regret flashed across her eyes as she raised her jade hand, pointing at the sword barrier before her. With both hands waving, light flickered, and several ancient treasures appeared—swords, shields, chains, all emitting a mournful sound.

Following her life-bound flying sword like a storm, they rushed forward.

"Stop like a cicada trying to block an ox!"

The venomous snake showed no emotion as she watched. Behind her, countless snakes surged forward.

This battle had no suspense; this woman's strength was inferior to the others, making it akin to a cicada trying to stop an ox.

As the treasures approached the snakes, something incredible happened.

Boom!

Without any warning, a loud explosion echoed in their ears. A silver light exploded into the sky, followed by a ring of airwaves that swept away everything in its path, collapsing the void and reducing all to dust. The force was so immense it seemed capable of sweeping away everything at once.

The snakes that had already approached were instantly melted like ice thrown into a furnace.

Caught off guard, even the venomous snake struggled to react. She flicked her sleeves, summoning a silk handkerchief that transformed into a deep light barrier, enveloping herself while using space-warp techniques to retreat.

Despite dodging the attack, the venomous snake's face showed hatred and lingering fear as she muttered: "This woman is formidable; she detonated her life-bound treasure without hesitation. So decisive and ruthless—truly late-stage Golden Pill Stage, no ordinary man can match." (To be continued...)
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"But to think that you would try to escape from the hands of this Saint Ancestor is nothing but a delusion."

The precious snake watched the light ball appearing in the distance. A hint of coldness flashed in its eyes.

Its innate treasure was connected with its mind, and any damage to it meant serious injury for the master. But since that charming woman dared to do so, she must have some backing.

At the moment her flying sword self-destructed, she quickly took out a pill and swallowed it.

Her face turned crimson as if bleeding.

Pain filled her brows, but she easily blocked the backlash from destroying the treasure.

Then this woman did not say a word. Her body was enveloped in a burst of spiritual light, transforming into a dazzling streak that shot towards the distant horizon.

"Who knows if she's just panicking and choosing the wrong path. The direction she’s running is exactly where we came from."

...

The entire process was swift, seemingly complex but actually only took an instant.

The precious snake sneered at the woman's retreating figure with a mocking smile.

Given her nature of extreme malice, it was impossible for her to let the other escape safely.

"Even daring to toy with this Saint Ancestor. I will make you suffer so much that you’ll wish you had never been born."

Before the words were fully spoken, the precious snake’s body was enveloped in a burst of spiritual light, transforming into extremely dense true demonic energy. She shot forward as well, clearly faster than the charming woman.

Chasing her would only be a matter of time.

However, just then, a buzzing sound entered their ears. The several ancient treasures she had summoned earlier were now ringing loudly.

Spiritual lights flickered and a violent aura surged out with them.

Could it be...

The precious snake’s pupils constricted as she had an inkling of what was happening.

But by the time she wanted to dodge, it was already too late.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in their ears. Actually, it was seven or eight explosions combined into one.

Those seven or eight ancient treasures simultaneously self-destructed.

In terms of power, none of them could match her own命飞剑, but they were not low-grade either. The combined explosive force from their destruction far surpassed the previous blast.

And this time, the precious snake had been rather careless.

Almost in an instant, she was enveloped by flames and spiritual lights.

Damn it!

The precious snake was both shocked and angry. By now, it was too late to summon defensive treasures. She released a torrent of true demonic energy from her entire body.

Condensing inwardly, it transformed into a massive shield-like object. Carved on its surface was the head of an ancient demon, fierce and terrifying. The overwhelming pressure spread outwards, enveloping the precious snake.

At this moment, the whole sky had become a stormy sea.

Gusts of wind danced in the air, with powerful winds radiating everywhere. Everything that passed through it was reduced to nothingness...

The entire process lasted about as long as a cup of tea.

When the ripples finally subsided, the precious snake reappeared.

This true demon Ancestor’s face showed signs of distress. Her strength was extraordinary, but she wasn’t invincible either.

Such unexpected incidents naturally left her somewhat disheveled.

"Good, good! I never expected someone from late-stage Tribulation Transcendence to dare toy with this Ancestor. You will learn what it means to be utterly hopeless."

The precious snake’s face was filled with malice and the aura of anger surged around her. Although she had taken a significant loss, given that woman's vengeful nature, she was now deeply resentful.

"Foolish creature, you’ll soon see that willingly giving up your essence blood is the only way to happiness."

Before these words were fully spoken, the precious snake’s body emitted a green glow and shot forward again.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan still stood across from the Green Spirit Daoist.

Lin Xuan had set up an intricate trap here, originally intending to lure out the mastermind behind it. But the actual result was different from what he imagined.

The Green Spirit Daoist, though a realm powerhouse, couldn’t possibly be the big fish he sought. Engaging him would be unwise.

So Lin Xuan didn’t rush to attack. The other party, for some reason, only stood across from him without making any move. A whole meal’s time had passed this way.

"Friend Daoist is indeed not an ordinary cultivator. This Daoist is no one who would take advantage of others. I merely want the peach you bought at the Peach Festival, which has great use for me. How about it? I’m willing to buy it with crystal stones. Regardless of how much Friend Daoist spent on the peach, I’ll offer double."

The Green Spirit Daoist’s voice carried a tone of sincerity.

His eyes were blazing hotly, clearly indicating his true desire for the immortal peach.

But given his identity, he should have had every right to participate in the Peach Festival. Why wasn’t he seen at the瑶池back then?

He was puzzled but found no connection between this and their current situation. Lin Xuan didn’t bother delving deeper; a faint indifference played on his lips as he sighed.

"If Friend Daoist makes other demands, I can consider them, but regarding the immortal peach, it has great use for me. No matter what, I cannot let go."

Laughing, even with a flawed peach, Lin Xuan wasn’t sure if he could purify it or not. Even if he did manage to purify it, an extra peach would bring him closer to understanding the realm of cultivation. The benefits were far beyond mere crystal stones.

Lin Xuan’s rejection was clear and decisive. When the Green Spirit Daoist heard this, a hint of gloom appeared on his face but he didn’t lose his temper. Instead, he sighed again: "I wish to buy the immortal peach because it has great use for me. Besides double the price, I’m willing to offer other treasures. Are you really not considering it?"

His words were courteous, yet the pressure from his body was evident. Clearly only at late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, but he seemed terrifying.

The threat was clear.

If another cultivator had been here, they might have succumbed. Although this Daoist’s realm was slightly weaker, with his domain, he could not be easily defeated by a late-stage existence.

But Lin Xuan showed no signs of fear on his face.

The atmosphere between them was tense as war loomed.

Suddenly, an anomaly arose. A streak of red appeared in the distance, like a meteor falling from the sky, speeding towards them.

This sudden change caught Lin Xuan’s attention and he released his powerful divine sense.

At the same time, the Green Spirit Daoist also sensed it, turning to look with great surprise.

"Hmm, how could it be her."

Surprise flashed across Lin Xuan’s face. If he hadn’t been mistaken, that streak of red was a dazzling streak, and the woman inside was the one who had followed him just now.

But at this moment, she looked panicked, and the man with her was nowhere to be seen. What could have happened?

(Youth Lion Book Alliance.)
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A series of twists and turns!

Lin Xuan's heart was immediately filled with a bad omen.

Although this woman’s strength certainly couldn't match his, she had definitely passed the劫stage. Now, seeing her act so panicked, it was easy to imagine the dangers and difficulties she faced.

Lin Xuan's face darkened instantly. The expression on the Green Spirit Daoist's face mirrored his own. Having cultivated to become a domain powerhouse, their intelligence wasn't weak. After a moment of thought, they both understood the situation.

They exchanged glances and stopped their actions simultaneously. Self-destructive fighting in such an unclear situation was foolish. They would first observe before making any decisions.

...

The woman was now like a bird that had just escaped from a trap, moving at full speed. Just moments ago, she seemed far away on the horizon, but suddenly, she appeared right in front of them.

When she was still several dozen feet away, her light slowed down and stopped. Then, with a wave of her hand, two streaks of red light shot out from her sleeves, heading straight for them.

Lin Xuan's keen eyesight allowed him to see clearly that what the other party had summoned wasn't any treasure, but just an ordinary communication talisman.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows and felt even more certain that the trouble they faced was far greater than he imagined.

But on the surface, he showed no signs of surprise. He reached out and grabbed the communication talisman.

The Green Spirit Daoist did the same.

Then, Lin Xuan lowered his head slightly and without hesitation, sank his divine sense into it.

"Treasure Snake!"

After a moment, Lin Xuan raised his head again, his expression even more gloomy as if he was about to weep.

Sure enough, what one fears most often comes true.

Lin Xuan had been determined to find the mastermind behind this and guessed that it might be the Ice Soul Treasure Snake. However, deep down, this was something he desperately wanted to avoid.

Unlike when he first entered the劫stage, Lin Xuan now had a more accurate assessment of his strength, especially after witnessing the powers of those two old-timers, Tiānxuán and Dìjī. His confidence in defeating the True Demon Ancestor was even lower.

Whether it was Ice Soul or Treasure Snake, their power would undoubtedly be much greater than that of the so-called Heavenly Twin Elders.

Before comprehending domains, facing them head-on would have been extremely difficult.

But now that they were here, dwelling on their disappointment wouldn't help. Fortunately, only one Treasure Snake had come, and compared to Ice Soul, she was likely weaker. Otherwise, if both True Demon Ancestors appeared, he might be forced to end his life.

On the other side, the Green Spirit Daoist raised his head, his face filled with a bitter smile.

Clearly, he hadn't expected to encounter a True Demon Ancestor here either.

This woman, known for her cunning and viciousness, had originally planned to plot the Peach Immortal Fruit. Would the final result be like trying to steal chickens but losing one's own rice bowl?

"Friends, you must already understand the situation. I don’t need to elaborate on Treasure Snake’s character. Regardless of her purpose, since we’ve met here by chance, none of us can stay out of it. The only option is to put aside our grudges and join forces against her. This is our only chance."

The alluring woman's voice echoed in his ears. He knew his situation well; running away could only delay the inevitable.

Only by joining forces could they have a chance.

This was like diverting the floodwaters eastward.

Of course, you had your Zhāng Liáng strategy, and I had my wall ladder. Everyone’s plans were inherently different.

While this woman wanted to drag him into the fray, she didn’t know that Treasure Snake's true goal was to deal with Lin Xuan.

Diverting the floodwaters?

Hmph, a good idea, but in the end, she would be the one affected by it.

"Friends, what do you think? We don't have much time. Treasure Snake is almost here; if you don’t make a decision soon, you might face annihilation."

The alluring woman's face was filled with anxiety.

If they joined forces, perhaps they could still give it a try. However, if the other party refused to cooperate, they would be defeated one by one.

"Friend, what do you think?"

Lin Xuan looked at the Green Spirit Daoist.

Knowing that Treasure Snake’s true goal was him, having two others as backup was naturally preferable. But on the surface, he showed no signs of hesitation.

He believed that in such a situation, the other party had only one choice—there was no point in being too polite. The saying "to persuade someone is better than to urge them" roughly applied here.

"Alright, we'll join forces."

As expected, after several changes in expression, the Green Spirit Daoist nodded in agreement.

After all, Treasure Snake's reputation preceded her. Since they were unlucky enough to meet her, joining forces was their only option. Otherwise, being defeated one by one would be even worse.

Though reluctant, this was still the most practical choice.

"Friend, what about you?"

The alluring woman approached again.

"I have no problem; however..."

"Just how?"

The alluring woman's face showed great urgency as time was running out.

"If I'm not mistaken, your injuries are severe. Can you really fight?" Lin Xuan said calmly.

Although he wanted to take advantage of the situation, it wasn't wise for his backup to be too weak; otherwise, he might end up worse off.

"You're worried about this, don’t worry. Indeed, I am severely injured, but at our level, we can still use some secret techniques to temporarily suppress my injuries."

The woman's face showed a hint of pride, though it was clearly an act.

But Lin Xuan didn't care; even if her words were false, she wouldn't dare openly lie. She definitely had the strength to fight, which was enough for him.

He wasn’t concerned about the cost or consequences of using this secret technique.

After some thought, they reached a preliminary agreement and decided to join forces.

Of course, although they agreed publicly, privately, each would have their own plans. This wasn't unusual; turning enemies into friends was never easy. For now, it was just a forced alliance.

The entire process took only a few minutes. Suddenly, from the distant horizon, a black light appeared, like a drop of ink in clear water.

The sky instantly turned dark, and an oppressive feeling spread over them.
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The opponent was indeed a True Demon Primordial, and as soon as he appeared, such an ominous presence emerged.

But Lin Xuan and his two companions were no ordinary cultivators. They were astonished but not truly afraid. Each of their expressions was grim, almost as if they could drip water!

This was the strongest enemy they had ever encountered since entering the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan and the Green Spirit Daoist had already turned to face the opponent, showing a stern expression ready for battle.

The other cultivator, however, behaved quite differently.

"Ha!"

A sharp cry entered their ears. The alluring woman's face took on an extremely serious look as her hands moved like butterflies, casting spells from her fingertips.

Then, like a whale drawing water, the spells flew back and entered various acupoints in her body. A pained expression appeared on her face, followed by a tiny demonic face the size of a bean appearing between her brows.

Though small, it was vividly detailed and extremely grotesque, vanishing almost instantly into her brows.

She raised her head, her voice filled with pain as a layer of thick bloodlight surfaced on her body. The inscriptions flickered before disappearing completely.

Her rosy complexion faded, and she regained her normal appearance, but the aura around her actually rose significantly.

This secret technique was indeed formidable; not only did it temporarily suppress all her injuries, but it seemed to have some effect on enhancing her strength.

Of course, such power also meant that when the backlash occurred, it would be even more catastrophic.

But this wasn't within Lin Xuan's considerations. Besides, with a monster snake like this as an opponent, the woman’s chances of survival were already slim.

Forced by circumstances, they temporarily joined forces but certainly wouldn’t coordinate their efforts. Each had his own plans.

With ill intentions, they schemed against each other.

At that moment, the boundless demonic aura permeated the entire space, and within it, countless snakes seemed to slither, their hissing voices sending shivers down one's spine as goosebumps formed on the skin.

When the distance between them was only a few dozen feet, the speed of the demonic aura's invasion slowed. In the deepest part of the aura, an exceptionally beautiful woman emerged.

The Monster Snake!

To be fair, the Monster Snake was also quite beautiful, but looking at her gave one an uncomfortable feeling.

How to describe it?

It was like a venomous snake that chose its prey.

Her demeanor was icy cold.

She descended with her遁光 and slowly turned her head. Her gaze swept over their faces, showing a look akin to seeing the dead, filled with cold laughter.

Three Golden Immortal-level experts were treated as if they didn't exist by her.

Especially the Green Spirit Daoist, this Realm-level powerhouse was completely ignored by her.

The alluring woman also failed to catch her attention until she looked at Lin Xuan. A faint smile appeared on her lips: "Young Friend Lin, it's been a long time. Are you well?"

"Thank you for your concern, I am fine. If we hadn't met here, it would have been even better," Lin Xuan replied calmly.

"Good, good. You are still as bold as ever; that’s wonderful. I hope you can maintain this demeanor when I extract your soul and refine your essence," the Monster Snake said with a hint of sarcasm.

"Extracting one's soul and refining their essence? Such arrogance. Don't think you're invincible. Rest assured, if you fall into my hands, I won’t extract your soul; at most, I’ll scatter your spirit and essence."

Lin Xuan responded in the same teasing tone.

He wasn't really arrogant but knew that under such circumstances, he couldn't afford to lose his momentum.

"Good, good."

The Monster Snake was furious but didn't say anything harsher. At their level of strength, empty threats were just for laughs. Fortunately, she had personally come here this time; this little fellow wouldn’t escape her grasp again.

Debt always comes due.

Though unwilling to admit it, in her heart, there was a fear of Lin Xuan. She couldn't allow him to continue growing stronger.

No matter what, he must be killed here.

Since they had made their choice, further verbal sparring held little meaning.

She turned her head and this time focused on the alluring woman who had been ignored earlier: "You did well; daring to toy with a Primordial. I will make you suffer in life and death."

The alluring woman's face paled at these words but remained silent, knowing that begging for mercy was useless.

Seeing this, the Monster Snake didn't say much more. She turned her head again, this time landing on the Green Spirit Daoist.

The Green Spirit Daoist inwardly groaned, regretting his decision.

Peach Immortal Fruit had great uses.

But if he had known such a crisis would arise, he would never have come here.

The Monster Snake was cunning and evil; he naturally wanted to avoid her.

Unfortunately, there were no regrets in the secular world or the cultivation realm.

Seeing the Monster Snake looking at him, the Green Spirit Daoist勉强露出一丝笑意: "Your Excellency Primordial, it is truly a great honor to meet you here. It’s a rare chance."

A Realm-level powerhouse now had a servile expression, but such flattery was meaningless in this situation.

"Uninformed brat, submit willingly and suffer less. Otherwise..."

Lin Xuan found these words somewhat amusing; the Monster Snake seemed unwilling to use any divide-and-conquer tactics.

Perhaps she thought it unnecessary since he could be easily eliminated even if they joined forces.

Pride and arrogance!

To be fair, as a True Demon Primordial, she had such qualifications.

But for Lin Xuan, her attitude was more than enough. Even with ill intentions, having two more allies couldn't hurt.

Even in the worst case, it would consume some of the Monster Snake's power.

Lin Xuan’s thoughts were temporarily set aside; his face was already covered in a dark cloud. He and the Monster Snake had no grudges; they just happened to meet by chance. The other party insisted on not letting him go, which was too much.

Should he fight this woman to the death?

Before this thought could fully form, a clear sound echoed as Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, summoning the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The saying goes that delay invites change. With only the Monster Snake as an opponent, they still had a chance to fight; if Ice Soul arrived here too, all hope would be lost.
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Lin Xuan didn't know why the Treasure Snake had come alone to this place, nor did he know where Ice Spirit had gone. But for him, this was the best opportunity.

He couldn’t allow his two companions to have any second thoughts about their alliance with him.

Thus, a swift and decisive battle was the best choice at this moment.

Lin Xuan never thought of begging or compromising because the Treasure Snake wouldn't let him go easily. After all, in the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan didn’t hesitate as he flicked his sleeves. A clear ringing sound echoed, and dozens of inch-long flying swords emerged from his sleeves like fish swimming out of water.

As they caught the breeze, a series of one-foot-long flying swords appeared in front of him, swirling around.

Then, with a few incantations, Lin Xuan pointed at the Treasure Snake. A sound akin to phoenixes singing and dragons roaring filled the air as the sword lights trembled, turning into silver beams that instantly split three times, then nine, transforming into hundreds of identical sword lights.

After a slight swirl, the sword energy spread across half the sky, like snowflakes dancing in the wind, waves surging, and swirling mists. The brilliance was dazzling, exuding an overwhelming aura.

The Treasure Snake’s pupils constricted involuntarily. As one of the Nine True Demonic Ancestors, she had seen countless battles. She knew this piece of treasure wasn’t ordinary just by looking at it; it was certainly something not to be underestimated.

As for the other two cultivators, seeing Lin Xuan cleanly and decisively summon hislife-prolonging treasure (life essence treasures), they were also visibly upset.

Their emotions were a mix of joy and worry. The joy came from this unremarkable young man’s formidable strength, which gave them more chances to survive against the Treasure Snake. But their worries stemmed from the fact that despite the dire situation, they still didn’t want to be enemies with the Treasure Snake. They were still considering whether there was any room for negotiation.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't give them time to choose.

With a sharp cry, he formed hand seals, and hundreds of sword lights buzzed into a silver light cloud that surged like a tidal wave towards the Treasure Snake.

The momentum was astonishing!

It stirred the primordial energy in the heavens and earth.

At this moment, the Treasure Snake’s face showed a hint of surprise. An expert could tell at a glance, and she knew Lin Xuan wasn’t ordinary. She had already overestimated his strength as much as possible.

But this sudden attack far exceeded her expectations.

A formidable enemy!

Not like those ordinary late-stage cultivators.

In an instant, the Treasure Snake assessed the situation but showed no fear on her face. At this level, she still couldn't escape.

With a wave of her jade hand, a thunderous sound echoed in their ears as the surrounding demonic energy seemed to be captured by her action.

It danced like a spirit snake!

Then it transformed into spears.

A series of black lightning streaks sliced through the sky, resembling the Nine Palace Instant Sword heading towards them.

Each spear had currents of power surging on its surface, withpower of the law (rule of law power) faintly visible.

The Treasure Snake was indeed a True Demonic Ancestor. With just one move, she exuded an aura of dominance. For any other cultivator, even late-stage ones, catching these demonic energy spears would be challenging.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid.

"Go!"

With a sharp command, the Nine Palace Instant Sword became even more forceful.

As they were about to clash, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed. The spears self-destructed, filling half the sky with black-red lightning fire.

At the same time, an unpleasant stench spread, making one’s nose wrinkle in disgust.

"Bad move, caught in a trap!"

Lin Xuan’s face turned pale. This filthy demonic energy was unmistakably from a Filth Treasure.

The Treasure Snake was truly despicable and vicious.

He looked up to see her smirking with satisfaction on her face.

As if he were already a fish on the chopping block.

They say, one should outwit rather than fight.

It wasn’t just about using strategy when weaker; even stronger opponents could use tactics. It would be more efficient.

This filthy demonic energy was born in the darkest parts of the Ancient Demon Realm and naturally had the effects of a Filth Treasure.

Ordinary treasures would lose their essence if they came into contact with it.

Lin Xuan dared to summon hislife-prolonging treasure (life essence treasure) in one exchange. This was an excellent opportunity he couldn’t miss. Once hislife-prolonging treasure (life essence treasure) was tainted, Lin Xuan would be easily captured.

The Treasure Snake wasn’t stingy about using tactics, and the process went more smoothly than she had anticipated.

Her expression showed satisfaction as she watched Lin Xuan. But then, an unexpected turn of events appeared before her eyes.

Logically, if hislife-prolonging treasure (life essence treasure) was tainted, Lin Xuan should have suffered severe injuries.

His face did indeed pale.

But soon, he reached out and drew a slash in front of him.

As Lin Xuan moved, the air rippled like ripples on a small lake. A white trace appeared, expanding into a ten-foot-long spatial rift.

Lin Xuan’s figure flashed inside it.

Simultaneously, a loud explosion sounded as electric arcs appeared on the black mass of demonic energy. The lightning was emerald green and eye-catching, with strange rule-of-law power embedded within.

Phantom Yin Divine Lightning!

The Treasure Snake’s pupils constricted. She almost thought she had misjudged. Wasn’t this the secret technique of the former Aru King? Where did this young man learn it?

This thought flashed through her mind before she noticed Lin Xuan’s figure becoming clear in front of her.

"Treasure Snake, you can die now!"

Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed as he opened his mouth and spat out an egg-sized flame. It swirled into a huge object the size of a pavilion, which fiercely headed towards the Treasure Snake.

But Lin Xuan’s tactics didn’t stop there. He raised his hand, and a series of cracking sounds filled their ears. His body remained unchanged, but his right hand had grown ten times larger, with muscles bulging. A faint golden glow appeared on his arm.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and punched forward.
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Boom!

The thunderous sound of a thousand bolts of lightning reverberated in his ears, followed by a burst of dazzling golden light.

Then it transformed into a ferocious tiger, its body enveloped in golden electric arcs. It opened its blood-stained maw and emitted a series of demonic winds.

With an intense look, the beastly snake tried to devour this precious snake!

The entire sequence was swift as lightning. Lin Xuan knew that the enemy was formidable, so he did not hold back, aiming only for the upper hand.

The snake's face revealed a hint of surprise and suspicion. This young man was more troublesome than expected; his attack had surpassed her expectations.

Despite the shock and anger, she did not retreat. She raised her head, eyes flashing with ferocity.

Her jade hand shot out, releasing a black shadow from her sleeve.

Distorted and blurry, Lin Xuan could barely make out its form before it clashed with the golden tiger.

The tiger's roar abruptly stopped.

Lin Xuan saw clearly that the golden tiger was bound by a massive black python. Though not completely immobilized, its aura had weakened significantly.

Lin Xuan frowned as he watched the snake open its mouth. Pop!

A ball of dark magic flames emerged from her mouth.

Black as ink, it quickly transformed into a colossal form. With a thunderous boom, it collided with the illusory heavenly fire.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

The snake was indeed a formidable foe! It had easily blocked his carefully planned attack so effortlessly.

Was all this effort in vain?

If another cultivator were in Lin Xuan’s position, they would likely feel discouraged and lose their resolve. But Lin Xuan was different; he had grown up in adversity on the path of cultivation.

What did a formidable opponent matter? Retreat or fear could not solve problems.

Instead of retreating, Lin Xuan took a step forward.

Crack!

The sound of bones snapping echoed as his enlarged arm returned to its original size.

His sleeves tore apart, revealing strong arms. The surface shimmered with spiritual light, and the images of phoenixes, true dragons, and white tigers flew out, each only an inch long but vividly lifelike.

With a few flutters, they seemed like whales taking water, imprinting on Lin Xuan's arm.

Lin Xuan was now less than ten feet away from the snake.

"Ha!"

He shouted as he raised his right arm and punched straight at her head.

Though not silent or powerful, the punch was still formidable.

The snake’s eyes revealed an unprecedented seriousness.

A true master can tell by a single move.

Originally, Lin Xuan was a rare dual cultivator of magic body and spirit cultivation. His physical strength far surpassed that of ordinary beasts of similar rank.

His power was immense after receiving multiple true spirit inheritances, reaching a level beyond comprehension.

Moreover, this punch contained various heavenly laws.

In simple terms, the lack of grandeur in its appearance stemmed from its refinement to a state of simplicity and purity.

Even if another cultivator might not notice its subtleties, as a top-tier powerhouse, the snake knew well that failing to recognize it would be beneath her status as a true demon progenitor.

Seeing this punch's terrifying nature, the snake frowned. She was now extremely serious.

Facing Lin Xuan’s punch, she did not dodge or summon any treasures; instead, she raised her jade hand and struck him with a palm.

Though slow on the surface, it seemed to encompass the entire universe.

Lin Xuan’s continuous and sharp attacks impressed the snake, but her confidence in close combat was overblown.

This fool must have forgotten that she is an ancient demon, not just a woman.

As a demon, even low-ranking ones had formidable physical strength. As a true demon progenitor, it was beyond doubt.

Nature's wrath can be endured; self-inflicted suffering cannot.

The snake’s face showed a sneer.

You were so confident in this punch?

Fine, I’ll meet your challenge head-on and use this move to severely injure you.

...

In the blink of an eye, Lin Xuan and the snake’s figures crossed paths. Their fists collided with a soundless impact.

Both exerted their utmost strength.

Yet, despite the forceful collision, there was no life left in it. It was hard to believe without seeing it with one's own eyes.

Beside them, the alluring woman and Qing Ling Dao Ren were dumbfounded, staring in disbelief at Lin Xuan’s incredible strength daring to face the snake head-on.

Especially the former; she had firsthand experience of the snake’s terrifying power. Her husband, a late-stage transmigration cultivator, was no match for her either. This young man was truly remarkable.

Thinking about how she had coveted his treasures earlier, she felt foolish and regretted her greed. If only she had known this, she would not have gotten into such a predicament.

On the other side, Qing Ling Dao Ren’s expression was slightly better.

While Lin Xuan’s performance made him wary, he knew that without the snake using its domain, the young man could not withstand it.

However, despite his reservations, Lin Xuan's strength was truly impressive. At this moment, it was good news for him.

Before this thought fully formed, an unexpected turn of events occurred.

Just a moment ago, Lin Xuan and the snake were evenly matched. Suddenly, a thunderous boom echoed as their fists collided.

Then, Lin Xuan’s body flashed with spiritual light, and the snake was sent flying.

How could he not know that demon physical strength was formidable?

But could it surpass true spirits?

Lin Xuan had faced ancient demons before; in the mortal world, he had fought them, and over the years, he had defeated countless demon strongholds.

He anticipated the snake's reaction. As a true demon progenitor, she too must be a dual cultivator of magic body and spirit cultivation. But could that make a difference? Could it surpass true spirits?

From the start, the snake was trapped in Lin Xuan’s trap.

His seemingly reckless actions were actually a display of cunning rather than brute force.

While his strength might not match the snake's, his mind games were unpredictable. Even as a true demon progenitor, he had outmaneuvered her once.

"You..."

The snake, sent flying by the punch, was both shocked and angry. A stream of blood flowed from the corner of her mouth, indicating that this punch caused significant damage.
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It's no wonder the precious snake was enraged. Although Lin Xuan didn't specialize in Body Cultivation Techniques, as a True Demon Ancestor, its demon body was incredibly sturdy. Even a naked-handed cultivator or someone holding a treasure couldn’t easily injure her.

Lin Xuan rushed forward. Originally, he had been eager to get this chance, planning to give him and Lin Xuan a pleasant surprise, making him understand that there were people who shouldn't be provoked.

But in the end, it turned out to be like stealing chicken but losing one’s hand—she was blasted away instead.

The precious snake's heart burned with intense fury. She felt humiliated.

A hunter had become prey. Was she really so arrogant and self-important?

As a True Demon Ancestor, how long had it been since she experienced such humiliation? The joy of temporary success turned into a trap for herself.

She was both angry and anxious, hating Lin Xuan to the core.

But Lin Xuan's attacks were far from over. Since he embarked on his path as a cultivator, countless battles had honed his ability to seize opportunities. There was no need to elaborate on how good he was at it.

Having injured the precious snake, this was such an excellent chance; he couldn't let it slip by. Lin Xuan naturally wanted to maximize his gains.

"Two friends, why are you still dawdling? If you don’t strike now, do you really think the precious snake will spare you?"

Lin Xuan shouted loudly.

Facing the precious snake, he was not alone. Emotionally and logically, they wouldn't foolishly fight it single-handedly. This was the perfect opportunity to attack.

At the same time, this could be a chance to use the strategy of diverting disaster.

Whether it was the Qingling Daoist or that charming woman, once they completely broke with the precious snake, there would be no turning back.

Lin Xuan was gambling on their choices. How they chose would depend on whether they were wise enough.

Lin Xuan's voice reached their ears. As expected, both the Daoist and the woman showed signs of hesitation.

But time was fleeting; now wasn't the moment for excessive contemplation. Lin Xuan was using this to force them into a quick decision.

A阳谋!

Both felt indignant but were helpless against Lin Xuan's strategy, compelled to follow his design.

After all, they knew that this indeed was a rare opportunity. If they let it slip, there would be no such good chance next time.

The charming woman’s eyes gleamed with determination. She made her choice first. Her dual-cultivation partner had just died at the hands of the precious snake, and she herself had been forced to self-destruct her life treasure.

Such hatred was hard to erase.

After witnessing the precious snake's arrogance, she felt even more wary of this woman.

Even if she didn't act now, there was a high chance she wouldn’t be spared.

Why not take the risk?

With that thought, the charming woman flicked her sleeves, and red light burst out. A fiery sword emerged like a fish swimming out.

Though forced to abandon her life treasure, as a late-stage Transcendation cultivator, she couldn't lack other means.

This sword was quite impressive; it emitted a dazzling light upon its appearance.

Wait, Lin Xuan felt something familiar.

Moreover, this wasn’t just one sword but nine—Mother and Child Red Cloud Swords!

Lin Xuan immediately recognized the treasure. It had appeared in the auction at the Peach Blossom Festival. The transaction price was merely 70,000 crystal stones. If he remembered correctly, it belonged to an old man in a black robe with fire attribute techniques but only mid-stage Transcendation.

How could this set of Mother and Child Red Cloud Swords change hands so quickly after the Peach Blossom Festival?

It was hard to understand.

But Lin Xuan didn’t dwell on the reason. What mattered now was defeating the precious snake. He had no intention of delving into it further.

The Mother and Child Red Cloud Swords were a set, their power formidable. Since the charming woman made her choice, there would be no hesitation.

Red light blazed as several sharp sword beams surrounded the precious snake from all sides, hacking at her relentlessly.

Raising its head, the precious snake showed signs of rage.

Originally, it had been caught off guard by Lin Xuan's calculations, but now, a defeated foe dared to provoke.

"Insolent!"

Countless venomous snakes appeared behind her like madmen, instantly bouncing back the flying swords.

Suddenly, thunderous booms echoed through the air as countless black-red lightning flames burst forth in the void, targeting the precious snake.

Rumbling!

With a sound like rolling thunder, the venomous snake’s illusions were shattered.

The Qingling Daoist acted. Though his face showed extreme helplessness, he understood that this was a chance not to be missed.

Famous for its reputation, even though he had no grudge with her, as an unfortunate coincidence, she would hardly spare him.

Thus, the Qingling Daoist made his choice and joined Lin Xuan’s battle. As a Realm powerhouse, his move was indeed impressive. But the precious snake wouldn’t easily give up.

Three consecutive defeats enraged this True Demon Ancestor.

"Two insignificant ants dare to challenge the Ancestor! Die!"

With a roar, the precious snake flicked her sleeves, and her aura suddenly changed. Like a venomous snake baring its fangs, she seemed ready to devour someone.

Simultaneously, true demon energy continuously surged from her body.

Raising her jade hand, she slashed downward.

Zing!

Sharp light flashed as two massive wind blades shot out.

Each blade was over several dozen feet in diameter, formed by extremely refined true demon energy.

They vanished instantly, crossing time and space.

One moment they were emitted from the precious snake's front, the next, they arrived before both of them.

The charming woman was alarmed. Flicking her sleeves, two shields flew out. At the same time, she spat a drop of blood, causing the shields to expand rapidly.

But it was useless; these decent ancient treasures crumbled under the black light blades with a tearing sound.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed as blood splattered.

Though she dodged the fatal blow, her arm was severed. On the other side, the Qingling Daoist fared slightly better. Despite the sudden situation, he was a Realm powerhouse who managed to expand his domain at the last moment, escaping the threat of the light blades.

(Youli Shumen)
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But his expression and actions were a picture of distress, with a look of lingering fear on his face!

While saying that he had survived the ordeal was an exaggeration, the danger they faced earlier was indeed non-trivial.

The entire process, though complicated to recount, took only an instant.

When the emperor was enraged, blood flowed like rivers. The precious snake, being a true demon progenitor, unleashed its fury so intensely that it even caused the heavens and earth to tremble.

Despite Lin Xuan's hard-earned opportunity, he could not deal a fatal blow to his opponent. In an instant, the precious snake broke free from their threefold attack.

Instead of retreating, they turned the tables and severely injured two formidable opponents!

The situation reversed, and the precious snake's eyes gleamed with satisfaction as it viciously stared at Lin Xuan.

This time, it was your turn.

Facing the precious snake's venomous gaze, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips.

Did she think that she had already passed through this crisis?

Wrong!

She did injure two formidable opponents. But the more so, the more vulnerable she became.

The precious snake might not have noticed, but at this moment, her old strength was fading while new energy had yet to be generated.

This opportunity was precisely what Lin Xuan had been waiting for.

From the beginning, he never intended to rely on his two companions. Not only did their power levels make him distrustful, but they had also made a reluctant choice to team up out of necessity. They were each harboring ulterior motives.

Under such circumstances, Lin Xuan's choice was clear: he would depend solely on himself.

Forcing the two into submission earlier was merely to draw the precious snake's attention.

This was already more than enough for him.

Seeing the precious snake looking at him, Lin Xuan turned his head and gave her a smile.

Though this smile was humble and peaceful, it felt somewhat inappropriate to the precious snake. An alarm bell suddenly rang in her mind.

"Something’s not right!"

Even if she didn't know where the danger would come from, staying in place clearly wasn’t wise.

The precious snake, having seen many battles, shook its shoulders. A finger drew a line forward, and though it seemed gentle, a white hole appeared before them.

The precious snake's entire body was bathed in green light as it tried to step into the space rift.

"Trying to run? Not so easily!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, fingers loosely clasped, and an ancient-looking spear materialized in his palm.

Wu…

Without hesitation, he injected mana into the spear. The surface of the weapon was marred with intricate patterns that seemed to have been activated. Ancient runes appeared, vastly different from ordinary ones—this wasn’t unusual since they were from a妖族's script.

More and more runes emerged, then flashed to form a circular array before them. A mysterious and ingenious magical阵圈 appeared.

Vaguely, several spirit beast silhouettes seemed to emerge.

Though the exact species was unclear due to their blurry appearance, the aura they emitted was no less imposing than that of true spirits.

The Spear of the Sea!

This treasure from the human world had finally reached a level where Lin Xuan's mana could fully unleash its power after years of refinement. The entire process was swift; the precious snake didn’t even have time to step into the space rift, showing signs of surprise in her eyes.

But Lin Xuan paid no heed. He raised his right hand and swung the spear down with force.

Sizzle…

A fierce light flashed out, forming a crescent-shaped blade. Within this blade were several intricate mini-magic阵 circles.

Though Lin Xuan’s actions weren’t perfect, the precious snake had already prepared for it. She moved swiftly into the white space rift.

If any other cultivator were in her place, they would have been greatly disappointed. But a glint of sharpness flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes.

"Break!"

With his shout, the blade’s speed increased dramatically, piercing through the hole just as it vanished.

The next moment, a loud crack echoed, and from several dozen feet away, a shrill cry and angry斥责 sounded. A terrifying波动 burst forth.

The crescent-shaped blade appeared before Lin Xuan's eyes, revealing the precious snake's expression of utter shock and rage.

True demon energy surged as a shield materialized with countless snakes carved on its surface.

The blade collided with it…

Boom!

The scene was indescribable; the entire sky turned red.

Though the Spear of the Sea had formidable power, here it seemed to be at a loss. The precious snake wasn’t faring well either. Her fierce gaze and desire to devour someone were evident: "Spear of the Sea!"

Her deliberate voice revealed its origin.

"Accursed little brat! You only know how to use tricks, thinking that you can injure this saint?"

She had every right to say so because Lin Xuan seemed to have exhausted his strategies. The ambush was well-planned but ineffective against sheer power, which the opponent used to nullify it.

So far, the precious snake hadn’t even used her domain or summoned any treasures, showing how vast the gap in their strength truly was.

In the face of overwhelming force, even the most cunning plans were futile. She began pondering how to use demonic techniques to make Lin Xuan suffer.

But just then, something unexpected happened.

A crystalline light emerged from behind her.

Nine Palaces Instantly!

Lin Xuan’s life-bound treasure had already freed itself from the filthy demon energy but was kept idle by him, as if forgotten.

Was that possible?

Of course not. Lin Xuan merely set a trap.

Use the blade wisely; since he ambushed them, it should be unexpected. The power of the Nine Palaces Instantly was beyond doubt— even a true demon progenitor would suffer severe injuries from one strike.

This time, everything happened in a flash. In such a short period, Lin Xuan launched several powerful attacks.

The precious snake couldn’t dodge in time and could only watch as that crystalline light sliced across her neck.

Sizzle…

A fresh red mark appeared on the precious snake's neck, followed by gushing blood that splattered several dozen feet away. The precious snake’s head fell from its body, leaving two women and a green immortal staring in shock.

Was this really happening? A true demon progenitor was just killed?

Despite Lin Xuan’s well-planned ambush and sharp attacks, it still seemed unbelievable.

The precious snake was the supreme figure of the demon world.

In disbelief, the two watched as Lin Xuan moved swiftly away from where the precious snake's head had fallen.

Boom!

A massive venomous snake appeared behind him, opening its blood-stained mouth to bite at nothing.

(Youth Lion Book Alliance.)
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Space ripples indicated that Lin Xuan had appeared a hundred zhang away from his previous location.

His face was clouded with an ominous expression. He looked at the venomous snake that had just bitten him. It wasn't a living creature but one transformed by essence and demonic qi.

No doubt, it must be the Treasure Snake!

This woman hadn't perished. As a True Demon Ancestor, she couldn’t be easily killed. Even if Lin Xuan had orchestrated a series of clever plans, even with her perilous situation, the Treasure Snake still managed to survive. The reputation of a True Demon Ancestor wasn’t gained by chance; they could turn danger into safety.

Of course, there was no way this would come without any cost. After all, she faced an absolute kill scenario, and the Treasure Snake had to sacrifice one of its incarnations as bait to help her escape the peril. In other words, it was a case of "Golden Cicada Shedding Its Shell." The incarnation took the hit while she managed to survive.

The Treasure Snake immediately launched a counterattack but was still evaded by Lin Xuan. The disappointment in his heart was evident. His gaze towards Lin Xuan now carried more malice than ever, as he had always hated him deeply and this new grudge only added to it.

Indeed, creating an incarnation required significant effort. Not only did she spend resources, but the time and energy invested were beyond calculation. The Treasure Snake had only six incarnations, each meticulously crafted and having contributed countless battles. Their sudden demise here was a source of immense resentment for her.

"Good, good, I didn’t expect you to force me into such a predicament, Lin boy. You can be proud of yourself. But are you sure you won't regret it after angering me?"

The Treasure Snake's gaze shifted to Lin Xuan, and the fury in her eyes gradually subsided, revealing an odd expression. Only those familiar with her knew that this meant danger was imminent—anger!

As she appeared calm, the accumulated rage within her only grew.

Surely, the next attack would be a storm of ferocity.

Lin Xuan’s expression didn’t improve much either. The series of attacks he had just endured required significant effort; although he hadn't used all his techniques, he had employed every trick in the book. It was far from cost-effective to merely eliminate one of her incarnations under these circumstances. While it wasn’t exactly "stealing chickens and losing hens," it certainly fell short of expectations.

The next opponent would be the most formidable one.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as he prepared for what lay ahead, his expression gravely serious.

He couldn’t be certain whether she would use her domain. Regardless, he had to prepare for the worst-case scenario.

As for the other two cultivators, their expressions were different.

The alluring woman was both shocked and delighted, never expecting that this unremarkable Lin boy possessed such formidable strength. Perhaps they could turn danger into safety by teaming up.

Meanwhile, Qing Ling Dao Ren’s expression was a mix of emotions, his thoughts unknown to anyone.

A major battle was about to erupt.

But the Treasure Snake didn’t have much patience. She looked at Lin Xuan and her gaze turned sinister. Then she opened her mouth, and "pop," six egg-sized light spheres emerged into his ears.

They were of different colors but emitted a mysterious aura.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he intended to use Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes to discern their nature. However, the spiritual glow on the surface of these light spheres dispersed instantly.

Then, six precious items appeared before him: an ancient mirror, a long spear, a bronze bell, an jade tripod, a scroll painting, and a small drum. Each item was roughly the size of a baby’s fist, exquisitely crafted.

"Six Treasures of the Demon Sect!"

From afar, Qing Ling Dao Ren sucked in his breath, his face contorted with displeasure, recognizing these items.

"You boy, you have some discernment."

Upon hearing the exclamation, the Treasure Snake turned her head, a hint of an unusual light flashing in her eyes. "Since you can recognize my treasures, let me use you as a sacrificial offering, friend. What do you think?"

Before he could respond, she raised her jade hand and flicked her fingers. Six spells shot out from her fingertips, each entering one of the six items.

Instantly, buzzing sounds filled the air like the sound of a great bell. The six items began to emit a brilliant light, forming mysterious halos that spread from their surfaces.

Simultaneously, different laws of nature passed through the sky, and pale demonic flames appeared in the void.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as alarms rang in his mind. These six treasures were powerful, but they seemed to be a cohesive unit, almost like one item.

How was that possible?

Could it be… these six items had one main piece with five auxiliary ones? In other words, a set of treasures.

This idea flashed through his mind like lightning.

The six items vanished, and the next moment, they surrounded Qing Ling Dao Ren. They spun around him, sealing off this area with spiritual runes that intertwined with the laws of nature, freezing even the primordial qi in place.

"Bad!"

Qing Ling Dao Ren was alarmed. Despite his shock, he didn’t sit idly by; he cast a spell with a flick of his sleeve, revealing a massive axe radiating cold light. The handle alone was three zhang long, and its sharpness was terrifying.

Fear showed on Qing Ling Dao Ren’s face as he swung his arms, forming a fist-sized light sphere that rapidly expanded to envelop him entirely.

Lin Xuan extended his divine sense, but it became useless upon touching the edge of the light sphere. The laws within were different from those outside.

A domain!

This was obvious.

Lin Xuan recognized this easily and showed surprise on his face.

After all, domains were enviable for their power, but they also consumed a lot of magical energy. Qing Ling Dao Ren was only at the middle stage of the Transcendence Realm; using a domain here could result in exhausting his magical energy needlessly.

Or perhaps these six treasures were too terrifying to ignore?
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Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan's mind as he did not stand idly by. [Newest updates from Youli Shushu Alliance]

The three working together was a necessity, but having an additional ally was always beneficial.

With his nature, Lin Xuan naturally would not allow Qing Ling Dao Ren to fall without trying to help.

He flicked his sleeves and the Nine Palaces Sword reappeared.

The sword's luster intensified, transforming into over ten meters in length within an instant.

Greatsword Technique!

Lin Xuan pointed a finger forward.

As he moved, thunderous sounds echoed as a magnificent sword light appeared above the sky, seemingly splitting heaven and earth.

It obscured the sun and overshadowed everything with its grandeur.

In the next moment, it strangely vanished. Before the precious snake, spatial ripples surged, and an astonishing crystal thread suddenly appeared, radiating immenselaw power, slashing fiercely at the snake's head.

Repeating the trick!

Lin Xuan did not seek to harm the enemy but wanted to draw their attention.

"You are courting death!"

Naturally, Lin Xuan's actions enraged the precious snake. With a sharp cry, she raised her jade hand and shot out a green light from between her fingers.

Lin Xuan saw clearly that it was not a treasure item but a small snake.

Usually coiled into a ring shape, attached to this woman’s finger, it now unhesitatingly met the sword light head-on.

At the same time, her other hand extended as she patted her waist, and golden flowers emerged. After swirling around, they flew towards Lin Xuan.

Drive Insects Technique!

No, not ordinary demonic insects.

These insects were like miniature snakes shrunk a million times over, with golden yellow bodies,

but they had butterfly-like wings, looking beautiful yet imposing.

However, Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he sensed an underlying threat.

Without further thought, a spell was cast.

"Zzzz!" the sound of tearing filled the air. The giant sword before him disintegrated into hundreds of sword lights.

Then it condensed into a huge lotus flower.

Sss…

Like raindrops hitting banana leaves, the lotus rapidly spun around.

Silver rays shot out from within.

Transforming swords into threads!

Since acquiring the True Dragon’s Teachings, Lin Xuan could not say he surpassed his elder sister in all aspects. But compared to her, they were nearly on par.

Each sword thread's power was comparable to a flying needle treasure item.

The sound of breaking through the air echoed as it collided with the golden flowers.

Clanging sounds entered his ears, and those golden flowers instantly fell from the void. Lin Xuan’s heart leaped in joy but quickly turned grim. Because the wings of the fallen golden flowers flapped, they reappeared into the sky.

Simultaneously, the coiled snake ring also blocked the sword light Lin Xuan had thrown out.

Two consecutive failures left Lin Xuan's face pale with shock.

Just then, a faint scream came from several hundred meters away.

Lin Xuan turned his head and saw a scene that made him shudder.

Qing Ling Dao Ren, this domain powerhouse, seemed to have experienced something terrible as he melted from head to toe. Despite not dying instantly, he frantically flew up and down in the air, rolling and howling in agony. Hisyuan embryo could not escape, eventually melting into a skeleton.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; his face turned dark with gloom. He remained silent while the charming woman was so terrified that she seemed to have lost her mind.

She fled like a frightened rabbit, transforming into ashes as a sharp demonic claw pierced through her body.

"A fool!"

Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed but did not speak. With his character, he never wasted effort on useless things.

Though this woman was terrified, as an advanced cultivator nearing the Tribulation stage, she could still move at a commendable speed and flew over a hundred meters in one flash.

However, just then, spatial ripples surged, and a sharp demonic claw extended, tearing open her body.

"Aaah!"

Her scream abruptly stopped as a greenish-black demonic flame enveloped her entire body. She turned to ashes instantly.

The whole process was swift.

Though it seemed complicated, it only took an instant.

Two advanced cultivators, like clay figurines and paper puppets, fell here, including even a domain-level powerhouse.

Without witnessing this with his own eyes, who would have thought the True Demon Ancestor could be so powerful?

Even Lin Xuan did not expect such a formidable enemy.

"Hmph, thinking you can hold me back with two useless waste items? Now that they are all dead, what do you plan to do?"

The precious snake looked at Lin Xuan with an amused expression, as if playing with a mouse.

"What else but to extract your soul and refine your essence? Do I have any other choice?"

Lin Xuan was indeed shaken but did not show fear or retreat. He must not lose face in front of his opponent.

Besides, he still had more tricks up his sleeve. The outcome remained uncertain.

"A sharp-tongued little fellow! I am curious how long you can maintain this bravado."

The precious snake said coldly as she raised her jade hand and pointed it forward.

Buzzing sounds echoed as the golden insect cloud flew towards Lin Xuan.

At the same time, the small green snake, about an inch long, also extended its head and shot at Lin Xuan.

Turning defense into offense!

With one-on-one combat, the precious snake had no qualms. She was determined to kill Lin Xuan here.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan sighed.

He flicked his fingers, and a dragon’s roar sounded as a faint true dragon shadow emerged from his fingertips.

"True Dragon's Blood!"

The precious snake’s pupils constricted; clearly, it was a secret technique based on true dragon blood.

Though she did not understand the specifics, it could not be underestimated.

Without hesitation, this woman spat out a core essence demonic aura. The small snake absorbed it and rapidly grew in size like inflating a balloon.

In an instant, it expanded by tens of thousands of times, transforming into a colossal creature over ten meters long, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

"Imitating the ugly woman’s actions, do you find this amusing?"

Lin Xuan sneered as he performed the same action. The true dragon shadow grew larger and gradually became clearer.

A terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the sky, making it feel like a golden dragon had arrived.

Boom!

The two colossal creatures collided in mid-air, entangling and tearing at each other.

For a moment, it was difficult to determine who would emerge victorious.

The precious snake was somewhat impressed. This Lin boy could actually control true dragon blood to such an extent?

But soon, her shock turned into cold laughter.

The golden insect cloud had come close enough. What new defense did you have now?

Lin Xuan remained calm and reached out his hand, patting the storage bag on his waist.
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As he moved, a faint light appeared, and a small bell materialized before him. It was no more than a foot tall, its surface adorned with various mysterious patterns in purple, and the faint glow of runes could be seen.

**The Hundred-Swallow Bell!**

This was an item Lin Xuan had obtained long ago but rarely used due to its specialized nature. It was a side door spirit treasure that served no purpose for cultivators but specifically targeted spiritual insects. However, water can quench fire, and the effectiveness depended on the intensity of the flames.

Similarly, while the Hundred-Swallow Bell could subdue strange insects, if their grade was too high, this treasure might fail as well. At this moment, Lin Xuan had few options at his disposal, so he decided to use them regardless.

The magical insect before him was a challenge Lin Xuan felt uncertain about but hoped would still have some effect even if it couldn't fully control the creature. With that thought in mind, he silently channeled the Treasure Formula and raised his hand, curling his index finger and thumb slightly as he gently pressed against the bell.

"A hum."

The ancient sound of the bell entered his ears. As Lin Xuan moved, a visible purple wave emanated from the bell, spreading outwards like ripples towards the insect swarm, enveloping the area within its reach.

Almost instantly, the insects began to make noise. The golden magical insects staggered and swayed as if drunk, their movements erratic and disoriented.

Lin Xuan was pleased; the Hundred-Swallow Bell indeed had more uses than he initially thought. Meanwhile, the spirit snake erupted in fury, her eyes filled with malevolent light. She raised her jade hand and pointed it at her forehead.

With her movement, the air trembled as a ring of energy spread outwards from the spirit snake's center.

"A hum..."

The insects, now like drunkards, charged towards Lin Xuan as if under some bloodthirsty spell.

"Good!"

In response to this threat, Lin Xuan clapped his hands and alternately pressed them against the bell. A vibrant purple pattern emerged, surging like waves toward the insects.

Now he was no ordinary cultivator; having passed through a late-stage tribulation, even minor spirit treasures could unleash their full power.

Magnificent!

But the spirit snake's magical insect was of such high grade that completely blocking it was impossible. In an instant, the distance between them narrowed to less than a hundred feet.

Almost within reach!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but his face remained unafraid. He raised his right hand, and a red light shot out from his sleeve.

After a brief spin, its true form revealed itself. Only a foot in diameter, it was intricately carved with exquisite designs.

With his hands moving like butterflies, Lin Xuan channeled spells from his fingers.

Woo...

The circular light grew brighter as the carvings seemed to come alive. Following this, a phoenix-like bird appeared in the sky, its voice echoing through the heavens. It was the Vermilion Bird!

With a flap of its wings, an endless sea of purple-red flames spread across the sky, dyeing the heavens.

The Red Lotus Flame, said to burn away all existence!

The golden insect cloud instantly collapsed under this onslaught.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan shouted as the red lotus flames condensed into a vortex. The flames within resembled crescent moon blade light. After a fierce twist, they reduced the golden flowers to ashes.

He had turned danger into safety!

The spirit snake's magical insects were completely destroyed by Lin Xuan. On the other side, the true dragon and the emerald giant python battle was decided.

Lin Xuan's True Spirit Sword Art was formidable; the illusionary dragon proved a worthy opponent, tearing through the green horned python and swallowing it whole.

The spirit snake's expression darkened further.

"Lin Xuan!"

She gritted her teeth, her voice coming from between them. Having hated this boy deeply, these consecutive failures had driven her to madness. She had finally convinced Ice Soul, but if she returned empty-handed, how could she face the true demon ancestor title? Her eyes glinted with fierce intent as she stepped through the void and charged at Lin Xuan.

Without using any treasure, what was this woman thinking?

Had she lost her mind?

Despite the absurdity of such a thought, he had to try. Lin Xuan did not retreat. He raised his right hand, and the Nine Palace Instant Sword appeared. He grabbed it and slashed towards the spirit snake without hesitation.

Simplicity in complexity; the sword had reached its most primal form. The sword energy condensed into a line, slicing through the air.

Knowing his own abilities, even a true demon ancestor would not dare to face such a direct attack.

Lin Xuan anticipated that the spirit snake would dodge and prepared for her next move. However, he miscalculated. Facing the sharp sword energy, the spirit snake showed no intention of dodging; she charged right into it.

Like trying to snatch a blade with bare hands.

She reached out to grab Lin Xuan's chest.

But the sword energy was clearly in front of them.

Logically, such an action by the spirit snake would be foolish. Her hand would be cut... or worse, severed.

The Nine Palace Instant Sword was razor-sharp; even a true demon ancestor would not dare to face it empty-handed.

Lin Xuan was alarmed and knew something was amiss. His instincts flared as he stepped back without hesitation.

Of course, the sword energy continued its path towards the spirit snake.

But then, an incredible scene unfolded. The spirit snake's jade hand passed through the sword energy unscathed, and Lin Xuan saw space distort at that moment.

A domain!

Lin Xuan knew exactly what the spirit snake was doing. Suddenly, a tearing sound reached his ears as she curled her fingers but landed on empty air, leaving a large chunk of the ground where he had stood.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan sucked in a breath of relief; if he hadn't moved quickly, it would have been catastrophic. Even with his superior physical body compared to other demons, he could not withstand such a powerful strike from the spirit snake.

With lingering fear, Lin Xuan sent another spell forward.

A loud crack echoed as hundreds of sword lights shot towards the spirit snake.

She did not dodge.

Seeing her about to be cut into pieces, she extended her hand again and pointed it forward.

Space rippled as time seemed to slow down. All the sword lights flew past her body.

A hair's breadth made all the difference.

Despite not dodging, no sword hit its mark.

Again, a domain!

The true demon ancestor was furious, unleashing her hidden abilities to kill Lin Xuan right there.
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The treasure snake was now enraged, showing no restraint at all. (())

To understand the situation: while domains were indeed incredibly powerful, they also consumed vast amounts of mana, astronomical in scale. Even for a powerhouse like her, she would not use them unless absolutely necessary.

Facing just an early-stage Transcender, being forced to activate her domain was already a great humiliation. She couldn't help but feel incompetent!

But regardless, since she had come this far, she could not let Lin Xuan go without accomplishing anything. Whether incompetent or laughed at, the treasure snake didn’t care; in any case, she would use every means necessary to eliminate him.

The domain activated, and Lin Xuan’s situation became perilous. "My domain is my command," he thought, far from idle talk. As a True Demon Ancestor, her domain's power was incomparable to that of the Heavenly璇and Earth玑.

Despite having improved significantly, this was still the most terrifying crisis Lin Xuan had faced since his journey into cultivation. He might even fall at any moment.

How could he break through this predicament? Most cultivators would have been terrified and lost their fighting spirit long ago. But Lin Xuan certainly wouldn't be so foolish or cowardly.

His expression was still grim as he raised a hand, emitting golden light. Layered shadows appeared behind him, initially blurry but quickly becoming clear and substantial.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, the figure was mysterious. Each of the nine heads had faces identical to Lin Xuan's, but their expressions were different, with an extra demonic eye above each brow. The eighteen arms were pure gold, adorned with ancient mystical runes on their surfaces. As he spread his fingers, various magical treasures appeared—some exuding divine aura, others surrounded by spiritual light; none of them were ordinary.

Swinging the arms, a thick layer of spiritual light enveloped him as he launched it forward. The nine heads either spat out lightning and fire or shot out beams of energy, creating a storm of attacks that engulfed the treasure snake.

She didn’t dodge; instead, she repeated her technique, flicking her jade fingers to activate her domain. She turned into an ethereal figure, allowing all the attacks to pass through her body unharmed. She seemed invincible as she continued to approach Lin Xuan with alarming speed.

Lin Xuan refused to sit idly by and used spatial displacement to evade the treasure snake. However, he soon realized that when he tried to break space for a third time, it didn’t work. His mastery of spatial laws had suddenly become useless.

Clearly, this was the treasure snake’s doing.

Not only could she seal spatial laws; her domain was truly impressive. Dark demonic energy emerged from her white palms as a magical sword appeared in her fingers—sinister and deadly like a venomous serpent.

The pressure it emitted was staggering. The treasure snake swung at Lin Xuan with black sword energy, mixed with chaotic mana. A hit would leave him severely injured or even dead.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to sit idly by either. He tried to dodge but found that not only were spatial laws sealed, the air itself had become rigid. While he wasn’t completely immobilized, his speed was significantly reduced.

The treasure snake sneered. "Too late to realize now!"

As the black energy neared Lin Xuan within a few feet, he whipped out a shield the size of a palm. Then, a stream of mixed blood and mana erupted from his mouth.

With a loud *bang*, it turned into a mist that was quickly absorbed by the shield. The shield expanded several times its original size, now blocking Lin Xuan’s front.

The treasure snake sneered. "A mere先天treasure? I’ll split you in two!"

But to her surprise, the shield effortlessly blocked her attack. "This..."

Her expression changed as she focused intently and asked, "Xuan Turtle Dragon Shield—primordial matter. Where did you get such a precious item?"

She was indeed a True Demon Ancestor with vast knowledge, recognizing this treasure so easily.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced but he didn’t show any signs of it. This wasn’t the time to answer questions.

"Fine, if you won't talk, I’ll extract your soul and refine your essence!" she said coldly. "Stupid creature, do you think a mere先天treasure can stop me?"

Before her words were even finished, dark demonic energy flowed out, forming bizarre heavenly laws that struck the Xuan Turtle Dragon Shield with great force.

Water could extinguish fire; defensive primordial treasures had significant power and could still function within an enemy’s domain. But they couldn’t last forever. They merely bought Lin Xuan some time.

Aware of this, after summoning the Xuan Turtle Dragon Shield, he quickly took new action. He sat cross-legged as a primordial infant appeared above his head, with a determined expression. His small hands moved rapidly while he chanted incantations.

As he acted, an incredible scene unfolded: mystical runes erupted from Lin Xuan’s body, emitting multicolored spiritual light. Despite his closed eyes, his aura began to rise steadily.

Rumble!

A roar echoed as the Little Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form’s body emitted spiritual light before pouncing on Lin Xuan. Golden light surged as they merged perfectly. Lin Xuan's skin turned pure gold, and his aura increased by nearly half.

In terms of mana density and quantity, he was already on par with the treasure snake.

Yet, despite this, the situation remained perilous. Lin Xuan took a deep breath, casting spells from his fingertips. Clear ringing sounds filled the air as the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword returned.

"Break!"

He pointed at an enemy with one finger, and eighty-one divine swords converged in different directions. Simplifying complexity to just nine swords. Each sword was of varying lengths and styles, emitting different spiritual energies.

The Nine Palaces Momentary represented the five elements—metal, wood, water, fire, earth—as well as wind, lightning, and illusion. Now they returned to their most basic forms.

With his deep scheming, Lin Xuan wouldn’t act aimlessly. His main primordial infant had returned to his dantian, sitting opposite a second primordial infant, while his true spirit inner core spun wildly. Multicolored, nearly a hundred illusions of true spirits emerged one by one.
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In the True Spirit Burial Ground, Lin Xuan merged perfectly with nearly a hundred true spirits' essence sources, thereby gaining countless benefits.

This was even more effective than refining true spirit blood.

In other words, he had obtained the传承of nearly a hundred true spirits.

Unfortunately, although the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was a rare treasure, it couldn't carry so many at once. The manifestation of nine true spirits was already its limit.

Now, Lin Xuan had to decide which ones to choose.

The shadows of the hundred true spirits flashed by, most of them just fleeting appearances, but among them were nine that didn’t fade away; instead, they became increasingly clear.

Phoenix, True Dragon, Peacock, Great Peng, Vermilion Bird, Golden Crow, Qilin, and White Tiger—of course, the Nine-Headed Bird was also indispensable.

Among these, except for the true spirit of the golden jade toad which had been replaced by the white tiger, all the other true spirits were ones Lin Xuan had first obtained and refined his essence from.

No need for success, just avoid failure!

Because he was familiar with them, Lin Xuan found it easier to merge with these true spirits' characteristics. He used them most skillfully.

Lin Xuan raised his head, emitting a clear cry that pierced the sky as he lifted his right hand and swept towards the Celestial Dome.

As Lin Xuan moved, those true spirit shadows vanished from his dantian.

Next moment, they appeared above his head.

Nine powerful auras spread out.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword began to resonate, emitting spiritual light. Then, the nine true spirit shadows rushed towards different styles of immortal swords and merged with them.

The original shadows transformed into tangible objects.

True Spirit Sword Technique!

Lin Xuan's divine technique was about to be unleashed.

This was his secret art.

But this wasn't the end.

Lingering rays of fierce ancient light shot out from Lin Xuan’s eyes, and he quickly recited a complex incantation. Then, with a sharp sound, the tangible true spirits reappeared as illusions, shattering into tiny fragments.

Those shattered shadows turned into countless talismans.

The spiritual light shimmered, enveloping Lin Xuan's body in its brilliance.

They sank into his skin without a trace.

Accompanying this was the appearance of multicolored glass-like light. The radiant霞light burst from Lin Xuan’s surface like flames, dazzling to behold. More astonishingly, as they flickered, they seemed to have a life of their own, condensing into a set of armor in mere moments.

True Spirit Armor!

Lin Xuan's aura grew significantly larger. This was natural; the True Spirit Sword Technique combined with Nine Heavens Divine Net, showcasing his strongest state.

Even the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword had been incorporated into the armor, another form of human-sword unity.

...

The entire process seemed complex when described but took only an instant.

The Power of the Treasure Snake was formidable. Although the Azure Turtle Dragon Shield was a primordial object, it could no longer withstand much longer. It was already wobbling.

Watching Lin Xuan's changes, this woman couldn't help showing some surprise and suspicion on her face.

What secret technique is this that can merge with so many true spirit inheritances?

Though she didn’t know how he did it, the Treasure Snake wasn’t ignorant of the power of true spirits. The Phoenix and True Dragon, in particular, were at the top ranks—no ordinary cultivator or even a celestial being would dare to be careless.

Of course, Lin Xuan couldn't compare to such high-ranking true spirits, but with so many of them merging together, their combined strength was formidable.

The Treasure Snake was delighted rather than angry.

Has he finally revealed his trump card?

Proving this boy has run out of tricks.

Thinking that a few true spirit inheritances could stop the Saint Ancestor was too naive.

The Treasure Snake’s shoulders shook as she radiated outwards, releasing waves of法则power.

However, these were vastly different from Lin Xuan's understanding of such powers.

Her domain had already altered the rules of this area for several miles.

In other words, in this domain, the Treasure Snake could use any natural laws according to her will. Lin Xuan was like a blind man feeling an elephant; his divine techniques were severely hampered.

"Stand still!"

A sharp cry echoed as Lin Xuan found the air around him suddenly compressing, almost like a solid wall.

If it had been another cultivator, they might have exploded from the pressure and died.

But Lin Xuan's body was incredibly sturdy. Wearing True Spirit Armor made it far superior to before. Facing this predicament, he punched forward.

What could a domain do?

Even if one could manipulate natural laws, what difference did that make?

Let me show you my strength.

Boom!

A deafening sound filled the air as the compressed air shattered.

Indeed, the air itself would shatter.

The Treasure Snake was shocked and alarmed. She knew Lin Xuan wasn’t easy to deal with but never expected it to be this severe. After all, she was using her domain at full power. If a normal Golden Immortal, he would have been killed instantly. This boy… ignoring it?

Are you serious!

No way.

The Treasure Snake’s anger flared as she raised both hands high and drew a circle in the air. Following her actions, several light beams appeared around Lin Xuan, converging towards him to bind him.

This was another strange natural law with binding effects.

Lin Xuan didn’t care about this. He forcefully broke through it all.

With his fingers curled into claws, he grabbed at those light beams.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan felt a tingling sensation on his scalp.

"Such a fool! The lightning power in these light beams is no less than heavenly tribulation. Touching them means you’re seriously bored of life."

From afar, the Treasure Snake coldly laughed.

But soon, her smile froze as pain appeared on Lin Xuan’s face but he didn’t retreat; instead, he extended his other hand and grabbed a light beam, pulling hard...
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Sizzle...

The sound of fabric tearing entered Lin Xuan's ears. A strange and incomprehensible wave appeared between his fingers.

Power Law!

The precious snake almost thought he had seen a mistake. The opponent was not a domain powerhouse, yet they were within the domain of the other party. How could they still drive the laws of nature?

Hadn't I misunderstood something?

Before this thought could fully form, that light ribbon was torn apart harshly.

Lin Xuan then raised his hand. A dazzling flame appeared between his fingers.

Five-colored crystal.

In an instant, it transformed into a deep blue hue.

Then Lin Xuan shouted and extended both fists, striking the opponent in rapid succession.

A loud boom echoed through the void as countless silver fist shadows appeared before the precious snake.

It was like a storm of punches, enveloping her completely.

However, there was no trace of fear on the precious snake's face. Tiny ripples emerged from her body surface. This woman had turned her physical form into an intangible entity with substance.

Thus, any attack could pass through her body without causing any damage.

How should Lin Xuan break this domain ability?

A cultivator might have already given up hope at this point.

However, Lin Xuan raised his head and a glint of sharpness flashed in his eyes.

"Break it for me!"

With a loud shout, the fist shadows suddenly stopped in mid-air.

Then blue light surged forth, fully utilizing the freezing attribute of Illusory Heavenly Fire.

Extreme Cold Law!

The precious snake's pupils constricted. At such close range, did they actually want to reverse her domain?

"Die!"

With a cold hiss, the precious snake pointed out with her jade hand: "Turn into fire for me."

Elemental forces complement and counteract each other, but in a domain, even if the laws of nature can be reversed, a mere attribute couldn't possibly be an obstacle.

Changing water to fire was just a matter of lifting a finger.

But what followed left the precious snake shocked.

The domain showed no effect at all.

Colder air spread, making her movements sluggish. A layer of frost appeared on her body surface.

She had clearly turned into an ethereal form, yet she was still frozen.

The precious snake's expression was as if she had seen a ghost.

Then those fist shadows converged into one golden fist shadow, radiating light and appearing substantial with countless spiritual patterns emerging from its surface.

It flashed forward and struck the precious snake with a "bang".

Puff!

This woman spat out blood, her entire body being forcefully sent flying, colliding with a mountain peak.

Boom!

Like a thunderous roar, the mountain peak collapsed in an instant.

Lin Xuan's face showed no unusual color as he closed his hands. With his movements, countless sword lights appeared before him.

They spun rapidly, transforming into a five-colored crystal sword storm like a tornado, viciously sweeping towards the ruins of the collapsing mountain.

Instantly, dust filled the air, and the mountain debris was ground to powder by the sword lights, mixed with the precious snake's cries of anger.

"Accursed brat, you've gone too far."

Boom!

A shocking demonic aura rose into the sky. In a blink, it tore apart the sword storm.

Even clay had some true fire left, and this time, the precious snake was truly enraged by Lin Xuan.

Amidst the hazy demonic aura, she revealed her true form.

Demonic Transformation!

As a true demon progenitor, she couldn't remember how many years ago she had been forced to this step. When did she last undergo a demonic transformation?

A million years ago? Two million years ago? Or even further back to the Three Realms War?

Now, the precious snake was enveloped in dense demonic aura, but Lin Xuan's Celestial Phoenix Divine Eyes could still clearly see her face.

He sucked in a cold breath!

The previous precious snake had an unusual and icy demeanor, making one feel like she was a cold venomous snake. But honestly, she looked very beautiful.

But at this moment... oh my, is that even human?

First of all, her long hair, which originally flowed like waterfalls, now turned into thousands of snakes, too numerous to count.

The sound of their hissing was enough to make one's scalp tingle.

Moreover, a layer of scales appeared on the precious snake's body surface. Dark purple and gleaming with a snake-like luster.

At her elbows and knees, sharp bone blades protruded.

From an external perspective, they seemed merely decorative, but upon closer inspection, Lin Xuan was startled to find that these bone blades were not static; they vibrated at an extremely high speed in tiny movements.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan recalled a book he had read before.

It mentioned ultrasonic weapons.

Legend said that magical artifacts capable of generating ultrasonic vibrations could tear apart anything, possessing invincible effects.

Lin Xuan always thought this was just legend, but today, he truly saw one.

In addition, many demonic runes appeared on the precious snake's body surface, increasing her presence by nearly half.

"Little brat, you can go to hell."

The precious snake transformed into a true demon form. She raised her jade hand, instantly surging with demonic aura. Her size remained unchanged, but her left hand inexplicably grew more than a hundred times larger.

Like an enormous pillar of heaven, it grabbed towards Lin Xuan.

At the same time, her five fingers' nails extended sharply, like black blades, and were laced with剧毒.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He naturally saw the terrifying nature of this move. Directly taking it would be foolish. Lin Xuan tried to dodge but found that the air around him had become solidified.

At this point, using Power Law to counteract the trick was no longer possible.

Damn!

Anger and fear surged through Lin Xuan, but soon, resilience replaced them.

With nothing left to do, he could only face it head-on.

"Roar!"

Lin Xuan stretched his hands out, forming claws with all five fingers as he grabbed forward.

As he moved, spatial ripples arose, a gray-green giant claw appearing before him.

It fell towards the precious snake.

Sizzle...

"It's just a petty trick!"

The precious snake's expression was filled with disdain. She closed her fingers, and a loud boom echoed in mid-air. An invisible force suddenly appeared, causing the gray-green giant claw to instantly melt away upon contact.

Then she changed from claws to palms, striking Lin Xuan's chest forcefully.

A ring-shaped wave spread outwards from Lin Xuan's body as it passed through.

Wherever it went, the void completely collapsed into nothingness.

One could imagine how formidable this palm strike was. Even a true spirit might be shattered by it. Lin Xuan spat out large amounts of blood.

But he did not fall; instead, he used the momentum to plummet towards the foggy deep valley below.

"Little brat, you're in for a real treat this time. Thinking about escaping is just a daydream!"

The precious snake naturally wouldn't let him go. With all her demonic radiance, she hesitated not to chase after him.
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Thus, the precious snake and Lin Xuan both plunged into the deep valley shrouded in dense fog.

The mist before them seemed to conceal something strange; as soon as their divine senses left their bodies, they were completely absorbed by it.

With this thick fog, the precious snake could barely make out anything, let alone locate where Lin Xuan was.

"Where am I..."

Such a sudden change alarmed the precious snake. Its flight slowed down considerably. The young man was known for his cunning and tricks; he wouldn't be seriously injured even if he fell into the valley.

The terrain here was perfect for an ambush. She had to be cautious.

Just as this thought crossed her mind, another problem arose that troubled the precious snake. If she slowed down her search, could Lin Xuan use the terrain to escape?

She found herself in a dilemma. But soon, a determined and vicious light flashed in her eyes.

A petty man is not a gentleman; without poison, one cannot be a true hero. A timid demon lord? Even if that young man tried to ambush me, would he really hurt me?

No matter what, she couldn't let him escape unscathed.

With these thoughts, the precious snake's body was enveloped in demonic light as it accelerated downwards.

She wasn’t just a mindless cultivator; a crack appeared on her forehead. A silver-white eye without pupils emerged from it.

The Serpent’s Eye of Yin!

Renowned throughout the Three Realms.

This was the precious snake’s secret technique, though not as powerful as Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, it still had the ability to penetrate illusions and see far distances.

Even with this fog, its vision was much better than her divine sense, allowing her to see for a thousand feet. Beyond that, everything became blurry.

With these limitations, she could still roughly locate Lin Xuan’s whereabouts.

As the precious snake descended into the valley, it searched around. In just a few moments, it found nothing.

Her expression darkened. Had that young man truly fled without fighting?

Before this thought was fully formed, she felt a slight disturbance in the air behind her.

Despite its subtlety, as a true demon lord with extensive combat experience, she immediately noticed something amiss and turned to see a silver streak silently approaching from behind, aiming for her heart.

Nine Palaces Instantly!

The precious snake instantly recognized this as one of Lin Xuan’s most trusted treasures.

It arrived like lightning.

Her pupils constricted; despite the shock, she remained calm. She raised her right hand, reaching out to grab the Nine Palaces Sword.

Indeed, with bare hands, a layer of purple-red scales appeared on her fingers and palm.

Sizzle!

Although the sword’s light was swift, the precious snake moved like a python hunting its prey, seizing it in one fell swoop.

Boom!

But when she squeezed it lightly, the sword’s light shattered into tiny silver sparks that dissipated into the fog.

"What..."

The precious snake was stunned. Her face changed dramatically as she realized this was a feint to draw her attention away.

Before she could fully process this, a piercing sound echoed through the air.

She raised her head and followed the sound, only to be surprised by nine mountains of varying sizes surrounding her in a tight circle.

Each mountain was lush and vibrant with life, their beauty breathtaking. But they radiated boundless sword intent, as if encompassing all of existence.

"Is this..."

The precious snake felt familiar, but she couldn’t recall what these were at the moment.

Suddenly, divine light erupted from the surfaces of those mountains, surging with overwhelming法则 forces that collapsed and fell into the void.

But this was not the most terrifying part.

Mysterious celestial sounds emerged, like the ringing of a great bell. Wherever they passed, even the primordial energy of heaven and earth yielded. Columns of light shot out from the peaks in various colors—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet.

These columns swirled slowly, forming colorful light halos that radiated auspiciousness before transforming into numerous divine swords.

Each sword was unique in shape and size but terrifyingly powerful, exuding the essence of Dao and flowing with awe-inspiring rule forces.

"Divine Sword Diagram!"

The precious snake’s pupils constricted as she finally recognized what this was.

But it was too late; countless sword lights enveloped her from all sides.

Facing such an imposing先天灵宝, even the precious snake couldn’t help but feel a surge of power.

With a wave of her hands, a spell was cast. A transparent light barrier, about a yard in diameter, enveloped her body.

Would a先天灵宝 fare better against a domain?

No one knew for sure, but it didn’t matter as hissing sounds filled the air. Countless sword lights collided with the barrier.

Like a mud cow entering the sea, they made no waves; upon contact, the sword lights were mysteriously absorbed by the barrier.

The domain was indeed formidable.

But the advantage of the Divine Sword Diagram was obvious… its sheer quantity.

As one wave of swords was absorbed, another followed endlessly.

The precious snake’s expression turned grim but she wasn’t in a hurry.

A domain consumed power; so did the Divine Sword Diagram. She would see who could endure longer.

Before this thought could fully form, a sudden change occurred. The Nine Palaces Sword that had dissipated into silver light reappeared.

Lin Xuan knew the technique to make sword spirits virtual, and his innate treasure was not afraid of destruction.

All the divine swords shot towards the same direction, converging into an enormous sword over a hundred feet long before shrinking back down to normal size.

The surface was covered with intricate patterns that formed layer upon layer, totaling eighty-one layers, each changing as it turned, exuding mystery and profundity.

Then Lin Xuan appeared, grabbing this treasure without hesitation. He opened his mouth and spat out Illusory Heaven Fire, fusing it with the sword blade. With a surge of power, he slashed down fiercely.

Sizzle!

The void was cut open.

A sharp light emerged as nearby primordial energy trembled and rushed into the center. A massive vortex over a hundred feet in diameter formed, spewing out a crescent-shaped light blade that extended ten feet but compressed during flight, becoming no more than three feet long, dense and tangible. The precious snake’s face showed genuine fear for the first time as she raised her hand to cast a secret technique...
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But it was too late.

Lin Xuan's hand twitched, and the crescent-shaped light blade flickered before appearing a dozen feet in front of the precious snake.

Spatial Law!

During this process, the domain of the precious snake failed to provide any hindrance at all.

The woman's eyes widened with disbelief. However, despite her shock, she was no stranger to battle. She waved her hand, and immediately, spiritual light flickered around her as several different kinds of treasures appeared before her.

The surface inscriptions glowed, and demonic energy surrounded them, shaking the nearby primordial essence. Clearly, these were not ordinary items.

So panicked a display of treasures indicated that this woman knew the situation was dire.

Lin Xuan, having worked hard to gain an upper hand, naturally did not want to miss such a divine opportunity.

His eyes glinted with determination as his mana surged forth.

With his left hand, he swept forward while his right hand moved in the opposite direction, forming a ball and making sword gestures.

Sizzle...

The crescent-shaped light blade flashed through the domain of the precious snake, piercing its protective barrier. A "puff" sound followed as it exploded into countless light points.

A powerful force of spatial law emerged.

Instantly, the domain of the precious snake was torn apart, with numerous loopholes appearing in an instant.

Her seven or eight treasures had yet to activate fully.

With a slight time difference, Lin Xuan managed to make her wishful thinking come to naught. Despite having valuable items at her disposal, she could only sigh helplessly.

The precious snake was both alarmed and enraged.

Once the defense was broken, the sword light from the Diagram of Immortal Swords found no resistance, as if seeking a release. It rained down like a fierce wind and heavy rain, enveloping not just the precious snake but also the several treasures she had thrown out.

"Ahh!"

A惨 cry entered Lin Xuan's ears as the precious snake faced an overwhelming attack akin to being breached by divine treasures.

If any other late-stage cultivator, even a domain powerhouse, would have fallen. But the precious snake’s demon transformation was no small feat; its purplish-red scales managed to block most of the attacks.

Of course, this came at a great cost.

In just a few breaths, her scales were severely damaged, and she bled profusely from hundreds of wounds, some deep enough to reveal bone.

The precious snake raised its head, glaring at Lin Xuan with venomous eyes.

But Lin Xuan paid no heed. Seizing the opportunity while his opponent was in peril, he never showed mercy to his enemies.

With a wave of his sleeve, an jade bottle flew out.

Lin Xuan uncorked it and downed the entire contents of refined immortal milk.

A warm current emerged from his dantian.

It flowed through the extraordinary meridians and into his limbs.

His nearly depleted mana instantly surged like a fountain.

With both hands waving, Lin Xuan cast more sword techniques. More sword lights shot out from the nine mountains, enveloping the precious snake non-stop.

Without giving her time to catch her breath, Lin Xuan prepared to finish this in one fell swoop.

However, the precious snake knew the danger she was in and would not engage Lin Xuan head-on.

Taking a deep breath, it spat out a stream of essence blood that exploded into a cloud of blood. Within this cloud, countless giant snakes appeared.

These monsters were incredibly tough, unable to completely block the sword lights but enough to buy some time.

In高手' s combat, every millisecond counts. With this brief respite, the precious snake raised her hand and reopened her domain.

Her figure became hazy as she attempted to reverse spatial law, escaping elsewhere.

With such sharp sword light, there was no use for Lin Xuan's attacks.

Avoiding the锋芒!

Although this woman was vicious, she wasn't one to blindly fight.

Her plan seemed sound. But Lin Xuan was not a statue or wooden figure; having understood her intentions, how could he let her have her way?

He had set several traps here and now used just one of them.

The remaining ones would serve as backup, perfect for this moment.

"Black Moon Sky Witch Temple, fall!"

With a roar, a heavy shadow suddenly appeared above the precious snake. Initially vague, it quickly became clear—a temple filled with ancient and primeval aura but also gilded in splendor.

The precious snake sensed a powerful force of spatial law from it.

Spatial Law!

And this force ignored her domain entirely.

This was not something an ordinary treasure could do.

Primordial Divine Treasure!

The precious snake's teeth gritted as she spoke.

So far, Lin Xuan had consecutively used three primordial treasures. While it wasn't unprecedented, for a cultivator who hadn’t even mastered the concept of a domain, this was unparalleled.

And the name he called out—Black Moon Sky Witch Temple—if his memory served him correctly, should be a legacy item from the Black Moon tribe, previously held by the Sky Witch Goddess.

Right, his innate treasure seemed similar to that used by the Sky Witch Goddess. What connection did these two have?

Thoughts flashed through the precious snake's mind like lightning. But she had no time for such pondering now.

Due to the Black Moon Sky Witch Temple, she was temporarily trapped in place. With no escape, she was enveloped by endless sword lights.

Thanks to consuming immortal milk, Lin Xuan’s mana had recovered significantly. Although not fully restored, his mana quantity and quality far surpassed before.

With sharper and more numerous sword lights, Lin Xuan's attacks were like a deluge, completely surrounding the precious snake.

The sword lights shone brightly, turning blood red as they splattered in mid-air. The precious snake could barely defend herself with her demon transformation; despite its formidable defense, it couldn't withstand the onslaught, and her injuries worsened.

"You..."

Despite her rage, the precious snake refused to give up.

Taking a deep breath, she released pure demonic energy that transformed into countless tentacles, like writhing snakes or whips. They fiercely tried to carve out a path through the sword lights.

But it was futile.

Although the tentacles were numerous, the sword lights were even more abundant and complex.

Soon, they were cut to pieces.

Trying to break free was just wishful thinking.

"Accursed!"

A look of venom flashed in the precious snake's eyes as her snakes' heads thrashed wildly. Suddenly, black light emanated from each snake’s eye, deep and full of demonic power.

Sizzle...

The sword lights near the precious snake transformed under its gaze, turning to stone.

Indeed, anything seen by these snakes turned into stone.

Lin Xuan was startled. What kind of spatial law was this?
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With his extensive knowledge, he had never heard of such a thing.

The sword light, as an intangible yet tangible entity, actually turned to stone. If not for witnessing it with his own eyes, he would hardly believe what was happening before him.

This didn't seem like the laws of nature; rather, it resembled a妖族's innate secret technique.

As the true demon progenitor, could the precious snake also possess such innate supernatural powers?

If so, that meant her original form wasn’t a pure demon but had some bestial bloodline?

Of course, this was just speculation with no evidence to support it.

At this moment, Lin Xuan didn't have the mood to delve into these matters. After exhausting his efforts and finally creating such an advantageous situation, he wouldn't let a small setback ruin everything.

Adapt as you may, water will find its way through stone.

Although the attack seemed ineffective for now, Lin Xuan wasn’t discouraged in the least. Any supernatural power required a cost; he wanted to see how long his opponent could endure.

With thoughts racing, Lin Xuan advanced instead of retreating and struck out with a fist.

As he moved, a true dragon's shadow appeared, its claws overlapping with his fist. Golden light surged forth, pressing down with overwhelming might.

Roar!

The precious snake sensed the danger and turned its head towards him. Lin Xuan felt an eerie demonic power; his fist became stiff, its surface growing rough, as if stone skin was about to emerge.

"Nice try."

Facing the crisis, Lin Xuan didn’t retreat but poured more magical energy into it.

A hero fears not!

Watch my Law of Strength!

The nine-headed bird's shadow appeared behind him. A noisy voice echoed.

Its nine heads showed defiance in every glance.

Accompanying them were lightning and fire laws.

At this moment, the precious snake used all her strength to unleash her innate power. The remaining energy only barely covered her body for defense; she couldn’t counter Lin Xuan’s laws of nature.

Boom!

The deafening sound filled his ears as Lin Xuan's arm emitted multicolored spiritual light, with illusory heavenly fire covering it. Facing the chaotic yin energy, the precious snake’s innate power was also ineffective.

Struck by a powerful punch.

It felt like opening a hole in a full water basin.

The precious snake’s defenses instantly showed weakness.

Her stone-like power was interrupted, and the sound of breaking air filled his ears again.

Sizzle…

Rain of sword light fell from all directions, colorful sword beams converging on her head… or rather, the magical snakes covering it.

With hissing sounds, her grotesque hair was sliced into pieces.

"Ahh!"

Pain etched across the precious snake’s face. She was then surrounded by a barrage of sword beams once more.

Lin Xuan's expression showed pain as well.

After expending so much magical energy in this process, but what did that matter? At this stage of the battle, they were already competing on sheer willpower beyond just spells and techniques.

He believed he would be the last one standing.

Painful though it was, Lin Xuan drank two more bottles of immortal milk. Though he knew consuming too much magical energy could be as harmful as drinking poison to quench thirst, what did that matter?

With this crisis unpassed, where was his future?

The immortal milk quickly transformed into a warm current, nourishing his body.

Lin Xuan raised his hand, and the Nine Palaces Needles appeared in his palm. Thin like a cicada’s wing, they were almost translucent.

Though nine swords combined seemed fragile, they contained awe-inspiring magical power.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan poured all his energy into them. With a flick of his wrist, he swung them downward.

The action was graceful and silent, yet an immense sword aura emerged, overshadowing the clouds with its grandeur.

But in an instant, it vanished, all the sword beams compressed into a fine crystal thread.

The precious snake’s pupils constricted as her fur stood on end. She felt a profound threat.

Her face showed disbelief.

At this moment, Lin Xuan was simultaneously controlling two先天灵宝 (primordial spirit treasures). According to logic, he should have reached his limit, yet he still dared to use his命宝 (life treasure) for such an attack. Wasn’t he afraid of rupturing his meridians here?

Ordinary cultivators would have long perished by now; why could he endure it?

The precious snake couldn't comprehend the intricacies.

Even if Lin Xuan was skilled in body cultivation, this still defied explanation.

But there wasn’t time to delve into these details. Lin Xuan used all his efforts for one decisive move.

This sword didn’t hold back and, with his current strength, its power rivaled that of a先天灵宝 (primordial spirit treasure).

The shadow flashed before the precious snake’s face, breaking her defenses.

"No…"

Panic etched across the precious snake's face. She pushed out both hands, each palm emitting black light. But she was at her last gasp; the hastily summoned domain had no effect.

Various laws intertwined, and this time, her domain was sliced apart. In a cacophony of strange whistles, multicolored lights danced wildly before forming into a giant ball that swallowed the precious snake whole.

Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied. Magical energy continued to pour in, with sword beams still erupting from the nine mountains.

In an instant, the entire void was fragmented, and all the sword beams rushed towards the light ball, vanishing instantly.

Boom!

The process lasted about a cup of tea’s time before the light ball became so bright it couldn’t contain more. A deafening sound echoed as light filled the sky and ground, turning the deep valley into an eye of a storm.

The precious snake was entirely engulfed and vanished without trace.

...

It felt like an instant but seemed to have passed for a hundred years. Time rules were likely disrupted; Lin Xuan didn’t know how much time had passed.

Finally, all smoke cleared, and the scene before him gradually became clear.

The true demon progenitor appeared before him.

But at this point, she was utterly disheveled. Her body was broken, reduced to a head with bones below her neck.

Yet, she hadn’t fallen yet.

Her gaze was cold and filled with hatred: "Good, good, Lin boy, you did exceptionally well. A mere late-stage cultivator destroyed my physical form. Do you know how many years of forging I’ve spent…?"
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Ten thousand years of effort, reduced to nothing in an instant. It was no wonder the Treasure Snake hated Lin Xuan with a passion.

But then her tone changed: "However, it doesn't matter. Misfortune can turn into good fortune, and vice versa. Without your interference, this Sovereign Demon would not have been able to make such a decision. Now that you've done so, I won't need to waste my efforts considering what choice to make..."

"And as the instigator of this, this Sovereign Demon will certainly repay you well..."

The Treasure Snake's voice was cold and biting, each word like it came from between clenched teeth.

Hatred!

Lin Xuan felt a bit uneasy upon hearing this. According to reason, with her physical body destroyed and only an infant soul left, she had no room for maneuvering. But the words she spoke were filled with venom, and they didn't seem like mere posturing. Lin Xuan couldn't afford to take them lightly.

Seize his life when he's sick, as the saying goes. As long as he eliminated her infant soul, she would have no chance of turning things around.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and pointed a finger forward. Immediately, divine light surged forth, and another wave of sword rain erupted from the surface of the nine divine mountains.

Multicolored glass, since Lin Xuan was wary of her, he didn't hold back. This attack summoned primordial energy from heaven and earth, fully unleashing the power of the Immortal Sword Diagram to its fullest extent.

In an instant, it seemed as if the Treasure Snake would be engulfed by this sharp assault.

Despite being at the end of her tether, the Treasure Snake showed no fear. Her face was resolute.

Almost imperceptibly, a sigh seemed to escape from her lips.

Then a black line appeared between her brows, slowly opening up as though a third eye had emerged.

No, that wasn't an eye.

For there were no pupils or anything else, only deep darkness. A small snake suddenly slithered out of it.

This snake was barely a foot long and thinner than a chopstick, yet the pressure it emitted was astonishing. It surpassed even the most顶级的true spirit by far.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan felt vaguely familiar with it but couldn't quite place it at first.

Though he couldn't refute it, the immense threat wasn't fake.

With both hands clenching together, a rumble filled his ears as the Illusory Yin Divine Thunder transformed into an electric snake and lunged at the enemy.

Lin Xuan continued to launch killing blows. But just then, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the Treasure Snake detonated her remaining body. Though only a head remained with the rest reduced to bones, the Treasure Snake, as a true demon progenitor, had spent millions of years cultivating this physical form. Even in its remnants, it contained an immense amount of primordial energy.

The airwave swept over everything, making the void seem like the moment of creation itself. The sword light hadn't even approached when it was shattered as if thrown into a furnace. The Illusory Yin Divine Thunder met the same fate.

In an instant, all his trump cards became useless. Even Lin Xuan had to retreat quickly to avoid being caught in the crossfire.

As he retreated, he pointed at his brow with a hand.

With his action, silver light flashed from both eyes as he activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes.

Through the explosion's light, Lin Xuan saw everything clearly. As she detonated her body, an infant soul about an inch long emerged.

Her features were strikingly similar to the Treasure Snake. Unlike ordinary cultivators' souls, this one was incredibly dense and indistinguishable from her physical form except for its smaller size.

Great Soul!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he realized something unexpected happened at that moment. The small snake that flew out of the Treasure Snake's brow suddenly opened its mouth and swallowed the infant soul whole.

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised, almost thinking his eyes were playing tricks on him. If the Treasure Snake fell this way, it would be too absurd.

But as soon as he had this thought, he dismissed it because when she was devoured, she didn't resist, even smiling on her face.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's mind began to piece together what might have happened. At that moment, he finally recalled the monstrous creature before him.

Ancestor Spirit Snake!

He once saw it in an ancient text. This secret technique only existed in legends and was cursed.

Across the three realms, from ancient times to now, no cultivator who practiced this secret had ever met a peaceful end. They all died horrifically, mostly due to backlash.

The Treasure Snake's胆量 was immense.

Lin Xuan was surprised. But viewed differently, whether in the cultivation world or secular society, every coin had two sides. The same applied here.

Raising an Ancestor Spirit Snake was dangerous, but the rewards were undoubtedly substantial.

Specifics eluded Lin Xuan because the ancient text was vague. However, at this moment, a warning signal rang in his mind. Even though her physical body was destroyed, Lin Xuan felt an immense threat.

Lin Xuan raised his head and saw that over a hundred feet away, the air was thick with true demon energy.

After a slight hesitation, he lifted both hands, making expansive movements. The Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire appeared as he did so but quickly dispersed into icy blue coldness, merging with the void.

After years of cultivation, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire had many attributes, but its extreme cold was the most terrifying. It had once fused with primordial Yin energy, understanding not just ordinary extreme cold laws.

Its cold attribute could make even the Treasure Snake's domain powerless.

Lin Xuan intended to test it now. As he moved, icy crystals several inches long appeared before him, shimmering blue like blades, covering an area of several acres.

"Go!"

A fierce look flashed in Lin Xuan's eyes as his fingers curled slightly and his hands closed together. Countless ice crystals, like arrows from a powerful bow, shot forward with a flash of cold light.

Instantly, the icy chill enveloped the Ancestor Spirit Snake, filled with endless killing intent.

This attack didn't use any treasure, yet it was more effective than one.

The sheer power of this move was astonishing. But what happened next left Lin Xuan almost thinking he had seen things.

The Ancestor Spirit Snake opened its mouth and spat out a demon fog. The mist was thin and unremarkable at first glance, but wherever it passed, the ice crystals melted into cold air, which the snake swallowed whole like it was feasting on food.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in astonishment as more astonishing changes unfolded before him... RP
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1, 2, 3, 4, 5...

Its form became hazy and suddenly grew several more heads.

Eight!

Of course, this included the original one.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened even further. He recalled an ancient legend: once a primordial spirit snake grows nine heads, its power will rival that of a true cultivator.

The precious snake now lacked just one head but was undoubtedly far stronger than before.

In fact, it could surpass her peak state without any doubt.

A formidable opponent!

That explained why Lin Xuan's expression was so gloomy. After fighting for so long, not only had he failed to make progress, but the enemy's strength had actually increased.

Of course, no one could predict such a situation beforehand.

Who would have thought that the precious snake would be raising a primordial spirit snake and successfully merging them?

After all, this was something no one in history had ever managed to do.

Earlier, it seemed as though her essence embryo had been swallowed by Lin Xuan. In reality, they had perfectly merged.

And such a situation required being placed in a desperate position before one could have the courage to fight back with everything at stake.

After thoroughly considering this, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh and cry. So it seemed he had inadvertently helped the precious snake.

It was just by chance, but from the look on her face, she didn’t seem inclined to repay his kindness; rather, she appeared intent on draining his soul and essence.

Now that his remaining power was almost depleted, even with a century-old spirit milk, drinking too much would be akin to drinking poison to quench thirst...

What should he do?

Although he still had several cards up his sleeve, in this situation, they seemed of little use.

As he pondered, Lin Xuan realized he was trapped. Since embarking on the path of cultivation, he had faced countless battles, but none could compare to this one.

With his power nearly depleted, he still had to face an opponent beyond his capabilities.

Would he truly perish here?

The thought flashed through his mind but was quickly dismissed by Lin Xuan. He would not give up until the very last moment.

If only he had the Five Dragon Seal...

When faced with such peril, Lin Xuan couldn't help recalling his most formidable weapon.

Unfortunately, after merging with nearly a hundred true spirits in the True Spirit Burial Ground, while gaining immense benefits and evolving into the Hundred Spirit Seal, the Five Dragon Seal was now unusable.

Lin Xuan used Inner Vision. In the midst of the blue Star Sea, the Five Dragon Seal remained fragmented. Although it had improved significantly from its initial state, it still couldn't be used under these circumstances.

Damn!

Lin Xuan was extremely frustrated but certainly wouldn’t sit idly by.

With a wave of his sleeve, a clear ringing sound echoed as the Nine Palaces Swift Sword emerged from his sleeve and transformed into sharp sword beams, raining down on the opponent.

Simultaneously, divine light blazed in the distance. The sword light shone like snow, with glassy reflections. In an instant,森然的剑气 enveloped a hundred acres of land.

The precious snake had nowhere to hide!

And he didn’t try to avoid it either.

Next came a scene that left Lin Xuan dumbfounded.

The primordial spirit snake raised its head and opened its blood-red mouth, emitting black threads with loud hissing sounds.

Indeed, these were threads.

Spiders can spin silk, as can silkworms, but this was the primordial spirit snake. This explained why Lin Xuan was so surprised.

He had never heard of such a thing before.

But there wasn’t time for him to ponder it now.

The moment those black threads appeared, Lin Xuan sensed something amiss.

Sure enough, countless threads spread around the precious snake’s body like flowers in spring, enveloping the primordial spirit snake and forming a large black cocoon.

Heavy and substantial!

The magical patterns on its surface were filled with profound meanings.

"Bang... bang..."

Sword beams struck but had no effect, producing dull sounds that entered his ears.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened even more.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared.

Initially only as big as an egg, it rapidly expanded into a fiery bird with long wings. With a fierce dive, it attacked the giant cocoon.

Extreme cold, corrosion, and piercing!

This time, all three attributes of the Illusory Heavenly Fire were employed simultaneously. Not only did they freeze the giant cocoon but also began to corrode it viciously.

Relieved by this, Lin Xuan quickly infused more power into the Illusory Heavenly Fire, intensifying his attack.

As time passed, the cocoon was gradually eroded, and sounds like drumbeats echoed from within. Each sound struck Lin Xuan's heart.

Bad news!

Although Lin Xuan didn’t know what had happened inside the black cocoon to the primordial spirit snake, he sensed something was wrong based on his experience. Moreover, a bad feeling began to surface in his mind.

The situation grew more urgent!

What should he do?

Lin Xuan waved his hands and chanted incantations. As he did so, the Nine Palaces Swift Sword converged into a massive sword over a hundred feet long.

"Cut!"

Lin Xuan’s movements were as heavy as mountains. With a downward slash of his right hand, the giant sword similarly sliced through the air.

The sword beam was fierce and powerful, meeting an incoming light column that surged like a tidal wave towards the cocoon.

In an instant, it engulfed the giant cocoon.

Snowy white sword beams shone brightly, eroding the giant cocoon. Numerous cracks appeared, threatening to dissolve it completely.

Lin Xuan felt elated.

However, at this moment, strange buzzing sounds resounded.

The giant cocoon began spinning rapidly without any warning, like a top.

It spun faster and faster until "boom" echoed loudly as the cocoon exploded into fragments.

Explosive sounds filled with pure black magical energy followed by fierce winds rose to the sky, blowing away the magical energy. The full form of the primordial spirit snake appeared.

Huh? This was no longer a primordial spirit snake.

It had reverted to the Holy Ancestor of the Precious Snake.

A glance revealed that her appearance and physique were similar to before she lost her body. However, upon closer inspection, they were entirely different.

Firstly, her eyes turned emerald green and elongated, with red scales covering her cheeks. She wore a purple-red palace robe clearly made from snake scales, more like armor than clothing.

As she opened her mouth, a thin tongue flicked out, extending to the sides of her face, resembling a venomous snake. Dangerous glints flashed in her emerald eyes.

PS: Some friends felt that this fight was too long. Indeed, it wasn’t just about fighting with the precious snake; during combat, important plot points will be introduced. Stay tuned!
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The aura she emitted was peculiar and strange. [Newest update from Little Lion Book Alliance]

Originally, as one of the Nine True Demonic Ancestors, the snake named Treasure had cultivated true demonic essence.

In simple terms, it was pure true demonic energy, extremely refined and pure.

This was also a key characteristic of a True Demonic Ancestor.

However, at this moment, this aura had changed. It no longer resembled demonic energy or beastly energy; instead, it seemed to be something entirely different.

Lin Xuan had never encountered such an occurrence before.

If he were to describe it, it somewhat resembled the aura of the Three Loose Immortals.

Could it be...

A faint guess began to form in Lin Xuan’s mind. The ancestral snake with nine heads was a True Demi-God, while those with eight heads were slightly weaker and thus corresponded to Loose Immortals?

Indeed, this made sense.

So, Treasure Snake must now be a Demon Loose Immortal.

For her, it would mean an advancement in rank; after all, among the Nine True Demonic Ancestors, Treasure Snake was originally one of the lower-ranked ones.

This thought crossed his mind as Lin Xuan’s expression turned even more gloomy.

Before, he couldn’t defeat Treasure Snake, and destroying her body by chance was a stroke of luck. Now that she had advanced in power, how could he possibly hope to match her?

A wrong move would result in his demise here!

His mind filled with warnings.

However, Lin Xuan appeared lost and at a loss for what to do. He wasn’t indecisive; the situation was indeed perilous, making it difficult to choose between options.

Escaping seemed like the wisest choice on the surface.

But this idea was nothing but an illusion, wise yet impractical.

Treasure Snake hated him with all her heart, and her gaze had locked onto him. There was nowhere to run or hide.

No matter his reluctance, facing her was his only option.

Having clarified his situation, Lin Xuan’s expression gradually calmed down.

Fear was useless; the only way forward was to face it head-on.

Lin Xuan raised his head and drank another bottle of ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk.

Even though he knew this would be like drinking poison to quench thirst and potentially doom himself for eternity,

at that moment, Lin Xuan didn’t care about much else.

When indecision leads to chaos, Lin Xuan resolved to use all his resources to negotiate with her. He wouldn’t give up hope no matter what.

The entire process was complex but took only an instant.

And the change in his expression was clear for Treasure Snake to see.

A cold smile appeared on her face as she didn't rush to attack. Instead, she spoke with a smile: "You didn't run away; you have some courage. Originally, I wanted to use this ancestral snake to achieve the body of a Loose Immortal, but I wasn’t sure if that would work. Now, because of you, I can merge with this spirit snake and advance in power. But achieving True Immortality is now just a distant dream. Should I thank you or punish you?"

"Rubbish!"

"What?"

Treasure Snake seemed to have not heard Lin Xuan’s response.

Or perhaps she didn’t believe he would dare say such words at that moment.

This boy must be desperate for death.

However, while it made sense according to common logic, Lin Xuan was much bolder than she anticipated.

Would bowing and scraping now make her spare him?

The answer was no.

Why bother being polite when all they had left was death?

"Fine, if you want to attack, go ahead. What’s the point of all this talk? Do you think I’m going to play cat and mouse with you? Lin Xuan is not someone who can be easily dealt with. Treasure Snake, are you afraid of burning yourself?"

Lin Xuan said coldly, his words piercing her intentions.

"You..."

With his wicked intent exposed by Lin Xuan, Treasure Snake was both shocked and angry, adding more hatred towards him: "You truly have no sense of self-preservation. Since you want to be soul-refined, I will make it happen."

Before she could finish speaking, her figure blurred as a series of afterimages appeared, and she vanished from the spot.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted.

Suddenly, a sharp explosion echoed.

It seemed to come right in front of him.

They were only an arm's length apart. Treasure Snake extended her right hand towards Lin Xuan’s chest.

Lin Xuan tried to dodge but was too late.

Her action was as swift as lightning; before he could move, he was hit and sent flying several hundred feet away.

The force was immense, beyond description. If one had to compare the feeling, it was like a tiny boat tossed by a giant wave.

He flew hundreds of feet in an instant, spitting out blood, his internal organs dislocated as if they were rearranged.

If not for Lin Xuan’s body being far more resilient than that of ordinary beastly creatures, this single hit would have been fatal.

Treasure Snake, who had reshaped her body with the ancestral snake, was now so powerful?

Lin Xuan’s expression turned even gloomier. But there wasn’t time to dwell on it.

Having achieved success in one strike, Treasure Snake wouldn’t stop here.

With a shake of his shoulder, he vanished from sight again.

His speed was too fast for Lin Xuan to catch with either his strength or his divine sense.

The feeling of helplessness was akin to being blind.

"Bang!"

As expected, another hit.

This time, it was the palm of her hand that struck him on his back.

He spat out blood and fell like a kite, crashing onto the ground.

But before he could land, Treasure Snake rushed over again.

Was she really playing cat and mouse with me?

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry. But what could he do when he was inferior in skill?

Wait, the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, how could I have forgotten that?

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan’s eyes flashed with silver light. The divine eye’s power indeed revealed Treasure Snake’s movements.

Overjoyed yet pretending to be unaware, Lin Xuan waited until she got close before striking out with his fist.

The surface of the fist flickered with illusory heavenly fire.

Facing a formidable opponent, Lin Xuan spared no effort and unleashed all his abilities in this punch.

"Surprise!"

Treasure Snake’s eyes showed surprise as if she couldn’t believe that Lin Xuan could see through her movements.

But then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

She stopped abruptly and dodged his fist. Then, turning around, she aimed for his ribs with a finger extended like a sword, the nails glinting ominously.

The blow was both fierce and accurate, causing blood to spurt out as a large hole appeared on Lin Xuan’s waist.

Treasure Snake no longer played cat and mouse; instead, she struck directly. Despite his body being incredibly resilient, it couldn’t withstand this fatal attack.

Injured severely, he continued falling into the deep valley.
第三千七百九十五章 濒临绝境

"Cough, cough, cough..."

Lin Xuan's mouth continued to spew out blood. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, he had faced countless battles, but such severe injuries were not common.

The wound was as large as a bowl, and the blood gushed out continuously.

If it were any other cultivator, they would likely have perished long ago, or at least needed to retreat their元婴 (soul leaving body) since such a severe injury meant that his condition could hardly be fully restored.

Lin Xuan certainly wouldn't make such a choice. He had spent countless efforts refining his physical body to this extent; how could he give up because of a minor injury?

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan felt a crystalline light surge from the wound. The bleeding slowed down, and numerous flesh buds emerged, wriggling as they repaired the wound.

"..."

The precious snake was speechless, almost thinking she had misjudged what she saw. Her murmured words reached his ears: "Invincible body... how is this possible?"

It wasn't surprising that she was shocked. An invincible body, by its very name, referred to a creature with a savage bloodline, and such beings were extremely rare.

This Lin family youth's origins had been thoroughly investigated. He was undoubtedly an ascended human cultivator; how could he possibly have an invincible body?

It was too absurd!

Such things hadn't even been heard of before, let alone witnessed. However, the scene in front of him was undeniably real.

The precious snake's expression turned grim as she didn't dawdled. She was a seasoned warrior after all.

Despite her shock, her actions remained swift and precise. A slight tremor on her shoulder sent out a flicker of light, and suddenly, she vanished from the spot.

In the next moment, she was once again within arm's reach of Lin Xuan.

Her face was filled with murderous intent as she pointed at Lin Xuan's neck. This time, she stabbed towards his throat.

If this hit, it would sever Lin Xuan's head. With an invincible body, such a move would render the entire concept meaningless.

How vicious!

But Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face. Even though he was struggling to move, some of his abilities were prepared in advance.

Despite being severely injured, his mental state remained stable.

He took a deep breath and focused his spirit force between his brows.

"Buzz!"

Suddenly, the sound of insects filled the air. From all directions, from the depths of the dense fog, countless purple-red lights appeared, each about the size of an infant's fist. Amidst the vibrant colors was a savage, primitive aura.

The Jade Net Bee!

And it had nearly reached maturity.

The precious snake's expression turned extremely ugly. As the true demon progenitor, she knew too well the terrifying nature of this insect.

Time poison.

While her domain could reverse other natural laws, facing the most enigmatic time law, there was only a sigh of helplessness.

In other words, time poison was one of the few things that posed a threat to her. It couldn't be taken lightly.

Given Lin Xuan's perilous situation, the Jade Net Bees naturally didn't hide their strength either. Over ten thousand bees swarmed out, converging into a cloud several acres wide and plummeting down on the precious snake.

Her pupils constricted as she moved her hands like butterflies, shooting out spells from behind. A flash of demonic light revealed the shadow of her ancestral spirit snake.

Eight heads glared, casting an icy chill around them. She opened her mouth and spat out beams of light as thick as a child's arm.

These beams soon blurred into countless gray rays, which in turn transformed into tiny snakes with wings, each about an inch long. The number was staggering—more than ten times the number of Jade Net Bees.

The two insect clouds collided mid-air. The outcome was clear; the winged snakes couldn't withstand the impact of the Jade Net Bees but managed to hold back by sheer numbers.

In高手 battles, every millimeter counted.

For now, the Jade Net Bees were held back, leaving no obstacles in front of the precious snake. With a stomp of her jade foot, several flickers of light shot out and approached Lin Xuan once again.

Frustrating!

She hadn't expected the Jade Net Bees to be so quickly dispatched by the other party. Lin Xuan was still recovering from his injuries.

Indeed, his physical body was incredibly resilient, having absorbed nearly a hundred true spirit essences, making his recovery capabilities almost unimaginable.

But what use is that when the injury was too severe? No matter how strong his recovery abilities were, there was always a limit.

In such a short time, it would be miraculous if he could prevent further deterioration. There was no hope for improvement.

"I'm done for!"

Lin Xuan's face truly showed despair. He wasn't unwilling to try; the problem was... there was nothing that could resolve this crisis.

While calling him黔驴技穷 (a donkey exhausting its tricks) might be an exaggeration, Lin Xuan was indeed trapped in a desperate situation at this moment.

Of course, he didn't intend to sit and wait for death. Even if his physical body was destined to perish here, he would still try to escape with his元婴 (soul). A gentleman seeks revenge; ten years is not too long.

However, the plan sounded good, but when it came down to it, Yue'er had run out on her own.

With lightning speed, she pushed Lin Xuan aside. But in doing so, she herself fell into the precious snake's clutches.

The situation changed suddenly, and the precious snake couldn't stop Lin Xuan in time. However, she reacted quickly, grabbing Yue'er with one hand and striking her chest with a palm.

"Master, dodge."

A familiar voice echoed in his ears as a powerful force surged towards him, pushing him to the side.

"Yue'er!"

Lin Xuan immediately realized what was happening. He felt both anger and anxiety. Why had she run out on her own?

Originally, he had sent Yue'er and Xiao Die into the Momentary Heavenly Realm Scroll to act as backup in critical moments. However, the battle had exceeded his expectations; the precious snake was far too powerful. Summoning two more girls wouldn't help.

He didn't want them to die needlessly.

The plan sounded good, but at this crucial moment, Yue'er still ran out on her own and pushed him aside with lightning speed. But in doing so, she herself fell into the precious snake's grasp.
第三千七百九十六章 宝蛇的报复

*puff…*

A blood mist erupted from the mouth of Yue'er.

Although the precious snake had changed its move, this palm wouldn't hold back any force.

And now, she was no longer what she used to be. The power behind a single palm was enough to make Lin Xuan wince, let alone Yue'er. Her face pale as paper, Yue'er fainted instantly.

Her body, like a kite without its string, tried to fly away but was caught by the precious snake and held in hand.

With a sardonic smile, it looked at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan also halted his movement, his eyes burning with fury as he stared at the precious snake.

"Looking at me with such hatred, is this your little lover?"

The precious snake's tone was filled with mockery. A true demon ancestor actually resorted to using a hostage for leverage.

"Let her go."

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth.

"Let her go, fool. A man who can't even protect his own woman isn't worthy of the name. Haha…"

The precious snake narrowed its eyes as it continued: "Originally, I was pondering how to torment you since you destroyed my physical body. Simply draining your soul and essence would be too lenient for such a grave sin. Now, I have an idea…"

"How do you want me?"

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry.

"Don't look at me like that. You're the fish, and I'm the butcher. The prey should know it's time to be slaughtered."

The precious snake's face was filled with smugness: "Just tormenting you won't satisfy my hatred. This little girl is someone you love. If she's tormented in front of your eyes by my soul-searing flames, I bet you'll feel a lot of pain."

"You… You dare…"

Lin Xuan trembled all over, not sure if it was from fear or anger, or both.

"Hmph. Don't be afraid. A joke. In this world, there aren't many things that the true demon ancestor dares to do. If you don't believe me, let's test it out…"

Before Lin Xuan could react, a cruel expression flashed across the precious snake's face. It lifted Yue'er with one hand and a grayish-black demonic flame ignited in its palm.

Heart-searing flames!

This was well-known in the ancient demon realm.

A blur enveloped Yue'er completely.

The young girl’s entire body was devoured by the indistinctness.

Pained screams filled Lin Xuan's ears as Yue'er's face contorted with agony. She struggled to break free, but it was futile.

"You… You let her go."

Lin Xuan's eyes glowed with fire, his irises almost splitting from the pain. The precious snake's laughter grew more smug: "Painful, aren't you? Haha, this is exactly what I want. Don’t worry; these heart-searing flames won't kill your little lover but will make her suffer immensely."

"Think about it—what it feels like to have your soul and essence tormented. But all of this is your fault. If not for offending the true demon ancestor, this beautiful girl could be happy. Blame yourself for being unlucky."

"Stop! Cough… cough…"

Seeing Yue'er in pain tore Lin Xuan's heart apart. Blood spewed from his mouth as a wound on his waist opened up.

If he could, he wished it was him who suffered instead of Yue'er. He wanted to fight the precious snake to the death. However, his injuries were too severe; he couldn’t move an inch.

"Hmph, you were so arrogant just now, considering me nothing. Now that your beloved is in my hands, why don't you save her? Useless waste!"

The precious snake clenched its fingers, and a crackling sound echoed as electric arcs appeared on the surface of the heart-searing flames.

Like a venomous snake, it swallowed Yue'er whole. The pain was unimaginable, but this time, no screams were heard.

The young girl gritted her teeth and endured the agony that felt like her soul being torn apart.

A look of surprise flashed across the precious snake's face.

How could she endure such pain? Even if it fell on herself, she would be writhing in agony. This little girl was so weak; how did she manage to bear this?

"Yue'er."

Lin Xuan’s tears slid down his cheeks. A man doesn’t shed tears easily unless he’s deeply hurt. Seeing his beloved suffer, Lin Xuan had never felt such hatred for his own weakness and helplessness.

Despair!

He had promised to protect her forever, even if it meant facing all the gods in heaven. But because of him, Yue'er was now suffering at the hands of a formidable enemy.

Lin Xuan wanted to die.

"Precious snake, take responsibility for your actions. If you have any strength, use me instead of involving innocent people."

Lin Xuan’s low voice echoed. Despite his weakened state, a malicious aura emanated from him like an injured beast, its eyes burning with fury.

"Hmph. Take responsibility. Isn't she your co-cultivator? Bringing her here was justified. I said it's your fault for causing trouble for her. This little girl can’t be spared; just watch as she struggles between life and death—everything is your fault."

The precious snake’s expression was filled with malice. In Lin Xuan’s eyes, he was already a fish on the chopping block. She wanted to torment him mentally first, enjoying his suffering.

"Rubbish."

Unexpectedly, someone rebutted, their voice weak but firm.

And the speaker was unexpected.

Yue'er!

Lin Xuan raised his head and looked at her with tears of pain in his eyes.

Yue'er’s face was contorted with agony. Despite the unimaginable torture, she forced a smile: "Young Master, it's not your fault."

"It's not your fault, really," Yue'er’s voice trembled but was gentle. "Following you has never made me regret anything. Meeting you is my greatest happiness, a blessing from heaven. So, Young Master, don’t feel guilty for me. Suffering for you is also a kind of happiness to me…"

"Be quiet!"

The precious snake roared in anger. She had intended to torment Lin Xuan mentally but was frustrated that this little girl was comforting him despite her suffering.

Wasn't she going to waste all her efforts?

Emotionally and logically, she couldn’t tolerate it.

Without hesitation, the precious snake enhanced the heart-searing flames.

"Ahh!"

Yue'er’s screams grew louder. Despite her attempts to grit her teeth, the pain had become unbearable even for a true immortal.

"Yue'er, you… stop."

Lin Xuan clenched his fists so tightly that blood flowed from his nails, but he seemed oblivious to the pain.

"Stop. This is just the beginning."

The precious snake ignored him and continued pouring more power into it. The more Lin Xuan suffered, the more she felt satisfied.
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This wasn't just because the precious snake, Yuángù, had a rebellious personality. It was due to her deep-seated hatred for Lin Xuan.

As the true demon primordial ancestor, she had ended up with her physical body destroyed, though this had brought unexpected benefits. But how could she possibly forgive such a fate?

She wouldn't let Lin Xuan live or die at will; it was impossible to soothe her anger.

"Master, I'm sorry, Yue'er can no longer accompany you. You... must live well."

At that moment, the weak voice of the young girl entered his ears. Despite enduring unimaginable pain, Yue'er turned around with a smile on her face, but her eyes revealed deep affection.

This was... not good!

"Yue'er, don't!"

Since they met and became husband and wife for so many years, Lin Xuan knew Yue'er very well. The thought flashed through his mind like lightning, and he understood exactly what she intended to do.

Suddenly, a great fear enveloped his heart, making it hard to breathe.

On the other side, the precious snake also sensed something was amiss. Warning bells rang in her mind as she turned around, her gaze falling on Yue'er. She could no longer maintain her composed demeanor.

Was this girl preparing for self-destruction?

And not just a show; the chaos in her aura had reached critical levels within an instant.

Indeed, to the precious snake, Yue'er was but an ant—just a渡劫初期 cultivator, hardly worth mentioning.

But that referred to absolute strength. If she were to self-destruct...

Sacrifice one's body, dare to pull down the emperor? At such close range, although he wouldn't perish, injuries, even severe ones, were inevitable.

How could it be... injured by this ant?

The precious snake moved swiftly, flying over a thousand feet away in an instant. She didn’t want Lin Xuan to suffer but wasn’t foolish enough to risk her life for it.

Yue'er's plan failed.

"Little girl, playing tricks on me is too immature. This time, I'll seal your essence soul and prevent you from using any power. See what you can do then."

With a malicious thought, she intended to recapture Yue'er. However, an unexpected event occurred just as she was about to do so.

A dark shadow approached silently and tightly embraced her.

The precious snake was shocked. Who could approach this close without being detected?

Could there be other cultivators lurking around?

But soon, she realized it was Lin Xuan who had grabbed her.

"Want to hurt Yue'er? Try going through my corpse first."

Lin Xuan's body was covered in blood, seemingly on the brink of death, yet he radiated a dangerous aura like a fierce tiger.

"Impossible, how... how could you approach this Saint Ancestor?"

The precious snake’s expression was akin to seeing a ghost. Even if Lin Xuan was severely injured now, his speed matched none of his peak moments.

Lin Xuan didn’t answer but tightly held the precious snake, preventing her from harming Yue'er.

How he moved here and grabbed her remained unclear to him. The only reasonable explanation was instinct.

"Master."

Yue'er broke free from the demon's grasp, but her face showed no joy as Lin Xuan had plunged into a dangerous situation again.

She wanted to rush over, but she heard Lin Xuan’s sharp command: "Don't come."

Her body froze, and tears welled up in her eyes. "Master... why!"

"Stupid girl, how could I let you shield me? If we must sacrifice, it should be me. Remember what I said—no one can hurt you unless they step over my corpse."

Yue'er began to sob.

The precious snake’s cold voice echoed: "Enough talking?"

"What?"

"I’m saying that two little brats like you shouldn’t卿卿我我在 me. It's time to stop being heroic and using empty talk. Since you've offended the primordial ancestor, I'll ensure you can neither live nor die."

The precious snake didn't rush to attack; in her eyes, Lin Xuan and Yue'er were prey. She could toy with them at her leisure.

"Yue'er."

Lin Xuan spoke then.

"What?"

"Do you know a saying—'If you don’t want to die, don’t do it'? Villains often fall because they overestimate their luck."

"You should blame yourself for pushing me so hard. You shouldn't have hurt Yue'er."

Hearing this, the precious snake felt uneasy but couldn’t think of how Lin Xuan could still pose a threat.

"Dragon has scales that must not be touched; you've revealed mine today. So... let's go to hell together."

Lin Xuan roared, yet his entire body did not emit any frenzied aura. He didn't choose self-destruction.

Instead, the aura around him grew stronger, surging and multiplying in a matter of moments, becoming incredibly powerful.

Despite being severely injured, this was happening.

The precious snake's eyes widened as she realized only one possibility existed.

As dusk approached, though the sun hadn’t set fully, the sky began to darken. Yet, at the horizon, a bright color appeared.

In the twilight sky, clouds gathered ominously. More terrifyingly, the元气 in an area of tens of thousands of miles suddenly became chaotic and rushed towards this spot.

The most intense元气 was right where they were. In a blink, the元气 and clouds merged into a bizarre vortex, stretching over ten thousand feet wide and bottomless.

"What is this..."

The precious snake’s eyes narrowed as she showed signs of shock.

A heavenly tribulation!

A tribulation for a cultivator advancing to a higher stage.

And judging by its intensity, it far exceeded ordinary later-stage tribulations. Even her own advancement was nothing compared.

"You..."

She was both shocked and angry, finally understanding Lin Xuan’s plan.

This brat was audacious, daring to forcefully undergo the tribulation at such a time. He wanted to借势use the power of the heavenly tribulation to reinforce himself.

How bold!

For this was like a double-edged sword.

And for him, it was even more dangerous.
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Snake Treasure was not speaking nonsense. Ascending to a higher realm involved facing the heavenly tribulation, which was always perilous.

Thus, without absolute confidence, no one would dare attempt it recklessly.

Typically, one would prepare thoroughly beforehand: materials, pills, treasures, and arrays were all essential. Additionally, finding an appropriate place for the tribulation was crucial. Adequate rest and purification before the tribulation were also necessary. Even having a few friends to protect them during the process was common. Such preparations could take years.

For high-rank cultivators, this preparation could stretch into thousands or even tens of thousands of years. Despite such extensive preparations, the outcome remained grim; only one in ten survived.

More than 90% of cultivators perished in the heavenly tribulation. For late-stage tribulations, the failure rate was even more abysmal, almost as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

Snake Treasure remembered her own experience when she ascended to a late-stage tribulation; it had been filled with anxiety despite meticulous preparation. She barely managed to survive the tribulation.

But this Lin boy was truly insane. In his current state of severe injury and near exhaustion, he chose to face the heavenly tribulation without any preparations. It was clear that he had no chance at all—this was sheer suicide.

From every angle, it was a foolish move aimed at using the tribulation's power against him.

She evaluated Lin Xuan as bold and cunning.

The only thing she couldn't understand was why this tribulation seemed so powerful. Her own experience of facing late-stage tribulations had been far less intense compared to now; the difference in power was like being on different streets.

Even if Lin Xuan's strength surpassed his peers, the heavenly tribulation shouldn't be this terrifying. How did he manage it?

She couldn’t figure it out as she didn’t have time to ponder. Within a brief moment, the天地灵气 (Earth and Sky Essence Qi) from tens of miles around was drawn here.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in her ears as a black lightning snake descended from the sky.

The lightning appeared no thicker than a child's arm but contained an astonishing amount of essence qi. It seemed like a demonic dragon opening its blood-red mouth, aiming to swallow Lin Xuan and Snake Treasure whole.

Snake Treasure wouldn’t sit idly by.

While the tribulation was formidable, just one bolt of lightning wasn't enough to stop her. The problem was... Lin Xuan had tightly embraced her, binding her limbs so she couldn't move. How could she defend herself in this situation?

She tried to break free but found that severely injured Lin Xuan somehow possessed incredible strength. The tribulation lightning struck swiftly; any delay would be fatal.

Boom!

The loud explosion hit both Snake Treasure and Lin Xuan simultaneously.

More bolts of lightning followed, like swords piercing the sky, or a demon dragon surging out from the sea. Each bolt was twice as thick as the first, their power shocking. They seemed to swallow Lin Xuan and Snake Treasure whole.

"Let go, do you really want us both to die?"

Snake Treasure struggled desperately but couldn't break free. Lin Xuan held her tightly like a vice.

This was clearly a desperate tactic.

Even if they were among the top figures in the three realms, or even new cultivators entering the realm of immortals... no, not even ordinary martial artists would resort to such tactics.

Snake Treasure, who had faced countless battles, had never encountered such strength. Lin Xuan's power was so overwhelming that it seemed he was reviving from his peak state. Snake Treasure found herself helpless against him as they were hit by wave after wave of tribulation lightning.

The power of the heavenly tribulation was unstoppable. Even now, Snake Treasure felt like she might vomit blood after enduring a dozen bolts in succession.

"Let go!"

She raised her elbow and struck Lin Xuan's chest with all her might. The impact was as heavy as a million pounds, causing his chest to sink inward. His internal organs were jolted, but he gritted his teeth through the pain. All he wanted was to drag this hateful Snake Treasure down with him; no matter what, he wouldn't let go.

The process unfolded quickly. Snake Treasure's first attack failed, and just as she struggled, a new tribulation descended from above.

This time, it wasn’t lightning but flames.

From the swirling tribulation clouds, tiny fireballs spewed out like raindrops. There were over a thousand of them in the first wave. More frighteningly, these fireballs seemed to have eyes; while not all aimed precisely at Lin Xuan, most landed within a one-meter radius around him.

The density was so high that there was nowhere to hide. Moreover, Lin Xuan had no intention of dodging. He was already on his last legs, driven by sheer courage and the resolve to protect Yue'er from harm. Since he couldn't withstand the enemy, he would fight until the end, dragging her down with him.

Snake Treasure wouldn’t sit idly by either.

She unleashed a torrent of dark energy that transformed into countless tentacles. The tips of these tentacles were razor-sharp and stabbed towards Lin Xuan.

"Either let go or you'll perish."

Snake Treasure’s eyes glowed with malice, giving Lin Xuan a choice between letting go or dying.

But Lin Xuan didn’t dodge; he stood firm like an obstinate ox.

Roar!

Lin Xuan's aura became even more explosive, which was disastrous for the tribulation. The heavenly tribulation grew stronger when faced with such intense energy. The fireballs not only increased in size but also sped up.

They enveloped Lin Xuan and Snake Treasure like meteorites falling from the sky. Instantly, a sea of flames appeared.

Snake Treasure didn’t shatter to pieces, but her attacks deviated due to the heavenly tribulation's power. Her dark energy tentacles missed his vital points.

Thus, Lin Xuan survived, continuing to cling to Snake Treasure in a desperate bid for survival.

After being hit by another wave of lightning and fire, they fell to the bottom of the valley, sinking into mud.

Both were covered in water and mud, looking utterly miserable.

"Let go!"

Snake Treasure punched and kicked at Lin Xuan, struggling desperately. Despite his severe injuries, he relied on sheer willpower, which was incredible. Lin Xuan refused to give up; using both hands and feet, he held Snake Treasure tightly, leaving him with only his teeth as a means of retaliation.
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Lin Xuan's mind was a bit hazy as he clung to the precious snake with sheer willpower.

In a daze, he didn't bother distinguishing or thinking too much. He simply bit down on the snake from behind like it was a precious snake.

Blood splattered out.

To be honest, such a fighting style was quite desperate, but Lin Xuan's biting force was commendable. It could match that of his peers among the妖族, even saying he was only stronger and not weaker. He acted like a fierce tiger descending from the mountains, tearing at the precious snake with all his might.

The precious snake was in agony and rage, on the verge of losing her mind.

A true demon primordial ancestor like this—when had she ever been so humiliated?

Moreover, it felt too stifling to be facing such a situation. How many cultivators would fight to this extent? If not for witnessing it firsthand, she wouldn't have believed what was happening before her eyes.

This young man Lin was at least a late-stage劫渡 cultivator; did he still have any trace of a high-ranking cultivator's dignity?

It was truly a disgrace to cultivators.

Strictly speaking, this thought wasn’t wrong. But in the end, it was merely the precious snake’s one-sided wish.

At this moment, Lin Xuan could not afford to care about such matters.

How shameful? Who cared as long as he could win against his stronger opponent? As for face?

Compared to his desire to protect his beloved wife, what did that matter?

Dragons had their vulnerable spots; touching them would make them furious. At this moment, Lin Xuan was truly enraged and would use any means necessary to defeat the precious snake.

He wasn’t particularly resentful of her but rather, no matter what, he must protect his love. His fall didn't matter, but if the precious snake lived, she wouldn’t let Yue'er go.

Driven by such a belief, Lin Xuan abandoned all notions of honor and disregarded his severely injured body, attacking the precious snake with any method he could think of.

Clawing, biting, headbutting...

Regardless, he didn't care. Throughout this process, lightning bolts, fireballs, various types of heavenly tribulations, still rained down like a storm, engulfing both of them.

The intensity was far beyond imagination.

Even the precious snake felt somewhat unable to bear it.

Heavenly tribulations were fierce because Lin Xuan had never intended to leave any room for retreat.

In his heart, he knew that ordinary heavenly tribulations might not be enough to kill the precious snake. Thus, this time, Lin Xuan disregarded everything and allowed both his main元婴 and secondary元婴 to advance simultaneously.

To understand, his demon nucleus was already late-stage劫渡, so normally, there would have been no need for him to undergo heavenly tribulations during the advancement of his two元婴s. He could have avoided them entirely.

But Lin Xuan deliberately invited the most terrifying heavenly tribulation. Such an act had never before been seen in all three realms throughout history and antiquity.

Heavenly tribulations were to be avoided at all costs, yet he intentionally provoked them. Wasn’t that a sign of mental instability?

Moreover, heavenly tribulations were vicious. Cultivators faced them with all their might, using various talismans to block them, trying to outwit the tribulation rather than directly confronting it.

Despite this, countless cultivators still fell. What was happening now—without any defensive measures or tools, intentionally allowing the tribulation to strike—was unheard of.

Calling it suicide wasn’t too far off.

The injuries Lin Xuan and the precious snake suffered were unimaginable.

As a true demon primordial ancestor, the precious snake had successfully merged with her ancestral spirit snake. Her strength had significantly increased from before, even if she couldn't match Rain桐 or Ice Soul, she was probably on par with the other two scattered immortals.

Especially her new body, which was quite sturdy.

But facing such a violent heavenly tribulation, in just a few minutes, she could no longer bear it. Her consciousness began to blur.

The precious snake gritted her teeth and forced herself to regain clarity, feeling both fear and anger.

It wasn’t surprising that she couldn’t withstand this terrifying heavenly tribulation.

But why hadn't the young man died?

Before, he had clearly been severely injured. Such injuries should have caused his soul to scatter long ago.

Yet here he was, still critically wounded but not dead.

Was something wrong? Was this guy indestructible, surviving despite such severe injuries?

While Lin Xuan wasn’t dying, he continued to claw and bite, headbutt and elbow strike with all his might, attacking the precious snake without any reservations.

Due to the continuous heavenly tribulations raining down, the precious snake couldn't condense her power. Every time she tried to gather it, it was shattered. In other words, she had no way of using her talismans or secret techniques against Lin Xuan at this moment.

Desperate, the female cultivator either lost her mind from anger or decided to fight back like Lin Xuan, clawing and biting him as well.

Thus, the true demon primordial ancestor and late-stage劫渡 cultivator fought without any regard for face. It was utterly ridiculous.

Boom!

Rolling thunder echoed overhead, but the gale didn’t seem to cease.

Lightning bolts fell densely, hitting both of them repeatedly. The stench of burning flesh could be smelled on both Lin Xuan and the precious snake.

Only these two individuals would still be fighting like this if it were any ordinary realm powerhouse; they would have been killed long ago.

Amidst the thunderous strikes of heavenly tribulations, the two continued to attack each other, behaving like ruffians.

The cultivation world was bizarre, but such a scene had never occurred in all three realms throughout history and antiquity.

"Why aren't you dead yet? Why aren’t you dead!"

The precious snake, as one of the nine true demon primordial ancestors, gripped Lin Xuan’s neck tightly with both hands, slamming his head into the ground.

At their level, their strength was absurdly great. This single strike could cause a tsunami and mountains to crumble. If it hit solidly, it would certainly crack the surface and spew molten lava.

However, despite the loud sound of thunder, not even a trace of a crack appeared on this muddy ground.

Something was off!

Under normal circumstances, Lin Xuan and the precious snake would have noticed.

But at this moment, they couldn’t afford to care about such details. They were both in life-and-death situations; did they still have time for such trivialities?

Of course not.

With the precious snake choking him, Lin Xuan wouldn't sit idly by either. He used his elbow to strike her face.

"Bang!"

The precious snake was hit directly, and a tooth flew out of her mouth.

Despite reaching this level, the precious snake had managed to break free from Lin Xuan’s hold. But every time she tried to distance herself from him or the heavenly tribulations, he would relentlessly follow like a persistent pest, striking viciously.

She couldn’t completely escape; several attempts ended in failure. Instead, due to her distraction, she was caught off guard and subjected to a painful beating, paying a heavy price.

Even clay figures had their fiery moments. Such results made the precious snake thoroughly furious.

Furious, she no longer chose to run away but fiercely fought with Lin Xuan, vowing to kill him.

However, a shadow lingered in her mind—why could this young man still endure such a terrifying heavenly tribulation despite being severely injured?
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For the precious snakes, this was a mystery. [Youth Lion Book Alliance latest update]

To Lin Xuan, it was no different.

By entangling the precious snake and causing the heavenly tribulation to descend, Lin Xuan had always been aiming for a desperate survival strategy.

He hadn't even considered that he could still live.

Facing an unprecedentedly formidable enemy, Lin Xuan already harbored the mindset of mutual destruction.

No matter what, he needed to ensure the precious snake's demise. All his efforts were solely for Moonlet’s survival in this tribulation.

Lin Xuan relied on a surge of热血 (hot blood) and courage.

But he truly didn't expect to reach such an extent.

When the first wave of heavenly tribulations came, he thought he would perish, but unexpectedly, he managed to survive.

Surprised yet overjoyed, Lin Xuan continued entangling the precious snake.

When the second wave of heavenly tribulations descended, Lin Xuan believed this time he couldn't endure it.

But he survived again.

His mind was blank. Without thinking about why, Lin Xuan continued fighting with the precious snake.

...

Thus, wave after wave of heavenly tribulations fell, and each time he was struck heavily by the precious snake. Yet, he always managed to persevere in dire straits.

He had long thought it was at its limit.

But every time, he survived.

Such a miraculous survival left Lin Xuan feeling absurd.

Was this divine favor?

After experiencing countless surprises, Lin Xuan finally stopped being dazed and began carefully observing.

Of course, his mind remained mostly focused on the precious snake. But this didn't hinder him from dividing a fragment of his consciousness to perform Inner Vision!

Lin Xuan believed such a miracle should be able to find an answer in himself.

Indeed!

The changes came from the dantian.

More accurately, it was the center of the blue Star Sea.

The originally shattered Five Dragon Seal had now coalesced into a single piece.

It returned to a size of one inch. Its shape resembled the Five Dragon Seal but with subtle differences, more ancient and archaic.

Numerous true spirits' shadows appeared on the surface.

Faintly visible, each time they rotated, the true spirit shadows were different.

There were over a hundred kinds!

True dragons, peacocks, phoenixes, great eagles...

These true spirits either had their spiritual blood refined by Lin Xuan or obtained their传承 (heritage) in the true spirit burial grounds.

In summary, they all had a deep connection to him.

Could this be the Hundred Spirit Seal about to awaken?

Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted, continuing to fight with the precious snake while performing Inner Vision.

Subsequently, he indeed uncovered the secret within his heart, finding out why he could persist for so long.

The Five Dragon Seal... No, perhaps it should be called the Hundred Spirit Seal. Each rotation brought a warm current from the dantian, flowing through the extraordinary meridians and into every limb of his body.

Lin Xuan didn't know what this was.

If not noticed, it could easily be overlooked. But this unremarkable warmth protected his body, repairing injuries caused by the heavenly tribulations and the precious snake.

More astonishingly, this current fluctuated in strength, adjusting according to his bodily damage. This achieved a delicate balance.

Thus, every time he seemed at his limit, he could still勉强 (barely) endure.

That's how it is!

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. It truly was a case of misfortune turning into good fortune. He originally thought this would be his death sentence but unexpectedly found himself with such a turn of events.

Although Lin Xuan didn't know the reason for this change, it certainly had no harm and many benefits to him.

Perhaps he could indeed turn disaster into an opportunity and survive this terrifying heavenly tribulation.

In that case, both his元婴 (yuan xian) would naturally advance smoothly.

This was truly a fortunate accident. Currently, Lin Xuan's speculation, but regardless, it made him extremely happy.

Originally with the mindset of mutual destruction, now he had to struggle for survival. But Lin Xuan didn't have any fear or hesitation; instead, he became even more courageous, headbutting and elbowing without restraint, attacking the precious snake ferociously.

It seemed chaotic, but in reality, Lin Xuan had a plan.

The current precious snake's strength was likely among the weaker ones among true demon primordials. Her combat power probably matched that of scattered immortals.

If he used conventional tactics, his chances were nil.

But close combat was the typical use of one’s strengths to counter an opponent's weaknesses.

As the saying goes, a flurry of punches can defeat even a master. Moreover, Lin Xuan had full confidence in his physical strength.

With heavenly tribulations aiding him, he found that the current situation favored him.

All out!

...

Speaking of the precious snake,

She naturally didn't know what was happening to Lin Xuan.

At this moment, she wasn’t shocked or angry; instead, she felt a bit fearful.

Initially, when Lin Xuan brought down the heavenly tribulation, although she was surprised, she had no fear. After all, this technique harmed both parties, making it a double-edged sword. She would be hurt by the heavenly tribulations while Lin Xuan couldn't escape either.

He was already severely injured and would surely perish soon. Once he died, the heavenly tribulation would naturally dissipate.

Inane!

To her, Lin Xuan’s choice was absurd—desperate measures in a crisis, sheer foolishness.

So the precious snake wasn’t afraid at all.

However, what followed greatly surprised the precious snake.

Lin Xuan didn't perish. He couldn't figure out how he managed to survive such severe injuries during the heavenly tribulations.

On the other hand, she was struck by lightning repeatedly and was in a state of utter disarray. If this continued, she would surely die here.

This wasn’t idle chatter.

The later heavenly tribulations were inherently fierce, especially those before her, which were much more powerful than usual.

Of course, compared to those who needed to undergo tribulation, the precious snake was incomparably stronger. Normally, she could endure it.

However, Lin Xuan clung to her like a burr, striking and binding her. This left the precious snake with no strength to fend off the heavenly tribulations; essentially, she was standing there taking the brunt of them.

In that case, even true demon primordials couldn't withstand such attacks.

As time passed, although the precious snake wasn’t on the brink of death, she was indeed covered in wounds all over her body. Most were from the heavenly tribulations, with a small portion from Lin Xuan’s grappling and fighting.

Pain was the only descriptor.

And within her heart, an unknown fear grew. Staying here meant almost certain death.

Indeed, the precious snake hated Lin Xuan to the core, but if she had to die to kill him, she would absolutely not agree.

She didn’t have the resolve for mutual destruction.

After all, as one of the three realms' top-tier powerhouses, she was a person who cherished life above all.

Revenge is a dish best served cold. Dying just to eliminate this Lin boy wasn't worth it.
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The treasure snake harbored thoughts of retreat.

But how could it escape Lin Xuan's constraints?

This hateful brat was like a bone parasite, never leaving his side. To break free from him seemed as impossible as talking to a fool.

What should she do?

The treasure snake did not know.

But staying with him like this would definitely not work.

Lin Xuan clearly used delaying tactics.

The longer the time passed, the more remote her chances of escape became.

She could not hesitate; she must make a quick decision.

A flash of reluctance flashed in the treasure snake's eyes but was quickly replaced by resilience.

With all her strength, she gave Lin Xuan a punch, slightly freeing herself from his grasp. Then, with a wave of her sleeves, surging dark energy surged forth. Two monstrous figures appeared before her, each towering over several dozen feet.

The one on the left had two heads and four arms, its muscles bulging, covered in purplish-red scales. Its eyes were like dead fish, filled with pure and vicious dark energy.

As for the other, it was equally ugly. It had a pair of goat horns on top of its head, a tail that resembled a venomous snake but longer than usual, and strange blood-red spines covering its back. A face, resembling that of a beautiful woman, was embedded in its chest, yet the eerie look upon it was terrifying.

Both figures exuded formidable pressure, already at the mid-transcendence stage.

The two monsters immediately lunged towards Lin Xuan without hesitation.

Actually, the left one moved first, four arms flailing wildly like raindrops striking banana leaves, creating a dense black shadow that swept towards Lin Xuan with a piercing sound.

As for the right monster, it did not sit idle either.

It raised its head and fiercely charged upward, flying about a hundred feet before abruptly stopping. Lowering its head, it crouched down, emitting sharp sounds as the spines on its back shot out like arrows from a powerful bow, all aiming at the vortex above.

That was where the lightning center of the heavenly tribulation lay. This attack instantly turned the area into a beehive that had been shaken violently.

Thunderclaps and flashes of lightning followed, along with various types of heavenly calamities raining down on him.

Abandoning the pawns to save the king!

With the treasure snake sacrificing its two manifestations to free her essence body, Lin Xuan understood their intentions immediately.

But knowing this did not help; he was currently entangled by the dual-headed four-armed ancient demon.

While the other party abandoned the pawns and used a feint to save them, it could not be denied that their strategy was well thought out.

No wonder they were true demons, not just brave but shrewd as well.

With the heavenly tribulation diverted, Lin Xuan trapped, the treasure snake finally gained precious breathing space.

This was at the cost of sacrificing her two manifestations, a rare opportunity indeed, so she could not afford to miss it. Despite hating Lin Xuan deeply, the treasure snake did not even spare him a glance as she shot off into the distance with a burst of dark energy.

Revenge is a dish best served cold. This woman intended to find another chance later to hunt down and kill Lin Xuan.

However, others may not be so willing to let go.

Seeing that they had already run several hundred feet away, an unexpected change occurred. A bright sword light appeared in their sight, perfectly timed and powerful enough for the treasure snake to have no time to dodge it.

The attack came too suddenly; there was nothing she could do but temporarily avoid its sharp edge, maneuvering around it.

But that would take too much time. She had just managed to secure this precious moment, how could a minor setback delay her here?

With a determined look in her eyes, the treasure snake did not dodge but charged straight at the sword light.

Boom!

The treasure snake was instantly engulfed by the sword light.

Her scales visibly melted away under the sheer power of the attack.

Moon's face showed an expression of surprise. Although her strength had not fully recovered, the mystique of the Asura Art allowed her to momentarily raise her realm to late-transcendence stage when using this Heaven-Exiled Fairy technique. That brief moment was enough to launch a decisive strike.

To protect herself, Young Master risked his life to bring down the heavenly tribulation. Moon's anxiety was evident, but their distance and the falling tribulations made it impossible for her to help him.

Unable to do anything, she paced like an ant on a hot pan, eager to seize this rare opportunity without holding back.

This Heaven-Exiled Fairy technique was formidable; even at full strength, the treasure snake would not dare to directly face its sharp edge. Now, she had no choice but to charge forward despite her injuries.

The damage was unimaginable!

Knowing that she was already on the brink of exhaustion, this was a desperate choice.

But regardless, the treasure snake, drenched in blood, finally managed to rush past.

However, just as she did so, an unexpected change occurred.

A figure appeared several hundred feet ahead.

Lin Xuan!

The treasure snake almost thought she had seen things. That boy was still tightly held by her dual-headed four-armed manifestation; how could he suddenly be in front?

After the series of events, the treasure snake did not want to admit it but felt a certain fear towards Lin Xuan.

The scene before her was too unbelievable, causing her to lose focus.

"Treasure Snake, you won't escape."

Lin Xuan's voice rang out. With a wave of his sleeves, Nine Palaces Needle Fish emerged and transformed into countless sword lights, enveloping her like raindrops striking banana leaves.

Realizing the danger, the treasure snake snapped back to attention.

With a flick of her jade hand, countless black bone spears appeared, rushing towards the sword lights.

However, what followed next shocked the treasure snake even more; all the bone spears missed their target.

Illusion!

Everything was fake.

Even with such a strong divine consciousness, she had been momentarily deceived by an illusion. The treasure snake was both surprised and angry but could not dwell on it now.

She had already wasted too much time here. Her two manifestations were struggling to hold back. With a bite of her teeth, she reached out at the "Lin Xuan" in front, then surged forward with a burst of dark energy.

As she moved, a huge demon claw appeared before the "Lin Xuan," grabbing down fiercely.

The figure of Lin Xuan blurred slightly and moved away without injury but revealed its true form—a young girl with beautiful wings.

Little Butterfly!

Despite her anger, the treasure snake could not afford to deal with her. Just as she was about to pass by, an unexpected change occurred.

(Please continue for the next part.)
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Xiao Die's lips curled into a sly smile, though it appeared ordinary to the untrained eye. Only those who knew her well could discern the cunning behind it.

She flicked her fingers, barely noticeable.

A faint gray light appeared behind the precious snake, almost imperceptible.

Despite its swift flight, it was completely lifeless, showing no signs of vitality.

Sizzle...

As Xiao Die moved, the speed suddenly accelerated dramatically.

Not just a little bit faster; it became as swift as shooting stars, nearly invisible. At this distance—only three zhang away—it would be hard for even a true immortal to dodge.

Although the precious snake had noticed something amiss, it was too late. Blood spewed from her chest, and her heart was pierced through.

A large wound gaped open, shocking to behold.

For an ordinary cultivator, such injuries would be fatal; at best, they might survive but with their bodies ruined beyond repair.

Despite the pain on her face, the precious snake's speed actually increased. Her figure blurred before vanishing into the distance.

"Wow, is this guy still human?" Xiao Die's expression was one of shock and disbelief.

Indeed, even a hole through her heart didn't cause her to fall; her vitality seemed too resilient.

Describing it as unheard of would be an understatement.

Though shocked, Xiao Die was still a late-stage Transcendent Moth. With a wave of her jade hand, several streaks of cold light shot out in pursuit of the precious snake.

Unfortunately, they fell short by a hair's breadth. The speed of these streaks was slightly slower, and they ultimately failed to hit their target.

The opponent had already retreated far into the distance, his figure indistinct against the horizon.

"Ah!"

Xiao Die stomped her foot, her face showing regret and disappointment.

Such an unprecedented opportunity had been squandered. Her mood was undoubtedly gloomy.

Knowing that this missed chance would bring serious repercussions, Xiao Die stared blankly at the distant sky, lost in thought.

Meanwhile, a voice startled her: "Young Master!"

It was Yue'er's voice. Xiao Die snapped to attention and turned around, only to see something shocking.

The two incarnations of the precious snake had been torn apart into powder, both falling to their demise.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with a pained expression, as if enduring some test.

But what shocked Xiao Die was above his head.

The scale of the heavenly tribulation had grown even larger. Chaotic primordial energy continued to be drawn in, unimaginable pressure bearing down on him.

The vortex at the top of his head had turned crimson.

Rumble!

With a loud crack, a massive light ball emerged from the center of the vortex, over a thousand zhang in diameter, comparable to a small mountain.

It fell like a meteor, crashing down onto Lin Xuan's head.

Boom!

A fiery inferno erupted where he stood. Heat waves surged, and the air was baked red. The temperature rose dramatically, resembling a real hell. Even rocks began melting.

Even an eruption would be less impressive in terms of power.

The feeling was that nothing could survive this.

Following the rumbling, silver lightning danced across the sky, thunder roared through the heavens, and rain poured down like water, then turned to hail.

Accompanying these were the vortexes formed by the heavenly tribulation, turning from crimson to pitch black.

Infinite depths filled with oppressive energy.

Sizzle...

Several bolts of lightning shot out, each a dozen feet thick, shocking to behold.

More terrifyingly, these bolts were golden and resembled true dragons in shape—dragon-shaped lightning.

This almost existed only in legends.

There were rumors that such shaped lightning appeared only during the ascension tribulation.

Yue'er's eyes widened with fear. She wanted to rush forward but was stopped by Xiao Die.

"Yue'er, don't be silly. At a moment like this, you going up won't help Lin Brother; it will just add chaos. Let's stay far away and avoid being collateral damage. Trust me, Lin Brother can surely overcome the crisis."

Xiao Die's words were comforting but logical.

Yue'er understood that outsiders couldn't interfere in heavenly tribulations.

Though reluctant, she eventually followed Xiao Die back.

Meanwhile, on another side:

"Cough... cough..."

Blood continuously spewed from the precious snake's mouth. After flying for tens of thousands of miles, she was barely holding on. Ancient demons had immense vitality but also limits.

Her heart pierced, though not fatal, it couldn't be ignored either.

She turned to look around; this was a desolate plain far enough from the Jade Pool.

Puff!

The precious snake raised her head and spat out more blood, her flight faltering.

Her eyes were dazed. With a grimace, she finally landed using earth遁 technique.

At the peak of a barren mountain, the precious snake didn't stop but continued with earth遁 to delve deep into the mountain's core.

With a wave of her sleeve, dark magic transformed into sharp blades that cut through the air, quickly carving out a crude cave.

The precious snake sat cross-legged and, with a snap of her waist, took out several bottles from her storage bag. She downed various medicinal pills.

Then, dark energy surged out to begin healing her wounds.

Healing here was a necessity due to the dire situation. For true demon primordials, the spirit realm wasn't welcoming. With such urgency, encountering stronger enemies could be perilous.

Though she understood this, her injuries didn't allow for further delay; otherwise, the snake's physical form might fall again—something she couldn't bear.

She had to take a risk. Even though she felt some unease... it was too close to Lin Xuan.

But soon, she pushed that thought aside.

Proximity meant nothing.

At this moment, that young man should be engrossed in the heavenly tribulation, unable to spare a thought for himself. He might even have already perished.
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Lin Xuan's situation was indeed far worse than he had anticipated.

To defeat a formidable opponent, Lin Xuan had exhausted all his strength to bring down the heavenly tribulation. However, despite his meticulous planning, he failed to anticipate the golden cicada shedding its shell of the Precious Snake.

Now that she had fled elsewhere, the remaining heavenly tribulation would not dissipate as easily. In fact, it seemed even more ferocious than before.

As the instigator of this calamity, Lin Xuan had no place to hide. His only hope was to use all his skills and endure the tribulation until he could weather it out.

The logic was simple: but the actual difficulty was staggering. Ordinary风雨雷火 (rain, wind, lightning, and fire) were one thing, but the dragon-shaped lightning was a legendary entity. Despite his efforts to counter it, the tribulation seemed more terrifying than usual. Lin Xuan was already at his limit...

Surviving under these circumstances would be as futile as dreaming.

Even Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of despair. But he couldn't afford to sit and wait for death. Even if he knew the situation was dire, he had to try everything possible with his blood and sweat to gain even a sliver of hope. He wouldn't give up until the very last moment.

By now, it was too late to summon defensive artifacts. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and gathered all his spiritual energy. Originally, he intended to create something like a Qi Shield. Even if he knew it would be useless, he had to try for a desperate defense.

He resigned himself to fate as best he could.

But what followed was a surprise. A beam of green light appeared above him, transforming into a blurry Taiji diagram.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. He had intended to form a shield, but instead, the Taiji diagram materialized. This didn't match his expectations at all. The gathering of spiritual energy seemed uncontrollable.

A flash of panic crossed Lin Xuan's face, but there was no time for adjustment now. He continued pouring his spiritual energy into the Taiji diagram.

Then, another astonishing scene unfolded.

Wu...

Two red beams shot out from his storage bracelet, startling him. They were two palm-sized objects that seemed harmless at first glance. But Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized them: Silk Robe Jade Talismans!

These precious and mysterious treasures had flown out of his own possession. He couldn't help but speculate about their origins.

Although the origin of the Silk Robe Jade Talisman was unclear, it was known to be extremely valuable. In the mortal world, it had saved him countless times. Recently, in the瑶池 (Peach Blossom Pool), Lin Xuan had seen something similar in Tianxuan's hand.

It was a copy, not the real thing. This revelation greatly shocked Lin Xuan. Through subtle inquiries, he learned that there were three Silk Robe Jade Talismans in total. Besides his two, the last one was held by Rain Pine Fairy.

Li Yutong!

The foremost expert of the Spirit Realm!

With the fall of Asura King, she was now likely the strongest existence across all three realms. Holding the final Silk Robe Jade Talisman, Lin Xuan still didn't fully understand its nature but knew it was invaluable and crucial.

But at this critical moment, the talismans had flown out on their own. Was this a blessing or a curse?

Lin Xuan wasn't sure.

The anomaly continued as clear sounds echoed in his ears, coming from within his body. He quickly dispatched a fragment of his spirit to use Inner Vision.

To his surprise, amidst the blue Star Sea, the Five-Imperial Seal... no, it should be called the Hundred Spirit Mark, had largely recovered. The surface cracks were visibly diminishing at an alarming rate.

The clear sound was made by the Phoenix, the king of all birds. It then merged with the Hundred Spirit Mark. Soon after, the true dragon's shadow did the same. The actions of other true spirits followed suit, one after another, their shadows merging with the Hundred Spirit Mark.

The originally broken mark instantly transformed into a new entity. However, upon closer inspection, there were still three imperfections.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but recall the Silk Robe Jade Talismans.

...

Above him, the dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation descended with thunderous force. The reason for the delay was due to the different time rules in his dantian compared to the outside world.

The dantian's qi sea could be considered a small space, much like a domain. Inside, various natural laws were vastly different from those on the outside.

The golden tribulation transformed into a grotesque dragon, threatening to engulf Lin Xuan. Just as he was about to meet his end, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The Taiji diagram rapidly spun, and in its center, the Hundred Spirit Mark appeared. With a "bang," two Silk Robe Jade Talismans exploded.

Dots of light scattered, turning into sparkling dust that completely integrated with the Hundred Spirit Mark.

Visibly, the imperfections on the mark were repaired. Lines and patterns emerged from its surface, emitting spiritual light...

"What...?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He had a vague hunch: was the Hundred Spirit Mark intending to withstand this heavenly tribulation head-on?

Yes, it was possible!

Though Lin Xuan hadn't seen the Five-Imperial Seal in action, he knew well of its power from the Five-Imperial Seal. Describing it as shocking and awe-inspiring was an understatement. The Hundred Spirit Mark evolved from it; thus, its power had increased immeasurably.

Certainly, it far surpassed any先天灵宝 (primordial divine treasure). Even if this tribulation was fierce, the Hundred Spirit Mark could potentially repel it.

Lin Xuan's heart raced with anticipation. If he could use such a method to turn danger into safety and survive the tribulation, that would be ideal.

For him, it was genuinely good news. But... would things really go so smoothly?

No one knew!

With no time for contemplation, Lin Xuan had only one option: wait and see. This was his best choice.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in anticipation.

But the next scene left him utterly shocked. He even thought he might have misjudged it. This... this was too bizarre, defying all logic.
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Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan had experienced countless extraordinary events. However, what he was witnessing now was so bizarre that he had never even heard about it before, let alone seen it with his own eyes.

Golden lightning descended from the sky.

The Hundred Birds Seal did not retaliate but instead shot up to meet it head-on.

Zzzz…

A sharp flash of light erupted. The surface of the Hundred Birds Seal was enveloped in a series of concentric rings of light, interspersed with several streaks of golden lightning.

At first glance, it resembled dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation quite closely.

But this one was much smaller and more radiant. A golden pattern array gradually emerged from its arrangement.

Boom!

The dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation plummeted down. Unsurprisingly, it fell precisely into the center of the pattern array on the Hundred Birds Seal.

An incredible scene unfolded then.

There were no explosions; instead, the heavenly tribulation was directly absorbed by the seal.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan gaped in astonishment.

He almost thought he had misjudged what he saw. But soon after, more dragon-shaped tribulations descended and were similarly absorbed by the identical pattern array.

This was far from over.

紧接着,"Wu-wu-wu" sounds echoed non-stop as a green Taiji symbol rapidly spun before Lin Xuan, forming an invisible vortex in front of him.

The size was roughly that of a fist. Golden lightning continuously surged out from within.

In one instant, it enveloped Lin Xuan completely.

But the miraculous happened.

Lin Xuan did not feel any pain at all; instead, he felt incredibly refreshed.

The original wounds were tingling and clear as if some force was rapidly repairing them.

And this change wasn't limited to his injuries. His entire body seemed to be rejuvenating.

"What's happening?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, his face showing disbelief.

He vaguely understood what was happening to him at that moment… but it was too bizarre. The Hundred Birds Seal had absorbed the heavenly tribulation and used its power to reshape his body.

In other words, no matter how fierce the heavenly tribulation might be, it caused him no harm; instead, he gained countless benefits.

Such a scene was so unprecedented that Lin Xuan wondered if such a thing had ever occurred in all of the three realms throughout history. It certainly beat finding gold in one’s yard by far.

...

...

The surprise came too suddenly for Lin Xuan to be fully prepared. But as an experienced cultivator, he quickly regained his composure and knew exactly what he should do at this moment.

Such a gift from heaven—how could he let it go?

Lin Xuan calmed himself down, breathing in sync with the flow of his essence energy, which surged through his body due to the lightning.

...

Moon and Little Butterfly were equally stunned on the side.

Both were experienced cultivators who had seen many extraordinary events. But this scene was too astonishing.

Was there such a thing as turning misfortune into fortune?

It made no sense at all.

Moon was slightly better, knowing that the Five Dragon Seal was incredibly precious. Little Butterfly’s face showed only bewilderment and muttered to herself, "Lin Brother is really something. He always turns misfortune into good luck."

She could only envy him more, further confirming her choice of following him.

...

As they say, a great calamity followed by good fortune. This phrase perfectly described Lin Xuan's situation.

Originally, he had risked his life to bring down the heavenly tribulation, but in the end, it ended up benefiting him.

The Hundred Birds Seal was indeed a treasure from the True Spirit Era, far more miraculous than any divine dwelling or precious treasure. Lin Xuan did not know why the seal could absorb and integrate the tribulation, but he gained many benefits from it.

Firstly, he turned misfortune into fortune. Knowing that golden lightning was incomparably powerful, the effectiveness of Essence Cleansing would be unparalleled as well.

Secondly, he successfully advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence.

Lin Xuan’s primary and secondary元婴 both entered this stage. Although advancing past this step was inevitable for him, his experience with near-death encounters had pushed it forward by an indeterminate amount of time.

As the tribulation clouds gradually dissipated over time, Lin Xuan stood up from the ground.

Compared to before, he was a completely different person now.

With both元婴s advancing simultaneously, the increase in essence energy was beyond doubling.

The saying goes that stepping back opens up vast skies and seas; for Lin Xuan, this step forward brought about a complete transformation.

All his injuries vanished, his skin radiating a warm glow.

If someone used Inner Vision, they would be shocked to see that Lin Xuan’s bones had turned purple-gold in color.

Numerous patterns of true spirits were carved on the surface of his bones.

According to the records of the Black Moon Sky Witch Technique, only when one mastered the True Spirit Sword Art to its peak could such an anomaly occur.

Even the Heavenly Witch Goddess did not achieve this step back then; it was not due to a lack of talent but because she lacked Lin Xuan’s opportunities. After all, obtaining true spirit inheritance or true spirit blood was rare and hard-won.

...

There were nearly a hundred types involved, which was astonishing in itself. Throughout history, only Lin Xuan had such good fortune.

...

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, feeling his overall condition was excellent.

"Master!"

At this moment, a light voice called out, followed by the scent of perfume. A beautiful maiden threw herself into his arms.

紧接着，哭泣声传入耳中，却是月儿那丫头喜极而泣。

这不稀奇，跟着少爷走南闯北，也遇到过许多危机，但公正地说，没有哪一次能与刚刚的相比。只要有一点把握，林轩也不会被逼到同归于尽的地步。

当时月儿吓得目瞪口呆，真以为少爷这次是在劫难逃了。

所以此时此刻，她无比欢喜，晋级什么的都排在其次。

关键是，少爷还活着，他依旧和自己在一起。

若要用一个词形容，月儿此刻的心情大约就是劫后余生了。

林轩的感受也相差无几。所以他不由自主地紧紧抱住月儿。

“傻丫头，别哭了，我好好的。”

伶牙俐齿的林轩，在这一刻突然变得笨嘴笨舌。就在这时，一声轻咳的声音传入耳中。

幻月蛾！

林轩这才发现旁边还有人。

虽然劫后余生的欢喜，但自己和月儿在众人面前表现得太亲密了。

连忙分开。

“恭喜林兄晋级。”

小蝶也斟酌着措辞。

原本林Xuan就是晚期渡劫，这么说他修炼的元婴不止一个，怪不得实力比普通修士深厚许多。

第二元婴秘术，在灵界并非不传之秘，但高阶修士修炼的却寥寥无几。
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Because that would consume too much energy.

Everyone's time is limited.

Once entering the late stage of Tribulation Transcendence, breaking free from the constraints of lifespan, at this point, due to the restrictions of their realm, it becomes impossible to start cultivating a second元婴 from scratch.

The laws of heaven and earth are set in stone.

Such clever tricks are not possible.

Thus, throughout the Three Realms and across history, techniques for cultivating a second元婴 have never been anything remarkable. However, true high-ranking cultivators who actually practice them can be counted on one hand.

"Xiongxi, xiongxi."

Lin Xuan smiled at Xiao Di.

This girl was quite principled; she did not choose to escape when faced with danger but instead chose to stay and face the powerful enemy.

She had clearly inflicted serious damage on the treasure snake. Lin Xuan could see it for himself; calling her both wise and brave would be fitting.

Choosing an opportune moment, she severely injured the treasure snake.

And this woman forced him almost to his death. Now that his strength had soared so much, he naturally wouldn't let her go easily.

With his thoughts swirling, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and released his divine sense.

Although divine sense is not directly proportional to cultivation power, it still has a close relationship with it.

Now that both his main元婴 and secondary元婴 had advanced, his divine sense had also increased by several times.

He could say that it was on par with true immortals or even possibly surpassed the Arhats of old.

Of course, Lin Xuan wasn't entirely sure; everything was just his private speculation.

But regardless, there was no doubt about how exceptionally powerful his divine sense was.

Covering a million miles in all directions, Lin Xuan carefully searched and soon found what he was looking for.

Naturally, Lin Xuan could find the treasure snake so quickly because during their battle, he had left an imprint on her body.

At that time, the treasure snake hadn't noticed anything amiss.

This laid the groundwork for his current actions.

A man does not strike first unless provoked. But if provoked, Lin Xuan would never let this enemy have a free ride.

What of it? The Primordial True Demon Ancestor?

I've made a huge grudge against you now.

"What, young master, are you still going to look for the treasure snake?"

Moon was stunned when she heard Lin Xuan's plan.

Having survived the tribulation, they should already be grateful to heaven. After so much trouble escaping, how could they risk it again?

Moon usually followed Lin Xuan's every command, but this time she expressed her disagreement.

"Xiao Di, you're wrong. Now that we are looking for the treasure snake, I believe Brother Lin has an 80% chance of success."

To her surprise, Xiao Di spoke up after a moment's thought.

And what she said was not baseless.

Her sword had directly pierced through the heart of the treasure snake.

Although this woman didn't fall to her death as expected, Xiao Di found it hard to believe that such injuries wouldn't affect her greatly.

Lin Xuan, on the other hand, benefited from his misfortune and saw a significant increase in strength. With their help, he had a good chance against the current treasure snake.

If they let the snake go, next time they faced it, if she recovered fully, who knew what the odds would be?

So Xiao Di agreed to take this risk.

"But... If she has the Frost Soul."

Xiao Di voiced her greatest concern. Indeed, young master and Xiao Di had a point, but once combined with the Frost Soul, all their advantages would vanish.

"This is possible, but the likelihood should not be high," Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing signs of contemplation on his face.

If she really did combine with the Frost Soul, it would have come to chase him long ago.

So this assumption was unlikely to hold true.

Of course, anything could happen as an exception, but Lin Xuan was willing to take a chance.

In the end, Moon was convinced by Lin Xuan.

Time was of the essence. Lin Xuan enveloped Moon and Xiao Di in a layer of green light and soared into the distance toward the far horizon.

...

On the other side,

The treasure snake was also sitting cross-legged.

Although she had consumed numerous spirit pills and treasures, her injuries hadn't improved much.

After all, she first endured the tribulation's baptism and then faced Lin Xuan's attacks directly. Moon's Heaven Beyond the Heavens technique was no joke.

However, the most severe injury came from that hateful moon illusion moth.

It tricked her senses and pierced her heart with a single strike.

The thought still sent shivers down her spine; if not for this snake's unique body, she might have already died.

"I will never let Lin Xuan go. Once my injuries heal..."

The treasure snake fiercely thought to herself. She hated Lin Xuan to the core, and their enmity was beyond description.

While healing, she couldn't help but curse viciously.

In the end, it all came down to her carelessness that gave this boy an opportunity. But luck doesn't come twice; once healed, she would definitely tear his soul apart.

However, before this thought could fully form, the treasure snake suddenly stiffened and raised her head. Opening her eyes, she was filled with a look of disbelief.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in her ears as a sword beam descended from the sky. The mountain cave where she temporarily resided exploded into pieces.

Strong winds scattered everywhere as the treasure snake gritted her teeth to resist the blast's aftermath.

Not far ahead, a plain-looking youth held a divine sword, his gaze icy cold but filled with a bone-deep hatred.

The treasure snake hated Lin Xuan to the core; how could he not want to tear out her soul and refine it?

This enmity had reached an irreconcilable point. Words were useless!

Almost simultaneously, both of them raised their treasures.

Instantly, sword qi surged fiercely, demonic light spread everywhere. A deafening sound echoed through the heavens as space trembled.

Cracks appeared between the two in virtual space, and a mouthful of blood spewed from the treasure snake's mouth. New and old wounds burst open, sending her flying.

Boom!

Colliding with a distant mountain peak, rocks crumbled down.

"Keh keh keh!"

The treasure snake was filled with disbelief on her face.

Seeing is believing; she was shocked to find that Lin Xuan's strength had changed beyond recognition. It was as if he were a different person.

How could this boy have survived the tribulation and still see such rapid advancement in power?

With doubts lingering, there was no time for contemplation now.

Lin Xuan came here not to chat but to strike first. With an upper hand, he immediately launched a killing blow.

Sweeping his sleeves, a spell shot out.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword that had clashed with the treasure snake in mid-air reappeared, over ten dozen feet long. Clearly, it was dozens of divine swords converging together.

As a clear sound entered her ears, the large sword began to blur and instantly reverted into several dozen glittering flying swords.

Swirling around, they rained down on the treasure snake in the ruins.

Boom!

Colliding with a distant mountain peak, rocks crumbled.
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The snake's eyes narrowed as it processed the transformation of Lin Xuan. Although surprised by his newfound strength, it wasn't about to sit idly and await its fate.

With a wave of her sleeve, a flicker of spiritual light appeared, and an ancient scroll emerged from her sleeves.

Unfolding, the scroll depicted the魔域 (Demon Realm), with clear details of palaces, mountains, waterfalls, and various bizarre scenes. But what stood out most were the countless demons it portrayed—some with green faces and sharp teeth, others with two heads or four arms—all grotesque in appearance.

The number was vast, especially those at the forefront, drawing attention. With a shake of her hand, countless demonic runes surged forth, blurring the entire scroll as if the scenes within had come to life.

Instantly, countless soldiers appeared before the snake's body, numbering in the tens of thousands.

"Go!"

A grayish-white expression flashed across her face as she raised her jade hand and pointed it forward.

A loud crack echoed through the air as ancient demons cast spells, each wielding different types of treasures—swords, spears, swords, and halberds—all mixed with a sea of demonic energy, converging on the Nine Palaces.

The clashing sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears as his offensive was halted.

"Even a worm dies hard. This woman truly is the True Demon Ancestor," Lin Xuan said, showing a hint of resignation. But what followed left him speechless.

The snake suddenly flew off to one side, despite being a True Demon Ancestor, it chose not to engage in battle and flee instead.

Lin Xuan was taken aback but quickly admired the snake's decisiveness. A man who can adapt is wise; under such circumstances, she had made the most sensible choice. If he were in her position, he would likely do the same.

But the more so, the less room there was for this woman to escape. Otherwise, once she returned to the Demon Realm, it could leave him with endless troubles.

Yet, with so many demon soldiers, it wasn't wise to engage them all at once.

Lin Xuan's face showed a look of difficulty.

"Brother Lin, these fellows can be handled by us two."

At this moment, Xia Die’s voice rang in his ears. Yue Er’s face was resolute.

"You two..."

Lin Xuan hesitated. The demon soldiers' diagram clearly belonged to the snake as its top-secret treasure. While he wasn't afraid of it, he wasn’t sure if Yue Er and Xia Die could handle such a situation.

"Brother Lin, you needn't worry. A direct confrontation might not be within our capabilities, but merely delaying them is something we can manage. Don’t forget, my true form is the Illusory Moon Moth," Xia Die said with confidence.

"So, I'll leave it to you."

Lin Xuan was no dilly-dallying cultivator and knew that time was of the essence. The snake had suffered severe injuries, but where Ice Soul was, he didn't know. If the two women met up, he could become their prey—let alone avenge his father or even survive.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated, merging with his sword and transforming into a blinding silver streak that shot forward.

The streak shone brilliantly, emitting森然剑气 (sombre sword energy).

Lin Xuan chose the weakest point of the demon array. The silvery light cut through the ancient demons' roars, quickly carving out a bloody path.

However, the remaining demons were fearless and charged towards Lin Xuan one after another.

At this moment, Xia Die moved.

She spun around, vanishing in an instant, replaced by a magnificent butterfly.

Illusory Moon Moth!

This girl revealed her true form.

With a flap of its wings, countless light points appeared.

Counting them, there were tens of thousands. Suddenly, each light point transformed into an Illusory Moon Moth the size of an inch.

Lin Xuan turned his gaze back, wondering what Xia Die intended to do.

Unexpectedly, all the Illusory Moon Moths began flapping their wings simultaneously. As they did so, a series of powerful winds emerged, converging into one massive force that colored the sky and distorted reality with its power.

All the demons were temporarily trapped in this illusionary realm.

Meanwhile, Yue Er was not idle. With a wave of her hand, various magical runes appeared, transforming into different types of treasures to fiercely attack nearby demons.

Unfortunately, their numbers were too great; completely eliminating them wasn't something that could be done in an instant.

But it did provide some relief for Xia Die, reducing the pressure by about thirty percent.

Lin Xuan used his divine sense to survey the situation and felt satisfied. Xia Die was truly remarkable; he had no worries about dealing with the demons behind him.

With no concerns, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and increased his speed tenfold as he chased after where the snake had fled.

...

"Cough... cough..."

Ten million miles away, the snake flew while spitting blood. Her hair was disheveled, and she looked like a dog that had lost its pack. She hated Lin Xuan even more.

She also regretted her carelessness, coming alone to find Lin Xuan and advising Ice Soul to return to the Demon Realm first. Now, she was utterly alone.

"Damn it, I must find a weak point in space and return to the Demon Realm; otherwise, my current state won't last long."

The snake’s self-talk echoed in his ears, but soon her expression tightened as she turned around. There seemed to be nothing amiss behind her, yet she felt someone was chasing her.

"This damn Lin boy is like a leech, making it useless for me to use the Demon Soldier Scroll," she muttered nervously.

Her condition was indeed critical.

Facing an ordinary late-stage cultivator might have been possible, but this Lin boy wasn't an ordinary cultivator; engaging him now would be extremely unwise.

A hint of hesitation flashed across her face as she slowed down and waved her hands before forming claws to grab forward.

With a tearing sound, a white hole appeared.

Without hesitation, the woman vanished into it.

Using such a method for long-distance travel through space.

After about half an hour,

The sharp crack of air echoed as Lin Xuan arrived with a blinding silver streak.

He turned his head to survey the surroundings and released his divine sense.

Opening his eyes, a faint smile played on his lips: "Space travel—using such methods to escape proves you are at your wit's end."
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Lin Xuan naturally wouldn't let the treasure snake escape. Although spatial movement was much faster than遁光, it wasn’t possible to continuously shift positions under normal circumstances.

The divine consciousness imprint he had placed on the treasure snake still held some effect, indicating that she hadn't run too far away.

With a wave of his sleeve, a flicker of green light appeared as an ancient-looking spear flew out.

Lin Xuan grasped it and injected his spiritual energy. A clear ringing sound erupted instantly, and Lin Xuan slashed forward with the treasure in hand.

---

At the same time, several dozen miles away.

The sky was somewhat dim, and this was a vast wasteland.

A streak of demonic light raced across the horizon. Behind it, an unusual spatial fluctuation suddenly appeared.

On the treasure snake's face, there was a look of confusion as she reached out and crushed a blood-red demonic talisman in her hand.

Rolling waves of demonic energy surged forth, enveloping her. Countless crimson runes were prominently visible, then they engulfed her from all sides.

A flash of red light later, the treasure snake seemed to transform into a crimson meteor, vanishing into the distance.

---

Two days later, over a hazy mountain range in the sky, Lin Xuan's body was encased in five-colored glass. He wielded sharp sword energy and decapitated hundreds of demon soldiers within moments. His victory was beyond description.

However, despite his overwhelming success, Lin Xuan showed no expression on his face. Just now, because these demon soldiers had blocked him, the treasure snake once again escaped from his sight.

Lin Xuan glanced at the demons beneath his feet; they were merely broken talismans and runes.

---

Five days later.

A loud ringing echoed as a sea of purple-red flames spread across the sky. A phoenix shadow appeared, manipulating the red lotus fire to burn several large beasts into cinders.

However, Lin Xuan hovered in mid-air with a disappointed yet satisfied look on his face.

Victory was meaningless; the treasure snake still managed to escape without a trace.

---

Half a month later.

In an unknown small lake.

Countless venomous snakes and giant pythons emerged from the water like mountains and seas.

At the edge of this demonic snake sea, the treasure snake transformed into a faint light and flew away at incredible speed.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with frustration, but he didn't give up. With a wave of his sleeve, he summoned the Black Moon Heaven Witch Pavilion.

---

A month later.

Over the desert, the sun blazed like fire. Sword lights surged across the sky, splattering blood as they decapitated half of the treasure snake's head.

However, this woman still hadn't perished.

Instead, she turned misfortune into fortune and used some unknown secret technique under the guise of bloodlight to escape once again.

Lin Xuan sighed in frustration but couldn't help acknowledging that these months of pursuit had allowed him to witness the power of the top-tier experts from the three realms.

The treasure snake truly lived up to her name as a true demon progenitor, with an array of survival techniques so numerous they left Lin Xuan dazzled and awestruck. Techniques like sowing beans to grow soldiers, drawing boundaries on the ground, conjuring things out of thin air, and the golden cicada shedding its shell were countless, truly admirable.

Each pursuit also revealed her weaknesses; she had erased the divine consciousness imprint he had placed on her body.

But it didn't matter. Lin Xuan was relentless, leaving no room for her to catch a breath or escape. The treasure snake's survival in this endless chase was already a miracle. She had no time to recuperate from her injuries, and Lin Xuan firmly believed that she would be worn down to the point of death.

He understood the principle; the treasure snake knew it as well.

But with no choice, she regretted more than ever for coming to trouble him alone.

However, once an arrow is shot, there's no turning back. With this situation, regret was useless. The treasure snake continued her escape while desperately thinking of a way out.

From the surface, her decapitated head and pierced heart had seemingly healed.

But that was just an illusion; in reality, things were dire.

A true demon progenitor with a pale face, her aura fluctuating wildly, Lin Xuan still pursued relentlessly from behind.

Damn it!

Even a skilled cook struggles to make a meal without ingredients. In this situation, the treasure snake had no choice but to endure.

Suddenly, a streak of light appeared ahead as a bald man with bare feet emerged.

"Treasure Snake!"

The distance between them was now very close. The man saw the treasure snake and first looked surprised before his face lit up with extreme joy.

This man was also an cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage, but he was still in the early stages.

As they say, no story is complete without a twist. This man had some connection to the treasure snake—though not friendship, it was hatred.

Originally, this man had another cultivation partner named Wise Lotus Fairy. Their relationship was very good.

But fate can be fickle. One day, while refining a medicinal pill, Wise Lotus Fairy needed a specific herb that she couldn't find in the spirit realm. She heard that such an herb existed in the demon realm and went to search for it.

Although humans and ancient demons were often at odds, as a powerful Tribulation Transcending cultivator, Wise Lotus Fairy only sought treasure and this wasn't particularly valuable. Generally speaking, there wouldn't be much danger.

But fate can change everything. During her travels in the demon realm, Wise Lotus Fairy inadvertently offended the true demon progenitor before her.

The treasure snake was not a magnanimous person; she saw an early-stage Tribulation Transcender as insignificant and dared to offend her. This was unforgivable, so she killed him immediately.

Upon learning of his wife's tragic fate, this man was devastated.

Killing one’s spouse is the greatest enemy, but the enemy was a true demon progenitor, beyond his reach.

Attacking rashly would only bring humiliation; it was like trying to crack a stone with an egg. Although he hated the treasure snake deeply, he dared not seek revenge lightly.

It wasn't out of fear for death, but such a futile sacrifice had no meaning.

Although his chances of revenge were slim and could be ignored, as they say, the tides turn; this man was a resilient individual who understood that small things can disrupt great plans. He didn’t rashly seek revenge but waited in hiding for an opportunity.

Of course, he knew such hopes were faint, but he never expected to have such a chance today—this was truly heaven-sent.

This woman before him was undoubtedly the one who killed his wife. Her appearance and condition suggested severe injuries.

Who could force a true demon progenitor into such a state?

The man didn’t care about the details at this moment; all that mattered was that he finally had an opportunity for revenge.

Normally calm, he trembled with excitement as his eyes glowed red like they were on fire. "Treasure Snake, come and take your death!"

With a loud shout, the man's hand held a sharp axe.
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This axe was no more than three feet long, yet it shimmered in a fiery red hue. Electric serpents wriggled along its surface.

A dual-element ancient treasure with properties of lightning and fire.

With a sharp cry from the large man, the tiger’s roar echoed into his ears. The sharp axe became hazy for an instant before transforming into a fierce tiger covered in raging flames.

Roar!

The tiger pounced forward with its front claws, opening its blood-red maw wide. Instantly, countless fiery tongues of flame burst forth from it. After a momentary blur, they coalesced into thousands of crescent-shaped light blades, densely packed and hurtling towards the magical snake.

The magical snake was both shocked and furious.

Misfortune follows when the heavens are against you; even a dragon in shallow waters faces ridicule.

How had this True Demon Primordial ever endured such indignity?

But she didn’t have time to dally. Lin Xuan was hot on her heels, relentlessly pursuing her. For ordinary mortals, the distance of ten thousand miles seemed insurmountable, but for cultivators at their level, it was merely a blink of an eye.

With a flick of her mind, her遁光 blurred as if she had moved several hundred feet to the left. This allowed her to sidestep around the fiery blades.

However, the large man was determined to seek revenge and wouldn’t let her go so easily. As he saw the snake trying to dodge, a strange light flashed in his eyes. He waved his right hand, producing another folding fan. With a fierce flick of it,

Sizzle…

A gust of wind arose as red light flared from his body, entering the fan.

Then, with a loud凤鸣, a fiery bird several dozen feet long flew out of the fan. Though not identical to a phoenix, its power was formidable enough to block the snake’s path.

"Die!"

The magical snake was enraged. Despite repeatedly yielding, this fellow kept pressing her. If a tiger doesn’t show its might, does it think she can be bullied?

She didn’t hesitate this time, charging forward viciously. Not because of anger clouding her judgment, but because there was no choice; she had to do this.

Prosperity lies in danger. In this situation, only by fighting her way out could she escape.

The magical snake’s brows furrowed as she raised her right hand. A demon sword appeared at her fingertips. She took a deep breath and infused the artifact with rolling demonic energy. With a swift swing of her hand, the black sword sliced through the sky.

A black stream of sword energy swept across, piercing the heavens. The fiery red bird was split in two.

This wasn’t unusual; even a dead camel is bigger than a horse.

Despite her grievous injuries, the magical snake was still no ordinary初级渡劫 existence. She could withstand such an attack.

However, at this moment, something unexpected occurred. Although the fiery bird had been split in half, the large man stood in front of it.

"Move aside!"

The magical snake erupted with anger as she waved her jade hand, causing a spatial ripple. Dark clouds gathered above his head, and from within them, a black demon claw emerged, reaching down to grab him.

The claws were extremely sharp, not inferior to ordinary demonic treasures. If he didn’t dodge, the large man would surely perish.

Confident in her victory, she believed that if the other party didn’t want to face annihilation, they had no choice but to let her escape.

However, what followed was far from favorable. A cold smile appeared on the large man’s lips as he said, "A True Demon Primordial, how can you be so cowardly and resemble a dog in distress? Rest assured, I may not defeat you, but I can delay you for a moment."

"You..."

The magical snake felt uneasy upon hearing these words.

Then she saw the large man take deep breaths, drawing primordial energy into his mouth. His belly expanded rapidly, like a balloon, growing tenfold within an instant. His figure appeared comical.

"Bad move!"

The magical snake’s expression changed drastically.

But by now, it was too late to change her tactics.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the large man self-destructed, body and soul exploding together. The explosive energy surged towards the magical snake, enveloping her instantly.

"Ahh!"

A pained scream filled the air. More infuriatingly, the energy formed a massive net that trapped her, leaving no room for escape.

A mere初级渡劫 existence wasn’t significant, but the energy net created from his all-out self-destruction was formidable and not easily broken. She had no time to waste.

This despicable fellow had anticipated she would face such a powerful opponent at this moment.

The magical snake’s face showed anger as her jade hand waved, releasing black sword energy like lightning. But it was useless.

A hint of rage flashed across her face.

Just when a tiger falls from its lofty position, it is bullied by dogs; just when a dragon swims in shallow waters, it faces ridicule from shrimp.

She sighed and raised her jade hand, then opened her mouth to emit a black ray that circled her wrist. Blood flowed freely as several bright streams of light converged, creating an unusual sound.

The blade appeared before slashing forward with great force.

Boom!

Like lightning breaking through the sky, the net was finally split open. The magical snake rejoiced and transformed into a streak of light to fly away.

But she soon stopped, her face pale with no trace of color.

Lin Xuan silently hovered about a hundred feet ahead.

"Did you really catch up?"

The magical snake’s voice was icy cold, whether from fear or anger unclear.

"Hmph. What use is it now? Magical Snake, if you kill someone, you must be prepared to die. Are you ready to meet your end?"

Lin Xuan wasn’t about to give her a good time either.

"Kill me? Ha! Do you think I can do that?"

The magical snake coldly retorted. As the saying goes, lose face but not dignity; as a True Demon Primordial, she couldn’t bow down before an enemy.

"Try and see."

Lin Xuan said nothing more.

He flicked his sleeve, releasing the Nine Palaces Swordfish. The sword energy surged like wind and rain, obscuring the entire sky.

Lin Xuan’s attack was far from simple.

Opening his mouth, he expelled Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

Then, with a finger-pointing gesture, lightning appeared in mid-air.

The magical snake’s injuries worsened, her situation dire. But facing such a formidable opponent, she wouldn’t sit idly by. With a sigh, several demonic rays flew from her fingertips, transforming into various weapons to fight Lin Xuan.

From the moment they engaged, this woman was at a disadvantage due to her severe injuries. Despite losing ground, she didn’t panic and unleashed all manner of techniques. Although Lin Xuan had the upper hand, defeating her would be no easy feat.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t in a hurry. As the saying goes, impatience gets you nowhere. No matter how tenacious the magical snake was, he wouldn’t let her escape this time; he intended to exhaust her until she met her end.
第三千八百零九章 绝处逢生

In his mind, Lin Xuan was not rushing to anger. The moves he made were not particularly fierce or vicious; instead, they were like silk spun by a spring silkworm—endless and repetitive. He did not seek success but merely avoided failure. As a result, the precious snake was tightly entangled by him, using all its strength yet still unable to break free.

Thus, in just one cup of tea's time, the situation grew increasingly dire for the precious snake. Her face turned an ugly shade as she had been through countless battles before and knew Lin Xuan’s true intentions.

This was a strategy akin to slowly boiling a frog. She would not engage him head-on but rather wear him down gradually. And right now, that was precisely what she feared most.

She hated Lin Xuan with every fiber of her being, yet there was nothing she could do about it; this boy was too cunning.

---

Time passed as the precious snake's situation worsened, and a hint of panic began to show on her face.

Wasn't she going to perish here?

It was utterly absurd!

As a true demon progenitor, even if the Three Realms War broke out, she would still have enough strength to protect herself. Yet now, she was about to die at the hands of this insignificant little guy who hadn’t even reached the Domain stage?

The precious snake felt incredibly frustrated.

However, the situation was indeed turning against her.

Enough! When indecision leads to disaster!

The precious snake raised her head, and a venomous light flashed in her eyes. She roared, "Lin boy, I will haunt you as a ghost!"

Before she could finish speaking, black clouds surged out from her body, and the demon energy on her body became extremely violent.

Lin Xuan was stunned.

Although the precious snake had exhausted all her tricks, she hadn't yet reached the point of self-destruction. What was this? Was she just bluffing to scare him?

But Lin Xuan quickly dismissed that possibility. Even if the precious snake was just putting on a show, the violent demon energy was real.

As they say, better safe than sorry.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to die alongside his enemy here.

He flicked his sleeves, and golden light appeared as the玄龟龙甲盾 (Cosmic Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield) materialized before him. Golden runes poured out, forming several layers of protective screens around him.

The 九宫须臾剑 (Nine Palaces Instant Sword) flew back and formed a sword screen, providing both offense and defense against his enemies.

Though the process seemed complex, it only took an instant.

Meanwhile, inside the precious snake’s body, the demon energy had become so violent that it could no longer be contained.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The scene was indescribable; a vast area of ten thousand miles was affected.

---

The void shattered and blurred. Despite her severe injuries and dwindling true essence, she was still one of the top cultivators in the Three Realms. Even a hundred-foot-long worm could not die completely. Her self-destruction was astonishing.

Sure enough, it was just the body that exploded. The yuan婴 (core) had already escaped, and with swift movements, intricate patterns appeared on her fingertips.

"Break!"

The precious snake roared as she stretched out her right hand. As her fingers moved, the patterns converged into a spear, streaking towards the heavens with dazzling black light.

Sizzle...

A hole in the sky was torn open, revealing countless dark clouds of demon energy.

With a buzzing sound, the demon energy began to pour out.

"Interdimensional portal!"

Lin Xuan's face showed shock. It was well known that only those who had passed through tribulation could tear apart the dimensional barriers, but this referred to inter-dimensional boundaries between small realms. Crossing from the Spirit Realm to the Ancient Demon Realm wasn't easy; even the dozen times greater dimensional force caused headaches.

Back then, when he went to the Netherworld, he had prepared extensively. Now, though his situation was different, he still needed to find a weak point in the space.

But before him stood the precious snake...

This woman had exhausted all her strength and even self-destructed her body, leaving only an yuan婴 (core). How could she tear apart the void?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel astonished. He saw the yuan婴's demon wind carry it as a black streak into the interdimensional portal.

"Such a formidable woman, but do you think I would give up?"

"Even if I return to the Demon Realm, I will chase after you until the ends of the earth and kill you."

A voice echoed in his ears as green light enveloped him, and he flew into the spatial vortex.

---

"This place is definitely not the Demon Realm!"

Lin Xuan hovered mid-air, surveying the surroundings. A grave expression appeared on his face.

He looked around, but everything was a void. There were no mountains or trees; the primordial energy here was bizarre. The spirit energy, demon energy, and monster energy intertwined.

It resembled the混沌初开 (Primordial Chaos) era to some extent, yet it felt entirely different.

Where exactly was this place?

The precious snake had already vanished.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of alertness. The scenery here was too strange, but he was bold enough not to be overly cautious. However, the idea of chasing after the precious snake didn’t leave his mind.

He released his divine sense, but soon frowned. This mysterious space was bizarre; his divine sense was heavily suppressed, and it could only reach a hundred miles away, similar to that of an ordinary yuan婴 (core) cultivator.

---

On the other side,

The precious snake also wore a look of shock and doubt. She wouldn’t have abandoned her true demon progenitor’s body if there was even a tiny chance of survival. But continuing like this would surely lead to her death.

So, she made the right choice, sacrificing her body to tear apart the void.

Although doing so significantly weakened her power, as long as she returned to the Ancient Demon Realm and escaped Lin Xuan, her chances of survival would greatly increase.

Undoubtedly, she had made a wise decision. However, at this critical moment, something went wrong. The tearing apart of the void was successful, but this mysterious place seemed unrelated to the Demon Realm.

As a true demon progenitor, even if her strength wasn’t mentioned, her knowledge was vast. But before her eyes, there was nothing she could discern, making it hard for anyone to believe.

Strangers always instilled fear, especially when one’s power was nearly depleted.

---

Afterword: The following words are important; please read them carefully.

I don't know where to start, but I feel very heavy-hearted. You all know that in late June, my father went to see a doctor, and many tests were done without finding the cause of his illness. My father was in poor health, so some risky tests couldn’t be performed.

We decided to return home for conservative treatment and rest. Over a month passed, but there was no improvement; in fact, things seemed to worsen. After consulting with my family, we decided it would be better to seek treatment at a major hospital outside the city.

I will accompany my father to see a doctor soon, and due to traveling and seeking medical care, updates may be affected. But I won’t stop writing. Please understand.

Honor your parents first; this is what I wish for now—my father to recover quickly.

Please understand!
第三千八百一十章 宝蛇陨落

But compared to the unknown fear, Lin Xuan posed a greater threat.

The woman gritted her teeth and flew towards the depths of the void space.

Regardless, getting rid of Lin Xuan was now the top priority. Although this place was somewhat peculiar, it didn't necessarily contain anything that could truly threaten her.

After weighing the pros and cons, the precious snake's entire body emitted auras of evil energy, quickly vanishing into the misty air.

---

On the other side,

Lin Xuan found himself in a difficult predicament as well. He couldn’t let the precious snake slip away, but searching this unknown space was too dangerous.

Lin Xuan wasn't timid; rather, he had an inkling of a sense within him. The danger here was no small matter!

It could even be considered a sign from his heart's intuition.

Given his current strength, such intuitions couldn’t be taken lightly.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan’s eyes flickered with strange light.

Finally, he made his decision. He had come so far; how could he give up now?

He would take the risk!

While Lin Xuan's actions were somewhat rash, it was also true that skill and courage often went hand in hand.

In any case, he had made his choice, and no one knew if this was a blessing or a curse at this moment.

---

On the other side, the precious snake was flying through the void space as well. Her face was extremely gloomy not just because she had lost her physical body but also because this place seemed even more bizarre than she imagined.

The rules here were different from those outside; they were entirely distinct.

While there might be some differences in the rules of various realms, such a stark contrast was unheard of.

Even the five elements' essence energies didn't seem to be the same.

Could it be... that this place had transcended the Five Elements and was no longer within the Three Realms?

The precious snake pondered silently. Suddenly, her eyes widened in surprise as she saw something ahead.

In front of her stood a huge mountain peak.

Before now, this strange space had been nothing but emptiness, like the moment chaos first emerged. This mountain peak seemed too out of place. What was going on here?

Was it good fortune or misfortune? Or perhaps there was some hidden secret waiting to be discovered?

The precious snake didn't know. Honestly speaking, her current situation made venturing into danger unwise; caution was the better part of valor.

But sitting and waiting wasn’t an option either.

A streak of tenacity flashed in her eyes.

It would be good fortune if it were, but misfortune couldn't be avoided.

She transformed into a streak of lightning and flew towards that strange mountain peak. Soon she got close.

The precious snake looked up with astonishment on her face.

This wasn’t a mountain at all; it was clearly just an enormous stone.

Indeed, a stubborn rock—only its size made it look like a mountain from afar.

"Where exactly am I?" the precious snake murmured to herself.

She released her divine sense and emitted evil energy as well. She searched meticulously on the surface of this giant stone.

Suddenly, her brow twitched in delight.

"Could it be... there’s that thing here?"

"That thing," she said with surprise, "wasn’t it lost long ago in the Holy Realm? How could it appear here?"

Her face was filled with astonishment but also hidden joy. Then she raised her right hand and grabbed towards the front.

Sizzle...

Evil energy flashed before her and struck the surface of the giant stone fiercely.

Dust flew everywhere, and a large cave several dozen feet wide appeared in her sight.

The precious snake hesitated for a moment before flying inside.

The cave was dark, seemingly extending deep into the heart of the stone.

Honestly speaking, she felt some trepidation. But at this moment, she was desperate. She had vaguely sensed that there might be a treasure within this stone.

If it were true, it could greatly benefit her current situation.

Though this space seemed troublesome, she couldn’t afford to worry about dangers anymore.

As the saying goes: in times of great need, one takes desperate measures—this was precisely what the precious snake was doing.

The passage was long. After delving a hundred feet underground, it finally came to an end.

She arrived at a stone chamber.

The chamber wasn't large, measuring only several dozen feet square. In the center stood a black gourd on a stone table.

The gourd was roughly the size of her fist.

But the precious snake’s face lit up with deep joy.

Because the entire gourd was composed of profound evil energy.

More accurately, it was primordial chaos evil energy—the initial essence of evil in the demon realm.

Simply put, it was the source of ancient demonic power.

---

This had always been a legend. For years, it was said that only the Demon Lord had seen such a thing.

Great misfortunes must bring great blessings!

If she could integrate and refine this gourd containing chaos evil energy, her strength would not only recover but might even surpass its previous level.

When paths seemed blocked, new ones opened up.

"Little Lin, I’ll definitely take good care of you!"

The precious snake’s teeth gritted as the sound entered her ears. Then, with a burst of light, she flew towards the black gourd.

As she was just three feet away, she stretched out her hand in joy. But suddenly, something unexpected happened—the gourd came to life and transformed into a tentacle-like treasure, striking at the precious snake.

"Bang!"

Caught off guard, the precious snake couldn’t dodge but surprisingly wasn't knocked back; instead, a black evil needle pierced through her head.

And on the tip of that needle was an suction hole.

The precious snake’s face showed disbelief.

She had endured many trials and tribulations, narrowly escaping death at Lin Xuan's hands. But she died here for reasons unknown—she couldn’t rest in peace.

In the stone cave, a strange laughter echoed: "Gaga..."

The sound...

The precious snake felt it was familiar. She finally remembered with deep fear on her face.

But by now, nothing could be changed.

Her entire essence had been absorbed by that peculiar tentacle.

---

And this wasn’t the end of the story. The black tentacle blurred, and the gourd vanished, replaced by a transparent vial floating before her eyes.

Inside the vial was a golden aura, constantly moving.

Primordial Chaos Yang Essence.

Tai Yin and Xuan Yang were known as the two chaotic essences.

Lin Xuan had already obtained one; another appeared here in such an unexpected manner.

But clearly, this was just a bait.

All traces were erased, making it seem like nothing happened.

And far away, Lin Xuan remained unaware of how the precious snake had perished.

This space was empty, but there seemed to be some magical force guiding him towards this place.

Finally, Lin Xuan saw that enormous stone peak in front of him. Looking up, he couldn’t tell its size. Even with his extensive knowledge, he couldn't help being amazed.

Such a huge stone had no plants or trees on it, making it even more bizarre and mysterious.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing a thoughtful expression before using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes to release his divine sense.
第三千八百一十一章 愤怒的冰魄

Simultaneously, in the vast expanse of mountains and rivers, countless miles away...

The Demon Realm!

Dark clouds gathered as winds filled the halls. The current state of the Demon Realm was teeming with hidden currents.

This place was Ice Spirit's palace.

Ice Spirit sat cross-legged, her body surrounded by swirling demonic energy that shimmered in a semi-transparent milky white hue.

Not far from the palace entrance, two maids held their precious swords at the ready.

Clearly, Ice Spirit was meditating.

At such a high level of cultivation, whatever she was practicing must be incredibly powerful.

Suddenly, a beam of starlight pierced through the silence.

Though it was called starlight, this streak of dazzling light moved with the speed of a meteor, resembling falling stars.

Almost instantaneously, it traveled from the horizon to the palace entrance.

"Stop here!"

The two maids simultaneously drew their swords.

"I beg your pardon, my ladies. I have urgent news that must be reported to Lady Ice Spirit immediately."

Demonic energy dispersed, revealing an ancient demon with a green face and fangs, but his expression was one of smiling deference. He knew this place was the lair of the Primordial Lord, so he dared not cause any trouble.

"Impossible, Miss is meditating. She once said that no matter what, she will never be disturbed."

The maid on the left's face was stern. What could compare to Miss’s cultivation?

"But..."

The ancient demon with a green face grew anxious but did not dare to force his way in: "But this matter is of utmost importance. The precious snake has fallen!"

"What do you mean?"

Before he finished speaking, Ice Spirit, who had been in meditation, suddenly opened her eyes. A terrifying aura spread from her.

A king's anger could make rivers flow with blood.

As the foremost demon among true demons, what kind of upheaval would Ice Spirit’s rage bring to the Three Realms?

...

All was uncertain. Lin Xuan himself did not know about this development.

At that moment, he had no idea that the precious snake had fallen.

Lin Xuan was now extending his spirit sense and coordinating with Heavenly Phoenix's divine eyes to investigate the stone before him.

Suddenly, his expression changed as he opened his eyes wide in surprise.

His face showed a complex mix of thoughts. He rubbed his forehead, indicating deep contemplation.

But after only a moment’s consideration, he swept his sleeves aside, and sharp swordlight emerged like fish swimming through water, slicing towards the giant stone.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as the stone was incredibly resilient. Lin Xuan's strength was formidable; the divine sword's might could not be stopped. A large hole appeared before his eyes.

Darkness reigned within, but a faint warm breeze seemed to blow out.

Facing the large hole, Lin Xuan’s face showed changing glimmers of surprise as he propped his chin in thought.

Without further hesitation, he stepped inside.

The cave was deep, and the air grew hotter the deeper he went. It had become unbearable for ordinary cultivators, but not so much for Lin Xuan's resilient body.

After a quarter hour, the passage finally ended.

A rectangular hall appeared before him, empty except for an altar in front that held a transparent bottle.

Inside the bottle, a golden aura swirled.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in disbelief. His breath quickened as he stared at the bottle.

Finding what one sought after much effort was like finding a needle in a haystack. Lin Xuan never imagined he would find Chaos Profound Yang Qi here.

...

"Did you say the precious snake has fallen?"

A creaking sound echoed as Ice Spirit emerged from her meditation chamber, still dressed in snow-white robes that made her beauty incomparable. Her expression seemed calm.

But her deep eyes held an endless rage.

Facing Ice Spirit’s intense gaze, the ancient demon with a green face shrank and knelt: "Reporting to the Primordial Lord, your servant does not know the specifics, but the precious snake's essence gem in the Holy Temple suddenly shattered."

"Is that so?"

Ice Spirit did not lose her temper. Instead, after hearing this bad news, her expression turned strangely calm.

"I understand."

"Understand?"

The messenger demon was taken aback, confused. Was it really as simple as that?

Though he could not fathom why, he obediently retreated without further ado.

Then the precious snake returned to the meditation chamber.

With a wave of his sleeves, cold winds blew, and the door creaked shut, sealing everything outside.

"Lin Xuan..."

Ice Spirit’s calm demeanor vanished, replaced by a biting rage.

Though she did not know how the precious snake had fallen, one thing was certain: it was intricately linked to that young man. He could not be free of blame.

...

Raising tigers to harm oneself!

When had this little brat grown so powerful?

She could no longer let things continue as they were; otherwise, he would eventually pose a threat.

Even if she offended Li Yutong, she must kill him.

Ice Spirit gave the order. Her subordinates began preparing the array for her to tear through the void and seek revenge in the Spirit Realm for the precious snake.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of this. As he looked at the treasure before him, his expression fluctuated between fear and excitement.

Chaos Profound Yang Qi!

One of the yin-yang energies of the universe.

To others, it might be a rare, esoteric treasure, but to Lin Xuan, its uses were endless.

Due to the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire, if he could refine these yin-yang energies, he would fully evolve and reach the pinnacle of cultivation. Legends said this was the technique for slaying immortals.

Lin Xuan did not know how much of an exaggeration it was but was certainly eager for perfected Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire.

Such a rare opportunity; how could he miss it?

So, despite finding the experience somewhat strange, Lin Xuan walked over without hesitation and grabbed the transparent bottle.

Just as he was about to open it, something unexpected happened...

A loud "bang" echoed. The bottle exploded, sending golden liquid flying everywhere. When it hit Lin Xuan, black smoke emerged.

It was poisonous!

Lin Xuan screamed in agony. At that moment, a ghastly cackling filled the air as the bottle transformed into a blood-red maw with extremely sharp teeth, biting down on him.

The timing was perfect; despite his severe injuries, he had no place to hide and was bitten hard.

But the monster realized something was amiss. What it chewed seemed like wood.

"Bad luck, it’s a decoy puppet!"

In an instant, the creature understood what had happened but was too late. A sharp swordlight emerged from the void, slicing towards him with incredible speed, faster than thought itself, leaving no room to dodge.
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"Zhuang la!" With a sharp sound, the monster was split in two.

However, apart from a pool of crimson blood on the ground, nothing else remained. Lin Xuan's expression darkened immediately.

But soon, a faint tremor entered his mind.

The tremor came suddenly and was accompanied by a trace of法则力量浮现在脑海。

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's face changed dramatically. Without hesitation, he emitted a brilliant aura from his body, transforming into a streak of startling light that shot out.

His eluding light was incredibly swift; in an instant, he had exited the cave and hovered mid-air, his gaze dark as he looked at the scene before him.

The massive stone, resembling a mountain peak, now had cracks all over its surface, as if it were about to collapse into nothingness at any moment.

Inside this stone, however, a terrifying aura was emanating.

This aura's strength far surpassed that of even the true demon progenitor in his prime. What kind of monster lurked here?

Clearly, the chaotic primordial yang energy from earlier had been an enticement.

Thankfully, he had remained vigilant and suspected something was amiss when faced with a sudden appearance of treasure. Otherwise...

Thinking about it made Lin Xuan shudder with relief.

However, his ability to avoid the trap set by the true demon progenitor owed much to the spirit snake's assistance.

This sounded absurd, but it was the truth.

When he entered the cave, he detected faint traces of the spirit snake’s lingering aura.

Though very weak, Lin Xuan’s divine sense was unparalleled, and after a long-standing conflict with the spirit snake, he was intimately familiar with its presence. There could be no mistake.

The spirit snake had already perished.

Lin Xuan knew this moment he stepped into the cavern hall.

After so much combat, Lin Xuan deeply understood how tenacious the true demon progenitor was. It was indeed a true demon progenitor; even in its final moments, it still had numerous tricks up its sleeve.

Emotionally and logically, it would not easily fall.

Unless this danger was unprecedentedly severe. Therefore, when he saw that chaotic primordial yang energy, Lin Xuan suspected it might be an enticement.

A puppet test confirmed his suspicion.

From this perspective, one could say the spirit snake had saved him.

If the spirit snake were still alive and aware of what happened, she would likely have been infuriated to death. She hated Lin Xuan so much that she wished to tear out his soul and bones; it was ironic that she helped him in such a way.

Regardless, the spirit snake was gone. Although attacked by the monster once, Lin Xuan had not truly suffered any loss. In this situation, he did not want to delve into details; instead, he wanted to leave as quickly as possible, returning to a safe place.

With that thought, Lin Xuan’s body emitted a bluish aura and flew towards the distance.

Rumble!

At this moment, a sound like rolling thunder entered his ears. The entire massive stone completely collapsed.

Inside, a white jade-like object emerged, not exactly jade but semi-transparent, towering over dozens of feet high.

And within this giant jade, a monstrous creature was sealed.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

This monster somewhat resembled a toad, but its body was round. Especially its head; at first glance, it looked like a huge sphere without eyes, nose, or ears, with only a large wide mouth.

Its body was also round, and its limbs were thick and sturdy.

However, it did not look comical; instead, it exuded an ominous and fierce aura.

Lin Xuan had once seen Tougou!

The monster before him shared some similarities with Tougou but its terrifying power was incomparable.

Tougou was merely a small witch seeing the great witch.

"Chaos!"

Though running away, Lin Xuan's divine sense recorded this scene in his mind, his face filled with shock.

Chaos, Tougou, and the others were known as the Four Foes. Before ascending to the Spirit Realm, Lin Xuan had never doubted their existence. However, after ascending, he realized how laughable it was.

Tougou, the beast, and the other three indeed shared similar strength levels, comparable to ordinary true spirits. But placing Chaos alongside them was a joke.

Chaos, strictly speaking, was neither a true spirit nor a demon; rather, it had emerged from the chaos at the beginning of creation.

Such an entity should have been a supreme divine artifact, but instead, it was a gathering of the earth's malevolent energy.

Cruel and bloodthirsty without reason, it brought suffering to all living beings in the three realms.

The Spirit Realm, Ancient Demon Realm, and Netherworld were all affected by its presence.

In the demon realm alone, over ten thousand cities had been destroyed. Not only ordinary demons but even a true demon progenitor fell victim to Chaos's mouth.

Lin Xuan continued running while recalling the records from ancient texts. It seemed that Chaos was not completely eradicated; it was merely sealed in this unknown plane.

Regardless, he wanted to leave as quickly as possible.

After all, although Chaos could not defeat the Arhats, it had swallowed a true demon progenitor and fought for so long. How could he possibly be its match?

No wonder the spirit snake had perished. Judging by the current situation, was Chaos's seal about to break?

Lin Xuan pondered this, though only as speculation. In such circumstances, he dared not be careless.

He did not want to die here without a clear reason.

The smartest choice was to leave quickly.

His thoughts racing, Lin Xuan’s eluding light became even swifter.

Suddenly, the surrounding primordial energy began to surge.

This void space's energy was peculiar; it was neither demon energy, nor spirit energy, nor beast energy but seemed to be a mixture of all three.

The sky darkened as clouds gathered.

"Gul!"

A thunderous sound echoed in his ears.

It was indeed like the earth splitting and mountains collapsing, far exceeding what ordinary cultivators could comprehend. Even the Lion's Roar from the Buddhist sect paled in comparison.

This sound was merely Chaos’s roar trapped within the jade.

The voice sounded like a toad but more ancient and deep.

As for its power, it was incomparable.

Fortunately, this was a void space; otherwise, cities, mountains, or trees would have been reduced to powder by this voice.

But this was only the beginning.

紧接着，又是一声“咕”的叫声传入耳朵。

这声音比刚才的威力更离谱，说山崩海啸也不为过。如果不是这里一片虚无，恐怕连城池、山石、树木都会被震成粉末。

而这仅仅是个开始。

紧接着，又是一声“咕”的叫声传来。

这次的声音威力更加离谱，说山崩海啸也不为过。要不是林轩是顶级修士，换了实力稍弱的，恐怕已经爆成了血雾。

PS: 今天早上回来的，明天一早还要乘火车回去拿一些东西，医生说爸爸这种情况得住院观察，唉，真是身心俱疲，忙死了，我知道最近更新不多，但真尽力了，唉，但愿爸爸早日恢复健康，这是我现在最大的心愿了。
第三千八百一十三章 先礼后兵

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, and his遁光 sped up by several times more than before. He was willing to risk everything just to leave this dangerous place as quickly as possible.

Snap...

The sound of cracking echoed in his ears. The surface of the massive jade stone was now covered with cracks, resembling spider webs.

Then, chunks of jade fell from above, and the monstrous figure of Chaos emerged into the void. Its body was surrounded by a layer of blood-red mist.

It looked even more terrifying than before.

Lin Xuan didn't know what had happened in ancient times, but at this moment, the seal on Chaos had been lifted. Despite his high opinion of himself, he did not believe he could match such an existence.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan had no choice. A bitter smile appeared on his face.

Just out of one tiger's mouth and into another wolf's den.

He had just managed to kill the precious snake, only to run into this strange beast again.

Lin Xuan was extremely frustrated but still didn't stop moving forward. Although Chaos had removed the seal, it hadn't fully revived yet. In other words, he still had a chance to leave if he could find a weak spot and break through the void.

However, just as he thought this, something unexpected happened. Chaos suddenly turned its head and glanced at Lin Xuan with eyes that revealed a hint of greed. It seemed like Lin Xuan was a delicacy in his eyes.

Gulp!

Another loud noise entered his ears. The笨拙 Chaos suddenly moved, its speed so fast that even Lin Xuan had trouble keeping up. It seemed to move its mouth slightly before the space around it blurred. A long, rope-like object sliced through the sky.

No, that wasn't a rope; it was actually Chaos's tongue. As it extended and retracted, it grew to over a thousand feet in length, like a sword, thrusting forward with great force.

Lin Xuan felt an immense threat. His hair stood on end.

The feeling was overwhelming. He couldn't say he was insignificant, but Chaos's power was indeed overpowering.

A formidable enemy!

But Lin Xuan wasn't about to sit and wait for death. The only way to deal with this was to confront it head-on.

He sighed inwardly and raised his right hand, fingers curling into a fist. A仙剑 instantly appeared between his fingertips, thin as蝉翼, almost transparent when viewed closely.

The sword seemed fragile but contained awe-inspiring法则力量.

Nine Palaces Instant Sword!

Nine swords combined!

Lin Xuan tried to unleash its full power, shaking his hand and swinging it downward.

The movement was incredibly agile, silent and swift. Yet, a magnificent剑气 burst forth, obscuring the sky with its grandeur.

But in an instant, all the剑气 condensed into a fine crystal thread.

Sword turned into silk!

This wasn't just sword technique; it also allowed his法力 to better coalesce, unleashing astonishing power.

Several types of法则力量蕴含其中.

Then, the crystal thread clashed with Chaos's tongue.

Zing...

At that moment, the entire universe seemed to distort. The strange天地元气 became even more chaotic. Lin Xuan felt a powerful force push him back.

"Damnit!"

A look of shock flashed across his eyes. Although he wasn't injured, his chest was filled with surging blood and qi.

He wasn't an ordinary late-stage渡劫 cultivator; both of his元婴 had successfully advanced, and his法力 quantity and purity far surpassed those of his peers by several times.

And that strike just now seemed like a mere gesture to Chaos.

A scholar's name is not in vain!

No wonder this beast could overturn the three realms during ancient times. Its strength was truly astonishing; ordinary cultivators before it were probably no more than ants.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan became even more determined to leave as quickly as possible.

His body emitted a burst of遁光, but he hadn't moved yet when space rumbled ahead by over a hundred feet. A chill appeared in Chaos's eyes, and its form materialized before his vision.

Teleportation!

Or perhaps it used some of the mysterious spatial rules to move. He couldn't figure out how exactly.

Did it see through his intentions? Was it trying to finish him off?

"Friend, what do you intend?"

Lin Xuan spoke coldly but with a relatively calm tone. He didn't want to offend this terrifying monster unless absolutely necessary.

He decided to try and reason first before taking any action.

Chaos's strength was formidable, and its intelligence couldn't be lower than that of humans. Emotionally and logically, it should understand his words.

"Come on, willingly hand over your元婴."

Chaos opened its mouth, emitting a low, rumbling voice that was extremely uncomfortable to hear.

"Handing over the元婴 is an unreasonable request. We've never wronged each other; why must we come to blows?"

Lin Xuan sighed and continued trying to persuade it.

He knew well that Chaos wouldn't listen to his pleas.

But one had to try, right? He really didn't want to face this terrifying monster alone.

"Damnit, let's get to the point. Are you willing to hand over your元婴? You have three breaths to consider."

Lin Xuan held on to a sliver of hope, but Chaos was clearly not one for reason. After breaking free from the seal, its strength hadn't fully recovered yet. The渡劫 cultivator's元婴 would be a great benefit to him; how could he possibly let it go?

Hearing the other's rude words, Lin Xuan's face darkened. Without much consideration, he raised his right hand, and the thin, transparent仙剑 reappeared in his palm.

With a slight shake, as if moving his shoulder slightly, no other movements were needed. The entire sky was instantly filled with剑气, like magic.

Falling like rain, colorful and magnificent, thousands of剑气 surged towards Chaos.

Such an imposing attack, but all the剑气 seemed to follow some order, seemingly in harmony with certain天地法则, though exactly what it was couldn't be clearly defined.

Chaos gave him time to consider. But Lin Xuan certainly wasn't going to sit and wait for death; such a demand was too unreasonable.
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Facing the chaos, Lin Xuan naturally had no concept of yielding. At this moment, striking first was extremely advantageous.

Lin Xuan hoped to seize the initiative.

Thus, he exerted all his strength from the outset.

Almost instantaneously, a myriad of sword qi surrounded the chaos like a cocoon.

The number was indescribable, but roughly estimated, there were thousands and thousands of them.

Despite their multitude, each one's quality was astonishing. With a howl, they could easily tear apart the void.

Both infants had advanced to the late Tribulation Transcending stage, so Lin Xuan’s strength far surpassed that of ordinary beings.

This strike alone would not be taken lightly by even the peak version of his precious snake. It would have to open its domain to counter it.

However, while the chaos before him was fierce and terrifying, it lacked a domain. How would it react to such a sharp attack?

Lin Xuan was curious about this as well.

This strike was both an ambush and a test of the chaos's power.

The chaos showed no fear in response to Lin Xuan’s assault. Its expression was extremely cold, but its eyes revealed a hint of bloodlust.

A shocking aura rose into the sky.

"Chaos Sword Qi, truly seeking death!"

"Gulp!"

Before his words had finished, the chaos bulged its cheeks and let out a roar similar to that of an frog, much louder than any ordinary frog. It even had the power to shatter the void.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Sound, which is intangible yet has form, mixed with the chaos's malevolent aura and quickly took shape.

More accurately, it manifested into countless magical treasures.

One was a blood-red curved sword!

The number was also vast. Each one emitted an eerie glow.

They shot forward like arrows from powerful bows, heading straight for Lin Xuan.

The originally grayish-white sky became even darker.

The void space seemed like a small lake disturbed by the wind, rippling with waves.

Then, the sword qi collided with these curved swords.

All surrounding heaven and earth’s primordial energy was sucked in. The sky turned into fragmented pieces.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This strike was evenly matched; his full-strength sword had almost been on par with its roar!

The chaos was truly this powerful.

This guy could not be fought head-on; he must leave quickly.

With a clear understanding, Lin Xuan hesitated no longer. The top priority was to get away. His entire body emitted a bluish-green glow, and in an instant, he flew out a hundred feet.

However, it was already too late. A vivid blood-red crystal thread appeared in the sky, like a parasitic worm, piercing towards Lin Xuan.

There was no way to dodge!

Even the time to summon his treasures had run out.

But Lin Xuan was a seasoned cultivator who remained calm despite the shock. He raised both hands, and golden light flashed behind him, rapidly coalescing into a golden barrier.

No, not a barrier; it was a figure with nine heads and eighteen arms, the Lesser Heavenly Palace's manifestation appearing before him. The golden light flowed like solid matter.

Then, his eighteen arms closed over his chest, forming layers of hands that transformed into a shield-like treasure.

Though called a shield, its surface was incredibly smooth, resembling a mirror.

"Bang!"

A dull sound echoed as the blood-red crystal thread fell hard. But in the next moment, an unbelievable thing happened; the powerful attack was actually bounced back.

Not blocked but directly rebounded.

"Gulp!"

This result enraged the chaos, and with a roar that followed, a crack appeared on its forehead.

Blood-red mist spewed out from within.

Then it condensed into a circular treasure.

On top of this disk, there was a round bead the size of a fist.

The bead flashed with golden and silver hues.

But soon, both colors faded, replaced by an overwhelming red. With a light 'pop', a beam of light as thick as one's arm shot out from within.

This beam was also blood-red, dazzlingly bright, containing intenselaw or principlepower.

Its speed was astonishing; it vanished in an instant, seemingly ignoring time and space.

Such terrifying law or principlepower.

But with the breath he had just taken, Lin Xuan summoned the玄龟龙 shell armor. It spun around him, perfectly timed to block that blood-red beam.

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he successfully defused the crisis. However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

As they were about to meet, the blood-red beam suddenly became blurry and coiled like a snake, bypassing the玄龟龙 shell armor and piercing straight towards Lin Xuan’s back.

The situation was urgent; even with his experience, Lin Xuan never expected such an attack to become so bizarre at the last moment.

There was no time or room for another change of tactics. It was a dead end!

"Damnit!"

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry but could not give up. He勉强 means "勉强" which can be translated as勉强:勉强 effort or settle for something less than idealmoved his body, "Puff!" The sound entered his ears as he barely avoided the vital area.

But that beam also pierced through his right chest, causing blood to spurt out.

Lin Xuan quickly applied a spirit talisman to stop the bleeding before moving aside.

"Gulp."

A rumbling roar echoed in his ears. Such an opportunity was not to be missed by the chaos. Its eyes glowed with ferocity as it enveloped its massive body with immense law or principlepower and extreme malevolence, creating an unbelievable scene.

Along its spine, every few feet, sharp red spines grew out, ending in hooks.

Then, "Swoosh," piercing sounds filled the air as these spines shot towards Lin Xuan.

In a flash, the world changed color.

All heaven and earth’s primordial energy resonated together. It seemed like this mysterious space could no longer bear such terrifying power, on the verge of collapse.

Perceiving the signs, Lin Xuan's expression turned grave.
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Before this, he had once fought to the death with a precious snake. However, even though the precious snake was a True Demon Ancestor, none of its moves could match what he faced now.

No, not that it couldn't be compared, but rather that it fell far short.

Each bone spur's power rivaled that of an innate divine treasure. And at this moment, the number of bone spurs was in the dozens, like a shower of flowers, each one triggering different heavenly laws, with subtleties too intricate to describe. This space seemed on the verge of collapsing under the strain.

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely grim.

The chaos realm was even more terrifying than he had imagined.

Even if he hadn't yet mastered his domain, let alone if the strongest beings in the Three Realms were in his position, few would likely emerge unscathed.

This sounded outrageous, but it wasn't an exaggeration.

Currently, he faced a barrage from over ten innate divine treasures. This was far beyond Lin Xuan's capacity to handle; perhaps only the astonishing Rain桐 Fairy could withstand it all.

Was this really going to be his end?

Lin Xuan had already given up hope in his heart.

He knew his own abilities well—though they vastly outmatched those of his peers, there was no turning back now.

Rage, depression, and frustration...

But Lin Xuan couldn't sit idly by either. Even if it meant certain death, he would fight. At this moment, the Five Dragon Seal was his only hope.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, trying to summon the Five Dragon Seal... no, it should be called the Hundred Spirit Impress now. But something happened that made Lin Xuan's face pale.

The Hundred Spirit Impress showed no reaction at all; it seemed like a lifeless object.

Could this...

Lin Xuan had an inkling in his heart. He and his two main元婴s had just ascended, depleting the Hundred Spirit Impress of its stored energy. It needed to rest now.

Indeed, misfortunes never come singly.

Lin Xuan was both angry and anxious, barely able to sigh.

With his greatest reliance useless, he could only hope for the True Spirit Sword Art.

Though Lin Xuan knew it would likely be futile against such a fierce attack, any help would be welcome.

With thoughts racing, Lin Xuan acted.

"Break!"

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan pointed at a spot. Eighty-one immortal swords converged in different directions.

Simplifying the complex into nine.

Of varying lengths and shapes, their emitted essence energy was vastly different as well.

In just a moment, known as Nine Palaces, it represented metal, wood, water, fire, earth, wind, lightning, and illusion. At this moment, they simply reverted to their most basic forms.

Meanwhile, the two元婴s in his dantian floated with serious expressions. The true spirit core spun wildly.

A myriad of colorful shadows of true spirits emerged—most fleeting, but nine became increasingly clear.

Phoenix, true dragon, peacock, golden phoenix, Vermilion Bird, sunbird, qilin, and white tiger. The nine-headed bird was naturally indispensable as well.

Lin Xuan raised his head, letting out a clear roar that pierced the sky. He lifted his right hand to stroke his crown.

As Lin Xuan moved, the true spirit shadows vanished from his dantian.

Next moment, they appeared above him.

Nine powerful auras spread out.

The Nine Palaces swords began to respond, emitting divine light. Then, each of the nine true spirit shadows rushed towards a different immortal sword.

They fused together.

These shadows transformed into tangible entities.

True Spirit Sword Art!

Lin Xuan's technique was about to be unleashed.

Nine true spirits surrounded him. At this moment, the blood-red bone spurs were within striking distance.

Without Lin Xuan's command, the nine true spirits raised their heads in unison, emitting astonishing aura.

Each one was equivalent to a late-stage realm transcender.

The power of True Spirit Sword Art was shocking. But with the sounds of phoenix and dragon cries echoing in his ears, Phoenix and True Dragon led the charge against the bone spurs.

Courageous souls fear nothing!

Phoenix's posture was regal.

With a flap of its wings, it ignited a fiery storm, accompanied by a high-pitched phoenix cry. The flames converged to form two towering fire serpents.

Each over a hundred feet in diameter, they pierced the sky with thundering might.

Such an attack would be avoided even by a True Demon Ancestor.

However, each bone spur's power was comparable to that of innate divine treasures—concentrations of earthly malevolence.

The two bone spurs before Phoenix turned into a massive vortex.

Blood-red and over a hundred feet in diameter, it seemed bottomless, drawing one's heart and soul in.

Then, with a series of cracking sounds, several mountain-sized ghost heads flew out. Their mouths gnashed, spraying demon fire as they clashed with the fire serpents.

The battle was fierce, neither gaining an upper hand.

On the other side, True Dragon faced similar odds.

With a flick of its tail, layers of mountain shadows emerged.

Then those mountains transformed into solid entities, raining down from above. This time, it had to face three bone spurs.

Facing such might, the bone spurs rooted themselves in the ground, sprouting and growing into an endless forest.

Roots as thick as arms extended from the trees, forming a dense net that caught the falling mountains, wrapping them layer by layer. The roots contracted, seemingly trying to trap the mountains completely.

Excess roots writhed like demon snakes, swarming around True Dragon.

"Roar!"

The dragon's cry echoed in his ears.

Though not real, this True Dragon was proud due to its spiritual blood. Faced with countless vines, it was furious.

With a flick of its claws, golden claw shadows emerged, tearing through the void as they clashed with the vines.

Explosions filled the air, golden light and malevolence intertwined in the void, evenly matched.

True Dragon's might, Phoenix's strength, but the other true spirit shadows fared poorly against the blood-red bone spurs. They were overwhelmed, showing signs of defeat.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. In just a few breaths, would this be his end?
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Yes, when both of his元婴 simultaneously advanced to the next stage, his mana had already far surpassed that of his contemporaries. But at this moment, with nine true spirits manifesting all at once, the mana in his body was already at its limit.

At such a time, Lin Xuan had many treasures, but he no longer had the strength to use them.

In other words, when the nine true spirits fell, his situation would become extremely perilous.

Lin Xuan knew this well. Chaos also understood it clearly.

"Grunt!"

A low, guttural roar entered his ears as two blood-red beams of light shot out from its eyes.

The speed was incredible; it crossed a thousand feet in an instant.

However, this time, it wasn't to ambush Lin Xuan but appeared strangely within Phoenix's line of sight.

Phoenix had already attained spiritual awareness and immediately sensed something amiss.

With a flick of its claws, it wanted to tear the void apart.

First, dodge!

The phoenix's reaction was swift, but it was too late.

"Bang!"

At the last moment, the two beams of light accelerated and struck Phoenix's head.

Phoenix stumbled backward as it fell out.

"Woo!"

From that vortex, countless beams of light shot out. Then, they transformed into blood-red javelins, encircling the king of birds from all sides.

At this critical moment, there was no way for the phoenix to dodge; it could only spread its wings and unleash a fierce wind.

Such protection wasn't entirely useless, but it clearly couldn't turn danger into safety.

Then, an eerie cry of the phoenix echoed in his ears as the phoenix was pierced repeatedly until it fell apart.

Its massive form blurred before vanishing completely, leaving behind only a broken immortal sword floating in mid-air.

With Phoenix eliminated, Lin Xuan's defenses became vulnerable. It was like a breach had been opened in a city wall; the pressure from the remaining eight true spirits increased significantly.

Almost instantaneously, the golden crow was destroyed.

The situation for Vermilion Bird was no better.

Lin Xuan's face turned an unusually dark shade of gray. This was a dead end with no escape. Was he really going to fall here?

But there was no time for lamentation.

Lin Xuan waved his hands repeatedly, casting spell after spell. Unfortunately, it was all in vain; under these circumstances, he had exhausted all means.

One by one, the true spirits fell. The Nine Palaces Needles Sword had already developed cracks. Fortunately, Lin Xuan knew how to make a sword spirit ethereal, or the loss of his primary treasure would have been devastating.

Struggling desperately and using every ounce of strength,

Lin Xuan's character was incredibly resilient; he wouldn't give up until the very last moment.

Thus, he managed to hold on for several more breaths.

"Gah..."

A strange sound entered his ears, filled with a sense of不甘 (reluctance). The phoenix's form blurred as it fell one by one.

Then, there were no longer any obstacles. All attacks came like a storm, enveloping Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's face turned deathly pale.

In this situation, even if Li Yutong were in his place, he would be severely injured. He had nowhere to run anymore.

Not that he lacked courage, but there was no chance of survival; he despairingly closed his eyes.

---

On the other side,

The Demonic Realm.

This was an endless expanse of grassland where the Primordial Demon Ancestor's palace was built.

In today's demonic realm, talent was scarce. Not only had the Grand Leader of the Demons fallen, but even the true demon primordial ancestor was left with only half.

One of them was Painted Demon.

As its name suggested, he was renowned for his paintings in the Three Realms.

Unlike other primordials, Painted Demon was much more lazy. He rarely bothered with matters within the demonic realm and preferred to immerse himself in nature.

Legend had it that this vast expanse of grassland was transformed from a painting by him.

At the center of the grassland, there was a green oasis.

Yes, an oasis.

Usually, oases were found in deserts. Here, it was called an oasis simply because it stood out starkly against its surroundings.

Green mountains, clear waters, small bridges, and cottages dotted the landscape. Young scholars could often be seen painting here. If one didn't know better, they would never guess this was a demonic realm; what beautiful scenery!

The sky was cloudless, and everything seemed fine until a distant cry pierced his ears.

There were no signs of impending danger as the vast expanse of space suddenly churned.

Not clouds, but the void itself.

Looking up, the blue sky from just moments ago had turned to a grayish-white hue.

This grayish-white was different from gloom; it carried an even more oppressive atmosphere.

Boom!

The sky seemed to be boiling and churning wildly.

---

Vast amounts of法则力量 (lawful power) appeared.

And there wasn't just one; they were tearing at each other.

Boom!

A thunderous roar echoed as the void was torn apart.

Countless black dots appeared in the万里高空 (ten thousand feet high sky).

Then, they split open, revealing various-sized dimensional portals.

This scene was too shocking to comprehend. Even the scholars painting and ordinary demon soldiers were left speechless.

Stunned!

Wasn't this a breach of the spiritual realm's invasion?

But the Three Realms War had long ceased; such thoughts seemed too far-fetched.

From within those dimensional portals, countless demonic energies surged out, but they were clearly different from the original demonic energies in ancient demon realms.

Then, laughter echoed inside. Only voices could be heard, no one was seen. The demons who could hear it all turned pale and some even rolled on the ground or exploded with a "bang."

The living demons, many of whom had bloodshot eyes, turned to their fellow demons, brandishing their treasures.

In an instant, cries of battle filled the air as they seemed to turn against each other in a bizarre self-destructive scenario.

"Demons' voices fill my ears; it's域外天魔 (demons from beyond)!"

A scholar-like demon shouted, finally recognizing his enemy: "Quickly inform Lord Painted Demon. The dimensional seal has been broken, and the域外天魔 have returned to the Holy Realm."

His face was filled with fear but he didn't flee; instead, he painted furiously, creating a scroll in one swift stroke.

Demonic energy surged out as the scroll distorted and blurred. The figures on it seemed to come alive, drawing bows and arrows that shot towards the域外天魔 above.

But it was futile. There were too many域外天魔, each with bizarre powers. Ancient demons, though fierce and combative, paled in comparison. Continuous screams filled his ears as blood and gore rained down, turning a beautiful paradise into a place of sorrow and suffering.

"Bold ruffian!"

Until the sky echoed with a thunderous voice. A shocking wave of demonic energy rose from it. Painted Demon was painting furiously in his cave, inspired by divine inspiration when he received a message through his sword: the域外天魔 had broken the dimensional seal and were attacking here.

Shocking!

Indeed, Painted Demon was one of the least interested in worldly affairs among the true demon primordials, but as the most powerful existence in the spiritual realm, how could he not know about the域外天魔?
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The ancient demons, though also combative, paled in comparison to these celestial fiends.

Back then, when the three realms' powerful beings united, they only managed to establish the ancient seal.

Before that, countless lives were lost and the painful memories gradually faded with time. However, as one of the Nine True Demons, Painted Demon was an eyewitness to the great battle from long ago. His memory was etched deeply into his soul.

Now, circumstances had changed, and the seal was breached. Could this mean that the calamity of old would be repeated in the Holy Realm?

Painted Demon's face was dark with anger, and a terrifying aura emanated from him. With a flourish of his brush, countless weapons appeared instantly—bows and arrows, long swords, and great axes.

Despite their many peculiar abilities, these celestial fiends were helpless against true demon progenitors. Soon, dozens fell to the ground.

"Great Painted Demon! Glory!"

"Ridiculous pests dare to wreak havoc in the Holy Realm; they know nothing of death."

The ancient demons present rejoiced as their morale soared, and they fought back with renewed vigor. The tide turned quickly from defeat to victory.

Although not on par with the celestial fiends, at least they were no longer defenseless.

Relieved, Painted Demon drew several divine swords with his brush, but suddenly, an anomaly occurred.

A loud boom echoed in the air, and a blood-red vortex in the sky began to emit electric sparks. The vortex seemed torn apart by some unseen force, expanding tenfold from its original size.

Infernal energy surged out of the depths, creating an overwhelming aura.

"Aaah!"

The roar of a tiger filled the air, but it was unlike any ordinary tiger; the sheer power in that voice was incomparable.

A gray-white giant claw emerged from the vortex, resembling a tiger's claws. However, it was much larger and grayish-white.

Painted Demon's face darkened further as he drew several divine swords with his brush, their presence becoming tangible. The pressure they emitted was akin to that of innate treasures. With a loud crack, one of them sliced through the monster.

True demon progenitors truly possessed unique abilities.

Such grade of treasure could be conjured out of thin air.

Around him, ancient demons showed admiration. However, what followed left their eyes wide with shock.

The giant claw easily caught and shattered several divine swords.

"Ah!"

Gasps filled the air as the creature's head emerged from the vortex, followed by its entire body extending outward.

Indeed, it was a tiger but with exposed fangs that were disproportionately large.

Its length stretched for miles, though not entirely invisible. The massive creature was not made of flesh and blood; instead, it was formed by strange demonic energy.

Mist Tiger!

Painted Demon's expression turned ashen. Among the many celestial fiends, only a few were truly troublesome, and this Mist Tiger was one of them.

"Void!"

A mocking laughter echoed in his ears: "Great Painted Demon, I spared you last time; now that you dare to obstruct my path again, you shall be sacrificed."

Before he could finish speaking, the demonic energy within a hundred miles surged, forming an enormous battle axe that descended upon him with great force.

This scene was not unique. Similar events were unfolding across the demon realm.

On a vast lake in the icy plains,

A group of demons fought fiercely against celestial fiends and ancient demons. At the center of the battlefield, a robed old man stood opposite a woman with an eerie appearance.

In another distant valley, a similar scene played out. This time, a couple of handsome demon warriors faced off against a six-armed opponent.

While the demon realm was vast, not every place had顶级强者 (top-grade cultivators) stationed there. Many demon cities lacked such grand treatment; despite numerous ordinary ancient demons gathering, they could not compare to these terrifying celestial fiends.

Within just a few hours, the demon realm was in chaos. Countless ancient demons fell victim to the first wave of attacks.

Suddenly, millions of years later, the celestial fiends returned to this land, and it wasn't just the ancient demon realm that suffered.

In the spirit realm, the underworld, the situation mirrored that of the demon realm. Bloodshed and carnage were everywhere; even cultivators, demons, and ghostly beings could not escape.

In the demon realm,

On the vast icy plains stood a magnificent palace.

Furious over the fall of the treasure snake, Ice Spirit ordered her subordinates to prepare the array. She intended to personally venture into the spirit realm.

Even if it meant estranging herself from Li Yutong, she was determined to eliminate Lin Xuan here.

She had already instructed her subordinates to prepare for a dimensional rift.

But just as she spoke, a loud boom echoed in her ears. The door of her seclusion room was violently smashed open.

Ice Spirit's anger flared; who dared such disrespect? But when she looked up, shock registered on her face.

"Wutanchan, it's you! How did you end up like this?"

Standing before Ice Spirit was a double-headed demon with half its body severed, appearing utterly disheveled.

Yet, Ice Spirit felt an inexplicable familiarity. This man was one of Painted Demon’s two major subordinates.

As true demon progenitors, Painted Demon immersed himself in painting and calligraphy, maintaining no deep enmity or conflict with Ice Spirit.

"Great Ice Spirit, the ancient seal has been broken, and celestial fiends have returned to the Holy Realm. Great Painted Demon perished in a fierce battle. I fought my way out; please, may you..."

Before he could finish, blood gushed from his mouth as his yuanqi (true spirit) was nearly depleted.

"What!"

Ice Spirit stood up abruptly, her expression dark with shock. Even though she had long mastered composure, this news was too shocking.

The return of celestial fiends and the fall of a true demon progenitor meant something grave.

Could the chaos that began millions of years ago be about to repeat in the three realms?
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That time, with the Asuras, everyone was able to defeat the Outer Heaven Demons.

Nowadays in the Three Realms, one could not say that talent was completely depleted, but there were no individuals of extraordinary talent like the Asuras. Moreover, they had yet to achieve a united front.

Regardless of whether it was the Demon Realm, Spirit Realm, or Netherworld, none of them could command respect from all hearts.

Although Li Yutong and Lin Xuan were not as they once were, they still fell short compared to the Asuras in their prime. Not to mention, rallying a multitude of followers with a single cry was impossible now.

The Outer Heaven Demons had taken this time to rest and recuperate. Their strength might not have improved significantly, but it was undoubtedly stronger than that of ancient times—perhaps even tenfold more powerful.

In such circumstances...

With this thought, Ice Spirit's face turned even grayer.

Misfortunes never come alone; just as a flying sword message arrived from outside, several more magical lights appeared simultaneously.

Ice Spirit's pupils constricted as he released his divine consciousness to scan the area and immediately understood the situation. These flying sword messages were all requests for aid, mentioning the Outer Heaven Demons.

"Really useless trash!"

The once proud Ice Spirit seemed agitated: "Incompetent in success, yet capable of failure; my Holy Realm has not a single person who can fend off these celestial demons."

At this moment, a maid-like figure timidly entered. "Great Ancestor, the array you requested is ready. Shall we—"

"Is that so?"

Ice Spirit turned to her: "You lack even an ounce of discernment."

"Yes, yes, subordinates are foolish."

Her face pale as soil, she quickly bowed and exited the stone house.

Though Ice Spirit hated Lin Xuan deeply, he had to temporarily abandon his pursuit due to the urgency of matters at hand.

...

However, this was not good news for Lin Xuan.

When the saying goes that too many lice make one less bothered by them, it means that when debts pile up, one is less worried about them. Lin Xuan's life hung in the balance now.

Who would have thought they could meet the Primordial Chaos here?

Although the treasure snake had fallen, Lin Xuan found himself entangled in a new crisis.

The Primordial Chaos was indeed a formidable creature, surpassing all expectations.

Despite his best efforts, Lin Xuan could not withstand its onslaught. Although both of his inner infants and the pill were at their peak stages, he had exhausted much of his power from continuous battles. Now, even the final trump card, True Spirit Essence Art, was useless as those blood-red bone spines bore down on him.

Each bone spine's power rivaled that of aprimordial spirit treasure (primordial treasure).

Lin Xuan, never lacking in courage, found himself powerless under these circumstances.

Despairing, he closed his eyes.

Perhaps there was still some reluctance, but what could one do in such a situation?

There was no way to resist or escape.

He could only be a victim.

"Rumble rumble!"

Just then, an odd sound entered his ears.

The sound wasn't loud; it sounded like a dog or cat snoring.

But the arrogant Primordial Chaos suddenly widened its eyes, its expression bizarrely fearful. It seemed to have encountered a natural enemy.

Even more astonishing was that those blood-red bone spines slowed down as if some invisible force had altered time itself.

Surprise and astonishment!

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift; he could not afford to miss this opportunity.

With a flash, Lin Xuan retreated several miles, temporarily resolving the crisis.

A miraculous escape!

However, such a method seemed too strange.

Why did it happen? Lin Xuan was still in the dark about what exactly transpired.

The Primordial Chaos did not pursue; instead, its expression turned wary as it stared intently at Lin Xuan.

Its gaze lacked focus, as if looking beyond him.

This bizarre scene was indescribable.

"Rumble rumble."

The odd sound resounded again in his ears.

Lin Xuan could not have heard wrongly this time. He raised his head, his expression changing.

Could it be...

He flicked his sleeves, and a light flew from his waist.

As the spiritual light dispersed, a peculiar creature appeared before him.

About the size of a fist, covered with soft fur, it was adorable. It had small claws on its belly and wings as white as winter snow on its back.

What an adorable little guy!

And now, with its drowsy expression, it rubbed its eyes with its wings, looking confused.

A fluffy ball!

Lin Xuan was both surprised and delighted; indeed, this was the little guy. It had been asleep for a thousand years, finally waking up.

While this was cause for celebration, Lin Xuan knew that the little guy's abilities were limited.

Sure, it had a domain, but only incompletely—useful only against creatures that could not transform into human form. Moreover, there were significant limitations; for instance, while its true spirit essence couldn't change into a person, its domain was useless.

The Primordial Chaos before him was clearly much stronger than ordinary true spirits.

Apart from the True Dragon and Rainbow Phoenix, few true spirits could match it.

This half-baked domain of the little guy's was merely laughable.

Based on common sense!

But Lin Xuan quickly shook his head. If everything followed common logic, he should have been long dead by now.

For instance, those blood-red bone spines should have reduced him to a sieve.

Each bone spine rivaled aprimordial spirit treasure (primordial treasure).

Clearly, the little guy had defused this crisis. Although Lin Xuan did not know exactly how it did so, it was evident that this little fellow was far stronger than he imagined, hiding some unknown power.

With these thoughts in mind, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

He flicked his sleeves and several jade bottles flew out. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan drank the immortal milk inside, knowing full well that it was drinking poison to quench thirst. But at this moment, he had no time for such concerns; he needed to restore some of his power first.

After all, while the little guy's performance was delightful, Lin Xuan knew deep down that ultimately, he would have to rely on himself to escape this crisis.

The Primordial Chaos remained vigilant, staring intently at the little guy with a look of apprehension.

A natural enemy!

"Rumble rumble!"

In contrast to the Primordial Chaos's tense expression, the little guy appeared much more relaxed. It nuzzled Lin Xuan's pant leg, looking affectionate.

Its expression was akin to that of a kitten seeking attention from its owner.

Adorable, but with a formidable foe before him, Lin Xuan had no time for petting. He patted the little guy: "Alright, stop playing around; let's deal with this guy first."

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, the little guy obediently turned to look at the Primordial Chaos.

Initially confused, it then widened its eyes, its expression becoming bizarrely fearful.
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How to describe it?

It didn't seem like facing a formidable enemy; rather, it felt like seeing delicious food!

Yes, food.

Just like how a puppy would react to a bone.

"Ruff ruff."

From the little guy's barks, one could tell how delighted he was.

Then, he drifted over to the monster in front of him.

And the arrogant Chaos, actually trembled with fear.

Lin Xuan was completely stunned.

Such a scene; if not witnessed firsthand, he would never have believed it.

Simply absurd!

Though the cultivation world was bizarre and unpredictable, such an event still seemed too outrageous.

Or perhaps, incomprehensible.

...

At the same time, in the Three Realms, a bloody storm raged.

The ancient seals were lifted, and the Ancient Devil Realm, Netherworld, and Spirit Realm all suffered greatly as countless域外天魔 invaded from beyond.

In a short while, countless cultivators fell.

Low-rank cultivators aside, even those elusive old monsters didn't dare to say they could definitely defend themselves.

The Three Realms were in turmoil!

Soon, terrifying news spread.

First, several dozen渡劫期 existences from the Spirit Realm met an ambush during the Peach Banquet. They died on the spot, including two realm powerhouses.

Then, the Heavenly Slaughter King City of the Netherworld was breached. It contained the Heavenly Slaughter Bright King's abode, but even though he was out, countless powerful demons and ghosts remained, along with numerous prohibitions that made it daunting to enter. In just a short half day, the city changed hands.

This news sent shockwaves through the entire Netherworld; saying everyone was on edge wouldn't be an exaggeration.

But to say the situation was dire, nothing could match the Ancient Devil Realm.

The Grand Leader of the Demons had already passed into the Underworld. Only five out of nine True Demon Primordial Beings remained, and to make matters worse, the Painting Demon fell in the first wave of attacks.

This dealt a near-fatal blow to the morale of the demon realm.

Indeed, the Painting Demon didn't like getting involved in affairs; his influence was far less than that of the Ice Spirit Treasure Snake. But he was still a Primordial Being.

The top-tier demons of the demon realm had fallen during the first wave of attacks, which was incomprehensible.

Though rumors spread saying the Painting Demon met several of the strongest Heavenly Outland Demons and was overwhelmed by their combined attack, his fall was due to bad luck rather than lack of strength.

But regardless of the truth, one fact remained: a True Demon Primordial Being had died. This couldn't be changed.

Suddenly, even fierce and war-loving ancient demons began to fear battle and retreat.

In just three days, hundreds of cities fell to the域外天魔, collapsing in panic and disarray.

The域外天魔 seemed to have entered an unoccupied land.

Though both were called "demons," these Heavenly Outland Demons were entirely different from ordinary ancient demons. They had no mercy; they either possessed or killed, filling the ancient demon realm with blood and fire.

...

Crystal Cloud City.

One of the Ten Great Demon Cities in the demon realm.

Usually, many ancient demons gathered here.

The market district was famous far and wide. However, now it seemed like a scene from a horror movie.

The streets, which could accommodate a million people, were eerily quiet. The shops in the market district mostly had their doors tightly shut. Even when a few demon cultivators passed by, they did so hurriedly.

In the city hall, the atmosphere was grim.

Of the ten city lords of Crystal Cloud City, only three remained; the others had vanished without a trace.

The remaining three city lords were all渡劫级别的 old monsters.

But now, they were speechless. The news from the front was terrible.

The army of域外天魔 was less than ten million miles away from Crystal Cloud City and had formed a complete encirclement.

"Great Ancestor, with enemy numbers vastly outpacing ours, many cities have already been razed to the ground by the域外天魔. Staying here is not wise. As they say, a gentleman can wait ten years for revenge. In my humble opinion, we should leave this place."

The one speaking was a demon covered in flames, with formidable strength but looking worried.

"Hmph, the Démon Clan has always been valiant in the Holy Realm. How could you be afraid now?"

Sitting at the head of the table was a demon wearing black robes, his skin snow white and face resembling that of an old man. His eyes held a hint of dissatisfaction.

"Great Ancestor, I am willing to die for you, but..."

"How so?"

"Even with our efforts, victory is unlikely."

"That's how it is?" The demon in the black robes revealed a determined expression: "These Heavenly Outland Demons have been too overbearing. In just a few days, hundreds of cities in the Holy Realm have been razed to the ground. If this continues, they will surely conquer the entire realm."

"I may not be an extraordinary existence, but I won't abandon my post at the last moment. Even if we all perish, I want them to taste the might of our Holy Realm cultivators."

"Great Ancestor, with your martial prowess, we are willing to follow you and fight to the death."

The demon soldiers below echoed in unison.

"Good!"

The black-robed Great Ancestor was delighted: "Order everyone in the city to gather. Activate the prohibitions; I want this Crystal Cloud City to become a death trap for those Heavenly Outland Demons."

Storms were brewing, and the wind filled with tension.

...

After one day and night.

Continuous cries of battle echoed into his ears as the sky turned blood red.

The demon defenders indeed showed astonishing courage. However, the disparity in strength was too great.

The域外天魔 were bizarre and unpredictable, their various powers beyond estimation. Even same-rank ancient demons couldn't match them; though they fought to the death, they still couldn't hold back.

More disheartening for the ancient demons was that two of the three city lords of Crystal Cloud City had already fallen. The remaining black-robed Great Ancestor faced off against two Heavenly Outland Demons and was struggling to keep up.

Swoosh...

A flash of lightning accompanied a scream as the black-robed Great Ancestor's arm fell off.

He didn't give up, but the morale of ancient demons plummeted. It seemed like they were about to collapse when suddenly, milky white demon energy appeared in the sky.

A cold and melodious voice echoed: "You域外天魔 have overstepped your bounds."

Before anyone could react, a beautiful woman materialized before them.

Ice Spirit!

"It's Ice Spirit!"

"True Demon Primordial Being!"

The ancient demons, already heartbroken, gained new vigor.

This was expected; since the Grand Leader's fall, True Demon Primordial Beings were as revered by ordinary ancient demons as True Immortals.
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Setting aside the changes in Crystal Cloud City, let's focus on Lin Xuan.

At this moment, his eyes were wide open. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless extraordinary experiences had befallen him, but none could match this one. If not for witnessing it firsthand, Lin Xuan would have found it hard to believe what was happening before his very eyes.

The legendary primordial beast, Chaos, which once clashed with the Arrogant King of Devils, now seemed more like a wounded puppy. Faced with an innocent little ball of fur, it appeared utterly helpless and humiliated. The arrogant aura from earlier had vanished completely; it was being chased.

This scene looked almost comical. If not for just having experienced Chaos's terrifying power, Lin Xuan might have thought it was all in vain. The little ball of fur was flailing wildly, but to be honest, this wasn't scary at all—it was even somewhat "cute"—yet Chaos seemed to tremble with fear.

Without any domain or sharp magical artifacts, it looked like a child playing hide-and-seek… the little ball chasing, and Chaos running. Lin Xuan scratched his head; the scene before him was too bizarre for words. However, despite its peculiarity, it posed no threat to him.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. He had finally managed to avoid danger. The feeling of turning crisis into safety was quite pleasant. Of course, Lin Xuan didn't let his guard down; after all, Chaos hadn't fallen yet, and who knew if the situation might turn around again?

He maintained his vigilance but refrained from making any moves. After all, this scene was too strange; acting rashly without understanding it fully could backfire.

Unbeknownst to him, a moment passed as if in a trance. The little ball of fur showed signs of impatience.

"Rrrr... Rrrr..."

Its growls grew increasingly agitated… one might say it resembled a dog seeing meat but unable to reach it, and thus becoming angry. This comparison was perhaps exaggerated, yet it aptly described the situation.

Before Lin Xuan could fully grasp this thought, something astonishing happened.

"Rrrr..."

Even as its voice faded, the little ball of fur suddenly began to swell. It expanded like an inflated balloon, but at a rate that seemed almost absurd. In an instant, it transformed into a colossal figure towering like a mountain.

Chaos's size now paled in comparison. Then, the little ball opened its mouth, and instantly, gusts of wind and clouds surged forth, drawing all the primordial energy from the space around them.

No, that wasn't all; simultaneously, Lin Xuan felt the power of the laws… not driving the laws of the cosmos, but consuming the laws of this plane as if they were food. He gaped in astonishment.

Strange things happened every year, and this year was no exception. This little ball of fur truly defied common sense.

Lin Xuan had never seen anything directly devour cosmic laws before. Due to ingesting vast amounts of primordial energy, the little ball's size nearly doubled again. It then expelled a burst of air.

"Phew!"

A howling wind emerged, accompanied by golden and silver light that shimmered like stars. Upon closer inspection, it was an intricate array of thousands of patterns, each deeply complex. This triggered countless cosmic laws, not just influencing them but containing them within itself.

Even more astonishingly, Lin Xuan's Hundred Dragon Seal began to resonate in unison, as if in harmony… knowing that the remaining energy in his seal had been nearly depleted and couldn't be used for a short while, this unexpected replenishment was both surprising and welcome. The blue Star Sea also accelerated its rotation.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grave. Could it be that the little ball of fur was closely related to his most precious treasures?

Before he could fully grasp this thought, the patterns in the air rearranged themselves, forming a shimmering silver net that descended upon Chaos.

"Gurrr!"

Chaos's eyes filled with fear; it seemed terrified by this net. However, it wouldn't sit idly by. Its eyes turned blood red, and an eerie glow emanated from them. The void appeared like the surface of a disturbed lake, and shield after shield materialized.

Each shield was blood-red, with evil skulls carved into their surfaces. They seemed lifeless at first but quickly came to life, opening their eyes and spewing out blood-red beams of light. Their mouths chattered, expelling demonic flames.

These flames were also blood-red, their terrifying power beyond words. Lin Xuan had a direct sense that these demonic flames contained seven or eight types of law powers, not inferior to the Illusory Heavenly Fire, and in some aspects even surpassing it. The number was immense; all combined, they would force even a true cultivator to retreat.

But the little ball of fur paid no heed. The shimmering silver net continued to descend.

Boom!

The loud noise echoed through the air as if a deity had unleashed its fury, countless lightning bolts descending from the heavens. All sounds were swallowed up in an instant, leaving only the thunder's anger. Blood-red vortexes appeared in the sky, threatening to engulf the silver net. However, just when Chaos seemed cornered, the little ball of fur belched.

It was as if by chance; a layer upon layer of silver patterns emerged on the surface of the net. They were majestic and complex, akin to celestial artifacts.

The Five Dragon Seal in Lin Xuan's body accelerated its rotation, emitting resplendent heavenly sounds visible as golden notes.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded: all the lightning and flames vanished into thin air, as if they had never existed. Such a terrifying attack was resolved so mysteriously; how many more secrets did this little ball of fur hide?

Lin Xuan sighed. This little fellow had been sleeping for millennia, nearly forgotten by him. Yet it returned with such a powerful presence.

The offensive force was broken, and even the strange shields melted away. The once-untouchable primordial powerhouse now appeared panicked.

"Gurrr!"

An unpleasant growl echoed through the air, slicing the void before Chaos like a sharp blade. A white hole appeared in front of it.

Spatial prowess!

This creature wanted to run, escape at all costs.

For Lin Xuan, this was an excellent outcome. After all, he had no grudge and didn't intend to fight to the death. However, his thoughts were correct; how could the little ball of fur let such a delicious meal slip away?

"Rrrr..."

The little creature's wings flapped ceaselessly. As it moved, the white hole vanished.

Spatial reversal!
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Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he stared in disbelief at the astonishing scene before him. The laws of this mysterious space were entirely different from those outside; he was still confused, having no clear understanding of them.

Even using these rules felt like walking on thin ice, let alone attempting to reverse such a powerful action. It seemed almost impossible for that tiny ball of fur to achieve such a feat without his very eyes witnessing it.

There is always someone better beyond humans, and there are heights even higher in the heavens. The ancients did not deceive me; yet, watching this little ball of fur snoring away, Lin Xuan found it hard to admire its efforts. "Chapter

The young fellow's performance was impressive, but his cute appearance made him seem more like a lovable pet than an absolute master.

Thoughts raced through his mind as the situation grew increasingly perilous. With all escape routes blocked, he now resembled a turtle in a pot—nowhere to run and nowhere to hide!

Finally, that glittering giant net ensnared him mercilessly. Despite his frantic efforts to break free, it was futile.

Faint符文 appeared on the surface of the net, boiling silver light engulfing the chaotic form before his eyes. Lin Xuan's eyes widened in shock. Would this really be the end for the chaos?

What followed exceeded his imagination by a wide margin. Not only was the chaos bound, but the giant net continued to shrink, causing its volume to rapidly decrease as well.

Smaller and smaller...

Until it became a round bead about the size of a dragon's eye.

"Gu!"

Though his roar still sounded terrifying, it now lacked any real intimidation.

"Hu-lu hu-lu!"

The little ball of fur also shrank back to nearly its original size. It opened its mouth and swallowed the chaos whole, then burped contentedly.

Lin Xuan was left speechless. Was this the end?

Even Arhats from years past had fought the chaos for days before sealing it away. Here, it inexplicably became a snack for the little ball of fur.

This was too absurd!

"Hu-lu hu-lu, hu-lu hu-lu..."

Lin Xuan's shock had not yet subsided when the little ball of fur began to flutter around again. Its body radiated with spiritual light, emitting astonishing法则力量.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel elated. It seemed like it was about to undergo a transformation.

After all, having devoured such a powerful entity as the chaos, he wouldn't expect any收获. What surprises would this little ball of fur bring next?

His face was filled with anticipation.

"Hu-lu hu-lu, hu..."

However, when the little ball of fur flew over his head again, it fell like an arrow shot from a bow.

Lin Xuan caught it just in time and was surprised to find that it wasn't injured but had fallen asleep. It even blew bubbles with its saliva, making Lin Xuan speechless.

Was this what he had been looking forward to?

But soon, a smile appeared on his face. Contentment is precious; he had almost given up hope of survival, only to be saved at the last moment. This little fellow could sleep all it wanted.

After eating and resting, perhaps it would bring another big surprise.

...

Lin Xuan had managed to turn danger into safety, but Crystal Cloud City still faced grave dangers. The域外天魔's overwhelming attacks were strange and complex, and despite the efforts of three Saint Ancestor-level city lords, two had already fallen, leaving only one severely wounded.

The situation was bleak, and morale had sunk to rock bottom. The defenses were on the brink of collapse, a moment away from breaking down completely.

In such a critical moment, True Demon Primordial Ice Spirit arrived at Crystal Cloud City without any warning.

Though she brought no reinforcements, her presence greatly boosted the spirits of the ancient demons. Ice Spirit was revered by countless demons in the demon realm; not only was she the first beauty among them but also a formidable force to be reckoned with.

She ranked among the top True Demon Primordials and was rumored to be the undisputed champion of the Saint Clan after the Grand Commander's fall.

Although this claim wasn't widely accepted, it had its basis. For instance, the precious snake, another True Demon Primordial, had chosen to serve Ice Spirit as a testament to her power.

At such a time of panic, Ice Spirit's arrival was crucial. Even without an army accompanying her, in the realm of cultivation, quality mattered more than quantity.

The faces of the ancient demons were filled with hope, praying that their Primordial could turn the tide and save them from disaster.

Standing before Crystal Cloud City, Ice Spirit faced the overwhelming number of域外天魔 with a calm expression. Arrows flew through the air, and magical artifacts clashed, but she remained unperturbed.

A faint white demonic aura surrounded her body; all attacks seemed to fall short of her three-foot radius. This strange scene caught everyone's attention.

"Primordial Lord, your might!"

...

Cheers erupted as morale soared, and the ancient demons managed to hold their ground. Some even launched a counterattack.

The域外天魔 were furious. They couldn't let this opportunity slip away.

"Die!"

With a roar, a black knight charged like a whirlwind. His massive, dark horse was larger than an elephant, and he wielded a double-edged battle axe, swinging it viciously at the precious snake.

This was a True Demon Primordial of immense power!

The surface of his axe burned with black flames; one strike split the heavens.

Late-stage渡劫!

No, this guy should be in a domain. Even among the Heavenly Demon Kings, he would be considered formidable enough to challenge the top figures of the three realms.

Facing such an attack, Ice Spirit didn't dodge. What if this blow could cleave through heaven and earth?

Her expression remained calm as she raised her jade hand to meet the astonishing assault.

Gasps filled the air; even the ancient demons widened their eyes in shock.

Was Primordial Lord Ice Spirit insane? Such behavior bordered on suicide—why didn't she use her treasures?

Many ancient demons even closed their eyes in despair. But then, an unbelievable scene unfolded. No blood splattered; instead, the axe began to melt upon touching Ice Spirit's hand.

(From Young Lion Alliance)
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It was as if ice and snow had been thrown into a fire. The terrifying attack failed to have any effect.

No... not just that.

The demonic qi of the two beings came into contact, and a deep blue flame appeared on Ice Soul's palm.

Following this, it spread up his arm until he was completely enveloped in the flames. "Boom" - the flames ignited him.

His mount could not escape either; the invincible Heavenly Outland Demon Lord turned into a blue fireball.

A mournful scream echoed throughout the entire city as the man and his steed charged towards the sky, rolling around while howling in agony.

The sound of "bang bang bang" filled their ears. He had collided with dozens of outland demons along the way, and none were spared; they all ignited upon contact.

The screams grew more chilling by the moment.

Other demons, shocked but also wary like avoiding a plague, retreated as a tide, allowing them to escape.

Though no new xisheng (immortal) appeared, those already enveloped in blue flames had no chance of rescue.

Even the weaker ones perished instantly; the powerful Heavenly Outland Demon Lord only lasted a few breaths before his screams ceased.

Not because he was extinguished, but because his soul had been completely refined and annihilated.

Silence reigned supreme!

Ancient demons and outland demons alike widened their eyes in disbelief.

The fallen one wasn't just any weakling; the two city lords of Crystal Cloud City were both slain by him. He possessed a realm and was at late-stage tribulation transmutation, making him one of the few powerful beings among the outland demons.

While his defeat by Ice Soul wasn't shocking in itself, it was... too shocking.

He had been defeated so thoroughly with just one move, before even using his treasure. This didn’t seem like a battle between equals; rather, it wascrush (overwhelming).

Ice Soul’s power was truly formidable.

After the shock subsided, the ancient demons erupted in cheers: "The Ancestral Lord is invincible."

"Princess Ice Soul's might shakes all three realms. Bow down to her."

...

Morale soared as they no longer thought of fleeing. Instead, they turned and fought with renewed vigor.

The situation reversed; the outland demons began to struggle against the onslaught.

This was not uncommon in a battle where quality mattered more than quantity.

Even though Ice Soul came alone, she had tilted the balance in favor of the ancient demons.

Seeing that the outland demons were wavering, Ice Soul did not revel in her success. Instead, she revealed a cruel smile: "Want to leave? What do you think this place is, a playground where you can come and go as you please?"

"Since you've come here, stay."

Before her words could fade away, she flicked her sleeves and a silver, shimmering treasure flew out.

At first glance, it resembled a fishing net. However, the malevolent aura it emitted was unsettling.

With a series of hand gestures, she cast spells from her fingertips, causing the air to glow with silver light. The net extended at an incredible speed, reaching far into the sky.

Towering demonic qi rose up, indicating another formidable treasure.

"Insane creatures! Let you taste the power of this Ancestral Lord's Heaven and Earth Net?"

With Ice Soul's shout, all outland demons found themselves trapped in a swamp from which they could not escape.

Was it a realm, an illusion, or a transformation of her treasure?

No one knew for sure. Soon, the Heaven and Earth Net devoured hundreds of weaker outland demons.

Did Ice Soul intend to exterminate them all? Kill so many outland demons single-handedly?

It sounded absurd, but before their eyes, she was doing just that.

They were being overpowered.

The outland demon lords roared in fury. They had no retreat now; though they feared, they couldn't be slaughtered like cattle.

"What are you afraid of? This woman is only one person. We have so many of us. Wear her down and we can kill her."

An outland demon lord said viciously.

"Right, let's fight to the death!"

...

This sentiment was echoed by other demons.

Instantly, demonic light flared up as countless attacks rained upon Ice Soul like hailstones.

The sheer force of it was terrifying just to watch.

But on Ice Soul’s face, a smile appeared: "Die!"

Her eyes remained clear; she seemed unaffected.

She raised her jade hand and flicked out starlight that met the strange demons head-on.

Screams echoed everywhere as Ice Soul, with one person, created an overwhelming start.

Despite their numbers, the outland demons were like moths to a flame.

This battle lasted for a day and night.

In this engagement, Crystal Cloud City did not fall. The outland demons surrounding it suffered heavy losses; nearly a million demon lords perished.

Only a few managed to escape.

Ice Soul’s reputation spread far and wide.

Almost all of these remarkable achievements were due to her alone.

Since the ancient seal was lifted, three realms had been plunged into a bleak era. In just a few days, over a hundred cities fell under demonic control, with countless deaths, even among powerful true demons.

In such a state, the demon realm was in disarray; it could be said that the demons were in a panic. The once fierce and combative ancient demons now fled at the sight of an enemy, which would have been considered impossible before.

If this continued, the entire demon realm might fall.

Under these circumstances, Crystal Cloud City’s victory became crucial. It proved that ancient demons weren’t soft targets and outland demons were not invincible; Hua demon's death was just a case of outnumbering, while true demon lords’ strength did not lag behind those of the outland demon lords.

The glorious outcome of this battle greatly boosted the morale of the demon realm, and Ice Soul gained countless praises. She was becoming known as the first among the saints.

Encouraged by Crystal Cloud City’s victory, ancient demons regained their courage; they no longer feared or fled from outland demons but faced them head-on in battle.

Though losses were heavy on both sides, it wasn't a one-sided affair for the outland demons. This improved the situation in the demon realm significantly.

(Youth Lion Book Alliance)
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The situation in the Spirit Realm was similar.

For the first few weeks, countless individuals were lost, and numerous fortresses and camps were abandoned. However, instead of retreating, the Spirit Realm cultivators quickly organized a sharp counterattack against the域外天魔.

Three Loose Immortals and two Beast Kings were all busy gathering powerful beings to confront the域外天魔 in decisive battles. The results were swift victories, significantly altering the tense situation in the Spirit Realm.

Everyone suddenly realized that the so-called域外天魔 weren't as terrifying as they had been made out to be. As long as everyone worked together, these foreign demons could indeed be defeated!

...

In the Netherworld, the situation was much the same.

It seemed like a stroke of luck; after a brief period of chaos, all three realms stabilized and began resisting the域外天魔, even achieving notable victories.

However, underestimating the域外天魔's strength proved to be overly optimistic.

...

Unknown to them, in another uncharted realm far away.

The place was shrouded in a grayish-white mist, reminiscent of the dawn of creation. In an ancient grand hall, several indistinct figures sat on chairs, emitting overwhelming aura as they exchanged and discussed something.

"Truly a bunch of waste. In just over a month, all three armies attacking the Spirit Realm, Netherworld, and Demon Realm have been halted. If this news were to spread, it would surely make other realms' powerful beings laugh themselves silly. They might even think we are all useless."

A cold voice echoed in their ears, filled with obvious dissatisfaction.

"Now that Māhārātrī has fallen, and the Demon Overlord is gone, the three realms are at our mercy. Losing such a battle despite having this advantage... The commander who led these armies should be punished!"

"Humph! Rākṣasa King, what audacity you have. This time, it was Void who commanded the army as the vanguard. He and us are of the same level; it's not something you can just order," spoke a slender figure with a mocking tone. Clearly, she had some disagreement with the Rākṣasa King.

"Besides, Void isn't the useless fellow you say he is. I heard that on the first day, he killed one of the Nine True Demon Ancestors, the Picture Demon. The reason for not expanding the battle was simply because there were too many opponents. After all, only Void's army entered the three realms. Even if our域外天魔 have been resting and recuperating over these years, how can you expect just Void to conquer the entire realm?"

"You..."

"Enough! Rākṣasa King and Māhārātrī, please stop quarreling. Although the three realms are stronger now, we still need to work together to fully occupy them. Even if there's a rift between you two, please consider the bigger picture," an elderly voice echoed, carrying both consolation and dissatisfaction.

"Hmph! Let us not waste words. Void alone cannot face all the powerful beings in the three realms. But with our addition, how can that be?"

A fierce voice resounded, its owner's appearance indistinct but clearly much taller than a regular Demon Overlord. With horns on his head and red light emanating from his eyes, an overwhelming aura of violence rose.

"Hmph! Rākṣasa King, why the anger? Although the ancient seal has been lifted, the current strength of the realm portals cannot support all of us. Otherwise, Void would not have won first place. We just need to wait," Māhārātrī's voice was calm and unhurried.

"Humph! That is true, but what about the situation with the Heavenly Witch Goddess?"

"Humph! You don't need to worry. The seal on the Demon Pool has been successfully removed, and our original plan was accurate. After years of refining her body with demonic energy, the Heavenly Witch Goddess has transformed into a域外天魔 and will soon join us. Perhaps she'll even be the strongest," a sinister laugh filled the air.

"Humph! Fellow Daoist Seven-Hole, why are you so happy? Although the Heavenly Witch Goddess is formidable, the mutations brought about by demonification vary in strength. She may not become our leader," another voice disagreed.

"Enough of these trivial matters. Let's return and prepare for battle. The fall of Māhārātrī doesn't mean we can easily conquer the three realms; they are vast with many talented individuals."

The old tree sighed, his words carrying a hint of enlightenment.

"The old tree speaks wisely. There are some tricky characters in the three realms, so we should be cautious."

"Foolish! Apart from Māhārātrī, I don't believe any existence in the three realms can stop us. If you're as timid as mice, let me take on the next battle," the Dragon King's booming voice echoed with impatience.

Before anyone could respond, he transformed into a black meteor and smashed through the hall, vanishing into the void.

The remaining demons exchanged glances.

"This Dragon King is still so arrogant."

"So what? Having such fools leading the charge isn't bad either."

"Mmm, that's true. With Void in front and now the Dragon King joining us, their strength should be enough to keep the three realms busy, causing chaos. We just need to rest and prepare ourselves."

"Also, with the Heavenly Witch Goddess waking up soon, her power will suffice to command the Demon Serpent King's army."

"I've said before; the Heavenly Witch Goddess is most likely to become one of us. Would she be willing to be underutilized?"

"Humph! That's true, but if she wants to become a leader like the Flying Demon Ancestor, she needs our recognition. Let's see if this goddess has what it takes."

"And what about Cloud Fairy? Is it really wise to discard her?"

"Humph! I made that promise just to have her remove the ancient seal. With her strength, thinking of becoming a Flying Demon Ancestor is sheer madness. Besides, with the Demon Serpent King's demise, she shares some blame as well. Not bothering with her and discarding her was already generous."

"That makes sense. Let us return and urge our subordinates to set up more spatial array formations. We need to expand the realm portals quickly; I've long wanted to see how things are in the three realms."
第三千八百二十四章 寒潭

"King of the Seven Apertures, even if you don't say this, we would still do it. After a million years have passed, who wouldn't be interested in the Three Realms?"

All the域外天魔 fell into silence. The last failure was too distant, leaving only their ancient memories behind. Their longing for the Three Realms was intense.

---

This had nothing to do with Lin Xuan at present. He still remained in that mysterious space.

Chaos had already fallen. More accurately, it had been devoured by the small ball of fur as food. The crisis was over, but Lin Xuan found that leaving this place wouldn't be easy.

Indeed, cultivation experts at the Tribulation Transcending stage could tear through the void. But the spatial laws here were entirely different from what he remembered.

They were worlds apart.

In such a case, forcibly tearing through the void would likely result in falling into space-time turbulence, even if it meant not returning to Rain桐World. There was an 80% chance of that happening.

Although his current strength wouldn't lead to his demise, the outcome here would be much worse than being trapped in this mysterious small space.

Between two evils, Lin Xuan's cautious nature naturally wouldn't allow him to take such a risk.

After failing his attempts, Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and began deep thinking. To leave, he needed to understand the spatial laws of this small space first.

But that was far from simple. Unless... unless he was a domain powerhouse!

With the aid of a domain, understanding these unfamiliar spatial laws would be possible.

The thought sparked in his mind, and Lin Xuan felt a surge of excitement. After all, with both infants and the pill now at higher stages, his cultivation power had surpassed that of most experts of the same rank. In terms of quantity and density, it even outshone Loose Immortals, Demon Kings, and True Demons.

Having reached the peak of cultivation, he needed to understand domains next. This was something Lin Xuan had planned from the start.

With the Peaches of Immortality, all that was needed was a suitable place.

Lin Xuan turned his head. This wasn't a paradise; for most cultivators, it was an extremely harsh environment with mixed qi, demonic qi, and demon spirit qi.

Just like at the beginning of the Primordial Era, primordial energy remained intertwined.

Others might feel uncomfortable, but to Lin Xuan, this environment was just fine. The demonic qi, spiritual qi, and demon spirit qi corresponded well with his two infants and pill.

Here, he wouldn't feel constrained; instead, his strength could be more freely utilized, almost like being in an ideal setting.

---

So choosing to understand the domain here seemed like a good option.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan made up his mind. Come what may, he would stay here and understand the domain.

Firstly, he needed a suitable place.

He turned his head, finding nothing but emptiness around him—no mountains or trees in sight. Where should he establish his abode?

This was the first challenge before Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan flew forward to find a proper place for seclusion.

---

Meanwhile, in Rain桐World.

Moon and Little Butterfly floated mid-air.

In front of them were a group of域外天魔 wearing black armor.

These celestial demons had bizarre appearances. Some had three legs and six arms; others had eight or more wings on their bodies. Still, some were covered with various-sized eyes, while one even had only one head.

Their aura fluctuated wildly as they looked at the two girls with malicious intent, seeing them merely as prey...

Although the spiritual realm's cultivators organized a counterattack,域外天魔 still roamed freely everywhere.

Moon's face showed impatience. The young master was chasing the precious snake and had lost contact with her. Over these dozen days of searching in vain, they had encountered seven or eight waves of mischievous域外天魔.

Moon didn't like killing innocents but naturally wouldn't be pleased with these celestial demons.

Finding the young master already made her agitated; these guys kept纠缠ing her.

"Die!"

With a wave of her jade hand, ghostly mists surged forth. The玄阴宝盒 glinted and transformed into a blade-like treasure.

Holding it lightly, she swung it diagonally forward.

Instantly, bright blade light appeared.

On the blade, countless ghost faces floated, sending shivers down one's spine!

"Uh-oh! They're feigning weakness to attack. They are old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage."

The域外天魔 were alarmed and fled in all directions.

But soon, they realized that the scenery around them was distorting, revealing themselves to be within an illusory realm.

Of course, Little Butterfly didn't stand idly by; she supported Moon's battle.

---

Although the域外天魔 had far greater strength than their peers, this small group lacked any strong individuals. How could they defeat Moon and Little Butterfly? They all fell in short order.

"Ah!"

Moon sighed. Though victorious, she showed no joy but a gloomy expression: "I wonder where the young master is right now?"

"Moon, don't worry. Brother Lin's strength has changed dramatically. Even with the precious snake severely injured, he can't defeat him. As for the域外天魔, they wouldn't be able to stop him either. Besides, due to our contract, if Brother Lin truly faces danger, we would know. So you shouldn't worry too much," Little Butterfly advised.

"True, but..."

"All right! No need to say more. The most pressing matter is finding a suitable place for us to settle down. Roaming around outside makes it easy to encounter域外天魔. While ordinary cultivators aren't afraid, strong demons would be troublesome."

"Okay!"

Despite her concern for Lin Xuan, Little Butterfly's words made sense. She decided to follow her advice.

The two girls shot off into the distance with a faint green glow surrounding them.

---

Meanwhile, in that mysterious space.

Lin Xuan no longer used his遁光 and landed on the ground.

Before him was a small cold pond.

Though it looked like a pond, its size was minuscule—only half an acre. Its shape was quite regular, resembling a large well.

The surroundings were barren; there wasn't even any greenery or visible terrain.

This was the only piece of land Lin Xuan found in this void space.

While peculiar, it clearly wasn't suitable for establishing his abode.

Since he had no better options, this was where he faced his next challenge. The mysterious space wasn't large, and after thorough exploration, he hadn't found a better location.
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The mysterious space was peculiar, reminiscent of the chaos at the beginning of time as described in ancient texts. Lin Xuan gazed at the barren landscape before him and eventually his eyes settled on the strange cold spring.

This small cold spring might not seem remarkable from the surface, but Lin Xuan instinctively sensed something unusual about it.

Should he venture down to explore further?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he pondered this. After a moment, he flicked his sleeve, summoning an enormous puppet ape. He pointed a finger at his brow and pulled out a thread of divine consciousness from there, which vanished into the puppet’s body.

Soul possession!

Of course, compared to Lin Xuan's formidable divine awareness, this tiny thread was insignificant. Although Lin Xuan had grown much stronger than before, prudence in such an unknown space was always wise.

The puppet leaped into the cold spring while Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to regulate his breath.

However, he quickly opened his eyes with a calm expression, only to mutter to himself: "Hmph, there's something strange here. A level 10x puppet hasn't been able to contact me so quickly." Even its detached spirit fragment failed to escape. For Lin Xuan, who possessed vast divine consciousness, such a loss was trivial.

Despite the short time, the puppet seemed to have sensed an expansive space beneath the cold spring. Though he wasn’t sure of the exact reason, this information piqued his interest enough for him to explore further.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan jumped into the cold spring. His protective qi shield activated as intricate patterns emerged on his body. With his profound magical power, the protective shield was formidable, not inferior even to top-grade ancient treasures.

However, upon entering the cold spring, Lin Xuan felt an icy chill. The protective shield couldn’t block the strange coldness from penetrating through.

This situation didn't often occur, and the puppet hadn’t encountered it before. Lin Xuan was startled but remained calm; such minor incidents were nothing compared to his previous experiences.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as auras of five colors—Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire—surrounded him. The fire enveloped him, turning his body into a brilliant azure hue.

A loud crackling sound entered his ears as an incredible scene unfolded: the Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire transformed into armor, covering Lin Xuan’s entire body.

The coldness significantly diminished. Lin Xuan's Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire had been refined from primordial Yin energy and could manipulate extreme cold laws; it provided enough protection against such minor coldness.

With this trouble resolved, Lin Xuan continued his descent. Suddenly, a light "tsk" sound reached his ears as several icy rays flew past him with a piercing sound. He turned to see a series of flying needles approaching from the side.

This area was devoid of cultivators; what could be causing these attacks?

Despite his surprise, Lin Xuan’s actions didn’t slow down. He flicked his sleeve and summoned several sword qi threads. The clinking sounds easily blocked the needle-like法宝.

Over time, Lin Xuan encountered more unexpected attacks but managed to evade them all with ease. Suddenly, he felt a reduction in pressure as light flooded ahead. He had reached the bottom of the cold spring.

A vast underground chamber appeared before him. This was an underground cave where the cold spring was located above it, held aloft by some strange force, ensuring no water dripped inside.

"Hmm, this is...?"

Lin Xuan suddenly brightened as he rushed forward. The ground was covered with intricate patterns; there was a formation here.

Considering the size of the cold spring, chaos couldn’t have stayed here. Could there be other cultivators in this mysterious space?

This thought brought both excitement and caution to Lin Xuan’s mind. However, his concerns were unnecessary as he soon realized that the formation wasn't set up by anyone but naturally formed.

Indeed, a natural object with effects similar to those of a cultivated formation.

Miniature River and Mountain Map.

Lin Xuan’s face lit up in joy. This was a legendary treasure.

While its power might not be impressive, it contained countless primitive laws of nature, greatly aiding the understanding of his domain.

His luck truly ran good; Lin Xuan couldn’t hide his happiness. Knowing that he had obtained the Miniature River and Mountain Map after receiving the immortal peach fruit, his chances of comprehending his domain would increase significantly.

He searched thoroughly in the cave but found no other issues. He then sat cross-legged to rest and recuperate. However, this wasn't for domain comprehension; his immediate priority was to recover from his recent battles.

After sitting down, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, causing a dazzling light to flash before him. Numerous bottles and jars appeared in front of him—his collected spirit pills.

He uncorked one and the fragrance spread as he swallowed it without hesitation. A warm sensation rose from his dantian as he began to regulate his breath.

...

Time passed like water; more than half a year had elapsed since then. Lin Xuan opened his eyes, noticeably rejuvenated compared to before. After this period of recuperation, his injuries were almost healed.

Though not at peak condition, he was no longer in danger. However, Lin Xuan wasn’t satisfied and quickly began stabilizing his realm. Since the妖丹had already advanced, it wasn’t difficult; he proceeded smoothly.

...

As time passed, the Three Realms fell into a more intense conflict. After a period of relative calm, all realms—spiritual, demonic, and阴司地府—faced significant setbacks. More域外天魔appeared, and everyone realized that the previous outsiders were just vanguards.

The news was a huge blow to morale. In one battle, even the Whale King perished.

(幼狮书盟.)
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Right, the Great Whale King!

One of the three great demon kings in the Spirit Realm, a powerful figure from the depths of the sea, renowned for his bravery.

Despite the one-on-one duel, he was defeated and lost his life there. This was a significant blow to the morale of the Spirit Realm.

This statement was not mere idle talk. Although the Demonic Realm had faced similar setbacks before, with the True Demon Ancestor, Huamoniang, falling in battle, back then, several powerful outsiders were involved in attacking her. However, this time, it was just one opponent facing the Great Whale King alone.

The tragedy did not end there. Soon after, shocking news spread that one of the three wandering immortals, Guohongzi, had also fallen to his enemies.

Like a bolt from the blue!

Or rather, a致命打击.

Now, with the previous Wastetoad King and these two fallen wandering immortals and demon kings, only half remained in just a few years. They were all acknowledged as the top-tier powerhouses of the Spirit Realm.

If even they couldn't defeat the域外天魔, did that mean there was no way to handle these interdimensional monsters?

The situation in the Spirit Realm had become extremely precarious.

This wasn't an isolated incident; both the Ancient Demonic Realm and the Netherworld were seeing a surge of domain outsiders. The conditions on all three interfaces were deteriorating.

Who could turn this tide?

Mortals began to miss entities like the Asura King, whose brilliance was unmatched. In days gone by, even facing true immortals, she shone brightly, and with such an existence, the Three Realms would not have suffered repeated defeats.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had no idea of what was happening outside. At this moment, he was still diligently training in that frigid pond.

Time lost its meaning here, especially in this dark, sunless pond.

On this day, Lin Xuan finally opened his eyes.

Fifty years had passed since he entered the frigid pond.

Long?

Perhaps!

But for a cultivator at his stage, it wasn't long at all. A mere blink of an eye!

Now not only was his injury healed, but both his元婴 realms were solidified. His strength had grown significantly from before.

He could say that things were vastly different now.

However, Lin Xuan would not be content with this. Next, he needed to comprehend the domain.

Not just to escape this mysterious space; with a domain, he would have the confidence to face Ice Spirit and seize the last cosmetic box among the Asura Seven Treasures.

Although he knew that she was formidable, for Yue'er's sake, he had no choice but to try.

Fortunately, it wasn't time to challenge Ice Spirit just yet. The immediate task was to purify this flawed peach first.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a delicate jade box appeared.

Without any warning, a layer of white mist emerged from the air.

Ten Thousand Year Cold Jade!

No, it should be the essence within the cold jade; itself an extraordinary treasure.

If stored with heavenly materials and earth treasures inside, there would be no loss of medicinal properties.

Lin Xuan's expression turned serious. Purification was something he had mastered, but this peach was one of the Three Divine Fruits in the cultivation world, on par with the divine fruits of the Immortal Realm in terms of grade.

The success or failure of purifying such a treasure was uncertain.

But how could he know without trying?

Fortunately, he had another complete peach. So even if this purification failed, it wouldn't leave him in dire straits.

Of course, that was the worst-case scenario.

If successful, with two divine peaches and this miniature map of the river valley, his chances of comprehending the domain would be so high as to make ordinary cultivators drool.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began a serious meditation.

But this time, it wasn't for cultivation; he was adjusting himself, ensuring that his qi, spirit, and essence were at their peak. Only then could purification have a better chance of success.

Half an hour later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

His expression showed no surprise or joy. He pointed a finger towards the jade box above him.

"Thud," a sound reached his ears as light radiated out. Before he could fully see what was inside, a refreshing aroma wafted from the box.

A whiff made one feel refreshed, and that scent seemed somewhat similar to ordinary peaches.

Lin Xuan waved his hand, and the peach flew over.

Upon closer inspection, he noticed several faint spots on its surface, with a slightly darker hue.

No doubt, these were due to flaws in the peach.

Now, it was time to purify it.

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, his hands stacked at his dantian. The peach was held between them, cradled in his palms.

Inside him, the dantian and qi sea glowed as two元婴 sat cross-legged, while his true spirit and inner core floated slowly.

Below this was a dazzling sea of spiritual energy, boundless.

Further away, the blue starry sea shone even more brightly. Countless light points rotated slowly, like stars in the universe.

Then, these countless light points began to move, flowing along the meridians into his palms and finally entering the peach.

...

A month later, Lin Xuan opened his eyes again.

The time required for purification was much longer than expected, and the number of light points needed was astonishing.

Lin Xuan had purified countless top-grade elixirs before, but even the highest grade could not compare to what he faced now. The scale of the blue starry sea matched his cultivation power, and like his power, it could be recovered through meditation. Otherwise, such a long time would have been unbearable.

However, the difficulty of purification was far beyond his expectations. Silver light points were useful for removing impurities but couldn't expel them from the peach.

Logically, Lin Xuan had mastered purification since he began his cultivation journey. Yet, despite trying countless methods, it remained futile.

Despair filled him.

Was all this effort in vain, with purification still failing?

Lin Xuan's expression was extremely grim. It wasn't just about the wasted effort; losing one divine peach would significantly reduce his chances of comprehending the domain.

Damned if there was no way out!

An idea flashed through his mind as he recalled the Five Dragon Seal in the blue starry sea.

No, it should be the Hundred Spirit Seal that suited better. This treasure clearly had a connection to the blue starry sea. Would it aid purification?

Lin Xuan didn't know; he had never tried before.

At this point, with no other options, trying seemed like a low-risk endeavor.

Better to try and fail than not try at all!

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan split a thread of his spirit and directed it towards the Hundred Spirit Seal.

No reaction.

Lin Xuan wasn't discouraged; he tried again.

Still, there was no response.

He continued, trying over ten times before considering giving up. However, just as he did, something unexpected happened.
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Not a single hint of change. A loud "whoosh" echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, the sound coming from deep within his识海. Even without preparation, it nearly knocked him unconscious.

This was still because his spiritual energy and divine consciousness far exceeded that of his peers, and his physical body was incredibly resilient. Otherwise, a regular late-stage cultivator might have perished right there.

Lin Xuan merely felt dizzy.

Taking a deep breath, the discomfort gradually faded away.

At this moment, within his dantian, everything was in turmoil.

The originally lifeless Five Dragon Seal suddenly began to rotate slowly... not quickly at first, but continuously accelerating.

As the treasure moved, the blue star sea's light points also became agitated.

Soon, the Five Dragon Seal—no, it should be the Hundred Spirit Seal—sped up further. Its surface blurred and transformed into a massive golden vortex.

Though called a vortex, it resembled a black hole more closely, just in pure gold color.

Whoosh...

The strange sound was heard again, but this time Lin Xuan had prepared himself, so he felt no discomfort. The silver light points, like whales sucking water, quickly disappeared into the vortex.

This wasn't over yet. Soon, the terrifying suction force spread to the spirit energy sea beneath his two infant dantians and the primordial energy ocean. Waves surged, and the spiritual energy in the ocean was rapidly devoured and absorbed.

"What's happening..."

Lin Xuan had not anticipated such a change, feeling both surprised and extremely displeased.

He miscalculated!

Or perhaps he reaped what he sowed.

Originally, he hoped the Hundred Spirit Seal would aid in purification. But it ended up sucking away all the light points and spiritual energy. With this, the purification below would be difficult to sustain, making failure inevitable.

However, before he could fully grasp this thought, an unexpected change occurred.

The strange sound echoed again, but this time there seemed something different. Lin Xuan had no time to discern it as the vortex transformed by the Hundred Spirit Seal began rotating in reverse.

Simultaneously, countless golden light points emerged from within, like a reverse feeding.

Yes, golden light points, even more brilliant than the silver ones.

Lin Xuan vaguely felt a sense of familiarity. How could he describe it? It was akin to the blue star sea perfectly merging with his spiritual energy.

He couldn't pinpoint exactly what had changed, but these transformed golden light points were clearly extraordinary.

What would happen if they were used for purification?

This thought flashed through Lin Xuan's mind. Since he hadn't tried them before, he didn't know.

Purification of the holy peach was already on the brink of failure. With no other options, Lin Xuan decided to take a risk and try it out.

Acting on this idea, he guided those golden light points toward the holy peach.

...

In an instant, over two weeks passed.

On that day, laughter echoed in the cold pool.

"Haha! There's always a way. I finally succeeded."

Lin Xuan held the holy peach in his hand; all its spots were gone. The surface of the peach became smooth and gleamed like jade, emitting a refreshing aroma.

However, this alone didn't make Lin Xuan so ecstatic.

What amazed him was that after successful purification, the peach's surface inexplicably gained nine new spirit runes, golden and silver in color, mysterious to the extreme.

With his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn't determine their origin but felt they were beneficial to him.

Of course, all this was speculation.

Mastering the domain was a must for Lin Xuan; he could not afford any mistakes. Therefore, he had to test the peach's effects before making a decision.

His mind raced.

Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and raised his right hand, carefully cutting off a fingernail-sized piece from the holy peach.

He then swallowed it whole.

Gulp...

As soon as he ingested it, Lin Xuan felt the substance melt into a warm current flowing through his body via the extraordinary meridians.

It was cozy and comfortable.

However, very quickly, Lin Xuan's consciousness began to blur.

He struggled not to fall asleep, but even with his iron willpower, it proved futile. He remained drowsy for a short while before finally succumbing to sleep.

"Where am I?"

Lin Xuan found himself in a void, surrounded by darkness. But soon, stars twinkled around him, seemingly... like the expanse of space.

Or perhaps... a new interface.

Recalling his intention to test the effects of the purified holy peach, he had eaten a tiny piece and arrived here...

So...

Everything before his eyes was not real but akin to an illusion?

A fingernail-sized holy peach had such power.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. The effect far exceeded his expectations.

Such an opportunity could not be missed. He quickly held his breath, sensing the laws of this space.

In a short while, a tea time passed...

But there was no reaction.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan opened his eyes, showing a hint of surprise on his face.

After such a long time, he didn't even sense any trace of cosmic laws. This was utterly unreasonable... Lin Xuan hadn't expected to easily comprehend the domain, but failing to sense any cosmic laws at all was too much.

Not only had he advanced to late-stage purgation, but even those early-stage cultivators should have been able to perceive this space's laws.

But now, after so much effort, there were no results.

This was abnormal.

The explanation was clear: this space lacked cosmic laws entirely.

This explanation was shocking.

Yet it was the only reasonable explanation for such a situation.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and had a vague guess. This wasn't real space but an illusion.

By consuming the holy peach, he arrived in a mysterious space akin to an illusion.

And there were no cosmic laws here.

Simply put, it was a blank slate where he could attempt... creating laws.

Like painting, ordinary spaces already brimmed with cosmic laws, like a completed canvas. One might grasp existing laws and proceed accordingly but couldn't modify without the domain.

But this space was different; it was blank, allowing him to create laws.

Though success wasn't guaranteed, such an opportunity was rare.

No matter what, he mustn't miss it.

So next, he would attempt creation.

This was the first step in comprehending the domain. Only by learning to paint on a blank canvas could one modify existing works, which was the secret of domains.
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After thoroughly considering the details, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and was about to delve into comprehending his domain as he had planned. However, at that moment, something unexpected happened.

**Wu…**

The scene before him blurred momentarily, and then Lin Xuan found himself back at the bottom of the cold spring.

He looked at his hands and then glanced around. Sighing, Lin Xuan realized that the Essence Cleansing Fruits he had consumed only a small amount of, so their effects wouldn't last long. Therefore, to continue comprehending them would require more fruits.

But for Lin Xuan, there were actually two choices before him.

One was to keep consuming the purified fruits without pause, hoping they would grant him direct access to his domain without any hindrance.

However, realistically speaking, such a possibility was slim.

Cultivation was about seizing opportunities and also about hard work. The idea of achieving everything in one step was unrealistic.

So, the remaining option was to purify the second Essence Cleansing Fruit he had obtained.

Yes, it was flawless, but that didn't mean it couldn't be purified further. There were many possibilities in the cultivation world, and Lin Xuan wasn't willing to overlook those nine mysterious seals. What kind of changes would a perfect fruit with such seals bring about?

More precious fruits!

Just thinking about them made Lin Xuan's heart race.

Although he didn't have full confidence, trials were necessary. How could one know if it was possible without trying?

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan acted swiftly.

He flicked his sleeve and another jade box flew out. He took the second fruit.

The aroma filled the air as Lin Xuan followed the same method. Blue light points flowed through his meridians, and he divided some of his divine essence to drive the Hundred Birds Seal…

Days passed in a flash.

A sigh reached his ears.

This purification attempt ended in failure.

This peach had already been flawless; there was no way it could be purified further. Lin Xuan tried his best but couldn't imprint those nine spirit patterns onto it.

All for naught!

Fortunately, the fruit remained unharmed despite the failed purification.

No loss, no gain.

Perhaps this was the only收获.

Contentment was a virtue, and Lin Xuan didn't let himself be discouraged. The Blue Star Sea, though extraordinary, wasn't as crucial as the peach fruits. He had never been one hundred percent confident to begin with.

With a deep breath, Lin Xuan quickly calmed his mind.

Since the second option hadn't worked, there was only one path left: first comprehend the Miniature River and Mountain Map, then consume the fruit.

There were two peaches, so he still had a good chance of comprehending his domain.

With his thoughts settled, Lin Xuan turned to the Miniature River and Mountain Map. The map contained the laws of an entire world; comprehending it would greatly aid his future cultivation.

Time was abundant, allowing him to ponder thoroughly.

Lin Xuan released all his divine essence into the map.

Its complexity was staggering. If one's realm wasn't high enough, the danger of comprehension could be terrifying—minorly causing confusion in one's divine essence or severely leading to bodily destruction. After all, this tiny map encompassed a world's worth of laws.

Lin Xuan’s divine essence had long surpassed that of true immortals and was no less than that of his former Arrogant Demon King self.

Despite this, he remained cautious.

In an instant, Lin Xuan turned into a lifeless statue.

Seated motionlessly, it appeared as if time itself had come to a standstill.

**Winter gave way to spring, summer ended, and autumn returned. Time passed swiftly, but in the mysterious cold spring, no sense of passage of time could be felt; it seemed like an eternal moment.**

Due to prolonged inactivity, Lin Xuan's body was covered with layers of sand… or perhaps dust would be a more fitting description after so long.

One day, Lin Xuan finally lifted his head.

It appeared as if the ancient statue had come back to life.

**Huff!**

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and expelled the stale air from his lungs. His expression was one of immense relief; after a century of effort, he had finally comprehended it.

The laws of an entire world contained within the Miniature River and Mountain Map were now clear to Lin Xuan.

Such a vast treasure was beyond measure.

With this newfound understanding, his chances of comprehending his domain increased significantly.

A smile played on Lin Xuan's lips as he retrieved another peach fruit.

The aroma was overwhelming, and the nine spirit patterns stood out prominently.

This time, instead of using his fingernail to pick up a small portion, Lin Xuan swallowed it whole, like gulping down an entire peach.

**Boom!**

A loud noise filled his ears, and before him, it seemed as if thunder rumbled. Lin Xuan's consciousness became hazy, and then he found himself back in the mysterious interface.

Darkness enveloped everything, but far away, stars shone brightly, like a primordial universe.

Lin Xuan closed his eyes and began to sense deeply. Indeed, there were no laws here; it was as blank as a piece of paper, allowing him to freely paint on it.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with excitement, knowing the value of this opportunity. Such an excellent chance shouldn't be wasted.

After some thought, Lin Xuan's hands began to move in the air.

The temperature around him dropped significantly.

Snowflakes as large as goose feathers fell from the sky, and the world was soon covered in a silver blanket. Darkness was driven away, and within a few miles, everything turned into an icy landscape.

But Lin Xuan wasn't satisfied.

This was merely manipulating ice and snow; it didn't constitute the extreme cold law. How could he create such a law?

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead as he pondered continuously.

The spells in his hands kept changing, and the divine essence he released fluctuated wildly.

Strong winds danced around him.

Snowflakes fell more fiercely than ever before.

But to no avail.

No matter how much snow there was, it couldn't create a new law.

Even though Lin Xuan had understood the Miniature River and Mountain Map, creating a domain's laws wasn't as simple as copying them. It required adapting to the timing, location, and circumstances; otherwise, even if he created a new law, it would only be a superficial imitation, fooling people but failing against true masters.

Lin Xuan wouldn't do such foolish things. He wanted his domain to be perfect.

**First attempt: Extreme Cold Law**

After this failed attempt, Lin Xuan showed no disappointment on his face.

A domain was so profound; how could one expect it to be comprehended in a single step?

One failure wasn't significant.

The key was not to lose confidence and continue trying with persistence.

With these thoughts in mind, he shouted loudly and punched forward.
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Boom!

A fierce gale arose, and an astonishing force erupted from his fist, extending towards the far distance. It eventually transformed into a massive golden vortex.

Though dazzling to behold, no trace of the Law could be seen.

Lin Xuan sighed. Indeed, mastering a domain was not something that could be achieved in one fell swoop. He must try gradually.

Fortunately, he had consumed the entire Holy Peach Fruit this time, giving him ample time.

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed and once againmobilize internal cultivation power。

"Rumble! Rumble! Rumble!"

He delivered three consecutive punches forward.

But it was futile.

The force emitted from his fist, though formidable, could not naturally evolve into the Law of Force. Lin Xuan spent half a day trying but ended in failure.

Clearly, relying on brute strength to comprehend this would be unrealistic.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and fell into deep thought.

What should he do next?

Time was scarce, so he had to try and understand simultaneously.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan clutched his hands together.

Boom!

A thunderous sound entered his ears.

"Rise!"

Following a loud shout, without any warning, terrifying flames appeared everywhere.

Then those flames converged in the center.

Hundreds of fire serpents appeared before him, each one astonishingly long, seeming capable of swallowing the heavens and earth.

Lin Xuan was still unsatisfied. He took a deep breath, and with his deep inhalation, the serpents' hisses echoed.

The serpents shook their heads and tails, then grew horns and began to transform into dragons... but they failed, ending up as water dragons instead.

Lin Xuan's face showed no surprise or joy. His hands continued to move rapidly.

This time, the hand seals he formed were incredibly mysterious, hinting at Daoist energy.

Then, divine light shone brightly, and a voice like that of an immense bell filled his ears. The incantations Lin Xuan uttered became increasingly ancient.

Tiny beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. Clearly, even with his current strength, commanding such secret techniques was extremely challenging.

However, as Lin Xuan continued to act, something incredible happened.

Water and fire complemented each other!

The temperature around him began to drop, the flames gradually fading into a deep blue, emitting an inconceivable aura.

Fire started transforming into water.

It was well known that water and fire were opposite elements in the Five Elements. However, Lin Xuan sought to create a Law where fire turned into water.

Though seemingly impossible, domains could achieve such feats.

As time passed, the temperature around him continued to drop, and his incantations grew more urgent.

"Break!"

With another loud shout, Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward.

The flames surged upward. A deep blue glow emerged, trying to fully transform into water.

Puff...

But in the end, it ended in failure.

Lin Xuan sighed but showed no sign of disappointment on his face; instead, he seemed pleased.

This attempt failed again, yes.

But Lin Xuan had not gained nothing from this effort. On the contrary, he felt that he had found the key to comprehending domains.

Forget about the Law of Force for now. Discussing temporal and spatial rules was premature at this stage.

The Five Elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—were fundamental.

Clarifying their basic rules would pave the way for deeper understanding.

Simply put, it was a gradual process.

Earlier, he tried to make water and fire complement each other but failed. However, there was only one step left between them.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath.

He clutched his hands together, and a thunderous sound echoed in his ears.

All around him, the space was filled with shimmering waves.

The waters were overwhelming!

The waves were incredibly bright.

And Lin Xuan stood at their center, like a water deity.

This time, he would reverse the process, turning water into fire. He moved his hands like butterflies, emitting hand seals from his fingertips.

Thus, Lin Xuan labored tirelessly as time quietly slipped away...

...

Lin Xuan hovered in an ethereal space, faraway stars twinkling. In this mysterious illusion, only Lin Xuan existed; no other life forms were present.

He stood still like a statue.

Suddenly, without any warning, he opened his eyes.

Then, with a hand clench, waves surged forth. Lin Xuan appeared as a water deity, wielding immense power in every movement.

He raised his hands and shot out a hand seal toward the front.

A loud crack echoed, and strange, eerie howls filled his ears.

Water dragons, sea horses, and various other aquatic beasts appeared before him.

Some were as massive as mountains, while others resembled hummingbirds. The sheer number was astonishing; it could be considered thousands upon thousands.

"Rumble!"

Following another shout, an incredible scene unfolded.

All the water turned into fire.

The water dragons transformed into fire dragons. Just moments ago, they had been blue sea creatures, now spewing flames from their mouths.

Water and fire complemented each other in nature but underwent a perfect transformation here.

In all three realms, across time and space, only domains could achieve this step.

Of course, achieving this did not mean Lin Xuan had mastered the domain. At best, he had touched its threshold, still far from true comprehension.

Though he successfully transformed water into fire, there was still a noticeable lag in the process. This required more practice.

The transformation of water and fire was merely a beginning. Next, Lin Xuan aimed to master the Five Elements—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—allowing their transformations at will.

Lin Xuan's face no longer showed joy; he needed to work harder.

He took a deep breath, his hands moving rapidly.

Incantations shot out from his fingertips...

...

The path of cultivation was arduous, time passing swiftly. Lin Xuan had been tirelessly practicing and comprehending for an indeterminate period.

Hard work paid off.

Lin Xuan had already touched the threshold of domains. As they say, the hardest part is getting started; with this breakthrough, progress became much easier. It could be called a natural progression.

Finally, he mastered metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—each element thoroughly understood. Then Lin Xuan began to explore new Laws...

This was just the beginning. His goal was to create a domain akin to the miniature river map, mastering its laws until his own domain became fully comprehended.
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The Spirit Realm.

Since the interface portal opened, the Spirit Realm had been plunged into a state of constant alert. Countless minor interfaces were overrun by域外天魔 from beyond the realm, flooding in with large numbers.

In a short time, calamity descended upon the realm, and countless lives perished. The losses were incalculable.

The Spirit Realm was not without organized resistance. Great cultivators had made efforts to fight back, but unfortunately… they were outnumbered and outmatched.

Facing域外天魔 who had prepared for millions of years, the Spirit Realm's counterattacks seemed feeble and inadequate.

Setting aside the ordinary great cultivators,

just a few months later, King Whale and Lone鸿 had both fallen. These two were top-tier experts among the wandering immortals and demons, capable of shaking the Three Realms with just a footstep.

Since ancient times, they had been revered by all cultivators.

Now, their deaths seemed almost like a joke, so absurd as to be unbelievable. Yet it was true.

Moreover, King Ten Thousand Serpents had already fallen before them.

The wandering immortals and demons considered the highest combat strength of the Spirit Realm were now reduced to half.

This was a huge blow.

From then on, while the Spirit Realm did not show cowardice or fear, the morale hit was so severe that it made one want to weep.

Even Rain桐 Immortal could not turn the tide.

Though she was comparable to a true immortal, she could only ensure that域外天魔 were less common in her domain. As for other minor interfaces,

Rain桐 had no spare resources to handle them all. Many were tainted by the域外天魔, and some even completely fell, becoming new demonic realms.

---

Wind痕 Realm!

This was one of many minor interfaces within the Spirit Realm. In terms of overall strength, it was neither weak nor strong; its ranking was average.

Ten years had passed since the invasion by域外天魔. Wind痕 Realm had not been entirely overrun, but the areas tainted by demons now made up about half of the interface.

The situation was extremely severe. The surviving cultivators in this realm had long put aside their differences and joined forces with humans and beasts to fight against the enemy. They formed an organization called the Heavenly Dao Alliance.

To prevent the expansion of域外天魔, they set up a grand array using various cities as bases, combining it with阵法 and banners. This array was used both to resist the demons and reclaim lost territories.

However, it wasn't easy.

The域外天魔 were indeed much stronger than expected. Their cultivation techniques were peculiar, and their forms could change endlessly.

Each demon head's strength far surpassed that of a cultivator at the same stage. Even tiered challenges were not uncommon.

Moreover, among the demons were many skilled in阵法. While this array did provide some resistance, defeating the域外天魔 was nothing but a dream.

Even just maintaining their current territories seemed impossible; it could only delay things to a certain extent.

---

A vast plain lay before them, with the sky growing dark. Suddenly, a bright light appeared on the horizon, followed by a loud whistling sound as hundreds of streaks of light emerged and rushed towards this direction at incredible speed.

The people in these streaks ranged in age from old to young, some already elderly, others barely into their twenties. Their faces were filled with panic as they pushed their speed to the limit.

However, as time passed, those with weaker cultivation couldn't keep up and were falling behind.

"Brother, this can't continue. We haven't rested for three days. Dust's power is almost depleted. If we don't stop, even our juniors will exhaust themselves."

The old man in the black robe was filled with worry.

"Is it possible that my司徒 family has lost its传承 here?"

Another old man sighed, equally frustrated.

"I understand your situation, but we can't just sit idly by. Dust's cultivation is low, but he is our family's hope. If they all perish here, we will have no face to meet our ancestors in the afterlife."

"Brother, you speak well. No matter what, we must ensure that Dust and his juniors survive. The only way now is for us to fight these monsters with everything we have so that they might escape."

An old woman in white turned her head without hesitation.

"Agreed!"

The old man nodded after a moment of thought. Although he didn't want to die, there was no choice; the survival of his family's lineage required this.

With a loud shout, the three stopped their flight and prepared to confront the demons. However, at that moment, something unexpected happened. An unpleasant noise filled their ears as they turned around.

Before them appeared over a hundred monstrous birds.

These birds were several feet tall, with red flesh crests on their heads, sharp beaks, and talons. They emitted faint black light, looking fierce and ugly.

"Bad news! These are demonicized beasts. We're surrounded! We've been tricked!"

The old man in the black robe was shocked. The other two elders were equally alarmed.

Demonicized beasts referred to creatures that had their nature changed by the域外天魔's dark energy.

Originally, these were beast cultivators, but now they were driven by the域外天魔.

"Grandfather, what should we do?"

The other cultivators were also in a state of panic.

"We have no choice but to fight them."

The old man was a fierce character.

Seeing that demons appeared from all sides and that those behind were making loud buzzing noises, he knew the域外天魔 were closing in.

"Brothers, listen up! We can't hide anywhere now. Cowardice is useless. Pull yourselves together and work as one to carve out a path through blood."

After saying this, the old man waved his sleeves and summoned his treasure—a silver hammer and a shield with a pointed top.

This was a set of defensive and offensive items, though somewhat unconventional. They were likely very powerful.

The old man in the black robe also threw a flying sword into action.

As for the white woman, she spat out a green mist from her mouth.

Her staff, which had been glowing, transformed into a snake writhing on the ground.

Seeing their three grandfathers take out their treasures, the other disciples and juniors, though fearful of the域外天魔, understood that there was no place to hide. With a loud shout, they too summoned their treasures.

In an instant, countless weapons—swords, spears, axes, and more—were revealed. Each treasure emitted different spiritual pressure, but in face of the approaching域外天魔, they seemed so weak.

Woo…

The demonic sounds grew louder as those域外天魔 finally caught up.
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Dark clouds churned, and within them vaguely appeared the forms of demon warriors—some with three heads and six arms, others with a thousand eyes and red feet. Their appearances were grotesque to an extreme.

On one side, the cacophony grew louder as the demonified bird creatures had completely surrounded their opponents.

The enemy was strong while they were weak!

The situation was undoubtedly dire.

A look of worry flashed across the face of the leading elder, but it quickly vanished into nothingness. As the head of the family, if he showed fear and cowardice, the Su徒家's legacy would truly end here.

No matter what, they had to fight their way out at all costs.

Even if he fell, he must ensure that a few promising young members of his clan could escape.

He exchanged glances with the other two elders. They understood each other’s intentions.

"Attack!"

With a loud shout from the leading elder, his two precious items were thrown forward.

Like meteors, they slashed through the dark clouds ahead.

The other two elders did not hesitate either. Their flying swords and dragon-headed canes moved swiftly.

Seeing the three clan elders engage, the remaining disciples, despite their anxiety, could not remain idle. They gritted their teeth and fought with all their might to attack their opponents.

The scene was momentarily grand in its intensity.

"Gag, gag, really don't know when to die!"

A strange laughter echoed from within the dark clouds, followed by a loud demonic sound. Strange black rays burst forth.

Closer inspection revealed that these were various bizarre and unusual treasures.

Wrapped in dark demon energy, they clashed with the法宝s of the human cultivators.

Boom!

The air was filled with explosions as primordial energy surged out. The sky grew even darker.

"Kwa!"

The demonified bird creatures also did not idle. They spat out waves of demon energy from their mouths and joined the attack.

...

"Ahh!"

Cries of pain echoed. In just a few moments, the human cultivators showed signs of defeat, with several unfortunate souls falling.

This was not surprising; the strength of these extraterrestrial demons far surpassed ordinary cultivators, especially now that they were in greater numbers and had the assistance of demon birds.

The battle itself held no suspense from the start.

The key lay in whether they could break through and how many could escape.

Sacrifices were inevitable. But it was worth it if it ensured the continuation of their clan’s legacy.

After a moment, the continuous explosions still echoed. Suddenly, a desperate and angry cry emerged: "Dust... no..."

It was the leading elder—also Su徒尘's grandfather—who cried out in despair. His voice contained boundless sorrow and anger.

Just moments ago, Su徒尘 had been beheaded before his eyes, with even his essence soul failing to escape.

Not only was Dust his grandson, but he was also one of the most promising young members of the clan. Without the demon calamity, he might have led the Su徒家 into a new realm.

But now, everything was lost.

All ambitions and hopes had turned to mirages in an instant.

Living or dying mattered not; watching his grandson fall before him while unable to protect him, as the clan’s prodigy perished, and as the family head could only stand by helplessly—what use was life?

Frustration and despair were evident on their faces. The enemy seemed to have the upper hand, clearly enjoying this game.

Could it be that Su徒家 would truly perish here in this calamity?

Their hearts ached, but it mattered not; in the end, strength spoke louder than anything else in cultivation.

As the situation grew more perilous and despair spread among the cultivators, an unexpected sound filled their ears: "Boom!"

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The previously dark sky suddenly brightened. The light was blinding, akin to a sun blazing overhead.

This strange spectacle alarmed both parties. Domain demons and Su徒家’s cultivators alike were stunned as they looked up.

The anomaly did not disappear.

After the light faded, it quickly turned pitch black again, with no visibility in any direction.

Silence reigned around them.

Then, the light flickered back on.

This cycle repeated three times.

Moreover, the surrounding primordial energy became bizarre. It seemed to be responding to some call, converging from all directions—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth—all rushing towards this point.

Such an anomaly had never been seen by any cultivator or demon before. In shock, they no longer cared about fighting.

Regardless of their cultivation levels, a warning flashed in their minds, urging the cultivators to leave quickly.

However, over time, none did so.

They could not; some unseen force bound them, rendering them immobile. Escape was out of the question.

They could only wait passively.

Despite knowing this wasn't a better choice, they were helpless before that mysterious power.

Too weak, both cultivators and demons felt like ants in comparison at that moment.

Time seemed to move slowly during such moments.

After an indeterminate amount of time, the sky suddenly turned black and white, with these colors continuously flowing.

From afar, it resembled a Taiji symbol.

Then, "Sizzle" sounded. At the intersection of black and white, something inexplicably split apart.

Electric sparks flew!

A crack formed, expanding outward in all directions until it became a half-circle.

"It's an interface channel... no, it should be a spatial vortex. Who crossed over?"

(
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In the pitch-black aura of the demon, a roar echoed. Though these celestial demons from beyond the heavens weren't particularly powerful, their experience was impeccable; they instantly recognized the spatial vortex before them.

Of course, this was also due to their experiences crossing dimensions.

Unlike ordinary spatial channels, bridging the boundary between the outer realm and the spirit world required immense power that left one speechless. "Chapter

And just as he sensed similar energy fluctuations from the spatial vortex in front of him, it meant that the other party wasn't accidentally traversing a small interface within the spirit world; there was an 80% chance they were a powerful entity from some distant realm.

Such beings naturally weren't something to provoke. Given how much outer realm demons were detested—described as vermin on the street—the likelihood of them being enemies rather than allies was high.

With his thoughts swirling, those celestial demons tried to flee but were bound by an enigmatic force, unable to move at all.

The hunter had become prey, and now they finally understood the fear of the unknown.

As for the practitioners from the Si Tu family, their expressions weren't much better. Their experiences didn't match those of the outer realm demons, but they knew that whatever caused such phenomena was no small matter—certainly not something they could contend with.

Their hearts were filled with trepidation as they remained immobile, leaving them to fate.

...

Rumbling echoed ceaselessly in his ears. The spatial vortex churned like silver serpents, and the violent rule fluctuations surged out one after another, seemingly containing some massive creature.

Such a terrifying scene left even the boldest demons pale-faced.

For a full teacup's time, this anomaly persisted.

Suddenly, crackling sounds filled the air as a black lightning pearl shot out from the vortex. Though called a lightning pearl, it was encased in colorful electric arcs.

The force of the lightning and the might of the spiritual pressure were daunting.

Following its split, an ordinary-looking young man emerged.

His body emitted no trace of aura or mana fluctuations; he looked like an ordinary mortal at first glance.

But how could a mere mortal come here?

This thought crossed his mind, causing expressions on both outer realm demons and Si Tu family practitioners to worsen further.

...

"Phew, finally out of that mysterious space."

Lin Xuan turned his head, surveying the surroundings. Green mountains and clear waters, abundant spiritual energy—this was undoubtedly the spirit world.

But he didn't know which small interface they were in.

It mattered not.

As long as he returned to the spirit world with his current strength, traversing between these interfaces would be a piece of cake.

Lin Xuan naturally saw the two groups of practitioners before him. But such beings meant nothing to him, like ants compared to humans; thus, he paid them no mind for now.

Instead, his experiences over the years flowed through his mind.

From chasing the precious snake, to unexpectedly encountering chaos and subsequently killing it in a strange cold pond where he underwent intense cultivation, eventually mastering a domain...

The perils of that journey were hard to recount. The twists and turns were rare even after millennia.

Thinking back now, Lin Xuan felt quite relieved.

Fortunately, all the hardships had become distant memories. Although some setbacks occurred, he had finally mastered his domain.

He was no longer the same as before.

Though he hadn't tested these newfound abilities, Lin Xuan felt reborn. If faced with the precious snake today, even without help, he could easily defeat her.

The statement seemed exaggerated, but Lin Xuan didn't exaggerate; his strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators. With both infants and pills now at a higher stage, coupled with domain mastery, ordinary beings were nothing to him.

Not just ordinary realm experts, even Loose Immortals, Demon Kings, True Demons, and Primordial Beasts posed no challenge for Lin Xuan.

The only exception was Li Yutong and Ice Soul. The spirit world's top expert left a deep impression on Lin Xuan.

Ice Soul always felt mysterious to him.

He hadn't seen them engage in battle, so it was hard to gauge their strength. Apart from these two, other Loose Immortals, Demon Kings, True Demons, and Primordial Beasts were now insignificant to Lin Xuan.

This wasn't out of pride but a complete assessment of his own strength.

Lin Xuan turned his head again, re-examining the surroundings.

Just a fleeting glance earlier.

Now it was time to consider where they were.

The spirit world was clear.

...

Soon, Lin Xuan's attention focused on the dark clouds ahead. Outer realm demons!

His pupils constricted. When he exited through the dimensional portal, he had noticed the demon aura but mistook them for ordinary ancient demons and thus paid no mind.

Now it seemed like a great surprise.

Outer realm demons!

It was well-known that these celestial demons were enemies of all cultivators and rarely appeared in the three realms.

And there were so many of them.

However, as he scanned, Lin Xuan found their strength to be unimpressive. Compared to those he had encountered before, they were on a completely different level—mere ants!

Why they were here intrigued him.

Under Lin Xuan's cold gaze, the outer realm demons felt bitter in their hearts; they weren't fools and clearly understood the hostility in his eyes.

Without knowing if it was mere coincidence, that mysterious force binding them suddenly vanished. They could now move freely.

Overjoyed, these celestial demons seized this opportunity, splitting into several groups to rush off in different directions.

These demons were smart enough to realize that staying together would result in total annihilation; rather than being caught by the other party, they gambled on their luck.

A few lucky ones might escape if they went separate ways. However, Lin Xuan's face showed a sneer: "Fools, thinking you can escape before me? Even if Outer Realm Demon Lord were here, he would still submit willingly. A few puny demons dare to show off in front of me—utterly ignorant of their fate."

Before his words finished, a streak of green light shot out from Lin Xuan's hand and dispersed into the void.

...

In the next moment, those fleeing celestial demon cultivators felt their bodies tighten as the air became as hard as steel. They couldn't move; not only that, but the air compressed towards them from all directions.

(
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"Senior, spare my life!"

The域外魔头 were all in shock. Although they knew such a feeble plea for mercy was unlikely to be effective, with their lives hanging by a thread at this moment, how could they possibly give up the last shred of hope?

Lin Xuan naturally remained indifferent; he would not stoop to such foolishness as East Wall Sage.

The域外天魔 originally were public enemies in all three realms. Soft-hearted treatment was for fools.

Seeing Lin Xuan unaffected by their pleas, the trapped域外魔头 were spurred on by their inner ferocity.

Soft persuasion and persistent pleading had no effect; they could only risk everything!

Roar!

A piercing scream filled the air.

Rolling waves of dark energy emerged, as if ice met fire. Their bodies rapidly disintegrated under this dark energy's embrace, vanishing into thin air in a most eerie manner.

Only their heads remained.

However, these域外魔头 had not perished.

Instead, their presence was even stronger than before, nearly doubling the strength they had shown earlier.

Even the compression of the air was delayed.

This indeed was an incredible secret technique.

But to Lin Xuan, it seemed a bit like showing off in front of a master craftsman.

A faint smile curled at the corners of Lin Xuan's lips. His sleeves fluttered again, but there was no flicker of spiritual light or even a hint of magical波动.

Yet, the power of air compression instantly increased tenfold.

Boom!

The域外魔头 were shocked. But this change came too abruptly for them to react; they all perished under the pressure without their元婴 escaping.

Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered again, as if he was drawing in dark energy like a whale sucking water, and it vanished into his head.

With Lin Xuan's current power, be it spiritual energy, dark energy, or any other magical force, he could easily harness them for himself.

---

The entire process was swift. Though it seemed complicated when described, it did not take long at all.

Beside him, the disciples of the司徒 family were left speechless and awestruck. The formidable enemy they had played with just now appeared as mere ants before this mysterious powerhouse. This greatly震撼ed them while also making their hearts shudder in fear.

Their expressions were extremely respectful.

This was not unusual; if he so much as waved his hand, the司徒 family would be destroyed beyond repair. Facing such a formidable figure, they could never be too careful.

The only comfort was that though his origins were unclear, he clearly belonged to their race. As long as he wasn't overly cruel, they shouldn't face any trouble from him.

Seeing Lin Xuan turn his head, the disciples of the司徒 family hurriedly performed a grand bow: "We offer our respects to senior and thank you for your righteous assistance. Our family will forever be grateful and erect a memorial tablet in your honor upon our return."

"Hmm. Where are we?"

"Why, Senior, how could you not know? This is one of the minor interfaces within the Spirit Realm called the Wind痕界," said the leading elder respectfully.

"Wind痕界, huh?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead: "So many域外天魔 appear here; it seems my time in seclusion has seen significant changes in the Spirit Realm."

"Senior just emerged from your cave after a period of seclusion. That's why..."

The elders of the司徒 family looked relieved and more relaxed, as Lin Xuan’s demeanor was quite amiable.

Though he used his thunderous means to exterminate the域外天魔, it was clear that he wasn't some cruel and tyrannical cultivator.

Their lives should be safe.

If they could act smartly and please this elder, there might be countless benefits.

With such thoughts in mind, the leading elder solemnly spoke: "Senior, I will forever remember your life-saving grace. Great favors are not spoken of; if you have any instructions for me, I will do anything to fulfill them without a single complaint."

"Anything to fulfill? That's unnecessary! Lin Xuan has been sequestered for a long time and knows nothing about the outside world. Fellow Daoist, just tell me that there have been significant changes in the Spirit Realm over these years, and that would be enough."

"You speak too much! I am but a shallow cultivator; I can't provide much help on other matters. But if it's merely gathering some information, I can certainly do so. Whatever you wish to know, I will tell you everything without reservation..."

The leading elder spoke respectfully before attempting to narrate to Lin Xuan.

But Lin Xuan waved his hand: "No need for that!"

Before the words left his mouth, a gust of wind swept out from his sleeves. The elder could not stand firm and was involuntarily propelled towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless as he pressed his hand on the elder’s crown, performing a soul-searching technique.

"What are you doing?"

The disciples of the司徒 family were simultaneously shocked and angry. Acting hastily, they all summoned their treasures; various weapons and magical lights flashed in the air, raining down on Lin Xuan with thunder and fire.

Though there were many, the scene looked impressive. But to Lin Xuan, it was mere overkill.

He smiled slightly, but no movement was visible from his body. Yet, those magical beams stopped mysteriously when they were still several feet away from him.

The disciples were surprised and also felt fear.

Their opponent's strength far exceeded their comprehension.

What could be done?

Some wanted to flee, but even if they managed to escape, they couldn't abandon the clan leader in his hands.

"Senior, what do you want?" the old woman with white hair said coldly.

"I assure you, I have no ill intentions," Lin Xuan's expression was extremely calm.

"You extracted your brother’s soul and still dare to say there are no..."

Though aware that he wasn't someone they could provoke, the old woman's temper flared. But before she could finish her sentence, she abruptly stopped.

Not out of fear, but because she realized something seemed different from what she had imagined.

Under normal circumstances, a soul-searching technique should be extremely painful; it was almost unbearable. Yet, his brother appeared calm and showed no signs of suffering despite being unconscious.

Could it be...

Before this thought could fully form, Lin Xuan's hand shook, and the leading elder was released from his grasp, flying back to him.

The old woman hurriedly caught him.

"Brother, how do you feel?"

"I'm fine; Senior has no ill intentions."

The leading elder quickly stopped any of his disciples or apprentices who were about to act rashly. He didn't want to anger the old monster.

"Do not worry. Lin Xuan and you have no grudge; I wouldn’t harm you. Indeed, I did perform a soul-searching technique, but with my abilities, it was merely out of interest. If I so wish, this technique will cause no harm or aftereffects."
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Unimaginable!

But everything pointed to Lin Xuan's account being the truth.

The leading elder took a deep breath, circulating his power through his meridians secretly. Finding no hindrance, he let out a sigh of relief.

"Alright, by using Soul Search Technique, I've already obtained what I wanted. You guys had nothing to worry about. This treasure will serve as compensation."

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and a flicker of spiritual light appeared before the elder. A peculiar-looking artifact materialized in front of him.

Lin Xuan said no more and instantly enveloped in green luminescence, he sped away from the spot.

...

Watching Lin Xuan disappear, the members of the Si Tu family exchanged glances.

"Brother, are you truly unharmed?"

The white-haired old woman turned her head, her face filled with concern.

"I'm indeed fine. With that senior's strength, if he wanted to harm us, a wave would suffice. I don't think he has any reason to lie."

The leading elder sighed.

"Brother, your words make sense."

Another robed elder no longer remained silent and nodded in agreement as he began to voice his opinion.

"By the way, this person also gave us a treasure before leaving. Brother, take a look at what it is," the white-haired old woman recalled something.

"Alright."

The head of the Si Tu family naturally had no objections.

He hurriedly grabbed the artifact and a flash of spiritual light revealed its true form. It was bent and neither a knife nor a sword, yet the pressure it emitted sent shivers down one's spine.

"What is this..."

The other two elders also stepped forward, exchanging glances with looks of shock in their eyes.

"Such grade ancient treasure would be beyond our Si Tu family's means to acquire even if we pooled all our resources."

"Second Sister is correct. Have you felt the pressure on it? It's astonishing; almost as strong as that of a late-stage Profound Cave realm."

"It could serve as a town-protecting treasure."

"There’s always hope for us, even though Dustling has fallen. With this treasure, we Si Tu family can still rise again."

The three were overjoyed, not expecting Lin Xuan to be so generous.

Their initial dissatisfaction with him dissipated in the face of such good fortune.

"Alright, a great calamity avoided means good luck is sure to follow. There should be no more demonic threats nearby. Let's leave this place as soon as possible."

The leading elder, being the head of the family, quickly regained his composure.

"Brother’s words are right. This area is still in the wilderness with potential dangers. The most pressing matter now is for us to leave and seek refuge within a celestial city where we can continue our lineage under its protective barriers."

The white-haired old woman nodded her head.

Entering a celestial city would inevitably mean being compelled, even forced to undertake dangerous missions. But compared to staying here, it was safer.

In the face of arrogant域外天魔, even renowned sects had to band together for safety. For an obscure family like theirs, only by aligning with a powerful force could they hope to continue their lineage.

They were well aware of this reality and wouldn't change course now that they had narrowly escaped disaster. Thus, under the leading elder's command, the Si Tu family members took some rest before resuming their flight towards the front.

...

On another side,

Lin Xuan’s entire body was enveloped in a streak of light, moving at an incredible speed.

His expression showed no emotion, but deep within him, countless thoughts churned.

Though he had been trapped in that mysterious space for what seemed like many years, Lin Xuan never imagined the Three Realms would undergo such drastic changes in such a short time.

The ancient seal was broken, and域外天魔 invaded.

To be honest, it sounded as fantastical as a fairy tale.

Despite his extensive experiences, Lin Xuan truly found it hard to believe this absurd scenario until he witnessed it with his own eyes.

Eyes are the best judges. With Soul Search Technique, Lin Xuan was certain everything that happened was real.

The situation was far more severe than he had anticipated.

The Demon King, originally a spy for the域外天魔, and now the Whale King and Solitary Wild Goose have all fallen. In just a few years, among the Three Realms' three Immortals and three Beast Kings, only half remained. Even the extraordinary Rain Orchid Immortal found it hard to turn the tide against the advancing域外天魔.

Indeed, several years.

At this thought, Lin Xuan's expression turned peculiar.

If he remembered correctly, he was trapped in that mysterious space for hundreds of years.

Though unclear, it wouldn't have been less than two hundred years.

According to his Soul Search results, only ten years had passed since the Peach Blossom Banquet ended.

The gap between these times was too great. Yet Lin Xuan didn’t show any signs of disbelief.

This bizarre situation occurred due to different time laws in the two realms.

Fortunately, the mysterious space's time moved slower. If it were reversed, the Three Realms would have passed a thousand years ago. But with the invasion of域外天魔, who knew what state the Three Realms would be in after just these ten years?

Thankfully, Lin Xuan was no longer the same as before and wasn’t overly fearful of the demonic disaster.

With his current strength, even if he faced ordinary域外天魔, how could they possibly harm him?

Lin Xuan didn't need to win; he simply believed that the other party would be helpless against him.

Such thoughts weren't due to arrogance. On the contrary, Lin Xuan had a fair assessment of his own abilities.

Although this Wind痕界 hadn’t fallen, its situation was grim.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t planning on spending time here either.

After all, he wasn’t a savior.

He was more concerned about the well-being of his friends and family.

Moonling and Little Butterfly were fine; they were both at the Tribulation realm. Especially Little Butterfly, with her formidable strength that even Lin Xuan couldn't underestimate. The two girls were intelligent enough to protect themselves as long as their luck wasn’t abysmally bad.

Thus, the pressing matter was not to reunite with them. Lin Xuan had more important things to do.

The Three Realms contained numerous small realms. Through Soul Search Technique, Lin Xuan learned that apart from Rain Orchid Realm due to its first-rate spiritual being, all other realms were affected by域外天魔.

With the passage of time, he didn’t know how Nai Long Realm fared or what happened to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Lin Xuan wasn't a forgetful cultivator. Besides, there were too many ties in Nai Long Realm—Qin Xin, his apprentices, and senior brothers and sisters.

Regardless, he couldn’t abandon them.

While this was true, returning to Nai Long Realm quickly wouldn’t be easy either.

Indeed, for Lin Xuan now, breaking through the void was as simple as eating or drinking. But it didn't mean he could freely travel between small realms at will.
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For Lin Xuan, the difficulty didn't lie in how to tear apart the space. After all, it was just a small interface; for him now, spatial power wasn’t worth mentioning.

What truly left him at a loss was not knowing where each of these small interfaces were located. What were their exact coordinates? This situation made breaking through the void akin to a blind man trying to describe an elephant—highly likely to be mistaken. With Lin Xuan's composure, he wouldn't do that. After all, relying on luck to travel was too absurd; it could just as well be called wishful thinking.

Instead of gambling with his luck, he decided to first clarify the coordinates of each small interface. For ordinary cultivators, this would almost be an impossible task, but Lin Xuan already had a grasp of what needed to be done next.

This all came from the soul-searching technique he used earlier. Through it, Lin Xuan gained a general understanding of the situation in the Wind痕界 (Wind Trace Realm).

The Wind痕界 wasn’t particularly strong among many small interfaces in the Spirit Realm but was also not weak; its strength was roughly mid-tier.

Ten years had passed since the域外天魔 (Outer Demonic World) invaded. The Wind痕界 hadn't completely fallen, but the areas corrupted by demons already took up half of it.

The situation was extremely severe. Surviving cultivators in this realm had long put aside their grudges and united to fight against the enemy. They even established an organization called the Heavenly Dao Alliance.

To prevent the expansion of the域外天魔's power, the Heavenly Dao Alliance set up a grand array using various cities as bases, along with阵旗 (array flags), to resist the invaders. This array was passed down from ancient times. The center of the array was the headquarters of the Heavenly Dao Alliance and also the largest and most powerful city in the Wind痕界.

Numerous restrictions were in place; there were several beings at the渡劫 level guarding it. As long as this city wasn’t breached, the Wind痕界 would never fall.

As the strongest city, naturally, it possessed a cross-dimensional teleportation array. With Lin Xuan's strength, he didn't need such an aid.

But the coordinates of each interface were certainly recorded in the teleportation arrays.

"Looks like I have to go there."

Lin Xuan sighed.

To do so would mean passing through layers of barriers set by the域外天魔 (Outer Demonic World). For ordinary cultivators, this was almost impossible. But for Lin Xuan, it wasn't much of a challenge.

With that in mind, he flew towards Que Yue City.

...

A few days later,

"What? The army besieging Firestone City has failed and suffered total annihilation! Xilong, are you sure you’re not joking?"

This was a vast valley. Inside the valley, there were several buildings faintly visible. In an ancient-looking hall, four Outer Demonic Kings were discussing something.

One of them was a large man in black armor, with blood-red bone spines growing from his head and face, making him look extremely strange.

The other was even more bizarre; it looked like a tree, but all its branches and leaves were black. On the trunk, there was an ugly ghost face.

Two others were a petite woman who smiled charmingly, exuding terrifying demonic power, and a shadowy figure.

Not that his body was wrapped in shadows, but he himself was a shadow.

One could see his eyes, nose, and mouth, which gave him an eerie appearance.

All four Outer Demonic Kings were cultivators at the渡劫 stage. The man sitting on the main seat, wearing black armor, was even at a late-stage渡劫.

And that was who had just spoken. His tone carried anger, clearly not believing what he heard.

"Brother Copper, this is news we just received from several surviving daoists in Firestone City. They all agreed, so there’s no room for error," said the woman named Xilong with a sigh.

"But how could that be? Although Firestone City is one of the five major cities in the Wind痕界, it doesn’t have any powerful cultivators at the渡劫 stage stationed there. We targeted this city and sent an army whose strength far surpassed the defenders. It’s illogical for us to fail," said the man with black armor, his face showing signs of contemplation as he had calmed down.

"Someone meddled in our affairs," said the petite woman.

"What do you mean by meddling?" asked the man in black armor, clearly taken aback.

"The intelligence says this person isn’t from Firestone City; they just happened to pass through."

"Happened to pass through? Xilong Daoist, are you joking?"

"This is not something I would say lightly. The person did indeed happen to pass by," said the petite woman with a sigh.

"Hmph, one passerby, using his own strength alone, managed to wipe out our entire army. Such absurdity, do you think Brother Copper will believe it?"

"Fact is what it is; whether you believe it or not doesn’t matter. This person might be a realm cultivator," said the petite woman as she repeatedly explained but was met with ridicule.

"What? Realm cultivator? How could such a formidable enemy appear in the Wind痕界, isn't this someone who has wandered from another interface?" The other two Outer Demonic Kings, who had remained silent until now, finally spoke. It was the shadow-like figure.

"Brother Shadow is right; that’s what I thought," said the petite woman with a sigh.

"What do we do then? Realm cultivators aren’t something we can handle. Our plan to attack Que Yue City in a month will have to be shelved?" The tree-like demon's face showed signs of worry.

"Humph, it might not be that way. What can a realm cultivator do? Can they really change the situation of the entire Wind痕界 with just one person?" said the man in black armor, who didn’t seem afraid at all and even had an air of defiance on his face.

"Oh, Brother Copper, do you have any ideas?"

"I don’t dare to suggest anything. But we can’t delay our plan to attack Que Yue City. The reason why the Wind痕界 can hold out is because the 'Heavenly Dao Array' passed down from ancient times is extremely difficult to breach. A single move affects everything. To conquer this realm, occupying a few cities won’t be useful unless we take the city that serves as the center of the array."

"We naturally understand what you’re saying, but how do we deal with the mysterious cultivator? This person is almost certainly at the realm level and not something we can handle. According to intelligence, they seem to be heading towards Que Yue City," said the petite woman.

"What! Heading for Que Yue City, is this information accurate?"

The shadowy figure turned its head sharply.

"Of course it’s correct; besides Firestone City's army being wiped out, several of our bases were also destroyed. From their route, they should be heading towards Que Yue City," said the petite woman with a sigh.
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"This is indeed troublesome." The giant tree and the Shadow Demon fell into silence.

"Humph, what to fear? I have already said that there's a way to handle it."

Seeing their morale drop, the large man in black armor with an angry expression spoke up.

"Oh, Brother Copper, do you have any hidden trump cards left? It's almost time; are we still supposed to keep this from everyone?"

The petite woman raised her eyebrows slightly and opened her mouth with a hint of dissatisfaction.

"I am not keeping secrets. This unexpected aid must be used at the critical moment as our Great Lord personally instructed."

"What, instructions from our Great Lord Void? That explains it. But what kind of means are we talking about?"

Hearing this, the woman's anger dissipated, and her expression turned to joy.

Great Lord Void is one of the six Heavenly Exiles, a true demon primordial being known as the Illusory Demon. He fell at his hands.

The Heavenly Exiles all possess abilities that can reach heaven and earth. Since he has already noticed the battle in the Windtrace Realm, a mere domain-level existence isn't something to worry about.

"Humph, Great Lord Heaven Crystal's two envoys; you should have heard of their names."

"What? The Twin Fiends of Heaven Crystal! When did they arrive in the Windtrace Realm?" The demon with the tree-like appearance exclaimed.

"These two are close attendants of our Great Lord Void. They are strong beings at the domain level, and if they assist us, a mere Spirit Realm cultivator won't be a match for them," the Shadow Demon spoke thoughtfully.

"Because of the sequential array in the Immortal City, our progress here has been slow. Our Great Lord Void is already very displeased, so he sent the two envoys from Heaven Crystal to assist us. The goal is to ensure everything goes smoothly and capture Quemu City. We didn't expect them to be needed here," the man in black armor said with a serious expression.

"Ah, I see. But what about sending the Twin Fiends of Heaven Crystal to deal with that unknown cultivator? How can we ensure success without their aid if they fail?" The petite woman spoke with concern.

"Do not worry about it; I am certain of my plan. I have prepared other means even without their help," the man in black armor said, his voice rumbling with confidence.

"Brother Copper's assurance gives us peace of mind," the petite woman responded, visibly relieved.

"I do indeed have a plan, but cooperation from several fellow daoists is needed. After all, our opponent isn't weak; we must work together to ensure Quemu City falls."

"We understand, Fellow Daoist. We are not unaware of the situation and will certainly cooperate to aid you," the other cultivators responded.

---

Meanwhile, far away in a mysterious valley, unknown miles distant.

The sky was blue like a wash, and the scenery around was beautiful. However, continuous cries of battle filled the air.

In front, spiritual light flashed wildly as demonic energy surged. Countless cultivators and Heavenly Exiles met head-on, continuously unleashing theirtreasure法 (note: "treasure法" is not a standard term, typically it's just "treasure" or "法宝" refers to magical treasures in Buddhist context) against each other in a fierce exchange.

Despite the large number on the Spirit Realm side, they were clearly at a disadvantage.

Lin Xuan sighed; this situation was all too familiar. The conditions in the Windtrace Realm were worse than he had anticipated after years of warfare. Both human and beast races had suffered significant losses, even with the aid of great arrays, barely holding their ground.

Although Lin Xuan didn't plan to be a savior, he wouldn't stand idly by if he encountered Heavenly Exiles. He would naturally take the opportunity to eliminate them, as his strength was enough to handle such matters effortlessly.

With one effort, Lin Xuan single-handedly turned the tide and annihilated an entire army of Heavenly Exiles.

Now facing another headache-inducing situation, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore it. With a wave of his sleeves, a stream of spiritual light emerged, transforming into a green beam that dispersed to reveal hundreds of flying swords.

"Quick!"

Lin Xuan pointed with his finger.

Instantly, the flying swords fell like rain, swarming and piercing forward.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only an instant. When the flying swords appeared, both sides realized they were surrounded by formidable enemies.

Startled, their minds raced to release their spiritual senses.

"Human cultivators!"

The Spirit Realm cultivators rejoiced at this discovery, while the Heavenly Exiles were shocked and dismayed.

Unfortunately, this realization came too late; there was no time for them to react. The flying swords seemed to have eyes, sparing human cultivators but automatically identifying Heavenly Exiles.

All Heavenly Exiles were exposed without a trace of concealment. With each sword strike, a storm of blood and gore erupted.

---

In just a few breaths, thousands of Heavenly Exiles were decimated by Lin Xuan's swift actions.

No survivors remained.

Whim…

A gentle breeze swept through the area, leaving it eerily quiet as if needles could be heard falling.

The surviving Spirit Realm beings, human or beast, wore expressions of disbelief.

Was a True Immortal here? In just a moment, they had been defeated so thoroughly that their enemies were wiped out entirely. And only one person acted.

Watching his actions, it seemed effortless. Who would have believed such an incredible scene if not for witnessing it firsthand?

The cultivators were too stunned to thank Lin Xuan immediately.

A grumpy cultivator might have been enraged, but with Lin Xuan's nature, he wouldn't dwell on such trivial matters.

With a smile, he didn't bother greeting anyone and flew off, his aura turning green as he sped away into the distance. The other cultivators only realized their mistake when he was gone.

They quickly bowed deeply in gratitude to Lin Xuan for saving them.

A life-saving favor is not something to be taken lightly.

Though they didn't know Lin Xuan's name or origin, this act of kindness left a lasting impression on everyone.

Because of Lin Xuan, they lived. Because of him, their lives continued. So when they regained consciousness, they expressed gratitude accordingly.

---

All these events were not lost on Lin Xuan's spiritual senses. A smile played at the corners of his lips as he thought about repaying kindness; these people had decent character and weren't unworthy of his help.

The distance to Quemu City wasn't far. With his speed, three days should be enough.

(Youth Lion Book Alliance)
第三千八百三十七章 狭路相逢

Simultaneously, in the ancient grand hall of阙月城 (Moonlight City), four cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage were also pondering something.

Seated on the main seat was an elderly man with a youthful appearance and white hair. The other three cultivators had different appearances and ages.

To the left, there was one who looked rather ugly; he was a bearded monk with long hair. To the right, another dressed in Daoist robes appeared extremely young.

The last person was a young woman wearing palace attire, exuding an air of cold aloofness.

"Xue Immortal, just before, Firestone City was under siege and seemed to be on the brink of collapse. We all thought it would fall, but later turned out to be safe. It's said that a passerby cultivator managed to turn things around. Is this true?" The elderly man with youthful features spoke, his face showing some gravity.

"Indeed, I just received word; it was Firestone City’s Daoist friend He who personally sent the message, so there is no doubt about it," the woman replied seriously.

"With one person saving a city from peril, what do our fellow Daoists think of this?"

"This needs no discussion. This person must be at the Tribulation Transcending stage and likely stronger than us," said the bearded monk.

"Your words are correct. Based on my observation, he is almost certainly a Realm powerhouse," the Daoist revealed a thoughtful expression.

"Do we have any Realm powerhouses in our Wind痕界 (Trace Wind World)?"

"You’re mistaken, Immortal Xue; just because there aren’t any in our world doesn't mean other worlds won’t send their powerful ones here. I received word that apart from Firestone City, many other places’ Daoists also benefited from this person’s efforts," the Daoist said dismissively.

"Alright, discussing his origin is pointless now. The critical issue is whether we can contact him. The域外天魔 (Tribulation-Transcending Demons) are eyeing our Moonlight City hungrily. I believe they will soon mass their forces to attack. This crisis is far more serious than before. Although we have prepared many countermeasures, it’s uncertain if we can hold out. With this senior’s help, the city would be secure," said the elderly man with white hair, his face grave.

"Right..."

The woman in palace attire showed a hint of difficulty on her face: "This senior is elusive; like a dragon seen only from its head. He never stays long after saving a city, so..."

"You mean we can’t track him at all?"

The old man’s expression turned grim.

"It's not entirely impossible to trace his movements. Based on the patterns of his appearances, it seems he intended to come here to Moonlight City, but... this is just speculation and I dare not make any decisions based on that," said the woman with a sigh.

"Ah, that’s good news." The elderly man smiled: "But we still need to rely on ourselves. Moonlight City is the heart of our Wind痕界; if it falls, the grand array of the immortal city will be in ruins. We must never let the Tribulation-Transcending Demons take over under any circumstances. Daoist Kǔ, how are the reinforcements from Tiansheng World?"

"I’ve contacted the four major sects there; although their situation is slightly better than here, they can only defend themselves. Despite my many generous offers, they still won’t come," said the bearded monk, his face filled with a bitter smile.

"Humph! Each man for himself and heaven for all. Old Devil Jia doesn’t seem to remember any old grudges; I really misjudged him." The elderly man was furious.

"Brother Fu, don’t get angry. We can’t rely on the reinforcements from Tiansheng World anymore, but I have good news."

"Oh? Please tell us," said the elderly man.

"The Nine-Nine Eighty-One Heaven-King Puppet figures you asked Tianqiao Sect to forge are progressing much faster than expected and will be completed soon."

"Really?"

The old man with white hair was overjoyed. "Heaven-King Puppets were passed down from ancient times; each is equivalent in power to a late-stage Profound Transformation cultivator. Once set up, their array’s power is terrifying; they can be used for both solo combat and frontline assault. With them, the chances of holding Moonlight City will increase by at least thirty percent."

"You’re too happy about this, Brother Fu. You should wait before rejoicing," said the young Daoist.

"Good news! The puppet figures are almost complete. In addition, the seventy-two backup array flags you asked me to prepare have all been completed as well," the woman in palace attire’s light laughter sounded.

"The disciples of the Five Major Sects, including Tianyin Gang, have also been ordered to come and support; they’ve already taken their positions..." said the young Daoist with a bow.

...

The rest of the discussion was mostly good news. They also discussed some shortcomings in Moonlight City’s defenses so that they could make improvements over the coming days.

In this way, several days passed quickly.

It was an ordinary noonday, but the sun didn’t feel particularly hot. In fact, the sky seemed somewhat gloomy; if one didn’t know the time, it might appear like dusk.

This was a desert, devoid of life. Looking around, there were no signs of human habitation or vegetation; within a hundred miles, only some low shrubs could be seen.

Woo...

Suddenly, without any warning, a buzzing sound echoed as a streak of green light flew from the horizon towards them.

The speed was incredible; it started far away but suddenly appeared right before their eyes. The light dimmed to reveal a young man with an ordinary appearance.

It was Lin Xuan.

His face showed no surprise or joy, but he turned his head to the left: "Two fellow Daoists hiding nearby, do you intend to harm me? If that’s so, why not come out and fight openly? Hiding like this, are you afraid of being ridiculed by heroes?"

"Hmph! Little brat, your spiritual sense is surprisingly strong. Since you’ve discovered our whereabouts, this place will be your grave."

A light laugh entered his ears; then, about a hundred feet away from Lin Xuan, dark energy rolled out.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed as two Tribulation Transcending Demons appeared in his sight.

At first glance, these two didn’t look particularly strange and resembled humans. One was male and the other female, both towering at over six feet tall, incredibly strong. They had bat-like wings on their backs, faces adorned with intricate light arrays composed of dense demonic runes.

"These are Tribulation Transcending Demons, likely late-stage."

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he instantly recognized their cultivation levels.

"Hmph! You’re right; you aren’t from our Wind痕界. It was you who repeatedly disrupted our affairs?"

Upon closer inspection, the female demon looked quite beautiful, but her brows and eyes carried a sinister aura. Her words were brusque, treating Lin Xuan as if he were merely a junior, with life and death in her hands.

[PS: Wishing all fellow Daoists a happy Mid-Autumn Festival; may you be healthy and have everything go well.]
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Unaware of one's own mortality!

The other party was so domineering that Lin Xuan found himself at a loss, laughing and crying. Did they really think he was a soft target to be toyed with?

If it were any other cultivator, they would have been fuming with rage, but given Lin Xuan’s personality, he wouldn’t get worked up over such trivial matters.

Regardless of their attitude, these two Demonic Beasts from beyond the heavens indeed possessed formidable strength.

Since he had mastered his domain and engaged in numerous battles, he had merely dispatched some juniors. How strong was his current power? Honestly, only Lin Xuan himself could estimate it with a rough guess due to the lack of concrete data.

So this opportunity before him seemed highly valuable. It served as a test of his strength.

Indeed, it was like having a piece of gold to test the purity of another metal.

Lin Xuan’s joy was evident; he truly had good luck. It was akin to someone offering you a pillow when you were about to sleep.

With a sneer on his lips, he said, "Enough with the empty talk! Want to know my background? Just defeat me. You traveled all this way, did you come here just for idle chat?"

"Y-You..."

The woman's eyebrows knitted together in anger as she glared at him. "What a sharp-tongued brat. I originally wanted you to live longer, but since you're so reckless, don't blame me when your demise comes."

"Enough chatter!"

Unlike previous battles, Lin Xuan was testing his own strength this time and didn’t rush for the upper hand. A cold voice echoed in the other party's ears.

"Y-You..."

The Demonic Beast’s face couldn’t bear the repeated humiliation; it roared as its right hand extended, sending a torrent of demonic energy. A black thread snaked towards Lin Xuan with deadly intent.

It was incredibly fast, but to Lin Xuan, it was easily traceable. It was a demonic dagger, no more than a few inches long, imbued with an devouring法则. It was a noticeable attack.

Of course, this threat was only relative to others; for himself...

Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm as he flicked his index finger towards the front.

No precious treasures were summoned; just a beam of light suddenly appeared and crossed time and space, colliding with the Demonic Beast's dagger.

A soft "pop" echoed in their ears as an unbelievable scene unfolded before them—the dagger was easily devoured by Lin Xuan’s emitted light.

Indeed, devouring. The phrase sounded absurd, but this dagger originally had a devouring法则. It was now swallowed by his casual attack.

It was like a slap in the face; the woman's expression darkened as if it would rain.

She turned to vent her anger at her companion. "You fool! What are you still standing there for? Hurry and attack before I lose more face!"

Unreasonable!

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but feel speechless. The male Demonic Beast beside him also wore a bitter smile, but didn't dare argue; instead, he roared in anger, demonic energy swirling around him.

His figure suddenly grew taller, and an extra head sprouted from his shoulder while his arms multiplied to four. At first glance, it resembled the ancient demon's transformation into a multi-headed form.

However, his aura was much stronger, though not quite on par with his former treasure snake but close to the late-stage realm of cultivation.

Such formidable enemies were undoubtedly intimidating, yet Lin Xuan felt elated. He even hoped these two possessed domains.

Lin Xuan wasn’t delusional; he had grown immensely in strength and needed a worthy opponent to test himself. This also showed that his confidence was unwavering.

The male Demonic Beast transformed into a creature with two heads and four arms, while the woman beside him didn't idle either. She stretched her hands, and bone-cracking sounds filled the air as she grew taller, transforming into a creature with a goat's head and human body.

Her entire body was covered in purple-red scales.

The demonic energy emanating from her wasn’t weaker than that of the male; both had reached the late-stage realm of cultivation.

"Gargh! You worthless scoundrel, you can die now!"

The female Demonic Beast roared, swinging her tail like a venomous snake towards Lin Xuan. The two-headed four-armed demon waved its arms wildly, sending dozens of black fist shadows rushing at him with sharp whistling sounds.

The void was torn apart; the space around them almost collapsed.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression remained indifferent.

He raised his right hand and casually pointed it forward.

"Pop!"

A flame appeared on his fingertip, a multi-colored crystal. It transformed into a giant firebird that exhaled cold air.

Firebirds expelling cold air was absurd, but to one who had mastered domains, the elements were at his command. The cold air spread out, forming a deep blue cloud that enveloped the enemy's attacks.

Neither the snake-like thrust nor the sharp fist winds had any effect.

The two Demonic Beasts could only stare in shock.

Clearly, Lin Xuan’s performance was far beyond expectations, making them realize this unassuming cultivator wasn’t as easily toyed with as they had imagined.

Lin Xuan defused their attacks but didn't immediately counterattack.

He said to the two Demonic Beasts, "I say, you are strong Demonic Beasts from beyond the heavens; don’t tell me your strength is limited to this. Such trivial tests only make a fool of yourselves. If you want to avoid quick demise, I advise you to take this seriously and show some real skills."

Lin Xuan’s tone was dripping with mockery, causing the two Demonic Beasts to nearly faint from rage.

"Fine, fine."

The female with a goat's head said with a grimace. "I've had enough fun; let me see if your big talk is just empty words or if you have some unique abilities."

Before she could finish speaking, she transformed into three entities in a triangular formation.

From their mouths, each of the three exhaled a ball of demonic energy that instantly expanded to cover the area.

PS: Tomorrow, Huan Yu will be on a business trip and won't return until the day after tomorrow. There might be fewer updates, but rest assured, I won’t stop writing. Please bear with me!
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Domain!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He was both intrigued and somewhat surprised. Lin Xuan wasn't unfamiliar with domain power; in fact, since the Peach Blossom Banquet, he had faced such beings more than once. However, this particular domain was truly unheard of.

It was well-known that domains consumed astronomical amounts of mana, so even the greatest masters would only unleash them for a brief moment during combat. But before his eyes... it didn't seem to follow these rules.

Lin Xuan surveyed his surroundings; everything was enveloped in dense magical energy, making it difficult to see clearly. His absorption of primordial energy had also noticeably slowed down.

"Interesting. This isn’t a domain used for combat but rather something auxiliary."

After a quick glance around, Lin Xuan quickly understood the situation. "Knowing that won't help you. In my domain, there's nowhere to hide, let alone escape smoothly. Submit if you want to avoid suffering."

The voice was ethereal and hard to pinpoint, akin to another form of "My domain, my rules."

"Submit? A bold claim indeed. Is a domain so impressive? Watch me break it," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

The domain before him, while intriguing, was merely new and interesting but not particularly powerful. It was more auxiliary than anything else—nothing to be overly impressed about. For an ordinary cultivator, perhaps it had some use, but in his presence, it was nothing more than showboating.

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, he raised his right hand, and a shimmering aura flowed from his body, forming the Nine Palaces Needles, which streaked forward.

"Hmph. A mere treasure's attack—what use is that? You're just another cultivator spouting empty boasts."

The voice of the demoness echoed in his ears, laced with mockery. But before she could finish speaking, something unexpected happened: "Eh, what’s this? Multiple laws of force... impossible! In my domain, how can you still use other laws, and so many at that? Could it be... are you also a domain master?"

"Hmph. It's too late for such realizations now."

Lin Xuan said coldly as he raised his right hand again, making a mock strike.

As he moved, the Nine Palaces Needles emitted a sharp light, mixing multiple laws of force, giving off an aura reminiscent of the primordial chaos.

"What... this is the Law of Chaos. Impossible! Since the fall of the Arrogant King, has anyone else delved into this domain?"

The demoness's scream echoed as her expression turned to one of sheer terror and shock.

But just a hundred feet in front of Lin Xuan, magical light appeared, revealing a demon with a goat head and human body. However, she no longer showed any signs of mockery or fear; instead, her hands moved frantically as if trying to reinforce the domain.

Not only was it being reinforced, but countless black beams shot out, transforming into battle axes that fell upon the Nine Palaces Needles.

Perhaps not to block them, just to slow their advance.

But in vain. The Nine Palaces Needles now carried a hint of chaos law, making them nearly invincible. The demon axes struck with no effect; instead, the bright sword light converged and formed a massive sword over a hundred feet long, slicing downward with the power to move mountains.

Boom!

The wind rose as the magical energy rapidly dissipated. The scene before him gradually became clearer.

In just one strike, Lin Xuan had broken through her domain.

Was the enemy weak? Of course not; while it was auxiliary, its power was formidable. Once ensnared, an opponent could no longer use natural laws, and even fellow domain masters would be greatly suppressed.

Auxiliary domains weren't necessarily weaker than combat ones; they just had different focuses.

Unfortunately for her, she hadn’t faced a mere ordinary domain master but Lin Xuan himself. Various coincidences allowed him to gain some understanding of the Law of Chaos, though he couldn’t fully grasp it yet. He applied this knowledge to his own domain, breaking through with the aid of chaos law. The result was an unexpected victory; in one move, he had shattered her domain.

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

A "pfft" sound echoed as the goat-headed demoness's face turned pale. Her domain broken, she suffered severe damage akin to that from a precious artifact.

The female demon wouldn't fare much better.

Lin Xuan didn’t pursue; he had already tested his strength perfectly and found it met expectations. Killing her would be easy, but there was no need for haste.

Curiously, where was the two-headed four-armed male demon?

Had he fled? No, not at all! He was waiting in ambush like a snake.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

Suddenly, an anomaly occurred.

Boom!

A rumbling sound filled Lin Xuan's ears as he looked up to see a vortex of magical energy forming above him. Inside, purple-black lightning flickered.

"Daunting my companion? Let me show you the power of my Lightning Domain!"

With a roar, the two-headed four-armed demon appeared, his four arms raised overhead, each palm holding a round gem.

His face was set with determination.

A Lightning Domain?

Lin Xuan murmured softly, a thoughtful expression on his face. A domain allowed one to alter or create laws within its realm—my domain, my rules. But thinking it encompassed the entirety of domains would be a grave mistake.

It was common knowledge that cultivators began interacting with natural laws in the Spirit Concentration Stage but could only sense and vaguely understand them then. After entering the Tribulation Transcendence stage, they could more easily control these laws, enhancing their power significantly.

During this process, there were preferences. Some favored lightning, while others preferred fire; it was like choosing a cultivation technique with different elemental attributes.

Similarly, one's spirit root and personality also played significant roles. (Young Lion Book Alliance.)
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Thus, under the influence of these factors, once a cultivator mastered the laws, they inevitably leaned towards certain aspects or simply had different preferences.

Indeed, domains could alter the laws, but that was merely their basic attributes—basics at their core.

Apart from time, space, and chaos, which were among the most difficult laws to master, every powerful martial artist who entered a domain could achieve this.

This was undoubtedly an immense advantage when facing non-domain cultivators. However, what about when two domain experts faced off against each other?

In my domain, I am in charge; you can change it, and so can I. Who truly holds the upper hand.

Is it the one with greater magical power?

Of course not.

The outcome of a law battle was influenced by too many factors to be reduced merely to magical power alone. Even for domain experts, it wasn't that simple. Under the叠加 of both domains, how would the force of laws change? It couldn’t be explained in a single word.

If one had to say, it required analyzing specific situations—taking into account their relative strengths, magical power, and the focus on different laws.

Quantifying these factors could yield results, but those were usually just theoretical.

Theoretical strength differed greatly from actual combat. However, there was no doubt that every domain expert, during their long journey from ordinary to mastering a domain, would develop a particular preference or bias towards certain laws.

Once they mastered the domain, this preference and focus would be significantly strengthened. For instance, in front of him, this guy's expertise was undoubtedly lightning law. After countless arduous practices, his domain had changed.

If casually transforming laws was just the basic foundation of domains, then this domain could also be called a初级domain.

After being specially reinforced by specific laws, it became an异化domain—what is commonly referred to as a second-stage domain.

Of course, in the cultivation world, there were no such rankings. After all, domain experts were extremely rare. Mastering any law was already impressive; whether one could further strengthen their domain was anyone's guess.

Lin Xuan undoubtedly belonged to the top tier of cultivators. But this域外天魔 wasn't weak either. The displayed domain wasn’t basic but specially reinforced.

Lightning domain?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. He had long been familiar with lightning laws before mastering his own domain, but in terms of power, it was incomparable to what he faced now.

Specialization has its strengths; from the perspective of lightning power alone, Lin Xuan fell short compared to this域外天魔, and the opponent struck unexpectedly, aiming to leverage their strength against a weakness?

As soon as this thought crossed his mind, Lin Xuan was enveloped by an endless sea of purple lightning. Each bolt's power was astonishing; it didn’t fall short even when compared to the advanced heavenly tribulation.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grave but showed no fear. Instead, he felt more joy than anything else.

Since this was a test, the opponent had to be strong enough.

Lin Xuan did not dodge and did not summon any treasures. On the contrary, he flew towards those purple lightning bolts as if he wanted to die.

Even that two-headed four-armed天魔 looked incredulous. Was the other guy insane or just plain crazy?

Or perhaps both?

In any case, he couldn’t understand why Lin Xuan would do such a thing. The little guy charged headlong into the vortex of lightning.

His body was surrounded by flickering spiritual light, and the amount of essence qi emanating from him was shocking.

From a quantitative standpoint, it was vast like an ocean.

But it was tightly compressed, enveloping Lin Xuan’s form.

A pure magical defense!

The two-headed four-armed天魔 could clearly see this, his expression shifting from surprise to malice. Although he didn’t understand why Lin Xuan did this, it seemed akin to suicide.

To be honest, the brat was incredibly strong.

But heaven may punish you, but you can still survive; self-inflicted harm is unforgivable.

Facing his own attack, this little guy adopted the most foolish method… so there was a chance for victory.

With that thought in mind, the demon's body exuded deeper demonic energy. He wanted to finish it all in one move and kill Lin Xuan here.

Lin Xuan faced this peril, which he had caused himself.

Was Lin Xuan really insane?

Of course not. It was merely to test his true strength.

Thus, Lin Xuan used what appeared to be a foolish yet primitive defense method—pure magical power!

Quantitatively, it was indeed astonishing; it could rival even the essence spirits and demon kings, perhaps surpassing them. But how effective would such a defense be against domain pressure?

The answer quickly revealed itself.

Lin Xuan’s vast amount of essence qi shone brightly, capable of touching the purple lightning but dissolving like snow meets fire, layer by layer, appearing so fragile.

But Lin Xuan did not give up. He roared loudly and desperately summoned magical power within his body.

While outer layers were dissolving, new light soon emerged to resist the lightning’s onslaught.

A delicate cycle ensued, with each side gaining and losing ground.

On the surface, Lin Xuan had endured the danger, but anyone could see that the situation was extremely unfavorable for him. Using such a clumsy method to defend against domains would eventually exhaust even a true essence spirit if they were in his position.

"This little guy is truly insane, but it’s just right for me."

The two-headed four-armed天魔 muttered. Suddenly, he spat out a stream of blood from his mouth, like a meteor, flying into the vortex.

Boom!

Instantly, the lightning grew more intense. Nine bolts of lightning appeared and merged to form a dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation, opening its mouth to devour Lin Xuan.

Facing such peril, Lin Xuan felt his hair stand on end for the first time. Such an attack could truly harm him if he wasn’t careful.

Despite being shocked, Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore it. Whether testing his strength or pushing beyond limits, there was no reason to risk his life as a gamble!

Considering safety first, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and pointed his index fingers like swords towards the front.

At the same time, he activated his own domain.

Chaos domain!

No, that was overly dramatic. But within this domain, some chaos laws were indeed present—like the moment of creation.

Though incomplete, its power was formidable. As Lin Xuan’s finger struck with the domain, golden light surged forth like a sword, piercing towards the dragon-shaped heavenly tribulation.
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Silent until now, a single roar could astonish all. Lin Xuan's seemingly ordinary strike was filled with awe-inspiring chaotic power. The face of the域外天魔 was covered in an ominous expression as its four demonic arms danced up and down.

A black aura enveloped the area.

Circle after circle merged with the dragon-shaped lightning, instantly increasing its size.

In the next moment, it collided with a golden sword energy.

Electric sparks flew everywhere!

The power of the laws devoured and fused together.

The entire sky turned grayish-white. This was the result of different attribute domains colliding.

Crunching sounds filled his ears as if space itself could not bear the strain.

Unlike spatial collapse, the results were almost apocalyptic for all other life forms caught in it, except domain masters.

Lin Xuan's face also revealed an ominous expression.

Indeed, these two域外天魔 were much stronger than he had imagined. Under such circumstances, treating them as test subjects was somewhat inappropriate.

With a stern look, Lin Xuan's body exuded a chilling aura.

"Go!"

Accompanied by his roar, a hurricane erupted from his body.

Then, golden light blurred, and the form of an eighteen-armed Bodhisattva appeared behind him.

The domain began to contract before merging with the golden sword energy.

Roar!

A tremendous spiritual pressure descended from the heavens. The originally ethereal form of the Bodhisattva became tangible.

Every movement was filled with awe-inspiring grandeur, resembling a divine being in legend.

"Can you merge your domain with your manifestation? You've reached such an extent?"

The域外天魔 was greatly alarmed, finally unable to hide his fear.

"It's too late now. Let me show you the power of this Nine Heavens Divine Net."

Before Lin Xuan could finish speaking, the golden manifestation exploded in size, transforming into a dozen meters long, resembling a mountain.

Eighteen arms swung together, each fist radiating domain power and chaotic laws, sweeping towards the opponent.

The域外天魔's face was filled with shock.

Without hesitation, he reached for his waist.

Instantly, gray light flickered.

Dozens of magical treasures appeared before him. Some emitted swirling lights, others spewed demonic winds. Each one was a standout among postnatal divine treasures, even containing some from the Profound Heavens.

With a spell cast by this demon, countless magical runes emerged from these treasures, merging with its lightning domain. In a state of resonant fusion, they formed an unbreakable defense.

A螳臂挡车!

Lin Xuan's face remained expressionless as each head of his Nine Heavens Divine Net manifestation slowly grew a third demonic eye at the center of its brow, surrounded by golden and silver runes that interwoven in complex patterns.

Each pattern contained different laws. The central one held chaotic law.

As Lin Xuan moved, an incredible scene unfolded.

The golden fist burst into countless fine crystalline threads, re-fusing several meters away to form a giant golden palm, which struck the opponent with force.

Even before it reached its target, the terrifying spiritual pressure immobilized him.

A domain master felt such helplessness…

"No…"

With a desperate cry, his body erupted in blood. It seemed as if all his veins had burst simultaneously, even his eyes and nose spewed blood.

"Bang!"

The golden palm struck without hesitation. This域外天魔, an acknowledged powerhouse, disintegrated into a bloody mist under this terrifying power. His元婴 did not escape either.

Lin Xuan turned to face another enemy.

That female demon with the goat head and human body now wore deep fear on her face.

She was also a domain master but only auxiliary in nature. She had been broken by Lin Xuan once, and now she was terrified beyond measure.

Seeing Lin Xuan's gaze, she threw several lightning pearls at him without hesitation.

Boom!

Explosions echoed as the pearls exploded before him, collapsing space and revealing wormholes. The female demon then fled, taking cover in a burst of demonic light.

A man can bend or break, but this female demon understood this principle deeply. With her partner dead, she hated Lin Xuan to the core but knew that losing was merely an empty hope.

Rather than die, it was better to fight a bloody path and have a chance at revenge.

But he understood this, as did Lin Xuan. His nature would not allow him to let such a beast escape.

"Want to run? Dream on."

Lin Xuan's body emitted green light, transforming into a streak of lightning that chased after her.

...

A cup of tea later.

With a loud noise, the noisy wilderness returned to silence. Lin Xuan emerged as the victor, but his face showed no joy.

The female demon had escaped.

Indeed, this description was slightly off.

More accurately, although Lin Xuan successfully killed the female demon, she managed to escape by using an incredible secret technique and vanishing from his sight.

This was undoubtedly disheartening. While Lin Xuan could be called a decisive victor in defeating two opponents, this battle revealed significant issues.

Firstly, Lin Xuan's domain was still immature. Although it incorporated chaotic laws, its current power was clearly insufficient.

These enemies were not top-tier; one had an auxiliary domain while the other was merely competent. Yet, he did not win cleanly.

The weaknesses exposed in this battle deserved careful consideration. Otherwise, facing top-tier experts could lead to a fatal error due to these flaws.

This was no exaggeration. After just mastering domains, his strength needed evaluation. Perhaps… his initial assumptions were somewhat overconfident. Immortal demon kings and primordial true demons were not as weak as he had imagined. He was still immature, and facing them in one-on-one combat did not guarantee victory.

This was not self-deprecation. Although Lin Xuan defeated the precious snake before understanding domains, that was mere luck, not a fair comparison of their true strengths.

Of course, this did not mean Lin Xuan was weak; he far surpassed ordinary domain masters but could no longer boast against existences like immortal demon kings.

Postscript: Just returned and made everyone wait. Three updates tomorrow, please support Hundred Refinements.
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Deeper breaths, Lin Xuan's face no longer showed any gloom. [This novel is brought to you by...]

The enemy had fled; he understood the principle of not pursuing a desperate foe.

Moreover, from a fundamental standpoint, if the opponent ran away, it wouldn't be much of a loss for him either. There was originally little enmity between them. For Lin Xuan, these two域外天魔 that had come to him were merely test blades.

Despite the enemy's escape, he had fulfilled his duty by testing his strengths and weaknesses. This allowed him to reflect on his shortcomings and recognize his inadequacies. Since he had achieved his initial goal, why seek trouble for himself?

Lin Xuan slowly closed his eyes, contemplating what he had learned from this battle. After several hours, he emitted a brilliant light all over his body as he flew towards the predetermined location at lightning speed.

...

At the same time, thousands of miles away, the sounds of battle echoed through the heavens. The grand阙月城 was majestic and awe-inspiring; compared to its towering peaks, it seemed like insignificant ants. Countless禁制 made one's scalp tingle with fear, not to mention that this city housed millions of cultivators.

The first imperial仙城 in the Wind痕界 was undoubtedly a name worthy of its reputation. At first glance, one could marvel at its grandeur and might, as if it were an impregnable fortress.

However, this was just the initial impression. In reality, this majestic仙城 was engulfed in blood and fire. Countless域外天魔 surrounded it, their numbers staggering. The sheer number of these creatures made them resemble a sea of black ants, with no end in sight. The grand仙城 seemed like an isolated rock.

While there might be some exaggeration in the description, the situation for阙月城 was indeed dire. The域外天魔 had set their sights on this city and gathered such a large number that it was hard to believe. Especially those妖兽 that had been corrupted by evil, they were used as cannon fodder.

A roar echoed from the leading 天魔, and thousands of妖禽妖兽 rushed forward. These corrupted creatures might not have impressive individual strength, but their sheer numbers and fearless nature greatly depleted the city's forces. For instance, two consecutive powerful禁制 were breached in a manner that seemed almost reckless.

These beasts attacked with ferocity, ignoring the human cultivators' defensive magic. Even when split in half, they bit back before dying. Some even detonated their妖丹, exchanging blood for blood and life for life. This method was terrifying.

As the saying goes: "The flat fear the bold, the bold fear those who dare not die." This principle applied to both ordinary humans and cultivators. The loss of the corrupted creatures wasn't out of proportion compared to 阙月城, but their morale was low.

On the other hand, the main force of the域外天魔 remained stationary, using the corrupted creatures as cannon fodder. The situation was critical. The atmosphere in the entire city was heavy with tension.

Above the high walls that seemed like mountains, a magnificent palace floated in the air. In front of it lay a vast square where hundreds of cultivators stood. Four of them were at the forefront, all渡劫 cultivators. The rest were all late-stage 分神 cultivators. A city gathering so many high-ranking cultivators was indeed a testament to 阙月城's reputation.

However, these high-ranking cultivators' faces showed great concern. They knew that the域外天魔 had set their sights on this city, but they never imagined the scale of the enemy's forces would be so formidable.

Roar!

The deafening roar echoed through the air as hundreds of thousands of corrupted妖兽 charged at the towering walls.

This time, not only were the puppet creatures involved, but true域外天魔 also began to move. They were a group of heavily armored knights, numbering around ten thousand. Their appearance was no different from human cultivators, but they towered much taller—each 天魔 was about twenty zhang (approximately 60 feet) tall. Their bodies were exceptionally strong, clad in heavy armor and wielding rhombus-shaped hammers. Their mounts were monstrous black dragons.

The roar shook the ground as these creatures charged into the ranks of 阙月城's cultivators. The defenders did not ignore this attack; they immediately activated their禁制. A myriad of colorful light beams fell like rain, and terrifying lightning bolts continued to strike the walls.

These attacks were no trifles, decimating wave after wave of妖兽. However, these 天魔 knights seemed indifferent to them. Their cultivation methods made them incredibly resilient—each was thick-skinned, barely flinching even when hit by light beams or lightning. In a blink, they broke through two layers of禁制 without any losses.

This fighting power left the cultivators on the walls speechless. The elderly Fu with his youthful appearance and white hair became increasingly displeased as he waved his sleeve to send up a red command flag. The battle cry grew louder.

Above the city wall, multicolored light flared as thousands of cultivators rushed out of their禁制. These were all洞玄级别的 high-ranking cultivators, each with formidable combat capabilities. They immediately summoned their treasures after leaving the禁制. Three or four of them attacked a single 天魔骑士 riding an evil dragon.

With this fresh force, the situation improved dramatically. However, the域外天魔 had many types. A surge of dark light emerged from the formation, and...

Zhang Song was a wandering cultivator who lived near 阙月城 for years. With the invasion by the域外天魔, no one could escape their fate, so he joined the defense.

As a洞玄 cultivator, this time he was also chosen to deal with the 天魔骑士 riding evil dragons. Despite being a wandering cultivator, Zhang Song's abilities were quite impressive. In a one-on-one fight, that 天魔骑士 couldn't defeat him. Just as he was about to be killed, countless dark lights shot out from the formation of the域外天魔. One of them headed straight for him.

"Trying to save me? Dream on!"

Zhang Song remained unperturbed; he had full confidence in his abilities. He raised a black shield that emitted flickering runes—clearly an ancient treasure.

He didn't care what kind of attack it was, as long as the shield could block it. The 天魔骑士 before him were already at their limits, and Zhang Song decided to take out this one first.

However, just as he prepared to launch his shield, something unexpected happened. The dark light seemed to change direction at the last moment, heading straight for his眉心 (forehead).

(Translation by Young Lion Alliance.)
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Zhang Song's face turned pale as death. Such a sudden change was entirely unexpected by him. At such close range, trying to dodge would be like hoping for a dream to come true.

However, even so, he did not wish to sit idly and await his fate. Without hesitation, he raised his right hand, and golden light flashed, revealing a spirit talisman on his fingertips.

A dazzling light enveloped him, quickly forming a protective barrier that surrounded his entire body.

To be honest, Zhang Song's reaction was swift; no wonder he was known as a powerful Inner Vision Realm cultivator. With this layer of protective light, the expression on his face became noticeably more relaxed.

This "Crystal Shield Talisman" had earned its reputation in the cultivation world, helping him many times to turn danger into safety. Even if it couldn't block the current attack, it would certainly buy him some time.

With that buffer, he could use other means to turn danger into safety. However, good intentions were one thing; in the unpredictable world of cultivation, things rarely followed common sense.

Facing this protective barrier created by the talisman, the black light ignored it completely and sounded a "pop" as it struck Zhang Song's head before vanishing without a trace.

"Ahh!"

A piercing scream came from Zhang Song's mouth. He clutched his head with both hands, his face contorted in pain. Meanwhile, the surrounding light began to contract, replaced by surging demonic energy. He then raised his head, his eyes turning blood red, and his pupils vanishing without a trace.

"Ahh!"

With a loud roar, he suddenly grabbed his命宝 (life essence treasure) but did not attack the nearby demon steed as expected; instead, he threw it harshly at the city wall behind him.

Incredible!

This strange phenomenon was not limited to Zhang Song alone. In fact, it seemed to be happening everywhere. Any cultivator hit by the black light would scream in pain and then suddenly turn against their allies.

But this wasn't because they had surrendered to the demons; rather, their minds were controlled.

Possession!

That so-called black aura was not an attack but the true form of a demon from beyond the world.

It sounded absurd, but remember that these demonic beings originally came in various forms. Even the interdimensional demon thoughts weren’t rare. So what was so strange about them being smoke-like?

In an instant, the situation had reversed. The human forces sent out elite cultivators, with only a few dying in battle; the rest were all possessed by demons. As a result, the defense of Quyu City weakened while the strength of the域外天魔 (demons from beyond the world) increased.

With this advantage, the demonic entities did not miss such an opportunity and launched even more frenzied attacks.

However, Quyu City was the first mighty city in the Wind痕界. With well-prepared intelligence and defenses, it wasn’t easy to capture it quickly, despite the unfavorable situation. After initial shock, the defenders organized a counterattack with skillful precision.

Flashes of light filled the sky.

But this time, what descended were not ordinary cultivators but puppets!

Of various sizes and shapes, each one shone with cold metal luster—lifeless mechanical constructs that could never be possessed by any technique. Moreover, they showed no signs of fatigue or fear, their ferocity surpassing even those demonized beasts. These were carefully prepared by the major factions to defend Quyu City.

In total, there were over ten thousand such puppets, with the prominent 9981 Heaven罡 Puppet leading them. Each one was said to be as powerful as a late-stage Profound Realm cultivator, capable of unleashing terrifying power when arrayed in formation. They could fight alone or charge into battle, serving various purposes.

To create these puppets required countless divine materials and treasures, but if they could hold back the域外天魔 (demons from beyond the world), what was the loss? After all, without life, even the best materials were useless.

This was their first deployment in city defense. The results exceeded expectations, especially for those 9981 Heaven罡 Puppets, which each seemed like a demon god incarnate. The originally arrogant and domineering demonic steeds became as fragile as clay statues, blood flowing freely under their thick hides. Those possessed Inner Vision Realm cultivators met the same fate, easily crushed.

Thus, the Heaven罡 Puppets led the charge, followed by other puppets, encountering minimal resistance. They not only dispersed the attacking forces but even penetrated into the core of the域外天魔's formation.

The city's cultivators saw this and rejoiced, launching wave after wave of attacks to compress the domain of the demons and begin their gradual counterattack.

The situation had reversed!

A battle in the cultivation world was indeed unpredictable.

The chaos in the core of the域外天魔 (demons from beyond the world) did not last long.

As the attackers, the demonic entities were already formidable. Their strength came not only from numbers but also quality. The puppets merely caught them off guard.

In short, they underestimated their opponents and paid a price for it. However, relying on this small force to defeat them was like hoping for a dream to come true. After initial chaos, the域外天魔 began their counterattack in layers.

Firstly, numerous demonized beasts relied on sheer numbers to entangle ordinary puppets. As for the Heaven罡 Puppets, they were left to a peculiar type of demonic entity from beyond the world.

These demons were only at the early Profound Realm stage, with negligible strength compared to the Heaven罡 Puppets. However, each one possessed an extraordinary trait—immortality-like resilience. They could instantly resurrect after being killed, whether their heads were cut off or their chests pierced through.

Facing such enemies, even though the Heaven罡 Puppets were powerful, they found themselves helpless for a moment. The demons clung to them like a bone parasite, tightly缠住 (binding) them.

Then, the demons launched their counterattack, first sending hundreds of super魔兽 (wild beasts). These creatures were enormous, each comparable in size to mountains, making Quyu City seem insignificant by comparison. In smaller cities, just a few such beasts could level everything.

This was no exaggeration; it was true.
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Faced with such a formidable enemy and the relentless attacks of demonized beasts and域外天魔 from beyond the dimensional boundaries, the situation in Quemo City became extremely严峻.

A series of setbacks!

This phrase accurately described the ongoing siege. However, this time, despite all the preparations, the defenses of Quemo City proved futile against the continuous onslaught of the域外天魔.

Indeed, as time passed, the situation for Quemo City worsened. Layer upon layer of禁制 were breached, and the losses among cultivators increased dramatically.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed through the air. A gigantic demon, resembling an ox, had managed to create a large breach in the eastern section of the city walls.

The other demons rejoiced. The shouts of battle intensified by more than double as all the域外天魔 rushed towards the vulnerabilities in the defenses with reckless abandon, hoping to break through and secure victory in one fell swoop.

But the cultivators within the city were not about to let them succeed so easily. Their strength was far inferior to that of the demons outside; relying on the禁制 and city walls allowed them to hold their ground, but if the demons breached those defenses, all would be lost.

As the core of the Immortal City's continuous array, Quemo City's fall would likely mark the end of resistance in the Wind痕界. Over a decade had passed since the域外天魔 opened a dimensional portal; many minor interfaces within the spirit realm had already fallen to their cruelty. These demons were even more vicious than those from the ancient demon world, leaving no survivors—either they were slaughtered or transformed and possessed.

This was why humans and beasts could put aside their grudges and reconcile with each other. Even if there had been deep-seated enmities before, they now shook hands in unity against this common enemy—the域外天魔.

Unity is strength!

With one minor interface's fall, they would follow suit.

Rather than face certain death or possession, it was better to fight until the end here and now. So when a section of the city wall was breached, the cultivators within Quemo City did not retreat but instead fought with red eyes, risking their lives in a desperate counterattack.

Blood for blood, life for life—this was the tactic that puppet cannon fodder would employ. But these Quemo City cultivators were truly determined to fight to the death. A condensation core stage cultivator dared to charge at an元婴级别的域外天魔 alone.

It was well-known that the strength of a demon from beyond the dimensional boundaries far exceeded that of a cultivator of the same rank. The元婴级别的域外天魔, taken aback by the courage of this individual, hesitated momentarily.

Was he insane?

But soon, his surprise turned to cruel amusement as he opened his hand, intending to crush him into dust. However, the condensation core stage cultivator did not dodge; instead, he unleashed his life-bonded treasure against the demon's outstretched hand.

Seeing the sharp flying sword hurtle towards him, a mocking smile appeared on the域外天魔's lips.

What a fool! Did he really think such a low-grade flying sword could harm me?

Even if I stood still, it couldn't cut through my body. But before this thought was fully formed, the flying sword struck his hand with a "boom."

Indeed, even with its protective demon energy, it failed to break through. The next moment, another loud explosion echoed as the flying sword self-destructed into dust.

Even an元婴级别的域外天魔 couldn't remain unscathed under such sudden and intense force without any preparation. It wasn't his carelessness; who could have predicted this outcome? For cultivators, their life-bonded treasures were of utmost importance—crafted with great effort and nurtured in the dantian.

While it was an exaggeration to say "the sword is me, I am the sword," many cultivators did indeed hold onto them until the very end. But this individual had taken a step beyond by challenging someone far above his rank from the start. And now, with his first move, he self-destructed his life-bonded treasure.

Despite taking only minor injuries, the元婴级别的域外天魔 was left shaken. The brave condensation core stage cultivator, however, spat blood non-stop as his life and essence were drained by the destruction of his life-bonded treasure.

"Idiot!"

The元婴级别的域外天魔 cursed, summoning more power to annihilate this audacious opponent who had dared to offend him. But seeing that he couldn't catch up, the cultivator charged directly at him.

Could it be…

His mind raced as he considered his opponent's actions. Suddenly, a chill ran down his spine. Without further thought, he tried to retreat, but his speed was no match for the cultivator's. In this moment, he found himself in an unassailable position.

Undeniably, the域外天魔's strategy was meticulous. But just as he settled into this advantageous stance, something unexpected happened. The condensation core stage cultivator suddenly opened his mouth and expelled a golden light the size of a fist from within.

Inside that golden light was a round pearl the size of an eyeball.

"Madman!"

The域外天魔's eyes widened in disbelief as he saw the cultivator spit out his hard-earned Golden Core, which contained all his life force and even three souls and seven spirits. If it missed its target, it would be a futile death with no chance for reincarnation.

He could have chosen an easier opponent to fight but instead sought his own demise…

Wasn't the path of immortality meant to seek more lives? Why did he choose this path?

With many questions unanswered, the元婴级别的域外天魔 found himself without any room to dodge. The Golden Core contained all the cultivator's life force and essence.

He must survive for the sake of humanity. He sacrificed himself for the entire human race.

"Boom!" A loud explosion echoed as the Golden Core struck the demon's head, penetrating his forehead.

If it were a human cultivator, such an injury would be fatal. But to the域外天魔, it was nothing more than a minor setback. However, fear etched across his face.

Another loud explosion echoed as his head exploded like a watermelon. The self-destruction of the Golden Core released immense power, and even without fully entering his body, an元婴级别的域外天魔 had no chance of survival.

PS: Third update, as promised! (Youth Lion Book Alliance)
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舍身忘死，以凝丹期的修为硬生生拼掉了一元婴期的域外天魔，这样的战绩，说是奇迹也不为过。

若不是置生死于不顾，无论如何都绝不可能做到。

而此时，这样的一幕并非个例，在眼前不断上演。

你狠，我比你更狠！

你敢搏命，我就反击得更加疯狂。

抱着这样的心理，阙月城的修士舍身忘死，硬生生将域外天魔的洪流堵住。

要知道对方不论数量还是质量都远胜他们许多，如今城墙坍塌，没有禁制守护，居然还能以少胜多战胜强敌，这样的战绩堪称不可思议。

而就在这时，那城墙缺口处突然多了数百名妖族力士，每一名力士的身后都背着一大包袱。

不，应该是用特殊方法炼制的储物袋。

他们奔到缺口旁边，将手中的储物袋奋力向城头扔了下来。

随后东西南北四个方向分别出现了一名阵法师，身前悬浮着一个巨大的阵盘，手中不停有五颜六色的阵旗涌现。一道道法诀从指尖激射而出，在他们的动作下，那些在空中下落到一半的储物袋突然爆开。

轰隆隆，巨响声大做，一块块丈许大的各色巨砖在虚空中浮现而出，纷落如雨，仅仅片刻功夫缺口就被堵住，恢复如初。

化险为夷，阙月城的危机暂时过去。激斗的修士们这才松了口气，感觉浑身上下冷汗淋漓，刚才置生死于不顾，所有的感觉都被这奇妙的状态剥夺，此刻松懈下来才感觉到伤口火辣辣地疼。更有甚者，仿佛虚脱，一屁股坐在城墙上了。

然而危机是否已经度过？

答案当然是否定的。

刚才那一波反击虽然打退了域外天魔，但对方远谈不上伤筋动骨，实力依旧比阙月城强大许多。

而对于该城，对方志在必得，绝不会因为一时的挫折就放弃占领计划。所以危机并没有结束，新的风暴正在酝酿之中。

这一点，阙月城的高层都清楚。只见那站在宫殿前广场上的数百名修士人人脸上露出凝重之色。他们皆闭口不言，只是紧紧地盯向远处那无边无际的幽深魔海。

而这时候，天外魔头也停止了攻击，反而如潮水般向后退去，在城池面前留下了一大片空地。

“这是……”

那些高阶修士不仅没有感到欢喜，反而感到一阵难言的心悸。少顷，魔雾翻涌，阵阵怪笑从里面传出。随后魔气分开，数道遁光从中飞了出来。为首的是一身穿黑甲的大汉，满头满脸都生长着一寸许长的血红色骨刺，看上去古怪到了极点。

紧跟在他后面的家伙更是古怪，根本不能称之为人了。一眼望去，居然像是一株大树，只不过枝叶皆是黑色，在树干之上还有一张狰狞的鬼脸。

剩余的两名天魔，一是身材娇小的女子，巧笑倩兮，散发着令人畏惧的魔力。还有一个，则是一团影子，并非身体被包裹，而是他本身就是一团影子。可以看见眼耳口鼻，给人的感觉十分诡异。

四名天魔皆是渡劫级别的修仙者，尤其是为首的那个人更是渡劫后期的人物，当然是否拥有领域那就不好说了。

不用说，这四个家伙就是统领眼前魔军的主帅了，此刻倾巢而出难道是想要一战而定胜负？

惊人的魔压从天而落，即便处于城中禁制的守护下，绝大部分修仙者也感到双股战栗。不是他们怯弱，否则刚才的战斗中也不会表现出舍身忘死的勇敢。

而是因为双方的差距太过离谱。

这种境界带来的压制根本不可能用勇敢来弥补。

很快，四名魔头就飞到了城池近处。作为渡劫级别的大能修仙者，普通的禁制根本拦不住他们。直到距离城墙千余丈，四名魔头才缓缓停下了遁光。那为首的天魔目光尽显骄横之色，抬起头颅，仿佛金铁之音的魔音传进了每一个人的耳朵：“卑微的灵界修士，你们还准备顽抗到底么？若是现在投降，可以少受许多苦楚，甚至有机会成为高贵的域外天魔。若是继续与我们作对，等待你们的下场将是万劫不复。本尊给你们十息的时间思索，是否想被抽魂炼魄就看你们自己了。”

伴随着威胁的话语，四名天魔身上的魔压还在不停攀升，压得禁制的光幕也一阵颤抖，修为稍弱的修士甚至抬不起头。

而就在这时，阙月城中传来一声清啸，随后又有几道啸声冲天而起，与第一道啸声配合，那令人头皮发麻的魔压顿时被冲破。众多原本正苦苦抵挡身上不适的修炼者只觉身上一轻，恢复了行动自由，当即大喜地纷纷往高空望去。

只见精芒大起，四道不同颜色的遁光由宫殿前方的广场飞出。正是镇守阙月城的四位渡劫老祖。

为首的是一位童颜鹤发、仙风道骨的老者，看年龄与凡人中的百岁老人相差无几，但红光满面，精神矍铄。至于另外三位，左边一位容貌颇丑，是一带发修行的披发头陀。右边的一位则穿着道装打扮，从外表上看年轻到了极点。最后一人不过双十年纪，是一位身穿宫装的女子，表情显得冷傲无比。

四人的遁光迅速，一瞬间就飞出了城池，与四名天魔遥遥对峙。魔压与灵压激撞在一起，导致罡风四溢。在这种情况下，不论是普通的域外天魔还是人族与妖族的其他修士都脸含畏惧，远远避开了这一区域。

被卷入余波可不是说笑的，非粉身碎骨不可。渡劫级别的斗法光是余波他们就承受不住，非粉身碎骨不可。

“四位道友，真不打算投降么？以你们的实力只要投靠我们域外天魔，本尊可以保证推荐你们入化魔池一次，如此一来就可以成为我们高贵天魔的一员。总好过在这里作死，请几位道友好好斟酌考虑。”

（幼狮书盟）
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The deep, buzzing voice of the armored giant reached his ears, and to his surprise, it was spoken with a rather sincere tone.

This wasn't unusual. As an old saying went: "The best strategy is to attack the mind." It made sense that facing four same-level powerhouses, getting them to surrender voluntarily would be the smartest choice.

Even if their surrender didn’t meet expectations, this was still a good plan for division and disintegration.

After all, his proposed terms were quite tempting. With an army pressing down on him, he was weaker while they were stronger. As a cultivator of the Transcending Tribulation stage, did these outsiders really have no regard for their lives? Just one or two hesitations would suffice to achieve his goal.

As he spoke, he observed the expressions of the four human cultivators. The域外天魔were not only cruel but also masters of psychological warfare.

Unfortunately, his hopes were dashed as none of them showed any signs of wavering.

Perhaps, some might have been swayed by what he said, but as a veteran of countless trials and tribulations, it was impossible for their true thoughts to be revealed so easily.

Finally, the old man with white hair laughed: "You are also powerful cultivators. Why play such childish mind games?"

"An elder of humanity, how could I possibly surrender to you, these foreign devils? If you want to conquer Quanye City, that's fine, but first, you'll have to cross my corpse."

His words were resounding and passionate.

The city’s cultivators were invigorated by his speech. The armored天魔, however, showed a flash of anger: "Foolish! Since you won’t accept our offer, I will extract your soul and refine it."

Before he could finish speaking, the giant let out a loud roar. Black mists swirled around him as his body rapidly expanded, growing to hundreds of feet tall.

He crouched down, and on his back, countless blood-red bone spines extended outward. With a series of whistling sounds, these bone spines shot forth like a shower of flowers, enveloping the four human elders in front of him.

This guy was planning to face all four of them alone?

His arrogance was extreme!

The four human elders were taken aback; they hadn’t been underestimated for so many years.

The old man with a youthful appearance and white hair’s expression turned cold. Without bothering to greet his other companions, he formed hand seals and tapped his waist, pulling out a storage bag before throwing it forward.

A white light shot out from the bag, followed by a series of clinking sounds. An incredible sight unfolded.

When the light dispersed, countless shields appeared in mid-air. Thousands upon thousands!

Both the city’s cultivators and the域外天魔 were dumbfounded. They had never seen such a display of power; how could one person summon so many defensive treasures?

Incredible!

Due to the sheer number of shields, sunlight was blocked.

More astonishing scenes followed. Despite their numerous numbers, these shields moved in an orderly fashion, converging into a massive shield that not only protected the four humans but also a significant portion of the city walls.

The clinking sounds filled his ears as the blood-red bone spines collided with the shields, creating ripples of light but failing to achieve any ideal attack effect. The shower of bone spines was successfully blocked, and cheers erupted from Quanye City. On the other side, the域外天魔’s morale dropped.

The armored天魔 roared in anger. He extended his hands, emitting dark magic energy, and formed a massive double-edged battle axe, over a hundred feet long, with black magical patterns swirling on its surface.

Holding the axe, he resembled a giant among giants as he slashed forward. A crescent-shaped light blade emerged from the axe’s edge and struck the shield, causing it to tremble.

His attack didn’t end there; he swung his arms rapidly, releasing more light blades. Although the large shield was formidable, its defenses began to falter over time.

The old man with white hair looked extremely displeased but couldn’t endure such attacks indefinitely. He prepared to summon another treasure when a soft voice interrupted: "Why use a bull for a chicken? Brother Fu, you don’t need to intervene; let me handle this."

The cultivator dressed in Daoist robes spoke, his appearance youthful beyond measure.

Of course, the true age of a cultivator was not related to their appearance. The higher the cultivation stage, the more evident this disparity became.

"Y—"

On the old man’s face appeared a hint of hesitation. This Daoist named Diling was only at the middle stage of Transcending Tribulation; facing a late-stage天魔, it seemed like a death sentence.

However, his opponent had volunteered to fight, so he couldn’t be intentionally suicidal. Logically, there must have been some confidence in this.

This thought passed through his mind, explaining why he hesitated.

But at such a moment, there was no time for hesitation. As an elder of the Transcending Tribulation stage, he was naturally decisive and ruthless. Having volunteered to fight, he had some confidence. Handing over the strongest enemy to him would not be a bad choice.

"Thank you, True Immortal."

He turned around, bowing and clasping his hands in greeting.

But before he could finish speaking, a loud explosion echoed: The shields he had summoned, though powerful, couldn’t withstand the late-stage天魔’s relentless assault. They were now useless.

The armored天魔 wouldn’t stop there; as the saying went, "a single push is enough." He emitted intense black light and charged at the four human cultivators with a terrifying roar.

As he flew, he let out strange cries that left an awe-inspiring impression.

"Come on!"

Diling True Immortal’s face showed no fear. With a wave of his拂尘, it buzzed loudly, followed by a burst of white light. In the circle of light, a fierce white-tufted tiger appeared.

A hundred feet long and incredibly powerful, it opened its blood-red mouth to release a massive beam of light.

The light column was astonishingly powerful, capable of sweeping across the entire sky as it rushed towards the armored天魔.

As a late-stage Transcending Tribulation cultivator, the天魔 didn’t show any weakness. With his battle axe swinging wildly, thunderous sounds filled the air. Black lightning danced around him and transformed into grotesque snakes, each about the size of a water bucket.

Though not as large as the tiger, their numbers gave them an advantage. Opening their mouths, they spat out countless fireballs.

(Youth Lion Alliance)
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Boom!

The light column and the lightning fire collided, sending a gust of powerful wind in all directions. The fierce tiger and the demon snake also lunged at each other with their respective formidable might.

Like two surging rivers colliding, claws tore into teeth, and within moments, several demon snakes were reduced to lifeless serpents under the tiger's sharp fangs and claws. However, the remaining ones showed no fear, relying on their greater numbers to bite and tear at the tiger with all their might. For a time, it was truly difficult to determine who had the upper hand.

As the instigators, neither the man nor the demon could afford to watch from the sidelines. The fierce expression on the black-armored giant's face revealed his grim determination as he bulged his cheeks. Instantly, ripples of dark waves emanated from before him. Wherever they passed, the void collapsed and fell, like a tangible yet formless force rushing forward.

Simultaneously, he raised his double-edged battle axe and swung it fiercely at his opponent.

Faced with such an attack, Senior Daoist Earth Ascending showed no fear. With a wave of his whisk, fine threads stood up straight in the void, slicing through the air with a sharp whistling sound. The invisible sword energy!

Almost instantaneously, this sliced through the dark waves, leaving them in shambles. Then, they converged into half-transparent sword light that appeared in mid-air, facing the battle axe and cutting across it.

Boom!

Another deafening explosion shook the entire world. The battle axe's attack was blocked, but as both sides exchanged blows, it remained difficult to determine who held the upper hand.

On the side of the域外天魔 (Exterior Heaven Demons), there was a mix of shock and anger. Their strength was originally far superior to that of their counterparts, yet a mid-stage Transcending Realm cultivator had managed to block an advanced-stage Demon King. How could this not be humiliating?

In contrast, among the humans, the atmosphere was one of jubilation.

The initial gap had been sealed, and the strongest enemy had successfully held them off. The Exterior Heaven Demons did not seem as terrifying as they were rumored to be. For the first time, the humans felt confident about defending Quyu City smoothly.

The battle's final act had begun, and regardless of how the situation unfolded, the other three Demon Kings and the human elders could not ignore it. Almost simultaneously, both sides exchanged glances before taking action.

A series of "kukuku" giggles reached their ears as the petite female demon was the first to strike. With a wave of her jade hand, several crystal-clear flying knives appeared in front of her.

"Swoosh!" The piercing whistling sound echoed as they shot forward.

However, mid-flight, red light flared up as several short swords, blazing with fierce flames, collided with the flying knives.

The clash of cold and heat produced a white mist. But this was just the beginning.

Seeing their attack blocked, the petite demon girl recited complex incantations. Suddenly, an incredible scene unfolded: the flying knives emitted demon energy, transforming into head-sized scorpion-like creatures.

Their tails swung wildly behind them, leaving streaks of sharp light in the void. The fire swords' attacks became less fluid and more erratic.

"Hmph. Just a minor trick."

The one who released the fire swords was the robed woman from the human side. Her face darkened as she raised her right hand, fingertips emitting a flickering spiritual light.

"Zhis zhis!" A series of high-pitched sounds echoed as the fire swords transformed into dragon spiders the size of a person's head. Their threads emitted flames and fiercely battled the scorpions.

Meanwhile, in another battle zone, the bald-headed monk brandished a round bowl while his opponent was an odd-shaped demon fog that resembled a shadow.

Their abilities complemented each other, making it difficult to determine who had the upper hand.

The only high-ranking existence left unengaged was now down to one pair. On the side of Quyu City, there was an old man with youthful features and white hair, the most powerful human elder.

On the side of the Exterior Heaven Demons, it was a black ancient tree with a grotesque demon face on its trunk. Although only mid-stage, its form was sufficiently eerie to be a formidable opponent.

With their faces already broken, there was no need for any more words. Both surveyed the battlefield and flew towards each other without hesitation.

Just as they reached halfway, the old man's sleeve fluttered, releasing a golden small drum from his sleeve.

The drumstick was also golden. He grasped it tightly and struck the drum face with force, emitting a golden sound wave.

Similar to Young Lady Ouyang Qinxin's technique but much more powerful. The sound wave blurred into various weapons—swords, spears, halberds, and more.

They seemed real as if they were genuine treasures, not illusions.

Seeing this, the tree demon did not back down. Its branches extended wildly, then bloomed and bore fruit at an incredible speed. In a short while, the branches were laden with heavy fruits.

Each was the size of a head.

Their shapes resembled skulls, adding to their eerie appearance. With such numbers, just looking at them made one's scalp tingle.

The fruits fell from the branches as they matured and took on skull-like forms. Sharp horns grew quickly on their foreheads. They gnashed their jaws and spat out green demon flames.

These clashed with swords, spears, and halberds, producing unbelievable power.

As the attack was blocked, the old man with youthful features did not lose heart. His hands moved like butterflies, increasing the frequency of contact between drumstick and drum face.

With the sound booming, the sound waves surged like a tidal wave, converging into an exceptionally solid golden mace that crashed down on the opponent.

Even before it reached its target, it brought up a fierce wind.

Such a display left one speechless. The tree demon did not dare to take it lightly either. The grotesque face on the trunk twisted and distorted as the demon opened its blood-red mouth.

A deep black demonic aura emerged from within, gathering all the skull fruits into a massive ghostly figure.

Holding an乌黑发亮的砍刀 (shiny black cleaver), it roared fiercely and charged at the golden mace.

Just when it seemed another battle was about to erupt, something unexpected happened. The golden mace changed direction mid-flight and struck Senior Daoist Earth Ascending from a hundred feet away.

Simultaneously, the skull fruits transformed into evil spirits that emitted black light, rushing towards Senior Daoist Earth Ascending as well.

The sudden change left everyone on the city walls and below in shock, almost thinking they were seeing things.
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"What are you doing?"

The True Man of Earth Piercing was both shocked and angry. He turned his head sharply to face the elder, shouting at him with wide eyes: "Friend, what is your intention? Have you already betrayed our human race and become a henchman for the域外天魔?"

"Do not speak so harshly. I am merely following the will of heaven."

The elder's face showed no shame as he cast a spell. The golden hammer pressed down on the void, making it vibrate loudly, and its momentum became even more forceful.

"You..."

The True Man of Earth Piercing's eyes were nearly bloodshot, but at this moment, even if he hated his opponent to the bone, what use would that be? Although he had exceptional abilities, he was now facing a three-way attack from fellow cultivators. Two of them had unexpectedly attacked him from behind.

He had no chance to defend himself.

He did not want to wait for death, but in such a situation, any cultivator in his position would indeed find it impossible to turn the tide.

He could only勉强祭出 several talismans and magical artifacts, forming layer upon layer of light barriers before him.

Unfortunately, they were useless. In the next moment, terrifying attacks surged like a sea of waves, engulfing him as if he were a rock in the midst of a storm.

Those dazzling attacks quickly tore through his defensive barrier. The True Man of Earth Piercing's face was filled with fear as he was pressed into a bloody mist, unable to escape even his元婴.

Above and below the city, all was silent!

After a moment, a deafening roar of joy erupted from the clouds of demons. On the human side, after a great commotion, their morale sank.

The blow was fatal.

It was well known that in the battle for the city between high-ranking cultivators of two opposing forces, the outcome often depended on the victor among them.

Now, with one of the four senior patriarchs of Quemo City having defected and another fallen, the balance had shifted to a precarious state. Especially disheartening was that the one who had surrendered to the域外天魔 was the most powerful cultivator among the four.

This was a heavy blow to both morale and the power dynamics between the two sides.

By this point, the outcome of the battle was no longer in doubt; Quemo City's situation was perilous indeed.

The woman in court attire and the bald monk looked extremely displeased. They unleashed a dazzling wave of attacks,摆脱了眼前的对手,随后站在一起。

"Brother Fu, what is your intention?"

The woman stared at the elder with an extremely unsavory expression, her voice clear and deliberate: "What intention? Why do you ask such a question, Lady Fairy?" A hint of mockery appeared on the elder's face. "I am preparing to become a域外天魔, how about it? Do you two plan to join me?"

"You are the master of Quemo City, yet you betrayed your position in battle. Are you not afraid that heroes across the land will mock you?"

"Mockery?"

The elder's expression was filled with disdain: "You both are渡劫期 cultivators; why say such childish words. As they say, the victor is king and the loser is a fool. A wise bird chooses its tree well. If losing your life is not laughable, then what mockery? Do you really believe that Quemo City can hold out or that Wind痕界 can resist the域外天魔?"

"Our strength in this plane of existence is clear to us; there are no true顶级强者. Even among the scattered immortals and demon kings, some have fallen. What use is our stubborn resistance? It would be better to seize this opportunity and convert to a域外天魔, still a good way to survive."

"How should we choose? I advise you two friends not to be misled by your impulsiveness. Wise people should assess the situation and make the right choice."

The elder's shameless voice echoed in their ears.

"Be silent!"

The woman in court attire was enraged, her eyes flashing with intense light: "Die if you must, but do not live at the expense of your honor. Even if I fall, I would be ashamed to walk alongside you."

"Is that so?"

Faced with such a harsh rebuke, the elder showed no shame; he slowly turned his head and asked the monk: "Master, how about you?"

"I..."

The bald monk's face showed signs of struggle, but in the end, he shook his head. "I do not want to die, but if living means becoming a域外天魔, I would rather be lost forever."

"Foolish."

The elder's face was filled with cold laughter: "A cultivator at your stage should not remain so stubborn. Since this is the case, you two will go to your deaths!"

Before his words had finished, he swept his sleeve.

Instantly, a golden drumstick struck the drum, and layers of golden sound waves surged out.

Like a tidal wave, it was about to engulf the woman in court attire and the bald monk.

They would not sit idly by. While speaking, they had been fully focused, anticipating their opponent's attacks.

Seeing this terrifying attack approaching, both quickly summoned their treasures. Although their strength was inferior to that of their opponents, fighting two with one might still offer a chance for victory.

Unfortunately, their enemies were not just the traitor; four域外天魔 stood by, watching intently.

Although they had not attacked yet, they brought great pressure to bear on them.

Cat playing with mice!

As soon as any of them showed even a slight weakness, their fate would be extremely tragic.

The cultivators on the city walls were already despairing. There was no chance of turning the tide; could Quemo City really not hold out? Would they all fall victim to the域外天魔?

Morale sank, and some began to plan an escape or even surrender to the demons.

However, while such plans might seem reasonable, successfully surrendering would not be easy. The域外天魔 were picky; only those at渡劫期 would likely catch their attention.

The situation of the city's cultivators was not discussed here, but the battle outside had nearly reached its conclusion. The four demon lords also made a move.

Five against two, with a higher realm advantage, the woman in court attire and the bald monk fought desperately, but their situation was dire.

"Two fools, do you still have the courage to die now? Do you feel any regret?" the elder said coldly.

But no one answered. Both the bald cultivator and the woman in court attire were too busy to pay attention.

The elder gloated, but at this moment, a sigh entered their ears: "Since I embarked on the path of cultivation, I have seen all sorts of cultivators, but none as shameless as you. Hmph, today is truly an eye-opener."

"Who?"

This voice was calm and full of reflection, but the elder was shocked. The suddenness left him clueless about who spoke or where they were; yet, the voice seemed right beside them, making it easy for someone to ambush.

P.S.: Today I had a scare. My son is too mischievous; he accidentally hit his head and bled profusely. Upon closer inspection, there was an injury on his eyebrow but thankfully not his eyes. It's fortunate, very fortunate. Fellow cultivators with children should be extra cautious!
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In an instant, a massive sense of crisis surged from the depths of his heart. The several域外天魔 were also making similar movements.

After all, they were battle-hardened cultivators and naturally understood what this situation meant—there was a powerful enemy approaching!

And it was hiding in the shadows. The four demon lords hurriedly scanned their surroundings, releasing their divine consciousness. Of course, there was no use; with Lin Xuan's current strength, how could a few Tribulation Transcenders discover him?

"Since you dare to mock this seat, why don't you show yourself? Hiding your head and showing your tail—what kind of cultivator are you? Your behavior doesn’t scare the heroes of the world into laughter?" The old man's face showed a hint of ferocity as he forced back his anger.

"Pride, you surrendered to the域外天魔 yet still have the nerve to say such things. It seems your shamelessness far exceeds what Lin Xuan imagined. I truly underestimated you earlier."

A leisurely voice echoed through the void. A young man with a plain appearance appeared in a flash of green light: Lin Xuan.

"Late-stage Tribulation Transcender!"

The old man and the four demon lords narrowed their eyes, showing signs of seriousness on their faces. On the other side, the human faction was overjoyed. The woman in court attire bowed to Lin Xuan: "Little Sister Xue Ling thanks you for your life-saving grace."

The bearded monk with disheveled hair also saluted gratefully. If it weren't for Lin Xuan's chance arrival here, they would likely have already turned into corpses.

Lin Xuan waved his hand but showed no trace of self-congratulation on his face. Although he had no intention of being a savior, he wouldn’t ignore the disaster before him. Since he was involved, he naturally offered help.

In Firestone City, and now in Quemoon City, it was the same.

Moreover, this place was originally his destination. If the域外天魔 occupied it, finding the coordinates to Nael Dragon Realm would add another layer of uncertainty. Therefore, for both reason and emotion, Lin Xuan wouldn’t let these域外天魔 have their way. His action became a necessity.

With his mind spinning, Lin Xuan slowly turned his head towards the old man with youthful looks: "Lin Xuan is not a cruel killer, nor does he enjoy making trouble for cultivators without enmity. But your shamelessness disgusts me to no end. If you are wise, self-termination would be better and save you much suffering."

The old man with white hair listened to these words, laughing in anger:

"Your late-stage Tribulation Transcender status is nothing but a big mouth. Don’t be afraid of wind blowing your tongue out. You dare to make such bold claims before me, I must test your abilities."

"Oh, are you a domain powerhouse?" Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"A domain powerhouse? That’s just a joke! In the three realms, those who have entered domains are few and far between, each one famous. I don’t remember any such strong individual among them."

The old man was initially surprised but then sneered disdainfully.

Before his laughter ended, he suddenly raised his hand, sending out a spell from his fingertips. With this action, a gourd flew out of his sleeve.

The mouth of the gourd turned around, spewing yellow sand and flames.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose slightly as interest showed on his face, but he did nothing.

Seeing Lin Xuan’s audacity to such an extent, the old man was secretly delighted. He then recited a series of incantations without hesitation from his mouth.

Suddenly, fierce winds surged up, mixing with the surrounding primordial energy and enveloping the old man's body.

"Rise!"

A low roar emerged from the center of the yellow wind.

Then, thunderous sounds echoed as the flames and sand sprayed out from the gourd. They coalesced into several lion-headed dragon-bodied monsters, their wings resembling eagles, fiercely lunging towards Lin Xuan.

There were three in total. Each emitted a spiritual pressure not inferior to ordinary late-stage Tribulation Transcenders. Clearly, this was the old man's trump card. Although he acted nonchalant on the surface, his heart was actually wary of Lin Xuan’s silent infiltration.

After all, if one could sneak in silently and the other couldn’t detect it, this indirectly proved the prowess of Lin Xuan's abilities. So, with a single move, he used his trump card to try and catch Lin Xuan off guard and kill him here.

To be honest, such plans were astute. If he had met an ordinary late-stage Tribulation Transcender, he might have been satisfied.

But was Lin Xuan an ordinary person?

Doing this in front of him would be like displaying one’s skills before a master carpenter.

Facing the three monsters attacking in a triangular formation, Lin Xuan showed no surprise or joy on his face. He sighed lightly.

With a shake of his sleeve, countless sharp sword lights emerged from it, densely shooting forward.

However, there was no fear on the old man's face. With his left hand, he flicked out numerous sound waves. The dense waves covered the entire sky.

Then, ripples spread through the void as the golden sound waves transformed into mirror-like treasures, blocking the monsters' paths.

The two treasures worked in perfect harmony, their attacks and defenses flowing like clouds and water without any delay.

It was undeniable that this old man's methods were very sharp. By combining attack and defense, he had already put himself in an invincible position. The surrounding demons watched with interest.

A towering tree attracts the wind, and a prominent person draws envy. They didn’t mind using this shameless fellow as a test subject.

Of course, if Lin Xuan showed any weakness, they wouldn’t hesitate to swarm him and send him to the underworld.

There was no fair fight in the cultivation world; the victor was whoever emerged victorious.

However, what followed shocked everyone.

The old man with the仙风道骨 had clearly set up multiple layers of defenses. But the mirror-like treasures were easily shattered by Lin Xuan's sharp sword lights.

In a single exchange, they crumbled to pieces. The consumed sword lights quickly surrounded the three lion-headed dragon-bodied monsters from all directions.

"Impossible!"

The old man’s face turned pale, but it was too late for him to change his tactics. The sword lights like silver ribbons circled and severed the heads of the three monsters, reducing them back to sand and flames.

By this point, fear filled the old man's face as green light surged from his body, trying to retreat. But how could Lin Xuan let that happen? He raised his right hand and pointed: "Hurry!"

Before he finished speaking, the sword lights chased the old man behind him like a flying rainbow.

(Young Lion Alliance.)
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The old man was both shocked and enraged, but he naturally wouldn't sit idly by to die. In a moment of panic, he flicked his sleeve backward, sending a streak of black light flying out from it.

The light parted, revealing over a dozen round, glossy black beads. The old man's figure spun around, and these beads shot towards the sword light.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, sensing that these beads were no ordinary objects. But he showed no sign of retreating; instead, his hands clenched tighter, making the sword light even more fierce.

The old man's face turned cold as a spell flew from his fingertips. The loud rumbling echoed as one by one, the black beads exploded in mid-air.

A stench filled the air, and the sword light dimmed instantly.

A trace of satisfaction appeared on the old man’s face. These Nine Yin Thunder Beads were crafted from several of the most potent poisons found across the land, refined with great care. Not only did they have formidable power, but they could also contaminate an opponent's treasures—making them one of his life-saving talismans. Now, it seemed to be working as intended.

...

This enemy was not something he could handle alone; he must join forces with the other four Heavenly Outland Demon Lords. Together, there might be a chance to defeat him.

As the old man detonated the beads, he quickly retreated. But suddenly, the dimming sword light regained its sharpness and momentum, raining down like a storm, piercing towards the old man.

Caught off guard, the old man let out a short, agonized cry as the sword light pierced his chest. His heart turned to dust, and even his soul core failed to escape before he died with an expression of disbelief on his face.

What did it matter?

A late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator was nothing to him now. He could have killed this old man without using any special techniques.

The four Heavenly Outland Demons watching were shocked. They had wanted the old man to serve as a test, but they never expected him to fall so quickly. The situation was too sudden for them to react in time. A late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator couldn't even last one exchange with this enemy.

Their faces turned grim. This enemy was far stronger than anticipated, and their predicament became increasingly awkward.

They were truly between a rock and a hard place.

The fall of Quemo City was inevitable. They had already won the city, but how could they let go so easily?

But if they didn't abandon their plans, what strategy could they use to defeat this formidable enemy?

This was a vexing problem.

With every thought racing through his mind, the four Heavenly Outland Demons looked troubled. Meanwhile, the humans of Quemo City burst into cheers as soon as Lin Xuan appeared and slaughtered the traitor.

The good fortune came too quickly.

After the old man's betrayal, the entire city had lost hope, with low morale and a fluctuating spirit.

Indeed, this situation seemed hopeless.

If Quemo City fell, the fall of the Wind Scarred World was imminent.

In other words, even if they managed to escape this time by sheer luck, their ultimate fate would be either being corrupted or dying.

After all, ordinary cultivators had no chance to break through the void and travel to other realms except for Golden Transformation level experts.

Moreover, while there were many small interfaces in the Spirit Realm, none could survive this demon disaster. There was only suffering, with varying degrees of severity.

It seemed like a dead end. Who would have thought that when the city was on the brink of destruction, they would get a savior?

Lin Xuan had appeared and mercilessly slaughtered the traitor right from the start.

After the initial shock and joy, the Quemo City cultivators realized who he was. The woman in formal attire bowed respectfully: "Is this the high-ranking figure who displayed great power in Firestone City, turning the tide of battle?"

Indeed, they had received intelligence about a domain-level powerhouse who had turned the tide by eliminating demon forces across multiple fronts. They just hadn't reacted quickly enough due to the suddenness.

With a moment's thought, they understood Lin Xuan’s identity.

The faces of the Heavenly Outland Demons were equally grim. They also knew this was likely true based on the intelligence they received.

"Firestone City? I did indeed pass through there and encountered some arrogant Heavenly Outland Demons. I simply sent them to the Underworld."

Lin Xuan spoke lightly, though he didn't hide his strength.

"What? You're that guy! Impossible! The Twin Crystal Messengers should have intercepted you. How could they not?" the leading demon shouted, each word emphasized.

"Two domain-level beings of the Twin Crystal Messengers, humph. On my way here, I did indeed meet two arrogant fellows with a domain. One had an electric attribute, and the other provided support. But two such insignificant beings dared to try blocking me. They were overestimating themselves."

Lin Xuan's cold laughter rang out.

The faces of the four Heavenly Outland Demons turned even darker as they realized he had indeed fought the Twin Crystal Messengers. He was clearly not lying, having faced them in battle and emerged victorious.

They couldn't fight a domain-level being with just numbers.

Even if they charged forward together, it would be useless.

They wouldn't win!

After assessing their strengths, the four Heavenly Outland Demon Lords didn't show much despair but instead exchanged glances. They nodded as though reaching an agreement in an instant.

The leading black-armored demon raised his hand, sending a command flag flying out. As this happened, a storm of demonic winds rose from the clouds, and the demonized creatures surged towards Lin Xuan like a tidal wave.

No... not just demons; ordinary Heavenly Outland Demons also rushed forward in desperation.

They might be afraid but couldn't disobey orders to attack.

"Relying on numbers?" Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise.

But soon, his jaw dropped as the demon army attacked while the four Heavenly Outland Demon Lords fled at incredible speed.
第三千八百五十一章 无边树海

"..."

Lin Xuan was left speechless. These four fellows had actually feigned an attack on one side while making a surprise strike from the other, and what a shamelessly cunning plan it was! They had their subordinates act as cannon fodder to hold him back.

"Want to run? Not so easy!"

Although Lin Xuan had lost his initial advantage, with such a staggering gap in power between them, escaping for these four would still be incredibly difficult. Moreover, the other域外天魔 weren't fools; once they realized they were being discarded, they wouldn't stand idly by.

"Mutual benefit is like birds of a feather parting ways when disaster strikes. Since you've been unkind, don't blame me for being ungrateful."

The morale of the demon army was shattered in an instant as they scattered like beasts.

Lin Xuan ignored ordinary天魔 but had no intention of letting these four escape. If he let them go, it would leave无穷后患 to阙月城.

By now, the four demons were far away, all渡劫期 and could easily travel thousands of miles at a glance.

Unfortunately, that was of little use. Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of cold amusement as he closed his eyes slightly and released his divine sense. Instantly, he locked onto the demon in black armor.

He raised his right hand, drawing a white hole through the void. He stepped into it without hesitation.

...

The large man in black armor was the strongest among the four 天外魔君. His speed was formidable as well; within moments, he had traveled several thousand miles away.

With enough time, he would surely escape from the old monster's clutches.

Feeling triumphant, the large man thought of his escape plan. Although the battle for阙月城 had ended in defeat, it was due to the enemy being too strong. Facing a realm powerhouse, they were helpless; even if Supreme Void knew, there was no blame to be placed on them.

However, before he could fully process this, an anomaly occurred as intense rule fluctuations emanated from ahead. The void split open, and Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as he stepped out of it.

With a single hand raised, sharp swordlight emerged like a storm, covering the demon head-on.

"You..."

The black-armor demon was shocked to see how Lin Xuan had caught up with him in such a manner.

Despite his shock, he didn't want to sit idly by and await his fate. His demonic energy surged out, forming several protective barriers. Two dark-black magic forks flew from his body, transforming into two dragons that surrounded him.

His reaction was swift. If Lin Xuan were just an ordinary late-stage渡劫期, killing him wouldn't be easy. Unfortunately for the demon, Lin Xuan had already transcended his former self and entered the realm of power. The difference between them was like a hair's breadth; with his ability to challenge across levels, killing this demon was trivial.

The swordlight was not only sharp but also carried a hint of rule power. Although limited, it was the terrifying all-encompassing chaos rule.

As the swordlight approached, Lin Xuan opened his realm. An incredible scene unfolded.

Demonic energy was dispersed.

The large man in black armor felt immobilized; his mana seemed frozen, making him unable to move freely.

"Friend, spare me!"

In this moment, a late-stage渡劫期 felt like an ant. The fear was indescribable. He hadn't felt so powerless for many years.

But his plea was futile as the swordlight moved like mercury, dispelling demonic energy that couldn't form effective defenses. The man could only watch helplessly as the swordlight approached him.

Blood splattered, and he lost his head. Another swordlight pierced through his dantian, shattering his元婴.

Lin Xuan's sleeve flapped, releasing a green glow to retrieve the demon’s storage bracelet. He then pursued another target with a burst of blue light.

Root out evil completely!

With Lin Xuan's temperament, he wouldn't stop halfway.

This time, the target was that man resembling a tree.

Although Lin Xuan knew域外天魔 had bizarre forms, this particular 天外魔头 was new to him. Seeing such a creature could potentially yield some interesting secrets.

...

The tree demon, with a look of bad luck on his face, used a form of teleportation. In an instant, he traveled hundreds of feet away. His speed was comparable to the fallen black-armor man and even rivaled ordinary realm powers, making him theoretically the easiest to escape.

However, theory didn't match reality. Lin Xuan wasn't easily fooled by theory alone. The tree demon was confident in his speed but felt a divine sign pass through his heart. He turned around to see a brilliant streak of light clearly visible on the horizon; Lin Xuan had caught up and was now very close.

"How is this possible!"

The tree demon was both shocked and angry, almost thinking he had misjudged. The old monster hadn't been chasing in that direction earlier; why had he suddenly appeared?

Could... someone have fallen?

This thought sent a chill down his spine as he took a deep breath and suddenly turned to the ground.

Running wouldn't work; under these circumstances, it was better to use strategy rather than force.

His plan was smart. And luck favored him; beneath his feet lay a forest—more accurately, a vast sea of trees.

The forest stretched for countless miles with no end in sight. As he fell, his aura changed. It no longer contained any demonic energy, and the originally dark leaves turned emerald green. He seemed like an ordinary tree, blending seamlessly into the forest.

Masquerading as a tree to hide his form using the terrain's advantage.

After several breaths, Lin Xuan arrived at this location. With a flick of his sleeve, he released a small fireball that quickly transformed blue.

(From Young Lion Book Alliance.)
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Phantom Heaven Fire!

The astonishing coldness spread out. Watermark advertisement test.

Lin Xuan flipped his wrist and shouted, "Fall!"

Before the sound of his voice faded away, that blue flame became even more translucent.

Numerous tiny runes surged to envelop its surface, then it fell like a meteor towards the forest with an incredible display.

An unbelievable scene unfolded. With a "sizzle" sound, boundless coldness spread out.

Everything within sight—flowers, trees, and plants—were frozen by this shocking coldness.

Ice-covered for miles!

No, Lin Xuan's move revealed its true power far beyond that range.

Over several miles, the entire forest transformed into an icy realm in a moment.

All those flowers and trees were sealed without exception.

The opponent tried to use these trees as cover, but clearly, he had misjudged his situation.

Indeed, he could change his appearance and conceal his demonic aura, but facing this boundless coldness, he was exposed. He had to activate his magical power to resist; otherwise, he would surely die.

You won't come out? Then I'll use my magic to force you out.

In the face of absolute strength, such petty tricks were utterly useless—nothing more than self-inflicted humiliation.

Sure enough, a "whoosh" sound entered his ears. A tree at the far horizon rose into the air, emitting heart-stopping demonic aura as it rolled towards the distance.

"Foolish! You still don't surrender now!"

Lin Xuan spread his fingers, with blue lightning flickering at their tips.

In an instant, he vanished from sight before enveloping that demon tree in a net of electric serpents that bit him viciously.

Lightning flashed everywhere, containing terrifying雷电法则. In just one exchange, the demonic aura on that demon tree was shattered into pieces.

Then it fell unconscious.

Only a charred stump remained at the spot.

"Thunder and lightning indeed have an effect against域外天魔."

Lin Xuan收回 his hand expressionlessly. Then he shifted his gaze and locked onto the remaining two demon trees. However, after killing two in succession, he had wasted some time. If he pursued another one to kill it, the last one would be harder to catch.

After a moment's thought,

Lin Xuan's shoulders trembled slightly, and his figure blurred. Suddenly, he transformed from one into two.

The appearance and features were incredibly lifelike.

The only difference was in skin color.

One of them was noticeably darker, clearly Lin Xuan’s second incarnation.

Now that the second元婴 had advanced, this external incarnation's strength far surpassed ordinary cultivators. Dividing his forces to chase down the remaining two was undoubtedly the right choice.

After all, he did not want any more域外天魔 escaping from him; such complications should be avoided as much as possible.

...

The demon wind was chilling. In the midst of it, the petite female demon’s face was filled with worry.

Just now, two of her companions' spirit pearls had already shattered.

In just a short while, four out of the six had fallen.

Would she escape this calamity?

Who would have thought that Quemo City was within reach yet inexplicably faced such changes. As the ancients said, misfortune and fortune are interdependent; indeed, there is no mistake in their wisdom.

But now… there was no time for contemplation.

She didn't know if the next target was her, but she dared not risk her life to find out.

A flicker of struggle crossed her eyes as she stopped her遁光.

Of course, she wasn’t planning to give up.

On the contrary, she wanted to fight desperately to secure a chance at survival.

With rapid hand gestures, she formed a series of strange mudras. Simultaneously, demonic aura around her surged out like living creatures.

She opened her mouth and spat out a black blood that turned into ancient text, imprinted on her forehead as it flashed with dark light.

Her hands and face turned crimson. The blood mixed with the surrounding demonic aura, spreading towards her back like an ocean of flowing rivers.

A "puff" sound echoed, and two giant feathered wings appeared behind her.

They resembled phoenixes in appearance but were pure black, equally magnificent.

With a flap of her wings, a ball of black light enveloped her body. The light spread outwards, dissolving the void as it passed.

"Not bad, not bad. Without relying on an array's power, you can shatter the void—this secret technique truly stands unmatched."

However, at this moment, a soft voice filled her ears with admiration.

She heard clearly and lost all color in her face.

Was she to be the next target for that old monster?

This thought flashed through her mind like lightning. She dared not delay any longer; with her entire demonic aura blazing, she flew towards the largest hole before her.

Though she didn't know where this spatial tunnel led, it was better than waiting to die.

She wanted to survive and would take a chance.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded next.

She had just entered the spatial vortex when she was bounced back.

"How is that possible?"

Confusion and shock filled her face. The only way out was to shatter the void, but she was being bounced back instead.

"What’s impossible?"

A flash of light revealed Lin Xuan standing before her: "In my domain, I make the rules. Do you think you can still break the void freely in front of me?"

"Senior, spare my life!"

Her knees weakened as she knelt down; even a域外天魔 feared death.

"Hmph, now begging for mercy—what did you do earlier?"

A mocking expression appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth.

He had no mercy for his enemies and raised his hand, revealing sharp sword light.

Hatred flashed across her face as she activated her treasure. The sound of thunderous clashes filled the air but soon died down.

After all, this female demon was only a初级渡劫域外天魔; despite her extraordinary abilities, how could she possibly be Lin Xuan's match?

In just a few exchanges, she fell and perished.

This time, Lin Xuan did not move to chase his enemies. Instead, he waited quietly in place.

After about an hour, a burst of light appeared at the horizon. His second incarnation returned, holding a storage bag. Clearly, another shadow demon had been reduced to nothingness.

(Youli Shumang.)
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By this point, all four Heavenly Outland Demon Lords had fallen. There were no escapees, and Lin Xuan's pursuit was considered a success. A satisfied smile appeared on his face as he emitted a layer of green light and flew back along the same path.

A distance of over ten million miles passed in an instant. Soon enough, Lin Xuan saw the towering city walls of Yueyue City.

However, just at this moment, colorful spiritual lights filled the sky densely, creating a magnificent scene. Countless cultivators were flying towards him under the guidance of the palace-dressed woman and the bald monk.

The scale was so vast that it was hard to describe in words.

Lin Xuan's face couldn't help but show a hint of surprise as he narrowed his eyes and hovered in place.

The swift flight stopped about a hundred feet in front of Lin Xuan. Two Golden Transcendence cultivators led the way, bowing deeply before him: "Mortals from Yueyue City, thank you for your righteous assistance. This great favor will be remembered by us forever."

Their voices echoed through the heavens as their expressions were filled with gratitude.

"Friends, there's no need to be so formal. As fellow humans, how could I sit idly by when such a scene unfolded before my eyes? What happened earlier was merely a small effort," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"But for you, it was a matter of life and death, a second chance at survival. Any gratitude is justified, which is why this grand courtesy should be accepted," the palace-dressed woman's melodious voice echoed as she and the bald monk bowed three times before him.

The two Golden Transcendence elders behaved similarly, but the rest of the cultivators dared not show any disrespect, bowing deeply in front of Lin Xuan.

Seeing this scene, a wry smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He didn't dare to stop them, as refusing would only cause them anxiety.

Thus, surrounded by these many cultivators, Lin Xuan entered Yueyue City.

The traces of the battle were still evident, and the joyful atmosphere was palpable everywhere.

Surviving this ordeal, how could their hearts not be filled with joy?

Lin Xuan's entry into the city was met with thunderous applause. He received the highest honors and was welcomed into a splendid hall within Yueyue City.

Most of the cultivators had already dispersed, leaving only about ten people behind.

Apart from the two Golden Transcendence elders, the rest were late-stage Spirit Formation cultivators.

These were the strongest combatants in Yueyue City. However, they showed extreme respect to Lin Xuan, not daring to breathe a word.

While he was their savior, many powerful old monsters had unpredictable tempers. Accidentally angering one of them could be disastrous.

"Enough, friends, there's no need for such formality. I am not someone who changes moods easily," Lin Xuan said with a smile. Although the cultivators tried to hide it, their nervous expressions were hard to conceal. Lin Xuan chuckled and spoke thusly.

The cultivators exchanged glances, feeling somewhat awkward. Fortunately, at this moment, a beautiful maid arrived with fragrant tea. They then took their seats according to rank.

Only Lin Xuan and the two Golden Transcendence elders had chairs; the rest of the Spirit Formation cultivators stood respectfully beside them.

"Your high cultivation must have allowed you to travel far. This small place is simple, offering nothing much in return. However, this lunar spirit tea is quite excellent. If you don't mind, I urge you to try a few cups."

The palace-dressed woman served the tea herself as she spoke. As a Golden Transcendence cultivator, she could have treated Lin Xuan as an equal, but given his life-saving favor and his unmatched power, she chose to show respect by serving him.

"Ah, if you recommend it so highly, I must indeed taste it."

Lin Xuan smiled and accepted the tea cup. The liquid was amber-colored with a rich aroma.

Sure enough, this wasn't ordinary!

Another sip left a lingering flavor in his mouth. A pure essence of qi flowed through his meridians to his dantian, making him realize that this wasn't just any spirit tea but a kind of elixir that could boost one's cultivation and improve the body.

Though its effects on Lin Xuan were minimal, it was still remarkable from a taste perspective.

"Thank you for your kindness. This lunar spirit tea blooms only once every century, with limited production—just a few dozen pounds. That's why there aren't many left in the city, but I've had them all brought here."

The palace-dressed woman clapped her hands, and the sound of footsteps approached. A beautiful maid arrived, kneeling before Lin Xuan as she held up a tray with two storage bags.

"Your great favor is beyond our ability to repay. This bag on the left contains over a hundred pounds of lunar spirit tea. The one on the right includes some goods. I know these cannot fully express my gratitude, but they are meant to show our sincerity. Please do not refuse."

"Mmm."

Lin Xuan nodded. According to the saying, no reward for no merit, yet he indeed had great favors to repay Yueyue City. If he refused, they might feel anxious.

Thus, Lin Xuan extended his hand, and the storage bags flew into it as if guided by eyes.

He released a portion of his divine sense and couldn't help but show surprise on his face.

Though he had anticipated such generous gifts, the quantity of top-grade crystals and materials far exceeded expectations.

Yueyue City truly lived up to its reputation as the first powerful city in Fenghen. The generosity was indeed impressive.

"Thank you for your good intentions. I humbly accept."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed through the hall as he accepted the gifts, visibly relieving everyone present, including the palace-dressed woman.

Then, the bald monk spoke: "May I ask why you came to Yueyue City? If we can be of any service, please don't hesitate. We will do anything in our power."

His words were cleverly worded, and Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile. He likely wanted to know his background but avoided direct questions.

In fact, he wasn't so petty; they didn't need to be so nervous.
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Lin Xuan's cool voice entered the ears of those present.

"Senior, please speak. We will do anything to help."

The woman in court robes quickly stood up and bowed deeply towards Lin Xuan.

"Fulfilling one’s duty by risking boiling water and fire, that is too exaggerated," Lin Xuan said with a hint of helplessness on his face. "Lady, I am being overly polite. I am not a cultivator from this world; I was merely caught in a spatial storm and ended up here by chance."

This statement was naturally half-truthful. After all, these cultivators were just strangers to him, so there was no need for such detailed explanations.

Moreover, his experiences were beyond the comprehension of ordinary cultivators.

"Then what is it that senior needs from us?"

The woman in court robes and the bald monk exchanged a glance; neither showed any surprise on their faces. "Senior, do you have something specific you require our assistance with?"

"I came to the Wind痕界 not long ago and have become familiar with its customs. I heard that the Quemue City is the first divine city of this small world, possessing an inter-dimensional teleportation array capable of tearing through the void."

"Senior wishes to return to your original dimension. That should be no problem. However, we do not know which specific location in your dimension you are referring to. The information on the Quemue City’s teleportation array is incomplete since there are hundreds of such small worlds, and not all their coordinates are marked here," the woman in court robes said cautiously, secretly checking Lin Xuan's reaction, fearing his displeasure.

This concern was unnecessary.

How could Lin Xuan be unreasonable? With his depth of character, he had anticipated this possibility.

"Senior is a cultivator from the Nai Long Realm. Does Quemue City have coordinates for that realm?" Lin Xuan asked coolly.

"Nai Long Realm?"

The woman's face showed a touch of reverence. That was one of the ten major realms in the Spirit World, known to all.

"You are indeed a master from the Nai Long Realm. No wonder your strength is so outstanding," the woman said as she spoke. "However, I am not sure about the details regarding this realm. We will need to send someone to check."

With those words, she waved her sleeve and a light beam shot out, sending a message.

The rest of the time was spent waiting quietly.

During this period, the woman in court robes and the bald monk also couldn't resist asking Lin Xuan some cultivation questions.

Lin Xuan had no deep grudges against them. However, with the current turmoil among the Three Realms and the threat from the Demonic Tribes, he couldn’t be too self-centered.

He casually imparted knowledge. With his current strength, the two gained much benefit, their expressions becoming increasingly respectful.

Listening to one’s words is like reading ten years of books. Lin Xuan's guidance would surely help them avoid many detours in their cultivation journey.

After about a cup of tea's time, a black-armored guard entered: "Report to Lady, I have sent someone to check, and the coordinates for the Nai Long Realm are indeed present on the inter-dimensional teleportation array."

"Excellent news."

Lin Xuan looked delighted. With his strength, he was sure to return to the Nai Long Realm eventually, but any shortcut would be a cause for celebration.

"I will lead the way," the woman said enthusiastically.

Lin Xuan nodded.

The rest of the process didn't need much elaboration. After passing through numerous arrays with strict defenses, they arrived at an ancient and simple grand hall.

Indeed, this hall was filled with a primitive style. At its center stood a complex teleportation array that even Lin Xuan could only partially understand.

However, its immense power was undeniable. Above the array floated an ancient round plate with some numbers and golden inscriptions.

Lin Xuan focused his gaze.

Nai Long, Guang Han, Yu Tong…

These were undoubtedly the coordinates for each small realm. This was exactly what he had been seeking. Lin Xuan wasn't going to be shy about it.

There were dozens of numbers on the plate, each corresponding to a different small realm. He mentally noted them down.

This posed no difficulty for him.

Soon, Lin Xuan's gaze returned to normal as a whistling sound filled his ears. This indicated that the array was nearly charged and ready to tear through the void.

"Report to Lady, the teleportation array is prepared and can be used at any time," said an old man in black robes with the strength of a Spirit Formation Realm cultivator, one of the guardians of the array.

"Senior, please."

"Thank you."

Lin Xuan moved towards the center of the array without hesitation. Surrounding him, dozens of cultivators began to operate the array, and the golden numbers lit up, representing Nai Long.

Lin Xuan's face showed satisfaction. With specific coordinates in hand, his strength could tear through the void, but having a ready-made teleportation array was even better.

Effort-saving!

The whistling sound grew louder. After some time, a layer of golden light enveloped him, and Lin Xuan’s figure became blurred before vanishing from sight.

At this moment, a sigh echoed: "If we had the assistance of Senior Lin, our crisis in the Wind痕界 could be resolved effortlessly. I originally wanted to ask Senior Lin to stay in the Wind痕界. Why did Lady stop him?"

The speaker was the bald monk, another Elder at the Transcendence Stage.

"I have thought about what you said," the woman in court robes replied coolly. "Do you think this Senior Lin would stay?"

"Anything is possible! Indeed, this Senior Lin's strength is formidable, and he won't be alone in the Nai Long Realm. But if he chooses to stay, we can unite with other like-minded individuals and make him the ruler of the Wind痕界. Such glory and power—do you think his base in the Nai Long Realm could match this? What could possibly prevent Senior from agreeing?" the bald monk said confidently.

"Honor and power?"

The woman's face showed a sneer: "Brother, I believe you have misunderstood something. This Senior Lin’s strength far surpasses ours, and he is likely one of the few powerful beings in his domain. Do you think such an existence would find honor and power meaningful?"

"That urgency to return to Nai Long…"

"I suspect it's because there are people he cherishes in Nai Long," the woman sighed. Women's thoughts can be more delicate; she had almost guessed the truth.
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Meanwhile, in the Nailong Realm.

The Spirit World was vast and expansive, with hundreds of different realms of varying sizes. Nailong Realm ranked among the top few in terms of resources, area, population, spirit energy concentration, and overall power within the cultivation world.

It was only slightly inferior to realms like Yutong and Guanghan.

There were many powerful cultivators here, and the True Immortal Nailong was renowned throughout the Three Realms as a顶级强者 (top-grade powerhouse). Even compared to Loose Immortals and Demon Kings, he wouldn't be at a disadvantage. It could even be said that they were on par.

However, since the域外天魔 (Exterior World Demons) invaded ten years ago, Nailong Realm was not exempt from their attention either. Numerous demons descended upon this realm, leading to continuous conflicts and struggles with the cultivators and beast races here.

...

Nailong Realm's power was undoubtedly strong. But precisely because of this reason, the Exterior World Demons paid much attention to it. The number and quality of demons that descended on this realm far exceeded those in ordinary realms.

Thus, Nailong Realm also bore a great deal of pressure. While not completely沦陷 (fallen), many regions were occupied by Exterior World Demons.

The entire Nailong Realm was fragmented into countless pieces, with numerous sects and cultivation families destroyed. The remaining cultivators stood against the demons, their territories interlocking like jagged teeth.

...

As the sky darkened, it was a vast wilderness. Scanning the horizon, one could see only sparse low shrubs; few green plants were visible. The spirit energy was thin here, making this place indeed uninhabited.

Yet, several dim streaks of light patrolled across the wilderness. These streaks of light were faint and emitted barely perceptible fluctuations of spirit energy, indicating that the cultivators within did not want to be discovered.

Suddenly, a massive streak of light appeared on the horizon.

That streak of light was also gray but much larger than ordinary ones, making it more noticeable. This scale suggested that it wasn't a flying treasure piloted by a cultivator but rather some specialized vehicle for travel.

The patrol cultivators hurriedly approached. Soon, they met and their streaks of light disappeared. On one side were seven or eight black-robed cultivators led by an old man with a withered appearance; he was at the late-stage condensation core stage.

On the other side was a flying boat-shaped treasure, over a hundred feet long, with cabins lining its sides. A barefoot giant stood on the bow, his face extremely fierce.

"Ah, it's Senior Brother Meng."

The old man sighed in relief upon recognizing the cultivator at the helm but also showed a hint of reproach: "Why did you come here in this scaled boat? Although it has some concealment effects, its size makes it easier to be detected compared to our streaks. We've only just found a place to hide; if we're exposed, it will be regrettable..."

"Brother Senior thinks I wanted to use the scaled boat?"

The barefoot giant's face showed a hint of bitterness: "We've finally discovered a place where we can rest. The Sect Master ordered me to bring low-grade cultivators from within the sect here. Although our sect is weak, it has thousands of disciples. Without using this treasure, moving them bit by bit would take who knows how long, and frequent travel might make us more easily detected..."

"Indeed..."

The old man was still unsatisfied but could not argue further.

"Alright, Elder Brother Ma, let's stop talking. I've been extremely cautious; we haven't truly exposed ourselves. You can rest assured."

However, before he finished speaking, the sky suddenly darkened significantly.

Both turned to look, and a black cloud slowly drifted in from far off on the horizon.

Inky black, with terrifying demonic energy brewing within.

Exterior World Demons!

The opponents had followed them here.

Upon realizing this, all cultivators' faces turned grim.

"You said you hadn't exposed yourselves; what's going on?" The old man's voice was filled with anger and frustration.

"I don't know. These Exterior World Demons are too cunning. They must have discovered the scaled boat long ago but deliberately didn't reveal it, quietly following us here," the barefoot giant also exploded in rage: "Forget blaming me; what matters now is how to resist these Exterior World Demons."

"Resist? Senior Brother Meng, do you really think we can hold them off with our strength? There are at least several元婴级别的天魔 (core-stage demons) inside that cloud. Do you believe we have a chance?" The old man's voice was cold.

"What then? Sit and wait to die?"

"Sit and wait to die? Do you think those Exterior World Demons will spare us?" The old man's expression was grave: "Given the situation, the only way out is for everyone to escape. Otherwise, facing these Exterior World Demons means certain death."

...

The barefoot giant hesitated.

If they escaped alone, there might be a chance of survival; but those low-grade disciples would surely perish.

But this thought flashed by quickly. In such circumstances, he was already struggling to save himself and couldn't worry about others.

With a determined look, he wanted to use the御风术 (wind manipulation technique). But just then, something unexpected happened. A massive vortex appeared above the cloud without any warning, emitting an astonishing suction force.

Instantly, cries of alarm echoed as many demons were sucked into the vortex.

The remaining ones were both terrified and angry, led by several demon leaders, launching a desperate attack.

All sorts of treasures and secret techniques rained down on the vortex. But such actions seemed to be provoking bees.

The space vortex was deep like an ocean, releasing terrifying法则之力 (lawful power).

"Bad luck! Run!"

Leading the Exterior World Demons was a creature with eyes all over its body. He first noticed something amiss but it was too late; could these low-grade demons withstand such powerful rule?

With a deafening roar, this place turned into a stormy sea. Within a few miles, all demons affected by the wave were destroyed without mercy.

They disintegrated like withered leaves in an autumn wind!

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant. From afar, even the old man and the barefoot giant stared in shock.

This change came too quickly. Just a moment ago, they thought their fate was sealed, yet now, the Exterior World Demons had been completely wiped out. Was this some manifestation of a True Immortal?

They looked nervously at the vortex that hadn't disappeared yet, still filled with trepidation. Did its destruction mean there were no more dangers for them?
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I don't know!

There's no way to guess.

And the unknown often strikes the most fear. The frightened cultivators hesitated, wanting to run but too afraid to do so, standing呆呆 in place.

Boom!

A voice like rolling thunder erupted from above as a person slowly emerged from the deep vortex. Wearing a blue robe and an ordinary appearance, he seemed godlike to those cultivators at this moment.

He turned his head, taking in the surroundings with ease.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of smile. After some setbacks, he finally returned to the Dragon Realm.

Then he stepped forward, his figure blurring before vanishing from sight. When he reappeared, he was only about thirty feet away from the group of cultivators who were unsure if they should be lucky or unlucky.

To their eyes, Lin Xuan seemed even more mysterious and elusive, his movements described as ghostly with no exaggeration.

...

"Salute Master! Thank you for saving us."

Seeing that Lin Xuan was approaching, the old man and the barefoot giant finally reacted. They hurried to kneel before him in obeisance.

"It's not necessary. Those demons sought their own demise. Their annihilation was due to spatial rules, with little relation to me," Lin Xuan said calmly.

Though his words were correct, they seemed too profound for these two Core Formation Stage cultivators, who could only nod submissively.

"Enough of this tension. Although I didn't intervene, your rescue is thanks to my presence. In return, provide some information and intelligence. Isn't that reasonable?"

Lin Xuan said with a faint smile.

The old man, relieved that Lin Xuan wasn't a ferocious cultivator, quickly spoke up obediently: "Master, you are too kind. If not for you, we would all have perished. Ask whatever you need; I will speak without reservation."

"Good, as you say," Lin Xuan smiled. He raised his hand and the old man instantly felt his body go limp, unable to move, being pulled towards him by an invisible force.

"Master, spare me!"

The old man was terrified, pleading with Lin Xuan for mercy.

"Don't worry; I won't harm you."

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He pressed a hand on the other's crown and performed a soul-searching technique.

After a moment, Lin Xuan waved his hand, sending the old man floating away. The old man was confused, not understanding why he hadn't been harmed despite being subjected to a soul search.

Lin Xuan ignored him and repeated the process with the giant. Without further ado, he flew towards the horizon, leaving the two in shock as if they had just woken from a dream.

After a long time, they finally regained their senses, feeling like they had narrowly escaped death. Given the series of events, they dared not linger and led their disciples away.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was already several miles away, flying while pondering what he had learned through his soul searches. The Dragon Realm's situation was far worse than he had imagined; a significant portion of its territory was occupied by域外天魔.

Countless sects and cultivator families had vanished in the blink of an eye, and countless ordinary cultivators had fallen. It could be said that they had experienced a great calamity.

To be fair, although there were many powerful experts in the Dragon Realm, the strength of this plane was formidable as well. The reason for their unfavorable situation lay in the lack of a unifying leader; each sect fought on its own without a rallying figure to coordinate efforts.

But was the Dragon Realm truly devoid of capable individuals?

The answer was no.

The realm's name, "Dragon Realm," came from a legendary expert known across the Three Realms. Master Dragon wasn't just the First Flirtatious Man in all three realms; he was also one of the top-tier powerhouses. His reputation in the Dragon Realm was unparalleled. If he were here, there would be no way such a fragmented situation could occur.

But Master Dragon wasn't present.

Over a decade ago, he had gone to Rain Pine Realm for the Peach Blossom Festival and disappeared without a trace.

In normal times, this wouldn't matter much; even if he vanished for decades or millennia, people might assume he was out traveling. But with the Three Realms undergoing significant changes, filled with域外天魔, it would be unreasonable for Master Dragon to remain absent.

Had he encountered danger?

Speculation spread in the cultivation world.

If this were any other time, such claims would have been laughed off. The cultivation world, though full of peril, treated a top-tier powerhouse like Master Dragon as if walking on solid ground. Who could harm him?

But while that was true, the current situation was different. Half of the Immortal Demons and True Demon Ancestors had fallen, and even some True Demon Ancestors had bled to death against域外天魔. Master Dragon might not be exempt.

Such thoughts were a great blow to the morale of this plane.

Lin Xuan sighed, just as concerned about Master Dragon, who was his sworn brother. Lin Xuan always valued loyalty; he would repay any kindness with gratitude. As his elder brother in the sworn brotherhood, Master Dragon had treated him well.

He hadn't encountered域外天魔 but had instead fallen into a trap set by King of the Golden Moon, one of the Six Kings of阴司. He was judged for life and death there; Lin Xuan couldn't help worrying about his battle with King of the Golden Moon.

But worry was useless.

Far water could not quench near fire. Although he had grown immensely in power, circumstances had changed, and he could no longer assist Master Dragon now.

May good fortune favor him! Lin Xuan sighed as he worried about the state of Cloud Concealment Sect. He missed too many people to care for. The knowledge of two Core Formation Stage cultivators was limited; from their memories, Lin Xuan found nothing related to Cloud Concealment Sect.

Hastily returning!

After so many years, it was now the time when域外天魔 were rampant. Lin Xuan hoped to return to his sect as quickly as possible.

With his current speed, even using ordinary御风飞行术, he could nearly teleport. However, the Dragon Realm's vastness made the distance between where he appeared and Cloud Concealment Sect's main headquarters far more than just a thousand mountains and rivers.

(Youth Lion Book Alliance.)
第三千八百五十七章 险阻重重

It took more than a day of freezing cold to form, not something that could be achieved in an instant. For ordinary cultivators, it was as difficult as climbing up to the sky. Of course, this applied only to ordinary cultivators; after all, along the way, there were nearly a hundred different demon tribes he had to pass through.

Not just ordinary cultivators, even old patriarchs at the Tribulation Transcending stage would not dare do such a thing.

As the saying goes, a hero can't stand up to too many people. Some of these demon tribes were weak, but there were also top-tier experts among them.

In short, passing through all those demon tribes was extremely dangerous from any angle." "Chapter

But Lin Xuan had no choice.

Besides, he didn’t care about it anyway.

Ever since his debut, he had already killed countless域外天魔 (Outsider Demons) in the Outer World.

Lin Xuan wouldn't be like ordinary cultivators who feared them as if they were tigers.

Dare to block my path?

Then I'll kill gods and demons alike!

While that was true, Lin Xuan wasn’t a rash and boastful person by nature.

Indeed, he didn’t fear the Outsider Demons, but it wouldn't be a good strategy to simply kill his way through. It would draw too much attention and waste too much time.

If he really attracted powerful Outsider Demons, wouldn't that just cause trouble for him?

While Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, there was no need!

After careful consideration, disguising himself as an Outsider Demon and passing through their territories seemed the wisest choice.

It would save both time and effort. The time spent on this method was the most efficient among all options.

After much thought, Lin Xuan made his decision without hesitation.

But how could he disguise himself as an Outsider Demon?

Although they shared the same "Demon" character, these fellows were completely different from those in the Ancient Demon World.

The demon techniques that Lin Xuan knew would be of no use. To deceive them might just backfire.

What should he do then?

Though he had made a decision, his current situation was like trying to make a silk purse out of a sow's ear.

Headaches were the best description. But with Lin Xuan’s character, he wouldn’t give up so easily.

He couldn’t disguise himself as an Outsider Demon, but his concealment techniques weren’t something to be taken lightly either.

While concealing his aura would slow down his speed, it was relative. His strength was there, and even a slower speed in the eyes of ordinary cultivators seemed like instant teleportation.

Regardless, it was much faster than forcefully entering and being intercepted.

After much consideration, Lin Xuan decided to do this.

He then took a deep breath, his hands flipping through hand seals. As he moved, his figure became increasingly hazy until almost invisible.

Silently, he flew forward.

...

Time passed slowly.

Lin Xuan rushed along the path. For the first half month, everything went smoothly.

However, during one of his travels through a vast territory controlled by Outsider Demons, he triggered a禁制 (restraining technique).

The array was indeed unique; even Lin Xuan himself didn’t know how it had been discovered.

Facing the surging Outsider Demons, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel ashamed and angry. He had no need to be lenient with these demon heads from beyond the heavens.

Lin Xuan revealed his true form and unleashed his divine power, killing those demons in a chaotic manner.

In this battle, over ten thousand demon heads fell under Lin Xuan’s hands, rivers of blood flowing.

Regardless of their cultivation level, almost no one could withstand even a single blow from him. He was invincible.

It could be said that he was imposing and awe-inspiring, but Outsider Demons who could stir the three realms to chaos weren’t all weaklings. Even though their cultivation levels were far inferior to Lin Xuan’s, some of their secret techniques were beyond imagination.

A Demon Elder at the Spirit Transformation stage actually planted a secret technique on him in his severely injured state.

...

As a result, even if Lin Xuan used concealment techniques now, they would be useless. This mental imprint was like a festering wound that could not be expelled by his domain; it would only weaken over time.

This vast territory of the demon tribes was indeed extremely wide and sparsely populated, making it impossible to cross in just a short while. In other words, Lin Xuan’s current goal was clearly attracting countless Outsider Demons, like moths drawn to a flame, continuously swarming towards him.

In less than a day, Lin Xuan engaged in three consecutive battles with the demons.

Although none of them posed any real threat, they were as annoying as flies.

...

At the same time, several million miles away from where Lin Xuan was located,

on top of an abandoned mountain stood a large stone temple. Several Tribulation Transcending level Outsider Demon Kings gathered together to discuss something.

"Brother Mi, the identity of that mysterious cultivator has been clarified. This is our clan’s heartland; how could he easily enter here and even dare to massacre Demon Copper City? When did such a powerful expert appear in Nailed Dragon Realm?" The one speaking had blue demon markings carved on his face, with an aura that fluctuated wildly, extremely bizarre.

"Brother Blue, your words have left me speechless. The people below have already done their best to investigate, but the information is limited. He appeared suddenly without any prior signs; who knows where he came from," said a bald demon with a third eye on his forehead, ugly beyond measure, yet spoke in a refined manner.

"Under these circumstances, it’s unlikely that experts from other small realms would specially come here. Unless he was originally from this realm, do you think Nailed Dragon Immortal is possible?"

At this moment, a pleasant voice entered their ears. The speaker wore large red robes and was a female Outsider Demon with some good looks.

However, her cheeks were densely covered in red scales, and when she opened her mouth, a thin snake tongue flickered unpredictably. She looked somewhat like a monster race, but the demon aura around her was pure to an extreme.

"Immortal Lady’s words have some merit. Nailed Dragon Immortal has such a reputation; if not for him, our clan wouldn’t have had so many powerful experts descend into this small realm back then. Even Voidness Senior would be stationed here to deal with Nailed Dragon. Who could have thought that despite his great reputation, he would disappear like a turtle hiding its head," Blue Immortal sighed, speaking with some disdain: "Now if he returns, there’s still a possibility."

"Have you already informed Voidness Senior?"

"Immortal Lady jests; these are just speculations. Voidness Senior is one of our most powerful leaders. If Nailed Dragon really returned here, informing him wouldn’t be inappropriate. But what if it wasn't? If he gets angry, who can bear his wrath before the truth is confirmed?" The Mi Immortal said dismissively.
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"Friend, your words are reasonable and show deep foresight. But have you considered that even if the opponent is not a Nailed Dragon, their displayed combat power is still formidable? There's about 90% chance it’s an old monster of domain level. Such beings are beyond our three to handle with certainty." The red-robed woman spoke with a serious expression.

"Princess, your words are correct. But do you think this Sovereign would deliberately seek death?" The three-eyed elder smiled on his face: "Domain power is indeed beyond us, but if he cannot unleash his domain, what then?"

"What? He can't unleash his domain? How could that be possible?"

The woman's expression showed surprise, and the blue-robed Sovereign beside her looked similarly shocked.

"Hmph. Don’t you think I would aimlessly shoot my arrows?" The three-eyed demon Sovereign smirked: "This Sovereign has no interest in playing with my life. Domain power is rare but not unbeatable. As long as he falls into the Purple Apex Purging Demons Great Array, he will only be at our mercy."

"The Purple Apex Purging Demons Great Array, Master Daoist, are you joking? This array almost trapped Arishura back then; if it weren't for Ice Spirit and Li Yutong's desperate rescue, the brilliant Arishura would have been nothing more than a legend. Although this array is incredibly powerful, we can’t set it up. The rare materials needed are countless, many already extinct in the Three Realms. The array’s center requires several先天 treasures; even you and I may not be able to set it up now." The blue-robed demon Sovereign spoke doubtfully.

Their words were too far-fetched; he wouldn’t have come just for a joke.

"Haha, these two friends only know one side of the story. Correct, we can't reach the Purple Apex Purging Demons Great Array. But what about a simplified version?"

"A simplified array? Really or not?" The red-robed woman said in disbelief, her face filled with shock.

"None before, but it has now been successfully developed. You two should know that setting up this array requires overly strict conditions. So the几位 adults have always wanted to improve it. With Senior Immortal Bai Ling leading a hundred array masters day and night, several simplified versions were finally created. I got just one of them, named Red Silk Dust Array. Its power is only a tenth of the original, but it can prevent domain-level beings from unleashing their domains in this array." The blue-robed master's expression became even more smug.

"Really? Can this array’s power really be so extreme and reliable?"

"Do not worry, Princess. I have already said that I would never play with my life. If a Great Immortal or Demon King class powerhouse were to break the restrictions of this array, we don’t know for sure. But do you think our target has any chance of reaching such strength?"

"Uh… This possibility is indeed slim." The blue-robed master scratched his head and pondered.
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The woman’s expression mirrored his.

While the mysterious cultivator's displayed strength was impressive, claiming it could match a Great Immortal or Demon King seemed exaggerated.

If what Master Mi said were true, with their combined efforts and array support, defeating him would be highly likely.

Regardless of such powerful beings carrying priceless treasures, just the potential reward for killing him would make several demon Sovereigns eager to participate.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was still trapped above a desolate mountain. Countless tens of thousands of demons surrounded him, mostly low-level ones, with many being demonized beasts and some human cultivators who had lost their self-awareness, resembling puppets in battle.

This was the terrifying aspect of域外demons; captives were either massacred or turned into puppets. Only those at the Tribulation Transcending stage could enter the Demon Pool to be transformed by demonic energy.

Rumbling drums filled his ears as the oppressive demon clouds grew denser. Lin Xuan’s expression showed impatience; he had been trapped for an hour, and he was not about to let others bully him just because they were numerous.

Too naive!

With this thought, a grim look appeared on his face, and a faint aura of killing intent spread from him.

Suddenly, the battle cry grew loud. The demon clouds parted, revealing a group of puppet cultivators led by an域外天魔 heading towards Lin Xuan.

These cultivators were not low in rank; countless weapons—swords, spears, halberds, and axes—appeared before them and flew at Lin Xuan.

"Unaware of death!"

Lin Xuan’s expression grew even more impatient. He waved his sleeves, releasing countless green sword qi like fish swimming through the air.

Like a fierce wind, they slashed towards the demons.

Soon, both sides clashed. Although the sword qi released by Lin Xuan was formless but had substance, its power far exceeded that of true treasures.

The demons were cut to pieces as if slicing tofu, and even the leading域外天魔 fell into the underworld.

Effortlessly!

Lin Xuan’s actions showed he was in complete control. This strength made the surrounding域外天魔 uneasy; no one wanted to die, but several demon lords had given strict orders: those who tried to escape would face an even worse fate.

"Still not learning from your lesson? Since you won’t make way, Lin will carve a bloody path through you."

Lin Xuan’s expression grew increasingly impatient. But before he could speak, his demeanor suddenly changed as his sleeves fluttered, and a sword light like a meteor shot out, soaring into the sky.

Boom!

Instantly, an earth-shaking sound echoed. Behind Lin Xuan, a black mace silently appeared, colliding with the sword light. A powerful gale spread everywhere, and the thunderous noise shook the entire void.

However, Lin Xuan’s expression remained calm; it was just someone attacking from behind.

Although Lin Xuan had not been cultivating for long, he had experienced countless storms. Such a scene was nothing unusual to him.

He turned his head, narrowed his eyes, and looked up.

(Young Lion Book Alliance.)
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...
The light halo spread, revealing a bald demon sovereign.

His physique was imposing, with an extra eye prominently on his forehead. Pure demonic aura could be faintly sensed emanating from him.

Post-Heavenly Tribulation!

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of interest.

Throughout this journey, he had encountered many minions but hadn't seen any Heavenly Demons at the Heavenward Tribulation stage until now.

Unexpectedly, one appeared—a big fish.

Post-Heavenly Tribulation demons naturally possessed unique strengths. This guy likely was the leader of the demon army.

While Lin Xuan didn’t have a soft spot for mercy towards enemies, he wasn't particularly enthusiastic about showing off his prowess against mere minions.

But facing a post-Heavenly Tribulation demon would allow him to flex his muscles.

Thus, not only did he remain unperturbed but also wore a smile.

This expression seemed enigmatic to the other party.

The bald demon sovereign felt uneasy but quickly suppressed this feeling.

There was no going back once their plan had been set. Whether in the cultivation world or secular society, there were no do-overs. They couldn’t change what they had decided.

He must have overthought it. Even if the opponent was a domain powerhouse, he had prepared countermeasures.

It was foolproof!

Since he had made his decision, why should he worry needlessly?

With this thought, his expression became resolute.

"Given that you are a post-Heavenly Tribulation powerhouse, I doubt you’re an unknown figure. Tell me your name first to avoid any regrets if you fall," Lin Xuan said calmly.

"Humph! You have quite the arrogance. I am Mi Zun from Voidness Grandmaster's ranks. Wasn't it your forces that bloodily razed our Copper Demon City?"

The other party’s voice was filled with malice, his eyes glowing like they were on fire. Many of his trusted subordinates had perished in the Copper Demon City, none escaping.

"Was it a demon city? Lin Xuan destroyed one because you demons chose to wreak havoc in the Three Realms instead of staying in the Outer Demonic Realm. Countless cultivators have fallen due to your actions. If you can’t die, then you should be prepared for annihilation."

Lin Xuan’s expression remained unperturbed; he didn't believe his actions were wrong.

These域外天魔were notorious for their evil deeds. Their destruction was merely retribution.

"Flattery won’t work today. I will make sure your blood splatters everywhere."

Upon hearing this, the bald demon sovereign's face contorted with malice.

He then roared loudly, his hands moving like butterflies. The wolf’s club hovering above his head suddenly emitted a demonic wind and began spinning rapidly.

From one to three, from three to nine...

In an instant, it transformed into hundreds of colossal clubs.

A myriad of evil winds flew through the air, crashing down heavily on Lin Xuan.

With so many clubs, it felt as if the heavens were falling.

"An overconfident fool."

Lin Xuan’s face remained calm. As he spoke, his hands clenched, and a thunderous sound echoed. Golden light surged from behind him, revealing the Nine Heavens Divine Net.

Though formed by magical power, it resembled a实体. With eighteen heads and arms, each moved differently.

Moreover, countless golden and silver runes shimmered on its surface, though tiny, their numbers were vast. The intricate patterns amplified its power beyond measure.

"Quickly!"

With Lin Xuan’s command, the eighteen arms raised high, palm centers glowing with golden light, pressing down towards his head.

Suddenly, an incredible scene unfolded.

The fingers and palms of the divine figure emitted profound laws.

A thunderous boom echoed through the air. A massive force collided with the heavens.

Boom!

A deafening roar filled the air. At this moment, the heavens seemed to crack.

No, it wasn’t the heavens cracking; rather, the illusion caused by too many club shadows made them appear like the sky.

But after that strike, layer upon layer of shadows dissipated into nothingness. The sky regained its clarity as a massive wolf’s club emerged.

Click…

Another crisp sound echoed. Fine cracks appeared at the tip of the club.

Initially one, but soon more appeared, forming a web-like pattern covering the entire treasure.

"Phew…"

The bald demon sovereign spat out black blood, his face showing both shock and anger. He never expected such an outrageous display of power; just one move had destroyed his life essence weapon.

Lin Xuan wasn’t interested in waiting for him to savor it. As they say, when the enemy is sick, finish them off. There was no need for mercy towards enemies.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward.

No attack was visible, but space ripples surged.

"This... is无形剑气!"

The bald demon sovereign was shocked. He quickly reacted, sidestepping to avoid vital areas. A "pop" sound echoed as his left arm was pierced through.

Not just pierced; the sword energy spread outward.

His entire left hand, from elbow down, was severed. His face turned deathly pale.

Danger!

The target had been his丹田.

If that were breached, what would happen to a cultivator? It didn’t need much explanation.

That location was critical for any cultivator—human, beast, or otherwise—even demons couldn’t avoid it.

This guy was far more formidable than expected. With three of them and the Red Silk Dust Array’s assistance, could they really kill him here?

Mi Zun's heart began to race; he wasn't sure about their chances now.

But it was too late for regrets.

Knowing something was amiss, he gritted his teeth and fought with all his might.

No blood flowed from his wounds. Instead, countless flesh buds emerged in the demonic aura before new arms grew rapidly.

Immortal Body?

Not quite; this seemed different from beast demons' innate abilities.

In an instant, his injuries had healed. This time, instead of attacking, he turned and fled.

Lin Xuan stared in amazement as the demon army roared. A post-Heavenly Tribulation powerhouse was showing no respect at all.

"Is it a trap?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, falling silent. Perhaps the other party was just bait to lure him here.

Otherwise, their behavior seemed too cowardly.
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Of course, this was just his own guess. Whether it was a trap or not remained to be seen.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan did not hesitate for long. His body was enveloped by green light as he chased after the figure.

So what if it was a trap?

With his current strength, there was no need to be overly cautious; was he afraid of a late-stage Demon Sovereign?

Cautiousness was right!

But one had to consider specific circumstances." Chapter

Now, Lin Xuan was far from his former self. He had mastered an领域 and could claim dominance in the Three Realms without exaggeration. So why should he be overly careful? In front of absolute strength, a trap was as flimsy as paper.

With this mindset, Lin Xuan pursued relentlessly.

The bald Demon Sovereign's strength might not have been impressive, but his speed was quite unique. Despite Lin Xuan using all his skills, it took him a while to catch up.

In the blink of an eye, they had flown several miles away. The black demonic clouds settled on a rugged mountain peak.

Demonic energy surrounded the place!

Though it was just a mountain, it gave off an eerie and menacing aura.

Lin Xuan's green light halted about a hundred feet from the mountain. He sneered: "So, you're not running anymore? Fellow Daoist, have you decided to make this your final resting place?"

"No, you will fall here!"

The bald Demon Sovereign's face contorted with malice as he turned his head.

"Lin某's death, do you think I'm still asleep? Since you're so reckless, I'll give you a lesson."

Lin Xuan spoke nonchalantly.

Before the words left his mouth, his right hand shot forward. A green sword energy streaked out from his fingertips and vanished into the void.

Instantly, sharp light flared up. A green sword energy appeared three feet in front of the bald Demon Sovereign, but he could not dodge it.

Blood was about to spurt out as he faced a possible fate of being gutted open. But at this moment, the bald Demon Sovereign's figure vanished mysteriously.

The sword light landed on empty air.

At the same time, the surroundings blurred.

It had turned into a black desert.

The mountain had transformed from one peak to five, arranged in an orderly manner.

And above them, snowflakes were falling. However, these were transparent black snowflakes.

"An illusion, no, it should be an array!" Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but his face showed no fear as he chuckled: "Interesting. Just as I expected; you led me here because you had set up a trap and restriction in advance. But what of that? A mere array wants to confine Lin某? Don't you think it's too naive?"

"And don't you think I can find your hiding place even with an array as cover?"

Before he could finish, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and a green glow shot out from his sleeve. The light blurred into a large gourd.

The mouth of the gourd turned inward, and countless lightning flames spewed out.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as all the lightning flames swirled to the left front. The explosion's power was immense. When the light dispersed, the bald Demon Sovereign appeared, his face covered in dirt.

"You actually saw through my movements?"

"Hmph, do you think setting up a broken array is impressive?" Lin Xuan retorted sarcastically.

"A broken array? You have quite an inflated sense of self-importance. Do you really believe yourself invincible? Since you're so reckless, I'll give you a lesson," the bald Demon Sovereign said coldly.

"Give me a lesson, do you think you're still awake?"

"Human, don't talk big. Just now, it was to lure you here. So this Sovereign pretended to be weak on purpose. Otherwise, do you really think I'm that easy to deal with?"

With raucous laughter echoing in his ears, the bald Demon Sovereign's figure suddenly grew larger and transformed into a towering creature over a hundred feet tall. He roared as he swung his wolf-tooth club, creating a buzzing sound that shook the entire void as it crashed down on Lin Xuan.

Before it reached him, the air was already distorted by the fierce wind. Clattering sounds filled his ears, as if the space itself could not bear the weight and was about to collapse into nothingness.

"Interesting," Lin Xuan said with a smile: "So you have hidden your strength in our previous battle. I thought an early-stage Transcendent Realm demon from beyond the heavens would be easily defeated, but now... it's more like a true powerhouse."

Though he spoke thus, Lin Xuan did not summon any treasures. Instead, his right hand shot forward, and a light punch was delivered.

This strike appeared casual to the point of being careless.

But a sharp crackling sound accompanied it as silver ripples emerged in the void. These ripples intertwined and rearranged themselves into several silver rune arrays.

In the center of these arrays, a golden fist stood out prominently.

Several feet long, it was condensed from pure magical power.

Those rune arrays converged onto the fist, fusing together.

Immediately, the surface of the fist radiated powerful法则 energy.

Force Rule!

Lin Xuan had already mastered an领域 and could wield rules far beyond ordinary cultivators. The bald Demon Sovereign's expression changed dramatically as he showed signs of panic in his eyes. But quickly, a fierce look appeared on his face, and black blood spewed out. His surroundings immediately began to tremble violently, with the earth energy swirling into that mad club shadow.

The wolf-tooth club's wind became even more chaotic, transforming into a monstrous figure.

It resembled neither a dragon nor a tiger but was uglier than any mythological beast. It emitted overwhelming demonic energy as it collided with the golden fist.

Boom!

Like a thunderclap, the sky darkened in an instant.

Lin Xuan stepped back.

But his opponent fared no better, spewing out blood from his mouth.

Clearly, this head-on confrontation had left the bald Demon Sovereign at a disadvantage. But being able to withstand Lin Xuan's strike indicated that he was indeed formidable.

Seeing him severely injured, Lin Xuan's expression turned fierce. His right hand shot forward again, and green light appeared once more.

This time, it wasn't ethereal sword energy but... Nine Palaces Instantly!

Though Lin Xuan was confident in his superior strength, he had no interest in playing with his opponent like a cat with a mouse.

Since the opponent chose to fight here, he must have great confidence in his array. Lin Xuan did not want to suffer defeat in such a trap; hence, although he showed extreme disdain, he didn't hold back when he really attacked!
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He wanted to return to the Cloud Conceal Sect as soon as possible.

Thus, this strike was a must-win for Lin Xuan. The Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword transformed into a meteor-like feather, shooting towards his opponent like a streak of light.

The bald Demon Sovereign had no time to react.

Just as the sharp swordlight was about to be within a few feet of his head, and he would bleed out in five steps, suddenly, a loud voice echoed: "Dare you!"

Before the words were fully spoken, an enormous eyeball appeared mysteriously in the void.

This eyeball was abnormally large, with deep blue pupils.

As it opened wide, a buzzing sound filled the air, and from its eye, a demon insect emerged.

"Such a strange power!"

With Lin Xuan's rich experience in combat, such a bizarre scene was unheard of.

Though called an insect, it was over ten feet long, roughly the size of a tiger, with a grotesque appearance covered in blue patterns. Its back had several pairs of wings.

Its front legs were peculiar, resembling those of a mantis.

The light flashed coldly, appearing sharper than a blade.

This insect appeared suddenly and was incredibly brave, immediately charging towards the flying sword without hesitation.

Boom!

At the moment of impact, electric sparks erupted from its body, deflecting the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword away.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's eyes gleamed. He smiled slightly as he crossed his arms: "Finally, a helper is willing to show itself. Fellow Daoist, your power is impressive. As for that fairy behind you—hmm, relying on some minor evasion techniques, do you think you can sneak attack me?"

Before the words were fully spoken, a sharp sound of breaking air filled the air. Several red lights streaked through the void, striking Lin Xuan's head, heart, and dantian.

All three were critical points!

Hitting any one could be fatal. The opponent's move was ruthless to the extreme.

"Bang bang bang," they all hit their target. However, Lin Xuan merely shook his head. A layer of dazzling silver light erupted from his body, repelling the attacks.

It was scales only an inch in size, extremely sharp on the surface.

"Impossible!"

A voice echoed in the void, filled with disbelief: "Even a divine treasure would not be able to withstand my命魔鳞's attack. You, a human cultivator, how could your physical cultivation reach such a level?"

"Do you want to know?"

Lin Xuan exuded killing intent from his face: "Wait until I take you to the underworld and let you think about it."

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan thrust a fist backward.

A golden fist wind pressed down on the void. A faint shadow appeared over a hundred feet away.

This was a female demon, quite attractive but with densely packed red scales on both cheeks. Her mouth opened and closed, revealing a wriggling tongue that looked like a snake. Despite her appearance resembling a beast, her body exuded pure demonic energy to an extreme degree.

Her face showed fear at the moment.

Seeing several golden lights heading towards her, she swayed her waist, and a swirling mass of dark energy appeared. Inside this energy, roaring sounds echoed as over ten white bone snakes emerged.

Roaring and dancing, they blocked her sides.

Suddenly, the golden light fiercely collided.

Cracking noises filled the air as those strange demons transformed into shields made of bones.

But it was useless; with a dull thud, those shields shattered like paper.

Lin Xuan's punch, though seemingly a surprise attack, used all his strength. How could ordinary magical techniques easily block such a strike?

Following this, the golden light converged in the middle, revealing a small ball about the size of a head. It fell like a meteor and fiercely struck the opponent.

The opponent was surely doomed!

However, on the female demon's face appeared an eerie expression. Seeing she couldn't dodge, her body suddenly expanded like a balloon, spinning continuously.

A loud thud echoed in his ears as her entire body exploded, sending blood flying in all directions. Thus, Lin Xuan's attack became useless; the opponent successfully avoided the fatal blow.

In the next moment, those blood threads coiled and recombined over ten feet away. The red-robed woman appeared again, but her face was pale. Although the demon technique had been formidable, it could save lives in critical moments, but at a great cost. It couldn't be used unless absolutely necessary.

"What a terrifying creature! Trying to steal something only ended up losing more."

The female demon's face showed relief and fear.

Her previous sneak attack, with two fellow daoists distracting the opponent, she had expected to severely injure Lin Xuan. But it turned out differently.

She no longer underestimated this formidable enemy, which far exceeded her expectations.

With this in mind, she shouted fiercely: "Fellow Daoist Mi, what are you waiting for? Such a dangerous creature; even with our three of us, we can't handle it. Quickly activate the Red Lotus Fine Dust Array before you fall here."

"Agreed, I had that idea too!"

The bald Demon Sovereign was delighted and waved his sleeves. Dark energy appeared as an array disk materialized in front.

He pointed his hands forward, causing the array disk to tremble violently. Thunderous sounds filled the air as the scenery around them changed.

What used to be a desert transformed into a swamp.

Five steep mountains pierced the sky, with dark energy surging but no trace of qi.

Lin Xuan's face changed.

While this array had other powers, simply cutting off the flow of heaven and earth qi was troublesome. Once a spirit realm cultivator fell into it without replenishing their qi, even the strongest would suffer greatly.

This was a strategy to cut off the root.

But for him...

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face... just right to test his main cultivation technique centered around the second yuan yin.

In the past, during the Peach Blossom Banquet, he had been ambushed by an extraterrestrial demon lord. But from this misfortune came a blessing; he obtained the dream-pursued secondary yuan yin cultivation method, True Demon Technique of Chaos.

Though this technique was difficult and obscure due to time constraints, he hadn't yet mastered it.

But that didn't matter; his previous cultivation, Snow Shadow True Demon Technique, though weaker in power, could still be used to counter enemies.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan took a deep breath. Black light surged from his body as dark energy emerged. From afar, Lin Xuan seemed to instantly transform into an ancient demon.

The three extraterrestrial demon lords were shocked and alarmed.

Although ancient demons and extraterrestrial demons differed greatly, they shared some similarities in their use of dark energy.

In other words, the opponent's plan to weaken Lin Xuan with this array was futile; he could still use his dark energy.
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Thinking through his options, Lin Xuan's expression darkened significantly. The proverb "when the sky leaks, it rains on a leaky roof" came to mind as he realized just how unlucky these three demons were being. He had not anticipated such a broad range of their abilities; this was going to be more troublesome than expected.

Lin Xuan did not intend to let them go easily. Since his ambush had been revealed, now was the time to gather his forces and strike decisively. For him, swift victory would be the wisest choice; he had already lingered here for too long.

With that thought in mind, a cold glint of intent flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he swept his sleeves. A clear ringing sound echoed as countless black magical rays shot out from his sleeves. The light spread, revealing numerous leaf-shaped法宝 floating into view.

Each blade was three feet long and thin like a cicada's wing, with faintly glowing符文 swirling around them. Clearly, these were no ordinary treasures.

Black Water Deva Sword!

Lin Xuan had obtained this sword during his own分神期, so its power, measured against his current strength, was trivial. However, when wielded by a魔婴, it proved incredibly effective and convenient.

He could not bear to part with it.

What should he do?

Simple: to increase the weapon's power, all he needed to do was re-cast it.

With his vast resources, various天材地宝 were abundant, making it easy for him to condense such a treasure. There was no difficulty in doing so.

Lin Xuan ultimately chose an extremely luxurious method. Not only did he add 天外魔金 and other precious materials like the Dragon's Fall Iron, but he even threw several玄天魔宝 into a furnace to refine them, using their essence to nurture this weapon.

This refinement technique was considered wasteful; if known by the famous Refinement Masters of the Three Realms, they would surely be livid, blaming Lin Xuan for squandering resources. After all, refining a divine magic treasure could only add two-tenths of its power at most.

But who cared?

Lin Xuan had the right to be wasteful. The ancient demons he had killed or the域外天魔 were countless; after inheriting storage bags, he gained numerous treasures. Yet these items held little use for him. It was more practical to refine the Black Water Deva Sword than trade them for crystal stones.

Everyone has their own considerations. While Lin Xuan's refinement techniques might not match those of masters, using such a luxurious method, the Black Water Deva Sword saw significant improvement—though it still fell short of his personal treasures.

But the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword could not be judged by ordinary standards. The Black Water Deva Sword’s power was at least on par with or even surpassing that of ordinary渡劫后期 cultivators' own treasures.

The three demon lords stood together, each face grave and serious. The bald-headed demon lord roared loudly, his body emitting a rolling torrent of dark energy. After condensing it, the energy transformed into a cauldron-like treasure. At first glance, it resembled an alchemy furnace, but each side was carved with grotesque faces representing joy, anger, sorrow, and fear.

The blue-robed尊者 was no less eager to outdo his peers. He took a deep breath, his sleeves flaring outward as a streak of green light shot forth. As the wind caught it, it transformed into a square-shaped treasure.

This treasure’s shape was even more peculiar; at first glance, it looked like a box, but after a burst of dark energy, it morphed into a solid house several dozen feet tall, exuding an eerie and ominous aura.

The robed female demon's body emitted a series of bone-cracking sounds. In front of her, numerous white-boned魔蛇 floated around—over one hundred in total.
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Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly as he observed these three demonic treasures. Their unique appearance suggested they were not ordinary items, likely possessing formidable power.

If he engaged them in a fight, it might indeed take some time. But now was not the moment for such leisurely pursuits.

With that thought, Lin Xuan sneered: "It seems your luck has run out."

He stretched his hands to expand his domain, knowing only this could allow him to destroy these demon lords with overwhelming force.

However, a surprising scene unfolded before his eyes. There was no reaction at all; he could sense the laws of nature but had no power to change them. At this moment, his domain failed to activate… or rather, it never even managed to open in the first place.

How was that possible?

Lin Xuan's expression darkened as he realized something was amiss with his domain.

"Hmph! Thinking you're impressive for having a domain? The Red Silk Dust Array isn't just about blocking天地元气; here, your domain is useless."

The bald-headed demon lord's laughter echoed. Without delay, he waved his hands, casting several spells into the cauldron before him.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as the lid of the cauldron flew open, and several black rays shot out like a storm, hurtling towards Lin Xuan.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The so-called black rays were actually composed of numerous round beads, each about the size of his thumb. Connected together, they emitted a thick aura of阴气.

"These are similar to mother-son thunderbolts but disguised as treasures. They move incredibly fast; if you're not careful, using other法宝 to block them will fall into their trap."

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he decided to retreat temporarily. However, the moment his green light flared, the air around him suddenly became thick and heavy, like a solid wall.

A small mistake could lead to a big difference; he had forgotten that he was still trapped in the enemy’s array.

Lin Xuan sighed.

It was too late to dodge now, but his face showed no signs of panic.

"Overestimating your own abilities!"

With a cold cry, thunderous sounds filled the air. Golden light flashed from Lin Xuan's back as the Nine Heavens Divine Net appeared, though it was formed by gathered mana and resembled an实体. With nine heads and eighteen arms, each head and arm moved differently.

Moreover, countless golden and silver符文 shimmered on its surface, though small like rice grains, their number was vast, containing profound meanings. The intricate pattern of these runes greatly enhanced the power of this formation.

Eighteen arms danced swiftly, emitting beams of light from between his fingers and mouths, with thunderbolts spewing forth as well.

Rumbling sounds echoed as he intercepted the lightning beads mid-air. Explosions shook the sky, filling the air with a foul stench that made one want to vomit. A less powerful cultivator might have fainted from this.

But Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. With a clapping of his hands, the sound of breaking barriers filled the air as the air's restriction vanished. Such a simple array could not truly constrain him.
第三千八百六十三章 奇异宝物

However, at this moment, a fierce light emerged from the front. [ ]

Meanwhile, the two域外天魔 did not stand idly by and watch the show. Seizing the opportunity, they also activated their own treasures.

A sharp cry entered Lin Xuan's ears as the red-robed female demon was the first to act.

The white-boned magic serpents in front of her suddenly grew larger in the surging demonic aura.

With the wind at their backs, they quickly transformed into several dozen feet long. Their eyes glowed with a fierce red light, and horns began to sprout from their heads.

Sharp claws appeared on their abdomens, making them look like dragons.

Bone Serpents!

Each one exhaled a burst of malevolent energy as it fiercely charged towards Lin Xuan.

Even before they reached him, the demonic winds surged forth. Opening its mouth, it shot out countless blood-red light columns at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed slightly as he waved his sleeves. A streak of greenish light appeared.

Following this, a grotesque monster materialized.

A white tiger!

With two sharp claws, cracks appeared in the air as spatial force erupted, instantly shattering those blood-red light columns and sending them flying off course.

Roar!

The bone serpents were enraged, lowering their heads. Blood-red demonic energy spread from their backs as they grew horns several feet long, exuding a heart-stirring malevolence.

Then, with a tremor of their bodies, the nearby space shattered into emptiness. Instantly, like being shot by powerful bows and crossbows, countless blood-red bone spines transformed into a dense rain of arrows, covering Lin Xuan from head to toe.

At the same time, the blue demon sovereign was not idle either. The peculiar-shaped treasure he released was a pavilion-like structure.

With a series of incantations, the doors and windows of this building suddenly opened.

Demonic winds surged forth as boundless demonic energy emerged from inside. At the center of this energy, a vortex formed, plummeting towards Lin Xuan.

Even before it reached him, ghostly howls echoed in the vortex as countless demonic creatures burst out, all formless but substantial.

Exterior Demonic Thoughts!

There were hundreds and even thousands of them, each with different levels. They all rushed to possess Lin Xuan.

Although the blue demon sovereign knew that his chances of success were slim, it mattered not. As long as he could disrupt the other's mental focus, that was enough.

In an instant, danger surrounded Lin Xuan from all sides. He remained calm and unhurried, stepping forward as the bloodlight enveloped him within a few feet.

The air blurred, and Lin Xuan’s figure vanished like a breeze. The bone spines lost their target and fell onto empty space.

How could so many exterior demonic thoughts fail to disrupt his mental focus?

What kind of divine consciousness was this person's?

Could it rival true immortals?

The red-robed female demon and the blue demon sovereign were both shocked and angry, searching frantically around them as they pondered.

But before any results came, a flash of green light revealed Lin Xuan behind the red-robed female demon.

Forming his fingers into claws, he fiercely grabbed her head.

"Bad move!"

The demon was alarmed. By this time, she had no chance to dodge and only managed to scatter in countless blood threads as "bang," she transformed again.

Reforming a hundred feet away, her face was pale beyond description.

"Coward."

Lin Xuan sneered: "I wonder how many times you can still use your life-saving technique?"

"Hmph!"

The female demon did not reply. With a wave of her hand, the blood-red bone spines redirected and flew towards Lin Xuan again.

Meanwhile, the bone serpents swarmed in the sky, half returning to her side where they intertwined into a white-boned wall several dozen feet thick, surrounding her completely.

Attack and defense combined!

This woman's abilities were truly commendable.

Unfortunately, she met me.

Lin Xuan smiled. Since you think hiding behind that bone wall is safe, I'll use straightforward methods to break it down.

With this thought, Lin Xuan stepped forward, his figure flickering as he somehow passed through the gaps in the countless bone spines.

"Impossible!"

The female demon screamed: "How can you possibly pass through the gaps between such densely packed bone spines?"

"There's nothing impossible. It's just that your experience is shallow. No matter how dense an attack may be, if one can comprehend spatial laws, even the smallest gap will allow for maneuvering."

Lin Xuan’s calm voice echoed in his ears as he closed half the distance to her.

Suddenly, a thunderous sound filled the air as something massive fell. Lin Xuan raised his head and saw that the vortex released by the blue sovereign had somehow arrived directly above him, expanding a hundred times its size, becoming incredibly deep.

A huge mountain emerged from inside and plummeted towards him.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Lin Xuan was startled. This mountain was different from ordinary ones, almost completely black, giving off an oppressive aura despite its height of only several hundred feet.

This time, Lin Xuan could not dodge in time and was directly crushed by the mountain.

"Bang," he fell to the ground, struck by the mountain.

The collision was so loud that it shook the earth. It was like a mountain collapsing.

Three exterior demon sovereigns were overjoyed as they flew over.

"Blue brother, you really hit him! Are you sure this treasure can severely injure that guy?" The red-robed female demon said with both fear and excitement. After all, she had already used her life-saving technique twice against Lin Xuan and was deeply afraid of the guy.

"Do not worry, my lady. This treasure is no ordinary mountain; it's a magic-heavy mountain from the exterior demonic realm. Though only several hundred feet in size, its weight far exceeds that of an ordinary mountain, reaching hundreds of millions of tons. Even a true immortal might struggle to escape. My lady can rest assured; he must be half-dead by now," the blue sovereign said with evident pride.

"Magic-heavy mountain. Fellow cultivator, you've managed to refine this treasure. If it truly is this treasure, then there's nothing to worry about. This time, we can finally eliminate that hateful brat, and your contribution was significant. The reward from Void Lord will be generous," the red-robed woman nodded in delight.

"Do not say such things, blue brother. I am no greedy person. Without your two help, I would never have been able to defeat this little guy. So if there are any rewards, we should share them equally among us three," Lin Xuan said with a smile.
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The Blue Sovereign modestly said.

The guy wasn't greedy at all, and his people skills were top-notch. The other two demon heads were naturally overjoyed upon hearing this, praising him endlessly. The atmosphere between them became extremely harmonious.

However, just as they were discussing, a loud rumbling sound echoed through the air, like rolling thunder, entering their ears. The entire space began to shake violently.

"What's happening?"

The three demons were greatly alarmed, turning their heads in shock. They saw that the Magnetic Heavy Mountain was shaking wildly from side to side.

"It can't be! This treasure weighs billions of tons. Even a True Immortal might struggle to escape its grasp. How could this kid have such immense strength?"

Seeing the scene before him, the Blue Sovereign's face turned pale in an instant. Without hesitation, he waved his sleeves and a black light flashed out, sending several dozen talismans flying towards the mountain peak.

But it was already too late at this point. With a series of strange "sizzling" sounds, countless silver rays appeared on the surface of the mountain.

Cracks began to form and spread in all directions, quickly covering the entire Magnetic Heavy Mountain. The mountain collapsed, the ground sank, and the primordial energy of heaven and earth was completely displaced, becoming chaotic.

Lin Xuan not only broke free from his bindings but also tore the Magnetic Heavy Mountain into pieces.

A bright green light erupted as a streak of lightning soared out from the collapsing mountain base, heading straight for the Blue Sovereign.

The demon was alarmed. At this moment, he couldn't even activate his treasure. He shouted to two fellow daoists for help while pulling out a talisman from his hand.

This talisman was about the size of a palm and bore the head of an evil ghost.

With a loud roar, he bit his tongue and spat out a black mass that turned into a blood mist, enveloping the strange talisman.

The talisman ignited on its own. The evil ghost's head in the center began to move, absorbing all the blood mist into it.

A ghastly laugh echoed through the air, but it was too late. Lin Xuan, with his sword and body merged, cut the evil ghost's magic talisman in half before it could unleash its power.

In a flash!

The Blue Sovereign had lost his last support. His face turned pale, but he didn't want to wait for death. With a white face, he spat out waves of demonic flames, not at Lin Xuan but towards himself.

A mournful howl echoed as the demon's body doubled in size, with horns like those of a demon bull sprouting from its head.

With one hand, black flames roared out and condensed into an enormous axe. With both hands gripping it, he shook the void to pieces before fiercely chopping down at Lin Xuan.

Heavens and Earth Tremble!

The power of this strike was astounding. But considering another angle, it could be seen that the opponent had reached his limit and had no choice but to use such desperate tactics.

It appeared brave, yet extremely helpless.

Attempting to force Lin Xuan back with his life on the line.

A good plan, but whether or not it would succeed was uncertain.

Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary cultivator; this time, he aimed for a certain victory. How could he let the other escape?

Seeing the burning demon axe hurtling towards him, the sharp sound of breaking air entered his ears as Lin Xuan instantly sped up. The streak of lightning moved with incredible speed and pierced through the opponent before the axe could fall.

The flames vanished, leaving a large wound in the Blue Sovereign's chest. His entire body was penetrated, his heart reduced to powder, and even his essence soul couldn't escape.

His hands still held the battle axe high above him, his face full of disbelief, but his vitality gradually faded away.

Fallen!

The situation had reversed. Just a moment ago, Lin Xuan was trapped under the Magnetic Heavy Mountain; now, not only had he escaped, but he had also successfully eliminated a powerful enemy.

With a flash of light, Lin Xuan's figure reappeared.

His domineering aura and masterful demeanor left everyone in awe. But the faces of the two域外天魔 turned as pale as snow.

A heavy blow.

Their experience was like going from heaven to hell.

With the Red Lotus Dust Array's assistance, the opponent couldn't use their domain. On this side, there were three late-stage Tribulation Transcenders, a clear advantage. Why hadn't they been able to subdue the other?

No... not subdue. The question now was how these two could escape from Lin Xuan's hands. After all, none of them could defeat him together; with only two left, it would be even harder.

The域外天魔 were warlike and brutal, but no one had any interest in dying for nothing.

"Accursed! If I'd known this kid was so outlandish, not a match for my level, I should have informed the Void Lord sooner."

The second demon muttered to himself. But what use is regret now? Using his toes, he knew that Lin Xuan wouldn't spare them.

Running would only lead to faster death. Fighting to the bitter end might still give them a chance to survive.

Weighing the options, the two域外天魔 reluctantly stayed in place despite their misgivings.

And for them, Lin Xuan had no intention of showing mercy.

A sinister look flashed across his face as he waved his sleeves. The Black Water Deva Sword emitted black lightning, transforming into a shower of flowers and shooting towards the opponent.

Simultaneously, Lin Xuan touched his head, opened his mouth, and a radiant ring flew out.

With a clear ringing sound, the soul of the Vermilion Bird appeared before their eyes.

Waving its wings, purple flames engulfed the sky, burning everything to ashes. The red lotus fire scorched the void until it was nearly melted.

Like a raging sea tide, it swept towards the robed female demon.

After completing these actions, Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile as he moved and blurred out of sight.

When he reappeared from the void in the next moment, he had already arrived above the female demon. With his fingers slightly curved, crackling electric sounds filled their ears. Black lightning condensed into an angry dragon, with teeth bared, ready to swallow her whole.

Withholding his attack until now, Lin Xuan unleashed a storm of attacks focused on the robed female demon, aiming to break her down one by one.

Her face was naturally as gloomy as if it were about to rain. The Blue Sovereign had just fallen before her eyes; would she be next?

She wouldn't sit idly by. Without hesitation, she spun around in place, black demonic energy surging out. A whistling sound filled the air, and what appeared was the white bone demon snake she had previously summoned.
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Lin Xuan swallowed and exhaled dark demonic energy. The monstrous snakes rapidly grew in size, transforming into dragons that circled around her body.

Some of them swayed their tails, spewing out dense black lightning flames which clashed with the black water sword, temporarily blocking its attack.

She took a deep breath, and a bell-shaped treasure appeared before her eyes. With a gentle shake, it tinkled softly.

The sound waves spread out, causing black water to surge everywhere, forming towering waves that surged towards the fierce flames.

Though the red lotus flames could burn anything in existence, this endless black water seemed to have its own advantages and couldn't be easily controlled.

Above her head, a dark lightning dragon was summoned by Lin Xuan with one hand, revealing a small gourd. The lid popped open, releasing dark winds that pulled the dragon into the treasure.

Lin Xuan watched clearly as a cold light flashed in his eyes. He waved his sleeves and another treasure appeared: Ten Thousand Swords Scroll!

The Treasure Art运转 in his mind, thick mana surged out of his fingertips. Green lights flickered as the scroll slowly unfolded, releasing terrifying killing intent.

Countless sword qi swirled like a storm, completely enveloping her.

"Primordial Spirit Treasure? No!"

The red-robed demoness's face turned pale. Her half-dragon skeleton quickly coiled into a solid wall of bones to defend herself.

But it was useless; while the bone wall had some defensive merits, how could it withstand so many sharp sword qi?

It began to shake violently after just one breath. Light flashed wildly as bone fragments flew everywhere, clearly showing signs of collapse.

Misfortune struck when the other half-dragon couldn't resist the black water sword and was sliced into pieces. The fierce light pierced through the collapsing bone wall without hesitation.

Despite the red lotus flames being blocked, they soon surged back, engulfing her again with their fiery waves.

Lin Xuan heard a loud crackle followed by a thunderous boom as the strange gourd burst open. The demoness's secret technique failed to contain the凝聚而成的蛟龙, which lunged at him.

Surrounded on all sides!

The red-robed demoness saw no hope of survival but still clung to life. She had only one last resort.

A mournful cry echoed as her body began spinning rapidly in place. Dark demonic energy flowed around her like a balloon inflating.

It was that strange self-preservation technique again.

Lin Xuan sneered: "What a fool, do you think the same trick will work for the third time?"

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan raised his hand and an eerie wave emanated from it.

The red-robed demoness's secret technique was in critical moments when her mana suddenly became uncontrollable. Her body trembled violently, but she quickly regained control.

In a battle of masters, every millisecond counted. The sharp attacks from all directions overwhelmed her.

"No..."

A desperate scream filled the air before it abruptly cut off as the red-robed demoness faced wave after wave of attacks. Her mana was exhausted and she disintegrated into nothingness.

The entire process was swift; the bald demon lord couldn't even attempt a rescue. Lin Xuan's face turned pale when he turned his head, realizing that this had become his own grave.

"Only you remain. Do you still plan to fight?"

Lin Xuan said coldly.

"If I surrender, will you spare me?"

"You decide."

Lin Xuan's lips curled in contempt: "You demons from beyond the heavens have done nothing but evil. It's too late for begging now. There are no such cheap miracles in this world. But if you submit, at least I can let your soul live on and not be reborn to do evil again. That would be a wise choice."

The demoness's face darkened as she understood the implications.

"How about it?"

"Humph! The cycle of life and death is unpredictable. It's better to fight now than hope for another existence."

With a fierce shout, the demon's aura suddenly became wild. Nearby primordial energy was drawn into his body like rivers flowing into the sea.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. Was he about to self-destruct?

He couldn't hesitate; he had to eliminate this danger immediately.

This thought flashed through his mind as Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, sending out the black water sword with a fierce light towards the demon.

They were only a hundred feet apart when Lin Xuan struck, leaving the demon bloodied and disheveled.

But the demon raised its head with an evil smile: "Too late. You're strong but in this Red Lotus Dust Array, you have nowhere to hide. Come with me to the Netherworld."

Before he could finish speaking, countless deep demonic energies emerged from his wounds as a bright aura enveloped him.

Lin Xuan's attack was ineffective; that damned creature had self-destructed again.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. This outcome truly exceeded his expectations.

With Lin Xuan's current strength, a mere late-stage渡劫 existence meant nothing. But if the demon self-destructed, it would be a different story.

Panicking, Lin Xuan reacted swiftly. He waved his sleeves and a series of defensive treasures appeared, forming dozens of light screens in front of him.

But Lin Xuan had more tricks up his sleeve.

In the midst of the chaos, he opened his mouth and spat out an egg-sized flame that exploded ten feet away from him.

Instantly, spiritual lights blinded his vision as intense cold air surged and rapidly thickened into ice. In a moment, a blue ice mountain about a hundred feet tall blocked his path.

With his free left hand, Lin Xuan slapped the ground, sending out a golden light from his storage bag.
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Golden rays shone brightly, emitting a heart-stirring aura. Lin Xuan's face was grave as he spat out a drop of essence blood.

"Bang," the sound entered his ears and instantly turned into a cloud of blood mist.

Then, like a whale sucking in water, all the blood mist seemed to have life and entered that golden light.

The light condensed.

What appeared before him was a shield, roughly the size of a palm but incredibly delicate and intricate. At first glance, it resembled the shell of a tortoise with ancient and complex patterns, exuding a Daoist aura, with divine light faintly shimmering within.

However, from another angle, this treasure took on a different form, no longer resembling a tortoise's shell but closely resembling dragon scales.

True Dragon Scales, not those of the crocodile!

The value and durability of this shield were beyond doubt. Dragons were among the most powerful beings in the heavens, earth, and between realms, ranking among the top three. Even True Immortals could compare to them. The resilience of dragon scales was well-known.

As for the tortoise, its strength and essence energy paled in comparison to dragons, but it was considered the best defender among true immortals. The Tortoise Dragon Shell Shield was made from a tortoise's shell and dragon scales, along with various heavenly treasures, making it one of the top defenses in先天灵宝.

Previously, Lin Xuan might not have been able to fully utilize this treasure's power, but now he had transformed into a domain powerhouse, with both infant souls and the core reaching late stages. His mana was thick and robust, allowing him to unleash the full potential of the Tortoise Dragon Shell Shield in this dire situation.

The spiritual light flickered as the Through Treasure Art rapidly运转ed within Lin Xuan's body.

The shield's surface emitted a glow, with faint images of a dragon and tortoise gradually appearing. Initially blurry, they became clearer over time.

Dragon roars echoed as the sky turned completely dark. A five-clawed golden dragon emerged in front of the shield, seemingly alive.

But this was far from over.

Next, the sound of waves filled his ears.

The scene before him blurred. The void seemed to transform into the depths of an ocean, where a giant tortoise slowly swam, emitting a profound and wise aura.

Such an anomaly left Lin Xuan speechless. He had never experienced such phenomena with this treasure before.

Back then, although he could command it, his powers were merely superficial. At most, ten percent at best.

Now was different; as a domain powerhouse, both infant souls and the core having reached late stages, his mana thick and robust, allowing him to fully utilize the Tortoise Dragon Shell Shield's power.

Times had changed!

Of course, Lin Xuan faced unprecedented danger. Trapped in a small space, facing the devastating power of an advanced realm entity's self-destruction, despite his strong defenses, he could not be sure if he would survive.

Do one’s best and leave the rest to fate!

Though this sounded overly pessimistic, it was indeed the situation.

That bald demon sovereign was also a ruthless cultivator who refused any promises about the afterlife. Seeing no way out, he chose to destroy everything, his powers truly bizarre. Despite being hit by the Black Water Deva Sword, leaving him in tatters, his self-destruction proceeded as planned.

In an instant, he was consumed by the black light.

Ashes to ashes, nothing remained.

But this was just the beginning.

The black light devoured all the primordial energy within the small space, leaving not a trace. Like hungry ghosts, it continued its voracious advance.

Initially silent, but only because sound could not keep up with its speed.

This strange situation could not last forever.

Soon…

Boom!

A deafening roar seemed to come from far above, yet approached at an unbelievable speed. Soon enough, the black light merged with this thunderous sound.

The black light began to contract as a mysterious aura descended from the sky. Though not blindingly bright, its immense spiritual pressure nearly suffocated Lin Xuan.

His pupils constricted, his heart rate doubled. The feeling was indescribable.

Countless black threads emerged from the black light.

"Zhis zhis," the piercing sound of breaking air grew louder as snake-like tendrils with bloodthirsty heads lunged at Lin Xuan.

They moved so fast that they soon encountered his first layer of defense.

Hundreds of colorful light curtains, each a treasure crafted by Lin Xuan. Though their qualities varied, none were ordinary. Each offered unique protection, and the sheer number made most attacks ineffective.

But now, it was an explosion from an advanced realm entity. Simply put, all his accumulated mana over millions of years was released at once, concentrated in one point.

Such power overshadowed any technique or treasure. Even a True Immortal's full power might not match it.

With the zhis zhis growing louder, these hundreds of treasures were rendered useless as they were pierced and shattered.

This would have been unimaginable under normal circumstances.

But the black light's advance was merely slowed down slightly.

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed. He had anticipated this attack to be formidable, but its unstoppable momentum surpassed his expectations.

There was no time for changes now; Lin Xuan took a deep breath, preparing to face whatever came next.

Sharp sounds of breaking air filled his ears as the black threads approached and plunged into the massive blue ice mountain.

"Popping" noises echoed as the ice melted. The black threads collided with the ice, forming countless tiny holes that spread across its surface. The ice began to collapse under this relentless assault.

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he waved his sleeves, summoning a fierce wind. Spell formulas shot out from his palms, causing the ice mountain's surface to emit chilling light and release freezing energy. Damaged areas rapidly repaired themselves, while the black threads were frozen in place.

Chaos Yin Qi, refined by the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, emitted an aura surpassing ordinary extreme cold laws. This was why it had such effects.
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The explosion's power was suppressed, but Lin Xuan’s crisis had not ended. Although the black threads were terrifying, they represented only a small portion of the threat. They could be considered an advance guard for probing purposes.

紧接着，本体黑色光环带着无上魔威狠狠撞击过来。

The pressure from the demon was shocking, enveloping the icy mountain like a blanket. Lin Xuan would not easily yield; blue light flashed across the surface of the mountain as rays of brilliance shot out.

But to no avail.

As soon as they touched the black aura, it was as if ice met fire, instantly dissipating into nothingness. The aura refused to stop, expanding and contracting wildly, its light blinding, turning the void before it into emptiness.

Its power was not just a change in the color of heaven and earth; it seemed intent on devouring this space entirely.

Continuous blue light flowed from the surface of the ice mountain, the once formidable coldness now appearing incredibly fragile. It was like trying to stop a car with an arm.

Under the demon’s onslaught, it quickly melted away. Although the Heaven Fire of Illusions wasn’t ordinary, it ultimately failed to block the opponent, consuming much of its self-destructive power in the process.

But this alone was not enough to turn danger into safety; the remaining power was still formidable. With a thunderous force, it rushed towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed. Before him stood only the protection of the玄龟龙甲盾 (Black Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield).

The last one!

If this were broken through, his situation would be dire.

Although Lin Xuan was confident he wouldn’t perish, severe injuries seemed inevitable.

This was something he could not bear, especially since they were both at the late-stage transmigration. How could it be… injured by him?

Lin Xuan took a deep breath; the blue light on the surface of the玄龟龙甲盾 (Black Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield) swirled ceaselessly. A "pop" entered his ears as he spat out fresh blood.

The blood immediately turned into a mist, absorbed by the shield like a whale drinking water.

Dragon roars echoed, and the black tortoise’s form became clearer. Silver lines appeared on its scales and shell, with an aura of immortals surrounding them. These lines rearranged themselves to form a Taiji diagram.

They rotated continuously, with the yin-yang interplay creating countless simulations. The Four Symbols Formation, the Nine Palaces Diagram… it was impossible to describe in words…

The only feeling was disorientation.

With all his effort, Lin Xuan pushed the power of the玄龟龙甲盾 (Black Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield) to its peak.

Though the process seemed complex, it took mere moments. Lin Xuan used every ounce of strength, and the remaining explosion’s shockwave rushed in close.

Despite the layers of consumption, this residual power was still formidable. It collided with the green lighted Taiji diagram.

Rule powers surged out, turning the void into two starkly different colors that continuously transformed. Terrifying spatial rifts appeared everywhere, emitting shocking gales that sliced through the void like a knife through butter.

But this was just the shockwave…

The pressure Lin Xuan faced was unimaginable.

He would not yield; there was no retreat now. In the Red Silk Dust Array, he had nowhere to hide and could only endure.

His mana rapidly depleted, his face turning pale.

It didn’t matter. Such situations saw mutual consumption. As long as he persisted, he could turn danger into safety.

But at this moment, something unexpected happened. The remaining explosion’s shockwave suddenly converged in the middle, its master having perished. These creatures seemed to have life, transforming into a monstrous entity.

Blade-like and sword-like, it was over a hundred feet long, with a ghost face appearing on the handle, resembling the bald demon lord.

Its ferocity made one take notice.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows raised as he finally understood why his opponent was so tenacious. This wasn’t just an explosion; it also carried boundless resentment.

Though the bald demon lord had perished, his执念 (obsession) remained. He hated Lin Xuan to the core and hoped to completely annihilate him here by combining his执念 with his power.

This was far more terrifying than a simple explosion. The怨气 (resentment) controlled the self-destruction, focusing its power on one point rather than diffusing it.

Now, it had transformed into an odd demon sword.

A fierce howl echoed as it slashed down on Lin Xuan.

"Thud," the sound entered his ears as the sky seemed to boil like a pot of water. Multiple rule powers mixed and struck the Taiji diagram’s surface.

Suddenly, sharp rays shot out, and a narrow crack appeared in the center of the diagram. The demon sword had already sliced through the false dragon and black turtle behind it.

"Damn!"

Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry as mana poured out endlessly.

The true dragon raised its head; golden light suddenly appeared in its previously blank eyes. The entire dragon came alive.

Dragon Eye!

The true dragon’s claws extended, striking at the demon sword. A shocking spiritual pressure rose, but there was no sound or sight of impact.

The scene was eerie—golden and black intermingling as two different forces struggled fiercely…

No clear winner!

The black tortoise also raised its head. Its movements were slow yet ancient, extending its front claws forward.

As it moved, the Taiji diagram on its shell rapidly spun, repairing the cracks. Another powerful force joined the struggle.

"Boom!"

In just a few moments, Lin Xuan felt as if centuries had passed. Finally, an explosion echoed, filled with primordial energy, and a divine light shone brightly. Blackness dissipated, leaving only the ghost face, which seemed unwilling but ultimately vanished.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled deeply, having turned danger into safety. The entire process, though not long—less than half a stick of incense—was filled with twists and turns that were hard to describe.

The level of peril was among the top three in his experiences.

What a close call!

This was Lin Xuan’s deepest feeling. Despite the turmoil, he had managed to turn danger into safety. The fact that the opponent’s self-destruction hadn’t injured him at all was enough for him to be proud.
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Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his heart filled with profound reflections. Although the battle had successfully eliminated a formidable enemy, it left an indelible impact on him.

Firstly, Lin Xuan put away his arrogance.

It was undeniable that since entering the domain realm, he had become somewhat overconfident or even arrogant. This was not unusual; becoming a domain powerhouse was something every cultivator aspired to achieve. Even Lin Xuan could not escape this tendency after achieving such an objective.

With his hard-fought success, it was natural for him to feel elated and proud. However, the problem lay in how excessively he had allowed himself to become arrogant. His strength already far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators; challenging them at a higher level was as easy as eating or drinking water.

Now that he had mastered his domain, he felt invincible. While it would be an exaggeration to say he was unbeatable, he no longer believed anyone could pose a threat to him. The entire world seemed within reach, including scattered immortals and demon kings, true demons from the primordial era—Lin Xuan began to look down on them all.

Such thoughts were undoubtedly foolish. Fortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't truly a self-aggrandizing person; this experience served as a timely reminder not to underestimate any hero in the world. There were countless extraordinary individuals and strange beings within the Three Realms, and域外天魔were unpredictable and bizarre beyond comprehension. The assembly had nearly cost him his life, with three of them exploding just before he could escape their array.

Although he managed to extricate himself from danger, the harrowing experience couldn't be brushed off lightly. If he had employed his domain from the start instead of foolishly playing cat-and-mouse, he wouldn't have been trapped by the demon array. This would have prevented all that followed.

Arrogance and self-importance often led to trouble, which didn't suit Lin Xuan's usual character. A trace of self-deprecating humor appeared at the corner of his mouth. Having recognized his shortcomings, he wouldn't make the same mistake again.

The journey ahead required caution. Lin Xuan scanned his surroundings with his divine sense and the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye, combining both techniques to locate the array’s center.

Time passed slowly until a sudden movement in his brows signaled success. A look of joy spread across his face as he had found the array's core.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan flicked his hands, merging Black Water Deva Sword into a massive black blade. The surface emitted swirling符文, heavy and imposing like mountains, slicing through the air with force.

A "pfft" sound echoed in his ears as a black line shot from the blade’s surface, tearing through the void before striking an empty space.
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Suddenly,法则之力interwoven with various strange whistles formed a massive light halo that rapidly expanded outward. The space blurred momentarily before distorting the surroundings…

Boom!

A loud explosion reverberated as the light halo transformed into a storm, brighter than the sun. A strong gale swept across for several minutes until the scene returned to clarity.

The array was broken.

Lin Xuan’s face showed satisfaction; even though the Red Lotus Dust Array was formidable, without an operator, it couldn't truly block him.

He raised his hand, and a series of colorful array flags flew past in a blur. There were nearly a hundred of them.

It wasn’t surprising given the array's immense power required diverse tools for its construction. Lin Xuan stuffed them into his storage belt.

This array could even confine his domain; he would study it thoroughly later.

After this arduous battle, the rewards were plentiful. Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a green glow before vanishing into the horizon.

...

The area returned to silence.

Two hours passed.

Woo…

Suddenly, an extremely peculiar sound of air breaking reached his ears. A bright light appeared on the distant horizon and rapidly approached.

Initially far away, it quickly closed the distance, flashing several times before coming to a halt in front of him.

The sound abruptly ceased as the light dimmed, revealing a splendid carriage floating in mid-air.

The carriage was crafted from some precious spiritual wood, its body golden with an enchanting fragrance. The intricate符文adorned the surface, exuding a mysterious aura reminiscent of ancient array diagrams, offering powerful protective effects.

The pulling spirit beast resembled neither dragon nor tiger but had wings on its back and four legs, emitting a formidable presence not inferior to that of a late-stage 分神期cultivator.

Such a spirit beast being used for transportation indicated the owner’s high status. The carriage hovered in mid-air as a figure emerged from it.

A middle-aged man around forty years old stood there, dressed in brocade robes and jade belt, wearing a green jade crown with long chest-length beard flowing in the breeze. His demeanor was truly impressive.

At first glance, he looked like a king or lord of the secular world.

However, if Lin Xuan were here, he would be speechless. For this man was shockingly familiar to him—Heavenly元侯.

The one who had chased Lin Xuan to the brink of death, nearly forcing him into a corner, and later been tricked by him, leaving his avatar decimated. His true form, having offended a major force in this realm, became a pariah, relentlessly pursued like a rat.

True Sect’s absolute order was no joke.

It was said that Heavenly元侯 had been pushed to the brink of extinction but never resurfaced since then. Many believed he had perished.

Over time, Lin Xuan had long forgotten about him. He couldn’t have imagined that circumstances would change so drastically, bringing this man back into his life.

Moreover, today’s Heavenly元侯 seemed far more formidable than before. Back then, when Lin Xuan was at the late-stage 分神期, he hadn't even made it through the middle-stage渡劫; now, he was a completely different person.
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Post-cataclysmic stage!

No, that's not right... His aura was somewhat elusive, clearly different from the post-cataclysmic cultivators.

But he wasn't weak; on the contrary, he seemed much stronger.

This sounded absurd.

The post-cataclysmic stage was already the top existence in the Three Realms.

After all, there were only eight cultivation stages in cultivation. Beyond that, it was just about ascending to the heavens through a霞.

But could this be possible?

Only a thousand years had passed since the incident from back then.

Back then, the Venerable Tianyuan had been at his wit's end, igniting the source of power, and his primordial energy was severely depleted. Under such circumstances, he could only hope to maintain his cultivation stage without dropping down.

To want to advance further would be like a dream for an idiot.

But facts were facts. The Venerable Tianyuan before him was far beyond ordinary post-cataclysmic cultivators.

The energy circulating in his body wasn't just mere magical power; it was celestial essence force, and extremely refined at that.

Perhaps it couldn't match Lady Yutong, but it was indeed genuine celestial essence force.

What kind of fortune had the Venerable Tianyuan experienced?

At this moment, he looked at the scenery before him with a grim expression. Suddenly, his thumb-sized light point shot out.

The light point was roughly the size of a dragon's eye and contained an odd creature resembling a toad. It flashed and disappeared into the void in front.

The Venerable Tianyuan remained silent, standing still where he was.

"Hmph, just a mere spirit realm cultivator, you take such pains over him. Truly lacking in ambition. I advise you not to complicate things; otherwise, if it ruins my matter, don't expect me to be courteous," a cold voice suddenly rang in his mind, filled with warnings.

"Old man, don't scare me. I'm no servant of yours; we just cooperate. You don't need to command everything. I know what to do," the Venerable Tianyuan snarled, clearly not on good terms with the old voice's owner.

"Like a tiger in plain sight being bullied by a dog, or a dragon swimming shallow waters being toyed with by shrimp." The old voice sighed: "If it were ancient times, such a brat as you... I could have reduced you to eternal damnation with just one thought..."

"No hero talks of his past bravery. What use is this now?" the Venerable Tianyuan retorted without hesitation: "You are indeed a true仙, but even a仙 isn't invincible. In that battle at the North Pole's Essence Light Palace, you three against me... didn't manage to kill Asura; instead, you ended up with your souls scattered."

"Hmph, what do you know? Asura King can't be reasoned with. And back then..." The old voice hesitated and didn't continue, but changed the topic: "But you, little guy, were already on your last legs back then. If not for my great mercy to save you, you would have been eternally damned long ago. Your attitude towards your savior... don't you fear heaven's wrath?"

"Savior."

Upon hearing his description, Venerable Tianyuan almost snorted: "I've seen shameless cultivators, but I've never seen anyone as shameless as you. True仙 are indeed different from the ordinary, yet you dare to say that you saved me out of goodwill? You tricked me into removing your seal and then tried to possess me, starting with ill intentions. If not for my good fortune and a talisman that could counteract possession, I would have been eternally damned by now. How can you claim any gratitude?"

Hearing his angry accusations, the old voice showed no embarrassment: "Winner takes all in this world of elusiveness and deceit. Your cultivation might be insignificant, but living through the post-cataclysmic stage means you've survived many years. Shouldn't you understand such simple道理 without my teaching..."

With a mocking tone, the old voice added an air of不甘: "But I didn't expect that a mere cultivator from the lower realm would have a Dreaming Pearl, which is a holy talisman against possession. If not for this talisman, you wouldn't be so carefree now."

"Hmph, that only shows my good fortune. The fates are working in your favor," Venerable Tianyuan said with a smug tone, though he was secretly relieved. The situation back then had been unimaginably dangerous!

"But don't get too cocky, little guy. You have the Dreaming Pearl to block my possession, but your cultivation is still insignificant and can't stop me. Look, I've already merged my soul with your元婴, so why would I go through all this trouble to save you? Not only did I replenish your primordial energy, but in just a hundred years, your cultivation advanced, even transforming your impure magical power into refined celestial essence force."

"With that, although you couldn't pass the ascension trial, you can be considered a loose仙. Shouldn't you feel grateful for my kindness?" the old voice said arrogantly.

"Gratitude? Pfft, don't make me laugh," Venerable Tianyuan scoffed: "The merging of souls with your元婴 was something I didn't expect either. Now we rise and fall together; if anything happens to me, you won't escape it. So helping me is essentially helping yourself. Why should I be grateful?"

"Fine, as you wish. I'm magnanimous and will not take this petty matter seriously. But you said we are one now, so even though you control the body, there's a condition: my cooperation. How can you bypass me in your actions? Ask for my opinion first!"

"Alright!"

Though Venerable Tianyuan had no respect for this cunning and arrogant true仙, as he said, some things couldn't be avoided.

Mutual benefit was key; stubbornness would only lead to mutual destruction. He wouldn't do such a foolish thing.

With these thoughts, Venerable Tianyuan softened his tone: "Don't take offense, I'm not an unbalanced cultivator. That Lin kid and I have a blood feud. I want to eat him alive. Regardless, I won't let him go. So once I find any trace of him, I'll certainly investigate."

This was reasonable, leaving the true仙 with no argument.

After all, he couldn't completely break ties with Venerable Tianyuan since his failed attempt at possession. Compromise was necessary.
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"Are you sure the power fluctuations are from Lin Xuan?"

"The truth is, I can't say with absolute certainty. But the likelihood is quite high. After all, I've fought him before. The nature of his power fluctuations—I won't forget it no matter how hard he tries to hide them," the Heavenly Essence Marquis said.

"Hmph. That's correct in theory, but a thousand years have passed. Who can guarantee that your senses are infallible?" the old man's disbelieving voice echoed.

"Even if I'm wrong, this Marquis has already stated my hatred for Lin Xuan runs deep. Any trace of him, no matter how faint, will not be overlooked," the Heavenly Essence Marquis said with a suppressed anger that betrayed his impatience.

"I don't doubt your sincerity, but based on what you say, that young Lin was merely a One Spirit Division cultivator back then. You were tricked into it; otherwise, he wouldn’t have been worth fighting even if we compared our strengths," the old man said with a hint of mockery.

The Heavenly Essence Marquis remained silent for a moment before coldly retorting, "I know this growth rate is too rapid to be true, which is why I haven't made any conclusions. That hateful Lin Xuan might have been here; I'm just following leads and not letting go of any traces. If he’s not here, it will merely waste some time."

Despite his doubts, the immortal was reluctant to press further when the other man had made his point.

Silence fell as they waited in place for a moment.

Then, a purple light appeared in their line of sight. As the glow faded, a toad-like spirit beast came into view.

The sound was surprisingly loud and boisterous, "Kraa!" The Heavenly Essence Marquis's face turned grim.

"Hmph! I told you earlier that this is just wasting time. This place had restrictions before. Your celestial toad, though powerful, can't distinguish the exact power fluctuations," the old man said, his expression turning stern as he felt a surge of spiritual energy around him.

"Wait! What are you doing? If it's merely to waste some time, I have no objections. But without any evidence, chasing after a late-stage Immortal who could be outmatched by a single cultivator is something I can't ignore. According to the timeline, this couldn’t possibly be Lin Xuan. You’re acting foolishly and needlessly," the immortal's voice rose with anger.

"Check it out, what’s the harm?" the Heavenly Essence Marquis said through gritted teeth.

"Just checking? It sounds easy. Your current strength might give you an edge, but that mysterious human expert who could single-handedly defeat three co-equal foreign demons isn’t someone to be trifled with. You’ll only cause trouble and alert him. If this ruins my plans, I won't let it go," the old man's voice was sharp with anger.

The old man’s tone had softened as he added, "Don't worry; now that we're in this together, your enemies will be mine too. If you do meet Lin Xuan, I’ll help you take him down."

...

Lin Xuan remained unaware of these events. Since embarking on his cultivation journey, countless powerful foes had fallen to his blade. The Heavenly Essence Marquis was but a minor player now; how could he still hold any grudges?

These events unfolded in secret, and Lin Xuan knew nothing about them. The threat, however, remained ever-present. Eventually, the Heavenly Essence Marquis would come knocking again.

Currently, what concerned Lin Xuan most were the foreign demons. He had obliterated a demon city, leaving tens of thousands of demonic beings dead. The three Demon Sovereigns had been reduced to nothingness.

Having suffered such a loss, his enemies wouldn't let it go; they'd surely gather more powerful forces to seek revenge.

Lin Xuan was well aware of this.

Though he wasn’t afraid, being caught in the crosshairs was troublesome. He didn’t have time to engage them further. The situation in Nael Dragon Realm was worse than expected, and he had no idea how Cloud Conceal Sect fared now. Returning to the main sect headquarters quickly would help lift his spirits.

...

Lin Xuan's concerns were justified.

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away, a magnificent demon city came into view. Built on a mountain, it stretched vast and imposing over hundreds of thousands of acres, with towering black demon towers piercing the sky like swords.

The sky was darkening, and the dense demonic aura was thick and suffocating.

This demonic aura differed from that of the ancient demon realm; it appeared pale amidst the darkness, sticky and nauseating to breathe.

Throughout the city, strange and bizarre buildings dotted the landscape—some floating in mid-air, others buried deep underground with only one entrance visible. The rest were scattered throughout the city, seemingly chaotic but following a hidden pattern.

Innumerable foreign demons roamed the city, of various ranks and shapes, defying description.

PS: Happy National Day to all fellow daoists! May you be healthy and have everything go well. (To be continued...)
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In the southeastern corner of this city stood a towering mountain peak, steep and险峻, reaching up to the clouds.

Around the mountain, dark magical energy swirled, barely visible but clearly indicating several buildings arranged in neat rows, giving off an exotic atmosphere.

At the summit, a magnificent demon temple loomed, its walls adorned with vividly carved monsters that seemed to exude malice. Above it, a large plaque was hung, inscribed with characters in flowing dragon and phoenix script.

Void!

The inscription was ancient and simple, yet faint magical energy could be felt emanating from it.

For ordinary cultivators, just a glance would cause their inner power to lose control, leading to minor or severe consequences such as reversed meridians or falling into demonic possession.

This was where the Void Demon Lord's lair was located. Since the fall of the Flying Heaven Demon Ancestor and the域外天魔, they were in a leaderless state.

Seven evenly matched powerful beings remained.

Among them was the temperamental and cruel Void.

He had been one of the first to descend into the Three Realms, causing chaos in the Ancient Demon Realm. One of the Six True Demon Ancestors, the Painting Demon, perished at his hands.

This caused a stir among cultivators across the Three Realms.

As more spatial rifts opened up with the gradual activation of the interface, the task of invading the Demon Realm was entrusted to other powerful beings. The Void, however, was sent to the Spirit Realm to wreak havoc.

He had chosen a hard target as his vanguard into the Dragon Realm due to an eternal grudge against the True Dragon.

This enmity dated back a million years. During the last invasion by域外天魔, his partner had betrayed him for the True Dragon, even going so far as to betray the域外天魔.

The Void Demon Lord personally slew their co-cultivator but harbored an intense hatred towards the True Dragon.

Unfortunately, that invasion ended in failure, and he never faced off against the True Dragon. The frustration was palpable.

Time is said to be a healing balm, but as time passed, his hatred for the True Dragon only grew stronger. This was why he abandoned his position in the Demon Realm to come here.

---

Unfortunately, fate was not on his side. He had been holding onto a grudge to avenge a million-year-old wrong and planned to torment the True Dragon, but upon arriving at this interface, he discovered that the True Dragon had vanished without a trace.

Despite the crisis facing the Dragon Realm, no news of him could be heard.

The Void Demon Lord was furious. He was beyond enraged.

After so long, his frustration was immense as he punched air. He did not believe the True Dragon had perished; he must have hidden like a coward.

Driven by anger, he could not easily give up.

By the way, if you're interested in "A Hundred Refinements to Become Immortal: Rain of Illusions," you can add Rain of Illusions on WeChat for updates and more. Thanks!

He believed that the True Dragon would eventually be forced out. With his disciples and family, he could pressure him into revealing himself.

However, achieving this was not easy; after all, he had only been in the Dragon Realm for a few years. This realm, one of the most powerful interfaces to the Spirit Realm, still held formidable power even without the True Dragon's presence.

In just a few years, despite his efforts as a pillar, he could not fully conquer the entire Dragon Realm; he could only gradually encroach upon it.

Without controlling the entire Dragon Realm, capturing its disciples and family would be an impossible task.

Recently, the Void Demon Lord was in a bad mood. Bad news kept coming. First, the southern域外天魔 faced resistance from several major sects, losing territories they had already conquered instead of expanding their control.

The bigger challenge came from the north. There, the Cloud Concealment Sect, Ten Thousand Clear Dao Palace, Black Phoenix Valley, and Ten Thousand Demons Sect formed an alliance to resist the域外天魔.

It was well-known that with the disappearance of the True Dragon, the entire cultivation world was leaderless, leading to the rapid fall of the Dragon Realm in just a few years. It was too easy to be broken apart.

---

As they say, there is no first place in literature and no second place in martial arts; tensions between major sects were already high. In face of a powerful enemy, they could temporarily set aside their grudges, but without a universally respected leader, forming a strong alliance was difficult.

However, this situation was changing. Although the True Dragon's whereabouts remained unknown, external pressure forced them to put aside their enmities. Any infighting would only result in mutual destruction.

Those who walked the path of cultivation were not fools; they understood that unity was key. Thus, several major sects led the formation of the Immortal Dao Alliance as a base to counter the increasingly aggressive域外天魔.

This was not good news for the Void Demon Lord. He did not fear or believe this alliance could defeat his army, but it would certainly intensify resistance and delay his plan to conquer the entire Dragon Realm.

At that moment, he was in the demon temple, angrily berating his subordinates for their failure when a burst of dark magical energy entered the hall like a black meteor, vanishing into the throne.

"Trash!"

A loud boom echoed as the huge table in front of the throne was overturned. A towering figure stood up.

Wrapped in dark demonic energy, his face was indistinct, but one could easily feel his rage.

The immense pressure caused the entire hall to tremble, and the air buzzed with vibrations.

No wonder he was one of the strongest域外天魔; just his anger alone radiated a power comparable to a tsunami or an earthquake.

"Lord, what happened?"

Several域外天魔 below him remained silent before a bolder one spoke up.

This fellow was also at the late-stage cultivation stage but trembled in fear when facing the Void Demon Lord, speaking with caution.

"The Copper Demon City has been destroyed; tens of thousands of demons have fallen," the Void said through gritted teeth.

"It's impossible. With Blue Venerable and two others guarding it, how could they be defeated? It’s far from the Immortal Dao Alliance."

(Please follow Little Lion for more updates.)
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A voice, thick and muffled, entered his ears, carrying a tone of incredulous shock.

"Your Majesty, how could I know? The Sovereign Demon Tyrant, a late-stage Realm Transcender, was silently annihilated. Truly a bunch of waste."

The void on the throne still sounded angry.

"Your Majesty, don't be too upset. Even though Mi Sovereign Demon and his two companions aren’t formidable powerhouses, they are no mere sacks of food and drink. Moreover, he had the Red Silk Dust Array setup tools with him. By common sense, even if he met a domain powerhouse, he should have been able to defend himself. Now, he was silently killed there..."

A thoughtful voice entered his ears. This time, it came from an elegantly dressed man, holding a feather fan and wearing scholar’s attire—clearly a wise advisor.

An advisor, perhaps.

Yet the aura he emitted was not weak at all.

Late-stage Realm Transcender. Whether or not he had a domain, it couldn’t be determined without action.

"Want to say something..." The void turned its head.

"Your Majesty, calm down. As they say, misfortune may turn into good fortune and vice versa. Don't get angry; you’ve always wanted revenge on Daoist Nai Long. This person could easily destroy Mi Sovereign Demon’s city and decapitate his three companions. He is not an ordinary domain powerhouse."

"Now that our army has fully descended, the small spiritual realm interfaces are busy with their own affairs. In other words, it's unlikely to be a powerhouse from one of those realms. So, who could this person be?"

"Is he Nai Long?"

The void demon lord was delighted, his voice brightening.

"My subordinate doesn't have full confidence, but by common sense, the likelihood is quite high," said the advisor, not wanting to overstate his case.

This analysis made perfect sense. The void demon lord couldn’t help feeling elated. He had abandoned the ancient demon realm’s prosperous foundation just for revenge. But with no trace of his enemy, he was left with nothing but frustration.

Now, listening to his subordinate's analysis, he turned anger into joy. If Nai Long truly returned, it would perfectly suit him.

As for the losses among his people, they were negligible.

"Good, good! It’s like finding a needle in a haystack. I’ll set out right away and capture Nai Long, extract his soul and torment him forever."

Before he could finish speaking, his body was enveloped by dark demonic winds. Acting on impulse, this fellow seemed to be quite impatient.

"Your Majesty, wait," the advisor interjected.

"What do you want to say?"

The void demon lord showed signs of impatience.

He was eager to torment Nai Long and didn’t have time for his subordinate’s words.

"Your Majesty, first, my analysis is just a guess. Before we act rashly, it's inappropriate given your status. Otherwise, if we make a mistake, we’ll be laughed at. Second, I heard that you recently obtained a treasure, which you are currently refining. Going out now would undo all the efforts made so far. It’s better to wait for accurate information and decide then. As they say, good things take time," the advisor said earnestly.

"Indeed, there is some merit in what you say. I’ll hold off for a while longer. What about the Immortal Dao Alliance? These fellows actually dared to challenge me! They deserve a lesson. If not, I’d be nothing but a pretender." The void demon lord nodded and then spoke fiercely.

"Don't worry, Your Majesty. The Immortal Dao Alliance is just a group of ants working together. No matter what, they can’t achieve much. However, if we ignore them, it’s also inappropriate. If you trust my abilities, entrust the northern territories to me. I won’t need three or five years; in ten years, I’ll crush the Immortal Dao Alliance and expand Your Majesty's territory," said the advisor, suddenly kneeling.

"Good, good! Since you are so confident, I’m not a miser. I'll give you command of the Northern Heaven Demon. I don't need ten years either; let’s set it as a decade. If you fail to destroy the Immortal Dao Alliance, then... well, you know the consequences."

"Thank Your Majesty. I can take an oath that if I fail to meet my goal, I’ll be at Your Majesty's disposal," said the demon with joy and confidence on his face.

...

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away in a deep mine vein.

Rumbling explosions echoed as over ten thousand cultivators of the Immortal Dao Alliance launched their final assault against theEvil from Beyond the Realm.

Since the arrival of the external demon lord, both human and beast races had been on the defensive. The once-held heavenly realms were gradually being eroded by the enemy.

So far, half of Nai Long's realm was occupied, and the expansion continued to grow.

Perilous!

If this continued, Nai Long’s realm would become a demonic domain. In such circumstances, cultivators from Nai Long’s realm chose to rise up in resistance.

The Cloud Concealment Sect, Ten Thousand Clear Immortal Palace, Black Phoenix Valley, and Ten Thousand Beast Sect formed an alliance, putting aside their differences.

The Immortal Dao Alliance!

Its sole purpose was to resist the external demons.

Other minor sects and families also joined this alliance. Soon after its formation, the alliance launched a powerful counterattack, successfully repelling the aggressive external demons and reclaiming lost territories.

In cultivation, resources were everything, so mine veins were crucial.

The Immortal Dao Alliance’s elders were all far-sighted strategists. Their first target was to recover mineral veins and the original sites of heavenly treasures.

This cloud forest vein was one of their primary targets, as it produced top-grade wind attribute crystals at a high rate. It was of utmost importance.

Unfortunately, it had been occupied by external demons for several years. Now, Immortal Dao Alliance cultivators were launching a strong counterattack to reclaim thisFeng Shui Treasure Land.
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The brutal battle had lasted for over ten days.

The Immortal Dao Alliance was determined to seize the mineral vein, dispatching far more cultivators in both quantity and quality than the域外天魔 defending it. They planned to conquer it with a single decisive engagement.

However, things rarely went as expected in the cultivation world. The foreign demons guarding the vein proved much tougher than anticipated. Despite being vastly outnumbered, they showed no signs of retreating, relying on their array formations for desperate defense.

Originally, they had expected to capture it within three days, but it took several times longer. The enemy continued to resist stubbornly.

Frustration turned into anger!

The cultivators from the Immortal Dao Alliance were indeed feeling depressed. The only good news was that nearby demon strongholds in a million li radius had been cleared, so they didn't need to worry about reinforcements.

But as the saying goes, "delay breeds change." Continued delay could lead to unforeseen complications. Thus, the cultivators from the Immortal Dao Alliance decided to launch a fierce assault, sparing no cost to capture the mineral vein today.

...

Amidst the rolling hills, there was a small hill outside the mineral vein's perimeter.

At the top of this hill stood several armored soldiers standing respectfully. Surrounded by them were two figures—a young man in his late twenties and an older woman in imperial attire.

The young man wore a brocade robe and jade belt; his face was smooth as jade, making him look like a distinguished gentleman from the浊世.

Beside him was a plump woman in courtly dress. Though she appeared somewhat aged, her appearance and demeanor were still remarkable. A faint aura of demon energy could be sensed around her, indicating that she was not an ordinary human cultivator but one from the妖族.

Both had quite formidable cultivation levels, being at the 分神 stage.

They were clearly the leaders of the Immortal Dao Alliance's assault on this Cloud Pine mineral vein. The fact that two分神 cultivators led them showed how seriously the alliance viewed this matter.

"Hmph! Those foreign demons are truly despicable. Despite their inferior strength compared to us, they show no signs of surrendering and stubbornly resist. This has already earned us criticism from the alliance's higher-ups," said the young man, holding a folding fan with an air of casualness, but his lips curled in displeasure. The prolonged stalemate had already caused dissatisfaction within the alliance.

"Hmph! What is surprising about that? Foreign demons are fundamentally different from us—cruel and bloodthirsty, their personalities defy common sense. Since the war began, have you ever seen them surrender?" said the woman in imperial attire, brushing her hair and sounding highly disbelieving.

"You're right. But the criticism from the alliance is still hard to bear, especially since it's a Cloud Hidden Sect cultivator responsible for this region," the young man added with an odd expression on his face.

"Cloud Hidden Sect?"

The woman was taken aback but then chuckled: "You mean that girl Sunbar Yu'er? I forgot you had a grudge with her from long ago. A thousand years ago, you greatly offended her. Now that circumstances have changed, it's no wonder your life here has become difficult."

"Hmph! Who said otherwise?"

The young man's face showed signs of annoyance and embarrassment: "It can't be my fault. Back then, the Cloud Hidden Sect ranked two hundredth or lower on the Immortal Dao Palace's list. Who would have thought they could rise to such prominence? Now their influence is truly formidable."

"The rise of the Cloud Hidden Sect is noteworthy, and I've heard about your amusing past. If I'm not mistaken, it was a thousand years ago when you met that Sunbar Yu'er in the Cloud Pine City exchange meeting. You were smitten by her beauty and wanted to take her as your concubine, but she rejected you. Wasn't that right?"

"Hmph! Why should I be mocked? Back then, the Cloud Hidden Sect was just a third-rate force. Sunbar Yu'er might have been their core disciple, but she had only just entered the Daoist Profound Realm. In terms of reputation and strength, how could she compare to me, an external affairs elder from the Ancient Sword Sect?"

"You're right about that," said the woman with a smile. "But marriage or concubinage requires mutual consent. How did you hear that Sunbar girl rejected you, leading you to become enraged and try to forcibly marry her?"

The mention of past events made the young man look embarrassed.

Back then, he had wanted to take Sunbar Yu'er as his concubine for two reasons: first, she was breathtakingly beautiful with a perfect combination of beauty and physique; second, he saw her potential. Though she was only at the Daoist Profound Realm's initial stage back then, given time, she would surely become a great talent.

As a 分神 cultivator himself, his Ancient Sword Sect had far more resources than the Cloud Hidden Sect. He believed that simply expressing his intention to take her as a concubine would result in her eagerly agreeing.

After all, in the cultivation world, women often sought powerful protectors.

But she had rejected him outright.

The young man was both shocked and angry, feeling disappointed while also losing face. In his fury, he wrote letters to the Cloud Hidden Sect and Sunbar Yu'er's family, using threats and inducements to make them submit and hand over Sunbar Yu'er.

It can be imagined that Sunbar Yu'er had endured considerable pressure due to him back then. Although she wasn't harmed in the end and their unpleasant history faded into the past, there was a lingering grudge between them.

With time passing, while it might be an exaggeration to say Sunbar Yu'er hated him to the core, looking at this guy, she definitely wouldn't be happy.

However, both parties' statuses had changed dramatically over these thousand years. The Ancient Sword Sect remained the same, but the Cloud Hidden Sect was no longer a third-rate force; it now ranked among the top in all of Dragon's Ridge.

They were no longer on the same level.

As for Sunbar Yu'er, she had risen to great heights. Not only had she advanced to 分神 stage, but her master was someone who dared not be provoked throughout Dragon's Ridge. Being taken as a high-ranking disciple by Lin Xuan was like a sparrow turning into a phoenix.

Everyone knew that the Cloud Hidden Sect's rapid rise and significant increase in strength were due to Lin Xuan's blessings. It was said that this mysterious senior had already transcended the Tribulation realm, on equal footing with True Monarch Dragon.
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Though it was hearsay, the details were crystal clear.

The young man, despite his high opinion of himself, knew deep down that he would never advance to the Transcendence Stage in this lifetime.

He envied and resented Gong Sun Yuer. The fear within him was indescribable. If she wanted to cause trouble for him now, there would be nothing he could do to resist. Moreover, fate had cruelly fulfilled his worst fears; he had been assigned as the primary figure responsible for subduing Yunfeng Mine脉, and the Celestial Alliance's representative in charge of this region was none other than Gong Sun Yuer.

Could anything be more embarrassing or frustrating?

This insignificant girl from long ago had now transformed into his superior. Would she exploit his weaknesses? If he couldn't quickly secure the mine, would she use it as an excuse to settle a score from their past?

The young man's heart was filled with anxiety.

But just when things seemed to be going well, disaster struck. The army of cultivators under his command faced fierce resistance from the域外天魔, and they were unable to breach the defenses. Criticism from Gong Sun Yuer followed swiftly, her words sharp and severe.

Though it wasn't immediately clear that she was targeting him, the consequences would be inevitable if he continued to delay. For both personal and professional reasons, she had ample grounds to bring him down.

This predicament was one the young man wished to avoid. It's better to help oneself than rely on others; his only hope now was to quickly secure the mine so that she couldn't find any leverage over him.

Fortunately, progress was going well. The域外天魔 were indeed formidable, but their strength was ultimately no match for the Celestial Alliance's superior power after days of intense combat. They were slowly losing ground and would likely be defeated today.

With this in mind, Zhang Yan felt a sigh of relief. As long as he could secure Yunfeng Mine, it wouldn't be easy for her to cause him trouble.

While the Cloud Concealment Sect was now a formidable force, the Taoist Alliance wasn't without constraints; the topmost elder Lin was not present, and they couldn't act with impunity.

In fact, the position of Alliance Master had been vacant for some time. The major sects like Cloud Concealment checked each other's power.

Therefore, as long as he completed his mission within the alliance, Gong Sun Yuer might be resentful but wouldn't dare openly antagonize him.

Zhang Yan smiled at this thought; once this task was done, he could petition for a transfer to another sect. He couldn't be intimidated into submission; after all, Cloud Concealment wasn't yet a force that could act without restraint.

The sound of battle from afar had grown weaker, indicating the end of the域外天魔's resistance. The situation was decided!

Zhang Yan smiled. But then, an unexpected change occurred. Despite the weakening sounds, they quickly approached them with alarming speed.

First to notice something amiss was the woman in a courtly dress. This shouldn't be possible; had there been some unforeseen event?

Zhang Yan also noticed and exchanged glances with her. Their faces turned pale ashen. The battle cries were nearing here—had their army retreated?

This couldn't possibly be true.

Without time to think, they both released their spirit senses. But it was too late.

"Whoosh," a figure emerged from the entrance of the valley. Not by his own volition; some powerful force had grabbed and hurled him here.

A "boom" echoed as he collided with the mountain wall, blood splattering everywhere. A cultivator, head and face smashed against an ordinary rock wall, lay motionless on the ground like a rolling pin.

Though not dead yet, his condition was dire; he would likely never recover.

This was only the beginning. More figures were thrown out, "whoosh," colliding with the mountain walls and tumbling to the ground in disarray.

Seeing this, both knew something had gone terribly wrong. Their hearts sank, but they couldn't retreat. They simultaneously raised their treasures.

Rays of light flashed through the valley as a terrifying demonic wind rose from it, causing sand and stones to fly everywhere.

From within the demonic wind, a grotesque face appeared, wielding immense power that slammed towards them.

Their faces paled like death, like prey caught by a predator. Zhang Yan roared, his sword flaring with divine energy, streaking towards the opponent.

The woman in courtly dress stretched her arms and let out a high-pitched cry. Her form blurred as she transformed into a spirit bird. With its long neck and elegant feathers, it resembled a phoenix, a member of the Black Phoenix Valley, one of the four major sects of the Taoist Alliance. Higher-ranked cultivators within the valley often had some connection to the celestial phoenix.

With wings spanning over ten feet, the bird's body was enveloped in dark demonic flames as it followed the sword's trajectory towards the wind.

Their quick and decisive actions were impressive, filled with a fearless spirit that could have turned the tide. But there was one condition: their opponent had to be on par with them. Otherwise, the more courageous they were, the easier it would be for them to fall like moths to a flame.

The sound of "boom" echoed as the sword's light was torn apart. The bird fared no better, being flung away.

A sharp scream filled the air as a ghostly claw emerged from within the demonic wind and grabbed the bird by its neck. The bird struggled for breath as its magic power became stagnant.

The claw tightened, its razor-sharp nails piercing through the bird's throat. This was far from over; grayish-black flames erupted from the claw, quickly engulfing the spirit bird.

In a swift movement, the分神期妖修 turned to ashes before their eyes.

Zhang Yan was shocked and horrified as he coughed up blood. His own treasure had been destroyed in this single collision. Anger and fear surged within him; his opponent was far beyond what he could face.

He tried to retreat but it was too late. The demonic wind blocked his path, accompanied by a buzzing sound as the wind dispersed.
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A figure materialized before his eyes.

"Is it you?"

Zhang Yu looked closely at the other person's face and couldn't help widening his eyes in disbelief. He almost thought he was seeing things.

"How could this be? You're still alive! Shouldn’t you have perished a thousand years ago, disintegrated by Senior Lin’s hands?"

Zhang Yu's expression mirrored that of someone who had seen a ghost during the day. If Lin Xuan were in his place, his reaction would likely have been similar.

Standing before him was an elderly man dressed in wide robes and sash, appearing to be around seventy years old but exuding vibrant energy. His movements were as agile as those of a tiger or dragon, and his gaze was sharp like that of an eagle.

The spiritual pressure emanating from the man was formidable, indicating he had reached the late stage of spirit-transcending cultivation with great success. He was just one step away from actually transcending.

The familiar appearance confirmed Zhang Yu's recognition; they had met several times in the past. This person had once been a cultivator of Cloud Concealment Sect and was renowned for it—Master Sword Heaven Peak!

He was known as the first among all cultivators below the realm of spirit division within that sect, calling himself the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign.

His strength was formidable, and his fame extended far beyond the Cloud Concealment Sect. Given time, he would surely have advanced to a higher realm. Unfortunately, this promising cultivator had offended someone unworthy of such an offense—Lin Xuan!

At that time, Lin Xuan was still in the Profound Origin stage, and they had clashed. The result was the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign's demise; even his元婴 hadn't escaped.

A genius cut short!

Many witnessed him disintegrate into nothingness, only to see Lin Xuan rise to prominence after that battle.

Leading Cloud Concealment Sect to victory after victory, he became a notable figure in the Dragon Realm. As a failed contender, the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign was long forgotten.

After all, the path of immortality is fraught with challenges, and geniuses who perish are merely fleeting travelers on life's journey.

This should have been the end of the matter. But who would have thought that a thousand years later, this disintegrated Celestial璇Sword Sovereign had reappeared?

Zhang Yu almost thought he was seeing things again. However, it was well-known that cultivators' memories were exceptionally good. The Celestial璇Sword Sovereign before him looked exactly the same in appearance and build, but his body now flowed with darkened demonic energy.

A域外Terror!

Not only did the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign still live; he had become a member of the Outer Demons. Zhang Yu couldn't believe what he was seeing unless he witnessed it himself.

"Recognize me?"

The Celestial璇Sword Sovereign's eyes flashed with an unusual light, as if his mind was somewhat unclear.

"You... you are from Cloud Concealment Sect..."

Despite being at the same realm of spirit division, the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign exerted such immense pressure that Zhang Yu spoke hesitantly, almost stuttering.

He wasn't afraid; he just felt like a provoked monster.

"Cloud Concealment Sect!"

Before his words were fully out, the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign seemed to be triggered and roared into the sky. A shocking demonic pressure erupted from him, causing Zhang Yu to stagger backward several steps despite also being at the spirit division realm.

He couldn't just stand there and wait for death. Quickly, he took a sacred talisman from his pocket and slapped it onto himself. Instantly, a flash of light appeared before vanishing into the ground—Earth遁Talismans!

Of course, these were highly advanced treasures. Escaping by flying was extremely unwise; using Earth遁would give him some chance.

Praising Zhang Yu for being a clear-headed spirit division cultivator at this moment, he quickly realized his mistake when the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign raised his hand and black light appeared in his palm. An incredible suction force emerged, pulling up clouds of dirt as Zhang Yu was forcibly dragged out from underground.

He wouldn't sit idly by to die; however, he found himself unable to move. His magical energy had been sealed.

With a "whoosh," he was pulled onto the hand. Black light shone, and the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign's face took on a sinister expression as he pressed his palm directly against Zhang Yu’s crown.

Mind-searching technique!

After a moment, black light flashed from the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign's hand, turning Zhang Yu into flames.

"Public Son Yuer, this girl has already become Lin Xuan's disciple. She is nearby in the Pure Lotus Pond. Good fortune! I can't extract Lin Xuan’s soul for now, but taking his disciple as a start will do."

The Celestial璇Sword Sovereign's lips curled into a vicious smile, filled with hatred for Lin Xuan.

But times had changed; Lin Xuan was far beyond his reach in terms of strength. He couldn’t forget the scene from that fateful day when he died at the hands of Lin Xuan due to a momentary disagreement. Fortunately, he had originally practiced twin元婴secrets and fought with only one元婴 during their duel.

This saved him from death but forced him to leave Cloud Concealment Sect. For many years, he wandered, enduring countless hardships until he met Voidness.

Voidness was an ancient altar where he accidentally communicated with the deity's consciousness. The deity used a technique to infuse demonic energy into his body, transforming the resentful Celestial璇Sword Sovereign into a域外Terror.

His strength had surged significantly from this. Voidness seemed pleased with his resentment and taught him many powerful techniques beyond just the demonic energy infusion. This allowed him to advance so much in just a thousand years.

But it wasn’t enough; he harbored an intense hatred for Lin Xuan, who was now at the late spirit-transcending stage, famous throughout the three realms. The gap between them had only widened over time.

Could he never find the chance to seek revenge?

No...

The Celestial璇Sword Sovereign raised his head and let out a beast-like roar. He refused to give up; he believed he would eventually find an opportunity.

Just as one eats bit by bit, seeking vengeance couldn’t be done in haste. First, he would extract Public Son Yuer's soul for now. As for that Lin boy, the pain he inflicted on him would be repaid a thousandfold someday.

With a wicked smile, the Celestial璇Sword Sovereign’s body was enveloped in demonic winds as he flew toward the Pure Lotus Pond.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At this moment, he wasn’t idle; he was pursuing and hunting down an Outer Terror that had escaped from his grasp. The one who managed to escape Lin Xuan's hands couldn't be ordinary; it was a formidable figure among them.

Wisdom Monarch!
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Wise Sage, also known as Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon, was the most trusted confidant of Voidless Demon Sovereign.

Indeed, it was that tactician with a feather fan and silk headband who had volunteered to deal with the Immortal Dao Alliance.

Having earned the trust of the Voidless Demon Sovereign, all the Heaven Demons in the northern part of Nael Dragon Realm obeyed his every command.

It could be said he was enjoying great success.

Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon then took office happily.

However, by chance and circumstance, since he had been tasked to deal with the Immortal Dao Alliance, their paths would not differ much as they traveled.

After all, the headquarters of the Immortal Dao Alliance was located near Cloud Concealing Sect.

Then... they met head-on on the road.

To be honest, this was a coincidence.

No one could have anticipated it beforehand.

Both parties were shocked by the encounter but naturally couldn't ignore each other and let the other go.

Even if unwilling, they had to fight to the death.

Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon, though cunning to an extreme, in battle, how much use would his cleverness be? Ultimately, strength was the fundamental thing.

After a fierce battle, there could be no suspense; a mere demon sovereign couldn't possibly be Lin Xuan's match.

He was defeated, leaving behind a disheveled appearance.

Fortunately, he wasn't just a name in vain. He possessed a domain and such a level of power had survival techniques at their disposal.

Though he couldn't defeat Lin Xuan, he managed to escape by making a quick getaway.

Regardless, his first priority was to save his life.

This thought seemed good, but how could Lin Xuan let him have it?

As the saying goes, "beat a dog when it's down," and a cooked duck wouldn't fly away, right?

Thus, Lin Xuan pursued relentlessly.

Poor Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon had met with misfortune. He fled like a dog in fear of losing his home, being chased by Lin Xuan.

...

This was a desolate plain, the sky somewhat dim, thunder rumbled from above, and soon tiny raindrops fell like hailstones.

Fog shrouded everything, making distant figures indistinct.

Suddenly, a muffled sound reached their ears. A black line appeared on the horizon far away and swiftly approached them.

It was a streak of black lightning, swift as if teleporting. Upon closer inspection, its flight path was wobbly, like that of a drunkard who had consumed too much alcohol.

...

After a moment, light condensed into view, revealing a figure with a feather fan and silk headband.

No, this person wasn't a cultivator but an outsider demon. The thick aura of malice on his body was so intense it made one's heart race.

A powerful demon among outsiders.

However, he was covered in wounds—too many to count. Some were severe enough to cause broken bones and dismemberment. Blood flowed freely, the most striking being his left side where a hand and foot had vanished entirely. The blood hadn't stopped flowing yet.

"I can't hold on much longer with this body. Using it to escape would only be self-destructive. I must abandon it."

A voice of resignation echoed in their ears. Yet, Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon's words were filled with helplessness.

Outsider demons differed from those of the Three Realms. But who could bear to sacrifice their physical form unless absolutely necessary?

Yet, if he didn't do so now, his fate would be sealed.

Better to choose the lesser evil. Even though he was reluctant, he had no choice but to make a hard decision.

...

Before this thought could fully take shape, a flash of light appeared in the distance on the horizon. A silver glow emerged and slowly approached them.

Though it seemed slow, with each movement, it shrank as if teleporting.

"Damnit, that Lin boy is chasing me even more tightly."

Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon was both angry and alarmed. The gravity of the situation left him no room for hesitation.

Delay in decision-making would only worsen matters.

With a fierce cry, he suddenly began to dance on the spot.

His movements were uncoordinated but strangely imbued with an ancient aura. He also muttered incomprehensible incantations.

Then, from his head, a deep demonic aura emerged.

That aura swirled and instantly condensed into a man's face.

The features belonged to Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon, filled with ferocity.

Outsider demons differed from those of the Three Realms because their forms varied. Most did not form an essence core but existed as demon souls.

Demon souls were formless yet versatile, especially adept at possession.

Having abandoned his physical body, he didn't flee immediately but chanted incomprehensible incantations.

With a series of crackling sounds, his discarded body swelled like a storm.

In moments, it grew to mountainous size.

Thousand Eyes and Hundred Legs!

The massive figure sprouted countless arms. Each palm held a precious artifact.

As a domain powerhouse, this guy was rich in assets.

Swords, spears, halberds—virtually all eighteen kinds of weapons were present.

Moreover, numerous demon eyes appeared on his body.

These new eyes lacked pupils and simply looking at them made one feel uncomfortable.

After completing these preparations, the demon soul transformed into a gust of wind, shooting off towards the distance.

By now, Lin Xuan was only about a hundred miles away.

Though it sounded far, for cultivators of their level, it was but an instant.

With his divine sense, he saw everything clearly.

Wanting to escape like a cicada shedding its skin? Too naive!

This late-stage Transcendence demon had impressive abilities. After nearly defeating him, Lin Xuan wouldn't let the dying enemy go easy on.

He flicked his sleeves, and silver light filled the sky as Nine Palace Swift Sword emerged from his sleeve, rushing forward like a whirlwind with thunderous force.

Lin Xuan's methods weren't limited to that.

Then he clasped his hands.

Small Heavenly Heaven Dharmic Form appeared behind him.

With nine heads and eighteen arms, it was incredibly formidable.

It rapidly grew to mountain size. Nine heads roared simultaneously, transforming into golden light, faster than the Nine Palace Swift Sword.

Phantom Spirit Celestial Fire then emerged, forming a phoenix in flight.

...

Three consecutive attacks left no room for mercy. Lin Xuan's goal was to kill here and now; he didn't want the enemy to escape and create complications.

A thunderous crash echoed as the two massive figures collided head-on. The Nine Palace Swift Sword surrounded him, then the transformed Phantom Spirit Celestial Fire phoenix.

Multitude Wisdom Heavenly Demon's body turned into a thousand-eyed creature. His abilities might be unique, but Lin Xuan's attacks were too swift, like a flood engulfing and drowning him.
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No suspense remained.

Crash!

From several miles away, a black aura streaked across the sky with lightning speed. Within this aura, a sinister face could faintly be seen.

Needless to say, it was none other than Wits Demon Sovereign.

Now that his physical body had fallen, but the remaining demonic soul naturally wouldn't give up easily and continued to flee with all its might.

However, his heart had sunk to the bottom.

He originally thought that with his physical strength, he could at least delay for a bit. But unexpectedly, it was extinguished in an instant by the opponent.

This Lin fellow's power was already on par with the top-tier figures of the Three Realms. Could this really be the end for him?

His heart was filled with anxiety and his confidence began to waver unconsciously.

But this thought flashed through his mind briefly before the demonic soul revealed a look of gritted teeth. With unfulfilled ambitions, how could he fall here!

It seemed that only one move remained.

Tear apart the void.

Temporarily leave this plane for further consideration.

This sounded like a good choice, but there were many obstacles to overcome.

Firstly, without an array to assist him, tearing through the void with bare hands was undoubtedly risky.

Moreover, his physical body had already fallen. In its current state of a mere demonic soul, it was roughly on par with an infant spirit core.

Having been heavily injured before, breaking through the void would indeed be like adding insult to injury.

The danger was obvious, but this was his only choice at present.

...

Thinking thus, the Wits Sovereign's heart was filled with indignation. He couldn't have imagined such a fate for himself in the end.

But there was no time for hesitation; self-pity wouldn't solve the problem either.

A rumbling sound entered his ears as the black aura churned and then slightly blurred. A ghostly claw materialized from it.

The nails were sharp, and as the five fingers trembled, a strange法则power seemed to emanate.

Then, with a snap of those fingers, a grayish-white demonic flame spread around them, enveloping his entire arm before shooting forward.

Sizzle…

It was like tearing through cloth. A crack indeed appeared in the void.

Wooosh…

A fierce gale blew out as the rule power spewed forth. Clearly, this plane's force was formidable, but at this moment, Wits Demon Sovereign had no time to consider it further. Lin Xuan's figure already emerged on the horizon; if he didn't leave now, he would regret it.

This thought flashed through his mind, and a "puff" sound entered his ears as the ghostly claw reverted to its gaseous state.

...

Demonic mist swirled as the ghost face opened its mouth and spat out a treasure.

It was a shield about the size of a palm. The surface was adorned with demonic runes that then burst open, transforming into a light curtain that enveloped the demonic soul before vanishing into the spatial rift.

...

"Hmph, breaking through the void in such a state... this demon is truly bold and ruthless."

Lin Xuan retracted his illusory light and muttered to himself. At this point, the spatial rift had calmed down, but Lin Xuan had seen everything clearly.

The other party's move was out of desperation; he didn't know whether to call it brave or reckless.

"Truly a fool, thinking that would allow him to escape. In such circumstances, there is an 80% chance of falling into the spatial vortex and even encountering a space storm. If at his full strength, this demon might have some chance of escaping, but now with just a mere demonic soul, he will almost certainly fall."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself; he didn't plan on pursuing him further.

The risks were too great. Considering everything, it was more practical to let him perish on his own.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated and the green light around him flared as he flew back along the same path.

...

Meanwhile,

A million miles away, the originally clear sky suddenly turned gloomy. A spatial rift appeared in the void, and a black object was thrown out from within.

Boom!

A deep pit appeared on the ground.

The sphere burst open, releasing a puff of demonic energy.

Wits Demon Sovereign!

But at this moment, he looked rather disheveled.

Thinking back to his experience just now, beads of cold sweat formed on his back.

Breaking through the void in haste was indeed unwise. He almost got sucked into the spatial whirlpool.

Fortunately, his luck had been good; he managed to escape alive.

However, the price paid was significant—his soul energy had depleted by more than half, and with his physical body now fallen, he was in a critically injured state.

Unless he could find an appropriate body soon for possession, there was no need for Lin Xuan to chase him. He wouldn't last long on his own.

Such a result was not what Wits Demon Sovereign wanted to see.

But with so much soul energy depleted, finding a suitable host body was difficult. How could he expect to find one in such a short time?

His mood was extremely depressed.

Was this place his grave?

However, before that thought could fully form, a black light streaked across the sky from the horizon.

...

It flew at lightning speed and seemed to be passing through here.

Could it be Lin Xiaozi chasing after him?

No, that kid's illusory light wasn't this color.

With this realization, the demonic soul couldn't help but feel elated. Heaven doesn't abandon those who are in dire straits; the ancients didn't deceive me.

Thus, he carefully hid and prepared to possess at any moment.

...

Meanwhile, Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 was not far from Pure Lotus Pool.

Since he couldn't take on Lin Xuan for now, he would first target his disciple.

Though it had a嫌疑of being dishonorable, at least it could avenge the wrong done to him.

This thought lingered in his mind.

Requiter of others, reaper by others. Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 didn't know that while plotting against Lin Xuan, he himself had become someone else's prey.

"Eh? Is it an Exile Demon?"

Wits Sovereign recognized the target before him and showed a look of surprise on his face.

But instead of being alarmed, he was delighted.

What if?

He wouldn't have any soft spots. Because demonic energy didn't repel each other, the success rate for possession would be much higher. Truly, heaven doesn't abandon me.

At this moment, Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 had flown very close.

The large pit below did not attract his attention; such terrain was common in the cultivation world.

But just as he was a few miles away from the pit, "pop" sounded in his ears as an indistinct black light shot out from the bottom of the pit.

His target was his forehead.

At such close range, Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇 had no time to dodge.

He勉强raised his hand, but it was useless. The demonic energy circled around his wrist and entered his forehead in one go.

Possession!

"Ahh!"

Disaster from heaven struck as Sword Sovereign of Heavenly璇's illusory light suddenly stopped.

A piercing scream came from his mouth as he clutched his head with both hands, his face contorted, rolling on the ground.

Possession meant one soul devouring another; the process was undeniably painful. (Youli Shumang.)
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The entire process lasted as long as a cup of tea. Then, the Heaven璇 Sword Sovereign suddenly let out an inhuman roar and leaped to his feet.

He was enveloped by a thick aura of煞气, his face twisted into a grotesque expression.

Panting heavily, he exuded an incomprehensible pressure that fluctuated wildly between strong and weak.

It was hard to put it into words.

Just one moment ago, he seemed to be facing a late-stage heavenly demon during a tribulation. In the next instant, he appeared almost human again.

Time passed slowly.

Finally, his expression calmed down as he looked at his hands, showing an indescribable joy on his face. He then burst into laughter: "Haha, what fools we are! Heaven is indeed generous to me. Wanting to take over my body, it instead bestowed such a great gift upon this Sword Sovereign. Does Heaven want me to seek revenge against that Lin Xuan?"

The Heaven璇 Sword Sovereign, with disheveled hair, howled like a madman.

It was no wonder he was so elated; the experience had been too miraculous and unbelievable.

Initially, it seemed like an unexpected calamity as a demon soul suddenly took over his body. At that moment, the Heaven璇 Sword Sovereign thought he was doomed to die. Although the demon soul was weak, its realm was undeniably at late-stage tribulation level—late-stage old monsters!

How could such beings be resisted?

The Heaven璇 Sword Sovereign was both terrified and enraged. But he did not surrender; instead, he fought desperately.

Despite knowing that his resistance would likely be futile due to the vast disparity in power, he still clung to hope.

Miraculously, he survived and even devoured the scheming demon soul.

How could this happen?

The victim became the benefactor.

The Heaven璇 Sword Sovereign was bewildered. He couldn't believe it himself; his strength was far inferior, so just surviving was a miracle. How could he have taken over the situation?

What exactly happened during that time? As an eyewitness, he was equally confused.

But regardless, he had survived.

Moreover, his power had surged significantly, breaking through the tribulation realm and advancing to late-stage.

A divine gift!

Such a fortunate encounter was beyond belief.

Across the three realms and throughout history, such events were unheard of. Victims of possession rarely gained strength by devouring their possessors.

This defied logic; normally, there would be no shortcut in cultivation.

Yet fate had smiled upon him.

In his excitement, he quickly regained composure.

Though Heaven favored him, he could not become overly arrogant. The better the opportunity, the more it should be cherished. His immediate priority was to stabilize his realm.

Revenge against Lady Gong Sun Yuer would have to wait.

Killing her would only vent a grudge; if anything unexpected happened, it would be counterproductive.

Now that he had reached late-stage tribulation, as long as he stabilized his realm, he could seek revenge against Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan, with Heaven's help, this Sword Sovereign would one day drain your soul and refine you to essence!

The Heaven璇 Sword Sovereign raised his head, cursing viciously before flying back along the same path.

Meanwhile, Lady Gong Sun Yuer was unaware of all this. She had nearly crossed over to the realm of ghosts during her mission.

Currently, she waited anxiously by the Lotus Purity Pool as the Immortal Alliance was just formed and in its prime. They launched a major counterattack against the域外天魔.

On one hand, they reclaimed lost territories; on the other, they built their reputation and prestige.

Each major sect took charge of different regions and fought with all their might. Whoever achieved the greatest success would be most likely to become the leader of the Immortal Alliance.
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Given that her responsibility was the Cloud Maple Mine vein, which had been repeatedly attacked without success, Lady Gong Sun Yuer couldn't help but feel anxious: "Zhang Yan, this useless man, is he intentionally not fighting to his fullest?"

Anger flashed across her beautiful face as she grew increasingly impatient.

A thousand years ago, they already had a grudge, but with the changing times and her magnanimity, she no longer felt the need to settle old scores.

Their statuses were now entirely different; pursuing him would only diminish her reputation.

But unexpectedly, Zhang Yan was too disrespectful, secretly causing trouble for her. The Cloud Maple Mine vein was merely defended by域外天魔 whose strength was less than a third of the attacking force's. Even with an array to assist, how could they possibly hold out?

Clearly, it was due to Zhang Yan not fighting to his fullest.

Absolutely suicidal!

While willing to forgive and forget, Lady Gong Sun Yuer would not be lenient. If he continued to defy death, she wouldn't spare him either.

With this thought, a hint of murderous intent appeared on her face.

However, before the idea fully formed, the young woman's eyebrows lifted as if sensing something.

After about several breaths, a streak of light entered her view, and the glow faded to reveal a middle-aged man with a pale complexion. He was wearing rough cloth robes stained with blood, having endured a fierce battle.

As soon as his feet touched the ground, he prostrated himself before Lady Gong Sun Yuer: "Junior Disciple Luo, it's you! What happened? You look so disheveled."

The man in front of her was also from Cloud Concealment Sect and had participated in the attack on the Cloud Maple Mine vein. He hadn't expected to be in such a state.

"Master Uncle, I report that all comrades tasked with besieging the Cloud Maple Mine vein have perished. Please make your decision," the middle-aged man cried as he prostrated himself. He was fortunate enough to escape death.

"What? All of them dead? How is this possible?"

Lady Gong Sun Yuer was shocked. This scene was beyond her wildest dreams: "What happened? Their reinforcements were cut off, and the disparity in strength was enormous. How could they all be wiped out?"

"I don't know either," the Luo man cried. "At first, everything went smoothly, and we thought we would conquer the Cloud Maple Mine vein. But suddenly, a powerful域外天魔 appeared as if from nowhere…"
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The middle-aged man wept as he narrated the events in detail. It took him nearly a cup of tea's time to explain everything clearly.

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er's face was naturally aghast. She had originally thought Zhang Yan wasn't putting enough effort, but instead, she received such an outcome.

Could one person alone annihilate an entire group of cultivators? Could the opponent be a powerful old monster who has passed through tribulation?

Otherwise, the cultivators sent to attack Cloud Maple Ore Vein were not weak; they were only at the Shen Concentration Stage. They certainly wouldn't have been able to defeat them so cleanly and effortlessly without breaking a sweat.

"This… Apprentice nephew doesn’t know either. It was just a simple face mask, but I was knocked unconscious by him. I couldn’t even see his face clearly, let alone understand how powerful he is." The middle-aged man spoke hesitantly, revealing an embarrassed expression on his face.

Clearly, he felt that his performance was too humiliating.

But Baroness Gongsun Yu'er did not blame him for this. Being alive was already a good outcome. Asking for too much from such a formidable opponent would be unreasonable.

Moreover, with the situation as it is now, blaming him wouldn’t help. She herself faced a difficult choice.

One option was to organize manpower and retake Cloud Maple Ore Vein. The mine produced large quantities of crystal stones, which would be significant if reclaimed. It could also benefit her two senior mentors in the alliance.

But the risks were equally severe. A moment’s carelessness might lead to his own downfall like Zhang Yan.

The other option was to give up and return to the main sect first before making a decision later.

This was a cautious approach, but it had significant hidden dangers. If Cloud Maple Ore Vein couldn’t be taken after prolonged attacks, the other major sects in the Immortal Alliance would surely make a big fuss over this matter. At that time, while she might be safe, her two senior mentors' situation in the alliance would become much more difficult.

What choice should she make?

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er, usually so smart and composed, was now indecisive.

However, at that moment, a clear voice echoed: "Yu'er, what’s troubling you?"

The tone was calm. The familiar inflection was unmistakable. Baroness Gongsun Yu'er almost thought she had heard wrong and turned her head sharply.

She saw another cultivator appear in the middle of the room, smiling as he looked at her.

"Ma… Master?"

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er’s face lit up with joy. She rubbed her eyes hard; yes, before her was indeed her master Lin Xuan.

Surprise and astonishment quickly turned to overwhelming happiness. The young woman threw herself into Lin Xuan's arms.

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er had been too agitated.

Indeed, she had worried so much over the years.

Lin Xuan left Cloud Conceal Sect a century ago without any news.

Everyone knew that the cultivation world was full of dangers. She truly feared her master might have perished.

Fortunately, her worries were unfounded. Reuniting with her master made her immensely happy.

After a moment, she realized how out of place she had been and quickly got up to bow: "Yu'er pays respects to Master."

"Enough, get up."

Lin Xuan’s strength was far beyond what it used to be, but he never put on airs towards his own people. He helped her up with a hand.

Then they sat down. Baroness Gongsun Yu'er personally prepared wine and fruits.

After several rounds of drinks, Lin Xuan spoke thoughtfully: "Yu'er, you looked troubled just now. Is there anything troubling you?"

"Master, it's like this…"

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er had no secrets from her master and recounted the information she had gathered.

"Ah."

Lin Xuan didn’t seem to care much.

Though he couldn't know what exactly happened at Cloud Maple Ore Vein with just that information, what did it matter?

In the cultivation world, strength decided everything. Alliances and strategies were meaningless in the face of overwhelming power.

"Don’t worry about it. Since this mine’s fate is tied to our sect's fortune, I’ll accompany you," Lin Xuan said nonchalantly.

"Thank you, Master. But that will be quite a burden on you."

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er bowed gratefully.

"Enough, I don’t like these formalities. Family members needn’t be so polite. How is Cloud Conceal Sect doing after all this time? How are your two senior mentors?"

This was what Lin Xuan was most worried about. If it were any other time, he wouldn't have cared much. With his reputation, even if he wasn’t in the sect, no one would dare provoke him.

But times had changed. The域外天魔wouldn’t hesitate to act. While Cloud Conceal Sect’s fame was a good thing, it also attracted attention. In today's world of bloodshed and chaos, even powerful entities like Immortal Monarchs could fall. Lin Xuan feared returning to the main sect headquarters only to find it in ruins.

"Ha ha, Master is most concerned about Senior Consort Ouyang, isn’t he?" Baroness Gongsun Yu'er said with a smile.

"You brat, you really have no respect! How dare you say such nonsense to your master? Do you want me to make you sit against the wall for a hundred years?"

Lin Xuan joked and pretended to hit her.

"Master, please forgive me. I won’t do it again."

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er quickly played the role of a compliant young lady.

"What else is there to say?"

Lin Xuan was slightly vexed. He often said that strict teachers produce excellent students. It seemed he couldn't be too lenient with his disciples; otherwise, they would become uncontrollable.

"Rest assured, Senior Consort Ouyang and your two senior mentors are well. Our Cloud Conceal Sect has had good fortune, so the impact of the disaster isn’t severe. Everyone is safe," Baroness Gongsun Yu'er observed her master’s mood and stopped teasing him, speaking briefly.

Lin Xuan's face brightened upon hearing this.

He had also inquired about Cloud Conceal Sect along the way, but he couldn't be complacent with just hearsay. Hearing his apprentice’s description finally put his mind at ease after days of worry.

"Good to hear."

"What about you, Master? Did you find any clues while searching for Senior Consort Ouyang?" Baroness Gongsun Yu'er asked sincerely this time.

"I found her."

"Why didn’t she come with you?"

"We lost contact again later."

Lin Xuan looked dejected.

"Oh?"

Baroness Gongsun Yu'er was speechless. Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn't in a good mood, she refrained from asking further. Her master treated his disciples kindly and they often joked around, but it didn’t mean they could be disrespectful. They respected their master deeply.

Seeing her master's displeasure, Baroness Gongsun Yu'er’s expression became cautious.

"I see, we are temporarily apart. With her strength, she shouldn’t have any issues during the disaster. There’s no need to worry too much."

(Youth Lion Book Alliance.)
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Moon儿 was no longer the same as before. Moreover, Little Butterfly was with her, so there was indeed nothing to worry about from both a rational and emotional standpoint.

This was why Lin Xuan chose to return to Nailong Realm; the situation at Yunyin Sect seemed more pressing compared to other matters.

Fortunately, their worries were unnecessary. Yunyin Sect had not encountered any significant crises, and in Lin Xuan's eyes, the troubles with Cloud Pine Mine were trivial.

Lady Gongbar Yu was also pleased. With Master overseeing everything, there was no need to worry or fear anything.

---

At the same time, at the main hall of Yunyin Sect, mountains rose and fell continuously, and pavilions and terraces were shrouded in a mist. From afar, it exuded an aura of immortality and prosperity, fitting for its name.

Thanks to Lin Xuan's influence, Yunyin Sect was now far more formidable than before, boasting numerous experts within its ranks. Even with the powerful forces in Nailong Realm, they could still be considered among the top.

As the saying goes, "When the water rises, so does the boat." The disciples of the sect were thus quite proud, and the protective array was rarely activated because no one dared to provoke them in the Three Realms.

However, this situation had changed. Despite Yunyin Sect's continued prosperity, it now seemed on high alert.

Not only was the protective array activated, but temporary arrays were also set up in abundance.

While the formation of the Immortal Dao Alliance did indeed turn the tide for Nailong Realm, turning the tables from passive defense to active offense, there were downsides. The major sects like Yunyin faced immense pressure as they fought on multiple fronts while guarding against the desperate counterattacks of域外天魔 (Foreign Heavenly Demons).

While human cultivators clearly held an advantage in this region, those celestial demons could not be easily predicted. Who knew what kind of疯狂举动 (mad actions) they might take if provoked?

As the saying goes, "Precautions are never unwarranted." Thus, Yunyin Sect had activated all its禁制法阵 (prohibitive magical arrays), even at the cost of astronomical amounts of crystal stones.

---

Inside a secret cave deep within Yunyin Sect, several cultivators gathered. Some were seated on the ground while others stood respectfully.

Although there weren't many people, their strength was formidable. At least some had reached the 分神期 (Spirit Separation Stage).

The two at the head of the group were particularly enigmatic. Their aura was far stronger than that of a分神 cultivator but not yet at the stage of渡劫 (Transcending Tribulation).

Clearly, they were the silver-eyed girl and the Dragon-named youth.

Aside from the disciples on missions, all high-ranking officials of Yunyin Sect were present. The situation clearly required serious discussion.

"Uncle Senior Brother, South Junior Brother has completed his mission to seize a mine, and Sister Ge's efforts to subdue Shuang郡 twenty-one sects have made significant progress. However, several other groups encountered fierce resistance from the Foreign Heavenly Demons, with ongoing battles at Fire Cloud Mountain. As for the Black Fog Swamp and elsewhere, it can be confirmed that they were unsuccessful."

The speaker was a cultivator dressed in robes, around thirty years old, with three long strands of beard, giving him an air of仙风道骨 (immortal demeanor).

His news was far from satisfactory. At least half of the disciples sent out had not achieved their goals.

The silver-eyed girl's eyebrows slightly furrowed, clearly suppressing her anger.

"How about Yu'er? How is she doing?"

After a moment, she spoke slowly: "Sister Gongbar has yet to report back, but Cloud Pine Mine isn't particularly difficult. With Sister's intelligence and wit, there shouldn't be any issues."

The Dragon-named youth was already extremely frustrated: "Let alone the situation with Yu'er, this mass offensive—each group sent out more disciples than the Foreign Heavenly Demons by several times. Emotionally speaking, they should have succeeded without a doubt. But what happened? Half of them failed their missions!"

"Is it that the Foreign Heavenly Demons are too outrageous or that you're not up to the task? Such results fall far short of our original goals. When we present this at the Immortal Dao Alliance, how will my sister and I face those old fellows? We'll be ridiculed and humiliated."

The Dragon-named youth's angry voice echoed in their ears. He was indeed frustrated because the new Immortal Dao Alliance had no leader, and several major sects were competing against each other.

This mass offensive not only drove back Foreign Heavenly Demons but also reclaimed lost territories while building popularity and achievements. Yunyin Sect's performance was abysmal, which would surely lead to their exclusion from the alliance.

"Enough, junior brother. It serves no purpose now. Moreover, I suspect that it wasn't just the disciples who weren't working hard; there's a high chance things went worse than expected. After all, we sent out our best core disciples," the silver-eyed girl's voice entered their ears, carrying a hint of resignation.

"Senior Sister makes a valid point. But such an opportunity won't be missed by major forces like万妖宗 (Ten Demon Sects). With only a few days left until the Immortal Dao Alliance gathering begins, will Yunyin Sect still have a place?" The Dragon-named youth's voice was filled with worry.

"Hmph, even if we perform well, do you think those old monsters won't find an excuse to exclude us?"

"Senior Sister means…?"

"Our Yunyin Sect is now far more formidable than before and can almost claim to be the top force in Nailong Realm. But does fame match reality?"

"Why are you saying this?" The Dragon-named youth's face showed a hint of dissatisfaction.

"In a thousand years, our sect has grown rapidly, with resources and disciples far surpassing those from earlier times. How can we say that fame doesn't match reality?"

"Senior Brother, having such thoughts is inappropriate. Indeed, the scale of our sect has expanded significantly over these years, making us formidable. But you shouldn't forget how we achieved this—Lin Junior Brother's reputation brought the entire Nailong Realm to its knees. His glory laid the foundation for our honor. For his sake, no one dares to treat Yunyin Sect as insignificant."

"But now, things are different. Lin Junior Brother has been missing for a long time, and it's also a time when Foreign Heavenly Demons invade."

"We all know that Lin Junior Brother is on an important journey, traveling far and wide. But other sects don't know this. With the current crisis in Nailong Realm and Lin Junior Brother still nowhere to be found, rumors will inevitably spread…"
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"Senior Sister is saying that the younger brother Lin has already fallen, and this baseless rumor is something I absolutely do not believe."

The young man with the dragon surname was clearly displeased as he spoke.

"Even if you don't believe it, neither do I. We watched Younger Brother Lin grow up; his abilities are clear to both of us. Creating miracles is no different from eating—although the situation is special now and there have been some immortals and demon kings who have fallen, I still firmly believe that no matter what crisis he encounters, Younger Brother Lin can turn danger into safety."

The silver-eyed girl's confident voice entered his ears without any pretense. Her trust in Lin Xuan was almost blind: "But just believing it ourselves is useless. Younger Brother Lin isn't within the sect now; those old monsters are already restless. Even if this time, our disciples have completed their tasks successfully, they will still find a way to exclude us."

"But..."

After hearing this analysis, the young man with the dragon surname felt extremely uncomfortable and wanted to argue but couldn't find suitable words.

He wasn't an inexperienced cultivator; he understood that while these words were harsh, they made sense. His face turned pale: "Do they really have no reservations?"

"They do have some reservations, which is why they haven't pushed things to the extreme. However, as time passes, their actions will become more and more brazen. With the new alliance of immortals established, who doesn’t covet the position of the leader? In this situation, their reservations about Younger Brother Lin are much less."

"But Younger Brother Lin has a good relationship with Senior Daoist Nai Long. Don't they fear..."

The young man with the dragon surname'sdiscontentvoice/sound传入她的ears。

"Far water cannot quench near fire; hasn’t Senior Daoist Nai Long not returned yet?"

The silver-eyed girl said with a bitter smile.

"If Senior Sister says so, then there’s really no way out of this?

"We don't need to be so despondent. But before Younger Brother Lin returns to the sect, our situation will definitely be very awkward and disadvantageous. We are all just junior cultivators who have yet to pass through tribulations; we can’t compare with the old monsters from other sects. If we break ties, it would only bring harm without any benefits. So for now, we must endure and use the conflicts among these old monsters to our advantage. After all, Cloud Concealment Sect is not insignificant, so they won't completely exclude us. They will likely try to win us over while excluding us at the same time. Now that we have this room for maneuver, when Younger Brother Lin returns, we can stabilize the situation."

The silver-eyed girl revealed her calculations, which were undoubtedly mature and prudent.

Although Cloud Concealment Sect would lose some influence in the Immortal Alliance as a result, it was the best self-preservation strategy under these circumstances. Ultimately, power still spoke in the cultivation world.

The young man with the dragon surname sighed after hearing this. Although he was unwilling to accept it, he understood that acting on impulse was foolish: "If so, then I will follow Senior Sister’s instructions. We need to carefully consider how to proceed, even if we have to show weakness, we can’t let our sect's reputation fall too much. Otherwise, when Younger Brother Lin returns, what face would you and I have to meet him?"

---

One more thing: You can add me on WeChat by searching "Hundred Refinements Become Immortal Huan Yu" for the latest updates from Huan Yu and Hundred Refinements Become Immortal.

The silver-eyed girl said with a faint smile, "This, my foolish sister naturally knows. Otherwise, why would I have summoned you?"

"Well, everyone has a clear understanding of the basic situation. So, what good suggestions do any of you have for how to proceed?"

"Senior Aunt, I have some ideas, but..."

The voice of that dressed-up man entered their ears.

"Oh, Nephew Ge has an idea; speak freely. Don’t worry; even if there’s anything inappropriate, this palace will never hold a grudge."

The silver-eyed girl's mood brightened as she spoke, sighing inwardly. She should have sent Lady Gong Sun Yu'er instead of relying on Lin Xuan's disciples. Although they were all smart and clever in their own ways, none could match Yu'er for both martial prowess and wisdom. If she had been here, she would surely provide many good suggestions.

Of course, sending her out was unavoidable; the Cloud Feng ore vein was too important to be lost. She never expected that even now, there was still no news.

The only appropriate description was frustration.

Suddenly, a series of "thuds" sounded in their ears, as if someone was forcefully pounding on their cave entrance.

The silver-eyed girl's expression turned surprised.

The other high-ranking officials also looked similarly shocked.

This was the main headquarters of Cloud Concealment Sect; the defenses around the Taoist Supreme Elder’s abode were the tightest. Even a tribulation cultivator couldn’t sneak in silently.

But if it wasn't an external enemy, who among their own sect members would dare to act so boldly? He had been explicitly told not to disturb them, yet he was rushing here with such urgency; what kind of discipline is this?

The silver-eyed girl's brows were tightly furrowed as she waved her sleeves. A spell shot out from her fingertips, and the sound of thunder followed. The entrance to the cave burst open.

A cultivator ran in, rolling and crawling.

"Yu Feng, it’s you! What happened that made you so panicked? How could this be acceptable?"

The silver-eyed girl suppressed her anger as she harshly questioned him. She had always had high hopes for this disciple; he was said to have the makings of a general, yet now he was such a disappointment.

It wasn’t surprising that the silver-eyed girl was furious; there was also an element of frustration mixed in.

However, facing the Taoist Supreme Elder's anger, Yu Feng ignored it and crawled over. Despite his ragged appearance, he couldn't hide the joy on his face: "Disciple greets Grandmother. Lin... Younger Brother Lin has returned."

"What did you say?"

This news was too sudden; even the silver-eyed girl and other cultivators were confused.

"Disciple says," Yu Feng cleared his throat and raised his voice, "Younger Brother Lin is almost back to the main headquarters?"

"Is that true?"

The young man with the dragon surname's face lit up with joy: "You’re not fooling me. Where did you get this information? Have you verified it?"

"This kind of thing, disciple dares not speak without evidence," Yu Feng’s expression was filled with joy as well: "It came from Senior Sister Yu'er’s transmission talisman. She has already reunited with Younger Brother Lin and is on her way back to the sect. We should arrive in about half a day."

"Truly, heaven favors us."

The young man with the dragon surname trembled with excitement as he looked up to the sky and laughed loudly: "Senior Sister, heaven really treats our sect kindly. If Younger Brother Lin returns, we won’t need to worry or deliberate anymore; with him here, all problems will be solved effortlessly."

"Indeed, it’s a blessing from heaven. Order the protective array to activate, and let all cultivators in the sect except those who can't leave due to critical stages of cultivation come out to welcome Younger Brother Lin."
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A young woman with silver eyes spoke in an energetic voice, her words reaching Lin Xuan's ears.

"Send everyone out to greet them. Senior Sister, this might not be appropriate."

"Why not?"

The young woman turned her head in surprise. In her view, no matter how grand the ceremony, it would still be right given all that Master Lin had done for the sect.

"But Senior Sister, I don't think there's anything wrong with being too grand," said the young man with the surname Long with a gentle smile. "But our sect has grown so much since its founding. If we send everyone regardless of their cultivation level, wouldn't it be tens of thousands of people?"

The silver-eyed woman replied calmly: "Tens of thousands? Fine, let them be tens of thousands. This way, the new disciples who have only heard about Master Lin can finally see him in person. It's a win-win situation."

"Senior Sister has a point. You've thought this through more thoroughly than I," said the young man with the surname Long, clearly convinced.

He then looked around at several cultivators nearby and said, "Did you not hear Senior Sister's orders? Quickly go do it."

"Carry out the decree."

The news of good fortune brought joy to the faces of those cultivators. They quickly bowed in respect before retreating.

...

"You're saying that Cloud Concealment Sect has done well over these years, but since joining the Immortal Dao Alliance, they've been squeezed by other major sects?"

A white light streaked across the sky, illuminating a small boat with an ancient design. It was several dozen feet long.

On the prow of this flying artifact, a young man stood with his hands behind his back, muttering to himself.

His appearance was unremarkable, but behind him stood a beautiful woman who stood respectfully and lowered her gaze.

"Master is correct. Thanks to your blessings, our sect's reputation has spread far and wide, and we've grown rapidly in the past thousand years. Everything seemed to be going well until the域外天魔 descended here, changing things," said Gong Sun Yuyue, speaking clearly and logically. Her words gave Lin Xuan a clearer understanding of Cloud Concealment Sect's situation, allowing him to prepare accordingly.

Time passed as they approached Cloud Concealment Sect. Suddenly, Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched.

"Senior Master, what is it?"

Gong Sun Yuyue was skilled at reading people's expressions and emotions, leaving even Lin Xuan in awe of her keen observation.

"Why do you ask such a question? Did you secretly send a transmission talisman to the senior brothers without my knowledge? I told you not to disturb them," said Lin Xuan with a smile.

"Master, please forgive me. I didn't mean to defy your orders; it's just that our sect is in dire straits, and my senior aunts and uncles are worried day and night. Sending the news back will make them happy," said Gong Sun Yuyue, bowing respectfully.

"I see. There's no need for such pretense here. I can tell you're putting on an act. It's just a small matter, and I'm not one to be inflexible. Don't try to pitiful me."

Lin Xuan was speechless as he spoke.

"Thank you, Master. I knew you would be kind-hearted," said Gong Sun Yuyue happily.

"You're in trouble now! You think I'm too lenient with my disciples?" Lin Xuan laughed and scolded.

"I had no such intention, but... it's just a slip of the tongue."

Gong Sun Yuyue blushed and quickly explained. But Lin Xuan suddenly became alert, lifting his head to gaze into the distance.

"What is it, Senior Master? Did you notice something amiss?" Gong Sun Yuyue sobered up and asked seriously.

"Stupid girl, what could be wrong? Your two senior aunts are leading their disciples to greet us," said Lin Xuan with a smile.

"What? This place is still over ten million miles away from the main sect!" exclaimed Gong Sun Yuyue in surprise.

"That's why I told you not to send any messages. It would disturb my senior brothers." Lin Xuan smiled bitterly and continued, "And this time, it won't just be a disturbance; Cloud Concealment Sect is in chaos."

"Chaos? Senior Master, what do you mean?" Although Gong Sun Yuyue was intelligent, she was still taken aback by the depth of Lin Xuan's words.

She quickly released her divine sense to verify. The sight before her left her stunned: "This..."

"How about that? Didn't I say it would disturb the sect members?"

"Disciple did not expect my senior brothers to make such a grand gesture, but this does show their respect and admiration for Senior Master," said Gong Sun Yuyue.

Lin Xuan remained silent with a smile.

As they waited, a sudden brilliance appeared ahead. Countless light points filled the sky, creating a dazzling display that seemed to cover the entire expanse of heaven.

The lights approached from afar, growing closer by the second and becoming more magnificent as time passed.

Behind these ordinary streaks of light were even more flying artifacts: boats, carriages, and various vehicles.

These were for disciples with lower cultivation levels. Without their flying artifacts, they would not be able to keep up with the main group's speed, delaying their arrival at Lin Xuan's welcome.

Silver-eyed woman ensured that everything was meticulously arranged. Cloud Concealment Sect had tens of thousands of cultivators, all except those in seclusion, following the two senior elders as they came to greet the legendary Senior Master Lin.

Most of these disciples had only heard about Lin Xuan and never met him personally. But it mattered little; his reputation within Cloud Concealment Sect was well-known. His return would be a morale booster for all sect members, making them excited and happy.

Legends said that a thousand years ago, Senior Master Lin was merely at the 分神 stage.

Now, he could befriend powerful figures like Grandmaster Nai Long.

He was侠骨柔肠 (a man of both strength and kindness).

He was俊朗如玉 (handsome as jade).

...

Various legends about Lin Xuan circulated within Cloud Concealment Sect. Some were true experiences, while others were mere hearsay. Regardless, Senior Master Lin, who had been absent for hundreds of years, had a high popularity among sect members, not falling short of the two senior elders and even surpassing many.

Thus, all disciples eagerly awaited his arrival. They were filled with anticipation, eager to see the real Senior Master Lin after hearing so much about him.

Lin Xuan's flying boat had already dispersed its light, hovering silently in mid-air.

The streaks of light grew closer, their grandeur becoming more apparent as time passed.

(From Young Lion Book Alliance.)
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[Respected readers! More such unexpected and heart-stirring books are coming your way. Please take care!] This is no idle talk.

The Cloud Concealment Sect's disciples and apprentices all came out en masse, numbering in the hundreds of thousands.

Their arrival was nothing short of grand and magnificent. As they drew closer, one could see a vast array of flower-covered carriages at the front of the procession. Delicate music from the heavens wafted through the air, accompanied by beautiful women dancing gracefully.

Beside these carriages were numerous exotic birds and immortal cranes, seemingly possessed of intelligence as they danced alongside. Phoenix-like spirit beasts also sang in high voices.

The atmosphere was ethereal and radiant, resembling a heavenly paradise on earth. The Cloud Concealment Sect truly was no small matter; it would have been impossible to stage such an impressive show within such a short time frame before now, yet the organization's discipline suggested that its disciples were well-trained.

In one word: times had changed.

The performance ended with sudden silence. Not even a needle could be heard falling, but it was close to absolute quiet. Then, the sound of flowing garments filled their ears as tens of thousands of people bowed down in unison, resembling thunderclaps in the sky. "Cloud Concealment Sect disciples, welcome Elder Lin back after achieving great accomplishments and returning to our mountain."

After these words were spoken, the disciples all performed a deep bow with excitement, prostrating themselves before Lin Xuan.

Clearly, the return of Elder Lin held significant meaning for their sect, which was why they were so excited. After all, the glory or disgrace of the sect was closely tied to every individual's fate.

"Enough, no need for such formalities."

Lin Xuan did not raise his voice; a calm and composed tone filled everyone’s ears.

"Thank you, Grandmaster!"

The disciples stood up. Some new recruits, though still lowering their heads, secretly observed Lin Xuan with the corners of their eyes.

This was not out of disrespect but curiosity. They had heard countless legends about Lin Xuan within the sect. Now seeing him in person, they wanted to compare his actual appearance with their mental image and see how much it differed.

Most found themselves disappointed. Compared to the legendary hero, this Lin Xuan appeared rather ordinary. His appearance was unremarkable, and his demeanor did not seem to command universal respect. To be blunt, he looked like an ordinary mortal at first glance.

Was this truly the all-powerful Elder Lin?

If it weren't for the presence of two senior elders here, everyone would have mistaken him for someone else.

Of course, such thoughts remained unspoken; no fool would reveal them. Nevertheless, subtle changes could be seen on some disciples' faces as their emotional control was not yet perfect.

Lin Xuan's spiritual sense picked up every detail, all recorded in his eyes.

But he did not lose his temper. After all, how could a Lin Xuan who had reached such heights lack the capacity to tolerate others?

Moreover, the more they believed themselves ordinary, the more it proved that their return to simplicity and naturalness was complete. This was something to be happy about, not angry over.

At this moment, the crowd suddenly parted like the sea, revealing two streaks of light.

"Junior Brother Lin, you've finally returned."

"Junior Brother is unharmed; congratulations are in order."

Familiar voices greeted him as two figures emerged from the crowd.

"I hope both seniors are well."

Lin Xuan smiled and bowed. Although he had entered a new realm, his cultivation gap with these two was significant, but he was a sentimental cultivator who did not show arrogance or superiority due to their similar strength levels.

He treated others as they treated him, putting himself in their shoes.

"Junior Brother is truly you. We were still uncertain when we received Yu's flying sword message, given that you've been out of contact for centuries. Your return now is like a timely rain."

The young man with silver eyes spoke with great joy and sincerity.

"I apologize; I never expected this trip to take so long. Seeing the sect in peace and everyone well is enough to give me peace of mind," Lin Xuan replied with a smile.

"Junior Brother, there's no need for such apologies. You were out on business, so spending more time was perfectly natural. But wait, Junior Brother has already advanced beyond the late-stage tribulation realm?"

The gentle voice of the girl with silver eyes conveyed surprise and even shock as she spoke.

This was not surprising; Lin Xuan had only passed through mid-stage tribulation a few centuries ago. Yet here he was at late-stage, an advancement that seemed too extraordinary.

Advancing from mid to late stage was far more challenging than simply crossing realms.

Even though Lin Xuan's creation of miracles was as common as eating or drinking, the girl with silver eyes still did not expect him to reach such a level.

"Junior Brother has had good luck; I managed to advance by chance. Our abilities have indeed improved, but how can we compare to you? Moreover, wasn't it Junior Brother who taught us this late-stage tribulation cultivation method? Otherwise, with my and Senior Brother's talents, we would have stopped at the spirit transformation realm," she said with a bitter smile.

She revered Lin Xuan, but her admiration was not without envy. When he first joined the sect, his strength and cultivation were far below hers. In just a few thousand years, he had grown to a level where she could no longer see him in the rearview mirror.

But despite her envy, her mindset was excellent; she admired Lin Xuan but did not harbor jealousy or resentment, instead showing him constant support and care. Otherwise, how could the Cloud Concealment Sect have reached its current status?

"Senior Sister is too modest. I've merely advanced quickly in cultivation, but there are many areas where I fall far short of you and Senior Brother. The success of the Cloud Concealment Sect today is due to your efforts."

"Enough, Junior Brother; don't flatter us anymore. We know our own strengths and weaknesses. With the current chaos in the Three Realms, we need you to take charge. Your timely return to the sect's main base gives us peace of mind," said the young man with silver eyes with a smile.

Lin Xuan smiled but did not speak further; continuing to refuse would seem insincere.
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"By the way, Yu'er was dispatched to oversee important matters. Where are Sister Shangguan and Ye Ru? And my few disciples—why aren't any of them here?"

Lin Xuan turned his head in surprise. Although there were many disciples present, none of his favored apprentices could be found.

"Ha ha, you guessed right, Brother Junior. The several disciples you've taken under your wing not only have excellent cultivation potential but also display remarkable talent in other areas. With the current turbulent times and a need for people, they were all sent out."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded. "It's good to let them gain some experience. Thank you, Senior Sister."

"Don't mention it, Brother Junior. Everyone should be put to their best use, especially your disciples. As an uncle, of course, I should pay more attention. But why aren’t you concerned about Qinxin's condition? Are you just too embarrassed?" the silver-eyed girl teased him.

Lin Xuan’s face turned red and he stammered, "Eh… that is, how is Qinxin now?"

"Junior Sister Qinxin is fine. Her talent far surpasses ours. She is currently in seclusion to break through to the Transcendence Stage. Perhaps soon, our Cloud Concealment Sect will have another great cultivator." The voice of the young man with the surname Long sounded spirited.

"Really?"

Lin Xuan was naturally overjoyed at this news, which seemed like one of the best he had heard in recent years.

"Could I possibly deceive you?"

"Let's not discuss this here. We can talk about it when we return to the sect," the silver-eyed girl’s voice said.

"Senior Sister is right. Chatting here doesn’t make sense."

Lin Xuan and his companion chuckled.

Several hundred thousand disciples stood by, watching in amazement.

"We should head back first before discussing this matter."

Lin Xuan got into a flower carriage, which was of the highest rank among them.

Surrounded by tens of thousands of disciples, they flew towards their sect.

The遁光was swift, and soon they were not far from Cloud Concealment Sect’s main headquarters. However, the fog in front seemed to be getting thicker.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, sensing something amiss.

Suddenly, a faint cry for help reached them.

Both the silver-eyed girl and the young man with the surname Long looked surprised.

"Jiao'er, go check it out," the silver-eyed girl turned around and instructed.

"Yes, Senior Sister."

A tall and beautiful woman responded. Lin Xuan recognized her; she was actually his senior sister’s own younger sister named Lin Yu娇. They had once gone to the Ancient Demon Realm together in search of a spirit-splitting pill.

Now that circumstances had changed, this woman finally entered the Spirit-Splitting Stage as well.

She smiled at Lin Xuan and then flew forward with her sword.

Soon she returned looking rather grim. Several Cloud Concealment Sect disciples followed behind, all injured and in poor condition.

Without saying a word, they first burst into tears upon seeing their three senior ancestors.

"Speak clearly before crying like this—do you still consider yourselves cultivators?" the silver-eyed girl held back her anger while feeling extremely surprised. It had only been half a day since leaving the sect; could something have happened so quickly?

"A禀to our seniors, Master Shangguan, who was responsible for guarding the sect, is a traitor. No, he has long been possessed by an external demon from beyond the heavens and has been hiding his true nature. He took this opportunity to work with other demons inside and out, breaking through the sect’s defenses?" a middle-aged man cried loudly, shocking the surrounding cultivators.

Lin Xuan remained calm on the outside, not because he was exceptionally powerful but because he had witnessed the Wasteland King attacking Rain桐仙子. As one of the three great demon kings, if the Wasteland King could be possessed, what was so strange about a first-stage spirit-splitting sect member being devoured and integrated by an external demon?

It made perfect sense.

That Master Zhang must have been controlled by an external demon for a long time, waiting for the right moment to strike.

With almost everyone of the sect leaving, only a few remained to guard the main headquarters. For the demons, this was undoubtedly a golden opportunity.

His attempt at taking advantage was not surprising.

"Hmph, he’s got good plans but unfortunately… he met the wrong person."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in ridicule.

Choosing this moment to trouble Cloud Concealment Sect must mean he had extremely bad luck.

"Let's go. I want to see what kind of external demon has such nerve," Lin Xuan said with a calm expression.

With matters as they were, asking questions would be useless. Since the demons showed no regard for their lives, sending them to hell was appropriate.

"Yes, we will follow your instructions."

Hearing that the main headquarters had fallen into the hands of an external demon, one might expect Cloud Concealment Sect’s cultivators to worry or be angry. After all, even if they could reclaim it, the effort and cost would be significant.

However, few showed any signs of concern; instead, many were excited.

Lin Xuan had returned, and his legendary stories were well-known among new disciples. However, no matter how thrilling these tales might be, they remained mere hearsay.

These new disciples eagerly awaited Lin Xuan’s display of divine power to see if he lived up to the incredible rumors.

Excitement!

Thus, for this sudden change, most disciples were more excited than worried.

Even the silver-eyed girl and the young man with the surname Long showed no signs of worry on their faces.

External demons daring so much in front of Lin Junior’s divine might could only end in destruction.

Their expressions remained calm.

This interest naturally influenced the disciples below as well, leading to a scene that left everyone speechless.

Cloud Concealment Sect had been taken over, but instead of mourning, the disciples were jubilant. There was even music and dancing on the flower carriage as they rushed towards the main headquarters.

It looked like nothing was happening against external demons.

One might think they were a wedding procession. In all three realms, this would be an unprecedented spectacle in cultivation circles.

The group of tens of thousands took nearly an hour to reach Cloud Concealment Sect’s main headquarters.

Suddenly, cries for help grew louder ahead.

The cultivators’ faces showed surprise as the cries were clear and distinct.

Lin Yu娇 had already gathered information that the guards left at the main headquarters had been scattered. How could a fight still be ongoing after so long?
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Surprised expressions abounded, and Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of shock. Just as he was about to release his spirit consciousness, the battle cries grew eerily closer.

One fleeing, one pursuing.

Several streaks of dark light appeared on the horizon, like meteors racing across the sky. In an instant, they covered thousands of miles and seemed to be heading straight for this place.

No, more accurately, it was a case of running away in panic, otherwise, there would have been no reason for them to come here looking for trouble.

The one fleeing was the Domain Exile Heavenly Demon, while those pursuing did not seem to be Cultivators from Cloud Concealment Sect. The faces of everyone present showed surprise; this situation was becoming increasingly incomprehensible.

"An Immortal Tribulation-level Heavenly Demon!"

One of the disciples suddenly cried out in shock.

At this distance, the other party's position relative to Cloud Concealment Sect's group wasn't far. If one's spirit consciousness wasn't weak, they could probably see it clearly.

Several of those fleeing had fallen, and the sole survivor was a Heavenly Demon with a snake head and human body, its appearance terrifyingly grotesque. Its cultivation level was at Tribulation Transcending stage.

No wonder it could sneak in undetected to breach the main base.

To think that despite all the Cultivators of Cloud Concealment Sect having left their nests, the defense force wasn't weak either. Even if the other party had inside help, without a high-ranking figure here, they wouldn't have been able to take over so quickly.

Tribulation Transcending stage—now it made sense.

But at this moment, this Heavenly Demon King from beyond the heavens was panicking, with numerous injuries visible all over its body, more than ten in total.

Even with the help of an array, Cloud Concealment Sect's disciples would find it extremely difficult to injure him. Never mind that he dared to chase after him.

Who could it be?

Apart from surprise among the Cultivators present, only Lin Xuan's expression had become extraordinarily strange.

Clearly, he had discovered something.

But just then, a sigh echoed in his ears.

"Idiot, do you think you can escape in my hands?"

The voice was so familiar and melodious that it seemed like celestial music. To Lin Xuan, it was even more soul-stirring.

Well, saying it was soul-stirring might be too much.

But there's no denying that it often surfaced in his thoughts.

Cloud Fairy!

How could she be here?

And wasn't this woman a Domain Exile Heavenly Demon?

What explanation should one make of the scene before them?

Instantly, countless questions arose in Lin Xuan's mind. His eyes flickered with an unusual light as he rubbed his forehead and decided to observe further before making any decisions.

With Qin Yan's sighs filling his ears, the snake-headed human demon suddenly felt the air around him become unusually stagnant.

His speed of flight halved or more.

And he could see the massive Cultivator formation ahead clearly now.

When the wolf comes through the door, the tiger enters by the back. Now there was no way out for him.

The snake-headed human demon was both shocked and angry, his face contorted with fierce expression: "Qin Yan, you're also a Domain Exile Heavenly Demon, yet you're causing trouble for us. What's your reasoning? Do you actually want to betray us?"

A matter of fact, not counting the words.

"Betrayal, are you talking about those insignificant people like Hu and Xiao? You used me first, then kicked me aside like a ball. Do you think I would endure such humiliation? No仁, no义. Killing these lowly minions is merely the beginning for me to make them pay with their blood."

The melodious voice entered his ears, but the resentment it carried was profound. Suddenly, strong winds arose, and dark magical energy appeared in the void.

However, this magical energy was milky white.

It formed a vortex as Qin Yan emerged from within.

Sure enough, it was her.

After a hundred years apart, she remained as beautiful and elegant as ever. But upon meeting again, Lin Xuan's expression was incredibly complex.

Since he embarked on his path of cultivation, their relationship had been full of enmity and affection.

They had once fought side by side against enemies, taken moonlit walks together, but also engaged in deceitful tactics, even to the point of drawing swords at each other.

The world had changed, and Lin Xuan was unsure what emotions he felt seeing Qin Yan again. Was it excitement, joy, or hatred? Or a mix of all three...

Inseparable, tangled like a ball of yarn.

Unclear, indescribable.

Lin Xuan raised his head, not knowing if it was coincidental that Qin Yan turned her head at the same time.

Their gazes met in mid-air.

Surprise flashed across Qin Yan's eyes before she awkwardly looked away.

Once you've seen the ocean, other waters can't compare. Thinking back to what she had done in Ten Thousand Mountains a hundred years ago, she had spared no effort to try and kill Lin Xuan.

Now, upon meeting again, her emotions would be incredibly complex.

But at this moment, they didn't have time for nostalgia or settling old scores. Qin Yan quickly turned her head: "I've already said, you won't escape this time."

"Damn it, friend, are you really going to let the guilty suffer and the innocent rejoice?"

The snake-headed human demon roared in anger, making a final desperate attempt.

But Qin Yan ignored his words, lifting her right hand and slashing downward.

A wave of spatial fluctuations surged as milky white magical energy bloomed like flowers. It traced an unusual path and rushed toward the Heavenly Demon King from beyond the heavens.

"You..."

The snake-headed human demon was enraged, trying to dodge but it was too late. He勉强祭出几件宝物，也无济于事，被那乳白色的气刃斩破。

"Ah!"

A scream filled the air as he was sliced into pieces. His essence body didn't escape either and vanished in a puff of smoke.

At this moment, the distant battle cries ceased. The Domain Exile Heavenly Demons who had seized control of Cloud Concealment Sect's main base were all wiped out.

The few remaining were Qin Yan's subordinates, converging toward here.

Lin Xuan was usually resolute and decisive, but at this moment, he was indecisive. Should he take revenge for the arrow shot in Ten Thousand Mountains a hundred years ago or let her go?

The entangled emotions were indescribable.

Just then, Qin Yan spoke: "Brother Lin, what happened back then was my fault. I was blinded by greed and tried to trap you. I know apologizing won't help, but at least from now on, we shouldn't become enemies."

After saying this, Qin Yan performed another deep bow before being enveloped in milky white magical energy and vanishing.

"Junior Brother, could it be that you know her?"

The silver-eyed girl's eyes showed surprise. The woman just now had a formidable realm and strength, but she was Lin Junior Brother's old acquaintance.

If she were human, it would have been understandable, but she was unmistakably a Domain Exile Heavenly Demon. What was going on?

Other disciples also showed surprise in their eyes.

Various strange glances, some amazed, some admiring, even some marveling at her. It was well-known that Senior Lin had many beautiful friends, and among them were Domain Exile Heavenly Demons—truly remarkable.
第三千八百八十六章 惊喜连连

Public WeChat account: hchy1982, please support the fans!

════════════════════════════

Please add this WeChat for everyone!

════════════════════════════

Chapter 3886 - A Continuous Surprise

Curiosity is a universal trait among humans, and cultivators are no exception. However, Lin Xuan's relationship with Qin Yan was complex, making it hard to explain in one sentence. At this moment, he did not wish to delve into the details.

Seeing that his junior brother was reluctant to discuss further, the silver-eyed girl decided to keep quiet. The other cultivators naturally dared not speak out of turn.

Curiosity can be deadly for cats.

If Lin Venerable Ancestor were to get angry, everyone would be in deep trouble.

Thus, while curiosity remained, no one dared to bring up the matter again.

The group continued flying towards the main headquarters.

After a cup of tea, the mountain gate was clearly visible. The scene before their eyes was chaotic; although it had been cleaned up, the main headquarters still bore some signs of damage.

Lin Xuan sighed.

The Cloud Concealment Sect's cultivators were also downcast. Before this incident, no one could have imagined encountering such setbacks.

"By the way, how is Qinxin?"

As they say, even wise men can make mistakes; the events that just transpired were too sudden for Lin Xuan to remember that he had left Qinxin behind. His senior sister mentioned that she was at a critical stage of her cultivation and must not be disturbed.

The small incident earlier, though brief, could have disrupted Qinxin's progress with severe consequences. And if that happened, it would be a regret for Lin Xuan to carry throughout his life.

"Junior Brother needn't worry; Sister is not here."

"Not here?"

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised. The Cloud Concealment Sect had changed significantly since its emergence of the Spirit Eye Lake, which provided excellent spiritual energy. If Qinxin were to break through her bottleneck, this place would be an ideal choice—why seek out another location?

"Junior Brother doesn't know; Sister has other opportunities and practices a different cultivation technique that requires the assistance of underground spirit essence. Even though our sect's spiritual energy is good, it may not be the best option for her," the young man with the surname Dragon said with a smile.

"Oh, I see."

Lin Xuan understood, feeling relieved. He had sensed something amiss when his senior sister mentioned Qinxin's condition; his wife seemed to be progressing too rapidly in her cultivation.

It turned out she had other opportunities—this was good news indeed.

Without delving further, Lin Xuan knew it would be hard to explain everything.

With the worry gone, Lin Xuan's expression became calm once more.

Following this, under the accompaniment of his disciples, they entered the main headquarters. Although the traces of battle had not yet been cleared, one could see that the Cloud Concealment Sect had developed significantly over these years.

The area was several times larger than when he left, with pavilions and terraces everywhere, all bathed in a dense spiritual aura.

Afterward, the rest left as Lin Xuan met his senior brother and sister at the main hall of the sect.

Lin Xuan sat on the central seat, while the silver-eyed girl and the young man with the surname Dragon took seats below him. He did not say much about this arrangement; he respected them but knew that in a world where strength was paramount, decisions would be made based on his authority.

This was natural.

Refusing such an arrangement would seem overly pretentious.

"Over these years, you've both worked hard."

"It's nothing, Brother. We enjoy the comforts of the sect even if we have to work hard," the silver-eyed girl said with concern but also curiosity.

"But you must have faced countless dangers and challenges during your absence for hundreds of years. Didn't you say that you were searching for another sister? Why isn't she here with you?" she continued.

"Ah, it's hard to explain."

"Well, Brother, just give us a brief account. Your experiences over the years are bound to enrich my knowledge," his senior sister said.

"All right!"

Lin Xuan did not want to completely hide everything from them and thus shared some of his experiences. Although his seniors were kind to him, he could not reveal Mo Er's secret. Nevertheless, their reactions were still shocking; the place where true spirits were buried was something they would never have imagined.

Next, Lin Xuan spoke about hunting a treasure snake in a mysterious space, encountering chaos, and eventually gaining enlightenment through misfortune. His seniors were left speechless, their eyes wide with astonishment.

If not for their long-time camaraderie, they might have thought he was exaggerating to the point of absurdity.

"Brother Lin, are you really that powerful? You've mastered your domain and even killed a treasure snake from the True Demon Ancestor?"

The young man with the surname Dragon stammered.

This brief statement left him breathless; such achievements were too incredible.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan's answer was straightforward.

"Gulp!"

Both of them swallowed hard, took deep breaths, and finally calmed down.

"Killing a True Demon Ancestor means you're one of the top figures in the Three Realms, on par with Immortals and Demigods?" the silver-eyed girl said, her voice tinged with excitement.

"Yes, that's right. Of course, there are countless high-ranking experts in the Three Realms; I dare not claim to be invincible," Lin Xuan sighed.

His initial confidence when entering his domain had been misplaced. After a series of experiences, he realized it was too early to be arrogant.

To correct one's mistakes is a great virtue. Now, Lin Xuan had regained a calm and peaceful mindset.

"Brother Lin, you're being too modest."

"Yes, it's all thanks to divine assistance. I was already overjoyed upon returning, but your powers have grown so much that this is truly wonderful. With such achievements, our worries are now meaningless. The upcoming Immortal Alliance gathering will surely see Brother shine," the young man with the surname Dragon said, his excitement making him speak incoherently.

"What's the Immortal Alliance gathering?"

"The Immortal Alliance was formed to counter attacks from various sects, including ours. However, the alliance leader has remained elusive for months. Despite our sect's strength, we are not behind others. But due to your absence, we lack high-level combat power, making us seem inferior. Originally, we did not dare hope for the leadership position but wished to gain more influence in the future Immortal Alliance. Now that you're back, this goal must change; the alliance leader will be Brother Lin," the silver-eyed girl said with enthusiasm.

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan nodded, his expression still calm. He had already seen the Peach Blossom Banquet and interacted with numerous powerful beings. The leadership of the Immortal Alliance was nothing to him.
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This matter was not urgent. In Lin Xuan's view, the head of the Immortal Dao Alliance was a sure thing. He asked about some other matters and then rose to his feet:

"Where is Qinxin now? I want to see her first before making any decisions."

"Brother junior cares for Sister Qinxin; it’s only natural. Now that she’s at such an important stage in her cultivation, Brother junior going to check on her would be good. Perhaps he can even help her."

The silver-eyed maiden naturally did not object: "I will send a disciple to lead you."

"There is no need for that. Sister Qinxin's place of cultivation should be familiar to Yu'er. Let her take me there, and everything will go smoothly."

Lin Xuan said calmly.

While other disciples could also handle this task, how could they match his own direct disciples?

Yu'er was smart and quick-witted; having her accompany him would make him feel more at ease.

"Yu'er, that’s fine. Please let Brother junior leave with peace of mind while I take care of the sect matters."

With that, Lin Xuan bid farewell. Gong Sun Yu'er had already received word and stood by the door waiting.

Lin Xuan met her there and released a flying boat from his sleeve. The two boarded it and soon vanished into the swirling clouds.

---

"So you mean Qinxin is cultivating in the Earth Pulse Valley?"

"Yes, Master."

A beam of light split the sky as Lin Xuan stood at the bow of the ship, with Gong Sun Yu'er standing behind him.

Lin Xuan was fully focused on gathering information about Qinxin. He was quite surprised to hear that his beloved wife had made such rapid progress in her cultivation.

According to Senior Sister, Qinxin had encountered some other opportunities over the years, but even Yu'er herself did not know exactly what they were.

The Earth Pulse Valley lay west of Cloud Concealment Sect, approximately fifty million miles away. It was neither too far nor too close.

Originally, it was the main headquarters of the Earth Pulse Sect, and its aura was merely average.

However, one day, Qinxin discovered that there was earth energy present in the valley. She chose to use this place as her secluded retreat for cultivation.

Indeed, Cloud Concealment Sect had not been doing well within the Immortal Dao Alliance these years. But compared to the Earth Pulse Sect and other ordinary sects, it still held significant weight. With chaos reigning supreme across the Three Realms, ordinary sects were on tenuous ground.

Therefore, when Qinxin showed any inclination towards offering protection, the Earth Pulse Sect was overjoyed to pledge allegiance, becoming a peripheral force of Cloud Concealment Sect.

---

Given this information, Lin Xuan felt reassured. His senior siblings had done their best. Although it wasn't far from Cloud Concealment Sect’s headquarters, they had set up countless arrays and deployed thousands of disciples around the valley for protection. The leaders were the Shangguan sisters, whom he had taken as his direct disciples. Their presence would provide some comfort.

However, Lin Xuan couldn’t shake a feeling of foreboding.

Noticing Lin Xuan’s unease, Gong Sun Yu'er spoke up: "Master, you shouldn't worry. The protection around Sister Qinxin is very tight. Do you remember when you gave me the True Spirit Puppet? This time, I temporarily handed it to my younger sister and her companions. With this treasure protecting her, she's as safe as a cultivator at the Tribulation Transcending stage—how could anyone harm her?"

"I’m not worried about that."

Lin Xuan still frowned. The risk of Qinxin encountering domain demons was slim given their current situation. What truly concerned him was that Qinxin’s cultivation seemed too rushed.

Back in the Sound Realm, Qinxin had already reached the Spirit Separation stage but only barely. Just a few hundred years later, she was attempting to break through to the Tribulation Transcending stage. From any angle, this was too hasty.

Even if Senior Sister and others claimed there were other opportunities, it still seemed overly extraordinary.

What kind of opportunity could make her progress so rapidly? Even with Lin Xuan’s own numerous coincidences, he found such a scenario hard to imagine.

Qinxin did have the Nine Spirit Body, but that was merely suitable for Sound Wave Techniques. Among many geniuses, she wasn’t particularly outstanding.

"Qinxin, you are indeed too hasty."

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

What had happened could not be changed. He hoped his beloved wife would have good fortune and survive the tribulation.

Otherwise, if her attempt to break through failed, it wouldn't just be a simple matter of trying again; the consequences would be severe.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan no longer hesitated. Although rushing there might not make much difference, the process of breaking through could not be interrupted.

He wanted to reach his wife’s side as quickly as possible: "Yu'er, we need to speed up."

"Yes, Master."

Before he finished speaking, a bluish-green light enveloped Lin Xuan and Gong Sun Yu'er.

The flying boat was stored in his storage bag. Then, Lin Xuan transformed into an extremely dazzling streak of light that soon vanished into the distance.

---

Boom!

Dark clouds gathered as lightning danced across the sky in the Earth Pulse Valley. Lightning bolts tore through the void, falling towards the center of the valley. In addition to lightning, fiery spheres fell like meteors, each one scorching the air red-hot. Each impact caused tremors on the ground, indicating their formidable power.

Moreover, golden energy and wind blades turned into dazzling attacks. The valley was in grave danger, almost completely leveled.

The Cloud Concealment Sect disciples guarding there also retreated in shock. It wasn’t that they were unfaithful; rather, this terrifying attack had nothing to do with the enemy but was caused by Senior Qinxin’s tribulation.

It was well known that heavenly tribulations could not be resisted by human power. Assisting friends and relatives would only bring more severe tribulations upon them.

Such behavior was foolish. Not only did it fail to help, but it might push her into an endless cycle of tribulations.

Therefore, no one had done anything from the start. Before the tribulation descended, signs appeared, prompting everyone to cleverly retreat far away and watch from a distance.

The tribulation at the Tribulation Transcending stage was indeed more terrifying than described in texts. At this moment, all cultivators were on edge, praying that Senior Qinxin could safely pass through the tribulation. Otherwise, even if they had no direct connection, they would still face criticism upon their return.

"Senior Sister, do you think Sister Qinxin will be safe?"

Among the many disciples nearby, it was the Shangguan sisters who were most worried. After all, Sister Qinxin was Master’s beloved wife and treated them kindly. Seeing this dangerous scene, Shangguan Ling's anxiety was truly indescribable.
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"I don't know."

Compared to her sister, Shangguan Yan appeared more mature. However, the gap in their cultivation levels was obvious, and the outcome of this heavenly tribulation before her was beyond her prediction.

Anxiety and unease!

Shangguan Yan's heart was just as unsettled.

The current heavenly tribulation was terrifying; could Master Mother successfully navigate through it?

Everything was unknown.

The two girls could only encourage each other on the side.

If only our master were here.

At this critical moment, both sisters thought of Lin Xuan simultaneously.

In their hearts, Master was a symbol of omnipotence. Unfortunately, distant water couldn't quench immediate thirst. Master had been out for over a thousand years, and although they didn't believe anything would happen to him, the possibility that he might return just in time was virtually non-existent.

How could such coincidences occur?

Such good fortune could only be wished upon.

At this moment, with their current strength, there was nothing they could do. Their sole choice was to pray quietly and wait.

Boom!

The thunderous roar continued to reverberate in their ears as the sky had almost reached a pitch-black state. Above them, silver snakes danced like demons eager to devour humans, and the force of law surged out.

Intermingling, it formed a fierce storm that left nothing behind—no chickens or dogs were spared; mountains and trees were all reduced to rubble.

...

The heavens and earth changed color.

Yet amidst this storm, a melodious tune could be heard.

Clear and harmonious like pearls falling into jade, it echoed endlessly. Golden notes emerged from the chaotic primordial energy of the world.

An ancient aura spread, followed by the notes transforming into scales-like shields.

Shimmering in gold, they floated above the valley of veins.

All these were formed by sound waves.

To apply one's power to such a degree was truly breathtaking.

The Sound Wave Art originated from ancient times. Indeed, it had commendable merits.

Both Shangguan sisters widened their eyes with admiration for Master Mother.

However, heavenly tribulations couldn't be predicted. In the next moment, thick lightning bolts as thick as an arm fell like demonic serpents.

Sizzle...

A piercing sound of tearing flesh filled their ears. The entire void was bathed in golden light, blinding and dazzling to the point that they could hardly open their eyes.

...

Gale-force winds surged forth.

Even though spectators had retreated hundreds of miles away, some unfortunate souls were still caught in the crossfire.

"Ah!"

With cries of pain, two people were already decapitated. Blood splattered everywhere, causing a commotion among the others.

Shangguan sisters were equally shocked.

But Shangguan Ling's response was swift: "Cloud Concealment Sect disciples, retreat another five hundred miles and closely monitor this area to ensure no one disrupts Master Mother's bottleneck breakthrough."

"Aye!"

The disciples nearby naturally rejoiced as if granted a pardon. They transformed into streaks of light and retreated.

Indeed, Lingling's handling proved prudent. Shortly after, the region they were in was completely covered by the residual effects of the heavenly tribulation.

If this order had been delayed, most of the present disciples would have been caught in it. With their strength, there was no hope of blocking the residual effects; thus, a gruesome fate awaited them.

Dying like this held no meaning. Hence, all the present cultivators were deeply grateful to Lingling.

However, Shangguan Qinxin's situation was perilous.

Could she overcome this crisis?

No one knew for sure.

Perhaps only the person herself had a clear understanding of her predicament.

In the valley of veins, Shangguan Qinxin's cave had already been reduced to ashes. She sat cross-legged with a faint golden light enveloping her body.

Around her, mountains and earth lay in ruins, flattened by this terrifying heavenly tribulation.

The protective membrane around her kept receiving impacts from lightning.

As time passed, the light screen grew thinner, becoming precarious.

Qinxin wouldn't give up; she gritted her teeth and persisted. However, a hint of regret appeared on her beautiful face.

In the end, it was all due to her impatience!

The heavenly tribulation was far more terrifying than expected.

If only she had prepared for longer...

She wouldn't be in such a desperate situation now.

But what use is thinking about this now?

Shangguan Qinxin clenched her teeth and desperately summoned her power, resisting the attacks of lightning and flames.

She couldn't afford to give up. How could she die here?

If she were to perish like this, her husband would be heartbroken.

After so much effort to reunite with him, she wanted to spend her days with Lin Xuan.

However, fate was unkind; the howling winds grew fiercer, and the heavenly tribulation became even more intense.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan sped towards the valley of veins at breakneck speed.

Fifty thousand miles were nothing for a cultivator like him. With full effort, it took no more than a cup of tea to reach his destination.

Soon, the scenery ahead was clearly visible.

However, Lin Xuan's face was grim; he had come slightly too late.

Qinxin was already pushing through her bottleneck.

His beloved wife was a bit too anxious.

Lin Xuan felt deeply frustrated.

Initially, when his seniors mentioned she was in seclusion, he thought they still had some time.

After all, breaking through to the tribulation realm was no small feat; preparation took a long time.

As long as she hadn't truly started, he could advise and stop her. But now, this was the result—extreme darkness, with only thunder and lightning visible. This must be the heavenly tribulation!

For a moment, Lin Xuan felt at a loss.

Indeed, his current strength was formidable; he had mastered a domain, making him comparable to a scattered immortal or demon king in terms of power. His assets were abundant—materials, elixirs, and treasures beyond count, all rare items.

But what good did that do?

While domain masters could alter the laws of nature within their small range, they couldn't interfere with the entire realm's will.

This heavenly tribulation was the realm's intent; intervening would be equivalent to declaring war on the entire realm.

No one knew how vast a realm was. If he acted impulsively and tried to help, it wouldn't just be inviting disaster.

Not only could he not save his beloved wife, but her situation might worsen.

After all, with mere human strength against an entire realm—no, not the cultivators within the realm, but the realm itself—it was sheer folly.

Even if he didn't want to admit it, once the heavenly tribulation fell, there was nothing he could do.

Too late!

Lin Xuan sighed, but his遁光continued unimpeded. He sped towards the valley of veins at incredible speed.
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The sky was dark, with a giant vortex visible above, thick lightning continuously falling like a silver thread. In an instant, it transformed into a stormy sea that enveloped several miles around.

As for Drifting Cloud Valley, it lay at the eye of the storm.

Silver light danced wildly, and the sound of crackling electricity filled the air as the power of the laws surged everywhere. Lin Xuan's expression grew more grim.

Fortunately, even though the lightning was dancing wildly, golden notes could still be seen amidst the silver glow—indicating that Qinxin had not fallen.

This was the only comfort he had.

But Lin Xuan's brows remained furrowed. While it was commendable to not give up, his keen eyesight revealed no signs of the peril they faced. The hope for Qinxin to survive the heavenly tribulation seemed slim indeed.

Damn it, if only I could intervene!

Seeing his wife in such danger while he could do nothing but watch—it was a torment beyond words.

Lin Xuan's face showed nothing but helplessness. If he could, he would willingly take on the dangers and pain for her, but that was merely wishful thinking.

He was not afraid of being drawn into the heavenly tribulation, but he couldn't offer any assistance either, making him as frantic as a trapped ant.

"Master!"

Finally, Sister Shangguan spotted his presence. Their joy was evident on their faces, and Lin Xuan shared their relief when he confirmed they were unharmed.

But now that Qinxin's situation was dire, there was no time for them to catch up or reminisce.

Lin Xuan nodded at the sisters before turning back to extend his divine sense into Drifting Cloud Valley. "Qinxin, are you alright? Hold on."

He used the technique of transmitting sound through space, a common enough ability but one that required great effort given the chaotic nature of the tribulation and the raging power of the laws.

"Master!" Qinxin was overjoyed.

But this distraction made her situation even more perilous.

"Hold your ground, Qinxin. Don't be distracted," Lin Xuan urgently transmitted his voice.

She understood the importance of focusing on the tribulation, though she had momentarily lost control due to joy and surprise.

As a spirit-splitter cultivator, especially one at the top tier, she could easily manage to spare some of her divine sense for this task.

"Alright, that's good."

His wife's composure reassured Lin Xuan. He organized his thoughts and continued transmitting his voice into Qinxin's ears.

What he said were insights from his own tribulation experiences—simple yet profound, containing the wisdom of great principles.

For Qinxin, it was like a timely rain.

If spoken outside, each word would be worth its weight in gold. Lin Xuan had already reached the realm of domain strength, comparable to scattered immortals and demon kings.

His insights from the tribulation could significantly increase her chances of survival if she fully comprehended them.

But even with these insights, Qinxin's situation remained grim. In a short while, the tribulation became more intense, fraught with danger at every step.

What should be done?

Lin Xuan was at a loss.

The lightning grew denser, like a storm of thunder and lightning. Even his accumulated experience might not help much in such circumstances.

Boom!

Another loud noise echoed as several silver snakes emerged from the vortex above, each about an arm's length thick, crackling with electricity before converging into a giant dragon.

With its mouth wide open, it seemed ready to devour anyone who stood in its path. Its tail whipped around, gathering countless threads of law power and charging towards Drifting Cloud Valley.

"Qinxin, catch this!"

Under the backdrop of the tribulation, Lin Xuan's face turned pale.

But a light flashed through his mind as he cast out a fiery spiritual light from his sleeve toward the center of Drifting Cloud Valley. He did not intend to block the lightning; that would only worsen Qinxin's situation.

However, sending some medicinal pills was possible.

Though spiritual elixirs were precious, they should be used judiciously. As an old saying went: "Good steel must be used where it counts."

Given the dire moment, Lin Xuan chose to send a Nine-Turn Marvelous Heart Pill.

This pill was renowned in the Three Realms, capable of instantly replenishing a cultivator's mana and increasing its limit by up to 1.5 times.

While valuable, such elixirs were not rare. Unlike other pills that could cause side effects, this one posed no risks.

Lin Xuan had only a few such pills, but in critical battles, they could be lifesaving.

But he wasn't about to hesitate now.

With his extraordinary abilities, he had just managed to send the pill at the last moment when Qinxin needed it most.

Qinxin didn't know what the pill was, but she trusted her husband. She swallowed it without hesitation.

Instantly, a warm current spread from her abdomen and flowed throughout her body.

Mana surged in her dantian, making her pale face turn rosy.

This was now or never!

Qinxin took deep breaths as mana runes flowed from her fingertips. Her weakened melody suddenly became strong and golden notes appeared amidst the tribulation lightning.

The notes formed a sequence that sounded like the call of a phoenix.

"Phoenix's Call to Heaven!"

Qinxin played an ancient masterpiece.

With the inspiring music, the golden notes converged into a giant phoenix.
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Golden Light琉璃, this phoenix may not match true divine birds in power, but its presence was formidable.

With a flap of its wings, it unleashed a flurry of spiritual flames, viciously diving towards the storm's eye ahead.

At the heart of the storm, the coiled dragon formed by the accumulated lightning was vivid and lifelike. Its proud aura was on full display as fangs and claws were bared.

Boom!

The thunderous sound echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as the dragon and phoenix collided mid-air.

The heavenly tribulation was fierce, reaching its critical moment. There was no room for clever tricks; all that mattered now was whether Qinxin could hold her ground against this wave of calamity.

This was it—either she would survive, breaking through to a higher realm, or fall in the tribulation and be lost forever.

Lin Xuan’s anxiety was palpable, but he had done his best. No matter how many tricks he had at his disposal, he couldn’t intervene now. Even if his heart ached, he could only wait silently from the sidelines.

Lin Xuan’s expression betrayed no emotion—perhaps he was too worried to feel anything anymore.

For him, even a second felt like an eternity, as though it had been a hundred years.

The ground of Drifting Cloud Valley was now unrecognizable. Mountains and trees had crumbled into dust under the might of heaven.

Only within Qinxin’s vicinity did a few feet remain untouched.

However, the situation began to turn against her. As spiritual light flickered around her, the golden phoenix started to fade.

Despite the elixirs she had consumed, Qinxin's power still seemed too weak.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as the lightning dragon grew more powerful, swallowing mountains and rivers in its rampage, tearing the golden phoenix into two halves with its fangs.

With no opponent left, it was unstoppable.

Boom!

The thunderous roar echoed through Drifting Cloud Valley, engulfing everything in a blinding light.

The grotesque dragon seemed cunning as a snake, and Qinxin was its target.

Had she failed at the last moment?

Lin Xuan’s eyes bulged with rage, ready to intervene.

He knew it was foolish to fight against the laws of this plane alone, but he couldn’t care less. He simply couldn’t bear to watch his wife die before his eyes.

No way!

Defend the gods; slay demons!

Even if it meant throwing himself into a fiery death, Lin Xuan decided to be that fool once more.

Otherwise, he would spend eternity in remorse.

Better to fight and fail than to suffer endlessly.

"Spouse, stop. Otherwise, I will self-destruct my essence."

Lin Xuan was prepared to risk his life, but as his wife, Qinxin understood his mindset all too well.

No matter how powerful her husband might be, he couldn’t single-handedly combat the entire plane’s forces.

So, when Lin Xuan first had the thought, she warned him preemptively. Her death was not a concern; she wouldn’t let it drag him down with her.

Her tone was resolute, without any hint of jest.

Lin Xuan felt bitter but couldn’t stop his escape light. He knew Qinxin too well.

Among his few close friends, Qinxin might be the weakest in terms of power and background compared to Peacock Yue'er. But Lin Xuan understood her—she was soft on the outside but strong within.

She refused to burden him or risk herself for a chance at survival. She meant it.

If he intervened to block that tribulation, Qinxin would likely self-destruct her essence.

Reluctantly, Lin Xuan stopped.

He felt both guilt and pain.

They had seen so little of each other, yet this might be their final meeting.

Tears blurred his vision.

Lin Xuan was not as strong as he appeared. Men don’t shed tears easily; they just haven't reached the point where it matters.

"Qinxin, you must live."

He whispered to himself, filled with regret and memories of their time together—first meeting on Jade Cloud Mountain, then coincidentally bumping into each other on Quinei Mountain. She was once a highborn lady like a fairy, while he had just begun his journey as an immortal.

Yet fate seemed to intertwine them, fighting side by side against the White Sword Immortal. Warmth flowed between their hearts.

Later, Lin Xuan’s situation changed dramatically. He saved Qinxin from poison in the Unsettled River, and they grew closer. Despite her lofty status, she had become his partner in cultivation, though he cared for Yue'er more deeply.

Was it because of familiarity or a change in circumstances?

But Qinxin never complained.

Did this mean she didn’t matter to him?

"No..."

He realized now that he was wrong. Once you've seen the ocean, other waters can't compare. He couldn’t bear to see her fall.

If she lived, he promised himself, he would never neglect her again.

But would fate give him a chance?

Who knows?

Tears clouded Lin Xuan’s vision as guilt and pain clouded his mind.

But this was only a momentary lapse.

The激昂的琴声再次唤醒了Lin Xuan。

欧阳还没有放弃。但她已经使出了所有手段，回天乏术。

九天妙灵丹补充的法力也在刚才消耗殆尽。

Qinxin的脸色变得更加苍白。

她的手抬了起来。

虽然欧阳琴心是绝代佳人，但与Peacock Yue'er相比，她的美逊色不少。然而，她那双十指芊芊、素手若兰的手却格外美丽。

或许是长期弹奏的缘故，手指修长而细腻，似乎还散发着香气。此时，那些嫩如春葱的指尖已经鲜血淋漓。

她怀中的七弦琴也已断成数截。

而这可是她的本命宝物，刚才她一拂琴弦便变得支离破碎。

不仅琴弦断裂，古琴表面亦出现了裂纹。

Qinxin口中更是鲜血喷薄而出。

对于修士来说，本命宝物被毁是极为糟糕的结果。轻则重伤吐血，重则走火入魔。

而此时，她还面对着天劫的最后一波，也是最可怕的。

无论结果如何都十死无生。

四周传来惊呼：“师母！”

身后，公孙玉儿、上官姐妹的声音带着痛苦，几个丫头已经悲痛欲绝。云隐宗的其他弟子心中也五味杂陈。

然而林Xuan没有哭泣，反而击节赞叹：“妙，绝处逢生，十面埋伏！”

在旁人眼中，欧阳琴心或许已注定陨落，但Lin Xuan的眼光与众不同。诚然，表面上看，Qinxin很难挡住最后一波天劫，但世事难料。
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Lin Xuan never expected his beloved wife to perform so impressively at the critical moment of life and death.

Every inch has its shortcoming, every point its advantage.

Qinxin's strength was far inferior to his own. But if they had switched places, he might not have been as brave or resolute in responding to the situation.

Was she disregarding her life and death?

Knowing full well that she couldn't stop it, how could it be wrong to put herself in a position of certain death first?

She sacrificed herlife-prolonging treasure (life-prolonging treasure) and instantly played one of the Ten Great Pieces on the guqin—Ten Thousand Surprises.

Each of these ten famous pieces contained immense power.

Especially Ten Thousand Surprises, which perfectly blended the sounds of war with the music.

Played using Sound Wave Technique, it was even more powerful.

But playing a full piece required at least half a cup of tea's worth of time to complete in an instant—it was a headache for even cultivators.

At Qinxin’s level, she definitely couldn't do this.

But what if there were a price?

Well, theoretically, it could be shortened.

However, completing it in the blink of an eye still posed a challenge.

Qinxin's sacrifice of herlife-prolonging treasure (life-prolonging treasure) clearly indicated that she was fighting with no retreat.

How many people in the world would dare to act so boldly?

Yet, the wisdom behind this bravery was equally admirable.

By sacrificing herlife-prolonging treasure (life-prolonging treasure), she maximized the time available for casting. In an instant, she played Ten Thousand Surprises.

But because of the destruction of herlife-prolonging treasure (life-prolonging treasure), thetreasure法 (a term often used in contexts like mythology or fiction) (spiritual artifact) now exerted its full power in that moment.

This was akin to a last-ditch effort.

Qinxin's blood spewed out as she transformed into a blood mist, absorbed by the treasure. This gave her Essence Energy support, making Ten Thousand Surprises even more powerful and formidable.

At this critical moment, Qinxin’s choice was truly commendable.

Perhaps it was because of facing life and death that her mind was exceptionally clear. If he were in her position, Lin Xuan wasn't sure if his reaction would be as perfect.

Qinxin had done the best she could under the circumstances. Whether or not she could turn danger into safety remained uncertain for Lin Xuan.

Do one's utmost and leave the rest to fate.

Luck became the only hope.

Lin Xuan couldn't bear to watch but had no choice but to widen his eyes.

If he hadn't witnessed it with his own eyes, how could he be content staying here?

But his heart was tense and anxious. It felt like atorment (torture). Could Qinxin turn danger into safety?

The terrifying heavenly lightning was less than three feet from her head at this moment.

And the golden sound waves were just taking flight amidst the swirling spiritual light.

The lingering echoes transformed into a golden celestial sword, flashing in the air as it sliced towards the condensed heavenly lightning like a dragon.

The wind and thunder roared, the spiritual light flickered, but for an instant, everything was blinded by its brilliance.

The spiritual light was so dazzling that it couldn't be seen clearly.

Then came the sounds of wind and thunder, continuous and dense as raindrops.

The golden light waves intertwined with blue lightning, filling the entire valley. The power of the law radiated everywhere. Even Lin Xuan's Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could only see a blurry image before the might of heaven and earth.

Qinxin’s fate was uncertain!

Whether she had successfully endured the heavenly tribulation remained unknown.

The sky gradually brightened as the tribulation clouds began to disperse, with morning sunlight shining down over a thousand miles. The valley that once existed was now completely flattened, leaving only uneven ground, telling of the previous danger and suffering.

Everything was finally over.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh in relief, but his heart remained tightly gripped. The heavenly tribulation had passed, but what about Qinxin?

Was she alive or reduced to ashes?

This thought raced through his mind as he almost disregarded everything else and released his divine consciousness.

Then his whole body was enveloped by a green glow as he flew towards the ruined valley of the Spirit Pulse.

The view was desolate, with broken stones everywhere. Qinxin's face was pale as paper, barely alive, lying on the ground.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed.

His wife’s condition didn't need to be mentioned—she had lost more than 90% of her vitality, but she still had a faint breath left. It didn’t matter; as long as she hadn't fallen into the abyss, he could save her with his treasures.

Qinxin narrowly escaped and finally overcame the heavenly tribulation.

From now on, she was a cultivator who had successfully passed through tribulations, opening up boundless possibilities.

Fortune comes from danger. On this path of cultivation, one needed immense courage.

Lin Xuan felt relieved and grateful as he gently picked up his wife. He took out countless divine pills and medicines from his bosom and fed them to her.

Each of these pills was priceless—though they couldn’t bring the dead back to life or turn bones into flesh, they had the power to revive the dying.

Any one of them could cause a storm in the cultivation world.

For Lin Xuan, they were invaluable treasures. But at this moment, he seemed to treat them as if they were worthless, feeding them all to Qinxin without hesitation.

There was no regret for his beloved wife.

Gulp!

Seeing Qinxin swallow the pills, Lin Xuan couldn't help but relax a bit more.

He knew his treasures well; as long as she had a breath left, he could save her.

"H...husband!"

Indeed, just half a cup of tea later, Qinxin slowly opened her eyes. Although still very weak, her breathing was much calmer than before, and a hint of color returned to her pale face.

"Don't talk now. Let the medicine take effect first."

Lin Xuan urged as he placed his hand on her dantian (energy sea), infusing pure spiritual energy into it, just like a martial artist treating injuries.

Although their cultivation methods differed, Lin Xuan, as a realm master, had far deeper spiritual energy than Qinxin. He could help heal her wounds.

From afar, Gong Sun Yuer watched clearly and flew to the side of the Shangguan sisters.

The three sisters quickly conferred and issued instructions for Yunyan Sect disciples to set up an array around them as a warning.

With their master's life hanging by a thread, she was severely injured but couldn't recover. Their master was currently treating her injuries; if anyone disturbed him, the consequences would be unimaginable.

As apprentices, they lacked the strength to intervene, but they could still try to alleviate their elders' worries as much as possible.

Time passed swiftly, with days and nights changing.

More than half a month had gone by.

For cultivators, this time was negligible—just a blink of an eye.

In normal times, it would take hundreds or even thousands of times longer to sit in meditation. They never found it difficult.

But their emotions were different, making the passage of time seem slower.

This short half month felt like an eternity for the three girls. Yet, they dared not inquire about news.

Their master was at a critical moment treating her injuries; if she worsened due to disturbance and couldn't be saved, it would be unforgivable.

So, despite their anxiety, they could only wait patiently in place.
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Looking forward to good news!

Days passed by unnoticed.

It was a tranquil morning. Sunlight filtered through the clouds, casting warmth onto the earth as the chill of midnight gradually dissipated, marking the start of another day.

Shangguan Yan looked up at Drifting Cloud Valley.

So many days had passed; she wondered how her master's wife was doing.

She felt uneasy, fearing the worst news.

No... not that.

Her master's wife was kind-hearted. With Master present, she would surely protect her wife.

The young girl muttered to herself but couldn't calm her anxiety. Suddenly, faint footsteps reached her ears. Turning around, it was her sister and Gongsun Yuyer who had arrived beside her.

"Relax, your master's wife will be fine."

Gongsun Yuyer's voice entered her ear as a sudden light flashed from the distance. A streak of lightning flew over.

"It's Master!"

Ling'er, with keen eyesight, saw clearly and her pretty face lit up with excitement.

The two girls turned their heads to see Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin standing before them.

"Master!"

Though delighted, they didn't forget their manners. They curtsied gracefully, their faces showing genuine smiles.

Lin Xuan felt a warmth in his heart. Such familial care always made him feel comfortable.

"There's no need for such formalities; rise."

"Yes, thank you, Master."

The girls stood up and gathered around Ouyang Qinxin: "How do you feel, master's wife?"

"Phew! That scene earlier truly scared me to death. Thank goodness you're safe."

"I told you so. Good people have good fortune. The heavens will surely protect you."

"Now that the hard times are over, congratulations on your successful晋级. You and Master can now be together, a couple everyone envies."

...

The girls' babbling voices filled her ears, more familiar and affectionate than she had imagined. Lin Xuan was surprised but couldn't help smiling.

His disciples and beloved wife getting along well—this pleased him greatly. As they chattered away, it almost felt like mother and daughter.

It's said that a teacher is forever a father to their students. Ouyang Qinxin, as the master's wife, often taught and helped them, which was why she was so loved by her disciples.

Four women together naturally made for more chatter than expected. Once they opened up, they couldn't stop talking.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan, being a cultivator, had far superior cultivation skills compared to ordinary people. He didn't show any signs of impatience on his face.

So, without further ado, the girls finally noticed that Master was left out.

They pouted and felt guilty.

Thankfully, their inquiries yielded good results. The master's wife was indeed safe.
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As it turned out, Master had performed miracles. According to her master's wife, she barely managed to survive the heavenly tribulation but was close to death.

Without help, she would have perished. Even with assistance, it was almost impossible to save her.

But Master truly surpassed all others, showing a miraculous recovery that brought her back from the brink of death in just half a month.

Ouyang Qinxin couldn't believe how miraculous his skills were unless she had witnessed them firsthand.

It was truly awe-inspiring!

Calling it a miracle wasn't an exaggeration at all.

With this understanding, the girls looked up to Lin Xuan even more. Their eyes showed admiration.

"Master is remarkable; he can do anything."

"Hmm, with Master here, we'll surely defeat the域外天魔 and make Cloud Concealment Sect shine brightly."

Hearing his disciples' compliments, Lin Xuan couldn't help blushing. While his strength was outstanding, he didn't dare claim invincibility in the Three Realms; their words were too exaggerated.

But with ongoing battles between the Three Realms and the域外天魔's arrogance, everyone needed to rally. Seeing the high spirits of Cloud Concealment Sect disciples, Lin Xuan couldn't be humble now.

So, he remained ambiguous and didn't defend himself further.

"Enough flattery; we'll head back to the main sect."

The disciples had no objections as Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, a burst of light appearing. A large flying vessel materialized before them.

Over a hundred feet long, it was a massive flight device suitable for multiple cultivators traveling together.

Cloud Concealment Sect disciples boarded the ship in an orderly manner. Then, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, sending a spell from his fingertips. The spirit boat was enveloped by a bright glow and sped off towards Cloud Concealment Sect.

...

Several hours later, the undulating mountain range came into view.

Leaving here several days ago, Lin Xuan had been worried. Now that his beloved wife had successfully overcome her crisis, he couldn't help smiling.

"Qinxin, look. This protective array can be extended further to leave some space for traps and prohibitions. Combined with the main array, our sect's main base will be impregnable."

Holding Ouyang Qinxin's hand, Lin Xuan chatted casually as they stood at the bow.

Suddenly, sharp whistles pierced the air. Several streaks of colorful light shot out from Cloud Concealment Sect, ignoring the large flying vessel and passing by them.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow in surprise.

This was strange.

If it were their own disciples, they wouldn't dare ignore his flying boat so boldly.

And if it were outsiders, why would they be so arrogant within the sect? Why weren't his senior brothers or sisters stopping them?

Surprised and puzzled, Lin Xuan released his divine sense to scan the streaks of light.

On the left was a burly man in Daoist robes. On the right stood an elegant woman with a red new dress, exuding a faint aura of enchantment.

These two were the most powerful.

Both were at the peak of the Spirit Transformation stage, just one step away from tribulation.

The others, though also Spirit Transformation experts, were clearly weaker than these two.

Despite their different attire, they all had ancient seal characters embroidered on their collars and sleeves.

"Ten Thousand Clear Immortal Palace!"

These were cultivators from that sect.

Lin Xuan frowned. Why had they come here?

He was puzzled but didn't show it, as he was close to the main sect's base. He didn't want any unnecessary trouble.

With questions, he would ask his senior brothers and sisters upon returning. (To be continued...)
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On the other side, those several streaks of light slowed down. One of them stopped.

The light condensed, revealing a red-robed woman's face. She turned her head back with a look of surprise and uncertainty in her eyes.

"Junior Sister Xue, what happened?" The man dressed as a woman came to her side and said with some astonishment.

"I'm not sure either. Just now, I suddenly felt a wave of heartache and discomfort, as if something extraordinarily powerful had locked onto me," the woman said, her gaze flickering uncertainly.

"This is impossible. Brother, I didn't feel anything amiss. Besides, this is the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect. There's no way it would have any域外天魔. Their Supreme Elder treats us with respect and courtesy; how could other cultivators dare to be disrespectful?"

The man was taken aback for a moment before he burst into laughter.

"This can't be said for sure..."

The red-robed woman’s vigilance remained unchanged, her expression indifferent: "Brother Senior, you should know that I come from the True Spirit Family and possess the bloodline of the谛听Spirit Beast. While its strength may not be outstanding among the True Spirits, it can understand Buddhist principles, comprehend human nature, avoid evil, and is a symbol of good fortune—most adept at avoiding misfortune. If I have sensed something, it mustn't be baseless."

"Junior Sister makes a valid point,"

The man said with his smile fading.

"Just that this mission to Cloud Concealment Sect has been smooth so far; there's no reason for anything to go wrong. Either you've sensed wrongly or the other party is just playing along..."

He then revealed a sinister look on his face: "Now, times have changed. Cloud Concealment Sect isn't what it used to be. But without that Lin boy’s protection, this sect wouldn’t amount to much. What could they possibly gain by being accommodating? Could they have already aligned with other forces?"

"Is it the Ten Thousand Demons Sect or Black Phoenix Valley?"

The red-robed woman's expression showed a mix of doubt and skepticism: "Though those two major sects are not inferior in strength to my Immortal Palace, they are still demonic forces. How could Cloud Concealment Sect possibly ally with them? Although humans and demons have temporarily set aside their grudges to fight the域外天魔, logically, they should accept our terms."

"That's true, but one can never be too sure. Let’s leave these matters for the Supreme Elder of our sect to decide after we report back."

"Agreed,"

The red-robed woman’s expression mirrored his.

Since there was no clear direction, discussing further would be meaningless.

As cultivators at the 分神 Stage, they were pragmatic and didn’t waste any more time. They prepared to return and report their findings to the Supreme Elder.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had returned to the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect.

Before he even entered, he encountered a silver-eyed girl and a young man with the surname Long.

"Brother Senior and Sister Senior, why are you here?" Lin Xuan asked in surprise.

"S Brother Junior, you've returned. Ah, Sister Junior is also here. You’ve reached the劫境 stage; it's truly cause for celebration,"

However, they didn't answer his question, their attention drawn to Ouyang Qinxin.

Although Qinxin’s strength couldn’t compare to Lin Xuan’s, adding another cultivator at the劫境 stage to Cloud Concealment Sect was indeed a cause for celebration. Both were visibly delighted and naturally ignored Lin Xuan.

"It's all thanks to my husband. I've had some good luck too,"

Ouyang Qinxin modestly said, showing that she was close friends with them, their relationship harmonious.

"That’s also due to Sister Junior’s excellent资质. If it were me, even with a younger brother’s help, I wouldn’t have been able to reach this stage," the young man with the surname Long said enviously.

Reaching the劫境 stage is every cultivator's dream.

Although his strength had improved significantly, the difference between a minor劫境 and a true劫境 cultivator was still considerable.

Though he envied her, he understood that everyone’s资质 and fate were different. He wished Ouyang Qinxin well in her journey.

The silver-eyed girl shared a similar expression as they chatted happily.

"By the way, Brother Senior and Sister Senior, why are you here? Were those people from Immortal Palace Ten Thousand Lights? What brought them to our sect?" Lin Xuan suddenly frowned and asked.

"Oh, you met them. Did their identities slip your notice?"

"No, we passed each other by. They were too preoccupied to pay attention to me," Lin Xuan said indifferently. He certainly wasn’t going to hold a grudge over this with several 分神 cultivators.

It was neither worth the trouble nor the dignity.

"Brother Junior is as witty as ever. But it’s best that their identities weren't revealed. We’ll discuss more details once we return to the main sect hall,"

The silver-eyed girl's light laughter entered his ears.

Lin Xuan had no objections.

So, they returned to the main sect hall with a retinue of disciples.

They sat in the grand hall as before. The rest left temporarily while servants brought them wine, fruit, and excellent spiritual tea.

But their gathering wasn’t for drinking or sipping tea; it was for something else.

"Brother Senior and Sister Senior, you can speak freely now."

"You’re quite impatient, Brother Junior. As you said, those people are indeed representatives from Immortal Palace Ten Thousand Lights. They came to our sect to pressure us into submission," the silver-eyed girl smiled.

"What? To make this sect their vassal force? These fellows must be out of their minds; they won’t risk overextending themselves and going mad," Lin Xuan laughed in anger: "Then, Brother Senior and Sister Senior should have rebuffed them politely. Send them away."

"Spouse, don't rush. I think Brother Senior and Sister Senior are doing this for a reason," Ouyang Qinxin sighed.

"Hmm,"

Lin Xuan smiled without replying. He had only been feigning interest earlier, just for some light-hearted banter.

But with his depth of character, he wouldn’t have lost his composure over such trivial matters.

However, Lin Xuan was genuinely curious about why his senior siblings were lowering their姿态 so much.

Though Immortal Palace Ten Thousand Lights is a famous sect in the Nai Long Realm, Cloud Concealment Sect isn't weak. With him back, this sect would be insignificant.

While it wasn’t worth mentioning, they didn’t need to fear anything either.

Unless there was some ulterior motive, lowering their姿态 might just be a ruse to mislead the other party.

Was that what his senior siblings were planning?

Lin Xuan voiced his guess.

"Brother Junior is right. In about half a month, the Immortal Alliance Conference will convene. This time, they’ll elect the new alliance leader. With your strength, there’s no doubt you can claim the position,"

"But if they know I’ve returned, it might add some complications,"

Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Brother Junior needn’t worry; we’re lowering our姿态 for a reason,"
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The voice of the silver-eyed maiden entered Lin Xuan's ears, expressing her concerns about his actions.

"Senior Sister makes a valid point. While my husband’s strength is formidable and few can match him in Naelong界, the Supreme Deity Alliance's leader does represent immense power. It's hard to guarantee that the patriarchs of those major sects won't be tempted by greed and play some tricks. Even if it ends up being a futile effort like a fly trying to stop a cart, it will still cause us some trouble. Lowering our姿态 now is a strategy for arrogance."

Ouyang Qinxin's lips also curved into a smile.

His beloved wife was clear on this matter; how could Lin Xuan not understand the senior siblings' intentions?

It was all for the future of Cloud Conceal Sect, or perhaps to help himself as well.

Although in Lin Xuan’s view, it seemed like overkill. With the precious snake already dead and the Black Phoenix Valley having only a few late-stage cultivators, what could they do?

In the cultivation world, strength reigned supreme. Even if these sects tried to play tricks behind the scenes, their eventual outcome would be a laughingstock.

Lin Xuan was confident about this point.

Of course, being低调 had its merits. Since his senior siblings had already made plans, Lin Xuan saw no reason to oppose them. He agreed to proceed with it as a strategy.

"Does the other party notice anything amiss? After all, almost every disciple watched me return that day?" Lin Xuan’s calm voice echoed in their ears.

Although he thought this move was unnecessary, since they were going through with it, they should do so wholeheartedly.

Lin Xuan did not want to see his senior siblings’ efforts go to waste.

"Junior Brother rest assured. I have already issued orders for the disciples not to speak out of turn. No one will dare defy my command."

The silver-eyed maiden’s voice was light and composed, showing no concern at all.

"With Senior Sister's confidence, Lin Xuan is also reassured."

With this matter settled, they continued discussing other matters before parting ways with Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin.

It was said that a small separation could be better than a new marriage. Considering that Qinxin nearly lost her life, Lin Xuan cherished every moment together even more.

They were like two souls reunited after a long absence, enjoying their time together as if on a honeymoon, allowing Lin Xuan to bask in the warmth and pleasure of his wife's company.

---

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away,

Yinling Mountain was one of the ten major spirit veins in Naelong界. The renowned Wan Xiao Immortal Palace was situated here, known for being the most well-informed sect in the world.

Wan Xiao Immortal Palace’s fame was widely known throughout Naelong界. However, its reputation stemmed not from its formidable strength but from a ranking system it established every five hundred years to evaluate the power of various sects and families within the realm.

Cloud Conceal Sect had seen rapid growth, but in terms of depth, it still lagged behind Wan Xiao Immortal Palace, which had been around for millions of years.

Ice Hero Valley was an unremarkable part of this mountain range. Despite its rich spirit energy, the valley’s climate was harsh, covered with thick snow and ice throughout the year, making it a frigid place.

Ordinary people could not survive here, and even weaker cultivators would freeze to death if they stayed for too long.

Despite its unassuming nature, Ice Hero Valley was one of Wan Xiao Immortal Palace's most important forbidden areas. Few knew about it, and ordinary disciples rarely heard of it.

Only the several patriarchs who managed the sect were allowed to enter without summons, but even then, only a few got past the entrance to see what lay within. The rest would respectfully answer questions from outside.

These patriarchs showed such reverence for the inhabitants of this valley because they were none other than the founder and ancestor of Wan Xiao Immortal Palace!

The immortal known as Wan Xiao!

This person was once a legend in his own right, a powerful figure who lived alongside the Loose Cultivators and Demon Kings.

He had reached late-stage realm early on but chose to ascend to the Deity Realm instead of staying behind.

However, unlike Li Yutong or Solitary Goose Master, he failed to make it through the final heavenly tribulation.

According to logic, his situation should have led to his demise. But this person’s luck was truly extraordinary; perhaps due to his dual cultivation method, despite failing the tribulation, he managed to survive with only a thread of life left.

His physical body and soul had suffered immense damage. Fortunately, his disciples rescued him in time.

However, his injuries were so severe that even with all the miraculous medicines, they could not be fully healed.

A hundred thousand years passed as Wan Xiao Immortal Palace grew into one of the most powerful sects. Yet, this ancestor never appeared publicly again.

Li Yutong, Cold Moon True Monarch, and the other three Loose Cultivators became renowned throughout the world.

Naelong True Monarch was also revered as the first expert in the realm.

However, Wan Xiao Immortal remained forgotten by most. Even the disciples of the sect had never heard his name.

Only a few patriarchs would visit Ice Hero Valley periodically to pay their respects.

Today, an elderly figure with a sage-like demeanor arrived outside the valley.

He was a mid-stage cultivator with immense spiritual energy but bowed respectfully and said: "Disciple Yunhe, honored as a senior elder of this sect, has come here to seek an audience with the ancestor. I have important news to discuss; please grant me an audience."

His voice echoed in the valley, calm and steady, yet there was no response.

Yunhe did not show any impatience but waited quietly outside the valley. (To be continued…)
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A cold wind howled, and goose-feather-like snowflakes drifted from above. The entire world was adorned in a silver coat, yet the robes of Cloud Crane Immortal remained spotless; not a single snowflake could reach his body.

Time slowly passed, with only the sound of wind and snow breaking the silence around. However, Cloud Crane Immortal showed no signs of impatience, standing respectfully where he was.

No one knew how long had passed when an old man’s sigh finally carried through the storm: "Cloud Crane, I already told you not to disturb me unless it's urgent. Have you forgotten what I said?"

The voice was calm and devoid of any anger or irritation. Yet Cloud Crane Immortal’s face turned pale with displeasure. His originally rosy complexion paled visibly as he spoke: "Grandmaster, forgive my disciple’s transgression; I did not dare to defy your commands. However, there is indeed an urgent matter that requires Grandmaster's wisdom for a decision. It cannot be handled by just us."

"Your words are so exaggerated—does our sect face annihilation?" the voice echoed through the snow.

"Grandmaster, you speak too harshly; our sect has no such peril," Cloud Crane Immortal said. "But this matter concerns the归属 of the Alliance of Immortals' leader."

"An Alliance of Immortals? You and your fellows have already made up your minds, yet you are acting so panicked—could there be another twist?" The voice in the valley remained emotionless: "Could it be that Nai Long has some news? But with his proud nature, he wouldn't care about a mere leader of an Alliance of Immortals."

"Grandmaster, allow me to explain. Master Nai Long remains elusive. Recently, my disciples were sent to Cloud Concealment Sect to persuade them to submit to us through both force and persuasion. However, they discovered something strange."

"Strange?"

"Yes, this matter. My disciple stumbled upon it accidentally and reported back. After analysis with several fellow disciples, we believe there is an 80% chance that Lin Xuan has returned to the sect."

"Lin Xuan—the boy who was unknown a thousand years ago but became Nai Long’s sworn brother in just a few centuries, praised as a miracle." Wan Xiao Immortal’s voice remained indifferent.

"Yes, it's this very child."

"How much confidence do you have?"

"I cannot say with 100% certainty, but if our deductions are correct, the chances should be over 80%."

"Eighty percent—quite significant. But can we truly trust rumors? Lin Xuan was merely a Spirit Transformation stage a thousand years ago; now he has managed to intimidate us, who have already passed through Tribulation, with his strength or cowardice?" Wan Xiao Immortal’s impatient voice reached Cloud Crane Immortal.

The blame in the words was clear for all to hear.

"Grandmaster, forgive my disciple. This matter does seem out of the ordinary, but Lin Xuan's persistence is a fact. In Nai Long’s world, Cloud Concealment Sect was once an obscure sect, yet it rose to prominence within just a few centuries. Thus, Lin Xuan must have extraordinary abilities."

"True极门 and Sword Lake Palace fell at his hands, and Nai Long himself acknowledged their bond with Lin Xuan in front of countless witnesses, including many Tribulation Transcenders. So this cannot be fabricated."

"So what? Are you afraid?"

"Grandmaster, forgive my disciple. I am not afraid, but this matter is significant. The Alliance of Immortals' grand meeting will soon begin. If Lin Xuan returns, the position of leader might be difficult to secure for our sect's plans..."

"Enough! You've said so much just to ask me to come out and deal with that boy named Lin."

"My disciple did not wish to trouble Grandmaster but sought your wisdom to find a foolproof solution."

---

Another matter: feel free to search "A Hundred Refinements into Immortality: Huan Yu" on WeChat to add Huan Yu as a friend. There you can get the latest updates, photos, and notifications about new chapters of A Hundred Refinements into Immortality.

"Cloud Crane, no need for empty flattery; in cultivation, strength is supreme. Without it, even the best strategies are useless. If you wish to ask me to come out, just say so. Hmph, I did suffer severe injuries during my ascension, but after all these years, do you really think I haven't improved? Very well, if that boy named Lin is truly as extraordinary, this Immortal would like to test him."

"And the域外天魔, and many old acquaintances in the three realms might have forgotten me. Hmph, Nai Long's reputation is vast; Lone Crane could never be among the Three Loose Immortals. Back then, he was just luckier than I. Now that times have changed, this Immortal has nothing better to do. The Alliance of Immortals' grand meeting will serve as my first performance after re-emerging—silent until a great revelation. Hmph, those old friends will surely be shocked."

"What? Grandmaster agrees to act; your injuries are healed?" Cloud Crane Immortal’s face lit up with joy.

"How badly injured I am is clear to me," the voice in the valley said irritably.

"Yes, my disciple spoke too much."

Cloud Crane Immortal quickly added a smile and continued.

---

Time passed like water, swiftly. In just a month, the domain of Nai Long was ravaged, and the morale of the cultivation world plummeted to rock bottom.

Nai Long’s disappearance left the entire realm leaderless.

Factional struggles among sects either led to their destruction or dire situations until the Alliance of Immortals was formed.

Several major sects united, consolidating the remaining forces in the cultivation world. Though severely weakened, they launched a strong counterattack against the域外天魔.

This was good news, but there were concerns.

The position of leader remained unresolved due to the similar strength among the major factions. No matter who became leader, other powerful figures would not be convinced.

However, this stalemate couldn’t continue indefinitely.

After consultation, each major sect launched attacks on the域外天魔, reclaiming lost territories while building their reputation and merit.

They planned a grand meeting of the Alliance of Immortals to elect the new leader.

This was a last resort but reasonable. Thus, no one opposed it.

Now several months later, the promised grand meeting was about to begin.

The location for this meeting was set in the northernmost part of Nai Long’s domain.

In the far north, legend said that there was an icy plain covered by thick snow all year round, rarely visited by humans.

Yet, despite its harsh climate, it held spiritual lands. The cold weather also favored the growth of some ice attribute medicinal herbs.

Choosing this location for the grand meeting wasn’t arbitrary; after careful consideration, it ensured safety from域外天魔’s interference. (To be continued...)
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Time passed swiftly, and before long, it was the time for the Immortal Alliance Conference. Watermark advertisement test watermark advertisement test

The originally sparsely populated northern region suddenly became bustling due to this event.

The Immortal Dao Alliance was formed primarily by four major sects: Cloud Concealment Sect, Black Phoenix Valley, and so on. Besides these, there were nearly a hundred smaller sects and families.

In recent years, because of the lack of a leader, the Dragon Domains' cultivators and demons had been bullied severely by the域外天魔 (Outland Celestial Devils). However, in just a few months, several major sects from the Immortal Dao Alliance launched attacks on all sides, finally reviving the spirit of the cultivation world.

Thus, apart from the families and sects participating in the Immortal Dao Alliance, many other minor forces sent representatives to observe the proceedings. After all, this event concerned the future of the entire cultivation world. If the Immortal Dao Alliance truly had great potential, they wouldn't hesitate to join.

Where there are people, there is江湖 (a metaphor for society). The originally barren northern region suddenly became incredibly lively.

However, behind this prosperity lay hidden currents.

The position of the alliance leader naturally became a coveted prize if the Immortal Dao Alliance was worth looking forward to. Who wouldn't want to vie for supremacy and become the leader of all?

A group from Cloud Concealment Sect arrived at the northernmost part of the Dragon Domains under such circumstances.

East Prosperous Kingdom was the only nation in this cold northern region.

While the spirit world had vast areas, many cities were primarily inhabited by cultivators. However, few people had seen a country built by cultivators.

East Prosperous Kingdom was one such place.

Although it was called a cultivator's kingdom, the entire country wasn't devoid of ordinary humans. In fact, the population was predominantly made up of ordinary humans, but the proportion of cultivators was very high. Even ordinary humans were martially inclined, and there were countless experts at various levels. The number of masters was even greater.

Those who wished to rise through the ranks needed to be cultivators. As for the emperor of East Prosperous Kingdom, he was a late-stage渡劫 (transcendation) veteran. Ordinary royal family members weren't bound by bloodlines but by strength. Several princes had different levels of cultivation, all being渡劫 stage experts.

East Prosperous Kingdom's power could rival the top-tier sects.

The emperor of this kingdom was also very interested in the Immortal Dao Alliance since the conference was originally held on their territory.

As the conference approached, East Prosperous Kingdom was filled with cultivators from afar. There were human cultivators and high-ranking demons as well. The number of sects, families, and individual practitioners was countless; it was truly a mix of fish and dragons.

The place was bustling. Such grand events in the cultivation world were rare. Before the Immortal Dao Alliance Conference began, many cultivators set up stalls to trade materials and treasures, making everyone happy.

Of all the markets, Moonlight City was the largest. It was one of the most important cities in the northern part of East Prosperous Kingdom and also the venue for this conference. Now it had gathered cultivators and demons from all directions, reaching unprecedented prosperity.

Three days before the opening of the Immortal Dao Alliance Conference, two streaks of light flew towards Moonlight City from over a hundred miles away.

If someone had good eyesight, they could see that these were two young male cultivators. Both were in their twenties.

However, there was a difference: the one on the left looked handsome, while the one on the right dressed plainly.

They were both from Cloud Concealment Sect. The one on the left was a young man named Long, and the other was Lin Xuan.

The two came here for the Immortal Dao Alliance Conference.

According to protocol, as a major force in the alliance, they shouldn't have come so humbly; they should have brought hundreds of disciples with them. However, given Lin Xuan's personality, he thought this would be too troublesome. Hundreds of low-level disciples wouldn't make much difference in the struggle for the alliance leader. It was better to keep things simple and just bring his senior brother.

As for the silver-eyed girl, the main headquarters needed someone to guard it. Although Qinxin had successfully advanced, she had gone through many trials during her cultivation. With Lin Xuan's help, her current level of cultivation wasn't yet stable, so she couldn't go out either; she still needed more time to retreat and refine.

They arrived smoothly, and now they were only a few dozen miles away from Moonlight City. For their current cultivation levels, this distance was negligible.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan's brows twitched, and the streak of light paused.

"Junior brother, what is it?"

The young man with the surname Long didn't notice anything amiss and asked curiously.

"There seems to be a fight ahead. One of them looks familiar."

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and said as such.

"Oh, so you have an old acquaintance? We can't just ignore this; let's go take a look."

"Agreed,"

Lin Xuan naturally had no objections. The two changed the direction of their streaks of light and flew towards where the fight was taking place.

Not far away, they quickly approached the scene.

There were three people engaged in combat. On the left was a woman with a delicate appearance, around twenty-seven or eight years old, dressed like a mature woman. Her cultivation level was formidable, at the peak of the Spirit Formation stage, just one step away from transcendation.

On the right were a man and a woman—both demons.

The man was broad-shouldered and thick-waisted, wearing green robes with a furry body, making him look like a black bear demon.

The woman on the right had some charm. Her cheeks and arms bore scales; it was hard to tell what kind of demon she was just by looking at her.

Both demons were also at the peak of the Spirit Formation stage, exuding shocking ferocity. Their magical treasures flew everywhere, and their other techniques kept coming, making the battle extremely intense.

The cultivation world often saw bloodshed, but Lin Xuan usually wouldn't get involved in such trivial matters. However, this woman dressed as a young lady he recognized.

Lady Afan!

They had met once before when they went to Penglai Island for the wedding of Dragon Domains' True Man and Qianqian's True Lady. At that time, almost all the attendees were old monsters at the transcendation stage. There were only two Spirit Formation cultivators: Lin Xuan and this woman from Yun Family in Fengyuan County.

Yun Family's ancestors had a connection with Dragon Domains' True Man, but her cultivation level was also formidable. At that time, she left a deep impression on Lin Xuan.

Now, after so many years, he had advanced to late-stage transcendation and even mastered the realm of cultivation, while this woman still remained stuck in her bottleneck.

It wasn't surprising; advancing from Spirit Formation to transcendation was inherently difficult. In just a thousand years, Afan Yun hadn't progressed, which was understandable.

In terms of strength, she could be considered one of the top cultivators at the Spirit Formation stage. However, the two demons weren't weak either. With their superior numbers, Afan Yun's situation became unfavorable.
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This was not unusual, as the difference in天赋meant that demons were much harder to advance than human cultivators. Their cultivation process was excruciatingly slow, but in return, once they broke through a realm, their strength would far surpass that of humans at the same level.

Losing on one side and gaining on another; heaven was always fair.

Cloud Ruyan's abilities were not insignificant among spirit division stage cultivators. However, the black bear demon and the female demon also had extraordinary talents, each with powerful innate powers.

If it were a one-on-one battle, Cloud Ruyan would naturally not fear them. But now that there were more enemies than her, she appeared somewhat outmatched.

It was not a case of being stretched thin on all sides, but their situation was indeed extremely difficult.

While the fall from grace might be premature to speak about, continuing like this meant certain defeat with no悬念remaining.

Cloud Ruyan's forehead was already covered in fine beads of sweat.

At that moment, Lin Xuan and the young man surnamed Dragon arrived here.

They had no intention of concealing their movements. The two combatants quickly noticed the unexpected guests.

The black bear demon scanned them with its divine sense, immediately becoming suspicious.

"Unknown senior, may I ask if you have come to this place? This disciple of the Ten Thousand Demons Sect bows respectfully." Although the black bear demon seemed rash, it was actually a clever individual. It did not bother fighting and retracted its powers, bowing deeply to Lin Xuan.

"The Ten Thousand Demons Sect?"

Lin Xuan's face showed no expression as he spoke. As one of the top-tier sects in the Dragon Cauldron Realm, other cultivators might have some reservations, but Lin Xuan naturally did not care: "I don't care which demon sect you belong to. If you are wise, leave quickly; otherwise, do not blame me for bullying you."

"Why is this? Senior, your actions are a bit too domineering. You can look down on us, but why do you also disdain the Ten Thousand Demons Valley?"

The female demon nearby was furious as her resentful voice reached their ears.

Lin Xuan smiled.

"Interesting. A mere spirit division level demon dares to speak to me like this. Since you are so reckless, I will take your life!"

Before he finished speaking, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and a faint green light emerged, breaking the silence with a piercing sound, transforming into countless sharp sword lights.

Like a fierce wind or sudden rain, they crossed space in an instant, enveloping both demons.

This outcome shocked the two demons. They did not expect Lin Xuan to be so decisive; he really did resort to killing after a disagreement.

The two demons would not sit idly by and die. The black bear demon turned its body swiftly, emitting countless dark mists that surrounded it.

As for the female demon, she flicked her jade hand, summoning surging demonic flames from all directions, completely concealing her figure.

"An ant trying to stop a cart!"

Lin Xuan paid no heed, his lips curling in mockery.

Two spirit division level demons dared to block my attacks. This was no longer called foolishness or arrogance; it was simply beyond their comprehension of the world.

Their fates were sealed.

"Ahh!"

A scream entered their ears. The female demon's spiritual flames failed to stop the sword lights, which directly reduced them to ashes.

"You… cannot kill me, my great-grandfather is…"

The black bear demon was even more shocked and immediately invoked his great-grandfather, but it proved futile. Before he could finish speaking, he was pierced by the sword light.

"I don't care who your great-grandfather is; does it matter to me?"

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, dissipating all the sword lights in the air.

Then he turned to Cloud Ruyan, whose face showed confusion and suspicion.

Lin Xuan could not help but smile: "A thousand years apart, how is it that you do not recognize this old friend of mine, fairy?"

"You… are really Brother Lin. No, Senior Lin?"

"Only I can be, who else would dare impersonate me?"

Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"It's truly you."

Cloud Ruyan's face was filled with admiration: "A thousand years apart, these many years, I often heard people speak of your name, but I always thought it might be hearsay. Although your cultivation is swift, it would not be so extreme in just a thousand years. To my surprise, the rumors were true; Senior Lin has truly become an expert who can transcend tribulation!"

She then bowed gracefully, her face filled with gratitude: "Cloud Ruyan thanks you for saving my life."

"There's no need to be so formal," said Lin Xuan. "We are old acquaintances after all, and there is no need to adhere to such trivial customs. The title of senior is uncomfortable in my ears; let us treat each other as equals."

It was said that the higher one rose, the colder it became. As his strength grew, former acquaintances showed him respect and obedience, which Lin Xuan found extremely uncomfortable.

"How… dare I?"

"Are you afraid or unwilling?"

Lin Xuan sighed again, making his words more weighty. Cloud Ruyan was alarmed; she was a shrewd cultivator who would clearly offend Lin Xuan if she continued to decline. She did not want to do something so foolish and bowed gracefully: "Brother Lin, since you have such good intentions, I will accept your kindness."

"Exactly."

Lin Xuan also smiled.

Then Cloud Ruyan turned her head: "This one is surely Dragon Daoist from the Hidden Cloud Sect."

"Not wrong. Fairy, you seem familiar; could you be the head of the Cloud Family in Fengyuan Prefecture?"

The young man surnamed Dragon did not dare to be careless and bowed respectfully.

Fengyuan Prefecture's Cloud family was also quite formidable, a major power in the Dragon Cauldron Realm known for its mastery over insect control. Their foundation was very deep.

"I am indeed this one. I thank you two brothers for your assistance; otherwise, Ruyan would have been buried here."

"Ruyan was saved by my junior brother Lin. Dragon does not dare to claim credit," said Lin Xuan.

"All right, Fairy came here to attend the Immortal Alliance Conference. Why stand and chat? Let's continue our journey while discussing details," suggested Lin Xuan, interrupting their polite exchange.

"Junior Brother Lin has a point; what do you think, fairy?"

"I have no objections."

Then Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a flying boat appeared before them. The three of them boarded it.

The flying boat then emitted a bright light, speeding like the wind as they flew towards the distance.

...

At the same time, in Moon City tens of thousands of miles away,

in an exceptionally beautiful palace, a roar suddenly echoed: "Who dares to kill my grandson? I will extract his soul and refine it, sending him to the ninth level of hell forever."

Boom!

Then a heavy object landed. It was his tea table, which he had smashed with one palm, crashing into the stone wall in front.

With the angry roar, a massive black shadow stood up, towering three zhang high—a huge black bear-like monster. (To be continued...)
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He was not only imposing in stature but also exuded a formidable aura ofevil spirit气息, which made the air around him crackle with tension. His face showed intense anger as cracks began to appear in the void before him.

"Huff, huff!"

After several deep breaths, the black bear-like creature finally calmed down and let out a few heavy breaths. With a flick of its massive paw, something resembling a beast skin flew out, exploding with a loud "bang" in front of it. A dark shadow coalesced from the smoke.

With a longer head and shorter limbs, small ears perched on top, and an extremely muscular build, this creature had prominent fangs that gave it a wild appearance akin to a common boar in the mortal world. However, appearances were deceiving; this was an unknown beast.

"Since my beloved grandson has fallen, go and find out who killed him and bring me back word of the culprit. I will make sure his soul is torn apart," the black bear-like creature's deep voice resounded, as it threw a treasure-sized gem at the beast.

"Ahhh!"

The beast was overjoyed, swallowing the gem whole before transforming into a wisp of dark wind and escaping from the palace.

...

"What? The monster we just encountered was the grandson of the Black Bear King of the Ten Thousand Demons Sect?"

A streak of lightning flashed across the sky as a young man with the surname Long's face was filled with anxiety. "This... How can this be resolved?"

"Senior Brother, don't panic. The powers of that beast were not impressive, and what about the identity of this Black Bear King? He is no ordinary figure," Lin Xuan remained calm on his face.

The black bear had already fallen to his hands; a nameless bear monster was nothing special.

"Young brother, you mustn't underestimate any hero. The head elder of the Ten Thousand Demons Sect has incomparable body cultivation techniques. In terms of physical strength alone, he ranks among the top five in the Spirit Realm, and none can match him within our Naelong Region," the young man with the surname Long said anxiously.

"Incomparable? Is that an exaggeration?" Lin Xuan was not arrogant but also did not undervalue himself. A black bear monster—what could it do?

"Young brother, you mustn't underestimate any hero. The head elder of the Ten Thousand Demons Sect has incomparable body cultivation techniques. In terms of physical strength alone, he ranks among the top five in the Spirit Realm and none can match him within our Naelong Region," the young man with the surname Long said anxiously.

"Sorry Brother Lin, it's my fault. If not for me, you wouldn't have encountered the Black Bear King."

Cloud Ruo Yan bowed gracefully, full of regret. "This is not your fault, Young Lady. Regardless, we share a bond as old friends. Can I just stand by and watch if I know you're in danger? As for the Black Bear King, I don't wish to offend him but since we've already offended each other, there's no need to fear. His fame is widespread, but I am not easily intimidated," Lin Xuan said calmly.

He knew his own abilities well; body cultivation techniques—so was he. At this stage of cultivation, progress was difficult. If the Black Bear King came looking for trouble, it would be a good opportunity to test himself.

Just as they were talking, Lin Xuan suddenly became alert. "Who dares listen in on my conversation? What audacity."

Before his words had finished, Lin Xuan's sleeve flew out, sending a sharp light that transformed into a sword slicing at an empty space.

The young man with the surname Long and Cloud Ruo Yan were taken aback as they turned their heads. A boar-like howl echoed in their ears. Hundreds of feet away to the left, dark energy appeared, revealing a monstrous figure resembling a wild boar. It was filled with fear but quickly split into seven parts, fleeing in different directions.

"Trivial tricks."

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged. "Think you can fool me by using mere illusions and escape unscathed? Too naive."

Before his words had finished, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed forward.

As he moved, a gale of energy sliced through the void, creating numerous gaps in space that resembled traps for hunting beasts, blocking all possible escape routes.

"Pfft, pfft, pfft."

His several virtual shadows vanished with a pop.

Then, a flash of light appeared, revealing the boar-like beast once more.

Red eyes stared at Lin Xuan but could not hide their fear. It was cornered and unwilling to surrender.

Opening its mouth, fangs blurred as electric sparks spread across its surface, forming an electric snake that lunged towards Lin Xuan.

"Achilles' heel!"

Lin Xuan ignored it, raising his right hand and pointing forward with a casual flick of his finger.

As he moved, the void became hazy, revealing multicolored spiritual light that gathered into a giant hand, rushing toward the beast.

The beast was alarmed but found itself unable to move as the air around it solidified.

It was trapped.

The boar demon panicked and tried to use other secret techniques, but it was too late. Its innate abilities were impressive, but how could it escape Lin Xuan's hands?

Caught by that giant hand.

As for the electric snake it released—it had no effect on Lin Xuan. With a casual wave of his hand, it dissipated in the air.

"Hmm, this creature has some bloodline connection to thejudge."

Lin Xuan looked at the boar demon with surprise. Thejudge was one of the nine sons of the dragon, ranked seventh, resembling a tiger but possessing immense power and being among the strongest true spirits.

This boar demon did not resemble thejudge in appearance, yet it had some of its bloodline. Lin Xuan was intrigued but not intimidated. Given the creature's intelligence, he decided to probe its mind to see who sent it.

With that thought, Lin Xuan closed his eyes and pointed at its forehead with a finger.
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"Junior Brother Lin, did you find anything?"

In a blink of an eye, Lin Xuan's hand emitted a burst of flame, reducing the pig demon to ashes.

Only a crystal-clear demon core remained, falling into his palm.

"Sure enough, it was that Black Bear King who sent this."

"What? It really is him. This means our identities have been exposed. The other party won't easily give up. We must be extremely cautious when we head to Moonlight City," the Maurname youth said with a gloomy face. This seemed to be one of the worst outcomes.

"Since it has come to this, Senior Brother need not worry or fear. After all, it's just a matter of meeting force with force."

Lin Xuan's expression was noticeably more open.

The cultivation world was filled with bloodshed and strife. He had long faced countless enemies, so losing one wouldn't change his current situation. Similarly, gaining another didn't seem to make much difference either.

Hmph, the Black Bear King, if you're wise, don't come looking for trouble. Otherwise, your fate will be even more tumultuous.

Lin Xuan thought this way in his heart.

He was confident and had the resolve.

...

Meanwhile, at a certain palace in Moonlight City.

Boom!

The sound of heavy objects landing echoed as a powerful bear demon smashed everything inside the palace to pieces.

Another failure!

First, his grandson had perished, then his dispatched spirit pet had also met its end. As an old monster nearing the劫stage, when had the Black Bear King ever experienced such humiliation and setbacks?

In his fury, it was no wonder he acted a bit out of control.

For a moment, all the demon cultivators in the palace fell silent, fearing they might inadvertently provoke this ancestor to anger, leading to dire consequences.

After a while, the storm gradually subsided. However, the Black Bear King's aura of killing intent did not weaken; it solidified as if tangible.

"Hmph. Do you think I can't find you with such tactics? That's too naive. It just means more effort on my part. In any case, you won't escape from my hands."

"Damn! You dare to provoke me. I will extract your soul and refine your essence, making you regret coming into this world."

The resentful voice echoed as the Black Bear King suddenly sat cross-legged.

He waved his huge bear paws, seemingly performing some great secret technique.

After all, the demon was his grandson with a blood connection. Using divine soul marks could help him find the murderer.

...

Lin Xuan did not know about this. After experiencing some setbacks, Moonlight City finally came into view.

The city walls were tall and imposing, with soldiers patrolling on top. All of them were cultivators, many of whom had impressive strength.

With the upcoming Immortal Alliance Conference, the defensive forces here naturally increased significantly.

Otherwise, any oversight could make the Immortal Dao Alliance and Dongyu Kingdom lose face, becoming a laughingstock in the cultivation world.

In three days, they would be electing the new leader. The entire Moonlight City was nearly overflowing with people.

The city gates were open to welcome guests from all directions. However, there were restrictions on flying out of sight. Any cultivator within ten miles had to land their light travel and enter by vehicle.

But this rule applied only to ordinary cultivators; for old monsters at the渡劫stage, the city's cultivators could do little if they ignored it.

Should he just enter or be more discreet?

Lin Xuan pondered in his heart.

At that moment, a melodious melody drifted into his ears.

Then came more celestial music.

The sound carried on the wind.

After some time, a woman began to sing with her neck thrown back. Her voice was like celestial music, so enchanting it could linger for three days.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan and his companions turned their heads, focusing their divine sense towards the source of the sound.

In the distance, golden light shone brightly, with various mists and vapors emerging in the air.

Amidst the swirling spiritual light, countless iron cavalry appeared before their eyes.

The number of cavalry was considerable, nearly a thousand. Each rider was clad in armor, riding on strange beasts with lion bodies and dragon heads, majestic and fierce, with auspicious energy surrounding them.

Behind these Separation-stage riders, flying boats emerged.

Each boat was about ten zhang long, encased in iron armor. Soldiers stood at the bow, but upon closer inspection, they were puppets. The array patterns carved on the hull provided both offensive and defensive capabilities.

These flying boats seemed unremarkable from a distance, but their power would be formidable when attacking or conquering territory. Moreover, there were many of them, densely packed like ants.

Behind the flying boats, hundreds more cultivators appeared.

However, their attire was surprising.

Some wore scholar robes, others had official hats, and some wore general's armor.

At first glance, one might think they were a group of officials from a certain country attending court.

"These are Dongyu Kingdom's cultivators. Such grandeur, could it be that a prince is visiting here?"

"Friend, you have a point."

"What do you mean by 'point'? I think both of you are shallow in your understanding. A prince would not have such an appearance. Based on my analysis, the emperor himself must be arriving here," said the first person with disdain.

"Hmph, so you're shallow." The elder's face showed contempt: "According to common sense, that emperor senior is unlikely to easily come to this remote place. But this time is different. All major sects have gathered here for the selection of the Immortal Dao Alliance leader. With Master Daelong not present, whoever takes on the position will be the first person in this plane. Even if Dongyu Kingdom's emperor is a senior at the渡劫stage, what reason does he have to remain unmoved."

...

The two fell silent.

Other cultivators from different directions also discussed among themselves, some saying it was a prince and others an emperor. Their arguments had their merits.

Regardless of who was right, a high-ranking official's arrival in Moonlight City was certain.

...

Amidst the multitude of discussions, Lin Xuan remained silent with a smile.

In his view, this grandeur was indeed amusing.

The officials' cultivation levels varied, but they were all at least the洞玄stage. Among them, several figures wearing purple robes were high-ranking cultivators at the分神stage, their strength not inferior to Yun Ruo Yan beside him.

Even more so, they might even surpass him.

Behind them, the mists became denser and more ethereal as a group of women carrying palace lanterns passed by.
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These women were dressed as maids of the palace, their cultivation levels varying. However, even the weakest among them was at the Condensation Core stage, with graceful postures and beautiful appearances, exuding a refined and ethereal aura.

Though not considered absolute beauties, each one was exceptionally striking.

Holding palace lanterns in hand, nearly a hundred of them formed two rows, slowly approaching from the void. As they passed, colorful immortal clouds drifted out, and petals floated down, making it seem as if fairies had descended to earth.

The grandeur and demeanor...

Many cultivators who had seen much in their travels could not help but be struck by the scene. The imperial style was indeed no small matter.

Arguments came to an end. It was highly likely that neither a vassal lord nor any other high-ranking official would arrive; it was almost certain that Emperor Dongyu of the Eastern Prosperity Kingdom had personally come here.

Emperor Dongyu!

One of the top great cultivators in the Naelong Realm, he ranked among the best even within the entire Spirit Realm. A late-stage cultivator who had endured countless tribulations.

Legends said that for millions of years, he had lived a secluded life but could no longer bear the solitude and had come here. Was he eyeing the position as the head of the Immortal Alliance?

His gaze was like that of a tiger waiting to pounce!

This description fit him perfectly.

It was rumored that the Black Bear King of the Ten Thousand Demons Sect had arrived more than ten days ago.

High-ranking cultivators and powerful figures gathered here, making this meeting at the Immortal Alliance likely to be extremely lively. A fierce competition between dragons and tigers could almost be anticipated.

Behind these palace maids, the light became even more dazzling, revealing magnificent pavilions, or rather, flower carriages. Each was uniquely shaped, with a total of eighteen in number. The most eye-catching was undoubtedly the one in the middle.

Towering over dozens of feet, it had nine levels and looked like a small mountain, pulled by several dozen wild beasts and mammoth-like creatures.

As it moved, even the void seemed to tremble, truly impressive.

In the center of this flower carriage, on the fifth level, two people sat facing each other, with a chessboard in front of them.

A man and a woman were playing chess. The board was filled with black and white pieces entangled in complex patterns, fiercely battling one another.

Lin Xuan's gaze fell upon the man.

Late-stage tribulation!

Wearing a bright yellow robe, he had a green jade high crown on his head, long beard reaching his chest, though it was hard to tell his age. His demeanor was extremely imposing.

His aura radiated like that of a king.

Even low-level cultivators felt their knees weaken just by looking at him, almost wanting to kneel and bow.

His identity was clear.

This attire and demeanor could only belong to one person in the Eastern Prosperity Kingdom: Emperor Dongyu himself.

The woman sitting opposite him wore a phoenix crown andceremonial robe-collar, exuding an opulent and elegant presence. Her beauty was breathtaking.

But what caught everyone's attention was her cultivation level; she too was at the late-stage tribulation stage.

When did the Eastern Prosperity Kingdom acquire such powerful cultivators?

Was it Emperor Dongyu’s original empress consort?

The attendees guessed silently, feeling a mix of shock and concern. After all, this queen’s name had never been heard before, making her presence strange indeed.

Late-stage tributaries should be famous throughout the land, but her anonymity suggested that the Eastern Prosperity Kingdom might have hidden its strength. Other factions likely had more than just their paper strength as well.

Of course, these were mere speculations; no one knew for sure. But it was clear that everyone kept some trump cards up their sleeves.

Given this scenario, the outcome of the Immortal Alliance meeting could not be predicted by ordinary means. What would happen in the end?

The thought raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as his expression turned grim. He had been confident about Lin Xuan becoming the head of the Immortal Alliance, but now he was unsure.

Around Dòngyu City, many powerful figures had gathered both openly and secretly, making things far more complicated than expected. Would his junior brother still be able to become the head of the Immortal Alliance?

No one knew!

Or rather, there was no certainty.

The young man’s confidence wavered without him noticing. He did not doubt that Lin Xuan could overpower all opponents in a one-on-one battle, but the world of cultivation was full of treacherous plots and hidden dangers. The Black Bear King had already made deep enmity with Lin Xuan due to previous incidents.

This unresolved conflict worried him greatly. What if other old monsters joined forces...

It wasn’t impossible.

They say that a tree standing out in a forest attracts the wind, and who could blame Lin Xuan for his great fame and sudden rise, creating countless miracles? The old monsters couldn’t afford to ignore such a target and would likely unite against him.

These thoughts made the young man sigh repeatedly. His expression was filled with worry as he watched the chess game. Meanwhile, Emperor Dongyu suddenly lifted his head, turned his gaze, and locked onto Lin Xuan: "Is there another friend here? Why don't we all come up together?"

Discovered.

Lin Xuan’s eyebrows twitched in surprise; this Emperor Dongyu had a strong sense of perception.

His aura was not exposed, appearing no different from ordinary cultivators. Despite that, they could still spot his trail, indicating the emperor's formidable strength.

Could he be a domain master?

This thought flashed through his mind but couldn’t be confirmed by appearance alone.

The vastness of the Spirit Realm and the abundance of extraordinary individuals were well-known to ancient people.

Lin Xuan’s principle was to remain low-key. Since being recognized, it wouldn't do to avoid meeting him. With thoughts colliding in his mind, Lin Xuan turned around: "Senior Brother, why don’t you go into the city with Fairy Yun and find a place to stay? I'll meet this emperor after seeing him, then come back for you. What do you think?"

"Looks like we have no choice but to do so," the young man said reluctantly, his expression showing clear unease.

"Don't worry, Senior Brother; I understand."

Lin Xuan bowed and maintained a calm expression. He had faced countless challenges on his path as a cultivator, having braved many dangers. This small scene was trivial compared to what he had encountered before.

Moreover, he had no grudges with the emperor. Unless the emperor had issues, why would he take any action against him?

Senior Brother’s concern was misplaced; it was overthinking things.

With this thought, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as his body radiated intense light. He sped through the air and flew towards Emperor Dongyu's carriage.

The palace maids and officials along the way were stunned to see someone suddenly ascend onto the emperor’s seat. If he was an assassin, they would all be in grave danger.

But the imperial couple remained calm, even smiling. (To be continued...)
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This demeanor belonged to Lin Xuan, who found it quite impressive. He was very curious about how such a powerful cultivator could not be invited to the Peach Banquet.

Of course, this thought only flashed through his mind briefly before he respectfully bowed to the two, saying, "Celestial Emperor and Empress, your names are well-known. Lin Xuan pays his respects."

"Friend of Dao, your surname is Lin?"

The magnanimous Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor was taken aback. "I see that you travel with Dragon Friend from Cloud Concealment Sect. Could you be his junior disciple? Your name is just a single character—Xuan, right?"

"Not wrong at all. I didn't expect the Celestial Emperor to have heard of me."

"Friend of Dao, your modesty is too much. Who wouldn't be convinced by your fame throughout the Three Realms? If you are only slightly known, my wife and I would appear as insignificant figures in a remote corner, which would be quite embarrassing," said the woman with her fair skin and red attire, whose voice was melodious.

Lin Xuan could only smile awkwardly at this jest.

"Ha! The Celestial Alliance Conference truly hides many talents. Who would have thought that even the elusive Dragon Friend would come to join in the fun. If you've arrived here, why not join my carriage for a cup of water wine? After all, it's fate that we meet."

"The Celestial Emperor is too kind. I accept your offer with pleasure," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

With a slight movement, he stepped towards the imperial carriage.

However, at this moment, something unexpected happened. The Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor's shoulder flickered slightly, and his figure became hazy before arriving beside the flower cart. Without further ado, he struck out in an attempt to hit Lin Xuan.

The attack was sudden and unexpected, as if it had transcended time and space, leaving no room for Lin Xuan to dodge.

An ambush!

Yet there was no trace of malice on his face.

Was this a well-acted pretense or did he have some other plan?

Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. He raised his right hand and struck out in front of him.

His palm moved silently, directly towards the target.

But it worked with unexpected skill, dispelling all the palm shadows before him.

"Snap!" The sound echoed as Lin Xuan met the Celestial Emperor's palm. Both their bodies trembled slightly.

The entire exchange seemed bizarre, not like a battle between cultivators of the Tribulation Transcending stage but more akin to a confrontation in the mortal world.

However, this was just an illusion. The power behind that single strike could move mountains and overturn seas, yet both parties concealed it well enough so that it wasn't evident from their appearance.

The exchange was evenly matched, but they didn't continue fighting.

"Why did you do that?" Lin Xuan's voice remained calm.

"Ha! Don't mind me. I just couldn't resist the urge to catch a glimpse of such a renowned figure. I wanted to see if his fame matches his reputation. Otherwise, someone who deceives and cheats wouldn't be worthy of my carriage," the Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor laughed, seemingly unconcerned about Lin Xuan's reaction.

"Oh? So you've already tested me?"

"Haha, what use is one strike? But it's beyond doubt that you have the qualifications to board my carriage."

"Please!"

The Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor waved his hand and personally welcomed them.

"Thank you for your hospitality."

Lin Xuan bowed in return before stepping onto the imperial carriage.

"I'm glad I got a chance to see Brother Lin. There isn't much here, but please drink this cup of Nine Holy Spirit Wine. How does it taste?"

The Empress stood up and handed over a wine cup filled with amber-colored spirit wine.

Lin Xuan accepted it respectfully. He released his divine sense into the object, only to hesitate slightly afterward.

"Haha, Brother Lin has seen much in his travels. I'm sure you've noticed its extraordinary nature," the Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor's laughter echoed.

"I don't know specifics, but there is something different about this wine. Most people who drink it would surely die from internal damage."

"Brother Lin jests. It goes beyond mere internal damage. If one's cultivation is weak, drinking my Nine Holy Spirit Wine will cause the essence to dissolve and scatter, leaving no chance for rebirth," the Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor said with a confident smile.

"So you're offering us poison wine?"

"It may not be poison, but it depends on the drinker's strength. Whether one can enjoy such divine fortune is another matter," the Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor continued, his expression showing no remorse.

"This explanation is interesting. Could you elaborate more?" Lin Xuan's eyes sparkled with curiosity.

"Since I've brought this treasure, I must explain its secrets to you. Otherwise, if you drink it without knowing its origin, that would be a waste," the Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor said before swallowing his saliva. "Forget it. Empress, let you speak."

"As your command," the fair-skinned beauty curtsied and turned her head with a smile.

"This wine is brewed by this palace lady. Let me explain its nature to you," she said.

"Thank you."

"Nine Holy Spirit Wine—its name speaks for itself. It uses the true blood of nine true spirits as ingredients, mixed with hundreds of exotic flowers and herbs. Its effects surpass even the legendary Hundred Flowers Brew, let alone the divine peach fruit. While it doesn't allow one to comprehend domains, its other divine effects might be superior to those of the fruit."

"What? Using the true blood of nine true spirits?"

Even Lin Xuan, who had seen much, was taken aback by this revelation. The rarity of these ingredients was truly astonishing: "Which true spirits are they?"

Lin Xuan swallowed his saliva.

"包括游天鲲鹏，黎吼，龙血修罗蛛，飞天龙蚣，百头虫，蹄龙，以及六翅骨鸠等九种真灵。"

"What? !" Lin Xuan's expression turned grave upon hearing this. He had interacted with many true spirits, but these nine were only mentioned in ancient texts and he had never seen them.

These creatures were incredibly rare even among the true spirits, each containing potent toxins. The effects of their blood wine could be imagined. In the Celestial Realm, such a concoction might indeed be considered a deadly poison, capable of causing the death of True Immortals.

Lin Xuan found himself in a dilemma, unsure what to do next.
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Should he drink or not?

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of hesitation.

"Is it because you fear your strength is insufficient?" The Divine Emperor Dong Yu's expression carried a touch of mockery.

"You're trying to see me humiliated, right?" Lin Xuan raised his head, but his gaze became sharper.

"Humiliation? I had good intentions; why would you say such things," the Divine Emperor said. "Nine Holy Spirits Wine is made from the blood of nine true spirits. In terms of rarity, it almost rivals the three divine fruits in cultivation realms. I sent this treasure to you because we hit it off at first sight."

"Whether or not you drink it depends on your luck. I won't force you into anything."

Determined, Lin Xuan lifted his head and drank the Nine Holy Spirits Wine without hesitation.

Instantly, a fierce fire seemed to appear in his dantian, flowing through his meridians.

Soon, the flames dispersed, and a chill spread throughout his body.

The alternating of water and fire brought about countless forms of pain that were hard to describe.

After all, each of those nine true spirits contained potent toxins, making their combined power extremely formidable. For a slightly weaker cultivator, this might indeed result in death by internal organs failure or even the destruction of the元婴.

But Lin Xuan remained unperturbed.

Since he embarked on his cultivation path, he had already endured countless hardships and pains.

Back when he was still at the Flexible Spirit Period, Lin Xuan dared to venture into the Heart Refinement Path. This small dose of spirit wine meant nothing in comparison.

Moreover, Lin Xuan drank this wine with a purpose. He wasn't just acting on a whim; he had something to rely on.

---

Toxins?

With his current physical body, Lin Xuan was not invulnerable to all poisons, but he could withstand most of them.

He had already scanned the Nine Holy Spirits Wine with his divine sense and found it contained numerous rare herbs and several types of true spirit blood. In the True Spirit Burial Grounds, Lin Xuan had obtained countless spirit transmissions, but none of these nine spirits.

Gathering all of them would greatly benefit the Black Moon Heaven Witch Art. This was not a mere guess; he had experienced this over a long period of cultivation.

Additionally, he possessed the Hundred Spirits Seal, which, though not fully restored, could still aid in refining these spirit bloods more efficiently.

Thus, for other cultivators, drinking it might be a matter of life and death, but for Lin Xuan, there was no danger; instead, it would bring him countless benefits. No matter what the Divine Emperor Dong Yu's intentions were, he never imagined this outcome.

Lin Xuan had confidence and底气.

Otherwise, with his deep scheming skills, such a minor provocation wouldn't have any effect.

On the surface, Lin Xuan was being led by the nose by the other party, but in reality, it was those two old monsters who were being played by him like puppets on a string.

He who plays a trick will be repaid with one.

Lin Xuan was adept at playing tricks and schemes.

---

However, Dong Yu Divine Emperor did not know all this. Seeing Lin Xuan swallow the Nine Holy Spirits Wine in one go, he couldn't help but sneer, though his expression quickly turned to disappointment when Lin Xuan remained unharmed.

"Empress, are you sure we didn’t make a mistake? Did that young man really drink the Nine Holy Spirits Wine?"

The Divine Emperor and Empress were speechless. The Empress quickly bowed: "I must have been careless; I'll order them to prepare a feast for our honored guest."

In no time, numerous palace maids emerged from the flower carriage, setting up a lavish banquet with all manner of delicacies.

Before him, beautiful maidens danced gracefully, treating him like a distinguished guest.

As Lin Xuan left after the feast, the Divine Emperor's face finally turned grim as he watched his back disappear.

"Empress, are you sure it was really the Nine Holy Spirits Wine?"

The Empress replied with a pained expression: "Your Majesty jests. I prepared this personally; no one else touched it from start to finish."

"I don't doubt your words, but if it were truly the Nine Holy Spirits Wine, how could that young man remain unharmed after drinking it?" The Divine Emperor's face showed his confusion.

"The Nine Holy Spirits Wine is an ancient treasure. We only obtained a half-pot by chance and no one dared to drink it," the Empress said.

"Empress, you're right. We didn't deceive him; we used straightforward tactics. The Nine Holy Spirits Wine does rival the three divine fruits in cultivation realms, but its potential dangers are unbearable."

"After all, each of those nine true spirits contains potent toxins, making the wine extremely powerful. Even渡劫中期 cultivators might be destroyed by a single strike. It's rare for anyone to dare drink it; otherwise, they'd perish before reaping any benefits," the Divine Emperor said with a bitter smile.

"Even if Dragon Master were in his place, he wouldn't easily neutralize this poison." The Divine Emperor's brows furrowed as he struggled to understand.

"I don't know," the Empress replied, her face showing confusion and a hint of bitterness. "Your Majesty, how did your palm strike against that young man go? Was it evenly matched?"

"I don’t know."

"Didn’t you know?" The Empress asked in surprise.

"How could I not know when we exchanged blows?"

"The power of Your Majesty's technique is clear to me," the Divine Emperor said with worry, "but a single strike might cause someone to disintegrate. Although that young man has advanced to late渡劫, he should have taken it seriously. Therefore, I truly don't know his true abilities; they are beyond comprehension."
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Infinite depth!

These four simple words depicted the utmost dread of Emperor Dong Yu's caution.

The unknown is the most terrifying thing.

Though he had interacted with Lin Xuan, it was as if he were looking at flowers through a mist; he didn't know what kind of cultivation realm the other possessed.

Probing would be useless!

His straightforward阳谋 (Yang Miao) strategy was easily accepted by him.

They say that seeing is believing.

This young man's reputation had grown to an absurd degree.

He hadn’t expected the real person to shock him more than the rumors.

Emperor Dong Yu was no weakling.

In ancient times, he was renowned across the land.

Only later did his fame gradually fade as he withdrew from public life.

Otherwise, how could Jianhu Palace have been considered one of the top sects in Naelong?

The ranking list at Wanshao Immortal Palace?

A joke; it was merely idle talk for after meals.

True top-tier sects would not pay attention.

After all, only their senior elders knew the true strength and background of those ancient forces. Most other important figures within a sect were often clueless.

As for Wanshao Immortal Palace?

Hmph, they had no accurate clues to probe; it was just wishful thinking.

The so-called ranking list was merely embarrassing, but top-tier powers didn't care.

Emperor Dong Yu was such a mysterious great power among them.

Originally, he had heard of Lin Xuan's reputation.

But he did not believe that the young man was invincible. At most, his ordinary fellow cultivators exaggerated his abilities, making him seem three parts superior to others.

Their supposed brotherhood with Sovereign Naelong?

Whether it was true or false didn't matter.

Even if it were confirmed, what difference would it make?

Sovereign Naelong wasn’t one who followed the conventional path.

Didn’t he treat a little fellow named Wangtinglou with brotherly respect despite his lack of impressive power?

So this single point couldn’t prove anything.

In essence, cultivation had no shortcuts. Only through years of refinement could true strength be achieved.

Lin Xuan's rise was too swift.

Even if there were some extraordinary opportunities, how could that compare to a million years of hard work?

The answer was clearly impossible.

That’s why he tested with his palm.

If the test revealed Lin Xuan as merely a pretender, he wouldn’t have used Nine Holy Spirit Wine at all.

After all, though it had剧毒 (toxic), it was also a precious divine treasure. In terms of rarity, it didn't fall short of the three top spiritual fruits in cultivation circles.

Though one couldn't understand its domain, it still had advantages in other areas.

If Lin Xuan were just a pretender, giving him this would be a waste.

That’s why Emperor Dong Yu tested with his palm first.

His strategy was intricately planned.

It seemed casual but each step was meticulously calculated—either through cunning or deceit, leading Lin Xuan into the trap.

He aimed to secure the position of Grandmaster of Immortal Alliance and removing an enemy here would be ideal.

But who knew that in the end, things turned out this way. Lin Xuan had clearly fallen into his trap but easily broke all dangers.

A single palm couldn't gauge his depth.

Nine Holy Spirit Wine was useless now.

Emperor Dong Yu's frustration was indescribable.

From confident to completely uncertain.

Was that still the young man he didn’t pay much attention to?

Now, it felt like looking at flowers through a mist; he had no idea what Lin Xuan’s true strength was.

That’s why Emperor Dong Yu felt such dread.

His face turned ashen with an overwhelming gloom.

"Your Majesty."

The expression of that lady in court attire wasn't any better: "What should we do next? Should we still go to this Moonlit City?"

"We must. Why not?"

Although his expression was still grim, it had recovered somewhat from before.

"Do not blame me for speaking out of turn. This young man's strength is so extraordinary that even Nine Holy Spirit Wine couldn't hold him back. What meaning would there be in us attending the Immortal Alliance Conference? We can’t possibly get this position." The lady in court attire said with worry.

"Then, according to your words, what should we do? Should we just retreat humbly?"

Emperor Dong Yu said bitterly.

"But..."

"Do not advise me. This is a great opportunity; I will not easily miss it. Lin Xuan’s strength is infinite depth, but because his true strength remains unknown, giving up now would be too precious to waste. I have my own plans. In short, we must attend the Immortal Alliance Conference as spectators. Whether or not we intervene in the struggle for the position depends on how things unfold."

Emperor Dong Yu said with a resolute expression, clearly having made up his mind.

"Agreed."

This strategy was old and reliable. Going back would be too cowardly. So the empress didn’t say anything more.

They returned to their imperial carriage but were no longer interested in playing chess, deep in thought as they pondered their next move.

The风云际会 (meeting of winds and clouds) had gathered many powerful figures in this small Moonlit City. More than one was eyeing the position of Grandmaster with fierce intent.

What would be the outcome of this chaos? Who would ultimately rise to the throne?

No one knew; everything could only be determined after three days, when the Immortal Alliance Conference began and its final result revealed itself.

Now, everything was uncertain.

...

At the same time, Lin Xuan had already entered Moonlit City.

Choosing it as the venue for the Immortal Alliance Conference wasn't just because of its relative safety from域外天魔 (outer world demons), but also due to its vast area that could accommodate millions without overcrowding.

Despite these considerations, the number of arriving cultivators far exceeded expectations.

The scene Lin Xuan saw upon entering was extremely lively. While "shoulder-to-shoulder" might be an exaggeration, the sheer number of cultivators was extraordinary.

The inns and caves for rent were already full, let alone those that could be rented out to outsiders.

Most cultivators had to settle for eating outdoors or sleeping under the stars.

Yet no one was unhappy; they found joy in it.

With the three realms facing a great crisis, such a grand event was rare. There was no reason not to attend.

Just participating in the exchange and mutual benefit alone would be worth all the effort.

But Lin Xuan had nothing to worry about. As a major force of Cloud Concealing Sect, they had already chosen their accommodations well before the conference began.

To the west of Moonlit City stood a magnificent palace complex specifically for VIPs.

Brother Dragon must have arranged everything; he only needed to meet up with him there.

Lin Xuan thought as his light speed increased. Soon, he arrived in front of the palace. (To be continued...)
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Though it was a city, the Young Lion Book Alliance

The steep mountain peaks soared into the clouds, majestic and imposing.

Amongst these peaks, layer upon layer of terraces and pavilions could be vaguely seen, each one exquisitely crafted to an unparalleled degree.

This place was where浓月城 prepared for its esteemed guests from afar.

Of course, not everyone had the privilege to reside here.

Not only ordinary cultivators, but even those at the Shen Shi level among free-living practitioners were unworthy of staying here.

The Welcoming Immortals Pavilion received either dominant lords or world-renowned figures.

Even the passing cultivators dared not come too close, as armed guards patrolled around. However, their eyes were filled with envy.

A true man should be like this!

Who wouldn’t want to become a top-tier powerhouse after embarking on the path of cultivation?

Unfortunately, the path to immortality is arduous, and such fortunate individuals are few and far between.

Lin Xuan was clearly one of these lucky fellows; his identity and strength were sufficient for him to stay at the Welcoming Immortals Pavilion. After learning that he was the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect, he was respectfully welcomed in by the maidservants.

The nearby cultivators, witnessing this firsthand, let out a series of exclamations.

"Lin Xuan, did I see right? That man is indeed the world-renowned Lin Elder from Cloud Concealment Sect. He has a close relationship with Phoenix King Immortal and even swore brotherhood to him. Is that true?"

"The cultivation realm speaks of this as fact; it must be real. But didn't everyone say he had already perished, having fallen in battle? Could this fellow be someone pretending to be a powerful cultivator?"

"Pretending, how could you think of such a thing? With the Immortal Alliance Conference about to begin and so many powerful figures gathering here, playing tricks like that would only get one killed. Besides, while identity can be faked, strength cannot; try posing as a Golden Transformation Realm cultivator, and I guarantee it won't take long before you're exposed."

A mocking voice entered his ears, filled with disdain.

...

Lin Xuan's arrival caused quite a stir.

Although he had clashed with East Prosperity Immortal Emperor outside the city of浓月城 earlier, only the imperial couple knew his true identity. The other cultivators present were unaware of what transpired.

Now, his identity was fully revealed.

Attention from countless eyes was drawn to him.

Lin Xuan was too famous; his rise could be considered a miracle.

If not for his joining, how could Cloud Concealment Sect have gained its current renown and scale?

It was a case of "both the benefactor and the bane." Because Lin Xuan had been absent for centuries, Cloud Concealment Sect faced crises. Although it was still one of the four major sects of the Immortal Alliance, it was clearly marginalized by the other three.

In the end, power dictated status in the cultivation world.

Lin Xuan's reclusive nature was interpreted as his death; after all, this world never lacked for prodigies who died young. Their presence was like a comet streaking across the sky—brought joy and surprise but were soon forgotten.

It wasn't surprising that there were speculations about Lin Xuan not showing up for so long.

While Cloud Concealment Sect contributed much to the formation of the Immortal Alliance, without Lin Xuan, they could no longer compete with the other three major sects. They would forever be relegated to secondary roles.

Everyone knew this, but who could explain what happened in the cultivation world? As Cloud Concealment Sect's decline was inevitable, it was surprising that long-forgotten Lin Xuan suddenly resurfaced and attracted all attention.

The news spread like wildfire; within no time, the entire city of浓月城 was abuzz with this information.

...

In a magnificent palace, the Black Bear King sat cross-legged. His massive figure was enveloped in thick, dark aura. Suddenly, he raised his head as a fiery light shot from outside the palace door and transformed into a bird perched on his shoulder.

"Lin Boy, I didn't expect him to come here too. I thought this guy had already perished, but it seems he's still alive..."

He paused in self-talk, then his expression changed, turning sinister.

"Considering the timing, he might meet my beloved grandson. Could this little fellow be the one who killed my grandson?"

"I hope not; otherwise, I'll make him pay for it. A genius? How could a cultivator who has only advanced to the Golden Transformation Realm for a few hundred years have genuine talent and learning? Such a big reputation—hmpf, just bragging. If he meets me, his true colors will be revealed."

...

To the west of浓月城, ten thousand miles further.

In the sky, light flickered as hundreds of flying boats were scattered densely above.

Each boat had a unique design but was exquisitely crafted to an extreme degree.

The largest of these boats stretched several thousand feet in length. Its deck was divided into nine layers, and at its prow flew a large banner that read: "Ten Thousand Clear Palace."

Indeed, the hundreds of flying boats were occupied by disciples from Ten Thousand Clear Palace.

Unlike Lin Xuan's simple entourage, this time, Ten Thousand Clear Palace sent their elite forces.

On one of the central ships, there were several Golden Transformation Realm existences. However, these four Supreme Elders had expressions of utmost respect at that moment.

Seated in the main position was a pale-faced old man dressed in gray robes.

His appearance held no outstanding features, and his age could not be determined.

But he was indeed the founder of Ten Thousand Clear Palace—Ten Thousand Clear Immortal!

Holding a communication talisman in his hand, he said: "Cloud Crane, your intelligence is good. That Lin boy did indeed arrive at浓月城. Hmph, thinking that he can vie for the alliance title; what foolishness."

...

The sound of phoenix calls filled the air. This was a valley shrouded in immortal aura.

Located several hundred miles east of浓月城.

The妖修of Black Phoenix Valley chose not to stay at the Welcoming Guests Pavilion but settled here instead.

Though small, the valley was breathtakingly beautiful. In this northern land of bitter cold, the entire valley was filled with fragrance.

This fragrance came from flowers blooming everywhere in the valley.

On a path through the valley, a woman in black clothes was walking.

Tall and voluptuous, her appearance was also very beautiful, but it was hard to determine her age. At first glance, she could be thirty; at another glance, forty seemed right; yet again, twenty might fit too.

Time had left no trace on her.

Black Phoenix Immortal!

No, more accurately, Black Phoenix Queen.

This woman before him wasn't an ordinary one but the valley's master. Legend had it that her true form was a real phoenix with celestial phoenix bloodline.
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Phoenix, the king of all birds.

Although the black phoenix demon maiden before him couldn't compare to his true spirit companion, the power bestowed by her bloodline was still overwhelmingly strong.

Especially her innate divine abilities left people speechless in amazement.

This late-stage cultivation expert, a demon cultivator, had divine abilities far surpassing those of her peers.

Top-tier powerhouse!

She strolled down the path with an expression so calm it seemed almost serene. However, there was a faint glint in her eyes that flickered incessantly.

In her jade hand, she gently held a white eye, emitting points of spiritual light.

"Lin Xiaoer..."

If one approached the Black Phoenix Valley's valley master, they could hear her murmuring from between her lips.

However, as time passed, this voice became so faint it was barely noticeable. No one knew what she was contemplating at that moment.

...

A single thread can set off a chain reaction, especially for Lin Xuan, a world-renowned top-tier powerhouse. Before the Immortal Alliance Conference even began, his arrival had already stirred up significant waves. What would happen next?

No one knew.

As the instigator, Lin Xuan paid no heed to the commotion outside.

Who cared about idle gossip or hidden currents? He was content to focus on his own affairs.

At that moment, Lin Xuan was in a quiet room within a palace.

Regardless of what people said, as someone of his status, he could easily reside at the Welcoming Immortals Pavilion.

His dragon brother had already chosen a place for him. Fellow disciples naturally didn't need to be overly polite.

Lin Xuan left behind a casual remark: "Brother has some good fortune and needs to temporarily seclude himself," before entering the quiet room.

The clean and decisive manner left both the young man with the surname Long and Yun Ruoyan staring at each other in surprise.

Good fortune?

What benefits could be gained from Bright Moon City?

Junior Brother Lin had met with Eastern Prosperity Immortal Emperor, right?

His safe return was already a cause for joy. His actions were confusing, like he didn't know what to make of them.

The only emotion left was bewilderment.

But since Lin Xuan wasn't saying anything, the young man with the surname Long naturally didn't ask any more questions.

This senior brother was still quite conscientious, standing guard outside Lin Xuan's quiet room with many unanswered questions in his mind.

Although the Welcoming Immortals Pavilion was unlikely to see any underhanded schemes, the Immortal Alliance Conference was no small matter. Junior Brother Lin's safety was crucial for the sect's rise and fall. He couldn't afford any carelessness, willing to endure some hardship by personally guarding here.

...

Inside the quiet room,

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with his eyes closed, radiating a bluish-green light all over his body. His hands formed various hand seals, fingers dancing like butterflies in rapid motion.

Nine egg-sized orbs of spiritual light appeared above his head, each a different color but emitting equally formidable energy.

Lin Xuan's movements became even faster.

In addition, he began to mutter ancient and obscure sounds, difficult to understand, almost like some strange incantation.

As Lin Xuan moved, the nine orbs before him suddenly came to life.

The light seemed to contain living entities.

In no time, they grew several times larger, reaching the size of a head. The spiritual pressure they emitted also increased significantly.

Lin Xuan's face turned red with effort, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.

If someone were to use Inner Vision at this moment, they would discover that his mana was rapidly dissipating.

But Lin Xuan ignored it all, making both his hand gestures and incantations even more urgent.

"Duot!"

After a short while, Lin Xuan suddenly raised his right hand and pointed forward with great speed.

His face turned blood-red as he opened his mouth to expel a stream of essence blood.

Following this, "Peng," an incredible scene unfolded before his eyes.

The essence blood split into nine parts the moment it left his mouth, each color distinct from one another.

They seemed to have life, diving into the nine orbs in front of him.

Rumbling like thunder, those nine orbs grew wildly.

Doubling, then doubling again, they expanded by dozens or even hundreds of times within an instant.

If any cultivator were present, they would be shocked and alarmed.

For what was once just orbs had now transformed into giant birds—Kunpeng, Liuhou, Deva Spiders, and a hundred-headed insects...

True spirits!

Of course, not physical forms but merely spiritual light illusions.

Nevertheless, the pressure each emitted was no less formidable than that of late-stage cultivators.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of joy.

Fortunately, he had chosen this quiet room with spatial array formations. Otherwise, it wouldn't have been able to contain them all.

Facing nine powerful true spirits, Lin Xuan wasn't alarmed but rather delighted.

No need for curiosity; those nine true spirits were indeed refined from the essence blood in Nine Holy Spirit Wine.

Their words held truth—this wine was truly a divine treasure.

But ordinary cultivators couldn't afford such luxuries.

It was no exaggeration to say it could be detrimental, yet for Lin Xuan, it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Indeed, an opportunity!

After all, these nine true spirits were not found in the True Spirit Burial Grounds.

Fusing them and refining with the Black Jade True Spirit Technique would bring countless benefits.

However, three days was too short. But he had no choice; the spirit wine needed to be refined as soon as possible. That's why he came directly to the Welcoming Immortals Pavilion and immediately secluded himself without saying a word.

The young man with the surname Long didn't know this.

But he trusted and revered Lin Xuan, so even in confusion, he had no complaints. Instead, he diligently guarded outside Lin Xuan's seclusion room.

Three days passed quickly.

Powerful cultivators from all directions had gathered here. The eagerly anticipated Immortal Alliance Conference was finally about to begin.

As time approached, Lin Xuan showed no intention of breaking his seclusion. The young man with the surname Long was as restless as a pot of boiling water.

He paced back and forth outside the room, but any further delay would be too late.

Yet, he dared not disturb him.

Who knew why Junior Brother Lin had secluded himself or if it was an urgent moment?

Disturbing him could be dangerous.

It might even cause him to fail at a critical juncture.

But what if he didn't say anything and delayed the Immortal Alliance Conference?

The young man with the surname Long found himself in a dilemma, unsure of what to do next.

"Friend Long, why are you still here? Where is Senior Lin?"

Soft footsteps sounded, and Yun Ruoyan's figure appeared before him, her face full of surprise.

Such an important Immortal Alliance Conference—why was he still lingering?

"I don't want to be here either. But Junior Brother Lin hasn't emerged yet; he's still secluding himself," the young man with the surname Long said, his expression darkening to a degree.
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"Lin Senior hasn't come out yet. The Immortal Alliance Conference is about to begin, and if we keep waiting, we might miss it," Yun Ruoyan exclaimed in surprise.

The young man with the dragon surname looked troubled. "Of course I know that, but what should I do if Lin Junior doesn't appear?" His expression was as agitated as a trapped ant on a hot pan.

For tens of thousands of years, he had never faced such a difficult choice before. He was at a loss, not knowing the right thing to do.

"Has Lin Senior mentioned why he is closing himself in?"

Yun Ruoyan's face showed concern. The attacks from the Outer Demons were becoming more and more intense. As the head of the Yun Family, she also had to consider her family's future.

Joining the Immortal Dao Alliance was undoubtedly a good choice—she could band together with others for mutual support. However, it would come with many constraints and obligations.

If Lin Xuan could become the leader of the Immortal Dao Alliance, that would be the best outcome for the Yun Family. After all, she had a bond with Lin Xuan, and the Yun Family in Fengyuan County might receive some favor from him.

In other words, their fates were now intertwined—rise or fall together. Since their fortuitous encounter, Yun Ruoyan decided to stand by the Yun Yin Sect.

With the Immortal Alliance Conference about to begin, Lin Xuan was still closed away in his meditation chamber. How could she not be anxious?

What should they do?

The young man with the dragon surname was equally uncertain. Both of them were agitated, their expressions like ants on a hot pan.

As the sun rose high and midday approached, the young man's face grew increasingly difficult to behold. If he didn't act soon, it would be too late.

He gritted his teeth and stood up resolutely, heading towards Lin Xuan's meditation chamber.

In times of urgency, one must take action. He could only knock on Lin Junior's door; even if he blamed him for the delay, he couldn't care less.

The young man thought to himself.

Just then, a clear and resonant howl echoed in his ears. The sound was crisp yet imbued with an indescribable strength, like the roar of a tiger or the cry of a dragon, piercing through the air.

"What is this?"

The young man's face lit up as he hurried over. A flash of green light appeared before him, and Lin Xuan stood in front of him, smiling broadly.

Lin Xuan was naturally elated. Although it had taken more time than expected to refine the Nine Holy Spirit Wine, the benefits far exceeded his imagination. By fusing the blood of nine true spirits, not only did his strength surge dramatically, but he also gained immense advantages.

From now on, Lin Xuan no longer feared any poison. He could say without exaggeration that he had reached a level where he was invulnerable to poisons!

Additionally, the Hundred Spirit Seal sped up its revival process. The heavens were indeed kind to him.

Lin Xuan looked at the sky and said, "Senior Dragon, I'm sorry for being late."

"Ha ha, Brother Lin, I must admit that this truly worried me. But as long as you're safe, let's not waste time. We should head straight to the conference hall," the young man with the dragon surname replied.

"Agreed."

Lin Xuan had no objections. He exchanged a nod with Yun Ruoyan and then the three of them emitted dazzling light, each displaying their abilities, transforming into colorful flying arcs that vanished into the distant sky.

They traveled in silence until they arrived at the center of Moonlight City. The three of them changed direction, diving vertically into the clouds.

White clouds floated down from beneath their feet.

At an altitude of several thousand meters, they could see countless martial cultivators patrolling. Behind them was a massive vortex, its presence overwhelming and golden in color.

The diameter of this vortex was over ten dozen meters, drawing all attention with its grandeur.

This was the entrance to the Immortal Alliance Conference.

Since it was late, few cultivators had entered; only two or three remained. The three were stopped by a group of heavily armored martial cultivators riding strange beasts that exuded an alarming aura.

These beings were clearly from themonster race (Yao Zhi).

Lin Xuan recognized them instantly; ordinary human cultivators rarely reached such a formidable physical state.

"Are you here to attend the Immortal Alliance Conference? Please show us your invitation."

Although many cultivators came to Moonlight City, only one-tenth had the qualifications to enter the conference. To prevent any spies from the Outer Demons, checks were strict.

"Of course!"

The three knew the rules and didn't make things difficult for these minor cultivators. They flicked their sleeves and produced the invitations.

The leading Yao Zhi cultivator took the invitation and scanned it with his eyes, his face changing dramatically.

He bowed deeply: "It's Yun Senior of the Yun Yin Sect, Lin Senior, and Fairy Yun from Fengyuan County. I was unaware; please forgive my rudeness earlier. Please enter."

"Never mind!"

Lin Xuan remained calm as he took the invitation and flew into the vortex with the other two.

...

Upon entering, they felt the power of the laws permeating everywhere. If their cultivation level were weaker, they would have had to use magical treasures for protection. Lin Xuan and his companions paid no heed; these laws were so weak that they barely affected them.

After about a cup of tea's time, they found themselves in an open area filled with birdsong and floral fragrance.

Lin Xuan felt a bright light as he saw a spirit-infused square. Countless cultivators numbering in the tens of thousands were present, each with considerable strength—these were undoubtedly those who had come from all directions to attend the Immortal Alliance Conference.

Around the perimeter, mountains rose one after another, and some magnificent buildings could be seen. There were also guards patrolling.

Though there weren't as many guards outside, their quality was far superior. The majority were at the stage of Separation and Union, with leaders being at least the level of Cave Profound. Even some Great Powers in the Forming Spirit realm were stationed here for patrol.

As they walked, Lin Xuan and his companions faced multiple inquiries, but once their identities were confirmed, everyone greeted them respectfully.

The young man with the dragon surname and Yun Ruoyan were no exception; after all, Lin Senior was a renowned figure. Some Great Powers who had experienced Lin Xuan's miraculous rise might doubt his abilities, believing that rumors had exaggerated his strength.

They were eager to test him severely. However, ordinary cultivators revered and admired Lin Xuan; who wouldn't want to rise to the top? His story was too inspiring. They didn't waste much time and soon approached the massive square.
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...

The square seemed to grow even more vast when viewed up close, covering several ten thousand acres.

Finding such a spacious area in Nongyue City was difficult. The scenery before them had been transformed using spatial secrets.

However, this wasn't like an illusion; everything—rocks and trees—had实体 existed within the禁制.

While it sounded absurd, one shouldn’t forget that the cultivation world was filled with countless wonders. Creating such a spectacle wasn’t something to be surprised about.

Although the Immortal Dao Alliance hadn’t yet chosen its leader, in terms of manpower and resources, it undoubtedly stood out as the top in Naelong Realm.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed satisfaction.

Just then, the sound of a bell echoed, clear and ancient, signaling that the Immortal Dao Alliance meeting was about to begin.

The three of them sped up their遁光. After all, being late for such an important event would be awkward.

They soon arrived at the square. The setup wasn’t elaborate; some tables and chairs were placed in the middle.

There weren’t too many—only around a hundred. Those who could secure seats here were either dominant powers or leaders of major factions.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over, spotting the seat for Cloud Concealment Sect.

However, he frowned. The position of Cloud Concealment wasn’t at the front but slightly behind.

In normal circumstances, this wouldn’t matter much. But remember, they were currently witnessing the nomination process for the Immortal Dao Alliance leader. As one of the four founding forces, Cloud Concealment had been excluded from the core.

What did that mean? It was clear to everyone.

The young man with the dragon surname’s face turned an intense shade of green.

Though he expected Cloud Concealment to be marginalized, he hadn’t anticipated such a blatant snub.

The Immortal Dao Alliance meeting hadn’t started yet. This was a slap in the face for Cloud Concealment.

What did they care about their reputation?

It was beyond his tolerance!

Despite not showing any emotion on his face, Lin Xuan was actually quite displeased inside.

If he thought he had already perished, such treatment would be understandable. But now that word of his return had spread and this was done intentionally, it meant they were deliberately making things difficult for him.

Thinking so, Lin Xuan didn’t immediately react but silently flew towards Cloud Concealment’s seat.

"Junior Brother Lin...?"

Lin Xuan's choice left the dragon surname youth in a state of surprise. He knew Lin Xuan’s abilities; how could he possibly tolerate such indignity?

However, with no other option, they couldn't have an argument among fellow disciples. Though he was extremely dissatisfied, he followed Lin Xuan to slowly fly towards Cloud Concealment's seat.

This scene caught the attention of tens of thousands of cultivators nearby.

Their expressions varied—some were surprised, some smug, some pitied, and others disdained. There were even those who were shocked...

In short, a myriad of emotions could be seen.

The exclusion of Cloud Concealment from the core was an immense humiliation. Everyone understood this. They had anticipated how Lin Xuan or Cloud Concealment would react, especially after his fame spread across the world.

They expected something spectacular but ended up with such a quiet resolution.

Some cultivators who enjoyed chaos loudly booed. If Lin Xuan truly possessed real talent, why would he accept such humiliation? He must be a fraud.

The chatter was loud and complex, but Lin Xuan’s divine sense could clearly hear it all.

"Klunk klunk."

The dragon surname youth clenched his teeth, even trembling uncontrollably: "Senior Brother... Junior Brother..."

"Do not worry, I understand," replied Lin Xuan calmly.

"Still..."

Before the dragon surname youth could continue, Yun Ruoyan pulled him back. "Brother Dragon, let Senior Lin take the lead."

The woman was meticulous; she knew from their shared experience that Lin Xuan wasn’t a coward. Back when they were at the Spirit Formation stage, he had faced the precious snake and even killed the Heavenly Primordial Ancestor in front of them.

Such audacity and courage!

It didn’t make sense for such a brave and resolute person to suddenly become timid now that he was at the Tribulation Transcending stage.

He must have other plans.

Seeing Yun Ruoyan’s look, the dragon surname youth felt a stir. Though they hadn’t seen each other in a long time, as fellow disciples for over a thousand years, his understanding of Lin Xuan far exceeded that of any other.

Junior Brother Lin was both wise and brave; he wasn’t a coward. Facing such humiliation with composure meant there must be plans and strategies behind it.

With this thought, the dragon surname youth calmed down and sat next to Lin Xuan.

His reaction drew numerous boos. The two senior elders of Cloud Concealment were portrayed as timid.

The reactions of the tribulation transcending old patriarchs in front varied. Some looked disdainful, believing that Lin Xuan was indeed a fraud. Others were slightly surprised, then lowered their heads to ponder.

Excluding Cloud Concealment was a joint decision. They had anticipated how it would react but found this situation too extreme.

Even if Lin Xuan hadn’t returned, there was no reason for such silent acceptance of humiliation.

After all, while high-end combat power might be lacking, Cloud Concealment’s overall strength had grown significantly over the years.

Moreover, their contributions to establishing the Immortal Dao Alliance justified a fight against exclusion. Yet, he did nothing, which wasn’t strange at all.

"Your Majesty, look..."

Besides the founding giants of the Immortal Dao Alliance, many important figures were present, such as the East Prosperity Immortal Emperor and his consort.

They all sat in the VIP section. While they claimed to be observers, their eyes were fixed on the position of alliance leader.

The Empress quietly used divine sense transmission; the two tribulation transcending old patriarchs understood Lin Xuan’s terrifying strength best.

Outside Nongyue City, despite their efforts, they couldn’t determine Lin Xuan's exact location. However, one thing was certain: he wasn’t a fraud.

His power was truly formidable.
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Otherwise, the Nine Holy Spirit Wine wouldn't have been utterly useless against him.

Such a powerful figure would not be too strange to bear humiliation silently and remain submissive?

That's why Empress Consort felt something was off.

"Do not ask me. I can’t see through this little fellow either," the Immortal Emperor Dongyu said with deliberate pauses, using the technique of transmitting sound into secrets. "But he is no lamp that doesn't burn. Those who insult others will be insulted in return. These old monsters want to give him a taste of his own medicine, but it's not wise; they might end up looking like fools."

The Empress Consort nodded lightly.

Since she couldn’t see through him, there was no need for further speculation. Just watch and wait.

As the river clambers fought over each other, the fisherman reaped the benefits.

For the major sects of the Immortal Dao Alliance to compete against each other was good news for them.

The Immortal Emperor and Empress remained silent as three figures appeared in the center of the square. A white jade platform stood out prominently amidst the crowd.

Two men and a woman.

On the left, an elderly man with a refined demeanor exuded an oppressive spiritual pressure. Beside him stood a tall and slender beauty whose aura was unpredictable.

The last one had green eyes and long ears—clearly from the demon race.

All three were at the peak of their cultivation stages, having passed through trials.

Wan妖宗, Hei Feng Valley, and the renowned Wan Xiao Immortal Palace.

"Cloud Crane High Elder!"

"And Black Phoenix Valley's Illusory Wind Fairy."

"The other one should be the Deputy Sect Master of Wan妖宗, that cunning Wolf Sovereign."

"By their presence, Cloud Concealment Sect is excluded."

"Hmph. What’s so special about this? Who cares if that Lin boy is as timid as a mouse? Since he's a fraud, he deserves some lessons and humiliation."

"Yes, who would have thought of such a coward. Truly laughable."

"And to think he was said to be sworn brothers with Great Dragon True Man. Who here dares to speak nonsense about the young man named Lin? With his timid appearance, does he deserve it?"

...

Amidst the cacophony of voices around them, many mocked and insulted Lin Xuan.

The three on the jade platform seemed smug as they walked forward, stopping side by side. The demon with long ears and green eyes bowed and said:

"Thank you for coming. We are who we are, no need to repeat ourselves. The Immortal Dao Alliance Conference is hosted by us. I believe there will be no objections."

But before he could finish, Lin Xuan coldly interrupted: "Hosting it? What are the three of you?"

His words were icy and disrespectful, causing the three to flare up with anger. How did this timid boy suddenly become so arrogant?
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"What did you say?"

The demon with long ears and green eyes glared, accustomed to being domineering as a Deputy Sect Master of Wan妖宗. When had he ever been treated so disrespectfully?

"I said, don't make a fool of yourselves."

Lin Xuan ignored him, his lips curled in mockery.

"You dare…"

The three exchanged looks and stepped forward simultaneously, their spiritual pressures surging toward Lin Xuan.

"Get out!"

But Lin Xuan was not in the mood for idle chatter. With a wave of his sleeves, his spirit awareness turned into an intangible entity that collided harshly with the three's spiritual pressures.

"Bad move, get out of the way!"

"Quickly leave."

"Be careful."

The three major sects' seats echoed with alarmed cries as three streaks of light shot up.

But it was too late.

"Ahh!"

A scream pierced the air. The three on the jade platform were hit like by a hammer, spitting blood and falling backward like kites cut loose.

Their speed was incredible; they flew across the entire square and crashed into the mountains behind.

Boom!

The sound of impact echoed.

Mountains crumbled into pieces, and the three lay motionless, their faces still streaming with blood.

...

Silence reigned supreme.

Countless cultivators witnessed this scene firsthand. Their expressions were a mix of shock, confusion, and disbelief.

Was this a dream?

They had said Lin Xuan was as timid as a mouse.

But in an instant, he seemed to challenge the three major sects simultaneously.

His words and actions were arrogant and domineering, treating Black Phoenix Valley and Wan妖宗 like nothing.

The most unbelievable part was that without even using his treasures, Lin Xuan actually struck them down with just one move.

At this moment, Cloud Crane High Elder, Illusory Wind Fairy, and Wolf Sovereign were unconscious!

These three were not ordinary cultivators; they were the leaders of their respective sects, powerful figures who had passed through trials. To be felled by a single strike was hard to believe unless seen with one's own eyes.

After all, reaching the realm of trial passage meant being at the pinnacle of the Three Realms, revered and admired by all. Each had endured countless hardships to reach this stage. Even if they were scattered immortals or demon kings, could they have achieved such a feat?

Silence is golden; one’s voice can be deafening.

Everyone thought Lin Xuan was a fraud, but his strength was beyond their comprehension.

Treating the three major sects as nothing—was he preparing to retaliate forcefully?

The leaders of the three major sects lay motionless. But soon, the three streaks of light dispersed.

As the light faded, three figures appeared before them.

Two men and a woman, but they looked entirely different from before.

On the left was an elderly man with a sickly appearance, his spiritual pressure barely perceptible, showing no signs of emotion.

But there was something dangerous about him that Lin Xuan couldn’t shake off.

Late-stage trial passage?

No, his power seemed completely different from that of a trial passage cultivator.

Beside him stood a tall and slender beauty with an elegant figure. Her face was beautiful, but what caught everyone’s attention were the two wings behind her, each several dozen feet long, creating a striking image.

The last one was towering at over three meters, his muscles like iron, resembling a giant. However, he had the head of a black bear.

His identity was clear—Sect Master of Wan妖宗, known as Black Bear King in the江湖.

Although these three were also trial passage cultivators and highly respected within their sects, they paled in comparison to them now.

As they sized each other up, their gaze towards Lin Xuan turned extremely ominous.

"Your Majesty, I didn’t see wrong. That sickly-looking old man must be the patriarch of Wan Xiao Immortal Palace!"

On the VIP seats, the woman from Dongyu Kingdom covered her face with her hand, looking shocked.
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Lin Xuan didn't know if he had overreacted, but the statement was delivered without the use of sound transmission technique. The words seemed to splash into a boiling oil pot as they were spoken.

The entire square instantly erupted with chatter and excitement.

"What? Wan Xiao Immortal, did I hear correctly? That must be one of the great figures who lived alongside Fairy Yu Tong and True Man Nai Long!"

"Indeed, he was very talented and advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcendence early on. But his impatience in cultivation led him to make a fatal mistake, falling during the Ascension Tribulation."

"Hmm, I've heard this story before. Many ancient texts record it as fact."

"But what 'fact'? It sounds like hearsay. If Wan Xiao Immortal fell, who would be here?"

"Ha! Only that woman could say such things; we can't know for sure." The other person's face was filled with disdain.

"Foolish, didn't you see her sitting beside Heavenly Emperor Dong Yu? A great Tribulation Transcender wouldn't speak so recklessly," the first speaker retorted angrily.

Both sides argued heatedly. This mysterious Wan Xiao Immortal overshadowed Lin Xuan for a time as he came from legend too—ancient powerhouses who had ascended and then died only to be resurrected, making for quite a legendary tale.

The two old monsters beside him also looked wary.

"Then you are the famous Wan Xiao Immortal. I apologize," said the black phoenix demoness with a graceful bow. But this greeting was anything but friendly—more of an inquiry or challenge.

"Immortal, no need to be so formal. I've long heard of your name. The Phoenix Clan is rare and powerful, each member possessing immense abilities. Did you say that your true form is a pure-blooded black phoenix? That would mean most True Spirits would bow to you," the robed old man said with a laugh.

He deflected attention away from himself onto her while discrediting her claims.

The black phoenix demoness was furious, unable to admit or deny anything. She stood there in silence as people continued their heated discussions around them.

"Is it really true? A Phoenix?"

"The Heavenly Phoenix is the king of all birds. Even a trace of its blood makes one formidable, far surpassing peers."

"Pure-blooded phoenix... that would mean most True Spirits must bow to you. The Black Phoenix Valley may be powerful, but I doubt they've reached such heights. Does this girl really have pure phoenix blood?"

"I don't know, but the Immortal Alliance meeting is truly remarkable with so many legendary figures present. Lin Xuan isn't weak either—his mental projection alone shattered three Tribulation Transcenders. His power rivals the top in all three realms. The great traditions of the Immortal Alliances are beyond belief. This trip was well worth it."

Lin Xuan, Wan Xiao Immortal, and the black phoenix demoness became the center of attention as the bear king was ignored.

Though a late-stage Tribulation Transcender too, his reputation and power fell far short compared to these three. The tension turned bizarre.

With a burst of green light, Lin Xuan flew over from afar.

Four powerful figures now stood in the air, facing each other.

"Friend Lin's actions were harsh. Just because you didn't agree with something, you beat our elder into unconsciousness. With域外天魔watching, isn't this making enemies out of friends?" said the black-robed woman, her words sharp.

"Hmph, I'll take my revenge on the fifteenth. Who made you think you could boss us around? A Phoenix? You're just as dangerous if you anger me."

Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed, still arrogant and domineering.

The surrounding cultivators were stunned. Even the young man with the dragon surname looked surprised at Lin Xuan's dramatic change in attitude.

A pure-blooded phoenix, even if not a True Spirit, was formidable. Yet Lin Xuan ignored it completely.

Too arrogant!

Surprise and shock spread across the black-robed woman's face as she changed expressions rapidly. But instead of getting angry under everyone's gaze, she bowed to Lin Xuan: "Friend, you are right to scold me. I made a mistake earlier. In cultivation, might makes right. I only heard rumors, so I don't know if Brother Lin has the true talent. Please forgive my rudeness."

...

Stunned!

Surprised!

Everyone was speechless as the black phoenix demoness's words echoed.

Was she really lowering her head to a mere mortal?

Lin Xiao, though powerful, didn't deserve such subservience from an exalted Phoenix. Was there a plot?

Emperor Dong Yu's eyes gleamed with understanding.

But Lin Xuan turned his head and Wan Xiao Immortal bowed as well: "My actions were inappropriate earlier. I apologize to you, friend."

Even this ancient cultivator...

Lin Xuan now had the upper hand, seemingly dominating everyone. But it was a feint—using the black phoenix demoness's submission to deflect attention.

Did Lin Xuan know?

He did.

But he didn't mind falling into their trap.

What if there was a plot?

To win the alliance leader, all obstacles must be removed. Whether by cunning or deceit, Lin Xuan would face them head-on for everyone's respect.

The two had ensnared him, but not just him. The bear king's anger boiled over as he was already annoyed to be ignored. Now his companions were also backing down, fueling his rage: "Rat! You're too cowardly!"

He spat at Lin Xuan with hatred in his eyes and demanded: "Did you kill a black bear monster a few days ago?"

"Black bear monster? So the demon sent that creature to follow me," said Lin Xuan coldly.

"You got my beloved grandson killed. I'll make sure to draw your soul and refine it for revenge."

The bear king's rage exploded as he hated Lin Xuan even more, vowing eternal enmity.
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Tension mounted!

For a moment, the atmosphere between the two seemed almost frozen.

A deep sense of murderous intent slowly spread out.

The Black Phoenix妖女 and Immortal Wan Xiao exchanged glances. A hint of satisfaction flashed in their eyes.

Feigning weakness was indeed effective; it would draw the big bear into the fray to test the boy's mettle.

Regardless of who emerged victorious, they could sit back and enjoy the spoils as spectators.

"Boy Lin, if you surrender now, you'll suffer less. But once I have you in my grasp, I will extract your soul."

The roar of the Bear King echoed in his ears, filled with boundless fury.

"Fool!"

Lin Xuan's expression remained cold.

"What did you say?"

"I said that you are being used as a pawn and yet you're unaware. Such a fool, how could you have reached the late-stage Tribulation Transcendence without realizing it."

Lin Xuan's words were clearly aimed at the other two old monsters whose plans had been uncovered by him.

The Black Phoenix妖女 and Immortal Wan Xiao both frowned, recognizing that while the Bear King was a simpleton, this young Lin was quick-witted. He had seen through their trap and still walked into it with confidence.

Their eyes showed concern...

But soon, they became indifferent again.

Worrying now would be futile; let him face off against the Bear King first, then decide what to do next.

On the other side, after hearing Lin Xuan's advice, the Bear King did not change his mind but grew even more enraged. "Little guy, talking big won't impress me. Are you daring enough to fight?"

"Fight?" Lin Xuan remained calm. "Do you know a saying? A friend in need is a friend indeed."

"What saying?"

The Bear King's face showed surprise.

"Do not make trouble if you do not want to suffer."

Lin Xuan's words dripped with sarcasm as he spoke slowly, his lips curled in contempt: "Think you're so special. If you insist on dying, I'll be happy to send you off."

"You..."

The Bear King could no longer contain himself and lunged at Lin Xuan.

They were only a hundred paces apart.

Before they knew it, the Bear King had charged forward.

Lin Xuan's reaction was too slow; he could not dodge in time. With a deafening boom, the entire void trembled.

Gale-force winds spread out, the terrifying aftermath like a tidal wave of fury.

Wherever it swept over, the air turned icy. Fortunately, those nearby were all high-ranking cultivators with reputations to uphold. Otherwise, even minor injuries from this impact could send their souls flying.

But this was only the beginning...

Thus, the spectators on the square instinctively retreated further away.

Such a grand battle; while witnessing it had its benefits, risking one's life for such an event would be foolish.

The vast square became eerily empty.

Only about a hundred remained to watch.

These were either powerful lords or leaders of major factions. Each was formidable in their own right and dared to stay close.

After all, such battles inevitably disrupted the natural flow of cosmic energy, making it difficult for even the most perceptive minds to discern what was happening.

Staying closer allowed them a better view.

In高手 duels, every millimeter counted. Some subtle techniques were fleeting; standing too far away might miss out on crucial details.

However, staying here also showed their confidence in their own abilities, believing they could withstand any residual effects.

The Dragon youth and Yun Ruo Yan naturally stayed as well.

Their faces showed worry despite knowing Lin Xuan's strength.

Though they knew he was formidable, the Bear King was no less renowned. Clearly, this was a fight to the death; how could they not be concerned?

Before their thoughts were fully formed,

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed. Lin Xuan and the Bear King had separated, standing about thirty paces apart, facing each other again.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged, showing no emotion. His clothes were still spotless, but he did not summon any法宝 (spiritual artifacts).

In contrast, the Bear King stumbled slightly as he retreated, his face filled with incredulous fury. He bellowed hoarsely: "No... impossible. You're just a human cultivator; how could your body reach such a level?"

The clash earlier had been too sudden for most to see clearly.

Only the two combatants knew what happened.

Lin Xuan kept a low profile, but his goal was to become the Alliance Lord. He saw no need to hide his strength. Hearing that this Bear King's physical prowess was unparalleled in Nael Dragon World, Lin Xuan relished the challenge and decided not to use any defensive artifacts. Instead, he engaged in a brutal exchange with bare fists.

The result was a near-even match, but Lin Xuan had the upper hand. This puzzled the Bear King greatly.

While other techniques were beyond his scope, he was well-versed in body cultivation.

Humans, demons, even true spirits—few could stand up to him in close combat.

That claw strike hadn't used all its power, yet it was still formidable enough to be deflected by Lin Xuan's bare fists.

Was this real? Despite the vivid memory and direct experience, the Bear King felt a surreal sense of disbelief.

Even Nael Dragon Immortal would struggle to match him under these circumstances.

Could this young Lin also be a demon, just hiding his true nature?

Amidst his astonishment, he couldn't help but speculate. Many of these speculations were absurd.

"Still think you can win after one strike? Friend," Lin Xuan's voice was icy and mocking.

"Youngster, don't get too cocky."

The Bear King roared in anger, unable to bear such humiliation. His face darkened as he raised his giant paw and struck again at Lin Xuan.

With a tearing sound, countless wind blades appeared, converging into a white tornado that swept towards Lin Xuan with terrifying force.

"Stop the car!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled in derision, showing no signs of fear or concern. (To be continued...)
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Facing the fierce power of the hurricane, Lin Xuan merely raised his right hand and lightly shook his sleeve towards the front.

As he moved, a clear ringing sound entered his ears. With his action, a flicker of light appeared, and a large patch of greenish light emerged from between his sleeves as if swimming out.

Following this, it flickered slightly before transforming into a gigantic qilin.

Then, that qilin became hazy for a moment as its mouth opened wide, expelling black shockwaves from its maw.

Circle after circle, the void seemed to have been transformed into a small lake with stones thrown in.

"Space Law!"

"Hmm, no, this qilin shadow doesn't seem like just an empty show."

...

The spectators on the square were all astonished. They could see through some of it.

Could this Lin youngster be from one of the true spirit clans and possess qilin blood?

They privately speculated.

But soon they found something amiss.

While there were many true spirit clans,

and several had inherited qilin bloodlines, none were named Lin.

Could he have hidden his identity? But why would he do that?

Various speculations swirled around them, becoming so diverse as to be almost endless.

The two combatants paid no mind. Seeing their techniques broken by Lin Xuan again, the black bear's face turned completely ugly. If it was a coincidence during the first attack, this time there could be no doubt about his true abilities.

He had been too careless!

This youngster indeed wasn't just an empty show.

The two old monsters had withdrawn in sequence to feign weakness, but that was merely a diversionary tactic.

After all, the black bear king wasn't a simple and foolish cultivator. He now understood what was happening.

But knowing it didn’t matter; he was already trapped on this tiger’s back. Having publicly declared his ambitions before so many people, if he showed weakness, not only would he fail to win the alliance leader position but also risk becoming a laughingstock of the Three Realms.

A man could be killed, but not disgraced.

He naturally wouldn’t do such a face-losing thing.

Since he had already tested Lin Xuan’s strength, ordinary cultivation techniques were no longer useful for him.

Better to hide his weaknesses than embarrass himself.

To defeat this child, only the secret technique hidden in his sleeve would suffice.

With these thoughts in mind, the black bear king's expression became even more ferocious.

Having made up his mind, he opened his mouth and spat out a ball of dark blood that flashed through the air. With a loud "bang," the blood burst open, revealing a flash of light. Each symbol was incredibly complex, roughly the size of a fist, with an absurd number in total. Lin Xuan roughly counted over ninety.

These symbols shot back to his body and clearly displayed on his skin.

A strange glow filled the area as he was enveloped by a bizarre demonic wind.

With a piercing roar, his body suddenly grew hundreds of times larger than before.

He transformed into a towering figure several hundred feet tall.

Two heads sprouted from his shoulders, and he had six arms in total.

Three heads and six arms.

At first glance, he resembled an ancient demon, but the aura was far superior to that of any ancient demon. His fangs were exposed, exuding a fierce and arrogant presence.

Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly.

While it looked like a giant transformation technique from afar, it was merely superficial.

They say that beneath a great name lies no empty man. This black bear king wasn't someone who would deceive the world or cheat others.
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What he was performing was a secret technique passed down from the ancient times, with an exact name unknown even to Lin Xuan himself. The classics only vaguely described it, making it very obscure.

It was said that mastering this divine art required stringent conditions.

Firstly, one must possess extraordinary talent and master the Law of Strength to perfection.

Secondly, one had to be a member of the妖族and preferably have blood ties with ancient beasts, as their innate abilities could enhance strength.

Few cultivators met these criteria, let alone those who could actually achieve this divine art. Each was a towering figure in history.

Was the black bear king among them?

...

Lin Xuan silently pondered but showed no surprise or shock on his face.

An ancient secret technique? So what?

After facing countless powerful opponents over the years, compared to these great beings, the black bear king was merely a small fry seeing a big fish.

Lin Xuan had confidence in defeating him cleanly and decisively. After all, this black bear king was just a simple-minded creature with more formidable old monsters watching his back.

...

As they say, it's easy to dodge an open arrow but hard to guard against hidden darts.

Although the Black Phoenix Demon King and Wan Xia Immortal Lord had feigned weakness, in reality, they were far more difficult to deal with than the black bear king.

This challenge was merely a palate cleanser. If he could win cleanly, it would also serve as a warning to others.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's face exuded a sharp killing intent.

Roar!

At this moment, a thunderous roar echoed in his ears. The black bear raised its head and opened its blood-red maw, expelling three globs of thick demonic energy from each of its three heads.

The demonic energy was dense, with rapid shadows flickering inside as if they were encasing some strange weapon.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he saw the black bear king’s six arms reaching towards these energy globules.

With a roar, he indeed retrieved three magical treasures: a wolf tooth staff, a huge mace, and a double-edged battle axe.

Each of these items emitted cold light.

Though not comparable to先天灵宝, they were top-tier in the玄天 treasure category.

And all were heavy weapons, over a hundred feet long, giving an overwhelming sense of pressure.

"Can you, Lin youngster, also transform into three heads and six arms for this king to see?"

A boastful laugh filled his ears as the black bear king swung his six arms like lightning, slamming them towards Lin Xuan.

Instantly, gales arose. At Lin Xuan's head, space rumbled, with axe and staff shadows appearing above him, transforming into mountain-sized giants rushing toward him.

The momentum was fierce!

Lin Xuan seemed to have nowhere to hide.

However, his face remained unperturbed.

He raised his right hand and pointed forward.

His entire body moved without a hint of flamboyance, emitting no trace of spiritual pressure. Yet an incredible scene unfolded.

Those axe and staff shadows, just three feet from Lin Xuan's head, suddenly vanished mysteriously.

As if they had never appeared, they were effortlessly neutralized by Lin Xuan.

How was that possible?

The black bear king stared in astonishment, as did the cultivators on the square. The faces of several top-tier experts were filled with disbelief.
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Domain!

Strong Domain cultivators!

How old is this Lin Xuan?

It's truly enviable and jealousy-inducing.

After all, most cultivators at the late Tribulation Transcending stage would struggle to even touch a domain.

As the ancients said, "Competition can make one feel humiliated."

Black Phoenix Devil Lady and Ten Thousand Xia Immortal Lord exchanged glances; their expressions were not pleasant.

The Black Bear King's expression became even more serious.

But Lin Xuan had no interest in waiting for them to ponder things slowly. A sneer appeared on his lips as he clutched his hands, emitting a layer of greenish light like crystal. Behind him, golden radiance suddenly flickered.

Then, a massive shadow appeared in his vision.

Standing over seven or eight zhang tall, it had nine heads and eighteen arms, with features eerily similar to Lin Xuan's.

"Secret Art of Dharma Form!"

On the square, exclamations echoed continuously.

Those who remained nearby were mostly experienced cultivators.

Dharma Form divine abilities weren't particularly rare for them. However, what Lin Xuan was performing had too many unique aspects.

Especially for Ten Thousand Xia Immortal Lord, he frowned in deep thought. The nine heads and eighteen arms looked increasingly familiar, but he couldn't recall it at all.

Sure enough, this Lin Xuan is truly unfathomable.

Reluctantly, they both concluded that much in their hearts.

...

With his current power, the Nine Heavens Divine Net Dharma Form almost seemed实体. Hearing a loud laugh, golden whirlwinds suddenly swirled around the Dharma Form's body.紧接着，梵唱声大作，此法相也在瞬间变大增高。

化为一座小山般的庞然巨物。从体型来说，一点也不比黑熊王逊色，甚至更胜一筹。

黑熊王的脸色变得越发难看：“你究竟意欲如何？”

“怎么，还不懂阁下的智商吗？果然令人堪忧。”林轩嘴角满是讽刺：“就你，还不配与我动手。对付你，这个法相就够了。”

“什么？”

黑熊王瞪大了眼睛，几乎以为自己听错了。

见过嚣张的 cultivators，没见过谁嚣张到如此地步。

视自己为无物。

区区一个法相就想对付自己？

黑熊王愤恨之余，也不由怒极反笑：“好。好，本王踏上修仙之路以来，还没有见过你这么嚣张的cultivator。既然不知死活，那我就送你去阴曹地府。”

话音刚落，黑熊王深深吸了一口气，随后仰起头颅，三张血盆大口全部一张而开，惊人的嘶吼声如滚雷般从里面传了出来。

伴随着吼叫声，他身前虚空一阵模糊，竟形成一层厚厚的半透明真空光罩。接着那光罩往他身上一落，化为无数个符文大小的黝黑色头颅。

如百川入海，全部没入了黑熊王的身体里。

随后一层古朴造型的铠甲在他的身体表面浮现出来。此铠甲隐隐透露出蛮荒之气，而黑熊王散发出的灵压竟然增加了两成之多。

林轩脸上也不由露出意外之色：对方的法宝秘术还真不可小觑。

“小子，我要将你抽魂炼魄！”

黑熊王一声大喝，骨骼爆裂的声音传入耳朵。六条手臂举起重锤大斧，对着林轩一阵挥落。

破空声一响，数十道斧芒棒影几乎遮住了整个天空，带着摧枯拉朽之势向林轩扫来。

行家一伸手，就知有没有。这黑熊王对力量法则的领悟确实有过人之处，这一番攻击便是普通的领域强者也未必能接下。

这不是胡言乱语。虽说我的领域我做主，五行相生相克，但若对方的力量太过强大，想要改变某种法则也不是那么容易的。

这就如同水能灭火，但火一样能够将水蒸干的道理一样。

...

所有人都为之动容。唯有林轩依旧一动不动。

吼！

他身前丈许处一阵模糊，那金身法相飒然浮现而出。

面对这狂风暴雨般的攻击，却不见丝毫惧意。十八条手臂舞动间，无数宝光浮现，刀芒、剑气交织，其中还夹杂着各种颜色的闪电与雷火，让人眼花缭乱到极点。

声势丝毫不比黑熊王逊色，乍一看去就像天劫降临。

轰隆隆的巨响传入耳朵，双方顿时狠狠地激撞在一起。那场景难以言述，用天崩地裂来形容一点也不夸张。

虚空在顷刻之间就被撕扯得七零八落。

“嘭嘭嘭！”

巨响声传来，几道狼牙棒影将身前的雷火突破，一个瞬移就来到金身法相面前。

黑熊王脸上闪过一丝得意之色。区区法相怎么可能真与自己匹敌？

林小子将此神通修炼到如此地步，想必是心神相连的。若能将其重创，作为施术者也非大伤元气不可。

良机不容错过，他的脸上已闪过一丝凶残的笑容。

抬头望去，却诧然发现林轩脸上的神色依旧平静至极。

负手而立！

如此激烈的战斗，他竟像一个旁观者，任凭法相与对手厮杀，自己却袖手旁观。

黑熊王诧异之余，自尊心更是受到了侮辱：“好，我倒要看你能够嚣张到什么地步。”

怨毒的声音传来，那几道狼牙棒影变得越发可怖，已凝厚到如有实质的地步。虚空在它面前如纸糊一般，被轻易砸破。
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Lin Xuan's situation was suddenly perilous.

However, he remained motionless on the spot.

Instead, the Nine Heavens Divine Net stepped forward and made a move with his hand.

Roar!

The roar entered Lin Xuan’s ears.

He saw that the figure of the Law manifested eighteen arms all swinging at once, actually throwing their weapons to other places.

Then, nine of those arms converged in the middle.

Golden light surged.

They miraculously intertwined together.

Suddenly, a fierce wind swept through the sky. Golden spiritual light also surged, blindingly bright, and an extremely powerful spiritual pressure rolled out from within.

Everyone couldn’t help widening their eyes.

Then, space violently fluctuated as golden light dispersed, revealing a huge talon.

It was over a hundred zhang in size, radiating golden luster like glass. The five claws were peculiar in shape, sharp as knives.

Even the sound of a dragon’s roar could be faintly heard.

"This is..."

Wan Xiaoxian, the Immortal King, widened his eyes. As an immortal cultivator passed down from ancient times, he had the broadest knowledge. His expression turned incredulous.

"Did I not see correctly? True Dragon's Claw!"

Just now, he was still doubting that Lin Xuan came from a genuine spirit lineage, but now he actually performed one of the most powerful transformations among true spirits—the True Dragon Bloodline!

Impossible.

In all three realms and throughout history, there had never been any mention of a true dragon lineage.

So, only one possibility remained.

This person must have once refined true dragon essence blood.

Not to mention how rare such blood was, even refining it would be immensely difficult.

Sure enough, this Lin boy proved to be no ordinary individual.

Wan Xiaoxian’s face showed not the slightest trace of contempt. Instead, he now only felt dread.

Rumbling echoed in his ears.

The True Dragon's Claw indeed had an extraordinary presence.

As soon as it appeared, it pressed down on Lin Xuan’s head. In the next moment, it collided with several fierce rod shadows.

Bang!

A void collapsed!

Storms of energy spread from the collision, tearing through various laws and principles like paper. The wolf-tooth rod shadows became blurry and quickly vanished.

Clearly, a winner had emerged.

But Lin Xuan was far from satisfied. The True Dragon's Claw blurred again and instantly disappeared.

"Bad news!"

The Black Bear King was alarmed. Although he wasn’t known for his intelligence, having reached such a stage of cultivation meant he wasn’t truly foolish. After countless battles over the long years, he knew danger well.

Seeing this situation, how could he not realize his peril?

Unable to dodge, a sinister expression flashed across his face.

Six arms danced together.

Heavy hammers and battle axes, wolf-tooth rods all made a fierce wind as they smashed down on the True Dragon's Claw.

This wasn’t just an illusion; it was actual treasures.

The opponent clearly had no reservations. This strike left nothing to spare.

Bang!

Thunderous sounds echoed.

Colliding with each other, five-colored light flared up and the void collapsed.

No clear winner!

The Black Bear King used all his strength to finally resist the True Dragon's Claw.

At the point of collision, ripples of power spread out in circles.

While this bear monster excelled at force principles, a golden dragon’s strength among true spirits was also commendable. Thus, they were evenly matched.

But the battle wasn’t over yet.

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a mocking smile.

The other nine arms of the Golden Body Figure intertwined again.

This time, gray light surged.

Then, a huge gray ape with exposed fangs appeared.

Thirty zhang tall, it exuded an intimidating aura that made people shudder.

"Mountain Ape!"

On the square, another gasp echoed.

Prince Dongyu’s face was filled with shock: "This Lin boy has refined so many treasures. True spirit blood is not easily obtained."

"Not just difficult,"

The beautiful woman in courtly attire also had a similar expression: "Even if one obtains true spirit blood, it isn’t easy to refine. To say nothing of the fact that even if successfully refined, imitating true spirit divine powers is extremely rare."

"Your Majesty’s words are correct. Moreover, imitating his figure of law—this…" Prince Dongyu hesitated, his face showing extreme disappointment as he couldn’t continue.

"How can it be? Has Your Majesty given up?"

His wife had been by his side for years and understood her husband’s intentions well.

"Otherwise, what else could we do? His divine powers are far beyond yours and mine. Just a figure of law is already so outrageous; imagine the power of his true form," Prince Dongyu’s face showed a lackluster expression. He had come with great ambitions to seize the leader position in the Immortal Dao Alliance but found countless powerful opponents.

Lin Xuan didn’t speak.

He had no confidence in defeating both the Black Phoenix Demon King and Wan Xiaoxian, the Immortal King.

One must know their limits.

Since there was no chance of becoming the alliance leader, it was better to concede early rather than suffer humiliation.

"How should Your Majesty proceed?" The empress pondered before speaking: "Do you think Lin Xuan is worth watching? After all, Wan Xiaoxian has a renowned reputation and excels among domain experts. Although Lin Xiaoer is formidable, he may not be able to defeat him."

"Hmm, your words have some merit. Since he hasn’t yet defeated the Black Bear King, let’s wait and see before making a decision," Prince Dongyu said.

Meanwhile, many of the old monsters on the square were using sound transmission techniques.

Lin Xuan’s impact was truly extraordinary.

Seeing was better than hearing much more so. Such divine powers, even if not as powerful as the True Dragon, wouldn’t be vastly different. Since such a formidable figure appeared, their strategies naturally needed to change.

The young man with the surname Long’s face was filled with joy.

Although he knew Lin Xiaoer was formidable, he never imagined it would reach this level—just one figure of law had already defeated the Black Bear King in a lopsided manner.

Yun Ruoyan’s expression mirrored his. If Lin Xuan could become the alliance leader, it would be greatly beneficial to the Yun family.

...

The reactions of the spectators were not discussed for now, but as participants, the Black Bear King’s face was already dark with gloom.

His mouth tasted bitter.

He never dreamed this Lin boy would be so formidable.

He wanted to concede but had just boasted too much earlier. Now, he was in a bind and couldn’t change his words.

Otherwise, being ridiculed by all three realms wouldn’t be pleasant. People would point fingers wherever he went.

As for avenging his grandson, he didn’t dare think about it now.

Damn it, I should have been more cautious.

The Black Bear King sighed inwardly but was too late to regret it.

Lin Xuan still stood aside with his arms crossed, but the nine arms of the Golden Body Figure intertwined and transformed into a Mountain Ape. (To be continued…)
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The giant ape, now towering even more after clenching its fists against its chest, roared loudly. Two massive fists swung up and down with a deafening roar, sending waves of gray force surging out.

These forces formed vortexes, releasing immense power and法则. In an instant, the black bear king was engulfed by this chaos.

A series of loud thuds filled the air, interspersed with the bear’s agonized howls.

Lin Xuan could now declare himself the victor without any doubt.

The scene struck the ordinary cultivators as unremarkable, but the old, powerful figures present had grim expressions. They hadn’t expected Lin Xuan to rely solely on his manifestation and defeat the black bear king.

Such power was truly terrifying; he was undoubtedly a peerless figure in the Three Realms, perhaps even on par with Master Naelong.

Many were already considering their retreat. While the position of Alliance Lord was tempting, the cost of antagonizing such a powerful entity seemed too high.

"Your Majesty, have you made your decision?"

The elegantly dressed woman whispered.

"I know what’s in my heart; why ask me further?"

Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor's face showed a hint of resignation as he spoke.

"It is a pity. I had thought Your Majesty could claim this position. But this person has interfered, and now we have Lin."

"Your Highness is correct. Since we cannot defeat him, it’s the wisest choice to ally with him. After all, the域外天魔 are formidable; without banding together, Eastern Prosperity couldn’t remain a paradise," the woman continued, her voice filled with comfort.

"Your Majesty need not be disheartened. While failing as Alliance Lord is regrettable, misfortunes may turn into blessings. Being an Alliance Lord isn't always beneficial—great power attracts great enemies."

Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor chuckled, his expression more animated than before.

In contrast, the Black Phoenix妖女’s face was dark and conflicted, her expression shifting constantly as she struggled with a decision.

Although this woman was indeed the化身 of a celestial phoenix, her cultivation in qi gathering was still lacking.

Meanwhile, Wan Xiao Immortal Lord remained calm, his expression giving no hint of his inner thoughts.

This old monster had been famous since ancient times; his strength and reputation rivaled those of scattered immortals and demon kings. His audacity to attempt the飞升劫 was understandable given such a background.

Though he failed, he wasn’t struck down by lightning or fire.

Such experiences were unique in the Three Realms, making him unimpressed by this spectacle.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed as a colorful aura enveloped the space before them. A gray hurricane appeared and transformed into a massive vortex.

The hurricane was over ten zhang wide, bottomless, with thunderous sounds inside. A black object was thrown out, landing heavily; had it not been for the special禁制 protecting the square, a large crater would have formed.

The wounded black bear king lay before them, having returned to his normal size. His body bore nearly a hundred wounds of varying depths, many deep enough to see bone. While not on the brink of death, his condition was dire indeed.

Boom!

Another loud noise as the golden manifestation appeared.

Its surface was less radiant but still formidable. Nine heads with varied expressions and eighteen arms fully restored, each hand extended, and the eighteen weapons—sword, spear, halberd—flew back.

A flurry of movements followed, ready to unleash their full power.

"Friend, stop! I yield!"

The black bear king, on his last breath, admitted defeat.

Lin Xuan’s cold voice echoed: "You admit defeat, but why should I spare you?"

"You said earlier that you would extract my soul and refine it to avenge your grandson's death."

"That is true," the black bear king stammered.

"I was too hasty. Please forgive me, and let bygones be bygones. As for the revenge of your grandson, with your power, I dare not seek such humiliation. From now on, this matter will be settled. At our level, fighting over a mere descendant is unworthy."

He added, fearing Lin Xuan might still insist on his death: "In truth, we have no grudge between us. With the域外天魔 so powerful, you wouldn’t really do something that would hurt both sides, would you?"

Lin Xuan remained silent, amused.

The black bear king’s face was a picture of displeasure but had to bow to reality.

"Tell me what it takes for you to spare me," he said with a bitter smile.

"It's simple. Sign a soul oath with me," Lin Xuan replied coolly, his lips curled in satisfaction. (To be continued...)
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However, when the Black Bear King heard this, he was instantly furious and roared: "What, a divine soul pact? Lin Xiao, don't overstep your bounds. A man is killed with one blow to the head. The Black Bear swears not to disgrace himself even if I must die!"

It's no wonder his reaction was so extreme.

A divine soul pact delves deep into the three souls and seven spirits; even those who have passed through late-stage tribulation cannot escape its constraints. If he were to truly do this, wouldn't he become Lin Xuan's servant for eternity?

As a dominant ruler, he couldn't accept such terms under any circumstances.

Better to die with dignity!

This wasn't just empty talk. If Lin Xuan insisted on doing so, he would rather fight to the death.

"Friend, don't be in such a rush. I'm not unreasonable. This divine soul pact is only for ten thousand years, and I promise that I will never command you to do anything beyond your abilities."

"Is that so..."

Hearing Lin Xuan's words, the Black Bear King's expression softened considerably.

Ten thousand years might seem long, but for beings of their level, it was merely a blink of an eye. Moreover, Lin Xuan's promise ensured he wouldn't be used as cannon fodder; as long as his life was safe, such conditions were acceptable.

When one is under someone else's roof, one must bow down!

"Very well, I accept your terms."

"Since that's the case, let's sign this contract here!"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of satisfaction. As they say, better to be cautious; it was time to hammer out an agreement.

"Agreed!"

Given the situation, the Black Bear King had no choice but to obediently release a thread of his soul and sign the pact with Lin Xuan.

From now on, he would obey Lin Xuan's commands for the next ten thousand years.

For Lin Xuan, having one less enemy and gaining an ally was undoubtedly beneficial.

...

This scene fell upon the eyes of many cultivators. Their hearts were filled with a myriad of emotions—envy, jealousy, fear, and sympathy.

While they couldn't help but envy and feel jealous, some also showed signs of cowardice and fear. Many felt empathy for the Black Bear King's predicament; no one wanted to end up like him, having lost more than gained.

Their gaze towards Lin Xuan was now devoid of any previous contempt, replaced by profound respect.

In the cultivation world, strength was supreme.

Many had heard stories about Lin Xuan before but few had witnessed his true power. Now they finally got a chance to see it, and realized that his abilities far exceeded what was rumored.

Perhaps he was already on par with Great Sage Daliang.

Who would dare compete against him?

The leader of the Heavenly Dao Alliance seemed destined to belong to Lin Xuan.

All the cultivators present thought this way. The young man with the Dragon surname was particularly elated.

How impressive!

Lin Xiao had mentioned that his current abilities almost rivaled those of a scattered immortal or demon king, and he had always suspected it might be an exaggeration. Now, it seemed he hadn't been lying at all.

He could only admire Lin Xuan even more. Discovering him and bringing him to the Cloud Concealment Sect was undoubtedly one of the wisest decisions they ever made in their lives.

With his mind racing, the young man with the Dragon surname flashed past and stood beside Lin Xuan.

A light cough followed by a smile echoed across the square: "This Celestial Alliance Conference is meant to elect its leader. I won't waste any more words. The leader should be one who can truly lead us against the域外天魔."

"Lin Xiao's talents and virtues are beyond reproach; he has the support of many. Let him serve as the leader of the Heavenly Dao Alliance. Who among you would disagree?"

The young man with the Dragon surname looked particularly spirited at this moment.

He wasn't just showing off his power; he was genuinely happy.

Given the current situation, Lin Xuan's ascension to the leadership position seemed almost certain.

And once he became the leader, it would be immensely beneficial for the Cloud Concealment Sect.

His voice carried far and wide. The square fell silent.

After a few moments, someone responded: "The Black Bear supports Lin Daoist as the alliance leader."

It was the Black Bear King!

Although he hated Lin Xuan to the core, because of the divine soul pact, he had no choice but to obey him now. Naturally, he would have to declare his support.

Everyone understood this logic, but the Beast Sect was indeed a major power in the Daliang Realm. Regardless of whether the Black Bear King's support for Lin Xuan was genuine or not, having his backing significantly increased Lin Xuan's chances of becoming the leader.

This boy is too cunning.

No wonder he had to sign a pact with the Black Bear King; it seemed he had already calculated this far.

The cultivators were more wary and respectful of Lin Xuan.

Before their thoughts could fully form, a spiritual light appeared before them.

After a moment, the light faded, revealing a graceful woman who knelt before Lin Xuan: "My name is Yun Ruo Yan. On behalf of the Yun family, I pledge to serve Lin Senior as the leader of the Celestial Alliance."

"Yun Family, the Cloud Garden County Yun family?"

"This girl's words mean that the Yun family also wishes to join the Heavenly Dao Alliance."

...

Instantly, murmurs filled the air again. The Cloud Garden County Yun family might not match the Beast Sect in power but was still a significant force in the Daliang Realm.

With her support, Lin Xuan's chances of becoming leader were even greater.

However, this wasn't the end of it.

A solemn voice entered their ears: "Lin Daoist is both talented and virtuous. His appointment as leader is something I can wholeheartedly agree with."

Though soft-spoken, everyone could hear clearly.

Everyone turned to look and was surprised to find that the speaker was none other than the Emperor of Dongyu and his consort.

Everyone was stunned.

Even he had been convinced by Lin Xuan.

It was well-known that the Emperor of Dongyu, though reclusive, was a long-lived monster from ancient times with incomprehensible power. The Dongyu nation also boasted many powerful figures, their strength not inferior to any of the top powers in the Daliang Realm.

The Emperor of Dongyu's presence here meant he intended to contest for leadership.

And it couldn't be denied that he was a strong contender.

No one expected him to suddenly support Lin Xuan now.

What did this mean? Anyone with a bit of sense understood.

Was the大局 already decided?

Many people pondered this in their minds. Given the current momentum, there seemed to be no one left who could challenge the rising star that was Lin Xuan.

"Junior Vast Sword Sect's sect master Xiao Song represents our sect and expresses willingness to join the alliance and support Lin Senior as its leader."

A hearty voice echoed, spoken by an elderly man with a beard.

The other cultivators couldn't help but feel tempted. They had come here ostensibly to observe, but were also waiting for the right moment to join the alliance. After all, facing the powerful域外天魔, not joining the Heavenly Dao Alliance meant certain defeat.

Thus, they were willing to support whoever became leader in hopes that their sect would be favored once they joined.
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This was only natural, after all. With the Outer Heaven Demons invading the Three Realms, forming alliances for mutual support wasn't necessarily the best choice, but it was hard to think of any other options.

Since Lin Xuan wanted to be the leader, why not seize this opportunity and offer something in return?

The thought flashed through his mind as the leaders from the other sects and families also expressed their willingness.

"Jin Ge Sect is willing to join the alliance and honor Senior Lin as the leader."

"Xue Jing Gang is also willing to join the Heavenly Dao Alliance, following Senior Lin's lead."

"Tian Sha Sect..."

...

The voices of support rose and fell. In a short while, over fifty sects declared their willingness to join and back Lin Xuan.

Black Phoenix Devil Woman's face was extremely displeased. She had originally aimed for the position of leader herself.

But human plans don't always align with heaven's. Who would have thought that Lin Xuan, this interloper, would disrupt her carefully laid plans?

What should she do now?

Giving up felt like a bitter pill to swallow.

Yet competing against Lin Xuan was too risky.

She had witnessed the defeat of Black Bear King firsthand and was greatly shaken by his prowess.

Just the manifestation of Dharma...

Black Phoenix Devil Woman asked herself, with her strength, defeating that clumsy bear from Ten Thousand Demons Sect wouldn't be difficult, but she could never achieve such a clean victory as Lin Xuan.

The most unbelievable part was that after this great battle, he still couldn't fully grasp Lin Xuan's power. It was unfathomable!

If they were to fight, she would have no chance and might end up disgracing herself.

Of course, there was some possibility.

But the thought of Black Bear King's fate made her hesitate.

After all, losing both the battle and the war was a result she couldn't accept.

Could she just endure?

...

Black Phoenix Devil Woman's heart was filled with不甘 (reluctance), but in the end, she had no choice but to give up.

After all, at her level of strength, she wouldn't do anything rash or emotional.

As time passed, more and more sects expressed their support for Lin Xuan. It seemed that his ascension as leader of the Immortal Dao Alliance posed no obstacle.

The young man with the dragon surname's face was filled with joy.

Although there had been some setbacks, he had finally achieved his goal.

Thinking about his experiences over these few months made him feel like it was all a dream.

Without Lin Apprentice Brother, Cloud Concealment Sect was as pitiful as a chicken without feathers. But once Lin Xuan returned to the sect, it became formidable and no one dared to bully them. The stark contrast left the young man with a myriad of emotions he couldn't express.

"Since there are no objections, let Apprentice Brother Lin take on the position of leader of the Immortal Dao Alliance..." the young man declared happily.

"Wait!"

Just as everything seemed to be falling into place, an unexpected twist occurred.

The opposition was small, but everyone in the room could clearly hear it.

The young man with the dragon surname was furious. But when he turned around, his anger dissipated. Speaking was a frail old man in gray robes.

Thin and weak, no trace of spiritual pressure emanated from him, making him look like an ordinary mortal on the brink of death.

...

However, Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed slightly as he revealed a hint of trepidation.

At his level, judging people wasn't just about surface appearances. As the founding ancestor of this sect, Wan Xiao Immortal had once been immensely famous—almost rivaling Loose Immortals and Demon Kings.

Although he failed to transcend the heavens due to severe injuries and hadn't been heard from in years, as long as he hadn't fallen, it meant he possessed extraordinary abilities. After so many years, who knew if his injuries were fully healed or if his strength had even surpassed its former self?

These possibilities existed.

In short, while Wan Xiao Immortal didn't show himself, his strength far exceeded that of the Black Bear King and was on a completely different level.

While Dong Yu Immortal Emperor's title included "Immortal," it was more about putting gold on his face.

...

Wan Xiao Immortal, though not exactly living up to his name, had indeed once transcended the heavens.

At the Peach Blossom Banquet, Lin Xuan had seen countless great powers. His judgment of people no longer relied solely on spiritual pressure and aura.

Those were merely superficialities.

Looking at Wan Xiao Immortal, although extremely weak, Lin Xuan felt that he was far more dangerous than the Treasure Snake Saint Ancestor. Although he couldn't match Rain桐仙子 or Ice Soul, he certainly wasn't a common top-tier powerhouse.

Based on his observation of their battle and his desire to compete for the leadership, Wan Xiao Immortal seemed confident in his strength.

His mind racing, Lin Xuan's expression grew more serious.

But he was not afraid.

He slowly turned his head, his gaze sweeping over him: "So, do you also want this leadership?"

"What leadership? Such mundane matters are already beyond my interest."

Wan Xiao Immortal spoke, but his voice was hoarse to the extreme, making it uncomfortable just to hear. It seemed to contain some strange magical power: "Since a group of junior disciples invited me out, if I return empty-handed, how can I face the sect headquarters? Thus, I must use this old body to test your skills."

"Very well."

Lin Xuan's reaction was indifferent after hearing his words: "To learn from legendary figures, Lin is more than willing."

"Legendary figures?" Wan Xiao Immortal's expression showed a hint of bitter laughter. "Friend Lin, you are flattering me too much. If I were a legendary figure, I wouldn't be in this predicament. Instead, you, having advanced from the Shen Shi stage to your current state in just over a thousand years, truly have an impressive future."

"Let's settle this with three rounds. It won't take long to determine the outcome. But if something goes wrong, it would benefit the Outer Heaven Demons. So, I have a suggestion—what do you think?"

"Speak."

Since Wan Xiao Immortal was being courteous, Lin Xuan naturally responded politely. He didn't want to risk his life needlessly.

"We don't need to use all our powers and treasures; let's settle this with three rounds. What do you say?" Wan Xiao Immortal had clearly prepared for this, as he spoke after a moment of contemplation. (To be continued...)
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"Three moves to decide the outcome?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, a look of contemplation on his face.

But he did not take long to nod. "Your friend's proposal is indeed ingenious. I wonder how these three moves will determine the winner."

It was no surprise that Lin Xuan was suspicious. At their level, if they were evenly matched, it would be unusual for them to fight for three days and nights.

Three moves? To decide the outcome in such a short time was akin to wishful thinking.

But since Wan Xiaoxian dared to propose this, he must have some foolproof plan.

"Old man has already said that I do not seek to contest the alliance leader. It's just that returning like this would be too shameful for my juniors. Now with the demons from beyond the world watching, we cannot afford to offend each other. Let us compare our divine consciousness, magical power, and domains. What say you, Little Friend Lin?"

The gray-robed elder smiled warmly.

His expression was indeed无可指责.

However, while his words were grandiose, those who had ulterior motives secretly turned pale.

Divine consciousness and magical power were the foundation of a cultivator. Who did not know that this old monster had lived for millions of years?

After such long cultivation, his divine consciousness and magical power must be refined to an unparalleled degree.

But what about Lin Xuan?

Even if he was exceptionally talented, he had only recently advanced. His divine consciousness and magical power lacked the refinement from time.

While his abilities were not bad, his strengths clearly lay elsewhere—proficient in various talismans and secret arts.

Comparing divine consciousness or magical power seemed reasonable on the surface, but Wan Xiaoxian was using this condition to secure an advantage before the competition even began. His cunning was truly devious.

The same applied to domains.

Even if Lin Xuan were a domain master, he had only spent one percent of the time the other had.

The odds of winning in such a comparison seemed slim.

This condition clearly favored Wan Xiaoxian, and it was unlikely that he would agree.

Other cultivators pondered this.

But Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile. "Your friend’s proposal is reasonable. I have no objections."

"Junior Brother Lin, you..."

The龙姓少年 was alarmed and wanted to intercede but was silenced by Lin Xuan with a glance.

Yun Ruo Yan had the same expression.

Other cultivators were all surprised.

Could Lin Xuan not see through their scheme?

It was impossible. His earlier actions showed he was both brave and cunning, not a fool. How could he fail to see through it?

But agreeing to these three comparisons clearly favored Wan Xiaoxian, which defied logic.

What was his true intention?

Wan Xiaoxian's expression was equally complex.

Lin Xuan's sudden agreement was truly unexpected.

Was this boy wise in disguise or genuinely blind? He couldn't decide.

"Is there something else you've changed your mind about?"

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed. He wouldn’t give Wan Xiaoxian time to think too much.

"Nonsense, I am just considering another issue."

Wan Xiaoxian did not want to show weakness and said so.

In that instant, he had made his decision. The other was likely using a strategy of retreat as an advance.

While the boy’s strength was extraordinary due to his mastery of talismans and secret arts, in terms of cultivation fundamentals, how could he truly match Wan Xiaoxian?

It must be this way!

Wan Xiaoxian's eyes gleamed with sharpness. His expression toward Lin Xuan was telling.

Perhaps he already saw Lin Xuan as a foolish fool.

Young man, let you regret your cunning.

A smile played on his lips, as if the alliance leader was already in his pocket.

One thing to note: You can add me on WeChat by searching "Hundred Refinements Become Immortal Huan Yu" and follow Huan Yu for updates, photos, and more. Thank you!

To be honest, Lin Xuan's displayed strength was truly astonishing. If it were a one-on-one battle, he wouldn't have the confidence to win, but just these three comparisons...

Hmph, unless the sun rose from the west, he couldn’t imagine how he could lose.

With Wan Xiaoxian in control of the situation, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm and unbothered. Only a hint of mockery played on his lips.

He knew this trick was no secret; comparing divine consciousness as a cultivator’s foundation meant his chances were slim according to common sense.

Magical power, divine consciousness, and domains all required time to refine.

But when had he ever followed common sense?

Cleverness backfired!

Let's see how you like it.

With thoughts racing through his mind, the two figures emitted a sharp light. They arrived at an open space a hundred paces apart, hovering in mid-air, facing each other.

"Since I proposed this comparison, it is only fitting that Little Friend Lin goes first."

Wan Xiaoxian's voice echoed. Of course, he needed to show some grace.

After all, it was just comparing divine consciousness; who went first didn't matter much.

Why not be magnanimous?

He was indeed a cunning old hand from ancient times.

"Very well, I will not be rude."

Lin Xuan’s face showed a sinister smile. There was no need to pretend now. A vast and immense divine consciousness surged forth.

Gale winds arose!

Strange sounds of waves filled the air. The space before Lin Xuan blurred into an ocean.

Tsunami waves crashed!

Dozens of meters high, these massive waves crashed forward viciously.

"This... is a illusion, no, it's divine consciousness manifesting, no, it’s transforming into objects."

Shouts echoed as many recognized this legendary technique.

"Good heavens, the classics say that only true immortals can reach such heights. This... Senior Lin must be exceptionally powerful!" An old man with a beard yanked out several strands of his own hair in shock, not realizing what he had done.

A master knows when they are dealing with a master. Since Lin Xuan appeared, one after another, their astonishment was overwhelming.

"True immortals? Not quite. The classics often exaggerate, but transforming divine consciousness into objects is beyond ordinary late-stage tribulation cultivators. This Senior Lin truly is extraordinary."

Another voice echoed as various discussions filled the air. Everyone admired and marveled at Lin Xuan, naturally, with more surprise and admiration.

No wonder Wan Xiaoxian agreed so confidently; he must have confidence in his abilities.

Many suddenly understood, and many more began to support Lin Xuan.
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On the other side, Wan Xiao Xianjun's face was filled with a dark and ominous expression.

Lin Xuan's divine consciousness truly exceeded his expectations.

Transform into objects!

Hmph, he had underestimated this guy.

But did he really think that just by using such abilities could he match up to him?

A sneer flashed across his face as he let out a cold snort. His immense divine consciousness similarly burst forth.

Wherever it passed through, the void was torn apart into shreds. Then, focusing inwardly, a towering mountain emerged before his eyes.

Incredibly majestic and filled with boundless power.

Transform into objects!

Wan Xiao Xianjun indeed proved to be no ordinary figure; his divine consciousness had reached an astonishing level.

The spectators were once again in awe.

Masters!

Both were concealing their true strength, making the outcome of this contest even more unpredictable.

Boom!

A loud rumble echoed as their divine consciousnesses clashed mid-air. Several massive waves were shattered to pieces. But behind them, countless waves surged endlessly and instantly submerged that unknown towering mountain.

Had the battle been decided?

The eyes of the cultivators were filled with reverence as they looked at Lin Xuan with even greater admiration!

However, Wan Xiao Xianjun's face revealed a mocking expression. With a sudden roar, the sea began to churn violently...

Boom!

A tall and graceful mountain emerged from within.

Almost in vain, Lin Xuan's divine consciousness had already gained an upper hand but ultimately failed to trap his opponent. The clear-cut battle situation became once again uncertain.

But this was not over yet.

Suddenly, howls of apes and tigers echoed from the mountain.

Following closely, fierce gales blew out as countless ferocious tigers and apes rushed forth from that colossal mountain.

These demonic apes were over ten feet tall. They wielded weapons resembling divine swords in their hands, slicing through the waves with sword energy.

As for the tigers, they were even more formidable.

Much larger than the demonic apes, a single swipe of their front paws produced countless claw shadows.

Following the sword light, they charged towards the massive waves.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. His opponent’s divine consciousness was indeed formidable; not only could it transform into objects but also be skillfully utilized to such an extent.

Not just ordinary realm cultivators, even compared to treasure snakes, his opponent clearly had a significant advantage.

If another cultivator were in Lin Xuan's position, the outcome would have been beyond doubt. But before him... it was still trying to show off before a master.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a mocking smile as he shot piercing glances at the surging sea.

Woo...

A howling sound like that of a conch shell echoed in his ears. In the middle of the sea, a massive vortex appeared.

Over a hundred feet wide, it emitted white mist from within.

Amidst the mist, colorful厉蛟 darted out.

There were nearly a hundred of them.

With their powerful claws and fierce movements, they engaged in battle with the demonic apes and tigers.

All present cultivators were left speechless.

If this was the clash between two great masters using all their might, it would be understandable. But this was merely a divine consciousness competition.

To achieve such scale and complexity was beyond their wildest dreams.

Could divine consciousness also produce such effects?

The Black Bear King sighed inwardly. He had always harbored some dissatisfaction after losing to Lin Xuan's avatar form, feeling that he had been defeated too easily.

Now, he was thoroughly convinced of the gap between them. The difference was simply unquantifiable.

The expression on the Black Phoenix Demoness was similar; although she did not say anything, her heart was filled with immense relief. Thankfully, she hadn't lost her head and competed for the leader position against Lin Xuan. Otherwise... it would have been self-inflicted humiliation.

A divine consciousness competition had reached such a level that even saying it was unparalleled in all three realms might be an understatement.

Who would emerge as the ultimate victor?

No one knew, but what they were witnessing surpassed their imagination.

Rumbling sounds continued to enter his ears. Although the apes and tigers were formidable, they ultimately could not match Lin Xuan's divine consciousness-transformed dragons, gradually falling behind.

Wan Xiao Xianjun's face was extremely displeased. The power of Lin Xuan's divine consciousness had far exceeded his expectations.

Could he lose here?

How could that be...

A trace of anger flashed across his face as he raised his right hand and pointed it at his forehead.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Was his opponent about to use some secret technique to amplify their divine consciousness?

If another cultivator were present, they would certainly attack frantically to stop or disrupt the other party's efforts.

But Lin Xuan did not do so.

He was confident, or perhaps he was simply bold due to his skill.

After all, at this moment, Lin Xuan had only released about thirty percent of his divine consciousness.

Thirty percent!

That sounded absurd, but indeed, that was how much of his divine consciousness Lin Xuan had released.

Since embarking on the path of cultivation, Lin Xuan far surpassed his peers in every skill. But if asked what he was most proficient at?

It wasn't his magical power, secret techniques, or the Nine Palaces Instant Sword, but his divine consciousness!

The blue star sea could purify treasures, and during this process, it also exercised his divine consciousness.

Thus, Lin Xuan's divine consciousness had always been exceptionally strong, even to a degree that surpassed ordinary people’s imagination.

For instance, while Lin Xuan was not weak, he would still struggle against True Immortals or the Ice Soul of True Demons. Even compared to the former Asura King, his chances were slim at best.

But in terms of overall strength, if it came down to divine consciousness alone, Lin Xuan could confidently make a True Immortal regret their defeat here and be on par with an Asura ten out of ten times.

Thus, this opponent was merely showing off before a master.

Though it appeared flashy and intense, Lin Xuan was actually in complete control.

If his opponent wanted to use a secret technique to amplify divine consciousness, let him do so.

Wan Xiao Xianjun's fingers trembled as he formed a fist-sized rune at his forehead.

This rune shimmered with golden light, ancient and obscure. It contained several laws within it.

Wan Xiao Xianjun's forehead was covered in fine sweat, indicating the immense effort required to perform this secret technique.

Puff!

In the next moment, this rune flashed as it flew back into his forehead. Wan Xiao Xianjun's expression became even more painful, but a crack appeared on his forehead.

Then, with one open eye, he revealed a third eye.

Lin Xuan saw everything clearly and couldn't help but show a strange expression.

At first glance, it resembled the treasure snake using its ancestral spirit, but upon closer inspection, there were many differences. Was this mere coincidence, or was there some connection between them?

Postscript: Well, tomorrow Huan Yu will be on an extended business trip. Correctly speaking, it's a business trip. I have some good news for all fellow daoists—Bailianchengxian is developing a mobile game! Huan Yu will meet with the game developers tomorrow. The development of Bailianchengxian's mobile game has been going very smoothly and should be available to everyone soon.
第三千九百一十九章 惊人神通

Lin Xuan didn't know!

So, he just observed the changes that were about to unfold. This story is originally published at ...

In any case, his divine consciousness had only released a third of its power. Therefore, Lin Xuan was confident enough to handle whatever attacks came next.

He might as well watch it happen.

With his thoughts turning over in his mind, Lin Xuan began to act like an onlooker.

And this brief delay allowed the golden eyes to fully open. A thick layer of法则力量弥漫开来.

It wasn't clear what kind of rule it was, but the massive mountain split into five smaller ones. Each one was only a third the size of the original, yet they were lush and emerald green, incredibly steep, arranged in an extremely peculiar formation.

Then, a piercing sound entered his ears as beams of light shot up from the top of each mountain.

The beams of light gradually turned into countless sword qi, their momentum astonishing. They almost blocked half the sky, like a storm sweeping across the ocean.

"This secret technique is quite impressive."

Lin Xuan's voice echoed in his own mind. The opponent’s divine awareness had nearly doubled, and his attacks became even more precise.

But what of it? There was always a downside to every advantage.

Reliant on this secret technique, his attacks couldn't last long anyway.

He just needed to endure this wave of attacks and win easily.

Of course, with Lin Xuan's powerful divine awareness, he could have charged head-on with brute force. But that would be too shocking, leaving him without any trump cards in the realm of divine awareness.

Given Lin Xuan’s personality, he preferred a clever approach over sheer force. He just needed to give his opponent a lesson.

And that would make it seem even more profound.

Despite the countless sword qi, the waves on the ocean still surged with great vigor.

Ripples spread across the surface as one mirror-like treasure after another appeared in his line of sight.

Though thin like a cicada's wing, they were incredibly sturdy. They had all been formed from divine awareness.

The application of divine consciousness to such an extent was truly breathtaking.

Sizzle...

In the next moment, the vast array of sword qi crashed into him with the force of a storm.

Waves surged in the ocean as magical runes floated up from the depths.

At the same time, the mirror-like treasures on the surface began to respond. A faint golden glow emanated from their surfaces.

Unexpectedly, those powerful sword qi were actually bounced back.

Not blocked, but directly reflected.

"What...?"

The onlookers stared in astonishment. Lin Xuan's use of divine awareness had surpassed their comprehension. How powerful must he be...

Many people pondered this silently, swallowing their saliva.

If they knew that Lin Xuan was only using about half his divine awareness at the moment, they would be even more shocked.

As for the actual participants, Wan Xiaoxian's expression was aghast. His secret technique had no effect, but his nightmare wasn't over yet.

Woo...

A distant voice echoed from the depths of the sea.

On the surface, a hurricane formed and several vortexes appeared.

Five in total!

Each vortex had a diameter exceeding a thousand feet.

From within them emanated awe-inspiring rule forces.

Hidden inside seemed to be something more.

Boom!

A loud noise rang out as gigantic monsters emerged from each vortex.

Octopuses!

They were enormous, their bodies comparable to the size of a towering mountain. Their tentacles stretched for thousands of feet and began to wrap around the five small mountains on the surface, dragging them into the sea.

Wan Xiaoxian was in a panic, struggling desperately. But it was useless; the octopuses' strength was beyond comprehension. He naturally wouldn't give up so easily.

With a grimace, his divine awareness underwent another astonishing change as some of it rose to form a crystal-clear giant blade.

Over a hundred feet long, the blade slashed at the nearest octopus tentacle.

Sizzle...

A dazzling light flashed as an incredible scene unfolded. The octopus's tentacle was incredibly hard; this razor-sharp blade made no impact upon striking it.

Instead, it bounced off like hitting stone or wood.

How could that be?

Wan Xiaoxian almost couldn't believe what he saw.

The five mountains were still being dragged into the vortexes viciously.

"Enough!"

He clenched his hands and cast a spell. The crystal-clear giant blade fell down crazily.

"Hmph, still trying to struggle?"

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's lips as he didn't make any additional movements. All five octopuses raised their heads, opened their mouths, and black beams of light shot out from within them.

Pang!

The crystal beam was shattered by a single strike.

Wan Xiaoxian stumbled, almost unable to stand in mid-air. Clearly, some part of his divine awareness had been cut off, causing significant damage.

This slight delay allowed the five mountains to be pulled into the vortexes and swallowed up.

"Friend Lin, spare me! I yield!"

Wan Xiaoxian's voice was tinged with panic. If his divine awareness were severely injured, he would suffer greatly, possibly even triggering old injuries.

"Very well."

Lin Xuan nodded, his eyes flashing with a hint of sharpness. He didn't make things too difficult for him.

Although Wan Xiaoxian had once plotted against him, they now shared an enemy—the域外天魔. Lin Xuan naturally didn’t want to do something that would hurt both parties.

So he retracted the vast amount of divine awareness.

As his actions caused a ripple in the void, everything—ocean, mountains, and octopuses—disappeared like a dream.

Yet it was so real that the onlookers were deeply impressed.

Lin Xuan and Wan Xiaoxian still hovered in mid-air, facing each other.

The difference was that Lin Xuan's expression remained calm.

Wan Xiaoxian, however, had a pale face with faint blood seeping from his lips. Although it was just a divine awareness battle, he had suffered some injuries due to the backlash.

With this brief delay, all five mountains were dragged into the vortexes and swallowed up.

"Friend Lin, please spare me! I yield!"

Wan Xiaoxian's voice carried a hint of panic. If his divine awareness were severely injured, he would suffer greatly, possibly even triggering old injuries.

"Very well."

Lin Xuan nodded, his eyes flashing with sharpness. He didn't make things too difficult for him.

Although Wan Xiaoxian had once plotted against him, they now shared an enemy—the域外天魔. Lin Xuan naturally didn’t want to do something that would hurt both parties.

So he retracted the vast amount of divine awareness.

As his actions caused a ripple in the void, everything—ocean, mountains, and octopuses—disappeared like a dream.

Yet it was so real that the onlookers were deeply impressed.

Lin Xuan and Wan Xiaoxian still hovered in mid-air, facing each other.

The difference was that Lin Xuan's expression remained calm.

Wan Xiaoxian, however, had a pale face with faint blood seeping from his lips. Although it was just a divine awareness battle, he had suffered some injuries due to the backlash.

With this brief delay, all five mountains were dragged into the vortexes and swallowed up.

The first test had no suspense; Lin Xuan emerged as the victor. This alone was shocking, but what was even more astonishing was how deep his capabilities seemed.

Reflecting on the battle,

though it was thrilling, Lin Xuan never showed any signs of panic or unease. He remained in full control throughout.

This guy seemed to have more tricks up his sleeve.
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How powerful was his divine consciousness, really?

No one knew!

After such a fierce battle, it couldn't be helped that this was unbelievable.

If not for witnessing it firsthand, no one would have believed it.

As the instigator of all this, Lin Xuan became even more mysterious and enigmatic.

No one knew how deep he was. This was also what made Lin Xuan terrifying.

Even the grumpy Black Bear King was convinced by Lin Xuan's superiority.

The black phoenix demon maiden on the side was equally relieved that she hadn't acted impulsively to challenge him, otherwise it would have been a case of self-inflicted humiliation.

The only opponent left was Wanshao Immortal Lord.

What decision would he make after failing once?

No one knew.

Everyone waited for a reasonable answer.

"Let me concede the first round. For the next power test, will Daoist friend still let Lin某 go first?"

Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in everyone's ears, still with that air of nonchalance.

"No need. Old man admits defeat and is willing to honor Daoist friend as the head of this Immortal Dao Alliance."

Wanshao Immortal Lord suddenly bowed deeply, surprising everyone with his unexpected words.

"What?"

Most of the cultivators present thought they had misheard. They had agreed to three rounds, but how could he concede after just one defeat?

The contrast between Wanshao's aggressive stance a moment ago and now was too stark.

Even Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, revealing a hint of surprise on his calm face: "Did I hear correctly? Daoist friend doesn't plan to continue?"

"Correct. Old man admits defeat and is willing to honor Daoist friend as the head."

Wanshao Immortal Lord's voice was clear and firm.

He had made this decision after much consideration.

Was it due to fear?

Of course not.

Facing a Loose Immortal Demon King, Wanshao Immortal Lord wouldn't yield either.

It was just that Lin Xuan was too mysterious.

In such a short time, he had risen like a comet. His speed surpassed even the Arrogant Deva of old.

His divine consciousness was so extraordinary and his manifestation powerful enough to defeat the Black Bear King effortlessly.

If he only had one strength, it might be coincidental, but with two remarkable abilities, it couldn't be luck.

By inference, his cultivation techniques and domains were bound to be exceptional.

The next test. Even if I don't lose, my chances of winning are slim.

Besides, even if I win, what's the point? I no longer have any hope of breaking through in cultivation, while this young Lin has untapped potential.

Even if he isn't as strong now, with time, he will surpass me eventually.

Given that, I should consider the long-term. Why create an enemy like him?

That would be foolish.

It's better to accept defeat and save face. At least it gives some respect to Lin Xuan and builds a good relationship.

A win-win situation, why not?

Thus, Wanshao Immortal Lord decided to honor Lin Xuan as the head of the alliance.

With his exit, the biggest obstacle in front of Lin Xuan was removed.

Most cultivators present had no objections. Only a few remained silent, among them, the most respected were the Black Phoenix Valley's valley master and the Black Phoenix Demon King.

Who knew what her decision would be—supporting Lin Xuan or becoming an obstacle?

With everyone's gaze on her, the black phoenix demon maiden looked awkward but disappeared without making any move.

She suddenly appeared a hundred feet in front of Lin Xuan with a smile, not showing any hostility: "Little sister dares not compete with Brother Lin. Yiling is unworthy and is willing to honor Daoist friend as the head."

"Yiling?"

Lin Xuan scratched his nose. He remembered seeing a cultivator at the beginning of the transformation stage once, who seemed to have some phoenix demon bloodline. But it was called Yilin, not Yiling. The names sounded similar but were quite different.

With Wanshao Immortal Lord's retreat, among the remaining guests, even if someone still coveted the position, they only dared to think about it silently.

In a world of cultivators, where strength is revered, competing with this monster-like Lin Xuan was like an old man hanging on to life—just prolonging one’s suffering.

No one would do that.

Among the cultivators, there were always greedy ones, but truly foolish ones were few.

The lords and masters were subdued!

From now on, Lin Xuan's ascension as head of the alliance was already a matter of public opinion.

Those who hadn't expressed their stance among the demon and human guests also roared for Lin Xuan to take over the position.

They all regretted not supporting him earlier. If they had known this outcome, they would have supported him sooner.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged.

To be honest, a mere head of an Immortal Dao Alliance meant nothing to him. He only came out in public for Yun Yin Sect.

Thus, his calm demeanor as he ascended the coveted position was still tranquil.

However, this attitude made Lin Xuan seem even more enigmatic.

Even such honor didn't impress him. Had he really just entered the cultivation world a few thousand years ago?

In contrast to Lin Xuan's calm expression, the Dragon-named youth was elated.

How blissful!

Lin Junior Brother sitting as head of the alliance was a great benefit for Yun Yin Sect.

From now on, in Nael Dragon World, the glory of Yun Yin Sect would be unshakable.

The Dragon-named youth's eyes were blurred with tears.

This sounded exaggerated. But his heart was indeed filled to the brim with joy.

Think about it—back then, although Yun Yin Sect was a prestigious sect, it only counted due to its isolation. In Nael Dragon World as a whole, it wasn't even worth mentioning.

Without Lin Junior Brother's help, Yun Yin Sect's cultivators would have been cannon fodder even if they joined the Immortal Dao Alliance.

The stark contrast made him feel immensely happy and grateful for Lin Junior Brother.

Ancient and solemn chimes echoed in his ears. The surrounding plaza suddenly filled with ethereal immortal music.

Though distant, it was full of joy.

People dispersed to all sides.

The sky cleared up, and a group of maids in colorful attire began dancing gracefully. Some even sang loudly. Soon, auspicious animals and immortal cranes joined the celebration.

This Immortal Dao Alliance meeting had been prepared for this purpose—regardless of who would win, the celebration was already arranged.

Everything proceeded smoothly, quickly filling the plaza with a joyful atmosphere.

Postscript: Originally, they agreed to three rounds, but Wanshao Immortal Lord conceded after just one. Did the Daoist friends find that surprising?
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Moreover, the sound of thundering voices reached his ears. In front of the square, a throne had unexpectedly risen on an elevated jade platform, adorned with dragons and phoenixes, exuding a refined aura!

It was clear that this throne was prepared for the Grandmaster.

Beside the throne stood a team of strongmen.

Each one was bald and barefoot, yet their bodies were incredibly robust. They did not emit any spiritual pressure, but they radiated an imposing presence.

Physical Cultivators!

"Please have a seat as Grandmaster!"

Someone in the crowd shouted out joyfully.

The voices soon became more frequent.

Having defeated Wan Xiao Xianjun, treating Black Bear King as his servant, and making a name for himself in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan's reputation had reached unprecedented heights. It was only fitting that he be appointed as the Grandmaster of the Immortal Dao Alliance.

A smile finally appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips, even if he did not care much about it, this scene still brought him a sense of accomplishment.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and suddenly, a faint green glow enveloped his body. He flashed in an instant to the jade platform above, taking his seat gracefully.

"Salutations Grandmaster!"

The square was filled with a sea of cultivators bowing down. However, Wan Xiao Xianjun, Dong Yu Celestial Emperor, Black Phoenix Demoness, and other top-tier experts merely paid him a respectful nod.

Lin Xuan returned the gesture half-heartedly. As per his nature, he did not act arrogant; his demeanor was one of respect for others.

The scene that followed required no further elaboration as flattery poured in from all sides.

Not only had Lin Xuan become the Grandmaster of the Immortal Dao Alliance, but his strength and bearing alone were enough to earn everyone's favor. Cultivating with such a powerful ally would bring countless benefits down the line, a truth known by all.

Music filled the air as maidservants began dancing while setting up a flowing feast. Various delicacies were laid out, though every cultivator present could dispense with food through cultivation techniques. However, in this joyous moment, it was only fitting to indulge themselves.

Even if they did not particularly enjoy the food, there were some spiritual wines and fruits on offer that would aid their cultivation.

This rare opportunity was not one to be missed, and everyone eagerly partook in the feast, clinking glasses and chatting merrily.

"Junior Lin, come, I'll raise a toast to you!"

A young man named Long approached with a joyful expression, already slightly tipsy.

"I dare not. Thank you, Senior Brother."

Lin Xuan accepted the wine cup. He had always held his fellow disciple in high regard, not because of their strength but due to the deep bond formed over millennia.

Lin Xuan drank it all in one go!

...

Thus, the celebration was filled with joy and laughter. However, Lin Xuan felt something was missing.

His gaze fell on Dong Yu Celestial Emperor. An idea struck him.

He suddenly enveloped himself in a green glow and soared towards the sky, his body glowing like jade. This action naturally drew everyone's attention, making the previously lively square fall silent.

"Friends of Dao, we have gathered here to elect the Grandmaster of the Immortal Dao Alliance and combat the域外天魔. How can we defeat those celestial fiends?"

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed through the square, clearly heard by every cultivator.

"We await your instructions."

"One thing is unity; the other is enhancing our strength. Therefore, I suggest that while so many of you are here, let us hold a trade fair to exchange and benefit from each other's resources."

"An excellent suggestion, Grandmaster!"

"Moi also agrees. It’s as if we thought of it together."

...

The cultivators present agreed unanimously.

A trade fair was held, exchanging materials and treasures that were no longer needed for those in demand. It was a win-win situation for everyone.

No one could refuse such an offer.

Thus, the trade began. Without much preparation, they chatted while eating, swapping items of little use.

Soon, several transactions took place, to the delight of all present. The atmosphere became even more lively.

"This Junior Lin is truly cunning."

Celestial Emperor Dong Yu sighed inwardly. A simple suggestion about a trade fair had already won over many hearts. His methods were indeed impressive.

"How so, Your Majesty still harbors dissatisfaction?" Beside him was a beautiful woman dressed in court attire.

"Of course not, I merely expressed my feelings," Celestial Emperor Dong Yu replied as he noticed Lin Xuan approaching.

The couple bowed to Lin Xuan.

"There is no need for such formalities. I have come with something to request."

Lin Xuan spoke politely.

"Why should you say that? With your status, there’s no need for a humble request; it would be disrespectful," Celestial Emperor Dong Yu replied modestly, though he knew Lin Xuan was young yet exceptionally powerful: "Just give me the order."

"Fine, let's get straight to the point. Do you remember when we first met? You generously offered me a cup of Nine Holy Spirit Wine..."

At this, both the couple turned slightly red. They had given him that wine with ill intentions, hoping it would end his life.

Unfortunately for them, they had underestimated Lin Xuan’s resilience.

Could he be planning to settle old scores now?

The couple raised their guard as Lin Xuan continued: "This Nine Holy Spirit Wine is indeed remarkable and of some use to me. Would you consider parting with it?"

"..."

Celestial Emperor Dong Yu was taken aback, realizing that Lin Xuan had been leading him on for a while just to ask for the Nine Holy Spirit Wine.

He hesitated deeply. While ordinary people would die from this wine, it was made from nine true spirits and thus extremely precious. It wouldn’t be easy to part with such an item.

However, Lin Xuan’s tone was polite but insistent. He had just become Grandmaster; offending him might not be wise. What should he do?

Celestial Emperor Dong Yu found himself in a dilemma.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan’s gentle voice continued: "I believe there is some misunderstanding. I know the Nine Holy Spirit Wine is valuable, so how could I ask for it without reason? As Grandmaster, I have already stated that we will exchange items at this trade fair. I will bring other treasures to swap with you."

"I understand your generosity, but my Nine Holy Spirit Wine is a celestial item and cannot be exchanged for ordinary treasures," Celestial Emperor Dong Yu said hesitantly.

"Rest assured, Your Majesty, I won’t take anything by force. The items I offer will surely satisfy you." Lin Xuan smiled reassuringly.
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Lin Xuan's words reached this point, and Dong Yu Immortal Emperor continued to evade.

Young Lion Book Alliance

Whether they agreed or not was a matter for later.

Firstly, let's see what treasures Lin Xuan could produce.

Carefully weigh the options before making a decision.

That way, even if they refused the transaction, it wouldn't seem unreasonable.

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor had already made up his mind.

"Since you are so confident, Your Excellency, I will take a look at your treasures."

"That's right. If you don't mind, let's go to the secret room in front for our exchange?"

"Agreed."

The couple of Immortal Emperors naturally had no objections.

Thus, Lin Xuan led the way, and soon they arrived at a pavilion beside the square.

This pavilion was small yet elegant, shrouded by a faint blue light curtain.

While its defensive capabilities were not impressive, it effectively blocked divine sense, meaning that any transactions would remain private from outsiders.

"Please!"

Lin Xuan gestured to welcome them as the trio slowly entered the pavilion.

"I wonder how much spirit wine Your Excellency Dong Yu has?" Lin Xuan's straightforward voice echoed in their ears.

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor hesitated for a moment before replying, "There is still half a pot."

He did not hide anything. After all, as the newly appointed Alliance Leader, Lin Xuan couldn't be so greedy to take what he wanted by force.

"Half a pot."

Lin Xuan remained unperturbed but was secretly delighted.

"What do you think of this treasure in my possession?"

Before his words were fully out, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and a beam of light emerged from it.

After a moment, several items came into view.

On the left side, there was a storage bag.

On the right, an object resembling an insect egg emitted a faint but pleasant aroma.

The most rightward item was a wooden box, no more than half a foot long, and its contents were unknown.

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor felt somewhat surprised as he picked up the left storage bag. With a gentle shake, a clattering sound filled their ears as countless sparkling objects fell to the ground.

They resembled apricot kernels but were much smaller.

Colorful!

"What is this..."

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor's pupils constricted. "Top-grade crystal stones, no, the qi essence here is far more concentrated than top-grade crystals. How could there be such things in the world?"

Using his divine sense to roughly estimate, he found that there were thousands of these items, a significant fortune.

Of course, ordinary crystal stones were not worth his attention.

But these had qi essence several times greater than top-grade crystals and would have numerous uses—cultivation, combat, or setting up prohibitions.
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But such items alone didn't match the value of Nine Holy Spirit Wine. What would the remaining two be?

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor remained calm, but his interest was growing.

He lifted his head and focused on the second item Lin Xuan had presented.

It resembled an insect egg, but upon closer inspection, it was a shell.

Gently breaking it open, he found more than a dozen pills inside.

Each pill was roughly the size of a dragon's eye, snow-white, and emitted a refreshing aroma.

"Too Vast Marvelous Spirit Pill!"

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor's eyes widened in surprise. Even with his composure, he couldn't hide his excitement.

This pill was for breaking through the bottleneck during the Tribulation period.

Its value was undeniable; although it wasn't as precious as the Three Heavenly Fruits, its rarity could still stir a storm of争夺in the cultivation world.

Priceless!

Even though Dong Yu Immortal Emperor was already at late-stage Tribulation, this Too Vast Marvelous Spirit Pill still held great appeal. Even if he didn’t need it himself, exchanging for such a treasure would easily fetch him other valuable items.

Crystal stones were no longer useful to Tribulation period cultivators.

But the Too Vast Marvelous Spirit Pill could attract many.

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor's heart raced with excitement.

He turned his head and gazed at the third item.

It was another wooden box.

With a wave of his hand, it flew into his palm.

Opening it with a finger, an jade bottle appeared before him.

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor was taken aback, looking intently at Lin Xuan as if to say, "Could this be something truly remarkable?"

Interest flashed in his eyes.

He raised his hand and opened the bottle cap. A pleasant aroma wafted out.

"What is this... Nine Heavens Immortal Dew? Wait, no, but its effects are similar."

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor's face showed confusion, yet he couldn't hide his joy.

Nine Heavens Immortal Dew was akin to a ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. However, for cultivators at the Tribulation period, it had little use due to their immense power.

But this was different; even a single drop of Nine Heavens Immortal Dew could replenish one's qi essence.

In normal times, that might not matter much, but with the Three Realms facing域外天魔, having such a bottle would be crucial in emergencies.

Against peers, it ensured victory.

"How about this? Exchanging these three treasures for half a pot of spirit wine, what do you think, Immortal Emperor?"

Lin Xuan's smiling voice echoed in their ears.

"Agreed, I will swap."

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor didn't hesitate long. While Nine Holy Spirit Wine was rare, it wasn't essential to him. The three items before him were flexible and valuable treasures.

The choice was obvious.

He flicked his sleeve, and a wine pot flew out. It itself was a fine treasure, emitting an invigorating fragrance.

Lin Xuan's divine sense swept over it, confirming that it was indeed the Nine Holy Spirit Wine.

Thus, the exchange was completed, to everyone's satisfaction.

Dong Yu Immortal Emperor left with a bow, and his couple followed suit. Lin Xuan continued to wander around the square.

"Salute to the Alliance Leader!"

A young cultivator in green robes quickly approached. He walked with the grace of a dragon and a tiger, indicating he was at early-stage Tribulation.

"You are..."

He had an unusual appearance but a familiar face.

"I am just a wandering cultivator. It's understandable if you don't recognize me, but I have a treasure here. Do you have any interest?" The green-robed cultivator's mysterious voice echoed in their ears.
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"Treasure?"

"Not bad. This treasure is no ordinary item; I inadvertently came across it, and its value is considerable. I believe the Lord of the Alliance would be interested as well. Young Lion Book Alliance."

The robed cultivator spoke excitedly, his face radiating confidence.

"Oh?"

Hearing his words, Lin Xuan's eyes showed a trace of interest: "If so, let us go to a nearby secret room for our transaction."

"There is no need for that."

"No need?"

"Your Lordship has the might of a tiger. If you have your eye on this treasure, who would dare to seize it? Besides, the origin of this treasure in my possession is not something trivial; even Your Lordship may not recognize it. The saying goes, 'many minds make for greater wisdom.' In such a case, having other fellow cultivators identify it could be an option. Why go to a secret room?"

The robed cultivator smiled slightly and did not use sound transmission. All the present cultivators heard him clearly.

This arrogance was truly outrageous.

Many old monsters at the Transcending Tribulation stage couldn't help but show interest, quietly closing in around them.

Everyone has curiosity; even cultivators at the Transcending Tribulation stage cannot escape it.

Lin Xuan frowned as he listened. For some reason, he felt something wasn't right, though he couldn't pinpoint exactly what.

As time passed and more cultivators surrounded him, Lin Xuan's sense of alertness grew clearer and more distinct.

Could it be...

A vague notion formed in his mind.

Although he didn't know if the situation was truly as dire, there was no time to argue. Better safe than sorry.

"Everyone step back!"

Lin Xuan's loud voice echoed.

However, it was too late.

A gloomy expression flashed across the robed cultivator's face. His aura suddenly became violent and chaotic.

Crackling sounds filled his ears as he suddenly grew imposing, enveloped in dense demonic energy.

"What is this..."

The surrounding cultivators were shocked. A loud explosion echoed, causing the entire square to shake violently. Above them, a mysterious light circle appeared, emitting black runes that weren't dazzling but carried an overwhelming spiritual pressure and chaotic demonic energy.

It was a demon from beyond the heavens, and it had self-destructed.

The situation turned dire in a moment. With so many spectators nearby, there was nowhere to hide.

After all, the precautions for this Immortal Alliance conference were extremely strict; who could have expected those hateful celestial demons to sneak in?

A single misstep could spell disaster. The devastating energy from the explosion naturally caused significant damage.

Lin Xuan was at the forefront of it.

As the new Lord of the Alliance, if he fell here, it would deal a fatal blow to the Immortal Dao Alliance.

Thus, the terrifying energy mostly targeted Lin Xuan.

The surrounding cultivators were merely collateral damage due to the city gates burning.

Lin Xuan faced this immense crisis with no signs of panic. The cultivation world was filled with blood and gore; since he embarked on his path, Lin Xuan had endured countless trials and hardships. This small change was just a drop in the bucket.

No surprise, no joy!

He didn't even retreat.

Indeed, Lin Xuan didn't dodge or summon any treasures. Instead, he raised his right hand with an apparent slowness but struck quickly at the front.

"Screech..."

Lin Xuan's action was devoid of flamboyance; it appeared as if he merely made a casual gesture. However, between his fingers and palm, complex and indiscernible fluctuations spread.

It seemed to mix various laws, yet there were clear differences from ordinary law manipulation.

More profound!

"Is this the young Lin's domain?"

From afar, Emperor Dongyu, Black Phoenix Fairy, and Immortal Wan Xiao all narrowed their eyes, showing intense interest on their faces.

Although they had allowed Lin Xuan to become Lord of the Alliance, deep down, they were still somewhat unwilling.

This was a perfect opportunity to probe his true strength. They couldn't afford to miss it. Their divine senses fully extended as they focused intently.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded next.

As the磅礴魔威 was about to explode in the crowd, causing severe losses, the demonic energy suddenly began to contract, squeezed by some unseen force, shrinking until it became a small black ball the size of an egg.

Solidified like a实体, its power left people speechless.

Lin Xuan's face showed a serious expression. A light flame appeared on his left hand, which he then swept forward.

Silent and swift!

A white hole appeared in his vision. This wasn't just any spatial rift; it resembled a gateway to an unknown space.

Lin Xuan pushed out with his right hand, sending the black ball inside without delay.

...

The entire process seemed complex but took only a blink of an eye.

Lin Xuan's actions flowed like water, resolving the crisis in one fluid motion.

Ordinary cultivators might still be confused, but even top-tier experts showed shock.

A master reveals their true skill with just one hand.

They had been observing Lin Xuan's domain but found no satisfactory result. Everything happened too quickly.

The abilities displayed by his domain were breathtaking.

One word: unfathomable!

Who in the three realms could confidently neutralize such a disaster at this moment?

Lin Xuan not only escaped unscathed but also saved the lives of nearby cultivators.

Without witnessing it firsthand, one couldn't imagine there was such a person in the world. Had he truly been cultivating for just a few thousand years?

Top-tier experts' faces were filled with shock, and their ambition to compete with Lin Xuan waned significantly.

However, this wasn't the end of the story.

The robed cultivator's face showed disbelief as well. He couldn't believe that his life-or-death struggle ended in such a manner.

Despite the explosion being defused, his life was still lost. Whether he was unwilling or frustrated, "Peng," a blood mist exploded from his body.

But this had no killing power.

Surviving against all odds, many cultivators breathed a sigh of relief but failed to notice a shadow that shot out from the robed cultivator's body under the cover of the blood mist, as fast as lightning, heading straight for Lin Xuan's brow.

Possession!

The hidden move was not just one killing blow; it was a series of unexpected attacks. Could Lin Xuan escape unscathed?

PS: One more update tonight.
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A sudden turn of events!

.

No wonder the Immortal Alliance Conference was so heavily guarded; he still managed to slip in without a sound.

That robed cultivator was indeed a genuine human cultivator, and had even received an invitation to attend this grand event.

Unfortunately, his soul was taken over by an outer-space demon!

The other party revealed no trace of demonic energy, allowing him to smoothly infiltrate the conference under the guise of the robed cultivator.

Though he managed to slip in without any trouble, his self-destruct attempt was thwarted by Lin Xuan's incredible method. He was unwilling to retreat humbly and boldly attempted to take over Lin Xuan’s soul to turn things around.

It couldn't be said that this idea was not extremely risky, but if successful, it would yield immense benefits.

Moreover, the other party was a demon entity with demonic consciousness, making soul-taking his strongest skill.

Taking advantage of the gap after failure for an ambush undoubtedly increased the success rate. After all, at such a moment, both emotionally and logically, it would be when Lin Xuan would be most relaxed.

The idea was good, but given Lin Xuan's cautious nature, how could he fall for such a trap so easily?

That demonic consciousness seemed to hide behind the blood mist, but in an instant, it was discovered by Lin Xuan.

Take over my soul?

This guy really isn't afraid of anything!

It was hard to decide whether to praise his boldness and meticulousness or scold him as foolish as a pig.

Lin Xuan's anger turned into laughter, a sneer appearing at the corner of his mouth.

He didn’t dodge!

After all, the success or failure of soul-taking largely depended on the strength of their divine consciousnesses.

Though Lin Xuan’s various divine techniques and treasures far surpassed those of his peers, if asked which was his greatest advantage, it would undoubtedly be his divine awareness.

Rivaling True Immortals, matching the Asuras!

These words sounded absurd, but Lin Xuan truly had such confidence.

Even in a contest with the former Asura King to test divine consciousness strength, he might not be outmatched.

Given this, what was there to fear? The other party foolishly came to take over his soul, being incredibly stupid.

Lin Xuan was confident.

And that outer-space demon entity also had great confidence.

After all, it was his natural talent.

Seeing Lin Xuan didn't dodge, he instantly felt elated.

This fool, I must let you know your own might!

Once successful in taking over Lin Xuan's soul, my strength will significantly increase. Moreover, before the Void Lord of Demons, I have established a great merit.

It wasn’t just empty talk; there was precedent for this.

Back then, one of the three demon kings, Wanjiao King, had also been taken over by an outer-space demon consciousness.

Though this Lin boy is formidable, can he match a scattered immortal demon king?

At least in his view, he couldn't.

Both parties were confident. Following logic, there would be a shocking battle next, but reality was different.

Facing the outer-space demon, Lin Xuan unleashed his powerful divine consciousness.

Almost effortlessly, that demonic consciousness was devoured by his divine awareness storm.

The crisis was defused by Lin Xuan without any injuries.

Witnesses present were left in awe as they recalled what had happened. Especially those who had gathered to watch, they felt immense gratitude toward Lin Xuan. Had it not been for the other party's display of incredible divine techniques, they would have already met their end in the underworld.

Though there were some cold-hearted individuals in the cultivation world, most people genuinely appreciated a life-saving favor.

"Thank you, Senior Lin for saving my life!"

"Your Excellency, your great kindness, I will never forget it. From now on, I will follow Your Excellency's lead and risk my life without hesitation!"

"With Your Excellency’s divine power, we are certain to defeat the outer-space demon!"

...

Cheers echoed everywhere.

Though Lin Xuan was too young, his position as head of the Immortal Alliance was still met with outward respect from many. But internally, there were many who didn't believe in him.

However, after this incident, everyone's impression changed significantly.

Lin Xuan did not flee alone when faced with danger but instead used his great divine techniques to turn things around.

Those cultivators who benefited greatly from Lin Xuan expressed immense gratitude.

At the same time, they were also shocked by the new head of the alliance’s strength.

As the saying goes, misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise. The outer-space demon's attempt was a complete failure; not only did he fail to harm Lin Xuan but instead greatly increased his reputation.

If the outer-space demon entity knew this from below, it would surely be re-angered enough to die again!

...

The matter came to a temporary conclusion as the Immortal Alliance elected its new head. The news spread like wildfire and soon became a topic of worldwide attention.

Lin Xuan's prestige soared to unprecedented heights.

Though he was still not on par with Realms Dragon True Immortal, they were likely very close.

However, everything has its pros and cons. As Lin Xuan’s reputation rose, so did his profile as a target.

...

Mount Malaolu!

Once insignificant in the realm of Realms Dragon, it had become the headquarters for outer-space demons. The Void Lord even established a den here.

This was an old well, barren over a hundred miles around, devoid of any life. Even other outer-space demons would not dare approach without summons.

At the bottom of the well, a faint demonic figure could be seen.

"Lin Xuan, heh, interesting. My many subordinates have fallen to his hands, and I never thought this little guy would rise up to become head of the Immortal Alliance. Hmph, since Realms Dragon True Immortal disappeared, this realm has only gotten worse. Choosing such a greenhorn as your head is you think you can stand against me?"

The Void Lord's voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, filled with contempt.

"Order everyone to ignore the Immortal Alliance for now; it's just a bunch of insignificant clowns. Focus all your efforts on capturing Realms Dragon True Immortal's Penglai Island first. Hmph, you can run but you can't hide. You might be able to evade Realms Dragon True Immortal, but I will capture his disciples and even his new wife. Do you think he'll still show himself?"

The Void Lord seemed uninterested in seeking trouble with Lin Xuan, but others may not share this view.

This was an ordinary mountain covered in lush greenery.

In a pavilion on the peak, a middle-aged man stood with his hands behind his back.

At forty years old, he exuded an imposing presence. Wearing silk robes and jade belt, he wore a high-crowned jade hat, his long beard flowing with the breeze. He looked like a king in secular society at first glance.

Vice Prince Tianyuan!

"Lin boy, it really is this guy. He has already ascended to the Tribulation Stage and become head of the Immortal Alliance. Fine, I won't let you go easily. Even if your strength has improved, can you match my inheritance from a True Immortal?"

"I have my revenge! Back then, you made me as infamous as a rat in the market, nearly killing me. If not for my good fortune, I would already be dead. You becoming head of the Immortal Alliance means nothing; I will extract your soul and torment you forever!"

Vice Prince Tianyuan was alone in the pavilion, but his teeth-clenching voice echoed throughout the valley long after he spoke.
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This wasn't unusual. After all, the experience of that year had long made Heavenly Essence Marquis harbor a deep-seated hatred for Lin Xuan. The enmity between them was no trivial matter.

Lin Xuan was far from his former self now.

But Heavenly Essence Marquis also knew he was not the same as when he first faced the tribulation.

Even if the Immortal Dao Alliance Master was formidable, to him, he was merely a clown.

When there are no tigers in the mountain, monkeys will call themselves king.

Even if he had currently reached unprecedented heights, could it really compare to his true immortal heritage?

He would repay Lin Xuan tenfold and a thousandfold for the pain inflicted on him back then.

Heavenly Essence Marquis wore an ugly expression, but there were not just him who hated Lin Xuan.

...

The sky was somewhat dim, and this was a vast wilderness, a place rarely visited by people, where a deep demon cave lay hidden.

It was bottomless, with thick demonic qi flowing within it.

Roaring sounds continuously entered his ears, as if the beasts were in great pain before their deaths.

For nearly a cup of tea's duration, suddenly, the laughter turned into joyous cackles.

However, that laugh sounded like an owl: "Haha, heaven does not abandon me; I have gained good fortune from misfortune. Not only did I successfully advance to late-stage tribulation, but I also comprehended my domain."

"Little fellow Lin, you wait for me! I will extract your soul and refine your essence. Just as you treated me in the past, I will make you crawl under my feet in the future. All debts owed to me shall be repaid."

His laughter was extremely frenzied before dark qi dispersed, revealing an elderly man with wide robes and a sash. He appeared to be around seventy years old but looked vigorous, walking like a dragon or tiger, his gaze sharp as that of an eagle.

Former Master Sword Peak!

The enmity between Heavenly璇 Sword Immortal and Lin Xuan had long reached an irreconcilable point.

Now, with high spirits, he wanted to seek revenge on both Lin Xuan and the Cloud Concealment Sect.

However, his strength alone was still too thin.

He needed to rely on the power of the域外 Demons.

As a former peak master, Heavenly璇 Sword Immortal was not just brave but also shrewd.

After a moment's thought, he vanished like a swift bird towards the horizon.

Demon Rock City!

This place wasn't the main base of the域外 Demons, but there were still many demons stationed here.
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Nailong True Man left no trace. Void Lord relied on his status; he usually didn't directly command the army. So who was commanding the remaining域外 Demons?

The answer was Demon Rock City's lord.

He was one of Void Lord's most trusted confidants.

Even among the域外 Demons, he was a well-known figure.

Though many demon lords descended to Nailong Realm, his strength ranked at the top.

First Demon Lord!

Although his power couldn't compare to Void and others, it still left people speechless. He was an actual domain powerhouse.

Despite his high spirits, Heavenly璇 Sword Immortal still harbored some apprehension towards Lin Xuan deep down.

Going alone to seek revenge would likely be dangerous. But dragging in this Demon Rock City's lord would ensure success.

Unfortunately, the idea was good but the result disappointing.

The Demon Rock City's lord rejected his request; it seemed Void Lord personally ordered that they not bother with the lowly Lin Xuan or the Immortal Dao Alliance for now.

Their primary target was Penglai Immortal Island and Nailong True Man's lair!

They would capture his wife and disciples.

Disappointed, Heavenly璇 Sword Immortal returned.

But he wasn't entirely without gain.

The Demon Rock City's lord did agree to give him some assistance.

Though the army couldn't accompany him, sending a few subordinates was still acceptable.

Although Void Lord called Lin Xuan a lowly clown, to the Demon Rock City's lord, this enemy had to be dealt with sooner or later.

If he could use Heavenly璇 Sword Immortal as an intermediary, that would be ideal.

Based on this consideration, the Demon Rock City's lord generously lent some demon warriors, including two Demon Lords.

Although Heavenly璇 Sword Immortal was unsatisfied, there was nothing he could do. Time was of the essence. Leading the borrowed demonic army, he rushed towards the Cloud Concealment Sect's main headquarters with great momentum.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

Fortunately, after handling some matters for the Immortal Dao Alliance, he didn't linger in Dongyu Kingdom but chose to return to the main headquarters with his senior brother.

Of course, the journey was long, and Lin Xuan didn't know that Cloud Concealment Sect faced a massive crisis. It would take him some time to return home.

...

Cloud Concealment Sect.

Lin Xuan had not yet returned, but news spread quickly.

The current Cloud Concealment Mountain was bustling with joy.

The sect's disciples knew that Elder Lin the Supreme had demonstrated great prowess and secured the position of Immortal Dao Alliance Master.

Everyone was elated. What did this mean? Without elders saying anything, everyone understood.

From now on, Cloud Concealment Sect would rise to prominence, becoming the first sect in Nailong Kingdom, a status that could no longer be shaken.

South Palace Snow originally belonged to a cultivation family in Tian Shuang Prefecture. As an exceptional spirit root holder with outstanding talent and appearance, she was considered the pride of her family.

Unfortunately, her family's scale was too small, unable to offer any significant treasures or magical artifacts. South Palace Snow’s high potential would inevitably be constrained by this.

Cultivators always wanted to go further.

South Palace Snow was proud and unwilling to remain a low-rank cultivator, as it would waste her talents.

Thus, she endured hardships, moving around, eventually coming to Cloud Concealment Sect for training.

Though here, she was just an ordinary disciple, not the princess surrounded by stars in her family. But deep down, South Palace Snow did not regret this at all.

Cloud Concealment Sect was vast and powerful; even basic cultivation techniques were far more advanced than those in her family. With masters guiding them regularly and rare treasures distributed, these benefits were unattainable for her original family. Her efforts had brought sufficient rewards.

In just a century, she made rapid progress, successfully condensing an essence core. Though not remarkable, her future prospects were bright.

One day, she would become a high-rank cultivator.

If she hadn't come to Cloud Concealment Sect, she might only have condensed a golden core by now.

This statement was without exaggeration; as the saying goes, hearing one's words is better than reading for ten years. The same applied in the cultivation world.

Masters' guidance could save many detours. The high standards of Cloud Concealment Sect's instructors far surpassed those of her family’s elders.

Of course, besides these external factors, South Palace Snow was also very diligent and hardworking. Just after successfully condensing an essence core, she continued meditating in her cave.

After all, too many talented disciples were present at the sect; if she didn't work hard, achieving prominence would be nothing but a dream.

She sat cross-legged, extending her jade hands to draw shadows in mid-air, constantly changing hand seals.

Suddenly, a loud boom echoed through the ears. The entire cave began to shake violently.
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That deafening roar was like a thunderbolt in the clear sky, causing Nan Gong Xiu's face to twitch slightly. If not for her relatively stable mind and spirit, she would have been shaken into madness by the shockwave.

What is happening?

The young woman opened her eyes, her pretty face filled with surprise and curiosity.

Such a loud roar; even in the depths of Cloud Concealment Mountain, she couldn't escape its impact. Could there be an external enemy invading?

But that's impossible. The Cloud Concealment Sect has gained widespread fame, and Elder Lin Xuan just became the head of the Immortal Dao Alliance, his reputation soaring to new heights.

Who would dare provoke a tiger now? That would be as foolish as an old man hanging himself.

Following common sense, there shouldn't be such fools.

But the cultivation world is full of surprises, and with the current extraordinary period, any shocking changes are not unexpected.

With these thoughts in mind, her expression changed rapidly. Since she had no leads, she decided to stop overthinking it. She stomped her jade foot, and auras of spirit energy flickered around her as she transformed into a dazzling streak of light, breaking through the air and flying out of her cave.

Clearly, this wasn't just an isolated incident; Cloud Concealment Sect's main hall was now filled with thousands of cultivators floating in the sky. Everyone wore expressions of shock and unease.

The sudden change had caught them off guard. The cultivators who were meditating in their caves didn't know what had happened, and they chattered noisily among themselves.

But at this moment, several streaks of light emerged from afar, flying towards here. Leading the way was a young woman with silver hair, tall and beautiful. Although the other cultivators wore different attire, none were below the Spirit Cultivation Stage.

"Salutations to the Supreme Elder!"

"Salutations to all our ancestors!"

The cultivators who had been whispering earlier suddenly turned pale in shock and began paying their respects mid-air.

Their faces now showed a mix of surprise and uncertainty. The Supreme Elder and the various ancestors rushed over, and considering the recent loud noise, could it be that Cloud Concealment Sect truly faced a formidable enemy? Who dared to provoke a tiger?

In contrast, the silver-eyed woman's face was extremely gloomy. She had just received a message indicating that numerous域外天魔 had appeared near the main hall, with many disciples already falling in battle. These creatures were now attacking the sect’s protective array.

Damn it! Cloud Concealment Sect covered an area of millions of miles; all the demon strongholds should have been eradicated long ago. Where did these foreign demons come from?

The silver-eyed woman was both shocked and angry, with a bad feeling in her gut. As they say, good people don’t come when needed, but those who do are never good. With Lin Xuan away, Cloud Concealment Sect’s defenses were at their weakest. The attackers chose this moment to strike the main hall; it couldn't just be a minor skirmish.

Her thoughts raced as her face darkened further.

Meanwhile, several streaks of light appeared on the horizon, moving extremely fast. After a few breaths, the figures within the light became clearer.

Recognizing their faces, the silver-eyed woman exclaimed with joy: "Sister, you came just in time! I was planning to send someone for you."

"Why should I be polite? The Cloud Concealment Sect is facing external enemies; how could I possibly stay out of it?"

The speaker had a melodious voice and beautiful features. She was Lin Xuan’s wife, Ouyang Qinxin.

With her husband's help, she had just successfully advanced to the Tribulation Transcendence Stage but still needed to stabilize her realm. Therefore, she stayed at the main hall along with the news.

"Salutations to Senior!"

Behind Ouyang Qinxin were several young women: Gong Yu'er, Shangguan Ling, Shangguan Yan, and Ye Ru. Since they had all taken Lin Xuan as their teacher, in both reason and emotion, they naturally looked up to their matriarch.

"None of this is necessary."

The situation was critical, but the silver-eyed woman didn't have much time for politeness. The deafening roar continued, indicating that someone was fiercely attacking the禁制.

"Sister, let's go check out the front line?"

"Agreed!"

Ouyang Qinxin had no objections and together with the others, their streaks of light merged into one, flying towards the source of the noise.

Cloud Concealment Sect covered a vast area, but their speed was swift. They soon arrived.

However, what they saw shocked them greatly. Although the message about域外天魔 had been received, the sheer number of these creatures far exceeded expectations.

While it wasn't quite遮云蔽日 (covering the sky and blocking out the sun), the view was dark with swirling demonic energy, stretching as far as the eye could see.

If just the numbers were a concern, their faces wouldn’t have turned so pale. The key issue was that these creatures’ cultivation levels were formidable.

The sect’s protective array had fully activated; the continuous mountain range was shrouded in misty vapor. This wasn't ordinary cloud; countless Five Elements禁制 hidden within it made Cloud Concealment Sect's protective array incredibly powerful.

Inside the array, countless cultivators were ready for battle. Once域外天魔 invaded the main hall, everyone understood what that meant—no one could escape unscathed.

Their morale was high as they didn't need to be motivated; new recruits kept joining their ranks.

With Cloud Concealment Sect fully mobilized, Lin Xuan’s absence didn’t matter. Over a thousand years of development had built a deep foundation.

Woo...

The mournful horn echoed through the air.

Outside the array, the demonic soldiers roared in response.

Their voices were terrifying; some cultivators with lower cultivation levels turned pale.

"It's the soul-shattering sound; quickly activate the protective measures."

The silver-eyed woman shouted. Although she wasn't afraid, she couldn’t ignore her disciples' safety.

"Yes, Senior!"

A cultivator responded and waved a flag. Several array mages left their ranks, floating in mid-air, each holding an array disk. They cast spells on them.

The disks lit up, and the vapor swirled around them. Simultaneously, a melodious chant filled their ears.

The pale-faced cultivators regained their composure; the soul-shattering sound was broken.

But this was just the appetizer.

As the soul-shattering sound faded, another rumbling noise entered their ears from within the demonic clouds.

Then, hundreds of soldiers burst out from the demon array.

These soldiers' mounts were even more eye-catching—prehistoric monsters resembling dinosaurs that had long since gone extinct.

Triceratops!

Their bodies were massive; these demonic soldiers were nearly as tall as giants. They wielded large swords and axes, charging towards the clouds and light curtains with fierce determination. (To be continued...)
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The air was filled with the might of a mountain and river!

Indeed, the shock these demon warriors brought was no small matter.

紧接着, an eerie horn sounded in his ears. From the opposing formation, countless魔兽s shot out like locusts.

They were dense and numerous, each one looking different from the others. Some resembled insects, while others appeared like mad beasts.

Their bodies exuded a surging aura of malice as they charged forward with ferocity, akin to moths rushing towards a flame. The sheer momentum was astonishing.

The attack had begun!

The silver-eyed girl's face turned grim. Command after command was issued, and the array mages began their powerful counterattack under the control of禁制s.

Although the protective sect formation could defend as well as attack, in this situation, offense was indeed the best defense. Otherwise, endless passive defense would surely dampen morale.

By relying on the禁制s, they could maximize the destruction of the enemy's living forces here.

The silver-eyed girl's thoughts were clear and sharp.

As the saying goes, a good man does not come, but when he comes, he is not good. The wisest choice now was to hold their ground and wait for reinforcements.

The Immortal Dao Alliance conference had already concluded. Given his two younger brothers' nature, they would certainly not linger outside; they must have set off back towards the sect headquarters by now.

Despite her confidence in this assessment, a trace of worry still lingered on her face as she sighed softly: "Too bad we can't send out a message. Otherwise, Senior Brother Lin's return speed would be even faster."

"Senior Sister, don't worry," came the voice of Ouyang Qinxin. "If it’s just about sending a message, I have a way to do so."

The silver-eyed girl's face lit up with joy.

"Yes."

Ouyang Qinxin did not waste any words and flicked her sleeve. A talisman flew out from her fingertips, roughly the size of a palm but as thin as a cicada's wing, almost translucent. The surface was covered in intricate runes that exuded an aura of mystery.

"This is..."

The silver-eyed girl widened her eyes.

"This is a communication spirit talisman given to me by my husband before he left. It’s said to be made from true essence materials and can instantly reach its destination no matter the distance. Intercepting it would be almost impossible."

Ouyang Qinxin's voice filled his ears, followed by her finger pointing at the talisman. As she moved, the talisman began to burn on its own.

In the flames, a line of text appeared faintly and then vanished.

---

At the same time, thousands of miles away, a streak of lightning raced across the sky. Closer inspection revealed it was a flying boat, with Lin Xuan and a young man named after dragons sitting at the bow, enjoying fine wine.

Their journey to Dongyu Kingdom for the Immortal Dao Alliance conference had faced some setbacks but ultimately went smoothly. Lin Xuan had become the alliance's leader.

Just as the silver-eyed girl had guessed, they did not linger and set off back towards their headquarters.

The mood was excellent on this trip.

They took out wine and food, drinking and chatting idly while enjoying the scenery. Lin Xuan also shared some cultivation techniques with the young man named after dragons, who benefited greatly from it, feeling even more grateful to Lin Xuan.

He had already reached the Small Tranquilization Stage. Although he would not break through in this life, gaining insights into cultivation from Lin Xuan could help him enhance his strength and extend his lifespan significantly.

For Lin Xuan, his senior brothers and sisters always treated him well. Given his nature, he was naturally willing to reciprocate their kindness when possible.

Just as they were chatting merrily, Lin Xuan suddenly frowned.

"Senior Brother Lin, what's wrong?"

The young man named after dragons looked puzzled; he felt no discomfort.

Lin Xuan did not speak but flicked his sleeve. A burst of flame appeared above his palm and coalesced into a thin, mysterious talisman.

A line of text appeared on the talisman.

Lin Xuan read it clearly and his face turned pale.

"Senior Brother Lin, what happened?"

The young man named after dragons remained confused but instinctively felt something was amiss. His heart raced with worry.

"The headquarters is under attack by a large number of域外天魔. They are in grave danger," Lin Xuan's voice echoed.

"What? The headquarters is under siege by demon forces! How could this be possible?"

The young man named after dragons gaped, his face full of disbelief: "Brother, if I remember correctly, the demon strongholds within a million miles around Yunyan Mountain were all destroyed. Where did these demons come from?"

"I don't know either," Lin Xuan sighed. "But since Qinyin sent out a distress signal, it must be true."

"Then what should we do now? We are still far from the headquarters, and distant help is no good. Senior Brother Lin is now the leader of the Immortal Dao Alliance. Can you order other forces nearby to send reinforcements?" the young man named after dragons said anxiously.

"That would not work," Lin Xuan shook his head.

"Why not?" The young man was now flustered with worry.

"Brother, stay calm. Even if there are powerful sects and families near Yunyan Mountain, I can't order them. After all, the Immortal Dao Alliance is just a loose alliance of various forces that has only recently formed. As its leader, my authority is limited; ordering others to aid Yunyan Mountain would be like sending moths to their flames."

Lin Xuan sighed, his insights sharp and incisive. Such an action would not only fail to get help but might even provoke resentment.

"What... should we do then?" the young man named after dragons said worriedly, now in a state of panic.

"Nothing else can be done; we must hurry back to the headquarters. But this flying boat cannot be used anymore. We will use our遁光to travel and try to use传送阵s at Immortal Cities if possible."

"There is no other way."

Time was of the essence, so they did not dare delay. Lin Xuan waved his sleeve, and a flash of green light enveloped the young man named after dragons as he vanished into the distance.

The reason for this action was that Lin Xuan's遁光was at least twice as fast as the young man’s. As the saying goes, saving someone is like extinguishing a fire; Yunyan Mountain was in grave danger, and every moment saved increased their fellow disciples' chances of survival.

---

While Lin Xuan rushed back, let us return to Yunyan Mountain where the battle had intensified.

Facing the冲击 from域外天魔, the protective sect formation fully activated.

From the mist, beams of light shot out, along with countless lightning and flames, raining down on the enemies like raindrops hitting banana leaves.
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In an instant, hundreds of魔兽 turned into gray smoke. But the rest showed no fear and continued to charge towards the misty cloud.

These leading beasts were merely cannon fodder; even if they fell in great numbers, Heavenly璇剑尊 wouldn't feel any pain!

He had to test the power of Yun Yin Sect's protective array.

In the past, although he was the head of a peak, circumstances change. The current Yun Yin Sect was different from his memories. The sect’s defensive array had been completely replaced long ago. Past experiences were useless here.

But what did it matter?

In his view, Yun Yin Sect's resistance was merely a last-ditch effort, albeit vicious. It was better to level the entire sect while Lin Xuan wasn't around. After all, he harbored deep resentment towards them.

Back then, they treated him so poorly; now, this debt must be repaid in full and tenfold.

In the dark clouds, Heavenly璇剑尊 thought with malice. He didn’t reflect on his past actions. As the head of a peak, he had tormented Lin Xuan, a mere lowly cultivator, for the Purple Heart Fire, even resorting to drawing his sword against him. But he foolishly kicked a hornet's nest. Losing and venting his anger on Lin Xuan and Yun Yin Sect was unjustified.

He was indeed unreasonable.

From start to finish, Heavenly璇剑尊 never reflected on his mistakes.

However, this guy’s luck was truly exceptional. Becoming an outsider demon and being reborn due to misfortune gave him the strength to retaliate against Lin Xuan. With Lin Xuan not in the sect now, he wanted to destroy Yun Yin Sect completely. It would both avenge his defeat and disrupt Lin Xuan's mental state.

To be honest, it was a good plan, but could he achieve it?

No one knew!

The battle remained at a stalemate. From sheer power, the demon army had an advantage, but Yun Yin Sect also had favorable conditions—time, terrain, and manpower. They relied on their defensive array to fiercely counterattack.
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The first wave was quickly repelled. The flood of beasts had fallen by about 90%, but Yun Yin Sect wasn't without losses either. As they say, many ants can still kill an elephant.

With their large numbers, some minor restrictions were broken, especially those hundreds of demon knights. Each was massive in size, riding on triangular dragons that were equally ferocious. Their thick skin and numerous light beams only made them roar louder.

They fiercely charged into the misty clouds, breaking through some restrictions. Fortunately, they weren't many, and Yun Yin Sect's cultivators eventually wiped them out together.

However, this battle gave everyone a clear understanding of the power of outsiders demons. After all, it was just an initial test.

If the enemy put forth their full strength, could Yun Yin Sect really hold? Many cultivators were uncertain.

Even the silver-eyed maiden’s expression was grim to the extreme.

Damn it! The opponent was too cunning, choosing this moment when Lin Apprentice Brother wasn’t here.

Before he could think further, a mournful horn sounded again. Demon energy surged, and this time, it wasn't just small-scale attacks.

The demon army revealed its true form, showing its sinister face.

Various strange and monstrous outsiders demons were hard to describe in one sentence. But among them, several stood out.

One was some kind of beast towering over 30 meters high, resembling a smaller mountain when viewed from afar. Its appearance was peculiar; it looked like an extinct dinosaur, the Tyrannosaurus Rex!

But it was clearly much larger than a T-Rex and had a ghost face on its forehead.

Outsiders demons!

These demon heads were indeed unique in their form.

Besides, some of these demons were also tall.

Not inferior to that T-Rex-like creature at all.

What was even more astonishing was the numerous arms growing from their bodies. A rough count revealed hundreds or even thousands.

Lin Xuan's nine-headed eighteen-armed golden body was already outrageous, but compared to these creatures, it was like a small fry in front of a big fish.

Another type of demon was round and looked like a large ball, covered with countless tentacles. But the most striking feature was its giant eye.

The diameter of this eye was over 10 meters, emitting a heart-stopping, deep demonic aura.

These three types of demons were the most noticeable; there were many more strange and monstrous ones, their numbers beyond count.

With divine sense, it was hard to estimate them.

Clearly, Heavenly璇剑尊 had no patience for further testing. After one failed attempt, he decided to deploy his elite forces in a decisive battle to capture Yun Yin Sect's main stronghold.

After all, time was precious.

Now that he knew Lin Xuan had become the leader of Immortal Dao Alliance, he envied and feared him despite outwardly not showing it.

Even through the mist, Yun Yin Sect’s cultivators could see the outsiders demons' movements clearly.

The test was imminent; Yun Yin Sect's cultivators couldn't afford to slack off. The entire sect mobilized.

All cultivators within the sect, even those in their death and rebirth gates, emerged at this critical moment.

With the sect facing life or death, every additional force was beneficial.

Restrictions were activated without hesitation, using up crystals.

This wasn’t a time for frugality; apart from the main defensive array, countless small arrays and restrictions numbered in the hundreds…

The sect’s array masters worked tirelessly, setting up temporary traps and restrictions with their arrays and flags.

Though it was last-minute preparation, it still had some use.

At the same time, the sect's treasure vaults were opened.

A large number of treasures—elixirs, magical weapons, puppet talismans—were transported out. These were the precious items Yun Yin Sect accumulated over years of hard work.

Now, they couldn’t be too careful; everything was distributed.

"Hmph! Truly like a cicada trying to stop an ox!"

An angry roar came from the dark clouds as the demon army began moving forward like a tidal wave.

Leading the charge were those T-Rex-like creatures. Their thick skin allowed them to withstand numerous light beams and lightning fireballs, but they merely shook their heads and continued charging.

As they charged, they opened wide mouths, spewing out demonic winds.

These winds were pitch-black, with faint cries of souls echoing within.

Wherever they passed, the protective array of Yun Yin Sect was torn open.

Of course, the array could repair itself, but this wouldn't be good for the sect’s cultivators.
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Soon, the giant-like demon from beyond the heavens rushed forward. His body had hundreds, even thousands of arms, each holding a weapon.

Long sabers, large battle axes, wolf fangs, and metal hammers—various heavy yet powerful weapons were in his grasp.

With a frenzied dance, he smashed them down towards the cloud-like aura and light screen before him.

Boom!

The loud noise echoed as the rest of the demons from beyond the heavens began their own fierce attacks. Although the sect’s protective array was sturdy, it started to violently shake under such power. Clearly, mere prohibitions wouldn’t suffice.

Disciples of Cloud Concealment Sect couldn’t just sit and wait for death. They summoned their treasures through the prohibitions and attacked wildly.

All colors of spiritual light flared up as various magical artifacts clashed with lightning flying around. Various beams of light pierced through the air.

Continuous screams filled the ears as Cloud Concealment Sect and demons from beyond the heavens fought to the extreme. One side was stronger, while the other had the advantage of timing, location, and personnel. The battle thus became a stalemate, seemingly without a clear winner in the short term.

Roar!

A howl entered their ears, indicating that someone within the demon array was dissatisfied with the current outcome. Demon clouds transformed into a vortex.

At the center of the vortex, a grotesque ghost face emerged. From its forehead to its mouth, it stretched over ten zhang (about 30 feet). The spiritual pressure it emitted made one feel suffocated.

Ninth Stage of Tribulation!

This demon was also at the tribulation stage.

Indeed, these demons from beyond the heavens had peculiar appearances. He revealed his sharp teeth and shot out a black ball of light from his mouth.

Sizzle...

Like a meteor falling, the ball of light streaked through the void before crashing into the misty aura with ferocity.

Boom!

The loud noise echoed as if someone had thrown water into a boiling pot, causing white smoke to spread. The protective array’s light screen flickered violently.

A tribulation stage attack was no trivial matter.

Thus, the sect’s protective array began to struggle to hold on.

In such circumstances, Ouyang Qinxin naturally couldn’t hide her strength.

A layer of frost appeared on her pretty face as she waved her jade hand, summoning a golden seven-stringed zither.

Her jade fingers played like pearls falling into a jade plate. Golden notes flowed from her fingertips and transformed into swords, stabbing towards the opponent.

Swords flashed in showers. The ghost-faced demon was shocked and turned to attack the prohibitions instead of the zither. From his mouth, he spat out gushing demonic winds. Among them were several magical treasures that clashed with the golden sword light.

Eh?

A shout came from the demon clouds. They had already investigated beforehand; although Cloud Concealment Sect wasn’t weak, no other tribulation-stage elders besides Lin Xuan were known to exist there.

Who was this woman?

But despite her surprise, it didn’t change the outcome of the battle.

Another demon from beyond the heavens appeared in their line of sight.

It was a woman dressed in black robes. At first glance, she resembled humans but had two bull horns on her forehead. She too was at the tribulation stage.

Electric sparks flickered around her fingernails as she reached out towards the front.

Sizzle...

Instantly, black electric currents coalesced into five demonic serpents that slithered and charged forward with ferocity.

"Bad!"

The silver-eyed girl was alarmed. Qinxin had no hands to spare at this moment.

With no other choice, she waved her jade hand to summon her spirit sword.

Sizzle...

A tear in the void appeared as it clashed with the demonic serpents. On the surface, they blocked the opponent’s attacks, but the silver-eyed girl’s face was deathly pale. After all, she was only at a minor tribulation stage.

In front of a distracted cultivator, she could appear formidable, but compared to true tribulation-stage elders, there was still a gap.

Relying on her to block this demon woman was unrealistic.

This logic was clear in the silver-eyed girl’s mind, but what could she do now?

Just as she was at wit’s end, a sharp cry echoed: "Auntie, let me help you."

The voice was familiar. She didn’t need to turn around to know it was Yu'er from Lin Xuan’s disciples.

The silver-eyed girl couldn’t help feeling surprised. As Lin Xuan’s disciple, Yu'er’s strength was beyond doubt; but she had just broken through the distracted stage and might be slightly stronger than her peers, yet facing this demon woman would be sheer suicide.

But despite her curiosity, she knew that among Lin Xuan’s disciples, Yu'er was the most tactically astute. Her actions were always well-considered.

What did she intend to do?

Before she could ponder further, Yu'er waved her sleeves and a jade box about a foot long flew out.

It appeared normal from the outside but had prohibitions inscribed on its lid.

The girl raised her right hand and pointed it forward.

A snap echoed as the talisman ignited without wind. The lid was pushed up by some force, revealing a true spirit puppet.

Of course, it remained the size of an inch-long miniature object, unremarkable from any angle.

Yu'er flicked her fingers, and three crystal stones the size of apricot kernels appeared. They glowed with red, yellow, and blue spiritual lights, emitting mysterious power.

Without further ado, the three magical stones rapidly shrank into tiny grains that embedded themselves in the true spirit puppet.

Roar!

The angry roar of a giant dragon accompanied by terrifying spiritual pressure descended from the heavens.

It felt no less formidable than an ordinary tribulation-stage cultivator.

This was Yu'er’s trump card. Lin Xuan’s strength had changed so much that true spirit puppets were barely useful to him, thus he rewarded his most reliable disciple with this gift.

With this item added, the silver-eyed girl felt relieved. Together, they fought the demon woman in a balanced exchange of blows.

The stalemate resumed.

Other disciples from Cloud Concealment Sect also engaged demons from beyond the heavens, reaching a deadlock.

"True trash!"

At that moment, a loud shout echoed from the demon clouds, shaking the ground and causing ear pain.

Following it was an ominous spiritual pressure that descended silently. Most of the sect’s cultivators struggled to breathe as the protective array had yet to be breached, mitigating much of the pressure. Otherwise, things would have been disastrous.

Ninth Stage of Tribulation!

Ouyang Qinxin and the silver-eyed girl’s faces were pale with fear. They knew well how terrifying tribulation-stage cultivators could be.

They were startled but not surprised that such a high-level existence had intervened.

Was Cloud Concealment Sect truly destined to suffer this calamity?
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Without a fight, he had already subdued his enemy!

The appearance of a late-stage渡劫 cultivator was undoubtedly a huge blow to the morale of Yun Yin Sect.

Even low-grade cultivators were not spared; even the Elder and officials at the spirit-separation level had pale faces.

The higher the cultivation stage, the more clearly they understood what such an existence meant.

The sect protection array could block ordinary域外天魔.

But was it really effective against this kind of existence?

Even the silver-eyed maiden began to lose confidence.

Could Yun Yin Sect hold out under these circumstances?

A gloomy expression flashed across her eyes, but soon, she regained her resolve.

What if? He was a formidable enemy. As the Great Elder, how could he retreat?

Not just a late-stage渡劫天魔, even if the Void Demon Sovereign arrived here, he wouldn't run away.

He would die here, even if it meant death.

The silver-eyed maiden made up her mind, but for some reason, she felt that this powerful aura before her was familiar.

How could that be?

This was the first time they encountered a late-stage渡劫天魔. How could the opponent give her a sense of familiarity?

The silver-eyed maiden widened her eyes, feeling more and more uneasy, as if there were a plot behind these events.

Yes, a plot!

Not just for Lin Xiaotie.

Woo...

An ancient voice echoed in their ears as the deepest layer of demon clouds revealed its true form.

It was an elderly man wearing wide robes, appearing to be over seventy years old, but with a vigorous spirit and a commanding presence. His gaze was sharp like that of an eagle.

"It's him!"

The silver-eyed maiden almost couldn't believe her eyes—or rather, she thought it was an illusion.

Heavenly璇剑尊!

As the former peak figurehead of Yun Yin Sect, how could she not recognize him?

But was he really this person?

If memory served correctly, Heavenly璇剑尊 had been reduced to ashes in his battle with Lin Xiaotie.

How did he resurrect and appear here?

Moreover, he was a human; how could he transform into a域外天魔?

Furthermore, although Heavenly璇剑尊's cultivation wasn't bad, back then, he was only at the洞玄 stage.

So many years had passed. How could he have advanced to late-stage渡劫?

If it were that he and Lin Xiaotie were both prodigies, the silver-eyed maiden would never believe it.

Too many questions. But now, delving into these matters no longer mattered.

Regardless of his identity, at this moment, he was Yun Yin Sect's mortal enemy.

And the threat to the sect was unparalleled.

A cruel smile appeared on Heavenly璇剑尊's face: "You once treated me like dirt; do you feel regret now?"

"I don't care. I want a hundredfold or a thousandfold compensation."

Before his words were finished, he raised his hand, and deep demon energy coiled around it. It transformed into a three-foot-long demon sword, seemingly solid, and slashed downward.

Instantly, a crescent-shaped sword energy shot out from his hand and rapidly grew larger as it flew.

A loud breaking sound echoed, shattering the space in its path...

At the same time, thousands of miles away,

a streak of light sped like lightning. Lin Xuan's face was dark with worry despite his efforts to use the teleportation array. Yun Yin Sect was too far from here.

As the saying goes, distant water can't quench immediate thirst. Lin Xuan feared that by the time he returned, it would be too late.

Damned those cunning域外天魔!

Suddenly, Lin Xuan sensed something and his face turned pale as he abruptly halted the streak of light.

"Junior Brother Lin, what's wrong?"

The dragon-named youth was visibly nervous.

"I don't know either. Just... I have a bad feeling; it feels like something terrible is about to happen."

A premonition!

The dragon-named youth understood Lin Xuan's meaning.

At their level of strength, such a premonition couldn't be mere coincidence.

It must foretell something...

Could Yun Yin Sect already be breached? Both thought of the worst-case scenario.

But what could they do now?

Returning was too late; even with alternating use of the streak of light and teleportation array, it would take more than a day.

Too late!

The two remained silent.

"Junior Brother Lin, think fast. Do you have any other ideas?"

The dragon-named youth was more anxious than Lin Xuan. He had grown up in Yun Yin Sect; his feelings ran deep.

"If there's a way, why would I wait until now...?" Lin Xuan said with a bitter smile. But before he could finish, he suddenly frowned: "Wait, I have an idea."

"Junior Brother, speak quickly."

The dragon-named youth's face lit up in hope. He was like someone drowning; even a lifebuoy wouldn't be ignored.

"In this situation, using ordinary methods won't work to return to the sect headquarters. The only way is to tear through space," Lin Xuan said gravely.

"Tear through space?"

The dragon-named youth didn't understand.

"Correct. I will rip open the space, reach a small interface in the spirit realm, and then tear that interface to travel back to Yun Yin Sect via the portal."

"What? !" The dragon-named youth was dumbfounded by Lin Xuan's bold idea: "Using spatial traversal to travel, can this... work?"

"I don't know either."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a bitter smile.

Theoretically, it was feasible. With his strength, tearing open a small interface for a journey could be done without any issues.

He remembered Yun Yin Sect's coordinates clearly.

In theory, using this method would allow him to return quickly.

But the problem was that while theoretically correct, even a slight deviation in space traversal could send them off course.

This was why Lin Xuan hesitated after thinking of the idea.

But he wasn't indecisive as a cultivator.

Soon, his expression became resolute. There were no other options; they had to take a chance now.

He would be careful and might just make it back successfully if luck was on their side.

Having made up his mind, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate: "Senior Brother, I'll go."

Tearing through space wasn't suitable for others.

"Alright, Junior Brother. Be careful. It's all up to you now," the dragon-named youth said with hope in his eyes. Over the years, Lin Xiaotie had created countless miracles; he believed this time wouldn't disappoint him either.

"I'll go."

With the situation so urgent, Lin Xuan couldn't choose a weak point for space traversal. Fortunately, traveling between small interfaces didn't require much fuss.
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Saving lives is like putting out a fire, especially for Lin Xuan, who had too many ties to the Cloud Concealment Sect.

He naturally didn't dare delay. He took a deep breath and his body was enveloped in flickering spiritual light. A stream of wondrous法则力量 emanated from within Lin Xuan’s body.

Next, he inhaled deeply, rapidly moving his fingers to form a series of strange mudras. A bluish-green glow filled the air as an astonishing spiritual pressure rose into the sky.

The sky darkened accordingly.

A fierce wind began to howl.

"Go!"

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and pointed at the front.

Zzzzt…

Electric sparks flew everywhere, and with Lin Xuan’s action, a violent spatial fluctuation appeared over a hundred feet ahead of him. The sound of tearing fabric filled his ears as nearby space seemed to collapse inwards.

A white hole, deep beyond comprehension, seemed to possess magical powers.

A portal!

The young man named Long stared wide-eyed at the entire process, clearly seeing every detail. Although he knew Lin Xuan’s younger brother could easily tear through the space with his divine power, he never expected it to be so effortless.

In shock and joy, he hoped that Lin Xuan's method might indeed allow him to return to the sect smoothly: "Younger Brother Lin, please."

"Brother Senior, take care of yourself as well."

Lin Xuan said this before disappearing into the portal without further delay.

Meanwhile, at the Cloud Concealment Sect’s main headquarters:

A loud explosion echoed through the air.

The ground shook violently, and a thick cloud of mist rose over an area of a hundred miles in all directions. A series of screams and cries followed.

Despite their best efforts, the protective array ultimately failed to hold against the late-stage Transcendent Demons. While it was not as if they were made of paper, resisting such formidable foes was indeed beyond their strength.
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After holding out for a meal’s worth of time, the barrier was finally broken by the sharp attacks of Sword Venerable Tianxuan.

Without the protection of this array, the remaining Transcendent Demons began to cheer and advanced boldly.

On the Cloud Concealment Sect side, panic ensued as morale plummeted instantly.

With favorable timing, location, and personnel, the Cloud Concealment Sect had lost everything at that moment.

The howling Transcendent Demons surged like a flood, overwhelming the sect’s defenders. Without the protection of their protective array, the disparity in power became stark—both in quantity and quality.

Ouyang Qinxin waved her jade hand, sending down wave after wave of spells from her fingertips. As she moved, the music grew more ferocious.

Golden notes danced through the air, transforming into various weapons like swords, spears, and shields amidst a dazzling spiritual light. They fell like rain, hacking and slashing with great force.

The Transcendent Demon in ghostly form struggled to keep up. Seizing this opportunity, Ouyang Qinxin retreated.

"Senior Sister, Yu'er, don’t let them hold you back. Now that the protective array is broken, we should leave here."

Ouyang Qinxin’s anxious voice echoed as she signaled Lin Xuan's other disciples with a glance.

"But..."

The silver-eyed maiden looked hesitant.

"In times of crisis, decisive action is key. Fighting here serves no purpose; preserving our forces is most important." The music grew more urgent. Time was running out, and they wouldn’t be able to leave if they delayed further.

"Senior Sister, don't hesitate. When Master returns, we can reclaim the main headquarters."

"Yes!"

The silver-eyed maiden bit her lip. Emotionally, she would rather die here fighting, but rationally, she understood Ouyang Qinxin’s point.

Preserving their forces was crucial; as a sect elder, she had no right to act recklessly.

With a firm bite on her teeth, the silver-eyed maiden waved her hand, sending out a dazzling spiritual light from her sleeve—a prearranged signal for retreat. The disciples understood that they should withdraw.

Though the situation was dire, the remaining scattered restrictions could still provide some delay.

While it would come at a cost, not all of their forces would be lost here.

Relieved, Ouyang Qinxin and the silver-eyed maiden tried to break through from this position.

With their opponents now behind them, they were almost breaking free from the Transcendent Demons' encirclement. However, just as they did, a cold snort echoed: "Fools! Do you think you can escape in front of me?"

Before the words left his mouth, the sky darkened.

Black demonic energy surged like a tide and transformed into a massive black hand, reaching out to grab them.

It was Sword Venerable Tianxuan!

Even before the attack reached them, Shangguan Interface and Ye Ying felt their breaths grow labored.

Late-stage Transcendent Existents were indeed formidable.

Ouyang Qinxin also felt an increased pressure.

But as the strongest among all, she couldn’t retreat.

She took a deep breath and waved her jade hand over the strings of her zither. A激昂的琴音 emerged with golden notes accompanying it.

These notes coalesced into a giant celestial sword, ten feet long, which shot towards the black hand.

Almost simultaneously, a light beam passed by Ouyang Qinxin. Gong Sun Yu'er couldn’t let her mother-in-law fight alone and activated her true spirit puppet to release a wave of light.

The silver-eyed maiden also unleashed her own treasure.

Together, they aimed to block Sword Venerable Tianxuan’s attack.

"Fools! Trying to stop me with such feeble efforts!"

Sword Venerable Tianxuan sneered.

Before the words left his mouth, the brilliant swordlight landed on the hand.

However, what met their eyes was an unbelievable scene: the hand and swordlight touched but showed no damage. Instead, it grabbed the swordlight gently.

With a forceful grip, he crushed the ten-foot-long swordlight into pieces.

"Phew..."

Ouyang Qinxin spat out blood as she shared a mental connection with her mother-in-law, who also suffered some injuries. Her face was filled with disbelief at their opponent’s strength.

"Mother-In-Law!"

The girls were alarmed. At that moment, the light wave from the true spirit puppet collided but proved useless. As for the silver-eyed maiden's treasure, it was negligible.

They underestimated the terrifying power of late-stage Transcendent Existents too much. Now, that hand fell like a mountain on them, striking down hard.
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Danger!

If this strike hit, even if Qinxin and the others didn't perish, they would surely suffer broken bones and dislocated limbs.

Severe injuries were inevitable.

From afar, Tianxuan Sword Sovereign's face wore a cruel smile, exuding a sense of satisfaction.

Back then, he had been like a dog without a home, but now his greatest grudge was avenged. The feeling was indescribably exhilarating.

Hmph, Lin Xiaoer, you nearly killed me back then. Now your closest ones are at my mercy. When I return, will you regret offending this Sovereign?

Just thinking of Lin Xuan's agony made him want to laugh maniacally.

Sweet revenge!

The feeling of having power was like sipping a fine wine.

...

Looking at the massive demon hand, several girls' faces turned pale. It was too powerful; they had nowhere to hide. Would they all perish here?

Thoughts raced through her mind as the silver-eyed girl's eyes flashed with determination.

Suddenly, she emitted an intense aura of spirit energy and didn't retreat but instead flew towards that giant hand.

"Sister Senior!"

Ouyang Qinxin was shocked.

Doing this was like courting death. What did Sister Senior intend to do?

"Junior sister, the Cloud Concealment Sect is entrusted to you. You must live well."

Almost simultaneously, she received a transmission in her mind.

In an instant, Ouyang Qinxin understood their plan: "Sister Senior, no..."

"Silly little sister, it's better for me to die alone than all of us together. The Cloud Concealment Sect's glory and scale are due to Lin Junior Brother. As the Grand Elder, I can't protect everything, but at least, I want you to have a chance to live."

With resolute words, the silver-eyed girl's aura became extremely violent. Facing such a formidable opponent, she couldn’t fight or dodge; her only option was to fight with all her might.

Using her life to block this move would ensure Qinxin and the others' safety.

"Senior Uncle..."

"No!"

Lin Xuan’s disciples were also astute. They understood their senior sister's intentions in an instant.

They felt both gratitude and anger!

But mostly, they felt powerless. If only I had been stronger...

If Master was here...

But there are no coincidences in the world. How could Lin Xuan just happen to arrive at this critical moment?

Miracles are called miracles because they don’t happen every day.

Everyone was despondent as tears blurred their vision...

Boom!

Just then, a bolt of lightning streaked across the sky.

The originally clear sky suddenly darkened.

Void collapsed visibly, and a white hole appeared.

This... was a spatial vortex. More accurately, it should be called an interface portal.

Staggering rule power radiated from within, accompanied by a dazzling flash that zipped through the void, arriving directly in front of the black giant hand.

Without hesitation, it crashed into it with ferocity.

Boom!

The loud noise echoed as the powerful hand crumbled like paper. It instantly disintegrated.

It felt incredibly fragile.

How could this be?

Everyone's eyes widened.

The change was too sudden; they barely had time to react before it ended.

The silver-eyed girl, who had prepared to self-destruct her essence core, was stunned... Was she saved?

She still couldn't believe what she saw. Was it a coincidence or...

"Senior Sister, sorry, I'm late."

Only when the familiar voice reached her ears did she confirm that she wasn’t dreaming.

"Junior Brother, you... You really came back."

"Wife!"

"Mentor!"

...

The other girls' exclamations confirmed her realization; they were all cultivators and couldn't possibly share a hallucination together.

Several girls rushed to Lin Xuan's side. They had thought luck was distant, but it turned out to be right in front of them.

Lin Xuan returned to the sect’s main hall. With him here, nothing to fear, not even the域外天魔.

From afar, cheers echoed as cultivators were keenly aware. Despite their panic, they noticed the change.

"Senior Lin is back!"

"It's really Senior Lin!"

"That's great! Grandmaster's return will surely rout all demons. It’s our turn to counterattack."

...

The Cloud Concealment Sect's morale, which had dropped to an all-time low, began to rise rapidly.

This was no surprise; Lin Xuan was always revered by the sect members. Though he spent little time in the main hall, he created countless legends.

To him, miracles were as common as everyday life. In stories about Lin Xuan, he was overwhelmingly powerful and invincible.

Perhaps some cultivators had doubted his strength before, but recent news reported that Senior Lin had defeated all rivals to become the leader of the Immortal Alliance.

This couldn't be exaggerated. If not for extraordinary abilities, how could he defeat those ancient monsters?

So the rumors weren’t overstated; Senior Lin was indeed very formidable.

With him here, what could they fear?

No matter how many域外天魔 there were, they were just insignificant clowns. With this mindset, the cultivators no longer chose to retreat but instead engaged in fierce combat with the域外天魔.

"This..."

The sudden change froze Tianxuan Sword Sovereign's smile; he couldn't believe what he saw.

How could this be?

His intelligence was clear—Lin Xuan was far from the Cloud Concealment Sect. Even with rapid flight and portal assistance, it would take at least a day to arrive here.

How could he get here so quickly?

This defied logic or was simply impossible.

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign's expression turned extremely grim.

His plan to avenge Lin Xuan was meticulously laid out but caught him off guard. Man plans, but God laughs.

His mood plummeted.

As for Lin Xuan,

He heaved a sigh of relief. A hair’s breadth made all the difference; if he had returned any later, Lin Xuan couldn’t imagine the outcome.

Fortunately, it was still not too late.

Lin Xuan looked at his enemy in front.

With his keen eyesight, he saw clearly but showed astonishment on his face.

"Tianxuan Sword Sovereign!"

Lin Xuan almost thought he was seeing things. This guy had died under his hands a thousand years ago; how could he have come back to life and become a域外天魔, even reaching late-stage cultivation?

(To be continued)
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Lin Xuan's face was filled with shock and suspicion. The scene before him seemed almost unbelievable.

Though the cultivation world was full of wonders, resurrection after death was something unheard of.

Spirit herbs were often described as capable of reviving the dead and restoring bones to flesh, but that was merely exaggeration.

With his extensive experience in cultivation, Lin Xuan had never seen such a thing. The idea of true resurrection seemed even more impossible.

So what exactly was this Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign?

Was it just a case of mistaken identity? How many coincidences could there be in the world?

Moreover, the aura emanating from him was undoubtedly that of the Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign. Even with his divine consciousness, Lin Xuan could easily sense this.

It wasn't a fake!

This alone was astonishing. But then, Lin Xuan shook his head.

What did it matter now? Whether he was who he claimed to be or not, in any case, he was an enemy of the Cloud Concealment Sect. There was no need to overthink it; defeating him was the right choice.

A look of determination flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes.

However, the expression on the Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign’s face did not match his composure. Initially, he had wanted to subdue the Cloud Concealment Sect and see Lin Xuan suffer, but now, it seemed like all that effort was in vain. His feelings were hard to put into words.

Magic energy surged throughout his body as if filled with hatred. He hated Lin Xuan deeply; seeing him now only made him even more furious.

"Little Lin, do you remember me?"

The roar of the Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign echoed through the air.

"A petty clown, how could I possibly remember you?"

Lin Xuan's voice was light and casual as his expression remained indifferent.

"You..."

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign's anger nearly choked him. He had dreamed of revenge for a thousand years, but in Lin Xuan’s eyes, he was nothing more than an invisible figure.

How could he not feel frustrated?

It felt like punching air.

"Are you really unable to remember me?"

"I don't care who you are," Lin Xuan said indifferently.

"Rotten brat, I will strip your soul and refine it!"

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign's fury couldn’t be contained. His agitated voice echoed as he unleashed a shocking amount of dark magic energy from his body. He was enveloped in magical flames with black lightning缠绕 around him.

Despite his apparent foolishness, his strength was formidable. The spiritual pressure alone far exceeded that of the Black Bear King. Accompanying it was an alarming level of viciousness.

The flames and electric arcs intertwined, converging to form dozens of emotionless demonic soldiers. Some wielded swords, spears, or axes, while others carried long arrows on their backs. Each exuded a chilling aura as if forged from black iron.

Roar!

The demonic soldiers began to draw bows and arrows, while some swung large knives and hammers with ferocity, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign’s tactics didn’t end there. He knew Lin Xuan was no ordinary opponent, so he had to give it his all from the start.

He waved his sleeves, and the flames rose even higher. The flames dispersed, revealing five cold, gleaming demonic swords.

Lin Xuan felt a familiar presence; these were indeed the Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign’s original treasures, though they had been re-cultivated, making their power far greater than before.

"Break!"

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign opened his mouth and spat out a black blood mist. It transformed into five arcane magical symbols that flew back to be embedded in each sword.

Suddenly, the ground shook as dark clouds gathered. The roar of a dragon echoed, and the five swords transformed into five ferocious dragons, each over a hundred feet long, exuding an aura that made one’s heart race.

With a flick of their tails, they formed a strange array around Lin Xuan.

"Little guy, test out the power of my Five Dragon Immortal Confinement Formation. Today, I will strip your soul and refine it."

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign's vicious voice echoed in his ears.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he couldn’t help but show a hint of surprise on his face.

This guy was far more formidable than expected.

But such a level of power was not enough to defeat him. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and the sword aura spread out like raindrops hitting lotus leaves, dispersing in all directions.

Crackling sounds filled the air as metallic clinks echoed, turning the dozens of demonic soldiers into swiss cheese.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

After reverting to dark energy, they didn’t fall; instead, they reformed into new demonic soldiers.

Immortality!

This divine technique was truly astonishing.

But Lin Xuan’s face showed no signs of fear.

For a seasoned warrior like him, this was nothing unusual.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves again, and the sword aura spread out with a crackling sound. In an instant, he had wiped out the enemy once more.

"Hmph, useless. The magic arts I practice are endless. As long as I live, these soldiers won’t perish."

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign said coldly.

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed disbelief.

This time, the sword aura was different; it carried Illusory Heaven Fire. After the demonic soldiers were killed and turned into dark energy, they were immediately ignited by the flames.

"Resurrection is a joke. They’re already ashes. I don’t think you can bring them back," Lin Xuan said with mockery on his face.

"You..."

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign was furious and felt a sharp pain in his heart. This dark energy, though powerful, wasn't easily obtained; it required rare treasures and was a consumable technique. After much effort, he had finally mastered so many, but they were now broken by Lin Xuan with one move.

"Damned little guy, I will strip your soul and refine it."

"Hmph, do you just talk big?"

Lin Xuan paid no heed.

"You..."

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign was truly infuriated. He waved his hands wildly, sending out spell formations. The five dragons grew in size, making Lin Xuan seem like an insignificant ant that could be torn to pieces at any moment.

"Five Dragon Immortal Confinement Formation, interesting but just hot air. Even if you can’t trap a true immortal, you can’t stop me. Watch as I break it."

Turning the demonic creatures into monsters with his divine sword was sheer folly for Lin Xuan; among all the techniques in the three realms, none could match his True Spirit Sword Transformation Technique.

The Heavenly璇 Sword Sovereign’s actions were truly foolish. (To be continued...)
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Incomprehensibly foolish!

If the opponent had used another secret technique, perhaps they could have traded blows with Lin Xuan for a few rounds.

But he stupidly chose to use the Five Dragons Confining Immortal Array.

As the saying goes: Heaven's punishment can be endured; self-inflicted suffering cannot.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as his right hand shot up, emitting several sharp sword qi from within his body.

Not ordinary sword qi, but the essence of Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword Technique.

Eagles prey on rabbits with all their might. Here, there was no pretense; unlike at the Immortal Alliance Gathering where scheming and underhanded tactics were kept in check, he would not hold back against this domain outsider.

Thus, without hesitation, he summoned his命魂宝物.

With a clear resounding sound, nine pale silver immortal swords appeared in mid-air.

Lin Xuan's hands moved swiftly, casting incantations from his fingertips.

As he acted, Lin Xuan was enveloped by a shimmering light, with nine different colored lights shooting up from him. Each beam of light was dazzling and the pressure they emitted could rival late-stage cultivators!

"This..."

The Five Dragons Sword Immortal's eyes widened in disbelief as he felt an immense threat.

He felt a deep-seated fear.

Then, a loud phoenix call echoed through his ears.

From where the voice came, the brilliant red light shone brightly.

A fiery phoenix emerged from the flames, soaring into the heavens like a true king of all birds.

Its wings spread over a hundred feet, radiating the aura of a true monarch.

The power of kingship emanated, and all creatures fell to their knees.

Lin Xuan's divine powers had reached their peak.

In this moment, more than one dazzling spirit light shone brightly.
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Beside the phoenix, Vermilion Bird controlled the crimson flames of Red Lotus Fire, capable of burning everything in existence. The void itself was being melted and ignited.

Zap...

Thunder crackled as the Nine-Headed Dragon's body was enveloped by flames and lightning. Its nine heads were fierce, exuding an aura of defiance.

Though a celestial beast spirit, it did not fall short in气势 against the phoenix. In its past life, even the Arrogant King had dared to offend it.

The other two spirits also emitted formidable auras.

Peacock, Golden-Winged Great Peng—though their tales are rare today, they once reigned supreme in ancient times. Their power was comparable to that of the phoenix.

"This... This is impossible!"

The Five Dragons Sword Immortal's eyes widened with disbelief as he felt his fate hanging by a thread.

But his nightmare was not over yet.

Next, the golden sun appeared before him.

Then the Qilin, White Tiger, and even True Dragon emerged.

The Five Dragons Sword Immortal's expression could no longer be described as shock.

Seeing this scene would terrify anyone to their core.

Especially now that Lin Xuan had reached late-stage realm, his summoned spirits were not merely imitations but also emitted comparable auras and pressures, making it feel like all nine spirits descended upon him at once.

This was Lin Xuan's true bottom-of-the-barrel secret technique. Even against a True Immortal, he could give it a try, so using it here felt like overkill.

The Five Dragons Sword Immortal was terrified before the battle even began. But now that he had reached this point, could he turn back?

Even if he were afraid, there was no way out.

He fought!

With a roar, the five-headed dragons did not look back but charged forward with malice, hoping it was all just a dream or an illusion.

But how likely is that...

In the next moment, his adventure ended in a bloody nose.

The five-headed dragons were formidable, but compared to true spirits, they seemed weak. They could not resist for long and fell to their knees.

The demonic aura subsided as the five-headed dragons reverted into immortal swords.

But they looked pale in comparison.

The Five Dragons Sword Immortal's face was deathly pale with a hint of blood on his lips.

Damaging his命魂 treasure, he felt no better.

"You..."

With venom in his eyes, before he could speak, the true dragon charged forward.

Its claws struck out even as it approached.

Space collapsed.

The other spirits did not hold back, rushing from all directions.

Vermilion Bird's wings flapped, sending purple flames across the sky.

Red Lotus Fire was said to burn everything in existence!

The phoenix's call echoed through his ears.

Two beams of light shot from its eyes.

Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes!

But they were not the kind Lin Xuan used to break illusions.

They shattered space and time itself, a terrifying sensation when applied to flesh.

Having already summoned True Spirit Sword Technique, Lin Xuan had no intention of delaying. He aimed to end this quickly.

From his appearance, the Five Dragons Sword Immortal's situation was dire in an instant.

He didn't even know what happened; his mind went blank.

How could it be? With his current domain strength and divine favor, how could this boy possibly have grown so powerful?

But by now, it was too late. His life hung by a thread.

Would he just die like that?

Absolutely not!

Defeated once already, after a thousand years of cultivation, he couldn't afford to fail again.

The Five Dragons Sword Immortal's face turned bitter as his expression became grotesque.

A loud explosion echoed in his ears; he transformed into a three-headed six-armed demon.

He ignited the primordial fire.

Completely abandoning human form, this transformation was irreversible.

To retaliate against Lin Xuan, he cared not for anything else, even transforming into a true demon.

As he moved, his aura skyrocketed, far exceeding that of late-stage realm cultivators. Even more astonishingly, the five demonic swords regained their vitality as if never injured before. (To be continued...)
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"Hey?"

Lin Xuan could see clearly, and a hint of surprise appeared on his face. He had no idea what experiences Tianxuan Sword Sovereign had gone through over the years, but he never imagined that he would grow to such an extent.

The flames were surging, and just by looking at their momentum, they seemed capable of matching Lin Xuan in battle.

"Interesting. I wonder how you can withstand the fierce attacks of True Spirit Nine Heads?"

His opponent's performance was astonishing, yet Lin Xuan had even more confidence in his secret techniques.

A divine thought shot out.

The nine heads of True Spirit roared in unison and each unleashed their own secret techniques. In an instant, the void was torn apart, and various dazzling spiritual lights and flames surged like a raging sea.

His opponent seemed like a small boat tossed about by the waves, as if it would be swallowed up at any moment.

Was the battle over?

No!

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign did not give up. His expression was extremely frenzied. Six arms spread out, strange incantations were uttered from his mouth, and a stream of法则力量 burst forth from his body, intertwining to form a vortex-like shape.

A domain!

Indeed, this guy had become an unparalleled powerhouse, so he naturally wouldn't let go of this lifeline now.

My domain is my own.

The giant vortex instantly swallowed the nine heads of True Spirit.

The danger was over!

However, Lin Xuan's face showed no anger. He hadn't expected that even a domain had been cultivated.

If it were before the Peach Blossom Banquet, it would have been quite troublesome, but now… What does having a domain matter? It's still just showing off in front of experts.

A sneer appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth. He raised his right hand and several heart-refinement methods flew out from his fingertips.

His entire body was enveloped by a layer of green light, emitting astonishing spiritual energy.

The light shimmered with five colors.

But soon, all the spiritual lights condensed, returning to obscurity. Then a layer of silver light burst open, transforming into a giant beam that wrapped Lin Xuan in its midst.

Countless talisman inscriptions emerged from the surface, giving off an indescribable sense of power.

Lin Xuan didn't want to hide his strength and also displayed his own domain.

From afar, Ouyang Qinxin and the silver-eyed girl widened their eyes. It was not every day that they could witness a battle between two domain experts. Observing it carefully would be greatly beneficial for them.

They were also very curious about what kind of domain Lin Xuan's talent would manifest as?

As time passed, the silver light became increasingly blinding and expanded into a giant sphere enveloping Lin Xuan.

Then "whoosh" sounds echoed, the silver light ball began to spin rapidly. Accompanying this was a series of light beams flying out from its surface, like meteors, forcefully striking the surface of the black vortex.

The scene was indescribable.

Each meteor contained different aspects of the laws of nature, including sword law, force law, extreme cold law, and spatial law…

The number was staggering. They mixed together, causing a dizzying array that made it difficult to distinguish or resist.

Domain against domain, the black vortex instantly fragmented into numerous cracks.

This was only the beginning.

What Lin Xuan had comprehended was the chaotic law. What he saw before was merely a taste of his power.

"Break!"

With a loud shout, a森然sword energy emerged from the silver light ball and slowly fell forward.

Indeed, its descent was very slow, as if time itself had stopped.

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign's expression was extremely unpleasant.

The clash between domains resulted in another defeat for him.

Was this revenge really impossible?

This thought flashed through his mind. He couldn't think much further because the sword light was already within a few dozen feet of his head.

Disaster was imminent!

He didn't want to perish and desperately tried to mobilize the laws of nature, but found no effect at all.

At this moment, all the law powers obeyed Lin Xuan's will instead.

I am the butcher, you are the fish.

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign struggled frantically to break free but even his inner power began to solidify.

"You, you…"

"What, dare to trouble Master Lin? You should be prepared for your demise," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears.

To eliminate this guy, Lin Xuan had already used two of his secret techniques and even employed a domain. He aimed for a decisive victory without any room for error.

"Roar!"

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign was still trying to break free but found it utterly useless.

As time passed, the fear in his heart became indescribable.

He was filled with regret. A thousand years ago, he had experienced this young man's terrifying power. Why didn't he learn from that lesson?

Blinded by his obsession with revenge, he fell into a fatal trap.

Unfortunately, it was too late to regret now.

Blood splattered out.

His head was first severed, and then the entire body disintegrated under the sharp sword light.

...

The process seemed complicated when described. In reality, from Lin Xuan's appearance to the killing of Tianxuan Sword Sovereign only took half a cup of tea.

When everything settled,

a hundred miles around fell silent.

Whether it was the域外天魔 or the cultivators of Cloud Concealment Sect, they were all stunned.

No one had expected such an outcome from the battle between two powerful figures.

It was one-sided!

To say it was like crushing withered grass and rotten wood would be accurate.

Tianxuan Sword Sovereign, as a domain expert, was actually crushed.

If not for witnessing this with his own eyes, no one would believe it.

After the brief moment of shock, the reactions of Cloud Concealment Sect's cultivators and域外天魔 were completely different.

The former erupted in a deafening cheer. The rumors were true; Elder Lin from the Supreme Realm indeed possessed abilities that could not be fathomed by gods and demons.

The latter, however, were all terrified.

Unable to defeat even a late-stage魔尊, what else did they stay here for but death?

Leaderless, the demons began to escape in all directions.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer. "Fools, you treat Cloud Concealment Sect as if it were your own home—come and go at will. Dream on. Once you're here, don't think about going back. All of you should stay."

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, releasing a stream of law power that caused the scene to blur into a desert.

Illusion?

But it seemed too real.

The域外天魔 were instantly panic-stricken; there was nowhere for them to escape now.

Did this guy want to catch all of them in one net? (To be continued...)
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Panic!

The域外天魔, though known for their ferocity and combativeness, were now facing a situation where the disparity in strength was too great. Staying here would be tantamount to suicide.

Of course, no one would choose such foolishness.

The correct choice was to leave quickly.

Especially those two Immortal Tribulation level天魔, their reactions were even faster. The ghostly face flickered slightly as a pair of antelope-like horns appeared on its forehead.

Boom!

The spiritual pressure he emitted increased by more than double.

Following this, he opened his mouth and spat out black demonic flames from it.

The flames raged fiercely, transforming into a bone spear that pierced the void before him.

He didn't know if this desert was an illusion, but breaking through it would give him a chance to escape. Unfortunately, the spear found no place to land on.

The ghostly face of the天魔 turned even more grim.

At this moment, a terrible scream entered his ears. He turned around and saw another Immortal Tribulation level天魔 had been reduced to dust under Lin Xuan's attack.

A powerful figure like that was unable to withstand even one strike.

The ghostly face of the天魔 became even more fearful as it transformed into a huge streak of light, trying to dash towards the horizon.

He no longer had time to break free from his current predicament. The only option left was to escape as far away as possible.

However, a cold snort entered his ears. Before him, the void blurred, and Lin Xuan blocked his path with surprising speed.

The ghostly face of the天魔's flight came to an abrupt halt. His expression turned dark like it was about to rain.

For him, this moment had reached the brink of life and death. Fighting against Lin Xuan offered no chance at all.

"Senior, spare me! I am willing to serve you for life, fulfilling your every command."

After a moment's silence, that ghostly face actually begged for mercy like this.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into interest. But then he smiled and said: "Serve me? Fulfill my commands? That sounds better than singing. Who doesn't know that域外天魔are fickle creatures? You're willing to serve me now, but the moment you have a chance, you'll stab me in the back."

"My senior, I jest! Your powers are unparalleled. I don't dare to have such courage. I will be loyal and never betray you," he said.

"Enough talk. I have no interest in acquiring slaves. But I didn’t expect that as a域外天魔, you would fear death so much. If your friend values his life, he shouldn’t have come here. What’s the point of saying this now? Do you think flattery can erase your mistakes?"

With those words, Lin Xuan's expression turned icy cold. He waved his sleeves and a clear ringing sound echoed as several dozen flying swords shot out from his sleeves, their spiritual light surging towards him.

The ghostly face was not a fool. Hearing the chill in Lin Xuan’s voice, he knew things were bad. Seeing the shocking power of his attack, his expression turned even paler.

He wouldn't sit idly by to die. Without hesitation, his figure spun around as countless black mists suddenly sprang out, enveloping him while a series of crescent-shaped blade lights shot forth, blocking those dozen flying swords.

Despite being timid like a mouse, he was no weakling.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but sneer at this. He had no interest in lingering with the opponent. What did it matter if his fist could block one casual swipe?

The thought flashed through his mind as Lin Xuan delivered an unhesitant punch.

Rule of Law power surged forth.

"No…"

The ghostly face pleaded pitifully, mixed with screams, but to no avail. Under the might of Lin Xuan's punch, his protective demonic aura shattered like paper.

A "bang" echoed in his ears as he was struck down and disintegrated into nothingness.

This scene was clear to all present, boosting their morale even more. The域外天魔, on the other hand, were increasingly panicked. With this disparity, there could be no doubt about the outcome of the battle.

The battle was over!

If it had been an old patriarch, perhaps he would have left and left the remaining enemies for his disciples to handle.

But Lin Xuan didn't do that.

Given the current situation, Cloud Conceal Sect's victory was certain. But the域外天魔's desperate counterattack caused significant losses to their sect.

Lin Xuan wasn’t someone who treated human lives as worthless.

In such a situation, how could he remain indifferent?

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves.

A clear ringing sound resounded as green sword lights surged out from his sleeves in great numbers. Like raindrops scattering everywhere, they flew towards all directions.

Wherever they went, screams filled the air like rain on banana leaves. In just an instant, the域外天魔were decimated.

Only a small fraction survived.

"Senior is awesome!"

"Lin Senior's power shakes the spirit realm!"

...

After a moment of shock, the crowd erupted in cheers. Lin Xuan’s impact was truly staggering.

Just moments ago, the sect faced imminent peril, but now the situation had turned around.

At this point, everyone believed that all the legends about Lin Xuan within the sect were not exaggerated. With such a Supreme Patriarch leading them, they would surely defeat the域外天魔.

...

"Brother Disciple truly excels!" The silver-eyed girl's face was filled with admiration: "Right, where is Dragon Brother?"

"I received a transmission scroll from Qinyin and learned of our sect’s peril. With no other choice, I shattered the void alone and returned here first."

Lin Xuan sighed and explained his initial decision in a few simple words.

"Ah, so that's how it was."

The silver-eyed girl felt relieved as she heard this. She had assumed something went wrong with Dragon Brother when Lin Xuan returned to the main sect alone.

"Husband."

Ouyang Qixin also arrived by his side.

"A good wife, your progress compared to before is truly remarkable," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

"Why should I mock you? Compared to you, my little progress is utterly insignificant," Ouyang Qixin replied, sounding somewhat downcast. Although she had successfully advanced to the Immortal Tribulation stage, the gap between her and her husband was still like that between heaven and earth. )
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"Never mind, we have plenty of time. With your talent, you will surely catch up to me one day."

Lin Xuan sighed, saying words that he himself did not entirely believe, but it was a kind lie. After all, his wife's mood was low, and he should at least try to comfort her.

"Alright, I was just teasing," said Ouyang Qinxin.

How could she not know that Lin Xuan had good intentions? Actually, the pursuit of cultivation meant very little to her. As long as she remained by her husband's side forever, she felt content.

Previously, she had pursued immortality on the path of cultivation, but now that she was married, her mindset had changed. She only wished to be with him for eternity, not aspiring after immortals.

"Ahem..."

The two were lost in their affection when the silver-eyed maiden beside them could no longer bear to watch. She gently coughed, and Lin Xuan and Ouyang Qinxin paused. They quickly realized that they should not be talking about such matters here, as several disciples could still be seen fighting the remaining域外天魔.

Moreover, a few apprentices were watching from nearby.

Seeing Lin Xuan turn his head, the girls hastily put on serious expressions and bowed to him: "Disciples bowing to Master."

"Indeed. You all did well; you are very brave. Let's return to the main hall first," said Lin Xuan, scratching his nose and putting aside his embarrassment. He adopted a stern teacher-like demeanor.

"Yes, Master," they replied in unison.

The girls had no objections, so everyone used their light travel techniques to head towards the distant battle.

Although not all域外天魔 were defeated, those left behind were easy targets for the many disciples. They easily cleared them one by one.

Such minor matters did not require his attention as a Supreme Elder.

...

Soon, they returned to a grand building.

Though Cloud Concealment Sect had suffered a major defeat, Lin Xuan's swift return meant that only the outer regions were affected, and the core of the sect remained intact. Everything was in order.

However, most of the remaining cultivators there were weak and anxiously awaited news. Hence, they cheered upon seeing Lin Xuan and his companions return.

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Lin Xuan and company comforted them briefly before entering the grand hall.

They took their seats at the main position, where attendants served them wine and fruit: "Junior Brother Lin, this time, it was all thanks to you. Otherwise, our sect's main hall would be in chaos..."

The silver-eyed maiden bowed to Lin Xuan and thanked him earnestly.

Lin Xuan hurriedly raised his hand to stop her: "Senior Sister, please rise. You are saying too much. As a cultivator of Cloud Concealment Sect, it is my duty to contribute to the sect. There's no need for gratitude."

"No, I truly mean it," said Senior Sister. "Without Junior Brother Lin, how could our sect have achieved such success? Here, there is something I wish to request."

"Senior Sister, please speak your mind."

"Now that you are the leader of the Immortal Alliance, it would be inappropriate for me to remain as the Supreme Elder of Cloud Concealment Sect. Therefore..."

Seeing Lin Xuan about to speak, the silver-eyed maiden waved her hand: "Junior Brother, let me finish. I understand that you do not enjoy handling sect affairs, but this title is merely a formality. If you are unwilling, I can take over these duties; however, it would be improper without your name."

Lin Xuan sighed. Senior Sister had made her point clearly. Pushing further would be unreasonable.

It was just a title after all; why make things difficult for her?

"Alright, if Senior Sister has said so, then this junior brother can only comply," Lin Xuan nodded reluctantly.

"That's wonderful. I will announce it to the entire sect shortly. From now on, Junior Brother is Cloud Concealment Sect's Supreme Elder."

The silver-eyed maiden was overjoyed. She had expected more persuasion from Lin Xuan but found his agreement unexpected and pleasing.

With her goal achieved, she began chatting with him about his experiences at the Immortal Alliance Conference.

Ouyang Qinxin's expression mirrored his. Women are naturally curious.

Lin Xuan did not hide anything, speaking freely.

The girls listened intently; their journey to Eastern Prosperity Kingdom was indeed an exciting experience.

After a brief chat, Lin Xuan excused himself and returned with Ouyang Qinxin to the cave dwelling.

Warmth and the novelty of being apart for some time brought them joy.

Over the next few days, Lin Xuan enjoyed his leisure. Although he had become the leader of the Immortal Alliance, fighting域外天魔 was not a quick process.

Time would be needed to prepare for reclaiming lost territories. Yet, despite this respite, Lin Xuan did not find it as enjoyable as expected. Cloud Concealment Sect was now safe, but where was Yue'er?

Recalling his hundred-year delay while pursuing the precious snake and entering a mysterious space, he found her absence disconcerting.

The world had changed since then; she could be in danger. With Yue'er's current strength and Butterfly by her side, it should not be difficult for her to break through the void to Dragon Realm. Yet, after so much time, there was still no news from her.

This was indeed strange.

The only explanation was that she had encountered trouble.

Lin Xuan wished he could fly to Yue'er's side but did not know where his beloved wife was.

The spirit realm was vast with numerous interfaces. Even if he had the ability to traverse everything, finding her would be impossible.

Waiting seemed to be the only option, though it was a difficult one. Describing it as an ordeal might be accurate, yet what else could he do?

He could only hope for good fortune.

Fortunately, his strength and close relationship with Yue'er meant that if anything happened to her, he would feel it in his heart.

Still, this did not bring him peace. How could he find her?

This question left Lin Xuan scratching his head. It was like a skilled cook struggling without ingredients.

The only choice seemed to be patient waiting.

A dozen days later, an unexpected guest arrived at Cloud Concealment Sect.
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On that morning, Lin Xuan was meditating in his cave dwelling when suddenly he raised an eyebrow, as if sensing something.

A flash of light appeared before him, and a talisman for voice transmission had materialized.

Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly, showing some surprise. He lifted his right hand, and the talisman transformed into a ball of fire that landed in his palm.

He wrapped his spirit sense around it.

Then he stood up abruptly with a look of excitement on his face. A green glow enveloped him as if he were a gust of wind, flying past.

...

A few moments later, in the welcoming hall.

"Salutations to the Grand Elder!"

Several maids bowed respectfully, their expressions extremely deferential.

"But step down."

Lin Xuan had no interest in idle chatter and immediately got straight to the point.

"Yes, sir."

The maids curtsied gracefully, their footsteps fading away.

Only two people remained in the vast hall: Lin Xuan and a bearded Taoist.

The Taoist held a fly whisk, exuding an elegant and refined air. His face was adorned with the look of a celestial sage.

Seeing Lin Xuan approach quickly, he also stood up and made a bow. "Boundless Heavenly Venerable. I believe this must be Lin Xuan, the Master of the Alliance. Truly a dragon among men. My name is Ling Ji."

"Master Ling Ji, it's an honor to meet you," replied Lin Xuan, making a hurried bow that seemed somewhat perfunctory.

He was too anxious about Moon's safety to engage in pleasantries. The voice transmission talisman had clearly stated that he brought news of her. As the saying goes, concern can cloud one’s judgment.

They quickly took their seats after exchanging a few words.

"May I ask, Master Ling Ji, when did you encounter my wife? Where is she now?"

With his composure, Lin Xuan remained calm even in the face of great upheaval, but he had no time for idle chatter and cut straight to the point.

"I need not worry you, Master. My coming here was precisely to inform you about your wife," said Ling Ji, stroking his beard. "To be honest, if it weren't for a fortunate coincidence, I would have perished in that mysterious space. That's why I've come all this way to deliver the news."

"Master Ling Ji, your generosity is deeply appreciated," replied Lin Xuan.

"You are too kind. This is my duty. As for where your wife currently is, there is a letter here. You can read it and know everything yourself; no need for me to elaborate further."

Ling Ji then waved his sleeves, and a green jade cylinder flew out.

Lin Xuan took the cylinder with a nod of thanks, sinking his spirit sense into it.

After about a cup of tea's time, Lin Xuan looked up.

His face did not show joy but rather an expression that fluctuated between worry and relief.

Sure enough, as he had suspected, Moon was in danger, trapped in a mysterious small space like himself years ago.

It was indeed a fortunate coincidence. After parting ways with Moon, she and Little Butterfly had searched for him everywhere, eventually deciding to come to the Dragon Realm.

After all, Lin Xuan had told them about the Cloud Concealment Sect. It made sense that they would wait for his news here.

But during their attempt to break through the void, something went wrong, encountering a space anomaly.

Logically, with their abilities, crossing between planes should not have been an issue. But luck played a part, and this time, it was clearly bad luck for them both.

If two ordinary cultivators had been involved, they would likely be dead. However, Little Butterfly was a late-stage Illusory Moon Moth, far more powerful than her peers as an insect-type monster. Moon's abilities were even stronger.

The space anomaly disrupted their plans but did not result in their demise. Eventually, the two of them found themselves trapped in a strange small space: a celestial tomb!

More accurately, it was the former dwelling of some true sage.

Though called a cave dwelling, its area was vast, filled with countless treasures and dangers.

Thus, the two girls were stuck, unable to escape.

The elderly man before him, as described by Moon's letter, had been the one they encountered in that true sage’s dwelling.

He had been in danger when Moon and Little Butterfly saw eye-to-eye and offered assistance, thus saving his life. They owed him a debt of gratitude.

Later, Moon and Little Butterfly agreed to seek help for each other if either could escape the mysterious space. It was this mid-stage Ling Ji who arrived first.

"So, Moon and Little Butterfly are still trapped there. How did you manage to escape?"

Lin Xuan's face showed deep thought as he frowned.

"I... I don't know."

"Neither do you?" Lin Xuan looked slightly annoyed and confused.

"Do not be angry, Master. As a messenger of news, I would never hide anything. But the reason for my survival was truly a matter of chance; I have no idea why," explained the elderly Taoist.

"I understand, Master Ling Ji. When do you plan to leave with me?"

"Actually, we've already wasted too much time. There's no need to rush. If you're willing, please wait one day for me to settle some affairs at my sect."

"Very well!"

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a ball of light shot out.

Soon, two servants entered quickly: "Disciple reporting to the Grand Elder."

"This Master Ling Ji is a guest of honor. You should take good care of him," Lin Xuan said coldly.

"Understood."

The servants bowed respectfully.

"Master Ling Ji, please be at ease."

Lin Xuan gave a slight bow and then took off, surrounded by a green glow.

...

After about a cup of tea's time,

In his cave dwelling, besides Lin Xuan and Qinxin, the silver-eyed girl and his few disciples gathered together.

"It's true? We already have news of Sister Moon?" said the silver-eyed girl.

"Yes."

Lin Xuan took out the jade cylinder. Qinxin reached for it, lowering her head slightly as she released her spirit sense.

The other girls did the same when Lin Xuan allowed them to.

Soon, they understood everything written in the jade cylinder.

"Junior Brother Lin, this is indeed Sister Moon's message. Could someone have forged it with malicious intent?" asked the silver-eyed girl thoughtfully.

"I assure you, when the jade cylinder was handed over to me, there were special restrictions that only her cultivation method could replicate. No one else could imitate it, so we can be certain of its authenticity," Lin Xuan said firmly.

"Oh!"

The silver-eyed girl nodded, a thoughtful expression on her face.

"Now that we know about Sister Moon's whereabouts, from both reason and emotion, there is no need to delay further. When do you plan to set out?"

Ou Yang Qinxin's voice echoed in his ears.

PS: I also posted one chapter today, not because of laziness but due to writer's block. It has been quite challenging lately, sighing at the lack of inspiration.
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"Oh!"

The silver-eyed maiden nodded, a thoughtful expression appearing on her face.

"Since we now know Sister Yue's whereabouts, from both reason and emotion, my lord has no further excuse to delay. When do you plan to depart?"

Ouyang Qixin's voice entered his ears.

"This is naturally the sooner the better, so I called you all here to discuss it. If nothing unexpected happens, I plan to leave tomorrow with Daoist Ling Ji."

"Tomorrow."

Before Ouyang Qixin could speak, Lady Gong孙 Yu'er stood up and gave Lin Xuan a deep bow as if greeting him.

"Why are you doing this, Yu'er?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, feeling somewhat surprised.

"Master, I am disrespectful, but there are some things that must be said," Gong孙 Yu'er's face was extremely serious.

"Do not worry about it; just speak your mind."

Since Master has learned of Mother's whereabouts and intends to seek her out, this is naturally his duty. However, you have only recently become the head of the Daoist Alliance, and Cloud Concealment Sect has become a target for many. If you leave now, I am worried..."

"Stupid girl, your concerns are well-founded. Indeed, it is a critical time, and leaving Cloud Concealment Sect would be seen as irresponsible. However, my plan is already in place." Lin Xuan turned his head and smiled.

"A complete plan?"

Gong孙 Yu'er was speechless, while the silver-eyed maiden's expression revealed her immense joy. She had indeed anticipated Yu'er's concerns but could not voice them from her position. Hearing Lin Xuan say they have a应对 strategy, how could she not feel relieved?

"What method do you have, my lord?"

Ouyang Qixin was also curious.

The other girls did not speak, but their eyes were fixed on Lin Xuan with anticipation.

Curiosity is universal.

"Look!"

Lin Xuan smiled as he stood up. He did not perform any extra actions; instead, he merely shook his shoulders, and his body split into two.

Two Lin Xuans appeared. Both had incredibly powerful auras, identical in appearance except for their skin tone.

The left Lin Xuan's skin was noticeably darker.

"This is my second avatar, just like the original, also at late-stage tribulation. Although I cannot match its strength, it will still have an advantage over peers," Lin Xuan said with a hint of pride on his face: "Leaving him in charge naturally eliminates any fear of someone taking advantage."

By the way, there's something you might be interested in: "Bailianchengxian Hanyu" (Refined by a Hundred Forges and Rain). You can add me on WeChat for updates and more information. Thanks.

"Junior brother truly is remarkable."

The silver-eyed maiden's expression was naturally one of extreme satisfaction.

This way, it truly achieves both goals: they can find their younger sister without worrying about the sect facing unnecessary dangers during this period.

As Lin Xuan himself, he had his own plans.

Although leaving a clone here would slightly affect his strength, it wasn't significant. He still had his main yuan and demon core to rely on. Meanwhile, the second yuan could take advantage of this opportunity to refine itself while guarding the sect.

After all, the Snow Shadow True Demon Technique he practiced was already too weak for current circumstances. Moreover, by chance at the Peach Blossom Festival, he defeated a powerful enemy and obtained the Chaos True Demon Technique manual.

This technique is vast and profound; although it doesn't match the Black Moon Sky Witch Art in power, it's still incredibly formidable. With this time, he could properly comprehend and refine it.

With plans set, the girls bid farewell one by one...

The next morning, just as dawn broke, a streak of light left Cloud Concealment Sect. After several flashes, it vanished into the mist.

It was a flying boat with Lin Xuan and Daoist Ling Ji at the helm. The second avatar remained in his cave.

His skin had turned much lighter now, making him indistinguishable from the original. Thus, outsiders would not notice any discrepancy.

He held an ancient jade cylinder in his hand and lowered his head to immerse himself fully within it.

The Chaos True Demon Technique was obscure and ancient. Even with Lin Xuan's talent, it couldn't be grasped overnight. Some subtle nuances required careful contemplation.

A hair's breadth difference could lead to a mile-wide error; thus, he must not rush the process.

Meanwhile, one Lin Xuan left his cave while another silently pondered the technique. Neither knew that a pair of eyes was quietly watching their every move.

"Humph! That young man actually left the main sect at this time. It seems there's something important he needs to handle."

Not far from Cloud Concealment Mountains, an elderly man in his forties hid among the woods.

He wore a brocade robe and jade belt, with a green jade crown atop his head. His long beard flowed gently in the breeze; truly impressive.

From afar, he looked like a king or nobleman of the secular world.

Count Tianyuan was secretly observing Cloud Concealment Sect from behind.

"Humph! I say you're utterly useless. To seek revenge against a mere mortal, just go and kill him. Why waste time with such pretense?" A cold voice echoed in Count Tianyuan's mind, filled with mockery.

"Humph! What do you know? If it weren't for your interference last time, my old enemy might have already been avenged. There was no need to wait until now," Count Tianyuan snarled, clearly not on good terms with the elderly voice's owner.

"Last time... Last time, I let you miss a golden opportunity. But it's not too late for you to rush in and take revenge; I just don't understand why you're hiding here, wasting your time," the true immortal's voice was extremely old.

"It’s not that simple. That young man is no ordinary cultivator. A thousand years ago, he was only at the spirit realm, but now he has become one of the top three realms and even the head of the Daoist Alliance. How can I be careless about such an existence? Instead of avenging my grudge, I might end up stealing chickens and losing eggs," Count Tianyuan's voice was grave, as he had considerable respect for Lin Xuan at the same level.

"You're right; that young man’s cultivation speed is indeed strange. But since you've received this true immortal's inheritance, how could you possibly lose to him?" The old voice still showed a dismissive attitude. True immortals naturally have their pride.

He did not believe that an existence from another realm could surpass his combat power under the same conditions.

"Humph! Being cautious is always right," Count Tianyuan remained unmoved.

"Very well, you can be careful if you wish. But now that your opponent has left the main sect, what do you plan to do? Should we go and destroy Cloud Concealment Sect first?"

"I have no such boredom; a mere sect isn't worth my time. Without Lin Xuan, I can crush or reshape it as I please," Count Tianyuan said with his beard in hand, pondering aloud.
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"What do you plan to do?"

"Haha, that Lin Xiao is the master of the Immortal Alliance. Yet he left his sect for elsewhere; if not for discovering some rare treasures, it must be due to an interesting incident. How could I possibly miss such a good opportunity?" The corner of Tianyuan Marquis' mouth curled with satisfaction.

Chapter 12: Lion Book Alliance

"Oh, so you plan to do as the cicada sheds its skin, and the magpie catches the worm, right?" An old voice entered his ears.

"Exactly. That Lin Xiao caused me a lot of trouble back then. How could I let him easily perish? I want this little guy to be in a situation where he can neither live nor die. Since he has important matters to attend to now, acting accordingly will only make sense."

"That's good." Surprisingly, the old voice did not oppose: "This young Lin, his strength aside, his cultivation speed is rather peculiar. Even King Asura back then was far inferior. There must be a reason for this. Could it be that he obtained..."

At this point, the True Immortal's voice seemed hesitant.

"Old guy, my essence soul has fused with your soul. Saying one prospers when the other does and one suffers when the other does isn't wrong in this case. Do you have any intelligence to hide from me?"

Tianyuan Marquis' voice turned cold as he spoke.

"Hmph, I didn't intend to deceive you. But I only suspect it; there's no evidence now. What more can be said?" The old voice showed anger. After all, he was a genuine Immortal. Yet here he was, being bullied by a mere mortal, and this young Tianyuan Marquis had no respect for him.

He couldn't do anything about the situation, so his heart was filled with frustration and resentment.

"Alright, you don't have to say it. In any case, that Lin Xiao won't escape my grasp. When he has secrets, how can they be hidden from me?" Tianyuan Marquis said indifferently. Before he could finish speaking, his figure turned, and he radiated a brilliant light. Soon after, the light dimmed, becoming unclear.

Finally, it transformed into a thin thread that followed Lin Xiao's shadow towards the horizon.

...

However, Lin Xiao was unaware of all this. Even with his great strength, he couldn't predict the future. How could he know someone was secretly watching him from behind?

At this moment, Lin Xiao was riding on a flying boat, traveling while chatting idly with Daoist Lingji.

Although Moon's jade eye had provided detailed information, there were still some omissions. Since he was idle anyway, it made sense to ask about them.

Daoist Lingji was a nice person; he spoke freely and without reservation as long as he knew the answer.

"How do you know that the plane I ended up in is actually a True Immortal's cave?"

"That... I only guessed."

"Guessed?" Lin Xiao showed some curiosity.

...

"To tell you the truth, it was sheer luck that brought me to that mysterious small space. Later on, I got trapped and struggled to find an exit. I believed it was a True Immortal's cave because of a stone inscription I saw."

"Stone inscription?" A cold glint flashed in Lin Xiao's eyes: "What did it say?"

"I don't know; most of the text is unfamiliar. I only recognized a few words like 'Immortal' and 'cave'..."

"So that was your guess..."

Daoist Lingji said awkwardly.

"Then, what dangers have you encountered here over these years?"

"There are many kinds."

Daoist Lingji's face showed signs of past suffering: "Puppets, remnants of restrictions, strange beasts, dead ends... countless."

"Could you elaborate more?"

"I will naturally tell the Lord if he wants to know..."

...

Three days passed in a flash.

The two were already flying over thousands of mountains and rivers. Today, they arrived at a barren plain.

"Hmm, this place has weak spatial energy. You chose here; do we need to shatter the void next?" Lin Xiao released his divine sense, showing signs of thoughtfulness on his face.

"Indeed, Lord, to enter that mysterious small space, one must go to a special location. We may have to shatter the void several times."

Daoist Lingji said so.

"I will be grateful for your help."

Lin Xiao bowed slightly.

"It's my duty. If not for your respected wife's assistance back then, I would already be in the underworld. Now, doing a little bit of effort is nothing; it's just repaying kindness with kindness."

...

Daoist Lingji waved his hand and took out a treasure from his sleeve. As an advanced cultivator, tearing open such a small space wouldn't be too difficult.

Moreover, he had some useful treasures in his possession, making the task even simpler.

In Daoist Lingji's hands was a circular ring with intricate patterns. Lin Xiao's discerning eyes immediately recognized it as a spatial power artifact.

Daoist Lingji then cast several hand seals and recited obscure incantations.

"Quickly!"

With a sharp cry, the volume of the ring suddenly increased. The light changed, forming a Taijitu diagram that shot out a beam of light.

A faint "pop" sounded in his ears. A few dozen feet away, spatial fluctuations arose, revealing a narrow space rift.

It could accommodate one person without any problem.

"Go!"

Daoist Lingji led the way. Lin Xiao naturally didn't hesitate and entered the space rift with a slight movement.

As time passed, the spatial channel gradually calmed down, and everything returned to normal as if nothing had happened.

Half an hour quickly passed.

A golden thread appeared faintly in the distance but was barely noticeable unless one looked closely.

However, when it got closer, its light suddenly intensified, revealing Tianyuan Marquis' face.

He closed his eyes and muttered something. After a moment, he showed joy: "Huh, I really sensed him. Old guy, you didn't deceive me; the tracking technique you taught me is indeed useful."

"Hmph, such trivial matters, why should I lie to you? That young Lin is very clever. Without celestial techniques, it would be hard to plant a tracking mark on him without anyone knowing."

"This ability isn't bad in the Immortal realm. Whether across thousands of mountains and rivers or if the other party shatters the void into another plane, as long as you recite the incantation I taught you, you can still track them. The only drawback is that it has a time limit; after one, the mark will disappear. You must remember this clearly. Don't blame me for not reminding you," he said.
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"Only a month?"

The Count of Heavenly Essence did not show any signs of worry on his face. Instead, he chuckled lightly: "I'm not too concerned about that. With that Lin boy's speed, it should take him at least a month to reach the scene."

Before his words were fully out, he raised his right hand and a dazzling light circle appeared at his fingertips.

He then flicked his fingers slightly, and the light circle transformed into an arrow-like shape, shooting toward the horizon with incredible speed.

Sizzle...

The sky was pierced, leaving a crackling trace. It spread like spider webs, quickly covering over ten feet of space.

A white hole appeared.

The Count of Heavenly Essence lifted his foot and entered without hesitation.

...

The entire action flowed smoothly, but Lin Xuan did not know this. At this moment, he was already millions of miles away.

He continued to fly at high speed, continuing on his journey.

In just over ten days, time slipped by unnoticed.

Lin Xuan had broken free from the constraints of lifespan. The passage of these few days meant little to him. But indeed, it was quite busy. He had experienced multiple times of breaking through the void and shuttling between various small interfaces.

For a weaker cultivator, this would be terrifying. For Lin Xuan, however, it felt as easy as walking on flat ground.

Lin Xuan once asked where they were going. The Spirit Axis Daoist did not hide anything either. According to him, although the path out of that immortal cave was unclear, getting inside had become a bit more feasible.

Their destination was in between two small interfaces—a fragment of space... well, it sounded abstract.

Simply put, during ancient times when the Three Realms War began, two top-tier cultivators clashed, creating chaos. One small interface was shattered into fragments.

This particular fragment drifted amidst spatial rifts. Their current goal was one such fragment.

Day and night, they continued their journey. After another spatial traversal, Lin Xuan shook his head to find that the scenery before him had changed significantly from ordinary spirit realms.

It was a space colored entirely in shades of gray, with occasional ruins visible when looking up. The rest were scattered rocks.

A layer of hazy fog hung in the sky.

Essence energy was extremely sparse. Compared to Nael Dragon Realm or even the human world back then, it was clearly inferior.

But there were no lingering restrictions.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and found that this area was not vast—just a few million miles in all directions.

"So, this is where we're going? The entrance to that immortal cave?"

Lin Xuan's muttered words reached his ears.

"Indeed. This place."

The Spirit Axis Daoist seemed quite familiar with the location.

"There's an altar ahead. Through it, you can enter the immortal's cave."

"The friend is correct, but Lin wonders why someone would build a sacrificial altar in a fragment of shattered space?" Lin Xuan slowly turned his head, his eyes hinting at sharpness.

"I... I'm not sure," said the Spirit Axis Daoist.

"Are you truly unsure or hiding something?"

Lin Xuan's words became increasingly unkind.

"What do you mean? We've had no grudge for a long time. I brought your wife's news out of goodwill, and yet you doubt me. Isn't that cold-hearted?" The Spirit Axis Daoist was visibly displeased.

"You did bring Moon's message, but it seems you have ulterior motives," Lin Xuan's cold voice echoed in his ears.

"Ulterior motives? What evidence do you have?"

"Evidence? You're not human or a demon. 'Spirit Axis' is likely a fabrication. A puppet came to deliver a message to me—aren't these clear signs?" Lin Xuan turned his head, revealing a hint of mockery at the corner of his mouth.

Upon hearing him, the Spirit Axis Daoist fell silent for several seconds before speaking again: "How did you figure that out?"

"To cover your tracks, one must act as if they have nothing to hide. I was fortunate enough to have slightly stronger divine sense than others in my rank, which allowed me to discover this."

However, upon hearing him, the Spirit Axis Daoist's expression turned extremely grim.

"You don't need to be so modest. Being able to discern my true form means your divine sense is far more powerful than a mere peer. If I'm not mistaken, it rivals that of a True Immortal," said the Spirit Axis Daoist with a cold smile.

"Thank you for the compliment."

Lin Xuan smiled mildly. While he preferred to be humble, the situation had changed, and hiding these facts was useless. In his eyes, this opponent was already dead.

"Even if I'm a puppet, what difference does it make? I don't believe you would ignore your wife's safety," said the Spirit Axis Daoist with a cold laugh.

"You're right."

Lin Xuan sighed. The other party wasn't playing any covert games; they were using straightforward tactics. Even if he discovered this, there was no need to fear being ensnared.

But what of it?

Lin Xuan had never been one to shy away from challenges.

Moon's safety was paramount. He would save her, regardless of the obstacles—god or demon, he would eliminate them.

As for this guy, he needed to be dealt with immediately.

"You have ulterior motives and brought me here. Do you have any intention of falling in battle?"

"Falling in battle?" The Spirit Axis Daoist's expression turned ferocious: "Die first!"

Before his words were fully out, a series of cracking sounds filled the air.

His figure suddenly swelled up.

He grew three feet taller, his body becoming imposing and his skin turning metallic. A strange aura emanated from him.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; this guy was not truly a cultivator.

A mid-transcendence puppet?

Lin Xuan had seen such puppets before, but the one in front of him was clearly different from those he once possessed—coming from divine techniques and far more refined. Even without considering his realm, his strength was undoubtedly superior.

After completing the transformation, this guy raised a hand and punched Lin Xuan with incredible force.

A burst of light flashed as a massive energy ball resembling a crimson fireball formed in mid-air, slamming towards Lin Xuan with malice.

Though it lackedrule's strength or force of rule (lawful power), it still posed significant danger.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. He did not dare to be too cautious; after all, this was something crafted by an immortal. Let's test his strength.

With a thought in mind, Lin Xuan punched forward as well.
第三千九百四十二章 似曾相识

Lin Xuan's punch was graceful, seemingly not using much force. Yet a golden fist shadow shot up into the air and collided forcefully with the crimson fireball.

**Boom!**

With a deafening roar, the small space shook violently. The fiery aura interwove with golden light in mid-air, colliding and eventually dissipating into nothingness.

"This guy has decent strength."

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with an odd color. His previous strike hadn't used much force, but it was no ordinary mid-stage Immortal Beast by any means to withstand such a blow.

Yet this puppet managed to do so.

From this, Lin Xuan deduced that the puppet's physical strength far surpassed that of a mid-stage Immortal Beast. No wonder it was crafted by an Immortal. But trying to contend with him based on just this was sheer foolishness!

A glint of sharpness flashed in Lin Xuan’s eyes as he had no interest in lingering here with a mere puppet.

With a wave of his sleeve, a red light blazed out, and a uniquely shaped ring flew forth.

As a clear sound echoed, purple-red flames burst from the ring. In an instant, half the sky was dyed crimson.

Zipping through the air like serpents, they wrapped around the enemy ahead.

Crimson Lotus Fire!

Ling Ji Dao Ren could see it clearly and his eyes narrowed with fear. But now he had no time to dodge.

Biting his teeth, he flicked his拂尘.

Instantly, patches of green light exploded on the surface of this artifact, spinning into a green glass Tai Chi symbol that shielded him.

"Crack!" The fire serpents fiercely struck it, causing the Tai Chi pattern to tremble but not dissipate.

Lin Xuan watched closely and couldn't help but flash a surprised look. The Crimson Lotus Fire was said to burn everything in existence. Could this puppet really have such power?

Immortal artifacts indeed weren’t ordinary. It was no wonder this small cave could trap Yue Er and Xiao Die, but soon Lin Xuan’s face showed a cold smile.

With a change of his hand gesture, the purple-red flames grew taller. As they merged, the phoenix's shadow appeared. With its sharp eyes and long feathers, it spread its wings, turning the flames into fiery arrows.

"Zipping!" The piercing sound filled his ears as the arrows rained down like falling flowers. And the phoenix didn't hesitate, following the arrows to strike forward.

---
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I’ll see how much skill you have in blocking my attacks?

Even an immortal puppet?

Even if a true Immortal descended here, they wouldn’t be able to stop me from rescuing Yue Er.

"…No…"

The puppet's face showed fear and pain before being consumed by the raging flames. Facing Lin Xuan’s full-on attack, its defenses were useless.

After all, there was a significant gap in their cultivation stages. With his strength, even against a late-stage cultivator, winning would be extremely unlikely, let alone against the far more advanced Lin Xuan.

...

A few moments later, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve.

The flames instantly subsided as the puppet tumbled out, battered and bruised though not completely shattered. Lin Xuan raised his hand to draw it closer.

Using soul searching… well, that was a bit too much to say since puppets don’t have souls, but similar secret techniques could still reveal some of its memories.

After a short while, Lin Xuan’s sword light cut the puppet into pieces.

"Indeed so."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with a thoughtful expression. His guess had been correct; Ling Ji Dao Ren was real.

He hadn't lied about Yue Er's agreement to send help if she escaped first. The jade eyes were indeed written by Yue Er, otherwise, she wouldn’t have tricked him.

Only that Ling Ji Dao Ren was gone, replaced by this puppet using a substitute strategy. Why he did so, Lin Xuan wasn’t sure.

After all, the puppet was just a puppet; his secret techniques could only reveal so much.

A gloomy expression crossed Lin Xuan’s face.

The other party had deliberately lured him here, making this mission far more dangerous than imagined.

But there was no choice. He couldn't abandon Yue Er. Even if it meant traversing through fire and brimstone, he must go on.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan sighed, his body enveloped in green light as he flew towards the altar.

His speed was such that it wouldn’t take long.

Soon he arrived.

---

The altar covered several acres and was elliptical. Surrounding it were stone pillars, initially appearing chaotic but following some hidden order upon closer inspection. Besides the pillars, there were sculptures, giving the entire structure an ancient feel.

Oddly enough, Lin Xuan felt a sense of familiarity.

But he knew for certain that this was his first time here.

No altar he had seen before resembled it.

Why did he feel so familiar?

The doubts flashed through his mind as Lin Xuan’s expression changed from one moment to the next.

But he didn’t dwell on them. Unraveling these questions would be a waste of time. The priority was rescuing Yue Er.

Lin Xuan continued towards the center of the altar.

A high platform made of white jade appeared in his sight, with a sacrificial table above it and a shrine placed on top.

"Transformed Immortal Zhenren!"

The characters on the shrine were golden inscriptions. Most cultivators wouldn’t recognize them, but Lin Xuan knew well enough.

"The title ‘Transformed Immortal’ suits an Immortal well, but how does one enter his cave?"

Lin Xuan spoke aloud to himself.

Unfortunately, the puppet had led him here before being destroyed, and soul searching hadn't provided any clues.

But Lin Xuan wasn’t truly stumped. With his current strength, he could find the entrance regardless.

Releasing his divine sense, Lin Xuan used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes to search carefully for a moment. After about an hour, a hint of joy appeared on his face: "Indeed, this禁制 is truly ingenious. Without my divine sense surpassing that of a true Immortal and my Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes reaching its peak, I wouldn’t have discovered the secrets here."

Lin Xuan’s murmured words reached his ears as he waved his sleeve, revealing a thin sword like a cicada's wing in his palm.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast a spell, and the sword light grew. A mysterious法则 power radiated from the blade.
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第三千九百四十三章 仙灵力

Lin Xuan's hands continued to wave, and the light emitted by his divine sword became increasingly blinding.

"Quickly!"

With a flick of his finger, Lin Xuan pointed forward. The divine sword made a sharp turn and suddenly grew larger as it spun around in the air.

Numerous runes appeared faintly, spewing forth. Lin Xuan had already merged all the attributes of his innate treasure into one.

Illusion!

No, more accurately, this should be called an Illusory Divine Sword.

Nine Palaces Instantaneous Technique!

The nine attributes were inherently each with their own unique uses.

Like the divine sword before him, it not only deceived the senses but also broke through restrictions of illusionary techniques.

Lin Xuan then slashed forward with his sword. A blinding green light erupted, and a series of rings exploded outward. A white hole appeared above his head.

Spatial power radiated out.

Clearly, this was the path to the immortal's abode.

There was no hesitation on Lin Xuan's face as he flew into it. The scene returned to silence until half an hour later when Marquis Tianyuan arrived here.

"Hey, there are signs of a battle and some broken puppets. I really didn't misjudge; that Lingji fellow is just a puppet crafted by a true immortal," the old voice echoed in his ears, filled with satisfaction.

"You didn't deceive me. But how can a mere puppet be so lifelike? It looks almost like a real person. Could there be someone's soul fragment controlling it?" Unlike Marquis Tianyuan's calm demeanor, his expression was one of shock as he spoke.

"Hmph, what's surprising about that? Immortal secrets aren't something you lowly mortals can easily imagine. Who said puppets must be controlled by souls? Spirit-controlled puppets are not considered anything special in the immortal realm."

"Spirit-controlled puppet?"

"Indeed, although this puppet is made from various rare materials, it can generate its own intelligence. It remains a servant of an immortal and can be driven at will, making it much more useful than ordinary puppets," said the old voice proudly.

"The secrets of the immortal realm are truly formidable." Marquis Tianyuan couldn't help but express admiration: "Unfortunately, that Lin boy discovered it."

"Your words remind me. That little fellow is becoming increasingly interesting. Remember, spirit-controlled puppets, despite their varied functions, share a common trait—they excel in transformation techniques. Unless your consciousness reaches the level of a true immortal, no one can discern them," he said, his expression filled with unease.

The old voice paused thoughtfully. The cultivation speed was astonishing, and so was his divine consciousness. He had to be far above others at his level.

Dominating all!

So many advantages in one person… could it be that another prodigy from the mortal realm is about to emerge?

Knowing the first was Asura, who once turned the immortal realm upside down.

A bad feeling arose within him.

"Old guy, what are you staring at?" Marquis Tianyuan sounded displeased.

"Stop wasting time. Let's go see the altar."

"Altar?"

Marquis Tianyuan looked up and soon noticed the scattered stone pillars. His body radiated golden light as they approached the altar.

"Immortal Huayu, that old monster!"

"How do you recognize him?" Marquis Tianyuan hesitated, surprised by this outcome. The situation seemed to be getting more complicated.

"Hmph, how could I not recognize him? He is well-known in the immortal realm. Back when the Blue Star Sea…" The old voice suddenly paused, realizing he had inadvertently revealed too much.

"How was the Blue Star Sea? What is it?" Marquis Tianyuan pressed urgently.

"That's a treasure of the immortal realm. You wouldn't know even if I told you. Immortal treasures are countless; do I have to list them all for you?" The true immortal hesitated, unwilling to be explicit and merely evaded his question.

Marquis Tianyuan was not foolish; he could tell the other was trying to mislead him. He felt extremely frustrated but had no recourse.

"Where did that Lin boy go?"

"He should have entered Huayu's abode."

"Abode? Since it is in the spirit realm, it must be a temporary place for him. Why would Lin Xuan go there?" Marquis Tianyuan said unhappily.

"I don't know, but you shouldn't underestimate an abode. At Huayu's level, he can control heaven and earth with a wave of his hand. An abode is actually a realm he creates using the laws of nature."

"What, a created realm?"

"Stop staring so wide-eyed. As a powerful true immortal, creating a world isn't something to be proud of," the old voice said.

Marquis Tianyuan remained silent but showed clear greed on his face.

His talent as a cultivator was only average at the Tribulation Transcending stage. Back then, he suffered severe injuries and was like a homeless dog. If not for good fortune, his essence body would have perished long ago. He had no cultivation to speak of now.

Unfortunately, that true immortal hated him deeply. Even when guiding him, he held back. But if Marquis Tianyuan entered Huayu's abode and received his legacy…

"Let's not talk about it. That Lin boy has already gone in, but I don't know the entrance or how to follow him," Marquis Tianyuan tried to hide his intentions as he said coldly.

...

"This is…"

On the other side of things,

Lin Xuan felt dizzy and disoriented before the scenery gradually became clear. He took a deep breath and managed to stabilize himself, not falling into the ground.

"This must be an immortal's abode."

Lin Xuan looked around, observing his surroundings. The sky was blue with white clouds; it seemed no different from the spirit realm at first glance.

But the air was filled with a different type of energy—not in concentration but in attributes.

"Could this be…"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and felt refreshed. He then grabbed some "energy," which transformed into crystals under his palm, smaller than grains of rice, invisible to ordinary people.

However, by attribute, it resembled immortal stones.

"It seems my guess was right; the air here isn't ordinary energy but legendary immortal energy."

This discovery brought joy. If not for other dangers and how to leave, this place would be a paradise for cultivation.

But Lin Xuan did not leap with joy or exclaim. Besides Moon's whereabouts, he noticed many other issues.

He continued his journey towards the hundred-refined immortal realm.
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First, the divine consciousness was heavily suppressed here. The range of detection had been reduced to only a hundred miles, much like the difference between an advancedLing Child later stage cultivator and himself. Finding Yue'er would add many uncertainties.

Secondly, the laws of nature in this place were vastly different from what he had experienced before. They seemed entirely unrelated.

With his current strength and comprehension, he could not even comprehend these laws. It felt as if there was a veil of mist between him and the laws.

Thus, he couldn't control them at all. How could one use the power of the laws when they couldn't even break through their perception?

Worse still, his domain also lost its effect here.

In this place, I am in charge of my own domain, but it was restricted by some mysterious force within the true cultivator's abode. This greatly diminished his strength.

Damn!

The only consolation was that his mana flow remained unimpeded due to the dense spiritual energy in the air. The power he could unleash seemed a bit stronger than usual.

But regardless, encountering a powerful opponent under these circumstances would be disadvantageous.

Fortunately, the true cultivator wasn't here. However, there were definitely more puppet spirits wandering around this place besides that one.

With his thoughts racing, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm. Although he faced some unfortunate factors, it was not the worst outcome.

The immediate priority was to find Yue'er first.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan emitted a bright green light all over his body before quickly retracting it, turning into a faint grayish glow and flying towards the horizon.

He had employed the technique of reining in his aura. In such circumstances, being low-key was necessary.

But sometimes, danger couldn't be avoided.

Lin Xuan flew for about the time it took to eat a meal when he heard a series of loud thuds.

It sounded like drumming, but the ground trembled as if struck by thunder. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes and turned towards the source of the sound.

A giant emerged from the dust and sand, towering over a hundred feet tall with muscles so thick they seemed to bulge. His skin was a dazzling silver, his fangs exposed, and one large eye on his forehead.

The size of a lantern, it was the only one he had.

There was no spiritual pressure emanating from him, but Lin Xuan felt an ominous presence.

The giant's attire was clearly made of animal hides, and he carried a dark wolf’s tooth club on his shoulder. A primitive aura enveloped him, making Lin Xuan feel extremely threatened.

This place wasn't suitable for lingering!

Although he didn’t know if the giant was friend or foe, Lin Xuan didn’t want to engage in conversation. Better to avoid trouble than seek it. With a sudden burst of green light, he wanted to fly away.

Roar!

A thunderous roar echoed as the giant's face showed a sinister expression. He raised his wolf’s tooth club high and struck towards Lin Xuan.

Although they were still several miles apart, the surface of the club emitted countless mists that formed into an evil dragon rising up.

The sky darkened instantly!

The dragon lunged forward, ignoring spatial distance, and landed just a few feet in front of Lin Xuan. Its gaping mouth opened wide, emitting a light wave towards him.

At such close range, with this sudden attack,

Lin Xuan had no way to dodge it and was swallowed by the light wave.

The giant's face showed a hint of joy as an aura of cruelty appeared in his eyes.

With one hand, he raised the club again. A black glow enveloped the wolf’s tooth club, transforming into black flames that engulfed it entirely. He then struck towards Lin Xuan with all his might.

Sizzle…

A black shadow emerged, covering half the sky but rapidly shrinking as it fell. The shadow became more solid, and its power surged accordingly. With a loud thud, it struck the flames.

However, a sound of metal clashing filled the air. A hurricane suddenly appeared, scattering the flames to reveal Lin Xuan's face.

A golden divine figure appeared behind him.

Eighteen arms converged into one, raised high above his head, blocking the shadow.

Roar!

A deafening roar echoed as the giant was clearly displeased that he hadn't defeated his prey yet. He lifted his head and shot a green beam of light from his lantern-sized eye.

Lin Xuan's face turned cold as he vanished in a flash towards the horizon. The beam missed its target, landing on empty air.

Lin Xuan didn’t want to engage further. Even if he won such a fight, it would be meaningless for him. He came here to find Yue'er and Xiao Di.

Better to avoid trouble!

His plan was good, but his cowardly retreat enraged the giant even more. He raised his head and roared loudly, pounding his chest with both fists.

As he moved, Lin Xuan felt the air around him condense, slowing down his flight. The giant then took a few steps, chasing after him at an unbelievable speed.

"Unceasing纠缠不已:纠缠 continuously without cease, truly fearless of death."

Lin Xuan’s face showed anger as he saw this scene. He had only retreated to avoid unnecessary trouble, but it seemed the giant interpreted it as weakness.

"If you want to perish, I’ll send you to the underworld."

A sinister look appeared on Lin Xuan's face. He raised his right hand, and a silver light emerged from it. A thin sword likechrysalis wing floated in front of him. Lin Xuan grabbed it with one hand and swung it forward.

"Zzzz," countless silver threads burst out from where he stood, raining down like a storm towards the giant.

Lin Xuan was truly enraged, using the secret technique of transforming his sword into threads.

Although he couldn't control the laws here or deploy his domain, other divine techniques remained unaffected. The giant’s massive body was an excellent target.

Seeing countless sword threads closing in on him, the giant's face showed a hint of anger.

He let go of his club and stretched out both hands above his head.

A golden light spread from between his fingers, forming a small golden lake hanging over his head.

Correctly, it was a lake. Suspended high above his head.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he saw this strange technique. He had never seen anything like it before despite his extensive knowledge.

Was it a secret art of the divine realm?

What did it matter if the giant was just a true cultivator?

These thoughts flashed through his mind as golden threads fell into the lake, splashing and dissolving into it.
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Instantly, the golden lake surface rippled with tiny waves. Despite trembling violently, it failed to break through this layer of defense and instead slowly dissipated like a stone thrown into deep water.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed a trace of surprise on his face. The mysterious enemy before him was far more formidable than he had imagined.

Unfortunately, he couldn't summon the laws of heaven and earth.

He sighed, but a loud roar suddenly echoed in his ears.

The golden lake surface rumbled again, with water seemingly collapsing at its center as a golden vortex appeared. Lin Xuan could sense danger from within.

With a wave of his sleeve, several sword lights shot out from his sleeves, converging into a bright giant sword before slashing forward.

A thundering sound echoed as an over ten-meter-long immortal sword materialized above the giant's head and slashed fiercely.

The giant didn't panic; instead, he snorted coldly. He raised both hands, sending out a primitive seal that flashed and merged with the golden lake.

Boom!

A loud noise came from within the vortex, and a strange bird with three wings burst forth, ignoring the immortal sword before it and ramming into it with its head.

If this were a true celestial bird like the Phoenix, even the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword's sharpness would be too much for it. The sword's precision was beyond exaggeration.

But this creature with three wings had transformed from divine power; thus, it wasn't afraid at all. With the thunderous sound echoing in his ears, a fierce gale erupted.

The sword lights were shattered.

The giant didn't stop there and bent down to pick up a wolf tooth club, advancing menacingly toward Lin Xuan.

This outcome left Lin Xuan speechless with both laughter and frustration as he glared. "You dare not die! It seems I must use some true divine powers."

Before his words were finished, the golden-bodied Dharmic figure behind him suddenly grew larger. In a moment, it towered hundreds of feet high, matching the giant's imposing figure in terms of physique. Its nine heads and eighteen arms were even more formidable.

"Fall!"

With Lin Xuan's roar, a white hurricane shot out from the Dharmic figure’s body. His eighteen arms moved independently, each casting different spells.

Golden light shone as the hurricane turned golden. Thunderous sounds filled his ears as electric arcs appeared on the surface of the Dharmic figure, turning dark green and creating an awe-inspiring pressure.

The giant had already rushed close, raising his wolf tooth club high above his head. A myriad of club shadows transformed into sharp attacks, raining down on Lin Xuan's head.

Lin Xuan didn't dodge; instead, a sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth.

Instantly, the Dharmic figure blurred and teleported in front of him.

Without hesitation, various treasures—swords, spears, and axes—appeared in his palm. With eighteen arms swinging wildly, he smashed down on the club shadows.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed overhead as two massive beings fought fiercely. Their combined power was astonishing; the sky seemed to shatter into pieces of different colors.
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This scene resembled his confrontation with the Black Bear King, but then he was fighting for dominance, so he could hold back. Now, his true form couldn't remain idle.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword reappeared like a fish swimming out.

Lin Xuan grasped it and shook his hand as if performing magic, filling the sky with sword energy.

Countless sword lights fell like rain, vibrant and magnificent, heading toward the mysterious giant.

Despite the grand attack, all the sword lights moved in perfect order, seemingly following some unknown law of nature. Yet, their exact nature was unclear.

The giant and Dharmic figure were clearly struggling, but every sword light seemed to target the giant's body with precision.

Roar!

Blood splattered as the giant roared continuously. Despite his efforts against the Dharmic figure, Lin Xuan’s sword lights were too sharp to withstand.

He was caught between two fronts!

At this moment, he truly regretted not having six arms.

However, this creature was incredibly tough-skinned. Although Lin Xuan released sword energy, its golden skin's defensive power rivaled that of the most ancient treasures.

Despite this, it still suffered from the sword lights' attacks, and continuing to delay would only lead to his downfall.

A gloomy expression appeared on the giant’s face as he suddenly threw his wolf tooth club into the sky without hesitation.

Thunderous sounds echoed; cracks appeared on the surface of the club, releasing a torrent of dark energy. Five vicious dragons emerged and shot up into the air.

The scene was fierce, blocking the Dharmic figure's attacks.

Then, the giant twisted his body to dodge the incoming sword lights, running away with big steps.

The hunter had become prey. Realizing Lin Xuan’s formidable nature, he regretted his actions and tried to escape by damaging his own treasure.

His decision was bold but not enough for Lin Xuan, who wasn't about to let him go easily. He raised the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword high before swinging it forward.

His movements were graceful, like flowing clouds and water without any fiery aggression. However, a magnificent sword light appeared, obscuring the sky with its grandeur.

But in an instant, all the sword lights condensed into a thin crystal thread that flashed across thousands of feet to appear before the giant's eyes.

"Bad luck!"

The giant was shocked as his eye turned blood red. A gray sword light burst forth from within, his secret technique.

However, it proved ineffective against Lin Xuan’s full power strike. The gray sword light, though sharp, was like a cicada trying to stop a cart; it was instantly reduced to dust.

The golden thread continued its path and sliced across the giant's neck.

"Ahh!"

A惨叫声响起，半空中飞起一颗小山大小的头颅。

尽管这巨人的实力不俗，但选错了对手也导致了严重的后果。最终被林轩一剑斩杀，血花中闪现出一道金光，一道金色虹光从血花中飞向天边。

“还想走？你不觉得自己太天真了吗？”
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Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as he flicked his sleeves. A streak of green light shot out, shimmering and then transforming into a large hand made of translucent blue.

"Whoosh," the sound entered his ears, and it had already vanished from its original spot, leaving no trace behind.

In the next moment, it strangely appeared beside the golden beam, fingers spread wide. Countless tiny符文sprang forth from within.

In an instant, they transformed into a large net that easily enveloped the golden light.

Lin Xuan raised his hand; the golden glow dissipated as the net brought its contents before him.

It was a crystal nucleus about the size of a palm.

This must be akin to what cultivators call a soul embryo. Inside it lay the giant's spirit, and its angry roars continued to echo in Lin Xuan's ears.

"Hmph. Even now, still not willing to cooperate?"

A trace of viciousness flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he reached out to grasp the crystal nucleus and immediately deployed his soul probing technique.

...

After a meal's worth of time had passed, Lin Xuan set down the crystal nucleus; his expression was dark with frustration. The soul probing technique proved ineffective. Despite all his efforts, he gained no information. His only收获was that the giant's spirit vanished from within the crystal nucleus.

This outcome was not what he expected, but Lin Xuan wasn't too surprised given the circumstances of being in a仙人的洞府. Anything could happen here.

Lin Xuan didn't dwell on this issue; his immediate priority was to find Yue'er. Just arriving here and encountering such an attack from the giant so unexpectedly meant that Yue'er and Xiao Die must have endured much danger over these years.

Although the two girls were formidable, he couldn't rest easy until they were found.

...

Lin Xuan didn't know that at this very moment, in a hidden cave far away, something was suddenly opened its eyes. A sinister laugh echoed through the darkness: "Blue Star Sea, hahaha. After so many years, you've finally returned to my abode. This time, I won't miss the opportunity. The power of this treasure will surely help me fulfill my wish."

The voice grew softer until it was barely audible.

Lin Xuan remained unaware of all this as he set out on his quest for Yue'er. His divine sense was suppressed, making the journey difficult.

But he wasn't alone; another visitor had arrived at the same time. Heavenly Pill Marquis shattered through space and appeared here too. Unfortunately, his luck didn't fare much better than Lin Xuan's. As soon as he emerged, a swarm of demon insects attacked him.

These insects were peculiar in appearance—like tiny tenfold-sized scorpions, but they were incredibly fierce with a vast number, numbering over ten thousand. In the past, Heavenly Pill Marquis would have had no chance to resist them, but now this old monster had advanced to late-stage Tribulation Transcender and received secret techniques from a true cultivator. Thus, despite some trouble, he easily handled the situation.

"What are these things? And why can't I use my法则power or even activate my domain here?" Heavenly Pill Marquis's expression was grim; anyone whose power was diminished would naturally be unhappy about it.

"Bone Scorpion Insects are merely ordinary low-grade spirit insects in the仙界. The inability to use your法则power and lose the effect of your domain is because this isn't a regular true cultivator's abode but has evolved into a miniature fairy realm," an old voice said.

"A fairy realm? What exactly is that, can you explain it more clearly?"

"True fairy realms are vast in area. A miniature fairy realm is created by powerful true cultivators to mimic the environment of the fairy realm. Although they cannot compare to the real thing, they have similar rules and are filled with fairy qi. Thus, people from the lower world will be bound by these laws because their power doesn't reach that level; hence, they can't comprehend or activate their domains."

"So, there's no solution?"

"Unless your strength reaches that of a true cultivator, you'll definitely be under restraint," the old voice said firmly.

Heavenly Pill Marquis remained silent.

"You don't need to worry. That Feathered True Man should have long perished. But after so many years, this miniature fairy realm has surely grown into its own world. The creatures and plants living here are vastly different from those in the spirit realm. While danger lurks everywhere, it can also be seen as a great opportunity for you," the mysterious true cultivator said with deep intent.

Heavenly Pill Marquis understood what was implied by his words and his eyes lit up. He transformed into a streak of startling light and flew off towards the distance.

...

On another side,

A grayish trail of遁光pierced through the sky as Lin Xuan released his divine sense to search for Yue'er's whereabouts.

Although his detection range in this mysterious space was much reduced, it was better than nothing. At least it was more useful than relying on his eyes alone.

"Hmm?"

Lin Xuan suddenly halted his trail and saw a clear lake ahead.

Surrounded by lush green mountains, the lake shimmered with碧波粼粼, its beauty breathtaking. However, Lin Xuan didn't stop for the scenery; he had detected a faint fragrance.

It was the scent of a spirit herb!

Lin Xuan turned his head and immediately noticed several interesting treasures along the lakeshore—more accurately, plants.

Just beside the small lake lay a flat medicinal field where the scent originated. Lin Xuan's trail stopped as he flew over to it.

From above, this field seemed fine, but when he approached, "Whoosh" sounded in his ears. A white light barrier suddenly rose around the field, enveloping it completely.

"A protective禁制?"

Lin Xuan muttered, unsurprised by the expression on his face; after all, he wouldn't leave a defenseless area near his medicinal garden either.

Could such a minor禁制stop him?

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, fingers curling as he reached out.

Sizzle...

A sharp claw emerged and clashed with the white light barrier. Ripples spread across its surface but didn't break through.

"Interesting. This禁制isn't something casually created."

Lin Xuan muttered to himself as he flicked his sleeves, preparing to summon his命宝. However, just then, "Sizzle" sounded again, and the small lake violently churned.

How could this be?

He had just used his divine sense to scan the area and found nothing amiss in the lake.

The sudden change left Lin Xuan speechless, and he stood there, stunned for a moment. (To be continued...)
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However, while it was described as a moment of daze, the actual time elapsed was extremely short. Lin Xuan's character wouldn't really stand there dumbfounded; he just couldn’t act rashly due to the uncertain situation at hand.

In a brief moment, the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword had already darted out like a fish in water, but its sharpness remained hidden. The ripples on the small lake ahead were intense.

Then, in the center of the lake, a large snake appeared.

No, it wasn’t a snake; calling it a scorpion would be more fitting. Its tail didn't have backward-pointing spines; instead, it had transformed into the shape of an Eastern cobra.

It looked extremely fierce and intimidating, making one feel that it was hard to provoke. In fact, it seemed even more terrifying than the giant that had just intimidated Lin Xuan.

"Judging from this guy's appearance, he must be a true fairy guarding the medicinal fields."

Lin Xuan’s mind had an epiphany, but his expression turned bitter. Where was Moon? Was he about to fight again for no reason?

Although he wasn’t afraid, it still felt troublesome.

Moreover, if he lingered here too long, would something happen to Moon in her location?

But leaving now seemed a waste of the precious medicinal herbs that were so close at hand.

Lin Xuan found himself indecisive, caught between advancing and retreating.

"Hiss…"

The monster didn’t care about all this. It raised its head, exposing its core, and lunged towards Lin Xuan with great ferocity. Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed; he couldn't afford to be picky at such a critical moment. He stretched out his right hand and grasped the Nine Palaces Must臾 Sword in his palm, ready to strike forward. However, just as he was about to swing it, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The monster paused mid-air without any warning, its eyes filled with confusion. After glancing at Lin Xuan, it inexplicably retreated, nodding and bowing before returning to the lake water.

"Wha—"

Lin Xuan stared in disbelief, rubbing his eyes hard, wondering if he had just imagined it. But that thought flashed through his mind only briefly.

At such a high level of power, hallucinations due to eye strain were almost inconceivable. Although Lin Xuan didn’t understand why the monster retreated at this critical moment, such an opportunity was too good to pass up. He wouldn't waste time overthinking; as the saying goes, "a long night breeds many dreams." He would first secure these medicinal herbs and then decide what to do.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan swung his sword forward, not at the small lake but towards the light screen before him.

Sizzle…

A green sword energy shot out, creating ripples on the screen. A crack appeared in the vision.

The crack was about a foot long but quickly closed. The restrictions set by the true fairy were indeed formidable; they could even self-repair.

Lin Xuan’s expression showed admiration. He then stretched his right hand forward.

His fingers flickered with Illusory Heavenly Fire as he reached out, though he couldn’t summon the laws of nature here. His physical strength was still formidable, complementing the spirit fire technique to create a synergistic effect. The screen had already shown a flaw; this claw could not be mended. It shattered like a candle in the wind with a "puff."

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, his face showing great joy. Although the monster inexplicably retreated, he still faced more risks during that encounter.

Lin Xuan didn’t want any distractions; he wanted to quickly take the medicinal herbs and leave this place.

Looking around, the medicinal garden was smaller than expected, covering only a few dozen feet in diameter but filled with fragrant aromas. The medicinal herbs were no taller than several feet, while their fruits were tempting.

At first glance, they resembled grapes from the mortal world, but each fruit had a colorful appearance and seemed to emit divine light.

Even with his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn’t identify what these fruits were.

They must be fairy treasures; their value was beyond question.

Lin Xuan’s face showed joy as he immediately whipped out a storage bracelet made from ten-thousand-year-old jade, carefully picking the fruits and placing them in an jade box.

"Why didn't that monster attack me?"

Before leaving, Lin Xuan couldn’t help but look back at the small lake, still without any clue. He didn’t dwell on it further and left with a cloud of light.

On the other hand, Prince Tianyuan was not as lucky.

He had also found a treasure, but when he tried to take it, he encountered a guarding monkey spirit.

Correctly speaking, it was a spiritual beast!

It resembled a monkey in form, but its abilities were formidable. If placed elsewhere, Tianyuan might have been able to defeat it, but within this small fairy domain,

He couldn’t summon the laws of nature, and his realm couldn't be deployed either. His full power was effectively halved.

Thus, he couldn’t even defeat the monkey spirit; instead, he took a few punches from it, leaving him disheveled as he fled.

Prince Tianyuan’s mood wasn’t mentioned.

Returning to Lin Xuan, after days of searching, he still had no收获. Unlike Tianyuan, who had a true fairy guiding him, Lin Xuan couldn’t have imagined that the place where he was now wasn't a cave but the small fairy domain created by Feiyu Zhenren.

Although vast, it could not be compared to many minor interfaces in the spirit realm and would take more than just a few days to explore.

Moreover, Lin Xuan had no idea where Moon or Little Butterfly were, nor did they know he was here. The two girls wouldn’t stay put.

Finding them became even harder.

If his divine sense wasn't affected, it might have been easier, but being suppressed to the point of barely differing from an infant cultivator made finding their whereabouts akin to searching for a needle in a haystack.

With Lin Xuan’s sharp mind, he still couldn’t come up with a solution.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan frowned and pondered, but without any breakthroughs, he could only continue his search.

As the saying goes, "where there's a will, there's a way." The difficulties before him were nothing compared to their reunion after ascending to the spirit realm. His mind made up, Lin Xuan’s despondent mood vanished; as the saying goes, "good things take time," and these minor troubles were insignificant.

After all, he would just spend more time searching but eventually find Moon.

A month passed in a blink…

Lin Xuan still had no收获… Well, to be precise, in this small fairy domain, Lin Xuan had found many treasures.

Given his current strength, ordinary treasures no longer caught his eye.
第三千九百四十八章 巧遇

However, the Little Immortal Realm was different. Although it couldn't compare to a true immortal realm, it still had things that the spirit realm didn't possess.

Immortal Mansion Treasures!

Of course, this referred to spiritual herbs and medicinal materials, not magical treasures.

Lin Xuan had gained quite a bit on his journey but faced many dangers as well. In both the Immortal World and the mortal world, there was no such thing as free lunch.

If another late-stage cultivator were here, they might have already perished in the dangers they encountered. But Lin Xuan wasn't an ordinary existence.

Even if he couldn't fathom the laws of nature for now, even if his domain couldn't be used here, his strength was still formidable.

Lin Xuan had calmed down and decided to take it slow as he searched for Yue'er.

...

It was a peaceful morning. A grayish light zipped through the void.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

Though only about a hundred miles away, it was better than nothing.

Suddenly, the speed of the light slowed. Lin Xuan turned his head with a surprised expression, showing some fluctuation on his face as he realized something had happened nearby.

Indeed, when he cast out his divine sense to search, he found intense fluctuations in the qi near the left side. There were rumbling sounds that reached his ears, and if he wasn't mistaken, there was a battle happening there.

Could it be Yue'er?

The thought flashed through his mind but quickly disappeared as Lin Xuan shook his head.

Yue'er had come a long way; she was now at the Tribulation Transcendence stage. Although her strength didn't match his, she could still move mountains and overturn seas with a wave of her hand.

If it were really her, things wouldn't be this way.

But besides Yue'er, could there be other people in this mysterious space?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel curious. He quietly flew forward.

His divine movement technique allowed him to reach the scene instantly.

The result was a burst of spiritual light and chaotic qi in the world around him. His senses were correct; someone was indeed fighting here.

It wasn't a beast or a puppet.

Instead, five human cultivators surrounded what looked like a stone but had the appearance of a tiger.

As they leaped, beams of spiritual light emanated from them.

Their strength wasn't weak.

The cultivators themselves were all at the Core Formation stage.

"Are there actually human cultivators here?"

Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he was surprised by this discovery. But soon, his mood brightened.

Although he didn't know their origins, having people meant he could gather information.

This made finding Yue'er much easier; he wouldn't have to search aimlessly like a headless fly.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan didn't rush out immediately. It was always better to be cautious.

Though these guys couldn't pose any threat, they were in an immortal's lair. Emotionally and logically, he should still be careful.

After all, encountering cultivators here seemed somewhat strange.

With this thought, Lin Xuan remained silent, observing the situation before making a decision.

The cultivators, despite their numbers, found that the monster was no pushover. Its skin appeared like stone but was much harder than actual rock.
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The cultivators' magical treasures didn't do much damage; they only produced sparks. Instead, the monster shot out wave after wave of light beams, forcing the cultivators to struggle to defend themselves. They were on the verge of being overwhelmed.

Lin Xuan watched for half a cup of tea without seeing anything amiss. The scene before him didn't seem like someone was secretly setting up an ambush against him.

Suddenly, a cry rang out as one of the female cultivators was hit by the monster's light beam and fell to the ground.

Fortunately, she reacted quickly and summoned a shield just in time to avoid death.

Even so, blood trickled from her lips.

But then another, even larger wave of light headed towards her.

"Game over for me!"

She couldn't dodge it; after being hit earlier, she was still too weak to summon any power. She closed her eyes and prepared to die.

The other cultivators tried to help but were powerless.

"Be careful!"

"Third Sister, get out of the way!"

...

Cries echoed as everyone watched the light beam approach the female cultivator's head. Despair filled their hearts until a gentle breeze blew away the light beam, turning her misfortune into safety.

Everyone was stunned.

Especially the woman, who had closed her eyes to die, now found herself saved by some miracle. Her joy turned to surprise.

"Ah!"

A sigh echoed as Lin Xuan appeared from behind him, his figure appearing in a green glow.

Of course, he had intervened.

Although curious about why people were here, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore the plight of this young woman. The monster's strength was no match for his, and dispelling its attacks was simple.

With Lin Xuan's appearance, despite not emitting any spiritual pressure, his presence as a powerful being commanded respect. The cultivators lowered their heads in awe when they met his gaze, unable to look him directly in the eye.

The rescued woman was still shaken but bowed gracefully: "Mu Qing, junior, thanks for saving my life."

Lin Xuan nodded: "Who are you and why are you here?"

Their cultivation levels made it clear that they couldn't have arrived through a sacrificial altar. The only plausible explanation was a spatial rift.

This was the explanation Lin Xuan feared most.

If they had stumbled upon this place by chance, asking them about Yue'er would be like chasing shadows; it wouldn't help at all.

Thus, as he asked such a simple question, tension rose in his heart.

Worry clouds the mind, an ancient saying that rings true.

Just then, a strange roar echoed. The tiger-like stone figure realized its predicament and tried to escape by ducking.

Clearly, this monster was trying to flee.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he was already tense. This creature was adding to his frustration.

"Really don't know when to die!"

With a cold warning, no visible action from Lin Xuan, a green beam streaked out and transformed into sharp sword energy that instantly killed the monster.
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Swift as a hawk striking a rabbit, the entire process unfolded without any trace of chaos. It was like flowing clouds and water, perfectly natural to Lin Xuan. Even though his power was suppressed here, dealing with an insignificant婴期 cultivator would be no effort at all for him.

However, how could these cultivators know? They couldn't even discern the depth of Lin Xuan's strength. The shock from this scene was immense, causing their expressions to become increasingly respectful.

"Report to Senior, we are true servants of True Immortal Feathersilk. Our ancestors have resided here for generations."

A woman in her twenties stepped forward through the crowd. She was the most advanced among them, at late元婴中期, just one step away from reaching the final stage.

She wore a red outfit, a style Lin Xuan had never seen before, quite ancient and simple.

"True Immortal Feathersilk's true servants, residing here for generations."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed upon hearing this. A heavy stone in his heart had finally been lifted. Heaven truly treated him kindly; with their guidance, finding Yue'er would be much easier.

Though he thought so, Lin Xuan did not immediately inquire about the two women's whereabouts. Having weathered storms in the cultivation world, Lin Xuan was far from losing his composure.

His expression remained extremely calm: "True Immortal Feathersilk's true servants, why are there only a few of you?"

This statement seemed profound and mysterious, as if Lin Xuan knew everything about True Immortal Feathersilk. Indeed, the cultivators present couldn't help but show even greater respect on their faces, perhaps already considering him an immortal.

While this sounded absurd, it wasn't entirely unfounded. After all, Lin Xuan was a late-stage渡劫 cultivator who had mastered domains and far surpassed his peers. Though not yet a true immortal, the difference was too subtle for mere元婴 cultivators to discern.

Having mistaken Lin Xuan as an immortal, these cultivators dared not harbor any other thoughts. The red-robed woman quickly stepped forward: "Report to Immortal Sir, our clan is not just us; we came out to hunt. Unbeknownst to us, we encountered this stone spirit demon. If it weren't for your timely assistance, we would have..."

"It's nothing. I have an old acquaintance with True Immortal Feathersilk. Today, I sought him but found no trace. Since fate brought us together, there is no reason not to save the dying."

Lin Xuan's smile echoed in their ears. With his deep-seated wisdom, he easily lied without batting an eye: "Since your friend isn't here, lead me to your settlement."

"Yes!"

Though Lin Xuan didn't specify what he wanted, low-ranking cultivators dared not refuse an immortal. They hurriedly led the way.

Thus, Lin Xuan put on a grand demeanor. On the journey, he casually asked questions about Yue'er and Xiao Di's whereabouts, but they knew nothing.

Lin Xuan was undeterred; if these people didn't know, his clan might.

In any case, they would arrive at their destination first.

With their guidance, there were no further obstacles on the way. After several hours, Lin Xuan arrived in a deep mountain with them.

Surrounded by towering ancient trees, the nearby仙灵气 seemed more abundant. Along the way, Lin Xuan probed and learned about these true servants' origins.

As the name suggested, they were servants of immortals. Legend had it that their ancestors originally came from a small village in the spirit realm, ordinary mortals for generations.

One day, disaster struck, but True Immortal Feathersilk descended from heaven to save them.

Lin Xuan was astounded by this tale; such an encounter seemed too fantastical. After saving these mortals, instead of leaving, he moved their entire village to a small spirit domain and made them his subjects to cultivate and rest.

It had been millions of years since then.

Upon hearing this, Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. Even with his deep-seated wisdom, he couldn't fathom why True Immortal Feathersilk would do such a thing.

An immortal could find suitable servants among cultivators; why choose ordinary mortals?

Though puzzled, Lin Xuan did not dwell on the matter. "How did you become cultivators? Was it because your descendants developed spirit roots?"

"Not exactly. The environment in our small spirit domain gradually changes us over time, allowing us to develop spirit roots."

Mu Qing, the woman, added with a hint of pride: "Why does Immortal Sir ask this question? Did not the small spirit domain you created work similarly?"

"Indeed, each immortal's spirit realm is unique. Besides, I did not allow mortals to visit my spirit realm."

Lin Xuan's explanation was convincing, easily dispelling any doubts among the cultivators.

However, deep down, he was amazed. He too lacked a spirit root and had relied on hard work and later the Blue Star Sea and Moon Clan's sacred fruit to develop one. Only Lin Xuan knew how risky it had been.

These people, however, simply needed to stay in their small spirit domain and naturally developed spirit roots without any effort.

Such a claim would surely make ordinary mortals envious. Immortals truly possessed extraordinary means.

Through conversation, Lin Xuan understood what the small spirit domain entailed. No wonder this place was so vast; I knew it! A single cave could never reach such a level.

"Did you come down from the true immortal realm to find True Immortal Feathersilk?"

After traveling for so long and finding Lin Xuan amiable, Mu Qing bravely spoke up.

"Yes, indeed, I came specifically. But I don't know where my old friend went."

Continuing his lie, he added: "The juniors are unaware; we were born here, and the legend of True Immortal Feathersilk is passed down by our elders. Only the Great Elder might have some information about our master."

Mu Qing's words echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, causing him to feel a surge of interest in this small spirit domain.

Of course, he was more concerned about Yue'er's whereabouts.

Lin Xuan believed that finding these true servants would yield results. However, before the thought could fully form, a loud explosion rang out ahead. A faint light flickered, and flames seemed to burn fiercely.
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Phosphorescent light suddenly halted!

Although the distance was still considerable, his divine sense couldn't probe it yet. But without asking, he knew for sure that the tribe must have encountered danger.

The faces of several young cultivators turned pale all at once.

Then they collectively pleaded with Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan had only claimed to be a true immortal out of convenience to extract information. However, none of them doubted him. Throughout their journey, Lin Xuan had been exceptionally calm and peaceful. Seeing the tribe in danger now, they naturally turned to this true immortal for help.

"Please have mercy on us!"

...

The pleading voices echoed around him.

Of course, Lin Xuan couldn't ignore it.

He was originally planning to ask these divine servants about Mo'er's whereabouts. Emotionally and logically, he couldn't let them be exterminated by others.

"Alright, I'll go check."

Before his words were fully spoken, a faint green glow enveloped him as he shot forward towards the front.

Earlier, he had deliberately slowed down his speed of teleportation. Now, with full force, it was truly like instant movement. In just an instant, he arrived near the scene.

The mountains surrounded a vast valley, covering countless acres. At this moment, even with his divine sense, he couldn't see where the end of the valley was located.

Many buildings resembling琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilions and jade palaces) could be vaguely seen within the valley. The style was vastly different from that of the spirit realm, appearing grand and ancient.

Clearly, this place was the abode of the divine servants' tribe.

But at this moment, it was filled with blood and fire; they had been attacked.

The enemy wasn't many—only one.

However, his strength was off the charts. Even several elders couldn't defeat him, leaving the rest nearly hopeless.

"Thud!"

A muffled sound echoed, followed by splashes of blood in the air.

A short, plump elder fell from mid-air. Although he didn't die immediately, his injuries were severe enough to indicate that he was no longer able to fight.

"Senior Elder!"

A cry came from the crowd, a tall man with a bald head and bare feet emerging. His demeanor was formidable, and his cultivation level was quite impressive—reaching the peak of the Spirit Formation stage.

Even in the Three Realms, such strength wouldn't be considered weak. However, facing this enemy, it was like sending a lamb to a tiger's den; he was defeated almost instantly.

"Such fools, without fear of death."

The figure in mid-air waved his hand as if swatting flies. A powerful force struck the tall man, pushing him away with no chance of resistance.

"Uncle Zhang."

A cry came from afar, Mu Qing, a woman beside Lin Xuan. The figure in mid-air turned his head: "There are still stragglers? Hmph, moths to a flame. Thinking that bringing some reinforcements would scare me off..."

But before he could finish speaking, his eyes widened as if he had seen something unbelievable.

On the other side, Lin Xuan also widened his eyes.

Almost thinking he was mistaken, but in this world, were there truly such similar people?

Clearly not.

Lin Xuan blinked hard.

A middle-aged man of about forty hovered before him. He wore a brocade robe and jade belt, with a high crown made of green jade on his head. His long beard flowed gently in the breeze; his bearing was indeed extraordinary.

At first glance, he looked like a king or lord from the secular world.

Count Tianyuan!

It was this guy.

Lin Xuan was initially shocked but quickly replaced his expression with surprise.

Although the events were distant, cultivators' memories were unparalleled. Furthermore, Lin Xuan had narrowly escaped death at the hands of this fellow, making such an indelible experience that he couldn't possibly forget it.

But how could this guy be a notorious rat in the street and appear here?

Even if he侥幸 (fortunately) didn't perish, how could his strength have advanced to the late Tribulation Transcending stage?

This was illogical.

Why had he appeared here—by chance or with some sinister plot?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan's face turned grim.

But he didn't dwell on it for long.

Regardless of Count Tianyuan's experiences over the years or why he came here, one thing remained unchanged: they were enemies.

Since that was the case, there was no need to think too much. He could simply kill him cleanly and decisively.

Thoughts raced through Lin Xuan’s mind as a hint of killing intent emanated from his body.

He raised his head, meeting Count Tianyuan's grim face. A hint of viciousness flashed in his eyes; their thoughts were the same.

Indeed, Count Tianyuan also wanted to kill Lin Xuan.

He hated Lin Xuan to the core and hadn't acted because he was curious about why he had gone out. He never expected such a huge opportunity to arise.

A true immortal's dwelling place! No, it should be a small realm of immortals.

Although he didn’t know the background of True Immortal Feathers, his ability to read people’s expressions was still there. This True Immortal Feathers was definitely more formidable than the one who had attempted to possess him before.

Since that was so, how could he possibly pass up on his treasures?

It turned out that he wasn't alone in entering this place; Lin Xuan might also obtain a treasure. Count Tianyuan had long wanted to eliminate him but didn’t know where he was. Now that they met by chance, although it was somewhat unexpected, it suited his purpose.

He wished to seize the opportunity and kill Lin Xuan.

The two of them were in perfect agreement, both wearing faint smirks on their faces.

"Count Tianyuan, long time no see."

"I, Lin, will extract your soul and refine your essence."

Their conversation was naturally intense.

Hearing the other's tone, Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but grew cautious. After all, Count Tianyuan’s advancement speed was too fast; perhaps he had some significant fortune over the years. Still, Lin Xuan didn't believe he could outmatch him, so this caution merely reminded himself to be more careful when acting.

While these thoughts raced through his mind, Count Tianyuan made a move.

He raised his right hand but didn’t summon any treasure. A green ring adorned his finger, its design ordinary at first glance, indistinguishable from common jewelry. However, as he took it out, Lin Xuan sensed danger.

A cryptic incantation entered his ears. Count Tianyuan’s face turned serious as the ring emitted a magical glow, absorbing nearby divine energy.

"Divine Mansion's Precious Treasure!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. For an ordinary Tribulation Transcender, this might not have been recognized, but he knew it well.

But how could the other possess such a treasure?

After all, even his own life-bonded treasures had only a chance of becoming a divine mansion’s precious treasure. Currently, there was still a long way to go. Where did Count Tianyuan get this divine mansion's precious treasure from?
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Surprise!

Lin Xuan's eyes were filled with astonishment. (Youth Lion Alliance.)

The Heavenly Essence Marquis had advanced so swiftly to the late Transcendence stage, although Lin Xuan guessed that he must have had some extraordinary experiences, he never expected it to be related to the treasures from a fairy mansion.

Could this treasure be something passed down by an Immortal?

Though this sounded absurd, Lin Xuan could not find any other reasonable explanation for what was happening before him.

Lin Xuan pondered in his heart, unaware that although his guess did not fully align with the truth, it was quite close.

He then looked up and met the Heavenly Essence Marquis's sinister gaze. The ring on the latter's hand was surrounded by a layer of emerald green light, with faint blood rays occasionally emerging. After flickering slightly, these rays transformed into countless greenish points that spread around his body.

After a moment, those points dimmed, spun around, and turned into spiders the size of fists. The surface of these spiders was adorned with intricate patterns, and on their backs were numerous peculiar objects resembling crystal bubbles, emitting a faint green glow—clearly not ordinary items.

"Go!"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis waved his sleeve, releasing a spell from within. A cacophony of screeches erupted as countless demonic spiders transformed into a green swarm that surged towards Lin Xuan.

Heavens and earth seemed to change color.

Indeed, the treasures from fairy mansions were no small matter.

But the Heavenly Essence Marquis's methods had not yet ended. Although he was confident in his powers, he knew that Lin Xuan was no ordinary opponent; it would be hard to eliminate him easily, otherwise, he wouldn't have been the head of the Immortal Dao Alliance.

His face contorted with malice as incantations emerged from his mouth. However, his left sleeve moved lightly downwards.

Sizzle...

Auras of spirit energy shone brightly as several golden beams shot out from his sleeve and swirled around before transforming into golden human figures, each about the size of a real person.

These were not实体, but their bodies shimmered with golden light, holding similarly styled golden spears. There were dozens of them.

Without needing to be told, they began swinging their weapons towards Lin Xuan.

Instantly, several dozen feet-long streaks of gold tore through the air and rained down on Lin Xuan.

A craftsman can tell quality by a single touch; he never expected that this shameless Heavenly Essence Marquis would also have his turn at glory.

Lin Xuan sighed. He raised his right hand and lightly grabbed, revealing a silver-ringed sword thinner than a silkworm's wing in his vision.

He grasped it and shook gently, sending countless silver threads surging out to rain down on the opposite side.

In an instant, clinking sounds filled his ears as those strange demonic spiders were shattered. The green swarm disintegrated completely, leaving no survivors. Lin Xuan's displayed strength was indeed formidable; his technique of transforming swords into threads had reached a high degree of proficiency.

But this was not yet over. After clearing the swarm, the sword threads transformed again into several dozen feet-long streaks of light that slashed at the incoming golden rays.

The sound of metal clashing echoed in his ears once more.

Though these golden rays were formidable, they could not match the power of Lin Xuan's own life-bound treasures.

As for their numerous numbers, he was not afraid of this.

Almost as soon as they touched, they shattered like bamboo under a storm. The sword threads continued their assault, circling around the golden figures and decapitating them before rushing towards the Heavenly Essence Marquis.

"How is this possible?"

The Heavenly Essence Marquis's eyes widened in disbelief at what he saw. He knew Lin Xuan was tough to deal with but never imagined it would reach such a level.

He had already used Immortal treasures, yet his defenses were breached so easily.

How did this young fellow train?

His mind pondered as he did not show too much fear despite the numerous sword rays slashing at him.

With a flick of his right hand, the ring on his finger glowed again. A mountain suddenly appeared before him—indeed, a mountain with peaks and valleys towering over a thousand feet high.

Even Lin Xuan's extensive experience could not recognize such an odd technique.

Was it the Five Elements Shift?

The thought flashed through his mind as he had no time to change tactics. With a puff, countless sword rays pierced into the mountain.

Lin Xuan noticed something was wrong; this mountain seemed much harder than ordinary ones, almost as if it contained veins of spirit stones.

Wait, veins…

Suddenly aware of the difference, Lin Xuan heard a loud explosion. The mountain actually exploded on its own. Inside were numerous fire attribute crystal stones. At that moment, their stored spiritual energy burst out instantly.

The combined power of thousands of crystals was formidable even for late Transcendence cultivators.

The Heavenly Essence Marquis hidden behind the mountain vanished in an odd manner.

Next, a deep and resonant voice echoed. Lin Xuan turned to see a large gong appear in the Heavenly Essence Marquis's hand—ancient and cracked, as if it were incomplete.

He threw this treasure at Lin Xuan. The gong swelled with the wind, transforming into dozens of feet tall, its light flickering before growing even larger, ten times its original size. It then grew eyes, hands, and a body, becoming a monstrous steel giant.

"What is that?"

Lin Xuan was shocked as he just summoned the玄龟龙甲 shield to block the explosion from the crystal shards. Before he could react, the giant charged forward.

Its roar echoed like thunder as it raised its right fist high, striking Lin Xuan with one punch.

"Bad move!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted; there was no time to dodge now. Fortunately, the玄龟龙甲 shield had already been summoned, and he was confident in thisprimordial treasure. He poured all his spiritual energy into it without hesitation.

A bright aura erupted, turning the light shield thick and dense.

The giant's right fist struck with force, producing a thunderous sound that sent Lin Xuan flying.
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The wind howled past his ears as the force of this punch was so immense that it defied description. Although the light screen transformed from the玄龟龙甲盾 (Dragon Armor Shield) did not break, Lin Xuan and his protective shield were sent flying hundreds of feet away.

Boom!

With a loud crash, he collided with the depths beneath.

The space around him trembled violently for an instant. Within a hundred miles, everything was flattened by the lingering shockwaves.

Even the仙仆 (Immortal Servants) were shocked. Their gathering place had been affected as well. Fortunately, due to the recent crisis, the protective array had fully activated, otherwise, the consequences would have been unimaginable.

Looking around, the entire earth resembled a spider's web, with countless cracks extending towards the horizon. In the middle of these gaps was a large hole over a hundred feet in diameter, deep beyond measure.

The punch Lin Xuan received was incredibly powerful. He fell like a meteor, leaving a mess on the ground. The damage he suffered was evident.

High above, Tiandianhou hovered with a smug expression. "That kid's strength is formidable, but how can he compare to me who has inherited true Immortal techniques?"

This copper bell warrior was neither a puppet nor a treasure; it combined the best of both in a perfect manner. Even in the Immortal realm, it was well-known. Using it against Lin Xuan felt like using a bull to kill a chicken.

However, before he could fully appreciate this, an unexpected change occurred.

Boom!

A loud noise echoed through his ears as a silver light column erupted from the depths of the hole.

Ten feet thick and wrapped in terrifying electric arcs, it streaked towards the giant's head.

No, that wasn't a light column. It was clearly a sword spirit emerging with unparalleled sharpness.

Caught off guard, the giant had no place to hide. Or perhaps he hadn't considered such an outcome.

But his instinct was formidable; amidst the chaos, he managed to sidestep and avoid the head, allowing the sword spirit to pierce through his chest.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword's sharpness was not just a boast.

Especially when Lin Xuan struck with hatred.

Tiandianhou was taken aback. He thought that after receiving such a blow, Lin Xuan’s bones would be shattered or at least severely injured, leaving him immobile. But his counterattack was swift and decisive.

He underestimated him too much.

Tiandianhou regretted it and hurriedly released his divine sense to locate Lin Xuan's whereabouts.

But what he saw stunned him. The vast sky was pale with no clouds in sight—where could Lin Xuan be?

Impossible!

Tiandianhou almost didn't believe his eyes. Just a moment ago, Lin Xuan had been buried deep underground; how did he vanish so suddenly?

It couldn't be!

His own divine sense was the clearest to him. Even if it was restricted, the distance between them was only a few hundred feet. Any trace or hint of movement would have escaped his divine sense.

Yet, here he was, gone.

A chill ran down Tiandianhou's spine as he realized Lin Xuan wasn't an easy target. He had clearly intended to ambush him.

He turned cautiously towards the left but it was too late. A brilliant crystalline filament streaked through the sky, striking with incredible speed.

No… not speed; it vanished without a trace, seemingly ignoring time and distance.
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Lin Xuan also unleashed his true fire, leaving no room for mercy as he aimed to end the opponent’s life.

But it wasn't easy. Tiandianhou's forehead was drenched in sweat, but he wouldn’t surrender. Seeing that the crystalline filament couldn't be avoided, he suddenly struck his chest and a strange symbol appeared on his forehead.

Faintly visible!

A light radiated from this symbol.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted as he felt the power of cosmic laws. But how was it being unleashed here?

Before he could fully grasp this, the light collided with the crystalline filament, entangling and devouring each other. The outcome seemed uncertain.

"Secret technique of the Immortal realm!"

A sigh echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan's expression darkened further.

"You recognize its value; surrender now, and you'll suffer less. Otherwise, I’ll extract your soul here," Tiandianhou’s cold voice rang out.

Lin Xuan chuckled: "Things have reached this point; why bother with such empty threats? You act like a child playing games. There's no room for surrender. It's either you or me."

"Hmph, you see clearly. But it's foolish to offend me. Today, your soul will scatter here," Tiandianhou’s arrogant voice echoed.

"Ah, don't overstate your case."

Lin Xuan chuckled again as he turned his head. The giant had taken large steps, covering hundreds of feet with each stride. His chest wound from the sword spirit had mysteriously healed.

Lin Xuan's face grew cold; this opponent was far more troublesome than a regular Immortal puppet.

"Friend, are you trying to win by numbers?"

"So what if I am?"

Tiandianhou laughed: "Do you think you can use flattery to make me fight one-on-one? That won't work. I'm not foolish. Words don’t matter; the survivor is the victor. Means are irrelevant."

"You're right."

Lin Xuan sighed silently.

But before he could finish, a loud thud echoed in his ears as the giant approached.

Each step covered hundreds of feet, and his chest wound had mysteriously healed.

Lin Xuan's face darkened further; this opponent was clearly more troublesome than an ordinary Immortal puppet.

"Are you trying to win by numbers?"

"So what if I am?"

Tiandianhou laughed: "Do you think a helper will change anything? It’s like a cicada trying to stop a cart. You can’t alter your fate."

"Ridiculous."

Before Tiandianhou could react, he exploded with rage.

He hated Lin Xuan deeply and this new grudge only intensified his old one.

"You sharp-tongued little brat; I’ll make you regret coming into this world."

With a roar, Tiandianhou's hands spread wide. Above him, a golden flame appeared, more accurately described as a fiery cloud, covering several acres and turning the sky into a radiant gold.
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With a cryptic incantation echoing in his ears, the Fiery Cloud suddenly blurred and unexpectedly teleported to above Lin Xuan’s head.

Then, it flashed again, transforming into thousands of varying-sized golden flames that radiated intense heat in all directions, smashing down with great force.

In an instant, Lin Xuan was engulfed by these flames.

But this wasn’t the end. The Bronze Bell Warrior also rushed forward. He swung his fists up and down, emitting countless talismanic symbols as a series of fist shadows emerged, following the golden flames to pummel Lin Xuan mercilessly.

His entire form was swallowed in an instant.

The Count of Heavenly Primordial beamed with satisfaction. With a wave of his sleeve, the mysterious ring flickered with light, and various weapons—swords, spears, axes, and halberds—appeared before him, conjured by his magical power. Although they were illusions, to the naked eye, they seemed like genuine treasures.

The wonders of the Immortal Mansion’s rare treasures truly left one speechless.

"Go!"

With a cold command from the Count of Heavenly Primordial, these magical weapons shot towards Lin Xuan.

This time, he was determined to dismember Lin Xuan here and now. However, could it be that easy?

Amidst rolling beams of light, Lin Xuan seemed nowhere to hide. Yet, a clear cry pierced through the heavens.

In the next moment, nine powerful auras spread out.

The Nine Palaces Musty Sword began to respond, radiating with ethereal light. Then, the nine true spirit shadows rushed towards nine differently shaped immortal swords, merging into one.

The original shadow transformed into something tangible.

True Spirit Sword Art!

Lin Xuan’s divine technique was about to be unleashed. This was his secret art.

Knowing that his opponent might have obtained a True Immortal传承, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to hide his true strength. Facing the sharp attacks, he directly manifested his strongest form.

Now, not only had his physical body reached an astounding level of resilience, but his magical power was also overwhelming. Even the half-baked True Immortal inheritance of the Count of Heavenly Primordial posed no threat.

The attacks—whether from the beams of light, fist shadows, or weapons—were utterly useless.

A silver shadow leaped out amidst the sharp attacks and quickly arrived before the steel giant.

Its speed was like a flowing movie, not inferior to teleportation. But the Bronze Bell Warrior wasn’t afraid; he punched Lin Xuan with an expressionless face.

It seemed that this punch hit at just the right moment, or perhaps it was sheer luck. Regardless, there was no place for Lin Xuan to hide. It felt as if he had charged into the attack himself.

The surrounding crowd gasped in shock—these were the Immortal Servants watching the battle. They had already experienced the power of this Bronze Bell Warrior, capable of moving mountains and overturning seas with ease.

Could Lin Xuan escape this predicament?

After all, just moments ago, he was struck to the ground by a single punch from this warrior.

This punch would be even more powerful than before. What would happen next?

Lin Xuan didn’t dodge; there was nowhere for him to go. He also didn’t summon any treasures. The Nine Palaces Musty Sword had already perfectly integrated with his body.

Thus, he raised his right hand and punched forward.

Ordinary!

In this minor Immortal Realm, it wasn't possible to manipulate the force of nature.

So, how was Lin Xuan able to counter this warrior?

Even if one considered his entire body, its volume still couldn’t match that of a single finger. Although cultivation wasn’t about size, such a disparity in strength was visually stunning.

The Immortal Servants and even the Count of Heavenly Primordial didn't think the Bronze Bell Warrior would lose.

This treasure was famous in the Immortal Realm, known for its formidable close combat capabilities. Even ordinary immortals wouldn’t dare to face it head-on.

These words sounded ridiculous, but they were absolutely true.

Before this thought could fully form, a deafening explosion filled Lin Xuan’s ears, and then… the giant flew away.

Everyone was dumbfounded, even the Count of Heavenly Primordial assumed he had misjudged. But the truth was that the Bronze Bell Warrior flew out with a whoosh.

Boom!

The ground trembled violently, as if a mountain had fallen to the earth. This warrior’s volume was akin to a mountain, and its weight likely exceeded it.

Then… Lin Xuan stepped forward.

Without hesitation, he punched again, this time targeting the giant's forehead.

"Bang," a large hole appeared instantly.

If any cultivator were hit like that, such severe injuries would be enough to kill their physical body. But for the Bronze Bell Warrior, it was merely an inconvenience.

The wound rapidly healed.

Immortal treasures truly weren’t ordinary. They seemed almost indestructible, but even immortal beasts didn’t possess such vitality.

But what did it matter? I don’t believe you can survive being dismembered and not die. There’s no magical weapon in this world that can’t be broken.

Lin Xuan roared, swinging his fists repeatedly. The sound of "bang bang bang" filled the air as a large hole appeared in the Bronze Bell Warrior's chest and abdomen.

However, this warrior was truly formidable; even a dozen-foot-wide hole began to heal visibly.

Lin Xuan noticed with a grim look. Extending both hands, countless silver sword threads shot out from his body surface.

They flew into the warrior’s wound like bees.

This wasn’t over yet. Lin Xuan retracted his hands and formed them into a ball. A crackling sound filled the air as a dark green lightning ball appeared.

Illusory Yin Lightning!

Lin Xuan raised both hands high, then forcefully threw them into the wound.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed, enveloping the Bronze Bell Warrior in colorful silver light. In fact, it was the luminous spiritual veins radiating from his body surface.

The warrior struggled to rise but was powerless.

With a series of "crack" sounds, countless cracks appeared on its body like spider webs, spreading and multiplying. Surprisingly, sword qi began to penetrate from within, followed by dark green electric arcs.

Boom!

Finally, the Bronze Bell Warrior turned into a pile of powder, or more accurately, broken copper and rusted iron. Its self-repair abilities were extraordinary but not truly immortal. At this moment, it was completely defeated by Lin Xuan.

The entire process was swift, though it seemed lengthy when described. Even the Immortal Servants watching from the sidelines and the Count of Heavenly Primordial himself, who was caught off guard, couldn’t understand what had happened.

But whether he was dazed or confused, Lin Xuan wouldn’t wait around. He eliminated the Count of Heavenly Primordial’s henchmen before turning his attention to the main target.

With a flash, he arrived beside the opponent and punched without any complex techniques or movements.
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Boom!

Instantly, a powerful gale wind arose, dimming the entire sky. In this mysterious little immortal domain, although Lin Xuan couldn't command the power of the laws here, his strike in its strongest form still had the might to cleave through heaven and earth.

He could see countless tiny符文 (talismanic runes) surging from his fist's surface, rapidly transforming into layers of ancient and mysterious纹阵 (array formations).

Unable to drive the power of the heavens and earth, but the eerie force emanating from these array formations was no small matter. The void before him suddenly darkened, as if a powerful invisible force had emerged.

The strike swept through like a devastating wave, heading straight for Heavenly Essence Marquis.

"Little brat!"

Heavenly Essence Marquis's face turned pale with rage as his voice echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. He hadn’t expected the bronze bell warrior to be reduced to scrap metal in an instant. His frustration was palpable, filled with anger and resentment.

But now that he had been caught off guard, regretting it wouldn't help. Lin Xuan had already escaped danger and no longer faced a rear attack; his situation was dire indeed. A slight misstep could mean his downfall here.

He underestimated the other's strength!

Hefting his head up, Heavenly Essence Marquis’s eyes flashed with venomous intent. He knew his own abilities well—though he had gained true immortal inheritance, his forte wasn’t close combat.

Using one's weaknesses against their strengths was foolish; thus, retreating temporarily was the right choice. His body moved, intending to dodge, but suddenly, the air around him seemed much more viscous, though not completely immobile. It was too late now.

Pang!

In a battle between experts, every millimeter counted. This sudden change didn’t decide the outcome but certainly cost Heavenly Essence Marquis a move in his strategy.

Thus, he failed to dodge that punch.

It landed solidly on his chest.

Instantly, he flew like a kite with its string cut, heading towards the distant horizon. In an instant, he vanished like a meteor.

Lin Xuan was stunned!

The result was far more unexpected than expected.

He hadn’t intended to win that punch decisively. Or perhaps it had merely been a warm-up. Heavenly Essence Marquis wasn't as weak as before; though there was no concrete evidence, the signs suggested he might have gained true immortal inheritance. Such an enemy would be difficult to deal with.

Though Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid, he hadn’t expected to kill him in one fell swoop.

So that punch’s effect was more of a warm-up, aiming to gain the upper hand. He never anticipated it would knock the other away instead.

Disappointment?

Of course not!

Surprise?

Well… perhaps too much so that his reaction was slow.

With Lin Xuan's rich cultivation experience, such a scene was unheard of. But he wasn’t an ordinary cultivator; his reactions were swift.

A sharp cry escaped as swordlight flickered across his body. He shook his hand, and the air crackled with the sound of breaking silence as countless sword lights shot forward like a whale sucking in water.

"Lin brat, I'll tear your soul and spirit apart!"

The swordlights reached mid-flight when a thunderous voice boomed.

A red cloud appeared, then transformed into a dazzling golden one. Intense spiritual pressure emanated from it, followed by an outstretched golden hand.

This hand was over a hundred feet long, seemingly forged of gold.

With immense force, it grabbed the sharp swordlight. The greenish-blue light suddenly condensed and shattered with a loud bang.

"Hmph!"

Lin Xuan's face changed as he pointed his index finger forward. The explosive swordlight suddenly converged in the middle, forming a massive shadow that fell upon the golden hand.

A thunderous sound echoed as the golden hand, under immense pressure, began to crack inch by inch.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but sneer. But this was far from over. A clear whistle sounded, and the shattered golden light fragments transformed into ghost-faced bees, turning dark green. They swarmed towards Lin Xuan.

Meanwhile, the golden cloud churned violently, transforming into a golden vortex.

A white whirlwind emerged from within, blurring the void as it approached Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan saw clearly; a sardonic smile played on his lips. He shook his hand, and an ancient scroll unfolded before him.

The surface glowed, gradually unfurling to reveal nine towering peaks.

Suddenly, the air crackled with colorful swordlights.

Ten Thousand Swords Diagram!

Regardless of its power, the sheer number of swordlights released was unmatched by even Nine Palaces Instant Sword. The entire sky was filled with sharp sword energy like a storm.

The ghost-faced bees charged fiercely but were swallowed whole in a tidal wave of swordlights, vanishing into nothingness.

The swordlights continued their relentless assault on the white whirlwind.

Like a bamboo shoot splitting open, they quickly sliced through it.

However, as the wind dispersed, several golden dragons appeared in mid-air, shaking their heads and tails, each over a hundred feet long, charging headlong at the swordlights.

In an instant, clanging sounds filled his ears as thousands of swordlights clashed with the dragons. Almost immediately, golden scales flew as the power of innate treasures was no joke. But these dragons were no ordinary creatures; relying on their massive bodies and terrifying strength, they shook their heads and tails, striking the swordlights. The force was comparable to a hurricane, making it a fierce battle.

On another side, humming sounds echoed as the ghost-faced bees resurrected, swarming towards Lin Xuan.

"Such a tenacious opponent!"

Lin Xuan sighed. He raised his right hand, pressing it against the insect cloud. The movement was silent, but suddenly, the void collapsed, and without any visible light, the insect cloud vanished into thin air.

At this level of strength, Lin Xuan’s actions had returned to their simplest form.

He then surged forward, surrounded by greenish-blue light, heading towards the golden cloud where Heavenly Essence Marquis was hiding.

Having survived his punch, he couldn’t underestimate the other's strength.

But Lin Xuan didn't have time for a drawn-out battle; quick and decisive action was necessary to avoid complications and find Moon’s whereabouts after defeating him.
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Lin Xuan's plans seemed well thought out, but could he truly achieve his desires? The current Marquis Tianyuan was no weakling and wouldn't simply let him have his way.

On the contrary, he also wanted to eliminate Lin Xuan; their enmity had reached a point where they would not share this world.

Seeing Lin Xuan repeatedly breaking through his spells, Marquis Tianyuan's eyes were filled with anger. However, he did not give in. He had received assistance from True Immortal传承, making it impossible for him to be inferior to the little fellow both emotionally and logically.

With a determined look on his face, his thoughts turned more resolute.

Despite not blocking Lin Xuan’s attack, allowing him to rush into the golden clouds, the distance between them was now only dozens of feet apart. For beings at their level, this small gap could be ignored.

Lin Xuan's遁光 stopped.

The opponent had not taken advantage of that opportunity to strike; there must be some hidden plot.

Lifting his head, he clearly saw Marquis Tianyuan’s gloomy face. Then, a hoarse voice echoed in his ears: "Little fellow, I never thought you would force me into such a situation. Since it has come to this, let you see my Immortal Fire of Execution!"

"You will regret it. Just surrendering now can still spare you much suffering."

Before the words were fully spoken, Marquis Tianyuan acted.

A sword light burst from his mouth, golden and dazzling, but unlike Lin Xuan’s attack, it circled around his left shoulder instead. Blood spurted out, severing his left arm entirely.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded; had this guy gone mad?

Before he could fully process that thought, Marquis Tianyuan's right hand extended, pressing and pointing with various法诀. A loud "bang" echoed in his ears as the severed left arm exploded into a cloud of blood mist.

Innumerable red符文 surged out, like living creatures. Then, Marquis Tianyuan opened his mouth again, emitting a golden light that vanished into the strange blood mist.

An unbelievable scene unfolded.

The golden light and blood mist mixed, igniting instantly, like oil meeting fire. An untold primordial aura emanated from the flames, radiating in all directions.

The flames flickered before turning pure gold.

But this was not over; the flames began to compress. Originally covering half an acre, they shrank into a mere drop almost instantaneously. Unremarkable at first glance, Lin Xuan did not relax; his expression grew more serious.

This insignificant little thing seemed capable of threatening him.

The power of divine techniques is not determined by size.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

His eyes narrowed as a blue仙剑 appeared in his palm. This was not his primary treasure, but its power was formidable nonetheless. Without hesitation, he poured mana into it and raised his right hand to strike down with the sword.

Blue light blazed.

As Lin Xuan moved, an azure sea materialized behind him. Waves crashed.

A blue dragon soared above the waves.
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Not... not just the dragon, but many water-elemental beasts followed behind it—shrimp soldiers and crab warriors, each holding various weapons and treasures. It was unclear if they were illusions or real as they fiercely charged forward.

The momentum was formidable; even ordinary late-stage cultivators would hesitate to confront such a force.

However, Marquis Tianyuan's face was filled with sneers. Such an astonishing attack seemed trivial in his eyes.

"Trivial trickery!"

With a disdainful snort, he flicked his index finger: "Go!"

Instantly, golden light surged, the drop of golden flame tracing a mysterious path and heading towards the sea.

But it was like moths to a flame; Lin Xuan's attack was so powerful that this tiny flame seemed insignificant in comparison. It felt as if it would be instantly overwhelmed.

Would there even be any ripples?

Lin Xuan’s eyes narrowed, his expression showing no signs of relief. The Marquis Tianyuan was not an easy opponent now.

Before he could fully process that thought, the golden flame had merged with the azure sea but did not get absorbed; rather, it dried up the water almost instantly, vaporizing the dragon and the other creatures.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he recalled a legend.

It is said that a drop of divine blood can melt mountains and boil seas. He thought it was just a tale, but this strange flame...

Thoughts flashed like lightning; Lin Xuan realized not only had the sea been dried up, but even his blue仙剑 was melting into ordinary iron.

The flames approached, flickering as they were now within arm’s reach. In that moment, Lin Xuan felt an impending danger of falling.

Sweat dripped down his back; he had already unleashed his strongest form.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, releasing several defensive treasures from his sleeves like fish swimming out.

Rapidly flashing divine light formed a colorful barrier around him.

But it was useless; any treasure in the face of that golden flame melted like tofu. Lin Xuan summoned the玄龟龙甲盾.

Ancient symbols flickered as this shield transformed into a palm-sized turtle shell, resembling dragon scales with the Taiji diagram flowing over its surface. Layers of纹阵 also flickered, releasing various rule powers.

Indeed, in this small divine domain, Lin Xuan could not use the laws of nature.

But these were the innate powers of the先天灵宝, still awe-inspiring.

Instantly, the玄龟龙甲盾 formed the strongest defense before him.

However, whether it could block that strange Immortal Execution Fire was uncertain for Lin Xuan.

Thus, he flipped his wrist and a fist-sized flame appeared in his palm—five-colored琉璃同样散发出惊人的法则之力.

Phantom Divine Heaven Flame!

Lin Xuan had always been confident in this hidden technique but now felt unsure. Using fire to counter fire; could the Phantom Divine Heaven Flame still not disappoint him?

Before he could fully process that thought, the golden flame traced a beautiful arc and landed on the玄龟龙甲盾.

Sizzle...

Like water meeting fire, it emitted countless white mists.

Then silver light shone, with faint dragon roars heard. Silver and golden flames intertwined, devouring each other.
第三千九百五十六章 作茧自缚

A sibilant "tsz tsz" sound entered Lin Xuan's ears. The surface of the shield was continuously flowing with a Tai Chi diagram, and even the virtual images of true dragons and玄 turtles appeared.

But it was useless; as time passed, the silver light still couldn't withstand the pressure, gradually falling into a disadvantage.

"Humph, useless. Although先天灵宝are rare treasures, they can't stop my Immortal Devouring Soul Fire."

From afar, Heavenly Essence Marquis sneered, but his expression revealed that he wasn't doing well either; beads of sweat were already forming on his forehead.

The technique he used made it extremely difficult for Lin Xuan to handle. However, this Immortal Devouring Soul Fire could only be wielded calmly by true immortals.

Although he had made great progress compared to before, performing the technique was still too strenuous for him now.

Copying a technique came with its own costs; saying that killing one thousand enemies and losing eight hundred wasn't an exaggeration, he felt no better either.

Lin Xuan clearly saw this, so he didn’t lose heart due to temporary difficulties. Instead, it increased his confidence in defeating the stronger opponent.

The other party was playing with fire.

While it was true that he had obtained a true immortal’s legacy, Lin Xuan believed that its weaknesses were still quite obvious.

Among the existence of渡劫期 beings, Heavenly Essence Marquis wasn’t an outstanding figure. His talents were limited; even if he happened to gain the true immortal's inheritance through good fortune, it wouldn't be digested quickly enough in a short period.

Trying to eat too much at once was never easy and could even lead to his own downfall.

The saying that物极必反wasn’t just idle talk. He had already trapped himself!

Indeed, Heavenly Essence Marquis’s Immortal Devouring Soul Fire left Lin Xuan struggling to handle it. But viewed from another angle, this might be a chance for him to turn defeat into victory.

Lin Xuan understood the principle of seeking wealth in dangerous situations long ago.

With that thought in mind, he waved his sleeve and released the Five-Colored Crystal Phantasmal Heavenly Fire. It flashed out and disappeared, merging with the玄龟龙甲盾, leaving no trace behind.

A soft "bang" echoed. Then a strange scene unfolded.

The original surface of the玄龟龙甲盾 was already enveloped by the Immortal Devouring Soul Fire. However, now another layer of silver flames appeared on its surface.

Soon, both golden and silver flames burned simultaneously on the shield's surface, flickering incessantly and interweaving in a fierce struggle to devour each other.

For a moment, it seemed impossible to determine which was stronger.

Heavenly Essence Marquis widened his eyes. If he hadn't witnessed this with his own eyes, he would have found it hard to believe what was happening before him.

Too outrageous!

The Immortal Devouring Soul Fire was a technique he had painstakingly learned from that old man. Its power was immense; even true immortals would turn pale at its sight. Otherwise, why would it be named so boldly?

At the peak of cultivation, the Immortal Devouring Soul Fire could indeed make true immortals scatter in terror.

Although his current strength made it too strenuous to use fully, it wasn't something ordinary cultivators could withstand either. Even lesser immortals, demon kings, and primal demons had a chance with this technique.

How could that young Lin boy possibly resist?

What spell was he using? What flames in the world could match the Immortal Devouring Soul Fire?

Healer's Heart Marquis was both shocked and enraged. In contrast, Lin Xuan remained calm, even feeling relieved.

The Phantasmal Heavenly Fire had indeed not disappointed him.

While this technique alone wasn't enough to counter the strange Immortal Devouring Soul Fire, combined with the玄龟龙甲盾, it could match its power.

Unfortunately, the Phantasmal Heavenly Fire only integrated混沌太阴之气, obtaining just one of the阴阳二气. If both were perfectly fused, this Immortal Devouring Soul Fire would be nothing.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and injected his entire magical energy into the法宝and flames before him.

Since it was an even match, the next possibility was that they would compete for whose magical power was deeper.

Heavenly Essence Marquis's face turned ashen. He never expected things to end this way. But now that matters had reached this point, he was in a bind and couldn't regret his actions anymore.

The two flames fought each other, waxing and waning. If he didn’t want to be backfired and suffer a humiliating defeat, he could only grit his teeth and persevere.

Soon, it took about the time of a meal. During this period, neither of them used any further magical techniques or treasures; the previously intense battle suddenly became incredibly quiet.

However, behind this eerie calm, there was even greater danger than before. The current situation… how to describe it? It was like two top martial artists in secular society competing for inner strength without any weapons. Although there were no sword flashes or blade shadows, the peril was greater than ever. The same applied to the cultivation world.

But Lin Xuan had no time to continue this stalemate.

He needed to find Yue'er, and the Little Immortal Realm was full of dangers.

The longer he delayed, who knew what would happen?

Lin Xuan opened his mouth and spat out a stream of essence blood. "Peng," it turned into a blood mist that was absorbed by the玄龟龙甲盾.

Then the silver light suddenly brightened…

"Impossible, just one true energy burst, how could its power increase so much?"

Healer's Heart Marquis showed signs of panic on his face.

Following suit, he spat out another stream of essence blood, but it was useless; the golden flames still couldn't withstand them.

Forced to do so, he had to spit out several more before maintaining an even stalemate.

Lin Xuan saw this with a smile and spat out another cloud of blood mist.

Healer's Heart Marquis's face turned bitter with anger. But since he was in a bind, what could he do but follow suit?

...

This was Lin Xuan’s plot; everything fell into his plan.

While Healer's Heart Marquis had gained the true immortal legacy, his foundation was still shallow. Perhaps he learned some incredible secrets, but compared to his deep magical power and solid foundations, how could they match him?

He possessed two infant souls and a pill of life essence. Although the second infant soul wasn’t with him now, after fusing so much true spirit blood, Lin Xuan's magical power was already beyond what ordinary cultivators could even dream of. This kind of competition was tantamount to suicide.

Thus, in less than half an hour, Healer's Heart Marquis’s face had turned pale to the point of no return.

If he continued like this, he would surely die here and scatter his soul and body. Just as the rain poured on a leaky roof, seeing that the time was ripe, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and revealed his own life-bound treasure.

Seeing the Nine Palaces Instant Sword Spirit's light flickering, Healer's Heart Marquis almost went mad. He was already at his wit’s end; how could this little guy still have the ability to control a life-bound treasure?

Was he kidding? Could his magical power be on par with true immortals?

He found it hard to believe but realized that now wasn't the time for such thoughts. A single misstep and everything would be lost. He was already at the brink of death.

Damned, how could he fall here! Healer's Heart Marquis ignited his source of origin fire.
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没错, it was the Root Fire!

In other words,

Otherwise, he wouldn't have done it even if there was a sliver of possibility.

After all, the Root Fire consumed one's foundation, far beyond ordinary losses. A single misstep could result in a drop in cultivation realm.

Without an absolute necessity, no cultivator would risk such a move. However, at this moment, Lord Tianyuan had put himself in a bind. If he conceded defeat in this competition of spiritual flames, the backlash from his power surge would likely ensue.

With the strength of the Assassin's Immortal Spirit Fire, his only fate would be annihilation.

Lord Tianyuan was unwilling to surrender so easily. In desperation, he ignited the Root Fire.

A thunderous explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as the golden flames surged with ferocity. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; for a moment, he felt at a loss. After igniting the Root Fire, his opponent's power had increased by nearly half. With Lin Xuan’s current capabilities, he could only struggle to defend.

The Nine Palaces Sword Technique was summoned, but it couldn’t land any blows.

He lacked the strength!

Lord Tianyuan waited for this opportunity. He flicked his fingers in a series of hand seals.

Then, golden light enveloped him as a dazzling aura surrounded his body. Thousands of rays of gold shot out from his surface, transforming into arrows that rained down on Lin Xuan.

From defense to offense; the opponent was indeed cunning.

A strange expression flashed across Lin Xuan’s face as he prepared to retaliate with divine power. However, Lord Tianyuan suddenly vanished without a trace.

Indeed, he disappeared.

As if he had never been here at all.

It was rather peculiar!

Lin Xuan was speechless. What kind of secret technique was this? With his extensive knowledge, he had never heard of such a thing before.

Amidst his astonishment, Lin Xuan hastily extended his divine sense.

But there were no results; the divine sense was heavily suppressed here.

He could not detect any clues about Lord Tianyuan.

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened. He had lured his opponent into a trap step by step. Yet, he managed to escape in such a manner.

Lord Tianyuan hadn’t perished and had even inherited the True Immortal’s legacy.

If this wasn’t eliminated now, the danger posed by him next time would be much greater than before.

Surrounded by formidable enemies, Lin Xuan felt uncomfortable. However, given his current situation, there was no point in feeling depressed. With his divine sense limited, chasing after Lord Tianyuan was impossible.

Lin Xuan sighed and emitted sword qi from his body. The air shattered as the golden arrows clashed with it.

First, he resolved this crisis. Then, Lin Xuan channeled all his power into the Azure Tortoise Dragon Armor Shield.

Silver light flared, gradually consuming the golden flames.

This was not unusual.

Although the Assassin's Immortal Spirit Fire was incredibly powerful, without its master’s support, it was like a waterless stream—barely capable of exerting divine power. With this in mind, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire wasn’t weak either; it naturally absorbed and integrated with it.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves to store this technique away.

While he couldn't eliminate Lord Tianyuan, consuming the Assassin's Immortal Spirit Fire was still a small consolation. After refining it, the power of the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire would increase significantly. Of course, that was for another time.

The immediate task was to find Moon’s clues. With this in mind, Lin Xuan retraced his steps.

...

Lin Xuan's situation aside, let us turn our attention to the other side. Unknown distances away, the sky was dimming. This vast wilderness lacked any sign of life, but the aura of spiritual energy was still very dense—far beyond what the Little Immortal Realm could offer.

Suddenly, a rumbling sound echoed in his ears, accompanied by low thunderous rumbles. Golden light shone brightly as a dazzling ball of light appeared before him.

Without warning, that golden light dispersed, "Bang" reverberated in Lin Xuan’s ears, and something peculiar fell inside.

Lord Tianyuan!

If Lin Xuan had been present, he would have gaped in astonishment. The formidable opponent who had just caused him trouble now seemed utterly humiliated—unable to stand on his own feet.

He looked like a beaten dog!

"Damnit, that little Lin kid! I will make sure to extract your soul and refine it one day," Lord Tianyuan staggered as he rose, his voice filled with venom.

"Hmph. What’s the point of saying this now? You are too incompetent. After teaching you secret techniques from the Immortal Realm, you couldn’t even handle a little spirit realm kid; you’re utterly useless," an old voice echoed in Lin Xuan's ears, its disdain clear to anyone who could hear it.

"Old man, don't gloat here. Don’t forget that our fates are intertwined—our rise and fall depend on each other. If I perish, you won’t fare well either. If you want to avoid being buried with me, quickly help me restore my damaged primordial true essence."

Lord Tianyuan had fallen into this predicament because he ignited the Root Fire. Although his cultivation realm hadn't dropped, his blood and qi were severely depleted. Moreover, battling Lin Xuan had caused him some injuries.

All these issues combined left Lord Tianyuan in a state of extreme discomfort.

"Hmph, I am indeed a True Immortal, but do you think immortals are omnipotent? This is your second time igniting the Root Fire; you’ve damaged your foundation and primordial spirit root significantly. Restoring them won’t be easy," the old voice retorted.

"Enough of this nonsense! I should have said it before: we’re in this together, so if you don't help me, you won’t fare well either," Lord Tianyuan snarled.

"I didn’t say I wouldn’t help. A True Immortal is not as petty as you. However..."

"How can that be?"

"This time, the damage to your true essence is severe, and restoring it will be very troublesome. You need to cooperate?" The old voice pondered.

"How so?"

Lord Tianyuan's expression turned eager.

"You need to do this..." This time, the old voice transmitted their words secretly.

After about a cup of tea’s worth of time,

"If I do this, what if you have ill intentions..."

"Hmph. My soul has already merged with your primordial infant; how could you attempt another soul transfer? Your识海is not as open as mine—how can I repair the damage to your foundation? If you don’t trust me, why would you seek my help in the first place?"

The old voice was displeased. "In summary, choose wisely. This is your second time igniting the Root Fire; the extent of damage to your foundation far exceeds what you imagined. If you don't trust me, it’s best to prepare for the worst. Otherwise, the consequences of this incident will go beyond a drop in cultivation realm."
第三千九百五十八章 夺舍

Heavenly Essence Marquis listened, his face immediately darkening.

He had advanced to the late-stage Transcendence Realm due to a fortunate encounter, but his own experience and knowledge were not insignificant. He was well aware that the other party wasn’t just making idle threats; he had already ignited the source fire twice. If he couldn’t repair his foundation, the outcome would indeed be tragic.

However, the conditions set by the True Immortal were extremely harsh—opening his Sea of Consciousness meant entering a state of no defenses…

What if the other party harbored ill intentions?

But his three souls and seven spirits had fused with his Core Formation, so it was unlikely that he could play any tricks.

Heavenly Essence Marquis pondered in his heart, weighing the pros and cons.

The True Immortal did not say much more, remaining silent as he waited for him to make a decision. After another cup of tea’s worth of time passed,

"Fine, I’ll do as you said; don’t try anything funny or else…" Heavenly Essence Marquis growled.

"Hmph! If you doubt me, I can refuse to help. You’re begging for my assistance while insulting me at the same time—where in the world is there such logic?" The saying goes that even a clay figure has three-tenths of its fiery spirit. Heavenly Essence Marquis’ attitude made the True Immortal extremely dissatisfied, so he turned his back and ignored him.

"True power falls to dogs, dragons swim in shallow waters."

Heavenly Essence Marquis was not angry but rather pleased by these insults. If the other party didn’t care about such humiliation, it would truly surprise him.

It was a good sign that the other party had given up.

"Ha ha, Immortal, don’t get angry…"

With this thought, a smile appeared on Heavenly Essence Marquis’ face as he began to beg for forgiveness and mercy. After much pleading, the True Immortal calmed down.

"Immortal, you can now treat my injuries."

Heavenly Essence Marquis bowed low and spoke in a humble tone.

"Very well, I’ll help you again. You must respect me more from now on; don’t call for me or command me…" The old voice sounded stern as it continued.

"No, no, your servant will never make such mistakes again. I will be respectful and obedient to the Immortal." Heavenly Essence Marquis was in pain, feeling like he was being burned all over his body, but a moment later, he felt freezing cold, shivering from head to toe. This alternating between extreme heat and cold was unbearable. He knew it was due to igniting the source fire just now. If he didn’t receive treatment soon, the consequences would be dire.

"Every mistake is my fault; please overlook the mistakes of a junior…"

"Very well, no need to say more. Open your Sea of Consciousness as I taught you earlier."

Heavenly Essence Marquis hesitated but ultimately decided not to delay any longer. He sighed and closed his eyes, slowly opening his Sea of Consciousness.

...

There was nothing amiss; after a cup of tea’s worth of time had passed, Heavenly Essence Marquis suddenly stood up unsteadily.

"Ah!"

紧接着，他发出一声凄厉的惨叫。

His face was filled with pain. His features were twisted, and a thick layer of black aura covered his face. Large beads of sweat dripped from his forehead, and his pupils turned an eerie silver-white color.

By the way, there’s something I want to mention. You can search for "Hundred Refinements to Immortality: Rain" on WeChat to add Rain's WeChat. There you’ll find updates about Rain and Hundred Refinements to Immortality, including photos of their daily lives and notifications about new chapters and video games. Thank you.

It was clear that he was suffering greatly.

"Old guy, what are you doing?"

He clutched his head with both hands as a vicious voice emerged from between his teeth.

"Hmph! What do you think I’m going to do? Naturally, I’ll take over your body," the old voice said, filled with relief and self-satisfaction.

"Take over my body? How can that be possible? Your three souls and seven spirits are already fused with my Core Formation; how could there still be any room for maneuver?" Heavenly Essence Marquis shouted in a frenzied manner.

"Heh heh, you’re right. I have to thank that Lin boy."

"Lin boy?"

"If it weren’t for him, you wouldn’t have ignited the source fire. If your foundation hadn’t been damaged so severely, you wouldn’t have opened your Sea of Consciousness willingly, giving me an opportunity," he laughed.

"All this is part of your plot; was all that pretense just to trick me?" Heavenly Essence Marquis gritted his teeth.

"Not tricking you would mean no bait. You foolish creature—if it weren’t for good fortune, I wouldn’t have failed during my last attempt and ended up being driven by you. But don’t worry, the same mistake won’t be repeated this time; you have no chance to turn things around. Surrender willingly so that you can suffer less."

The old voice sounded full of venom.

As a True Immortal, he had always been proud, but over these years, he had endured humiliation and servitude under Heavenly Essence Marquis’s commands like a slave. Deep down, he hated this guy to the core. Now that he finally had an opportunity, he wanted to see him destroyed utterly.

"You…"

Heavenly Essence Marquis was filled with bitter anger and regret, but it was too late for remorse. He trembled as he reached towards his waist pouch.

"Little fellow, you’re still not giving up? A mere human cultivator is truly foolish. You want to retrieve the treasure that counters possession, but do you think I would be unprepared after my last experience with it?"

Even if you take out that treasure, it won’t help; better to surrender and stop resisting so that you can suffer less.

"Never…"

A worm still seeks life, and Heavenly Essence Marquis couldn’t truly submit. He struggled fiercely, but as the other party said, he was useless. How could his mental power match a True Immortal’s?

As time passed, thick black aura enveloped him, obscuring his form, while painful screams continued to echo.

After another cup of tea’s worth of time,

The black aura surged violently before being drawn into Heavenly Essence Marquis’ body like a whale sucking in water. His figure emerged.

His face no longer showed pain; instead, it was cold and stern. Although the appearance remained similar, his features seemed younger, as if he were only in his twenties.

Indeed, originally, Heavenly Essence Marquis had been over forty with a beard an inch long.

But now, the beard was gone, and the wrinkles on his face vanished completely. He looked significantly younger, almost like someone in their early twenties.

Besides the change in appearance, his气质 also changed dramatically.

A high-sounding, cold demeanor emanated from him.

His eyes were silver-white, and his gaze was icy to the extreme, as if nothing in this world mattered.

Even a top-tier powerhouse would seem no different to him.
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Yes, this is the feeling. After experiencing the recent events, the current Tianyuan Marquis before him was vastly different from his previous self.

He could sense no trace of spiritual pressure on his body, yet inexplicably felt overwhelmingly powerful.

He looked down upon all under heaven!

The changes in appearance were not significant, but they left a deep impression. He appeared much younger and had several strange patterns on his cheeks. A faint golden light also shone from the center of his forehead.

His identity was now clear.

True Immortal!

Originally, he had been like a tiger falling into a plain and a dragon swimming in shallow waters. But at this moment, he finally escaped danger and constraints.

He successfully possessed another body and revived through Tianyuan Marquis's form.

While still far from his prime state, after enduring so many years of hardship, it was indeed a relief to see the clouds part and the moon shine through. He felt elated.

He looked at his hands, then suddenly raised his head and let out a loud, exhilarating laugh: "Hahaha! So many years have passed in a blink. I finally succeeded in reviving myself. Asura, you inflicted so much pain on me back then; I will make sure to get tenfold or even hundredfold revenge."

"And that young Lin fellow, I actually detected an Asura King's aura from him. After the battle at the North Pole Elemental Light Palace, this woman should not have perished but reincarnated instead. Times change and circumstances shift—could it be so coincidental that this Lin boy has a connection with the reborn Asura King?"

"Hmm, interesting. Whether or not there is such a connection, the treasures on that young Lin fellow are quite impressive. He possesses several先天灵宝. Since I don't have any suitable treasure at hand, capturing him and draining his soul would allow me to both seize his treasures and solve this mystery—a win-win situation."

Tianyuan Marquis then revealed a stern expression before rubbing his forehead: "However, that young Lin fellow is no slouch either. This body falls far short of my original cultivation form, with severely depleted vital energy. The number of Immortal Arts I can currently perform is limited."

"It doesn't matter. I will just sit and cultivate to regain my strength… for now…"

With this, Tianyuan Marquis waved his sleeves, creating a spatial rift. Within the small仙域, Lin Xuan could not manipulate the laws of nature, but such constraints were non-existent for him.

He then flashed away, disappearing into the rift.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all that had transpired.

He was still quite vexed by the powerful enemy who managed to escape at the last moment.

Though his strength was considerable, he was not a seer. He did not know about the many twists and turns in Tianyuan Marquis's life.

Lin Xuan guessed that he had obtained the True Immortal inheritance.

However, he never imagined that Tianyuan Marquis would soon be trapped by a True Immortal, who took over his body.

This was certainly bad news for Lin Xuan. This change meant that he would face an even more formidable enemy than Tianyuan Marquis.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan could not predict the future. He had already transformed into a streak of lightning and returned along the same path.

Lin Xuan planned to return to the gathering place of the Immortal Servants.

They had originally fought there.

But as they battled, they moved far away. Now he was returning by the same route.

There was nothing to describe; with his divine swift movement technique, it took him but an instant to arrive.

A city appeared before his eyes.

Compared to the cities Lin Xuan had seen before, this one was unremarkable, covering only a few thousand acres and not towering or majestic at all.

Outside the city, many human cultivators could be vaguely seen. These were ordinary people who had been relocated here by the Feathersworn True Immortal.

Influenced by the small仙域, they developed spiritual roots and embarked on their cultivation paths, now known as Immortal Servants.

Upon seeing Lin Xuan's return, most of them showed a mix of tension and excitement, along with some nervousness.

"Thank you for your great assistance, High Sage. Please tell me if you are willing to share your name. We would be eternally grateful." A short, plump elder stepped forward, bowing deeply before Lin Xuan.

He was quite formidable, a cultivator at the early stage of tribulation transmutation.

The other Immortal Servants also bowed respectfully. Mu Qing had already mentioned that Lin Xuan was indeed an actual True Immortal who had just helped them.

"Lin's name is not necessary for you to know. I came here to inquire about some information," Lin Xuan said, continuing his pretense as a True Immortal.

"Yes, High Sage, what would you like to ask? We have nothing to hide; we will speak freely and honestly." The short, plump elder's voice was extremely respectful.

"Very well."

Lin Xuan nodded after a moment of thought. He wanted to know about Mo'er and Xiao Die but understood that rushing things wouldn't help. It was better to take his time and enter the city for a chat.

"High Sage, please!"

The short, plump elder led the way himself. Lin Xuan nodded and followed without hesitation.

They soon entered the city where the prohibitive barriers had been removed.

The buildings were densely packed but had a different style from what he was used to, exuding an ancient and primitive atmosphere.

People in the city occasionally looked around, clearly curious about his presence.

As Immortal Servants, they lived in this small仙域 all their lives. However, true True Immortals were something they had never seen; only old legends passed down through generations. Lin Xuan's appearance as a High Sage naturally piqued everyone's curiosity.

Lin Xuan understood all of this but did not say much. After all, people's curiosity was natural, and these cultivators merely peeked without offending him.

After about half an hour, they arrived at a pavilion suspended in mid-air. The structure had an ancient appearance with some floating mountains and trees around it, shrouded in mist, making it seem like a true fairyland.

"High Sage, please."

The elder bowed to welcome them. Lin Xuan did not refuse and entered the pavilion where several beautiful maidservants emerged, carrying wine and fruits.

"Please have a drink. I don't have much here for guests, but this homemade spiritual wine is quite good; please taste it," the short, plump elder said with a pleasant smile.

Lin Xuan smiled and accepted, taking a sip from his cup. The flavor was excellent: "Hmm, indeed delicious."

"Hahaha, glad you like it."

"Please be at ease and sit down." Lin Xuan was not an arrogant person and did not want to take the lead.

"Thank you, High Sage."

The elder bowed again.
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Lin Xuan savored the spirit tea fruits again, finding their taste quite delightful. Although they weren't extraordinary wonders, they were indeed rare and precious. However, as he raised his head, he noticed the elderly man across from him looking hesitant.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle. "Friend, if you have something to say, just speak up. There's no need to hide or be reserved. I'm not a person who gets easily offended by words."

"Senior, your kindness is commendable, but..."

The plump elderly man relaxed his expression but still hesitated, mumbling without saying much.

"What is it? Do you doubt me, or do you think I will break my word?" Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, showing a displeased look.

"Sr— Senior, I have no such thoughts. However..." Seeing that Lin Xuan wasn't angry, the elderly man's heart settled, but he still carefully chose his words: "I haven't seen True Immortal Feathers' appearance before, but..."

"How so?"

"I am the Great Elder of the Immortal Servant Clan, and my understanding of immortals is naturally more than that of ordinary cultivators. Since childhood, I have been familiar with immortal legends, and after comparing them, I feel that Senior does not seem like a true descending immortal."

The elderly man was already drenched in sweat by this point. Breaking one's word wasn't uncommon in the cultivation world, but he feared Lin Xuan would be furious. However, there were some things he couldn't keep to himself.

"Haha."

Lin Xuan laughed and didn't get angry or upset. Instead, a look of approval appeared on his face. "Your friend has keen eyesight. You're right. I'm not an immortal descending from the heavens. That's because several juniors had preconceived notions, and it's rare for me to explain myself."

Lin Xuan's smiling voice entered the other person's ears. It wasn't surprising that he could see through his identity; after all, he was a Golden Transformation cultivator, though in its early stages. The gap between their strengths wasn't so great as to be unrecognizable. Moreover, with his familiarity with immortals, it was only natural for him to notice some details.

"Thank you, Senior, for your honesty. I wonder what your true identity is..."

"I am a cultivator from the Spirit Realm. Knowing my specific identity wouldn't matter much."

"That's correct, but how did you come to this small Immortal Domain and what are your intentions here?" The elderly man cautiously spoke up.

"Given some opportunities, I appeared in this place. I understand your concerns about other cultivators repeating past mistakes. Too many people coming here could disturb your lives. You needn't worry too much; apart from me and the escaped Heavenly Essence Duke, no one else will appear."

With keen insight, Lin Xuan knew what the elderly man was most worried about.

"Thank you, Senior."

Hearing this, the elderly man visibly relaxed. As he said, his concern wasn't about Lin Xuan's identity but rather about the potential disruption to their peaceful lives and the possible disasters for his clan.

"So, Senior came here for..."

"Even if you don't ask, I will speak. I'm here because there is something I need your help with," Lin Xuan said thoughtfully.

"If it weren't for Senior's intervention, our clan would have been utterly destroyed. Out of gratitude and reason, we should do anything to repay the favor. However, my juniors' cultivation levels are low..."

"Don't worry; it's not as serious as that. I just need some information. If your answers satisfy me, I might consider offering you some benefits," Lin Xuan said with a pleasant smile, waving his hand nonchalantly.

Even without promising any benefits, the man in front of him wouldn't dare deceive him. But with some benefits, he would likely give more thorough and detailed answers, even about things that couldn't be openly discussed.

Details determine success or failure. Even if he couldn’t directly find Moon's clues, he should still discover many hints.

"Ah, so Senior wants to know something specific. Just ask away," the elderly man said with relief. His answer showed confidence because they had lived here for generations and were very familiar with this small Immortal Domain.

Lin Xuan was delighted by this. He flicked his sleeves, and a streak of green light appeared, transforming into an image.

Two young girls stood gracefully before him; both looked to be around ten years old, as beautiful as flowers, their faces absolutely stunning. The girl on the left was particularly breathtakingly beautiful.

Their noble demeanor also exuded a pitiable charm that tugged at one's heartstrings.

Of course, these were Moon and Little Butterfly.

Lin Xuan used his spiritual energy to project their appearances and figures so that the elderly man could recognize them clearly.

"Friend, please look. Have you ever seen these two immortals?"

Lin Xuan was confident; with Moon and Little Butterfly's appearance, as long as he had seen them once, they wouldn't be forgotten.

At the same time, Lin Xuan carefully observed the other person's expression.

While it made sense that the other person shouldn’t hide from him, one should always have some caution against others.

However, this thought was unnecessary. The elderly man only glanced at them and his expression changed: "Immortal Moon and Immortal Butterfly?"

"Oh, do you know them?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but be delighted. He had originally thought that he might only find some vague clues here, but now it turned out the other person had actually seen them. This made things much easier.

"How so? Do you recognize these two people?"

Before the elderly man could answer, Lin Xuan anxiously asked again.

"Haha, how can I not recognize them? These immortals have great favors for our clan and even came here before," the plump elderly man smiled pleasantly.

He had been worried that Lin Xuan would ask about the Immortal Domain or Feathers' secrets like he did. But it turned out to be as simple as looking for people, so there was no need to worry.
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After searching high and low, I finally found what I was looking for, and it didn't take much effort at all. Lin Xuan's mood brightened as he couldn't hide his joy.

So easily obtaining news of Yue'er and Xiaodie made this trip worthwhile indeed.

"Where are they now?"

Lin Xuan almost blurted out the question without thinking.

However, the plump elder hesitated, looking uncertain and remaining silent.

"Haha, friend, you needn't worry. You once mentioned that Yue'er and Xiaodie have done favors for our noble family. Lin Xuan seeks their whereabouts not to harm them. The truth is, Lady Yue'er is my beloved wife. If you know where they are, please tell me the truth," Lin Xuan bowed respectfully.

"Please rise, senior. You've honored me too much. Had it not been for your assistance, our clan would have perished long ago. How could I dare accept such a great gift?" The plump elder hurriedly stood to support him, his expression one of shock and gratitude: "Since you are Lady Yue'er's husband, her whereabouts are naturally something I cannot conceal."

"Thank you for your efforts."

Lin Xuan sat back down with an expectant look on his face.

"Our clan encountered the two ladies about five years ago," the plump elder tapped his teacup lightly as he spoke in a calm voice that entered Lin Xuan's ears.

"Five years ago?"

"Yes, it was by chance. The two ladies appeared like divine warriors and saved us from danger. They stayed with us for some time afterward."

"Oh, when did they leave? Did they mention their destination?" Lin Xuan's concerned voice trembled slightly due to his nervousness.

"The two ladies lived here for about a month. According to them, they were accidentally caught in a spatial storm and ended up here. Thus, they constantly asked us how to leave this place."

The elder continued: "We naturally wanted to repay our saviors, but the truth is, we have always lived here, familiar with the Small Spirit Realm, yet no one has ever tried to leave it..."

"Ah, so Yue'er and Xiaodie didn't find any clues?" Lin Xuan was surprised. He thought there must be some hidden information, given that they had lived in this place for generations.

"There is another secret," the elder continued: "Although the two ladies did not find a way out, they discovered something else from our clan."

"Another secret?"

"Yes, it's about True Immortal Feathersplendor's cave."

By the way, everyone can search for "Hundred Refinements to Immortality and Illusory Rain" on WeChat and add Illusory Rain. There will be updates on both of us, photos from our lives, and more. Thank you.

The elder swallowed: "As a true immortal's servant, it is customary not to reveal the location of one's master's residence. However, since True Immortal Feathersplendor has been gone for a long time, and the two ladies have done favors for our clan, some less experienced members revealed where his cave was."

"The ladies then left, saying they might find clues in his cave," Lin Xuan nodded, not surprised that Yue'er and Xiaodie would make such a choice. He would likely do the same.

"Then, where is True Immortal Feathersplendor's cave? Can you tell me?"

Lin Xuan tentatively asked, though his expression was firm. Knowing where Yue'er and Xiaodie were, he must find their location no matter what.

"Don't worry, I'm not a man of rigid principles. As a servant, it is improper to reveal my master's whereabouts, but since True Immortal Feathersplendor has been gone for so long, you have done favors for our clan, and telling you won't hurt."

"Thank you," Lin Xuan bowed again, truly grateful.

"The location of True Immortal Feathersplendor's cave is hard to describe in words. If you don't mind, please stay here overnight. I'll arrange for my people to lead you there tomorrow morning. What do you think?"

"That sounds good."

Although Lin Xuan was eager to reunite with Yue'er, he still had some patience.

"Since that's the case, senior, go rest. I will inform you once everything is arranged!"

Lin Xuan had no objections as the plump elder personally escorted him out.

There were no guesthouses in the Small Spirit Realm, so arranging accommodation for Lin Xuan was easy given the size of the city.

The elder chose the best cave and summoned two maids to serve Lin Xuan's needs. He treated Lin Xuan warmly before leaving.

Returning to his own cave, the elder's kind smile suddenly changed. His entire demeanor exuded a cold aura as he entered a small stone room measuring only about ten feet in diameter.

He flipped open a token, and a dark light shone on the walls as he stepped inside. The wall rippled like water, and the elder walked through without hesitation.

Inside, the cave was vast, much larger than the outside stone house. It looked like an ancient tomb with hundreds of feet of space. Ancient murals adorned the walls, giving it a primeval feel unlike anything in the Spirit Realm.

In one corner stood a large copper cauldron filled with flickering green flames, casting an eerie glow on the room.

But the strangest part was a massive copper pillar in another corner.

A man bound to the pillar looked exactly like the plump elder. No, they were identical.

The atmosphere was unnerving.

Well, there was one difference: the bound man wore white clothes, while the black-robed elder was dressed in black.

In the center of the tomb lay a copper coffin, its surface carved with strange patterns that gave an ancient and melancholic feeling. The black-robed elder walked past it.

With a wave of his sleeve, "Bang" echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as the lid flew open and landed heavily on the ground beside him.

But inside, the coffin was empty.

The eerie atmosphere only intensified.

"Hmph, I've come here; why haven't you shown yourself yet?" The black-robed elder didn't seem surprised. He spoke to the empty coffin as if talking to himself. (To be continued...)
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However, there was still no sign of movement. The old man in black showed a trace of impatience and disgust on his face, but after hesitating for a moment, he did nothing and waited silently where he stood.

After a while, about the time it takes to drink a cup of tea, a faint black mist emerged from the copper coffin. It coalesced into a face with striking features, though somewhat blurry as if seen through dense fog.

"Finally decided to come out?"

"Hmph, just a bit more time, what's the big fuss? If not for me, do you think you'd have any chance of becoming the Great Elder?"

"The Great Elder, your scheme is nothing but making me your puppet," the old man in black said viciously, his eyes filled with malice.

Clearly, their cooperation was far from pleasant. He had no choice but to stay on this ship and couldn't get off.

"You don’t need to complain. If not for my help back then, you would have been destroyed long ago. Now that you're the Great Elder, what’s there to complain about? Do you want that old guy resurrected? Your fate will be...," the figure in the mist spoke with a hint of menace.

"What do you want?"

The old man in black gritted his teeth, but his tone was clearly more dejected now.

"Hmph. First tell me how things are going with what I asked you to do. Since you came here proactively, there should be some progress!"

The figure in the mist spoke coldly.

"Exactly as you said, that Lin boy is already trapped. I’ll bring him to your lair tomorrow."

"Really?" The figure inside the mist showed signs of great joy.

"Hmph, such a big matter, do you think I would dare lie to you?" the plump old man’s tone was tinged with mockery.

But his counterpart paid no heed and found the slight taunt unimportant compared to the good news: "Can you really bring that Lin boy over?"

"Absolutely."

"Good. If you complete this task, our grudges will be settled. I can give you some benefits too."

"You’re serious?"

The old man in black was delighted; though his character was despicable, he kept his word.

"This immortal wouldn’t lie to you..."

...

"This immortal, do you really think...?"

The old man in black muttered to himself but saw the other’s unsavory expression and swallowed his words. He changed his tone: "Deal is done. But that Lin boy has formidable strength; be careful not to meet your end."

"Hmph, formidable strength? At most, he's just a spirit realm existence. Once we reach my lair, do you think he still has any chance of leaving alive?"

Seeing the other’s arrogant expression, the plump old man left without saying more and walked out with a cold snort.

...

Meanwhile, in some part of the Little Immortal Realm, a mysterious stone chamber.

This stone chamber was vast, enough to shock anyone. It covered several thousand acres, almost as large as a square. The floor was scattered with rubble, and there were some disordered stone pillars.

A rough count showed that there were one hundred and eight pillars, each needing several people to encircle. Carved runes covered them, faintly emitting the light of禁制, interweaving and reflecting off each other.

If someone looked up, they would see how high this chamber was, seemingly endless. About a hundred feet above, a huge black shadow fell down. Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be a black cocoon.

Ten feet in diameter, it emitted an eerie aura. On the surface of the cocoon were thick black iron chains that tightly bound it, with hundreds of禁制 talismans attached. Terrifying magical arrays enveloped it layer by layer, but this was not the most shocking part.

Around the black cocoon, five treasures floated in mid-air: an ancient tripod, a purple mirror, a copper furnace, an jade staff, and a silver bell.

Each emitted either ethereal energy or spiritual light, with countless golden runes swirling around them. Any cultivator here would have to widen their eyes; all five were先天灵宝.

Indeed, any one of these could cause chaos in the spirit realm if casually taken out. But there were five right before his eyes.

And they were clearly meant to seal this black cocoon. So what kind of monster was inside?

...

All of this was unknown to Lin Xuan.

Nothing happened overnight.

The next morning, just as Lin Xuan woke up, a streak of fiery light shot in from outside. A respectful voice then entered his ears: "Senior Lin, everything is ready. May I ask if we can set off now?"

Lin Xuan’s brows twitched, and he showed satisfaction on his face. After tidying himself up, he went out.

"Senior Lin!"

A man and a woman stood outside. They bowed as they saw him come out.

The man was naturally the plump old man. As for the woman, Lin Xuan recognized her; she was Mu Qing, whom he had saved on his way here.

"Did you rest well last night, Senior Lin?"

"Hmm," Lin Xuan nodded.

"The path to Truefeather’s lair is long and treacherous. By rights, I should lead the way, but as a Great Elder, I can’t leave. So Qing’er will guide us. She knows how to get there."

"It doesn’t matter."

Lin Xuan didn’t mind; as long as he could find Yue’er smoothly, who guided him was just a minor detail.

"Goodbye."

Lin Xuan gave the other a bow and turned his head: "Qing’er, let’s go!"

"Yes!"

Though Mu Qing knew Lin Xuan wasn’t truly an immortal, she still bowed humbly. She didn’t object to anything.

Then Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a green mist scroll emerged, spreading spiritual light. A spirit boat appeared before their eyes.

"Let's go!"

Lin Xuan and Mu Qing boarded the spirit boat. With a flick of his wrist, he cast a spell, enveloping the flying boat in dazzling spiritual light. It sped off like an arrow, vanishing into the horizon.

Since they had known each other for a long time, Mu Qing probably understood Lin Xuan’s character; he was not a rigid or arrogant person. So during their journey, they chatted happily.

He spoke freely and openly, but her low cultivation made it impossible for her to know many secrets.

Still, from her mouth, Lin Xuan learned some information: Truefeather had long disappeared, the lair of true immortals was a forbidden place for servants, no one dared to enter. As the plump old man said, the path was very winding and confusing; without someone leading the way, it would be hard to describe.

Fortunately, their journey went smoothly with few dangers. After a day and night, they finally arrived at their destination. (To be continued...)
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A desolate desert stretched before Lin Xuan's eyes.

Lin Xuan gazed into the distance, seeing rolling sands and a somewhat gloomy sky. The aura of divine energy was extremely thin here.

"Qing'er, you didn't make a mistake, did you? The True Man Huayu’s abode is in this desert?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, a strange expression appearing on his face. This completely contradicted his original expectations.

By common sense, shouldn’t the abodes of immortals be established in the best places for divine energy within the small realm?

How could it possibly be in such an isolated desert?

"Senior rest assured, though this place is part of our forbidden territory, I remember my way clearly. Huayu True Man indeed resides here and there won't be any mistake," Mu Qing said with a bow, her voice firm.

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation but soon relaxed. He was a wise and brave cultivator, skilled in reading people’s expressions.

The woman before him had no reason to lie; Mu Qing's expression was clear and she couldn't deceive him.

With nothing left to hesitate about, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and the flying boat continued shooting forward.

"Senior be careful. Although I have never entered this desert, our elders say it is not safe, with many dangers," Mu Qing said, her face tightening as she warned.

"Dangers? What kind?" Lin Xuan's face showed interest.

"These are hard to say—wild beasts, strange insects, peculiar plants, and even immortal puppets wandering around."

"Relax. Since I came here, these things won't harm you."

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan suddenly frowned: "What is that lurking there? Come out!"

A streak of green light shot from his sleeves like a lightning bolt, striking the sand dune ahead.

A loud boom echoed in his ears as a black shadow emerged amidst flying sands.

It was a scorpion! But this one was much larger than ordinary ones, with a body several meters long. Its front half was human and its back half was a scorpion. It held a weapon—a sharp blade like an ox's ear.

Moving faster than teleportation, it lunged at Lin Xuan.

"Really reckless!"

Lin Xuan sneered as he pressed his right hand forward, generating immense force. Although the laws of nature couldn't be driven here, his physical strength was still formidable.

Boom!

The space collapsed and the strange scorpion flew back with a crash. Dust filled the air but it didn’t seem injured, struggling fiercely while throwing its weapon at Lin Xuan.

"This guy..."

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise as he realized how tough this creature’s skin was.

Even a late-stage cultivator after experiencing tribulation wouldn't fare well against such a blow, let alone this monster that seemed alive and kicking.

"Hmph. I want to see just how thick your hide is."

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and flicked it forward, leaving no trace of fire as a silver sword thread appeared in the air.

Just like before.

Blood splattered as the scorpion was cut in half.

Then Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered, turning the flames into ash.

The entire process was swift. The young woman named Mu Qing couldn't help but gasp.

"How do you know this monster?" Lin Xuan turned his head and spoke calmly.

"Senior, this is the Red Flame Devil Scorpion. In our realm of small immortals, it ranks among the top ten. Our people encountered it once, suffering heavy casualties. Later, with great effort by the Grand Elder, we finally managed to kill it," Mu Qing said respectfully.

Lin Xuan had seen his abilities but the vast difference in power made it hard to accurately assess. The way he effortlessly decapitated the monster left him deeply impressed.

"Let's go!"

However, Lin Xuan didn't show any signs of triumph. Finding Yue'er was more important. Although this Red Flame Devil Scorpion’s strength rivaled late-stage tribulation, in his eyes, it was just a minor thug.

The spirit boat continued towards their destination.

Throughout the journey, they encountered several attacks.

Lin Xuan finally understood why the immortal servants had made this area forbidden. Not only were they the slaves of True Man Huayu and dared not approach their former master’s abode, but even without that consideration, few people could reach here.

The closer they got to the destination, the more bizarre the puppet beasts' strength became. Even ordinary late-stage tribulation cultivators might fall if they weren't careful.

Considering it was just a small realm, it was hard to imagine what true immortal realms were like.

Lin Xuan pondered this as his interest grew.

Of course, ascending to the immortal realm wasn’t easy. The immediate task was to rescue Yue'er and Xiao Di from here.

The flying boat’s speed was decent, but the desert's vastness made Lin Xuan frown as time passed.

However, something strange happened—despite being deep in the desert, they hadn't encountered any attacks since arriving.

This place seemed safe.

Yet this situation felt oddly suspicious.

Mu Qing’s voice entered his ears: "Senior needn’t worry. We are close to the true immortal abode, so those puppet beasts dare not approach here. That's why we are safe."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan's face calmed slightly but his vigilance increased. Mu Qing had no hidden agenda; even if she did, a mere婴期 cultivator couldn't harm him.

Lin Xuan was confident in this regard. His unease stemmed from an inexplicable bad feeling that grew stronger with time.

Heartfelt omens.

Lin Xuan knew these forebodings meant something important.

...

Meanwhile, several thousand miles away.

This was a deep mountain where few people ventured. Ancient trees towered everywhere, and strange beasts were countless. Hidden among them was a secret abode.

A rumbling sound echoed as the long-sealed entrance of this abode suddenly opened.

A figure emerged slowly from within, 1152...
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At this moment, there was no trace of the old and withered appearance on his face. His vitality had returned to its peak.

Standing casually, he exuded an ethereal aura that seemed detached from the world.

With a snap of his fingers, the sound of cracking bones filled his ears as golden electric arcs subtly circled around him. Behind him, several faint shadows emerged, each one reaching an extraordinary level of strength.

"Not bad, not bad. This physical body is far inferior to my previous immortal form, but after preliminary refinement, it can still muster about a third of my former power. Dealing with such a minor spirit realm entity should be more than enough."

"Halyzed Immortal, hmpf. He was never on good terms with me back then. But this old monster's strength is indeed terrifying. If not for his interference, how could the Blue Star Sea have ended up in the mortal world? However, he must have long since perished. I didn't expect a small fragment of the Immortal Realm to still exist."

"Hmph, as this old monster’s esteemed abode, there should be some treasures left behind. If it were any other time, I wouldn’t care, but now, I urgently need to restore my strength. So, I might as well explore this place."

"Perfect, I can also eliminate that Lin boy at the same time and repay a favor to his physical body's owner." The Heavenly Essence Marquis laughed heartily.

For some reason, he felt an intense aversion towards Lin Xuan upon seeing him. This feeling was indescribable.

However, given his strength, there was no need for further investigation. Since it felt wrong, he would simply kill that Lin boy. Although the Heavenly Essence Marquis had performed well in their battle, how could he compare to this ancient true immortal?

With a smile on his face, he cast a spell and suddenly saw a light screen before him. The screen shimmered with light, transforming into a magnificent palace.

"Hmph, this is where Old Halyzed resides. Let me see what treasures are hidden here."

The Ancient True Immortal sneered, then retracted the spell as his figure blurred. In an instant, he appeared on the horizon.

Transcending the Void!

The laws of nature in this place were vastly different from elsewhere, and Lin Xuan could not comprehend them. However, they posed no hindrance to him.

At the same time...

"Is this where Halyzed Immortal's abode is?"

Lin Xuan looked at the buildings before him with a hint of surprise in his eyes.

The pavilions and terraces were densely packed, and the structures that caught his eye were resplendently golden, exuding an aura of grandeur. Even the imperial palace in the mortal world could not compare to this.

Such a dwelling was something Lin Xuan had never seen before, which explained why he felt surprised.

"Indeed, as the ancients have said. But I've never been here."

Mu Qing's respectful voice echoed through his ears.

Since entering a thousand miles from this palace, they had not been attacked again, just as the woman had said.

Lin Xuan nodded without speaking and released his divine sense to examine the buildings before him.

For some reason, he felt uneasy at that moment.

But outwardly, there was nothing strange about the palace.

Lowering his head slightly, Lin Xuan activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye.

"Ah, I see!"

After a moment, Lin Xuan sighed. With his current strength, the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye had reached an advanced stage, capable of perceiving all illusions in the world, even rivaling the legendary King of Birds.

The palace was indeed there, but it contained something else. If he were to enter rashly, he would be trapped by a fearsome array and face eternal peril.

Fortunately, he possessed the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye!

Lin Xuan's forehead was drenched in cold sweat; true immortals' abilities truly surpassed those of ordinary cultivators.

"Miss Qing, I cannot bring you into Halyzed Immortal’s abode. Since there is no danger here, you may wait for me."

Lin Xuan's voice was calm and composed.

"Yes!"

The woman had no objections and nodded submissively: "Then I will wait for you here."

"That is good."

Nodding, Lin Xuan said, "Take care and be cautious. When I return, I won't let you down."

"Thank you, senior."

Mu Qing smiled broadly as she swept her sleeves. She had only led the way for Lin Xuan; if this senior gave her some benefits, it would surely benefit her for life.

"No need to thank me!"

Stepping forward, Lin Xuan arrived near the palace. He took a deep breath and directed his magical power towards his eyes, causing silver light to flare up. His pupils turned into brilliant colors as mysterious energy radiated from them.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye was derived from phoenix abilities but had more than just the ability to see through illusions. Once it reached its advanced stage, it would have other useful effects.

Of course, the consumption of magical power was immense; ordinary Golden Transformation cultivators might not be able to use it.

Lin Xuan was different.

He waved his hands, casting a series of spells from his fingertips while muttering obscure incantations. As he moved, two silver light beams shot out from his pupils and spiraled into the air, forming a Tai Chi symbol.

Layered arrays seemed to emerge from above.

This was not yet over.

Lin Xuan brushed his sleeves, and a clear ringing sound echoed as a silver flying sword appeared before him.

Thin like butterfly wings, it seemed to emit all of existence when swirled.

Needless to say, this was another illusion. The Nine Palaces Talisman already had an illusory attribute.

"Combine!"

With a loud shout from Lin Xuan, the miraculous Tai Chi symbol began to rotate slowly. It enveloped the illusory sword, creating a bright sphere that stood out starkly.

Lin Xuan's face showed intense concentration; after all, this mysterious array was set up by a true immortal. Even with his confidence in his own strength, he could not afford any carelessness or negligence.

"Quick!"

Raising his right hand, Lin Xuan pointed it forward with extraordinary seriousness.

Snap!

The light sphere burst open as the Nine Palaces Talisman reappeared, and all the light was absorbed by the sword like a whale sucking water.

The Nine Palaces Talisman dimmed, but more accurately, it became simple and unadorned. A hint of法则力量 seemed to缠绕 around it.

Lin Xuan did not decipher the laws of nature here; rather, this was an inherent attribute of the immortal sword itself.

"Break for me!"

With a loud shout from Lin Xuan, the sword slashed at the palace's door.

Snap!

A breathtaking scene unfolded as the door was not broken by that shocking strike. In fact, it showed no signs of even a crack. (To be continued...)
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Mu Qing's face showed a look of surprise. Although it was the den of a True Immortal, how could Lin Xuan’s attack be completely useless?

Before his thoughts could fully form, there suddenly appeared silver threads on the surface of the gate. The scene before him blurred as the palace disappeared, replaced by a towering beam of light shooting up into the sky.

At the end of this beam of light stood an ancient and simple-looking door.

The door was over ten zhang tall, exuding a majestic aura. Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a faint glow as he flew towards it. The silver threads on the gate were everywhere, mysterious and ancient. With a gentle wave of his sleeve, a voice like that of an immense bell resounded through his ears, and the door opened with a loud boom.

Inside, there was a bright light, golden rays shining so brightly they almost blinded him. Even Lin Xuan couldn’t avoid it this time; he didn’t use the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye and instead flashed into the gate.

As Lin Xuan disappeared, the space in front of him blurred again, and the beam of light and door vanished into nothingness. The magnificent palace reappeared.

Mu Qing was left speechless at the wonder of that spell. His resolve to pursue the Way became even firmer.

---

At the same time, in a small Immortal Domain far away from where True Immortal Feathers had his den, something astonishing happened within an unknown distance of miles. Just moments ago, the sky was clear and cloudless; now it turned grayish-white.

This grayness wasn’t like the gloominess of overcast skies but carried an even more oppressive atmosphere. The grayish-white sky continued to churn, as if alive with some kind of pulsating energy. Not clouds, but the sky itself was in constant motion.

On the ground, two wolf-like beasts raised their heads and, with a very human expression of fear, fled into the distance.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed through the air. It wasn’t an exaggeration at all; this sound was so loud that it far exceeded what ordinary cultivators could perceive. Even the Lion’s Roar from the Buddhist Sect, renowned for its power, fell short in comparison.

The ground shook as several large mountains were flattened and collapsed into powder by the sheer force of the sound.

Not just collapsing, but a significant portion was turned to dust.

As for other plants and trees, they were uprooted entirely. The two wolf-like beasts, having fled over a hundred miles away, still fell unconscious from the powerful sound waves.

Blood flowed from their orifices; severe injuries aside!

After the roar, a narrow gap appeared in the sky. A black dot suddenly entered his field of vision and plummeted downward with terrifying speed, magnifying to hundreds of times its size. Instead of a black dot, it was a golden light ball that caught his eye.

A terrifying aura accompanied this sight.

In an instant, the golden light ball became clear, measuring over ten zhang in diameter as it landed with a thunderous crash. The entire space trembled; just moments ago, this area had already been flattened by the terrible sound waves.

Now, numerous cracks appeared like spider webs, spreading outwards. In the center of these cracks was a massive hole over a hundred zhang wide and deep beyond measure.

The golden light ball fell as if it were a meteorite before the air suddenly became scorching hot. A fiery red emerged from the bottomless pit, not fire but molten rock erupting.

The molten rock formed a giant pillar with a diameter of over a hundred zhang. Astonishingly, atop this pillar lay a figure, the searing heat and flames beneath him like a comfortable bed.

Despite the intense heat and flames, he showed no concern, his face relaxed as if nothing mattered. He sat up, first smoothing his hair, an action that was extremely stylish despite his dire situation.

Finally, his face became clear; it belonged to a human cultivator in his thirties, handsome but not quite as striking as Tian Xiaojian. However, the aura he exuded was far beyond anything that young man could match.

Every move and glance was graceful, as if possessed of endless charm.

This was an eerie presence, seemingly forged through countless years and trials.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be speechless because this person was his long-lost brother, Daile Long True Immortal!

---

The first flower of the spiritual realm, a peerless powerhouse in all three realms, reappeared after countless years in such a manner. The cultivation world is bizarre and hard to describe.

What did Daile Long True Immortal encounter these past few years? He looked rather disheveled.

After all, Daile Long’s strength was truly unfathomable; even Lin Xuan would be hard-pressed to gain the upper hand if they fought now.

"Phew."

Finally out.

Daile Long stretched lazily, an action that was still extremely stylish. His clothes, which were tattered before, had been replaced with new ones as he flickered in and out of existence.

A hundred years ago, after the Peach Blossom Banquet ended, on their way back, they encountered a formidable enemy.

Jinyue Corpse King, one of the Six Kings of the Underworld and among the top cultivators in all three realms, had an unbreakable grudge with Daile Long.

On the road, he ambushed them, even driving the Yellow Springs Ghost Mist to lure Daile Long into the Holy Land of the Netherworld.

The so-called Holy Land of the Netherworld was said to be a gap between the Underworld and True Immortal Realm, where the aura was extremely dense. However, it was difficult for ordinary people to enter.

Jinyue Corpse King used this place to fight to the death with Daile Long until one emerged victorious.

The Holy Land of the Netherworld was hard to ambush but had a dense aura overall, giving Jinyue Corpse King an advantage. This battle raged on for over a hundred years, day and night.

Indeed, a century is quite long.

How could two cultivators’ fight last so long?

But at their level, in the Netherworld, everything was hard to predict.

In summary, after spending a century, Daile Long outmaneuvered his opponent and finally sent Jinyue Corpse King's soul flying.

After much effort, he tore through the void and emerged from the Holy Land of the Netherworld. Originally intending to return to the spiritual realm, but due to the different laws of the Netherworld, he ended up in this small Immortal Domain. (To be continued...)
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The unexpected outcome left most people flustered, but the True Immortal Nailed Long's expression remained as lazy as ever.

"Little Fairy Domain, interesting."

He merely turned his head slightly and instantly determined where he was.

Lin Xuan’s knowledge might not be ordinary, but compared to a True Immortal who had lived for millions of years like Nailed Long, it was like a small trickster seeing a great magician.

This sounded outrageous, but there was no exaggeration in it at all.

Indeed, Nailed Long enjoyed playing with mortals. From his demeanor, he didn’t seem much different from an apex expert.

But one must remember: you can't judge a book by its cover; you can't measure the ocean with a dipper.

Lin Xuan had offended Ice Soul, making this woman hate him to the core. This was already quite remarkable in the eyes of most cultivators.

After all, who dared offend the True Demon Ancestor throughout the Three Realms?

Lin Xuan’s nerve was truly thick.

But even such an achievement seemed trivial to Nailed Long.

Offending Ice Soul wasn’t a big deal; as the top playboy in the Three Realms, he had even flirted with her back then.

Yes, flirting with the True Demon Ancestor. Although this caused him to be chased for a thousand years by Ice Soul, what of it? Our Nailed Long True Immortal was still alive and kicking.

Ice Soul’s rage didn’t matter; she could do nothing but sigh in helplessness over this handsome guy.

Nailed Long wasn’t just unscathed; he was actually quite pleased with himself. Besides his fondness for flirting with beautiful women, his knack for causing trouble was top-notch as well.

Yet not only had he not perished, he had become one of the Three Realms’顶级修仙者, his strength and prestige rivaling those of Loose Immortals and Demonic Kings.

After all, while Spirit Realm had countless small interfaces, few were named after individuals.

Nailed Long lacked the demeanor of a top expert but enjoyed playing with mortals. He had already toured the Three Realms, and places like Little Fairy Domain were beyond most cultivators’ reach, yet Nailed Long had experienced similar things long ago.

This was a Little Fairy Domain; there was no need for surprise. But did it have any beauties from the Fairy Realm? Hmm, back then, he hadn’t flirted with the Nine Heavens Immortal Female, and thinking about it now, it was quite regrettable. If some true fairy descended here and happened to be a fairy maiden, Nailed Long wouldn’t mind making up for this regret. Otherwise, how could he still call himself the top playboy in the Three Realms… cough, cough. The thoughts of Nailed Long truly were beyond ordinary people’s imagination.

So he made a cool pose.

A spell shot out from his fingertips, and the void before him began to shimmer like water waves. A magnificent palace appeared in his sight.

His actions were graceful and casual, much like that so-called Ancient Primordial True Immortal, showing a similar charm.

Following this, Nailed Long’s entire body was enveloped in green light as he vanished into the distance with a flash. His destination was clearly the den of True Immortal Feathers.

With all these powerful figures gathering here, what interesting events would unfold next?

...

Lin Xuan didn’t know any of this. He had no idea that Prince Tianyuan had sealed himself and was now possessed by a True Immortal who called himself Ancient Primordial, nor did he know his big brother had coincidentally arrived after vanishing for a hundred years.

Now Lin Xuan had entered the den of True Immortal Feathers.

The process… well, it was like teleportation.

Lin Xuan felt a bit dizzy as his mind became hazy. He didn’t panic but instead released his divine sense and distributed his spiritual energy throughout his body. The Nine Palace Sword was hidden in his sleeve, ready to deal with any unexpected situations.

After all, this process was akin to teleportation; whether there were ambushes on the other side was uncertain. Lin Xuan’s experience wouldn’t allow him to overlook such a possibility.

Fortunately, he wasn’t so unlucky.

Upon arriving, no dangers met him. Opening his eyes, Lin Xuan found himself in a vast valley.

The sides were lush and green with trees shading everywhere, and strange flowers and plants covered the ground. The spiritual energy was twice as dense as before.

Sure enough, this was a True Immortal’s den; practicing here must be more than just doubling one's efforts.

A greedy look appeared on Lin Xuan’s face. If not for his urgent need to find Yue'er, he would have stayed and practiced here for some time.

Inserting an unrelated matter: everyone can search "Hundred Refinements into Immortality Fantasy Rain" in WeChat to add Fantasy Rain’s WeChat. There will be updates on Fantasy Rain and Hundred Refinements into Immortality's latest dynamics, life photos, update notifications, and video games. Please search for "Hundred Refinements into Immortality Fantasy Rain," thank you.

Of course, this thought was just a fleeting one. After all, Yue'er’s importance in Lin Xuan’s heart was unparalleled; saving her from danger was his top priority. He knew the urgency of things clearly.

But while he couldn’t practice here, dealing with another matter made sense.

With thoughts swirling, Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and actually opened a den on nearby cliff walls.

Though extremely simple, it was indeed a den.

Then he flashed inside and released several dozen array flags, setting up multiple arrays. Sitting cross-legged, Lin Xuan began to drive spiritual energy, summoning the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

...

At the same time.

Mu Qing remained in place; she couldn’t leave this terrifying desert on her own. Only here was safe.

When Lin Xuan came out, Mu Qing simply sat there. Otherwise, it would be hard to pass the boring time.

Everything was calm.

But suddenly, without any warning, a light appeared before her eyes and quickly approached, reaching her side in an instant. Chapter 1152: Rapid Updates, No Pop-ups Please.
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A handsome man appeared before her, standing tall and regal. A profound aura emanated from him, with a faint golden light flickering in his brows that dazzled to the point of being unbearable.

Mu Qing was greatly alarmed; she had never seen such a powerful figure!

However, what made her heart race was that this dazzling man, though younger, bore an uncanny resemblance to Heavenly元侯.

Remembering how Elder Great had been injured by Lin Xuan, and if not for his intervention, their immortal servant clan would have perished.

How could she mistake him?

Yet compared to Heavenly元侯, this fellow's aura was entirely different.

In a word, he exuded an aloofness that seemed otherworldly, much like the true immortals described in ancient texts.

Without hesitation, it was none other than Xuan Gu.

He and Lin Xuan arrived almost simultaneously but did not even glance at Mu Qing.

Back then, Heavenly元侯 had targeted their clan to gather information. Now, as a true immortal, he showed no interest in dealing with such insignificant ants.

Instead, he raised his head and looked towards the building before him.

"Hmph, Nine Palaces Array of the Universe, truly boring. Setting up such a barrier at the entrance of my cave is only to trouble mortals; it's mere showboating in front of an expert."

A mocking smile played on Xuan Gu's lips as he pointed his finger towards his forehead. Golden light erupted from there like lotus petals blooming. It actually transformed into a golden lotus.

The lotus blossomed, and a golden beam shot out like a sword thread.

Sizzle!

The air was sliced open, blurring the surroundings before a door materialized.

Clearly, he had found the true entrance of the cave as Lin Xuan did, but with much ease. Compared to Lin Xuan's initial efforts, it was infinitely simpler.

He stepped inside.

---

A burst of light later, Mu Qing appeared in a desert.

The scenery within the cave changed endlessly; she and Lin Xuan were not at the same location.

Despite the brief moment, Mu Qing felt beads of sweat trickle down her back.

If Xuan Gu truly wanted to end her life, he wouldn't need to move a finger—just a thought would suffice.

With relief, she turned around when a lazy voice echoed in her ears: "Huh, there's the presence of cosmic laws here; someone must have beaten us to it."

Mu Qing turned back and saw a handsome man with a relaxed demeanor.

Nailong also noticed the young woman beside him but paid no mind due to his high standards as the first playboy in the spiritual realm.

With a flick of his finger, countless intricate runes appeared before forming a formidable sword energy.

Sizzle!

The air was sliced open again, and Nailong stepped inside.

---

Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with his eyes closed. His body radiated green light, and he formed a ball with his hands while fingers moved in strange patterns. A small flame the size of an egg appeared between his palms, exuding mysterious energy.

After days of effort, Lin Xuan finally fully integrated Sheli Heaven Fire, greatly enhancing the power of Nine Palaces Musty Sword.

Though still short of the full potential described in Mo Yue Heaven Witch Technique, it had become one of his most formidable trump cards. Even true immortals would not dare to ignore this spell.

With its aid, Lin Xuan's strength significantly increased, giving him more confidence for this mission.

Taking a deep breath, he retracted the Illusory Heaven Fire into his sleeve.

Then he took a deep breath and dismissed the array of spells he had set up.

Rumbling sounds filled his ears as he exited the cave where he had just been in seclusion. He wondered where Little Moon was now. His task for now was to search around.

Unfortunately, his divine sense remained suppressed within the cave. This greatly frustrated Lin Xuan; finding the two girls would have been much easier otherwise.

Lin Xuan sighed but quickly regained his resolve.

---

Despite the fantastical scenery, it was merely a cave. With time, he could find the whereabouts of the two girls.

His only concern now was that the two girls might already be in danger.

Alternatively, they had left the cave and would require more effort to locate them. However, here, there were always some clues.

Just as these thoughts flashed through his mind, a loud boom echoed. Lin Xuan turned around just in time to see golden light pass by him, slicing off a mountain peak.

Several guards appeared before his eyes—armored but without any spiritual pressure.

Could they be the puppet guardians of Immortal化羽?

Before he could fully process this thought, the puppets raised their hands, unleashing fireballs and colorful lightning bolts that rained down on Lin Xuan.

"Die!"

Lin Xuan's face showed a cold expression. He was in a hurry to find Little Moon; he had no time for these puny puppets.

With a wave of his sleeve, several sword lights emerged, slicing through the air like a storm. The puppets were instantly reduced to fragments.

However, this wasn't over. As spiritual light dissipated, the puppet remnants reassembled into new puppets.

This was impossible; mere puppets had immortal bodies?r1152
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Lin Xuan's face showed a trace of surprise as he closed his fingers. "Cish, cish," the sound of breaking air entered his ears, followed by a burst of green light and sharp swordlight that once again decapitated those puppet warriors.

But this wasn't the end of it.

With a series of Buddhist chants entering his ears, the broken puppet fragments merged together to form brand new puppets.

One time might have been coincidental, but repeated occurrences suggested more than just good fortune.

Lin Xuan's brows furrowed as he vaguely sensed that the surrounding primordial qi had thinned significantly with each puppet's revival.

Could it be...

He guessed that the puppet revivals were somehow linked to these structures. Looking up at the several pavilions in the sky, he noticed strange puppets continuously emerging from them.

"These buildings seem arranged according to the Nine Palaces and Eight Trigrams. Could they function like an array, absorbing nearby primordial qi to power the puppet's revival?"

Lin Xuan murmured to himself, unsure if his theory was correct. However, there wasn't time for further speculation now. He decided to test it out.

He flicked his sleeve, and a small fireball about the size of an egg appeared.

The five-colored glass emitted a terrifying rule power.

It was none other than the Phantasm Heavenly Fire he had re-refined.

Lin Xuan exhaled a puff of green mist.

"Pfft!"

As he did so, the Phantasm Heavenly Fire split into three, then nine, transforming into nine fiery serpents that spread towards the buildings in the sky.

The puppets tried to block his path but were useless.

One spark, and they turned into nine massive flames.

The pavilions were destroyed, no new puppets emerged, and those already created couldn't be revived. Soon, Lin Xuan cleared them all away.

"Phew."

Lin Xuan sighed in relief; his guess was correct.

Before he could fully process this, the scene before him suddenly blurred, revealing a new landscape.

His eyes narrowed as he looked up.

Dozens of stone steps appeared, each leading to the depths of the clouds, shrouded in mist and unclear.

And they all pointed in different directions.

Lin Xuan's face turned pale with worry.

So many paths—how should he choose?

This place was truly playing a game of cat and mouse, Lin Xuan thought indignantly.

...

Unbeknownst to Lin Xuan, two other uninvited guests were facing the same dilemma at this moment.

Rumbling sounds echoed as the ground collapsed after a group of winged snakes had been slain. Numerous large holes leading deep underground appeared before the ancient sage's eyes.

Each hole was bottomless, with dark stone steps extending into the unknown.

Though different in appearance, their situation mirrored Lin Xuan’s.

...

Nailong's luck wasn't much better.

Upon entering the Immortal's lair, he encountered various attacks. Although he managed to defuse them all, it was still quite annoying.

When everything ended, dozens of teleportation arrays appeared before his eyes.

...

Lin Xuan looked at the numerous stone steps in front of him, a hint of hesitation in his gaze. He couldn't test each one individually; some might lead directly to the core of the lair while others were likely filled with traps.

Testing them all would be foolish and time-consuming.

Where could Moon and Butterfly be?

Before he could ponder further, the ground beneath Lin Xuan's feet suddenly sank, revealing a large pit.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was stunned but even more surprised when a familiar figure appeared before him.

"Highness Tianyuan? No, who are you?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized the differences between this person and Highness Tianyuan.

"A little Lin?" The ancient sage's face showed surprise. He hadn't expected to meet Lin so soon.

"Hmph, even Heaven is helping me. Little guy, since we've met, your luck has run out."

The ancient sage's lips curled in a sneer as he waved his sleeve, causing a sudden gale. A golden lotus flower slowly bloomed before him, emitting golden light that turned into fist-sized golden runes.

They flew towards Lin Xuan with a flash.

Lin Xuan's expression was grim.

This guy wasn't Highness Tianyuan; these golden runes seemed unremarkable but he sensed immense danger from them.

He was shocked but didn't flinch. He flicked his sleeve, and sharp swordlight appeared.

A loud boom echoed as the Nine Palaces Instant Sword clashed with the golden runes. An invisible force surged, silencing everything before a massive explosion shook the heavens.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword shattered into pieces; these runes were incredibly powerful.

Lin Xuan's face paled as he unfurled his sleeve to reveal a golden flower.

No, it was fiery gold.

It swirled and transformed into something head-sized that shot towards him.

Phantasm Heavenly Fire. The ancient sage's eyes widened in surprise. He knew this spirit flame wasn't easy to deal with. A spell flew out, turning the runes into a shield which spun before blocking the attack.

But in an instant, the flames exploded, leaving the ancient sage covered in soot. Seizing the opportunity, Lin Xuan chose a random stone step and began climbing upwards.

"Damnit."

The flames dispersed; the ancient sage's expression was angry but he didn't chase after Lin Xuan. Instead, he looked at the dozen stone steps with a thoughtful expression.

"Stairway to Heaven, interesting."

He chose another path.

...

A short while later, a flash of light revealed a teleportation array appearing out of nowhere. Nailong arrived at this location as well.

The sky was vast and white clouds drifted by.

Nailong's face showed amusement as he looked up the stone steps leading into the clouds. He rubbed his forehead in thought before choosing one and climbing upwards.

...

Lin Xuan, having finally escaped his formidable opponent, wasn't truly afraid of the ancient sage but preferred to avoid unnecessary conflicts.

"This guy is far more powerful than Highness Tianyuan, with a similar appearance. What's their connection?"

Even Lin Xuan, known for his cleverness, couldn't fully understand the situation. He flicked his sleeve and the fragments of Nine Palaces Instant Sword reformed into a new immortal sword.

PS: I'm not feeling great today; this chapter was written slowly. Please forgive me! (To be continued...)
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Soul剑!

The Nine Palace Must-Instant Sword, infused with the域外天金from beyond the heavens, was inherently immune to destruction.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and sensed behind him. Clearly, the opponent wasn't pursuing him; he had chosen another path instead.

"Could this be where True Immortal Feathers' abode lies? Does this guy know any secrets?" Lin Xuan mused in his heart. However, it was merely a guess. Without any clues, even with his sharp mind, he couldn't easily draw conclusions.

Originally, there were so many stone steps that he had been hesitating on how to choose. Now, he didn’t have to worry about this anymore.

Lin Xuan raised his head; the stone steps extended into the depths of the white clouds. With a shrug, he ascended them.

Before flying just ten feet, Lin Xuan suddenly felt an unusual force. It was a禁空禁制—a restriction on airspace, but it didn’t seem to be like that at all.

However, its power was truly immense; even with his resilient physical body, he was pressed down by it.

Though not completely immobilized, the impact left him lying in a deep pit. Then, that force abruptly vanished as if nothing had happened.

Lin Xuan got up and felt a strange expression on his face. Everything seemed normal just now.

He rubbed his forehead; could this strange restriction suddenly appear?

Then, Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, and the Nine Palace Must-Instant Sword appeared with a flash of green light, shooting forward.

However, after flying only several dozen feet, it landed with a “thud,” much like what he had experienced before.

Even with enhanced magical power, he couldn’t fly; instead, he slid across the ground to his position.

"Sure enough."

Lin Xuan sighed. The restrictions here were extremely strange. Not only could cultivators not fly, but even treasures faced the same issue. In this place, one could only walk and use their法宝only as weapons.

Unable to drive them with divine sense or magical power, he had to wield them like a martial artist, swinging and hacking.

For ordinary cultivators in such a situation, most of their abilities were already depleted. If they encountered strong enemies...

Before the thought was fully formed, a rumbling sound echoed through his ears.

Lin Xuan looked up; the sky was clear blue. Where did this thunder come from?

He didn’t need to guess because the answer soon revealed itself.

After some time, the heavy and clear thunder grew louder as several muscular figures appeared in view.

Technically speaking, they were puppets.

These figures were crafted from steel, with no spiritual pressure emanating from them. They looked like tough individuals.

They had no treasures; their fists were their best weapons.

Lin Xuan sighed. He encountered a formidable opponent indeed—these puppets, created by immortals. Even without the current restrictions, they wouldn’t be easy to deal with, let alone in this situation.

To be frank, not even ordinary cultivators could survive such conditions. Their abilities would be reduced to almost nothing.

But Lin Xuan was different.

Although he frowned at the situation, he showed no signs of panic and charged forward with a raised fist.

Meanwhile, heavy snowflakes fell from the sky while red-hot lava flowed on the ground. The ancient True Immortal was trapped by an odd array.

In the sky, countless moths appeared. Each moth was about the size of a palm, and as their wings fluttered, they released colorful powder that seemed to influence the laws of nature, covering the opponent from head to toe.

"玄冰烈炎阵, 五光裂云蛾, hmm, quite an impressive handiwork. But thinking you can trap this immortal with such trivial means is truly foolish."

The ancient True Immortal's face showed a hint of seriousness, but his expression was filled with disdain as he waved his sleeves, revealing lotus blossoms.

Petals fell and transformed into spiders that sprayed fine threads towards the palm-sized moths.

On another side, Dairen Dragon True Immortal found himself in a pavilion.

Lingering music and dancing. Unlike Lin Xuan's encounter, Dairen Dragon True Immortal was happily drinking wine.

Before him stood several beautiful women performing graceful dances. Their singing was like pearls falling into a jade plate, and on both sides of the hall, more women played enchanting music.

It was a life straight out of paradise.

"Good wine!"

With every cup he drank, a beautiful maid quickly refilled it for him.

"Indeed, good wine. But after drinking so much Bone-Eating Immortal Wine, your soul will soon dissolve along with your body. Dying in this gentle embrace is fitting and befitting the identity of a late-stage渡劫entity," the maid who refilled his cup smiled, revealing a hint of mockery.

Before she could finish speaking, her hand flicked out, producing a crystal dagger that flew forward. If it hit, Dairen Dragon True Immortal's heart would surely be pierced; the enemy’s intent was truly sinister.

The attack wasn’t over yet. The maid who had just been dancing suddenly transformed into a red-skinned skeleton with sharp fingers and mouthed black flames, lunging at Dairen Dragon True Immortal as well.

From one moment of singing and dancing to a heart-stopping demon lair in an instant.

Ambush from all sides!

Seeing the scene, Dairen Dragon True Immortal’s expression remained lazy. He didn’t even put down his wine cup; instead, he laughed: "Bone-Eating Immortal Wine, is it this fine brew? I heard this wine was made with dozens of rare poisons and treasures, no wonder its taste is so exquisite. But little fox, do you know any manners? Even if you must attack, let me hear the song first; doing so now is too rude. No wonder you couldn’t become a Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox—this handsome guy is loved by all, admired by all, and you could never bring yourself to strike."

Dairen Dragon True Immortal spoke nonsense with his hand still moving.

A scroll suddenly flew out of his sleeves, emitting divine light as countless golden-armored heavenly soldiers appeared.

Holding long swords and axes, they quickly engaged the red-skinned skeletons. As for the maid holding a dagger, Dairen Dragon True Immortal caught her wrist: "Impossible, you drank so much Bone-Eating Immortal Wine—how can you remain unaffected?"

"Who said drinking this wine would lead to your demise?" (To be continued...)
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Nailong True Man's voice sounded disbelieving: "Little fox, have you never heard of the Immortal Body Unassailable by Toxins?"

"But... but this is a divine alcohol from the Immortal Realm."

"Then what? Are Immortals so formidable that I can't see them? In my opinion, they're not much different from those True Immortals I've seen before. Hmph, just like that."

Nailong True Man's tone was outrageously arrogant. Whether he truly had the confidence or merely habitually spouted nonsense in front of beautiful women, it left people confused.

The other party didn't bother to discern further.

What used to be a deadly trap now became her own peril. A trace of fear flashed across her face but she wouldn't sit idly by.

Her body shimmered with spiritual light and she appeared outside the pavilion, yet Nailong True Man still held onto her jade bowl in his hand.

"Hmph, the Substitute Technique, you managed to use it well. But do you really think that can get you out of my handsome hands?"

Nailong True Man's hand twitched, turning the maidservant into an epigraphic talisman.

It was clear this was the other party's substitute technique item.

The woman known as Little Fox's face changed. Her figure trembled and dozens of shadowy images shot out from her body in different directions, each resembling a True Man.

"Fox Heaven Illusion Technique, so it is really that woman from long ago. But how did she end up in the den of a True Immortal? Hmph, after this matter, I must visit the Country of Azure Fox..."

Nailong True Man watched as the other party's figure disappeared but didn't chase after her. Instead, he looked thoughtful.

---

Lin Xuan was not so relaxed on the other side.

Due to that strange restriction, he couldn't fly or command his treasures. His powers were reduced significantly.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan had a broad knowledge base. His physical strength almost rivaled that of a true spirit, otherwise, against those thick-skinned puppets, even a flicker of resistance would be hard for an equal-level cultivator to maintain.

Boom!

Lin Xuan punched out, and the spiritual light exploded. A puppet twice his size was sent flying, crashing into the side of the mountain with a punch mark on its chest. The puppet's body then split open, revealing a hole the size of a bowl.

The spiritual light in its eyes dimmed.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as fine beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. Looking around, all he saw were broken limbs and severed arms from the puppets.

That battle had been no easy feat for him either.

---

Fortunately, he had managed to clear the obstacle. He raised his hand and continued climbing up the stone steps that extended into the clouds. At this moment, he could vaguely see where they ended—ruins of a broken palace.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and sped up as he ascended.

---

On another side,

A white fox emerged from the mist with an expression of lingering fear. It patted its chest: "What a close call! I didn't think even the Bone Corroding Immortal Alcohol could harm him. Fortunately, I escaped quickly. Otherwise, the consequences would have been unimaginable."

"A first-rate cultivator from another realm, his power is so outrageous. There's no choice now; I must cooperate with that hateful fellow."

The fox's sigh echoed in Lin Xuan's ears as it swished its eight tails and vanished into the mist.

---

In a certain part of the Little Immortal Realm,

This was a beautiful valley where flowers bloomed, birds sang, and fragrances filled the air.

At the peak of one side, an exquisite young woman faced a cliff. Just three feet in front of her lay a thousand-foot-deep abyss shrouded in mist.

This girl's beauty was breathtaking—like the moon that made the flowers pale by comparison. Her entire demeanor exuded grace, like the most beautiful flower in the heavens.

Her eyebrows resembled distant mountains; every frown and smile painted a picture of perfection, yet a faint trace of sorrow lingered in her gaze, making one feel pity for her.

"Something troubling you, Moon? Thinking about your Lin brother again?"

A silver bell-like voice sounded as another beautiful young woman appeared on the cliff. Her lips were like jade and her skin was smooth as water; she was undoubtedly an outstanding beauty.

"Little Butterfly, you're at it again," said Moon, turning to face her: "We've been trapped here for years without finding a way out. Don't you want to go?"

"No."

Moon's response surprised Little Butterfly.

Seeing the astonishment on her face, Little Butterfly smiled: "You're too impatient, Moon. We've only been here for a few years. For mortals, that might seem long, but for us, it's just a blink of an eye."

"Besides, aside from being unable to leave, there's nothing bad about this place. The spiritual energy is abundant and safe. In the outside world, such divine energy is unimaginable. Here, we can achieve twice as much with half the effort. That's why you've advanced so smoothly to the middle stage of Tribulation Transcendence."

"But..."

"I know what you're thinking," Little Butterfly said, placing her hand over Moon's mouth: "You miss Lin Xuan, but think about it—wouldn't we be better off if he were here? Although Lin Brother is formidable, that old monster is even more terrifying. If not for my accidental escape, I might have already fallen victim to his machinations."

"So this place, which confines us, actually protects us the best."

"But..."

Moon wanted to say more but was stopped by Little Butterfly's gentle voice: "Silly girl, stop daydreaming. Unless we defeat them, even if we find a way out, I'm not willing to take that risk."

---

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this.

At this moment, he finally reached the end of the stone steps.

Before him was a bright view, but what met his eyes was a dilapidated palace. Ruins and ancient atmosphere filled everywhere.

Thud, thud, thud—heavy footsteps echoed in his ears as Lin Xuan looked up to see a giant ape towering before him.

Actually, it was a puppet of the giant ape.

No spiritual pressure emanated from its body, but it felt incredibly powerful. In some ways... like facing a true spirit, the Mountain Giant Ape.

How could this be? It's just a puppet.

Lin Xuan frowned with suspicion on his face as he prepared for danger.

In an instant, the giant ape approached him and looked at Lin Xuan.

With one hand raised, it shot out a beam of golden light that drew a line ten feet in front of Lin Xuan. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's brow furrowed slightly. What was the other party trying to convey?

The roar of the giant ape reached his ears, but it did not attack.

Could it be...

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan had a vague sense of conjecture in his heart. Was the other party warning him not to cross this line?

The more he thought about it, the more plausible it seemed.

But he was here to find Moon, and after such a difficult journey, how could he give up halfway?

Even if there were tigers on the mountain, one couldn't retreat. It seemed an intense battle was inevitable.

Lin Xuan sighed. This guy before him was undoubtedly a formidable opponent.

Moreover, he couldn’t fly or command his treasures here; his options were limited.

Given that, he needed to be extra cautious and strike first. Perhaps he could gain some advantage.

With a step, Lin Xuan crossed the line.

Roar!

Instantly, the roar grew louder as the giant ape was enraged by Lin Xuan's disregard of its warning. A hint of ferocity flashed in its eyes.

It pounded its chest with two fist-sized fists and then slammed them towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. As that punch came out, he seemed to hear the sound of air breaking. The fist, which was fist-sized, appeared to grow a thousand times larger as it approached.

No longer just a fist, it resembled a towering mountain crashing down on him.

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this power. Such a technique truly left one speechless. And he had no place to hide; the other party’s casual strike seemed to lock onto him.

Even if a late-stage cultivator passed through here, even a demon race known for its robust physique would likely fall victim to such a blow.

However, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of fear.

His expression of astonishment quickly faded.

Raising his right hand, he punched forward.

Compared to the other party’s weighty punch, Lin Xuan's looked ordinary and unremarkable. It was as if he had no fire in him at all.

Yet, silver lines appeared on the surface of his fist. As they dispersed, they transformed into a bright green Tai Chi symbol.

Spinning around, it emitted soft light.

Then, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Lin Xuan's fist was no longer just a fist; instead, it turned into a vast blue sea, waves surging and crashing as if to engulf the mountain.

With the vastness of the sea, could it accommodate such a weighty attack?

Thud!

Finally, their fists collided. A thunderous sound echoed in his ears. When he looked again, there was no mountain, no sea; everything was an illusion.

A wave of force spread outwards.

Gale-force winds shot out, and the broken walls around them were swept away. The world fell silent.

Then Lin Xuan flew backward.

It wasn't because he had overcome the mysterious restrictions but because the other party's punch had overturned him.

This hard-fought battle left Lin Xuan at a disadvantage.

His body crashed into the sheer cliff like a sack of cloth.

A large pit appeared before his eyes.

The cliff was so high it seemed to touch the clouds, harder than stone and metal. Yet, it now had several feet of depression, with cracks spreading out in all directions.

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with shock.

Although he couldn't avoid the attack, there were other ways to defend himself. He chose to confront the power head-on to gauge its strength. It turned out to be much more terrifying than he imagined.

Even the true spirit known for its strength might not surpass this puppet.

Mountain Giant Ape!

Lin Xuan muttered in his heart. Even such a true spirit might not be able to defeat this puppet.

Before that thought could fully form, the giant ape roared and lunged forward with an elbow strike aimed at Lin Xuan.

Notably, he had something to add: you can search for "Hundred Refinements into Immortality Fantasy Rain" on WeChat. Add Fantasy Rain's WeChat for updates on their latest activities, photos, and more. Thanks!

Although the restrictions here were formidable, they did not affect his leaping ability as long as he didn't jump too high.

The elbow strike came suddenly and with immense force, like a thunderbolt. But Lin Xuan vanished from sight in an instant.

He wasn’t using any advanced spell; instead, it was the agile techniques from Hundred Spirit True Interpretation that he had mastered. Lin Xuan’s knowledge extended beyond just cultivation; his martial arts skills were also impressive, far surpassing those of ordinary heavenly dao experts.

Back when he was a Profound Concealment cultivator, Lin Xuan had stumbled upon an unparalleled martial arts treatise, Hundred Spirit True Interpretation, by chance.

In his spare time, he practiced it. Given his robust physique, he quickly mastered the techniques. Although Lin Xuan had honed Hundred Spirit True Interpretation to a high degree, he rarely got the opportunity to use them.

Unexpectedly, this moment provided an opportunity for him.

Unable to fly, just leaping around was enough; it was agile movement, more practical than spells.

Lin Xuan flicked his hand, and the Nine Palaces Needle Fish emerged. Although he couldn’t summon it, he could use it as a martial artist's weapon, slashing and chopping freely.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan appeared in front of the giant ape puppet.

A loud "thud" echoed as the puppet lost its target and crashed into the pit on the cliff face.

Self-inflicted!

Lin Xuan wouldn’t let such an opportunity pass. Raising his right hand, he stabbed forward with a sword.

A sharp "sizzle" sounded as visible sword energy transformed into a crescent moon-like blade, slicing towards the giant ape.

Roar!

The roar filled Lin Xuan's ears. The puppet didn't dodge; instead, it opened its blood-stained maw to reveal a black light.

Colliding with the sword energy, the destructive force nearly flattened everything nearby. Cracks spread in all directions, and the broken walls seemed to have weathered another storm.

Lin Xuan kicked off the ground, creating a massive pit beneath him. Utilizing this momentum, he appeared like a meteor, his sword blade shooting up as it struck again.

Facing Lin Xuan's attack, the puppet didn't retreat but advanced. Its right arm blurred, and its hand transformed into an unusual weapon.

Neither knife nor sword, yet incredibly powerful.

"Swish swish swish," the black blade danced, forming a spherical shape to meet Lin Xuan’s sword energy.

"Idiot!"

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan's lips. After testing that punch, he knew the other party could only be outsmarted, not fought head-on. He moved swiftly and cleverly, dodging the attack.

That previous sword strike was just a feint; his real move was with his left arm, delivering a powerful punch to the puppet’s abdomen.

The black blade flashed as Lin Xuan released all his stored energy in this punch. Layered patterns appeared, propelling him forward and sending the puppet flying.

"Bang!"

The giant ape was sent into the air but fell back down after only a few dozen feet due to the restricting force pulling it back to the ground. (To be continued...)
第三千九百七十二章 仙狐与小道童

A Heavenly Gift!

Just as he had planned.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. Such a good opportunity was not to be missed.

With a loud shout, a bluish-green glow enveloped his body. Accompanied by colorful electric arcs and golden-silver colored talismans floating out.

Sizzle...

His body then erupted in blazing flames, the power of the Nine Palace Musty Sword had been fully unleashed at this moment.

At this instant, Lin Xuan made no further reservations. Under the influence of several great divine techniques, the restrictions set by a True Immortal were bound to have their limits.

They were shattered with one push.

The result was somewhat unexpected for Lin Xuan but he quickly rejoiced. Merging his body and sword into one, he transformed into a dazzling silver light that shot towards the sky.

Like a shooting star, like falling stars from the Milky Way.

In an instant, the entire sky turned a brilliant silvery color.

Subtle traces of法则 power began to emerge.

With cleverness overcoming clumsiness.

Though Lin Xuan couldn't fully grasp the laws of this Lesser Immortal Realm in that moment, when his strength reached a certain level, he could break through these restraints.

A thunderous strike. Even if a True Immortal were here, they would have to temporarily retreat. This puppet, though formidable, was still difficult to block completely.

Rumbling roars filled the air as the giant ape transformed into one with three heads and six arms.

Its arms swung wildly, accompanied by black纹阵, countless fist shadows appeared in the sky.

The void was shattered.

Each punch had the effect of breaking through the void.

Following this, silver light and dark rays clashed head-on. Yet there was no sound or echo.

The world fell silent at that moment.

Then a clear glow descended like the rising sun. All the black fist shadows instantly melted away as if thrown into a furnace, vanishing in an instant.

Silver light spread across the sky, enveloping the giant ape puppet.

...

Silence reigned for a while.

It felt like millennia had passed before Lin Xuan's figure appeared mid-air.

His face showed signs of frustration. If he had known that all his divine techniques could break through this strange restriction, he wouldn't have spent so much effort on his journey.

He turned around. The giant ape puppet was more than a hundred feet behind him.

Its eyes glared fiercely.

The roaring action was still vividly lifelike.

However, upon closer inspection, its expressions were frozen.

Yet it showed no signs of injury.

Woo...

A mountain breeze blew by.

An unbelievable scene unfolded as the surface of the giant ape puppet began to crumble into sand. In just a few moments, the massive figure disintegrated completely.

Then a loud "Boom" echoed in his ears. Within several miles, flowers, trees, mountains, and cliffs collapsed and shattered, turning to dust.

The landscape was ravaged. Looking around, this area had been reduced to a plain.

After all, Lin Xuan's sword strike had pierced the heavens. The residual effects alone were astonishingly powerful.

It could be said that it was truly shocking.

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief as he put away the Nine Palace Musty Sword. Then, raising his head, he looked ahead.

The ruins and broken walls from earlier had been completely flattened in the battle. Many stones and debris had turned to dust.

The scene appeared desolate, seemingly leaving nothing behind.

But Lin Xuan didn't give up. He stepped forward.

...

At the same time.

In the mysterious stone room of the Lesser Immortal Realm.

The black cocoon still hovered mid-air, bound by a thick iron chain. Around it, five treasures floated in the air: an ancient tripod, a purple mirror, a copper stove, a jade如意and a silver bell.

Five先天灵宝, along with hundreds of restrictions and talismans, sealed it tightly as before.

But upon closer inspection, something was different. Fine cracks appeared on the surface of the iron chain, spreading further.

It seemed like whatever was inside the cocoon was trying to break free.

"Ah!"

A sigh echoed at this moment. A graceful figure slowly entered the stone room.

It was a young maiden with a strikingly beautiful face and posture that could rival the moon... no, perhaps still slightly inferior but incredibly beautiful.

She raised her head, looking at the black giant in mid-air, showing signs of hesitation and struggle on her face as if indecisive.

"You've arrived here. Why hesitate? Without my help, do you think a mere eight-tailed immortal fox could handle so many powerful beings from outside? You might lose your life or even have your treasure taken away by Old Feathered Feathers."

Seeing the maiden hesitate, an unkind voice emerged from inside the cocoon with a mocking tone.

"Be quiet. The Lesser Immortal Realm is unique; few can find its entrance. Yet there have been consecutive intruders who found this place and even entered True Immortal Feathers' lair. You dare say it wasn't you?"

The eight immortal foxes were furious. They wouldn't let themselves be manipulated, so they knew the other's plot.

"You did it? What of it?"

To their surprise, the other admitted guiltlessly.

"Then what do you intend to do?"

"What else? After all these years, you never helped me. Since you're unwilling to assist, I have no choice but to find another way."

The voice inside the cocoon was shameless.

"A great claim indeed! You were just a little boy in True Immortal Feathers' service back then. Without his favor, how could you reach your current strength? Yet you repaid his kindness with malice, colluding with域外天魔 to plot against him. You truly know nothing of the world and are despicable," the eight immortal foxes sneered.

"Enough talk! What's despicable is just a matter of winning or losing. True, I was just a little boy in front of him, but he fell into my trap, and you're no better than his pet spirit beast."

"Feathers never looked at you with anything but disdain. Do you want to seek revenge for him? I advise you to be pragmatic. If you see the situation clearly, cooperate with me. Release me willingly, and I'll forget all past grievances. The treasures left by Feathers will remain untouched, and I'll deal with those who entered here on your behalf. After this matter is settled, we part ways without owing each other anything. What do you think?" (To be continued...)
第三千九百七十三章 元气巨人与鼐龙真人

"Hmph, you would be so kind?"

"What do you mean by that?"

"Mo Yu, your words are not entirely wrong. You were a Daoist attendant when I was just a tiny spirit beast back then. We spent countless eons at the side of the True Person, though we didn't spend every day together, we knew each other quite well."

"True Person, you have such great kindness towards him, yet you can still betray his favor. What am I to you? If I let you go, how do I know you won't break your promise?"

"You'd better be careful. However, foxes are naturally suspicious, so it's not surprising. According to your wishes, what should we do?" The voice from the cocoon spoke coldly.

"According to my wishes..."

The face of the fox仙 revealed a hint of contemplation before a sleeve swept out and a streak of flame shot forth. As the light condensed, an ancient scroll appeared in front of them.

A faint red glow emanated from it, radiating a rule-like power that made one's heart tremble.

The pattern on the scroll was clear to see—a deep black river winding and twisting, extending into who knew where. A sense of the silence of heaven and earth permeated the air, much like the legendary River Styx.

"Styx Oath? Impossible. This is a treasure forged by the former Asura King. How did you come by it?" The voice from the cocoon was tinged with shock and anger.

"You can't tell me where you found this treasure. Can you engrave your promise on the Styx Oath?"

The woman's face showed a hint of self-satisfaction, mixed with cunning: "You must be well aware of the effects of the Styx Oath. Even if it were another True Person in your place, breaking such an oath would mean certain death. If you have no second thoughts, there's no need to worry. Just engrave what you promised on this oath, and I'll set you free immediately. What do you think?"

"You're plotting against me?"

"Friend, that is incorrect. I'm merely asking for a guarantee. As long as you don't break your promise, nothing will happen. You keep dodging my words—were those just empty promises to deceive me?"

Her eyes suddenly became sharp and intense.

---

On the other side,

Venerable Xuan Gu stood in mid-air, surrounded by five towering giants. Each giant had a unique appearance: one was engulfed in raging flames; another was composed of light water essence; the remaining three were earth, wood, and metal respectively.

Fire, Water, Wood, Metal—these giants were all made from extremely pure elemental qi.

The Five Elements interacted with each other. Each giant represented an attribute of the elemental qi.

Their strength was terrifying. A late-stage Lightning Transcender would find it difficult to match them in a one-on-one battle.

"Five Elements Gathering Spirit Array, how formidable that old monster, Cai Yu's technique truly is. But do you think just this will stop me?"

His eyes suddenly widened as an incomparably powerful aura spread out.

Boom!

The earth trembled.

Golden lotuses appeared before him.

Then the lotus bloomed, revealing golden-armored guards.

---

On another side, Venerable Nailong also encountered danger.

Roar!

A roar echoed in his ears. In front of him were countless monsters—giants as thick as water barrels, wild boars as massive as mountains, and strange birds with three eyes and six legs.

They weren't true spirits but still incredibly powerful.

Ancient beasts!

Venerable Nailong immediately recognized their identities.
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These creatures were formidable, but Venerable Nailong wasn't afraid. However, their numbers were too numerous; he couldn't see where they ended.

The techniques of a True Person truly were formidable.

Just some ancient beasts—no matter how many there were, what could they do to him?

Venerable Nailong's face remained lazy as his sleeve swept out, revealing not a treasure but an ornate pavilion. It even had miniature artificial mountains and waterfalls inside, with maids dancing gracefully.

The maids all had exquisite features, but upon closer inspection, they were puppets, not real people.

Venerable Nailong's figure flashed into the pavilion where he began to drink and savor fine wine.

Dancing was graceful, and a heavenly voice filled his ears. The scene was beautiful and harmonious; if any cultivator were here, they would be stunned.

While one side was tense, the other had transformed completely.

Venerable Nailong's actions went beyond being bold—they showed utter contempt for his opponent or madness.

No one knew the truth.

---

Those ancient beasts weren't stupid. Though they couldn't take human form, their spirits were quite advanced. Seeing this scene, they erupted in anger.

A man could be killed but not humiliated.

This playboy before them was clearly overstepping his bounds.

Furious!

Roar!

The roar echoed continuously, like a thunderclap on a clear day. The earth trembled as the ancient beasts displayed their abilities—some opened wide mouths, others swung sharp claws.

Lightning and fiery rays shot out in all directions, raining down on Venerable Nailong. The entire world was filled with frenzied attacks.

The power of these attacks couldn't be underestimated; even Lin Xuan wouldn't dare take them lightly here. But the human Venerable Nailong continued drinking as if nothing were happening.

He was carefree and contemptuous, such arrogance and haughtiness that it defied description.

Boom!

As these attacks seemed to engulf the entire pavilion, a sudden change occurred.

Space itself rippled like ripples in a small lake. Mirror-like treasures appeared before their eyes.

Though thin as蝉 wings, they were incredibly sturdy—made entirely of elemental qi.

The application of such power was truly breathtaking.

There were countless such treasures from all directions, enveloping the pavilion where Venerable Nailong stood.

Boom!

Before anyone could react, the attacks crashed into these mirror-like treasures.

Not blocked, but directly reflected back.

(To be continued...)
第三千九百七十四章 古兽之王与须臾之宝

Self-sealing trap!

The ancient beasts' eyes widened in shock. Though their spiritual intelligence had been awakened, they were still no match for true cultivators. For a moment, they were confused and unsure of what was happening.

But this hesitation allowed the overwhelming attack to ensnare them. The thunderous sounds filled their ears, followed by the cries of pain as the ancient beasts, though tough-skinned, tasted the terrifying power of their own abilities.

In just an instant, half of them had been reduced to ashes, and the rest were injured, looking at True Immortal Nailedragon with fear in their eyes.

Roar!

Just then, a monstrous creature with a bull's head and lion's body suddenly appeared from afar. Its entire body radiated golden light, and its wings stretched two zhang wide.

The aura it emitted was terrifying, comparable to that of ordinary true spirits.

King of the ancient beasts!

Ordinary cultivators would never dare to directly confront such formidable power, but True Immortal Nailedragon... continued drinking and even began painting with great enthusiasm.

The king of the ancient beasts was both shocked and angry. It had been tamed by Cultivator Feathery Plume to guard its lair, having seen countless storms in its life. But now...

Was it his eyes playing tricks on him or had that guy gone mad?

But this thought only flashed through his mind as his subordinates were already scattered, and the other party was not insane but simply playing a cat-and-mouse game.

"Moo!"

A strange roar echoed in their ears, neither bull nor tiger. It seemed to resonate deep within one's soul before the creature's figure blurred and lunged forward.

Several hundred zhang of distance meant nothing to them at this level; in an instant, the opponent was in front of the magnificent pavilion.

Sharp claws extended, glowing with a faint light, electric sparks dancing on their surfaces...

Not treasures, but they were as effective as treasures,

Swinging out fiercely.

This seemingly reckless action proved highly effective. A tearing sound filled their ears, as if silk had been torn. The mirror-like treasures did not reflect the blows; instead, they shattered.

The king of the ancient beasts was indeed formidable.

The remaining ancient beasts' morale soared. Roars echoed as they followed their leader to attack Nailedragon.

With one last push, they aimed to eliminate Nailedragon here.

But what was True Immortal Nailedragon doing?

He seemed oblivious to the imminent danger and continued painting with vigor.

As the king of the ancient beasts approached within arm's reach, Nailedragon waved his brush. The painting he had been working on suddenly flew up.

The painting was skillfully done, but the ink was still fresh. It depicted hunters and various birds, beasts, fish, and insects.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable, but in that instant, time seemed to slow down.

As the scroll rose, black ink light surged out, creating a dazzling display of dark rays. The world around them changed color.

The darkness was so thick they couldn't see clearly.

The entire process lasted about as long as a cup of tea.

Throughout this period, the sounds of wild beasts' roars and angry shouts filled the air.

But when the black light dissipated, the sky cleared, and all the ancient beasts, including their king, disappeared. Only a solitary scroll remained.

Upon closer inspection, what was drawn on it had changed.

In the mountains and rivers, many more ancient beasts appeared out of nowhere.

Some were subdued by hunters with hunting spears, others were already restrained by iron chains, and some were even locked in cages.

The most ferocious among them was the king of the ancient beasts. In the scroll depicting its subjugation, several hunters had been bitten on their arms, but it struggled futilely, being locked down by thick iron chains and placed in a sturdy cage.

Such was the outcome.

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be left speechless.

Momentary Heaven Scroll!

Indeed, this must be a momentary treasure.

It is well known that momentary treasures are extremely precious. To forge one requires countless rare and exotic materials, and the effort required cannot be overstated.

But what did True Immortal Nailedragon do?

He painted with great enthusiasm, and... there it was, a momentary treasure.

No one would believe this if they hadn't witnessed it firsthand. How could something like that be created so easily?

And before them lay a clearly more powerful treasure than ordinary ones, capable of subduing so many ancient beasts in just one sweep.

Nailedragon's abilities were truly formidable. Could his carefree strength rival that of true immortals?

No one knew for sure; everything was shrouded in mystery.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He did not know that his sworn brother, by sheer chance, had brought him here.

After much effort, Lin Xuan finally defeated the giant ape puppet and broke free from the strange restrictions. But what met his eyes was a desolate scene with no apparent gains.

His face darkened as he realized he might have wasted all his efforts for nothing.

He could not start over; there were dozens of stone steps. Were they just misleading him?

Many thoughts raced through his mind, but it wasn't easy to make a decision now.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and stood in silence, pondering.

He didn't dwell on the matter long before taking a step forward. Even though this was a wasteland, there might still be something valuable here.

To play it safe, he should explore first. If nothing was found, he could retreat later without regret.

This was undoubtedly the wisest choice.

Lin Xuan released his spirit to search thoroughly in the vicinity, including the ruins.

"Ah?"

Unlike expected, he soon had a discovery. Lin Xuan quickly walked forward.

He arrived at a ruin where several broken walls lay. Most were destroyed by the residual shockwave, but a few remained intact.

Lin Xuan paid no mind and flicked his sleeves. A gust of wind blew away the dust, revealing an intricate pattern.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he couldn't suppress a look of joy. He waved his sleeves again, and more patterns appeared quickly.

Finally, a teleportation array came into view.

It was exquisite and complex, but miraculously, it had not suffered any damage from the previous battle.

Was it luck?

No, this array was incredibly sturdy.

Lin Xuan didn't know where it led, but he couldn't afford to miss such an opportunity. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan stepped forward with a slight contemplation. As he did, his sleeves fluttered, and a spell flew out. The light immediately shimmered, and layers of spiritual light began to radiate from the center of the array towards its periphery.

The entire teleportation array lit up.

Numerous runes, about the size of fists, danced and spiraled within it.

With a clear ringing sound entering his ears, Lin Xuan's figure became hazy. Soon after, he felt drowsiness invade his mind, making him feel as if his consciousness was somewhat unclear.

Lin Xuan's expression changed.

He hurriedly took deep breaths and strained to circulate the essence qi within his body.

Then, his figure vanished.

---

"Where am I..."

A flash of light, and Lin Xuan appeared in another mysterious space.

His entire body was enveloped by vibrant spiritual light. In front of him floated a treasure.

It looked somewhat like dragon scales and somewhat like turtle shells—no need to say, it was clearly theturtle-back dragon armor shield that Lin Xuan had summoned.

After all, this Immortal’s den was filled with dangers; who knew what terrifying things might be lurking behind the teleportation array? How could Lin Xuan ignore such a possibility?

However, his concerns were in vain. Behind the array, no attack appeared as expected. Instead, an empty space came into view, with blue skies and white clouds. In the void, thick Immortal qi permeated, but there was nothing else.

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, revealing a strange expression on his face.

The other party really did play a trick. Lin Xuan didn't believe that the destination of this teleportation array would be empty.

There must be treasures here.

He wondered if he could find any clues about Yue'er.

With thoughts swirling in his mind, Lin Xuan released his spirit senses.

Soon, he raised his head.

Silver light flickered within his pupils. Then, Lin Xuan's sleeves fluttered, and the Nine Palaces Musty Sword flew out.

The glow fluctuated as it transformed into nine attributes of illusion, complementing the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. The sword sliced forward towards the front.

Sizzle...

A tear appeared in the void behind the crack, revealing a golden door that slowly opened to reveal an elegant palace.

"Treasure Pavilion!"

Above the palace, a prominent plaque was visible. Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy. Despite the trickery, the truth eventually revealed itself.

Could Yue'er be here?

Lin Xuan's body shone in green as he flew towards the door behind the palace.

Soon, he arrived. Upon closer inspection, this palace was even more dazzling.

It wasn't a particularly large building but certainly not small either.

Facing him was the main hall, with several smaller side halls nearby.

By all logic, if there were treasures, they would be in the main hall. But Lin Xuan looked at the structure and hesitated before turning towards one of the side halls.
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There were three side halls. Lin Xuan entered the one furthest left first.

Upon entering, he found the environment more serene than expected. The layout suggested it was a disciple’s residence.

It had desks, chairs, and beds, arranged in an ancient and elegant manner.

However, after searching thoroughly, Lin Xuan found nothing of value.

Disappointment flashed across his face.

Was his estimation incorrect?

He rubbed his forehead, showing signs of contemplation.

But after some thought, he didn't head to the main hall. Instead, he ran towards another side hall.

The layout of this side hall was similar to the previous one, but Lin Xuan's luck was worse; not only did he fail to find any treasures, but he accidentally triggered an array and got trapped.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile wryly: "Could it be that I overthought things? The treasure might actually be in the main hall?"

Was his cleverness backfiring?

Of course, this was just Lin Xuan's speculation. Whether or not it was true remained uncertain. Even if it were, he would have no time to regret his situation.

---

Lin Xuan's situation aside, the ancient Immortal had chosen a different path but ended up in the same mysterious space as him after some twists and turns.

Since this secret didn't stump Lin Xuan, those ancient sages could easily decipher any hidden truths about the Immortal.

"Treasure Pavilion!"

The ancient sage's face showed excitement when he saw the building. He couldn't help muttering to himself: "Back then, the Blue Star Sea fell into the hands of this old monster and disappeared. Could it be here?"

"Heh, heaven aids me. If I can obtain this treasure, all the suffering over these years would be worth it. With this treasure, given time, I might become a Celestial Sage or even an Ancestor."

The ancient sage couldn't contain his excitement any longer. Golden light enveloped him as he moved to the main hall's door.

He pushed open the door without caring about traps or prohibitions.

Although he was left with only three layers of strength, his pride and knowledge as an Immortal remained. Even with just a shell body, no mere trap could stop him.

But when he pushed, the prohibition struck back with immense force.

"Xuan Tian Gao Ling Array!"

The ancient sage was delighted: "Such a powerful prohibition! The materials needed to set up this array are substantial. If Fei Hua valued it so much, the Blue Star Sea might indeed be lost here."

"Just some challenges need to be overcome. No problem; I'll just expend some primordial essence energy if necessary. As long as I can get that treasure, everything will be worth it."

The ancient sage spoke to himself, his body radiating with golden light as many-petaled lotuses appeared before him and bloomed.

---

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At the moment, he was trapped by a spell but in much better condition than the ancient sage. The array's power wasn't extraordinary, and breaking it would just take more time.

However, Lin Xuan didn't rush. He spent nearly half an hour before finally breaking the not-so-powerful array.

Upon emerging, Lin Xuan easily noticed the main hall’s anomaly.

"Looks like my guess was right; others can find their way here too. That so-called ancient sage has arrived as well. A Treasure Pavilion wouldn’t be so straightforward. Let him scout for me—it might come in handy."

Lin Xuan didn't worry about being exposed because his spirit sense's range was smaller here. He could play the game of waiting like a cicada while a sparrow feasted on it.

He cautiously entered the main hall, where traces of array destruction were evident, causing Lin Xuan to feel both fear and relief. He was grateful for his luck. (To be continued...)
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Perceiving the details, Lin Xuan realized that these restrictions were far more powerful than those encountered along his journey. If he had rashly entered here, he might not have perished, but he would certainly face some difficulties.

Fortunately, he had added a bit of caution to his actions.

Lin Xuan felt extremely relieved and became even more careful. He suspected that the person who had taken over Heavenly Essence Marquis was likely the one who had entered this place.

The opponent's abilities were complex and mysterious—something Lin Xuan had never seen before. It was highly possible that he or she was not a cultivator from the Three Realms.

Was it an outsider demon, or a true immortal descended from beyond?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but regardless of which possibility, he couldn't afford to be careless.

Although his strength had greatly improved, this place was still within the Lesser Immortal Realm. Every step could bring about fatal consequences.

Lin Xuan did not dare to be overly cautious. He tried to suppress his aura as much as possible. Although he felt frustrated that his divine sense was severely weakened here, it now allowed him to hide his movements. As the saying goes, misfortune may turn into good fortune; indeed, there was some truth in this.

However, he didn't dare move too slowly either. He had found nothing in the side hall but encountered numerous restrictions in the main hall. There might be something valuable here, and Lin Xuan did not want to miss out on such a treasure.

Such an outcome would be counterproductive.

Lin Xuan was unwilling to see his cleverness backfire.

But balancing the need for stealth with timely action proved difficult. As he carefully chose his path, a loud laugh suddenly reached his ears.

"Haha! Truly found it here; heaven assists me."

The laughter was filled with boundless joy and no trace of falsehood. Lin Xuan was greatly alarmed. Was this really too late? He didn't dare delay as he emitted a bluish-green glow and flew forward.

In doing so, he abandoned his attempt to hide, but the speed was incredible.

Soon, a grand hall came into view.

Inside the hall, some tables and chairs were scattered about. However, the most striking was a sacrificial table at the front, where a neatly placed shell lay.

This shell was roughly the size of a fist, with vibrant colors and strange patterns on its surface. Although he didn't recognize it, it clearly wasn't an ordinary object.

Wait… This looks familiar…

Lin Xuan was initially taken aback but reacted swiftly. He recognized it instantly.

The familiarity came from his memories. When he had killed Zhou Yan years ago, he had accidentally obtained the Blue Star Sea. The shell he saw back then was exactly this one.

And the Star Sea was contained within it.

Why is there another one here?

Lin Xuan's shock was immense. His success to this point owed much to both his luck and efforts, but the blue Star Sea played an indispensable role. Without it, he wouldn't have even a spirit root, let alone become a cultivator.

He knew the shell’s significance well. Seeing something identical here couldn't help but make him feel anxious.

It must not fall into someone else's hands.

This was Lin Xuan's first thought. He no longer cared about potential enemies; even if it were a true immortal, he would still snatch this treasure from them. With his entire body glowing bluish-green, he rushed forward.

"Die!"

The process might seem complex, but it took only an instant. The ancient sage also noticed Lin Xuan's arrival with surprise and darkened with murderous intent.

How could anyone else sleep on the bed next to him?

He was determined to get the Blue Star Sea at all costs. Even if True Immortal Feathers had arrived here, he would not retreat. A mere existence from the lower realms dared to compete with him for this treasure; it was sheer madness.

With a wave of his sleeve, a golden light appeared and transformed into a golden centipede, several dozen feet long, with wings on its back. It lunged at Lin Xuan.

Even before reaching him, the aura emitted by the centipede was incredibly powerful.

The head of this centipede resembled that of a dragon, and it had six eyes, all dark green. Opening its mouth, it spat out a golden rain.

No, this wasn't rain; it looked more like turning swords into threads.

These threads densely enveloped Lin Xuan.

Though the centipede's abilities were impressive, Lin Xuan was not afraid. He raised his ancient turtle dragon armor shield and simultaneously extended his sleeve to release dozens of silver flying swords, clashing with the centipede.

However, the ancient sage's goal wasn't to injure him.

Seeing Lin Xuan entangled, he extended his right hand, forming a claw with his fingers, aiming for the shell.

Although there was a protective layer on its surface, it mattered little. A mere restriction couldn't stop him.

The ancient sage was indeed a true immortal, but at this moment, his mind had been clouded by the treasure.

He failed to notice that while Lin Xuan fought fiercely with the golden centipede, he lowered his head and subtly revealed a sneer on his face.

Clearly, such a reaction from Lin Xuan was abnormal. He wasn't giving it his full effort.

But the second Blue Star Sea was clearly worth risking everything for. What could be his purpose?

The answer came quickly.

When the ancient sage's claw touched the shell’s protective layer, with a soft sound, it broke easily.

"Wha—"

Such an outcome seemed too easy, causing the ancient sage to feel uneasy.

But at this critical moment, he had no time to think. He must take the Blue Star Sea first.

However, before he could act, something unexpected happened. The protective layer's surface flashed silver and transformed into a rope, binding his wrist and immobilizing him.

"Bad!"

The ancient sage was alarmed as he tried to retreat but found it too late. The shell emitted an intense blue light, splitting open on both sides. Inside was indeed the Blue Star Sea.

But this was just a facade.

Blue light points began spinning rapidly, forming a storm that enveloped the ancient sage.

"No—"

The ancient sage was shocked as he realized his oversight and fell into another trap.

This wasn't the Blue Star Sea; it was a carefully laid ambush.

His heart filled with anger and fear. However, what use were these emotions now? Lin Xuan seemed to have anticipated everything.

As he reached for the protective layer, he retreated backward at maximum speed.

In that instant, his movements were precise.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as blue light enveloped the ancient sage's entire body. At that moment, terrifying pressure descended from the heavens, tearing apart the very void.

Everything became blurry before his eyes; all images vanished. (To be continued...)
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The terrifying power was beyond words to describe. Not only did it reduce the entire space into dust, but even the surroundingpower of the law were consumed by this devastating explosion.

Lin Xuan had faced countless hardships since he embarked on his cultivation path, yet a look of shock still appeared on his face at this moment.

Though he had experienced much, such an ultimate trap was something he had never witnessed firsthand. If he were in that situation, he would likely not have survived the sudden attack.

Now, he probably lay in pieces!

Just thinking about it made him shudder. What blue Star Sea? It was nothing but a huge bait set out for him.

Fortunately, at the last moment, he realized his mistake and did not rush forward to contest with the opponent. Otherwise...

Lin Xuan closed his eyes, revealing a look of relief on his face. Since the opponent had laid this ultimate trap here, there would be no treasures hidden in this place.

Wasted effort!

But saying so was an overstatement.

Regardless, he could use this trap to eliminate this strange and powerful enemy, making this trip worthwhile.

With that thought, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile. As the saying goes, good things come after much trouble. He would just have to start from scratch if necessary; he knew where Moon's whereabouts were.

Before this thought fully formed in his mind, a piercing roar suddenly entered his ears. Lin Xuan turned around sharply, ready to leave.

Had that terrifying power not killed the opponent?

In front of him was an empty field. To enhance the explosion’s destructive force, whoever had set up this trap spared no effort. The light points exploded within a half-acre radius, ensuring the building was reduced to rubble without harming Lin Xuan.

No shattered stones or debris remained.

The structure seemed to have vanished entirely, leaving nothing but a deep pit in sight.

But what caught his attention wasn't that.

What worried him was the enemy's condition. Had it perished?

If the opponent were still alive, Lin Xuan wouldn’t mind finishing the job with another strike.

Roar!

A roar filled with endless resentment echoed. Then Lin Xuan saw a shocking scene.

In the pit, everything lay in ruins. The mysterious and powerful foe hadn't vanished into thin air; it was merely half its body left, one arm and leg missing.

The wound was horrifying, yet no blood flowed from it. In the ancient demon's eyes, there was boundless hatred.

He had thought he would finally get his desired treasure, but now, this was the result. That old monster truly had a heart of stone.

If not for his timely sacrifice of hislife treasure, relying on the divine treasures in hisimmortal dwelling to withstand most of the blast’s power, he would have suffered far worse than just severe injuries.

Thinking about that moment made the ancient demon shudder with fear.

But misfortune never comes alone. Before he could recover from this shock, a warning sign flashed behind him. The ancient demon swiftly moved out of harm's way.

Simultaneously, a sharp sword light sliced through where he had been standing moments ago.

Close and deadly.

He was lucky to have avoided decapitation.

"Is it you!"

Recognizing Lin Xuan’s face, the ancient demon’s eyes flashed with intense hatred. He had never liked Lin Xuan, and now seeing his current state made him even angrier, transferring that resentment onto Lin Xuan.

"You little brat, are you pleased? I will tear your soul and refine it!"

With a snarl, he unleashed a torrent of vicious energy towards Lin Xuan.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan was not alarmed but delighted. He flicked his sleeve, releasing a thin, ethereal sword that glowed brightly as he pointed at the enemy with a finger, igniting flames of five colors.

These flames carried an overwhelming destructive force and slashed toward the opponent.

Puff...

Almost instantaneously, a muffled sound echoed.

Whether the ancient demon was blinded by rage or simply too overconfident to dodge, it had been hit. More accurately, it narrowly avoided being sliced in half.

At the last second, he managed to sidestep.

But even so, his condition was dire. The combined power of the Nine Palaces Sword Technique and Illusory Heavenly Fire was no joke. With his injuries already severe, this situation could only worsen.

Half his body burned, but this foe proved resilient, not succumbing to death as he turned and fled in a desperate bid for survival.

With the enemy’s life hanging by a thread, Lin Xuan had no intention of letting him escape. He swung his arm, creating a flurry of fist shadows that rained down like a storm on the opponent.

This time, he couldn’t use his treasures, but his punches were still formidable. With only three-tenths of his full strength and now with his treasures destroyed, injuries worsening, it was reasonable to assume he would be caught in Lin Xuan’s grasp.

Lin Xuan thought so, but this time, he miscalculated.

Despite the dire straits, as a true cultivator, the ancient demon had some means of self-preservation. Despite being surrounded by fist shadows, he spat out a cloud of blood.

This mist coalesced into a bloody longsword.

Sizzle...

The void was torn open, revealing a shimmering hole.

Then, his figure blurred and disappeared into it.

Crashing through the void!

A common technique, but in the Small Immortal Realm, such an action carried significant risks. A misstep could trigger terrifying restrictions.

And who knew where this would lead? If it were a dead end, that would be disastrous.

The ancient demon didn’t want to do this, but he had no choice now.

It mattered not how dangerous; resolving the immediate crisis was paramount.

Lin Xuan watched in shock and frustration. While he couldn’t help his situation, he understood why.

Then, from nearby, a light suddenly flared, and Lin Xuan sensed spatial energy.

This sudden change left him bewildered. Was there another formidable foe here besides that hateful creature? Or perhaps Moon had arrived, though the chances were slim. In the realm of cultivation, anything was possible. So, Lin Xuan widened his eyes in anticipation. (To be continued...)
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Mystic energy swirled around, and the light was intense. The person who had been transported here was clearly no ordinary individual. Lin Xuan felt both anticipation and caution as the Nine Palaces Musty Sword appeared from his sleeve, ready to deal with any potential danger.

Time passed slowly, stretching out like a hundred years of meditation.

Finally, the figure became clearer.

However, there was something oddly familiar about it, but not in the way of a graceful lady. The possibility that it might be Mo Er was almost ruled out. So who could this person be?

Lin Xuan's surprise was evident as he widened his eyes. He couldn't imagine meeting any other old acquaintance here besides his beloved wife.

This was truly unbelievable.

The figure stood tall and slender, and after the light faded, Lin Xuan could see a man of extraordinary appearance. His demeanor exuded a lazy charm that was oddly captivating.

"Big Brother!"

Despite his composure, Lin Xuan couldn't help but widen his eyes in surprise. How could Daoist Master Naelong be here?

It was no wonder Lin Xuan was shocked. The last time they met was when they left the Peach Blossom Conference together. After enduring countless hardships, he finally returned to the Naelong Realm, but his brother-in-arms had vanished without a trace. He had worried for him.

Naelong's transgression was not trivial; Jin Yue's Corpse King was a formidable figure in all three realms. The outcome of their duel was uncertain, and it could go either way—win or lose. But his appearance here seemed too coincidental to be mere chance.

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise, as did Naelong's: "Third Brother... why are you here?"

"Big Brother, let's not discuss this now. Follow me to chase the enemy."

Though Lin Xuan was bewildered, he understood that priorities mattered. He would ask about Naelong's presence later; for now, they needed to prevent their adversary from escaping.

Releasing a tiger back into the wild could lead to endless troubles.

"Enemy? What enemy?"

Naelong was equally surprised.

...

Lin Xuan's situation was set aside.

In the most mysterious stone room of Little Immortal Realm, Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox manipulated light and shadows. The Sworn Oath of the Dark River had been formally concluded.

"How about that? I've fulfilled my promise. It’s your turn to help me break free from this seal."

From within the giant cocoon, a faint buzzing sound entered his ears.

"Alright!"

Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox flicked her sleeve, and immediately, light shone forth. Several precious items emerged from her sleeves: a silver bell, an array flag, and a crystal platter-like object.

They were filled with mystery.

"The few treasures controlling thisprohibition are indeed in your hands."

The voice inside the cocoon seemed to sigh.

Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox smiled without speaking as she cast a spell. A burst of divine light erupted, and the silver bell grew tenfold in size. Divine patterns appeared on its surface.

An ancient, resonant sound echoed, as if coming from far away. It carried an aura of righteousness, and the 108 stone pillars began to resonate with it. As time passed, the light from the seal gradually dimmed.

But this was just the beginning.

Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox then summoned the array flag.

Similar divine lights flickered, and wind blades shot out from its surface, targeting the bindings on the cocoon's surface. The thick iron chains were enveloped in their entirety. Cracks had already appeared, spreading rapidly.

In no time, all the chains shattered into nothingness.

"Dong, dong!"

A massive sound emerged from within the cocoon, as if breaking free of constraints, but a final layer of seal remained. Five treasures—ancient tripod, purple mirror, bronze cauldron, jadeRuyiand silver bell—suspended in mid-air around the black cocoon.

Primordial divine treasures!

When combined, their power was astonishing. Although other seals had been removed, breaking through this last barrier wouldn't be easy.

After several attempts, they ceased.

Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox then extended her right hand and lightly tapped a finger forward.

A beam of light entered the jade platter.

It began to spin, illuminating the stone room with its radiance. On the surface of the platter, five light balls appeared in various colors and shapes.

They stretched and transformed until they finally took on the forms of an ancient tripod, purple mirror, bronze cauldron, jadeRuyiand silver bell—exactly like the five primordial divine treasures.

The only difference was that these were not real objects but shimmering lights.

"Go!"

With a light command from Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox, the five light balls flew towards their respective forms. They passed through without any hindrance and merged into them.

Boom!

Space trembled.

Then, the five primordial divine treasures no longer emitted light... or rather, their light gradually faded until it disappeared.

Click...

With no more seals binding them, a clear figure emerged from the cocoon's surface. It was a young man in his twenties, with sharp features and an elegant demeanor. His attire was overly luxurious—golden robes adorned with precious stones and intricate patterns, exuding opulence.

Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox sneered: "A monkey wearing a crown! Clearly just a mere child, yet moremagnificentthan True Immortal Feathers' clothes. Truly laughable."

But she kept this to herself as they had formed an alliance. She wouldn't act out of petty pride and offend him over words.

Sure enough, the man in luxurious attire was Mo Yu. His face showed joy after so many years of freedom.

He greedily breathed in the dense immortal energy, then flicked his sleeve, sending a golden light to collect the five primordial divine treasures floating mid-air.

"Mo Yu, what are you doing?"

Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox grew angry: "We just agreed that I would save you and these Little Immortal Realm's treasures belong to me."

"Really?"

Mo Yu smiled as he turned his head.

"How can you suddenly change your mind? The Sworn Oath of the Dark River is clear. Do you want to break it for personal gain?" (To be continued...)
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Eight-tailed Immortal Fox's face was filled with anger and a hint of surprise. The power of the River of Netherworld Oath was something even true immortals would not ignore. Where did this guy get the nerve to turn his back on it so easily? Was he afraid of eternal damnation?

"Mo Yu, are you really going to stick to your own stubborn path?"

"Stubborn path?"

The young man's face showed a hint of amusement: "You're foolish beyond belief. You believed my sweet talk so easily. As a reward, I'll send you to the Netherworld."

Before he could finish speaking, the surroundings suddenly changed dramatically. A fierce wind rose up, and chaotic primordial energy filled everywhere.

"Quickly!"

Mo Yu's face wore a faint smile as he formed his fingers into claws and lightly grabbed the void.

As he moved, light flared, and five-colored glass shards converged from all directions toward him.

"Five-Colored Profound Fire!"

Eight-tailed Immortal Fox was greatly alarmed. Fear filled her pretty face as妖 winds suddenly rose around her body, spinning like a top in circles.

Innumerable black mists emerged, enveloping her figure. Two golden and silver spears burst out of the black mist, transforming into monstrous serpents.

They spat out strange breaths, confronting the flames that swept toward them.

The display was impressive, but utterly useless. The moment they touched, it was like a mountain collapsing.

Their breaths were broken, and the two serpentine creatures were enveloped by flames of different colors, howling in pain as they reverted to their original forms—two golden and silver spears.

This was not over yet; within an instant, the two spears melted into ordinary metal and fell from the sky. The flames lingered for a moment before continuing toward the young woman.

Eight-tailed Immortal Fox watched clearly, her face devoid of any color. She had never imagined that he had mastered such an ultimate technique.

But there was no time to dodge now.

She勉强 twisted her body, using the Illusory Shadow Step of the Heavenly Fox clan.

The void seemed like a ruffled lake, and her figure blurred as she turned into three, then nine, and in an instant, she transformed into hundreds, scattering in all directions.

Almost instantly, footsteps and speed were so divine that they could barely be seen. It looked like she had escaped danger.

But just when it seemed she was safe, a tiny spark drifted to her feet.

This fire was no bigger than a bean, unremarkable at first. But the next moment, it completely enveloped her left hand.

A heart-wrenching scream echoed as Eight-tailed Immortal Fox's face showed unbearable pain. She opened her mouth and a golden light shot out.

It circled around her left shoulder, dismembering her entire left hand.

She then cast an immortal talisman to stop the gushing blood.

Raising her head, she looked pained and angry but more confused: "How did you do it? Why isn't the River of Netherworld Oath effective on you?"

"Hmph. Arishura was indeed a genius, but the River of Netherworld Oath is not invincible. Relying solely on this to bind me is too naive."

Mo Yu's lips curled in mockery as he said: "Now that I've answered your doubts, you can die peacefully."

Before his words were out, he extended his finger again.

The void froze momentarily, and primordial energy began to flow abnormally and violently. If a cultivator had been present, they would have gaped in astonishment; Mo Yu was actually mimicking space storms with his own power.

However, the range was small but the effect was formidable. The severely injured Eight-tailed Immortal Fox was enveloped by it. Was he going to completely annihilate her?

Playing with a tiger, the young woman felt regret at this moment.
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But now, what use was it to be gloomy? She was already at a critical moment.

"You won't escape this struggle," Mo Yu's lips curled with mockery.

Would Eight-tailed Immortal Fox really sit and wait for death?

The answer was no. Faced with such peril, she showed determination on her face.

She flicked her sleeves, and an elegant jade plate flew out.

It looked familiar—it was the same thing she used to capture those five先天灵宝.

Eight-tailed Immortal Fox pointed at it.

A spell like a sword beam shot from her fingertips and disappeared into the jade plate's surface without a trace.

Snap…

In the next moment, cracks appeared on the jade plate's surface. They spread like spider webs before the treasure collapsed.

At the same time, an astonishing spiritual pressure surged outwards, enveloping Eight-tailed Immortal Fox in a five-colored aura as he vanished into thin air.

The space storm naturally became useless now that his final strike had missed.

Seeing his ultimate move land empty-handed, Mo Yu's face showed surprise: "You actually have such a life-saving technique. I underestimated you. But do you think this will save your life? It won't work."

Before he could finish speaking, he formed hand seals to locate Eight-tailed Immortal Fox's whereabouts.

But just then, something unexpected happened. A light aura suddenly appeared before him about a hundred feet away, and a huge space rift appeared in his vision.

A golden glow swept out from the rift as the light dispersed, revealing a figure staggering into view.

It looked even worse than Eight-tailed Immortal Fox.

As they say, misfortune can turn to fortune. This ancient sage's luck was truly terrible today—after failing to obtain the treasure, he ended up severely injured.

He had used all his strength to escape Lin Xuan and didn't expect to find himself in a wolf's den again when he met this guy named Mo Yu.

The appearance of the ancient sage was so sudden that Mo Yu was initially shocked. But soon, he turned from fear to joy as he clapped his hands loudly: "After searching for you like a nail, I finally found you without much effort. Heaven is really kind to me; after escaping, it sent such a great gift."

"Friend, if my memory serves correctly, you should be a true immortal."

"Who are you? How do you know this?"

The ancient sage's face was filled with suspicion. His current situation was dire, and the other party had instantly discerned his identity: "Could you also be from the Immortal Realm?"

"No, your aura doesn't match that of a true immortal; it seems more like a disciple or servant. But how could a disciple have such power?"

The ancient sage's expression was full of doubt.

"Never mind all that," Mo Yu said with a sinister smile. "A true immortal's primordial energy is a great tonic for me, and you won't be able to escape from here."
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Mò Yǔ's face was filled with joy, and he even didn't bother to chase after the eight-tailed immortal fox. Greed shone in his eyes as he looked at it.

This wasn't surprising either.

Killing that fox would just be a matter of venting his anger. But before him was a true cultivator who had been sent by heaven, a great gift.

Although he had broken free from the restrictions, so many years spent here had inevitably damaged his essence energy greatly.

The true cultivator in front of him might have suffered severe injuries, but his innate true essence was incredibly attractive to Mò Yǔ. If he could absorb and integrate it, not only would he be able to make up for his losses from the past few years, but he might even advance further.

How could such a great gift be abandoned? With a long howl, he emitted a green glow all over his body as he rushed towards the opponent.

Xuangu's expression was extremely gloomy.

A tiger falling into plain sight would be bullied by dogs; a dragon in shallow waters would be teased by shrimp. If he were at full strength, a mere apprentice wouldn't have been worth considering. But...

Brave men don't boast of their past valor. Not only had his physical body come from a soul transfer, but it could only exert three-tenths of its power. Moreover, he had accidentally fallen into a trap and suffered severe injuries.

While severely injured wasn't entirely accurate, his current situation was extremely perilous. Otherwise, why would the proud true cultivator have fled in such haste?

He hadn't expected to be caught between two dangers. What should he do? Careful consideration was needed.

With this thought, Xuangu deeply inhaled and exhaled, emitting a golden glow all over his body before retracting it. He seemed to transform into a flying sword.

This wasn't the technique of merging with a weapon, but clearly had some connection to it. Instead of trying to kill his opponent, he moved at an astonishing speed away from him.

"Hmph, thinking you can run? You're truly foolish." A smile appeared on Mò Yǔ's face as he said: "Watch this, Solidify the Heavens and Earth."

He clasped his hands together, shooting out a series of magical techniques. Then, he spread his palms and made a pushing motion forward.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed in the sky, followed by gray light rushing out from his fingers. Wherever it passed, the sky rippled, and eventually turned into solid matter.

This sounded unbelievable, but what happened before his eyes was real. Xuangu's speed had slowed down significantly; he could barely move at one-tenth of his previous speed.

What a bizarre rule power.

Meanwhile, on the other side, Lin Xuan met Nailong True Man by chance and felt extremely delighted.

Not only did his brother-in-arms escape danger, but also gaining such a powerful ally meant that the dangers in the Little Immortal Realm were nothing to worry about. This great cultivator had real strength; working together with him might even allow them to survive an encounter with a true cultivator.

"Brother, how come you're here?"

Lin Xuan's words were full of curiosity.

"Heh heh, I arrived at this place by chance. But why are you in the Little Immortal Realm, Third Brother?"

"This is a long story. Let's catch up to that enemy first."

There was an urgency to their situation. Lin Xuan briefly explained how they met Xuangu True Man. Nailong listened with a serious expression.

While he might seem carefree, his experience far exceeded Lin Xuan's.

"According to what you say, the opponent could indeed be a true cultivator who has just arrived."

"What? A true cultivator who has just arrived? Why would such a one come to our spirit realm?"

Lin Xuan was shocked despite having some vague guesses. The truth of this matter was too shocking.

"Yes, I didn't say he just arrived; maybe it's an old guy from the ancient times," Nailong explained.

"From the ancient times... Brother, are you saying that during the great war between the three realms in ancient times, the true cultivator came down to deal with the Asura King?"

"What? The Asura King led ghosts and spirits to massacre our spirit realm? Why would he do such a thing?" Lin Xuan's face showed eager anticipation. With Nailong True Man's identity and experience, he must know the truth.

Lin Xuan was eagerly waiting for an answer.

However, what came next was Nailong True Man's sigh: "Third Brother, are you interested in ancient times? But I don't know either."

"What? Even you, Brother, don't know?"

Lin Xuan's face showed disbelief.

"There's nothing strange about that," Nailong sighed with a wistful look. "Speaking of the Asura King, she was indeed an extraordinary woman back then—beautiful and intelligent. I knew her personally in those days."

"Oh? Did you know the Asura King?" Lin Xuan felt a hint of jealousy as he asked: "Brother, you're known as the first playboy in all three realms. They say the Asura King's beauty is unparalleled. Have you ever tried to pursue her?"

"Chasing that woman, Third Brother, don't joke around. The Asura King is indeed the most beautiful in the three realms, but she can only be admired from afar. Who dares to chase after her? Ha! In this world, anyone who marries the Asura King will have my utmost respect."

Nailong's expression was extremely disdainful.

Lin Xuan was surprised: "Is it really that terrifying and unapproachable?"

He felt puzzled; Mo'er was so kind, gentle, and generous. Her past life couldn't be that outrageous, could it?

"I wouldn't lie to you, but I didn't expect you to be such a nosy person," Nailong said unexpectedly.

"Ah... Haha, curiosity is natural."

Lin Xuan could only evade the question.

Fortunately, Nailong didn't delve deeper. Instead, he continued with gossip: "To say that the Asura King was unapproachable isn't entirely true; back then, she wasn't alone. She had some connections with me and many others, including scattered immortals, demon kings, and primordial true demons."

"Oh?"

"Indeed, not just me. The Asura King had good relations with many of them," Nailong continued.
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"Really?"

Lin Xuan was growing more and more puzzled as he listened. "This is naturally true, especially regarding Fairy Rain桐, and the Ice Soul of the Demon Realm. They were closest friends with Asura back then, almost like sisters."

Dale Long, the True Man, spoke with certainty; clearly not just making idle chatter.

Lin Xuan also trusted his big brother wouldn't deceive him without reason.

However, if this was true, it seemed too absurd. Among the three realms' top-tier great sages, they all had connections, yet why did a war between the three realms break out? Especially Asura, leading ghostly entities to massacre the three realms until rivers ran red with blood.

Lin Xuan voiced his doubts. "I ask you, but how would I know? This mystery has puzzled this handsome guy for years."

"Brother, you have no idea?"

"Of course not. Remember that spring when Asura came as a guest to the Spirit Realm and drank with several top-tier great sages, including me, Fairy Tianjue, and others. We exchanged treasures, having a good time. But suddenly at year's end, she led ghostly entities and massacred the Spirit Realm until rivers ran red."

"Brother, I still don't understand why this happened," Dale Long said with a wistful expression.

"Asura is not a cunning person. If there was no reason, her character wouldn’t change like that."

"Brother, you make sense."

Lin Xuan could only sigh after hearing him.

He originally thought he would learn about ancient secrets from his big brother but ended up disappointed.

It wasn't a lie to say he felt let down.

"Could it be that there are no one in the three realms who knows what happened?"

"This is not entirely true."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan's face lit up with joy. "Does your big brother know who the知情者are?"

"Yes, if anyone in the three realms knew about the events of that ancient change, only Fairy Rain桐 and Ice Soul from the Demon Realm would."

"Since they know, why didn't other great sages ask them?" Lin Xuan asked somewhat puzzled.

"They were asked, but they kept silent. What can we do?"

Dale Long said helplessly. While he wasn’t sure about Fairy Rain桐, Ice Soul was no pushover. Though their strength was inferior to Asura's, no one in the three realms dared say they could win against both of them.

Their unwillingness to reveal information meant others had no choice but to accept it.

"Ah."

Lin Xuan secretly rejoiced; this was a收获. He would have to wait for Moer’s memory to recover or go find Fairy Rain桐.

Yes, Ice Soul shouldn’t be overlooked either. One of Asura's seven treasures still belonged to her.

But while that might be true, the two women were formidable and should not be underestimated. Acting rashly could not only fail but also alert them.

Before he could think further, a meteor fell a hundred miles ahead with a thunderous explosion.

Lin Xuan and Dale Long exchanged glances; this sudden change was too abrupt.

But neither of them was an ordinary person. Though momentarily shocked, they didn’t miss the opportunity. They flew towards the site almost simultaneously.

The short distance took only an instant at their speed. Soon, they arrived.

However, what met their eyes wasn’t a fallen meteor but a beautiful woman in tatters.

She had lost an arm and her face was pale, yet she exuded a heavy aura of demonic energy.

No, it wasn't pure demonic energy.

Compared to the three great demon kings of the Spirit Realm, this aura was vastly different. While not as powerful, it carried a transcendent air.

"Divine Realm Demon."

Lin Xuan’s experience made him instantly deduce her origin without much effort. Dale Long, beside him, didn’t need any explanation either.

He said with a teasing smile, "Miss, I told you before; you can't escape my palm. Here we are again."

"Haha, fate brings us together from afar. Surrender now or face your doom."

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but scratch his head. This was ridiculous. His big brother, while powerful, acted in a way that was truly unreliable.

He moved away slightly, feeling awkward about it.

"Uh…" Lin Xuan coughed lightly, his voice embarrassed: "Big brother, do you know this lady?"

"Yes, I once met this miss and had a brief encounter with her. Fate brought her back to me."

This casual response left even the eight fleeing fairy foxes in shock. Was he crazy?

If not for their previous battle against Dale Long, they almost thought they were dealing with someone mentally unstable. How could there be such a cultivator in this world?

"Uh, big brother, are you and this… miss friends or enemies?"

Lin Xuan was speechless but didn’t want to act rashly given the situation. Dale Long’s reputation for womanizing was well-known; what if she had some connection with him?

He decided to ask first.

"Friend or foe depends on Miss's choice."

Dale Long finally sounded more reliable, though his expression remained smug.

But Lin Xuan was satisfied. What could he expect from such a carefree big brother?

He turned towards the woman and said, "Miss Fairy, what do you say?"

Lin Xuan didn’t want to make enemies with her for now, not out of sympathy but because she might be useful as a guide. He had already struggled in this small fairy realm, and finding Moer was proving difficult due to the complex cave.

Having someone familiar with Fairy Trueman would simplify things. Thus, he preferred cooperation over conflict.

Of course, his thoughts were based on their disparity in strength; he didn’t fear her tricks given their overwhelming advantage.

However, whether they fought or cooperated depended on her attitude.

Dale Long also turned to face the woman.

But then, her words nearly made both of them drop their jaws: "Two friends, I am willing to cooperate with you. Otherwise, we will all return to the underworld." (To be continued...)
第三千九百八十二章 前因后果

No place of rest in death?

Lin Xuan and Nai Long exchanged glances. This statement was a bit too alarmist, wasn't it? —.{2}{3}{}{x}

It wasn’t idle talk. With their combined strength, even if they met a True Immortal on the road, they might still have a chance to fight.

However, by the look of this woman, she seemed extremely serious.

Could there really be a great danger?

"Please enlighten me."

After his thoughts passed through his mind, Lin Xuan’s face also lost its smile, replaced with a few solemn expressions.

"Both friends should know that this is the den of True Immortal Feathers Unfurling."

"True Immortal Feathers Unfurling? Ah, it's that old guy. Sigh, I thought he was some fairy who had descended to this place, and could play around with her…"

Before his words were finished, Nai Long’s cries of despair reached their ears as he pounded his chest.

Lin Xuan remained speechless.

His sworn brother really had such a personality… couldn’t he be more serious?

The Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox was also stunned. Fortunately, Nai Long’s bizarre behavior wasn't just limited to this instance.

Although she was surprised, she still had some tolerance, so she ignored it and continued speaking.

"In summary, True Immortal Feathers Unfurling is a significant figure in the Celestial Realm. Many years ago, he accidentally obtained a rare treasure. As they say, a man with wealth brings trouble upon himself, and many True Immortals in the Celestial Realm wanted to seize it. If it were one-on-one, True Immortal Feathers Unfurling would naturally not fear them. However, as the saying goes, two fists can't match four hands; a hero can't withstand too many people. Thus, he chose to come down to the mortal world…"

"What treasure? What kind of treasure?"

Lin Xuan had already guessed some possibilities by this point. He merely wanted to confirm his thoughts.

"This… I'm not sure."

The Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox spoke vaguely.

"Hmph, it's gotten to this stage; why hide your incompetence? It’s just the Blue Star Sea," Nai Long’s casual voice echoed in their ears.

"What, how do you know?" The Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox was greatly alarmed.

"Old Feathers Unfurling. Many years ago, when he had no other choice, he fled to our Spirit Realm. Later, another True Immortal followed his trail and chased him down. Although they tried to hide the reason for their actions, over time, it would be impossible not to leave any trace. Few knew about this treasure, but I just happened to be one of them," Nai Long flicked his hair, exuding a sense of coolness.

"Even if you know all these secrets, are you one of the Three Loose Immortals?" The Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox's face showed surprise, then she shook her head: "No, the Three Loose Immortals have formidable strength; no one is as frivolous and idle as you."

"Cough, this friend, my brother’s actions were indeed unexpected. For now, don’t mind him. Please tell me what you need to say," Lin Xuan coughed lightly, his face showing a bit of embarrassment.

His brother's personality was truly infuriating; no wonder Ice Soul, the True Demon Ancestor who had offended him once, chased Nai Long for a thousand years in anger.

"Alright."

The Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox wasn’t stupid and immediately followed suit.

"The senior’s words are correct. True Immortal Feathers Unfurling did indeed come to the mortal world due to the Blue Star Sea, breaking through space-time barriers to avoid his enemies' pursuit. Although some immortals were still unwilling to give up and followed him, they couldn’t do anything about it. Over time, he eliminated all of them. However, as the saying goes, a hidden arrow is harder to dodge than an open one. Just when True Immortal Feathers Unfurling thought the danger had passed, his young apprentice, Mo Feathers, betrayed him."

"Young apprentice?"

"Yes, that fellow was named Mo Feathers. True Immortal Feathers Unfurling once saved his life and took him as a young apprentice. Although he wasn’t a direct disciple, he still provided guidance for his cultivation. Who would have thought this wolf in sheep’s clothing wouldn’t be grateful but instead wanted to murder his master and seize the treasure?"

"And that fellow was a cunning character. Before acting, he showed no signs of anything unusual. True Immortal Feathers Unfurling, although an upper immortal, didn’t possess precognition; how could he have anticipated the other’s treacherous intentions? Without preparation, he was ambushed and severely injured.

Later, he fell victim to a剧毒 (extremely toxic poison), his life hanging by a thread. His essence nearly vanished.

Mo Feathers revealed his cruel claws, wanting to take advantage of the situation to kill True Immortal Feathers Unfurling once and for all.

But he underestimated his master’s mental strength and formidable abilities. Although severely injured and on the brink of death, he still had some fighting power.

In the end, True Immortal Feathers Unfurling defeated his enemy but lacked the strength to kill him. Thus, he could only seal him away.

"How about True Immortal Feathers Unfurling? Is he alive?"

This matter involved the Blue Star Sea; Lin Xuan naturally cared and asked further.

By the way, if you want to know more about "A Hundred Refinements to Become a仙 (Immortal), Rain of Illusions," search for "A Hundred Refinements to Become a仙 (Immortal) Rain of Illusions" on WeChat. You can get updates, photos, and other information from Rain of Illusions. Thank you.

The Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox wasn’t stupid; she quickly agreed.

"The senior’s words are correct. True Immortal Feathers Unfurling did indeed come to the mortal world due to the Blue Star Sea, breaking through space-time barriers to avoid his enemies' pursuit. Although some immortals were still unwilling to give up and followed him, they couldn’t do anything about it. Over time, he eliminated all of them. However, as the saying goes, a hidden arrow is harder to dodge than an open one. Just when True Immortal Feathers Unfurling thought the danger had passed, his young apprentice, Mo Feathers, betrayed him."

"Young apprentice?"

"Yes, that fellow was named Mo Feathers. True Immortal Feathers Unfurling once saved his life and took him as a young apprentice. Although he wasn’t a direct disciple, he still provided guidance for his cultivation. Who would have thought this wolf in sheep’s clothing wouldn’t be grateful but instead wanted to murder his master and seize the treasure?"

"And that fellow was a cunning character. Before acting, he showed no signs of anything unusual. True Immortal Feathers Unfurling, although an upper immortal, didn't possess precognition; how could he have anticipated the other’s treacherous intentions? Without preparation, he was ambushed and severely injured.

Later, he fell victim to剧毒 (extremely toxic poison), his life hanging by a thread. His essence nearly vanished.

Mo Feathers revealed his cruel claws, wanting to take advantage of the situation to kill True Immortal Feathers Unfurling once and for all.

But he underestimated his master’s mental strength and formidable abilities. Although severely injured and on the brink of death, he still had some fighting power.

In the end, True Immortal Feathers Unfurling defeated his enemy but lacked the strength to kill him. Thus, he could only seal him away.

"What about True Immortal Feathers Unfurling? Is he alive?"

This matter involved the Blue Star Sea; Lin Xuan naturally cared and asked further.

"Did any other cultivators come here a few years before us?"

"You are referring to two young women, do you know them?"

With this question, Lin Xuan’s expression couldn’t help but show great joy. It was indeed like finding a needle in a haystack; he finally found out where Moon and Butterfly were.

(To be continued...)
第三千九百八十三章 强敌降临

"More than just recognizing each other, why would Lin Xuan go through so much trouble to come here? It's all for the sake of rescuing them and getting them out of this place..."

Lin Xuan sighed. Otherwise, if he knew that every step was fraught with danger, why would he put himself in such a perilous situation?

"Ah, I see."

Upon hearing this, the Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox relaxed.

Initially, she thought that the other party had come here to seek treasures left behind by Senior Immortal Huayu. If it was just about finding people, there wouldn't be any significant conflicts between them.

"May I ask where these two are now?" Lin Xuan said with hopeful eyes.

"Do not worry, these two have considerable strength. Although they are currently trapped, the magical array can only confine enemies. They will be safe for a while."

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded, feeling relieved as if a heavy stone had been lifted from his chest. His face showed clear joy.

"Speaking of their whereabouts, I can tell you. Just..."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and naturally perked up to listen intently. However, before the Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox could finish speaking, a deafening explosion echoed in his ears.

It was similar to a meteorite falling, but this time it caused even more destruction than expected.

Several miles ahead, a mountain range suddenly exploded into the air as if it had been sliced apart.

The mountain crumbled, most of it turning into dust. A massive crater appeared on the ground.

Lava flowed along cracks in the earth, looking like a hellish landscape.

Yet, amidst such chaos, someone was walking calmly.

Lin Xuan's pupils narrowed as he looked up and saw a young man.

This person seemed extremely youthful, no more than twenty years old. His features were sharp and handsome, standing tall and elegant. There was an aura of scholarly refinement about him.

A fine gentleman indeed. But his attire was too extravagant.

He wore a bright yellow robe that stood out among the crowd. It was adorned with gold and jewels, featuring various beautiful patterns and symbols, exuding great opulence.

Anyone who looked at him would be captivated, but paired with the flowing lava, it seemed eerie.

Needless to say, this person was Mo Yu.

His face wore a lazy smile.

Though he appeared gentle on the surface, his core radiated arrogance and smugness.

No wonder he acted that way.

He had been sealed for so many years. Now that he had escaped, he was already exuding an air of confidence. Moreover, fate seemed to favor him as he encountered Senior Immortal Xuan Gu, who had fled with severe injuries.

If Xuan Gu were at his peak, a mere child would not be able to defeat him.

However, the current Xuan Gu's power was nearly depleted, leading to his downfall.

He failed to escape Mo Yu's grasp.

---

Obtaining an immortal's essence energy, Mo Yu not only replenished the lost true energy from these years but also took his strength to a new level.

As they say, happiness makes one feel good, and this immortal child could not be exempted. He did not even consider the three enemies in front of him.

"Will you surrender or prepare to fight stubbornly and suffer more under my hands?" he said with a smile that was anything but friendly.

His expression was far from welcoming; it was rather repulsive.

He was too arrogant, thinking himself above others.

Nailong Immortal chose to ignore him. Why bother looking at a boy who wasn't even beautiful?

As for his chatter, there were many people like him in the world. A mere immortal child dared to flaunt his power before him. He was truly an irredeemable fool. Nailong didn't care about what he said.

What about Lin Xuan?

On the surface, he looked cold and indifferent, but deep down, he was extremely angry.

He had just learned where Moonling was from that woman when this guy interrupted him.

Could Lin Xuan not be angry?

Though he did not speak, a murderous intent emanated from his body.

Ignoring someone was an attitude.

Mo Yu was naturally enraged as well.

Although he was only a child, he had secretly learned the techniques of Senior Immortal Huayu and considered himself an immortal. He never reflected on his ungrateful attack years ago but gloated over his successful assassination of Huayu.

With such power akin to that of immortals, how could he tolerate the rudeness of two lower realm existences?

"You are courting death!"

Enraged by countless children, his eyes suddenly glowed with golden and silver light.

He clasped his hands together.

Boom!

It was as if a thunderclap echoed in the sky, followed by ripples of golden waves spreading through the void.

Everything in their path crumbled to dust, even the void and primordial energy were not spared.

What a霸道 spell! Could he really destroy everything?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted.

But his face showed no fear.

If Senior Immortal Huayu were here, he would still show respect. A mere child couldn't possibly have such earth-shaking powers.

Lin Xuan did not make any extra moves.

The Nine Palaces Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out of water.

Lin Xuan curled his fingers and tightly grasped it.

Then he struck with one swift sword.

At first glance, the strike was unremarkable. However, upon closer inspection, no trace remained—like an antelope hanging its horns on a tree.

Clearly, Lin Xuan's swordsmanship had reached unparalleled heights, almost reaching the legendary state of returning to simplicity.

No sound or sword energy could be heard.

It seemed inferior to that of an ordinary mortal warrior. But the golden waves were pierced, turning into sparkling stars that dissipated in the void.

"What...?"

Mo Yu widened his eyes, showing disbelief on his face.

He hadn't expected to defeat them with one move but at least make them struggle and even get injured. However, what was happening now was far beyond expectations.

Moreover, a mocking laugh entered his ears. Nailong Immortal wasn't easily provoked; he laughed loudly, openly ridiculing him without any reservations.

Mo Yu was already furious, and this only added fuel to the fire.

He wished to extract their souls and refine them, so he no longer cared about concealing his true strength.

With a wave of his sleeves, brilliant spiritual light exploded before him.

Several treasures then came into view: an ancient tripod, purple mirror, copper furnace, jade staff, and silver bell.

Sure enough, these were the five先天灵宝 that had once sealed him. But now, they became his greatest allies.

The moment the five treasures appeared, Nailong Immortal's expression changed as well.

Mo Yu then rapidly moved his hands, emitting spells from his fingers.

Boom!

Instantly, divine light shone brightly.

The five treasures surrounded him and rotated together.

The bell sounded ancient and pleasant, smoke rising from the copper furnace.

It was a combination of countless tiny runes.

As for the other three treasures, each had its unique benefits. They resonated and interacted, forming an array-like structure.

Simultaneously using five先天灵宝, his power was not to be underestimated. Lin Xuan and Nailong Immortal both put away their contemptuous looks.
第三千九百八十四章 各展神通

Strong adversary!

The two men shared a mutual understanding. What to do next was self-evident.

As the saying goes, "strike first and be strong; strike later and suffer."

Lin Xuan had never been one for abiding by rules as a cultivator. As for Master Naelong... would this guy feel ashamed for fighting in greater numbers?

The answer was naturally no.

Thus, what followed could easily be predicted. Lin Xuan's hand moved slightly, seemingly just shifting his shoulder, with no other actions. But the entire sky instantly filled up with sword energy, as if by magic.

Rain-like and colorful sword energy fell from the heavens, numbering in the tens of thousands, their momentum akin to a black-feathered hawk's swift flight.

Despite such an imposing attack, all the sword energies seemed orderly, seemingly conforming to some unknown heavenly law. Yet it was hard to pinpoint exactly what that law might be.

Beside them, the Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox was left speechless. Was this truly a being from the lower realms? Such power; though incomparable to true immortals, it would still have its place in the Immortal Realm.

The sword energy was like snow, incredibly sharp.

Yet on the face of Black Feather, there was no trace of fear.

He raised his right hand and pointed at one of his treasures. Immediately, a purple mirror emitted dazzling light, its purple glow dyeing the sky with a splendid hue.

Almost simultaneously, ripples appeared in the void.

A large purple rhombus mirror materialized before their eyes.

In the mirror's reflection, swordlight scenes played out.

The next moment, sharp sounds of breaking air echoed. Countless purple lights surged out from the mirror.

Upon closer inspection, these purple lights were actually streaks of sword light.

Similar to the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, the only difference was in color.

This seemed... a copy.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed as he deduced this almost instantly. His combat experience was no joke.

But whether it was or not didn't matter anymore.

Even if he understood now, could he still change his tactics within this brief moment?

Amidst the swirling light and clashing sounds, silver and purple lights chased each other in mid-air. Yet their battle ended inconclusively.

Terrifying treasure! Its replicated abilities were nearly on par with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

A look of shock appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

But he didn't hesitate to change tactics.

With a flick of his divine consciousness, all the splendid sword lights vanished.

Everything that had just happened seemed like an illusion.

Yet he reached out towards the void.

As Lin Xuan moved, silver light shone. A celestial sword suddenly materialized from his fingertips, thin as cicada wings, almost transparent to the eye.

The sword appeared fragile but contained awe-inspiringlaw power.

Indeed,天地law (Heavenly Laws). In Lesser Immortal Domain, Lin Xuan couldn't fathom these laws, but the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no ordinary item; it approached legendary treasures of immortal palaces. It itself carried rule powers, now blending seamlessly with the surrounding essence energy to surpass its power in the Spirit Realm.

Thus, Lin Xuan's right hand moved gracefully. A magnificent sword energy surged forth, obscuring the sky and creating a grand spectacle.

But in an instant, it vanished. All the sword energies seemed compressed into a fine crystal thread.

It flashed by in an instant, crossing over a hundred meters before purple sword energy was slashed to pieces as if paper.

Can you replicate my abilities? This time, do you have time to react?

A mocking smile appeared at the corner of Lin Xuan's mouth. Then he heard a sizzling sound. The fine crystal thread collided with the purple rhombus mirror in front.

It was still unstoppable.

Perhaps that purple rhombus mirror was a decent treasure, but its defense was not its forte.

With the sizzling sound, countless cracks appeared and dissipated into points of light in the void.

Puff...

From afar, Black Feather spat out blood. His face showed shock and anger; he never imagined being injured by such a tiny ant.

"I will extract your soul and refine it!"

With a hysterical voice, Black Feather extended his hand and flicked it towards the front. Instantly, a copper furnace emitted a faint mystical aura.

The aura was but a single strand that spread outwards in all directions.

Soon, pavilions, terraces, rock formations, and waterfalls appeared before their eyes, resembling legendary palaces of immortals.

Stunning to behold, but soon, the mountains and trees transformed into monstrous beasts rushing towards them.

These monsters ranged from sizes as large as mountains, capable of shaking the earth with a roar, to tiny like mosquitoes, moving swiftly. Each had unique abilities.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed; he immediately confirmed it wasn't an illusion.

In an instant, a monster the size of a mountain, resembling a tiger, rushed within a few meters. Without time to summon his treasures, Lin Xuan punched out.

Though perhaps weaker in power, it was clean and decisive.

Boom!

The tiger's head was smashed through, its body turning into rocks falling down.

But during their fall, these rocks transformed into serpents.

With their heads raised, they seemed intent on wrapping themselves around Lin Xuan layer by layer.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, releasing countless silver sword threads from where he stood. They surged towards the opposite side like a deluge.

Instantly, all the snakes had their heads pierced through.

But they didn't fall; with a flick of their tails, each snake transformed into hundreds of flying moths, swarming towards Lin Xuan.

Unending slaughter; these creatures seemed to have infinite transformations.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword could only struggle. Lin Xuan's left hand cast a spell, and purple light shone as a delicate circular ring appeared before his eyes.

Ancient in design.

With a clear sound, a slender divine bird flew out from within the ring.

Its wings spread, creating a sea of flames.

In an instant, the sky turned purple. The Red Lotus Fire, said to burn all things in existence.

Your infinite changes? A single fire can reduce you to ashes.

Though this Vermilion Bird Ring wasn't a primordial artifact, its power was comparable.

In terms of power, it might not surpass that copper furnace, but as they say, salt water turns tofu; one thing counters another. Its abilities had an effect against the treasure item.

Puff...

Black Feather spat out more blood, his face filled with hatred towards Lin Xuan.

But Lin Xuan wasn't any better. The several rounds of combat were swift and perilous. Though he seemed to be in control, victory was a mere hair's breadth away.

Winning had been partly due to luck, but soon, Lin Xuan thought about something: where was Master Naelong? (To be continued...)
第三千九百八十五章 有福同享有难同当

It was no wonder Lin Xuan felt surprised. This time, it wasn't just him facing a powerful opponent; Neidong True Man was also there.

By the way, there was that little fox as well.

But after such a long battle, those two remained nowhere to be seen.

Lin Xuan was nothing but astonished. Could there be other formidable enemies lurking in the shadows, tying up these two so they couldn't spare their hands for Mo Yu?

This thought flashed through his mind before Lin Xuan turned around.

However, what met his eyes almost made him spit out a mouthful of old blood.

There were no formidable enemies at all. Neidong True Man was lounging there with an air of leisure.

Above the sky, a flying boat had appeared without him noticing it earlier. Actually, calling it a pleasure barge might be more fitting.

This pleasure barge was extraordinarily luxurious; he had seen one like it before, made entirely from Nourishing Spirit Wood. It was already a remarkable treasure in itself.

Several stunningly beautiful women were singing and dancing on the bow of the boat. But upon closer inspection, they turned out to be puppets, crafted with such high skill that they looked almost indistinguishable from real people.

Neidong True Man sat grandly at the bow, savoring fine fruits and wine while watching Lin Xuan's battle against Mo Yu. Beside him, the little fox with a missing arm was serving him drinks.

This… this was too infuriating.

Lin Xuan’s composure was good enough, but he couldn’t help cursing his sworn brother.

Had they gone mad? Wasn't he fighting for their lives while he was here enjoying himself?

Although he knew Neidong wasn’t reliable, he never imagined it would be so outlandish.

They had promised to share both joys and sorrows when they became brothers, hadn't they?

"Brother!" Lin Xuan's eyebrows twitched as he struggled not to slash Neidong with a sword. "Are you enjoying yourself while I'm fighting for our lives?"

"Brother, your words are misplaced," Neidong True Man said without any shame. He popped a peanut into his mouth and looked smug. "I see potential in you; your progress has been rapid over the years. That's why I wanted to help you."

"Help me?"

Lin Xuan’s retort came out through gritted teeth.

"Yes, good mentors and friends are hard to come by, but a worthy opponent is equally precious," Neidong said with a grin. "Although Mo Yu might seem arrogant and boring, his strength is impressive. If I weren't your sworn brother, I wouldn’t have let this opportunity pass me by. I would have made him my test subject long ago."

"But as an elder brother, I can't compete with you," he continued. "So whatever benefits come from this, I’ll give them to you first. Heh, third brother, don’t thank me; it’s what a big brother should do."

Neidong's sincere and kind expression made Lin Xuan want to spit in his face. He had never seen such an unscrupulous cultivator.

"So you’re thanking me for my sacrifice?"

"Indeed, that makes sense," Neidong said. "But we don’t need to be so formal about gratitude. As your big brother, it’s only natural I should take care of you. You don’t have to thank me; in the future, think of me when you get good wine and beautiful women."

Lin Xuan was speechless but wasn't truly angry.

He understood Neidong's nature well enough. If he weren't his sworn brother, Neidong wouldn't have offered to leave with him after the Peach Banquet, despite being a target for everyone’s arrows at that time.

Neidong taking such risks showed how much he valued their bond.

But right now… sigh, he could only blame Neidong's outlandish behavior. Although Neidong's words were outrageous, they weren't entirely without merit. A worthy opponent was indeed invaluable to a cultivator; in evenly matched battles, one could gain deeper insights into their abilities. And perhaps there would be breakthroughs during life-and-death struggles.

But if Neidong only acted out of pure kindness… he was too lazy!

Lazy to fight, maybe he thought Lin Xuan alone against Mo Yu was enough to handle the situation.

Watching and waiting was far more enjoyable than engaging in battle.

Let third brother deal with it.

After his anger subsided, this explanation made sense. Neidong had no malicious intent, and he wouldn’t abandon him if there were real dangers. But that didn't make Lin Xuan any happier.

Lin Xuan was a strong cultivator who liked to control everything himself. Meeting such an unreliable elder brother who acted on whims and broke the rules left him feeling like he was being led by the nose.

He might as well be playing with them, but at least Neidong wasn’t malicious. Otherwise, Lin Xuan would have been dead long ago.

Cleverness in simplicity!

His elder brother appeared carefree on the surface, but his intelligence and strength truly impressed him. Even Rain桐 Fairy couldn't match him; among scattered immortals and demon kings, few could compare to Neidong True Man’s abilities.

In that moment, Lin Xuan had a sudden realization, while Mo Yu was left speechless by Neidong's actions.

Was this guy an idiot? How could he be drinking wine in the face of such powerful enemies?

Didn't he fear being picked off one by one?

Mo Yu was no ordinary cultivator; he had lived for countless years. But seeing someone so bizarre was truly unprecedented.

Despite his astonishment, Mo Yu felt relieved.

These two lowly beings weren’t as weak as they seemed. On the contrary, both were exceptionally formidable.

Lin Xuan was already struggling to keep up with one of them. If there were two… he didn't want to admit it, but the truth couldn't be denied; he might not withstand their combined efforts.

Their actions were so outlandish that despite feeling slighted, they also gave him an opportunity to pick them off one by one.

Just then, Lin Xuan turned his head and met Mo Yu's gaze. Both of them had a cold murderous intent in their eyes.

Lin Xuan was helpless after being toyed with by Neidong, but the current Mo Yu could easily play the role of a scapegoat.

Mo Yu, after a series of probing attacks and exchanges, had also put aside his contempt.

He wanted to take advantage of Neidong's carelessness to eliminate Lin Xuan first.

Both seemed to sense each other’s intentions.

A powerful gale arose.

This wasn’t the aftermath of a magical battle; it was merely their mutual killing intent colliding, creating sharp gales.

Lin Xuan sighed. If his elder brother had helped him, he wouldn't have had such a hard time. But since Neidong chose to watch and wait, there was no point in feeling down.

In the end, everything still depended on himself.

Lin Xuan reactivated the Nine Palace Mustard Sword in his hand. (To be continued...)
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Instantly, a silver glow pierced his eyes. The sharp sword light grew wildly, and in the blink of an eye, it dyed the entire sky a brilliant silver.

Like a raging sea wave, like a furious tidal wave, it seemed to want to completely engulf its opponent.

"Come on!"

Lin Xuan activated his killing technique, but there was no trace of fear on Mo Yu's face. His right hand shot out and grabbed the precious item before him, shaped like an jadeRuyi (rú yì). With a light shake, golden light surged forth; this jadeRuyi transformed into a large golden axe.

On the handle were countless intricate runes, clearly not something to be taken lightly.

Then, the sound of cracking echoed in his ears as his right arm suddenly grew larger. It became an enormous creature over ten zhang tall, but its body size remained similar to before, giving a strange and eerie impression.

"Little fellow, I will extract your soul and refine your essence!"

With a snarl, Mo Yu swung his enlarged right hand, striking forward at the front with lightning speed.

A thunderous roar filled the air.

As ripples spread out, several dozen golden rays suddenly appeared above Lin Xuan's head, cutting through the nearby void like a scythe before they even reached him. The power of these axe blades was beyond imagination.

The opponent had abandoned defense; did he want to play a mutually destructive game?

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with surprise. Honestly speaking, he didn't believe his opponent had such courage.

But regardless, Lin Xuan wasn't in the mood for mutual destruction. He raised his hand.

Instantly, the sword light redirected towards the sky above him.

With a deafening roar, silver and golden rays rose into the air, intertwining and shooting out until they finally mutually annihilated each other.

Lin Xuan sighed, raising his left hand to punch forward at his opponent.

This punch looked unremarkable but contained all of his magical power.

Thus, without any warning, a tear in space appeared where Lin Xuan's fist was raised.

Wherever the force of the punch passed, vortexes of varying sizes could be seen, revealing the complexity and subtlety of this technique.

Mo Yu had no time to dodge. He released his precious item and clenched his right hand again, using the same method to counter it.

Boom!

Another thunderous roar echoed as Mo Yu's face showed signs of pain. His enlarged arm was directly shattered, blood and flesh flying everywhere.

Body refinement techniques were never his forte.

Using his shortcoming against his opponent’s strength, though forced, resulted in such a tragic outcome.

Lin Xuan was elated. This punch had been intended to catch the other off guard, but it actually worked better than expected.

It was indeed unexpected, and for him, the element of surprise was more significant.

Thus, Lin Xuan's left hand moved continuously, unleashing wave after wave of punches.

A miss by a hair could mean a world of difference. It was now or never to strike while the iron was hot.

But Mo Yu wasn't about to be slaughtered either.

His ancient cauldron before him trembled slightly. Then, as the lid opened, flames erupted from inside.

Flames, yes, and then clear sounds rang out as phoenixes materialized from within.

With long feathers and sharp eyes, their cries sounded like a song of triumph. Their feathers seemed to be on fire but were extraordinarily beautiful.

These divine birds were familiar.

They resembled the legendary phoenix to an extreme degree.

No, they weren't similar; they were incredibly lifelike, with no discernible difference.

This wasn’t a spell conjured by spirit energy, Lin Xuan realized instantly. Because as these phoenixes emerged, his true phoenix blood began resonating within him.

So, this answer was clear: the phoenixes before him were real.

Of course, they weren't true phoenixes but crystallized spirits crafted through magical means.

The term "phoenix crystal spirit" sounded almost unbelievable, but upon reflection, it made sense.

After all, while phoenixes were rare, there wasn’t just one true spirit phoenix.

Other phoenixes, though formidable, could be eliminated by immortal techniques, and their essence used as a foundation to create primordial objects.

Clear sounds rang out again.

Dozens of phoenix wings spread, growing at an astonishing speed, flying towards Lin Xuan with fiery trails.

Facing such a powerful enemy, Lin Xuan was taken aback.

Such power was truly awe-inspiring, and he had seen similar treasures before—such as the Vermilion Bird Ring, which contained a single crystallized spirit of the Vermilion Bird.

Now, there were many phoenixes, each no less formidable than late-stage cultivators. Anyone would be alarmed and feel unprepared.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves, instinctively summoning the Ten Thousand Swords Scroll.

As it unfolded slowly, colorful light flared on its surface.

"You also have a primordial object?" Mo Yu's face showed a sneer: "Useless. How can ordinary primordial treasures match this ancient phoenix cauldron?"

"Just like an arm trying to stop a car!"

But Lin Xuan ignored him.

The Ten Thousand Swords Scroll was now fully unfolded.

Crisp sounds of breaking air filled the air as multicolored sword lights shot out from within.

Their number was staggering, far surpassing thesword energy (jià qì) produced by the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Illusion. Their power was also shocking.

Across the distance, Daoist Master Nai Long's face showed approval; his third brother’s strength truly wasn't ordinary.

And this guy was still drinking, showing no intention of helping.

Unable to rely on anyone else, Lin Xuan could only depend on himself.

Countless sword lights surged towards those dozen phoenixes.

Seeing the extraordinary battle, Lin Xuan widened his eyes when something unexpected happened. The phoenix wings fluttered, and fiery whirlwinds rose into the sky, reaching the heavens and earth before rushing forward.

In an instant, they collided with various colored sword lights.

Those fiery whirlwinds were actually composed of countless flaming blades.

They were as sharp as sword light, effectively blocking the Ten Thousand Swords Scroll's attacks.

The phoenixes continued their charge.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with displeasure but wouldn't sit idly by. His hands moved rapidly, casting spell after spell. Instantly, golden sword lights surged forth from the treasure, converging to form over a dozen giant immortal swords.

By chance or design, the number of swords matched that of the phoenixes.

They flew towards each divine bird.

"Useless."

Mo Yu clapped his hands and cast another spell. The entire bodies of those phoenixes were enveloped in dazzling red light as they rushed forward to collide with the sword lights.
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Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

In the next moment, these two clashed violently.

Bang!

A crimson aura surged like a surging tide, swallowing the sharp sword light.

The sky was filled with flames. The sword light Lin Xuan had generated did not serve any purpose; the phoenixes' strength was formidable indeed, likely no less than ordinary true spirits.

Was it an innate treasure?

Lin Xuan also possessed such knowledge, but this Ten Thousand Sword Diagram seemed to be completely outmatched by its opponent.

What should he do?

Seeing those dozen phoenixes, accompanied by flames and spiritual light, engulfing him, Lin Xuan's face showed a sigh.

There was no fear; only a touch of melancholy.

Lin Xuan once again activated the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

Silver light blazed as dozens of immortal swords surrounded him, spinning and dancing. They then converged together with a clear sound, flying back like a myriad of streams converging into one river.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger forward, and eighty-one immortal swords flew in different directions, reuniting to form nine swords.

Simplifying the complex, only nine swords remained.

Their lengths varied, their styles differing. Even the emitted spiritual energy attributes were vastly different.

Nine Palaces Momentary referred to the five elements—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth—as well as wind, lightning, and illusion.

At this moment, they merely returned to their most basic forms.

With his deep-seated wisdom, Lin Xuan would not act aimlessly. In his dantian, the元婴 floated with a solemn expression, while the true spirit inner core spun wildly.

Multicolored and vibrant, nearly a hundred shadows of true spirits emerged one after another.

Most passed quickly like a flash in the pan, but nine remained, becoming increasingly clear instead of fading away.

Phoenixes, true dragons, peacocks, and golden phoenixes—each was renowned for its might.

The remaining five were no less formidable. They included the proud Nine-Headed Bird, the phoenix's distant relative Zhu Que, and the golden sun bird. There were also the mountain giant ape and white tiger.

Their strength should not be underestimated; they ranked among the top in true spirits.

Nailong sat there watching the show. Lin Xuan faced a formidable enemy alone, so he had no reason to hide his prowess. He raised his head, let out a clear roar that echoed into the sky, then lifted his right hand and swept it toward his crown.

As Lin Xuan moved, those true spirit shadows vanished from his dantian.

Next moment, they appeared above him.

Nine powerful auras spread out.

The Nine Palaces Momentary swords began to respond, emitting spiritual light. The nine true spirit shadows then flew towards the different-shaped immortal swords and merged with them.

Originally ethereal, these now seemed solid.

True Spirit Sword Technique!

Lin Xuan's divine technique was about to be unleashed.

This was his secret art.

Dragon roars and phoenix cries filled the air. The mountain giant ape raised its head high, its massive fist drumming on its chest like rolling thunder.

Pang pang pang, as if echoing in his ears.

What of the phoenixes?

Lin Xuan had conjured them based on true spirits; Mo Yu's face showed surprise.

What kind of spell is this? An illusion?

But that thought was quickly dismissed.

The true dragon swayed its tail and charged to the front.

Awaiting it was a fiery phoenix, over a hundred feet long. In terms of气势, it did not fall short of the true dragon. However, upon contact, they immediately separated in strength.

Ahhh!

The true dragon raised its head, spewing out a golden light wave that pierced through the phoenix's surrounding flames as if autumn winds sweeping fallen leaves.

Even though the Ten Thousand Sword Diagram's sword light could not break it, before the true dragon's might, it was like paper.

But this was far from over. Following the dragon's claws, sharp sounds rang out, revealing several piercing claw rays.

No blood splattered, but the phoenix struggled desperately, its situation dire.

Actually, it fared well.

While the true dragon's strength was terrifying, in terms of grandeur and scale, nothing could match the mountain giant ape.

This fellow's ferocity was beyond description.

It stepped forward, charging at its opponent.

The phoenix opposite had a murderous look in its eyes. It flapped its wings, shooting out a fiery vortex that struck the mountain giant ape like a sweeping mountain.

However, the mountain giant ape was so formidable that it ignored it and stepped past.

The phoenix would not yield; it shook its body, emitting several spatial rifts.

"Vacuum Slash!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. This required a certain level of understanding of space laws to perform. But the mountain giant ape did not fear, took a deep breath, then suddenly opened its mouth and let out a thunderous roar.

The vacuum in front of him distorted and blurred, forming a semi-transparent vacuum light shield.

Even Vacuum Slash was ineffective; both were obliterated upon impact.

This delay allowed the mountain giant ape to rush closer. Its fluffy hand grabbed the phoenix's neck tightly.

The phoenix roared furiously, an unprecedented insult for the king of birds. It struggled desperately, causing red light to flare up, enveloping the mountain giant ape's entire arm.

On the ape's face, a human-like expression of pain appeared. But it did not let go; instead, it unleashed its ferocity, tightening its grip with five fingers that pierced through the phoenix's skin. It then raised the phoenix high and smashed it to the ground like a rag doll.

A massive pit appeared as the phoenix was crushed. The mountain giant ape did not stop there; it repeated the action, smashing the phoenix against the side of the mountain...

...

This was just one scene of their battle. Overall, Mo Yu's released phoenixes suffered a crushing defeat. They were not true spirits and, despite formidable strength, they immediately paled in comparison to Lin Xuan's True Spirit Sword Technique.

It could be said that it was one-sided; like tofu meeting brine, one thing suppresses another.

Nailong the Immortal still laughed as he drank but showed a hint of surprise on his face. He had thought Lin Xuan would not hold out and was ready to intervene, only to see such results in an instant.

"True Spirit Sword Technique, my third brother's art is none other than the ancient Moon Clan's highest secret technique; it rivals the Heavenly Witch Goddess from bygone days. Where did he learn this? Or does he have any connection with the ancient Moon Clan?" (To be continued...)
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Nailong True Man's face showed a hint of surprise. Since Third Brother could handle it himself, there was no need for him to intervene.

Turning his head, he scolded the呆滞妖族 woman: "What are you still standing there for? Haven't you seen that my handsome lad has finished his drink? Hurry up and refill it."

"Ah, yes!"

The Eight-tailed Fairy Fox had already been rendered speechless. She knew how formidable Mo Yu was, but she never expected him to be beaten so badly by a single person.

Was this really an existence from the Lower Realm?

...

Meanwhile, Mo Yu's heart was filled with shock and anger.

This guy originally had a self-important personality. He didn't take any other existences into account except for true immortals. But now he had been given a severe beating. This unremarkable young man turned out to be so troublesome.

"Alright, alright, I really underestimated you. I never thought I would be forced to this extent by you little guy. You will regret it."

With the venomous voice entering his ears, Mo Yu's face flashed with determination: "Since you are so reckless, let me show you my true immortal body."

"True immortal body?"

Lin Xuan was still feeling confused as Nailong True Man and the Eight-tailed Fairy Fox both showed signs of seriousness.

Especially the latter.

"It can't be. Although he did receive guidance from True Immortal Feathers in the past, at the end of the day, he is just a child. How could he possibly have a true immortal body?"

Was this just showboating?

But such lies would easily be exposed. It didn’t make sense for him to act so foolishly.

The Eight-tailed Fairy Fox pondered. In front of them, Lin Xuan had already broken the ten phoenixes one by one with his true essence spirits. Mo Yu's situation was dire indeed.

At this critical moment, he clapped his hands together and formed a ball in mid-air. He cast a sword technique, and layers of spiritual light began to emanate from his body. At that moment, he truly looked like an immortal.

But the good looks weren’t just skin-deep. With a clear ringing sound, countless talismans flew out from Mo Yu's body.

They appeared extremely strange. However, his body began to emit powerful energy.

Real spiritual essence power!

Could this be what he called a true immortal body?

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted.

But the matter wasn’t over yet.

With Mo Yu’s loud shout, the five先天灵宝悬浮在他周围 all flew back to him.

The Purple Mirror, Copper Cauldron, Ancient Tripod, Jade如意, and Silver Seed returned without exception.

Mo Yu's hands waved continuously, casting a series of divine seals. Next, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The size of these five treasures rapidly shrank.

They then imprinted onto his body, fusing with him.

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded.

Was this real? The先天灵宝 actually fused with him.

What kind of spell was this?

An immortal realm technique?

At least Lin Xuan had never seen such a thing in the spirit realm.

The fusion between person and treasure resembled the unity of man and sword, but these were先天之物. And there were five of them.

Their power was beyond doubt—certainly earth-shattering.

He couldn’t let him succeed; he must kill him here as quickly as possible.

Lin Xuan’s combat experience was incredibly rich. In an instant, he concluded that this was necessary.

Boom!

With his mind guiding his actions, the nine true essence spirits turned to face him.

Their blood-filled mouths opened wide, unleashing their respective divine techniques.

The golden light emitted by the True Dragon tore through the void as if it were paper.

The Peacock's tail swayed, releasing multicolored spiritual lights that transformed into countless arrows, shooting forward.

The Phoenixes naturally didn't lag behind. Their wings swept out towards the front.

A shimmering hole appeared before their eyes, rushing forward.

The Vermilion Bird and the Golden Crow spread their wings, bringing forth a flurry of fiery flames—purple for one and dazzling gold for the other.

As for the Mountain Giant Ape, its moves were simple. Its arms swung wildly, sending countless powerful fist shadows out.

The White Tiger was no less formidable, spewing out shocking golden light from its mouth like the True Dragon did.

With nine true essence spirits attacking together, even though they were illusions, each one had roughly three-tenths of a real true essence spirit's power.

Their combined force was astonishing.

Ordinary cultivators wouldn't dare face it head-on; a misstep could result in being blasted to pieces.

This wasn’t exaggeration; nine true essence spirits working together truly had such strength.

Seeing the situation worsening, Lin Xuan wanted to end this quickly and decisively, planning to achieve his goal in one fell swoop.

However, that was easier said than done.

Facing this overwhelming attack, Mo Yu showed no fear on his face. He didn’t dodge or summon any treasures; he simply spread his hands, emitting dazzling spiritual light from his entire body.

"What is...?"

Lin Xuan widened his eyes, almost thinking he had misjudged the situation. Although the light was multicolored and iridescent, what he used was just a basic defensive spell—spiritual essence protection!

The principle was simple: spreading spiritual essence for defense.

This crude technique, which couldn’t be looked at directly, was being used to block his own attacks.

Was this guy crazy or overly confident?

Lin Xuan didn't know. But he wasn’t angry about being underestimated; instead, he was overjoyed. This was a golden opportunity for him.

He didn't care what Mo Yu thought; such an opportunity would be wasted if not seized.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan unleashed all his spiritual power without reservation.

Boom!

Crimson, Orange, Yellow, Green, Blue, Indigo, Violet.

Seven-colored spiritual light flickered. In the blink of an eye, Mo Yu was enveloped by the overwhelming attack.

The momentum was beyond description; even Nailong True Man stopped drinking and looked pained. Such an attack would leave him with a severe beating if it hit him.

Lin Xuan’s methods didn’t stop there.

Either do or don't; he summoned the Ten Thousand Swords Scroll again.

The light flickered, and sharp sword lights like fish swam out, covering everything in sight as they shot towards Mo Yu.

Boom!

The momentum was shocking. Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of paleness.

This wasn’t exaggeration. Even though his spiritual essence power was deep and pure, surpassing that of his peers, he didn't have his second yuan婴 nearby, and casting the true essence spirit sword technique already required a lot of effort. Summoning an先天灵宝 naturally made it harder.

But Lin Xuan gritted his teeth and persisted; this opportunity was too precious to miss. (To be continued)
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Boom! Boom!

The gale-force winds shot out in all directions, but that was merely the aftermath of Lin Xuan's attack. The entire process was like a collapse, utterly devastating; the very void had been shattered.

"Huff... huff!"

Lin Xuan panted slightly, but his face showed a hint of amusement. Because the opponent’s aura had vanished, it meant he had successfully eliminated the enemy. This fool, who could blame him for being so careless and overconfident?

As the saying goes: "Heaven's wrath can still be endured; self-inflicted suffering cannot."

However, before Lin Xuan could fully process this thought, his expression changed abruptly.

Without any warning, a sharp claw emerged from behind him. Lin Xuan managed to sidestep just in time, but several bloody marks appeared on his shoulder.

"Hmph, you're quite quick at dodging!"

Muye revealed her face, yet her entire body had transformed into a monster. A fine layer of blood-red scales covered her body; her eyes turned silver-white, and her hands turned into sharp claws. Bone blades extended from her elbows as well. The eight-tailed immortal fox beside her was dumbfounded. This wasn’t the true body of a True Immortal; it was clearly demonic!

Of course, this transformation was different from ordinary ancient demons. It involved using fiveprimordial spirit treasure (Primordial Divine Treasures) to perform a miraculous secret technique. Similar to how a cultivator ignites their root fire during a tribulation, the potential risks were significant, but the strength gained was evident.

Apart from Lin Xuan's sharp attack, he merely used his Qi Shield to block it. This alone showed that his strength was inconceivably formidable.

A strong enemy!

Lin Xuan’s face was filled with seriousness. However, before he could think of a strategy, the opponent had already made the first move.

His face showed a sinister expression, tinged with a hint of mockery as he vanished in a series of blurs and electric arcs.

Teleportation?

Transcending the void?

No!

The opponent merely used ordinary concealment techniques, but his speed was so fast that it could no longer be detected by divine sense. In an instant, Muye had arrived before Lin Xuan... No, not Lin Xuan; it was the Mountain Giant Ape.

Roar!

The roar echoed through the air. Lin Xuan’s True Spirit Sword Technique had reached a state of perfection where the true spirit wasn’t just a puppet but possessed some degree of consciousness. Thus, without his control, it could unleash its divine power on its own.

Amidst the roaring sound, the Mountain Giant Ape suddenly raised both arms into the air, producing a buzzing noise as dozens of dark fist shadows appeared, aiming to engulf the opponent instantly.

Muye paid no heed; with an unknown movement, those fist shadows landed in empty space. He then approached the Mountain Giant Ape’s head and neck, slashed his left hand, and the bone blade on his elbow cut through it.

No blood spurted out, but a human-like expression of pain appeared on the Mountain Giant Ape's face.

This wasn’t over yet; with a punch from his right hand, he struck the Mountain Giant Ape’s forehead.

Boom!

The massive creature fell to the ground. The strong Mountain Giant Ape couldn’t withstand this seemingly light attack.

Ahow!

Just then, golden light flashed as True Dragon rushed forward. It spat out a beam of light and slashed down with its claws.

True Dragon’s power was evident; it seemed intent on avenging the Mountain Giant Ape. However, could it succeed?

Muye didn’t dodge this time; he charged right into the light beam.

True Dragon's breath could destroy anything in existence, but to Muye, it felt like a gentle breeze. His body was truly formidable beyond description.

He clenched his fist and met True Dragon’s claws head-on. Despite their vastly different sizes, it looked like an ant trying to shake a tree.

But then, "crack" sounds filled the air as True Dragon was actually broken by the blow, its bones shattered.

Such results were hard to believe. But it wasn’t over yet; Muye’s figure blurred and he appeared behind True Dragon, grabbing its tail.

He spun around like throwing a javelin and crashed into a mountain with a resounding boom.

Suddenly, a phoenix cry echoed in his ears as flames soared through the sky. Phoenixes and peacocks arrived together. Nine-headed birds and Golden Suns followed closely.

The four celestial birds combined their forces but were quickly beaten to submission.

Muye’s True Immortal Body, fused with five Primordial Divine Treasures, was bizarre yet incredibly powerful. He punched the phoenix, kicked the Golden Sun, slashed at the nine-headed bird with his elbow blade, and then performed a backflip, sending the peacock crashing into the mountain wall.

The four celestial birds couldn’t retaliate; they were left in a critical state.

Lin Xuan’s expression was grim. True Spirit Sword Technique had always been invincible; when did it fall to such a fate? Was he destined to perish here?

Before this thought could fully form, Muye defeated the White Tiger and appeared beside Lin Xuan with incredible speed.

He struck Lin Xuan so swiftly that his movements were almost indiscernible. In that moment, Lin Xuan couldn’t even use Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes; he was stunned.

Indeed, Lin Xuan was powerful, but not invincible. For a moment, he was thoroughly disoriented.

In the realm of high-level combat, every second could decide victory or defeat. If this had been a one-on-one fight, Lin Xuan’s fall would not be impossible.

My life is over, thought Lin Xuan, his heart cold and bleak.

He didn’t want to give up but was too slow in reacting.

Then, a blurry figure appeared in his vision—Dale Long True Immortal!

Although unreliable, he wouldn’t watch his sworn brother perish without trying to help. However, instead of using his treasures, Dale Long threw his wine flask at Muye with all his might.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh; was Dale Long too late to use his treasure or simply didn’t consider the opponent a threat? It was hard to tell.

His elder brother truly seemed incomprehensible. But regardless, could such a simple wine flask really stop Muye’s formidable power?

Lin Xuan was full of doubts, and even the eight-tailed immortal fox was stunned. As for Muye, he looked both bewildered and angry. His thoughts were understandable; in an instant, he had reduced nine true spirits to nothing, yet he wanted to use a mere wine flask as if fighting a ruffian.

Was this contempt?

But no matter how one looked at it, his head seemed to be the problem. (To be continued...)
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It wasn't just the cultivators of the lower realms; even if Dharmaraja had returned to life, or that legendary Asura, they would never dare treat him like a mere chicken or dog.

Madness.

This guy was either insane or had serious mental issues. Mo Yu's face showed a hint of amusement, but there was no trace of joy in it. He was so angry he laughed out of sheer rage. He had long been annoyed by this inexplicable fellow. If you wanted to die, I'll send you straight to hell.

With that, his fist flew towards the wine flask as if throwing it at Dharmaraja. Mo Yu's intention was to have the flask return and humiliate him who had humiliated himself. This guy underestimated me so much; he must taste his own medicine. He wished for the flask to come back and drench him with wine.

"Brother, be careful."

Even Lin Xuan found Dharmaraja's actions too childish. Alright, you might be strong, but Mo Yu wasn't an easy target. How could he use a wine flask as if playing with a fool? Dharmaraja would surely reap what he sowed.

Lin Xuan understood the situation clearly. He was both angry and frustrated. What had happened to his good helper? Why did it turn into such a useless teammate?

What should he do? Should he run away?

But Dharmaraja treated him well; how could he just watch him fall here?

For a moment, Lin Xuan found himself in a dilemma.

Many cultivators were selfish and self-centered. Lin Xuan was no exception to this rule, but when it came to loyalty, he wouldn't hesitate.

Leaving his sworn brother behind would be impossible for Lin Xuan. But staying here meant certain doom. He was torn between two choices.

What should he do?

Just as the thought flashed through his mind, a dramatic scene unfolded before him.

Boom!

Mo Yu's fist struck the wine flask, but instead of flying back as expected, it seemed to strike something heavy and solid. Mo Yu's face turned pale, beads of sweat dripping from his forehead.

Pain etched on his face, he looked like he had been hit by a lightning bolt. Lin Xuan widened his eyes in shock; he couldn't believe what was happening before him.

Was this...

Before Lin Xuan could ponder further, the scene transformed dramatically.

Without any action from Dharmaraja, the lid of the wine flask popped open. A fragrant stream of alcohol spilled out. But soon, it turned into a vast sea of waves.

Towering waves crashed down! Variouslaw or rule forces emerged from within.

This wasn't just fine wine; it was an ambush.

Dozens of feet-high waves engulfed Mo Yu, but this was only the beginning. Sibilant sounds of breaking air filled his ears as countless crystal threads poured out of the flask.

Each thread transformed into a sword beam, sharp and blinding, sweeping towards Mo Yu with overwhelming force.

The ferocity of the attack far surpassed what Lin Xuan had faced earlier. Moreover, while facing him before, Mo Yu had used a shield to defend himself, but this time he was caught off guard, achieving a perfect element of surprise.

He was completely surrounded by sword beams. Blood splattered everywhere as Dharmaraja gloated: "What a fool! You don't even understand simple psychological warfare. Using your hands to catch my life-bound treasure? Do you think you're Asura? Hmph, not even the Asura King from back then would dare."

Mo Yu was furious, realizing he had fallen into his opponent's trap. That so-called wine flask was actually Dharmaraja's life-bound treasure.

How could he have hidden it so well? He exerted no pressure or aura before the attack and feigned madness, making him completely unguarded and walking straight into the trap.

With each scream echoing in his ears, Mo Yu had suffered severe injuries. Despite his tenacity, he still refused to give up, fighting desperately to break free.

"Stop your futile struggles."

Dharmaraja took a bite from a divine fruit, mumbled something indistinctly: "Brother Three, why are you still standing there? Do you not understand the meaning of falling into someone's trap?"

"Oh! Oh!"

The sudden changes left Lin Xuan speechless. Hearing Dharmaraja's reminder, he finally realized his mistake—such a good opportunity had been wasted.

It was never too late to mend one’s ways. Lin Xuan cast a spell.

The nine nearly dead true spirits flickered with spiritual light and transformed into the sharp Kunlun Sword.

Following this, sword beams rained down on Mo Yu along with Dharmaraja's attack.

Meanwhile, the eight-tailed immortal fox, who had been enjoying the show, reacted too. She hated Mo Yu for his broken promises. This was a golden opportunity; how could she miss it?

With a wave of her hand, she revealed several treasures and joined the assault on Mo Yu without hesitation.

Screams filled the air as Mo Yu's frustration turned to despair. In such dire straits, there was no turning back.

His final cries for mercy were useless. Releasing him would only bring endless trouble. The three opponents before him weren't easily fooled.

No matter what Mo Yu said, it was futile. After a few more breaths, he finally vanished from sight.

Even his soul and essence had been irreparably lost, leaving no chance of reincarnation.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief. This battle had been extremely perilous, especially with the demonic transformation of Mo Yu's true body. He felt the threat of falling to his doom. He was still complaining about his sworn brother fostering a tiger. If he had acted earlier, it wouldn't have caused such a commotion.

But who would have thought that at this critical moment, Dharmaraja, whom he had complained about, would turn the tide in such an amusing way.

Real and fake, real and unreal.

It seemed absurd and full of luck, but upon reflection, Lin Xuan realized it was all part of Dharmaraja's carefully laid plan. After this battle, he still couldn't discern his sworn brother's true strength. Dharmaraja had outsmarted him with perfect strategy.

Cunning!

Lin Xuan had plenty of experience in strategizing, but compared to Dharmaraja, it was like a small witch seeing a great wizard. He could only admire.

Among the three realms' experts, Lin Xuan feared Rain桐, Ice Soul, and now there was Dharmaraja.

PS: It's Christmas today. Phantasia wishes all fellow cultivators good health and peace. (To be continued)
第三千九百九十一章 鼐龙真人与天巫神女

Fortunately, Nei Long True Man was his own elder brother.

Lin Xuan felt extremely relieved. Otherwise, if he were to fight against him now, he really wouldn't stand a chance.

However, that said, considering how Nei Long deduced Yu Tong and Bing Po, they shouldn't be underestimated either.

Yu Tong Fairy wasn't much of an issue; there was no conflict in their interests.

But Bing Po...

The grudges between them were far from trivial.

For one thing, her capable assistant, the True Demon Ancestor's treasure snake, had died at his hands.

While it might be too strong to call it a life-or-death feud, this much was certain: he had made an enemy of considerable magnitude with her.

Moreover, the comb and mirror in the Seven Treasures of Naraka, he needed to reclaim them. This alone would inevitably lead to conflict with her.

His elder brother once said that she and Yu Tong were close friends with King Naraka, and only they knew what happened during that ancient upheaval.

So, it seemed like turning Bing Po into an ally was almost impossible.

Lin Xuan sighed in his heart but wasn't truly afraid.

He would deal with whatever came his way—like water meeting earth. Bing Po might be tricky, but he wasn't a soft target. He believed there were ways to overcome her.

These thoughts flashed through his mind briefly, leaving them for later consideration.

There's always a path when you reach the mountain top. Lin Xuan released his divine sense and began searching for the spoils of this battle.

However, his eyes widened in surprise as he found that all fiveprimordial spirit treasure had vanished without a trace.

How was that possible?

Lin Xuan searched meticulously; these weren't ordinary treasures but powerfulprimordial spirit treasure, five in total. Even with his wealth, they would have been enough to make him drool.

But there were no results.

Those five treasures truly disappeared.

Just as he pondered over this, the voice of the Eight-tailed Fairy Fox sounded: "Friend, you needn't waste your efforts; that Black Feather was just a child. How could it manifest its true immortal body? It relied on the power of those fiveprimordial spirit treasure. With his demise, they were all destroyed."

Lin Xuan frowned but remained skeptical.

While he couldn’t find the treasures, foxes were known for their cunning, and who knew how much truth there was in her words?

He turned to his elder brother, Nei Long True Man—a creature that had lived for millions of years. He should be able to discern the truth from falsehoods.

"Hmph, little fox, you're not being honest."

Nei Long True Man extended a hand and tapped the Eight-tailed Fairy Fox's head: "You don't know how terrible it is to lie in such circumstances? Sigh, I pity your beauty and cherish your virtue. Otherwise, your fate would be extremely tragic."

While saying this nonsensical nonsense, he waved his sleeve, revealing a streak of green light.

In the air, a white space crack appeared before his eyes.

The green light flickered, and an ancient tripod emerged from it.

Phoenix Ancient Tripod!

It was indeed one of the five most powerfulprimordial spirit treasure. Even Lin Xuan's Ten Thousand Swords Diagram fell short in comparison.

However, this treasure, which could rival immortal treasures, now lay in ruins, with countless holes.

The surface damage might be repairable, but its essence had completely vanished.

There wasn't a trace left.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

This treasure was utterly destroyed and couldn’t be repaired.

The Eight-tailed Fairy Fox hadn't lied. What his elder brother did next would reveal his intentions.

Contacting Lin Xuan's gaze, Nei Long True Man smiled: "Third Brother, you are so honest..."

Fortunately, no other cultivators were nearby—especially those who had been duped by Lin Xuan in the past; otherwise, they might have spit out a mouthful of old blood upon hearing this evaluation.

Honest?

Was he mistaken? This young man was clearly as cunning as a fox, always seeking benefits without giving up any. When had he ever been honest?

But Nei Long's words were not empty talk. He waved his sleeve again and shot out a sword light with a "tsk" sound, slicing through the ancient tripod.

As an aside, the rest of the ruins crumbled into sand, but amidst them, over ten red lights shot out, dazzlingly bright.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan was initially surprised but quickly realized what they were.

His face lit up with joy as he couldn't bear to see these treasures escape. He swiftly waved his sleeve and a streak of green light flew out, dividing into several streams that grabbed the red lights one by one.

These turned out to be round balls about the size of dragon eyes.

Inside each ball, a blurry phoenix moved.

Though small, it was incredibly lifelike.

Phoenix Crystal Souls.

There were fifteen in total. Although the ancient tripod had been destroyed, these crystal souls remained.

Their significance to him was obvious; no wonder Lin Xuan was so elated.

"Elder Brother..."

Lin Xuan raised his head and intended to discuss how to distribute these treasures with Nei Long True Man. He had fought for a long time against Black Feather, but it was his elder brother who turned the tide. Emotionally and logically, he deserved these treasures more than Lin Xuan did.

But before he could speak, Nei Long waved his hand: "Alright, Third Brother, between us brothers, there's no need to fuss over such things. The Phoenix Crystal Souls you cultivate are highly useful; if you need them, take the money."

"Really..."

Lin Xuan was speechless at how generous this was.

It was said that kin know each other well, but Nei Long treated these treasures like dung.

He was too noble.

After all, they weren't ordinary treasures—Phoenix Crystal Souls!

"Elder Brother, this... how can I accept it?" Lin Xuan looked awkward. He felt uncomfortable but desperately needed these treasures.

He didn't know what to say.

"It's nothing, just a small matter. As cultivators, treasures are mere trifles. Don't be so formal with me."

"Thank you very much, Elder Brother."

Lin Xuan was a straightforward cultivator; since he needed them, he wouldn't fuss over it anymore.

"That’s right. I actually have something to request." Nei Long True Man suddenly looked somewhat embarrassed.

"I have a favor to ask."

Lin Xuan was taken aback. In his eyes, Nei Long was a man who played with the world and had no worries due to his strength and generosity.

Saying he had a favor to ask was indeed unexpected.

"Don't be so formal; just speak your mind."

Lin Xuan was also straightforward.

"Indeed, where did you meet the Heavenly Witch Goddess? How is she now?" Nei Long True Man's expression showed some anxiety as he spoke.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had a vague idea but couldn’t help much. He sighed: "Elder Brother, I've never seen the Heavenly Witch Goddess in this lifetime." (To be continued...)
第三千九百九十二章 月儿的下落

"Never seen it before?"

Nailong Zhenren was taken aback, his expression turning displeased. "How is that possible? The True Spirit Sword Art you just demonstrated is the highest secret technique of the Moon Shadow Clan. To my knowledge, even during their golden age, only one divine maiden, the Heavenly Witch Goddess, mastered this power. Even the clan's senior elders couldn't learn it."

"Let alone the difficulty in forging the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword; it was no easy feat. Without the help of the Heavenly Witch Goddess, your third brother would have found it nearly impossible to complete such a task within a short time."

Nailong Zhenren's expression grew serious.

However, Lin Xuan wore a bitter smile on his face.

Your words are right.

But I've had countless extraordinary experiences; it's impossible to explain them with common sense.

"Big Brother, the situation is different from what you imagined."

Fortunately, these weren't secrets that couldn't be shared. So, Lin Xuan began recounting his human world experiences—how he accidentally arrived at the Moon Shadow Clan's tribe, how he traded with Divine Lord of Poison for their cultivation techniques and secret arts to refine the Green Illusion Fiery Technique.

After arriving in the Spirit Realm, he discovered remnants of the Moon Shadow Clan underwater, where he obtained the inheritance of the Heavenly Witch Art.

As for the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, it was indeed a journey filled with countless challenges. But Lin Xuan truly didn't receive any help; he achieved everything through his own efforts and hard work.

"Ah, I see."

After hearing Lin Xuan's explanation, Nailong Zhenren seemed disappointed. His expression showed clear signs of despondency. The disappointment in his eyes was evident to anyone.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan began guessing quietly. Curiosity grew within him.

"Big Brother, do you know the Heavenly Witch Goddess well?"

Lin Xuan tentatively asked.

"Not just well."

Nailong Zhenren sighed. "She is my dream goddess. Unfortunately, she has no interest in me; it's like a prince's desire for a maiden who isn't interested."

Lin Xuan was greatly surprised. So, it was only Big Brother's one-sided affection.

Wasn't Nailong the first flower-hearted rogue in the Three Realms? He was both refined and elegant yet unrestrained, with a charm that could be deadly to women. How could such a master of seduction suffer from unrequited love?

Lin Xuan's mind brimmed with curiosity and doubt.

But no matter how curious he was, Lin Xuan wasn't an insensitive cultivator; even his sworn big brother, he wouldn't pry into such matters too deeply.

He comforted himself briefly.

Nailong naturally wasn't a delicate young lady. He quickly regained his unrestrained nature.

"Right, third brother. You came here to find your sister's whereabouts. Do you have any leads?"

"It all depends on this woman."

Lin Xuan turned around. The eight-tailed immortal fox beside him lowered her head submissively. After witnessing their powers, she dared not underestimate or take chances.

"The lady said that two women had visited True Immortal Feathers' cave before us?"

"Correct. I did say so," the eight-tailed fox replied meekly.

"Where are they now?"

"I can lead you there, but you must agree to one request."

The eight-tailed fox smiled lightly.

"You're acting recklessly now. In this situation, do you still have the right to make demands on us?" Lin Xuan laughed.

"Indeed, their strength is beyond mine. My life is in your hands. But Feathers' cave is incredibly mysterious. Without my help, friends, you won't find them," the eight-tailed fox said firmly. "Do you think I'm just rambling? You must test it?"

Lin Xuan and Nailong Zhenren exchanged glances.

"Tell me your conditions."

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed.

"I'll lead you to her, but after success, you must leave immediately. First, don't harm me; second, I won't stay here searching for other treasures."

"Agreed!"

Lin Xuan readily agreed.

"You're not going to take advantage of my promise, right?"

Lin Xuan's agreement was too straightforward, causing the eight-tailed fox to look doubtful.

"Hmph, what do you mean by this? Do you want us to swear an oath or something?"

Unlike Nailong, Lin Xuan wasn't a flower-loving cultivator. If the other party pushed his limits, he wouldn't mind giving them a taste of their own medicine.

"Ha, there's no need for that. I have faith in the integrity of two seniors,"

Foxes were suspicious but also adept at reading people. She understood she had touched on Lin Xuan'sbottom line (bottom line). Persisting would only bring misfortune to herself; the Three Realms revered strength above all.

Thus, she wisely changed her mind.

Though unwillingly, there was no other choice.

Lin Xuan didn't look at her face: "Since you agree, what are you still hesitating about? Let's go."

"Oh, okay."

Although still nervous, with no other options, the eight-tailed fox obediently led the way.

...

Their journey was much smoother compared to before. With a guide, it was like an old horse knowing the path.

Of course, there were still some dangers, but Lin Xuan and Nailong's power made trivial traps ineffective.

Despite this, they spent several hours before arriving at a small valley.

To be honest, from the outside, the valley didn't stand out. Though flowers bloomed everywhere, in the Fairy Realm, whereimmortal spirit qi (spiritual energy) nourished beautiful scenery, it wasn't particularly remarkable.

"Are Moon and Little Butterfly here?"

Lin Xuan was surprised. The scene of the valley was clear; there were no signs of Moon or Little Butterfly.

"Of course, I wouldn't dare deceive you. However, this valley is a special place in Feathers' cave."

"Special place?"

"Yes. Back then, it could be considered the location where Feathers closed himself off. The spiritual energy here was much denser than elsewhere. Because of its importance, strict restrictions were set up, but they are hard to detect from the surface. Yet, entering is extremely difficult."

"To be honest, I still can't figure out how those two divine maidens entered this valley back then. But clearly, they could enter but couldn't leave; they're trapped here."

"Ah, I see. According to your words, there's no danger for them."

"Yes, you can rest assured. The restrictions in the valley will keep them confined, but they are completely safe," the eight-tailed fox said firmly.

Lin Xuan felt relieved upon hearing this.

The other party wouldn't dare deceive him.

But how to rescue Moon from inside required much thought. (To be continued...)
第三千九百九十三章 意料之外

"Brother, do you have any ideas?"

Humility in seeking advice is one of Lin Xuan's strengths. Besides, Master Nailong's power and experience far exceed his own. It makes sense to consult with such a sworn brother.

"This...?"

Nailong's face also lost its playful expression as he carefully examined the valley before him: "The art of array formations is not my forte. From the outside, this valley doesn't reveal much. However, Little Fox spoke so mysteriously about it, there must be some hidden meaning. Better to be cautious."

This was a non-answer.

Lin Xuan was speechless for a moment.

But he wasn't surprised. Cultivation techniques are vast and deep; no one can master them all. Specializing in one is enough to dominate the Three Realms. While Master Nailong is formidable, it's reasonable that he isn't familiar with array formations.

It seemed Lin Xuan would have to rely on himself.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly.

He took a deep breath and released his spirit sense.

No results.

The scenery before him remained unchanged.

Knowing his other abilities aside, his spirit sense was nearly on par with true immortals.

But he showed no signs of discouragement. This outcome was expected. Lin Xuan used the Heavenly Wind Divine Eye.

A silver light shone deep in his eyes as the scene began to blur. The entire valley seemed enveloped by a colorful curtain.

Thin yet shimmering, it exuded an aura of mystery.

Little Fox's words weren't exaggerated; this place indeed had a strangeprohibition guarding it.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and a flash of green light appeared, forming a sword beam that struck the curtain.

A thunderous sound echoed. The surface of the curtain actually produced lightning.

The sword beam was enveloped by it, accompanied by a wail. Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Sword fragmented into pieces.

Stunned!

Such results left even Master Nailong speechless.

He knew well about the power of the Nine Palaces Sword and would not have expected such a result.

Thisprohibition was truly terrifying.

"Third Brother, are you alright?"

Master Nailong, who usually acted carefree, showed concern on his face. Losing one's own treasure was no fun, even for powerful cultivators.

Lin Xuan shook his head. He waved his hand and the fragmented Nine Palaces Sword reappeared in his palm.

The sword spirit had returned to its ethereal state.

This secret technique was miraculous; a destroyed treasure could be reborn through fire. But Lin Xuan showed no joy on his face.

Although that strike wasn't his ultimate, he hadn’t held back at all. Yet the result was disappointing.

Would other attacks work?

Even with Master Nailong’s help, they might not break thisprohibition.

Was Moon really beyond rescue?

Lin Xuan was not one to give up easily, but despair began to surface.

A mere step away from success felt like an eternity. Why would it be so?

Wait, there must be another way.

Pessimism and despair flashed through his mind before he dismissed them. He had a trump card.

Five Dragon Seal!

Unknown origins, mysterious, almost as enigmatic as the Blue Star Sea. Its power never disappointed him; even primordial spirit treasures seemed inferior in comparison.

It was time to use it. This would reveal his secret to all, but Master Nailong was his brother and highly principled—nothing too serious.

In times of crisis, one must seize opportunities. Lin Xuan disregarded everything else and used Inner Vision to activate the Five Dragon Seal.

But the treasure floated in the center of the Blue Star Sea, completely out of his control.

No way!

Even before, he could use it.

Why not now?

Lin Xuan was at a loss as he tried again with no success. This path seemed useless too.

Just then, an inexplicable urge stirred within him... almost like something calling to him, urging him to go forward.

Lin Xuan was stunned. Was this array formation luring him in? It seemed to be setting a trap.

The Nine Palaces Sword had been shattered; he had no doubt that entering its range would lead to utter destruction.

Yet the urge grew stronger with time. The Five Dragon Seal began to resonate too.

Was this not a trap? Theprohibition and the Five Dragon Seal were connected.

Lin Xuan pondered, but it was just speculation. Choosing wrong meant certain doom.

But Lin Xuan made his decision: he would try.

Rather than wait for death, he might as well take a chance. He understood the principle of seeking fortune in peril.

Despite the immense risk, he was determined to save Moon.

With resolve, Lin Xuan charged forward, green light enveloping him as he rushed towards the protective barrier.

"Wait, Third Brother, what are you doing?"

Master Nailong was equally stunned. He didn't know what Lin Xuan had been thinking.

Was his third brother losing it?

Going headlong into thatprohibition seemed suicidal.

Nailong wouldn’t watch him do something foolish. But he couldn’t stop him in time.

Lin Xuan acted decisively, touching theprohibition without a sound or thunderous explosion. He entered unharmed.

Even with Nailong’s vast experience, he was speechless. Little Fox, the Nine-Tailed Fairy Fox, was equally stunned.

"You said no one could enter thisprohibition," Nailong asked.

"I did say that, but you can try...," the Nine-Tailed Fairy Fox's hesitant voice echoed.

"Try? Do you think I'm stupid?" Master Nailong wasn't a fool.

"So what do we do now?"

"What to do? We wait. If Third Brother can enter, he will come out."

Nailong took out a wine flask and said, "Stop dawdling; come here and pour me some wine."
第三千九百九十四章 倒霉的林轩

In the valley, flowers bloomed in profusion. The birds sang and the fragrance of flowers filled the air. The concentration of immortal energy was so intense that it far surpassed anything else.

Moon had now reached the mid-stage of cultivating through trials. As Little Butterfly said, although she was trapped here, her rate of cultivation was much faster than elsewhere.

As they say, every loss comes with a gain. For cultivators, this place could indeed be considered a paradise for refining one's essence.

However, Moon’s face did not show much joy; instead, it was filled with a heart-wrenching sadness that tugged at the heartstrings.

The path of immortals was undoubtedly alluring, but what she yearned for more was to stay by her beloved’s side forever.

She had been trapped here for years. Where are you, Master?

Seeing Moon in such a despondent state, Little Butterfly sighed softly.

This silly girl is too fragile and emotional.

They hadn’t been apart for more than a few years, but for beings like them, it was insignificant. Why torment herself so?

She couldn't believe that her previous life had been the brilliant Asura.

Indeed, Little Butterfly already knew Moon’s secret as clearly as if she were looking through a mirror. It was Moon who told her.

Perhaps there really is such a thing as being destined for each other.

In any case, Moon and Little Butterfly got along very well, their bond even stronger than that of sisters.

They had nothing to hide from each other; in fact, they shared everything without reservation.

Over the years, it was thanks to Little Butterfly’s guidance that Moon didn’t hold back. She even revealed her past life's secrets.

When Little Butterfly first heard about it, she was shocked. The stark contrast between Asura and Moon’s personalities was too great. One was the ruler of the underworld, decisive in all matters; the other, so tender and weak. Could they really be the same person?

But despite her doubts, Little Butterfly trusted that Moon wouldn’t lie to her.

Seeing Moon suffering from longing once again, Little Butterfly, as a good friend, couldn't pretend not to notice.

She felt both pity and amusement, about to comfort and advise her when something unexpected happened.

Suddenly, an anomaly occurred. A spatial rift appeared in the sky, emitting faint electric sparks with golden arcs jumping inside. Then, a dark object shot out from it.

"What is this monster?"

The two women were startled. Moon’s tears still glistened as she instinctively summoned her soul-bound treasure.

They had accidentally stumbled into this valley years ago. Despite not being able to leave, there was no danger in the valley at all.

What could have intruded today?

Moon merely prepared for battle while Little Butterfly reacted more decisively.

With a flick of her jade hand, a crystal blade appeared and shot towards the dark figure with a silver thread.

Better to be safe than sorry. This girl’s understanding of striking first was sharp and clear.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had stumbled into the light curtain without any warning.

But he wasn’t attacked. Lin Xuan was overjoyed, thanking the heavens for his luck when suddenly, an immense repulsive force pushed him away.

The force was so strong that it knocked him out before he could react.

Before his eyes, a glimmer appeared.

Danger!

Instinctively, Lin Xuan sidestepped.

A spray of blood splattered as he barely avoided the critical area but still got a shoulder wound.

Fortunately, the injury wasn’t severe. However, the repulsive force continued to act on him.

He crashed into the mountain wall ahead.

Boom!

Dust and smoke filled the air as the entire mountain crumbled.

...

Seeing that her first attack had failed, Little Butterfly pointed her jade hand forward.

The crystal blade turned and followed behind the dark figure. This time, it couldn’t dodge in time and hit its target.

"Ouch!"

A cry of pain echoed.

But Little Butterfly’s face showed confusion... this voice sounded familiar.

"Master."

Moon was equally alarmed.

She hadn't seen clearly but after years of companionship, she knew Lin Xuan too well. Wasn’t that Lin Xuan's voice?

"What?"

Hearing Moon's scream, Little Butterfly froze in place. It couldn’t be a coincidence; she had just killed Master Lin.

What should she do now?

Not only could she not become sisters with Moon, but there was also a master-servant contract between her and Lin Xuan. Although it allowed him to command her for ten thousand years, if she harmed her former master, the contract would doom her.

But she hadn’t meant to.

Little Butterfly stood dumbfounded, feeling like her heart had sunk to the bottom of a well.

Then, a series of "Ouch" sounds reached their ears. Moon helped Lin Xuan hobble over, and he was still alive.

Little Butterfly rejoiced.

But it made sense; Lin Xuan’s abilities far surpassed those of his peers. How could he have easily fallen?

She must have been too frightened to think straight.

"You stupid girl! You didn’t even look before attacking me so viciously."

Lin Xuan looked dejected, almost wanting to curse her out.

"Sorry... I was just too anxious."

With the situation as it was, Little Butterfly could only apologize: "It’s all my fault. I acted too hastily. Let me see where you got hurt, Brother Lin."

"Get lost."

Lin Xuan wasn’t in a good mood.

But before he could finish his sentence, Moon couldn't help but giggle.

"You're still laughing?"

This time, Lin Xuan was truly furious and turned to glare at the beloved Moon.

"Haha, Master, don’t be so hasty. It’s just a minor injury that will heal soon."

Moon stuck out her tongue, her eyes full of mirth.

Little Butterfly was confused but released her divine sense, only to gape in amazement before giggling as well.

The crystal blade had pierced Lin Xuan's buttocks, which were thick and thus didn’t suffer much damage.

But this outcome made Lin Xuan even angrier.

"You’re still laughing?"

Furious, he gritted his teeth but managed not to summon his treasures. He decided to beat her up first before lecturing her.

"Sorry... it was all my fault, Brother Lin. Please forgive me! I was too rash."

Understanding the situation, Little Butterfly knew she was in the wrong and hurriedly tried to appease him, though she was secretly laughing inside.

"Master, Sister Little Butterfly didn’t mean to. Please forgive her!"

Moon also helped plead for forgiveness. Lin Xuan just couldn't help but laugh at them both.

That... who said girls should be outward? Moon was defending the culprit even when he had been hurt. It made him so angry! (To be continued...)
第三千九百九十五章 灵水宗

Lin Xuan was fuming and glaring, with two maidens by his side trying to smooth things over.

What could Lin Xuan do now?

He had no choice but to take the blame.

They returned to the cave dwelling with the two maids.

Even a chair wasn't allowed for him. His physical body might have been tempered through countless trials, but Little Butterfly's abilities weren’t something to be trifled with either.

The injury was serious enough that it wouldn’t heal in less than ten days or so. Lin Xuan was fuming all the way as he wondered how unlucky he had become.

Of course, there were some consolations. At least the little fox hadn't lied; both girls were safe and sound without any misfortunes befalling them.

They say that a brief separation is better than a new marriage, but Lin Xuan's current state didn’t allow for much intimacy. He could only sit with Yue'er and have a long chat to catch up on their recent experiences.

...

Time passed swiftly. Three months had already elapsed since Lin Xuan entered the valley, yet Nei Long True Man showed no signs of impatience waiting outside.

It wasn't that he was patient; rather, our handsome young man found joy in his own company.

A hundred feet away from the entrance, a luxurious pleasure boat hovered in the air. Constructed from Nourishing Spirit Wood, it was spacious and comfortable. On the boat, beautiful women were singing and dancing while Nei Long True Man held the eight-tailed fairy fox, indulging in feasting and drinking. His face radiated contentment.

Even as he waited, his demeanor remained unruffled. Throughout the ages, there was only one person who could match him in this regard—our very own Nei Long True Man.

The eight-tailed fairy fox's eyes sparkled with affection, mirroring her master’s reputation as the First Playboy of the First World.

...

Given their current situation, it seemed he wouldn’t grow impatient even if he waited another ten years.

However, while Nei Long True Man was not anxious, Lin Xuan might not remain here indefinitely.

...

It was a tranquil morning, with all things just beginning to awaken from their slumber. Inside the pleasure boat, however, music and laughter continued unabated. Nei Long True Man’s cultivation allowed him to sleep or stay awake without any trouble.

Suddenly, golden light flashed, and three figures appeared in the valley.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and let out a long sigh of relief. After enduring countless hardships on this journey, he had finally found Yue'er and Little Butterfly.

"Mister Young Master, you said Nei Long Brother was here as well. Where is he now?"

"He’s right over there," Lin Xuan knew his fellow sworn brother's temperament all too well, pointing at the pleasure boat with a smile.

...

On the other side of Nei Long World, the sky was somewhat dim. This was an uninhabited wasteland, where the aura of spiritual energy was sparse—clearly not a place frequented by many people.

However, behind one of these barren mountains, there lay a group of human cultivators dressed in black robes. Counting them roughly, there were over a hundred individuals present.

Both men and women, ranging in age from young to old, mostly in their prime. Some elderly with white hair had reined in their aura, indicating that they possessed considerable cultivation.

Their faces bore the marks of hardship, suggesting that they had traveled far to reach this place.

...

Most were resting or meditating, while a few elders gathered together, whispering about something important.

"Cloud Senior Brother, have you investigated well? The域外天魔here are indeed temporarily away on other tasks and not here. Don’t let the rumors fool us into being caught off guard. Our灵水宗’s last elite forces are all here," said a bearded elder with a white face, without any facial hair, his imposing presence radiating strength as he glanced around suspiciously.

"Junior Master, why do you need me to repeat it? The域外天魔here have indeed been temporarily reassigned. This concerns the life and death of our sect; how could I possibly be careless? If there’s even a hint of error, just chop off my head," retorted a red-faced elder in a maroon robe, clearly displeased.

"Senior Brother, don’t get angry. Such matters are significant, so I must be cautious. It's not that I doubt you," sighed the white-faced elder, his face showing signs of joy.

"Yes, Cloud Senior Brother, you should be more magnanimous. The Master is pouring all his efforts into preserving our sect’s legacy and didn’t mean to offend you. Why get so upset over a single disagreement?"劝解的是一个白发老妪，但她的话里带着几分偏袒：“难道还在为当年师尊没有将宗主之位传给你……”

“你说什么？”

那红脸老者勃然大怒，愤而站起。

“好了，现在不是说这些的时候。”那白面老者连忙制止他们，“不过是些陈年旧事。师姐，你就不要再提了。云师兄，你也不要介意。”

“是啊，云师兄，你也该大度一点。掌门为了我们宗门的传承倾尽全力，又没有恶意冒犯你，何必因一句话就生气。”那白发老妪放下拐杖，同样忧心忡忡地说：“那位林轩林盟主也不知道从哪里冒出来的，根本不可靠。唉，如果Nei Long真人在就好了。”

“哼，这时候提Nei Long真人有什么用？我听说Nei Long真人的洞府蓬莱仙岛处境也不比云隐宗好多少，同样被域外天魔重重包围。”那红脸老者不以为然地说。

插一件事：大家可以在微信中搜索“百炼成仙幻雨”，添加幻雨的微信，上面有幻雨与《百炼成仙》最新的动态、生活照片、更新通知和视频游戏，请大家搜索“百炼成仙幻雨”，谢谢。
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"Alas, what use is it to talk about this now? Who could have thought that the Three Realms would face such calamities at once. Even with a boundary-crossing teleportation array, there's no point in using it now. In my humble opinion, we should head to Cloud Concealment Sect," said the white-faced elder, his expression full of hesitation, but he ultimately sighed and spoke.

"Head to Cloud Concealment Sect?" The white-haired old woman looked puzzled. "But isn't that place under siege by域外天魔?"

"I know this well. However, hasn't their main stronghold not been breached yet?"

"The performance of Senior Lin Xuan is commendable. Though it doesn't reach the level of extraordinary talent, he has managed to thwart the schemes of the域外天魔 several times, ensuring that Cloud Concealment Sect remains unscathed. With these powerful outsiders now in great numbers, aside from Cloud Concealment Sect and Penglai Immortal Island, I can hardly think of another place that could withstand the overwhelming attacks by the域外天魔."

The other elders present also wore expressions of deep thought.

After a long while, the red-faced elder nodded. "Brother's words are reasonable. This is our only option. Let's head to Cloud Concealment Sect."

"Agreed," said the white-haired old woman. "Compared to Penglai Immortal Island, Cloud Concealment Sect is much closer. We should be able to leave this desert in about a month." They all nodded in agreement after discussing.

"Now that we have no objections from our fellow disciples, let's rest tonight and gather our strength. Tomorrow morning, we'll depart from this desert," said the white-faced elder, though he hinted at his intention to step down, he was still the head of Lingshui Sect, both emotionally and logically, it was only fitting for him to make the final decision.

The others agreed loudly.

Thus, these senior elders no longer gathered but each sat cross-legged, restoring their spiritual energy by consuming pills.

...

At the same time, several million miles away,

In the dim sky, golden lightning suddenly appeared. Dark clouds swirled overhead, and thunder rumbled continuously in his ears.

Then a spatial rift appeared, and several fireballs shot out from it like meteors, crashing onto the ground with force.

But soon, their momentum slowed down as they revealed hazy figures.

"Phew, returning to the Spirit Realm feels great. Without the constraints of the laws, compared to the Little Immortal Domain, I feel much lighter."

Lin Xuan stretched his arms, his face full of joy.
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"Haha, Third Brother, this is natural. Although your strength has improved, since you haven't passed the ascension trials, you naturally feel various restraints and discomforts in the Little Immortal Domain," said Dailong with a cheerful laugh, still looking lighthearted.

After much effort, they directly returned from the Little Immortal Domain.

However, unlike when they left alone, this time it was bustling with people.

Moon Butterfly wasn't mentioned. Dailong True Man naturally traveled together. The most annoying part was that the Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox also followed them.

Remember how she had sworn to Lin Xuan and Dailong to leave the Little Immortal Domain quickly? But in such a short time, she herself turned into a persistent pest, insisting on following no matter what.

Of course, this had nothing to do with Lin Xuan. It was all Dailong True Man's fault.

Mystics knew that an Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox could bewitch anyone. This was her innate divine power, and it wasn't wrong for her to be so captivating. Logically, Dailong True Man should have been the one enchanted by her.

But mystic affairs couldn't be judged by common sense. Even with nine tails, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox's charm might not match that of an Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox. In just a few months, the Eight-Tailed Fairy Fox had already ensnared Spirit Realm's top playboy. Looking at her determined expression, Lin Xuan couldn't help but laugh inside… Would Dailong True Man be punished by Qianqian Immortal Maiden with kneeling and scrubbing clothes?

He decided to stay out of it. Although they swore to share both good times and bad when they became sworn brothers, he didn't want to get involved in such matters.

Thus, the group returned to the Domain of Dailong. But looking around, everything was unfamiliar.

But that wasn't a problem for them.

This wasn't the Little Immortal Domain; Lin Xuan could easily command the laws of nature and his divine sense wouldn't be suppressed here either.

So he closed his eyes and released his divine sense to seek out someone who could guide him. Whether it was a cultivator, a beast, or an outsider, as long as they could tell him where they were, that would suffice.

"Ugh..."

He soon received some information, though the distance was too great for clear communication. Lin Xuan's face showed signs of thoughtfulness.

...

Meanwhile, the members of Lingshui Sect were meditating.

After a long journey, their spiritual energy had been depleted.

They seized this opportunity to rest as tightly as possible.

As time passed, the sky grew darker.

A dark cloud drifted overhead.

Initially, they didn't pay attention. But suddenly, an unpleasant "cackling" sound reached their ears.

The clouds parted, revealing hundreds of monstrous birds.

These birds varied in size; some were over ten zhang tall, while others were a dozen feet high. Regardless of their size, all were hideous, with red flesh crests on their heads, sharp beaks and claws, emitting faint black light, and eyes glowing with ferocity.

They didn't immediately attack but surrounded the Lingshui Sect cultivators from all sides.

"They are Fiery Demon Birds," said Cloud Senior Brother. "You said that the域外天魔 stationed here were transferred elsewhere. Where did these demonic birds come from?" The white-haired old woman was furious, turning her head to the left in indignation.

"I don't know where you got this idea! Are you accusing me of conspiring with those outsider demons?" The red-robed, bearded elder also grew angry, his panic evident as he retorted instinctively.

"Hmph. That's hard to say."

"You..."

"Enough, enough. It's late now; what are you arguing about? I trust Cloud Senior Brother won't betray the heavens. These outsiders are cunning; Cloud Senior Brother likely fell into their trap. The pressing issue is how we can break through and protect our sect's legacy," said the white-faced elder, interrupting their argument with a loud shout.

"Cack!"

The cackling sound echoed in their ears.

These Fiery Demon Birds had completed their formation and swooped down.

"Die!"

The Lingshui Sect cultivators wouldn't sit idly by. They raised their spiritual treasures to counter the attack.
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In a short while, magical artifacts flew and danced through the air, casting colorful luminescence against the night sky. The booming explosions echoed loudly as both sides fought fiercely, leaving a mess of destruction.

From their position, it seemed that the Spirit Water Sect was gaining the upper hand. Although these Demon Flame Birds were fierce, they only excelled in sheer numbers and had no particularly outstanding abilities.

"Stop lingering; hit hard and break through."

However, the white-faced elder who served as the sect leader showed no sign of joy on his face. He knew that the Demon Flame Birds were merely scouts sent by the域外天魔 to test them. Engaging them would only waste precious time for their escape.

Yet, the disciples had already become bloodthirsty and few heeded his calls. The white-faced elder was furious, shouting repeatedly until the disciples slowly gathered around him.

But it was too late. Diversions of various colors appeared in the distance, signaling the arrival of a large cloud of dark magic.

Within this cloud, vaguely visible were some demonic warriors with grotesque faces.

"A bunch of fools! Still fighting here? Hurry and leave!"

The white-faced elder was so enraged that he pounded his chest. The disciples of the Spirit Water Sect finally understood just how dire their situation had become. Their leader indeed had foresight.

They didn't dare disobey, taking to the skies one after another. But it was too late. A rough laugh echoed in their ears: "Ha! Guests from afar, why leave if you've arrived? Stay here and suffer!"

Before they could react, the Demon Cloud suddenly erupted with a loud roar. The Demon Flame Birds that had been fighting them all exploded into pieces.

Caught off guard!

This sudden attack left nearly half of the Spirit Water Sect's disciples either dead or injured. The rest were also badly wounded, except for several elders who managed to survive due to their quick reactions.

"Despicable!"

The white-faced elder was both shocked and angry, gritting his teeth. He never expected the enemy to be so ruthless. Although Demon Flame Birds were considered expendable in the eyes of域外天魔, such tactics were still too harsh.

"Hmph! The victor takes all; no matter how unscrupulous you are, it's your own foolishness that got you here."

Another rough laugh echoed from within the cloud, filled with malice: "If you're wise, submit and suffer less. Otherwise..."

"Otherwise what? Do you think you can spare us?" The white-faced elder shouted to his disciples.

"Master Brother! We must fight our way out!"

The white-haired old woman understood that her master was trying to sacrifice himself to buy time for them. With a surge of emotion, she cried out and lunged forward, only to be pulled back by another hand.

"Senior Sister, don't!" the old man with a square face said.

"Are you going to watch our master die alone?"

The white-haired woman glared at him angrily.

"I misunderstood, but I'm not afraid of death. If we all perish, what about these disciples?"

"You're right," she sighed. Although unwilling, she had to admit the wisdom in his words.

Meanwhile, the white-faced elder rushed towards the Demon Cloud. With a wave of his sleeves, he consecutively summoned several magical artifacts and spat out some essence blood from his chest. The artifacts' light intensified by more than 30%, sweeping forward with overwhelming force.

"True old stubbornness! Ignorant of death!"

From within the cloud, a harsh cackling sound echoed as dozens of demonic rays flew out, trapping the elder's magical items and giving them an upper hand.

域外天魔’s strength far surpassed that of ordinary cultivators. This demon in the cloud seemed to be slightly more advanced than the elder in terms of cultivation and realm.

With unstoppable momentum, the two clashed, leaving the Demon Cloud unable to withstand it.

"Enough!"

The elder's last hope vanished as he realized there was no way out. To survive, they had to sacrifice themselves by self-destructing their元婴 to block the stronger enemy.

But just then, a faint voice suddenly echoed in the nearby void:

"Haha! Good luck indeed. The chosen pathfinders are here. A few Level 9 Demons dare to be arrogant before me. Since you're so ignorant of death, I'll see you off."

Before he could finish speaking, ripples surged through the air as a stream of green light swept out.

Following it were hundreds of sharp sword beams.

Unbelievable! The demonic rays that had been dominating just now seemed to have met their nemesis. They shattered easily and turned into ordinary metal, falling from the void.

The Demon Cloud's warriors were shocked, but the Level 9域外天魔 was even more alarmed. Although he didn't know where the enemy came from, it was clear that a high-level cultivator had arrived.

With the situation reversed, his primary concern was to save himself rather than chase after the fleeing enemies.

Not all域外天魔 were fearless and reckless.

Without hesitation, the Demon Cloud turned towards the distance. But Lin Xuan chuckled.

"True fools! Do you think there's still a chance to escape in front of me?"

No visible movement from Lin Xuan, but the air around them suddenly became stagnant. The momentum of the Demon Cloud slowed down until it stopped completely.

"Senior, please spare my life."

A demon with long ears and green eyes emerged from within, his face filled with fear.

But before he could react, a sharp sword beam cut off his head. (To be continued...)
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As he fell, the entire Demon Cloud vanished into thin air.

The remaining demon soldiers were leaderless and looked around in panic, at a loss for what to do.

These fellows didn't need Lin Xuan's intervention; naturally, cultivators from the Spirit Water Sect would rush forward and eliminate them.

Extraterrestrial Heavenly Demons had committed countless atrocities, so they deserved to be eradicated by everyone.

"Thank you, Senior, for saving my life. I still don’t know your esteemed name?"

With a miraculous escape, the cultivators of the Spirit Water Sect were overjoyed, prostrating themselves before their sect leader as they expressed their gratitude. This rescue was indeed an unexpected stroke of luck for them.

"As fellow members of the human race, it's only right to extend a helping hand; there’s no need to be so formal."

A calm voice entered his ears, followed by a flash of light, revealing several figures seemingly appearing out of thin air.

Two men and three women.

While the two men were unremarkable, the three girls were breathtakingly beautiful. Generally, most women who embarked on the path of cultivation wouldn’t have plain looks; their cultivation techniques often had anti-aging effects. However, these three girls were exceptionally outstanding.

The terms "shy as the moon," "faint as a fish," and "fallen like a flower" fell short in describing them. Seeing them made one understand what "beautiful women are disasters" truly meant.

Everyone was dumbstruck until an old lady with white hair cried out, "Master Nailedong, Lord Lin!"

"What?"

Several elders turned their heads, revealing expressions of shock and astonishment.

The two strongest cultivators from the Nailedong Realm had actually arrived together. Was this a dream?

It wasn’t hard to understand why they were shocked; the odds were too slim.

They wouldn’t worry about mistaking identities either. Since this realm was named after Master Nailedong, his true appearance might be seen by few, but portraits of him were widely known—ordinary cultivators and even commoners had likely seen them.

It would be impossible to make a mistake.

As for Lin Xuan… he had risen quickly indeed, but his speed was too eye-catching. He could almost be considered legendary.

His fame as the head of the Immortal Dao Alliance spread far and wide.

Most cultivators had seen his appearance through the Jade Cylinder.

It was well-known that the Three Realms were vast, yet high-ranking cultivators were few in number. Unless you personally reached that level, there would be no chance to meet them; it could even be said that they were like dragons seen only by their heads.

Let alone these two, who were among the most powerful at the Transcendence stage.

One was the realm’s master, and the other a legendary hero.

The cultivators of the Spirit Water Sect were equally stunned, their expressions mirroring those of a dream. This was too incredible!

Initially, everyone had stood up, but now they prostrated themselves again, showing extreme reverence.

The three绝世 beauties—Moon, Pearl, and Jade—were completely overshadowed.

"Salutations to Master Nailedong and Lord Lin."

"Enough with all the formalities. Tell me what has happened in the Nailedong Realm over these years. I feel that the Extraterrestrial Heavenly Demons are even more rampant than before."

Lin Xuan’s sigh echoed, as he observed their reactions.

"How could you not know? " The cultivators of the Spirit Water Sect were stunned; Lin Xuan shouldn’t have been in charge of the Yunyan Sect headquarters and be so well-informed about this realm's affairs.

"Speak up, no need for all these words?"

Lin Xuan understood why they were confused. He showed a trace of impatience on his face. Talking too freely with someone you barely know was a big no-no. Lin Xuan wouldn’t explain that he had just returned from the Little Immortal Realm.

"Yes, yes."

Seeing Lin Xuan’s anger, those from the Spirit Water Sect suppressed their doubts and let several elders speak about the changes in the cultivation world over these years.

...

An hour later,

Lin Xuan parted ways with Master Nailedong, traveling back to Yunyan Sect at breakneck speed. They had to part for now.

From what the cultivators of the Spirit Water Sect said, they learned a crucial piece of information:

The Yunyan Sect and Penglai Immortal Island were both facing formidable enemies.

In fact, it wasn’t just these two families; since the establishment of the Immortal Dao Alliance, Extraterrestrial Heavenly Demons had launched large-scale counterattacks. They claimed that the gateway to the Outer Demon Realm was opened, bringing in reinforcements that significantly bolstered their strength.

As a result, they launched fierce attacks on the entire Nailedong Realm.

When Lin Xuan last returned to the Nailedong Realm, the situation between cultivators and demons had been unfavorable but manageable. However, this time, due to the enhanced strength of the Extraterrestrial Heavenly Demons, the power gap was stark. Many prominent sects were uprooted, while smaller ones suffered even more.

Under these circumstances, the Immortal Dao Alliance became a magnet for many观望 forces, which joined en masse to form alliances and resist the Extraterrestrial Heavenly Demons.

Recently, the Immortal Dao Alliance had engaged in battle with the demon army.

Reports said that it was a fight so intense that heaven and earth seemed to darken. Countless experts were dispatched; there were over a hundred Transcendence-stage cultivators on both sides.

This wasn’t all of their strength, but most of the powerful ones chose to join. The Bear King, Wan Xiao Immortal Lord, Dongyu Immortal Emperor, Black Phoenix Valley’s Valley Master, and others were all involved, naturally including Lin Xuan as head of the Immortal Dao Alliance.

Unfortunately, they suffered a crushing defeat in this battle. Dongyu Immortal Emperor perished in combat, while the Bear King lost his head. Almost none of the five high-ranking experts escaped unscathed; even Lin Xuan, the head of the Immortal Dao Alliance, was injured and fled.

The most astonishing part was that defeating them all was just one person—Virtuous Void, a legendary leader among Extraterrestrial Heavenly Demons.

Indeed, Virtuous Void single-handedly defeated five opponents and inflicted a crushing defeat on Lin Xuan and his companions. Two died instantly in the battle, while the remaining three managed to escape but were grievously wounded.

Silent until now, Virtuous Void made his presence felt with this battle. Although it was rumored that he had been the first to descend into the Demon Realm as a vanguard and single-handedly killed one of the Nine True Demons—Painted Demon, his true exploits remained questionable over time.

Since his arrival in the Nailedong Realm, he claimed revenge on Master Nailedong but never found him. Virtuous Void lived a reclusive life. While his name was known to cultivators and demons alike, no one had seen his face.

As the saying goes, "hearing is deceiving; seeing is believing." The true strength of Virtuous Void remained uncertain in everyone’s minds.

However, this battle left cultivators trembling with fear at its mention. (To be continued...)
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Isn't that the case? Lin Xuan, the Black Phoenix Demoness, and Wan Xiao Immortal Lord—these five were already among the strongest cultivators in the Realm of Naelulong. Despite their overwhelming numbers, they still ended up with such a disastrous outcome.

Looking across the Realm of Naelulong, who else could possibly stand against this terrifying demon lord?

The Immortal Dao Alliance was out of the question. Even if Naelulong True Man returned here, he would likely be overwhelmed by the situation. This battle not only resulted in the loss of many cultivators but also left them shaken and their morale at rock bottom.

Virtuous Demon Lord was portrayed as nearly invincible.

From then on, the power of the域外天魔 (Exterior Heaven Demons) became increasingly arrogant and overbearing.

Monk practitioners aside, most sects and families fled in fear.

However, despite the vastness of Naelulong, there were limits to its extent. As these exterior heaven demons expanded their influence, many sects and families found themselves cornered, forced into a desperate battle with no other choice.

No one wanted to be at the mercy of others. After all, even clay men had some true fire left in them. Cultivators who controlled the power of the heavens were certainly not willing to give up so easily.

They fought back with all their might and managed to kill off a few exterior heaven demons. However, this merely delayed their advance. After these series of events, the disparity between their strength had become even more pronounced.

In summary, the exterior heaven demons had been nearly invincible thus far, conquering everything in their path, except for two places: the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect and Naelulong True Man's cave dwelling on Penglai Immortal Island.

Firstly, regarding the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect, its strength had grown significantly over the years. The area of the main sect hall was ten times larger than before, and it was filled with numerous traps and prohibitions.

Following that battle, the Immortal Dao Alliance suffered a crushing defeat. The remnants retreated to the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect, including Immortal Lord Wan Xiao and the Black Phoenix Valley's valley master, along with their subordinates.

Other powerful figures from various sects also retreated to Cloud Concealment Mountain. After that battle, Virtuous Demon Lord did not pursue them relentlessly; perhaps he thought it wasn't worth his time. However, this didn't mean his followers would let Lin Xuan and the others go easily.

The other exterior heaven demons continued their assault, making it impossible for any of these powerful figures to leave. Thus, they were forced to remain within the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment Sect.

Currently, the main sect hall of Cloud Concealment was a gathering place for many powerful cultivators, relying on array formations and prohibitions for protection.

Meanwhile, although the exterior heaven demons had formidable numbers, without Virtuous Demon Lord's assistance, they were at a loss as to how to proceed. Their battles with Cloud Concealment Sect continued sporadically but did not break through its defenses.

It seemed like both sides were stuck in a cycle of mutual attrition.

However, Cloud Concealment Sect could not break free either. In this situation, it was one of the few relatively safe places in Naelulong.

The other place that was equally renowned was Penglai Immortal Island, which was the dwelling of Naelulong True Man and had been operated for a million years.

Packed with various array formations and prohibitions, its power far surpassed that of Cloud Concealment Sect. The Nine True Vengeful Deity Array alone ranked among the top five in all three realms, enough to deter even wandering immortals and demon kings from entering.

Although Naelulong True Man was no longer around, Qianqian Immortal Lady was not a weakling either. Her strength far exceeded that of her peers, and some of Naelulong True Man's concubines and attendants were formidable as well, even reaching the realm of Tribulation Transcendence.

Moreover, although Naelulong True Man was carefree, he had friends who shared his temperament. In critical moments, he was known for his loyalty to his comrades.

Thus, naturally, there would be a group of brothers and cultivators who had benefited from him.

Although these individuals were not widely known, their strength was considerable. Among them were late-stage Tribulation Transcendence realm experts, as well as some wandering practitioners who crossed over to assist.

As a result, the power of Naelulong True Man's dwelling on Penglai Immortal Island was no weaker than that of Cloud Concealment Sect.

The exterior heaven demons' army had no idea how deep their strength lay. Initially, they suffered heavy losses and were in dire straits.

While it wasn't an all-out defeat, it was indeed a humiliating retreat that even attracted the attention of Virtuous Demon Lord himself.

Virtuous Demon Lord shared an unbreakable enmity with Naelulong True Man. Although he didn’t want to take matters into his own hands, his subordinates were thoroughly defeated.

Virtuous Demon Lord was enraged and personally took action.

To be fair, Penglai Immortal Island did have many powerful experts, but none of them could match Virtuous Demon Lord in strength. Even if they all attacked together, it would be useless.

Thus, their strategy was to avoid battle and remain hidden.

This had nothing to do with courage or cowardice. Facing an enemy that couldn't be defeated, trying to fight head-on is not bravery; it's the behavior of a fool.

Of course, Qianqian Immortal Lady and her companions would never make such a mistake. They weren’t just defending but using prohibitions to engage in guerrilla warfare with their opponents.

Initially, Virtuous Demon Lord didn't take this small intelligence lightly.

What could any prohibition stop him from doing?

However, pride came before a fall. The Nine True Vengeful Deity Array was so powerful that even Rain桐 Immortal Lady hesitated to face it. While Virtuous Demon Lord could defeat the Painted Demon, facing Rain桐 Immortal Lady might not be as easy.

Wandering immortals and demon kings, true demons, and primordial ancestors were indeed on par in reputation, but their actual strength was vastly different.

Moreover, this ranking came from ancient times, a million years ago. After so many years of refinement, the disparity between their strengths had become even more pronounced.

Defeating the Painted Demon did not mean they could walk all over the three realms.

Thus, Virtuous Demon Lord, who underestimated his opponents, suffered significant setbacks this time. He personally attacked but failed to break through the Nine True Vengeful Deity Array and lost an arm in the process.

Of course, at such a high level of strength, limb regeneration was no issue for him.

But it was still embarrassing to return empty-handed.

In other words, even with his personal involvement, he could not easily breach Penglai Immortal Island.

The stalemate continued.

However, did this mean that Penglai Immortal Island was completely safe?

Of course not. The Nine True Vengeful Deity Array was incredibly powerful, but each prohibition had its limits. This wasn't just about the consumption of crystals; there were other factors as well.

Every time the exterior heaven demons attacked, the Nine True Vengeful Deity Array would suffer some damage. While it might not be noticeable at first, over time, these damages accumulated.

Furthermore, this array was overly complex. Although Penglai Immortal Island had many experts skilled in array formations, they lacked the ability to repair something so ancient or possibly passed down from the immortal realm.
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Moreover, the域外天魔 outside Penglai Immortal Island were watching with hungry eyes and would not give them a chance to repair their defenses.

In other words, the Nine True Subduing Demons Great Array was constantly depleting itself each day, and there would come a time when it would be breached.

Qianqian Immortal Maiden understood this principle; how could Void Lord Demon fail to know it as well?

Thus, he did not rush. After suffering a loss once, he no longer pursued immediate gains but instead focused on recuperation, dispatching celestial demons and demonized cultivators to consume the power of the Nine True Subduing Demons Great Array.

To hide and avoid was foolish beyond measure; they were sealing themselves into a death trap. One day, I will strip their souls and refine their essences one by one.

Void Lord Demon silently vowed and did not return to his main base but instead stayed outside Penglai Immortal Island.

Meanwhile, the rest of the heavenly demons continued their assault with fervor, advancing from all directions to thoroughly clear out the Dragon Cage Realm's forces.

After all, this realm ranked among the top five in the Spirit Realm. The significance of conquering it was beyond words.

...

These were the messages Lin Xuan and Lingyun had gathered from the Spirit Water Sect.

The Spirit Water Sect was merely a mid-sized sect with negligible overall strength to Lin Xuan's eyes. However, they had traveled extensively, avoiding attacks by celestial demons, making their information network exceptionally well-informed.

Their expressions when looking at Lin Xuan were somewhat odd; in their view, much of this knowledge should have been personal experiences for Lord Alliance Lin, so why ask him?

Lin Xuan did not have the mood to elaborate on these matters. He could hardly imagine how dire the situation in Dragon Cage Realm had become in just a few years.

Indeed, it was several years.

While it seemed that Lin Xuan had not been away for long, time passed differently within the Little Immortal Domain compared to the Spirit Realm. From his perspective, he had actually been gone nearly ten years.

Lin Xuan and Lingyun no longer felt like joking around; they were too preoccupied with their current predicaments.

As the saying goes, saving someone is like putting out a fire. Lingyun True Man rushed off with Little Fairy Fox to Penglai Immortal Island to save his wife.

Whereas Lin Xuan, needless to say, hurried towards Cloud Concealment Sect in the opposite direction.

One misstep could lead to regret for all time; he did not want this slight delay to result in a disappointing outcome. The wind rushed past him at breakneck speed.

Lin Xuan's speed was naturally beyond description—instantaneous travel over a thousand miles.

However, Lin Xuan failed to notice that his haste had led him off course. Only after several days of flying through countless mountains and rivers did he realize his mistake.

Tears welled up in his eyes but could not fall.

Even wise men can make one mistake in a thousand; Lin Xuan never imagined that he would commit such a basic error one day.

But there was no use feeling depressed now. Lin Xuan had to turn around and head back towards Cloud Concealment Sect.

Was it still too late?

Lin Xuan did not know.

Just then, his inner sense of foreboding was absent. Among all the arts of cultivation, Lin Xuan was least skilled in divination; his current depression could hardly be put into words.

...

At this moment, Cloud Concealment Sect.

The main base had changed significantly compared to usual. Amidst towering mountains and rugged terrain, countless buildings sprang up, with some caves carved out within the mountain itself.

To inquire about something, fellow daoists should pay attention to Vrain's WeChat; she will be posting an event today with generous prizes. There are also some fun materials you shouldn't miss. You can search "Myth of a Thousand Refinements Vrain" or "hchy1982" on WeChat.

The density was far greater than that of ordinary sects.

This approach was inappropriate because the number of cultivators a spirit vein could support had its limits. This is why two sects would fight to the death over a good spirit vein.

Cloud Concealment Sect, however, seemed to disregard this rule. The extensive development of caves placed a significant burden on the spirit vein's capacity.

If any cultivator paid attention, they would notice that compared to several years ago, the aura was noticeably thinner. While it had not yet reached unbearable levels, continuing in this manner would eventually destroy Cloud Concealment Sect's spirit vein.

However, at this moment, Cloud Concealment Sect could no longer afford such luxury; ten times more cultivators than usual now gathered within its range.

Some were those who retreated with the Daoist Alliance after their defeat. Others entered secretly through hidden传送阵s.

Indeed, a large sect like Cloud Concealment would build some secret传送阵s for emergencies, but only a few people knew about them.

Over these years, Cloud Concealment Sect had indeed utilized them to gather essential supplies—rare and superior-grade crystal stones with mutated properties, materials needed for important array formations.

Without such supplies, the sect might not have survived. Although cultivators did not need food like mortals, other supplies were indispensable, especially for a disadvantaged party like Cloud Concealment Sect.

Each activation of a secret传送阵 was kept strictly confidential, but the celestial demons' cunning had inevitably exposed some over time. Some were destroyed by the celestial demons; others were infiltrated by the enemy to launch inside-out attacks on the main base.

Despite their failures, these incursions caused significant damage due to the presence of high-ranking cultivators each time.

The number of usable传送阵s was decreasing, and every use was handled with extreme caution. They would not be used unless absolutely necessary.

...

This was a secluded pavilion in the back hills of Cloud Concealment Sect. Its location was extremely hidden, surrounded by numerous禁制s and many cultivators on guard.

Inside the pavilion sat ten cultivators. The man at the main seat had an ordinary appearance but exuded a presence that commanded respect without needing to be angry.

To his left sat one male and one female in their twenties, who looked weathered and mature despite their young age. Other Cloud Concealment Sect disciples would instantly recognize them as Senior Elder Long and Silver-eyed Maiden.

The cultivators on the sides were strangers but all at the Transcendence Stage.

The first on the left was a woman in black attire with an exquisite appearance, yet she carried a faint aura of evil—Black Phoenix Demoness.

To her right sat an old man with a sickly appearance, wearing gray robes and looking extremely thin. However, his presence did not fall short of that of the Black Phoenix Demoness.

Vernon Immortal Lord!

The other Transcendence cultivators had more unfamiliar faces but were all well-known figures. These were undoubtedly Cloud Concealment Sect's strongest experts at this moment. (To be continued...)
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The scene was filled with powerful figures, and the air around them exuded a heavy atmosphere due to the strict security measures in place.

Everyone remained silent. Lin Xuan sat on the main seat, his face pale as if he had not fully recovered from his injuries.

Clearly, he had sustained severe wounds that were yet to heal.

Several years ago, during the Great War between the Immortal Dao Alliance and the Exiled Heavenly Demons, a battle was fought in the Valley of the Celestial River. The alliance's five top experts faced off against Voidless, personally led by the Demon Sovereign. Despite their valiant efforts, they suffered a crushing defeat.

The Black Bear King and Dong Yu Divine Emperor fell one after another, while the remaining three managed to retreat with injuries.

Among them, Lin Xuan was the most severely injured.

As the saying goes: "A tall tree attracts much wind." As the leader of the Immortal Dao Alliance, Lin Xuan naturally drew considerable attention from Voidless.

Fortunately, his second元婴's abilities were not insignificant. Although he had not fully grasped the Chaos True Demon Technique, even a superficial understanding greatly enhanced his power. Moreover, this external manifestation was no ordinary body; it was a Spirit Root Body with an extraordinary vitality that far exceeded common human imagination. Its recovery rate was astonishing and almost on par with the legendary Unbreakable Body.

Otherwise, he would have perished long ago. However, Voidless's abilities were formidable indeed. A single palm strike from him had infused demon energy deep into Lin Xuan’s bones, like a parasitic worm that lingered for years despite countless elixirs and medicines failing to completely expel it.

Moreover, after retreating to the Cloud Concealment Sect, there was no time for rest. They barely arrived when the Exiled Heavenly Demons launched another assault, surrounding Cloud Concealment Mountain.

Under these circumstances, Lin Xuan could not afford to ignore the situation. Despite his severe injuries, he gritted his teeth and ventured into the battlefield to inspect the conflict personally.

Recently, the Exiled Heavenly Demons launched a massive offensive, far surpassing previous attacks in scale. They aimed for a decisive victory.

As the alliance's leader, Lin Xuan could not afford to retreat behind the lines. He arrived at the frontlines.

In Penglai Immortal Island, Voidless was leading the demon army here. The one in charge of this force was none other than the Demon Rock City Lord, who was among the most trusted and renowned figures under Voidless's command. Known as the First Demon Sovereign, his strength ranked at the top among Exiled Heavenly Demons.

Previously, he had besieged Penglai Immortal Island alone, but after Voidless's arrival, he was reassigned to Cloud Concealment Sect for support. As the saying goes: "A name is a guarantee of quality." His power far exceeded that of an ordinary realm powerhouse and was at least at the late-stage渡劫 level.

This time, wanting a decisive victory, he had no choice but to personally intervene.

The Black Phoenix Demoness and Wan Xiao Immortal Lord were both occupied by other powerful opponents. Thus, the First Demon Sovereign had to face Lin Xuan alone.

A crushing defeat!

Lin Xuan did not want to bear the bitter fruit of failure. However, in a world where strength speaks louder than words, his severe injuries made it impossible for him to withstand the Demon Rock City Lord's might.

Fortunately, they managed to thwart their plans, and Cloud Concealment Sect held its ground.

However, the losses were immense. While the casualties among cultivators were not discussed, several important prohibitive arrays, including the protective barrier of the sect, had been severely damaged but not completely destroyed. They were on the brink of collapse.

The Exiled Heavenly Demons also suffered significant losses, but their numbers gave them an advantage. With the gateway to the Outer Demon Realm reopened, they could quickly replenish and recover their strength.

For Cloud Concealment Sect, this was a tremendous pressure. To maintain its defenses, they needed to repair these prohibitive arrays at least. Otherwise, once the demon army regained their strength, it would be a matter of time before the sect fell.

"Everyone is aware of our current situation. Lin here will not elaborate further. Let's all share our thoughts and ideas on how we should proceed," Lin Xuan said with a weak voice that betrayed his injuries from the battle against the Demon Rock City Lord.

However, no one spoke up.

The old experts either frowned or looked to the sky, some even showing expressions of extreme apathy.

Lin Xuan's face turned somewhat unpleasant. "Is everyone hiding their true thoughts? If Cloud Concealment Sect falls, our sect will be in grave danger, and your fates won't be much better."

"Of course we understand," a阴阳怪气voice said with mockery. "Unlike the alliance leader, you only have an external manifestation here. Even if it's destroyed, your true form can still rise again. But once we fall, there will be nothing left for us."

Lin Xuan looked up to see a beautiful woman in a华丽robe, wearing mourning attire and looking sad.

"You..."

The Dragon-named youth was furious and wanted to retort but was stopped by Lin Xuan. Lin Xuan straightened his body with a bitter smile: "Friend Feng, I understand your grief over the loss of your husband. Voidless's powers are unpredictable and formidable. This was something no one foresaw. Please don't let your anger cloud your judgment."

"Hmph, that sounds nice. You know Voidless's powers are unpredictable, so you sent out your true form while keeping a mere manifestation here. What a show of bravado and strategy—setting yourself up for victory before the battle," the woman sneered.

"Friend Feng, my junior Lin has spoken kindly to console you. We're not afraid of you; we just don't want to take advantage of our position. You shouldn't push us too far," the Dragon-named youth said icily as he stood up to confront her.

"He who does no wrong fears no midnight knock on his door. He can do it, so why can't I? The fact that your true form is not here is undeniable. At the Immortal Alliance Conference, you were arrogant and insisted on becoming the leader. Now that you have this honor, you should fulfill your duties. Yet, you left your true form behind just before the battle to play safe. This is all about reaping benefits while avoiding risks," the woman's face was full of ridicule as she spoke.

Her cultivation level was also quite formidable, a late-stage渡劫 cultivator. Her identity was clear—she was Empress Feng, wife of Dong Yu Divine Emperor.

The reason for her attitude stemmed from her husband's death in battle against Voidless. She naturally harbored deep resentment toward Voidless but did not show any favor to Lin Xuan either. The reason? His true form wasn't here.

During the Immortal Alliance Conference, Empress Feng and her husband had a great deal of respect for Lin Xuan. However, this admiration turned into resentment because he left his true form behind, playing it safe before the battle, while they were willing to risk everything. (To be continued...)
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In that final battle against the Void, despite the Immortal Alliance facing off against five opponents and still losing, to this Empress Consort's eyes, it was all Lin Xuan's fault.

If his true self had been here, how could such a result have occurred?

After all, everyone at the Immortal Summit already knew his strength. Even if he couldn't defeat the Void Tyrant, he should have been able to protect the others and escape.

But there are no 'ifs' in this world.

At the crucial moment, Lin Xuan's true self had gone elsewhere.

In her eyes, this was an unforgivable mistake. Her anger led her to blame Lin Xuan for her husband's death as well.

Her words were sharp and cutting, hitting right at his heart. Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel angry, but he pitied the fallen Immortal Emperor and heard that her younger brother, a prince who had just undergone tribulation, was also killed by the域外天魔 during that battle.

Though she was an immortal cultivator, losing two loved ones in such quick succession made it hard for her to remain composed.

Moreover, with the great enemy at their doorstep, both the Immortal Alliance and Cloud Concealment Sect were on the brink of collapse. It would be foolish to start infighting over a single disagreement now.

Think of the bigger picture!

Lin Xuan had that kind of breadth of mind.

But even as he tried to avoid conflict, this Empress Consort was already blinded by her hatred: "So, you have nothing to say? Your actions don't deserve to lead the Immortal Alliance. I won't say you colluded with the域外天魔, but you certainly failed in your duties."

"Lin Xuan, how can you still face us after what you did? If you had any honor, you should abdicate and let someone else take over."

"Y-You..."

This time, even the silver-eyed girl was enraged.

Anger flared in Lin Xuan's eyes as well. He pitied her, but she kept pushing him, speaking such words to all these experts. It was too much.

Did they think he was weak and could be easily bullied?

He suddenly stood up. "Right, I wasn't here because there was an urgent matter that required my attention. When I left, the域外天魔 hadn't launched a full-scale attack yet; the portal had only opened later. The notion of me being cowardly is absurd."

"And second, during the battle at Drifting Cloud Valley against the域外天魔, though it was my avatar, I didn't retreat in the least. I led from the front, as all present can attest. The Void Tyrant's abilities were unpredictable, and we lost, but I was one of the last to leave."

"The death of the Immortal Emperor is a tragedy, but blaming me for this is unjustified."

Lin Xuan wore an expression of righteous indignation. He truly had no regrets about what happened.

His injuries hadn't healed yet; if he hadn't been at the back, how could he have ended up in such a state?

"Anyway, I have nothing to feel guilty about. As for you saying I failed in my duties, fine, let whoever wants this position take it. I don't care about this mess."

Lin Xuan's indignant voice echoed through the air. He wasn't just speaking out of anger; with the域外天魔 growing stronger and the Immortal Alliance on thin ice, there was nothing to be gained by holding onto this position.

"Dear fellow immortals, here is the alliance order token. Whoever wants it can have it without any complaints from me," Lin Xuan said as he waved his sleeve, revealing a small jade tablet with "Immortal Alliance" inscribed on it, exuding an aura of authority.

But the old experts looked at each other in silence, no one reaching for the token.

Indeed, back then they had all struggled to get this position. But times have changed.

With the域外天魔's power growing and the Immortal Alliance teetering on the brink, it was like a small boat in a storm; anyone who took charge would be more likely to sink than steer.

It sounded prestigious but was actually a thankless task.

Seeing Lin Xuan looking their way, everyone turned away.

"Such cowards. I'm not even as much of a woman," the Empress Consort said with a trace of resentment when no one spoke up.

She stepped forward and reached for the token.

"Stop!"

Lin Xuan ignored everything, but someone else objected. An old man's voice rang out: "You can't be the Immortal Alliance leader."

"Why not?"

The woman in courtly attire turned to face them: "This Lin boy has admitted he wants to abdicate and let others take over. Since no one else wants it, I'm taking it. What’s wrong with that?"

"Absolutely not," a clear voice said. It was the Black Phoenix Valley's leader speaking. "The leader did say he wanted to step down, but you forced him into it. We all know how hard he has worked and how well he fulfilled his duties. If he isn't fit for this position, who is?"

"Exactly, Lady Feng, your actions are too harsh. Even I can't bear to see them. The one who killed your husband was the Void Tyrant; why blame the leader? When the leader fought the Void Tyrant and saved us all, you have no grounds to say he failed."

"Right, Brother Lin was brave and responsible. If he isn't fit for this position, I, Old Bull, see no one else who is."

"This makes sense. Anyone who wants to remove Brother Lin's leadership position, I'll be the first to object."

...

The room erupted in noise as the old experts who had been trying to stay out of it suddenly became Lin Xuan's most fervent supporters.

Both the Dragon-named youth and the silver-eyed girl smiled, knowing that justice was on their side.

But for Lin Xuan, his expression remained calm.

Was this really so simple?

No!

The reason those old immortals were so resolute in supporting him wasn't because of any sudden change of heart. He understood clearly what was at stake.

Indeed, the position of Immortal Alliance leader no longer held as much allure as it did when the alliance first formed; instead, it had become a hot potato that would attract more attention from the域外天魔 and increase the risk of his downfall.

The old immortals who were trying to stay out of trouble understood this perfectly well.

But even if they understood, in this situation, someone still needed to take on the role. (To be continued...)
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Otherwise, the clans gathered at Cloud Concealment Sect would turn into scattered sand. How could such a group withstand the attack of the域外天魔?

And this alliance leader wasn't something anyone could easily take on. To strategize and command so many cultivators and beast tribes required considerable strength.

The Transcendence Stage was the bare minimum.

Thus, the candidates were limited to those present in the room.

Who would step up then?

No one wanted to draw the attention of the域外天魔.

Didn't they see how Lin Xuan had become a target? Despite his injuries not fully healed, he still went against the First Demon Sovereign. That battle left him severely injured and nearly perished.

With such a lesson in mind, who would willingly take on this thankless task?

But there was one person willing to step up.

The Empress Consort before them didn't care about it.

However, while her strength might suffice, she lacked the other qualifications needed.

At that moment, she no longer resembled an Advanced Transcendence cultivator; her eyes were clouded by hatred. If she became the alliance leader, she would surely make irrational decisions.

Women are not naturally rational beings. Driven by revenge, she could do anything. In such a scenario, not only would they fail to defend Cloud Concealment Sect, but many of them might follow in Emperor Xiyu's footsteps, their souls scattered.

This was too closely tied to her personal interests, so the old monsters unanimously opposed her candidacy. Yet, with no other options, they reluctantly decided to keep Lin Xuan as the leader.

Lin Xuan understood this logic and felt no gratitude for it. He didn't believe he could exude a regal aura that would convince the old monsters of his worth; there were too many calculations involved.

---

Nonetheless, Lin Xuan did not refuse outright. After all, someone had to take on the role of alliance leader. Otherwise, they would be as the outer garment wished—disunited and weak.

Lin Xuan was no self-sacrificing cultivator but also wasn't selfish. With so many clans and sects seeking his protection, he couldn't abandon them. Even if he didn't care about the fate of the Immortal Dao Alliance, Cloud Concealment Sect's legacy could not be lost; otherwise, he would betray his seniors' years of affection.

Thus, Lin Xuan would hold on as long as possible, even with a slim chance.

---

"Thank you for your support. It seems I must continue to serve as the alliance leader."

The current situation was dire, and Lin Xuan didn't play up any melodramatic theatrics; he reclaimed his command token directly.

"You..."

The woman in court attire was both shocked and angry. However, with all the Transcendence cultivators supporting Lin Xuan, what could she do?

"Fine, fine, you these unreasonable fellows. When our ways differ, we part ways. Since this place cannot accommodate me, I will leave Cloud Concealment Mountain."

She tore off a piece of her sleeve and declared her severance from the others.

The others sighed but showed no signs of trying to retain her.

Her obsession with revenge had reached a mad state, and she hated Lin Xuan deeply. Keeping her here would bring more harm than good.

Lin Xuan did not try to persuade her; people had their own aspirations. After repeatedly offending him, he had already shown great kindness by sympathizing with her loss. Now that she wished to leave, there was no need for further entreaties.

---

"Will this woman's departure reveal our situation?" A middle-aged man with a few stubble on his lips suddenly frowned, showing concern.

"Not at all, Fellow Daoist Ning. Although Miss Feng hates me as well, her primary target is the域外天魔; she would never betray us," Lin Xuan's dismissive voice entered everyone's ears. He had some insight into people.

"But I fear that she might fall into the hands of those demons."

"You're overthinking it. This woman may be unreasonable but is an Advanced Transcendence cultivator. Capturing her alive isn't easy; we know their soul-searching technique failed. Thus, no matter what happens, she won't reveal our secrets," Wanshao Immortal smiled and spoke with confidence.

"Ah, I see. It seems I was overly cautious."

The lazy cultivator exhaled in relief, and several others did the same.

"Alright, let's put this behind us. We've wasted too much time already. The question from earlier still needs answers; we must work together to face the域外天魔," Lin Xuan spoke with a sense of urgency.

"The alliance leader is right. After the last battle, our losses were severe. Over ten important array formations are in a state of partial destruction, including some crucial protective arrays that need repair. Otherwise, facing another attack from the域外天魔, we won't survive," said a woman wearing a light green dress with deep concern.

She was an Advanced Transcendence cultivator who appeared much younger than her age, thanks to excellent anti-aging techniques.

"Miss Qingling is correct; replenishing resources is our priority. We must activate the secret teleportation array," Lin Xuan sighed.

"We have no objection to using the secret teleportation array, but who will gather the supplies?" Wanshao Immortal sat upright.

"They don't need gathering; I've already reserved some cultivators outside. This situation was foreseeable, so they have collected the necessary resources and are waiting for us," Lin Xuan smiled easily, showing his strategic acumen.

"The alliance leader is indeed wise."

"Just look at that woman who said you weren't worthy of being an alliance leader. She couldn't have planned this far in advance."

"Indeed, with the alliance leader here, we can surely defend and defeat the域外天魔," the old monsters' faces lit up with hope.

Lin Xuan sighed: "The question is, who should go retrieve them?"
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The old monsters exchanged glances, wondering what kind of question this was.

After all, to retrieve supplies carried certain risks, but compared to facing the Heavenly Demons here, it was much less strenuous. Although the域外天魔 were currently regrouping, their daily harassment never ceased, and various attacks occurred frequently. Occasionally,渡劫级别的天魔 would also launch surprise assaults. Any such change required them to go out and face these threats. Even if no渡劫级别的域外天魔 appeared, they still couldn't take it easy; they had to patrol the boundaries of their confrontation from time to time to prevent attacks, boost morale, and deter the demons. If two or more cultivators suddenly disappeared, the cunning域外天魔 would suspect something, increasing the likelihood that the secret teleportation array would be discovered.

The group listened in silence, their faces grim. "Master has a point," said Immortal Wan Xiao. "If you say so, we old fellows really shouldn't undertake this task. Since there's no other choice, we can only select some outstanding disciples from below to retrieve the supplies." With his hand stroking his beard, he looked somewhat helpless.

"Disciples cannot go."

A scholar dressed in a robe with a clear and refined appearance was visibly agitated. "Immortal Lady, your words are incorrect. Although our disciples have some exceptional talents, they lack experience. To undertake such important tasks would be risky..."

"Indeed," another cultivator shook his head vigorously, expressing strong opposition. "If they fail to bring the supplies back, it will be a disaster. We won't be able to block the域外天魔 next time no matter what we do. Can we really entrust our immortal alliance's fate to some young disciples?"

"Two friends have spoken wisely. But can either of you propose a better idea?" Lin Xuan remained unperturbed, his face showing neither surprise nor joy as he posed the question.

"What...?"

The two cultivators fell silent, and the rest were at a loss. How could they come up with another solution? They sat there dumbfounded.

"Since both of you have no other ideas, let's decide on this."

Lin Xuan's face showed firm resolve. Finding a perfect solution to such a problem was impossible. Why worry about it?

Planning is in our hands; success depends on fate.

Facing such a situation, they had to take some risks.

Better the lesser of two evils.

Sending excellent disciples for this mission was already the best choice given their current circumstances.

"Since that's the case, has Master decided who will go?"

A silver voice came from the left. It was the Black Phoenix妖女.

"Who should we send?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation. Of his students, Lady Gong Sun Yu'er was the best choice. She had the greatest strength among them and was highly intelligent and adaptable.

However, she was injured in the previous域外天魔 assault and wasn't suitable for such action now. This option could be ruled out. The remaining candidates...

"Send the Shangguan sisters," Lin Xuan said calmly. "I have some confidence in my disciples."

"The Shangguan sisters, Lady Gong has met them before. They are clever and strong enough. Indeed, they would make good choices." The Black Phoenix妖女 nodded. "But just two of them might not be sufficient."

"Immortal, you mean..."

"If it's just a few treasures, one person can carry a momentary treasure, which is more than enough. But this mission still carries risks. If discovered, too few people won't be able to protect themselves. Of course, the more people there are, the higher the risk of discovery. So we need to carefully consider how many should go."

The Black Phoenix妖女's face showed a hint of contemplation.

"Friend has spoken wisely." Lin Xuan smiled. "What suggestions do you have?"

"The Master sending his two direct disciples shows great selflessness. Since that's the case, we shouldn't hide our talents either. My disciple possesses rare ice phoenix bloodline and is at the late-stage 分神 stage with formidable strength. She can go with the Shangguan sisters."

"Good, thank you, Immortal Lady." Lin Xuan's face showed great joy. Everyone knew that phoenixes were fire birds; their transformation into ice was extremely rare. Her power far exceeded that of a peer-level phoenix.

With her assistance, their chances of success would increase significantly.

"Good. The two friends are indeed selfless. Although I have no direct disciples, my Immortal Wan Xiao sect has some outstanding talents. One named Yun has the rare Nine Spirit Sword Body and is also at the late-stage 分神 stage with far superior strength to peers."

"Nine Spirit Sword Body. Could this person be a sword cultivator?" Lin Xuan couldn't help asking.

"The Master's knowledge is extensive. This lady indeed practices from an ancient lineage of sword cultivators," replied another old immortal.

"Indeed." Lin Xuan recalled his old friend Ruo Xuan, who was also from the ancient lineage of sword cultivators and had formidable strength. But he shook his head. Such coincidences were rare in this world.

"I too have..."

Another old immortal with a Taoist appearance prepared to speak but was stopped by Lin Xuan's shake of the head. "Thank you for your good intentions, but as Immortal Lady Phoenix said, having too few is not ideal, and too many might increase the risk of discovery. Four people are just right for this mission; we don't need to send any other disciples."

"Indeed," agreed Master Wan Xiao.

Thus, the matter was settled.

PS: Five years together, from beginning to end. Bai Lian's last request for monthly votes, please support! (To be continued...)
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The Immortal Dao Alliance had its own plans, but for now, let's focus on the beloved of Eastern Prosperity Immortal Emperor. Due to her obsession and anger, she had fallen out with Lin Xuan and others. In a fit of rage, she left Cloud Concealment Sect.

She hated the Outer Heaven Demons deeply, yet she was unwilling to stay here. As an advanced-stage cultivator who had successfully passed through tribulation, her hatred had clouded her judgment, preventing her from thinking rationally.

Originally, she intended to lead her subordinates away together.

However, when it came down to it, few were willing to follow her.

Eastern Prosperity Immortal Emperor had already perished in the battle at River Heaven Valley. The remaining cultivators of that nation had retreated here.

While she was the leader, leaving Cloud Concealment Sect now seemed like a death sentence to everyone else.

Outside the mountains, the Outer Heaven Demon army stretched out in a line, completely surrounding them, not sparing even an ant.

Trying to leave under these circumstances would only be suicide. Few were willing to risk their lives for such a futile attempt.

Friends of Daoism, please pay attention to Vei Xin's WeChat account. She will soon release some interesting materials. You can search "Hundred Refinements Become Immortal Vei Xin" or "hchy1982" to add her. The official WeChat for Hundred Refinements mobile game is "blcxgame." Welcome to add.

Only a few loyalists remained with her.

The woman of the Feng family was furious, but she also felt a sense of hopelessness. Hadn't she done nothing wrong? Why were people turning against her?

Regardless, she couldn’t let her husband die in vain. She would one day seek revenge on Lin Xuan and Void Tyrant Demon King.

Her teeth gritted as hatred overrode reason. She vowed with anger and left with a few loyalists.

Indeed, this woman's luck was extraordinary.

She had taken only a few people with her, and as an advanced-stage cultivator skilled in concealment techniques, she managed to pass through the Outer Heaven Demons' defenses without incident.

It seemed incredible, but good fortune sometimes defied logic.

Though blinded by hatred, she wasn't a fool and didn’t rush into battle with the Outer Heaven Demons. That would be like a moth flying towards a flame.

She quietly passed their defenses, planning to find a place to settle down first before dealing with them in the morning.

"Queen, where should we go now that the Outer Heaven Demons are everywhere? Where can we establish ourselves?"

A girl with an egg-shaped face spoke up. She wore green clothes and had striking features.

The others turned around.

They followed the Immortal Emperor and Empress out of gratitude but didn’t want to die for nothing.

"I don't know." The Feng woman's expression showed confusion. Her departure from Cloud Concealment Sect was due to her anger, so she genuinely had no idea where to go.

Those nearby felt their hearts sink.

"Your Majesty, you are unaware?"

"Yes..."

The Feng woman knew it was a mistake but couldn’t admit it: "If we’re here, let’s make the best of it. With me around, there's no way the Outer Heaven Demons will dare to come."

"Yes!"

The girl with the egg-shaped face didn't say anything more, but her eyes showed dissatisfaction.

They had followed this woman in hope of repaying the Immortal Emperor and Empress' kindness, only to receive such treatment. It was impossible not to feel resentment.

"Alright, it's late. Let’s find a place to camp for the night. The Outer Heaven Demons are more active at night, so we’ll discuss our next move in the morning."

"Yes!"

Two maids stepped forward and released their flying swords to carve out a makeshift cave on the mountain wall as a temporary resting place.

Suddenly, something unexpected happened.

A black light streaked towards them with alarming speed. It was just a moment ago when it was far away, but now, it had already passed in front of their eyes.

"Danger!"

The Feng woman was enraged and tried to warn them, but it was too late.

The black line flashed past.

Two maids continued carving the cave, but their vitality vanished instantly.

Their upper bodies fell silently, and blood spurted out.

They died without a chance to escape even their essence.

Aghast cries filled the air as this sudden turn of events caught everyone off guard.

Spirit light burst forth, and the remaining cultivators summoned their treasures.

"Useless fellows! You’re nothing but a mob. With such meager abilities, you want to seek revenge on Void Tyrant Demon King? Don’t joke around. This is more like trying to break an egg against a stone."

A cold laughter echoed in their ears.

The black line that had killed the maids retracted and landed in a slender hand.

Then, a dark-skinned girl revealed her face.

Her eyebrows resembled distant mountains, exuding a masculine aura. Her fair skin was even more beautiful under the contrast of her black attire. She held an unusual weapon, like Death itself had arrived.

"You are an Outer Heaven Demon!"

The Feng Empress's expression showed suspicion and caution. Despite being only mid-stage tribulation, she felt an overwhelming danger from this girl.

Others also looked shocked and uncertain. They hadn't been discovered during their journey, so why...

A sense of foreboding spread among them. The Empress’s face was filled with murderous intent. No matter how the girl had arrived here, she couldn’t be spared; otherwise...

She flicked her sleeves and revealed a cosmetic box.

It wasn’t the one used by Asura King.

But it wasn't ordinary either.

She slowly opened it, revealing various exquisite jewelry.

Earrings, phoenix hairpins, rings, necklaces...

Each piece emitted dazzling light.

Though not primordial artifacts, their power was formidable. The sheer number of them made others wary. However, the dark-skinned girl’s expression remained serene as if she didn’t care at all.

"Come to your doom!"

The Feng woman was enraged. She hated the Outer Heaven Demons and couldn't tolerate any disrespect. She prepared to extract her soul with a spell, but something unexpected happened.

"Augh!"

A sigh echoed in their ears.

Then, an invisible dagger pierced through the Feng woman's chest.

No blood spurted out, but shock covered her face.
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Time seemed to freeze in that moment, leaving everyone speechless.

How could this happen?

The sudden turn of events left everyone feeling as if they were in a dream.

Empress Feng's expression was particularly vivid. She was shocked and bewildered, followed by an overwhelming fear. Finally, all her vitality turned into不甘 (reluctance). How could she die here when her husband’s revenge had been avenged?

But what use is hatred now? This single strike shattered all her hopes; even the yuanxian (immortal embryo) couldn’t escape.

She desperately tried to turn her head to see who had ambushed and killed her. But this simple action became impossible in that moment.

In the end, she left this world with a myriad of unanswered questions.

As she died, tears fell from her eyes. If only... if only she hadn't been too执着 (obsessed) about hating Lin Xuan, and had left Yun Yin Sect, perhaps she wouldn’t have ended up like this.

But what use is regret in the cultivation world? There's no going back once a path has been chosen.

Regardless, it was a mistake. The cost of that wrong step was too high.

With Empress Feng’s fall, the attacker revealed her true form.

What an extraordinary woman!

She had the beauty and grace of a celestial maiden!

Her large, beautiful eyes held resentment. Her skin was so pale it seemed to break under the slightest touch, but the faint aura of demonic energy revealed she was a域外天魔 (demon from beyond the mortal world).

"Cloud Fairy!"

Someone among the remaining cultivators recognized her. Qin Yan's reputation wasn't insignificant; she was a demon from beyond the mortal world, no secret. However, she had conflicts with Void Tyrant and others. Someone had seen her single-handedly kill hundreds of域外天魔 (demons from beyond the mortal world), including several渡劫期魔尊 (immortal embryo stage demon lords).

The reasons were unknown.

Why was she here? Why target Empress Feng? These remained mysteries, as Qin Yan's actions could never be predicted by ordinary means.

"Big Sister," said the black-robed woman, bowing slightly to Qin Yan. "Kill all of them. No one must know what happened here."

"Yes!"

The black-robed girl didn't hesitate and waved her strange weapon.

Black lines shot out like falling meteors or the feathers of a giant bird. They seemed ordinary attacks, but the cultivators felt an overwhelming sense of helplessness. All were killed.

The remaining cultivators from Yun Yin Sect had been completely eradicated.

"Big Sister," said the black-robed woman emotionlessly. "I don't understand why you helped that Immortal Alliance leader. Could it be true that you have a personal relationship with her?"

"And if I did, why didn’t you help thoroughly? I heard he’s just an avatar here. Facing our endless army of demons, there's no way he could hold out. If you truly wanted to help him, why not kill the Demon Rock City Lord instead."

"Don't say it’s an impossible task. We are also demons from beyond the mortal world; with a little disguise, we can easily infiltrate their ranks. The so-called First Demon Tyrant is just external hype. In our eyes, he's nothing more than a chicken or dog. The saying goes: help someone to the end and send a Buddha to the West. Your character makes this dragging behavior seem too strange."

"Fold Wing, you’ve said too much," Cloud Fairy frowned.

"Don't blame me, little sister just wonders. This time, Lin Xuan might not even know about it, so there's no need for gratitude."

"I didn’t do this for Lin Xuan."

Qin Yan’s incessant chatter finally made her angry: "I did this to prevent that woman from provoking Void Tyrant and ruining our plans."

"Provoking Void Tyrant?"

"Yes. This woman is blinded by hatred, she’ll surely seek revenge against Void Tyrant when she leaves here. Though her strength isn’t worth mentioning, it will certainly alert him. That’s not good news for us."

"Mmm, Big Sister, you’re right. But did you really have no feelings for Lin Xuan? If you were heartless in the Ten Thousand Mountains, why didn't you finish him off earlier? And that message to the human world, why didn’t you send it a million years ago? 'If my lord wishes to return to Drifting Cloud Valley, I will remain pure. If we can form an yuanxian together after a hundred years, let's be inseparable.'"

"Who said I sent that message?" Qin Yan was both embarrassed and angry, nearly drawing her sword.

"My dear big sister, what’s the point of denying it? Among demons from beyond the mortal world, you are most skilled in divination. Besides you, who could have predicted Lin Xuan would join Drifting Cloud Valley before his封印 (sealing)? Big Sister, your feelings run too deep."

"You..."

Qin Yan was both embarrassed and angry but had no way to retaliate. The formidable Cloud Fairy, now displayed a shy girl's bashfulness.

"Ridiculous, if I cast that message in my past life, why would I forget it later?"

"This is also intriguing. Why did you lose your memory on this matter? Was it because of shame or something else? You can't ask yourself from the past; how could I know?"

Looking at her cunning eyes, Qin Yan was helpless. She couldn’t really kill to cover up, knowing Fold Wing's close relationship with her.

In a past life, they were best friends.

Though her powers weren't as formidable as Void Tyrant’s, she wasn’t far behind. Among demons from beyond the mortal world, she was considered top-tier.

Initially, she had been used by Void Tyrant and others, but fate favored her; while her brother, Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor, no longer existed, Void Tyrant hadn't yet become all-powerful. Many in the Outer Demonic Realm still resented them, with Fold Wing at the forefront.

Now, they were under her command.

While their power was still far from that of Void Tyrant and others, this ongoing war across three worlds presented a rare opportunity for them.

Fold Wing had helped greatly.

What annoyed Qin Yan was that outside, she was cold and noble like death itself, but when it came to her, she couldn’t stop teasing her.

She seized every chance to mock her.

Lin Xuan, the message... everything she knew so clearly.
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Qin Yan was furious and embarrassed, yet there was nothing she could do about it. [..com

She glared at the other with a fierce look. "All you ever know is nonsense! Is this the time to talk about personal matters? The situation is serious; I need to return and discuss how we should deal with the Void."

Before her words were fully out, Qin Yan was enveloped by a bright magical aura that transformed her into a streak of light, vanishing from sight.

Watching as the Fairy among the Clouds disappeared, the smile on the Winged Fairy's face gradually faded. Her expression turned cold once more before she sighed softly: "Silly sister, do you really think I wanted to tease you? Sister did this only to prevent you from repeating your past mistakes. Whether it be immortality or power, the path of eternal life is merely a pursuit of happiness. In your previous life, you missed out on your destiny; in this life, I just don't want you to make the same mistake."

She shook her head and tucked away the strange weapon she held. A dazzling aura enveloped her as magical energy surged forth, wrapping around her body like a dark cloud before drifting off into the distance.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all that transpired.

At this moment, his avatar was stationed at the main hall of Cloud Conceal Sect while he himself was rushing to aid elsewhere. He was filled with frustration, having learned from the Spirit Water Sect about the current crisis and splitting up to support both sides.

However, in his haste, he had somehow gotten the directions mixed up.

It sounded absurd, but even sages make mistakes; true immortals were not immune to lapses either. After all, Lin Xuan had been too eager, so a small mistake was inevitable.

By the time he realized it, several days had already passed.

With his speed, he had traveled countless miles by then. When he finally turned around and rushed back to the main hall, the delay had cost him precious time.

Lin Xuan considered other options, like breaking through the void to go to another plane first before returning to Cloud Conceal Sect.

He had done something similar when Cloud Conceal Sect was facing a crisis during the Immortal Alliance Conference. But that was out of necessity; at the time, the situation for Cloud Conceal Sect was dire, and failure would mean the end of their lineage.

With no other choice, Lin Xuan had to take a chance.

After all, while breaking through the void might be easy, inter-dimensional teleportation could go awry. Even a small mistake could send him anywhere.

This time, he was indeed lucky; his teleportation was precise. But such an outcome was rare, and Lin Xuan had no confidence in repeating it.
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In any case, the situation was different this time; Cloud Conceal Sect had been under siege for years, but they were still holding on despite unfavorable odds.

So why rush? It wouldn't make sense to risk everything just to arrive a few days later.

Mishaps could backfire. He might not find anyone to cry to if things went wrong.

In any case, such risky ventures should be avoided unless absolutely necessary. Better to take it slow and steady.

But his journey was far from smooth; he encountered域外天魔 (foreign heavenly demons) at every turn.

Lin Xuan had no time for these minor pests but the demons attacked recklessly nonetheless.

He couldn't run away, especially since this area was already under their control. A detour would only waste more time, so it made sense to charge through.

So Lin Xuan didn't hold back; he killed every foreign demon in sight without mercy. He didn’t want his identity exposed and the attackers to be on guard. Thus, no demons survived his encounters.

This slowed down their journey somewhat.

...

Meanwhile, battle cries echoed continuously as法宝 (magical treasures) and spiritual lights flew everywhere. Hundreds of域外天魔 (foreign heavenly demons) and cultivators fought fiercely in the sky, creating a chaotic scene.

Occasionally,惨叫声 (cries of pain) could be heard amidst the bloodshed, as both sides engaged in intense combat.

This was outside Cloud Conceal Mountains.

Every day, such scenes played out between the two opposing forces. At first glance, it seemed intense, but for those involved, it was merely a nuisance and probing attack.

At least a hundred skirmishes occurred daily.

Thus, one could imagine how brutal the actual battles were.

After their last epic confrontation, both sides were now regrouping and strengthening their power.

Everything appeared normal.

No one knew that four women from Cloud Conceal Sect had secretly left using a hidden teleportation array.

...

About fifty million miles west of Cloud Conceal Sect, there was a vast wilderness with various poisonous insects and strange beasts. The vegetation here was more abundant than elsewhere.

Amidst the rugged mountains, countless valleys and caves dotted the landscape, with underground rivers winding through them.

The complex terrain provided excellent cover; even the divine consciousness of late-stage渡劫 (transcending tribulation) cultivators would struggle to search every inch of it thoroughly.

In a deep valley, some caves were scattered along the mountain walls. Suddenly, one of these caves emitted a faint glow before quickly disappearing again.

Then, a tinkling laugh reached their ears as four graceful women emerged from the cave.

They appeared no older than twenty, but each had a distinct appearance and temperament.

On the left was particularly youthful; her black hair cascaded like a waterfall. Her face was oval-shaped with a small nose, and her eyes were especially striking—almost as if they could speak, exuding vitality.

Beside her was another woman who looked similar but had a more rounder face, giving off an infantile appearance.

Despite their youthful beauty, both women exuded a certain air of bravery and vigor.

These were Lin Xuan's beloved disciples, Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan.

A person should be judged anew after three days; despite their unchanged appearances, their strength had far surpassed what it was before. Just recently, they had both advanced to the late-stage 分神 (divine spirit) realm.

Their rapid progress owed much to their innate talents and hard work but also to Lin Xuan's guidance. His teachings had saved them from many detours.
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Lin Xuan was generous with his finances, showing no stinginess towards his apprentices. He had bestowed countless precious medicinal pills and elixirs upon them; otherwise, how could they have advanced so swiftly?

The Shangguan sisters were vastly different from their former selves. Although their pure and adorable demeanor remained, these years following their master had seen them undertake numerous perilous missions, making them talents worthy of admiration. Otherwise, how could Lin Xuan dare entrust such important matters to them?

Though it was a last resort, the chosen individuals needed to be reliable.

After all, whether they could repair those partially damaged restrictions would determine the life or death of the Immortal Dao Alliance.

Lin Xuan did not take this lightly. Besides the Shangguan sisters, two others were also tasked with the mission.

One was a tall and slender maiden, appearing around twenty years old, with an absolutely stunning appearance. However, her demeanor seemed like a block of ice that had remained frozen for thousands of years.

Her skin was almost transparent.

Exhaling caused it to turn into frost; unlike the other three girls, she was enveloped in faintly sinister mist, revealing her identity as someone from Black Phoenix Valley. She was one of the most favored disciples among many, despite being a descendant of the phoenix clan and having transformed into an ice attribute demon with far greater strength than her peers.

Ice Phoenix Immortal Fairy.

The last maiden came from Ten Thousand Clear Palace. She seemed slightly older than the others.

She too was breathtakingly beautiful; though not as stunning as倾国倾城, she was still extremely attractive, on par in beauty with Sister Ruyan Immortal Fairy.

Spring orchid and autumn chrysanthemum—hard to say which was more beautiful.

Unlike ordinary female cultivators, this maiden's beauty exuded a sense of strength. Her face had clear-cut features, her skin not pale but healthy tanned like wheat. She wore an indigo robe, with a figure that was both graceful and robust. Despite being a woman, she radiated power; if one were to compare her to an animal, this maiden would be akin to a cheetah, perfectly embodying the concept of beauty and strength.

In addition, there was a dangerous aura emanating from her.

More bizarrely, on her back, she carried a precious sword.

Note that this girl was a cultivator, not some mundane martial artist. It is well known that cultivators carry storage pouches with them, carrying treasures. While it might have been common in ancient times, such practices had long since disappeared.

This maiden was at the late stage of spirit cultivation, exuding power almost on par with Ice Phoenix Immortal Fairy.

The four were junior disciples because they lacked the experience and refinement that came with age. Once they reached the Tribulation Transcending Stage, all four would surely soar to great heights.

Exiting the teleportation array, they默契ly released their divine senses, each searching a different direction. In such complex terrain, working together was more effective than usual.

They found nothing.

The four did not speak; instead, they exchanged glances.

"Let's go!"

Shangguan Ling waved her hand, and the girls displayed their abilities, dimming their light to near invisibility as they raced towards the distant horizon.

Two hours later, a patrol of demon soldiers appeared in their line of sight.

While this place was far from Cloud Concealment Sect, it still had some demon soldiers patrolling to sever contact between the Immortal Dao Alliance and other cultivators. The four girls had been cautious, evading patrols several times, but now they met them head-on.

"What do we do?"

It was too late to take a detour; hiding might also be discovered.

"Let's attack."

Shangguan Yan was no longer the obedient girl. After exchanging glances with her sister, she made their decision.

Compared to when they first met Lin Xuan, she had grown much braver and decisive.

"Alright, let's all fight together; make sure not to spare any of these demons."

Before Shangguan Ling could finish speaking, a gust of cold wind accompanied by ice chunks blew past her body.

It was a white mist-like flow, seemingly carrying a snow-white phoenix that whipped up a tempest.

The demon soldiers patrolling ahead were taken aback. By the time they could alert their comrades, it was too late; they had to fight first and deal with the situation later.

This step was correct, but before they could even raise their treasures, they found themselves unable to move. The mist passed, turning all the demon soldiers into various sizes of ice blocks.

No one escaped unscathed; both body and soul were frozen.

The other three girls were stunned but did not show too much shock.

"This Ice Phoenix sister is really quick," Shangguan Ling's voice echoed in their ears.

Then they watched as the ice blocks turned into white flames, consuming the demon soldiers' remnants until nothing was left but ash.

The entire battle was swift and one-sided, a slaughter. Knowing that these域外天魔 weren't weak either, with two of them at the late spirit stage, it was hard to believe they had no resistance at all.

It could be called unstoppable.

Was it just because of the ambush?

No!

An ambush only gained an advantage.

The result stemmed from Ice Phoenix's unparalleled strength.

Defeating demons on par with her level was a feat that would shock anyone.

What was more astonishing, however, was that none of the other girls showed any surprise; as if this were a matter of course.

Their toughness was evident, but there were no extra spectators here. The four girls had no intention of boasting about their victory. Their current task was to bring back scarce resources to the main sect headquarters.

Thus, they continued without stopping, pushing forward.

The silence returned, as though nothing had happened. However, a short time after they left, a stone was suddenly flipped over, revealing an eye-shaped demon creature.

Demon Eye!

This entity's strength differed little from that of a灵动期 cultivator but excelled in concealment, often used by域外天魔 to gather intelligence with great success.

That entire scene had already been exposed.

But the four girls lacked foresight and continued their journey without pause.

Thus, they raced through two days and nights, finally coming into view of a vast mountain range.

Shangguan Yan flicked her sleeve, and an emerald green eye-shaped jade scroll flew out. She sank her divine sense in it for a moment before looking up: "Correct, cross this mountain peak, and the destination of my mission lies ahead."

"Right."

The other girls nodded. They first used their divine senses to survey the surroundings, then launched forward towards the vast mountain range.
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"Is this your destination?"

The question came from the tall, youthful maiden. Her usually unchanging icy demeanor now showed a hint of surprise as she spoke in an interrogative tone.

Beside her, the purple-robed maiden with a sword on her back turned her head, her expression filled with confusion. A faint cold glint appeared in her large, beautiful eyes.

If not for the fact that they had never been apart during their journey, she almost thought that Shangguan Ling had already undergone soul possession.

"Two sisters, why look at me like that? The jade cylinder indeed states this," Shangguan Ying said calmly, as if indifferent. She passed the jade cylinder to her sister.

Ice Phoenix did not refuse and took it with her delicate hand, releasing a faint spiritual sense. Then she handed it over to the purple-robed maiden beside her.

"Ah, I see."

After a long while, the maiden sighed. "A great sage hidden in plain sight—our lord truly has deep plans. Concealing such important materials here would never have occurred to anyone else."

"That's because..." Shangguan Yan's eyes were filled with pride and admiration: "My master is so clever and versatile; he can outwit even the demons from beyond the heavens. How could he possibly guess my master's thoughts?"

"Hmph, a fool."

Ice Phoenix coldly snorted but did not refute further, her disdain evident.

"You... what did you say?" Shangguan Yan was enraged.

"Enough sister, we must focus on the matter at hand; let's not engage in meaningless disputes," Shangguan Ying pulled her sister back. Despite Ice Phoenix’s lack of respect for Lin Xuan, it made Shangguan Ying angry as well. However, she understood the gravity of the situation.

They were executing an important mission and couldn't afford to be distracted by petty arguments. If they delayed their task, it would be too late to regret it. Any disagreements could wait until later.

"But sister, she..."

"Have you forgotten what our master instructed us before we left? How can we face him if the mission fails?"

"Oh!"

Seeing her sister's stern tone, Shangguan Yan did not dare speak again.

Ice Phoenix’s expression remained icy as ever, showing no concern. Honestly, she was not intentionally making enemies; as a young talent of Black Phoenix Valley, she had grown accustomed to being admired and respected. Her words were naturally unappealing, but it wasn't out of malice towards Shangguan sisters.

Regardless of how others perceived her, Ice Phoenix’s temperament remained unchanged.

Fortunately, Shangguan Ying kept the bigger picture in mind, averting a potential dispute.

"Let's go!"

The purple-robed maiden ignored everything and flew forward. The other three maidens followed suit, each displaying their own abilities.

About an hour later, they landed in a forest clearing. Looking up, they could see a city nestled among the vast mountains.

They were currently outside this city, but it was not a place for cultivators. There wasn't a single cultivator in the entire city.

It was a city of ordinary people, albeit one with considerable size that could accommodate over a million inhabitants. The bustling streets gave an impression of extraordinary prosperity.

Since the demons from beyond the heavens ignited the war between the three realms, not only did cultivators suffer but ordinary people also faced hardships. These foreign demons were extremely vicious and unpredictable.

In previous battles in the cultivation world, ordinary people generally weren't affected, as it was meaningless to them. However, these demons paid no heed to such considerations. Since their arrival, countless cultivators and monsters had perished, and many ordinary people suffered as well.

It was beyond description.

But compared to cultivators, things were much better.

Although the foreign demons were vicious, they did not actively seek trouble with ordinary people; they only dealt with them when encountered.

This made sense. Just like how a person wouldn't go out of their way to step on an ant unless bored.

Thus, while many cities suffered casualties, some managed to survive.

This was one such city, which explained why Ice Phoenix and the purple-robed maiden were surprised.

Such important supplies were hidden in a city of ordinary people?

Incredible!

But upon reflection, Lin Xuan's cunning became apparent. A great sage hidden in plain sight—this choice seemed dangerous but was actually very safe. The foreign demons would never notice or imagine such a place.

Now that all their resources were concentrated on Cloud Concealment Mountain, this city appeared dangerous but was actually an oasis of peace.

Impressive!

The maidens then concealed their presence.

While theoretically there should be no foreign demons here, being discovered as cultivators could still cause trouble. To ensure safety, they suppressed their aura and used their expertise in disguise to make themselves look unremarkable.

If they didn't change their appearance, standing among ordinary people would have been too conspicuous—like a crane among chickens. It might still attract unwanted attention.

After checking each other for any flaws, the four maidens walked towards the city gate. Although unable to fly, their steps were light and quick; in half an hour, they reached the city.

The grand city exuded a heavy atmosphere but was far less impressive compared to the cities of cultivators. The maidens entered without much concern.

Inside, they saw a cobblestone street with buildings lining both sides. Laughter and chatter echoed from taverns, indeed a bustling scene.

But these four girls were not interested in admiring it. They moved swiftly, turning left and right until they reached a wider street.

The road was broad, and the buildings on either side were significantly taller. The sound of vendors never ceased; this was a market district.

Unlike those in the cultivation world, it was a place where ordinary merchants gathered, with goods from all directions, so numerous that one could say they vied for attention.

"Master said the supplies are hidden somewhere here. Where exactly?"

Shangguan Yan's voice echoed as she referred to the simple map within the jade cylinder. The exact location of the supplies was personally told by Lin Xuan to his beloved disciple.

This ensured that even if attacked, the jade cylinder wouldn't reveal their whereabouts. Lin Xuan’s planning was meticulous.
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"Be patient!"

上官翎's lips curled into a smile.

Instead, he slowed his pace and looked around, as if genuinely shopping.

The other three women exchanged glances. Even the icy-tempered妖族 woman couldn't help but show some surprise in her eyes.

However, they knew that this wasn't because of a playful mood. The other party must have another plan.

Thus, while surprised, none of them urged him further. Instead, they all tried to cooperate as if genuinely shopping.

Before long, an hour passed unnoticed.

They had already arrived at a more secluded street by accident.

Though the crowd was thinner here, some shops still lined both sides of the road.

Turning around,上官翎 quickly surveyed his surroundings and then led the three women into one of these shops with a swift movement.

This was a general goods store.

From the outside, it looked unremarkable. The merchandise displayed was numerous but somewhat disorganized, and there were no other customers inside.

A young apprentice was dozing off in the back.

Seeing the four girls enter, he woke up groggily and approached them with a yawn: "Welcome, esteemed guests to my humble shop. May I know what you wish to purchase?"

"Call your master."

With a flip of his hand, an ordinary-looking jade pendant appeared before him.

The apprentice's eyes lit up as he became more alert: "I am the owner of this general goods store."

"What? You are...?"

"Not exactly," said the old man with some embarrassment. "Please follow me upstairs to the guest room for a detailed discussion."

"Very well!"

Led by the young man, they went upstairs but didn't enter the guest room. Instead, they entered a hidden secret chamber.

This chamber was ingeniously designed with various traps and had an excellent soundproofing enchantment. It not only provided privacy but also prevented the leakage of essence energy.

A series of crackling sounds filled their ears as the apprentice's body emitted a shimmering aura. The youthful man in his twenties or thirties visibly aged, yet he still looked vigorous.

A洞玄期 cultivator!

"Junior Cangmò pays respect to the four seniors. I am sure you are the messengers sent by the Alliance to retrieve supplies. May I see your token of authority?"

"Indeed, Cangmò. You are that famous wandering cultivator known for your skill in concealing qi and changing appearance? I am ashamed to say my abilities fall far short of those of my peers. My cultivation techniques are rather weak, but I have some experience with concealment and disguise."

The old man said modestly.

"Do not be too humble, Cangmò. Every cultivator has their specialty. We seek the path to immortality, not just brute force. Your skill in concealing qi and changing appearance is invaluable. That's why the Alliance Head sent you on such an important mission," another elder added.

On the surface, there was no sign of disdain on上官翎's face as he flipped his hand out, revealing a clear jade token.

The old man examined it carefully before nodding with satisfaction: "You are indeed messengers from the Alliance. Please wait while I retrieve the treasures."

This old man was shrewd; he didn't carry the treasures with him to avoid them falling into the hands of域外天魔 if his identity were exposed.

"Please proceed," said the other elder.

Cangmò, who had been called by name, moved swiftly. After a short while, he returned with a storage bag in hand.

Dull and unremarkable on the outside, it contained more than met the eye.

"These are the supplies collected by me and my companions. Please count them."

"Very well."

上官翎 took the bag and released his divine sense.

Sure enough, various treasures were inside, all as listed by their master.

The other three women breathed a sigh of relief. Even the Ice Phoenix Immortal's expression softened slightly; they had successfully completed this mission despite the hardships, with no major mishaps.

But before they could fully relax, a loud rumbling sound echoed in their ears.

Then came cries of alarm. The voices started far away and sounded chaotic but quickly grew into a surging wave.

"What is happening?"

上官翎 stood up abruptly. The four women exchanged glances, their faces turning serious.

Could there really be such a coincidence?

This place, which had been like an idyllic paradise, was now discovered by the域外天魔.

But this seemed too coincidental.

"Perhaps our appearance gave us away."

"That's impossible! We encountered patrols of域外天魔 on our journey but dealt with them efficiently. How could we have exposed ourselves?"

"There is no certainty..."

"Enough! Whether it was premeditated or a coincidence, now that those域外天魔 have found this place, we can't just wait here. Let's break through and return to the Cloud Concealment Sect."

The purple-robed girl spoke with resolve, her face showing a fierce determination. In that moment, she seemed like a sword breaking free from its scabbard.

"That would be unwise," said上官翎, shaking his head.

"Why?"

"The situation is unclear. Rushing out might backfire. Perhaps those域外天魔 didn't come looking for us; they just happened to pass by."

Indeed, all they had heard were sounds so far. The exact situation remained uncertain.

But leaving here was always the right choice.

The four women exited the general goods store together.

Meanwhile, the entire city descended into chaos. The clear sky rapidly darkened as魔云 swirled around it, concealing countless域外天魔 and monsters.

The atmosphere grew heavy, making breathing difficult.

This was a human city with little connection to the cultivation world. Still, as the saying went, one could see pigs run even without eating pork. Since the域外天魔's arrival, many cities had been destroyed by their attacks.

Seeing the魔云 looming overhead, everyone panicked. Cries of "Father!" and "Mother!" filled the air as people scattered in all directions.

But escaping was not easy; the域外天魔 were ruthless. A series of loud sounds echoed, and beams of light shot out from the魔云.

Countless humans didn't even have time to scream before they vanished.

The four women saw this horrifying scene as they left the general goods store.

"How despicable! They are killing innocent people," said上官雁, enraged.
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"Even a commoner with no weapon is not spared. These outsiders are truly merciless."

On Yan Shang's face, there was a look of righteous indignation as her jade hand swept out, intending to summon her treasure. However, Ying Ling quickly pulled her back: "Sister, don't!"

"Why? Are we just going to let the域外天魔 massacre these commoners?"

"Little sister, believe me, our emotions are the same at this moment. But you mustn't forget the heavy trust our master has placed in us. If we can't safely return with these supplies, once Cloud Concealment Sect is breached, the situation of the Immortal Dao Alliance will be much worse than it is now. At that time, the number of fallen cultivators might exceed ten thousand, and without the Immortal Dao Alliance to resist the域外天魔, the plight of these commoners would become even more dire..."

Tears glimmered in Ying Ling's eyes as she spoke, but she was unable to act on her compassion. She deeply understood the principle that small indulgences could lead to great chaos.

Before she could finish speaking, a gust of cold wind carrying ice chunks swept past her ears. It was a white mist of frigid air, with a snow-white phoenix stirring up demonic winds in its wake.

It was Ice Phoenix!

This woman had acted on her own initiative.

She moved like a man through the swirling clouds of demons.

Though rash, it was exhilarating to watch.

One could not easily judge whether she was arrogant or just eager to fight injustice.

Boom!

In the next moment, there was no suspense. The armored warrior hidden in the frontmost cloud of demons widened his eyes but had no time to react as he felt a numbing sensation and was frozen solid, turning into various-sized ice blocks.

No one could escape; both body and soul were frozen.

The entire process was swift, leaving Shang sisters speechless with shock.

It was too late to stop now.

Just when they were hesitating, a long laugh echoed from beside them. The purple-robed girl emerged like a drawn sword, exuding an indomitable spirit: "This Ice Phoenix's character is truly outer strength and inner warmth. Now that she has stripped off her facade, what more can we say? We must exterminate these域外天魔 and return to the main base as quickly as possible."

Before she could finish speaking, she pulled out a divine sword behind her.

With the sound of a dragon's roar entering their ears, light radiated from it. Not only was its shape peculiar, but once drawn, it grew significantly larger.

Electric sparks danced across its surface, forming arcs of lightning that were razor-sharp and towering over her in size, appearing heavy.

However, she did not summon it; instead, she held it effortlessly with one hand.

Then, a sharp cry. She merged with the sword, transforming into a brilliant meteor streaking towards the demons to the left front.

"Die!"

This time, the域外天魔 were prepared. A shout echoed from within the clouds as several black rays shot out.

Long swords, large axes, and a three-bladed spear flashed through the air, each rapidly growing to over ten feet in length. They surged with supreme demonic energy, aiming to block the girl.

However, this purple-robed woman was exceptionally resilient. Facing the combined attack of three cultivators at her level, she showed no fear on her face.

With a flick of her jade hand, the light around her transformed into swordlight.

It swept across the void.

Three demon treasures struck but were like throwing a stone into the sea; they did not even create ripples before being swallowed up and falling to the ground as mere iron.

High-ranking demons in the clouds could not help but be shocked. They had never imagined that their opponent's power was so formidable, pressing forward without hesitation.

Even if the three of them worked together, it would still not stop them.

They wanted to summon other treasures, but it was clearly too late.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed as the demon cloud was sliced apart. Most of the天魔 inside were killed in a single exchange.

Blood and gore splattered across the sky, yet the purple-robed girl paid no heed. With a swift change in her swordlight, she attacked another demon cloud nearby.

On the other side, more screams and cries filled the air as the Ice Phoenix's icy winds turned black clouds white—entire clouds were frozen into ice.

The Shang sisters stared in shock.

Was this really their planned strategy?

"Big sister, do we still need to hide our movements?"

"Now that it has come to this, what use is hiding? Let's act together and not let a single demon escape. We must finish quickly without wasting time," Ying Ling said with determination after the situation had developed.

"Big sister, you are wise!"

Ying Ling's face lit up with joy.

She happily summoned her treasure, clearly eager to engage in battle but restrained by fear of her big sister's disapproval.

With this gift from her big sister, she no longer had any qualms. The item she revealed was a bracelet.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable.

But remember, she is Lin Xuan's disciple; how could such a treasure be ordinary?

This treasure called itself a storage bracelet, but don't misunderstand its function—it was not like a storage bag at all. It resembled a set of complete treasures.

Usually, sets of treasures have the same shape and size—like mother and child swords or knives—but this bracelet contained nearly one hundred different types and kinds of treasures, far beyond just swords, spears, and halberds.

Without such a set, even a late-stage渡劫 cultivator would struggle to control so many treasures.

However, with this storage bracelet, Ying Shang could command them as if they were her own fingers.

This treasure was not something she had crafted; it came from Lin Xuan.

A generous master indeed.

Knowing the value of such a grade of treasure, even a late-stage渡劫 cultivator would be envious to the point of drooling.

The little girl now proudly summoned various weapons from the bracelet—swords, spears, and halberds—which transformed into dozens of treasures and launched them at the demon clouds.

Inside those clouds were several分神级别的 demons.

But seeing this display, they were so frightened that they did not dare to engage; instead, they fled in all directions.

Ying Shang was equally shocked. Without retracting her attack, the unfortunate demon soldiers had no chance to fight back and were massacred instantly.

The little girl wasn't satisfied with this result and wanted to chase down the fleeing high-ranking demons when another scream echoed.

Those five域外天魔 had already perished.
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Shangguan Ling also made her move.

Compared to her sister, her treasure was undoubtedly simpler. It consisted of two flying swords.

One was as white and pure as jade, seemingly not crafted from any metal material at all, but rather carved from a fine piece of jade.

Entirely seamless, it emitted an astonishing chill.

At first glance, it seemed to match the gentle demeanor of the Ice Phoenix, while the other was a deep azure blue like the sea.

But its surface was encircled by arcs of lightning, with thunderous power surging forth.

Thunder Soul Frost Spirit Sword!

These two swords perfectly matched their sisters' spiritual root attributes. Originally, one had been a Thunder Soul body and the other an Ice Spirit body.

For some reason, however, after cultivation, Shangguan Ling gathered both these qualities in her own body while Shangguan Yan no longer possessed any special constitution but instead had an exceptionally refined spiritual root.

Thus, with the help of Xue Ling and Lin Xuan, she crafted these two weapons suitable for her spiritual root: Thunder Soul Frost Spirit Swords!

In terms of power, they certainly couldn't match Lin Xuan's Nine Palaces Moment, but in ancient times, they were still quite impressive.

At the same level, they could overwhelm any opponent. In this moment, not a single one of the five Lesser Divinities who had escaped from the dark clouds managed to last even an instant against her.

Not a single match!

In just an instant, all five fell.

Beside them, Fairy Ice Phoenix turned her head and showed a hint of surprise on her face.

Her pride was well-known; she hadn't taken Shangguan sisters into much consideration originally, even considering Lin Xuan, the so-called leader, to be utterly incompetent.

Gaining fame by deceit!

But when these two sisters made their move, they displayed such imposing power that it wasn’t inferior at all compared to her own.

Could it be that she had underestimated heroes from around the world?

Before this thought could fully form, a roar reached her ears as Fairy Ice Phoenix turned back. A wave of black shockwaves surged towards her, with an Outer Realm demon attempting to take advantage of her distraction to possess her.

"Die!"

Fairy Ice Phoenix was enraged, her eyebrows filled with煞气 (killing intent). Her mood had already been bad enough; now there were even more people provoking the tiger.

A gale of energy shot out from between her brows.

Her divine sense transformed into a physical form, specifically into a powerful gust of wind. The black shockwaves rushed closer but couldn't withstand it, and their cries echoed as they disintegrated upon contact.

Then, with her jade hands fluttering like the wings of a phoenix, the gales coalesced into a tornado.
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The two dark clouds were completely sucked in, their cries echoing as the soldiers and monsters inside were all ground into dust.

Far away, the situation was similar.

Dark clouds of sword energy swirled like ink, with a purple-robed girl's moves sweeping across the battlefield. The cries echoed everywhere, and the Outer Realm demons' plight could be described as fleeing in panic.

This wasn't a battle; it was a one-sided massacre.

And fewer were bullying more.

There were indeed Lesser Divinities among the Outer Realm demons, but their levels weren’t much lower than those of the four girls. However, none of them stood a chance against them.

They were simply formidable.

The level of碾压 (overwhelming) was truly dizzying. Not only could these shrimp and crabs not withstand it, even Lesser Tribulation-stage demons might find it hard to defeat them.

The chaos in the city gradually subsided as most ordinary people raised their heads, staring at the battle above in awe. They had thought they would be doomed, but now several figures like fairy princesses had appeared, rescuing them.

Cheers erupted from the crowd.

But now, the Outer Realm demons could no longer withstand it; this mission was a mistake. The demon heads were ruthless, but they couldn't ignore their own lives either.

Clearly unable to defeat them, staying here meant certain death.

Thus, the remaining defeated troops did not retaliate but scattered to escape.

The four girls naturally wouldn’t let them go and watched as they fled. Shangguan Ling’s voice echoed in their ears: "Don’t chase down desperate enemies; remember our mission."

Although the other three girls were reluctant, as rising stars, they couldn't ignore priorities. They turned back and flew away.

"Sister, I said it was fine, these Outer Realm demons are like paper-thin, barely able to withstand a blow. You overestimated them," Shangguan Yan’s sweet voice echoed in their ears, her face radiating a pure smile that contrasted sharply with the fierce image she had just displayed.

"This time, perhaps I overestimated it, but regardless of why the Outer Realm demons came here, we shouldn’t be careless. Let's leave as soon as possible," Shangguan Ling’s voice was firm; after all, this mission her master entrusted was too important to make any mistakes.

"Agreed!"

The other three girls had no objections. But just then, a cold laugh echoed in their ears: "Let’s go, you little brats who don’t know your place! Do you think you can still leave?"

Before the words were fully spoken, the sky seemed to darken even more as a black light appeared on the horizon.

Initially far away, but with a flash of light, it suddenly drew near.

"Shrink Earth into Inches!"

The four girls exchanged glances. Their faces turned serious; this wasn’t ordinary teleportation; only those at the Tribulation Transcendence stage could perform such feats.

They had actually dispatched a Tribulation Transcendence-stage demon. Clearly, their encounter was no coincidence; the other side had planned it.

Without a doubt, they were the targets.

But on this journey, they had been extremely cautious and even exterminated any Outer Realm demons they encountered.

How could their identities be exposed under such circumstances?

But now that things had reached this point, there was no use dwelling on these matters.

"Sister, what should we do?"

"Charge out, carve a bloody path. We must deliver the supplies back to Cloud Concealment Sect," Shangguan Ling’s voice was resolute as she spoke.

"Agreed! I’ll clear the way!"

The purple-robed girl once again drew her divine sword from its sheath; light radiated around her, and she was enveloped by森然的剑气 (ominous sword energy) like a meteor streaking towards the front.

She had used this move before, but this time’s enemies were entirely different.

Could they carve a bloody path?

No one knew for sure. After all, Tribulation Transcendence and Lesser Divinity stages were completely different.

In that dark aura, a sinister laugh echoed: "You dare defy me, a demon lord? I will tear your soul and spirit apart, making you regret ever coming into this world."
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The moment the words left his mouth, a wave of dark energy surged forth. A shadow shot out from within and rapidly expanded as it met the wind, transforming into a massive axe over a hundred feet long.

Numerous rune symbols flew out from its surface, clearly not ordinary items. The Demon Sovereign Master's move indeed had a shocking effect, breaking through the heavens.

At this moment, the owner of that dark energy was vaguely flying nearby. He was a towering figure about ten feet tall with a bald head and bare feet, his face grotesquely distorted.

The spiritual pressure he emitted far surpassed that of an early-stage cultivator who had just transcended their tribulation.

This was clearly a mid-stage old monster.

It was well known that the gap between spirit division and tribulation transcendence was like heaven and earth. Not to mention, the opponent was already at the mid-stage. By common sense, the four girls before him were ants, easily captured with just a flick of his wrist.

He had already summoned his treasure, showing enough respect for the other party.

The域外天魔 originally far surpassed cultivators of the same stage by much.

With the purple-robed maiden leading the way, it was like trying to shake a tree with an ant.

She should retreat!

Facing him head-on was too foolish.

Their disparity was beyond measure; this would only result in her sword being destroyed and her life taken.

However, despite the logic, the expression on the purple-robed maiden's face remained as calm as ever when she faced that sharp demon axe.

A loud shout erupted from her lips!

Her body was engulfed by剑气 burning fiercely.

Indeed, the剑气 had been ignited.

It resembled a meteorite falling through the sky.

She charged headlong towards the demon axe with unwavering resolve.

The bald Demon Sovereign's face showed disbelief… Was he facing an idiot? A single early-stage spirit division cultivator daring to directly confront his treasure?

Before this thought could fully form, there was a thunderous explosion.

Amidst swirling smoke and flames, the sharp剑气 actually tore through the void like powder.

As for that demon axe, it emitted a mournful cry before being repelled away.

The bald Demon Sovereign stood dumbfounded, hardly believing what he saw. How could an early-stage spirit division cultivator possess such abilities?

However, despite his doubts, the scene in front of him was undeniable. The demon axe continued to fall, and with a loud shout, he retrieved it once more.

His chest heaved as his blood surged.

Meanwhile, the purple-robed maiden wasn't faring much better. A trace of crimson blood seeped from her lips. While she could easily overpower opponents at her level, facing an early-stage tribulation cultivator was too great a disparity.

She barely managed to break through one attack but suffered internal injuries due to the backlash.

However, this woman's character was incredibly resilient and strong-willed, far surpassing ordinary men. Instead of retreating, she took a deep breath.

Her entire body was enveloped in spiritual light, which then transformed into sharp剑气. The剑气 ignited like flames, merging with her sword form as she charged at him with ferocity.

"You are courting death!"

The bald Demon Sovereign was both shocked and enraged.

On one hand, the other party's determination and fighting spirit had deeply impressed him; it wasn't a stretch to say he was intimidated. But what did that matter?

As a mid-stage域外天魔, he couldn’t afford to flee from mere early-stage cultivators.

Otherwise, he would become a laughingstock in the three realms. The Void Lord wouldn’t spare his life either upon return.

Thus, despite some fear, there were reasons for him to retreat.

A loud shout echoed as his figure suddenly grew by more than a hundred times. He swung his giant axe, which also expanded with the wind, transforming into a massive object covered in various runes.

He raised this item high and prepared to strike the maiden.

Challenging across stages?

Fool!

In all of the three realms, few spirit division cultivators could defeat tribulation transcendents.

And he was a mid-stage域外天魔. Ignorant of his own limits, today would be his downfall.

Before he could fully process this thought, space around him began to ripple. A white rift suddenly appeared before a snow-white ice phoenix emerged with a loud凤鸣.

With a flap of its wings, it unleashed an avalanche of cold winds and ice shards.

Simultaneously, his arm was frozen in place.

His right arm, from shoulder to fingers, including the demon axe clutched in his palm, turned into a massive block of ice. Though unable to move, this instant brought numbness throughout his entire limb.

His movements became noticeably slower due to this sudden change. His attention was entirely focused on the purple-robed maiden, and the ice phoenix's spatial abilities were adept at ambushes.

Unaware, he was frozen solid.

Then, the burning剑气 descended like a meteorite, striking his abdomen with no obstruction.

"Phew…"

The bald Demon Sovereign spat out blood. Relying solely on protective dark energy wasn’t enough to withstand such a sharp attack; thus, this sword struck him hard.

His chest heaved as his anger boiled over. He was an early-stage tribulation cultivator, yet he had been repeatedly toyed with by these few spirit division cultivators.

This was intolerable.

With another loud shout, black dark energy surged, shaking off the ice that froze his right hand. While the ice phoenix's innate abilities were formidable, they couldn’t completely freeze a mid-stage tribulation existence.

Even this delay in his actions was significant.

He swung his large axe at the two females before him but suddenly sensed an ominous warning. He raised his head and saw countless treasures—swords, spears, axes, and more—raining down upon him.

"Impossible, how many? Could these four girls have reinforcements?" Knowing that true immortals could only control a limited number of magical artifacts simultaneously due to their divine consciousness.

However, before this thought fully formed…

The greatest threat was not the weapons but the two immortal swords. Even if they were high-grade, most of his attention was drawn by them.

One sword was as white and pure as jade, seemingly carved from fine stone rather than metal. It exuded an overwhelming chill.

It matched the ice phoenix's demeanor perfectly. The other sword, however, shimmered with blue like the sea.

But it was encased in a series of lightning arcs, radiating thunderous power.

雷魂冰魄!

A single sword alone would be terrifying; two swords working together complemented each other well.

The bald Demon Sovereign’s face showed a serious expression. These were now threats to him.

He didn’t want to fall into the trap like in a ditch. The four girls had brought too much shock, and he was almost certain of losing to them.
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His gaze grew serious, no longer showing any trace of contempt or fear. Instead, he would treat them as formidable opponents at the same level and spare no effort to deal with them.

For the four women, this was undoubtedly a dire situation.

Although they had the ability to easily overpower their peers, facing a mid-stage Transcendental Demonic Devil posed no advantage for them.

No one knew if they could safely pass this test.

---

On the other side, Lin Xuan was pushing himself to travel as fast as possible.

Though he said "full effort," it wasn't entirely accurate. While saving someone is like a fire that needs immediate attention, the current situation with the Cloud Concealment Sect, or more accurately, the Immortal Dao Alliance, had been under siege for years now.

The situation was dire, but it wouldn't be breached overnight. There was no need to rush. When Lin Xuan first heard about this news, his haste caused him to go in the wrong direction. A high-stage cultivator making such a basic mistake made him chuckle.

Thus, he would not repeat that mistake. Since time wasn't of the essence, Lin Xuan moved at a steady pace and did not use Wind Control Technique. Instead, he used a simple spirit boat as his means of transportation.

This spirit boat was no more than several dozen feet long, looking extremely plain. However, it was quite fast. His goal was to remain unnoticed, so he sat in meditation on the boat, not for cultivation but merely rest. Once he was well-rested and energized, he would help lift the siege on the Cloud Concealment Sect.

---

For several days, nothing happened. Today, Lin Xuan's spirit boat transformed into a streak of green light as it flew over an unnamed small mountain. Suddenly, his eyebrows raised as he opened his eyes and turned his head to the left.

About a hundred miles away, he detected signs of Transcendental Demonic Devils.

However, Lin Xuan didn't pay much attention; these were just low-level soldiers at the Core Profound stage. Although they were vicious, their level was too low for him to care about them. Thus, he continued on his way as if nothing happened.

But when man does not offend a tiger, the tiger will attack a man. Lin Xuan didn't want any detours, but those Transcendental Demonic Devils wanted to take this opportunity to end their lives.

Soon, several strands of demonic light appeared in front of him—those Demonic Devils had intercepted him by taking a shortcut.

Seeing these fierce Transcendental Demonic Devils, Lin Xuan couldn't help but chuckle. As the saying goes, heaven's wrath can still be endured; self-inflicted suffering is unbearable. These guys were indeed like old men hanging from a tree branch, wishing for a longer life.

Lin Xuan didn't know that this group of Demonic Devils had been severely beaten by the Shangguan sisters and barely managed to escape. They originally thought they had saved their lives, but this time's loss was too great. Over a hundred Core Profound-level Demonic Devils were killed by four unknown girls, which would make them laughingstocks in the three realms.
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It was too frustrating.

But what could he do when his skills were inferior?

Just as Lin Xuan passed them, his Moonlight Heaven Witch Technique had a return-to-nature effect. Without using Qi Control, most people couldn't tell his cultivation level. Plus, the spirit boat he used was in poor condition. The unfortunate Demonic Devils didn't know that Lin Xuan was feigning weakness; they thought he was just an ordinary cultivator.

These guys were already vicious and had taken out their frustration on this target. They wouldn't let him go.

Thus, a group of Transcendental Demonic Devils suddenly blocked his path.

In truth, their strength wasn't bad—every single one was at the Core Profound stage. The leader, with two horns on its head, was near the peak of the Core Profound stage, just one step away from becoming a Spirit Formation cultivator.

But that mattered little to Lin Xuan; they were all ants in his eyes.

Lin Xuan didn't intend to deal with these weaklings, but if they sought their own demise, it would be another matter.

Without further ado, he waved his sleeve, and countless sword qi shot out like a green meteor shower. The primordial energy of the world became chaotic, and sunlight dimmed. All that could be seen were sharp sword qi.

The Transcendental Demonic Devils widened their eyes as the immense spiritual pressure from Lin Xuan immobilized them. They realized their foolishness, having kicked a hornet's nest by accident.

Out of the tiger's mouth into the wolf's den; this time, they had foolishly walked right in. The Demonic Devils regretted it but were too late to change anything. With their strength, they couldn't escape Lin Xuan's attack, even if it was casual and careless.

Soon, cries of pain filled the air, followed by a sea of blood. But soon, everything returned to silence as the Demonic Devils' souls returned to the underworld—except for the leader, who survived.

Of course, he lived because he wasn't the strongest one. This difference held no meaning in Lin Xuan's eyes; his survival was intentional.

Lin Xuan was curious about why Transcendental Demonic Devils appeared here when there were no cultivation sects nearby. Why did they look so defeated? Where had they suffered such a loss?

As a person, Lin Xuan couldn't resist curiosity either. He decided to investigate the reason for their appearance by using Soul Scouring Technique.

In just a few breaths, his sleeve fluttered, and a flash of fire appeared as the Transcendental Demonic Devil turned into ash.

His expression grew serious.

He never expected such an unexpected discovery.

Featherling and Swallow had arrived here together with two other girls who also possessed the astonishing ability to overpower their peers. Their appearance was no coincidence; what important task were they executing?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he couldn't understand why these four girls came here. However, there must be a significant purpose, which was beyond doubt. Considering the Transcendental Demonic Devils present, Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious.

Even if those girls seemed to have defeated the Transcendental Demonic Devils, who knew if they had any hidden reserves?

Lin Xuan couldn't relax and changed his direction. Soon, he disappeared into the distance.
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Simultaneously, tens of thousands of miles away, the battle was in full swing.

On one side was a mid-stage Transcendent Demon from beyond the mortal realm, and on the other were four cultivators at the Spirit Cultivation stage. By normal standards, such a battle should have no suspense.

The disparity between their strengths was too great; it could be said that they were not even in the same league.

If one were to speculate based on ordinary circumstances, the four girls would struggle to survive against even one opponent, let alone all of them. However, the fascinating aspect of the cultivation world lies in its unexpected turns.

Given that these four girls had been dispatched with a mission, their strength could not be gauged by normal standards. They were not just challenging opponents from higher ranks; they could easily dominate those at the same level without any difficulty.

In fact, it was said with too much ease.

Thus, the four exceptionally talented Spirit Cultivation stage cultivators fought against the mid-stage Transcendent Demon with a lively display of combat.

Indeed, they were on the back foot.

But not completely helpless.

The sky was filled with flashes of light and flying法宝. The thunderous sounds never ceased. The bald-headed, barefoot demon had an expression of brutality but remained powerless against the four women.

At this moment, his mood was so bad it could be described as a raging bull. He did not believe in his own eyes what he saw.

Unable to defeat even several Spirit Cultivation cultivators, would he really become a laughingstock among the three realms?

Absolutely not!

With a roar, the aura of evil around him surged again.

The sky was pitch black, with streaks of black lightning dancing in his hands.

As an old monster at mid-stage Transcendence, he could already manipulate the laws of heaven and earth. This thunderous scene was no less formidable than a heavenly tribulation.

These four foolish girls did not know when to die; let him see how long they could hold out.

Rolling thunder echoed as black dragons flew. Within a hundred miles, it seemed that everything had been turned into a sea of black lightning.

The city below would naturally suffer the same fate. Under the onslaught of the thunderbolts, it was reduced to ruins, and few people managed to escape unscathed.

Almost all were incinerated here.

All four women's eyes bulged with rage but they could do nothing. Now that they were in dire straits, how could they save these ordinary folk?

The Transcendent Demon was indeed too despicable, killing innocents so recklessly.

"You will be punished by heaven."

On Shangguan Yan's face, the innocence had given way to a look of blood and fury as her hair danced with blood.

"Divine punishment. Ha! Let you see the power of my own tribulation." The bald-headed demon sovereign would not show any remorse.

With a flick of his hand, black lightning surged forth, coalescing into seven or eight strands that formed a black dragon.

Mokua!

The entire body was composed of electric force, swooping down towards Shangguan Yan.

"Little sister!"

Shangguan Ling was alarmed but did not rush to her sister's aid. Instead, she raised the Lightning Soul Ice Spirit Sword in hand, slicing at the enemy like a dragon emerging from the sea.

Divide and conquer!

If she had rushed to help her sister, it would only have led them into their opponent's trap. That would truly be disadvantageous.

Shangguan Ling, following her master for years against Transcendent Demons, was well-versed in combat techniques. She knew how to handle such a situation.

"Knowing death yet daring to block the path of a cicada trying to stop a boulder!"

The Transcendent Demon's face showed a sneer as he prepared, his fingers forming empty fists. A qilin appeared from the dark aura.

Although it was a manifestation, the pressure it emitted was formidable.

Before it could attack, black sound waves spewed from its mouth, distorting and blurring the space around them, blocking the path of the Lightning Soul Ice Spirit Sword.

Boom!

The thunderous sound echoed in their ears as gales of wind scattered. Shangguan Ling's ultimate move did not achieve her goal of dividing and conquering.

But she was not alone in facing this demon.

Another sword aura appeared from the left front with a sharp cry.

It was the purple-robed girl, whose clothes were stained with blood. This woman who practiced ancient sword cultivation techniques was incredibly fierce; each strike opened up vast spaces, leaving no room for retreat.

Her power was astonishing, but she suffered the most wounds due to her relentless attacks like dragons emerging from the sea or meteors falling to the ground.

Beside them, Fairy Ice Phoenix also launched an assault on their opponent.

Despite past disagreements and grievances, the four women fought as a cohesive unit. However, even with such perfect coordination, they gradually found it hard to resist over time.

The disparity in strength was too great; after all, the cultivation world still spoke through power.

Shangguan Ling watched clearly.

She controlled the Lightning Soul Ice Spirit while pondering an escape strategy.

Direct confrontation was not an option.

After numerous attempts, Shangguan Ling had come to this conclusion.

Unable to match their strength, they could only outwit them. The question was, how?

"Everyone, don't engage in direct combat; find a way to break through."

Shangguan Ling conveyed her plan via mental communication to the other three women.

"Alright, you go ahead and I'll cover your retreat."

The purple-robed girl wielded her immortal sword with great skill while silently using mental communication.

"But..."

"Do not waste time. If no one holds him back, none of us can escape. If we cannot safely deliver this cargo to Cloud Concealment Sect, the sect will fall. My life is insignificant compared to the safety and survival of Immortal Dao Alliance."

The purple-robed girl spoke with a grace that even men could not match.

Shangguan Ling, though heartbroken, understood her point. There was urgency in the situation; indecision would only lead to total defeat here.

Mercy does not command armies!

But leaving just one person behind was meaningless.

"Friend, your righteousness is admirable. But you alone may not be able to hold him back. Let me and my sister stay with you. With three of us, we might have a chance. Among us, Ice Phoenix has the fastest escape speed; she will take the cargo back to Cloud Concealment Sect's main base," Shangguan Ling said.

"Absolutely not! We'll die together or live together. You sending me off alone... how can I face you..." Ice Phoenix was enraged at this decision, given her proud and haughty nature.

"Be quiet. Do you think your task is easy? The journey to Cloud Concealment Sect will be long and arduous. You must break through the encirclement alone; we three may not all perish. In any case, do not waste time!" Shangguan Ling roared with fierce determination. This gentle and virtuous woman was truly anxious now. The situation was dire, leaving no room for hesitation.
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Phoenix Ice Fairy sighed...

However, as a proud daughter of the heavens, her self-respect wouldn't allow her to do so. While her companions fought bravely against their enemies, she was alone, fleeing.

Though it was out of necessity, it was no different from running away.

Her sharp teeth gripped tightly at her lower jaw, and a faint trickle of blood appeared by the corner of her mouth, showing how much she struggled within.

"Alright!"

After a few breaths, she made a difficult decision. Self-respect was important, but it couldn't outweigh her master's instructions.

She recalled what her master had said before leaving—no matter what, this batch of supplies must be brought back to the main base.

Seeing Phoenix Ice agree, Shangguan Ling was overjoyed. Despite knowing that her sister would likely face a grim fate staying behind, she wouldn't retreat for the sake of repaying her master's great kindness and virtue.

Their figures crossed paths as they silently handed over a storage bag containing treasures to each other.

Shangguan Yan and the purple-robed girl also cooperated seamlessly, intensifying their attacks to draw attention away from them.

Rumbling sounds echoed in her ears. The bald demon had already become exhausted.

However, this was far from over. Shangguan Ling rushed forward as well.

Her Thunder Soul Ice Spirit Sword sent ripples through the air, and lightning and snowstorm combined to rush towards their opponent.

The three girls truly were formidable; the attack they unleashed was incredibly powerful.

A cultivator of the Transcending Tribulation stage actually couldn't withstand it. The bald demon lord roared incessantly but had no choice but to retreat.

This was a divine opportunity!
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Phoenix Ice was courageous and decisive.

Although she didn't want to escape alone, once she agreed, there was no room for hesitation. A sound of phoenix wings filled her ears as she transformed into a snow-white ice phoenix in the freezing wind.

With one flap of its wings, it unleashed a wave of icy flames.

She revealed her true form and flew towards the horizon.

Although no spatial secrets were used this time, her speed was still incredible.

In an instant, she had traveled to a distant place. The bald demon lord, however, was too preoccupied with his own affairs.

Just as she seemed ready to escape successfully, something unexpected happened.

Without any warning, a terrifying demonic claw suddenly shot out from about ten feet away. Its fingers were sharp and emitted an astonishing aura like a powerful bow or crossbow, lunging towards Phoenix Ice.

"Ahh!"

A cry of pain echoed in her ears.

Phoenix Ice's snow-white body was stained with blood as she swayed in the air, almost falling to the ground.

The demonic claw flashed black before transforming into a bald man with bare feet.

Incarnate Soul!

No, if his incarnate soul was here, why could the bodies of Shangguan sisters still move freely?

This puzzled everyone present.

Could it be that he practiced a secret technique for a second incarnate soul? Or perhaps his cultivation method was so peculiar and bizarre that even with an incarnate soul out of body, as long as they weren't too far apart, his physical body could still move freely?

No one knew which scenario applied. There wasn't time to delve into the reasons.

The demon lord's laughter rang in her ears: "Foolish girl, do you really think you can escape my palm?"

"You're too naive. That flaw was just a ploy on my part..."

Taking advantage of the situation!

Could it be that his mind-reading had already penetrated her thoughts?

Shangguan Ling's face turned pale.

Regardless, those materials and treasures must not fall into their hands.

She flew towards Phoenix Ice.

By now, Phoenix Ice Fairy had returned to human form. Her clothes were drenched in blood as she closed her eyes tightly, appearing unconscious.

The giant man's incarnate soul revealed a sinister expression, surrounded by demonic winds, preparing to snatch the treasure from her hand.

Now it came down to who was faster.

The purple-robed girl and Shangguan Yan fought desperately. However, due to their different cultivation stages, they couldn't fully distract their opponent.

The bald giant's right hand reached up towards the sky, sending bolts of lightning towards Shangguan Ling.

Jungle paths blocked her path as she advanced.

To reach Phoenix Ice, she had to pass through a sea of thunder.

Each bolt of black lightning was almost as powerful as a heavenly tribulation.

This was truly a dead end!

However, determination etched on Shangguan Ling's face.

The Thunder Soul and Ice Spirit swords merged into one, slicing forward.

Person and sword became one.

But even so, it couldn't break through the sea of thunder.

"You little girl, you're asking for death. Don't blame me!"

A cruel expression appeared on the bald demon lord's face as he clutched his hands together. Thunder roared, and a black demonic palm emerged with electric arcs swirling around its surface.

It flashed past Shangguan Ling.

By now, she was at her last strength, severely injured and nearly out of mana, unable to move even slightly.

"Big sister..."

Shangguan Yan's cries echoed like the blood-curdling cry of a cuckoo. She hated herself for being so weak; if only her master were here...

However, coincidences don't happen everywhere or at any time.

No trace of Lin Xuan was seen, and Shangguan Ling struggled in the sharp tears.

Her body was battered to pieces.

"Big sister, stop pushing forward."

Shangguan Yan's tears flowed down her white face, but all that remained for Shangguan Ling was determination.

She broke through the sea of thunder, taking the storage bag from Phoenix Ice before the giant man's incarnate soul could reach it.

"You're asking for death!"

This scene left the demon lord both stunned and enraged: "Refusing my hospitality to take punishment. You dare provoke me, a junior of the Distracted Realm stage. I will tear your soul apart!"

Before he finished speaking, his single hand clutched his chest and pushed out.

Popping sounds echoed as a black demonic palm appeared with electric arcs swirling around it.

It flashed past Shangguan Ling.

By now, she was at her last strength, severely injured and nearly out of mana, unable to move even slightly.

"Big sister..."

Shangguan Yan's cries were like the blood-curdling cry of a cuckoo as she desperately flew towards them. But it was too late.

As Shangguan Ling seemed about to fall, Phoenix Ice suddenly grabbed her hand and pulled.

"Peng!"

Using her own body to shield, Phoenix Ice spat out a mouthful of blood.

She had already been severely injured; this hit left her unable to move as well.

"Why are you saving me?"

"Hmph. I don't like owing favors."

...

Severely wounded and on the brink of death, Phoenix Ice still maintained her pride. However, both girls' combat abilities were now nearly nullified.

The bald demon lord was furious and swung another punch forward.

This time, his target was two—since Shangguan Ling and Phoenix Ice were together, he wanted to destroy them both completely.

"Boom!"

A loud explosion echoed as the two didn't fall. Instead, it was Shangguan Yan who took the hit for them.
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Previously, in the state of Lady Shangguan Yan, this punch would have been enough to block if it were directed at herself.

But with Sister and Ice Phoenix unable to move, their rescue was futile. Out of desperation, she could only use a clumsy method to hard block.

However, as a result, the two women avoided falling, but she herself spat out a mouthful of blood, like a kite without strings, flying towards the distance.

Would it collide with the mountain wall and suffer even more injuries?

But soon, she felt that she had landed. More accurately, she was caught and placed in a warm embrace.

"Idiot girl, how could I have gotten into such a mess just from going out once?"

A sigh sounded in her ears, familiar and gentle.

"What is this..."

Lady Shangguan Yan's consciousness was originally blurry, but because of that voice, her eyes suddenly opened wide.

Before her was a plain face.

Very young, yet filled with the marks of hardship.

His smile was so gentle, tinged with sorrow.

"Ma... Master!"

Lady Shangguan Yan almost couldn't believe what she saw. But the warm embrace was unmistakable; she buried herself in Lin Xuan's arms, sobbing uncontrollably.

As if to vent all her sorrows and pain.

Indeed, she was now a lady of heaven, crushing her peers with ease. But before her master, she remained as innocent as when they first met, a little girl full of wonder.

Having suffered outside, she naturally sought the protection of her master.

"Enough, Yan'er, don't cry."

Lin Xuan, for his disciple, was very indulgent. Seeing his disciple severely injured, he felt both anxious and angry.

Dare to bully my disciple? You're asking for it!

With a wave of his sleeve, an jade bottle flew out. The bottle's mouth turned upside down, pouring out a crimson pill like blood.

Lin Xuan then handed the pill to the young woman.

"Thank you, Master!"

Lady Shangguan Yan swallowed it whole and felt her injuries improve instantly.

The master's elixirs truly were extraordinary.

Then Lin Xuan moved his shoulder, ignoring everyone else, and came to Lady Shangguan Ling and Ice Phoenix. Although that bald demon lord was ferocious, he was nothing but a minor troublemaker in front of Lin Xuan.

He paid no mind to him at all.

"Ma... Master!"

Lady Shangguan Ling's expression was also extremely agitated, her eyes filled with joy, and she had dropped a heavy stone from her heart.

In Lady Shangguan Ling's eyes, the master could do anything.

With him around, not even local demons or Heaven's fiends mattered; Lin Xuan could hold up the sky.

The danger was over.

"You suffered."

Seeing his disciple in such a bloody state, Lin Xuan felt immense pain and quickly fed her more elixirs.

A warm current rose from his dantian, spreading throughout his body. The medicine worked wonders. Although her injuries weren't fully healed, they were significantly reduced.

This pill almost had the power to resurrect the dead.

"Thank you, Master. The other companions also need elixirs. Please have mercy on them..."

Lady Shangguan Ling, originally severely injured and barely able to move, now recovered enough to bow respectfully to Lin Xuan and ask for more elixirs for her companions.

"Silly girl, what do you think I am? A miserly person?"

Lin Xuan spoke impatiently.

Then he waved his sleeve, sending two pills flying into the hands of Ice Phoenix and the young woman in purple.

"Thank you, Lord Alliance!"

Ice Phoenix was originally proud and haughty, but she was now humbled by Lin Xuan's grandeur. In truth, this celestial alliance lord looked extremely ordinary; there wasn't even a trace of his power.

At first glance, he seemed like an ordinary mortal, but upon closer inspection, he was unfathomable.

As Ice Phoenix, the beloved disciple of Black Phoenix Immortal, her master was a late-stage cultivator. But compared to Lin Xuan, she felt that her master was far inferior.

They were not from the same level.

But compared to Black Phoenix Immortal, she was indeed much less capable.

Knowing how obvious this difference was made her realize just how great the actual gap between them truly was.

Pride required strength as a foundation.

She was far less than Lin Xuan, which explained why she was so respectful.

As for the other young woman, holding the pill, a complex expression appeared on her face. Lin Xuan's gaze swept over her rugged and spirited face, causing him to look puzzled.

He seemed to doubt his recognition.

"Y... You are RuoXuan?"

"I bow before Lord Alliance. I didn't expect Master Senior Lin to remember me."

The young woman in purple bowed respectfully.

Lin Xuan indeed did not make a mistake. Back then, when she had just ascended to the spirit realm and met him on a small interface, they were both at low levels and had even teamed up to fight enemies together.

A thousand years later, Lin Xuan was now the celestial alliance lord renowned across three realms, while RuoXuan had become an advanced-stage cultivator.

At first glance, she lagged far behind Lin Xuan, but some things couldn't be judged by common sense.

Was Lin Xuan just a regular person?

He had countless extraordinary experiences and his cultivation speed was comparable to that of the Asura from long ago.

RuoXuan actually wasn't bad; she had already reached an advanced-stage in such a short time.

Knowing how powerful sword cultivators were, yet how slow their progress, RuoXuan's achievement was remarkable, thanks to her efforts and the Nine Spirit Sword Body she possessed.

Cultivation required both sweat and talent.

RuoXuan was already impressive, but looking at Lin Xuan still left her feeling a bit disheartened.

After all, back then their cultivation levels were evenly matched, but now it felt like they were worlds apart.

This disparity made anyone feel somewhat uncomfortable.

But RuoXuan's spirit was more robust than most men; she quickly regained composure and respectfully greeted the alliance lord before swallowing the elixir Lin Xuan had given her.

...

The entire process seemed complex when described, but in reality, it took only a short while—less than half a cup of tea.

That bald demon lord's face was already pale as he realized that the celestial alliance lord should not be here. Shouldn't he be at Cloud Concealment Sect?

Could someone have impersonated him to scare them away with an empty city strategy?

Yes, it must be that. He couldn't believe Lin Xuan would dare leave Cloud Concealment Sect during such a critical moment.

With this thought, the bald demon lord's face showed a sneer, regaining his defiant expression.

Just as Lin Xuan turned his head, their gazes met, and Lin Xuan's expression cooled down: "What are you still doing here? If I were you, I would choose to undergo a self-inflicted death. That way, you could suffer less."

"Self-inflicted death, what audacity," the celestial demon retorted: "Don't tell me you're just some fake rat. Even if that Lin kid is really here, what can he do? Do you think this demon lord would be afraid of a severely injured person?"
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"Fake?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely taken aback by this. He couldn't help but burst into a silent laugh. He hadn’t expected the other party to view him in such a manner.

That explained why he didn’t show much fear on his face.

But what about the severe injuries mentioned?

Was it because his avatar met a formidable opponent?

However, Lin Xuan’s avatar was made from Spiritual Spirit Body. It shouldn't be that fragile.

Even if heavily injured, recovery would come easily. This meant the difficulty this time really wasn’t trivial.

The Void Demon Sovereign wasn’t here. Could the Rock Demon City Lord have such power?

Lin Xuan’s mind raced with thoughts but quickly dismissed them.

There was a priority to things. Solving the current opponent was the main issue.

A faint smile played on Lin Xuan's lips, but it sent shivers down one's spine. He always treated his disciples well and doted on them. Seeing the Sisters Shang being beaten to near death, how could he not be anxious?

Anger quickly accumulated as a result.

Yet this demon was acting so arrogantly. Wasn’t he courting disaster by wanting to die?

Lin Xuan’s smile made the bald Demon Sovereign extremely uncomfortable. A loud roar echoed in his ears, followed by thunderous lightning.

Black lightning twisted into a monstrous black dragon that lunged at Lin Xuan.

Despite its grandeur, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed. He didn’t even blink as it approached.

A deafening shout rang out. Visible sound waves rippled through the air before spreading outward with increasing intensity. A fierce gale sprang up from nowhere.

The black dragon clashed with this force, disintegrating into dust in an instant.

"Is… Is that possible?"

The bald Demon Sovereign was dumbfounded, almost unable to believe what he saw.

Lin Xuan hadn’t used any attacks or even summoned treasures. Just a shout had shattered his attack.

Was it the Buddhist Lion's Roar?

No, just ordinary sound waves, creating such a forceful gale with spiritual pressure…

It was nothing but brutal.

It was incredible.

This guy before him wasn’t some fake.

The bald Demon Sovereign felt a chill run down his spine. However, things had come to this point; regret would be useless.

Under Lin Xuan’s gaze, he couldn't find an opportunity to escape.

Would he perish here?
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No… It couldn’t be. Lin Xiao had clearly been severely injured, at his last breath. His previous attack might have been his final strength.

That was right. Lin Xuan was nothing but a paper tiger on the outside. He mustn't be intimidated.

With these thoughts in mind, a sinister smile appeared on the bald Demon Sovereign’s face. With a wave of his sleeve, black demonic energy surged out from his body. A massive axe as tall as a mountain flew out from within!

This was definitely its innate treasure!

He had spared no effort with this strike.

Clearly, despite his various guesses, he still feared Lin Xuan immensely. This attack aimed to finish the job in one fell swoop and eliminate Lin Xuan here.

But it wouldn’t be that easy.

Or rather, doing so now would be as futile as a dreamer’s wish.

Facing the bald Demon Sovereign's terrifying strike, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a faint smile. The smile was warm like spring but carried a hint of mockery.

"Really foolish, a mere grain of sand dares to show its light in front of the moon!"

Before he could finish speaking, his right hand shot forward, pointing at him.

Silent and unseen, an eerie rule force surged through the air.

A "click" echoed as countless cracks appeared on the massive axe’s surface. They spread like a spider web, covering it entirely.

The demonic energy dissipated, leaving this treasure devoid of spirit, turning into ordinary iron that fell to the ground.

"Gulp…"

The bald Demon Sovereign spat out blood, his face showing disbelief.

Such ease in destroying his innate treasure.

Had all those guesses been wrong?

But now was not the time for further speculation. His situation was dire.

The bald Demon Sovereign was at a loss when Lin Xuan moved swiftly and suddenly stood beside him like a ghost.

Before he could react, Lin Xuan had punched him.

Lin Xuan’s strength didn’t need to be mentioned; this punch should have left him dead or seriously injured.

But it wasn’t painful. It felt like a gentle breeze or an ant trying to shake a tree. The bald Demon Sovereign was shocked… Could the other party really be at his last breath?

Before he could think further, "Puff puff puff…"

Lin Xuan landed several more punches.

He hit his head, abdomen, and dantian, but it still didn’t hurt. This confirmed his suspicions, making the bald Demon Sovereign extremely delighted.

Misfortune can turn into fortune. If he eliminated Lin Xuan, the Void Lord would surely reward him heavily.

What good luck!

It was heaven’s favor. He grinned as he tried to capture and subdue Lin Xuan alive.

But suddenly, he found himself unable to move or even use his magical power.

"Zing…"

He tumbled from the sky, landing in a pile of ruins.

This had been a human city that the域外天魔s had attacked, reducing it to rubble. Now it was in shambles with only remnants left.

"Aiee!"

The bald Demon Sovereign struggled to get up but found himself severely injured.

Several bones were broken, and his internal organs bled profusely.

He was stunned, unable to believe what happened.

A major demon of the Transcendence realm, his body had been refined by countless heavenly tribulations. It was as solid as diamond; how could he be so badly hurt from a fall?

"Idiot, you’re not just powerless now."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in derision: "Can’t you feel the strange rule force permeating your limbs and meridians?"

"What did you do to me?"

The bald Demon Sovereign was filled with fear. He felt like a tiger without its teeth, his powerlessness driving him nearly mad.

Vote for monthly tickets! (To be continued...)
第四千零一十九章 自食其果

"Nothing, just reaping what you sow," Lin Xuan said with a faint hint of mockery. "The域外天魔 wasn't all that impressive, was he? He started a war in our Three Realms and treated humans like ants. Low-grade cultivators are nothing more than grass to you. You almost destroyed the city and nearly killed my disciple."

"Think you're strong, do you? Very well, I'll let you fall into the hands of ordinary mortals."

"Foolish," said the bald demon sovereign's voice. "I'm a mid-stage渡劫 cultivator. You can kill me, but how could an ordinary mortal have such power?"

The bald demon sovereign's voice entered Lin Xuan's ears. Even with his physical strength, he couldn't be harmed by ordinary mortals or even low-grade cultivators.

"Is that so?" Lin Xuan didn't argue further. "Seeing your confidence, let’s make a bet."

Before the words left his mouth, Lin Xuan's voice echoed far and wide: "Mortals below, listen up! This demon is from beyond our Three Realms; he destroyed your city and killed your loved ones. Now that my power has been nullified, seek revenge if you wish."

Lin Xuan’s voice was not loud, but it could be heard clearly within a hundred miles.

Soon, some mortals emerged.

The entire city had been destroyed by the aftermath of their battle, with most souls already in the underworld. But there were always lucky ones.

Survivors crawled out from the ruins—hundreds of them. They still feared the ferocious demon from beyond the Three Realms, for cultivators were always seen as high and mighty to them. Moreover, they had witnessed this guy's abilities firsthand; he was almost like a deity in their eyes. Who would dare seek revenge?

Most hesitated, but there was one bold young man who approached. He was a sturdy-looking youth around twenty years old.

He was the son of an ironworker from the eastern part of the city.

"My parents are dead. You, this despicable demon from beyond the Three Realms, enjoy killing innocents. I will fight to my death today."

The young man gritted his teeth and pulled out a large hammer from the ruins—his tool for making a living. He now used it with all his might, aiming at the bald demon sovereign.

The demon was furious. A mere mortal dared to attack him! Although he couldn't use his powers, he didn’t take this sturdy youth seriously.

He prepared to strike.

But as his right hand rose, he found himself unable to move.

A strange force seemed to lock him in place.

Boom!

A dull sound reached their ears—Lin Xuan’s hammer had struck the demon with full force. Though not killed, the demon's vision blurred with stars. His physical strength was now weaker than a low-grade cultivator.

"The Immortal did not deceive us. This guy can no longer be fierce."

The other mortals rejoiced. Their loved ones were dead and their homes destroyed by the demon from beyond the Three Realms. They had to seek revenge.

They rushed forward, fists raining down. Some even picked up broken stones and debris.

Pang! Pang! Pang!

The sound of blows filled their ears, along with the bald demon sovereign's cries for mercy.

He was truly humiliated. He was a mid-stage渡劫 cultivator; mortals were ants to him, let alone daoists at the洞玄分神 stage. When had he imagined himself in this situation?

Why couldn't he move? Why could his power not be condensed? Why was his body weakening...

Too many regrets, but now they were useless. Shangguan also stared wide-eyed, even the proud Ice Phoenix showed admiration.

Impressive.

A mid-stage渡劫 demon from beyond the Three Realms was played like a puppet by Lin Xuan.

The scene was too shocking to believe.

Indeed, it was shocking!

Lin Xuan’s displayed strength was incomparable. As the sound of blows continued, the bald demon sovereign's last breath left him, his eyes still wide open in disbelief.

It was understandable.

Across the Three Realms and through history, he was one of the most disgraced demons from beyond the Three Realms to fall at the hands of ordinary mortals.

If not for witnessing it with their own eyes, even the four girls would have found it hard to believe.

"Master is truly amazing."

Shangguan Yan’s expression was filled with admiration. "Of course, daring to bully my disciple is asking for death. Killing him outright was too lenient. How did you feel, Yan-er?"

Lin Xuan had done this to avenge his disciple.

"Thank you, Master. You treat us so well."

The sisters spoke in unison, their faces filled with gratitude. Even the aloof Ice Phoenix showed a hint of envy.

She was a rising star in Black Phoenix Valley and her master treated her well. But if she were bullied outside, her master would never retaliate like this.

Shangguan Ling and Shangguan Yan were indeed fortunate to have such a kind master. As for Ruoxuan, though a hint of curiosity flashed in her eyes, her expression was carefree.

Each had their own destiny. She believed in relying on herself more than anything else. Her master’s affection meant nothing; she would one day reach Lin Xuan's level and then reign supreme across the Three Realms.

"Master, how did you do it? He is a mid-stage渡劫 cultivator, yet you managed to weaken him so much."

Shangguan Ling's voice was curious. She had a strong thirst for knowledge.

"There’s nothing impressive about it. In my domain, I make the rules. If one day you become a domain master, you can do the same," Lin Xuan said with a smile. "Of course, that requires understanding the chaos法则."

"Oh!"

The girls didn’t fully understand but their strength was far greater than theirs; domains were still distant, and they had never heard of the chaos法则.

But they admired Lin Xuan even more.

"By the way, you came here for something important, right? What is it?"

Lin Xuan felt a bit absurd asking this. He could guess that they were sent by his avatar to complete a task, but now that he was here, he still had no idea what it was about.

"Master, it's like this..."

The girls didn't hide anything and Shangguan sisters explained the situation clearly.

(To be continued...)
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"Thus, it is clear."

The situation at the Cloud Concealing Sect was worse than he had imagined. Fortunately, his return was timely enough to coincide with a fortunate coincidence. If he had delayed any longer, the fate of the Cloud Concealing Sect would be uncertain, and these four girls in front of him were destined for the underworld.

With a look of pity in his eyes, Lin Xuan thought about his disciples. "Master, what should we do now?"

Since the journey began, Shangguan Ling had been making decisions. Now that they had reunited with Lin Xuan, everything should be based on Master's guidance.

"Let's head back to the Cloud Concealing Sect first."

Before his words were fully spoken, a bright green light enveloped all four girls. He then sped towards the horizon at incredible speed.

From what his disciples told him, he learned that the situation at the Cloud Concealing Sect was much worse than expected. Most of their restrictions had been severely damaged or destroyed. Although the celestial demons had also suffered significant losses after the battle, they were still waiting for reinforcements from beyond the heavens. However, who could guarantee that they wouldn't act against expectations?

Despite the low probability, Lin Xuan couldn’t take any risks.

With his full effort, he moved at an incredible speed, almost as if teleporting. He believed he would soon return to the Cloud Concealing Sect.

...

Meanwhile, in the Cold Moon Realm:

The Spirit Realm was vast and expansive. The Cold Moon Realm was just one of hundreds of smaller realms, but it far surpassed ordinary ones in terms of area, cultivators' strength, resources, and the quality of spirit veins.

The mobile game "Refined Metallurgy" had already launched a jailbreak beta test, with download links shared via WeChat by Huan Yu Wei. Users could search for "Refined Metallurgy Ascend to Immortality Huan Yu" or "hchy1982" to add her WeChat. New friends could find the official game WeChat account at "blcxgame." Welcome!

The Cold Moon True Immortal resided in this realm, along with many other顶级强者, such as Yellow Dragon True Immortal and Heavenly Extinction Fairy.

The overall strength of the Cold Moon Realm was superior to that of the Void Dragon Realm. Therefore, countless powerful beings descended here. The leader among them was a fellow known as the Spirit Fish King, who was on par with the Voidless Lord and even more difficult to deal with.

After numerous battles, the Cold Moon True Immortal could only maintain an indecisive stalemate against him.

The Cold Moon Realm was in a deadlock, but no one knew...

In the Heavenly Essence Sea, one of the famous secret realms of the Cold Moon Realm. Even ordinary cultivators dared not approach this place, and even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage would take significant risks to venture here.

No one knew how this secret realm had formed. However, its dangers far outweighed the rare and extraordinary treasures it produced. Finding them was extremely difficult, and every attempt came with a risk of death.

Not worth it!

Thus, few powerful beings dared to冒险 here.

It was indeed deserted.

Even域外天魔, after suffering losses in this place, no longer ventured here.

However, no one knew that deep within the Heavenly Essence Sea, inside a natural cave, there lay a crude but seemingly inhabited dwelling.

Inside the cave's deepest part, a black cocoon could be seen. Beside it were several corpses of powerful sea beasts, each rivaling Tribulation Transcending cultivators in strength. Many had already awakened their spiritual intelligence, yet they died with fear in their eyes.

This scene was quite eerie.

The black cocoon wasn't lifeless; an aura of immense power could be faintly sensed within it.

If someone could perform Inner Vision, they would discover that the handsome young man inside the black cocoon was Tian Xiaojian!

Lin Xuan recognized him to a degree he couldn’t believe—Tian Xiaojian!

At this moment, his eyes were tightly closed, exuding an aura of immense power far beyond what he had displayed during their last encounter.

After leaving the Peach Blossom Banquet, Tian Xiaojian had stolen food and then disappeared. How did he arrive in the Cold Moon Realm? And why was he here?

What about that black cocoon?

So many questions remained unanswered.

For now, Tian Xiaojian lay dormant within it, his body undergoing unknown changes. Where was Lin Xuan, his fellow sufferer?

...

Indeed, this referred to the main character who was rushing back to the Cloud Concealing Sect.

He sped along at incredible speed, occasionally encountering patrols of域外天魔. Just moments before, they had seen a bright green light in the distance; now, the astonishing flash appeared behind them.

Then faint sounds of breaking air echoed around him.

The demons were alarmed, almost thinking their eyes played tricks on them or that this person was unbelievably powerful. Regardless of friend or foe, none dared to offend such power.

The域外天魔were ruthless but wouldn’t risk their lives lightly. They pretended not to notice and didn't report the news up the chain. Otherwise, if the Voidless Lord were to blame them, they would face severe consequences.

Thus, Lin Xuan traveled without any hindrances or obstacles. In just half a day, he was close to Cloud Concealing Mountain.

Although there was still some distance left, his divine sense was as powerful as that of a true immortal. By releasing it, he could understand the situation clearly.

Nothing unexpected had occurred.

Overall, the Cloud Concealing Sect remained relatively safe, though there were occasional skirmishes limited to small areas. The域外天魔were waiting for their strength to recover.

This scene relieved Lin Xuan.

The four girls also seemed quite happy. "Master, let me lead the way. We can return through the secret teleportation array," Shangguan Ling's obedient voice echoed in his ears.

"No, you should go back."

"But Master, won't you come with us?"

"Of course not."

"What about..."

"Hmph, the域外天魔are arrogant and bullying. They dare to bully me because I only have one manifestation here. Before, there was no choice; now that I'm back, how can I let them continue their arrogance?" Lin Xuan's cold laughter echoed in his ears. He had always been clear about right and wrong.

If the Voidless Lord were present, it would be different. But a mere Rock City Lord... to Lin Xuan, he was just a joke. What did the so-called First Demon Lord have that made him arrogant? (As a true immortal's disciple, Lin Xuan had even killed such beings before.)

Voting for monthly tickets! (To be continued...)
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In the mountains, when there are no tigers, monkeys become kings.

Lin Xuan was not convinced by this statement at all. He decided to go and vent his anger on behalf of his avatar for the past few years.

Of course, he would also take the opportunity to address the crisis facing the Cloud Concealing Sect and the Immortal Dao Alliance.

In short, Lin Xuan did not plan to return to the main base first.

However, the Shangguan sisters were anxious. Their master was indeed powerful, omnipotent in their eyes. However, as the saying goes, two fists cannot match four hands; a good man can't handle too many opponents. Even if Lin Xuan was exceptionally skilled, how could he possibly single-handedly confront the entire army of demon forces?

Not to mention the Demon Rock City Lord—let alone him, even the other demon forces stationed near Cloud Concealing Mountain were not mere decorations. There was no such thing as fair combat in the cultivation world; when tens of thousands of demons rushed at once, how would their master handle it?

Despite their anxiety, the sisters had to be cautious with their words. Their master's character might seem gentle, but he was also very proud and self-assured. Persuading him without hurting his pride was no easy task.

The two girls were in a hurry, but they couldn't find the right words. However, Ruo Xuan didn't have such concerns: "Senior Lin, may I speak my mind for a moment? I know you are not what you used to be, but you should still consider your strength when facing this army of demons."

This girl spoke straightforwardly.

Her nature was incredibly bold and unrestrained. Lin Xuan wasn't angry; instead, he had a faint smile on his face: "Who said that I would fight alone? To challenge the entire demon force is foolish. All I want to do is meet that so-called First Demon Lord."

Lin Xuan was never an overconfident cultivator. Even with his current strength, he didn't underestimate any hero in the world.

Challenging the entire army of demons surrounding Cloud Concealing Mountain would be a fool's errand for him. He merely wanted to assassinate the First Demon Lord.

Once he explained his plan, the expressions on the girls' faces remained incredulous. The Demon Rock City Lord. Even without considering his own strength, it was known that a name as famous as his must have substance behind it. Simply leading all the demon forces in this area required significant authority. Assassinating him would be extremely difficult; the challenge far surpassed taking down an enemy general from a million soldiers.

As long as one strike did not kill him, the army of demons would swarm over him.

Such a powerful individual, even with no defenses, could hardly be killed by a single blow.

In that case, their master would still face the danger of being surrounded by many demons.

How should they persuade him?

The Shangguan sisters were very anxious. Just then, a sigh entered their ears: "You silly girl, I know how dangerous and difficult this is. You can rest assured; even if the assassination fails, these demon forces won't be able to stop me."

Their master was standing right in front of them, but the familiar voice seemed to come from behind his body.

This was too unbelievable. The girls turned around in surprise, only to see another Lin Xuan appear before their eyes.

The appearance and features were almost identical, except for slightly darker skin tone.

It was clear; it was his avatar that had arrived here.

Although the main body and the avatar couldn't share information easily, when they got close enough, there would be some form of mutual感应.

Thus, the avatar emerged. Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and put him back inside his body.

His entire being shimmered with auras, and his presence became more formidable. With the addition of the second spirit embryo, his magical power had significantly increased in both quantity and quality.

"I have made up my mind; you don't need to say anything else."

Lin Xuan's face showed a strand of determination.

"Yes, Master."

Seeing their master's attitude, the Shangguan sisters no longer tried to persuade him. After all, they already knew what had happened with the avatar, and given his experience in the cultivation world far exceeded theirs, he would naturally weigh the pros and cons without their interference.

With this understanding, Shangguan Yan bowed gracefully: "Then please be careful, Master. I and my sister will return to the main base."

"Alright, you should also be careful."

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

"Thank you, master. I understand."

Ruo Xuan and Bing Feng also bowed to Lin Xuan. The five of them parted ways.

Watching the four girls go far away, Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile. He wanted to assassinate the Demon Rock City Lord for real reasons, not just a whim. He had genuine confidence in his chances.

Even if he failed, it wouldn't matter; he was confident of escaping unscathed.

As thoughts raced through his mind, Lin Xuan's body emitted auras of demons, accompanied by surging demonic energy. Numerous eerie demon patterns appeared on his surface, long horns grew on his forehead, fangs were exposed, and scales emerged from his arms.

At the same time, his aura was retracted to the stage of separation.

The Chaos True Demon Technique had various uses, even though the demonic auras emitted by ancient demons differed. With Lin Xuan's strength, he could simulate them as closely as possible.

While it wasn't perfect, most demon forces would find it impossible to discern the difference. Therefore, Lin Xuan was confident that his disguise would work and allow him to infiltrate deep into their lair.

Was this terrifying?

No!

Lin Xuan was bold because of his high skills.

He didn't consider this task particularly dangerous.

He waited for about half an hour, calculating that the four girls should have returned to the main base. Then Lin Xuan moved forward.

With a burst of demonic auras, he confidently flew towards the front.

Lin Xuan did not plan to use concealment techniques; after all, there were tens of thousands of demon forces in front of him. Concealment would be extremely difficult with so many eyes watching.

Instead, it was better to enter boldly.

While this seemed risky, Lin Xuan believed it had a higher success rate in his eyes.

Indeed, the journey was smooth, and his disguise technique was flawless. The demonic aura he created was almost indistinguishable from genuine demons, making it impossible for most people to detect any differences. Combined with his composed demeanor, ordinary demons would not notice anything amiss.

The entire process went so smoothly that in just half an hour, Lin Xuan had approached the core region of the demon forces.

Those stationed here were all high-ranking demons. The weakest among them was at the late Spirit Formation stage.

Transcendent Realm cultivators numbered countless; almost every Demon Lord was stationed here.

However, the defenses in this core area were extremely lax.

At first, Lin Xuan found it hard to believe, but after careful consideration, he realized that such a situation was not uncommon.
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These were all Heaven Demons of the Tribulation Transcending stage—among the Three Realms, they were among the top-tier existences. Why would they need anyone's protection? Who dared to provoke a tiger with their bare hands?

The defenses here were so strict that it was meaningless to even attempt them.

But this discovery brought Lin Xuan joy. He changed his original plan accordingly.

Initially, Lin Xuan intended to assassinate the Demon Rock City Lord. But seeing all those Sovereign Demons gathered together, it would be better to eliminate these fellows instead of going for a head-on battle in their midst.

Of course, Lin Xuan was not so arrogant as to believe he could single-handedly exterminate all high-ranking Heaven Demons. But severely wounding half of them was definitely within his reach.

With his mind made up, there was no need to hide now. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out of water, and the light shone brilliantly as a clear ringing sound could be faintly heard.

The sword energy surged!

Lin Xuan did not bother hiding anymore; since he had decided to attack, there was no point in being secretive. However, this would still be a surprise attack, for who would have expected someone daring enough to provoke these demons?

Several Sovereign Demons felt the killing intent and were shocked and angry as they rushed into the air.

"Who are you?"

The first one was a bald-headed Sovereign Demon with a sturdy build, at the early Tribulation Transcending stage. It seemed his main cultivation focus was on body refinement.

But Lin Xuan had no time to chat. With a sharp command:

"Go!"

Before he could finish speaking, the sky was filled with dazzling light as sharp sword energy cut through the void. The speed was so fast it left people speechless.

The bald-headed Sovereign Demon's face showed shock and anger, but before he could even summon his treasures, he felt a cool sensation in his chest as a divine sword pierced him from behind.

Blood gushed out.

Pain was evident on his face, though more incomprehensible emotions were present. He was a Tribulation Transcending powerhouse; how did he end up dying here for no reason?

And it wasn't just that one.

Continuous cries of agony filled the air as Lin Xuan's attack was extremely sharp and all-out. After this surprise assault, which could only happen once, there was a golden opportunity to kill many more enemies.

Thus, a shower of blood rained down, and three Sovereign Demons fell dead on the spot. The others were also injured in varying degrees.

Within a hundred miles, though not completely flattened, the area was pockmarked by countless sword energies. Some域外天魔反应稍慢，被扬起的烟尘包裹，狼狈不堪。

This was far from over.

Lin Xuan then waved his sleeves, and Illusory Heavenly Fire appeared.

The five-colored crystal displayed different types of法则之力 flowing across its surface. Lin Xuan aimed at a mid-stage Sovereign Demon in front.

That mid-stage Sovereign Demon had an unusual appearance, resembling a blue ox. However, it also had human-like hands on either side and a tail similar to that of a scorpion. It was both strange and somewhat comical.

But compared to the shapeless and formless Heaven Demons from beyond the heavens, this wasn't much.

Seeing a small ball of flame fly towards him, the blue ox-shaped Sovereign Demon paid no mind. He opened his mouth and spat out a cloud of green energy.

Inside that green energy was something roughly the size of a palm, vaguely resembling a shield.

Green energy surged around his body to protect it. Then he chanted incantations, clearly intending to launch a powerful counterattack.

But before he could finish chanting, the Illusory Heavenly Fire had already rushed towards him.

The five-colored crystal enveloped his entire body.

That so-called shield was utterly useless; it looked like nothing more than an ornament.

"No..."

A不甘的大吼 echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. But his fate was sealed as he fell to his death, his body and soul reduced to ashes.

Fourth Sovereign Demon fell.

At this moment, a furious roar reached their ears as magical rays shot out from all directions. Swords, spears, and axes were mixed with some bizarre weapons. The awakened Sovereign Demons launched a powerful counterattack on Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan didn't dodge; he used the corner of his eye to see that over ten Heaven Demons had attacked him. Their cultivation levels varied, but they were all Tribulation Transcending.

It was indeed shocking, but this level of power wasn't enough to exhaust him. On the contrary, the opportunity before him remained valuable.

Lin Xuan roared loudly.

The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword moved swiftly and gracefully, a layer of splendid light emerging from his body surface.

Wherever it passed, the void seemed like ripples in a small lake thrown by stones.

Soon, this range covered several hundred feet around them.

Though not extensive, all Sovereign Demons within this range felt their movements restricted… no, rather, their mana became uncontrollable as it roamed through their meridians.

Previously aimed attacks on Lin Xuan's treasures now deviated wildly. Some even flew back towards the attackers themselves.

"What...?"

The Sovereign Demons stared in disbelief, but some with more experience lamented:

"Domain!"

A Domain Master!

Their guess was correct; Lin Xuan indeed unleashed his domain, which included chaotic法则, rendering their mana and treasures uncontrollable.

The result was inevitable.

Lin Xuan's domain attack once again achieved a surprise effect. The old demons could neither control their mana nor their treasures, let alone defend or counterattack.

The outcome was clear: no Sovereign Demons survived; all those within Lin Xuan's domain fell dead.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh as the silver light disappeared. Although his domain was formidable, using it in conjunction with chaotic法则 consumed too much mana. Even though Lin Xuan had abundant and superior mana compared to his peers, he could barely hold on.

He could only use it in critical moments.

Fortunately, the results were impressive: fifteen域外天魔 had fallen within just a few breaths since he changed his plan for a surprise attack. Compared to the tens of thousands of Heaven Demons, this seemed insignificant.

But remember, these were all Tribulation Transcending Heaven Demons. The Sovereign Demons besieging Cloud Concealment Sect numbered no more than a hundred, and in just a few breaths, over twenty percent had already returned to the underworld. This efficiency was indeed astonishing.

Cloud Concealment Sect had been under siege for several years, with countless battles fought during this time, but even then, so many Sovereign Demons hadn't fallen.

Lin Xuan's achievements in such a short time were truly earth-shattering. But he wasn't satisfied; the enemy was now in chaos, providing an opportunity to expand his gains.

Thus, Lin Xuan continued flying forward.

Every Sovereign Demon encountered by Lin Xuan faced his bottom-secret techniques without resistance. Even late-stage Sovereign Demons could only last two or three exchanges against him. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan charged through the battlefield with reckless abandon. Despite there being only one enemy, the demon lords found themselves helpless and were instead fleeing in panic.

The howls of demons echoed endlessly.

Soon, the explosions drew the attention of the域外天魔 outside.

On the faces of the demon heads, there was a mix of shock and disbelief. Over the years, the Immortal Alliance had indeed launched attacks on them, but mostly for harassment and probing purposes—nothing significant. The affected areas were merely the outer regions where the demon army was stationed.

But now...

The chaos originated from deep within the encampment, which was supposed to be the residence of the demon lords. How could this be possible? Who dared attack there with such audacity? And how did they manage to traverse hundreds of miles of demon territory without being detected?

So many questions filled their minds that astonishment took over their expressions.

Yet, the demon lords were preoccupied and none stepped forward to issue commands. As curiosity is a universal trait, even the域外天魔 couldn't resist. Some bold demons ventured out to investigate on their own.

Though few had such courage, considering the vast number of demons in the army, the absolute numbers weren't insignificant either.

Their addition made it seem like they faced more enemies initially, but actually, it was the opposite. The newly arrived域外天魔 had varying levels of cultivation—some at the分散神stage, others even at the元婴离合stage. Such beings posed no threat to Lin Xuan; in fact, their presence only added chaos.

Since he entered alone and faced enemies everywhere, there was no risk of friendly fire. He unleashed a wide range of destructive spells with abandon.

Suddenly, the sky filled with lightning and flames. Soon after, icy winds swept across the battlefield.

In short, Lin Xuan followed no pattern; whatever he could target, he did.

He then used the technique to transform swords into threads. Silver light rained down in the sky, weaving through the air, causing a continuous stream of screams.

Even渡劫期魔尊 managed to react and defend themselves somewhat. However, those with lower cultivation levels met their demise instantly—some died on contact, others were like ants caught in a pot, scrambling for survival.

Those who tried to flee were lucky; some even accidentally injured their own allies while releasing their treasures.

As the saying goes: "To pluck chestnuts from the fire."

With Lin Xuan's strength, the more chaotic things got, the easier it was for him to exploit the situation. After a fierce battle, countless域外天魔 perished, but Lin Xuan remained alive and laughing.

The outcome was even better than he had anticipated. He could definitely achieve his goal of eliminating one demon lord.

However, just as this was happening, a sharp command rang out: "Fools! What are you doing here? Get out of the way."

Before anyone could react, an overwhelming spiritual pressure descended from the sky.

Not one, but three such pressures came from different directions—渡劫后期的灵压. The timing and angles were perfect, effectively trapping Lin Xuan in the center.

The Demon Rock City Lord.

Lin Xuan's expression changed as he recognized this voice. Upon hearing that command, regardless of their cultivation levels, all域外天魔, including demon lords, retreated like a tide.

In just a few moments, an open space appeared before him, making Lin Xuan's face contort with displeasure.

The more chaotic the situation, the easier it was for him to exploit the chaos. Now that these demons had retreated, he would find it difficult to take advantage of the confusion again.

However, fear did not show on his face, nor did he plan to break through and retreat. The battle had gone well, but his ambitions were even greater.

Since he had found the main target, Lin Xuan wanted a permanent solution—eliminating the Demon Rock City Lord once and for all.

But what he saw before him left him speechless.

Knowing that he was now in sync with his avatar, which had faced off against the Demon Rock City Lord, he recalled it as a towering figure of rock-like substance. But the demon rock title wasn't just a name; it was real.

The creature before him...

No, there were three.

One in front of him matched his memory—tall and rock-like, with four arms and a body covered in dark scales. Its eyes glowed silver, and behind its back, bat-like wings flapped gently.

Another looked like a lizard at first glance but was humanoid with copper-colored scales covering its entire body. Its tail was long and snake-like, swaying menacingly.

On the surface, everything seemed normal. The Demon Rock City Lord had surrounded himself with two capable subordinates.

But was this truly the case?

No, it wasn't. Lin Xuan's divine sense could rival that of a true cultivator. He felt it—the three creatures were actually connected in their essence.

In simpler terms, he felt they weren't three separate beings but one.

More simply put, these three were actually the same entity—though their appearances differed, they shared a common origin.

His avatar hadn't made any mistakes either.

This meant that during the last great battle, the Demon Rock City Lord had hidden his true power and didn't reveal all of it.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan began to ponder which one was the main body and which two were avatars.

He honestly couldn't tell them apart. The three beings' spiritual energies were incredibly powerful.

It seemed that the First Demon Lord wasn't exaggerating; his opponent truly possessed formidable power.

To clarify this point, another cultivator might have given up at this stage, but Lin Xuan didn't.

Even if he was a demon lord, it was just one more challenge. If he couldn't defeat him, how could he face the void?

He had to try and see if he could eliminate them.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan acted without hesitation.

In front of all the域外天魔, who were now deep within their territory, his boldness was impressive.

As the Nine Palaces Needle Sword was about to fly out, a demon rock lord spoke up: "Wait!"

"Why?"

Lin Xuan paused as he raised an eyebrow. He had stopped moving. The element of surprise was lost, so it didn't matter if he delayed a bit longer.
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"Lin Xuan, Lord of the Alliance, you truly are one with no fear. Venturing alone into this place shows that you do not regard us, the域外天魔, as an opponent."

The voice of the Rock City Lord buzzed in Lin Xuan's ears. The speaker was the rock-like figure in the middle.

"Who cares?" Lin Xuan's face showed a trace of impatience. If such empty talk was all they had to offer, he would rather not waste his time on it.

In the cultivation world, might made right. Words alone could accomplish nothing.

"How so? You have killed and injured so many Sovereigns of Evil. Do you think you can leave this place unscathed? If you are wise, submit now and suffer less. Of course, if you truly wish to repent and join us as a Sovereign of Evil from the Outside World, I might be able to intercede on your behalf with Great Void Lord..."

"Thank you for that," Lin Xuan's face showed gratitude.

This expression left the Rock City Lord momentarily speechless. He had hoped to recruit Lin Xuan, but this was too easy; he still had much more to say...

But soon, danger became apparent.

Without further ado, he shifted his body to one side, and a faint shadow appeared as gale winds blew past him. He vanished from the spot in an instant.

Almost simultaneously, "puff" sounded in Lin Xuan's ears. A short sword materialized at the place where he had stood, leaving a trail of blood droplets behind.

The faces of three Sovereigns of Evil showed pain. Only one was injured, but the other two seemed to share his suffering.

Then, the Lizard Sovereign lowered his head and moved his snake tail. A streak of light pierced the sky as it shot towards an empty space on the left.

A flash of multicolored spiritual light appeared in mid-air, countless beautiful butterflies materializing. They converged into a dazzling light that almost blinded the eyes.

Out stepped a beautiful maiden.

"Phantom Moon Moth!"

The Lizard Sovereign's face showed a trace of fear.

Then, the two-headed four-armed Sovereign of Evil moved as well. His four arms danced, and in his palms appeared rings, magic swords, short spears, and spirit banners—four treasures.

He swung them towards the front.

Rule of Law power surged forth.

Black霞light spread out, sword energy crisscrossed, and illusions shot everywhere, all converging on an empty corner.

"Little Moon!"

Lin Xuan was greatly worried. This two-headed four-armed Sovereign had advanced through Tribulation, and Little Moon's strength had not yet recovered from her past life. Could she withstand such a sharp attack?

But help came too late. The three Sovereigns of Evil were already telepathically connected. With a shake of the rock-like Sovereign's body, his path to Lin Xuan was blocked.

"Move aside!"

As the saying goes, worry leads to confusion. Lin Xuan's eyes were filled with murderous intent as he swept his sleeves. The Nine Palaces Sword appeared, its silver light dazzling. He grasped it lightly and shook it. "Cishish," sounded as countless sword threads burst forth from where he stood, raining down on the opponent.

The rock-like Sovereign of Evil saw clearly but showed no fear on his face.

He clasped his arms in front of him, and a surging mass of evil qi twisted into view. Then, it transformed into a heavy stone shield.

Note: This was not an illusionary shield; this was the rock-like Sovereign's true form.

This guy had actually turned himself into a shield.

Lin Xuan gaped in amazement. Even with his extensive knowledge, he had never seen such a power before.

Even if demons excelled at refining their bodies, there was no reason to transform oneself into a magical artifact.

But Lin Xuan's astonishment did not stop him from acting. In an instant, the myriad sword threads shot forward.

Like rain beating on banana leaves, the surging evil qi was shattered in one strike. But the stone shield was incredibly sturdy; though damaged, it remained standing.

Then, a flash of magic light appeared, and the countless wounds vanished.

"Interesting. An indestructible body, no, perhaps even more formidable."

Lin Xuan sighed. Such an enemy he had encountered before, but this guy was clearly much tougher. His moves were as fluid as flowing clouds.

With a gentle shake of his immortal sword, the myriad sword threads shot back like a whale sucking in water.

They converged into a hundred-foot-long sword that emerged and fell towards the opponent.

Lin Xuan knew well the power of the Nine Palaces Sword. He did not believe this Sovereign could withstand it.

Sure enough, the rock-like Sovereign reverted to his original form.

Then, he held two large axes in each hand and slashed down on the giant sword.

Boom!

The loud impact brought about a result like tearing down a rotten wall. His massive axe, though formidable, was shattered by Lin Xuan's shocking strike. Even his arm suffered from the shock, showing countless cracks.

A master can tell at a glance. After just a few rounds of combat, their relative strength became evident.

"Hmph, merely the First Sovereign of Evil? That's all he is!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile. But he knew it was not surprising; no matter how famous this opponent might be, in the end, he was still under Great Void Lord's command.

If even Lin Xuan could not handle him, staying here would only bring more suffering. Submitting and enduring less pain was better.

Lin Xuan's easy victory was unsurprising given his current strength, which had risen to the top tier of the Three Realms. The title of First Sovereign of Evil was nothing compared to him.

What surprised Lin Xuan were the other two battlefields.

Little Butterfly was clearly dominant.

Well, this girl is a Phantom Moon Moth. As an ancient insect that advanced through Tribulation, her strength naturally surpassed others at the same stage. Her innate talent lies in illusions, and her other powers are formidable as well. The Lizard Sovereign could not withstand it; he was played like a puppet on a string.

What truly surprised Lin Xuan was Little Moon.

They say a day apart makes one see anew. Indeed, Lin Xuan already knew that Little Moon had advanced to the middle stage of Tribulation. But this small step in cultivation brought about a qualitative leap in strength.

The two-headed four-armed Sovereign could not withstand her at all. His initial worry was unnecessary; Little Moon's strength far surpassed his, almost overpowering him. The Sovereign now ran like a scared mouse!

Lin Xuan was amazed but also relieved. Seeing is believing; Little Moon's cultivation methods in this life and the last were the same, showing how formidable Arhats had been.

Lin Xuan reflected that back then, as a middle-stage Tribulation Sojourner, his strength was inferior to this girl.

PS: Phew, today has been busy. Finally done! (To be continued...)
第四千零二十五章 真正的魔岩城主

The momentum was unstoppable!

The so-called First Demon Sovereign faced Lin Xuan and his two companions, as if cutting through tofu. He showed no resistance at all, but his appearance was in a state of extreme disarray. [.com

The域外天魔 surrounding him were dumbfounded. They knew the power of the Demon Rock City Lord; how could he suddenly become so ineffective?

Had he weakened?

That was clearly impossible.

So the only answer left was that this intruder's strength was off the charts!

All the域外天魔 were warriors, but they relied on overpowering weaker opponents. Now they themselves were fish for the chopping block, and no one wanted to die needlessly.

It would be foolish to try their luck against a rock with an egg.

Thus, not only did no one come to aid the Demon Rock City Lord, but even the other Demon Sovereigns began to look around, quietly seeking escape routes.

When the tree falls, the monkeys scatter!

Even if Voidless Demon Monarch knew about this, he would merely punish them. The fate of those who stayed was certain death. How could these cunning域外天魔 not know how to choose?

So while Lin Xuan appeared to be deep inside their main stronghold, in reality, the number of域外天魔 facing him wasn't many.

But that didn't mean his bravery was commendable. With his extensive experience in combat, he knew all too well the dangers of overconfidence.

His sudden assault had revealed an overwhelmingly powerful strength, leaving the demon leaders stunned. But if they recovered and launched a full-scale attack, it would be difficult to handle.

In short, he must remain cautious and quickly finish off the Demon Rock City Lord here.

Thoughts raced through his mind as a killing intent emanated from Lin Xuan's body. His sleeves fluttered, and silver light erupted. The Nine Palaces Mustache Sword vanished in the dazzling glow.

It was extremely strange!

The face of the Rock Demon Sovereign showed fear, and he suddenly took off to one side.

Not retreating, but turning to flee.

No… He seemed to be trying to join with the other two Demon Sovereigns. What was his goal?

Lin Xuan didn't know or care about that. The most important thing was not letting them escape.

"Come when you want and leave whenever you please! A true First Demon Sovereign is as timid as a mouse, truly making one laugh until their belly splits!"

With mocking laughter in his ears, Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and silver light surged forth. A lifelike dragon appeared before him.

He wrapped it around his arm. With both hands clasped in front of his chest, he opened them wide as if a giant dragon's gaping maw, revealing sharp teeth. A dazzling silver beam shot out from within.

It vanished instantly!

In the next moment, spatial ripples surged, and the silver light burst forth in mid-air.

There was no warning at all.

The Rock Demon Sovereign tried to dodge but it was too late. The silver beam pierced through his back and chest.

Then the silver light split apart, transforming into an endless shower of swords that dismembered him instantly.

With a blood-curdling scream, large patches of blood rained down from the sky.

Meanwhile, in the other two battlefields, the outcome was decided almost simultaneously. Little Butterfly Moon dealt with her targets efficiently, and both the Lizard Demon Sovereign and the four-armed Demon Sovereign fell at the same time.

They were formidable indeed.

But Lin Xuan felt a strange sensation. This Demon Rock City Lord's reputation didn't match his actual strength.

Was it because he was too strong?

No!

The correct answer was that he appeared weaker than he actually was.

Take the Rock Demon Sovereign for example; even compared to ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators, he seemed slightly inferior.

Logically speaking, as the First Demon Sovereign, he should be a realm-level powerhouse at least.

But after so long of combat, there had been no trace of his realm power revealed from start to finish until his final defeat. What was going on?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but didn't dwell too much on it. Regardless, his mission had succeeded. He not only eliminated the Demon Rock City Lord but also took down over twenty Demon Sovereigns in total.

It far exceeded expectations.

So why worry about this now?

The remaining choices were two: either stay and expand his gains or leave during the chaos.

Lin Xuan preferred the former.

After all, the域外天魔 had been reduced to a state of fear at the mere mention. This was an excellent time to reap what they sowed.

A golden opportunity should not be missed. But just as he was about to act, something unexpected happened.

The three Demon Sovereigns who were supposedly defeated each emitted a beam of light from their bodies that merged into one. A surge of demonic energy and astonishing spiritual pressure enveloped the sky.

This spiritual pressure far exceeded what they had earlier and surpassed ordinary late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators by a wide margin, almost rivaling the legendary Treasure Snake from years ago.

A realm-level powerhouse!

There was no doubt about it. Lin Xuan's expression grew serious as he stared at the gathering demonic energy in mid-air.

Then a massive monster appeared in his sight.

Indeed, it was a monster, and its size was immense, exceeding ten zhang (about 30 feet). Its lower half was entirely black. No, that wasn't human; it looked like a giant scorpion instead.

And he had multiple tails, dancing gracefully in mid-air, each carrying a deadly poison. Their volume resembled massive battle axes.

His upper body was humanoid but incredibly strong, with muscles bulging. He held a weapon similar to a wolf's club.

"Who are you?"

"Haha, little Lin, thank you for helping me disengage from my cultivation. Otherwise, I wouldn't have reached the pinnacle of this strange technique."

The colossal figure laughed as he spoke, radiating joy.

Needless to say, it was the Demon Rock City Lord.

As they say, a reputation doesn't lie; his First Demon Sovereign title wasn't an empty one.

His earlier performance didn't match because he was in the middle of refining a strange technique. This method was extremely peculiar, requiring him to split himself into three parts during cultivation, but each part was still his true self.

表面上看，数量增加了，但实力却会因此大受影响，可以说是骤降。

而这仅仅是第一步。随后又需要将分出来的三具身体合二为一。这一步极其危险，稍有不慎就有可能以失败告终。而失败的后果，轻则修为大损，重则走火入魔。

他原本正在关键时刻修炼，但林 Xuan 却闯了进来。手下的Demon Sovereign们也不争气，这么多人居然被林 Xuan 打得毫无还手之力，几乎到了崩溃边缘。

作为虚无魔君的心腹，又是围攻云隐宗的主要策划者，Demon Rock City Lord自然不可能视而不见，无奈之下只好暂停修炼出来与林 Xuan 拼命。
第四千零二十六章 以寡敌众

The Duke of Demonic Rock City's frustration was no secret, but this fellow certainly wasn't an ordinary figure; he was a cunning and experienced cultivator.

As the saying goes: "Misfortune may be an actual blessing in disguise, and good fortune may harbor hidden misfortunes." Must one necessarily suffer bad luck just because their cultivation is interrupted?

No!

His cultivation technique was extremely special, allowing him to possibly complete his final step through a process of self-destruction.

Though it was a risky move, the benefits if successful were immense.

Knowing he couldn't defeat Lin Xuan in battle, he devised this strategy: using an enemy's hand to complete his final breakthrough.

In other words, Lin Xuan was being toyed with and exploited by him.

This fellow had indeed been fortunate; completing his cultivation technique through a risky move, his strength not only returned to its original level but surpassed it. He could now be considered at the peak of his power.

With this newfound confidence, he looked at Lin Xuan with a sneer on his face.

The intricacies and twists of events were unclear to Lin Xuan. In actual combat, one didn't need to understand these complexities; absolute strength was enough to碾压them.

But now, the situation had changed. The域外天魔, originally seeking an escape route, became anxious when the Duke of Demonic Rock City revived. These creatures were not only vicious and cunning but also adept at changing their tactics based on circumstances. They looked at each other and surrounded Lin Xuan from all sides.

The First Demon Sovereign saw this clearly and smiled. As they say, one hero needs three helpers; a red flower needs green leaves to complement it.

Though his extraordinary techniques had reached the pinnacle of perfection, facing Lin Xuan and his two companions alone was still challenging. He thus acted generously, forgiving their earlier cowardice: "Work together to keep these two women busy. As for this young man named Lin, I'll handle him myself. With one swift strike, we can eliminate them all, and Lord Void will surely reward us handsomely."

"Yes!"

The域外天魔 feared Lin Xuan like a tiger but paid no mind to Little Butterfly. Relying on their numbers, they cast various shaped treasures and fiercely attacked.

This plan aligned with the strategy of Lin Xuan and his companions.

"Master, the Duke of Demonic Rock City is yours. I'll handle these fellows along with Sister Little Butterfly."

Moonlight waved her玄阴宝盒, which transformed into a divine sword, its light flickering as if thousands of ghosts howled within.

A wave of dark energy surged, forming dense ghostly fog that seemed to conceal something monstrous.

With another sharp cry from Moonlight, powerful mana poured out.

As she moved, fierce winds blew away the thick fog, revealing dozens of evil spirits. Some had green faces and sharp teeth; others held sharp claws in their hands. Their appearances were grotesque, not inferior to those域外天魔 before them.

Their strength was formidable, reaching the realm of渡劫期.

Especially at the forefront: a golden-faced Corpse King and an eight-armed Ghost Emperor. Both had reached mid-transmutation stage, which was beyond Moonlight's own level. It was hard to imagine how she could create such powerful ghostly entities.

Without hesitation, Moonlight faced this challenge with ease. The clash of divine artifacts and magical lights filled the air as they fought fiercely. In a moment, cries of pain echoed—both an evil spirit and a Demon Sovereign had fallen.

The blood rain fell heavily, but in an instant, that evil spirit reappeared.

Resurrected from death, Moonlight's face paled slightly; such miraculous techniques came with significant costs. However, their power was undeniable; nearly half the Demon Sovereigns were now occupied by her.

What about the rest?

Don't worry.

Little Butterfly wasn't one to be underestimated either. She had reached late-transmutation stage and while her cultivation technique might not match Moonlight's, her innate abilities in illusionary techniques could still overwhelm multiple opponents.

Facing dozens of charging Demon Sovereigns, Little Butterfly didn't summon any treasures; she simply stood there with her eyes closed, powerful mana surging out, creating ripples in the air that enveloped those viciously attacking Demon Sovereigns.

An unbelievable scene unfolded. Time seemed to stand still as the Demon Sovereigns stopped their actions, their faces showing a mix of confusion, fear, surprise, and joy. Some even drooled like fools.

Though it sounded incredible, Little Butterfly was no longer the same. After consuming the Jade Silk Bee and with so many years passing, she had gained much from time manipulation techniques. Combining her learned time laws with her innate illusions, she achieved a miraculous effect.

Thirty or more Demon Sovereigns, originally fierce and ruthless, were now like lifeless puppets, easily manipulated by her.

Lin Xuan didn't need to turn his gaze; his powerful mana already comprehended everything happening on the battlefield. A smile appeared on his face as he praised Moonlight and Little Butterfly's prowess. He knew it was dangerous for them to fight so many opponents but hoped they could hold out until he acted.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan prepared to strike. However, the First Demon Sovereign struck faster. With a flash of ferocity in his eyes, he swung his wolf-tooth club at Lin Xuan with deadly force.

Despite being several dozen feet apart, as he attacked, the sky suddenly grew dark.

"Bang bang bang," the sound of impacts echoed. The surface of the wolf-tooth club burst into three heads-sized flames of different colors: purple and gold, pure black, and crimson.

These flames exploded, releasing distinct rule forces that pressed toward Lin Xuan like a tidal wave.

Meanwhile, he vanished in the midst of this force.

Though he had transformed into a giant, his movements were agile. He was far more skilled than ordinary cultivators, almost impossible to track with one's divine sense.

Yet, Lin Xuan showed no surprise. With a flick of his sleeve, a streak of green light appeared, seemingly unremarkable but containing several rule forces. A thunderous explosion rocked the area as it collided with the force wave.

Simultaneously, he raised his left hand and struck his side with a powerful punch. (To be continued...)
第四千零二十七章 行云流水

A loud rumbling echoed, and the two of them moved with incredible speed. A sea of green light filled the sky as the oppressive demonic aura was even more dazzling.

With a sound like popping beans, the clash of their attacks reverberated through the air, sending法则之力四射 everywhere. The entire sky was enveloped in sharp gales from the intense collisions.

It could be said that it was devastating. In an instant, the heavens and earth were transformed into a stormy sea, covering a hundred miles around.

The existence of First Rank Demon Sovereigns had no trouble; such residual effects couldn't harm them much. However, the域外天魔 below the Tribulation Transcending stage suffered greatly.

At this moment, the Rock City Lord of Demons didn't care about their lives anymore. Lin Xuan would have none of mercy either.

Thus, they died where they touched and perished upon collision. All those affected had no chance to escape, clearing a vast expanse of open space.

The rest fled far away in terror.

Lin Xuan's attack with the other party didn't determine any clear winner or loser, so he got an idea of their strength.

Regardless of supernatural abilities, just from the amount of power, it was comparable to the ancient Holy Serpent Ancestor.

Undoubtedly, this was a formidable opponent. He was naturally the First Rank Demon Sovereign.

How detestable! Having already killed him, why could he resurrect and become even more troublesome than before?

Lin Xuan's mind was filled with confusion, but annoyance was predominant. It wasn't due to his lack of maturity; such dramatic ups and downs would affect anyone.

But Lin Xuan wasn't a practitioner who easily gave up. On the contrary, sometimes he was quite obstinate.

He actually dared to resurrect? Was this mocking him?

Alright, I'll make sure you fall today!

With that, Lin Xuan acted. He flicked his sleeves, and Ten Thousand Swords Diagram flew out from his sleeve, slowly unfolding with sharp sword energy layer upon layer. Like a deep ocean, it shot towards the opponent.

The sky was filled with sword energy, somewhat resembling the attack of Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword, but compared to Lin Xuan's innate treasure, the number was more than just doubled.

It could be said that the other party had no room for dodging and could only hard block Lin Xuan's attacks.

"Primordial Divine Treasure!"

The Rock City Lord of Demons showed a look of seriousness before sneering. He clasped his hands in front of him, muttering low and obscure incantations. A glow enveloped his back as if a sea of flames appeared.

From the midst of the flames, there was a deep roar, giving off an impression that this was some kind of living creature.

Even with Lin Xuan's vast knowledge, he was greatly surprised. What secret technique is this?

It seemed somewhat like a Dharmic Form, but it had significant differences.

Gradually, countless figures appeared in the flames. Some were blurry, resembling creatures with two heads and four arms.

Each monster held a bow-like weapon in its hand.

With whizzing sounds, tens of thousands of fire arrows shot out from behind him, colliding with the sharp sword energy in an instant.

Clanging sounds echoed like splendid fireworks.

The entire sky was filled with dazzling colors, but neither side could determine any clear winner or loser.

A glint of strange light flashed across Lin Xuan's eyes. He stepped forward with his left foot. Just a single step, and he vanished from the spot.

He didn't have the mood to waste time with just another First Rank Demon Sovereign.

One move after another?

No interest in that.

Lin Xuan wanted swift and decisive action, eliminating him here.

In the next moment, spatial fluctuations surged, and Lin Xuan appeared three feet away from his opponent. He flipped his hand, forming a loose fist as an ethereal sword materialized between his fingers, thin like a cicada's wing, almost transparent.

The sword looked incredibly fragile but contained awe-inspiring法则之力.

Lin Xuan shook his hand, swinging it downward.

The previous Ten Thousand Swords Diagram was just bait. With it distracting the other party, this was the real killing attack.

Lin Xuan's movements were extremely agile and silent. Suddenly, a magnificent sword energy surged forth, obscuring the sky with its grandeur.

But in an instant, all the sword energy seemed compressed into a thin crystal thread, containing shocking amounts of法则之力.

Chaos Law!

Since he wanted to achieve this in one fell swoop, Lin Xuan had no reason to hide his strength.

The entire world was distorted as that thin crystal thread contained tremendous power, cutting towards the opponent's neck.

The speed and force were too great. At just a dozen feet apart, there was no way to avoid it.

Lin Xuan knew this clearly; the Rock City Lord of Demons also understood, so he didn't dodge but instead threw his other hand downward with a look of shock on his face.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in their ears.

One party was setting up an ambush while the other had to fight hastily. The outcome was obvious.

With the loud noise, a glow appeared in the sky due to its brightness, blinding people's eyes but making them hear a scream.

Not… it should be described as a wail of agony.

The Rock City Lord of Demons reacted quickly but still couldn't resist. His wolf fang staff shattered into pieces.

But this also bought him some time; he managed to sidestep and avoid the vital areas, though his arm and shoulder were severed.

Blood rained down.

A trace of joy appeared on Lin Xuan's face as his actions continued without pause. He opened his mouth, spitting out a flame.

The five-colored琉璃 filled with destructive energy.

Illusory Heavenly Fire!

About the size of an egg, it shot towards the opponent's head.

How could you dodge that?

Lin Xuan's attack wasn't over. With his仙剑, he swung downward again, but this time no sword threads emerged; instead, a dazzling light of true spirits appeared.

True dragons, phoenixes, and golden suns flickered in the light.

Though this was too hasty an attack, being able to conjure the shadows of three true spirits was already astonishing.

Lin Xuan's left hand wasn't idle either. With his arm moving, he punched forward, creating a golden force vortex in the air.

Lin Xuan's series of actions flowed like water, as graceful as a deer hanging its antlers, yet seamlessly connected, considering all possible angles for evasion.

"You…"

The Rock City Lord of Demons was both shocked and angry but more fearful. Lin Xuan had already closed to within ten feet, launching such a fierce attack; there was no time to dodge or even change his move.

He勉强竖起完好无损的手臂，整个人就被锐利的攻击笼罩住。身形模糊了一阵，这一次甚至听不见惨叫。(未完待续。。)
第四千零二十八章 四散而逃

The void was a blur, not dissolving but rather boiling.

Five-colored spiritual light and glass—though not overly vibrant—left one gasping for breath. The immense spiritual pressure seemed to carry an aura of destruction, engulfing the Rock Demon City Lord entirely.

There were no cries of agony or pleas for help; at that moment, all his vitality had turned into nothingness.

All that remained was a trace of不甘 (reluctance), regret, and fear.

It was truly foolish to be so careless. The enemy before him wasn't something he could match in strength!

If... if he had left sooner, even facing the Void Lord's punishment would have been better than disintegrating into nothingness.

But now that things had reached this point, what use were such regrets?

There is no going back in the cultivation world.

A loss was a loss, and the price paid stemmed from his earlier choices.

Soon enough, even the last shred of regret was swallowed by the spiritual light. The Rock Demon City Lord turned to nothingness.

This time, it was truly a complete disintegration; there was no chance of reincarnation or resurrection.

...

Silence!

Such an outcome could change the course of battle around them.

The域外天魔 (Outer World Demons) besieging Yue'er and Xiaodie were dumbfounded. No one had expected such a result.

Even the Supreme Demon Lord, who should have been at his peak, couldn't last even a few rounds.

Hadn't he already entered the pinnacle state?

How could he be so easily defeated?

But now, dwelling on these details was meaningless.

Even the Rock Demon City Lord couldn't hold out against Lin Xuan for more than a few rounds. If it were him, wouldn't his fall be even quicker?

And just as the various demon lords were trembling with fear, a cry of battle rang in their ears.

At first, the sound was indistinct but quickly became clear nearby.

Spiritual light and magical artifacts flew everywhere; despairing cries filled the air.

"Report to the Supreme Demon Lord! The Immortal Dao Alliance's cultivators have arrived. Our brothers can't hold them off—how should we respond? Please make a decision soon."

A short while later, several Outer World Demons, fleeing in terror, reached this spot. Their faces were disheveled as they relayed news that shook the heavens.

But upon reflection, it wasn't surprising; Lady Shangguan and her sister had already returned to Cloud Concealment Sect.

They naturally brought back Lin Xuan's news.

Hearing of the actual body returning and single-handedly attempting to assassinate the Rock Demon City Lord, the remaining cultivators were both amazed and admiring. They proposed seizing this opportunity to send reinforcements to aid the leader.

Of course, some dismissed it as madness, thinking Lin Xuan was too reckless.

After all, human strength has its limits.

Going solo into danger is foolish beyond measure.

Can he really think that a horde of demons are mere clay and paper?

Taking out the commander with one charge? That's far too naive.

He can die if he wants to, but they have no reason to follow his lead.

Those who held such views advocated staying put.

With opposing opinions, fierce debates ensued. But in the end, those advocating an attack prevailed.

Black Phoenix Demoness and Ten Thousand Xiao Immortal Lord had both seen Lin Xuan's true strength firsthand. While they might not defeat the Void Lord, a mere Rock Demon City Lord was certainly within their reach to defeat.

At worst, they could retreat intact.

Why hesitate when such an opportunity presented itself?

These two were among the most powerful in the Immortal Dao Alliance; with their agreement, others couldn't realistically oppose anything.

Thus, action began. Though not all-out, most of the high-ranking cultivators responded swiftly and joined the assault.

All or nothing—such a mindset was undoubtedly correct. But the results surpassed their expectations.

Though the resistance wasn't weak, it was disorganized.

The demons fought individually, unable to coordinate; they were like monkeys without a leader.

This was unsurprising given that Lin Xuan had already tied down all the渡劫级别的魔尊 (transcendence-level demon lords). The remaining Outer World Demons, though numerous, lacked leadership and thus were leaderless.

It's well-known that high-end combatants are crucial in cultivation. A mere hundred demon lords might not seem significant in numbers but could sway the outcome at such a critical moment.

Without unified command, the demons struggled to mount effective defenses or counterattacks. With their elite forces depleted, Immortal Dao Alliance's渡劫期 (transcendence stage) cultivators could move freely, finding few formidable opponents.

It was almost like entering an empty realm.

Though some of the Outer World Demons were powerful enough to resist in groups, they weren't completely defenseless. But as the saying goes:

The fall of a great leader is like a landslide!

At this moment, none had the heart for prolonged battle; everyone's life was precious. Staying here would be a waste.

Leaderless and without interest in lingering, the outcome was clear.

Immortal Dao Alliance's cultivators advanced with ease, encountering no serious resistance.

Amazement!

Those who advocated caution were utterly humiliated.

They never imagined such an outcome—so smooth it was almost too good to see.

In their elation, they began speculating. The Outer World Demons' chaos was evident; what had happened within?

Where did the Rock Demon City Lord and other demon lords go? Were they trapped by someone?

That couldn't be right. Everyone knew the Supreme Demon Lord's strength.

There were nearly a hundred other demon lords—good men can't stand up to many, so it wasn't possible for one person to hold them all back.

Lin Xuan didn't have six arms; such strength was not natural.

But facts are facts.

Though they didn't know why, this was excellent news for the cultivators. They began fighting with renewed vigor.

The Outer World Demons' defeat accelerated. With no leader, they scattered like monkeys without a king. Some fled to the distance, while others sought aid from their demon lord leaders.

But the situation of the various demon lords was dire as well.

With the Rock Demon City Lord defeated by Lin Xuan in just two moves, the confidence of the other demon lords had been shattered.

They were preparing to scatter; hearing the Immortal Dao Alliance's arrival only added to their panic. It was like having a bucket of cold water poured over them.

Now or never! A late-stage demon lord radiated with spiritual energy and fled without hesitation.

With one fleeing, what else could be said? The other demon lords, not fools, followed suit and scattered.

This result left the reporting demons dumbfounded. How did the demon lords flee first while Lin Xuan's response was resolute? (To be continued...)
第四千零二十九章 大获全胜

Do not pursue a desperate foe!

But that depends on the specific circumstances. In this case, the most opportune move was to expand their gains and seize the moment. Lin Xuan was clearly an adept at seizing opportunities.

So he hesitated not, casting out the Immortal Sword Diagram.

Instantly, a storm of blood and gore erupted, with sharp sword energy slicing through the air. Within moments, several Sovereign Demons fell, while the rest were too terrified to stop fighting; they ran even faster instead.

The morale had dropped to an unimaginable low.

Even more so for the Sovereign Demons, let alone the other域外天魔.

Moon and Little Butterfly were not fools. They wouldn't pass up such a good opportunity. Both girls exerted their efforts simultaneously, causing several more Sovereign Demons to fall under their hands.

The cries of pain filled the air incessantly, making the scene look absurdly comical as the monkeys scattered after the trees fell.

These powerful域外天魔, once their confidence was shattered, were practically as harmless as sheep. Lin Xuan and Moon and Little Butterfly moved with ease, none daring to challenge them head-on. The Sovereign Demons still managed to run quickly, but ordinary域外天魔 didn't have such luck.

They died where they stood or fell from collisions.

What Lin Xuan released were先天之物, and though the sword energy was numerous, each one's power was unparalleled. How could lower-grade Sovereign Demons withstand them?

Thus, their advance was unstoppable.

As time passed, the enemy's resistance weakened further. Lin Xuan had already spotted the traces of Immortal Dao Alliance cultivators.

This success was beyond their expectations. Each and every one of them exerted all their strength.

A familiar figure entered his field of vision.

It was a young maiden with eyes full of wisdom. Her silver hair stood out even more.

"Sister Senior!"

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a smile.

Years had passed, and Sister Senior’s cultivation had progressed. Although she was still in the Lesser Transcendence stage, her current strength was incomparable to before. Clearly, battling域外天魔 these years gave her some new insights.

This wasn't unusual; while dangerous, combat often brought unexpected opportunities when life hung by a thread.

Lin Xuan felt genuinely happy and hoped that his senior brother and sister could break through their barriers and enter the true Transcendence stage.

Of course, such odds were minuscule.

But in the wondrous and bizarre world of cultivation, who could say it was impossible?

"Junior Brother Lin!"

The silver-eyed maiden's joy was evident upon seeing him.

To be honest, when she heard that Lin Xuan had ventured alone to the域外天魔 headquarters, her heart raced with worry. She knew his strength well, but the enemy wasn't made of clay or paper; this move seemed a bit rash.

But she kept these concerns hidden. Together with the Black Phoenix Demoness, she advocated for an offensive, hoping to rescue Lin Xuan from danger.

Yet, they were shocked when they arrived.

This success was beyond their wildest dreams. But without seeing Junior Brother's whereabouts, her heart remained heavy until now.

...

The battle raged on for a full night.

Explosive sounds echoed everywhere; it wasn't combat but a one-sided pursuit and slaughter.

Nearly a million域外天魔 disintegrated, with half of them falling here. The victory was unprecedentedly glorious, while the cost to the Immortal Dao Alliance was negligible.

A great triumph!

Such a satisfying victory hadn't been seen in all three realms since the invasion of域外天魔.

The crisis had passed!

Celebration filled Cloud Concealment Mountain.

Several years ago, at the天河谷 battle, the Immortal Dao Alliance suffered heavy losses. With five against one, Black Bear King and Eastern Prosperity Celestial Emperor fell there.

For these years, while the Cloud Concealment Sect remained unbroken, morale was low. No one knew what would come next; no one had confidence in holding out.

Most of Dragon Realm was now under the control of域外天魔. Would their fate be to fall or become demon puppets?

Cultivation should have been a life of freedom and joy, but now everyone felt their destiny as precarious as that of ordinary people.

They couldn't control it.

Some cultivators even suffered from mental breakdowns.

Though not many, this was ominous.

If Lin Xuan had returned later, the Cloud Concealment Sect and Immortal Dao Alliance might no longer exist.

But there are no "ifs" in the world. With Lin Xuan's return and his exceptional efforts, he single-handedly entered Dragon Den and killed that Demon Rock City Lord.

The other Sovereign Demons were decimated by him and Little Butterfly Moon, like chopping vegetables.

Thanks to Lin Xuan, the Immortal Dao Alliance achieved unprecedented success, making everyone's faces light up with joy.

A grand feast was held. Although cultivators could practice abstinence, such a joyful occasion couldn't be missed.

At the banquet, Lin Xuan naturally drew all attention!

Any grudges were forgotten after this battle; even the Black Phoenix Demoness and Immortal Wan Xiao were deeply impressed by him.

The world of cultivation is ruled by strength.

Moon's beauty also captured everyone's attention. Though her appearance couldn't match that of her past life, she was still breathtakingly beautiful.

Though there weren't many ugly women in the cultivation realm, most had some charm.

Exquisite beauties were easy to find.

But Little Butterfly’s striking presence was rare indeed… or perhaps they would never meet in their lifetimes…

Immortal Wan Xiao, with his broadest experience, looked surprised.

This woman called Moon rivaled Arhats of old, though she fell short, her beauty was astonishing. She even resembled the Arhat King from back then.

Everyone envied how she adored Lin Xuan like a little bird.

Besides Little Butterfly, another woman stood by Lin Xuan.

Little Butterfly!

Though the name sounded ordinary, no one dared to underestimate her. It wasn't just because of her beauty; her cultivation was also at the late Transcendence stage.

Indeed, though she didn't reveal her strength and her aura was faint, it was undoubtedly late Transcendence.

With the emergence of域外天魔, top-tier cultivators in the three realms were no longer elusive. But reaching late Transcendence was rare; calling them a rarity wouldn't be wrong.

Each late Transcendence cultivator was well-known.

Why had this woman named Little Butterfly never been seen before?

Everyone's hearts were filled with questions. (To be continued...)
第四千零三十章 趁胜追击

Finally, such beings of this rank couldn't just pop out from under a rock.

Thus, some people began to probe with words, but Lin Xuan merely smiled without replying. As for Little Butterfly, she adopted an aloof and noble demeanor as if she was not good at speaking.

It seemed that he and Little Butterfly were unwilling to say anything, leaving others helpless.

If one had doubted the alliance leader, Lin Xuan before, his reputation after this battle soared to unprecedented heights.

While it couldn't be said that he was revered across all three realms, in the eyes of these cultivators present, Lin Xuan seemed capable of everything. Even compared to scattered immortals and demon kings, he had reached a level where no one could outdo him.

After all, his achievements were too miraculous for anyone to dare provoke him.

Thus, Little Butterfly's identity remained a mystery, while Moon's aura grew more mysterious.

However, these were merely minor incidents. A little curiosity couldn't dampen the joy of their great victory.

What Lin Xuan desired was not just to escape from the predicament but to drive out the域外天魔 from this world.

After the celebration banquet, Lin Xuan began to arrange a powerful counterattack.

With the first Demon Sovereign fallen and Void Dragon Brother restraining the void, the enemy was leaderless with low morale. It would be foolish not to seize this opportunity to expand their gains.

Lin Xuan knew this well; other cultivators in the Immortal Dao Alliance were no short-sighted individuals either.

The saying "one push gives rise to another" applied here perfectly.

This was a heaven-sent chance for a powerful counterattack.

Thus, there wasn't a single objection to Lin Xuan's plans. After the celebration banquet, they didn't rest; instead, the Immortal Dao Alliance began their strong offensive.

...

Just a few hours later,

a group of cultivators wearing the attire of the Immortal Dao Alliance surrounded a demon stronghold.

This place was not large, but it housed hundreds of域外天魔, each clad in various colored armor, spewing demonic energy, and wielding weapons. They appeared extremely ferocious, but upon closer inspection, one could see that they were mostly cowardly, with fear evident in their eyes.

In contrast, the number of these cultivators was not great, yet their morale was exceptionally high, as if they weren't afraid of the域外天魔 at all. One after another, they raised their treasures and charged towards the fortress.

Various spiritual lights danced through the air, and the sound of battle never ceased to enter one's ears...

...

Meanwhile, similar scenes were unfolding in other places.

News of the Immortal Dao Alliance's great victory in the Cloud Concealment Sect had spread across the land via teleportation arrays.

For years, the域外天魔 had been extremely dominant, wreaking havoc everywhere, and the cultivators' hearts harbored a deep resentment. However, due to the vast disparity in strength, they could only defend themselves and lacked the power to launch a strong counterattack.

But with this great victory, everyone knew that the situation was about to turn around, filling them with joy and hope. The morale of the域外天魔, on the other hand, plummeted to an unimaginable degree.

This contrast led other sects' cultivators—both human and beast—to unite in their efforts alongside the Immortal Dao Alliance to attack the demon strongholds.

And there were more actions beyond this one.

...

Two days later,

the sky was somewhat dim. A huge demonic cloud landed on a desolate mountain.

The demonic cloud dissipated, revealing thousands of域外天魔.

Most of these demons had reached the stage of元婴 separation, having escaped from the Cloud Concealment Sect by chance. Leading them was a Demon Sovereign at the late Profound Origin stage.

His face showed great alertness but his exhaustion was evident. Thinking back on that battle, he still felt shaken. Fortunately, they had already fled over a million miles and were currently safe.

This defeat was so shocking that even Void Senior would surely be furious. But what did it matter? The sky could fall, but there was always someone to hold it up. He was just a Demon Sovereign at the Profound Origin stage; he couldn't expect blame from his superiors.

The pressing issue was to flee further and seek refuge in those fortified demon cities where they could wait for Void Senior's orders.

First Demon Sovereign?

What a useless fellow.

But that didn't matter.

Void Senior was wise and valiant, and with him at the helm, the域外天魔 would surely achieve victory.

"Everyone, take some time to rest and recover your demonic energy and mana before we continue our journey."

He made what he believed to be a smart decision. The other域外天魔 echoed his words in unison; they had been running for two days and nights and were exhausted.

Some took out spiritual medicines from their pockets and swallowed them, while others began to sit cross-legged.

...

The mountain breeze blew, and the demons resting here were unusually quiet.

After about a half hour, there was no sign of anything unusual. Suddenly, distant skies echoed with cries, and the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic.

"Bad news!"

The leading Demon Sovereign was startled, standing up abruptly. The other demons' faces turned pale. It might seem unbelievable, but after that battle's impact, they had become as skittish as frightened birds.

Amidst the chaos in the primordial energies, countless flashes of light appeared in their vision. Upon closer inspection, these were monstrous birds with heads adorned with strange horns and sharp teeth, emitting a faint green glow, looking extremely fierce.

On these monstrous birds stood named beast cultivators, each with a sinister smile on their faces.

Not only human cultivators but also beasts had been bullied by the域外天魔 for years. Now that the tiger was down and the dragon in shallow waters, where was there any reason not to seek revenge?

Though the域外天魔 were shocked, they didn't intend to surrender. They fiercely retaliated as dark clouds surged, with thunderous explosions echoing incessantly.

...

Five days later,

a group of realm-separated level demons encountered a joint ambush by beasts and cultivators while passing through a swamp, suffering heavy losses. Half of them perished on the spot; some were captured, but only a few managed to escape.

...

A fortnight later, at Calm Moon Lake,

two Demon Sovereigns who had fled from the Cloud Concealment Sect were ambushed and killed in a valley after a fierce battle. Despite their formidable strength, they managed to escape using secret techniques, leaving the attacking cultivators with heavy losses.

However, this was not the end of the story. Two days later, someone discovered that these two Demon Sovereigns had died in a valley, with even their元婴 left behind.

...

It was said that a tiny butterfly flapping its wings could cause a great storm thousands of miles away. Perhaps it was just a legend, but the impact of the battle at Cloud Concealment Sect was indeed significant. The entire 钯龙界 was in an uproar as the tide turned from defense to offense. Not only did cultivators in the Immortal Dao Alliance act, but other regions' cultivators and beasts also took action.

Defeat the域外天魔!

Everyone seemed to gain immense courage, and the results were indeed glorious. In these days, they reclaimed vast territories, making the once formidable域外天魔 seem much weaker. (To be continued...)
第四千零三十一章 鼐龙真人的妙计

At the same time, Penglai Immortal Island.

This was where True Immortal Nailedragon's abode resided. However, it was now heavily besieged by the Demonic Tyrants from beyond the heavens.

The demonic army still numbered in the hundreds of thousands.

Although the number and attack on the Daoist Alliance were similar, their quality clearly surpassed that of the previous invasion.

After all, this place was personally overseen by Void Tyrant.

As the saying goes: "A father's death is an eternal grudge; a wife's loss is an unending hatred." The last time the Demonic Tyrants invaded the Spirit Realm ended in failure, and his beloved wife had perished due to Nailedragon's fall. Naturally, he harbored deep resentment towards Nailedragon, which was why he volunteered to lead this assault.

His intention was to capture Nailedragon alive and torture him mercilessly until he could no longer endure it.

However, while the idea was good, reality proved harsh; Nailedragon True Immortal wasn't present here at all.

He wasn’t absent from his abode but had vanished without a trace. Poor Void Tyrant rushed in with great fanfare only to find himself hitting an empty wall. The news left him dumbfounded and nearly coughed up blood out of frustration.

Feeling dejected, he slumped for quite some time before recovering from the shock of Nailedragon's absence.

Upon learning that Nailedragon had married his beloved wife, Void Tyrant was overjoyed. "An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth." Since my lady died because of you, this time I must kill your wife and make Nailedragon suffer.

With that in mind, he personally led the army to besiege Penglai Immortal Island.

The advance was swift, and soon, the outer forces of cultivators were swept away. Those fellows weren't even worth a single blow.

Void Tyrant's lips curled into a smile as he imagined achieving his goal quickly.

However, what awaited him next was a severe setback. Penglai Immortal Island wasn’t an ordinary place at all!

Setting aside the strength of Fairy Qianqian, even the Nine True Demonic Subduing Formation stopped the Demonic Tyrants in their tracks.

Void Tyrant roared with anger and personally engaged. Yet his impatience not only failed to break this formation but also resulted in him losing an arm.

Though such a wound was trivial for him—new limbs could grow back after expending some true essence—it left him feeling frustrated and aggrieved.

He, Void Tyrant, had always been wise and valiant; when had he ever faced such setbacks?

But that guy was just an ordinary person.

While he raged, he didn't act impulsively. The Nine True Demonic Subduing Formation? It's merely a matter of time, like water wearing away stone.

A broken formation could really hold back this Demon Tyrant?

That thought was correct.

Unfortunately, plans don’t always align with reality; Nailedragon had returned!

And what made it even more infuriating was that Nailedragon, a top-tier powerhouse in the Three Realms, acted dishonorably. For instance, Lin Xuan merely ambushed the Demon Rock City Lord and relied on his strength to win.

But this time, Nailedragon did return but didn't make an appearance. Instead, he stealthily infiltrated the Demonic Tyrants' camp and effortlessly killed two Sovereigns.

Nailedragon's power was formidable; ordinary Transcendence Realm Demons couldn’t withstand a single blow from him, let alone an ambush.

No one even noticed the fall of those two Sovereigns until the next day when their souls had already returned to the underworld.

Void Tyrant was furious but could do nothing as he couldn't find the culprit. He vaguely guessed Nailedragon's return but found his behavior too dishonorable.

He didn’t dare confront him directly, instead picking on subordinates with lower cultivation. Where were any signs of a top-tier powerhouse?

That night, Void Tyrant ordered strict vigilance!

But it was useless; Nailedragon wasn't someone ordinary could deter.

More Sovereigns fell that night and the next, their deaths utterly silent. Although they were discovered earlier this time, Nailedragon had already fled.

This continued day after day.

Void Tyrant cursed loudly, but Nailedragon didn’t care at all.

He carried on as usual!

Occasionally caught, he showed no concern, turning to run away. With his strength, fleeing was easy; even Void Tyrant couldn't stop him, let alone a few same-level Demonic Tyrants.

Void Tyrant wanted to smash his head against the wall in frustration.

But Nailedragon acted so unscrupulously; what could he do?

If you had the guts, try to match him!

Void Tyrant considered it but found it impossible. Nailedragon's wife and friends were all on Penglai Immortal Island. Ambushing them would require first breaking the Nine True Demonic Subduing Formation.

But why stay here if that was possible?

In other words, Void Tyrant was in a dilemma: he couldn’t do anything about Nailedragon with his current tactics but couldn't retreat either; it went against his pride.

Why say "retreat"?

Every day saw the fall of more Sovereigns as the Demonic Tyrants grew increasingly fearful. The Sovereigns, especially, were nearly in a state of panic.

Recently, some even fled during battle and had to be chased back by Void Tyrant with severe punishment, but morale couldn’t recover. From their dodging eyes, they still planned to escape.

To stop this trend, mere punishment wouldn't suffice; it would require breaking Nailedragon's ambushes.

But how could that be done? Facing Nailedragon’s relentless attacks, even True Immortals would scratch their heads in frustration.

What could he do?

And the situation didn’t end there. Nailedragon’s attacks became even more ruthless. This time, he targeted ordinary Demonic Tyrants instead of Sovereigns.

This guy sneaked into the camp and unleashed several large-scale spells.

The ordinary Demonic Tyrants couldn't defend at all; thousands fell in a single day.

This continued every day.

With Nailedragon’s relentless attacks, his million-strong army could be wiped out within just a few hundred days.

Void Tyrant was so furious he wanted to commit suicide. He had never seen such dishonorable behavior from a cultivator and finally understood why ancient sayings warned against offending villains.

Their power being top-tier in the Three Realms made them nightmares.

He felt countless regrets but had no choice but to withdraw; otherwise, his million-strong army would collapse.

But the nightmare didn’t end there. Nailedragon’s unscrupulous tactics were evident. To leave, it wouldn't be easy; he continued to ambush from behind the Demonic Tyrant ranks. (To be continued...)
第四千零三十二章 灰飞烟灭

They say that killing someone doesn’t require more than a tap on the head. However, Nai Long True Man’s shamelessness surpassed everyone's imagination.

He refused to back down!

A million域外天魔 roamed this path, tormenting him until he was nearly driven mad with nerves.

The Void Tyrant Lord had seen countless storms and tempests in his time, yet at this moment, there was nothing he could do about it. When an顶尖高手 lost all sense of shame, the damage they could inflict was truly unimaginable.

He had considered turning the tables, setting a trap to eliminate Nai Long True Man here.

For example, by ambushing him with multiple opponents and using some array formations and prohibitions.

The problem was that while Nai Long True Man’s shamelessness was indeed shocking, his strength was something not to be underestimated. The Void Tyrant Lord couldn’t afford the slightest carelessness on this point.

Capturing Nai Long True Man wasn’t an impossible task, but the required level of array formations would likely match those of the Nine True Vengeful Immortal Formation. It was a joke; although there were many ancient prohibitions, the Nine True Vengeful Immortal Formation could rank among the top five. Such power required years of silent cultivation and couldn’t be achieved overnight.

Thus, while the Nine True Vengeful Immortal Formation could defend Penglai Immortal Island, it was an immovable object. Setting up a similarly powerful prohibition during their journey was simply impossible.

Not only would the Void Tyrant Lord find this task unfeasible, but even if the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor were to rise again, he would still be left sighing in frustration.

In short, this was an impossible mission.

Although temporary array formations had some power, they were essentially a joke when compared to Nai Long True Man’s existence. They were of no use at all.

Therefore, the Void Tyrant Lord’s attempt to turn the tables and eliminate Nai Long True Man here was destined to fail.

He felt frustrated inside, but honestly, it wasn’t his fault.

It wasn’t that the Void Tyrant Lord lacked power; rather, Nai Long was too shameless, with no lower limit. No matter how much he cursed or threatened, Nai Long remained indifferent and even gloated from behind the scenes.

The Void Tyrant Lord had nowhere to vent his frustration, becoming extremely irritable. He often resorted to beating and scolding his subordinates. One day, in a fit of anger, he accidentally killed two Demon Sovereigns.

This stirred up a hornet’s nest.

Indeed, the Void Tyrant was one of the seven most precious leaders among the域外天魔, and the overall commander of all Nai Long True Man's demon armies. But no matter how powerful they were, they couldn’t act with such impunity.

A Demon Sovereign at the渡劫 realm wasn’t a mere ant; each had their own tribes and forces. It wasn’t easy to kill them casually.

If they made mistakes, the Void Tyrant Lord naturally had the right to punish them. But simply because he was in a bad mood, to vent his anger on subordinates, this was indefensible.

Not only were the fallen Demon Sovereigns’ tribes upset, but even the living ones rose up together, feeling the pain of their comrades' deaths.

The sight of a powerful Demon Sovereign falling like that left no one unmoved. The accumulated frustration and tension among the other Demon Sovereigns couldn’t be understated.

Their nerves were taut to the breaking point, nearly on the verge of collapse.

Though they didn’t say it out loud, deep down, they all harbored resentment towards the Void Tyrant Lord.

They had been making swift progress in the ancient demon realm until the Demon King insisted on avenging his wife and provoking Nai Long True Man. They would never have ended up like this if not for the Demon King’s actions.

It was all the Void Tyrant Lord's fault!

This incident became a catalyst, as the subordinates dared to challenge their lord. The Void Tyrant Lord didn’t recognize any wrongdoing; instead, he flew into a rage.

This wasn’t unusual in the cultivation world, where strength reigned supreme. The域外天魔 were especially so.

Since the Flying Heavenly Demon Ancestor’s fall, the Void Tyrant had been accustomed to giving orders. How could he tolerate his subordinates questioning him?

However, as the saying goes, too much arrogance leads to one's downfall. Those Demon Sovereigns were already extremely resentful; how could they endure the Void Tyrant Lord’s arrogance? They also erupted.

After a fierce battle, the Void Tyrant Lord truly showed his might, fending off nearly a hundred Demon Sovereigns and killing more than half of them in one breath.

The leaders fought fiercely. The other域外天魔 naturally wouldn’t just watch; they joined in, leading to mutual slaughter with countless casualties.

Seeing this, Nai Long True Man not only felt no remorse but also used his disguise technique to stir up the chaos, provoking and inciting wherever the fighting wasn’t intense enough. As a result, the internal strife among the域外天魔 lasted for an entire day and night.

By the end, except for a few Demon Sovereigns who managed to escape, all others were killed by Void Tyrant Lord himself.

The Void Tyrant Lord, having reduced his own subordinates to such a state, was left in tears. Calming down, he gazed at the ruined scene, feeling an indescribable sorrow.

He never imagined ending up in this situation.

If it had been due to inferior strength and inability to defeat the opponent, that would have made sense, wouldn’t it?

This total annihilation was a complete surprise; Nai Long True Man hadn’t even seen his face. The other party was just too shameless.

The Void Tyrant Lord’s heart felt cold as he cursed loudly, calling Nai Long a timid mouse who dared not engage in direct combat.

Unexpectedly, this curse actually brought Nai Long True Man out of hiding.

Don’t misunderstand; Nai Long True Man wasn’t acting on a whim. A few curses were nothing significant.

He did so for a reason.

With the million demon troops now reduced to ashes, the remaining stragglers posed no threat.

Although the Void Tyrant Lord had defeated those rebelling Demon Sovereigns, he was far from unscathed. He faced nearly a hundred渡劫级别的域外天魔 at once, as the saying went: "A thousand enemies killed, eight hundred self-inflicted."

Though his injuries weren’t mentioned, after this night’s battle, his magical power had almost run out.

When Nai Long True Man stepped forward, he was smug and raised his head high. He made a gesture he thought looked cool before clearing his throat: "A man can be killed but not humiliated. Void Tyrant, have you cursed enough? Do you only know how to use your words? You wanted to fight me fair and square, so here I am. Let’s settle this fairly; let you lose in such a way that you’ll feel truly defeated."

Hearing Nai Long True Man's challenge, the Void Tyrant Lord was stunned into silence. This called for fairness? What audacity!

But now that it had come to this, blaming Nai Long True Man wouldn’t help. He was already shameless.

Moreover, he really harbored a grudge. Falling to such a state was all because of Nai Long’s trap. He wished to tear him limb from limb. Thus, despite his injuries and depleted magical power, the Void Tyrant Lord roared as he charged at Nai Long True Man.

PS: First chapter. I’ll post another one later tonight. The outcome for the域外天魔 besieging Penglai Immortal Island was such that no one expected it! (To be continued...)
第四千零三十三章 倒霉的虚无

The outcome was predictable.

If Void Lord Vagueness were in full strength, the outcome of a confrontation with Nai Long could have been uncertain. But in his current state, there was no suspense at all.

Not only did he fail to vent his anger, but he also got beaten up by Nai Long's True Man heavily.

His face and nose were bruised and swollen.

The injuries were so severe that it could be said he was covered in them.

In the midst of excruciating pain, Void Lord Vagueness regained his senses.

Bravery based on blood and courage couldn't solve problems.

Being in this state to confront Nai Long was a humiliation.

Not only would he fail to get revenge, but he might even lose his life here.

This situation was naturally something he didn't want to see.

As the saying goes, a gentleman's revenge is ten years in the making. By tolerating a momentary anger, he could still control the outcome of the game.

Thus, he calmed down and no longer engaged Nai Long head-on but instead used secret techniques to prepare his escape.

Nai Long, being clever, had anticipated this situation. But there was nothing he could do; just as before when he ambushed, all he could do was fume. The same applied now.

Indeed, Void Lord Vagueness was severely injured, but at his level, survival techniques were incredibly subtle. With the intention to flee, no peer would be able to stop him.

However, Nai Long wouldn't easily give up. Since he had anticipated this, he had set several prohibitions around them.

While these temporary arrays couldn't contain the opponent, it was still a good way to irritate them.

Furthermore, Void Lord Vagueness's current situation was extremely dire; a shipwreck in a ditch wasn't impossible.

Thus, Nai Long attacked while continuing to verbally abuse him.

Nai Long didn't curse out loud. The problem with this guy was that he had the ability to infuriate people to death!

Especially among the Great Chiefs of the Outer Demonic Realm, Void Lord Vagueness was the one with the worst temperament and the most explosive anger.

So now, despite his intention to escape, he was so enraged by Nai Long's words that he made a critical mistake.

In such a situation, even a minor error could be fatal. As they say, in a battle between experts, every millimeter counts.

Thus, this guy suffered, as Nai Long seized the opportunity and cut off one of his legs and an arm.

A shower of blood rained down.

Void Lord Vagueness was both in pain and anger, realizing that he had unknowingly fallen into Nai Long's trap. With all his hatred, he finally decided to focus on escaping by using secret techniques.

This time, Nai Long was helpless. He had already achieved remarkable results and didn't regret anything; he leisurely prepared to return to his cave abode.

Soon enough, they arrived.

What awaited him were cheers from everyone, and the smile of Fairy QianQian was so enchanting that it could make one's heart race.

Nai Long stepped forward with a sunny smile, ready to embrace his beloved wife.

As the saying goes, a brief separation is like a new marriage. And considering how wise and valiant he was, a small trick had already wiped out the million-strong army of Outer Demonic Realm.

His wife wouldn't consider him a hero?

Just as he prepared to bask in her admiration, an ominous feeling struck his heart.

At this level, any danger would be detected with uncanny accuracy.

But how could that be possible!

Void Lord Vagueness had fled and was far away. The remaining Outer Demonic Realm forces were scattered and terrified. At such a moment, who could pose a threat to him?

Could it be...

Nai Long's reaction was swift as he raised his head.

He then noticed the gentle gaze of Fairy QianQian harboring murderous intent.

No misunderstanding; this was definitely Fairy QianQian, for she hadn't been possessed by any Outer Demonic Realm force.

But why?

The answer soon came. Beside Fairy QianQian stood a young maiden with an absolutely stunning appearance, but to Nai Long's eyes, it was blinding... Eight-tailed Fox Fairy. How did she discover her so quickly?

Nai Long's heart began to race.

While he could disregard a million troops, before Fairy QianQian, he had no resistance.

As the saying goes, water turns tofu; one thing can subdue another.

"Haha, Nai Long, you've improved."

Fairy QianQian smiled and gave him a hug. But she whispered in his ear.

"No need to explain, she told me everything clearly. Nai Long, you're getting better at this. Don't say anything; when we return, get down on the scrubbing board for three days straight without moving."

Nai Long: "..."

Thus, the hero who had defeated a million demons and established an unprecedented feat in the Outer Demonic Realm returned to Penglai Immortal Island but didn't receive flowers or cheers. Instead, he was... forced to do scrubbing.

This change of events left people sighing. The battle for Penglai Immortal Island ended with Nai Long's humiliation on the scrubbing board. Meanwhile, Void Lord Vagueness's fate was far worse; his million demon forces were destroyed in self-inflicted chaos, and he himself was severely injured to the point of no recovery.

Void Lord Vagueness almost wept with hatred for Nai Long but could do nothing about it. After this battle, the power of demons in this small interface had suffered a heavy blow. Intellectually, seeking help should have been considered, but he was too ashamed to ask for assistance from his fellow Great Chiefs, who were already scheming against each other.

He didn't seek their help and instead decided to rely on himself. He could always draw more troops from the Outer Demonic Realm if necessary; no matter what, this grudge must be avenged.

However, just when things couldn't get worse, he received a message that left him dizzy with shock.

Not only had his forces suffered a crushing defeat, but even his major general had met the same fate. The demon lord of Demon Rock City led an army to besiege the Immortal Dao Alliance, and recently, all their troops were wiped out as well. Although some escaped, the losses were tremendous.

Receiving this news, Void Lord Vagueness felt struck by lightning. How could it be?

In the battle at Heavenly River Valley, that Lin boy had been a disappointment; other cultivators of the Immortal Dao Alliance weren't impressive either. The Black Bear King and Dong Yu Immortal Emperor were mere clay figures and paper puppets, easily dispatched. News over the years had also shown this.

The siege on Cloud Concealment Sect's main headquarters was somewhat obstructed but breaking the city was just a matter of time; the enemy had no means to resist, how could they end up like this?

Could it be that the rumors were false?

Did Nai Long deliberately deceive me with someone else?

He once had such suspicions, but he quickly received accurate information. After all, the truth would come out eventually, and Lin Xuan never intended to hide his victory.

This time, Void Lord Vagueness truly spat blood. Already severely injured, this further angered him to the point of near collapse. (To be continued...)
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Misfortunes never come singly, and he never dreamed that he would end up in such a miserable situation.

The once proud leader of the Outer Heaven Demons found himself running like a dog who had lost its pack.

Such a scenario was unimaginable unless one experienced it firsthand. The only emotion he could muster was frustration as he hated Dai Long Immortal to the core, but what use would that serve? With matters already at this point, no amount of resentment would change anything.

But he refused to accept defeat.

A gentleman seeks revenge ten years later; he could retreat and fortify his main base, paying a price to expand the spatial node. Once reinforcements arrived, he would launch another attack on Dai Long.

This time, he vowed not to repeat his mistakes.

He must extract and refine the soul of Dai Long, making him pay for all the pain and suffering he caused.

The Void Lord's teeth gritted with rage as a mad look appeared on his face. He even considered dying alongside Dai Long.

But reason told him that no matter how hard he fought, it would be in vain.

What was needed now was patience and concealment.

His immediate priority was to return to the main base and recover from his injuries.

Suddenly, an unexpected event occurred without any warning. A black light streaked through the air with incredible speed, appearing at the horizon one moment, then zipping past him in the blink of an eye.

"Peril!"

The Void Sovereign's pupils constricted as he reacted swiftly. He flicked his sleeves and released a torrent of demonic energy that formed into a giant fist to strike the black light.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as the two collided with force, sending shockwaves across the entire landscape.

The Void Lord's brow furrowed. The newcomer was indeed formidable; could it be Dai Long Immortal's pursuers?

This guy is truly ruthless, pushing me to this brink yet still not willing to give up!

Anger flashed in his eyes but quickly turned to calmness. No, the attack was sharp and precise, but the demonic energy contained was incredibly pure.

Not even aspirit world cultivator or True Demon Ancestor could possess such purity. In other words, the opponent couldn't be Dai Long's follower; it must be... an Outer Heaven Demon?

Thus, there were two possibilities:

Either those defeated demons harbored treacherous intentions and wanted to take advantage of his weakened state.

Or the other leaders had received news and intended to eliminate him here.

That sounded absurd but was highly plausible. After all, the seven leaders of the Outer Heaven Demons ostensibly cooperated, yet they secretly plotted against each other, with significant animosities among them.

He and that Phantom King were mortal enemies, and he also had a grudge with the Seven-Hole King and Dragon King. If they knew his current predicament, they might send someone to kill him out of spite.

Despicable!

The Void Lord was filled with sorrow and indignation.

Just like a dragon in shallow waters being bullied by shrimp or a tiger in plain sight being attacked by dogs!

But he wasn't so easily felled.

Wanting my life? Ha! It won’t be that easy.

"Who dares to attack me? Show yourself, you coward. I will extract and refine your soul!"

The Void Lord's snarling voice echoed with a sinister expression.

Sigh!

In response was a sigh filled with pity: "Void, stop acting tough. You never thought you'd end up like this. Have you ever regretted your choices?"

Before he could finish speaking, a black lotus slowly bloomed in the air.

A slender hand tore through the darkness, revealing a beautiful black-robed maiden.

Her eyebrows resembled distant mountains, exuding an aura of ruggedness. Her fair skin stood out even more against her dark attire. She held an oddly-shaped weapon, as if Death itself had descended upon him.

"Broken Wing, is it you?"

Despite only being at the middle-stage of Tribulation Transcendence, the Void Lord's expression was one of grave peril, as if those later-stage entities were far beyond comparison.

"Why are you here? Did Cloud Fairy send you? No, even if I'm blocked today, it won't be just your doing. Where is Qin Yan? Why doesn’t she come to see me?"

As he spoke, his divine sense spread out and quickly pinpointed a location. Just as he raised his right hand, a sigh came from the side: "Void, you're still obstinate. If I had known this would happen, why did we even start?"

The voice was clear and melodious like a yellow oriole in heaven.

Then, it was as if a stone was thrown into a small lake, stirring up all the primordial energy of the universe, converging towards one point.

Amidst the fierce gales, a young maiden emerged.

Her white robes were like snow, her skin so delicate that it could be pierced by a finger. She seemed flawless, like a celestial maiden from the clouds.

"Qin Yan, is it you? How did you find out my whereabouts?"

The Void Lord was angry but also surprised. He had been extremely cautious during his escape after such a humiliating defeat, ensuring his tracks were hidden both in fact and reason.

"Do you think I would reveal myself?"

Qin Yan's face showed mockery: "How could you forget the promises made to me? You abandoned me like trash when the spatial node opened. Did you really think I was easy prey?"

"So what?

The Void Sovereign's expression remained fierce and vicious: "A person should have self-awareness. With your unripe young girl, do you think you can be our leader of Outer Heaven Demons?"

"Who do you think you are, Flying Demon Ancestor?"

"That may be true for my brother, but not for you."

His face now showed ridicule as he continued: "So don't blame us for breaking our word; it's your own lack of power that made us do so."

Before his words could fully settle, a black streak flashed before him.

Broken Wing Immortal couldn't hold back any longer: "Sister, why waste time with him? Since he’s stubborn, let him pay with his life."

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed as the black light fell like a meteor.

The Void Lord's expression remained calm: "Want to kill me? With just you two, it’s too presumptuous."

"Whether it’s presumptuous or not, we’ll find out," Qin Yan said unperturbed.

Her delicate hand flicked and divine light shone. Seven differently colored immortal swords emerged from her sleeves, each representing a unique law.

The Void Lord's pupils constricted as his face showed a rare look of seriousness.

"Seven-Colored Demon Sword, you've actually refined it?"

"Why, are you regretting your decision?"

Qin Yan’s voice was even more melodious than the oriole: "Regret? I’ll teach both of you to write those two words when I extract and refine your souls!"

(To be continued...)
第四千零三十五章 高手云集

For the two women, Xu Wu had some reservations in his heart. But to say he was afraid of them would be premature. Having been tricked and bullied by Nai Long Zhenren all along, he harbored a great deal of anger.

How could he possibly retreat from these two who dared to act recklessly?

With a loud roar, dark magical energy surged out from his body. Xu Wu's entire form suddenly expanded more than a hundred times in size, transforming into something resembling a giant.

No, calling it a giant was too weak; because this creature had hundreds of hands and feet on its surface, making it look more like an awful monster rather than a human.

"Xu Wu, is this your true form?"

"Wahahaha! You talk too much. If you dare to treat me as nothing, bring out your lives to pay the price."

The monster roared loudly.

A blurry chest suddenly appeared, revealing a giant mouth.

With its wide-open jaws, streaks of heavenly fire and meteorites shot out.

Indeed, those black rays were like a meteor shower—beautiful yet devastating.

Xu Wu was truly enraged, determined to kill both women here.

Would he succeed?

No one knew for sure. Qin Yan and the Winged Fairy weren't weak either. Given their audacity to attack this demon, they must have had some confidence in themselves.

Qin Yan waved her hands, and milky-white magical energy swirled around them like a celestial maiden among clouds.

The Winged Fairy silently vanished into the thick darkness.

Their actions complemented each other seamlessly, leaving no trace. The next moment, an explosion echoed.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this.

At that time, he had just received Nai Long Zhenren's flying sword message.

He learned that the heavenly demons' army attacking Penglai Immortal Island had been completely annihilated.

Lin Xuan widened his eyes in surprise.

Brother really did a good job. To defeat such an enemy was easy enough, but to eliminate over a million demonic entities from beyond the world was nearly impossible.

He wondered how his brother managed it.

Lin Xuan admired him immensely, yet he never expected Nai Long Zhenren, whom he considered highly esteemed, to be in such bad luck. He was currently kneeling on a washboard, repenting.

Like tofu meeting brine, one thing suppresses another.

Nai Long Zhenren's power, no matter how high, couldn't compare to Qianqian Fairy. In her presence, he was like a mouse before a cat.

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. He was busy with Nai Long Zhenren's flying sword message, handling two major victories that could significantly shift the balance between Nai Long Realm cultivators and demonic entities.

Such an opportunity was too good to miss. Lin Xuan personally led the Alliance of Immortals in a multi-pronged attack, gradually encroaching on the territories of the demonic entities.

Everything went smoothly. The demonic entities were not only severely weakened but also lacked unified command, making them easy targets for Lin Xuan's concentrated forces.

They could be said to have retreated like a thousand miles.

This success not only boosted the morale of the Alliance of Immortals but also raised the spirits of the entire cultivation realm.

With hearts that could be used, Lin Xuan began planning an assault on Xu Wu’s stronghold. If he could achieve victory in one fell swoop, the benefits would be obvious.

However, this matter was no small matter. Lin Xuan had no absolute confidence and thus sent messengers to Penglai Immortal Island to contact his brother.

Nai Long Zhenren's reputation and power far exceeded his own. With him at the helm, success was certain.

...

In the main hall of Yun Yin Sect, it was a grand and luxurious place filled with ancient and primeval aura. However, its location was quite hidden, surrounded by numerous barriers, with many cultivators either openly or secretly guarding it.

Hundreds of cultivators sat in the hall, ranging from young to old, male to female.

Each had profound magical power, at least reaching late-stage Spirit Formation stage.

Not only did high-ranking officials from the Alliance of Immortals attend, but also elders and senior figures from various sects. Some were cave masters, while others were prominent individuals among wandering cultivators.

In short, every single one was a well-known figure.

Though it couldn't be said to encompass all the top-notch experts in Nai Long Realm, nearly half of them had gathered here.

Lin Xuan's current reputation was unparalleled. Sitting on the main seat, he had convened this hero assembly to unite the forces of various sects and attack the demonic entities' stronghold in Nai Long Realm.

By eliminating their headquarters, even if the demonic entities were fierce, they would be like rootless weeds. The key point was that Xu Wu's stronghold contained the largest spatial node, which could connect to the outer demon realm, allowing continuous reinforcements.

If he could break through and destroy this spatial node, it would cut off the demonic entities' support. Over time, all of them might be driven out of Nai Long Realm.

Of course, this was the best outcome, but there were bound to be many twists and turns. Nevertheless, hope was visible, so the cultivators present were highly motivated.

"Welcome, fellow daoists. I won't say much more. I merely hope that in the coming years, we can unite our efforts to eliminate the demonic entities and completely drive them out of Nai Long Realm." Lin Xuan's clear voice echoed through the hall. He hadn’t slept for a month as he continuously fought against the demonic entities.

Though cultivators didn't need sleep, such intense combat was far from being restored by merely taking some pills!

"Daoist Lin, you are too kind. The demonic entities are our common enemy; we will certainly do our best," said an old man with white hair and beard.

"Indeed. The demonic entities are formidable and act without restraint. It's thanks to Daoist Lin and Senior Nai Long that they were turned back from the brink of disaster. I, a mere novice, am willing to follow your lead." Another big figure bowed in agreement. He was also at the Transcendence stage but, after this battle, everyone knew the gap between ordinary Transcendence cultivators like him and Lin Xuan or Nai Long Zhenren.

Thus, he called himself a junior, and no one found it out of place.

This wasn't over yet. The supporters' voices echoed in agreement. Lin Xuan's current reputation was formidable.

"Thank you all."

Lin Xuan bowed to the crowd with a smile on his face.

After about half an hour, a black-robed cultivator stepped forward. His face had a cold expression that made people uncomfortable. However, he was a late-stage Transcendence cultivator.

He greeted Lin Xuan and then said with a picky look: "I am the Cave Master of Black Wind Cave. I have something to ask of the Alliance Leader."

Postscript: In these past few days, my family had some matters that required attention, so Huan Yu was pulled in as well, which is why this weekend's update isn't up to par. Please forgive us. We will make it up next week. (To be continued...)
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"Oh, friend, please speak," Lin Xuan said with a smile. Although the other party's tone was not friendly, Lin Xuan, with his deep-seated composure, would not show any signs of displeasure.

Let us observe and see how this unfolds!

"Leader, you wish to attack the main den of the域外天魔, how much confidence do you have in your success?" The Black Wind Cave Master continued with an unfriendly tone.

"What do you mean by that, friend?" Lin Xuan had not yet responded when a young man named Long beside him was already fuming with rage.

This fellow is clearly looking for trouble; what boldness!

"Hmph. I merely wish to clarify something. Is there anything wrong in doing so? Let me be frank—although the Leader and Master Nael have achieved two consecutive great victories, they both had elements of luck. Besides, we cannot speak of the other party's carelessness or underestimating us, as it was also a matter of timing and location."

"Now that the tables have turned, with us attacking their main den, all these favorable conditions are gone. The power of the域外天魔 remains formidable. You should be well aware that even a dead snake can still sting. So, I ask you—how much confidence do you truly have?" The Black Wind Cave Master spoke in a sarcastic tone.

"Are you asking this friend how confident he is?" Lin Xuan finally raised his head, his gaze piercing as if looking straight into the other's heart: "Then may I also ask what your intentions are for speaking out of turn and stirring up trouble?"

"The Leader's words, I dare not accept. I merely asked to clarify something that troubled me; how can there be any talk of stirring up trouble?" The Black Wind Cave Master showed no fear on his face. "Could it be that you were hit where it hurts, making you speechless?"

"Truly a sharp-tongued域外天魔. But your courage in coming here is somewhat admirable," Lin Xuan stared at the other's face and sneered.

"What?" The monks in the grand hall were all shocked as the commotion caught their attention.

"What domain demon are you? Are you trying to frame me?"

The Black Wind Cave Master was furious, his expression full of grievance. But Lin Xuan smelled a hint of unease from him.

It flashed by but could not be mistaken for anything else.

Lin Xuan ignored it and snorted coldly: "A mere domain demon's thought—thinking that your possession is flawless. If you do not want to admit it, I will make sure you cannot hide."

Before the words were out of his mouth, Lin Xuan reached out with a single hand. A flash of light appeared above the Black Wind Cave Master's head, and a green hand suddenly emerged, moving like lightning towards him.

The black-robed cultivator saw this clearly; his face was both shocked and angry. He did not expect Lin Xuan to be so ruthless, acting without delay.

He flicked his sleeves, and a black fist appeared in the air, striking like thunder at the green hand.

"Rascal, you want to kill me to cover your tracks?" he shouted angrily.

"Friends, this Lin wants to deceive you into being cannon fodder. Do not listen to his tricks."

Indeed, many of the cultivators present were puzzled by this turn of events. However, Lin Xuan's expression remained calm as a stone. A deafening sound echoed through the air; the black fist turned to powder, and the green hand merely paused before continuing its descent.

The Black Wind Cave Master's face changed dramatically.
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He gritted his teeth and spun around, black energy surging out to protect him. Several dark rays shot forth from the energy, forming an ugly centipede-like creature that shielded him.

Lin Xuan saw this with clear eyes; a trace of mockery appeared at the corner of his mouth.

Raising his right hand, he flicked his fingers.

Instantly, a rainbow-colored light filled the sky as the green hand vanished. In its place were countless sharp sword lights rushing towards the other.

Clanging sounds echoed through the air. Despite their desperate efforts, the centipedes were quickly cut to pieces.

The Black Wind Cave Master's face showed a hint of resentment and anger. He moved swiftly to escape from the hall.

He used a powerful technique, a legendary method for traversing space.

However, this time it was like trying to dance in front of a master.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeves; his secret technique was interrupted mid-air.

Sharp sword lights descended upon him!

The Black Wind Cave Master was shocked and realized he could not dodge. A strange法则power surrounded him, preventing him from using any power for an instant.

Although it was only a brief moment, the difference between success and failure was immense. The green sword lights enveloped his entire body.

Blood rained down as he was split in two. Almost simultaneously, a faint black shadow shot out of his body, spinning away to escape.

"Surely this is a domain demon!"

The cultivators present gasped with admiration for Lin Xuan. They saw no signs of trouble; how did the Leader discover it?

"We cannot let him escape!"

Several nearby cultivators had already summoned their treasures. However, the domain demon's nature was extremely peculiar—it was formless and intangible. Ordinary magical weapons could not harm its true form.

Even if hit, it seemed unharmed.

Seeing his escape attempt falter, Lin Xuan sighed.

Flicking his sleeves, a small egg-sized flame appeared.

Five-colored glass emitted an awe-inspiring destructive aura.

Phantasmal Heavenly Fire!

It even transformed into a phoenix-like spirit bird.

Though only a foot in size, it was magnificent. With a flap of its wings, it arrived before the black shadow and swallowed it whole.

Formless or not, encountering Phantasmal Heavenly Fire meant certain destruction.

Ashes to ashes!

Since he was a domain demon, his earlier words were clearly an attempt at sowing discord. Everyone understood this logic, so Lin Xuan did not need to explain much.

In such circumstances, there was no need for lengthy explanations; directly eliminating him would be the best solution.

"The Leader truly has unparalleled power. Only you can uncover the plot of the domain demon."

"Indeed, the Leader is wise. We are willing to follow your lead and fight against the domain demons together,"

...

Cheers filled the air as the previous gloom disappeared.

Lin Xuan smiled: "Thank you for your trust. That fellow was indeed a domain demon in disguise. But I want everyone here to know that attacking their main den, we have only a 70% chance of success. Let me explain."

"I will not hide it from you; ten percent is impossible. But with unity and determination, I am confident we can drive the domain demons out of our small interface," (To be continued...)
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With a resounding voice!

Lin Xuan's expression was confident and assured. **.

He wasn't just rambling; he had a condition that hadn’t been fully explained. If he wanted such high confidence, it would only be possible if Grandmaster Nai Long joined him.

However, the messenger he sent to Penglai Immortal Island had remained silent for too long.

By all logic, he should have returned by now.

What could possibly have happened?

Lin Xuan didn’t know. He was at a loss.

He hadn't explicitly said anything because he didn’t want to dampen morale.

Although Lin Xuan and his older brother met infrequently, they knew each other well enough. Despite his laid-back demeanor, he was reliable.

With the Void Demon Sovereign defeated, Penglai Mountain couldn’t have any unexpected changes. Perhaps there were delays, but his older brother wouldn't miss out on the battle against the Outer Heaven Demons; his reputation demanded it.

Lin Xuan believed nothing would go wrong.

Thus, he didn’t elaborate on this morale-affecting news.

A 70% chance!

The practitioners present all showed excitement.

Prosperity often comes from taking risks. A 70% chance exceeded their expectations significantly. The saying "opportunities should not be missed" rang true. After years of suffering at the hands of Outer Heaven Demons, they were overjoyed to have a chance to expel them completely and were willing to risk it with Lin Xuan.

However, Lin Xuan didn’t mention Nai Long’s whereabouts. With so many cultivators present, not everyone could be ignored.

A young woman's voice interrupted: "Senior Lin is both wise and brave, with far-reaching plans. We naturally follow your lead. However, what about Grandmaster Nai Long? If he joins us, the success rate might increase."

"Indeed, has there been any news from Grandmaster Nai Long? If he agrees to join, this will be a sure thing."

...

Various voices echoed.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; it seemed he couldn’t fool everyone. As he pondered how to phrase his response more tactfully, a shout suddenly reached his ears: "Who dares to intrude into Cloud Concealment Sect..."

However, before the words were fully spoken, thuds and splashes sounded, indicating that those people had already fallen.

Lin Xuan’s expression changed. He exchanged glances with the silver-eyed girl behind him. This was deep within Cloud Concealment Sect; numerous restrictions and guards patrolled here. Yet someone had managed to sneak in silently.

The intruder was not well-meaning!

And what boldness!

Lin Xuan's gaze sharpened as he heard a creaking sound, followed by the slow opening of the door. A black lotus flower bloomed silently and mysteriously.

A young woman dressed in black emerged. Her eyebrows resembled distant mountains, exuding an air of rugged charm. Her fair skin stood out even more against her dark attire, making her look like a harbinger of death.

Outer Heaven Demon!

The result was shocking to the practitioners, not because they were afraid but because it was surprising. In this grand hall, many experts were present. Unless the Void Demon Sovereign himself had come here, everyone might have hesitated. But other Outer Heaven Demons would be courting death.

The Black Phoenix Cave Master, who had been possessed by an Outer Heaven demon consciousness, had been exposed by Lin Xuan. Yet this woman was boldly stepping into Cloud Concealment Sect, which was sheer madness.

The disparity in strength!

Thus, the practitioners didn’t rush to capture her; they were curious about her intentions and wanted to see what she would do.

Despite being in a dangerous situation, the young woman’s expression showed no fear. She raised her head and scanned Lin Xuan's face.

"Are you that guy, Lin Xuan?"

Her voice was icy, carrying an indescribable chill.

"How so, miss? Are you here to find me?"

Lin Xuan’s expression showed surprise as well. He was curious about this unknown woman who had the audacity to enter Cloud Concealment Sect without hesitation.

"Yes, I have a gift for you and wish to meet the famous Alliance Master," she said confidently.

"A gift for me?"

Lin Xuan grew increasingly surprised but noticed that her second statement: "Why do you want to see me? Are you satisfied with your visit now?"

"Hmph. It’s just so-so. I wonder why someone would help you like this, and here's the gift."

As she spoke, a black aura emerged from her sleeve.

A loud boom echoed as a copper coffin appeared before their eyes.

The practitioners were speechless; such a gift was too extravagant. Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted, guessing what it might be. He stood up and approached the coffin with his sleeves flapping.

Opening the lid, he revealed a corpse.

Although already dead, its presence still carried an overwhelming aura. Several nearby cultivators stepped back involuntarily.

Void!

Lin Xuan had only met this Outer Heaven Demon’s leader in person once, but their power level made it impossible to impersonate him. Even with just a fragment of his body, Lin Xuan could identify the identity clearly.

"Truly Void!"

"How is that possible? How did the Void Demon Sovereign fall? Grandmaster Nai Long said he merely fled," someone asked.

"Who killed this guy?"

"This is too unbelievable. The Alliance Master must be cautious."

...

The surprise was too great, and the practitioners began to discuss wildly, speculating about various possibilities.

"Enough, no more chatter."

Lin Xuan’s voice boomed as his spiritual pressure rose from him. The air seemed to thicken, making everyone quiet down.

"Two friends, please come over to see?"

Lin Xuan spoke casually.

Despite the strange gift, he had seen many things in his time and quickly regained composure.

"Sure."

"The Alliance Master has given orders; I will follow them."

Before they could finish speaking, a light laugh echoed. The Black Phoenix Demoness approached him, followed by Immortal Wan Xiao.

Both had faced Void in battle during the Heavenly River Valley conflict, making their identification straightforward.

Approaching closely, both released their divine sense to search carefully.

"Indeed, it is Void."

"Hmm, though this is just a fragment of his body, we can confirm that his essence has been destroyed. There’s no way he could fake it," (to be continued...)
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The two were late-stage cultivators who had also successfully passed their tribulation. If it was an illusion, they would not have been deceived by it. But the fact that Voidness had already perished was evident, and both of them couldn't help but show a look of overwhelming joy.

"Congratulations to the Alliance Master! Congratulations on your good fortune! This is truly a blessing for our Naelong Realm!"

The cultivators present were indeed surprised, but their main reaction was one of joy. They congratulated each other, human or beast alike, all showing an indescribable sense of happiness on their faces.

Voidness's demise meant what? The people present knew it well enough.

He was one of the seven great leaders of the域外天魔 (Exterior World Demons).

All the demons invading Naelong Realm were under his command. Now that he had returned to the Underworld, this realm’s Exterior World Demons would be leaderless.

With this in mind, their next actions would have a much higher chance of success. If they previously had a 70% chance, now it was almost certain—9 out of 10.

Such results couldn't help but bring joy to everyone.

This news was even more exhilarating than two great victories.

But amidst the joy, many cultivators were filled with doubts.

How did Voidness die?

Naelong True Man had made it clear that although he defeated a million demon soldiers, Voidness managed to escape from him. Lin Alliance Master didn't intervene either.

Who else could have done this?

Knowing Voidness was no ordinary late-stage cultivator; even domain masters before him were like clay figures and paper puppets. One of the Nine True Demons, the Painted Demon, had perished at his hands.

In this realm, besides Lin Xuan and Naelong True Man, who else could have killed Voidness?

Their thoughts churned as they looked towards the mysterious young woman in black.

Could it be her?

But she was also an Exterior World Demon, and only mid-stage in tribulation. Was that possible?

Despite their doubts, no one dared to speak up at this moment. After all, the cultivators present were either leaders of sects or venerable figures with profound cultivation. Each was cunning, why should they take the lead in such matters?

Lin Xuan being the Alliance Master naturally deserved to clear up any confusion.

Though the old monsters of late-stage tribulation were used to giving orders, they knew when to keep quiet. Lin Xuan understood this as well and didn't try to shirk responsibility. He placed his hand on his forehead and spoke in a contemplative tone: "Your ladyship's generous gift leaves me humbled. But I wonder whose hands brought down Voidness. Please inform us."

Despite being an Exterior World Demon, the gift was significant enough for Lin Xuan to treat her with respect.

"Is it necessary to ask such a question, friend Daoist?" the young woman in black sighed, showing some dissatisfaction on her face.

"Knowing and asking?"

"Yes, as an Exterior World Demon, your guess about my lady's name is futile. Are you pretending ignorance or just being silly?"

Her words had a hint of provocation, suggesting that Lin Xuan was colluding with the Exterior World Demons.

Of course, no one present would think so; Lin Xuan had turned the tide and together with Naelong True Man, he had secured victory for Naelong Realm. He wouldn't betray his own realm by colluding with demons.

Saying that dragons give birth to nine different offspring, it’s not impossible that some Exterior World Demons might be less vicious. Lin Alliance Master had a wide network of friends and perhaps knew one such demon.

The cultivators thought this way.

However, Moon and Ouyang Qinxin exchanged glances from behind Lin Xuan. Their expressions were somewhat strange, hinting at a slight unease.

This was not unusual; as his wives, they understood their husband's affairs well enough.

An Exterior World Demon had traveled far to send such a generous gift to Lin Xuan.

Considering the three realms, only one person fit this description—Cloud Fairy!

But what did Qin Yan think?

In the mortal realm, her husband treated her kindly, but in the Ten Thousand Mountains, she turned on him with no mercy. She even called for his death and destruction.

Fine, if she wanted to repay a favor with malice, that was up to her. But now, she sent such a generous gift.

This behavior was unpredictable and confusing.

Was there a plot? There wasn't any reason to use Voidness as bait.

Did she want to mend relations but avoid face-to-face meetings, sending the gift through others instead?

Qin Yan's actions were mysterious and strange.

Not only Qinxin but even Moon harbored some suspicion towards Qin Yan.

But regardless of their feelings, privately they could tell Lin Xuan about it. As the involved party, how could he not be aware of this?

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly; what was Qin Yan up to? She had been distant and ambiguous in the mortal realm, now even more so.

But Voidness's demise brought countless benefits for him and the cultivation world. So Lin Xuan temporarily put aside his grudge with Qin Yan and said: "It is indeed her. Please convey my gratitude to your ladyship and say that I will remember this kindness. If given an opportunity, I will repay it."

"Repay? How?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback by the question. His relationship with Qin Yan was unclear, so he could only speak as much.

"Hmph, men are truly worthless. I wonder why my sister helped you," the demoness said in great displeasure, looking at Lin Xuan with disdain and leaving.

"You..."

Lin Xuan remained speechless; it wasn't because of her attitude but how easily she could be misunderstood. Below, hundreds of cultivators looked at him with a knowing smile.

Though they didn’t say anything, their thoughts were easy to guess.

"Truly commendable Alliance Master Lin! No wonder Naelong True Man is his sworn brother."

"That’s right; he has several dual cultivation partners and even attracted the attention of Exterior World Demons."

"Indeed, I wonder which demoness he offended. Even Voidness was killed by him. If this Alliance Master continues to be promiscuous, his future will be tragic."

"Haha, that's true..."

Lin Xuan’s divine sense was so powerful that he easily heard the private conversations of cultivators.

What nonsense! He was thoroughly annoyed; it was all hearsay and speculation.

But while the logic was sound, Lin Xuan couldn’t refute it. The misunderstanding had already formed, and the more he explained, the more he would appear guilty in others' eyes. So, he pretended nothing happened. (To be continued...)
第四千零三十九章 云中仙子的猜测

Strange things are no longer strange.

Lin Xuan, though filled with anger in his heart, still wore a calm expression on his face.

Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, countless dangers and tribulations had been encountered. This small misunderstanding was nothing compared to those experiences.

A gentleman is broad-minded!

With no guilt in his heart, Lin Xuan's expression remained composed as he coughed lightly, guiding everyone back to discussing how to attack the main lair of the域外天魔.

This time, the enthusiasm among the cultivators had significantly increased. After all, with the fall of the Void Lord and two consecutive major victories that decimated the enemy forces, the域外天魔 were now leaderless and severely weakened. The outcome of this battle was clear; as long as they didn't suffer an extremely unlucky streak, victory would be certain.

The thought of driving those vicious域外天魔 out filled everyone with joy. Lin Xuan's task assignments proceeded smoothly.

...

Meanwhile, outside the Cloud Conceal Mountain.

Times had changed. When Lin Xuan and Elder Dragon returned, they turned the tide, and now within a million miles around Cloud Conceal Mountain, there was no trace of the域外天魔.

The sky was slightly darkening; this was an uninhabited wilderness mountain.

Though called a wilderness mountain, it was actually quite picturesque. Green trees shaded the paths, and wildflowers bloomed in competition for beauty. However, due to its thin aura, few people ventured here. The Cloud Conceal Mountain stretched for tens of thousands of miles, with countless insignificant hills that were hard to count. Disciples responsible for patrolling rarely visited such places.

Yet today, a pavilion had been erected on the mountain top.

Recently built and unadorned, it was clearly a temporary structure created by gathering sand into a tower.

It stood out slightly amidst the landscape.

But a young maiden added a touch of beauty to this place. Her lips as red as jade, her skin like water, Qin Yan remained ethereal.

Then, a black lotus bloomed beside the pavilion.

The young maiden named 折翼 stepped out from inside.

"Big sister, I truly don't understand why you sent me to give that gift to Lin Xuan. That boy is ungrateful; isn't it worth helping him?"

"Folding Wings, you've said too much today."

Qin Yan's expression showed dissatisfaction.

"Big sister, why are you so执着? I just didn't want you to suffer anymore."

"I know what to do. Besides, this is a win-win situation and not merely about giving Lin Xuan a gift," Qin Yan's cold voice carried an air of profundity.

"You mean..."

"What took you so long to realize? Folding Wings, you're too slow. Yes, the Void Lord died in our hands, and his元婴 couldn't escape. He perished in your flying demon fire, reduced to ashes. How can you doubt it?"

"Words are deceiving; seeing is believing," Qin Yan argued. "It's unreasonable that we would be uncertain about having killed an enemy ourselves."

"Big sister, what’s wrong with you? You must have a problem!"

"You shouldn't look at me like that. Your thoughts are too naive. A cunning rabbit has three holes. We did kill the Void Lord, but only his main body. Who knows if he had another元婴 or some other form?"

"The intelligence is uncertain, but I suspect this possibility is very real."

Qin Yan's analysis resonated in the air, and the black-robed maiden nodded with admiration.

"Big sister, you have far-reaching plans; your little sister falls short."

"Now, stop flattering. This time, Lin Xuan will be the main force against the Void Lord. But that item is mine to obtain. So, don't slack off in preparation. Go and make sure everything is clear."

"Don't worry, I understand."

Folding Wings smiled but then hesitated.

"However..."

"What's the problem?"

Qin Yan turned her head.

"That boy isn't easily outwitted; if he discovers this treasure, how will we handle a potential dispute with him?"

"This..."

"Big sister, don't hesitate. If the goddess has feelings for you, why not marry him? All your troubles would be solved."

"You're crazy, girl! How dare you mock me!"

Qin Yan's delicate face turned red, adding to her beauty as she grew angry. With a wave of her sleeves, a colorful demon sword materialized and shot at the other.

This playful exchange was quite dramatic.

With giggles echoing in their ears, countless mountains crumbled into dust.

"Big sister, are you really moved by such indignation?"

"You're dead, girl! How dare you mock me?"

Qin Yan cast hand seals, but she felt uneasy. As they say, cutting through tangled threads is difficult; love is a complex matter that can't be easily explained in words.

The entanglements of love and hate extended from the mortal world to the spiritual realm. What was her attitude towards Lin Xuan? Was she fond of him or not?

She couldn't quite put it into words, which made her angry.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was also troubled by his emotions. On one hand, Cloud Fairy's ambiguous behavior left him uncertain whether she was an ally or an enemy.

On the other hand, after the grand hall discussion where Qinxin and Yue'er couldn't vent their jealousy, they began to show it in private.

Qinxin was still easy to handle, but Yue'er, though gentle as ever, wasn't easily appeased. After years of experience, she had her own opinions and wouldn't be swayed by Lin Xuan's words on everything.

Folding Wings, a demoness with unpredictable behavior, could cause trouble if she discovered the treasure. Lin Xuan needed to be cautious.

His two wives were clear in their intentions, and they began to argue with him. Despite his quick wit, it took some effort to calm them down.

...

Phew, what a hassle!

Lin Xuan discreetly wiped sweat from his forehead; he was glad this conversation hadn't reached Elder Dragon's ears or he would have been scolded for not being content with his wives' understanding and easy-to-please nature.

How fortunate it was to have such sensible wives! How different from Qianqian, who was so stubborn that she made him kneel on a washboard for half a month after saying just three days.

He felt truly pitiful. (To be continued...)
第四千零四十章 虚无化身

Meanwhile, far away from here by countless miles, a magnificent demon city came into view!

The city was built upon the mountainside, towering and expansive to an extreme. It covered hundreds of thousands of acres, with several dark-black demon towers piercing the sky like sharp swords.

The sky was somewhat dim, and the nearby demon energy was exceptionally dense, like a sea or abyss.

Unlike in ancient demon realms, this demon energy here appeared pale within its darkness, extremely sticky, almost nauseating to behold.

In the demon city, various strange and bizarre buildings could be seen everywhere. Some were suspended in mid-air, while others lay buried deep underground, leaving only their entrances visible. The rest scattered throughout the city seemed chaotic but followed some hidden rules upon closer inspection.

Within this demon city, countless demon heads from beyond the heavens roamed around, of all levels and shapes, making it hard to describe them with a single word.

With the tables turned in terms of offense and defense, most域外天魔 outside the Nailed Dragon realm were like rats in a street—living in constant fear. However, here, order was still maintained.

The reason? This place was the main lair of these domain demons.

Even after two major defeats, as long as Great Void was still present here, there would always be hope to turn things around.

Indeed, Great Void!

Everything matched Qin Yan's guess.

At their level, it wasn't easy for them to fall. Great Void had left many fallbacks here.

In the southeast corner of this city stood a massive mountain peak, steep and towering into the clouds.

Around the mountain, demon energy swirled, making some buildings visible in patches. The air was filled with an exotic atmosphere.

Atop the mountain, a magnificent demon temple stood proudly. Carved on it were malicious-looking beasts that seemed to be guardians.

Above this temple, a large plaque could be seen, inscribed with flowing dragon and phoenix script.

Great Void!

The inscription was ancient and simple, subtly exuding the aura of a demon lord.

For ordinary cultivators, just looking at it would cause their inner energy to lose control. Minor cases might result in meridian reversal; severe ones could lead to demonic possession.

This was where Great Void's old lair was located.

Despite its eerie nature, this temple was magnificent and more splendid than any secular palace. It covered over ten thousand mu, with demon soldiers patrolling everywhere.

In the deepest part of the temple, several domain demons were kneeling on one knee, each with a grotesque appearance, emitting an aura far beyond that of ordinary late-stage cultivation stage cultivators.

Among them was a large platform where a throne stood.

The size of this throne was astonishing. However, it wasn't occupied by any ruler; instead, a huge bronze coffin lay there, radiating a cold and eerie glow that made one's heart turn cold.

Boom!

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed, and the array beneath the platform activated, emitting spiritual light as dark demon energy surged out.

Peng!

Another harsh roar followed. The thick lid of the bronze coffin flew open and landed heavily back on the platform below.

Inside the coffin was another smaller one, about several dozen feet in size. It spun around like a top before opening, releasing pale white demon energy that swirled around as a massive figure emerged from within.

"Your Excellency, greetings."

The domain demons bowed their heads collectively.

"Hmph! You are all useless. My main body was destroyed by someone, and even the little Nailed Dragon realm couldn't be taken down. What use do I have for you?" The large figure roared, though its exact appearance was hidden in demon fog, only revealing sharp teeth and a fearsome face that made one feel uncomfortable just looking at it.

"Subordinates are incompetent; please punish us."

All the domain demons lowered their heads. Some were even trembling with fear.

"Never mind. This isn't entirely your fault. Nailed Dragon and that Lin boy are too cunning, managing to destroy my main body. But how could they know I had already cultivated this remorseless demon avatar a million years ago?"

"They all believe an avatar is just a substitute, but I've gone against the grain. My strength in this avatar far exceeds my original form. This time, I will definitely extract their souls and refine them," Great Void's voice echoed with malice.

"Your Excellency, we will certainly support you to the utmost extent."

The demon lords below breathed a sigh of relief. It seemed that Great Void wouldn't hold them accountable for this incident; they had narrowly escaped disaster.

"Good. Go down now and arrange manpower, set up prohibitive spells. I expect those cultivators won't take long to attack here."

"How can they have such courage?" A snake-headed demon lord raised his head, showing a look of disbelief.

"Do you doubt me?"

"We, your subordinates, dare not!"

"Hmph, fool! After two consecutive victories, they must think I'm dead and will be overjoyed. They want to completely expel us from this small realm. If my guess is correct, we don't have much time left. Hurry up and prepare."

"The last attack on Penglai Immortal Island and the Cloud Concealment Sect's main hall, they gave us a lot of trouble with their array formations. This time, I'll use their own tactics against them, making sure they can never set foot in our domain demon formations again," Great Void said viciously.

"Your Excellency, we will certainly arrange everything without fail."

"Good. Gather all the other clansmen scattered across this realm and bring them back to protect the main lair. This will also confuse those cultivators."

"Your Excellency is wise. We will definitely handle it properly," (to be continued...)
第四千零四十一章 烫手山芋

Show weakness to the enemy!

Previously, the域外天魔 had always shown extreme strength and liked to conquer territories. However, times have changed. They were not foolishly reckless.

Thus, Voidness set a strategy: wait for the right moment, utilizing favorable conditions of heaven, earth, and people, to eliminate the living forces of the Naelong Realm's cultivators here.

Would Lin Xuan be completely unaware of this?

The answer is no!

As they say, "Before the troops move, provisions must come first."

Cultivators can practice cultivation without food. Logistics are not a problem, but knowing oneself and one's enemy ensures victory in a hundred battles—this principle applies just as much to the spiritual realm.

Lin Xuan had already dispatched many spies who infiltrated the域外天魔 to gather intelligence.

These spies were mainly composed of demon cultivators with some magical treasures added for disguise. While some were eventually discovered, they still managed to obtain valuable information.

It was difficult to impersonate high-ranking天魔, but from the gathered clues, Lin Xuan could deduce a lot of useful information.

The域外天魔 had indeed suffered great losses in their energy, but they did not panic. They were retreating their defenses and seemed determined to fight it out with him at their main base.

What stubborn fellows!

Lin Xuan was also curious.

With the Voidness Demon Sovereign already fallen, where could such courage come from?

From what he observed, the enemy's arrangements were well-organized, not like a leaderless group of dragons.

So, who now held the reins?

These were questions Lin Xuan desperately wanted to know. Unfortunately, these high-level intelligence reports couldn't be obtained through spies.

This battle would likely be more challenging than expected.

Lin Xuan frowned deeply.

But with the situation as it was, he could not afford to retreat; otherwise, all the good work done so far would be for naught.

"Lord, you needn't worry. We've already faced many storms together, and this battle will surely have a perfect outcome."

A melodious voice entered his ears as Lin Xuan turned around and saw Qinxin's face filled with concern.

"These days, you've worked hard."

Lin Xuan pulled his beloved wife to sit down. Indeed, among his several Dao侣, Qinxin was perhaps the most unremarkable. A thousand years had passed, but they were often apart, yet Lin Xuan's feelings for her remained unchanged.

"Not at all; compared to you, my tribulations are trivial. I only regret my low cultivation that can help in so few ways."

Qinxin lowered her head, a hint of guilt flashing across her face. Indeed, as husband and wife, they should support each other, but due to their cultivation levels, the help she could offer was limited.

"Stupid talk; you mustn't say such things. Your presence is already my greatest support."

One must be content with what one has. Lin Xuan never despised his beloved wife.

He then looked at the sky: "Alright, drink today's wine and worry about tomorrow's troubles. It's late. Let's rest!"

"Oh!"

Qinxin blushed.

They had been married for a long time, but she was still shy.

As they say, absence makes the heart grow fonder. That night, Lin Xuan naturally enjoyed her tender care.

...

Time passed like water; half a year had already gone by.

For mortals, it might seem long, but to cultivators, it was merely a blink of an eye.

In this half-year, while other planes in the spirit realm remained unchanged, Naelong Realm saw rapid developments.

On the surface, things were much calmer. Although there were still sporadic conflicts between cultivators and域外天魔, large-scale battles had become rare.

Storms were brewing on the horizon, but not through a peaceful resolution. Both sides were secretly amassing their strength.

The域外天魔 wanted revenge.

For Naelong Realm's native cultivators and beasts, they sought to defeat these hateful域外天魔 once and for all.

Their conflicts could never be resolved.

Lin Xuan didn't know the situation with the域外天魔, but on his side, things were going smoothly.

Indeed, there were many grudges between sects, but now that a common enemy was present, memories of past hardships united them. Compared to these, the grudges among the various sects seemed trivial and easy to set aside.

"Junior brother, today twenty-one more forces joined our Immortal Dao Alliance. While other sects are still observing, they mostly expressed willingness to mobilize their elite members for an attack on the域外天魔's main base, willing to follow your commands."

The silver-eyed girl's voice entered his ears with a hint of joy.

In just half a year, the scale of the Immortal Dao Alliance had expanded by several times. Dozens of new sects joined daily.

Other forces were still observing but expressed willingness to temporarily obey Lin Xuan's orders.

Water rises and carries the boat; Cloud Concealment Sect was now a hot commodity. Not only did some guest elders join, but in these few months, they had also enrolled several prodigies with exceptional spiritual root qualities.

These were true geniuses—rare once every hundred years.

Given time, they would surely grow into formidable powerhouses. Even if Lin Xuan ascended to the Immortal realm, Cloud Concealment Sect would remain the top force in Naelong Realm.

Thinking of this, the silver-eyed girl was naturally extremely excited.

"Did my big brother get any news?"

"You mean Senior Naelong?"

"Yes."

"Senior Naelong sent a message via his flying sword yesterday. He said he has some trivial matters to attend to and can't leave for now. However, he will definitely come to assist in the battle against the域外天魔's main base."

"So?"

Lin Xuan showed signs of disappointment on his face. Though he didn't say it aloud, he was inwardly fuming: "Trivial matters?"

"Humph! I know my big brother well; that is undoubtedly an excuse. There are many more important things than attacking the域外天魔's main base. In essence, Senior Naelong just doesn't want to deal with the trouble."

Actually, his thoughts were similar to his big brother's. If possible, Lin Xuan had no interest in this Alliance position and originally planned to lure Senior Naelong over so he could step down gracefully, leaving all these troublesome matters for him.

How long had it been since he last focused on cultivation? With time, he wanted to retreat and contemplate the chaotic laws.

Unfortunately, Lin Xuan wasn't stupid. Senior Naelong was even more cunning; he wouldn't fall for such tricks!

At this moment, on Penglai Immortal Island, Senior Naelong was drinking and enjoying performances while smiling smugly, holding Lin Xuan's flying sword message: "Brother Three thinks he can trick me into becoming the Alliance leader. How naive!"

"He is so naive; let him deal with those trivial matters himself. I am not that foolish to fall for his trap!" (To be continued...)
第四千零四十二章 千万修士

In the mountains, a day is but a day; in the world, a thousand years have passed.

Both cultivation practitioners from Nailed Dragon Realm and the fallen celestial demons who had descended here were busily preparing for the impending great battle.

They gathered their forces, prepared treasures, and devised various lethal strategies. Time was precious. The swifter one acted, the greater the chance of victory.

In a short while, Nailed Dragon Realm seemed to have become unusually tranquil. Both sides appeared to have reached an unspoken agreement, temporarily ceasing hostilities in hopes that they could defeat their enemies once and for all.

But such peace was clearly temporary. As clouds gathered, so did tension. This fragile balance would inevitably be broken one day.

Thus, the day of final battle finally arrived.

It was a tranquil morning, with warm sunlight pouring down from the sky. The square in front of Cloud Concealment Sect's main hall was filled with cultivation practitioners numbering in the tens of thousands. Each and every one was above the Spirit Concentration realm.

Remember that the path to immortality is arduous. Although Nailed Dragon Realm was vast, those who could reach the Spirit Concentration realm were few and far between. While it couldn't be said for certain, at least 90% of all Spirit Concentration practitioners had gathered here.

Eliminating the fallen celestial demons was crucial to everyone's cultivation path; they couldn't afford to avoid or hide from this battle. Besides those from various sects and schools, famous independent cultivators also flocked to aid in the fight.

In contrast, the number of Spirit Concentration realm cultivators was but a drop in the ocean compared to the assembled forces. Outside the square, countless Core Formation and Immortal Fruit stage practitioners could be seen, their numbers so vast that they seemed to cover the entire mountain range. Cloud Concealment Range was nearly bursting at its seams.

Lin Xuan had counted the number of participants; there were close to ten million in total. While the Three Realms War was grand, such a battle involving nearly ten million cultivators was rare indeed.

Lin Xuan's goal was to secure victory with this single battle. The lowest realm among those participating was Core Formation. Below that, due to the vast disparity in strength, lower realms were of no use. Low-rank cultivators, though insignificant to these beings, were crucial to the cultivation world as they could grow into pillars of their sects in a thousand years.

Therefore, even when condensation core practitioners volunteered for battle, Lin Xuan had his people reject them all. This earned him respect from the other cultivators.

Dong…

Despite the large number of participants, no one moved or made a sound.

It wasn't completely silent; the sound of a needle dropping could be heard, but there was no chaotic noise.

Until the deep, ancient bell rang three times, its grand and primitive tone filling the air with an aura of primordial antiquity. The cultivators involuntarily raised their heads, focusing their gazes on a large hall in front.

Zhī…

When the bell sounded for the third time, the doors opened, and a startling spiritual pressure surged out, enveloping the entire Cloud Concealment Range. However, none of the cultivators felt discomfort; instead, they felt refreshed.

Gradually, over a thousand figures emerged from within, their numbers modest compared to the total number of participants. Yet every one of these was at the Transcendence stage or higher.

No mistake!

Over a thousand cultivators were at the Transcendence stage.

Ninety percent of Nailed Dragon Realm's top experts had gathered here. Any one of them could be considered a dominant force, and it wasn't wrong to say that they were like dragons seen only from their heads.

But now, they were united.

Not for any other reason; if the fallen celestial demons weren't defeated, even these powerful beings might fall at any moment.

With the inter-realm battle already underway, no one could avoid involvement. Since they couldn't stay out of it, it was better to join forces and fight together.

Lin Xuan was among the first to step forward. Unremarkable in appearance, he still drew everyone's attention.

"Salute the Alliance Leader!"

"Salute all seniors!"

The cultivators on the square bowed respectfully.

"Please rise, my fellow daoists. There is no need for such formalities. The battle ahead will require our concerted efforts. I assure you that as long as we unite and work together, we can defeat the fallen celestial demons."

Lin Xuan's clear voice echoed through the air, clear enough to be heard by every cultivator in Cloud Concealment Range, as if spoken right into their ears.

With the final battle about to begin, Lin Xuan needed to boost morale. His impassioned speech was easy given how much havoc the fallen celestial demons had wreaked over these years, easily uniting everyone against a common enemy.

At that moment, a golden light appeared in the distance, more brilliant than sunlight itself. It seemed to move from the horizon and suddenly came close.

It was a flying sword message!

Lin Xuan's face showed signs of surprise as he cast his sleeve aside, revealing a streak of green light that captured the golden message.

He released his divine sense.

Then Lin Xuan's expression darkened with displeasure. He cursed inwardly; Nailed Dragon Immortal was indeed cunning. He would naturally come for the battle, but at critical moments, he would surely make an appearance.

Make an appearance?

Lin Xuan nearly lost his composure. His brother was cunning indeed; did he think Lin Xuan didn't know what he had planned? He just wanted to avoid taking on the responsibility of leading the attack, so he delayed coming here until now.

How dare he say that he would make a grand entrance at critical moments! The audacity!

Lin Xuan fumed inwardly but maintained his composure. He raised his sleeve and held up the flying sword message: "Fellow daoists, this is from my brother, Nailed Dragon Immortal. He says he will lead the experts from Penglai Immortal Isle to join us in attacking the fallen celestial demons' headquarters. Nailed Dragon Immortal has already set out."

Before his words had fully settled, cheers like waves of sound washed over him. Lin Xuan's reputation was considerable, but it hadn't reached that of Nailed Dragon Immortal yet.

For months, Nailed Dragon Immortal hadn't joined Cloud Concealment Sect as expected, which was the most concerning aspect for the cultivators. Hearing he had set out and would join them in this battle greatly boosted their morale.

"Good, let's go."

Lin Xuan waved his hand.

Before his words could fully leave his mouth, several black-robed cultivators stepped out of the square.

These were all Spirit Concentration late-stage practitioners and famous array masters from Nailed Dragon Realm. They bowed to Lin Xuan before casting their sleeves aside, releasing a few colorful array flags that shimmered with mystery. (To be continued...)
第四千零四十三章 万仞宝盘

And this, was merely the beginning. :3.

Soon, more cultivators emerged from the undulating Cloud Concealing Mountains.

Their cultivation levels varied widely, as did their ages.

But they shared a common trait—they were all array masters.

At this moment, these individuals also each produced an array disk and array flag.

In an instant, multicolored light flowed, and "pfft pfft" sounds echoed continuously. The array flags sank into the mountains beneath their feet.

"Dong!"

An ancient bell rang in his ears as the land below began to emit divine light.

Then Lin Xuan slowly ascended into the air.

With a wave of his sleeves, a golden array disk appeared in his hand.

Lin Xuan activated it.

Countless golden inscriptions emerged on its surface. The array disk expanded to cover an area of ten feet across.

Birds, beasts, insects, and fish were filled with ancient aura. The spiritual pressure they emitted was incredibly powerful, reaching a level that left one speechless.

"Primordial object!"

Below, some cultivators began to exclaim in shock. More raised their heads. Even old monsters at the Tribulation Transcending stage had few who had seen such grade of treasure.

Today was truly an eye-opening experience.

At the same time, they were also curious as to why the Alliance Lord would reveal his treasures when they hadn't encountered any域外天魔 yet. What could he possibly be planning?

Of course, no one spoke aloud.

Within a ten-thousand li radius, everything was eerily silent, except for Lin Xuan's ancient incantations carried by the wind.

Next, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

The mountains trembled beneath his feet.

Spiritual energy became chaotic. But soon, it coalesced more densely, and nearby primordial qi from the heavens flowed toward this spot like a hundred rivers merging into the sea.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and shouted softly: "Rise!"

Before he could finish speaking, thunderous sounds filled his ears. Before his eyes, all the mountain peaks rose from the ground and rushed skyward.

Incredible!

While some had heard of the Flying Peak legend, what was happening before their eyes was not just one peak but the entire Cloud Concealing Mountains rising into the air...

Stretching for tens of thousands of miles.

It swallowed the heavens and earth!

As the instigator, Lin Xuan felt a sense of accomplishment in his heart.

This先天灵宝 truly wasn't trivial. It had transformed the entire Cloud Concealing Mountain range into a spacecraft. No wonder it was a treasure entrusted by Grandmaster Nai Long.

Indeed, this Ten Thousand Li Treasure Plate belonged to Grandmaster Nai Long.

Though he had been slacking off and hiding on the side, Grandmaster Nai Long couldn't ignore Lin Xuan's efforts either. He sent over the Ten Thousand Li Treasure Plate as a result.

Originally, Lin Xuan was worried about how to transport millions of cultivators to Void Tyrant's headquarters. If they traveled separately, they would be easily picked off one by one. With this Ten Thousand Li Plate, all problems were solved.

Such means were shocking and awe-inspiring. The morale boost was immense.

Everyone could add "Hundred Refinements into Immortality Fantasy Rain" on WeChat or search for "hchy1982" to contact Fantasy Rain.

Lin Xuan personally controlled the treasure as the vast Cloud Concealing Mountains transformed into a massive, dazzling streak of light that raced toward Void Tyrant's headquarters like an arrow.

The speed was intense. Everywhere it passed brought endless pressure.

Of course, this was for the域外天魔. For human cultivators, one by one, they were elated, and their confidence in the battle grew significantly.

...

The great battle was about to erupt.

With such a grand display from Lin Xuan's side, how could the域外天魔 be without any preparations?

They had spies among the human cultivators as well. Almost immediately after departure, Void Tyrant received intelligence.

...

In the deep magic palace of the Outer Demonic Realm headquarters,

"Report to my lord, Cultivation Dao Alliance Lin Xuan has gathered nearly a million cultivators, advancing like a force of nature, flying toward our headquarters."

"Hundred thousand cultivators and demon tribes? Hmph. That kid really has some skills, managing to gather so many. How strong are their abilities?"

"According to the spy's report, these fellows are all formidable. The weakest among them is at the Core Formation stage."

"Not bad, not bad. This means that Nai Long Realm's living forces have mostly concentrated in Lin Xuan's hands. It seems he wants to win this battle with one fell swoop. Hmph, a naive fellow. It won't be so easy. This time, I will definitely eliminate all of you," the Void Tyrant's voice was filled with hatred as he laughed.

After laughing for a moment, he seemed to recall something: "Right, how about Nai Long? Is he accompanying Lin Xuan?"

"No, Grandmaster Nai Long has not yet met up with Lin Xuan. But before departure, Lin Xuan publicly announced that Grandmaster Nai Long would appear in this battle," said an obedient demon tyrant.

"My lord, Grandmaster Nai Long's strength is formidable. Should we..."

"Hmph, what to fear? If he doesn't come, it will be fine. He dares to show up at my headquarters, and I can settle the score from before. I have means to deal with him; you needn't worry," the Void Tyrant said arrogantly, his voice filled with malice. He hated Grandmaster Nai Long deeply: "Right, how are the preparations? Have the armies of the Outer Demonic Realm all taken their positions?"

"Rest assured, my lord. Following your instructions, we spared no expense to double the size of the interface portal. The reinforcements from the Outer Demonic Realm keep arriving..."

"...and they have already gathered in full numbers, even surpassing our original estimates."

"Hmm, you've done well. I will reward you accordingly. As for the monsters and demons, I instructed them to prepare more. Have these matters been handled?"

"We have prepared many monsters and demons, but..."

"But what?"

"Due to time constraints, it's difficult to gather high-grade monsters and demons. Most are of low levels, but in great numbers," said the two-headed demon tyrant with a sigh, his face showing fear that he might displease the Void Tyrant.

However, this concern was unnecessary. The Void Tyrant wasn't bothered: "Low-grade monsters and demons? That doesn't matter. I never intended to rely on them for victory; they're merely cannon fodder to drain their opponents' power. As long as there are enough of them, lower levels don't matter."

"Thank you, my lord, we will do our best," the two-headed demon tyrant's face was full of joy.

"Right, Mo Huo, it's your responsibility for the array restrictions. How are they prepared?"

"Don't worry, my lord. Due to time constraints, ancient prohibitions couldn't be set up, but other arrays are numerous, and various defense systems have been established. Once those cultivators arrive here, they will find themselves in a tight spot."

"How about the demonic rock puppets? How are they prepared?"

This time, a small demon replied: "My lord, rest assured, the demonic rock puppets..."

...

Preparations continued. Clearly, both sides were well-prepared and eager to win this decisive battle of Nai Long Realm. Who would emerge victorious in this confrontation? (To be continued...)
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No one knew what the future held, and it was clear that both sides would spare no effort. [..com

A dozen days passed in a blink.

The Cloud Concealing Mountains were vast, so their flight speed was as swift as the wind. In just over half a month, they had already crossed countless mountains and rivers.

Now, they had entered the domain of the Heavenly Demons, but no attacks met them. All the demon heads had abandoned their cities and retreated to the Demon Screw Mountain.

It wasn't out of fear; rather, it was because they didn’t want to waste their strength. After all, facing millions of cultivators, ordinary defenses were useless. It made more sense to concentrate their efforts. The Heavenly Demons weren’t merely vicious; each one was also very cunning.

Days passed, and they were now only a million miles away from the Demon Screw Mountain.

Though it still seemed distant, with the Cloud Concealing Mountains' speed, they could reach there soon.

Finally, they encountered some attacks. Although most were just harassment, they were extremely annoying. The attacking demons had varying levels of cultivation, but each was fearless and unyielding.

Lin Xuan received numerous requests for instructions, but he ignored them all. He ordered the cultivators and beasts to ignore these harassing attacks and instead focused on heading towards the Demon Screw Mountain with full force.

A moment later, a vast black sea of demons appeared before their eyes, stretching for millions of miles in every direction. Everywhere they looked, there was dense demonic aura.

Unlike the ancient demon world, this aura had a slightly pale hue.

It made one feel nauseous!

Without even entering it, just getting close was extremely uncomfortable.

And the main base of the Heavenly Demons was hidden within this endless sea of demons.

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of seriousness. The Heavenly Demons were indeed not leaderless; they had prepared very well. Could Voidness really have not fallen?

Lin Xuan didn't doubt that Qin Yan had given him such a grand gift, but with their level of strength, they must have some means to protect themselves.

Though there was no concrete evidence, this guess was certainly reasonable. In any case, they couldn’t be careless or complacent.

At least, the upcoming battle would be inevitable.

Where is Elder Dragon now?

His lazy big brother wouldn't really wait until the crucial moment to make a grand appearance, right!

And Cloud Fairy.

She had always been somewhat distant and ambiguous towards him. She seemed interested but also indifferent. But at least she wasn’t an enemy. Where was she hiding now? Would she join forces to help?

Lin Xuan lost himself in thought...

"Master! Apprentice Brother!"

Until a few calls reached his ears.

He turned around and saw Qinyin and the silver-eyed maiden looking at him with concern. Apart from them, Moer's expression was similar. And standing beside him were hundreds of high-ranking cultivators.

A small fraction of the old monsters who had passed through tribulation levels had already gathered here.

"The boundless sea of demons. It seems these demon heads have prepared well too. What should we do next? Please, let the alliance leader give orders."

"Right! Even if there's a tough battle ahead, we won't retreat. We will follow the alliance leader to wipe out the Heavenly Demons!"

"Follow the alliance leader and wipe out the Heavenly Demons!"

The cultivators below echoed in unison.

Seeing the demon sea blocking their path, everyone didn’t lose heart; instead, their morale soared even higher.

They could add "Bailianchengxian Hanyu" or "hchy1982" on WeChat to contact Hanyu.

Such a scene surprised Lin Xuan, but he was naturally pleased. Seeing that the people's hearts were in it, he was about to issue orders when an unexpected change occurred.

The deep-sea of demons suddenly stirred, like throwing a stone into a small lake. At first, there were just ripples, but soon waves began to churn. Next, those waves became vast and tumultuous...

As if a storm was raging on the sea surface.

A moment later, a tearing sound entered his ears, akin to a silk cloth being torn. Several long white streaks appeared on the surface of the demon sea.

Each one stretched for a thousand miles and continued expanding outward.

In an instant, they transformed into large, white holes.

Their sizes varied, but the smallest had a diameter of a thousand miles, while the largest was more than ten times that. They were heart-stopping, emitting deep demonic aura from within.

Following this, rumbling sounds filled their ears as countless monstrous birds with fierce and terrifying appearances appeared in their line of sight.

These birds were about a meter tall, with red flesh crests on their heads, sharp beaks, and pale green light radiating from their bodies. They looked extremely ferocious.

Their numbers were beyond counting, leaving everyone dumbfounded.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense and roughly estimated that there were at least a million of them.

A cacophony of strange cries filled the air as these birds fiercely attacked the Cloud Concealing Mountains.

The scene was indescribable; it was like a river breaking its banks, or a sea collapsing. It could be said to be overwhelming.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. The other cultivators were equally shocked, not out of fear but surprise. After all, this was just at the edge of the boundless demon sea, and they had already suffered severe injuries. Where did such astonishing strength come from?

Could it be...

Various speculations arose.

But now that things had reached this point, there was no way to retreat. Soon, several sects' cultivators came forward to volunteer for the battle.

"Everyone doesn’t need to act."

Lin Xuan’s voice remained calm. It wasn't just some demon beasts; although their numbers were large, what could they do? The Wanren Plate that Elder Dragon had lent him was apre-existing things (primordial artifact), not just for travel.

He raised his right hand and pointed at the top of the mountain peak.

Zing!

It sounded like an ancient bell ringing in their ears. As Lin Xuan moved, a massive light column rose from underfoot.

The light column was over a hundred feet thick, its momentum astonishing, easily piercing the clouds.

No... not just the mountains beneath his feet, but the entire Cloud Concealing Mountains trembled as if stirred by some force. Small and large peaks all emitted light columns like swords piercing the sky.

Each light column had different colors, but the aura they contained was terrifying.

"Go!"

With a light command, the surface of the Wanren Plate shone with divine light. The surfaces of those light columns also became blurry, transforming into various attacks.

Red ones were fire; each fireball streaked across the sky like meteors, some as large as buckets and others as big as houses.

The five elements interacted in a cycle of generation and suppression, but this was just one aspect.

A blue light column transformed into an endless rain of arrows. The arrows were originally made of water essence, but during their flight, they condensed into something like black ice.
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Rainbow-colored crystal shards, fireballs, wind blades, and ice arrows fell like rain, interspersed with thick electric arcs and massive rocks.

Instantly, cries of agony echoed. The strange birds were smashed to pieces, some impaled by icy arrows, others frozen by the cold.

The Thousand-Feet Tower's reputation was not in vain; its attacks seemed like a storm of wind and rain.

Although there were many demon birds, they were utterly useless. Their incessant croaks filled the air as they were swept away with alarming speed.

In just a short while, over a million demon birds turned into ashes.

All cultivators widened their eyes in astonishment. It was hard to believe this astonishing scene without seeing it firsthand.

Indeed, these strange birds weren't particularly formidable; most were no more than Foundation Establishment and Core Condensation stage cultivators. But as the saying goes, many hands make light work. The cultivators had expected some casualties to clear them out, but instead, they found themselves effortlessly handling the situation.

It was like cutting through melons with a knife.

The alliance leader's strength truly was formidable.

He could be said to have divine abilities that spanned heaven and earth!

Ears can deceive, but eyes do not. Among nearly ten million demon cultivators, few had actually seen Lin Xuan in action. Most heard about it from others. Seeing him effortlessly destroy a million demon birds with a casual wave of his hand boosted their morale significantly.

Cheers echoed through the heavens.

"Almighty Alliance Leader's divine powers shake the spirit realm!"

"This battle will surely be victorious!"

"With Senior Lin as our leader, we can definitely clear out the域外天魔."

...

On Mount Drifting Cloud, all cultivators were elated and visibly joyful.

But was it really that simple?

The answer was no.

With a series of eerie cackles, the endless sea of demons churned again. Black waves appeared before their eyes, indicating an even more formidable assault.

After a while, tearing sounds filled the air as if a cloth had been torn. Long white streaks emerged on the surface of the demon sea.

It was like it all happened again, but this time, countless giant bats emerged from within.

Their eyes were blood red.

Similar in size to the previous strange birds and with comparable cultivation levels, their numbers were even more staggering—over three million.

These bats didn't immediately pounce; instead, they spread their wings and bared their fangs. From their mouths, black sound waves spewed forth.

...

Wherever they went, they sliced through everything like a knife through butter. The void itself couldn’t withstand them, and countless cracks appeared.

These sound waves had叠加 effects.

Fortunately, there was a limit to this叠加. With only around ten thousand demon bats, the combined sound waves from over a million would have overwhelmed even先天灵宝, let alone a True Immortal.

Nevertheless, the scene was still impressive. At least it was much more formidable than the previous strange birds.

Lin Xuan snorted coldly. The mountainside was filled with swirling spirit energy as a blue protective shield materialized, stretching for tens of thousands of miles and enveloping the entire mountain range.

While an artifact of先天灵宝 couldn’t be so powerful alone, Thousand-Feet Tower had a special situation—it could harness the spirit energy from the entire Drifting Cloud Valley, making it even more formidable.

As the saying goes, water can purify tofu; one thing can subdue another. Sound waves were intangible and formless, so using an elemental shield would be highly effective.

Sure enough, these demon bats' attacks were blocked. Then Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, and a command flag shot up into the sky, transforming into a colorful cloud.

As Lin Xuan moved, a group of silver-robed cultivators appeared.

Originally scattered across various peaks, they quickly gathered together in unison.

There were tens of thousands of them, all at the元婴 stage. Each one revealed their treasures.

And what treasures? Well, not exactly the same, but they looked similar enough.

All were flying swords, and these were fire属性 ones.

Suddenly, a sea of red appeared as countless fiery flying swords formed a giant red cloud. Wherever it passed, the demon bats from the域外天魔 realm offered no resistance, easily being destroyed into ash.

If tens of thousands of元婴 cultivators had faced these demon bats, they would have been superior in quality but uncertain who would win or lose.

Even if they won, it would likely be a惨胜. But after Lin Xuan's training and arrangements, the situation was completely different.

It was like a wave sweeping everything away!

In just a meal’s time, those demon bats were swept clean. Seeing the demon sea continue to churn, Lin Xuan showed signs of impatience on his face.

"Are these域外天魔 really just content with such pitiful tricks? Sending low-grade monsters to die is truly laughable."

But there was no response. The vast demon sea continued to churn.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned ugly; he had no time for this kind of attrition. As the saying goes, one must act quickly while the momentum is strong. This delay could be detrimental to his side's morale.

The域外天魔 likely had the same idea.

"Everyone attack together."

A spell was cast by Lin Xuan.

Instantly, a flash of spirit light appeared as the blue protective shield vanished.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and a massive light ball materialized above him, with a diameter exceeding several miles. It contained shocking amounts of spirit energy.

He threw it out like a meteorite, crashing into the deep demon sea.

Boom!

Tsunamis rose, creating incredible ripples.

But this was just the beginning. With the alliance leader already in action, other cultivators couldn’t hide their abilities and unleashed various divine techniques. There were countless attacks, but no one used their treasures.

It seemed surprising at first, but upon closer inspection, it wasn't strange at all.

Because the deep demon energy might corrupt their treasures; using elemental spells was more reliable in such situations.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as colorful light shone everywhere—fireballs, wind blades, beams of light. The scene was beyond description.

It was hard to put into words.

With a million cultivators working together, the spectacle alone was enough to make one’s heart race.

The dark demon energy was shattered. As Lin Xuan raised his hand, he activated the laws of nature and space. A fierce wind swept across the heavens, dispersing the already fragmented demon energy.

A massive black shadow appeared in their vision, becoming clearer with time.

Finally, the total headquarters of the域外天魔, Demon Screw Mountain, revealed its true form. (To be continued...)
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The vast earth was shrouded in an ominous darkness, with dense magical energy permeating the air. The magic sea that had just been dispersed was merely a fraction of the sheer magnitude of the area surrounding Mount Magic螺. The magic aura enveloping the mountain itself seemed even more refined.

"Should there be something substantial."

The scene before them was vast and expansive, with peaks and ridges that resembled a chaotic dance of demons. Amongst the rugged rocks, countless hidden dangers lurked, concealing untold numbers of fiends.

An overwhelming presence suddenly filled the air, causing the faces of all present to reflect a sense of solemnity.

Surrounding Lin Xuan were numerous high-ranking cultivators. Even those old monsters who had been meditating during their tribulation period had gathered here without exception.

"Judging from this battle, the域外天魔 seem well-prepared. We might have our work cut out for us," sighed an elderly man in white robes beside him, his face showing signs of concern.

This elder appeared to be around fifty years old and was a renowned independent cultivator who also held honorary titles as guest elders in several sects due to his surname Gu. His abilities were commendable, having reached the late tribulation stage and possessing some understanding of domains.

With such a gathering of powerful figures, it seemed that even this elder's strength ranked among the top twenty without much difficulty.

"Brother Gu is right. We are determined to succeed, just as well-prepared," a soft voice echoed, belonging to the Black Phoenix妖女 who exuded confidence.

"Princess Yóu is correct. Even if they are well-prepared, what difference does it make? The Voidless has already perished, and their leader has been decapitated. I have no doubt that we will triumph in this battle," another large man in black robes spoke with conviction.

"What do you think, Master?"

"We must win without a doubt."

Lin Xuan's heart was filled with various doubts, but his expression remained confident and hopeful as he raised his hand high: "We shall surely win. Follow me to defeat the域外天魔 and drive them from the Spirit Realm."

"Victory!"

"Expel the域外天魔!"

"Follow the Master, even unto death!"

...

The moment Lin Xuan finished speaking, the cultivators' voices echoed like thunder in agreement.

There was no turning back. This battle would determine the future of the Dragon Realm, and everyone was destined to give it their all.

Lin Xuan then waved his hands repeatedly, casting various spells towards the problem at hand. As they advanced to attack the域外天魔, who were on the defensive, they would certainly exploit the terrain and use arrays as a foundation, driven by magical beasts, to weaken their own strength.

Knowing that they would face great hardships, what could be done to counter this strategy?

The answer was the Ten Thousand仞 Platform. By using it to drive Cloud Concealing Mountain, array against array, prohibition against prohibition, even if it couldn't match the域外天魔's passive waiting, it could still neutralize most of their advantages.

...

Lin Xuan had already activated his array, but how could the域外天魔 sit idly by?

In the depths of the dark magic aura, a massive stone temple suddenly rose into view.

This temple was vast and ancient in appearance, yet scattered with countless columns of varying sizes. Each column bore lifelike statues of demon gods, their faces twisted in grotesque expressions.

Above this temple, a throne stood, upon which a huge magical creature sat, but it was cloaked in pale magic energy, making its features indiscernible.

Voidness!

His avatar had descended here, and this demonic heartless avatar's strength surpassed that of the original body.

Beneath him, countless demon lords knelt in black masses, numbering nearly a thousand.

The first few emitted terrifying auras, clearly having entered their domains.

"Lord Voidness, the army of cultivators is drawing near. How should we respond? Please give your instructions."

"Activate the array and use all its power to attack. Then, order the magical beasts to move out without considering casualties. I want them to flood in like a deluge," he commanded.

"Yes!"

The demon lord lowered his head respectfully as command after command was relayed down.

...

With the wind rising and clouds swirling, the magic energy began to stir. Within Mount Magic螺, countless array lights flickered on.

Their number far exceeded that of the cultivators.

Lin Xuan sighed but understood the necessity of acting now. He raised his right hand and cast a spell.

This was akin to the previous scene, but with even greater grandeur. A series of light beams transformed into colorful rays, which then evolved into various attacks raining down from all directions.

These were the attacks from the Ten Thousand仞 Platform.

Following this, arrays hidden within the rugged mountains fully activated.

Spiritual lights flared up, swords and spears, wind blades, fire arrows, thunderbolts, indescribable in their variety, surged forth like a flood towards the enemy.

Almost simultaneously, the arrays on the demon side were also prepared. A strong magical wind arose, revealing another scene before them.

The sky grew dark as rays of demonic light pierced through. Soon after, a deafening roar echoed, but this was merely the beginning.

With that thunderclap, more lights exploded in mid-air. The attacks from both sides collided like two vast oceans or mountains, tearing apart the void and causing the laws of nature to fall into chaos.

Gale-force winds swept across, destroying everything in their path. Even tribulation-stage beings would hesitate to face such a formidable array of powers叠加 together. It was terrifying beyond words.

Most attacks exploded mid-air, while some pierced through and struck the opposing shields, creating ripples but ultimately doing little more.

The cultivators were both alarmed and relieved.

Fortunately, the Master's plans had been flawless. Without Cloud Concealing Mountain, they might not have even known where to find the域外天魔, resulting in catastrophic losses. (To be continued...)
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The thunderous sounds continued to reverberate in his ears, with beams of various colors flashing through the sky. The primordial qi and energy of heaven and earth surged and clashed incessantly, but such mutual attacks could not go on forever.

As one of the hundred arts of cultivation, an array formation was indeed incredibly wondrous, yet it consumed vast amounts of crystal stones. Over time, even though the demonic aura still shone brilliantly, it was clear that it was gradually weakening.

Both sides were well-prepared, and this round of mutual attacks left neither party with any advantage over the other.

As time passed, the intensity of the attacks began to diminish. Suddenly, a mournful horn sounded, and the fog of demons surged. The surface of the demon shell mountain, which had appeared as impenetrable as an iron bucket, now revealed several large gates.

Each gate was more than ten thousand feet tall, and with the rumbling sounds, they opened wide, releasing surging demonic energy.

The demonic energy flickered with countless域外天魔, wielding various magical treasures and artifacts. They roared and rushed forward.

Wishing to engage in close combat?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although the域外天魔 were defenders of the city, it didn't mean they would only be on the receiving end. These creatures were vicious and ruthless. Now, they were playing an active offensive strategy, which was arrogant and overbearing, far surpassing his expectations.

On this side, there was no way to retreat; otherwise, their morale would suffer a significant blow.

"Where is Little Swallow?"

"Disciple respectfully follows the Master's instructions!"

A fragrant breeze wafted as a beautiful young girl approached Lin Xuan. She saluted and bowed with great respect on her face.

"You will lead our disciples to block this wave of域外天魔."

Lin Xuan spoke coldly, for the first battle was crucial for morale. These域外天魔 must be among the best, so he could not afford any carelessness. He dispatched his favored disciple.

"Yes!"

Shangguan Yan did not hesitate either. However, as soon as she agreed, another fragrant breeze came, and several more young girls appeared beside her.

"Shangguan Ling."

"Ifxuan."

"Ice Phoenix."

"We request to take on the challenge," they said in unison.

The three girls had formed a deep bond during their last mission together.

"Very well!"

Lin Xuan agreed with great enthusiasm. This wave of域外天魔 was more than he expected, and relying solely on Cloud Concealment Sect's strength would be incredibly difficult to handle. Since these three girls were willing to team up against the enemy, Lin Xuan was overjoyed; it increased their chances of victory.

With the order from the alliance leader, the four young women led their sect's elite disciples forward to engage the域外天魔.

Before they could get close, each had already summoned their life-bound treasures. The sounds of clashing treasure resounded like raindrops on banana leaves.

As soon as they touched, continuous cries filled the air, and blood and gore covered the sky. This scale of battle was entirely different from one-on-one combat; it required not only strength but also luck and foresight. Otherwise, even if your strength was outstanding, you might be surrounded by several peers and fall to your death.

Many powerful cultivators fell on both sides. The stronger they were, the more likely they would draw attention.

However, there were no absolutes. Lin Xuan's two disciples were unstoppable.

Shangguan sisters had innate talents, and their master was wealthy and generous, so they received countless spirit pills and elixirs. Thus, not only did they outpace their peers in cultivation speed, but their foundations were also extremely solid.

No… such descriptions fell far short; to them, same-level opponents were like tofu.

The two girls unleashed the Soul of Thunder and Ice Spirit, while one controlled the如意手镯. Any域外天魔 that stood before them almost instantly perished, with no one able to withstand even a single blow.

And this was not just limited to them.

Ifxuan and Ice Phoenix were equally formidable.

One wielded sword light in broad strokes, creating countless waves of blood and gore, while the other moved swiftly, turning all域外天魔 into various-sized ice blocks wherever they went.

The four girls fought with such indomitable courage that the other cultivators and demons could not bear to appear weak. They fought bravely, and the域外天魔 began to retreat.

"一群废物!"

In the ancient demon palace, Void was enraged. Although the域外天魔 dispatched were not of the level of a Demon Sovereign, they were indeed elite warriors meant to boost their side's morale. Unexpectedly, this outcome had occurred.

"Avoid anger, these fellows have lost, and that is fine. Their purpose was merely to draw attention from the other side, so losing will make them more complacent," a sinister laugh echoed in his ears.

The speaker was an ancient demon of late-stage渡劫, appearing as a humanoid creature with stone-like skin, giving off the impression of a stone that had become a spirit through cultivation.

"Stone Demon, what do you mean by this? Could it be that you allowed these demons to lose?"

Void turned his head, his face filled with anger.

"Do not worry, my lord. I dare not擅自篡改 your orders. I only instructed the black stone demons to混在这队人马之中, and now they must be near Cloud Concealment Mountain."

"Black Stone Demon, you mean…"

A thoughtful expression appeared on Void's face as he laughed heartily: "Well done. Order more域外天魔 to attack and protect the subordinates of the Stone Demon Sovereign."

"Yes!"

---

Meanwhile, the four young women led the three factions' cultivators with soaring morale. As the域外天魔 began to falter, many reinforcements appeared.

"Leader, should we…"

"Do not panic; let's see what their plan is first," Lin Xuan said, making this decision because although there were many reinforcements for the域外天魔, his side could clearly handle them without rushing into a decision.

He extended his divine sense.

Unfortunately, in such a complex situation, even divine senses had limits.

Lin Xuan did not notice that among these域外天魔, many stone-like creatures were streaking towards Cloud Concealment Mountain. It was not his fault; the flying dust and debris of battle were normal occurrences, so even if Lin Xuan was clever, he would not pay extra attention to them.

These black stones varied in size. Some fell directly onto the protective barrier but others quietly entered it.

The protection of Mount Ten Thousand Levels was useless against these stones, and once they entered, they disappeared into the soil beneath the mountain.

As time passed, more and more of these stones merged with Cloud Concealment Mountain without anyone noticing. (To be continued...)
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A single oversight can lead to a thousand mistakes!

At this moment, all eyes were fixed on the intense battle before them. As more and more demonic reinforcements arrived, the cultivators couldn't afford to ignore the situation. Under Lin Xuan's command, teams of cultivators rushed to aid.

Rumbling sounds echoed incessantly as法宝s flew across the battlefield, 灵光 danced through the air, and the dark, pallid demonic aura spread wildly in the void.

As time passed, more people joined the fray, their cultivation levels skyrocketing. Apart from the old monsters at the realm of渡劫, cultivators and 天魔 from the元婴 to 分神 stages were all engaged in combat.

Meanwhile, 魔螺山 and 云隐山 continued to clash, beams of light piercing through the sky, bringing destruction everywhere. At this moment, cultivators were like ants; a moment's distraction could mean their immediate annihilation.

No one could afford to lose!

Suddenly, an eerie horn blared across the heavens, and dark demonic clouds appeared in sight, buzzing loudly. These clouds were composed of countless demonic insects.

These insects had bizarre shapes. They were no more than an inch long, with bodies resembling locusts but heads like tiny dragon heads, spewing out demonic aura.

Though their fangs were small, they looked ferocious, their cold light piercing through the air as they lunged forward.

"Earth Dragon Insects!"

A cultivator's voice rang out in alarm. Lin Xuan turned to see a young woman around twenty-two or twenty-three years old with a beautiful face and at the late 分神 stage.

It was Fairy Ruyan!

"How is it that you recognize these strange insects, Fairy?"

"I report to our alliance leader, Earth Dragon Insects are one of the ten famous demonic insects in the Outer Demonic Realm. They are vicious and eat anything. I have seen them mentioned in ancient texts; we must not be careless," said Cloud Ruyan with a serious expression on her face. The Yun family was well-versed in controlling insects, so they had more knowledge about these demonic creatures than most.

"Can you handle this?"

"Our clan may be outnumbered, but I can lead the other cultivators to give it a try." After a moment's hesitation, Cloud Ruyan continued, "Very well. It is your request, and if we fail, I will send reinforcements."

Lin Xuan smiled in relief, saying, "Thank you for your assistance."

"Thank our alliance leader."

Cloud Ruyan bowed gracefully before leading thousands of Yun family cultivators through the crowd.

Unlike ordinary cultivators, they did not summon their treasures but instead tapped on their waists, sending spirit beast pouches flying to their heads.

The bag mouths turned inward, and buzzing sounds filled the air as colorful insect swarms emerged from within. The Earth Dragon Insects had weaknesses, but these were beyond Cloud family's control, so they relied on their expertise in driving insects.

Popping noises echoed as the demonic insects summoned by the Yun family not only numbered in the thousands but also included various types. This clan was renowned for its insect control; with thousands of elite members attacking together, it truly shook the heavens and earth.

However, these insects were useless against Earth Dragon Insects.

The spirit beasts they controlled were scattered in an instant.

More demonic beasts joined the fray next.

Unlike the low-level demons they encountered in the endless sea of demons, these new beasts not only numbered in the thousands but also had significantly higher levels than those used for reconnaissance.

Like a river breaking its banks or a sea flooding, countless cultivators were overwhelmed by this sudden onslaught.
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Lin Xuan's heart sank as he realized he had fallen into a trap. He now faced two choices: abandon these outlying cultivators, or send more reinforcements—risking further losses.

Struggling with his decision, Lin Xuan was a brave and resolute cultivator. Delayed action often led to chaos. Although he favored the first option for its impact on morale, it would be too devastating.

He had to take a chance!

"Let's all attack together and capture the main demon stronghold."

But before he could finish speaking, a loud rumbling shook the ground as 云隐山脉 began collapsing.

How was this possible? The protective barrier of万仞盘 hadn't been breached yet. Lin Xuan stared in shock; the explosion came from within Cloud Hidden Mountain—was there an enemy inside?

Even if so, with its vast expanse and various array formations protecting it, how could such a place be easily destroyed?

Lin Xuan was at a loss. He didn't know that thousands of black stone demons had entered Cloud Hidden Mountain under the cover of battle.

These creatures weren't particularly powerful but due to their innate abilities, they ignored array formations and integrated with the mountains, making them excellent siege weapons.

They were highly valuable in the Outer Demonic Realm as well.

But now, Void didn't care about such details. As long as Cloud Hidden Mountain was breached, losing tens of thousands of black stone demons wasn't a concern.

Order their self-destruction.

Due to their integration with the mountain, the protective formations became useless and disintegrated. Mountains turned into rubble during this process, catching many cultivators off guard and sweeping them away.

Fallen!

Even Cloud Hidden Mountain's main peak was not spared; beams of light shot out from its surface. However, few cultivators fell victim to this sudden crisis—after all, those on the main peak were at least 分神 level, battle-hardened veterans who wouldn't fall so easily even in a rush.

...

A single mistake could ruin everything. Lin Xuan was both shocked and angry by the result.

Meanwhile, in the ancient demon palace of the Outer Demonic Realm, Void's laughter echoed nonstop as other demon lords were visibly pleased.

"Stone demons, you've done well. Order all your elite forces to come out; I want a decisive battle here, wiping out the main forces of cultivators and beastfolk."

"Yes!"

The demon lords responded with thunderous agreement, sending clouds of demonic insects into action. This time, they wouldn't just watch but would lead their subordinates in person.

This was far from over.

Rumbling sounds grew louder as the belly of 魔螺山 suddenly burst open, revealing countless strange demonic warships.

Standing atop these ships were numerous heavily armored demon warriors. Unlike ordinary 天魔, these warriors exuded no pressure; it was impossible to determine their cultivation levels. The heavy weapons they held were also extremely peculiar.

Clearly, they were formidable.

Ding, ding…

Strange sounds continued to reach their ears as cultivators turned to see a shocking sight: some peaks of 魔螺山 had transformed into giants standing upright. (To be continued…)
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Puppet of Demonic Rock!

This creature was known to many, but few had seen one as absurdly large as the ones before them. Although in cultivation realms, physical form and power are not always directly proportional, a puppet towering like a mountain would surely be beyond the reach of ordinary people.

And yet, there were nearly a hundred such puppets, making it extremely difficult to deal with. The cultivators who had arrived here saw that over a million of their number had fallen in the sudden turn of events, caught off guard.

Of course, most of these cultivators were from lower ranks, but the loss was still immense. Moreover, this sudden change dealt a fatal blow to the morale of the Cloud Conceal Sect's cultivators.

Despair and helplessness!

Even among those who survived, many had injuries on their bodies.

Their expressions were filled with fear.

"Master Alliance, what should we do?"

Even the old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage wore grim faces. After all, such a scene was unimaginable to them.

Facing the collapse of morale, could this battle end in a disappointing conclusion?

Emotionally, everyone naturally did not want to retreat like that.

Otherwise, the域外天魔would surely wreak havoc again.

The good situation created by those two great victories would be lost.

But who could turn the tide under such circumstances?

Almost all eyes turned towards Lin Xuan. With Daliang Zhenren absent, Lin Xuan became their mainstay.

"Master Alliance!"

Lin Xuan did not say much more. At this moment, there was no use in boosting morale; he had to set an example himself.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of coldness. A layer of green light enveloped his body before being replaced by multicolored brilliance as he rushed towards Demonic Rock Mountain.

Wherever he went, everything crumbled. Any域外天魔that stood in his way fell without understanding what happened.

Next, Lin Xuan charged towards the nearest puppet, towering over ten thousand feet high. Its body was covered with rugged stones, vaguely resembling a mountain's original form.

As Lin Xuan approached, he raised his fang-toothed club and struck down fiercely toward him.

The difference in size between them was like trying to shake a tree with an ant. However, Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face.

Stretching out both arms, he emitted spiritual light that gathered behind him, eventually forming wings. His speed increased dramatically as he crashed into the puppet's belly.

Bang!

With stones flying everywhere, the Demonic Flame Puppet's body was reinforced by阵法 and far harder than ordinary treasures. However, before Lin Xuan, it crumbled like paper, collapsing into a pile of rubble in an instant.

Lin Xuan's attack did not end there. His figure moved swiftly, like a ghost, "bang bang bang" sounds echoing in his ears. In just a few breaths, over fifty Demonic Rock Puppets fell.
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These creatures were not without formidable strength, especially in such a large-scale confrontation, their power was immense.

But before Lin Xuan, they seemed like paper mache figures.

Lin Xuan's bravery and unstoppable momentum did not completely turn the tide, but it certainly helped restore morale.

The域外天魔were not invincible.

"Follow Master Alliance to exterminate the demons!"

Some old monsters at the Tribulation Transcendence stage began to raise their arms in a high-pitched cry. The fate of Daliang Zhenren's world was at stake, and they were unwilling to easily give up.

Both sides fought fiercely, spiritual light and treasures filling the sky. Lin Xuan's momentum was unstoppable; most of the Demonic Rock Puppets had fallen under his control, no one could withstand him for even a moment.

It was truly exhilarating.

But the域外天魔would not allow Lin Xuan to continue like this.

Bang!

A loud noise echoed in their ears as another puppet collapsed. Just when he succeeded, a blinding black light descended from above with incredible speed.

Lin Xuan's expression changed slightly, his shoulder twitched, and he vanished on the spot.

The black light hesitated at seeing this scene before it retracted its brilliance to reveal a bald demon Zhenren.

With three eyes, four noses, and a mouth that appeared on his neck, this creature was truly hideous.

This was undoubtedly a demon Zhenren. But whether he was at the beginning, middle, or end of Tribulation Transcendence stage, Lin Xuan could not tell for sure. His aura fluctuated wildly, different from those域外天魔he had encountered before.

Lin Xuan turned his head and showed a hint of alertness on his face.

Although he couldn't determine the other's strength, he sensed that this demon was not easy to deal with.

However, he would not truly fear. After all, he knew his own power best. Lin Xuan did not have time to dawdle here; he wanted to use a powerful means to eliminate this demon.

But just as he was about to act, the three eyes of the bald Zhenren turned red, and it let out a beast-like roar. Demonic energy surged, his body inflating like a balloon.

Was the other really planning to self-destruct?

Lin Xuan felt puzzled. After all, reaching Tribulation Transcendence stage was extremely difficult; normally, no one would do this unless absolutely necessary.

But regardless of whether it was real or not, Lin Xuan could not sit idly by here.

His body emitted multicolored brilliance as he prepared to fly away. However, it was too late. In the next moment, the demon's aura vanished completely, replaced by an unsettling and strange aura.

With a loud bang, his body fragmented into countless pieces, flying in all directions.

Sure enough, it was self-destruction. But strangely, its power was minuscule; even Lin Xuan would not be injured, let alone a one婴期 cultivator in the same position.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded, unable to understand what kind of trick this demon was playing. Regardless, he did not believe that it was willingly sacrificing itself. There must be something unknown to him here.

In any case, this place was unsuitable for lingering.

This thought flashed through his mind as Lin Xuan prepared to leave in a flash of brilliance. But suddenly, an unexpected change occurred.

Although Lin Xuan could ignore the self-destruction's power, it affected every part of his body. The void began to ripple strangely.

Soon, various vortexes appeared, quickly turning into strange eyes.

Some were several dozen feet long, others just a foot in size, giving people chills all over.

Then those eyes opened wide. (To be continued...)
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A shocking force assailed him!

The power was peculiar—intangible yet somehow unsettling.

Was it an illusion?

No, it was soul possession!

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift. His thoughts flashed like lightning, and he quickly understood the situation.

This guy before him wasn't a Demon Sovereign at all; he was merely a collection of dozens of域外魔念, concealing his tracks to ambush Lin Xuan.

Soul possession!

They had planned well. Knowing they couldn’t easily handle him, they resorted to this cunning strategy.

After all, domain outsiders were naturally skilled in such tactics. Caught off guard, the success rate was high.

Once he fell into their hands, the outcome of this battle would be almost certain.

The Demon Beasts could practically secure victory.

What a brilliant plan!

But Lin Xuan wouldn’t let them have it their way.

How many domain outsiders?

Though the lineup was impressive, Lin Xuan’s divine sense wasn't something to be trifled with.

It had been tempered and honed, comparable to a true immortal.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and began his counterattack. A ripple of tangible yet intangible waves emerged from between his brows.

At first, it resembled small ripples in a pond after a stone was thrown. Soon, the wave expanded like a stormy wind or raging waves.

His figure became indistinct, as if he had turned into an ocean.

Incomprehensible!

The domain outsiders were stunned.

Soul possession was their core secret technique, but this scene was unprecedented.

Their target disappeared!

What was that vast sea before them?

An illusion?

But no one had ever heard of using illusions against them.

Before they could think it through, they were overwhelmed by the raging waves.

Requited with interest, those who plotted to possess Lin Xuan would have to be prepared for their own destruction. These domain outsiders were formidable, but this time, they had run into a rock.

The entire process was swift and complex, yet it took only an instant. The trap set by the domain demons was shattered by Lin Xuan with overwhelming force.

The Demon Sovereigns were dumbfounded; this young man was surprisingly powerful.

Where is that Nai Long?

Where did he hide?

A loud "bang" reached their ears as Void捏破 his wine cup, still laughing moments ago. Now he was furious, hopping like a madman.

One side gained while the other lost, and the morale of the cultivators soared. As the leader of the alliance, Lin Xuan led from the front, fearless and invincible. His subordinates couldn't help but fight with all their might.

Lightning flashed in the sky as cultivators and demons clashed like two titanic waves.

A fierce battle raged!

Blood and gore fell nonstop. After exterminating those domain outsiders, Lin Xuan made a direct dash towards Demon螺山.

The situation improved, but victory was still far away. There was no turning back once an arrow was loosed. Despite knowing the dangers, Lin Xuan pressed on.

"Da胆!"

A mid-stage Demon Sovereign stood in front of him, raising his demonic arms as black light flashed from his sleeves. Several ferocious black dragons emerged and grew to over seven meters long, lunging at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan saw them clearly but remained calm. With a wave of his sleeve, sharp swordlight surged out like fish swimming through water.
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The air was filled with breaking sounds as those black dragons were sliced to pieces.
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But the matter wasn't over. The remaining swordlight continued to slash at the Demon Sovereign.

Seeing so many swordlights, the mid-stage Demon Sovereign's eyes widened as he vanished in a whirlwind.

The next moment, he appeared before Lin Xuan.

"Little guy, you can go to hell."

With a roar, he opened his blood-stained maw, and a black monster shadow leaped out.

This creature had three heads with razor-sharp claws. Before it could really attack, an eerie cold wind rolled down.

Wherever the wind passed, the air twisted and blurred as if freezing reality itself.

Lin Xuan sighed lightly.

A punch!

He didn't hesitate; Lin Xuan directly punched forward.

No divine light shone; this punch contained profound cosmic laws. The Demon Sovereign had clearly misjudged him.

The punch swept away the monster's shadow, leaving nothing but ash. Even the Demon Sovereign was shocked, frantically waving his hands as magical seals formed before him. But they were useless against Lin Xuan’s punch.

His face turned pale as demonic energy surged around him, causing his body to swell dramatically. With a deafening "bang," he exploded on his own, blood splattering in all directions.

Lin Xuan's attack was rendered ineffective.

In the next moment, those blood threads reappeared and condensed at a distance of dozens of feet.

"Still want to run away?"

But Lin Xuan ignored them. He raised his hand, and a divine light shot out from his fingertips, seemingly insignificant but ignoring spatial distances to land on where the blood threads had condensed.

It enveloped it.

Instantly, screams echoed.

The divine light turned vivid and burned fiercely.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

This was Lin Xuan's hidden technique. A mid-stage Demon Sovereign wrapped in it would have no chance of survival; his essence wouldn't escape either. They would turn to ashes along with their bodies.

From the start of the battle to its end, it took only a few breaths. Lin Xuan’s strength was so extraordinary that it left all cultivators astounded.

"Quickly, stop him!"

The domain outsiders' frustrated voices echoed in his ears, but no one acted. After all, even Demon Sovereign-level beings were hesitant to approach, let alone expect others to do such foolish things?

Those domain demon leaders had been terrified. Wherever Lin Xuan went, not only did no one block him, but they retreated like a tide.

"Such a bunch of trash!"

The Void King was furious, hopping mad.

"Lord, calm down. That young man is just a rash fellow; his reckless bravery is useless. Can he really turn the tide with just himself? Once his power wanes, we can save much effort."

A flattering voice entered his ears. The speaker had a rat-like appearance but was common among domain outsiders. Void didn’t pay attention, only curious: "I haven't seen you before."

"Reporting to Lord, I am灭龙. Originally at the分神 stage, I just recently advanced, so..." (To be continued...)
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"Thus, I see..."

Virtue listened indifferently. It was a new demon sovereign, which explained why he hadn't paid attention before.

As one of the seven leaders of the Demons from Beyond Heaven, his followers numbered in the billions. Most were unknown to him, and only those at the Demon Sovereign level could catch his eye.

The opponent had just ascended, so it was no wonder he hadn’t noticed before.

"Extinguish Dragon, your name... is quite... fitting."

"Report to my lord, I wasn't called that originally."

"Why then?"

"My humble self,鼐龙真人, is a scoundrel and an enemy of our race. Furthermore, this wretch has shown disrespect towards you, my lord. Therefore, I changed my name to remind myself of this mortal foe so that one day I can kill him in revenge for your kindness."

The eloquent voice of the cunning demon sovereign echoed in Virtue's ears, but his face was filled with flattery.

His fellow demons showed disdain, but Virtue found it highly pleasing.

A saying goes: "Flattery never hurt anyone." In the Demons from Beyond Heaven, many were devious and cunning, yet none had mastered flattery like this.

"You are a clever boy, though your power is too weak to defeat Extinguish Dragon that scoundrel. But with such resolve, you're commendable. If all of us could be as you, we wouldn't have any trouble making the Spirit Realm our own," Virtue nodded in satisfaction.

"I am but lacking in strength, my lord, I will do anything for you."

"Extinguish Dragon, good, I'll remember you. After this battle, I’ll take you as a disciple." Despite his cunning appearance, his words were sweet. Virtue found him increasingly agreeable.

"Thank you, my lord... no, thank you, master."

Hearing this, Extinguish Dragon's face lit up with joy. He thanked Virtue profusely and bowed deeply, praising him to the heavens, making him seem unparalleled. Even the Arrogant King of the Devils and the Flying Demon Ancestors seemed insignificant in his eyes.

The other demons were speechless, their disdain reaching new heights.

Of course, they wouldn’t admit that they envied him a little. Who wouldn't want to please Lord Virtue?

But such flattery was hard to utter. Extinguish Dragon was shamelessly bold.

But what of it? With Virtue as his master, the others could only envy from afar.

Just then, a thunderous sound echoed through the air. The demon sovereigns turned to see Lin Xuan wielding his命宝 against the protective shield of Demon Screw Mountain.

The sword light fell like rain, piercing the void with sharpness. The protection was formidable, but its vast area made it difficult for one person to fully block it. The shield trembled and seemed on the verge of collapse.

"Die!"

Virtue roared in anger, ignoring the flattery. He stood up: "I won't let that boy get his way. Activate all the arrays and target Lin Xuan. I must kill him here."

"Yes!"

Before he could finish speaking, several Demons from Beyond Heaven appeared, wielding array disks and flags. Spell after spell was cast.

A buzzing sound filled the air as the primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic. The sharp demon energy transformed into various attacks, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Each attack individually wasn't impressive, but with so many converging on him, they couldn’t be underestimated.

However...

How could a large number help if they didn’t hit?

A sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth as he raised his right hand. A faint phoenix shadow emerged behind him.

The True Spirit Sword Technique was now under his complete control.

His fingers swept forward.

As he moved, a white trace appeared in mid-air, expanding to several meters before becoming a spatial rift.

Lin Xuan flashed into it, evading all the attacks.

In the next moment, Lin Xuan reappeared tens of meters away.

But as soon as he materialized, more attacks converged on him.

"Stupid, every inch of Demon Screw Mountain is filled with array restrictions. You can't hide anywhere; you're trapped in a web."

Virtue's laughter echoed. He hated Extinguish Dragon to the core but Lin Xuan was also an enemy. With his arrays, he could eliminate both.

However, that wasn’t easy.

Seeing no place to hide, Lin Xuan remained unperturbed.

More bizarrely, instead of summoning defensive treasures, he spread his hands and a visible wave rippled out from him.

"What is this?"

Virtue’s eyes narrowed. With his strength, he recognized it instantly: "A domain?"

"Hmph, while domains are indeed useful for defending against such attacks, they’re not omnipotent. The mana cost is astronomical; you can only use them in critical moments. I’ll see how long you can hold out."

"A high-ranking member of the Immortal Dao Alliance, yet so lacking in insight. Once your mana runs out, you'll be at their mercy. This time, I will make sure you suffer."

Virtue’s face was filled with confidence.

But did Lin Xuan truly not understand this simple truth?

The answer was no.

Before he could delve deeper, a dense barrage of attacks converged on him, enveloping him in layers of various attacks. There seemed to be no place for him to hide, and he was about to be obliterated when a strange force surged forth.

A domain!

This wasn’t surprising; Virtue’s face showed amusement.

But then his expression froze as Lin Xuan’s hand moved, redirecting all the demon energy and converging attacks back towards Demon Screw Mountain.

Right. Not only were they blocked, but they were also reflected. Using the enemy's own weapon against them, Lin Xuan executed a brilliant counterattack.

Of course, it would take another to do this; Virtue’s face showed disbelief: "Impossible. Even with my domain, I can only block these attacks at most. How could they be reflected?"

"Could it be..."

But by then, it was too late. With a thunderous sound, the void collapsed and the shield sank deeply. Such an opportunity, how could Lin Xuan let it go.

With a wave of his sleeve, sharp sword light emerged like fish swimming out, converging to form a silver giant sword over a hundred meters long, which he slashed forward with all his might. (To be continued...)
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This time, Lin Xuan spared no hand. The power of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword was fully unleashed, producing a series of crackling sounds as the void collapsed and the surrounding hundred miles of elemental energy surged towards him.

It might not seem like much, but in this vast area, countless cultivators and heavenly demons were engaged in battle. Lin Xuan could snatch elemental energy from them; his strength truly astounded.

The large-scale conflict paused momentarily as everyone's eyes turned to Lin Xuan. However, he ignored them and pointed a finger forward.

As he moved, the giant sword became blurry before crashing down with immense force.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in his ears, followed by colorful light. The surface of the blade was bathed in dozens of elemental laws, producing crackling sounds. Despite its formidable defenses, the protective shield of Black Phoenix Valley could not withstand it, and a large gap appeared.

It was wide enough for over a hundred people to pass through.

Lin Xuan was delighted at such an opportunity and did not hesitate. He raised his hand and called out, "All fellow cultivators, follow me into battle."

Before the words were fully spoken, Lin Xuan's body radiated with intense light as he flew forward.

A soft chuckle reached his ears. A dark black phoenix appeared, its elegant form revealing that it was the Black Phoenix Valley’s true form, flying alongside him.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but smile in relief.

"Thank you for your noble deed."

"It's nothing, my lord. We are allies; fighting together is only fitting."

Before he could finish speaking, a soft roar emanated from the black phoenix, and with a flap of its wings, it was enveloped in black flames that blazed fiercely.

Countless fire arrows appeared, raining down like a storm towards the front.

"Aaah!"

A cry echoed as dozens of域外天魔 fell to their deaths. Among them were several peak spirit realm cultivators, making up about a third of the group.

One strike and they are dead!

This demoness's abilities truly impressed Lin Xuan; he had gained an additional powerful ally.

His companions weren't just one person. The black phoenix was the fastest, while the other old monsters also managed to kill their opponents and enter through the gap in the shield.

"Truly a bunch of trash!"

The Void Sovereign was both angry and shocked. What should have been a perfect situation had turned into this mess. He felt utterly defeated.

Turning his head: "Why are you still here? Go down and face the enemy."

He addressed the surrounding demon lords.

"Yes, sir!"

City gates burning can affect everyone nearby. The demon lords took an unjustified beating, naturally feeling aggrieved. However, in a world where strength ruled, they dared not voice their dissatisfaction.

They gritted their teeth as their demonic radiance flared and flew towards the front. They couldn't fight the Void Sovereign directly, so they would vent their anger on the cultivators who had intruded.

Next, the Void Sovereign slowly stood up.

"Master, you..."

The Dragon Slayer was at the back of the group when he sensed this scene, turning his head in surprise.

"As the alliance leader, Lin Xuan can lead by example. How could I sit here and not set a good example for my subordinates?"

The Void Sovereign's face darkened as he spoke, but he knew it was just an excuse. While other cultivators and demons might be manageable, Lin Xuan’s strength was formidable. Without his intervention, none of the demon lords would have been able to subdue him.

"Master, you've worked hard. That Lin Xuan is truly reckless; he dared to trouble your majesty. With Master's presence, it will surely be a quick victory!"

The Dragon Slayer wore a sycophantic smile as flattery poured from his lips.

"Humph, although Lin Xuan is formidable, he’s not something to fear. Where could that Nai Long be?"

"Humph, Nai Long the True Immortal is despicable and cowardly; he only knows how to use underhanded tactics. He wouldn't dare face Master one-on-one. I imagine he's already fled to the far reaches of the heavens."

I hope so.

Flattery was pleasant, but the Void Sovereign wasn’t a fool. He knew that such words were mere flattery and not to be taken seriously.

Nai Long’s actions lacked honor; his methods were despicable. However, his strength could not be underestimated.

To claim Nai Long feared him was merely self-deception.

That fellow must be hiding somewhere.

—

Forget about it for now. Let the situation unfold as it will. First, deal with Lin Xuan and then think of how to handle Nai Long later.

The Void Sovereign’s thoughts raced like lightning, formulating his strategy. He glanced at the sly-looking demon lord named Ma.

"Dragon Slayer, you just ascended; stay close to me. Don’t stray too far."

"Thank you, Master."

Dragon Slayer was overjoyed and bowed deeply, showering him with flattery. The Void Sovereign felt comfortable as he waved his hand: "Enough of that for now. Let’s see how I deal with this Lin Xuan brat."

Before the words were fully spoken, a pale gray demonic aura emerged from his body, enveloping the sly-looking demon lord and flying towards the front.

With the Void Sovereign personally involved, the other demon lords dared not hold back. They revealed their terrifying forms, howling as they lunged forward.

—

Meanwhile, Black Phoenix’s swift advance was followed by a group of powerful late-stage cultivators. They made quick work of any array formations or mindless域外天魔 that stood in their way.

But Lin Xuan did not show any signs of complacency. After all, the only few demon lords they had encountered so far were just a fraction of what was prepared. It didn’t make sense for there to be such an imbalance.

Before he could fully process this thought, Lin Xuan suddenly moved his brow as if sensing something: "Move!"

As soon as the words left his mouth, he flashed away with the technique of crossing through space, appearing several dozen miles ahead. Most of the other old demon lords reacted quickly too; after all, they had faced countless trials and tribulations to reach this level.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as a large area was struck by black lightning from the void, turning it into a sea of thunder. Electric sparks danced in the sky.

The power was astonishing. Fortunately, he dodged quickly; otherwise, even late-stage cultivators might have struggled to escape this storm, risking their lives.

"Humph, sneaking around for an ambush—do域外天魔 only have these meager abilities?"

Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a cold smirk.
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"Junior, do not waste my time with empty words.?" 23x.

A loud roar entered Lin Xuan's ears as the voice faded away. The sky suddenly darkened significantly, and a swirling mass of demonic fog appeared, accompanied by countless strange silver lines.

These runes seemed alive, constantly rearranging themselves. In just a few breaths, they transformed into an intricate rune array.

Spatial energy radiated out.

A dense cluster of figures emerged from the rune array, varying in height and build.

However, their aura was overwhelmingly powerful.

Journeyman Realm!

Indeed, all those present were undoubtedly Sovereign Demon level experts.

There were more than a thousand of them.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim.

He knew that the域外天魔 (Exterior Heaven Demons) had prepared extensively for this, but he never expected so many Sovereign Demon-level experts.

With enemies stronger and allies weaker, there weren't nearly as many high-ranking cultivators following him now.

However, his nightmare was far from over.

Soon, Lin Xuan's gaze fell on a tall man in purple robes.

This man was towering, much taller than ordinary humans. His appearance was fierce and intimidating; he was clearly a late-stage Journeyman Realm expert.

But Lin Xuan wasn't interested in that.

With both sides' top experts out, there were countless late-stage Journeyman Realm existences, but they weren't particularly eye-catching. There were dozens of late-stage Sovereign Demons appearing from the teleportation array, which Lin Xuan paid no mind to. His attention was drawn to this purple-robed man for a reason.

"Am I being tricked by that demoness?"

Black Phoenix's voice echoed in his ears, but before he could respond, she shook her head: "No, we personally checked the head—clearly it is real..."

"So, what you saw and fought earlier were just illusions of Void. This one before us is its true form?"

Wan Xiao, Immortal Sage, sighed. His experience was vast; though his guess was off, he was close to the truth.

The fallen Void wasn't its true form, but this one in front of them was an illusion.

Void's cultivation method was unpredictable and bizarre, making its illusion stronger than its true self.

This had nothing to do with their current predicament. Whether it was the true form or the illusion, they needed to defeat both.

These were both sides' top combatants.

The outcome would be decided here.

Sovereign Demons surrounded Void, while cultivators and demons encircled Lin Xuan like stars around the moon. Neither side acted rashly; their eyes clashed in the void, sparks flying.

In WeChat search for "Hundred Refinements to Immortality Fantasy Rain" or add "hchy1982"

The aura of demonic power interwove through the air, as if a storm was brewing. Even during the Three Realms War, there were rarely so many late-stage Journeyman Realm experts fighting simultaneously.

"Little Lin, dare you face me in one-on-one combat?"

Void's gaze fixed on Lin Xuan, filled with挑衅 (provocation).

"Why not?"

At such a time, Lin Xuan couldn't afford to back down. Otherwise, the impact on morale would be significant.

"Good, you have courage."

A trace of approval appeared on Void's face, but it was tinged with a sinister intent.

He then sneered and pulled out a banner from his sleeve, waving it lightly. A dense demonic fog spread outward.

Lin Xuan immediately detected a sweet scent.

"Not good!"

The opponent had launched an ambush. Lin Xuan wouldn't sit idly by, but before he could react, he felt dazed, as if being transported somewhere.

...

"What is this..."

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan quickly regained his senses and found the sky darkening. He was in a barren wasteland, with grayish demonic energy covering both the sky and ground. The scenery was vastly different from before, but it was undoubtedly Mount Demonic Horns.

Clearly, they had been teleported here by some forbidden technique.

In this desolate wasteland, he stood alone while facing two opponents: Void and another figure with a rat-like appearance.

However, what surprised him was that the latter's cultivation level was only early-stage Journeyman Realm.

While formidable in other places, against him, it was insignificant. Why would Void bring such an idiot as his companion?

With Lin Xuan's deep understanding and vast experience, he couldn't fathom this, but it didn't stop him from mocking Void: "Two on one—this is your friend's promise of a fair fight? Lying to me and breaking your word, do you not feel ashamed?"

"Humph. What shame could there be? Back in the Heavenly River Valley, five of you fought against my master, yet you lost. You claim that more numbers mean victory, but why should we break our word?"

"Besides, dealing with a mere child like you doesn't require my master to lie. I came here merely to assist him and witness his supreme power. No need for me to act; he can defeat you with just one finger."

Before Void could speak, the rat-faced Sovereign Demon spoke up, shamelessly displaying his audacity. Lin Xuan had only met a few cultivators as shameless as this in his life—only Nai Long could match him.

There were such characters among the Exterior Heaven Demons: Lin Xuan laughed in exasperation. "Are you Void's disciple?"

"Correct. My master is invincible; even the Arhats would bow down. If you're wise, surrender now. Otherwise..."

The Sovereign Demon's smug voice echoed, showing off his audacity.

Lin Xuan was impressed despite himself: such a bold liar was rare. "May I ask your name?"

"My true name need not be mentioned; I am now known as Devouring Dragon, meaning to kill both you and Nai Long."

"Ah, so that's the case. Your ambition exceeds your talent, but it's admirable."

This conversation made Void feel a bit embarrassed. His disciple was truly...

A light cough: "Enough with this mouthy nonsense. Lin Xuan, will you surrender to the Exterior Heaven Demons?"

"This, I'll leave to you..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. They had reached such a point; how could he possibly surrender? Moreover, given their current situation, the Exterior Heaven Demons' chances of victory were slim. What底气 (confidence) did Void have to make such a statement? (To be continued...)
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"Alright, alright."

Virtuous Void roared with anger and then laughed: "Since you ignored my good intentions, don't blame the heavens or others when you fall here later."

"Talking too much."

Lin Xuan's response was dripping with sarcasm.

After all, in this battle, either he would die or Virtuous Void would. There was no need to show any mercy.

He had faced formidable enemies before, and while Virtuous Void was certainly not trivial, claiming a hundred percent victory over him was too much to say.

Who was stronger could only be determined by the fight itself.

Clearly enraged by Lin Xuan's insolence, Virtuous Void snarled: "Little brat, if Nai Long were here, you might have had some leverage. Who are you to dare act like this? I will rip your soul and refine it!"

Before he could finish speaking, dark magical energy around him surged.

A creaking sound filled his ears as Virtuous Void's right arm suddenly swelled tenfold. The surface of the fist was covered with blood-red spikes.

It looked extremely uncomfortable. With a sharp cry, Virtuous Void hurled his fist forward.

The earth shook as the impact echoed above Lin Xuan's head.

As the波动 began, the dark punch energy surged towards Lin Xuan and transformed into a giant snake when it approached. But this was just the head of the snake; its eyes were blood red and as large as a building, while the entire head resembled a small mountain.

A terrifying pressure enveloped him.

The snake's jaws opened wide, revealing sharp fangs that emitted a dark light wave.

...

Lin Xuan sighed. Virtuous Void was indeed one of the leaders among the Demonic Lords beyond the heavens; his powers far exceeded those of ordinary demon lords. A single punch had such power.

Most people would have fallen here.

But Lin Xuan wasn't so easily dealt with. His expression remained calm, and instead of summoning a treasure, he raised his right hand and struck out in return.

As he moved, the void around him rippled, pushing away the surrounding dark energy.

A golden fist shadow emerged from this disturbance.

It clashed with the giant object in mid-air; despite their size difference, as it flew, the golden fist grew larger. Soon, it had expanded to several thousand feet.

A massive spiritual pressure emanated from its surface.

Then, the true head of a dragon materialized.

Golden light shone brightly as the true dragon opened its mouth slowly.

This slowness was merely an illusion; time seemed to have stopped at that moment.

The dragon's breath collided with the dark energy wave emitted by the demon snake.

A deafening explosion shook the sky, interweaving golden and black energy waves.

But soon, the golden energy devoured the dark energy. Lin Xuan's punch, though seemingly simple, contained a supreme secret technique—True Spirit Sword Art.

Virtuous Void had no time to prepare; he was naturally unable to withstand it. The head of the demon snake quickly turned to ashes.

The tables were turned!

This result made Virtuous Void's face reveal a hint of anger.

His eyes, which previously held a trace of contempt, now showed a serious expression.

"Brat, you dare..."

With a loud shout, he pushed his hands forward.

As he moved, dark energy in front of him churned and formed a swirling vortex.

Though only a foot wide, it was extremely dark. Yet, it contained immense magical power.

"Not good!"

Lin Xuan, who had fought many battles, recognized the scene instantly. He didn't want to resist; he raised his right hand and shot out a spell from his fingertips. The shadow of the true dragon's head disintegrated, and Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

Boom!

The next moment, a loud explosion echoed as the space where Lin Xuan had stood was devoured.

Indeed, it was devouring!

This wasn't like ordinary natural laws; its power was destructive.

Lin Xuan dodged this attack with a serious expression.

A great name means no empty talk; Virtuous Void truly was formidable. Ordinary methods wouldn't work on him.

Then...

Lin Xuan raised his hands, more accurately, stretched them out. A layer of silver light expanded from his body.

Domain!

Lin Xuan unleashed his hidden power and countless silver threads shot out from his body.

These threads were so dazzling that they split into finer strands.

Transforming the sword into threads!

This was originally a secret technique of Fairy Hundred Flowers, but now it had surpassed its original form. With the domain's enhancement effect, it perfectly aligned with all natural laws, making it virtually indestructible.

"Chaos Domain, this is impossible... How could you understand..."

Virtuous Void widened his eyes in disbelief. However, there was no time for him to fully comprehend.

In a battle between experts, every millisecond counted.

A fierce expression appeared on his face as he grabbed the air with one hand. Black light flashed, and an oddly shaped demon blade materialized before him.

It was several dozen feet long, neither a knife nor a sword.

At the same time, dark energy rose from his body like a tornado, spreading to all sides. He too had activated his domain.

Destructive power!

With a shake of his wrist, "sibilant" sounds echoed as shocking demon light exploded and swept down like silver threads.

Domain against domain; law against law. The two immediately left no room for retention, almost deciding the outcome in an instant.

In the next moment, silver light zipped through while dark energy shot everywhere.

The destructive power devoured even the void. However, the collapsed space quickly reverted to a chaotic state.

It was as if everything had just begun or life hadn't yet been born.

Chaos, nothingness. But soon, the destructive force surged like a tide towards them.

In my domain, I am in charge; within it, I can easily manipulate all natural laws. However, when two domain experts meet on such a narrow path, what would be the result?

This scene perfectly illustrated it.

Lin Xuan was no longer trivial, and Virtuous Void was even more formidable. In the existence of domains, both could be considered top-tier experts. The result of their simultaneous use of domains was that different forces continuously eroded each other.

Suddenly, the dim sky brightened as all magical energy in the world dissipated... No, it wasn't dissipating; it was being devoured. Not just dark energy but also other primordial energies were consumed.

This lonely plain turned into a barren space devoid of any spiritual or demonic energy. In short, there was no trace of natural energy whatsoever. (To be continued...)
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The scene was desolate, with not a blade of grass in sight.

One needn't even mention the Spirit Realm; in the Human World too, though the primordial energy was thin, it never entirely disappeared.

However, within my domain, I am the master. The duel between these two realm masters completely altered the laws of this region's space and spirit energy vanished along with dark energies. It turned into an empty place.

Yet they were oblivious to this change. The sounds of breaking air filled the area as their battle raged on fiercely, still without a clear winner.

No one had gained any significant advantage over the other. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and withdrew his domain.

This divine technique was indeed powerful, but it consumed immense amounts of mana. Even for Lin Xuan, he couldn't sustain it indefinitely. The fact that he could maintain it for so long already demonstrated his extraordinary mana.

Lin Xuan's counterpart, Void, also shared this view.

Since the realm had proven ineffective against each other, they should reserve these techniques for critical moments.

The two repositioned themselves to face each other once more. Cracks began to appear in the space around them due to the chaotic spatial laws, and it seemed impossible for them to repair on their own.

For ordinary cultivators, these spatial rifts were deadly traps, but Lin Xuan and Void paid no heed to them. At their current strength, even a spatial storm could be resisted; what was a mere crack?

"Friend's divine technique is indeed impressive."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of amusement.

"Hmph, that's exactly what I wanted to say," said Void with a cruel expression. "Young Lin, I admit I underestimated you earlier." "You think my domain couldn't harm you? I have other tricks up my sleeve; try this out and see its power."

Before the words were fully spoken, Void raised his demonic blade high. The once lonely realm suddenly filled with pale dark energy that converged towards the blade.

Then a terrifying shadow fell from above as a monstrous figure appeared over Void's head. It resembled a toad but was about the size of a small mountain, its body dark and its eyes blood-red, with nine of them.

Nine-eyed Blood Toad?

No, not this demon creature; it was merely a manifestation of his divine technique.

Before Lin Xuan could fully process this thought, he heard a "croak" as space became blurry. A long, rope-like thing sliced through the void and rushed towards him.

That wasn't a rope at all but rather the monster's tongue, which stretched to over a thousand feet in length like a sword, piercing Lin Xuan with deadly intent.

Lin Xuan waved his sleeve and the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram emerged from it. The ancient scroll unfolded, filling his vision with colorful sword energy.

The area was now impenetrable; no matter how much water you poured on it would not seep through.

Before the Nine-eyed Blood Toad's tongue could get close, it was shredded into dust.

Then the sword light converged in the middle, revealing a shimmering green dragon that lunged at the toad.

The two collided and were torn apart like paper.

The battle was swift and decisive, leaving Lin Xuan slightly surprised as he felt something amiss.

Suddenly, an unexpected change occurred. A series of "bang" sounds echoed as the Nine-eyed Blood Toad's remnants exploded in a self-destruct sequence, reverting to dark energy, now crimson.

This crimson energy enveloped the green dragon, which was also dyed blood-red.

A flick of its tail sent it flying towards Lin Xuan.

This wasn't over yet. Void laughed maniacally and his demonic blade transformed into a circular disk.

The disk was ancient in appearance with five ancient demons imprinted at its center—some had three heads and six arms, others were green-faced and fanged. Each emitted an extremely terrifying aura.

Void spat out a drop of blood towards the disk. The picture twisted as the five demons materialized, holding strange weapons and emitting dark energy.

"What...?" Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned by this scene.

A chill ran down his spine; he felt something very wrong.

"Ha ha, boy, these five demons are all powerful enemies I've slain before. See that one in the middle? He's one of the Nine True Demon Ancestors—Painted Demon. Due to time constraints, I couldn't complete my ritual, but he still has a significant portion of his power, far surpassing ordinary late-stage Golden Pathers. When these five merge, let me see how much you can do to turn danger into safety."

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. However, these five demons weren't the immediate concern.

The crimson dark energy could contaminate his attacks; the dragon had already closed in.

Lin Xuan sighed and sent a spell towards the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram before him.

A series of breaking sounds echoed as countless sword energies shot out from the artifact, clashing with the retaliating dragon.

Regarding the five demons, Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows. Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emerged from his body but did not form myriad sword energies; only nine swords appeared.

Then Lin Xuan roared loudly and a colorful light enveloped his head as nine different true spirits materialized.

Phoenixes, peacocks, great phoenixes, Vermilion Bird, golden sunbirds, qilins, white tigers, nine-headed birds, and a mountain gorilla known for its strength.

"What...?"

Void was speechless. Lin Xuan ignored him, raised his head, let out a clear cry that pierced the sky, and raised his right hand to his crown.

As he moved, the true spirit shadows emerged from above while the Nine Palaces Momentary Swords began to respond, emitting divine light. The nine true spirit shadows then flew towards different shaped celestial swords.

They merged.

The original shadows transformed into实体之物。

九股强大的气息弥漫而出。

真灵化剑诀！

对方祭出五魔，林轩不得已，当然也只能使用自己压箱底的秘术。

Void's eyes widened in shock, his face showing disbelief: "Impossible. True Spirit to Sword Technique is the favored secret of Heavenly Witch Goddess; where did you learn it?"

It was no wonder this demon was shocked. Back then, due to the Blue Star Sea, the Heavenly Witch Goddess had single-handedly entered the Outer Demonic Realm. Although she was eventually captured and imprisoned in the Demon Dragon Pool, she still killed many demons, nearly half of them by her hand. (To be continued...)
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The astonishing power displayed by the Heavenly Witch Immortal Woman was not as formidable as that of the Asura, but it certainly wouldn't be much less. Compared to true immortals who had descended from heaven, her abilities might even surpass theirs, especially when it came to the True Spirit Condensation Sword Art, which was incredibly powerful.

As one of the major leaders among the Demonic Deities of the Outer Realm, Void had also crossed swords with the Heavenly Witch Immortal Woman. He was deeply impressed by this secret technique.

Seeing Lin Xuan perform it now, he couldn't possibly fail to recognize it. His shock nearly sent him into a state of panic.

It seemed somewhat unbelievable, but for them, old monsters at their level, such fears were not mere idle talk. They knew very well the truth behind these words.

But what could fear do? His strength and identity were there. He couldn't beg or surrender. Lin Xuan was indeed using the True Spirit Condensation Sword Art, but it didn’t necessarily mean he would win over all heroes as the Heavenly Witch Immortal Woman had done.

With this thought in mind, Void regained his composure. With a fierce cry, those five demonic heads immediately let out strange grunts and shot towards Lin Xuan from all directions.

The demonic energy surged, leaving everyone speechless. Void didn't exaggerate; these five demonic heads were far beyond the capabilities of ordinary realm experts to handle.

But what could it matter? Lin Xuan remained calm. After all, the True Spirit Condensation Sword Art was no joke, and he had allies. Wasn’t he alone?

No, that answer was clearly negative.

Thus, with a wave of his sleeve, spiritual light appeared, and two beautiful girls materialized before him. Their skin was like snow, their brows like distant mountains; they were like celestial maidens fallen to the mortal world.

Of course, these were Moon and Little Butterfly. Lin Xuan had brought them along for support.

He glanced at the five demonic heads in front of him: "You don't need to win; just hold off for a moment. With your powers, Moon and Little Butterfly, you should be able to manage."

"Master, have no worry."

Moon obediently agreed. Although she saw it as a difficult task, her master said so, so she would do her best.

In short, she wouldn't let him down.

---

"Little Sister Moon, don’t be afraid; I’m here," came a soft call from behind. In contrast to Moon’s nervousness, Little Butterfly was confident. After all, her true form was the Illusory Moon Moth. No matter how powerful the enemy, even if she couldn't defeat them, using her innate power to tie them down for a while would be no problem.

Before the words were fully spoken, Little Butterfly waved her sleeve, and points of starlight swam out from between her sleeves. They soon transformed into towering mountains and valleys.

The landscape stretched endlessly, with apes howling in the midst of the dense foliage. Countless gray shadows shot out from the mountains, transforming into giant apes, their faces fierce as they charged at the five demons.

"Trying to die!"

Void wasn’t impressed by this. His five demonic heads were stronger than ordinary realm experts; a few spells meant nothing.

But what could it matter? Despite the chaos, Lin Xuan remained calm. The True Spirit Condensation Sword Art was powerful enough, and he had allies. Wasn't he alone?

No, that answer was clearly negative.

Thus, with a wave of his sleeve, spiritual light appeared, and two beautiful girls materialized before him. Their skin was like snow, their brows like distant mountains; they were like celestial maidens fallen to the mortal world.

Of course, these were Moon and Little Butterfly. Lin Xuan had brought them along for support.

He glanced at the five demonic heads in front of him: "You don’t need to win; just hold off for a moment. With your powers, Little Sister Moon and Little Butterfly, you should be able to manage."

"Master, have no worry."

Moon obediently agreed. Although she saw it as a difficult task, her master said so, so she would do her best.

In short, she wouldn’t let him down.

---

"Little Sister Moon, don't be afraid; I’m here," came a soft call from behind. In contrast to Little Butterfly’s confidence, Moon was nervous. After all, her true form was the Illusory Moon Moth. No matter how powerful the enemy, even if she couldn’t defeat them, using her innate power to tie them down for a while would be no problem.

Before the words were fully spoken, Little Butterfly waved her sleeve, and points of starlight swam out from between her sleeves. They soon transformed into towering mountains and valleys.

The landscape stretched endlessly, with apes howling in the midst of the dense foliage. Countless gray shadows shot out from the mountains, transforming into giant apes, their faces fierce as they charged at the five demons.

"Trying to die!"

Void wasn’t impressed by this. His five demonic heads were stronger than ordinary realm experts; a few spells meant nothing.

But what could it matter? Despite the chaos, Lin Xuan remained calm. The True Spirit Condensation Sword Art was powerful enough, and he had allies. Wasn't he alone?

No, that answer was clearly negative.

Thus, with a wave of his sleeve, spiritual light appeared, and nine-headed birds, phoenixes, peacocks, giant ravens, golden sunbirds, qilins, white tigers, and other creatures rushed forward towards Void.

The scene became chaotic!

---

As the saying goes, even heroes can't fight off too many. With this sudden situation, even Void was caught off guard, nearly losing his balance. However, thanks to his formidable powers, he managed to block them despite looking a bit disheveled.

With more time, he could surely turn things around. But just as he thought that, a sycophantic voice rang out: "Master, don’t worry; I’ll help you."

The cunning-looking demon lord shouted and reached into his waistband, summoning an oddly shaped weapon that looked like scissors. It flew towards Lin Xuan.

"Disciple, you needn't intervene," Void saw clearly and felt both amused and irritated. But he was also grateful for the disciple’s loyalty, despite his penchant for flattery.

It was rare to find a disciple who would risk their life to protect him. However, with such meager skills, wanting to match Lin Xuan in combat was asking for trouble.

Knowing that good music is hard to come by, Void stopped him and waved his sleeve, sending a demonic wind that enveloped the cunning-looking demon lord. With a tug, he hid behind himself.

Most of the Demonic Deities from the Outer Realm were cunning and ruthless, but this scene showed that Void genuinely appreciated his newly acquired disciple.

Lin Xuan hadn’t paid much attention to these minor incidents, but just then, something unexpected happened.

The cunning-looking demon lord had managed to evade danger but didn’t put away his weapon. Instead, he cast a spell forward.

The scissors-like treasure emitted dazzling light and suddenly plunged towards Void’s back with great force.

Despite Void's experience, he was unprepared for this sudden attack. "Bang" echoed in his ears as his protective energy was breached. The opponent, being a true cultivator of the highest rank, reacted swiftly.

At the critical moment, demonic energy surged on his body, and a layer of dense scales appeared on his surface.

The cunning-looking demon lord saw this with a sneer. He shouted, "Explosion!"

Boom! His own life-bound demonic treasure was detonated. (To be continued...)
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Indeed, a命魔 treasure!

Such an outcome was unforeseen even by Lin Xuan. A look of surprise appeared on his face.

But with a loud explosion heard, the astonishing qi wave enveloped the void, and from within came the other party's shocked and angry scolding.

Truly, this rat-faced fellow might not be formidable in power, but he had managed to survive the Tribulation Period. The life essence treasure nurtured in his dantian for countless years naturally possessed immense strength. Moreover, it carried an element of surprise that made him even more dangerous.

By calculating the other's lack of foresight, the Void Tyrant never expected his newly acquired disciple to ambush him. Caught off guard, he fell into a trap set by Lin Xuan.

Angry and frustrated, he nearly burst with rage. Meanwhile, Lin Xuan, though surprised, could not afford to let this opportunity slip away. After all, letting such a foe escape would bring endless trouble.

With a flick of his sleeve, Lin Xuan summoned the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram.

The piercing sounds filled the air as the sky was almost entirely covered by the colorful sword qi raining down from every direction, rushing towards the Void Tyrant.

"Rat scum!"

The Void Tyrant naturally erupted in anger. How could he possibly sit idly by?

However, a single misstep led to his downfall. In this moment, he truly experienced the humiliation of a tiger falling into plain sight and a dragon swimming shallow waters—how unlucky he was.

Despite having astonishing powers, he struggled to use them effectively. Each of the nine true spirits posed a challenge, compounded by the countless sword qi. In an instant, his defenses were breached.

The Void Tyrant did not fall, but he suffered severe injuries.

Blood spewed out, but this fellow's abilities were truly formidable. Despite being in dire straits, he refused to give up. With a fierce shout, a blood beam shot from his mouth.

It circled around his shoulders and detached one of his arms. Then with a loud explosion, the terrifying qi wave blocked the approaching true spirits and sword qi.

Cutting off his arm!

This fellow was truly remarkable. Seizing this opportunity, he transformed into a streak of lightning to break free. Such an outcome surprised Lin Xuan as well; he couldn't help but think that perhaps this would allow him to escape with his life.

But just then, the figure blurred, and the rat-faced tyrant appeared before him, blocking his escape route.

The Void Tyrant's eyes turned red with hatred. "You scoundrel! I treated you kindly. Why did you betray me?"

"Ha ha, I'm Nai Long."

The other's expression was a playful grin, nearly making the Void Tyrant spit out old blood.

With an incredulous look: "You're Nai Long? Impossible! Even if you can disguise yourself, how could you impersonate one of our域外天魔 and even fool me?"

Nai Long’s true power was formidable, but no true immortal had such abilities.

Lin Xuan was also surprised. He still had great confidence in his Divine Phoenix Eyes, but this fellow seemed flawless. Clearly, he was a域外天魔, how could Nai Long be the big brother?

"Seeing is believing, do you know why pigs die?" The rat-faced tyrant's expression was smug: "Because they're stupid."

"Haha, who says impersonating a域外天魔 requires disguise? Don't you think only you can possess another's body while I cannot?"

"You... You possessed a域外天魔’s body?"

Both were still finding it hard to believe.

"Cough, of course not me. Such a charming and dashing figure as myself would never possess such an ugly creature."

Nai Long the True Immortal was smug: "But although I disdain doing so, for the sake of our spiritual realm's future, temporarily cultivating a fragment of my soul to possess this newly promoted tyrant is still possible. Haha, he originally was a域外天魔; how could you, Void Tyrant, detect any flaws?"

The Void Tyrant spat out blood in anger.

Nai Long’s words had some merit, but what truly deceived him was the other's attitude.

Think about it—Nai Long the True Immortal was one of the top existences in all three realms. His reputation and power were almost on par with Loose Immortals and Demon Kings. Such a high-ranking cultivator would naturally be proud and arrogant.

But Nai Long did what? He bowed, flattered, and even became his disciple. For any great being, this was an insult that no one would endure. Yet Nai Long took it in stride; Lin Xuan couldn't fathom how he could accept such a humiliation.

The Void Tyrant's eyes bulged with rage as his heart filled with sorrow. But Nai Long did not feel ashamed and wore an extremely smug expression, turning to Lin Xuan: "How does my wisdom impress you, little brother? Have you been bowing down in admiration?"

Lin Xuan was speechless...

Nai Long's thick face was truly impressive; he didn't know how to respond. He could only smile it off—after all, Nai Long was his big brother. While he couldn’t praise him, he certainly wouldn’t undermine him!

The Void Tyrant, unable to bear it any longer, roared in anger and lunged at Nai Long.

Indeed, Nai Long was remarkable. The Void Tyrant's situation was dire; originally, he intended to escape, but Nai Long’s rage made him forget his own safety, wanting to eliminate Nai Long.

However, he forgot that the tyrant before him was merely a puppet controlled by a fragment of Nai Long’s soul.

Seeing him approach, the tyrant didn't dodge but instead showed a hint of satisfaction.

Both were close enough for their bodies to collide. Although the Void Tyrant was blinded by rage, he wasn’t a fool and realized his mistake in a flash. He tried to avoid it but was too late.

"Stupid, you seek your own death; blame not this handsome fellow."

Nai Long's smug voice echoed as his body suddenly expanded like an inflated balloon. The Void Tyrant knew exactly what Nai Long intended, his face turning pale with dread. (To be continued...)
第四千零五十八章 虚无陨落

Small indulgences can ruin great plans!

He had been repeatedly tricked by Master Nael Dragon. The sorrow and anger in his heart were overwhelming.

However, at this moment, he was powerless to change the situation.

With a deafening roar, shockwaves filled the air as countless dark符文spewed out, enveloping him. Each符文exuded an immense pressure.

The demon sovereign that Nael Dragon had possessed was indeed only at the early劫stage, far weaker than Void. But the accumulated power within his body was still formidable.

As the saying goes: "Even if it costs a life, dare to pull down the emperor." At this point of self-destruction, even if Void hadn't been severely injured, he would still be unable to withstand it.

Amidst the thunderous sounds, his mournful cries could be heard. Lin Xuan wouldn’t let such an opportunity slip away. With a sigh, the shadow of the Nine True Spirits vanished, replaced by a pale silver仙剑in his hand.

Thin as a cicada's wing!

Lin Xuan flipped his hand and swung it downward with incredible dexterity, creating a magnificent sword energy that obscured the sky. However, in an instant, all the sword energies condensed into a slender crystal thread, vanishing into the explosion’s center.

The target was Void’s head.

Lin Xuan, having fought many battles, had seized this perfect opportunity. Even if Void were at full strength, he would still struggle to defend against such an attack. Now, his situation was dire.

A scream pierced his ears as Void barely managed to move back a few feet, averting the critical hit but losing most of his body. Only half of his head remained, bloodied and mangled. If it were anyone else, they would have fallen at this point, but Void’s vitality was extraordinary. His remaining body was protected by a black shield, while he struggled to drive a white bone shield.

The dark veil that surrounded him had condensed from the black符文emanating from the bone shield.

The fierce gale winds were blocked by this shield, and Void's face was filled with madness as he desperately tried to escape: "Despicable! Taking advantage of someone in distress, dirty tricks. Lin boy, you win unfairly."

Lin Xuan smiled.

He might not have Nael Dragon’s thick skin, but such accusations meant nothing to him.

Winning unfairly?

But the域外天魔 had invaded the spirit realm first. Did they still adhere to one-on-one combat rules?

Such behavior was neither gentlemanly nor wise.

Lin Xuan paid no heed to Void's empty words and prepared to finish him off.

With a wave of his sleeve, a flame shot out from his sleeve, fusing with the Nine Palaces Sword. Simultaneously, black lightning appeared on the blade surface.

Phantom Yin Divine Thunder!

Phantom Spirit Heavenly Fire!

Lin Xuan had put in all his effort this time. He would not let Void escape after being defeated. Today, he must ensure Void's complete destruction here.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan took another step forward.
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A silver glow emanated from his body, enveloping a few feet around him.

My domain is my will, with various celestial laws swirling within.

But instead of conflicting, they supported each other and were all concentrated on the Nine Palaces Sword.

The silver light became even more dazzling, like the sun. Void's face turned pale as he shouted: "Impossible! Even ordinary先天objects can't bear so many celestial laws at once. You haven’t passed beyond the劫stage, so how could your treasure be a divine dwelling’s rare gem?"

"Let Master Dao test my innate treasure to see for yourself."

Lin Xuan’s lips curled in mockery as he swung his sword again.

A silver beam of light shot down like a river from the heavens, carrying countless sword energies and森然laws, sweeping towards Void.

Void saw this clearly, his face turning pale. His situation was dire; he couldn’t withstand such an attack. With his remaining eye filled with madness, it exploded in a burst of black lines.

Though only half of his body remained, its power was immense, enough to block Lin Xuan’s full force.

In the blood, a dark ray shot out.

Soul Leaving Body!

Desperate for survival, Void wouldn’t let himself perish. Even if he lost his flesh, as long as his soul remained intact, he could rise again.

Lin Xuan reacted too late. But at this moment, a light laugh entered his ears. Accompanying it was a black ray that shot out with incredible speed, catching Void off guard and blocking his escape path.

"You..."

The soul’s eyes widened in panic but were too late to dodge. The black line passed by, splitting the soul in two.

Death?

No, the answer was negative.

In the next moment, the two halves of the soul rolled and shot out in opposite directions.

Lin Xuan was amazed; Void's cultivation techniques were truly unique, allowing him to survive such a situation.

However, if he could still run away like this, Lin Xuan’s face would be saved.

With a sigh, silver light flared from his eyes. He shouted: "Break it!"

Before the words left his mouth, a thick beam of light shot out from his right eye.

It vanished in an instant, followed by a scream as the beam hit the half soul on the right side.

The power of this beam was formidable, vaporizing him instantly.

Heaven Phoenix Divine Eye!

Indeed, Lin Xuan had used this secret technique. When perfected, it not only shattered all illusions but also possessed lethal force.

This was his first time using it since becoming an expert, and the results were extraordinary.

But Void’s soul still remained half intact.

A light laugh echoed in his ears again.

Then, a delicate hand extended from the darkness, moving with incredible precision to grasp the fleeing soul. The palm glowed with eerie magical flames.
第四千零五十九章 胜负的关键

"Ahh!"

The reluctant and pitiful scream that entered his ears was short-lived and helpless. Void, once so arrogant in the Spirit Realm, had finally met its end.

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief as he turned to look at the exquisite young maiden before him: "Thank you for your assistance, Fairy. May I ask where you are from?"

"Why should I tell you."

The black-robed maiden's expression was cool and indifferent.

Lin Xuan was speechless.

Such an attitude left him unable to say a word. He couldn't possibly turn hostile; after all, she had helped him defeat Void.

If only his big brother Nai Long were here.

At this moment, Lin Xuan missed Nai Long deeply. Nai Long was the best at dealing with such spoiled young maidens. As they say, beneath a great reputation lies no falsehood—Nai Long, known as the first flower of the Three Realms, had lived up to his reputation. For Lin Xuan, it was only watching helplessly.

Seeing Lin Xuan at a loss, the winged woman finally smiled, though she didn't stay long. Wrapped in black lotus petals like when she arrived, she vanished strangely.

With Void's fall, the five Demonic Beasts he had summoned lost their leader and became uncontrolled treasures. Soon, they were subdued by Yue'er and Xiaodie.

This battle could be considered over for now.

Next was to break this strange space or more accurately, leave it behind.

Though the environment here was somewhat special, it was undoubtedly on Demon Screw Mountain. Lin Xuan released his divine sense; despite the restrictions, he quickly pinpointed their location.

"Yue'er, Xiaodie, let's go."

Lin Xuan called out.

The two girls naturally had no objections.

Thus, the three of them formed a line and flew forward.

Of course, they would encounter array formations and prohibitions along the way. But for them, these were mere formalities—unless it was an ancient prohibition like the Nine True Demonic Subduing Array from Penglai Immortal Island. Otherwise, Lin Xuan could break through any ordinary array in a moment with no difficulty.

As for encountering域外天魔in this small area, it was the latter who bore the misfortune. Poor souls didn't know Void had already fallen and were viciously attacking Lin Xuan.

The outcome was predictable.

...

Throughout their journey, though not entirely smooth sailing, Lin Xuan paid little mind to the minor setbacks, treating them as a game.

Quite amusing!

In just a moment, a tea's time passed.

A rumbling explosion echoed in his ears. The area within a ten-thousand-li radius was filled with swirling Spirit Light and flying treasures, as the fundamental energy of heaven and earth trembled violently.

Though described as vast, this area held no significance for those at the Tribulation Stage, who fought with immense power.

Yet, in such a small space, over a thousand cultivators gathered—each an expert above the Tribulation Stage.

Some fought one-on-one, while others formed groups of three or five to fight together. Occasionally, they switched opponents or took the opportunity to attack nearby enemies from the side.

Thus, each person had to keep their eyes and ears open, maintaining high alertness as they engaged in battle.

Clanging sounds filled his ears, and Spirit Light flickered erratically. If one word could describe this scene, it was chaos—boiling with noise, a chaotic mess.

Despite the intense fighting, the cultivators were at a disadvantage overall.

This wasn't surprising. The Demonic Beasts' strength was slightly superior to that of their counterparts, and they had more numbers. With the abundant Demon Screw Mountain energy, they held the advantage in timing, location, and manpower. It would be strange if they didn't have the upper hand.

Lin Xuan knew this, so he wasn’t anxious when he heard the scene. Instead, a smile played on his lips… The situation before him was even better than what he had imagined.

The tide of battle for the cultivators turned at this point.

It wasn’t because of his arrival.

Of course, his strength was formidable, but these were all experts above the Tribulation Stage. Lin Xuan didn't think he could single-handedly turn the tide.

Instead, it was the fall of Void that changed the balance of power.

The Demonic Beasts truly had no leader now.

Void's death would deal them a devastating blow to their morale.

This wasn’t mere rhetoric.

Lin Xuan was certain the Demonic Beasts would soon collapse like a mountain of sand.

Taking a deep breath, Lin Xuan’s voice boomed like the first spring thunder: "Demons from beyond the heavens, listen carefully—Void is dead. If you continue to act recklessly, only your destruction awaits. Surrender now, and I will ensure your safe return to the Outer Demonic Realm."

Time seemed to stand still.

The previously chaotic battle froze as everyone heard Lin Xuan’s voice clearly over a ten-thousand-li radius.

It was as if thunder had struck their ears.

Was it just showmanship?

No, because of who Lin Xuan was.

He wasn’t lying even though he was the head of the Immortal Dao Alliance; after all, deceit in the cultivation world was common among these old monsters.

The shock came from what everyone had witnessed—Lin Xuan and Void leaving together. Clearly, they were fighting one-on-one.

Now that Lin Xuan returned safely while Void disappeared without a trace, what did this mean?

Everything was clear.

But the news was too shocking for immediate digestion.

Indeed, in the battle at Heaven River Valley, Void had defeated five people, including Lin Xuan, with ease. How could it be now…

Surely, back then, only his avatar fought, not his true form, so it wasn’t entirely unbelievable. But still, it was too incredible.

After all, one of the Nine True Demons, the Picture Demon, had fallen to Void.

Lin Xuan’s prowess was truly unparalleled.

Everyone assumed Lin Xuan single-handedly defeated Void without knowing the details of that battle.

"Immortal Alliance Head—your power is unmatched in the Spirit Realm!"

"Alliance Head—unmatched under heaven!"

"Demons from beyond the heavens, you are mere clowns. Surrender now."

...

After a moment, both cultivators and demons loudly cheered, their faces filled with extreme excitement.

Everyone was沸腾…

However, some of this was pretense; as experts above the Tribulation Stage, they had seen it all, so it wasn’t easy to get excited.

But they understood that this was the best time to crush the Demons’ confidence and morale. Emotionally and logically, they needed to cooperate with Lin Xuan’s performance.

Thus, every cultivator acted extremely excited, bowing down to Lin Xuan in admiration. (To be continued...)
第四千零六十章 没有巧合

With one swift push, this was the perfect opportunity to defeat the Heavenly Demons from beyond the realm. The cultivators dared not exert themselves fully; instead, they looked at the demoralized state of the Heavenly Demons.

Their morale rested on the Void—unmatched in reputation and power far surpassing their own. Even the Great Demon Lord had fallen, so staying here was akin to suicide.

Escaping seemed like the only option.

Although the Heavenly Demons loved a good fight, they also cherished their lives. Cultivation was for longevity; it wasn't easy to reach the Tribulation Transcending stage. Who would willingly die here?

But logic aside, what if… Lin Xuan was lying? Perhaps the Void had merely encountered trouble and was temporarily trapped.

In that case, escaping now wouldn’t allow him to fulfill his duty later.

The other Demon Lords were not surprised by this thought. After all, the Void's power was evident; it would be hard for such a formidable figure to fall so easily. It seemed more likely he was just posturing.

Amidst their indecision, the cultivators' eyes darted around, each hesitating.

They couldn’t leave, but staying also posed difficulties.

"Stop listening to this guy's nonsense. The Great Void’s power is unmatched; how could he possibly fall? He must be making it up."

"But making it up?"

Lin Xuan turned his head towards the foolish fellow who had spoken. It was a demon with an ugly appearance and towering stature, sporting two heads on its shoulders. Its arms resembled those of a mantis.

Midway through the Tribulation stage, he truly had the courage to speak so boldly.

"Truly stubborn. If you don’t believe the Great Void has fallen, then go down there and join him."

Lin Xuan’s voice was calm as he flicked his sleeves, revealing a shower of green light. Countless sword lights descended upon the Demon Lord with relentless force.

The demon lord was startled. He hadn't expected such an aggressive attack from Lin Xuan's single word.

Despite his trepidation, he wouldn’t surrender easily. After all, he was at the Tribulation stage.

With a mighty roar, countless arcane and profound demonic runes surged forth, enveloping him in layers. Amidst the demonic aura, he summoned numerous treasures.

He then took a deep breath, opening his blood-stained maw without making a sound. A series of black shockwaves erupted from it.

Wherever they went, the void was riddled with cracks. The power was undeniable.

But to no avail. The sword lights cut through effortlessly, rendering useless both the shockwaves and the treasures he had released. Lin Xuan wanted to make an example; his attack was clean and decisive.

This seemingly casual strike left nothing to chance.

He aimed for a one-hit kill!

"Ah!"

A scream echoed as the unfortunate Demon Lord realized he couldn't even block it. His physical body was riddled with wounds, and his essence core had perished. He died in agony.

They say misfortune comes from one's own mouth. Why did he have to foolishly insist that the Great Void hadn’t fallen? If he remained silent, everything would be fine.

But there is no regret in the cultivation world. Lin Xuan’s move achieved exactly what he intended—silence.

If the fall of the Great Void was just hearsay, then this scene before their eyes was a firsthand witness.

Indeed, they were all top-tier figures; an intermediate-level Demon Lord couldn’t stand out among them. But he wasn’t useless either, having been dispatched by Lin Xuan in one fell swoop.

The shock was palpable. Many lost confidence in the formidable enemy, making it seem possible that even the Great Demon Lord could fall to a trap.

Suddenly, cries of battle filled the air as more Heavenly Demons poured forward from ahead. It wasn’t reinforcements but a rout.

They were all disheveled and looked utterly defeated.

What had happened?

The Demon Lords stared in disbelief. Could it be that news of the Great Void’s fall had reached them too?

That was impossible; they were still hesitating, so no one could have reported to them yet.

"Stop panicking! What's going on?" a four-armed demon lord roared, black demonic aura surging from his body. He grabbed a nearby demon with his right hand.

"Report to the Great Lord! Many reinforcements have arrived, including several Tribulation Transcending cultivators. We can't hold them off."

"What?"

The Demon Lords exchanged glances, realizing the truth. Reinforcements, and some at the Tribulation stage… Could it be…

The answer was clear—the Immortal Alliance had gathered most of the powerful figures from the Naleng Dragon Realm. The only ones capable of providing reinforcements now were the Penglai Immortal Island.

Only Naleng True Immortal’s followers could have so many non-Immortal Alliance cultivators, and they were all experts.

Lin Xuan showed no surprise on his face; he had known his brother was coming but had remained hidden. Now that the Great Void was gone, it was time to launch a full-scale attack.

"Look, what is this…"

Before Lin Xuan could finish, Mo Yue nodded. Though there was no prior agreement, husband and wife shared a telepathic connection. With Mo Yue’s intelligence, she understood her young master's intentions.

With a wave of her hand, countless black lightning arcs appeared in her palm. A cold wind howled as ghostly mists swirled, revealing five demonic heads with different appearances.

Some had two heads and four arms; others were green-skinned and fanged. Despite their blank expressions, the aura they emitted was unmistakably late-stage Tribulation Transcending.

"These are… the Five Demons created by the Great Void!"

Recognizing them quickly, one of the Demon Lords exclaimed.

"It can’t be! These are the Great Void’s cherished possessions; how could they end up in someone else's hands? Could it be that… he really has fallen?"

...

With so much evidence before their eyes, there was no room for doubt.

If one incident might have been a coincidence, many couldn't all be coincidences.

The Demon Lords looked at each other with fear in their eyes. They had committed countless atrocities in the Spirit Realm; now bound and helpless, would Lin Xuan spare them?

No one knew, and no one wanted to risk it. The atmosphere grew tense.

Suddenly, an unexpected change occurred. A demon lord with a pair of copper-ringed eyes suddenly stomped his foot, transforming into a sharp streak that shot upwards. In the blink of an eye, he was several dozen miles away before cold laughter echoed: "It’s better to seek one's own salvation than rely on others. Why wait for him to spare us when we can escape ourselves? Lin Xuan may be powerful, but if we can't defeat him, how could he stop us from leaving?"

Before his words were fully spoken, he was already a hundred miles away. Such speed was indeed characteristic of a Tribulation Transcending demon.

PS: No more talk; three updates tomorrow! (To be continued...)
第四千零六十一章 秦妍的来意

This choice wasn't entirely wrong. After all, no one willingly waited for death unless it was absolutely unavoidable. With a leader present, the域外天魔 began to stir.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer as he said, "Good胆色, but too foolish to show off in front of me."

Before his words could fully leave his mouth, Lin Xuan remained calm and pointed at the sky with one finger.

A "pfft" sound entered his ears as a multi-colored crystal shot out from his fingertips, transforming into a slender streak of light that vanished instantly.

The speed was like lightning; even the old monsters present couldn't help but narrow their eyes. The next moment, screams filled the air, causing chills to run down the spines of the cultivators present. The flames caught up with the fleeing black streak, and despite being an中期魔尊, his protective aura failed him. Upon contact, he was set ablaze, turning into a brilliant ball of fire.

The魔尊 was enveloped by the flames, screams echoing in Lin Xuan's ears. He wouldn't sit idly by; he desperately tried to shake off the flames. However, no matter how powerful his treasures or secret techniques were, they proved ineffective against this fire. He rolled around in the sky like a madman, his wails piercing the air until they abruptly stopped. His元婴 and soul were completely annihilated.

Reaping what one sows, the other域外天魔's faces turned grim as the cultivators and demons alike felt a sense of satisfaction.

With wolves at the gate and tigers at the rear door, Lin Xuan and Elder Nael Dragon guarded both entrances. Were they truly cornered with no way out?

The lesson from before was still fresh in everyone’s minds; the other魔尊 hesitated to act rashly.

But to surrender and leave their fate in others' hands was something they couldn't bear.

Forcing them to surrender would be extremely difficult, even for Lin Xuan himself. The plan of winning without fighting was ideal, but it proved challenging when put into practice.

Both sides fell silent as the situation became stagnant, the atmosphere growing increasingly tense. Some cultivators had already re-summoned their treasures.

It seemed that a peaceful resolution wasn't possible.

Lin Xuan sighed. Perhaps he had overestimated his own abilities and underestimated the cost of victory.

With the plan to win without fighting failing, there was only one option left: all-out effort.

As a dominant figure, Lin Xuan was not lacking in courage or confidence.
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The current situation had already determined that a peaceful resolution wasn't possible. Only one choice remained. Just as Lin Xuan was about to shout, a clear voice interrupted: "Why must both sides suffer? Fellow Daoist Lin, if you don’t mind, let me mediate?"

This voice came out of nowhere but was clearly heard by everyone present. As soon as the words left her mouth, it felt like a stone had been thrown into a calm lake, stirring up the chaotic energies in the air.

Amidst the swirling energy, a young woman emerged from the fierce wind.

Her white attire shone like snow, and her skin was so delicate that one could break through it with just a touch.

She seemed flawless, like a celestial maiden descending from the clouds.

"Cloud Fairy!"

Both cultivators, demons, and域外天魔 recognized this woman as someone of high rank. Lin Xuan's expression turned complex.

From the mortal world to the spirit realm, their past was entangled with both hatred and affection. It left Lin Xuan unsure how to approach Qin Yan.

They were both enemies and allies, bound by a mix of emotions. Recently, she had helped him greatly, but why did she appear at this critical moment?

Although Lin Xuan didn't know how to face Qin Yan, his mind remained clear as he analyzed her intentions.

"Fellow Daoist Xi."

At that moment, Qin Yan's words echoed in the air.

It was like a bolt of lightning. The cultivators present were left speechless, their eyes wide with shock.

What did she call him? Fellow Daoist?

They had trained together?

This couldn't be right; after all, the famous Cloud Fairy was a域外天魔, and this was no secret.

At least, everyone here knew it.

And who was Lin Xuan?

He was the leader of the Immortal Alliance, a legendary figure. Lin Xuan was human, a top-tier cultivator. There was no doubt about that. How could he possibly have trained with Qin Yan? This was absurd; calling it a joke would be an understatement.

Everyone's gaze turned to Lin Xuan.

How would he respond?

Even the域外天魔 seemed to forget their dire situation, as curiosity is universal.

"Fellow Senior Xi."

Lin Xuan’s response was simple because he could see that Qin Yan's eyes were clear and genuine; she wasn't trying to exploit him.

If Qin Yan had ulterior motives, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have waited for death.

He would have retaliated fiercely. But since her gaze held no malice, Lin Xuan decided to cooperate and find out why she was here.

Having a friend was better than an enemy. Especially now, with the battle about to erupt, could Qin Yan's arrival change the situation?

After all, it would be beneficial for everyone to minimize costs. Lin Xuan’s face showed some hope as he replied "Fellow Senior Xi."

This single phrase left the cultivators stunned, their expressions filled with surprise. How could a leader of the Immortal Alliance and a域外天魔 possibly have trained together?

Was Lord Alliance controlled by her?

The thought was quickly dismissed; Lin Xuan's strength was well-known, and Cloud Fairy’s abilities were far from enough to control him.

Qin Yan seemed satisfied with his response as she smiled at him. She then sighed: "Fellow Daoists, don’t be surprised. I did indeed train under the same master as Lin Xuan. However, that was a long time ago. You likely don't know that my elder brother, the Flying Heavenly魔祖, once led the域外天魔."

P.S.: First chapter of three today! (To be continued...)
第四千零六十二章 幻心莲火

The words sent shockwaves through the audience!

All present cultivators were left speechless in astonishment.

In contrast, most of the域外天魔 (Foreign Heavenly Demons) showed a calm demeanor. Even though some displayed signs of shock, they mostly remained composed.

"Fly Heaven Demon Sovereign is said to be as powerful as a True Immortal. Could Cloud Fairy actually be her sister?" Lin Xuan pondered. He thought about the true resting place of his soul and realized that Fly Heaven Demon Sovereign had perished there. It seemed like fate was at play, and his grudge with Qin Yan ran deeper than he imagined.

But why did she now openly admit this? Wasn't she afraid of becoming a target?

Or perhaps...

Lin Xuan's mind began to piece together the puzzle but didn't immediately speak. He preferred to observe first before making any decisions.

Qin Yan's voice, like that of a yellowthroat thrush emerging from its valley, rang out: "Our Foreign Heavenly Demons may be fierce and combative, but invading the Spirit Realm was base and self-serving. Initiating conflict among the Three Realms for personal gain is something I absolutely disapprove of."

With this declaration, the tension in the room eased slightly as other cultivators looked on.

But was this truly Cloud Fairy's intention?

No one knew for certain.

At least Qin Yan's change in attitude towards him suggested that she had experienced a lot over the years. Lin Xuan didn't delve into the specifics anymore.

It wasn't because of any inexplicable feelings he might have harbored toward her; he was past his age of infatuation and wouldn't act rashly. While he didn't want to be at odds with Qin Yan, he also saw no point in pursuing this matter further.

Regardless of the reason, Qin Yan had changed her stance, and cooperation between them would only benefit both parties.

Lin Xuan understood this clearly, so he remained silent on the matter.

As the leader of the Immortal Dao Alliance, Lin Xuan's approval now carried significant weight. His taciturnity meant a great deal to Qin Yan.

Thus, his voice continued to echo like that of a yellowthroat thrush: "The actions of Void and others have caused much suffering in both realms. If my brother were here, he would never do such things. Though he is no longer with us, I will take up his mantle. Will you all be willing to follow me?"

Her final words were directed at the Foreign Heavenly Demons.

She then cast a hopeful gaze towards Lin Xuan.

Though they didn't share a telepathic connection, Lin Xuan understood her meaning.

He sighed: "Sister's words are wise. The conflict between our realms and yours is fruitless. Aside from causing suffering, there is no gain. If Sister can bring peace, I would be overjoyed."

"Then what about these people?" Qin Yan turned to the others.

"Those who have passed on cannot be brought back," Lin Xuan said firmly. "I do not wish to create new enmities. If they genuinely repent, I might consider showing leniency."

The cultivators and demons present listened intently. While some showed disapproval, no one dared oppose him.

Lin Xuan's influence had grown significantly; his power and reputation commanded respect. With Elder Dragon as his sworn brother, he had the authority to make such demands.

The Foreign Heavenly Demons breathed a sigh of relief. Although Lin Xuan had made similar promises earlier, they were wary in the past due to the treacherous nature of the cultivation world. Now, with Cloud Fairy's evident trust in him, they believed she wouldn't play them for fools.

Despite their suspicions, the Foreign Heavenly Demons found no better option.

They exchanged glances.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan growled: "Is it because you don't believe me or do you think my spirit fire is fake and still want to challenge us?"

"..."

The presence of murderous intent on Lin Xuan's face made it clear that time was running out for the Foreign Heavenly Demons.

Finally, a Demon Sovereign bit his lip and emerged. He was an elderly figure, but among the Foreign Heavenly Demons' diverse appearances, many looked human-like.

"I am蛮镬 (Mán Huò), previously misled by Void. I now repent and wish to follow Sister Fairy, no matter what." He bowed deeply with sincerity on his face.

"Good. But words alone are not enough," Qin Yan said coolly.

The Demon Sovereign's expression turned grave: "Subordinate is foolish; may I swear an oath of heartfire?"

"No need for such formalities."

Qin Yan smiled, and a black lotus flower appeared in her palm. A small flame emerged from the center of the lotus, about the size of a thumb.

The elderly Demon Sovereign's face changed dramatically: "Illusory Heart Lotus Fire?"

"Indeed," Qin Yan said, her smile captivating.

To the Demon Sovereign, it seemed like seeing the most terrifying thing in the world. He instinctively wanted to dodge but hesitated and stopped.

He allowed the flame to sear his brow without showing pain, only fear.

"Illusory Heart Lotus Fire?"

Lin Xuan had heard of this before but couldn't recall where.

The entire process took mere moments. The elderly Demon Sovereign stood up, respectfully bowing behind Qin Yan.

A powerful Demon Sovereign now bowed submissively, more so than when he faced Void.

The secret lay in the mysterious heartfire.

Other Demon Sovereigns also showed fear.

"Is it that none of you wish to submit to me?" Qin Yan's voice was calm but like a thunderclap. The ordinary Demon Sovereigns didn't mind, but some late-stage cultivators sighed inwardly.

Cloud Fairy was undoubtedly beautiful, but her ruthless methods rivaled Void’s and had the essence of Fly Heaven Demon Sovereign.

"Princess doesn’t need to be angry; I am willing to submit."

A sycophantic voice rang out. The speaker had a rat-like appearance, though not as extreme as Elder Dragon's possession of the dragon spirit.

Qin Yan didn't mind. She flipped her hand and the black lotus flower reappeared, sending forth another small flame...

Over time, the remaining Demon Sovereigns found themselves unable to avoid submission. Whether they wanted to or not, those who didn't wish to die had no choice but to bow to Qin Yan.

In an instant, half of them were under Cloud Fairy's command. But just as this was unfolding, a sudden change occurred. (To be continued...)
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Zhu…

The sound of breaking the void entered his ears, but there were only two beams of light. Despite this, Lin Xuan's expression showed surprise. Although the situation had changed suddenly, his divine sense was still clear enough to see everything.

The fleeing demon lords were all at the mid-transcendence stage, with similar appearances, yet their body types were vastly different. One was extremely fat, like a large gourd, while the other was abnormally thin, almost resembling a bamboo pole. They reminded him of the twin demon lords he had once killed, who were also fat and thin.

Of course, their strength levels were incomparable.

Although Lin Xuan didn't recognize them, it wasn’t hard to guess that these two demon lords with contrasting body types likely had familial ties and might even be brothers. That was why they could act in perfect unison.

They simultaneously attacked from different directions, seemingly reckless but extremely clever. They originally excelled in evasive techniques. If their opponent got caught up in managing both of them, they would have the opportunity to escape.

Both managed to escape safely or at least one of them did.

However, was this really how it played out?

Facing this sudden change, Qin Yan’s expression remained serene and composed, showing no signs of panic. As for Lin Xuan, he had the ability to stop them but why would he do so? He had temporarily agreed to work with Qin Yan, but that didn’t mean he needed to worry about her every move. The main party wasn't in a hurry; why should he?

Lin Xuan’s face even showed a hint of mockery. If Qin Yan couldn’t handle this, she wouldn’t be worthy of his cooperation.

What would she do next? Lin Xuan wanted to see how powerful she truly was.

Although it wasn’t a perfect opportunity, it was still an excellent chance.

However, what surprised her was that Qin Yan’s expression remained so calm… not feigned. She showed no intention of making any move.

Could it be that Qin Yan intended to let these two escape?

Or…

Lin Xuan had many thoughts as he heard a light laugh. Accompanying the laughter was a streak of black light hurtling towards him, moving with incredible speed, from the horizon to his eyes in an instant.

"Be careful!"

The short and stout demon lord was shocked but couldn’t dodge in time. The black line flashed past him. He still maintained his flight, but his vitality had vanished completely. In the next moment, his upper body suddenly fell silently, with dark blood spurting out.

This demon died without a chance to escape even his essence core.

"Brother!"

From afar, the tall and thin ancient demon was filled with anger and fear on his face. However, he didn’t stop his flight or seek revenge; such actions would be futile and only result in his death here.

His brother had already died. He couldn’t fall into the same fate. At least one of them needed to escape for a chance at survival. Even if Void Lord wasn't around, there were still several powerful leaders with similar strength who could help him seek revenge.

With a clear conscience, this plan seemed perfect. However, Fairy Cloudy Sky was no fool. Since she stood calmly without moving, there must be some backing her up.

Indeed, the black-robed maiden killed the fat demon lord and didn’t stop there. She sneered as she watched her opponent flee over a thousand miles away. With a wave of her oddly shaped weapon, the void seemed torn apart. Then, she appeared before the thin demon lord in an instant.

They were only a few feet apart.

Instant千里!

At this moment, the term wasn’t describing how quickly her flight was but the name of the technique she used: "Instant千里".

As its name suggested, it was incredibly fast, requiring mastery over spatial laws to be performed. Even Lin Xuan had yet to fully master such techniques.

The thin demon lord’s expression was beyond ugly as he faced his enemy. But at this moment, there was no way to escape. With a loud shout, he punched forward while simultaneously spitting out countless sharp fangs from his mouth.

If launched by powerful bows and arrows, they would fly towards the target.

A surprising move that Lin Xuan had never seen before.

With only a few feet of space, there was little room for maneuvering.

However, the Fairy with Broken Wings showed no fear. With an outstretched hand, she pushed forward. As her hand moved, countless snakes emerged from the surging demonic energy.

Thousands of them, completely blocking the sky. The unfortunate thin demon lord was instantly engulfed by them.

Punches and fangs were useless; this technique was too terrifying.

Instant kill!

If his brother’s death earlier had been sudden due to the attack catching him off guard, now it was clear that there was no trickery involved. Impressive.

Both were at mid-transcendence stage, yet one fell so quickly. Although Lin Xuan's strength far exceeded others of the same level, achieving such a result wasn’t easy.

Who was this Fairy with Broken Wings?

Lin Xuan remained calm on the surface but was genuinely curious about her background.

The demon lords watched in fear as she killed them so effortlessly.

Fairy with Broken Wings…

Ordinary demons might not know, but they recalled the terrifying legends of her. No wonder Fairy Cloudy Sky seemed so composed.

"Sir, I am willing to serve you."

"Subordinate will submit immediately; please forgive my past mistakes."

Various voices echoed as the hesitant demon lords quickly submitted. The cultivators and beasts were stunned. They had once met this Fairy with Broken Wings when she brought Void’s head to Lin Xuan at Cloudy Mountain.

Many people felt relieved that they hadn’t caused her trouble back then.

"Big Brother, what is the background of this Fairy with Broken Wings?"

Lin Xuan’s voice reached his ears as Nael Dragon Master appeared beside him.

"Hmm, Big Brother?"

But there was no response. Lin Xuan turned to look at Nael Dragon Master, who was holding his chin in thought: "It's been years since we last met. I didn’t expect this girl with broken wings to grow so beautiful!"

Lin Xuan was speechless; his big brother really…

Fairy with Broken Wings heard this and glared at Nael Dragon Master, but he ignored her. Instead, he happily waved at her.

A hint of anger flashed across Fairy with Broken Wings' face, but she could do nothing about it. The scene was clear to the cultivators and beasts, who admired Nael Dragon Master even more. (To be continued...)
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Evil men are ground down by other evil men, and this folded-wing fairy's strength was unpredictable. Everyone present felt a deep sense of caution, even Lin Xuan had some reservations.

Only Nai Long dared to speak so freely without restraint. The reputation of the First Lothario of the Spirit Realm was indeed well-deserved.

Lin Xuan was extremely impressed by him.

With the small incident earlier, the process went smoothly afterward. No more demon lords dared to take risks or play tricks. Only demon lords could plant Illusory Heart Lotus Fire for Qin Yan. With these old monsters around, it wasn't hard to control the rest of the域外天魔 (Exterior Heaven Demons).

This battle against Voidness was a resounding victory. However, Lin Xuan felt he hadn't gained much from it and seemed more like he was doing Qin Yan's bidding.

Although there was an inexplicable sentiment between them, Lin Xuan wasn't comfortable with the arrangement. He wouldn't give up his rights just because she was beautiful.

For now, he didn't rush to act. Later, he would have a proper talk with her.

Lin Xuan remained calm, while Nai Long's true appearance wore a playful expression. Despite their different personalities, both were only interested in taking advantage and not losing anything.

Unless Qin Yan genuinely wanted to cooperate, trying to steal from the tiger's mouth wouldn't be easy.

...

At the same time, in the Cold Moon Realm.

This was where True Immortal Cold Moon resided. Apart from him, figures like Yellow Dragon True Immortal and Heavenly Extinction Fairy were also renowned throughout the Spirit Realm.

Thus, the overall strength of the Cold Moon Realm not only matched but perhaps even slightly surpassed Nai Long's realm.

The Exterior Heaven Demons were well aware of this situation and sent countless powerful beings. The leader was a fellow known as the Eel Spirit King, who was at the same level as Voidness Demon Lord, if not more troublesome.

Cold Moon True Immortal had fought him several times but only managed to maintain an inconclusive stalemate.

The Cold Moon Realm was in a deadlock, and no one knew that something strange was happening in a place called Heavenly Essence Sea within it.

As a famous forbidden area of the Cold Moon Realm, few people ventured there. Ordinary cultivators wouldn't dare, nor would even the most vicious Exterior Heaven Demons after losing several groups of their members inexplicably.

However, exceptions existed. At noon that day, a deafening explosion echoed from the surface of Heavenly Essence Sea, accompanied by violent ripples.

This was just the beginning. As time passed, the explosions and ripples became more terrifying, almost lowering the nearby sea level by over a hundred feet.

The power of nature itself was no different.

In Lin Xuan's eyes, ordinary Golden Transformation Realm cultivators might not be formidable, but their every move could unleash incomprehensible divine powers.

Amidst the bursts of light and explosions, three Exterior Heaven Demons were attacking a human cultivator.

No, it wasn't a pure human. There was an aura of beastly presence on him, and he was incredibly powerful.

Externally, he appeared to be a slightly plump old man with a gentle face. However, his expression was stern at the moment. Golden scales grew on his cheeks and arms, and he had horns atop his head. His eyes resembled dragon's eyes more than human ones.

Half-dragon body!

And his spiritual pressure was 100% late-stage Golden Transformation Realm.

His identity was clear in the Cold Moon Realm—a renowned powerhouse.

Yellow Dragon True Immortal!

He was a frequent guest at Cold Moon True Immortal's place, and their relationship was close. Why would he be here, looking so disheveled?

No one knew that Yellow Dragon True Immortal was in dire straits, being besieged by three large and menacing Exterior Heaven Demons.

Each of the demons had a distinct appearance. The one on the left had long ears, green eyes, and protruding fangs. His body was covered with blood-red scales, exuding an arrogant aura.

The one on the right looked even more peculiar. At first glance, he seemed to be a beast, but his deep demonic aura revealed his origin. His appearance... well, it resembled a giant squid, much larger than normal, with heads and tentacles over a thousand feet long, comparable in size to a small mountain.

On its forehead was a ghost face with faint demonic patterns.

The last demon was actually a huge tree, but its leaves were shaped like centipedes. Just looking at it was uncomfortable, let alone fighting against him.

Despite their different appearances, the three demons worked seamlessly together, using attack techniques unlike ordinary cultivators. With rampant energy, Yellow Dragon True Immortal, despite showing his half-dragon form, struggled to defend himself.

Blood splattered everywhere, and both sides were badly injured.

But the three Exterior Heaven Demons ignored them, laughing as their injuries healed continuously.

Immortal Body!

Seeing this, Cold Moon True Immortal's expression was extremely ugly. Dragging it out would be disadvantageous for him. He dashed left and right but couldn't break free. In his panic, he received a palm strike from the green-eyed demon lord, spewing blood. If not for the dragon scales on his chest blocking most of the attack, he might have fallen here.

"Hahaha, everyone, put in more effort. This old Yellow Dragon won't last much longer. He's a late-stage Golden Transformation Realm cultivator; devouring his essence will be beneficial."

"What strong cultivator? He doesn't seem so impressive to me."

"Why did he overextend himself? How about we extract his soul and refine it?"

"That's a good idea."

...

The Exterior Heaven Demons' playful voices echoed, making Cold Moon True Immortal seem like their prey. This also served to unsettle him.

Would Yellow Dragon True Immortal fall for this?

Perhaps he was aware of the trick but couldn't do anything now.

Blood spewed from his mouth nonstop, and he was about to collapse when something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A thunderous sound echoed as the seawater suddenly turned black. Dark like ink, it emitted a sweet scent.

This sudden change alarmed both combatants, who separated.

The seawater continued to change, but unexpectedly, the surface became eerily calm... no, not calm, dead silent with no ripples.

Knowing that wide oceans remained turbulent even without wind due to tides, what was happening here?

Cold Moon True Immortal wiped his mouth, while the three demon lords exchanged glances, sensing something ominous.

PS: Tonight there will be another update; Tian Xiaojian is about to make a grand appearance. (To be continued...)
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Tianyuan Sea!

At this moment, the four of them remembered that this was a famous forbidden area where few dared to venture for millennia. Even Transcendence Period existences might fall here.

"Still fighting?"

The voice of Yellow Dragon True Man was not urgent; after all, his situation was already dire. Perhaps this could be a miraculous turning point.

Misfortune can turn into good fortune.

Meanwhile, the three域外天魔 exchanged glances.

"What should we do?"

Giving up felt unsatisfactory, but staying would also pose too much risk.

They were at a loss.

It was a headache-inducing choice. Just as they hesitated, something unexpected happened.

There was no warning; a black tentacle emerged from the ocean, like a shooting star or lightning bolt, and snaked towards Yellow Dragon True Man.

Yellow Dragon True Man was startled but quickly reacted. He raised his hand, sending a sword of light flying out, which precisely cut into the tentacle.

"Pfft!"

The collision produced a dull sound.

The tentacle paused before continuing to strike, while the sword disintegrated upon impact.

"Impossible!"

A look of shock appeared on Yellow Dragon True Man's face. Although he couldn't have used his full strength with that throw, it was enough to split mountains and crack rocks. What kind of creature could be this tough?

Despite these thoughts, he had no choice but to deal with the situation. This time, he didn’t hide; instead, he summoned his own divine sword. Amidst the chaos, he turned around to see the three demon lords also struggling desperately. There were more tentacles surrounding their bodies.

"What is this thing?"

The four of them were shocked beyond words as they extended their consciousnesses, revealing a shocking secret.

Deep in Tianyuan Sea, there was a naturally formed cave. Although it was simple, it resembled a place where cultivators lived. In the deepest part of the cave, there was a black cocoon.

Beside the cocoon lay several sea beast corpses, each as formidable as Transcendence Period existences. Many had already developed spiritual intelligence but showed extreme fear before their deaths.

This scene seemed eerie.

The black tentacles extended from the surface of the cocoon.

This cocoon wasn't lifeless; a powerful aura could be felt within, though faintly so.

The expressions on the demon lords and the long-eared green-eyed demon lord were difficult to read. Even without knowing the full story, they knew their situation was perilous.

They had become prey for this mysterious cocoon.

"We must leave quickly."

The long-eared green-eyed demon lord exclaimed in alarm. They couldn’t handle it themselves anymore and no longer had the energy to deal with Yellow Dragon True Man.

After all, preserving their lives was more important than making a name for themselves.

Demon energy surged, and spiritual light shone brightly, but to no avail. The black tentacles were unpredictable and kept increasing in number.

Unbeknownst to them, the cocoon was vast on the outside but hollow inside, containing a handsome young man.

If Lin Xuan had been here, he would have recognized him immediately.

Tian Xiao Jian!

For so many years, it seemed as if he had been sleeping within the cocoon. Now, his eyes suddenly opened.

...

None of what happened in the Broad Cold Realm was clear to Lin Xuan.

At this moment, music and dancing filled the air as he sat in the middle of Magic Snail Mountain, feasting at a banquet. The former Void King’s lair had been taken over by cultivators.

Although the battle had its twists and turns, it was indeed a victorious one. To boost morale or reward himself, a celebratory feast was inevitable.

The mountains were cleared of demon energy, and abundant spiritual energy began to flow freely through the area. Magic palaces shattered under the power of talismans, replaced by magnificent琼楼玉宇 (jade pavilions).

In such a gathering of powerful cultivators, supernatural abilities abounded, turning Magic Snail Mountain into a paradise.

But Lin Xuan didn’t need to worry about such trivial matters.

He was hosting guests in the grand hall. The music was enchanting, and graceful women danced around him. Among those seated were old Transcendence Period monsters, with Yellow Dragon True Man and Lin Xuan at the head table. Qin Yan and Sheyi, though域外天魔 (foreign heavenly demons), were invited as honored guests.

Their curiosity piqued, Lin Xuan couldn’t afford to be too presumptuous. He planned to discuss this matter after the feast.

Music flowed like pearls in a jade bowl, and soon everyone was tipsy. But at that moment, something unexpected happened.

In the center of the hall, where a beautiful maiden had been dancing, Yellow Dragon True Man suddenly sat up with a lazy expression. "Move aside!"

A gentle breeze followed his command, pushing the women to one side. The reaction stunned all the cultivators present, and Lin Xuan was among the fastest to react, his face showing concern.

In the next moment, spiritual light flashed in the center of the hall as golden talismans appeared, forming a mysterious array that rearranged itself into a complex pattern.

A flying sword message appeared at the heart of the array.

"Interdimensional communication technique!"

"Is there really such a miraculous power? I thought it was just a legend."

"Yes, I’ve never seen anything like this before."

...

Discussion buzzed as the old monsters, though experienced, were still taken aback by the scene. Only Yellow Dragon True Man, usually carefree, showed a serious expression for the first time.

Yellow Dragon True Man raised his hand, and the flying sword message transformed into a fiery dragon that landed in his palm, burning fiercely.

After a moment,

"Brother..."

Lin Xuan saw Yellow Dragon True Man frowning deeply. A look of surprise appeared on his face as well.

"Take a look!"

Yellow Dragon True Man waved his hand, sending the flames over to him.

"Give it to me?"

Lin Xuan was slightly surprised but didn’t refuse; curiosity got the better of him.

He took the message and delved into its contents. The first line made his expression change dramatically: the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox of Qingqiu had met with misfortune, leaving no trace behind. (To be continued...)
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Could it be the Demonic Lord from Beyond the Heavens?

Lin Xuan pondered this in his heart. After all, as one of the Three Great Beast Kings, the Queen of Qingqiu Kingdom was a force to be reckoned with. Unless facing an opponent like Voidness, there should have been no unexpected incidents.

Lin Xuan's heart sank. He had met the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox several times but they didn't share much in common. What truly worried him was his disciple.

Indeed, Snowfox Princess Xiang'er was taken as a beloved apprentice by the Queen of Qingqiu Kingdom. Their relationship ran deep, and Lin Xuan couldn't ignore Xiang'er's safety.

But now even her master's fate was uncertain. How was Xiang'er?

...

Lin Xuan didn't know that there were others besides him who were troubled by the state of Qingqiu Kingdom.

The leader of the Demonic Lords from Beyond the Heavens was also in a predicament.

Mount Shanyue was one of the four major Spirit Veins in Rain Pine Realm, and the ancient great sect Heavenly String Sect resided there.

Rain Pine Fairy had a huge reputation. However, she lived reclusively, so it wasn't wrong to say that Heavenly String Sect was the first great sect of Rain Pine Realm.

But now, this thousand-year-old major sect had vanished into thin air. The beautiful Mount Shanyue, once a paradise, had turned into a demon lair.

The leader of the Demonic Lords who descended upon Rain Pine Realm was an old tree named "Old Tree." As expected from its name, it was a demonic tree with cunning and intelligence beyond measure.

But now, he wore a worried expression as he sat in a vast hall. In front of him were several stone walls, each smooth like mirrors.

"Old Tree, using interdimensional communication comes at a great cost. You've summoned us all; what's the matter? Have you encountered trouble?" The figure on the left wall opened its eyes and asked with a sharp voice.

"King Fish Spirit, your guess is correct. I did encounter an unexpected situation, but not one that befell me," Old Tree's hoarse voice echoed in his ears.

"Not you, yet you summoned us urgently. Could it be that something happened at the Dragon Pool beyond the Heavens? Divine Witch Goddess?" The speaker was a petite woman named Fairy Bailing, or more commonly known as Bailing Demon Queen.

"It wasn't the Dragon Pool. Don’t speculate without evidence. Can't you see that two of our members are missing?" Old Tree suddenly became calm and composed, speaking in a cool tone.

"Missing? Who?"

The others hadn't noticed this detail before. "Voidspirit and Seven Apertures King didn't come here. Those fools must have been killed," Bailing Demon Queen's voice carried a hint of glee.

The leaders of the Demonic Lords were always at odds with each other, often scheming against one another.

"I don’t know about Voidspirit, but Seven Apertures King is indeed missing."

"Missing? How can that be? I heard that the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox excels in enchantment. Was he killed?"

"Hmph, if it were, we wouldn't be so anxious. According to what I know, it's actually a change of events within the Qingqiu Kingdom. Not only did Seven Apertures King meet with misfortune, but the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox is also missing."

"Don’t assume they died together. I just received a clue that one-third or more of the missing cultivators in this realm are from the Qingqiu Kingdom, including us Demonic Lords."

"What?"

Out of the blue, Old Tree revealed his findings, shocking everyone.

The Qingqiu Kingdom was vast and had many cultivators and demons. One-third, plus the Demonic Lords, was an astronomical number.

After a moment of silence, someone spoke up: "How did they disappear?"

"According to reports, a light arc suddenly appeared in the sky, absorbing everyone. The frequency of its appearance is unclear," Old Tree said slowly.

"What? A light arc? Could it be that thing?" Bailing Demon Queen's voice was filled with excitement.

"You mean the legend?" King Fish Spirit looked thoughtful.

"Hmph, foolish fellow, what if? Legends are just legends and have never been confirmed." The last voice belonged to Dragon King, who seemed much more composed.

"Who said I'm a fool?" Fairy Bailing roared. Despite her petite frame, she had a fiery temper.

"Enough, no need for arguments," Old Tree wasn't here to mediate but to discuss important matters: "While the legend hasn’t been confirmed, it’s worth trying. Since we can’t ascend to the Heavenly Realm anymore, this is our only chance. Why not give it a try?"

"Hmph, Old Tree makes sense. If not for those petty True Immortals with narrow minds who stole the Blue Star Sea, Aru King wouldn't have massacred the Spiritual Realm. We would be living freely in the Heavens instead of invading the Three Realms. Now that we can’t find the lost Blue Star Sea, this prophecy might come true. Let’s give it a shot."

"Trying is fine, but who will lead our army?"

"A laughable idea. If the legend is true, invading the Three Realms would be meaningless. We’ll ascend to the Heavenly Realm and live freely. I don’t care about the fate of the Demonic Lords," Fairy Bailing's tone was so domineering that her followers would cry.

"But what if it’s a false prophecy?" Dragon King sneered.

"Even if it’s false, isn’t this legend known by the top-tier experts in all Three Realms? The news will soon reach their ears. They won’t ignore us and make the same choice," Old Tree seemed displeased with Dragon King's skepticism and said coolly: "Of course, if you don’t want to go, we have no objections."

"Who says I’m not going?"

Dragon King immediately rebutted, even though he had doubts. Such matters couldn't be left for others to do first. (To be continued...)
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Meanwhile, in the Demon Realm. **.

Snowflakes as large as goose feathers fell from the sky, turning everything into a silver world where the horizon met the sky. The air seemed to be filled with milky-white demonic energy.

This was an endless ice plain, vast and boundless, stretching to the farthest end where a palace-like structure of crystal and jade stood out like a beacon.

The Three Realms were now engulfed in war, but it wasn't just the Spirit Realm that suffered. The ancient Demon Realm had also been invaded by域外天魔, who roamed freely, causing chaos everywhere.

However, this ice plain remained untouched, still as calm as ever.

It seemed almost unbelievable.

But understanding the truth made it seem quite ordinary.

For here was the Immortal Abode of the Ice Soul Primordial, where the Ice Soul, one of the Nine True Demonic Primordials, resided. Despite being a woman, she possessed immense power and no one knew how far her cultivation had progressed over the years.

One could not speculate too much, but to call her the foremost demon in the realm would be accurate.

Yet this formidable ancient demon looked no different from a young human woman as she tended to a garden.

Unlike the plants outside, all here were crafted like ice, delicate and exquisite. It was strange yet breathtakingly beautiful.

A silver-haired woman was tending to the flowers and trees with bare feet, but she did not feel cold at all. Though she was a beauty of unparalleled allure, there was no trace of magical power on her, making her appear just an ordinary human woman. But even the ancient demons who acted wickedly dared not show any disrespect towards her, their eyes filled with reverence and admiration as they secretly glanced at her.

She trimmed the plants now and then, occasionally running a hand through her hair. Suddenly, she moved her delicate fingers, tearing apart the void before her. This was an unbelievable scene; breaking the void seemed as simple to her as eating or sleeping. She stepped into it with ease.

The ancient demons standing by were taken aback but hesitated to follow. Instead, they waited in place, their eyes flashing with curiosity and anticipation.

Meanwhile, a silver-haired maiden appeared momentarily in a space filled only with a complex array of five-colored lights. Suspended above the light was a large inscription: "Light Arc Appears, Celestial Path Connects."

"Light Arc Appears, Celestial Path Connects," Ice Soul repeated softly. Her usually emotionless face, as cold as an iceberg, widened in shock.

"Could it be true? Besides the Blue Star Sea, are there other ways to ascend?" She frowned and pondered for a moment before her expression turned grim again.

With a wave of her jade hand, several intricate spells were cast with ancient incantations. Unimaginable demonic energy erupted from her body, shocking everyone, even causing the space to tremble as if it might collapse. But Ice Soul merely pressed her hand and everything returned to silence.

All the demonic energy was channeled into the array before her like a whale drinking water.

"Woo..."

A howling sound filled the air, and an eerie picture appeared.

"The State of Azure Hollow, something has happened there. I must go to the Spirit Realm,"...

On some desolate mountains in the Netherworld, Heaven's Fiend King stood on the edge of a cliff, enveloped by dark阴气, his hands behind his back as he gazed at an endless marsh ahead.

In his hand was a piece of greenish-luminous glass, similar to a flying sword for sending messages.

"Hmph, Legend of the State of Azure Hollow," he muttered indistinctly.

Clearly, not just him had received this secret report from the Netherworld...

The winds rose and clouds gathered, as if a storm was brewing. In an instant, the top-tier powerhouses in all three realms, including域外天魔, moved at the first sign of trouble. Lin Xuan did not want to be drawn into the maelstrom, but the long-standing grudges and debts... no, it was more than just a matter of wanting to avoid them.

Of course, Lin Xuan still had no idea what lay ahead for him.

In any case, the celebration ended hastily. The cultivators were full of questions but naturally did not dare speak much in such circumstances.

That night, Daelong Trueman summoned Lin Xuan to his cave.

"Brother, that flying sword message was confusing. I thought it was about the State of Azure Hollow's ruler encountering some misfortune at first, but then there was talk of light arcs and how they sucked in one-third of the cultivators from this realm and域外天魔. What is going on?" Lin Xuan spoke with urgency, not out of disrespect, as Daelong Trueman was his sworn brother and had a rather casual demeanor.

"Third Brother, you don't need to rush. This matter involves many ancient secrets that even I know little about, like why the Asura King fell into conflict with the Spirit Realm," Daelong Trueman said gravely.

Every time Lin Xuan saw his big brother, he always had a carefree expression, which was rare. What he said made Lin Xuan's heart tighten; ancient secrets and they were related to the Asura King.

Unfortunately, Big Brother already admitted that he knew little about it. Otherwise, he would have probed further.

"So, you called me here..."

"Of course, we cannot ignore the changes in the State of Azure Hollow. Besides, this involves an ancient secret that affects us all. Therefore, I've decided to go there and asked you if you want to accompany me," Daelong Trueman said with a flick of his hair.

"Do I have to go?"

"Of course, it's up to you. Big Brother can't decide for you, but I suggest you come along."

"Since that is the case, Little Brother will follow your lead." Lin Xuan's voice echoed as he agreed. Not only did the changes in the State of Azure Hollow involve ancient secrets and his Moon's past life, but even for Snow Fox, he had to go.

How could Shang'er ignore her?

"But if we leave, what about the域外天魔..."

Lin Xuan paused, showing a hint of concern on his face. Although Voidfall had perished, the other域外天魔 had shown their submission like Cloud Fairy, but without someone in charge, they might return with renewed vigor.

However, Daelong Trueman smiled: "Third Brother, you need not worry about the域外天魔. Light Arc Appears, Celestial Path Connects. With this prophecy appearing in the State of Azure Hollow, those high-ranking leaders will surely come as well. They won't have any interest in attacking the Spirit Realm."

PS: These chapters are transitional ones. The book has entered a critical phase where ancient secrets will be gradually revealed. It's really tough to fill these holes; I've been wracking my brains over it. (To be continued...)
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After the battle on Mount Malonu, although there were some setbacks in the middle, it ultimately ended with a complete victory for the cultivators and demons. The demon calamity lasted for over ten years, leaving the realm of Malonu in ruins. Now, it had finally begun to flourish anew.

However, not long after, news spread that both Master Malonu and Lin Xuan had left the place.

They went out on a journey far away, but no one knew exactly where they were going. What was certain was that they were no longer within the realm of Malonu.

For a time, there was much speculation and unrest, but soon it settled down. The departure of the two did not bring about significant upheaval in the realm of Malonu; instead, it sparked countless discussions and astonishment.

The域外天魔 had been subdued by Fairy Cloudy Mist, returning to their realm beyond the heavens. After this battle, the Cloudy Concealment Sect's main stronghold on Mount Malonu remained unshaken as a result.

The old headquarters were abandoned, and the silver-eyed maiden chose a new sacred mountain as her new base, renaming it Cloudy Concealment Mountain. Within months, a new headquarters began to take shape.

Years passed, with flowers blooming and falling. Some cultivators nearing their end of life would pass away in meditation or seclusion, while others fell victim to heavenly tribulations. New faces emerged one after another within the realm of Malonu.

No one could have anticipated that Lin Xuan's departure this time would span a millennium, bringing about profound changes not just for the spirit realm but all the realms.

Ancient secrets and mysterious prophecies were finally coming to light.

Right or wrong, love or hate, even if millennia passed like sand in the sea, there would always come a day when everything was resolved.

...

In the Kingdom of Azure Peak,

While it had an area similar to that of Malonu, its terrain was more complex. There were many sects and families of cultivators here, but the power of the demon race was much stronger. After all, the first strongest entity in this land was the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox.

As one of the three great demon kings, it was only natural that she would support the demon race's interests.

The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, as a symbol of beauty and strength, remained shrouded in mystery. Even among those who had passed through the tribulation stage, few had seen her true form.

Lin Xuan and her had met on several occasions; once, he even received aid from her. However, their greatest connection was that Snowfox Princess Xiang'er had been taken under her wing as an apprentice to inherit her teachings.

This was Lin Xuan's first visit to the Kingdom of Azure Peak, and with his big brother accompanying him, he felt a mix of anxiety and hope. He worried about Xiang'er's safety but also looked forward to uncovering more truths.
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His big brother had mentioned that the light arc would appear, leading to a path of immortality. He also hinted at an ancient prophecy and its connection to Mo'er's past life.

Unfortunately, he was not willing to reveal too many details but did mention that Fairy Yutong could help him understand these matters.

Fairy Yutong was also coming to the Kingdom of Azure Peak. Lin Xuan felt that he was getting closer to uncovering the truth about Mo'er's identity.

Since they were unsure of the situation in the Kingdom of Azure Peak, they decided not to use interdimensional teleportation arrays and instead broke through the void, appearing at random locations but much more conveniently.

...

The sun blazed overhead as they found themselves in a vast desert. Apart from golden sand grains, there was no sign of life for miles around.

Suddenly, spatial fluctuations disrupted the air, and a large black hole appeared mid-air. A beam of golden light shot out, and after a moment, two figures emerged.

No need to say, it was Master Malonu and Lin Xuan.

The brothers traveled together, with Little Butterfly and Mo'er hiding inside the Momentary Cavern Scroll. As for Heart Refinement, while Lin Xuan did not favor her less, his wife's cultivation progress had been rapid, but compared to him, she was still too weak. Given the uncertain nature of their journey, he decided to leave her behind in Malonu.

They appeared in a desert.

Both Master Malonu and Lin Xuan were surprised. They then simultaneously released their divine senses.

To their shock, while the surface of the desert seemed barren, its bottom was littered with countless bones. Could this be an ancient battlefield?

"Big Brother, what should we do now?"

Lin Xuan was still uncertain about everything; thus, Master Malonu would lead the way.

"We don't know where the light arc will appear. Let's first meet up with Fairy Yutong."

Master Malonu's usually carefree expression turned serious. This adventure was no trivial matter.

"Shall we meet up with Fairy Yutong? Will Broad-Cold Immortal also come here, and have you and Big Brother already decided on a meeting point?"

Lin Xuan asked directly.

"Brother Broad-Cold is likely to come; there might be other powerful entities as well. As for the meeting point, don't worry. We'll first determine where we are."

Master Malonu released his divine sense again and then shot forward like a streak of lightning. Lin Xuan followed without delay, his body emitting a faint green glow.

They flew westward for about half a day when Lin Xuan suddenly paused, his brows furrowing.

Master Malonu's reaction was swift as well. They hovered in mid-air, close to the desert's exit.

"Third Brother, your divine sense is truly impressive."

Master Malonu's expression turned back to its usual carefree demeanor. It wasn't often that he praised others.

"Big Brother flatters me too much; I'm just decent at sensing things. In other areas, I fall far short of you," Lin Xuan modestly replied.

As they spoke, the sound of breaking through space grew louder and louder until a light arc appeared on the horizon.

This was not the same light arc mentioned earlier but rather a streak of lightning that seemed to be racing towards them with incredible speed.

A woman could be seen within the light arc, her face showing signs of distress. However, her aura was formidable; she was undoubtedly a late-stage tribulation cultivator.

Lin Xuan and Master Malonu's eyes widened in surprise.

Even by their standards, ordinary late-stage tribulation cultivators were not particularly impressive, but here she looked like a true powerhouse. Why did she appear so distressed?

Thinking of the changes in the Kingdom of Azure Peak, both men exchanged glances with interest.

"Big Brother, should we go see her?"

"Haha, naturally, we must save the beautiful lady."

Master Malonu's response left Lin Xuan speechless; this was not the point. As they paused, the woman drew closer. With his keen eyesight, Lin Xuan could now clearly make out her features.

Wait a minute, something seemed familiar, but he was certain he had never met this person before. If so, why did it feel so familiar?

Lin Xuan pondered while the creature chasing her came into view—a swarm of insect clouds.

The insect cloud covered an extensive area and contained at least ten thousand exotic insects.

These insects were peculiar in shape; each was no more than an inch long, resembling mantises but with a miniature dragon head.
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"Fight the dragon worm, impossible. There would be no such creature in the Spirit Realm. Could it have come from the Cloud Worm World? Hasn't that world's seal been broken?"

Dai Long True Man's voice entered Lin Xuan's ears, and his previously playful expression turned serious. A hint of gravity appeared on his handsome face.

"What is the Cloud Worm World?"

Lin Xuan was quite knowledgeable, but he had never heard of this name before.

"Three Thousand Worlds. Has Third Brother ever heard of it?"

"What?!"

Lin Xuan was startled. He couldn't help recalling what Snow Spirit had said when they obtained the Moon Black Heaven Witch Pavilion long ago.

Now, everyone knew about the three worlds: the Spirit Realm, the Demon Realm, and the Netherworld. Besides these, there were only the human world as a lower realm and the immortal world at a higher level.

However, from Snow Spirit's mouth, Lin Xuan learned that there could be more than two parallel worlds to the Spirit Realm. The exact number was unknown, but there were at least thousands of them.

Due to the blue star sea, these worlds' powerful beings had once joined forces with the Moon Black Clan for trouble.

In that battle, their clan became legendary, and only Snow Spirit and the Heavenspirit Fairy survived.

This involved the Outer Demonic Deities as well. Later on, for some reason, the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Netherworld reached a tacit agreement, with Arrogant King leading the three worlds' powerful beings to reverse the laws of heaven and earth, sealing off paths to other realms.

These worlds together were called the Three Thousand Worlds.

Three thousand was just an approximation; no one knew exactly how many there were.

Could this Cloud Worm World be among them?

Lin Xuan, a sharp-witted cultivator, thought through all these possibilities in an instant. Was the seal broken? Or could it simply be a coincidence?

He didn't know.

"Big Brother, do you have any good ideas?"

"Why think so much? First, save this beauty and then decide what to do."

Dai Long True Man's expression turned serious for only a moment before he reverted to his usual carefree demeanor.

Lin Xuan was speechless. But after careful thought, it made sense.

Actually, they didn't need to fly over because the dazzling light had already approached them.

But while she was fast, her pursuers were even quicker. They split into several groups and surrounded her path, blocking her way. Were they trying to trap her like a fish in a pot?

The woman's face turned ashen, unwilling to surrender. With a flick of her jade hand, solid worm qi surged from her body, transforming into a hundred-meter-long giant claw that lashed out at the insect cloud.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. It was familiar; he had used it before, though long ago—during his time in the human world, it had been one of his secret weapons.

Could she be...

The claw was incredibly powerful, but the dragon worms wouldn't sit idly by. They gathered together, and after a flash of black light, transformed into an equally massive black spear.

Boom!

It plunged towards the sky.

In a piercing scream, the sky shattered.

And the worm qi-formed giant claw disintegrated.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Claw had failed.

"Is it her?"

The familiar technique triggered Lin Xuan's memory.

Phoenix Dance Nine Heavens Technique!

No wonder he felt this woman was familiar. Although he hadn't seen Immortal Fairy Phoenix in person, she left behind techniques and even a portrait of herself.

She was once a legend on Worm Spirit Island, truly ascending to the Spirit Realm and reaching late-stage cultivation. Meeting her was fate.

Though the technique seemed unremarkable now, it had helped him greatly back then. Lin Xuan, who valued old bonds, couldn't ignore Immortal Fairy Phoenix.

Thoughts raced through his mind as he flashed with a green glow, vanishing from sight.

In an instant, he appeared beside Immortal Fairy Phoenix.

A marvel of skill.

Clearly, Lin Xuan had mastered spatial laws—Transcending the Void Technique. He arrived before the others could react, and countless silver threads burst forth from his standing point, rushing towards them like a deluge.

Transforming swords into threads!

Lin Xuan's sword technique was so fluid that even Fairy Lotus couldn't match it. Using a secret technique from his sister, he had mastered it perfectly.

Clanging sounds filled the air as countless worm corpses rained down from the sky.

The Nine Palaces Instant Sword's power was evident; after transforming into threads, its penetration was formidable.

Despite their tough bodies, the dragon worms couldn't withstand it.

"Evil!"

Throughout this process, a startled cry echoed. The remaining insect cloud began to disperse.

No, not escape. They pulled back but regrouped and compressed continuously. Suddenly, the entire insect cloud blurred into an ugly-looking man.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in disbelief. He almost thought he was mistaken.

Could worm spirits transform into cultivators?

"Third Brother, don't be surprised. Worm spirit cultivators are like that; their bodies are formed from a cluster of worms."

"A cluster of worms?"

Lin Xuan had never heard such a thing before.

"How many exactly?"

"Haha, there's no set number. In general, their cultivation methods differ entirely from ours. Lesser worm spirits have few strange worms in their bodies, while higher-ranking cultivators have more and more unpredictable worms."

"Truly bizarre."

Lin Xuan gained new knowledge: "What about their元婴 (yuanling)?"

"These fellows don't even have a yuanling. We've said they use different cultivation methods. Their core is called the Mother Worm. Think of it like an ant colony with a queen or a bee hive with a queen, Third Brother."

"So that's how it works."

Dai Long True Man's explanation was simple yet profound. Lin Xuan wasn't stupid; he understood. The question now was: "Big Brother, after explaining their origins, what do you plan to do with this guy?"

"How?!" Dai Long True Man's face showed a playful expression. "You tell me. What happened with the ancient seal? Don't Third Brother want to know? Meeting us is his bad luck."

"Are you saying we should catch him and interrogate him?"

"What else could it mean?"

The two ignored everyone, infuriating the ugly-looking worm spirit cultivator: "Two fools dare treat my majesty as nothing. I'll make sure you can't live or die."

PS: Writing recent chapters has been tough; I need to gradually reveal ancient secrets. Please consider giving me a recommendation vote (to be continued...).
第四千零七十章 空间神通之蛛网

His face suddenly contorted into a sinister expression as his body turned hazy, transforming into a swarm of insects that descended upon the two.

"Trivial tricks!" Lin Xuan's expression was extremely indifferent: "Having been taught a lesson just now, you still repeat your mistakes. Since you have such a poor memory, I will accommodate my friend."

Before anyone could think twice, Lin Xuan simply reached out with one hand and a flash of green light appeared, revealing a silver-colored immortal sword from the void. He then shook his hand, producing countless silver threads that erupted like fine rain, covering the entire area as they rushed forward.

The abilities of the Cloud Insect Realm indeed had unique advantages, but even if you could transform into myriad forms, other cultivators might find it hard to cope. But for him, such attacks were laughable.

Like pressing tofu with brine—each substance has its counter. Transforming swords into threads would suffice.

Lin Xuan thought so, but in the next moment, a hint of mockery appeared on the ugly face of the powerful being from the Cloud Insect Realm as he clenched his hand.

Rumbling sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears as those demonic insects self-destructed. Suddenly, fierce gales swept across, creating an astonishing scene.

Lin Xuan was momentarily stunned before his expression turned indifferent. The opponent wanted mutual destruction, sacrificing some demons to destroy his life essence treasure.

Not bad, but he had picked the wrong target. His treasures were well-known to him; the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was no ordinary treasure, just a step away from divine treasures. While it wasn't indestructible, such an attack would be useless.

But in the next moment, Lin Xuan's smile froze. After the demons self-destructed, they sprayed thick black-red blood clouds.

A single mistake. The opponent wanted to defile his treasure.

Overconfidence!

Now, changing tactics was too late; all the sword threads were tainted by that strange blood cloud, weakening his connection with them and making their movements sluggish.

"Little brat! Do you think I'm so easy to deal with? I'll drain your soul!"

An evil laugh echoed as the big man's body turned hazy into a ghastly face with exposed fangs. It lunged at Lin Xuan.

The existence of the Cloud Insect Realm could not be understood by ordinary means; their bodies were capable of myriad transformations.

Lin Xuan was plunged into immense danger.

Not that one mistake would ruin everything, but his situation was dire.

He wasn't weak in strength; it was just that he had never encountered such a being before. The opponent's methods were entirely different from those of ordinary cultivators, and Lin Xuan's sudden encounter left him at a disadvantage.

"Want to hurt my third brother? Have you asked me?"

Meanwhile, a lazy voice rang out, accompanied by an overwhelming aura that filled the sky as if it would engulf the entire world.

Boom!

The void trembled under the pressure. Soon, countless spatial rifts appeared in his vision, like spider webs… and they actually stuck to that ghastly face.

"What…?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. He understood space techniques well; even Fohu Puzhe couldn't use secret methods to cross the void.

But this method was beyond his imagination—turning spatial rifts into spider webs, trapping prey. What genius idea did Big Brother come up with?

His manipulation of spatial laws had reached a meticulous level.

Impressive!

Lin Xuan could only admire.

He asked himself if he was already at the top tier; still, Big Brother seemed unfathomable.

Lin Xuan even wondered if the first-ranked cultivator in the spirit realm was really Li Yutong. He felt that Daile Long真人 wasn't inferior to her.

What had Arishura been like back then, dominating all?

In a flash of thought, Lin Xuan pondered many things.

The powerful being from the Cloud Insect Realm almost burst with rage; he lost without realizing it, and was now trapped. But he refused to accept defeat.

With an eerie aura surging around him, he tried to break free.

"Stop moving!"

Daile Long's expression was cheerful: "I know this web might not contain you, but before you struggle, think clearly—Is it worth doing?"

"What do you mean?" the ghastly face demanded.

"You are a cultivator who has passed through tribulation. Even if you aren't skilled in spatial secrets, you should have heard that space laws are the most fragile. Your struggle will break the balance; then what awaits you is not gentle spider webs but chaotic space currents. Are you ready?"

"Y-You…"

The ghastly face was speechless with rage. Lin Xuan, as a bystander, admired Daile Long's ingenuity—this trick was too harsh.

It was like blocking a river with iron chains; the opponent couldn't go up or down.

Not struggling meant certain death, handing his life over to the enemy. Struggling would trigger space laws, turning the web into a storm of chaos currents. The outcome wouldn't be much better.

A single move to subdue him.

And it left the opponent frustrated and humiliated—double punishment.

Only Daile Long could come up with such a scheme.

Of course, Daile Long's easy victory was because he had attracted all the attention; otherwise, this powerful being from the Cloud Insect Realm wouldn't be so easily bullied. Daile Long would win for sure but not as effortlessly.

But there were no "ifs." Meeting Lin Xuan and Daile Long together was his misfortune.

Lin Xuan shook his hand, and a crackling sound filled the air; black electric arcs enveloped the silver threads.

The Illusory Yin Divine Thunder already had an effect of defiling enemy treasures. Those demonic insects' blood clouds were mere trifles.

Using poison to counter poison, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was restored. Lin Xuan then leisurely retracted his treasures and flew closer with Daile Long.

The entire process was swift; Xuanfeng Immortal Fairy was left speechless.

She had powerful abilities but found herself constrained against this strange Cloud Insect Realm person, chased all the way here. While not completely cornered, she felt humiliated.

But encountering two fellow cultivators who came to her aid was a surprise. They swiftly defeated that powerful being from the Cloud Insect Realm.

Overjoyed and amazed, Xuanfeng curtsied: "I am Xuanfeng; thank you for your assistance. May I ask your names? Your great kindness will be repaid." (To be continued...)
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"Young miss, there's no need for such formalities."

Nailong Zhenren wore a mischievous grin, looking like any street thug. Xuanfeng Fairy couldn't help but stiffen her expression; was there really such an unashamed great cultivator in the Three Realms?

Wait, it seemed there was one.

"Friend Daoist, are you Nailong?"

"Haha, I didn't expect Young Miss to have heard of my good looks. What a pleasure."

Nailong raised his hands and parted them over his forehead, making a pose for coolness. Lin Xuan couldn't bear to look at him any longer...

My big brother is... cough, doesn't he think he's acting like a fool?

Lin Xuan inwardly scolded himself.

But it wasn't easy to say so directly. Fortunately, Nailong Zhenren's absurdity was deeply ingrained; this Xuanfeng Fairy wouldn't mind either.

Still... it was quite embarrassing.

Lin Xuan sighed in his heart as Xuanfeng turned her head: "This friend Daoist is..."

"I've met Fairy Xuanfeng, what a pleasure."

Lin Xuan bowed and his face showed warmth.

"How so, Daoist Lin? Have you seen this young lady before?"

Xuanfeng's eyes revealed genuine surprise; she could sense some connection from Lin Xuan's expression.

"Fairy Xuan is truly astoundingly wise. I did have a certain connection with you," Lin Xuan smiled.

This feeling was magical.

In the past, Fairy Xuanfeng on Spirit Beast Island had been an unattainable legend to him; now they were peers and his strength even surpassed hers.

How could he put it?

He felt quite satisfied in his heart.

It counted as a sense of achievement.

"Connection? What do you mean?"

Xuanfeng's face showed genuine surprise.

After all, at her level, although she had experienced countless storms, her memory was still outstanding. If she had seen such a powerful cultivator like Lin Xuan, it wouldn't make sense to not remember him.

"Haha, Fairy Xuan misunderstands me. I've never met you before, but we can be considered fellow ascenders from the same world. On Spirit Beast Island, I once obtained your lost treasure."

Lin Xuan smiled and took a deep breath; faint sounds of phoenix calls could be heard on his body surface as his pupils turned silver.

"Divine Eye of Heavenly Phoenix!"

Xuanfeng exclaimed in surprise.

"Indeed, this is the technique!"

The Nine Heavens Dance had little meaning to Lin Xuan now. The Divine Eye of Heavenly Phoenix was an exception; he had cultivated it nearly to perfection.

"So that's how it is. Then this brother's good fortune saved me. I should thank both of you friend Daoists."

"Do not mention it, it was a small effort. Now, may I ask how Fairy met this fellow? How is the State of Qingqiu?"

Lin Xuan's gentle voice echoed in his ears. Meanwhile, Nailong Zhenren approached the cloud insect world figure. Lin Xuan was taken aback; what would big brother do?

Lin Xuan and Fairy Xuan were only surprised, but the unlucky cloud insect world cultivator panicked. He spoke with a fierce exterior: "Don't come any closer, stop... Stop, what are you planning?"

Unfortunately for him, Nailong Zhenren ignored him.

"I have no grudge against you; I advise you to let me go. Otherwise, I'll self-destruct and take you down."

"Hmph, threatening this cool guy? Do you think I was raised in fear? Since you're causing trouble in the Spirit Realm, you should be prepared for your downfall. Self-destruction is laughable."

Nailong Zhenren ignored him as he reached into the spatial rift with his right hand, swiftly pulling out a demonic insect.

This bug resembled a battle-jade worm but was much larger, entirely purple with golden and silver patterns etched on its body.

Clearly, it was the mother bug, equivalent to an immortal's essence core.

"Impossible, how did you find me?"

The insect's voice was filled with shock and anger. As long as the mother bug survived, he had a chance of rebirth; thus, he hid extremely well, using tens of thousands of battle-jade worms for cover. Logically, the other party couldn't have found him.

"Hmph, just the cloud insect world. I wasn't unfamiliar with it in my youth. Your bizarre cultivation techniques only made you think you were invincible."

Nailong Zhenren's voice echoed as he curled his fingers into a light shield to imprison the mother bug, regardless of its desperate attempts to break free.

He then performed a soul-searching technique.

In an instant, Nailong Zhenren released a burst of fire from his hand; the unlucky insect vanished in smoke.

With the mother bug's fall, the remaining battle-jade worms became rootless weeds, devoured by the spatial rift.

"Big brother, how did it go?"

Lin Xuan showed curiosity on his face.

"It's hard to say."

Nailong Zhenren's expression was unusually serious; "The seal hasn't been lifted but has loosened significantly. The cloud insect world is like this; other parallel worlds are the same."

"Light arcs appear, fairy paths reveal themselves. Haha, those old fellows from three thousand worlds will surely be restless and come to the State of Qingqiu."

"What should we do then?"

Lin Xuan was slightly anxious upon hearing this. The Spirit Realm's demonic disaster hadn't ended; with great cultivators from three thousand worlds gathering here, things would get quite lively.

"Fear not, they won't seek trouble intentionally. We'll deal with it as it comes. Besides..." Nailong Zhenren revealed a mischievous look: "Among the great cultivators of three thousand worlds, there are many troublesome individuals, but beautiful ladies aren't scarce..."

Lin Xuan was speechless; Fairy Xuanfeng also had a blank expression. This Nailong Zhenren truly made one laugh and cry. If not for seeing him in action, he would have seemed like an idiot.

But Lin Xuan understood that he was wise in his own way, just enjoying life.

...

The matter was settled for now, but as predicted by Nailong Zhenren, they encountered several waves of great cultivators from other worlds within a short two weeks. Although not all were enemies, most only exchanged glances; the gathering of so many powerful figures increased their risks and challenges significantly.

Lin Xuan didn't say anything out loud but was filled with worry in his heart. He had also wanted to ask about ancient secrets but Nailong Zhenren always dodged it, saying he wasn't sure either. In any case, they would meet Fairy Yutong soon; he could ask her then.

Such an answer wasn't satisfactory for Lin Xuan, but there was nothing he could do. He had resolved to find Fairy Yutong this time and get answers.

That day, they passed through a swamp when sudden terrifying fluctuations emerged ahead. Lin Xuan's eyebrows knitted as he released his divine sense; his face showed surprise.
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Nailong True Man's expression was similar.

"Another powerhouse at the Tribulation Transcending level, and not just any late-stage existence. Big Brother, shall we go take a look?"

"Sure, I also want to know which realm this powerful figure is from who has visited the Kingdom of Azure Deer."

Before he could finish speaking, there was a loud boom that echoed in their ears.

The sound was so deafening it was almost as if the heavens were collapsing and the earth splitting. Soon after, a huge light ball as bright as the sun appeared on the horizon, dazzling and blinding. Waves of fluctuations spread out, reducing everything they passed through to rubble. Mountains, rivers, and lakes all turned into powder in an instant.

Between the towering mountains, streaks of lightning flashed, indicating that the妖族 living there were caught in this chaos. Except for a few with higher cultivation, most of them exploded into bloody mist.

This was merely the aftermath of the battle.

Sure enough, it was a top-tier powerhouse!

Lin Xuan and Nailong True Man were naturally unaffected by all this. Their遁光 quickly carried them towards the scene of the incident.

Soon they arrived. The ground where the sun had burst was in ruins, with countless mountains flattened into plains, and deep pits everywhere.

The sound of waves reached their ears as lava scorched the earth, making it scorching hot.

Several figures were suspended in mid-air, facing each other.

However, there was a significant disparity between them. One side had five people while the other was just one lone figure.

Was this an overwhelming number?

Many might have thought so upon seeing this scene. However, the reality was quite different!

On the side with more people, three men and two women. Their appearances were vastly different from human cultivators; they had exposed fangs, back wings, and though each of them was at late-stage Tribulation Transcending, their appearance was extremely disheveled.

Their bodies were covered in bloodstains, some even missing limbs like arms or legs.

On the other side, the lone woman stood out. She wore a white robe, her face still carrying a faint smile, exuding an ethereal and refined aura. It seemed she wasn't facing any formidable enemy but rather enjoying a spring outing.

Ice Soul Fairy!

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he showed signs of alertness on his face. Despite Nailong True Man's continued cheerful demeanor, there was also a hint of caution in his eyes.

A person’s name is like the shadow of their tree; Ice Soul Fairy was indeed the top expert in the Demon Realm, and it wasn't hard to believe that she could handle five opponents with ease.

Lin Xuan and Nailong True Man hadn’t hidden their tracks. The two sides involved in the battle naturally noticed them immediately.

Ice Soul Fairy's delicate eyebrows furrowed slightly: "Another distinguished guest has arrived. Fellow daoists from the Azure Bat Realm, please forgive me for not having time to entertain you. I will send you all to the Underworld. Meeting me here is a bad omen for your lives."

With a series of giggles that reached their ears, Ice Soul Fairy took action, not by summoning any treasures but rather dancing.

Her movements were incredibly graceful, and it seemed as if she was playing soft, melodious celestial music. She moved to the rhythm, every gesture pleasing to the eye.

A white aura of demonic energy spread from her body, enveloping a few acres around them, including those Azure Bat Realm figures.

Demonic mists surged, not only blocking divine sense but also rendering Lin Xuan's spiritual vision ineffective at the same time.

They could only see vague movements inside. At the same time, there were angry shouts of fear and anger. The five Azure Bat Realm cultivators weren't weak either; they wouldn't sit idly by.

However, their efforts to escape Ice Soul Fairy’s domain proved futile. Soon, the struggling sounds in the demonic energy grew weaker until they completely ceased.

Defeat!

Lin Xuan's face was extremely grim. In just half an hour, Ice Soul Fairy had managed to kill five late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators.

It could be said that she had brought down a crumbling structure. Could he do the same?

Lin Xuan pondered silently as Ice Soul Fairy turned her head. Her beautiful face showed no signs of emotion as she nodded at them.

"Two fellow daoists have also arrived."

"So, what? This is such a grand spectacle; how could this handsome guy not come to watch?"

Nailong True Man said with a sly smile.

"It's good too," Ice Soul Fairy responded noncommittally. Her gaze fell on Lin Xuan: "In just a thousand years, Fellow Daoist Lin has reached such a state of cultivation. I am truly impressed."

"Impressed? Isn't that considered taboo?"

Lin Xuan didn’t have the mood to play word games with her.

"Taboo, perhaps a little, but I’m not a precious snake. Besides, it’s better to resolve enmity than to keep it. Although Fellow Daoist Lin and I had some unpleasant moments, whether we will be enemies in the future is still up for discussion..."

Ice Soul Fairy's silver laughter echoed: "Alright, now that the light has appeared, I have no interest in chatting with you two here. We can talk another day."

Before he could finish speaking, this woman enveloped herself in a silver glow and turned into a streak of lightning, heading towards the sky.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment but didn’t intervene. Fighting Ice Soul Fairy here would be unwise.

This woman’s divine perception was deep and unfathomable; even with Nailong True Man by his side, their chances of winning were slim at best.

Moreover, her words earlier seemed ambiguous. Perhaps it was a delaying tactic, or maybe... she truly wanted to reconcile with him.

Strategic alliances.

In this world, there were no eternal enemies.

Ice Soul Fairy might hate him to the bone, but he was now on par with her in strength.

After weighing the pros and cons, it was highly likely that she would be willing to reconcile with him.

But regardless, the Seven Treasures of Hell Mirror comb had still not been obtained. He must seize this opportunity and plan his next move carefully.

"Third Brother, what are you looking at?" Nailong True Man's voice reached Lin Xuan’s ears as he seemed to have noticed something. "You can’t be eyeing Ice Soul Fairy, right? Haha, I’m not saying you’re wrong for being a charming young man, but Ice Soul Fairy is no suitable match. She’s more like a wasp nest. Back in the day, my big brother just teased her and she chased me all over the world..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. What kind of logic was this?

He didn’t know if his big brother was rambling or had an unusual mindset, but he didn't feel like arguing: "Big Brother, let’s go."

With a burst of green light, they flew towards the sky. Nailong True Man chuckled and shook his head, not taking offense. His figure blurred slightly as he followed closely.

The rest of their journey was much smoother. Perhaps after encountering so many late-stage Tribulation Transcending cultivators over these days, things had become more peaceful.

In the following few days, they encountered fewer incidents. Although there were still minor disturbances, Lin Xuan and Nailong True Man found them insignificant.

PS: Today's update is just one chapter because Huanyu wasn't being lazy; today was his cousin’s son's full moon celebration, which he had to attend. He wrote this chapter after lunch and dinner has already started, but Huanyu still needs to go. (To be continued...)
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Time flew by, and another ten days passed. Master Naliulong did not say where he was going, so Lin Xuan pretended to know nothing about it. Although his big brother acted a bit strangely, he was very loyal and would never deceive him.

That day, the two continued their journey as usual. Suddenly, Master Naliulong's brow twitched, and a sharp sound echoed from his waist pouch where no sign of movement could be seen.

Master Naliulong snapped his fingers, and an ink painting shot up into the air. The spiritual light dissipated slowly, revealing a detailed map.

Mountains, rivers, lakes—everything was depicted beautifully, almost lifelike. A bright dot shone on one mountain peak.

"Snow Sound Range, See怜 Peak!"

The golden text appeared where the dot marked it.

"Big brother, this is..."

"It's Rain桐 Fairy's method of communication. It took her so long to tell us where to meet. This action is really slow," Master Naliulong grumbled.

Lin Xuan was speechless: "If we only got a clue now, then your journey with me these past months has been aimless wandering?"

"Maybe that's true. Third Brother, you've never visited the Green Qi Country before, so how could I not lead you around like an old horse knowing its way?" Master Naliulong yawned and explained without sincerity.

Lin Xuan was frustrated but helpless. His sworn big brother was unreliable; what else could he do?

Fortunately, in just a few short months, it wasn't much for them. This thought calmed his mind. Besides, these days of travel weren't entirely fruitless either.

At least they had a crucial clue: the seal on the interface was beginning to loosen. Many powerful figures from the Three Thousand Worlds had already arrived in the Green Qi Country.

These people wouldn't be aimlessly wandering; they were connected to ancient secrets. Although Lin Xuan knew nothing now, he felt that he was inching closer to the truth.

Lin Xuan's qi cultivation was good. In an instant, his mind calmed down. Then Master Naliulong waved a hand and released a flying chariot.

The two of them transformed into streaks of light as they broke through the air.

...

A month later, Lin Xuan and Master Naliulong appeared in a vast range of mountains.

Greenery was lush, and the air was warm like spring. Various venomous creatures and strange beasts were common here.

This was Snow Sound Range.

However, Lin Xuan didn't see where Fly Snow was. The climate was warm and pleasant.

He naturally wouldn’t pay attention to those venomous creatures. Extending his divine sense revealed nothing significant. He couldn't help asking: "There are many peaks scattered around here. I wonder where See怜 Peak is?"

"Third Brother, don't worry. The map clearly marked the location. Let me open it and show you."

Master Naliulong was calm as he waved his sleeves to summon the ink painting again. After a moment's inspection, both of them understood.

Then, they each displayed their abilities, transforming into streaks of light as they flew off.

They crossed many mountains and lakes before reaching an imposing peak after several hours.
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This mountain was over ten thousand feet high, with snow-capped peaks. But it also had lush greenery, and faint sounds of dragons roaring and tigers growling could be heard.

Majestic!

They stopped about a thousand feet from the peak. Before they could do anything else, a bright green light flowed down from the top of the mountain.

A beautiful woman appeared before them.

Ethereal and graceful like a fairy.

She had met Lin Xuan at the Peach Blossom Banquet again.

Li Yutong!

After so many years, her demeanor was still extraordinary, and she was breathtakingly beautiful.

"Finally, Naliulong, you've arrived. This must be Cloud Concealing Sect's Lin Daoist."

Seeing them, Rain桐 Fairy smiled slightly as she bowed.

Lin Xuan hurried to return the bow. Although he had improved greatly, he dared not act presumptuous in front of this top spiritual realm cultivator and showed some surprise: "Do you recognize me, Fairy?"

"We met once at the Peach Blossom Banquet; how could I not know? Besides, the Daoist Alliance is renowned, and Naliulong Daoist's laziness contributed greatly to defeating Void. How could I not have heard of Young Brother Lin?" Rain桐 Fairy was cold but treated people with due respect.

This wasn't unusual. Just like in the secular world, some people might be reserved around strangers but more outgoing among family or friends.

Rain桐 Fairy continued: "Naliulong, where is Cold Moon Daoist? Where is he? Traveling from Cold Moon Realm to Green Qi Country should have been easier for him. He shouldn't still be here, right?"

"Ah!"

Rain桐 Fairy sighed and her face darkened.

Lin Xuan and Master Naliulong exchanged glances.

"Don't tell me Cold Moon also made a mistake. That guy is clever and powerful; it's unlikely..."

Master Naliulong looked extremely displeased. Since the demonic disaster, the spiritual realm had suffered heavy losses, with many talents lost.

Three Loose Immortals and three demon kings had perished in greater numbers. Now that Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was nowhere to be found, if Cold Moon Daoist also made a mistake, their situation would be dire. How could they compete with experts from the Three Thousand Worlds at this critical moment?

"Cold Moon hasn't fallen; he's just in a tough spot. He arrived here two days ago. You can go and see for yourselves," Rain桐 Fairy said as she was enveloped by golden light, shooting forward.

Lin Xuan and Master Naliulong were full of doubts but had no choice but to follow closely behind.

Soon they reached the peak, crossed several layers of restrictions, and landed in front of a palace.

Rain桐 Fairy suddenly held a token in her hand, which she waved, sending a red light that opened the door. Two maids stepped out: "Greetings, Fairy; greetings, two seniors."

"Please come in!"

Rain桐 Fairy bowed to welcome them, and they naturally entered without hesitation.

A large hall greeted their eyes, though not very spacious, it was ancient and elegant. They took their seats as guests, and servants immediately brought out fine wine and fruits. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan and his companion sipped their tea for a moment.

Although they had many doubts, their experience at their current cultivation level allowed them to remain patient. Asking Pure Fairy Yutong such questions was unnecessary; the Grand Cold True Man would reveal everything in due time.

Several hours passed.

When the tea finally lost its flavor, the voice of the Grand Cold True Man reached their ears: "Old man is sorry for keeping you waiting."

Before his words were fully spoken, a flash of green light appeared, and a Taoist emerged from the inner room. With three long strands of beard and a somewhat unusual appearance, he looked to be in his forties or so. Despite his simple attire, there was an aura of a sage emanating from him.

Indeed, it was Grand Cold True Man.

Lin Xuan quickly stood up to greet him. However, Dai Long True Man's expression was slightly surprised as he followed the gaze of his elder brother. Lin Xuan noticed that one sleeve of the Grand Cold True Man was empty—his left arm had vanished.

How could this be?

Lin Xuan wasn't curious about who could harm the Grand Cold True Man; rather, he was puzzled by the fact that such a limb loss would be unusual for cultivators at their level. It wouldn’t be difficult for the Grand Cold True Man to regenerate his lost arm.

Why not?

Dai Long True Man seemed to share the same curiosity: "Old comrade, what’s going on?"

"Long story short, this injury befell me in a rather confusing manner; I don't even know who dealt it. Fellow Daoists with broad knowledge, please help me figure out how it happened," the Grand Cold True Man's bitter laugh echoed.

"Oh? Not from the域外天魔?"

Lin Xuan was intrigued.

"Of course not. Although that 鰩灵王 is formidable, his strength is on par with mine. How could I be injured by him?" The Grand Cold True Man shook his head.

"Could it be a powerful figure from the三千世界? Fellow Daoist, did you receive this injury in the青丘之国?" Dai Long True Man's face showed a rare seriousness.

"No, that’s not it," the Grand Cold True Man shook his head again.

"Well then, fellow daoist, no more teasing. Please tell us what happened!" Pure Fairy Yutong's voice entered their ears as she revealed her impatience with such guessing games.

"Alright!"

The Grand Cold True Man sighed and organized his thoughts: "This all started a few months ago when Yellow Dragon Daoist was out on a mission and lost contact. As old friends, I couldn’t help but pay more attention to him, only to find that he had disappeared in the Heaven Origin Sea."

"The Heaven Origin Sea? The famous forbidden domain of the Grand Cold Realm?"

"Indeed," the Grand Cold True Man sighed: "I found out that Yellow Dragon Daoist was being pursued by several late-stage域外天魔. However, it’s strange that those demon lords also didn’t return; they vanished without a trace."

"How is this possible? Although the Heaven Origin Sea does have some peculiarities, it merely exists in a spatial gap and sometimes causes space anomalies or powerful sea beasts. It wouldn’t make sense for multiple people to disappear together," Dai Long True Man's expression was incredulous.

"Exactly," the Grand Cold True Man chuckled: "At first, I thought so too. Given the seriousness of this matter, I personally went to investigate. So, I set out alone towards the Heaven Origin Sea."

Lin Xuan frowned; such a rash action seemed unnecessary. But then he considered that as one of the top three realm experts, the Grand Cold True Man had every right to be confident.

"How did it go…?"

"I searched the Heaven Origin Sea and found nothing amiss. I dealt with some reckless sea beasts along the way."

"After days of searching without any results, I prepared to return when suddenly, from a strange sea area, several black tentacles emerged from the depths and attacked me," Lin Xuan asked eagerly as he knew they were at a critical point.

"Black tentacles? Could it be a powerful sea beast?"

"Not exactly." The Grand Cold True Man shook his head: "At first, I thought so. So, I released my divine sense to see what this creature was. But…"

"How did that go?" Lin Xuan couldn’t resist asking as he knew the answer would be crucial.

"The result was a black cocoon towering ten zhang high, and those tentacles extended from it."

"Cocoon?"

Lin Xuan and Dai Long True Man exchanged glances; no sea beast had such an appearance.

"Could it be a域外天魔?"

"Not at all. I was surprised too. These tentacles are quite powerful but couldn’t hold me back. After a brief battle, the cocoon flew out of the water and broke open," the Grand Cold True Man continued.

The Grand Cold True Man’s voice became more urgent as he spoke: "What came out wasn’t a域外天魔, but a human youth. Although he had demonic aura, it was different from that of the域外天魔."

"Could we fight him?" The Grand Cold True Man was surprised to find his own abilities matched those of the former demon lord.

"The demon lord? Pure Fairy Yutong stood up abruptly: "Impossible! That guy is long dead. I haven’t heard he had any disciples before his demise."

"That’s true, but how could you mistake him? This youth has formidable power; while not surpassing that of the former demon lord, he isn’t much weaker either. I lost to him and only managed to escape with great effort,"

"So, it was this fellow who cut off your arm. Why didn’t you use secret techniques to regenerate it?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"Indeed, Fellow Daoist, that must be you. You don’t know; my arm wasn’t injured by a magical weapon but by his demonic flames—seven-colored玄冰火. Regenerating it is no easy task,"

"I’ve tried many times, only to go through the pain again."

Before he could finish speaking, he took a deep breath and the severed arm glowed with an unusual light. The sleeve filled as a new arm grew before their eyes.

However, in the next moment, flames burst from his shoulder.

Crimson, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—beautiful yet eerie, quickly enveloping the newly grown arm. Soon, pain etched on the Grand Cold True Man’s face as his left hand vanished once more.

The entire process seemed complex but only took an instant.

Lin Xuan had seen many storms in life, but this scene still made him gasp for breath.

PS: Who is stronger between Tian Xiaojian and Lin Xuan? Guess! (To be continued...)
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Limb-rotting maggots!

This flame truly was peculiar.

Wait… thinking back to that scene, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a familiar sensation. He seemed to have seen this seven-coloredMystic Ice Fire before.

He couldn't quite recall it for the moment.

"Could it be that the True Man didn't even consider driving it away? Without this strange flame, his injured left hand would naturally recover."

"Why not think of it? I've tried various methods, but alas, they were all in vain. Unless…"

"How so?"

"Unless the former Sky Witch Divine Maiden is here. Using fire to counter fire, employing the supreme secret technique of Illusory Heavenly Fire, perhaps we can expel this strange and vicious power." said the Immortal of Cold Moon.

Lin Xuan was taken aback by this revelation.

Master Dragon True Man also seemed speechless as he scratched his nose: "Third Brother, if I'm not mistaken, you seem to be practicing…?"

"Brother's words are correct. Indeed, I practice the Black Moon Sky Witch Art. Although it can't compare to the Divine Maiden, I am willing to give it a try," Lin Xuan said, leaving no room for refusal. After all, the Immortal of Cold Moon had once helped him, and he couldn't just sit idly by.

"What? Young Friend Lin practices the supreme secret technique of the Black Moon Clan?" The Immortal of Cold Moon was stunned. How could such a coincidence happen in this world?

"Indeed," Lin Xuan nodded: "If you don't mind, may I take a look at your wound?"

"You're welcome."

The Immortal of Cold Moon bowed. These days, he had endured much suffering due to the seven-coloredMystic Ice Fire. Not only did it prevent his left hand from recovering, but it also flared up intermittently. If not for his immense magical power, he would have collapsed long ago. But this situation couldn't continue.

The Immortal of Cold Moon was at a loss for solutions until he encountered Lin Xuan who could use fire to counter fire.

His only concern now was the extent of his Illusory Heavenly Fire cultivation. If it were too weak, it might not be able to expel the demonic flames he had been tainted with.

Of course, this couldn't be said out loud; first, let Lin Xuan examine his injuries and make a decision.

With his permission, Lin Xuan stepped forward.

He stopped about a foot in front of the Immortal of Cold Moon. He extended his right hand and pressed it onto his severed arm. Then, he took a deep breath. A ball of egg-sized flames appeared at his palm, interweaving with several different kinds ofpower of the law.

At the same time, a colorful light emanated from the Immortal of Cold Moon's severed arm.

The two flames alternately grew and shrank, devouring each other.

Lin Xuan raised an eyebrow, a smile playing on his lips: "That's all."

He exerted more force. The Illusory Heavenly Fire swelled to over a hundred times its original size, enveloping the Immortal of Cold Moon entirely.

Master Dragon True Man and Fairy RainTung (assuming this is a name or term referring to a specific type of tree) exchanged surprised glances but quickly regained their composure. They looked at Lin Xuan with approval.

"Esteemed Lin Daoist is commendable. At such a young age, you've mastered Illusory Heavenly Fire to the point where it can be summoned or dismissed at will."

"Hmm, Third Brother has always been full of surprises."

...

Fairy RainTung (assuming this is a name or term referring to a specific type of tree) and Master Dragon True Man only chatted for a short while before Lin Xuan returned to his seat. The seven-coloredMystic Ice Fire had already been devoured by Illusory Heavenly Fire.

This sounded far-fetched, but it wasn't because Lin Xuan was much stronger than the other party. If they encountered that mysterious powerful enemy, it would be hard to say who would win or lose. But currently, while the seven-coloredMystic Ice Fire seemed like a limb-rotting maggot, in reality, it was just a rootless weed. Without its master's magical power supporting it, how could it compare to his Illusory Heavenly Fire?

Thus, Lin Xuan easily expelled it.

Of course, this didn't mean that Lin Xuan was necessarily much stronger than the Immortal of Cold Moon; the key lay in the fact that the five elements interacted with each other, and Illusory Heavenly Fire could effectively counter such a power.

But regardless of the reason, the Immortal of Cold Moon was overjoyed. These days, he had been tormented by this flame to the point where it disrupted his rest. It was no exaggeration to call it a heartache. If this coldness wasn't removed, even though he wouldn't perish, encountering stronger enemies would indeed be perilous.

He took a deep breath as new light emerged from his severed arm, extending a new limb. This time, everything went smoothly without any unexpected incidents.

Thepotential hazard had been eliminated.

"Thank you for your assistance," the Immortal of Cold Moon stood up and bowed deeply to Lin Xuan. Although he didn't express much gratitude, great kindness doesn't need words. He was very grateful this time.

"Why bother? I merely took advantage of a fortunate coincidence. Besides, as fellow cultivators in the Spirit Realm, mutual support is only natural."

Lin Xuan said this.

Beside him, Fairy RainTung (assuming this is a name or term referring to a specific type of tree) clearly saw it and couldn't help but show a hint of surprise on her face.

Although she had received intelligence about the fall of the Dragon Realm and the destruction of the demonic forces there, knowing Lin Xuan's prowess, she never imagined he would reach such a level.

Seeing this, it was no wonder Master Dragon True Man brought him here. This young man's strength truly rivaled theirs.

With talent like this in short supply in the Spirit Realm, it was indeed fortunate.

After some polite exchanges with Master Dragon True Man, Lin Xuan returned to his seat. The atmosphere between them became even more harmonious after such a minor incident.

The topic then shifted back to that mysterious expert.

Elder RainTung (assuming this is a name or term referring to a specific type of tree) spoke first, her voice tinged with contemplation: "Seven-coloredMystic Ice Fire is clearly the secret technique of the demon lord's clan. But that guy has long perished. How could black cocoons suddenly appear? What's his background, Daoist friend?"

"I'm ashamed to say, but at the time, the situation was dire, and I barely managed to escape from him. His name and origin are unknown."

The Immortal of Cold Moon's face showed a hint of anger. As one of the three Loose Immortals, he had always been revered wherever he went. Such an embarrassing experience hadn't happened in ages. But there was nothing else he could do now.

"If that guy, if I'm not mistaken, is someone familiar to me."

The Immortal of Cold Moon's face was filled with worry as Lin Xuan's voice reached his ears.

"Oh, Daoist friend knows?"

Not only the Immortal of Cold Moon and Elder RainTung (assuming this is a name or term referring to a specific type of tree), even Master Dragon, who usually acted carefree, showed a hint of surprise: "Third Brother, could it be that you know him."

"More than just knowing him; he was an old acquaintance. Back then, we came from the same human realm. After ascending to heaven, we met several times. At our last meeting at the Peach Banquet, he was only mid-transcendence. I never expected him to reach this level in such a short time. Could it be that he had some extraordinary experience?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead, showing signs of contemplation.

Little Sword's cultivation speed was indeed off the charts and beyond normal comprehension.

"What? Mid-transcendence at the Peach Banquet? How is that possible?"
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This time, even Rain桐 Fairy couldn't help showing a pale face. Master Nai Long's carefree expression vanished as well; the two exchanged glances and their faces showed shock.

The Asura from that year would never have such rapid cultivation progress.

"Third Brother, are you sure there was no mistake?"

"How could I not recognize Xiao Jian? I've seen him use the Seven-Colored Profound Ice Fire with my own eyes. I'm one hundred percent certain," Lin Xuan said decisively.

Seeing Lin Xuan's certainty, the three remained silent, each pondering what kind of extraordinary experience Xiao Jian might have had.

After a moment’s thought, they still came up empty-handed.

Such matters could only be believed if experienced firsthand and witnessed with one's own eyes.

...

Meanwhile, thousands of miles away, the instigator who caused countless troubles for Lin Xuan and his companions was now showing an indifferent expression.

This was a vast marshland. Xiao Jian hovered in mid-air, surrounded by tens of thousands of域外天魔 on all sides. Each emitted demonic energy and had grotesque appearances; their numbers reached over ten thousand.

On the surface, it wasn't out of the ordinary, but these creatures from beyond the celestial realm were mostly at the Spirit Transformation stage or higher. They formed a formidable force.

Facing so many high-ranking heavenly demons, even an average domain powerhouse would only be able to flee in terror. Moreover, among the leading demons, there were over ten demon sovereigns, with seven of them being late-stage and five mid-stage. The remaining one was an early-stage demon sovereign whose power was extremely pure, far beyond ordinary existence.

Even though Grandmaster Guang Han had lost a limb, it was indeed a great humiliation. But if he knew the fate of the域外天魔 outside his domain now, he would likely be laughing in secret.

The light arc appeared and the path to immortality became visible. The ongoing war between the three realms and the域外天魔 had almost reached a standstill. Even Demon King Yu Ling couldn't avoid it; he too arrived at the Kingdom of Qing Qiu.

However, those remaining outside Guang Han's domain were in for a tough time. In just half a month, Xiao Jian destroyed over ten demon cities, leaving not one域外天魔 unscathed. News spread, and while human cultivators rejoiced, they were also filled with fear.

The appearance of such a star in Guang Han's domain was indeed unfortunate for the域外天魔, but their hearts were just as agitated. No one wanted to sit idly by. Although Demon King Yu Ling wasn't here, there would naturally be other powerful beings among the demons.

After paying a hefty price, they finally lured Xiao Jian to this place and fell into their ambush. This marshland not only concentrated tens of thousands of their demon elites but also set up an array for decisive annihilation, with several array mages in charge. They no longer believed that he could escape alive.

In other words, Xiao Jian's current situation was extremely precarious; they had lured him into the pot. He was already inside it.

Despite his cleverness, Xiao Jian couldn't have failed to notice anything. However, his expression remained unconcerned.

"Having worked so hard to bring me here, are you all satisfied?"

"What? You know we brought you here, why did you fall for our trap?"

"Did you plan this from the start, setting a trap and then falling into it?"

...

The faces of those ten demon sovereigns turned grim. Their voices echoed with urgency as they looked at Xiao Jian.

A man's name casts a shadow; this mysterious youth’s recent achievements were truly impressive.

"Don't be afraid; he might just be showing off. With so many powerful experts gathered here, can we not handle a young upstart?"

At that moment, an eerie voice sounded. The speaking demon had a peculiar appearance, resembling a building but emitting the aura of a late-stage realm transcender.

Building? Don’t misunderstand; it was indeed a real域外天魔. These foreign demons’ forms were bizarre and couldn't be judged by common sense.

"Old Wood has spoken wisely; don't let him scare us. Activate the array. Now, either you die or I do. This time, we must extract his soul."

A hoarse voice echoed, belonging to a demon with a green face and sharp teeth. His suggestion was met with several nods, and several array mages appeared among the crowd.

"Hmph, truly ignorant of death."

Xiao Jian's lips curled in mockery: "Do you really think I'm just showing off? You blind fools, since you're not afraid to die, let this young master send you to hell."

Before his words were finished, Xiao Jian extended his hand gracefully. Unlike Lin Xuan, Xiao Jian was exceptionally handsome and well-proportioned; his slender fingers looked almost feminine.

As he flipped his wrist, a flame appeared in his palm.

Seven-colored crystal!

Xiao Jian blew on it.

"Whoosh!"

The flame seemed to float like feathers, moving slowly but suddenly arrived before a域外天魔.

It was about the size of an egg and although beautiful, it didn't seem to carry any power.

"What is this?"

A mid-stage realm transcender demon swung his large sword without much thought.

"Stop!" Old Wood shouted, but it was too late. The demonic blade struck the flame with a gust of wind.

An unbelievable scene unfolded: the sword wrapped in demonic energy ignited as soon as it touched the fire. Not just the treasure, the flame seemed to be a cargo, enveloping the demon's left hand and turning him into a huge ball of flames.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed, and the unfortunate demon's face twisted in agony. He charged towards mid-air with the seven-colored crystal flame but only flew a dozen feet before rolling desperately in the fire, screaming.

Wherever he went, the sound of breaking and crashing was heard as more域外天魔 were knocked down.

This wasn't remarkable, but what followed sent shivers down everyone's spine. All those who were hit by him, regardless of their cultivation level, ignited like the unlucky one. They rolled in agony, enveloped by seven-colored crystal flames...

And wherever they went, more demons were knocked down...

"Stay back."

"Run! Leave this place quickly."

...

The demons shouted in unison.

The burning demons rolled and crashed, serving as a warning to others. The remaining demons scattered in terror, fleeing for their lives.
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However, there were always unlucky fellows who couldn't avoid the attacks. Eventually, to prevent being caught in the crossfire, some of the域外天魔 began to attack others.

Cutting off one's own arm or sacrificing pawns to save a chariot—such was the plan. It seemed like a good idea at first, but田小剑's face showed no concern as he spoke softly, "Fool!"

The words echoed in everyone's ears. As expected, the attacks from the域外天魔 not only failed to extinguish the disaster before them; they seemed to have disturbed a hornet's nest.

Whether it was precious treasures or secret techniques, once they came into contact with the burning demons, they ignited instantly like a flash of fire. Their masters then fell into a sea of flames, just as if bitten by venomous snakes.

No one could stop it, and no one was exempt from this fate.

The power of these flames was terrifying.

In a short time—less than a cup of tea—their efforts had gathered to destroy over ten thousand elite demons.

The sky cleared up once more. Only about a dozen域外天魔 remained alive, all of them being demon lords.

Despite their numerical advantage, they looked pale and uneasy as they stared at田小剑: "You... you are a devil."

"Devil? Is it not amusing for you to use that term?"

田小剑 couldn't help but laugh. Soon, his face turned into one of mockery: "Why waste so much time on words? If you dare trouble me, be prepared to fall. Are you ready?"

Before he could finish speaking, a dark aura enveloped him, thick and black like ink, making it impossible to see through.

But in the next moment, all the dark aura vanished, replaced by a series of bright light beams shooting out from his body with a "sizzling" sound.

The brilliance was so dazzling that even the dozen or so remaining域外天魔 were caught up in it.

"What... what is this?"

The surviving demon lords were shocked. They had no intention of sitting and waiting to die.

They needed to fight to the death, just like when a bow is drawn, there's no turning back.

So they summoned their treasures one by one.

In an instant, the sky was filled with flashes of light as the sounds of explosions echoed everywhere.

---

Half an hour later.

The sky was clear and blue. Looking around, not even a trace of dark aura could be detected.

田小剑 hovered in place.

All the域外天魔, including those dozen demon lords, had vanished.

In their place were numerous floating light spheres around him, each about the size of his thumb but with different colors. They were as beautiful as fireflies and numbered over ten thousand.

Coincidentally or not, this number was roughly the same as before.

"Ha!"

田小剑 suddenly roared, clenching his hands. As he moved, black clouds swirled around him, causing his body to swell rapidly until it became a giant hundreds of feet tall.

Then, with a wide mouth opening,

"Woo..."

A powerful suction force emerged from his mouth as the countless light points were sucked into his belly like a whale drinking water.

田小剑 belched and then returned to his normal size.

He had just killed so many powerful enemies in a casual manner, but there was no trace of joy on his face. Instead, he seemed worried: "I've consumed so many域外天魔, yet my power hasn't increased much. It seems this soul fusion technique is nothing more than a facade."

"Jian'er, why rush? You already have ninety percent of the strength I had back then. The closer you get to perfection, the slower your recovery will be. Just kill a few entities like Immortal Demons or True Demon Ancestors, and you'll gain all my power."

An old voice entered his ears, its content shocking: after three days apart, one should look at someone with new eyes. Had田小剑 already gained ninety percent of the demon lord's strength?

"Hmph, your words are right, but it's a trap," he said.

"What trap? Jian'er, what do you mean by that? I've never deceived you. How could you possibly have achieved such formidable power in just a few thousand years without me? We rise and fall together; saying this is like cutting off the bridge after crossing it?" The demon lord was taken aback before he became furious.

"Hmph, in front of honest people, there's no need to hide. Old man, do you really think I'm easy to fool? You say you owe me a great debt. Fine, let me ask you this: did you truly become the demon lord?" His voice was calm despite the mocking tone.

"You're talking nonsense! Back then, I naturally became the demon lord. Could the Nine True Demons' Magic taught to me be fake?"

"Of course, the Nine True Demons' Magic is genuine, but who says the one who taught it to you is the demon lord? According to what I know, when the Asura King killed the spirit realm and was defeated by three true immortals at the Arctic Yuan Guang Palace, he barely escaped with two deaths. The two injured immortals were eventually intercepted by the demon lord, leading to a fierce battle that even caused part of the spirit realm to fall into the mortal world—Penglai Mountain. Did you tell me this?"

田小剑's voice was calm and unhurried, a skill that left everyone impressed.

"True, I did say it, so what? My words are not false. These ancient secrets should have caught your attention; is there any contradiction in my statement?" The old voice continued to argue, clearly upset by田小剑's sudden change of attitude.

"Old man, do you still want to dodge the issue? I never said this part was fake. Yes, what you said before is true—the two immortals were injured and intercepted by the demon lord. What happened after that? Did they die or survive?"

"The result was that my skills were inferior; I suffered severe injuries and died. The two immortals also barely survived to the brink of death but managed to escape using secret techniques. As for what happened afterward, I don't know if they are alive or dead. What did I lie about?" The old voice said with hatred.

But田小剑 didn't answer; instead, he spoke softly: "On Penglai Mountain, you once told me that the demon lord's soul did not scatter after his death; you were a fragment of his soul." (To be continued...)
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"Good, I am but a fragment of the former Grand Commander's spirit. Weak beyond measure, yet fortunate enough to retain all his memories. Otherwise, why would you have clung to me?"

The old voice continued, laced with resentment: "We agreed to support each other. If one day you reach the strength to ascend into the clouds, I can also rebuild my body and restore my supreme demonic power from my past life. How is it that now your wings are hardened, and you wish to break our agreement?"

"Breaking an agreement for personal gain—truly a wicked man complaining first. A true immortal should not be so shameless."

"What did you say? I don't understand."

"Hmph. With the situation as it stands, why continue this pretense, Father? Do you think you can still deceive me with your smooth talk?"

Field Sword's voice was cold and icy: "Father, what a mocking tone!"

The old voice fell silent.

After a long while, it sighed in relief. "When did you discover my presence?"

"Me?"

Field Sword smiled: "So you admit it."

"Not admitting it would make no difference. Since you've deemed me a true immortal, denying it is meaningless," the old voice said, devoid of anger but tinged with regret. It was just one step away from achieving its plan.

"This still shows some dignity. If you had denied it all along, I'd be disappointed."

"Youth, I underestimated you. I didn't expect an entity from beyond the mortal realm to have such meticulous thoughts. When did you realize that my soul wasn't a fragment of the demonic Grand Commander but a true immortal's?"

"Ha, this is thanks to Lin Xiao."

"Lin Xuan, what does he have to do with it?" The old voice was filled with surprise.

"Why should I tell you? In any case, I discovered your inconsistency. You are not a fragment of the demonic Grand Commander; rather, you are a true immortal's soul. As for the Nine Holy True Demonic Techniques, they likely came from the deceased Grand Commander and were then passed on to me."

"Indeed."

With everything said, the old voice admitted openly: "For these thousand years, you have indeed taken care of me, guiding me in my cultivation to avoid detours. But your intentions weren't good; you merely wanted me to be a sacrificial lamb for you."

"Sacrificial lamb? Where do you get such an idea, Sword?"

Now the old voice used this term with mockery.

"If I truly reach the strength comparable to the demonic Grand Commander of yore, my soul might finally achieve perfection on the day I take over your body."

Field Sword's eyes gleamed with excitement. "That makes sense. You are indeed remarkable, far surpassing my expectations. I admit that I underestimated you. But isn't it strange? If I am a true immortal, why hide my identity and strength? Wouldn’t it be better to teach me the secrets of the celestial realm directly?"

"I have puzzled over this. Please enlighten me, Father."

Field Sword smiled.

"Rarely do you call me Father. Fine, let's make you a clear-headed ghost." The old voice continued: "Actually, I didn't deceive you entirely about my identity. I misled you by half."

"Half?"

"Yes. Originally, I had some connection to the demonic Grand Commander. In that battle at the North Pole, three true immortals died or were injured, and one of them was me—Dharma Title withered prosperity."

"Withered prosperity?"

"That's related to my cultivation techniques. No need to elaborate now. Back then, severely wounded, I sought a quiet place for recovery alongside companions. But that demonic Grand Commander came looking for us. After a fierce battle, we both perished, and the small interface was destroyed. I ended up in the mortal realm as Penglai Mountain."

"What? You three all died?"

"Yes, but my companion's soul was completely destroyed, while the demonic Grand Commander's body and essence were annihilated, leaving his soul barely intact."

"Then what happened afterward?"

"Afterward, hahaha... I didn't want to continue fighting. After all, it would only lead to a soul-shattering outcome. But that demonic Grand Commander was mad. With just a fragment of his soul left, he still tried to bite me."

"Bite you?"

Field Sword was stunned before realizing: "You mean soul consumption?"

"Yes, that fellow's bravery is commendable, but he lacked strategy and was foolish. His strength might be formidable, but as a true immortal, I would have more spiritual power than him."

"So you took advantage of the situation, consumed his soul, gained his memories, and thus could teach me the Nine Holy True Demonic Techniques."

"Indeed. But I chose to do so because your body is that of a true demon, making this technique easier for you to master."

"After I achieve perfection, you can take over my body."

"Correct, but it's still one step short," the old voice said with frustration.

"Hmm, indeed, if my strength cannot match the demonic Grand Commander from before, this body wouldn't be able to withstand your spiritual power. Thus, you made a critical mistake."

"A critical mistake, young Field, you're too smug."

The old voice cackled: "I admit I was thwarted in my plan, but don't think I will let you manipulate me. Remember, with the demonic Grand Commander's strength and true demon body, taking over your soul carries risks, but it's better than doing nothing. I won't allow a thousand years of effort to be wasted."

Just as he spoke, "bang" sounded in his ears. Behind Field Sword appeared a swirling mass of clouds.

The cloud expanded into an old face. No, not exactly old; it was a strange face with one side smooth and rosy, while the other was dry and ancient-looking.

This was the true form of Withered Prosperity.

With a sinister expression, he lunged at Field Sword.

Field Sword would not sit idly by. He flicked his sleeves, revealing seven-colored ice fire that formed a wall of flames in front of him.

However, Withered Prosperity ignored it and charged into the fiery sea, as if the strange fire that had incinerated tens of thousands of demonic elites was useless against him.

"Fool, I taught you this secret technique. You use it against me—don't you think that's too foolish?"

As he spoke, the face transformed from a soul to rush three feet in front of Field Sword.
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His face contorted, with a faint green light flickering in his eyes. The air around him was filled with dark, eerie winds that seemed to emanate an even more chilling aura. His body had expanded to several feet wide as he lunged at Tian Xiaojian with a ferocious expression.

Possession!

Though the move fell short by one step, Elder Kuruong still didn't want his thousand years of hard work to go to waste.

What harm could a little risk do?

He was prepared to proceed with the plan and possess Tian Xiaojian as scheduled.

Tian Xiaojian naturally wouldn’t sit idly by. Having revealed the other party's plot, he couldn’t possibly be unprepared. This young man must have some backing.

The opponent was now within striking distance, but his expression remained calm. Such composure was admirable.

Elder Kuruong felt a chill run down his spine, but with no turning back, he had to take the plunge. There was no going back once an arrow is shot. Even if he knew there were treacherous cliffs ahead, he had to take that risk.

His thoughts raced like lightning, yet his actions remained swift and unhesitant as he lunged at Tian Xiaojian with a fierce attack.

Rabbit up!

An unusual light flashed in Tian Xiaojian’s eyes as his figure blurred slightly before retreating backward. As he retreated, his sleeves flailed out, releasing seven talismans of different colors—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet.

Arranged like a ladle pointing towards the heavens according to the HeavenlyXuanandBeidouconstellations, they appeared before Tian Xiaojian’s eyes.

"What is this?"

Elder Kuruong had an ominous feeling. He saw Tian Xiaojian’s hands move rapidly as if playing a musical instrument. Spell after spell shot out from his fingertips like shooting stars.

All seven talismans lit up, just like the legendary Big Dipper constellations.

Beautiful and dazzling!

However, what captivated the eye was the flow ofrulepower emanating from within them.

Like a dam breaking or floodwaters surging, it engulfed Elder Kuruong in an instant.

He then transformed into a translucent light ball that enveloped him.

"What is this?"

Elder Kuruong’s eyes widened as his hysterical voice echoed inside the light ball: "This is a Soul Sealing Talisman. Even in the heavenly realm, such talismans are rare. How did you obtain it and how could you deceive me?"

His reaction was so extreme because not only were Soul Sealing Talismans hard to come by, but he had been constantly watching Tian Xiaojian. It made no sense for him to be deceived.

"Old man, those who calculate others will also be calculated. Do you really think I am a fool that can be easily manipulated?"

Tian Xiaojian’s cold voice rang in his ears.

"You..."

Elder Kuruong was both shocked and angry as he struggled left and right. However, Tian Xiaojian’s face wore a mocking expression, and his hands continued to move. As he did so, magical runes the size of his thumb emerged from his sleeves.

These runes were intricate and complex, forming a fine chain with each movement.

"Fall!"

With a command, the chain emitted a brilliant glow, enveloping the translucent light ball layer by layer. A strangerulepower spread out.

"What is this?"

Elder Kuruong suddenly stopped his movements, showing signs of pain but more astonishment: "This is a secret technique from the Nine Holy True Demons Art, but I deliberately kept it hidden and didn’t teach you. How did you learn it?"

His voice was filled with panic as he realized a terrifying possibility.

"Hmph, you never taught me, but someone else did."

"Someone else? That old man. Impossible! His soul has long been devoured," Elder Kuruong said hysterically.

"Really consumed clean? Just your wishful thinking. Although the demon lord’s spiritual power is inferior to yours, he still has some resistance. He's just biding his time in the shadows."

"Biding his time... Does he want..."

"He wants revenge. No matter what, you can’t be left alive. You think everything is under control, but every hundred years, he regains consciousness for a day. After that, you will fall into a deep sleep and won't feel any discomfort when you wake up."

"So it was like this." Elder Kuruong’s face showed intense anger and sorrow as he finally understood his defeat: "But you just said it was because of Lin Xiao..."

"Stupid fool! That was merely a diversion to trick you. If you weren’t vigilant, how could you fall into the trap so easily?"

Tian Xiaojian’s cold laughter echoed in his ears as he continued his actions, casting more chains around the light ball.

Then Tian Xiaojian took a deep breath and his head grew ten times its size, looking comically large. Yet, it added several sinister intentions.

His blood-filled mouth opened wide, releasing an terrifying suction force that seemed to want to swallow him whole.

Elder Kuruong’s face showed intense anger as he realized the situation had turned around. He had intended to possess Tian Xiaojian, but now things were going south.

This was too frustrating!

Despite his dire circumstances, he wouldn’t sit idly by.

He struggled desperately, but it was futile.

As he approached Tian Xiaojian’s mouth within a few feet, Elder Kuruong showed fear: "Stop! Do you really want to die with me?"

"You contributed greatly to your success. We can part ways if you don't go too far."

...

But Tian Xiaojian ignored him. He wasn’t easily frightened.

"Fine, fine. You’re like a newborn calf not afraid of tigers. Since you force me into this corner, let’s both perish together."

Elder Kuruong said with malice. Before he could finish, his entire body was enveloped by chaotic energy. Even though he had only a soul left, his explosive self-destruction would still be formidable at such close range.

Though Tian Xiaojian knew the danger, he remained indifferent.

A bad feeling arose in Elder Kuruong’s heart...

What did this young man have to rely on?

Could it be...

Before that thought could fully form, half of his face turned black. The demon lord's essence had awakened and was fighting for control over his body.

"Old man, do you really want to be devoured?" Elder Kuruong said hysterically.

"Hmph, I would rather die than live in this world. Besides, with you by my side, even if my soul is scattered, what of it?" Another voice echoed, unmistakably the former demon lord.

PS: Sweat, today’s New Year's Eve dinner was too much to handle; writing this chapter was quite a struggle. I’ll definitely work harder tomorrow! (To be continued...)
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"..."

The Eternally Flourishing Immortal was both shocked and angry, struggling desperately. However, it was all in vain; with the wolf at the front door and a tiger at the back, he had no chance to fight back against Tian Xiaojian and the Demon Lord's joint attack. He could only watch helplessly as his body flew into Tian Xiaojian's gaping maw.

Seeing that death was imminent, he screamed hysterically, filled with terror. Then, his voice turned to pleading: "Little Sword, no, Fellow Daoist Tian, Fellow Tian, spare this old man! If you let me live, I will repay you handsomely."

"I swear it, truly. This old immortal is a true ancient Immortal and knows countless secret techniques. I am willing to offer them all. Besides, there are many ancient secrets I know. If you're interested, I'll speak without reserve. There's also a treasure in my possession, filled with divine treasures and various spirit pills. Don't you want that..."

However, Tian Xiaojian remained unmoved.

As the distance between his mouth and the old immortal's body was less than half a foot, Eternally Flourishing Immortal truly feared for his life, his voice turning desperate: "Don't you want to know why King Asura led阴司ghosts to massacre the Spirit Realm, making rivers run red with blood? Don't you want to know what happened in this world and the other realms during ancient times? Countless geniuses exist within these three realms. Why can no one ascend through the clouds? Why must they remain stuck in their original realm even after surviving the final heavenly tribulation?"

"And what about late-stage cultivators who have passed the tribulations? Do you really think they can achieve immortality?"

The words were shocking, and he couldn't ignore them. Tian Xiaojian's face finally showed some emotion as he paused his suction.

Eternally Flourishing Immortal exhaled with relief, his face filled with joy.

He was just a step away from an irreversible fate.

What a close call!

"Little Sword... no, Fellow Tian, what you're doing is wise. Sparring this old man a chance will benefit you in countless ways," the Eternally Flourishing Immortal said, begging for mercy.

The situation had reached such a point that he was willing to take any risk.

What mattered now was survival, not appearances or dignity.

He needed to survive and rise again. With his cunning, he understood this simple truth well.

A hint of viciousness flashed in his eyes but quickly turned into a pleading smile as he prepared to flatter Tian Xiaojian.

Just as he was about to praise him, something unexpected happened. Tian Xiaojian's face suddenly showed a cold smile, and the corners of his mouth curled with mockery.

Tian Xiaojian clasped his hands together, and the blood-filled maw opened wider than before, emitting a powerful suction like a storm. Eternally Flourishing Immortal, unprepared after narrowly escaping death, was swallowed whole in an instant.

His half-spoken "you" ended abruptly as he gagged loudly. His head shrank rapidly until it returned to its original form.

Everyone could search for "Hundred Refinements into Immortality Rain" or "hchy1982" on WeChat to add Rain's WeChat.

"What a fool! Do you really think a few words can pique my curiosity? I understand the principle of not harming others and being wary of them. It's better to extract your soul for me to be more at ease."

"As for ancient secrets, humph, what does that have to do with me?" Tian Xiaojian's cold voice echoed: "You actually thought you could sway my heart with wealth? Whether the treasure is real or not, who knows? Even if it is, so what? The best treasures are useless without life."

"Moreover, even if I devour your soul, I won't gain all of your memories. But a few scattered ones would suffice for me."

Tian Xiaojian's face showed a smile as he had finally accomplished his goal. With his demonic cultivation complete and the threat removed, he was truly free to soar through the heavens.

With a long roar, he flew away, surrounded by dazzling demonic light.

...

Lin Xuan didn't know what happened then.

At that moment, he was still a guest at Fairy Rain桐's place, along with Naelong and Broad Cold Immortal as well.

After drinking several rounds of spirit tea, it no longer tasted bitter. Lin Xuan held a spirit fruit in his hand but looked indecisive on his face.

He pondered his words carefully.

His brother had once said that even he knew only fragments about ancient secrets. Among the three realms, Rain桐 and Ice Spirit were the most knowledgeable.

The latter was out of the question; their enmity ran deep. Her dear friend, Precious Snake, had perished at his hands. Although they weren't sworn enemies, it would be very difficult to reconcile this grudge.

Indeed, during their last chance encounter, she had shown a positive attitude, indicating her desire for peace.

However... who knew if her sincerity was genuine?

The cultivation world never lacked deceit and cunning.

If the other party deceived him, lulling him into complacency...

Lin Xuan wouldn't trust anyone lightly.

So from the start, he didn't consider probing Ice Spirit. Even if she agreed to speak, Lin Xuan would doubt whether she was deceiving him.

In short, he wouldn't risk his skin for a tiger's fur, making Rain桐 the only choice.

Although they weren't close friends, they had no deep-seated grudges. However, this made it difficult for Lin Xuan; speaking without knowing someone well could be disastrous, and Rain桐 was known for her introverted and unpredictable nature.

He needed to ask about the information but didn't know how to broach the subject.

If only Naelong Immortal could help...

But his brother wasn't reliable. Knowing what he wanted, he just laughed behind his hand without saying anything.

Was this some kind of joke? Lin Xuan was speechless at Naelong's antics.

"Concern can cloud judgment," as they say. Normally, Lin Xuan was quick-witted, but the ancient secrets were too important to him. He couldn't figure out how to start.

Perhaps his anxious expression gave it away. Rain桐 noticed: "Fellow Daoist Lin, do you have something on your mind? Speak if you must; we're not strangers here."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. Fairy Rain桐 truly understood people's feelings. He quickly rose and bowed deeply, his expression sincere.

"Why are you doing this? No need for formalities."

Rain桐's face showed surprise. Suddenly bowing like that meant he had a request.

(To be continued...)
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Etiquette begets requests, and though Rain桐 Fairy Consort was surprised, her demeanor remained resplendent.

Lin Xuan did not speak. He continued to bow deeply, his expression earnest. Over and over again, he paid homage to Rain桐 Fairy Consort with profound respect.

Finally, a look of admiration appeared on the other's face.

She knew Lin Xuan well enough; after all, it was the Immortal Dao Union that had eradicated the Void, making significant contributions. The transformation from an ordinary cultivator to someone who could rival them took only a short time. Such a remarkable existence warranted her attention.

Lin Xuan’s strength aside, his character was commendable—perhaps even mature for a young man. Compared to their million-year-old lives as cultivators, he was no less impressive.

The matter that required such solemnity must be significant. Rain桐 Fairy Consort straightened herself and spoke with great gravity: "Friend Daoist Lin, our friendship may not be deep, but we are of the same spirit realm. For this journey ahead, cooperation is essential. If you have any requests, feel free to speak without reservation; I will do my utmost to fulfill them. What say you?"

"Thank you, Fairy Consort."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and filled with gratitude: "I have some questions that I wish to ask for clarification. These issues have troubled me for a long time. If the Fairy Consort can give me an answer, even if it means owing you a great favor for one day, I will not hesitate when you command me in the future."

Lin Xuan's sincerity was evident; beside him, Nai Long and Guang Han True Person exchanged glances, drawing in their breaths.

In cultivation circles, deceit was common, but at this level of power, they valued their promises. At least to friends, that was true.

They never easily made commitments, for failing to follow through would be a laughingstock.

Lin Xuan's words were weighty indeed—no matter what tortures he faced, he wouldn't back down. What exactly did he want to ask?

Guang Han True Person was curious, while Nai Long True Person looked surprised. He knew Third Brother wanted to inquire about ancient secrets.

Initially, he thought Lin Xuan was merely curious, but now it seemed otherwise.

Why did Third Brother do this? Was there something significant from the ancient times that had such a connection?

Could it be because of Asura...

A fleeting thought flashed through Nai Long's mind like lightning.

Nai Long True Person, despite his casual demeanor and jovial appearance, was actually very intelligent. He had lived for millions of years, making a name in the Three Realms; he couldn't possibly be a fool.

Thoughts raced through his mind.

Rain桐 Fairy Consort remained unaware. Lin Xuan's attitude frightened her. Was it just to gather information that such an exaggerated reaction?

Though surprised, she still exuded charm: "Friend Daoist Lin, you do not need to be so formal. Speak your mind; as long as it doesn't put me in a difficult position, I will share everything."

This was a promise with room for flexibility.

Lin Xuan could only chuckle inwardly but knew he couldn't force anything.

He hoped the ancient secrets would be revealed. Taking a deep breath, he said: "I wish to ask Fairy Consort a question. My elder brother mentioned that Asura once had good relations with all of you, even drinking and discussing cultivation心得 together. Why did she suddenly lead阴司 creatures to massacre the Spirit Realm, causing rivers of blood? This goes against logic; I would be grateful if you could enlighten me."

Rain桐 Fairy Consort's expression showed surprise as her eyebrows raised slightly: "Is that the question?"

"Indeed, please enlighten me."

"May I ask a question first?"

"Please, Fairy Consort!" Although she didn't immediately respond, she also did not outright refuse. This made Lin Xuan secretly happy.

There was still room for negotiation.

This far exceeded his expectations; he feared being rejected outright.

He couldn't possibly turn hostile!

Even if he acted rashly and dared to do so, he would surely lose.

Lin Xuan had some self-awareness.

Was Rain桐 Fairy Consort easily provoked?

Even if they were not easily bothered by others, Lin Xuan wouldn't strike first.

He wasn't unreasonable.

To enemies, any means were justified; but for friends, he still valued honor.

Fortunately, the worst scenario did not occur. However, Rain桐 Fairy Consort's inquiry about his interest in ancient secrets left him uneasy.

Moon’s secret couldn’t be revealed, so he had to lie.

This was fine—what mattered was a benevolent lie, unintentional and out of necessity.

Just as Lin Xuan prepared to use honeyed words, a loud noise entered their ears. Simultaneously, the primordial energy began to oscillate violently.

Not only Lin Xuan but Nai Long and the others were taken aback.

Was someone daring enough to provoke them?

Though the Light Arc appeared and the Immortal Path was revealed, with the seals weakening, most of the three-thousand-worlds' powerhouses had gathered here. But they weren't easily provoked; did someone dare to challenge them?

What boldness!

Nai Long True Person stood up abruptly. Rain桐 Fairy Consort's face was filled with cold laughter: "Our Spirit Realm is not what it used to be. Many powerful beings have fallen after the域外天魔, but we still live. Is anyone daring enough to come and provoke us?"

Lin Xuan was even more displeased. He had finally managed to gather information on ancient secrets; just as he saw a chance, someone interrupted him.

How infuriating! If Rain桐 Fairy Consort changed her mind later, he would be in trouble.

Thinking this, Lin Xuan's anger flared: "Friends, no need for action. Should there be any trouble, let the novice here handle it and meet other realm’s experts." (To Be Continued...)
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Lin Xuan's expression turned grim as he recognized the fleeing figure. The other three exchanged surprised glances but did not say much, rising to their feet and dispersing in different directions.

Several streaks of brilliant light entered his field of vision.

The one leading the way was a tall, imposing figure cloaked in azure blue, moving at an incredible speed. Lin Xuan narrowed his eyes, using his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to discern the man's features from afar.

However, he was taken aback by what he saw.

"Is it him? How is this possible? Didn't they say that he had already perished?"

Lin Xuan's reaction was not surprising given that he recognized the fleeing figure. The bald man with bare feet appeared formidable and towering, radiating a powerful aura of a king. His skin was a deep copper color, but his eyes were an azure blue like the sea, encased in armor that seemed simple yet had a primitive, rugged quality.

"Big Whale King!" Lin Xuan's eyes widened. Was it true he had already perished and now resurrected? Or perhaps the rumors about his death were false?

"Friend Daoist Lin, you needn't be curious. The Big Whale King only lost one of his incarnations," said the Broad Cold True Man, stroking his beard as he spoke with a clear voice.

"One incarnation?" Lin Xuan was taken aback and turned to face him. "Then why haven't we seen his true form in all these years?"

"Because ever since the Peach Blossom Banquet ended, the Big Whale King has been sequestered in meditation to practice a secret technique," said Rain桐仙子 with a gentle voice.

The Broad Cold True Man's expression did not show much curiosity. It seemed he was already aware of this matter.

"So that explains it."

Lin Xuan nodded. "Then Solitary Goose Friend Daoist is also..."

"No, Solitary Goose truly perished, but it wasn't due to battle," Rain桐仙子 explained. "His most favored disciple was enticed by a demon from the outer world and poisoned his medicinal pill. Then he was ambushed by the Dragon King of Demons and a hundred demon lords with dozens of Sovereigns."

Rain桐仙子's face showed a hint of sadness as she continued, "A hidden arrow is harder to avoid than an open one. Solitary Goose's death was unjust. But even so, his demise wasn't in vain. Despite being poisoned, he still managed to kill several Sovereigns."

The Broad Cold True Man sighed and said, "One day we will avenge him."

Lin Xuan finally understood the full story. He had always found it strange that one after another of the immortal kings and demon lords were perishing. There was more to this than met the eye.

Despite being poisoned and still managing to fight off two Demon Lords and dozens of Sovereigns, Solitary Goose truly was formidable.

The Broad Cold True Man's words made him realize that the Big Whale King could not be an ordinary figure either.

Seeing how his pursuers were so relentless, Lin Xuan realized who they might be. He steeled himself, calming down and putting aside his anger.

Enemies were indeed despicable, but he couldn't act rashly.

Lin Xuan looked up at the streaks of light pursuing the Big Whale King.

His expression froze as he saw the size of those lights. They contained massive objects that resembled mountains, their surfaces gleaming with metallic sheen and adorned with countless runes.

"What is this..."

Though Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels, these were clearly not from the Three Realms. He was unsurprised at not recognizing them.

"These are warships from the Dark Stone Realm," Rain桐仙子 said, frowning.

"Dark Stone Realm? How could Big Whale King have gotten involved with those beings?" The Broad Cold True Man's expression darkened as well.

"What do you mean, this realm is hard to deal with?"

Lin Xuan had never heard of the Dark Stone Realm. To him, the entire Three Thousand Realms were unfamiliar territories.

"Speaking of power, there isn't much to it. But the existence of this realm is tedious and likes toentangle," said the Dragon King True Man, sighing. "Back then, I only teased a few female cultivators from that realm, yet they chased me for ten thousand years. If not for their realm being sealed, they might have continued pursuing me."

"Several female cultivators? You mean you played with all ten beauties of the Dark Stone Realm back in the day?" Rain桐仙子 retorted angrily. "You still have the nerve to bring this up! Because of that incident, the Dark Stone Realm hated us immortal kings and demon lords, nearly starting a war between our realms."

"Right, Big Whale King had good relations with you. He reportedly fought several powerful beings from the Dark Stone Realm due to your involvement and formed an enmity with them. Could this be..."

Lin Xuan was stunned by what he heard. The Dragon King True Man could get into trouble for anything.

"Well... there might have been such a thing, but it's been millions of years. The beings in the Dark Stone Realm wouldn't be so tedious," the Dragon King True Man admitted nervously.

"Hmph, that can't be said with certainty. The beings from the Dark Stone Realm are known for their grudges. Besides this incident, I can't think of any reason why they would target Big Whale King."

"Enough, enough. It's meaningless to delve into these matters now. We'll deal with whatever comes our way. After all, it has been millions of years since the incident. They shouldn't still be pursuing us if we're not soft targets," said the Broad Cold True Man, his voice carrying a hint of ferocity.

Rain桐仙子 did not argue. If their suspicions were true, the Dragon King was in the wrong, but only for teasing some female cultivators. It made no sense to hold a grudge for millions of years over such a trivial matter.

One must know when to stop. The beings from the Dark Stone Realm had gone too far.

Since they were unreasonable, he would not be overly polite either.

The entire exchange was swift and fluid. Before they knew it, both parties were close enough to see each other clearly.

"Is Big Whale King alright? Why are the people from the Dark Stone Realm pursuing you? Even with their numbers, ordinary beings can't do anything to you. Could it be those old fellows?" The Broad Cold True Man asked anxiously.

"I don't know why they're after me. Perhaps they haven't forgotten what happened back then," said the Big Whale King, bowing slightly and looking somewhat flustered. "We encountered them suddenly, with several of those old fellows present. I hope you can forgive us for this."

(To be continued...)
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All the trouble was caused by Nai Long, and things were now clear. Rain Tong Fairy Consort glared at him fiercely, but Nai Long's face showed a smug expression. His skin was thicker than city walls; what was there to be ashamed of after flirting with some beautiful women?

Although she was frustrated, there was no point in blaming Nai Long. In the cultivation world, might made right, and words were meaningless. Only strength could make others submit.

She raised her delicate eyebrows and lifted a slender hand, summoning an ethereal transparent sword as fine as a cicada's wing to appear in her palm.

With a flick of her wrist, countless sword energy streaks descended like rain, each one vibrant and colorful. There were thousands of them, forming a massive attack that seemed to tear through the sky.

"Friends, we all share this. No one should be left out. Let's coordinate our efforts and teach these guys from the Xuan Shi Realm a lesson," Lin Xuan roared.

Before his words had finished, he had already charged into battle. His sleeves flapped as an ancient scroll appeared, emitting clear sounds that resonated in the air. Nine mountains of varying sizes materialized from the scroll, their lush greenery and beautiful scenery captivating everyone's attention.

Suddenly, a loud crack echoed through the sky. A rainbow-colored light enveloped countless sword energy streaks, each one carrying boundless intent to encompass all of existence.

The divine radiance was overwhelming, accompanied by surging法则 powers. The void collapsed, showing that this was indeed an innate treasure beyond compare. With his current strength, Lin Xuan unleashed the full power of an innate treasure, leaving no room for restraint.

The sword energy from Rain Tong Fairy Consort blocked all possible escape routes, ensuring that none could flee.

Lin Xuan didn't intend to win in one fell swoop, but a little color was appropriate given the circumstances. The conflict had only just begun. With Lin Xuan and Rain Tong Fairy Consort engaging their opponents, the others couldn't afford to remain indifferent.

Broad Cold Immortal sighed; he had planned to turn swords into plowshares, but now that plan was dashed.

With no room for negotiation, action was the only option. He flicked his hand at his waist, and a greenish light flashed as an inch-long jade staff appeared. The surface of the staff emitted countless runes.

This seemed to be another innate treasure. However, it was different from those he had encountered before.

Lin Xuan didn't have time to distinguish anything; Broad Cold Immortal shouted, "Break!"

Before his words were fully spoken, the runes and light flared as they transformed into golden figures the same size as the Immortal himself. These figures weren't实体, their bodies shimmering with golden light, each holding a similarly ancient-looking long spear.

Raising these treasures, they casually swung them forward.

Sizzling sounds filled the air as streaks of golden light appeared, tearing through the atmosphere and forming dazzling attacks.

Next, the roar of the Whale King echoed in everyone's ears. Regardless of the grudge from millions of years ago or whether Nai Long Immortal was the instigator, this time, he was the main actor. His companions had already acted; out of both reason and emotion, how could the Whale King lag behind?

Roaring, he clenched his fists as layers of spiritual light surged across his body. His figure instantly grew to hundreds of feet tall.

Without even summoning a treasure, he let out a loud breath, raising his hands in a series of fist shadows that each resembled towering buildings. Arcs of lightning danced around these fist shadows, depicting vivid electric serpents.

One force conquers ten!

Lin Xuan's eyes widened as he realized the Whale King had also mastered the power of force.

However, compared to what was happening before, it was like a small witch seeing a great wizard. It wasn't surprising; among the scattered immortals and demon kings, the Whale King was one of the most fierce. His mastery of the power of force was no idle talk after millions of years of accumulation.

Both had mastered the power of force, but their understandings were entirely different.

Everyone had joined in, leaving Nai Long Immortal to be the last to act. Not because he wanted to hide his strength, but because he was casting a wide-range destructive spell.

As he chanted, muttering under his breath, "These guys from the Xuan Shi Realm are really overstepping their bounds. Even after millions of years, they still can't let it go. Do you think I'm some soft fruit that anyone can play with?"

Before his words were fully spoken, a thunderous sound echoed through the sky as flames ignited across the heavens. This was... meteor fire rain.

Indeed, these were real meteors, not just named so. Nai Long's audacity was truly impressive; he had summoned meteors from beyond the skies.

This involved another realm's laws of nature, but Nai Long's strength was indeed unparalleled. Summoning meteors to rain down on their heads was a bold move.

...

By now, everyone, including Lin Xuan, had joined in the battle. The attack of the five strongest beings in the Spirit Realm was devastating.

The entire process happened almost instantaneously.

The existence from the Xuan Shi Realm was caught off guard.

They were accustomed to fighting only when provoked, but now, the Spirit Realm's opponents launched a surprise attack.

"What are you doing? Do you want to create an irreversible enmity with our Xuan Shi Realm?"

A strange building, resembling a mountain, emitted a shocked cry that sounded weak and timid. Clearly, they hadn't anticipated this situation. A series of "wuhu" sounds filled the air as countless beams of light shot out from the strange building, forming a layered light shield.

P.S.: Happy New Year on Chinese New Year's Day! Phantom Rain is still working hard to update. May all friends have a prosperous and lucky year ahead! (To be continued...)
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Crackling sounds...

Like raindrops hitting lotus leaves, or as if a million troops were rushing past him, the dense impacts kept pounding into his ears. The defensive power of those light screens was impressive, but at this moment, they seemed so fragile. They couldn't be said to be paper-thin, but they were continuously being breached.

The sword energy was fierce; the combined attack of the five top experts in the Spirit Realm could destroy heaven and earth. Any more defenses would just be a joke. The scene quickly disintegrated.

Sword light, fine rain, and shattered meteors collided together.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed through his ears as fragments of stone rained down like raindrops.

The strange object from the Stone Profound Realm crumbled to pieces like a mountain collapsing.

Shouts of shock erupted everywhere.

Dense streaks of遁光fled out from the crumbling buildings, but most only flew a dozen feet or so before being torn apart by sword light into bloody mist, with waves of spiritual energy spreading outward.

All those who fell were cultivators from the Stone Profound Realm.

They had originally hidden in spirit boats, but now they completely lost their protection.

Without an opponent to match them, even true immortals would retreat when faced with the concerted effort of these five top experts.

The situation was not a fight at all; it felt more like a one-sided碾压.

Until a sharp shout echoed through his ears, accompanied by countless grayish-white objects appearing in the air.

Of various sizes and shapes, each emitting unique法则之力lawful power.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. However, upon clearly seeing those grayish-white objects, not only did it fail to ease the shock on his face, but the surprise deepened even further.

They were stones!

Though they looked plain, a closer look would reveal significant differences from ordinary stones.

Accompanying this was five overwhelming spiritual pressures spreading out.

Far surpassing ordinary realm experts.

Needless to say, these must be the old fellows mentioned by Rain桐仙子 and others.

True enemies!

A hint of ruthlessness flashed across Lin Xuan's face as he调动剑光maneuvered his sword light, focusing it. He slashed at one of them—the closest one.

The scene was blurry.

Not... exactly, but the entire figure was shrouded in a layer of fog, making it impossible to discern gender or even if it were male or female.

Fortunately, this didn't concern Lin Xuan.

Gender aside, any enemy would receive no mercy.

His attack gathered over a dozen sword lights, enough to cleave heaven and earth. However, the slender figure raised its hand, reaching out in front of it.

As it moved, those grayish-white stones converged... though they were called stones, their nature was more akin to mud.

Then, they transformed into a shield that completely concealed his form.

"Boom!" A loud explosion echoed through his ears as the sword light fell. However, what followed was an unbelievable scene.

When the sword light struck the stone shield, the entire void collapsed and sank. Lin Xuan's surroundings blurred, and he found himself in a strange place.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan examined his surroundings. The ground was covered with rugged stones, and grayish-white mist permeated the air. There was no spiritual energy in the world; not just spiritual energy, but even a trace of demon qi was absent. Lin Xuan couldn't sense any trace of primordial energy.

It seemed like he was in a void.

What happened?

Just moments ago, he had been fighting alongside Rain桐仙子 and others. How did he suddenly end up here?

Could it be because of his attack?

Lin Xuan could confirm that this wasn't an illusion; the only explanation left was that those Stone Profound Realm fellows were playing tricks on him.

With this thought, Lin Xuan released his divine sense. While there was no primordial energy in this space, his divine sense remained unaffected.

However, he found nothing. This small area was vast and silent, with no trace of the enemy.

Impossible, where could that fellow be hiding?

Lin Xuan looked around but still saw nothing.

Though this place was strange, it covered only a hundred miles, and the terrain was extremely flat, devoid of any plants or trees. It made no sense for an opponent to have a hiding spot here, let alone hide his divine sense.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's surprise deepened, but his combat experience was vast. His mind raced as he instantly used the technique to cross voids and moved a thousand feet away.

Pang!

A loud explosion echoed through his ears.

As he shifted his form downstairs, the ground where he had stood suddenly sank, transforming into a giant mouth that bit down. Needless to say, it landed in empty space, but its power was still astonishing.

Lin Xuan's face darkened as he stared at the place where the giant mouth appeared and said calmly, "Friend, you've been hiding for so long; isn't it time to show yourself to Lin Xuan? Or do you want me to take the initiative?"

"Geh geh geh. When did the Spirit Realm produce such a powerful cultivator with such an unfamiliar face? But meeting a soil demon is your bad luck."

A sweet laugh echoed through his ears, carrying a hint of surprise. Then, a streak of light flashed on the ground, revealing a slender figure.

It was the woman who had just attacked him.

At first glance, her appearance and features seemed similar to those of human cultivators, but upon closer inspection, there were significant differences.

She exuded an eerie aura from head to toe.

Her expression towards Lin Xuan was extremely cold.

"Soil demon."

Lin Xuan muttered.

"Why?"

The other appeared slightly surprised.

"Nothing. I just find your name rather earthy."

"What did you say?"

That woman's anger flared up. Though she didn't look particularly fierce and even had a somewhat charming appearance, she was one of the five top experts in the Stone Profound Realm. She had never been humiliated like this before by an unknown youngster daring to mock her.

Lin Xuan showed no fear on his face.

Since they were already at each other's throats, there was nothing left to be polite about. Lin Xuan took a deep breath and raised both hands, preparing to unleash his domain.

However, the next scene left him wide-eyed.

His domain didn't work.

More accurately, it failed to manifest.

How could this be?

"Hmph, fool, you don't even know our Stone Profound Realm's secret techniques," the soil demon's face showed a hint of mockery.

"What are the secret techniques of the Stone Profound Realm?"

"Even that you don't know. Did you just ascend to the Transcendence realm and dare to be reckless? Very well, I'll make you understand."

Hearing this, Lin Xuan stopped his actions. He was genuinely curious. Although Lin Xuan's strength had grown immensely, he knew nothing about the Three Thousand Worlds.

The Stone Profound Realm was a new one to him, let alone knowing what strange secret techniques they possessed that could counter his domain. (To be continued...)
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The woman, known as the Earth Demon, smiled lightly. "In my domain, I am the master. But do you think that a domain is truly invincible? In our world of玄石界, cultivators won't comprehend this technique, but they can use the Profound Anomalous Space to nullify your domains."

Lin Xuan looked around and nodded in understanding. "Hmph. Within this Profound Anomalous Space, you cannot even cast a domain, nor will you receive any补充 of元气. I naturally won't be bound by such limitations. Young fellow, do you think you still have a chance to win under these circumstances?"

"Submit early and suffer less." The Earth Demon snarled, her face filled with murderous intent. "I pity your struggle as a cultivator. This is my final offer."

Lin Xuan said calmly, looking at his hand. "We've never wronged each other in the past or present. There's no need for us to fight to the death. Why don't you retract your spell and leave this country of青丘?"

"You dare toy with me!" The Earth Demon roared.

With a sigh, Lin Xuan said, "I offered sincere advice, but you dismissed it as mockery. Since my words fell on deaf ears, I will send you to the Underworld."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan stepped forward, his figure blurring slightly as if teleporting over a hundred feet in an instant.

He then extended his hands, and a clear ringing sound echoed. A complex array of patterns formed on his palms.

Lin Xuan pushed his hands forward, not exactly pushing but rather pressing them together.

A golden palm print appeared in the air with no trace of violence. It struck the woman's head.

The entire sequence was swift, showcasing Lin Xuan’s mastery over spatial techniques. This single strike contained at least twenty types of natural laws.

How powerful was it?

It was hard to describe. Imagine this palm hitting the lower world; it could reduce the entire Twelve States of Heaven Cloud to ashes.

The area of the Twelve States of Heaven Cloud was vast, so one can only imagine the power of that strike. It was truly earth-shattering.

Lin Xuan's physical strength had long surpassed ordinary ancient true spirits by much, possibly even outmatching true dragons and celestial phoenixes. Otherwise, he might not have been able to withstand such a blow himself.
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A flash of golden light landed before the woman like a meteor from outer space.

The Earth Demon was taken aback. She couldn't have imagined Lin Xuan's actions would be so decisive and efficient. As one of the top five cultivators in the 玄石界, she should easily recognize the power of such a strike.

Suddenly, without time to dodge or defend, she suddenly opened her mouth and spat out a ball of pale white flames.

Inside the flame was a round pearl about the size of a dragon's eye. It contained a map of mountains and rivers.

A dull thud echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as the pale white flames proved ineffective against his strike, dissipating instantly.

The Earth Demon's eyes widened with disbelief. "Break!"

Boom!

This time, it was the round pearl that exploded.

Shrapnel flew everywhere.

Simultaneously, a series of mountainous silhouettes appeared before her eyes and transformed into massive figures.

Mountain peaks loomed, acting as shields to block the palm strike.

Taking advantage of this moment, the Earth Demon fled to one side. "Wanting to escape? What a fool."

Lin Xuan chuckled. He flipped his wrist, revealing a thin sword like a cicada's wing in his hand.

He flicked it and swung it forward. Silver swordlight erupted, dense as fine rain, showering towards the woman.

The Earth Demon was still shaken from her initial shock but now faced another life-or-death situation. Her anger and fear mixed together. Even a clay figure had some true spirit, let alone she being one of the top five cultivators in the 玄石界.

She couldn't just take hits without retaliating.

With a sharp cry, she spun around, her body enveloped by pale white flames. A series of sounds filled the air as fist-sized objects flew out from the flames.

Lin Xuan saw it clearly; they were pieces of earth.

These earth fragments shimmered and transformed into sturdy shields.

Lin Xuan raised his eyebrows but didn't retract his hand. Instead, he poured more power into it.

The swordlight sliced through the air, creating a deafening sound that echoed across the entire space.

The Earth Demon's pupils constricted as her face lost all color.

Sure enough, the sound of shattering filled their ears. Despite being sturdy, the shields couldn't withstand so many strikes and began to crack under the onslaught...

And it wasn’t over yet. Just like a house with a leaky roof during a downpour, another loud boom echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears as the green mountain peak transformed by the round pearl was destroyed by the golden palm shadow.

The palm shadow dimmed slightly but still carried immense power, sweeping towards the Earth Demon once more.

A double-sided attack!

The situation for the woman was dire.

Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve and revealed the Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire with a decisive gesture. Either do it or not at all; he wanted to eliminate any future threats in one fell swoop.

The Earth Demon was both terrified and shocked. She never expected this unremarkable Lin fellow to have such an outrageous power, forcing her into a corner in just three strikes.

She regretted it deeply!

But what use is regret now?

Despite her fear, she wouldn't sit idly by.

With a loud cry, her figure blurred as if transforming into countless forms. She escaped from the scene in an impossible direction to avoid the crisis and regroup.

Unfortunately, that was easier said than done. Lin Xuan snorted coldly, using his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. His Nine Palaces Sword emitted an illusionary glow, creating overlapping sword shadows.

He then swung it down.

Lin Xuan’s figure blurred again as he vanished from sight.

The next moment, a rumbling sound echoed in the air as Lin Xuan appeared a hundred feet away. (To be continued...)
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Almost simultaneously, a few dozen feet in front of Lin Xuan, the earth spirit stumbled into view. Its face was filled with panic as it had just been so easily dispelled by its own life-preserving technique.

But before she could stabilize her form, a cold snort sounded from behind. She turned around in shock and saw golden light erupting, revealing a mysterious figure with nineteen heads and eighteen arms behind her.

Each head displayed different expressions—joy, anger, sorrow, happiness…

Mouths opened to emit various colored beams of light.

These beams had vastly different properties: metal, wood, water, fire, earth, the five elements intermingling…

They rushed towards her like a storm.

This was not yet over. The eighteen arms were wildly flailing about. Each hand held a treasure.

Swords, spears, halberds, and bows—eighteen types of weaponry were represented.

Like a fierce wind, they struck at her.

The momentum was indescribable. Despite knowing the dire situation, the earth spirit could barely move as if weighed down by thousands of pounds.

This… is gravitation!

In an instant, it condensed the void to bind its enemy.

With a face full of terror, various attacks enveloped her. The sound of thunder filled her ears as she was helplessly ensnared in the storm’s vortex.

Lin Xuan showed no mercy for his enemies. He unleashed all manner of laws with the aim of thoroughly maiming her.

Seeing that she couldn’t escape, Lin Xuan flicked his wrist and summoned the Nine Palace Momentary Sword again, thin as a cicada's wing. Various laws intertwined on its blade.

With a swift motion, he swung it downward.

Silent and nimble, yet an imposing aura of sword energy emerged, obscuring the sky with its might.

It rushed at her like a whirlwind but quickly vanished, all the sword energies compressed into a slender crystal thread.

In an instant…

A sea of blood rained down.

Lin Xuan had timed his move perfectly. The earth spirit's body was split in two.

Even its yuan婴 (spirit core) was divided.

"You…"

Her eyes were filled with venom and fear.

But what did that matter? Her consciousness soon vanished, her soul shattered.

From the moment Lin Xuan acted until he completely annihilated this top-tier powerhouse of the Xuan Shi realm, it took less than a meal's time.

It wasn't an exaggeration to call it lightning-fast. This was not because Lin Xuan was exceptionally powerful; after all, the earth spirit was one of the five top-tier powerhouses in the Xuan Shi realm. Their treasures and techniques far exceeded what had just been revealed.

She underestimated her opponent too much, and Lin Xuan's move was both mysterious and decisive. Caught off guard, she was easily defeated.

If they had faced each other normally, even with all his might, Lin Xuan would likely have won but at a great cost.

One thousand enemies killed, eight hundred of himself.

Lin Xuan could not possibly win as cleanly as now without some sacrifice.

But in the world of cultivation, there were no "ifs."

Victory was victory.

With a wave of his sleeve, a streak of greenish light emerged and snatched her storage bag.

How much more humiliating did she have to die?

Considering her formidable strength, the treasures inside this storage bag were worth investigating.

Lin Xuan was about to release his divine sense when thunderous sounds echoed. The scene before him blurred as that strange spatial realm began to collapse with its master's demise.

Soon it vanished.

Lin Xuan returned to the Qing Qiu realm.

"Eh, Third Brother, so fast?" Familiar teasing sounded in his ears as he turned around and saw Dailong True Man waving at him.

Yutong Fairy also stood beside him, her expression filled with shock.

Lin Xuan's demeanor was similar.

His elder brother and Yutong Fairy were here, leisurely and unconcerned, proving they had defeated a formidable opponent. This speed was outrageous!

He had won against the earth spirit through surprise and good fortune, but these two…

Yutong Fairy, as the top powerhouse of the Spirit Realm, her strength was unfathomable. That made sense, but his elder brother…

Opponent wasn't an ordinary existence; he too was a top-tier powerhouse in another realm.

Lin Xuan found Dailong True Man increasingly inscrutable.

But one thing was certain: his power far exceeded his reputation and could match even a scattered immortal demon king.

"Where are the Great Whale King and Broad Cold Daoist Friend?"

"They haven't finished their battle yet. But don’t worry, in a one-on-one fight, several of the guys from the Broad Cold realm won’t be able to handle them. We needn’t rush; just wait."

Yutong Fairy's voice was soft as she spoke.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan had no objections and sat cross-legged, taking out the earth spirit’s storage bag to see what treasures it contained.

He released his divine sense.

Sure enough, there were countless rare treasures inside. Bottles and jars held many elixirs and medicines he hadn’t heard of before—since they came from different realms.

Whether these elixirs would work on him was uncertain, but even if not, they could be exchanged for other treasures.

There were also numerous high-grade materials and talismans.

"Hey, what’s this?"

Lin Xuan suddenly found something in her storage bag. He took it out with a slight movement of his face.

It was a box made of pure silver, no more than half a foot tall. Among the many treasures, it wasn’t remarkable. However, Lin Xuan noticed several mysterious talismans attached to its surface.

They were divine talismans from the Divine Realm—no mistake about that.

What could be inside?

Lin Xuan was greatly intrigued.

He didn't act stealthily; his elder brother was no stranger. Yutong Fairy might not know him well, but her demeanor wouldn’t allow her to covet his treasures.

Why assume the worst? So Lin Xuan was straightforward.

Sure enough, Lin Xuan's discernment paid off. Dailong and Yutong Fairy were also drawn in as they slowly approached.

Lin Xuan waved his hands, casting spells. The divine talismans might be powerful, but without a master, how could they pose any challenge?

Soon, the sound of a box opening filled his ears. However, instead of treasures, another box appeared with more mysterious talismans attached to it.

Lin Xuan was speechless but didn't give up. He continued using secret techniques and quickly opened this box as well.

But what he saw inside wasn’t treasure; it was yet another smaller box. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan was greatly surprised, and his heart was filled with anticipation. The other party treated this treasure so carefully, which could only mean its significance was beyond measure.

Lin Xuan's breathing became slightly rapid. At his current strength level, there were few things that could capture his interest, but now he felt a sense of expectation; the items inside would be highly beneficial to him.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan began casting spell after spell.

Finally, the last box was opened, revealing an jade box within.

"Nine Treasure Ice Jade."

A soft voice sounded beside him as Rain桐仙子 also showed signs of amazement on her face.

"How so, Fairy Rain桐, do you recognize this item?" Lin Xuan turned his head.

"Yes, this is one of the most precious materials from ancient times. Its rarity surpasses even lower-grade先天灵宝, and what's a mere ten-thousand-year-old玄玉 in comparison to it?" The soft voice of Fairy Rain桐 entered his ears as she spoke.

"Oh, then what use does this material have?" Lin Xuan asked humbly.

"This is an item for immortals. It’s essential for crafting divine treasures," said True Person Nai Long.

"Divine treasures?" Lin Xuan's expression changed: "Please teach me."

"Third Brother, you shouldn't be so formal. Could it be that Elder Brother would covet your treasure? Even if you don’t say anything, I will still teach you. It’s not much of a secret; just use a special refining technique to add the Nine Treasure Ice Jade into your innate magical artifact and then nurture and cultivate with your元婴."

"Is it really that simple?" Lin Xuan was greatly surprised.

"Then what do you think is difficult?"

True Person Nai Long extended his hand, snapping his fingers. A flash of light appeared, and a beam of treasure light shot towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan did not hesitate. He reached out to catch it, revealing a green jade cylinder.

"The method isn't complicated either. The instructions within this jade cylinder are clear. You just need to ponder them slightly, and you should understand. With the Nine Treasure Ice Jade, as long as your strength reaches a certain level and the treasure is sharp enough, it can naturally evolve into a divine treasure."

"Ah, I see. Thank you, Elder Brother."

Lin Xuan's face showed great joy. It was truly like finding a needle in a haystack. He had gained without much effort. The power of the Nine Palaces Musty Sword gave him immense confidence, but he always fell short of becoming a divine treasure. Was it because he lacked this final ingredient?

"Elder Brother, you know so clearly about this matter. Could it be that your treasure and Fairy Rain桐's…" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"Hmm." Fairy Rain桐 nodded: "Although the Nine Treasure Ice Jade is rare, in ancient times, some could even be found by those from the玄石界. Nai Long and I naturally have them as well."

Boom!

Before he could finish speaking, a loud noise echoed through the air.

Following this, ripples of space appeared, revealing a tall and muscular figure.

The man still carried an aura of anger, looking incredibly fierce.

King Leviathan Whale!

He too had defeated his enemies.

However, he was slightly later than Lin Xuan and his companions.

Now only True Person Guang Han's fate remained uncertain... Well, that might be overstating it, but the fact was as such. Of course, saying this wasn't to suggest that True Person Guang Han ranked at the bottom among scattered immortals and demon kings in terms of strength; rather, he had yet to recover his essence energy after battling Tian Xiaojian, who inflicted seven-colored玄冰火 upon him.

Although Lin Xuan had driven it away, his strength could not be fully restored.

And facing the top five strongest from the玄石界, could True Person Guang Han retreat unscathed?

As time passed, Lin Xuan's expression showed concern.

The others seemed quite calm.

Well, if they weren't anxious, why should he worry so much?

Lin Xuan sighed and sat cross-legged, beginning to regulate his breath.

...

Without realizing it, several hours had passed. The sun had set, and darkness was approaching.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan opened his eyes, looking thoughtfully at a certain empty space on the left side.

The others' expressions were similar.

Ripples of space appeared as True Person Guang Han stepped out from a spatial gap.

His hair was disheveled, and bloodstains marred his clothes, clearly indicating he had fought hard.

It was no wonder. He had already been injured before facing the strongest among the top five from the玄石界, so winning was already a significant achievement.

"Haha, Fellow Daoist Guang Han, you finally made it out. If you hadn't shown up in half an hour, this handsome fellow would have intervened," True Person Nai Long shook his head but showed concern on his face.

"Letting several of you see me off, that Heavenly King Illusory Stone is indeed difficult to defeat, and winning was quite a struggle," said True Person Guang Han with a hearty laugh.

"Daoist Fellow, it’s good that you’re fine."

Fairy Rain桐 nodded and flew back to the mountain peak. Lin Xuan and his companions naturally followed closely behind.

They then rested, as they were all tired after such an eventful journey. Although Lin Xuan was eager to know what had happened in ancient times, he understood it wasn't the right time to ask and would have to wait for a better opportunity.

...

The night passed uneventfully, calm and peaceful. Poor Lin Xuan couldn’t sleep, so he spent the entire night meditating. The next morning, he was well-rested.

"Bang bang," at dawn, two knocks sounded from outside the quiet room.

"What is it?" Although Lin Xuan had expected this, he still opened his eyes coldly.

"Fairy Rain桐 sent me to invite you; I will go now." A pleasant voice entered his ears, showing great respect.

"I see, I'll go."

Lin Xuan got up and pushed open the stone door, stepping out of the quiet room.

Outside stood a woman in white robes. Petite and beautiful, she wore an expression of utmost respect.

Dressed like a servant, her attire was also elegant and proper. Her cultivation level was at the分散神stage but only one step away from ascending to heaven.

Fairy Rain桐's attendant.

Lin Xuan’s gaze swept over her, silently giving a nod of approval. Nevertheless, his exterior remained calm: "Lead the way."

"Yes!"

The woman bowed gracefully before leading Lin Xuan forward.

To Lin Xuan's surprise, today's meeting location was different from yesterday and more secretive. Numerous restrictions lined their path.

Fairy Rain桐’s arrangement could only mean there was something important to discuss?

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan quickened his pace.

Soon they arrived at a beautiful pavilion that seemed suspended in the air, with some armored soldiers patrolling outside. However, these were not true cultivators but mechanical puppets instead.

Entering the pavilion and seating themselves according to rank, Fairy Rain桐 did not need to be mentioned; True Person Nai Long and King Leviathan Whale had also arrived, but there was no sign of True Person Guang Han.

Thus, Lin Xuan began recalling old matters: "Daoist Fellow, I would like you to enlighten me about the ancient secrets I spoke of last time."

[PS: There will be one more update tonight. Today is my birthday;不知不觉I've reached thirty-three years old. Lin Xuan and Yue'er, come out quickly and wish me a happy birthday! Hahaha, thank you all for your companionship. The final chapter of Hundred Refinements is almost here, and the ancient secrets will soon be revealed. I look forward to every birthday with your company.]
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"This matter is not urgent. Let's discuss it once Guanghan Daoist Friend arrives."

Rain桐 Fairy's melodious voice entered his ears.

"Yes!"

Lin Xuan performed a deep bow, suppressing his overwhelming joy. The other party saying so was an affirmation. After all his efforts, he finally had the chance to hear about ancient secrets.

It wasn't out of curiosity but because it was closely related to Yue'er.

Lin Xuan took his seat, even with his composure, he couldn’t hide his excitement. He took deep breaths before calming down.

Soon, footsteps approached. Guanghan True Immortal moved like a tiger and a dragon, his presence already felt in the air before he arrived:

"Poor Daoist is late again, making several Daoist friends wait for me. Truly sinful."

Before he finished speaking, a flash of light appeared, and Guanghan True Immortal was right in front of him.

In just one night, he had changed significantly. He wore new clothes; there was no trace of weakness on his face. His entire body seemed flawless, clearly healed from all injuries, even replenished with primordial energy.

How did he do it?

Lin Xuan couldn't help but feel astonished.

To be honest, he had seen Guanghan True Immortal's state the day before and how quickly he recovered in just a night was beyond his comprehension. He had countless miraculous medicines, yet he couldn’t achieve this level of recovery elsewhere.

He could only admire these ancient immortals who truly had unique abilities.

Unlike Lin Xuan’s surprise, the other three did not show any emotion, clearly expecting such a situation. Except for Lin Xuan, they were old friends and didn't need to be polite. Guanghan True Immortal took his seat at an empty spot after exchanging pleasantries.

"This gathering was originally intended to deal with the anomalies in Qingqiu Country. The Light Arcs of Immortals and the Path Revealed—besides Lin Daoist, you all are familiar with these."

"Indeed,"

The others nodded in agreement.

"But yesterday, Lin Daoist repeatedly asked me about ancient secrets. Speaking of it, this matter is indeed closely linked to what happened in ancient times. So even if you don't ask, I plan to explain to everyone. However, this matters a great deal; please do not tell anyone else," Rain桐 Fairy's voice carried a sense of seriousness.

"Rest assured, we understand."

Lin Xuan, Guanghan True Immortal, and the Whale King nodded in agreement. Only Nai Long True Immortal showed an unimpressed expression: "Li Yutong, when did you become so wordy? I couldn't possibly talk more."

"Don’t you dare say that..."

Rain桐 Fairy wasn't backing down either. She glared at Nai Long: "The others don't need instructions; I'm only concerned about you. You won't speak out of turn, right?"

"When have I ever spoken out of turn, Li Yutong? Explain it to me."

"Brother, why argue over this?"

Lin Xuan quickly stepped in to smooth things over. Nai Long True Immortal's antics were unpredictable. Lin Xuan didn’t want any distractions as he was finally about to hear ancient secrets.

Of course, Rain桐 Fairy wasn't truly angry.

Who among the Three Realms didn't know Nai Long’s temper? Arguing with him was just asking for trouble.

She turned her head: "In ancient times, many events occurred. Most of you are aware, but there were also a few that you might have forgotten due to certain reasons. I'm not sure where to start. Lin Daoist, since you want to know the secrets, why don't you ask questions?"

This last sentence was directed at Lin Xuan.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and didn’t hesitate to bow: "In ancient times, why did King Asura lead阴司ghosts to massacre the Spirit Realm? I heard Nai Long mention that King Asura had good relations with everyone. Just a few months ago, he even drank together and exchanged cultivation insights. How could they turn against each other so quickly?"

Even Nai Long, Guanghan True Immortal, and the Whale King showed interest in Lin Xuan's question. They had been troubled by this for quite some time.

People have curiosity; they couldn’t avoid it. However, Rain桐 Fairy always remained tight-lipped when asked before. Since she didn't want to say anything, others couldn’t force her. Now that she was willing to explain, everyone naturally paid close attention.

"Lin Daoist's question..."

Rain桐 Fairy sighed: "I truly don’t know where to start. It’s a tangled web; we must delve deep into it, which involves the initial creation of chaos."

"What?"

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances. This was too far-fetched—how could King Asura's grudge with the Spirit Realm involve the primordial beginnings?

Despite their doubts, Rain桐 Fairy couldn’t be aimless or deceive them.

Thinking this way, Lin Xuan and Guanghan True Immortal’s expressions became even more serious. Even Nai Long put on a solemn face. What Rain桐 Fairy was about to say might be a huge secret; everyone's hearts raced.

...

Meanwhile, several million miles away.

More accurately, in another spatial domain, an entirely different world.

True Spirit Realm.

It wasn’t the Spirit Realm and didn't belong to the Three Thousand Worlds either but lay between these worlds and the Immortal Realm—a cluster of interfaces.

The term "cluster" was used because each True Spirit Realm could only house one true spirit. For example, Phoenix Realm housed a phoenix, while Black Tortoise Realm had a black tortoise.

Humans, even those who had transcended their tribulation or were scattered immortals and demon kings, couldn’t enter the True Spirit Realms.

True spirits were incredibly powerful but not invincible. This was why outsiders could only rarely intrude into the True Spirit Realms, preserving their true spirit flames.

However, there were exceptions.

For instance, one of the most powerful true spirits, Jiuyin, originally resided in Jiuyin Realm. Due to King Asura's intrusion, she became his pet.

Jiuying, the nine-headed bird, was also killed by King Asura’s anger within her own True Spirit Realm.

In other words, the rules of the True Spirit Realms couldn’t stop King Asura.

However, such an exception had only occurred once in ancient times and today broke that record.

A young man with snow-white hair, his face unusually pale, held an ancient scroll. He moved like a leisurely stroll as he entered the True Spirit Realm.

More accurately, he arrived at the True Spirit Realm of the Ancient Moon Silkworm Demon.

PS: The ancient secrets are about to be revealed, and Peacock will make her comeback soon. Additionally, today is my birthday, but I didn’t have a cake because it was cold outside, and I didn't feel like going out to buy one. (To be continued...)
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Moonshade Ancient Silkworm, an extremely rare true spirit insect, was unpredictable in its strength and power. Even the top-tier experts in the Three Thousand Worlds were unwilling to provoke it. It wasn't the most powerful of true spirits, but it was notoriously hard to deal with.

However, that mysterious young man in white had just stepped into its territory.

True spirits came in many varieties, each with unique personalities and attributes. Regardless of their type, they detested intrusions into their true spirit realms. The Moonshade Ancient Silkworm before them was particularly temperamental.

On the bed, how could one allow others to sleep?

The young man's first step had brought a massive ancient silkworm into view.

It towered like a mountain, with sinister glints in its complex eyes and prominent exhaust ports on both sides of its body. A heavy pressure descended from the sky as the sky darkened instantly. The mysterious youth ignored it all, his lips curling into a disdainful sneer:

"Merely an inferior true spirit of the lower realms daring to be so insolent before this immortal! Don't you know your place?"

Before he could finish speaking, his arm swept forward.

Boom!

A thunderclap echoed through the sky as sharp lightning bolts appeared. The silver lightning coalesced into a massive net that crashed down upon the Moonshade Ancient Silkworm.

Time and space were disregarded; it was almost instantaneous for him to arrive before the silkworm.

This was the effect of pushing time and spatial laws to their limits, something even ordinary immortals couldn't achieve. The Moonshade Ancient Silkworm was greatly alarmed as its eyes revealed a human-like expression of despair.

Indeed, not fear but despair. For in the next moment, it found itself ensnared by that electric net, despite its desperate struggles.

"Submit to me or perish."

The youth spoke slowly.

Of course, the Moonshade Ancient Silkworm couldn't submit; as a true spirit, its pride wouldn’t allow such servitude, even if the opponent was an immortal.

It thrashed about, using several powerful techniques in succession to break free.

"An ignorant fool!"

Disgust flashed across the youth's face: "Since you refuse to submit, let me refine your essence with my Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book."

Before he could finish, his hand shot out again, this time flinging a simple-looking ancient book into the air.

At first glance, it seemed unremarkable. But once activated, it emitted countless rays of light.

It was an old bamboo scroll, clearly an artifact from long ago, even showing signs of wear and tear. Yet, vibrant rainbow-colored lights emanated from its surface. A voice from beyond the heavens echoed in his ears as divine radiance burst forth from the book, transforming into a glittering river of stars.

The flowing river was composed of countless tiny runes, each one ancient and obscure, brimming with profound meaning. The entire universe seemed to be filled with the power of laws.

"Being sealed within my Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book is already quite fortunate."

The youth's sneer echoed in his ears as a miraculous scene unfolded: the starry river poured down like a waterfall.

Instantly, it engulfed and destroyed the Moonshade Ancient Silkworm, leaving no trace. The powerful true spirit didn't even leave a bubble behind.

It was well known that true spirits could perish, but their essence flames were eternal. This allowed them to be passed down through generations, ensuring each true spirit remained an unbreakable existence.

However, there were always exceptions. At this moment, the Moonshade Ancient Silkworm couldn't escape and was similarly devoured by the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book.

Thus, a powerful true spirit turned into mere ashes, vanishing from this world forever.

The youth sighed, his expression showing no surprise or joy; it seemed like he had merely done an insignificant task.

Then, with a flash of movement, he appeared in another true spirit realm.

His target now was the Nine-Eyed Blood Toad.

...

This mysterious immortal in white was a key figure, but their purpose remained unclear. Meanwhile, within the Kingdom of Azure Peaks,

Lin Xuan, Guanghan, Daile Dragon True Man, Li Yutong, and the Whale King were seated, four of them listening intently.

The ancient secrets were deeply intertwined with this mystery; why the Arrogant King would leadunderworld tribunalghosts to massacre the Spirit Realm was a millennia-old enigma. It had some connection to everyone present, so they couldn't be careless about it.

However, Li Yutong's response left them stunned. She admitted she didn’t know where to start and insisted on delving into the matter, which would require tracing back to the dawn of creation—no, the formation of the Three Thousand Worlds.

This was confusing; what did the origin of the world have to do with the Arrogant King's enmity towards the Spirit Realm?

The four exchanged glances but understood that Li Yutong couldn't be mistaken or lying. They became even more curious as they awaited her explanation.

A pleasant voice resonated in their ears, yet it asked a question: "Do any of you know how the world came to be and where the cultivation realm originated?"

"Where did the cultivation realm come from?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. Although he found Li Yutong's digressions perplexing, he knew she had a purpose in asking this.

"I believe the cultivation realm emerged as a path for immortality. The origin of the cultivation realm should be attributed to exceptionally gifted humans who were dissatisfied with their mere century-long lifespans and sought ways to transcend these limitations," Lin Xuan said hesitantly.

"Indeed, that makes sense," Li Yutong nodded. "But what about true immortals? Where did they come from?"

This was a rhetorical question, but it hinted at something profound.

Lin Xuan felt impatient but kept his composure. Provoking Li Yutong would not be wise. He replied: "True immortals are simply the best cultivators who pass through the ascension trials and become true immortals."

"Wrong," Li Yutong shook her head.

"What?" Lin Xuan almost thought he had misheard. This was common knowledge; reaching late-stage cultivation and successfully passing the ascension trial would make one an immortal.

How could it be wrong?

Daile Dragon, Guanghan, and others remained silent, indicating they knew this secret.

"Please enlighten me," Lin Xuan bowed respectfully.

"What you said is correct, we do become immortals after passing through the ascension trials. But notice, I asked about the origin of true immortals."

"Why does that matter?" Lin Xuan's eyes were full of confusion. Li Yutong’s questions seemed straightforward, but each answer was unexpected.

P.S.: The ancient secrets are complex; let me gradually reveal them to all my fellow cultivators. (To be continued...)
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Of course there are. If among cultivators, the best can achieve immortality, then the first true immortal should be Asura. Looking at the three thousand worlds and throughout history, no one has ever matched his speed in cultivation.

Lady Rain桐 smiled as she spoke, but when she turned her head to look at Lin Xuan, there was a profound meaning behind it: "Of course, this record is now broken. I heard that you are an ascended cultivator who went from the Separation Stage to the Tribulation Cultivation in just a few thousand years."

"Such speed has already matched Asura's back then, no, even surpassed him."

"This... It was merely luck on my part."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise. He felt that this explanation lacked persuasiveness, but fortunately, Lady Rain桐 did not delve deeper into it and continued to speak.

"The first true immortals were not the result of cultivators' hard work; they existed from the very beginning."

"What do you mean by existing from the start?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback. The statement was indeed too vague.

"I mean that in the primordial era, when the world was born, the true immortals already existed. They did not ascend through cultivation like ordinary people; they appeared alongside the world."

"What?" Lin Xuan was shocked: "You mean they were born with the universe?"

These fellows had such good luck. They were true immortals from birth.

"Indeed, it is as I said," said Grandmaster Guanghan with a nod.

The King of the Great Whale and Grandmaster Nai Long did not refute this either; clearly, everyone knew about this secret.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, digesting the hidden information. Soon his expression returned to calm: "So, the first true immortals had such origins. But what does that have to do with Asura? I still can't understand why she led阴司 creatures to massacre the spirit realm."

"Of course it has something to do with it," Lady Rain桐 said with a hint of indignation on her face: "Those true immortals were despicable and treacherous. Before the war between the spirit realm and the阴司 realm, they had already plotted a conspiracy once."

"What kind of conspiracy?"

"Hmph. Now, the three realms are in continuous warfare, and many cultivators have fallen due to域外 demons. But actually, this invasion by the域外 demons is insignificant compared to that from ancient times," Lady Rain桐 said coldly.

How did we get so far off topic?

Lin Xuan was taken aback, but he had heard about the ancient invasion of the域外 demons into the three realms back in the remote past.

"The ancient域外 demons were much stronger than they are now. The Flying Heaven Demon Ancestor was also a genius, almost on par with Asura," Lady Rain桐 said with a wistful expression: "That time, the域外 demons invaded the three realms and fought against them. Asura once battled the Flying Heaven Demon Ancestor several times, both sides suffered heavy losses. The situation in the three realms back then was far worse than now, and that war was deliberately incited by the true immortals."

"Why would the true immortals incite such a war?" Lin Xuan asked.

"Because they were afraid and jealous," Lady Rain桐 said.

"Fear and jealousy?"

Lin Xuan gaped in astonishment. He had never understood this before. If ordinary cultivators feared and envied true immortals, that was normal, but the reverse made no sense.

Why would true immortals envy beings from lower realms?

"Hmph, what's so special about it? I have said that the first true immortals were born with the universe, possessing supreme power and eternal lifespan. They looked down on ordinary people as ants."

"Ordinary people revered true immortals, but over time, with the emergence of cultivators, this situation began to change."

"The earliest cultivators were weak. To true immortals, they meant nothing; at best, they were just stronger ants."

"At that time, true immortals would sometimes help cultivators out of curiosity or interest, like giving them a scroll of cultivation techniques or some insignificant treasures..."

"Back then, both sides lived in peace."

"The true immortals remained as true immortals, supreme and invincible beings."

"So, over the course of a million years, the three realms became more prosperous. Among them, the spirit realm, ancient demon realm, and阴司 realm were at the forefront, far surpassing other realms. Of course, there was also the域外 demon domain, but the域外 demons were strange and different from the creatures in the three realms, and they had no connection with the three realms, being seen as barren lands by true immortals."

"After a million years of development, cultivation techniques and systems became increasingly refined. The eight stages—flexible spirit, foundation establishment, condensation core, essence body, separation, division of consciousness, tribulation crossing—were established."

"Of course, the most remarkable was that someone proposed that reaching the peak of the tribulation stage would summon an ascension trial, and once passed, one could be reborn as a true immortal in the spirit realm."

"But no one had achieved this at the time. Perhaps there was still a long period of peace between the spirit realm and the three realms. But just when things seemed peaceful, another major event occurred within the three realms."

"What major event?"

Lin Xuan was captivated by Lady Rain桐's words; who would have thought that in ancient times, so many secrets existed.

"Geniuses emerged, stars shining brightly," Lady Rain桐 said with a sense of pride: "Asura, me, Ice Soul, Demon Lord, True Demon Ancestor, the Six Kings of阴司, Nai Long, and Tian Jue Immortal—almost all the top figures in the three realms appeared during that time."

"So you are all from that period?"

"Indeed. We were separated by no more than a thousand years. Now, ninety percent of the top cultivators in the three realms emerged within those thousand years."

"Asura was at the forefront. Our cultivation progressed rapidly, quickly leaving our predecessors behind. Initially, the spirit realm cultivators did not pay much attention to us. But when most of us entered the tribulation stage and Asura's brilliance shone brightly without her having passed the ascension trial yet, but already showing power that made true immortals tremble."

Lady Rain桐 said this, and Lin Xuan understood clearly in his heart; he was smart enough to figure out the implications.

Born as a true immortal.

These fellows possessed supreme power and eternal lifespan. They were used to looking down on the three realms, treating them like ants. They could tolerate the ants becoming stronger, but they could not allow ordinary people to ascend to the spirit realm and become their equals.

PS: There will be another update tonight, and the ancient mysteries are about to be revealed step by step. Lin Xuan's background and Asura's past will gradually come to light. Please continue supporting *The Refinement of a Thousand Trials*. (To be continued...)
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Moreover, a woman like the Arrogant Deva King, who was already showing far greater strength than ordinary True Immortals at the late Tribulation Transcending stage, could not be allowed to continue growing.

If she were to successfully ascend, how could they remain on their knees before her? This was absolutely unacceptable and such a being must be eliminated while still in its infancy.

The voice of Fairy Rain桐 continued: "As time passed, the top-tier experts led by the Arrogant Deva King became increasingly feared by True Immortals. However, it wasn't easy for them to enter this world from the Three Realms. Thus, they devised a strategy to use others as tools—utilizing those fierce and combative Demonic Beasts of the Outer Regions."

"True Immortals began to manipulate these beings."

"To be clear, initially, there was no connection between the Outer Regions and the Three Realms. The initial portals were opened by True Immortals for them."

"The leaders of the Demonic Beasts had always been ambitious. With the support of immortals, they became bolder. Thus, both parties reached an agreement: True Immortals would use others as tools to achieve their goals, while the Demonic Beasts coveted the wealth and prosperity of the Three Realms, willing to serve as cannon fodder."

"During that great war, it was far more brutal than this. Countless high-ranking experts perished. Your master, Nai Long, fell in that battle." Rain桐's voice carried a hint of sorrow.

"Why do I have no recollection of any of this?" Nai Long the True Immortal scratched his head, and King Broad Cold also stood there with a puzzled expression.

This was indeed surprising; they should all have experienced it firsthand. How could they not remember anything?

"You lack memories for a reason. I will explain in due course."

Rain桐 swallowed and continued: "The Demonic Beasts were vicious, but the Three Realms produced many talented individuals at that time, especially the Arrogant Deva King, who was exceptionally brilliant."

"Under his leadership, they resisted powerful enemies. Even the Skyward Demon Ancestor could not turn back once they failed to invade. The True Immortals' plot ended in failure."

"So it turns out that even esteemed immortals can be so underhanded. Since the Arrogant Deva King had allied with the Spirit Realm against their common enemy, shouldn't we have a good relationship? Why would she lead阴司 creatures to slaughter the Spirit Realm, making rivers run red? Is this because of some trick by True Immortals, stirring up trouble between us?" Lin Xuan's contemplative voice echoed.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was not concerned with his current situation. Unknown miles away, in a different realm, another world entirely,

True Spirit Space.

This was the domain of True Spirits. Outsiders could hardly enter here, and it housed some of the most powerful beings in legends. For eons, it had remained calm, unaffected by the vicissitudes of the Three Realms.

Even the Arrogant Deva King, with her formidable presence, did not cause much commotion after subduing Nine-headed Serpent and killing Nine-tailed Bird. However, today, this long-lasting peace was violently broken.

The ancient demon silk moth became the first casualty. Soon, the nine-eyed blood toad followed...

This was far from over. Or rather, it marked the beginning of disaster.

In less than half a day, several True Spirits had been killed, and not just current ones— even their True Spirit Flames were destroyed.

Such an event had never happened before.

Although each True Spirit space operated independently, such a significant incident could not be hidden from all powerful beings.

Soon, they noticed something amiss. The figure in white was indeed that of the supreme demon, though he was an immortal. But to the True Spirits, he seemed almost as formidable as a demon king.

One-on-one combat was clearly out of the question, so the proud True Spirits began to unite.

The sky turned dark; this was a desolate plain.

True Spirit Space rarely saw such barren existence.

However, this environment suited Seven-headed Vulture best.

Seven-headed Vulture was almost as notorious as Nine-tailed Bird for its bloodthirsty nature among avian True Spirits. Not only was it peculiar in character but also incredibly powerful.

Yet, it now found itself in a desperate situation.

Its companion, the Black Water玄 Snake, was in similar straits.

The Golden Crow's position was not much better.

Three True Spirits working together could not even make a dent. It wasn't that they couldn't fight; it was simply a different level of power.

They were not engaging an enemy but merely fighting for their lives.

The three-headed True Spirit showed signs of despair, moving left and right in a futile attempt to escape.

"Such foolish creatures, still trying to struggle even when at such a dire state? Either submit or perish."

"I... I will submit."

A hiss echoed as Seven-headed Vulture spoke.

"You are willing to submit?"

"Yes, please spare me."

"Alright!"

The young man in white showed no doubt. With a wave of his sleeves, the net-like trap he had set began to show a gap.

Seven-headed Vulture rejoiced and flew out with a flap of its wings.

It was already over a hundred feet away from the young man before it could be noticed due to their enormous size.

However, Seven-headed Vulture's eyes showed a hint of malice. Without warning, seven streams of sand, lightning, and flames burst forth from each of its heads.

Each attack contained different cosmic laws.

Like a storm, like meteorites falling, they completely engulfed the young man.

"Haha, fool! Do you really think I would submit to anyone?"

Victory was sweet as his triumphant laughter echoed. Defeating a powerful enemy made him feel elated.

However, before he could finish, his laughter abruptly stopped. In the midst of blazing flames and lightning, the young man in white walked out unhurt, his clothes spotless.

"Fool! A fickle creature, is that all you can do?"

Disgust was evident on the young man's face: "I gave you a chance; since you didn't cherish it, I'll send you to the Underworld."

Before he could finish speaking, he cast a spell. The myriad volumes of heaven and earth in his hand emitted brilliant light, with seven-colored lights emanating from its surface.

A distant voice seemed to echo in his ears...

Meanwhile, in the Kingdom of Qing Qiu,

"Arrogant Deva King led阴司 creatures to slaughter the Spirit Realm, it was indeed a trick by True Immortals. But it's not as simple as you think."

Rain桐 sighed: "We must go back to when the Demonic Beasts failed..." (To be continued...)
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"Discussing the failure of the Outer Plane Demons?"

"Not bad," [Rain桐 Fairy] said with a compassionate expression, "The three realms joined forces to resist the enemy, ultimately revealing the true intentions of the True Immortals. However, those fellows were not content with their defeat; instead, they devised an insidious plan."

"An insidious plan? To undermine our relationship with the Aruha King?"

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of surprise.

"Is it to stir up discord between us and the Aruha King?"

"The situation is more complicated than that. Just after we joined forces, our relations were close; it wouldn't be easy to sow discord among us. The plot they came up with was much more vicious, designed to solve their crisis once and for all," [Rain桐 Fairy] said with a deep sense of hatred.

"What is this plan?"

Even [Nail Dragon True Man]'s face showed curiosity. He had experienced these events firsthand; why did he have no memory?

"That's to cut off our path to immortality."

"Cut off the path to immortality?"

"Correct. The trickery of True Immortals is very vicious. Even if we pass through the trials of ascension, we won't be able to attract immortal essence into our bodies, undergo a transformation, and ascend to the realm of immortals," [Rain桐 Fairy] said with a bitter expression.

"But how can they do that?"

Lin Xuan was shocked.

"What's so strange about it? As the uppermost plane, the Immortal Realm is connected to the Three Thousand Worlds through only one immortal spirit channel. By sealing this channel, even if we pass through the trials of ascension, we won't be able to attract immortal essence and ascend," [Rain桐 Fairy] said with a sneer.

"What exactly is an immortal spirit channel?"

Lin Xuan was still confused.

"I'm not sure either," [Rain桐 Fairy] said with a puzzled expression. "According to what I know, the key lies in a remarkable treasure. It's this treasure that maintains the existence of the immortal spirit channel. Once it’s removed, no further action is needed; the connection between the Three Thousand Worlds and the realm of True Immortals will naturally be severed."

"Is that really so?" The Whale King murmured.

"What is this treasure?"

"It has a real name I don't know. It's like a miniature universe with countless beautiful light points slowly rotating, much like stars."

Blue Star Sea!

Before [Rain桐 Fairy] finished speaking, Lin Xuan's heart was in turmoil.

Could the Blue Star Sea he had obtained have such origins?

It was the only path between the Three Thousand Worlds and the Immortal Realm. Without it, people couldn't even ascend to immortality.

"Since removing the sea can eliminate the True Immortals' heartache, why did this cause waves? What's the connection with the enmity between the Netherworld Realm and the Spirit Realm?"

Everyone could add "Hundred Refinements to Immortality Rain" on WeChat by searching "Bailianchengxianghuanyu" or "hchy1982."

"Don't worry, let me continue," [Rain桐 Fairy] sighed.

"Removing the sea can indeed solve their problems once and for all. That's correct in theory, but in practice, True Immortals had disagreements."

"Disagreements?"

"That's right. Just as dragons have nine sons who are different from each other, so do True Immortals," [Rain桐 Fairy] said.

"There is a top-tier powerhouse among the True Immortals, known as Huayu True Man."

"What? Huayu True Man?"

Lin Xuan and [Nail Dragon True Man] exchanged glances. How could there be such coincidences in the world?

"How about this person's two fellow daoists? Have you heard of him?"

This time, it was [Rain桐 Fairy] who was surprised.

"Yes, we once visited his cave,"

Lin Xuan and [Nail Dragon True Man] briefly recounted their journey through the Little Immortal Realm.

"Ah, so that’s how it is. This really is a coincidence. Huayu True Man is one of the top-tier figures among True Immortals, not only powerful but also very proud in personality. The key point is that he has traveled to the lower realms and knows the Aruha King."

"Knows the Aruha King?"

"Yes," [Rain桐 Fairy] nodded. "Unlike other True Immortals who are jealous of talent, Huayu True Man is outgoing and noble in demeanor. His abilities and strength place him among the top-tier figures among True Immortals. He doesn’t disapprove of ordinary mortals becoming part of the immortal realm; he believes everyone should compete based on their merits. Such underhanded tricks make him feel cold."

"During the last invasion by Outer Plane Demons, Huayu True Man was in seclusion and didn't know the details. Therefore, he couldn’t stop anything. But this time, he can no longer watch his fellow immortals act recklessly. He had a big argument with other immortals before leaving."

"However, only Huayu opposed them. The rest of the True Immortals took off that Star Sea treasure and sealed it away in some place,"

"The True Immortals thought they had succeeded, celebrating their victory. However, Huayu True Man didn’t give up. On a moonless night, he single-handedly defeated the guards protecting the treasure and stole the Star Sea."

"Oh?" [Rain桐 Fairy] showed surprise on his face as he stroked his beard. "Why did he do this? Even if there were disagreements with other True Immortals, it doesn’t seem necessary to make enemies of us lower beings. While a fight is understandable, going to extremes like water and fire is too much."

"Hmm," the other three nodded in agreement; indeed, as the saying goes, "a distant relative is not as helpful as a near one."

"Hmph, if Huayu True Man did this for ordinary lower beings, he might have felt pity and sympathy. But what about his beloved woman?"

"Beloved woman? You mean...?" [Nail Dragon True Man] looked thoughtful.

"Yes, it's the Aruha King,"

"What are you saying?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. Although he had suspected this, hearing [Rain桐 Fairy] say it directly hit him hard.

He and Mo'er were inseparable; yet, the Aruha King was her reincarnation and fell in love with another man...

Even though it happened in a past life, Lin Xuan still felt uncomfortable.

"Third Brother, what's wrong?"

Lin Xuan suddenly jumped from his seat, shocking everyone.

Although this was an ancient secret, such a reaction seemed too exaggerated.

[Nail Dragon True Man] looked suspicious and turned to him: "Third Brother, what do you mean?"
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"Me..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. Although he was a cultivator with natural wit, his actions just now were too abnormal to explain away.

Moreover, Lin Xuan's mind was in turmoil, leaving him no time or mood to fabricate lies.

Thus, after mumbling for a moment, he found himself at a loss for words.

Seeing Lin Xuan's actions, the expressions of the other four became even more interesting.

Among them were all ancient monsters who had lived for millions of years. Their sharpness was beyond question. Considering Lin Xuan's intense curiosity about ancient secrets, they naturally made judgments and speculations in their hearts. However, since Lin Xuan did not want to reveal anything, the others could not force him to probe further.

After all, they were now companions, and pressing too hard would only backfire. They didn't want to develop any grudges with Lin Xuan due to a momentary curiosity.

Thus, this awkward silence slipped away as if nothing had happened among the four pretending to be unaware.

Lady Rain桐 continued her tale of ancient secrets: "That transformed-feather True Man was an outstanding figure among true immortals. More remarkably, he possessed extraordinary demeanor and once traveled through the Three Realms, befriending the Asura..."

"Of course, the Asura King's astonishing talent is well-known, as are his incomparable beauty. Only the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox could match her."

"The two became fast friends at first sight, falling in love to the point where it seemed they would marry no one else."

"But of course, they were not ordinary mortals; their concern was not about daily life. At that time, the Asura's strength had already matched that of an ordinary true immortal, but she hadn't yet reached the pinnacle of cultivation and still faced the tribulation of ascending to heaven..."

"Meanwhile, the transformed-feather True Man had new insights, returning to the heavenly realm to seclude himself and cultivate a new divine technique."

"The temporary separation did not matter; after all, their reunion centuries later was just a blink in time for them."

"But life is unpredictable. The transformed-feather True Man never imagined that his seclusion would result in such drastic changes outside. First, true immortals were seduced by the域外天魔, failed, and stole the blue star sea, closing off the path to the heavenly realm. As a result, no cultivator from any of the three thousand worlds could ascend."

"This treacherous act was something the transformed-feather True Man would never have tolerated. Moreover, his beloved couldn't ascend either."

"His promise to 'hold your hand and grow old together' became an empty one. How could he bear to let the Asura down because of those fellows' cowardice and jealousy?"

"So, the transformed-feather True Man acted decisively, single-handedly defeating a true immortal guarding the treasure, stealing the star sea."

"With this treasure in his possession, he could reopen the path to the heavenly realm."

"But such actions brought about unprecedented calamity. The transformed-feather True Man was one of the strongest true immortals. However, the entire heavenly realm opposed him; as they say, a hero cannot stand against many. No matter how strong he was, he couldn't contend with the whole heavenly realm."

"Hmph, can’t fight? Can’t run?"

An indignant voice entered his ears as Nai Long True Man could no longer hold back.

"Who said that wasn't true?"

Lady Rain桐's face showed a touch of pity: "Such simple logic, how could the transformed-feather True Man not understand it? In fact, he did try to flee. But he was betrayed by his best friend."

"Best friend?"

"Yes."

Lady Rain桐 sighed and took a sip of spirit tea before continuing: "The transformed-feather True Man loved the Asura, but in the heavenly realm, he also had close friends."

"He had a good friend named Tian Xiang with whom they shared an eight-bow friendship. The two were among the strongest cultivators in the heavenly realm."

"The transformed-feather True Man had done great favors for Tian Xiang, and this was no secret to his brother. His intention was to seek Tian Xiang's help, but instead of supporting him, Tian Xiang stabbed him in the back, severely injuring him when he wasn't expecting it."

"However, the transformed-feather True Man was not easily defeated; despite his injuries, he managed to escape from Tian Xiang."

"He dared not return to the heavenly realm and directly tore a hole in space, arriving in the spirit realm."

"Releasing a tiger back into the wild only invites trouble. This was clearly understood by Tian Xiang, who then publicly revealed the transformed-feather True Man's plan, causing an uproar among the immortals, who now saw him as an enemy..."

"A dozen true immortals descended to the mortal realm solely to hunt down and reclaim the star sea from the transformed-feather True Man."

"Twelve true immortals? That many?"

Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

In the battle at the Arctic Yuan Guang Palace, only three true immortals had faced off against the Asura King. Lin Xuan never expected that so many true immortals had descended to the mortal realm back then.

Where were the rest?

Lady Rain桐's voice continued: "There were indeed many true immortals in the mortal realm, but compared to the vastness of the spirit realm, there were hundreds of small interfaces. With such a limited number of people, they couldn't search every inch of the spirit realm."

"Indeed," Lin Xuan said with concern.

"What happened then?" The Great Whale King's rough voice echoed, his face filled with confusion. How could he not remember these events when he had personally experienced them?

"How did it end? This involves the Asura, the spirit realm, and the阴司界clashing in open warfare," Lady Rain桐 explained.

"Oh, friend, please continue."

Lin Xuan's expression showed interest.

"These true immortals carried treasures. Although they didn't know where the transformed-feather True Man was, it was certain that he hadn't gone to the阴司地府."

"Why not?" Nai Long True Man was surprised.

"I'm not entirely sure about this, but it seems related to his secret techniques. In any case, for a hundred years, the transformed-feather True Man could neither go to the ancient demon realm nor the阴司地府. He had to remain in the heavenly realm or stay in the spirit realm."

Lady Rain桐's sigh echoed: "Even so, the vastness of the spirit realm left those dozen true immortals at a loss. But after days of contemplation, they came up with a wicked plan—cutting off the source!"

"Oh, what strategy?" The Cold Moon True Man asked anxiously.

"Hmph, what else? Inverting black and white," Lady Rain桐's face was filled with anger: "They spread false rumors, accusing the transformed-feather True Man of plotting to steal the blue star sea for personal gain, thus preventing all existences in three thousand worlds from ascending."

"Common sense says that many voices can melt metal, and repeated lies can destroy bones. With a dozen true immortals saying this, everyone naturally believed it. Thus, the entire spirit realm was enraged..." (To be continued...)
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Meanwhile, in the True Spirit Realm...

For millions of years, this space, serving as a boundary between the Three Thousand Worlds and the Immortal World, had been tranquil.

True Spirits were immensely powerful beings. This airspace was difficult for ordinary people to enter, so apart from occasional disputes among them, it remained extremely peaceful.

However, today, all the peace and harmony were shattered because of that young man in white robes.

In just a day, over ten True Spirits were annihilated, even their True Spirit flames were seized and sealed by him.

It was shocking!

While ten True Spirits might not seem like much, such an event had never occurred before. Without their True Spirit flames, the传承s of those True Spirits would have been cut off.

A terrifying fiend!

In a short time, all the True Spirits were in a state of alarm and panic.

At the same time, within the Peacock Realm...

Each True Spirit was an apex powerhouse, but no one had ever made an accurate count of their types. The strength of different kinds of True Spirits varied greatly; which one was the strongest remained unknown to everyone.

Phoenix? True Dragon?

Not necessarily!

Nine-headed Fiend, Evil Dragon, and others were not guaranteed to be invincible against True Spirits either.

Clearly, these four beings were among the top in the True Spirit Realm!

In more distant times, there was even a True Spirit that was stronger than them.

The Great Peacock Dharmaraja!

He was the ancestor of bird True Spirits. Phoenixes and Golden-winged Great Pengs originated from him.

Of course, it didn't mean that the Great Peacock Dharmaraja was necessarily stronger than today's phoenix as a king of all birds; such comparisons were meaningless. Besides, each generation of True Spirits was different.

But the Great Peacock Dharmaraja was one of the strongest True Spirits, and no one would doubt this fact.

Unfortunately, the ancestor of bird True Spirits had already gone extinct long ago.

Unlike other True Spirits, once a common True Spirit fell, its fellow True Spirits would soon inherit its True Spirit flame. After thousands or even tens of thousands of years of cultivation, they would become new True Spirits.

Speaking of something else, today I received news from the game company that *A Thousand Refinements to Immortality* mobile game is now in final debugging stages and will surely meet all of you soon.

However, after the first Great Peacock fell, time passed by slowly. Over millions of years had gone by without an heir appearing.

No one could fuse with the True Spirit flame of a peacock.

Then, a hundred years ago, an unexpected guest arrived here.

She was a young woman in her twenties, with black, lustrous hair reaching down to her waist. She wore a light green dress, with a curvaceous figure and a beautiful face that made her look like the most perfect beauty in the world.

This was a妖族 brought by Phoenix herself. She perfectly fused with the True Spirit flame.

Then she fell into a deep sleep.

Yes, a deep sleep!

The传承 of the Great Peacock was different from ordinary True Spirits; once one fused with its True Spirit flame, they didn't need to cultivate further. They just needed to absorb the power slowly over time.

Of course, this process took a thousand years.

After all, the Great Peacock Dharmaraja was one of the strongest True Spirits, and the传承passed down by him was incredibly powerful.

During this entire process, the inheritor would fall into a deep sleep.

In the temple of the Peacock Realm, a large cocoon hovered there. The cocoon was over ten zhang high, semi-transparent, allowing faint glimpses of an exceptionally beautiful woman sleeping inside. Numerous intricate符文interwoven into a beautiful and mysterious light array shone through its surface.

The expression on the Great Peacock's face was peaceful and serene. The True Spirit flame in her palm had shrunk to just a tiny bean-sized point. With her exceptional资质, she had absorbed more than ninety percent of the Great Peacock Dharmaraja's传承in a thousand years and would soon reach the stage of full perfection.

However, at this moment, a sigh entered his ears. A young man in white robes with an unusually pale complexion held an ancient book in his hands as he strolled into the Peacock Realm.

Danger!

...

This was someone Lin Xuan did not know. At that moment, he was in the Kingdom of Azure Peaks, sitting among numerous great cultivators to hear Fairy Rain桐reveal ancient secrets.

The Immortal True Man had stolen the Blue Star Sea. The vastness of the Spirit World left a dozen True Immortals at a loss, so they devised a strategy to turn the tables and accused the True Man of being the instigator who stole the Blue Star Sea for personal gain, thus preventing all existences in the Three Thousand Worlds from ascending to immortality.

As the saying goes, many tongues can melt gold, and accumulated lies can destroy bones. With everyone saying the same thing, no one doubted it, and the entire Spirit World was furious...

However, when Lin Xuan heard this, he became puzzled: "Fairy, even if those dozen True Immortals said so, countless wise beings exist in the Spirit World. Surely someone must have noticed something amiss?"

"Moreover, not long ago, the Demons of the Outer Realms invaded the Three Realms. The True Immortals were the ones who started it, but they remained hidden behind the scenes, misleading those demons to open the interface channels without ever facing us directly. Therefore, no one knew that all this was their plot."

"Ah, I see," the Dragon True Man and others nodded in agreement. What puzzled them was why they couldn't recall any of this memory.

Fairy Rain桐continued: "Regarding the Outer Realm Demons you mentioned earlier, as you said, the True Immortals were the ones who started it, but they remained hidden behind the scenes, persuading Flying Demon Ancestor, Voidness, and King Vagueness, among a few other supreme beings. They never directly confronted us."

"Ah, I see," Lin Xuan nodded, another doubt cleared from his mind.

Through Fairy Rain桐's narration, the plot of the True Immortals was gradually revealed before their eyes.

By turning the tables, even with the vastness of the Spirit World, this lie could drive countless cultivators to serve them. As local cultivators, they had the advantage of timing, location, and support, making it easier for them to find the True Man of Feather Transformation.

(To be continued...)
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Digging three feet deep!

Faced with the aggressive spirit realm cultivators, True Immortal Feathers had nowhere to hide. Even if he could use the technique of disguise and transformation, he was already marked by the other party during his battle with Tian Xiang.

The farther away one is, the less effective it becomes.

But as long as they are not too far apart, their magical artifacts can still recognize them.

Such magical artifacts were not rare. True Immortals quickly taught spirit realm cultivators how to refine them.

Thus, no matter what abilities Feathers had, he could not hide forever.

Soon enough, less than half a year after the news spread, Feathers' whereabouts were discovered in a swamp.

This place was remote and sparsely populated most of the time. However, that time saw a gathering of powerful figures.

Apart from the Human Tribes' old ancestor who crossed the劫stage, two True Immortals also arrived at this location.

One of them was Xuan Gu.

As for the other cultivators, some were just trying to take advantage while others had ulterior motives. Of course, there were those who simply came out of curiosity.

Regardless, this previously obscure swamp suddenly became a hotbed of activity.

The great battle was on the verge of breaking out.

Seeing that hiding was useless, True Immortal Feathers stepped forward boldly.

Facing the accusations from spirit realm cultivators, he tried to explain himself but it was in vain. The powerful beings of the spirit realm were already prejudiced and would not listen to his words.

This was understandable.

Feathers was a lone wolf while he faced the entire仙界's condemnation.

Emotionally and logically, no one could afford to hear him out.

The great battle was inevitable!

Feathers' face was filled with sorrow. Although he did this for Asura, the spirit realm's powerful beings were also beneficiaries. But now, these people believed in the True Immortals' deception and regarded his benefactor as an enemy.

His heart was filled with anger.

But what use is being upset?

In the world of the immortals, strength was supreme. He might have been severely injured, but his proud nature would never bow to his enemies.

Especially Xuan Gu, whose smug face made him feel disgusted.

He had to fight!

True Immortal Feathers made a decision. The two True Immortals did not intend to spare him either. Both sides activated their heavenly techniques and the battle began.

Fighting against one with two adversaries, no, many spirit realm cultivators were also involved. Influenced by Xuan Gu, they attacked Feathers. Despite his injuries from Tian Xiang's sneak attack, he still displayed astonishing strength.

Among the crowd, he took down a True Immortal on the spot.

Xuan Gu was beaten to near death and barely managed to escape. As for the spirit realm's powerful beings and elders, dozens of them perished. The other cultivators suffered even more casualties.

Whether they had ulterior motives or just came out of curiosity, none of them could get a good outcome.

In no time, True Immortal Feathers' reputation shook the entire world.

However, behind all this glory, things were not so pleasant.

Everyone can search for "Hundred Refinements to Immortality and Rain" on WeChat or add "hchy1982" to connect with Rain.

As they say, killing a thousand enemies results in self-inflicted losses of eight hundred. As the first cultivator in the immortal realm, if Feathers were fully recovered, these minor adversaries would not be much trouble.

He could easily eliminate them without breaking a sweat.

However, his injuries had not healed completely. While he looked formidable on the surface, he was actually supporting himself with a severely injured body.

Although he won, the price was high. His essence energy was even more depleted, and Xuan Gu managed to cut off one of his arms during the chaos.

Surely, he could use limb regeneration techniques, but that would make his injuries worse.

And this was not the end. True Immortals would not give up on their mission after a failed pursuit. As for the spirit realm cultivators, they believed Feathers orchestrated the theft of Star Sea treasures and were determined to pursue him no matter what...

Rain Penglai's voice entered his ears with regret in her words.

After all, back then, she was also deceived by those immortals.

But Lin Xuan frowned slightly, thinking of another reason: "Wait a moment,仙子. I have one more question for my friend."

"Oh, please speak."

Rain Penglai responded politely, though there was a hint of surprise in her expression.

"Why were you so执着back then? As you said, cultivation is about achieving immortality. Reaching the late stage of the劫can already free us from the constraints of lifespan. Is it really that important to ascend to heaven?"

Lin Xuan found this very confusing. If not for Mo'er's past life, he would have been quite satisfied with his current state.

Immortality was enough; why bother ascending to heaven?

"Immortality... Haha..."

Rain Penglai laughed disdainfully: "We did indeed break free from the constraints of lifespan, but do you think we won't fall into the Six Paths of Rebirth?"

"What does仙子mean by that?"

Not just Lin Xuan, even Guanghan Immortal and others were alarmed. This was closely related to them.

"Breaking free from the constraints of lifespan is true, as is immortality. But this doesn't mean we can escape the Six Paths."

"Can you explain more clearly? Are you referring to accidental death?" Lin Xuan pondered.

"Of course not. True Immortals can also die in battle. I'm not saying that," Rain Penglai said.

"Then,仙子are you referring to...?"

"If we break free from the constraints of lifespan, it only means our lives are tied to a small world. Let me ask you: if one day, the spirit realm—correctly speaking, all three thousand worlds—are destroyed, what will happen to us?"

"That..."

Lin Xuan and his companions were speechless. They had never considered this question.

But they knew the answer without thinking: when the skin is gone, where does the hair attach? If the spirit realm and the three thousand worlds are destroyed, their fate would be dire indeed—eternal destruction.

This was a distant concern; the lifespan of an interface was extremely long. So, they had never thought about it.

But mentioning it now made them realize its validity. Even if the spirit realm's lifespan were very long, there would come a day when it turned to ash and smoke. The same fate awaited all interfaces.

"What about the immortal realm? Is the immortal realm eternal?" Lin Xuan immediately realized the crux of the matter.

"I don't know whether the immortal realm is eternal, but as a higher-level interface, its lifespan must be much longer than the three thousand worlds—perhaps ten times or more," Rain Penglai said confidently.

Ten times?

"Then I understand."

Lin Xuan finally grasped the full picture. Breaking free from the constraints of lifespan was not a complete solution; interfaces had their own destruction. Ascending to heaven naturally seemed safer, explaining why spirit realm cultivators were so执着. This was similar to how ordinary people created cultivation techniques and embarked on the path of cultivation in the first place. (To be continued...)
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Nailong True Man fell into silence as well. He originally thought he had broken free from the constraints of his lifespan, but now he realized that things were not so simple.

His previous thoughts were too shallow.

To live as long as heaven and earth?

But even heaven and earth would eventually perish one day.

The path of cultivation was long; they hadn't reached its end yet. They must find a way to ascend to immortality.

"Thank you, Fairy, for your enlightenment. I now understand."

Lin Xuan clasped his hands in gratitude: "Then what next? Even though Immortal Feathers overcame two True Deities, the other True Deities of the Spirit Realm are unaware of the truth. They will not let him go either. As for Asura, this matter has caused a stir throughout the city. The Asura King should have received word by now. She can't possibly ignore it..."

However, Fairy Yutong's response was unexpected. She sighed softly: "No, Asura hasn't received any news."

"What?" Lin Xuan was utterly shocked, almost disbelieving his ears.

...

Lin Xuan's astonishment aside, in a faraway True Spirit Realm, the Peacock Realm.

A thousand years had passed.

Yuan Yuan, chosen by the phoenix, successfully integrated the true spirit fire left behind by Great King Peacock.

Now came the critical moment; with just a little more time, Yuan Yuan could fully integrate and master all the传承, becoming her own. The new Great King Peacock would be born.

But at this very moment, that supreme demon appeared here.

The white-robed youth was spotless, exuding an unparalleled aura. Yet he stirred up endless bloodshed in the True Spirit Realm.

Powerful true spirits were as frail as chickens and dogs before him.

In just half a day, dozens of true spirits had fallen, even their flames of传承 couldn't escape, all captured by his Ten Thousand Volumes of Heavenly Scriptures.

No one knew where this supreme demon came from. But there was no doubt that he was a powerful True Deity.

Why he arrived in the Peacock Realm—whether by design or coincidence—was now irrelevant to Yuan Yuan. She faced immense danger, even a life-or-death test.

So far, no true spirit had escaped. Yuan Yuan, still in her slumber, was even more vulnerable.

If she had fully received Great King Peacock's传承, perhaps she could fight back. But now, it was her weakest moment.

Time was running out!

"Great King Peacock?"

The white-robed youth showed a hint of surprise upon entering this realm.

"Heh, what luck! I actually ended up here."

"Pheasant, the ancestor of birds; few true spirits can match us True Deities. But that doesn't matter. Before me, only submission awaits."

The identity of this white-robed youth was clear.

"However, in ancient times, Great King Peacock had already perished and never awaited an heir. I merely need to collect the flames it left behind."

A soft voice echoed as he spoke.

Before his words could finish, a clear phoenix cry entered his ears.

From afar on the horizon, a black line appeared, stretching endlessly into the distance. The space around it was collapsing and distorting.

This... chaotic aura!

And it was incredibly pure, far beyond ordinary true spirits.

The white-robed youth slowly turned his head, a faint smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

He stood firm.

"Ah, I forgot that although Great King Peacock is gone, its divine bird still serves as guardian to this land—the king of all birds?"

As if to confirm his guess, the chaotic aura in the distance began to ignite.

Golden flames!

It seemed to set the entire sky ablaze.

The earth was vast and golden under his gaze. The awe-inspiring法则 brought a sense of annihilation. Wasn't this the might of the king of all birds?

In an instant, the chaotic aura drew near. Its presence seemed to devour everything in the realm. Compared to a phoenix with a wingspan over a thousand feet, the white-robed youth was insignificant.

But his face showed no fear.

A tiny body stood like a towering mountain, blocking the path of the phoenix.

"Leave this place!"

The phoenix's voice was grand and majestic yet melodious, as if resonating like a great bell in one’s ears.

"What if I don't leave?"

...

Field Xiang's power was arrogant to the extreme, looking down on all things.

"Back when the Fairy Realm had an agreement with us true spirits, do you want to start a war?" The phoenix's voice carried anger and resentment.

"Agreement? War?" Field Xiang sneered: "That was just the waste of a choice made by Immortal Feathers. He doesn't even know where he is now; he’s probably already scattered. What use does this agreement have? You true spirits from the mortal realm should submit to us like we do. Now, choose: either submit to me or perish here."

"Humans, you are too arrogant."

The phoenix was enraged: "Don’t think that True Deities are invincible. I’ve killed fairies before."

"So what? I know you’re not an ordinary true spirit, but don’t treat me like one of those trash from the Fairy Realm."

Field Xiang's face was full of disdain: "Refuse to submit? Fine, I’ll make you my pet."

Before his words were finished, he acted. He didn't immediately summon the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heavenly Scriptures; instead, he made strange gestures in mid-air.

His movements were ancient and profound, not complex but filled with secrets that seemed to evolve into celestial orbits.

The phoenix's eyes were intensely focused. It knew full well that this demon was far beyond an ordinary True Deity. It dared not be careless.

But it also did not retreat.

Not just because of the pride of the king of all birds, but because it had a thousand reasons to protect this place.

It seemed to turn its head and look at the temple direction.

Then, a flash of light appeared in its eyes as it flapped its wings. A bright light enveloped its body, flowing towards both sides like a river.

"Puff puff," sounds entered his ears as the phoenix's wings were wrapped in brilliant霞光. Five-colored crystal flames flickered on its tips.

Filled with mysterious energy and法则 power.

Unlike other powerful true spirits who unleashed multiple 法则 at once, the phoenix, as king of all birds, mastered only one: spatial 法则!

Wasn't that a bit embarrassing? But as the saying goes, it's better to be an expert in one field than to know many. The phoenix’s understanding of spatial 法则 was unparalleled—truly beyond compare and inconceivable. (To be continued...)
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...

The cold voice entered his ears, and the chaotic aura of chaos beasts, ignited by the storm, roamed wildly in the void.

Compared to the gale force winds, it was even more chilling.

The void was sliced into fragmented pieces.

However, this was just the beginning; it wasn't Phoenix's attack yet.

Subsequently, those intertwined and weaving chaotic auras gradually coalesced together.

One by one, whirlpools appeared in the void.

Initially, they were no bigger than a foot, but quickly expanded to cover dozens of feet. They continued to expand at an alarming rate.

These whirlpools weren't singular; there were hundreds and even thousands of them.

The white-robed youth's face finally showed a serious expression.

"Is this..."

He vaguely recalled a terrifying legend.

Void collapse!

This was the ultimate technique of the king of all birds, as described in legends.

Tian Xiang’s guess wasn’t wrong. Knowing that his opponent was an formidable foe, Phoenix wouldn't be so foolish to continue probing with one move after another.

Either he would succeed or fall here himself.

A void collapse was far more terrifying than spatial anomalies; it was the destructive force generated when the void completely collapsed.

How powerful was it?

Even a late-stage realm powerhouse could easily cross over realms in an instant.

If it wanted, it could even devour stars and planets within the universe.

The ultimate technique that could shatter stars was the final secret of spacelaw/ principle.

Tian Xiang's face also showed a hint of seriousness.

Although he was the strongest among true immortals, his understanding of void principles still fell short compared to Phoenix’s.

He had heard about the name and couldn't afford to ignore it.

With both hands raised, drawing strange trajectories in the air, the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven Book was enveloped by a golden glow. It slowly flew above him, with countless golden and silver runes surging out from its surface.

A dazzling light filled the space as divine radiance burst forth, like the sound of a great bell ringing in his ears.

The originally grayish-white sky seemed to darken slightly.

The void space appeared like ripples on a small lake disturbed by the wind.

Then, one mirror-like artifact after another appeared before his eyes.

Though thin as a cicada's wing, they were incredibly sturdy, all formed from those golden and silver runes.

Facing the ultimate secret of the king of all birds, Tian Xiang didn't hide his true strength; he used his treasure, the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven Book.

His application of power had reached an astonishing level.

Snap...

In the next moment, the void collapsed. The hundreds of whirlpools suddenly expanded, and destructive force surged out from within.

Where gods stand, they are slain; where demons stand, they are butchered.

The sound of air breaking filled his ears as each whirlpool grew larger with every inch it moved forward. It was no longer just a whirlpool but a black hole in the primordial universe capable of swallowing starlight.

The chilling gale force winds swept across everything. The waves of power surged, like a tidal wave, enveloping the white-robed youth.

Tian Xiang wasn't afraid; he remained calm and even wore a faint smile on his lips: "The ultimate secret of void principles is merely this."

"What did you say?"

Phoenix was enraged. As one of the top true spirits, the king of all birds, it had never been insulted like this before—daring to treat its ownsoul essence technique as nothing.

True immortals? So what if he wasn't a butcher?

The loud cry of the phoenix echoed through the heavens, shaking his ears. Just that sound alone could turn ordinary late-stage realm cultivators into dust and blood. How much more so with an ultimate rule that could shatter starlight?

Incredible power surged in waves, enveloping the white-robed youth.

Tian Xiang wasn't afraid; he remained calm as a thousand rays of light shot out from his eyes. As his hands moved, powerful runes floated out from his body.

At the same time, the mirror-like artifact in the sky began to respond, emitting a layer of golden light from its surface.

Each beam of gold corresponded to a powerful rule, transcending just one realm and delving into the primordial universe's essence.

Tian Xiang was now the strongest among true immortals. His understanding of space principles was at the highest level.

How could the stars and planets stand against the original power of the primordial universe?

Phoenix was strong, but his and Tian Xiang’s levels were different.

...

An unbelievable scene unfolded: The force that could destroy starlight was actually neutralized—no, not neutralized; it bounced back.

The hunter became the prey. Phoenix's eyes widened in shock.

Was this truly a true immortal's power?

Or had he already become the legendary Daoist Ancestor—the ultimate form of a true immortal?

Hua Yu had been just one step short during his time as a feathered phoenix, though very close to becoming a Daoist Ancestor.

Could Tian Xiang be so powerful?

Phoenix’s face was filled with shock. But there was no way to dodge now; the void had collapsed, and spatial principles couldn’t escape from here.

Those who kill must also be prepared to die. Now it was ensnared in the most terrifying vortex.

With nowhere to run or hide, it was ultimately devoured by that devastating force. Golden blood splattered across the sky as Phoenix’s massive body disintegrated.

Fallen!

"Hmph, the king of all birds is nothing more than this."

Tian Xiang wore a look of disdain on his face and turned his gaze towards the Peacock God Temple in the distance.

Yuan Yuan was still fusing the final true spirit flames, unaware that terrible dangers had already enveloped her.

The shadow fell, and fierce winds raged. How could she face this supreme demon?

...

Lin Xuan didn't know any of this. At this moment, he was far away in the Kingdom of Azure Deer, listening to Fairy Rain Teng recount ancient secrets. There were too many unbelievable things.

It turned out that immortality beyond late-stage realm was just an illusion. But what interested Lin Xuan more was the complex relationship between Hua Yu and the Arhath King.

His voice echoed through the hall with disbelief: "How is this possible? After such a battle, the spirit world was already drenched in blood, and true immortals had fallen. It's said that truth can't be hidden by paper; how could the Arhath King not have heard about it?"

It wasn’t surprising Lin Xuan was shocked. This didn’t make sense on any level.

The expressions of Nai Long Immortal, Great Whale King, and others were similar—everyone looked bewildered, hoping to find an answer from Fairy Rain Teng... (To be continued...)
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"Surely, the Asura King did not receive any news."

Rain桐 Fairy sighed: "As you said, a secret cannot be kept in a paper bag. This matter has long spread to the Netherworld."

"That...?" Lin Xuan grew increasingly puzzled as he listened. Moon's previous life was the ruler of the Netherworld; could anyone dare to keep her in the dark?

With this thought, a peculiar expression appeared on his face.

"Friend, you are mistaken. The matter is not as complicated as you think. That's because Asura King is currently closing the Life and Death Gate."

"Pfft..."

Lin Xuan spat out a sip of spirit tea, while the others' expressions were filled with shock. It was said that cleverness backfires; indeed, they had overcomplicated this matter.

Closing the Life and Death Gate meant something significant to cultivators like Lin Xuan. Unlike ordinary seclusion, success would bring immense rewards but could not be disturbed under any circumstances. The transformation of the world and the passage of time made closing such a gate seem mundane. Outside chaos raged, yet Asura King remained oblivious.

This explanation was easy enough to think of, but due to Rain桐 Fairy's recounting of ancient secrets being too convoluted, they had been misled into thinking there were hidden plots when the simplest truth was overlooked.

Cleverness backfired.

All three felt somewhat helpless and amused.

"Ah..."

Lin Xuan rubbed his head, a touch of embarrassment on his face. "So what happened next? The Spirit Realm is not willing to let this go, nor are the True Immortals willing to let Huayu escape punishment. He's now severely injured, a pariah in the street, alone and friendless. Can he turn danger into safety?"

"Turning danger into safety isn't that easy."

Rain桐 Fairy continued her sigh: "But saying Huayu has become friendless is an exaggeration."

"Oh, he's now everyone's target, avoiding him like the plague. Besides Asura King, who else would dare help him? Could it be his friends in the Immortal Realm?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"Immortal Realm friends... Hmph..." Rain桐 Fairy raised her eyebrows and sneered: "Huayu was once the strongest cultivator in the Immortal Realm. That's true. But he wasn't good at socializing, with only Tianxiang as his best friend. Yet, Tianxiang betrayed him. Where are Huayu's friends now?"

"Who helped him?" Lin Xuan became even more curious.

"This person you know quite well, and your relationship is rather close," Rain桐 Fairy raised her head, a smile playing on her lips.

"I?"

Lin Xuan was shocked, feeling a bit guilty. Could the other party have already seen through his connection with Asura King?

Had Moon's identity been exposed?

Lin Xuan became highly vigilant. Although they were now allies, this was his most important secret.

Emotionally and logically, Lin Xuan couldn't help caring about it.

"Is the Fairy saying..." Lin Xuan tried to probe: "Could you mean my brother?"
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"It's not Naelong," Rain桐 Fairy shook her head.

"Not him? Then who could it be? I don't know many ancient immortals," Lin Xuan hesitated.

"Really? That might not be the case."

Rain桐 Fairy smiled: "Cloud Fairy, I think you should be familiar with Lin Daoist."

"What. Qin Yan, are you saying she...?"

A myriad of emotions swirled in Lin Xuan's heart as he heard this.

"Indeed, it is this woman," Rain桐 Fairy said with a smile on her face.

"Her origins are extraordinary; she is the elder sister of Heavenly Flying Demon Ancestor and the leader of the域外天魔."

"But the域外天魔 invasion of the Three Realms failed. Why would Cloud Fairy still be here?" Lin Xuan found this increasingly strange as he listened.

"It's not that she was stranded, but rather that she chose to stay," Rain桐 Fairy sighed.

"Choose to stay?" Lin Xuan was astonished.

"Yes, although Cloud Fairy is a域外天魔, compared to the desolate and harsh 天外魔域, she prefers the beauty and prosperity of the Spirit Realm. In fact, long before the域外天魔 were provoked by True Immortals to invade the Three Realms, she had already been traveling through them."

"And during that time, she met Huayu and fell deeply in love with him..."

"Love?" Lin Xuan's face showed a peculiar expression.

"Yes. At first, Qin Yan didn't know Huayu was a True Immortal, but they got along very well. Unfortunately, the goddess had feelings while Huayu did not. Cloud Fairy was hopelessly infatuated, but Huayu only saw her as his sister."

"Oh, is it that Cloud Fairy isn't beautiful enough or that she disapproves of her being a域外天魔?" Lin Xuan asked curiously.

"Are you deliberately asking this, Daoist Lin? Qin Yan's beauty is not unknown to you. Although she doesn't match Asura King, she is still an unparalleled beauty. Disapproving of her as a域外天魔, do you think Huayu would be so superficial?" Rain桐 Fairy replied dismissively.

"Then...?" Lin Xuan scratched his head.

"Hmph, this needs no explanation. Huayu was foolish; he couldn't enjoy the fullness of life with someone else. He must have fallen in love with Asura King and thus rejected Cloud Fairy."

A lazy voice came from Naelong Immortal: "What a wooden head. No wonder he was ambushed by Tianxiang, leaving him in such a predicament."

Lin Xuan and the others were speechless at this. There was no connection between being devoted and getting ambushed; Naelong Immortal's thoughts were beyond comprehension.

"What happened next? What did Huayu and Cloud Fairy do?"

Lin Xuan showed curiosity on his face: "Could it be that Cloud Fairy harbored resentment out of love?"

"No, not exactly," Rain桐 Fairy shook her head. "Although Huayu didn't accept Cloud Fairy's feelings, he treated her well, always seeing her as a sister. How could Cloud Fairy bear to harm him?"

"Even though the域外天魔 have retreated, Qin Yan still stays in the Spirit Realm. With her strength, she can remain safe if she doesn't draw attention. But because of Huayu's situation, the entire Spirit Realm and True Immortals are in turmoil. Qin Yan couldn't help but offer assistance due to her unbreakable feelings for Huayu."

"However, this help only stirred up trouble; Qin Yan's identity was exposed. Although she is one of the strongest域外天魔, she can't face the wrath of the entire Spirit Realm and True Immortals alone. She had no choice but to flee with Huayu." (To be continued...)
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"Thus, it is clear."

Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation.

On the surface, his demeanor remained calm and steady. However, deep within, he was already stirred up by a massive storm.

The ancient secrets were far more complex than he had imagined. Qin Yan and Arura had both become entangled with Cultivation Immortal Feathers.

What role would he play in all of this?

How exactly did these events intertwine with his current situation?

Despite enduring countless storms over the past millennium, Lin Xuan found it incredibly difficult to digest such information within a short time.

But outwardly, he couldn't afford to show too much.

He didn’t want Rain Orchid Fairy and others to notice any inconsistencies in him.

"Next, what will happen? Cloud Fairy is alone and weak; she can't save Cultivation Immortal Feathers from danger. But since she has been drawn into this vortex, the Skyward Demon Ancestor couldn't possibly ignore her. After all, blood is thicker than water, and Qin Yan is her only sister."

"Your words are correct. Although the域外天魔invasion of the Three Realms ended in failure last time, if they were to target just the Spirit Realm, the situation would be different. The域外天魔are stubborn individuals. Even though they once served true immortals for their own benefit, now that conflicts have arisen, there's no surprise in them turning against each other."

"If Cultivation Immortal Feathers received protection from the Skyward Demon Ancestor, the Spirit Realm and true immortals might indeed be helpless. Unfortunately, this is merely a hypothetical scenario..." Rain Orchid Fairy's face was filled with sighs.

"How so? What happened next?"

"The Skyward Demon Ancestor has gone missing. With no leader among the域外天魔, they naturally won't care about Cloud Fairy being bullied in the Spirit Realm."

"Missing? How can that be?" The Whale King was also engrossed: "Could it be a covert attack?"

"A covert attack on the Skyward Demon Ancestor?" Rain Orchid Fairy's face showed an expression of disdain. "This guy could single-handedly defeat Arura and escape unscathed. His strength far exceeds ordinary true immortals, and he resides deep in the Outer Demonic Realm where countless experts guard numerous restrictions. Even Tian Xiang would find it extremely difficult to carry out such a covert attack."

"Where did the Skyward Demon Ancestor go?"

"I don't know," Rain Orchid Fairy said helplessly.

Lin Xuan fell silent. He could answer this question, for he knew that the Skyward Demon Ancestor had unknowingly clashed with hundreds of true spirits and ended up here. However, revealing such a shocking truth would be unwise, so he kept his silence.

Rain Orchid Fairy continued:

"In summary, due to the mysterious disappearance of the Skyward Demon Ancestor, Cloud Fairy is alone and weak, forced to hide from Cultivation Immortal Feathers in the Spirit Realm."

"Hardship reveals true feelings. In this case, Cloud Fairy was innocent and suffered because of me. Together, they escaped many dangers, protecting each other, spending time together, and their bond grew stronger than ever before. Although Arura is Cultivation Immortal Feathers' favorite, his deep affection for Qin Yan made it impossible to continue running away."

"Even a secular emperor can have countless concubines. As the strongest true immortal, why couldn't Cultivation Immortal Feathers have two or more beloved companions?"

"Yes, of course," said True Immortal Nai Long with great excitement.

"Hmph, you're not involved in this discussion; what does your commentary mean?" Rain Orchid Fairy frowned and rebuked Nai Long harshly.

"How did it end? Did Cultivation Immortal Feathers and Qin Yan become a couple?" Lin Xuan said with a hint of envy.

"Unfortunately, no," Rain Orchid Fairy's response was shocking.

"What do you mean?"

"Your fellow daoists are surprised, right?" Rain Orchid Fairy’s expression was both playful and regretful. "To be honest, Cultivation Immortal Feathers is an admirable figure, though one might say he is somewhat old-fashioned."

"Old-fashioned?"

"Yes, he has begun to accept Qin Yan from his heart but fears disappointing Arura. Thus, while they spend time together, their relationship remains strictly within the bounds of propriety and respect, with no transgressions. He claims it's for Arura’s approval."

Lin Xuan was speechless. This Cultivation Immortal Feathers truly... seemed a bit too bookish.

Arura’s approval? In this moment?

Indeed, Nai Long’s plan nearly succeeded, but he missed his target.

Without the support of other forces, their escape became increasingly difficult.

Cultivation Immortal Feathers' injuries worsened as they repeatedly narrowly escaped danger. Over time, the situation grew more unfavorable for them.

One day, they were lured into a trap in Drifting Cloud Valley, where true immortals and Spirit Realm experts had set an ambush. With overwhelming numbers and additional restrictions, Cloud Fairy and Cultivation Immortal Feathers found themselves trapped with no escape.

The situation was dire. However, Cultivation Immortal Feathers refused to sit idly by. He fought desperately alongside Cloud Fairy, trying to break through the encirclement.

Unfortunately, it was too late; they didn't know that Tian Xiang had secretly orchestrated this from behind the scenes.

Tian Xiang also descended into the Spirit Realm, but the news remained highly confidential, known only to a few.

This secrecy was for his covert plan: to ambush them in the shadows.

As the saying goes, even a dying worm can still struggle. Despite being severely injured, it wasn't easy to defeat Cultivation Immortal Feathers. Once he recovered, he would face immense danger. Therefore, they couldn’t relax; they must seize this opportunity and eliminate Cultivation Immortal Feathers.

Compared to Cultivation Immortal Feathers, Tian Xiang was more cunning. His plan almost succeeded but fell short...

"Fallen from his grasp?" Lin Xuan was surprised: "How could that happen? Could it be Arura came?"

"Hmph, if Arura had arrived at this moment, he wouldn't have allowed Cultivation Immortal Feathers to face such a fatal attack. Cloud Fairy stepped in and blocked the critical move."

"What? Qin Yan blocked it?" Lin Xuan's eyes widened.

"No, she merely pushed Cultivation Immortal Feathers away. She herself... passed away."

Despite knowing the outcome, Lin Xuan was still shocked. He never expected Qin Yan’s past to be so convoluted. Since she had died, the Cloud Fairy he met in the mortal realm must have been her reincarnation.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but think about the transmission scroll from Stream Leaping Ravine. What did it signify?

If Qin Yan admired the former top immortal, why would she still have such a complicated connection with him in this life? (To be continued...)
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Not... not just Qin Yan, nor was it just the Cloud Fairy.

Moon had done the same, hadn't she?

In her past life as Arur, she was indeed the true love of True Man Feathers. Why did she end up by his side in this life, never leaving him?

Life and death vows, eternal until death.

And then there was the Azure Star Sea.

Such a precious treasure had somehow ended up in his hands for no reason at all.

Was it just coincidence, or was something more foretelling?

Could it be...

Lin Xuan thought of a terrifying conclusion: he could be True Man Feathers himself.

This explanation seemed the most reasonable, but Lin Xuan felt an extreme panic.

No, I am who I am. True Man Feathers has nothing to do with me.

Lin Xuan's face regained its calm, though his inner unease continued unabated. He just didn't want anyone to see his vulnerability.

"What happened next?"

...

The tumultuous waves in Lin Xuan's heart were not discussed. At the same time, Yuan Yuan found herself in an extremely dangerous situation.

A moment of crisis!

She had yet to fully integrate the Peacock Fire and the Phoenix that had always been secretly protecting her was already gone. Tian Xiang's face showed a cruel smile as he seemed about to step into the Holy Temple.

However, just then, a loud phoenix call entered his ears. Golden flames spread across the sky, reassembling into the shape of a phoenix.

An overwhelming pressure emanated from it, no weaker than before.

The phoenix had been reborn from the flames; how could this king of all birds easily perish?

"Heh, really don't know when to die. Think I can't kill you after one rebirth? "

The young man in white stepped back, a sinister expression flashing across his handsome face as he grew impatient.

However, just then, another loud call echoed through the air, turning the entire sky golden.

The phoenix had already grown to an immense size. But compared to this newcomer, it was like a small creature before a giant.

Tian Xiang's face showed shock as he recalled the ancient legend.

In the North Sea there was a fish named Kun, whose size no one could measure. It transformed into a bird called Peng, with a back that also defied measurement. When angered, its wings spread like clouds in the sky. This bird would migrate to the Southern Sea...

Kunpeng!

And it was among the kings.

Golden-winged Great鹏!

Though a true spirit of the beast realm, its strength was no less than that of the phoenix.

Known as the Marvelous Winged Bird, with wings spanning ten thousand miles and feeding on dragons.

This was one of the most powerful and ancient true spirits.
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And it shared a connection with the phoenix, just like the peacock.

Tian Xiang's face showed a cold smile: "Good, good, a group of mindless fools. Think you can stop me, the Primordial Ancestor? Just use you all as offerings for my Ten Thousand Volume Holy Book..."

Before he could finish speaking, a burst of light appeared on his body. Countless golden and silver symbols flew out from his treasure.

Meanwhile, in the distant kingdom of Qingqiu, Rain桐 Fairy continued her narration: "Tian Xiang set up a cunning trap, hiding to ambush. Seeing True Man Feathers about to be hit by the Ten Thousand Volume Holy Book, Cloud Fairy stepped forward and saved him, blocking that fatal attack at the cost of her life."

"Such an outcome left everyone speechless. Indeed, True Man Feathers loved Arur the most, but humans are not plants; Qin Yan's affection for him could not be ignored. Originally, he had accepted this, wanting to seek permission from Arur. But now, the beloved was fated to die, sacrificing herself to save him..."

"True Man Feathers' heart was filled with sorrow and self-blame. From the start, this had nothing to do with Qin Yan; if not for helping him..."

"Thinking of how Qin Yan endured countless hardships over these days, following him through wind and rain, only to fall for his rescue... What a scoundrel I am!"

True Man Feathers was both grief-stricken and furious. With his injuries flaring up, he had no desire to live.

"Oh?"

Hearing this, Lin Xuan showed surprise: "Does that mean True Man Feathers perished here?"

"Indeed, seeing Qin Yan fall, True Man Feathers fought back desperately, not seeking escape but revenge. He was severely injured, but even a dead camel is bigger than a horse. The strongest of the Immortal Realm fought fiercely; seven true immortals fell in that battle, and countless cultivators from the Spirit Realm were left behind..."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan listened intently: "What happened then?"

"What could happen? True Man Feathers did show his might, but he was outnumbered. In the end, he self-destructed his essence body, leaving Tian Xiang severely injured."

"So that's how it went."

True Immortal Nai Long sighed: "Who would have thought that the final outcome would be such a mutual defeat? With even his essence body lost, this means True Man Feathers is truly gone from this world."

"Gone from this world... This may not necessarily be true..." Rain桐 Fairy's expression was unconvinced.

"Why so? If the essence body contains three souls and seven spirits, wouldn't self-destruction scatter them?"

"Indeed, in most cases, that is correct. But True Man Feathers was the strongest of the Immortal Realm, said to be just one step away from the legendary Primordial Ancestor realm. Some of his secret techniques were beyond comprehension."

"Even though his essence body self-destructed, his three souls and seven spirits did not perish; they entered the Six Realms of Reincarnation." Rain桐 Fairy said softly.

"Oh, so True Man Feathers has reincarnated?"

"Heh, whether he will or not is uncertain."

"Why? Didn't you say his soul had already entered the Six Realms?" Lin Xuan asked in confusion.

"Entering the Six Realms only means a possible rebirth; success is another matter. And don't forget, Tian Xiang was still standing there. How could he let his archenemy come back to life? Although he couldn't collect True Man Feathers' three souls and seven spirits, cursing him would be within his power."

"Curses... What are they?"

"I have no idea," Rain桐 Fairy shook her head: "I just saw Tian Xiang act; what curse he cast is beyond my understanding."
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"Thus, it all makes sense." ```23x```

Lin Xuan finally understood the entire sequence of events. The subsequent plot was easy to predict.

The True Immortal Feathers had fallen, and naturally, the Asura King would not rest until she exacted her revenge. She was the Lord of the Netherworld Realm, with a strength far surpassing that of ordinary True Immortals.

When she emerged from seclusion and learned about her beloved's fate, how could there be any chance for reconciliation? This must be why she led the Netherworld Ghosts to massacre the Spirit Realm, turning its rivers red with blood.

"Essentially, it is as you say. But the truth is not so simple," Rain桐仙子 sighed into his ears.

"Oh, does that mean there are more twists and turns?"

Lin Xuan was genuinely curious.

"Yes, Feathers True Immortal's fall was indeed due to this treasure. Although our Spirit Realm was manipulated, we still played a supporting role. Given the Asura King's character, she would not rest until her revenge was exacted—this is logical. But there are deeper reasons for why she attacked us."

"You mean... that mysterious Star Sea?"

"Exactly," Rain桐仙子 nodded. "Feathers True Immortal's misfortune stemmed from this treasure. If the Asura King could obtain the Star Sea, she would reverse the Celestial Spirit Channel and turn the tables on the True Immortals."

"Celestial Spirit Channel reversal?"

"Yes."

"But what is it?"

"Simply put, as Upper Realm beings, True Immortals can come to the Three Thousand Worlds with some effort. But once the Celestial Spirit Channel reverses, for at least five hundred million years, no True Immortal will be able to descend into the lower realms."

"And True Immortals in our realm won't be able to return either."

"You mean..."

Listening to Rain桐仙子, Lin Xuan's mind began to piece together some of the ancient secrets. He had always been interested in these matters and knew a bit about them.

It was said that during their battle at the Polar Yuan Guang Hall, the Asura King fought bare-handed without her treasure, the Yin Treasure Box.

Before this, she had already prepared for reincarnation.

She seemed to have no hope of survival, not even considering that she might live through the fight.

Back then, Lin Xuan was baffled. Now, all the answers were starting to emerge.

The Asura King's attack on the Spirit Realm may have been out of anger, wanting to teach a lesson to those foolish beings. But in essence, it was just a facade; after all, those despicable True Immortals were the real culprits.

But good men cannot stand against overwhelming numbers. Moreover, at this point, the Asura King might not be able to defeat Tian Xiang. What should she do?

Revenge is a dish best served cold. The Asura King began her plot.

Although Feathers True Immortal's essence had self-destructed, his soul remained intact and entered the Six Realms of Rebirth. While it was uncertain if he could reincarnate, there was still some hope.

Thus, the Asura King took a bold gamble.

If she couldn't defeat them now, what about five hundred million years later?

Reversing the Celestial Spirit Channel was to allow the Three Thousand Worlds to recuperate and flourish. Five hundred million years would be enough for these realms to thrive.

With True Immortals unable to descend, they were helpless. Otherwise, with their treachery, they would mercilessly slaughter the top experts in the Three Thousand Worlds.

By eliminating late-stage Golden Core cultivators, no one could challenge them.

Now, all that was left was for True Immortals to watch helplessly.

"Your analysis is correct," Rain桐仙子 said with approval. "But you are only half right."

"Half?"

"Yes, the Asura King's strategy is indeed about recuperation. But things aren't as simple as they seem. Tian Xiang is cunning; he knows that truth will eventually come to light. Feathers True Immortal was wronged, and they were the ones who prevented others from ascending to immortality..."

"Originally, he planned to massacre all the experts in the Three Thousand Worlds. Unfortunately, the Asura King outmaneuvered him, foreseeing this outcome and reversing the Celestial Spirit Channel first."

"If that happened, Tian Xiang would be powerless and have to return to the Heavenly Realm before them."

"The other True Immortals were not so lucky; they were abandoned in our realm..."

"These True Immortals were both shocked and enraged. As beings of the Heavenly Realm, they naturally did not want to remain in the lower realms. Their only hope was to find the Blue Star Sea."

"And thus came their battle at the Polar Yuan Guang Hall..."

...

"Thus, it all makes sense."

After Rain桐仙子's description, Lin Xuan could guess what had happened in ancient times, though he couldn't say with certainty.

The Asura King placed her hopes on a million years later but did not mean to abandon this life.

Tian Xiang managed to escape far away. However, the other True Immortals left in the Spirit Realm had their own plans.

Hit them one by one.

With her strength, she could easily defeat ordinary True Immortals and ensure victory.

Thus, most of the lower realm True Immortals perished. The last three obtained the Blue Star Sea but were trapped at the Polar Yuan Guang Hall by the Asura King.

A great battle ensued; two True Immortals died while one was injured. The Asura King discarded her physical form and reincarnated herself.

The Blue Star Sea fell into their hands, lost in some corner of the Spirit Realm.

Though things had ended for the True Immortals, the Blue Star Sea still caused countless disturbances in the realm.

The Mo Yue Clan thus perished.

Of course, this was a later development unrelated to Lin Xuan's interest in ancient secrets.

Lin Xuan sighed. The Dragon Master's brow remained furrowed: "If that's the case, why do I have no memory of these events? Logically, I should remember experiencing them."

"Exactly," the Whale King and Broad Cold True Immortal shared a similar expression. "This was all Tian Xiang's plot."

"Tian Xiang?"

"Yes, with Feathers True Immortal's fall, he became the top expert in the Heavenly Realm. He started this entire mess and fears that his conspiracy might be exposed, leading to conflict with the Three Thousand Worlds."

"Originally, he planned to massacre all the experts in the Three Thousand Worlds but found out that the Asura King had already reversed the Celestial Spirit Channel, preventing True Immortals from descending into lower realms. Forced to retreat, he used a mysterious artifact to erase everyone's memory of this period," Rain桐仙子's voice echoed.

"What?"

Lin Xuan was shocked. The expressions on Dragon Master and Broad Cold's faces mirrored his own disbelief. (To be continued...)
第四千一百零二章 月儿与林轩

The cultivation world was bizarre and varied, with countless secret techniques. Erasing someone's memories wasn't particularly impressive; Lin Xuan alone knew of over a dozen such methods.

However, erasing the memory of an ordinary cultivator in this world was fundamentally different from erasing the memory of a realm cultivator.

The difficulty between these two was incomparable.

Despite his current strength being at the top tier of the Three Realms, for Lin Xuan, this task remained unimaginable.

How did Tianxiang manage to do it?

Or rather, how could he possibly have such power?

In any case, Lin Xuan was left scratching his head in confusion.

Dalong, Guanghan True Man, and Giant Whale King all wore expressions of bewilderment.

This matter clearly exceeded their comprehension.

"None of you need look at me; I don't know either."

The voice of Rain桐 Fairy entered his ears with a hint of helplessness: "The only thing we can be certain about is that it wasn't Tianxiang's strength. He must have relied on something from the Immortal Realm to achieve this, thus allowing him to deceive the heavens and the earth..."

"Ah, I see."

Even so, it was still incredibly unbelievable.

...

Lin Xuan’s situation was not discussed for now.

Meanwhile, tens of thousands of miles away in the True Spirit Realm,

The void shattered as primordial power clashed, leading to a total upheaval.

Phoenixes were not mentioned; Golden-Winged Great Peng was one of the oldest true spirits, and its strength rivaled that of an Immortal.

With their combined efforts, they should have been invincible. However, Tianxiang was no ordinary immortal.

The two true spirits exerted all their might but barely managed to protect themselves. The Phoenix had already undergone three rebirths, while the Golden-Winged Great Peng was riddled with injuries.

Phoenixes could resurrect by bathing in flames and return to life at the same spot. However, its vitality wasn't infinite; each resurrection came at a great cost.

There were no free lunches in this world—there was always something to be gained or lost. The Phoenix’s rebirth seemed glorious but followed the same rule.

It had few chances left.

Tianxiang's face was filled with mockery as he said, "In the realm of true spirits, your strength is indeed formidable. One-on-one combat isn't weaker than that of an Immortal. But I am the Primordial Ancestor; even if it were Huayu True Man resurrected, facing me would only result in submission. Don’t waste your efforts; be my pet willingly. The Peacock’s Fire is something I must obtain..."

However, this goodwill was destined to fail.

While the Phoenix's strength fell short of Tianxiang’s, as the king of all birds, it had its own pride and resolve.

How could it surrender?

It would rather die than yield!

The Phoenix’s eyes were filled with determination.

The entire void trembled!

But such immense power was still insignificant in front of Tianxiang.

Nonetheless, it had to try.

The Golden-Winged Great Peng also stood on its wounded body.

Its wings spanned a thousand miles, exuding an unyielding aura.

Golden light spread across the earth, merging with the flames controlled by the Phoenix.

Spatial laws added to their power.

"Hmph! Just another futile attempt! Utterly foolish!"

Tianxiang's face was filled with mockery as he said, "Since you are so reckless, let me show you the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book—the true primordial laws from the beginning of time."

Before his words were fully spoken, a mighty aura emanated from his body.

This... was righteous might!

No, it was different from the Confucian realm's righteous might. Could it be...

The Golden-Winged Great Peng and Phoenix had an inkling of what was happening, recalling a very ancient legend. However, there was no time to verify it now.

Boom!

With a loud noise, Tianxiang’s righteous might was absorbed by his ancient book at the top of his head like a whale drinking water.

The Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book!

Though somewhat damaged, it now radiated with divine light as countless tiny light points flew out from within.

Simultaneously, golden lightning and a hurricane enveloped the book, transforming it into a massive entity over ten zhang tall.

Flipping pages of the book could be heard.

Countless ancient texts flew out, their obscure and archaic nature differing greatly from those in the Immortal Realm, being the oldest form.

"Break!"

Tianxiang’s face was filled with a sneer as he pointed his finger forward. As he moved, the words really did shatter into pieces.

They turned into twinkling stars, slowly rotating like a beautiful star sea.

...

Meanwhile, in the Kingdom of Qingqiu,

After learning about ancient secrets, Lin Xuan bid farewell to Rain桐 Fairy and returned to his residence.

Though it was called a farewell, he merely went back to his dwelling.

Today, too much information had been received; Lin Xuan needed to sort through his thoughts.

With a wave of his sleeve, a stack of array flags flew out from the sleeves of his robe, quickly disappearing into the surrounding voids.

Although Lin Xuan trusted Rain桐 Fairy and Guanghan True Man not to pry into his secrets, he always preferred to be cautious.

Even if it was an overcaution, it would reduce many worries.

Then, with a wave of his sleeve, an ancient scroll emerged from his sleeves like a fish swimming out of water.

Musty Cave Heaven Map!

A flash of divine light revealed two beautiful women walking into the mortal world.

Their expressions were different.

Xiaodie’s expression was mostly curiosity; today's ancient secrets held too many unbelievable elements. They could hear everything clearly while hiding in the Musty Cave Heaven Map.

However, as an outsider, her expression remained calm.

But Moon’s expression was much more complex.

After all, she had been a Deva King in her past life, and these ancient secrets revolved around her. Initially, Lin Xuan and Moon had hoped to uncover them to learn about their own origins and what happened in the past so they could identify their hidden enemies and thus protect themselves.

But this mystery turned out to be much more complex than they initially thought. This was fine; the couple's tolerance was strong enough.

However, the appearance of Huayu True Man took them by surprise.

It turned out that the ancient secrets weren't just related to the Deva King but centered around the first strongest immortal, Huayu True Man.

This wasn’t a problem since Lin Xuan and Moon hoped for fewer connections with ancient history. But...

Things were never as simple as they seemed.

The more you feared something, the more likely it was that you would encounter it.

Huayu True Man was actually the Deva King’s lover; this is why the Deva King had gone to war against Immortals.

Their feelings for each other could be imagined.

Lin Xuan couldn’t claim he wasn’t affected by this revelation.

Moon's expression was even more anxious.

After all, she didn't remember Huayu True Man at all, but how could she face the master with such a result?

Moon’s anxiety was palpable; though she hadn’t cried, her pitiful expression tugged on one’s heartstrings to an extreme degree. (To be continued...)
第四千一百零三章 星空风暴

A millennium had passed since Lin Xuan first met Yue'er.

Holding hands, they vowed to grow old together. The path of cultivation was fraught with difficulties, yet neither of them ever abandoned the other; they supported each other all the way.

Their love was unbreakable.

Lin Xuan once told Yue'er that he only envied the swans and not the immortals.

Over a thousand years, both had grown much. Yet their feelings for each other remained unchanged. However, now this true immortal named Huayu appeared out of nowhere.

"Master, I..."

Yue'er was on the verge of tears.

"Don't say anything," Lin Xuan said as he embraced her tightly. He himself felt conflicted and sad, but how could he bear to see Yue'er in such a state?

To be honest, there was some discomfort in his heart.

But after careful thought, it wasn’t necessary to feel jealous over his girlfriend from the previous life, millions of years ago.

Such thoughts were too absurd; they only brought him unnecessary troubles.

Lin Xuan was not that kind of fool.

Huayu and Arurah had nothing to do with Yue'er. She was his wife, plain and simple.

"Master, I..."

"Say nothing," Lin Xuan said. "Yue'er, do you love me?"

Yue'er blushed slightly; they were married for a long time, but the word 'love' wasn’t often spoken between them. Her master’s question in front of others made her feel shy.

But seeing his expectant face, Yue'er did not disappoint him. Her voice was much softer.

"I am your only one. How could I not love you?"

"That's right."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and picked up Yue'er. "Forget the past life, forget Arurah, Huayu has nothing to do with us. I love Yue'er."

In this world, there are few who can discard their troubles and focus on what’s in front of them. It requires great wisdom.

"Master,"

Yue'er also hugged Lin Xuan tightly, having made a silent decision within her heart.

"Ah, you two are doing something." Xiao Die was speechless; they were showing off their affection as if she wasn’t there: "In my opinion, Brother Lin is Huayu."

"What? I am Huayu?" Lin Xuan’s face showed surprise but also some guilt. He had harbored doubts before.

"Of course. How else could so many coincidences happen? A cultivator from the Mortal Realm with no spirit root can cultivate so quickly and even obtain a Blue Star Sea out of nowhere. The Arurah King is willing to die for you, never leaving your side. You are handsome, but I don’t see anything extraordinary about you."

Lin Xuan had nothing to say after Xiao Die’s complaints. Thinking back, all these coincidences seemed like fate.

Was he really Huayu?

But Lin Xuan quickly shook his head.

I am who I am; what does Huayu have to do with me?

However, Xiao Die's voice still lingered in his ears: "Rain桐 Immortal said that even though Huayu True Immortal self-destructed and lost his essence soul, his three souls and seven spirits remained. They entered the Six Realms of Existence."

"Enough," Lin Xuan showed signs of impatience on his face. "I’ve already told you I am who I am. Huayu has nothing to do with me."

"Right." Yue'er nodded her head: "I am just me, and Arurah King is irrelevant."

In unison, they agreed, but Xiao Die’s eyes flickered with a hint of disagreement.

Even if Lin Xuan wasn’t Huayu, Yue'er was definitely the Arurah. Could it be so easy to cut ties with her past life?

For instance, Tianxiang wouldn't let them go easily.

In this world, one couldn’t help but get entangled in circumstances. They should understand this, but they were unwilling to accept it now.

...

Meanwhile, countless miles away.

True Spirit Space.

Tianxiang also revealed his trump card.

A myriad of heavenly books scattered into countless light points that rotated slowly. At first glance, they resembled Lin Xuan’s Blue Star Sea.

But was it just a resemblance?

In those light points, the most ancient laws intertwined and flowed. The sky grew darker as a result.

No... not becoming darker; their surroundings transformed into a starry sky, as if they were in the primordial universe.

Each light point turned into a planet.

They were insignificant amidst this vast expanse of stars. Even a Kunpeng with a body length of tens of thousands of miles would be dwarfed by a single planet.

How could this happen?

Was it an illusion?

Phoenix and Golden-winged Bird’s eyes showed shock, especially the former.

The Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye could see through all illusions in the world. There was no room for tricks before such eyes.

But to say it was real seemed too incredible.

Human power had its limits.

Even true immortals were still living beings; how could they construct a universe?

"Is falling into the void impressive? Let you experience the taste of my myriad heavenly books and this starry storm!" Tianxiang’s cold laughter echoed in their ears. Before he finished speaking, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Crack...

The dazzling stars below seemed to be nearing the end of their lives, developing countless cracks on their surfaces as lava erupted.

These weren’t trivial cracks; they spanned entire planets.

Infinite power surged out.

Countless planets were affected this way.

Instantly, destructive forces spread throughout the starry sky.

They formed a storm that devoured everything in its path. Even divine souls couldn't escape from this destructive force.

Falling into the void could only devour one planet.

But before them was a starry storm generated by the destruction of hundreds of planets.

It was incomparable.

Both Phoenix and Golden-winged Bird were swept up.

They struggled desperately, raising various defenses, but to no avail. This power was too overwhelming; it surpassed imagination.

Even先天灵宝的攻击也只能够抵挡片刻。

凤凰眼中露出绝望之色。

即使涅槃重生，在这种情况下也会徒劳无功，刚刚重生又会被逼入绝境。

它与鲲鹏靠在了一起，力量融合撑起一个金色护罩保护身体。

可惜没有用处。

那星域风暴的力量太过恐怖，护罩脆弱如气泡，涟漪荡漾而出，仿佛下一刻就要破灭化为虚无。

两大真灵的脸上都露出了悲哀之色。看来这一战他们无法幸免，但孔雀血脉绝不能断绝于此，作为鸟类始祖，无论如何都要活下去。

所以它们还在坚持，哪怕多片刻功夫，媛媛也有更多的机会融合孔雀之火。

后记：各位道友元宵节快乐，祝大家身体健康，财源滚滚。(未完待续。。)
第四千一百零四章 绫罗玉符

Meanwhile, in the Kingdom of Qingqiu. 23x.

The night passed uneventfully.
    
    The next morning, as dawn began to break, the group reunited once more.

Rain桐 Fairy moved as if nothing had happened, but the others, having just heard this ancient secret, naturally did not sleep well all night.

Lin Xuan was no exception; neither were the True Man of Broad Cold and the rest.

Even Nai Long's face lost its playful expression.

This ancient secret entailed too many complications. It would take more than a night to digest it properly.

No one expected that true immortals could be so shameless.

Therefore, their current difficulties were undoubtedly greater than they had imagined.

The light arc appeared and the path of immortality became clear, but who knew how many twists and turns lay ahead.

Thus, their expressions were even more serious than before.

"Rain桐 Fairy, we should all have experienced these ancient secrets personally. According to you, Tian Xiang used a celestial artifact to erase our memories. Why are you and Ice Soul the exceptions?"

The True Man of Broad Cold's voice echoed in everyone's ears.

They should have asked this question yesterday, but with so much happening, they had forgotten about it.

Although a night couldn't completely erase their shock, their inner turmoil had calmed down somewhat. Now they remembered the question.

"Me..."

Rain桐 Fairy's face showed a cunning expression: "I was acquainted with True Man Feathers before and happened to receive a treasure from him."

"What? You are an old acquaintance of True Man Feathers and he gave you a treasure, what is it?"

Even Lin Xuan felt curious.

"Indeed,"

Rain桐 Fairy's face showed a touch of sorrow: "But I was too young then. Despite knowing that True Man Feathers is generous and straightforward, I still believed the lies of true immortals and caused him trouble. Thinking about it now, I am always melancholy."

Just as she finished speaking, Rain桐 Fairy waved her sleeve, and a shimmering light appeared in her palm. The size was roughly half that of a palm, with images of birds, beasts, insects, and fish carved on one side, while the other side bore ancient text.

"This... is the Lin Luo Jade Talisman!"

Lin Xuan exclaimed in surprise.

"How so? Have you seen this before, Daoist Friend Lin?"

Rain桐 Fairy was surprised to ask.

"Not just seen,"

Lin Xuan also waved his sleeve and two identical Lin Luo Jade Talismans flew out.

The secret of the Blue Star Sea should not be revealed, but it couldn't always be hidden. So Lin Xuan openly took out this treasure.

"Why so surprised? You too have multiple Lin Luo Jade Talismans. Where did you get them from?"

Rain桐 Fairy was now shocked.

"I don’t know. I got these accidentally during my adventures in the mortal world. I never knew what they were, but they saved me several times," Lin Xuan replied honestly.

"That makes sense. I didn't expect this item to end up in the mortal world." Rain桐 Fairy sighed. She could tell if his words were true or false.

"Since True Man Feathers gave it to you, shouldn’t you know what kind of treasure it is?"

Lin Xuan couldn't help but recall the subtle connection between the Lin Luo Jade Talismans and the Five Dragon Seal during his promotion. His heart was on fire with curiosity.

"I don’t know,"

"What? You also don’t know?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"Correct, this treasure is strictly speaking not given to me by True Man Feathers but temporarily entrusted to my care. He did not explicitly explain its effects, so I am unaware."

"A treasure entrusted to you for safekeeping?"

The more Lin Xuan heard, the more unbelievable it seemed: "Could it be that True Man Feathers foresaw his own misfortune before this?"

"Perhaps, but he didn’t say. At our level, spiritual omens are already fulfilled, let alone a true immortal like True Man Feathers who might not know what will happen but can sense something amiss, so he entrusted me with the treasure," Rain桐 Fairy's voice was melancholy.

"That makes sense."

Lin Xuan’s expression returned to calm. He secretly hoped that Rain桐 Fairy would give him this treasure.

Lin Xuan could be certain that gathering three Lin Luo Jade Talismans would greatly benefit the Five Dragon Seal, but it was just a thought.

Since there was a connection with True Man Feathers, how could he expect such a treasure to be given easily?

It would only bring trouble, so Lin Xuan swallowed his words.

"Why did you remain unharmed due to the Lin Luo Jade Talisman? What about Ice Soul?" the True Man of Broad Cold asked curiously.

"How should I know?"

Rain桐 Fairy smiled bitterly: "I am because of the Lin Luo Jade Talisman, but Ice Soul’s reason is unknown to me. How could I possibly know?"

In summary, only they two were spared in this world after such a calamity, and their memories remained unchanged.

"Why did you never tell us about it before? Your Majesty also asked once, but you always evaded the question," the Whale King was puzzled.

"That’s right. We all asked."

Nai Long True Man nodded.

"How could I say anything?"

Rain桐 Fairy's face showed a bitter smile: "Although the celestial and spirit channel has reversed, true immortals cannot come to the Three Thousand Worlds anymore, but there are always exceptions. Who knows what means Tian Xiang used? Although he doesn’t dare to use it normally, if I were to reveal this, who knows how he might react and bring harm to the Three Thousand Worlds."

"Your Majesty has deep foresight and is extremely thorough in your considerations, but why did you choose to speak?" Lin Xuan's eyes flashed with a strange light. He had already guessed the reason, but wanted to hear it from her.

Or rather, he wanted to confirm his guess.

"I have said that the celestial and spirit channel has reversed, and its effect lasts only five hundred years. The appearance of the light arc and the path of immortality means a great opportunity for me, but also an extremely dangerous situation because this means true immortals are no longer restrained and can freely travel to the lower realms. With their nature, what they will do next doesn't need much explanation from me..."

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan's expression grew even more serious. He had already guessed that this journey would be dangerous, but he didn’t expect it to involve living true immortals, and there might be more than one.

Immortals were something Lin Xuan had encountered before, but the situation was entirely different now.

This time, they would face a formidable enemy. A great sense of danger filled Lin Xuan's heart.

Whether or not he was True Man Feathers, their grudges would be settled here. (To be continued...)
第四千一百零五章 真仙界的实力

The road ahead was long and arduous. The faces of the others showed a serious expression; they were all among the most powerful beings in the Three Realms.

One person might be manageable, but this time, it was against the entire仙界. Without 化羽 or 阿修罗, they had to rely on themselves.

"The worst part isn't that," said Rain桐仙子 with a sigh of regret on her beautiful face: "The Three Thousand Worlds are vast and have many great powers. If we could unite our efforts, perhaps we could challenge the仙界. The Asura King did this in the past, but..."

"How so?" Lin Xuan's expression changed as he spoke.

"It’s simple," said Rain桐仙子 with a shrug: "They would engage in intrigue and mutual calculation."

Master Dragon Immortal sneered on his face: "Those short-sighted fellows can never unite with us. Instead, they’ll plot against each other. The Asura King made this mistake; the plan was good, but human nature is unpredictable. These scattered individuals can’t possibly be united. How could we talk about uniting to challenge the仙界?"

"Are you saying we'll be broken one by one?" Lin Xuan asked tentatively.

"Haha, that’s still a better scenario," said Master Dragon Immortal. "I’m worried they’ll plot against each other and not let go of any grudges or grievances. Just like those in the Profound Stone World who fought among themselves. Without true immortals, maybe half of them would die."

You’re the one who started this...

Lin Xuan was speechless upon hearing Master Dragon Immortal’s words; it was his own fault.

But regardless, the truth remained: the Three Thousand Worlds had a long history of grievances and love-hate entanglements. Resolving these issues wasn’t something that could be done in an instant.

Even great powers from the same world might have their own calculations. It would indeed be incredibly difficult to challenge true immortals.

So, they still needed to rely on themselves.

Lin Xuan remained silent, but at this moment, the King of the Great Whale asked another question: "What is the仙界 like? Since true immortals are from the beginning of time, how can their power grow?"

"How big is the仙界 and how many true immortals are there?"

"Good point. We want to know if you have any information."

Master Cold Moon also stroked his beard; everyone’s faces showed concern. Knowing oneself and one's enemy was key to winning a hundred battles.

"This..." Rain桐仙子 hesitated, then sighed: "I’ve never been to the仙界, only heard briefly from 化羽 Immortal a few million years ago. The specifics..."

"Just say what you know," said Master Dragon Immortal impatiently.

"Alright!" Rain桐仙子 didn’t get angry; her melodious voice entered their ears: "The size of the仙界... well, it’s not as vast as one might imagine. It’s roughly similar to a small interface in the Spirit Realm, and that's the smallest kind."

"Oh?" The faces of those present showed surprise. Then Lin Xuan spoke up: "So small? Are there few true immortals?"

"Indeed," said Rain桐仙子, quoting 化羽 Immortal: "At the beginning, only a little over two hundred true immortals existed in the仙界. Back then, besides immortals, there were some apprentices and servants with formidable power who also lived in the仙界."

"Two hundred?"

Lin Xuan’s expression darkened.

This was more than he had expected.

Although the absolute number wasn’t significant, two hundred true immortals each possessing extraordinary strength would be a headache. And those apprentices and servants...

Thinking of this, Lin Xuan’s face grew even darker.

Master Dragon Immortal then asked what he was thinking: "What about the power of these apprentices and servants? Have they become as powerful as true immortals after years of cultivation?"

"This is impossible..."

Rain桐仙子 sneered on her face. "The true immortals in the仙界 coexist with heaven and earth; their strength isn’t gained through cultivation but is inherent from the start. These high-ranking figures wouldn’t allow great powers of the Three Thousand Worlds to become immortals, so how could they tolerate their apprentices and servants becoming equals?"

"In short," said Rain桐仙子, "these apprentices and servants can cultivate, but no matter what, their strength will never match that of true immortals; there’s always a difference."

"Then this is easier." The King of the Great Whale sighed in relief.

"But don’t be careless," warned Rain桐仙子: "Their power may not match that of true immortals, but they are no less formidable than ordinary late-stage cultivators. Their numbers far exceed those of true immortals, making them formidable opponents; you mustn’t underestimate them."

"Right." Lin Xuan nodded.

"What about the true immortals? They have extraordinary strength from birth and shouldn’t remain stagnant after so many years. What realm will they reach?"

"I’m not sure," said Rain桐仙子 thoughtfully. "I only heard a general mention of this from 化羽 Immortal."

"Oh, please enlighten me," Lin Xuan spoke sincerely.

"True immortals can indeed cultivate, but there are few realms; it’s said that the highest is the Dao Ancestor."

"Dao Ancestor?"

"Yes." Rain桐仙子 nodded. "The strength of this realm is unknown; they supposedly wield the power from the beginning of time and kill ordinary true immortals as easily as cutting vegetables."

"So terrifying?"

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances, then asked: "Was 化羽 Immortal, who was once the strongest in the仙界, able to reach the Dao Ancestor realm?"

"He certainly hasn’t," said Master Dragon Immortal.

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan’s expression grew more serious. "So after so many years, would other true immortals be able to become Dao Ancestors?"

"I don’t know; you should ask 化羽 Immortal."

Rain桐仙子 smiled wryly: "I know little about the situation of true immortals. However, according to what 化羽 Immortal revealed, while there’s only one realm for true immortals to advance, becoming a Dao Ancestor is not easy. He himself went through countless trials but still fell short. Other true immortals would need another million years or more to have such strength; the only hope might be his best friend from back then, Tian Xiang."

"Tian Xiang, that’s the one who ambushed 化羽 Immortal?"

"Yes," said Rain桐仙子 with a nod: "Unlike 化羽 Immortal's generous and broad-minded nature, Tian Xiang is more cunning. After so many years, he might be the supreme being in the仙界; whether he has become a Dao Ancestor, I can’t guess."

Lin Xuan and his companions remained silent after hearing this. This truly was an unprecedented formidable enemy they faced. (To be continued...)
第四千一百零六章 孔雀苏醒

But there was no way to escape.

As one of the top existences in the Three Realms, True Immortals would not let them off. Rather than wait for their fate, it was better to take a desperate gamble.

The path to immortality was arduous; how could they know if they couldn't try and ascend?

Moreover, there was Asura. Lin Xuan wasn't someone who deceived himself. Even if he didn’t want to be tied to his past life, Moonling's rebirth as the Asura King was an unchangeable fact.

The truth would eventually come out; the reversal of the Immortal Spirit Path had ended, and this secret couldn't be kept hidden for long.

Tianxiang or any other True Immortal wouldn’t spare her. Could he just stand by?

The answer was no.

Rather than wait to die, it was better to join Rain桐 Fairy now.

Efforts would always find a solution.

With his mind racing, Lin Xuan had made his decision and showed a look of determination on his face: "Fairy, I have one more thing to ask."

"Brother Lin, please speak your mind."

Rain桐 Fairy spoke without pretense, her tone polite.

"Asura King reversed the Immortal Spirit Path, giving us an extra five million years. As you said, everything is now over, and True Immortals can descend into the lower realms. What do you think they will do next? Will they massacre all three thousand worlds or have some other plan?"

"It's hard to say," Rain桐 Fairy pondered. "Though the Three Thousand Worlds are lower realms, their differences in strength aren't insurmountable. If True Immortals really did that, it would be foolish and only provoke the wrath of the cultivators."

"Then they must have a plan. What does 'light arcs appear; immortal paths manifest' mean?" Lin Xuan frowned, clearly dissatisfied with Rain桐 Fairy's answer but understanding that this was just speculation. No one knew what True Immortals would do next.

"Yes, light arcs appear; immortal paths manifest. This phrase has been circulating for millions of years, but no one knows exactly what it means," said Dailong Zhenren from the side.

...

Lin Xuan's situation aside, unknown miles away, in the True Spirit Realm,

Phoenix and Kunpeng were on the brink of death.

One was the king of a hundred birds, and the other was one of the oldest true spirits. Their strength had been no less than that of True Immortals.

Unfortunately, they faced the first among all True Immortals this time.

Feathered Feather Zhenren had fallen, and Tianxiang, carrying his ten-thousand-volume heavenly book, had ascended to become a Primordial Sage.

The gap in power was immense; both true spirits were helpless.

Nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide.

Or perhaps they were fish meat on someone's chopping block.

They never imagined falling so low, but what could they do?

Though Tianxiang offered them a path of surrender and submission for their survival, the king of a hundred birds, Phoenix, couldn't accept such terms.

Nor could Golden-Winged Vulture.

Die rather than dishonor!

Moreover, there was something they had to protect.

The two true spirits burned with their essence spirit energy, desperately delaying their fate.

Meanwhile, in the Peacock Temple,

Yuan Yuan slowly opened her eyes.

With a hint of confusion, she finally regained consciousness after the critical moment. She had successfully fused with the Peacock Flame.

Boom!

Five-colored spiritual light burst from her body.

Radiant and colorful, like five-colored crystal, its powerful aura even caused the void to sink in.

Peacock, the ancestor of birds; Phoenix and Kunpeng were said to have originated from it, making it incredibly powerful.

Though Yuan Yuan had been asleep earlier, this was her true spirit realm. Everything here was familiar to her, so she knew exactly what happened.

Seeing the scene before her, Yuan Yuan's eyebrows furrowed, and auras of heavenly wrath began to emanate from her body.

Then, with a light wave of her jade hand, a white hole appeared in front of her.

A spatial rift!

Inside the rift, dark winds surged as countless demons and monsters rushed out, attacking Tianxiang.

"Are these Heavenly Ghosts?"

The young man in white showed surprise: "Legend has it that Great Peacock Maha can subdue demons and ghosts. It turns out to be true."

Heavenly Ghosts were among the most powerful demons and monsters; even ordinary cultivators at the Tribulation Transcending stage would find them formidable.

But there were hundreds, if not thousands, of them released by the peacock.

Such a number was daunting for any True Immortal. Moreover, Peacock's methods went beyond this.

With a wave of her hand, it seemed as though she had opened a peacock’s tail feathers, and five-colored spiritual light filled the sky.

This also contained primordial power from the beginning of time.

"Truly worthy of being the Great Maha Peacock that was born with us True Immortals," Tianxiang's face showed approval. But quickly turned to pity: "But what use is it? Perhaps the original Great Maha Peacock could have fought me, but you, a newly promoted one, dare challenge this Primordial Sage? You know nothing of death..."

Before he finished speaking, Tianxiang acted.

Immortal energy surged as a spell shot out from his hand.

Thunder roared, golden lightning interwoven into a web that covered the sky. The ferocious Heavenly Ghosts, monsters with power comparable to Tribulation Transcending cultivators, couldn't escape such great divine power and were all scattered in spirit and body.

Incredible.

Or perhaps awe-inspiring, but this wasn’t over yet. Five-colored spiritual light appeared before him.

Five-colored spiritual light signified the interplay of the five elements: metal, wood, water, fire, and earth.

This was related to the essence of all things.

Though it could nurture life, it also had immense destructive power.

True Immortals wouldn’t underestimate it. But Tianxiang simply pushed out a palm.

Simplicity in complexity.

His palm contained mountains, rivers, and everything under heaven. This single palm encompassed endless laws of nature.

Boom!

Colliding with the five-colored spiritual light.

Two fundamentally different primordial forces.

This was a clash of ancient laws from the beginning of time.

It seemed like just an instant but felt like millennia. Because time had shattered, it couldn’t be accurately measured.

Boom!

But Tianxiang still emerged victorious as Yuan Yuan flew back, blood trickling from her lips.

"Good, able to withstand my palm. Truly worthy of being Great Maha Peacock, but this is enough."

Tianxiang called out lightly and retracted his hand, clenching it into a fist before he intended to punch. But just then, something unexpected happened.

A loud phoenix call echoed through the sky, piercing the clouds. The sound traveled across countless spatial distances, reaching the Three Thousand Worlds above, but it was filled with sorrow.

Kunpeng spread its wings, which spanned countless miles. (To be continued...)
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The two true spirits simultaneously调动ed the most fundamental power within their bodies.

Void shattered, all things withered. Yin and yang energies emerged, as if they had returned to the primordial age at the beginning of time.

Tian Xiang also turned his head abruptly, his face showing a serious expression for the first time, tinged with a hint of regret. The two true spirits were about to self-destruct.

Initially, he had been on guard against this move, but as they say, man is not infallible and horse may stumble. The peacock suddenly awakened at that moment, inevitably causing him to lose focus.

A hair's breadth made a mile. His lack of concentration for just an instant allowed the two true spirits to find their opening.

Now he faced a grave danger.

Even if he became a Daoist Sage and could regard all living beings in the three thousand worlds as nothing, the self-destruction of these two true spirits was not something to be taken lightly.

Tian Xiang's expression of regret flashed briefly before he raised his right hand. The light from Ten Thousand Volume Heaven Book enveloped him, with myriad mystical runes protecting him.

There was no time to stop the two true spirits' desperate struggle; he had to ensure his own safety first.

Tian Xiang made a very smart choice.

In the next moment, an energy storm filled the entire space.

Stars shattered, all things withered. Time and space seemed to cease to exist, leaving only chaos, as if at the dawn of creation.

The power was beyond terrifying.

Tian Xiang could only fully activate Ten Thousand Volume Heaven Book.

He had been too careless!

He never expected that Phoenix and Kunpeng would be so resolute, not even sparing a thought for their own lives?

And just then, something unexpected happened.

At the center of the storm, two blazing flames appeared.

Both were golden flames, seemingly identical from the surface. However, inside they were vastly different.

True spirit fire!

These two flames belonged to Phoenix and Kunpeng respectively.

Facing Tian Xiang, they had no choice but to use self-destruction as a desperate means to deal with him.

The true spirit space of the peacock had returned to its primordial state.

With the fall of the two true spirits, the flames that carried their power and knowledge also emerged.

But this was not over.

In the next moment, those two flames seemed to have wings, flying towards the horizon.

No, they flew in front of the peacock.

Then they blurred slightly, shrinking by a thousand times or more into tiny bean-sized objects, entering her brow.

"What is this..."

Tian Xiang was equally stunned. Could this woman really be about to inherit three completely different true spirit fires?

Phoenix, Peacock, and Great Peng?

How could that be possible?

Tian Xiang, the most powerful True Immortal, had seen much in his vast experience, but such a thing was unheard of.

Never before!

A sense of unease flashed through his mind. A single true spirit wasn't significant, but if three of the strongest combined...

Releasing a tiger back into the wild would bring endless trouble.

He naturally wouldn't allow this outcome to happen.

With intent to stop it, he found himself too busy and could only watch helplessly as YuanYuan tore through the void, leaving this true spirit space!

At the same time, countless great cultivators in the Three Realms raised their heads, showing surprise on their faces.

Just now, they had heard Phoenix's mournful cry from beyond the heavens.

Could it be...

In an instant, countless speculations arose.

In the Kingdom of Qingqiu,

"Light arc appears, immortal path revealed. This phrase has been circulating for millions of years. What does it mean..."

The voice of True Immortal Nai Long entered their ears. They already knew that this enemy came from a powerful being in the immortal realm, and the reversal of the immortal spirit channel had been resolved, but they were still unclear about the specifics.

"This..."

Rain Tong Fairy's face showed a hint of hesitation: "I know more than you do, but not everything. The light arc is actually a path."

"A path? You mean a spatial rift?"

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and pondered aloud.

"Not exactly the same, but we can understand it that way. In short, we can use it to enter a wondrous world."

"Wondrous world?"

"Yes, neither spirit realm nor immortal realm. I'm not sure, but it should be some kind of space between them."

"Why go there?"

"To find a treasure."

"Treasure?"

"Correct, Nine Heaven Sustaining Soil."

"Nine Heaven Sustaining Soil?"

Lin Xuan's face showed confusion; he had never heard of this item before, but from the name alone, it was clearly significant. "What is its use?"

"The Blue Star Sea has been lost, but nature has its rules. It is said that five hundred million years later, a new treasure will emerge—Nine Heaven Sustaining Soil. With it, one can directly ascend to the ninth heaven."

"Ninth heaven? You mean we can repair the immortal spirit channel, and great cultivators in the three thousand worlds can again rise on clouds?"

"Exactly."

Rain Tong Fairy nodded: "So you can understand how urgent this is. True Immortals will not tolerate this under any circumstances; they will definitely descend here and do everything possible to stop it."

"So that's what happened."

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances.

Then, a loud phoenix cry filled the air, filled with sorrow.

"What is this..."

Lin Xuan stood up abruptly. Hearing that cry, he inexplicably felt a chill run down his spine, his breathing becoming rapid as if something terrible was about to happen.

Rain Tong Fairy and Nai Long also exchanged glances.

"YuanYuan..."

For some reason, Lin Xuan's heart seemed to reflect the peacock's face. Then a drop of blood spread from her brow.

This was definitely a bad omen.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim.

He felt extremely agitated, and suddenly transformed into a streak of shock, flying out on its own accord.

"Third Brother..."

Nai Long True Immortal stared in astonishment, then the others followed him out.

It was already evening. The sky had been overcast, but now it seemed to undergo a last-minute revival, becoming bright again.

However, behind this brightness, there was an additional layer of bloodlight.

Evil qi surged, making people feel extremely uncomfortable.

Birds were startled into flight, and wild animals scattered on the ground, clearly affected by the blood qi.

Such an anomaly left everyone speechless. At this moment, not just Lin Xuan but many powerful beings in the three thousand worlds noticed the change in the sky.

In their hiding places, they quietly observed.

Ssshhh...

Suddenly, the sky was torn open, and a crimson vortex appeared above his head, deep beyond description, emitting the most primitive法则之力.

"What is this..."

Nai Long True Immortal widened his eyes. The rule of law power was incredibly powerful, even exuding an aura from the primordial era.

Then a light point shot out from the vortex.

Initially far away, it soon became clear.

It was a beautiful woman with unparalleled beauty. (To be continued...)
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Phoenix Fairy!

Lin Xuan was first taken aback, then filled with狂喜 (ecstatic joy). Though it had been a millennium since they last met, how could he forget Yuanyuan?

His beloved wife had been taken by the phoenix, and she had remained out of sight for so long. He never expected to meet her here.

Without further thought, Lin Xuan emitted a blinding green light all over his body, flying towards that direction at incredible speed.

A thousand years apart, Yuanyuan's appearance hadn't changed; instead, she exuded an aura of nobility and elegance. Her skin was as smooth as cream, with faintly visible multicolored light indicating her formidable strength.

The beauty remained unchanged, but Lin Xuan was worried about the fact that her eyes were tightly shut, and there was a trace of blood on her lips.

She was unconscious!

Could it be that Yuanyuan had encountered a powerful enemy?

Thinking this, Lin Xuan's face turned extremely gloomy. He flew towards his wife with even greater urgency.

However, although she seemed nearby, they were actually separated by countless mountains and rivers. Reaching her wasn't as simple as a blink of an eye!

Fortunately, Lin Xuan's speed was extraordinary. Just when he was about to get close, something unexpected happened.

Sizzzzz!

It sounded like a piece of brocade being torn apart, but the sound was much louder. Then the entire void became blurry, and the sky turned pitch black while the ground lit up with faint light.

This wasn't over yet.

The dark sky suddenly split open, revealing a huge arc of light.

From afar, it looked like a spatial rift, but it was enormous, spanning tens of thousands of miles from east to west.

With fangs exposed, it appeared as if a giant mouth had opened wide. It swallowed the phoenix whole.

Lin Xuan's green light abruptly stopped; his face turned dark with worry. He hadn't anticipated such an unexpected change.

"Third Brother, don't mind it. The light arc appears, and the path to immortality becomes visible. Your sister is still safe for now."

Nailong True Man had appeared beside him. His expression was no longer lighthearted; instead, he comforted Lin Xuan with a brotherly demeanor.

"Hmm."

Lin Xuan nodded.

"Relax," said Rain桐 Fairy and others as they arrived by his side: "It's not bad luck if it is, and you can't avoid bad luck if that's what it is. We will help you."

The appearance of the light arc at this moment was a coincidence or perhaps an opportunity. Regardless, they had to take a chance. Entering this mysterious space wasn't something to be alarmed about.

"Let's go!"

Before Lin Xuan finished speaking, his body emitted intense light, transforming into a brilliant streak several dozen feet long as he flew forward.

Soon, he approached the light arc.

Lin Xuan quietly activated the玄龟龙甲盾 (Armored Turtle Dragon Shield).

What lay within this mysterious space was unknown even to Rain桐 Fairy. For safety's sake, Lin Xuan naturally didn't dare be careless.
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However, an unexpected scene unfolded as they entered the light arc.

Lin Xuan felt no discomfort throughout. He easily merged with the light arc.

"What is this..."

Soon, the bright light faded, and a new landscape appeared before his eyes. Lin Xuan's eyes widened in surprise.

...

Meanwhile, in the True Spirit Realm,

The Phoenix Realm had collapsed into nothingness, and the entire world seemed to revert to its primordial state. The chaos of creation began anew, with order turning to disorder.

No one could survive.

However, there were always exceptions.

Soon, a snow-white youth appeared amidst the void.

Spotless!

But Tian Xiang's face was grim. Although he had won that battle and both the phoenix and the giant golden-winged bird had perished here, his goal remained unachieved.

The phoenix still escaped, even taking away their true spirit flames. He had sacrificed a ten-thousand-volume celestial book but ended up in vain.

How long since he last felt such a setback? A first-rate immortal powerhouse was outwitted by mere lower realm spirits.

Depressed and frustrated, Tian Xiang's expression quickly returned to calm. Compared to Feihu True Man, he was more adept at scheming.

Failure wasn't unforgivable. The immediate priority was to successfully refine the ten-thousand-volume celestial book. Unfortunately, the secret treasure Five-Phoenix Seal had been lost. Otherwise...

But it didn't matter. As long as enough true spirit souls were collected, this treasure would be invincible in the world.

Whether Feihu True Man entered the Six Realms of Rebirth was uncertain, but even if he succeeded, how could he compare to him now that he had become a Daoist Sage?

Thinking this, Tian Xiang's face lit up. A temporary failure was nothing; he would still be the ultimate victor. His figure blurred as he broke free from the chaotic state, shattering all the disordered cosmic laws.

The collapse of the Phoenix Realm meant nothing. He could still collect many true spirit flames in the future.

...

Tian Xiang's situation aside, the kingdom of Qingqiu seemed like a beehive that had been set on fire because of Yuanyuan.

Lin Xuan was the first to enter the mysterious light arc due to her involvement. However, this didn't mean much; at this tiny interface, the strongest beings from all three realms converged. The ancient grudges and the machinations of true immortals were irrelevant. They still pursued the legend of the light arc appearing, leading to a path to immortality.

Seeking eternal life was the goal of cultivation, but what about those who had reached late-stage tribulation? The pain of not ascending heaven remained unbearable for the powerful in the Three Thousand Worlds.

Now, an opportunity arose; how could they let it slip away?

Thus, everyone displayed their abilities and flew towards the light arc. Among them were top-tier powerhouses from the Three Thousand Worlds, even including域外天魔 (transcendent demons).

Virtuous King of Void had fallen, but Viper Spirit King and Dragon Spirit King remained alive. No one knew if transcendent demons could become immortals, but they certainly didn't want to miss this opportunity, so they came.

Initially, entering the light arc was smooth. Even some junior powerhouses at the realm division level were inexplicably drawn in.

But as more people entered, the light arc began to shrink rapidly. What had been a million-mile span now shrank by over a hundred times, leaving only less than ten thousand miles.

Some top-tier powerhouses who planned to wait for others to enter first and then observe became anxious.

No one understood this light arc's capacity; it turned out that there was a limit.

If they missed this opportunity, they would regret it deeply. Everyone emitted intense light, desperately trying to be the first to enter the light arc.

However, an astonishing scene unfolded next.

Everyone couldn't enter anymore.

The light arc emitted extremely strange cosmic laws with strong repulsion, blocking them all from entering. (To be continued...)
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One wrong move and the whole game is lost. {..com

Such a result left thosetop powerhouse who were still lingering outside with faces ashen to the extreme. They had merely been unwilling to lead the charge, planning to wait behind and see how things unfolded before making their decision. They never dreamed that waiting would yield such a result.

The disappointment was indescribable; regret felt like a venomous snake in their hearts. But they naturally wouldn't consider giving up.

If the light arc had vanished, they would have nothing but regrets. But now, it merely shrank in size. Emotionally and logically, there should still be opportunities.

However, while this was true, their efforts to use all means at their disposal proved futile. This strange light arc turned out to be far more troublesome than anticipated.

A look of frustration could be seen on the faces of almost every powerful figure. They were foolishly waiting for something that they knew was no small matter; if they had entered when the light arc appeared, there would have been no suchannoyance.

Alas, regret was useless once things reached this point. Missing an opportunity was simply missing it.

Of course, no one was willing to leave just yet.

Who knew there wouldn't be a turning point?

Indeed, that turning point came quickly.

"Zhuo... Zhuo..."

Some ordinary stones flew out from the light arc. They were dark and unremarkable, roughly the size of a fist, with no signs of any magical fluctuations, completely like ordinary rocks.

No one paid much attention, but some powerful figures still picked up a few as they might have some use for them.

However, what followed was a scene that left everyone in shock. All those who carried these stones did not feel any rejection and smoothly entered the light arc.

The others rejoiced and quickly flew towards the black rocks. Those who found them were like discovering treasure, while those who didn't were furious, with more than one person cursing their luck. What to do?

First come, first served?

Heh, there was no such saying in the cultivation world; instead, it followed the principle of survival of the fittest. Strength was the key factor. Since the number of black rocks wasn't enough for each, they inevitably resorted to fighting.

Thus, countless battles erupted.

Those who were slower or unlucky and didn't get any stones quickly summoned their treasures.

Of course, not all of them were random. They picked on softer targets first.

Regardless, thunderous sounds began to fill the air as spiritual light shone everywhere. Various shaped magical artifacts started flying around, soon creating a scene of carnage. Those who found the stones rushed into the light arc.

The earth trembled.

After all, most here were powerful figures above the Tribulation stage, including those from the Three Thousand Worlds. Of course, many had just run to see what was happening out of curiosity.

This light arc's appearance was too bizarre, drawing countless cultivators and demons.
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But this group suffered greatly. Their cultivation levels varied widely; in front of the top figures from the Three Thousand Worlds, they were like ants, with no chance of resistance, easily eliminated. Only a few managed to escape early enough.

The sky turned blood-red.

And things were just beginning here.

Qingyang Senior Sage's face was filled with displeasure. He came from the Qingxuan Realm and had already reached late Tribulation stage. His goal in visiting the Country of Peach Blossom was to find any chance for ascension.

Unfortunately, due to his mature and cautious nature, he missed the opportunity to enter the light arc at first. Later, because he was too far away from the black rocks, he couldn't snatch them either.

The only feeling left was frustration.

He consecutively killed several reckless cultivators but still failed to get anything. Damn it! Wasn't there a chance for him to seize this opportunity?

Qingyang Senior Sage's face showed extreme disappointment. However, he wouldn't give up.

Just then, he saw a young woman in black robes. She wore a veil, and her appearance was unclear, but the mere sight of her back gave an awe-inspiring beauty.

Of course, Qingyang Senior Sage cared not for such things; a beautiful woman meant nothing to him. He focused on the treasure she held... that black rock.

He did not care about her cultivation level; he was one of the top figures in the Qingxuan Realm and had nothing to fear.

With this thought, he flew behind her.

"Fair maiden, please wait. I have something to discuss with you."

His words were polite, aiming for a nonviolent resolution. However, his actions did not slow down. If they didn't agree, he wouldn't hesitate to use force. He must get the treasure in her hands.

However, that graceful woman ignored him and continued flying towards the light arc.

"Insane!"

Qingyang Senior Sage's face turned red with anger. He immediately changed his demeanor, flinging out two leaf-shaped flying knives like lightning.

These appeared as if they were a thunderbolt, slicing at the woman's waist.

Simplicity is the ultimate sophistication; this move seemed ordinary but contained profound cosmic principles that could alter the course of events.

He didn't claim to exhaust all his abilities, but he did not hold back on this one.

It looked like she would be cut in two by the knife.

But the woman remained unperturbed. She pointed a finger forward.

Her timing and angle were perfect, just touching the light arc formed by the flying knives.

The unbelievable happened next.

With bare hands, her slender fingers untouched, the flying knife did not cut through her. Instead, countless fine cracks appeared on its surface before it shattered into pieces...

"This is impossible!"

Qingyang Senior Sage almost couldn't believe his eyes.

Although these flying knives were not his primary treasure, they still had formidable power. How could such a knife shatter so easily?

The woman looked frail, but her physical body was at an advanced stage of cultivation.

His face showed extreme shock.

Realizing he had provoked a powerful cultivator, he tried to escape.

But it wasn't that easy; the black-robed woman's face revealed a hint of malevolence. "Zong," she said, and a dark magical aura appeared around her.

This aura was deep and different from ordinary or true demonic energy but was purer, even surpassing them in purity.

Then, with a wave of her sleeves, black light shone brightly as nine dark magical swords emerged. Although they were black, they were more beautiful than the stars above, thin like cicada wings, semi-transparent.

"Fall!"

With a soft command from the woman, those nine magical swords transformed into countless fine threads, rushing towards Qingyang Senior Sage at high speed. (To be continued...)
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Nine Palaces Instantaneous!

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be shocked to the core.

The demon sword in front of him, although its color differed from his own命魂 treasure, shared the same essence within.

It was undoubtedly the Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword without a doubt.

Thus, the identity of this young lady became clear.

Throughout history and time, only two cultivators had managed to fully refine the Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword. One was Lin Xuan himself, while the other was the Sage Maiden of the Ink Moon Clan.

The Heavenly Witch Goddess was well-known in ancient times; her appearance aside, she possessed formidable strength that surpassed even Immortal Demons and Beast Kings. Although not as powerful as the Asura, she was still a prodigy of unparalleled talent.

However, why had she transformed into an Outer Heaven Demon? What had happened to her pure and robust demonic aura?

No one knew for certain. The Green Sun Elder was already pale with shock, having turned from hunter to hunted. He had inadvertently provoked such a terrifying opponent due to his momentary lapse in judgment.

Regretting it deeply, but what use were his regrets now? His counterpart would not listen to explanations. With the mistake made, he could only take a desperate gamble.

As a top-tier figure of the realm, the Green Sun Elder was well aware that this simple truth. He quickly recovered from his disappointment and unleashed his命魂 treasure.

It was a dark green葫芦 filled with rolling sand grains. The moment it was released, the world around them changed color. These unremarkable sand grains contained profound cosmic laws.

They soon transformed into millstone-sized formations or even mountains, some even morphing into various stone creatures.

The scene was overwhelming in its grandeur!

A high-ranking cultivator's move truly proved formidable. However, the next moment saw an unbelievable turn of events. Despite the Green Sun Elder's powerful attack, it turned out to be a paper tiger when it came into contact with the black demon sword. It was easily dispelled like a clay figure.

The Green Sun Elder's face had lost all its color. He was one of the realm's top-tier powerhouses, yet he could not even retaliate. Who was this opponent?

Had his strength surpassed ordinary True Immortals?

He was taken aback and more fearful than anything else.

However, with no turning back, his words were futile. With a wave of his sleeves, he deftly summoned several defensive treasures. A rustic battle armor appeared on his body as well.

He shot off in an oblique direction. If he couldn't defeat her, he would just hide. She was entering the light arc; she wouldn't dare pursue him relentlessly, right?

Unfortunately, such thoughts were misguided. He underestimated the Heavenly Witch Goddess's strength greatly.
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There was no need to pursue him relentlessly; killing him would have been a mere afterthought.

The next moment, clinking sounds filled his ears as the defensive treasures he had summoned proved useless and fell from the sky like ordinary iron.

In an instant, countless black demon swords appeared before him.

"No..."

The Green Sun Elder let out a loud cry of despair, but it was too late. The armor remained just as fragile, pierced by the black demon swords. He did not even manage to escape with his元婴. It was truly a death without peace.

The Heavenly Witch Goddess continued her swift flight through the sky and disappeared soon after.

Such an outcome naturally left surrounding cultivators in shock. No one dared to directly confront this young lady as she smoothly entered the light arc.

...

After several breaths, a few streaks of light suddenly burst from a nearby swamp.

They circled before converging into a formation, revealing shadowy figures. Clearly, they were formidable individuals, though their genders and ages varied. Their attire was similar to that of the Green Sun Elder, indicating they came from the same realm.

There were more than a dozen of them, all with grave expressions.

Confused, stunned, but most strikingly, disbelief dominated their reactions.

"Did I see correctly? The old Green Sun actually couldn't even withstand one exchange!" A bald man stammered.

"How is that possible? Our Green Zen Realm's strength may not match the Super Realm of Spirit or Ancient Demon, but in the Three Thousand Realms, we rank midstream. As a top-tier powerhouse like the Green Sun, he should be among the top ten in this realm. How could he possibly fall so quickly?" A girl wearing a green robe muttered to herself.

"I don't know either," an elderly man with white hair said, his eyes narrowing as he seemed deep in thought.

"Is it possible that you've figured out his identity, Old Fire?" Another man with a horse face looked at him expectantly.

"It's hard to say for sure, but the treasure she used... resembles the Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword..." The elderly man's voice echoed.

"The Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword? You mean the Heavenly Witch Goddess? That's impossible..." The girl in green roared with shock: "The Ink Moon Clan is long gone. The Heavenly Witch Goddess hasn't been seen for a million years; she must have perished. How could she possibly appear here?"

"True, and how can it be black? Although she only used one move, the demonic aura emanating from her body was clearly pure and intense. How could she be the Heavenly Witch Goddess?" Another elderly man in an ash-colored robe spoke up, his words filled with disdain.

"This...," the white-haired elder was speechless. This question truly stumped him.

"Enough, don't waste any more time. Regardless of who this young lady is, it doesn't concern me. Do you really want to avenge the Green Sun Elder? Hmph, I have no interest in dealing with such an enemy. Go if you must; I'm entering the light arc." A beautiful woman in court attire spoke up.

"Right, Lady Liu's words are correct. We don't have time for idle chatter now. The deceased is gone, and it was foolish of Green Sun to provoke such a formidable opponent. Although we come from the same realm, we shouldn't suffer the same fate due to his stupidity. Our top priority should be finding the path to ascending to immortality."

This consensus was met with approval. Each person held black stones, indicating good fortune. They flew towards the light arc in groups.

The others watched clearly and knew they coveted their treasures. However, a dozen late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators together were formidable enough to deter anyone from provoking them. Thus, they smoothly entered the light arc. (To be continued...)
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As more cultivators entered, the area of light arcs rapidly diminished. Now it was reduced to just a few hundred miles.

Occasionally, black stones would spew out from within, immediately sparking fierce battles for control.

Many顶级大能 remained outside. As one of the few powerful figures in various realms, who among them wouldn't seize this chance to ascend?

The difference between human life and grass was negligible. These late-stage渡劫 beings had all turned their eyes blood-red. Five million years, three thousand worlds—indeed, too many cultivators had emerged. But now, they could not pose a threat to true immortals; instead, they were turning on each other.

...

"Haha, see that, Arurah? These are your allies you've pinned your hopes on. What can these short-sighted fellows do? What right do you and these foolish beings have to stand equal with us true immortals?"

Tian Xiang's sickening laughter echoed in his ears. Although separated by countless mountains and rivers, he could see everything that happened in the Kingdom of Qingqiu clearly.

They didn't even understand the value of cooperation; these existences from the lower realms were mere hordes of ants.

Vermin!

Yet why did a sense of unease linger in his heart?

Had Arurah and Huayu successfully reincarnated?

No... Even if it was possible, what difference would that make? He had already become the Daoist Ancestor and obtained the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book. This treasure might not match the divine treasures of true immortals, but its power was unparalleled. Moreover, even though Arurah's strategy was flawless, he had secretly sown a hidden seed during their reincarnation.

After all these years, it would surely bring him enough surprises.

Arurah and Huayu were doomed to fail.

Tian Xiang's laughter was filled with triumph as many corpses lay beneath his feet—true immortals. These powerful beings could not even muster a single blow against him here. However, his face still wore an impatient expression; they were too weak. Almost all the true immortals he encountered ranked lowly.

Originally, there had been a chance to capture the true flames of Peacock, Phoenix, and Kunpeng, but that woman managed to escape. He was filled with regret for this missed opportunity.

Where did the true dragons, green phoenixes, mountain giants go? Why were their true spirit realms empty, without any trace of their true flames?

With these weak true immortals, when would he be able to refine the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book?

Before his thoughts could fully settle...

"Kwa!"

A tremendous sound entered his ears. Tian Xiang raised his head as a shadow cast over him.

The monster before him resembled a toad, with a length of dozens of feet, emitting golden-red light. Its forehead bore a large round pearl the size of a meter in diameter, gleaming like jade. Yet at the center of this pearl, there was a fist-sized golden bead embedded, creating an eerie appearance.

On its back, along the spine, sharp red spikes appeared every few feet. At their tips, they curled into hooks.

In truth, it was awe-inspiring in form!

But Tian Xiang's face showed extreme impatience; this true toad, Golden Jade True Toad, ranked at the very bottom among true immortals and was even inferior to ordinary late-stage cultivators. His status made him disdain its true flame.

This creature dared to trouble him—truly living in vain.

Tian Xiang flicked his sleeve, releasing a sword energy from his fingertips. Such a weak true immortal could be split into two halves with a mere finger snap.

The Golden Jade True Toad didn't dodge; or rather, it couldn't even react in time. But at this moment, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

When the sword energy was still a meter away, the Golden Jade True Toad shattered into several pieces, splitting apart. This result left Tian Xiang speechless. Even though the true toad was weak, its disintegration seemed too extreme... his sword energy hadn't even reached it yet.

But this thought only flashed through his mind briefly.

Soon he noticed something amiss; the body of the shattered Golden Jade True Toad had changed.

Golden light surged as terrifying pressure erupted. The massive head, like a mountain, was... a true dragon!

No, not just one true dragon, but also Qiong Niu, Ya Zi, Zhao Feng, Pu Lao, Shan Ni, Gong Wu, Bi An, Bi Xi, and Chi Weng.

Though their shapes varied, they shared the same bloodline—true dragons and their nine sons.

They had gathered to transform into the appearance of a Golden Jade True Toad, with their aura perfectly concealed. While not entirely without flaws, Tian Xiang was momentarily careless.

Even experts have moments when they slip up; as the saying goes, even wise men make mistakes once in a thousand considerations.

In an instant, he was surrounded by true dragons and their nine sons.

These ten beings were among the strongest true immortals. Due to their bloodline, they excelled at cooperation...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan entered the light arc on the other side without encountering any obstacles. But what met his eyes left him in shock.

"What is this..."

Light arcs appeared, revealing the path to immortality. Lin Xuan had anticipated various scenarios but was still taken aback by the spectacle before him.

No realm would be like this.

The mortal world, spirit realms—Lin Xuan believed that all three thousand worlds were similar.

Before his eyes lay a dazzling starry sky. To his surprise, he found himself in the Primordial Universe.

A massive planet loomed nearby, but its surface was uneven and devoid of life, with thinning qi.

"What is this?"

A mocking smile played on Lin Xuan's lips.

Was it an illusion to test him?

Thinking thus, he took a deep breath and deployed his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes. However, there was no收获.

What he saw before him wasn't an illusion.

Still, Lin Xuan hesitated, or rather, doubted his judgment. So, he released his divine consciousness and thoroughly searched the area.

He discovered nearly a thousand planets of various sizes, all lifeless and filled with silence.

Lin Xuan waved his hand and sent out a fiery red immortal sword.

Though not his primary treasure, its power was still formidable.

He slashed at the nearest planet.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed in his ears. Lin Xuan had intended to test whether what he saw was an illusion but instead found himself like poking a hornet's nest.

That single slash actually pierced through the entire planet.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. The planet he chose, though smaller, was still enormous by comparison. How could it be so fragile?

Before his thoughts could fully settle, the life of that planet ceased entirely, its surface riddled with cracks... (to be continued...)
第四千一百一十二章 福祸相依

Lava gushed out, accompanied by the煞气 and kāng fēng. Clearly, this planet's life was coming to an end.

Lin Xuan began retreating.

Sure enough, just a moment later, that planet started breaking apart. A terrifying storm swept everything nearby into its vortex.

Although the volume of this planet compared to the plane was insignificant, the destructive power released by the explosion was still apocalyptic.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan was at the Transcendence stage; even slightly weaker cultivators might not be able to preserve their soul essence.

Lin Xuan's expression remained extremely calm. The collapse of a single planet was nothing; he wanted to see what other strange things would happen here.

Confidence breeds boldness!

But this passive observation required certain conditions, right?

However, in the next moment, Lin Xuan widened his eyes as another nearby planet began collapsing and breaking apart, with cracks appearing on its surface.

"This..."

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Could this be the result of a chain reaction as传说所述?

Moreover, not just one planet was affected; several planets around were showing signs of decay, their sizes increasingly absurd. Although they couldn't compare to the grand plane, they still shouldn't be underestimated.

Stars shattered, and Lin Xuan felt an eerie and strange法则 permeating his surroundings...

The void seemed to turn into a chaotic color.

"Bad luck, I must leave this place."

Although Lin Xuan was confident in his strength, the explosion of this star domain wasn't something to joke about. Even true immortals might fall; let alone him now.

He took a deep breath as green light enveloped his body. However, it was too late. The planet's decay was unbelievably fast.

In just an instant, the explosive sound grew louder, and the storm swept outwards.

"No!"

Lin Xuan was horrified by the power of the starry void storm, far greater than he had imagined. When he entered the light arc, he had already deployed his defensive treasure, but the玄龟龙剑盾 proved useless. A true先天灵宝, its defense was instantly breached.

No... not breached; the玄龟龙甲 shield had been reduced to ashes in that terrifying energy storm.

Ice and snow melted away.

Even a true先天灵宝 could be broken; planets could fall, and any treasure's durability had limits.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim. With his composure, he knew he was facing an immense crisis.

He didn't want to die here.

Ancient secrets. The opportunity for immortality seemed hidden within this light arc.

After so much effort to reach this stage, how could he meet a premature end?

Lin Xuan felt deeply resentful.

Taking a deep breath, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Spirit's aura flared up. In his dantian, countless true spirits began to materialize.

Most were fleeting appearances, but nine of them remained clear and unextinguished.

Phoenix, True Dragon, Peacock, Great Peng, Vermilion Bird, Golden Crow, Qilin, White Tiger, and the Nine-Headed Bird—each was indispensable.

Fusing with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, they then rushed towards Lin Xuan's body.

There was no time to waste; he had reached a critical moment. So, he unleashed his strongest form without hesitation.

True Spirit Armor!

Lin Xuan's appearance was utterly ordinary, but this armor was extraordinarily beautiful, enveloping his body and emanating an incredibly powerful aura.

Lin Xuan turned into a streak of lightning, fleeing towards the distance.

I can't fight back; I can only run.

This plan wasn't wrong, but could the starry void storm be avoided?

Or would it be too late?

In any case, things were not as simple as they seemed.

But Lin Xuan wouldn't give up!

His speed was comparable to instant teleportation. Unfortunately, here he couldn't tear through space; all the laws had become chaotic due to the star explosion, like the initial chaos of creation.

It felt like the primordial era.

As if at the beginning of time.

The process didn't need to be described in detail. In summary, Lin Xuan was still pursued by that sharp energy storm.

Nowhere to hide; although the True Spirit Armor had formidable defensive capabilities, he couldn't risk testing the destructive power of this apocalyptic storm with it. The outcome of the玄龟龙甲 shield was still there as a reminder.

All or nothing!

Lin Xuan took a deep breath. He no longer had better strategies, so his only choice was to activate his domain.

Lin Xuan stretched out both hands, and silver light shone from his fingertips.

A luminous barrier appeared on Lin Xuan's body, exuding an elegant aura but covering only the area around him.

This wasn't because of the limited range of his domain; he deliberately did this to conserve mana.

The power of a domain was indeed formidable—both offensive and defensive. But how?

Domains had weaknesses too.

Their weakness lay in the excessive consumption of mana, something even Lin Xuan, far above his peers, couldn't afford to consider lightly.

To withstand the star explosion, it would take more than just a moment; thus, he aimed to minimize the domain's range to conserve mana.

Boom!

Almost immediately after extending his domain, the sharp storm blew over. The feeling... indescribable. Lin Xuan had experienced countless hardships and faced numerous powerful enemies on his journey, but nothing compared to this.

Attacks came from all directions—north, south, east, west, up, down. It was an overwhelming pressure, with immense destructive power. Kāng fēng, sha qi, and energy of destruction swept across.

The barrier upheld by the domain seemed like a candle in the wind. Although he controlled his own domain, the chaotic laws mixed within the star explosion were too numerous to discern or understand, let alone change.

Moreover, these laws differed significantly from those he had learned in the spirit realm.

They carried an ancient and more advanced aura.

Wait, though chaotic, they seemed even more compatible with his chaotic domain. After all, his chaotic domain was incomplete due to the incompletely understood ancient laws.

Could it be...

The star explosion returned the universe to a state similar to the primordial era, making this perfectly suited for his chaotic domain.

Realizing this, Lin Xuan's face lit up in joy.

Misfortune breeds good fortune; misfortune harbors good luck. The ancients didn't deceive me...

Before him was great peril, but also great opportunity.

Lin Xuan gritted his teeth, supporting the operation of his domain while exerting all his efforts to release his divine awareness and unravel these chaotic laws, seeking understanding and enlightenment.

PS: By now, everyone must think that Lin Xuan will understand the chaos law, gain immense strength, and escape danger. Haha, Rain won't write it like that. What do you think will happen next? (To be continued...)
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A hair's breadth between life and death held immense danger, but it was also a major opportunity for breakthrough.

Lin Xuan’s personality was always cautious and meticulous. He liked to plan before acting, yet this did not mean he lacked courage. On the contrary, if there was no other choice, Lin Xuan would never hesitate to take a gamble.

His face was filled with resolve as his domain continued to tremble. Fortunately, Lin Xuan could multitask; in fact, under the right conditions, his元婴 (yuan-ling) and妖丹 (yaodan) could operate according to their own thoughts independently.

Thus, despite the perilous situation, he could still allocate most of his divine consciousness to understand the overwhelming laws. He wanted to break through.

He hoped for a fortunate turn of events!

However, while this was not wrong in theory, was it really that simple? Even if he risked everything, the odds were slim. The raging gale surged and transformed into tornadoes, the power of the star explosion leaving Lin Xuan speechless. Golden lightning weaved through the air, intersecting and weaving, making flames appear purplish-blue. In just a few breaths, Lin Xuan felt his essence energy nearly depleted.

Although he tried to shrink the range of his domain, the more intense the attacks outside, the more essence energy he consumed.

Even though Lin Xuan had never seen a True Immortal, he was willing to bet that the power of this star explosion far exceeded that of dozens of True Immortals combined.

He was too naive; under such circumstances, trying to comprehend and break through seemed impossible. Even if he eventually understood those laws, it would take time.

But now...

The limit had been reached!

Damn it, did he have to perish here? After weathering countless storms, he was inexplicably devoured by the star explosion. This was too absurd.

A sense of absurdity surged in Lin Xuan’s heart—disappointment and anger, but what could be done? He gritted his teeth and held on for a few more breaths before his true spirit armor began to melt.

The limit had truly been reached!

Perish!

Death’s shadow completely enveloped Lin Xuan.

He took deep breaths, desperately trying to calm his panic. There was no comparison between the mountain collapsing in front of him and not changing one's expression—because he hadn’t yet stepped into the realm of death.

In this state, how could he try?

Another person would have long lost their composure, but Lin Xuan had not given up. He still had the Five Dragon Seal, but he couldn't act quickly enough. Reluctantly, Lin Xuan released his corporeal manifestation technique.

Everyone can add Hanyu by searching "Hundred Refinements to Immortality Rain" or "hchy1982" on WeChat.

Nine heads and eighteen arms, the divine power was formidable, but at this moment, it seemed incredibly fragile. In a single exchange, he was swallowed by the storm and reduced to nothingness.

Lin Xuan’s mastery of the Five Dragon Seal had not yet reached the point where he could summon it at will...

"Ah..."

With fear in his eyes, Lin Xuan ultimately made a critical mistake, being devoured by the star explosion. His essence energy was nearly depleted, and even his true spirit armor couldn’t withstand such an attack. The惨叫声 (canshengjiao) in Lin Xuan’s throat grew fainter.

...

Lin Xuan's fate aside, at the same time, Tian Xiang faced a massive crisis as well.

Originally, he was already the strongest of the First True Immortals. With his unparalleled strength, sweeping through the Spirit Realm would not be a problem. However, even the best-laid plans can go awry; paper strength and actual combat are vastly different.

He had been refining ten thousand volumes of heavenly books in the Spirit Realm, which enraged many.

True Spirits rushed to him with no hope of winning, but if they did manage to win by sheer luck, the losses would be substantial.

It was a case where it wasn’t worth the effort.

The key point was that Tian Xiang was a Daoist Sage. Even if he could defeat him, killing him was impossible.

In other words, this major threat couldn't be resolved.

Since brute force couldn't turn danger into safety, there was only one path left—intelligence.

The phoenix had already fallen, and the Nine-headed Serpent had long been subdued by the Asura King. The remaining True Spirits were numerous, but the strongest among them were undoubtedly the True Dragon.

It didn’t have a duty to oppose Tian Xiang, but in this situation, it couldn't remain aloof; sooner or later, they would fight. It was better to strike first and take the initiative.

Acting on this plan, the True Dragon led its nine sons out.

Like brothers in arms, father and son fought together.

The nine sons of the True Dragon were all powerful True Spirits, and they excelled at cooperation. Their combined strength far exceeded a simple sum. Facing ordinary True Immortals was easy, but Tian Xiang was a Daoist Sage with ten thousand volumes of heavenly books.

Brute force would be foolish, so the True Dragon and its nine sons transformed into golden jade true toads to feign weakness.

This battle plan wasn’t without flaws, but there were no better options. Who knew that it worked much better than expected?

Tian Xiang couldn’t have seen through this minor illusion; rather, he hadn't even considered such a possibility. The identity of the golden jade true toad was too misleading—far weaker than a late-stage cultivator, and even against mid-stage cultivators, who would win was uncertain.

Such trash wouldn’t catch Tian Xiang’s eye as a Daoist Sage. He simply didn’t look at it with his main gaze.

Overconfidence!

Thus, Tian Xiang's misfortune.

An imperfect strategy became flawless due to his own actions.

In an instant, he was surrounded by the True Dragon and its nine sons.

These ten were among the strongest True Spirits, and because of their blood ties, they excelled at cooperation...

Thunderous roars echoed in the air. Lightning, wind, fire, fog, frost, and lightning struck continuously, colors flashing everywhere as various laws interwove. Although the power wasn’t as extreme as Lin Xuan’s star explosion, it was no less formidable than ordinary natural forces, even surpassing them.

Furthermore, since this was a surprise attack, Tian Xiang, despite being a Daoist Sage, struggled to defend himself and became flustered. (To be continued...)
第四千一百一十四章 林轩与孔雀

One wrong move and the whole game is lost. This phrase might be too extreme to describe Tian Xiang's current predicament, but his humiliation was beyond exaggeration.

He had no time to retaliate; under this torrent of attacks, he could only defend himself, and there wasn't enough time to use the Ten Thousand Volume Heaven Book.

In other words, he could only rely on his own strength to withstand it.

Originally, this was very disadvantageous. However, Tian Xiang's expression remained extremely cold. After the initial anger subsided, he regained his composure.

Tian Xiang wasn't in a rush!

A hint of ridicule appeared at the corners of his brows.

What a good ambush.

But what if?

Since they couldn't defeat him, it proved to be a failure.

As time passed, the situation gradually favored him. Soon, he could turn the tables and make these foolish true spirits pay the price for their actions.

Before this thought fully formed in his mind, a high-pitched dragon's roar echoed into his ears.

The true dragon emitted a dazzling light from its body, expelling a golden wave of energy from its mouth.

No… not just the true dragon. Its nine offspring also responded immediately.

Their positions seemed unconnected at first glance but subtly aligned with the rules of the universe. Tian Xiang vaguely recalled an ancient legend.

But it was too late…

Boom!

The golden waves crisscrossed, engulfing him.

While the breath of a true dragon was formidable, this alone couldn’t break through his defenses.

However, the other party wasn't aiming to kill with this move; there was another purpose behind it.

Behind Tian Xiang appeared a deep hole. Space collapsed inward, revealing an endless expanse of stars and galaxies.

But these were unlike ordinary universes.

They were part of the legendary dimensional space.

Facing him was a massive black hole.

"No…"

Tian Xiang's face finally showed fear as he was sucked into the black hole of this alternate dimension.

---

The wind and thunder gradually subsided. The true spirit realm, though in disarray, had managed to drive away their formidable adversary. However, the dragon's eyes still held concern. They didn't rely on brute strength but rather intelligence. Their final move involved the deepest secrets of true spirits.

Being exiled to this alternate dimension and sucked into a black hole meant that even True Immortals would have no chance of survival; disintegration was inevitable. But Tian Xiang’s displayed power far exceeded that of ordinary True Immortals, hinting at his status as a legendary Daoist Sage.

With the primordial laws in hand, could he really perish?

The true dragon wasn't certain either.

But even if the other party survived, escaping this alternate dimension wouldn’t be easy.

---

Tian Xiang’s experience aside, many miles away from here…

Lin Xuan's situation was more perilous. The starstorm had completely engulfed him. Even at his current state, his magical power was nearly depleted. At full strength, he still couldn't have withstood such an attack.

His physical form turned to nothingness as the true spirit armor began to melt. He was beyond salvation. Pain blurred Lin Xuan’s vision until his consciousness faded away.

No one knew how long it had been.

"Where am I?"

Lin Xuan felt a pitch-black void before him, unable to see anything. It seemed like someone was calling out to him, but he couldn't make out the words clearly.

He tried to lift his hand but found no strength.

Had… had he died?

The memory of the starstorm gradually came back. Was I devoured and annihilated?

No, if I were dead, how could I have any consciousness now? Could this be the netherworld?

Then he remembered Yue'er as the ruler of the netherworld…

A sense of absurdity washed over him. Of course, if a cultivator truly died, their soul would enter the cycle of rebirth, and there was no connection between it and the netherworld.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but admire his own wit for having the energy to make jokes in such a situation.

He tried to open his eyes but found it difficult. He attempted to release his spirit consciousness but failed… Wait, opening my eyes means I still have a body; not just a soul and awareness.

But how could that be possible?

Lin Xuan remembered clearly being devoured by the starstorm, even as his true spirit armor melted away. His physical form was far superior to those of his peers, yet such terrifying power couldn’t possibly leave him unscathed. How could he have survived without a scratch?

Was it an illusion?

Before this thought fully formed, Lin Xuan suddenly felt a cool sensation. His heavy eyelids opened, and the voice became clear: "Master, Master."

A beautiful face greeted his vision. Her features were strikingly sharp, her body long and graceful, exuding a unique beauty.

The Fairy Peacock!

"Yuan Yuan!"

Seeing his beloved wife, Lin Xuan's expression was complex with confusion. How could he not have perished in the starstorm and instead reunite with his wife?

Despite his extensive knowledge, Lin Xuan couldn’t fully understand this situation.

Could everything just be an illusion?

But how possible is that?

Lin Xuan remembered the excruciating pain of being devoured by the starburst; every detail was incredibly real. He even recalled those bizarre chaotic laws. If it were an illusion, what would explain these things?

"Yuan Yuan, where did you find me? How was I when you found me?"

Overjoyed to see his wife, Lin Xuan was also deeply troubled by the events of earlier. He urgently wanted a reasonable explanation.

"You found me right here. At that time, your eyes were tightly closed, and your expression was filled with pain. I tried to wake you up but couldn’t."

"Oh, how long did you call for me?" Lin Xuan pondered aloud. He felt he had a vague idea but still couldn’t piece it together.

"It’s hard to say, maybe just about one tea time."

"Brother Lin, don't think too much; you were trapped in the mist of a nightmare, and everything that happened was an illusion," a melodious voice echoed into his ears. A flash of light appeared from his waist pouch, revealing an ancient scroll.

As it slowly unfurled, two young women came into view.

Of course, one was Yue'er, and the other was Xiao Die.

Xiao Die spoke.

"A nightmare? What is that?" Lin Xiang felt this term was unfamiliar. "And how could it be an illusion when I remember the chaotic laws generated during the starburst?"

"Brother Lin, you know my true form is a Phantasm Moth, so you know more about illusions than ordinary cultivators. A nightmare is a legend."

"A legend?"

"Yes, some say it’s one of the oldest and most mysterious true spirits; others claim it originated from the heavenly realm…" (To be continued...)
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Xiao Die's face was filled with a serious expression, tinged with a hint of joy: "The origin of the Nightmare is extremely mysterious. All descriptions come from tales passed down through generations. Some even say that this thing does not exist in reality; it’s just a fabricated legend..."

Lin Xuan was left speechless at what he heard. This made no sense.

Xiao Die continued, "But regardless of its true nature, the illusions created by the Nightmare have reached a level where none can match them. In fact, that cannot be called an illusion."

"Correctly speaking, it triggers fear within the heart and deep-seated memories buried in one's mind."

"Deep-seated memories... No," Lin Xuan shook his head: "According to your explanation, the scenes recreated by the Nightmare should be something I personally experienced. That’s why they can mix truth with falsehood and recreate the laws of the primordial era..."

"But those star storms and such, how could I have ever encountered them? If I had, would I still be standing here now? I would have long perished."

"Indeed, Xiao Die. Your explanation doesn’t hold up."

Moon also turned her head back, wondering how to explain the master's doubts.

"No, listen to me," Xiao Die’s face showed a confident expression: "The Nightmare is far more mysterious than imagined. The memories it can trigger might even be from past lives."

"What? Memories from past lives..."

Lin Xuan was stunned.

After all, the Six Realms Wheel of Rebirth was just a legend. While the concept of past lives wasn’t entirely rare, not everyone had them. In fact, they were extremely uncommon.

Ordinary mortals aside, even cultivators who died would mostly dissipate into nothingness. Entering the Six Realms Wheel of Rebirth required immense luck and was exceedingly difficult.

Lin Xuan never thought he had a past life either.

And that star storm... it wasn’t something an ordinary person could possess.

Could it be...

A vague notion formed in Lin Xuan’s heart, but he couldn’t be certain. After all, mere speculation didn’t count for much. And Xiao Die’s words were just a legend; who knew how credible they were?

Although half-skeptical, the experience from earlier made him more cautious: "Xiao Die, according to your words, where is the Nightmare?"

"I don’t know. After all, it’s only a legend. I’m not even sure what shape it takes."

A look of helplessness appeared on Xiao Die's pretty face.

Reunited with his beloved wife, originally filled with joy, but now facing such a formidable enemy, Lin Xuan couldn't let his guard down.

The experience from earlier was vivid in his mind.

Xiao Die’s voice echoed: "Brother Lin, you don’t need to look for it. Although I don’t know where the Nightmare is or what shape it takes, it must not be here."

"Not here?"

A hint of surprise appeared in Lin Xuan's eyes.

"Correct," Xiao Die continued: "According to ancient tales, the illusions created by the Nightmare can be so convincing that once you fall into them, escaping is nearly impossible. It’s like facing death and survival at the same time."

"Oh?" Lin Xuan’s expression changed as he heard this. Even if it wasn’t from his past life, the laws of the star storm were clear to him. As Xiao Die said, they would be immensely beneficial for him. If he could fully grasp them, his strength might leap forward.

This sounded a bit strange, but Lin Xuan was already at the late-stage Tribulation Transcender, having reached the pinnacle of cultivation with eight stages. While it seemed impossible to improve further on the surface, there were still ways to do so.

Although becoming a Tribulation Transcender was extremely difficult, there were countless cultivators in the Three Thousand Worlds. At this stage, those who had successfully transcended tribulations weren’t rare—thousands of them existed.

At the same level, strength varied greatly, not just due to domains but also from understanding the laws of the universe.

The higher the law, the more beneficial it was for enhancing one’s strength. The primordial era's laws could only be comprehended by true immortals.

However, misfortune often harbors fortune. Because of this Nightmare illusion, Lin Xuan had seen and gained much benefit in that critical moment.

In short, after that scene, his strength had increased significantly from its original level. If he fully mastered these laws, he would have a chance to defeat a true immortal.

Xiao Die’s voice continued: "While there aren’t many records of the Nightmare, one thing is certain: it will not continue attacking once someone escapes its illusion. It will leave immediately if its attack fails."

"Ah," Lin Xuan still looked half-skeptical. After all, what this girl said was too vague.

Lin Xuan didn't doubt Xiao Die’s words but wouldn’t let his guard down either. He released his divine sense and searched the area for miles around, using the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to aid him.

But there were no results.

It seemed the Nightmare truly wasn’t here.

He then took a good look at their surroundings.

They were in a valley with scenery that was quite impressive.

At first glance, it didn’t differ much from the Spirit Realm. But... there were some differences. The Spirit Realm was filled with abundant spiritual energy, but before him...

The spiritual energy was good, but there seemed to be something else. Could this be the divine aura of the Immortal Realm?

Lin Xuan’s heart trembled as he realized: This strange realm indeed lay between two realms—having characteristics of both the Spirit and Immortal Realms.

As Rain桐 Fairy had said...

On the other side:

After narrowly escaping death, Lin Xuan’s strength had grown even further. However, Tian Xiang was not so fortunate.

The saying "one wrong move can ruin everything" aptly described his current situation. He was attacked by a True Dragon and its nine offspring, who used a secret treasure to send him into an alternate dimension.

Tian Xiang’s face was filled with anger. Even in the Primordial Universe, he would have been fine. But this alternate dimension... it was another universe entirely, with laws that were completely different from what he had known before.

There was no way to tear through the void; returning home became a mere fantasy.

"Hmph, thinking you can keep me trapped here is too easy."

A cold smile appeared on Tian Xiang’s face. He wouldn’t give up so easily. Just because it had different laws didn’t mean he couldn't comprehend them.

True Dragon... foolish creature. One day, I will use your body to refine my Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book.

PS: Huan Yu knows the updates have been slow recently, not due to laziness but from taking care of his father who has been ill for a whole year. Watching him deteriorate was heart-wrenching. The illness worsened and he’s in the hospital now. Running between hospitals and home is exhausting. I hope everyone can understand the slower updates! (To be continued...)
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In the dimensional space, it was indeed troublesome. If other beings were thrown here, they would probably despair. But Tian Xiang, as a Daoist Ancestor, naturally wouldn't give up. In another universe...

He wanted to trap himself, but that was just wishful thinking!

With his eyes closed, he began to sense the laws of this universe, which were completely different from what he had previously understood—after all, it was a different universe.

But that didn’t matter.

For him, it wasn't an issue; it merely meant spending more time.

Tian Xiang’s face was filled with a cold smile.

Thus, time passed one by one. In the vast space of the universe, it was hard to accurately measure time—perhaps just a day had passed, or maybe a whole year.

Tian Xiang wasn’t sure either; after all, the rules and methods for calculating time here might be entirely different from before.

He could only speculate, but he felt that a long time had passed.

With this universe’s rules, Tian Xiang finally had some understanding, though it was still far from complete.

He was slightly anxious, not because he feared being trapped forever. He was confident in his strength; how could an dimensional space hold him? In the end, it would just be lingering for a bit longer.

If it were another time, this wouldn’t even be an issue.

But now, with the light arc appearing and the path to immortality becoming clear, exactly 5 million years had passed.

The path to immortality in the three thousand worlds might reopen. The Asura King chose rebirth, while Huayu’s fate was uncertain.

Better safe than sorry—his presence was needed in the heavenly realm to prevent any mishaps or errors.

"This damned true dragon..."

A trace of resentment appeared on Tian Xiang's face; he couldn’t afford to be anxious at this time point.

But how could he gain insight into the laws of the universe by rushing? What should he do?

Tian Xiang was pondering his escape when suddenly, something unexpected happened. A distant voice entered his ears, incredibly melodious and carrying an overwhelming aura...

...

Tian Xiang’s situation aside, let's return to Lin Xuan. He had gained a stroke of luck.

Although he nearly perished, he managed to break free from the nightmare illusion and obtained countless benefits.

Moreover, he reunited with YuanYuan.

The couple rejoiced at their reunion.

Looking at his beloved wife's beautiful face, Lin Xuan noticed blood on her lips: "YuanYuan, what happened? Who bullied you?"

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan was speechless and wide-eyed. "Your cultivation..."

Although YuanYuan didn’t emit any pressure, having fused with the true spirit fire of a peacock, she had become an actual Peacock Great Brightness. In terms of true spirits, she was one of the few powerful beings. And she also obtained the true spirit fires of phoenixes and golden-winged birds; she just hadn't fused them yet.

They had been apart for only a thousand years. Lin Xuan didn’t know her experiences, so he felt surprised—almost unbelievable.

After all, true spirits were different from cultivators. Lin Xuan could sense YuanYuan's immense strength, but regarding the realm, it was blurry.

True spirits didn't have divisions like Profound Enlightenment, Separation of Consciousness, or Transcending Tribulations.

"YuanYuan..."

Lin Xuan was surprised, and so was the peacock. She had fused with a true spirit fire; what about her husband? He hadn’t even reached this realm after just a thousand years!

Transcendent Realm late stage!

And his power was pure and substantial, far surpassing ordinary cultivators.

How did he cultivate?

It was unprecedented before him and would be unheard of in the future. YuanYuan almost thought she had misjudged it.

She quickly released her divine consciousness to scan everything thoroughly; indeed, it was Transcendent Realm late stage.

Not... not just his husband, but also Little Moon Sister. Last time he said they lost contact when ascending to the spirit realm together.

Their reunion wasn’t strange, but reaching this realm so soon was unbelievable—especially considering she was only at mid-stage. The speed was too outrageous.

And that woman beside her, although unfamiliar, was undoubtedly a Transcendent Realm powerhouse...

Wait, it seemed like late stage of Transcendent Realm for the illusory moon moth. There was no need to wonder how YuanYuan recognized her; after all, she had gained not only powerful strength but also wisdom and memories from fusing with the peacock's true spirit fire.

Thus, YuanYuan’s knowledge was unparalleled, far beyond Lin Xuan’s reach. Recognizing Little Butterfly’s true form was nothing special.

Both were surprised by their experiences over a thousand years, which couldn’t be explained in just a few words. So they found a place and briefly recounted their post-separation experiences to each other.

The peacock's experience was straightforward—being taken by the phoenix to fuse with its true spirit fire. But Lin Xuan’s and Little Moon Sister’s stories were much more colorful.

There wasn’t enough time to elaborate, so they just highlighted the important parts. This left the peacock in awe.

"Indeed, you two have great fortune; no wonder you reached Transcendent Realm so quickly."

"What about you, YuanYuan? You were taken by the phoenix to fuse with its true spirit fire—how did you get injured and end up here?"

Lin Xuan’s voice echoed. But he had a vague guess in his heart.

After all, according to common sense, the true spirit realm should be very safe, and YuanYuan's situation was protected by the phoenix. There shouldn’t have been any danger for her.

The true spirit realm wasn't something ordinary cultivators could enter...

Eliminating these possibilities left only one conclusion—answer in sight.

True Immortal!

"YuanYuan, did you encounter a True Immortal?"

"Yes, he called himself a Daoist Ancestor and said he was going to refine the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book..."

"What? A Daoist Ancestor, Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book?"

Just as YuanYuan finished speaking, a shout echoed in their ears.

The voice was far away but reverberated like thunder. YuanYuan’s expression changed dramatically—what kind of person could come so close without being detected?

Lin Xuan's demeanor remained calm, even showing some excitement: "Don’t be nervous; it’s one of us."

"One of us?"

"Indeed!"

A smile appeared on Lin Xuan's face as he turned his head to see a light point far in the distance. It flew swiftly like aurora, quickly approaching.

The light faded, revealing a beautiful woman’s face.

Her demeanor was also extremely elegant!

RainTong Immortal!

Seeing an old friend again, Lin Xuan was delighted. But RainTong Immortal's expression was terrible: "You said that guy called himself a Daoist Ancestor and wanted to refine the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book?" (To be continued...)
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"Primordial Sage, the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book—did you say that's true?"

Rain桐 Fairy's face was filled with urgency. As the strongest spiritual being in the spirit realm, such a moment of uncontrolled emotion didn't happen often. One could imagine how significant this intelligence must be.

The peacock did not speak; after all, she did not recognize Li Yutong.

"It is one of our own," Lin Xuan nodded at her.

Only then did the peacock lower her guard.

This slight delay allowed Li Yutong to land before them.

"You just said that fellow called himself Primordial Sage and wanted to refine the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book?"

"Correct." YuanYuan nodded.

Li Yutong's face turned as pale as paper, muttering under her breath, "Primordial Sage... I never thought he had reached such a realm and obtained the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book."

"Fair Lady, what is Primordial Sage? What is this Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book?" Lin Xuan couldn't help but ask.

"A Primordial Sage… actually, I mentioned it before," Li Yutong sighed, her face filled with sorrow. "The original true immortals were born with extraordinary strength. But that doesn’t mean they can’t cultivate and advance. Unlike the eight stages of cultivation in daoism, true immortals have only one goal: becoming a Primordial Sage…"

"Primordial Sage?"

"Yes, although there is only one stage, it’s much more difficult than advancing through the human realm to the Tribulation Stage. A Primordial Sage has mastered all the laws of the primordial universe and can do anything."

"So, was the former Feathers Gone True Man a Primordial Sage?" Yue'er couldn't help but ask.

"No, he only approached that level; his strength is still slightly lacking compared to a true Primordial Sage," Li Yutong sighed. "A miss is as good as a mile. If he had truly reached the Primordial Sage stage back then, he wouldn’t have been afraid of Tianxiang’s sneak attack and those ancient secrets would not exist."

"Then isn't a Primordial Sage invincible?" Lin Xuan was不服气.

"One could say so. At least I don’t know of any existence in this world that can defeat a Primordial Sage," Li Yutong's face showed a hint of despair. "I never thought it would take five million years for Tianxiang to reach such a stage."

"How do you know it’s Tianxiang?"

"Who else could it be? The strong immortals in the spirit realm are many, but only two have definitely reached this level," Li Yutong replied.

"One of them is Feathers Gone?"

"Yes, unfortunately, he was ambushed by a traitor and now allows Tianxiang to revel in his success," Li Yutong's voice was filled with resentment.

"And what about the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book? What kind of treasure is it?"

"It’s one of the most powerful treasures in the spirit realm, second only to the Five Dragons Seal."

"The Five Dragons Seal. Isn’t that a sacred object for true spirits called the Hundred Spirit Seal?" Lin Xuan's expression was surprised.

"How, Daoist friend, do you know about this item?" Li Yutong raised her head in surprise.

"I happened to hear someone mention it," Lin Xuan evaded the question vaguely.

Despite being shocked, Li Yutong did not delve further. They had more than enough trouble at hand and no time for such trivialities.

"In truth, I don’t know much about it. In short, the Five Dragons Seal and the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book are the two most powerful treasures of ancient times in the spirit realm, seemingly related to true spirits. The Five Dragons Seal was obtained by Feathers Gone True Man, while the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book has been lost somewhere in the spirit realm for ages. No one found it until Tianxiang discovered it."

...

The news that Tianxiang had become a Primordial Sage was like a bolt of lightning to the cultivators of the Three Thousand Worlds. Li Yutong's face was extremely unpleasant, but as the current Primordial Sage, Tianxiang was not happy either. After finally understanding some laws of the universe in the dimensional space, he still had a long way to go before leaving.

The light arc appeared, and the path to the gods became visible. Why did this happen at such an inconvenient time?

Although Tianxiang now possessed Primordial Sage strength, he was still wary of Feathers Gone True Man and the Asura King. How could he rest easy with these heartaches lingering?

How could he leave as soon as possible?

As he pondered, a faint voice entered his ears, incredibly melodious and filled with supreme authority.

"Lowly creature, what audacity to intrude upon the Divine Realm."

"The Divine Realm?"

Tianxiang frowned. What was this place?

He released his divine sense, quickly finding something. Turning his head, he looked towards the endless starry sky on his left: "A pretender, having the nerve to come here, why hide? If you're wise, submit and be bound. Perhaps I won’t kill you."

"Foolish humans, daring to disrespect the Elemental God! Kneel and repent quickly; otherwise, you will fall into endless reincarnation!"

One angel held a long sword, his face filled with anger, but his tone remained incredibly solemn.

"The Elemental God, interesting. It seems you are the cultivators of this dimensional universe. Fine, through you, I can better understand the laws of this universe. The Elemental God, heh, by extracting your soul and essence, perhaps I can find my way back."

Tianxiang was not angry but rather pleased. As a Primordial Sage, he wouldn’t take such an Elemental God seriously.

"Die!"

Tianxiang's arrogant attitude clearly infuriated these angels.

As their attendants to the gods, they naturally far surpassed knights and mages in strength. They were naturally attuned to elemental magic, making it almost effortless for them to unleash various legendary spells.

Meteor showers, destructive storms, and other magical attacks rained down on Tianxiang.

These were some of the greatest secrets of each element’s magic, thunderous sounds filling his ears as mountains crumbled and the heavens were destroyed, engulfing Tianxiang.

"Foolish creature, you deserve eternal damnation."

The angel's authoritative voice echoed in his ears.

But when the light dispersed, he widened his eyes with a mocking expression: "Such trivial daoist practices to challenge this Primordial Sage—what an annoying way to live."

(PS: The father is sick and hospitalized; I almost went crazy today! Sigh!)
第四千一百一十八章 群仙降临

Simultaneously, on the other side, Lin Xuan met up with Fairy Yutong. He learned that Tian Xiang had already become a Daoist Ancestor and was using his true soul to refine ten thousand volumes of heavenly scriptures. Everyone's hearts were heavy with gloom.

"dingdian, ∧..c↗om"

How could the enemy have grown so strong? Was there really no hope for the future?

The other party would not let Moonling go easily; after all, her previous life was that of an Asura. With this thought, a determined expression appeared on Lin Xuan's face.

What did it matter if he were a Daoist Ancestor? Even before entering the mortal world, he had sworn to himself: no matter who or what wanted to harm Moonling, they must first step over his corpse.

These words still echoed in his mind. He would never forget them, no matter how difficult the path might be; he could not retreat. There must be a way to defeat Tian Xiang.

With this thought, Lin Xuan stood up abruptly: "Let's go!"

"What now?"

"To find Nine Heavens' Respite Soil!"

Lin Xuan smiled: "We haven't fought yet, how can we give up? A hero cannot withstand the weight of many. Just as Hua Yu could not in the past, even if Tian Xiang is more formidable now, she still cannot challenge all three thousand worlds. In any case, no matter how slim our chances are, we will never give up."

Since he embarked on his path to cultivation, Lin Xuan had faced countless hardships. Despite this current peril being far greater than before, he would not abandon it.

"Agreed!"

Moonling and Little Butterfly would have no objections. Peacock was always a strong woman, and as the strongest spiritual cultivator in existence, Li Yutong could never be weak-willed. The sudden news had merely caused some temporary shock.

Seeing Lin Xuan's decision, her confidence gradually returned; those who surrender without fighting are beneath her. What of it if he were a Daoist Ancestor?

Back then, she couldn't defeat ordinary True Immortals either. Now, ordinary cultivators posed no significant threat to her.

A Daoist Ancestor was said to be invincible, but how could one give up without trying?

...

Lin Xuan's situation aside, elsewhere, unknown miles away, those who entered through the light arc found themselves in this mysterious space with varying fates.

Some, like Lin Xuan, encountered danger as soon as they stepped inside. It wasn't a nightmare; it was other things. Those with good luck managed to escape, but those less fortunate perished on the spot.

Those entering here were not just the top cultivators of the Three Thousand Worlds.

This was a vast wasteland where even the air was thin with spiritual energy. There was no trace of human life or any other animals.

Yet amidst this desert stood a massive platform—more accurately, a sacrificial altar.

That altar was enormous, resembling a giant square stretching thousands of feet in both directions. Unlike the sparse spiritual energy around it, the altar exuded dense divine aura.

The intricate carvings and scattered stone pillars created an air of mystery and even something eerie.

A mountain breeze blew through, and "whoosh," the statues and carvings suddenly lit up.

Colored light beams rose from them, piercing the sky. The entire altar began to operate like a formation, lighting up with rays that covered its surface.

Boom!

After some time, a loud noise echoed in his ears.

From atop the altar, a massive crack opened in the heavens as boundlessrule power spewed forth, and divine aura spread everywhere. This was... a path to the Spirit Realm.

The gates of the Divine World had been opened.

Countless figures appeared intermittently.

These were true immortals from the Divine World!

Then, faint lights flickered on, with two hundred True Immortals leading their disciples to this long-awaited realm.

Divine aura permeated the air. Despite their varied appearances, each emitted an extremely powerful presence.

Even if one didn't count the True Immortals, their disciples were also immensely formidable.

"Five million years ago, we were forced to remain in the Divine World due to the Asura King's trickery and could not traverse the Three Thousand Worlds freely. Now that this curse has been broken, it is time for those foolish mortals to face their punishment."

A handsome man in his thirties spoke with a cold voice. He wore white robes, exuding an ethereal aura.

"But Lord Tian Xiang isn't here," another True Immortal expressed regret.

"Who cares? Dealing with some mere cultivators doesn't require the Daoist Ancestor to personally intervene." The white-robed True Immortal's expression showed disdain: "Why use a bull when a chicken will do. Those foolish creatures will inevitably come seeking Nine Heavens' Respite Soil. They are unworthy of ascending to immortality and sitting among us."

"Then, according to your intention..."

"Hmph, what else can we do? With the light arc appearing and the path to the Spirit Realm revealed, those arriving here are the top cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds. Only they pose a potential threat. We must eliminate danger at its source. Since these fellows don't know when to die, there's no need for us to show mercy. Kill one, kill two."

"White Sword Immortal speaks wisely. As long as we remove thetop-tier cultivators among them, the rest will be at our disposal and pose no threat," another True Immortal agreed. Five million years ago, they had done just that, only for Hua Yu and the Asura King to disrupt their plans.

Now, with circumstances changed, they held the same mindset.

This White Sword Immortal was unrelated to the one Lin Xuan encountered in the mortal world; their power levels were incomparable, merely coincidentally sharing a name.

The arrival of all these immortals brought endless slaughter to the Three Thousand Worlds. Those who made it to the late Tribulation stage were no pushovers either. A fierce battle awaited.

...

As winds rose and clouds gathered, Lin Xuan's expression was filled with mockery as he coldly said: "Dare to challenge this Daoist Ancestor with such meager abilities? You must be bored of living."

"What? How could you possibly be unscathed?"

The angels were shocked. As the attendants of gods, their strength far exceeded that of ordinary mortals. The opponent was merely a human.

Their different understandings of the power rules made it understandable why they couldn't gauge Tian Xiang's true strength.

Tian Xiang wore a sneer as he grew impatient. With a wave of his sleeves, countless sword qi emerged like a violent storm, shooting forward. Instantly, screams filled the air. A Daoist Ancestor's casual strike could easily overwhelm a Tribulation Period cultivator; these fellows would all perish. (To be continued...)
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Unstoppable!

Field Xiang displayed a terrifying strength.

No matter if it was an angel or the mightiest of gods, none could stand against him. The entire universe trembled as that magnificent palace began to crumble before his eyes.

A formidable foe!

The Elemental God was greatly alarmed and no longer dared to show his haughty demeanor.

With a deafening roar, a huge carriage appeared in front of them, but it wasn't a carriage at all.

It was pulled by dragons.

Unlike the true dragons in Field Xiang's memory, these dragons had wings on their backs, looking quite different yet extremely fierce.

Their bodies were golden, with three heads each.

If this world’s cultivators were here, they would recognize them as the legendary creatures.

Triple-Headed Golden Dragon!

They could resist magic and possessed formidable physical strength.

But Field Xiang, as a Primordial Ancestor, naturally didn't care. He raised his head and looked at the huge flying carriage.

Its design was extremely luxurious, somewhat similar to an emperor’s imperial chariot, but more grandiose and spacious.

On both sides of the carriage stood many angels, while the person sitting in the middle was exceptionally handsome. His golden hair shone brighter than the sun, with a chiseled face that exuded charm. He had a well-proportioned body, muscles bulging without being overly developed, but every inch of his skin seemed to contain boundless strength.

He almost perfectly merged with the five elements—Earth, Metal, Water, Fire, and Wood. This was the power only an Elemental God could possess.

His attire was simple yet exuded a divine aura. In his hand was a golden staff.

The destruction of so many angels in his sight revealed a hint of shock and anger, but it quickly gave way to a solemn expression: "Mortal. You dare to kill the messenger of the gods."

"Hmph, do the cultivators of this world only know how to play tricks?" Field Xiang's face was filled with disdain.

"What? Are you from another dimension? Another universe?"

The Elemental God paused, finally giving Field Xiang a scrutinizing look.

"Knowing other dimensions suggests that your understanding of the cosmic laws has reached its pinnacle. If I were to extract your soul and refine it, I would surely benefit greatly," Field Xiang rubbed his forehead with a smug expression.

Such an arrogant attitude enraged the Elemental God: "Dare! Even if you are from another dimension, do you think you can look down upon the gods?"

"Look down on me? So what?"

As a Primordial Ancestor, Field Xiang was used to such arrogance. If he had any reservations about anyone, it would only be towards Huayu Zhenren and the Arhath King. This Elemental God didn't even merit his attention.

"Fascinating. Just as I was fuming from being angered by a true dragon, you will serve as my sacrificial offering for the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven."

"Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven, what a bold claim. Let’s see the power of this elemental treasure,"

Two top-tier cultivators from different dimensions met due to various coincidences and were now ready to clash. Their rivalry was intense.

A cosmic battle was about to erupt at any moment.

No one knew how it would end, but for Field Xiang, it had nothing to do with him.

...

Meanwhile, far away in an unknown distance, within that mysterious interface, a storm of blood and gore raged on.

Dragons and snakes mingled together. Over three thousand worlds' top cultivators gathered here, searching for the elusive path to immortality. True Immortals also descended upon this place.

From the dawn of creation, they had always been high above others, unwilling to see anyone rise to their level. They continued with their strategy of cutting off the roots, hoping to take advantage of this opportunity and eliminate all top cultivators from these three thousand worlds once and for all.

A one-time solution!

To be fair, on one side, there were many more people, while True Immortals relied on their overwhelming power. If everyone joined forces and fought, it was hard to predict the outcome.

However, despite this logic, the three thousand worlds remained a scattered mess. Even though Field Xiang wasn't here, the suspense of victory or defeat was already clear.

Not just the two hundred True Immortals.

Even the attendants and servants who accompanied them had powers that rivaled late-stage Golden Transformation cultivators.

The top cultivators from these three thousand worlds varied greatly in their abilities.

Spiritual Realm, Demon Realm, Netherworld—these high-ranking realms' top experts were formidable indeed. But some minor realms were another story; one-on-one, they couldn't even match the young apprentices of the Spiritual Realm.

Venerable Sea of Suffering was such a tragic figure.

The Sea of Suffering ranked among the lower three thousand worlds.

Although Venerable Sea of Suffering was a top-tier powerhouse in a high realm, his powers and treasures were far inferior to those of scattered immortals from the Spiritual Realm. However, he was still late-stage Golden Transformation, giving him hope for ascension.

Thus, he came here too.

He had started with good fortune; after entering the light arc, he didn't encounter any dangers like Lin Xuan did.

So this Venerable Sea of Suffering boldly sought out his chance at immortality.

However, his luck didn't last long. Soon, he encountered a formidable opponent.

This opponent was merely an apprentice to a True Immortal.

But the apprentice's realm was late-stage Golden Transformation, and in terms of power and abilities, it far surpassed Venerable Sea of Suffering.

He was in dire straits!

Fortunately, as a realm powerhouse, even though his strength was weak, he had several survival techniques. After much effort, he managed to escape safely.

But the matter wasn't over here.

This place was a swamp.

With a spatial disturbance, a dark-skinned cultivator appeared, visibly shaken. He was none other than Venerable Sea of Suffering who barely escaped death.

"Phew!" He sighed in relief and wiped sweat from his forehead: "I didn’t think even an apprentice to a True Immortal could be so formidable. Should I continue searching?"

"No, you can't give up this opportunity after waiting for so long."

"Not giving up means only one thing awaits you—soul shattering," before he could finish speaking, a cold laugh echoed.

"Who are you?" Venerable Sea of Suffering turned in shock and saw the astonishing scene.

A plain-looking youth slowly approached.

Although his appearance was unremarkable, the aura emanating from him was heart-stoppingly divine.

True divine energy, far beyond that of the apprentice he had just encountered.

"You… You are a True Immortal!"

"Correct."

The youth's face revealed a cruel smile: "Top-tier cultivators of these three thousand worlds, since you've arrived here, there’s no need to return. Your path will only lead to soul shattering."

"Wait! I have no grudge with the True Immortals. Why…?"

Venerable Sea of Suffering panted heavily as he spoke, not knowing what had happened in ancient times and filled with a sense of injustice. (To be continued...)
第四千一百二十章 强中自有强中手

"Without any grudge, hehe, blame it on the fact that you are a top-tier powerhouse of a major interface," said the True Immortal in his youth, his face full of cold laughter.

"How so? I have no ill intent towards your Highness. I only wish to pursue the path of immortality; I do not know what has offended you." The Sage Elder's expression was clearly displeased as he still did not understand why this opponent had targeted him.

"Seeking the path of immortality, a mere ant like you dares to stand on equal footing with me. Overestimating your strength will only bring about your downfall. If you are wise, submit and I might spare your three souls and seven spirits. Otherwise..." The youth True Immortal's face revealed an unkind smile, akin to a cat playing with a mouse.

"You..."

The Sage Elder was enraged but understood that he could not match the power of a True Immortal. He tried to escape, his eyes darting around as he searched for a way out. However, the disparity in their strength made it impossible; despite his cunning, he could not think of any strategy quickly enough.

Time did not allow him much thought.

The True Immortal was not patient at all. With one flick of his sleeves, he revealed his true intentions: "Still trying to play tricks? Truly ignorant."

A thunderous sound echoed in the air as a massive palm descended towards the Sage Elder.

"Bad news!"

Despite his weaker power, the Sage Elder's reaction was swift. He turned swiftly, black energy suddenly surging around him, protecting his form. But this was not over; several pieces of treasure flew out from the black energy—short swords, long spears, flying swords, and large axes.

The Black Sea Realm ranked low among the three thousand worlds, but as a top-tier powerhouse, he had accumulated many treasures over the years.

Powerful!

He thought that by using these treasures, he could at least delay his fate. However, in the next moment, everything changed drastically.

As soon as the treasures began to emit their aura, they were overwhelmed by an immense pressure, turning into dust with a mournful sound.

"How is this possible!"

The Sage Elder was shocked and dismayed. He knew his own abilities well; though none of these treasures were primordial, many had formidable power. Yet...

They could not even retaliate!

Could True Immortals be so powerful?

He was left in shock. But there was no time to think as he felt himself falling into the same predicament.

The palm that seemed like a mountain was only a hundred feet away from him.

Air around his body instantly became stagnant, squeezing towards him like walls.

There was nowhere to escape!

His body seemed destined to be crushed into powder.

"No..."

Fear filled his face. But pleading for mercy was useless.

The True Immortal had no intention of sparing him; in the next moment, he exploded into a blood mist.

A powerful being reduced to an ant and squashed.

"Stupid, at this level, still aspiring to ascend to immortality? Truly ignorant."

The youth True Immortal's face showed disgust as he brushed off his clothes. "Those from the lower realms are just that weak. I can't understand why there is any cause for concern."

"I'll do as instructed by the Great Daoist. At most, it will be a game. Thinking of it this way, it’s quite amusing..."

The youth True Immortal smiled, but his expression was cruel and vicious, like a cat playing with its prey.

Suddenly, he raised an eyebrow, sensing something. He turned to look at a spot on the left side: "Who is hiding there? Come out! Daring to secretly spy on me, you must be tired of living."

"Tired of living, are you talking about yourself? I thought True Immortals were dignified, but this group... truly disappointing. If all of the heavenly realms were like you, I would rather not associate with them."

A flash of light accompanied a sigh as a girl in black clothes entered his sight. She wore a veil, and her face was hidden, but even from behind, she exuded an awe-inspiring beauty.

A stunning beauty!

But the True Immortal's expression was extremely displeased.

The words he spoke were filled with contempt; he did not regard him at all.

"Rude, a mere lower realm woman dares to be disrespectful... Eh? You are a域外天魔?" The youth True Immortal's face showed surprise.

"So what?"

The expression of the Heavenly Witch Goddess remained calm.

"Hmph. I am just curious—there is such a beautiful beauty among the域外天魔. Fine, with the benevolence of heaven, if you agree to sign a soul contract and serve me as my maid, I can forgive your rudeness and take you to the heavenly realm," he said with an unkind smile.

"A lecher."

The Heavenly Witch Goddess's anger turned into laughter: "I never thought there would be such foolish beings in the heavenly realms daring to target me. Since you are so ignorant of death, I will send you to the netherworld."

"The netherworld? Are you mad? A mere lower realm existence dares to make such a bold claim before me..." The True Immortal was both shocked and enraged.

His face darkened as he flicked his sleeves, releasing vibrant spiritual light that converged into a massive palm. He had used this technique to crush the Sage Elder into dust earlier.

Now, he tried it again, clearly filled with anger. However, the Heavenly Witch Goddess would not repeat her mistake.

She did not show any signs of shock or panic; instead, a low hum echoed as dark magical energy emerged from her body.

This magic was deep and unlike ordinary demonic energy or true demon energy in purity, surpassing both.

Then, she flicked her sleeves again, black light blinding, nine dark magical swords appeared. They were black but more beautiful than the stars, thin like cicada wings, semi-transparent.
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第四千一百二十一章 一团乱麻

Nine Palaces in a Moment!

Even though their words did not align, she could not afford to be careless against a True Immortal. Her first move was lethal.

"Fall!"

With a soft exclamation, Nine Palaces in a Moment sword moved with sweeping and penetrating strokes. The sharp blade turned into streaks of black silk, flashing like stars falling from the sky, viciously slashing towards her target.

The young True Immortal's pupils constricted. How fast! And this move...

Amidst his surprise, a look of gravity replaced it on his face.

This woman before him was far beyond that fool.

At this moment, a spatial ripple erupted behind him, and the sound of tearing filled his ears. There were no signs; a large hole, a hundred feet in diameter, opened up in the void.

A monstrous insect, resembling an earthworm, burst out from within.

Its body was enormous, comparable to that of a true dragon, with nine heads, fierce and terrifying. Dark magical energy poured out from its body as it unleashed various colored lightning beams at the True Immortal, quickly overwhelming everything else.

"What is this..."

The young True Immortal's expression changed dramatically. He had heard about the Nine-Headed Worm's reputation; it was one of the few ancient creatures that could match a true dragon in strength and was beyond what ordinary True Immortals could resist.

How could such a woman subdue it?

Fear dominated his face, but it was too late to regret now.

With a "pfft," sound, the palm of power had been pierced by Nine Palaces in a Moment sword... no, not pierced; more accurately, it was riddled with holes.

It soon dissipated into nothingness.

The remaining blade continued its vicious attack without pause.

Left with wolves at the gate and tigers behind, the young True Immortal found himself in dire straits. He had no time to summon his treasures as blood sprayed from the sharp sword's strikes; a True Immortal was already decapitated.

"No... impossible!"

Despite this, he did not fall. Despair and terror filled his face: "I am a figure of the Celestial Realm; how could I be defeated by an entity from the lower realms?"

"Hmph, what does it matter to be a Celestial? Is possessing such power inherently impressive?"

The Heavenly Witch Immortal stood there, her beautiful face showing pity. "Pride and arrogance are nothing more than frogs at the bottom of a well..."

Unfortunately, not all in the Celestial Realm were as foolish.

Sighing, she radiated with divine light, transforming into a streak of lightning that flew away towards the distance, disappearing on the horizon.

Similar scenes unfolded across this mysterious realm. Strong figures from the Celestial Realm, accompanied by their disciples and servants, clashed with powerful beings from the Three Thousand Worlds. Many had long-standing grudges; even if most did not know ancient secrets, could they unite against a common enemy?

The answer was no.

Among cultivators, there were always selfish individuals. Even top-tier experts often had short-sighted views.

Getting them to cooperate would be as futile as talking to the deaf. Each had their own calculations, making the situation more complex than ever.

...

Here was a valley filled with birdsong and blooming flowers, a picturesque scene.

However, in the sky above, two groups of cultivators stood facing each other.

On one side were ten people, half male and half female, dressed differently from those in the Three Realms. They clearly came from another world.

The other group had an even more peculiar appearance; their bodies exuded a putrid stench, yet they were living beings.

If Naelong True Man was here, he would instantly recognize them as powerful figures from the Heavenly Corpse Realm.

Having reached late-stage Tribulation Transcendence, they had transformed into living corpses. The others belonged to the Uhe World, where their enmity often erupted in battles that could be described as mortal enemies.

They met on this narrow path; there was no chance of a peaceful resolution.

Without any pleasantries, after a brief standoff, they adjusted their formations and began fighting. Talismans flashed, and putrid energy surged.

...

Unknown distance away by a small stream.

A battle had just ended. A man in splendid attire lay dead, while the victor was a child-like figure.

...

Beside a towering mountain.

Rumbling sounds echoed, indicating another titanic clash.

Five differently dressed cultivators surrounded one person, fighting off their enemies together.

More is better!

And these five were no weaklings; each had reached late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. Two even wielded domains, clearly top-tier figures from a certain realm. Yet they looked utterly desperate.

They were not just fighting as a team; it was more like they were holding on by a thread.

Despite their best efforts, the enemy did not even use their treasures, making them feel like cats playing with mice. This True Immortal's strength far surpassed that of those killed by the Heavenly Witch Immortal.

"Foolish creatures, why don't you surrender? You could avoid much suffering. Do you think your puny abilities can match us Celestials?" The True Immortal had a peculiar appearance; he was beautiful and ugly at the same time, in his forties, dressed in fine clothes, with a sneer on his face.

Surrender?

Such foolishness would not be considered by these five. They knew their weakness but kept looking for gaps to escape...

...

Here was a waterfall, its waters stained red.

Beside it lay a tall man, his body covered in countless wounds, blood gushing out like a fountain.

Dead eyes stared blankly.

Beside him stood a beautiful woman, her appearance delicate and refined. She was less than three feet tall but exuded an aura of immense power.

One cannot judge a book by its cover; the sea is not measured with a dipper. Who would have thought that this giant man could be defeated in one move by such a beautiful girl?

...

Such scenes continued, light arcs appearing as Celestial paths revealed themselves. This time, it involved more than just two realms; countless experts from the Three Thousand Worlds had arrived.

Betrayal and suspicion reigned, each with their own calculations. Ancient secrets were entangled within this chaos.

In an instant, countless battles erupted, no one knowing what the outcome would be.
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Tian Xiaojian also arrived here.

Now, he was far from his former self, having gained nearly 90% of the power of a Demon Lord.

The Seven-Colored Profound Ice Fire left people speechless. Even the Immortal True Man Guanghan almost perished at his hands.

Such an event, even if he hadn't known about it in advance, how could he possibly miss out?

Light arcs appeared and Immortal Paths revealed themselves. Tian Xiaojian's wish had always been to ascend to immortality. For this, he endured countless hardships.

Now, the opportunity was right before his eyes.

Tian Xiaojian did not want to let it slip away; he was certain that he would be the last one laughing.

However, he didn't have Lin Xuan’s luck—being able to glean useful information from Fairy Yutong. But Tian Xiaojian was cunning enough.

What if there were no opportunities? Couldn’t he seek them out actively?

He first targeted some powerful beings from other worlds, hoping to get the information he needed from their mouths.

Ambush!

Tian Xiaojian's progress was very smooth. Ordinary world powerhouses could not compare to him; they fell victim to his spirit soul extraction technique.

However, there was nothing to be gained, as these fellows did not know any more than he did.

What should he do?

Tian Xiaojian, being bold and daring, decided to target True Immortals instead.

Right, True Immortals!

In Tian Xiaojian's view, this would definitely pose some danger. But his character wouldn’t back down for that reason.

He could certainly learn about the secrets of ascension from these immortals.

Tian Xiaojian’s thoughts still revolved around an ambush.

Indeed, he found a good opportunity quickly, but the result of this battle left Tian Xiaojian in shock.

No, it wasn't because True Immortals were exceptionally weak; rather, they were unexpectedly weak. They were easily resolved by him in just three or five moves.

How could that be?

Tian Xiaojian was dumbfounded. He almost thought he had made a mistake and released his spirit sense to search carefully. He indeed hadn't made any mistakes.

The guy before him was undoubtedly a True Immortal, not some apprentice or servant.

But… the former Demon Lord couldn’t even defeat a True Immortal; it would be slightly worse for him now, with only 90% of his former power.

Emotionally and logically, he should have no chance against a True Immortal.

Unless… those three who descended to the Spirit Realm were among the rare top-tier True Immortals. Otherwise, this situation was hard to explain.

Tian Xiaojian’s guess was correct.

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan was consulting Fairy Yutong about the strength of immortals.

"Immortals? Some are strong while others are weak. Although there is only one realm above them—Sage Realm, the power among them varies greatly."

"Some of these powerful ones might be on par with me. The weaker ones… hehe, with your strength, Fellow Daoist Lin, you should easily be able to eliminate them," Fairy Yutong's melodious voice entered his ears.

"What? True Immortals are this weak?"

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. This was different from what he had imagined.

"Correct. Their power is limited to that. In the end, it’s just luck; born as a True Immortal, their ambition naturally can’t compare to ours. As for combat experience, there's no need to mention. If not for most of them lacking anything remarkable, why would they bother with three thousand worlds and so many concerns," Fairy Yutong's expression was extremely disdainful.

"Then…"

"I know what you're thinking. The ones who captured True Immortal Huayu in the lower realm were among the top True Immortals. Ordinary True Immortals are far from that level."

"So it is like this."

Lin Xuan let out a sigh of relief, but Fairy Yutong quickly threw another bucket of cold water: "Don't be too happy yet. Although most True Immortals aren’t hard to deal with, among these two hundred or so True Immortals, there are still some formidable ones. If you encounter them, don’t underestimate them… Not even Sage Realm…"

"Is Tianxiang really that powerful?"

"Yes," Fairy Yutong nodded: "Sages and ordinary True Immortals are completely different. Even if King Asura were to revive, we together wouldn't be able to defeat him unless the three thousand worlds united in heart and mind. Otherwise…."

"But this is clearly impossible."

She sighed here: "Forget it; when the time comes, there will always be a way. In any case, even with just a glimmer of hope, we won’t give up anything."

"Then what should we do next?"

"How could I not say? We should seek out the Nine Heavens Respiration Soil. Alright, let’s split up; our chances of finding the treasure will be much higher. I’ll take my leave now."

Fairy Yutong nodded at Lin Xuan and vanished into the sky as a green glow surrounded her.

Soon after, screams reached his ears—another servant from the Immortal Realm had been killed by her sword.

The first strongest in the Spirit Realm, placed among three thousand worlds, was still one of the top figures. Servants from just one Immortal Realm or even True Immortals could hardly stand against her.

"Master, I don’t want to be separated from you," Moer’s weak voice entered his ears.

"Wife, we’ve only met for a short while."

Even Peacock was reluctant; after all, they hadn't seen each other in thousands of years. How could they part ways now?

Beauty's favor weighed heavily on Lin Xuan as he smiled: "Who said we have to separate? This place is vast. Even if we search separately, it won’t increase our chances much. Besides, with danger lurking everywhere, we must share life and death."

"Agreed!"

At the same time, across from them, Tianxiang, who could do anything according to Fairy Yutong’s description, encountered trouble.

As a Sage, he was indeed very strong.

But the Elemental God was also the strongest cultivator in the entire dimensional space.

Note: not just one plane but the entire dimensional space.

He had comprehended all the laws of this universe and controlled the timing, location, and people on his own turf. His power could not be underestimated under any circumstances.

After all, there were multiple gods in this dimension, but he was the strongest.

Other demons, warriors, beast gods, elf gods, and so on combined did not match him in strength.

Previously, he had been invincible everywhere!

Both parties were extremely arrogant. When they met, they realized that it couldn’t be as imagined—dominating their opponents.

Thus, one summoned ten thousand volumes of the Heavenly Book, while the other released his elemental treasures, fighting each other fiercely.

Tianxiang was both shocked and angry. Originally, he hadn't taken him seriously at all; he never dreamed that this guy would turn out to be a formidable opponent.

If it were in another location, Tianxiang had a hundred percent chance of defeating him. But on the other party's turf, with control over the laws of this dimensional universe, winning became very difficult. (To be continued...)
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The opponent had the advantage of timing, location, and circumstances, and his own strength was not to be underestimated. The so-called "Elemental Treasure" might not match the power of Lin Xuan’s Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book, but it certainly had its unique strengths.

Lin Xuan was unwilling to admit it, but he had indeed encountered a worthy opponent. Defeat wasn’t inevitable, but victory would also not be easy.

In short, they were stuck in a grueling battle.

Tian Xiang felt extremely frustrated. The same could be said for the Elemental God; as a powerful being from a major dimensional universe, he was used to giving orders and commands. Even other deities treated him with utmost respect. Yet this upstart, who had appeared out of nowhere, dared to challenge him so boldly, and Tian Xiang couldn’t even defeat him.

His frustration reached its peak!

Both were proud and arrogant individuals, making it impossible for them to agree on anything.

As the saying goes: "A mountain cannot accommodate two tigers." How could someone else be allowed to sleep in his bed?

Indeed, this was the principle. So despite having no grudge or conflict, they fought to the death.

The battle wasn’t just a matter of heaven and earth collapsing; its impact extended far beyond the changing of the world. The duration of their struggle was incredibly long.

Tian Xiang’s expression began to show signs of impatience. If it were another time, he would have plenty of energy to wear down this Elemental God. Even if his opponent had all the advantages of timing and location, in the end, Tian Xiang would be the victor.

But now...

The light arc appeared, and the path to immortality became clear. There was too much for him to worry about. He had been trapped in the Celestial Realm for so long that he hadn’t even had time to refine his Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book.

He didn’t know where Hua Yu Zhenren and the Arhath King were, or what they looked like now.

Anxiously, Tian Xiang wanted to return home. He had no patience for lingering here.

But the Elemental God was blocking his path, making Tian Xiang hate him to the bone.

However, Tian Xiang’s personality was extremely reserved. While he wished to strip and skin this god alive, his face wore a faint smile: "Elemental God, a proud and arrogant fellow. Since you don’t know when to die, let me show you the power of my Primordial Starstorm."

Before the words were fully spoken, Tian Xiang’s body was enveloped in a burst of light, as pure celestial energy surged out like a tidal wave. His hands moved rapidly, sending stream after stream of magical incantations into his Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book.

Zzzz…

The Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book emitted a dazzling glow, and countless fragments of text scattered, transforming into countless points of light that slowly rotated. At first glance, it resembled a beautiful star sea.

But was this merely an illusion?

No, it wasn’t!

Amidst the points of light, ancient laws intertwined and flowed, gradually darkening the sky.

No… not becoming darker; rather, their surroundings transformed into a starry expanse, as if they were in the primordial universe.

Each point of light turned into a planet.

They stood amidst the stars, insignificant like dust. Even the Kunpeng with a body length of ten thousand li would be dwarfed by a single planet.

How could this happen?

Was it an illusion?

The Elemental God’s eyes flickered with confusion but quickly became grave as an unprecedented sense of peril enveloped him. It felt as if death was looming over his head.

This couldn’t be possible!

He was a deity, the Supreme God among all gods!

But that feeling was unmistakable; he had to take it seriously.

His gaze hardened, and his expression grew even more solemn and divine.

He recited an obscure incantation. At this level of power, legendary magic could be cast with a mere thought. He couldn’t remember when he last chanted such a spell.

Instantly, the magical elements across the dimensional plane began to tremble and rush towards him, enveloping the Elemental God.

His treasures also responded.

A black hole appeared behind him.

It wasn’t an actual black hole but merely resembled one.

It didn’t generate suction; rather, it was filled with elements—gold, wood, water, fire, earth. All of them were piled inside in unimaginable quantities, like a bottomless abyss.

It seemed as if the entire dimensional plane’s elements had been summoned.

What were they doing?

Was this to decide the battle once and for all?

No one knew.

But their expressions were serious.

At this stage of magical combat, it was difficult to control the situation. The two strongest beings from different dimensional planes—whose ultimate victor would emerge victorious?

Tian Xiang’s face showed determination as the Primordial Starstorm fell from his hands.

With a cold laugh, the surrounding starry expanse seemed to have reached its end. Cracks appeared on the surface of each planet, and magma erupted.

These weren’t just insignificant cracks; they spanned entire planets.

Infinite power was released.

Hundreds of planets were affected in this manner.

Suddenly, destructive forces spread throughout the starry expanse, forming a storm that devoured everything in its path. Even deities couldn’t escape from this force of destruction.

But the Elemental God wouldn’t sit idly by. Almost simultaneously, his incantation ended.

The black hole flickered and split into five.

Each one had a different color but brimmed with vitality. Each could be compared to a giant star.

Yes, they looked like planets, but they were composed of elements.

They exuded terrifying energy before exploding.

"Elemental Wrath!"

Correctly, it was the elements—something even ordinary mages could touch—that constituted the essence force.

Just not at his current level where he couldn’t comprehend them. This was his ultimate technique.

The Elemental God and the Primordial Deity each unleashed their hidden treasures. Whose victory would emerge? The clash of the Primordial Starstorm and Elemental Wrath, what incredible results might this bring?

Life is unpredictable; Lin Xuan never foresaw such twists in his journey. Lin Xuan had no premonition, so he couldn’t have predicted it either.

Meanwhile, far away on that mysterious interface, Lin Xuan accompanied his beloved wife as they embarked on their quest for immortality.

He now knew the ancient secrets and suspected a formidable enemy might await him. But Lin Xuan didn’t give up; even with just a slim chance, he would strive to succeed.

There was much to do, but finding the Nine Heaven Silt was his top priority.

However, the exact appearance of the Nine Heaven Silt remained unclear to Lin Xuan.

But it mattered not.

Such powerful treasures would leave an impression if encountered. So Lin Xuan wasn’t overly concerned.

The only worry was that this place now gathered thousands of world’s strongest beings, with true immortals descending here. The danger far exceeded his imagination.
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第四千一百二十四章 冰魄始祖与太白剑仙

Lin Xuan wasn't afraid, but he thought it better to avoid extra trouble.

So, after consulting with the few women, they returned to the Momentary Heavenly Realm Map. This way, Lin Xuan only needed to travel alone. TopPointLittleSay,

Firstly, the likelihood of being discovered would be much smaller.

Secondly, if the opponent couldn't figure out his strength, he could use the women as a surprise force against any formidable enemies they might encounter.

After placing the Momentary Heavenly Realm Map properly, Lin Xuan suppressed his aura. The light from Jinghong dimmed significantly, making him inconspicuous. He drifted forward towards the source of the disturbance.

Lin Xuan didn't know how large this realm was or where Nine Heaven Silt Soil might be located. In other words, he had no clear idea and could only travel aimlessly.

On the surface, it depended purely on luck.

In reality, there were nuances to consider.

Throughout his journey, although Lin Xuan suppressed his aura and carefully concealed his movements, his divine sense remained vigilant without any relaxation. He fully extended it, not missing even a whisper of movement.

Suddenly, a loud rumbling sound reached his ears.

Lin Xuan turned his head towards the source of the noise. It was about two million miles away, so even with his divine sense, he could only make out some vague sounds and couldn't determine what exactly had happened.

A hint of hesitation appeared on his face.

Perhaps it was just a meaningless battle between powerful beings entering this realm.

In that case, going to watch would be pointless.

But what if not?

What if someone discovered something valuable or clues about Nine Heaven Silt Soil...

Although the likelihood was low, hesitating here could mean missing out.

With this thought, Lin Xuan's body emitted a bright green light. His speed increased significantly as he flew towards the source of the disturbance.

Two million miles—how many mountains and rivers did that cover?

Even circling a planet several dozen times wouldn't be an issue. But with his current strength, it wasn't unattainable either.

With full effort, he didn't take more than half a cup of tea to reach closer.

To avoid being detected, Lin Xuan slowed down slightly. If not, he could have gone even faster.

The rumbling sound was now crystal clear, audible without the need for divine sense.

Ahead, the sky had turned into a kaleidoscope of colors.

The combatants were formidable indeed, but what about that deep demonic aura?

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's mind began to form an idea. However, he needed to confirm before making any judgments.

With only a few miles between them, Lin Xuan subtly extended his divine sense.

A massive black dragon appeared in his sight.

It emitted shocking demonic energy, moving freely as beams of light spewed from its gaping mouth.

Electric sparks danced across its body.

Its strength was formidable; it didn't fall short of Void Demon Sovereign.

Sure enough, he was a demon from beyond the realm. His identity was clear—among the few great leaders, and Lin Xuan had heard his name reverberate like thunder: Dragon King.

Unexpectedly, they met on this narrow path.

But his current situation wasn't clear.

Because he faced another formidable opponent—a venerable old man with a Taoist demeanor.

His appearance suggested an elderly man of about a hundred years, but he was full of vigor.

From the aura he emitted, there was no doubt that he was a true immortal.

The strange object in his hand was a long whip.

With a flick, it cast shadows across half the sky, transforming into endless serpents. Each one's size couldn't compare to Dragon King's, but their sheer number made them formidable. They let out loud hisses and rushed towards him.

Dragon King wasn't weak either. He not only spat more beams of light but also summoned many monsters from the demonic energy surrounding his body.

Trying to outnumber me? Ha, you're a fool. Do you think I won't change?

The two fought fiercely.

Lin Xuan's face was filled with mockery. If these two could annihilate each other, it would be a boon for him.

...

Meanwhile, on another side,

This was a vast wilderness, already desolate, now littered with several corpses—both Daoist apprentices and servants from the Celestial Realm, even a true immortal had fallen here.

Their faces showed disbelief as if they had witnessed something terrifying in their lifetimes.

Nearby, a woman dressed in white hovered. Her silver hair cascaded down, her bare feet wrapped in milky-white mist, making her look like a fairy descending to earth.

Ice Spirit Ancestor!

These Celestial Realm beings had it coming for finding her.

Among the three thousand worlds, many were vast, but at the forefront were the Spirit Realm, Demon Realm, and Netherworld. As the strongest ancient demon, Ice Spirit's strength far exceeded that of ordinary true immortals.

"I will definitely obtain Nine Heaven Silt Soil."

In her hand was a golden object. She muttered to herself, but before she could finish, her brows suddenly arched as if she had discovered something.

Without raising a hand or foot, her entire body flew diagonally away.

It wasn't teleportation, yet it seemed like it, covering thousands of feet in an instant.

Silently, where she stood just now, a sword energy appeared, slicing through space.

"Too close!"

Ice Spirit shivered with cold sweat. This sword looked ordinary but had a return-to-its-primitive effect. If she had been even slightly late...

She didn't dare dwell on it.

"Not bad, not bad. To be able to dodge my sword is fitting for the Nine True Demon Ancestors. Since the demon leader's fall, you should be the strongest here. Ice Spirit Immortal, we haven't met in a long time."

A clear voice entered her ears. Ice Spirit was startled: "Who are you? How do you recognize me?"

"How, Immortal, people forget easily. Have you forgotten your old acquaintance?"

A sneer appeared at the corner of his mouth as divine light flashed, revealing a handsome man before him. He was about thirty years old, dressed in white, exuding an ethereal aura.

"You are!"

Ice Spirit's face showed full alertness, like facing a formidable enemy: "White Sword Immortal! It's you. You chased after Fehua True Man and supposedly died down there. How can you still be alive?"

"Falling? Hmph, that was just a deception. Did you really think all true immortals in the lower realm except for Grandmaster Tianxiang had perished? Great mistake. And do you think Nine Heaven Silt Soil is so easily obtained? Foolish, you have no chance of ascending to immortality..."

"What? The legend of Light Arc Appearing and Celestial Path Revealing isn't true?" Even Ice Spirit Immortal, who was usually astute, was shocked. (To be continued...)
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Ice Soul Ancestor, a master in both martial and scholarly arts.

Not only did he excel in power that overshadowed the Demon Realm, but his wisdom was also awe-inspiring. Apart from coincidental encounters where he had tasted some bitterness under Lin Xuan's hand, his usual expression always conveyed an air of supreme confidence.

However, at this moment, she truly appeared shocked: "Could it be that this legend isn't true and is merely a cunning plot you've devised?"

"Impossible," replied the White Star Sword Immortal. "This legend was personally told to me by King Asura himself. Even if you could deceive me, there's no way she would fall for such a trick."

The White Star Sword Immortal's cold voice echoed in her ears, his tone exuding an air of unmatched triumph.

With a wave of his sleeves, the sound of breaking through space filled the air, though no sword light flickered. Yet, in an instant, the void was inexplicably pierced with countless holes.

"Ice Soul, among the Three Thousand Worlds, your strength might not be number one, but you can certainly rank among the top five. Even ordinary True Immortals cannot match you. Can you withstand this formless sword qi?"

"Formless sword qi?"

Ice Soul immediately sensed a great peril; it was far more than simply making his divine sword invisible.

What people called "formless sword qi" did not involve summoning any flying swords or similar items. Instead, it utilized his formidable strength to directly command the laws of nature and transform them into sword qi.

This formless sword qi moved without trace, leaving no sound behind.

Suddenly, Ice Soul stopped moving, raising her hand as a towering ice mountain sprang up from the ground with a loud crash.

The ice mountain was pierced through, but the coldness eroded its interior, revealing the path of the sword qi which shot towards her head like a fierce wind and sudden rain.

This strike condensed dozens of laws into a single sword qi, its power indescribable.

However, Ice Soul did not dodge; her expression remained calm.

Raising her right hand, her fingers curled gracefully as if plucking a delicate flower, she effortlessly caught the sword qi.

"Hmm..."

The White Star Sword Immortal was visibly startled: "Impossible. You actually managed to catch my strike with your bare hands?"

"Ha, what's impossible? In my domain, I am the master. Since this formless sword qi is a manifestation of laws, how can it not be under my control within my domain?"

Ice Soul's eyes now held a mocking glint.

"What, in my domain, I am the master? When did you set up your domain? Moreover, opening a domain consumes massive amounts of mana every moment. Even Dao An Tianxiang would need to do so, but this seems more like a spirit realm than a true domain. What is this?"

The White Star Sword Immortal looked around in confusion and even began speaking incoherently.

But quickly, his expression turned grave: "Combining the spirit realm with a true domain—truly a genius idea. By leveraging the characteristics of the spirit realm, one can minimize mana consumption. However, there's always a trade-off, so such a domain must have fatal flaws hidden within it. Otherwise, you wouldn't need to spend so much time breaking through my formless sword qi."

"Indeed, no wonder you're a True Immortal. You figured out the flaw in my domain so easily," Ice Soul's cold voice echoed. "But what if I know your domain has weaknesses? Theoretically, one can break it, but practically, only those who can actually do it can succeed."

"And speaking of Tianxiang... that fellow has become a Dao An?"

"Hmph, gloating too early. Don't think you're the only one with techniques; as for Dao An's matters, why should a dying lowly power bother?"

"Going to die? Are you referring to yourself?" Ice Soul retorted.

"You know nothing."

The White Star Sword Immortal was already furious. With another wave of his sleeves, he truly summoned a treasure—a mountain, no, not a real one but countless swords of varying sizes and shapes stacked together into an immense mountain towering thousands of feet high.

Considering the volume, it would take billions of divine swords to form such a structure.

No, billions was a conservative estimate; perhaps tens or even hundreds of billions. In any case, this was a massive number.

Without witnessing it firsthand, one could hardly imagine someone commanding so many divine swords and treasures. Yet, with a loud sound of breaking through space, sharp sword lights surged towards Ice Soul.

This time, it wasn't formless sword qi but an overwhelming display of actual sword lights, not just like a forest of blades but densely packed without gaps, leaving no room for evasion.

The纵横捭阖 refers to a strategy of maneuvering and influencing people or situations through various means, often used in political or business contexts. In a more direct translation, it can be expressed as:纵横捭阖: maneuvering and influence tacticsof the sword lights seemed capable of destroying everything in their path.

Ice Soul's expression changed drastically; even if she was the master of her domain, she understood that absolute power could crush all things.

A domain wasn't invincible—otherwise, two domain masters wouldn’t need to fight each other.

But Ice Soul showed no fear. Swinging her hand, the snowflakes turned into countless ice blades as thin as cicada wings but incredibly hard.

Like a fierce wind and sudden rain, they swept towards the myriad divine swords.

Instantly, clashing sounds filled the air.

Meanwhile, on another side, the Dragon King and his opponent were also determining their victor.

The white-bearded immortal was no slouch in power, yet he fell short of the White Star Sword Immortal's level. The latter had killed a thousand enemies but lost eight hundred as well—his current state. (To be continued...)
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Although he had defeated a formidable opponent, his own situation was far from favorable.

After all, True Immortals weren't easy to deal with. The price he paid for this victory was significant; it wasn’t wrong to say that one thousand enemies were killed but eight hundred of himself were lost.

His body was covered in countless wounds, and his aura had dropped by more than half.

But his eyes still glowed with ferocity. The reputation of the Dragon King of Demons truly lived up to its name.

"Hmph, a True Immortal is not much different."

Dark magical energy seeped from every part of his body as the wounds began to foam and rapidly heal.

But even if he could recover, what difference would it make? The expended mana and lost essence couldn’t be replenished so quickly.

With the treasures plundered from the True Immortal, the Dragon King prepared to leave.

"A friend of mine has a commendable spiritual awareness. You were discovered as soon as this battle ended," Lin Xuan’s light laughter entered his ears. A distant light point appeared and flashed before coming to stand in front of him—this was Lin Xuan himself.

"It's you!"

The Dragon King narrowed his eyes, showing signs of caution.

"Is that so? Do you know me?" Lin Xuan was genuinely surprised.

"Young Lin, I naturally recognize you. But this Dragon King is not as easy to deal with as Void," the Dragon King’s voice boomed, but it couldn’t hide its underlying weakness.

After all, his current state was truly dire.

"I knew you were formidable and thus never said anything about a one-on-one fight." Lin Xuan wore a mischievous smile on his face.

"What? Do you have allies?" The Dragon King was shocked. He looked around but found nothing suspicious, revealing an air of disbelief: "Just posturing. You’re such a fool; do you think this Dragon King is scared?"

"It’s hard to say if I’m scared or not, but do you really think I’d be interested in joking with you here?" Lin Xuan’s voice was calm yet carried a hint of killing intent.

Before the words were fully out, he flicked his sleeve, and a flash of light revealed an Instantaneous Cavern Scroll.

As it unfolded slowly, three graceful girls emerged from within.

Their heights varied, and their appearances differed. But each one was undoubtedly a vision of beauty.

The Dragon King’s expression darkened further.

He had fought many battles as a cultivator and could easily recognize the extraordinary nature of these three women.

Phantom Moon Moths! And they were even at the late Transcendence stage!

It was known that while all things could cultivate, the process for insects to do so was incredibly difficult. Yet their progress, though slow, far exceeded that of ordinary cultivators of the same rank. The tenacity of these Phantom Moon Moths was evident.

The woman beside her emitted pure chaotic demon energy and had a faint trace of true spirit aura.

There were many kinds of true spirits, but few could transform into human form. Thus, her identity was easily guessed.

The girl with an innocent face was the most beautiful among them. Although she was only at late Transcendence stage, her presence felt incredibly formidable.

The Dragon King’s heart sank to the bottom.

Each of these young men and women were formidable opponents. Even if he had been at his full power, it would be difficult for him to escape unscathed; now that his mana was nearly depleted...

He was indeed hollow on the inside. Would he really die here today?

His mind was agitated, but his expression became even more fierce.

After all, begging was useless. Since this battle couldn’t be avoided, he might as well strike first and see if he could secure a chance for survival.

With that thought, he opened his mouth wide, and a black light wave shot out from his blood-red maw.

This attack seemed ordinary at first glance, but the light waves twisted mid-air to transform into inch-long centipedes.

These centipedes had wings on their backs yet emitted both icy and fiery energies. They descended upon Lin Xuan and the three women with a deafening roar.

Midway through their flight, the centipedes opened their mouths, emitting hissing sounds as they shot out ice needles and flames. The Dragon King, though nearly spent, still managed to showcase his prowess.

Lin Xuan sighed; just as he was about to summon his Nine Palace Instantaneous Sword, a light laugh entered his ears as YuanYuan took the lead.

Her figure blurred slightly, and with a thunderous sound, she transformed into her original form—actually, it wasn’t an original form but the body of the Great King of Peacock.

Though smaller than the Kunpeng, her size was comparable to that of a phoenix. A domineering aura emanated from her, exuding supreme dignity.

With a flick of her long feathers, five-colored divine light rolled out, rendering both ice needles and fiery arrows ineffective as they were swept away by the wind.

The flying centipedes also showed signs of fear.

---

Simultaneously, unknown distances away, thunderous sounds echoed. Ice Soul and the White Star Sword Immortal were engaged in battle, their fight intense and inconclusive for now.

Ice Soul’s beautiful face remained expressionless, like a block of ice that had never thawed. The White Star Sword Immortal appeared somewhat agitated; he was one of the few True Immortals who didn’t submit to anyone except the Great Sage. Originally, he had wanted to toy with Ice Soul as if she were a mouse. But fate was against him; in recent years, his strength had progressed, but Ice Soul far surpassed her ancient self, leaving him at a loss.

He was both shocked and angry, even contemplating regretting his actions. However, retreating would be too much of a loss of face. (To be continued...)
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Stuck between a rock and a hard place, Tai Bai Sword Immortal was both surprised and angry!

As time passed, the situation began to turn against him.

Indeed, Bingpo had combined the Spirit Realm with his domain, creating significant vulnerabilities. However, every coin has two sides. By doing so, he would gain countless benefits.

Opening his domain would consume much less mana. Moreover, while aware of the flaws, his opponent concealed them extremely well; he couldn't find any gaps in a short time, making the situation unfavorable for him.

Moreover, like rain on an already leaky roof, another person silently arrived as they fought fiercely.

Tianmo!

No misunderstanding here—his connection to the域外天魔 was not related. Instead, he was one of the Nine True Demons' Primordial Ancestors. However, during ancient battles, he fell in love with a human woman and retreated to the Spirit Realm to hide from the world ever since.

But with the light arc appearing and the path to immortality revealed, he couldn't ignore it. After some thought, he came here to join the fray.

...

Bingpo's situation was not discussed further. Now, let’s talk about Lin Xuan.

Dragon King originally was at his last breath. With many opponents, he finally couldn’t escape and was beheaded by Lin Xuan, with his soul annihilated as well.

"Phew!"

Lin Xuan sighed in relief. Although he knew his ultimate enemy might be a Daoist Sage, it didn't matter to him if he could eliminate the域外天魔 at the same time.

Pheasant’s performance was commendable. As the Bird Primordial Ancestor, she lived up to her name. Lin Xuan gained another powerful ally.

Unfortunately, their enemy was a Daoist Sage.

With this in mind, his mood turned heavy again.

Well, when the car reaches the mountain, there will be a path; when the boat reaches the bridge, it will naturally go straight. Worrying now would be meaningless. With that thought, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves and emitted beams of light to examine the treasures left by the Dragon King.

He was one of the leading figures among the域外天魔, having just killed a True Immortal, so his gains were substantial.

"Hmm, what is this?"

Lin Xuan suddenly shook his sleeve, and a beam of light flickered. A handkerchief-like object flew out from the opponent's storage bag.

This item was very thin and pale green with some golden patterns on its surface. Upon closer inspection, it seemed like a map.

Indeed, it was a map.

After carefully examining it for a moment, Lin Xuan handed it to Yuan Yuan, who stood by, with a thoughtful expression on his face.

Little Butterfly also approached.

"Lord, what do you think this is?"

"I don't know. It looks like a map. At its end, there might be treasures, but it could also be a trap. Who knows?" Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead and pondered aloud.

"What will Lord do then?"

"Nothing else, with no clues, I'll venture into anything."

Lin Xuan's words were firm. This was an inevitable choice. He had no idea when he might encounter the Daoist Sage Tianxiang; since time was limited, every clue mattered.

"Hmm."

The ladies nodded in agreement, understanding that this was a necessary step. They didn’t object as they always stood by their lord.

They then returned to the须臾洞天图, making travel easier and adding an element of surprise.

Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew forward.

After flying for several hours, Lin Xuan finally appeared above a vast basin.

Surrounding him were towering mountains stretching endlessly in all directions. The map indicated this was the end point.

Originally, he planned to search thoroughly, but as soon as his divine sense was released, he had significant gains.

To the west of the basin, there was a rugged valley with over a hundred cultivators gathered.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned serious.

So many cultivators had found clues; the likelihood of this being a trap far outweighed the chance of actual treasures. Should they go or not?

For a moment, Lin Xuan hesitated. Suddenly, his brows twitched as he noticed a streak of light in the distance on the horizon.

It came swiftly and soon arrived here.

The light dimmed to reveal a familiar face.

A handsome young man stood before him.

In his early twenties, dressed in fine robes and jade belt, he was indeed a charming gentleman, a graceful youth.

Tian Xiaojian!

Though they had been apart for a thousand years, they often heard stories about each other. They never felt lonely.

"Big Brother!" Tian Xiaojian saluted Lin Xuan with a radiant smile, as if seeing him brought him immense joy.

"Brother."

Lin Xuan was equally surprised but wary. Seven-colored玄冰火 and even the Broad Cold Immortal couldn’t defeat this young man.

A person changes in three days; one must look at them differently. However, Tian Xiaojian’s performance left Lin Xuan speechless.

Knowing their long-standing enmity, they had met for the first time when both were only at the Foundation Establishment stage and now had reached this level after thousands of years. His rapid progress was unmatched by even the Asura from that era.

But with his access to celestial treasures, why did Tian Xiaojian have such speed?

Uncertain, Lin Xuan became more wary.

Of course, on the surface, he acted as if nothing was amiss, maintaining a brotherly demeanor.

"Big Brother, light arcs appear and paths to immortality are revealed. We're both from the same world and ended up here by chance; we really have good fortune."

"Not so?"

Lin Xuan agreed: "Brother Xiaojian, since we have such good luck, it's only fitting that we achieve immortality together. But our path is fraught with challenges. We must support each other—what do you think, brother?"

"Haha, of course. Big Brother, if we are so lucky, let’s form a golden bond as brothers in law. What do you say?"

"Forming a golden bond? Haven’t we sworn brotherhood before?" Lin Xuan smiled.

"Yes, even if we have, swearing it again won't hurt." Tian Xiaojian's smile was as sly as a fox.

Since Brother Xiaojian seemed so eager, Lin Xuan reluctantly agreed. Their smiles looked like two mischievous brothers... not good guys at all.

Both had their own schemes.

They actually went through with the ritual and swore brotherhood once again, without seeking to be born on the same day.
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"Brother!"  
"Bright Younger Brother!"

The two men posed as deep in brotherly affection, walking hand in hand towards the valley.

"Ah, Brother, how did you find this place?" Tian Xiaojian smiled and turned to ask.

"I happened upon a map," Lin Xuan replied without any concealment.  
It was true that they were scheming against each other, but it mattered what situation they found themselves in!

"And you, Bright Younger Brother?"

"Similar to your case; I stumbled across some clues by chance."

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan nodded, privately assessing the truth of his words as he and Tian Xiaojian landed in a corner that was not particularly noticeable. Nevertheless, several people turned their gazes towards them.

They were scrutinized with expressions devoid of emotion, the terrifying aura emanating from them enough to make even a spirit at the Soul Refinement stage shudder. Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian, however, showed no discomfort, continuing to chat as if nothing was amiss. The others, slightly surprised but unable to gauge their strength, turned away.

With so many powerful figures gathered here, there must be something of great importance.

Though Lin Xuan did not know the specifics, he patiently waited, chatting with Tian Xiaojian while observing his surroundings.

Undoubtedly, those who had arrived were top-tier cultivators. Without action, it was hard to discern their relative strengths.

Over the years, Lin Xuan had faced countless battles and had keen eyesight. He noticed a few noteworthy details.

One person sat atop a large stone about a hundred feet away, his white-bearded face giving him an air of scholarly refinement. He held an old book in his hands, reciting it with enthusiasm.

This man seemed calm and composed, but to Lin Xuan's eye, he appeared far from ordinary.

Not far from this man stood a woman dressed in courtly attire.

She was indeed attractive, with a delicate face and ample figure. However, a glance at her sent shivers down one's spine; instead of hair, she had black centipedes growing on her head, reminiscent of the ancient treasure snake.

The sight was even more terrifying than a head full of snakes.

Noticing his gaze, this woman turned to him with a挑衅 smile in her eyes. Lin Xuan paid no mind and continued to observe other powerful figures around them.

Soon he spotted two more.

One was an emaciated old man whose face could not be seen; he wore a strange mask that prevented Lin Xuan from using his divine vision, as doing so would be blatant provocation. The old man's aura was dry, with no oppressive presence emanating from him; rather, he seemed on the brink of death.

But one should not judge a book by its cover. Despite his appearance, Lin Xuan could sense that this man harbored immense power, enough to instill trepidation.

On the other side stood a bald, barefoot giant leaning against a tree. He wore animal skins and resembled a savage.

His aura was peculiar; it wasn't strong but carried an eerie stench of decay. One might mistake him for a powerful being from the Netherworld, yet he was undoubtedly alive. How could his aura be so similar to that of a zombie?

Could he be from the Heaven Corpse Realm? Lin Xuan remembered seeing something about this in ancient texts, though the details were hazy.

Days passed quietly as more cultivators arrived, eventually totaling over five hundred. Among them were several at the Soul Refinement stage, which was perplexing given their initial entry into the Light Arc and their survival till now. They were merely lucky, but venturing here was sheer madness.

Lin Xuan found this amusing yet did not bother to warn them. Each person had their own choices; these young cultivators who remained despite seeing so many powerful figures must be either resilient or driven by greed.

In any case, they should prepare for the possibility of death if they sought fortune and treasures here.

Yet a few days later, fewer cultivators arrived at this mysterious valley, with none entering on some days. Over these days, no significant changes occurred in the valley.

Lin Xuan and Tian Xiaojian discussed their theories but found no answers. However, from his companion's expression, it seemed he was not hiding anything.

In any case, they would wait and see.

With a calm demeanor, Lin Xuan resumed his meditation. Three more days passed this way.

Suddenly, Lin Xuan opened his eyes.

Tian Xiaojian raised an eyebrow in response, their gazes meeting briefly before turning back to the horizon as more powerful figures began to sense something. Some could not contain their curiosity and stood up, gazing towards the sky.

Soon, two streaks of light appeared from the distance, zipping across at breathtaking speed.

The lights faded, revealing a man and woman.

True Immortals!

Indeed, they were undoubtedly strong beings from the Celestial Realm. The other powerful figures stirred with excitement.

Since entering this mysterious realm, even if they had not directly clashed with True Immortals, they knew of their unfriendly nature. Everyone's expressions turned wary, some faces darkening with unhidden hostility.

Yet Lin Xuan showed a look of confusion.

He looked at the fairy on his left.

This woman appeared to be in her twenties, graceful and beautiful, a true beauty.

But what Lin Xuan noticed was that she seemed familiar.

How could this be?

She was an Immortal; how could she have any connection with him? (To be continued...)
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Nine Heavens Supreme Lady!

One of the strongest True Immortals among them!

What left Lin Xuan even more bewildered was that these pieces of information inexplicably popped into his mind.

Could it be that he really was Hua Yu?

Such an odd scene could only be explained by this identity.

However, to be honest, Lin Xuan was quite repulsed by this identity.

I am who I am. What does Hua Yu have to do with me?

Shaking his head, he dispelled these chaotic thoughts. It’s good fortune or bad; it can’t be avoided. He had to face it sooner or later.

Lin Xuan wasn't a self-deceiving cultivator. Besides, there was more important business at hand before him.

Thus, he quickly gathered his thoughts.

His gaze shifted to another True Immortal.

He looked like an elderly figure from New Year paintings—extremely amiable—but Lin Xuan could sense danger emanating from this man.

The arrival of two True Immortals naturally attracted endless hostility.

However, the elderly figure with a jolly appearance paid no heed. Instead, he bowed repeatedly and smiled: "There's no need for any hostility here. Elder Tianshu has no interest in making enemies with you all. I came here alongside Nine Heavens Supreme Lady to help everyone."

Nine Heavens Supreme Lady!

The mysterious information in his mind was indeed correct.

Lin Xuan’s heart surged, but he maintained a neutral expression, showing no signs of surprise or shock. He focused intently on what the other was saying.

"I know you all came here to find the path to Immortality, but ascending to become an Immortal isn't easy. Since the Star Sea vanished, the only path to Immortality has been sealed off. But don’t worry; becoming a being like me is not impossible. Now there’s an opportunity for you. If you can find Nine Heavens Residual Soil, you will naturally ascend to Immortality."

The elderly figure's voice was filled with allure, and his words caused the crowd to erupt in excitement.

"Nine Heavens Residual Soil? Is it real?"

"What is this supposed to be—a magical treasure?"

"Why would True Immortals who have no ill intentions massacre us, great powers of the lower realms? My friend fell into your hands. Why should I trust you?"

...

Questions and accusations flew in all directions. A powerful figure with a short temper revealed a sinister expression.

Surrounded by green light, he shot towards Elder Tianshu: "Hmph, what does it matter if we're True Immortals? To find out whether his words are true or not is simple. Just extract his soul and essence, and everything will be clear."

Before the words were even finished, he flicked his sleeve, summoning a glowing ball above him.

The light glowed, revealing mountains, rivers, and even a hint of universal laws.

The powerful figures present couldn't help but show shock in their expressions. Whispering among themselves:

"What is this? It has a miniature world's mountains, rivers, and lakes. Could it be that he actually turned an entire world into his treasure?"

The Hundred Refinements mobile game had already launched its Android channel test. For now, only "Zhiwuwan" can download it. You can search for "Zhiwuwan" online, then look up "Hundred Refinements Ascend to Immortality."

"Haha, not exactly, but close enough. This is the Tyrant of Black Flame Realm. They say he stumbled upon a mini interface by chance."

"Mini interface?"

"Yes, it's only ten thousand miles wide and has less than one billion inhabitants. The spiritual energy isn't abundant either. It’s said that the highest cultivation stage for cultivators here is Foundation Establishment."

The universal laws of such a miniature world are naturally simple. After the Tyrant of Black Flame Realm comprehended them, he tamed it and turned the entire interface into his own life-bound treasure.

"Zzzt, the Tyrant of Black Flame Realm truly has good luck. Although it’s only a mini interface, it's still an entire world. Turning the entire interface into a treasure must have been his genius idea. With all the laws of the world at his disposal, how could his strength not skyrocket!" said the inquirer with envy.

"Who can deny that?" The tone of the powerful figure was similar: "The Tyrant of Black Flame Realm was originally the strongest in Black Flame Realm. Now he’s unstoppable. He has subdued several nearby interfaces and become the Overlord of Five Realms."

No wonder, I thought so too. For this grudge, why provoke a True Immortal? The Overlord of Five Realms truly had the confidence.

Indeed, it was hard to predict who would emerge victorious in this battle.

The two continued their discussion as they raised their heads, eager not to miss such an exciting fight.

Lin Xuan’s face also showed interest. Although they were using a transmission technique, Lin Xuan could still hear every word clearly with his divine sense.

However, the next scene left everyone speechless.

Originally, the Tyrant of Black Flame Realm was heading for Elder Tianshu, but he suddenly changed direction and flew towards Nine Heavens Supreme Lady.

"Such a pretty lady. How about becoming my concubine?"

The spectators nearby were all late-stage Golden Transformation figures. They couldn’t help but marvel at his audacity.

Others had been True Immortals, but you hadn't even ascended yet! Even as the Overlord of Five Realms, such arrogance was beyond recklessness.

Such people were truly annoying.

However, it made sense that he could be so arrogant with a mini world as his treasure.

Nine Heavens Supreme Lady’s expression remained calm. Her voice, like pearls falling into a jade plate, reached Lin Xuan: "Fool!"

"What did you say?"

The Tyrant of Black Flame Realm was enraged. For years, he had been used to giving orders and looked down on everyone.

With roars, several spells shot towards the ball above his head. The treasure’s light intensified, revealing clearer mountains, rivers, and lakes, radiating universal laws.

It seemed as if Nine Heavens Supreme Lady would be enveloped by this.

A mini world? It was enough to deal with one person; even a True Immortal couldn't match an entire world in battle.

"Fool!"

Nine Heavens Supreme Lady’s voice echoed again.

She raised her hand, flipping it gently. A golden flame burst from the palm of her jade-like hand.

The flame contained boundless power and was none other than Primordial Chaos Yang Qi, the essence of the universe's creation.

Lin Xuan's eyes widened in excitement. If he could fuse this flame...

The Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire would truly reach its peak.

With that thought, Lin Xuan’s gaze grew even wider as a golden flame flashed. The supposedly miraculous mini-world treasure began to melt away. (To be continued...)
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The tumultuous laws of the cosmos were thrown into chaos.

Such a result left not only the powerful beings from the Black Flame Realm in shock, but also the other cultivators whispering among themselves.

"Did I see it correctly? The old brute's treasure really was forged from a small world. It’s actually so weak that it can't withstand an attack?"

"You ask me, how would I know? But the old brute’s reputation for terrorizing several realms isn’t just empty talk. He has been arrogant for such a long time and no one has subdued him. Don’t you think other fellow cultivators are not fools?"

"Judging by appearance can be misleading; just like how seawater cannot be measured. This Nine Heaven Mystic Lady, who looks frail, is likely the top-tier powerhouse among true immortals!"

"Not wrong!"

"Heh heh, this time the old brute won’t escape unscathed."

...

The commotion filled with malicious joy reached Lin Xuan’s ears. Most of it was about gloating over his defeat.

Sighing, Lin Xuan thought, "Indeed, the Three Thousand Realms are a scattered mess. Can these fellows handle true immortals?"

"Hmph, if they can avoid causing trouble, that would be good enough."

Incompetent in success and capable only in failure, no matter how high their cultivation, they were just a bunch of fools.

The flames unleashed by the Nine Heaven Mystic Lady were truly formidable. In mere moments, half of the treasure from the small world she had refined was already melted away.

The old brute was dumbfounded as his appearance finally became clear.

On second thought, he looked quite decent; not very handsome but rather imposing. He wore a golden robe that was exquisitely luxurious.

"Spit…."

A mouthful of blood spewed out from his mouth. This wasn’t unusual; once the small world he had refined into a life-bound treasure was destroyed, the backlash would naturally injure him severely.

With this outcome, he could only admit defeat.

In just one move, he and the Nine Heaven Mystic Lady had determined their victory or loss. His arrogance now seemed so laughable.

But in the cultivation realm, there were no do-overs.

The Nine Heaven Mystic Lady flipped her hand, revealing a bowl-like treasure in her palm.

Inside was a landscape with mountains, rivers, and lakes. Could it also be a small world refined into a treasure?

All present were dumbfounded as they sensed the profound法则力量 emanating from the jade bowl. It was far more complex than the small world just now.

And it encompassed everything, complete in itself.

No suspense anymore.

Their treasures seemed to be on par.

But their power was incomparable.

Even without the golden flames, the old brute had no chance at all.

A look of despair appeared on his face: "Mistress..."

He wanted to beg but before he could finish speaking, he was enveloped by endless laws and vanished in a puff of smoke.

The cultivators were startled...

They no longer looked down on these two true immortals who had arrived like uninvited guests.

And the old man still smiled as if granting blessings: "Fellow daoists need not be alarmed. We have no ill intentions; we were merely defending ourselves just now. Fellow daoists who came here should each hold a map, which is also a token to find Nine Heaven Xi Rong. Soon, we will open the door of Xi Rong Palace. Whether you can enter and seek your chance at immortality depends on your luck."

"Let me make it clear: this treasure hunt is fraught with danger; any means are allowed. Whether you deceive or kill for the treasure, we won’t interfere. So fellow daoists who wish to enter Xi Rong Palace think carefully. If you perish as a result, no one will pity you. But if you choose to leave now, it’s still not too late."

The old man spoke with an amiable demeanor but the content of his words made everyone look displeased.

Although the cultivation realm was full of bloodshed and strife, few openly encouraged such chaos. Wasn’t this encouraging a free-for-all?

Thoughts raced through the minds of the cultivators, but no one left. After all, they had come so far, and those with such high cultivation were naturally resilient in mind. A few words wouldn’t sway their resolve.

"Who knows if what you say is true or false?"

A sudden voice entered everyone’s ears.

It was the bald, barefoot powerhouse from the Heaven Body Realm.

In Lin Xuan's eyes, he was far more formidable than the old brute.

The latter was merely a foolish and reckless fellow.

"Nine Heaven Xi Rong can grant immortality. Many ancient texts have recorded this. If you don’t believe us, there’s no need to enter!"

"You..."

"Enough. This matter is entirely voluntary; I didn’t force anyone."

Grandfather Heavenly Fortune's face showed a hint of disdain as he waved his sleeves and a black ball flew out.

The ball expanded with the wind until it was ten feet in diameter.

The Nine Heaven Mystic Lady wasn't idle either, performing the same action.

Her ball was white and also grew to ten feet in diameter.

The two balls collided but didn’t explode; instead, they fused into a Tai Chi diagram of black and white.

A radiant glow enveloped them, and thunderous sounds echoed. A crack opened in the void, revealing exquisite pavilions and palaces within.

This wasn't over yet, as a powerful aura spread from inside.

"What is this..."

Despite their varied expressions, all eyes contained joy.

They were all realm-powerhouses; that aura... was undoubtedly a treasure of great significance, far surpassing先天灵宝. Could it be Nine Heaven Xi Rong?

After a while, the rumbling stopped and the light dimmed. A thousand-foot-high giant door appeared in the crack.

The ancient shape slowly opened to both sides.

The powerful aura became clear again but vanished soon after.

"Alright, the door of Xi Rong Palace is open. Fellow daoists may enter or leave as you wish."

Grandfather Heavenly Fortune sat cross-legged right there, seemingly indifferent.

The other great powers looked at each other, indecisive.

After a while, a man in fine robes finally couldn't sit still anymore and revealed a greedy look: "Prosperity lies in danger. Chu Shi, after all this effort to reach this stage, I must get Nine Heaven Xi Rong. Since everyone is retreating, why not let me take the lead?"

Before his words were finished, he was enveloped by purple energy and dashed into the door without hesitation.

With a leader, the other cultivators couldn't bear the wait any longer.

Although they all thought true immortals had ulterior motives, obtaining Nine Heaven Xi Rong to become an immortal was beyond doubt. Missing such an opportunity would mean no chance for regret.

Prosperity lies in danger; this man's words were indeed apt.

Now with no choice, everyone began vying for that chance at immortality.

PS: I recommend a book "Eternal Heavenly Emperor" (Book ID 3441144).

Earthling Chu Hao transcended to another world and was reborn as the only son of a minor noble family.

Just waking up, he found his father dead. His noble title was stripped away, and his势利 fiancée wanted to break their engagement and marry her rival instead. The sole source of income had been seized by his greedy uncle!

Why didn't transcending come with a growth system? Where’s the old man in the ring?

No worries; being the protagonist is the biggest cheat.

Interested daoists can check it out! (To be continued...)
第四千一百三十一章 九天玄女的传书

"Brother, why don't we set off as well?"

"Not bad. With the situation at hand, it wouldn't do to return empty-handed," Lin Xuan smiled and turned his head. "We've finally managed to travel together here. Even if there's a fiery hell ahead, you and I brothers will have to forge ahead with our heads held high."

Before he could finish speaking, Lin Xuan's entire body was enveloped in a faint green glow, and Tian Xiaojian's face also broke into a smile as dark magical energy writhed around his body.

In an instant, they both vanished and entered the giant door.

...

Half an hour passed quickly.

Hundreds of cultivators had arrived here without giving up, knowing full well that their path ahead was fraught with danger but still seeking any chance to ascend to immortality.

As the last cultivator stepped inside, the huge gate slammed shut behind him.

"Such a statement can't be made. After all, the True Scripture of Nine Heavens' Respiration is indeed here."

The ethereal voice of the Heavenly Nine Women sounded in his ears.

"But what if? If they fail to find it, that's one thing; but if they actually discover its whereabouts, their fate might well be worse," said Old Master Tianfu disbelievingly.

"That's true. But where is our Supreme Deity? He needs to oversee the capture of these cultivators from this world."

"Supreme Deity should have returned after refining the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven's Book. Perhaps he was delayed by something, but don't worry; he's invincible and won't encounter any trouble..."

Old Master Tianfu wore a smile.

...

However, there are no absolutes in everything. At this moment, Tian Xiang found himself in a different situation than expected, engaged in a fierce battle.

The Supreme Deity was indeed strong.

But the Elemental God was also an ultimate powerhouse from another dimensional universe. According to logic, they shouldn't have met, yet various coincidences had led them into a life-or-death struggle.

The battle raged on fiercely until both finally unleashed their most potent secret techniques.

Starlight Storm clashed with Elemental Wrath.

Two fundamental laws of the primordial realms, supported by top-tier treasures, collided in a confrontation as sharp as a needle against a grain of wheat.

The scene was indescribable. The vicissitudes of time and space were mere trifles compared to this spectacle.

...

The galaxy shattered, stars fell, and after what seemed like an eternity, the battle finally came to a conclusion.

Tian Xiang emerged victorious in the end.

"Hmph! Elemental God, you're nothing but that. Even if you had the advantage of timing, location, and people, you'd still be my Supreme Deity's defeated foe!"

"But your cultivation methods are truly peculiar. At such a level, you didn't form an essence core or demon nucleus. Don't worry; I can still extract your soul and refine it."

"With mastery over this dimensional universe's laws, not only will my power increase, but I'll also be able to leave this place."

"Hmph! A blessing in disguise. The sneak attack by that so-called True Dragon gave me this opportunity. Afterward, I'll definitely incorporate him into the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven's Book as a token of gratitude."

Tian Xiang muttered to himself with a cruel smile on his face.

...

He left it at that and turned to Lin Xuan. Entering the entrance of the Respiration Palace, the scenery before him was blurry. Once he regained clarity, he found himself in a desert.

Endless yellow sand stretched out as far as the eye could see; even with his divine sense, he couldn't determine its edges.

Tian Xiaojian had vanished without a trace. They had entered together but somehow split up upon entering the palace's gate. Fortunately, Moon and Qinxin were sheltered within the Momentary Cavern Picture, and Lin Xuan felt immense relief that they wouldn't be separated from his beloved wife.

Looking at the desert before him, Lin Xuan's face showed a hint of contemplation.

He flicked his sleeve, and a green jade cylinder flew out.

It was an audio transmission talisman. When entering the giant gate, the Heavenly Nine Women had secretly placed it in his hand using her magic.

What did she hope to achieve by deceiving Old Master Tianfu?

Lin Xuan's eyes flashed but didn't hesitate for long.

He raised his right hand and pointed ahead.

The jade cylinder exploded, and the voice of the Heavenly Nine Women sounded from within: "Seeking Respiration is a plot; do not fall for it. To know more, come to the end of the map and meet me."

As soon as he spoke, the burst of light transformed into a map that clearly marked his location.

"Vren, Moon, what do you think?"

For such an important matter, Lin Xuan couldn't make a decision on his own; he sought the opinions of his two wives.

"This is hard to say. Let Master decide."

Moon shook her head with a playful smile and a thousand charms.

"It's not bad to take a look. Even though we can't defeat that Supreme Deity, this Heavenly Nine Women isn't something to fear either."

"If she has ulterior motives, we can capture her."

In contrast to Moon, Vren was much more resolute; she wouldn't easily back down.

"Alright."

Lin Xuan nodded.

Actually, his thoughts were similar.

With a few words, Lin Xuan's body was enveloped in a green glow as he prepared to fly off. But just then, "Boom!" echoed in his ears, and a black shadow emerged from the ground, slicing toward his waist with incredible speed and precision.

Lin Xuan had no time to dodge; his right hand flashed silver as he punched forward.

Bang!

The deafening sound reverberated through the air, and Lin Xuan stepped back three steps, feeling his arm tingling.

His current physical strength was formidable; even compared to mountain apes with thick hides or same-level demons, it didn't fall short. The enemy's power could only be imagined.

But there was no need for alarm because after this hard-fought battle, Lin Xuan felt a slight discomfort while the opponent suffered far worse—already dead!

It was a creature resembling an octopus, but its body was covered in hard shells that Lin Xuan had punched through.

What kind of monster was this? Lin Xuan didn't recognize it; he couldn't even think about using his divine techniques. But just this strange strength alone could rival the Transcendence Stage.

Lin Xuan wasn't overly concerned, but if he knew such creatures were common and ordinary in the Respiration Palace, how would he feel?

He was fortunate to be in a swamp at that moment; Tian Xiaojian was surrounded by three-headed giant snakes.

Each of these snakes far outmatched the black octopus in strength and excelled in teamwork. (To be continued...)
第四千一百三十二章 高山湖泊

If a regular late-stage渡劫 cultivator were in his place, they would likely have already returned to the underworld. But now, even Broad-Cold Immortal could not match up against Little Sword Xiao Jian, let alone some mere monsters.

He didn't make any extra movements; instead, a layer of colorful crystalline flames enveloped his body. The light columns spat out by those giant snakes were utterly useless. Other divine techniques were like showing off in front of experts—like a stone sinking into the sea, they caused no ripples at all.

Xiao Jian's face was full of mockery as he clasped his hands. The light flames enveloping him bloomed like lotus petals.

The giant snakes had nowhere to hide and were reduced to ashes with their wails and screeches.

Seven-colored玄冰 fire indeed proved formidable.

However, this wasn't the secret technique of the old demon leader; it was a refined version Xiao Jian developed in the mortal world.

Then, he shot off like a streak of lightning towards the distance.

...

At the same time, Broad-Cold Immortal stood before a cliff. Some monster corpses lay at his feet, seemingly scorched by lightning, making their original forms unrecognizable.

...

By a small stream, several silver fish leaped out of the water.

Though no more than a foot long, they exuded an ominous aura, especially the golden-crowned silver fish leading them, which emitted true spirit-like energy.

Their target was a snow-white, breathtakingly beautiful woman—Princess Rain桐.

...

This was a lava lake. Yet, countless animal skeletons floated in it. Suddenly, these bones began to move.

Each bone released法则 power. Their assembled skeleton was different from the others. The whale king found himself in a tough battle.

...

Broad-Cold Immortal's situation wasn't much better; he was enveloped by a cloud of golden and silver insects. All this happened within Sighing Earth Palace, but they didn't enter through that giant gate. Was it just a coincidence or part of some grand conspiracy?

...

Lin Xuan didn’t know, but he received a message from the Nine Heavens Fairy.

Though puzzled and uneasy, Lin Xuan couldn’t ignore it and decided to go see where she was. The truth would come out; whether it was good fortune or misfortune, one could not avoid what was destined.

...

For some reason, Lin Xuan felt a premonition that the Nine Heavens Fairy had no ill intentions.

When he first met her, there was an inexplicable sense of familiarity in his heart. It was similar to spiritual omens, which is why he was willing to take this risk.

The location she had marked on the map wasn’t too far but not too close either. The journey would pass through some rugged mountains.

Between these peaks were scattered lakes and ponds, shrouded in a mystical aura that allowed for some strange plants to grow. Their fruits were delectable, with unique effects.

But one should avoid them at all costs.

For within those lakes lay powerful creatures that even true immortals found troublesome. If one tried to pick the fruit, they would surely anger these beings, making it a losing proposition overall.

You can add "HchY1982" on WeChat to get in touch with me or search for "Bailianchengxianshenghuanyu".

But by avoiding those lakes, all other dangers in the mountains were insignificant.

To be honest, Lin Xuan was skeptical but didn’t easily try. When he passed a lake, he really saw some fruit that made his heart race.

Just as he hesitated whether to pick it, several powerful beings from another world arrived together.

This solved his dilemma; he concealed his breath and watched the show from the side.

The other beings were delighted by the sight of the fruit. But having reached such a high level, they had seen much.

As the saying goes, misfortune often comes with good fortune. Such precious objects must have guardians.

They approached cautiously but still couldn’t escape their fate. As soon as they got close to the fruit, strange creatures flew out from the lake.

These beings were irregular in shape and semi-transparent, resembling jellyfish but incredibly powerful.

No… it wasn't just power; their techniques and mindset were too bizarre!

A single sword strike was ineffective. It seemed he had cut them into two pieces, yet they transformed back into one.

After a while, two or three could merge to form a larger jellyfish. No matter if they were split or merged, their abilities changed drastically—completely different from before!

It left Lin Xuan baffled. Just as he found a way to handle it, the opponent's attacks and defenses completely changed again.

Despite these changes, they remained incredibly powerful. The other beings roared in anger but couldn’t change their fate.

The last one also perished here.

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment before deciding not to intervene.

After observing for some time, he calculated that with Moon’s help and Little Butterfly’s presence, victory was certain. But the delay would come at a cost.

In short, it wasn’t worth it!

The Nine Heavens Fairy's assessment was spot on.

Lin Xuan wasn't an unwise cultivator; he wouldn’t engage in a losing battle. So, he resisted the temptation of the fruit and continued his journey.

There weren’t many lakes along the way, but whenever there were, Lin Xuan chose to detour. As expected, as the Nine Heavens Fairy had said, no major dangers arose, and any minor troubles were easily handled. The journey was unusually smooth.

Next, Lin Xuan arrived at a valley where he saw a waterfall.

It looked like a celestial river hanging in the air, its grandeur breathtaking.

Behind the waterfall was a cave inscribed with "Water Curtain Heavenly Realm".

Suddenly, Lin Xuan felt that this place seemed familiar, as if fragments of memory surfaced deep within his soul. But they were vague and hard to grasp.

Had he been here before?

Was he like Moon, having some illustrious past life?

Despite his reluctance to accept it, too many clues pointed in this direction.

Lin Xuan wasn’t a self-deceiving cultivator; even if he didn't want to face the truth, he couldn’t ignore it.

There were things one couldn’t escape from no matter how much one tried to avoid them.

What was the Nine Heavens Fairy’s true intention for meeting him here?

Before this thought could fully form, a voice that made his soul shudder reached his ears: "My lord, I finally see you again." (To be continued...)
第四千一百三十三章 林轩的前世

"Lord?"

Lin Xuan had come here with various scenarios in mind, considering both friendly and hostile encounters with Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess. However, the title "Lord" was a bit too shocking.

His jaw nearly hit the ground.

That... the one who invited me here seemed to be Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess.

Although he had some scattered memories, overall, there should not have been much interaction between them. This "Lord" title—where did it come from?

Was his hearing playing tricks on him?

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely unpleasant.

Then, a stunning woman emerged from the water curtain cave, entering his line of sight.

Sure enough, it was Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess!

"You..."

Lin Xuan was speechless. Such an unexpected meeting left him at a loss for words.

In contrast, Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess had a delighted expression and moved gracefully towards him with a fragrant breeze.

"Wait!"

Lin Xuan shivered. Although Yuan Yuan and Yue'er were in the Momentary Caverns Scroll, Lin Xuan could feel several murderous gazes fixing on him.

This was too sudden; he did not want to experience the wrath of Lady East Wind again.

Could this be her plot? But Lin Xuan found such an explanation too far-fetched. Regardless, he needed to clarify things first.

"Stop!"

Lin Xuan dodged to avoid a full embrace. If those in the Momentary Caverns Scroll were to go off on a rampage, there would be no turning back.

"Are you Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess? Do we know each other?" Lin Xuan directly got to the point without any pretense.

"But Lord, don't you remember your past life?" Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess's face showed a hint of sadness: "But you should remember your own past self!"

"My past life?"

Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess continued in her melodious voice, concise yet impactful. Each word seemed to thunder into Lin Xuan's mind.

Although he had many guesses and numerous clues pointing towards this conclusion, it still left him stunned.

Am I really the reincarnation of Feathers Transformed?

Some part of him was excited that this meant he did not have to worry about Arhat King's love for Feathers Transformed. But more than anything, he felt utterly bewildered. A mundane person like himself had a connection with the former top-tier immortal.

"Wait, what proof do you have?"

Despite being speechless, Lin Xuan's mind remained clear.

"Proof?" Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess sighed and showed a hint of resentment: "None, but I truly cannot believe Lord has no memory of me. Could it be that you really don't remember me at all?"

Lin Xuan was speechless. He had memories of her, but if she were his wife from past lives... Wait, wasn't Lady Rain桐 saying that Arhat King and Feathers Transformed were deeply in love?

Feathers Transformed's enmity with the entire immortal realm could not have been purely for the sake of the Three Thousand Worlds. Humans had their own desires; fundamentally, the closure of the Immortal Path meant his beloved, Arhat, could no longer ascend to immortality.

Thus, despite the ancient secrets being complex, it all boiled down to Feathers Transformed's passionate outburst for a woman.

If he loved Arhat so deeply, who was this Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess?

This was too strange.

Lin Xuan's expression turned wary as he shared his deductions. In the Momentary Caverns Scroll, Yue'er had already relayed the story to Yuan Yuan through their mental link. It took only a moment for her to understand Rain桐's tale.

Now that she knew she was Arhat King's reincarnation, there was no point in hiding it from Lin Xuan. With matters as they were, keeping secrets would be pointless.

From now on, they should be united against Field Sage Tan Xiang and be open about everything.

On the other side,

Facing Lin Xuan's inquiry, Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess did not falter; instead, she smiled: "So you already know the truth. That’s good. I won’t have to do much explaining."

"Indeed," Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess continued: "You and Arhat King were indeed in love back then, while we..."

"How so?"

"We are just sworn siblings. Your big brother doted on me, but he always treated me like a little girl. He never knew how I felt about you—whether it was pretending to be ignorant or knowing and keeping quiet..."

"Why...?" Lin Xuan was puzzled. He thought she would try to charm him, but instead, she was being so straightforward.

"We were not lovers back then, but when you were harmed by Field Sage Tan Xiang, you had no choice but to reincarnate. Actually, your chances of reincarnation were slim. It was me who sought out the Three Lives Scroll to ensure a smooth rebirth for you..."

"At that time, I was worried but could not accompany you. If I did, Field Sage Tan Xiang would discover your reincarnation. Even if the Immortal Path reversed, he might find a way to harm you. So, I had to send a fragment of my soul with you."

"While this fragment couldn’t carry past memories, I used secret techniques to ensure it connected with you in this life. I never expected that our past lives had a connection despite not being together."

"You mean..." Lin Xuan was speechless. Was there such a thing in the world?

"Ouyang Lianxin is me. The fragment of my soul who is here, I believe Lord should remember."

"Ouyang Lianxin?"

Lin Xuan tasted bitterness as he realized that even Qinxin had connections with his past life.

Although Sound Wave Technique was an immortal realm skill, it seemed that among his wives, Qinxin's cultivation level was the lowest. But her rapid progress despite no major breakthroughs puzzled him. Could this be related?

Back then, Qinxin mysteriously ascended to the Spirit Realm in the Indeterminate River. Lin Xuan had been surprised at the time; now he realized it might have been due to Ouyang Lianxin's fragment of soul.

"Qinxin is my fragment of soul. She is me, and I am her. Hence, calling me Lord is not wrong."

Nine-Nine Celestial Goddess’s words echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. He had no choice but to accept it.

Although the incarnations had vastly different memories and experiences from their original forms, they were fundamentally connected. Thus, Ouyang Lianxin saying she was his wife was not incorrect.

But while he understood this intellectually, he still felt uneasy!

Extremely awkward!

Especially with Yue'er's peacock beside him, making it even more tense.

Fortunately, after hearing the story, the two women did not get angry. Of course, they could not pretend nothing had happened either. So Lin Xuan tried to think of ways to ease the atmosphere. (To be continued...)
第四千一百三十四章 恼羞成怒

“So, that old monster Feathers has truly reincarnated and transformed into such an unremarkable youth. No wonder Grand Daoist hasn’t found any trace despite using secret techniques to search for him over the years; his plain appearance is indeed his greatest asset.”

A cold laugh entered Lin Xuan’s ears as a robed elder suddenly appeared before him, smiling like he was bestowing blessings from heaven. However, that smile was extremely uncomfortable.

Grand Daoist Tianfu!

“Have you been following me?”

The Heavenly Maiden swiftly turned her head, showing signs of great regret on her face.

"Hmph, Grand Daoist Tianxiang truly has no stone unturned. Fairy Ouyang, do you really think you can hide from the heavens? No, this is just a trap to lure out your snake; we knew all along that you would seek out Feathers' reincarnation."

"If it weren't for your still having some value, do you think I would let you enjoy yourself in the Immortal Realm these years? You should have been stripped of your soul and essence long ago..."

"Stripping me of my soul and essence, can you do that?"

“Grand Daoist Tianxiang is indeed as cunning as a fox. But with just your presence, you cannot possibly be so confident. This fairy won’t easily give in; as long as I’m here, you won’t harm even a single hair on my husband.”

The Heavenly Maiden’s firm voice rang out.

"Is that so?"

A sneer appeared on Grand Daoist Tianfu's face as he reached into his waistband and produced an exquisite jade box. He opened it to reveal a lifelike statue.

It was about an inch tall, resembling the Heavenly Maiden in appearance and physique, almost down to the last detail.

"What is this..."

The Heavenly Maiden recognized it but her expression changed instantly.

"You... how did you get my Soul Lock?"

"Hmph, I’ve always said that Grand Daoist has no stone unturned. You are one of the strongest true immortals. If he entrusted me with such an important task, wouldn’t he have prepared a few backup plans?”

"Look here, fairy; your soul is now sealed, and you can't even use any of your powers. Even as the Heavenly Maiden, you’re no different from a mere mortal. You’ve made such grave mistakes that you should have perished long ago. But heaven has mercy on those with good looks like you. Your downfall would be too tragic. If you eliminate this boy and marry me, I’ll intercede for you with Grand Daoist Tianxiang."

Grand Daoist Tianfu’s face was flushed as he spoke shamelessly.

“Pah!”

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh at the audacity of it all. The Heavenly Maiden was even more enraged: "My husband is here; how dare you speak such nonsense! A toad dreaming of eating a swan, you’ll get what’s coming to you."

"Fine, fine. I had good intentions, and you’re cursing me like this? Since you insist on living recklessly, watch as I strip his soul!"

Grand Daoist Tianfu was furious, but his face turned red with humiliation. He snarled: "Dare you speak so boldly, little fellow? You were no match for Feathers back then, but now what are you? Just a late-stagetranscend the tribulation existence. You dare to be so arrogant in front of an old man like me; you’re asking for it."

"Didn’t you hear? The Heavenly Maiden’s soul is sealed. She can do nothing for you now. What else do you have to rely on?"

“Reliance, help?” Lin Xuan sneered: "I don't know if Feathers was my predecessor, and I don’t care about any grudges or wrongs; that’s all history. I don’t want to delve into the past, but anyone who tries to provoke me will regret it, no matter what true immortal or Grand Daoist they are."

"Young man, you’re impudent! What arrogance!"

Grand Daoist Tianfu was furious, shaking his large sleeves, which produced a clear ringing sound. Two black hooks flew out from his sleeves, each as dark as ink.

Each hook was less than a foot long but emitted flickering black light, with several grotesque faces emerging and opening their mouths to chant obscure incantations. These strange treasures seemed almost alive.

"Drop!" With a loud shout, the black hooks instantly grew ten times larger, swirling black mist falling straight down at Lin Xuan.

Though it looked ordinary, this attack carried an unsettling malevolence.

Black mists emitted from both hooks, with thunderous sounds and faint purple lightning visible within.

The power was astonishing; it rivaled a heavenly tribulation.

Lin Xuan’s face showed no fear as he formed a fist in his right hand. A massive fist appeared above him, emitting flickering light, with dozens of different patterns layered on its surface.

Yet, there wasn’t the slightest hint of destruction; it had reached the pinnacle of simplicity and purity.

The dazzling fist shot up into the sky, colliding with the heavenly fire and earth lightning formed by the hooks.

Boom!

A deafening explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. Black mist and golden light intertwined before both vanished simultaneously.

The black hook flew back, its light dimming significantly.

But just a moment later, it suddenly returned, black mists surging, transforming into chilling rays of light with fierce eyes glowing like those of two dragons.

It was a Nianjiao!

One of the fiercest creatures among the dragons, over ten meters long, rushing towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s brows furrowed. Without further thought, he opened his mouth and expelled a ball of green mist.

Inside this mist was a shimmering bracelet.

No... it wasn’t a bracelet; the Phoenix’s shadow emerged from within, igniting a sea of flames that quickly devoured both Nianjiaos.

Screams filled Lin Xuan's ears as the Nianjiao were torn to pieces. But the matter didn't end there. The dimming hook soon regained its vitality, transforming into two massive mountains and crashing down on Lin Xuan. (To be continued...)
第四千一百三十五章 无尽法宝

Lin Xuan's face showed a trace of impatience. Was this ever going to end?

As the mountain flew towards him, Lin Xuan didn't dodge or summon any treasures. Instead, he raised his right hand and a colorful flame appeared in his palm.

The flame arced gracefully and landed before the two mountains.

It transformed into flames towering hundreds of feet high.

Instantly, it enveloped the peaks.

A blue light flickered, even freezing the void.

Despite their grandeur, the mountain peaks turned to ice sculptures.

"Break!"

Lin Xuan pointed his finger. The mountain shattered instantly, turning to nothingness. This finally destroyed the opponent's treasure.

"As a True Immortal, you shouldn't have only this much skill! Your flashy tricks are no longer needed here," Lin Xuan said with a hint of mockery on his lips. "If you truly have confidence, just use your true abilities. What do you say?"

"You brat, you're too arrogant!"

Tianfu the Elder was furious. He hated Feiyu so much that it had become part of him. Back then, he couldn't defeat the opponent, but now they dared to treat him this way? He simply couldn’t tolerate it.

He raised his hand and effortlessly pulled off a storage pouch from his waist.

Lin Xuan couldn't help but show surprise on his face.

Then, he spread both hands wide, casting countless magical seals with his fingers.

"Fall!"

With a loud shout, the storage pouch split into three, then nine, and in moments, hundreds of them appeared.

Light burst forth as the mouths of the pouches turned downward, revealing treasures: swords, spears, halberds, and all manner of weapons...

No... there were far more than that.

There were seventy-two divine swords alone, each with a different shape and color.

Lin Xuan had seen many things in his travels, but this still left him slightly awestruck. These treasures weren't just numerous; they were powerful, all being Spirit Treasure-grade items, with some even from Immortal palaces.

They say that ants can bite an elephant to death, but before him stood a pack of vicious wolves.

Indeed, he was a True Immortal and it was impossible for any late-stage cultivator to wield so many treasures.

Lin Xuan showed a trace of caution on his face but wasn't truly afraid. His Nine Palaces Instant Sword wasn't ordinary; it could also produce countless sword lights.

With this in mind, Lin Xuan waved his sleeves, producing dozens of silver flying swords from the folds. They formed sword lights a foot long and circled around him.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand and lightly pointed at the air.

All the sword lights flickered with intense light, transforming into three, then nine, creating hundreds of identical sword lights that danced through space.

"Shadow Sword Technique." Hmph, do you think this little trick can defeat me?

Tianfu the Elder was momentarily stunned before he sneered. He spread his hands and recited obscure incantations. As he moved, the treasures hummed as they transformed into all sorts of bizarre demons and monsters, leaping towards Lin Xuan.

"Trivial tricks!"

Lin Xuan's face darkened but showed no signs of panic. A mental command sent out, and the sword lights danced through space to meet those monsters.

Clanging sounds filled his ears. The monsters were originally treasures transformed into physical forms, so their bodies were incredibly hard. However, Lin Xuan’s Nine Palaces Instant Sword was even sharper. After a few collisions, they disintegrated into pieces.

But just as the heads and bodies separated, another burst of light appeared, and new monsters materialized.

Lin Xuan couldn't help showing signs of impatience. Just like Wu Gou, he had to use Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire to destroy it.

However, with so many treasures before him, Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire might not work as well.

Lin Xuan had seen cultivators with immortal bodies, but the ability for treasures to regenerate was rare.

Just when he was hesitating, a light cry echoed: "My lord, this isn’t a competition. How about I help you?"

Before his words were finished, an exquisite woman appeared, her face as cold as frost. With a gentle wave of her hand, five-coloredsunset glowlight rolled out.

It was the secret technique of the Great King Peacock.

As for Tianfu the Elder, Yuan’s sudden appearance surprised him. This Lin boy had allies?

But he wasn’t alarmed; with another person, what could it matter? He was confident in his abilities.

He reached up and touched his head, revealing a flash of red light as a cloud ofsunset glowlight materialized behind him, transforming into an odd creature that was neither lion nor tiger, but like a dragon or crocodile.

Its appearance was bizarre yet formidable.

Lin Xuan didn’t know what this form was, but he instinctively felt its immense power and hesitated to underestimate it. He summoned the Nine Heavens Divine Net, swinging his eighteen arms to produce golden lights that transformed into various treasures. Tianfu the Elder’s magical creatures also weren’t weak; scales split open on his body, revealing countless eyes.

Each eye was about the size of a copper bell, emitting red beams as thick as an arm, surrounded by electric arcs.

Rumbling sounds filled the air. Don't underestimate these beams; each represented a different kind of law.

The Nine Heavens Divine Net’s power was formidable and struggled to keep up.

But with this opening, Peacock naturally didn’t miss the chance. Five-colored divine light rolled out like a tidal wave, engulfing the sky ahead.

Both the Nine Palaces Instant Sword and the magical creatures were caught in its grasp.

Lin Xuan wasn't hurried; Yuan wouldn’t harm him. But Tianfu the Elder couldn’t ignore this. A spell was cast, causing the magical creatures to scatter, trying to break through the five-coloredsunset glowlight.

But it was useless; they were all repelled back upon contact.

The five-colored divine light was a core secret technique of the Great King Peacock, naturally mysterious and powerful.

"This..."

Tianfu the Elder’s pupils constricted. This result was far from what he expected.

Before he could react, another warning appeared behind him. His hair stood on end as he shot off to one side without further thought.

Almost too late, a bright blade sliced through his back, narrowly missing and splitting him in two. (To be continued...)
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"Phew, that was close!"

Tianfu Senior Immortal's back was drenched in cold sweat as he turned his head to see a breathtaking young woman standing gracefully before him, hovering about a hundred feet behind.

"You... are Axiu Luo?"

Tianfu Senior Immortal first looked taken aback. Then his anger turned into joy as he gazed at Yue'er with greedy eyes.

The former Axiu Luo King not only had formidable strength and unmatched beauty; he was also the most beautiful woman in all three thousand worlds.

"Haha, heaven is indeed kind to me! I managed to capture both Huayu and the Axiu Luo King alive. The Great Sage must surely reward me generously," Tianfu Senior Immortal said with a grin.

"Your dreams are as empty as smoke!" Lin Xuan's face was dark with anger. Without hesitation, he raised his right hand and snapped it towards the void. The "swoosh-swoosh" of the air cutting through echoed in his ears as Nine Palaces Musty Sword Technique reappeared beside him.

Their treasures had been enclosed by Peacock's Five-Color Divine Light just moments ago. But only Tianfu Senior Immortal was truly trapped. Despite being separated from his wife for a millennium, Lin Xuan and his spouse were still attuned to each other when it came to combat.

"Fall!"

With a mighty shout, the brilliant sword light thinned out.

Transforming the sword into threads—this was the secret technique of Fairy Hundred Flowers. But in Lin Xuan's hands, it had surpassed its predecessor by leaps and bounds.

Originally with over one hundred threads, the fine threads now multiplied in number, resembling silken rain or a drizzling downpour, rushing towards their opponent.

His methods did not stop there. As he released the sword threads, Phantom Celestial Fire was also summoned by Lin Xuan, turning day into night. The void around him was melted away.

Like a meteorite falling to earth with long trails of flame, it crashed towards Tianfu Senior Immortal.

Beside them, Yue'er was enraged as well.

She raised her jade hand and threw the curved blade above her head.

Then she lifted both hands high, fingers dancing with incredible agility. Fine threads of light danced between her fingertips.

As she moved, a buzzing sound filled the air. The curved blade transformed back into aMystic Yin Treasure Box (Profound Yin Treasure Box).

Seven-colored spiritual rays flowed across its surface before it morphed into an elegant folding fan.

The fan was adorned with intricate patterns depicting mountains, rivers, and lakes. But what caught everyone's attention was a well in the center.

Beside the well, a ghoul howled loudly.

This ghoul had two heads: one with a green face and sharp teeth, terrifying to behold; the other with delicate eyebrows and phoenix eyes, resembling a beautiful woman.

Holding this treasure, Yue'er's aura surged wildly. Originally at mid-transcendence stage, she now broke through her bottleneck and advanced directly to late-transcendence stage—clearly surpassing even ordinary late-transcendence cultivators.

"This..."

Tianfu Senior Immortal saw clearly and immediately put on a serious expression. The woman before him was undoubtedly the reincarnation of Axiu Luo. Although she couldn't match his strength, her lineage and techniques were undoubtedly inherited from her.

He knew well how profound Axiu Luo Technique was; he could not afford to be careless.

With a graceful wave of her jade hand, Yue'er sent the fan down.

Sand and stones flew everywhere... No, it wasn't just the sky that darkened. The surroundings changed as well.
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The air was filled with a ghastly aura, and in an instant, they seemed to have entered the Netherworld.

A rugged mountain appeared before them. Behind the uneven rocks, white bones could be faintly seen.

Ghost flames drifted around.

Suddenly, cracks appeared on the rocks, and green-faced ghouls emerged one by one.

Each of these ghouls had reached the transcendence stage. As they moved, a faint blood glow appeared on their bodies, and their fingers turned into sharp blades. They also spat out ghastly green flames from their mouths.

This was not yet over. Behind the mountain, in the void, another river appeared.

The water was black, seemingly flowing but dead still.

The legendary River Styx.

Bubbles rose from the bottom of the water.

Then, on the surface, some white bones assembled themselves into a skeletal figure, each emitting an aura akin to transcendence stage cultivators. They moved towards their opponents with nearby zombies.

"This... is the Spirit Realm!"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he recognized the Spirit Realm. But this one created by Yue'er was far more powerful than any he had seen before.

Controlling so many transcendence-stage ghosts and monsters, it rivaled a domain in power.

Axiu Luo King truly was formidable; Lin Xuan couldn't imagine how much stronger the Great Sage could be.

Tianfu Senior Immortal's face turned grim. He hadn't taken Lin Xuan and Yue'er seriously before, but now he realized his mistake. One wrong move and everything would be lost.

He felt that this domain was hard to deal with, but he wouldn't give up easily. A determined look flashed across his face as he waved his sleeves. Instantly, a golden light shot out.

The golden light grew rapidly after leaving his body, quickly transforming into a golden dragon over ten feet long in the sky.

"Ahhh!"

It raised its head and let out a roar that shook heaven and earth.

Then it swung its tail; its massive body vanished from sight.

No, it didn't vanish. Instead, it transformed into countless dragons.

Golden dragons appeared in the sky, resembling the first one but with dimmer spiritual light. Each dragon released a pressure at transcendence stage.

Truly a powerful True Immortal.

In an instant, the ghosts and monsters fought against the golden dragons.

The entire void trembled as dragon roars and ghost cries intertwined. The battle was intense, but it would take time to determine the victor.

But this was just Yue'er's attack. The fine rain of Nine Palaces Musty Sword Technique also enveloped him. Tianfu Senior Immortal didn't dare be careless; he threw his bright red robe into the sky. The golden "Fu" character fell from the robe, flickering and transforming into golden vortexes.

Each vortex was a dozen feet in diameter, emitting countless golden blade threads that turned into fine threads as well.

In the void, golden threads and silver lines intertwined, colliding to create ripples.

Was the danger over?

No!

Suddenly, Phantom Celestial Fire appeared above him with long trails of flame. It emitted an awe-inspiringlaw or rule (law) and crashed down...
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### Ambush!

Or rather, Mo'er's attack had already captured his full attention. In any case, the appearance of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire was extremely sudden.

Master Tians福's face indeed showed a trace of unease. Without further thought, he suddenly raised one hand and pulled out a steel whip from his sleeve, slamming it down towards his head.

As he moved, waves crashed into his ears.

Auras of divine energy swirled, and a great river appeared above his head.

Water to counter fire!

But this power was far more complex than imagined.

The river kept compressing until the entire stream was condensed into a water ball about a foot in diameter.

Purified water essence filled it, along with磅礴的仙力.

A thunderous sound echoed through his ears as it collided with Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire.

Water and fire, elements that should not coexist, were now fiercely battling each other, consuming each other...

Master Tians福 was drenched in sweat!

Although he managed to block Lin Xuan and Mo'er's attacks, it was at great cost. The two of them were now essentially competing for magical power.

Lin Xuan didn't need to be said; his magical essence was far richer than that of any same-level cultivator.

As for Mo'er, she appeared to have reached the middle stage of Tribulation, but Apsara Art's subtlety allowed her to summon demons and ghosts from the Spirit Realm and the Mystic Yin Treasure Box. Although it seemed extravagant, in reality, very little magical power was consumed.

Thus, she could endure for a long time.

From any angle, Master Tians福 was at a disadvantage.

And just as his luck turned bad, Lin Xuan wasn't alone. Peacock was eyeing them from the side.

Taking advantage of this momentary opening, it made sense to strike without hesitation.

A jade hand raised, and a massive shadow appeared before her.

Her entire body was encased in five-colored glass, towering like a mountain, with an imposing demeanor. It was none other than Great King Peacock.

Yuan Yuan also condensed into a physical form.

This manifestation had substance; as she flapped her wings, five-colored divine light turned into arrows that shot over.

But this wasn't the end.

In the next moment, a sharp sound of breaking air reached his ears. A pair of green claws tore through the void and appeared above Master Tians福's head.

They fiercely struck down!

Master Tians福 was in a panic as green light flickered around him, transforming into a massive shield that enveloped him completely.

Instantly, countless arrows rained down on it.

The shield trembled but managed to block this wave of attacks.

But Master Tians福's expression turned grim. Sweat dripped from his forehead as he struck the surface of the shield with a palm, injecting magical power.

A thunderous sound echoed in his ears as the green claws collided with the shield.

This impact was much more powerful than the arrows.

Master Tians福 felt a sweet taste in his throat and spat out a blood arrow.

Facing three opponents, he was truly at his limit.

A trace of regret flashed across his face. He had been too careless and overconfident.

But now, it was too late to change course.

Lin Xuan's lips curled into a sneer; he still had plenty of energy left.

How terrible! Was he really going to perish here?

Master Tians福 thought with reluctance as he pondered his escape. As a True Immortal, although he lacked the combat experience of powerful beings from the lower realms, he still had several hidden tricks up his sleeve.

But each of these would come at a great cost—truly killing one thousand while losing eight hundred.

While it might seem not worth it, he was unwilling to use any of them. Now there was no choice...

What could be more important than his life?

He resolved to fight on.

"Little fellow, you forced my hand."

Master Tians福 gritted his teeth as a sinister look replaced the smile on his face. He raised his hand.

"Swoosh!" sounds filled his ears as several black divine swords appeared.

These swords were no longer than half a foot and emitted an eerie aura but seemed not particularly powerful.

But Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose; he had a bad feeling, or perhaps a premonition.

Then "pfft" sounded in his ears. The black swords didn't attack their target but instead were thrust into his own body.

Evil energy surged!

"What...?"

Lin Xuan and the others gaped, their bad feelings intensifying from before.

"Not good, my dear husband, quickly stop him! He's about to use Reverse Spirit Mystic Yin Art, which can boost his power to that of a False Daoist through the consumption of primordial force."

"False Daoist?" Lin Xuan's expression changed. "That means he won't be as powerful as Immortal Huayu from long ago, but close enough."

"Yes, so... my dear husband, you mustn't let him succeed," Nine Heavens Fairy's face was filled with anxiety. However, her yin essence was restrained, and she couldn't unleash any magical power, no matter how much she wished to.

"I understand."

Lin Xuan struggled to drive his magical power, wanting to summon another treasure, but at this moment, something unexpected happened.

"Who dares!"

Master Tians福 roared as he turned around. A tall girl appeared behind him, holding a dagger-like object and thrusting it down!

It was Mooyue Butterfly!

She wasn't just skilled in illusion; her innate power allowed for concealment. But facing a True Immortal, approaching quietly was too difficult.

That's why Lin Xuan, Mo'er, and Peacock were attacking.

In reality, they weren't trying to defeat him but rather draw his attention away.

The more real their attacks appeared, the less he could focus elsewhere.

A clever strategy of feigning a direct attack while setting up an indirect one. They merely pretended to attack; Little Butterfly was responsible for the actual strike.

Sure enough, she got close.

Success seemed within reach...

But in this moment, Master Tians福 discovered her.

Just one step away from success, Lin Xuan's composure nearly vanished as his heart raced.

"Little girl, Mooyue Butterfly, do you really think you can harm an Immortal with your abilities?"

Master Tians福's face was full of a sinister smile. Although he hadn't fully reached the level of False Daoist, he wasn't afraid of a late-stage Tribulation cultivator like Mooyue Butterfly.

He raised his right hand to grab her.

Their plan was good, but at the last moment, they were discovered. They couldn't succeed now.

"Little Butterfly, danger!"

Lin Xuan wanted to intervene but was too far away.

But Little Butterfly's face showed a strange emotion—neither fear nor terror. Her eyes suddenly sparkled with profundity...

A trace of法则之力.

Almost imperceptible yet incredibly powerful! (To be continued...)
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The Elder Tianfu's form suddenly halted.

His current strength was close to that of a False Path Sage, yet he could not move an inch. It wasn't because something bound him; rather, time seemed to have stopped in this moment, freezing all actions.

This had nothing to do with his power or lack thereof—it was the most wondrous law of time itself.

They say one rules their domain as they wish, able to change its rules at will. But there is one rule that remains unshakable: even the mightiest domains cannot defy it—time.

Time may seem insignificant on the surface, but it can turn a beauty into an old woman in an instant, killing without leaving a trace.

Even the strongest of beings would become mere shadows if they lost their lifespan. Time could also bind actions; once stopped, no spell or artifact could make any difference.

This was Elder Tianfu's predicament now. He couldn't even twitch his little finger despite having no visible constraints. His eyes filled with shock as he realized this tiny Moonlight Moth had mastered the power of time—how was that possible?

But facts were facts; questioning them served no purpose. He struggled desperately to break free, but it was like trying to shake a tree with an ant… or rather, there was no point at all.

Facing the law of time, even the deepest powers and most wondrous techniques held no sway.

One force breaks myriad laws!

Only similar secrets could counteract the power of time. Elder Tianfu's strength was formidable, but he had no recourse against this particular rule. Unable to move, he was helpless.

Little Butterfly’s eyes gleamed as her right hand shot out, pressing towards his chest with a gentle yet unyielding touch. Despite his inability to move, Elder Tianfu could only watch helplessly as the palm struck him.

There was no visible light or pain, but fear etched across his face.

His once youthful appearance had aged dramatically in an instant. Lines spread like spider webs over his face, and his hair turned dry and brittle. He visibly aged before their eyes.

Time Poison!

Little Butterfly had inherited this ancient technique from the Jade Net Bee, perfecting it to surpass its former power.

Elder Tianfu's rapid aging was a fact. Soon, he transformed from an ethereal figure into a withering old man, barely able to move. How could he fight in such a state?

Though his ambush had been foiled, Little Butterfly’s ultimate goal succeeded. Lin Xuan and the others merely drew his attention; it was Little Butterfly who delivered the killing blow. Now, Elder Tianfu lay on the verge of death, like a fish on a chopping board.

His face showed utter panic as Lin Xuan did not miss this opportunity. With a shared glance with Yue'er and Yuan Yuan, they intensified their attacks.

Seize his weakness!

They attacked without mercy.

"No…"

Elder Tianfu screamed in agony, but his strength was spent. The trio’s assault overwhelmed him; both body and soul disintegrated into cosmic dust.

Phew!

Lin Xuan heaved a sigh of relief. This battle, combining strategy and force, had been executed flawlessly.

But the opponent's strength was formidable. Tianfu had gone through so much trouble just to deal with it. How would Tianxiang fare?

Speaking of whom, Lin Xuan turned his head to see the joyous expression on the Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden’s face. With Elder Tianfu dead, her essence could be released from its bindings, and she rushed towards him.

The air was perfumed… but Lin Xuan, despite having a beautiful woman at his side, shrank back in fear of the Lioness's roar.

He quickly retreated to one side.

Meanwhile, on another front, the other powerful figure in the Celestial Realm, Tai Bai Sword Sage, fared no better. He had challenged Ice Soul, now the top power in the Ancient Demonic World.

After a fierce battle, they were evenly matched, with Ice Soul slightly ahead. Tai Bai’s regret was palpable as he considered retreating. However, it was too late… an unexpected guest arrived—Tian Devil, one of the Nine True Demon Ancestors.

Though their enmity stemmed from emotions, Tian Devil still resided in the Spirit Realm. In such a situation, who would be aided was clear.

While Tian Devil’s strength fell short of Ice Soul's, it surpassed that of the former Treasure Snake. With two against one, Tai Bai faced only tragedy.

He tried to escape but failed. His body disintegrated into pieces, and his soul was captured by Ice Soul, leading to a straightforward mind probing.

"Ah, so this is how it is."

Ice Soul’s eyes narrowed with a hint of a smile on her beautiful face.

"Did you have a significant收获?"

"Yes," she nodded: "The Nine Heavens Respite was merely bait."

"Bait… does that mean it's a trap?"

"It is a trap, but the possibility of ascending to immortality through this object is real. That damned Tianxiang is truly ruthless; this stratagem is both a cunning plot and a fair game once discovered. Knowing the poison, one can only bite down helplessly."

Ice Soul sighed, her eyes gleaming with determination.

"Oh, if that's the case, what do you plan to do?"

"Simple enough—adapt as circumstances dictate. He has his strategies, but I have mine. Tianxiang is formidable, but this opportunity for immortality will not be wasted. We'll see where this leads."

"Shall we travel together then?"

"Traveling together?"

"Yes," Tian Devil's face showed a deep expression: "After so many years, Tianxiang’s strength must have grown immensely. Alone, one cannot match him. However, if we unite, there might be a chance to fight back."
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"Joint effort?"

Ice Spirit's face showed a sneer: "Just relying on those fools from the Three Thousand Worlds, do you really think they can put aside their grudges and work together to fight a common enemy? It's impossible."

"To get the great powers of the Three Thousand Worlds to join forces is naturally an unachievable task. Actually, we don't need so many people to deal with Tian Xiang; some of them claim to be world-strongers, but in our eyes, they are just filling up the ranks. As long as a few top-tier great powers can reach an agreement, it's enough," said Demon Sovereign.

"This proposal sounds good, but putting it into action is incredibly difficult."

"Still, we should try; after all, there's always a chance no matter how hard it is."

Hoping so!

The two did not say much more. They emitted a great deal of demonic light and transformed into streaks of lightning to fly forward.

...

At an unknown distance away from here, in another dimension,

Elemental God had already fallen, while Tian Xiang was deeply engrossed in comprehending the laws of this universe.

Although he was the Dao Ancestor with immense power, the process was not easy. The laws of two dimensions were entirely different and rarely offered any借鉴s. It would take a lot of time to comprehend them.

Unfortunately, Tian Xiang urgently needed more time. Light arcs appeared, revealing the path to immortality, even though he had already set up numerous plots and schemes, who knew if they would go wrong? Not only that, but among the Three Thousand Worlds' great powers, there were a few troublesome individuals like Huayu and Asura.

If something unexpected happened, it wouldn't be impossible for him to handle it.

Therefore, Tian Xiang was anxious yet had no solution. Through soul searching techniques, he gained many insights from Elemental God, significantly advancing his progress. However, this was still far from enough.

"Ah, if there were a few more gods, that would be great."

Tian Xiang sighed in his heart. Just as the thought crossed his mind, he suddenly raised his head. He had sensed several powerful beings just now.

Though not at the level of Elemental God, they far surpassed those guardian angels.

Was this really such a coincidence?

Just when he was about to fall asleep, someone had thrown him a pillow.

...

The joy was overwhelming.

He couldn't miss out on such good fortune.

His body emitted a bright green light as he flew out with great delight.

Not far from here, indeed, several powerful beings were approaching.

Three men and two women!

Their appearances varied greatly. They weren’t all human cultivators.

There were two gods of humanity, one male and one female.

The man had an attractive appearance; his golden hair shone like the sun.

His physique was perfectly proportioned with well-defined muscles that still exuded grace. He held a long spear, resembling a knight's lance but more exquisite, imbued with mysterious power.

War God!

As for the woman beside him, her fiery red hair glowed with radiant light, resembling flames burning fiercely. Her handsome features made her look like a beautiful and spirited warrior.

Flame Goddess.

The remaining three were gods of other races.

Among them, the Elf God was the most beautiful, with pointed ears and a large silver bow that nearly matched her height as she walked, almost dancing.

The other two seemed more rough.

One had a tiger head and human body, the Beast God. The other was a dwarf.

Elemental God was the strongest in this dimension, but these guys were also primordial gods. At their level, spiritual awareness was incredibly profound.

When Elemental God fell, they sensed it too, but thought it impossible. They hesitated to act alone and thus came together as a group.

"Are you sure, Ares? The Elemental God really did fall? He's the strongest among us; he has comprehended all the laws of this dimension, making him invincible."

The Flame Goddess's voice carried doubt.

"I don't know, but I can’t sense his presence these days," said War God emotionlessly, yet with a hint of sanctity.

...

"Why ask me? Don't you have similar感应s?"

The other gods remained silent. If they hadn't sensed the same thing, why would they come here?

Elemental God's power was well-known; it was hard for any god to believe that anyone could defeat him in this dimension.

"Could it be a powerful being from another dimension who coincidentally arrived here?" proposed the Elf Goddess.

Before she finished speaking, a boisterous laughter echoed: "Exactly. You actually guessed my origin, which is quite insightful. Here's a deal—hand over your understanding of this dimension’s laws, and I'll let you go."

...

On the other side,

The天赋Ancestor had fallen, and Lin Xuan was out of danger.

However, even greater peril soon enveloped him. Not because of any strong enemy but due to Nine Heavens Fairy.

This woman turned out to be Qinxin's true form.

Relying on this, she claimed to be Lin Xuan’s wife... well, from a logical standpoint, it was correct, but for two strangers who had never met, it seemed too strange.

Fortunately, Yue'er and Yuanyuan were still watching intently. Lin Xuan felt as if walking on thin ice. Who said the joys of having a wife are easy to enjoy? He knew all too well how terrifying the River East Lioness's roar could be.

Lin Xuan grumbled in his heart but was relieved when Nine Heavens Fairy immediately alleviated his predicament:

"My lord, you must be cautious. Tian Xiang is cunning and deceitful; he has already reached the Dao Ancestor level. The Nine Heavens Xi Ru was originally a trap set by him."

"Trap? You mean... they deliberately created confusion or laid a trap?"

Lin Xuan's face showed curiosity.

Yue'er and Yuanyuan turned their heads as well, though slightly annoyed at being jealous. They knew the importance of the situation and how to prioritize it.

"Their trap," sighed Nine Heavens Fairy: "Nine Heavens Xi Ru can indeed elevate beings from the lower realms to immortals, but there are monsters guarding it. If someone finds this treasure by chance, they might die even faster."

"Monsters? Can you describe them more specifically, fairy?"

"Fairy, why so formal?" Nine Heavens Fairy was displeased but continued: "I don't know what the specific monster is, but I do know that it’s much more terrifying than ordinary true immortals. Even Ancestor Tianfu and Sword Immortal Taibai combined wouldn’t be able to defeat it."
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Nine Heavenly Goddess's face was filled with a serious expression. Although she didn't know the exact details, this conversation wasn't without purpose.

When Feiyu fell, she had been preparing for today’s events back then.

She remained calm on the surface but secretly observed Tian Xiang's actions and decisions.

Indeed, his movements were subtle, but she managed to catch a glimpse of his intentions.

Unfortunately, it couldn’t be too specific. However, Nine Heavenly Loam was definitely like a bait; that much was certain.

Arcs of light appeared, revealing the path to immortality!

While obtaining this treasure could lead one to ascend and become an immortal, Tian Xiang had buried significant dangers along the way.

What a cunning fellow! He might be very devious, but he could also be considered a master strategist who left no stone unturned.

Now, what should I do next?

Lin Xuan pondered in his heart. After a moment, he raised his head: "Tian Xiang, where is that guy now?"

"I don't know."

"Ah." Nine Heavenly Goddess's face showed a hint of shyness: "Logically speaking, he should have arrived here as well. But there’s no news at all; I wonder if something went wrong. However, as the Daoist Ancestor, how could he possibly encounter any danger?"

"That might not be certain."

Lin Xuan listened but didn't agree with a dismissive expression on his face. The cultivation world was full of surprises, and even the strongest Daoist Ancestor couldn’t guarantee everything would go according to plan.

"I hope so." Nine Heavenly Goddess sighed, her face showing a hint of shyness: "My lord, what are your plans now?"

"Well..."

Lin Xuan rubbed his forehead with his hand, showing some contemplation on his face.

By common sense, the Blue Star Sea was crucial for repairing the immortal spirit channel. Now that it was in his hands, he could say he was already invincible from a certain angle. But Tian Xiang wouldn't let him go easily.

Even if he ascended to the Immortal Realm, he would still be pursued by him.

A Daoist Ancestor was an almost invincible figure according to legends.

How could he possibly have any grudge with such an existence?

Was he really Feiyu reincarnated?

And now, he had an extra wife inexplicably.

Despite Lin Xuan's extremely strong psychological resilience, his current mood was a chaotic mess filled with disappointment. He hesitated on some decisions.

But just having the Blue Star Sea wasn't enough.

To challenge a Daoist Ancestor, Moer must first be restored to Asura, and his own strength needed to be significantly enhanced from its current level.

The journey ahead would be full of hardships, but time was running out. Although Tian Xiang had temporarily disappeared, who knew when he might return here?

He must prepare as soon as possible.

Nine Heavenly Loam was a must-get.

Not only because Nine Heavenly Loam involved the secrets of ascension, but also because it was an extraordinary treasure with other uses that could greatly enhance his strength in a short period.

Don't ask why Lin Xuan knew this.

Because at this moment, he had some mysterious memory fragments surfacing in his mind.

That wasn’t his own; they were likely memories from his past life.

Perhaps, he really was Feiyu.

Lin Xuan muttered to himself.

But regardless, he no longer had time to dwell on such matters.

I am who I am!

Why think about so much?

In short, if the enemy doesn't attack first, don’t initiate an assault. Since Tian Xiang didn’t want him to be spared, even as a Daoist Ancestor, Lin Xuan wouldn’t easily give up.

Perhaps this was the most perilous moment on his path to cultivation.

But he would fight with all his might.

With that thought, a determined look appeared on his face, indicating he had made his decision: "Let's go! Nine Heavenly Loam will be mine."

He turned to ask: "Do you know where this treasure is, Fairy?"

"Of course I do."

Although she found Lin Xuan’s formal address somewhat off-putting and a bit resentful, there was nothing she could do. Such matters couldn’t be rushed.

Step by step, they would get closer.

Since her avatar had such a deep connection with him, it wouldn't make sense for them to have no further connection in this life.

Persistence pays off; persistence pays off.

With that thought, Nine Heavenly Goddess became calm and composed.

"Oh. Please teach me."

Lin Xuan bowed deeply, his expression extremely sincere.

"Of course not,"

Nine Heavenly Goddess's laughter was very pleasant. Once she understood this point, she no longer dwelled on the trivialities of their address.

She waved her right hand, and a green jade pupil flew out, blank at first.

With her divine sense infused into it, a map quickly appeared.

Lin Xuan took the map and nodded after checking it. Then he retrieved an Jade Pupil Scroll from his storage bag, stamping hundreds of copies on it.

"Go!"

He waved his sleeves, enveloped by spiritual light, like falling snowflakes, these jade pupil scrolls flew in different directions.

"My lord, why are you doing this?"

Nine Heavenly Goddess's expression was shocked.

"Nine Heavenly Loam is a good treasure. Why should I keep such a precious item to myself? Since we have intelligence, of course, we should share it with fellow Daoists from the Three Thousand Worlds."

"But..."

Nine Heavenly Goddess was anxious, still showing disbelief on her face.

However, Yuan and Moer understood Lin Xuan's intentions.

"Are you planning to use those people as scouts?" Moer asked.

"Yes." Lin Xuan nodded: "The strength of True Immortals varies greatly. But regardless, they are not ordinary great beings. We顶级存在 might not fear them, but facing a Daoist Ancestor, we would be at a disadvantage."

"Back then, Asura encountered this point and reversed the immortal spirit channel to wait another five million years. This way, after休养生息and growing stronger, the great powers of the Three Thousand Worlds could have a chance to compete with those in the Immortal Realm."

"This idea is good, but Moer's past overlooked one detail: humans are selfish. The more people there are, the easier it is for grudges and conflicts to arise. How can great beings from the Three Thousand Worlds be united? They wouldn't even cooperate..."

"Like now..."

Lin Xuan sighed: "Since these guys don’t cherish their opportunities well and we can’t rely on them, let's use this situation to our advantage by sending them as scouts to find Nine Heavenly Loam."

"But what if someone coincidentally gets lucky and actually finds it?" Little Butterfly asked, puzzled.

"There’s no such thing." Lin Xuan’s expression showed he didn't believe it: "Nine Heavenly Loam is guarded by extremely powerful monsters. Although their strength doesn’t match a Daoist Ancestor, they are far stronger than the top True Immortals. The great powers of the Three Thousand Worlds have unique abilities and spells, but if someone could easily get this treasure, Tian Xiang wouldn't be much better than a sack of wine."

"While that’s true, throwing out these treasure maps so carelessly, others won’t hesitate to doubt it. How can they fall for such tricks easily?" Little Butterfly's sweet voice echoed in his ears.
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This was a fair point. After all, discarded treasure maps could easily raise suspicion.

However, Lin Xuan's face showed a dismissive attitude: "Even if they are suspicious, what of it? Humans have curiosity, and with such generous rewards, people will take risks even if they know the map is questionable. They would still venture out in the dark."

"Ah..."

Little Butterfly was speechless, pondering this situation herself. If she were in their shoes, she too would be tempted.

What Lin Xuan had done wasn't a cunning plot but a straightforward strategy, leveraging circumstances to his advantage. Even if these strong figures from the Three Thousand Worlds knew there were pitfalls ahead, they would still plunge forward.

This was a bold move indeed.

Nine Heavens Goddess heard this clearly and her eyes sparkled with interest. The former Feathered Feather Immortal was generous and honest, but lacked some cunning. Otherwise, he wouldn't be in his current predicament. At that time, Tianxiang wasn't as straightforward as Feathered Feather, yet he was crafty like a fox, which allowed him to rise to become the Daoist Ancestor.

In truth, even if it weren't for the Asura, Feathered Feather would have eventually fallen victim to Tianxiang's machinations due to their differing opinions. Destiny is determined by one's character. Feathered Feather's straightforward nature had destined his tragic end. In this life, he was reborn with a completely different personality—either coincidentally or for other reasons.

Perceiving the subtle signs, this strategy was ingeniously executed. Even the former Feathered Feather would have struggled to come up with such a plan if he thought about it.

Or perhaps... he wouldn't even consider it because he found it beneath him.

Sending others to scout ahead was an unavoidable choice but not entirely honorable.

"My lord, your method is good, but what if someone like Master Nael Dragon or Fairy Yutong finds the treasure map?"

Moon's voice came through with a hint of concern.

"Don't worry. We've already set up our communication methods. The secret techniques I applied to this map will ensure that if my brother retrieves it, he'll understand its true nature and won't fall for any tricks," Lin Xuan said with a smile.

He needed scouts but wouldn't betray his allies.

"That's good."

Moon patted her chest in relief. She truly feared the young master might make a mistake, causing damage to the great cultivators of the Spirit Realm.

...

Lin Xuan had devised his plan, but could everything go as he wished?

No one knew for sure; there were always unforeseen circumstances, especially in the cultivation world.

For instance, Tianxiang had faced no obstacles while refining the Ten Thousand Volumes Scroll. Yet, he ended up being thrown into another dimension.

Now that the Elemental God was gone, other gods had arrived en masse. Not only did Tianxiang not fear this, but he was overjoyed.

By extracting their souls and spirits, he could gain a deeper understanding of the universe's laws faster, allowing him to return to his own dimension.

It seemed fate was on his side. Just as if he wanted to sleep, someone had handed him a pillow.

But was everything really that simple?

These gods wouldn't surrender easily. While the Elemental God was their strongest, there was no dominance; with more numbers, the outcome remained uncertain.

They would have to fight to know.

This uncertainty gave Lin Xuan much time.

If Tianxiang returned here, he surely wouldn't allow him to set things up calmly. Even if his previous life had been Feathered Feather, his fate would be tragic.

But this time, there was no chance of rebirth.

However, with the added time, Lin Xuan still had a chance to turn the tide.

Of course, he didn't know all the details, but he knew two crucial things he needed to do. First, find Ice Soul and retrieve the makeup box. With all seven treasures of the Asura gathered, Moon could regain her former Asura King's power. Even if she wasn't as strong as now, she should be able to stand a fight against Tianxiang.

Secondly, obtain Nine Heavens Respite Soil. Although its exact use was unknown, his memory fragments told him it was important.

Finding Ice Soul would be challenging, but with the treasure map scattered about, whoever found it would likely investigate regardless of their doubts.

Thus, by waiting for them, he could solve both problems at once—a two-for-one strategy.

Lin Xuan was far more clever than Nine Heavens Goddess imagined.

"Let's go. Although many great cultivators will help me test the waters, I need to see how things unfold with my own eyes. We shouldn't waste time and head for Illusory Sea Desert."

Lin Xuan's calm voice echoed in their ears.

"Agreed."

The girls had no objections, but how to proceed was a problem. Lin Xuan preferred caution; given the circumstances, fewer people were better. So, returning to the Momentary Heavenly Cavern Map would be ideal.

Originally, this wasn't an issue, but with Nine Heavens Goddess added, Lin Xuan couldn't pretend he wasn't worried or had no qualms. What if the girls fought...

Fortunately, these concerns were unnecessary. Moon was a model girl unlike her Asura past. Peacock might be troublesome, but she understood the bigger picture. And as for Nine Heavens Goddess, who hadn't been acknowledged by Lin Xuan, she wouldn't provoke trouble.

Thus, despite some minor setbacks, they maintained a delicate balance.

The girls returned to the Momentary Heavenly Cavern Map, and Lin Xuan flew towards his destination, surrounded by green light.

Although it was called a desert, the terrain varied with hills, slopes, rivers, and small lakes, dotted with oases.

...

Lin Xuan had arrived at his destination. How did the treasure map he scattered look?

On a hillside, a monstrous scorpion-like creature's head had just been severed. Beside it stood a cold-faced cultivator in black robes.

Suddenly, a streak of light descended from the sky. The black-robed cultivator caught it with a hand and examined the jade pupil scroll in his palm before releasing his divine sense.

"Illusory Sea Desert, heh, do I really think I'll fall for this? But checking out is harmless."
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第四千一百四十二章 神秘绿洲

Meanwhile, the same scene was unfolding in various parts of this interface.

This was a desolate mountain where the aura of spiritual energy was exceptionally abundant. An alien with wings sprouted from its back had just found a treasure here when a streak of light descended from the horizon.

Despite feeling puzzled, it still took the item without hesitation.

"Treasure map?"

The map even indicated the location of Nine Heavens Respiration Soil in detail.

Wasn't this like finding gold in a field?

The face of that powerful alien showed hesitance. After lingering for a moment, it transformed into a faint green glow and flew towards the location marked on the map.

Better to risk making a mistake than miss an opportunity!

Lin Xuan was well aware how humans would act—full of greed and recklessness.

...

A small river, no more than several dozen feet wide. Yet, two groups of cultivators were facing each other across it. From their attire, they seemed to be from the same interface. However, instead of cooperating like in the Spirit Realm, they immediately started fighting upon meeting.

Even if there was enmity between different interfaces, within a single one, there were too many hidden agendas. It would be sheer folly to think that cooperation was possible.

Both sides had already revealed their treasures. Under the influence of their life force, the spiritual energy from heaven and earth transformed into fierce gales!

The battle was about to erupt at any moment. Just then, a treasure map fell from above.

News spread like wildfire: Nine Heavens Respiration Soil could be found in the Illusory Sea Desert.

All for profit!

Even these top-tier cultivators couldn't resist.

With this ambiguous treasure map, both sides became awkward.

"Old Devil Jia, do we still need to decide who's better here?"

"How about that Old Devil Li? You're planning to go to the Illusory Sea Desert. Haha, such a low-level trick, are you going to fall for it too?" said a cultivator with a sinister expression.

"Hmph, what choice I make has nothing to do with you. Even if I want to jump into a trap, don't you dare comment on me," retorted an old man in red robes. His hair and beard were also red, making him look like a blazing fire. This nickname was fitting indeed.

"You..."

Jia Old Devil was enraged but hesitated before calling his companions: "Let's go. We shouldn't waste time with this madman."

...

Whether the treasure map was real or fake, the battle had been effectively defused.

The outcome for both sides was clear.

...

Would everyone fall for it?

The answer was no. Out of a thousand people, there were many different types. Most couldn't resist the temptation to become immortal.

Despite the low-level trap, they still needed to check out what was offered.

But among the thousands of world's top-tier cultivators, more than ten thousand had arrived here, and some didn't take the treasure map seriously at all.

They ignored it!

Or after careful consideration, they made a wise choice. Strictly speaking, such people were quite numerous.

It mattered not to Lin Xuan. He never expected to manipulate every single person. He just hoped that some would act as scouts for him, and his goal was achieved.

Lin Xuan felt satisfied.

What Lin Xuan didn't know was that he had inadvertently helped others in the process.

For instance, Xiao Jian.

Another True Immortal had fallen at his hands.

Tian Xiao Jian's current strength was truly impressive. He acted ruthlessly, not only destroying the opponent's body but also their soul and essence.

After drawing out the soul and refining it, he found the treasure map right above him, lying on the ground by his feet.

He picked it up and released his divine sense. A smile appeared on his handsome face: "Diverting the flood eastward or throwing a stone to ask the way—regardless of the other person's intentions, this has endless benefits for me."

Xiao Jian instantly understood Lin Xuan's purpose.

With a surge of demonic energy, he flew towards the Illusory Sea Desert as well.

Meanwhile, Fairy Rain桐, Bingpo, Neilong True Man, and King Whale also found the jade eye.

...

The situation was tense. Many top-tier cultivators gathered in the Illusory Sea Desert, including some True Immortals' schemes.

Who would end up with Nine Heavens Respiration Soil?

Lin Xuan, as the instigator, should have been the first to reach the destination.

But he deliberately slowed down his pace.

...

It took Lin Xuan three days to arrive at the location marked on the map. There was a vast plain or rather a basin, its surface sunken inwards.

"Is this it?"

Lin Xuan's expression turned uncertain but quickly cleared as he exhaled and silver light shone from his pupils.

He activated Heavenly Phoenix Divine Vision. Under this power, something unusual could indeed be seen.

With a wave of his sleeves, Illusory Heaven Fire appeared, rapidly growing in size until it resembled the size of a pavilion.

Lin Xuan's expression remained unchanged as he gently shook his hand. The Illusory Heaven Fire, trailing long flames, fell like a meteor and crashed into the basin.

A loud explosion echoed. The scene before him blurred.

The basin vanished, replaced by a vast oasis. A fragrant aura of immortal energy greeted him, making one feel refreshed just from breathing it in.

Lin Xuan took deep breaths as his body shone with brilliance and flew inside.

However, an unbelievable scene unfolded: within seconds, the view became hazy again. The oasis disappeared, replaced by the sunken basin. It seemed nothing had happened.

This didn't matter to Lin Xuan as he was already inside. Soon, a rumbling sound reached his ears.

The primordial energy of heaven and earth became chaotic.

Lin Xuan's expression turned surprised. He had scattered the treasure map to lure others into making mistakes for him. But he hadn't expected such an incident so soon after entering.

Regardless, this couldn't be missed.

Silently, Lin Xuan flew past.

Soon, he arrived at another basin.

However, what met his eyes left Lin Xuan shocked. He had found himself in a real basin again, not just an illusion.

What truly surprised him was the scene unfolding on the ground of this basin.
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The rocks pierced the sky, and法宝s flew about. The area of this basin was vast beyond measure.

At its center stood a grand palace.

Terraces, pavilions, artificial hills, waterfalls—varieties were abundant.

In front of the palace lay an enormous square made of white jade.

Around the edges of the square were several huge copper columns, each over a hundred feet thick. Carved onto them were images of strange beasts: some with monstrous horns, others with double heads and four legs; all in all, their appearances were bizarre to the extreme.

These carvings seemed almost alive, as if they were tigers and dragons poised to leap from the columns.

A sense of power was inexplicably evoked by them.

In the middle of the square stood a huge incense burner.

This incense burner was so large that it could rival a small mountain peak in size. Its surface was carved with birds, beasts, insects, and fish, as well as some ancient texts, but no one recognized their meaning.

Jing Luo Jade Talisman!

The carvings on the incense burner were identical to those on Jing Luo Jade Talisman.

Lin Xuan's heart stirred.

He raised his head again. At this moment, more than a hundred cultivators had gathered around the square.

Though the number was not large, each of them was a powerhouse from another world.

A group of over a hundred people already constituted a formidable force to be reckoned with.

Of course, everyone here had ulterior motives.

But at this moment, these powerful beings from other worlds were facing the same predicament.

They were all blocked by this small square.

Apart from the array and incense burner, countless stone monsters covered the ground.

These stone monsters came in various shapes and sizes; some resembled humans, but most were monstrous creatures like wolves, tigers, and leopards—hard to describe with words.

But they shared one common trait: they were all ferocious and had considerable strength.

Some were at the level of Spirit Transformation or even Transcending Tribulation.

They were viciously attacking the cultivators now.

One-on-one, there was no suspense. These stone monsters, though formidable, could not match a powerhouse from another world.

But two characteristics made them troublesome: their sheer numbers and their ability to resurrect.

A spell cast, stones flew everywhere, and dozens of stone monsters turned into dust.

The power of a powerhouse from another world truly left one speechless.

Yet, the next moment, spiritual light flickered, and those stone monsters that had been reduced to dust suddenly revived fully healed right where they stood.

This was perplexing.

Even an invincible body would not be so formidable.

"This is an array!"

Among these many powerful beings, some were experts in array techniques. However, only this much could be discerned; no one knew how to break it.

Because the array had not been deliberately set up by a person but... was naturally formed, like a work of divine craftsmanship.

Not just arrays, but whether the palace, pavilions, terraces, copper columns, and that huge incense burner were man-made or natural wonders—no one could be sure.

This sounded outrageous, but things in the cultivation world were always bizarre.

Lin Xuan had experienced many twists and turns on his path to cultivation. But this scene left him awestruck.

It was hard to say; human plans often fell short of divine arrangements.

He casually threw away a treasure map, hoping to gauge interest from powerful beings. Instead, so many of them had shown up, only to be trapped here.

This outcome made Lin Xuan laugh and sigh.

His face showed a hint of helplessness as he did not immediately reveal himself but found a secluded corner instead. He would observe the situation before deciding what to do.

Lin Xuan's arrival went unnoticed by most people. After all, those who had picked up treasure maps came from different places and at different times; they were continuously arriving here.

His face was ordinary enough that no one paid him any attention.

He quietly took out the Momentary Heaven Cave Map and used his divine sense to communicate with the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady inside.

"Sir, what’s going on in front of us? Do you know where the Nine Heavens Silt is located?" Lin Xuan's voice carried a hint of urgency. The scene before him was vastly different from his original plan.

"I'm sorry my lord, I don't know either. Although I keep an eye on Tianxiang’s movements, some details are too subtle to uncover," the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady replied with a tone of regret.

"Oh!"

Lin Xuan sighed; it seemed he would have to rely on himself.

At this moment, a thunderous shout echoed: "What a bunch of废物! So many people can't even handle such a minor array. You dare call yourselves powerhouses from another world? It's laughable."

Before the words were fully spoken, a fierce gale howled out, and clouds swirled in the sky, making one feel breathless.

Then, a dazzling electric arc appeared.

It was entirely purple, with miniature Taiji symbols swirling around it.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted; he felt as if an extremely powerful being had entered his territory. This person was undoubtedly a peak powerhouse, far beyond ordinary powerhouses.

The figure inside the electric arc was moving so fast that even Lin Xuan's divine sense struggled to catch up. In a blink of an eye, he arrived at the edge of the square from the horizon.

Such speed was truly shocking; it seemed as if spatial laws were embedded in his normal flight.

Now, more than two hundred cultivators had gathered on the square, but their presence overshadowed others, with many widening their eyes and some even showing signs of fear.

"Is it煞冥Old Ancestor? This old monster, how did he end up here?"

"Indeed, it must be him. The guy who dared challenge the Arrogant King in ancient times—aren't they saying that he went mad a million years ago but hasn’t died yet?"

Before his words were fully spoken, this person felt a surge of煞气directed at them. Startled, without further thought, he flicked his sleeves and summoned two treasures.

One was a shield the size of a palm with an ancient tortoise carved on it; it quickly grew larger to protect him.

The other was a flying fork that emitted cold light, with spiritual patterns swirling around it, transforming into a winged snake that charged against the煞气.

Moreover, figures appeared behind him as well. There were five in total, all resembling golden-armored warriors. With a flash of spiritual light, they stood before him.

Though this person was somewhat talkative, his strength was formidable. It wasn't surprising; those who could reach here couldn’t be fools.

He had not used his full power to deal with the stone monsters earlier but now, sensing great danger, unleashed his hidden techniques without hesitation. (To be continued...)
第四千一百四十四章 捷足先登

The astute know when to adapt, and his response was indeed swift.

His move was commendable, showcasing the prowess of a realm powerhouse.

Though the 3000 worlds each had their strengths and weaknesses, how could a top-tier powerhouse in a major realm be anything but formidable?

A master's hand reveals all. Moreover, his move balanced three parts attack with seven parts defense, neither overly aggressive nor too cautious.

His defenses were tight, showing no flaw from head to toe.

He aimed for no success; he just wanted to avoid failure!

Lin Xuan hid in the shadows, nodding approvingly. If placed in such a situation, facing a far more powerful opponent, his response would be equally justified.

Clearly, this individual had rich experience in combat.

Logically, he could have defused the danger and adhered to conventional wisdom.

The next moment brought a shocking scene as a blood-curdling scream echoed amidst hundreds of realm powerhouses.

Despite his excellent handling, Sha Ming Laozu, once a formidable figure who dared challenge the Arrogant Deva King, had grown even more inscrutable over the years.

Your well-balanced response means nothing to him; he simply crushed it with overwhelming divine might.

With a wave of his sleeves, shocking煞气啸出.

Instantly, they condensed into a monstrous form.

With a dragon's body but a golden yue true toad's head, endless malevolence emanated.

Its gaping maw devoured the two treasures he had released.

No… not just the treasures.

Even the golden Dharmic figure could not escape; it swallowed them whole as well.

Everyone was stunned!

What kind of monster is this? It doesn't need to be so thorough, right?

The matter wasn't over. Two beams shot from its eyes.

One pierced through the mouth of the talkative powerhouse.

The other struck his dantian.

His life essence failed to escape; his body shattered.

A powerful realm powerhouse fell in an instant.

The entire process was as brutal as crushing an ant.

Everyone was shocked. Sha Ming Laozu had indeed long been a fearsome figure, but this level of ruthlessness was unexpected.

So formidable, almost on par with the Arrogant Deva from years ago.

Silent as death, that guy's downfall came from his momentary indiscretion.

A lesson learned, the other realm powerhouses were all stunned and dared not speak further.

Sha Ming Laozu ignored them, his face filled with arrogance.

Surrounded by阴煞之气, he flew straight to the center of the square.

His brazen behavior made him a prime target for the stone monsters. Though their displayed strength was astonishing, they knew no fear.

They surged forward en masse.

"Get out of my way!"

Sha Ming Laozu roared, his hands dancing as visible ripples of energy spread from his body.

In an instant, it covered hundreds of square feet.

All within this range turned to dust—whether they were at the fringes or near the threshold.

Suddenly, a large clearing appeared around him.

Sha Ming Laozu's aura flared as he approached the incense burner.

"Haha, I presume this is where we find Nine Heavens Silt."

His sinister laughter echoed. A bolt of electricity shot from his sleeve and hit the giant incense burner.

Boom!

A massive light column rose from it, a hundred feet thick.

The door slowly opened as he stepped inside.

Everyone watched clearly; their faces showed greed. Clearly, Nine Heavens Silt was within.

How could they miss?

As the door closed, the excitement didn't wane. They raced forward with incredible speed.

Lightning flashed as the battle intensity increased tenfold.

Earlier, the old monsters had held back. Now that Sha Ming Laozu had taken the lead, there was no time for hesitation.

Each one exerted all their strength, causing thunderous sounds.

Soon, several more approached the incense burner and began attacking.

The door was closed; they needed to open it themselves.

Lightning flashed as they cast spells.

After half a cup of tea, the door reappeared.

Wait, why is this door black? Dark energy surged from it.

Lin Xuan sensed something amiss from afar. Most of the present cultivators were in a frenzy over the treasures.

By now, thousands of interdimensional powerhouses had arrived at the square.

In other words, nearly half of those who entered the light arc had come here.

Boom!

With a loud noise, countless light orbs erupted from the door.

The situation was dire.

But all present were realm powerhouses; they remained calm and moved aside.

The orbs varied in size and color.

Suddenly, tearing sounds echoed as they transformed into something akin to portals.

What is this?

Everyone was stunned, sensing an ominous premonition.

But who had time to dodge now? The situation demanded action.

In the next moment, their fears were realized as the portals activated, monsters emerging one by one.

Nine Heavens Phoenix!

A black phoenix appeared, black flames engulfing its path.

Two realm powerhouses screamed as they were injured but not killed.

This… was just the beginning.

Then a black dragon appeared in the sky… no, it wasn't a dragon; it was a true dragon with golden scales turned black.

Next came nine-headed birds, golden sunbirds, azure phoenixes, and great eagles.

Unlike ordinary true spirits, they were either entirely black or exuded malevolence.

Their power was undeniable.

Their identities were clear.

"True spirits, dark true spirits!"

"Oh my, what kind of monsters are there?"

Cries of terror echoed as dark true spirits shocked Lin Xuan.

Though he had only been cultivating for less than ten thousand years, his extensive reading and strong memory included knowledge of these dark true spirits. (To be continued…)
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Lin Xuan was left speechless as he watched the unfolding scene. What would be the outcome? Should he intervene or stay hidden? The power displayed by the Black Abyss Ancestor was truly formidable, and although the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady had powerful guardians, Lin Xuan couldn't help feeling a bit uneasy.

After all, it wasn’t wise to take any chances. If that old ancestor managed to obtain the treasure, his plan would be in jeopardy.

With this thought, Lin Xuan made up his mind. Despite the countless Dark True Souls present, he was confident that with his strength, he could forcefully pass through them.

Just as he prepared to break through the crowd, another astonishing scene unfolded before him. A streak of black light emerged from afar, zipping towards their location at incredible speed.

Normally, Lin Xuan wouldn’t have paid much attention to the constant arrival of powerful figures, but this black light gave him an inexplicable sense of familiarity… or rather, it was more like a different kind of feeling. He couldn't quite put his finger on it.

Instinctively, he turned around and saw a black-robed maiden enveloped in that streak of light.

Her face was hidden behind a veil, making her appearance unclear, but the sheer beauty of her figure left an indelible impression.

It could have been coincidence, or perhaps she sensed something as well. She too turned to look at him.

Their eyes met, and Lin Xuan felt an inexplicable sense of familiarity. However, he was certain that they had never met before. And this feeling wasn’t from his past life either.

What on earth was happening?

Lin Xuan frowned in concentration but didn't have to think long as the answer soon revealed itself.

Despite her initial shock, she didn’t pause and immediately dove into the square.

Upon entering, she encountered two monstrous creatures—no Dark True Souls, but ancient beasts. They were clearly the kings of their kind, with power nearly on par with those Dark True Souls.

One resembled a dragon, while the other was an enormous centipede magnified a thousandfold.

They attacked from both sides!

The monsters worked in perfect coordination, and several interdimensional experts had fallen to them earlier. However, this time, the black-robed maiden didn’t dodge.

Auras of dark magic emanated from her body.

Exterior Realm Demons!

Lin Xuan’s expression changed dramatically.

But a more shocking scene followed.

Facing the two monsters, she waved her hand, and nine gleaming black swords appeared, their beauty surpassing even the stars in the sky. They were so thin they seemed almost transparent.

"Fall!"

With a light command from her lips, those nine swords transformed into countless fine threads of rain, turning defense into offense and enveloping both monsters.

"This is... Nine Palaces Instantly!"

Lin Xuan’s voice was barely more than a whisper.

Despite the deep-seated dark magic, it shared the same essence as his immortal sword.

No… not just the treasure. Her method of exerting power was also familiar to him, even more refined and mature. The cultivation technique she used was unmistakable.

Moonlit Heaven Witch Art!

Lin Xuan couldn’t mistake it; this was his own innate art.

Could this maiden be…

Lin Xuan wasn’t a fool. Such a scene made the other’s identity obvious—only the Heavenly Witch Immortal could fit such a description.

This legendary powerhouse of the Moonlit Clan passed down the Moonlit Heaven Witch Art.

Her extraordinary talent and brilliance surpassed even Li Yutong and Ice Soul, differing from Arhats only by a hair.

But she wasn’t supposed to have perished. How was that possible?

Then Lin Xuan recalled what Snow Spirit had told him long ago due to the Blue Star Sea incident. The Moonlit Clan suffered a calamity, attracting the attention of powerful beings across three thousand worlds who attacked and destroyed them.

However, it was all part of an Exterior Realm Demon’s plot, with the Blue Star Sea also falling into their hands.

The Heavenly Witch Immortal used her unparalleled power to fight against overwhelming odds but managed to break through the siege at last. She didn’t perish.

After recovering from her injuries, she charged headlong into the Exteriour Demon Realm with a determination to die.

Since then, no one had seen her again.

That was why everyone believed she had perished.

Now it seemed that all those rumors were false. But how did she become an Exterior Realm Demon? What had happened in the Exteriour Demon Realm?

Lin Xuan didn’t know, and he didn’t have time to ponder further.

The Heavenly Witch Immortal was indeed a peerless powerhouse, commanding respect even over the Black Abyss Ancestor. Hercharm;风采:风貌;风采:personality (Note: The term can have multiple meanings depending on context)even surpassed his.

Despite the countless monsters blocking her path, she carved out a bloody passage and entered the grand door that all cultivators dreamed of.

Lin Xuan’s latest updates can be found on the official WeChat platform where you can also participate in a 100-draw lottery! Follow “qdread” to stay tuned.
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The encounter with a formidable enemy was inevitable. Using force to break through showed his power, but the shock from the Heavenly Witch Goddess was far from over; this was only just beginning.

Soon, another flash of light appeared before Lin Xuan's eyes as Dai Long True Man arrived beside him and winked at him.

"Third Brother, times change. It’s better to strike when the iron is hot. If you stay here, I’ll take the lead."

Before he could finish speaking, Dai Long True Man emitted a dazzling glow from his body and flew forward.

The roar of monsters reached Lin Xuan's ears, indicating that another true spirit had transformed into its demonic form and was blocking their path.

However, Dai Long True Man did not use any treasures at hand. It wasn't because he was overconfident; rather, he had a different plan.

With a wave of his sleeves, the air shimmered, and Dai Long True Man transformed into three figures, which then multiplied to nine, instantly creating hundreds of doppelgangers.

These doppelgangers scattered quickly, each one indistinguishable from the real thing.

Was this an illusion?

No, it wasn't as outrageous as that. It was likely a different kind of technique that could deceive even the most discerning eye.

Lin Xuan didn’t know the exact mechanics, but the two dark true spirits in front of him were already staring in shock. The stone monsters behind them were equally bewildered by Dai Long True Man's trickery.

Seizing this opportunity, Dai Long True Man transformed into a streak of light and entered the door.

The entire process was swift; Dai Long True Man became the third cultivator to enter the core area.

---

Others envied him so much that their eyes glowed with jealousy. But envy was useless. They could only blame themselves for not having enough strength to change this situation.

Of course, it wasn’t as if all these powerful beings were weaklings. Among them, there were still some remarkable individuals who entered the door, including many of Lin Xuan's old friends such as Rain桐 Fairy and the Great Whale King.

There was also Bingpo, a fellow demon with her, though Lin Xuan didn't know that she was one of the Nine True Demonic Ancestors, Tianmo.

Other powerful beings from the域外 heavens,阴司 Six Kings, and Cloud Fairy, Broken Wing Fairy were among them as well.

But this was just a small portion; many other alien strongholds remained unknown to Lin Xuan.

Nonetheless, those who stood out in such a competition of thousands must be true superpowers.

Everyone had entered the door.

Lin Xuan couldn't continue standing idly from afar. Otherwise, he would have squandered this opportunity that seemed so promising.

He wasn’t stupid; he wouldn’t let others take his victory.

With circumstances changing, the original strategy should be abandoned.

Thus, Lin Xuan’s body was enveloped in a bright green glow as he transformed into a streak of light and flew forward.

A thunderous sound echoed, as the Dark Nine-Headed Bird shot out black lightning at him.

Lin Xuan's eyes narrowed. He had obtained the传承 of the nine-headed bird, knowing that it was one of the stronger true spirits.

While he could fight them, it would be a waste of time and might attract other formidable enemies.

The thirty-six strategies dictated flight as the best course of action!

Without facing the lightning directly, Lin Xuan chose to fly off at an angle. He avoided confrontation but instead maneuvered around, knowing that entering the door was his goal.

The Dark Nine-Headed Bird didn't want to let him go and joined the attack with other stone monsters... but their efforts were futile; Lin Xuan moved like a slippery eel.

With his current strength, he aimed for no great success but merely to avoid failure. The opponents found it impossible to break through his defenses.

After a chase, Lin Xuan managed to shake them off and saw the door within reach.

However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

A dark spot appeared a hundred feet ahead.

The originally clear sky suddenly turned black, as if a heavy ink drop had been dropped into water.

This was just an inappropriate metaphor; the true feeling was indescribable.

Boom!

A deafening sound echoed, and the sky transformed into a vast sea of darkness.

Waves surged out, transforming mid-air into swords, spears, and other weapons, flashing towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. He had almost reached the door when this Mokou appeared from nowhere.

Anger welled up, but he wouldn't give up.

With a wave of his sleeves, a golden light emerged, enveloping him in the shield of the玄龟 Dragon Shell.

Clang! Clang!

The sound of clashes filled his ears as the waves turned into magical weapons that struck his shield, creating ripples but failing to break through Lin Xuan's defenses.

Soon, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emitted a fierce glow, merging into nine celestial swords.

Electric arcs flashed across their surfaces as Phantasmal Yin Lightning and Phantasmal Celestial Fire emerged.

With these two powers, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword grew to a thousand feet in size, shocking Lin Xuan as he slashed forward with it.

Mighty Sword Technique!

A simple technique that even low-level cultivators could master. In Lin Xuan's hands, it transformed into something extraordinary.

Boom!

The sword’s light scattered with indescribable laws, slicing through the vast ocean and restoring the sky to its clear state.

The door was once again in sight.

Though the process seemed complex, it took only a moment.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. He wouldn't let such an opportunity slip away.

With a slight movement of his shoulders, he activated the spatial laws he had mastered, entering the door.

Despite his doubts about who attacked him, this wasn’t the time to investigate. The priority was finding the Nine Heaven Silt.

Lin Xuan's encounter went unnoticed by other powerful beings, as they were all engrossed in the chaos, vying for supremacy. Lin Xuan was just a lucky winner, and no one paid much attention to his situation or who might be interfering.

But soon, they would pay the price.

Almost immediately after entering the door, a cold laugh echoed: "You managed to evade my pursuit; good job! But you’re not as lucky as these guys."

The voice was sudden yet reverberated throughout the basin.

A flash of light appeared, revealing an enormous teleportation array. Hundreds of figures emerged, their aura vastly different from that of the other interdimensional powerhouses—true immortals and their followers had arrived.

At the forefront stood Tian Xiaojian!
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Surely, Little Sword Field!

If Lin Xuan were here, he would be so shocked that he might bite his own tongue off.

Little Sword Field actually mixed with true immortals. And judging by his position, he was right in the middle of them. The other true immortals, regardless of their gender or age, and no matter how high or low their status, surrounded him like stars surrounding the moon. This would be familiar to anyone.

The Primordial Ancestor!

Only the Primordial Ancestor could enjoy such honors among true immortals. But Little Sword Field was clearly a cultivator from the lower realms who had ascended. How was this possible?

Too many questions swirled, but unfortunately, none of the powerful outsiders present recognized Little Sword Field. Everyone's faces showed signs of vigilance.

But what did it matter? The dark true spirits and stone monsters paid no heed to these concerns, continuing their relentless attacks. The great cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds groaned inwardly, sensing an ominous future.

Perhaps coming here was a mistake.

However, there were no regrets in the cultivation world.

Now that things had come to this, they could only swallow the bitter fruit regardless of how many dangers lay ahead.

Little Sword Field's face was full of derision: "These are the top cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds. They're just a bunch of fools. How do you think they can ascend to immortality? A toad won't eat swan meat, and today I'll send all of you to hell."

"Go, convey my edict. Extract their souls and spirits without mercy."

"Yes, Primordial Ancestor!"

All the true immortals bowed in reverence, let alone the young attendants and servants whose expressions were extremely respectful.

Then they all emitted a green glow and flew forward.

Midway through their flight, they each summoned treasures—primordial divine artifacts and strange treasures of the immortal realm. The powerful outsiders turned pale at this sight, but an even more grim scene unfolded.

These dark true spirits or stone monsters did not attack the true immortals; instead, all their powers and secret techniques were directed towards them.

Impossible, could these dark true spirits be cultivated by the immortals?

This answer was hard to believe, but pursuing it now would be like seeking fish on a tree. The pressing matter at hand was resolving this crisis.

After all, over a hundred people had already entered that gate. While those left behind were still powerful from the Three Thousand Worlds, they paled in comparison to the hundred who had gone inside. Now facing such a situation, it was difficult to make progress or retreat without being overwhelmed.

"Ahh!"

Cries of pain filled their ears almost every moment as many powerful outsiders fell. Originally, they were the top cultivators of their realm, but now they were as fragile as ants.

Though true immortals weren't as terrifying as imagined, they couldn't match these opponents!

Moreover, there were those dark true spirits and stone monsters that could be endlessly resurrected.

Unable to fight back, many powerful individuals no longer dared to hope for the Nine Heavens' Soil. After all, although ascending was a great temptation, preserving their lives was more important.

Priorities mattered. They wanted to break free, but found it futile.

The true immortals were ruthless and had no intention of leaving any survivors.

The harder they tried to escape, the faster they might fall.

Little Sword Field did not intervene; instead, he observed with cold eyes. Several top true immortals surrounded him.

Though his expression was indifferent, Little Sword Field's eyes flickered with an unusual light...

For him, this experience was too bizarre.

Half a day ago, when Little Sword Field picked up Lin Xuan’s discarded Jade Eye Scroll, it contained a treasure map that precisely marked the location of Nine Heavens' Soil.

This had been Lin Xuan’s strategy to divert blame. But Little Sword Field wasn’t easily fooled; he quickly saw through the ruse.

He decided to play along regardless.

Whether someone was trying to test the waters or not, he could take advantage of this opportunity.

So, Little Sword Field moved steadily towards the location indicated by the Jade Eye Scroll.

At first, everything went smoothly. However, just as they approached the Illusory Sea Desert, an unexpected guest intercepted him.

It was a handsome young man with features identical to Tian Xiang's. But upon closer inspection, he wasn’t human; it was a mechanical puppet.

Yet how lifelike!

But it couldn't fool Little Sword Field.

A hint of vigilance appeared on his face.

As soon as this figure appeared, Little Sword Field felt an unsettling sensation in his heart... not exactly a bad feeling, but something peculiar.

Though the puppet seemed full of spirit, Little Sword Field didn’t rush to act. Instead, he took a defensive stance: "Who are you? What brings you here?"

"I?" The puppet spoke, and its words were shocking: "I am you, and you are me. Why do you think I'm here?"

"What did you say?"

Little Sword Field's expression darkened.

"Have you not felt confused? It seems we truly have a connection. Fine, let me explain clearly."

The puppet beamed: "I or you, the supreme being of the Immortal Realm, Primordial Ancestor Tian Xiang."

"What? Supreme Being of the Immortal Realm, Primordial Ancestor?"

"Yes." The puppet revealed nothing, as lying to himself would seem strange. He explained the situation clearly, much like what Lin Xuan had learned from Rain Orchid Fairy and the Nine Heavens' Goddess.

Since it was his own actions, he didn’t try to deceive himself but directly recounted his plot, how he manipulated and deceived Fei Hua, and how he betrayed him in the end.

"Should you now understand? When Fei Hua fell, a fragment of his spirit remained. As they say, releasing a tiger back into the wild will bring endless troubles."

"Of course, whether or not he can be reborn is uncertain, but I cannot ignore the potential danger. Therefore, I used secret techniques to send a fragment of my soul with him when he was reincarnated..."

"So you mean that I am your fragment of soul?" Little Sword Field’s face showed derision: "But you're just a puppet; how can you be the supreme being of the Immortal Realm or an invincible Primordial Ancestor? Are you calling me stupid?"

"I don't need to deceive you." The puppet sighed. Tian Xiang was indeed a despicable person, but he still treated himself with patience.

"Of course, I'm not our true form; just a fragment of my consciousness containing memories."

(My "A Thousand Refinements to Immortality" will have more exciting content on the official WeChat platform. Follow us by searching for "qdread" and get 100% chances to win prizes! Start following now!) (To be continued...)
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"An essence soul with memories?" Tian Xiaojian rubbed his forehead, a hint of strange light flickering in his eyes: "Then where are our original bodies?"

"Due to King Asura reversing the仙灵通道, we've been trapped in the True Immortal Realm for these years. Now that we have finally escaped, our original bodies naturally went to refine a treasure."

"Refine a treasure?"

"Yes, the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book."

Perhaps because it was addressing him directly, the puppet showed no defenses and spoke freely: quickly, Tian Xiaojian understood the whole story.

"So this is how it is..."

Tian Xiaojian rubbed his forehead, showing deep thought on his face: "Then why are you here?"

"This goes without saying. Your task has ended; it's time to return to your original body."

The puppet's expression turned eager: "When we split our souls in the past, I planted a secret technique on you. You didn't know about it, but never mind. As long as you merge with the original body, you'll instantly know where Huayu’s reincarnation is."

"Is that so?" Tian Xiaojian laughed: "I believe what you say, but from start to finish, you never asked if I was willing!"

"What do you mean by that?" The puppet's expression was greatly surprised and slightly wary: "Merging with the original body will make you the top power in the True Immortal Realm. Besides, we are one entity—what could be more agreeable?"

"Agreeable?" Tian Xiaojian’s expression showed disdain: "That is just your one-sided opinion. I am me, Tian Xiang, and nothing to do with you!"

By this point, his lips were full of sarcasm: "Speaking of which, my luck truly runs good. If Tian Xiang himself came here, there would be no way out for me. But you, a mere puppet, wanting to merge with me? That’s laughable..."

Before he could finish speaking, dark magical light enveloped his body as he fiercely lunged forward.

"What... What are you going to do?"

The puppet was shocked and alarmed.

"Of course, I will extract your soul and spirit, then fuse the memories."

Tian Xiaojian's tone was filled with satisfaction: "From what you said earlier, that guy named Tian Xiang is quite cunning. He didn't even bother to guard himself against me—what a fool! He thinks splitting his soul would let him control me at will. How foolish!"

Just as he finished speaking, beams of light emerged from his body, causing the void to tremble violently. The True Demon Shatter-Sky Blade had been refined by Tian Xiaojian to perfection.

With this move, its power was truly formidable.

Next, seven-colored玄冰火 leaped out from his palm...

The puppet was both shocked and enraged; it wouldn't sit idly by but hadn’t anticipated such a situation. Splitting the soul actually betrayed him—this was absurd.

As he said, if the original body came in person, regardless of whether Tian Xiaojian agreed or not, there would be no way to resist. The problem is, he was merely an extension controlled by the essence spirit.

In terms of strength, at most mid-transmigration realm...

For a moment, the roles were reversed. If everything went smoothly for Tian Xiang and he hadn't been thrown into another dimension, there wouldn’t have been this opportunity for Tian Xiaojian to turn things around.

But in cultivation realms, there are no "ifs." Once something happens, it's useless to lament over what could have been.

Rumbling sounds entered his ears as the puppet fought desperately but ultimately failed and perished.

Tian Xiaojian caught him.

The puppet he possessed was already battered beyond recognition. In Tian Xiaojian’s hand floated a tiny light ball.

Despite all his efforts, it was futile.

"Stupid, are you mad? We are one entity. You're fighting yourself—no matter how you fall, the original body won't spare you."

A face appeared in the light ball, its voice filled with depression and resentment: "Then what?"

Tian Xiaojian paid no heed: "Do you think I'm afraid of Tian Xiang? Didn’t you say we should be the same person? Why him merging me instead of me taking over his body?"

"You... You're crazy. Our original body is the top power in the True Immortal Realm—how can just you..."

The voice was filled with disbelief, seemingly truly shocked by Tian Xiaojian's bold idea.

"Humph, top power in the True Immortal Realm. Didn't Fei Yu also suffer a downfall? Who knows what happens in cultivation realms. Besides, although Tian Xiang is powerful, he has many enemies. At least Fei Yu and King Asura won’t spare him. So I think I still have a chance."

"You... madman, actually planning to ally with your enemies to harm yourself!" The voice was extremely indignant.

"Humph, what self? I've said it before—I am me. As for that so-called Tian Xiang, he has nothing to do with me," Tian Xiaojian's face showed resolve.

From this perspective, his bond with Lin Xuan as sworn brothers truly wasn't unjustified. At least in their attitudes toward their past lives, they were the same.

Lin Xuan was indifferent to Fei Yu’s true person—how would it be when these two difficult companions knew each other's past and met again?

But that was just a hypothesis. For now, Tian Xiaojian had taken the initiative.

With a smile on his face, he ignored the puppet's curses and directly began a soul probing technique.

After a cup of tea’s time, satisfaction showed on Tian Xiaojian’s face as the essence spirit in the light ball was nearly exhausted. He placed it on his chest, merging it into his dantian.

Tian Xiaojian wouldn’t show mercy just because it was him; he directly devoured and fused it.

The essence spirit naturally didn't surrender but had no use. Although Tian Xiang was incredibly powerful, he was merely a fragment of an essence soul, far less formidable than the grown-up Tian Xiaojian.

In the end, it was completely absorbed into his soul.

Tian Xiaojian closed his eyes, digesting all the information gained.

After a long time, he opened them and expressed satisfaction: "So this is how it is. Ancient grudges are so complex and convoluted. From the intelligence gathered, Lin Xuan might well be Fei Yu’s reincarnation. Tian Xiang is much more formidable than expected—where has he gone? But I won’t be spared. It seems I need to find a way to team up with Lin Xuan..."

Before this thought could fully form, Tian Xiaojian suddenly raised his eyebrows and turned his head to the left. Two streaks of light appeared in the distance.

Initially far away, they were astonishingly fast; almost an instant later, they arrived before him. (There will be more fresh content for *A Hundred Refinements to Immortality* on our WeChat platform! Also, we have a 100-draw lottery for everyone! Now open your WeChat, add us by searching "qdread" and follow us. Hurry up!)
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The light faded, revealing a man and a woman. They didn't appear to be much over twenty years old, looking incredibly youthful.

The man was slightly taller, standing tall with an elegant posture, dressed in simple linen clothes, his hair tied high. Despite the plain appearance, he exuded an extraordinary aura of nobility.

A golden glow emitted from between his brows, and spiritual patterns were etched on both cheeks.

As for the woman, she was as beautiful as a flower, wearing a white silk dress, her skin smooth like jade, with a strikingly elegant face that did not fall short of the Nine Heavens' Divine Maiden.

Their expressions were intimate, clearly a couple.

The spiritual pressure around them was faint but present, while the divine qi was extremely dense.

True Immortals!

And among their ranks, powerful ones.

"Clouds and breezes, you two have also come."

"Salutations to the Great Daoist Lord."

Tian Xiaojian wore an aloof expression. The True Immortal couple did not react with anger; instead, they showed respect as they performed a grand bow.

"Do not be so formal."

Tian Xiaojian's performance was flawless, but he secretly felt pleased. These two fools must think I've been possessed, unaware that it was actually their soul that I devoured.

Well, since the original body of Tian Xiang is not here, his avatar can still enjoy the respect of the Great Daoist Lord. It will be useful to make these foolish True Immortals serve me.

...

Thoughts raced through Tian Xiaojian's mind as he returned to the present.

Thunderous sounds echoed in his ears.

The powerful beings were nearly at a point where they would be exterminated.

Of course, True Immortals could not suffer any losses. As the saying goes, killing one thousand enemies results in losing eight hundred of your own. Even if they now held an advantage, there would still be significant losses.

Tian Xiaojian observed from the sidelines with a cold expression, feeling extremely satisfied as both sides were equally despicable. His strategy of driving tigers to eat wolves was executed flawlessly.

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan had no idea about this. He had already entered the core region of the Illusory Sea Desert.

The moment he stepped through the door, a dizzying sensation emerged in his mind, similar to teleportation over great distances.

But Lin Xuan was not what he used to be. His vision quickly cleared. Upon seeing the scene before him, Lin Xuan gaped.

Before him was a medicinal garden.

This wasn't unusual, but this garden's size was too large.

There were no restraints on his divine sense here. Yet when he released it, he couldn't see any boundaries.

Lin Xuan lowered his head. Right at his feet, these spiritual herbs grew.

These herbs were about a foot long with peculiar leaf shapes. Lin Xuan didn't know their names; not because he was unfamiliar with them but because the passage of time had made him forget.

In summary, this herb was one of the most important ingredients for refining Essence Cleansing Pills.

Essence Cleansing Pills were the first type of pill a cultivator would encounter when entering the cultivation world.

The quantity of these herbs before him was so vast that even a billion cultivators could use them without issue.

Lin Xuan paid no heed to this. He came here to find Nine Heavens Residual Soil.

After some initial surprise, Lin Xuan transformed into a streak of light and flew forward.

"Hmm. This is..."

Flying over countless mountains and rivers, Lin Xuan discovered a new medicinal field. The herbs cultivated there were familiar; they were used for refining Foundation Establishment Pills.

The quantity was so overwhelming that it left him speechless.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan felt these two types of herbs weren't coincidental. He had some hunches.

So he continued flying forward.

In just a short half day, Lin Xuan's suspicions were confirmed.

This medicinal garden contained an abundance of spiritual herbs, each at different stages—beginning with the Flexible Spirit Period, Foundation Establishment, Condensation Core, and so on.

All the way to the Separation Stage, these herbs could be found here for refining into pills.

It was like a vast treasure trove, something every cultivator aspired to find.

Lin Xuan felt a deep sense of satisfaction. He was even more convinced that Nine Heavens Divine Maiden's words were true. If not for this Nine Heavens Residual Soil, how could such an abundance and scale of spiritual herbs exist?

As he walked further, the herbs became increasingly precious, confirming his direction was correct. The Nine Heavens Residual Soil wasn't far away.

Time was short; after all, over a hundred powerful beings had entered this world before him. If he didn't hurry, the Nine Heavens Residual Soil might be obtained by others, making it someone else's wedding dress.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan felt some urgency. Although the Thousand Worlds' powerhouses were somewhat exaggerated, those who made it here were all top-tier experts. Lin Xuan couldn't afford to be careless.

...

Flying for a while longer, the herbs in front became sparse.

This was not unusual; higher-grade spiritual herbs naturally grew less.

However, no suitable herbs for the Tribulation Period yet appeared. Once found, they would likely be close to the Nine Heavens Residual Soil.

As Lin Xuan thought this, a light arc emerged before him, concealing a smaller courtyard.

Although he couldn't see clearly, there was a faint glow of colorful lights emanating from within.

Light arc revealed divine path; did everyone misunderstand? This must be it.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy as he transformed into a streak of light and flew over.

However, thisprohibition could not be ignored. Lin Xuan flicked his sleeve, and the Nine Palaces Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out.

It turned into a shower of sword rain, rushing towards the light arc.

...

At the same time, the old monsters who entered here also had their own gains.

Their judgments were similar to Lin Xuan's. Some even found herbs suitable for the Tribulation Period.

For example, Sha Ming Old Patriarch saw a red herb and his face lit up with joy.

Heavenly Extinction Red Fruit; this was useful even for cultivators at mid-Tribulation Stage. A greedy look appeared on his face.

Although he came here to find Nine Heavens Residual Soil, it didn't make sense to ignore other treasures like the Seven Extremes Red Fruit. Picking them wouldn't take much time or effort.

How could one miss such an opportunity?

With this thought, Sha Ming Old Patriarch no longer hesitated and flicked his sleeve. A hand formed from Yin Qi appeared, grabbing the Seven Extremes Red Fruit.

It was easily taken in hand.

A smile appeared on his face, but then his expression froze as something unexpected happened.

Boom!

A loud sound echoed in Lin Xuan's ears. The spiritual force transformed into a hand exploded. The surface of the Seven Extremes Red Fruit emitted strange light, transforming into a large snake after some rotation.

Two-headed giant python with wings, emitting an extremely powerful aura.

Sha Ming Old Patriarch was speechless. As one who dared to challenge the Arrogant King in his prime, he naturally had abundant experience in magical battles. The presence of monsters guarding spiritual herbs wasn't strange; it was common.

But a herb turning into a monster was unheard of. (Continued...)
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Illusion?

He released his divine sense outwards but quickly dismissed this guess. The monster before him was real; he hadn't sensed anything amiss.

However, this slight delay allowed the two-headed monster to emit a bright green light all over its body and charge towards him.

Roar!

The deafening roar echoed in his ears as the monster raised its head high. Its mouth opened wide, emitting eerie beams of light.

The attack was fierce and relentless, aiming to engulf Sha Minglaozi instantly.

"Unaware of death!"

This old monster had always been arrogant; how could it possibly lose? A sinister expression flashed across its face.

Jade Dragon!

However, it had eight heads.

The fiery spirit energy radiating from its body was astonishing.

It was said that Zhu Que's Red Lotus Fire could burn everything to ashes. But compared to this creature before him, it seemed insignificant.

Its identity was clear: not a true spirit but a legendary being.

Great Wasteland Fire Dragon!

He hadn't expected Sha Minglaozi to have transformed it into a divine manifestation.

Boom!

The giant monster raised its head and opened its blood-red mouth. Ancient flames rushed out from within, engulfing the two-headed python in an instant. The entire process was without any suspense; Sha Minglaozi, among the myriad worlds, was already a top-tier figure. This revengeful attack further highlighted his formidable power.

In just one round, he had eliminated a powerful enemy. When the two-headed python disappeared, seven-sealed jujube fruits appeared before him.

"This..."

Sha Minglaozi gaped in surprise as he reached out to take them. Indeed, they were seven-sealed jujube fruits, and their spirit energy was abundant—clearly of top-grade quality.

But what about the monster that had just been destroyed?

It had clearly transformed into these fruits. But if it had already been eliminated, why hadn't this medicinal herb suffered any damage?

This didn’t make sense.

---

But he couldn’t dwell on this issue; there wasn’t enough time. Sha Minglaozi no longer pondered and turned into a streak of light, flying forward.

...

Boom!

A tremendous explosion shattered the light arc in front of Lin Xuan. A small, exquisite courtyard appeared before his eyes, with faintly glowing multicolored glass radiating from within. Lin Xuan was delighted and prepared to step towards it.

The medicinal herbs here were invaluable; not only were they worth a fortune but through them, he might find clues related to Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil.

Such an opportunity—how could Lin Xuan miss it?

But just then, the nearby space rumbled. A dark lightning ball appeared in his vision from several miles away, crackling with electric arcs.

The ball split open, and a figure entered his sight.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened as he recognized the figure—a stern-faced old man in black robes. But his body exuded intense demonic energy.

Demonic race!

But clearly not from the Spirit Realm; it was uncertain which world this came from.

The opponent emerged from the lightning ball, naturally spotting Lin Xuan.

Surprise flashed across his face before turning into a malicious look as he casually flew over.

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but chuckle. Did this guy think him insignificant and fail to hide his growing hostility?

Interesting!

Since the other party was unaware of death, there was no need for mercy.

A sneer appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips.

Suddenly, both arms moved in unison, not casting any spells but delivering hundreds of powerful punches.

One force overcomes ten.

This time, Lin Xuan didn’t use any treasures, yet the power he unleashed was formidable.

His physical strength had surpassed even the demonic race and few true spirits could match him.

As Lin Xuan moved, space in front of him seemed to tear apart like a painting.

Golden energy vortexes appeared before his eyes—nearly a hundred of them. They merged and compressed into a golden meteorite, falling towards the opponent.

Boom!

Even before it reached its target, theintangible wind caused by its impact was astonishing, automatically transforming into several foot-long wind blades that enveloped the opponent.

"Brat, unaware of death!"

The stern-faced old man roared in anger. His eyes glinted with an eerie light, but there was a hint of fear beneath it.

After all, Lin Xuan’s attack had been far beyond his expectations.

A massive shadow appeared behind him as he shouted. It resembled a giant ape but had two heads and longer arms than ordinary apes.

His figure blurred slightly before teleporting to his side.

Both hands came together in front of his chest, forming a defensive stance.

Moreover, the old man waved his sleeve and revealed a shield.

Though it looked like a large scorpion, it was indeed a shield.

The entire process was swift. A loud boom echoed as the golden light ball swallowed the ape-like manifestation.

However, its advance was halted by this scorpion-shaped shield.

He had narrowly avoided danger, but the old man’s face was filled with shock and anger.

Initially, he hadn’t taken Lin Xuan seriously, but now he saw him as a formidable enemy.

In that brief exchange, although he couldn’t say he had used all his strength, it seemed trivial to the other party. If they continued, he would surely fall here.

With these thoughts in mind, the old man decided to flee. He flew away, leaving Lin Xuan surprised by their cunning and slippery nature.

However, soon a sense of resignation replaced his surprise; if the opponent wanted to run, there was no need for him to chase after them. After all, they had no grudges, so why engage in pointless combat?

Better not to do it than to do it.

With this thought, Lin Xuan turned away and walked towards the courtyard emitting multicolored light. If his guess was correct, there were undoubtedly precious treasures inside, possibly leading to clues about Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil.

With these thoughts, he entered.

Inside, a vast space revealed itself on a stone tablet with large characters carved: "Immortal Mirage Garden."

"Interesting; perhaps the plants here are of divine origin," Lin Xuan muttered as he pondered. (More exciting content from "A Thousand Refinements to Become Immortal" will be available on the official WeChat platform! Follow us by searching for "qdread" and join the 100% lottery draw. Hurry up!) (To be continued...)
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Though he said so, Lin Xuan wasn't really that concerned. For ordinary spirit realm cultivators, divine artifacts were indeed invaluable treasures, even a Great Power of the Transcendent Realm would covet them eagerly. But for Lin Xuan now, such items held no great significance.

His previous life was likely the strongest power in the Transcendent Realm back then; how could he possibly find ordinary spirit realm herbs worth looking at?

Of course, that didn't mean Lin Xuan wasn't interested at all. There was still a hint of excitement on his face.

But it wasn't because there were extraordinary herbs here. It might be related to clues about the Nine Heavens Nourishing Soil.

With this thought, even with his usual composure, he felt a small surge of excitement.

The other party was now the strongest power in the Transcendent Realm; even the Arrogant Deva from long ago couldn't withstand it. Facing such an enemy, he couldn't afford to be passive. Therefore, he naturally had to make some preparations first.

Lin Xuan had many trump cards, but when facing Tian Xiang, they seemed somewhat inadequate. He vaguely felt that the Nine Heavens Nourishing Soil would greatly benefit him, so no matter what, he needed to get it.

Determined to win, yet with many competitors, Lin Xuan wasn't one hundred percent sure if the Immortal Mirage Garden could give him an edge over them.

Lin Xuan thought about this as his eyes flickered with a strange light. He then took a step forward and walked towards the front.

Suddenly, everything became clear.

The Immortal Mirage Garden was larger than expected—over ten mu in size. This surprised Lin Xuan.

The outer area had been cultivated into medicinal fields, planted with purple spirit herbs that bore fruit as large as longan.

At first glance, they weren't particularly impressive, but there were faint glimmers within the fruits.

"Purple Lotus Fruit!"

Lin Xuan's experience was profound; he immediately recognized this herb. It was used to refine "Snowflake Pill," which greatly enhanced the magical power of Great Power cultivators and even helped with breaking through barriers. Although it wasn't a rare treasure, it was extremely precious.

However, the sheer number of these fruits was astonishing.

But that wasn't the most important thing.

Nine Heavens Nourishing Soil, Void Leaf Bamboo...

One by one, spirit herbs appeared before his eyes, and the Purple Lotus Fruit was just one of them. Lin Xuan's jaw dropped in shock, unable to hide his astonishment.

Actually, he had already shown remarkable composure. Any other Great Power would have been overjoyed at such a sight.

After all, this was an invaluable fortune that could not be found easily. Even Li Yutong, if she were here, wouldn't remain unmoved.

Lin Xuan couldn't ignore it either.

Just as he was about to pick the treasures, his brow suddenly raised... A warning flashed in his mind.

No, more accurately, a small ball of energy that had been dormant for a long time sent him this warning.

Do not touch those spirit herbs!

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He pondered deeply before confirming that his senses were correct.

But why would the little guy be asleep and still give such a warning?

Lin Xuan didn't know, but he quickly made a decision... Following the small ball's requirements wasn't because Lin Xuan was cowardly; rather, his goal here was to confront Tian Xiang, and finding the Nine Heavens Nourishing Soil. Other treasures were tempting, but in this uncertain situation, it was better not to add more complications.

Lin Xuan wasn't a greedy cultivator, so he no longer focused on those treasures but instead surveyed the entire Immortal Mirage Garden.

Indeed, there was a reward.

In one corner of the garden, there was actually a well.

While ordinary medicinal gardens often had wells, this one seemed out of place. Lin Xuan felt that it couldn't be explained by common sense.

It was too conspicuous.

After hesitating for a moment, he stepped towards the well.

Soon enough, he reached it. Lin Xuan peered over, but what met his eyes were disappointing things.

The well itself was unremarkable, showing no signs of magic.

Lin Xuan's brow furrowed.

He trusted his judgment; this well must have something unusual.

Lin Xuan released his divine sense.

But there was still no收获. As soon as he touched the water surface, it bounced back.

And Lin Xuan didn't dare go down easily either...

At that moment, while Lin Xuan was troubled, other Great Powers had similar experiences.

It turned out that there wasn't just one Immortal Mirage Garden here.

Most of the Great Powers who encountered this place found a similar layout. The gardens were filled with countless spirit herbs.

The value of these treasures could not be overstated.

Lin Xuan didn't touch them because he received a warning from the small ball, but others had no such luck or willpower.

Surely, they came here to find the Nine Heavens Nourishing Soil. Who would leave an abundance of treasure behind?

With so many competitors for the Nine Heavens Nourishing Soil, it was uncertain who would end up with it. So, getting these treasures first was the most practical approach.

This idea wasn't wrong, but as soon as they started picking herbs, all their hopes turned to tragedy.

The scene that Sha Ming Old Ancestor once encountered played out before them.

These spirit herbs weren't a problem if they didn't touch them, but once they showed any intention of harvesting, these priceless treasures suddenly came alive and transformed into strange and terrifying monsters.

And the more powerful the spirit herb, the more formidable the monster it became. Some even reached the realm level, and with their numbers, the top-tier cultivators selected from three thousand worlds couldn't withstand them; a majority fell.

---

Meanwhile, in another dimension...

Tian Xiang displayed great prowess, defeating several of this world's strongest powers, drawing souls and refining essence to gain many insights.

"Originally, the rules of this world are like this."

After days of seclusion and contemplation, Tian Xiang's face showed a smile. He was originally the first power among True Immortals; only some initial discomfort in an unfamiliar dimension had slowed him down.

With these new insights, understanding the laws of this dimension naturally became easier.

While it wasn't smooth sailing, the difficulty wasn't unreasonable either. In just a few days, he made significant progress.

"It seems time to leave this dimension."

Tian Xiang's voice echoed as he spoke aloud. Being thrown into another world had given him considerable gains, but his heart was set on returning home. Who knew what awaited them in that other realm?

---
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"Guardian of the transformed spirit herbs, interesting. This is something unheard of. Could it be due to the Nine Heavens Respiration Soil? It seems I haven't strayed from my path!"

This was an expansive medicinal field where Fairy Rain桐悬浮在半空中，她的四周有数十头形态各异的妖兽张牙舞爪地嘶吼着。

Not only were there many of them, but each one's strength left people speechless. The weakest among them had already reached the Tribulation Transcending stage, and some even possessed domains. They were currently engaging in an all-out assault on Fairy Rain桐 with their various abilities.

The scene was beyond description.

Just by looking at it, one would be amazed, but what was astonishing was that all of these attacks were being blocked by a layer of light barrier.

Despite the chaotic dance of spirit lights, Fairy Rain桐's face remained calm and composed.

Indeed, the greatest power in the Spirit Realm!

She seemed to feel no pressure despite this situation, handling it with ease.

"Really, you're so reckless!"

However, human patience has its limits. As time passed, a hint of impatience began to appear on Fairy Rain桐's face.

These beasts thought they could trap her? That was too低估了人。

She raised her jade hand, and a faint light凝聚 in the palm.

It was just a small ball of light, but the power it contained was formidable.

Rule of Law!

And not just any ordinary rule of law; this tiny ball seemed to encompass everything.

As she waved her hand, a dazzling golden light exploded among the妖兽群.

Soon after, the light dimmed, and all the monsters vanished. In their place were lush spirit herbs that caught the eye.

A bountiful harvest!

But Fairy Rain桐 was no ordinary person; she did not get overly elated by this.

Instead, she raised her head to gaze at a large stone in front of her, her eyes sparkling with thought.

Her experience mirrored Lin Xuan's, but there was no well in the Immortal Vagary Garden. Instead, there was a large stone as an ornament. What could be the significance of that?

...

Cultivation, cultivation. It all comes down to opportunity.

Many powerful beings who entered this place met with the Immortal Vagary Garden, but not everyone's experiences were the same.

There would always be exceptions.

For instance, Fairy Cloud in the clouds encountered a different set of troubles.

She was not alone; she had a young woman in black clothes by her side.

Winged!

This girl's identity was shrouded in mystery. Despite only being at the Tribulation Transcending middle stage, she displayed power that rivaled domains.

The two sisters were trapped in a cave.

Though it was just a small cave, it seemed to have its own system, different from the outside world.

In this underground cavern, there was a lava lake continuously generating molten monsters.

Not only numerous but of considerable strength. Qin Yan and Fairy Winged struggled to keep up for a while.

But they did not lose heart.

Especially that mysterious young woman in black clothes, who even had a hint of amusement: "Sister, I've sensed the Nine Heavens Respiration Soil's aura..."

"Indeed, I have felt it too. But we mustn't be careless."

Qin Yan's melodious voice echoed in their ears.

...

A vast open space stood an isolated teleportation array.

Suddenly, two figures appeared from opposite directions.

On the left was a slender young woman in black clothes.

And on the right was an arrogant old man in purple robes.

Old Immortal煞冥!

This formidable figure among the Three Thousand Worlds showed a serious expression when he saw the young woman in black.

But it quickly faded.

A strange cackling voice: "Heavenly Witch Goddess, they say you've perished. Yet here you are, transformed into an outsider demon. If you're content with your fall, why not let this old man send you to the afterlife?"

Before he could finish speaking, a dazzling electric arc appeared.

Completely purple, and outside the arc were some tiny Taiji diagrams spinning.

Crashing down!

In an instant, it reached above the Heavenly Witch Goddess's head.

"Idiot!"

A sharp cry echoed as a beam of light shot out from between the Heavenly Witch Goddess's eyebrows.

It flashed by and transformed into a flying sword, slicing down with force.

Boom!

Despite not using any treasures, their supreme powers inevitably collided.

...

At the same time, in another small space, True Immortal鼐龙 stared at a large tree, his face showing deep thought.

...

Meanwhile, King of Leviathan, True Immortal Guanghan, and other powerful beings also had their own experiences. The Nine Heavens Respiration Soil was now within reach.

But true immortals would not let them have it easy.

Following Xiao Jian's lead, they arrived here as well.

Fishing for trouble!

No one knew that Xiao Jian and Xiao Xiang were not of the same mind. Even if their souls were split, why should he willingly merge with that damned Xiao Xiang after all his hard work?

Xiao Jian wanted to take control.

But reaching this step was no easy feat.

Fortunately, these true immortals treated him as Xiao Xiang and willingly submitted to his commands. This was a good opportunity.

Using them as pawns, carefully leveraging their strength might allow him to outmaneuver Xiao Xiang.

However, he still needed to contact Lin Xuan and others. Otherwise, alone, he could not possibly contend with the greatest power in the Spirit Realm.

Xiao Jian did not act on impulse; instead, he pondered deeply within his mind. But before this thought was fully formed, an unexpected scene unfolded.

Boom!

A loud explosion shook the void as a huge crack appeared right before the eyes of many true immortals.

Not unusual, but what emanated from that crack was entirely foreign to this world.

Completely unfamiliar rules, completely unfamiliar spirit energy...

True immortals should have broad horizons, yet at this moment, everyone was dumbfounded.

A gloomy look flashed across Xiao Jian's face.

He sensed that Xiao Xiang was approaching here.

Though they had never met, as the original and its soul fragment, some mutual感应 was normal.

Xiao Xiang is approaching here on purpose.

But what about that foreign aura?

Too many questions. But Xiao Jian did not have time to ponder; in this instant, he made his decision.

The Thirty-Six Stratagems, flight being the best course of action?

No, Xiao Jian's choice was much bolder. He stared and shouted, but with a serious expression: "This completely unfamiliar rule must belong to another dimension, a parallel universe's expert. Could they want to bully us here? How despicable! Let's attack together; we cannot let their evil plot succeed." (To be continued)
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Field Xiaojian's voice was laced with temptation. Normally, True Immortals should not be so easily swayed, but the reality was quite the opposite.

Compared to those who had journeyed through the Flexible Spirit Period and gradually advanced to this realm, Field Xiaojian’s experience in scheming and plotting was shallow.

Moreover, True Immortals were envious. Otherwise, the tragedy of the True Immortal Feathers would not have occurred back then.

They did not allow cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds to ascend to become immortals and stand on equal footing with them. How could they tolerate other dimensional great powers coming here to lord it over others?

In their bedsides, they would not let others sleep in peace.

Furthermore, the one speaking was the Dao Ancestor. They did not expect that Field Xiaojian and Field Xiang were not of a single mind.

And the scene before them... indeed emitted different heavenly laws from those cracks.

What more could be hesitated about?

The True Immortals' eyes directly revealed their anger!

It wasn't clear who initiated it, but someone raised their treasure first.

Subsequently, divine aura enveloped and spiritual light shone brightly. One by one, treasures of the divine palaces emerged before their eyes.

With the True Immortals all taking action, the servants below naturally could not hide their talents, and they too raised their treasures.

The strength of a Divine being was not to be underestimated, but even those servants were no weaker than the Transcending Tribulation period. A thousand people working together would send chills down one's spine just by imagining it.

But with the rumbling sounds entering their ears as they shot towards the space crack in front, five-colored light flickered. Field Xiaojian observed coldly from the sidelines, a hint of self-satisfaction playing at the corners of his mouth.

Using one’s own spear to pierce its shield, he imagined how depressed Field Xiang must be right now.

But his goal was not just to cause some trouble for the other party. Although he did not know why they would go to another parallel world, this opportunity was extremely rare for him.

The laws of two dimensions were entirely different. Crossing over wasn’t easy; even a chaotic flow or storm wouldn’t be unusual.

However, as the top Divine being in the first rank, Field Xiang might find it difficult with just those two things. But… if he added his own disruption and fanning the flames, who knew?

Even if he was the top Divine being, crossing between parallel universes wasn’t an easy task.

By the way, on April 17th, Immortal Refinement will officially launch for mobile play. Welcome all fellow Daoists to download and experience it.

A moment’s carelessness could lead to danger, especially in such a scene.

Field Xiaojian's eyes revealed a hint of killing intent. If he could eliminate Field Xiang here, he would laugh in his sleep.

Although he knew the chances of ending Field Xiang’s life now were slim, a once-in-a-thousand-years opportunity was not something to pass up without trying!

---

On the other side...

Field Xiang's face was as dark as night. He had finally grasped the laws of another dimension and was eager to return. Although he had made meticulous arrangements, his heart remained uneasy without personally overseeing it.

For five million years, the enmity between him and the Arhats, Feathers True Immortal, was not easily resolved. A small mistake could lead to irreparable consequences.

Would he take such a risk?

No!

He couldn’t afford to lose.

Although Field Xiang had changed, he still harbored some fear towards the Arhats and Feathers True Immortal. One must never be careless.

In fact, he was already very careful and cunning. However, even wise men can make mistakes. Field Xiang did not expect that his final mistake would come from a fragment of his soul.

Rebuke!

The fragment had betrayed him, even attempting to replace him.

Field Xiang almost spat out old blood in anger.

How could this happen?

He had already thought about such a situation and made preparations back then.

Why didn’t it work?

The fragment still chose to betray him.

---

Meanwhile, inside the Immortal Vague Academy...

Due to that mysterious well, Lin Xuan felt uneasy. He summoned several women from the Momentary Cavern Diagram and discussed together.

With more people came more ideas. For such a significant matter, Lin Xuan did not want to make decisions alone.

To his surprise, he heard shocking news from the Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden.

"What? Field Xiang actually sent a fragment of his soul to follow me, reincarnating with me?"

"Indeed, Field Xiang is cunning. Although he won that time, he couldn't be sure about the future five million years later. So, he made preparations early on," sighed the Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden. If not for Field Xiang's fox-like cunning, Feathers True Immortal would not have easily lost his wings.

Everything had its reasons.

"Who could it be?"

The Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden replied, "I don't know who it is, but you must recall on your own. But you needn’t worry too much; Field Xiang may be cunning, but I also made some preparations back then to ensure he would make a poor move."

"Your meaning?"

Lin Xuan was still confused.

"He has his Zhāng Liáng strategy, and I have my wall-penetrating technique. Back then, Field Xiang feared the fragment might betray him, so he placed restrictions on it. But I took advantage of his inattention to remove those restrictions."

"Of course, this doesn’t guarantee that the fragment will change its mind, but after five million years, maybe we can get a pleasant surprise."

"Ah, I see." Lin Xuan nodded and did not dwell further on the matter. There were more pressing issues at hand: "Please ask the lady if she can discern anything special about this well. I feel that Nine Heavens Respiration Soil is very close, but I don’t know what to do next..."

"I also don't know."

The Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden looked helpless.

Moon, Peacock, and Little Butterfly shared similar expressions.

In such a situation, they naturally hoped Lin Xuan would make the decision.

Helpless!

Lin Xuan’s face showed determination.

"Since there are no good ideas, we can only jump into the well."

"What? Jump into the well?" The women's faces paled.

"We haven’t even figured out what that strange well is. This is too risky," Moon argued.

"I know, but if we don't do this now, what should we do?"

Lin Xuan turned around: "The cultivation world has never been without risks. Seeking fortune in perilous situations is unavoidable."

"Alright!"

Although the women were worried, they weren’t overly nagging characters. Since Lin Xuan had made a decision, they would not continue to oppose him.

Let's take the risk!

So, they did not say anything more and returned to the Momentary Cavern Diagram.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath, his mana circulating non-stop. Although he was taking a risk, he still remained cautious.

Two treasures, the Tortoise Dragon Shield and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, were ready for action. Then Lin Xuan jumped into the well with a flash of green light. (To be continued)
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Plop! The sound of water reached his ears as Lin Xuan was submerged by the well. Not only did he not feel any discomfort, but he felt a sense of comfort throughout his body.

This wasn't just ordinary well water; it was clearly... Nine Heavens Immortal Dew!

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy.

Nine Heavens Immortal Dew was also a legendary holy object. Just one drop could restore the magical power of a cultivator who had passed through the Tribulation Stage.

Since this precious item appeared here, the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil must be nearby as well.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and swallowed the Nine Heavens Immortal Dew in one gulp.

Restore my magical power!

Apart from that, there were other benefits to this item.

He couldn't afford to miss such an opportunity. At the same time, Lin Xuan sped up towards the bottom of the well.

After swimming for about twenty丈, he suddenly found himself in a spacious area. It was like a new small world before his eyes.

Though it was a miniature world, it was incredibly solid and rich with essence energy. The air was filled with bird songs and fragrant flowers, exuding an extraordinary aura.

Then... the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil came into view.

Yes, that's right, the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil.

It was on a mountain peak in front of him.

This mountain towered ten thousand feet high, with rugged rocks and towering beauty. It looked like a sharp sword piercing the heavens.

It exuded an overwhelming aura.

However, at the top of this mountain, the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil was unremarkable. Its size was roughly that of a fist, dark in color, just like ordinary soil.

But its unremarkable appearance didn't matter to Lin Xuan; he immediately recognized it as the precious treasure he had long desired.

He swallowed his saliva. It was hard not to be moved by this sight.

However, Lin Xuan stood still and did not rush to take it right away.

Because at the base of that mountain peak, there were several statues among the rugged rocks. They looked lifelike.

Clearly, they were powerful beings from another world who had been petrified.

Someone had already arrived here first and found this place, but their end was tragic.

This wasn't ordinary petrification; once removed, one could be revived. But these people's souls had undoubtedly scattered to the winds.

He couldn't afford to be careless based on past experiences.

However, after surveying his surroundings, he didn't see any formidable enemies.

Releasing his divine sense, he found nothing.

Lin Xuan was speechless but certainly wouldn't hesitate.

After all, this journey was for the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil. The treasure was right in front of him, and it would be foolish to give up even if he knew there were dangers.

He would deal with whatever came his way.

With a determined mind, Lin Xuan stepped forward.

...

However, just as he took a few steps, the statues suddenly turned their heads.

Lin Xuan was taken aback. He had clearly felt that these petrified cultivators' souls had scattered to the winds. How could this be?

Was his sense of perception wrong?

No, it couldn't be!

Before he could fully process this thought, an unbelievable scene unfolded. A flash of light appeared, and the stone skin peeled away, revealing the statues as living beings.

Three men and two women each exuded powerful auras.

This wasn't strange; those who reached here wouldn't have any weaklings. Among the Three Thousand Worlds, they were true top-tier figures.

They each revealed their treasures.

There were immortal swords, long spears, large axes, sharp hammers, and some other rare artifacts...

They charged at Lin Xuan with great ferocity.

However, this was just a facade. Their eyes were all dazed.

These fellows had no consciousness; they were merely puppets controlled by others.

They came here to find the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil as well.

But once they fell, they became puppets for someone else.

What a terrifying spell!

If he failed, he would become one of them.

With this thought in mind, Lin Xuan's face turned pale.

He no longer cared about concealing his strength. With a burst of green light, he lunged forward.

The first obstacle was a壮汉 (strong man).

Seeing Lin Xuan approaching, he raised his hand and the long sword hovering before him sliced towards Lin Xuan.

A flash of cold light split the air in two.

However, there was no display of essence energy. This fellow had mastered the use of magical power to such an extent that it was almost perfect.

Unfortunately, his strike missed its target. Lin Xuan's movements were swift and clean; instead of blocking, he used spatial法则 (rules) to instantly move away.

The entire process was quick as a flash. The next moment, Lin Xuan appeared in front of the壮汉.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword Fish emerged. A burst of silver light showered down on the opponent's head and face.

If it were an ordinary cultivator at the Tribulation Stage, such suddenness would have caused them to panic. But these fellows were just puppets, so they wouldn't be surprised.

However, their reactions weren't slow either.

They spread their hands, and essence energy flashed wildly as a large shield appeared before them.

Clang! Clang!

The sound of metal rang in his ears like raindrops on banana leaves. The shield's light flickered but still managed to block the terrifying attack.

But this wasn't the main point.

As Lin Xuan summoned the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, he vanished from his original spot. In the next moment, spatial fluctuations appeared as Lin Xuan reappeared behind the壮汉.

Feinting and attacking!

Lin Xuan used spatial displacement!

Then, with a wave of his sleeve, the entire action flowed like clouds and water. A silver thread appeared in mid-air.

It flashed by instantly!

Targeting the opponent's head.

Though it seemed calm, the power contained within was shocking.

The strong man reacted quickly but still couldn't match the speed at which he summoned his treasure. His head was sliced off.

Blood splattered, but Lin Xuan didn't have time to savor his victory as another four puppets charged towards him with a roar.

Wanting to rely on numbers?

Lin Xuan had allies too. He didn't have time to show off now.

With a wave of his sleeve, the Must臾洞天图 (Momentary Caverns Diagram) appeared and slowly unfolded. Several beautiful girls came into view.

Moon, Yuanyuan, Xiaodie, and Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden. Not only were they exceptionally beautiful, but their strength was formidable as well.

"These guys are yours!"

"Lord Husband, be at ease."

"Brother Lin, just watch."

The voices of the ladies entered his ears. Then, each of them emitted a dazzling light and charged forward.

...

In the next moment, thunderous sounds echoed in his ears. The girls found their targets and unleashed their divine powers. It was needless to say that although the four puppets were strong, they couldn't match these beauties' power. They quickly fell one by one.

No danger.

The crisis Lin Xuan faced had been resolved. He raised his head and looked at the Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil on the mountain peak again.

What dangers lay there?

Lin Xuan felt frequent signs of divine omens in his heart but couldn't see any guardians. This was too unbelievable.

Logically, he shouldn't have acted rashly, but he didn't have time to waste here. Lin Xuan stepped towards the mountain peak. (To be continued)
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"Hey?"

Lin Xuan stopped in his tracks, rubbing his forehead with a puzzled expression.

A moment had passed, yet the mountain peak seemed not far away. Despite spending so much time, he felt as if he hadn't moved an inch closer to it.

This was rather strange.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan's mind began to formulate a hypothesis. He fully extended his divine awareness and activated the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye. Carefully examining the mountain before him, he observed for a long while.

"Sure enough..."

Lin Xuan sighed. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming through water, turning and emitting an aura that made one's heart race. Finally, all nine attributes converged into a single entity.

A seemingly real immortal sword appeared before him.

At the same time, the sound of phoenix calls echoed loudly as a tangible phoenix shadow materialized behind Lin Xuan. With a flap of its wings, accompanied by rolling flames, it swooped towards him.

Surrounded by this divine technique, Lin Xuan pushed his Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to its limits.

He raised his head and shot two silver beams from his eyes. They entered his ears with a "bang" sound, merging with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword.

The Heaven Phoenix Divine Eye and the Illusion attribute sword complemented each other well.

With the increase in spiritual light, the shape of the flying sword changed, bending like a spirit snake before suddenly growing larger and slicing towards the mountain peak.

...

Meanwhile, Tiao Xiaojian also encountered trouble.

He fanned the flames, incited discord, and deceived the true immortals until they were thoroughly confused. Then, he had them unite in force to attack that undoubtedly was an inter-dimensional portal.

This left Tiao Xiang in a terrible predicament.

Indeed, he was now the strongest among true immortals, his strength surpassing even the former Feathered True Man. But what did it matter?

Traversing between two different dimensional universes was a headache-inducing task, despite having already grasped the laws of another dimension's universe.

But honestly speaking, time was too short to fully comprehend everything. Even with a shortcut, complete understanding was impossible.

In the end, he had only understood some superficial aspects.

Tiao Xiang hurried back.

The danger was immense, even burying potential hazards.

He wasn't unaware of this but couldn't let his guard down. There were simply too few true immortals. As they say, a hero cannot stand against many. Could he defeat all the top experts from the 3000 worlds?

Without him in charge, he had little confidence. After all, both the Arrogant Demon King and Feathered True Man were formidable foes, even after reincarnation.

Compared to this, the danger of dimensional traversal was insignificant. As a Daoist Sage, he could say that his artistry gave him courage.

However, Tiao Xiang's calculations failed to account for the trouble brought by his own residual soul from back then.

He couldn't help but laugh and cry... Wasn't this what they called tying oneself in knots?

The actual situation was far more complex than tying oneself in knots.

Tiao Xiang was already adept at scheming, while Tiao Xiaojian as a residual soul outdid him in many ways. It could be said that blue surpasses its origin and excels it.

Strike the snake's seven-inch mark; now he was conducting spatial travel, his most vulnerable moment.

Yet, Tiao Xiaojian had incited those true immortals to attack him.

Originally, they were master soul and residual soul relations, with mutual感应s.

Within a certain distance, though not heart-to-heart, Tiao Xiaojian's tricks couldn't deceive him either.

But what could he do? Tiao Xiang was helpless. Trapped in the dimensional gap, he had no way to contact other true immortals.

They were too cunning.

Tiao Xiang was both angry and frustrated.

Apart from glaring helplessly, there was nothing else he could do.

Cursing inwardly, he flew faster through the dimensional portal.

Once out of it, he would definitely skin this annoying little soul alive. A residual soul daring to retaliate against him, Tiao Xiang was filled with anger and frustration.

He roared in rage, knowing that this was his last chance from heaven. If he failed, the next unlucky one would be himself.

Thus, while continuing to incite discord, he also summoned his treasures.

With a loud shout, his body suddenly emitted dazzling light, accompanied by "tsk tsk" sounds as countless bright rays shot out from his surface.

The brilliance was so striking and the momentum so fierce that even nearby true immortals couldn't help but look. A fragment of Tiao Xiang's soul, this was no ordinary matter. They still didn't know that Tiao Xiang and Tiao Xiaojian weren't on the same page.

In an instant, a loud "bang" echoed as the bright rays struck the dimensional gap like lightning piercing the sky.

"Break it for me!"

...

With a mighty roar, the shockwave emerged from the surface of the light.

True Demon Shatter-Space Saber was originally endowed with spatial laws. Now, Tiao Xiaojian had mastered it to perfection.

Snap!

The sound of the dimensional gap breaking echoed in his ears as Tiao Xiang discovered that the portal began to collapse.

"No..."

As the strongest true immortal, he couldn't be measured by ordinary standards. He could ignore even the space chaos that made great cultivators tremble and spatial storms, but this dimensional collapse was entirely different.

Even if he were drawn into it, his chances of survival would be slim.

That damned residual soul was too despicable, leaving no room for mercy to plunge him into an irreversible situation.

Of course, Tiao Xiaojian's True Demon Shatter-Space Saber wasn't that outrageous. The key lay in the coincidence. The attacks from other true immortals had already strained the dimensional portal, and his move was the final straw.

"I will never let you off, Tiao Xiaojian."

Tiao Xiang's face twisted into a sinister expression. However, this heart-wrenching roar didn't travel far before being swallowed by the collapsing dimensional portal...

...

Meanwhile, on another side,

Lin Xuan made no expression as he cast his hand seals. A loud boom followed, and the mountain peak crumbled to nothing where the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword passed.

It was an illusion!

Attacking with other divine techniques had been futile. Lin Xuan combined the Illusion attribute sword of the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword with the Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eye to finally break through it.

Woo...

A gale blew, blurring the scene before his eyes. When it cleared, everything looked entirely different.

Green mountains, clear waters, small bridges, waterfalls—truly picturesque scenery.

Spirit energy, no, should be divine energy was very dense. But when Lin Xuan swept his gaze over all the landscapes, his expression turned grim.
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In a picturesque scene of small bridges over flowing streams and quaint cottages, what met the eye was only half of this mysterious space.

The other half was a mix of crumbling walls, marshes intertwined with deserts, even connected to icy landscapes. On one side, the sun blazed fiercely; on the opposite, snowflakes as large as goose feathers fell gently.

Howling winds and slashing rains clashed with thunderbolts interspersed with hailstones. These were two worlds that should have been utterly different, yet they seamlessly coexisted without any contradiction, making it hard to believe. The primordial energy of this world was chaotic, filled with a wild and desolate aura.

What shocked Lin Xuan the most, however, was a monstrous creature with three heads and six arms suspended in the center of this chaos.

The appearance was terrifying!

At first glance, it resembled ancient demons, but upon closer inspection, they were entirely different. The head at the center was that of a handsome young man, whose features bore no resemblance to those of ordinary people—his face even exuded an air of refinement and elegance.

But Lin Xuan felt he knew this person from somewhere, though he couldn’t quite place him. On either side of his shoulders were two more heads, facing opposite directions, forming a tripod arrangement. The left head had horns on its forehead and scales on its cheeks, with a grotesquely dark and twisted mouth that resembled a python’s. His tongue was clearly a snake, while his eyes were pale as dead fish.

The right head, however, was entirely different. It looked like neither deer nor snake but somewhat resembled the head of a玄武 (a mythical creature), yet it seemed more dragon-like upon closer inspection. The entire body exuded a very dense chaotic demon aura.

Was this some kind of powerful true spirit here?

Its presence felt even stronger than that of a true dragon, making Lin Xuan feel uneasy and suspicious.

Apart from the three unusual heads, each of its six arms had unique characteristics as well.

Two hands were like those of ordinary cultivators, their palms as white as jade. The remaining four were distinct: two black demon arms, extremely long and sharp-fingered, with auras of demonic energy swirling around them; another pair was covered in scales, resembling the claws of a beast, enveloped by dense demon aura.

Lin Xuan was left speechless. He had faced many trials but had never encountered such an unusual creature. It combined features of true immortals, ancient demons, and even demons.

What kind of monster was this?

It emitted three distinct auras: one pure immortal energy far beyond ordinary true immortals; another demonic aura that even primordial ancestors like the precious snake would find inferior; and finally, a chaotic demon aura unique to true spirits, not inferior to dragons or celestial phoenixes.

These auras interacted in complex ways, giving Lin Xuan an impression far more intricate than mere addition. His face was already grim.

At this moment, there were other powerful beings from the outside world who had entered this mysterious space before him. Several had already arrived.

Lin Xuan wasn’t bothered by this; instead, he secretly rejoiced. The monster was too terrifying and strange to face alone.

He said something about a mobile game called "A Hundred Refinements" soon launching, with Huan Yu also playing it. He welcomed fellow daoists to join him in exploring the world of A Hundred Refinements.

The dangers were daunting, but sharing them made everything better.

But his expression changed again when he noticed two gray cocoons suspended directly in front of the monster. Occasionally, loud noises echoed from within, and faint light could be seen through them.

Clearly, a powerful being was trapped inside, struggling to survive but not yet perishing.

This discovery darkened Lin Xuan’s mood, but it wasn’t entirely dangerous; it was a mix of hope and fear.

Given his nature, he didn’t want to intervene rashly. However, the space was so small that there was no place to hide. He had to face it head-on.

Lin Xuan did not plan to act impulsively, though necessary preparations were made. The Nine Palaces Sword was already floating in his sleeve, and a pattern of the玄龟龙甲盾 (a divine shield) flickered on his palm.

He intended to observe before deciding but found that things were more complex than he had imagined. Sometimes, you couldn’t avoid getting involved even if you wanted to stay out.

The three-headed six-armed monster’s spiritual senses were extremely sharp. Despite Lin Xuan's carefulness, he still revealed his position. The demon head on the left slowly turned its pale eyes, emitting a cruel light. With a casual wave of its arm, black flames appeared and flew towards him.

Before reaching him, they emitted an aura that made one shudder with fear, transforming into a dark cloud that approached Lin Xuan. From this cloud, several burning chains shot out, resembling fiery serpents, wrapping around him.

This was not the end; thunderous sounds echoed in his ears as the cloud churned and dropped countless stones, each enveloped by flames like falling meteors.

"Hmph, your reaction is swift," Lin Xuan’s face showed a displeased expression but remained calm. He casually raised his hand, emitting golden light, and the玄龟龙甲盾 (divine shield) appeared in front of him. This time, it didn’t block on the side; instead, it actively engaged, heading towards the black cloud above.

Thunderous sounds filled his ears as blue ice-cold energy emanated from the surface of the divine shield. As a heavenly treasure made from turtle shell armor, its nature leaned heavily towards water attributes. With a blue haze of cold air, it actually blocked the attack of the fiery black cloud, causing blue and red flames to clash.

The fire transformed into an eerie black cloud, but Lin Xuan’s summoned treasure was no ordinary one either. The continuous thunderous sounds made it hard to determine who would prevail.

Lin Xuan took a defensive stance, not rushing to attack. He believed that other powerful beings here would be more impatient than him. Indeed, a sharp voice echoed as a green-robed elder on his left side first revealed a crystal-clear treasure. (To be continued)
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The artifact was peculiar in shape, much shorter than an ordinary dagger yet incredibly sharp. A layer of green aura surrounded its surface.

Then the green-robed elder pointed a finger at it, and with a pfft sound, a puff of green aura coiled into a dragon that charged towards the three-headed six-armed monster.

There were more combatants involved in this fight than just those two.

A woman dressed in snow-white robes appeared as a soft laugh echoed. Her appearance was exquisite, but unlike an ordinary maiden, she had a golden eyeball on her forehead.

Golden light flowed from it, giving off a mysterious aura.

With a flick of her sleeves, a golden flower appeared behind her, spinning and transforming into hundreds of golden blades that stabbed towards the three-headed six-armed monster.

The two worked in perfect coordination, having fought together before. However, the three-headed six-armed creature turned its heads with a sneer on each face.

"Such fools! You think you can plot to seize Nine Heavens Fertile Soil with just your puny abilities?" The head that resembled a youth spoke arrogantly.

Before he could finish his sentence, his left side emitted a black shadow from his mouth. It was his tongue!

It flashed and pierced through the green dragon formed by the aura.

Moreover, the magic energy on the tongue twisted around and transformed into a monstrous snake with dozens of heads.

The serpent's hiss filled the air as it lunged at the green-robed elder. Meanwhile, the other two heads raised their arms, which resembled the claws of beasts, protecting themselves with green claw-like projections that sliced through the air.

Clang! Clang!

The energy from the claws and the electric arc clashed together, but soon the golden light dimmed as the claws became even more lethal, rushing towards the woman in white robes.

"Trouble!"

The woman's face paled. She flipped her hand, producing a streak of golden lightning that was as thick as an arm. Her third eye opened, emitting a radiant beam that transformed into a magical creature.

This creature was golden all over, with six heads and two pairs of wings. Its power was astonishing; though not as formidable as the phoenix or peacock, it could rival the green phoenix and golden crow in strength.

With a flap of its wings, countless golden rays turned into arrows that rained down on the three-headed monster. However, a mocking voice echoed in her ears.

"Stupid!"

Before she could react, the three-headed six-armed creature was enveloped by blackish-red flames. It flickered and condensed into a massive shield.

The woman saw this with alarm and clenched her hands, producing another streak of golden arrows that coalesced into an oddly-shaped giant axe.

"Cut!"

With a sharp cry, blood shot from her mouth and merged with the axe. A howling sound filled the air as the surface of the axe glowed with magical light, growing larger and turning blood-red. An unbelievable aura emanated from it, tearing through space as if it were about to collapse into nothingness.

Lin Xuan watched this unfold and felt his face turn red. The woman's abilities were formidable; even he would not dare be careless against such an attack. Yet, she did not dodge, making him wonder if she was brave or foolish.

Lin Xuan inwardly mused that something seemed amiss.

Before he could finish his thought, a thunderous sound echoed as the blood-red axe crashed into the shield.

A sharp crack sounded as the shield's light flickered, showing its formidable defensive capabilities. However, it couldn't withstand such a precise attack and shattered with a mournful cry.

The giant axe sliced through the three-headed six-armed creature in one swift motion, splitting it in two.

However, there was no blood.

The corners of the split monster's mouth curled into a sneer.

"Trouble!"

The woman's face paled as she realized something. She swayed her waist to move away but it was too late. As she moved, space rumbled, and the creature appeared before her in an instant.

It was covered in runes and exuded overwhelming magical power. The shield that had been shattered by his axe was just a mere illusion now, dissipating like foam.

"Trouble!"

Her face turned ashen. A top-tier powerhouse, she knew the danger of her current situation all too well.

Without time to dodge, she spat out a beam of light, not an attack but a protective barrier that spread and enveloped her. Her fingers flickered with incantations that vanished into the barrier.

A phoenix's cry filled the air as the surface of the barrier glowed with flames, eventually transforming into a phoenix pattern.

The woman was no ordinary powerhouse.

However, a scream echoed as she was pierced through, two large wounds appearing on her body. The three-headed six-armed creature slowly withdrew its arms, sneering.

In the midst of setting up defenses, it had extended both of its magical arms forward with fluid movements that were simple yet deadly.

The seemingly solid barrier crumbled like paper under their attack.

Her fate was sealed; his strike had reduced her to a pile of ashes. There was no chance for a comeback.

A top-tier powerhouse fell in this battle. (To be continued...)
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The entire process unfolded swiftly. The old man in green robes' face turned dark with worry as his opponent proved to be far beyond what he could handle. He dared not covet the Nine Heaven Sustaining Soil any longer.

He had already decided to retreat.

However, the monstrous snake with over a dozen heads was fierce and terrifying, leaving him unable to escape for now.

Seeing that his opponent's head turned, beads of sweat began forming on his forehead as he shouted angrily at Lin Xuan: "At this moment, you still sit idly by. If I perish, do you think you can get off scot-free?"

No one wanted to die, so the old man in green had no choice but to lower his dignity and seek help from Lin Xuan.

Although they were strangers, he believed that if something happened to him, Lin Xuan would step in since their fates were intertwined.

With a roar, both hands of the old man flared with flames.

However, there was a stark difference: one hand emitted a grayish-white color while the other glowed an eerie green.

He clapped his hands together over his chest and the flames merged into a radiant light, giving birth to a treasure.

At first glance, it resembled a miniature mountain.

The old man's eyes hardened as he exhaled a burst of essence energy.

A thunderous sound echoed in his ears as the "miniature mountain" swelled with the wind, quickly growing into a true mountain peak within moments.

"Go!"

With the old man's roar, the mountain peak shot up and disappeared from its original spot.

In an instant, it appeared above the three-headed six-armed monster.

The base of the mountain spun as a dense grayish-white mist burst forth.

Although the mist was intermittent, a deafening roar filled his ears. The mist then split apart, revealing countless monstrous shadows that surged out, seemingly solid, engulfing the three-headed six-armed creature.

The old man's heart leaped with joy but he continued to cast several spells in rapid succession.

Instantly, the spirit beasts' shadows became frenzied and exploded into white light.

In an instant, waves of energy pushed back the cloud sea as concentric rings of light spread outwards.

This was far from over.

The old man's hands moved rapidly, emitting a thick green aura that vanished and reappeared at the base of the mountain.

A heavenly melody sounded from the horizon. Originally just a mundane hill, after absorbing this green aura, it seemed to come back to life, quickly growing countless plants and trees on its surface.

Ancient trees towered, some appearing as if they had grown for millions of years.

Others bloomed with massive buds, emitting strange fragrances.

This was indeed an extraordinary spell.

Lin Xuan could not help but be impressed, though the cost was immense. The old man seemed to age significantly in a moment, his face pale and listless. Yet he appeared exhilarated as he roared: "See how you break my Profound Sky Spirit Domain."

"Profound Sky Spirit Domain?"

Lin Xuan's expression changed. This was the first time he had heard of it. Clearly, it was different from ordinary spirit domains—no, not just spirit domains; even ordinary fields were outmatched.

Otherwise, it would not be called a Profound Sky Spirit Domain.

This was a divine technique unique to the spirit realm, undoubtedly an extraordinary ability of this green-robed powerhouse.

And it seemed to be his trump card.

Its power appeared formidable. Lin Xuan decided he might as well lend a hand.

He flipped his palm out and formed a translucent sword with just five fingers.

The sword was delicate like a butterfly's wing, seemingly fragile yet imbued with awe-inspiringrule's strength or force of rule.

Lin Xuan flicked the sword down with a swift motion.

The action was so nimble that it was almost silent. A grand aura of energy spread across the sky, overwhelming in its might.

But in an instant, all the energy condensed into a slender crystal thread.

If there had been any observers, they would have been left speechless at this transformation from sword to thread.

More astonishingly, the thread containedrule's strength or force of rule.

The crystal thread vanished and flashed through time and space, slicing towards the three-headed six-armed monster.

He seized the opportunity well.

The opponent was deep within the Profound Sky Spirit Domain, his powers suppressed to their lowest. If he could bring this to a decisive end, it would be what Lin Xuan desired.

But that was easier said than done.

Feeling the immense power in the crystal thread, the three-headed six-armed monster's expression changed but quickly turned into a sneer.

With wide gestures, his six arms emitted countless grayish-white magical runes from his body.

These runes converged at his feet and formed an intricate teleportation array.

His figure blurred as he vanished from sight.

"Impossible! My Profound Sky Spirit Domain can nullify all spatial laws; how could he possibly teleport out?"

The old man was shocked, his face aghast.

This was far from over.

A buzzing sound echoed as the strange teleportation array reappeared at his feet.

"No..."

In an instant, the old man seemed to understand something but it was too late. With a final wail of despair, he vanished.

He appeared in the base of the mountain, his position matching that of the monster's previous location.

The old man had been used as a decoy.

This was so outlandish that even Lin Xuan did not expect such a move. In his haste, it was impossible to retract the sword light once it was released.

Clearly, this was futile.

Fear etched on the old man's face as he poured all his energy into his protective barrier.

But its effectiveness remained uncertain.

Silently, the crystal thread collided with his barrier. At that moment, the entire world seemed distorted like cutting through tofu. The seemingly solid barrier crumbled like paper. Under the terrifyingrule's strength or force of rule, the old man exploded into a bloody mist.

Without his power to support it, the Profound Sky Spirit Domain vanished. Lin Xuan's face turned pale as well; just now, he had been used by the opponent too.
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Lin Xuan's face was as gloomy as a stormy sky. This guy turned out to be far more terrifying than he had imagined, indeed living up to the Nine Heaven Divine Maiden’s words. His strength was beyond that of even the White Peak Sword Immortal.

But Lin Xuan wasn't about to back down. He had come this far; there was no turning back once an arrow is loosed from a bow.

He would give it his all!

Nine Heaven Silt Soil—his goal was to obtain it at any cost!

Just as that thought flashed through his mind, a rumbling sound entered his ears. The sky darkened for a moment before clearing up again.

But something had changed—a spatial rift appeared in the void, and several figures emerged from it.

Lin Xuan and the demon creature both raised their heads. They hadn’t expected any new intruders at this moment.

Was this good fortune or misfortune?

Lin Xuan didn't know.

But the answer was quickly revealed as the blurry figures gradually became clearer. To his surprise, he recognized all of them.

No… not just familiar; they were even partners to him.

Six figures appeared before him, with half male and half female.

Standing at the forefront was a young girl with flawless skin like jade, her expression cold and unyielding.

Her aura was faint but formidable.

Ice Spirit?

No, it was Li Yutong.

The legendary first-strongest spirit!

To his sides stood two men who were equally outstanding.

One had a carefree look on his face, holding a wine flask even in this situation.

The other was bald and barefoot, towering over the others with muscles so tightly coiled that they seemed to be brimming with explosive power.

Clearly, these were Nai Long True Man and Great Whale King.

They had gathered together with Fairy Yutong, but it wasn't too surprising. What truly surprised Lin Xuan was the other two girls.
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Well, calling them girls might be a bit inappropriate. One of them had lived for countless years yet still maintained an elegant figure, her body shrouded in misty vapor. Her face was indistinct, but she exuded an incomparable beauty.

Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox!

Princess of the Azure Peak Kingdom!

How could this woman, who was supposed to be missing, have ended up here?

Lin Xuan's expression was a bit confused, but soon, a clear voice rang out: "Brother Lin Xuan."

He looked up and saw another graceful girl with a charming smile. He recognized her very well.

Xiang'er!

She had disappeared along with the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

Lin Xuan had always been worried about her. Their reunion brought him joy.

A woman changes greatly as she grows, and Xiang'er was now breathtakingly beautiful. She had also reached the Tribulation Transcending stage, though just recently. Her cultivation speed was remarkable.

Seeing Lin Xuan here, their faces showed surprise. But quickly, all of their attention turned to the six-armed demon creature before them.

Among these six, apart from Xiang'er whose strength was still lacking, each had lived for millions of years and endured countless battles.

They immediately recognized the complexity of this six-armed creature.

"Is it you?"

Li Yutong's eyes first showed some doubt but quickly turned to surprise and even a gasp.

"How so? This fairy recognizes him?" Lin Xuan’s face was filled with astonishment.

"Yes, one of the three True Immortals who descended that year was him."

"Three True Immortals descended?" Lin Xuan was taken aback but soon realized Yutong Fairy was referring to those who fought against the Asura King in the Northern Light Radiant Palace.

After all, there had been dozens of True Immortals descending that year, but the three most powerful were among them.

Lin Xuan knew the outcome of that battle well—two died and one was injured. The injured immortal he had seen before had been eradicated in the Lesser Immortal Realm. Was this guy another?

Why did he transform like this and become the guardian of Nine Heaven Silt Soil?

Too many questions, but it seemed unlikely that they would get answers from him.

He exuded three distinctly different auras—True Immortal’s divine aura, True Demon’s demonic aura, and demon aura, all powerful in their own right. This situation was truly bizarre.

Lin Xuan was the first to act.

He raised his hand, and a series of spiritual lights appeared between his fingers. Then he spread his five fingers and pressed them forward.

Pfft…

A light sound echoed.

The entire void darkened as if through a funnel. The primordial energy surged towards Lin Xuan like a whale sucking in water, compressing and coalescing into a green palm that seemed to press down on the creature.

Before it reached its target, an immense invisible force pressed from all sides, as if intending to crush it into dust.

This seemingly ordinary move didn’t require any divine treasures; instead, Lin Xuan pushed his power to its limits. The effect of this strike was no less impressive than a true dragon’s attack and perhaps even superior in many ways.

The creature saw clearly but showed no reaction on its face, not even lifting its head. It clapped its demon arms over its chest and punched out.

A black light ball emerged, quickly transforming into a terrifying hurricane that swept towards the green hand.

Boom!

The entire universe trembled as black and green lights intertwined, waves of shockwaves spreading at an alarming speed in all directions.

Sand and stones flew everywhere; it was a sight to behold.

This distant strike was a fair match indeed.

Lin Xuan’s face showed signs of anger. Suddenly, sibilant sounds filled the air. From under the creature's feet, countless thin crystal threads shot out without any warning. Each thread was as fine as cow hair and rained down on its target with ferocity.

A sneak attack!

Of course, this wasn’t Lin Xuan’s doing.

Nai Long True Man’s eyes flashed with cunning; among all the great powers present, he was the most shameless.

This sudden change caught everyone off guard. But the six-armed creature showed no fear. Its shoulders blurred slightly, and its heads switched directions.

The head that looked like an ancient demon moved to the right, while the one resembling a true spirit moved to the left. Then both heads opened their mouths, releasing black shockwaves.

Visible to the naked eye, the sound wave technique seemed laughable in comparison; those crystal threads were shattered upon contact with it. (To be continued…)
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No harm done!

This guy's strength truly left Lin Xuan speechless, almost to the point of being unfathomable. However, the powerful beings surrounding him were no pushovers either; they were top-tier experts from this super-dimensional realm.

Seeing that his sneak attack was futile, the King Whale roared loudly and walked past with large strides.

Right, walk!

But with each step he took, a huge white footprint appeared in mid-air.

The world had its own laws. Even if the void was torn apart, it would quickly recover. However, these white footprints remained like imprinted marks, showing no change over time.

Moreover, every step made the King Whale's body grow significantly larger. His sleeves flapped as true qi flowed through them.

Right, true qi!

As one of the three great demon kings in this realm, he should have wielded pure chaotic demonic energy. But what was displayed now was ordinary human martial artist’s true qi.

Incredible!

Even with his eyes, Lin Xuan almost thought he had seen a mistake. He felt only shock, while the three-headed six-armed creature sensed immense danger and peril.

Regardless of his true identity, his combat experience was beyond doubt.

Feeling the threat, how could he allow it to develop further?

A sinister look appeared on his face as he waved his six arms, emitting purple light that merged together. He then transformed into a fearsome war club.

The light flickered and two demonic snakes coiled around its surface before slamming down towards him.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but the King Whale didn't dodge. Instead, he roared loudly as a golden light enveloped his body, turning it to a brilliant gold. Layers of intricate patterns emerged on his skin.

He looked like a legendary Golden Warrior.

Boom!

The deafening explosion echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. The King Whale was struck by the terrifying war club and should have suffered severe injuries or even death. However, something incredible happened.

Indeed, something shattered, but it wasn't the King Whale's head; it was the magical weapon itself that had been thrown.

Lin Xuan gaped in astonishment. He had never seen such a hard iron fist technique before.

With his dual cultivation of physical and spiritual bodies, he was no slouch either, but compared to this person, he felt like a small fry seeing a big fish.

To be honest, when the King Whale was being chased earlier, Lin Xuan didn't say anything out loud, but in his heart, he looked down on him. He thought the guy was overhyping himself and was just a fraud.

Now, he realized he had underestimated the man's true abilities. The three immortals and three demon kings were renowned throughout this realm for so many years; it couldn't be explained by luck alone.

The Hundred Refinements Mobile Game officially launched today. It’s available almost everywhere now. Fellow cultivators, don’t miss out on this classic game. Let's play together!

Those two powerful beings from another world weren't anything compared to the King Whale.

The entire process was swift and decisive. Seeing his attack result in such a failure, the demon creature was dumbfounded.

But there wasn't time for him to think further. One wrong move could spell disaster. The King Whale stepped forward, now only three feet away from him.

A sharp cry echoed like thunder in clear skies.

He raised his right hand and a crackling sound filled the air as his muscles bulged even more. Electric arcs shot out from his skin.

Innumerable patterns emerged before he slammed down towards the creature.

The three-headed six-armed demon was terrified, but it couldn’t dodge in time. With a desperate move, it expelled three greenish breaths from its mouths.

Its heads had different attributes, and the three breaths were naturally distinct yet seamlessly merged into one multicolored shield that enveloped the creature. It wasn't perfect defense, but at this moment, all he could do was hope for the best.

But it was useless. A loud explosion shook the heavens as if the force of nature itself had been unleashed. Lin Xuan's pride in his strength seemed laughable before such power.

The King Whale, indeed a fearsome warrior, lived up to his reputation.

That multicolored shield, though seemingly intricate, disintegrated easily under the golden fist that pierced through the void and struck the creature’s chest with force.

Boom!

It sounded distant yet echoed in his ears, creating a sense of time distortion. Time seemed to slow down as the creature's body crumpled like a rag doll, being forcefully thrown against a massive stone wall.

Debris fell from above, scattering chaos throughout the realm. The void itself was shattered. This was going to be painful for him.

The King Whale truly proved his worth, and Lin Xuan’s impression of him changed instantly.

But this wasn't over yet. Lady Rain桐 stepped in.

Her movements were clean and efficient. Her snow-white palm extended, emitting a radiant light as a sharp sword materialized between her fingers.

Then she blurred out of sight entirely, vanishing from the spot.

The three-headed six-armed creature, just rising from the rubble, felt an intense sensation of dread.

It was indescribable; like being stared at by a frog… or rather, it was extremely uncomfortable. The most frustrating part was not knowing where the danger came from.

With great caution, he turned his body to the left, preparing for an attack from the side. But it was too late. A brilliant crystalline thread appeared in the sky and struck him with incredible speed.

No… wrong, this wasn’t fast; it vanished instantly as if ignoring time and distance entirely.

Terrifying power.

Lady Rain桐’s move was indeed extraordinary.

The creature was terrified as its six demonic arms swung wildly. Suddenly, a blinding black light burst from its body, dazzling and impossible to look at directly.

Electric arcs swirled within the black light, and both of its heads on shoulders let out high-pitched howls. The human head revealed fangs, with veins standing out prominently, transforming his once handsome face into a grotesque one.

He opened his mouth, spewing a blood-red beam of light.

This beam didn't attack but hovered in front of him. The demon’s six arms grabbed the beam, which then split into multiple parts.()
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He waved his arms, and the light beams transformed into various strange and bizarre treasures. Among them were swords, spears, halberds, and two round rings.

Each emitted demonic aura, divine aura, or demon aura, though their natures differed greatly. Each one was incredibly powerful.

Then, he began to dance with his six arms, creating layers of illusions that instantly obscured the entire sky, colliding with the fine crystal threads.

The scene was shocking in its scale, but it was easily dispelled by the thin crystal thread.

"Primordial force laws? Impossible! You're just a lowly existence from the lower realm. How could you comprehend such power?"

The demon was shocked and pale-faced, much like someone who had seen a ghost during daylight. But he wouldn't sit idly by; a sinister expression flashed across his face.

Each of his six arms formed hand seals, and a vertical scar appeared on the forehead between them.

A faint "pop" sounded in his ears as a beam of light about the size of an arm emerged from within.

The beam was grayish-white and unremarkable, but it contained a dense concentration of primordial force laws.

Ripples of power spread out, intertwining with the crystal threads. For a moment, the outcome seemed uncertain.

"Hmph! Primordial force? Your methods are impressive, but these are one-time-use consumables. Even true immortals can't escape this fate. How many more times can you use them?"

A sharp cry filled his ears, laced with mockery. Then, a flash of light revealed Rain桐 Fairy, standing just over a thousand feet away.

She raised her right hand and emitted white vapor. A green bamboo shoot appeared in her pure white palm.

It was exquisitely crafted, emitting a misty divine aura. As she gently waved it, layers of bamboo shadows emerged, nearly obscuring the entire sky, enveloping the three-headed, six-armed monster inside.

"What is this treasure? No, it's an array..."

The demon recognized it and his face changed. But before he could think more, he was plunged into a greater crisis.

Rain桐 Fairy found herself hard-pressed to handle the situation. The others, of course, wouldn't stand idly by; adhering to single combat rules now would be sheer foolishness.

Roar!

The Great Whale King's roar echoed in his ears.

His body radiated golden light as he stepped across a thousand feet, arriving beside the monster once more.

The layers of bamboo shadows had no effect on him. As top-tier figures from the spirit realm, they shared some tacit understanding despite rarely teaming up.

Without hesitation, he swung a fist.

The符文 on his fist swirled, forming dozens of different arrays that merged into a miniature whale.

Though called "miniature," it was several dozen feet long.

This wasn't over. The Great Whale King's shadow flickered behind him, transforming into a massive three-colored whale avatar.

As the light shimmered, the avatar disintegrated, its mist merging with the miniature whale's shadow.

A whale-like roar echoed in his ears as the shadow glowed like a rainbow. It became increasingly solid and实体like, spraying towards the monster.

The Great Whale King moved swiftly, but Dáilóng True Immortal was no less quick to react.

He wouldn't care about any dishonorable ambushes. His usual carefree expression had vanished.

While he could be unrestrained in his normal state, he couldn't afford to be careless now.

His hand spread open, revealing a non-sword, non-dagger treasure. But it flickered and transformed into an jade如意.

Dáilóng True Immortal's face showed a sneer as he waved the jade如意. A wave of undetectable波动 emerged, causing the world to reverse and primordial force laws to become chaotic. Countless monsters, sword lights, and talismans appeared, raining down on the monster with overwhelming force.

The attacks seemed chaotic but were actually well-organized. They not only numbered in the hundreds but also had devastating power. A small fireball among them could easily destroy a late-stage cultivator.

Of course, Lin Xuan couldn't miss this opportunity to join in.

He waved his sleeves and released the Nine Palaces Swordfish, which coalesced into a mountain-like treasure.

The Great Sword Technique!

However, the current divine sword was unusually large.

Its power matched its size.

With overwhelming force, it fell upon the monster from above.

In the distance, the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox's palm held a peculiar gourd with an imprinted Taiji and Eight Trigram diagram...

Behind her, even Xiang'er couldn't resist joining in.

Meanwhile, on another side, Tian Xiaojian encountered danger.

He had incited a group of true immortals to attack the dimensional rift. This wasn't unusual, but the problem was that Tianxiang was inside.

This was his strategy of using others' hands to kill.

At first, it almost succeeded.

With Tianxiang's power, moving between different planes was no issue. However, traversing two distinct dimensional universes proved much harder.

Especially since he hadn't fully grasped the laws of the other world. Attempting this now was a stretch for him.

Encountering Tianxiang's interference and misleading other true immortals, he found himself in grave danger.

Spatial collapse!

This was far more terrifying than any spatial storm or chaotic flow. Even as a Daoist Ancestor, Tianxiang couldn't break free at the moment.

Tian Xiaojian's face was filled with smug satisfaction.

But soon, his smile faded.

Or rather, he experienced misfortune after excessive joy.

Sizzle...

The previously narrowed dimensional rift suddenly extended its claws, tightly grasping both sides and pulling. A sound so sharp that it made teeth ache echoed as the dimensional rift expanded.

A white hurricane swept in, revealing a handsome but stern-faced youth.

"Salute to the Ancestor."

The true immortals who had been foolishly attacking were shocked by Tianxiang's appearance. They quickly knelt and bowed.

They weren't fools; they immediately understood Tian Xiaojian's ill intentions.

But... wasn't he a fragment of the Ancestor? Why would he attack them?

The true immortals murmured in their minds but said nothing on the surface, knowing that祸from口出. They didn't want to get involved in such matters. (To be continued...)
第四千一百六十二章 田小剑身陷绝地

---

Ming Zhe Bao Shen, this cannot be said to be wrong. However, Tian Xiaojian could not possibly remain uninvolved.

This guy was quite shrewd and cunning. Seeing his plot exposed, he didn't waste a moment; black light enveloped him as if he had vanished into the sky.

With his current strength, he moved so fast it seemed like teleportation. In just a moment, he had run out of thousands of miles. However, on Tian Xiang's face, there was a sneer.

"Knowing no fear!"

A loud shout echoed as Tian Xiang extended his right hand and quickly pointed at the void.

Instantly, a huge black hole appeared in the air.

Then, a giant emerged from that black hole.

His body was more imposing than mountains. With each step, he covered several miles. He soon caught up to Tian Xiaojian's back, spread his fingers wide, and grabbed him.

Tian Xiaojian’s expression changed. With such depth of strategy, he would not die without a fight.

He turned swiftly, shouting loudly as a brilliant light suddenly flared from his body. Accompanied by the sound of air tearing apart, countless bright rays shot out from his surface.

The brilliance was so dazzling and the momentum so fierce that the sounds of air slicing through echoed in his ears. The rays looked like lightning piercing the sky, instantly reaching the giant’s face.

He struck hard!

However, a sneer appeared on the giant's face as he exploded with a loud sound.

His massive body turned into dark smoke. Even the True Demon Shatter-Space Saber, powerful as it was, had nowhere to exert its force.

But this certainly wasn’t the end of the matter.

In the next moment, those black clouds gathered in front and several monstrous snakes appeared before his eyes.

Their size couldn't compare to the giant, but their numbers were staggering. The weakest could match a cultivator at the初级 stage of overcoming trials stage, while the strongest could rival true spirits.

Tian Xiang was indeed the top powerhouse among True Immortals; even his casual move was earth-shattering.

Tian Xiaojian was alarmed as he was suddenly surrounded by countless monstrous snakes.

The overwhelming spiritual pressure almost suffocated him. But making Tian Xiaojian submit was clearly impossible.

His face darkened as he flicked his hand, throwing out a seven-colored ice fire. The originally small flame suddenly became dazzling and turned into a rainbow streak of light, enveloping Tian Xiaojian.

Pfft... pfft...

Several giant snakes collided with him but were quickly melted by the seven-colored ice fire.

This was Tian Xiaojian’s secret technique; its power was beyond words.

At the same time, the True Demon Shatter-Space Saber returned. Its golden light stirred up a storm of blood and gore, looking extremely formidable, but it was irrelevant to the situation. With so many snakes, Tian Xiaojian's attacks were like ants trying to shake a tree.

But he still gained some breathing room.

Tian Xiaojian’s movements were frenzied and swift. He reached into his waistband, and a black talisman appeared from his fingertips.

It depicted a ghost face with a portal behind it.

Without hesitation, Tian Xiaojian stuck it on his chest.

A grayish-black demonic wind arose out of nowhere.

Tian Xiaojian seemed relieved as he vanished from sight.

"Hmph. Greater Teleportation Talisman; I didn’t expect you to have such treasures. But in front of this Primordial Ancestor, it’s just a show."

From afar, Tian Xiang saw clearly and his expression showed surprise before turning into a sneer.

He flicked his sleeve, and a saber light emerged but did not shoot at Tian Xiaojian; instead, he slashed lightly where he stood.

Space ripples appeared far away, and a space rift suddenly appeared. Tian Xiaojian stumbled out from it, his face full of terror. He never imagined that even the Greater Teleportation Talisman could be so easily broken by someone.

Damn, does this mean I have no place to run?

A bad feeling arose in Tian Xiaojian’s heart.

But he wouldn’t sit and wait for death; even if his chances were slim, he had to fight.

Fortunately, the Greater Teleportation Talisman did have some effect. At least, he managed to escape from those monstrous snakes’ encirclement.

However, just as this thought flashed through his mind, Tian Xiaojian’s face turned pale.

There was nothing else; Tian Xiang’s figure blurred slightly and then appeared ten feet in front of him without any explanation.

Knowing they were a thousand miles apart, the power behind it seemed too mysterious and strange.

Could this be the true strength of the top powerhouse among True Immortals?

Tian Xiaojian felt his breath quicken. Since he embarked on the path of cultivation, he had faced countless hardships, but nothing compared to this time.

He didn’t want to surrender easily, yet he couldn’t act rashly either.

This feeling was terrible.

Tian Xiaojian’s face darkened further. However, Tian Xiang seemed unperturbed.

"How about it? Have you made up your mind? Although what you did was outrageous and deeply offended me, as your fragmentary soul, I can forgive you once if you submit to me..."

"Fusion, do you think I’m a fool?" Tian Xiaojian’s face was full of gloom. "If my soul fuses with yours, the result will be similar to death."

Before he could finish speaking, Tian Xiaojian shouted loudly again as golden rays shot out from his body once more. The True Demon Shatter-Space Saber transformed into a series of golden demon heads, spewing various lightning beams that swept towards him.

"Hmph. Not bad in power, but it’s still just showboating in front of me."

Tian Xiang's face showed mockery before turning to a snarl: "Since you are so reckless, I can only let you see the true might of this Primordial Ancestor."

Before he could finish speaking, his sleeve swept out, and he summoned that incomprehensible Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book.

Instantly, the entire sky above him turned into a galaxy. The power of law radiated out, enveloping Tian Xiaojian...

---

On the other side, Lin Xuan was elated in contrast to Tian Xiaojian’s situation.

That six-armed monster had formidable strength; two powerful beings from another world had fallen at his hands. Lin Xuan wasn’t afraid but felt a bit apprehensive!

The opponent was hard to deal with, and he didn't have much confidence in a one-on-one fight. Just then, Fairy Yutong and Daoist Dailong, among other spiritual realm allies, arrived.

Their strength surprised Lin Xuan; working together, they quickly gained the upper hand and forced that monster into a corner. (To be continued)
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**Boom!**

A deafening explosion shook the entire universe, and a black shadow shot out from the ruins.

Above the sky, a colorful light column appeared, flickering and transforming into countless sword lights—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and purple—all dazzlingly vibrant as they swept towards the black figure.

Instantly, a series of clinking sounds echoed. The black figure's body surface emitted numerous claw-like projections that clashed with the sword lights.

The entire space was thrown into chaos by the intense collisions. It seemed like this mysterious small space might collapse at any moment.

But it was just an illusion…

With the Nine Heavens Silt Ground existing here, even though the space wasn't vast, its durability surpassed anything in the Spirit Realm. Destroying it wouldn’t be easy.

After a long while, Lin Xuan’s vision cleared, and he once again saw the three-headed six-armed monster before him.

However, it was clearly in dire straits. Its six magical arms had been reduced to half. Moreover, its left shoulder was drenched in blood; the head resembling an evil ghost had been flattened, with its eyes now white, completely lifeless. The aura emanating from his body had dropped by more than half.

Lin Xuan’s face showed a hint of joy. The Demon King indeed lived up to its reputation. With their help, he should be able to defeat the formidable enemy before him soon.

He was confident that they would find the Nine Heavens Silt Ground quickly enough.

Lin Xuan wasn’t worried about the归属of this treasure; after all, there were countless connections between them. Matters could always be negotiated.

In critical moments, if necessary, he could reveal the secret of the Blue Star Sea and work together to defeat Tianxiang before ascending to immortality.

With these thoughts in mind, Lin Xuan raised his head. However, what met his eyes caused him to furrow his brows tightly.

The monster’s situation was clearly dire; it had suffered severe injuries. Yet its expression remained arrogant, showing no fear at all—not even a hint of intimidation.

Was it just bravado or did it have some hidden support?

Lin Xuan felt uneasy but couldn’t pinpoint the exact reason. His face showed a momentary hesitation.

But then, a loud roar echoed in his ears as the King of Giant Whales took large strides forward.

Each step covered ten丈, and golden electric arcs surrounded him, making him look like a deity descending from heaven.

Then he clapped his hands together, releasing layers of golden fist shadows that formed into a swirling vortex, seemingly ready to envelop the opponent.

---

It was said that the King of Giant Whales was the strongest in the Spirit Realm. This proved true without exaggeration.

However, Lin Xuan’s unease grew stronger.

He couldn’t explain why but he wouldn’t just stand by.

"Comrade, be cautious."

Lin Xuan warned the King of Giant Whales as he took a deep breath and flicked his sleeves to reveal a fiery red immortal sword. He didn’t summon his main treasure, Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, in this situation; it was too risky.

Yet, this fiery red sword wasn’t ordinary either. Though not reaching the level of先天灵宝, it was still superior to many divine treasures.

Lin Xuan grasped it lightly and waved it.

Instantly, a vast expanse of fiery clouds appeared.

Within these clouds, various bizarre creatures floated—mostly centipedes, which opened their mouths and sprayed countless red crystal threads like fine rain, covering the creature in an instant.

But it was too late. Compared to the King of Giant Whales’ attack, he was still one step behind.

The King of Giant Whales had already rushed within three feet of his opponent.

The golden fist shadows completely enveloped him.

A loud boom echoed as his protective shield was torn apart and shattered in an instant. His entire body was engulfed by the fist shadows, producing a series of bone-crushing impacts until he exploded into a bloody mist.

So easily?

The King of Giant Whales was stunned.

Though his opponent had suffered severe injuries, they weren’t completely defenseless; what kind of trickery was this?

He sensed an ominous premonition and couldn’t retreat in time.

The monster was blasted to pieces, but its flesh didn’t scatter around. Instead, it seemed alive, curling back to envelop the King of Giant Whales…

What was happening?

Possession!

No, there were subtle differences.

This outcome left several powerful beings from the Spirit Realm speechless.

---

Meanwhile, on another side,

Tian Xiaojian’s situation was even more perilous. His current strength surpassed that of many True Immortals, but facing Tianxiang, he was at a disadvantage, being constantly controlled and restricted.

As they say, seeing is believing, especially with Tianxiang.

His strength fell far short of his opponent’s; no matter how powerful his treasures or secret techniques were, he was soon pushed to the brink of despair.

**Boom!**

A loud explosion echoed as Tian Xiaojian’s well-prepared strike was easily deflected by his opponent.

"What do you want?"

Tian Xiaojian’s face turned pale as he spoke.

"Want? I’ve already said that past wrongs will be forgiven, but since you are my fragmentary soul, there’s no way I’ll let you go. You must merge with me."

"Not on your life," Tian Xiaojian’s cold voice echoed. "Merging with you is like courting death; my divine consciousness and memories would be devoured. What’s the difference between that and disintegration?"

Having come this far, he had faced countless dangers. How could he accept being someone else's pawn?

He would rather die than dishonor himself.

His face showed a firm resolve.

Tianxiang clearly saw his determination but sighed, revealing a hint of mockery: "Whether you agree or not is beyond your control."

With a flicker of light, the heavenly scroll transformed into a beautiful galaxy.

"Fall!"

Tianxiang roared, launching several spells from his hands. A series of flashes echoed as the galaxy shrunk dramatically and changed shape, transforming into a silver hand several丈 long, reaching out towards Tian Xiaojian.

Its speed was so fast it seemed like flowing light on film.

Tian Xiaojian’s face turned pale; he instinctively felt great danger. From his body, countless beams of light shot out, converging to form an oddly shaped golden blade.

Of course, this was his main treasure, the True Demon Shatter-Space Blade.

With a flick of his hands, Tian Xiaojian produced two black electric arcs as thick as his arms, which flashed and moved onto the blade.

Moreover, he opened his mouth and spat out two clouds of green energy. The first was Seven-Colored Xuan Ice Fire; the second was his own primordial essence.
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All might be revealed!

With Tian Xiaojian's cunning, he could hardly fail to realize his perilous situation. At this moment, preserving his life was the top priority.

The True Demon Shatter Void Blade emitted a dazzling light, enveloped in flames and electric arcs, significantly enhancing its power.

It sliced through an unusual trajectory, like a silver hand striking down.

Sizzle...

The two clashed violently, though not silently, sending ripples of force outward, shattering the void.

However, this standoff lasted only an instant.

Suddenly, a loud boom echoed. The True Demon Shatter Void Blade was actually repelled and sent flying.

It arced through the air, its surface flashing with light before dimming.

Puff...

Tian Xiaojian spat out blood, his face filled with shock.

That strike not only failed to alleviate his predicament but also severely damaged his life essence.

The power of the Daoist Ancestor was truly formidable, far exceeding his expectations.

Tian Xiaojian's expression darkened. However, he wouldn't sit idly by. He took a deep breath and emitted a bright green light as he tried to fly away diagonally.

However, he suddenly found himself unable to move... not immobile, but his speed had drastically slowed down.

While it wasn’t as drastic as an ant crawling, compared to normal conditions, it was reduced by more than a hundred times.

Why is this happening?

Tian Xiaojian was greatly surprised. A thought flashed through his mind like lightning: Could it be... the Time Law?

The most mysterious and profound of the Heavenly Laws, Tian Xiang, as a Daoist Ancestor, could grasp such a law without much surprise.

Without further ado, Tian Xiaojian roared loudly. Since he couldn’t fly far, he spun around in place. His belly swelled like a balloon.

A dull thud echoed, and his entire body burst apart, sending blood everywhere.

Tian Xiaojian didn't perish; this was merely one of the immortal demon techniques he had cultivated.

...

Afterward, his shattered body could reassemble itself. However, Tian Xiang sneered: "Fool. In my presence, dare to play such tricks?"

"You since don’t know when to die, I won’t hold back!"

With that, he spread his fingers, and a dazzling light ball appeared in his palm.

Inside, faint symbols flickered, followed by the appearance of a giant mouth within the silver hand.

It was extremely sudden, with sharp teeth crossing each other. It opened wide.

Woo...

A cacophony of ghostly howls resounded.

From that monstrous mouth, countless snakes emerged... no, not snakes but black light columns. Each about a foot long, they soon transformed into nine-eyed toads.

Nine-eyed blood toads?

No, they differed significantly from the true spirits in legend, being much smaller and in vast numbers.

But regardless, these were indeed toad-shaped monsters.

A "quack" echoed as the toads extended their tongues. The blood threads of Tian Xiaojian's transformation couldn’t escape; they were all swallowed by the tongues.

Not a single one escaped.

After devouring them, the skin turned blood red.

Then, they reformed into light columns and entered that monstrous mouth.

Tian Xiang’s face lit up with satisfaction. Although this process was somewhat complicated, a mere fragment of his soul couldn’t escape his palm.

It was merely futile resistance.

A smile played on his lips as he moved his hands like butterflies, compressing the silver hand until it became a round ball.

A dozen feet in diameter, it solidified into an实体. Tian Xiang continued chanting, and after some time, the light ball shrank to the size of a dragon's eye, with faint blood marks appearing on its surface, giving it life-like qualities.

Tian Xiang was delighted as he swallowed this object. With a gurgle, merging his fragmentary soul into his body brought immediate benefits to his strength.

"Congratulations, Great Daoist."

...

The entire process was swift and dramatic. The other True Immortals were stunned but not dumbfounded. Realizing what had happened, they felt some unease since they had attacked Tian Xiang earlier.

Fortunately, it was an accident, and everyone present couldn’t escape their own mistakes. Hopefully, the Great Daoist would only mete out minor punishment.

"Truly a bunch of fools, manipulated like puppets."

Tian Xiang’s face showed some dissatisfaction, but he only said half of his sentence before closing his eyes. He still needed to digest Tian Xiaojian's memories and had no time for these foolish True Immortals.

Seeing Tian Xiang remain silent, the others naturally didn’t dare make decisions on their own. They stood respectfully.

In a blink, a tea’s time passed. Tian Xiang’s face lit up with joy: "Haha, sending out a fragment of my soul was indeed the best strategy. I never expected to find Xiaoyu so easily."

"Lin Xuan, humph. It seems he has grown in cunning this lifetime as well. But how can such meager strength match mine? The most laughable is that Asura, the former Heavenly Beauty, now looks like this and hasn’t recovered her strength. My original formidable enemy no longer poses a threat. If I knew this earlier, I should have spent more time in another dimension."

Tian Xiang’s expression was one of apathy, but his words betrayed his true intentions. Who would want to fight a powerful foe to the death? Asura and Xiaoyu being weaker than expected wasn’t what he wanted.

"Great Daoist, how should we proceed?"

A True Immortal cautiously spoke up.

"How?"

Tian Xiang slowly turned his head: "Although Xiaoyu and Asura are no longer formidable, there’s no reason to let them go. I won't be careless. Let's follow me to extract their souls."

"Yes!"

The other True Immortals had no objections. However, Tian Xiang then touched his head; he felt something amiss after fusing with the fragment of his soul. Could it be that he hadn’t fully digested it?

Postscript: Well, do you think Tian Xiaojian really perished? (If you like this work, please vote for recommendations and monthly tickets. Your support is my greatest motivation. Mobile users can read at m.)

The fastest updates with no ads are available here.
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Lin Xuan shook his head, quickly pushing aside any discomfort. He was in a position of favorable timing and circumstances; there was no way an unexpected mistake could occur.

The spiritual signs in his heart were not to be ignored, but given his strength, he didn't need to be overly cautious. Being too clever might backfire and earn him ridicule.

With that thought, his mind shifted.

Tian Xiang waved his sleeves, causing a spatial fluctuation. The void shattered as an opening several feet wide appeared in his vision.

"Let's go!"

Tian Xiang called out, emitting a bright green light before flying into the opening.

The other True Immortals could see clearly and didn't dare be careless. They followed one after another.

---

Meanwhile, on the other side, Lin Xuan's expression was grim.

The power displayed by the great experts of the spiritual realm left people speechless. Just as the six-armed beast seemed to be about to fall, a momentary lapse led it into an elaborate trap set by the bold whale king.

Possession?

Despite some differences from usual situations, the outcome was clear—disastrous.

This magic art is truly bizarre!

Lin Xuan, Yu Tong, and Daoist Nai Long all had grim expressions. The Queen of Qing Qiu looked no better.

What should they do now? Should they attack like the whale king?

But apart from Lin Xuan, the others were close friends with him; they couldn't bear to see an old friend perish.

Yet doing nothing would only make matters worse.

It was a tough choice.

Lin Xuan felt somewhat at a loss. The decision shouldn't be his in this situation.

A soft sigh entered his ears. Yu Tong's expression turned resolute. As the strongest of the spiritual realm, she wasn’t weak.

Though momentarily confused, she quickly decided what to do.

The fall of the whale king was indeed tragic, but letting him suffer would only lead them down a similar path.

"Old friend, I'm sorry!"

Yu Tong sighed as two sword beams shot out like dragons from the sky.

No flashy moves, yet the power was astonishing. The whale king had been possessed, but it was just an opportune moment. As one of the top experts in the spiritual realm, his soul wasn’t easily consumed.

He must still be struggling with the possession; this was his weakest point. They couldn't miss this chance to eliminate him.

Yu Tong’s reasoning was clear to everyone present. Lin Xuan and others understood as well.

Each had decades of battle experience. The hesitation earlier was just a lack of face, but now that someone else was handling it, they wouldn’t hesitate.

Lin Xuan's hand moved, emitting a burst of green light. Nine Palace Swift Sword transformed into a web of green sword threads, shooting forward.

His skill in transforming swords to threads had reached an unparalleled level.

Though each thread seemed insignificant, the power was enough to make even True Immortals tremble.

Daoist Nai Long's expression mirrored Lin Xuan’s. The usually carefree Daoist now wore a somber look; his old friend's fall was hard to bear.

They could add "Bailianchengxian Huanyu" or "hchy1982" on WeChat for direct contact with Huan Yu.

A hand waved, and the jadeas desired transformed into a short sword-like treasure. It quickly grew to resemble a longsword.

Swinging it fiercely, a hurricane of winds emerged, howling like ghosts and wolves. The winds contained various shapes of beast claws, each harboring unknown powers.

Another sharp cry echoed. This time, Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox was the farthest away but acted swiftly. A glass-like vessel appeared in her hand.

Radiant light flickered as numerous blade-shaped lights leaped out and converged into flower-like treasures.

The five-colored glass emitted a shocking aura, rushing towards their target.

They must eliminate this threat at its source. With the whale king possessed, it was his weakest moment. If they could cleanly dispatch him, that would be ideal.

A wave of attacks engulfed the void, as if swallowing it whole.

However, a low growl reached their ears. The whale king, previously in pain, suddenly raised his head, eyes glowing with fierce light!

No, his pupils had turned grayish-white.

The hatred on his face was indescribable.

A loud roar echoed as he swung both fists repeatedly. With each movement, countless black fist shadows emerged and transformed into monstrous creatures.

Evil dragons, venomous snakes, and ferocious birds—some Lin Xuan hadn't even seen before—pierced through the attacks, carving out a bloody path.

His strength surpassed his previous state by far; there was no weakness.

Lin Xuan's face showed shock but he didn’t freeze. A spell was cast, and Nine Palace Swift Sword emitted fierce light, transforming into the images of true dragons and phoenixes.

Now wasn't the time to hide. Lin Xuan flawlessly performed True Spirit Transformed Sword Technique.

But the whale king took a step forward, arriving just three feet from Lin Xuan.

His strength had indeed surpassed before. He aimed a punch at Lin Xuan's head.

Seeing his eyes flash with mockery, Lin Xuan understood—he wanted to break them one by one. Hmph, was he treating him as a soft target?

Lin Xuan couldn’t help but laugh bitterly. However, compared to the other great experts of the spiritual realm, he appeared weaker on the surface.

But if they thought he could be easily bullied, they were gravely mistaken.

Seeing the whale king closing in, Lin Xuan didn't dodge; instead, he advanced with a mocking smile.

"Whale King," he was delighted. Relying on his resilient body to clash head-on was foolish. He had confidence in killing Lin Xuan instantly.

As the two approached each other, Lin Xuan's figure suddenly blurred and vanished. In its place, an illusory golden body appeared.

Nine heads, eighteen arms!

"What is this?"

The whale king’s expression turned alarmed upon seeing the illusory form.

A hundred feet away, a spatial fluctuation revealed Lin Xuan’s presence.

Using a decoy strategy, Lin Xuan smirked. With both hands gripping, the illusory form began to attack.

Eighteen arms opened wide, tightly embracing the opponent like crabs. This wasn’t over; each of the nine heads opened its mouth, spraying countless lightning bolts and flames.

White demon eyes appeared on his forehead, emitting dazzling beams that instantly engulfed the whale king. (To be continued...)
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A roar!

The howl entered Lin Xuan's ears, and the Great Whale King's face was filled with anger and a hint of panic.

He had originally intended to eliminate Lin Xuan, but he never expected this outcome. He had been trying to steal something, only to lose in the process. The opponent’s move was nothing more than a ruse, using this illusory form to trap him while he could set up his defenses and launch an attack.

A chill ran down his spine.

The Great Whale King naturally didn't want to sit idly by; he struggled desperately. However, it was futile. This golden body illusion had been refined by Lin Xuan as if a solid entity, with immense strength that made escape impossible.

Moreover, the surface of the illusory form glowed brightly, and thick golden tentacles extended out like vines, binding him tightly.

Damned!

The Great Whale King, whose soul had been stolen, was nearly driven mad. His eyes filled with malice as a layer of pale greenish-white demonic flames rose from his body.

Sizzles…

The golden body illusion couldn't withstand it either and showed signs of melting.

But that didn't matter; he had already bought enough time for Lin Xuan and the others.

Lin Xuan raised his right hand, and the Nine Palaces Musty Sword flashed. A brilliant sword light sliced towards him.

Ordinary and unremarkable, there was no ripple in the air, but this sword contained Lin Xuan's primordial power.

He sought to achieve victory in one fell swoop!

The others' actions were similar.

After all, such an opportunity was hard to come by; how could they afford to miss it?

Rain桐 Fairy took a deep breath and crossed her hands. A beam of light as thick as a child’s arm shot out from the palm of her hand.

It didn’t look impressive, but the power within made Lin Xuan's pupils constrict, causing his hair to stand on end.

Beside him, Elder Nai Long also raised his right hand, but he did not make any additional movements. Instead, a puff of greenish energy emerged from his cheeks and transformed into a fierce tiger. The beast was no more than ten feet long, smaller than the white tigers in the mortal world, yet it exuded an aura that even the White Tiger among the Four Spirits could only aspire to.

The Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox behind her had its illusory form appear, which quickly shrank into a miniature object.

Its body was no more than a foot long but expanded several times its original size. It flashed and rushed towards the Great Whale King.

A roar!

The golden light dissipated as the demon-possessed Great Whale King's strength was formidable enough to break free at the last moment, causing the golden illusory form to dissipate.

It was too late, though.

In the next instant, he was enveloped by their attacks.

Silent and unseen, they used primordial power, having reached a state of simplicity and purity.

At the same time, on another side,

Tian Xiang's group of True Immortals encountered trouble.

A small portion of the Three Thousand World’s powerful figures had found clues to Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil, but most were still outside. For some reason, they gathered together and targeted the True Immortals.

It sounded absurd, but it was indeed the case.

They couldn’t find any clues about Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil, yet they wouldn’t leave without a fight.

Someone suggested that True Immortals must hold secrets of ascension. If they could get information from them, ascending to heaven during daylight would be within reach.

It sounded reasonable, especially when everyone was bored, so it was worth a try.

Thus, the suggestion was accepted, and their unity began. Although they had faced many trials, with thousands still in their ranks, their numbers gave them courage.

They formed an alliance to seek advice from True Immortals on how to ascend.

Of course, this was just polite language.

In reality, they were determined not to give up until they achieved their goal.

Their intentions were sound, but their luck was poor.

True Immortal’s strength wasn’t as terrifying as imagined, yet it far exceeded that of ordinary powerhouses. If they had remained disorganized, perhaps there would have been a chance for them to win.

But with Tian Xiang, the Daoist Ancestor, back and having uncovered Xiao Jian's plot, leading their efforts, even though they were united, how could they resist?

Their strength was worlds apart.

In this hasty situation, they met on the road.

Seeing so many True Immortals together, the alien great powers felt some fear and surprise. However, after much consideration, they didn’t want to abandon this last chance.

They relied on their numbers for a fight.

From Tian Xiang's perspective, these were fish on a chopping board, simply asking for death!

He wasn't a benevolent figure; he was preparing to unleash a massacre when suddenly, a buzzing sound arose. Tian Xiang’s expression changed as he waved his sleeves and a red jade pendant flew out.

Originally intact, it now had countless cracks that exploded into nothingness with a “bang.”

"Bad luck, this is Blood Trace's命玉符." Tian Xiang's face turned pale. Blood Trace was the six-armed monster; he was a True Immortal, once a right-hand man to Tian Xiang. However, in the battle at the North Pole Yuan Guang Palace, he had been nearly killed by the Arrogant King, though not completely destroyed. No matter how many miraculous medicines were used, his essence couldn't recover, and Tian Xiang could only use a strange secret technique to merge him with an ancient giant demon or celestial monster, turning him into a monster.

Non-Immortal, non-demon, non-magic, but he was far stronger than before.

Tian Xiang had him guard Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil and carry his命玉符. Now that the jade pendant was shattered, did something terrible happen to him?

That Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil…

Tian Xiang's expression was extremely grim. The trap he set for Nine Heavens Sustaining Soil had backfired, alerting them and causing the cooked duck to fly away.

Damned!

How could Tian Xiang let this happen?

He immediately turned around and instructed: "Deal with these foolish Three Thousand World powerhouses."

"Sir, what are you—"

The other True Immortals were confused but didn't have time for explanations. Tian Xiang's aura surged as if he was flying away.

"Don’t think about escaping."

A roar echoed in his ears as a tall alien great power released a flying sword to block him. Poor fellow didn’t know that Tian Xiang was the strongest True Immortal, or he would regret it deeply. (If you enjoy this work, please vote with your recommendation and monthly tickets; your support is my greatest motivation. For mobile users, visit m.)
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“Don't you know when to die!”

Due to the shattered jade talisman, Tian Xiang was already in a foul mood. This guy coming to provoke him now could only be said to have terrible luck.

A trace of viciousness flashed through Tian Xiang’s eyes as he flicked his sleeves and sent out a faint blue flame.

It vanished instantly!

The large-bodied interdimensional powerhouse tried to dodge, but it was too late.

As a last resort, he had no choice but to summon a treasure from his mouth. It was a shield with three colors of spiritual light flickering on its surface, accompanied by various strange phenomena.

It looked very formidable.

However, it proved useless as the faint blue flame seemed to have life and easily circled around the shield before landing on the interdimensional powerhouse’s body.

“Ah!”

A惨 cry entered their ears. The protective spiritual light of a late-stage Golden Transcendence cultivator was utterly useless. What followed made all the cultivators shiver with fear…

The flames flashed, igniting the unfortunate cultivator’s body and turning him into a giant flame. A harsh scream came from the interdimensional powerhouse's mouth.

He then charged out, rolling in mid-air while howling in agony. After a moment, his voice abruptly stopped, and he completely vanished, leaving no trace of even an元婴 behind.

Silent as a mouse!

The powerful cultivators on the scene were stunned, each thinking they had gone blind.

“Did I see correctly? Was that Greenwood Senior from the White Light Realm just now?”

“Indeed, it was him,” another person swallowed and muttered in reply.

“How could Greenwood have been so easily killed when he’s supposed to be the strongest in the White Light Realm.”

“You ask me, but how would I know?”

After a moment of silence, various discussions filled their ears. It seemed that the unfortunate cultivator who had just met his end was not an unknown figure; he was quite powerful.

The interdimensional powerhouses’ morale dropped momentarily.

But with things as they were, regretting it wouldn’t help. They all understood this principle clearly, and no one dared to provoke Tian Xiang recklessly anymore.

The atmosphere seemed frozen, but Tian Xiang had no time for such delays. He emitted a faint green glow and flew towards the far distance.

Seeing him retreat, the cultivators on the scene heaved a sigh of relief.

Anyone who wasn’t foolish could guess that Tian Xiang was not an ordinary True Immortal!

As long as they didn't face him, others might be able to handle it.

One can add "Hundred Refinements into Immortality Fantasy Rain" in WeChat by searching "hchy1982"

With this thought, their confidence began to return. However, among the True Immortals, there were also powerful ones. The Great Sage had left first, but naturally, other powerful figures would take charge.

The two sides faced each other again!

Their eyes and expressions were filled with viciousness as spiritual light flashed wildly. They took out treasures one after another.

On one side was a top-tier powerhouse from the Three Thousand Worlds, while on the other, there were numerous celestial beings.

In fact, this dimension’s most powerful figures had gathered here.

A great battle was about to break out!

...

Meanwhile, Lin Xuan and his companions had already defused the danger. The whale king had been corrupted but was tied up by Lin Xuan's manifestation of power. As they say, a single mistake can ruin everything; this hard-won opportunity was not missed by Lin Xuan and his friends.

Without hesitation, they调动本源之力 attacked him.

At first glance, it might seem unremarkable, but the power was far from trivial. Unfortunately, the whale king had no time to defend himself and was completely refined away.

But he did not perish entirely. A red light flashed as a beam of light shot outwards.

“Trying to run!”

Rain桐仙子’ face was icy cold as she raised her jade hand and curled her fingers, reaching for the light.

As she moved,法则之力 spread out, making the entire void resemble a small lake stirred by a storm. The red light was pulled back into her hand by an invisible force.

Inside was an元婴 about an inch high, bound with spiritual energy like a mummified corpse and struggling desperately, but to no avail.

Rain桐仙子’ eyes flashed with disgust. There was no need for further ado; she directly performed the soul-searching technique…

But it proved futile as the other’s soul had been sealed by another secret technique. Rain桐仙子, despite her strong divine consciousness, could do nothing and would not find any useful clues in his memories.

---

Furious!

Rain桐仙子’ eyes flashed with anger. There was no reason to spare him. A layer of spiritual fire rose from her jade palm, reducing the guy to ashes instantly.

The whale king’s revenge was complete.

However, they did not relax as a result. The Nine Heavens Respiration Soils were nearby, but who knew if there were any traps?

These cultivators had seen enough battles and possessed some wisdom. They released their divine consciousnesses to search thoroughly, finding nothing amiss.

Thus, they no longer hesitated, for prolonged delays could bring unforeseen changes. Lin Xuan cleared his throat: "Brother, two fairies, if you don’t mind, I’ll go fetch the treasure."

"Go ahead!"

Dai Long Immortal had a nonchalant expression, and neither Li Yutong nor Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox objected. Thus, a smile appeared on Lin Xuan’s lips as he took charge.

...

Rumbles echoed, battles raged, and True Immortals from the Three Thousand Worlds clashed with interdimensional powerhouses. The fighting was intense.

Various extraordinary techniques were employed. Although one side had greater strength, the other had more numbers, making it seem evenly matched. However, over time, the True Immortals gradually gained the upper hand due to their overall superiority in power.

Seeing the situation worsening, the interdimensional powerhouses began to retreat. They had formed a temporary alliance and hoped for victory, but with slim prospects now, no one was willing to sacrifice themselves needlessly.

Their morale plummeted as they fled in disarray. Just when it seemed they would be utterly routed, something unexpected happened.

Sizzle…

Without any warning, intense spatial fluctuations appeared. The clear sky suddenly turned gloomy.

The primordial energy of the heavens and earth gathered and roared. Both sides—True Immortals and interdimensional powerhouses—felt a disturbance and stopped their actions to look around.

What was happening?

The answer soon became apparent as rumbling sounds filled their ears, and the void collapsed and accumulated, eventually revealing a giant vortex in sight.

With a diameter of several dozen miles, it emitted terrifying aura. (To be continued)
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Such a sudden turn of events left both sides in shock, unsure whether it was a blessing or a curse.

Thus, the battle that had been raging fiercely just moments ago suddenly came to an abrupt halt as all parties—whether true immortals or顶级修仙者 from various planes—halted their actions and adopted a stance of utmost vigilance, staring intently at the massive fissure... no, more accurately, the vortex.

A powerful spatial law permeated within it.

Roar!

After a moment, an immense roar echoed through the air. A colossal figure emerged from the vortex, its face fierce with a human head and tiger paws.

Talos!

This creature had once been eradicated by Lin Xuan, but now a new true spirit had emerged, even more ferocious than before, truly surpassing the original in every way.

With two sharp claws sweeping through the air, the void was torn apart. A dense array of claw images shot forward, quickly enveloping two stunned true immortals.

But this was only the beginning.

Talos' figure still

A high-pitched cry entered Lin Xuan's ears, somewhat reminiscent of phoenix song. The Vermilion Bird with flames capable of burning all things had arrived in the world.

Following it were Xuanwu, the Beast Feast, White Tiger, and a mountainous gorilla...

Various true spirits emerged from the vortex, each with a singular target—attacking the true immortals.

Rumbling sounds filled the air as the true immortals, though prepared, were still caught off guard by so many combined attacks.

The great powers from the Three Thousand Worlds were initially taken aback but quickly turned to jubilation. Their morale had been at an all-time low, but now they were eagerly engaging in battle.

Rumbling sounds continued as phoenix and dragon cries echoed through the air. Over time, more true spirits emerged from the vortex. When Lin Xuan saw both a true dragon and a phoenix appear, the foreign cultivators were elated.

This battle was theirs for the taking.

...

"Is this the Nine Heavens Soil?"

Lin Xuan looked at the object in his hand, his expression filled with surprise. At that moment, he held a blackish soil. To an untrained eye, it appeared to be just ordinary dirt, showing no special characteristics.

If not for its resonance with the blue star sea within him, Lin Xuan would have doubted if he had found the right treasure.

He released his divine sense and used Heavenly Phoenix Divine Eyes, but to no avail; there was nothing to discover. How could one unlock the true power of the Nine Heavens Soil?

Lin Xuan hesitated for a moment. However, he wasn't alone. Moon was hidden within the Momentary Cavern Diagram, and even if she didn't count, several companions beside him were more than capable of identifying it.

Rain Pine Immortal or Master Iron Dragon—both were seasoned experts. Their identification would surely lead to a definitive conclusion!

Lin Xuan thought thus as he prepared to hand over the Nine Heavens Soil. But just then, an unexpected change occurred.

No warning came; instead, a fierce gale of wind blew out. The sky darkened, and Lin Xuan felt his breath quicken. A brilliant lightning bolt streaked towards him.

The bolt was entirely purple, with tiny Taiji symbols swirling around it.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as he sensed an extremely powerful assailant approaching. In a blink, the attacker was beside him. The lightning bolt split into three, two continuing to strike Lin Xuan while one transformed into a large purple hand, reaching out with brazen force towards the Nine Heavens Soil.

How arrogant!

Lin Xuan laughed in exasperation. For so many years, no one had underestimated him this way; was he being treated as an easy target?

With a loud shout, Lin Xuan advanced instead of retreating. He curled his fingers into claws and met the lightning bolts head-on. Electric sparks flickered on his fingertips, not from thunder but still more powerful—Phantom Yin Divine Thunder wasn't joking.

As for the purple hand, Lin Xuan didn't hold back either. With a swift motion, he raised his left hand, forming a fist and striking forward.

A phantasmal celestial fire appeared on his fist's surface.

Bang!

The thunderous sound echoed as electric sparks intertwined. However, the purple hand quickly disintegrated.

Lin Xuan wasn't weak; it wouldn't be easy to snatch from his grasp.

But heavy shadows...

On Lin Xuan's side, Rain Pine Immortal and others couldn't ignore such an ambush. They intended to help but were also engaged by formidable opponents.

Popping sounds filled the air as divine power surged forth. Though a simple exchange of blows, the force displayed was astonishing.

At Rain Pine Immortal's end, clinking noises resounded; even the topmost expert in the灵界 found himself blocked.

"Phantom Frost, is it you? How did you end up here with Old Patriarch Black Abyss?"

"Hmph. What's so surprising about that? We're just temporarily allied."

An exquisite woman materialized in mid-air, her silver hair drawing attention. Phantom Frost was an old acquaintance of Lin Xuan; she proved to be even more formidable than expected. Rain Pine Immortal found herself at a loss for how to handle the situation.

How about Master Iron Dragon?

Lin Xuan turned his head slightly, his pupils constricting further.

Master Iron Dragon had always been carefree and composed, but this was the first time Lin Xuan saw him flustered. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword flew in all directions, leaving Master Iron Dragon struggling to defend himself.

The Heavenly Witch Divine Maiden wasn't an easy opponent; she had almost rivaled the Asura King before, now transformed into a域外天魔 with enhanced power.

As for the Nine-Tailed Celestial Fox?

She seemed the most relaxed, not engaging in combat but facing two formidable opponents. Qin Yan and that mysterious black-clothed witch named Broken Wing stood across from her. Xiang Er was completely ignored; as an early-stage渡劫 cultivator, she could command respect in the Three Thousand Worlds, but here, she had no say.

As for Lin Xuan's enemies—the arrogant Old Patriarch Black Abyss, a formidable figure who once dared challenge the Asura King—Lin Xuan never expected him to ally with Phantom Frost and Lady Cloudy Fairy, as well as Heavenly Maiden of Nine Heavens. (If you enjoy this work, please support it by voting for recommendations or monthly votes on起点（）. Your support is my greatest motivation. For mobile users, visit m. for reading.)
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Lin Xuan's face was as gloomy as a rainy day. Such an unexpected turn of events had caught him off guard. He had anticipated that the True Immortal would arrive at the last moment, even preparing to face formidable opponents like Tianxiang.

However, human calculations were no match for divine will; the unexpected enemies who arrived were not True Immortals.

But Lin Xuan dared not underestimate them. The Malevolent Void Ancestor was a figure with a fearsome reputation that had spread far and wide over millions of years. He had once boldly challenged the Arhat King, indicating his formidable strength. Although Lin Xuan hadn't encountered him before, he had seen him display his power in the basin and could tell from their recent encounter that this opponent was no pushover. To call them a strong enemy was not an exaggeration.

In short, they were hard to deal with.

As for the Heavenly Witch Goddess, there was no need to say more about her.

To be honest, Lin Xuan felt a bit intimidated just looking at her. The power of the Black Moon Heavenly Witch Technique was well known to him. The Nine Palaces Momentary Sword was something she also possessed in full, and she used it with greater proficiency than he did. Now that she had transformed into an Exiled Heaven Demon, her divine arts and secret techniques were even more mysterious.

Lin Xuan could not afford the slightest carelessness or underestimation.

As for the Cloud Fairy...

Lin Xuan looked at this woman with anger on his face. She had just shown friendliness to him recently, but now she was acting like this. This woman was too fickle and unpredictable!

Rotten!

Did she think he could be toyed with?

Lin Xuan inwardly seethed as he would not hold back against Qin Yan if they met in battle.

Before these thoughts fully formed, a harsh cackling voice rang out: "Little guy, hand over the Nine Heavens Respiration Soil. Otherwise, you'll face the consequences."

The Malevolent Void Ancestor's voice was extremely uncomfortable to hear, with an underlying tone of arrogance. Perhaps from being accustomed to giving orders, he did not even regard Lin Xuan.

No... Not just Lin Xuan; in his eyes, most of the powerful beings across three thousand worlds were as insignificant as chickens and dogs.

But how strong could he be if Lin Xuan was unwilling to take him seriously? He chose to remain silent rather than waste words.

"Very well, very well. Little guy, you have a big enough胆."

Seeing that Lin Xuan ignored his threat, the Malevolent Void Ancestor felt uncomfortable as well. A look of sharpness flashed in his eyes before he immediately struck out.

He raised his right hand and swiped at the void. As he did so, a spatial rift appeared. This was not unusual for their level; breaking through space was just a basic ability.

But Lin Xuan's pupils constricted as dense black fog emerged from the hundred-foot-long rift. It coalesced into inch-long centipedes.

These centipedes were not only pitch-black and shiny, but they also had several pairs of wings on their backs. Their bodies were hazy and indistinct, almost like they weren't实体.

"Go!"

The Malevolent Void Ancestor's face showed a fierce expression as he pointed at the demonic insects. A buzzing sound erupted as thousands of flying centipedes transformed into a black cloud that rushed towards Lin Xuan with great force.

The scene was breathtaking in its intensity.

Meanwhile, the Malevolent Void Ancestor's figure became hazy and flew above Lin Xuan. He spread his hands wide and several magical treasures shot out from his body—long swords, large axes, meteor hammers, wolf fangs...

There were eight of them, all heavy weapons.

They circled him slowly, emitting sword and blade energy that virtually slashed at Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan sighed. He knew the True Immortal's intentions were not good. Initially, he had no intention of clashing with other powerful beings across three thousand worlds, but what could he do in this situation?

No choice!

He couldn't hand over the Nine Heavens Respiration Soil.

Various thoughts raced through his mind as Lin Xuan did not hesitate to act. He flicked his sleeves and a simple-looking shield appeared, inflating with the wind until it easily blocked those sword and blade energies.

Then the light dimmed, revealing the true form of the Azure Turtle Dragon Armor Shield—a primordial object indeed, offering astonishing defense.

However, Lin Xuan's crisis was far from over. The black cloud of insects had already fiercely pounced on him.

These demonic insects, though illusions, should not be underestimated.

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, but he did not summon any treasures and instead let out a loud shout. Water-like ripples appeared at the center of his brows, initially unremarkable but quickly becoming like a storm.

Soul Projection!

At their level, soul projection wasn't just for probing; it could transform into anything, attacking or defending as needed. This was Lin Xuan's strength—how could he not make full use of it?

With a piercing scream, the hurricane collided with the insect cloud.

One-sided battle!

Almost the moment they touched, those flying centipedes were shredded to pieces.

One for one, tofu meets salt water. It wasn't that the Malevolent Void Ancestor's secret technique was weak; he had just stumbled upon an opportunity where his soul projection could counter it. Lin Xuan was taken aback but did not miss such a good chance.

He sucked in a breath and the hurricane continued to roll towards the opponent.

Lin Xuan wasn't just ambushing; he also lured them into this trap. While his divine arts and treasures were formidable, he had the most confidence in his soul projection. Even if it was the Malevolent Void Ancestor or Tianxiang himself, Lin Xuan believed such tactics could give him a significant advantage.

Sure enough, the Malevolent Void Ancestor did not overthink. Seeing that Lin Xuan had ambushed with his soul projection, he flashed an angry look and released his own soul projection without hesitation.

This guy was very proud.

And it seemed intentional or unintentional, his soul projection also took on a hurricane shape, similar to Lin Xuan's but black.

Boom!

The two soul projections collided with a thunderous sound that shook the entire space.

The hard-hitting impact made Lin Xuan smile. The opponent was indeed formidable, but in terms of soul projection, he was still slightly weaker than Lin Xuan.

After several collisions, the Malevolent Void Ancestor fell behind while Lin Xuan had not used his full strength so far.

In terms of soul projection alone, he was far superior to other peers. Saying he stood out like a crane among chickens wasn't an exaggeration.

The Malevolent Void Ancestor realized he had been tricked. Although he was a proud person, he wasn't stupid and wouldn't continue fighting with Lin Xuan.

Those who know when to yield are wise. Even though he was surprised by how powerful Lin Xuan's soul projection was, there was no time for further investigation now.

He hurriedly tried to retract his soul projection but it wasn't that easy. Lin Xuan wasn't foolish; he wouldn't let him go so easily. Only half of the original soul projection had been used and now he exerted all his strength, pressing the void with a hazy appearance.
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Lin Xuan was not interested in making enemies with cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds.

But since his opponent seemed to have no fear of death, Lin Xuan would not hold back either. Seizing the initiative, he wouldn't hesitate to deal a decisive blow. He wasn’t aiming for an immediate victory but at least to severely injure his foe here.

Thus, this time, Lin Xuan spared nothing as he fully opened his divine sense. The sheer power of it was shocking; even those watching the battle with Shamen Ling could not help showing disbelief on their faces.

Had they gone mad? How could this guy's divine sense be so exceptionally strong?

The entire world turned gray and white in a moment, with sand and stones flying everywhere. Even the法则的力量 were being shattered by Lin Xuan’s divine sense.

Shamen Ling was indeed an arrogant cultivator, but he had to admit that his divine sense fell far short of this young man's.

A wise man adapts to circumstances. He wouldn’t foolishly engage in a head-on battle.

Taking a deep breath, Shamen Ling decided to sacrifice some of his divine sense.

Cut off the wrist!

The guy’s decisiveness and ruthlessness were truly astonishing.

Of course, Lin Xuan would not let him go so easily. He continued pursuing, but a loud explosion caught his attention. It was his opponent detonating the part of his divine sense he had abandoned, causing quite an impact on Lin Xuan as well.

Seizing this opportunity, Shamen Ling managed to shake off Lin Xuan’s pursuit and smiled coldly. The eight heavy weapons surrounding him flew out in a whirl.

Moreover, with a loud shout, Shamen Ling spread his hands wide, and a massive magical seal appeared before him. As he moved, obscure incantations emerged from his mouth. With each action, the seal transformed into a creature resembling a qilin but with two heads—one fiery red and the other almost as green as the sea.

Simultaneously opening its mouth, flames and water splashed out.

This ordinary-looking attack, in Lin Xuan’s eyes, caused his expression to change. Without hesitation, he stretched out his hand and slapped it onto the shield before him.

Instantly, a miniature dragon and tortoise shadow appeared on the surface of the shield, radiating light that enveloped Lin Xuan like a protective screen.

Lin Xuan, with his nature, wouldn’t just sit idly by. He sighed as the Vermilion Bird Ring shone brightly. With its high-pitched call, the beautiful Vermilion Bird brought down a wave of fiery flames towards the creature resembling a qilin.

But this delay allowed several loud impacts to be heard. The eight treasures had already closed in and struck at the light shield made from the玄龟龙甲.

The golden light flickered wildly but remained firm, withstanding what seemed like a sharp attack.

Lin Xuan then curled his fingers slightly, sending out sword lights that grew larger as they left his fingertips. They soon became over ten feet long and fiercely collided with the eight treasures.

"Little guy!"

Seeing his attacks repeatedly blocked, Shamen Ling’s face lost some of its composure. A look of anger flashed in his eyes before he suddenly punched forward. As he moved, a black fog strangely appeared above Lin Xuan's head, spinning into a massive mountain hundreds of feet high that pressed down on him.

Lin Xuan felt a chill and without much thought, raised his right hand. A beam of light shot out from his sleeve and transformed into another giant mountain, not smaller than the first but in a different shape.

Thunder and lightning roared as the two mountains collided fiercely.

While Lin Xuan was in disarray, other cultivators watching couldn’t stand idly by either.

Dalingzhenren’s face no longer showed any lightheartedness. After exchanging glances with Fairy Yutong, he quickly exchanged telepathic messages and acted.

With a wave of his sleeve, several differently sized light orbs flew out from Dalingzhenren's sleeves. As the orbs dispersed, ancient scrolls appeared before him.

Musty Cavern Heaven Diagrams!

Each was priceless.

Slowly unfurling them, the drawings inside were vastly different.

One depicted birds, beasts, insects, and fish; another showed vast oceans. Some depicted mountains, rivers, lakes, and various figures.

The number of these Musty Cavern Heaven Diagrams was staggering—over a dozen.

Dalingzhenren sighed as he exhaled a mouthful of green mist.

An unbelievable scene unfolded: the ancient scrolls came to life with countless符文 appearing. From the scroll depicting birds, beasts, insects, and fish, numerous beastly creatures emerged. Some had exposed fangs; others held great axes. They fiercely charged towards the battlefield.

This was just the beginning. The situation for the other Musty Cavern Heaven Diagrams was similar.

For example, the ancient scroll depicting the ocean had waves surging to the sky as countless sea spirits and monsters burst forth from the depths of the sea. Some were ferocious in appearance; others were indistinct. They all charged towards the battlefield.

Dalingzhenren’s intention was clear—to assist Lin Xuan.

However, things weren’t that easy. The Heavenly Witch Fairy standing by wasn’t an easy opponent. Her face turned serious as she vanished without any action.

In the next moment, a loud sound of air piercing filled the space. Black Nine Palace Musty Cavern Heaven Swords shot towards them.

They multiplied into three, then nine, quickly transforming into hundreds and thousands of sword lights, seemingly aiming to pierce the entire world.

Dalingzhenren frowned as the mountain and water spirits reached out or opened their mouths, appearing like living creatures. A dense web of claw shadows and lightning clashed with the sword lights.

It was only two people fighting, yet it felt like hundreds were simultaneously engaging in magical battles.

"Humph!"

A cold snort echoed.

From afar, the Heavenly Witch Fairy materialized in mid-air, her face calm as she suddenly pressed her palm towards Dalingzhenren.

Though a simple action and they were far apart, Dalingzhenren’s expression turned extremely ugly. He formed hand seals, and thunder, rain, and lightning appeared around him.

He then disappeared momentarily.

"Pfft," the sound of something hitting echoed in his ears. It was coincidental but at this moment, another interdimensional powerhouse had stumbled upon this place by chance.

Just tearing through the void to enter this mysterious space, she found herself standing on a line with Dalingzhenren. Despite her caution, she never expected such a fierce attack.

Her shield seemed as fragile as paper, and suddenly, it felt like someone’s palm pressed down on her chest.

The woman was shocked and could not dodge in time. She took a deep breath, desperately defending herself. Fortunately, the attack seemed to be weakening; she didn’t feel any pain.

Postscript: Indeed, regarding the Phoenix that was supposedly killed by Tianxiang, its true spirit fire given to Peacock, it appeared again here. The reason is that there's only one True Spirit Phoenix, but there are still other phoenixes. (If you like this work, please vote with your recommendation and monthly tickets; your support is my greatest motivation. For mobile users, please visit m.)
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The danger was turned into safety!

The woman let out a sigh of relief, but quickly felt something amiss. ●⌒，

Meanwhile, the cultivators standing by could not help but draw in cold breaths.

This newly arrived great power had used an anti-aging technique; her appearance seemed to be that of a young girl in her twenties or early thirties, with a slender waist like willow branches, dressed in a bright green outfit, making her look incredibly youthful.

However, after being struck by the palm, she appeared uninjured on the surface. Her skin quickly lost its luster, and her once-black hair turned dry and withered instantly.

Just moments ago, she was a vibrant young maiden; within mere breaths, she had aged dramatically, looking like an old hag who could die at any moment.

A moment of beauty turned to old age!

How unbelievable it all seemed.

Knowing that one could reach this place meant they were from the top tier of their world. Logically speaking, they should have long broken free from the constraints of lifespan. The scene before them was truly beyond comprehension.

The only possibility: Time法则!

The hand of the Celestial Witch Immortal seemed casual but contained profound cosmic principles.

Time法则 was a fundamental aspect of the universe; even domains were powerless against it.

Those who wielded such power were mere legends, and among true immortals, very few possessed this ability.

Indeed, the Celestial Witch Immortal was formidable. However, Master Nai Long acted swiftly, making his lethal strike miss its mark.

As for the unexpected intruder, she had simply been unlucky; she died on the spot without fully understanding her situation under the power of time.

When she realized what was happening, she screamed in fear, her voice hoarse and aged.

Her eyes filled with hatred—such an undeserved calamity could not be easily forgiven.

Soon, she found the culprit: a young maiden in black. Although she knew it wasn't wise to provoke this opponent, her emotions got the better of her.

With fierce determination, she lunged at the Celestial Witch Immortal.

But time took more than just her appearance; even her mana became scarce.

"Get out of my way!"

The Celestial Witch Immortal had no patience for such nonsense. With a flick of her sleeve, a demonic wind shot forth. The unlucky one, unable to dodge in time, felt an irresistible force hit them, resulting in a head injury.

Her face showed shock and sorrow as she wanted to cry but was helpless. She could only temporarily hold her breath and hide, waiting for an opportunity.

Fortunately, no one paid much attention to her. In the eyes of others, she was just a joke—a great power from another world reduced to mere ants here.

The thunderous sounds continued, with the Celestial Witch Immortal and others fighting the Black Abyss Ancestor fiercely.

Qin Yan also joined in, battling the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox alongside Winged Fairy. It was hard to determine who had the upper hand at this point. Rain桐 Fairy was trapped by the most formidable Ice Soul among the True Demons.

One was the top cultivator of the Spirit Realm, and the other might be the strongest in the Ancient Demon World.

They had once fought each other millions of years ago, making it impossible to determine a winner with just three or two moves.

The battle became a stalemate as they faced off. Lin Xuan's face was filled with distress; time was of the essence. If Tian Xiang arrived soon, it would be too late.

There was no time for idle chatter. He needed to break this deadlock swiftly. With a deep breath, he flicked his sleeve, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword emerged from his sleeve like a fish swimming out of water.

The Celestial Witch Immortal turned her gaze towards him. Although she had become an outsider in the Outer Heaven Demons, her mind was still clear; how could she not recognize this item?

"Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, where did you get such a thing?"

She turned and shouted.

This delay revealed a flaw.

Master Nai Long, also experienced in battle, flicked his hand behind his head. A blue light shot out at an angle, seemingly without a clear target, but it aimed directly for the Celestial Witch Immortal's head.

The timing was perfect, yet the Celestial Witch Immortal reacted just as swiftly.

Though she lost the initiative, there was enough distance between them. She extended her finger and pointed forward, emitting a green light that transformed into a massive monster, nine-headed.

More ferocious than a dragon, this creature was said to be on par with true dragons and celestial phoenixes in power.

Phantasmal Form Technique.

The nine-headed beast raised its heads, spraying beams of light at the blue light. An ice-blue flying knife appeared, less than a foot long but emitting terrifying malevolence.

A先天 Water Attribute Treasure.

Though its power was shocking, it seemed inadequate against the ferocious attacks of the nine-headed beast.

The danger was defused.

Lin Xuan sighed; he had to face Black Abyss Ancestor alone. However, before this thought could fully form, a surprising scene unfolded.

Without any warning, Fairy in the Clouds flicked her sleeve, and the sword originally aimed at the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox turned into a path of dark energy, like a shooting star, heading straight for the Celestial Witch Immortal.

Not just Fairy in the Clouds; Winged Fairy also cooperated seamlessly. With a gentle wave of her hand, black lines shot forth from her sleeve, akin to needle法宝, targeting the front.

Their targets were similar to those of Fairy in the Clouds.

The Queen of Qingqiu also joined in, stopping her original attack and turning to attack the Celestial Witch Immortal instead.

This outcome left everyone speechless. Lin Xuan heard a silvery laugh: "Brother Lin, are you cursing me for being fickle? This is merely my feigned weakness; I promised not to betray you again."

Lin Xuan was dumbfounded. Such an outcome was beyond his expectations.

The Celestial Witch Immortal's surprise was even greater. Initially, she had the upper hand in her one-on-one battle with Master Nai Long, but now she faced a siege by four top-tier experts.

Even if it were Li Yutong, she would have been flustered, but the Celestial Witch Immortal only momentarily hesitated before responding calmly and methodically to the attacks.

Punches and palm strikes flew from her sleeves as different-shaped treasures emerged.

The nine-headed beast looked around; each head emitted a different spell despite its open mouths.

化险为夷!

She deftly blocked all attacks without a scratch, which was somewhat unbelievable given that she faced a top-tier sneak attack and lost the initiative. But upon closer consideration, it wasn't so surprising—she was the Celestial Witch Immortal. (To be continued...)
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The Heavenspirit Goddess!

It wasn't that her power was so extraordinary, reaching a point of incredible strength. In fact, even if the Asura King were to take her place in this situation, he would likely be flustered.

This had more to do with experience than sheer power. The Heavenspirit Goddess had countless such experiences!

In her past life, the Mo Yue Clan was besieged by powerful cultivators from three thousand worlds. She, as their top expert, often faced hundreds or even thousands of cultivators at once—top-tier great talents without fail.

With no allies, she had to fight with fewer against more.

So she was well-versed in this situation!

Moreover, later on, she alone entered the Outer Demonic Realm and faced seemingly endless域外天魔. The Heavenspirit Goddess endured countless battles where enemies numbered in the hundreds or thousands.

Thus, when it came to outnumbering opponents, even a prodigy like the Asura King or Daoist Tianxiang would be hard-pressed to match her.

Compared to the dangers of the past, this small scene was trivial. Four people attacking her could easily be handled, especially if they tried a sneak attack.

For a moment, everyone found themselves at a loss for what to do.

Indeed, it was a case where one wrong move could ruin everything. Initially, Qin Yan and the others planned to ambush the Demon Abyss Ancestor.

The old monster, though formidable, lacked the Heavenspirit Goddess’s experience and would likely be severely injured here.

However, when Lin Xuan released the Nine Palaces Momentary Technique, the Heavenspirit Goddess revealed a flaw that led them to change their plans. They had intended to defeat him in one fell swoop, but who could have predicted this outcome?

It was simply fate’s will.

Now, there was nothing more to say. The girls’ faces showed disappointment as they learned the full story from Qin Yan. Lin Xuan was speechless.

Cough, cough, truly a case of being too clever by half!

Regret now would be futile.

“With the Heavenspirit Goddess’s experience and power, attacking will likely yield little effect. Let me handle it. Qin Yan, come over and help me first. Capture the Demon Abyss Ancestor.”

Lin Xuan transmitted his thoughts thusly.

As for the Heavenspirit Goddess, he entrusted her to Nai Long Immortal and Nine-tailed Skyfox to deal with. Even if they couldn’t win, they wouldn’t lose either.

Lin Xuan’s plan was sound: select one person as a breakthrough point and use his divine sense to secretly contact the girls in the Nine Palaces Momentary Technique diagram. They would strike when needed, ensuring that even the Demon Abyss Ancestor, with all his might, would fall here.

However, just then, something unexpected occurred.

Sizzle…

The void above was torn again. A figure appeared as a flash of light. It was a pale-faced youth in snow-white robes, holding an ancient scroll. He moved like he was strolling through a tranquil garden and entered the mysterious space.

He was spotless, his gentle features exuding a hint of danger.

Despite no additional movements, the sky seemed to darken instantly under his gaze.

A sense of pressure descended from above.

The cultivators present—whether great powers of the Spirit Realm or powerful beings from other realms—halted their actions simultaneously.

“You are…”

Rain桐 Fairy turned around. Usually calm, she trembled slightly at this moment.

Indeed, it was a tremor, though subtle. Lin Xuan recognized the voice as that of a hundred swallows, tinged with bitterness: "T-Tian… Tianxiang Daoist."

"Correct, correct. A mere being from another world can recognize me. Your appearance is somewhat familiar; yes, it’s like Li Yutong from the Spirit Realm."

Everyone could add "Hundred Refinements to Immortality" on WeChat by searching for "hchy1982".

Tianxiang’s voice was calm and composed as he turned his head. Anyone meeting his gaze felt an unbearable discomfort.

Like a snake under a frog's stare!

How many years had passed, but Lin Xuan no longer felt this way. It was like… being the target of a frog’s attention. Oh, wrong way around.

Yet, his gaze fell on Lin Xuan.

Indeed, among all the powerful figures present, none were in Tianxiang’s line of sight. He focused solely on Lin Xuan.

Nai Long and Rain桐 Fairy, along with Ice Spirit, were ignored as if they were insignificant ants.

His gaze towards Lin Xuan was complex; he sighed: "Big Brother, it's been a long time."

A simple term, but it had the effect of leaving everyone speechless. They thought their ears must be deceiving them.

After all, the first cultivator in the world, who could claim such a title?

Unless…

They weren’t stupid and knew ancient grudges. Understanding human affairs, they guessed:

Could Lin Xuan be the reincarnation of Feathersplendor Immortal?

This was somewhat absurd but the only reasonable explanation under these circumstances.

After all, neither Feathersplendor nor the Asura King deserved Tianxiang’s title.

With this realization, even the Demon Abyss Ancestor and other powerful beings from other realms were taken aback. Those familiar with Lin Xuan felt a sudden enlightenment.

No wonder…

No wonder his cultivation speed was so extraordinary.

In just a few thousand years, he had walked a path that took others millions of years. He surpassed the Asura in cultivation speed.

If it was Feathersplendor’s reincarnation, this wouldn’t be strange at all.

Though there were doubts before, they hadn’t thought through everything.

Now, after some reflection, everything seemed to fall into place.

The most composed were Qin Yan and Winged Fairy. They knew Lin Xuan’s identity well enough not to be surprised by anything.

Regardless, everyone’s attention was now on Lin Xuan.

His expression was extremely complex. To be honest, Lin Xuan had imagined how meeting Tianxiang would go, but the scene before him didn’t match his expectations at all.

Looking at this man, Lin Xuan harbored no ill will. Though he heard stories of Tianxiang’s treachery and cruelty towards Feathersplendor and the Asura, it was from long ago.

Moreover, he had wronged Feathersplendor and the Asura, not him. Lin Xuan never felt that Tianxiang owed him anything.

After all, reincarnation seemed too ethereal. He truly couldn’t remember his past life and had no grudge against Tianxiang.

Of course, there was no fondness either; he always treated Tianxiang as a potential enemy.

After all, people don’t harm those who don’t intend to harm them, but tigers do.

If Lin Xuan’s intention were honest, he would have preferred a handshake. He didn’t care about past events and hoped Tianxiang wouldn’t cause trouble for Yue'er.

But was that possible?

...
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In the end, this was merely a wishful thought.

Lin Xuan could put aside past grievances, but Tian Xiang also needed to let go of his old grudges.

Was that possible?

Lin Xuan was indeed eager, but he wouldn't indulge in naive hopes because of it.

The bloodshed and strife of the cultivation world were too familiar to him. If Tian Xiang truly harbored a kind heart, he would not have plotted against Huayu back then.

Although Lady Yutong's words might not encompass the entire truth,

Tian Xiang, even with his own sorrows, could never be considered an upright gentleman. Lin Xuan had some insight into recognizing people.

Otherwise, after Tian Xiang's sneak attack, he wouldn't have pursued Huayu to such a ruthless end.

Lin Xuan dared not place too much hope in such a Tian Xiang. In fact, it wasn't just Tian Xiang; with his character, Lin Xuan would never entrust his fate to others.

Rather than wait for someone else's charity, he preferred to be self-reliant.

What of the first strongest cultivator in theRealm of Immortals?

Lin Xuan had already prepared himself for a confrontation.

He hadn't expected this meeting to come so quickly. Although Tian Xiang did nothing, Lin Xuan felt that he was far more formidable than he had imagined.

But there was no room for retreat.

The current situation was simply step by step. Mo'er's strength and memory were still recovering, making the present circumstances unfavorable for him.

What should he do?

Despite his long preparation, Lin Xuan found himself at a loss when the moment arrived. He didn't know how to proceed.

Seeing Lin Xuan remain silent, Tian Xiang sighed: "Big Brother doesn’t want to speak; is it because of resentment or forgetfulness? I think it's the former. After all, even though I tried to erase their memories back then, there were always some left out."

"How do you propose we proceed?"

Lin Xuan spoke slowly and clearly.

He was not without worry. He had experienced countless trials in the cultivation world, but he felt a bit nervous now.

"Big Brother, what do you think?" Tian Xiang's expression remained calm, as if holding all the answers.

"If I suggest shaking hands to make peace, would you agree?"

"Shaking hands to make peace?"

Tian Xiang was taken aback and then burst into laughter. "Big Brother is truly humorous. In this life, you seem much more humorous than Huayu back then. But can we just forget the past? That's impossible."

His words were calm, but their implications sent shivers down one’s spine:

"Everyone says that a father's murder and a wife's betrayal are unforgivable. Our grudges go far beyond that. With you weaker now, talking about making peace seems laughable to me."

"So what do you want?"

"To make peace? Of course, Big Brother must perish for me to be at ease."

Before his words were fully spoken, Tian Xiang's expression suddenly turned cold as he looked to the left: "You fool. Do you want to leave without saying goodbye?"

He was referring to Shi Mingleng.

Seeing Lin Xuan and Tian Xiang chatting and revealing a shocking secret, Shi Mingleng's face was contorted with displeasure.

Tian Xiang and Huayu.

Although their past grievances did not affect his plane of existence, he was still known as one of the top ten in the Three Thousand Worlds. Even if he didn't know as much as Lady Yutong, he knew who Tian Xiang and Huayu were.

Despite his high opinion of himself, Lady Yutong would never dare to be arrogant before these two.

He did not want to get involved in their grudges, so quietly leaving was the wisest course of action.

Seeing Lin Xuan and Tian Xiang talking without noticing him, Shi Mingleng began to take a risk, planning to leave unnoticed.

As for Nine Heavens Respiration Soil, he no longer dared to hope for it.

After all, becoming an immortal was indeed tempting, but having some future prospects meant he had a chance of surviving.

He believed he made the right choice, but Tian Xiang did not wish to let him go. Hearing his shouts, Shi Mingleng's face turned ashen.

Without further thought, both his hands shot up simultaneously.

His right hand formed a sword with its fingers and slashed forward.

Instantly, a森然剑气 can be translated as "sullen sword energy" or "dreadful sword aura" (sombre sword energy) carrying immensepower of the laws (rule of law power) sliced through the air.

As for his left hand, he flicked his sleeves.

Light flashes and thunderous sounds echoed as shield after shield flew out from within.

There were dozens of them.

Each was surrounded by runes, with the worst being treasures at the level of heaven-defying artifacts.

Shi Mingleng's reputation was well-known, so his resources were substantial. Knowing he faced the first strongest cultivator in theRealm of Immortals, he dared not hide anything.

In an instant, layers upon layers of defenses were set up.

Each protective membrane could withstand a joint attack from several late-stage cultivation-transcending cultivators. The shields transformed into similar light screens, with at least twenty or more.

The strength and durability of this defense did not need to be elaborated on.

But the sound of "bang" entered his ears as the sword energy released by his right hand collided with empty space. The entire space trembled but no spatial rift appeared.

Shi Mingleng's face changed. This was impossible; he knew his own abilities best. His previous strike should have been enough to cleave a spatial channel.

Could it be that Big Brother had done something?

He couldn't help turning to look at Tian Xiang.

Tian Xiang grinned and waved his hand.

A simple action, but a beam of golden light broke through the void and rushed towards him.

Midway, it transformed into an arrow-like shape.

Shi Mingleng felt his hair stand on end as a massive sense of danger arose in his heart. But he had no time for extra actions; he could only pour all his cultivation energy into the light screen before him.

Instantly, spiritual light surged, and the originally solid protective membranes became even more substantial.

But in the next moment, "pfft," it clashed with the golden beam.

There was no suspense as those incredibly sturdy light screens were shattered by Tian Xiang's casual strike, turning to countless fragments without any resistance.

The golden beam flashed and flew directly towards Shi Mingleng.

This result was beyond his expectations. Wanting to dodge, he was already too late. "Bang," a blood mist rose in mid-air as his left chest was completely pierced through.

His face showing disbelief, he fell down.

Lin Xuan's face also turned slightly green. He had fought with Shi Mingleng before; the other man was undoubtedly a formidable opponent who could not withstand even one exchange with Tian Xiang?

Was this what the first strongest cultivator in theRealm of Immortals was like?

The gap was so great, how should he proceed next? (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's mind was in a turmoil!

Before meeting Tian Xiang, he had devised several strategies. However, now it seemed that none of them would be useful.

The opponent was far too powerful; ordinary methods wouldn't suffice to deal with him at all!

Shameng Old Patriarch used to challenge the Arrogant Devil King, a supreme figure in the past. Yet before this opponent, he had no resistance whatsoever.

Such a disparity was beyond despair.

What should be done?

Lin Xuan didn’t know.

But then, something unexpected happened. His heart was shattered into powder, and according to logic, Shameng Old Patriarch should have lost all vitality. However, in reality, he hadn't perished.

He stabilized his form after falling several dozen feet, with his chest a bloody mess. Yet, strangely enough, countless bubbles appeared, wriggling incessantly, interweaving as the wounds rapidly closed and recovered.

"Ugh, imperishable body... No, it’s even stronger than that. It seems to have been re-cultivated using pills and treasures after its creation, far surpassing any special spirit bodies of demons. But what use is it? In front of me, you’re just playing with a master. The more your recovery ability exceeds the norm, the greater the pain you’ll endure soon," Tian Xiang said with a light "hmm" as he appeared somewhat surprised but quickly regained his composure. He sneered and spoke.

Seeing that the opponent wasn’t continuing to attack, Shameng Old Patriarch breathed a sigh of relief. His entire body was enveloped in green light, though this time, he didn’t try to escape; such an attempt would only infuriate the other party further.

Instead, he chose to stand alongside Lin Xuan.

Not just Shameng Old Patriarch but all the cultivators made the same choice. Despite their earlier messy battle, they now worked together without hindrance.

Facing such a formidable enemy and with no easy escape from this confined space, the only option was to stick together for mutual support.

After all, nobody wanted to die here.

Tian Xiang clearly saw it and sneered: "Fools! Thinking you can resist me just by teaming up."

"Since you’re so reckless, let’s make you realize your folly."

Before his words were finished, he raised his right hand and lightly pressed towards Lin Xuan and the others.

A loud "thunderclap" echoed in their ears as the space trembled. Five-colored spiritual light flashed, and a massive light hand materialized, its five fingers splayed out as it reached toward everyone.

Lin Xuan felt the entire universe trembling uncontrollably, his divine sense abruptly vanishing. It was like a non-swimmer drowning; the discomfort was immense.

Almost instinctively, Lin Xuan activated his protective spiritual light.

The others didn’t sit idly by either.

Li Yutong’s reaction was the fastest. She tapped her waist with her jade hand, and a burst of spiritual light flashed out, revealing a talisman.

This talisman was no larger than half a palm but emitted an overwhelming force that could stun anyone.

Lin Xuan turned his head amidst his busy actions. He saw the peculiar pattern on this talisman—a star.

Indeed, it was just that.

Lin Xuan’s eyes widened in surprise.

Then he saw Fairy Yutong extend her hand and point at something. A "sizzle" followed as the talisman self-destructed.

When the spiritual light dissipated, a small star appeared before his eyes.

The diameter was no more than a hundred feet, looking incredibly miniature, but that was just on the surface.

This treasure actually used secret techniques to compress a star, resulting in its current form.

Sure enough, it was an uninhabited planet. No laws of nature existed here, yet despite being compressed, its weight was similar to that of a regular planet.

The others also took action.

Dale Long True Man rubbed his hand, and countless lights appeared, each one resembling a tiny Taiji symbol, black and white, rotating and converging into a massive vortex.

Ice Soul waved her jade hand, and a sword-like treasure materialized in her palm.

As for the Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox, Shameng Old Patriarch, Qin Yan, and others also summoned their own treasures.

Attacks were the best defense as they rushed towards that light hand.

Lin Xuan saw clearly and released a fiery red divine sword. It wasn’t just because he was overconfident; rather, out of caution, even if it could turn into a sword spirit, he dared not be careless against an Immortal Sage.

In short, hearing is deceiving, seeing is believing. Let’s test this first!

...

The entire process seemed complex but took only an instant.

Their attacks collided with each other.

Crackling sounds filled their ears as Lin Xuan felt an immense invisible force.

He was uncontrollably flung out of the space.

As for that fiery red divine sword, it fared even worse. It shattered almost immediately upon contact.

The others didn’t fare much better, but in this moment, their performances separated them into winners and losers.

Fairy Yutong’s situation mirrored Lin Xuan’s; she was also flung out.

But she seemed unharmed.

Li Yutong, Ice Soul, and Dale Long True Man could stand still, but their attacks were ineffective.

The most ferocious was the Heavenly Witch Goddess.

Her black Nine Palace须臾剑 was elegant and sharp. Not only did it not bounce back, but it also sliced off a large piece of that light hand.

Shameng Old Patriarch wasn’t faring well either; he spat out a stream of blood from his mouth. Qin Yan and the Broken Wing Fairy were in similar conditions.

Too strong!

Everyone was both shocked and angry. They never expected so many people working together to still be defeated, even by the first true powerhouse of the Immortal World.

"Not bad, not bad."

Tian Xiang clapped his hands with delight: "You fellows are indeed the cream of the crop in the Three Thousand Worlds; no ordinary True Immortals can match your strength. But in front of me, you’re still playing with a master and don’t have the qualifications."

Before he finished speaking, he pointed at the front.

No, it would be more accurate to say he flicked his fingers four times quickly, making it hard to distinguish.

Fairy Yutong was hit first!

Her jade face changed drastically. She raised her hand without thinking, and countless talisman symbols appeared in her palm before coalescing into a shield.

Boom!

Before anyone could react, an invisible force struck.

Like being hit by a heavy hammer, the thick light shield shattered instantly.

Ejected backward, Li Yutong spat out blood from her mouth. Dale Long True Man and Ice Soul fared similarly; one strike injured three top-tier cultivators.

The Heavenly Witch Goddess’s performance was still the best.

Facing that invisible attack, she delivered a straightforward sword slash forward without any fancy moves. (To be continued...)
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The dark light blazed, colliding with the invisible force. The entire void shattered like broken glass, revealing countless cracks before his eyes.

Tian Xiang's delicate form trembled slightly as she took a step back, but not much more than that. A hint of greenish aura appeared on her face, and she didn't suffer significant impact.

A playful expression appeared on Lin Xuan’s face. He didn’t immediately continue the attack; instead, he turned his head to face Lingyun Sect.

"Brother, you still haven't decided to let Ah Xiuhuo make an appearance yet? Isn't it time?"

Ah Xiuhuo?

Lin Xuan once again drew everyone's attention. He was a reincarnation of Feihua, already quite extraordinary, but the fact that Ah Xiuhuo, the King of Devils, had gathered with him made people even more curious.

A glimmer of hope flickered in their hearts. Tian Xiang was no longer like before; she had grown to an almost hopeless level of power. If anyone could challenge her, it would be none other than the King of Devils.

If Ah Xiuhuo were the main force and these people assisted him, perhaps there might still be a chance.

Lin Xuan sighed. The opponent’s demeanor was undoubtedly genuine; he wasn’t trying to trick him with some ruse.

The moment he looked at the Immortal Diagram of Ephemeral Heaven, it would also be revealed. Tian Xiang was truly terrifying.

If Moon-Child had already transformed into Ah Xiuhuo, appearing might have been immensely helpful. But the little girl was only mid-transformation and far from her past strength.

Revealing herself wouldn’t bring any benefits; she would likely become a burden instead.

With his mind made up, Lin Xuan pretended to be clueless: "Ah Xiuhuo… what Ah Xiuhuo?"

"Brother, it’s time to stop pretending. Is this amusing?" Tian Xiang was taken aback and laughed sarcastically. "I can’t believe the once brave and righteous first power of the Immortal Realm has become such a cowardly person. It’s too late to deny it; in my presence, you think that mere Ephemeral Heaven Diagram can hide someone? How naive."

Before Tian Xiang finished speaking, her hand reached out into the void.

Instantly, a silver claw appeared before her and lunged towards Lin Xuan's waist, trying to snatch his storage bracelet.

Lin Xuan’s pupils constricted. He couldn’t let that happen.

In such circumstances, he dared not hide his weakness. The Nine Palaces Ephemeral Heaven Sword emerged and slashed fiercely.

The next moment, a thunderous sound echoed in the air. As soon as the silver claw touched the Nine Palaces Ephemeral Heaven Sword, it exploded on its own.

A wave of silver energy formed into a ball, enveloping Lin Xuan.

The round ball was about a hundred feet in diameter and seemed to move like a living entity. Flames and lightning surrounded it.

Spirit Realm!

Even as a Primordial Daoist, Tian Xiang still tried an ambush. Indeed, she was crafty.

Seeing that Lin Xuan was trapped, she turned her head to the left without further attention. Although he might not consider these few powerful figures here, he needed to deal with these troublemakers quickly just in case.

His first target was Cloud Fairy. He judged Qin Yan and Fei Yi as the weakest among them. Despite his confidence in his strength, it made sense to start with the softer targets.

"This aura… demon from beyond the域外天魔, hmpf. Even you, these foreign demons, want to join in the fun? If it were the former Flying Heaven Demon Ancestor, perhaps we could spar a few rounds. But you, a bunch of yellow-haired girls, don’t know when to die…"

Before Tian Xiang finished speaking, countless golden characters appeared from her palm.

They gathered in the center and transformed into a leaf-shaped blade, which she slashed at Qin Yan virtually.

Though they were over a hundred feet apart, no one saw any spiritual light or blade energy.

However, Qin Yan’s expression changed dramatically. She didn’t have time to dodge; she couldn’t even summon her treasures. In desperation, she only managed to shift her body slightly.

Simultaneously, her lips parted, and a puff of greenish aura emerged. The air ignited as it met the wind, turning into a sea of flames.

Her reaction was swift but futile. The invisible blade energy flashed past, revealing an astonishing scene.

Wherever the blade energy passed, all demon flames twisted and retreated, creating a wide path through the fire.

It seemed to pass right through!

Following this, a blood mist appeared on Qin Yan’s shoulder.

This girl had her left arm severed at the shoulder, which quickly turned into a cloud of blood.

Her face was marred by pain. But Tian Xiang's attacks didn’t end there.

Seeing that she could block one strike, a cold look flashed across his face.

His fingers closed, and the leaf-shaped blade emitted a sharp whine as it swung horizontally and vertically, launching over ten consecutive attacks on Qin Yan.

This guy was determined to kill Cloud Fairy here.

"Bad luck!"

Qin Yan saw clearly; her face lost all color. Facing the terrifying attack of a Primordial Daoist, she realized she couldn’t turn things around. Would she fall here?

Despair filled her as she watched the scene unfold. However, at this moment, something unexpected happened.

The dark light flickered slightly, and a girl in black clothes stood beside Qin Yan… no, more accurately, she pushed Cloud Fairy forward.

A strange red hue appeared on her face as she turned back: "Sister, Yi-er has gone first. You must live."

Simultaneously, her hands moved rapidly, forming intricate patterns. But it was useless; Tian Xiang’s blade light continued its relentless advance. The blade contained a bizarre cosmic law that seemed to defy all resistance.

Boom!

She exploded into a cloud of blood.

But she had chosen to sacrifice herself willingly, taking the fall for Qin Yan.

"Yi-er!"

Qin Yan narrowly escaped but her eyes turned red with fury. Accompanied by a heart-wrenching scream, dark energy danced across her body’s surface.

No… more accurately, it was a chaotic and uncontrolled surge of dark energy.

The uncontrolled dark energy transformed into black tendrils, dancing like a horde of demons. Qin Yan's gaze was blank, filled with nothing but hatred.

"Stupid, you’re going to kill yourself."

Tian Xiang found this amusing. Because of her intense hatred, she had lost control over her power, which was far more dangerous than any accidental imbalance. Even without his intervention, this woman would die.

Thus, he turned away and slowly turned his head towards the Black Miasma Ancestor.

"Hmph, you didn’t perish even after I pierced your heart earlier. How about trying my treasures now?"

Tian Xiang sneered as she spoke.

Before her words were fully out, she spread her palm open, revealing an ancient scroll in her hand.

At first glance, the item seemed unremarkable, but once activated, it emitted countless rays of light.

It was a simple bamboo slip, clearly an old artifact with some signs of wear. Yet, seven colorful lights shone from its surface.

PS: Recently, I've been struggling with insomnia and a cold, leaving me in a drowsy state. Sigh! (To be continued...)
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Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book!

Tian Xiang didn't want to toy with his opponent. He cleanly released his most powerful treasure. ☛TopNovel.org,

This item far exceeded ordinary immortal palaces and treasures.

It contained almost all of a dimensional realm's laws, reaching unimaginable levels of mystery.

The Immortal Ancestor Sharamin could see clearly. His fur stood on end as he felt the danger.

Due to his indestructible body, even if his heart was crushed, he would still survive. However, this time, he wouldn't have such good luck.

A single mistake and everything is lost. The first priority now was self-preservation.

With a loud roar, Sharamin formed a thick, semi-transparent vacuum light screen in front of him.

This wasn't the end; he reached behind his head and pulled out a dark banner from his palm. He threw it into the air.

Countless silver inscriptions surged forth, coalescing into a massive mountain-like object.

It seemed like a divine manifestation, but upon closer inspection, it appeared more like a treasure.

Whatever this was, Lin Xuan couldn't figure out either.

Sharamin recited obscure and low-sounding incantations. The mountain-like object seemed to come alive, shaking its head and tail as it stood up.

It resembled the Man-Human Beast with three heads, far more powerful than before.

The creature roared, turning its heads, and spat out three black beams from its gaping mouth.

These beams contained ghostly faces that appeared and disappeared, along with astonishing divine powers.

Sharamin wasn't satisfied just yet. He raised his hand again, revealing a sharp axe in his palm. With a solemn expression, he slashed at the void!

Ghostly cries filled the air as black energy surged from the axe, transforming into a vivid black phoenix.

It circled and flapped its wings, causing intense ripples...

The nearby void collapsed, revealing a white hole.

Sharamin was elated. He immediately dove into it without hesitation.

Clearly, he couldn't defeat him; the best choice was to escape. This was his second attempt at doing so.

"Fool!"

Tian Xiang watched everything clearly but showed no emotion on his face. He pointed at the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book above his head.

Instantly, colorful divine light shone out. The voice from beyond the heavens followed suit.

Countless golden and silver inscriptions burst forth from the book's surface, transforming into a river of stars.

Radiant and beautiful, it flowed forward without end.

The rushing waters were composed of countless densely packed inscriptions.

Each character was ancient and profound, filled with endless wisdom.

The entire realm was saturated with law energy.

"You're lucky to have seen my Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book."

A white-robed youth's cold laughter echoed. Before he could finish speaking, an unbelievable scene unfolded—stars poured down...

Like a thousand feet of flowing waterfall, it seemed like the Milky Way had fallen from the heavens.

The verse was perfectly recreated.

In an instant, the massive monster was swallowed whole, leaving no trace. Even its emitted beams didn't produce even a bubble.

It was too powerful.

However, Tian Xiang's face showed no surprise or joy as he pointed at the radiant star river.

A light arc flew out of the star river and spiraled into a thread about a foot long before vanishing into the white hole.

Immediately, the white hole trembled violently. Intense spatial fluctuations emanated from within.

There were faint斥责s, filled with despair and rage.

In the next moment, that space exploded, revealing Sharamin's face again.

However, compared to just now, he was in a terrible state—his body covered in blood, his clothes torn into shreds, looking like a beggar. Countless wounds marred him; though none were fatal, the sheer number made it clear he was bleeding from head to toe.

The culprit was that silver thread, still circling around his body.

Sharamin didn't want to die so disgracefully here.

No!

He took a deep breath. His primordial spirit sat upright, igniting the root fire.

Instantly, his aura skyrocketed.

He rubbed his hands together, producing crackling sounds. In his right hand appeared a golden lightning bolt as thick as an arm, while his left hand formed a gray whirlwind with ghostly cries inside.

What kind of spell this was, he didn't know.

Then, he clapped his hands together.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the lightning and whirlwind combined, transforming into a fearsome club.

This club was over three meters long, emitting shocking malevolence.

The club's surface bore layers of demonic runes that made one dizzy just by looking at it.

With a fierce shout, Sharamin smashed the club towards the approaching silver thread.

This was his life force凝聚而成的宝物，孤注一掷下，威力不逊先天之物。

He wanted to eliminate this crisis. However, at this moment, something unexpected happened. Perhaps stimulated by him, that thin crystal thread suddenly expanded into a one-meter-long silver sword, just as sharp.

Boom!

A loud explosion filled the air as they collided.

The two different-colored light screens intertwined but Sharamin took the upper hand after a brief pause. This was his final gamble; its power couldn't be underestimated.

Seeing the sword's light dimming, Sharamin heaved a sigh of relief. However, at this moment, something unexpected happened again. That nearly fading sword suddenly reignited, transforming into silver flames that enveloped him.

Yes, silver flames blazing!

As for why the sword and divine flame could transform into each other, it was no mystery to Tian Xiang, who was a Daoist Ancestor.

The Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book contained all of a dimensional realm's laws. Such small tricks were meaningless. (To be continued...) R527
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"Ah!"

The old patriarch Shàmíng, enveloped by silver flames, let out a piercing scream. He charged towards the sky like a madman, rolling and wailing continuously.

Bang!

He flew several dozen feet before his body suddenly exploded in an instant.

A one-foot-longprimordial infant emerged, much larger than ordinary cultivators', solid and robust, indicating that this person had cultivated theirprimordial infant to its peak.

Even without a physical body, he could still roam freely.

However, at this moment, it was useless.

The silver flames wrapped around theprimordial infant layer by layer. Another piercing scream echoed, sending shivers down one's spine as Shàmíng Old Patriarch was completely refined into nothingness.

...

Although the entire process seemed complex when described, it only took an instant.

As survivors, both Fairy Yùtóng and Ice Soul Primordial were visibly pale.

Nǎilóng True Man no longer felt like dallying. Their power could dominate in any of the Three Thousand Worlds.

Even in the Realm of True Immortals, they would be counted among the few powerful ones.

But the gap between ordinary immortals and Daoist Ancestors was too vast, akin to the difference between splitting consciousness and transcending tribulation... no, perhaps even greater.

They all felt a chill at this moment.

The Nine-Tailed Heavenly Fox also seemed similarly shaken. The most composed one was undoubtedly the Heavenly Witch Goddess, but her expression towards Tiānxīang carried deep trepidation.

Opponents were beyond their reach in combat, and there clearly wasn't any way to retreat now.

Fairy Yùtóng sighed and turned to Ice Soul Primordial: "No matter our past grievances, we must put them aside for the time being. If we don’t want to perish, let us all reveal our true strength and bring out our hidden arts."

"Agreed!"

A glint of something unusual flashed in Ice Soul Primordial's eyes. Her response was clean and decisive.

However, their conversation left others puzzled—had they not used their true powers yet? Even earlier, had they still been holding back?

No one knew for sure, but the answer soon revealed itself.

Seeing Fairy Yùtóng’s words, Tiānxīang’s eyes flickered with a strange light. Without further ado, he acted decisively.

His lips curled into an eerie smile as he uttered obscure incantations.

Although it was just a few syllables, it evoked a sense of ancient times.

Woo...

The Milky Way churned, and dozens of ancient characters emerged, forming a poem that shimmered in the air. The words were archaic, with faint sounds of clashing metal echoing out. A golden vortex rose from this poem, interweaving with it.

"Rituals of the Confucian School!"

Nǎilóng True Man exclaimed in surprise.

"Hmph, what rituals of the Confucian School? All cultivation arts are fundamentally the same. Only those on the lower planes differentiate them so meticulously. To me, all abilities return to their primal power."

Tiānxīang's face was filled with defiance as he pointed at his head again. The poem suddenly shone brightly and then shrunk, vanishing into the golden vortex.

Instantly, sounds of iron cavalry and golden armor resounded, followed by the distant sound of galloping horses.

The golden vortex erupted, sending countless armored warriors flying out. Countless in number—thousands perhaps—each carrying a large bow taller than a man. They all exuded an ominous aura as they began to draw their bows.

With a piercing sound, dense golden arrows appeared, instantly turning the sky into a dazzling golden hue, overwhelming Fairy Yùtóng.

One strike and done!

Clearly, Tiānxīang had decided on a swift victory.

These arrows blurred for a moment before appearing three feet in front of Li Yùtóng. It seemed simple, but it ignored spatial distances entirely.

Faced with such a dire situation, Shàmíng Old Patriarch perished just like that. But Li Yùtóng merely sighed softly.

Opening her mouth, a glimmer appeared as an ancient golden mirror materialized before her. Dropping and spinning, the entire void trembled.

One by one, mirrors-like treasures appeared in her vision. Though thin as cicada wings, they were incredibly sturdy with faint runes flowing continuously.

Sizzle...

Instantly, the countless golden arrows crashed upon them like a deluge of rain.

Golden light surged.

Fairy Yùtóng’s hands moved rapidly, sending rune after rune from her body. Simultaneously, the mirrors-like treasures in the sky began to respond, emitting a faint golden glow from their surfaces.

A miraculous scene unfolded: themagnificentarrow shower was actually repelled back.

Not blocked but directly bounced back.

During this process, Li Yùtóng’s aura surged dramatically, doubling her power. As an Immortal of the Dispersed Realm, she could already command divine qi, though it was patchy and impure.

The difference here was akin to that between ordinary beast qi and chaotic beast qi.

But now, everything changed.

Instant Immortality!

Without ascending tribulation, Li Yùtóng underwent a transformation, becoming an actual Immortal at this moment. Her power surged dramatically, explaining why she could repel Tiānxīang's attack.

After all, that strike was mostly the Thousand-Scroll Heavenly Book, but not much true magic had been used.

It was too careless.

Such a scene was beyond his imagination.

But changes didn't stop here.

On the other side, Ice Soul Primordial’s situation mirrored Li Yùtóng’s.

Without any additional movements, she chanted several intricate spells. A dense web of dark magical runes erupted from her body.

Thunderous sounds echoed as a black hole appeared in the void.

Crisp cold winds and dark magic enveloped her, while similar runes appeared on her skin, like a whale sucking in all the magic and runes into her body.

Boom!

A layer of silver flames surfaced on her body. Her aura surged dramatically.
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Not only did a golden cloud of bimetallic color gather above her head, but a lightning bolt as thick as an arm shot down from the cloud.

The shape of this lightning was peculiar; it looked like a roaring dragon at first glance. Upon closer inspection, each part of the dragon's body was composed of densely packed, tiny golden runes, each with different meanings and imbued with a mysterious aura.

Nine heavens' thunderbolt!

Tian Xiang’s pupils constricted involuntarily. At this moment, the whistling sound of something piercing through the air reached his ears—those arrows that had been deflected were now close to him.

Tian Xiang showed no expression on his face as he waved his sleeves. A gray light霞flashed out, seemingly unremarkable but containing strange法则power within.

Such a fierce attack turned into nothingness upon contact with it. The arrow rain seemed never to have existed.

A hint of surprise flashed in Tian Xiang’s eyes as he no longer paid attention to Li Yutong and instead focused on Bingpo, flicking his fingers at her.

Pfft…

Five-colored glassy pearls appeared at the tip of his finger, emitting a piercing sound. They rapidly compressed into something roughly the size of a needle, exuding an eerie glow that was uncomfortable to look at. As Tian Xiang moved, it flashed and shot towards Bingpo.

Hit them one by one!

Danger must be eliminated before it grows.

Bingpo’s situation mirrored Li Yutong's, but this was precisely her weakest moment.

Although Tian Xiang’s combat experience might not have been as extensive as theirs, his timing was impeccable.

Li Yutong, due to her position, could not assist even if she wanted to. However, a hundred paces away, the Heavens' Witch Goddess suddenly appeared, blocking Bingpo's path.

It wasn't because of their close relationship that she risked herself; rather, the Heavens' Witch Goddess knew that everyone’s fates were intertwined—rise and fall together.

Bingpo's sudden demise would be a significant blow to their side. Her survival would create a heavy burden for Tian Xiang.

But regardless of her thoughts, the flying needle with its strange glow was already close.

The Nine Heavens' Goddess lightly called out as a shield about the size of a palm appeared, resembling a turtle shell with ancient runes etched upon it.

A先天object!

Indeed, this was also a top-grade灵宝.

In terms of quality, it didn't fall short of Lin Xuan's玄龟龙甲盾. The Heavens' Witch Goddess pointed her jade finger, pouring in thick魔气 without hesitation.

The shield buzzed before a faint image of the Azure Dragon appeared, its form dense and solid.

Then, the sound of impact was like a thunderclap in clear skies.

A faint roar of the Azure Dragon could be heard but was eventually drowned by the burst of multi-colored light.

Cracks spread across the surface of the shield as the flying needle pierced through it, falling to the ground with its momentum undiminished!

Directly aimed at her brow.

There was no time to dodge; at such close range, she couldn't even summon a treasure.

The danger was now at a critical moment.

The Heavens' Witch Goddess’s pupils constricted but she did not panic. At this crucial moment, she extended her right hand, moving as fast as lightning, wrapping the heavy魔气 around her index finger.

The blackness was so deep it seemed almost tangible, like an ancient abyss.

Then, with a solemn gesture, she pointed at the flying needle.

Time seemed to slow down in that instant.

Her jade finger, delicate and graceful, but at its tip was a dark dot as thick as ink.

Boom!

It collided with the flying needle.

Accompanying this was a piercing scream that entered her ears.

The light and black energy intertwined.

Two completely different forces clashed violently.

But ultimately, it was the light that couldn't withstand the blackness. The flying needle shattered into tiny starlight fragments, dissipating in the air.

No wonder she was once the Heavens' Witch Goddess; she still managed to block this near-fatal strike.

This complex process took less than a breath of time. The lightning shaped like a true dragon had just reached Bingpo's head.

The thundercloud above her head dimmed, as if the dragon-shaped lightning had exhausted all its energy.

One could only imagine its power…

However, unlike other cultivators undergoing tribulation, Bingpo did not dodge or summon any treasures to block this bolt of lightning. She even dispelled her protective light.

Standing there bare-handed and barefoot in white robes, with silver hair flowing in the wind, she was already a true魔女.

Then the lightning struck.

She stood bathed in golden electric light, her brows slightly furrowed as if feeling pain. However, the aura around her suddenly surged, more than three times greater than Li Yutong's earlier display.

Metamorphosis!

The energy emitted became different; it was still魔气 but could perfectly blend with仙灵力.

True Demon!

Indeed, Bingpo had advanced to a level comparable to immortals.

It should be noted that although she was once one of the nine true demon始祖, this title was merely a face-saving measure. Just like how any young female cultivator could be called an immortal regardless of her cultivation level, it didn't mean she possessed the consciousness of a true immortal.

The same applied to the true demon始祖.

In fact, even if they were among the nine始祖, or the former demon leader, none had the right to call themselves true demons. Of course, the closest one was but still fell short by a step.

Two people giving him such surprises, and the Heavens' Witch Goddess blocking his certain victory, Tian Xiang's expression darkened.

Although this wasn't yet a crisis for him, the situation deviated from his original plan. If it continued like this, it would be disadvantageous.

As he thought this, he didn’t immediately attack but remained calm and composed, even chuckling lightly: "Not bad, not bad, Li Yutong, Bingpo. I underestimated you both. Despite the destruction of the仙灵通道, unable to undergo经文洗髓, you still managed to reach such a realm. But what good is becoming an immortal? Do you really think just this can match me?"

"You must be unaware of the vast difference between ordinary immortals and Dao Ancestors," Tian Xiang’s cold laughter echoed in their ears. (To be continued...)
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“How can you know unless you try!”

Another long laugh echoed, and Dai Long True Man's face no longer wore a playful expression but instead exuded an air of grandeur.

Following this, his hands moved wildly, and a series of mystical hand seals appeared. Nine light balls the size of eggs flew out from various parts of his body: his forehead, chest, dantian, limbs, and two other acupoints. Each was crimson like blood, radiating an astonishingly fierce aura.

Then the light dispersed, revealing nine baby-sized元婴 floating before him. Although their sizes couldn't match those of the Great Demon Sovereign's元婴, they were solid and substantial, clearly having reached a great completion in cultivation. Moreover, each of these元婴 bore a striking resemblance to Dai Long True Man but displayed vastly different expressions: joy, anger, sorrow, and happiness.

Their demeanor and aura were also markedly different; some appeared mature and serious, while others wore a playful expression. Some looked like they had the appearance of immortals with their ethereal and dignified looks, while others seemed extremely frivolous and bored. In short, all the hues of human life were reflected in these nine元婴.

"Is this...?"

Tian Xiang's pupils constricted as he wore an expression of surprise for the first time: "Could your cultivation technique be... Nine Transformation Infant Art?"

Even when facing Li Yutong and Ice Spirit earlier, despite one becoming a True Immortal and the other a True Demon, it had not caused such astonishment. Dai Long True Man smiled without speaking, while everyone else present was filled with surprise.

Nine Transformation Infant Art is something that modern cultivators might not have heard of, but in ancient times, it was renowned far and wide. In those days, when the three realms were in chaos and true immortals descended to the mortal world, a battle took place at the Northern Pole's Yuan Guang Palace. The Arrogant King failed to transform into an immortal and disappeared without a trace.

The spirit realm, demon realm, and阴司界 all suffered, but the situation in the three thousand worlds was slightly better. Over time, people gradually forgot these events, but one thing caused great distress among the powerful beings of the three thousand worlds: the closure of the Immortal Spirit Channel!

This meant no one could ascend to immortality by transforming their feathers into wings. Although there was a rumor that light arcs would appear and the path to immortality would be revealed in five million years, this was still far too long.

For cultivators, time passed quickly; a decade in the mountains equaled a thousand years on earth. However, even with such an extended period, five million years seemed excessively long. It had become so long that it felt almost like a hopeless wait.

Of course, old monsters at the late stage of tribulation could break free from their lifespan constraints and thus were willing to endure this wait. But in practice, how many would have patience?

In essence, becoming an immortal was no longer their goal; they merely sought greater power. This is why true immortals felt a sense of fear towards those below them, fearing that if left unchecked, these beings might eventually replace them.

Born as true immortals, one naturally lacked the desire to pursue such immense power. However, for those in the lower realms, starting from ordinary humans and striving for greater strength became an instinctive drive. But now with the Immortal Spirit Channel closed, unable to ascend, what could they do? Sitting idly waiting five million years would surely lead to boredom.

Given that they couldn't fly to the immortal realm, their current spiritual resources had already reached a peak. Wanting more power was extremely difficult. Not everyone possessed the extraordinary talent like the Arrogant King.

What then?

Wasting five million years?

The great cultivators who were accustomed to intense training could not afford to be idle, and simply sitting in meditation seemed futile. They found themselves at an impasse.

Over ten thousand years passed, a new cultivation technique suddenly appeared in the three thousand worlds: Nine Transformation Infant Art, as Dai Long True Man was currently practicing.

This technique far surpassed even the second元婴 secret arts, including Lin Xuan's dual元婴 and demon pills. The terrifying aspect of this art lay in its ability to take a late-stage tribulation cultivator and, with great resolve, transform their mature元婴 into nine... Can you believe it? This was not only mind-boggling but also meant that even if one's cultivation realm dropped or their spiritual root was destroyed, their cultivation level could plummet to the point of being barely recognizable.

After all, transforming an元婴 into nine involved complex heavenly laws. It wasn't just a simple addition or subtraction game.

What then? If one's cultivation realm dropped, what next?

Of course, only retraining from scratch would follow. Step by step, they would cultivate each of the nine元婴 to reach the tribulation stage and beyond. Once fully matured, these元婴 could be merged for a complete transformation, akin to enduring countless trials before finally achieving success. Even if one couldn't ascend to immortality, their strength would undoubtedly soar, making them stronger than true immortals.

This technique was innovative and unconventional, drawing much attention from the great cultivators of the three thousand worlds. The prospect it offered was incredibly appealing. However, the first step required immense courage; risking the destruction of one's spiritual root to drop in cultivation realm was not without its concerns. A single misstep could lead to irreparable consequences.

Nonetheless, among the top cultivators of the three thousand worlds, there were always brave souls. Having weathered countless trials, they took this risk despite knowing the dangers involved. However, none of them succeeded; soon enough, they realized that transforming their元婴 into nine not only dropped their cultivation realm but also significantly increased the difficulty of further cultivation, even if their spiritual root remained intact.

The laws of nature dictated such a method as overly domineering. If this were all, it might have been bearable. However, shortly after, something unexpected happened: you transformed your元婴 into nine and dropped in cultivation realm, but your enemies didn't necessarily follow suit.

If the news wasn't leaked, that was fine. But once there were signs of a leak, would they really pass up such an opportunity? The answer was no; it was a gift from heaven! Why not seize this chance to settle old scores and seek revenge?

For example, there was a True Immortal known as the Vast Sky Sovereign, who was one of the top figures in his realm. Even if he wasn't on par with scattered immortals or demon kings, 1152
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Generally, this powerful being considered himself quite highly.

Initially, he had planned to wait until his realm stabilized and then summon the heavenly tribulation before ascending. However, human calculations were no match for divine ones; the path to immortals was already sealed off.

Thus, the venerable Profound Heaven Patriarch lamented long and short. While further cultivation might not be particularly useful, idling around would make him uncomfortable.

In a nutshell, he was naturally accustomed to being busy.

Finding himself without a target now truly troubled him.

What should he do?

With time slipping by, ten thousand years of his life seemed to have driven the venerable Profound Heaven Patriarch mad. At this moment, a mysterious cultivation technique suddenly appeared out of nowhere.

No one knew its origin or who created it.

But at his level, he could easily discern whether a cultivation technique was genuine or not.

It was genuine!

The venerable Profound Heaven Patriarch was overjoyed to the point of scratching his head and ears. Now that he had something to do, even if the path ahead was arduous, it was better than idling here aimlessly. Moreover, once he mastered this technique, his strength would undoubtedly surge.

In five million years, with the divine immortal path reopening, he could ascend and become a true dominant force in the heavens, ruling over all other immortals—what more joy could there be?

He stroked his beard and smiled, finding it increasingly plausible.

Then he rushed to cultivate with great urgency.

His luck was still decent; dividing his essence into nine parts went smoothly. Although his realm had dropped to the separation stage, his spirit root remained intact.

All that mattered now was diligent cultivation.

As for the difficulty, he wouldn't mind at all!

However, the venerable Profound Heaven Patriarch was too naive… well, not entirely, as he had lived for over a million years.

In truth, he was momentarily careless and overly elated, failing to consider things thoroughly enough.

Indeed, he did have confidence in his ability to re-cultivate.

But in this world, one could never be too careful; the cultivation realm was far more complex with dangers lurking everywhere. Previously, even if he had countless enemies, no one dared provoke him.

Now, however, news of his self-inflicted weakening spread like wildfire, drawing out numerous vengeful foes.

All came to seek revenge, making it impossible to find peace or safety. In the end, the venerable Profound Heaven Patriarch, pursued by many, fled like a cornered dog, hiding in fear until he was finally killed by a first-stage spirit cultivator.

He couldn't even recall the name of his killer; with such immense power, how could he remember a mere first-stage spirit? But now, he had fallen to someone so insignificant.

And this wasn't unique. Some were betrayed by friends and punished by their own disciples after self-inflicted weakening.

After all, people are unpredictable—while there may be genuine friends, there are also hypocrites. Even without enemies, the wealth accumulated at such a high level made one a target for envy.

Otherwise, imagine giving a three-year-old child the key to a vast fortune and sending them out into the world.

Many powerful beings met tragic ends due to this.

But could this process be avoided?

The answer was no.

While the cultivation realm is full of deceitful schemers, there are also true friends and soulmates who can be trusted completely.

Even if you had none, being a senior elder in a sect wasn't difficult. With a powerful major sect as support, it might even serve as a sanctuary for mutual benefit.

Indeed, some powerful beings did this, achieving good results initially.

But even such attempts ended poorly.

Why?

Was the cultivation technique fake?

No, the technique was undoubtedly genuine; no sharp-eyed old hands could be deceived on that. However, they overlooked one crucial difficulty: re-cultivating after dividing his essence into nine parts wasn't as simple as overcoming countless obstacles.

Despite their initial expectations, they vastly underestimated the actual difficulty.

They had no psychological preparation at all, let alone any sense of what to do next.

For example, a Green Stone Venerable was originally one of the top figures in his realm. After practicing the Nine Transformations into Essence Technique, he dropped to the essence stage.

This drop was extreme but not entirely unacceptable.

As the head of a sect with many disciples for protection, he had no worries about enemies and could focus on cultivation.

He thought that from the essence stage to the separation stage, re-cultivating would increase the difficulty. However, his experience as an old hand and abundant resources within the sect should allow rapid advancement.

But things turned out differently.

Experience meant nothing; this difficulty was so extreme it made one's hair stand on end. He needed all nine essences to advance simultaneously with no room for delay or misstep. Any deviation would lead to a perilous situation.

This was simply too daunting.

He spent a thousand years, using countless resources from his disciples, finally completing the process.

But he found himself utterly lost regarding his future path.

From the essence stage to the separation stage had already consumed much of his time; what lay ahead was even more treacherous. What should he do?

Yet, once one started, there was no turning back. Even if he regretted it deeply, it was too late. He had to push forward with all his might.

Years later, he still perished in the essence tribulation, reaching only mid-separation at the time of his death.

This was truly tragic; originally, the Green Stone Venerable had broken free from the shackles of lifespan. If not for his misguided path, would he have met such a fate?

And this wasn't an isolated incident…

Thus, after the Nine Transformations into Essence Technique's brief popularity, all powerful beings lost interest in it. It was unclear who created such a technique; theoretically sound, but practically harmful.

Even Li Yutong and Frosty Spirit had once obtained it. After careful consideration, these two prodigies shook their heads in disappointment, deeming the technique too treacherous to complete.

So they abandoned it, choosing instead to forge their own paths through countless years of effort.

Initially, they had suppressed their realms; now, they had achieved a leap forward. They were ready to make a grand debut, but Nai Long's performance was even more outrageous.
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He actually succeeded in his cultivation!

Remember, the Nine Transformations into婴诀 had caused countless troubles for powerful beings back then and was long considered impossible to complete.

But now...

Those nine元婴 were each solid and substantial, emitting astonishing auspicious energy. Clearly, they had reached the peak of late-stage realm transit.

They surpassed even the old patriarch's元婴 in every way.

How did he manage it?

Tian Xiang felt utterly shocked as well.

He had seen that cultivation technique before; it seemed too outlandish to be real.

A thought flashed through his mind like lightning.

Could it be...

Nailong True Man was the creator of the Nine Transformations into婴诀?

This was the only logical explanation.

After all, aside from the original culprit, he couldn't think of anyone else who could have mastered this technique.

It had to be!

But even if they knew, what difference would it make now? Nailong True Man's nine元婴 combined made him incomparably stronger. He didn’t know how terrifying his power surge would be compared to Li Yutong and Bingpo, but he was undoubtedly no weaker.

Tian Xiang’s expression darkened slightly.

He wasn't intimidated by the other party; he knew he could handle them as a trio. But today had too many uncertainties.

Three down-and-outers had shown unexpected prowess. Could Hua Yu and Asura really be as simple as they appeared?

With this thought, he raised his head.

His confidence in his spirit domain wavered.

Suddenly, a loud boom echoed through the air, and light radiated from above him.

A series of sword lights surged into the sky.

The sharp intent of the swords seemed to pierce the heavens. His seemingly solid spiritual realm was crumbling.

It looked like spider webs, with cracks everywhere, large and small. Vast amounts of energy were emanating from each gap.

And the flames and electric arcs that had previously enveloped his domain had vanished without a trace.

"This is... Chaos Law!"

Tian Xiang's pupils constricted as he felt a hint of fear in his eyes.

In the next moment, the spiritual realm with a diameter of over a hundred feet truly collapsed.

Unlike before, the only prisoner was Lin Xuan. Now, four beautiful women appeared beside him.

Each had a different figure and appearance but exuded their own charm.

Their cultivation levels were also formidable.

For instance, the woman in five-colored robes seemed to have no discernible realm. But from head to toe, she radiated true spirit energy, the strongest kind, not inferior to true dragons or celestial phoenixes, perhaps even surpassing them slightly.

The one on his left was only about seventeen or eighteen years old, with bright eyes and a sweet smile. Yet, she had reached late-stage realm transit. The aura she emitted was neither demon nor immortal, nor evil spirit; it defied description, leaving people baffled.

And the woman beside her...

Her features were delicate, her demeanor refined, like an ethereal celestial maiden descending to earth... Wait, wasn’t that the Nine Heavens Divine Maiden?

Everyone stared wide-eyed. The Nine Heavens Divine Maiden was one of the strongest true immortals.

While other cultivators might not recognize her, they had seen her before. How could she be with Lin Xuan?

These three women were mysterious in their origins and identities, but they didn’t draw much attention from Tian Xiang. His gaze immediately focused on Yue'er.

Though their appearances differed and their cultivation levels varied, they were enough to confuse the heavens. But at such close range, it was impossible for them to escape his keen eyes.

"Ahura, we finally meet again."

His deliberate tone sent a chill down everyone's spine. Although Tian Xiang had hinted earlier that Ahura was among Lin Xuan’s companions, this answer still came as a shock.

Yue'er... How could she be her?

Nailong and Bingpo both knew her well; they had interacted with her multiple times. The memories were clear, but they couldn’t reconcile them with the old king of Asuras.

Too many differences!

It wasn’t just about strength. Yue'er’s gentle and timid nature was vastly different from the old king of Asuras.

They never doubted it until Tian Xiang revealed the truth.

Incredible! And yet, he felt elated.

Although Yue'er's current power was negligible, as she was reincarnated as the king of Asuras, she wouldn’t leave them without a fighting chance.

"Very well!"

The Heavenly Witch Immortal sighed. Her aura turned dark with demonic energy, gushing out like a tidal wave, making it feel as if the sea itself was enraged.

As time passed, the demonic energy grew denser, enveloping her entire figure, forming a black hurricane that rose up from nowhere, connecting heaven and earth.

Inside the hurricane, countless demon and spirit voices roared into existence.

After some time, the hurricane subsided. Not exactly, but the Heavenly Witch Immortal moved to one side while the dense demonic energy remained in place, looking peculiar.

At this moment, the Heavenly Witch Immortal’s appearance was clear and beautiful; there wasn’t a hint of demonic energy left. She no longer resembled an outsider demon, but seemed to have returned as the Moon Clan's holy maiden.
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The changes didn't stop there.

In the next moment, this woman let out a sharp cry. A swirling green hurricane appeared out of nowhere, just as grandiose and filled with powerful energy.

Extremely pure spiritual essence!

Lin Xuan was quite familiar with it; it was no different from his own practice of Black Moon Celestial Witch Art, without any hint of demonic energy.

The two hurricanes were independent yet complemented each other beautifully.

The Celestial Witch Goddess's expression grew serious. Suddenly, her right hand shot up and she touched a point between her brows!

A black line appeared on her forehead.

Then, slowly opening her eyes, it seemed as if she had gained a third eye.

No, that wasn't an eye.

For there was no pupil or any other such existence; instead, a small snake emerged from within.

This snake was only about a foot long and thinner than a chopstick. However, the pressure it emitted was astonishing, surpassing even the mosttop-grade spirit artifact.

"Is this..."

The others were fine, but Lin Xuan almost thought he had seen wrong. This wasn't the secret technique of the Treasure Snake, the Ancestral Spirit ≮↓¤. Snake?

How could it appear on the Celestial Witch Goddess? The Black Moon Celestial Witch Art did not contain such a power.

No, compared to the Celestial Witch Goddess, the same secret technique was merely a pretender.

Surprised but perceiving the difference instantly, Lin Xuan saw something entirely different.

The Celestial Witch Goddess's expression was cold and serious. She opened her mouth slightly and uttered a short incantation.

This incantation was extremely brief, consisting of only a few syllables.

Suddenly, the Ancestral Spirit ≮↓¤. Snake raised its head, spewing out a black mist from its fangs.

That black mist was deep and profound, then transformed into gray and white vapors.
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The incantation flashed by and entered the two distinct hurricanes.

Buzz...

There was a loud rumbling sound as the two hurricanes began to merge, quickly combining into a five-colored crystal. The howling of the wind grew even more intense.

Next came an unbelievable scene: the Ancestral Spirit ≮↓¤. Snake suddenly opened its mouth wide, revealing its fangs, and emitted infinite suction power. It was like a black hole, slowly but surely swallowing the hurricane.

The sizes were disproportionate; while it's said that greed makes one swallow an elephant, what they saw here far exceeded that.

It was like a dream, as if those who witnessed it were in a trance.

Then, the Ancestral Spirit ≮↓¤. Snake, which was about a foot long, contracted its body and turned into a thin black line, flying straight into her forehead without any obstruction.

From where it came, back to where it went; the vertical mark on the Celestial Witch Goddess's forehead vanished as if it had never been there. Her aura completely changed.

Previously, she was an outsider demon; now, she became the Holy Maiden of the Black Moon Clan once again but with a greater strength and mystery.

The changes were bizarre, yet they didn't fall short of Li Yutong or Ice Soul's abilities.

Human-Demon Unity.

Her aura fluctuated unpredictably, neither entirely divine nor demonic. The subtleties were hard to fathom, but she was very close to the essence of power.

"You should have entered the Dragon Transformation Pool and turned into one of your own kind. But you ended up strengthening yourself instead."

Tian Xiang was initially surprised but quickly seemed to understand something, clapping his hands in laughter: "Impressive, truly impressive. To enter the Dragon Transformation Pool without being assimilated is something even the Arhats from a million years ago couldn't guarantee. So, the Blue Star Sea really is in your possession?"

"What Blue Star Sea?"

The Celestial Witch Goddess's expression was initially confused but then she realized: "You mean our holy relic? Did you orchestrate this plot of the outsiders?"

Her eyes filled with deep hatred at that point.

Back then, the Black Moon Clan disappeared because of this treasure. She entered the Dragon Transformation Pool as a desperate ploy to survive.

Fortunately, heaven was kind; not only did she deceive those outsiders but also gained much in terms of cultivation.

"Plot? Ha! If I wanted to deal with the Black Moon Clan, would I need to play dirty? You must be overestimating yourself."

Tian Xiang sneered, his face showing a look of disbelief.

The Celestial Witch Goddess's eyebrows rose but she quickly suppressed her anger. The other's words were not pleasant, but they made sense: as one of the top true immortals, the Black Moon Clan was insignificant to him.

Seeing Tian Xiang remain silent, he turned to Lin Xuan: "Since the Celestial Witch Goddess didn't get this item, it must have fallen into Big Brother's hands. After all, you were once Feathering and valued this item greatly; I don't believe you didn't do anything before reincarnating."

Lin Xuan sighed. With things as they were, denial was meaningless.

He raised his right hand, palm facing up, and the Blue Star Sea began to circulate within him. Beautiful light points flowed through his body, reaching his palms.

The sky darkened instantly; countless silver, beautiful light points swirled in his palm like stars in the heavens.

"Star Sea!"

"Exactly, it's this item. With it, we can re-open the path to immortality."

Several voices of surprise echoed in Lin Xuan's ears—whether you were Li Yutong or Ice Soul, their expressions were filled with fervor.

It wasn't entirely unexpected; after all, they already knew that Lin Xuan was no ordinary cultivator but Feathering reincarnated. Thus, him possessing the Blue Star Sea was perfectly logical.

All the mysteries had been revealed, so now awaited the final decision... or rather, a duel. Given Tian Xiang's character, there would be no handshake and agreement; one must fall for victory.

In this battle, someone must perish, and the victor could enjoy their triumph.

"Indeed, indeed, the Blue Star Sea has truly been obtained by you. Not only that, but even the Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden has betrayed me. Hmph, unable to fly with you in your previous life, I still won't give up this opportunity after five million years. Should I call herclinging and sentimentalor foolish?"

"Ugh!"

The Nine Heavens Immortal Maiden's face showed a mix of embarrassment and anger, but even such an action didn't diminish her nobility: "Tian Xiang, don't assume everyone is like you. How my husband treated you, you know best in your heart; how did you repay him? Even if there was no connection between us, I would be ashamed to associate with you. So, what betrayal are we talking about?"

"Indeed, that's a fair point."

Lin Xuan watched Tian Xiang's response and felt even more vigilant.

Although Tian Xiang was shameless, his character was impeccable; he showed not the slightest flaw.

Despite having their own trump cards, against such a Daoist ancestor, their chances of winning were slim. (Join our amazing giveaway! Win cool phones and more by following our official WeChat account: "ddxiaos"!)
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Fielding's hands clapped with a loud laugh that reached Lin Xuan’s ears.

"What do you mean by that?"

Lin Xuan’s face was filled with vigilance, and an ominous feeling arose within him.

"What do I mean?" Fielding laughed. "You all did well. Your hidden cards are impressive, but don’t think for a moment that as the Primordial Daoist, my power is limited to what you’ve seen."

"Hidden cards? Don’t I have one too?"

"What?"

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances, their faces turning pale.

Two layers of energy?

If Fielding’s words were true, this battle would leave no room for hope.

Could the Primordial Daoist's power truly be so terrifying?

"Hmph. Judging by your expressions, you doubt what I say. Fine, let me show you just how terrifying it can be!"

Fielding’s tone turned icy as he raised his right hand. A giant scorpion shadow materialized in mid-air.

A secret technique of manifestation?

No, it was his right hand manifesting this.

Unlike a regular scorpion, the monster before them had dozens of tails.

Its body was somewhat hazy, like something conjured by spirit energy, while its tails were incredibly solid. The hooks on each tail were over ten feet long and shimmered with a sinister glow.

A blur, and more than a dozen tails swayed wildly. Lin Xuan saw only a flash of black before sharp barbs pierced his face.

With a chilling light, they plunged down!

Lin Xuan was shocked to the core!

He knew this attack would be earth-shattering, but he never expected it to be so formidable.

There were no signs or any trace of spirit energy. It was already perilously close.

It wasn’t an ambush, yet it felt like one; there was no time to dodge or defend.

But Lin Xuan wouldn’t sit idly by.

With no time for thought, everything happened in a flash. He instinctively opened his mouth and spat out a ball of green light that transformed into flames, five-colored glassy fire filled with inexplicable energy.

Various forces of law fluctuated on its surface.

The Illusory Heavenly Fire instantly surged, forming a sea of multi-colored flames that enveloped Lin Xuan.

Simultaneously, he shouted loudly. His sleeves flapped, and the Nine Palaces Swift Sword Fish emerged. Spirit light flickered, and sword energy spread everywhere, quickly forming a formation. Anything entering would be torn to pieces by endless swordlight.

With no time to summon other treasures, the Nine Palaces Swift Sword was already an extension of his will.

Moreover, a low rumbling emanated from his dantian.

A golden light shot out, flickered, and transformed into the shadow of aXuanwu (Black Tortoise).

While not the strongest in the Four Spirits, Black Tortoise’s defense was unparalleled even by true dragons.

It leaped towards Lin Xuan.

Golden light flashed, leaving no trace. A massive black turtle shell appeared on his body.

The surface was covered with spirit patterns that vaguely formed a Tai Chi symbol.

Black Tortoise could divine fortune and misfortune; its defensive capabilities were greatly enhanced at this moment.

In the blink of an eye, the scorpion’s tail pierced through the multi-colored flames.

A loud pop sounded as Illusory Heavenly Fire flickered and surged. Various laws of nature devoured and corroded it, while ice formed a layer of white frost on the scorpion’s tail.

While not entirely ineffective, it didn’t significantly slow down the attack.

The defense of Illusory Heavenly Fire was eventually broken.

But it wasn’t over; the Nine Palaces Swift Sword began to slash wildly. Countless sword lights continuously fell upon the opponent.

However, a shocking scene unfolded.

His ownLife Treasure (life treasure) seemed to have met its match. Each strike on the scorpion’s tail easily bounced back.

While some sword marks were left, they weren’t enough to sever it. Over time, these marks rapidly healed.

Eventually, the Nine Palaces Swift Sword formation was also broken.

But the scorpion’s tail still retained much of its power.

It continued to fall like a meteor and pierced through Lin Xuan's heart.

A blood mist emerged as his eyes lost their vitality. He was flung away, turning into an icy corpse that plummeted downward.

Death?

No.

Just when he had fallen halfway, Lin Xuan exploded in a loud pop, turning into a sea of blood.

At the same time, over a hundred feet away, a phoenix’s cry echoed in his ears.

A red phoenix shadow appeared. With a flicker, Lin Xuan replaced it.

Phoenix Rebirth!

This was a secret technique Lin Xuan had gleaned after fusing with True Phoenix Blood and combining it with the True Spirit Sword Art. It somewhat resembled the Substitute to Pass Through Tribulation technique but without any loss.

Just as he narrowly escaped disaster, this technique proved crucial. Without it, his fate might have been sealed.

Of course, death was impossible; even if he couldn’t achieve Phoenix Rebirth, Lin Xuan had other survival techniques.

But it was extremely dangerous.

He took a deep breath and wondered how the others were faring, especially Yue'er, who was weakest in power.

With this thought, Lin Xuan turned his head.

What met his eyes surprised him. The four women handled things much more easily than he did.

It wasn’t that their powers surpassed his; Butterfly had already mastered time laws.

Time, one of the most mysterious elements in the universe, could be used for both offense and defense with unimaginable effects.

The four stood together, facing multiple tails. They could coordinate to handle them simultaneously.

Lin Xuan was farther away, making it harder for Butterfly to help him, so he had to face this crisis alone. (A fantastic event where cool phones are up for grabs! Follow our Qidian Literature Websiteofficial WeChat account (search for "ddxiaoshuo" in the add friend section) and participate now! Everyone has a chance; follow ddxiaoshuo WeChat today!) (To be continued...)
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Seeing that all four women were unharmed, Lin Xuan couldn't help but sigh with relief. He then turned his head and released his divine consciousness, wondering about the conditions of his other companions. After all, the power of that attack was truly alarming.

But what met his eyes only made his expression darken.

Li Yutong and Bingpo were not affected much; after all, these two women had formidable strength to begin with, being known as the strongest in the Spirit Realm and the Ancient Demon World respectively. Now, having advanced further, they were both true immortals or true demons, far beyond ordinary immortals.

Tian Xiang's attack was indeed powerful, but it couldn't possibly have killed the two women.

On the contrary, they showed no signs of injury, their strength impressing everyone.

As for Nai Long?

There was no need to worry about him either. With Jiuyin combined, he offered a surprise even Rain桐仙子 could not match. Looking at him now, he seemed to have reverted to his usual carefree demeanor.

Seeing that made Lin Xuan speechless and even annoyed. Since the three of them were unharmed, there was no need to worry about Mo Yue's holy maiden either. She and Lin Xuan shared a lineage; even if she hadn't refined so much true spirit blood, her other cultivation techniques were still superior. While she couldn't defeat Tian Xiang one-on-one, it would be a huge embarrassment for her to fall in such circumstances.

Impossible!

They four had nothing to worry about, but Tian Xiang's attack was truly terrifying...

Could it have been completely ineffective?

The answer was no; otherwise, Lin Xuan wouldn’t look so grim. Someone did indeed fall.

Queen of Qingqiu, Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox!

Not only did Lin Xuan notice something amiss, but the others did too.

Among the three great demon kings, the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox couldn't escape her fate. The scorpion's tail pierced through her chest, creating a large hole from which blood gushed out. Such an injury left no chance for her to survive.

Although the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox hadn’t fallen yet, it was only because of her profound cultivation; she wouldn’t last much longer.

"Master."

A sobbing voice entered his ears. It was Xiao Xue, who used to have three tails. The young girl had grown into a beauty, but now, with tears streaming down her face, she looked heartbroken.

Glistening tears fell uncontrollably as it was all her fault. If not for protecting herself, Master could have avoided that attack.

"Xiang'er, it's not your fault; this is just destiny."

Even though blood stained her clothes, the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox’s voice remained gentle and soothing: "The three great demon kings are far weaker than Nai Long, Bingpo, or Rain桐仙子."

"Don't even think of interfering. You can’t even watch from a distance."

"But it's not that our Fairy Fox clan is weak; it's just my资质are inferior..."

This would be shocking news if it were to spread. A great Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox admitting her own inferiority.

Wouldn’t the other demon clans feel ashamed?

"But Xiang'er, you are different. Your资质are much better than mine. You will definitely have more than nine tails in the future and can become a Fairy Fox..."

"Master, I..." Xiang'er's eyes were still filled with tears.

"Hear me out..."

The expression of Queen of Qingqiu suddenly became serious: "Time is short now. Xiang'er, you are talented enough; what you lack is time and experience, which I can provide."

"Provide?"

Xiao Xue’s face showed even more confusion.

"Yes, as a Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox, besides illusion techniques, I also excel in divination among the myriad arts of cultivation. Today's scene was prepared long ago."

"For millions of years, my cultivation has not advanced an inch due to my资质limitations. But divination shows that a hundred million years from now, I will face a great calamity that I can't overcome. However, there is good news: I can receive a disciple with outstanding资质to strengthen our Fairy Fox clan."

"You should understand what I mean."

Queen of Qingqiu took a deep breath; despite her eyes starting to blur, her body was filled with spiritual light.

A hurricane-like force rose from the ground, creating an overwhelming pressure. It then condensed into a small ball of light before vanishing.

Inside that ball, there was a tiny fox with nine tails, constantly moving.

"Hmph, transmission techniques? Do you want this unripe disciple to deal with me?"

Tian Xiang was initially surprised but then coldly laughed. He didn’t know whether he thought it unnecessary or had other plans. As the light ball formed, the once-beautiful Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox visibly aged before his eyes.

Her skin lost its luster, and her hair turned white from black.

"Xiang'er, you must become a Fairy Fox..."

Before she could finish speaking, there was a loud explosion in her ears; the former Queen of Qingqiu had already turned into a bloody mist.

Although she had seen through worldly affairs, she didn’t want to be seen growing old. Almost simultaneously, the size of the light ball began to shrink until it resembled a grain of rice, vanishing as soon as it entered her brow.

"Master..."

Xiang'er was still in tears when she suddenly felt a cool sensation at her brow. But in an instant, pain followed; this transmission contained millions of years of power and knowledge from the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox. It wouldn’t be easy to digest such a large amount.

To gain great收获, one must endure great suffering. At that moment, Xiang'er’s soul seemed to be torn apart as she cried out in pain before fainting.

"Haha, really useless! Telling me you can surpass the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox; let this master send you straight to hell."

Tian Xiang's joyous laughter echoed. Suddenly, his right hand raised and pointed at Xiang'er with a finger.

Even if Xiao Xue was already unconscious, she couldn’t resist. Even if she had full strength, her initial-stage Immortal Tribulation cultivation wouldn't be enough to block Tian Xiang’s attack.

The transmission was almost complete, but that would take time.

Danger!

How despicable!

Seeing this, Lin Xuan's expression turned grim. This girl was closely related to him; he couldn’t ignore it. His body was enveloped in a green glow as the image of a phoenix reappeared.

With a flap of his wings, Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

Spatial法则!

"Idiot, Huayu, when did you become so sentimental?"

Tian Xiang coldly scolded, raising his right hand and changing its direction to point at him. (A wonderful offer: grab a cool phone! Follow us on WeChat (search "dd" in the friend search) and join now for a chance to win! Everyone has a prize; follow dd WeChat公众号 immediately!) (To be continued...)
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False pretense!

Or perhaps from the very beginning, he was using a诱饵 to lure his opponent.

Lin Xuan's expression turned extremely grim. He muttered an "Oh no," and without hesitation, raised his right hand. The Illusory Heavenly Flame reformed into a shield. Several ethereal shadows of true spirits also appeared in front of him by chance, just in time to block the attack.

Lin Xuan's reaction was swift, but the thunderous sound echoed through his ears. Not only did the shield made from the Illusory Heavenly Flame shatter, but those ethereal shadows of true spirits also shattered into countless fragments after a burst of light that could not be seen by the naked eye. The terrifying波动 blasted them apart and then surged towards Lin Xuan's body.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened further as he let out a low growl without hesitation. His fingers spread wide, meeting the mysterious波动 head-on.

A dazzling silver light flickered at his fingertips, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword附着 on his palm. It seemed incredible, but this intrinsic treasure could transform according to his will.

Boom!

Another deafening sound reverberated through the air. A violent波动 erupted in front of Lin Xuan, spreading wildly in all directions. The gale-force winds whipped around him, and a grayish hurricane rose into the sky.

Tian Xiang's expression changed. Although he hadn't used the Ten Thousand Volumes Celestial Book for that strike, he had almost expended half his power. Even an immortal would find it hard to block such an attack, yet Lin Xuan managed to withstand it. This was beyond his expectations.

After all, Tian Xiang had initially thought that even with his formidable abilities, Lin Xuan couldn't match the Feathered Phoenix of old. With a few extremely mysterious treasures on him, he should be insignificant in front of Tian Xiang's eyes.

Moreover, this was a feint to draw attention away from his true intentions, making it easier for him to succeed. Although he didn't expect to kill Lin Xuan, he hoped to severely injure him.

But the result was far worse than expected. It seemed that he had underestimated Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan wasn't the Feathered Phoenix of old, but his cunning surpassed even that. He must not be taken lightly.

With these thoughts in mind, he didn't pause and closed his fingers to grab at Lin Xuan! His movements were devoid of any flamboyance, yet countless golden runes burst forth from his palm.

A dragon's roar echoed as the runes transformed into a true dragon-like existence that lunged towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. He flicked his sleeves and wrapped a sleeping Shang'er in a beam of green light, temporarily storing her inside the Momentary Cavern Scroll.

As for himself, he had no time to think. His right hand shook, and the silver armor covering his palm vanished, replaced by a dazzling green glow. A long, green sword appeared before him as if conjured out of thin air.

Lin Xuan grasped it lightly, and immediately a roar filled the air. Countless green threads erupted from where he stood and surged towards Lin Xuan's opponent.

Interweaving and weaving through space, they quickly formed an immense net.

Offense and defense in one!

However, the dragon-like shadow showed no fear. It moved incredibly fast and plunged into the web.

Clawing and tearing!

The sound of tearing flesh filled his ears as it tore apart the sword net within moments. With a low growl, it charged straight towards Lin Xuan once again.

Brutal!

Lin Xuan's eyes sharpened as he focused on this single attack. Fortunately, his allies were distracting the opponent, allowing him to handle the situation without being overwhelmed. Otherwise...

He couldn't imagine the consequences if they failed.

His thoughts were correct. While Rain桐 and Nai Long weren't mentioned, Tian Xiang was facing a formidable enemy with both Heaven Witch Goddess and Bingpo. There was no way he could fight alone in such circumstances. No matter their past grievances, they now faced a common foe. If Tian Xiang broke them apart one by one, the outcome for everyone would be dire.

In this shared adversity, they must support each other.

So while Tian Xiang attacked Lin Xuan, others didn't stand idly by and launched attacks on him almost simultaneously.

The first to act was the True Immortal Nine Heavens Fairy. As a powerful figure among true immortals, she knew more about Tian Xiang than anyone else. She understood just how terrifying the Primordial Ancestor was.

Without hesitation, she flipped her hand and summoned her intrinsic treasure.

A beautiful jade bowl appeared in her palm, seemingly crafted from a miniature world.

Rule of Law power surged forth, encompassing everything while remaining complete.

Nine Heavens Fairy's move was indeed impressive.

However, Tian Xiang's expression showed pity: "Fool!"

Before his words were fully uttered, he flicked his finger. The Ten Thousand Volumes Celestial Book transformed into a river, surging forward.

In the torrent of water, countless golden runes appeared, each about the size of a fist.

They converged and formed a golden bowl-shaped treasure.

Apart from its material and color, it was eerily similar to Nine Heavens Fairy's treasure.

"Trying to show off the laws of heaven and earth in front of me? Are you mad?"

With Tian Xiang's cold laughter, the golden bowl emitted a dazzling light. The golden glow accompanied by a tidal wave of cosmic rules surged forth.

Two无形波动 collided in the void.

Boom!

The moment they touched, Tian Xiang gained the upper hand.

Nine Heavens Fairy's face paled as blood spewed from her mouth. She felt a heavy blow to her chest, and cracks appeared on the surface of the jade bowl.

The competition of Rule of Law power was indeed perilous.

Tian Xiang couldn't afford to let Nine Heavens Fairy fall into danger. With his fingers closed, the golden bowl emitted an even brighter light. A shadow resembling a toad emerged from it, with nine heads.

This wasn't a true spirit but something far more terrifying: the World Devouring Toad!

As its name suggested, it could devour vast areas of cosmic rules or even entire realms.

Although this was just a virtual form, it still caused shock among everyone present.

"Kwa!"

A loud sound echoed as the toad suddenly moved. It seemed to open its mouth, and space became hazy. Nine long, rope-like things sliced through the sky, wrapping themselves around Nine Heavens Fairy.

It didn't matter if this toad could devour realms or not; if it hit Nine Heavens Fairy, she would surely die.

Lin Xuan wanted to help but was too busy defending himself.

Fortunately, Yuan Yuan acted at the crucial moment. With a sharp cry, five-colored spiritual light surged forth and met the nine fuzzy tongues.

Moon'er also appeared with the Yin True Treasure Box, slashing it forward. (Join us for an amazing activity where you can win cool gadgets! Follow our WeChat public account "qdread" by adding "qdread" in the search bar to participate now! Everyone has a chance to win!) R1152
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The two women were no longer what they used to be. Their combined attack was truly shocking, with multicolored spiritual light like a tidal wave sweeping towards the nine long tongues.

As for the Yin-Yang Treasure Box, it radiated an even greater amount of spiritual light, and dark ghostly mists spread out from it, almost completely obscuring the sky.

Within these ghostly mists, countless demons and monsters appeared indistinctly.

There were Ghost King and Corpse Emperor among them. Each one was no less formidable than a veteran monster that had survived a tribulation, even surpassing some of them. Although Moon did not fully transform into Apsara, her current strength was far beyond ordinary realm existences.

Their attacks did not follow any sequence; they attacked from both sides simultaneously.

In the next moment, their strikes collided with those nine toads' tongues.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed, far surpassing a thunderclap on a clear day. The multicolored spiritual light shattered inch by inch, and the Ghost King and Corpse Emperor within the ghostly mists exploded into pieces.

Pfft...

The two women's faces turned deathly pale as they simultaneously spat out blood. Their bodies swayed like willow branches in the wind before being forcefully sent flying backward.

They were completely unable to withstand it!

However, Tian Xiang's face showed a hint of gloom.

He raised his right hand, and countless tiny符文appeared at his fingertips.

After flashing several times, a miniature talisman array appeared. It turned into a thin light beam aimed directly at Moon’s head.

It flashed past in an instant!

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan nearly went mad with fear. This attack seemed casual, but Tian Xiang did not use the Ten Thousand Volume Celestial Book; he definitely exerted all his power.

He wanted to eliminate Apsara.

But Moon had no time to dodge it.

What should be done?

Lin Xuan's eyes bulged in desperation, but he was too far away to help.

The little girl seemed to sense a great danger and transformed the Yin-Yang Treasure Box into a shield, blocking the attack.

Pfft!

A light sound entered his ears. The Yin-Yang Treasure Box actually broke, revealing a hole as big as a finger. The azure light beam continued its flight towards Moon’s head without any delay.

It was over!

At that moment, Lin Xuan's heart turned to ice, wishing he could swap places with Moon.

He had promised to protect her, but...

Tears blurred his vision; he seemed to see the beauty fall.

If anything happened to Moon, even if it meant facing eternal damnation, he would fight Tian Xiang to the death.

This thought flashed through his mind like lightning. But what use was thinking about such things now?

A brief moment felt like an eternity.

When Lin Xuan opened his eyes again, he found that Moon had not fallen.

At the critical moment, Rain桐 Fairy, who was closest, rushed over and took the hit for her.

Nine Talisman Swords began to emit light as they danced in the air. Different attributes of long swords emitted different cosmic laws.

In his dantian, two元婴suspended there with serious expressions, while the true spirit inner core spun wildly.

A hundred shades of multicolored spiritual lights appeared one after another. Most vanished quickly, but nine remained, gradually becoming clearer.

True Dragon, Celestial Phoenix, Peacock, Golden Crow, Qilin, Great Peng, Nine-Headed Bird, Mountain Giant Ape, and White Tiger.

Lin Xuan raised his head and let out a clear roar that echoed into the sky. He then lifted his right hand to stroke his crown.

As Lin Xuan moved, those spiritual lights vanished from his dantian and appeared above him.

Nine powerful auras spread out.

The Nine Talisman Swords began to resonate with them, emitting light. The nine spiritual light forms fused with different shaped divine swords.

They became实体like objects.

True Spirit Transformed Sword Technique!

Lin Xuan's secret technique was about to be unleashed.

This was his trump card.

The matter did not end here.

Ling Xuan’s eyes flashed with fierce light as he recited ancient and obscure incantations. He then clutched his hands, and a sizzling sound filled the air. The实体like spiritual lights retransformed into illusions, shattering into pieces.

Various mysterious符文flew around Lin Xuan like they had life, enveloping him before vanishing.

Then, multicolored glass-like flames burst from Lin Xuan’s body, dazzling in their brilliance. As these flames flickered, they seemed to have a mind of their own and quickly condensed into armor.

True Spirit Armor!

But this was not the end. This was his strongest form previously; now...

With a low growl, Little Luo Tian Dharmic Form appeared.

Nineteen heads and eighteen arms, golden light shining brightly.

It then flashed past Lin Xuan’s body and fused with him.

The nine-headed and eighteen-armed figure became more vivid and实体like, like armor.

Real yet illusory.

Lin Xuan's aura surged upward.

...

Not only was it Lin Xuan who transformed. Far away, the Heavenly Witch Goddess performed a similar action.

Their arts originated from the same source, so she naturally had practiced True Spirit Transformed Sword Technique.

The effect was just as powerful.

However, their specific forms were different.

What fused with the Nine Talisman Swords were not spirits but several demons and monsters.

Some Lin Xuan recognized: Void Lord, Fish Spirit King, Hundred Spirit Lord, Old Tree, Seven-Hole King, Dragon King, and a few ancient giants.

Others aside, although the Void Lord had fallen in his hands, how could her essence be obtained? But now was not the time to delve into these matters. The Heavenly Witch Goddess used these域外demons’ essences as the foundation for True Spirit Transformed Sword Technique. (To be continued...)
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The power was unparalleled!

Black armor enveloped her slender figure.

The design of the armor was extremely intricate, with countless gray-white runes flickering on its surface. Over a dozen法则 forces crisscrossed and intertwined.

What an imposing aura.

Lin Xuan's heart leaped with joy; she truly deserved to be the Saint Maiden of the Moon Clan.

She took a deep breath, and behind her appeared another massive black shadow figure.

The sound of insect chirping entered his ears. At first glance, it resembled a dragon, but it had nine heads. No, this wasn't a Dragon Clan, but rather a legendary monster... Nine-headed Worm!

This creature was the ancestor of the savage wild insects. Its strength was no less than that of true dragons and might even surpass them.

The form before him wasn’t just an imitation; Lin Xuan could sense the soul essence of the nine-headed worm within it. In other words, this wasn't merely a superficial appearance but truly based on the essence spirit of the nine-headed worm, cultivated and revered...

Impressive!

While the Dragon Transformation Pool hadn’t yielded any results, he had inadvertently bolstered her strength.

Lin Xuan was filled with admiration as that nine-headed worm shadow lunged towards the Sky Witch Saint Maiden. They merged into one.

Subsequently, she gained an additional nine heads evenly distributed around her back. Her fangs were exposed, and her mouth glinted with a chilling light. The armor on her body became even more bizarre, exuding a primitive and domineering aura.

The power in her body had nearly doubled.

Then, she raised her hand, and a white palm produced a celestial sword.

It wasn’t the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, but it was filled with ominous energy.

She waved her jade hand, and like a fierce wind, black, violent energy burst from the blade’s surface. It formed into a sword beam nearly a thousand feet long.

Wherever it passed, the void twisted and blurred. It slashed towards Tian Xiang's head.

Lin Xuan watched clearly and was overjoyed.

Such an opportunity; he wouldn’t let it slip away.

What he needed most now was to attack in unison.

Thus, Lin Xuan raised his right hand as well.

In his palm appeared an ancient scroll.

Ten Thousand Swords Diagram!

With a flick of his wrist, the先天 artifact unfolded before him.

Green mountains were lush and verdant. Accompanied by tiger roars and monkey cries, countless森然 sword qi shot out like fine rain. They spread across the entire sky, heading towards their target.

The timing was perfect; it complemented the Sky Witch Saint Maiden’s attack from the side. Although they hadn’t cooperated before, their shared knowledge made this move seamless.

They blocked all possible escape routes for Tian Xiang, leaving him only with the option of hard blocking and countering.

Tian Xiang's face showed a hint of gloom, clearly displeased at being underestimated.

Then, he raised his hand. A faint silver rune appeared in his palm before he pointed it towards his head. As he moved, an incredible scene unfolded.

The Milky Way above his head suddenly poured down. After the luminous light, it transformed into a beautiful Star Sea.

Correctly, a blue Star Sea!

Its form was similar to the mysterious treasure within Lin Xuan’s body. A mystical aura spread out.

Tian Xiang's lips moved slightly, uttering an ancient incantation with only a few syllables.

Yet, it was mysterious and powerful!

Whirring!

As if compelled by some force, the blue Star Sea began to spin slowly.

Rule forces radiated from its center.

Suddenly, an invisible light barrier rose. Both the nearly thousand-foot-long black sword qi and the myriad sword beams driven by Lin Xuan’s先天 artifact were blocked.

They exploded apart, scattering a hundred feet away before dissipating, unable to approach Tian Xiang.

Lin Xuan's expression darkened.

But just then, a sharp whistle sounded in his ears. The luminous light flashed as dozens of silver great swords flew towards him, striking the silver barrier with force.

Knowing it was his elder brother Dailong True Man’s move without turning around, Lin Xuan saw the jade如意-shaped treasure in his hand.

With a gentle wave, countless silver light points peeled off and transformed into various weapons—swords, spears, halberds. The first batch of silver great swords was just the beginning.

Their combined attack was formidable; even ordinary sword qi was no less powerful than a late-stage Golden Transformation cultivator’s full might.

Layer upon layer, countless attacks rained down. Logically, any stronger enemy should have been torn apart by now. However, the barrier's defensive power was truly impressive, as if it were inexhaustible.

No matter how they attacked, it stood firm without wavering.

Lin Xuan's face darkened further.

He wouldn't give up so easily. Just as he was about to switch to another secret treasure or spell, a melody entered his ears.

Wait... Singing?

Surprised, Lin Xuan turned around.

There, Ice Soul, who had ascended to True Demonhood, was singing and dancing gracefully.

Originally an exceptionally beautiful woman, her cold demeanor added a unique charm to the performance. Her silver hair danced in mid-air; as she moved, rule forces flickered... Wait, this wasn’t dancing or singing at all; it was just reciting incantations.

Her voice was clear and melodious, her movements graceful and beautiful, making one think of light dance. At this moment, Ice Soul’s beauty rivaled that of the Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox.

After a brief performance, her jade hand revealed a black lightning ball in her palm.

Though it appeared to be the size of a fist, it seemed to imprint all things within its essence.

No... not all things.

The virtual images that emerged were weapons.

Water-Splitting Sword, Celestial-Guardian Halberd, Azure Jade Bracelet, Heaven-Circle Bell...

Each was either an先天treasure or one of the most renowned ancient treasures. Their power compared to先天spiritual treasures was negligible.

The number was staggering—over a hundred.

Now all sealed within this small lightning ball.

No wonder Ice Soul was so formidable; with so many divine weapons and tools, it was hard to imagine how she had collected them and integrated them into one.

The combined power was terrifying just to think about.

Then, her jade hand pointed at the light ball, which emitted a deep darkness. It radiated an aura that seemed capable of devouring all things, like a meteorite falling from the sky, rushing towards them.

"Bad luck!"

Tian Xiang finally lost his composure; although he didn’t look alarmed, it was the first time he showed signs of anxiety.

He continuously pointed at the invisible barrier with both hands, but it was too late. The dazzling light ball crashed into it with force.

Silently, the barrier that had stood firm against their frenzied attacks now crumbled under the impact, leaving a large hole. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan could see clearly, his heart leaping with excitement. A spell flowed out almost as smoothly as a stream of water.

Instantly, the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram emitted a bright light, and the number of sword lights surged tenfold or more.

Then, they converged in the middle to form a one-foot-long light saber.

The five-colored glass-like material shimmered with vibrant colors, though it was clearly made from gathered sword lights, it seemed like an actual object, exuding an extremely strong aura of killing intent.

Lin Xuan wanted to finish this off in one go. Although he felt such thoughts were a bit naive, he couldn't bear to miss such a good opportunity. Whether or not they would succeed, he decided to give it a try first.

He blew out a mouthful of green vapor towards the sword light, which merged with it seamlessly.

Suddenly, silver patterns appeared on the surface of the longsword, making it appear more lively and spiritual. A dazzling light flashed past before vanishing into the void.

Such opportunities were not just for Lin Xuan to seize. The cultivators in front of him, even if their strength was not mentioned, had all been through countless battles. How could they not understand that good opportunities are fleeting?

Lin Xuan wasn't the first to act; others moved almost simultaneously with him.

The Heavenly Witch Immortal shook her hand, and a black light flashed. Astonishing sword energy appeared again but didn’t immediately rush forward. Instead, the armor she wore became blurry as several palm-sized gray-white talismans flew out from it.

They seemed to transform into nine faces of different shapes.

Exterior Demonic Kings!

Indeed, they were those guys—Virtuous King Void.

Their expressions varied, but their eyes were blank. Then a black light flashed again, returning the talismans to fragments that imprinted themselves onto the sharp sword light.

Strange法则 powers surged up, and the black sword light became solid-like in the void, turning into a thin black line that tore through space before merging with the shattered light wall.

The two attacks were nearly simultaneous from both sides. Lin Xuan and the Heavenly Witch Immortal’s cooperation was flawless; there seemed to be no holes in their strategy.

"Die!"

Tian Xiang's face showed shock and anger. He hadn't expected his defense, set up by Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven, to be broken so easily.

Ice Spirit Fairy. She had always been extremely reserved. He really underestimated her.

But if he thought this would defeat him, he was gravely mistaken. Soon, they would experience what it meant to face the First Strongest in the Immortal World.

With such thoughts, his right hand rose, and a stream of purple-golden talismans appeared in his palm before transforming into a longsword.

The sword's shape was peculiar; it had no hilt and its blade curved, emitting an eerie aura.

Tian Xiang grabbed it without hesitation and swung it. No sword light or killing intent emerged. Instead, a fierce wind rose, blurring the space as it enveloped Lin Xuan and the Heavenly Witch Immortal’s attacks.

Rumbles echoed.

Each time, the small space trembled violently.

This tiny space was incredibly sturdy, surpassing even the Three Realms in terms of durability. The destructive power generated by their attacks colliding with each other was immense, causing a heart-stopping sensation.

Suddenly, another loud noise filled his ears as the grayish-black wind exploded.

A thin black line appeared out of nowhere, gray-white talismans flickering and transforming into heads of Exterior Demonic Kings.

Their mouths opened, spewing dark demonic flames.

Tian Xiang coldly shouted. His purple-golden longsword flashed before vanishing.

It transformed into a shield radiating with purple light, enveloping him from behind.

The demonic flames were fierce but couldn't breach the barrier.

Then, a beautiful light emerged—Lin Xuan’s sword light had arrived.

It crossed through the demonic flames and struck the shield.

With Tian Xiang's alarmed cry, the shield collapsed like ice melting away upon meeting the sword light.

"Chaos Law. You actually mastered this."

Tian Xiang's voice was filled with shock and anger, but there was a hint of fear too.

The Heavenly Witch Immortal’s expression changed as her fingers danced. The nine Exterior Demonic Kings suddenly transformed back into gray-white talismans and flew towards Tian Xiang.

They merged with the beautiful sword light.

Their powers combined, and an explosion followed. A powerful wind composed entirely of law energy enveloped Tian Xiang.

But it didn't harm anything nearby; all the power concentrated on him.

Boom!

When the dust settled and the wind dissipated, Lin Xuan and the Heavenly Witch Immortal's faces were pale.

That strike had directly used their primordial force. It was a case of killing one thousand while injuring eight hundred. Both suffered backlash.

Such desperate attacks left them uncertain about the outcome.

His heart brimmed with anticipation.

But when the wind dissipated, Tian Xiang’s cold face appeared in front of him.

His clothes remained spotless except for slightly paler skin.

"Very good, very good. You really angered me. I never thought these lowly creatures from below could hurt my precious body."

Tian Xiang's voice was calm, but it contained an overwhelming rage.

A trace of blood appeared on his face—a shallow wound with a few drops of blood flowing out.

No wonder Tian Xiang was so enraged.

Since becoming the Dao Ancestor, he had become almost invincible. The feeling of being injured hadn't been experienced in many years; this time, it was truly angering.

Lin Xuan saw all this clearly and felt his heart turn cold. He had used all his magical power for that strike but still ended up with such a result—just scratching the surface.

How could Tian Xiang be so powerful?

Despite his resilient mind, Lin Xuan began to feel despair.

It wasn't because he wasn’t doing well; it was just that the opponent was too strong.

They couldn’t win!

He didn’t want to admit defeat but felt powerless in this situation.

Tian Xiang had no reason to spare them.

With a flick of his right hand, the Star Sea above him continued to rotate. Two light points floated towards Lin Xuan and the Heavenly Witch Immortal.

"Bad luck!"

Lin Xuan sensed an ominous sign.

Without hesitation, he shook the Ten Thousand Swords Diagram, emitting dense sword lights. However, for some reason, they failed to approach the mysterious light points before mysteriously exploding, unable to delay them at all.

Lin Xuan’s face turned cold as he quickly reached into his waistband. (To be continued…)
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A flash of light appeared, and themystic turtle dragon armor shield emerged. The sound of a dragon's roar echoed as it transformed into a layer of thick light, with faint images of the black turtle and true dragons swirling around.

At this level, Lin Xuan’s strength was sufficient to fully unleash the power of hisprimordial divine treasure. He did not hesitate in utilizing all its capabilities under the boost of his ownmagical power, performing at an extraordinary level.

However, facing such a formidable attack, Lin Xuan could not rely solely on one form of defense. As he deployed this shield, his sleeves fluttered, and numerous talismans flew out like flowers scattered by a celestial maiden, forming various defensive light barriers.

These served as the first layer of protection. Meanwhile, the armor he wore emitted a strong aura, with several true spirit shadows appearing, intertwining with denserune that also swirled around him.

The entire process was swift; Lin Xuan set up his defenses at an incredible speed. Each form of defense—whether it be a magical treasure or secret technique—was no ordinary item, and their power was beyond doubt. They should have been able to withstand any attack in the world.

However, Tian Xiang defied logic. A dazzling light streaked towards him almost instantaneously.

"Explosion!"

Tian Xiang clenched his hands and shouted coldly as he spoke. The moment he finished, the speed of the starlight slowed down while its size rapidly expanded before exploding.

The sky collapsed, and a radiant sun rose in mid-air. Countless light threads shot out from its surface, shattering colorful light curtains wherever they passed, melting ice and snow. Even the transformed light curtain of themystic turtle dragon armor shield could not escape this fate, trembling violently until it was on the verge of collapse.

These light threads continued to pour forth without stopping, seemingly endless. Initially, they were pure golden in color. Later, they became bizarrely colorful, with a kaleidoscope of hues swirling continuously. Each color contained differentlaw or principle之力.

Some were singular, while others mixed multiple laws together, making even the strongest defenses ineffective. Themystic turtle dragon armor shield groaned as it was reduced to its original form, its surface losing all its luster.

Although this treasure was not completely destroyed, the remaining spiritual energy was minimal.

Lin Xuan’s situation became perilous. The multi-colored light threads enveloped him from all sides with no gaps left.

His expression turned grim as a spell shot out from his fingertips. Dragon and phoenix sounds echoed as true spirit shadows around his body grew larger, roaring to break free in every direction.

A counterattack!

Lin Xuan’s plan might have been sound, but the sheer number of multi-colored light threads and their terrifying power proved too much. Not only did none of the true spirits manage to escape, they seemed like moths drawn to a flame, all perishing swiftly.

In the end, only the vacuum light barrier composed of sound waves remained.

Popping sounds filled his ears as the countless light threads struck it, instantly creating colorful explosions. The surrounding primordial energy surged towards this area.

The vacuum shield flickered several times before finally collapsing like an air bubble into nothingness.

With all defenses broken, Lin Xuan’s carefully laid plans were in vain. He was now completely exposed to the relentless onslaught of multi-colored light threads. His face darkened as if a storm was brewing.

What should he do?

Time was short. Without hesitation, Lin Xuan gathered his body into a ball and closed his hand. Crackling sounds echoed as the true spirit armor transformed. The armor extended, fully enveloping his entire form. As spiritual energy surrounded him, the armor thickened, transforming him into a giant cocoon.

Indeed, it was a cocoon!

This transformation happened in an instant. However, Tian Xiang’s multi-colored light threads had already shot past. Instead of piercing the cocoon, they attached to it like silkworms spinning silk.

"This method of defense is sheer suicide!"

Tian Xiang’s cold laughter echoed, filled with smug satisfaction. Both Lin Xuan and Heavenly Witch Goddess transformed into cocoons as well. Given their shared knowledge, both used similar defensive tactics. When all defenses were broken, the goddess also transformed into a cocoon, though hers was black.

Both were now enveloped by countless light threads, trapped in their own self-made silks.

The phrase "self-inflicted entrapment" perfectly described their situation, but they could not be blamed for it; the circumstances were too dire to allow time for strategic thinking.

Fortunately, there were more than just two of them. Roaring sounds filled his ears as three-headed dragons flew over. The others did not watch passively; these were attacks released by Nai Long. Others joined in: Yue Er, Xiao Die, Peacock, and the Nine Heavens Divine Maiden all unleashed their signature attacks.

Yue Er’s strength was weakest, but she controlled a powerful ghost demon that attacked Tian Xiang with self-destructive blasts. Meanwhile, Yuan Yuan raised her head, emitting a clear sound from her throat. With a gentle wave of her hand, "pfft," a giant claw the size of an acre emerged from mid-air and lunged at Tian Xiang.

Xiao Die performed graceful dances as countless golden butterfly shadows spread out from her body. Wherever these butterflies passed, faint pink light fell like pollen, causing young women to age prematurely—timelaw or principle!

The Nine Heavens Divine Maiden plucked a phoenix hairpin from her head, blew on it, and the hairpin emitted a strong aura that transformed into a delicate flower basket.

Beautifully crafted, the flowers inside were stunning. If Lin Xuan had not been cocooned, he would have recognized this item as familiar. However, there was no time to think; the Nine Heavens Divine Maiden gently cast the flower basket down. It fell about six or seven zhang before re-forming into a cloud of white vapor.

Mystical and enchanting, it seemed like an extraordinary treasure from a fairy palace. But what did this mean? Everyone found it curious but could not decipher its true nature. However, one thing was certain: this flower basket was undoubtedly a rare treasure from a fairy’s abode, far beyond ordinary divine treasures. (To be continued…)
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The next moment, a series of whizzing sounds echoed as slender, sword-like ethereal swords shot out from the white vapor. Each one was identical to the one in the woman's hand, clearly indicating that her treasure was part of a set.

However, this was far from over.

Nine Heavens Celestial Maiden cast another spell.

The following scene was nothing short of miraculous.

The ethereal swords began to emit light and their shapes changed.

String zither, ancient guzheng, fish drum, copper gong... various musical instruments appeared in countless numbers, with hundreds or even thousands of types.

Lin Xuan was not skilled in music; he had never heard of many kinds of these instruments before.

In short, it could be described as encompassing everything under the sun.

This woman's technique was naturally Sound Wave Art. This was her innate secret art, learned from Heart Refinement Method, and was inherently connected to Nine Heavens Celestial Maiden.

She began to dance gracefully.

Her movements were intricate and enchanting.

As she moved, all the instruments resonated in harmony with her actions.

Golden sound waves spread out, interwoven with awe-inspiring heavenly laws. They converged towards the center, forming a golden tornado that stretched from heaven to earth, rushing towards Tianxiang for an attack.

The four women exerted their utmost strength, along with Nai Long True Man's assault. This was enough to destroy the heavens and obliterate the earth. However, their goal was not to kill Tianxiang here.

That would be impossible!

They merely wanted to use a diversionary tactic to save Zhao Ming.

But how obvious this intention was! Could Tianxiang possibly be unaware of it? A sneer appeared on his lips as he made no further movements.

He simply held out his right hand in front of him, casting several spells from his fingertips.

Several light points emerged from the Star Sea above his head and spiraled upward before vanishing into thin air.

Instantly, the entire space began to tremble violently. The surrounding primordial energy fluctuated strangely as countless golden and blue runes poured out of the void, coalescing into two large, hazy orbs.

One was a shimmering blue light, while the other was a radiant golden aura.

After swirling for a moment, they transformed into bottomless vortexes.

Infinite suction force emanated from within, their combined power formidable.

---

The three-headed厉蛟 were the first to be drawn in. Their attacks followed, but no matter how powerful the treasures or how potent the secret arts, they proved useless at this moment.

Even Little Butterfly's time法则 could only hold its own for a brief moment before being sucked into the golden and blue vortexes.

None escaped!

The Primordial Ancestor was truly incomprehensibly powerful. Even with five people working together, it failed to achieve the desired diversionary tactic.

With a thunderous boom, Lin Xuan and the transformed Heavenly Witch Immortal were enveloped by layers of light threads that turned multicolored. Suddenly, these threads exploded inwards.

Two blazing suns appeared in the void.

They were so dazzling that they could not be described with words.

Even more astonishingly, after the initial loud noise, everything became silent. The entire world fell into a serene silence.

Yet, to the naked eye, the void rapidly melted away, showing no signs of recovery. This indicated that the heavenly laws around the suns had been severely impacted and even shattered.

"Master!"

The others were not mentioned, but the sight left four women pale-faced. The power was terrifying; could Lin Xuan be unharmed?

No one knew for sure.

Fortunately, the answer did not require them to wait in agony.

Soon enough, it was revealed.

These blazing suns were fearsome yet swift, quickly dimming down.

Although the gale remained fierce and the air remained hazy, the scene before their eyes became clearer.

The silkworm cocoon had vanished. Neither Lin Xuan nor Heavenly Witch Immortal could be seen anywhere.

Had they fallen?

Zhenhun Song's thoughts raced as Mo'er and Nine Heavens Celestial Maiden trembled. Phoenix was slightly better; she was a strong woman, but even she appeared to be putting on an act, her tears streaming down her face.

"Don't worry, Brother Lin is still alive."

Little Butterfly's voice reached their ears just in time because concern clouded judgment, making her the calmest among them.

"How do you know?" Mo'er asked anxiously, her voice trembling.

Yuan Yuan and Nine Heavens Celestial Maiden turned to look at her.

"Don't forget, my true form is a Moon Illusion Moth. I signed a contract with Brother Lin. If he were to fall, how could I not sense it?"

---

This made sense, and the girls breathed a sigh of relief. Before their words had even finished, the sky, which had calmed down slightly, began to ripple again as two spatial rifts appeared.

A flash of light revealed Lin Xuan and Heavenly Witch Immortal emerging from within.

They hadn't fallen!

However, Lin Xuan's condition was beyond description at this moment. His body was covered in bloodstains, his True Spirit Armor broken and tattered. Only two out of the nine heads remained on his spectral form, and he had only half an arm left. Even his limbs seemed to have vanished.

Yet, his wounds were smooth as a mirror, with no trace of blood.

On the other side, Heavenly Witch Immortal's condition was similar but even worse. Her once beautiful face now appeared grotesque due to one side being charred and disfigured.

Despite their battered state, it mattered that neither had fallen. This outcome made Tianxiang's expression somewhat grim.

He no longer spoke sarcastically or pretended to be at ease. After all, his previous attack was meant to be decisive.

If the opponent could survive such a self-inflicted trap without falling, this opportunity would never come again.

A look of anger flashed across his face as he raised his long sword once more.

It was indeed a sword!

The light points from the Star Sea transformed into the Ten Thousand Volumes Scroll. Its power was so overwhelming that it didn't need further description.

With a flick of his hand, no sword light emerged; instead, he himself turned into a dazzling streak and flew towards Lin Xuan.

No fancy techniques were needed—his goal was to sever this guy's fate forever.

Repeated failures made Tianxiang somewhat agitated.

But his strategy was correct.

How could Lin Xuan withstand such an attack, even with one limb missing?

Even at full strength, he couldn't have stopped it.

However, mid-flight, something incredible happened.

A figure appeared as Rain桐仙子 emerged, holding a long sword and blocking Tianxiang's path.

Li Yutong!

But hadn't she been severely injured while saving Mo'er just now?

Tianxiang said that damage to the source made combat impossible! (To be continued...)
第四千一百九十一章 险象环生

As the strongest cultivator in the仙界, his words should not be empty promises. However, Lady Rain桐's vitality was evident, making it impossible to deceive anyone.

She held a long sword, floating like a fairy.

Her entire body was spotless, as if reborn from fire.

Field Xiang's face turned sour. Why were they all so tenacious!

"Get out of the way!"

With a wave of his sleeves, a stream of sword energy appeared.

The light was glaring, causing chills to run down one’s spine.

Like mercury pouring on the ground, it sliced towards Lady Rain桐.

Lady Rain桐 did not dodge but transformed into countless shadows. Each shadow raised its long sword.

A myriad of sword energies converged instantly.

A crescent moon about the size of a palm appeared in his vision.

It seemed实体 and collided with Field Xiang's silver sword energy.

The entire void turned chaotic, like the beginning of creation.

"Pfft!"

Lady Rain桐 spat out blood, shocking to behold.

She flew away like a paper crane in a storm, but more accurately, she was forcefully thrown far by an overwhelming force.

Although Lady Rain桐 was the strongest cultivator in the spiritual realm, single-handedly blocking Field Xiang was impossible. She could only slightly delay him, which was already commendable.

The time was brief, but for Lin Xuan, it was enough.

He had indeed suffered severe injuries, but his physical strength meant he couldn’t fall to death.

With a sharp cry, Lin Xuan raised his right hand and drew a white line in the air.

A spatial rift appeared before him. He quickly entered it.

In an instant, he reappeared several thousand feet away.

He opened his mouth, and dozens of medicinal bottles floated in front of him.

Lin Xuan pointed with his fingers, and the bottles shattered open.

The fragrant aroma filled the air as Lin Xuan gulped down all kinds of spirit herbs without hesitation.

These herbs had various properties—some for healing, others to bring back the dead, and some to rapidly restore essence and mana. They were collected by Lin Xuan with great effort and purified in his blue star sea.

Each was incredibly precious; some could even revive the dead and turn bones into flesh. In the secular world, they would cause a bloody commotion, and even cultivators at the tribulation stage would fight fiercely for them.

Good medicinal pills were crucial in critical moments, potentially saving one's life.

With just one pill, he was already fully recovered, but with so many, his recovery was immediate.

Previously injured, he now felt invigorated. Even lost limbs had regrown perfectly.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath and the true soul shadow reappeared.

It merged with the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword, producing a clear sound as the true soul armor materialized again.

Simultaneously, the Lesser Heavenly Realm Dharmic Form appeared behind him, merging with the armor.

The true soul blood had been integrated into Lin Xuan’s essence, and the Nine Palaces Momentary Sword could manifest as a sword spirit. Therefore, as long as he was unharmed, even if this true soul armor was broken, it could be repaired instantly.

In an instant, Lin Xuan fully healed and reappeared where he had been, as if never injured.

His resilience was unmatched.

However, his expression did not reflect the relief of survival; instead, it grew even more serious.

He looked at Field Xiang with a look of dread!

Although he knew how formidable the opponent was, he never expected such overwhelming strength.

The gap was too vast, leaving no room for any hope.

Even if there were just these few people in front of him, or all the powerhouses from three thousand worlds, they would still have no chance.

What should he do?

Lin Xuan had faced countless storms but was helpless against this disparity. He didn't know what to do.

And his opponent wouldn’t give him time to think.

Field Xiang pushed Lady Rain桐 away and rushed towards Lin Xuan without stopping.

Unwinnable!

Lin Xuan would not foolishly engage in a one-on-one fight.

He took a deep breath, and the true soul armor he wore suddenly shone brightly. A beautiful aura emerged from behind him, gathering rapidly.

Two giant wings several meters long appeared with a "puff" sound.

The surface of these wings was covered with colorful feathers, and at the tips, there flickered multicolored flames. With a sharp cry, the flames exploded without warning, igniting both wings as they sprayed sparks in all directions.

With a flap, Lin Xuan vanished from sight.

Was it teleportation?

No, it was probably the Great Transposition Technique, far more refined than ordinary teleportation.

Unable to fight, Lin Xuan started playing hide and seek with Field Xiang.

Unwinnable, he would temporarily avoid the attack and find an opportunity. This strategy wasn’t wrong, but avoiding his pursuer wouldn't be easy.

"Space translocation, daring to play such tricks in front of this ancestral path!"

Field Xiang's lips curled into a sneer.

He then clapped his hands, and a spell was cast. Lin Xuan felt an inexplicable force of nature as the air nearby turned as hard as steel.

Unable to move!

Soon, Field Xiang caught up within arm’s reach.

Lin Xiang’s face darkened like storm clouds.

Illusory Heavenly Fire shot out from his fingertips.

"Hmph, this spirit flame is good. But it only combined with primordial Yin energy; if it could incorporate the Primordial Yang energy, maybe it would pose a threat to my true self. Now..."

Field Xiang's lips curled in disdain.

With a flick of his left hand, a golden spirit flame shot out as well.

Fire overcame fire.

Lin Xuan’s Illusory Heavenly Fire was powerful, but when facing the opponent’s flames, it was like a cat encountering a mouse—no, that was reversed.

It couldn’t withstand them at all.

Although not absorbed and merged, they were clearly in a disadvantageous position.

"Feather Transformation, big brother, you can now rest assured to die. Rest easy; this time, I will definitely ensure your eternal damnation."

Field Xiang's voice brimmed with self-satisfaction as he activated the Ten Thousand Volumes Heavenly Book above his head.

This treasure was versatile. Earlier, it resembled a blue star sea, but now it transformed back into an ancient scroll, slowly unfurling.

With a clear sound, hundreds of golden and silver characters flew out from the book. These characters instantly grew in size, transforming into countless light orbs.

Each orb was several meters wide, containing various shapes of treasures hidden within.

They rushed towards Lin Xuan. (To be continued…)
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A moment frozen in time!

Each light ball shimmered with strange rays, the treasures hidden within seemingly real or illusory. Regardless, their power was breathtaking.

Not inferior to ordinary primordial objects, every one of them.

No wonder he was considered the strongest in the仙界.

And the quantity was even more astonishing—hundreds and thousands.

Such terrifying attacks, overwhelming from all sides. Lin Xuan had never witnessed or heard of such a spectacle before, let alone faced it himself.

The thrill was indescribable.

"Lord!"

Moon's face paled as she tried to help but was too far away.

Even if the distance wasn't so great, with her and the others, they would merely add more souls to the dead.

After all, the current attack had surpassed imagination. Lin Xuan had no chance of survival unless he became a Daoist Sage himself.

Could this dire situation be overcome by breaking through in adversity?

But Lin Xuan was not even a True Immortal, let alone a Daoist Sage.

Wasn't there any other way but to wait and die?

No!

That didn’t fit Lin Xuan’s character. Even if he knew his chances were slim, he would still fight.

The outcome couldn’t be worse than now.

Moreover, although Lin Xuan had no hope of becoming a Daoist Sage in an instant, he did have one trump card.

What was Lin Xuan's most powerful treasure?

Nine Palaces Instantly?

While it was his life-bound treasure, it wasn't the strongest.

The True Spirit Armor?

No, while the armor was versatile and powerful, to Lin Xuan, it wasn’t the strongest either.

In terms of power, he had a treasure far superior to these two. He just didn’t use it often.

Right, the Five Dragon Seal!

This was Lin Xuan’s greatest secret, comparable even to the Blue Star Sea.

At True Spirit's Burial Ground, Lin Xuan also learned its origin—it was a sacred item of the True Spirit Clan and had undergone an upgrade through chance.

The Hundred Birds Seal, now upgraded as the Five Dragon Seal, currently nurtured in his dantian.

It had a connection with the Blue Star Sea.

For thousands of years, Lin Xuan rarely used this treasure. But each time, it brought him surprises—turning danger into safety and even turning desperate situations around.

Unfortunately, activating this treasure wasn’t easy. After the chance encounter at True Spirit's Burial Ground, the Five Dragon Seal had fragmented despite its recovery over many years.

With cracks still visible on its surface, Lin Xuan didn't want to use it if he could avoid it.

But did he have a choice?

Apart from the Five Dragon Seal, Lin Xuan couldn’t think of any other means that might withstand this terrifying attack.

If he fell, everything would be lost.

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan roared. The Blue Star Sea within him spun wildly.

Beautiful light appeared and disappeared, then entered the Hundred Birds Seal.

A myriad of lights!

The seal vanished from his dantian but reappeared in front of him.

"What is this?"

Tianxiang's pupils constricted as he showed signs of caution for the first time: "Hundred Birds Seal. How did it end up in your hands?"

His expression was extremely grim.

Back when the universe was created, the Hundred Birds Seal and Ten Thousand Volumes Scroll were among the two treasures born simultaneously with the primordial era.

They encompassed all laws of this dimension.

In terms of preciousness and mystery, the Hundred Birds Seal even surpassed its counterpart.

Later, it fell into the hands of the three True Spirit Primordials, revered as sacred items.

The three True Spirit Primordials were formidable figures. The bird True Spirit's primordial was Peacock, while the other two remained mysterious to Tianxiang despite his vast experience and knowledge.

In a previous life, Linzi had also coveted the Hundred Birds Seal but lost out against the three True Spirit Primordials.

Wait, how did Linzi and Peacock become husband and wife in this life? Could it be from their past lives?

Did Peacock and the primordial not know each other until they fought?

But that wasn't Tianxiang's concern.

八卦 was meaningless here.

Though he hadn’t used the Hundred Birds Seal before, Tianxiang knew its power surpassed his Ten Thousand Volumes Scroll.

Now Linzi had revealed it. He felt uneasy.

However, this thought flashed only briefly.

After all, the Ten Thousand Volumes Scroll was also a precious item.

While the Hundred Birds Seal was formidable, could Linzi really unleash its full power now?

Perhaps just posturing.

After all, he wasn’t dealing with those useless fellows; the Hundred Birds Seal was merely a joke to him.

With this thought, Tianxiang’s expression turned sinister again. He couldn’t be fooled so easily.

He intended to exterminate Lin Xuan here.

He recited obscure incantations and made hand gestures. The light balls brightened but then seemed to burst like bubbles, revealing treasures within—long swords, large axes, and magical blades all flashing with森然light.

Each one was indeed no less than a primordial object. Under Tianxiang’s control, their power surged, slashing towards Lin Xuan.

Facing such peril, Lin Xuan remained calm. He sat cross-legged in place.

Lin Xuan had actually sat down.

He recited incantations and changed hand gestures continuously. The Luo Tian Xiang merged with the True Spirit Armor, eighteen arms forming a complex pattern of seals behind him. Nine heads also chanted incantations.

Golden runes surrounded Lin Xuan, flashing before entering the Hundred Birds Seal.

Boom!

A loud explosion echoed as the Hundred Birds Seal emitted brilliant light.

Five-colored spiritual lights swirled, and dragon roars and phoenix cries filled his ears.

Beyond that, countless beasts appeared, their patterns covering the seal’s surface. They were similar to those on the back of the Lin Luo Jade Talisman, followed by mountains, rivers, and lakes...

The light kept flowing, scenes constantly changing.

A bizarre force was released.

In an instant, even the surroundings changed.

The world turned gray, like the primordial chaos had just begun.

Tianxiang's expression worsened.

"Chaos Domain. How could you activate this?"

Lin Xuan didn’t answer.

Sweat dripped from his forehead. Previously, activating the Five Dragon Seal only required Blue Star Sea light; now it needed powerful force as well.
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Lin Xuan was no longer the same as before. He had advanced to the late stage of Realm Crossing, and his essence energy was far superior to that of ordinary practitioners at the same level. Yet, beads of sweat still dripped from his forehead as he pushed his essence energy to its limit.

Now, even driving the Hundred Birds Seal felt too strenuous for him.

Perhaps only becoming a Daoist Sage like Tianxiang would allow him to use this treasure freely.

Lin Xuan sighed in his heart.

But with things as they were, he had no room to retreat.

He took a deep breath and ignited the source fire.

Although this was akin to drinking poison to quench thirst, he could not afford to think about it at that moment. The priority was to survive the current crisis.

Lin Xuan cast one inner refinement method after another.

The Hundred Birds Seal emitted a radiant light.

In the hazy glow, countless ghostly images of true spirits appeared.

"Transform!"

With Lin Xuan's loud shout, an unbelievable scene unfolded. Those ghostly images of true spirits began to transform into actual treasures.

Swords, spears, halberds—every weapon imaginable was included in the eighteen martial arts.

Each one was incredibly mysterious and possessed a wondrous essence energy.

"True Spirit Divine Weapons!"

From afar, Fairy Yutong exclaimed in shock. This woman truly was the top strongest spirit cultivator; she had extensive knowledge indeed. If there were any treasures more precious than先天灵宝 primordial divine treasures in this world, it would be these legendary True Spirit Divine Weapons. But they were merely legends—Rainbow Fairy had never seen such a treasure before.

Amidst her surprise, hope flickered on her face.

The chaotic domain and the True Spirit Divine Weapons combined might just defeat the Daoist Sage.

Tianxiang could see clearly; his expression turned serious for the first time. But soon, he sneered to himself: "A naive fellow. If you were still Feiyu back then and had mastered the chaotic domain, I would have hesitated. Now, you're just a parrot repeating what others say. A mere Realm Crossing cultivator dares to defy me!"

"Since you dare to challenge death, let me show you true despair."

"Domain? Hmph! What's so great about chaos? Watch my Starlight Domain."

Tianxiang’s sneering voice echoed in everyone's ears.

Then, he waved his hands and drew strange trajectories through the air.

As he moved, an unbelievable scene unfolded. The once chaotic world transformed into a beautiful starry sky.

It felt like being amidst the Milky Way or strolling through the primordial universe. Everywhere one looked, there were beautiful and real planets.

This scene... it was familiar!

But Lin Xuan had no time to dwell on it. He had struggled to summon the chaotic domain with all his might, and it was now being repelled and even devoured by forces beyond him.

In a narrow path, courage prevails. Compared to a Daoist Sage, he fell short in every aspect.

Then, one by one, the primordial divine treasures and True Spirit Divine Weapons collided.

Strangely, no sound emerged; only waves of power rippled out.

"Spit!"

Lin Xuan's mouth spewed blood as he was thrown back.

Everyone could add "Hundred Refinements to Immortality Fantasy Rain" or "hchy1982" on WeChat for direct contact with Fantasy Rain.

Although they managed to block the attack, the cost was significant.

"Wife, let me help."

Yuanyuan flew close at this moment. With a wave of her jade hand, an immense peacock's shadow appeared behind her. As she shook her wings, colorful light enveloped her body, transforming into waves of radiant energy that surged towards Tianxiang.

Others joined in as well—Moon, Xiaodie, and the Nine Heavens Immortal Woman. Each unleashed their ultimate techniques and secret arts, making it impossible to hide their prowess.

The heavens turned a different color as various domains clashed with magical treasures. Lin Xuan's side had more people but could not withstand the onslaught.

The Hundred Birds Seal and Ten Thousand Volumes Scripture had already collided several times.

These were treasures born alongside the Primordial Universe, yet one clearly outmatched the other. The Hundred Birds Seal was inferior, naturally because of Lin Xuan’s lackluster performance.

Just then, another shrill cry pierced the air. In his haste, Lin Xuan turned to see Fairy Yunzhong had arrived.

Wait... hadn't she nearly gone mad just now? How could she seem so unaffected?

Surprise and joy filled him as he realized her strength had surpassed what it was earlier.

Indeed, misfortunes often bring good fortune. Fairy Yunzhong's power had indeed improved; tears still glistened on her face, but the Heavenly Demon Sword in her hand shone with cold light.

Her sword shadows multiplied into countless Heavenly Demons, charging towards Tianxiang.

These Heavenly Demons lacked physical form, and what she was casting seemed more like a mental attack. It shared similar effects to Xiaodie’s illusions, which could turn into deadly attacks once the opponent fell into them.

She could both attack and defend with this force. Despite losing her wings, Qin Yan did not let hatred cloud her judgment.

This sudden reinforcement should have been effective, but it was not.

Tianxiang was too powerful.

Each of those域外天魔could drive a Realm Crossing cultivator to madness, yet he showed no signs of being affected.

With a wave of his sleeves, countless ice crystals the size of palms shot out from his sleeves.

"Pfft!" The sound echoed as these ice crystals pierced through the Heavenly Demons, leaving them in tatters.

Qin Yan's expression darkened. These illusions lacked physical form and should not fear such ordinary attacks. Yet, Tianxiang’s power defied all logic.

Could this guy truly be without any flaws or weaknesses?

That was impossible; nothing existed that could not be defeated.

But the truth was clear—this Tianxiang could not be handled by their combined efforts.

What now?

No one knew.

Icepo's face was equally grim. Unlike others, she did not rush to fight Tianxiang but instead whispered something into Lin Xuan’s ear using sound transmission.

Lin Xuan was currently desperately controlling the Five Dragons Seal, which had become his primary weapon against Tianxiang. Suddenly, Icepo’s voice entered his ears without warning: "Devil's Seven Treasures—how many have you collected?"

Devil's Seven Treasures?

Lin Xuan froze but quickly responded as he continued to control the Five Dragons Seal: "What do you mean by this, Fairy?"

"Hmph! We don’t have time for such games. You promised that to defeat Tianxiang, we must work together. Otherwise, if we fail, none of us will fare well." Icepo’s voice was icy cold. (To be continued...)
第四千一百九十四章 真灵融合与巨人

"Miss Fairy, what do you mean?"

Lin Xuan's voice still carried a hint of hesitation. Perhaps the generous choice made by Ice Spirit had left him too stunned to believe it was entirely unexpected.

"Why not? Don't you trust me?"

Ice Spirit raised her delicate eyebrows and gave a look of impatience on her pretty face: "It's late, isn't it? I have no interest in joking around with you. Yes, I do covet the power of the Asura King. However, I am not an Asura. Even if I obtain those few treasures left behind by her, acquiring that power won't happen overnight..."

"Yue'er is different. She was reborn as the Asura King. Once she gathers all seven treasures, turning back into the Asura King will be imminent."

"Even though Tian Xiang has already become a Daoist Sage, the Asura King can still fight him..."

Lin Xuan's face still carried a hint of hesitation, or rather, resistance.

He wasn't sure what exactly he was worried about.

It was like they were strangers... Well, this description seemed a bit off, but Yue'er who turned back into an Asura would definitely be different from now on.

Moreover, Tian Xiang was too powerful. While Yue'er regained her Asura strength, the dangers and responsibilities she faced would also increase.

Damn it, he had promised to shield her from harm, yet...

Lin Xuan felt extremely frustrated, but all these concerns did not hinder his making the right decision.

As Ice Spirit said, restoring Yue'er as an Asura was indeed the only way to turn things around.

Thoughts flashed through Lin Xuan's mind like lightning. He transmitted back: "The seven treasures of the Asura King, I have five here. Do you have any in your possession?"

"Five pieces?"

Ice Spirit was taken aback for a moment before her expression turned disinterested as she sighed inwardly. She had worked hard to gather only two out of the seven treasures.

This young man's strength back then wasn't even close to hers, yet he managed to acquire five within such a short time. It seemed there were indeed fates that could not be forced.

But her gloomy expression was only momentary. Having made this decision, Ice Spirit’s composure meant she would not change anything.

"This is great! You have five pieces. The other two are in my possession. Together, we can bring the Asura King back."

"But how do we proceed?"

Lin Xuan still felt confused. While Yue'er's return as an Asura was part of her previous life’s plan, it wasn't possible for all seven treasures to gather and automatically grant her past power and memories. There must be some ritual involved.

And it would take time too.

As if anticipating Lin Xuan's concerns, Ice Spirit spoke up: "Don’t worry. How to proceed, I will teach Yue'er. We can entrust the Asura Seven Treasures to Li Yutong. Let her help Yue'er with the ritual. Then you should feel reassured."

"Miss Fairy, how could I refuse such a kind offer? Let's work together then."

Lin Xuan was overjoyed. While he and Li Yutong didn't have a deep bond, he trusted her.

"Alright, but we must keep this from Tian Xiang. Yue'er needs some time to regain her past strength and memories. We can’t be disturbed in the middle. So, we need to fight our hardest."

"There’s no problem with that."

Lin Xuan nodded and then separately explained everything to Ice Spirit and Li Yutong.

The process was surprisingly smooth. After all, they were now in a situation where they couldn't avoid it—either defeat their formidable enemy or perish here.

With this in mind, everyone should focus on the same goal.

Tian Xiang's strength was so overwhelming that the appearance of the Asura King might bring hope.

The only one who raised objections was Fairy Li Yutong. She did not wish to leave Yue'er and wanted to face their enemy with everyone else here.

"How can we merge her past power and memories using the seven treasures?"

"Relax, I will teach her how."

"Alright!"

Since she said so, Lin Xuan had no objection. After all, Fairy Li Yutong was a formidable combatant who could help delay Tian Xiang's advance.

With their plan in place, Lin Xuan took a deep breath and, during the gap between his companions' battle with Tian Xiang, drank several bottles of refined ten-thousand-year-old spirit milk. He also swallowed other treasures before injecting his mana and silver light points into the Five Dragon Seal.

"Wen!"

A radiant glow enveloped him.

The Five Dragon Seal trembled rapidly as images of birds, beasts, insects, and fish reappeared.

Lightning burst from the faint glow, revealing a majestic mountain range.

Though he couldn't count the number of peaks, it was fitting to call them the Ten Thousand Mountains.

"What kind of spell is this?"

Dare Long Immortal and others turned their heads in surprise.

Although the Hundred Spirit Seal had been rumored for ages, they had never seen it up close like this before.

Lin Xuan ignored all this as he continued his intricate hand movements.

Countless true spirit shadows emerged from the peaks, fusing together.

Right, fusion!

For instance, a phoenix and a true dragon merged into one new creature.

Their combined power surged far beyond the sum of their individual strengths.

The same applied to other true spirits.

Phoenix cries and dragon roars echoed even louder as these fused spirits rushed towards Tian Xiang.

"Hmph! Trivial tricks!"

Tian Xiang paid no mind.

He waved his sleeve, sending a spell into the Ten Thousand Volumes Scripture.

The treasure slowly unfolded, releasing countless runes that grew in size.

These runes transformed into planets, though not as large as actual ones—each with a diameter of thousands of feet.

This was far from over. As Tian Xiang's incantations reached their ears, these planets morphed into giants.

Giant!

Lin Xuan had seen countless demons and monsters since he started his cultivation journey, but none as ugly as the creatures before him.

These giants were all a thousand feet tall, some with three heads and six arms, others with thousands of hands and legs. Some even had tentacles like octopuses covering their bodies. Others had numerous eyes all over them, making them look bizarre yet incredibly powerful. They all charged towards Lin Xuan.

Crackling sounds filled the air as the fused true spirits clashed with these giants.

Dare Long Immortal, Heavenly Witch Goddess, and others were taken aback before joining the fray. (To be continued...)
第四千一百九十五章 百灵剑

In an instant, various shades of spiritual light burst forth. The sounds of explosions continued to reverberate in the air.

Rain桐 Fairy's immortal sword flashed through her hands, and waves of surging water sounds emerged.

A small lake appeared before her.

The ripples spread across the surface, followed by numerous whirlpools forming on the lake.

Each whirlpool had a varying number of green bamboo shoots sprouting from it.

In an instant, the wood attribute spiritual energy filled the entire space, permeating everywhere.

It transformed into layers upon layers of attacks, rushing towards Tian Xiang.

Meanwhile, her left hand was tucked inside her sleeve.

With a flick of her fingers, a faint golden light appeared.

This attack was so subtle that it barely caught anyone's attention.

It flashed past Tian Xiang and aimed for Yue'er’s brow.

Ice Spirit also performed the same action. Although Tian Xiang would eventually discover their plot, they could still delay him for now. The process was much easier than anticipated.

Tian Xiang was indeed a cunning and deceitful individual, but even tigers doze off sometimes. With everyone working in harmony, Tian Xiang failed to notice anything amiss.

The Seven Treasures of the Deva Realm were successfully handed over to Yue'er.

Rain桐 Fairy also made her move. Everything was now ready; all they needed was a bit of luck.

The continuous explosions kept filling his ears.

Lin Xuan suddenly had new actions.

He clasped his hands together, reciting obscure incantations. The Hundred Birds Seal emitted dazzling light, and its shape changed in the beautiful glow.

It transformed into a sword with an ancient design.

Layered纹阵 patterns continuously shifted on its surface.

Each change revealed different spirit apparitions of varying sizes, almost tangible.

Hundred Birds Sword!

Transformed from the Hundred Birds Seal.

Its power was beyond doubt. It far surpassed even the treasures in his Immortal Mansion and primordial objects.

Lin Xuan grasped it without further ado, feeling all his magical energy being infused into it.

His face turned pale but quickly regained its rosy hue.

Without a word, he shook his hand slightly. The surface of the Hundred Birds Sword shimmered with an unknown silver pattern.

The entire space began to tremble as天地元气 rushed towards it, pouring into the sword.

Tian Xiang watched closely and saw a look of grim determination on his face.

Two thousand-armed giants nearby suddenly went berserk.

They tore apart the fused true spirits and fiercely lunged at Lin Xuan.

From over a hundred feet away, they spat out countless fireballs.

These were not just red flames; they seemed even more terrifying.

Moreover, as their hands moved, they also shot out numerous lightning bolts and beams of light.

These formed a giant net that descended upon Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan roared. He swung his long sword forward.

Dragon and phoenix cries echoed as a silver crescent moon shot from the Hundred Birds Sword’s surface, its法则之力 radiating to meet the incoming thunderbolts and lightning.

There was no doubt about it.

The power of those bolts and beams, though formidable, crumbled before the immense might of the Hundred Birds Seal.

As the crescent moon flew, it grew larger. Soon, it became a massive object over a hundred feet in diameter, slicing towards Tian Xiang.

Tian Xiang’s face paled as he vanished from sight with a flash of spiritual light behind him.

Even with his strength, he might not have been able to withstand the attack head-on, but dodging was clearly the smarter move. His understanding of spatial法则 was unparalleled.

However, Lin Xuan’s lips curled into a smile; he did not seem upset that his powerful strike missed its target.

The crescent moon pierced through the empty space where Tian Xiang had been.

Sizzle…

A spatial rift appeared.

Tian Xiang had tampered with this small space, making it extremely sturdy. It was impossible to break through and go through it. However, the Hundred Birds Sword’s attack could not be taken for granted. Despite great effort, a crack did appear in the space.

Yue'er flashed past and entered through the rift.

"Trying to escape!"

Tian Xiang’s face showed a sneer as he shot out a stream from his fingertips.

But at that moment, Heavenly Witch Goddess stepped forward, blocking it with her Nine Palaces Sword.

Nailong True Man then snapped his fingers, and hundreds of light beams flew out from his storage bracelet.

They were not swords or other weapons but colorful array flags.

Tian Xiang’s face showed surprise.

Nailong True Man’s actions were incredibly swift. He waved his hands, shooting off spells that turned the array flags into colorful lights that vanished into the void.

Then, rumbling sounds filled the air as a multi-colored light array appeared before their eyes.

More arrays emerged layer by layer, totaling dozens of them.

"This is..."

Even Rain桐 Fairy’s face showed shock.

"Nine True Pacifying Demons Array!"

This was one of the most famous formations in all three realms, used to guard Penglai Immortal Island by Nailong True Man.

Back then, Voidless Demon King led a million域外天魔 and could not even do anything against such a formation.

The power of this array was beyond measure.

However, as a protective formation, it required countless years of refinement before it could be set up. How could it be completed so quickly?

Everyone felt shocked but also elated.

Regardless, this famous formation would surely help. With its aid, they could at least detain Tian Xiang for some time.

Meanwhile, on the other side,

Yue'er left that small space and transformed into a streak of lightning, flying towards the horizon.

Her strength had grown immensely; she flew out tens of thousands of miles in an instant before landing on a small hill to survey her surroundings. There was no danger.

Yue'er knew that Master could not delay much longer. Tian Xiang would soon discover their plan.

She must quickly transform back into Deva. Otherwise, Master and the others might be in danger.

Fortunately, Rain桐 Fairy’s golden light that had entered her brow already recorded what to do.

With a wave of her sleeve, seven light orbs flew out from it.

The lights condensed, revealing seven treasures: bracelets, necklaces, earrings, combs, phoenix hairpins, a cosmetic box, and a gourd.

These were mostly items collected by Lin Xuan, some already in Yue'er’s possession, with the last two given by Ice Spirit.

At first glance, they seemed ordinary objects. There was no spiritual light emanating from them, making it hard to imagine that these were the treasures used by Deva King to seal his power and memories. (To be continued…)
第四千一百九十六章 田襄破阵

Moon's face was filled with a serious expression as she continuously waved her hands, casting spells from her fingertips. To be honest, she didn't want to become the Deva King and harbored no great hatred for Tian Xiang; after all, that was an enmity from millions of years ago. What happened in the past had nothing to do with this life.

Whether it was becoming a celestial being or seeking revenge, these were secondary concerns to her.

As long as she stayed by her young master's side, everything would be fine.

However, while Moon could remain carefree, it didn't mean others could easily let go of their grudges. Tian Xiang, in particular, was a petty fellow.

The saying "a smile and the enmity is forgotten" was merely wishful thinking; Tian Xiang wouldn’t be able to sleep at night until he had extracted their souls and refined their essences.

Therefore, regardless of whether they wanted to or not, they must retaliate. However, Tian Xiang was no longer what he used to be. Even with the advantage in numbers on their side and everyone using all their abilities, it was still impossible to do anything about him.

Thus, Moon had no choice but to revert to her Deva King form; this was their last hope.

The young master and his companions couldn't hold out for long.

Moon knew this clearly.

So she acted swiftly. As spell after spell was cast, the Seven Treasures of the Devas resonated simultaneously, emitting a dazzling light that flickered and glimmered.

Moon's face brightened with joy as her sleeves fluttered, revealing a玄阴宝盒 (Xuan Yin Treasure Box).

The Deva King had been an exceptionally clever individual. Besides the Seven Treasures of the Devas, he had left behind a backup plan—the Xuan Yin Treasure Box. Without this treasure box, even if they collected all these treasures, their efforts would be in vain.

Ice Spirit was destined to become a sacrificial lamb for her scheme.

Moon raised her jade hand and pointed at something ahead with one finger.

A small golden rune appeared, entering the Xuan Yin Treasure Box.

Instantly, a brilliant aura of essence light flickered on the surface of the treasure box, transforming into a spectrum of colors—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet. The light shimmered and gradually rose...

In the midst of the light, a figure began to appear, slowly becoming clearer.

It was a young girl with delicate features, but only about a foot tall.

Little Tangerine!

The little girl opened her eyes as if waking from a long slumber, her face filled with joy. Without hesitation, she lunged towards Moon.

"Stop playing around!"

Moon stretched out an arm to hold back Little Tangerine: "Look around you."

"What's around me?"

Still dazed, Little Tangerine looked up at Moon’s words and her eyes lit up: "The Seven Treasures of the Devas, Miss. You have gathered them all. This is wonderful; now you can recover your memories and power from back then."

Moon nodded.

A faint sadness flashed in her eyes but quickly disappeared as she continued to cast spells with her hands. Her lips moved slightly.

"Little Tangerine, what should we do next? You know this better than I do."

Miss, I understand!

Little Tangerine cheered and spun around in place.

Instantly, a colorful aura enveloped the area. Several sharp sword-like energy beams shot out from her body, heading towards the Seven Treasures of the Devas.

Sizzle...

They struck the surface of the treasures with a tearing sound. Before their eyes, an unbelievable scene unfolded as the Seven Treasures shattered.

These treasures, imbued with the power and memories of the Deva King, turned out to be no match for ordinary magical artifacts in terms of hardness.

Silently, seven beautiful light spheres appeared, each about the size of an egg.

They rose above Moon's head, forming deep vortexes that grew larger until they almost covered the entire sky.

Thread-like light strands emerged from these vortices, wrapping around both Moon and Little Tangerine. In a moment, a huge cocoon materialized before their eyes.

The cocoon was enormous, covering an area of over a hundred acres with its surface emitting radiant light and accompanied by thunderous sounds.

At the same time,

A deafening explosion echoed through the space, causing it to tremble. Billions of rocks and earth were scattered in all directions, turning this small space into a chaotic realm.

Puff...

True Immortal Real Dragon spat out blood as his array disc shattered into pieces.

The Nine True Pacification of Demons Array was formidable, but how could it truly confine the Daoist Ancestor Tian Xiang?

It merely bought them some time.

Although trapped in the array, Tian Xiang was still aware of everything happening outside.

Initially, he didn't pay much attention when Moon tried to escape. After all, they couldn't possibly get away from his grasp.

But soon, he noticed something amiss.

If these people were trying to flee, there wouldn't just be Moon; the others should have dispersed like birds and beasts as well.

However, that wasn’t what happened.

Instead, when he was trapped, the other fellows didn't try to escape. Instead, they seemed to treat it as a serious threat and stayed where they were.

Why did they do this...

Tian Xiang was initially puzzled but quickly understood.

The Deva King!

These fellows wanted to use the power of the Deva King to challenge him?

Absolutely not! He couldn't let them succeed!

A trace of viciousness flashed across Tian Xiang's face, almost to the point of being frustrated.

This wasn’t because he underestimated himself; it was just that he didn't want to be intimidated by the Deva King. After all, as the strongest celestial being in the world, his treasures and abilities were undoubtedly superior to those of the Deva King.

But what did that matter?

The Deva King's influence from ancient times left a deep impression on him, causing too many troubles.

All these events today stemmed from the Deva King’s machinations.

Moon was just an insignificant little girl. But if she became the Deva King again, who knew how much trouble it would cause.

Tian Xiang didn't want to add any more variables or dangers. He had to nip them in the bud.

So he wouldn’t allow his opponents to obtain the power and memories of the Deva King from long ago.

With this thought in mind, he unleashed his full might, driving the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven, breaking through the Nine True Pacification of Demons Array with ease.

Lin Xuan's eyebrows rose as he sighed inwardly. He never expected such a powerful array to only hold them back for a moment.

The upcoming battle would be incredibly difficult, but he wouldn't let his opponents leave this place.

With that thought in mind, Lin Xuan roared loudly. The sound of piercing air filled the ears as countless silver sword threads shot out from his body,

forming sharp sword energy beams and slashing at Tian Xiang virtually.

At the same time, Lin Xuan raised his hand, summoning Illusory Heavenly Fire, which enveloped his palm.

Illusory Yin Divine Thunder also appeared. Lin Xuan's hands moved rapidly, forming countless fist shadows that shattered the void, following closely behind the sword beams and rushing towards Tian Xiang.

At the same time, Li Yutong joined in.

She raised her hand, splitting herself into three. However, these other two weren't mere illusions; they emitted powerful energy just like their main body, lunging at Tian Xiang with all their might. (To be continued)
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Halfway through her flight, her figure flickered slightly and two more avatars appeared.

Her aura was identical to the original, incredibly powerful. However, the spiritual energy attributes emitted were vastly different from each other.

They represented the five elements—gold, wood, water, fire, and earth—and encompassed all five of them. With a sharp cry, the five Rainbow Pines Fairy Ladies simultaneously slashed their long swords towards the front.

Each sword light was colored distinctly, but when combined, they emitted an inconceivable power.

"This must be..."

Tian Xiang's pupils constricted as he revealed an expression of disbelief: "Primordial Law, Essence Power... It’s impossible. You're just a lower realm existence. Even if you could break through numerous obstacles to ascend and become a True Immortal, how could you possibly master such fundamental power?"

This was already touching the realm of the Ancestral Sage. No wonder Tian Xiang's expression changed dramatically.

The same five-colored crystal lights emitted Primordial Law aura while countless runes from the Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book flew out, like a whale sucking in water, merging into that light ball.

"Quickly!"

Tian Xiang sent a spell to it with a gesture.

The light ball flickered slightly before transforming into a five-colored spear and collided with the approaching crystal sword light.

Boom!

A deafening explosion shook the entire small space... No, not just shaking; the sky and earth, under the impact of two Primordial forces colliding, split open in various sizes. These cracks resembled spider webs, terrifying to behold, and the small space was on the brink of collapse.

Knowing that this spatial area, though small, had a more stable spatial force than the Spirit Realm or Demon Realm, and with Tian Xiang's Law power assisting, it should be impossible to destroy.

However, there were always exceptions.

Like in front of them...

Fortunately, their battleground wasn't one of the three realms. Otherwise, if the realm disintegrated, countless lives would be lost.

Lin Xuan's face also showed a look of shock.

He hadn’t expected Li Yutong to have such a hidden move. But he understood that even with the Rainbow Pines Fairy Lady, it was impossible for her alone to match Tian Xiang in strength.

The attack before his eyes was likely just a fleeting moment.

Thus, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate at all and injected more magical power into the sword energy and fist shadows.

Suddenly, the sound of breaking air grew louder. The attacks from all directions enveloped Tian Xiang.

---

This time, although Lin Xuan hadn’t used any extraordinary treasures, with full magical power unleashed, he was capable of instantly killing a True Immortal who had just undergone a tribulation.

Tian Xiang merely frowned.

He flicked his sleeves, and an electric light shot out from the sleeve. A low growl turned it into a Thunder Dragon.

Each one was over a hundred feet long, imposing enough to overwhelm ordinary Great Transcendent Elders; even True Immortals would be hard-pressed to match their might. They swayed and lunged at those sword and fist shadows.

Boom!

The sound of thunder echoed as the Rainbow Pines Fairy Ladies, Nai Long Zhenren, Bing Po, Yuan Yuan, and others joined in the attack.

Of course, they didn’t expect to eliminate Tian Xiang; instead, an offensive was the best defense. They couldn’t afford to wait for him to break them one by one. Only by attacking with all their might could they hope to trap him here.

Buzzing sounds filled the air as explosions followed continuously...

The small space had already been in disarray, and now it was on the verge of collapse. But this wasn’t the most shocking part.

At the same time, attacks came from outside the spatial area, quite frequent.

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances; even Tian Xiang looked somewhat alarmed.

Before they could think further, a thunderous explosion echoed in their ears.

The entire space couldn't withstand it any longer, shattering into nothingness.

Spatial force burst forth everywhere.

Fortunately, both sides were top-tier experts. The mere collapse of the spatial area would have been enough to annihilate them.

But even so, Lin Xuan still deployed defensive treasures. One was to block the residual effects, and the other was a precaution against Tian Xiang’s sneak attack.

Although this small space was sturdy, its size wasn’t excessive. Thus, it quickly dissipated after collapsing.

Everything became clear.

Before their eyes were countless figures.

Lin Xuan and his companions exchanged glances, revealing expressions of great joy.

They came from the Three Thousand Realms.

Tian Xiang’s expression turned extremely grim.

These fellows actually found this place. What good are those True Immortals if they’ve all perished?

How could that be possible?

Tian Xiang was greatly surprised.

What he feared had come true.

In a narrow encounter, the brave prevail. True Immortals against experts from the Three Thousand Realms, though there were more of them, clearly couldn’t match True Immortals in combat. But at critical moments, True Spirits joined in.

This additional force drastically changed the balance of power. The many could overwhelm the few. Moreover, the might of true dragons and celestial winds far surpassed that of True Immortals.

After a fierce battle, the immortals suffered heavy losses; many powerful beings fell. Faced with this situation, the remaining True Immortals were panic-stricken. Their strength might be formidable, but their experience in combat was vastly inferior to that of the Three Realms experts.

They had never encountered such a scenario before. With Tian Xiang gone, they lost their nerve and morale. A call from one immortal prompted others to flee like birds scattering. The remaining True Immortals followed suit, also retreating.

The saying goes: "Don't pursue a desperate foe." Moreover, True Immortals are not easily provoked; it was a good choice to scare them away. The great experts of the Three Realms wouldn’t expect to exterminate them all.

What delighted them most was that when the True Immortals left, the True Spirits didn’t linger either. They too broke through the space and departed.

This was an unexpected windfall. The great experts exchanged glances before discussing their next steps.

After so many setbacks, they found interest in cooperation. By sticking together, they could secure Nine Heavens Fertile Soil. With theImmortal Spirit Channelopened, their strength would give them ample opportunities to ascend to higher realms.

A simple discussion led them to set out together.

Over a thousand Three Realms experts still lived. In other words, most had perished, which was why they chose to cooperate.

Clearly, this idea was right. They encountered no further dangers; even minor setbacks were easily resolved with the combined strength of so many powerful beings.

Following their trail, they indeed found clues about Nine Heavens Fertile Soil and arrived at the outside of that small space. However, they couldn’t tear through the void. Annoyed, the great experts began a fierce assault from both inside and out, resulting in this outcome. (To be continued...)
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Upon seeing the expressions of everyone, Lin Xuan and his companions were overjoyed. The cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds had varying levels of cultivation but all had reached late-stage Tribulation Transcendence. With their assistance, holding off Tian Xiang would naturally be more manageable.

Indeed, wasn't this just like the strategy of the Arhats of old—unite to confront this foe?

Despite the many twists and turns in between, this goal was almost within reach now. Truly, it seemed fate had favored them!

Lin Xuan's face was filled with joy as Tian Xiang's expression turned extremely gloomy.

One wave hadn't settled before another arose; these celestial mortals were letting him down more than he expected. He would have to rely on himself.

But that didn't matter.

A cold smile appeared at the corner of his mouth: "You insignificant ants, you don’t think that sheer numbers can stop this Primordial Ancestor, do you? Many ants can kill an elephant. Hmph, it's because the elephant isn't strong enough. Now, let me show you the fate of a mantis trying to block a chariot."

Before his words had finished, Tian Xiang cast several spells.

With each action, the light from Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven burst forth, sending hundreds of ancient golden and silver inscriptions flying out. Each contained profound meanings and exuded an aura of mystery. They swelled as they met the wind and instantly transformed into countless sharp rays—no, light orbs, shooting towards the front.

Midway through their flight, a distortion occurred, and one by one, monsters materialized in the void.

Birds, beasts, insects, fish… all manner of creatures appeared, along with various puppets and monsters. Regardless of their specific forms, each emitted an overwhelmingly powerful aura.

Their attack methods were vastly different as well.

The cultivators from the Three Thousand Worlds' faces changed dramatically. Although their cultivation levels varied, they had abundant experience in combat, so none were willing to sit idly by. This was a formidable enemy they had never encountered before.

But saying they feared him would be an exaggeration; after all, their numbers seemed overwhelming on this side.

Even if the other party consisted of top-tier True Immortals, could one person really withstand such power?

Thus, they remained optimistic and began summoning their treasures to strike at those illusions.

Explosions echoed as the battle raged.

Soon, many powerful figures found themselves in peril.

Initially thinking these demons and monsters were merely superficial, they soon realized how formidable they truly were.

"Ah!"

Cries of pain filled the air. Some powerful individuals even fell in just a few exchanges, while more monsters were destroyed. However, with each spell Tian Xiang cast, new light orbs appeared from Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven, transforming into terrifying creatures.

The situation left many powerful figures feeling dread.

Of course, no one had yet considered fleeing; the disparity in numbers was too great.

But if this continued, it would be uncertain. Lin Xuan and his companions couldn't allow such a scenario to unfold.

With so many cultivators as allies, they were invaluable assets that shouldn't be wasted.

With this thought, Lin Xuan lunged forward.

However, someone moved even faster.

Peacock took a deep breath, her body enveloped in green light. She transformed into a five-colored spiritual light crystal and vanished with a thunderous clap.

In her place emerged a large Peacock several feet tall.

This woman had revealed her true form as a bird spirit ancestor.

No, not a bird spirit; at this moment, she was the primordial ancestor of all bird spirits.

With a flap of her wings, her body suddenly grew exponentially. What had been just a few dozen feet now expanded by more than a thousand times, emitting chaotic spiritual energy that felt even stronger than a true dragon.

Intimidating.

Without using her innate power, she simply flapped her wings and lunged forward.

As the primordial ancestor of all bird spirits, both her divine techniques and physical body were incredibly powerful. Yuan Yuan had fully integrated the true spirit fire left by the previous Peacock, though not yet perfectly refined, still managed to unleash over 80% of its power.

"Die!"

Facing Tian Xiang's massive true form, he showed no fear as his hand suddenly shot out, grabbing at the Peacock in the void.

Boom!

A golden inferno appeared in the void.

Instantly, it transformed into a vast sea of fire, which coalesced again into a giant golden hand. Its size was monstrous, like a mountain, and it lunged towards the Peacock.

A clear cry echoed as the Peacock's talons closed, revealing a massive crescent moon in the void that slashed at the giant hand.

However, it was useless.

The giant hand ignored it, still fiercely grabbing down. The Peacock tried to dodge but was too late; she was caught by the giant hand.

This result puzzled Tian Xiang slightly.

Too easy.

Peacock was one of the strongest true spirits; logically, he shouldn't have been so easily captured.

Was there a trap?

Before this thought could fully form, a sweet giggle reached his ears. The trapped Peacock exploded in a burst of light, replaced by numerous beautiful butterflies that converged to reveal Xiao Die's figure.

This girl’s illusion was truly masterful; Tian Xiang had fallen for it without noticing.

But the matter wasn't over. With Xiao Die posing as the Peacock, where did Yuan Yuan go?

Tian Xiang turned his head and noticed a small Peacock about a foot long materializing on his left side. Despite its diminutive size, the chaotic spiritual energy it emitted was shocking, making even him hesitate.

His eyes glinted with crystalline light as he glanced at it, feeling uncomfortable.

Then, Yuan Yuan's transformed Peacock shook its wings and the five-coloredsunset glowlight enveloping her body condensed into a slender spiritual needle. Only half a foot long, it moved silently but swiftly towards Tian Xiang.

Its target was his forehead, between his brows.

At almost the same time, Xiao Die's delicate hand flicked forward, releasing a golden ray of light—timelaw.

Nine Heavens Immortal Woman's eyes flashed with coldness as various ancient instruments around her body—kites, zithers, and more—transformed into differently sized divine swords.

With fierce rays emanating from them, they too lunged towards Tian Xiang.

The three women’s attacks were perfectly synchronized, leaving the Primordial Ancestor struggling to defend himself.

A roar echoed as two light orbs flew out from Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven, targeting Yuan Yuan and Xiao Die's treasures. Both the condensed five-colored spiritual light and timelaw posed significant threats, so he couldn't afford any slack.

However, this left Nine Heavens Immortal Woman’s attack with no room to dodge or block.
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Fielding everything meticulously!

Panic set in!

Ma Xiang probably didn't anticipate ending up in such a predicament.

In the clash of experts, every detail counts. Often, victory or defeat hinges on an almost imperceptible margin.

This time, he was clearly too late to dodge; his efforts to avoid Yuanyuan and Xiaodie's attacks had already sapped much of his energy.

Was it the last gasp of a powerful attack?

No, that would be too simplistic. The truth is that Nine Heavens Immortal Lady seized the perfect moment when his old strength was waning but new power hadn't yet formed.

Even the strongest immortal in the heavens can reveal vulnerabilities.

Puff...

Blood splattered everywhere.

Ma Xiang had no time to dodge or summon defensive treasures; his bare body couldn't withstand the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady's divine artifact.

Almost without suspense, he was dismembered into eight pieces.

The outcome elicited gasps of shock.

Lin Xuan and company were naturally overjoyed.

Though it seemed too good to be true, they couldn't afford to pass up such an opportunity. Various spirit flames and demonic fires were released to ensure the opponent was thoroughly incinerated before they could relax.

Flames engulfed the sky in a moment, as if the heavens themselves had been ignited.

Different types of flames interwove and flickered, spreading their power...

But it was ineffective. Ma Xiang, who moments ago had been decimated by the immortal sword, vanished from his original spot.

The next instant, he reappeared on the horizon.

His entire figure emerged in a dazzling golden light.

Though he had been cut into pieces by the immortal sword, he showed no signs of injury. The only difference was that his complexion seemed paler and his aura weaker.

After such circumstances, even with top-secret techniques, it would be impossible to remain unscathed.

Ma Xiang's expression clearly reflected his fury and humiliation as he shouted, "You dare not die!"

He raised his hand, holding the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven Scroll in his palm.

A flash of light appeared. Another divine sword materialized from the scroll.

The blade was ancient, with countless silver patterns radiating around it, drawing all the primordial energy to its surface.

Ma Xiang made a simple gesture and slashed at Nine Heavens Immortal Lady.

There were no sword qi or crescent moon; no rule of law emanated from the blade. Yet the feeling was terrifyingly powerful.

It seemed like the opening of heaven and earth!

A black line appeared in the void without warning, splitting the space in two halves.

Nine Heavens Immortal Lady screamed as her head was taken by this overwhelming force. Her body exploded into a bloody mist.

Defeat?

No. This woman was one of the top true immortals and had long anticipated Ma Xiang's revenge. She had just activated a life-saving secret technique at the last moment, narrowly escaping his deadly strike.

She reappeared over a hundred feet away.

But her aura was significantly weaker, and she was missing an arm on one side.

"Hmph, you can dodge today but not tomorrow! Prepare to face another sword!"

Ma Xiang's expression was icy. He wasn't about to let Nine Heavens Immortal Lady go so easily.

However, before he could finish speaking, a howling sound reached his ears.

Lin Xuan and others intervened with their own attacks.

No... more than just Lin Xuan.

Nailong Zhenren, Li Yutong, and the other powerful figures from the Three Thousand Worlds also joined in.

Originally, they had been preoccupied by the monsters created by Ma Xiang's Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven Scroll. But with Ma Xiang in danger, these creatures disintegrated on their own.

In short, they were now all free to fight.

Though their abilities varied, each was at least a late-stage cultivator. As top-tier beings from that world, they had faced countless trials and tribulations.

With rich experience in magical battles, they knew exactly what to do.

Attack!

This was the perfect opportunity.

Lightning flashed as countless treasures and secret techniques surged towards Ma Xiang.

Ma Xiang was shocked and enraged!

He had exposed this flaw himself.

If he hadn't hated Nine Heavens Immortal Lady for her injury, how could those insignificant beings have such a golden chance?

But regret was now meaningless.

He took a deep breath, threw the Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven Scroll into the air.

A dense array of talismans appeared, forming an aura that enveloped him.

The next moment, crackling sounds filled his ears as the treasures and secret techniques arrived on schedule.

Lightning flashed chaotically, like throwing pebbles into a small lake, creating ripples everywhere.

But no matter how the light flickered, it stood firm. Lin Xuan and company were unbothered, but the faces of other alien strongholds showed shock.

After all, over a thousand people were attacking while he could only defend.

So many couldn't do anything to him—was this guy too powerful?

What was his origin?

Was there such a strong true immortal in the upper realms?

Despite their astonishment, they had no choice but to continue their assault. With their combined power, victory seemed inevitable.

They continued their relentless attacks.

Ma Xiang sighed, his brows flashing with anger: "Foolish creatures, daring to provoke me into fury! Since you've given me this chance, let you see the might of my Starlight Storm."

Before he could finish speaking!

He rapidly cast spells from his fingertips.

Miraculously, a series of light arcs appeared in the void before merging into a galactic vista.

This was far from over. Moments later, the surroundings changed.

The dazzling starscape felt like being within the primordial universe.

"What is this?"

Everyone exchanged glances, their expressions showing some alarm. Lin Xuan's heart harbored an ominous feeling, recognizing something familiar in front of him.

Could it be...

Before his thoughts could fully form, Ma Xiang shouted: "Foolish creatures, having a chance to see the might of my Starlight Storm is your just deserts! You won't regret this for the rest of your lives."

Before he could finish speaking, the countless planets in the primordial universe suddenly lost their vitality.

Cracks appeared on the surfaces of these planets as magma erupted. Accompanied byevil spirit and gale-force winds, it was clear that these planets' lifespans were nearing an end.

Lin Xuan began to retreat.

It wasn't a recent memory; last time, it had been a mysterious illusion, but this time, Ma Xiang's deadly attack had replaced it.
第四千二百章 危机遍布

Lin Xuan's sense of foreboding was growing stronger. The expressions on the faces of Rain Pine Fairy and others were similar, as they had all truly faced Tian Xiang in battle. Although some of the powerful outsiders felt something amiss, few were genuinely fearful, still fighting with all their might.

Lin Xuan’s intuition proved correct!

Just a moment later, the planets began to disintegrate, and terrifying storms swept everything nearby into chaos.

All present were realm masters, though their strengths varied, they had all reached the Transcendation stage.

No… more accurately, the late-stage Transcendation realm.

Seeing this scene, their faces turned ashen. Each one deployed their defensive treasures without hesitation, revealing any secret techniques for self-preservation.

Unfortunately, it was too late.

As stars shattered and fell, the color of the void changed.

"Ahh!"

Cries of anguish echoed as the other powerful outsiders realized they were too late when they noticed something was wrong.

Raging gales swept through, their power beyond ordinary comprehension. Even with defensive treasures activated, none saw any use; be it magical artifacts or light barriers, they were torn apart in an instant.

Devastating earth winds accompanied by the effects of primordial magnetism made even late-stage Transcendation realm defenses seem as fragile as paper.

With the shield broken, protective spirit lights became ineffective. Fragile flesh was instantly shredded into pieces. Core souls tried to escape but found their efforts futile; once swallowed by the storm, there was no escape. The only outcome was disintegration of soul and essence. In a moment, over a thousand powerful realm masters had fallen.

The scene was indeed shocking. Other powerful realm masters showed expressions of shock and horror.

Who could have thought such a result?

With one person, instantly killing hundreds of top-tier experts in an instant.

Such a formidable existence, never heard of before, not even the Arrogant Deva Arishura.

However, it was too late to understand the true extent of their fear now.

No turning back.

These outsiders were already in a bind; no matter how much they regretted it, they were still ensnared by the storm.

Shaken, but gritting their teeth, they fought on with all their might.

Lin Xuan’s situation was not much better.

The void storms targeted everyone, but Lin Xuan clearly received more attention. The planets exploding around him were larger and in greater numbers than those of other powerful realm masters.

Raging gales and primordial magnetism enveloped him like a tidal wave.

Lin Xuan's face turned grim as he knew the immense danger he faced. He did not want to die here.

Fortunately, despite the peril, Lin Xuan remained calm. He had experienced similar situations before.

Though that was an illusion, its reality matched this scene perfectly.

In other words, Lin Xuan had experience dealing with such crises.

A loud roar erupted as a handful of spirit talismans were released from his sleeves, transforming into various light barriers.

Although they shattered instantly, they still bought Lin Xuan precious moments. He was still wearing the True Spirit Armor in its strongest form.

Dragon roars and phoenix cries filled his ears as dozens of true spirits appeared beside him. This was not over; a series of hisses followed, light flared, and countless green threads burst from where he stood, shooting out to cover all sides.

With the wind, they grew into sword lights hundreds of feet long.

The true spirit shadows became实体like mountains, surging forth under the protection of sword lights towards all directions.

Attack instead of defense!

During his time in the illusory realm, Lin Xuan had faced such a situation and fought desperately. However, that effort was futile; he still ended up dying.

Since then, he would fight differently this time, hoping to carve out a path through blood. Lin Xuan believed even if Tian Xiang were the Dao Ancestor, such an ultimate technique could not be used at will.

The cost must have been enormous—killing one thousand while losing eight hundred was no exaggeration. Otherwise, why wait until now?

Lin Xuan knew this well. Thus, as long as he survived this danger, there would be a turning point.

Roar!

Explosive sounds filled his ears as Lin Xuan pushed the True Spirit Sword Technique to its limits. The true spirit shadows were immensely powerful but still too weak against the gales and earth winds; soon, half of them were destroyed.

Lin Xuan sighed; this was unsustainable. Tian Xiang was clearly targeting him.

Fortunately, he had the Five Dragon Seal.

Recalling this, Lin Xuan activated the treasure without hesitation, causing a gray hurricane to appear, connecting heaven and earth. The remnants of the exploding planets vanished upon contact with this strange hurricane.

Lin Xuan exhaled in relief, but Tian Xiang was waiting for this moment.

A cruel smile appeared on his lips as he raised his right hand, pointing at Lin Xuan repeatedly.

As he did so, a massive mountain of swords materialized and fell towards Lin Xuan.

Soon, it approached the gray hurricane.

Then, the mountain became indistinct, disintegrating into various divine swords, which slashed at the gray hurricane.

Each sword's power was shocking. This increased Lin Xuan’s pressure significantly.

The Five Dragon Seal was not omnipotent; though it had saved him many times before, this time faced similar-level treasures—the Ten Thousand Volume Book, controlled by a Dao Ancestor.

In an instant, the Five Dragon Seal’s defense began to waver.

Sizzle…

After some time, the hurricane finally tore open a gap. Now, the gales, earth winds, primordial magnetism, and malevolent qi surged towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan would not sit idly by; his hands moved frantically. Unable to communicate with the laws of nature in this situation, he could only endure.

The Nine Heavens Divine Net had merged with the True Spirit Armor, revealing nine heads and eighteen arms once more.

Eighteen arms blurred as various weapons—swords, spears, halberds, and more—appeared in his palms, sweeping forward.

Boom!

The ferocious power surged forth, blocking the gales and earth winds.
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The danger was turned into safety!

Lin Xuan had just let out a sigh of relief, but at that moment, something unexpected happened.

A faint green hand suddenly appeared before him from over a hundred feet away, like a whale drawing water, shooting towards Lin Xuan's position.

It was the perfect timing; it was when Lin Xuan had just turned danger into safety and his mind was most relaxed.

This hand did not attack him but instead grabbed the Five-Clawed Seal in mid-air.

Then it flew back.

The entire process happened so quickly that Lin Xuan was left stunned.

Robbing someone of their treasure right before their eyes; this opponent was clearly too arrogant.

Lin Xuan hurriedly began to cast spells, though he had not fully integrated the Five-Clawed Seal into his body or soul, there were still some methods to control it. After all, this was his trump card; allowing it to be taken would only make him weaker.

Lin Xuan's heart raced with anxiety.

However, the spell did not work as intended.

Tian Xiang must have had a powerful support for daring to do such a thing.

Moreover, without the protection of the Five-Clawed Seal, Lin Xuan's situation became dire.

The Earthly Destructive Gale enshrouded him layer by layer.

Boom!

Two more planets exploded in front of him.

Adding fuel to the fire.

The energy from these explosions did not dissipate but instead curled back and enveloped Lin Xuan instantly.

Frustrating!

In this situation, Lin Xuan felt that he had few options. Although unwilling to sit idly by, he also began to feel a sense of being outmatched.

Panic set in.

Just then, the voice of the Celestial Witch Immortal reached his ears: "What are you waiting for? If I'm not mistaken, the Moonlight Earthly Destructive Temple should be under your control. This is our clan's holy relic; even in this situation, it can still activate spatial laws."

"Oh?"

Lin Xuan was taken aback but had no time to ponder the truth of these words. In such a scenario, he presumed that his opponent would not harm him.

With this thought, Lin Xuan swept his sleeves and emitted a burst of spirit light. Indeed, a beautifully crafted treasure appeared before him.

No... it's more accurate to say it was a small palace.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan cast a spell.

Wu...

The surface of the artifact glowed, several mysterious runes appearing, enveloping Lin Xuan.

In the next moment, he vanished in an eerie manner.

This outcome delighted Lin Xuan. Tian Xiang's expression was icy cold.

You can add me on WeChat by searching "Hundred Refinements to Immortality Fantasy Rain" or "hchy1982".

Although a powerhouse of the Daoist Sage realm, the cost of casting this starry storm was staggering; how could he let Lin Xuan escape?

A sinister expression flashed across his face as a vertical scar appeared on his brow.

"Annihilation Eye Technique!"

From afar, Rain桐 Immortal cried out in alarm.

Unfortunately, recognizing it did not matter; a grayish light column shot out and vanished instantly.

In the next moment, spatial ripples surged, and Lin Xuan stumbled into view.

However, this time, Lin Xuan's face showed no signs of panic. Instead, he took a deep breath, his body emitting a green glow that turned golden. His figure disappeared as a true dragon appeared in his vision, wagging its tail.

Clearly, it was the True Spirit Refinement Sword Technique. This divine art could not only transform into armor but also use refined blood to create countless variations.

Then, Lin Xuan's transformed dragon let out a faint roar. It opened its mouth and shot an arc of light at Tian Xiang before raising its claws, revealing a large claw that lunged towards the Five-Clawed Seal.

No matter what, Lin Xuan did not want to lose this treasure.

Otherwise, with both pieces of primordial treasures in his opponent's hands, he might never have another chance to win.

Thus, even though the situation was perilous and he himself was still in a very dangerous position, Lin Xuan was willing to risk everything to reclaim the Five-Clawed Seal.

Indeed, perhaps it was luck or his reckless action that Tian Xiang had not anticipated.

So this seemingly risky move actually succeeded.

The two energy hands collided with each other.

They tore at one another, causing the Five-Clawed Seal to hover in mid-air and struggle to move.

Overjoyed, Lin Xuan's transformed dragon flew over without hesitation.

Tian Xiang was enraged and immediately controlled a planet to explode, trying to engulf Lin Xuan.

However, Lin Xuan was not foolish; he had anticipated this. Even if his strength was inferior, in terms of combat experience, he far outmatched Tian Xiang.

Lin Xuan's flight path deliberately avoided the planets.

As long as they maintained a certain distance, the starry storm would not be able to engulf him.

Wise after the event, since his strength was inferior, Lin Xuan relied on wisdom to compensate.

Thus, Tian Xiang found himself helpless against him.

After several moments of maneuvering and dodging, Lin Xuan finally approached the Five-Clawed Seal. The energy hands continued to struggle as Lin Xuan's transformed dragon extended a claw.

"Never!"

Tian Xiang was enraged. How could he let this cooked duck fly away?

Despite the chaotic laws at play, Tian Xiang remained unaffected.

Taking a deep breath, he vanished from his original spot.

In the next moment, he appeared beside Lin Xuan and reached out to grab the Five-Clawed Seal.

Seeing this, Lin Xuan did not show any signs of shock; instead, a smile played on his lips.

The fish had indeed taken the bait.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan opened his mouth. The transformed dragon spat out countless beams of light, enveloping Tian Xiang.

"Hmph, futile struggles."

Tian Xiang raised his hand.

A spirit shield appeared, and the sounds of cracking echoed as all the light beams were easily deflected.

But Lin Xuan was not concerned; the true dragon's light flashed, and it reverted to its original form, still wearing the True Spirit Armor.

The golden bodhisattva figure behind him emerged, eighteen arms extending with each holding a heavy weapon like a staff or mace.

Lin Xuan had come here for a dual purpose: to reclaim the Five-Clawed Seal and lure his opponent into a trap.

Tian Xiang was exceptionally powerful, but Lin Xuan was confident in his body refinement techniques. While the opponent's treasures and secret arts might be flawless, close combat would not necessarily be so strong.

Playing to his strengths against their weaknesses.

This was Lin Xuan's strategy, and Tian Xiang indeed fell into it.

At this distance, only a few meters apart, Lin Xuan stepped forward and then hurled his weapon at Tian Xiang with force.

Instantly, golden light enveloped Tian Xiang from head to toe.

Tian Xiang was taken aback but did not panic; instead, a sneer appeared on his lips. (To be continued...)
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With his strengths countering the enemy's weaknesses?

This approach was sound, but it was foolish to play mind games with someone like himself. He wasn't just any cultivator; he was the top powerhouse among true immortals. Would he be afraid of close combat?

"Idiot!"

Tian Xiang couldn’t help but smile as he inhaled deeply. A myriad of runes and talismans surged across his body, turning it golden. The surface of his skin flickered with intricate patterns, emitting boundless magical power.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted. Although he didn't know the specific spell being cast, a terrible premonition washed over him.

Could it be that his estimation was wrong? That Tian Xiang had actually been playing along?

But there was no time to think now; his counterattack came too late.

A sinister grin appeared on Tian Xiao's face. He clutched his hands together, and crackling sounds filled the air as powerful gales shot out. Behind him loomed a monstrous figure.

Was it an avatar? No, this creature seemedentity.

Towering over several meters in height, it had the head of a bull and the body of a man, clad in heavy armor. The club in its hand was dripping with viciousness, and its barbs were razor-sharp as it slammed towards Lin Xuan.

Boom!

A violent storm swept through, black and golden light intertwining. The club collided with several heavy weapons in Lin Xuan's hands.

The visible shockwave spread across the battlefield, leaving a scene of devastation. Two nearby powerful outsiders couldn’t dodge in time; they were instantly reduced to dust.

"Spit…!"

Lin Xuan wasn't spared either. His face turned pale as he was thrown back with a mouthful of blood, clearly injured internally.

Smartness can be one's downfall. He had underestimated Tian Xiang’s terrifying abilities. Whether it was magical artifacts or close combat, the other man could easily sweep everything away.

One wrong move and all would be lost. This time, Lin Xuan had trapped himself.

Tian Xiang wouldn’t let him off so easily. After all, he feared neither Huayu nor Arhats. If he could kill Lin Xuan here, the situation was already decided. Even if that little girl obtained the power and memories of the Arhat King, it would still be too late.

With no time to catch his breath, Tian Xiang’s figure flashed as he chased after Lin Xuan. The monstrous figure followed closely, slamming its club down with force.

Even before reaching them, the shadows of several clubs obscured the sky, leaving Lin Xuan nowhere to hide.

Was this a final extermination?

Lin Xuan's expression was grim. He could only rely on himself now.

Though he couldn’t call upon the might of the Three Thousand Worlds, those people were beyond his reach. Even Naelong Immortal and Ice Spirit Fairy were struggling, enveloped by the starstorm, barely able to defend themselves. If they noticed Lin Xuan’s peril, they would be powerless to help him.

Facing Tian Xiang alone, Lin Xuan was truly cornered. But he wouldn’t sit idly as he took a deep breath, suppressing his surging breath.

His eighteen arms raised, and the brilliant golden light surged forward once more.

Boom!

There was no suspense this time. The entire process mirrored their previous clash, with Lin Xuan being thrown back to the horizon again.

Blood spewed forth, but this time, he was clearly more injured.

His face turned ashen, while Tian Xiang’s expression was one of triumph. With golden light radiating from him, he closed in once more.

Boom!

The process repeated endlessly. Initially, Lin Xuan could still resist, but over time, his strength waned. He had shattered bones and ruptured meridians; any other cultivator would have perished or been crippled.

Fortunately, Lin Xuan practiced both physical and spiritual cultivation, having ingested countless elixirs and excelled in body refinement techniques. Even so, he could barely hold on as Tian Xiang approached. Desperate to avoid death, Lin Xuan was powerless.

Perhaps the only option left was for his soul to leave his body.

But without a physical form, he would be even more vulnerable. How could he compete with Tian Xiang?

Even Lin Xuan hesitated, torn between options.

In such a high-stakes confrontation, even a moment’s hesitation exposed a weakness.

Ten Thousand Volumes of Heavenly Scriptures appeared before Tian Xiang, transforming into a short sword.

A chilling aura emanated from it as Tian Xiang gripped the blade and swung at Lin Xuan.

The entire space seemed to dim in that instant.

Everything around them vanished.

Time stopped.

All that remained was this sword.

It moved slowly but inexorably towards his heart.

There was no way to avoid or block it. Was he truly going to perish here?

Lin Xuan’s face showed a grimace as memories flashed through his mind. He didn’t want to give up, but human strength had its limits. This time, he felt utterly trapped.

Closing his eyes, Lin Xuan prepared for death. But at that moment, something strange entered his mind, carrying a trace ofpower of the law.

"What is this?"

Despair turned into hope as Lin Xuan suddenly felt something stir within him, awakening him.

He opened his eyes to find the sky had turned grayish-white, different from the usual gloom but more oppressive.

Worse still, the grayish-white sky continued to churn, like a living entity. It was the sky itself that was moving, not clouds or anything else.

Even with Lin Xuan’s composure, he couldn’t help feeling shocked and elated. After all, he had just prepared for death; what could be worse than this?

A thought raced through his mind: Could it be Moeru who arrived here? The Arhat King seemed the only explanation among everyone else.

With renewed hope, Lin Xuan looked up. A black dot appeared in his vision, growing into a line far above him as heavy clouds were torn apart, like a meteorite falling from the sky.

The speed was unimaginable; it approached their heads almost instantly.

A thick black line expanded to a hundred times its original size, revealing denseyin energy.

It solidified into arrows, clearly targeting Tian Xiang’sdantian.
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A sharp crack echoed in the air, as if the entire world had been pierced by an arrow.

Tian Xiang's expression changed dramatically. He almost gritted his teeth and shouted out a few words:

"Arhura!"

The worst-case scenario had come to pass. The brilliant Arhura King had risen from the dead at just the right moment—when Tian Xiang was about to deal Lin Xuan a fatal blow.

How could this happen? How did the Arhura King just happen to arrive at such an opportune time?

What should he do now? He had two choices.

One, ignore it and continue to put Lin Xuan in mortal danger. If he made up his mind to do so, even the Arhura King could not stop him.

But the price of doing that would be his life—either killed on the spot by the Arhura King or grievously injured to the point where he might never recover.

And the other party wouldn't give up. His fate was likely still sealed.

In short, it amounted to a fight to the death with Lin Xuan.

Tian Xiang would not do that. Although he feared Hua Yu and wished him gone from this world, he would never consider sacrificing his own life for such a purpose.

That would be like eating too much food and getting bloated.

Tian Xiang was indeed cunning and treacherous, but he was also terrified of death.

He wouldn't do something so foolish as to trade lives.

So the only remaining option was to let this perfect opportunity pass.

With that, he had enough time to avoid the Arhura King's ultimate attack.

His mind made up, Tian Xiang made what he believed to be a very wise choice and disappeared from his original position in an instant.

The next moment, he appeared ten meters to the left of his previous location.

However, what happened next froze Tian Xiang’s face with cold fury.

Sizzle...

That black ray did not stop at this. It turned sharply and shot towards him again with immense force, determined to achieve its goal no matter what.

"Die!"

Tian Xiang was enraged. Was the Arhura King so formidable? Even if he was a genius, how could he defy Tian Xiang, who was the Sage Ancestor?

He lunged forward, his body turning into a golden light that charged towards the black ray.

Boom!

The entire world trembled as the ground cracked and countless fissures appeared in the sky. Clearly, this space couldn't withstand it anymore; the core of the boundary had been damaged.

But this was far from over. The golden light and black ray continued to tear at each other.

After separating for a moment, they collided again with great force.

"Bang bang bang..."

The deafening sounds echoed in his ears, causing countless rocks and earth to be shattered while more cracks appeared in the sky that could not heal themselves.

The laws of this plane had been destroyed.

Both combatants were using forces at an even higher level.

Boom!

Another thunderous sound rang out. Just a moment ago, the golden light and black ray had been nine thousand feet above them, but now they collided deep underground.

The entire space shook violently. The area that was just leveled by that terrifying attack was now filled with massive cracks like a spider web spreading in all directions.

At the center of these cracks lay a gaping hole over a hundred meters wide, descending into darkness.

The golden light and black ray fell to this ground like meteors.

A terrible storm erupted, its power rivaling or even surpassing that of a planet exploding. Several alien great powers were caught off guard and sucked in by the force.

Cries of pain filled his ears as not only their bodies exploded into bloody mist but also their essence cores failed to escape. This was just the aftermath of the battle.

The Arhura King truly wasn't ordinary.

So far, no one had been able to stand up to Tian Xiang head-on in a one-to-one confrontation.

Lin Xuan lay on the ground, his bones shattered and barely able to move. His eyes glinted with complex emotions—both excitement and worry.

In the depths of his heart, there was an uncertain feeling. Although they shared a bond from two lifetimes, could she still be intimate with him now?

He was deeply anxious about her safety. Tian Xiang's strength was well-known to Lin Xuan, and he had witnessed the power of the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book in action. Even though the Arhura King was formidable, facing him one-on-one was too worrying.

Unfortunately, there was nothing Lin Xuan could do at this moment. He couldn't even protect himself; he could only lie on the ground, anxiously waiting for fate to take its course.

Lin Xuan felt utterly helpless.

Suddenly, a loud noise echoed in his ears, followed by an intense heat that filled the air. A fiery pit suddenly erupted with molten rock, not fire but lava gushing out.

The lava formed a gigantic pillar over a hundred meters wide, shooting into the sky with tremendous force.

No... this wasn't ordinary lava; it was煞火 (sha fire), a terrifying inferno.

A late-stage渡劫 (dug jie) powerhouse had been sucked in and reduced to ashes.

Others were alarmed and scattered. But within that terrifying sha fire, rumbling sounds continued to echo.

The golden light and black aura still fought fiercely inside the giant pillar of flame.

Despite its ferocity, the sha fire couldn't affect them; it was ignored completely.

Boom!

Another deafening sound echoed through the sky, causing everything within a ten-thousand-meter radius to shatter. The alien great powers raised their defensive talismans as the terrifying shockwave swept away the storm in the starry sky.

Even late-stage渡劫 (dug jie) powerhouses couldn't ignore it and began using their abilities for self-preservation.

With this sound, the golden light and black aura stopped fighting and separated.

The golden light condensed to reveal Tian Xiang's face.

His expression was icy, his body exuding a chilling aura of killing intent.

"Arhura," he growled through clenched teeth.

But there was also fear in his voice. That hateful woman seemed to have advanced significantly compared to ancient times.

What happened? She had been reborn and her current power was negligible, yet by fusing the memories from both lifetimes, she had made a sudden leap in strength?

Could all of this be part of her original plan?

Tian Xiang pondered these thoughts as his face grew increasingly ugly. (To be continued)
第四千二百零四章 田襄决战阿修罗

On the other side, a black light condensed, and an ethereal female cultivator appeared. At first glance, she was no more than twenty years old, but her eyes held a sense of沧桑 (sorrow and experience).

Her appearance was incredibly beautiful; the term "倾国倾城" (stunningly beautiful) was redundant. However, she bore a striking resemblance to Yue'er, and the sorrow in her eyes did not detract from her beauty but added a unique aura.

It seemed as if all the legends of ancient times had unfolded before her very eyes.

Her aura was terrifying; it could rival Tianxiang's, though perhaps slightly weaker. But they were close enough that it was impressive.

Not only could she compare to Immortal Demons and Heavenly Maidens, but even Dailong True Man would be far behind.

Lin Xuan couldn't estimate her realm; she wasn’t a Daoist Ancestor, but she was clearly on par with ordinary True Immortals.

Arhura!

Her identity was clear.

As Lin Xuan looked at the woman before him, his heart was filled with mixed emotions. They said she was the first beauty in the Three Realms, and indeed her fame was well-deserved.

Red lips like jade, skin as smooth as water.

Unlike Yue'er's gentleness, this Arhura exuded a strong personality. Despite her stunning beauty, there was an indomitable vitality about her, reminiscent of a peacock.

No wonder she had stirred the Three Realms; the flames seemed to dance in her eyes ceaselessly.

Suddenly, she raised her jade hand, fingers loosely curled. A celestial sword appeared from between her fingertips, thin as a cicada's wing and seemingly translucent.

The sword looked fragile but contained an awe-inspiring法则 (law) power.

With a shake of her hand, the sword was swung downward.

Her movements were incredibly nimble, silent, yet a magnificent rain of swords descended, obscuring the sky. The spectacle was grand.

Indeed, it was a rain of swords.

Originally, they should have been shimmering sword lights, but now they had transformed into countless sparkling raindrops.

Not only in great numbers, each drop contained profound and intricate sword intent.

Lin Xuan's treasure, the Nine Palaces Momentary, was very familiar with celestial swords. Yet he sighed in admiration, deeply impressed.

Transforming a sword into rain—this was a legendary secret technique, numerous and hard to evade. Each drop’s power was astonishing; legend said that one could level mountains and fill seas.

Lin Xuan had always thought it was just a misinterpretation, but today, he witnessed it firsthand.

Arhura's power far exceeded his expectations.

He was filled with admiration, also hoping she would help defeat Tianxiang.

Before this thought could fully form, the outcome of her move was clear.

Everyone can scan "Myriad Refinements into Immortality Rain" or add "hchy1982" for direct contact.

Tianxiang's face showed shock as his cries echoed. He was pockmarked by the sword rain.

Lin Xuan first felt elated but then doubted, this seemed too easy.

Arhura was indeed strong, but to kill Tianxiang so quickly was too much.

A trick!

This truth was clear to Lin Xuan; Arhura, with her extraordinary talent, knew it as well.

Without hesitation, she moved elsewhere.

"Pfft..."

Almost simultaneously, a beam of light pierced the spot where she had stood.

Only Tianxiang's shadow was hit by the sword rain. The real body began a powerful counterattack.

Unfortunately, Arhura was battle-hardened and skillfully dodged the danger.

Popping sounds filled the air as they clashed again, their exchanges dizzying. Despite the starry storm having passed, why couldn’t other great cultivators intervene?

This fight clearly outshone others in power, speed, and law mastery, leaving only Arhura to face Tianxiang directly; everyone else was mere spectators.

"Impossible, did he not use his full strength just now? Or is there something he’s holding back?"

The cultivators were shocked. Even Yutong Immortal and Bingpo were dumbfounded.

They sensed that Tianxiang might be up to some trickery.

A bad feeling lingered.

No, they couldn’t continue as spectators; they must find a way to help Arhura. She could not defeat Tianxiang alone.

While other great cultivators of the Three Realms had their thoughts, Rain桐 Immortal and others were unwilling to sit idly by.

Their strength was superior, and they noticed something amiss.

Though Arhura stood toe-to-toe with Tianxiang, she clearly had the upper hand in hard clashes.

Another thunderous sound echoed. Arhura suddenly plummeted from the sky.

Tianxiang laughed bitterly: "Foolish fellow, do you really think you can stand on equal footing with this Daoist Ancestor? Since you're so reckless, I'll send you to the Underworld."

"You are not the Lord of the Netherworld. Let's see how tragic your fate will be!"

Before he could finish speaking, Tianxiang flicked his wrist and unfolded a palm-sized scroll.

Instantly, spiritual light surged, and colorful talisman characters flew out.

The number was staggering; after converging in the middle, several indistinct figures appeared.

Initially blurry but gradually becoming clearer with law fluctuations.

Lin Xuan, Li Yutong, Dailong...

Indeed, not only did they look similar in appearance and physique, their auras were identical.

Almost to the point of being indistinguishable from the real thing.

Moreover, there weren’t just three; Bingpo, Xiaodie, Nine-tailed Heavenly Fox...

In total, all great cultivators who initially clashed with Tianxiang were present.

What did he intend?

Lin Xuan and others were shocked.

These illusions were so convincing that even they found it hard to tell the difference. How could there be such a spell in this world!

Unbelievable but happening right before their eyes.

Tianxiang's laughter was arrogant: "These fools have all offended this Daoist Ancestor, and they are closely related to you, Arhura. Aren’t you cunning and beautiful? I want you to ensnare yourself and die from these techniques."

Before he could finish, Tianxiang cast a spell, and the figures revealed their own treasures.

"Nine Palaces Momentary!"

Lin Xuan's voice sounded like a dream; they had truly created this treasure. He had invested countless efforts in it, but his illusions were so convincing—was there something wrong? How did he achieve such precision?

(To be continued)
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Lin Xuan was filled with astonishment as the Avadhana King faced an immense crisis. The opponent had no good intentions, setting up a deadly trap after several probes.

Despite her formidable strength, the Avadhana King's capabilities fell short when compared to those of the Dao Ancestor. She was now surrounded by Lin Xuan and others, and the fake practitioners' ultimate techniques were indistinguishable from the real ones—no, they were exactly the same.

Lin Xuan knew his own abilities well; the True Spirit Refinement Sword Art and Illusory Heavenly Fire began to blanket the Avadhana King. If it had just been Lin Xuan alone, he would have been helpless against her, but now Nai Long Ice Soul, Rain桐 Fairy, and others were joining forces with him.

Each was a fake, yet each could convincingly mimic real practitioners. Their ultimate techniques matched those of true cultivators without any difference.

The scene was filled with treacherous obstacles as attacks surged like a tidal wave towards the Avadhana King.

"Peril!"

Lin Xuan was both alarmed and angry but found himself immobilized. With his meridians shattered, he lay on the ground, helpless. The Nai Long True Ancestor and others were equally powerless to intervene.

How would the Avadhana King handle this attack? She showed no fear or panic; her expression remained cold as she faced the terrifying assault without a hint of disturbance.

A delicate eyebrow raised, and with a flick of her slender hand, an ethereal transparent sword appeared in her palm. A gentle shake seemed like a slight shoulder movement—no other actions followed, yet the entire sky was instantly filled with converging sword energy.

The attacks fell like rain, vibrant and numerous, surging towards all sides.

She did not dodge!

Despite being a woman, the Avadhana King's resolve matched that of any man. Facing such a daunting threat, she chose to confront it head-on without retreating.

Boom!

A deafening explosion filled his ears as terrifying shockwaves carried uprooted earth. The entire void began to collapse, and within a few miles, everything seemed to turn into chaos.

The Avadhana King remained unscathed; in fact, she was nowhere to be seen. After this fatal blow, the Avadhana King vanished from sight, leaving behind only a massive cocoon.

This cocoon was as large as a mountain, and not just her—Lin Xuan had also disappeared. He lay on the ground unable to move, as if he had never been there.

The same went for Xiao Die Yuan Yuan. Tian Xi's expression was one of astonishment followed by anger.

He hadn't expected such an outcome; he intended to deliver a decisive blow but ended up being outmaneuvered.

Substitute and opportunism—this woman was incredibly cunning, playing along with his own strategy.

But one could run from the temple but not hide within it. Thinking that a mere cocoon would stop him was sheer foolishness.

A cold smile played on Tian Xi's lips as he spread his hands wide, performing ancient incantations. The Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book transformed into countless light arcs, expanding to form arrows.

These arrows, like those from powerful bows and crossbows, shot towards them with terrifying force.

Each arrow contained different laws of the cosmos; some even carried domain effects.

Tian Xi was truly enraged this time, showing no hesitation in his actions.

But what met his eyes next was a baffling scene.

The arrows were formidable, almost as if they could split heaven and earth, but the cocoon remained unharmed, appearing like an illusion. The arrows passed through it without causing any damage.

How was that possible?

Was this all just an illusion?

Tian Xi's expression showed some confusion as he released his immense divine sense. He quickly ruled out the possibility of it being an illusion.

This cocoon was undoubtedly real and not a mere ephemeral trick, but why were his attacks ineffective?

He pondered briefly before waving his sleeves; golden spiritual flames appeared and transformed into a fist, which struck the cocoon with ferocity.

The same result.

The golden fist pierced through the cocoon's surface as if it had no substance. Tian Xi's face darkened further.

---

Meanwhile, on another side,

"Where am I..."

Lin Xuan felt dizzy and disoriented. After deep breaths, he gradually regained his composure. He looked around and found himself in a valley surrounded by mountains. The area was sizable, and the primordial energy was abundant, nourishing his body with refined spiritual qi.

Though still painful, his broken meridians had been reconnected, and his shattered bones were rapidly healing.

Lin Xuan felt puzzled; where had Tian Xi gone?

He scanned his surroundings frantically when a beautiful figure came into view. Even just her back, it was captivating, exuding an indescribable beauty.

Avadhana!

Lin Xuan's emotions became complex—tense and ambiguous, accurately described by the phrase 'anxious anticipation.'

"Master, you've woken up?"

Before Lin Xuan could fully process his feelings, a soft, melodious voice reached his ears. The beautiful girl turned her head, revealing an expression of both anger and joy.

Familiar words and concern brought him back to his time with Yue'er. It seemed like he had awakened buried memories, yet everything felt unreal, leaving Lin Xuan still dazed: "You—you are..."

"Master, what's wrong? I'm Yue'er!"

The girl stepped closer, gently supporting him as she spoke.

"What, you're Yue'er... then where is Avadhana?"

This outcome was too blissful but far from his expectations, leaving him speechless.

It wasn't surprising that Lin Xuan felt confused; just moments ago, she had bravely fought Tian Xi with courage and decisiveness, impressing even Lin Xuan. Her personality seemed so different from the Yue'er he remembered, yet here she was, showing gentleness as if she were back by his side.

Clearly, two entirely different personalities coexisted seamlessly in her. Was this what they called Zhuangzi Dreaming of Being a Butterfly? (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's expression was a bit dazed. The Apsara King, however, looked radiant to the extreme, her every frown and smile exuding boundless tenderness. But compared to Mo'er from the past, this gentleness also carried an air of grandeur that made one feel like they were basking in spring breeze or sipping fine wine.

"How could it be? Master, do you not recognize me?"

"Are you Mo'er or the Apsara?" Lin Xuan sighed.

"It makes no difference," she replied with a smile.

The beautiful woman laughed: "Mo'er is the Apsara and the Apsara is Mo'er. They are all I am."

Well, such an answer was essentially meaningless.

Lin Xuan was speechless but secretly relieved. Regardless of anything else, the fact that he had regained the Apsara King's strength and memories without any estrangement was already the best outcome possible.

Why should he demand so much more? Why did he need to clarify everything? As they say, it’s better to be wise in folly...

With this thought, Lin Xuan felt at ease. However, soon after, another question popped into his mind: "By the way, where is Tian Xiang?"

No matter how relaxed he was, Lin Xuan would not forget about this formidable enemy.

Since he started on his cultivation path, Lin Xuan had never felt so desperate. The opponent seemed almost invincible.

Just a moment ago, they had fought to the point of turning heaven and earth upside down. How could Tian Xiang have disappeared in just a blink of an eye?

All that remained was more confusion, clearly due to this Apsara before him.

Lin Xuan's face showed a questioning look.

"Master, don't worry; Tian Xiang won't find his way here for at least three years," the Apsara said with a sweet smile.

Such beauty and charm were hard to describe. Compared to Mo'er, she had a similar appearance but a completely different demeanor.

She was more noble yet more approachable. Her grace was like a gentle breeze, her allure indescribable.

"Um... Mo'er, I'll still call you that. You said Tian Xiang won't find us here. Why is that?"

Lin Xuan's face showed confusion.

He had already experienced Tian Xiang's strength; as the top cultivator among true immortals, he could almost do anything.

What did it mean when you couldn’t find this place?

"And, Yuanyuan, where are my big brother and his group?"

"Master, rest assured. Everyone else is in a safe location."

"That’s good."

Hearing what the Apsara said, Lin Xuan felt relieved, but his doubts still lingered. He waited silently for her explanation.

By the way, the mobile game *A Thousand Refinements* will go live on May 21st. I'll be playing it as well; welcome everyone to explore this world with me!

"Speaking of where we are now, we need to go back a million years."

"A million years?"

"Yes."

The girl nodded: "Master, you know that my past life was the Apsara and yours was Hua Yu..."

"Wait, your past life?"

Lin Xuan immediately grasped the key point: "You said past life. So are you really Mo'er?"

"Of course," she laughed.

The girl continued: "I am definitely Mo'er. Although I have regained my past life's strength and memories, and my appearance has been restored, it is based on this life. Therefore, I am not the Apsara; I am still Mo'er."

She stuck out her tongue playfully as she spoke.

"But you fought Tian Xiang earlier..."

"Very brave and decisive, right?"

Mo'er laughed: "Since I have regained my past life's memories and personality, it’s natural that some of those traits would influence me. Especially the Apsara King's power; in this life, I am too weak to handle such strength. At that moment, my character was closer to my past self."

"Ah, I see."

Lin Xuan's doubts finally cleared.

Mo'er then leaned her head against his shoulder. The former Apsara had once restrained the entire world with her power; now, she exhibited a tender side befitting a young girl.

"And where are we right now? As I said, we need to go back a million years. Back then, you were Hua Yu, but your personality was vastly different. You were overly conventional and too easily trusting."

"Conventional, trusting others—do you mean Tian Xiang?" Lin Xuan's face showed deep thought.

"Yes, no one else," Mo'er sighed. "Tian Xiang is a genius, but his nature is treacherous. I had advised you many times to be wary of him, but back then, you didn’t listen."

Lin Xuan was speechless about his past self and listened as Mo'er continued:

"Seeing this fellow's wolfish ambitions and numerous schemes, I could do little alone. But I wouldn't ignore it either. Back then, I still excelled in divination; although fate is unpredictable, the signs were not favorable. Unfortunately, you didn’t heed my advice back then, so I had to secretly prepare..."

"You mean you were already planning your rebirth at that time?" Lin Xuan's face showed surprise.

"Exactly," Mo'er laughed triumphantly. "It wasn't just for rebirth; back then, I thought Tian Xiang would be hard to deal with. Unfortunately, the more I feared something, the more likely it was to happen. This fellow truly became a true ancestor realm cultivator. Luckily, I found this treasure back then."

"Treasure?"

"Yes, that's where we are now. It’s actually inside a treasure, somewhat similar to spatial artifacts, but trivial treasures like Musty Treasures pale in comparison. I call it the River of Time and Space."

"The River of Time and Space? Isn’t that a mountain?" Lin Xuan was surprised.

"Originally a river; over time, it transformed into a mountain. This type of treasure is never static."

Mo'er's voice continued to resonate in his ears, but he didn't need to dwell on this point since it wasn't crucial. According to Mo'er, the item had existed from the beginning of creation and, while not as powerful as the Five-Dragon Seal or Ten Thousand Volumes of Heaven, excelled in other aspects.

It was like a hidden treasure between time and space, making any attacks ineffective. Therefore, hiding here was safe; even with Tian Xiang's divine powers, it would take him three years to uncover its secrets.

"According to you, we have three years to prepare?"

"Yes," the Apsara King nodded with a smile.

Three years?

Lin Xuan’s face showed a serious expression. Three years might seem long, but for cultivators, it was merely an instant. At their level, closing off in seclusion could last millions of years; what could be done in three years? (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan's situation was set aside for the moment. At this point, Tian Xiāng had already reached the stage of anger overwhelming his heart. He originally planned to defeat Lin Xuan and the Asura King in one battle, eliminating them both so he could rest easy.

Who knew that his plans kept running into setbacks? First, the Asura King resurrected. Then, a more cunning escape left him with nothing but an empty victory.

Releasing a tiger back into the wild would bring endless trouble.

Tian Xiāng glared at the giant cocoon before him, feeling a gnawing hatred. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't find any way to deal with it. Even the miraculous Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book was helpless in this situation.

Frustrating!

Tian Xiāng's face darkened like rain clouds. Since Hua Yu’s demise, he had been used to issuing commands. When did he ever suffer such a humiliating defeat?

But what use is complaining? The treasure before him wasn't something that could be easily exploited. Even if it were one of the top-tier sages from the Three Thousand Realms, they would still need time to find its weaknesses.

Hundreds of first-rate powerhouses survived in the starry storm despite many falling. Tian Xiāng had focused his techniques on specific targets, which is why Lin Xuan and Yuan Yuan, as well as Master Nai Long and Li Yutong, were severely injured. The others faced only residual effects, with some managing to escape unscathed.

However, their luck ran out here. With the Asura King’s cunning escape, Lin Xuan, Yuan Yuan, Master Nai Long, Li Yutong, and others had been taken away. But not all top-tier sages were so fortunate.

The Asura King couldn’t save everyone due to her limited power, nor was it necessary for her. Thus, she left them to their fate.

Tian Xiāng’s frustration boiled over as he looked at the mysterious cocoon, unable to do anything about it. His anger found no outlet, and his expression turned icy with a hint of murderous intent.

The sky darkened instantly. All those present were first-rate powerhouses, but Tian Xiāng's terrifying presence was evident to them all. Even though they outnumbered him, their hearts raced in fear.

They regretted coming here. If they had known this would be the outcome, they wouldn’t have meddled.

But it mattered not now. Tian Xiāng didn't immediately act; he wasn't rash. Despite his anger, he had a plan.

Killing them would only satisfy his rage but achieve nothing. Instead, he could subdue them.

Tian Xiāng’s actions were also due to the fact that all true immortals from the upper realms had perished except for him. The entire Immortal Realm was now empty. While he wasn’t afraid of loneliness, having no followers would make many tasks difficult.

Why not...

With this in mind, Tian Xiāng calmed down. A superior should never show their emotions openly.

He spoke instead, his voice soft yet enticing: "Listen up, I’m feeling generous today. If you agree to serve me from now on, you can continue your carefree existence and even gain access to the Immortal Path. How does that sound?"

"But there’s one condition—submit to my authority and follow only my commands. Otherwise, the consequences will be far worse than death itself."

Boom!

Before he finished speaking, the assembled cultivators exchanged surprised glances.

They couldn’t believe it.

Just a moment ago, Tian Xiāng seemed intent on exterminating them all. Now, his attitude had completely changed.

Submit to him, and you could ascend to immortality.

Is this real?

There must be such good fortune in the world.

In a realm where strength is paramount, even in the Immortal Realm, Tian Xiāng’s words carried weight. Originally, true immortals also obeyed his commands. Thus, no one was offended by his terms.

But their skepticism grew as they considered it. It seemed too good to be true.

No one spoke for a moment, and soon everyone fell silent.

Tian Xiāng’s impatience showed on his face. He wasn’t being kind; he needed followers. But this still gave the lower realm cultivators an advantage, and their indecision annoyed him.

Furious!

Taking a deep breath, he calmed down: "Have you made up your minds? Stop dithering. If you agree to serve me, you can ascend. Just hand over one soul and one essence."

"What? Hand over our souls?"

The cultivators were shocked. Tian Xiāng was powerful, but their numbers gave them an edge. They could scatter and escape if they didn’t fight.

But handing over their souls was different. If Tian Xiāng kept his word, it wouldn’t be a problem. But what if he tricked them into giving up their souls only to kill them later?

Such a scenario was entirely possible.

As first-rate powerhouses, they had seen countless battles and naturally became suspicious.

Tian Xiāng’s good intentions were doubted, making him even more impatient. Suddenly, a streak of light shot skyward, speeding away towards the horizon.

A betrayal!

Clearly, someone doubted Tian Xiāng's sincerity and chose to flee instead. The person’s escape technique was impressive; they seemed about to disappear into the distance.

"Die!"

Tian Xiāng’s face darkened as he flicked his sleeves. A streak of light shot out from his sleeve.

A flying sword encased in golden light pursued the fleeing figure, closing the gap with a flash.

"Ahh!"

A scream echoed as the sword split into thousands of beams upon reaching its target. The person was cut to pieces, their元婴 (Essence Body) unable to escape.

Falling!

A first-rate powerhouse fell so easily, like paper in an instant.

The others remained silent. Those who had fought Tian Xiāng mainly were Lin Xuan and the Asura King. While they had also intervened, it was mostly as support.

Back then, they sensed his power but hadn’t felt its full impact until now. They truly understood how terrifying he could be. (To be continued…)
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Previously, the lesson from past events was not far away. For a moment, all cultivators fell silent like frightened mice, while Tian Xiang slowly turned his head around: "How about you? Do you want to ascend to immortality or follow in this fellow's footsteps?"

The cultivators remained silent. At this point, they realized there were no extra paths to choose from; the opponent was far more terrifying than anticipated. Would fleeing definitely ensure survival?

Not necessarily!

With their current strength, perhaps there would be no escapees at all. While this sounded outrageous, considering what just happened, it had a high degree of credibility.

In any case, nobody wanted to take risks.

But Tian Xiang's expression grew increasingly impatient.

He had no interest in playing guessing games here and letting these foolish ants remain silent indefinitely.

"Either submit to me or perish; you have no choice. I'll count to three. If you haven't made a decision by then, I will unleash my wrath."

Tian Xiang's cold voice echoed around their ears as he began counting: "One, two..."

"Please be merciful, Senior Immortal. I am willing to surrender my soul and follow your commands henceforth..."

A tall man in fine clothes spoke up, his appearance imposing. He looked unremarkable, but was actually a mouse who feared danger... Well, not entirely; after all, the situation was dire, and no one wanted to die here without knowing why.

If they followed Tian Xiang's orders, perhaps there might be a chance of survival. What if his promise was true?

Although it entailed some risk, this possibility could not be excluded.

Refusing or remaining silent meant certain death; choosing the lesser evil, the great cultivators naturally knew what to do.

This man merely spoke first.

Seeing someone take the lead, others hesitated no longer and made similar choices.

"Please spare me, Senior Immortal. I am willing to obey your commands."

"Right, I have long admired you, Senior Immortal. Those Arhats are reckless, trying to stop a fly with an elephant's trunk."

"To be able to serve the Senior Immortal is my good fortune in eight lifetimes."

...

Deciding to bow down to Tian Xiang, these old monsters now displayed thick faces, showering him with flattery. Since flattering him didn't require any effort or cost, Tian Xiang's face showed a hint of amusement.

...

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. At this moment, they were sheltered within that mysterious treasure.

According to Yue'er, even if Tian Xiang were the Primordial Daoist, he would take three years to decipher its secrets.

Lin Xuan felt both elated and anxious. Three years indeed seemed like a long time, but for them, it was merely an instant, fleeting away. How could such a period significantly enhance their strength or defeat such formidable enemies?

Lin Xuan voiced his doubts: "To be honest, I don't have absolute confidence in this matter either. Tian Xiang's current strength is not to be trifled with, but there might still be some opportunities. In any case, we should do our best. Let's first reunite with Fairy Yutong and Senior Dailong, then discuss a strategy."

"Agreed."

Although Lin Xuan had some reservations, he naturally didn't object.

Yue'er was no longer the same as before; she had inherited the strength and memories of the Arhat King from ages past. Since she claimed there were some opportunities, her words wouldn't be in vain.

With hope reigniting within him, Lin Xuan followed Yue'er forward.

Although his injuries hadn't fully healed yet, he was much better than when he couldn't move at all just now.

This mysterious treasure had conjured mountains and rivers, but its area wasn't large. With Yue'er leading the way, they soon arrived at a beautiful valley.

Unlike the previous one, this valley's scenery was different, but the spiritual aura was equally dense. Inside, there was a naturally formed cave dwelling.

Seemingly sensing their arrival, several figures emerged from the mountain cave.

Little Butterfly, Nine Heavens Celestial Maiden, and YuanYuan...

The three women stood at the forefront. Outside them, Dailong's carefree expression was particularly noticeable.

He wasn't like this during his fight with Tian Xiang; now that the danger had subsided, he reverted to his old ways. Lin Xuan couldn't help but be speechless, but he knew his big brother was just like this; it was endearing in its own way.

Everyone else—Fairy Yutong, Bingpo, Heavenly Witch Goddess, and Xiang'er—had also been saved by Yue'er.

YuanYuan and the others weren't mentioned. Fairy Yutong, Bingpo, and Yue'er exchanged complex glances; after all, to them, this woman was the Arhat.

At this moment, Yue'er's demeanor and attitude were vastly different from when she was with Lin Xuan.

Although she had said that she now took on the identity of Yue'er, fusing her past memories and strength, in critical situations, she could still exhibit the same aura and grace as before.

She was now that extraordinary and unparalleled queen.

"Arhat!"

Fairy Yutong's expression seemed dazed. Reality and memory overlapped, then a blissful smile appeared on her beautiful face: "Yue'er, you finally returned."

...

Yue'er?

Lin Xuan was stunned; calling her anything other than "Queen of the Arhats" felt strange.

"Foolish."

Bingpo's voice entered his ears, carrying a hint of disdain and mockery: "Queen of the Arhats is just a title. She has her own name too, but most people don't know it."

"You mean to say that Queen of the Arhats was originally called Yue'er?" Lin Xuan said in shock, realizing this wasn't a coincidence.

"Indeed."

Bingpo looked at him and walked over slowly, bypassing Lin Xuan to smile at the Arhat: "Cousin, congratulations on your return."

"Cousin?"

Lin Xuan was speechless, almost thinking he had heard wrong. Yue'er and Bingpo were actually relatives; did they not get along? One was the ruler of the Netherworld, while the other was a true demon—how could there be any blood relation?

Incredible!

Yue'er's smile was like a gentle breeze: "Bing'er, you are still as strong-willed as ever."

"So what? Compared to Sister, I am too foolish. The Seven Treasures of the Arhat were probably part of your scheme; I merely served as your pawn," Bingpo said with a hint of helplessness in her voice.

"Enough! We're all in this together now. If we don't defeat Tian Xiang, our souls will scatter!"

Bingpo remained silent after hearing this. Then the Arhat Queen greeted the others gracefully before they all entered the cave dwelling.

This natural cave had no stone tables or chairs; everyone sat on the ground without much concern.

"How are your injuries?"

Although it had been a long time since their last meeting, there was no time for idle chatter now. Yue'er's gentle voice directly addressed the core issue.

"Still okay."

E Li Yutong was taken aback as she scanned the surroundings; among them, Lin Xuan was the most injured. (To be continued...)
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Finally, Tian Xiang was most wary of Lin Xuan. Therefore, he had been given special attention. So far, Lin Xuan hadn't fallen, which was already a remarkable feat.

"I'm fine."

Lin Xuan shook his head. His physical body had undergone countless trials and was equipped with numerous spirit pills to aid in recovery. Even if he were injured severely, it wouldn’t be an issue for him to mend himself. As he spoke, Lin Xuan pulled out several jade bottles from his pocket. He uncorked them, allowing the fragrant scent to permeate the air. Without hesitation, he poured all the pills into his mouth.

Since the injuries weren't severe, everyone naturally began discussing how to deal with Tian Xiang.

The arrangement of the Asura King was correct; however, they had never anticipated that he would have advanced to become a Daoist Sage, far surpassing his former self. The Asura King’s hidden reserves were now useless.

What should they do?

At this point, all the cultivators felt anxious.

Indeed, they were all top-tier existences who had lived for millions of years and experienced countless battles. However, the more battle experience one had, the more they realized that their current situation was unsolvable.

Even with the Asura King’s help, they still couldn’t defeat Tian Xiang. What could be accomplished in just three years? Could it be merely surviving?

Everyone's faces showed their distress.

Of course, despair wasn't imminent; after all, no one wanted to wait and see what would happen. Three years gave them a buffer period to think of a way out.

"Actually, there is still a method."

At this moment, the Asura King’s voice entered everyone's ears. Everyone instantly lifted their heads. If it were Mo'er speaking, no one would have cared, but the Asura King… that was definitely not a random guess.

What did she have in mind?

Everyone's faces turned to extreme anticipation.

"Indeed, Tian Xiang is formidable. I couldn't defeat him alone, and my husband’s divine powers are far inferior to his previous life. Otherwise, there would still be a chance."

"Oh. You mean Lin Xuan might regain the power of Feathers Transmuted?"

Nailong Zhenren, despite his carefree demeanor, immediately grasped what the Asura King meant.

Feathers Transmuted was once the truest powerhouse among True Immortals. Although it fell short of Tian Xiang’s current strength, its distance from a Daoist Sage was merely one step away.

If he could recover his cultivation, he would still be unable to defeat Tian Xiang in a solo battle. However, if they teamed up with the Asura King, things might turn out differently.

By the way, the mobile game "A Thousand Refinements" will launch on May 21st tomorrow. Rain will also play it. I hope you all join me for an adventure through its world.

Was that what she meant?

Everyone's expressions were similar, showing great hope.

However, the Asura King shook her head and sighed deeply: "Not exactly. I don't mean that my husband can recover his previous strength."

"Why not?"

This time, Yu Tong Immortal couldn’t hold back and asked.

"Isn't it obvious? In the past, Feathers Transmuted was as stupid as a pig. Miss had already warned him multiple times, but he still believed in Tian Xiang’s honeyed words, leading to his ambush and subsequent death. Under such circumstances, how could he have time to plan for reincarnation and rebirth? Do you think everyone is as smart as our miss, who left behind the Seven Treasures of the Asura?"

"Since there was no planning for the future life, his power naturally won't recover."

The disdainful voice entered their ears but sounded incredibly pleasant. With the Asura King’s seal removed, Little Tao also recovered her memories from a past life. Her sharp and cutting words followed.

Everyone listened in silence, but they understood their doubts.

Indeed, the Asura King could regain her strength because she had anticipated everything and made plans accordingly. However, Feathers Transmuted didn’t heed good advice and perished as a result; naturally, he couldn't recover his former power.

This opportunity was ruled out. What did the Asura King mean by that?

Everyone remained puzzled but didn’t rush to ask anything.

They had some patience. The Asura King would surely explain.

Sure enough, shortly after, the Asura King’s melodious voice entered their ears: "My husband cannot recover his previous strength, but with these three treasures, he can cultivate a new divine technique."

"New divine technique?"

Ninth Heaven Immortal Lady revealed an expression of disapproval. "In just three years, what secret art could be cultivated? Could such a secret art really defeat Tian Xiang?"

"That’s too far-fetched."

"What can be done in three years?"

Other voices echoed, not doubting the Asura King but finding it absurd that a single secret technique could defeat a Daoist Sage. It sounded like a fairy tale.

"Let me explain..."

The Asura King showed some frustration on her face: "If it were an ordinary secret art, it wouldn’t be able to defeat Tian Xiang. However, if one cultivates this secret art, they can temporarily transfer others' divine powers and techniques to themselves."

"Transfer others’ divine powers to oneself... You mean..."

"Yes, this technique has the effects of transplanting flowers and moving stars. Once mastered, one can temporarily transfer another person’s divine power or technique to themselves. Of course, there is a condition: the person whose power is being transferred must be willing to cooperate; otherwise, it won’t work..."

There was such an inconceivable divine technique in existence. The attendees were speechless.

"Then you’re planning for Lin Xuan to cultivate this and transfer who’s strength?"

"As many as possible. With Tian Xiang's current strength, transferring the power of one or two people might not be very useful..." (To be continued)
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"Are you saying..."

Ice Spirit's brows furrowed slightly.

"You want to defeat the top cultivator of True Immortals? With too few people, it would be useless. It would just be like sending a lamb to the wolves. To have any chance of success, we need... "

"How?"

"We must pool all our strength into Lin Xuan."

"What?"

Ice Spirit's expression changed dramatically: "Then I'll be doing others' work. What difference does defeating Tian Xiang make if I become an ordinary mortal in the end?"

"Exactly,"

Even Li Yutong couldn't accept this.

After all, at their level, they placed immense value on power. Defeating Tian Xiang wouldn't mean much to them.

It was better to fight him directly and risk death than to lose their cultivation and become mere mortals.

"I have no problem with it."

However, a melodious voice suddenly entered his ears.

A graceful woman spoke up, supporting Arurora and Lin Xuan. For cultivators, losing power meant as good as death, but for the sake of those they loved, she was willing to make such sacrifices.

Love is a powerful force.

"I can do it too."

Nine Heavens Divine Maiden also voiced her support.

In the past, she had pledged her life to Xiuhua True Immortal. However, fate was fickle, and now that Lin Xuan was the reincarnation of Xiuhua, her feelings remained steadfast.

Even giving up her status as a True Immortal was acceptable.

Lin Xuan felt moved by this. Humans were not plants; who could remain unaffected? Especially given his connection to Ouyang Qinxin.

He began to accept this woman.

"I... I..."

But Little Butterfly's expression was conflicted. Although she and Lin Xuan weren't married, their bond had grown strong over the years. To sacrifice her cultivation for him felt wrong. She struggled with it.

There's something I need to say. The mobile game "A Hundred Refinements to Immortality" will be fully launched tomorrow, yes, that's right, tomorrow. Fantu will also play along, so welcome all fellow cultivators to explore the world of A Hundred Refinements with me!

Caught between her options, this girl was torn.

"I can do it too."

Chang'er’s support came as a timely relief but not unexpected.

The scene before them seemed like a test. This wasn't Lin Xuan's intention; he wouldn’t be so bored to make such a decision.

Then another melodious voice entered his ears.

"I am willing to do it too."

This must be... Cloud Fairy!

Lin Xuan turned in surprise. He and Qin Yan had a complicated history, with both love and hate. They met at Drifting Cloud Valley, long before Moon's time. They had even fought side by side once, the transmission talisman adding to their mystery. However, they were often apart, sometimes friends, sometimes enemies, making it hard for Lin Xuan to know how to approach Qin Yan.

Now, Qin Yan was unexpectedly willing to share her cultivation with him.

"What...?"

Lin Xuan turned around and saw Cloud Fairy's face flush slightly, revealing a hint of shyness.

Could this be...

"Never mind. If I don't agree, it would seem petty. As brothers, we should support each other. Besides, defeating Tian Xiang is worth it."

Just as Lin Xuan was taken aback by Qin Yan’s decision and moved by her gesture, Daling True Immortal spoke up.

Though he appeared carefree most of the time, in critical moments, his loyalty shone through. Although he hesitated over parting with his cultivation, he decided to do so.

Only Ice Spirit, Heavenly Witch Divine Maiden, and Li Yutong remained silent.

All three had furrowed brows.

While Arurora’s proposal seemed like a natural choice, they were still unwilling.

This was understandable; neither of them was Lin Xuan's dual-cultivation partner, nor did they share deep bonds. How could they just give up their hard-earned power?

"I am not willing."

Ice Spirit firmly stated.

"And I too. Rather than doing this, I would rather fight Tian Xiang to the death. Even if it means losing my life, it's better than living without power. After all, how long can one survive without power?"

Heavenly Witch Divine Maiden didn’t say much, but her stance was clear.

Li Yutong shook her head too.

The atmosphere grew tense; with their absence, the chances of defeating Tian Xiang would decrease significantly.

However, Arurora laughed: "Why are you so nervous? There's no need to worry. Cultivation is a long and winding road. This secret technique requires three precious treasures for success but is just a shortcut that won't last long—only a few days at most. The effects will fade."

"Fade?"

"Exactly," Arurora continued, "When the time comes, your husband will revert to his original form, and you'll regain your power without any real loss."

Arurora's voice echoed in their ears.

"Is this true?"

Ice Spirit and others became more anxious. Although they trusted Arurora not to lie, such a significant matter couldn't be taken lightly.

Words alone weren’t enough; what if Arurora was lying?

They had to be cautious!

Facing the doubts of the women, Arurora didn’t get angry but instead used her soul as a witness and made a solemn vow.

This finally dispelled their concerns.

"Since it's only temporary, there’s no problem."

Ice Spirit’s voice echoed. Initially, she was the most opposed, but now that Arurora had promised, she changed her mind.

Heavenly Witch Divine Maiden and Rain Fairy didn’t need to say anything more.

"How can we help?"

"This isn't urgent yet. First, your husband must learn the secret technique."

Arurora’s face lit up with a smile.

With everyone united, defeating Tian Xiang was still possible.

...

Lin Xuan had made his decision, but what about Tian Xiang?

This fellow was just as cunning.

Seeing that mysterious cocoon, he decided to target the 3000 World cultivators and make them his subordinates.

Originally, they doubted Tian Xiang’s promises, fearing a trap. But fate had indeed given them an unexpected opportunity since all True Immortals of the Celestial Realm were gone, leaving them with this chance. (To be continued)
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Field Xiang did not break his promise and truly opened the Immortal Spirit Channel. Although there was no longer a blue star sea, with his current strength, he could still accomplish this.

This outcome left all those powerful beings who had been anxious with great joy. They originally had no choice, but now it seemed that fate had indeed thrown them a bone.

These were all realm masters, each with varying strengths, yet they had all reached the late Transcendation stage and survived through numerous trials without falling. Their cultivation was even more formidable. Moreover, Field Xiang was helping them at present.

There was virtually no suspense; most of these individuals ascended to become immortals.

Only a few unfortunate souls perished.

As a result, Field Xiang gained many new allies.

After all, once they successfully ascended, their cultivation power would be converted into immortal spirit energy. Their strength wouldn’t leap, but it would certainly grow significantly.

"Hmph, trying to replace me or muddy the waters—thinking you can outwit me? I'll make you regret it," Field Xiang's lips curled into a sinister smile.

He admitted that the Asura King was a prodigy whose plans from millions of years ago still caused him great headaches. But as they say, one can avoid the first day but not the fifteenth.

The enemy’s temporary escape was merely a short-term strategy; in the end, their ultimate fate would be decided by strength alone. There could be no shortcuts here.

Field Xiang knew his own strength well. What difference did it make if the Asura King temporarily dodged them?

A fly trying to stop a cart!

Despite all the Asura King’s efforts, they were destined for failure.

Field Xiang was confident but would not be overly lenient either. With so many subordinates now at his disposal, ordinary attacks on this strange cocoon were useless. His current task was to understand what kind of treasure it truly was.

...

A day in the mountains equaled a thousand years in the world below.

Three years passed—considered long for mortals but merely a fleeting moment for cultivators like them. The mysterious artifact, self-contained within its space, offered pleasant scenery and satisfactory conditions.

Previously, Lin Xuan had been the dominant figure with Moon together. He made all decisions, big or small. Now, however, he followed her guidance in practicing what was said to be a technique that could transplant skills.

He hadn’t expected it to go as smoothly as it did.

One reason was his current strength, already at the top of the three realms and surpassing ordinary True Immortals.

The other reason was that although this secret technique was incredibly powerful, its main challenge lay in using three treasures: the blue star sea, Nine Heavenspitchstone, and the Five Dragon Seal. With all these in place, their cultivation became relatively easy for cultivators of their level.

In just two years, Lin Xuan had mastered the technique to a high degree.

The outcome was naturally satisfactory.

Despite taking less time than expected, he didn’t rush out.

Another year would give him more preparation and increase his chances of defeating Field Xiang.

From the Nine Heavens Immortal Lady, he received an unexpected gift: Chaos Xuan Yang qi.

This was exactly what Lin Xuan had sought for years. With it, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire could finally be cultivated to its peak.

Chaos qi and Yin qi—mythical true immortals would retreat from such power.

Ordinary True Immortals were already beyond his concern, but the fully matured Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire now posed a threat to Field Xiang.

This was a tranquil abode. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged with his eyes closed, radiating a blue light. His fingers moved rapidly as an egg-sized five-colored flame floated in his palm. Above it, a golden gas hovered.

It appeared golden but seemed ethereal upon closer inspection, its color constantly changing.

With each spell cast by Lin Xuan, the Illusory Spirit Heavenly Fire flickered, and a silver gas emerged from within.

Chaos Yin qi.

The two Chaos qis then merged into a Taiji diagram of gold and silver. The light was intense, containing profound cosmic laws.

Chaos Law!

This was power very close to the essence of the universe.

Unfortunately, time was limited. With his own strength alone, he might one day ascend to become a Primordial Ancestor and defeat Field Xiang without resorting to tricks.

But now… it could only be a thought.

"Haha, Third Brother has indeed done well."

"That's right; my husband is always very clever."

Seeing Lin Xuan’s progress, the others were also elated. Regardless of their past grievances, facing this formidable enemy together, they united in purpose and collaborated wholeheartedly.

During this process, their relationships changed.

The fastest progress was made by Cloud Fairy, who had known Lin Xuan for the longest time but had been entangled with him due to past grudges. In fact, their love-hate relationship began in a previous life.

Perhaps fate was cruel, as they always missed each other. Now, Qin Yan finally spoke up to claim her happiness.

Reserved, yes, perhaps somewhat so, but thinking of the battle three years hence, the outcome remained uncertain. If they lost, everyone would scatter.

Since that was the case, why not continue their previous relationship? (To be continued)
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There were lovers who eventually became devoted partners, but now wasn't the time for such romantic indulgences. Time was precious; there weren’t many years left.

The Spiritual Illusion Heavenly Fire had indeed reached its peak, but relying solely on this wouldn’t be enough to defeat Tian Xiang. Even if he could transplant and adapt techniques, would adding some powerful secret arts increase their chances of victory?

The answer was yes.

Thus, in the following time, Lin Xuan exchanged cultivation insights with his companions.

Well, that wasn't entirely accurate.

In reality, everyone spoke while Lin Xuan listened. The Asura King didn’t speak; Li Yutong, Bingpo, and Naelong were all beings who had lived for millions of years, possessing countless extraordinary techniques. At this moment, they selected the most proficient ones to teach Lin Xuan.

Many of these techniques existed only in legends, but at this time, they naturally couldn't hide their abilities. They could be said to have offered everything they knew.

During this process, Lin Xuan gained endless benefits. He reconciled with Bingpo on a friendly note. His relationship with Li Yutong and the Heavenly Witch Goddess was even closer; calling them soulmates wouldn’t be an exaggeration.

In this way, three years passed quickly.

Of course, Lin Xuan didn't strictly adhere to time constraints. If Tian Xiang broke through the secret of the treasure before the deadline, they would be caught off guard without any preparation.

Safety came first, even if time was precious.

With one month left until the deadline, Lin Xuan and his companions decided to use the transplant technique to transfer everyone’s power into him.

It was a tranquil morning. Lin Xuan sat cross-legged, while Li Yutong, Bingpo, Naelong, and others arrived as well. Moer was still busy setting up an array around them. This enhanced the success rate of the secret technique and made it easier for Lin Xuan to integrate everyone's power.

Half an hour later, the array was complete. Lin Xuan took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and his two infant souls remained quietly in his dantian.

The blue Star Sea rotated slowly, while the Five-Clawed Seal emitted golden light, radiating mysterious and powerful energy. The Nine Heavens Silt was also held in his palm...

Meanwhile, on the other side.

Tian Xiang sat cross-legged in mid-air, silently observing the giant cocoon before him. Suddenly, he burst into laughter.

He stood up: "Ah, I see. This is a river of time and space, flowing endlessly between dimensions. No wonder I couldn't pinpoint its exact location. That’s why all attacks have failed."

The Hundred Refinements mobile game has officially launched today! Download and log in to possibly win big prizes, including Apple and Xiaomi devices. Fellow cultivators, don’t miss out on your chance.

"Lord, what should we do?"

A respectful voice echoed in his ears. It was a True Immortal.

Technically speaking, he had been a powerful figure from the Three Thousand Worlds three years ago but now served Tian Xiang and successfully ascended to the realm of True Immortals.

"Hmph. Since I know its true nature, what’s so difficult about using the Time and Space Laws?"

Tian Xiang's face was filled with arrogance. As a Realm of Daoist strength, he mastered the fundamental laws of this plane. Without further ado, he waved his sleeves, as if a gentle breeze emerged.

A myriad of celestial texts unfolded slowly, countless light symbols forming a shimmering galaxy.

"Break!"

With a loud shout, the galaxy began to wrap around the giant cocoon in front of him.

But it didn’t attack; instead, it merely circled around it. Each rune flickered with different colors, turning the beautiful galaxy into a multicolored one, flowing with various celestial laws.

Tian Xiang wasn't idle either. He recited ancient incantations while continuously sending down magical techniques from his fingers and palms, integrating them into the beautiful galaxy before him.

The process was not easy. Tian Xiang’s expression remained extremely serious, while the new True Immortals couldn’t intervene, their faces filled with awe.

Half an hour passed in a flash.

Boom!

Suddenly, a thunderous sound echoed, and the multicolored galaxy vanished.

It dissipated into nothingness, but the cocoon before them became clearer. The ethereal quality faded away, making it tangible.

If it was originally a flowing river of time, now this river had stopped moving.

In other words, its coordinates were no longer in the realm of time and space, rendering it vulnerable to attacks.

Other True Immortals didn’t know how this change happened, but they rejoiced at the result. They rubbed their hands eagerly.

Though eager to act, Tian Xiang hadn't given orders, so they hesitated.

"Lord’s power is truly awe-inspiring; too marvelous! It's time for us to break through this cocoon."

A man in black robes spoke up. His face had some strange patterns that made him look even more ferocious.

"No action." Tian Xiang shook his head.

"Why?" The new True Immortals were somewhat surprised, as Lord hadn’t spared them before.

"Hmph. The Asura King played a trick on me, thinking three years of buffer would be useful. Foolish, if she does this, I’ll give her a surprise."

"Surprise, Lord means..."

A woman in court dress looked thoughtful.

"It’s simple. While I have absolute confidence to eliminate them, adding an overwhelming advantage wouldn’t hurt. I want to take this cocoon to the realm of True Immortals and break it there," Tian Xiang's triumphant laughter echoed.

Before anyone could respond, they started praising him: "Lord’s wisdom is unparalleled!"

"Lord truly is a genius; with this, those fellows will have no choice but to surrender."

"This trick is too brilliant."

...

While they were flattering him, it was indeed a clever strategy. Knowing that cultivators relied heavily on their own strength and the environment, Tian Xiang's move was a stroke of brilliance.

For Lin Xuan, who was from the realm of spirits, fighting in the realm of True Immortals would be a significant disadvantage. Even with his powerful energy, it wasn’t transformed into divine energy, making him less effective there.

Tian Xiang’s plan was to remove this advantage at its roots.

Everyone understood his intentions and didn't oppose. Together, they moved the giant cocoon to the realm of True Immortals.

Lin Xuan was unaware of all this. He had just completed the transplant technique, temporarily transferring everyone's power into himself. (To be continued...)
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Lin Xuan was initially a bit uneasy when he tried this secret technique. Although he had successfully cultivated it over a year ago, he hadn't actually tested it in real life.

Moon said that the secret technique could only be used once every century, so there were no opportunities to try it out.

Fortunately, everything went smoothly. He easily transferred everyone's cultivation temporarily onto himself.

Boom!

Golden flames burst from Lin Xuan’s body. At this moment, he truly exuded an aura of dominance.

After all, merging others' cultivation was not as simple as adding one plus one equals two. The result could be much greater. Moreover, Lin Xuan wasn't just fusing the cultivation of a single person; each individual was from the top tier of the 3000 Worlds. Even the Arhats and other prodigies were included.

Lin Xuan's strength had already surpassed description. It was hard to find words that could adequately describe his current state.

What about everyone else?

Would they be unable to defend themselves after transferring their cultivation to Lin Xuan?

No, their realms would drop to the Spirit Refinement stage. However, it wasn't entirely true that they couldn’t defend themselves; but facing Tian Xiāng was a different story.

So he needed to be careful not to get caught in the crossfire.

All preparations were complete.

After all, there was a time limit for merging this power.

Lin Xuan didn't want to waste any more time. He was about to leave and engage Tian Xiāng in a final battle when suddenly, something unexpected happened.

Boom!

There were no signs of warning as the sky began to collapse. The ground sank, and cracks like spider webs spread everywhere. Above, black holes appeared in the sky, each bottomless and emitting an air of collapse.

This result naturally caused everyone's faces to pale.

Lin Xuan inwardly sighed with relief, realizing that Tian Xiāng had already figured out the secret behind this treasure and was attacking it frantically. If he hadn't merged his power a month earlier, he would have been in grave danger after three years.

Good fortune! It seems the heavens are aiding me!

The Hundred Refinements mobile game has officially launched. Download and log in to possibly win great rewards, including iPhones and Mi phones. Fellow cultivators, don’t miss out on this chance. Try your luck and play the mobile game together.

Lin Xuan inwardly sighed as he signaled Moon and company to retreat behind him. After transferring his power, they had no self-defense capabilities against Tian Xiāng's attacks, but it was still very dangerous.

He didn't want anyone to perish.

Although he now had the strength to fight Tian Xiāng, in a real battle, he couldn’t fully protect everyone’s safety. So, they would need to be more cautious and stay farther away.

This didn't require special instructions from Lin Xuan. Arhats, Nai Long, Bing Po, Li Yutong—each was an experienced cultivator who understood the importance of self-protection far better than Lin Xuan. They wouldn’t become a burden on him.

They all retreated towards the distance without being asked.

Boom!

Another loud noise echoed as the treasure of space and time finally collapsed into nothingness.

Before his eyes, everything became blurry, resembling the chaotic world in legends. However, this state was only temporary; soon, the chaos dissipated, and the scenery became clear again.

But what Lin Xuan saw next left him shocked.

The mountains were still mountains, and the trees were still trees, but the primordial energy of the world had changed dramatically. There wasn’t a trace of qi, and the air was filled with legendary divine power.

In the distance, there stood magnificentjade pavilions and jade palaces, each structure unique in its design.

"This must be... the True Immortal Realm!"

Although Lin Xuan hadn't been here before, he could guess from the scene that this was indeed the True Immortal Realm. He couldn’t help feeling a strange sense of irony; after all his struggles and efforts to cultivate, wasn’t it for the chance to ascend to the True Immortal Realm?

Now, finally, his dreams had come true, but in such circumstances, Lin Xuan felt only caution. It was clear that Tian Xiāng had brought him here, and he couldn't have done so out of goodwill. What sinister plot could there be?

Lin Xuan didn’t know or hadn’t thought about it yet; all he could do was remain cautious.

Soon, the dust settled, revealing a clear scene once more.

But what Lin Xuan saw next left him in shock.

Tian Xiāng wasn't alone; several hundred True Immortals surrounded him.

Wait, these True Immortals looked familiar. They were from the 3000 Worlds, so how did they ascend to become Tian Xiāng's subordinates?

Lin Xuan was puzzled but realized that it didn’t matter. The other party was either an ally or an enemy.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned grim.

You have your Zhāng Liáng strategy; I have my wall ladder. Tian Xiāng truly seemed cunning and deceitful.

Before he could think further, two True Immortals rushed towards him.

One had white hair and a beard, while the other was extremely ugly, wearing animal skins that made him look like a savage.

Their strength wasn’t trivial, and they had been flattering Tian Xiāng nonstop. Seeing Lin Xuan appear, they decided to curry favor by attacking him.

"Foolish!"

Lin Xuan sighed, not bothering with such small fry. With his current power, these two weren't worth considering.

He casually raised his hand, and two beams of light shot out from his fingertips.

Unremarkable at first glance, but as the wind blew, they transformed into two flying swords.

The swords glimmered in the air before arriving at the True Immortals' faces.

Lin Xuan’s attack was swift and decisive. The two True Immortals were startled, but their combat experience kicked in, and they immediately summoned their treasures—a shield and a sword.

One intended to defend first, while the other used offense as defense.

Their strategies differed, but neither was wrong. Unfortunately, both ended up dead.

Snap!

Without any suspense, the shield and flying sword were cut down. A flash of light followed, decapitating the two True Immortals. Their essence souls had no chance to escape before they too fell.

The entire process was quick and shocking, leaving everyone speechless, including Tian Xiāng who widened his eyes in surprise.

These two, although fond of flattery, were also powerful from their world. After ascending, their strength had grown even more.

But Lin Xuan hadn’t taken it seriously; he simply raised his hand casually and eliminated them both.

Tian Xiāng knew he could do the same but wouldn't make it look so effortless. When did Little Lin become this formidable?

Tian Xiāng’s pupils narrowed, his expression turning serious for the first time. Even Hua Yu from back then hadn’t exerted such pressure on him.

In just three years, this young man had caught up to him. What had happened to him?

Tian Xiāng was puzzled, and the other True Immortals fell silent. (To be continued…)
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The two men narrowed their eyes, sizing each other up intently.

Although no physical combat had begun, the atmosphere was tense to the point of imminent conflict.

Tian Xiang quickly noticed something amiss. After all, a sudden drop in cultivation level couldn't be easily deceived by others.

"I don’t know what has happened to you, but attempting to defeat me with external forces is sheer foolishness," Tian Xiang's voice was icy cold, subtly exuding a chilling aura of intent.

As soon as he spoke, the other man made his move. He flicked his sleeves, and the Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book appeared above him. The pages opened up, revealing countless rune-like symbols floating out from within.

A flash of light later, these runes converged in the middle, and a thunderous sound echoed through the air as a colossal figure materialized before their eyes.

More imposing than even a mountain, it was so large that one couldn’t see its edges. At first glance, it resembled a turtle, but it had the head of a dragon. The aura emanating from it was incredibly powerful; true dragons and celestial phoenixes seemed insignificant in comparison.

What kind of monster is this?

Lin Xuan was momentarily taken aback.

But there wasn't time to dwell on it as his opponent charged forward aggressively without any hesitation. This time, Tian Xiang went straight for the kill. After all, Lin Xuan had changed so much over these three years; he couldn’t afford to hold back. If Lin Xuan pulled out another trick, it would be difficult to handle.

Time was of the essence, and there wasn't a moment to waste. He must act decisively and eliminate this threat here and now. His opponent wanted a quick resolution, but so did Lin Xuan. After all, his secret technique had a time limit, so he didn’t retreat. A blinding green light enveloped him as countless green sword qi shot out from his body.

The brilliance of crystal… no, not sword qi; these were actual flying swords hovering in the air, numbering over eighty-one.

To be precise, nine by nine, there should have been this many with full cultivation, but Lin Xuan’s finances limited him to a simplified version. Although he could use the Sword Shadow Splitting Technique, the hundreds of simulated sword qi couldn’t match true immortal swords.

But in these three years, he hadn't been idle. He spent two years perfecting the technique and the remaining year learning from others. The greatest收获 wasn’t the secret technique but the completion of this full version of Nine Palaces Instantaneous Movement.

The effort was mostly by the Heavenly Witch Immortal Maiden, with significant assistance from the others.

---

*Hundred Refinements Mobile Game* has officially launched today. Download and log in; if you're lucky, you might win great prizes, including iPhones and Mi phones! Fellow cultivators, don’t miss out—try your luck and join us for some mobile gaming fun!

Sure enough, it proved useful now. Not only did it serve as a surprise attack, but its power was incomparable to the simplified version.

The纵横捭阖of sword light was real, not just virtual sword qi. Lin Xuan’s hands moved swiftly, true spirit shadows emerging from his head and merging into the sword qi… no, they were actually immortal swords.

"Quickly!"

Lin Xuan pointed a finger.

Instantly, the sword light blurred, and the true spirit shadows became more distinct, turning into实体.

One by one, vivid true spirits appeared in their vision. Each emitted an extraordinary aura that rivaled or even surpassed real true spirits. This sounded exaggerated but wasn’t far from the truth. After all, Lin Xuan’s current strength was comparable to Tian Xiang's, and his True Spirit Sword Technique naturally improved accordingly.

Dragon roars and phoenix cries echoed as these formed true spirits charged forward fearlessly toward the monster before them. The true dragon led the charge, its claws slicing through space, creating a cascade of force that shattered the void and rushed at the opponent.

The phoenix didn’t hold back either. Its wings flapped, revealing countless crescent-shaped light blades… but wait, these weren’t crescents; they were spatial rifts, some even forming vortexes, all raining down on the monster.

With them leading the charge, the other true spirits didn’t hesitate. The peacock’s feathers fluttered, releasing a flood of multi-colored lights that transformed into a shower of arrows…

The phoenix's cries echoed like those of the red bird, its wings flapping to release waves of terrifying flames. The lotus fire was devastating, capable of burning down anything in existence.

The roar of the mountain giant ape filled the air as it pounded its chest, emitting golden light and countless golden fist shadows carrying force laws that surged forward.

---

Each true spirit used their signature techniques, their innate divine powers incredibly powerful.

If anyone else were to face Tian Xiang under similar circumstances, they would likely be easily crushed in a single exchange. However, the monstrous figure before them defied conventional logic.

"Ahhh!"

Its voice sounded like a dragon’s roar but was deeper and more primitive, filled with the aura of ancient times, as if it had been there since time immemorial.

"What is this…?"

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted, an uneasy feeling arising in his heart.

But now wasn't the time to hesitate. With one last burst of energy, the immortal swords transformed into true spirits and charged forward without retreating.

Boom!

All attacks rained down like a storm—claws, light beams, fists, flames—all hitting at once.

Logically, even Tian Xiang would have been wary against such a relentless assault. Direct confrontation was foolish; one had to defend fully.

But what unfolded before their eyes was different. The monstrous figure didn’t retreat or shield itself. With nine heads, it opened its maw and emitted massive light beams over ten feet in diameter.

They swept across the battlefield with immense energy. Even true dragons were hit hard, losing half of their heads. The other true spirits fared worse; countless fell in a single exchange. As for the true spirit attacks, they barely made an impact on this monster, whose skin was so thick it was almost laughable.

It’s too strong!

This wasn’t one of the secret techniques from the Ten Thousand Volumes Heaven Book. Could it be…

Lin Xuan’s face darkened as he realized his initial attack had failed. The energy expenditure for reviving fallen true spirits was significant, but Tian Xiang seemed unfazed.

Could this be a hidden trump card?

"Foolish creature! Do you think your sudden increase in power can match me? What do you think of my spirit beast now?"

"Their strength is comparable to mine. I want to see if you have the skill to face us two on one."

Tian Xiang’s laughter echoed as he recited obscure incantations, forming hand seals and conjuring more magical symbols around him. (To be continued…)
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That vortex was incredibly deep, emitting a powerful force of fundamental law from within.

Primordial Essence Law!

In an instant, Lin Xuan seemed to have returned to the primordial era. He felt himself plunged into a great peril.

But he did not panic; he had come a long way since then. He hadn't seen a Primordial Treasure before, but he had one—his Five Dragon Seal flashed with light as it flew out from his sleeve.

Unlike before, this time Lin Xuan had obtained the Silk Robe Jade Talisman from Fairy Rainlocust tree, fully restoring the treasure and greatly enhancing its power.

Facing that deep vortex, the Five Dragon Seal remained unchanged. Only a burst of light on its surface quickly expanded, then plummeted towards the vortex.

The entire process was simple yet contained endless changes.

Simplicity.

Boom!

The Primordial Treasure clashed with a scene beyond imagination. The vortex collapsed, and the Five Dragon Seal flew back.

No clear winner!

Lin Xuan indeed stood up to Field Master Tian Xiang's challenge.

However, he felt quite anxious. While it seemed effortless on his part, maintaining the True Spirit Sword Art required nearly half of his power. Fighting against Tian Xiang in such a state would not last long.

Damnit!

Was this going to be another failure?

No matter how many calculations and plans, Lin Xuan never expected Tian Xiang to summon such a formidable ally.

Lin Xuan's heart raced as he heard Moon's voice. The others were no less anxious. Just like the leaky roof on a rainy day, Tian Xiang was not easily deceived.

Seeing their weakened state, a faint smile appeared at the corner of his mouth: "Daring to play tricks in front of this Sovereign—truly ignorant of death! Go and capture them alive!"

This was directed at his subordinates.

"Yes!"

"Respect your master's orders."

---

The Hundred Refinements mobile game has officially launched today. Download and log in, and you might win big prizes, including iPhones and Xiaomi devices. Fellow cultivators, don't miss out on this chance to try your luck and play the game together!

The newly promoted True Immortals were bored to death. Upon hearing this, they were overjoyed and fiercely charged towards Arura.

"Bad news!"

Lin Xuan's expression changed dramatically. This was unforeseen; he had only expected Field Master Tian Xiang as an opponent. Now with so many True Immortals, how would Moon and the others fare?

After all, their strength had dropped significantly to the Spirit Realm stage.

Fighting one on one was already a struggle, let alone facing such numbers.

"Idiot, your opponent is me."

Tian Xiang wanted this outcome; he couldn't afford to let Lin Xuan go. The Radiant Ten Thousand Volumes Book emitted countless rays of light and transformed into numerous weapons.

They rained down like a deluge towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan's expression changed drastically as he had no choice but to activate the Five Dragon Seal, two Primordial Treasures clashing once again.

However, human energy was limited. This left him unable to focus on Moon and the others.

"What do we do!"

"Lord, you needn't worry; we can protect ourselves."

Lin Xuan's mind was in a turmoil, nearly revealing a flaw. Just then, Moon's voice reached his ears.

Though he remained skeptical, her words brought some relief. His inner power surged like a tidal wave, quickly stabilizing the situation as the Five Dragon Seal and Radiant Ten Thousand Volumes Book clashed again.

Still, Lin Xuan was worried, so he sent out a fragment of his spirit to check on Moon and the others.

What met his eyes relieved him greatly.

Though their strength had dropped significantly, they could not defeat these True Immortals. However, Fairy Rainlocust tree, Ice Spirit, and Nai Dragon were among the top existences in the Three Thousand Worlds. With years of experience, how could they lack any means to survive?

While it sounded absurd, given that their cultivation had fallen to the Spirit Realm stage, one would think all their methods should be useless. However, Arura's group defied common sense.

Indeed, their strength was diminished, but this did not mean their spirit beasts were similarly weakened.

Moon waved her sleeve, and a white light ball appeared. Though only a few feet in diameter, it exuded an ominous aura that made one shudder.

As the light spread, a grotesque monster materialized before him.

Its body was neither lion nor tiger; on its back, bat-like wings sprouted, nine heads resembling dragons but far more ferocious. It spat water and flames from its mouth, not ordinary ones either.

Several True Immortals who underestimated their power perished instantly. The others, alarmed, became cautious as well.

Nine-headed Serpent!

The most terrifying true spirit in legend was tamed by Arura, becoming her spirit beast.

With Moon's restored strength and memories, the Nine-headed Serpent also came into her possession.

Others acted similarly.

Heavenly Witch Immortal released a nine-headed worm. Though not as spectacular as the Nine-headed Serpent, it could still defend itself effectively.

Ice Spirit and Fairy Rainlocust tree took action too, but Nai Dragon's actions were the most outrageous. He had no spirit beasts to nurture; instead, he waved his sleeve, and a large boat appeared.

It rapidly grew to hundreds of feet long before Nai Dragon retreated inside for some leisure.

This was more than just arrogance!

The surrounding True Immortals were infuriated, so they attacked Nai Dragon even more fervently than Arura. However, Nai Dragon ignored them, continuing his leisurely drinking and merrymaking.

As for the attackers, this boat wasn't a joke; it was an innate treasure, one of the top-tier kind. It provided both offense and defense. But there were countless guards within, puppets with Transcendence Realm cultivation.

Some were adept atarray formation techniques, working in perfect coordination. Nearly a hundred True Immortals found no way to defeat him. The confusion on the outside contrasted sharply with Nai Dragon's leisurely enjoyment inside the boat. This mocking mode was incredibly effective.

Whether he did this intentionally to ease his companions' pressure or naturally, Lin Xuan, this pure brother, couldn't figure it out.

But in any case, Moon and the others managed to turn danger into safety, greatly relieving Lin Xuan's anxiety.

However, his own situation grew increasingly dire. Originally, with the Transplantation Technique, he could have fought Field Master Tian Xiang. But the problem was that the spirit beasts his opponent had were too formidable.

So many true spirits couldn't defeat them; it was said they were primordial ancestors of ancient beasts. Thus, Tian Xiang effectively faced two opponents, making Lin Xuan's situation increasingly difficult.

Would all this effort end in death and destruction? (To be continued…)
第四千二百一十六章 小毛球与古兽始祖

Lin Xuan's face was grim, but at this moment, he couldn't come up with a good plan.

The mysterious monster’s strength was off the charts. It almost matched Tian Xiāng in power. While True Spirit Sword Art could defend against it, it seemed like they were evenly matched on the surface. However, his energy would be drained by nearly half as a result.

How could he face Tian Xiāng, the top powerhouse of true immortals?

He could say that the game was already lost!

Frustrated, Lin Xuan couldn't accept this outcome. But he had no good strategies at hand. Sighing, he wished he had such a powerful spirit beast.

Wait, spirit beast?

Didn’t he have a little ball of fur?

Although unreliable, it still had considerable strength overall.

Despite his doubts in the depths of his heart that the little ball couldn't defeat this monster, there was no time to choose. He was almost at his wit's end and decided to give it a shot.

With such a decision made, Lin Xuan threw out his spirit beast pouch.

He casually sent out a sword energy, only to hear the sound of snoring.

Lin Xuan was speechless.

The fluffy little ball of fur had its eyes closed, and its nose was blowing bubbles with each breath.

Seeing this scene, Lin Xuan doubted his choice. Was he really counting on this little guy to deal with such a formidable creature? Had he lost his mind?

However, Tian Xiāng from afar narrowed his eyes, showing a look of disbelief: "This is a Primordial Divine Beast. Where did you get it?"

Primordial Divine Beast?

Lin Xuan had never heard this term before and didn't know what it was, but the fear in Tian Xiāng's expression was genuine.

He struck gold.

Lin Xuan was overjoyed and immediately threw the little ball of fur at that monstrous creature.

Indeed, like that massive beast.

Mid-flight, the monster already shot out hundreds of beams of light. Its fear was evident.

"Rumble, rumble."

Facing such a terrifying crisis, the little guy couldn't keep pretending to be asleep forever. Just waking up, his face changed dramatically as he covered his eyes with its wings in shock.

He looked terrified and adorable, but a milky-white glow spread from its body surface.

Those beams could potentially exempt even True Dragon and Heavenly Phoenix, let alone other true spirits, which were extremely wary of it. The power was beyond description.

But the moment this white glow touched the little ball's emission, everything froze instantly.

Lin Xuan watched in delight as the scene unfolded.

The ancient beast ancestor roared with anger, abandoning its true spirit to charge over.

Despite its massive size, it moved swiftly. Its claws glinted ominously as they lunged at the little ball of fur.

Without force laws, but the power was no less than a True Dragon's full attack.

The little ball of fur was in danger!

Given its small stature, it didn't seem adept at close combat.

Indeed, the little guy looked terrified.

Seemingly unable to dodge, it suddenly grew by hundreds or even thousands of times. It transformed into a massive creature.

Yet, it retained its adorable appearance.

Facing such an enemy, could growing bigger help?

Just as Lin Xuan was worried for it, the little guy swatted the ancient beast ancestor away with one wing.

Impressive in its ferocity.

But it showed no signs of a true warrior, still looking pitiful.

"Meow..."

The little guy cried out. Its voice sounded like thunder due to its enlarged size. Then, from its eyes, a beam of light shot out and flickered into a golden talisman that floated towards the ancient beast ancestor.

Slow at first but then accelerated.

The ancient beast ancestor roared with anger as well.

A sharp sword energy burst from its body, viciously slicing at the golden talisman.

Thunderous sounds filled Lin Xuan's ears. It was hard to tell who had the upper hand.

But this result pleased Lin Xuan immensely. He had gambled on it and was glad that the little ball of fur performed so well.

What exactly was a Primordial Divine Beast? Lin Xuan didn't care. At least now, he could face Tian Xiāng head-on again.

Taking a deep breath, all the True Spirit Beasts of Nine Palaces transformed back to their true forms and rushed towards Lin Xuan.

His eyes glinted with fierce light as he recited ancient incantations. With a snap of his fingers, the tangible True Spirits reformed into illusions that shattered into countless talismans.

Each was shimmering and mysterious.

"Fall!"

Lin Xuan commanded.

The magical talismans seemed to have life, rushing towards Lin Xuan and enveloping him.

Like a storm, they entered his body surface unseen.

Then, five-colored glassy light like flames burst from his body surface.

The flames were dazzling. They shimmered with an almost sentient quality as they condensed into armor.

True Spirit Armor!

Since the ancient beast ancestor had the little ball of fur to deal with, Lin Xuan transformed into his strongest form. Speed was key; he feared that more time would lead to unforeseen complications.

He had mastered True Spirit Sword Art before, but this time, its power was unprecedented.

Nine Palaces Instantaneous Sword had been fully refined, and the armor was also formed by ninety-one True Spirit Armors. It was different from usual!

The power was boundless.

But that wasn't all.

Lin Xuan took a deep breath as the Small Heavenly Palace Law Figure with nine heads and eighteen arms appeared behind him. Golden glassy light filled his body, exuding mysterious and powerful energy.

It rushed towards Lin Xuan's form.

Boom!

Fused perfectly with the armor, Lin Xuan gained many more arms and heads. His aura skyrocketed to an incredible level.

Even surpassing Tian Xiāng’s power.

Decisive battle!

Tian Xiāng's expression was beyond ugly. How could things have turned out this way?

He had been in a dominant position. Why was he being caught up by the other side?

Anger and shock were indescribable.

But at this point, it mattered little to discuss these matters further.

The urgent task was to quickly eliminate Lin Xuan here; otherwise, who knew what would happen if they delayed any longer.

Both wanted to end things swiftly. Their thoughts on this matter were identical: time was limited, and he feared the unknowns that might arise.
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The atmosphere was tense, ready to erupt at any moment.

Suddenly, Tian Xiang raised his hand. As he did so, an invisiblefluctuation spread out continuously.

This movement caused the surroundings to undergo a transformation.

Was this... a domain?

Lin Xuan's pupils constricted slightly. He couldn't allow the other party to do as they pleased.

At once, he waved his sleeve and released his own domain.

As Lin Xuan moved, another invisiblefluctuation began to merge with his.

The scenery around them turned into starry skies.

"Hmph. The Chaos Domain is indeed good, but your cultivation is too shallow. You can't push it to its limit even by relying on external forces," Tian Xiang's voice entered Lin Xuan’s ears, carrying a hint of satisfaction.

"Then what? Your Star Domain merely changes the environment around us; all other effects are nullified by my domain as well."

Lin Xuan retorted nonchalantly.

At this moment, they couldn’t afford to show any weakness in theirmomentum.

"Just changing the environment is enough for me," Tian Xiang's voice remained calm. It was as if they weren't in the True Immortal Realm but had entered the Primordial Universe.

The surroundings were filled with dazzling starlight and countless planets, stars, and black holes, each one peculiar in its own way.

"I admit that here, our domains have no effect on each other, but this environment is enough for me to gain an advantage. Soon you will understand how foolish it was to fight me," Tian Xiang's cold laughter echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. Before he could finish speaking, a massive planet hurtled towards him.

Such power was astonishing.

But to beings of their level, it wasn't particularly remarkable anymore.

Lin Xuan didn’t dodge; instead, he delivered a punch directly.

The sound of heaven and earth collapsing filled his ears as he reduced the planet to dust in one blow.

It was too powerful.

Their powers had surpassed imagination. A mere gesture could bring about tremendous changes.

Yet Tian Xiang seemed to ignore it.

With a casual flick of his finger, countless planets rained down on Lin Xuan like hailstones.

In this endless starry expanse, there were always more planets available.

"Bang bang bang," the sounds echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears. His expression turned grim.

The other party was using leverage; hard confrontation would be unwise.

He took a deep breath and summoned the Five-Dragon Seal.

A five-colored crystal appeared above his head, followed by an enormous vortex.

No... it wasn't a vortex but a black hole.

Initially, its size wasn’t outrageous. But as more planets were sucked in, the black hole grew larger.

It was astonishing.

Lin Xuan cast a spell.

The black hole began to spin wildly and charged towards Tian Xiang before exploding with a loud roar.

The scene was indescribable.

Tian Xiang tried to dodge but it was too late. He was swept up by the explosion of the black hole.

A storm of destruction erupted, turning the starry sky into a scene of devastation.

Time seemed to stand still for a moment.

After what felt like an eternity, the remnants of the explosion finally dissipated. Tian Xiang appeared before Lin Xuan, his once pristine white clothes now tattered and dirty.

Though he hadn’t fallen, the humiliation was evident.

Cleverness backfired; he had wanted to eliminate Lin Xuan but ended up with a bloody nose instead.

Damn it!

Anger burned in Tian Xiang’s eyes.

"You’re asking for death!"

With no warning, cracks appeared on nearby planets. Lava erupted asevil spirit and gale-force winds swept across the surface, indicating that these worlds were nearing their end.

Lin Xuan began to retreat.

During their last battle, Tian Xiang had used a similar tactic.

But this time, the volume and number of planets couldn’t be compared to before.

He was furious!

This starry storm showed no mercy; it had reached a point where it could no longer be ignored.

In just an instant, the planets began to disintegrate. The terrifying storm engulfed everything in its path.

As stars shattered, the color of the void changed.

It felt like they were back in the Primordial Era, with the terrifying storm spreading outwards.

The last time, the starry storm wasn’t as extreme, and because there were many opponents, it was more scattered.

But now, things were different.

Tian Xiang hated Lin Xuan to the core. The explosion’s power hadn’t dispersed; instead, he had gathered it using an incredible secret technique into a beam 100 meters wide, which shot towards Lin Xuan.

This would greatly enhance its destructive force.

If hit, the damage could be hundreds of times greater than the previous starry storm.

Lin Xuan was shocked!

His senses warned him of great danger. But he had no room to dodge at this moment.

Even with the Five-Dragon Seal and his True Spirit Armor, Lin Xuan feared that such an attack would overwhelm him.

It wasn’t a matter of underestimating himself; it was truly terrifying.

But now, there was no choice for Lin Xuan.

His hands moved like butterflies as he cast spell after spell. The light from the Five-Dragon Seal burst forth and grew larger.

From its base, another beam shot out, also 100 meters wide.

There was no choice but to confront it head-on.

Boom!

The two beams collided with a silent explosion. But the beam emitted by the Five-Dragon Seal quickly spread.

It couldn’t be stopped!

Even with the Primordial Treasure, his own power still couldn’t match the starry storm.

Lin Xuan’s heart raced as he regretted being too careless earlier. However, it was now or never. He could only fight desperately, hoping for a turn of events, though he knew such hope was slim.

As time passed, Lin Xuan felt this state becoming unsustainable.

He saw himself about to be devoured by the starry storm.

But just as he did, an unbelievable scene unfolded.

Almost without any warning, the blue Star Sea within his body vanished.

In the next moment, it appeared above him.

This unexpected change caught Lin Xuan off guard. But that was only the beginning.

The volume of the blue Star Sea expanded significantly and enveloped him slowly.

It began to rotate gently.

Each light point transformed into a miniature planet.

It was breathtakingly beautiful.

Next, the beam from the starry storm shot towards him.

Lin Xuan’s scalp tingled; it seemed he had no choice but to leave everything to fate.
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Will he fall?

Lin Xuan didn't know, or rather, he had no confidence at that moment. Even with the secret technique of transplanting and grafting, Lin Xuan wasn’t omnipotent.

Tian Xiang was a Daoist Ancestor; his strength wasn’t weaker than his own.

However, before this thought could fully form in his mind, an unforgettable scene unfolded before Lin Xuan’s eyes.

Facing that terrifying light column, the blue Star Sea spun rapidly and transformed into a massive vortex, swallowing it whole.

Yes, swallowed whole!

This sounded absurd, but it was indeed what happened.

Tian Xiang's final attack ended up with such a comical outcome.

Lin Xuan escaped death by a hair, while Tian Xiang spat out blood in anger.

He even wondered if he had seen something wrong; could the Star Sea be used like this?

Was Lin Xiao just too lucky?

He wasn't ready to give up yet.

With a wave of his sleeve robe, a meteor streaked down with a long tail flame towards Lin Xuan.

It was ineffective.

The blue Star Sea transformed into a vortex and swallowed it whole again.

Tian Xiang's face turned even more ashen, but he didn’t lose heart. Instead, his eyes flickered, and a spell shot out from his fingertips, transforming into a divine sword.

Like a whale taking water, the sword slashed towards Lin Xuan.

This time, there was no hindrance; the blue Star Sea no longer provided any protection.

Lin Xuan’s brows twitched as he formed a sword with his fingers. A thunderous sound echoed in his ears, and two sharp sword qi converged to their doom.

Indeed…

Tian Xiang understood the sequence of events. This hateful Star Sea was specifically designed to counter his star domain.

All techniques related to stars were ineffective against it.

Tian Xiang’s face darkened like a rain cloud, but he didn’t think that such a move would be enough to defeat him. Even without using his star secrets, as the Daoist Ancestor, he had countless wondrous and ingenious methods. How could one believe that they wouldn't defeat you?

Too naive!

A cold smile flashed across Tian Xiang’s face. Without any extra movements, he simply flicked his sleeve robe, and a golden light shot out.

The golden light detached from his body and rapidly grew to over ten meters long, transforming into a golden dragon soaring in the sky.

Though not imposing in size, the aura it emitted was far more terrifying than that of a true dragon.

"Roar!"

It raised its head and let out a roar so powerful it made all creatures shudder.

Then, with a flick of its tail, its massive body vanished entirely.

In the next moment, spatial ripples appeared, and the golden dragon reappeared, transforming into three. These three turned into nine in an instant, quickly becoming over eighty-one dragons in total.

Each one was as formidable as the former, even if slightly inferior, they could still match true dragons or celestial phoenixes. They opened their mouths and each spat out a light wave over ten feet long.

The entire sky was dyed a layer of splendid golden hues.

"Bad news!"

Lin Xuan’s face changed dramatically; these terrifying light waves already made him smell the danger of falling.

Without hesitation, he once again summoned the Five Dragon Seal, transforming it into a radiant light curtain to protect himself.

Unfortunately, this proved futile.

Popping sounds filled his ears as the golden light curtain of the Five Dragon Seal was pockmarked by the attack. After all, Tian Xiang had used the Ten Thousand Volume Heavenly Book for this technique. Despite its profound nature, in the face of equal-grade treasures, it couldn’t serve as a reliable shield.

Without any hindrance, Lin Xuan was swallowed by that terrifying light column.

A scream echoed through his ears; even with his True Spirit Armor, he couldn’t withstand it. When the light dissipated, Lin Xuan’s clothes were in tatters.

His body bore countless wounds, but what struck him most was his expression. Despite using the secret technique of transplanting and grafting, his magical power appeared to be on par with Tian Xiang's surface level.

But this was merely an illusion; he couldn’t match such a formidable opponent just by magical power alone.

However, Lin Xuan wouldn't give up.

He had come so far; how could he easily surrender? Even if the chances of victory were slim, he would fight to the end.

Moon and the others still needed him; he must defeat this powerful enemy.

But before his thoughts could fully form, those golden dragons roared as they charged towards him.

A cold expression flashed across Lin Xuan’s face. With a single hand, he made an empty grab, and a green light appeared, forming a long, misty sword that suddenly shot out countless green threads from its standing point, which then spread like a tidal wave towards the opposing dragons.

The sword threads mid-flight produced thunderous sounds as they transformed into colorful giant snakes.

They had strange horns on their heads, bulging eyes, and an extremely ferocious appearance. Although not as formidable as true dragons, they were no less powerful than ordinary Transcendent Realm beings. The key was their sheer number; they used their massive bodies and thick skin to attack, creating a hurricane-like effect wherever they went. Their sharp teeth exposed as they fiercely bit and tore at the golden dragons.

Tian Xiang’s face darkened slightly. Just as he was about to use another wondrous technique, Lin Xuan suddenly blurred before appearing just a few feet in front of him. Without hesitation, he struck hard.

"Close combat is foolish; I’ve already told you that my true immortal body far surpasses any mere mortal."

A cold smile appeared on Tian Xiang’s lips as his right hand lifted and punched towards Lin Xuan.

"Pang!"

The two punches collided with a thunderous sound. It was like a meteor landing… no, the power was far beyond comparison.

The entire sky dimmed.

Just before, they were in the Primordial Universe, but when the blue Star Sea revealed its full power, the scenery changed as if they had arrived at the primordial world where everything remained gray and indistinct.

When the light dissipated, Lin Xuan’s situation was dire; his entire arm was shattered.

"Smartness backfires. I’ve already told you that even with your body refinement techniques, close combat is impossible to match my true immortal body," Tian Xiang’s cold laughter echoed in Lin Xuan’s ears, filled with a sense of triumph.

"Is that so?"

Lin Xuan’s face was painful, but his lips curled into a mocking smile.

Seeing this expression, Tian Xiang felt an intense unease deep within him.

But it was too late.

Ignoring the pain, Lin Xuan grabbed Tian Xiang's fist with his right hand.

A layer of dazzling flames appeared on his palm.

Phantom Heavenly Fire!

This had always been Lin Xuan’s trump card; now, having fused with Chaos Qi and Primordial Qi, he had truly mastered it to a great extent. (To be continued...)
第四千二百一十九章 鸿蒙之火

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly. Originally, he had wanted to expand his victory, but now it seemed like a vain hope.

Field Xiang was no ordinary opponent. He was the first powerhouse of the Immortal Realm, with countless techniques at his disposal. His combat experience was rich and extensive.

In a blink, Field Xiang's hand was enveloped by an unusual flame.

"Ahh!"

A pained scream filled Lin Xuan’s ears as Field Xiang's face showed extreme agony.

Field Xiang had never been injured in their prolonged battle, but this time, he looked more disheveled than ever before. Even his true immortal body, under the power of Illusory Spirit Heaven Fire, was rapidly withering away.

Not just that... wrinkles appeared on Field Xiang's face, and his once-black hair now had streaks of white.

This... must be Time Law!

Lin Xuan’s expression turned to shock as he realized the strange flame contained both Primordial Qi and time poison. It was a lethal weapon; he hadn’t noticed it in time and had been outmaneuvered by Field Xiang.

With great alarm, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. He suddenly opened his mouth and spat out a golden light that wrapped around his arm before detaching it entirely.

Pawn sacrificed to save the chariot!

His reaction was swift and bold. He quickly retreated backward.

Lin Xuan's heart sank. Originally, he had intended to capitalize on his victory, but now it seemed impossible.

Field Xiang’s combat experience was formidable. Despite being far stronger than Lin Xuan, Field Xiang still needed to be wary of his endless tricks and schemes to avoid a hidden pitfall.

He took a deep breath as golden light flickered all over him. Moments later, the light dissipated. Not only had his severed arm fully healed, but even his somewhat aged appearance was restored. His white hair vanished completely.

However, his aura had noticeably weakened.

Regenerating an arm wasn't difficult, but reversing Time Law was no easy feat. Even as a Daoist Sage, he paid a significant price in fundamental power.

The expenditure of primordial energy was considerable.

Lin Xuan sighed inwardly, regretting the missed opportunity. But he understood that it couldn’t be achieved in one fell swoop. He took another deep breath and heard a crackling sound. The shattered bones quickly healed, with no cracks left behind, turning a purplish gold and emitting a faint luster.

In this round, Lin Xuan finally gained the upper hand. But it was due to his cunning rather than raw power.

Field Xiang was furious, hating Lin Xuan deeply.

"Little brat, I will make you regret this."

With a venomous voice, Field Xiang took out an jade box from his robe.

Opening the lid revealed a golden ancient mirror.

The artifact spun, and countless golden mirrors appeared behind him, filling the space with a dense network of identical golden mirrors—hundreds upon hundreds.

And it wasn’t over yet. With a spell cast, all these golden mirrors vanished from behind Field Xiang, only to reappear beside Lin Xuan, enveloping him in an eight-sided formation.

"What is this?"

Lin Xuan sensed something was amiss and flicked out a sword energy.

A sharp sound echoed as it struck the mirror in front of him.

Lin Xuan tried to break through the array but found himself facing an unbelievable scene. The sword energy was reflected back, turning around and shooting towards Lin Xuan.

Lin Xuan’s expression turned pale with shock.

He quickly released another wave of sword energy to block the incoming attack.

But his face had already darkened.

Could these mirrors actually reflect his attacks?

Lin Xuan struck again, sending a flurry of punches that swept across the area.

Unfortunately, they were still reflected back.

His guess was dreadfully accurate.

Lin Xuan’s expression grew even more grim. But then he let out a sneer.

To think this would trap him!

He underestimated people too much.

If it could block sword and energy attacks, what about directly crashing into them?

It couldn’t possibly reflect his essence body back, right?

With these thoughts, Lin Xuan didn't hesitate. He charged forward with a green glow enveloping him.

Of course, he had several layers of protection ready—Five Dragon Seal—but the next scene left Lin Xuan shocked. Without any delay, he crashed into one of the mirrors.

There was no resistance; the mirror seemed to turn into water... It felt like jumping into a lake.

Apart from a cool sensation, nothing was amiss.

Soon, his vision cleared, but he found himself back in the same spot as if he hadn’t moved at all.

Could it be...

Lin Xuan had a vague suspicion. But now wasn't the time to make any judgments.

Without hesitation, Lin Xuan activated his protective talismans again and flew forward.

Boom!

He crashed into another mirror with the same result.

Lin Xuan’s expression was extremely grim as he tried several more times, all yielding the same outcome.

This ancient mirror must be some kind of treasure. Not only could it reflect his attacks but also disrupt spacetime. In other words, he was trapped here.

But Field Xiang still loomed nearby. Would he just give up?

The answer was no.

Seeing Lin Xuan trapped, Field Xiang’s expression turned smug.

"Little brat, you were so smug earlier."

"Hmph, Reincarnation of Ashes, in your previous life, you couldn’t defeat me. In this life, no matter how hard you try, the result will be the same."

"Don't struggle; just accept your fate and die."

Before he could finish speaking, a series of spells were cast. The golden light from the myriad volumes of heaven transformed into a fierce golden flame that merged with the dense network of mirrors.

"What is this opponent trying to do?"

Lin Xuan felt something was wrong but was now trapped, leaving him helpless.

"I will make you scatter your soul here."

Field Xiang’s voice carried an unmistakable aura of killing intent. Mirages of golden flames emerged from the dense network of mirrors.

"Is this..."

The moment Lin Xuan made contact with one of them, his arm melted and fell off.

In shock, he dodged but had nowhere to retreat in such a confined space.

Soon, Lin Xuan found himself almost without any room to move.

Damn it!

He wouldn’t sit idly by. He activated all his protective talismans, but they were useless.

All his treasures turned into mere paper and clay before the golden flames.

"Idiot, your flames can even integrate Time Law. I am the first powerhouse of the Immortal Realm; this flame contains countless wondrous changes, encompassing the entire universe's laws. What does a mere time force matter?" (To be continued)
第四千二百二十章 大结局

从林轩最后的选择可以看出,他内心是无法割舍修真界中的朋友和弟子们,以及整个三千世界的生灵。最终,在九天玄女的帮助下,林轩带着欧阳琴心通过星空之门离开了崩塌的仙界。

这个结局虽然有些遗憾,但也符合人物的性格特点。林轩选择了牺牲个人幸福,来拯救更多无辜的生命,体现了他作为修真者的大爱精神和责任感。

同时,这也为后续故事留下了悬念——林轩是否能找到办法修复仙界?或者他会如何处理与九天玄女的关系?这些问题都值得读者思考。

总之,这是一个令人满意的结局。它既展现了主角的英雄气概,又让整个故事更加完整。希望各位读者喜欢这个结果,也希望未来能有更多精彩的故事等着我们。
关于百炼的后记

Originally, I was going to write a postscript yesterday. But when I typed "全文完" (all finished) on the screen yesterday, my heart felt truly empty.

Six years of writing this novel has been filled with so many regrets and attachments. Today, as I opened my computer and sat for two hours, despite having countless words to say, I found myself at a loss for where to begin...

No banquet lasts forever, but it's really hard to let go. Today, allow me to整理 my thoughts; tomorrow, I will return with an exciting postscript.

Tomorrow’s postscript is very important—please make sure you all read it!

Ah! In the past life, I cried and pleaded for a confession, but in this life, there's no feeling at all. Feng Yiming was completely confused. The prepared words of comfort were stuttering in his mouth, unable to be said.

Of course, Xia You still wasn't sure how to illustrate it; she needed to have an in-depth discussion with Teacher Yuuki.

Perhaps just a turn of the head would make Liu Tiquan, this leader of the peasant uprising, plunge into the revolutionary cause.

However, even they weren’t relaxed. In fact, as soon as they returned to the story world, they immediately encountered a big trouble.

This was a young man with white hair, wearing a blue robe, his face marred by several grotesque scars, exuding an astonishing aura of sword intent.

Moreover, Boss Yi had learned from Mu Shopkeeper and Yu Shuncheng about Hao Jun's situation. Describing Hao Jun as almost divine, he decided to make friends with him. After all, who knows when it might come in handy, so spending a bit more money was worth it.

Her gaze fell on the original manuscript, her beautiful eyes sparkling with an unusual light—clearly she liked it very much.

"Young man, you've even learned some纵横家 (Strategists) tricks and mixed in famous methods. Hmph!" Zhong Xing coughed twice but wasn't angry; his eyes remained murky as ever.

Hearing this, Xia You wanted to deny that it wasn’t so, but there was no denying the truth of the manuscript.

The soldiers from Long Wing Battalion were being berated by Li Si Zheng like servants, full of resentment.

If not for their ability to detect the residual spirit marks on the other party, which were almost impossible to track, they would have been lost.

"Cut it out. You've said so much but you don't even know yourself," muttered a new technical staff member behind Li Si.

After listening to Zheng Ji's explanation, relatives were speechless, looking at Zheng Ji on TV with a mix of emotions—when could I appear in such a program?

"I have my reasons for doing this. Don’t you want to hear them?" Nai Wang was not anxious when faced with Jiang Yingyu’s anger.

Hegang’s powerful punch missed its target, distorting the air around it.

Looking out, King Si and three of the front-line beast warriors could see thousands of stone tribe monsters named in bronze.

In fact, from the reactions in the audience, this was a clear standard, leaving Ye Xiaosheng far behind.

As for why these people appeared in Myanmar, Jiang Yingyu was currently negotiating with the border patrol team captain in the wooden house. They were there to gather information.

Although valuable, it wasn’t enough; basically, no one needed it. But such minerals shone with absolute mystery under the night sky, extremely alluring.

Under the respectful farewell of the squad leader, Yuan Xing left the traffic police detachment, driving his own car and heading down the path shown in the surveillance footage.

Shanghang Haoyan’s voice was unusually hoarse; his body pressing on Yan Qingsheng grew hotter. How could Yan Qingsheng not know that this man had a desire?

Jiyuezhe turned his gaze back, but unlike Qiaoshujiang, he wasn’t bored. He just looked at Lu Yan, his mind running at high speed, analyzing their current situation and the message brought by Lei Jiesen.

Lu Jinian hadn't smoked for a long time; today was a good mood, so he accompanied Xiao Qi in smoking. Two large chimneys were puffing smoke on the deck.
后记

Opening his computer, his fingers hovered over the keyboard. The first word was a blank; he didn't know how to type it.

His heart felt hollow. He barely slept last night, not because of any pretense—really, he just couldn’t sleep.

Unwillingness!

"Trial by Fire" was published on February 11, 2009, on起点. That made it over six years. Six years—that’s hard to believe. Back then, I never imagined that this book would be so long; at twenty-something, now I feel like an old man.

Is this a bit of a pretense? But it is the truth. In these six years, I went through two marriages.

The first one was a bad match, and we quickly divorced. I remember crying as I updated that day—every detail still vivid in my mind. At the time, I told myself that I had failed in love but must not fail in career.

Fortunately, I succeeded. With everyone's support over these six years, while I can’t claim to be a great author like 幻雨, at least I became someone with some recognition.

I don't have to work from nine to five; the income from "Trial by Fire" is enough to support my family. Thank you all for everything you've given me and 幻雨.

I also want to specially thank 雨亭 and 追风筝的男孩, who followed this story from beginning to end.

And 臣魂主, 紫月亮盟主, 轻轻, 重生之水葫芦, and other leaders—beyond the donations you've given me, I am grateful for your encouragement, joy, and excitement during these years.

After my divorce, I was depressed. Remember that "Trial by Fire" was one of the reasons that kept me going. Fortunately, I met my current wife later on, which reignited my hope in love. Now our child is in kindergarten; can you believe it? All this happened while writing "Trial by Fire."

I just checked—over a million words have been written for "Trial by Fire." Of course, considering the time span, 幻雨 wrote slowly, even too slowly.

Was I lazy?

No!

Perhaps I didn't write quickly, but I never considered myself lazy. Over six years of writing, there were times when updates were sparse, but complete breaks in updating were rare—counting on one hand.

Honestly, to reach over a million words in six years is already an effort.

In the vast internet world, not many can maintain such a long run. This is known by all fellow daoists.

Six years have passed; 幻雨 has grown from a young man into a husband and father, experiencing much.

To be honest, writing for so long is exhausting.

If it were a new book, ideas would flow like a spring, making the writing process swift. But as time goes on, complex character relationships and plot entanglements diminish along with the author's enthusiasm. Essentially, to continue writing requires effort that may not always yield rewards.

This is why many authors stop after a certain point; it’s hard work for little gain.

My friends in the industry often laugh at me for taking so long on one book. If I were to start a new one, I could earn more easily and quickly, but I spend my time on just this one.

Do I not understand?

Of course, I do.

Especially recently, as the plot became more complex, it took me much longer to write each chapter than before.

That's why "Trial by Fire" is updating slower. It’s not because of laziness; writing gets harder as you go on.

Many authors can relate—most books slow down in updates as they progress, and this isn’t due to laziness but the natural course of things.

After all, who doesn't want to earn more? If I write a bit more for "Trial by Fire," it means earning a bit more. I’m not stupid; you get what I mean?

But this is hard, especially when writing over a million words. It’s even harder.

And while I write, my life isn’t just about that. Who hasn’t had health issues or unexpected events?

Many think these are excuses, but they’re not.

Do you know how 幻雨 has been dealing with things in the past year?

Many of you remember when 幻雨 took his father to see a doctor. This year was filled with suffering as I watched my father pass away due to lung cancer last month!

You can imagine how hard it must have been for me—crying while typing, comforting my mother, and taking care of the baby.

It was tough, but I had to be strong because I’m the only man in the house now. I need to hold things together, so that’s what I told myself.

Even with few updates, I didn’t stop writing during such a difficult time. How many can say they’ve done that?

At least, 幻雨 has tried her best.

Every family faces its own challenges. So when 幻雨 updates slowly, please understand. Think about the ups and downs in your lives; 幻雨 is no different.

Enough with the complaints.

All this just to tell everyone that writing "Trial by Fire" was a real effort. I have no regrets.

Of course, 幻雨 isn’t just defending herself but also acknowledging areas where she could improve. Even though you don't say it, I know there are still some unresolved plot points in the end.

I apologize for not thinking through certain aspects of the story more thoroughly. I will be more careful moving forward.

Moreover, while much has happened at home, 幻雨 hasn’t updated as frequently as she would have liked. That’s my fault. I’ve already explained the difficulties, but they aren’t excuses; as an author, slow updates are still on me.

I also want to address the criticism about the word count per chapter in "Trial by Fire." It will be adjusted moving forward.

In summary, 幻雨 knows she made mistakes with "Trial by Fire," including overly long and convoluted plots. She promises to improve, but words alone aren’t enough; you’ll see her efforts in action.

Six years have flown by. I’ve grown accustomed to opening my computer each morning to write "Trial by Fire." Now that it’s over, I’m unaccustomed to the change.

Do any of you feel the same way? Whether you loved or hated it, those who followed this story became a part of me.

I can’t help but feel sad about its conclusion.

It feels like losing a child I raised for six years, a treasure I cherished for so long…

Unwillingness!

But as they say, every good thing must come to an end. 幻雨 hopes to meet you all again in the future.

A new book is already signed and will be released on起点中文网. It should start uploading by July at the latest, possibly August. The exact date hasn’t been set yet; so, don’t rush to take down "Trial by Fire." I’ll notify everyone through VIP chapters or public ones when it happens.

You can also add 幻雨’s WeChat by searching “百炼成仙幻雨” or “hchy1982.” Or follow me on 新浪微博 using the same name, where I will keep you updated about my new book and personal life.

The new story is still a fantasy novel but with some differences. I aim to add new elements and make it stand out from existing ones.

I’ve been preparing for this for a long time; while not as meticulously planned as "Trial by Fire," the new book will be much more exciting.

Updates will be consistent, at least 6000 words per day after starting a new book.

However, I won’t write it as long as "Trial by Fire." The plot will be tighter.

In conclusion, 幻雨 hopes you’ll support her in this new journey. After all these years, I really miss you. Six years of growth and friendship because of "Trial by Fire," and the thought of losing touch with some of you is hard to bear.

I hope we can meet again when the new book starts.

幻雨 will work hard, making up for the shortcomings and regrets of "Trial by Fire."

Every good thing must end, but I believe we’ll reunite soon with more exciting stories, tighter plots, and fresh elements.

Enough said. With a heavy heart, 幻雨 will take some time to rest before preparing for the new book. Let’s meet again in the near future, when we can continue our fantastic journey of cultivation together… (to be continued)
幻雨新书《仙碎虚空》发布

After four months of preparation, the new book is finally out...

The feeling of launching a new book is truly exhilarating. It's filled with excitement, tension, and unease, but also hope.

Above all, the greatest hope is to bring everyone an exciting story.

While I can't make any promises, Phantom Rain vows that this book will definitely surpass his previous works in terms of daily updates, ensuring satisfaction for readers.

The new book has officially launched. Please support it by favoriting and reviewing.

Title: *Shattered Immortal Void* Book ID: 3559968

But today, the Holy Lotus Dao had already established a formidable and skilled army after ten years of battling foreign tribes in the Northern Wastelands.

The elder stood beside Qi Cai and proposed an idea. This was the easiest way to buy time; if they were to contemplate the power of nature, it could take anywhere from three to five days, or even longer, up to a year or more.

"Such a powerful pressure!" Chu Feng felt the force that seemed capable of tearing apart stars, and he was frightened. For the first time, he had thoughts of retreating. But as he considered withdrawing, he found his body unable to move.

Instantly, calls from Xinyu Xu's camp caused a commotion. As Vampiric Beast said correctly, many in this group had long seen through City Lord Xinyu's character but were afraid that their betrayal would lead to attacks by this faction, resulting in significant losses.

Personality was also an obstacle. Qin Yue was a doctor and had read much about psychology. Nearly 100% of married men felt that a wife's appearance paled in comparison to her gentle personality.

Due to Chen Qingquan still not stepping down from his position, this medical issue that he hadn't resolved for years made it impossible for He Wenyi to clear up the matter with just a few words.

Behind them, Qi Cai's mocking voice echoed. Huang Mao turned around and saw him pick up a magazine, crush an insect no bigger than a pea in mid-air, and then continue his narrative under City Lord Xinyu's gritted teeth about how Lucifer arrived at Xinyu's camp, forcibly helped them activate their martial spirit, and oppressed them.

He placed the tea tray aside and sat by her bed. His fingers traced the exaggerated curve of her waist and hips gently.

In reality, Ling Yue was indeed a dragon-slaying hero, as was Vampiric Beast. Unfortunately, there were no common people to cheer for them here. At that moment, someone appeared in the valley, running from the corner of the mountain with such urgency that they didn't even glance at us before vanishing into the depths.

Old Man Wangcai sat smugly on his chair, watching Liu Huo's face light up like a flower.

Li Nan half-closed his eyes and felt the sound of rolling wheels. In the peripheral vision, he saw dozens of dark green trucks.

Stone Meng had prepared for the attackers outside the city gates. As soon as the gate opened, he grabbed an ironwood spear and infused it with countless amounts of元气 (a type of energy).

Xue Yun was hesitant to cross this invisible line at a hundred meters' distance; these guys' noses were like precise instruments, and he dared not test their limits.

Jing Moxuan released Han Shui'er. A self-deprecating smile played on his lips. "Self-delusion? You can go now. If you're seen again, the柳氏 (Liu family) will be in trouble." His voice was cold, devoid of any warmth.

At the same time, Qian Ruoruo's final words were directed at both Autumn Ling and her complaints about Jing Moxuan's frequent bouts of misplaced jealousy, which required Qian Ruoruo to exert considerable effort to soothe him.

Lu Qiuhan held a soul-devouring spear in his hand. His eyes were filled with nine parts coldness and one part intent to kill, like a reaper lurking among humans.

But he then remembered Zhao Xuan's words: the master gave him an opportunity, meaning that as long as he spoke the truth, he wouldn't have to suffer from the master's变态 (bizarre) punishment.
幻雨新书《厨道仙途》发布

Dear fellow cultivators, Huanyu has started a new book. This novel is Huanyu's attempt to break through in writing techniques. Huanyu promises to do their best to bring everyone an exciting story.

This new book will still be about xianxia, but with a completely new structure and a totally different tale. It should be much more captivating than previous works.

Title: The Culinary Path to Immortality

Please give it a recommendation, add it to your favorites, and follow the story. Don't forget to bookmark it!

Huanyu's New Book "The Culinary Path to Immortality" for "A Thousand Refinements to Immortality" is now live. Please wait a moment while I type.

After the content updates, please refresh the page to get the latest chapter!
幻雨新书《厨道仙途》，大家请去看看哦！

Dear fellow cultivators, Huan Yu has launched a new book. I assure you that this novel is definitely fresh and unique, offering a refreshing change. It's really worth reading, so please give it a look! Don't forget to leave some recommendation votes and add it to your favorites.

Whether or not you like it, please take a moment to check out Huan Yu's new book: *Culinary Path to Immortality*.

Huan Yu's new book, *Culinary Path to Immortality*, from *A Thousand Refinements to Immortality*. Please go and give it a read! I'm currently typing it up, so please bear with me for a moment,

Once the content is updated, simply refresh the page to get the latest updates!
幻雨新书《觅仙道》，大家请去看看吧

Dear fellow cultivators, Huan Yu has started a new book titled *Seeking the Dao of Immortals*. It's the story of a young man from a humble background who aspires to cultivate and become an immortal.

This time, Huan Yu is writing what he finds most擅长 in crafting—a仙侠 novel. He has prepared for this for quite some time, and it truly is captivating. Please go support it!

Huan Yu's new book *Seeking the Dao of Immortals* is now available. Please check it out! I am currently typing it up; please bear with me for a moment.

After the content updates, refresh the page to get the latest chapter!
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